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Dedication
TO MY BROTHER TSHIDI
May you find peace and healing in your life. I believe in your
strength and capacity. All will be well.

TO MY FAMILY
Thank you for who you are and for journeying through this
life with me.
To Papa, Mum, Cecil, and Kuki, I hope your souls have found
solace in the light of God. May you always rest in eternal
peace. I love you all very much.

TO MY HUSBAND
Thank you for being who you are and for holding my hand
through it all. I admire your strength and tenacity and
cherish your love.
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Introduction
This book is a memoir documenting my life experiences and
how certain circumstances, including upbringing,
contributed to depression and anxiety in later years of my
life.
I was fortunate to grow up in a middle-class family. My
parents dedicated a lot of effort to providing material
comforts for us and raising us as best as they could in
colonial Africa, where personal liberties for black African
people were limited. Irrespective of the challenges of the
time, my parents provided well for us, ensuring that my
siblings and I had a good education and developed a broad,
balanced view of the world and our place in it. We were
exposed to many fun and enriching family experiences.
Despite the good times and upbringing, there were also
tense moments between Papa and Mum, sometimes
erupting into violence. This often affected the mood around
our household. My own moods subsequently became
regulated by the moods of my parents, and yet the subject of
family violence and how it affected my siblings and me was
never discussed or considered.
We were a model family in the community, and matters
of family violence stayed within the household. My parents
were loving and caring but experienced significant life
challenges that sometimes resulted in traumatic situations
for the family.
My family was not unique in this sense. This is the way
that many African households functioned in those days. The
father was the unquestioned head of the family who
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determined matters of household existence. Women were
often relegated to submissive roles and endured much
violence from their spouses as a form of discipline.
Using violence as a means of discipline was not confined
to the household. It was widely accepted in all realms of
society, including at school. In my home, my younger
brother and I also experienced considerable violence at the
hands of a domestic helper.
As a little child growing up in an environment often filled
with fear and uncertainty, I developed a belief system that
skewed my perception of the world and of other people in
response to experiences that were happening around me. I
internalised the belief that women were unlovable and
unworthy. Exposure to domestic violence contributed to
mental health challenges throughout my life. This was
compounded in later years by further traumatic situations
such as being severely bullied in school, mental and physical
abuse by teachers, getting involved in dysfunctional
relationships, and repeated, unsuccessful attempts to
become a mother.
I believe these challenges thwarted my ability to reach my
full potential. In time, the weight of these traumatic
situations resulted in anxiety and depression. The
difficulties I experienced in my childhood bring a unique
perspective to this topic about the negative and long-term
impact of childhood trauma on adult life.
Like many people dealing with mental health issues, I was
reluctant to recognise my problem and seek help for fear of
being perceived in a negative light. I was conscious of the
stigma in society about mental health. I dismissed my
mental conflict as everyday stress and rebelliousness. I tried
hard to conform to the expectation that I should cope like
everyone else. It embarrassed me even to consider I might
have a problem.
However, my mental state impacted my daily decisions
and choices until I could not ignore it anymore. I faced the
following psychological challenges; low self-worth,
x
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overwhelmed by the struggles of routine life, and
disempowerment to disclose that I was struggling.
Through my story, I share lessons I have learned about
my own mental health. Taking responsibility for my journey
became the key to finding the path to healing. I’ve often
dreamed I would one day share the story of my personal
experiences arising from traumatic occurrences in my life,
including childhood trauma. However, I feared being judged.
I worried about people’s perceptions and understanding of
mental health issues. Approval by others has always been a
big need for me, given my background and history.
When I finally started perceiving myself consistently in a
positive light, I realised sharing my story had nothing to do
with people’s opinion of me. I hope there are people whose
life stories and experiences resonate with mine. In writing
this memoir, I am honouring myself as I am. I am also
celebrating my capabilities.
The book discusses the strategies I used in my battle
against anxiety and depression. I learned and used these
strategies over several years. While they have not “cured”
the anxiety and depression, they gave me space and clarity
to work towards my own healing. To me, healing involves
full awareness and acceptance of self, despite personal
afflictions. Awareness and acceptance lead to wisdom,
growth, and holistic health. Working through anxiety and
depression is a very personal journey, influenced by one’s
particular circumstances and lived experiences.
