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CHAPTER 1 

Friday evening 4:45pm. 

Exhausted from a long tiring day, Isio daughters emerged from their home. 

Seated on the steps of their home in Jarvis estate, Maro gazed at nothing in 

particular. It wasn't new to Karo her younger sister who was next to her. Her 

favorite thing to do was staring intently with a blank facial expression. 

It was scary at times because she could stare at a spot for 

two hours and more. She couldn't be questioned due to her 

whacked brain. Other times, it was a good thing because she 

would be too lost to understand what was happening 

around her.  

Karo smiled bitterly, tucking her sister’s wig braids behind her ear, revealing 

her exquisite light complexioned face. Who would blame Kesiena Jite for 

being crazy over her?  

She lifted her interwoven fingers, planting a kiss on her knuckles then on her 

sister's cheek. "I love you so much" She mumbled, gazing at her. "Every day I 

miss you.....your smile.....the real one not  smile." She leaned in. "It's not half 

breathtaking as your genuine smile" 

She chortled. "I shouldn't add to your confusion" She scolded 

herself.  

"I truly miss you. However, I miss your true self more" She face palmed 

herself with her free hand. "I should shut up right? I will when you 

speak.....which is like waiting for rain in the drought. But hey...I believe in 

miracles" She said with a wink. 

Karo spoke about random stuff until a black Prado jeep drove in, halting in 

front of the house. 

"Why is she outside?" A woman in her late forties asked, her luscious face 

crumpled, alighting the jeep, with a bag. 

"Welcome mom" She greeted her scowling mother." She has been inside all 

day" 

Her mother frowned hard. "And the best idea you thought of is bringing her 

out in the open world?" 

Maro's father Mr. Isio beat her to answering. "Hiding her will seem like we 

have something to hide as Karo had always -" 

"Of course, it's Karo's idea. I am stupid enough not to notice that because I 

am not Maro's mother" Her mother sarcastically commented.  

"Darling-" 
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Karo shook her head, signaling him not to chide her. She gently removed 

herself from Maro's grip and stood up for her mother to sit down next to her.  

"I bought nice wigs for you, you would love them" Her mother chirped. 

Maro was startled. Her eyes wandered around her face and sadly, she 

couldn't recognize her. She flinched, shifting away from her, fear evident in 

her eyes. 

"Mom, you came off too strong-" She abruptly shut her rambling mouth at 

the murderous glare of her mother. She stood up. 

"Don't ba- never mind" Karo's father closed his eyes briefly as his wife 

banged the door harder than necessary. 

Karo chuckled softly. 

Her father spoke sitting down on the steps, creating a little distance between 

them."It was hard to get her out of the house for a day and you had to ruin 

her mood" 

"It's okay Sweetie. She's merely mad you flinched at her voice" Karo 

whispered to her sister, ignoring their father making hand gestures as she 

spoke. "She will get over it" 

He raised a brow at her. "You are enjoying this, aren't you?" 

She turned sharply to him. "Dad, Maro is easily spooked by the slightest bit" 

"And she doesn't know this?" Her father questioned with a frown. 

Karo hesitated to touch Maro. "Hey....it's Karo, your beautiful sister. But you 

are beyond beautiful" She drawled. 

Her father rolled his eyes. "You-" 

A loud crash came from the house, disrupting him. He sprinted into the 

house.  

"I need an answer, mom!" Mrs. Isio screamed into the phone in her hand. 

"Tell me anything...." She cried out, crumbling to the ground amidst broken 

vase shreds.  

"Darling, don't do this" He reached out to her but she slapped his hands 

away. 

"Mom....mom...please" She gripped her phone tightly, her veins popping out 

and tears flowing down her cheek. "...I don't know what else to do. I have 

done everything." 

His chest tightened, tying painful knots, cutting the flow of air. He didn't 

know which was heart wrenching. His wife's anguish or Maro's tantrums.  



Maro Isio  Gere Ochuko 

~ 6 ~ 
 

"She's not getting any better" He heard her whimper. He forcefully took the 

phone from her. "We will call you later” He hung up, before she could reach 

for the phone. 

"Are you crazy?!" She spat out in a thunderous voice. "My mother could have 

a solution for us. Why would you hang up on her?" 

He gently led her away from the shattered pieces despite her struggling, 

before speaking. "She didn't have a solution seven years ago, she doesn't 

have any now." He uttered in a stern voice, gathering the vase pieces.  

She wiped her tears. "Your parents refused to help doesn't mean mine won't 

help. By the way, what has your family done to help us? Simple phone call 

they can't afford. Will you ask them for money? So much for family!" She 

sneered, twitching her lips, leaning back on the white sofa in the living room. 

He turned to her. "Maro gifted us the vase you broke. When she eventually 

notices, I hope you can look her in the eye and tell her you allowed your 

imagined fear get to you" 

She gasped.  

He went inside and returned shortly to clean up the mess she created, only to 

find her trying to glue the pieces back together. 

He shook his head. "I'll replace it" 

"You can't replace my daughter's void" 

"We have two daughters" Her husband corrected. 

"And God allowed alzheimer’s snatch her away. Why? What did I do? What 

did she do that he can't forgive her? Isn't he supposed to be a loving father? 

Where is he when we need him? It doesn't bother you one bit, does it? I see 

the smile on your face every morning and evening-" 

He stared at her in bewilderment. "Someone has to smile around here with 

all the stress and uncertainty and I am sorry if I choose not to wear my 

problem on my face." 

"How do you sleep at night?" She asked incredulously.  

Mr. Isio ignored her and cleaned up the mess, despite her protest. "You can 

spend this fury productively rather than brooding over broken glass" 

His wife watched him leave. She turned her eyes to pictures between the 

living room and dining room, a picture of Maro smiling caught her attention.  

She couldn't understand how an ailment could snatch away her beloved 

daughter, replacing her with a stranger. A stranger who cringes at her touch. 

It wasn't just her touch, everything and everyone scared her. Each day, 

coaxing her took longer than the previous and her desperation grew. She 
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was ready to do anything to get her daughter back and rid herself and family 

of the cancerous alzheimer’s disease. 

But what could she do? She gazed lovingly at her eldest daughter's picture. It 

had been too long since Maro's last recollection of her memories and there 

was no telling when she would remember again. 

********* 

"Are you tired?" Karo asked, glancing at her sister. "We can return if you are. 

It's just an exercise not an errand" 

She was mute.  

It was her cue to continue walking. Karo wasn't oblivious of the stares and 

murmurs flying around, she simply chose to ignore them. She wasn't scared 

of them, her foresight focused on caring for her elder sister.  

A white Venza car halted in front of Isio's daughters. Karo beamed brightly at 

the dashing young man, approaching them. 

"Gosh, you're stunning" He muttered under his breath, his eyes fixed on 

Maro. 

Kesiena Jite held a boutique of red roses in his right hand. "Hi" He said in a 

soft voice.  

Maro shifted behind her sister. "Who are you?" 

"My name is Kesiena Jite" He answered with a charming smile. 

"The sun can't outshine that” Karo scoffed. 

He ignored her. "I brought you flowers" 

Maro hesitated. 

"It's okay, you can accept it" Karo assured her.  

Kesiena held out the flowers for a long time which seemed like forever was 

exhausted before she shyly reached for it.  

She was dazzled by the enthralling sight of the flowers, everything else faded 

into oblivion. 

"Karo, how are you?" He turned his attention to his girlfriend's sister.  

"Alive and kicking" 

"Eyes don't lie" He mocked. 

She rolled her eyes, walking to his car. "What's the outcome of the meeting? 

It's not good right? That's why you brought flowers. You can't go against 

family" She swallowed hard. "Is this goodbye?" 
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"No" He answered firmly. "It's never goodbye, Karo. I can't just walk away 

from you" 

"Why?" 

"I love you" 

"You love her more" She snorted. 

He chuckled. "Yes, I do" He admitted. 

"Kess...." 

"Tell me about your day" He diverted the conversation. He could see the dark 

circles around her eyes from sleepless nights and working endlessly through 

the day.  

She smiled sweetly at him. "I'm fine, Kesiena Jite" 

"And pigs fly" 

Karo laughed hard.  

He gazed intently at her. He was dazed by her and yet he couldn't give her 

this moment to last a lifetime. Not with alzheimer’s consuming his girlfriend. 

"It's rude to stare at a beautiful lady” She teased. 

He nodded. "You are right. You're beautiful." 

"Jeez! Keep your charming wits for her not me." She turned to her sister who 

was still mesmerized by the roses. "Let's go home" 

"Home?" 

"Yes, home" Karo answered. 

"Who is home?" Maro asked curiously. 

"Let me" He mumbled to Karo then stretched out his arm for Maro. She 

darted her eyes between his arm and his face, almost as if she was searching 

for doubt and ill intention.  

Maybe if mom is patient enough, she won't cringe at her voice or touch. Karo 

thought to herself. She can't chirpily walk her way into conversations with 

her beloved daughter. Alzheimer’s doesn’t work that way.  

He waited patiently for her to make a move. Maro shyly reached for his arm, 

avoiding his eyes. 

Karo gave them a little walking distance, and she saw him grin broadly, and 

said making hand gestures. "Home is a feeling of loyalty and safety. It's our 

haven with loved ones. A house is a home if it's filled with love, loyalty and 

safety...." 
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They got to their home in no time. He bade her farewell. 

"Karo-" 

Maro cut him off. "Helen" She corrected. 

Helen was her mother's name and her brain couldn’t figure it out. 

He smiled. "Noted Lo-" He halted. 

"Bye Kess" She told him with a knowing look. 

He nodded and ran back to his car. 

"You hungry?" Karo asked, opening the door for her sister, who gave her a 

delightful smile. 

She resisted the urge to roll her eyes.  
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CHAPTER 2 

"Why was he here?" Her mother asked from the window. She stood with her 

fingers on the windowpane, her eyes cold, unwavering. 

"To visit us" Karo answered her mother.  

"Visit?" She questioned in disbelief. "Are you oblivious of the fact that his 

family doesn't want him anywhere near my daughter?" She frowned hard. 

Karo led Maro to sit down, not bothered about their mother's words.  

"Mom, if they truly don’t want Maro with Kess, let them do it. Why whine 

about it to you and dad?" 

"Karo!" She thundered. 

Karo looked her in the eye. "They are not half the man their son is and he got 

heart because he's human. If they can't handle it, they should look away. For 

how long will this continue? You are more bothered about what people say 

than making your child happy" 

She approached her dangerously. "What did you say?" She barked. "I am her 

mother. No one....absolutely no one feels more pain than I do. Their scorn-" 

"You have a choice, mom. Let it get to you or learn to live above it" Karo told 

her and sauntered inside, leaving behind a fuming woman.  

Karo went to the kitchen and made dinner. She then went to her room to tidy 

up and she could hear Maro asking absurd questions, unable to stick to one 

topic. 

"Where is my daughter?" She heard her ask. 

Her father replied. "Sleeping" 

"Do you know her?" Maro asked again. "She's a girl and she's pretty" 

"Eat your food" Her mother ordered. 

"Her anniversary is tomorrow. I could prepare for it before she comes" She 

went on. "Wait. Kess, I am married right? Where is she? Why is my daughter 

alone? She can be frightening. I will going carry her" 

"I'll go to her" Her mother offered. 

"No" She cried out. "She's a little girl. You will bear her" 

Karo knew it was her cue to go calm her down. A frightened Maro and an 

angry Maro had one thing in common - tendency to be violent. Her scars and 

bruises were evidence. 
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"Sweetie." Karo called out, hastening her steps to her. "I'll take you to her. 

Don't stress yourself" 

"Let her eat first" Her father advised. 

"Do you want to fill her stomach with alcohol? I know that's what you drink 

every day. You are no different from a drunk" 

"She will eat," Karo muttered, leading her sister into the kitchen. 

"Are you doing this on purpose? Or-" 

"Stop it" Mr. Isio rebuffed his wife. "You can check on her later. Eat first" 

Karo told Maro when they entered the kitchen, pulling out a stool for her to 

sit at the center counter. "Your daughter is hiding somewhere" 

Maro gasped. "When?" 

"She's not happy with you" 

She pouted her lips.  

Karo couldn't resist the urge to pull her cheeks. She was so cute and her 

cheeks rounded like a ball.  

Her sister told her. "She wants you to eat" 

"Who? Mora?" Maro questioned innocently, clearly forgetting that Mora is 

her middle name. 

"Of course-" Karo stopped abruptly at the sight of her mother entering the 

kitchen. 

"I can take care of my daughter. Don't make me look like an incapable 

woman that can't handle her problem." 

"I didn't want you stressing yourself out-" 

"Karo" Her mother scowled, cutting her off.  

"Karo?" Maro butted in. 

"Somebody you shouldn't worry yourself about my dear" Her mother 

answered. 

Karo stormed out of the kitchen. She went toward the dining room and her 

father called her attention. 

"Fighting with your mother doesn't help anyone especially her"  

"I do everything within my power to ensure she's comfortable and calm. Her 

injuries are a sign of our carelessness. If she's calm, there's a chance she 
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might recall faster than being upset which confuses her more and becomes 

aggressive." 

"Be nice about it. You are not the only one who is concerned. A stiff 

atmosphere isn’t good for her and we are all she’s got."Her father reminded 

her. 

