


SIKELELA

PROLOGUE

“Mkhontohasbeenkilled.”

Heliftedhiseyesandlookedathismother.Therewasnotwinge

ofsympathyorpaininhereyes.Buthedidn’texpecthertofeel

anythingforthatman.Inhislifeheonlysawhim once,afterhe

turnedthreeyearsoldandhecan’tevenrememberitvividly.He

carriedhim once,gavehim apacketofCheeseCurlsandthatwas

thelasttimetheysaworheardfrom him.Averyprominentfigure

inhiscommunity,MkhontoHlongwaneofMashobavillage.A

handsomehusbandofthreewivesandafatherofmanychildren

thatSikelelahasnevermet.Hismothersingle-handedlyraised

him from birthtoseventeen.Ateighteenhehadtogrowup,bea

manandstarttakingcareofhismother.He’stheonlychild,that

wasexpectedofhim asablackchild;it’spartoflife.Yourparents

raiseyouuntilyou’reoldenoughtohaveanID,ifluckyapieceof

qualificationaswell,thenyoureturnthefavorandtakecareof

yourparents.

Hisuncletookawife,theviciousMaGwalawhodividedthefamily

from themomentshesteppedinsidetheDlamukapremises.He

hadtobuildhismotheraseparatekitchen,whichwasjusta

shackwithawoodentable,two-platestoveandoldcupboards



thatMaGwalasoldtohim whenhisuncleboughthernewones.

Luckilyhewasabletosaveupandrebuildabetterkitchenforhis

motherandrenovatetheirhouse.He’sacertifiedsecurityguard

workingunderPrasa-notthemostrespectedjobinSouthAfrica.

Howeverhe’sabletoputbreadonthetable,sustainhimselfand

takecareofhismother.Hisunclewaskindenoughtobuyhim

securityguardcertificatesafterhefinishedhighschool.Hegot

hisshootinganddriver'slicensesshortly,andthenhewasgood

todiveintotherealworldandmakealiving.Obviouslythatwas

beforehisunclegotmarried,tohim hewasstillabraveand

intelligentnephew.Eventhoughhisrelationshipwithhisuncle

nowhangsonathinstring,he’sgratefulforthefoundationhe

builthim,nowhecanstandonhisown.

HisnameisSikelela,translatedas“Bless”andquotedfrom the

nationalanthem.He’saspittingimageofhisfatherwhointhe

last25yearsofhislifehasneversentasingleletternormadea

phonecall.Hewasturning28yesterday,whichhappenedtobe

thedayhisfathertookhislastbreath.Socoincidental!

“Whokilledhim?”heasked.

Hismotherblinkedtwice,rapidly,andnarrowedherbulbouseyes

athim.Finewomanisn’thowtodescribeCebileDlamuka,she’s

theAfricanversionoftheMalibubarbie.Nowapproaching45and

aginggracefullylikeafinewine.

“How’sthatanyofyourbusiness?”sheaskedwithhersnubnose

flaringout.28yearslaterandstillangryatMkhontoHlongwane,



themanwhogotherpregnantat16andlefthertofendfor

herselfandherlittlebaby.

“Hewasmyfather.”Therehesaiditforthefirsttimeinfrontof

hismother;hecalledthatmanhisfather!Eventhoughhealways

didinhisheart,afewtimesthathe’stalkedabouthim tohis

motherhealwaysaddressedhim asMkhonto.

Cebiletookadeepbreath.Disappointmentwasn’tafittingword.

“Whatdoyouwantforbreakfast?Porridgeorbread?”

Hedidnotanswer.Heliedonhisbackandshuthiseyes.His

fatherwasdead.Hedidn’tcareaboutbreadorporridge.Useless

ashewastohim;absentliketherealityofhisdreams,hewasstill

hisfather.Mkhontodidn’tknowthesizeofhisshoe,neverdid,

nevercared,buthewasstillHISFATHER.Nothingandnobody

could’vepreparedhim forthatday,tofinallyknowthattherewas

nochanceforthem toreuniteandbecomefatherandson.To

knowthathewasnevergettocallanyoneBaba.

“Sikeleladon’t!”hismothersaidfirmly,hervoicecarryingabrutal

warning.

Hewasscratchinghisearlobeandhewasonlygoingtostoponce

itbled.That’stheonlywayofreleasingpainheknows.Luckily

he’sdark-skinned,orpitch-black,howeveryoucallamanofhis

skintone,noneofthescarshe’scausedtohisbodyarevisible

enough.Blackdoesn’tcrack,that’safact!



“Closethedooronyourwayout,”hesaidgrumpy,turnedandlied

onhisstomach.

Hisrelationshipwithhismotherisbothgoodandbad,buthe

lovesandrespectsher.Shedidenoughasamother,that’sthe

partCebilestrugglestounderstand;sheraisedhim welland

perfectlymotheredhim.Howeverthatdidn’tmakeherhisfather,

hestillhadspaceforMkhontoinhisheart.Orwasitjustagap?

Whateveritwas,hismothercouldn’thavefulfilledit.Alawyercan

giveyoupaintabletsandhealyourheadache,butthatwouldn’t

makehim adoctor.That’sthepartCebiledoesn’tunderstand,

aftereverythingshedidtomakehersonamanheturnedoutto

behestillsawMkhontoasafather.Wasn’tsheeverythingtohim?

Amother,afatherandabestfriend?

Shetookadeepbreathandturnedtothedoor.Therewasnothing

shecoulddoexceptlettinghim dealwiththenewsofMkhonto’s

deaththeonlywayheknewhow.Itdidhurt,toomuch.Shehad

watchedhersondothemosthorrificthingsascopingmeasures

anddidn’tunderstandwhy.Hehasmultiplescarsonhishead

from fieldfightsthathisuncleusedtomotivatehim topartakein.

Apartofherblamesherownbrother,Muzi,forhowherson

turnedout.He’saveryquietboy,buttheinsideofhim isburning

flamesandyougetaglimpseofthatoncehestartsscratching

hisearanddaringanyonetoliftaspearandcomefighthim.

That’showhecommunicateswithothermen,butwithhismother

it’salwaysastruggle.Cebileisloud,veryopinionatedand



outspoken,andSikelelaistheoppositeofeverythingsheis.

Adayafterhisbirthdayturnedsourandfulloftensionbetween

him andhismother.Shedidn’tunderstandhispainandhisneed

ofcomfortoveramanheneverhad.28yearsisaverylongtime,

Mkhontocould’vereachedoutbuthedidn’t.Cebilehadseenthe

Hlongwanetrucksontheroadandknewexactlyhowwell-

establishedthatbusinesshadgrownovertheyears.

ShealsoknewSikelela’selderbrotherbecauseMkhontoonce

cametoseeherwithhim inhisarms.Hewasaroundfouratthe

timeandbornfrom hisfirstwife.Theynowcallhim Sguqa-he’s

shorterthanallhissiblingsandmuscle-built,butsheknewhim as

Sthembiso.They'venevertalkedthough,hemightnoteven

rememberherbecausehewasreallyyoungandsheonlyspenta

daywithhim.From whatsheheardMkhontoonlyhadtwosons;

Sthembisoandanotheronefrom hissecondwife.Butguesswhat,

hisyoungestwifehadasonshegotbeforemarryingintothe

HlongwanesandMkhontowasmorethanwillingtotaketheboy

inandraisehim.Yetheforgotabouthisownson,thisisoneof

thereasonswhyshechosetoletDeborahFraser’smelodicvoice

filluptheyardandcookedstewandricetocelebratehisdeath.

Sikelelacouldn’tstandhismother’slackofsympathy.Heworehis

jacketandboots,andtookthegravelroadleadingtothenorthof

thevillageknownasEnkangala.Afterexitingthemaingravelroad



hefollowedanarrowpathandstoppedunderoneofthetrees

wherehefoldedhisbeanieandsatonit.Thenhetookouthis

phoneandtypedatexttohisgirlfriendoffouryears,Vumokuhle

Ntuli.There’sanagegapoffouryearsbetweenthem,whenthey

starteddatingshewasonly19andhewas24-alreadyonthe

streetsandadulting.Withthatcamealotofjudgementand

disapprovalfrom herfamily.Lovealwayswinsthough,twoyears

latertheyconqueredallthetestsandobjections-theymade

thingsofficial.Adelegationofmaidenswassenttohishomeand

heorganizedabakhongiwiththeamountofmoneyenoughto

makehisin-lawsknowhistrueintentions.Coinpluscoin;he’s

beensavingupfortwoyearsnowandsoonNtuli’sbridepricewill

beready.

Hefelthercomingbeforehecouldseeher.Theirrelationship

hadn’tbeenwithoutupsanddowns,buttheystillheldontothe

promisestheymadetoeachother.

“MaGodide.”Hestoodupandleanedbythetreetrunk.Dryleaves

keptfallingdown,birdschirpedhappilyabovethem,naturewas

receptiveandcollaboratingwithdeepfeelingstheyhadforeach

other.

“Hello,”Vumosmiledanddroppedhereyesblushing.

“Ukahle?”Heaskedthatpullingherintohisarms.Itwasalwaysa

hugandakiss,nothingbeyondthat.Oneofthepromiseshe

madewastonottouchheruntilshewasreleasedfrom herroleof

beinganambassadressofHlabathinimaidens.It’simportantfor



hertostaypureandleadbyexamplethroughthreeyearsofher

leadership.He’sbeensupportivetoherineveryway,it’salmost

theendofherthirdyear-theendofherjourney.They’rejustfour

monthsaway,thewaitisalmostover.

Hekissedherbuttherewasnopassion.WhenVumolockedher

eyesintohisshequicklysawtheemptinessinhim.Ithadalways

beentherebutthatdayitwasdifferent.Helookedshattered.

“Iseverythingalright?”sheaskedwithherhandsonhischest.Her

voicewasangelic,sowashermelaninroundfacewithdimpled

cheeks.Afull-figuredAfricanprincessthatsmiledlazilyand

blinkedlikearobotwithhernaturallylongeyelashesandbigeyes.

“No.”Heshuthiseyesandtookadeepbreath.

“What’swrong?”

“Myfatherwaskilled.”

Shefrowned.Thatwasthefirsttimesheheardhim talkabouthis

father.Itwasneverasubject,shejustassumedthatmaybehe

wasnomore.

“Ohno,I’m sosorry.”

Hedroppedhiseyes,“It’sokay.”

Itwasn’tokay,hejustdidn’twanttostressherout.Healways

triesnottoburdenpeoplewithhisburdens.

“Ididn’tknowhewasstillaliveallalong.”Vumowasstill

astounded.



“MkhontoHlongwane.”

Sheblinkeddisbelievingly.

“Wait,who?”

NeighboringvillagesandtownshipsareallawareofwhoMkhonto

is,orwas.Hehadhisownshareoffameanddramathatcame

withhisbusinesses.

Sikelelasighed,“Longstory.I’m justfeelingverymessyand

angeredbythefactthatsomeonekilledhim.Peopledieontheir

own,inGod’swillandterms.Ihateitwhenpeoplethinkit’stheir

decisiontotakelives,especiallythoseofthepeopleIcareabout.”

Vumowrappedherarmsaroundhim andcomfortedhim.

Sheonlyknowsfrom thestreetsthatSikelelahasavery

belligerentsideandbelievesinprovinghimselfbyviolence.He’s

neverrevealedthatcharactertoher,whetheritistrueornot,she

lovesthemanshegetstoseewhenhe’swithherandcaresless

aboutwhoheisoutinthestreets.

Comingtohisgirlfriendhehopedhe’dfeelbetter,butnothingwas

takingthepainaway.Heknewexactlywhatheneededtodo.He

neededtimetogatherinformation,notaboutMkhonto’sfuneral

buthiskiller/s.Forhispeaceheneededtopreparehimselffora

fightandshedofblood,bothphysicallyandpsychologically.

Vumowasnestedonhischestwithhermindrunningupa

flagpole.Apartofherwantedtofighthim fornotrevealinghis



trueidentitytoherearlier,hadhedonethatnoneofthiswould’ve

happened.Shefeltwallsslowlyclosinginonher.Fourmonths

startedfeelingliketwoweeks.IfHubowasn’taHlongwane

maybethingswould’vebeeneasy.

Ithappenedayearago,shejusthadbeenreleasedfrom her

ambassadresspositionwithimmediateeffectduetoan

altercationwithgirls,SikelelawasinDurbanandshewasjust

foolingaroundwithHubo.Inthatweekoffoolingaroundshe

endedupgivingawaysomethingveryprecious-somethingthat

Sikelelahaspatientlywaitedforyears.

#Like

#Comment

#Share

Wetakeoff!!!



SIKELELA

CHAPTER1

Igazilomuntuliyakhuluma-howtruethisisdependsonhowthe

deceasedfightsforjustice.Whentheypasstotheotherworld

theypossessmorepowerthantheliving.Mkhontowasalwaysa

fighter,hisdeathwouldn’thavegoneinvain.

Invillagesitalwaysstartswithgossips,whichresultsinto

accusationsthatendwithconcreteleads.Thelawhardlyinvests

invillagecrimes,maybebecausethey’reverymuchcapableof

resolvingthingsontheirownorbecausevillagesstillremainat

thetailofthecountry.

It’sbeenaweeksinceMkhontowasburied,andithasn’ttaken

longerforHubotosniffaroundandgetleads.Hevowedto

avengehisfather’sdeathandprayedtogetallthoseinvolved

beforekarmadoes.Karmaisabitch,heisabulldog!

Hehasgatheredallhisbrothersandcousinstoreadythem fora

war.Withthewordalreadyoutonthestreets,heknowsthe

Mshengusarealsopreparingthemselvesfordefense.There’sno

badhistorybetweentwofamilies,infacttheirfatherand

Mshenguusedtobegoodbusinesspartners.Evenwhenthey

decidedtosplititwasharmonious.Orsotheythought.Finding

outheplottedtheirfather’sdeathwithhissonshasthem looking

overtheirshouldersconstantlyandreevaluatingbusinessdeals

andfriendships.Therearenofriendsinthegameofmoney,that

they’velearntinabrutalway.It’sstillunclearwhattheirfather



tookfrom Mshenguthatwasworthhissoul,notthatthey’retrying

togettothebottom ofit,whatmattersrightnowisthatMshengu

widowedtheirmothersandorphanedtheirsisters.Aneyeforan

eye!

“Ihopeallofushavebeenmourning,”hesayspacingaroundwith

hishandsclaspedtogether.He’salwaysbeenatroublemakerof

thefamily,theonewhogotintofightsandbunkedschool.

“Thatgoeswithoutsaying,”Manqobasayscheckingbleeding

incisionsonhiswrists.He’sthecousinfrom theirfather’seldest

brother.

“Nowomen,right?”Huboraiseshiseyebrow.Anythingthat

includesviolence,hedoesitwithpassion,that’shislanguage.

TheyallshaketheirheadsexceptSguqawho’slyinginbedwith

hiskneesupandeyesgluedtohisphone.

“Okay,thisisnotacriminalact,wegostraightthereandwekill

Mshengu.Ifanyonestandsonourwayweeliminate,unlessifit’s

awoman.Wedon’twantwomen’sbloodonourhands.”Hepicks

thebucketfilledwithinteleziandasksthem toplaceallweapons

onthefloor.

“Bafo?”hesnarlsatSguqawhohasn’tcompliedwithanyofthe

orders.

“Letmeknowifyou’renotcoming,”-him.

Sguqashiftshiseyesfrom thescreenofhisphoneandlooksat

him wearily.“Wearenotgoingtogethim.Nottoday.Allofus

knowtheMshengus,they’rewaitingforus.”



