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Sheena, 19 years old then, sat conversing with her friend of some years, Demi Songz – or at 

least that’s what she liked to call herself. They perched on the pavement just outside a small 

building, in the afterglow of some muffled beats that escaped from it. Demi had just finished 

her studio session, now they sat facing the road, glancing at the passers-by in the cul-de-sac, 

admiring passing cars and discussing the future. 

Night was approaching fast, and Sheena wished her friend would stay longer, but by the way 

she twiddled with her mother’s car keys, she knew it couldn’t be helped. 

“Moms says I'm wasting my time here. She wants me home by 9.” 

Sheena smiled sheepishly into her face. 

“What?” Demi continued. “Don’t your parents want you home too?” 

     “Actually, they’ve been calling me all day.” Sheena replied. “My bag must be sick from all the 

vibration.” 

Demi gave a hearty laugh. It was one of the things Sheena liked most about her. She could light 

up the mood so spontaneously. 

“Well we can’t all be daredevils like you.” 

The air had begun to take on a slight chill, and Sheena clutched her bare arms accordingly. 

     “It’s not like I’m trying to be bad. It’s just… these days it’s all about talent, not books. Even 

they should know that... 

      I give it five years. Just five years, and we’ll be richer than they ever were.” 

“Five years, really?” Demi marveled. 

     “Yea we’re young, so we have a head start. It’s only a matter of time before endorsements 

start rolling in.” 

“How do you plan to manage that?” 

     “I’m telling you, the vision is all that matters.” Sheena insisted. “My recognition is already 

starting to grow, you know? I’m up Fifty thousand followers now. If I keep at it, make some 

contacts… I’m talking Kim Kardashian big. I mean, you're the lucky one – you can sing!” 

“You're right it’s much more fun.” Demi smiled, looking into the distance. Some of the street 

lights flickered quietly. The neighborhood had gone grey. 



     “I don’t want to be average. Ever.” Sheena admitted. 

“You're not average.” Demi said. “You’re a C cup.” 

     “Shut up.” Sheena shot playfully. 

Moments after Demi had left, Sheena just sat, listening to the whoosh of the bushes. It was a 

mild escape from the madness of the inner city she’d known all her life. An intense sleepiness 

came over her and she yawned to her satisfaction into the night, stopping short when she 

noticed a man in a suit standing by the gutters some feet away from her. 

Bad lighting and all, Sheena wondered if she saw things right, because the man bent over and 

dropped something into the gutter, something that struggled as he did, something with life in 

it. 

Sheena’s heart might have stopped in her chest. Because though the most she could make of 

him was a silhouette, it seemed for a moment that he stared directly at her. But seconds after, 

he was dashing away into the night. 

“Hey!!” Sheena called out, in as deep a voice as she could muster. Her chest heaved heavily 

without her help. She let a few seconds pass, but the area seemed desolate as ever. The man, 

whoever he was, was not coming back. 

Against her better judgment, she started a slow walk towards the gutters. The muffled sounds 

coming from the house speakers were no match for the noise in her head. The flickering street 

lights did little to quell her, illuminating the gutters three seconds at a time. Indeed something 

squirmed in the slow moving stream of putrid water. Her fears suggested it was anything from a 

rabid dog to a bag of snakes. One glance and she would be gone from there for good, she told 

herself.  

But sure as diapers she saw a small head protruding from the stench below; a baby lay face 

down in the water. 

“Aaaaaaaah!! Help! HELP!” 

She could not control the screams escaping her mouth. It was as though she yelled on the 

child’s behalf. She could have waited for a response, but she found herself flat on her face, 

reaching into the dirt water of the crevice, hot tears streaming down her face. When she 

couldn’t get close enough, she immersed herself wholly into the gutter and wrenched the child 

out. The baby felt still. With an elevated sense of foreboding, she screamed all the more, using 

words she couldn’t make out. 