"We can't take care of her alone. She needs medical care. A professional-" 

"Your mother doesn't want one" 

"Good night, dad" She reached for his plates while leaving for the kitchen. 

"Good night, Karo" 

She dropped the plate in the sink, ate hurriedly, and went to her room. She 

brought out a notebook and pen from her drawer beside the bed then sat 

down on the navy blue stripped armchair, adjacent to the television on the 

wall.  

Propping her legs in the chair while she opened her notebook. She jotted 

down Maro's activities of the day.  

She knotted her brows, reading through it. "What stage of  is she?" She 

muttered. She neither wandered off during the day nor was she lost, but she 

got confused in the morning, trying to express herself. It was like she 

couldn’t find the right words. However, in the evening, she had a 

conversation with their parents. 

She tapped the pen on her cheek, mumbling. "The most common early 

symptom is difficulty in remembering recent events. However, as the disease 

advances, symptoms include problem with language, disorientation 

especially getting lost easily, mood swings, loss of motivation, not managing 

self-care, and withdrawal from family......she has exhibited all of these 

already." 

She flipped through the pages. A page caught her attention, which she read 

out loud. "Life expectancy three to ten years" She gasped.  

Maro was diagnosed with alzheimer’s when she was twenty years old, an 

unusual age for the onset of the disease. She was twenty seven now.....she 

had only three years left.  

A fat tear dropped down her left eye. "Three years" She murmured. "My 

sister will be gone" Her eyes unconsciously landed on her picture hung on 

the wall.  

She kicked the notebook onto the floor, her lips quivering.  

"Three years...." She sobbed silently, bending her knees to her chest, 

wrapping her arms around it. "Her life barely began....she hasn't fulfilled her 

dreams, she hasn't completed her bucket list....she has not even had a 
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moment of happiness....What's life without happiness? Without 

memories.....and now, she's dying. Leaving me.....us....it’s not fair...." She cried, 

rocking herself to and fro on the chair.  

"It's so quiet.... I can’t hear you, God. Are you listening? Can you feel my pain? 

You can't. You are immortal. But you are supposed to be a loving father who 

wants to take away my sister....my only sibling....you are heartless.....you are 

not human.....Maro is more human than you will ever be....." 

"I was so beautiful in my wedding gown" Karo heard Maro's voice behind the 

door, she hastily kept her notebook and wiped her tears, with her hands, 

inhaling and exhaling. 

"Mora, you are not ready" Maro asked, entering the room with her mother.  

Karo gave her mother a nod and she left to retire for the night. "Sorry. I was 

caught up" She stretched out her hand and her sister willingly took it. 

"We will be late for church. You know I love sitting in the front row. Hurry up 

and bathe" 

She forced a weak smile. "Bathing together saves water for our aquatic life" 

"You're a hero Kess" She blurted out, rolling her eyes. 

She was startled. It was the response she gave to Kess anytime he teased her 

about bathing together. She decided to test further if she truly remembered.  

"You're hot" 

"Will you gobble me up?" She grinned.  

"Maro?" 

"Who is Maro?" 

Her hope was crushed hard. "Let's bathe" She spoke in a despondent tone, 

strolling to the bathroom.  

"No monkey business. Then church?" 

"If you want, but first.....I am so tired" She whined. 

Maro scrunched up her face. "Lazy youth" 

Karo burst out laughing.  

You're definitely in there Maro. I miss you so much. Please remember me, I 

promise not to whine anymore. She promised silently. 

She pulled her into the bathroom. 

*********** 
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"Staying up all night won't change anything" Mr. Isio told his wife, who was 

staring at the wall, seated on the bed. 

"If there was anything I could do to cure her alzheimer’s I would in a 

heartbeat. I will give anything and everything" Mrs. Isio responded.  

"Yet, there is nothing that can be done" 

"So my daughter should die? Just like that? She's just a little girl. She doesn't 

deserve this..." She wailed.  

"I know" He admitted, scooting to her. He wrapped his arms around her. 

"She will be fine" 

"She won't" She countered, releasing herself from his grief. "Maro is a 

hopeless case. No drug nor surgery....nothing!" 

"Don't lose faith" 

"I don't have faith!" She retorted. "Faith can't help my only daughter and I 

can't afford it!" 

"Your only daughter?" He raised a brow at her. 

She snorted and got out of the bed. 

"We have two daughters. Two" He asserted firmly. "Maro and Karo" 

"I should kiss her feet and worship the very ground she walks on?" She 

questioned, a hand on her hips, her face twitching. " She caused this-" 

"Darling!" He roared. "You know it’s not true" 

"Tell the world that" His wife scoffed. 

"I don't care-" 

"Maro is cursed. Defective. An abomination to society. My sins meted out on 

my daughter while I folded my arms, playing the innocent card. Her death 

will be on my arms unless I do something. I hear it everywhere. In the 

church, estate, market, my shop...everywhere-" 

He interrupted her. "People will talk from the day we were born to our last 

breathe." Mr. Isio said. 

His wife narrowed her eyes at him. "Death isn’t powerful enough to snatch 

my daughter from me" She swore. "I'll save my daughter from death's claws. 

It's a mother's vow" 

She scrambled out of the room, banging the door.  

Mrs. Isio opened Karo's room door to find both sisters cuddled up on the 

bed, her youngest narrating a fond memory of her childhood to her sister. 
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She grinded her teeth, gripping the door knob tightly. Her forehead creased 

into three lines, bitterness swelling within her. 

She was about to step in, however, she was grabbed from behind. 

"What are you doing?" He whispered. "If you want to do something, then 

pray" 

He pulled her away from his daughter’s room, closing the door. "Karo did not 

cause any of this" He reiterated. "Don't do anything to shatter our fragile 

family with your own hands. I might not be so forgiving" He warned and 

climbed into their matrimonial bed, his wife fuming. 
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CHAPTER 3 

Karo watched Maro all through the night, without blinking. A blink 

could be fatal. And alzheimer’s disease has a way of changing sleep patterns. 

Either she would find it difficult to sleep or she would sleep for hours longer 

than normal. It was one of those sleepless nights for the Isio daughters.  

She cuddled her sister tightly in her arms, silently weeping. Her sister didn't 

deserve to have alzheimer’s or to die. Although cancer was a far better 

option at this point, it wasn't her decision to make.  

After a long tiring night, she got out of bed by 4am - her waking up hour.  

"Don't move" She warned Maro in a sternly, earning a blank look from her.  

She halted her movement, looking into her eyes. 'Do you truly understand or 

you’re faking it?' She questioned herself.  

She propped forward, planting a kiss on her temple. "Stay pretty" She cooed, 

followed by a wink.  

"Dad?" She called softly, knocking on the door of her parents' room.  

"Karo?" Her father responded in a groggy voice. "What's wrong with her?" 

He inquired, opening the door, careful not to wake his wife. 

"Nothing" she whispered. "Please stay with her, while I do my chores" 

He gave her an incredulous look. "It’s Saturday" 

"Thanks dad" She muttered, finding her way to the kitchen.  

Her father shook his head. One last glance at his wife and he stealthily left 

the room.  

*********** 

"It's official. I hate Saturdays" Karo whined, her eyes fixed on the food 

timetable hung on the door of the refrigerator.  

She proceeded to check the cabinet for ingredients and suddenly froze 

momentarily. She promptly sprinted back to her room, searching frantically 

for her phone. 

"Dad, have you seen my phone?" 

"It's called a mobile device for a reason" Her father scoffed.  

Karo glared at him. 

She moved to the living room, searching every possible place she might have 

dumped the device. However, she was careful not to make any noise.  
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She eventually found it in the laundry room, when she heard Simi popular 

soundtrack - smile for me in that direction. 

"Beautiful morning, beautiful" Kess greeted. "You were praying or forgot 

your mobile phone again?" He questioned, a hint of mockery in his voice. 

"You didn't see me in your dreams, did you?" She sneered, heading into the 

kitchen. She placed the call on speaker, and the phone on the counter. 

"You didn't sleep" Karo heard him say. 

"You know the rules, no blinking around her" 

"You'll age quickly. However, I will still love you because it's until we are old 

and wrinkled" 

She snorted. "So comforting" She quipped, reaching for a bowl. 

Kesiena chuckled. "Take a minute to pray then call-" 

Karo cut him off. "I am in the middle of cooking" She told him. 

"Karo Kora Isio!" 

"Kesiena Kelly Jite!" 

She heard him sigh heavily, as she measured the grinded beans into the bowl 

"Akara, maybe?" 

"Karo" 

"Moi-moi is stressful" 

"Maro will be fine" He assured her. 

She shook her head. "That's not true. It doesn't matter how many times you 

say it, it won't magically change her ill fate. I don't know why you do this 

every morning." 

"You were right about my colleague" Kesiena diverted the chit-chat." He is 

totally into her, he just needed a push" 

She laughed. "I'm always right Mr. Jite. Has he made a move?" 

Karo spoke with Kesiena while preparing everything she needed for 

breakfast. She went around each room for dirty laundry. 

It was 7 am when Kesiena bid her goodbye. She went to check on Maro.  

"Maro, what are you looking for?" She asked her irked sister who was tossing 

clothes out from the wardrobe she had arranged the previous day.  

"Maro?" She howled with a growl. "Stoop calling me that. All of you. I'm Kora! 

Kora. Geez. How harding is that!" She hissed.  
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Karo tilted her head to her parents seated on the bed looking distressed, 

watching her. She probably tried to get physical with them, hence they took 

their seat. 

She ignored her grammatical blunder caused by alzheimer’s."I'm so sorry 

Kora-" 

"I don't even know why I am here. I should be in my home where I am worth, 

with my husband and son. I can't hot here. I...I...." She gaped. 

The hair on their skin stood erect, tiny goosebumps forming. They hurriedly 

crowded her. 

"Calm down Sweetie" Her father advised. 

Her mother soothe her back. "Breathe" 

"You need fresh air." Karo told her while she held her hands. "I will take you 

home. Come" 

Maro gaping, ogled all of them, and shook her head. She cringed at their 

touch.  

"Doesn't hurt me, please. I just desire my family" 

They took their hands off her. "I promise I will take you home" Karo assured 

her, holding her gaze, forcing her attention on her.  

She merely stared at her. 

"I'll take you home" She repeated. "Come with me. I won't hurt you. I will 

take you home" 

"Home" She whispered.  

"Yes, home" She reiterated. "Let's go" 

Ten minutes later, Maro was convinced and reluctantly followed her sister. 

Karo grabbed her parents' car keys on her way out.  

"You won't say anything?" Mrs. Isio questioned turning to her husband.  

"Correcting her will result in more confusion which her brain can't handle. 

You just have to let it go. She didn't mean any of it literally" 

Her husband sat back on the bed, clasping the edge with his fingers. Her 

tantrums were heart-wrenching and his wife was dealing with it the wrong 

way. 

She asked, staring at him "How did she mean it?" She spat out coldly. 

Maro's father looked at his wife. "What if Karo had alzheimer’s disease 

instead of Maro, would you blame Maro? Would you insist you can care for 
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her alone refusing to hire a live in nurse? Would it even affect you in the 

slightest bit?" 

His wife was taken aback. She gaped again and again.  

"You don't have an answer, do you?" He sneered.  

"When last did your precious daughter smile at you?" She retorted, arching a 

brow, a hand on her hip. 

He contorted his face. "What?" 

"Karo. When was the last time you spoke to her?" 

"I speak to her all time. I always call her when I’m at work" He said 

defensively. 

She laughed in mock horror. "You should eavesdrop on her chit-chat with 

Kess, before heaping ridiculous questions on me." 

"You eavesdropped on her?!" 

"It's not like she's hiding her chit-chat with him. We're bad parents, darling," 

She said over her shoulder, scurrying away. 

He was stupefied.  

It can't be true. I care for my daughter. It's her decision to be her sister's 

caregiver. We didn't force her. I speak to her always, checking up on her....  

He got lost in thoughts, defending himself from his wife's outrageous 

accusations. 

***********  

There was complete silence in the black Prado Jeep as she drove around the 

estate.  

"What's wrong?" She asked anxiously, as her sister sobbed in the front seat. 

Karo pulled over to the side of the road. "Sweetie...." She rubbed her 

shoulder. "You can tell me anything" 

"He won't take me back. He's disappointment" She cried out. 

She didn't know who she was referring to but comforted her. "He will." She 

assured her. "I'll talk to him for you. He will accept you, all of you. Do you 

want to know why?" 

Maro lifted her head to stare into her eyes, urging her to continue. 

"You're amazing. Beautiful. Charming. Different. And unique. When you 

smile...." Karo reached for her cheeks, wiping her tears. "The whole world 

stops and stares at you" 
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Karo pulled her in for a hug. Thankfully, she didn't resist. She gently patted 

her back, soothing her.  

She didn't know how long they stayed in that position, Maro soon fell asleep. 

She waited a bit longer before carefully adjusting her to a comfortable 

position.  

Karo slowly drove back home. She searched for her father, only to find him 

lost in thoughts in her room. 

How long has he been thinking? She wondered. 

"Dad?" She snapped her fingers to get his attention.  

"Mmm" 

"Maro fell asleep in the car. Please carry her out of the car" 

"Okay" 

She was about to turn to leave but halted. "I was thinking about placing her 

on medication again" 

He furrowed his brows. "Why?" 

"I can't pinpoint the exact stage of alzheimer’s she's in. She has so many 

symptoms already-" 

"She has a check-up next week. We will ask her doctor" Her father chipped 

in. 