I am not an expert in healing mental health and
depression. However, I have lived and struggled with and
continue to overcome anxiety and depression. I believe
sharing my experience can help others with how to deal with
similar issues. This book narrates my quest to purge the past
and to move ahead and live life, with all its trials, from a
fresh perspective.

xi

Preamble
In December 2019, my husband Moran and I embarked on a
holiday to the UK and Norway. We needed this break after a
horrific and traumatic 2018. We were now ready to travel
after Moran’s ill health. The stress of dealing with the ordeal
of his illness landed me with severe anxiety and depression.
The trip offered us the opportunity to move on and relax.
We were going to spend the holiday season in Leeds,
Northern England, visiting my younger sister, Rose.
Afterwards, the three of us were to travel to join a cruise
along the Norwegian coast. We left Sydney for London on a
hot and smoky morning, looking forward to experiencing
the Northern Hemisphere winter and having a white
Christmas.
We landed in London on the 18th December and spent two
days enjoying the city and taking in a show at the West End.
Then we flew to Manchester and caught the train to Leeds.
Leeds is a cosmopolitan city, surrounded by rolling green
hills and stunning countryside. It is not as hectic as London,
yet it has its own pulsating vibe. I always find it stimulating
and relaxing whenever I go there to visit. We had a lovely
Christmas and New Year. It did not snow on Christmas day
as Moran and I had expected. That was frustrating; we had
wanted to experience a white Christmas.
The post-Christmas sales were great, and we did lots of
shopping, stocking up on warm gear to prepare for the bitter
Norwegian winter. We flew to Norway in January 2020 to
board the Hurtigruten ship for a seven-night cruise from
Bergen in the South to Kirkenes in the North. The
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Hurtigruten fleet carries cargo and passengers along
Norway’s seaside towns and offers tourists a great
opportunity to experience Norway’s expansive coast. During
the journey, passengers alight and explore the different
towns where the ships dock to deliver cargo.
This was my first sailing experience. I was excited and
looking forward to crossing the arctic circle and seeing the
magnificent northern lights. We boarded our ship on a
freezing, wet evening and set sail in choppy seas. The rough
conditions raised my concerns about becoming seasick. The
captain and staff assured us that the MS Nordkapp, our
vessel, could handle the rough seas. We settled into our
cabins, and before dinner, we went to the lecture hall to meet
our fellow travelers and receive instructions about safety
protocols while on board.
The first day of the trip was rough, with twelve-metrehigh waves and foul weather. It was snowing, so we spent
time exploring the ship’s facilities and attending interesting
lectures on Norway’s history and culture. We lazed around,
viewing unbelievable scenery as the ship sailed past
majestic, snow-covered mountain ranges lining the
coastline. Norway is a stunning country with amazing
landscapes.
The weather calmed on the second day, giving us the
opportunity to disembark and explore towns where the ship
docked. I loved taking in the magnificent surroundings and
experiencing the fresh atmosphere. I also enjoyed sitting at
the window of my cabin, viewing the gigantic waves. I found
this soothing and relaxing. As we approached the arctic
circle, the sun disappeared altogether.
Three nights into the trip, I fell asleep while reflecting on
how lucky I was to be undertaking this journey and had a
profound dream. In my dream, I was in an extensive park,
surrounded by old trees and expansive large rolling green
fields. I was sitting on a bench by a tranquil, still-water
pond. Little red, blue, and green coloured fish swam in the
water amidst floating, bright green leaves. The sun was
dazzling, making the surrounding colours even more vivid.
xiv
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A soothing breeze blew on my face as I sat there wearing
white pants and a matching loose shirt. I was throwing small
pebbles into the pond, creating soft ripples.
I looked up from the water and saw Mum and Papa
walking towards me, holding hands. They resembled young
lovers on a first date. The picture was bizarre. This side of my
parents was new to me. They had never displayed their love
for each other in public. This sight reassured me they had
overcome their struggles and were in harmony.
Behind them were my older brother Cecil and older sister
Kuki. They smiled at me and said in unison, “We are so
overjoyed to see you cheerful. We knew you could do it.”
Mum glanced at me with a warm smile. “I am sorry, my
daughter. I was not always there for you when you needed
me most. Please try to understand my dilemma. I loved you
so much and did not want to separate you from your Papa,
whom you adored. I thought I was doing the right thing for
you and did not realise the damage this would cause to your
lives. Look at Cecil and Kuki, and your brother Benny.” She
then gazed at Papa in tenderness. “Your father did the best
he could under the circumstances.”