The baby had a small mask on its face, covering the nose and mouth, the very reason why its 

cries were not heard. Sheena tore it off avidly, groaning at the grotesque liquid spewing out of 

its mouth. She scrambled her way out of the gutter, enduring a few cuts, then took off her tank 

top and shrouded it, her chest covered only by her bra. In frenzy she darted for the building 

with the muffled sounds, turning past a small sign that read: 

 

IN DEPTH STUDIOS 

CONTACT DJ NAME @kingslyonetip 

ENGINEER WANTED 

 

With a small leap she banged against the front door. The loud knocks causing some audible 

murmurs from the inside. The audio was immediately cut, and the neighborhood fell dead 

silent. 

“NAME! NAME OPEN UP” Sheena cried. 

     “Who is it?” came a distraught muffled voice from the other side of the door. 

“OPEN UP!!” 

The door swung open and a dark young man with headphones shrouding his neck stood in its 

place. His face was a mirror of awe and confusion at what he was witnessing; Sheena was 

topless and drenched in the stench and colour of expired waste. 

“Sheen?! what the – “ 

He immediately noticed the heap in her arms. 

“Is that – “ 

     “Name we-have-to-get-to-the-hospital.” She was a total wreck. “The baby, THE BAY-B – “ 

Namé looked like he was holding back some vomit. Behind him two guys dressed in brightly 

coloured sweatshirts emerged from the makeshift booth, looking bewildered. A third boy was 

asleep on a swivel chair in the corner, clutching an empty bottle of wine. 

“What happened?” 

     “I think he’s still breathing. We have to do something! Call the police – where’s my phone??” 



“No Police!” Namé blurted. 

For a small moment, they just stared at each other in confusion while Sheena caught her 

breath. 

     “What?” 

“We’ll take care of it. Alright? We’ll – Pablo will get us a ride right now and we’ll go to the 

hospital. Hey Pablo, let’s go – “ 

One of the guys responded. “I don’t know man, this is fucked up…” 

“I said LETS GO.” Namé gored. Pablo half-heartedly exited the building, escorted by his ward. 

“Don’t worry.” Namé continued, clutching the shrouded baby. “Just go inside and take a shower 

and rest. We’ll be back.” 

     “Please save him.” Sheena cried. It was the most pathetic voice he’d ever heard her use. 

He nodded. Shutting the door behind him, he elicited a loud grunt from the sleeping boy, but 

nothing more. The house felt quiet as a grave. 

Sheena hit the showers. It was not till she saw all the dark liquid swirling in the drain that she 

realized just how dirty she’d gotten. The water running down her nose served to remind her of 

the pain the baby must have felt; face down in a canal, unable to move. 

She felt a profound hatred for the man in the suit. He was a monster, nothing but a blight on 

the earth, for what he’d tried to do. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Sheena woke the next day drowsy and sniffing slightly. It was Saturday. Shelving her usual 

morning routine of sorting the pictures on her phone, she headed for the studio entrance, 

which was alight with the smell of burnt coffee and cigarettes. DJ Namé was back, and he 

looked just as tired as she did. 

An awkward silence fell between them. Namé wouldn’t look at her; he focused instead on 

sipping noiselessly from his mug. 

“How did it go?” she asked nervously. 

Namé kept silent and began to fiddle with some deck wires. 

“Where’s the baby?” 

     “What baby?” replied Namé , passively. 

“That’s not funny.” said Sheena, turning stoic. 

He turned and looked her dead in the eye. “I’m not laughing. Do you know what you put us 

through last night?” 

“I can’t believe what I’m hearing.” said Sheena. “That’s a burden to you? Saving a child? Saving 

a little boy?”  

     “Who said it was a boy?” 

“What does it matter if it was a boy or a girl?” 

Namé faced away, choosing to look instead at the boy sleeping in his swivel chair, the empty 

bottle from the previous night was still glued to his grip. 