“They’rewelcomedtodoso.Thisiswarandtheystartedit.

Bayinyatheleemsileni!”Hebendstotiehislacestighterandstarts

sprinklinginteleziovertheweapons.Hisfatherwasnevera

coward,theycan’tbackdownbecauseofhowtheMshenguboys

havebeenpaintedasthedestructiveforceofMashobavillage.

It’sjustfivetomfoolswhoneverwenttoschoolanddrivepeople’s

taxistoprovidefortheirhorse-facedfather.

Sguqahasnochoice;aninjurytooneisaninjurytoall.

Unpreparedasheis,cautiousashewishhe’dbe,hisbrothers

havedecidedandhehastobewiththem astheeldest.He’sstill

settlinginthisleadershipposition,throwinghisweightaroundis

neverandwasneverhiscodeofconduct.

Lightsareoff.Theirmothersandsistershavegonetobed.With

thehelpofhisflashlight,Hubosprinklesblackpowderbelowthe

kraalandtellsallofthem tojumpover.Theirheadscannotturn

back,they’reheadingstraighttotheMshengusandonlyfacing

homeoncethey’redone.

Everyone’sbloodisboiling,evenSguqa’swhowasinitiallyvery

hesitant.Thewholevillagehasbeenwaitingfortheirresponse.

Theirdignityhangsonathingstring,anexampleneedstobeset.

NotomfoolmesseswiththeHlongwanesandlivestodrive

people’staxis!

Inthevillagesafenceisonlyessentialifyou’replanningtoplough

agardeninsideyouryard,otherthanthatyoucanjustbuildyour



houseandmarkwheretheyardendswithyoureyes.Mshengu

neversawitfittofencehishomeandtodaythat’snotworkingon

hisfavor.TheHlongwaneshavescatteredaroundtheyard,Hubo

isknockingwithagunoutsidehisbedroom door,Sguqais

monitoringthesurroundingswhileManqobaandothersstandby

thewindows.

Hubobreaksthedoor,awoman’sscream piercesthroughoutthe

yard.Butbeforehecanturnthebedroom lightsonhehearsagun

goingoffandSguqacursingatsomeone.Insteadofdoingwhat

hebrokethedoortodo,heturnsbackandstormsoutwithhis

guninhand.

Manqobaisbeingbeatenbytwoguysinthedark.Onedragged

theiryoungerbrother,Thobani,from theotherwindowandtook

hisgun.ThesamegunthatjustshotSguqainthearm.

Hubobumpsintoabody-BusizweMshengu,andstandsfaceto

facewithhim.

“Ukhumbuleuyihlo,mfana?”Busizweaskspointingagunathim.

Justliketheywerepreparedtodiefortheirdeadfather,heisalso

preparedtodieforhis.

HisquestionpressestherightbuttonsinHubo.Gunsgobehind

theirwaistsandtheyjumpontoeachother.He’solderthanHubo,

ifhehadtimetochooseanopponenthewould’vetakenSguqa

butthisoneneedstobetaughtalessonaswell.

--



Sguqacamebackwithagunwound.Thobaniishidingfrom his

motherbecauseoftheswollenface.He’sjust21yearsoldand

notreallyaHlongwanebyblood,butMkhontowasafathertohim

andifhisbrotherssaythere’safighthepickshisweapons

withoutquestioning.

Sguqaistheeldest,hehasawifeandhisownseparatehouse,

whichiswhereThobani’swoundsarebeingnursedat,awayfrom

theirmothersandsensitivesisters.

Despitegettingafewpunchesfrom Busizweandlosinghisgunin

theprocess,Hubostillwantsarematch.Thiswillonlyendwhen

Mshengugoessixfeetundergroundliketheirfather.

“Madoda,inqamaayihlehliisukeilandaamandla.Iwantanopen

fightwiththeMshengus.”HelooksatThobaniandtakesadeep

breath.There’sneverbeenanycrackintheirbrotherhood.Even

withtheircousins,Thobaniisoneofthem.

“Youdon’thavetocome,”hetellshim.

Thobaninodswithrelief.He’slyinginbedcoveredbyalean

blanketwithasteamingpotofmuthiwaitingforhim.Somescars

aretoodeepforthewesternmedicalcare;villagecivilwarsare

intenseandfulloftricks.

Sguqawalksinandthrowscarkeysonthetable.TheMshengus

havelefthim withemotionalandphysicalscars,maybehewasn’t

angryenoughbefore,butnowheis.Anopenfightiswhatitis!



“Wenastopwithyourstupidnyangas.Howdidtheyinjureuswith

ourownweapons?”He’sdirectinghisangertowardsHubo.

“Whydidn’tyougotoyourcleveronesthen?”Hubothundersback.

Hestopsandturnswithhiseyebrowsfurrowed.There’stimeand

placeforeverything,butmostlythere’samanforeverybullshit.

AndunfortunatelynowSguqaisn’tthatmanforHubo’sbullshit.

Wordsaremeanttobechosen,notjustanyhow,butwisely.

“Unganginyeli!”hesays.

Hubowithdrawsandlowershimselfonthebedtakingaseatnext

toThobani.

“TonightManqobaandNhlaloarecoming.Nomuthiisgoingto

helpusbeattheMshenguboysorgetourhandsontheirfather.

Trainingandthoroughpreparationwillgetusreadyfor

tomorrow.”

“Yourwifeallowedthat?Them comingheretopreparefora

fight?”Thobaniaskswithhisheadlifted.

“She’sleavinginafewhours.Itoldhertogoandspoilherselfas

myWCW,”hesays.

Stares!

Silence.

Persistentstares…

Hesighs,“It’sawomen’sthing.Youchooseawomanyouhavea

crushonWednesdaysandcelebrateher.”



Well…they’restillconfused.

“Whodidyouchooselastweek?”Huboasks.

“Her,”hesays.

“Andtheweekbefore?”

“Itwasher.”

“Whatifyouchooseadifferentwoman?Youcan’thavethesame

crusheveryweek.HaveyouseenPearlThusi?”

“No,doesshecomeandwarm yourbedafteryou’vechosenher

asyourWCW?”

He’sscaredofhiswife,notinabadway,it’sallloveandfearof

makingheruncomfortable.

“Icanchoosemymothersandsisters,butIcan’tjustpicka

random womanwhowon’tevenconsolemeifmywifedivorces

me.”

They’relaughing.Seeminglynoweveryoneisonthesamepage,

hopefullythatwouldworkontheirfavor.Unitedwarriorsstand

anddividedtheyfall!

--

Hubohasalwayshaditinhisveins.He’sshirtlessandalready

standinginthemiddleoftheMashobaplaygroundwhereboth

partiesagreedwouldbeopenenoughforthem tokilloneanother.



There’snohurry,MxolisiMshenguwillfacehim inamomentbut

he’sstillchattingwithhistomfoolbrothers.Thedisrespect!

“Iwantyourbrother,notyou.Youstillsmellbreastmilk,”heyells.

Mxolisiisfiveyearsolderthanhim,theBusizwehe’scallingoutis

eightyearsolder.Hejustlaughsandshakeshishead,ifhefaces

anyonetodayitwouldbeSguqaorNhlalo-hispeers.

Itmayendnastybutfornowthey’rehavingafairphysicalfight.

TheMshengusaren’tcalledthedestructiveforcesfornothing,

theyeitherdestroyyouorendyou.Yes,endyouandreuniteyou

withyourmaker.JustliketheydidtoMkhonto.Buthissonsaren’t

theirusualeasyopponents,Sguqafollowsuponhisname;he

doesbringpeopletotheirknees.Mosthave,exceptforBusizwe.

Thefightistakinglonger,nowtherearesticksinvolvedandHubo

can’tjuststandstillandwatch.Hadafewvillageeldersbeennot

aroundtokeepaneye,hewould’veshotsomeonealready.

Manqobaisinsidethecarwithabagofguns,itwillgodown,just

notnow.SguqastillneedstobringBusizwetohisknees,ifthat

chanceistakenawayfrom him he’llbraaitheirlungsfordinner.

It’sgettinghectic,morepeoplearebleedingwhileothersare

beingheldbackfrom meddlingwithweapons.Sguqaisstill

standing.Huboispacingupanddownwithhisheadbleeding.

There’ssomeoneintheaudience.He’snotfrom Mashobavillage

becausehereeveryoneknowsoneanother.Hisfacelooks



familiarthough.He’swearingablackbeanie,adufflecoatand

Bermudashorts.He’sdistancedhimselffrom thecrowdbuthis

eyesaregluedattheuncivilizedscenariotakingplace.

Hubo’srestlessnesslandshim twofeetawayfrom thestranger.

Hecan’tseehisfaceclearlybutthefactthathelookssodarkand

iswearingabeaniemakeshim looklikeathreat.

“Areyouoneofthem?”heasks.

Noresponse.

“Yeyiwena,ngiyakhuluma!”Hisvoicebawlsupandgrabsafew

eyestotheirattention.

Thebeaniemandoesn’tmoveaninchnordoesheturnhishead

tohim.Hubochargestowardshim withhisfistsballedout.When

he’sjustaninchawayfrom grabbinghim bytheduffle-coathe

liftshisbloodshoteyes.

“Youmightwanttonotgetyourhandsonme,inanyform or

move.”Withthatsaidhiseyesshiftbacktothefight.

Hubohatesthreats,heneedsasecondtocontemplatewhattodo

next.Beforeanythingfurtherhappensbetweenhim andthe

stranger,Mxolisirunsandbreaksthefightunexpectedly.Hepulls

hisbleedingbrotheraside,moreMshengumenflockintothe

scene.There’ssomethingelsegoingon-anotherwarthatneeds

theirurgentattention.There’samessagefrom home.

“Didyouattackmyfather?”BusizweroarsatSguqa.

“YousaidI’llgothroughyoubeforeIgettohim,sogetyourass



backhere,”Sguqasays.

“You’relying!Youattackedmyfather.”Hisbrothersscatter

around,nowviolencebegins.Theaudienceleavebehindonlytheir

shadows.OnlytheMshengusandHlongwanesremainfacing

eachotherwithguns.Oh,andthestrangeduffle-coatguy.

He’sactuallymakinghiswaydowntotheplayground.There’s

massivespaceleftbetweentwofightinggroups,neitheranyof

them knowtheintrudingman.Theywatchhim attentively,ifhe’s

notcarefulenoughhe’llbeanopeningcorpseofthisgun-fight.

HegoesstraighttotheMshengus.Huboclickshistongueand

curses.HeknewthattheMshenguscriedforhelpandgotother

tomfoolstocomehelpthem.Theduffle-coatguymovesthrough

theMshengusuntilhe’sstandingface-to-facewithMxolisi-the

onewhopulledthetrigger.

“Doweknowyou?”Busizwe.

Heignoreshim andtapsMxolisi’sarm,“Aminute,please.”

Hisfaceisn’trecognizableenoughwiththatbeaniecoveringhalf

ofhisforehead.

Mxolisigiveshisbrothersanodandstepsaside.It’sverystrange

tobeaskedbysomeoneasidewhileyou’recampingforwar.

“Thisbetterbegood,”hesays.

“Itisgood!”Aknifeplungesbelowhisleftbreastinasplitsecond.

Ittakeshim aminutetolifthisgun,buttheduffle-coatguywas



readyforhim,hegrabsthegunandpointsitathisbrotherswhile

hesuccumbstopainandfallstotheground.

They’renowsurroundedbyenemies,theHlongwanesjumpedinto

theopportunityandsteppedcloser.Gunshotsgooff,their

attentioninstantlyshiftbacktotheirfirstenemies.Nobodyreally

seeswheretheduffle-coatguydisappearsto.Mxolisiisonthe

groundandlosinglotofblood.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER2

Theyhaven’ttalkedaboutit.They’restilltryingtomakesenseof

everythingthathappened.

“Thobani,youdidn’tgothere,right?”Sguqaaskswithconcern.

Thobanishakeshishead,“No.”

“ThenwhoattackedMshengu?”

Well,thisisthequestioneveryone’slookingananswerfor.

“AndwhowasthatguywhokilledMxolisi?”Manqoba.

“ThatwasthemoststrangethingI’veeverseen.Howdidhekill

him infrontofhisbrothers?”Sguqashakeshisheadstunned.

“Ihadalittleargumentwithhim,”–Hubo.

Theylookathim.Nothisbullshitagain!They’restilltryingtotake

careoftheMshengusandhe’screatingmoreenemies.

“Sayyou’rejoking!”Sguqa.

“I’m not.I’vebeenthinkingaboutit,Ijustrealizedhowstrangeit

felttalkingtohim andhowcarelesslyhethreatenedme.”He

shakeshisheadandtapshishandonhisknee.“Andthewayhe

looked.Ididn’tgettoseehim properlybutdamn,hehadfamiliar

features.”

“Youthinkyouknowhim?”Manqobaaskscuriously.Attimeslike



thesetheyneedbodyguardsandhe’dlovetohavethatmanashis.

“Ithinkweneedtofindhim andaskhim whoheis.Washe

helpingusorhehadhisownscoretosettlewiththem?”Hubo

saysthoughtfully.Hecan’tignorethestrangefeelinghehadof

thatguy.Whetherhe’sanenemyorfriendindisguise,heneedsto

beknown.

Hepickshiscomb,insertsitintohishairandstandsupwithhis

jacketinhand.

“Andthenwhereareyougoingnow?”Sguqa.

“Stretchingmylegs.”

“Mshenguisreportedlydead,becarefulnottogetyourlegs

brokenwhilestretchingthem,”Sguqasaysandcollectsdishes

from thetable.HepreferstobrotherThobanioverthisone.

Thingswereeasywhentheirfatherwasstillaroundbecausehe

couldmanagehisownkids.

“Iwon’t,”Hubosaysandwalksoutwhistling.

He’sagrownman,26yearsgoingto27,he’snotachildSguqa

needstoreprimandandtelleverything.IftheMshengusgethim

that’sallonhim.

It’slate,heneedstogotobedaswell.HeturnstoThobaniwho’s

grabbedtheopportunityofbeinginjuredwithbothhandsand

usedittodonothing.

“You’restillnotfeelingbetter?”heasks.

Thobanishiftshiseyesfrom Facebookandgroanspainfully.



“Callifyouneedanything,”hesaysshakinghishead.Hehasto

switchfrom SguqatoSthembiso-thehusband.There’sanice-

cream bed-datehe’sinvitedto,oneofmanybed-dateshe’sbeen

subjectedtointhismarriage.

Hetakesoffhisjacketandstepsinsidethebedroom.Whoeveris

singingthroughspeakerswillbreakhiseardrums.

“Hhayibo,sifelani?”Hedoesn’tlowerthevolume,heswitchesthe

wholethingoff.

“Thankyouforannoyingme.Tellmewhydidn’tyousleepinthe

backroom?”Zimesaysgettingoffbedandpullingdownherbum-

shorts.

Sguqashakeshishead.

“Whydoyouwearsomethingshortifyou’renothappywithhow

shortitis?”

“WhosaidI’m nothappy?Ijustdon’twantyoutoseemybum-

bum.”

“I’m sureit’ssuchaprivatepart!”hemocks.

Zimerollshereyesandwalksout.She’severything.Hisbetter

half,bestfriend,confidentandtheloveofhislife.Unfortunately

that’snothowhisfamilyseeshiswife,accordingtothem she’s

tooindecentfortheroleofbeingawife.From wearingshorts,to

drinkingandspendingSguqa’smoneyinawaytheydon’tapprove

of.Thatwasoneofthereasonswhyhemovedoutofthemain



homesteadandbuilthisownseparately.