In his deep voice, Papa addressed me by my pet name,
which means big ears, and said, “Mazebe, you know we love
you. Life is not always easy. Sometimes we stumble, but we
have to get up and follow our path. You need strength and
determination to reach your destiny. I am sorry, my child,
that it has been a rough road for you. But I am proud of you.
You have transitioned from that little insecure and
frightened girl you were when we lived in Francistown. I
remember many times coming home from work to find you
waiting for me to read you stories. You loved to learn, and
you yearned for our love. Sometimes we fell short of giving
you that care.” I stared at him in amazement. It was unusual
for Papa to be that expressive.
In that instant, the dream transitioned to another scene.
A six-year-old young girl was sitting next to me, dressed in
white. She stared at me with wistful, pure dark brown eyes. I
xv
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realised she was me. “Let the sorrow go. Be joyful. Things
have changed now. We’re safe,” I said to her.
In that moment, I experienced a profound sense of peace
and harmony. I was my true, gentle, and free self and felt
loved and protected.
I had a quick flashback to my early twenties, recalling the
weight I always carried and my belief that my family
considered me a failure. The pain of being judged for my
mistakes had haunted me for the best part of my adult life.
The road to accepting my life had been a hard one.
As I looked up from the little girl towards my parents, I
jolted awake and sat up on the bunk bed, disoriented. The
ship was rocking and humming along as I thought back on
my strange dream. For a start, my parents, Cecil, and Kuki
died years ago.
My dreaming of them in this way was significant,
empowering, and comforting. Peacefully dreaming of Mum
and Papa reflected the ideal family environment that I had
always wished for while growing up.
I realised this dream helped me get in touch with my inner
child and the anguish I have carried throughout my life. This
dream gave me the determination and freedom to pursue my
desire, which had always frightened me—the desire to tell
my story.
We arrived back in Australia in late January 2020, and
soon after, COVID-19 hit. We were lucky to have completed
our traveling before the virus spread. As fate would have it,
in July of 2020, my workplace made me redundant because
of the economic impact of COVID. The redundancy gave me
the space to write the book. My story starts with the events
that happened one stormy night.

xvi

Chapter 1

Stormy Night
“There’s a growing cohort of kids on today’s
university campuses who did everything
‘right’ at school, aced their exams, got into
fancy university and find the academic work
a breeze, but are completely baffled by life.
They have no clue how to deal with a
housemate who’s a slob, or a romantic
interest who just isn’t that into them.”
— Susan David
I was a naïve 18-year-old and four months into my freshman
year at the University of Botswana when I met Jake and fell
in love. It was October 1975.
Campus life was busy and exciting, and the weekend
always brought excellent entertainment, parties, a disco, or
an outside band invited to perform on campus. The dance
parties took place in the campus dining hall, which was in an
area that students called the entertainment precinct. It
included a tuck shop and a small office, all facing inwards to
a wide, grey cobblestone courtyard. The dining hall was
enormous, with rectangular tables that sat several hundred
students at a time. It had a commercial size kitchen with a
food service area.
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When there was entertainment in the hall, students
stacked the tables against the wall, creating a large empty
dance floor. The well-stocked tuck shop, which was opposite
the dining hall, sold alcoholic and non-alcoholic drinks.
Many students lingered around the tuck shop after dinner.
They gathered in different social groups, sitting on the metal
tables and benches spread around the courtyard, drinking
alcohol and waiting for whatever entertainment was on for
the night. Loud music would blare from the tuck shop’s large
stereo system as students sat around, waiting in
anticipation.
One Friday night, there was a disco on campus. Thapelo,
the most popular DJ in town, was bringing in his latest music
set to perform. These nights drew many people from all over
Gaborone town.
Gaborone, the capital town of Botswana, was diverse,
progressive, and buzzing. It was the place where the
principal Government offices were located. Many public
servants and expatriates worked there in various sectors,
including foreign embassies, the local hospital and health
facilities, retail sectors, and schools. Most offices, the retail
sector, the local cinema, and hotels were in the main town
centre.
A couple of kilometres from the town centre was the
African Mall, which also had retail outlets, including
markets that sold local goods and produce. Both the town
centre and the African mall were within walking distance
from campus. Public transport was not always available in
those days. Many people walked everywhere. Sometimes we
hitched rides with motorists if they were travelling in the
same direction we were going. There were few taxis around
town.
