


THE CLANDESTINE WORLD OF TAMARA LU  
EP 1 (GONE GIRL) 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. For the three years that I had been married, I hadn’t 

visited my wife’s workplace even once, even though it was just a fifteen minutes’ drive from 

Rhodespark where I worked to her office block on Thabo Mbeki Road. All because of my busy 

schedule, of course. So when I finally got an opening and braved through the unpredictable 

Lusaka lunch hour traffic to take her food, I wasn’t too surprised to find that I was a stranger 

at her office. What I wasn’t prepared for, though, was to be told that she hadn’t worked there 

in weeks. 

“There has to be some mistake, ummm……Thandi,” I said, after looking at the receptionist’s 

desk nameplate. She seemed like she didn’t want to be bothered, and she made it evident by 

the way she tossed her long, thick curls back as she looked up at me. 

“There’s no mistake; she had been absent from the office for weeks without an explanation. 

She only returned about two weeks ago and got into a heated argument with management, 

and before they could let her go, she quit. Haven’t seen her since,” she said, before returning 

to her work, or more accurately, from what I could see from the reflection off her glasses, her 

social media. 

“Would you at least know-” 

“I don’t have the slightest clue,” she replied, without even looking at me this time. So she’s not 

gonna be any help, I thought, as I turned around and then left the office block. I was baffled, 

to say the least, but I knew there was something I was missing, and Tamara was the only one 

who could help me make sense of it. I called her as I walked through the unforgiving October 

sun back to my car. 

“Hey, Tamara, I forgot something important at home…..are you at work?” I asked. 

‘Oh, hi Miles. Yes, I am; it’s kinda crazy here, I’d love to help out but I’m a little tied up…..see 

you later at dinner?” 

“Yeah, sure.” I sighed deeply. Not only had she withheld information, but she had lied to me 

as well. She had never needed to lie to me about anything in the past, so that got me 

wondering. 

As I wiped my forehead and got into my car, I had to begin to face the reality that something 

was seriously off. I had so many questions, swarming my mind like a frenzy of starving locusts. 

If she lied about this, what else has she been lying about? And where had she been spending 

her time before she left her job? And furthermore, where was she spending it now? Was she 

working somewhere else? No, she would have told me. Or maybe she’s embarrassed about 

where she works. Or that she doesn’t have a job. But why would she keep it a secret?  All of 

this had me thinking about what Tamara did with her free time; outside work and when she 

was with me, I didn’t really know. She didn’t keep too many friends, and apart from Mulenga, 



a church mate, I didn’t know much about the others. I didn’t keep tabs on her or her 

movements because I didn’t want to come off as prying, so I had always simply minded my 

own business and gave her the leeway to spread her wings. And now, I had begun to regret 

that decision. 

I needed answers, and she was the only one who could give them to me. I decided that I was 

going to confront her when she came home for dinner, but for the time being, I had to figure 

out how I was going to confront her about it. 

~ 

It was six thirty. I was anxious as hell, and I had even started getting dinner ready to keep 

myself busy. I hadn’t cooked in years. I remained going over lines in my head, wondering how 

I was going to start the interrogation because the last thing I would want would be to falsely 

accuse her of anything before getting her side of the story. 

Even though it had been years since I whipped anything up in a kitchen, I was still at least a 

novice in my own books. That night, everything I did was a mess. I got more nervous as the 

minutes went by and I botched all the dishes I was trying to prepare. This was a woman who 

hadn’t failed to be home even a minute later than seven in months. 

It was now eight-thirty. 

What could be keeping her? 

When I simply got fed up of waiting, I decided to call her, tapping the ki tchen counter 

repeatedly as I listened to the dialing tone. 

No response. 

No matter how many times I tried, I couldn’t get through. I tried calling all her friends, and 

they all said they hadn’t seen her in days. Weeks for some. That’s it, my last resort was the 

police. 

“Hello, this is the police. May you state your emergency?”  

“Good evening, this is Miles Lumba, I want to report a missing pers-“ 

Before I could say another word, I felt a cloth going over my mouth. My eyes widened as I 

realized what was going on, and what was going into my nose. 

Chloroform. 