"Will you tag along?" 

"Why? You don't want me to?" 

"You'll steal my shine, paying the bill. I have money you know" Karo pouted. 

He smiled. "Keep the millions you earned in your two years’ work span for a 

shopping spree" 

She mumbled words scrambling out of the room which he didn't hear.  

"Thanks mom" Karo expressed her gratitude to her mother who was 

preparing breakfast. 

Mrs. Isio gave her an askance glance. "I also cook you know" Her mother 

jeered.  

Karo pressed her lips tightly and swung into action cleaning up the whole 

house. Kesiena arrived as she rounded up her chores. 

"Kess!" She shrieked but glowered. "You came alone?" 

Kesiena chortled, reaching for the pocket of his blue jeans.  
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"One chocolate bar?!" She asked in disbelief. 

"You'll get more when we go out" 

"I won't fall for your tricks" she asserted. "Wait here. I'll be back. Ten 

minutes" She said sprinting away.  

"Dad! Kess is here" Kesiena heard her yell. He chuckled softly. 

*********** 

Karo gazed intently at her reflection in the mirror. She 

subconsciously lifted her hand to the dark circles around her eyes. Insomnia 

was the least of her worries. Truth was, she's scared of sleeping. She could 

wander off and harm herself or throw a tantrum, but what if she dies in her 

sleep?  

A tear dropped down her cheek. She couldn't do anything to stop it. She had 

never felt so helpless.  

She heard a knock followed by a voice. "Karo?" 

"Come in" She answered, wiping her tears as she caught a glimpse of the pink 

love shape wall clock - 10:30 am. 

"Tears don't belong on your pretty face" He dabbed at her cheek. 

"Why are you truly here?" She asked, sitting down on the cushion seat in 

front of her dresser. 

"You were taking so long" 

"Kess, she won't have a happy life, nor give you any happiness. You're 

wasting your time. Your family is right. She-she has....she....." She bit her lips, 

suppressing her sob. "She-" 

"She has a life span rapidly deteriorating" 

She nodded. "Why are you truly here?" Karo repeated. 

He crouched in front of her and held her palms in his. "Every day she spends 

with us is a miracle, although she doesn't remember us, we will get lucky and 

she will. You can't lose faith. She will be fine. You had a deal with her right? 

Until we are old and grey" 

"You can't marry her-" 

"I'm human first and if you take away my love, I remain human." 

"Kess-" 

"I'm starving, let's eat" Kesiena whined. 

She sighed. "Your family will never give their content. Don't forget that" 
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"I believe in miracles" He assured her. "All these won't stop us from going 

out young lady" 

He stood up and pulled her to her feet.  

"Kess-" 

"I'm handsome, charming, and irresistible. Deal with it" He winked with a 

dazzling smile.  

She rolled her eyes and scoffed. "Narcissist" She muttered. 

Kesiena strode to the bed, and crouched down. He gazed at Maro lovingly.  

'I miss you, Love...' 

Karo scrambled out of the room, giving them privacy.  
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CHAPTER 4 

Saturday  afternoon 12noon. 

Keisena turned off the car's ignition in front of her house. "Thanks for the 

outing" Karo spoke with a sweet smile, reaching for her white bag and 

takeaway packs full of different chocolate goodies. 

"Anytime" He winked at her, a roughish grin on his face.  

She paused, gazing into his mesmerizing eyes.  

"I know I am handsome, but do you have to drool every time?" He teased, 

seeing her intense stare. 

She ignored his words. "Maro is truly lucky to have you" She asserted in a 

small voice, "However, no one will blame you if you end things now before it 

gets any messier" 

He groaned. "Not again." He face-palmed himself. "I am not leaving, Karo 

Kora Isio" 

Kesiena tilted his head to her, "I forgot to ask. When will Oritsedere be in 

town?" 

"Dere? Uhmmm" 

He arched a brow at her sudden loss of words. Karo never runs out of words.  

"Karo?" 

"Don't blame me. You set the bar too high and nobody could measure up. It's 

your fault I will be single forever and forever is a truly long time" She 

rambled in a breath. 

"What?!" 

She fumbled with her fingers, looking everywhere but at him, nervousness 

etched all over her.  

He was amused at her seemingly endless squirming. "When have you ever 

been humble?" He gasped as realization dawned on him. "Unless you did 

something wrong" 

She gasped. Oh, I’m dead! 

Karo made a move for the door, he outwitted her, locking it at his end. 

"Karo Kora Isio, start talking" He glowered at her. His eyes retaining the 

familiar gentleness and warmth she never got tired of. 

"I broke up with Oritsedere." She spoke up in a small voice, almost inaudible, 

but he heard her. "I'm truly sorry I lied to you" She added remorsefully. 
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Kesiena glossed over at her intensely, boring a hole on the side of her head. 

He had a gut feeling she had broken up with her boyfriend when she began 

her excuses of his outside gig being responsible for his absence. He would 

have intervened sooner, however he had promised her he wouldn't butt in 

her relationship unless it was necessary. Now, he regretted saying that. 

He pulled her in for a tight hug. 'I shouldn't be the reason you give up your 

forever. It's okay to be scared, it doesn't mean he isn't human. But I know 

you would not take him back.' He couldn't voice these words, instead he said. 

"There are good people out there. Don't give up on them" 

She gave him an askance glance. "I'm too busy to find good people who are 

humans" She reached for the door again. 

"I might not get the chance to come over tomorrow after church. Another 

meeting" He said with a sigh. 

"Be a good son tomorrow" She insisted in a stern tone. 

"When have I never been a good son?" He quipped with a knowing look. 

Karo shook her head and got of the car. 

Kesiena watched her enter her home before driving away, not escaping the 

accusing glares of her neighbors. 

"Maro” Karo called, kicking off her red heels sandals, tossing her white tote 

bag on the couch with her goodies. There was no answer. She saw the plate 

of fruit she had earlier left for her mother untouched on the black oval glass 

table. 

She didn't need to be told something was wrong. She sprinted to her room. 

"Ma.....aaaarrrggghhhh" She screamed in pain, stepping on shards of mirror 

scattered on the floor. 

She was so worried Maro had a tantrum in her absence, she didn't see the 

broken pieces of mirror on the floor. 

Karo bent over, gritting her teeth, carefully removing the glass shards from 

her bleeding feet. 

"Karo?" She heard her father behind her. "Oh, dear!"He cried out."Why didn't 

you wear your flip-flops?"He questioned her, then turned to his wife."You 

didn't clean up?" 

Karo beat her mother to answer."I'll clean up, don't worry" She stood erect, 

carefully side-stepping the broken pieces to get to her sister and mother who 

were seated on the bed. 

Mr.Isio threw a murderous glare at his wife. 
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Earlier on, Maro had insisted she wanted to go for a job interview because 

she desperately needed the money for her home. Her mother watched her 

like a hawk. Maro then decided she was nervous after dressing up and 

wanted to be alone. Her mother refused and it displeased her so much she 

smashed whatever she could lay hands on, including her mirror. It took a 

while to calm her down with lots of cajoling. 

Karo's mother ignored the dagger piercing glare of her husband. Caring for 

her daughter was more important than pointless bickering.  

She twisted her lips. 

Karo quickly butted in. "I'm fine dad. I will clean up. First, let me check 

Maro's-" 

Her mother slapped her hands away and clasped her daughter's hands 

tightly. "I can care for my daughter!" She snarled. 

"If you haven't noticed darling, we are the only ones here. Our family 

members advised us to hide our daughter so they would stop being hot 

gossip and it's been what? Five years? Four years? No one has asked how our 

daughter is. If she's alive or death-" 

"My daughter will not die" She rebuked.  

"I didn't say she will die-" 

"Ehn! Keep your explanation" She spat, not noticing the uncomfortable look 

on Maro's face.  

Besides memory loss, Maro faced a difficulty assembling words, expressing 

thoughts, confusion, impaired ability to write or read, oftentimes violent and 

delusional. But she could feel tense atmosphere. It made her shudder. 

Karo hurriedly took thick scarves from the wardrobe and wrapped her feet, 

to stop the bleeding, then opted for her pink fur slippers beside the bed. 

"Go to the clinic now," Her father told her in a stern voice, leaving the room. 

Karo opted to care for her sister first. She squatted in front of her, 

suppressing the pain in her feet. "Hey Sweetie" She drawled. "I'm so sorry I 

returned late" 

She lifted her eyes to her mother. "Can I clean her bruises?" Karo asked, 

noticing her bruises. 

Her mother glared at her.  

She stood up to fetch the first aid kit for her mother before proceeding to 

clean up the mirror's shards and her blood stains. 
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"Why haven't you gone to the clinic?" Her father's angry voice startled her. 

Karo was folding clothes Maro had tossed out earlier. "Do you realize that 

injury could be easily infected?" He pressed. 

"Kess will bring tetanus injection and other stuff," She said nonchalantly, 

shifting her weight from one leg to the other at intervals. 

She was trying her best not to grit her teeth or give off body language of 

being in pain. They were all in pain and Maro a top priority. 

Her father watched her intently, her squirming not escaping his eyes.  

"What will you have for lunch? Dad? Mom?" She asked, breaking the 

uncomfortable silence in the room. 

"Do you want me to drag you to the clinic? I can" Her father threatened. 

Karo stopped her chore. "Can I take Maro along?" She asked.  

"Yes" 

"No" 

"She's not taking my daughter-" 

Mr. Isio cut off his wife. "Karo take your sister with you" He said firmly. 

"Thank you dad!" She beamed with a smile, limping to her’s bed. 

Her mother clenched her jaw so tightly, that it seemed she would 

disintegrate as Karo gently released Maro from her grip.  

"Let's go for a walk" Karo told Maro, strolling out of the room. 

"Clinic Karo" Her father corrected. 

She gave him a wink, before disappearing from his sight. 

"What's the meaning of that?!" Mrs. Isio barked at her husband. "I don’t mean 

anything to you anymore? Why will she respect me when you don't? I am her 

mother. Only I have a right to her. I can care for my daughter." 

"Yet you couldn't notice her shudder" He taunted. 

"And you are such a good father to notice" She quipped. 

"You act like Karo isn't your flesh and blood-" 

"A part of myself I resent so much but can't kill because it’s illegal and I can't 

get rid-" 

"I don't blame her for having animosity towards you. All you do is paint her 

black. She never did anything wrong. Yes, I know I might have forgotten to 
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care for her due to Maro's ailment but I am trying to make amends. Why 

can't you do the same? She's our daughter" 

"When you have a cure for my daughter, we can have this conversation" 

She walked out on him. 

He pinched the bridge of his nose, exhaling tiredly.  

His home was falling apart and he didn't know how to fix it. Alzheimer’s 

didn’t only snatch his daughter, it broke his home too. He tried to always be 

there for both sisters while juggling work and his wife who was more 

interested in fighting everyone. Yes, it was hard but he gave it his all and it 

isn't enough. 

*********** 

"Are you okay?" Karo asked worried about her silence.  

Maro was usually quiet, however at certain times, she could be awfully quiet. 

Those moments scared Karo. She might be having difficulty with words 

formation or trouble remembering events. 

"Sweetie?" 

She grunted in pain, adjusting her white tote bag on her shoulder she had 

picked on her out, while her other hand reached out to hold her but she 

avoided her touch.  

Karo stopped pestering her and limped alongside her, grunting at intervals.  

On their way back, Maro stopped abruptly and sat down on the pavement of 

the road. Her sister occupied the space next to her. She didn't bother about 

the dirty surface it had. 

Maro sighed heavily and pouted her lips, furrowing her brows.  

Karo noticed it. "Sweetie?" 

"What is that?" Maro asked, tilting her head to her. 

"What's wrong?" She gently held her palm. 

"Kess." 

"What about Kess.....?" Her younger sister urged her to go on. 

"Monniversary" 

Karo feigned a surprised look, playing along. "Oh dear, it slipped my mind" 

"Why didn't I say so sooner?" She scowled. 
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The hair on her arms stood. "You told me. I just didn't remember. I'm sorry. 

A lot has been on my mind, I just forgot" 

She was skeptical. "No. I-I-I don’t think I did" 

Cupping her face, Karo gazed into her eyes. "You told me. I promise" She 

insisted in a firm voice. 

Maro stared wildly into her eyes. Perhaps  searching for doubt, uncertainty 

or lies. She broke into a smile. "We have to do something big" She said in a 

chirpy voice. "Go big or go wild" 

Karo smiled back. 

"It's a surprise" 

She nodded. "It's a surprise" She told Maro. "And it's not coming without 

rice" 

"Rice? Where? Fudge beans" 

"Of course" She didn't bother correcting which would lead to repetition of 

questions or endless questions. "Let's go to the market" She groaned 

standing up and pulled her up also. 

"We prepared three course food" Maro told her. 

She nodded, gritting her teeth.  

"Kess would be so happy and....and...." She struggled to find words. 

Maro opened her mouth to speak, but closed it several times, grimacing. 

"Excited" Karo rescued her. 

Her sister beamed with a smile. 

