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DEDICATION
To all the:- 
Victims of poisoning
Victims of Spiritual husbands
Victims of kidnappings
Victims of retribution
Victims circumstances
May it be well for you through divine intervention. 
Amen 
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PROLOGUE	
What happened to a host of men and boys of metropolitan Lusaka after falling victim to the fatal attraction of a luscious damsel could be likened to what happens to seasonal flying insects when they are attracted to light on a dark and chilly night especially after the first rains.                                                                                                                                          
-Some die during the scramble for light.
-Others tire out during the melee and fall by the way side.
-Still those that survive the night don’t see the light of day.
Vanessa Butterfly, the charming beauty pageant winner, was endowed with overflowing beauty that enchanted and hooked me like a fish to a baited fishing line.
In a winner takes all scramble for Miss Butterfly, General Muhange, a pundit in the art of war, assessed his chances and he was smart enough to know his limits in an otherwise unwinnable situation and withdrew from the race without further procrastination. 
But for the three-some of Mr. Scare Crow, a successful business magnate, Captain Sniper, a celebrated retired Army officer and Mr. Patrick Chanda, a shrewd business man in the medical field, had one thing in common; an obsession for one African beauty, the glamorous, the elegant, the bootylicious and curvaceous Vanessa Butterfly. 
These cunning and treacherous individuals exhibited excessive traits of possessive love, a hallmark of maniacs. In their quest to achieve their objectives the trio defied all the odds and removed all obstacles to ensure nobody stood in their way, however, consequences of clandestine activities usually come with a price. 
-Did they successfully accomplish their mission unscathed?
-Did the man she was betrothed to and latter tied a knot with in holy matrimony fold his arms and watch them take what was his? Without bruising them?
-And the seemingly mystery pregnancies: who were responsible?
-But how far can a man go to protect what is his without crossing the line and exceeding his limits?
Stolen pleasures could be sweetest but they have the potential to lead to self-destruction and when the police came in to exert justice, some maniac ended up behind bars, others demised via voluntary manslaughter and still others crossed over to the other side in self-inflicted murder. When all the maniacs had been caught in the spider’s web, the spider had more than it could chew and got entangled in its own web. Having reached the cross roads it could only cry, ‘God, if this is how people atone for their sins, then I am ready to atone for mine.’
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THE MANIACS
CHAPTER ONE: PALM SUNDAY
The road passing through St.Peter’s Roman Catholic Parish Church in cosmopolitan, Lusaka was teeming with singing and ululating worshipers who had just attended palm Sunday Mass in Easter period. Beaming with saintly faces, they excitedly waved branches of palm trees in the air in the aftermath of their re-enactment of Jesus Christ’s triumphant entry into Jerusalem. At an intersection, they ran into congregants from various protestant churches who reacted with mixed feelings: This reminded them of their age-old differences over doctrinal issues such as the celibate lives of catholic priests, among others, that led to the split of the universal church. Some individuals sneered at them and downplayed their euphoric celebrations branding them as superfluous; others appreciated them in the spirit of co-existence.
Their excitement heightened to fever pitch level as they sang the hymn song ‘Hossana in the highest’, proclaiming Jesus Christ as king of the Jews.
Honey Comb, a devoted lay faithful of this Parish bumped into a few individuals to find his way through to the other side of the road. To join in the celebratory mood, Honey tossed his palm branch high in the air and caught it in mid-air before it succumbed to the law of gravity. Spotting an English cut and clad in a dark grey suit, black shirt and grey tie, you would be sure, you are looking at a potential bride-groom, something he was seriously looking forward to. Being a Sunday, there was little volume of traffic on the normally busy roads in week days. And the few cars that were on the road flashed their hazard lights and patiently gave way to the worshipers.
He walked briskly and joined in singing the hymn song. The singing ended abruptly after stumbling over an uneven surface of the pavement. He stopped to inspect his K2000 leather shoes for scratch marks. He smiled broadly after seeing no scratches on them. He glanced at his wrist watch: the hour hand pointed at 9 and the minute hand at 10. He leaned against a lamp post and called a number on his cell phone. A voice at the other end of the line answered.
“Hello! Honey, what’s up?” 
“Hey! Call me that in public and people will think we are gay.”
“Don’t stress. I am conscious of that. Trouble will be when you call me that in the presence of my wife. I will have a tough time trying to convince her that the person at the other end of the line is you.”
“So….We have a fight in the making don’t we?”
“I suppose so.”
“Looks like the solution lies with me. To avoid a possible confrontation, can I renounce my name?”
‘It’s too late my friend, you’re stuck with it. Practically everybody knows you by that name. Keep it.”
“You and those other buddies in our class are responsible for this. You created this problem, you deal with it.”
“No pressure. Let’s tag along. My apologies for not pitching up in church.”
“Hang-over?”
“No. Had a flat tyre and it was too late by the time I fixed it.”
“You made me look like a lone wolf sitting alone in church.”
“You didn’t just notice; you were surrounded by angels.”
“Great! And I do hope they are walking with me right now.”
“What are Guardian angels for my friend?”
“Holy guards?”
“No blasphemy intended?”
“No, no! Not at all. I am just stating a fact am I not?”
“In a lewd and salacious manner?”
“I didn’t think of it that way, sorry.”
“Okay, how was the service?”
“Scary. Scary when people are condemned to hell fire if they do not atone for their sins. And guess what? That girl kept stealing glances at me as always. You know who?
“Yeah. Sexy eyes? She loves you to death.”
“As a brother in Christ?”
“Only you know.”
“Pity I can’t love her back. The Catechist’s sister yes. That one I can take to the moon.”
“Moon? Bon Voyage. Watch out for meteorites though. You hit one you flip, crash land and get bogged down in the middle of nowhere.”
“No pressure. If we survive, we attain a residential status of a permanent nature.”
“And be haunted by aliens from the planet Mars?”
Just then a kerfuffle was developing. Two boys tagged and pushed each other over a k100 one had picked and the other claimed it was his because he saw it first.
“Dono,” Honey said, “I’ll call you back. I am witnessing a situation.”
“What? What is it?”
“Later. Guys, guys… guys! Listen. What seems to be the problem?”
“I picked this k100 and this fella is claiming it is his because he saw it first.”
“Oh! Is that so? I see adversity here. Listen, this is Easter period.”
“Easter? What is that?” one of the boys asked”.
“It’s the period on the Christian calendar when we reflect on the passing of the Christ. It reminds us to be good to each other, show love and learn to share.’’
“No way. There’s no way I am sharing this. It’s mine and mine alone.”
“Okay, Okay…that’s fine.” Honey conceded. “Take your k100 because you picked it and I’ll give your friend k100 because the was the first to see it. Fair?”
“Yes, yes boss.” The boys answered in unison and ran off. People who had been attracted to the altercation dispersed in different directions murmuring to themselves.”
Honey walked silently and jumped over a few pools of rain water on depressed pavements. He stopped by the grocery store and the man behind the counter greeted him.
“Aah! Mr. Kombe! Am I right?’’
“No.”
“I beg your pardon. Care to correct me?”
“Never mind. You know what? I’d rather you call me that than the name you’ve forgotten.”
“Why’s that?”
“I just don’t like to be called by the name I don’t like.” Honey replied.
“Why would someone not like his name?”
“Save me the details. May I have my usual bachelors pack?”
“Bread, eggs and milk.”
“And pork trotters for lunch. Supper will take care of itself.”
“Speaking of bachelor…when shall I expect an invitation for your wedding?”
“Pretty soon.”
“Good to hear that. Miss Rights are hard to find these days.”
“You’re right. Tragically, Miss Wrongs out number Miss Rights. You have to really search like a needle in a haystack.”
Honey’s eyes quickly darted to the stacks of newspapers, the Times, the Daily mail, the Eagle, the Mirror, the Standard…
“Hey! What’s trending in the news today?”
“There’s an eye-catching story in the Eagle today which will definitely excite you. And for a man with good looks and a well-paying job, this story is for you.”
“Oh, come on. What is it about? Let’s see.”
He grabbed the paper and a well-blown picture of a young lady dazzled him. The caption read: YOUNG LASS STUNS MALE SHOPPERS. Below the caption and the photo, the reporter wrote: A young lady in her mid-twenties caused a spectacle at Manda Hill shopping complex today when she flaunted her voluptuous back side and unmatched beauty that left male shoppers in a jaw-dropping mode.
Wearing a white floral dress which hang loosely on her extended bums, she strutted on a catwalk from the shopping mall up to the car park leaving hearts of sores of unlike poles melting and hearts of like poles seething with venomous envy. 
Once in the carpark, cab drivers jostled to have the honor of driving her home.
The reporter further wrote:
“In my frantic efforts to engage her, I lost my footing and went crushing with my camera and by the time I got up, she was gone. I am now haunted by an array of questions begging for answers:
-First off, was she mortal? Or it was a figment of my imagination?
-If she was a living being, was she made from the same cloth as us?
-If she is taken, what kind of husband has she? Is it the kind that thrives in opulence?
-If she is not taken, who can dare to propose to her?
-Is she as ordinary as us to the extent of going to the toilet?
-Is she a celestial being and has since disappeared into the outer limits?
Truth be told, no mortal being could be so pretty, so immaculate, and so elegant.
With her seemingly elusive nature a search for her would last for eternity.”
Honey chuckled lightly and said, “Really! What a fairy tale from Disney land. Honestly, I don’t know what to make of this. The girl is overrated with a halo on her head and aura around her. What’s this? A publicity stunt?”
“I don’t think so. I doubt, that very much. That may just be your perception boss.” The grocer said to him.
“What about you? Is it adding up?’’
“Yes. I see a Cinderella destined for wedlock. What I don’t see though, is a groom with the guts to face her and ask for her hand in holy matrimony.’’ The grocer challenged him.
“That’s you perception too. Nonetheless I find it very hard to buy that narrative in the story but to make a sale for you, I’ll take the paper. Here!”
He handed out two K5 notes, the price of the newspaper. The grocer threw the notes in the cash box and punched a receipt. Honey grabbed the receipt, folded the newspaper twice and said, “I’ll take my leave now.”
“Good luck boss,’’ The grocer said, “By a streak of luck, you might just bump into her one day.”
“Very unlikely.’’ Honey replied
“Then take a step to find her before others do.” The grocer suggested.
“If she’s given, I’ll find her even without taking a step.’’ Honey countered.
“You know boss, that’s a rare gem. That is platinum, the most prized award you can ever get. If I were you I would chase after her.” The grocer insisted.
“My friend, if I chase after people like her, I’ll be sure of reaping the whirl wind. And what will that make me? A fool and a complete idiot. The fact that I am a bachelor should not pressure me into looking for a wife even in crude circumstances. I have my integrity to protect. When the right time comes, I’ll find my bride. In any case, if this girl is what the reporter says she is, chances are other men will still run after her even after tying the knot…mark my word.”
“Strong statement there. I hear your boss, I hear you.’’
“Ironically, you and the reporter have made a demigod out of her.”
He said this and walked away clutching a carrier bag of groceries in his right hand and a newspaper in his left. A few steps away and he stopped and spoke over his right shoulder. “Is she even real?’’
After pausing for a moment he turned his head to resume his walk. His phone beeped.
“Bro! Fill me in. What disrupted our call?’’ Donovan asked.
“Oh! It was nothing, “Honey replied,’’ There’s so much hunger in this country. Two boys were fighting over a k100. And I resolved the impasse in the best way I could.’’
“What did you do?”
“I brokered a win-win situation. Any plans for the evening?”
“I have a few coins. We can chill it if the weather will permit. By the way, have you paid for your car yet?”
“Yeah, I’m picking it up tomorrow morning.”
“Tell me I’ll be the first one to take a ride in it.”
“Son of a gun. Who else deserves that and who tells you it will be a free ride? My friend, the bill for booze will be on you. You dig?”
“Do I have a choice?’’
“I am afraid no.”
“So be it.”
The weather was bleak. Dark clouds covered the eastern part of the sky and the rate at which they drifted to cover the whole sky gave the impression a down pour was imminent any time soon.
Although he missed an early morning weather forecast, looking at the trend in cloud movement it was obvious that it was just a matter of time before it rained cats and dogs. He flagged down a cab to convey him to his residence. He sat at the backseat and watched the foreground and the background race in opposite directions. He wondered if there was a science involved. Such as the law of motion playing a trick on his vision. Suddenly an angelic sight flashed across his face. Not believing what he saw, he blinked repeatedly to focus his sight. A startlingly beautiful young lady walked elegantly along the road.
“Stop, stop, stop…stop!’’ Honey yelled. The cab driver hit the brakes and the car came to a grinding halt. Tyres screeched loudly and badly surfaced the tarmac with black marks followed by a spiral of smoke.
“Sir, what is it?” The cab driver asked.
“Turn the car around, quickly.’’
“But sir, we’ve not reached the destination you told me.”
“I know. Just do this for me. Be careful though. Don’t cause an accident.”
“Alright sir.”
Conscious of the other road users, the cab driver swang the car around and headed into the opposite direction.
“Easy, easy… slow down… slow down. Okay, just here, swing it back.”
The driver swang the car back.
“What?” Honey cried. “She was here… right here. Good God!”
“Who?”
“A damsel… immensely endowed. A mother of all beauties… God send, straight from the gates of heaven.”
“But sir, how were you able to see all that in a flash of the moment?”
“Your eyes were on the road; my eyes were everywhere. My friend, I know what I saw. It was a spectacle of a lifetime. The one dreams are made of.”
“Well sir, too bad she is not here anymore. Probably disappeared around the corner of that building.”
“Yeah, most probably. Or, vanished into thin air, like an apparition.”
“You mean like a spook?”
“Something like that. Anyways, step on the gas. Some things are better imagined than actualized, especially when they are too good to be true.”
“Boss, what are you saying? You mean you were just imagining things and you made me drive all the way here… for nothing?”
“I said that out of frustration. Like I sad, I know what I saw. As a matter of fact, this must be the same girl featuring in this paper.”
Honey waved the paper to the cab driver.
“Grab a copy, you will know what I am talking about.”

*****************
Honey Comb, born Buchi Chipepe, a middle-aged technocrat working for an emerging business entity rose through the ranks and landed a managerial position with perks and per diem. Tall, with a fairly dark toned skin, the young luminary had a charming personality, a cheerful disposition and an athletic body that any woman would fall for.
Girls had no problem calling him Honey Comb because he was a sweet-looking and affable young man. This did not settle well with the older generation, who, in their own wisdom, felt it was inappropriate to call him such and chose to address him as “Mister”, “Youngman”, “You”.
He had friends in high places he interacted with at professional and social levels, among them Donovan, whom he knew from his university days. Middle aged and slightly light skinned, Donovan was by nature a witty and introverted person. He was on the bigger side in terms of stature with the potential to become obese in old age. Out of genuine concern for his health, Honey Comb never tired out to caution him. “Watch your diet buddy.”
The twosome grew fond of each other and were branded inseparable Siamese twins. They were always there for each and literally shared everything, except girlfriends. Honey Comb’s uncle once quipped “when you see one, just know the other one is around the corner.” A deep-rooted fraternal bond of epic proportions only comparable to the Pythias and Damon friendship, covering for each other or worse, you step one one’s toes you step on both men’s toes. Suffice to call them bosom friends.
Five months later Honey Comb and Donovan dropped in at the Full Moon Night Club. In the restaurant section they chatted over their steaming cups of coffee.
Honey. “Waiter! Excuse me. Your coffee ….. is it Brazilian?” 
Waiter, “No Sir, this is  Kateshi coffee? 
Honey. “Aah! Kasama Coffee? We’re getting somewhere. Donovan, this is export quality, don’t you think?” 
Donovan, “Can’t agree with you more. The aroma …. The taste.. the texture ..it’s simply yummy. Next time I want it without milk so I can experience the fullness of its goodness.” Honey. “Yeah. It’s going down smoothly like mature fine wine. Let’s get the whole pot.” 
Donovan. “Not a bad idea at all. Waiter, you heard us right. Bring the coffee port.”
After dismissing the waiter Honey placed his right hand over Donovan’s fisted left hand the way lovers do but not intending to do what lovers do and said.  
“Donovan, after years of hard work, your corporate entity has transformed into a going concern. Last time I checked It was listed on the Lusaka Stock Exchange. The prospects for the future seem brighter than the morning star. Bravo!” Honey Comb complimented his friend.
“Yes, there’s been a turnaround lately. Liquidity levels are looking up. As a matter of fact we are in serious talks with foreign business executives for a merger with their conglomerate some time next year,” Donovan replied. “Let’s hear it from you. You are now Marketing Manager, aren’t you? Don’t deny it.”
“Well, well, well. Yes, yes, yes.” With a grin on his face, Honey Comb congratulated his friend saying, “Good for you my friend you’ve hit it big.”
Donovan let go of Honey Comb’s hand and effortlessly punched his chest with his right hand.
“Hey, come on, don’t make it look like you are in a lesser position than I am. We know you’ve been recently elevated to one of the top-notch positions at Palm Grove. Don’t deny it.”
“Well, well, well. Yes, yes, yes.”
“Oh, come one, we are teasing each other?’
“Yeah, it is good sometimes. You tickle me, I tickle you back. You know we poke fun at each other. That’s what makes the world go around. But you know, not all that glitters is gold. These positions come with their own challenges sometimes.”
“Agreed. I do hope they are not insurmountable otherwise delve into the manager’s manual, you’ll find the answers,” observed Honey.
Donovan sipped from his cup of coffee and returned, “insurmountable, no, no! But there are some issues which can derail someone if he is not careful. You know, management of human capital requires tact and a deeper understanding of psychological issues.”
“Is someone undermining your authority?” Honey looked up to face him.
 “No. Unfortunately my new IT officer is making it difficult for me to manage her.”
“Aah! It is a woman? Fire her before you’re fired. An incompetent worker is a liability to the company. You know that.”
“On the contrary, she is very competent, knowledgeable and hardworking. It is the human relations aspect that is worrying.”
“It is very simple. If you can’t get along with her, get rid of her. Period.”
“It is not that easy my friend. If you care to know, she’s a very smart young lady. My attempt to take disciplinary action against her backfired. She stormed into my office, quoted sections of the labour laws and threatened to report me to the Labour Office.”
“What? She had the audacity? What exactly is her problem? Insubordination?”
“No.”
“She absconds from work?”
“No.”
“Late coming, gossiping, unruly behavior, disorderly conduct?” Honey quizzed his friend.
“No, no. None of that.”
Donovan laughed, “You will be surprised if I tell you that she is dazzlingly beautiful, men are literally camping at my office. And when I say men, I mean men of all shapes and sizes. By lunch hour an assortment of latest car models take up all the parking space. All wanting to take her out to lunch.”
A surprised look registered on Honey’s taut face and he said, “Get out of here.”
“I swear I am telling the truth.”
“Get out of here. That is bullshit. Don’t lie to me.”
“Listen, I have had the privilege of listening to testimonies of some of the crazy guys who chased after her. Can you imagine men who had a one off date with her complained of sleepless nights leading to insomnia?’
“Blue lie. Donovan, since when did you become a joker?’
“I can swear a hundred times I am telling the truth. Can you imagine men who went on a warpath for her never relented no matter how many times they were turned down?”
 “No. I can’t imagine cooked up stories.”
“Now listen to this. Her first employer fired her for filling up the company post office box with love letters from men of all walks of life. Imagine how the company switchboard operator was inundated with telephone calls from aspiring men and boys.”
“Will you stop? What have you been reading? What have you been watching? What have you been smoking?’
“No books, no movies, no weed. Bare and plain truth.”
If what you are saying is true then what you have my friend is nothing but trouble brewing big time.”
“Get it from me. I know of one big shot who ran over this young man he suspected was going out with her. The poor chap died and was buried six feet under. Cause of death? Hit and run. The big shot did not mind denting his BMW and he in fact paid big time to hush the authorities.”
“Like I said, that is a time bomb waiting to explode and casualties will be many.”
“Yeah, you’re right. At the rate the battle for Butterfly is going, I could be next.”
“Holy shit! Why would you be next? Are you one of the crazy guys chasing after her?”
“No, crazy guys might kill me for seemingly standing in their way. You will appreciate that Miss Butterfly is equally in grave danger and I have a responsibility to protect her as her boss.”
“Butterfly? What kind of name is that? Like me, she has a strange name. Well, it’s been a while since I came to your office. You didn’t even tell me you had a new employee. What a pity, she is sending shockwaves to all and sundry.”
“You know, I watched a BBC documentary last year when she won Miss Zambia Beauty Contest…”
“I thought you were done,” Honey interrupted.
“I’ll be done in a moment. A BBC reporter described her as being endowed with so much beauty it actually overflows leaving many a man guilty of lust. He was also quoted as saying the most colourful butterfly in the world is what epitomizes her beauty. She was henceforth called Butterfly. She has the glamour, the elegance, the posture, the voluptuousness, the curves… you name it.”
“Are you enticing me? Just stop lying to me. You think I can believe that?”
“If you don’t believe me, why don’t you come and see for yourself? I hope you won’t end up like the others when you set your eyes on her.”
“End up like what?’
“Like a maniac.”
“Hey, wait a minute… wait a minute. It has just dawned on me. Isn’t she the elusive girl I read about in the Eagle newspaper four months ago? The one who reportedly left poor souls nursing their whiplash wounds at Mandahill Shopping Complex?”
Interestingly, Miss Butterfly turned out to be the mysterious and elusive girl the Eagle newspaper reported about four months ago.
Honey Comb did as his friend asked him to do. While he blessed the day he met her, he also cursed it because of the trials and tribulations he went through during their courtship and right through their marriage. Vanessa was like a bandit of the old West with a stake on her head being pursued by relentless bounty hunters.
Typically fair African complexion turned gold by her beautician who went further to transform her afro hair into frizzy curly hair. These were complimented by a host of other traits: the most striking features being big, white sexy eyes, thin pointed nose, sparkling white teeth, saucy lips, shapely legs and a prominent booty. She enchanted men and drew them to her like a moth is drawn to light. Ever smiling, she was the sweetest thing one could ever see.
Honey Comb’s main adversary during courtship was Mr. Scare Crow, a wealthy business man who did not unfortunately possess good looks, the reason of which he was called by that name.
There was nothing particularly good about him from top to bottom. For starters, his head was shaped like an axe-handle with an extended forehead. The short and fat nose sank back in his head: a golf ball shot at close range would easily whizz through his large nostrils right into his guts. From his sullen face popped out red eyes that stared at you like an ominous owl on an eerie night. The fat lips made him look like an American imitation of an alien from outer space.
Dark pigmented, tall, clumsy and walked like a giant panda. He usually wore dark suits and one colour shirts without a necktie. He measured well over seven feet tall and probably weighed a quarter tonne. The footwear traced the man back to ancient Patagonia.


