Gaborone provided a rich cultural and social experience
for the university community, as students got to interact
with a diverse variety of people. Sometimes on weekends,
students travelled into town for movies or parties.
Entertainment on campus was popular with everybody, as
the campus provided regular, high-quality entertainment.
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Thapelo had the latest 70s American pop and played hits
from the Commodores, Spinners, Teddy Pendergrass, Isaac
Hayes, Ashford and Simpson, and Barry White. This was the
“in” music of the 70s, and it sustained the “cool” campus
entertainment scene. Everybody loved the music!
The excitement in the air was electric this Friday evening.
We had not had a disco on campus for weeks. The
government had paid us our semester stipend, so we were all
cashed up and ready for a boozy night. You could feel the
buzz of anticipation in the dining hall at dinner time, with
various students talking about the upcoming entertainment.
My buddies Gemma, Leila, Brie, Joyce, and I rushed to our
rooms after dinner to get ready for the disco. The girls and I
had met on campus and hit it off. We chatted in excitement,
shouting across to each other as we dressed. We had bought
new clothes with the stipend and were helping each other
with makeup.
Leila knew how to wear and apply makeup, and she
helped me, as this evening was my first time wearing
makeup. Mum did not allow it.
She walked over to my room after I finished my shower.
“Have a seat over here,” she gestured to a spot on the bed. I
sat, and she started working her magic.
“The blue eye shadow is great with your colour and your
top,” she said, as she applied the makeup with brushing
sweeps.
“I don’t want to appear ghostlike!” I said. It was all new
to me.
She laughed. “Oh, don’t be silly. You look great with
makeup.”
My mother’s disapproving voice popped into my head,
“What have you done to your face? Wipe that muck off!” I
shivered.
When Leila finished, she refused to let me have a peek.
“Be patient,” she said. She undid my braids, then combed
and shaped my hair into the latest afro style. “All done,” she
said a few minutes later, as she stepped back to admire her
work and gave a self-satisfied thumbs up. “Check yourself in
3

Cultivating Peace and Hope
the mirror.” I stood up and walked to the floor-length
mirror inside the door of my closet.
Oh my God, is that me? I thought. She had done a fantastic
job. “Oh, I like this,” I said, admiring myself from different
angles. Apart from the blue eye shadow, which I was unsure
of, I looked splendid. She grabbed my hand, and we walked
across the courtyard to Gemma’s room.
“Oh my. You look nice,” Gemma said, looking me up and
down. “Hey, Lei, can you do my hair as well?” she asked,
turning to Leila. Leila got to work.
It took her a while to finish doing our makeup and hair.
She was a genius with this. We finished dressing before
meeting again in the courtyard.
I wore my favourite tight black bell-bottomed slacks and
a white tank top. Brie adorned an elegant pair of fawn,
straight cut slacks, with a long flowing black top. Gemma
had on a beautiful tight cream dress that showed off her
stunning full figure to perfection, and Leila wore Levi jeans
with a lovely red blouse. Joyce looked smashing in a stylish
red and white floral skirt with a matching top; she completed
the look with a beautiful beret. We were ready to go, all
wearing ridiculously high-heeled shoes and full make-up.
We headed to the tuck shop for a drink before the disco
started.
The scene at the tuck shop was organised chaos. The
latest South African soul music was blaring from large black
speakers perched on the tuck shop counter. The night was
on.
“Hey girls, come on over for a dance,” one bloke shouted.
We ignored him and selected a pleasant, quiet spot to sit and
watch the activities. He got the message and moved on to
find someone else to harass.
Many guys were already tipsy, slurring words, gyrating
and swaying their hips to the music in the latest dance craze.
Some of them were troublemakers, and we steered clear of
them. Gemma and I went to purchase drinks; our drink of
choice was cheap Carafino wine. It came in large carafes to
4
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share, and it packed quite a punch. We sat and chatted for
about an hour until the disco got underway.
Around eight o’clock, the tuck shop music stopped as
Thapelo set up his music system to start the disco. We all
rushed into the hall, drinks in hand, on to the dance floor.
The hall was filling up quickly. The room soon became hot
and stuffy. I strolled outside for some fresh air and sat on the
courtyard wall.