Karo grinned, strolling towards Jarvis estate gate for the second time, to buy 

food stuff for Kess supposed monniversary. It was worth the trouble, 

because she got to see her sister happy and lively. 
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CHAPTER 5 

The Isio sisters giggled in the kitchen, oblivious of their father 

leaning against the door frame. He stared at them with a loving smile. Maro 

fitted every box of normal, it was almost impossible to believe she had a 

deteriorating brain disease. One without a cure, and only few drugs to slow 

down its progressive rate. His face hardened.  Alzheimer’s was a death 

sentence meted out on his innocence little girl and he couldn't do anything 

about it. 

Karo despite being hurt smiled so brightly, giving the sun a run for its 

money. He didn't know how she do it, on the other hand, it was unhealthy to 

bottle up pain. True, family are caregivers for ill relatives but alzheimer’s 

shouldn't be one such illness. Its toll on caregivers are so grave - physically, 

emotionally and mentally. It's okay to ask for help, however his wife had 

been against it. 

He heaved a deep sigh and decided to make his presence known. "Is lunch 

ready?" 

"Kess" Maro drawled. "No pecking" 

"Lunch is almost ready. Go wait in the dining" His youngest daughter told 

him, gently pushing him out of the kitchen.   

"Going Kess" 

Mr. Isio surrendered. "Fine" He threw his hands in the air. 

Both sisters laughed.  

"They will lock their fingers" Maro assured her younger sister. "No!" She 

gasped. 

Karo instantly became alarmed. "What's wrong? Are you hurt? Is the heat too 

much for you?" She bombarded her with questions, inspecting her all over. 

"No silly. I want to do something special for Mora" 

Karo sighed in relief as she couldn't find any bruises on her body. It was 

extremely important to be on one's toes in the kitchen, a den of sharp and 

injury inflicting items, since Maro didn't have a good history with them. 

"What do you want to do for Mora?" Karo asked, opening one of the kitchen 

cabinets to fetch a tray for the starch and banga soup they had cooked but 

sat down briefly to ease the pain in her feet. 

"I-I....I want something....shiny...ha-happy...and....and...." 

"Special" She completed her sentence. 

Maro bobbed her head immediately.  
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Karo stood up groaning. "Let's serve lunch and I will show you a gift, perfect 

and beautiful just like you" 

She smiled shyly, however it was quickly replaced by a curious look. "What is 

lunch?" 

"Food eaten in the afternoon" 

Maro was perplexed. "Afternoon? What's that?" 

Moving around the spacious kitchen tiled all over in white and blue color, 

she explained. "The middle part of the day. The part of the day between noon 

and evening" 

"Really?!" 

Karo nodded. "Yes" She breathed out in exasperation. Cooking while 

standing on injured feet and seamless questions was a bad combo. 

"What's evening?" 

"My favorite time to drain myself in alcohol" She mumbled under her breath.  

Maro knitted her brows, annoyed. "Helen" She scowled. 

"The last part of the day and early part of the night" She answered. "Let's 

serve our three course" 

She clapped her hand excitedly. 

Karo carried out the tray of food with clenched jaw, her sister tailing her. 

"Monniversary to you and Kess" Maro announced excitedly, beaming with a 

smile. She parted her lips to make a speech, however no word came out.  

"Many fruitful years-" 

"She can speak" Her mother cut her off, glaring at her. 

Karo gazed into her mother's eyes and saw nothing. It was blank, black and 

an empty void of nothingness. 

If she had a magical fairy, ready to grant her any three wishes of her choice, 

she would readily wish alzheimer’s away. Her second wish would be that her 

mother sees her, as a person who deserves love and affection. Accepting her 

as her daughter for who she truly is. 

Sadly, fairies don't exist. 

"Enjoy your food" She said in a small voice, leaving.  

"Sit down and eat!" Karo’s father ordered.  

"Later dad" 
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Karo grabbed a bottle of wine with a glass and went to the back of the house. 

She perched at the edge of step and uncapped the bottle. She raised the 

bottle to her lips but opted for the glass instead, pouring a generous amount 

into it. 

She emptied the glass in one gulp, without caring about the horrible combo 

of drugs and alcohol. She desperately needed to drain her pain, numbing 

herself. She eyed the alcohol tempting her. If she had so much after her 

approved one shot from Kess, she wouldn't hear the end of it. She put the 

bottle aside, out of sight and twirled an empty glass in her left hand. 

Her mind drifted back to her findings and she wondered if she should inform 

her parents. She shook her head. 

'I can't possibly tell them Maro has three years left. It's not my job' 

Karo ran her hand through her afro cut hair. She had to cut off her beautiful 

long virgin hair she had groomed for years because saloon appointment took 

long hours she couldn't longer afford.  

Her eyes welled up. She closed her them briefly, before settling it on her 

bandaged feet. 

"Karo..." Her father called. 

She blinked severally and cleaned her eyes. "Maro refused to eat? She's 

delusional again? She's choking?" She blasted her father questions, standing 

up. 

"Maro is alright" Her father assured her, handing her phone to her then 

turned to leave. 

"Thank goodness." She mumbled with a relief.  

Her face lit up like a Christmas tree as she saw she had missed Kess call, the 

reason her father returned her phone to her. She didn't know where she had 

dumped the device. A terrible habit she had developed along with her coping 

mechanism - drinking.  

"Thanks, dad" She quickly muttered, as her screen lit up with Simi 

soundtrack smile for me. 

"We definitely have telepathic power" She confessed, immediately the call 

connected and put it on speaker.  

"I know right" Kesiena drawled. 

"I am terribly tempted to finish a bottle Kess....." 

"One glass" He reminded her 

"Two glasses" 
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"One glass" He said. 

"One and half" 

"One glass" 

"Fine. One quarter." Karo refused to give up. 

"One glass" Kess reiterated firmly. 

"Joy killer" 

"I bet you haven't eaten, why do you skip meals? Have you seen yourself in 

the mirror lately?" He interrogated. 

"I am beautiful in-and-out" She boasted. 

"Of course." He quipped. "You didn't invest your savings like you did Maro's, 

why?" 

"This is the reason why I dislike your friends" She huffed. She didn't need to 

ask. It was obvious Kess friend aka Maro investment officer ranted her out. 

She frowned, devising severally means of getting back at him. 

"Karo" 

"I am very good with finances" She bragged shamelessly. 

"Karo" 

"I might have spontaneous expenses like earlier and I can't go through stress 

to get money" Karo sincerely explained. 

"Karo" 

"I'm broke" Karo whined. 

Kesiena burst out laughing. "Whose fault is that?" 

She pouted her lips. 

"You pout like a cute baby" 

She frowned. "I am not a baby" 

Kesiena made a tempting offer. "I could easily invest my money in your name 

and you can't exactly refuse the endless alerts" 

"Maro would love that. But she's not your wife, so keep your money for a 

grand wedding then invest." 

"You can hire a live in nurse if you don't want her in a nursing home where 

she is hundred percent safe and sound." He reminded her for the umpteenth 

time. 
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"What happens to you? Your relationship with Maro?" 

"Then you get a job to foot half of the bill." 

"I can live with all the mistakes I have committed but I can't do what you ask. 

I can't ask you not to marry her nor put her in a nursing home without both 

my parents’ consent or hire a live in nurse" Karo told him sincerely. 

Kesiena was silent. 

"Kesiena. You have to do what's right, and not what makes you happy" 

He spoke up. "I'm human first before being Kesiena, the second son of my 

father" With that he hung up. 

Karo gaped in disbelief. He hung up on me. 

She didn't dwell on the thought for long as she heard the cheerful voice of 

her sister raving with their mother. She stood up and quickly collected the 

plates from her mother first before Maro. 

Thankfully, the rest of the day was uneventful and Karo had time to properly 

eat. It wasn't everyday Maro felt relaxed in her skin. She allowed Maro wear 

herself out to exhaustion, with hope she falls asleep. 

After preparing her bed for Maro, she plumped down on her navy blue 

striped armchair and placed her feet on a nearby stool. 

Her eyes scanned the room painted in milky white and a light shade of 

brown, matching the white flowery curtains on the window and the beautiful 

interior decorations. Pictures hung all over her walls.  

Her eyes subconsciously landed on her Bible. She didn't remember the last 

time she prayed. Days? Months? Years? 

Praying is relatively easy, it's believing that she had issues with. Having faith 

was expensive. Maybe it was the essence of faith; believing in the absurdity 

about situations to change in a dark night void of hope. 

Karo gazed at her Bible for a while before closing her eyes to pray - 

something she hadn't done in a long while.  
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CHAPTER 6 

Sunday  Morning 7am. 

Maro stood in front of the bathroom mirror covered in mist from the running 

hot water. Clad in princess Anna pajamas, her brows furrowed in a frown. 

Her fingers tightly clutching her pants. 

She heard animated voices, chitchatting and she could swear she knew the 

voices. They were awfully familiar yet she couldn’t recall whose voice they 

were. One of which made her heart flutter. She tried to recall so desperately, 

like the air she needed to breathe. However, it was all blank. She felt stuck. 

Immobile. Confused. 

Why can't I recall anything? 

Why can’t I say my name? 

Where am I? 

Why am I alone? 

Why is it so blank? 

Why do I feel lost yet at ease? 

She grunted loudly in frustration, clasping her black afro cut hair.  

Karo heard her muffled grunt and rushed towards the bathroom, only to 

have it shut on her face. 

"Sweetie" She banged the door. "I'll call you later" She told Kesiena and hung 

up. "It's me, please open the door. Whatever it is, you can talk to me." 

Karo placed her ear on the door, listening for any disturbing sound. 

However, she only heard the tap running and it hit her - she had left the hot 

water running. 

She became alarmed. "Sweetie. Please let me in" 

There were only muffled grunts.  

Karo ran out of the room, to get an axe to break down the door. 

Meanwhile, inside the bathroom, Maro knelt on the floor tiles, her head 

between her knees weeping. She couldn't exactly explain why she was crying 

but it felt like the only thing she could do to vent out.  

She didn't know what was happening to her and it scared her. She felt lonely 

and alone. She couldn't tell her brain what she wanted or what to do. 

She jolted at the sound of a loud bang on the door, followed by the voice she 

heard earlier. Although she shifted, it didn't stop the sound from invading 

her ears and that familiar voice was somewhat soothing.  
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Maro stared straight ahead, her face contorted, focusing on the soothing 

voice.....soon she heard another, different from the first but similar to the 

voice that made her heart flutter earlier.  

She cringed as the door flung open and a worried looking young woman 

grabbed her in a bears hug on the ground.  

Even her warmth was familiar....but why couldn't she remember.... 

"Get up Sweetie" Karo told her gently pulling her up.  

She felt a moist on her bandage, she quickly turned off the tap in the bathtub. 

She frowned hard as a wave of pain shot up her spine.  

She sighed silently, her injured feet was bleeding. She ignored it, guarding 

Maro to the bed. 

"Is she....your feet are bleeding" Her father said the obvious as he caught 

sight of her blood soaked bandage feet while she leaned on the bed. 

"It's fine dad. You should be getting ready for church" Karo said over her 

shoulder, adjusting the duvet cover on her. 

Her father knew she wouldn't budge. "I'll clean up, go take care of that-" 

"You'll be late for church" She mumbled. 

"It's not your fault-" 

"Yes, it is!" Karo retorted. "I shouldn't have left her in the bathroom alone-" 

Mr. Isio sat down on the edge of the bed, looking at his guilt ridden daughter. 

"You weren't playing Karo" 

He wasn't present when the door was locked but he knew Karo wasn't 

careless, especially with her elder sister. She must have allowed her wait in 

the bathroom while she went to get something. 

"And it will cost a bathroom door, an earful from mom and a confused Maro 

to pay for waiting on the tap to fill the tub. I'm fine dad. Wait. Have you had 

breakfast?" 

Karo got out of bed. 

"I'll fix-" 

She cut him off. "Please stay with her while I make breakfast. First let me 

clean up" Karo muttered, leaving the room. 

She leaned forward on the kitchen counter and exhaled loudly. She couldn't 

afford to lose hold of her emotions though she wanted to scream her lungs 

out. 
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She heard steps approaching. She quickly stood up erect and wiped her face, 

though she didn't allow any tear spill. 

"Mom." 

Her mother feigned ignorance of her presence in the kitchen as she fetched 

corn flakes, plate and a spoon.  

"I am sorry mom" She apologized. "I didn't mean to leave her alone in 

bathroom. I should have known something would happen but I left the door 

open.....mom..." 

Her mother walked out on her.  

Her eyes welled up. "I'm sorry" She murmured. She clasped her face and 

groaned.  

She took a deep breath and sauntered to the refrigerator.  

"You shouldn't walk around with bleeding feet" 

She turned to the direction of the voice. "Dad. Who's with Maro?!" She 

frowned. 

"Your mother" He reached for the broom but she quickly snatched it from 

him. 

Karo wanted to speak but decided not to. She sighed massaging her temple. 

"Spill it out" Her father saw her struggle not to speak and he knew what she 

had in mind. 

"I'll have lunch ready before you return. Please make do with corn flakes" 

"I don't eat to church" He reminded her in a soft voice, a smile on his face. 

She forgot again. 

"Swipe that smile off your face. I didn't forget. I was merely testing you" She 

scoffed. 

He chuckled. "Don't feel guilty. It wasn't intentional. I can watch over her 

while you go to -" 

"I'm good" Karo said walking by him. 

Karo rarely left the house unless she needed to buy foodstuff or Kesiena 

worked his magic on her to take her out.  

