
I tell anyone that cares to listen that I am exactly the way I am because of who my mother was. I always say this as a fact. Depending on the day I meet you, I might tell you how much I love her or I might share how much hatred has settled at the bottom of my heart towards her, but regardless, I am still my mothers daughter. 

I spent the first ten years of my life living with my mother and my Grandprents. Actually, to put things into better perspective, I spent the first ten years of my life living with my teenage mother who got pregnant out of wedlock right after secondary school and would not tell anybody who the father was, and my Step grandmother who hated my mother with her whole heart. These two facts make up a recipe for disaster, to which we were guests at the table one too many times. 
The day we left my grandfathers house was one of such days. 
I don’t remember much about what actually happened, but I do remember two screaming women and a lot of soap. The first screaming woman was my mother and the soap was covered all over her naked body, where a few minutes ago it had been taking part in a bath and  it now faced the second screaming woman, my grandmother, in a battle to see whose voice could hit the ceiling the fastest.
At the time I thought it was a typical Sunday evening in our household. My mother and my grandmother fought all the time. ninety percent of the fights were because of how poorly my grandmother treated me.
Growing up with my Grandparents was a constant  battle, the only thing that was not constant about it was the fact that my  mother was not  always there to defend me. Sometimes, when my grandmother was wicked to me, my mother was in one of her moods, and there was nothing anyone could do about it. 
She would lock herself in her bedroom for days or weeks, sometimes even months. She would not speak to anyone, sometimes she would not eat for days. In those days she would cry uncontrollably, scream unnecessarily. She would stay away from work so much that eventually everyone knew not to hire her, which was good and fine anyway because who would want to  hire a mad woman. Everyone knew about my mother. 
They said she was mad, there was something wrong with her, she had a few screws loose in her head. 
 When my mother was born, her mother had declared her name was Falana. everyone murmured, it was a strange name to give a girl. Why not give her a strong Mupun name with a strong meaning behind it? As she grew older they would then whisper ‘a strange name for a strange girl, the mad girl who lives in the green house down the road with the equally mad daughter’ 
I was not mad, I knew I was not mad and I made sure of it. I did not smile much and I did not cry much, because when my mother cried she cried in excess. when she laughed she laughed in excess. I  learnt early that the key was to maintain a good balance in the middle, and that was where I always stayed, right on the line. 
The thing nobody knew was that when my mother was not in one of her moods, she was  amazing. She would laugh and tell me stories and we would stay up all night talking about all the things that went on in her head. She would tell me how amazing I was and how many great things I could do  in the world. She taught me that I could be anything and everything I wanted to be that I could- 
“Namet, pack your things, we are going to your fathers house” my mothers voice snapped me out of my reverie. 
Those eleven words changed my life forever. So many thoughts ran through my mind at once but there was no time to ask. 
So she knew who my father was. 
Was he expecting us?
Why had he never come to find us? 
Did he want me? 
Would he love me? 
Could we finally be a family? 
Would he help my mother not to be so sad all the time? 
 I packed all that I owned, which was not much, and stuffed them into a tiny bag. We left without telling my Grandfather where we were going and I don’t think my mother ever set foot in that compound again till the day she died. 
It was raining on the day we left my grandfather's house, and so we arrived at my fathers house late. 
 My father acted shocked when my mother told him she had arrived with his daughter but he quickly regained himself and let us in. His house was small and dirty and it smelled like cigarettes and alcohol. I  wondered how my mother allowed a man like this to get her pregnant.
We went to bed in silence as though we had always lived there. That night I dreamt of a life where my father married my mother and she didn’t have her moods and we were a happy family, maybe with a younger sister for me to talk to, but that’s all that it was, dreams. 
The next morning my mother was up at the crack of dawn. We spent the entire day cleaning the small house from top to bottom. We went to the market to get a couple things and we made a lovely dinner. When my father got home from his Job, we  all sat in the parlor and ate dinner together as a family and in that minute I believed that everything was going to be alright.  
The next couple of months living with my parents were the best I ever experienced in my entire life. Whenever I got home from school my mother and I made dinner together. I would tell her about my day and she would tell me about whatever book she was reading. When my father  got home we  would all sit in the parlor and have dinner and sometimes we would watch a movie and other times we would just talk. The times when we talked were my favorite.
 I would sit in a corner and listen to my parents banter back and forth about everything and anything under the sun. They spoke about politics, philosophy, History, society and culture,they joked about the economy and asked questions about science and art. Sometimes they would ask me what I thought too. They always  encouraged me to think outside the box and express myself the best I could. Finally, I understood how my mother had fallen in love with my father the first time, because he was the smartest person in the whole wide world, second only to  my mother of course.
 On Saturdays we would go to the market and my mother would spend hours scouting for special second hand dresses, or unique cups and cutlery from second hand shops that she never allowed us use because she was saving them for ‘special occasions’. When we got  home we would  put on a show for my father and he would tell us repeatedly how we were so beautiful. He would tell us how we were the best thing to ever happen to him. 
I  would go to bed feeling like I had won the lottery in the parent department, like all my dreams had finally come true. But the thing with dreaming is that eventually, you have to wake up. 