I noticed Jake standing alone, a short distance from me,
holding a can of Castle beer. He glanced in my direction, and
our eyes met. He smiled and gave me a small wave. I smiled
back, self-conscious and uncomfortable. Then he walked
over. Nervous excitement rose inside me.
Oh my God, he’s coming over! What will I say to him? Make
nothing of it! I muttered to myself. He came and sat next to
me. My attraction to him was instant.
He was about five years older than me, tall and thin, with
piercing, mischievous eyes and a well-trimmed goatee. We
previously attended the same high school, and he was a
popular softball player. I had seen him around campus with
his group of friends. They were a trendy, sophisticated group
and were into jazz music. They often threw jazz parties and
only invited sophisticated people. We had never spoken. He
intrigued and scared me. He was way out of my league, I
thought.
“Hi, Anna, right? I'm Jake,” he said with a boyish and
mischievous smile. Very sexy.
“Hi,” I said, not quite looking him in the eye.
“Nice night, isn’t it?”
“Yeah, it’s great. Beautiful music.”
“You were at St Joseph’s, weren’t you? I think you were in
Form Three when I completed. How are you finding campus
life?”
“So far, so good. I’m enjoying it, and I have fantastic
friends!”
He realised I was nervous. He was teasing me with his
eyes. God, he was so attractive. We chatted for a little while
longer.
5
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“Would you like to dance?” he asked.
“Sure.”
We left our drinks on the courtyard wall, and he held my
hand as we walked into the hall. It was impossible to hold a
conversation as the music was loud. He kept smiling at me as
we danced. Then he pulled me closer against his body as we
swayed to a funky, slow number. I could feel the chemistry
between us. He held me tighter, and I did not want him to let
go. When the music stopped, we strolled back outside and sat
talking for ages. I was now much more relaxed and enjoyed
getting to know him.
“Would you like to come to a party with me next
Saturday?” he asked.
“Oh, where about?”
“It’s in town, at Nunu’s. Have you met her?”
“No. I haven’t.”
“She’s from Serowe, like me. She throws brilliant parties.
You’ll have fun.”
“Sounds great. I’d love to,” I smiled at him.
“Great. I’ll pick you up from your room Saturday around
eight,” he said.
I gave him my room details. He walked back to join his
mates, and I moved back into the hall to find my friends. I
was excited and spent the rest of the night stealing glances
his way. Gemma and Brie teased me, saying I was falling in
love. Brie cautioned me to take it easy, as Jake and his friends
were much older, and people said they were players.
I thought she was exaggerating. I was not yet adept at
reading character and took everything at face value. I was
impatient during the week. It passed slowly. Saturday
couldn’t come around soon enough.
Jake picked me up at eight the following Saturday
evening. Gemma and Leila had helped me select a flattering
outfit that made me look my best. The look of admiration in
Jake’s eyes thrilled me.
“Nunu’s place is near African Mall. We’ll be there in about
20 minutes,” he said.
6
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“No problem.” I was nervous and excited as we walked
from the campus to Nunu’s.
He had his arm around my waist. I enjoyed listening to his
deep, sexy voice as he shared funny episodes of life on
campus. When we arrived, guys and girls were sitting on the
front lawn, drinking and chatting. The pungent smell of pot
lingered in the air. More people were inside the small, two
bedroomed house, dancing to South African Kwela music.
The atmosphere seemed very jovial.
A beautiful dark-skinned girl with large bright eyes was
standing by the open door as Jake opened the gate. She
rushed over with a wide smile on her face and offered me her
hand.
“Hello. I’m Nunu,” she said.
“Hi, I’m Anna.” I smiled back. She turned towards Jake
and gave him a friendly hug. I liked her. She had an open,
friendly manner.
“Welcome, Anna. Would you like some wine?” she said.
“Sure. That would be nice.”
She grabbed my hand as Jake and I followed her inside to
the drinks corner. We walked back outside with our drinks
and found a spot on the lawn. “Jake, Anna seems nice. How
did you meet her?” Nunu asked. I could tell they were
buddies.
“None of your business,” Jake was laughing as he poked
his finger into her chest. “She’s from Francistown and is
new on campus. That is all I’m telling you. She’s more
sophisticated than you, village lot,” he said. Laughter all
around.
The crowd at Nunu’s was interesting and broad-minded.
Many were refugees from South Africa. Their company was
stimulating and eye-opening. The party was splendid. Some
guy offered Jake and me a joint. “Would you like to try
some?” Jake asked.