“You know, I’ll never understand guys.” Sheena continued. “A baby is just another person to 

you. If only you knew what a woman went through to even have a child –“ 

     “Well, you don’t know either,” Namé retorted. “So don’t act so high and mighty here.” 

He walked slowly towards the sleeping boy, bounding over him. He looked like he still had a few 

hours of sleep left in him. Namé clipped the boy’s nose with his fingers and held for a few 

seconds. He woke to a choking fit, which sickened Sheena the more. 

    “Get the fuck out” he accosted the boy. 

Groggily and without question, he staggered out the front door, empty bottle still impressively 

clutched in his hand. 



     “I let too many of you stay here.” Namé mumbled, seemingly to himself. 

Sheena’s eyes watered and the room felt smaller than it actually was. Namé, noticing this, 

turned his tone down a few notches. 

“Look, we took care of it, alright?” He walked towards her. “What did you think was going to 

happen? You would raise it? For god sakes we almost got arrested last night – “  

“It’s best we just forget all of this ever happened.” he sniffed. 

Sheena placed a hand over her mouth and stifled a gasp. Namé seemed not to notice. 

“We have a long day ahead of us. You should be preparing for the video. That should take your 

mind off things.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Later that night Sheena pulled up at the parking lot, scantily clad, as were all the girls 

there. They were nine in total. The guys on the other hand, were all dressed in variations of 

comic stage wear. Namé had invited many of his friends to share some screen time with him. 

He had on a pair of aviators himself, a snapback over his bulbous head and a multicoloured set 

of fatigues, hovering over some red boots. Pablo had on a differently coloured sweatshirt, and 

seemed to be avoiding Sheena’s line of sight. She was intent on returning the favour. 

The director, Clarence, had fitted five fluorescent LED illuminators in the middle of the park 

and was surveying camera angles in preparation for the shoot. 

Alright, I’ll need you lovely ladies dancing over here for the first scene. Clarence gesticulated. 

Mind you, your thighs will be in full focus, so try and be creative… then we’ll be getting some 

personalized body shots with the windfan, so for those of you with hair, it’d be much better if 

you had it down… and for the third scene I’ll need you to interact with the guys – that will be a 

sweeping shot…   

Sheena undid her bun, trying to keep her mind off the past events. Her jaws hurt from 

clenching her teeth too hard, she needed to relax. 

“You have really nice hair.”  

One of the girls commented. She was on the chubby side, with a wide smile that seemed out of 

place. 

     “Thanks.” Sheena replied. “Nice dress.” The girl had on bumshorts and a pair of stilettos. 

 “It’s my first video shoot.” the girl continued, positively giddy. “I'm really nervous.” 

     “No need to be. You’ll be fine.” replied Sheena.  

 

Forty-five minutes in and they were halfway through. Sheena had begun to feel the cold of the 

night air against her skin, and a slight shiver took on. DJ Namé moved to the centre of the 

frame, as did Pablo and his friend, chanting their verses to the music. An impressively bearded 

guy advanced on Sheena during the scene. She cringed at the stench of his cologne. 

More movement! bellowed Clarence through the megaphone. The bearded guy thrust 

uncomfortably at her hips. She kept it professional, swaying to the disjointed rhythm was hard 

enough. 

“You want to come over to my crib later?” 



The bearded guy had whispered in her ear. She felt a tinge of anger eat at her insides, but she 

had to keep a straight face or she would jeopardize the scene. 

“You're really good.” The guy said, placing a grubby hand on her exposed waist. 

It happened in the space of three seconds. Sheena pirouetted on the spot and landed her open 

palm hard into the young man’s hairy face. He staggered backwards, clutching his jaw and 

resting on the hood of a rented car for support. When he came out of his daze, he recoiled. 

Several boys, realizing what had just happened, rushed forwards to hold him back. 

Clarence was livid. 

What is going on over there?! CUT! CUT!! 

The music stopped. It didn’t take long till all eyes were in their direction. The bearded man eyed 

her menacingly, being held back by no less than three young men, who begged him to quell his 

anger. 