CHAPTER TWO
THE ANNUAL BALL AND THE WATERFALLS
Honey Comb and Vanessa Butterfly’s courtship was progressing very well: Eating out together, picnics, shopping sprees, walks in the moon light, sight-seeing, chatting on Facebook and WhatsApp and mobile phone calls.
At Christmas, Honey Comb received an invitation to attend a Zambia Army Annual Ball. He took Vanessa with him.
Given free like the air we breathe were tons of sumptuous meals and oceans of booze to wash down the food. All genre of music was played and diners of all age groups took turns to showcase their dancing skills.
When Honey Comb and his partner Vanessa took to the dance floor, revelers burst into wild applause with joyful noise. The grooving, the gyrations, the spinning, the twisting, the boogying and the foxtrot. It was all systems go.
In his velvet tuxedo the master of ceremony lunged forward, his right hand raised up while his left held a microphone. With overflowing excitement he exclaimed, half running to the centre of the dancefloor.
“Wow! Wow! Wow! My, oh my… Oh my word. What can I say? Someone tell me. I am lost for words. What a gas! Tantalising. I have never seen anything like this before. Jim Reeves must be turning in his grave with astonishment. It’s a dance of a century, a dance made in heaven. A big round of applause to the young couple,” he said.
Someone in the audience shouted loudly “love you Romeo and Juliet.”
The MC reacted and said “I like that. More cheers for Romeo and Juliet. They deserve that!”
General Muhange, the host, stood up to give a standing ovation, clapping and smiling broadly, followed by men and women in uniform and the rest joined the frenzy. The clapping seemed to go on for what looked like eternity. His amplified voice cut through it to address the panting and perspiring couple.
“Hi guys. How are you feeling?”
“Great,” Honey Comb and Vanessa answered simultaneously.
“You guys are destined for greatness. Yes, yes, you are and I feel it. I can guarantee yoy, we haven’t seen the last of you. If you ever thought country music and ball dance had been pushed to the archives, think again. This is an age-old favourite. I foresee a media frenzy falling for you like nine pins”
The MC turned to the audience.“Once again, give it up for the young fellas.”
Picking up K5, K10, K20 and K50 bank notes from the dancefloor thrown by appreciating spectators who had formed a circle proved to be a huge sweet task.
Honey took off his hat and loaded it with the boodle.
The seemingly perfect night was not without a blemish. Because of an apparent minimal age difference between Honey and Vanessa and misjudgment on account of a blurred vision due to the effect of alcohol, an officer approached Honey in his drunken stupor and asked:
“Young man, can I dance with your sister?”
Honey answered with a smile, “You’re welcome but she is taken.”
Apparently, the officer did not hear the last part of Honey’s reply.
During their ball dance moves the officer appeared to be whispering into Vanessa’s ear. The ensuing verbal exchange, though polite, seemed to have unsettled the officer. He bowed before her, appearing to apologise profusely. He later walked her to Honey, her right hand placed over his left hand.
“I am sorry I miscalculated. You’re… you’re a wonderful couple. Enjoy the evening.”
The officer apologized and bowed slightly. Honey bowed back and replied, “That’s okay, enjoy the evening too.”
The progression of the night moved in tandem with the intoxication levels and added more blemish to it.
A lower ranked officer received a severe verbal reprimand from his superior for apparently ruining his chances with Vanessa. Their covert maneuvers collided and the junior officer was given marching orders: forced to leave the event venue immediately.
Burning with desire, the junior officer followed Vanessa to the ladies’ powder room with the intention of making a proposal. Unaware, the senior officer had the same intention. They arrived at the same time from two different directions.
Colonel: “Major, may I know what you’re doing here? I don’t need to remind you that these are ladies’ toilets.”
Major: “I should be asking you the same question, Colonel, sir.”
Colonel: “What insolence! Did I hear you right? That is insubordination of the highest order. I want you out of this building this instant. Don’t even think about it. Leave… now. Scram.”
“I beg your pardon, Colonel, sir. Can you allow me to take care of one urgent matter back there, sir?”
Colonel: “Denied. Leave now, this minute.”
Major: “Sir, yes sir.”
The junior officer saluted feebly and walked away towards the exit door without looking back. The Colonel watched him saunter away and smiled wryly.
Overwhelmed by nervous anxiety he paced around as he lay in wait for the heart-stealer. He pulled back the sleeve of his uniform to glance at his wrist watch and turned full circle to look back down the hallway. Two people, male and female, conversed at a distance. Heart-throbbing music blared and pounded the airwaves. He turned to his original position when he heard a door hinge creak. In anticipation of a great moment he dusted his uniform, ran his palms over the top of his head and patted both cheeks with both his hands as if in readiness to meet the Queen of England.
Vanessa appeared through the door tugging the hem of her dress. Her handbag hung loosely over her left shoulder. The whiff of ‘au du France’ filled the evening’s still air around Vanessa and quickly spread to where the Colonel was standing.
“Sweet fragrance there,” the Colonel commented.
“Thank you,” Vanessa replied. “I heard high-pitched voices like a father chiding his son. Is there a problem officer?”
“No, no – no I – I just fended off an obnoxious stalker. He was up to no good. I felt obliged tto ensure no harm came to you. Are you alright Miss?”
“I should be okay having escaped a supposed attack from an obnoxious stalker.”
“I’ll go straight to the point. I know a pretty face when I see one. You deserve to be in the arms of a responsible gentleman who will protect and care for you to the extent that you will lack nothing in life.”
“If I were you Colonel, I would be looking for a good-hearted lady. Pretty faces are deceiving.”
“Did you just call me Colonel? How are you able to distinguish between ranks?”
“My father was a soldier too. He retired at the rank of Colonel.”
“Oh, really? That makes the two of us. It runs in the family.”
“Family? Talk to me. Are you…”
“No. Not related. Not now but will be soon after I walk you down the aisle.”
“Oh! Great.” She threw her arms in the air, utterly disillusioned.
“Listen, you’ll be day dreaming if you count on that. Do you know who you are talking to? You are talking to a married woman – happily married.”
“Divorce him and I’ll make a perfect replacement,” he said candidly.
“Are you in your right frame of mind, sir? I find this very strange. You’re looking for love in a wrong direction.”
“This is a perfect place to look for love and I have just found it.”
“What? Unbelievable.” She ran her fingers through her hair and rolled her eyes irritably. “Do you even know me? There’re a lot of single girls out there who -”
“Forget the single girls out there. I am proposing love to the girl who has stolen my heart. And she is standing right in front of me.”
Agitated, she sharply looked away and said, “gosh, look sir, I am already in sufficiently capable hands. I cannot possibly divorce my husband for prestige. Listen, if in your wildest dreams promise me the moon, you will just belittle yourself because someone has already promised me the sun.”
“Don’t be sarcastic young lady. I mean well. You, I’ll treat like a queen because I’ll promise you the whole wide world.”
“Seriously sir, what you’re asking for is not feasible. Can I go now… please?”
“Not until you’ve said yes.”
“That won’t happen. If I shout, Colonel, you will be embarrassed.”
“You will do no such thing.”
“Dare me.”
Her small handbag tightly tucked under her left armpit, she turned sharply and swung her head sending her frizzy hair flying. As she walked away her extended bums swung up, down and sideways as if dancing to a rendition of folk music.
Seeing this, the Colonel melted with covetous envy and ran after her.
“Hey! Wait. Can we exchange numbers… at least?”
She stopped briefly and said, “In your dreams, Colonel.”
The Colonel made faces and grunted, “fuckin’ whore.”
He lit a cigarette, threw the burning matchstick on the ground and stepped on it. He pulled hard at the cigarette, swung his head back and blew the smoke into the blue starry sky. Out of frustration, he threw the cigarette in Vanessa’s direction and hit it with his right foot, sending sparks all over. He stomped the ground with both his feet and yelled loudly, “grrrrr! Damn you! Stubborn pretty little thing. I’ll hunt you down, I swear upon my living mother. You will be mine.”
He kicked the empty space with his right foot and cursed, “bloody hell.”
After the Ball, word went round that a sensational couple took the event by storm. A young couple put up an enthralling performance with spectacular dance moves that captivated the enthused diners.
While the Times downplayed the trending news, the Daily Mail followed up the story and traced the couple back to Honey Comb’s home on 12 Chembe Close.
The interview covered their rollercoaster journey toward consummation of their marriage, their unique dancing skills, terminating with the astounding beauty of the lady of the house to be, Vanessa Butterfly.
The story appeared in the FEATURES section of the newspaper, covering a quarter page with the caption picture depicting the two holding hands and smiling towards the camera. At the end of the interview, the interviewer secured a deal in which Vanessa ended up a cover girl in the Sunday Daily of that week.
Was this the beginning of their celebrity life?
The day following the Annual Ball, Honey Comb had to fulfill his appointment with the Regional Army commander.
On the wall behind the general’s huge desk were portraits of the Republican President and the Army Commander. On his desk and inside a picture frame was a photograph of the general and his lady, probably honeymooning somewhere in Siavonga. They exchanged pleasantries.
“I am Brigadier General Muhange. Simply call me General.”
The heavyset general went round the desk and extended his massive hand to greet him. From the door, Honey Comb cut across the spacious office to meet his host. His eyes strayed to look at the far right corner of the office: three prestigious trophies were proudly displayed on top of a cabinet, awarded to the general in recognition of his achievements.
The first as officer cadet at Miltez, the second during inter defence forces sports competition in the bodybuilding category and the third for target shooting. Half his chest was decorated with various medals signifying his numerous accomplishments.
The general’s oversized hand swallowed Honey’s hand completely.
“And I am Honey Comb,” he replied.
“I beg your pardon?”
“Honey Comb is my name.”
“This is a military establishment. We don’t joke around here. Only criminals go by fake names. Are you one?”
“Of course not. I am sorry if my name sounds offensive. Truly sorry.”
“Bloody hell, you’re fucking joking. Are you a musician? A rapper?”
“No, General. I certainly wish I was.”
“Oh! Common, why would you wish to be a rapper? For god’s sake, tell me something decent.”
“Back in the day when you wore pompie and bell bottom trousers and swung your heads as you danced to Rock music, we didn’t frown at you. As a new generation this is our time and rap is the new fad.”
“Correction. You would not have possibly frowned upon us when you were not even born at the time. If you were, you must have been too young to even know anything around you. Probably suckling at your mother’s breast.”
“I beg your pardon. I meant the older generation of your time.”
“Young man, seriously and all things being equal, how on earth did you get that name? Nickname, I suppose?”
“The truth is, I am equally uncomfortable with this name.”
“You should be. Anyway, pardon my inquisitiveness but rest assured I can never call you…never mind. Please take a seat anywhere.”
“Gm, gm,” Honey cleared his voice, “well um… from what I can see, I can tell you are a great soldier.”
“You aren’t seen nothing. Wait until you see me at the battlefront,” the general said unwittingly and patted Honey’s back.
“That would be great General but I wouldn’t have a chance even if a war broke out,” Honey returned and smiled broadly.
“Tell me, are you indigenous… I mean from these parts?”
“Well my parents are from Kasama but I was born and bred on the Copperbelt.”
“Is that where you acquired your incredible dancing skills?”
“Well I… suppose so.”
“Well that was a scintillating performance you put up last night… fascinating. Aside from that, I see an all-rounder, able-bodied young man, fit enough to carry a rifle hundreds of miles and beyond. Has it ever crossed your mind to join the military? I see a lot of potential in you.”
“Working in the military should be quite an experience. I would love that but I have a well-paying job for now. Thanks, but no thanks.”
The secretary came in and served both men a cup of coffee each. To lighten up the moment the general asked, “did you say no for the cup of coffee or to my proposal?”
“To your proposal, General.”
Both men laughed heartily.
“Okay, and your partner, is she…?”
“Yes General. She has an equally well-paying job.”
“She can quit that job. You see, the Army doesn’t pay peanuts anymore. I will personally recommend she gets an office-bound job not to mention further studies abroad.”
“I can’t speak for her but I think she’s comfortable where she is,” Honey said this with a chuckle as he tossed the Times newspaper back on the coffee table.
“Come on young man. Don’t be over protective of your partner. Give her space.”
“Honey smelled a rat and plainly the general was getting on his nerves.
“In my place, General, what would you do?”
“I would do the right thing. Opportunity knocks only once.”
“Yes, but she is already in employment.”
“Granted, but you don’t throw away a good opportunity just like that.”
Feeling uneasy, Honey reacted with a measure of emotion.
“Where is this coming from, General? We just met and you’re already showing too much interest in me and my partner. Suffice to say, I am just a stranger (to you).”
“A stranger is friend you didn’t know until now. And I am only doing this because I like you and I want to appreciate you.”
“Thank you, General. I appreciate too.”
“Alright. You have turned down all my proposals. At least join the officers’ mess as members. I will pay for membership for both of you.”
“That’s kind of you, General. I will think about it.”
The general handed him his business card and said, “do remember to give my regards to your partner. She is a very special and unique lady. Do what you can to please her.”
Honey bowed slightly as he regarded the business card. He looked up to the general and said, “I will.”
“One more thing,” the General continued, “if you need anything…anything at all, don’t hesitate to call upon me.”
“Thank you General. I have your number.”
“Alright, take care,” the General concluded.
“You too, General.”
They shook hands. At the exit door he turned to face the general and bowed slightly to appreciate his hospitality. The general responded by lifting his right hand to bid farewell and grinned. For a moment he nodded his head appreciatively and shrugged his shoulders in despair.
At lunch hour Honey and Vanessa met at an eatery. 
Licking ice cream, Vanessa asked, “How was your meeting with the general?”
“Good,” Honey answered sulkily.
“What was it about?”
“Male stuff.”
“Okay. I guess I don’t need to know.”
“Yah, but listen to this make or break situation.”
“Yes, tell me about it.”
“Someone owned a somewhat small but lucrative business concern and its potential to grow was being thwarted by rival and envious business houses. In fact, conglomerates scrambled to buy it off. Dominant firms listed for unsolicited shares and smaller business houses toyed with the idea of liquidating it so they could take it over. If you were the owner, what would you do?”
“I would seek the intervention of the law.”
“Wouldn’t it be easier for you to bow under pressure and quit. Simply throw in the towel and go with the flow?”
“Yes, if there are other sources of income. But if this is my lifeline, I would fight until my last breath. Tell me, is your company experiencing business shocks? Is it under the threat of liquidation?”
“Relax. This is just a metaphor. I will explain things when the time is right.”
“You still have me worried.”
“Oh Vanessa, there’s nothing to worry about. I am still keeping my job. The company is doing fine. In fact, shareholders are over the moon, they will receive dividends more than they can imagine. We have made huge profits this year more than ever before.”
“Now, what was that metaphor about?”
“It’s about life and living…the intricacies of life. Most importantly, what I’ve learnt from what you’ve said is that “a man’s gotta do what a he’s gotta do.”
“Meaning?”
“Fight for what is yours.”
“Exactly my point. We are speaking the same language, aren’t we?”
“Precisely.”
“Honey, what is going on?”
“You will soon know.”
“I want to know now.”
“Now is not the right time.”
“You see, you’re hiding something from me.”
“It’s a minor issue that should not bother you. In fact, it is water under the bridge now. Cheer up baby girl.”
“Okay, if you say so. Suit yourself.”
During one of their romantic outings Honey asked Vanessa, “what are your thoughts on sex before marriage?”
“You can ask me that? Isn’t it obvious? The answer is blowing in the air.”
“Quit stalling. I want a straight answer.”
“The answer is staring you in the eyes. It is a straight no.”
“And if Peter is courting Jane, are they free to go?”
“No, they’re not. Anything before the D-Day is not good enough. In fact, it’s an abomination.”
“How long must people court?”
“That’s a matter of moral principle. The bottom line is to know your partner well enough. Inside out, if you like. Aah! I got it. I know where this is going. Look, if you can’t stand the pressure, pick a classless girl from the streets and marry her. I am not in a hurry. You won’t get what you want I am afraid. Sorry.”
“That’s inconceivable,” Honey said to pacify the situation. “My girl is standing right in front of me and I love her very much.”
“if that is the case, zip up.”
She said this and walked away in short, quick steps and left him standing in complete awe, pondering his next move. In his quest to get intimate with her he used all the tricks in the book to lure her.
One evening, while sitting on a bench chatting under the moonlight, while licking lolly pops in an amusement park, Honey suddenly shouted, “look here!” When Vanessa turned sharply to look, their lips collided. 
She sprung up in a furious rage, “what are you doing?” wiping the kiss from her lips with her right hand. “Are you a pervert or what? Last time I checked people didn’t steal kisses. It is a mutual feeling. Good gracious, it is consensual. Read my lips, co-nse-nsual. And don’t you ever do this again.”
Honey stood up intending to hold her hand in a bid to put damage control measures in place.
“Don’t touch me.”
“Look I am sorry –“
“Sorry? Are you serious?”
“Yes I am serious. My apologies. I boobed. I’ll not do this again. I promise.”
“You had better… Look, I am not what you think I am. I am a decent girl from a decent family, brought up in a Christian-.”
Honey moved forward and placed his right index finger on her lips and whispered, “shhhh. Sorry. One word is enough to a wise man. And I count among the wise.”
Honey and Vanessa took advantage of the Christmas festivities and got themselves two weeks leave of absence from their respective work places. A perfect time to introduce his bride-to-be to his parents and relatives
Destination – Kasama.
Apart from going through all the traditional procedures the two love birds had enough time for leisure.
A day following Christmas day, they drove to Chishimba Falls. It was a hot day and Honey wasted no time to make his intentions known.
“Hot as a furnace. Let’s cool ourselves under the Falls.”
“Good idea,” responded Vanessa, “and out you go so that I can get changed.”
Honey reluctantly clambered out of his Toyota Fortuner. Hardly six months down the line since he bought it from a Japanese used cars show room.
“It’s not a big deal. I am home and dry out here. I’ll just take off my shirt and trousers and lo and behold, I’ll be running around in my boxer pants.”
“Suit yourself. Do you mind?”
“What?”
“You don’t want to watch a woman undressing, do you? And erh… instead of pretending to look away, why don’t you just take a walk? I foresee someone stealing glances.”
“Oh, great!”
Honey rolled his eyes and walked away. Not long thereafter, Vanessa came out of the car in her bikini.
“Uwabinga ukowa?” Honey asked.
“Teminina,” Vanessa answered.
“Let’s then do it. What are we waiting for?”
Honey’s mobile phone beeped.
“Vanessa, wait. Let me take this call. Aah! It’s your boss Donovan. Dono!”
“Hello people. How is it going? How is the bride?”
“Very well. We’re done with marital issues and right now we are cooling off at Chishimba Falls.”
“Chishimba, who?”
“Chishimba Falls…”
“Speak up, I can’t hear you.”
“I can hardly hear you either. The line is breaking. Hallo…hallo…hallo – aah! Network issues. Okay! Let’s do it. Come on, let’s go.”
Under the cascading torrents they cooled off and later chased each other to an open pool where they splashed water on each other like toddlers. Then she did the unthinkable. She made gestures for him to jump on her back.
“No. You don’t mean that!” he protested.
“Yes I do. Come on,” she insisted.
“Vanessa, is this your idea of a horse ride?”
“Horse ride, donkey ride or human ride… it’s all the same. Get a ride on my back.”
“Is your back certified to carry passengers?”
“Yes. At their own risk though.”
“I swear by God, I’ll break your back and I’ll be damned if I do.”
“It’s my back, not yours.”
“That back is very important to me. I cannot afford to have it broken. As a matter of fact, why don’t we switch roles? You get on my back.”
 “No, that’s male chauvinism. It’s either you jump on it or the horse rides alone.”
“I would rather the horse rides alone.”
“You will break its heart. And broken hearts never mend.”
Once on her back, one, two, three steps and they collapsed. The double weight went splashing down to the river bed.
Hunger pangs dictated their next event on the itinerary: lunch.
Vanessa spread her chitenge wrapper on the grass and laid two lunch boxes on it. As soon as she removed the lids, the heavens opened up and it started raining cats and dogs. They dashed off to a nearby makeshit shelter to take refuge.
It was a storm. Lightening and thunderclaps characterized the downpour. The rumble of thunder reverberated across the dark sky.
“Ooh!” Vanessa yelled, lunged forward and ended up in Honey’s arms, giving him an involuntary hug in the process. “I hate it when God decides to show His wrath by rolling drums across the sky.”
Responding with an embrace, he said, “It’s alright, you’ll be fine. Here my friend it doesn’t rain, it pours.”
Darkness fell on the land. She buried her head on his chest. Their faces silhouetted each time there was a flash of lightening.
“Welcome to my world. You better start getting used to lying on my chest cos you’re destined to be my wife,” he muttered inaudibly.
“What did you say?” Vanessa asked and tilted her head to look at him.
“What did I say?”
“I don’t know. Your mouth is very close to my ear but all I heard was on incomprehensible mumble jumbo.”
“I was just wondering what a day it has been and listening to your heartbeat… and yah wishing we could be here forever.”
“If Hell is your place to be then take me to Heaven and come back to Hell.”
“Where you’ll be is where I’ll be.”
“And definitely not Hell.”
“Precisely. You and I deserve better.”
Nature continued to wreak havoc, rumbling and flash lightening at intervals. The intensity of heavenly activities soared in magnitude and rattled the reed shelter which had begun to leak in places.
Heaven’s floodgates and the thundering water falls dropped thousands of litres of water per second effectively amplifying the combined sound.
The competing sounds had a lullaby effect that sent Vanessa to snooze land. Honey listened to her heartbeat as she snored softly like a purring cat. In the moments that followed, Honey too succumbed to the urge to sleep and he was in no time embraced by the arms of morphius.
After close to an hour of heavy downpour the heavens closed as abruptly as they had opened. Moments later an elderly couple stood on the entrance of the shelter. The old man stooped to address the two lovers.
“Knock, knock!”
Honey woke up still cuddling his partner. His right had tapped Vanessa lightly on her cheek. She winced as she woke up with a start.
“Honey, what is it? Did I snooze?”
“Just a little. We both did. Look, there’re some people on the door.”
“Sorry for intruding,” the old man said, “we saw you drive in. If you are going now kindly give us a lift to town.”
“How did you come?”
The old man laughed softly and said, “good question. Our son dropped us here and because of the rain we fear he might take long to come back to pick us.”
“It’s not raining anymore.”
“Yeah, you’re right. We-we-we might as well wait for him. Thanks anyway.”
Vanessa poked Honey in the ribs and protested in a whisper.
“Honey! Where is your empathy?”
“Just kidding,” he whispered into Vanessa’s ear.
He then addressed the old man, “papa, light moment. Not to worry, we’ll give you a lift back to town. If you don’t mind, wait by the car. We’re coming right up.”
“Thank you. Thank you, son. We’ll wait by the car.

























CHAPTER THREE 

MR. SCARE CROW -    BOOMERANG 

His mind made up to go through the nuptials with Vanessa he sat back to fantasize a big and plush wedding. Moments after quitting fantasy world he picked up the phone to call Vanessa. Before his forefinger could touch the numbers on the phone pad a hefty and towering figure stormed into his office and exploded. 
“I hear you’ve been dating my chick for God knows how long. That girl is my wife to be. Keep away from her or i will file for courtship interference. In fact, you’ve been very lucky i didn’t catch you. I swear i could have killed you. Killing an imbecile like you wouldn’t be a big deal. It would just be like killing a small fly. Foretold is forewarned.”
“Whoa whoa ! calm down. What’s this all about?” 
“It’s about a stupid fellow crossing my path.”
“And that stupid fellow happens to be me?”
“Shut the hell up. You run your mouth again I’II shut it up for you, piglet.” 
Honey was dumb founded and stuck for words. He felt he was becoming nuts. He sat back in his chair trying to recall his unfaithful acts with this giant of a man’s fiancée. His mind went blank because he did not know the subject girl. Meanwhile the plaintiff was still standing over his desk shouting abusive words. Suddenly a thought crossed his mind. ‘I think this is a big joker scaring the hell out of me.’
He looked at the wall calendar as he was now thinking it was April 1st and that this roughneck had picked on him to be his April fool. ‘I am afraid it is not. It is actually February 20th’  
He noticed that the irate intruder was jabbering incessantly and frothing at the mouth. This almost convinced him that the intruder was a raving lunatic. ‘Thank God this spit fire is not a spitting cobra for my face is now dotted with the spittle from his mouth and the papers on my desk are literally soaked.’
As if he had read his mind he wiped the foam from his mouth and ordered him to exculpate himself as he offered himself a seat. 
“This man could be sane. I now wish I could turn out to be a victim of mistaken identity.”
“Look man, Honey said. “I don’t know what you are talking about,, honestly. I am afraid you’ve picked on a wrong guy. I can’t help you.”
“Nonsense” 
“Whoa, Whoa, Whoa listen big man. I don’t even know you...who are you anyway and who is this sweet babe of yours?” 
He sprang up from the seat, thrusted his forefinger and pressed it on his forehead almost drilling a hole. 
“Now that’s insulting. My name is Scare Crow but I didn’t come here to scare you and neither did I expect you to taunt me….. . If I wring your neck, I’ll make sure I squeeze life out of you, numskull.” 
Before Mr. Crow’s vicious claws gripped Honey’s neck he tipped over in his seat and stood up against the wall expecting a trickle of blood from his forehead. 
“Hey bully boy, what’s going on? I’ll call the police for assault. You can’t just harass me for no reason. Honey threatened.”
“Look here stupid fellow, pretending not to know won’t help you. Don’t waste my time, who is Vanessa to you?” 
“Vanessa Butterfly?” He asked while dusting his jacket. 
Mr. Crow stood up and blew his top. 
“Who else you fool. Tell me, who is she to you?” 
“Nothing, Honey lied. I know her as my friend’s  IT officer, that’s all.”
“You are lying through your teeth sucker. On the other hand I hope it is true you are not seeing her because Vanessa means the whole world to me. Guilty or not guilty, let this be the last time I see you. If I hear any reports again, I’II hunt you down until I see you to your grave. That I can promise you.” 
Mr Crow banged the door with such an impact that it swang back and the tremour that followed shook the building to its foundation. 
“Are you alright? One of a number of people who were attracted to the noise asked”
“Yah! Yah I’m alright.”
“God, was that an explosion? You must be owing him a million.”
“Never mind. “Honey said and closed the door.” 
The next day Honey popped over at his friend’s office, Vanessa’s boss. 
“Good heavens Mr. Buchi Chipepe your friend left only a while ago. He won’t be long however. Would you wait?” Vanessa asked. 
“Yeah, I don’t mind. Look! Just join everyone else and call me Honey Comb. It’s not like……I like the name…..It’s just that I can’t stop people calling me…..I can’t even say the name myself. It sounds awkward.”
“All right, if you say so. Tea…coffee…? Vanessa asked and grinned. 
“Whisky.” 
“After hours.” 
“Just kidding” 
“I know. You look troubled. Is anything the matter?” she asked with a concerned look on her face. 
“No, I am Okay” 
“Honey, I know when you are okay. Right now, you are not okay. Talk to me …what’s bothering you?” She turned in her swived chair and looked at him intently. 
“Vanessa, I told you I am okay.” Honey stood up, walked to the window and patted the curtains. 
“Nice weather out there.”
“Don’t change the subject, what’s eating you?” 
“You really want to know huh?‖ Honey turned to face her, “Something are better left unsaid. Listen, even if I tell you, it won’t change anything. Okay, if I tell you that this nutcase has promised me an early trip to my grave, what are you gonna do about it?” 
“Good God, who?”
“Some asshole called Scare Crow. He’s Scary alright....huge, gigantic, weird and looks straight from hell. And what’s more he claims to be your fiancé” 
“Who? Me? God forbid….Mr. Crow? He’s just pulling your leg. Of course he shadows me.” 
“Why?”
“How would I know?” 
The towering figure bursted in before Vanessa completed her sentence. 
“Well, well, well, you again. This time pants down. Didn’t I warn you not to mess around with Miss Butterfly? Well I suggest you scram before I pound you to pulp. But remember I have a score to settle with you some day.”
Perturbed and perplexed Vanessa stood up to ask the intruder. 
“Excuse me, do you mind telling me what this is all about?”
“Never mind, I’II put you in picture in just a moment.”
“No, let’s get things straight here. As a church mate I know you as a brother in Christ and hell our relationship is merely platonic. Where are you getting ideas that we are in love?”
“What about the gifts I’ve been giving you?”
“I didn’t know they had strings attached. That’s not a big deal. I can pay you back.”
“No need for that. Just take heart, we’ll sort things out. Sorry for the fracas. I’II make it up to you.”
Vanessa, “No you won’t. And here’s a spoiler for you ba Elder. This man is my husband to be and don’t you dare stand in his way to get to me. Don’t dare antagonize him in any way or I’ll report you to our Pastor.”
Mr. Crow, “Why didn’t you tell me all this when I was making advances to you.”
Venessa, “Your amorous intentions were veiled and I thought you were being good to me because we are brother and sister in Christ.” 
Mr. Crown, “This will not end like this. This is far from over I can assure you.” 
Honey, “What are you going to do? 
Mr. Crow, “I will do whatever is necessary to get back what is mine” 
Honey, “There’s nothing for you here my friend. Nothing … zero. You had better start parking your things …  if there’s anything to park. And for your information big man, having paid dowry to her parents makes me the one and only legitimate husband to be. So, stay away. If you fail to keep a distance, I will make you swallow your own words because it will be me suing you for courtship interference, if there’s such a case in our law statutes let alone customary law.” 
Mr. Crow hired a pistol, from a retired soldier on the pretext that he intended to scare away persistent thieves from his house. The retired soldier asked if he did not intend to kill considering that he had neither a licence to possess a firearm nor to kill. When he answered negatively the retired soldier gave him the appropriate bullets. 
On the D-day, they arrived at a place they had arranged to settle a score with each other in a fist fight. They had gone right into the interior of the forest with no possibility of passers-by to separate them or to witness an imminent blood bath. The stage was set for face off in a ‗winner take all’ grand slam. 
In spite of immeasurable odds against him Honey was determined to rise above them. Inspired by the lesson he drew from Vanessa’s summation of survival instincts in the face of adversity he thought aloud, to fight for what is his, a man’s gotta do what he’s gotta do.’ 
Honey comb was not daunted by the menacing looks of the tall and heavily muscled monster of a man. He was confident he was going to cut him down to nothingness with stinging blows and dazzling head butts. All things being equal he knew the battle for butterfly was going to be a long and tough one. 
“I actually mean to scrap you from the face of the earth. Your decomposed maggot-infested body will certainly not interfere with my Vanessa” Mr Crow said as he pulled a pistol. 
Mr. Crow’s physical features were like those of the new generation of world wrestling entertainment (WWE) superstars Braun Strowman and Honey Comb like those of Seth Rollins – Machismo Versus wits and athleticism or in boxing circles. 
Across between the legendary George Foreman and Lenox Lewis against Floyd Mayweather jnr. 
“No Mr. Crow. You are shifting goal posts to disadvantage me. What’s this?”
“It’s a show-down. What you see is what you get. The bullet in the chamber has your name written on it. With the short distance between us there’s no way I am going to miss.Oh! In case you have not realized there’s just the two of us out here. So, you can shout all you want, you can cry all you want, nobody will hear you. You’re a dead man Mr. Comb.”
“Show-down? A cold –blooded”
“Shut up! A few moments from now you will be a useless heap of flesh and bones. You blood – sucking goblin. The end of your life is the beginning of my happiness.”
“Mr. Crow, I can’t believe you are chickening out of a fist fight. You are too big to be a coward. And you want to kill me in cold blood?”
“On the contrary you should thank me for saving you from a severe thrashing. When I gun you down you will die within a minute, isn’t that a big favour? A quick and painless death?”
“Mr Crow, why have you taken the easy way out?”
“Because I know this will be a permanent solution to my problem. Bottom line is I can’t allow you to reap where you did not sow.”
Honey implored Mr. Crow to spare his life but his pleas fell on deaf ears.Mr. Crow finally fired. A belch of flame and smoke came out of the pistol and a loud bang followed. Honey yelled loudly and fell backwards. Everything was silent. 
The rare experience of firing a hand gun for the first time in his life disoriented him. He quickly realized that it was not going to be long before people attracted by the loud bang arrived on the scene. Without looking back he ran wildly back to town knocking down anthills and flattening molehills along the way. 
Honey Comb lay there for what seemed to be an hour and when he woke up he did not believe he was alive. He looked around his body searchingly expecting to see a bullet hole and blood. There was nothing. He made the sign of the cross with is right hand in prayer the Roman Catholic way. 
A few centimeters from where he stood he saw a spent cartridge. Having done basic military training he knew immediately that it was a blank cartridge whose sound can hardly be differentiated from a live one except for the lack of a slug. His mind bogged. ‘Can this guy distinguish a genuine bullet from a fake one? If so, why is he making a fool of me? Scaring me as if I were his pet? If not, he must be a big fool himself.’ 
Honey pondered over Mr. Crow’s nefarious intentions. 

Two days elapsed and there was no news of a body discovered with a gunshot wound. The unusual radio listener suddenly became glued to the radio and tuned in to every news hour. The news Mr. Crow was expecting never came through. 
After knocking three times at the door, someone opened and lo! It was Mr. Crow. He stepped back involuntarily and opened his mouth in surprise. 
“Oh my God, from the dead?” Mr. Crow cried. 
“Better from the dead than to the dead. Now can you pull yourself together, You have a case to answer at the police station. You will be charged with attempted murder of myself. I have an exhibit to produce in court- the empty cartridge and I know the man you hired the gun from.” Honey dropped the bombshell 
“Is this for real or I am going through a terrible nightmare? It’s …….it’s incredible I…..I…….I couldn’t have missed you at that range. You must be a ghost.”
The frightened Mr. Crow said sweat starting to form on his forehead. 
“Of course, I am not. You were such a fool you panicked and left without ensuring that I was dead. Don’t let’s waste time. It ‘s either I call the police or we go to the police.”
“Oh come on man, of course I don’t want to go to the police. We can work this out.” 
“Really? How? Tell me, how?”
“Let’s cut a deal.” 
“Deal? Okay, that’s up to you. What are you proposing” Honey asked not letting his stare drift away from Mr. Crow. 
Mr. Crow looked down shyly and said, 
“You are the complainant, you name the price.” 
“Okay. That’s wise. I uh…………I can’t say that off the cuff. Let me think about it. Can we meet tomorrow?”
“Yah sure. Do you have a place in mind?”
“um……………………yeah—yeah! The Full Moon Nite Club is an ideal meeting place. I will be there at 19:00 hours. Let’s handle this as civilized people. I expect nothing but civility from both of us. Go back on your word or try to run away……I’II find you, hand you over to the police, and believe me they will shove you in for life.” 
“Don’t be hard- hearted my friend—" 
“Don’t fraternize me, just play by the book. Remember, its attempted murder.” 
“As you wish Mr. Comb. Um…………….pardon my Curiosity. How come you are---" 
“Not dead? Well, let’s just say I am a cat with nine lives. I lost one, I have eight more to live. So don’t expect me to die any time soon.”
Full Moon Nite Club was a popular night spot in the city, posh and cozy. Patrons included city fathers, Tourists, Local tycoons, drug barons, big time criminals, business executives and just about anyone in high places. 
Honey Comb selected a place for two at the corner. I am not taking any chances as I suspect this guy may poison my drink or arrange muggers to kill me.’he thought. 
He mingled with the revellers and lo! Mr. Crow. They shook hands and he led him to the table. The place was swelled up with revellers. Soft music by a famous Zambian artiste filled the air. 
“Oh! Mr. Crow! I am glad you could make it. I was almost giving up.” 
“I am sorry. How much late am I?” 
“30 minutes.”
“Ah. That’s not bad.”
“It’s very bad by British standards. So, make yourself comfortable.” 
Mr. Crow hesitated to sit nervously looking around. 
Mr. Crow sat down and looked around searchingly. He identified three police detectives who did not appear to pay attention to their table. This did not however stop him from developing goose bumps. “Can I fetch us some beers?” Mr. Crow asked. 
“No. let’s talk business first. How is it gonna be; Money or prison? I am mincing no words, you know that.”
Honey answered succinctly. 
“I know the Zambian Prison conditions; I would rather be milked of my money than waste away in prison.”
“Did I hear you right? That will make both our lives easy. A good decision is worth a million dollars.‖ 
“Look, I am not here to expound on theories of rocket science. I am here to choose between freedom and incarceration. The trouble is you are reaping where you did not sow.”
“I beg your pardon? 
“Fact is I pampered that girl. I spent a fortune on that girl…….. and this is what I get?” 
“This is what people get when they invest in wrong projects.”
“Vanessa was a right project until you came along.”
“You are being delusional. The girl didn’t love you, she was just after your money.”
“Young man, you’re beginning to infuriate me.”
“No, I am simply stating facts. You failed to discern that there was no chemistry between you two.” 
“Oh look! I will not have you insult my intelligence. Let’s get down with it and get it over with.” 
From the breast pocket of his jacket Mr. Crow’s right hand came out with a cheque book. He tore off one leaf which had been filled in and signed but the slot for the value amount was blank. Honey received the cheque and scrutinized it. 
“Are you playing by the rules Mr. Crow?”
“With that evidence against me I can’t do anything stupid.” 
“Now, what’s this?” 
“It’s a blank cheque.” 
“So?” 
“Write the amount you think is worth the trouble I caused” 
“Oh come on, don’t play on my mind. Supposing I write K500, 000,000.” 
“Not even the President of this country has that kind of money.”
“Come on man. You expect me to guess how much you’re worth?” 
“No without exaggeration write what you think Vanessa is worth.” 
“K500, 000?”
“You are exaggerating.” 
“If she is worth less than K500,000 then she is not valuable as you touted her to be. She is priceless.” 
“If she is priceless I wouldn’t be in this mess.”
“K50, 000 then?”
“You are down grading her.” 
“Are we playing mind games here? What are you doing? Can you be serious for once? Okay K200, 000?”
Mr. Crow grinned and said write it down. The thing is, that’s what I can afford.” 
“Now, why did you run in circles?” 
“I can see you don’t like brain teasers. Pardon me are we done?”
“No. this cheque is post-dated a week away.”
“Yes, that’s when I will have that kind of money in the account.”
“Alright, now we are done. It’s been a pleasure doing business with you Mr. Crow. As they say, the measure you give is the measure you get.” 
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“In this sense it simply means you have paid money in exchange for your freedom.” 
“And that buries the hatchet I suppose?” 
“Absolutely. But promise me you will have nothing to do with Vanessa henceforth.”
Mr. Crow flashed a wicked smile and said” I promise. Take my word.” 
“That’s not enough. You can do better than that and let it come from deep down your heart.” 
“Alright. I solemnly renounce that henceforth I shall have nothing to do with Vanessa. in fact from now onwards, to me Vanessa has ceased to exist. Can the beers flow now?”
“Why not. Let ‘s drink ourselves stupid and drown our sorrows in liquor.” 
Mr. Crow excused himself and when he returned, he was accompanied by a waiter with eight unopened bottles of beer. Mr. Crow himself held two with their tops removed. 
“Enjoy yourself Mr. Comb” he said and handed Honey an opened beer.” I won’t stay long. Take four and I will take the other four. Excuse me.” 
Honey Comb watched Mr. Crow as he headed towards the men’s toilets. Honey took that opportunity to replace the tops, close them tightly and switch them with two others. He opened these two. 
When he came back he seemed to have had second thoughts. He glanced at his wrist watch and exclaimed. 
“Oh no! Time flies. I am sorry Mr. Comb I have to go. I won’t be able to drink that beer, you can take it as well. I have some work to do at home.”
“It’s been a pleasure Mr. Crow.” Honey stood up to shake hands with him. 
“However, what you give is what you get. Thank you and good night.”
“This is the second time you’ve said that this evening or words to that effect. In this sense, what does it mean?”
“Oh uh……um…….well in this sense it means if you give plenty you will get plenty. You know, you get the exact same thing you gave.”
“In simple terms, generosity begets generosity? 
“Exactly.”
“Well, we’ll be in touch.” 
“So long Mr. Crow.”
Mr. Crow suppressed a smile and left clutching two bottles in each hand. 
The next day Honey was settling down in his office. Vanessa confirmed Honey’s suspicions over the phone. 
“Yes, he had been drinking alone at his home last night but police suspect foul play as usual.”
“Does –does---does that mean police have ruled out suicide?” Honey asked curiously. 
“I don’t know, “Vanessa answered, 
“Do the Police have suspects.” Honey probed. 
“I don’t know. Why are you so inquisitive?” Vanessa asked” Did you have a hand in his…”
“No! No, no. but I have my own suspicions.” 
“You know something?” 
“No. I suspect something.”
“Fill me in.” 
“Not over the phone. I’II fill you in when we meet later tonight. Hey, what’s your honest answer. Were you two intimate?”
“Hell no! Not a chance. “
“How do I know?”
“You don’t have to know. You just have to have faith and trust in me.” 
“I trust you completely. Look uh…it feels like a heavy load has been lifted off my shoulders. And you? 
“Come on, of course its sad news but if you are implying that I will miss him, hell no! I wouldn’t love him even if he were the last man on earth. He was just making our lives unbearable with his terrible mania, it’s absurd but I feel like toasting.”
“To what darling?” 
“To our union. And yah may his soul rest in peace. I mean that’s the best I can wish for him.‖ 
“Are you attending his funeral considering he was your church mate?” 
“Hell no. Are you?” 
“Hell no.”



