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The Unwavering Resolve to Pursue the Best
Mr. Benson sat silently in his thatched house with three of his siblings and a wife. All apart from him looked weak and feeble. They could not remember when they last had a decent meal. Mrs. Benson had tried all she could to ensure that her family had had something to eat. All her neighbors had indebted him in one way or another. Most of them had started to avoid her for her continuous habit of taking loans, asking for grants, or even stealing. Mr. Benson was rarely in the house and never bothered to know what his family needed. He spent most of his time in drug dens and would take all sorts of drugs to keep high. When at home, he was either asleep or was too drunk to comprehend. 
He sat in a makeshift sofa, his face glued to the floor as she listened to her wife making noise. At least this time around, he was a bit sober. His eye protruded to their socket with red veins clearly visible. He had grown too weak. He was breathing and sweating profusely. He cleared his throat and said:
“Let it be clear to you. I am not selling any of my property to settle your bills.” 
“We are in dire need of money,” the wife replied. “Look! The landlord was here a minute ago; our electricity and water supply have been disconnected due to huge arrears” she picked a piece of dirty cloth from a heap of dirty cloth on the floor and wiped her tears. She felt like giving up the push for change. 
“I have repeatedly said this to you; we need not sell the land or livestock to settle our bills,” Mr. Benson interjected. 
“But we need basic needs, what do you want the children to eat,” Mrs. Benson replied. She had started losing her temper.
“I have a plan for this” Mr. Benson replied
“This has always been your excuse, last night you still gave us the similar stories, but we slept hungrily,” she complained.
“My employer had not approved an advance for me, but I am sure he will today,” Mr. Benson defended himself.
“But we are still hungry,” she said. “Look at your children, don’t you have mercy. What an irresponsible man!”
The elder son called from outside 
“Mum,” he knocked the door open, drawing the attention of both his mother and father, who were clearly in conflict. “Our brother has collapsed!”  He said in a panicked voice and went back to give the first aid to the two and a half boy, lying unconsciously on the kitchen floor. His father and mother joined him. The boy was laid in a flat position; his clothes were removed and air brown into his nostril. He showed no sign of movement. His body was frigid.
“Jack! Bring warm water,” Mr. Benson ordered, “he needs to take some water.”
“There is no clean water left in the jar,” he said. “The water was disconnected yesterday.”
The father looked helpless. His son was dying. He had no means of helping him since all his sources of income were depleted. He looked at his worried wife helplessly and started praying inaudibly. 
“He is dehydrated,” the mother said, “Jack, run to Mr. Mark, tell him to assist us with a cup of water.”
Two minutes later, Jack came back. He was crying profusely.
“The neighbor is throwing abusive words to me. He didn’t grant me access to his homestead citing that we have not cleared his two months milk bill. I tried to explain to him that I need water, but he could not even listen.”
The true picture of the situation became clear to his mind. Mr. Benson wondered why he had to suffer such humiliation in from of his family. All seemed to work against his wishes. He sat at a dry grass field. It had not rained for the last five months.
“Aaie!” the mother screamed while holding her head as if it was in great pain. 
“All will be well! All will be well!” the father said repeatedly 
“Help! We need help!” the mother screamed while running up and down as if she had lost her mind.
“Stop it, we shall make it!” her husband interjected. 
The difference between the two seemed to escalate amidst the crisis that they faced. While the husband was calling her wife to silence, she continued to scream to ask for help. Luckily, people responded. They arrived in large numbers.  The child was taken to the hospital immediately. 
The doctor’s report indicated that the boy suffered severe malnutrition and dehydration. The report further clarified that ‘this was a clear indication that the boy had not been feeding well or had stayed for long without food and water.’ 
“I told you to feed your family.” the wife said, “look at the huge bill we are required to pay just because you refused to sell your numerous pool of properties.” 
She showed her husband a five hundred dollar hospital. Mr. Benson looked at it with disbelieving eyes. He stayed silent and looked to be in a deep though.
“Unfortunately, it had to reach this far for me to realize how needy my family is,” Mr. Benson said in a low tone.
“Now you have to sell the properties that you held to pay the bill,” said the wife
“I am sorry for bringing shame to my family,” he said. “You must have tried all manners of the solution to solve the situation,” the husband said in a remorseful tone
“You are such a merciless man,” she said, anger boiling in her. “I have been telling you that you are a stingy old man. How can you let your family die of hunger as you stroll around in drinking dens all day and night?”
“I am sorry, my wife, I am sorry. I have been burying my head under the sand, not to see the problem we were facing. But I promise to ensure from today that you will always have constant providence of all basic needs.” the husband promised.
Mr. Benson changed for good. He has been a helpful father in his family, ensuring that everything was available. 







