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Mum’s Confession!
Story
by Jonathan Mbuna
‘Muderanji, take a seat!’  Tom Makwenda the Managing Director said. Muderanji timidly pulled the chair, bowed her head and sat down. She was tensed. She was trying to guess why Tom, the MD as he was popularly known had called her. 

‘Get this!’ Tom said with authority.

It was a letter. Mudelaranji quickly got the letter, stood up,  turned and was about to leave when Tom calmed her down.

‘You can  read it right here !’ 

‘Oh!’  she wondered.

‘Yes!’ Tom said.

‘Thank you sir,’ Muderanji said.

As she sat down, Tom stole glances at the ‘beauty’ called  Muderanji, She was a  girl who was in a class of her own. She was  black in complexion, slender, with a round face and dimples. Muderanji’s beauty was not generated by an overdose of make-up. Her beauty was natural 

‘Sir, thank you for recognizing me,’ she said.

‘You deserve it. Where will begin our celebrations?’  Tom asked in jest.

‘At the church of course!’  she said, bowed her head and left the office.

Muderanji had been promoted from working as the Sales Supervisor to Assistant Marketing Manager, effective that month. The company had given her a company vehicle though she did not possess a driving license. The MD had even indicated that Muderanji was to enrol  with a driving school at the company’s expense. Muderanji could not believe it. 

The coming Sunday, she was set to testify at her church what the Lord had done in her life. To her the promotion was a God given answer. Within a space of six months she had moved from management trainee to become an Assistant Manager.

Five months later, the organization she was working for organized a one week Strategic Planning review at the lake. The process was facilitated by an external consultant. During one session, the facilitator asked the management team members to break in pairs.  The task assigned to the pairs was to review what the organization had achieved against what the organization had planned. The pairs were given the whole afternoon to complete the task. Muderanji was paired with the MD.

When the pair  went outside to discuss the assignment, the MD seized the opportunity. 

‘ Muderanji,’ the MD cleared his throat as he sipped  chateau 

‘Yes sir!’  Muderanji replied.

‘ Now, don’t sir me please!’ the MD said  drawing closer to her, ‘ Muderanji you look elegant today,’
‘Thanks sir,’ Muderanji said  and the MD looked sternly at her. Immediately she titled her head down trying to apologize for again calling Tom sir.

‘Anyway your sins are forgiven!’  the MD said and then whispered something to her, ‘ Muderanji what kind of  underwear are you putting on?’ 

‘I beg your pardon!’ she said .

‘Well, Muderanji, can’t we talk in my room?’ the MD suggested.

‘Why can’t we talk right here?’ she reasoned.

‘Is it okay with you if we talk private things here?’ the MD asked.

‘ Like what!’ she asked

‘Well, Muderanji, don’t feel offended with me but every time I look at you, I have a feeling that you were meant for good things!’ the MD said without elaborating.

‘What do you mean?’  she quizzed.

‘You know what I mean! I love you,’ he said while batting his eyelids to her.  

‘Sir, you are married and you can’t say that to me,’ she tried defending herself. 

‘Come on Muderanji, I know you love me,’ he said.

‘Well, what makes you say that?’ she asked laughing. 

The MD thought that her laughter meant that she was in agreement with him. He bent to kiss her. It was a miscalculated move. 

‘Aaa! What it is now?’  she pushed the MD hard.

‘Easy! Don’t be rough,’ the MD said again batting his eyelids.

‘ Sir, I am sorry. I have a fiancé and there is no way I am going to betray him’  she said. The MD apologized by saying he was merely joking and they parted company.

That evening sleep eluded Muderanji. She had vowed to remain faithful to one man and the MD could not dissuade her. Besides, the MD was very old and advanced in years. Was the MD making passes at her because of the promotion? Muderanji wondered.

That night Muderanji recalled vividly  the events of ten years ago which made her and her siblings be orphans.

Muderanji was the first born in the family of two girls and two boys. Their father was a mere primary school head teacher and the family was residing within the primary school compound. Their mother, Mrs. Ethel Masonyenga was then working as a  stenographer in one organization.  Ethel quickly rose from being a stenographer and became a secretary.  Rumours went around that Ethel was flirting with her bosses at her work place to earn promotion. Within months of being a secretary,  Ethel was  again promoted to be Administration Officer.  Muderanji was then in form 1. Of course even the children knew that sometimes their mother would bring strange visitors in the house especially when their father was out. 