Shecomesbackwithabasinofwarm waterandtowel.Theyboth

trytoaccommodateoneanother;asmuchasSguqatriesto

understandherloveofwineandpreferenceofshort,fittingand

expensiveclothes,shealsounderstandsthathe’saZulumanand

helovesasubmissivewife.

“I’m washingmyhandsforice-cream?”heasksdryinghishands

withatowel.

“Sthembiso,Iserveddinneranhouragoandyouallsaidyouwere

full,”shesayswithhereyesnarrowedathim.

Hefrowns,“Isaidthat?”

Adeepsigh!

“Thisisanice-cream date,I’m notdishingsampandcowgut

again.”

“ButI’m reallyhungry.”

Heknowshowtospoilthings.Howcanhebehungryanhour

afterchowingafullplatesamp?Butshe’sawifeandgoingtobed

withagrumpy,hungrymanisnotanoption.Shegoestothe

kitchenanddishesforhim again.

“Don’tforgetcucumber,baby!”Hisvoiceechoesfrom their

bedroom.

Sherollshereyesbeforetakingitfrom thefridgeandslicingit.

He’sprobablytheonlymaninthewholeKZNwhoeatsandenjoys



cucumberslices.Italwaysgoeswithhisfood,andsometimes

withnothing,hejusteatsittoreleasestress.Don’task,that’sa

manshemarriedonbroaddaylight.

Helooksatherwalkinginwithaplateoffood

“Hawu,youdidn’tbringwater?”heasks.

Phewww!Notevenmaidsgetsentaroundthehouselikeher.

“SorryHlongwane,letmeturnmybonelesslegsbacktothe

kitchenandgetyousomewater.Whatelsewouldyouliketohave?

Guavas?MustIgoandclimbthetreeoutsideandgetthem for

you?”

Helaughs.Sotypicalofhim!33yearsoflifeandhestillhasn’t

understoodthemeaningofhumor.Hefindsitinmostrandom

things;likeherthrowingatantrum orthreateningtokillhim.

Zimecomesbackwithaglassofwaterandputsitnexttobed,on

thebedsidetable.

“Howdidthemeetinggo?”sheasks.

“Good.”He’snotlookingather.

“Wasitreallyameeting?Peoplesaythereweregunshots?”

“Zime!”

“Sthembiso?”

Thestarebattle…

“Ijustwanttoknowwhat’sgoingon.Areweindanger?Whokilled

Bab’Hlongwane?”



Shedoesn’tquestionmostthingshedoeswithhisbrothers

becauseintheHlongwanesmendon’tmeddleinwomen’saffairs

andvice-versa.Buttherearetimeswhenshejustcan’tkeepquiet.

“Where’stheice-cream?”–Sguqa.

He’sdoneeatinganddrinkingwater.Ithasn’tbeenmorethanfive

minutes.

“Let’spostponeit,”Zimesayscrawlingontobed.

“Iwaslookingforwardtoit.”

Noresponse.

Ifitwasanyotherdayhewould’verejoicedoverthisbed-date

cancelationbutnottoday.She’scancelingbecauseshe’snot

happywithhim.Heneedstocomeright!

“Mshengukilledmyfatherandnowhe’sreportedlydeadaswell.

Wewantedtokillhim,there’sawarbrewingbetweenusandthem,

butit’snotuswhokilledhim,”hesays.

That’sallsheneeded,thetruth.

“Sothegunwoundisnotfrom theattemptedhijack?”

Heexhalesheavily,“No.”

“Whydidyoulietome?”

“BecauseIdon’twantyoutofeelscared.Nothingisgoingto

happen.Wearedoingthistoprotectthisfamily.”Hishand

massagesherhip.He’slookingatherintheeyes,nowshehasno

reasontodoubtherhusbandoraskanyotherquestions.



“Relax,okay?”Hetucksherfaceinhishandsandkissesherlips.

Shenods,“Doyoustillwanttheice-cream date?”

“No,Iwantbabies.”

That’s…*coughs!*

.

.

HUBO

InsteadofusingthemainroutetoMashoba,hejoinsthegravel

roadthatdrivesthroughHlabathinijusttoseeifthere’snogirl

whocanticklehisfancy.No,he’snotaladies’man,hejustloves

havingfun.AndHlabathinivillagehasthemostprettiestgirls,he’s

hookedupwithafewinthepast,butitwasnothingtoholdonto.

There’sonewalkingatthesideoftheroad,she’slookingabit

familiarwithherbackturned.

Heslowsdownandhoots.

Sheturnsherhead.It’sthatonewhohateshisgutsfornoreason.

Hesmilesatherannoyedfaceandsings;“Daliusungaze

ungishiyengempela,daliwami?Utheusubonaabangconowas’

ungishiyamina…”

Ifshehadagunshewould’veprobablyblewhisbrains.

“Getinthecarbeforethesunruinyourperfectskin,”hesays.



She’shesitant,buthecanwait.

Anotherminutepasses…

“ComeonVumo,it’sjustalift,I’m notaskingyoutomarryme.”

Heavysigh!Shestops.

He’sstaringatheradjustingtotheseatwithherfacecoldasthat

fatefulnight.

“Hellogorgeous,”hesays.

“PleasestopHubo.”Sheglaresdeadlyathim.

“I’m justgreetingyou.”

“Okay,hello.I’m good,Icanseeyou’regoodto.”

Ifthat’sawayofshuttinghim upthenshe’smistaken.

“Whenam Iseeingyou?”

Silence…

Hesmiles,shakinghisheadandpurposelydrivingslowly.

Thenshereleasesasighandturnshereyestohim.

Therewasanattractionbetweenthem.Whetheritwasphysicalor

emotional,hedoesn’tknow.Shedidn’tgivehim achanceto

processit,shejustcalledthingsoffaweekaftergivingher

virginitytohim.Howstrangegirlscanbe!

“Hubo,I’m inarelationship,”shesays.

Hisface…ohshit!



“Sothat’swhyyouactsoweird?”

“No,it’sbecauseIdidsomethingwrongandIregretit.”

“Howwasitwrong?Wehadfun.Ididn’thurtyou,thatyoueven

saidyourself.”

There’samomentofsilence…

“He’syourbrother,”shesays.

Hefrowns.

“Who’smybrother?”

“Myboyfriend…he’syourbrother.”

Oh,hellno!!

“Thobani?”Hisheartisrunningarace.

He’smanythingsbutnotabetrayer.He’dneverdothattohis

brothers.

Vumoshakesherhead,“No,Sikelela.”

“Idon’thaveabrothercalledSikelela.”He’sconfusedbutrelieved

aswell.

Vumo’sbrowsknit,“Idon’tunderstand.”

“Maybeyou’remistaken.Idon’tknowanyonecalledSikelela.

Maybewecancontinuesmashing,Imeanyouweretightandyour

responsewasquiteawesometomytouch.”

She’sstillconfused,butnowmorethananythingshe’sannoyed.



“I’m afiance,”shesays.

“Oh,shit!That’sdeep.”

“Yes,sopleasestopsayingIleftyoubecausewewereneveran

item.MylifemayendinfourmonthswhenherealizesthatImade

him waitfornothing.”

“Meaning?”Heraiseshiseyebrow.

“I’m notavirginanymore.”

“Wait,hedoesn’tknow?”

“No,hedoesn’t.”

Hebreaksintoafitoflaughter.Nowthat’sfunny,whoproposes

tosomeonehedoesn’tevenknowthatwell?Tomfool!

--

Afterhe’sdroppedVumooff,hecontinuesdrivingaroundthe

villageandseeingsomeoldfriends.Hestillwantstosmash

Vumo,nowjustforthefunofit.There’samanstandingatthe

corner,probablywaitingforpublictransport,withaNikebagnext

tohisfeet.Typicalvillageguyswhoresideinbigcities!

Justashedrivespasthim,hecatchesaglimpseofhisface.

Damn,thisistheguyhe’sbeenlookingforthelastcoupleofdays.

ThemostwantedattheMshengus.Isheevenawareofthe

dangerhe’sin?Heshouldn’tbestandingatroadcornerslikethis,



hekilledMxolisiandMshenguforcryingoutloud!

Hubostopsthecaratthesideoftheroadandwalksuptohim.

“Ifyoudidn’tlooksoneatIwould’veconcludedthatyou’re

mentallydisturbed,”hesays.

Noresponse,noacknowledgementorwhatsoever.

“I’m MahuboHlongwane.”Heextendshishandforashake.This

isthehumblesthe’severbeentoastranger.Butguesswhat,this

strangerthinkssohighlyofhimselfthathedoesn’tevenlookat

hishand.

Hegoesstraightintoit.He,too,doesn’tlikehim.

“Whydidyoukillthem?”heasks.

Noresponse.

Ishedumborwhat?

“Youhavethisthingofwantingpeopletopunchyouintheface

withoutthem evenknowingyou.”He’sfedup.He’dbegtohavea

conversationwithagirl,notaguyhedoesn’tevenknow.

Butwhoopsie,helooksup.Thatstrikingfamiliarresemblance

again!

“Howoftendoesyourbraingoonvacationinaday?”heasks.

Hubofrowns.

“Excuseme?”

“Howstupidareyou?Ifyoucanrateyourselffrom thescaleof1-



10.”

Okay,breatheinHubo.Andout-inandout!

“I’m notyourfriend!”hesaysfirmly.

“Neitheram Iyourfriend.Sowhat’sgood?”

Sameheight.Differentattitude.Samewishofpunchingeach

other’sfaces.

“They’regoingtokillyou,”Hubosays,hisvoiceloweredandnot

matchingtheangerfiringinhiseyes.

“I’veneverdiedbefore,I’m notscaredoftheunknown.What

else?”

“Yourname,motherfucker!”

“Youjustsaidit,I’m motherfucker.”

“Okay,whereareyougoingmotherfucker?”

“Durban.Getoutofmyface!”

“Iwill,firstgetinthecar.I’lldropyouattherank.”

Heavysigh…

Hubodoesn’twaitforhisanswer,hegoestothecarandreverses

backtowherehe’sstanding.

Afteramomentofhesitation,Sikelelapickshisbagandgoesto

thepassengerdoor,heopensitandhopsin.



They’vebeendrivingsilentlyformorethanfiveminutes.They

knowiftheykeeptalkingonemayendupwithbrokenjaworrib.

Huboclearshisthroat,“There’sapictureofmydadintheold

photo-album,hewasinhisearlythirtiesorlatetwenties,I’m not

sure.Youlooklikehim.AreyourelatedtotheHlongwanes?”

“No,I’m not,”Sikelelasays.

Hisanswerwastooquick.Hubothoughthe’dgivehim some

attitudeatfirst.

“ThenwhydidyoukilltheMshengus?”heasks.

“BecauseIhadadream…”

Hubochuckles,“Ah,Mandela.Tellmemore.”

“Idon’tlikefighting,HubolethuHlongwane.”

“Okay,sorry.Whatwasyourdreeeeam?”

“It’snoneofyourbusiness.WhatyoushouldknowisthatIdon’t

likepeoplewhogetinthewayofmydreamsandvisionsbecause

Ihatechange.Ihateadaptingtonewrealities.Mshenguandthat

boy,whoeverhisnamewas,mademedothat.”

SoundsseriousthanHubothought.Deepereven.

“Wasitworthkillingthem?”heasks.

“Maybenot,Idon’tknow,Ihaven’tthoughtaboutit.”

Killedtwomenanddidn’tthinkaboutit,okay!

“SowhatdoyoudoinDurban?”–Hubo.



“I’m asecurityguard,”hesays.

“Oh,nice.Doyouhaveanykids?”

Thisisslowlybecominganinterviewbut…

“No,notatthemoment.I’m intheprocessofgettingmarried

though,hopefullyinthenearfuturetherewillbesomelittleones

runningaround,”hesays.

“Foundyourbetterhalfalready?”Hubogrins.

“Ifoundherfouryearsago,Ididn’thavetogoaroundtheworld

looking,ourpathscrossedearlyandI’m gratefulforthat.I’m nota

socialperson,IneededsomeoneIcangrowwith.”

“Growoldtogetherkindoflove,niceone.Someofuswillfindlove

inourlate50s.”

“Areyoulookingthough?”Sikelelaasks.

“Notreally.Butmyolderbrotherismarriedandhappy,Imight

wantwhathehasinfuturetoo.Loveisabeautifulthing,”hesays.

“Iknow,right?”

They’renowalmostatthelocaltaxirankwherehe’lldrophisnew

anonymousfriendoff.

“Sowhoareyou?”heasks.

“SikelelaDlamuka.”

Pause…breathe…think.

“Sikelela?”heasks.



“Yes,”

“Didyouknowmyfather?”

“No,Ididnotknowhim.”

Strange…verystrange.

They’rehere,it’stimetopart.

SikelelaopenshiswalletandtakesoutR50note.

“Idon’tknowifyouhavechange,”hehandsthemoneytoHubo.

“Thisisnotataxi.I’llseeyouaround.”

“Sure,thanksforthelift.”

Hubostaysinthecarandwatcheshim crossingtheroadwithhis

bag.Therearesomedotsmissing,there’smoretothisthanwhat

he’slettingon;ahiddentruth.Hehatesthatthey’realike,he

cannotbullyhim,buthealsolikeshowtheywentfrom arguingto

holdingadecentconversation.Whetherhe’shidingsomethingor

not,he’dloveafriendshipwithhim,hopefullyhe’snottheSikelela

thatVumowastalkingaboutbecausethatwouldbejusttoobad.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER3

HubogetshomeandgoesstraighttoMaXulu,thefirstwifeand

motherofSguqaandLondeka.Sheknewtheirfathermorethan

anyone.Theyweremarriedforover40years,there’snofamily

relativeorsecretshewouldn’tknow.

Heknocksatthekitchenandletshimselfinbecausesheprobably

wouldn’tevenheartheknockwiththatloudsinging.

“Ma,”hesayswithhisvoiceraisedandgrabsachairtosit.

MaXulustopssingingandlooksathim.She’sstillcooking,usually

theycometohersideiftheirmothershaven’tcooked.

“You’llwait,myboy.Iputriceonthestovejustnow,”shesays.

“I’m nothungrybutIcanwait.”Allofthem eatlikehunters,even

theirsisters,theyjustchopgrocerywithinaweek.Shoppingis

donealmosteveryweekinallthreeHlongwanehouses.

“Iactuallywantedtoaskyousomething.Doyouknowanyoneby

thenameofSikelela?”

MaXulupausesandlooksathim withhereyebrowsknitted.She

looksratheralarmedthanconfused.

“Wheredidyougetthatname?”sheasks.

“Iknowhim.Doyou?”Hubo.

“No,Idon’tknowhim.”There’ssomuchthat’smissingfrom her



response.She’sholdingbacksomething.

“You’veneverevenheardabouthim?”Hubopersistswithhis

questions.

“Umh,no.”

Hubosighs.Heknowsthatshe’snottellinghim thetruthandit’s

sobadbecauseheneedsit.It’simportantforeveryonetoknow,

Sikelelaneedsprotection.

“He’saDlamuka.Dadwasaladiesman,maybethere’sagirlof

thatsurnamewhooncetroubledyou.”

MaXulushakesherhead,“NotanythatIcanremember.”

“You’renotagoodliar,Ma.”He’sgettingfedup.“What’sgoingon?

HelookslikeBabaandthefactthathecrossedhisvillage,came

heretofighttheMshengusforunknownreasonssaysalot.”