 









CHAPTER FOUR
CAPTAIN SNIPER: THE SECRET CO-HUSBAND  
if you ever thought the battle for Butterfly had ended you are dead wrong. It escalated to greater heights and took a new dimension. All the warring factions in the conflict were determined to see the battle to its bitter end using every method available no matter how crude. 
The last victim of love was Mr. Scare Crow who died after taking the bitter taste of his own medicine. As usual Police suspected foul play and instituted investigations starting at Full Moon Nite Club where he was last seen. 
After questioning the revelers at the club Honey Comb’s name came up and he  was picked up as a suspect but later cleared of all charges when a  pharmacist in town gave evidence: a copy of the receipt of propofol and  diazepam (Valium) Mr. Scare Crow bought from his pharmacy. The sly Mr. Crow laced the beer intended for Honey Comb with a cocktail of these drugs but the scheme backfired and the beer ended back in his hands- and later consumed sending him to an infinite sleep-never to see the sun again. 
Propofol and diazepam are both sleep enhancing drugs and a combination of them can prove fatal. As a matter of fact, a slight overdose of propofol is a sure death warrant.  
Several days after the burial of Mr. Scare Crow Donovan pulled Honey Comb aside from the long queue leading to the Automated Teller Machine (ATM). 
“What was that about Mr. Crow’s cheque bouncing?” asked Donovan. Before Honey could answer a call came in “Martin, I am in town. Just put it on my desk, I’II attend to it when I come.” Turning to Donovan he said  “Mr. Crow was not remitting tax payments to Zambia Revenue Authority. His account and all the assets were seized for Tax evasion.” 
“So, what are you going to do?” 
“Dono, what can I do? It was a bad deal. After all I would have just ended at scaring him. Any way the bottom line is Mr. Crow is now out of the equation. Vanessa and I can now move on without hindrance. What greater punishment can a man get for his trespasses than death. Let it go.”   
“How has Vanessa taken Mr. Crow’s passing?” 
“Like any ordinary person’s death I guess. Do you think they had something going?” 
“I wouldn’t think that. Mr. Crow was just a guy who tried his best and failed. Talking about your wedding, who takes the Best Man Spot?” 
“Of course it’s you. Who else if it can’t be you? I must confess the demise of Mr. Scare Crow has given me a breath of fresh air and I can at last enjoy my peace of mind. No more ominous phone calls……….no more horrendous visits ….just no more threats on my life. 
“Let’s go back to the queue. Shall we chill it at Full Moon Nite Club this evening?” 
“Dono, it’s the last place I can go to. Memories are still fresh. Mr. Crow’s poison was intended to take my life.”  
    	
If you care to know Honey Comb’s new adversary was the man Mr. Crow hired the hand gun from, the ex- serviceman, captain sniper.  
Cunning as a fox captain sniper had an athletic body hardened by the rigors of military training. He could have been fairly pigmented but the over demanding military operations usually in scorching sun tanned his skin to nearly pitch black. Because of shouting orders on almost daily basis his vocal chords had been damaged resulting in a raucous voice. His general outlook had been altered by the ravages of war in several peace missions in war torn African countries. Never less he was a jolly good fella to interact with. 
The story of the battle for butterfly leading to Mr. Crow’s demise took rounds in this rumour ville. Captain Sniper became curious and wanted to know the girl every man was dying for. The moment he saw her he made up his mind to get her at all costs even if it meant splitting the spoils and picking them from the soil. She was worth dying for. 
For fear of Mr. Honey Comb’s death being traced back to him Captain Sniper had no ideas to eliminate him like Mr. Crow. He did not even try to entice Vanessa who was now officially his wedded wife. His was unique: he chose to be a secret co-husband. 
Captain Sniper consulted a traditional medicine man who prepared a concoction of herbs whose mystical powers enabled the user to have intimate relations with intended victims in their sleep. 
Modus operandi: Captain Sniper would apply the herbs while his wife would be in deep slumber. The effect would transcend him into thin air with the power to go through a locked door. He would then cast a spell on Honey with soporific reaction that would quickly send him to snooze land. He would then push him aside or simply roll him over to the floor to allow for maneuverability in the matrimonial coup d’état.  
The victim would be able to recognize the molester in his spiritual realm but would be rendered completely inert. Litigation basing on mere allegations of dreamy experiences 
would be out of the question as the burden of proof would lie on him and the captain’s greatest defense would be his alibi. 
As Honey drove along in his Toyota Fortuner his old faithful stalled. His immediate reaction was age had begun to take its toll on the old machine. The next moment Captain Sniper pulled up. 
Taking the role of a modern day Samaritan Captain Sniper went behind the wheels to start the car. The engine was cranking but could not stir back to life. 
“From what I can tell the car has run out of fuel.” The Captain announced with a crooked smile. 
“That can’t be. I drew 40 liters of petrol only yesterday and …….I only drove to work and back.” Honey Protested.  
“Well, there could be a fault and, in all probability, fuel could have leaked out in the night. You see, when I was in the military- motorized section, these problems were regular features. I am pretty sure your car has run out of fuel. Come on, I will give 
you a lift to work. We shall sort this problem later.” The captain offered. Honey accepted the offer and the Land Cruiser pick up surged forward. 
“By the way,” the captain began. “My name is Captain Sniper – retired. I was nicknamed Sniper because I was an accomplished marksman in the Army.” 
“Oh! Captain Sniper! How refreshing. I have been looking all over for you for the past one week. Tell me, where can I find you?” 
“I live in the neighborhood, just a few houses away from yours.”
“How come I don’t know you?”
“I changed places only recently.” 
“No wonder. Tell me, is this a better place than where you came from?” 
“Yes. I was enchanted by the fertile breeding ground here. Thanks to my voodoo connections.”  
“Whatever you mean by that……it’s …..It’s weird….scary even.” 
“There are many ways of killing a cat my friend. I dare say, the end justifies the means. After all a rose by any colour smells the same. Tell me, if you came across something precious but you can’t own it, what would you do?” 
“I guess you want me to say, ―Steal it.”
“You’ve just hit the nail on the head. I am so excited; I’ve never looked forward to an event with such enthusiasm.” 
“What are you planning to steal Captain?” 
“My lips are sealed. I am not making any revelations. You see, the mouth is too close to the ear. I may jeopardize the operation. Believe me, it’s one operation I wouldn’t want to fail.” 
“Suit yourself Captain but be careful you maybe caught in your own web.” 
“That’s not possible. I just gave you my resume. I am a seasoned soldier.” 
“You could be but that does not make you Super Man. Look, we have digressed from our introductions. My name is” 
“Mr. Comb and your wife is Vanessa Butterfly Captain Sniper interjected.  
“How did you know?” asked Honey. 
“How did I know? Well I just knew? Now listen, I have fresh meat of Black lechwe would you partake?” the captain asked as he negotiated a corner.   
“Yes, but”  
“A whole carcass is going at only K300, interested?” 
“Are you serious?” 
“Yeah, why not? It’s a price fixed by the Pope at the Vatican, especially for you. Just send someone over to collect it.”   
“No thanks I”
“Come on, you will give me the money when you have it. What are friends for?” 
“But Captain, we’ve just met.”
“It is said, a friend in need is a friend indeed. And I happen to be that friend.”   
Later that evening the Captain delivered a 40- liter container of petrol free……and the carcass. 
What actually transpired was the Captain slipped through the night and siphoned 40 liters of petrol from Honey’s car while he was sleeping. He had simply brought back what was his. 
A few days later Honey Comb paid the Captain a surprise Visit. After exchanging pleasantries Honey said. 
“Captain, they say a good turn deserves another. I owe you one.” 
“You owe me? Oh that? That’s nothing. I can do it all over again.”    
“Look uh….I don’t mean the petrol and the black lechwe. I mean life………my life.”  
“Your life? What …what….” 
“You saved my life; I am supposed to be appreciative for that.”
“ I don’t get it. Look Mr. Comb”
“Just call me Honey.” 
“ Ha ha ha ha, honey huh? Look, I am not gay to call you honey.” 
“Do you have a choice, cos that’s my first name?” 
“Oh really? I beg your pardon. Interesting name.” 
“Thing is, you can’t put a good man down. And thanks to your hindsight you gave the man the right tools to do the job. I am sure the mighty one upstairs is smiling on you and probably thinking of adding a few hours to your life span.”   
“You have kept me guessing for too long, get the cat out of the bag, cos you make me nervous. And why a few hours and not a couple of years? Is a few hours all I deserve?”    
“Well, I was just speculating. It could be a few minutes or even seconds. Does this ring any bells?”  Honey showed him a spent cartridge wrapped in a plastic. 
“No.” 
“Come on Captain, don’t be such a coward. You were such a brave soldier back in the Army. The man you gave this……..talked. And there are finger prints all over this 
cartridge.” 
“You are not suggesting my finger prints are on that thing.”   
“No no! you were smart enough not to touch it. But Mr. Crow’s are. Ba Mudala its true pumbwe afwilile pa lyakwe. (A he-goat was killed for his testicles) you see that man could have killed me if you had given him the right bullets.” 
“Alright, there’s no point pretending. Well, somehow I knew the guy was crazy and I didn’t want to cause unnecessary deaths. Thank God he didn’t realize it was not live ammo. Tell me, what’s the story like?”          
Honey Comb’s narration of his romantic escapade with Vanessa seemed to have unsettled the captain. 
“Are you pressing any charges? The captain asked. 
“If I press charges, you will go in for a very long time. No no, it will be unwise for me to do that after all what you did to me.” 
“Indeed, a good turn deserves another. Thanks man. I must confess though, your wife is immensely beautiful and attractive. You need to build a fortress around her. To keep men at bay.”  
“I will try and do that. Hey! How do you know that?  Have you met her?”    
“Who doesn’t know Ms. Butterfly?  You are a very special couple in this town. You…..you have a history.”
“Thanks for the compliment, but am I safe with that kind of fame?”
“To be honest, no you are not. If I may ask, what was your father thinking to name you Honey? And what was your grandfather thinking to name your father Comb? Are you a Bee family? Makes me think your grandfather was a bee.”
Captain Sniper appeared to be hooked to the idea of being a co- husband. In spite of the imminent danger associated with it he lived the idea and could not let go. 
On a public holiday he invited Honey to a bar, bought him lots of beers and excused himself. 
Honey was careful to ensure beers tops were not removed lest Mr. Scare Crow’s saga repeated itself.  
Strangely, there were times Honey woke up in the morning and found himself curled up on the floor while his wife was still lying in bed. When he tried to recollect what could have transpired he could only remember his wife’s moaning and whimpering sounds more like in reality than in a dream. When he asked her she could only tell him of weird dreams and complained of exhaustion. 
One Saturday morning Honey and Vanessa had a serious argument. Vanessa accused her husband of being too aggressive and attributed this to suspected use of aphrodisiac adding that it was detrimental to her health. He told her that this was not possible because he was so tired he slept like a log that particular night and was therefore in no position to perform conjugal duties. 
Honey locked himself in his bedroom to reflect on his life. 
“Whats going on? I am now becoming very suspicious of Captain Sniper. He seems to have something up his sleeve. The petrol, the black lechwe, the beers. He smiles a lot – more to my wife than to me. He could be after my wife. I can assure the devil I am not giving him any more chances.” 
Honey consulted a famous (infamous) sangoma at a village outside town. The Sangoma gave him four pairs of small dry twigs, strings of beads of assorted colours and four snail shells containing hearts of lice captured from the groin of a psycho. These were bound together in pieces of cloth laced with menstrual blood. 
As instructed he placed the objects on every corner of the house and sprinkled some juju powder on the door steps. According to the Sangoma the combination fortified the house and broke the spiritual realm of the intruder and exposed the physical realm. 
Yet again, the D- day. Honey was just winding up his last dream on one beautiful Sunday morning. He was awakened by Vanessa who was usually an early riser.  
“Honey ….Honey ……wake up! There’s a lot of noise and laughter outside our house. What have we done to deserve this kind of humiliation?‖ 
“Baby calm down. Are you sure that noise is within the vicinity of our house.?‖  
“It’s right in front of the main door. Dress up and follow me.” 
“Look! I know this man. He comes in my dreams.” Vanessa exclaimed after opening the door. A bizzare – looking man made a spectacle of himself. It was Captain Sniper in his complete birth day suit – stark naked. People were milling around him, laughing and mocking him. 
“You see him in your dreams? What, does he do? Have you …..?” Honey made a sign with his hands. 
“No, he tries to attack me‖    
“Bullshit! Come straight to the point, does he or doesn’t he?” 
“He doesn’t” 
“You swear?”  
“Yes I swear.” Vanessa lied. 
Turning to the overnight visitor Honey exclaimed.  
“I knew it, I knew it Good morning, Captain Sniper and welcome to our humble home. 
“Thanks for keeping vigil. I am glad you are reaping what you sowed. I knew you were up to no good. I just knew.” 
Honey called police on his mobile phone while passersby enjoyed the X-rated spectacle only suitable for a blue Movie. It took two hours for the Police to organize themselves and by the time they arrived it was 09:00 hours. Captain Sniper was still standing rock- steady like a presidential guard. Occasionally he could pace up and down the front door.  
His physique and military background kept him going and it was plain fatigue had not yet taken its toll.  
“Sergeant, put him in hand cuffs, “a senior police Officer instructed. He turned sharply to face Honey Comb and asked.” 
“What charges are you laying against this despicable man?” 
“I don’t know. Criminally intended trespass? Practicing in witch craft? Look at the roots he is holding. He must be a wizard” 
“Yah you’re right. He will face a host of other charges………………indecent, dressing? Well he is not even dressed at all, disturbing the peace……intrusion with malice afore thought. Any way when the case goes to court the Director of Public Prosecutions will advise accordingly. Isn’t this Captain Sniper?” 
“Yes he is.”
“Shame. Take him away.”    
The Police bundled the captain onto the police pick up and drove off with wailing sirens.  
 
 



 
CHAPTER FIVE
INCARCERATION    
It was a rare sunny morning in the month of June when it was supposed to be coldest. Patrick 
Chanda who owned a pharmacy in town felt duty- bound to visit his incarcerated old pal Captain Sniper. Alighting from a car he faced a monumental building as menacing and unforgiving as the biblical Gehena. The imposing fortress of medieval architecture lay on the periphery of the city some ten minutes away by car. The words state prison were engraved on concrete wall in a distinctive red colour while a strategically positioned bill board read CORRECTIONAL FACILITY!      
Crows were seen flying in and out of the precinct in unmeasured freedom that tended to imply it was a public institution where inmates were not only under no restriction to move around but could vacate the premises for good whenever they felt like. However the heavy presence of armed guards spoke volumes. 
At six foot two the lanky middle- aged gentleman of relatively sober character walked with a rolling gait. His dark pigmentation blended in with his dark suit and well-trimmed dark hair. 
He was an enigmatic and calculating person.  
He looked around as if to assess the volatility of the environment. With a calculated urgency he dutifully adjusted the knot on his necktie. A gust of hot air blew his face and instinctively his left hand fished out a hanky to wipe out sweat beads that had collected on his face. Not to be outdone his right hand was busy reaching for the packet of cigarettes on the breast pocket of his jacket. He meticulously tore off the top part of the packet and pulled out one. In no time the flaming lighter connected with the tip of the cigarette held firmly between his lips. After only a few puffs he threw the cigarette to the ground and stepped on it with his right foot to quench it. One would wonder why he lit it in the first place. He stood aghast and sighed. 
At the gate the guard ushering the pharmacist held a daily tabloid with a screaming headline Captain Sniper sent to jail. The body search using a portable scanner and the emphasis  on visitation time limit confirmed the impeccable security system. 
His face glowing with empathy Patrick Chanda raised his arms wide open. 
Patrick, “Hey Captain, I am sorry. I came as soon as I heard. You are looking like shit man! Who brought you here? What happened?” 
Capt. Sniper, “young man, it’s a long story.” 
Patrick, “cut it short. Look I can’t stand you being treated like shit. I saw the headline in the paper but I didn’t have the chance to read it.”           
Capt. Sniper, “in a nutshell …..lust brought me here.” 
Patrick, “What? That’s a joke right? Did I hear you right? What do you mean lust brought you here?”
After narrating his ordeal to the pharmacist Captain Sniper, broke down. Overwhelmed by compassion the pharmacist joined in and they both cried like babies holding each other. 
Patrick, “Ok that’s enough, let’s not cry like children. I am sorry you went through all this but you should have seen it coming. I hope you won’t mind my asking. How could you reduce yourself to that over a woman? How beautiful can she really be? 
Your wife ought to divorce you.”
Capt. Sniper, “I cannot describe her beauty, you have to see her to believe.” 
Patrick, “However beautiful she might be can you really go to that extent? Your sordid acts were despicable. You behaved like a maniac.”
Capt. Sniper, “It was the safest extent I could go. Given chance I can do it again.” 
Patrick, “Really? How come you were caught? Can you hear yourself? You are a stubborn unrepentant old fool. I expected you to be remorseful but there, you are ranting like a spoiled little brat. You were even lucky he did not take the law in his own hands. I can’t imagine if he did.”  
Captain, “I would have paid the same price I am paying now, probably a little more.”
Patrick, “Year you’re right. He would have probably killed you. Look, it’s just that I didn’t really know what went down. If I knew I wouldn’t have come. This whole thing is a disgrace and I am very disappointed. I wasted my tears over a useless undertaking. I am out of here. 
Captain, “Oh yeah, ok, you’re the saint I am the devil.”
Patrick, “that’s right, that’s what you are, a devil.”
Captain, “Patrick, don’t you dare walk out on me.”
Patrick, “Watch me, I am out of here.”
Patrick pulled his jacket from the nail on the wall and threw it over his left shoulder. 
Captain, “If you walk out don’t ever come back you hear?”   
With his back against him Patrick waved his right hand down and walked out of the prison building and drove off. 
Outside a super market traffic police were clearing people and controlling traffic. As the traffic officer waved the pharmacist to pass he cautioned him. 
Police, “careful sir, there’s been an accident‖ 
Patrick, “shame. What happened?”   
Police, “the gentleman over there is being booked for reckless driving. He hit into the rear of a car in front of him.”
Patrick, “that’s the problem with youngsters drunk driving-‖ 
Police. “No, that’s not the case, An eye witness said he was distracted by a very beautiful and attractive woman. He diverted all his attention to the woman and……..it happened.”
Patrick, “what? A woman? He’s a fool. Don’t just fine him cage him. He’s a moron.” 
He drove slowly into the super market premises. Stepping out of the car he looked in the direction of the accident shaking his head. 
Patrick, “A woman? What’s wrong with some people? Maniacs?”
Inside the super market he headed to the confectionery area where he intended to pick a few items. As he reached the liquor section his eyes collided with something that could not allow him to blink. He could not turn his eyes away either and in the process he knocked down three bottles of whiskey. Attendants came in and said all their stories’ and later led him to the till. 
Till attendant, “what happened? Are you alright sir?” 
Patrick, “Yah I am alright. I just felt dizzy and uh--”   
Eye-witness, “No, that’s not true. It’s that woman who caused an accident outside minutes ago. When this man saw her he was mesmerized he could not break his gaze and walked straight into the liquor shelf. Anyway I cannot blame him the woman is too pretty she leaves a trail of destruction wherever she goes. Right here I saw a number of men bump into each other , others popped their eyes, others simply dropped their jaws like they had seen a ghost and believe me others were awe-struck they were left standing and nodding endlessly.”    
Patrick, “He’s right. What’s the bill?”  
Till attendant, ―750.00 sir.” 
People around the till dispersed murmuring to each other. After paying the bill Patrick left the building in rage. He reached the car and hit his right foot into the rear tyre and the pain that followed made him touch his foot as he jumped on one leg in a circular movement. Once inside the car he hit his right hand on the stirring wheel and exclaimed. 
Patrick, “Damn it! Bloody woman! Curse you Jezebel!”
He cursed and made gestures. He finally started the car and drove off at very high speed in the direction of the prison. Back, at state prison he called for the Captain. 
Captain, “what now? You turned your back on me. What do you want now? Go! Just go and leave me alone.”   
Patrick, “Cool man, relax. Look I just might help you get out of here.” 
Captain, “I don’t want your help. You walked out on me. Get the hell out of here.” He made gestures with his right hand.
“I am sorry I over reacted.” Patrick said placing his right hand on his chest to concede defeat. “My coming back is an afterthought. You realize you are in no position to do anything about your plight. I have decided to get back at this woman for you. Just tell me what you know about her. Anything... anything at all.”   
Captain, “What’s in it for you to fight my battles? Only now you realize you can help when you walked out on me?” 
Patrick moved forward and held the Captain’s hands. “Captain, I had an encounter with this woman moments ago …..and it was not pleasant.” 
Captain Sniper freed himself from Patrick’s grip and replied angrily. 
“Oh so you have a bone to pick with her? How is that my concern? If you are looking for pay back that’s your business. For crying out loud don’t create an impression that you are trying to help me. The truth is you have a personal agenda with this woman. So, leave me alone and get lost.” 
Patrick leaned forward and once more held both his hands and said, “I won’t go until you tell me.” He spoke at close quarters his saliva dotted his face. 
“Guard!” the Captain bellowed wiping saliva from his face. 
For the third time Patrick moved forward grabbed his hand and said. 
“Hey! Don’t call for the guard just yet.”  
“Hey! Let go of my hand. What’s motivating you to do all this? Are you crazy?” Captain Sniper lambasted Patrick. 
“Ok, I am cool……I am cool.” Patrick gave in. 
Captain Sniper turned his back against Patrick and said. 
“Patrick get a move on. You really have to go.” He turned again to face him and continued, “I told you, it’s of no use to me. I can see through you. All you are trying to do is to serve your own interest.” 
“Ok! Ok! It’s okay, I am going.‖ Patrick stood up to go.‖ Why did I come back anyway.‖ 
He turned his back and walked two steps       
 Captain, ―wait. If I told you that these guys live an ordinary life, how is it going to help you and me?” 
Patrick, “It depends what  you’II say next.”   
Captain, “Her husband is a technocrat at metropolitan institute and she is a management assistant at Acropolis Limited. And yes, they love each other very much. They married almost a year, ago and they don’t have a child yet.” 
Patrick, “why?”
Captain, “How would I know?” 
Patrick, “Okay, that’s enough. What a day. It’s been quite an experience. I now know why respectable people like you reduce themselves to buffoons—" 
Captain, “what did you say?”
Patrick, “Nothing just complimenting your resolve.”
Captain, “Really? Are you having ideas?”
Patrick, “Ideas? No! I am having a vision. American Human Rights Activist Martin 
Luther king junior had a dream. I have a vision.” 
Captain, “what will you do? 
Patrick, “I’II do what my instincts will tell me.”  
Captain, “You see! I told you. She’s irresistible. No matter how much you mask this, I smell a rat. Listen if you are planning to make a move, forget it, it will backfire. You will ended up like me. Of all people Patrick you know that Mr. Scare Crow was the first victim and he bought the poison from your shop. May his soul rest in peace.” 
After me, “you could well be next. Mark my word.”   
Incensed Patrick sprang up from the seat and bellowed; 
“Hey!  Don’t scare me with that bullshit. You and Mr. Scare Crow are not me. Don’t even try to stand in my way if you don’t want retribution then stay here and rot.” 
After walking a few steps Patrick stopped and said over his left shoulder, 
“By the way, you were right she’s very beautiful. “He turned his head away and continued,” irresistible too.”  
At the exit door of the visitors ‘hall a guard cautioned him. 
Guard, “Sir you came here twice and each time you overstayed. Next time mind your visitation time limit.” 
Patrick, “much obliged officer.”                                                           
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CHAPTER SIX
THE PHARMACIST: THE SCHEMER 
The Combs residence was located in the low-density area east of the city. Big mansions, paved roads, street lighting and well-tended green lawns added to the splendor of the exclusive affluent community. Various species of jealously nurtured palm trees lined up on either sides of the streets.  
Intruders entered the combs yard at their own risk: Ruby, the Alsatian dog was always there to dispense justice. 
A well decorated foyer led to the spacious and fairly furnished lounge. A reassuring comfortable rest was guaranteed on a set of gold leather seats that gave a look of modernity. Around it were elegant metal pots housing healthy exotic green plants. A massive upright refrigerator displayed an assortment of drinks and alcoholic beverages through its glass panel. A full-blown photo of the smiling Mr. and Mrs. Comb at their wedding was strategically placed near a water dispenser. 
It was lunch time at the Combs residence. They ate in silence except for the clatter of cutlery and news stories beamed on a 45 inch LED plasma television. As Vanessa handed her husband a glass of water she broke the ice rather ecstatically. 
“Honey, we haven’t given our childlessness a big thought. I mean we haven’t looked at other options.”
Honey picked a serviette, wiped his mouth and asked, “Are you calling me honey as an expression of love or you are simply calling me by my name?” 
“Both.” Vanessa replied. 
“Oh, that’s very sweet but could have been even sweeter if you called me honey to express your love for me. Anyway,” a call on a land phone interrupted him. It was Mr. 
Paleso, the Managing Director at his work place. 
“Boss-?” 
“Buchi, I have told you countless times not to call me boss, I am not a domineering type. If you can’t call me, Sir just call me by my name. I will have no problem with that. Now listen, liaise with your counterpart in the Finance department, collate the necessary data and prepare a joint report for presentation at the meeting with our business partners abroad next week. Sorry to disturb your lunch. I received an email just as I was walking out of the office for lunch. Looking at the urgent nature of this assignment I thought I should interrupt your sumptuous meal.” 
“Nothing sumptuous about the meal but boss- I, beg your pardon Mr. Paleso, when is the report required?”  
“Let me have it first thing in the morning. This is Wednesday and the meeting is on Tuesday next week.” 
“Alright Mr. Paleso, consider it done.” 
Honey hang up and resumed his seat. 
“Vanessa, you heard me talking to my boss- the MD. You think there time to discuss the topic you brought up?”   
“It won’t take much of your time.” 
“Ok look, in my opinion it’s too early to say anything.” Honey answered and drunk some water. 
“My love, it’s been almost a year. Is that too early? It’s way too late.” She said and proceeded to pick a couple of rice heads which had fallen on his shirt cuff. 
“You think so? Okay, what do you want us to do?” Honey asked with a gentle smile. 
“I was just listening to our community radio. There’s a pharmacist in town who has brought in drugs from India that are helping people who are childless.” Vanessa dropped the news. 
“You mean helping me to be potent if I am impotent or you to conceive if you are barren?” Honey asked still smiling. 
“Yes, precisely.” She answered. 
“Vanessa, you must be careful. Sometimes people claim to be what they are not.”
“Other times they claim to do what they can’t do.”   
“But honey--" 
“Hey! Don’t get me wrong. I am not saying we should not try. If you think we need to do this then I give you my consent.” 
“That’s my man.” She said beaming with a smile.” 
“Yah but don’t misunderstand this and think I am conceding to anything.” 
“No honey I have never doubted you. If anything, I could be the problem” 
“No I disagree.” 
“Sweetheart, if you disagree to everything what do you agree to?”
“Nothing.”
“Nothing? You are now confusing me.” 
“I am not confusing you. My perception of things is when the right time comes you will conceive …….without having to consume drugs. God’s time is the best.” 
“Babe.."
“Hold, on, listen. Since you can’t wait for the right time, we’ll do it your way. Happy?” 
“Yes, happy. Very happy. Give me a peck.” she made gestures tapping lightly on her left cheek. Honey obliged and dashed off.  
“I am running late, there’s a report to write.” 
Mr. Chanda the pharmacist was dispensing medicine to a client when a middle –aged woman walked in with a distraught face and evidently worried. 
“Good morning, sir. I am responding to your advert on radio. My husband and I have been married for six years and we have no child…. not even a miscarriage.” The woman lamented. 
“Oh that’s sad, I am sorry. I received an email this morning. There’s a delay in the shipment of drugs. You will do well to check on me next month.”   
“I will definitely come. I really need your help.” 
“Yes madam, help I will give.”
Two hours later a man showed up at the pharmacy. 
“A friend of mine listened to your advert on radio and he told me you have potency drugs from India. My wife has a child from her previous marriage. We have been married for ten years without a child. Please help me. I know it’s me who has a problem.” 
“I am sorry to hear that my brother. I sympathize with you but just give me two weeks and the drugs will be in.” 
Patrick became more impatient each day that passed. The thought of a bogged down plan lingered on his mind. A week had elapsed and his intended victim was not ending up in his lair. Just when he thought his plan had failed Vanessa walked in.  
“Good morning Sir.” Vanessa greeted.   
Patrick sat in an inclined position smoking a cigarette. The sight of Vanessa hypnotized him, he did not even feel the cigarette dropping on his chest. 
His mouth agape he looked blankly at Vanessa. 
“Halo Sir…..halo!” Vanessa waved her right hand in the face of the pharmacist. He did not move an inch; he continued to stare blankly at Vanessa. The smoking cigarette was beginning to light a fire on his chest. She moved forward to put out the fire, lightly tapping on his chest. 
The small fire left a screen of smoke and a gaping hole on his shirt. 
“Sir, are you alright?” Vanessa asked. 
“Hah!” Patrick looked around disoriented. 
“You were on fire I put it out. Is anything the matter?” Vanessa asked wondering if the man was sane. 
“What? No! There’s no problem.”
“Now, why did you want to roast yourself alive? Have your chest checked, you could have burn wounds. My God, are you sure you are alright?” 
Patrick, “Don’t worry, I am alright. Coffees………drink?”  
Vanessa, “No thanks.”
Patrick, “that will be disrespectful if you refuse.”   
Vanessa “I beg your pardon!”
Patrick, “you cannot turn down an offer.” 
Vanessa, “serious?”
Patrick, “Serious.. ……courtesy.”  
Vanessa, “Alright, coffee. If I may ask. Since when did shops start offering drinks and coffee to customers?”  
Patrick, “since now. Coming right up.”  
He poured out the coffee missing the mouth of the cup at first and then filled it up to the brim until it overflowed. During the entire time Patrick looked at Vanessa steadily and admiringly without blinking. 
Vanessa, “Sir that’s enough……….hey look ….you are messing up the table. God!” 
Patrick, “Oh my God, What a mess.” He wiped out the overflowing coffee with his hanky. 
“Not to worry, anything that overflows is good. You for instance, you overflow with beauty.”
Vanessa. “Sir, you are not alright. I think you have a problem, take a day off.‖ 
Patrick, “Yes I have a problem and my problem is you.” 
Vanessa, “me?” 
Patrick, “Yes you…the moment I set my eyes on you, you took my breath away….you set my heart ablaze ……you captured my entire being and I am hooked on you. And yeah you cast a spell on me. I can only think dream and talk only about you. I have never seen a woman as beautiful and attractive as you. Are you aware that a week ago you caused two accidents and I was the victim in the second one? All these happened because of your beauty. What kind of material did God use to construct you?” 
Vanessa, “Really! I am flattered and I am at a loss. Sorry I was not aware. Look, I don’t know what to say but let me just say this. I thank God for the compliment and I am sorry for the accidents. And hey, you have an infectious sense of homour.” 
Patrick, “Ok that’s enough but there’s a whole lot of incidents connected to you. I can’t talk about them now. It will take the whole day. How much do you want? In kwacha or dollars?”
Vanessa, “How much do I want? You also lend money here?”  
Patrick, “No, I don’t. I just want to have the pleasure of giving you. The pleasure to share with someone very special.” 
Vanessa, “How is that possible? You are neither my husband nor related to me. I 
mean there’s no connection.”   
Patrick, “It’s possible, especially from a secret admirer. Just mention the amount, any amount, I, II do the honours.” 
Vanessa, “Good to know but………no thanks and yes you’re very kind.” 
Patrick, I insist.” 
Vanessa, “No please, don’t insist. Money won’t put a smile on my face all I want is a baby.” 
Patrick, “Oh dear, is that the reason you are here? 
Vanessa, “Exactly. And I wo’’t even know how to thank you if you help me with this.” 
Patrick, “There’re lots of ways you can thank me. Anyway, how long have you been married? 
Vanessa physically counted on her fingers to arrive at the answer. ―Almost a year. 
Eleven months to be precise.‖ 
“Eleven months ……you think this is long enough to suspect anything?” Patrick asked. 
“Yes sir, I think so.” Vanessa answered shyly. 
“Alright, if you say so.” Patrick said and flashed a wicked smile. “Here’s how we shall proceed. We shall start with your husband. Did he have a child before he married you?”  
Vanessa, “No.” 
Patrick, “outside wedlock, may be?” 
Vanessa “No” 
Patrick, “I suppose you don’t have a child yourself.” 
Vanessa “No.” 
Patrick, “did he suffer from a major illness before?”
Vanessa “Not that I know of.  Perhaps only him can answer that” 
Patrick “You should have come along with him.”   
Vanessa, “He was …..he was adamant” 
Patrick “why?”  
A man walked in and asked 
Man “is the ---" 
Patrick answered “Not yet.” 
Man “sorry do you…..remember me?”
Patrick “very well.” 
Man “so…"
Patrick “Leave your number”
As soon as the man left Vanessa inquired “is he.." 
“No something totally different. Where were we?” he asked 
“You were asking why my husband was adamant. May be thought eleven month is not long enough like you said.” She answered. 
“May be. Does he drink a lot?  I mean does he consume a lot of alcohol?” 
“No, just moderate” 
“Is he man enough?”
“Sorry I ………..i don’t understand. What do you mean?” 
“I mean uh……………as in ………..as in bed.” 
“ Oh uh………….um………..yah, yes he is.” 
“You see………some men may have the prowess in bed but their sperm count may be low. In such cases, they cannot father a child. I will give him something that will combat male dysfunction and boost the sperm count.” 
“What a relief, thank you. Look I was hoping you were going to prescribe something for me too. I might just happen to be the problem.” 
“I understand your concern Madam but if I do that we will not know who has a problem between you two. With what I have given him, you should be able to conceive within a month two at the most.”  
Vanessa slid down from her seat attempting to kneel down. “I feel like kneeling down to thank you. You don’t know what you have done to me.”
“No no no! it’s alright Madam, no need for that. It’s my job to help people like you. 
After all you are paying for it.” 
Reaching for her hand bag Vanessa asked.  
“How much is the bill?”
“K375 for the booster of the sperm count and another K375 for the booster of his libido. I would advise you go on some sort of honey moon because one of this has sex enhancement properties.”  
“Meaning?” she asked visibly puzzled. 
“Meaning you will have sex more often than usual. This calls for extra privacy.”
“I see. But sir don’t you think you have overcharged me?”
“No, I have in fact under charged you. In Lusaka you could have paid well over K1, 
000. It’s okay, don’t pay.”    
“No sir, it’s not right, we must pay.” 
“You refused my free offer of money, cool cash. Don’t refuse this one please.”
“Serious?”
“Yes, Serious.” 
“Ok. I hope there are no strings attached.”    
“No no no! No attachments, purely humanitarian. And eh………..the honey moon thing, I suggest you don’t go to a hotel. A farm would just be fine. A secluded place you know …..the tranquility …..Simply no disturbance.”
“Why are you being so nice to me? You know what, on second thought I think I’II pays.‖  
“If it bothers you so much then that’s fine, you can pay. Do what your heart tells you to do.” 
Vanessa bent her right knee to receive the packets of medicine after paying the bill.  “I must be going. Thank you sir and God bless you.”  
“Bless you too and have a nice day.”
He sat back in his chair and recollected. 
“Ok now let’s take stock. What she has taken has slow killing power. Within a week or two her husband will be dead and I’II inherit her. I will do whatever it takes to achieve that. Secondly if things don’t work according to plan I will not be the sole loser because I have recouped from her, the K750 I was charged for breaking those stupid liquor bottles. The countdown begins now. As I wait for the death news to break. If it fails plan B will come into effect.”     
 His phone beeped and a message popped up. 
Txt msg. 
Mr. Chakalashi, “Bring me up to speed on the status of my consignment of expired drugs.” 
Txt msg 
Mr. Chanda, “Consignment returned to China four months ago. Awaiting refund.” 
Txt Msg 
Mr. Chakalashi, “Four months is way too long not to receive a refund. Double your efforts or else..” 
 