“What did you do now?” Namé stepped forwards eyeing her through his shades. Sheena didn’t 

wait to argue. She stormed past them, past the range of the illuminating lights and out the set.  

Namé followed suit, calling out her name as he did. 

“Sheen what happened?” He finally caught up to her by the lot entrance. 

     “Why don’t you ask your friend – the hairy perv?”  

“Come on, you're acting childish – “ 

A small explosion set off in Sheena’s head. 

“ – let’s go back. The director is getting pissed. We’ll pair you with someone else.” 

He made to take her hand, but she brushed his aside with impunity. 

     “We’re through.” she said plainly. 

“What did you say?”  

     “I’m done with you. I fucking hate you!” 

“You hate me?” Namé said, getting angry. “You know what? You can get the hell out of here! 

I’ve had enough of your psycho shit. You're nothing without me. You filthy piece of – “ 



     “ – DON’T TALK TO ME LIKE THAT. YOU WASTE OF SPACE.” Sheena yelled. She’d never been 

so livid. The lot had gone surprisingly quiet. Even the generator seemed to be eavesdropping on 

their argument. 

“Go then. We’ll see where you end up.” 

Sheena didn’t need telling twice. In a couple of seconds she was out the gate. 

“And you can just walk home!” Namé yelled after her. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Sheena, 26 years old then, stared at the shower floor reminiscently, as the warm water 

streamed down her face and into the drain. She prepared herself for the morning routine, 

which had become more rigorous in the past couple of weeks. 

She dried herself then stepped out of the booth, with some difficulty, and began to don her 

work clothes. Her blouse formed an uneven arc over her protruded belly as she walked out of 

the small flat, locked the door, and headed towards the road. 

She strolled to the rhythm of her newfound weight till she reached the pavement, feeling 

uneasy. The morning air was cold and dewy as she lowered her handbag and stuck out an arm 

toward the passing cars. It didn’t take long before a taxi pulled up by her side. She lowered 

herself, belly first, into the back of the car and it took off. 

“Business district?” asked the driver with some conviction. 

     “I’ll direct you.” Sheena said. 

Her phone rang. She stared at the caller ID gloomily, contemplating until at long last she hit 

‘receive’. It was her dad. 

How are you feeling? was the crackle of a deep voice through the speaker. Sheena kept silent. 

Your mother has been worried sick. She says you haven’t talked to her in months 

     “We spoke last week.” She replied. 

Why won’t you let us help? It’s our grandchild too said the man excitedly. I don’t like this 

arrangement. Gabriel doesn’t pick his calls either 

     “It’s fine. I'm fine.” 

I hope so. Please be careful. I know we’ve had… the voice trailed off. Call us from time to time. 

Please. Don’t we deserve it? We want you to be happy 

     “I have to go.” Sheena said, cutting the call and heaving a deep sigh of relief… and regret. 

“Congratulations madam.” beamed the driver. Ever since her condition became apparent, the 

cab men had always tried to lure her into conversation. When she ignored him and hid her 

hand from view, he focused on the road. 

 

They arrived at the business district some forty five minutes later. Sheena alighted by a white 

building with three storeys. She stepped in and rode the lift to the second floor. She pushed 



against the glass divider at the end of the corridor then cringed when it opened of its own 

accord – her boss had gotten to the office before her. 

Sheena took her place behind the receptionist desk. With some difficulty she balanced in her 

swivel chair, some good distance from the table, to allow for her girth. The windows to her 

boss’ office were all boarded up and a large banner with FIDELITY TRUST INSURANCE LTD hung 

over it. 

The two-way on the landline at her table buzzed and she stretched for it, holding it up to her 

ear with a look of haplessness on her face. 

Where have you been? 

“Sorry sir.” Sheena replied. “I had transport problems – “ 

No calls. No visitors. I'm not available till 12:30 chimed her boss on the line. Do you understand? 