MaXulu’seyeswiden.Feartremblesfrom thetipofhertoestothe

stringsofherhair.Thiscan’tbe!SikelelahasnotiestoMkhonto

exceptforthebloodrunninginhisveins.ItwashardbutMkhonto

madesureofit.SikelelaisaDlamuka,isphandlaceremonytook

placethere,hisuncleunitedhim withtheDlamukaancestors,

evenhisumbilicalcordwasburiedthere.

“Howdidhefightthem?”sheasksHubo,worryetchinginthe

cornersofhereyes.

“HeactuallykilledMxolisiandhe’sthemainsuspectin

Mshengu’smurderaswell.Imean,meandeveryonewasatthe

playgroundwiththeMshengutomfools,nobodywenttokill



Mshengu.”

“Oh,Nkosiyami!”Shepullsthechairandsits.

IsshereallycryingfortheMshengus?

Huboraiseshiseyebrow,“Ma?!”

“HowdidhekillMxolisi?”

“Inlessthan5minutes,heplungedtheknifeintohischestand

strangledhim whilepointingagunathisbrothers.Itwasquick,

brutalandsenseless.”

“Getmeaglassofwater.”She’sfanningherfacewithahand.Her

foreheadissweatingupastorm.

Huborushestothefridgeandgetscoldwaterforher.Shegulps

thebottledownandreleasesaheavysigh.

Nowit’sclearthatsheknowsandwhateversheknowsisdeeper

andbiggerthanherandHubo.Butstill,hewantstoknow.He’s

thatchild,evenMaXuluknowshim,ifshedoesn’tclearhis

confusionhe’llkeepdigging.

“Whatdidyounoticeabouthim?”sheaskshim aftercooling

herselfdown.

“Thathe’sayoungversionofmydad,”Hubosays.

“Andwhatdidyounoticeaboutyourdadintermsoflooks?”

Hefrownsandthinksforamoment.

“Thathelookedlikemygrandfatherinpictures,”hesaysand

staresatMaXuluintensely.



“Yourfatherhadaverystrangerelationshipwithumkhulu

becauseheblamedhim formostthingsthathappenedinhislife;

howheturnedoutandthesinsheunconsciouslycommitted.”

“ButhowwasitMkhulu’sfault?Babawasanindependently

functioninghumanbeingwithhisownbrainandheart.”

“IwishIhadanswersbutIdon’t.Youseesometimesthings

happennotbecausethey’remeanttobe,butbecausethey’rea

repetitivecirclefrom pastgenerations.Andheretheyseem tobe

patternedwithstrongheredity.Yourfatherhadhisfather’sgenes,

hencehischaracterstronglymirroredthatofMkhulu.Sikelela

wascutoff,completelydisregardedanddisowned,becausehe’s

betteroffasaDlamukathanaHlongwane.”

ThisislikesittinginaclassofLifeScienceswiththehighestlevel

ofmediocre.

MaXuluseestheconfusiononhisfaceandexhalesdeeply.She

knowsthisandsheunderstandsit,butshewouldn’texpectkids

orotherwivestodoso.Itwillnevermakesense.

“Ididn’texpecthim toturnoutlikehisgrandfatherbutitlookslike

yourfather’ssacrificewentinvain.Hegaveuphischildfor

nothing,thisisoutofcontrol.”She’stalkingaboutSikelela.

Mkhontotoldhim aboutthechildbeforehewasevenborn.

Strangelyhewasbornayearafterhisgrandfatherpassed,exactly

onthedaythathelosthislife.Thatalonewasasign,Mkhonto

wasscared,heknewitwasdeep.Inthisfamilythere’sbeenmany

casesofreincarnationfrom oldgenerationscomingdown.



Ittookhim 3yearstogathercouragetogoseehischild,second

bornson,andhedidn’tdisappointwhenitcametotheblood-

curdlingsemblance.Themostafflictiveform ofprotectingyour

childwouldberunningawayfrom him.Itwouldbemakingsure

you’reoutofthepicturesohewouldn’tknowanythingaboutyou,

lestlearnsomethingfrom youortakeyouridentity.

Huboliftshiseyestoher,he’snotgettingallpiecesofthepuzzle,

buthegetsthecomplexityofitall.

“HecalledmeHubolethuandIthoughthemadeamistake,”he

saysandexhalesdeeply.

“Hedid?”MaXuluwithhereyespoppedoutoftheirsockets.

“Yeah,”Hubosays.Hedidn’tpayattentiontoitbutnowhe

remembershowthoughtlesslySikelelaaddressedhim as

Hubolethuasifitwasnormalandkeptitmoving.

HisnameisMahubo,registeredonhisbirthcertificateand

StangerHospitalbirthrecords,buthe’salwaysbeenannoying.He

wasacrybaby,apparentlynobodywantedtobabysithim asa

babybecauseofhisannoyingtemper.Hisfatherendedupcalling

hiscrythe‘chorusofthefamily’,twistingandaddingtohis

originalname-ihubolethu.Everyonecalledhim Hubo,inshortof

Mahubo,buthisfatheruniquelycalledhim Hubolethu.

Londekawalksintoanintenseconversationandlooksatbothher

motherandbrotherwithcuriosity.

Therearetoomanysecretsinthisfamily,shecan’tevenkeepup.



“Whathappened?”Despitethem beingconstantlytaughttostay

outofelders’businessshestillwantsanupdate.

“Londekagetyourbrotheraplateandcheckifthericeisboiling,”

–MaXulu.

That’swhatshegets,it’sverylateforhertodisappear.Phewww!

.

.

SIKELELA

Hegoeshomeeverychancehegets,usuallyheworksfourdays

andgetsthreedaysoffineveryweek.Ifthere’snoonetostandin

for,hegoeshomeorinvitesVumotohisrentedroom.

Todayhe’llbeleavingworkandtakingataxihomesincehe’soff

thenextthreedays.Theyexchangeshifts,hewasworkingtheday.

Heproceedstotheguardboothtogettherestofhisbelongings

andnoticesaveryfamiliarguytalkingtohiscolleague,Mhlengi.

Theireyesmeet,strangelyhewaveshishand.

“Ubekwayinila?”heasks.(Whatbringsyouhere)

“Ubusoka,”Huboanswers.Soundsexactlylikehim.

It’stoocoincidentalthathe’sathisplaceofworkbecauseofhis

charm,butwithHuboyoucanneverknow,he’severywhere.

“Ididn’tknowyoulikedguys,”hesaysreferringtohim and

Mhlengi.



Hubofrowns,“What?!”

“Him.Oryouarewhattheycallbisexual,”hesays.

Theexcitementtheyhadofseeingeachotherafterafewdays

quicklydisappears.

“Idon’tknowwhethertoslapyouorshowyoumygirlfriends,”

Hubosaysscratchinghischeek.

He’sirrational,impulsiveandnotsosmart.Itdoesn’ttaketoo

longtounderstandhim.He’sthetypeelderswouldtell;‘you’lldie

soonifyoucontinuelikethis.’

“Whichevermakesyourafternoonbrighter,”Sikelelasaysfolding

hisworkjacketonhisarm andadjustinghislunchhangingbag.

Mhlengihasexcusedhimself.Hewasgrilledwithquestionsabout

hiscolleagueandcouldn’tanswerhalfofthem.

“Areyouknockingoffalready?”Huboaskschangingthesubject.

“Yeah,I’m actuallygoinghome.I’m offforthenextthreedays,”he

says.

“IcangiveyoualiftbutIhavesomeonetocheckintownbefore

leaving.”

“I’m alsogoingtotowntogetmyladysomeessentialsand

goodies.”

Hubolaughs,“Ithoughtyouweregoinghome,Ididn’tknowhome

isbetweenthesheetsforyou.”

Backtobuddies!



“I’llstartathome,obviously.”

“Yeah,justforthesakeofit.ButIdon’tblameyou,thisweather

makesyourememberyourone-nightstand.”

“She’stheambassadressofHlabathinimaidens.Wearenoton

thatlevelyet,sogetitoutofyourmind.”

Hubofeelshissoulthreateningtoleavehisbody.Hisbreathing

slowsdown,ifheletsitouthemightbreathehissinstooloud.

Thisistheconfirmationofhisworstnightmare-betraying

someonehesharesbloodwith.EventhoughSikelelaisstillhiding

hisidentity,nowheknowsthetruth,andlikeanyofhisbrothers

hewantsacloserelationshipwithSikelelatoo.Hewantsthem to

bethereforeachother,hewantshim tocomehomeand

understandthathehasafamily.Healsowantstopunchhisface,

justtotesthowstrongheis.He’sabitcheeky,quietbutvery

annoyingoncehismouthopens.

“Youreallyloveher?”heasksopeningthecardoorforSikelela.

“She’smylife.”Thesethreewordsstabhisheartlikeasword.Out

ofallpeople,whydidithavetobehim thatVumogivesher

virginityto?

“Youtrusther?”heasksbeforehecanprocessitcarefully.

“Yes,”Sikelelasaysconfidentlywithoutreadingtoomuchintoit.

Heartbeat!

Guiltischoppinghim likeanaxe.

“Soyoucameallthiswaytomeetwitharandom girlintown?”



“She’snotrandom.I’vebeenherFacebookfriendfor6months.”

“Makesperfectsense!”

Itdoesn’tmakeanysensebuthe’snotinterestedinHubo’s

explanations.

“Howwasitlikegrowingupinyourvillage?Iheardpeoplesteal

goatsonbroaddaylightthere?”Huboinitiatesanother

conversation.

“Itdependsonwhoyouare.They’llneverstealfrom me.”It

soundsevenmoreconvincingwiththathushedtoneofhis.

“Myfatherlovedlivestock,goatsandallthat,buttheftandheavy

rainsmadehim selleverything,”Hubosaysandstealsaglanceat

him.Hisfaceishardandimpenetrable.

“Understandable,”hesays.

Thiswon’tgoanywhere.Maybeadifferentapproachwoulddo.

“TheMshengusareonthehuntforblood,maybeyou’resaferat

homethan…”

Sikelela’sbrowssnap,“Whichhome?”

“Myhome.Ourhome.Sikelela,IknowwhoyouareandI

understandwhyyou’renothonestwithme.”

“Howdoyouknow?”

“Ifigureditout.Yourgenesarenothardtorecognize.”

Hedoesn’tcommentanyfurther.Thecarisfilledwithsilencebut

there’snotension.HelookseasythanHubothought.



“I’m notmyfather,”Hubosays.

“HenceI’m notaskingyouanyquestions,I’m awareofthat.Can

wenottalkaboutthis?”

“WhatabouttheMshengus?”

“Icanhandlemyownfights,Hubolethu.”

“Soyoudidn’tmakeamistake?”

“Withwhat?”

“CallingmeHubolethu.”

“Isitnotyourname?”

Hesighsanddoesn’tanswer.

Sikelelacontinues,“I’m notonanyside,IdidwhatIdidbecauseI

sawitfitatthattime.Iftheywantmethey’llfindmyaddressand

cometome.I’m nothardtofind,youdidwithnoeffort.”

Hubochuckles,“YouthinkIcamehereforyou?Idon’tfindyou

thatinteresting.”

“Whatever!”

.

.

VUMO

It’saround10pm,everyonehasgonetosleepexceptherandher



sister,Qambi,becausetheystayedbehindtododishes.Her

phonerings,shejustgotinbedthatsheshareswithhersister.

It’sSikelela…

Sheanswersinaloweredvoicelikemostgirlsdoinphonecalls.

“Hello,”shesays.

“MaGodide,I’m outside.”

Herheartskipsabit.Italwaysdoeswhenshehearshisvoiceso

unexpectedly.

“Okay,pleasegivemeafewminutes.”Shedropsthecall,getsout

ofbedandchangesbackintothedress.

Qambiliftsherhead,“Andnow?”

“Sikelelaisoutside.”

“Mmmh!Heknowswhichdaystochoose,theweatherisperfect

foracuddle.”

Wait…breathe,Vumo.

“Areyouokay?”Qambiasks.

“Ummhyeah,I’m okay.”

Qambiknowshersisterbetterthananyone,shecantellthat

somethingisgoingon.

“Oh,youtwodon’tshareablanketyet,”shesaysandlaughsather

ownstupidity.

Vumostandsstill,staringatherlikeshehasanswersofher



unaskedquestions.

“Talk,”shesayssoftly.

Asigh!

“Letmegethim insidethehousefirst,I’llcomeback.”

Afterawhileshecomesbackwithafewshoppingbagsfilledwith

hercosmeticsandgoodies.Sikelelawasalreadyworkingwhen

theystarteddating,itwaseasyforhim tomaintainherfrom the

onset.Hetakescareofherbasicneeds,paysforhertransportto

collegesinceshetravelstotowneveryday,andalsogivesher

moneymonthly.Notgirlfriendallowancebecauseit’snotafixed

amount,itvariesdependingonhowhisbudgetis.She’san

understandinggirlfriend,verypatienttoo.Sheneverputsany

pressureonhim.

“I’m waitingforyoutotellmeudliwayini?Yourmanisherewith

allthegoodiesandyoustillhavethislongface,”–Qambi.

“SikelelathinksI’m stillanambassadressofthegirls.”

“Whydidn’tyoutellhim youwereremovedfrom theposition?”

“Iwasgoingtotellhim butsomethinghappened.”

“Okay,I’m listening.”

Shetakesadeepbreath,“Iwasnotthinkingstraight,Isleptwith

someoneelse,andSikelelaisstillwaitingforme.”

“You’rejoking,right?”



“I’m not.WhatcanIdotomakeitintactagain?Daysareturning

intoweeks,it’salmosttimeandI’m scaredashell.”

“Unfortunatelyyoucannotgetthehymenback,justpraythathe

understandsbecausethisisreallymessedup.Whycouldn’tyou

notthinkstraightandsleepwithhim insteadofsomeoneelse?

Thismanwouldlayhislifedownforyou,youknowhowmuchhe

lovesyou.”

Sheshedsatear,Qambigetsoffbedandcomfortsher.This

createsabadimageforallofthem astheNtuligirls.Vumoisthe

rolemodel,anexampleandshiningstaroftheNtuliclan.When

everyonedoubtedSikelelahekeptprovinghisloveoverandover

again,untileveryoneacceptedhim.

--

Shegavehim bathwaterandlefttheroom tothinkandhavesome

timealone.Hedoesn’teatlate,soshedoesn’thavetoworry

aboutthat.

Shewalksbackintotheroom afteramomentcarryinganextra

blanket.He’sstaringather,healwaysdoes,andsometimesit

feelsweird.

Theysleepwiththeirclothesontoavoidtemptations.Shegetsin

bedandliesatthefarsideofthebed-outofhisreach.

“Youdon’tevenwantmetokissyou?”heaskswithachuckle.

Getittogether,Vumo!



Sheshiftscloser,Sikelelapullshertohischestandwrapshis

armsaroundher.Hesmasheshislipsonherandmassagesher

clothedbackwithhishand.Thekissgetsheatedandtakeslonger,

bothofthem arepantingandwarmedup.

Heliftsherfacewithhisfingerandstaresintohereyeseyes.

“Youdon’tlookhappy.What’swrong?”heasks.

“Nothing.”

“MaGodide,pleasetalktome.DidIdosomethingwrong?”

“Sikelela,I’m notafool.IknowI’m nottheonlyone,Iknowmen

can’tstayfouryearswithouthavingsex.”

Hewasnotreadyforthisdirection.He’sconfusedandsurprised.

Sheglaresathim,“IknowI’m theonlyonewhohadtotakecare

ofherbody.”