He felt bad for her. Although she never said anything, it was easy to see she 

had been having a hard time. However, his wife had been adamant on not 

having a nurse assist. 

He met Karo seated in the living room with the first aid kit. He shook his 

head.  
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"Darling. I don't want to go to church. There will only be murmurs which I 

have heard a million times, why do I need to be there?" His wife asked, 

emerging with Maro. 

He narrowed his eyes at her.  

"Don't give me that look. It's true. They will bathe me in insults and narrate 

my life history. Spare me the torture." 

"Car now." He ordered. 

He bridged the gap to Maro and planted a kiss on her temple. "I'll be back 

soon" 

Karo didn’t dare make an eye contact with her mother, who told her sister to 

occupy the space next to her on the couch. 

She heard her mother grumble under her breath. 

Soon they were alone, the house was so quiet. Too quiet for her liking. She 

would turn up the noise in the house to blow off the roof her father would 

wonder if she never got tired being the life of everything elated. It was never 

quiet with her around but  happened. 

She shoved the thought aside.  

Karo adjusted her sister so she could lean on her body. "Try sleeping. I have 

lots of chores and you can't tag along." She kissed her cheek. 

Maro who hadn't said a word since she was brought out of the bathroom, 

stared into space. 

'I miss you so much. Please remember.....I know you are in there somewhere' 

Karo said silently. 

************ 

Just as she had predicted, she was the hot topic of conversation in 

the church. It was exactly the reason she detested entering the church. It 

wasn't just the church alone, in their neighborhood they were extra hot. 

Maro's mother tried to ignore the full blown gossip ongoing beside her but 

couldn't. 

"I heard she was rolling on the road, crying to go home. I don't understand 

how her mother could be so heartless. If her husband can't afford the bills to 

cure her, can't she borrow?" 

Another chipped in. "Shey they flaunt their money and now that it's badly 

needed, their money lost" 

"Why would she suddenly become sick just about getting married. It's not 

ordinary oh. They should see a spiritualist" Mrs. Isio heard an advice.  
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"How are you not sure that it's what Maro did sef? All these quiet good 

character can be a facade. What haven't we seen? Holy holy but na dem do 

pass" 

She gritted her teeth at the slander of her daughter. Maro had never wished 

anyone ill, why would she suddenly become sick without a cure?  

Maybe they were right. Something caused it. More like someone brought this 

evil upon them. Why did she suddenly become forgetful after her accident? 

Of all the trauma that existed, it was head trauma which resulted in  disease. 

It was no mere coincidence.  

Mrs. Isio was lost in thoughts until the end of service, sitting mind absently. 

Her dreaded nightmare called church service was over and she hurriedly 

strode out of the church, avoiding rude questions and comments.  
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CHAPTER 7 

Sunday Morning 11am. 

"What took you so long?" Mrs. Isio scowled, entering the house. 

Karo smiled sweetly at her. "You look so pretty mom" She cooed, eyeing her 

head to toe. 

She narrowed her eyes at her. "So I didn't look pretty before I wore makeup 

and blue silk satin gown paired white heels?" She jeered, keeping her Bible 

on the drawer for their keys. 

Karo went to the white couch where her sister was seated. "Maro has been 

awfully quiet since this morning’s incident" 

"Why won't she be gloomy when you left her?"  

Her mother stood in front of her eldest daughter and there was no reaction. 

"I think there is something on her mind but she doesn't know how to say it" 

She spoke glancing at her. 

"And I wonder why....." 

Karo lowered her head. "I'm sorry mom. It wasn't intentional-" 

"You're not doing us a favor by being here. It's not like it wasn't your fault to 

begin with" Her mother taunted, over her shoulder, leaving.  

"When will it be enough?" Karo found herself snapping at her mother, who 

tilted her head to her. "Nothing I ever do is enough. I am doing my best-" 

"You want plain words uh? I don't want you here. You are a nasty reminder, 

a pain I can't get rid of" 

Her mother’s words cut deep her defense system and for the first time in a 

long time, Karo’s tears dropped in front of another person except Kesiena. "I 

left my year one exam in aviation school to stay with Maro after her accident 

because you asked me to." Karo started, standing up. There was no stopping 

her rambling. "I quit aviation school to take care of her because she forgot 

little things around her, I didn't complain. I read business administration 

because I could easily get a job anywhere and it was the only flexible course I 

could handle while caring for Maro and I graduated with second class lower, 

I didn't complain. I left my job to care for her because she became so lost and 

frightened everywhere she went. I never once complained." 

Her strong facade caved in and it was full on water torrent. With slow steps, 

she sauntered to her mother. "Maro almost burnt our rented apartment and 

you asked me to bring her home. Yet, I didn't complain. I broke up my 

relationship with Oritsedere....I didn't want another family members 
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harassing us in our home because of my sister's illness. You refused to place 

her in a nursing home or hire a nurse" 

Karo got to her mother, her face soaked in tears. "I did all that and I never 

ever complained. What else do you want? What?!" She barked. "Why can't 

you smile at me? Why can't you love me? I gave up my life and dreams for 

your favorite child and it still isn't enough. What else do you want?!" 

"Return my daughter back to normal!" Mrs. Isio thundered angrily. "Give me 

Maro. Is it too much to ask? If you can't take away her disease, I won't ever 

acknowledge you as my daughter." She threatened. "All you do is cause me 

misery anyway" 

"Mom!" She gasped in disbelief. "I am not God" She pointed to herself. "I can't 

cure Maro-" 

"But you can give her alzheimer’s right?!" She clapped back at her icily. 

Karo gazed incredulously into the cold eyes of her mother. "Why would I 

wish my sister ill?" She asked rhetorically. 

"I don’t have your time" She hissed, turning to leave but Karo held her back. 

"Why would you accuse me of such?" She swiveled her around. "Is that why 

you don't love me?" She asked in a small voice, scared of the obvious answer. 

"You took life from my daughter and you expect me to love you....why?" She 

spat out coldly. The veins in her forehead popped out. "You should have been 

a boy. All the signs were there. But you’re a girl. A slander to my name" She 

blurted out with gritted teeth, poking Karo’s chest repeatedly. "March 10th, 

seven years ago....you chose a stupid party over family. You should have been 

the one traveling to Patani. You should have had the accident. You should 

have died and disappeared from my life. You should have somehow survived 

and had  due to head trauma. It should have been you...." She ranted in a 

breath. 

"No!" Karo screamed. "I am not the cause of her-" 

"Shut up!" Her mother snapped, silencing her with a hot slap. 

"You are so jealous of Maro." She gripped her chin tightly, piercing her skin 

with her nails. "You think by refusing to go to your cousin's traditional 

marriage, pushing Maro to go and have that accident that I would love you. 

You think you will replace her, you lie bad." She increased the strength of her 

grip. "I cannot love you. Since March 10th, I chose to have zero feeling for 

you. Hating you is too expensive. I chose to kill that part of me which 

reminds me of my daughter's killer" 

Karo shook her head. "No!" Her muffled voice rang out. "I didn't do it. I didn't 

know Maro will go in my place. You have to believe me" She pleaded, 

grabbing her hand clasping her face. 
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Mrs. Isio words sliced through her last-born like a dagger. "The impassive 

apathetic glint in my eyes will be a reminder of your sin I can't forgive" She 

shoved her aside, and strolled to the kitchen with Karo on her heels, leaving 

Maro to fend for herself.  

"Please believe me mom" She pleaded. "I didn't do it. I could never hurt 

her.....mom...." 

Her mother ignored her, checking out what's for lunch. She scoffed at the 

lunch - banga rice. The only rice Karo knows how to cook. She snarled 

inwardly.  

"Mom.....listen to me please...I didn't cause her accident...I beg you look at 

me" Karo tugged at her silk gown, desperate for her attention. "I promise to 

be better. I won't give you headache. You don't have to hire a nurse. I will 

care for Maro all my life. Please...just once look at me" She stumped her feet. 

"You refused to cook and you think my family will starve. I cooked before I 

had Maro, I didn't forget any of my skills" Mrs. Isio eyed her maliciously and 

hissed. 

"I'll cook. Go and rest. I will cook your favorite -" 

"Leave me alone!" She barked, pushing her out of the way.  

Karo knelt down, grabbing her legs, crying. "You're my mother. A mother 

always forgives. Please forgive me. I am sorry. I will cook and clean every 

day. I will take care of your daughter. I will stop Kess from coming 

here....please mom" She cried out imploring her.  

Her mother walked around the kitchen, dragging a clingy Karo, checking out 

available ingredients for lunch. 

"Mom....look at me....I can't lie to my own mother please....I will be exactly like 

her. I won't be loud" She bargained. "I will behave myself properly like Maro. 

I will be still and quiet. I will dress like her. I won't flaunt" She pleaded, her 

eyes lifted up, hoping to catch a slight crack on her mother's indifferent look 

etched on her face. 

Karo refused to give up her quest of forgiveness. "I'll do anything you 

want....anything.....please mom....I am your daughter. I won't ever trouble 

you....I will do anything to make it up to you.....please love me....mom.....please 

see me...." 

Her words caught her attention. She turned away from the rice and pot in the 

sink and she lowered her eyes to her. "You'll do anything?" Mrs. Isio asked 

with a raised eye brow. 

She nodded. "Anything....I will make up for my sins" 

"No. You won't be able to do it" 
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She jumped to her feet, startling her mom. "I-I'll do anything" She assured 

her, poking her chest. "Anything you want" 

Her mother peered at her curiously, with a twitched lip. "Take away Maro's  

and I promise to love you, showing you off to the world." 

All the colors drained from Karo’s face as she heard her mother's words. She 

was dumbstruck. She was asking for the impossible.  

"You can't do it, can you?" Her mother harrumphed at her sudden silence. 

"I-I-I can-can't" She stuttered sadly. "I wish I could do it, I wish I have the 

power to-" 

"Save it" She lifted her hand.  

Karo immediately clasped her hand tightly. "I don't have the ability to do it 

but I can do anything else....please mom....look at me....please love...me....I will 

cook....clean...care for her....I will do everything....please mom" 

Her mother was livid. "Let go" She pushed her away but her grip was too 

tight. 

"Please.....mom....I love you.... I can’t never wish you ill.....I love-" 

"Let go" She pushed harder, slackening her grip on her. 

"I love dad....I love you more.....I don't hate you. I won't hire a nurse. I won't 

ever step out of the house..." She wailed. 

Mrs. Isio fed up of her empty promises and shallow apologies, shoved her 

aside with all the force she could muster. Peeling the nagging pest off her, 

wiping non-existent dirt off her skin, storming out of the kitchen, cussing as 

she went. Without a glance back. 

Karo didn't expect a hard push, fell awkwardly, slamming her head on the 

pointed edge of the counter in the center of the kitchen then hitting her head 

hard on the strong blue flowery patterned tiles.  

She was horror struck.  

She laid motionless in a pool of her blood, her eyes wide open in shock.  

This is it....my journey is over. I couldn't get my mother to forgive a sin I 

didn't commit nor repent for it..... I couldn't have my parents’ love..... My 

dreams crushed forever.... This is my last breathe...... 

Her life flashed before her eyes. Memories were so vivid, she relived her life 

within minutes....slowing down drastically on her memory of March 

10th....The day she refused to go to her cousin's traditional marriage because 

she was tired of incessant jabber of family relatives flaunting their flawless 

life on others' face.  
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The day that changed their entire lives..... 

Her eyelids were fluttering, drooping with each second....but she wanted to 

stay awake...she wanted to live. 

Kesiena Kelly Jite......her forbidden love. A man society forbade her from 

hanging out with. A man she would never see again and she hadn't told him 

she loved him.....that she was truly lucky to have him in her life.....a brother..... 

Defeated by the drooping eyelids, the darkness engulfed her wholly.....a tear 

ran out of left eye.  
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CHAPTER 8 

"Who is that again? Eh? Can't I have a moment alone with my daughter?" 

Mrs. Isio grumbled under her breath, eyeing the door maliciously. "I'm 

coming" She told Maro and stood up. 

Opening the door, she was greeted by a radiant smile of her church member 

and neighbor Mrs. Wafo a woman in her early fifties light skinned, clad in a 

mixed patterned African print fabric of black, brown and red knee length 

pencil skirt and off shoulder top paired with black slippers on her feet. 

Holding a little boy in her arms. 

"Mummy Karo" Mrs. Wafo's grandson Vwegba a boy of four years greeted. 

She glared at him. She opened her mouth to correct him, however, Mrs. Wafo 

beat her to it. 

"I'm so sorry I haven't checked up on you and Maro. My daughter has been 

sick. You know how it is, pregnancy sickness-" 

Maro's mother disrupted her. "No, I don’t know. Maro isn't married not to 

talk of being pregnant" She gibed with twitching lips.  

"I am not mocking you. Why would I do that?" She questioned feeling 

misunderstood. "My husband has been busy juggling work and my shop, and 

he returns home quite late everyday, leaving early in the morning. We would 

have visit but....." She went on explaining, while her neighbor had an 

indifferent look. 

"I am busy inside" Maro's mother said after she was done yapping. 

"Oh, I didn't realize. I'll check on you later" She turned to leave but halted her 

movement. "The women of our church are coming over. I thought to give you 

heads up" 

"Really now?!" She scoffed. "I know now not to open my door" 

"C'mon. Don't be like that. There are genuine women who just want to check 

up on you and nothing more. You haven't been to church for months and 

they feel like visiting you individually is like finding latest gossip to spread 

and scorn. Though there are others who just want to simply talk" 

"Thank you" She said about closing her door but stopped as she saw her 

husband's black Prado Jeep drove in. 