“No, thanks. Not for me,” I replied.
Jake and I left Nunu’s in the early hours of the morning.
We joked around and laughed on our way back to campus.
The mood between us was fantastic. We clicked. He walked
7
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me back to my room. We kissed and lingered for ages before
he pulled away.
“I’ll see you tomorrow evening?” he asked.
“Sure. We can catch up after dinner.”
Jake and I went on a few more dates. We enjoyed each
other’s company and spent a lot of time together. Though I
realised I was falling for him, I held back from entering a full
relationship.
I was still sorting out my feelings for my previous
boyfriend, Cas. The relationship was not working. We had
parted acrimoniously after a big fight and had not spoken
since. I was considering ending it.
The Christmas break arrived, and I left for Francistown.
Jake telephoned me at home a few times. It was sometimes
tricky to answer the phone when Mum was home; she
eavesdropped. I missed Jake a lot and kept myself busy
catching up with old friends. I also met with Cas to talk about
our relationship. Our lives were heading in different
directions. I broke up with him, giving me the closure I
needed to take my relationship with Jake to the next level.
I had changed a lot from my short time at university. I
dressed differently and started wearing makeup in front of
Mum. Though she did not like it, she did not stop me. She
complained my clothes were too tight. She preferred me to
wear long dresses instead of slacks, which I refused to do.
I spent my holidays catching up with friends. Vee, an old
high school friend, and I met as I ran some errands in town
one morning.
“Hi, Anna. Wow, you seem different,” she said. “All
grown up and sophisticated. Even wearing make-up! I think
university life agrees with you.”
I laughed, “University life is great. Loads of fun, great
guys, but wild. Guess what; I’ve met someone.”
“Ah, so that explains the glow. Is he from Ghetto?” We
called Francistown Ghetto.
“No, he is from Serowe. In fact, he studied at St Joseph’s.
You remember Jake, the softball player?”
8
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“Oh him,” she said, arching her eyebrows in surprise. “Of
course, I remember him. Who wouldn’t? He was so above our
league. How did you two get together?”
“He approached me at a dance party. We got talking, and
he asked me out. I like him, Vee. I think I’m in love with
him,” I said, animated.
“Sounds like you are onto a great thing. Just be careful he
doesn’t hurt you. I hear he is a bit of a player.”
“This is different. I think he loves me.”
“Sounds fantastic. I’m so happy for you.”
“Thanks, Vee. How about you? What have you been up
to?”
She laughed. “Like you, I’ve met someone I like. He’s
from Maun, and I think he’s serious about our relationship.
He’s in town this week; would you like to meet him?”
“How exciting. I’d love to meet him.” We parted ways
after arranging to meet a couple of days later, and I
continued with my shopping before heading home to make
lunch for my parents.
Jake stopped by my room the day after we arrived back for
the second semester in January 1976. His beaming, cheeky
smile was on full display. We hugged and kissed. “God, I
missed you,” he said. “How was your holiday?”
“It was alright. Boring without you,” I said. We walked
together towards the lecture rooms.
“I’ll come by after class?”
“That would be great.”
He came by later that night, and we walked together to his
room. His roommate was away. We sat on his bed, fingers
intertwined, kissing, hugging, and nuzzling. We undressed
each other and lay on the bed. We took our time, savouring
each moment. He was a lot more experienced than me. The
gentleness and intensity of his lovemaking took me by
surprise. The sound of his deep voice, calling my name over
and over, was electric. I had fallen hard, hook, line, and
sinker!
“I love you, Anna.”
“I love you too, Jake.”
9
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We lay on the bed staring into each other’s eyes. I spent
the night in his room. As I was nodding off, I sensed Jake had
touched a deep chord inside me. My emotions were raw and
intense.
We continued seeing each other during the semester,
though not as often as I wished. We sometimes went to the
movies or hung out either in his room or mine, which
required some planning as we had to work around our
roommates.
As our relationship progressed, I sometimes felt he kept
me at arm’s length and compartmentalised me from his
circle of friends. Though I got along well with his friends,
and they acted in a brotherly way towards me, Jake did not
include me in the group.
Sometimes, he did not invite me to their parties, and I
would hear rumours of wild boozy nights with girls, but I
ignored them. He told me the girls were just classmates. I
avoided reading anything into the rumours.