“IftherewassomeoneelseIwould’vechanged.I’m stillthe

Sikelelayouknow,Idon’tremembertreatingyoudifferentlyor

beingdishonesttoyou.”

“Okaythen,lookatmeintheeyesandtellmeyouarestillavirgin

too.”

Deepbreath…

“YouknowhowoldIwaswhenImetyou.Itwasimpossiblefor

meto…”

Shecutshim short,“Sobecauseyou’reamanit’sokayforyouto

cometomedamaged?Istillhavetostaypureforyou.”



“Ididn’taskyouto,Ididn’tneedyoutobeavirgin,Ifoundyouas

oneandsupportedyourdreams.”

“Sikelela!Isaidlookatmeintheeyesandtellmeyou’vebeen

perfectthesefouryears.”

Theydon’tfight,atleastnotlikethis;overnothingandso

aggressively.He’sscared,thisistheonlypersonwhocandothis

tohim.

“IftherewassomeoneelseVumoyouwould’veknown.I’m still

thesamemanIwasfouryearsago,Istillfallinlovewithyou

everyday.Idon’tseemyselfwithanyonebesideyou,andthat’s

thetruth.”

“Didyoufucksomeoneinthelastfouryearsornot?”Vumo.

Heshutshiseyes,takesadeepbreathandlooksather.No,he

can’tloseher!

“No,Ididn’t,”hesays.

“Givemeyourphone!”

“It’sinmyjacket.”Hisheartissore.Histrustisonher,she’sthe

centerofhisdreamsandvisions.Ifsheleaveshim too…that

wouldbetheendofhim.Shecameintohislifeandmadehis

futuremakesense.Onlyifshecouldunderstandhowmuchshe

reallymeanstohim.

Hisbreathhasbeenheldupthelast10minuteswhileshewas

searchingthroughhisphone.



Sheputsitawayandlooksathim remorsefully.

“I’m sorry.”Sheliesonhischestandbreaksintotears.

“It’sokay,sthandwasami.”Hecupsherfaceandkissesher

affectionately.Evenwithherfacemessedupwithtearsshe’sstill

beautifulandabletomakehisheartbeatslikeadrum.

Hiserectiongrows.Theirbodiesareembracedtogetherandhis

handsarerunningalloverherbody.

“Iknowthewaitisalmostover,”hesaysandbiteshernecksoftly.

Shemoans.Itturnshim evenmoreon.“It’scold,areyoustillnot

comfortablewithukusoma?”

Shewantstosayyesbuttheguiltchoppingherheartdoesn’t

allowherto.

“Wecantry,”shesays.

Hekissesherforeheadandwhispersa“thankyou.”He’snever

touchedherinappropriately,theirrelationshipneverwentbeyond

hugsandkisses.

Hestripshisclothesoffandhelpsheroutofherdressandpanty.

Hiserectionispokinghisnavelandthrobbing.It’llbehardnotto

thrustintothecookiewhileit’sondisplay,buthe’sgratefulfor

whathe’sgettingandhe’snotgoingtobreakhertrustormake

heruncomfortable.

Hepusheshisshaftbetweenherfirmlyshut-thighsandstarts

movinginandout.It’snotbadashethought,he’sgettingsome



pleasure.

“MaGodide,pleasedon’tleaveme.I’m nothingwithoutyou.”He’s

notsayingthisfrom thepleasureofherthighsbutfrom thedepth

ofhisheart.

“Iloveyoutoo,Dlamuka.”

Heshutshiseyes,applymorepressuretohismovesandgrabs

herbuttocks.Hisorgasm buildsup,he’scryingtobeletinbutthat

wasn’tpartoftheagreement.

“Nobabe,chamakhonala.”

“Okay,sthandwasami!”He’sbreathingheavily.

Henutsbetweenherthighsandreleasesaloudgroanashedoes

so.

Tearsburnhereyesasshewatcheshim liesnexttoherwithhis

fingerstrembling.Theremustbesomethingshecando!



SIKELELA

CHAPTER4

Vumoislyingonhischest,they’restillunderblankets,timereads

4am andhehastoleavebeforeelderswakeup.Hisfingersare

linkedintohers,he’sdrawingamaponherbackwithhisother

hand.There’ssomethingnewthathe’sbeenfeelingeversince

shegaveherbodytohim,eventhoughitwasn’tthecherryitself,

he’sbeenoverwhelmedwithgratitudeeversince.

Heclearshisthroat,“Idon’tknowhowthingsaregoingfrom your

side.Month-endI’dliketosendmyunclesovertopayoffmy

debts.”

Vumoholdsherbreathforasecond,andthenexhalesdeeply.

“What’stherush?”sheasks.

“It’sbeenyears,Vumo.Thisisnotarush,ifIwaswelloffI

would’vepaideverythingyourfatherrequestedfrom theget-go.”

There’samomentofsilence.

Sikelelaplantsasoftkissonherforeheadandpokeshiserect

shaftonherthighs.It’sacoldmorning,*Jumbo*isupand

ravenous.

“You’vetaughtmealotaboutlove.”Hesaysinhalingasharp

breathandloweringhishandtohernakedbutt.“IknowIhaven’t

openeduptoyouaboutmyrealidentityandthatmayhave

causedyoutodoubtmeasaman.”



“Really,whydidn’tyoutellmeyourfatherwasMkhonto?”she

asksliftinghereyestohim.Herthighsarefirmlyshutbut

betweenthem isaheatedcookieandthrobbingclit.Themoist

betweenherfoldsgivesherchillsdownherspine.IfSikelela

realizesthatshe’slongingforpenetrationhemightaskquestions.

Shealreadyknowshowitfeelsliketohavetwofingersslide

insidehercore,howtowrapherlegsaroundamanandmove

withhisrhythm-Hubotaughtherthat.Shealreadyknowshowit

feelsliketohaveanorgasm buildingup,beingmuffedand

squirtingoveraman’sface.

“BecauseIdidn’thavearelationshipwithhim.Iknownothing

abouthim andhisfamily.Hedidn’twantmeandIdon’tknowthe

reason.IwasbornaDlamukaandraisedasone.Ihatetheideaof

notbeingwantedbyaparent,I’drathernottalkaboutit.”

“Iunderstand,”shesaysandsuppressesamoancausedbyhis

handstrokingherbutt-cheek.

“Didyougotothecleansingritualafterthefuneral?”

Heslightlyshakeshisheadandpusheshisshaftbetweenher

thighs.Hisjawtightens,helooksather,andhiseyesarefilled

withnothingbutlust.

“CanImessyourthighsagain?”heaskswithashallowsmile.

Hesitantly,shenodsandwrapsherhandsaroundhisneck.His

bodyisfirm andmusclebound,hismelanatedskinissmoothlike

butterandworthaneye.Theirswasloveatfirstsight,even

thoughshedidn’taccepthisloveproposalrightawaybutthe

momenthereyessetonhim shefeltattractedanddrawntohim.



Hedoesn’tstandout,he’salwaysthedark-skinnedguyatthe

backwhohardlytalkstoanyone,thatturnsheron.

“Sikelela,”shecallshim softly.

Heshiftshiseyesfrom herthighstoherface.Helookshighon

lust.

“Iloveyou,”shesays.

Hisresponseislockingherlipsintohisandkissingherlikethe

worldiscomingtotheend.Hishandissqueezingherbutt,his

fingersslidingintohercleftandmakingheruncomfortable.

“MaGodide,you’remylife.Inthenextfewmonthswe’llhavethe

freedom toexpressourlovewithourbodies.”Hislipsstretchinto

alazysmile.“Ican’twaittomakeyouawoman,”hesays.

Hereyesdrop.Hethrustsbetweenherthighsandmoansdeeply.

He’sdoinganotherround,thepleasureisone-sidedandthe

moisturebetweenherfoldsisturningintoaflowingriver.

Heexplodesbetweenherthighsandscreamshernameasthe

waveofpleasurethrowshim offthelandoflivingforaminute.

Theybothtakeabathbeforegettingintheirclothes.Heasksifit

wouldbepossibleforhim tohaveawordwithQambibefore

leaving,VumomakesthebedandgoestoQambi’sbedroom to

passthemessage.It’scommonforhim todiscusssomeother

thingswithhersister,especiallyifitconcernslobolaissues.

ShewakesQambiupandremainsintheirbedroom whileQambi



goestotherondavelwhereSikelelais.

“Sbariunjani?”Qambigreetswalkinginandtakingaseatonthe

edgeofthebed.

“I’m good,sisi.I’m sorryforwakingyouup.”Hissmileisrareand

quitecharming,shehasnochoicebuttopardonhim.

“There’slittlesomethingI’dliketodoforVumowhenshesteps

downfrom herposition.”

Qambitakesadeepbreathandnods.Suddenlyshecan’tlookat

him intheeyes.Vumohasputherinaverydifficultposition.

“IwantittobeasurpriseandIneedyoutohelpme.Alittle

celebrationwithherfriendsandpeers,youknowhowgirlslove

theirparties,Idon’t.”

“Wheredoyouwantittobeheld?”Qambiasks.

“Itcouldbehereoryoucanbookavenueintown.Idon’tknowif

I’dbepresent,eitherwayIwanthertohaveagreattimeandto

knowthatI’m proudofher.”

ApartofherwantstorefusetobepartofthisbutthenSikelelais

inthedark,hewon’tunderstandherreasons.

Shesighs,“Okay,pleasecontactmewhenyou’veorganizedthe

funds.”

“Thankyousomuch,MaGodide.”

--



It’snormalforhertowakeuplateifSikelelahadpaidavisit,even

thoughtheydon’tdomuchintimatelytheystillstayuptilllate

hours.Shewakesupjustafewminutespast11anddecidesto

cancelherday.It’snotlikeshe’llmissanyimportantclasses.

“Areweeatingtheyogurtorwhat?”Qambiaskswalkingintoher

makingthebed.

“Takeit,Qambi.Idon’thaveappetiteanyway,”shesays.

“Wherediditgo?Areyousick?”

“No,”shesighsandsitsbackonthebedwithafoldedblanketin

herhands.“Westartedukusomalastnight.Todayhegaveme

R1000,that’sthebiggestamounthe’severgivenmeforno

reasonandit’snoteventheendofthemonth.”

Qambisighs!Herappetitehasdepletedaswell.

“Thisisnotfair,justtellhim thetruth,”shesays.

“It’snotaboutthevirginity,hesaiditwasn’tafactorbut,because

oftheroleIhadinthevillagehehadtosupportmyjourney.

WhetherIwasavirginornot,hewould’vecomeformeandthings

wouldbehowtheyare.”

“Thenit’seasy,justtellhim thetruth,”–Qambi.

“It’sabouttrust,Qambi.Ifithappenedbeforeourrelationship

thingswould’vebeeneasy,butithappenedduringourrelationship.

He’ssendingcowsattheendofthemonth.IjustrealizehowI

messedthingsupformyself.ImightlosethismanandIdon’t



knowifI’lleverfindloveagain.”

“He’sthrowingasurprisepartyforyouwhenyou‘stepdownfrom

theambassadressposition’tocelebrateyouandshowyouhow

proudheisofyou.”

Vumoburiesherfaceinherhandsandsobsquietly.Onelieled

intoanother,nowshe’sburiedinthisdeepholeoflieswithnoway

ofgettingout.

“Vumotellhim thetruth,”Qambibegs.

Sheshakesherhead,“Idon’twanttolosehim.”

“Thenwhatareyougoingtodo?”

“I’llsayIwasraped.”

Qambi’seyeswideninshock.

“SaythatandIwillpersonallytellhim whatyoudid.Youthinkrape

isajoke?Youthinkitcanbeacover-upforyourunfaithfulness.

Doyouhaveanyideawhatrapeis?Yousleptwithaguywillingly,

enjoyedyourselfmultipletimesandnowyou….hey,Vumokuhle!”

She’scrying.Whycan’thersisterunderstandherfears?Evenif

Sikelelaandherdon’tworkout,shewouldn’twantittobenasty.

They’vecreatedgreatmemoriestogether,he’stheonlyloveshe

knowsandunderstands.

“Youcreatedthetune,nowdancetoyourmusic,lilsis.”Qambiis

sayingthisopeningthepacketofchipsbroughtbythesame

relationshipshedoesn’tcareabout.

Vumowipeshernose,sniffsbacktearsandthinksofanother



plan.Theremustbesomethingelse,confessingisnotonthe

cards-losingSikelelaisnotanoption.

.

.

ATTHEHLONGWANES

SguqawalksintohiswifewatchingherTLCchannel.She’sintheir

housewearingcomfortableshortskirt,longsocksandbaggyT-

shirt.

“Babe,youhavetodressup,”hesays.

Zimeliftsherhead,“Dressup?”

“Urgentfamilymeeting.Wearegoingtothemainhouse,”hesays.

Sheyawns!Nolie,shelovesherhusbandandhisfamily,butit’s

hardforhertobecomfortablearoundpeoplewhodon’twanther

tobeherself.

Sguqalooksatherwithhiseyesnarrowed.“Zime,wedon’thave

muchtime.”

“Okay!”shesighsandgetsoffthecouch.

Sguqagrabsherarm andpullsherbywaistbacktohim.He

knowshowshefeelsabouthismothers,theydon’thidethatthey

don’tlikeherandalwaysmakeitapointtothrowhurtfulremarks

whenevershe’saround.Allthreeofthem,oncethoseoldladies

uniteagainstyouthere’snowinningthem over.



“IknowhowyoufeelbutIcan’tleaveyoubehind,you’rea

Hlongwane,”hesayswithhiseyespenetratingthroughherand

readingallheremotions.

“Iknow,Sthembiso.I’m sorryaboutthelongface,Iknowyouneed

mebyyoursideand…”Heshutsherwithakiss.

“Don’texplain,Iknow.Justkeepyourheaddown,I’llrewardyou

later,”hesays.

Shesmiles,“Withwhat?”

“AllIcansayis,there’llbescreamsofjoyfillingthishouseand

someone’slegstremblingwithjuicesflowingdown.”

“Mmh,Icanworkwiththat.”

Theybothlaughandlockintoanotherintimatekiss.

--

There’sanannouncementthatMaXuluwantstomake.Everyone

isgatheredinherdiningroom eagerlywaiting.

“Whichkindofameetingisthis?There’snofood,nodrinksand

nosnacks,”–Thobaniasks.

Hismother,MaJiyane,looksatthesecondwife,MaDlamini.

There’sasilentconversationthey’reexchanging,itendswitha

lookdirectedtotheir‘lazy’daughter-in-lawandchuckles.

Sguqasenseshiswife’sdiscomfortandholdsherhandunderthe



table.Sherelaxes.

MaXulujoinsinaccompaniedbyHubo,whichisverystrange

becauseSguqaistheoldest,ifthere’sanythingconcerningthe

familyorbusinessitisranbyhim first.

“I’m sorrytodisturbeveryone.I’m suresomedon’tevenlikeit

here.”

Sguqasighs,“Ma,pleasegetstraighttothepoint.”

“Okay,IrecommendthatMaJiyaneandMaDlaminitakedeep

breaths.”

Theireyeswiden.Weretheyexcludedfrom thewillorsomething?

“Hlongwanehadanotherchild.”

Hell,no!Theyshould’vetakenthosebreaths.

“From who?”theyasksimultaneously.

“BeforeMaJiyanetherewasagirlfriendfrom theHlabathini

village.ADlamukagirlwhoendedupfallingpregnantwithhis

secondson.ButunfortunatelyHlongwanedecideditwouldbe

betterforhim toberaisedbyhismother’sfamilyforcertain

reasons.”

Silence….

Sguqaclearshisthroat,“Didhesupporthim?”