“Yes sir.” she chorused, dropping the phone. 

Slowly but surely the waiting room began to fill with clients, each one more irritable than the 

next. It was tiring telling them to exercise patience, telling them the manager was unavailable 

at the moment, ushering them to their seats… she’d begun to feel like a dial tone. 

A particular customer had seen enough. Without warning, the man headed for the inner office 

with a clenched jaw and a set face. Sheena started from her desk in alarm. 

“Sir please take your seat. The manager is not available – “  

The man marched still and reached for the door. 

“Sir! You're not allowed in there! Sir!” 

Sheena felt her chair tipping and soon after, her balance followed. She struggled to regain her 

posture, grasping at the air in horror. The clients opposite the room looked equally mortified as 

they gasped at her descent. Several eons later, she had hit the floor. 

“Oh my god, are you alright?” 

Some of the clients had come to her aid at the desk, lifting her to her feet and observing her 

with interest. Other than a small throbbing in her head she felt okay. The gathering was quite 

unnecessary and most of all, embarrassing. Inside the inner office a shouting match had ensued 

between the disgruntled client and her boss. Her heart sank. A good 15 minutes later the client 

had stormed out the building, and her boss was standing by the doorway to his office, looking 

flustered. 



“Sheena, please meet me in my office, now.”  

It was only the third time she’d been ushered into his office. Along the walls shone plaques and 

framed certificates. On his veneer table stood a large glass crucifix, a desktop, two tablets, a 

land line and a myriad of documents. 

Sheena took a while to settle into the opposite seat, making sure to enunciate the difficulty she 

was in. Her boss kept a straight face through it all. 

“How are you today?” he asked. 

Sheena, frightened by the awkwardness of the question, answered equally oddly. “I'm OK.” 

“Something has been bothering me for a while now…” the man continued. “I'm a kind of person 

that likes things done in a certain way. Especially in my workplace…” 

Sheena’s mind was racing. This was the conversation that she’d dreaded since her employment; 

the conversation that every worker dreaded. 

“…getting customers is hard enough in this economy. Don’t you agree?” 

     “Yes sir.” Sheena blurted, unsure of the question. 

“Good. I'm glad we’re on the same page.” although his face looked gaunt. “Then you’ll have no 

objection to what I’m about to do next – “ 

     “ – Sir” Sheena started, warily. She would’ve gotten on her knees right there if they allowed 

her. “I can do better. I promise.” 

“Nonsense.” the man hissed. “I won’t allow it any further. What kind of an employer would I 

be?” 

Sheena was close to tears. 

“This is why I must insist, that you take a maternity leave at once.” 

Her heartbeat slowed and her face regained some colour at those words. She’d been so 

convinced she was a candidate for a sack just a few moments earlier. 

     “But sir, it’s no problem really.” She pleaded. “I really need the extra hours – “ 

He wasn’t listening. 

“Two months with pay. That will be all.” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Sheena headed for her one-bedroom flat later that day feeling utterly exhausted. She felt 

so heavy that the small building might have collapsed under her weight. She undid the rusty 

lock, looking forward to the showerhead and a short loneliness-filled holiday. As she stepped 

inside she glimpsed a figure that nearly scared her senseless. 

“Sorry to have come in uninvited.” said the strange man, cool as you like. 

     “Gabriel? What are you doing here?!” 

“You should sit down.” Gabriel continued, annoyingly calm. 

     “Why would you care??” 

She was trying her best not to lose control, but anger flooded her with every passing second. 

     “HOW-DID-YOU-GET IN HERE??” 

“You gave me a key, remember?” said Gabriel. “Calm down, or the neighbours might think 

something is wrong.” 

She rested on the couch to soothe her back, all the while panting. Gabriel however, paced the 

room, observing the poorly furnished surroundings. 

“Do I need a reason to see the mother of my child?” 

     “You are nobody’s father.” she hissed. 