Mrs. Wafo turned to leave, greeting Karo's father on her way.  

Her husband spoke approaching her. "Isn't that Vwede's mother? She came 

to church today. It's been a while since I saw her" 

"She came to flaunt Vwede's second pregnancy and her grandson Vwegba" 

She snarled.  
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He beamed with a smile. "Her daughter Vwede is pregnant again?" He asked 

happily.  "That explains her absence and her husband has to juggle work and 

her shop, hence he's rarely seen" 

"It's your daughter that can't get married or give you grandchildren" She 

taunted him. 

He glowered at her. "Maro- what's wrong with her?" He changed his words, 

at the sight of Maro who seemed to be in a trance seated on the couch, clad in 

a peach gown with long sleeves.  

"She has been like this since Karo left her in bathroom to fend for herself" 

She effortlessly accused her youngest child. 

He took long strides to the couch. "Karo didn't leave her all alone, she was 

busy" He countered his wife. "She hadn't done anything to bring her out of 

trance? This is so unlike her. Where is she?" He looked around, no sign of 

her. 

His wife ignored him, taking a seat beside Maro. She held her palms, gently 

rubbing it with Maro’s to warm it up. 

Mr. Isio went inside, a metallic scent invading his nose. He knitted his brows, 

trying to make out the smell, following its direction. "Karo?" He called out. 

He gasped as he opened the kitchen door. His daughter lay in a pool of blood. 

"Karo!" He screamed, his eyes nearly popped out of their socket 

He gasped. 

Mr. Isio sprinted out of the kitchen. "What have you done?" He accused his 

wife, pointing in the direction of the kitchen.  

He gaped, an expression of incredulity shot at the love of his life, his better 

half, the mother of his children of over two decades and counting.  

He shook his head. "It can't be" His lips quivered. "Ambulance" He muttered 

to himself, searching his pants for his phone. With shaky hands he scrolled 

through his contact. "Save the number. Emergency is one day. Karo told me 

call an ambulance. We need an ambulance. I won't be sane enough to act. 

Karo can't die on us" He spoke incoherently.  

"Hello" He said into his phone immediately the call connected, his wife 

peered at her husband. 

"Mr. Isio? What's wrong?" 

He frowned, removing the device from his ear and saw Kesiena Jite on the 

phone screen. 

'How did I call him?' He wanted to say, instead he said. "Karo 

is...Karo....blood....kitchen" 
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"On my way!" Kesiena told him and hung up.  

Mrs. Isio blinked several times. 'Blood? What's he rambling about?' 

He tossed his phone unto the nearest grey two seater sofa. He clasped his 

mouth, pacing the living room. He stopped his fidgeting, and picked up the 

phone, exhaling repeatedly.  

I can't be the reason Karo dies. He thought to himself.  

After what seemed like a long time, he found the ambulance number and 

dialed it.  

His wife returned her attention to her daughter next to her. 'He will talk 

when he is done' She assured herself. 

"You!" He roared at his wife after his call. "I warned you. Karo didn't cause 

Maro's alzheimer’s disease or her accident but no.....you blamed her for every 

bad thing. Are you happy now?!" He howled at her. "If anything happens to 

my daughter I will never forgive you. Neither will you stay in this house or 

marriage." He threatened her. 

His wife gasped.  

"What sort of a mother are you?" Her husband questioned angrily. "God gave 

you two daughters but you resented one because she's not a boy. It's 

probably the reason he struck your favorite daughter Maro with alzheimer’s 

disease to forget you, and still, Karo means nothing to you. She takes care of 

everything in this house. She spends her money though she knows she 

doesn't have a job and doesn't ask for money" 

"It's now that she's your daughter abi? After neglecting her for over seven 

years, your day just break shebi?" She taunted accordingly.  

"I didn't neglect her on purpose." He reprimanded her. "Maro got sick and I 

focus all my attention and love on her like every responsible father would, 

however I forgot my other daughter needed me though she was healthy." He 

defended himself. 

A knock on the door silenced them. Mr. Isio dashed to the door, letting in an 

anxious Kesiena.  

Where is the ambulance he called for? He thought to himself. 

He caught a glimpse of his bashed up front bumper of his white Venza car, as 

he sprinted inside the house.  

Kesiena was horrified at the scene in the kitchen. He quickly took off his 

striped collared polo shirt and wrapped Karo's bleeding head before picking 

her up in his arms. 

"You can't move an injured person!" Barked Mr. Isio. 
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"Karo can't die on me!" Kesiena yelled at him.  

He took hurried steps to his car. Mr. Isio didn't need any special invite. He 

hastened to open the car door for him. 

He sped off, immediately Kesiena was settled in. 

"You can't die on me" Karo's father heard Kesiena mumble repeatedly, 

cradling Karo in his hands.  

"Drive!" He barked at him, when he slowed down at the amber traffic light. 

He took a glance at his daughter and stepped hard on the accelerator. 

A familiar fleeting feeling was crawling dangerously at Kesiena. To keep the 

awful feeling away, he spoke. "I can't lose another loved one. You have to 

live. You assured me I won't lose another sibling, you promised....." He 

rambled in a fear filled voice until they arrived in the hospital and she was 

moved quickly into the emergency ward. 

Kesiena closed his eyes, tapping his foot continuously on the tiled floor of the 

hospital, his elbow resting on his knees holding his chin, leaning forward. His 

jitters getting the better part of him. 

His fear was growing and he tried his best not to break down. He thought 

about his happy moments with Karo. Her laughter, the twinkle in her eyes, 

her cute pout, her silly antics....his mind couldn't stay on one thought.  

A happy smile crept up his curved soft lips, thinking about Maro, his parents, 

Mena his younger sister.....their sweet smiles and warmth that brought a nice 

feeling and a bloody face suddenly popped up.  

He flung his eyes open in horror. It was his elder brother Tejiri fondly called 

T.J who had died thirteen years ago in a building wreckage. He shook his 

head in a bid to shake off the scary memories, invading him with forgotten 

memories of that fateful day T.J died in his presence. 

"Sir, let's check out your injuries" A nurse politely told a fearful Kesiena who 

was covered in blood.  

He didn't hear her. His mind was fighting his horrific demons - memories of 

his brother's death. 

"It's my daughter's blood." Mr. Isio answered for him. 

His felt his heart throbbing rapidly, gritting his teeth and clutching the chair 

he sat on to reduce the trembling of his body.  

His already emotional mind was succumbing to that fateful day.  

He quivered, searching for his phone in his blue jeans. He couldn't allow 

those memories take over him. All his years of therapy couldn't be in vain. He 

didn't want to be pulled back into that fearsome moment. 
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The nurse advised him to have the blood washed out but it was futile.  

Maro's father made a gesture for the nurse to leave. 

"Phone....I can't find my phone" Kesiena told him in a small voice he couldn't 

recognize. 

He checked his pocket, only to realize that he had tossed it aside earlier 

before he left home. He quickly ran to Kesiena's car to get the phone he saw 

earlier on their way to the hospital. 

He returned shortly and handed it over to him. He didn't expect Kesiena to 

be affected gravely. He didn't miss any of his body movement since they 

arrived and it was easy to tell he was in pain.  

'Who wouldn't be?' 

Kesiena paced the hospital waiting room, mumbling incoherent words into 

his phone. His free hand running through his hair. 

"Daddy.....Karo.....hospital.....my nightmare...." 

Mr. Isio’s eyes were fixed on him. He didn't know which hurt more. The fact 

that his wife did this to their daughter or witnessing an outsider standing 

dangerously at cliff edge of the possibility of his daughter dying. 

Within a short period, Kesiena's parents barged into the waiting room.  

He was stupefied for the second time. First, it was Kesiena's prompt arrival, 

now, it was his parents. 

This is how a family should be, always there for each other, any time of the 

day. His inner voice mocked him. 

He truly failed being a good father. 

"Eyes on me Kess." He heard Mr. Jite tell his son. "Karo will be fine. She won't 

die" 

"You won't lose another sibling" His mother assured him. 

"I saw her yesterday....she was happy. Today, she laid in her blood...." He 

spoke in a coarse voice. 

"Karo isn’t Tejiri. She won't die. She's so strong. She's your sister, she can't 

leave her brother behind" His father said. 

His mother guarded him to the chair nearest to him and pulled him in for a 

tight hug with his father, assuring him Karo wouldn't die and to fight off the 

memories of his elder brother Tejiri. 

After a long wait, the doctor came out with a gloomy look. And their heart 

sank. 
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CHAPTER 9 

Sunday afternoon 1pm. 

Mrs. Isio sighed tiredly. Maro was still unresponsive. She had tried 

everything she could but it was futile. She thought it was best to leave her 

alone. She may get aggressive if she's disturbed, misinterpreting it as a 

danger sign. 

She stiffened as the metallic smell stung her nose. She had tried ignoring the 

smell, focusing her attention on her daughter, however, she couldn't. 

There was a knock on her door, followed by a female voice. "Hello. Is anyone 

home?" 

A vicious grin spread on Mrs. Isio face. Mrs. Wafo was right after all. Not that 

she had any reason to lie to her. 

She ignored the smell again, crossed her leg over the other, leaning back on 

the couch. Her eyes wandered around the beautiful interiors of her living 

room. A shade of light brown and milky white coated the walls, along with a 

couple of artworks. A huge 48" television set occupied the space opposite the 

couch. Vases were placed without flowers on different strategic corners in 

the living room. 

She contorted her face. 'Karo forgot to put flowers again in the vase' 

"Is nobody at home?" 

She heard one of the women ask. 

"Maybe she's not back from church, let's go" 

A vicious smirk danced on her lips.  

'Not today vultures' She snarled inwardly.  

Mrs. Isio recalled Kesiena carrying out Karo in his arms and her husband's 

worried look.  

'She probably fell down while working in the kitchen. I don't know what the 

fuss was about' 

Her stomach rumbled, reminding her she hadn't eaten. 'I'm sure Karo 

deliberately refused to cook' 

Her mother reached for her champagne gold Infinix Note Pro 5 phone on the 

oval glass center table.  

She made a call ordering food from a nearby eatery. 

A knock drew her attention. She peeped from the spy hole on the door. She 

saw a familiar figure and promptly opened the door. 
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Mr. Isio walked in with a melancholic aura. He went directly into his 

bedroom and sat down, recalling Karo's incident.  

Since Kesiena had rushed Karo to the hospital, the ambulance wasn't needed 

and he had told one of the nurses to ask the ambulance driver to return. 

Their lateness could have cost a live. 

But what if Kesiena hadn't showed up?  

He clasped his mouth and closed his eyes. 

"What's wrong with you?" His wife asked, leaning on the door frame of their 

bedroom. 

"Did you clean up?" 

"Clean what?" 

He was taken aback momentarily. He hurriedly ran to the kitchen and saw 

the pool of dried blood Karo had laid in.  

He swung into action cleaning up the blood. He was almost done when his 

wife strolled in to collect plate for her delivery. 

Mr. Isio resisted the urge to give her a disgusted glare.  

"We need to talk" He told his wife as he went by the living room.  

Though Maro was in a trance like state, he didn't want her to hear his words.  

"Finally!" She exclaimed, strolling into their bedroom.  

"Are you happy now?" 

His words halted, her steps. He lifted his eyes to her. "Karo is hanging on by a 

thin thread, thanks to your hate. I had warned you but you went ahead to 

harm her. I can't continue this marriage. Leave my house" He spoke in a 

small voice, contrary to the heavy words he uttered. 

She was flabbergasted. 

Her husband stood up from the king-sized mattress, opened the wardrobe, 

and brought out a small bag. "When you leave my house, do not take Maro 

with you" 

"Wh-wha-whaaaattt?!" She couldn't believe her ears. 

"You refused to love your own daughter, Kesiena did. By the way, I won't 

stop Kesiena from exerting revenge on you and pray hard our daughter 

doesn't die. I just might have you charged for attempted murder before he 

does" He uttered in a cold voice, folding his clothes into the bag. 

"What are you saying? Attempted murder, if I don't love, leave our 

house....what’s going on Dar-" 
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Mr. Isio raised his hand to stop her. "Goodbye Helen" With that, he walked 

out of the room. 

He halted in the living room and kissed Maro's forehead. "I'm so sorry" He 

whispered to her. 

He grabbed his phone and car keys, on his way out, ignoring his wife. 

"You can't just throw me out of our home. What did I do?  What's wrong? 

Darling, please we can sort it out" She implored her husband. 

Mr. Isio didn't spare a glance at her. 

************** 

Kesiena stared at the white wall opposite him. He wasn't sure he had 

heard correctly the doctor's words but he could promise he heard cracked 

skull, blood clotting, internal bleeding, concussion and coma.  

"Kesiena, Karo isn’t dead. You don't have to be scared" His father uttered in a 

calm voice, noticing he hadn't blinked since the doctor spoke to them. 

"She will wake up. Your sister won't leave you. Please don't allow yourself 

succumb to Tejiri's memories, it wasn't your fault. You did everything you 

could, I promise" Mrs. Jite aired her worries. 

"Kesiena.....son...." His father tried to get his attention when he spoke. 