“No,hecutties,ineverywaypossible.Nothingshould’velinked

him backtousbutitlookslikebloodcallsblood,he’salready

madehisfirstmarkastheoff-springofDabulaHlongwane.”



“Sohe’sthechildthatwasabandoned?Howarewegoingtofix

that?”–Sguqa.

“That’swhywearehere,tofigurethingsout.Huboworriesthat

he’snotsafesincehe’sattackedtheMshengus.”

Gasps!

SguqalooksatHuboawestruck.

“Thatboyfrom theplayground?”

“Yes,I’vebeenfollowinghim.He’snotawareofthedangerhe’sin,

ImeanthesepeoplekilledMkhontoHlongwane,howmore

dangeroustheycouldbe?He’sagoodguy,he’sgettingmarried

soonandhasgreatplansforthefuture.”

“Wow!Whatifoneofusdatedhim?Babadidn’tthinkthis

through,”Londekasays.

“HeknowsthathisfatherwasaHlongwaneandyou’renothis

type,”Hubosays.

Londekarollshereyesandgetsoffthechair.“Who’sgoingtohelp

meinthekitchen?”

Sguqanudgeshiswifewithhiselbow.Shelooksathim witha

slightfrownandrealizesthatmosteyesareonher.

Damn!SheleaveswithLondeka.

Thefamilydiscussesawayforward.MaXuluandoneofher

sisterwiveshavetogototheDlamukasanddowhattheir



husbandcouldn’tdo.

There’satractordrivingin.It’snotunusualfortheirdriverstopay

avisitifthere’ssomethingthatneedstheirattentionatoneof

theirhardwares.Butthere’sagunshotbeforeanyonecanwalkin.

Asecondonefollowsshortlyandeveryoneonthetablescatters.

Theirsistersarecrying,MaXuluandotherwivesarescreaming

forhelpandcallingJesus.

ThobaniisholdingbackSguqawhowantstorunoutsideandfind

hiswifeandsister.Theydon’tknowwheretheattackersare,it’s

notsafeforanyofthem tojustgoout.

Anothergunshot!

SguqapushesThobanibackanddashesoutwithhisguninhand.

Hubohasnochoicebuttofollowoutaswell,iftheydietheydie.

Theircousin,Nhlalo,islyinginthepoolofhisownbloodnextto

thetractor.Hedidsayhewasgoingtocomearoundbuthe

wasn’tspecific.Hellbreaksloosebutthere’snotevenashadow

oftheattackers.Buteveryoneknowswhoitwas.Sguqarunsto

thekitchenandfindshissisterandwifehidingunderthetable.

Seeingthem alivebringshim short-livedsenseofreliefbutthe

fearintheireyesstripshim nakedfrom hismanhood.

“Pleasestayhere,don’tmove!”heinstructsandstormsoutangry

andhungryfortheMshengublood.

Notsolongagotheykilledhisfatherandnowhiscousin.How

muchbloodaretheygoingtospillfrom thisfamily?Andonthe



record,theyhaven’ttakenanylifefrom theMshengus.Sikeleladid,

forhisownpersonalreasons.

TheMshengushavegonetoofar!

Heneedstogetthewarriorstogetherandpreparethem forareal

war.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER5

Thesehavebeenthelongestfourdaysofhislife.Notbecause

therewereextrahoursinadaybuthishearthasbeenlooking

forwardtothisweekend.Hewasactuallyworking,butafter

receivingthatcallfrom HuboheaskedMhlengitoswapshifts

withhim sohecouldgohome.

“TheykilledNhlalo,”Hubosaidoverthephonewithhisvoice

breaking.

Obviouslyhedidn’tknowNhlalo,heonlyknowsHubobecause

he’sdippedhisclawsintohislifebyforce.He’snotcomplaining

though,forthefirsttimeinaverylongtimehehasafriend.Yes,

theydisagreealot,whenthey’retogetherthreatsandcursesfly

aroundlikenobody’sbusiness,buthe’dbelyingifhesaidhe

wantsHubooutofhislife.He’sthefirstconnectionhehasofhis

father,hearingthatnincompoopbreakingdownoverthephone

shiftedsomethinginhisconscience.

“Isheoneofyou?”heaskedHubo.

“Yes,he’soneofus,”-Hubo.

Hesighed,“I’m sorry.Sowhat’sgoingtohappennow?”

“I’m goingtofightanddieformyfamily.Theycan’tdouslike

this.”

Withoutthinkingtwice,hesaid;“Waitforme,FridayI’m coming.”



Hethoughtit’dbeeasy,thathe’djustswaphisshiftwithMhlengi,

gohomeandinform hismotherthathe’sgoingtoMashoba

village.Butnowthathe’ssittingacrossher,lookingstraightinto

hereyesandcrackinghismindabouthowtobegin,heknowshe

didn’tthinkthingsthrough.

“IthoughtyouroffstartsTuesday,”Cebilesays.Shehasn’teven

unpackedthegroceryhecamewith,herinstinctstellherthather

sonisuptosomethingnogood.

“IswappedwithMhlengi,”hesays.

“Why?”–Cebile.

Hetakesadeepbreath,rubshishandstogetheranddropshis

eyes.

“Ma,I’m goinghome,”hesays.

There’sharrowingsilencethatfallsintotheroom thenexttwo

minutes.

“TheykilledoneofHubo’scousins,he’smyfriendandIneedtobe

there,”hesays.

“He’snotyourfriend,he’syourfather’ssonandthatmakeshim

yourbrother.DoyouthinkI’m stupid?”

“Whateverheis,I’m goingtobetherebyhisside.Thatcousinpaid

formysins.”

Cebilefrowns,“Whatdoyoumean?”



“Imeanjustthat,I’m goingtoleavebeforethesunset,”hesays.

Cebilesighsandgetsoffthechair.Shepickstheshoppingbags

from theflooranddisappearstothekitchen.Shedidn’tneed

morereasonstohateMkhonto,butevenindeathhe’sstillhurting

her.Thesonheneverwantedisnowneededtofightthe

Hlongwanebattles.Ifsheloseshersonshe’llpersonallygoand

burnallhiswivesalive,that’sapromise.

Leavingforthecity,sendingabakhongitotheNtulis,andmany

milestoneshe’sclimbedinhislife,he’salwaysneededhis

mother’sblessing.Todayheneedshismother’sblessingtoleave

whathasbeenahomeforthe28yearsofhislifetohisrealhome

wherehisfatherwasborn.

Hisbagispackedandhungoverhisshoulder,heknocksonthe

kitchendoorandrecievesoneglancefrom Cebile.

“Ma,I’m leaving,”heannounces.

Noresponse.

“I’llbebacksoon.”Heturnsbackwithhisheartaching,hedidn’t

wantthefirstdayhegoeshometoleavehismotherinthissour

mood.Whenhe’sadistanceawayfrom theyardCebilestandsat

thedoorandwatcheshim.Itshouldbea‘fuck-off’situation,a

‘hambajubabayokuchuthaphambili’,butthoseinstinctsarethere.

Thischildlaidinherwombfor10months-yes,youreadthat

correctly-andherheartisintattersasshedrownsintothereality

thathemaynotcomebackonhisfeetbutlyingonhisbackina



casket.

“Hallowedbethyname!”shemutterswatchingtheshadowofher

sondisappearingdownthevalley.

--

HUBO

HeinformedeveryoneaboutthearrivalofSikelelabuthedidn’t

mentiontheintentionbehindit.Hismothersareunderthe

impressionthathe’scomingforthecleansingrituals.MaXuluis

restlessmorethanotherwives,she’sscaredofthequestionshe

mightaskher.Hlongwanehasleftherinadifficultposition,the

messheleftbehindisnowherstosolve.Boychildrenare

uncontrollable,there’sawarbrewingandtheycan’tleavetheir

housesforhidingbecausethey’restillmourning.Butthey’vesent

thegirlstotheiruncles,there’sthreeofthem;Londeka,Azileand

Sanelisiwe.SguqasentZimetoavacation,oneofmany,butthis

timehe’sjusthidingherfrom theunrestinthevillage.Thevillage

havetakensides,somearewiththeMshengusandsomeare

standingwiththeHlongwanes.Itcanhappenanyday,womenare

nowlivinginfear.

Sikelelacallstoinform Hubothathe’salmostnearMashoba

village.HegetsintohisHiluxsinglecabanddrivesouttofetch

him.TheMshengusareburyingtomorrow,Nhlalo’sfuneralisnext



weekandtakingplaceathismother’shome,KwaMaphumulo.Ifit

wasuptohim they’dattackthem atthecemetery,rightasthey

takedowntheirfatherandbrother’scoffins.Itwouldbeagood

show.

HemeetswithSikelelanexttothefamouslocalbar,Snayi.It’s

beenlongsincehewentoutandhadadrink,becauseofthe

mourningandfighting,todayhe’sreallytemptedtocomeand

cooldownhishead.

“Weshouldcheckthisplacelater,”hetellsSikelela.

“Forwhat?”–Sikelela.

“It’sabar,fordrinksobviously.”

“Oh,notmything.”

“You’llbemybodyguardthen,theMshengusaresneakyand

cowardlyasafuck.”

Sikeleladoesn’tcommentanyfurther.Allhewantstodoisfight,

killandgobacktoHlabathini.Hisheartisstillwithhismother,

howheleftherstillweighshim down.Hubowon’tshutup,he’s

talkingallthewaytotheHlongwanegrandehomestead.It’san

openyard,verybig,withseparatethreebrickhousesandmany

rondavelsthatbelongtochildren.Acrosstheroadthere’sacross-

gableroofedhousewithoverhangingeavesandattachedgarage.

Theretoo,rondavelsaresymbolicandresemblingtheonesfrom

themainhomestead.ItbelongstoSguqaandhiswife.



“That’swherewehideifwehaveproblemswiththeelders,”Hubo

sayswithachuckle.

Sikelelanods,hiseyesareonthefreshgravebelowthemain

homestead.It’sawakeningemotionshedidn’tevenknowexisted.

MshenguandMxolisitookhischanceofmeetingthismanand

gettinghisanswers.Theydeservedtodie,he’snotsorry.

Sikeleladoesn’tcomefrom abigfamily,beforehisunclegot

marrieditwasjusthim,hismotheranduncle.Walkingintoa

housefullofpeoplepullshim backintohisshell.Hisfaceturns

darker,he’stightenedhisjawandloweredhishoodieoverhis

forehead.Thesearestrangersandhedoesn’tdowellwiththem.

Hisfather’swivesarestaringathim.Mkhontowasthesame

heightashim inhislatetwenties,forthem it’slikeasneakback

tothepast.They’relookingattheyoungversionoftheirhusband

andtheirwoundsarestillfresh.

“Sikelela,wearehappytofinallymeetyou,”–MaXulunervously.

Hedoesn’tanything,there’snothingtosay.

Shestartsintroducingeveryone,eventheabsentsisters.

“Welcomehome,”Sguqasayspullingouthishand.

Sikelelashakesitandmovesontothenextone,Thobani’s.The

wivesdothesame,theystilllookuncomfortablethough.He’s

sittingonthechair,staringateveryonebelowthehoodieandnot

openinghismouthunnecessarily.



“Wearesittingunderthedarkcloud,yourauntsarenotaround

butSthembisowillcleanseyoutomorrow,namhlanjeuzokhotha

umlothaukuzeukwaziukudla.I’m sorryhediedbeforeyoucould

meethim,”MaXulusays.

“Thankyou,”hemuttersalmostinaudible.

“I’m sureyouhavealotofquestions,beforewegetintoitwehave

toeat.We’vebeenwaitingforyouthewholeday.”

“Idon’thaveanyquestions,”hesays.

They’reshocked…howcome?

Sguqagetsoffhischair.

“Let’sstepout,”hesays.

HubogivesSikelelaalookofapproval.Hedidn’tneedhis

permission,hegetsoffthechairandfollowsout.They’reheading

belowtheyardtodosomethings…hewantstosleep.

--

“She’sagoodwomanwho’sjustmisunderstoodbymanypeople,”

–Sguqa.He’stalkingabouthiswife,that’swhathedoesifhe’s

nottalkingaboutwork.HelookspeacefulthanHubo,theonly

reasonhe’ssittinghereandplottingagainsttheMshengusis

becausetheystartedit.Helookslikehismother,MaXulu.He’s

actuallyafitnesstrainer,whichexplainshisphysique,andhe

ownsagym intown.



“Iheardyou’reintheprocessofgettingmarriedtoo.”

Sikelelachuckles,“Yeah,hopefullythingswillcometogether.”

“Areyouinloveoryoujustneededsomeone?”-Thobani.

“I’vebeeninlovesinceIwas24.I’m inlovewithher,she’smy

world.”

Hubogetsupfrom thepillowhewaslyingon,heyawnsandpulls

hisshoes.

“Let’sgoandcheckthatplace,”hesaystoSikelela.

Thingsaresurprisinglyflowingbetweenhim andhisbrothers.

Maybebecausethey’renotaskinghim abouthislifewithouta

fathernorbringinghim up.They’retalkingaboutthemselves,

brotherhoodtalk.

“Whichplace?”Sguqaraiseshiseyebrow.

“Snayi.We’llgrabadrinkandcomeback.”

“DoyoustillrememberthatwearemourningandtheMshengus

areoutthereandhungryforourblood?”

“They’resingingHosanaatthenightvigilfortheirfathertogetto

heaven,”Hubosaysnonchalantly.

Thobanilaughs.

“Sikelela,youneedtochooseyourfriendswisely,”Sguqawarns.

Hubochuckles,“I’m nothisfriend,I’m hisbrother,hecan’tchoose

ornotchoosemebecauseI’m hisbrotherforlifebyfire,byforce.”



It’safewticksawayfrom 9pm,theyleaveSguqa’shousein

Hubo’scarandheadtoSnayilocalbar.Thobaniwantedtotag

alongbutSguqatoldhim he’snotgoinganywhere.

“Tonightwasourperfectchance,”Hubosays.

“Wedon’thavetosneakuptothem.Youshouldcallthem andtell

them tobereadyaftertheburial,IonlyhavethreedayshereandI

wanttoleaveonceeverythinghasbeensettled.”

Hubochuckles,“Doesiteveroccurtoyouthatlifeisshort?”

“Ishouldbeaskingyou.I’vebeenfightingmywholelife.”

“Why?Doyouhaveangerproblems?”

“Becausethat’showIam.ButIdohaveissuesaswell,ifyouwere

mewouldn’tyouhavethem?”HetakesaglanceatHubo.

“NotwhenIhaveagirlwhoismyworld.”

“Isee.”

Hubopullsupatthebar,themusicisdeafening,Sikelelaquickly

withdrawsbackintohisshell.Theywalkin,headtothecounter,

andHuboordersabottleofSkkyOriginal,tonicwateranda

packetofcigarettes.Theygetseatsattheendofthebar,afar

from thesweatycrowdandbarfights.

“You’renotevengoingtodooneshot?”heasksmixinghisdrink.

“Nah,I’m good,”Sikelelasays.Heleansbackonhisseat,throws

onefootontopofthetableandwatches.Hehasnothingagainst



alcohol,he’sdrankitafewtimesandcoulddoitagaininfuture,

fornowhe’sjustfocusedonsavingupformarriage.Hewants

Vumohomewithhismother.Cebilestaysalone,literally,because

herandMaGwalahardlyvisitoneanothereventhoughthey’rejust

aheartbeatawayfrom eachother.Vumo’spresencecanchange

alotofthings,butthatwaitstobediscussedbecauseshemight

notseethingshisway,especiallywithhercollegeeducation.He’s

justasecurityguard,soonhissalarywon’tbeabletomaintainan

educatedwife,she’llwantmore.