Gabriel smiled a malicious, toothless smile. “Look what you’ve done to yourself.” 

The gloom she felt at that moment might have wounded a small animal. Here he was, the 

source of her pregnancy, the source of her pain, the unwilling father of her child; and he came 

here to gloat? 

     “I curse the day I met you!” 

“I didn’t cause this.” Gabriel continued. “You know that. I told you I wasn’t ready for a child, but 

you went ahead anyway – “ 

     “Then what are you doing here?!” she made to toss a seat pillow at him, but missed badly. 

“Don’t be so unreasonable.” he said. “You still need me after all.” 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Sheena, 27 years old then, dialed sporadically on her phone, but to no avail. The rain 

poured on heavily outside, there was no hope of reaching anyone on the call network. She was 

in a mad frantic. 

She was going into labour and she knew it. Her body ached all over but there was no helping it 

now… she had to find a way to the hospital on her own. 

She stepped outside to the sounds of clapping roofs, nightdress and umbrella in hand, using her 

phone to peer through the darkness. Gingerly she walked unto the road, feeling heat in the 

midst of all the cold; and tried to hail down a taxi. Many cars passed her by; maybe it was the 

poor visibility, or the strangeness of the sight of a pregnant woman in a nightdress standing in 

the rain. 

She slowly found her way down the road, shouting down cars as she went. A particularly speedy 

one splashed rain water down the front of her clothes. She felt a sharp pain in her neck and 

collapsed. The umbrella cluttered noisily somewhere around her. As much as she tried, she 

couldn’t move. Soon her eyelids fell and she knew no more. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Sheena, 25 years old then, sat at the restaurant table – well, fast food table to be exact – 

ending her work day with a treat. It was Friday after all. She was about ordering an extra 

helping of fries when she noticed someone come through the door, someone that brought back 

some fond memories. 

“Demi!” she exclaimed. 

Demi Songz whipped around immediately. She looked positively dashing, with earrings that 

punished her earlobes severely and a sky blue blouse over pearl white leggings. 

“Oh my god! Sheena?” 

The rest of the restaurant averted their eyes as they embraced. 

“Wow! how long has it been.” said Demi, taking the seat across from her. 

     “Ages.” sang Sheena. She was smiling from ear to ear. “You look so good, so professional and 

– “ her eyes suddenly lingered over Sheena’s left ring finger. A shiny engagement ring stared 

back. 

 “Oh my god” 

Sheena’s cheeks were aching from her smile. 

“Congratulations!” Demi laughed. “Who’s the lucky guy?” 

     “Well, his name’s Gabriel.” Sheena said. “He’s the sweetest guy I’ve ever met – “ 

“ – Yup, that’s the sweetest ring I’ve ever seen.” 

     “Haha! How are you? I’ve missed you.” 

“Me? Still alive and ringless, my dear…”  

She was still the same warm and jovial Demi she’d known as a teen. It was funny how little age 

did to change her demeanor. 

“I can’t believe you got a desk job.” said Demi. “I'm so jealous right now, you're in a suit and 

everything.” 

     ‘Thanks, Demz.” Sheena said, wondering why they never kept in touch. “You look great too. 

Where have you been?” 

Demi’s eyes dimmed. “I’ve been working too, but my job is not as stable as yours.” She blurted 

out before Sheena could ask, “I’m a DJ.” 



Sheena almost spat juice all over the table. “Really? I thought you studied Nursing or 

something…” 

“It was Accounting, and no I dropped out. It wasn’t for me.” 

Sheena searched her eyes. “So do you like it?” 

“Oh I love it.” she beamed. “It doesn’t pay as much, but I get to travel a lot.” 

Demi’s eyes dropped to the table reminiscently, she was positively glowing. 

“It wouldn’t hurt to have one of those though.” she said, gesturing at the ring for the millionth 

time. 

Sheena passed her a smartphone. A clean shaven Gabriel was the screensaver. 

“He’s a handsome one, isn’t he?” Demi commented. 

