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Where Were You Last Night?
prithi shukla
I sat up in bed and gazed out of the window; pensive and filled with dread. Why had Dan not returned? It was dawn. Chirping birds were always a delight to wake up too, but this morning I was anxious, my stomach tied up in knots. The twitter exacerbated my fear. 
Perhaps I’m an over protective grandmother. Invariably, if Dan’s out late, I’d lie in bed half-awake and half-asleep until he’s home, safe. Last night though, I hadn’t heard a key in the lock turn or the front door open and shut. Maybe I had dozed off. So, I swung my old legs out of bed and lumbered over to his room. The sheets were smooth. My heart pounded. Where was he?  Strange thoughts raced through my mind. 
It was 5:00 in the morning. Was he with someone? Had something gone wrong?  Should I call his best friend John…was it too early? I decided to give him some more time. I tried calling his phone, but it just rang and rang. Dan had just completed his A-level exams and was celebrating with friends. 
The rain was pelting down in sheets. The drains were overflowing. I hoped he was safe. Dreadful stories flooded my thoughts. I’d read people could be robbed, beaten, knifed and even killed if they were out on the city streets at night. Before he left the house, he had scribbled ‘Zeds’ on a piece of note paper. I wasn’t quite sure where ‘Zeds’ was…and what happened there. Was it a nightclub or a bar or …? I don’t know. I collapsed down on his bed with my head on his pillow. As I glanced around, my eyes fell on a picture on his desk. It was Dan as a toddler, holding on to his mum. I recalled the day he came to live with me. I could hear his little feet running down the hall.
“Nana, nana,” he called out gleefully when he saw me in the doorway. I swooped him up in my arms. He was oblivious about his mother and asked:
“When’s mama coming?” 
 “Mummy has had to go away for a little while,” I told him, he was only five at the time. His mother never did return. He didn’t question it then but as the years passed, he learnt she had died peacefully. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Dan, one can say was a good boy. He was gentle, kind, read books to his young cousin Liz, made friends easily and he never failed to help me with the weekly shopping. There were times when he was bad too. At the age of seven, he fell out of a neighbour’s tree and broke his arm when he got caught stealing apples. In primary school, he had destroyed the flowers and plants in the garden. As I reminisced my phone rang. At this point, my heart was in my mouth. With trembling hands, I pulled out my mobile from my pocket. I stared at it. I didn’t recognise the number. Who could it be? Curious and afraid I answered:
“Hello,” I said warily.
“Hey nana,” Dan blurted guiltily. Hearing his voice comforted me. 
“Are you okay,” I asked concerned. 
“Yes…,” he sheepishly replied. 
“I’m fine nana, it’s just…,” I interrupted, seething. Relief was overtaken by anger.
 “Where were you last night?” I hollered into the phone outraged, “…where have you been? … I’ve been worried sick.”
 “I’ll be home soon,” Dan said apologetically, “…I’ll explain then.”
My temper soon subsided. Most importantly, I knew he was alright. When Dan returned, his excuse was lame. He explained he had fallen asleep at a friend’s place and had lost track of time. He was unable to call as his phone was dead. I knew there was more to his story than meets the eye, but that’s okay. He’s now home safe.
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