Huboshakeshisarm,“You’restillgood?”

“Yeah,”hesayswithaheavysigh.

Hubolaughs.He’sgettingdrunkveryquick.

“Butyoulookstressed.Whogetsstressedinabar?”

Hedoesn’tsayanything.It’snotstress,it’sfearofthefinancial

futureofhim andVumo.She’snevercomplainedaboutmoney,

neverdirectlyaskedforitorsaidanythingillabouthisjob,but

thatcanchangeonceshefinishescollege.Heneedsaplan,how

he’sgoingtomakeextracash?

“Idon’tevenknowwhatI’m goingtosaydrivesyoucrazy,”Hubo

saysandclapshishandsdancingtothesongplaying.He’sbeen

downingshotsaftershots,hopefullyhewon’tneedSikelela’shelp

tostandupbecausethatwouldgethim aslapfirst.

“Bafo,wedon’tneedSguqa’sapprovaloranyone.WhenIfinish

thisdrinkwearegoingthereandshootingthem.”

Sikelelajustlooksathim anddoesn’tsayanything.He’snotgoing



tosneakuptotheMshengus,hewantsthem fairlysothatthey’ll

understandwhothey’redealingwith-broaddaylightwar.

“Iknowyoudidn’tknowhim butMkhontowasaherobafo.That

dudemadethingshappen,Ican’tbelievehe’sreallygone.”Hehits

hisheadandshakesit.Tearsfilluphiseyes.OhLord,he’sthat

type!

“Imisshim,”hecries.

Sikelelasighs,onlyifhelistenedtoSguqa.

“Butit’sokay,you’rehere.Iappreciateyou,bafo.Iknowyou

cannotfillthevoidheleftbutyouarehereanddoinggreat.”He

holdsSikelela’shandandfirmlyshakesit.

“Areyoudonedrinking?”-Sikelela.

Hewantstogo,now!

“I’m proudofyou,bafo.Iknowthiscountryisfullofshit,people

arefullofshitandjudgement.Butyoudon’tjudgepeople,you

alwaysbelieveinothersand…youknowwhat,Iloveyou.”He

standsup,staggersandalmosttripsoverthetable.Sikelelaputs

him downonhisseat.

Helaughs,“See,youthinkI’m drunk.You’rejudgingme.AhHubo,

youdrinktoomuchandandand.I’m notdrunk,I’m tellingyouI’m

notdrunk.”

Hepoursanothershotandgulpsitdown.Hedoesn’tevenreactto

thebittertasteofvodka.Someonewalkspastthem,Hubotriesto

grabhim byhisjacketbuthe’salreadypassed.



“Msunuwakho!”heswearsathim.

Themanlooksbackandfrowns.Huboswearsathim again.He

walksbacktotheirtablewithhiseyebrowsknitted.

“Whatdidyousay?”heaskswithhisfistsballed.

Huboliftshisoneopeneyetohim,“Isaidmsunuwakho,

nokanyokonokayihlonokadadewenunowomfaziwakhono…”

“Hedidn’tsayanything,”–Sikelela.

Themanshiftshiseyestohim.Helooksenraged.

“Oh,youthinkI’m afool?”heasks.

“Didhecallyoubyname?”

“No,but….”

“Butnothing,pleaseclearfrom myface,sir.”

He’shesitantbutthestarehe’sgettingisgivinghim creeps.He

turnsandleaves.

“Hubolethustandup,wearegoinghomenow,”Sikelelagetsoff

thechairandgrabshim upbyarm.

“Ihaven’tfinishedmydrink,”Hubo.

“Youdid.Youaredrunk.Pleasedon’tmakemeslapyou.”

Helaughsandfollowsoutsingingloudly.Theymanagetogetout

ofthebar,Sikelelascoopshim upandgoestothecar.Hefishes

thekeysoutofhispocket,opensthepassengerdoorandthrows

him ontheseat.



Everyonehasgonetobed,alllightsareoff.Thobanisleptat

Sguqas.Thesetwowillbesharingabed,butitlookslikeHubois

notreadyforbedyet.HewantstowatchTVbuttheremoteis

underSikelela’spillow.

“Youneedtoopenyoureyes,”hetellsSikelelaandsquatsonthe

floorhummingasong.

Hestopshumming,“I’m goingtotellyousomethingbecauseI’m

agoodguyandIloveyou.”

Sikelelasighsandpullsthecoversoverhishead.

“Womenareliars.Inthislifedonottrustawoman,especiallyif

youarelivingfarfrom her.Uzokuhurdaboy!”

He’ssilentforamoment,thenhebreaksintolaughter.

“Don’tpaylobola,takethatmoneyoutofsavingsanddrinkit.”He

crawlsontobedandseesthatSikelelaisundercovers.

“Wakeup,Iwanttotellyouthetruth.Iknowsomething…you

shouldn’tbewaitingforshit!”Hesighsheavilyandpresseshis

eyelidstoreleasetears.“I’m sorrybutitwasn’tmyfault.Isnacked

onwhatwasgiventome,therewasnolabel.”

Sikelelapeeksoutofthecovers,“Hubo,sleep!”

“Bafo,I’m tellingyouthetruth.Idon’tevenrememberhowlongit

hasbeen.Andnowallofasuddenshe’stellingmethatshe’s

someone’sfiance.I’m like,who,you?Shesaysshemadea

mistakeandsheregretsitbecausehermaniswaitingforher.I’m



likeyoooooh!YouknowI’m agoodguy,andyou’reagoodguytoo

Bafo.”

Sikelelasighsandpullscoversoverhishead.

“I’m notdrunk,Sikelela.Ijustsipped,sipped,sipped.ABUSHE,

DEMED!”Helaughsandrestshisheadonthepillow.

“Abushemaarn!!”

(Anothernomination,pleasehelpmewintenants )



SIKELELA

CHAPTER6

Hehasblendedinwithhisbrothersbutnotwith‘hismothers.’

He’sbeenspendingmostofhistimeatSguqa’shouse,which

makessensebecausehe’snothereforafamilyreunion,he’shere

tofighttheMshengus.Todayistheday,averysunnySundaythat

willsetdownasthedaythatshedbloodacrossMashobavillage.

Hewasbornreadyforwar,buthereHubostrengthenseveryone

withhistrustedpowders.Hewokeupeveryonebydawnandtook

them totherivertodrowninicywater.Therearemenfrom the

village,somethatarerelatedtotheHlongwanesandMkhonto’s

oldfriends.

Whiletheyallgotothemainhomesteadtofurtherlydiscusshow

they’regoingtokilltheMshengus,hestaysbehindandcalls

Vumo.Hedidn’tinform herabouthisdeparture,heknewifhe’d

toldhershewould’vereactedthesameashismotherandthat

wasthelastthingheneeded.

Shepicksupandstaysquiet.

Hintnumberone!

She’sangry.

“MaGodide,”hesaysinaloweredvoiceandrestsbackonthe

pillowwithhiskneesup.“Iknowyou’renothappywithmeandI

deserveit.”



Shesighsaudibly,“TwodaysSikelelaandyouhaven’tcalledme!”

“MaGodide,I’m sorry.Thingshavebeenbusy,IwantedtocallbutI

knewyouwouldn’tunderstand,”hesays.

“Whatwouldn’tIunderstand?”shesnaps.

Deepbreath!

“ThatIleft,I’m atMashoba,”hesays.

Silence…

“I’llexplaineverythingwhenIcomeback.PleaseknowthatIlove

you,andImissyousomuch,”hesays.

“Whatareyoudoingthere?”Shesoundsdifferent.Notangrybut

letdown-disappointed.

“I’m…IcametohelpHubowithsomething,”hesays.

Heavybreaths!

“He’smybrother,”heexplains.

“Whenareyoucomingback?”

“Tomorrow,hopefully.”

Loudsobs…

“MaGodide,Ididn’tmeantobeuntruthfultoyou.Iknewyou

wouldn’tunderstand,Ididn’twantustofight.Pleasefinditinyour

hearttoforgiveme.”

“Pleasecomeback,”shebegs.



“Givemeaday,mylove.”

Shecriesopenlyandloudly.

Hefeelshisheartbeatslowingdown.Thisisthepersonhecares

aboutmorethananythinginthisworld,hearinghercrywhilehe’s

ontheothersideandunabletoleaveeverythingandgotoher

breakshisheart.

“JustonedayMaGodide,Iwillexplaineverything.”

Sobs…

“Vumo,talktome.”

“Iloveyou,Sikelela.Withallmyheart,justrememberthat,Inever

stoppedandIneverwill.”Herresponseputshisheartatrest.His

lipsstretchintoasmile,hetakesadeepbreathandliftshiseyes

toaheavyfigureatthedoor.It’sHubowithtwoplatesoffood.

“Iwon’tforget,you’rethefirstthingonmymindwhenIwakeup

andthelastthingbeforeIclosemyeyesatnight.Pleasetake

careofyourself,Iwillcallyoutomorrow.”

Shesighsdeeply,“Okay,mylove.”

Hubositsdownwithhisplateandeatssilentlyforafewminutes.

Aminuteisalongtimeforhim tojustshutup.He’stopless,his

freshincisionsarestilltearingblood.

“Areyouokay?”Sikelelaaskshim.

“I’m good.”Hecontinueseatingsilently.



Sikelelastartseatingaswell.HecanseethatHuboisnothimself

buthe’snotapersontoforcesotherstoopenup.He’llwaituntil

he’sreadytotalk.

Huboclearshisthroat.Tooklongenough!

“Idon’tthinkyoushouldbetalkingtowomenandsofteningup

likethisbeforesteppingintoawarzone,”hesays.

“She’snotjustanywoman,”–Sikelela.

“Doyouknowher?”

“No,Idon’t.Imetherlastweek.”He’sbeingsarcastic.

Hubosighs.Thisisserioustohim.

“Checkyourwoman,Sikelela.Iknowyou’vebeentogetherfora

verylongtimeandhavegreatmemoriestogether,butdon’tlet

yourguarddownandallowlovetoblindyou.”

Hefrowns,“Whatdoyoumean?”

“IknowtheambassadressofHlabathini.I’m tryingtogetherolder

sisterinmybed.Strangely,she’snotVumokuhleNtuli.”

He’sconfused.No,actuallyHuboistheconfusedone.

“Vumoistheambassadress,anewonewillbeappointedafter

she’ssteppeddown,”hesays.

“Wasn’tshedemotedforbadbehavior?”

Hefrowns,“What?No.”

“Askher,andaskherifsheknowsmeandhowdoessheknow



me.”

Hestopseatingandpushestheplateaside.

“Huboifyouknowsomethingletmeknow,you’retalkingabout

myfuturewifehere,”hesayssquintinghiseyesandpoppinghis

fingers.

“WhatIknowisthatI’llneverletsomeonewhohasmyDNA

runningthroughhisveinsbemadeafoolinfrontofthewhole

village.I’vedonesomething,Iregretsomeofthem,I’m enjoying

lifeandlearningeveryday.DuringmymomentsofenjoyinglifeI’ve

brokenhearts,destroyedpeople’shopesandmadeenemies.I

hopeyou’renotgoingtoturnintoonebecauseIreallywanttobe

abrotheryouneverhad.Iknowyouaretheonlychildatthe

Dlamukas,whichexplainswhyyou’rethewayyouare.”Hewas

comingwelluntilthatlaststatement,butit’snosurprise,his

middle-nameisChildish.

“Who’smakingmeafool?”Sikelelaasksimpatiently.

“Isaidtalktoyourwoman,allIcantellyoufornowisthatshe’s

nolongertheembaddaressandshe’shidingalotfrom you.”

“Howdoyouknowher?”–Sikelela.

“IknowherthesamewayIknowotherchicksinyourvillageand

neighboringones.Findoutmorefrom her.”

He’suneasyanduncomfortable.Vumomaybefamousaround

thevillagesbuthedidn’tthinkshe’dbesoknown.Andthefact

thatHuboissayingdifferentthingsmakeshim evenmore

uncomfortable.Nowmorethanever,hewantstofinishwhatthe



MshengusstartedandgoseehisVumo.Whywouldshehidethat

shegotdemotedfrom theambassadressposition?Itdoesn’t

makesense.Hewould’vebeentheretosupporther,that’swhat

he’sherefor.

--

He’simpatient,thishastobeoversothathecangohomeand

seeVumo.Heleaveseverybodybehind.It’saveryhastydecision

thathedidn’teventhinktwicebeforewearinghiscoat,lacingup

hissneakersandarmingup.He’smarchingdownthevalleytojoin

therouteleadingtothehillthatneststheMshengus.Hewantsto

bedone!Hewantthisover.

There’saveryintimatebushnotsofarfrom thehomestead,he

knowsthey’llcomeoutanytimefrom thehouses.Hesitsbehind

thetreesandwaitswithhisgunnexttohim.Hishandsare

wrappedaroundhisknees,he’srockinghimselfbackandforth

withhisjawsclenched.IttakesquitesometimefortheMshengu

warriorstocomeout,there’salotofthem,theHlongwanesare

definitelyoutnumbered.Heletsthem walkpastthebush,they’re

hummingalowchorusabout“killing”and“winning.”Hewaits

untiltheyclimbdownthehillandthencomesoutofthebush

dustinghispants.Hefollowsbehindthem.

OntheothersideofthehilltheHlongwanesaremakingtheirway



downtothevalleywherebloodwillbeshedandtheluckyones

willsurvive.There’snocoach,whoeverstartsshootingfirstjust

dosounannounced.ThefirstonestoshootaretheHlongwanes,

undoubtedlyHubo.

Sikelelaleansbythetreeandwatches.Whatmakesthewhole

sceneinterestingisthatbothpartsarehurlinginsultsatone

another.

Bulletsareflyingbothwaysbutnobodyseemstohavecaughtany.

Wasteoftimeandbullets!

ThenoutoftheblueheseesoneoftheHlongwanemanfallingto

thegroundandtheMshengusrejoicingwithinsults.Hubois

abouttodosomethingstupid,hespotshim bytheredshirt

distancinghimselffrom others.Hestandsontopoftherock

facingdownattheMshengusandfiresthreetimeswithonlyone

miss.Thegameofgunsisover,nowtherealwarstarts.Thisis

notatalkshow!

Nobodyhasextrapairsoflife,peoplestartscatteringaroundand

runningtowardsdifferentdirections.

“Whoeveryouare,IwillfindyouandIwillkillyou,”-theseare

Busizwe’slastwordsbeforeheclearsfrom thesceneleaving

deadbodiesontheground.

“TellyourwarriorsI’m home!”Sikelelaresponds.

He’sallchargedup,andmaybeeventakinghisangeroutonthe

wrongpeople.TheHlongwanescrossovertogethim from the

otherside.Everyoneishappywithwhathedid-corneringthe



Mshengusandnotgivingthem anychance,there’soneperson

who’snothappywithhim though.

Sguqa!

--

He’spackinghisbag.Theydidthecleansingandgotinteleziout

oftheirsystems,there’snothingkeepinghim attheHlongwanes

anymore.

MaXuluwalksin,shelookssurprisedwhenheseeshim packing.

“Whyareyoupacking?”sheasks.

Sikelelaglancesather,“I’m goingbackhome.”

Shelooksdisappointed.

“Oh,whenareyoucomingback?”

“Comingback?Idon’tknow.”