One Thursday evening, I had come home and the house was exactly as I had left it in the morning. The curtains were still drawn, there was no smell from the kitchen indicating there was a meal on the fire, no music playing from my fathers stereo, just silence. instantly I knew my mother was in one of her moods. 
When I found her in the bedroom she screamed at me to leave and slammed the door after me. 
For the next few days, I  I tried to make dinner, tidy up  to keep things as normal as possible. My father and I had dinner alone. He tried to talk to me but the banter was just not there, I was not smart enough to keep up with him in conversation and the elephant in the room would not allow us to speak freely. 
And then one day my father didn’t come home till midnight and when he did he reeked of alcohol. 
That was only the beginning. 
Now my father left at the crack of dawn and didn’t come home till very late and he always came home in a very bad mood. He would scream at me with his alcohol breath, scream if his meal was too salty, scream if I said something stupid, scream if I looked at him the wrong way, and then he would go to bed. I knew he wasn’t screaming at me, I knew he was only taking out his anger on me because of my mother, but as an eleven year old, I could not help that it hurt, and every night I would sleep on the couch and cry myself to sleep, just like my mother did when we lived with my Grandfather. 
We lived that way for almost five years. We would have months of happiness, but they were nothing like the first few months, because I always knew what was lurking around the corner and true to herself, my mother would snap and return to her special mood and then my father would start drinking again and then I became the parent of the house once more. Over and over again. 
I grew a lot of resentment towards my mother in that time, I would always ask myself why she had to be this way, why she could not be a mother to me all the time, why she had to have her moods and ruin everything. I begged her to go to a hospital, begged her to ask for help, but she told me she was a master of her own mind, she would not go to the hospital where mad people gathered, she was not a mad woman, and every time she went into her moods, my fathers drinking got worse and worse. One day he came home throwing up blood. I begged him to go to the hospital, but he refused. 
The day before  I turned sixteen, my mother was in a good mood and so I got home from school, excited to tell her  I had come out first in my class, I would be graduating as valedictorian. The second I got home I found her in her room, door locked, sobbing her eyes out. Without thinking, I barged into her room and yanked the blanket off of her body. I screamed at her at how unfair she was, how unfair life was. I screamed at her and asked her why she could not be normal for my sake, why she could not pretend like I had been doing all these years.  I screamed at how terrible she had made my life, how much I hated her for it.
 My mother stared at me in shock, and then she resumed her sobs. She told me no one understood her, no one cared enough to understand her. She told me she had no control over it but I refused to believe a single thing she said. How could she not have control over her own mind, how could the smartest woman in the world not be able to control her own thoughts? I screamed and screamed and said all the things I wanted to say to her for all the years and when my father got home I screamed at him too. I screamed at him for being a bum, for never going to university and letting his mind waste, for drinking all the time and always coming home late. 
When I was done screaming I cried till I had no strength left in me for all the days I was robbed of parents, for the childhood I missed parenting my own parents, for all the days I had to cry myself to sleep and no one was there to tell me sorry, and when I was done shedding all the tears I had in my body, when I felt like I was drowning in the salty sea of regret that was my life, I drifted off to sleep.  
I went to my graduation alone, I collected my certificate alone and then I took a bus three states away and wrote POST UME all by myself. The day I got my admission, I told neither of my parents, I simply packed up my things and for the second time in my life, left the only home I ever knew with no plans to return. 
It was months before my mother reached out to me, probably when she was out of her mood. She sent me a letter, asking me to come back home, not to abandon my mother, but I stayed away. I stayed away for the six years it took me to finish university and I stayed away for four more years after that. I got a job and I got a house of my own and I learned to control my emotions and never let them show so I would not end up like my mother, after all was madness not an inherited trait? I never laughed, I never cried again and I never fell in love, because I had to keep my emotions on a straight line, because I had to be the master of my own mind and only my hatred for my mother kept me going. 
One day, I got home from work to find my father sitting at my doorstep, a distraught look on his face. I hadn’t seen him for years. 
“You must come home, your mother is dying” 
And so for the first time in ten years I packed my things and traveled back to see my mother. 
She looked terrible. 
I spent her last few days with her. We were blessed that they were good days. She cried most days and asked me to forgive her, she told me how much she wanted to be there for me, how hard she tried to be there for me. I read her books and listened to her talk about them. I slept in the same bed as her every night and one morning I woke up and I just knew that  she was gone. 
My father and I arranged her burial in silence. My Grandparents came for the first time, saw our house for the first time. My Grandmother cried and I felt like wiping the tears from her face with a slap. 
And then everyone went home and it was just me and my father. I left the next day, back to my life. 
A year later I returned for her remembrance service to notice everything was exactly as it had been a year ago. After the service that night, I made dinner for my father and myself and we ate in silence from one of my mothers fancy mugs that she never got to use, wearing one of her fancy dresses that she never got to wear and all of a sudden I was overcome with emotion. I tried to hold it in, to maintain the straight line. I was scared that if I allowed myself to cry, if I allowed my sadness to come to the surface again after all these years it would take hold of me and pull me under, just like how it pulled my mother.
A single tear ran down my face. 
“It’s okay you know” my father said “it’s okay to be sad, it doesn’t mean you’re her” 
And so, for the first time since I left home ten years ago, since my mother died, I allowed myself to cry, to cry for her life, to cry for my father, to cry for the life we never got to have. To cry for Falana. 