One day, their father again said he was going away for a week long course.  That evening as usual, Mr. Madengu who was a boss to Muderanji’s mother came to pick her up. Just as Ethel and Mr. Madengu stepped out of the house, Mr. Madengu pulled her and kissed her. Immediately a heavy light shone up. It was Mr. Masoanyenga. He had caught them red-handed. Mr. Masoanyenga had lied to Ethel that he was going away. He had information that Ethel was seeing  Mr. Madengu that day. He had deliberately set a trap for them. In shame Mr. Madengu went inside his car to drive away. The car couldn’t move  Masoanyenga had deflated all the tyres. Mr.  Masoanyenga went inside his house and slept on the sitting room. Ethel did not know what to do. Mr. Madengu too was at a loss. He called for a taxi and left the company vehicle at Masoanyenga’s place. Ethel went and slept in one of the classrooms at school. She could not figure out what her husband was up to.

The following day Mr.  Masoanyenga was confused. He called some of his relatives to inform them what had happened.  In the afternoon  he decided to go to Ethel’s work place and inform the most senior person what had happened. As he was crossing the road, with a heavy heart, a vehicle knocked him down. He died on the spot.

When Ethel heard she was shocked but relieved. At least there was no evidence that her husband had caught them. That evening, Mr. Madengu came and towed the vehicle away. However when Ethel went with his husband’s body to the village for burial, her husband’s relatives who had already heard of the story chased her away. 

Back in the city the family moved houses. The children knew of what happened that day. Three  years later, Ethel, developed shingles.  Later on she developed  tuberculosis. Her healthy deteriorated.  When Muderanji was sitting for her final MSCE paper (form four) she heard that her mother was in critical condition. She straight away went to the hospital and her mother made a confession. The confession her mother made in her terminal state completely transformed  Muderanji’s life.

‘Daughter, I am dying. I killed your father because of my loose and immoral behaviour. Look I now have AIDS. Your father was a very good man but I was very wicked. I thought money and position could satisfy me but it did not.  You will soon be orphans because of me. Please if you will marry, don’t ever be unfaithful to your husband,’ 

A week later, Ethel died. People said she died a painful death! She was all bones and her body had sores all over! 

That night her mum’s confession came live to Muderanji who had a stable lover Mavuto Makasu. Mavuto was studying for his masters degree in law in UK. The two had met at Chilunga college where Mavuto was reading law and Muderanji was doing  Social Sciences. They had agreed to marry after Mavuto finished his masters degree. Muderanji did not want to cheat on Mavuto. Her mother’s last words nagged her conscience. 

That evening her initial thought was to email Mavuto and tell; him what had happened. At second thought she decided against it. Mavuto was busy doing his research and had told Muderanji not to disturb him.

Back to work, the relationship between Muderanji and Tom soured. Just two months after the incident at the lake, Muderanji was involved in a car accident. The accident happened on a Saturday. That day she was going to attend a friends engagement. Ahead of her was a minibus. The minibus driver made an abrupt stop. Muderanji rammed into the minibus. 

Since the vehicle belonged to the company, Muderanji was told to submit a report explaining how  the accident had happened. She explained  her side but it was evident her  bosses were not convinced. The MD in particular  had no kind words for that accident. He labelled her driving sloppy, sluggish, silly and stupid.  Two weeks later, Muderanji was fired. She was not even given an option to bear the cost of the damages which came up to K180,000.00. 

Muderanji decided to call Mavuto and inform him to assist her. She knew that Tom had taken a hard stance on her because she had rebuffed him. It was the case of getting even.  

When she called Mavuto in UK she was told that Mavuto had finished his dissertation some time back and had in fact come back to Malawi. She called Mavuto’s distant sister and she got a shock of her life! That day was a Monday

‘Mavuto was in the country and they have flown back to Botswana yesterday,’
‘What do you mean by they?’  Muderanji asked confused.

‘ So you don’t know! Mavuto got engaged to a Suthu lady he met in UK last Saturday!’ 
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