We continued seeing each other. The summer break came
around, and I got ready to go home to Francistown. Jake and
I said our goodbyes on a wet Wednesday morning, as I caught
the bus, and he left for his home village. We kept in touch by
letter and the occasional telephone call. I loved his calls and
was ecstatic for days after talking to him. He came to
Francistown on one occasion to visit. I was lonely without
him.
After the summer holidays, I noticed Jake was aloof and
pensive. It’s nothing to worry about, I convinced myself. I
suspected he was cheating on me, but I ignored that
suspicion. He drank a lot and visited my room, sloshed at
night. It was embarrassing, but I hesitated to challenge him,
not sure how to broach the subject. I tried to bring the matter
up one morning.
“You were quite drunk last night,” I said.
“Yeah, it was Thabo’s birthday. The boys and I had fun.”
He laughed it off and changed the subject, not wanting to
discuss the topic further.
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It was difficult to relate to him when he was like that. He
seemed detached. I forced myself not to read much into the
situation, choosing to believe that since it was his last year
of studies, the pressure was getting to him.
Perhaps I dreaded what I might uncover if I looked close
enough. I was in love with him and did not want to risk losing
him. Despite his aloofness and sometimes ignoring me for
days, my feelings for him kept intensifying. I imagined us
getting married one day.
My feelings blinded me to the fact that, apart from our
fiery passion, we had few shared interests. We lived in a
parallel world where he had his friends, and I had mine.
In February 1977, I missed my period. I prayed for it to
come. Nothing! Blind terror overcame me. My parents would
kill me if I fell pregnant! I was also unsure of Jake’s reaction.
He had been acting strange and subdued for some time. I
broke the news to him on a Friday evening in my room. I
hesitated, not sure how to start.
“What's the problem, Anna. Are you ok? Did something
happen?” he asked.
“I'm late.”
“What do you mean?” he looked puzzled.
“I missed my period?”
“What?” he stared at me. “How late are you?”
“I’m not sure. I think around two months. I haven’t had a
period since December.”
“Shit!” He stood up. He paced up and down the room, his
face showing raw panic. He then squatted in front of me, his
thin hands on my thighs. “Are you sure?”
“I haven’t had a test yet, but I feel sick in the mornings,”
I said.
He stared at me. “This is a real problem. We have to do
something before it’s too late.” His cold words sounded like
bombs in my ears. A different, callous side of him was
emerging. He was not taking any responsibility for the
pregnancy.
My friend’s warnings, which I had ignored, came back to
me. “What do you mean?” I had imagined he would come up
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with some magic solution like, “Don’t worry, honey. We’ll
get married. I’ll handle your parents.”
His response was the exact opposite. “Get rid of it. My
parents will kill me if they hear about this.” He was glaring
at me, intimidating, and in full control.
“I’m not sure I want to do that, Jake. Maybe it’s not safe
to abort the baby. Perhaps I should tell my sister.”
Emphatically he said, “No, no, hang on. You can’t tell
anyone. We have to think this over. Think of your studies.
This will mess everything up.” He sensed my hesitation and
softened his tone a bit. “I realise this is stressful. Let’s talk
again tomorrow. We need to think. Ok?” I nodded. He left
soon after.
I sat still, hugging my tummy, shaking, and nauseated.
He had made it sound like it was all my fault. I needed him to
stay and comfort me. Instead, I cried myself to sleep. I sensed
a veiled threat from him, implying I needed to do what he
wanted, or I’d risk losing him. I wanted to keep the baby. His
reaction terrified me. I loved him very much and could not
think straight. I wasn’t sure which would be worse, my
parents’ anger or losing him.
He was cold and aloof when we met in the dining hall in
the morning. He came to my room after class, tense. “Have
you thought about what I said?”
“Yes. I’m afraid of getting rid of the baby, and it’s
wrong,”
“We have no choice. This is a mistake. You cannot go
ahead with the pregnancy. Just get rid of it. Other girls do it
all the time, and it’s still early days.” He insisted until I
agreed to consider it. I just wanted him to leave, which he
did. In exhaustion, I curled up and fell asleep.
His visits became infrequent after that. It hurt. After a few
weeks, I confided in a friend, Marie. She said to me, “The
pregnancy is a real problem. Get rid of it. Leslie did it a few
months ago.”
“This is scary, Marie. I’m confused,”
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