CHAPTER SEVEN 
THE ABDUCTION    
Later in the evening. Visibly disturbed and pensive Honey Comb stood in an inclining position with his hands placed on a television stand. Behind him Vanessa sat on a couch both hands holding her head solemnly. 
“Darling, I told you I can’t take this. I don’t trust anyone any more. Listen I know there’re a number of pharmacies in town but this could well be the same one who sold a lethal cocktail of drugs to Mr. Scare Crow that was intended to kill me. How can you trust him? Take them back or simply throw them away.”   
“Honey it’s for our own good. Remember you gave me your word, besides we have already spent so much” 
“I know. I thought through this and all I came up with are reservations. Look, there’s nothing wrong with me. We shall have a baby when the right time comes. And yah, I don’t care how much we have spent.” 
“Why are you raising your voice?” She stood up throwing her arms around.   
Honey inched closer to her and said. “Because I know I am perfectly okay.”  
“Does that mean I am the problem?” 
“I didn’t say that.”
“Agreed you didn’t say that but did you have to shout?”
“Hell no! My goodness…”     
Vanessa could not take this anymore and broke down.   
“Van, Van Van,” Honey reached out to console her. “It has come to this? Okay let’s do this. Take back the medication and tell him to start with you.”   
“What’s the difference?”  She challenged him 
“The difference is I am perfectly okay - medically. And most importantly if anybody has to be killed it’s me not you. As it is he cannot give you anything that can kill you. Understand this; everybody wants a piece of me so they can have you. Must I take chances? No I will be careless if I do.” 
At the pharmacy Mr. Chanda was going through a list of a new consignment of medicines. 
He became uneasy after noticing Vanessa’s presence. After narrating her story Mr. Chanda answered. 
“I am sorry to hear that madam. Why did he do that? From my experience we have more impotent men than we have barren women. Okay since he has suggested that I start with you then let’s do it. See me after two weeks,” 
 Inside two weeks Mr. Chanda accomplished what he had planned to do. By the time Vanessa’s appointment became due Mr. Chanda was ready for her. 
In low spirits and crest fallen Vanessa entered the pharmacy. 
“Madam, what’s wrong, you look troubled.”  
“I am fulfilling my appointment”
“I know, follow me”
They entered a room with a bed and medical equipment such as scanner, microscope,  oxygen cylinders and others. She was ordered to lie in bed and given two jabs of injection. One of them was meant to erase all her memories of the past and the other was anesthesia to facilitate dental alteration. 
“There’s a standard procedure we follow here.” Mr. Chanda began. “I will engage you in a dialogue, all you do is respond. That’s part of the treatment process, ready?”   
“Yes,” Vanessa answered. 
“What’s your name?” 
“Vanessa.” 
“Ok listen, you’re not Vanessa anymore. You are Luscious. Say after me …… i am luscious.” 
“I am Luscious”
“Good. And I am Patrick your husband. What did I say?” 
“You said you are Patrick your husband.”
“No. what I mean is you are my wife. Do you understand now? I said you are?” 
“You are my wife.”
“Oh boy! Okay let’s make it simpler if anyone asks you tell them he is Patrick my husband. Say it.” 
“He is Patrick my husband.”  
“Say that again.”
“He-he is Patrick – my husband.” 
“One more time”
“He –he—he is—he is Pat—trick my huu”  
Vanessa lost consciousness and rolled into deep slumber. Mr Chanda turned to a hired Dentist, short, stout and light-skinned with a bald head donned in his white uniform. He appeared to be knocking at 60 years. 
“Ok big man, do your job now. I want a clean job her husband should not be able to recognize her.”
“Nes pas problem I will do my besto,”  the Dentist answered. 
After a little more than half an hour the Dentist emerged his bald head shining greasily with sweat. He threw his tools into his bag and announced. 
“Voilas! I am done. Your product is ready for inspection.” 
“Ok big man, just part her lips wide for me… okay ….perfect ….perfect. I knew you would do it. I went to great lengths to fetch you in Congo DR. through the internet and it has paid off. I am paying you a lot of money to shut your mouth. Look, I have not killed anyone, I am just converting a property. Go back to Congo and never come back. And listen, I am closing my Facebook account, so don’t try and be in touch.” 
“Tres bien monsieur.”
“What?”  
“I said very well Sir.” 
“oh oh, French I suppose?”
“Yes sir.”
“Now, just move over this side and help me put our dear lady in the car.” 
Mr. Chanda and the Dentist deposited the unconscious Vanessa at the back seat of the car. 
Her Phone rang and a glance at it reflected her husband’s name. He simply ignored it and drove off 15 minutes later they arrived at the farm and Vanessa was still unconscious. Her mobile phone rang and he ignored it for the second and last time. He stomped on the phone and threw it and the sim card in two different directions. 
In his desperation to find his wife Honey drew a blank at her working place and his enquiries at all the Pharmacies in town yielded nothing. He placed an advert for missing persons at a community Radio station. 
At the Police station the Police asked incriminating questions such as; did you have an argument ……’did you have a fight ….’They even went further to make unfair allegations like, you have killed your wife and to cover up you want to make it appear as if she has gone missing. He regretted the idea of having gone there. He could not stand the insinuations and he broke down.       
 The farm stead was a desolate place with the main house and the vacated farm workers house surrounded by an orchard of oranges, lemons, guavas, paw paws and Mexican apples. The road leading to the main house crossed a small stream with a makeshift bridge. Immediately after the orchard was a maize field sprawling up to the hills on the eastern side and a banana and sugar cane plantation along the marsh land on the western side. 
“Pat ….Patrick my husband, where are we?” Vanessa stammered. 
“Oh! There you are. We are at the farm.” Mr. Chanda said beaming with happiness.  
“At the farm? Our usual residence? Don’t mind my asking. It’s just that I feel like I am in an unusual environment. I have a slight headache and I feel like I am missing a part of me.”  
“Come on, don’t feel that way, I am here. And look! I bought you lots of things. Shoes, dresses, hand bag, hat and look at the beautiful wedding ring on your finger.” 
“Oh! It’s beautiful. Thank you. Somehow, I feel like I have been yearning for something but I don’t know what. Forget it”  
“I know, that’s why we are here darling ….to make a baby. Now, rise up, let’s eat something.”
“To make a baby?” surprised, Vanessa asked. 
“Yah………..no! Uh listen, I said that unconsciously. I didn’t mean it.” 
“You want a baby?”
“No no, it was a slip of the tongue, forget it. Look, why don’t we catch some fresh air outside.”   
 
 
 








 
CHAPTER EIGHT 
THE MISTAKEN IDENTITY  
Five months after the disappearance of Mrs. Vanessa Butterfly Comb a police car pulled up outside Mr. Patrick Chanda’s farm house and two police officers and Mr. Honey Comb disembarked. Before the officers reached the main door, Mr. Chanda came out.  
“Officers, how can I help you?” Mr. Chanda asked descending from the veranda of the house.   
“We are looking for a missing person by the name of Vanessa Butterfly Comb.” The police sergeant said while reading the name from a piece of paper he held in this left hand. 
“Vanessa Butter…….?” Mr. Chanda asked faking a puzzled look.”   “..sorry I can’t help you. No body by that name strayed on this farm.”  
“This man here claims that you left your wedded wife in the city mansion to come and live on the farm with his wife Vanessa.” The sergeant said his eyes probing. 
“The man is dreaming. There’s no truth in that. How can I do such a thing? Eish! God forbid!”   
“Mr. Chanda answered trying very hard to convince the sergeant. 
“Well we intend to search the house and the entire premises.” 
“Do you have a search warrant?” Mr. Chanda asked. 
“No, but-----"
“Sorry, unless you show me a search warrant you won’t enter this house. I know my 
Rights.”   
“That won’t be necessary officer because the person we are looking for is right in front of us.” Honey Comb said as he pointed at Vanessa coming out of the house.” 
“You are looking for my wife? Since when did she go missing? I mean you have found her here at her house.” Mr. Chanda told the visitors with confidence.  
With apparent doubt creeping in, the sergeant turned to Mr. Comb and asked, “Mr. Comb are you sure this is your wife? Isn’t she a celebrity? Isn’t this the former Miss Zambia?”  
 “I am positive officer this is my wife and yes she is former Miss Zambia.” He assured the sergeant. 
“What nonsense is that? How can you lay such baseless claims?”  Mr. Chanda asked angrily. 
“Mr. Comb,” the sergeant started. “It’s funny; I can’t see any reaction from her. I expected her to run to you and agree to what you are saying.”    
“I am equally surprised Officer. I don’t know what’s going on but she is my wife. That I can assure you.” Honey said confidently 
“Mr. Kombe, or whatever your name is are you in your right mind? Are you accusing me of eloping with your wife or you want to grab my wife?” 
“I cannot grab your wife. Your wife is right here with us. Madam come out.” 
Mr. Patrick Chanda’s wife stepped out of the police car. 
Mrs. Chanda “Patrick, why are you doing this? What’s wrong with you?”  
Mr. Chanda, “who are you? Officer, who is this woman?”
Mrs. Chanda, What? I am your wife Glenda. What do you mean you don’t know me? 
Officer, this man is pretending not to know me.” 
Sergeant, “well, both of you will have to prove your case. Madam, prove that Mr. Chanda is your husband‖ 
“Mrs. Chanda, “There’s nothing to prove Officer. I am telling you, this man is my wedded husband.”    
Sergeant, “That’s not enough. As for you Mr. Comb prove that the lady here is your wife. Madam, do you know this man?” The sergeant pointed at Honey Comb. 
Vanessa, “No, I don’t know him.”
Mr. Comb, “what’s this a conspiracy?”
Sergeant, “Madam, who is the man standing next to you? 
Vanessa, “He is Patrick my husband.”  
Mr. Comb, “Jesus!”
Mrs. Chanda, “What?”  
Sergeant, SSShhhh! “Are you sure of what you are saying madam?” 
Vanessa, “yes I am sure.”
Sergeant, “Truly sure?”  
Vanessa. “Yes.”
Mr. Chanda inched closer to Vanessa and placed his right arm over her right shoulder while holding her left hand. 
Sergeant, “Okay, have you ever seen this man before?‖ pointing at Honey Comb. 
Vanessa, “No.” 
Sergeant, “Never?”  
Vanessa, “Never ever.” 
Sergeant, “Are you sure?”  
Vanessa, “of course I am sure.” 
Mr. Comb, “Jesus, what’s going on? Vanessa are you sure you don’t know me? It’s me Honey ….your husband. Goodness!”  
Sergeant, “So Mr. Comb, the man could be lying but is the woman lying too?” 
Mr. Comb, “They are acting in collusion Officer.” 
Sergeant, “Then prove your case. Let’s look at that photograph.”
Honey Comb fished out the photo from the breast pocket of his jacket. The officer extended his hand to get the photo, looked at it sternly and addressed Vanessa. 
Sergeant, “Can you give me a smile madam…..a wide smile. Make it last long, there’s something I want to see.”      
The Sergeant looked at the photo again and said, “She looks the one alright--”  
“You see, I told you officer.‖ Honey said excitedly. 
“Hey hold on, hold on, ―the Sergeant raised his right hand to cut him short, ―Look at her. Smile again Madam. Do you see the gap between the two upper front teeth?‖  
“Yes, why?” Honey asked nervously. 
“It is not in the picture.”
“Meaning?”
“Meaning she is not your wife. These two ladies are just identical. The woman in the picture, your wife, doesn’t have that gap. You see cases of identical persons are very common. And this happens to be one of them.” The sergeant said emphatically. 
“No, that can’t be. There must be a conspiracy.”
“Well, whatever the case, it seems to me you have nothing left to prove. Come on lets go.‖ The Sergeant held Honey by the hand and tried to lead him out of the premises.” 
“Go? No, I can’t go without my wife. Officer this woman is my wife 100%.”  
“No Mr. Comb she’s your wife 0%. Can’t you see that she’s different? Even if she wasn’t would you take her back in that condition?” 
“What condition?” 
“Come on man are you blind? Can’t you see she’s pregnant?” 
“Pregnant? Oh my God! Vanessa, why have you done this to me? Why?‖ 
“Look! I am not Vanessa, I am Luscious.”   
“No, it’s a lie, you are Vanessa.”
“In spite of all what I have said to you, you are still insisting? Well my friend, she’s not your wife even the name is different. Look, we will be here the all day. The way I see it, if you feel strongly that she is your wife drag the man to court. They will sort you out.”   



















CHAPTER NINE
A SPADE TO THE BRAIN BOX 
Mr. Chanda was piling boxes of medicines when his cell phone rang. He recognized the number, frowned and soliloquized. 
 “It’s the Congolese. I thought he had travelled.”  
He slid his right forefinger on the phone pad and answered. 
“Papa! Good to hear your voice again. From the number I can tell you are still in Zambia. When is your trip back to Kinshasa?”  
 Jean Pierre Bimba, “oh no! My trip is on hold.  I will tell you when I finally travel.”  
Mr. Chanda, “Okay tell me, why have you called?” 
Jean Pierre, “I called to tell you that you didn’t pay me enough for the job--”
Mr. Chanda, “Hey, hey! Hey stop! Stop! I told you I was done with you. Stop this nonsense and don’t ever call me again you hear?”   
Jean Pierre, “Boss, don’t get yourself worked up, I am not demanding much.‖ 
Mr. Chanda. “Somebody lied to you. Whatever you are demanding don’t tell me because you won’t get it. Now hang up before I hang up on you.”
Jean Pierre. “No my boss, don’t do that. It’s only half a million.” 
Mr. Chanda. “What? Are you out of your mind? Stop dreaming. You know what? I wouldn’t pay you half of that even if I had to ask you to kill someone for me.” 
Jean Pierre. “If I involve the police I am sure you will pay more than that because they will need a kick back.” 
Mr. Chanda. “Yah you do that if you have the guts to face Immigration. From what I can remember you came in without an entry permit. Which means you are an illegal immigrant.” 
Jean Pierre, “No my boss, do we really have to take that path?” 
Mr. Chanda, “Don’t be ridiculous. You threatened me first. Call the shots and let’s see how far you can go.”  
Jean Pierre. “I am sorry boss but……… can we talk?” 
Mr. Chanda. ‖Really? Do you seriously think there something to talk about? If you think so come to the farm tomorrow at 17:00hrs.”
Tensed up Jean Pierre Bimba stepped out of the taxi and motioned to the driver to go. His right fingers quivered as they touched the cell phone numbers to call Mr. Chanda. Breathing heavily he spoke into the mouth piece.  
Jean Pierre, “HalIo my boss, I am here.” 
Mr. Chanda. “Take a detour around the house. I am at the back.” 
Nervous but determined and not knowing what the outcome of their meeting would be he hummed a Ferre Gola Rhumba song. His eyes stretched across the rear elevation of the house without sighting Mr. Chanda. 
He stopped abruptly to admire grazing goats and a good number of free range chickens feeding together with geese and guinea fowls. A rooster crowed out of tune after being disturbed by a he-goat running after a she-goat. It was mating season. Testosterone was running high in the he-goat. 
Meters away splattering water from an over flowing overhead water tank caught his attention. He got closer to have a feel of the blowing vaporized water. This left tiny dots of water on his face. When he was done cooling himself his eyes resumed the search for Mr. Chanda but he could only sight an orchard in the vicinity and a plantation of bananas and sugar cane off by the river side. A grain silo stood proudly adjacent to what looked like a piggery. He continuously nodded his head in appreciation of what he thought were signs of good living. Thinking aloud he said, ‘mom dieu, cest bon’.”  
Driven by curiosity Jean Pierre walked towards a pit with freshly dug out soil. Around it were beds of green healthy onions. As he craned his neck to peep inside a heavy flat metal struck the nape of his neck and he collapsed into the pit with a heavy thud. Hitting the bottom of the pit head first death pangs twitched his body spasmodically. 
“Take a giant leap into the future greedy old man. How much is enough for you, huh?” Mr. Chanda said his eyes blazing with fury. 
Inside the house by the bedroom window Vanessa was just in time to see the old man being struck and falling into the pit. Awestruck, she grimaced with a faint shrill and fell on the bed in a backward sprawl. She passed out. In a maniacal fashion, Mr. Chanda threw back the soil in the pit in a frenzy. His body completely drenched he buried the old man without second thoughts. After a good half hour the burial was complete and instead of wreaths the bed was dotted with onion sprouts. 
Moments later Mr. Chanda drag a hosepipe reel and connected it to the water source. With sweat dripping all over his body he placed the horse pipe with running water above his head in an effort to shower himself.  He later directed the hosepipe onto the grave –cum bed transplanted with onions.   

There was tension on the farm: the rooster had stopped crowing, the birds had stopped chirping, the ants were standing frozen in their tracks, the goats were dozing in the shades, the wind had died down and heavy black clouds hang over the sky obscuring the sun. The stillness that followed made one hear a needle drop and later four voices dominated the airwaves.  
Police Inspector. “Mr. Chanda, you look lost and puzzled and I understand why. Look, it’s not like he’s insulting you. That’s French and I will interpret it for you. He says he is Inspector Desire Bakasoro from Kinshasa in the Democratic Republic of Congo on an Interpol assignment. His colleague is Etiene Tsanga also from DRC. He is saying your clinic is the terminal address Jean –Pierre Bimba gave when he left Congo DR for Zambia. They are following up on his whereabouts. When we drew a blank at your clinic we came here.” 
Mr. Chanda “ I am sorry, I have no idea what he is talking about.” 
Inspector, “Look it’s not a big deal. May be you met only once and he left. Did you at any time come in contact with him? Even for a brief moment?” 
Mr. Chanda “No, I don’t know that man and I have never met him before.”
The inspector turned to his Congolese counterpart to interpret what Mr. Chanda had said. 
A basket of laundry in her right hand Vanessa joined the men. 
 Vanessa “Men of Valour, to break the impasse sometimes a few words is all it takes.” 
Inspector, “And what might that be?”
Vanessa, “Well I am just trying to help crack the case‖.” 
Inspector. “Oh look, we are getting somewhere courtesy of the lady of the house.” 
Vanessa. A spade to the brain box………a dive into the abyss…..destined to expire.”  
Inspector. “Poetic justice I suppose! We could have murder at our hands I am afraid. Decipher and decode.”
Mr. Chanda, “Murder? What murder?” 
Inspector, “if I heard your wife right, that’s what she is insinuating.  
Mr. Chanda. “What nonsense is that? No one has killed anybody here. Do I look like a killer?”   
Inspector, “I don’t know about that hey wait! Wait a minute. We are certainly witnessing a second resurrection here. A whole spectacle is unfolding before our own eyes. Mr. Chanda move aside and see what’s coming out of your bed of onions right behind you.”   
Turning full circle Mr. Chanda came face to face with an epoch- making spectacle. Jean Pierre Bimba was seemingly defying death by rising from the grave. His head and midsection covered in soil the dead man was busy pushing himself out of the grave. Mr. Chanda could not contain his fear and he exclaimed in a loud voice. 
“Noooh…….,” streams of sweat running down his face he woke up from his nightmare.  
“What’s the matter?  Are you alright?”  Vanessa asked holding Mr. Chanda as they both sat – up on the bed. 
“Yes I am fine. I had a terrible nightmare.” 
“Poor thing, take some water.”
Vanessa briskly walked to the kitchen and came back with a glass of water. 
“What have you seen lately?” Mr. Chanda asked. 
“What have I seen lately?” what have I ………….. What do you mean? I’ve seen everything 
……everything I needed to see. Why do you ask?” 
“Just curious.”
“Curiosity killed the cat. If you care to know, I saw the rising and the setting of the sun…….I the full moon the stars and the Milky Way. People coming in and out of the farm. Chirping birds and the rush of water in the nearby stream.”  
“I appreciate we have all been seeing that. I meant something particularly out of the ordinary.”  
“What could that be? Patrick, there’s something you are not telling me. Who feels it knows it. 
Get it out of your chest.”   
“There’s nothing in my chest, its empty.” 
“Now what’s all this? What did you expect me to see? Wait a minute….a spade ….the abyss--” 
“Yah. And a lot more. Look, it’s a 2 o’clock in the morning, let’s go back to sleep. Good 
night.”
 

Mr. Chanda Stood by the kitchen window admiring Vanessa as she prepared dinner. 
“Amazing! Who taught you how to prepare sumptuous meals? Your mother?” Mr. Chanda asked. 
“School and of course my mother. I take that as a compliment.” Vanessa replied with a chuckle. 
“Yah they did a wonderful job, kudos to them.” Mr. Chanda complimented. 
“Thank you. I didn’t know I was a good cook. Anyway, I was taught by the best.” She said and chucked again. 
“The aroma is killing me, I cant wait.”  
“It will be ready in no time. Patrick, what was all that about your dream last night? You were scared stiff I feared you were going to get a cardiac arrest.”
“It was scary alright but let’s take it for what it was ………a dream.”   
“Yah you’re right but you see some dreams may have far- reaching consequences.” 
“You are right and we hope it doesn’t come to that.”
“We sure hope so. One thing though, I am seeing flashes of …….flashes of ……a spade and 
……the abyss. Could this have happened in your dream?” 
Clearly pretending not to have heard Mr. Chanda whistled away by the kitchen window. 
“Patrick, it’s you I am talking to.” 
“I beg your pardon, destructed. Come again.”    
“A spade and the abbyss. Is it reality or I am seeing things?”  
“Baby, how would I know? We talked about this last night, didn’t we? This thing about my dream and the flashes you are seeing will just spoil our appetite for dinner. I am hungry, serve the meals.”
Mr. Chanda walked away evidently upset. Equally upset Vanessa briefly closed her eyes and purposely dropped her spoon in the soup and the splash that followed scolded her arms. 
“Ouch! “Vanessa shricked as see wiped hot soup from her arms. 
Mr. Chanda walked to his bedroom in quick short steps and proceeded to the ensuit bathroom. He opened the tap and splashed some water on his face. “Damn it! I am not safe with that old fool lying under the bed of onions. I have to exhume his body. I have to…I just have to. It was a dream alright but I see a premonition. And Vanessa …..does she know something? I can’t take chances. Papa you are coming out. I don’t know where to take you but you are coming out.” 
 




 CHAPTER TEN 
DEAD BODY ON THE RIVER BANKS 
One week after the brutal killing of Jean Pierre Bimba  Mr. Chanda hurriedly walked to his car. He barely opened the car and police arrived. 
A plain clothe police officer stepped out of the car and addressed Mr. Chanda waving a document before his face. 
Detective inspector. “We have a warrant to search your farm premises. I am Detective inspector Falanga.”  
Clearly frightened Mr. Chanda received the document without saying a word. The detective instructed two uniformed Police officers to search inside the house and the surrounding area. 
A little over five minutes inside the search a police Sergeant called out, “Inspector.” 
“Yes sergeant” 
Sergeant, “come and see.”  
The inspector walked over half – running. Mr.Chanda  cautiously walked behind him. He stopped several metres away and leaned against a mango tree holding his lower jaw. 
Mounting tension made him perspire and he had to wipe out streams of sweat with his hanky. 
Inspector, “Found something?”
Sergeant, “Look at these lovely onions.” 
Inspector, “Jesus! Sergeant, we didn’t come here to admire lovely onions. We came here to do police work. Get a move on.”  
Sergeant, “Yes inspector.” The Sergeant saluted. 
Amused by the apparent humiliation of the Sergeant a Constable standing at arms distance muffled his laughter with his left palm. 
Sergeant “Constable! shut the hell up. What are you laughing at. Don’t you have respect for authority?   I will squeeze life out of you and burry you beneath these onions.” 
Inspector  “What’s your problem Sergeant?” 
Sergeant, “Inspector, the constable has taken advantage of your chiding and he is mocking me.”  
Inspector “That’s insubordination. Constable you do that again, you will be up for severe reprimand. Now spread out, I want a thorough search.” 
The search extended to the river side. The detective inspector jumped from one rock to another in a bid to cover as much distance of the river bank as possible. In the process he spotted a peculiar sight and took several pictures. When he was done he called off the search after Officers told him they found nothing. 
Back at the house the detective asked the officers to remain outside while he talked to Mr. 
Chanda inside the house. 
“In our line of duty we come across interesting things we cannot afford to ignore. Can you uh….pay four people to do a dirty job for you?” the detective inspector asked with unnerving intensity. 
“A dirty job?” Mr. Chanda answered with a question.  
“Yah, a dirty job like disposing of a dead body.” The inspector let the cat out of the bag and looked at him intensely. 
“A dead body? I don’t understand. Officer what-- what are you talking about exactly?” 
“What I am talking about is.” the inspector parted the curtains. “You see those Officers out there? They will escort you to the gallows if you don’t do what I tell you. A case of murder is punishable by a death sentence. I saw a dead body floating in the river. Don’t even think of doing anything about it because I have taken photos of it and posted to the archive.” 
Sweat beads formed on Mr. Chanda’s forehead. The pulsation of his heart beat trebled, he released a sad and long sigh. 
“Detective, what has that got to do with me?” Mr. Chanda protested. 
“Oh no! I didn’t expect you to admit the crime, that’s cowardice. But again pretending not to know won’t save you. You will hang by the neck until you die.” The inspector ran his right finger across his neck. 
“Officer, what proof do you have to connect me to that?” Mr. Chanda lamented.   
“Don’t worry about that, it will come out in court. It always does. I mean how do you explain this. What is a semi decomposed body of a male adult doing in your farm premises…. Within the vicinity of your house? In case you think I am bluffing or you think I am hallucinating. Here’s the victim of your uncanny brutality.” He shoved the cell phone in his face bearing the image of a dead body. “This is cruelty of the worst kind my friend. You let the demised fellow bask in the sun and become food for vultures instead of putting him in the ground. I dare say, your prospects for the future are as deem as an eclipsed moon. Cos I see a prima facie case against you” 
The inspector zoomed the picture in his face and continued. 
“This exhibit is evidence that will weigh against you in court and you will surely be convicted. And that’s not a good thing to look forward to.” 
He leaned forward and spoke in his face. “Your best bet to cover the blood on your hands is to lay down a mountain of boodle” 
“But inspector ……. The man could have been fishing” 
“Aah! Excellent! a fishing expedition that went wrong. Not bad! The man was fishing ….slipped on the rocks…… and drowned in shallow water without a fishing rod. Who’s gonna believe you uh? You think those honorable judges went to study law to be fooled by people like you? You better think again.”  
“Inspector …….maybe …..maybe…..maybe he was swimming.” 
“Have you ever swam in knee high shallow water? Don’t down play this my friend, this is a murder case. You’II be tried, found guilty and …….executed. Listen, I am by no means being mean, rest assured I will bring flowers to your grave. And come to think of it, your best friend will marry your widow. If I were you I would be thinking of how to escape the gallows.” 
Mr. Chanda, went down on his knees and broke down. “Detective please, don’t arrest me, I will do as you say.”
“How much are we talking about here?” The inspector asked. 
“You tell me.” Answered Mr. Chanda. 
“Check your bank balance on line…… on your cell phone.” 
Mr. Chanda’s dexterous fingers touched the numbers on the phone pad. 
“So, what’s the bank balance? Let me see.” The inspector demanded.   
“Two million five hundred.” Mr. Chanda answered. 
“Business account?’ the Inspector asked. 
“Yes,” said Mr. Chanda.  
“So, what’s in it for us?”
“Fifty- fifty thousand.” 
“Are you crazy?” the inspector bellowed, “all it will take is one word from me and they will put you in hand cuffs. Is that what you want?”
“Hundred thousand.” Mr. Chanda gave in.  
“you are not being realistic…..and look we are not being mean either. I am trying to save your life. Look! I am not alone. There’re four of us. Supposing we split that in two. One million two fifty for you and one million two fifty for us.” The inspector proposed. 
“Feel pity on me officer,” Mr. Chanda complained.‖ I have a business to run.‖  
“Ok, fair enough,”  the  inspector said  “We will take one  M.” 