     “You’ve got to meet him.” Sheena smiled. “Let’s never stop keeping in touch.” 
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It was morning and Sheena stepped out of her small building clutching her wriggling son in 

her arms. The skies were light grey and yet showed no signs of rain. Her shot eyes were telling 

of lack of sleep. She managed to pick up a small basket laden with baby products and started 

her march towards the road. 

The soonest she’d emerged in the street a small cab screeched to a halt beside her, billowing 

wind through the trousers of her work suit. 

The cab coasted quietly towards the business district. Sheena caught the driver occasionally 

steal a glance at them through the rear view mirror when she comforted her baby; but he said 

nothing all the way, till she’d reached her destination – a white building with three storeys. 

“Aren’t you going to charge me?” she alighted, accosting him. 

     “No charge madam.” 

“Do you know what country you're in?” she retorted. There was a knowing look in his eye she 

didn’t quite like. The cab man smiled, unfazed, then drove off. 

The baby started to stir as she rode the lift, an unusual, ominous wriggling, even by his 

standards. 

“Shh!! You have to be quiet now.” She warned. 

She stepped through the glass divider, wholly ignorant of the locks. It couldn’t be helped, she 

knew she was late. Before taking her seat behind the receptionists’ desk, she spread a thick 

blanket out on the floor beside the table and lay the baby there. 

The child offered her no respite. The day hadn’t even gone halfway and he wailed for the office 

to hear. Sheena rued the divided attention, but there was work to be done and she had to do it. 

The clients cringed uncomfortably at the loud cries, averting their eyes like they had no idea 

where the sounds came from. It took a disgruntled middle-aged woman to approach her 

squarely and address it. 

“Don’t you have a porta-baby??” 

     “What’s a porta-baby?” Sheena asked, through drooping eyes. She was really tired. 

“It’s a rocking chair…” said the woman. “…and get some toys for him too. He must be bored out 

of his mind.” 



Sheena tried everything to comfort him, but he kept at it, only stopping occasionally to draw 

breath. After a moment that seemed like ages, her boss stepped out, eyes narrowed, and 

invited her into his office. Sheena put on as innocent a face as humanly possible. 

The man spent the good part of a minute just glaring at her and the child. She pretended to 

whisper to the baby while averting her eyes. Strangely enough, the child began to quiet down. 

“Has he eaten?” 

Sheena looked up at her boss surprised at the question. This was the first time she’d seen her 

eyes relaxed at the sides. Could he be showing concern? 

     “Yes sir.” she stated. 

He paced his desk, stroking his artifacts as he did. He rarely ever sat down when she was in his 

office. She wondered if he ever sat down at all. 

“As you know,” he continued. “I have a child of my own, so I think I can relate a little bit to your 

situation. The first child is always the hardest – most confusing I should say, to raise…” 

“Also, I am not blind to see that you have conveniently hidden the issue of the child’s father 

from me, so maybe I am safe in assuming the worst – “ 

     “ – He has no father.” Sheena blurted, straight faced. 

Her boss had a brief moment of shock at her candor, but must have thought the better of it, 

because he continued his pacing. 

“What I mean is – and I say this with the deepest regard for you – is that, your child may be 

disrupting work activities…” 

He talked quickly, trying to hide the gravity of his words. 

“…Surely you must have an alternative for taking care of the boy? Personally, I would suggest a 

housemaid, but there are so many other options like daycare or, or a grandparent perhaps.” 

Sheena’s eyes searched the floor. 

“But you know I simply cannot have such… disruption in my office. I hope you understand.” 

She understood fully. It was clear as day. It was either the baby left the office, or she did. 
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When she woke, she did groggily, with a singeing pain running the length of her belly she 

couldn’t quite trace. 

Where was she? 