Despite my struggling, I blacked out in seconds. 

۰୭۰ 

  



THE CLANDESTINE WORLD OF TAMARA LU  
EP 2 (STALKER) 

I rubbed the slumber out of my eyes: that I was able to do that alone came as a bit of a shock. 

The last thing I could remember was being put to bed with a chloroform pacifier. I expected 

to wake up in handcuffs, maybe even staring at a TV showing a man with red and white paint 

on his face. At the very least, I thought I would be in a dungeon or a holding cell. 

All those were terribly wrong guesses. 

When I woke up, I was in my bed, and my wife Tamara was lying next to me. 

Alive. 

And well. 

“Morning, sleepy head, I woke up a little earlier just to prepare for the day, and I decided to 

do a little reading too. Want me to get you anything to eat?” Ummm, how about a hot plate 

of answers? But then, where does one even start from? I rubbed my eyes again, trying to piece 

together the events of the previous day, separating facts from the fiction my mind could have 

conjured in my sleep. 

“Just a cup of coffee will do,” I said. She put down the book she was reading on the nightstand 

and left the room as I sat up, looking around at the space which was well lit by the light 

beaming in through the French windows on my left. She’s the one who picked the design. The 

deep scarlet comforter? The black Turkish rug? The matching drapes? She picked those too. 

Even the choice of color of the white walls, and the similar theme in the rest of our Roma 

house. She picked everything. 

“Are you still meeting with the managing director today?” She asked as she walked back into 

the room. I headed the IT department at one of the banks at the Addis Ababa Road 

roundabout so I met with met with the managing director frequently, but I couldn’t remember 

telling Tamara about this meeting in particular. Hmmmmm.  

“Pardon?” I asked, just to be sure. 

“Your calendar; it says something about a meeting.” I turned my attention to the dresser where 

my work bag was already packed, undergarments were laid out, and then the rest of the suit 

she picked out for me, hanging from the wardrobe handle. That was something she had done 

consistently for past three years, and it only hit me then – Tamara ran my life. And it’s 

something that really shouldn’t have been bothering me, but after I found out that she had 

been lying to me about work for nearly a month, it was a thorn in my side. 

“Yeah, it’s gonna be a pretty busy day,” I said, my eyes now glancing over the pieces of toast, 

the two eggs and the rasher of bacon on the plate set before me. I said I just wanted coffee; 

is she trying to fatten me? I realized that I was turning into a paranoid green monster, and I 



was even hesitant to put the food in my mouth. I took a bite of toast, with as much caution as 

someone on a twig bridge, and after I swallowed, I didn’t drop dead instantly. 

Whew. 

“Oh that’s a shame, I saw the supper you prepared when I came in late last night and since I 

found you asleep, I thought we could make plans today,” she said, looking a bit nervy as if she 

knew that wasn’t true. Was it? I wanted to read her expressions to see if I could pick anything 

else up, but she wasn’t giving anything away. She was now seated in front of the dresser, doing 

her eyelashes. I looked at her reflection; her clear dark chocolate skin was perfect whether she 

wore makeup or not. After she hair sprayed her short curls, she put a thin layer of gloss on her 

naturally deep claret lips. I had almost forgotten how striking she was, but whereas before I 

only saw beauty, I saw the same now covered with a layer of mystery and intrigue. 

And danger. 

Who is this woman who had been subtly controlling everything in my life? Playing it so well 

that I didn’t even realize what she was doing? Take our house, for example; I wanted an 

apartment near the bustle and life of the downtown area but she pointed out how Roma was 

closer to both our workplaces and mentioned something else about our church and friends, 

and I agreed without a second thought. The restaurants we went to, the clothes I bought, even 

my hairstyle; she had this way of planting an idea in my mind and making me think I’m the 

one who thought of it. Without me knowing, she had been playing the chords in me no one 

knew how to play, but she probably knew me better than I knew myself. And I didn’t know 

why just yet, but she had been taking advantage of that knowledge. One thing I was sure of, 

though, was that I was going to get answers, one way or another. 

If she’s not going to tell me, I thought, I’m going to find out by myself. 

I’m going to stalk my own wife. 

۰୭۰ 

Jack 