Detective inspector Falanga concluded his cell phone conversation before he entered the pharmacy. He stomped on the floor to dust off his shoes. 
“Good Morning Mr. Chanda.” 
“Good morning Inspector. It’s been a while.” Mr. Chanda replied and removed his cap to show respect. 
“What can you give me for flu?”
The heavily mustached lawman asked and blew his nose into his handkerchief. He wiped his nose with meticulous care. 
“You know chemically manufactured medicine is sometimes reactive to certain blood groups. The chemical reaction often results in accumulation of toxins in the blood stream. In some cases it even lowers the immune system. You are better off with natural remedies … like herbal medicine.” 
“How much are you charging me for consulting?”  
“This consultation is free to a special friend.” 
“It’s good to know I am a special friend even though by virtue of my profession some people consider me to be public enemy number one.” 
“That shouldn’t be. On the contrary, your profession must not isolate you from us. We are cut from the same cloth. If we complement each other we can bond each other. It’s the only way we can reach out to one another.” 
“You are right. Now, what are these natural remedies?” 
“Just boil a handful of lemons a tablespoon each of ginger and cinnamon, add a pinch of salt to taste. It will clear in no time.”
“Oh wonderful ……..splendid,” The inspector said and sneezed, “sorry.” He wiped his nose again, folded his hanky and placed it back at the back pocket.  
“It’s okay Inspector …..it’s been nagging me. If you don’t mind, tell me. How did you know I uh…uh….” Mr. Chanda looked around in case someone was eavesdropping. 
“Killed someone?” the inspector asked.   
“s –sort of…”he looked around again. 
“I didn’t, we actually come to look for dangerous drugs when I made the discovery.” 
“What?” 
“Yah.”   
“I thought that’s a jurisdiction of the Drug Enforcement commission?”
“Yes, in collaboration with the police.” 
“Precisely. But how come they were conspicuously absent?” 
“That’s what you thought. Beside me the second plain clothe officer was from DEC.” 
“I beg your pardon. I was so naïve I didn’t think outside the box.” 
“It’s ok. The police presence made you oblivious of the other forces at play.. you saw only what your mind wanted to see.‖ 
“But uh…….how did you figure it out?” 
“Well, it was simple. I saw guiltiness in your eyes and you were afraid. I made conclusions and I …….I pinned it on you.” 
“No! are you kidding me?” 
“No I am serious. That’s how a trained mind works. Tell me are you now changing your mind as to ….not guilty?” 
“No comment.” 
“Very smart. Avoid anything incriminating.” 
“Officer, give me your assurance. Can I consider this ….a dead issue?” 
“You have my assurance Mr. Chanda. You redeemed yourself by that payment. So yeah, it’s dead and buried. Let’s just say its water under the bridge now. How is the farm by the way?”  
“it’s alright inspector. A lot has happened in the recent past but I’II spare you the details. 
Inspector look, why don’t we eat out some day? Have some drinks and …….have fun.‖ 
“That would be nice. When can that be?” 
“This coming Friday is a holiday. Let’s chill it so that you nurse your hangover on Saturday, go to church on Sunday and have a fresh mind at work on Monday.”    
“Sounds good. On second thought, I wouldn’t want to end up like Mr. Scare Crow. No thanks good day Mr. Chanda.”      
CHAPTER ELEVEN 
THE CONFRONTATION    
It was eight months since the Pharmacist Mr. Patrick Chanda took Vanessa to the farm and her pregnancy was also in the eighth month. Vanessa was watering tomatoes and onions in the backyard garden while Patrick was working at the Pharmacy in town. Her eyes fell on a disposed empty tin with the words HONEY written on it in bold letters. 
She began to recollect a few things from the past. Then suddenly she said.    
“Honey….Honey…..Honey Comb. Yes, Honey Comb is my husband. What am I doing here? What happened?” 
She let go of the hosepipe and held her head solemnly. 
“God! Is this real? How did I leave my husband? How did I fall in this Man’s arms? And I am pregnant by another man? How did I allow this to happen? I feel like I was drugged, was unconscious and now I have come around.” 
She called Mr. Chanda on the land phone. In less than fifteen minutes Mr. Chanda arrived at the farm. 
“Yes luscious, you call ……
“I am not Luscious, I am Vanessa.”  
“Hey babe, who told you that?” 
“Hey, don’t babe me. Why did you do this?” 
“Do what? Ba--” 
“I have now gained my memory back. That man who came with the police is my real husband. Why did you force yourself on me? Take me back to him.”
“Calm down. Look, you are just delirious none of that is true.” 
“I am in my full senses. Everything I have said is true. For goodness sake please take me back to him.”
“No, I can’t do that.”    
“You will do that or you will face the consequences.”
“I am prepared to face anything. Bottom line is you are not leaving this farm.”   
“That’s not a big deal because one way or another I will find my way back.”  
“How?”
“If, I can’t jump on a delivery truck then I will walk on my two feet.” 
“You will not do any of that, I forbid you.”  
“Don’t be stubborn; if you put yourself in his shoes you will do the right thing. Are you not ashamed that you did all this against my will? The truth is you abducted me and that’s a crime. Try and prevent me I will report you to the police.”
Mr. Chanda threw his arms in the air in desperation showing signs of defeat. 
“Listen, there’s another way we can settle this. Stay with me, I will pay your husband his full dues.”    
“You don’t get it, do you? The truth is I can longer stay with you for obvious reasons. In all probability you could be the Pharmacist that sold poison to Mr. Crow that was intended to take my husband’s life but instead took his life. And I hope you know that Captain Sniper is in prison for a similar offence. You will be next.”   
Mr. Chanda remembered Captain Sniper’s counsel back at the Correctional facility and conceded. 
“Okay get yourself ready, I will take you back. But are you sure he will take you back with that pregnancy?” 
“Leave that to him to decide.”
Mr. Chanda decided to pass through the Pharmacy before going to Mr. Comb’s house. He frantically searched for an empty injectable bottle whose contents were responsible for 
Vanessa’s memory loss, though partial. He finally found it discarded among others destined for disposal. Upon inspection he noticed a disappointing expiry period. He shook his head dejectedly and muffled a few words. “I suspected so.” 
It was lunch hour. Mr. Patrick Chanda’s car pulled up outside Mr. Honey Comb’s house. Mr. Chanda was now thinking letting go of Vanessa was like giving up on life. He was now blaming himself for the turn of events. 
Honey Comb came out of the house and saw Mr. Chanda and Vanessa standing side by side. A wave of anger and jealousy overwhelmed him and chocked his throat. The two arch rivals regarded each other intently. Mr. Chanda put his hands together the Indian way as if to say “Namastay’ Mr. Comb quickly shifted his eyes away cleared his voice and exploded. 
“Vanessa ……..why have you come? You want to break my heart again? Isn’t what you did enough?”   
“I am lost for words. I don’t know what to say, but here I am. This man owes you an explanation.”  
“Vanessa, who do you think I am, a fool? You think I can fall for your trickery and become a laughing stock once again?” 
“No my love, believe me when I say I have just found myself. I feel like I was blind folded all this time. I stayed away from you against my will, believe me.” 
“I thought as much but you will do more than that to convince me.”
“I lost my senses I lost my memory – I didn’t know where I was –I didn’t know I was separated from you. This man must have put a spell on me to abduct me. Normalcy returned to me less than an hour ago.” 
“My brother, take her word. Everything she has said is true. It’s me who should be apologizing. I did despicable things. In fact you can do anything to punish me. Insult me, beat me, take me to court…you can even kill me I am sorry I caused you so much pain.” 
“You are right. You think you can go without a scratch? You will pay for this. What kind of a man are you? You store my wife…… you store my happiness. You are an animal‖  
Mr. Comb lambasted Mr. Chanda with furious intensity. 
 	“Yes, make him pay. Ensure that he pays for his crimes.” Vanessa said angrily. 
“Vanessa, understand this. I am not completely innocent. I initiated a potentially dangerous game which had a spiral effect on our lives.” 
“Fill me in,” Vanessa asked with genuine concern. 
“It’s just a matter of time and I will let the cat out of the bag.” Honey assured. “Vanessa believe me when I say I can accept you back even in death. You are everything to me.”
Vanessa lunged forward, hugged and kissed Honey Comb. 
“My brother I am a sitting duck waiting for my punishment.” Mr. Chanda said dejectedly. 
“Yes punishment is coming your way and I will give it tom you in its full measure.” 
“Even a condemned man deserves to know the prescribed sentence.”
“On second thought I might as well let you go but don’t do this to anyone ever again. 
You could have gone to prison. Thank your lucky stars” 
Mr. Chanda went down on his knees. 
 “Really? Thank you ………thank you very much…..and may God bless you. Can I go now?” Honey Comb went inside the house and came out with Mrs. Chanda. 
Mr. Chanda “Glenda! What are you doing here?” 
Mrs. Chanda “Foolish man. You should be the last person to ask me that.” 
Mr. Chanda “You are pregnant?” 
Mrs. Chanda “what did you expect? Isn’t she pregnant by you?” 
Vanessa, “Honey, is it true? You will be a father? You are potent? I am sorry I doubted you.” Her mixed reaction evoked profound emotions. 
“What you see is what it is. I will be a father.”  
“Honey, what happened?” 
“What happened is you were too much in a hurry to conceive and I was busy scheming other things.  There’s a missing link though, I can’t tie up the loose ends. Anyway, the bottom line is God intervened to alter my plan to defy nature.” 
“I will not understand, a thing if you continue to speak in riddles.” 
“Don’t worry, you’II soon understand.” 
“I am happy that you’re not impotent and sad that you will be a father of a child whose mother is not your wife. Sad again because I am carrying a child whose father is not my husband. It turns out we are both victims of fate.” 
“Mister, is this truly yours?” Mr. Chanda asked,
“Like I said, what you see is what it is.” Mr. Comb answered.
“Miracles will never cease to happen. With this turn of events, shall we say we are now even?”
“Unless you choose ignore the other crimes you have committed, don’t even think about it.” 
“Naturally I feel a tinge of jealousy but I created this problem for myself. Look i……I feel for your wife. Listen; please don’t vent your anger on her. She is innocent.” 
“I know how you feel and I understand why you feel that way. She is carrying your baby right?” 
“Yes, that’s partly the reason.” 
“No, that’s the only reason. I am equally worried about my child your wife is carrying. Even before I know why you went to such lengths to have an affair with my wife I have a feeling she did not do it with her consent. She must have acted under a spell. In short she did it unconsciously.” 
“You are right Mr. …..  actually, I didn’t get your name right.” 
“Honey, Honey Comb.” 
“No kidding? Are these your full real names?” 
“It doesn’t matter what my names are. Now do you mind telling me what went down? 
Not that I am interested but just that I know.”   
“Look ……I am ashamed to confess that in my guest to elope with your wife I injected her with polycathamine to ensure her memory of the past which included her memory of you. As you might know most evil acts backfire. I did not realize the drug was nearing expiry period. So, it was only capable of giving her partial memory loss. In other words, a short term memory loss. If it hadn’t been for that you could have permanently lost your wife to me.”
“What about the gap between her two upper front teeth?” 
“All that was done to make her look different only the DNA could have proved otherwise. I hired a Congolese Dentist to file the two teeth creating a beautiful space in between. She had to be subjected to anesthesia to do that.” 
“I can tell, you did all that out of lust for my wife. But my sad story is when you stranded us, we hooked up simply out of pity for each other rather than self-pity. Tell me, of all the women, why did you pick on my Vanessa?”  
“No disrespect intended; she is simply irresistible” 
“You know what you are? A horrible little devil straight from the gates of Hell. A 
God-damned maniac.”
“I know.” 
“I think you better leave before I change my mind. Take your wife but remember to bring back my child as soon as she gives birth. I took your wife for scanning so I know my child will be a girl.” 
“Incidentally I also took your wife for scanning and my child happens to be a boy. I will appreciate if you will extend to me the same favour.” 
“Put your wife on special diet because I want a bouncy baby” 
“It’s amazing how you feel attached to your unborn baby. Can I ask you something?” 
“What?” 
“Have you ever heard of a still born? 
“Yes, why?” 
“Supposing ……just supposing right? Supposing, God forbid, this happens to your baby?”   
“I will not spare you.”    
“I knew, you would say that but I have a suggestion to go around this problem. Why can’t each one keep his own pregnancy until our women give birth?” 
“What do you mean exactly?” 
“What I mean is you keep my wife so that you can nurture your pregnancy while I also keep your wife.” 
“Don’t listen to him. We have found each other again why go into this arrangement?” Vanessa chipped in. 
“It seems you can’t let go eh? Any ways I was thinking the same but with mixed feelings. I don’t think i can wait for a further one month to reunite with my wife while you abuse her night after night.‖ Honey Comb reasoned. 
“I understand the obsession you have for your wife. Believe me it’s a good thing.” Mr. Chanda observed.  
“If it’s a good thing why are you throwing spanners in the works? Why are you busy creating barriers between me and my wife?  Honey asked 
“To the contrary, what I am doing is in the best interest of the sweet little girl you are expecting. Since I cannot guarantee what you want be prepared to receive your package in whatever form it will come.” Mr. Chanda proposed. 
Vanessa moved forward to voice her concern. “I am opposed to this arrangement. You men are just being selfish. You are concerned about the babies you are fathering what about our concerns for the babies we are carrying? I know the baby I am carrying is not yours but I am its mother. And you know that staying with a woman who is not your wife is wrong.” 
“You are flogging a wrong horse. He is the initiator.”  Honey said pointing at Mr. 
Chanda.   
“I understand that. Both of you had no right to make each other’s wife pregnant and to continue staying with them. Mistakes were made, let’s correct them now. And the courts are not the right places because even you too…. they will find you with a case to answer.” 
“You are right darling but it’s only a matter of weeks and we shall be together again.” Honey said holding Vanessa’s hands. 
Mrs. Chanda reignited her interest in the conversation and said, ‘No, I also feel the four of us should be in our right places starting from this moment. Isn’t that right Patrick?” 
“I am the aggressor. I can’t say anything at this point. I think it’s only fair the aggrieved makes a decision.” Mr. Chanda addressed his wife. 
“Are you not aggrieved too? Mrs. Chanda countered. 
“I am but I committed a greater crime.” Mr. Chanda gave in. 
“You are right, that includes altering my dental structure.” Said Vanessa.  
“The bad part is it was done against your will; the good part is it has enhanced your beauty.” Said Mr. Chanda. 
“Quite! Now listen, I have the last word on this. These pregnancies have given us a lot of problems already. It will be worse when the babies are born. So, my decision is…to abort.”   
Mr. Chanda, Vanessa, Mrs. Chanda, “what?” 
Mr. Comb, “I thought you left the decision – making to me.” 
Mr. Chanda “yes but I did not say I would not question your decision. Do you know the complication of terminating a pregnancy in its late stage?” 
Vanessa “No, I object to that. My baby has a right to life?”   
Mr. Comb, “Understand this, Vanessa. That’s not a baby, it’s a foetus. Until it is born it has no right to life.”   
Mrs. Chanda, “That’s not true. Life begins at conception‖ 
Mr. Comb, “Shut up! Shut up all of you. My decision is final. Abortion will be in the best interest of all of us. This will deter Mr. Chanda and I from doing what we did ever again. I want us to be haunted by a permanent guilt of infanticide …..the guilty of killing our own children.  
Mr. Chanda, “Mr. Comb, how can your decision be final when the people who are supposed to terminate their pregnancies have said no.”   
Mr. Comb, “okay, I give all of you a moment to seriously reflect on this. This option will enable us to start our lives all over again on a clean slate. I mean with these kids out of our lives nothing will remind us of our infidelity.”   
Vanessa, “Listen Honey, abortion is not only a crime it is a sin.” 
Mr. Comb, “Vanessa, you are supposed to be on my side.” 
Vanessa, “I cannot be on the side of a child killer. My baby’s life is at stake now.”   
Mr. Comb “Enough!  It’s you who is the source of all the problems here. From day one you’ve caused me and other people a lot of physical and mental anguish. Some people are dead others are in prison because of you.  I have just realized that with you out of the picture I won’t have to endure a life of misery. Patrick, take your wife and keep the baby once it is born. Take my wife too and marry her, if you wish. After all she is carrying your baby. From today onwards I don’t want to have anything to do with the five of you. You, Mr. and Mrs. Chanda and your unborn babies. You can all go now and leave me alone.” 
Vanessa “Honey, you can’t do this.” 
Mr. Comb “As long as I am with you, I will live a life of uncertainty. This is what I should have done a long time ago.” 
Vanessa, “In spite of what happened I am innocent. But I now know that to be good looking can be a curse at times. Mr. Chanda talk to him.”    
Mr. Chanda “What can I say? The man has made up his mind. Of course I can’t hide the fact that I am excited because I have nothing to lose bur everything to gain.”  
Vanessa “Is that all you can say? You know what? Whatever is bound to happen let it happen because I know these are works of the devil?”
Mr. Comb, “Devil or no devil I am done with all these nonsenses. Please leave.” 
Mr. Chanda, “Ladies, let’s go.  Mr. Comb’s mind is made up.”
Vanessa, “I am not leaving. You will have to bring a bull dozer to uproot me from here.” 
Mr. Comb, “Alright, suit yourself. I am locking myself in. Don’t dare follow me. And please don’t make me a serial killer because I will have five deaths at my hands.” 
Honey closed the door with such an impact dry concrete mortar disintegrated and ran down in a heap under the door. Emotionally charged Vanessa failed to hold back her tears and they rolled down her cheeks like torrential rains.  
Vanessa, “No matter what happens, no matter what people will say, I am his wife. I belong to no one but him. If it means waiting for eternity, I will wait out here until he calls me in.”  
Overwhelmed by compassion Mrs. Chanda held her by her shoulder and counseled 
“My sister, don’t trouble yourself. Go back to you parents.”
Vanessa, “I am not going anywhere. I left my parents to live a married life. My conscious tells me my heart belongs to him. I don’t know about you, if you listen to your heart what does it tell you?” 
Mrs. Chanda, “uuhhmm……you are a very pretty woman you could easily find another man to marry you. But hey I don’t need to think so hard even for a moment. Mr. Honey Comb is a great husband. He is one in a million. If wishes were horses I wouldn’t mind being Mr. Comb’s second wife. After all I am carrying his child.” 
Vanessa, “my sister, I wouldn’t encourage you to do that. These men are all the same‖ 
Mrs. Chanda, “They could be but your husband has a comparative edge. We are facing this dilemma because of Mr. Chanda. He is the bad guy here, don’t you see?” 
Vanessa, “I know. That’s precisely why you want to get even with him. And to say he is an animal is an understatement. He is a dog, a rabbies- infested tail- wagging canine. Considering my husband wants to nurture his pregnancy and if doing so will also save my marriage then let’s do it.” 
Mr. Chanda, “Hey! What are you two planning? You want to stab me in the back?” 
Mrs. Chanda, “we are not cowards like you to stab you in the back. We will do it in your face. I am moving in with Mr. Comb.” 
Mrs. Chanda, “Stops lying to yourselves. Mr. Comb doesn’t want any of you. If he ever did, he would rather take his wife back.” 
Mrs. Chanda, “Vanessa and I have mutually agreed to be co-wives. It turns out you are the visitor here and you have over stayed your welcome.”
Mr. Chanda, “Doesn’t be ridiculous. If I can’t take both of you, I will take you with me.”  
Mrs. Chanda, “Like Simon Peter to Jesus you denied and abandoned me. Your best bet is to move on. With Mr. Comb’s baby in my womb I feel more attached to him than to you.”
A police car pulled up with wailing sirens and two police officers disembarked. 
Simultaneously Honey Comb came out of the house.  
“Aah! The four of you again! Look like old times eh? Mr. Comb, what is it this time?”  
The sergeant asked as he intermittently hit his baton in his open left palm. 
“Initially I didn’t want to have anything to do with the threesome here but my estranged wife insists on coming back into my life. Surprisingly, my adversary’s 
companion wants to join me in matrimony.” Honey replied  seemingly harboring vengeance.  
“Interesting, how is that possible?” 
The sergeant chuckled, peeled a bubble gum and threw it into his mouth. “I defeat an addiction of smoking and develop another of bubble gums…. chain reaction.” 
“It’s possible, these two were not married, they were just cohabiting.” Honey said this with a tinge of selfishness. 
“Mr. Comb that’s your personal choice. Is that why you called us?” the Sergeant asked. 
“No. I called you to arrest this man. Mr. Chanda has committed serious crimes for which he must be held accountable,” intent on exerting justice, Honey answered. 
“What charges are you laying against him?” The Sergeant asked. 
“Abduction and subjecting my wife to undergo strong medication without her consent. Multiple counts of rape resulting in pregnancy.” Honey said angrily. 
“How did you settle the controversy surrounding the identity of your wife?” the Sergeant asked. 
“That’s another serious crime this man committed. He hired a Dentist from Congo DR to alter the dental structure of my wife in order to change her physical appearance.” Honey lamented. 
“That’s more than enough atrocity to put him behind bars. Mr Chanda you are under arrest. You have a right to remain silent. Anything you say may or or will be used against you in a court of law.” The Sergeant said motioning to the constable to put him in hand cuffs. 
“Mr. Comb, Mr. Comb!  No, no! you can’t do this! You pardoned me, remember? 
Please don’t do this. I beg you. For God’s sake, please …please!” Both hands pressed together as if in prayer Mr. Chanda begged for pardon. 
“Listen, if people, like you are not punished this world will rot to the core. Take him away.” Honey dropped the final bombshell. 
The constable moved in, put him in handcuffs and shoved him at the back seat of the car. As the police car exited the two ladies sandwiched Honey Comb. 
 
 
CHAPTER TWELVE   
THE LAWSUIT 
At the police station Mr. Chanda chose not to go down without a fight. He made counter charges, accusing Honey Comb of equally interfering in his marriage. He told the police that as they spoke his wife was living with Mr. Comb. 
After weighing the matter police released Mr. Chanda and advised him to sue mr Comb for marriage interference. 
The highly anticipated  court hearing drew multitudes of people as is always the case when high profile personalities are involved. The overflowing public gallery was teeming with people fanning their faces with their hands. 
Due to load shedding by the power utility company air conditioning machines were turned off consequently the court room was intensely hot. Occasionally the judge fanned his face with a news paper. 
Having heard the plea the previous day the hearing unfolded into a melancholic episode of weird proportions. Litigants took their stand and a hushed silence followed. 
Judge, “defendant Mr. ….Comb? Really? Well I have no reason to doubt your name. 
Yesterday you pleaded not guilty to interference into Mr. and Mrs. Chanda’s marriage. Are you changing your plea to day?”   
Honey, “No your Honour.”
Judge, “Facts on file indicate that you have been cohabiting with Mrs. Chanda in your house for the past seven or so months and she is carrying your baby. Is that correct?” 
Honey, “yes it’s correct your Honour.” 
Judge, “if it’s correct, why did you plead not guilty?” 
Honey, “I pleaded not guilty because Mr. Chanda is in fact the one who interfered in my marriage by abducting and living with my wife for the past eight months. As I speak, my wife is pregnant by him.”  
Judge, “Really? May be we can start from there hoping it will lead us to what the court is trying to establish. I was wondering ….you people ….which planet are you from? Mars? Jupiter? I see you as weird couples-queer even. Each one of you is claiming to be responsible for the pregnancy of the other’s wife. I mean who does that? Granted it’s a free world …. but definitely not animal kingdom where animals exchange mates. Defendants Mr. Comb tell the court. How did this man snatch your wife from under your nose like a vulture?   
Honey, “Your Honour, this scumbag is as cunning as a fox. He drugged and abducted my wife. He..he took her away against her will.” 
Judge, “The use of strong language is not permissible in this court. You will do well to moderate your language.” 
Honey, “Much obliged your Honour.”  
Judge, “Did you make any attempt to get your wife back?”
Honey, “Yes you’re Honour but it was in vain.”   
Judge, “Tell the court.”   
Honey, “Your Honour Vanessa had features I could not associate her with.” 
Judge, “Such as?” 
Honey, “Such as her dental structure.” 
Judge, “What about her dental structure?” 
Honey, “She had a gap between her two upper front teeth which she never had before. 
This was made possible courtesy of a dentist Mr. Chanda hired from Congo DR. 
Judge, “Congo DR? okay, what else? Go on.” The Judge appeared to be jotting something on a paper on his bloater. 
Honey, “Like I said she was pregnant”
Judge, “Alright complainant Mr. Chanda did you or did you not abduct Mrs Vanessa 
Butterfly Comb?” 
Mr. Chanda, “I did your Honour.” 
 A suppressed murmur swept through the court room. 
Judge, “Mr., Chanda, did you or did you not hire a Dentist from Congo DR to alter 
Ms Vanessa dental formula?” 
Mr. Chanda, “I did your Honour”  
Judge, “what’s his name?” 
Mr. Chanda, “Jean- Pierre Bimba.” 
Judge, “is he here in this court?” 
Mr. Chanda, “no your Honour.” 
Judge, “where is he?” 
Mr. Chanda, “He … he went back to –he went back to –to Congo.”  
Judge, “you have his address in Congo I suppose?” 
Mr. Chanda, “I lost it.” 
Judge, “you lost it? How so?” 
Mr. Chanda went mute and simply gazed at the woodwork in the witness box. He fidgeted with his shirt buttons clearly not ready to respond. 
Judge, “This man may be required during Trial within a Trial. Start making arrangements for his return. Now did you or did you not make Vanessa, Mr. Comb’s wife pregnant?‖ 
Mr. Chanda, “ I did your Honour.” 
Judge, “On equal terms Mr. Comb also made your wife pregnant? Isn’t that, right?”  
Mr. Chanda, “No your Honour I dispute that. That man is incapable of making a woman pregnant. He is impotent.” 
Sporadic murmur swept through the court room. The Judge appeared to ignore the interruptive noise and waited for it to subside. 
Judge, “Can you support your claim Mr. Chanda?”  
Mr. Chanda ―with pleasure your Honour, His wife came running to me looking for potency drugs for him.” 
Judge, “Mr. Chanda, tell the court who then is responsible for your wife’s pregnancy?”  
Mr. Chanda, “Me, myself and I.” 
The court erupted into roaring laughter. This time the Judge was not amused. 
Judge “silence in court. It is alleged your wife became pregnant while staying with 
Mr. Comb. is it true you are not responsible for Mrs. Chanda’s. Pregnancy? Mr. Chanda is alleging you are impotent.”   
Honey, “I deny that I am impotent your Honour. I state that I am responsible for Mrs. Chanda’s pregnancy.” 
Judge, “okay, let’s get the facts straight. Mr. Comb, is it true your wife went running to Mr. Chanda the Pharmacist looking for potency drugs for you?” 
Honey, “Yes it’s true.” 
Judge, “Did you get them?” 
Honey, “she gave me but I didn’t take them because I didn’t need them. In fact, I told her to take them back.”  
Judge, “Okay explain yourself.” 
Honey, “your Honour, the problem started when I schemed a plan to enjoy our youth by not having children early in our marriage. So I bought male family planning drugs from Mr. Chanda which were to be in effect for two years.”  
Judge, “male family pla… is there such a thing I wonder? Go on.” 
Honey, “I was stupid, how can newlyweds go on family planning? Worst of all I didn’t share it with my wife. That’s why she ran to him thinking one of us had a fertility problem.”
Judge, “Yes you were stupid. What did you expect her to do? That’s what every woman looks forward to when they get married to conceive. Now let’s get down to the bottom of two things. One you did not consume the potency drugs your wife 
fetched for you. Is that right?” 
Honey, “Yes your Honour.” 
Judge, “Two without your wife knowing you bought male family planning drugs. Did you take and finish the course of these drugs?”
Honey, “Yes your Honour.”
Judge, “Ooh! You didn’t take the potency drugs because you were on family planning?” 
Mr. Comb, “Yes your Honour.” 
Judge, “witness number two, Mrs. Glenda Chanda, take your position…..okay….relax 
…Mrs. Chanda …who is responsible for your pregnancy?” 
Mrs. Chanda, “Mr. Honey Comb, your Honour.”
Judge, “How old is your pregnancy Mrs. Chanda?” 
Mrs. Chanda, “Eight months.”  
Judge, “Witness number one, Mrs. Vanessa Butterfly Comb. Join Mrs. Chanda in the witness box. Don’t panic…. take your time…..right….who is responsible for your pregnancy Mrs. Comb?” 
Vanessa, “Mr. Patrick Chanda, your Honour.”    
Judge, “How old is your pregnancy?”
Vanessa, “Eight months.” 
Judge, “Interesting, it’s like you people went back in time to live amasansa, worst of all animal kingdom. You exchanged wives like shirts. Are you resident on the planet of the Apes? Anyway, there’s no denying you two became pregnant at the same time only weeks or days away from the onset of one pregnancy to another. There’s a possibility the allegations may hold true or prove otherwise. Mr. Comb, we have heard that Mrs. Chanda is eight months pregnant and your family planning drugs were meant to disable you for two years. Simple arithmetic the family planning period is still in effect and therefore using simple logic you cannot possibly make a woman pregnant until …..After two years.” 
Mr. Chanda, “not even after two years your Honour the drug he is claiming I gave him was a placebo.” 
Judge, “Placebo? What’s a placebo Mr. Chanda?” 
Mr. Chanda, “a placebo is a substance or concoction without medicinal properties or efficacy.” 
Judge, “Aah you mean that’s what you gave Mr. Comb? Fake drugs? 
Mr. Chanda, “Yes your Honour”  
Judge, “Mr. Chanda, don’t you think you abrogated your professional conduct by that single act? I mean you breached professional etiquette.” 
Mr. Chanda, “Yes your Honour but I am also trying to state the facts. In short your Honour, no family planning period is in effect. Because there is no such thing as male family planning drugs. The man is simply impotent through and through.” 
The court erupted into another wave of disruptive noise. The judge repeatedly hit the gavel on his table to silence the audience, this time without saying a word.  
Judge, “Mr. Chanda you are truly cunning. You played on Mr. Comb’s mind for unscrupulous reasons. You hoodwinked him for your personal gain. That was unsavourly. Mr. Comb, sad you were played. It may seem like you have reached a dead end but there are other avenues to explore. What remedies at law do you seek?” 
Without responding Honey Comb stared blankly at the ceiling, closed his eyes and a tear fell from left eye. He looked at Vanessa who had at this time joined the audience in the public gallery and muttered more to himself than to her. “I am sorry.” Vanessa stared back and replied “it’s alright Honey …..”She gave him a flying kiss on her right palm. 

On the Day of Judgment the Judge proceeded to read out his findings and verdict. 
Judge, “In trying to establish whether or not Mr. Comb interfered in Mr. Chanda’s marriage the court went to great lengths to adduce evidence from the accused and witnesses as well as the complainant. The court has found that the whole chain of events began with the abduction of Mrs. Vanessa Butterfly, the dental alteration, the futile attempt by Mr. Comb to claim his woman and he eventually ended up with both women and then Mr. Chanda sued for marriage interference.”
The motive behind dental alteration is very clear to me. It was a sinister act intended to change the identify of Ms. Butterfly so that Mr. Comb, the supposed husband does not lay claim on her. I find this action frivolous. Abduction is clearly interference on the part of Mr. Chanda. But we shall not delve into matters not before this court but for this purpose they helped us to appreciate certain actions. 
Complainant Mr. Chanda, by abandoning your wife, it literally meant she was up grabs. And what did you expect from a man whose wife you had abducted? Your stranded wife on the other hand found solace in Mr. Comb. Looks like tit for tat to me. 
Arguably the adage that says two wrongs don’t make a right does not arise here. And for that matter, I find no interference on the part of Mr. Comb. Case dismissed. What I am worried about though is how you are going to maintain your marriages in the face of these controversial pregnancies. Mr. Comb look, you may be eager to get your wife back but here’s the paradox. Supposing it turns out that both babies are Mr. Chanda’s as allegations seem to indicate, there might be consequences. Not too ghastly to contemplate I  hope. Look I am just saying, these things happen all the time.  
I see solidarity from your wife, which is a good thing. I feel for you, I really do. There’s no recourse at law that can work for you that I can think of right now. 
However, in the interest of justice here’s what we gonna do. We shall have a paternity test, the DNA test, just so we know who is going to be the father of which child. Depending on the results the affected partly will decide the course of action to take. Case is adjourned, see you in two weeks.”
    