The room reeked of freshly dabbed disinfectant and she could not tell if it was night or day. The 

blinding fluorescents shone brightly into her face. She was lying in a bed that felt like a rock. It 

was unmistakable leather beneath her back – like sleeping on her handbag. The sheets were 

white, her knuckles were white, and to the left of her bed she noticed the winding coils of an IV 

coming to rest in her arm. 

Somehow Sheena had made it to the hospital, but she’d never been to this one before. In a 

moment of panic she glanced down at her belly and noticed the bulge she’d grown accustomed 

to was no longer there. 

A nearby nurse noticed her squirming and immediately came to her side. 

“Calm down. It’s okay. Everything is fine.” 

     “Where am I?” Sheena immediately meant to say, but the words came out a gargle. 

“You're in the A and E ward. A taxi man brought you in unconscious, but you're in good hands. 

The doctor will be in shortly.” The nurse was smiling so broadly, she didn’t know how to react. 

Soon the doctor had emerged, and inspected her vital signs. The nurse reemerged too, and 

something was wriggling in her arms. 

     “What is that?” 

The doctor either looked like she had some concern, or held back some disdain. 

“Madam, you're a mother. This is your baby. Your son.” 

The squinty eyed child was lowered into her arms, crying profusely. 

“We had to perform a caesarian when you lost consciousness. You're very lucky to be alive and 

I’m hoping you have insurance…” 

The nurse followed her words in an excited pitch. She seemed way out of place. 

“Ooh what will you name him?” 

Sheena stared at the newborn and drew a blank. He looked nothing like her. Every cringing 

feature on his face a reminder of his father as he looked up to her, crying for support. 
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It’s been a while. I would like to lay eyes on my son today. I expect he is healthy. So happy for us. 

I’ll be over by the house later. Let’s discuss the future. 

- Gabriel  

 

“Stop the car here.” 

     “Here?” asked the taxi man, puzzled. “But madam, we haven’t reached where you're goin – “ 

“I said Stop. Here. NOW!” 

The cab came to a screeching halt in the middle of a desolate road. Sheena alighted, dress suit 

and all, baby in one hand, bag in the other, leaving the cabbie totally perplexed. It was getting 

dark. 

“Madam, the next bus stop is far from here!” the driver called out, but Sheena was already 

drifting away. She couldn’t believe what she had just read off her phone. Gabriel had never 

cared for the pregnancy till that point. Now he wanted to ‘discuss the future’? ‘I’m so happy for 

us’?! 

The child began to cry again. It was that distant sickening cry of foreboding. The same one he’d 

began at the office. All the things Gabriel had done to her, calling off their engagement, running 

away with her best friend, denying the pregnancy… now this?? 

“Shut up!” Sheena commanded. 

Somehow, the baby attained an even higher pitch. His ear splitting tones filled her head, she 

could think of nothing else… 

“SHUT UP!!” 

Sheena’s eyes flashed hot red in the evening sky. In an instant she’d dipped her hands into her 

bag and wrangled out a large scarf. 

No sooner had she unearthed it than it was wrapped around the child’s mouth and knotted 

tightly. The child’s screams instantly became a rhythmic muffle. Sheena found herself panting 

heavily. Up ahead, the full moon peered from beneath the clouds. She darted about warily but 

nothing stirred, nothing but the slow moving streams of dirt water in the crevice by the side of 

the road. 



Sheena walked toward the gutters, wide eyed and sweating in the cool breeze. Her heart 

thumped furiously against her ribs. She knew exactly what to do. A light flickered overhead but 

she didn’t care. It was time to take her life back. A fresh start. 

She took a last look at her baby. Nameless, wriggling and weeping; scarf held over his mouth 

like a gang member. That was what he was, the little gang member that stole from her life. 

Sheena dipped the baby headlong into the gutters and straightened up from the scene. For the 

first time in a long time, her mind drew a blank. Her legs felt equally as hollow. She wished she 

could stand there forever, numb and placid. But when she thought she heard a shout coming 

from the distance, a bitter reality flooded over her, and she scurried from the scene into the 

darkness.  
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