"Karo told me not to marry her sister while she was drunk because she 

couldn't say it on her own" Kesiena began in a small voice, gazing at the wall. 

"I'm human first before being your son. I refuse to scorn, shame and 

stigmatize Maro. But my family couldn't understand humanity, only 

marriage which I used as an excuse to continue being a support system to 

Karo. Now, she has an opportunity to leave me forever." He paused, allowing 

his words to sink in. "Dad, tell your brothers that, because I won't be home 

for a while. My sister needs me" He announced and got up. 

"Kesiena!" His father called him. 

"Give him space, Honey. He won't do anything harsh" His wife assured him, 

holding him back from following their son. 

"He can't be alone" He stressed. "Did you see him just now? He has that look 

of when T.J died in front of him. I can't afford to lose my only son to grief 

once again." 

"You said you don't want to lose your son to an unknown disease" She 

mocked. 

Mr. Jite gave a stern look at his wife. 

She continued. "Our son is right Honey. If he had left them, he would have 

been like Karo's boyfriend who fled because of Maro's illness." 
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Her husband was astonished. 

"I am proud of my son" She bragged shamelessly. 

"Our son talks to you and not me?!" He blurted out in sheer jealousy. 

"I wasn't the one who called all my brothers to persuade him not to marry a 

sick girl, despite my warning not to" 

He gaped several times. 

"It's okay. Just be there for your son. He will talk to you. He needs us now just 

like before, we can't allow him sink into depression or guilt again" His wife 

told him, clenching their hands together, unaware of Mr. Isio presence in the 

room. 

'Karo's boyfriend dumped her because of Maro?!' He was floored. Karo had 

told him that she broke up with her boyfriend because he didn't want to 

commit. 

He felt sad for his daughter. He truly knew nothing about her. But he was 

glad she has Kesiena.  

He stealthily left the room, refusing to interrupt the couple's quiet time. 

Mr. Isio asked a nurse another way to reach his daughter's hospital room 

without passing through the waiting room 

************** 

Three Months Later,  

Monday Morning 9am. 

"Maro!" Mrs. Isio screamed at her daughter, who was hiding behind the 

armchair in Karo's room. 

"Don't let me drag you out." She threatened. 

Maro trembled at the voice, frightened.  

"Why can’t you behave yourself? I can't eat or sleep because it’s one 

ridiculous thing or the other. Get it into your head, you don’t have a 

daughter. You are not married. You don’t have a job. You can't cook. You 

can't wash-" 

Her ringing phone on the drawer beside the bed interrupted her outburst. 

She quickly ran to answer the call. 

She was disappointed when she saw the screen - Mom. She desperately 

wanted it to be her husband who hadn't returned home in the last three 

months or answered any of her calls. 

"Hello mom" She said in an exhausted tone, answering the call. 
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"Hello to you too" Her mother retorted. "Has your husband returned home?" 

Mrs. Isio massaged her temple. "No" 

"And you are comfortable?" She questioned in disbelief. "You think it's only 

me that will be disgraced? You lie bad. Sit there, forming educated madam 

while a small girl slithers in with a baby boy which you refused to have. 

Despite all the options available to have more children. What's the need of 

your education? How do you think I kept my marriage this long? Up your 

game. Wear seductive lingerie, try new sex positions, rekindle the romance 

in your marriage. What do you do all day? Make money? Will money save 

your marriage now that your husband has found another woman outside 

eh?" 

The room was strangely quiet. Maro quietly stood up and made a run for it. 

She ran to the laundry room which she had been to several times and hid 

there. 

Mrs. Isio saw her leave but didn't stop her. Her head was aching from the 

incessant nagging of her mother. 

Her mother didn't stop there. "You can't show yourself at family events 

without being asked how your daughters are. One is sick, the other one - we 

don’t know head or tail of that one. Didn't I teach you anything? How can you 

allow a small girl into your marriage? Which figure are you keeping? You 

don't know that there's a big difference between a mother and a woman? 

Show your husband you are a mother, not a mere woman. You have the oil of 

motherhood, which makes you far better in bed. I won't come to your house 

again only to be snubbed by your husband's absence. I'm in Ofure's house, 

anytime your husband returns home, put everything I told you in action. 

Then when I come with your father, we will settle whatever issues you both 

have. But if you like sit in your house as big man’s wife and allow a small girl 

give your husband a male child." 

Maro's mother tossed the phone aside when her mother hung up. Her head 

ached badly. She hadn't had a decent sleep. All she did was work, work and 

work. Maro was truly a handful. She knew that now. 

She glanced around the messy room which Maro created earlier, cause she 

refused to go to the kitchen so her mother could keep an eye on her while 

cooking.  

Cooking was a major task especially when Maro decides to cook. She burns 

her hand or cut herself with a knife, injuring her mother in the process of 

removing her from dangerous spots. 

She sighed tiredly.  

A question suddenly popped up in her head. Is her husband truly having an 

affair or he's in the hospital with Karo? 
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Are her injuries so severe that for three months her husband would be stuck 

in the hospital? An inner voice countered. 

But how could she admit she had a fight with Karo that fateful day, possibly 

the reason for her hospitalization and husband's anger to dissolve their 

marriage.  

She shook her head. I can't do that. I don't feel anything for her but I am no 

murderer. She assured herself. 
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CHAPTER 10 

Monday evening 6pm. 

Maro groaned from her sleep, rubbing her nape. Her neck felt stiff due to 

awkward sleeping posture. She was taken aback by her surroundings - 

laundry room. 

Did I fall asleep in the laundry room?  

She rose to her feet. "Daddy? Mommy? Karo?" 

She went to the kitchen, hearing rustling of pots. "Mommy?" 

Mrs. Isio froze momentarily. "M-Maro?" 

She had left her to sleep in the laundry room since she had difficulty falling 

asleep. 

Maro flashed a toothy grin. "Yes mommy" She cooed. 

It had been so long, too long ago since she last heard that word.  

She abandoned the pot at the sink and hugged her tightly.  

"I fell asleep in the laundry room." She whined. "Where's daddy? He's not 

back from work?" 

"He hasn't been home in two mo-" Her mother caught herself in time. She 

couldn't tell her she didn't remember the last eleven months of her life.  

"Daddy hasn't been home?!" 

"Relax. He went for work." She lied. But Maro wasn't convinced. Something 

was off, she just knew it. 

Maro arched a brow.  

"His office sent him to a summit out of town" 

She relaxed a bit, taking over from her mother. She began washing the pot. "I 

feel weird mommy. Where's Karo?" 

Her mother wracked her brain for an answer. 

"Why don't you ask your father to come home? I'll go get your phone" Mrs. 

Isio told her and left to get her phone which she had kept safe for almost a 

year now. 

"Your father?" Maro mumbled to herself. "Not my Darling as she always 

flaunted" 

She returned with her phone, a happy smile on her face.  
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"Is everything alright?" 

"I miss your father a lot." 

"I'll prepare dinner, go relax" Maro told her. 

Mrs. Isio was skeptical. She just recognized me after eleven months and 

thirteen days, not that she was counting but she couldn't possibly be normal. 

She thought to herself. 

"I won't burn down your kitchen" 

"You have before" She blurted out in the spur of the moment. 

"I have? When? I don't rem-" 

Her mother disrupted her, "I meant Karo has." With that, she scrambled out 

of the kitchen. 

Maro stared at the retreating figure in bewilderment. She rinsed her hands 

and picked up her phone from the center kitchen counter where her mother 

had left it. 

Maro scroll down her contacts and dialed her father. 

"Maro?" There was a hint of surprise on his voice. 

"Yes daddy. Where are you? Mommy is weird around me and the house 

seems awfully quiet." 

"I'll be home soon" 

"Thanks daddy" She said and hung up. 

She instantly felt better. She went to her mother to relay the news and 

returned to the kitchen. 

"Finally" Mrs. Isio breathed out.  

After three long months, she would see her husband again. 

For how long? An inner voice challenged. 

She stiffened on the king-sized bed she sat on. She hurriedly searched for her 

phone, finding it in the living room and sent her mother a message informing 

her of her husband's presence the next day. 

She was so sure Maro would be able to keep him until the next day, when her 

parents would settle them.  

Maro's mother lifted up her eyes and gulped, catching a glimpse of Karo's 

picture in between the living room and dining room, where they hung 

pictures.  
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'Am I truly at fault?' She pondered. 

She shrugged her shoulders nonchalantly and went inside. 

************** 

Mr. Isio stared at his phone. He was supposed to be ecstatic. This is 

what everyone wanted, for Maro to remember things. He sighed and look at 

Kesiena who was having a one sided conversation with Karo. 

"It's day ninety, longer than yesterday and today itself. But then, I get to gush 

about Karo Kora Isio. My favorite person in the world." A small smile on his 

lips. "I miss your voice-" 

Karo’s father interrupted him."Maro has recalled her memories" 

Kesiena tilted his head to him. "You should be happy" 

"Kes-" 

"I can take care of her myself" He told Karo’s father. 

"My in-laws would be around and they would want to see her" 

He got a reaction from Kesiena who looked at him, void of his usual radiant 

smile. 

"I heard you" 

He returned his attention to the motionless head bandaged Karo on the bed. 

Karo's father wasn't sure what he meant but he refused to push it.  

Every day for the last three months, they have both been by her side, praying 

she wakes up. But he had a different type of prayer. He wants her to wake up 

without having any form of dementia. 

He sighed again, knowing his wife was taking advantage of the situation. He 

knew he would meet his in-laws in his house the moment he arrived.  

He got to his feet from the chair he sat on at the other side of Karo's bed. 

He quietly headed for the door, halting to glance at Kesiena one last time 

before leaving, catching a glimpse of his bag that served as his pillow over 

the last months.   

Kesiena caressed Karo’s pale cheek. "Please wake up. I can't survive much 

longer without you. You survived scorn, shame and stigma, there's nothing 

you can't survive. You are the strongest woman I know and I know lots of 

women" He chuckled softly. "Not intimately though...... And no, I am not 

explaining..... I am simply being honest…." 

************** 
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"Daddy!" Maro squealed, at the sight of her father entering the house. 

Mr. Isio beamed with a smile, approaching the dining room. 

Maro scrunched up her face. "Where's Karo? She didn't accompany you?" 

"I'm famished. Let's eat" 

"Daddy" 

"She's in the hospital. I'll take you to her tomorrow" Her father said sadly.  

Maro gasped in horror. "What happened to her?" 

Maro's father gave his wife a questioning look.  

She squirmed . "Let's eat" Mrs. Isio said, avoiding his gaze.  

She noticed their exchange but chose to trash it out later.  

Mr. Isio was awfully silent during the meal and went to his room after eating, 

avoiding light conversations with his wife.  

Maro felt something amiss with the awkward silence. Perhaps it was Karo's 

hospitalization. She couldn't wait for the next day to see her younger sister.  

************** 

Tuesday Morning 8am. 

"Let's go daddy" She whined at the door. She couldn't sleep last night, she 

missed her sister so much. 

"Alright. Alright." Her father calmed her, emerging from within the house. 

"Karo has been alone- grandma?" She was surprised. 

Her father wasn't surprised. He massaged his temple. It would be a long day. 

"Go to the hospital without me" Mr. Isio told her then gave her the address. 

Maro reluctantly went to the hospital alone. 

His in-laws settled down and wasted no time trashing out the issue at hand. 

"Why haven't you been in your home for three months?" His wife's father 

inquired. 

Maro's father gave his wife a knowing look. "Do you want an answer, 

Darling?" 

"It's not nice to answer a question with a question" She mumbled to her 

husband, feeling the curious gaze of her parents. 

"I don't know what happened remember?" He countered back. 
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"Helen-" 

Her father's stern voice was interrupted by a knock and Kesiena stepped in. 

He came at the right time. 

Maro's mother was surprised but not her father. 

"Karo's paternal grandparents are coming right?"Kesiena asked, taking a 

seat on Karo's favorite chair - the black armchair adjacent to the television. 

Karo grandmother asked her daughter a question in her native language, 

only to be rudely interrupted by Kesiena. 

"No need for secrecy. I understand Isoko language." He said icily, his eyes on 

Maro's mother. "I've lost respect for every one of you and I am not here as 

Maro suitor" 

Maro's grandparents were offended, throwing snide comment. "You can't 

just barge in here and speak to us like that. But what do we expect of young 

generation these days?" Turning to her daughter, Mrs. Isio father questioned. 

"And you both aren't saying anything?!" 

"Is this how your parents raised you, boy?" Mrs. Isio mother asked. 

Kesiena ignored them, rising to his feet. He hovered over the 48" television 

on the wall. 

"What is he doing?" Maro's grandfather asked in disbelief. 

"Elders are here talking, you can't just interrupt and put on the TV." Maro’s 

grandmother scowled. 

 They were upset at Kesiena's disrespectful behavior. "This child lacks home 

training. What haven't we seen? First, you barged in rudely, disrespected us 

then switched on the TV. Do you have sense at all?" Mr. Isio’s father in-law 

glowered at Kesiena. 

Maro's parents were quiet, though they shouldn't be. 

"Can I record this alone Kess?" They heard Karo voice from the television, 

silencing the room. 

Karo and Kesiena were seated in front of a phone tripod in Kesiena's living 

room in the television screen. 

He nodded and left the screen. 

Kesiena studied their expressions intently. 