 
 
















CHAPTER THIRTEEN   
THE DNA TEST 
On the day of the third hearing, the judged presided over the matter in the most unusual manner disregarding most court etiquette. What was expected to be a laborious, lengthy and lively discourse turned out to be a fifteen minute affair. 
Donned in a charcoal grey suit with a black shirt Mr. Chanda sat on the front bench of the public gallery chatting with someone in the audience, a prominent businessman. He appeared to know the subject of discussion so well he spoke emphatically with gestures. The man he was conversing with quipped, “to be the man you gotta beat the man” 
“Yeah, look at me, do I look like a loser?” Mr. Chanda replied and laughed so loudly he attracted the attention of everyone in the court room. 
Also sitting on the front bench separated only by four people who sat in between, Honey quietly read his newspaper and occasionally looked behind to exchange glances with Vanessa who sat two benches behind him. He wore a black suit and a white shirt with a black tie. Suddenly a voice called out, “All rise!” 
Everyone in the court room stood up as the judge entered. Upon sitting down he was handed two large envelops. He tore open one of them and took out a DNA test report and read it out loudly and in clear tones. 
Judge, “First DNA Test Report: Male Mr. Honey Comb and Female Mrs. Glenda 
Chanda. Result …..Negative.” 
Mr. Chanda, “I told you that man is incapable of making a woman pregnant.”
Judge, “silence. This is a court room, not a Pharmacy. Going by the results of the DNA test, this means Mr. Honey Comb is not the father of the child Mrs. Chanda is carrying.” 
Excited, Mr. Chanda stood up and addressed the audience. “You see! You cannot get it more succinct than that. To the Skeptics I am vindicated” 
Judge, “silence Mr. Chanda, next time you disturb the proceedings you will be cited for contempt.  2nd DNA test Report: Male Mr. Patrick Chanda and Female Mrs. Vanessa Butterfly Comb. Result Negative.”
 A deafening murmur engulfed the court room. Uneasy, Mr. Chanda turned sharply to look at the audience on his left and on his right and exclaimed in a muffled low voice, “what?” 
The judge hit the gavel on his desk only once and continued. This result means Mr. Patrick 
Chanda is equally not the father of the child Mrs. Comb is carrying.” 
People in the audience looked at Mr. Chanda scornfully shaking their heads. Looking down thoughtfully Mr. Chanda covered his mouth with his left palm. His countenance crest fallen he tried to piece together the results of the DNA reports. “My wife is not pregnant by him and his wife is not pregnant by me. Then by who?” 
Judge, “what is this? A prank on the court?  For crying out loud, why did you drag each other to court if none of you did what you claimed he did. If you ask me, DNA tests are the most reliable technological advancement if you want to prove the paternity of a child. As things stand you’ve all reached a dead end. I suppose what you have are mystery pregnancies.  Case is a non-starter. It finished before it started. Court adjourned.” 
Outside the court Honey Comb approached Mr. Chanda and charged. “If you are not responsible for my wife’s pregnancy who is?”
“I have no idea, I am as perplexed as you are,” Mr. Chanda answered. 
“Look at the folly of a bastard. You shouted on top of your voice that I was impotent. He is impotent……he is impotent…….cockroach, did I fail to impregnate your mother to prove that I was impotent? Look at you. Did you make my wife pregnant?” Honey taunted. 
“Look man I am sorry. Pride goes before a fall. There’s no better way to explain this‖ Mr. Chanda succumbed.  
“I think you and I must go all the way until one of us is completely Vanquished.” Honey threatened. 
“What do you mean?” Mr. Chanda asked as he dusted the left sleeve of his shirt. 
“I will sue you for abduction, altering my wife’s dental structure and professional misconduct. I am sure the Medical Association of Zambia will be interested to hear your case. See you in court ……in round two.” Honey Comb said this and walked away.  
“One moment Mr. Comb.”  Mr. Chanda said, “Do we have to go to law again? We can settle this outside court.” Mr. Chanda suggested. 
Honey Comb stopped in his tracks and responded. “I am listening. What do you have in mind?” 
“I will pay you. Just name the price.” Mr. Chanda said shyly. 
“Fair enough. You will be hearing from me” 
He beckoned his wife and called a number on his cell phone. “Daddy have been acquitted. I will explain the details later.” 
Turning to Vanessa he said, “So, that’s it? It’s not the drugs ……..the drugs were fake……I am just impotent. I looked a complete fool back there.” 
Vanessa drew closer and held both his hands. “Regardless of your status, I am your wife. What God has put together no one should put asunder. Not even impotence.”
Frustrated, Honey moved away, “you don’t understand. How can I be happy in a childless marriage. I want to be a father.”   
Vanessa moved forward and held his hands again, “Then we won’t rest until you become one.” 
Honey let go of her hands and pushed her away, “How can I be? I am impotent. God, impotent!” He bellowed. 
“Yes, we’ll fix that, I promise you.”
Standing face to face with both in hands resting on Vanessa’s shoulders he poured out his heart.  “Vanessa, I am going bonkers. If I am not responsible for Mrs. Chanda’s pregnancy. 
Who is? And if Mr. Chanda is not responsible for your pregnancy, who is?” 
“I don’t know Honey, it’s a mystery.”
“How can you not know? Try to know.” 
“How?”
“By taking another DNA test.” 
“Oh really. You know I can’t take a DNA test alone. Whom are you going to drag to hospital to take the test with me?”
“My friend,…. your boss Donovan.” 
“Disgusting. You must be joking. Are you suspecting your friend? Can I sink that low? Why don’t you take a test yourself?”
“Of what use, I already know my status. I am impotent, gat it?”  
“That was in relation to Mrs. Chanda, not me.” Vanessa reasoned.  
“That’s laughable. For God’s sake, don’t stress me any more than I already am. I was on pregnancy prevention drugs not knowing they were fake and worst of all not knowing I was impotent.” He turned his back against her and held his head with both hands. 
“Listen calm down,” Vanessa pacified him. “If the DNA test result comes out negative that will give us a head start. We shall fight this impotence until we defeat it.”   
“Quit dreaming.” He shouted. 
“I ain’t no dreamer, I am a realist.” She shouted back. 
“Then stop building castles in the air.” He blew his top. “You know what? On second thought keep dreaming.”
“Yes that’s what achievers do. They dream and then actualize their dream.” 
“You think it’s that easy?” 
“Yes.” 
“You think you can do what napoleon failed to do?” 
“Y-e-s!” 
Honey nodded and said, “Alright, I’II think about it.”  
In no time members of the Press surrounded them with the Television crew taking the front space. Projecting his microphone towards Honey Comb a TV reporter spoke. 
TV Reporter, “Mr. Comb, it is in public domain that your wife Vanessa eloped with another man the reason why we are here at court and was believed to be pregnant by him. Now that the DNA test results have put that man out of the picture do, we see you two coming back together again?” 
Mr. Comb, “No comment.” 
TV Reporter, “Your wife is almost becoming a celebrity ………….she’s always in the news. What is perplexing is everyone wants a piece of her. Mr. Scare Crow tried his best but his best was not good enough he ended up taking the bitter taste of his own medicine which put him into the ground. Captain Sniper tried to be a secret co- husband through black magic. He is right now picking lice in a prison cell. Mr. Chanda here the Pharmacist who sold the poison to Mr. Scare Crow seems to be the lucky one. He’s gotten away with it. Who is next?” 
Honey Comb, “You.”
This tickled a number of individuals in the crowd and they laughed hilariously. 
A lady reporter from a local Radio station jumped forward and pushed her microphone into Honey Comb’s face. Some men have been enchanted by your wife’s beauty and ended up doing crazy things like bumping into other people’s cars. Seriously- seriously would you call that beauty? Or jinx? To the contrary I see you ending up a victim in a bad way someday.‖ Perturbed Honey pushed the microphone away trying to walk away. 
Lady Reporter, “Rumors are flying around in fact it has just been proved in court that you are impotent. Could that be the reason why your wife eloped with another man?”  
Honey Comb, “That’s bullshit. Rumours and facts are two different things. 
Lady Reporter ―Mr. Comb, if you are insinuating that what was said in court are rumors you are wrong. DNA is a fact. We shall safely say you are impotent.”  
Mr. Comb, “Enough! Can you leave me alone please! Go or I will do something you are all going to regret.”
Members of the press and on lookers dispersed leaving the two couples to confront each other. 
“Patrick, look at us. We are a laughing stock.”  Mrs. Chanda complained. 
“I am the bad guy here I have always been. I am the source of all these problems. My-mymy!” he hit his right open hand against his head. 
It’s now that you have realized you are the source of all the problems we have been going through? What kind of a man are you?” Asked Mrs. Chanda 
“Bad man but I am gonna change all that hence forth. I will make it up to you. “Mr. Chanda assured. 
“Ha ha, Mrs. Chanda laughed, “You denied me the way Simon Peter denied Jesus. The way I see it Mr. Comb is more than likely going back to his wife. Going forward, what does the future hold for us?”  Mrs. Chanda asked and gave him a stare that begged for a honest answer. 
“I am back with you baby, make no mistake about it. And I will love you like I have never loved you before.” Mr. Chanda said his forefinger and thumb caressing her chin. A passerby looked at him scornfully and muttered inaudibly “Jack ass!” they both heard but ignored. 
“And the baby?” Mrs. Chanda asked 
“Mmmm!” Mr. Chanda granted and shook his head. “These are mystery babies. They have no 
father. In spite of that I will raise this baby like its mine.” 
“But you said it’s your baby.”   
“I said that to frustrate him. It was a spoiler. And yah, in all probability I could be the father.” A short distance away Honey Comb and Vanessa conversed. 
“Wait here, I’II be right back.”  Honey, told Vanessa. He briskly walked over to the Chandas. 
He and Mr. Chanda stood face to face and in a moment of fury, Honey removed the cap from Mr. Chanda’s head, hit it against his forehead and threw it to the ground. 
“See what you put us through pumpkin head. How can you embarrass me in such a crude manner? I can make your life a living hell if I want to. You are such a selfish individual.” Honey admonished Mr. Chanda. 
“Mr. Comb, what is done is done. Forget what I said in court. May be I went overboard. Look man, I am sorry for taking your wife away from you. For that I can apologize a thousand times if I have to.”
“Apology won’t be enough. You made me do despicable things just to get even with you.”
“I am sorry man! I told you I would pay you, just name the price.” 
“Not even money would atone for your sins and appease me. I would rather you die mother fucking idiot.”  
He clenched his fist ready to strike. Mrs. Chanda stood in between begging. “Mr. Comb please, don’t do this. You’II land yourself in problems. Calm down, please.”  
“Let me kill this son of a bitch,” Honey shouted. “He has embarrassed me to the point I can no longer walk with my head high.” 
“I know. It’s been stressing for all of us. But we can put all these behind us and consider what happened as a bad dream. Mrs. Chanda advised  
In a begging fashion Mr. Chanda put his hands together and said, “If it will make you feel better, kill me. I told you I would pay you for all the troubles.”   
“You won’t have enough money to pay me.” Honey cut-in. In fact I don’t want your filthy money. Just get the hell out of here. Scram – piss off!” 
He slapped Mr. Chanda on his right cheek. Vanessa came running to prevent further 
confrontation, “Honey stop! Stop this. What are you doing?”  
Just in time Donovan arrived on the scene and jumped in between. “Whoa! Whoa! Whoa! 
Whoa! ―Stop it. Cool man! Honey?  What’s this? That’s not you. What’s going on? Are these tantrums the aftermath of the court ruling?”
“This ass hole was trying to act smart and I am trying to put him in his place.”
“By fighting? No gentlemen, fighting is a dirty game. There are better ways of resolving issues. Mr. Chanda, get going. Take your wife and go. If there’re issues we’ll look at them later.” 
The chandas took leave looking behind nervously.  
“Friends,  “Donovan started. ―I am sorry I was not there for you. There was pressure at work my boss could not allow me. How did it go?”  
“Well my friend I am not the father of the child Mrs. Chanda is carrying and similarly Mr. 
Chanda is not the father of the child …..My wife is carrying.” 
“What?” Donovan asked. “Wait a minute.  How is that so?” 
“God only knows”  Honey replied” 
“Were you two firing blanks then someone else brought in live amo and did the job for you?”
“So it seems.” Honey answered.   
“Well I suppose if none of you is the father then I am the father.” Donovan said and laughed heartily. 
“This is not funny. Fuseki, fumapa.”  Honey pretended to hit him. Donovan gave a short run raising his arms up in the air in surrender.          
 
   
        
 
                                                                           
        

  
CHAPTER FOURTEEN  
THE 2nd DNA TEST 
Following a week of deep reflection and introspection Honey made an appointment with the doctor for a DNA test. On the date appointed to hear the results Honey and his wife Vanessa and her boss Donovan arrived at the doctor’s office. 
The torturous long wait in the doctors secretary’s office seemed like eternity. It was a 30minute nail-biting ordeal that pushed Honey to his limits. His fingers nervously tapped at the table like a woodpecker. He stood up and paced around the room for close to five minutes repeatedly glancing at his wrist watch. Beads of perspiration formed on his forehead triggered by nervous anxiety. He picked a health journal from the table read a few lines, lost interest and tossed it away.  He looked at the clock on the wall and glanced at his wrist watch as if to confirm precision. The nerve –racking episode left a telling effect on his conscience. He hit his right fist into his left open palm and left the room. 
Not long after that the female doctor emerged from her office holding a detailed report on a green A4 paper. Donovan held Vanessa’s left hand as they both stood up. 
Beaming with joy the Doctor raised the report up in the air and said, “Here we are sorry for the long wait. What can I say? Congratulation.” 
The door opened and Honey was in time to hear the last word. “The DNA test result is positive……………you are the father. Congratulation once again.” The doctor extended her hand to shake Donovan’s hand. Surprised, both Donovan and Vanessa looked at each other. 
“Come in sir” the doctor started. “We are in the middle of some kind of celebration. I am happy for these two. I was just telling them the results of the DNA test they took. The gentleman here is the father of the child this lady is carrying.” 
“What?” Honey exclaimed. 
“No!” Vanessa reacted. 
“No-no doctor ……there must be a mistake-I –I” Donovan said releasing Vanessa’s hand timidly. 
“You surprise me,” the doctor wondered “You don’t want the baby? Why did you take the test in the first place?”   
“Doctor, what did you just say?” Honey asked trying as much as possible to control his emotions. 
“I said the DNA test result is positive.”  
The doctor suspiciously looked at Vanessa and at Donovan. 
“Can you read it?” Honey asked the doctor. 
Donovan and Vanessa looked at each other and shrugged their shoulders. 
“Why?” the doctor asked, “You don’t believe me?”
“No doctor, just read it.” Honey answered gesturing with his hands to calm the doctor down. 
“My God is there a problem?” The doctor asked and looked at the duo suspiciously.   
“No, just read it. It’s cool….cool.” Honey insisted. 
“Alright. The report says Mr. Comb ………….Mr. Honey comb is the father of the child, aren’t you Mr. Comb?” The doctor asked pointing at Donovan. 
“No, he is.” Donovan shook his head timidly and pointed at Honey comb. 
In a joyous reaction Vanessa lunged at Honey and hugged him passionately. 
“I beg your pardon.” The doctor apologized. I am so sorry. And ….who is he? A brother?” 
“No, a friend actually. Doctor. I am yet to come to terms with this. Does the report say, I Mr. Comb am the father?” Honey asked. 
“Yes, if you are Mr. Comb, then you are the father.” The doctor answered. 
“How possible is that?” Honey asked 
“What do you mean?” The doctor asked.   
“Doctor, I was involved with a woman I thought was carrying my child but the DNA test results proved otherwise.” Honey revealed. 
“Oh really?” the Doctor said, “I will tell you what I think. Chances are the woman was involved with another man before you who I suppose was responsible for that pregnancy.” The doctor put him in perspective. 
“Doctor, you are not playing a prank on me, are you?” 
“Why would I do that? It’s against my professional ethics.”   
“What could have happened? This uh…DNA thing. What are the determinants? Is it the chromosomes, genes, hormones…… what?” 
“It’s a complex process. You need to find time so I can explain the nitty gritty of this scientific breakthrough.”   
“So against all odds this paper says I am destined to be a father?” 
“Precisely.” 
“What if somebody paid you to fix a certain dilemma?” 
“Mr. Comb, what are you insinuating? I have been in the medical field for 30 years and I have never compromised on my moral standards.” 
“Okay, we can buy that and maybe I can now tie up the loose ends. Like you said Doctor, the most probable thing that might have happened is, Vanessa got pregnant by me before she was abducted by that bastard.” 
“Whatever the theory Mr. Comb you are the father. Thanks to modern technology.”
“I appreciate that but I will be damned if it turns out to be on illegitimate child.”
“No chance in hell!” Donovan said stomping the floor. 
“God forbid,” Vanessa said shaking her head and waving her hands in disapproval.  
“Doctor, tell me. How full proof is the DNA test?” Honey asked creating a tense moment: everybody including the secretary was eager to hear the answer. 
“It is the most impeccable most reliable paternity test; you can ever take. Look if you are doubting yourself make a date with me. I can run some tests on you.” The doctor suggested. 
“Doctor, if it’s as reliable as you say it is why run the test?” Donovan challenged the doctor. 
“Why indeed? Doesn’t this call for celebration? Mrs. Comb, you’re so quiet, say something.” The doctor said, walked over and rubbed her left hand against Vanessa’s back. “Doctor I am lost for words. You don’t know what we have gone through. God is great.” 
Vanessa reciprocated by rubbing the doctor’s back with her right hand. 
“God is great indeed. I am overwhelmed. This is a blissful moment I will cherish for the rest of my life.” Honey said, walked over and kissed Vanessa on the cheek. 
Honey Comb held the report, scrutinized it and carefully put it back in an envelope. He motioned to the duo to come close and the trio held each other in a circle. 
“Glory to you Lord. Guys, the doctor has a lot of work to do. Let’s get the hell out of here.”
After breaking the circle, the doctor said,  
“Happy Father’s Day Mr. Comb.” 
“Thank you doctor.” Honey said, kissed the edge of the envelope and led the procession out of the office.  
 
 “Hallo! Hol – hold, I am behind the wheels__pulling over.” 
Mr. Chanda parked the car on the left side of the road with the hazard light flashing. 
“Mr. Comb, what’s up? Is everything alright?”
“Listen,” Honey started. “I’ve been thinking. I thought I might as well accept your proposal.”
“My proposal …..” Mr. Chanda said thoughtfully.  
“Yes your proposal to….to atone for your sins as you put it.” 
“Ah yah ….Look uh……I have also been thinking I might as well not commit myself to that. Going by the DNA test results I should have nothing to do with that. I am not the father of the child your wife is carrying. And from what we hear, the second DNA test result states that you are the father. How am I a stakeholder?” 
“There you come again. Tell me, does that erase the fact that you stayed and slept with my wife for months?”
“You also did the same to my wife.”
“For God’s sake, let’s not go back and forth. I did that because you abandoned your wife. Mr. 
Chanda stop being a scoundrel. We’ve gone through this already and you literally begged me to charge you. Why are you going back on your word? Let me tell you. If you want Armageddon, I will give it to you.”
“What are you going to do?”
“I will do something you can never ever imagine I can do?” 
“What will you do?”
“I will not promise you brimstone and fire because that’s what you will get in hell. But I will promise you a slow and agonizing death.” Honey said this with rancor in his voice. 
Dead silence followed. 
“Hallo ….hallo! are you there?” Honey asked. 
“Don’t scare me with death threats. What are your demands?” 
“My demands? You want to know my demands?” 
“Yes, state your demands” 
“I state my demands? On the phone?” 
“I don’t mind if you don’t mind.”
“Okay ---mmmm! Well I am thinking of a piece of land and cash.”  
“How much cash?”
“Two Hundred Thousand” 
“Whoa hoho, whoa! Slow down- slow down. Don’t you think you are on the higher side?”  
“Did you tell me the upper limit?”  
“No I didn’t but you should be realistic. Okay what measurement of land do you have in mind?” 
“Fifty hectares.” 
“Fifty hectares it is but you need to come down on the cash.” 
“Look, maybe we need to have a face-to-face discussion. Man to man.” 
“No objection. When can that be?” Mr. Chanda asked.  
“Right now, if it suits.” Honey suggested. 
“Okay! That’s fine.  No wait …. No, tomorrow will be better so you even have a conducted tour of the farm. Say 15:00 hours?” 
“Settled. By the way how did you know about the second DNA test? That was a private thing.” 
“Someone posted on social media. In fact, it was a congratulatory message.” 
“Donovan ……how could he? That son of the gun, I’II deal with him.”     


















CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
THE REUNION PARTY 
Honey  Comb’s official residence elegantly sat on a 100 x 50 metres plot on 12  Chembe close, Ibex Hill, east of  Lusaka. 
It was 18:30 hours when invited guests started pouring in to celebrate Honey Comb’s reunion with his wife Vanessa. The party didn’t probably have the pomp and splendor associated with celebrities but it certainly had the flavour to come close to it. The dress code was formal: most men and women turned out in suits and the rest came out in smart casual. 
Two roles of white chairs and tables lined up on either side of the front yard and left a space in between for guests to maneuver around. Treading on the well – nurtured carpet grass, guests experienced such tenderness only comparable to walking on the real carpet. 
Natural group dynamics played a role in the interaction among the guests. Exhibiting reasonable high spirits, they mingled around exchanging pleasantries; exchanging phone numbers; back biting; rumour mongering; updating each other on their respective life journeys; appreciating  the beauty of the house and its surroundings and generally appreciating the idea of coming together as friends and acquaintances. 
The eastern air flow from the Congo basin was responsible for the cool to mild temperatures resulting in a blissful weather conducive for a gathering of that nature. 
Approximately 20 metres way, a pig was  being roasted in a traditional way: a long stick shoved into the pigs anus ran through its entrails and exited the mouth to rest on two stakes driven into the ground on either sides. It was being rolled over the fire by two young men to ensure it got an even barbecue . The braii aroma spread far and wide igniting hunger to passers-by.
Lighting was adequately provided from  various lighting points. A water dispenser with a soap stand stood approximately 10 metres away from the fire point. 
Someone said a short but precise prayer to bless the food and drinks and immediately thereafter, Honey Comb clad in a crimson suit jumped on an improvised make shift platform. He put his  hands together to attract attention. 
“Ladies and gentlemen, may I have your attention please. Gentlemen… ladies .. may I have your attention. Okay thank you. 
On behalf of my wife and indeed on my own behalf, I want to warmly welcome you all to this Reunion come-together. Hey! Where’s my wife?” 
“She has been abducted again.” Someone shouted in the audience. This evoked hilarious laughter. 
“Never again” Honey reacted. 
Venessa was spotted chatting with Donovan’s wife in the crowd her big baby bump conspicuously visible in its ninth month plus.
“Hey baby! Come on up here” 
Venessa walked ever to where her husband was standing. People were amused by the swinging of her bums and clapped in admiration. In response, Honey gave a running commentary as she walked. Somewhat embarrassed, Venessa   ran off to take her position beside her husband. 
“That’s my wife, in whom I am well pleased. Ha ha ha ha ha ha … that’s pure gold. No wonder every Jim and Jack wants to have a piece of her. They won’t get it” 
 The audience reacted in laughter again. “Friends, this was supposed to be a cocktail party but it has turned out to be a Dinner. As you know, the theme of this Dinner is Reunion. Reunion with my wife Venessa after evil forces tried to separate us.  Colleagues, a wife is a life partner. 
No matter what happens, don’t let go. Remember your vows: ‘to have and to hold, ‘to love and to Cherish,’ ‘for better for worse,’ ‘till death do us part.’ Don’t break these vows. Don’t you ever … As for me, I have gone through worse things in my marriage. But here I am, still stuck to my wife vanessa. I don’t need to remind you of what happened to my wife. Most of you know. That was a terrible thing … a most despicable thing which must never happen to any of you and I have no kind words for sadistic maniacs who tried to rob me of my happiness. And who actually inflicted mental and emotional anguish to my wife. The Bible is very clear on this, ‘Do not covet you neighbour’s wife’, if there’re people here with like minds and similar intentions, I rebuke you, give up your sinister motives. Even though we don’t always get the justice we need from the police and the courts of law suffice to say, the arm of the law is far – reaching. You will be made to account for your actions. 
 Do not allow the devil to take control of your life. Stay away from mischievous activities … be law abiding … seek divine providence in all you do and it will be well for you. 
Remember Mr. Scare Crow and Captain Sniper. Their covetous minds wanted to reap where they did not sow. Where are they now? They met their waterloo. Don’t be next. 
By the way, modern scientific research has vindicated me. I will be a proud father not long from now. That adds the Pharmacist to the list. With that said, I want to implore you colleagues, guard your spouses jealously. They are God – given. Thank you, enjoy the evening and born Appetit.” 
The Master of ceremony jumped forward and said:- 
“Strong advice there from the couple of the moment. A couple which has survived gigantic turbulences. Let’s take a cue from them and learn from their experiences. Going forward we can only wish them bliss and harmony in their marriage. 
Ladies and gentlemen, lets put our hands together for Mr. and Mrs. Comb. 
And at this point in time I want to ask the two front rows to make a bee line to the serving bay for their meals. 
Believe it or not, we have plenty of food and beer not to mention hard stuff and drinks …. We can eat and drink over two days” 
Guests lined up to get their sumptuous meals by way of buffet. 
The reunion cake came through without the usual pomp and dramatic dance skills characterized by knife girls and boys. The couple exchanged hands to feed the cake to each other. The Master of ceremony stood before the guests and addressed. 
“And now ladies and gentlemen, the moment we have all been waiting for: a toast to a happy reunion. When I say hip hip, you say hooray.” Don’t say “iule” 
Laughter punctuated his speech. “If you are wearing a cap or hat-men only - throw it in the air. Don’t pick it up, its forfeited to the ground.” 
More laughter echoed. 
“And when I say ‘cheers’ lightly ….. lightly hit your glass against your neighbour’s glass -don’t break it. 
And please from the bottom of your heart say,’ to a happy reunion.’ Okay ready?”
Honey called out, “Donovan … Madam Donovan, come and join us here.” 
Mc, “Hip hip?” 
Guests “Hooray!” 
Mc. “Hip hip?”
Quests “Hooray!” 
Hats and caps went flying in the air. 
MC, “Now, let’s lift our glasses. Cheers!” 
Guests, “cheers. To a happy reunion.” 
Glasses clinked as they hit against each other. 
MC. “Let’s give it up to Mr. and Mrs. Comb.” 
A deafening round of applause followed. 
This momentous occasion evoked profound emotions in the guests who reacted by giving them a standing ovation, clapping and cheering. While this rekindled Honey’s memory when he walked Vanessa down the aisle it also played out dēja vu of the Ball room floor at Zambia Arm Annual Ball months ago. 
After two hours of wining and dining, it was now time for the host to open the dance floor. In his last act before calling, it a night, the Master of Ceremony, after taking one too many, staggered to the dance floor to make an announcement. 
“And now lessies and  gentlemen .. lasidy and gentlemen … I beg you pardon, ladies and gentlemen, it’s my singular  honour and privilege … my  singular  honour and privilege to incite …. to incite …. to invite Mr. and Mrs. Comb to open the floor. Heck, pardon my slip of the tongue. DJ!”
The Disco Jockey complied and played a danceable song but Honey had to run out of the dance floor to answer a call. 
“Hallo Mr. Comb. I am sorry I was unable to come due to an emergence. Please accept my apology. I wish you and Madam a joyous evening and a blessed marriage going forward.” 
“Thank you Mr. Saikolo. I appreciate – I really do. My regards to the family and good night.” 
“Good night” 
Mr. and Mrs. Comb resumed their position on the dance floor and another call came in. Honey made apologetic gestures and left. “Hallo .. excuse me, let me get away from the noise.” 
Honey ran off and stood at a distance behind a king palm tree. 
“ I heard loud music, what’s going on?”
“Oh! I am having a good time with my friends.” 
“Oh! So, I don’t count among your friends? Anyway, what’s the occasion?” 
“Sorry, may I know who is calling?” 
“That’s not important, what’s important is  you are destined to die tomorrow. You took away my  property and I will claim it back tomorrow when you go six feet underground to decompose and be consumed by maggots and termites” 
“Excuse me! Who the Hell are you and what bloody fucking property are talking about?” 
“Something very close to your heart.” 
“Hey listen. Threatening some one’s life is a criminal offence.  You people, why don’t you leave me alone? Let me have my peace – please.” 
“If you want your peace, surrender that property -” 
“I swear, by God, I will report you to the police.” 
“That won’t help you. If I wanted, I could have killed you this very minute…. I am looking at you right now and you are within firing range - too short a distance I cannot miss. That’s how vulnerable you are - a sitting duck..” 
“Son of a bitch, where are you? And I can tell  you are muffling your voice to avoid recognition.” Honey looked in all directions searchingly” show your face coward and don’t you ever threaten me again, you hear?” 
“Cool man, cool! A dying man clutches at the straw and does not try to be a hero.” 
“Then come on, kill me, bastard. What are you waiting for? End this life. I am sick and tired of being harassed at every turn. Do it now, embecile.” 
“Don’t beg me for a quick one.  Yours will be slow and agonizing … to satisfy my soul.” 
“Fuck you, monstrous scoundrel, what have I done to you to deserve this?”
“Uleipusha, imbwa nge ifwele?” (You are asking the obvious?) 
“If this is about Vanessa, you will have to go through me … and over my dead body. Vanessa is not your property damn it! Vanessa is my wedded wife.” 
“Poor you.  I am so sorry. My deepest condolences to your widow. Take a rough ride to Hell.” 
Realizing that the mysterious caller was within the vicinity, as he claimed to be, Honey spoke directly – away from the phone. 
“This is not funny, idiot. Come out and face me. Maniacs like you don’t deserve to walk the earth, you should be roasting in Hell fire. No matter what you do, you will not get away with it. I am covered by the blood of Jesus. Come out, cockroach.” 
Donovan came running behind with a bottle of beer in his hand. 
“Hey man, what are you doing standing alone here? Long distance call? People are yearning for a dance back there. Hey! I heard you shouting, what’s the matter?” 
“My life is in danger Donovan. Someone just called threatening to take my life if I don’t surrender his property to him. I could only guess he was talking about Vanesa.” 
“Did he identify himself” 
“No” 
“Oh my God! It’s the Pharmacist. That scumbag, why is he doing all this to you” 
“Obsession, obsession for my wife, Donovan. And I guessed just as much. Let me call him.”
Honey called and Mr. Chanda answered, 
“Mr. Chanda, What’s this?” 
“What’s what?” 
“You admitted wrong doing and you agreed to compensate me” 
“Yes, and I am committed to that. No doubt” 
“Don’t you dare lie to me. You just called threatening to Kill me if I don’t surrender Venessa to you.” 
“What? No! I can swear a million times, it’s not me. Check the number properly, it’s not me.” 
“It’s useless checking the number, you guys know how to go around cyber issues these days” 
“I can swear upon my mother, it’s not me. Believe me. Like I said, I am committed to that arrangement. As a matter of fact, I will be expecting you at the farm tomorrow at 15:00 hours for a conducted tour of farm and to sort out your compensation issues. That’s how serious I am.” 
“Are you sure Mr. Chanda?” 
“Yes, I am sure.  I have no reason to lie to you. Believe me.” 
Honey hang up, sighed deeply, shook his head and turned to face Donovan. 
“What do you think? Can we believe this bastard?”
“I don’t know,” Donovan replied, “let’s given him the benefit of the doubt. You know, I believe every dog has its day and all the days are for the thief but one. Give him enough rope to hang himself.” 
“Can I take that as a prophesy” 
“Well, I am just saying. But the way I see it … yes.” 
“Okay. You heard about the trip to the farm. Come with me.” 
“I really wish I could come but I have a working trip to the Copperbelt tomorrow. And I am likely to come back in the evening.” 
“I have a premonition. I don’t know what’s gonna happen if I go alone.” 
“ No man, you heard it from the horse’s mouth. Nothing  bad will  happen. And I wish you all best.” 
Donovan patted Honey’s back and  moved away to sip from his beer. 
“What are you saying? Are you telling me there’s no predator out there waiting to pounce on me?” 
“In a sense, yes. Look,  it’s also possible  that it’s a prank from a jealous individual. So,  don’t take it serious.” 
Honey frowned in disbelief and asked, “Really?” 
“Yah.” Donovan answered. 
“Okay, if that jackass kills me, my soul will  haunt you ….. forever.” 
“I’II be damned if he does.” 
“Alright. Now do me a favour. Tell the people the party’s over. I am too ashamed and too stressed to face them.” 
“Serious?”
Yes, serious.” 
“Bro, it will not be easy. The night is still young. I don’t know how they will react  to  this” 
“Whatever the reaction Donovan, I seem to have no option but to shy away from them.” 
“No, you have an option. Pretend nothing has happened.” 
Honey raised his voice to put his friend in perspective. 
“Donovan, can’t you see how devastated I am? It’s easier said than done. Yes, those people are oblivious of what has transpired but my conscious is troubled and cannot allow me to parade myself before them. To put you in perspective, issues surrounding the abduction, the court appearances and the DNA test still linger on my mind … And now this? No. I can’t pretend. Just do as I said.” 
“Alright. And er…. In case they ask why?” 
“Tell them I have just received bad news. Do not elaborate. And please ensure nobody comes to see me. … to show pity or solidarity at this moment. Not even Vanessa. I want to be alone.” 
“As you wish Honey.” He sipped from his bottle of beer and walked away. After a few steps he turned back to share a thought. 
“And bro, we still have plenty of food and drinks. And for people to just go like that … it’s like forcing a lion to abandon its Kill.” 
“That’s not a big deal. Take-aways can be up for grabs. I mean … those who want can do so. And for a good measure, tell them another one is in the pipeline not long from now.” 
“Okay. Nafuti nafuti (again and again). They will like this. Now take it easy bro. Easy.” 
Donovan  patted Honey’s back as he took his leave.  
 








CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
A GRAVE IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE 
Prior arrangements had been made for the duo to meet at the farm. After, nervously pacing around Mr. Chanda glanced at his wrist watch. The hour and minute hands pointed at 15:30. When he looked up he saw the car carrying Honey Comb snaking its way up the mountain to his farm house. 
He pulled hard at the cigarette he was smoking and blew the smoke in the direction of the approaching car. He threw the cigarette butt to the ground and stepped on it. He took a few steps backwards and spat on the ground. 
From inside the leather coat, he was wearing out come his right hand in the shape of a revolver: two smaller fingers folding backwards, the forefingers and the index finger sticking out while the thumb folded downwards to take the shape of a trigger. 
Mimicking a sniper Mr. Chanda’s imaginary revolver followed the movement of the car, his hands turning at every corner the car made. Squinting through his imaginary telescopic sight he fired by pressing his lips together to let out the sound of gun fire, “Pyu! Blast you out, sucker!” 
Honey Comb arrived and they exchanged pleasantries. In no time they made a beeline into the interior of the farm. 
“Mr. Comb, this is a 500- hectare farm. It extends up to those mountains on our left. Further up it borders with Mr. Gordon Brown’s farm and it goes right into Kwangu River on our right.” Mr. Chanda explained.  
“And the soil? How is it like?” asked Honey. 
“It’s quite fertile you can literally grow anything here.” Mr. Chanda assured. 
“Is it on title?” asked Honey? 
“Yes. “Replied Mr. Chanda. 
“How rampant are thefts of crops?” 
“Petty thieves strike once in a while. That shouldn’t worry you. Careful, we are going downhill.”
Mr. Chanda cautioned. 
After descending an anthill both men panted breathlessly. 
“let’s stop for a drink.”  Honey suggested. 
“I am so thirsty; I can drink a whole drum of water.” Mr. Chanda replied. 
Honey Comb pulled out two canned energy drinks from his back pack and threw one of them at Mr. Chanda whose right hand caught the can in midair and quickly dug in his right thumb into it and peeled it open. He took a long gulp at the drink and later sipped it. 
Mr. Chanda’s mobile phone rang only once and he pulled it out from his pocket. After seeing the caller’s name, he squeezed his lips, made faces and put it back. After a few minutes, the phone rang again and went unanswered. 
Descending an anthill both men panted for breath. Honey held on to a small tree to support his weight. After gasping for a while, he addressed Mr. Chanda. 
“Mr. Chanda, courtesy is a virtue. You lose nothing stating your honest position… assuming that is your creditor. Answer that call.” 
“I bet you’re right. The problem is some people will continue to pester you even after telling them your honest position-”
The phone rang again.
“You see!” Mr. Chanda reacted. “Mr. Chakalashi ..” 
“Mr. Chanda, you have not been picking my calls lately. And you sound out of breath, where are you?” 
“Walking through the farm with a friend and we have just come down a steep anthill.” 
“Anthill? Last time I was there I didn’t see any anthill.”
“You were not observant enough. It’s well over 200 meters from the farm house past the water tank and the grain silo behind it.” 
“Okay listen, I called to tell you that I am out of the country on a business trip to Johannesburg in South Africa. I flew out this morning. I will be back home after three days. Today is Wednesday …. so, Thursday, Friday, Saturday …  I will see you on Sunday - no Monday. I expect to find my money in its entirety.” 
“The situation has not changed Mr. Chaka. For the record, let me restate my position. I sent back the expired drugs to China and receipt has been acknowledged. I am now waiting for reimbursement of your money.” 
“How long has it taken  Mr. Chanda? If you don’t go there it will take ages.” 
“I have told you severally Mr. Chaka, I can’t go there now due to covid 19 travel restrictions. With that said how were you able to secure that flight amid travel restrictions” 
“That’s none of your business but I can tell you that it was a special arrangement.” 
“By the way Mr. Chaka, you and I were scheduled to meet today to discuss the same.” 
“That’s why I called to tell you the change of plans. Now, let me warm you. If I don’t find my money on Monday, I swear you will pay with your blood.” 
“I told you I am with a friend; the phone is on loud speaker and he’s listening to the threats you are making on my life.” 
“Do I care? Just find the money or you will be a dead man Mr. Chanda.” 
“Mr. Chaka- Mr. Chaka – he hang up. You see Mr. Comb, this is what I was talking about.” 
“I heard everything. Well, at this point I can only advise you to find the money if you value your life. From the rancour in his voice, I could tell the man meant business.” 
“I am going through a bad patch financially. I entangled myself in a number of bad deals.”
“I hope our deal is not among the bad ones.” 
“No, no. Rest assured.” 
“Oh! About last night Mr. Chanda. That caller still remains mysteriously anonymous.” 
“Well, if you ask me…  that was just a joker trying to scare the hell out of you?”  
“And you had nothing to do with it?” Mr. Chanda stopped in his tracks to protest. 
“Mr. comb, seriously, you are pissing me off.  If that was me, why are we here? Why am I cutting you 50 hectares of my precious land? Hmm? Tell me.” 
“Well, whoever issued those threats I declare them back to the sender and may he be consumed by the Holy Ghost fire.” 
“Amen Mr. Comb” 
To change the subject Mr. Chanda started, “Good news travels fast.” 
“To the contrary, it’s the bad news that travels fast.” Honey corrected. 
“Oh, so it’s the other way round? Mr. Chanda continued. Any way the comforting thing is people who dragged your name in the mud and called you impotent are now trashed. You will be a father.”
“Then add your name to that list of trash. You publicly called me impotent but I proved you wrong. Aren’t you ashamed?” asked Honey 
“I am, no doubt about it.” Mr. Chanda conceded.  
“You see, when you were busy casting aspersions against me, God was busy turning things around for me. He who laughs last laughs longest.”  Honey said and chuckled 
“You gat me. It seems all I need is full atonement for my transgressions. With a contrite heart, I open it out to you.” Mr. Chanda said in a reconciliatory manner.  
“Not to me open it out to the mighty one upstairs,” suggested. Honey Comb   
“Well well well well. I happen to be on top of the trash list. One night I tiptoed to your bedroom window. I wanted to see your Vanessa in her birth day suit. When I set my eyes on her nudity my heart melted. Listen, when you are ready to strike, strike me. I deserve that.” Mr. Chanda owned up. “After all, there are no witnesses here. You will get away with it.”
“It’s pointless. I now see you for the maniac you are. You see, I sometimes wonder whether your mental faculty functions properly.”  Honey  said in a cold steely voice. 
“Yes, I lose my senses sometimes. Your Vanessa drives me crazy. When I drew closer to the window Vanessa closed the curtains and almost immediately your dog set on me. You see this scar here?” Mr. Chanda peeled his socks and pointed at the scar on the ankle of his left foot. “Your dog bit me.  I rushed to the pharmacy and injected myself with anti rabbies vaccine in case your dog was rabbid.” 
“Mr. Chanda stop hallucinating. What’s worse than sleeping with her? What’s worse than captain sniper confessing he was my co-husband? Just stop already.” Honey said in an angry tone. 
“I am not making any sense, right?” Mr. Chanda asked 
“No, you are not. In fact, you are acting like a man on his death bed petitioning the almighty to look at him in good light when he passes on. Let’s change the subject let’s talk about farming. 
“As you wish,” Mr. Chanda agreed. “What are your impressions of the farm? You have not said anything yet.” Mr. Chanda asked   
“So far so good.” Honey replied relishing the thought of being a proud land owner. “Cash wise, what figure do you have in mind? Mr. Chanda? Oops!”  Honey reacted as he ducked a grasshopper that had headed for his eyes. 
“I hope the figure I have in mind won’t disappoint you. It’s just that I want to rest my conscience.” 
“Hey, hey don’t start again. Stop being petty and quit backtracking.” Incensed by the vacillating behavior Honey Comb reacted.  
“I am not backtracking. Okay hundred.”  Mr. Chanda side stepped to look Honey in the eye. 
“You know what? You are certainly trivializing the whole issue. I asked for 200 and you say 100. Okay, let’s split the remaining 100 in two.” Honey suggested. 
“You are talking 150?” 
“Yep.” 
“I am willing to add only 10 to make it 110.” 
“No pressure, so be it. Mr. Chanda, what does it take to be a successful farmer?” 
“You’re riding a wrong horse. Ask a commercial farmer. But I will tell you that with good rainfall if you till the land, plant your seed and apply fertilizer at the right time, you are assured of a good yield. Not forgetting crop management, you know, proper harvesting methods….storage…aah! Mixed farming is equally good. Piggery chicken run, milk cows, orchard. Look at what I have done here.”  
“Spare me, spare me please! That sounds intense, I can’t manage. Hey stop, stop! Whoa whoa! Good heavens, haven’t we strayed into the grave yard?  I can see an open grave ahead of us.” Honey warned.   
“It’s not a grave, it’s a rubbish pit.” Mr. Chanda countered.   
“A rubbish pit in the middle of the bush?”  Honey asked drawing back.  
“Not bush but farm. My intention is to fill in grass and leaves. You see I am trying to harness compost manure for my crops instead of relying on chemical fertilizers.” 
“Aah! That makes sense.  Okay, let’s see what you gat here.” 
“Look! Come and see for yourself.” Mr. Chanda said picking a spade from the ground. “Be a man don’t be timid like a boy. It’s not what you think. Come over here.” Mr. Chanda made gestures with his hands for Mr. Comb to walk to the pit. 
“Your intention makes sense but isn’t this too far from where farming activities are taking place?” 
“Fact is everything is within the farm land.  Come on, don’t be naïve – Mr. Comb, watch out, behind you!” Mr. Chanda shouted. 
Honey comb turned full circle to look behind. A flat metal landed heavily on the nape of his neck. He dropped to the ground like a log and passed out. 
“Take a giant leap into the future greedy young man. How much is enough for you huh?” Mr. 
Chanda said in a low voice. “Sorry fella, I had to do this. And with you out of the picture, who knows?  Your widow might develop feeling for me.  Adios amigo! Mmmm! Hey! What’s going on? A spade to the brain box? A dive into….what?  Dejavu? Instead of paying for my sins I am adding to my sins? I am slowly becoming a criminal. But what can I do? When the impulse tells me to kill, I have to kill.” His cell phone beeped and he reached for it in his side pocket. 
“Hallo! Good afternoon. Look, I am in the middle of something. Can you call me back later?” 
“Mr. Chanda asked constantly looking at the seemingly lifeless body of Honey Comb.” 
“It won’t take a minute Mr. Chanda we are now ready to open a medical scheme with you.” The caller at the end of the other line said. 
“I am delighted and you are…?”
“I am Pola at Tomcat investment. Please pass through to collect the forms”
“Great. But did you take care of the provision that requires an advance payment?” 
“I am sure as you come through to pick the forms you will find your security deposit cheque ready.” 
“Mr Pola, let me attend to this. We’ll talk more when I come.” 
Mr. Chanda panicked after seeing Honey Comb regain consciousness. Realizing each man’s life was at stake both men dived for the spade. They grappled with each other for a while each one trying very hard to take the spade away.  
In the process, Honey applied more pressure on the spade resulting in Mr. Chanda losing balance and falling in the pit head first. 
In panic mode Honey left the scene running and looking behind over his left shoulder. After running a few meters he realized he needed to be sure of one thing. 
He walked back cautiously looking behind over his left and right shoulders. He reached the pit and peeped inside and saw the seemingly lifeless body of Mr. Chanda: 
“Mr. Chanda, stop playing games. You’re scaring the hell out of me. Come out. Look I know you’re playing dead, just stop it already. Mr. Chanda …Mr. Chanda … it’s a bad game you’re playing, stop it- stop it. Okay….” 
He picked a dry stick, long enough to reach Mr. Chanda’s body down the pit. Slightly pricking his upturned body with the stick he expected a movement of some sort. Nothing moved. 
Frustrated, he gave the stick a shove that sent the body falling in a heap- motionless. The stick slipped out of his hand and fell on Mr. Chanda body. Like a frightened little rabbit Honey went crushing to the ground. He picked himself up but went down again.  And this time, he did not dare to stand, he crawled like a baby- all the way up to the mouth of the pit. 
“No Mr. Chanda, you can’t die. You just can’t.”  Lying on his belly a good long look down the pit confirmed what he had already known: a demised Mr. Chanda. He finally collected himself from the ground and exclaimed. 
“Oh my God! What have I done? No! no no! I didn’t mean to …..Jesus! Oh my God! Hey! This is terrible, this is terrible. And why did he want to kill me? Why? Why…?” 
Honey cried as he walked backwards. After walking a good 50 meters he stopped facing the direction of the accident. He put his hands together in prayer and said. 
“God, if this is how people atone for their sins then I am ready to atone for mine. I know that the measure we give is the measure we get. He was a maniac alright but God have mercy on his soul.”  
Honey Comb made his way rustling through the thickets of the farm unaware of a head-on collision with a black Mamba menacingly standing tall on its tail approximately ten meters away. Coming face to face, the serpent King gaped and hissed, poked its black tongue in and out in an intimidating manner, bobbed and weaved like ‘smoking’ Joe Frazier trying to duck the greatest, Muhamad Ali’s stinging hooks, crosses and upper cuts. 
Confused and devastated he had two choices; (1) to arouse survival instincts or (2)to confront the killer doctor for free fatal doses of neurotoxic venom. 
He had little time think. Suddenly a thought crossed his mind: the murder charge he was facing carried a death sentence and he could just as well meet an early death than wait to go through the due processes of the law, serve time at Mukobeko maximum prison awaiting the gallows and ultimately be hanged by the neck. 
The prospects of leaving his wife and their unborn baby fending for themselves pulverized him. He convinced himself that there was nothing to live for anymore. He closed his eyes momentarily and when he opened them a tear fell. He uttered what he considered to be his last words on mother earth. 
“Okay, I am all yours. Give me your dosage of Venom injection and send me to the other side.” 
In a suicidal move he charged forward at the black mamba. Looking at the ferociousness coming from the two-legged human person, the apex predator wasted no time to decide to protect its life. 
With a tinge of pride, it dropped hard on the ground on its belly with a heavy thud and slithered away at a terrific speed only comparable to the cheetah’s 100m full throttle sprint with its trademark ominous hollow sound. 
His eyes closed, the ten-metre dash landed him at the spot where the Mamba had arrogantly stood and performed the seemingly face-saving antics. 
His first action was to freeze like a run-away bandit being held up at gun point by a bounty hunter. Instinctively, he opened one eye hoping against all odds not to have eye ball to eye ball contact with the fanged foe, the ultimate killing machine. 
In the moment that followed, the other eye peeled up, his full glare zoomed in on his legs expecting to see them riddled with fang jabs and excess venom dripping all over his feet. Contrary to expectation the serpent king had swallowed its pride, fled and vanished into thin air. 
Completely astounded, he yelled.
 “What? Coward! Come back and bite me to death. I am here. Come back and kill me. I don’t want to live anymore.”`	 
Dead silence reigned with no present and imminent danger. But as they say, ‘it’s always calm before the storm.’ The Mamba might just materialize from nowhere, spring back and strike. Suffice to say, wishful thinking from a tormented soul with a death wish furiously desperate to exit from this wicked world. Because, in all probability the Mamba could have recoiled back to its lair to thank its lucky stars for surviving a near death situation. A very rare occurrence where the predator succumbs to the prey. 
Honey regretted losing his chance to die. Growing up from childhood he knew the aggressive nature of a black Mamba and wondered why it cowardly ran off like a timid dog with its tail between its legs. 
A chance for a quick death from the undisputed killing champion of the world aka the Messenger of Death had presented itself on a silver platter but slipped through his fingers in a twinkling of an eye. Disillusioned, he dragged himself to the car like an empty shell. 
Two male farm workers holding wet and soapy rugs anxiously walked over to greet Honey Comb after an arduous car -cleaning exercise. 
Absorbed in thoughts Honey was oblivious of his surroundings let alone their presence and walked past them without replying to their greeting. Running behind to catch up with him one of the boys presented their bill orally. 
Boy, “Boss, your car war splattered with mud and we have done a good job cleaning it. Sorry we didn’t seek your consent but it will only cost you K50. No more.”
Honey entered the car and because of the sweltering heat he immediately unwound the windows, sweat and tears streaming down freely. Intense perspiration emanated more from his hypertensive state he had just acquired than from solar energy. Before he started the engine, the boy knocked at the car door and said, “Boss, K50 car wash” 
Without saying a word Honey took out his wallet with unknown amount of money and put it on the boy’s open hands and drove off. 
In complete awe the boy reacted
 Boy, “what? Is he….?”
The second boy shook his head and answered. 
“N-no …. And he looks like he has seen a ghost.?” 
“Yeah, and what with coming out at separate times in tears guest first.” 
“Yeah, a sign of interaction that has gone awry.” 
“Yeah, when you agree to disagree, go your separate ways” 
“And the wallet?” 
“We share what’s in it. Let’s see” 
BACK AT THE PIT 
From the shrubs emerged a tall fellow in black jeans, black t-shirt, black long coat and a black hat. The front part of the t-shirt had a picture of World Wrestling Entertainment (WWE) super star, the Undertaker in his usual menacing posture with his right hand fingers running across his neck: a mark of death. Inscribed in bold red letters below the picture were the words, R.I.P. 
He walked stealthily and cautiously looked sideways, back and forth. Upon reaching the pit he was just in time to see Mr. Chanda Stir back to life. From his lying position he stretched his arms against the wall of the pit to come to a sitting position. Groaning with intense pain he used his arms to leverage himself to climb up the pit. 
His first attempt to reach the surface failed as he came tumbling down to the floor of the pit. Whimpering like a High School pupil who has just been lashed 50 strokes of the cane Mr. Chanda summoned more energy and dug his fingers into the wall of the pit for more leverage. 
His eyes closed he pushed himself up in an effort to get out. And just when his head came level with the surface, a thick, heavy blunt object, the size of a baseball butt descended upon his head. Like a sledge hammer, it came down with such an impact that it crushed his skull. 
“The wages of sin is death … and the wages of a swindler cannot be anything but death.” the man said.
He walked backwards slowly, turned and threw the object several meters away into a dungeon with very thick under growth. He walked forward slowly and pulled the front hems of his long coat outwardly mimicking the Undertaker. 
He scooped a handful of soil and threw it in the pit at two intervals. 
“Ashes to ashes…. dust to dust. This will teach you not to play with other people’s emotions especially their hard -earned money. Rest in Pieces” 
He turned his back to leave and walked a few meters. He walked back, looked down the pit and said. 
“Hey! Don’t get me wrong. I will also die some day and when I do and don’t find you in Hell where you and I belong, I will look for you in Heaven and kill you again. Tuu …? 
He spat in the pit cum grave with a thick spittle. “ Adios bastardo” 
The man flashed a quick salute the American way and left the way he came. 
A few minutes later the mysterious man seemed to have had second thoughts. He returned and immediately jumped down the pit albeit with extra caution. In an apparent move to circumvent the possibility of tracing the murder back to him he avoided incriminating actions. Without turning the body from its original position he searched the deceased’s pockets and took away a wallet with unknown amount of money and a cell phone. He lifted the departed man’s lifeless left arm, pulled back the sleeve of his leather jacket and removed his multi-hundred-dollar Swiss - made wrist watch. Once outside the pit he repeated his disappearing acts. 
Dead silence followed and was only broken by the chirping of the birds and the squeaking of a frightened mouse running away from another for God only knows why: failure to settle a debt or escaping conjugal duties? They ran off to settle their differences in the nearby bush where they caused pandemonium among the grasshopper fraternity who flew in all directions for safety. 
Due to the position of the sun, trees in the western direction cast long shadows signifying an imminent sunset. Sunlight flickered through the branches of tall trees in a mighty show of solar power.
A lone house flies on a reconnaissance flight swooped down the pit after smelling fresh human blood. Flying back up in a vertical position the fly wasted no time to deliver invitations to friends and relatives. In no time, the pit was buzzing with a swam of green and black flies joined by a colony of red and black ants that converged for the banquet to feast  on the blood and fluid spewing from Mr. Chanda’s nose, mouth, ears and skull. 
Profoundly sad as the end of life of a human person was the provision of life-sustaining food to God’s other creatures turned out to be an equalizer. A joyous and momentous occasion for the fauna. This food chain is credited to the wonderful plan of God: The balance of nature. This presupposes that as a population control mechanism one creature (humans included) should not bread out of proportion without being checked by other creatures. In other words, reproduction rate must not exceed mortality rate and vice versa. As life is a privilege and so is death inevitable. 
 


















CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
DE JÁVU 
Honey Comb arrived at the central police station and entered the Enquires Hall looking out of sorts. Behind the counter an officer enquired. 
“Good afternoon, sir. How may I help you?”
“I-”
A Traffic Police Officer burst in not particularly amused. 
“There you are. Does life have any meaning to you I wonder? Mister, are you crazy? You drive a car like you have given up on life. What’s your problem? “ 
Honey looked back at him without uttering a word. 
“Say something, are you dumb?” 
The officer attending to Honey chipped in “Easy on him. The man looks troubled. Traffic rules violation?” 
“Yes. Careless driving. Worse, he left his lane and stopped his car right in front of an oncoming truck and trailer. Mister, if you are fed up with life take a rope and hang yourself or better still take a ride to Kafue river and drown yourself. And make sure there’s no one around to rescue you. Jesus! Lord have mercy. Die alone. Don’t endanger other people’s lives. When you are done officer be sure to send him to Traffic office.” 
“Consider it done.” He turned his attention back to Honey. 
Officer, “That sends shivers into my spine.  Whatever is troubling you… anyway, what can I do for you?”
“I have come to report myself.” 
“Yes, go on.” 
“I killed someone.” 
“Say, what?” 
“I said I killed … someone.” 
“You killed someone? That’s odd, killers don’t report themselves. Sergeant, come and listen to this man.”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                
The Sergeant who sat at a desk behind him stood up and joined him. 
“Yes sir.” 
“I have come to report a crime – a murder.” 
“Hold on, the Inspector must hear this. Inspector, one moment.” 
Inspector Falanga terminated his conversation on a land phone and joined the trio.  
“Aah Mr. Comb. What brings you here?” 
“I am reporting a crime of murder.” He answered succinctly. 
“Great the Police Service feels particularly indebted to law abiding patriotic Zambians like you. We appreciate it. Where’s the suspect?” 
“There’s no suspect, I am the killer.” 
“Excuse me!”  
“You heard me right Inspector, I am the Killer.” 
“Are you sure of what you are saying Mr. Comb? Don’t say things that will incriminate you.” “Yes, I am sure.”
“Alright, what’s the name of the victim?” 
“Mr. Patrick Chanda.” 
“The Pharmacist?” 
“Yes.” 
“Oh my God, it has come to this? Sir, you need to be sure of what you are doing. Do you have a lawyer? Do you know the consequences?” 
“No, just arrest me.”
“We cannot arrest you without being sure of what you have done. For starters, give us the 
details.”   
After recording the details in the OB book Sergeant Moshe asked. “Bwana, can we put in handcuffs?” 
“One; he is not violent. Two; he has reported himself. Let’s get to the crime scene and see what we find then we shall have enough grounds to arrest him Sergeant, bring Constables Choolwe, Lubosi and Sokontwe along.”
Behind the wheels Inspector Falanga drove the car at high speed. The sirene wailed only twice and he put it off. They drove in silence until they reached a vantage point and disembarked. Honey Comb led the way, his eyes red like hot chilies, his face distraught and his leather jacket soiled. 
Approaching the crime scene they saw freshly dug out brown soil. Sergeant Moshe’s suspicion got the better of him and he asked. 
“What’s that?” 
“I can guess.” the Inspector answered, “Beside you are we expecting to find other people here?” 
“No.” Honey answered. 
Each step they took unraveled suspicion into reality and brought them closer to a horrendous find. Inspector Falanga, drew his service pistol. As if not to be outdone Sergeant Moshe and the Constable cocked their AK47 rifles. They cautiously approached the pit. 
The Inspector outpaced Honey and reached the pit first.  Upon reaching the pit flies took off in their thousands and buzzed away in different directions.  
Insp. Falanga, “Whoa! Whoa! Hail Mary mother of God. Jesus! We truly have a case of 
murder here. And it looks like all was set for burial.” 
Standing side by side four heads looked down the pit except Honey Comb’s. 
Insp. Falanga, “Oh my God Mr. Comb what happened? I can’t believe what I am seeing.” 
Mr. Comb,  “I am confused. I don’t know what I have done. I don’t know what to do. I don’t know nothing.”
Insp. Falanga. “Well Mr. Comb, I don’t know whether to sympathize, empathize or condemn you. Thin looks like a premeditated murder that carries a death sentence. You knew the consequences of your actions….you should have tried everything possible to avoid this.” 
Constable Choolwe. “Bwana, Kapena muli vipondo vinangu mu sanga.”
 Insp.Falanga. “I thought I heard the man say something to the contrary. In spite of the that however, let’s take precautionary measures. It is always calm before the storm. 
Inspired by action movie heroes Sergeant Moshe positioned himself in a tough guy stance reminiscent of the John Rambo character in First blood. He again cocked his AK47 rifle ready for action. 
Sgt Moshe.  “Bwana did he kill this man alone?”
“Insp. Falanga, “He’s right here with us. Ask him.” 
Sgt Moshe. “Mr. Comb, did you do it alone?” 
He did not respond and looked away instead. 
Sgt. Moshe. “Mister, answer me. Don’t pretend to be shocked. We expect you to have recovered by now.” 
Insp. Falanga. “Sergeant, come easy on him. He certainly appears to be in shock. Although he has committed a heinous crime he does not look a dangerous criminal to me. I see this as a crime of passion.” 
Sgt. Moshe “you are right Inspector. The feud between these two people was like a ticking time bomb ready to explode. And it has finally exploded.” 
The inspector walked over to Honey Comb who was standing a few meters away from the pit. 
Insp. Falanga. “Makes me wonder. Mr. Comb, you masterminded this crime perfectly well, why did you ruin it? I mean if you had planned to kill and burry him why did you report yourself?” 
Sgt. Moshe. “Bwana, he realized the consequences after committing the crime.”
Insp. Falanga. “That’s all the more reason he should not have reported. That’s not to suggest people should abet crime.” 
Sgt Moshe. “Considering the gravity of the matter is the situation beyond redemption?” 
Insp. Falanga, “I suppose so. He put himself in an awkward position. Mr. Comb, Listen to, me carefully. I want your full co-operation and answer all my questions. All right?”
He nodded his head as tears welled up in his eyes. 
Insp. Falanga. “Did you kill this man?” 
Mr. Comb. “Yes” 
Insp. Falanga, “Who helped you to kill him?” 
Mr. Comb. “No one.” 
Insp. Falanga, “What did you use to kill him?” 
Mr. Comb “Bare hands.” 
Insp. Falanga “What did you use to kill him?” 
Mr. Comb, “I said bare hands.”
Insp. Falanga. “Mister, were you a student of Munthai at one time?” 
Honey.” I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
Insp. “Oh! Munthai is a very dangerous type of Kungfu. You see, the way that poor guy’s head was squashed makes me think the blow came from a Munthai expert.” 
Honey. “I have no idea what you’re implying.” 
Insp. “Well I am trying to establish what smashed his head because in my opinion, the stick is too flimsy to cause such damage. Two, the spade is too flat to split the head. Three, the distance of the fall is too short and the ground on which he fell is too soft to break the skull.”
Honey.” Stalemate. So now, where do you go from here?” 
Insp. “I don’t know. That’s what I am trying to figure out.” 
Honey. “If you ask me, I don’t know too. All I know is we fought and he fell head long in the pit.” 
Insp.” Just to be sure. Show me your hands.” 
After a good look, the Inspector conceded. 
Insp. “On second thought, my suspicions were farfetched. Comparing and contrasting, I now see that your clerical hands are too fragile to inflict any significant harm. Be that as it may, you will have to come out of your cocoon at some point and tell us what you did to kill that man.” 
“I am afraid I am short for any plausible explanation. Just take me for what you think I am – a murderer.” 
Insp. “That’s okay. Either way, we will get to the bottom of this nonetheless.  Why did you kill him?” 
Insp. Falanga, “But I can see a spade and a stick. The result is the same anyway. Why did you kill him?”
Mr. Comb, “I don’t know.”   
Insp. Falanga, “you don’t know?  Bullshit! We know why you killed him. Did you dig this grave alone?”
Mr. Comb, “Yes.” 
Insp. Falanga, “No one helped you?”  
Mr. Comb, “No.”
Insp. Falanga, “If this was intended to be his grave why didn’t you go all the way and finish the job? You threw the man down but you could not throw back the soil. Why?” He chose not to answer as tears continued to roll down his cheeks. 
Insp. Falanga, “We know that Mr. Chanda was your arch rival. I mean it was in public domain that he abducted your wife. Now look, there was just the two of you here. Why didn’t you just burry him, walk away and disappears into oblivion?”  
Emotionally broken down he released a long and sad sigh that chocked his throat. He slipped into mute mode. 
Insp. Falanga, “We heard from the courts about the DNA test report and everything. If you wanted retribution why didn’t you just exhaust the due process of the law rather than putting yourself in deep shit?”
Mr. Comb continued to be in silent mode. 
Insp. Falanga, “You are not saying a word. Of course, you have the right to remain silent, too late though.” 
Inspector Falanga pulled Sergeant Moshe aside and asked. “What are your impressions Sergeant?” 
Sgt. Moshe, “It’s difficult to tell inspector. We don’t know what actually happened. There could be more than what sees the eye.” 
Insp. Falanga, “Yes you’re right Sergeant.” 
Meanwhile the Constable’s rifle was trained on Honey Comb. Yet again Inspector Falanga confronted Honey Comb and addressed him. 
“It’s plain and clear you wanted to show us your good side but see where it has landed you. The challenge will be how to prove your innocence if at all you are innocent. Regrettably, you failed to use your sixth sense. With due respect sir, in my opinion, you qualify to be a fool.”  
“Yes, I was such a fool and an idiot, not to be guided by intuition. If its within your power get me out of this quagmire.” 
Honey lamented, his eyes swelled as a result of shedding currents of tears. 
“I am sorry Mr. Comb, you are in too deep. I can’t help you.” The inspector gave him a menacing look. 
“You can still help me…the hard way.” 
“The hard way?  What do you mean?” 
“Turn your gun on me and hush your officers to seal their lips.” 
“Oh no! you are overlooking my guilty of killing a cooperating suspect who is not running away from the law. That I can’t do.” 
“Inspector, I know its within your power to get me off the hook and look the other way.. as if nothing happened.”  
“No disrespect intended, I was right when I said you qualify to be a fool. Agreed a dying man clutches at the straw but you had all the time to save your neck. Why must people wait until they are in deep waters to arouse survival instincts?”  
 “I may be everything you said I am but even as a dumb dodo I ask you to use your discretionary powers.” 
“You know what?  You are putting me in a tight spot.” 
“How much can I pay you to dispose of this body- the pharmacist’s body?”  
Retrospectively, Inspector Mwanza held the Pharmacist to ransom and forced him to fork out one million Kwacha for the disposal of the body of the Congolese and Dejavu, Honey Comb was bribing inspector Falanga to receive an inducement so he can be set free from the suspected case of murder 
“Intriguing.” 
“I don’t see intrigue, I see a man condemned to die. Forget my foolishness. How much?” 
“How much? How much could be enough to buy your freedom?”  
“Suppose you wipe my account clean?” 
“It depends how much there is in that account.”   
“More than enough for the five of you.”  
“That’s very enticing but I will cease to be a cop if I overlooked every crime I see just because someone is waving legal tender before my eyes. I am sorry money won’t save you. The way I see it Mr. Comb, you will need a Lawyer – a very good Lawyer. If you can’t afford one, Legal Aid Board will provide one for you. This is a murder case and it’s you against the state. Sergeant call the hospital send an ambulance.”  
Inspector Falanga glanced at his wrist watch and sauntered away from the pit as Sergeant Moshe followed behind him as he talked to the hospital. 
 Insp. Falanga, “Sergeant Moshe and your men look around 50 to 100 meters radius for the murder weapon.” 
Constable Lubosi” Inspector, we already have the spade and the stick.” 
Insp. “Yes I know.  You see, a murderer cannot be so stupid as to expose his murder weapon. Murder weapons are more often concealed. So, spread out and look for anything we can use in court as exhibit or circumstantial evidence. Take finger prints and search his body for anything that can give us a lead in our investigations …. You know, cell phone, death note like in suicide cases…. just anything – anything at all: standard procedure.” 
Sgt. Moshe.” Yes sir.  Constable Choolwe and Constable Sokontwe spread out. Constable Lubosi, go down the pit,  see if there’s  life in his eyes …. check the pulse … do a good job and don’t leave any stone unturned or any turn unstoned.” 
Insp. “Sergeant, that’s a good one. You twist the language but still the meaning remains the same.” 
Sgt. Moshe. “Tinapunzilako pang’ono bwana.” 
Insp. “Great.”
Officers were now busy scouring the area. In the meantime, the Inspector fished out his black note book from the breast pocket of his jacket. In it he wrote: 
Place: River side farm, Ibex Hill. 
Distance: Approx. 15 km from CBD East of Lusaka 
Case: Murder 
Observations: Attempted burial 
Victim: Male adult Patrick Chanda 
Age: Estimate – 45 years
Occupation: Pharmacist 
Murder weapon: Spade, stick ….? 
Suspect: Honey comb 
Age: Estimate – 35 years 
Occupation: Executive of a corporate entity. 
Time: 17:50 hours 
Officer in charge of case: Inspector Falanga 
Assists: Sgt. Moshe, Constables Lubosi, Choolwe and Sokontwe. 
Sgt. Moshe, “Inspector, this uh…..this ….this uh-mystical lady.” 
Insp. Falanga, “Sergeant, What is it?”
Sgt. “Sorry Inspector. I was trying to get away from Mr. Comb’s hearing range. There’s no denying, his wife leaves a trail of destruction in wake wherever she pops up. She seems to 
have a strange aura that enchants men….that mystifies men….that turns them into maniacs who eventually and inevitably meet their waterloo. I mean look at the demised Mr. Scare Crow, Captain Sniper and now the Pharmacist. The list could be endless. 
Insp. “The list could be endless if men won’t stop feeding their subconscious minds with the crap that she’s the most beautiful woman on earth. What men must know is beauty is in eyes of the beholder. After all they had all the time they needed to choose their partners…. To love and to cherish them till God do they part without an option to covet other men’s wives or to enter into polygamous arrangements.”
Sgt. “You are right Inspector. I wonder what the future holds for Mr. Comb, her husband.” 
Insp. “Quite bleak I guess. What is happening to him now could be signs of the beginning of his end. Oh look! The ambulance is here. Let’s hit the road. Mr. Comb you  are under arrest for murder of Mr. Patrick Chanda the Pharmacist. Anything you  say will be used against you in a Court of law. Remember you have already said too much to incriminate yourself. Constable Choolwe put him in handcuffs.  
Honey’s cell phone called and went unanswered twice. When it beeped the third time the Inspector reached down Honey’s pocket to retrieve it. 
Caller. “Mr. Comb I suppose.”
Insp. “Yes, go ahead.” 
Caller. “There’s an emergence situation here at Levy Mwanawasa Medical Centre. Your wife is in labour with serious complications.” 
Insp. “What complications?” 
Caller.” The baby is breach and will require a caesarean section procedure.” 
Insp. “Simplify that.” 
Caller, “Okay, the baby will be delivered through surgical incision. Your wife is under the knife in the operating theatre as I speak.” 
Insp. “Are you suggesting that his presence is required there right now?” 
Caller, “Exactly my point. As you might guess, her life is hanging in the balance. Chances of survival are 50/50. Uh m… the way you’ve just come out right now suggests that you are not Mr. Comb yourself.” 
Insp. “No I am not. Look, Mr. Comb is equally in a difficulty situation right now and he cannot possibly come. Just do what you can to save both the baby and the mother. We shall be in touch.” 
The Inspector hang up and turned to face Honey comb at the back seat. 
Insp. “I guess you heard everything.”
 Honey.” Yes I did.” 
Insp. “I am sorry about your wife. Good luck.” 
Overwhelmed by intense grief, Honey’s cuffed hands held his head and he broke down and whimpered spasmodically. Anticipating a procrastinated state – sanctioned execution of himself he could not wait to search for a hired assassin to take his life as it seemed he had run out of options to find a potential killer to execute him. The botched show-down with the black mamba was potentially the panacea that could have put him out his misery. But the Mamba turned out to be as impotent as a toothless bull dog and he cursed the day it was born. 
The truck driver who could have easily run him over and dispatch him to the dark side also turned out to be too competent, he avoided a head-on collision. A humble request to the Detective Inspector to put a slug in his head and obliterate him from this wicked world was cowardly denied in the name of law – abiding as an officer of the law. He finally accepted reality: wait for the inevitable. 
The Inspector adjusted the internal rear-view mirror to have a good view of the grieving murder suspect. He grabbed a radio receiver and spoke in it. 
Insp. “In transit with the murder suspect. Murder victim in conveyance to the mortuary. Do you copy?” 
Police station. “Roger that.” 
Another call came in. 
“Man, I’ve been looking all over for you- office, home, club…right now I called twice you didn’t pick the calls. Where are you?” Donovan vented out his frustration. 
“Your friend can’t speak now. He’s in hand cuffs.” The inspectors said.  
“What? No! Good God, what has he done?”  
“This is the police. Just know that he is in trouble with the law. If you want to see him, go to central police and wait for him there.”   
“My God,” I can’t believe that. My friend is a God-fearing person and law-abiding citizen. What could have possibly happened? Can I bring his Lawyer along with me?” 
“You will be doing the right thing bye.”  
“No officer, hang on. Has he eaten anything?”  
“That’s not my concern …look! A snack won’t be a bad idea. We’re running out of time here, bye.”
Looking out of sorts Donovan hang up and stood motionless as he gazed at the vast expanse of the grey sky. His eyes descended slowly to witness the setting of the sun behind the crimson horizon. 
“My friend’s life has been tattered by senseless maniacs …..rest assured my friend all will be well. Cos in God I trust.”  
Tears welled up in his eyes and he had to use the back of his right hand to wipe them out. He jumped in his car- picked up Honey comb’s Lawyer –drove off at very high speed – destination central police. 
 










CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
THE ARM OF THE LAW
It was visiting time at the correctional facility where Honey Comb was remanded awaiting trial in the murder of the Pharmacist, Mr. Patrick Chanda and not much was going on in the precinct. Visitors took turns to chat with their incarcerated loved ones on that Saturday afternoon.
As one of the early birds, Vanessa sat uncomfortably on the visitors Bench and was beginning to lose patience as she watched in- mates come in and go out and Honey Comb was not showing up.
Just when she was about to give up, the shackled and fettered Honey Comb was brought in. Beaming with excitement Vanessa left the bench holding her daughter with both hands and hoisted her up.
“Darling, here comes your father, look!”
Smiling broadly, she sat on a chair in front of a glass panel that separated her and her husband.
The baby jumped up and down on her lap and giggled excitedly in her innocence.
“Ten minutes’’ the guard said with unfettered authority. Honey gave the guard a stern look and answered.
“Don’t stress, that’s more than enough. Five minutes is all I need.”
This was a significant day in Honey’s parenthood as he was seeing his daughter for the first time since she was born through caesarean section a month ago. 
Equally excited, Honey sat down and placed his right hand on the glass panel albeit cuffed to which Vanessa responded by placing her right hand on the same spot the other side.
“Hey! How have you been?” Honey asked.
“Very well. You?” Vanessa answered crisply with a question.
“Tough, but I am surviving. And who is this little angel?”
“Our daughter Honey. We both survived that torturous operation. Isn’t she beautiful?”  
“She’s a Princess.”
“And that’s her name”
“What? Good God” If you asked me, I wouldn’t have settled for any other name.  How, I crave to hold her in my arms? Come here!” 
Honey planted his lips on the glass panel and Vanessa responded by placing the baby’s lips on the same spot the other side.
“Oh my God. You can’t imagine how I lost hope that day you gave birth to her. My daughter, really?”
“Yes, yes, my love, your daughter. Your flesh and blood!”  
“Wow! How is she?” 
 “She’s fine. As you can see, she’s active, healthy and eats a lot.” 
“Oooh, what a cute little angel. My God! Lord you’re so faithful. This is the greatest day of my life. Thank you, Vanessa. How are you managing?”
“I am trying. No stress, there’s just two of us.”
“We’ll soon be three by God’s Grace- hey! We got company. There’s some one behind you.”
Vanessa looked behind and a young man nicely dressed in a green suit smiled and bowed slightly before him.
“Oh! Honey my love, meet Mr. Gibbs Manto, our Lawyer”
“Our Lawyer? Are you kidding me? Mr. Muntu, can you excuse us?”
 “Most obliged Sir,  Manto….. Not muntu”
He bowed slightly again, left and stood at a distance with his back against them.
“Whatever… Vanessa!  Our lawyer? Is this the guy you are cheating me with? You think I am stupid?”
“Don’t be ridiculous. You are being unreasonable. Just who do you think I am?”
“You are a woman who survived an abduction and more. Don’t think I have forgotten that.”
“Oh, my goodness. This is not coming from you. You can’t even show love for the sake of our daughter? Are you in your right frame of mind?”
“Yes I am. References are many. Nelson Mandela was cheated on while he was inside.”  
“Stop! Stop! Stop! Stop right there. Is this the thanks I get for going out of my way to find a lawyer to get you out of here, huh?”
“Did you ask me?  We already had a lawyer- a family lawyer.” 
“You didn’t tell me. How could I have known? Look! If you think I am trash to be chastised for no reason…. then set me free.”
“Breathing heavily from exasperation Honey heaved his shoulders as he accosted his wife.
“Yeah, leave… go and never come back.” 
Mr. Manto seemed to have had enough and left. The guard walked over to Honey Comb and counseled him in a low flat voice.
“Mister, that’s not the way to speak to your lady. Besides, she doesn’t deserve that chiding in public.”
 Visibly incensed Honey paused for a moment, turned and rebuked the guard.
“Officer, stay out of this. Know your limits and do not meddle in other people’s affairs.”
 The guard conceded, walked back wards in retreat and raised his arms resignedly.
“Okay … okay …just saying.”

The following week, Honey recollected and did some introspection. He engaged the powers that be at the institution who granted him permission to talk to his wife on phone.
“I am sorry I over reacted, forget that ever happened. I don’t know if in my place you wouldn’t do the same. Look uh … I want you here same time this Saturday. Come with that…that gentleman. Hey, I want to hear your voice. Say something.” 
“What’s there to say?” 
There’s a lost to say. Like… it’s cool. Like…You’ve forgives me. Like__”
“It’s easy to say I’ve forgiven you but it’s not easy to truly forgive. Do me a favor, next time please, don’t play with my emotions.”
“Okay! Okay! And Princess… how is she doing?”  
“She’s fine” 
“I send her all my love. And I love you too. Bye”
“Bye”
……………..……………………….XOX…………………………………
That Saturday afternoon was yet another visitation day at the correctional facility. Honey Comb came in and found Vanessa, Donovan and Mr. Manto sitting apposite the glass panel in the visitors lounge. 
“Hi guys!” Honey greeted as he sat down. 
“Hi” The trio answered in unison. 
“Vanessa, are you good?” 
“Yeah, I am good” 
“Hey Donovan my man. I was wondering why my best friend would abandon me in Hell.” 
“Last time I checked, I left my best friend in a five-star hotel enjoying his cuisine and a la carte meals.” 
“If this place is what you say it is, then let’s trade places.” 
“Agreed but on condition that I assume the role of Jailor.” 
“Your proposal is not feasible I am afraid. Tell me is your debtor still behaving funny?” 
“Unmoved. Only the walls of the prison cell would move him.” 
“If that’s what he deserves, what are you waiting for?” 
“The right time. If innocent people like you can be here what more a self-confessed corn man? By the way, I brought you your favourite snack.” 
He pulled out a large chocolate from the breast pocket of his jacket. The guard stepped forward and stared at him curiously. To forestall his reaction Donovan said, “It is just a chocolate officer.” 
The guard nodded, stepped back and moved his gaze away. 
“Don, what can I say? You are one in a million.” 
“Don’t mention, anything for my bestie.  Listen, I’II be here same time next week. I am rushing to pick the old lady from the village at Intercity bus terminus.” 
“Oh really? What a blessing. Pass my love. I wish I can be there to show it.” 
“She will appreciate. Take care.” 
“You too.” 
As soon as Donovan turned his back Honey addressed Mr. Manto. 
 “Mr. Muntu – I beg your pardon, Mr. Manto, last time the two of us didn’t get to talk. Thing is, we already had a family lawyer.”
“I get it. That makes me a gate-crusher at this party. I must be on my way. I beg to leave”
“Oh no. You two will work together. I believe two heads are better than one. By the way, which law firm are you coming from?”
“Matrix of global justice.” 
“Matrix… Matrix? Think I heard this before. An international law firm?”
“Yes sir!” 
“Okay, it’s been a pleasure Mr. Manto. My wife will do the paper work. Unless you have anything to say otherwise you are hired.”
“Thank you Mr. Comb. I just want you to know that I have hired my own private detective to do the leg work.”
“Interesting. How do you intend to do that?”
“For starters, I shall want to know Mr. Chanda’s enemies as you probably know, the enemy of one’s enemy should be his friend. Secondly, the murder seen will be revisited just in case we come up with corroborating evidence. We also intend to interview the widow of the late Mr. Chanda. There is a lot we intend to do and I can assure you we will get you out of here no matter how long it takes.”
“I appreciate but I was expecting to hear that I will be out of here sooner rather than later.”
“We shall work on that one Sir.”
“And to you my love, being last to talk to doesn’t mean you played second fiddle to Donovan and Mr. Manto. Vanessa, where’s Princess?”  
“Because you didn’t show much love to her the last time we came, I left her with the baby sitter.”
“Oh! That’s very unkind. I am so sorry. Kiss her a hundred times for me”  
“Time up” The guard bellowed.
Detective Sachu Sanketi jumped on a felled huge tree trunk to gain height as he surveyed the area of the murder scene.
A pair of eyes aided by a binoculars probed the farm land. He later walked around hunting for evidence that would exonerate Mr. Comb from the crime of murder. Two male farm workers who guided him to the murder spot watched the proceedings at a distance.  He jumped into the death pit and immediately noticed scratch marks on the wall where Mr. Chanda had supposedly tried in vain to climb out. He took pictures of them. Once out of the pit, a crazed rat jumped over his sneakers and ran wildly away trying to find a hiding place. Meanwhile the two guides were falling over each other trying to catch it. Miss after miss, one strike found the target; the killer blow sent the rat rolling down a nearby dungeon. They didn’t have to think twice and let the delicious delicacy go to waste. One of them scaled down the dungeon occasionally getting hooked to thorny and pricky undergrowth.   
Cautious of an unexpected encounter with creepy reptiles he winced back upon setting his eyes on a sizable wooden object resting on stunted shrubs. Suspicious, he called out to the detective. 
“Bwana, come and see.”
“What is it?”
“Aah.. I don’t know. It looks like eh… I don’t know. Boss you better just come and see” 
“You know I can’t come down there but you appreciate that I am looking for evidence connected to the murder of your boss. Anything suspicious?” 
“It looks suspicious alright.”  
“Okay, whatever you do, don’t touch it.” 
“I hear your boss. My. Instinct tells me it might help you in your investigations.” 
“Well, whatever it is, it might give us a lead. Here, carefully slide it in this plastic envelope.”
His way up was not easy. After struggling to unhook himself from thorns he climbed out with both the plastic envelope and the rat. He dangled the rat before his friend’s eyes giggling excitedly.
“You easterners will never cease to amaze me. You know, someone told me. A Bemba chap wanted to know how generous a Ngoni chap can be and gave him a rat and in return he received one hundred monkeys. Wasn’t that great? We pray that this traditional cousinship thrives perpetually.”
Reeling with laughter, the farm workers cum guides hit into each other’s open hands in appreciation of the joke. 
Because of the perpetual shade in the dungeon the color of blood spots on the object had only slightly changed to dark red mixed with traces of whitish matter. Satisfied with the discovery of two forensic evidence, Honey called it a day.
“Good boys. Fantastic job. Let’s see” 
“A close look at the object, he grinned and said.
“I think, with this discovery, we are done for the day. But one thing I don’t know is if this will work for or against my client. Regardless, let’s call it a day. Come on, let’s go.”

Detective Sanketi’s spirited endeavor to know a few things about the demised Mr. Chanda brought to the fore a number of leads courtesy of the widow.
· A Mr. Chakalashi turned out to be Mr. Chanda’s number one enemy because of the differences they had over expired drugs the latter bought for the former which were allegedly not refunded by the pharmaceutical company in China after sending back the consignment.
· The deceased was robbed of a 4 carat stainless steel Swiss- made gold wrist watch, a wallet and a cell phone at the time he was murdered. 
Detective Sanketi and Mr. Chanda’s widow devised a strategy on how they were going to play Mr. Chakalashi at his own game.
On a day they had arranged to execute their plan they entered Mr. Chakalashi’s Wellness Center at different times. 
“How may I help you?”  Mr. Chakalashi asked detective Sanketi.  
“Allow me to look at your products, you can serve the lady first.” Detective Sanketi answered, “Yes lady, how may I help you?” 
“I am looking for …. Nebrocyne capsules. I am sorry I lost the prescription I was given at the hospital.”  
“I am sure you are looking for Nebrothine and not Nebrocyne.” 
“I beg your pardon, can I have a look at it?”  
“Not a problem.”
Mr. Chakalashi removed a sachet of Nebrothine from the shelf and showed it to Mrs. Chanda. 
“Just hold it like that, let me take a picture of it” she reached for her hand bag, after running her fingers through it she exclaimed.
“Gosh! I forget my phone. Can I use your phone please? I will just send a picture to my husband, he showed be able to tell if it is the right one.”
“Yes –Madam.” Mr. Chakalashi handed the phone to Mrs. Chanda.”
“Can you hold the  sachet up for me please?” 
“Yah, sure” Mr. Chakalashi answered with a smile.
Mrs. Chanda made sure her focus was on the wrist watch Mr. Chakalashi was wearing and sent the pictures to detective Sanketi’s phone which was deliberately switched off. 
“I have sent it. But now let me call him so he can confirm.”
“Yah, go ahead!”
Mrs. Chanda called detective Sanketi’s line twice and the recording answered, ‘The subscriber called cannot be connected at the moment’
“Sorry Sir. I can’t get through. Mister?”
“Chakalashi.  Fackson  Chakalashi”
“Fackson?”
“Yeah, not the ‘fuck’ you know but the ‘fack’ that is christened.” 
“Sorry Mr. Chakalashi, I guess I’ll have to come back tomorrow.”
“Any time Madam.”
Mrs. Chanda, was the last to leave the pharmacy and joined detective Sanketi in his car three blocks away.
Mrs. Chanda, “We’ve nailed the bastard” 
Det. Sanketi, “Talk to me” 
Mrs. Chanda, “Switch on your phone. That wrist watch belonged to my husband.”
Det, Sanketi, “I saw it the moment you sent it. But how can you be sure?’’
Mrs. Chanda, “The glazed, top left. And tell you what, these watches are not common. But what we can’t prove is the wallet and the phone.”
Det, Sanketi, “That’s okay. We didn’t come back empty – handed. We got one out of three. In fact, it may add up to two because I will take his phone number to ZICTA (Zambia Information and Communication Technology Authority) to check if there was communication between the two. It may turn out that the phone our suspect is using could have been stolen from your husband. I feared he was going to recognize you.”
Mrs. Chanda, “We didn’t know each other. We never met until now.”
Det, Sanketi, “Thank you for that little drama performance. I will recommend you to Hollywood.
Mrs. Chanda, “Oh, that’s too much for me, try Nollywood. I hope you make a breakthrough in your investigations and most importantly get Mr. Comb out of that filthy prison.”
Det, Sanketi, “I can’t agree with you more considering you two were in a relationship.”
Mrs. Chanda, “That’s all in the past. Let’s concentrate on the present.”
…………………………………………………….……………….………………………………
After showing his identification card and producing a police permit, Detective Sanketi was ushered into a room where an IT (Information Technology) officer got Mr. Chakalashi’s phone number and fed it into a computer. After a little while the detective got all he needed; a tape recording and a transcript of text messages.
…………………………………………………………………… ………………………………
Forensic experts had a field day decoding text messages and deciphering voice calls from Mr. Chakalashi’s phone sent to Mr. Chanda’s phone in the presence of Mr. Comb’s lawyer, Denis Tontolo and Gibs Manto and Detective Sachu Sanketi. A more intricate job was matching finger prints on the wooden object found at the murder scene with Mr. Chakalashi’s finger prints. Mr. Chanda’s wrist watch found on Mr. Chakalashi was the last nail in the coffin.
Satisfied there was a prima facie case against Mr. Chakalashi, Detective Sachu Sanketi, instructed State police to arrest Mr. Chakalashi. He initially resisted arrest until he was finally subdued and remanded in custody. Subsequently, Mr. Comb was released on bail. 
When the case was brought up for mention, the accused Mr. Chakalashi pleaded not guilty.
During cross examination defense lawyer representing Mr. Chakalashi submitted that scratch marks found on the wall of the pit as alluded to by the Prosecution could have been made by the deceased Mr. Chanda as he desperately tried to escape from his attacker Mr. Comb. This was dismissed by the court for lack of merit as anyone could have made them including the digger or   diggers of the pit.  The defense could not go down without a fight.  
“Your Honor, as earlier stated, our client was in Johannesburg, South Africa when Mr. Chanda was killed. He could not have possibly been in two places at the same time”
 “That’s a blatant lie your Honor.”   The prosecution began. “What the defense advocates are doing is fishing for an alibi which will not be sustained. We checked with KKIA (Kenneth Kaunda International Airport.) and there was no flight to South Africa on that day. All flights were cancelled due to covid 19. That makes your client a pathetic liar. I am afraid you didn’t make enough escape routes. I put it to you that your client is a spineless killer.”
“Objection your Honor.” 
“Sustained.” The judge granted.  
“Thank you, your Honor. Our client has not been found guilty of the alleged offence. The learned Counsel risks being cited for contempt.”  
The judge smiled and said, “Proceed.”
With renewed vigor the defense declared their client’s innocence and prayed for the conviction of the plaintiff.
“Your Honor, the Prosecution must not waste the court’s time. In law and fact their client must be found guilty. Facts of the case are that the arresting officer recorded admission of guilt from Mr. Comb who inexplicably turned into a plaintiff. This turns our client into a victim of circumstances” Countering with passion, the prosecution hit back. 
“You honor, I want to put it on record that the late Mr. Chanda was the aggressor for reasons everybody knows and I want to bring in a proven theory that the accused Mr. Chakalashi came in to settle a score. Yes, our client could have possibly pushed the deceased or the deceased could have accidentally fallen into the pit, a grave he had dug for himself otherwise intended for our client Mr. Comb thereby sustaining a concussion on his head. But emerging facts from the Coroner’s report state that the concussion was not fatal. What killed Mr. Chanda was the impact of a blunt object that struck him on his head by a known person whose finger prints matched the ones found on the object.”
He handed the Coroner’s Report to the Judge who extended his hand to receive it and scrutinized it to ascertain its authenticity and legitimacy. 
The battle of wits continued in the court room between the two opposing sides. After argument and counter argument, the dust was settled as all the evidence adduced pointed to the fact that the accused  Mr. Chakalashi committed the gruesome murder on the material day.
……………………………………………………………. ………………………………………
On the day of trial and sentencing, the Judge in a candid voice, read out his verdict;
“After listening to both parties, heated as it was, the court has made a ruling. Mr. Chakalashi, you have been found guilty on three counts. 
Count one; threatening violence. Facts of the matter are that between 10th May 2020 and 24th January 2021, you Mr. Chakalashi made voice calls and sent text message to the late Mr. Chanda. Recordings of voice calls and transcripts of text messages availed to the court courtesy of ZICTA attest to the fact that you threatened to kill him. Granted the payment of your refund was procrastinated or would not have even come at all given the length of time you waited for it but issuance of death threats is a punishable offence under the law and carries a maximum sentence of Ten years imprisonment if convicted. 
On count Two; the Prosecution has failed to prove theft from the deceased of a wallet and a cell phone but it has been proved beyond all reasonable doubt that you, Mr. Chakalashi robbed the deceased of a wrist watch. Having killed Mr. Chanda and robbed from him amounts to aggravated robbery which carries a maximum sentence of death if convicted.
And on count three; Finger prints found on the blunt wooden object that was used to strike Mr. Chanda on his head, without a shred of doubt, matched with yours. You squashed the poor fellow’s head like you were squashing a goat’s head. You are a heartless human being without a moral fibre let alone compassion and sympathy. This is murder, first degree and  carries a maximum death  sentence. 
Before I hand down the sentence, do the Defence lawyers have anything to say in mitigation.”
Defence lawyers were at pains to articulate mitigating factors. 
“Your Honor, we pray that you will not use your vantage position and go biblical and say, ‘an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth’ in order to justify the harsh sentence you intend to slap on our client. Common sense demands that , two wrongs don’t make a right.” 
Visibly disturbed, the Judge leaned forward and said.
“Defence Counsel, approach the Bench … both of you.” He removed the spectacles and held them in his left hand while his right held a pen which he used to point at them as he addressed;  
“Look, I don’t know what you are trying to achieve. Whatever it is, drop it. Don’t turn my court into a circus. Are you implying that if I impose the maximum sentence allowed by law, I will be adding a wrong to another wrong? That is preposterous. I will not have you demean the Bench with impunity and in such a crude manner. Your conduct in this court is of paramount importance. Let me remind you, as officers of the court, I expect the best from you…nothing short of exemplary conduct. You will only disgrace yourselves by playing to the gallery. Your show of arrogance in this court will not be tolerated and just goes to show a lack of knowledge or disregard of the provisions of the Penal Code of Zambia which I am afraid will reflect very badly on you. These are clearly laid down provisions and I cannot deviate from them. Now, go back there and make a proper and serious mitigation otherwise this one does not pass for one.”
“Much obliged you Honor, we apologise unreservedly.” One of the advocates said and they both resumed their positions.
“Your Honor, our client is a family man and a bread winner. His wife is nursing a small baby who is barely month old and if you impose the maximum sentence their suffering will be unimaginable considering that she does not do anything to earn a living. Secondly, Mr. Chakalashi lost a significant capital in that dubious transaction he did with the late Mr. Chanda. Thirdly, his business will not contribute to the national economy because it will fold up should... God forbid … should sunset be upon him from a hangman’s noose or spend the rest of his life behind bars. 
And four, the health status of the community will be adversely affected because it will no longer access the health services from his Wellness Center. Our prayer therefore your Honor is, if you exercised maximum lenience, you can give him a custodial sentence of a few years... a few years... a few years your Honor-” 
“Counsel, I heard the first time you said it. Proceed.” The judge chipped in.”  
“Much appreciated your Honor. A few years your Honor so that he can come back to look after his family and contribute to national development.”
“This man is a menace to society and I am at pains to let him live freely in society even for a single day. This man does not deserve to walk on this earth ever again. Believe me when I say he deserves a death sentence.” 
The court sank in a hushed grievous mummer of sorrow. Mrs. Chakalashi who had wept her eyes red gasped for air on the verge of collapsing and neighbors who shared the bench with her fanned her face with anything they could find including their hands.  
“That’s the harsh reality I am afraid. This man is an animal and to let him mix freely in our communities will be a travesty of justice, in other words, promoting lawlessness, which I can’t condone. Notwithstanding, I am moved by your profound mitigation which is not only touching but realistic. I therefore set aside the death sentence but to deter others from committing such heinous and senseless crimes I sentence you Mr. Chakalashi to life imprisonment with hard labor. You have the right to appeal to the highest court of justice, the Supreme Court. Mr. Comb, you are a free man.” He hit the gravel on the Bench and rose up to leave. The court Marshal shouted.
“All rise”.
Mr. Chakalashi and his relatives cried hysterically and literally turned the court room into a house of mourning. His wife collapsed and fainted resulting in the administration of first said.
The convict, Mr. Chakalashi, was whisked away by the Court Marshal and State Police to Lusaka central prison.
Vanessa jumped up and down merrily excited and flung at her husband Honey who was shedding tears of joy and planted a very long kiss. Later they both embraced their lawyers for a job well done. 
With the out pouring of positive emotions, an impromptu celebration at 12 Chembe close was on the cards that evening to seal the victory. Because time was short, few people were invited. Even the few invited guests were subjected to strict scrutiny at the door. The huge and heavily muscled bouncer ensured only the right people entered the house. Conspicuously absent from the partying lot was Donovan and when he finally showed up the Bouncer blocked his way. 
“Not so fast my friend. Identify yourself.” 
“Why? Isn’t the card enough?” Donovan asked
“No.”
“Well I am Donovan a friend of the host .. Mr. Comb.”
“Any connection to the monstrous, unfaithful departed Scare Crow?”
“What’s this?”
“Well buddy, if you are a maniac turn around and go back.”
“Of course, I am not.”
“Any connection to the sly, cunning and fetishist Captain Sniper?” 
“Not a chance.” 
“To the swindler and schemer, the departed Pharmacist Patrick Chanda.?” 
“Hell no! Look, you are depriving me of the precious time to enter the booze world with your irrelevant questions.” 
“You will not enter the booze world until you’ve answered all the questions.” 
“Then be quick about it.” 
“By any chance kith and kin to the spineless butcher Fackson Chakalashi?” 
“I know that all the people you’ve mentioned wreaked havoc in my friend’s life and I am not related to any of the them. Now, get out of my way and let me in lest you spoil my appetite for booze.” 
“Now you’re becoming uncooperative.” 
He dialed a line and spoke: “Boss I have a situation here. Someone is becoming uncooperative.” 
“Coming right up,” Honey answered. 
At the door, Honey was face to face with Donovan. 
“Donovan!” 
“Honey, what’s this?” 
“Security precaution. I had to be sure. You know what your problem is? You are not always there for me. It’s either you give an excuse or you come late. Truth be told, you risk being denounced as my best friend.” 
“No pressure, I will   make it up to you.” He raised his left hand and declared, “I, Donovan Tikatika, do hereby solemnly swear that from this moment forward, I promise to be always there for you, through thick and thin, come rain come sun shine. So, help me God.”
Honey flushed a big smile and stepped aside for Donovan to pass.
“I will take your word for it. Come on in, lets party.”
“Don’t be a jerk Honey. You’re wasted five minutes of my booze time.” 
“Don’t stress, I will make it up to you Donovan.” He patted his back. 
Hand in hand they entered the house and closed the door behind them. Frenzied noise and loud music could still be heard blaring out. 
--------------------------------------------------END-------------------------------------------------------          