"If you are watching this, it means I am not as brave as I thought" Karo 

managed a weak smile. "I couldn't bring myself to tell you this in person 

because I don't want to break Maro's perfect home." She took a deep breath. 
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"Maro was 20 years old when she had an accident, barely a year later, she 

became forgetful. She would forget where she left her toothbrush, keys, 

pen...etc. Turned out she has alzheimer’s disease." 

"What's the meaning of this?" Mrs. Isio growled. 

Kesiena merely stared at her with cold eyes. 

Tears ran down her cheeks. "Alzheimer’s disease is a common type of 

dementia. It's a degenerative brain disease, caused by head injuries, 

depression, hypertension and genes. She had an accident, so we know it 

wasn't genes but head injury. It rarely affects young people because it's an 

old age disease." Karo paused briefly, wiping her tears. 

"Early stage  involves not remembering; episodes of forgetfulness, forgetting 

names of family or friends, some confusion in situations outside the familiar. 

Middle stage  involves difficulty remembering recently learned information, 

deepening confusion in many circumstances, problems with sleep, trouble 

determining their location. Late stage  poor ability to think, problems 

speaking, repeats same words, more anxious, paranoid and aggressive." 

She blinked severally, trying to stop her tears but it was futile. "Maro doesn't 

remember but she's a human, worthy of love and support especially now. 

But my own family joined society to question us what we did to Maro. 

Laughing at us behind our backs, shaming us, alienating us. Not once did any 

of you ask how she is....if there's a cure.....but alzheimer’s disease has no cure. 

My sister will die like everyone else..." She cried out. 

"My mother....thinks I stole her role in Maro's life and it increased her.....she 

just doesn't like me because I damaged her womb during birth. I'm sorry 

mom...." She apologized.  

"I was a baby.....sorry mom....nobody has a right to mock you for having two 

daughters. Daughters aren't only meant to marry rich husbands. A boy won't 

break up with his girlfriend because of his sister's illness but I did and I don't 

want any accolade. It was my choice. I chose to stand by my sister. I refused 

to scorn, shame and stigmatize her like every one of you watching this video. 

Every day, we fight a losing battle, lacking faith because there's no miracle, 

no drug, no surgery. Can't you be a little kind?" Karo went on her knees, 

begging with folded arms. 

"Please be kind to my sister" She cried. "She's not a defective or cursed child, 

I am. I made my mother infertile after birth. Please don't laugh at Maro. She's 

a good person, she just forgot her entire life....please....don’t shame us....my 

mother didn't do anything evil. Please be nice.....It won't cost you anything. 

You can shame and stigmatize me, but not my father......mother and 

sister......they are innocent....please I beg you....." She implored them with 

tears. 
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"That's enough Karo" Kesiena reappeared on the screen. "Being human is a 

choice, so is being kind. If they can't be nice to your family, I will" He pulled 

her up, wiping her tears. 

"No!" She yelled, swatting his hands away. "Leave me alone. You said you 

won't interfere" 

"I lied" 

Karo gasped. "Go away" She turned to the camera. "We are not bad 

people....society doesn't understand us but family should....." 

Kesiena covered the camera with his hand but their voices could be heard. 

"I said it's enough. You won't beg your relatives to love your sister, I love her 

and that's more than enough." He chided her in a firm voice. "No more 

recording. It’s your birthday and you are a mess" 

"Please Kess....I can't look at Maro and not see my sister then see the pain in 

my parents’ eyes. Have you seen the pain in my mother's eyes?" Karo 

questioned him. 

"The one that doesn't love you or another one?" 

"Kesiena!" Karo barked. 

The television screen went blank, plunging the room into thick silence. 
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CHAPTER 11 

Kesiena broke the long silence. "She recorded this video on her 23rd 

birthday, two years ago. The first time she was so furious at me, she refused 

to talk-" 

A knock interrupted him. He opened the door to find Karo's paternal 

grandparents. He welcomed them in and played the video all over again. 

He spoke again after they watched the video. "I have to take her far away" 

"Where is she?" Karo's paternal grandfather inquired. 

"Coma in a hospital" Kesiena answered. 

They all gasped in shock. 

"What happened?" Karo’s maternal grandfather asked. 

Karo's father narrated the scene he had returned home to three months ago. 

"He can testify that I have been in the hospital for the last three months" 

"I appreciate all you have done for my granddaughters" Karo's maternal 

grandfather started. "However, you can't take Karo away. You are not her 

family, parents nor husband, so-" 

Kesiena cut him off. "I'll marry her immediately after I get my granny's ring" 

He announced. 

The entire room was left shocked again. 

Kesiena collected the flash drive from the television and walked out on them. 

"Son..." Mr. Isio mother cooed, "Please listen-" 

"Son in-law" He corrected at the door and disappeared from their sight.  

Karo's parents didn't bother calling him back. They knew Karo meant a lot to 

him, but they just found out its depth. 

"You two didn't bother to stop him" Mr. Isio mother spoke, darting glances 

between her son and his wife. 

"I have to go back to the hospital. Maro has recalled her memories but she 

still needs to be watched" Karo's father said standing up. 

His wife looked at him sadly.  

Mrs Isio father in-law spoke again. "If you both truly want to save your 

marriage, you can. You just have to work together, regardless of what 

happened" 

The other elders concurred and stood up to go with him. 



Maro Isio  Gere Ochuko 

~ 63 ~ 
 

Mrs. Isio pleaded silently with her mother.  

"Honestly, I can't help you. You did this yourself and involving others 

without taking any step of your own is futile. You should have told us the 

truth from the start, it wouldn't have gotten to this" 

She was stunned. She couldn't believe her ears. Such outrageous accusations! 

"Is your husband lying?" Her mother asked with a raised eyebrow. "Yes or 

no" 

"I-I...you can't just-" Mrs. Isio stuttered. 

"The whole world laughed at you for having daughters and you punished 

your flesh and blood for it. The entire nine months meant nothing" Her 

mother shook her head and walked out. 

Her world crashed. Tears rolled down her cheeks. Where do I start from? 

*********** 

"Kess!" Maro squealed, jumping on Kesiena. "When did you return? I was 

trying not to call you but it was so hard" She stood on her toes to kiss him 

but he avoided her lips. 

"What's wrong?" 

He glanced at Karo, then pointed at a bench opposite the room door. He 

didn't want Karo to hear his conversation. 

"I'm sorry" He asked for forgiveness.  

"For?" 

"You left me," Kesiena stated. 

Maro gasped in horror. "I never did" 

"You didn't want to but you did. It had been so hard. I was crushed and I 

didn't do anything when Karo was in pain. When her boyfriend left her, I still 

didn't do anything. It's my fault she's hurt.....I was right there and she bled 

out....every day since I am suffocated than the last...." 

"What are you saying? When did I leave? Why was Karo in pain? I don't-I 

don't remember" She sobbed. 

"Maro?" Her father called, coming into view with her grandparents. "What's 

wrong?" 

'Is she confused and lost again?' He wondered. 

"I'm sorry" Kesiena mouthed.  
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Her father instantly understood the situation. He officially broke up with her. 

He couldn't blame him. They all caused it.  

Mr. Isio hugged her sitting beside her, while her grandparents went inside 

the room to Karo. 

"You're awake Karo!" Kesiena heard one of the elders announced, followed 

by words of appreciation to God. 

He couldn't exactly describe in words what he felt at that moment but relief 

was one of them. He didn't lose her like he feared. 

Mr. Isio was equally relieved. But he felt so guilty he couldn't look his 

daughter in the eye. He had the chance to be a good father, but he wasn't. He 

couldn't blame Kesiena for his actions. However, he was very happy to know 

his daughter was never alone.  

"Come with me" Kesiena heard Mr. Isio tell his daughter and he didn't bother 

to stop them. It would take a while to be able to face Karo again. 

He brought out his phone and sent a message to his parents. 

*********** 

"You can't look at me." Kesiena said when they were finally alone, seated on 

her bed. "It's been ninety days.....I missed you so much.....I don't know how I 

survived...." 

Karo gazed into his eyes, pain and relief were evident in it. Waking up with  

alzheimer’s disease would have been better. She would forget her misery, 

her mother's hate and his pain.  

"You're leaving me behind" He announced sadly. 

She was aghast. How did he know? 

He chortled at her expression. "Let me help you escape your pain. Marry me" 

Karo was stunned.  

"I promise to give you all the happiness and laughter you deserve" 

"N-no. No. No Kess. I-I can’t marry you. Stop fooling around" 

Kesiena looked her dead in the eye. He wasn't joking. 

She shook her head slightly. "Kess-" 

"I lost Tejiri and I couldn't do anything. Every day over the past years, you 

bled out, I didn't do anything and I almost lost you. I can't live without you. If 

I had done something back then, you wouldn't have given up on life. You 

wouldn't be in so much pain. Let me be selfish and marry you" 
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Karo felt bad. "It was my choice. It has nothing to do with you. I chose to be a 

caregiver-" 

"I'll do anything to make you stay with me until forever is exhausted. I love 

you so much" 

"Karo!" Mrs. Jite shrieked. She pushed her son aside and hugged Karo. 

Karo stiffened in her arms. 

"Move mom!" Mena, Kesiena’s younger sister scowled. "I'm so glad you are 

awake" She also hugged her.  

Karo tilted her head to Kesiena for help but met with the deep black orbs of 

his father. She gulped in fear. Last time they met, it was a disaster. 

Mr. Jite's broad smile eased her mind.  

*********** 

Mrs. Isio quickly wiped her tears, as she heard the front door open. Her 

husband and daughter came in. 

"Maro? What's wrong?" She was alarmed. 

'Is she lost again?' She wondered. 

Maro ran to her room, crying her eyes out. Since she woke up, nothing had 

made sense. It was like she had been absent for a long time. 

"Kesiena broke up with her" Maro's father spoke up. "Our parents might not 

return here from the hospital." 

He was walking inside but halted at her words. 

"I'm sorry" 

He turned to his wife. "If Karo had died, our home would definitely fall apart. 

But she isn't dead. She woke up. So what are you sorry for?" 

She couldn't answer. 

"Darling...." His wife called. 

"I allowed you hurt our daughter so much" He told her in a quiet voice. "I 

can't look her in the eye. What's the need of our home that can't love-" 

"I will do better" Mrs. Isio assured her husband. 

"You don't want a broken home doesn't mean you are truly sorry. I won't 

leave now because she needs me. When she forgets, I will put her in a 

nursing home" 

"And when she remembers again?" 
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He shrugged his shoulders.   

"I'm truly sorry. I am sorry for everything I did. I will make up for it. Please 

give me a chance" 

"You should be apologizing to Karo not me" With that he went inside. 

Hot tears ran down her face. 'Was it too late? No, it can't be. I'll do everything 

to win him back then I will make it up to Karo.' She vowed silently.  

Mr. Isio went to Maro's room. His heart wrenched in pain. He strode to her 

and sat down beside her on the floor in a corner of her room. 

He couldn't tell her Kesiena wasn't at fault. He had chosen her, he was ready 

to marry her despite her alzheimer’s but they didn't let him and Karo almost 

died.  

He didn't know if Kesiena was doing the right thing or not. But it's definitely 

what makes him happy. He would do anything to put a smile on Karo's face 

again, though it would be a very long time before they ever see her again. 

Mr. Isio gently pulled her into his arms and Maro noticed his presence for the 

first time. 

"When did I leave Kess daddy? Why would I hurt him? I love him.....I don't 

remember leaving. Why is he doing this to me? Why can't he tell me the 

truth?" She cried. 

He didn't have an answer to her questions, he could only comfort her. 

********** 

'My name is Karo Kora' Karo wrote in her new notebook in Kesiena room 

after she was strong enough to be discharged. Thankfully, there was no 

heavy damage when she hit her head and alzheimer’s......couldn’t possibly be 

an aftermath. 

'I was Isio's daughter until my incident. I woke up to Kess proposal. It's not 

right refusing him, neither is it accepting but I love him. He's scared, and so am 

I. I don't know what he would do if I leave because I truly want to. I don't want 

to be the reason another family lose their child again, only son left.....I just 

can't. However, after everything.....I just want to dream over again, find new 

meaning to life.' 

She sighed, staring at the glossy diamond rock ring on her left ring finger. 

'I haven't seen my family since I woke up except my grandparents. I don't know 

how to face Maro. She would never forgive me. But was there any future for 

both of them? We'll never know.' 

'I hope mom doesn’t lose her marriage because of me. She got what she always 

wanted - a life without Karo. One day, I pray I have the courage to tell her I still 

love her. She's my mother, always will be.' 
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"Karo, time for your medicine" Mrs. Jite announced, strolling into the room, 

carrying a tray of food, water, and medicines. 

Karo quickly hid her notebook under her pillow on the bed she sat on. 

She faked a frown. "It's so bitter plus I am fine now" She pouted her lips. 

"And pigs fly" 

Karo gasped in mock horror. 

She chuckled softly, sitting on the edge of the bed. "I'll steal a chocolate from 

Kess’s  stack for you" 

Karo lit up like a Christmas tree.  

Kesiena was right. Her eyes always lit up. 

She took the tray and began eating. "Thank you" Karo said with a genuine 

smile for the first time in forever.  

Mrs. Jite smiled back.  

'Karo will be fine. Maybe not today, but someday...’ 

The End. 

 

Be Kind, 

Everyone is fighting their own battles you might not be aware of  

-Gere Ochuko 
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