“Wewillcometotalktoyourmotheroncewearefreed.Pleasedo

comeback,Sthembisohastogiveyouwhat’sduetoyou.Your

fatherleftalegacyfor…”

“Forhischildren,andhedidn’tregardmeasone.Ididn’tcome

herebecauseIneededmoney,Ineededlovefrom him andheleft

withoutgivingmeany.So,I’m good.Thanksforyourhospitality.”

“Icanexplain…”



“I’m good.”

Sguqawalksin,unawareofthesituationinside.

“Ma,didyouseemy…”Hestopsandlooksatthem.

“Iseverythingalright?”

“Yourbrotherisleaving,”–MaXulu.

SguqalooksatSikelelaandnodsdisappointedly.MaXuluasks

him totakeCebile’snumberbeforeSikelelaleavesandwalksout.

“Whyareyouleaving?Ithoughtyouareonlygoingtowork

tomorrownight,”Sguqaasks.

“I’vedecidedtoleavetoday.”

“Why?”–Sguqa

Hesighs,“TherearethingsIneedtodo.”

“Whencanweexpectyouback?”

“Idon’tknow.”

“It’snotsafeforyoutobeseparatedfrom us,especiallyafterthat

stuntyoupulledthere.IthoughtyouwerebetterthanHubobutit

seemslikeyou’refarworsethanhim.”

Hedoesn’tsayanything.Hezipsuphisbagandsitstoputhis

trainerson.

“Doyouneedanything?”–Sguqa.

“No,I’m good,”hesays.



“Callifyouneedsomething,weareyourfamilyregardlessofwhat

Hlongwanedid.I’m surehehadhisreasonsandsoonyou’llbe

informedabouteverything.Iwillsendpeopletoguardyou

becauserightnowyou’retheleastsafeone.”

“Idon’tneedanyonetoguardme,I’m aguardmyself.”

“Ididn’taskyou.I’llsendalltheinformationtoyourphone.And

pleasesaygoodbyetoyourmothersbeforeyouleave,youdon’t

knowhowmuchthiswholethingweighsontheirshoulders.Life

isnotblackandwhiteinthisfamily,you’llunderstandsoon.”

--

It’slate,almost10pm andhejustgothomewithhisguest.Cebile

isstillsittinginthekitchen,she’sbeenstrugglingwithinsomnia

eversinceheleft.Sikelelawalksin,hiseyeswidenwhenhesees

hismotherstillawake.

“Ma,areyouokay?”heasks.

Shedoesn’tlookathim.Notevenoneglance!

“IheardaboutthefightbetweentheHlongwanesandthe

Mshengus.Youweretheretoo,fightingforthepeoplewho’ve

nevercaredaboutyou,”shesays.

Hetakesadeepbreathandleansagainstthecupboards.

“Whyareyoucreatingmoreenemies?Don’tyouhaveenoughin

thisvillagealready?”–Cebile.



“I’m sorry,”hesays.

Hedoesthiseverytimetoavoidaconfrontationwithhismother.

“You’renotgoingtoapologize,Sikelela.Answerthedamn

question!”

“I’m sorry,”hesays.

Cebileliftshereyestohim.She’sbreathingfire.

“You’renotmentallywell.Somescrewsarelooseinyourhead.

WhatdidyoufetchMaNtulifor?”Shepushesherchairbackand

standswithherarmsfolded.

Silence.

“Whatiftheycometoattackyouandshe’shere?Whatam Igoing

tosaytoherparents?”

Silence.

“You’regoingtofollowyourdeadbeatfather,andI’m surehe’ll

rejectyoueveninhell.”Shegrabsthekeysandwalksout,

slammingthedoorbehindher.

Herwordsfindanestinhisbrokenheart.Heignoresthestrong

urgethatwantshim tobreaksomething,sohesitsonthechair

andstartsscratchinghisears.Awhilelaterhestandsup,takesa

papertowelandwipestheblood.Hewasheshishandsandlooks

forsomethinghe’llprepareforVumo.

--



VUMO

She’ssittingonbed,playingwithherhandsandconstantly

glancingatthedoor.Hedidn’texplainanything,hecalledherand

toldhertobereadywhilehewaitedforheroutsideherhome.

Theyalwayscommunicatebeforemeetingup,thisisverystrange.

Hewalksinanhourlaterwithaplateofsandwichesandjuice.He

putsitonthetableandtakesoutthebasinofherbathwater.

She’swearinghernightieandhaszeroappetite.Sheonlytakes

twosipsofjuice.

Hewalksin,takesoffhisshirtrevealingnewincisionmarks,and

helooksatherwithaslightfrown.

“Whyareyounoteating?”heasks.

“I’m nothungry,”shesays.

Henodsandcoverstheplate.Normallyhe’dbeghertoeatuntil

shetakesatleastonebite.Strangest!

“So,Iwantedustotalk…”

Heartbeatontherace!

Shecutsin,“Aboutwhat?”

“AreyoustilltheambassadressofHlabathinimaidens?”

Herthroatinstantlyturnsdry.Shedropshereyesandfondleswith

herhands.Sikelelasighsandsitsnexttoher.



“Soit’struethatyouweredemoted?”

Shestutters;“I…Iwas…umh…I.”

“Vumo,damnit!What’shard?Wereyoudemotedornot?”

Sheswallowshard,“Yeah…yes.IhadafightwiththegirlsandSis

Thenjiwereplacedme.”

“Whydidn’tyoutellme?”

“Iwasashamedandscared.”

Heblowsoutahugebreath.

“That’sprettysadbecauseIthoughtIwasyourshouldertolean

onandyourbestfriend.Butit’sallgood,sohowdoyouknow

HuboHlongwane?”

Hereyespopout.Herheartalmoststopsbeating.Shereaches

forthejuicewithatremblinghandandtakesafewsips.

He’sstaringather,notinanadoringwaylikeheusuallydoes.

“Vumo,Iaskedaquestion,”hesays.

Sheshakesherhead,“Idon’tknowwhothatis.”

Hetakeshisphonefrom thetableandscrollsdownhisWhatsapp

app.HestopsonHuboandzoomsinhispicture.

“Thisman,”heshowsher.

Sheblinksrapidlyandshakesherhead.

“Idon’tknowhim,”shesays.



“Okay,letmecallhim then.”HelogsoutofWhatsappanddials

Hubo’snumberandpressesthecallbutton.Itringstovoice-mail.

VumocutshersilentprayerwithasilentAmen.

Butno,he’scallingagain.

ThistimeHuboanswers.

“Missmealready?”heasks.

Sikelelatakesadeepbreath.

“She’ssayingshedoesn’tknowyou.”

Hubochuckles,“Okay,maybeIknowthewrongonebecausethat

oneknowsmeverywell.”

“Howdoessheknowyou?”

“Sheknowsmethesamewayothergirlsknowme.”

Sigh!HedropsthecallandlooksatVumo.

“What’sgoingon?”heasks.

“Idon’tknow.Whydidyoubringmehere?”She’sblinkingback

tears.

Hegetsupandpacesaroundtheroom.Hisearsareburning,from

thescratchingandfrustration.

“Vumo,doIknowyou?”heasks,squattinginfrontofherand

placinghishandsonherlegs.

“Yes.Whatkindofaquestionisthat?”



“I’m notsureofanythingnow.Thebaddestplayerofalltimes

claimstoknowyouandheaccuratelytoldmeaboutyour

demotion.Makeitmakesense,please.”

Theveinonhertempleisthrobbing.Sheletshertearsflowdown

freely.Hisjawtightens,hetakeshiseyesoffherbecausethe

statesheisinnowbreakshisheart.

“I’m sorry,Iwasashamedaboutmybehavior.You’vedoneso

muchforme,IknowitmadeyouproudthatIwasthefaceofthis

villageandyoualwayssupportedme.Ididn’twantyoutobe

disappointedinme.”

Heinhalessharplyandnods.

Shebrusheshisheadandapologizesagainwhilesobbing.

“I’m stilldisappointed,MaGodide.Youdon’ttrustmeenough.”

“I’m sorry,”shesays.

“Sowhat’snext?”

“Idon’tunderstand.”

“I’m askingwheredowegofrom here?Idon’tknowifIstilltrust

youbutIknowIdoloveyouandIwantustoworkontrusting

eachotheragain.IwantyoutoknowthatI’m hereforyou,no

matterwhathappens.”

“Okay,let’sdothat.Iwillprovemyselftoyou,I’llneverhide

anythingfrom youagain.”

Hereleasesasighandgetsbackonbed.Helinkshishandinto

hersandkissesthebackofit.Theireyesmeet,helooksbroken



andshelooksguilty.

“Ihadadarkday,mysorrowskeeppilingup.Idon’tknowwhatI

didwronginthisworld.”Heshutshiseyesandshakeshishead

vigorously.

“I’m notnormal,MaGodide.IknowMasaiditoutofangerbutI

knowthere’ssomethingabnormalaboutme.Peoplealreadyhave

opinionsaboutme,ifIgotothedoctoritwillgivethem more

reasonstosayI’m crazy.”

“Whatdoyoumean?”sheaskswithaslightfrown.

“I’m differentfrom otherpeople.IfeeliteverywhereIgo,evenat

homeIfeltdifferent,”hesays.

Well,sheknowshe’sdifferent,that’soneofthereasonswhyshe

fellinlovewithhim.Shekisseshislipsandstaresintohiseyes

adoringly.

“It’snotabadthingtobedifferentandhavingyouremotions,and

mentalstateevaluateddoesnotmeanyou’recrazy.Ifyouneed

meIwillgowithyou.”

Hesighswithrelief,“Thankyou,MaGodide.”

Theykissagain.Thistimeit’sdeeper,sensualandlonger.His

handsaregrabbingherhipsandmassagingaroundherwaist.

He’sbreathingheavily.“Mama!”hesayspushingherdownonher

backandchasingherlipsonceagain.

Heslidesbetweenherlegsandlocksherlipsintoanother

intimatekiss.



Hernightieispulledup,he’sbrushingherthighs.

“MaGodide,letmemakelovetoyou,”heasks.

Sheblinksrapidlyandpusheshischestoffher.

“I’llbegentle.Intwoweekstimemyuncleswillpayforallthe

damages,I’vewaitedfortoolong,MaGodide.Pleasefreeme,

ungizwelekubekanye.”

“Iwasnotreadyforthis,Sikelela.”

Hechuckles,“NeitherwasI.Butdoweneedtoprepare?”

“Umh..yes...Imean,no.”

Hebrushesherlipwithhisfingerandsmiles.

“Iknowyou’rescaredbuttrustmeit’snotbadasyouthink.I’ll

stopifyoutellmeto,Ijustwanttowakeuptomorrowasahappy

man.”

“Whatifyoudon’twakeasone?”sheasks.

“Beinginsideyouisgoingtocompleteme,MaGodide.Rightnow

nothingmattersmorethantobeinsideyouandmakingloveto

theonlywomanIloveinthisworld.”

Shechuckles,“Whataboutyourmother?”

“Ah,youknowthedrill.”

Shefrowns,“What’sthat?”

“Hubo’slanguage.”

Drychest!



“ManjeungibekaphiMaGodide?”(Sowhatdoyousay)

Shewantstograbherbagandrunout.Shewantstofaintorfake

sickness.Butthismomentiscoming,whethershedelaysitornot.

Asilentprayerisneeded!

“Okay,”shesays.

Heplantsasoftkissonher



SIKELELA

CHAPTER7

LONDEKAHLONGWANE

Wearedifferentfrom ourbrothers.Wewereraiseddifferently.We

wereclosertoourfatherthanwearetoourmothers.Iknowmost

peoplewoulddisagree,butmyfatherhadaheartofgold.That

manlovedloudlyandwhole-heartedly.Hedefiedtheoddsand

workedhiswayuptobuildalegacyforhisfamily.Justlikethey

alwaysadviseinfuneralpolicyadverts;myfatherpreparedforhis

deathandmadesurewe’dbecoveredevenafterhisdeath,both

bythelovehegaveuswhilehewasstillaliveandfinancially.

Ihatethatourlivesarenowindanger.Ihatethatmybrothers

havetostayarmedatalltimesbecausethebloodyMshengusare

outforourblood.ButI’m proudofthem forfightingforourfather.

Mkhontowasneveracoward,hedidn’tfightunnecessarilybuthe

surelydiddealwithpeoplewhomessedwithhim.

I’m myfather’sdaughter;talllikehewas,withasnubnoseand

darkskin,thoughI’m ashadelighterthanhim.Ihaveadeepvoice,

almostsoundinglikehim whenIlaugh.ButonethingImissed

washiseyes,peopleusedtoteasehim aboutthem callinghim

theviper.Hispupilsalmostlookedslitlikethoseofavenomous

snake,theviper.Ihavebigeyesandnormalcircularpupils.He

alwayspraisedmeforthem,sayinghewasgratefulthatIdidn’t

takeafterhis.Itfeltasifhehatedhiseyes,andeverythingabout

himself.Buthedidn’thavelowself-esteem,whichmadeitabit



strange.

Enoughaboutmyfather,I’m inhidinghere.ForgetthatI’m inabar

andsippingonSavanna,asfarasSthembisoandmyuncleknow

I’m attheXuluresidencetuckedinmybedsafely.Weweresent

away,AzilewenttotheDlaminisandSaneliisattheJiyanes.We

aresaferatourunclesthanweareathome.AsIsaid,I’m a

daddy’sgirl,Idon’tdowellwhenI’m awayfrom home.Iget

frustratedanddepressed.Being25andunemployedalsoaddsto

mysorrows.Everyonethinksit’snotabigdealbecauseIget

everythingIwantathome.Ihaveacarandaloadedcreditcard

andaveryfancyflatintown.HoweverIneedtobeonmyown

feet.IlongforindependenceandsoonI’llbebribingcompaniesto

takemein.Playingbythebookhasn’ttakenmeanyfar,I’m

bottomingchairswithcolorfulcertificatesinmydrawers.

I’m onmyphonebrowsingthroughtheinternetforjobs,loud

gigglesbreakbehindme.ThelasttimeIcheckedIwastheonly

girlhere,somecametobuyandleft.I’m drinkinginsidewithafew

gentsscatteredaroundthetables.I’m notuglybutIknowI’m not

themostapproachablegirlwiththisGumtreeheightandshaved

head.Gosh,Ievenwalklikeaman,itwilltakeareallybraveman

toaskanothermanout.

IturnmyeyesandtheymeettheoneandonlyMelamina

Mshengu.I’m abouttostababitchtodeath!Shecan’tbehere

laughingandeatingribswiththosemenwhilemyfatherand



Nhlaloaredeadbecauseofherfamily.IthinkI’m twoyears

youngerthanherbutthatdoesn’tamountintoanything,I’m taller

thanherandI’vebeenveryfriendlytomybrother’sgym getting

muscles.

Iemptytheremainingdrinkdownmythroatandcollectmypurse,

Islideitundermyarm andmakemywaytotheirtable.

I’m temptedtosay“hellobitches”butus,theHlongwaneladies,

weretaughttocarrymoredignity.So,Iwalkaroundtheirtable

withtheireyesfollowingmeandstandbehindwhiteT-shirtman

whosefaceIdidn’tevenlookatcarefully.

“Londeka,”–Mela.

Ifakeagrin,“TheeMelamina.Sohowfarareyourbrothers?”

“Whatdoesthathavetodowithme?”

“Weren’tyouallshittedbythesamefather?”

Shetiltsherheadbackandbreaksachuckle.Ihatepeoplewho

laughatmyface.Igrabaglassfrom themanI’m standingbehind

andemptyitonherface.Thechaosbreaks!Iwaswonderinghow

longshewasgoingtoactcuteforthesemen.

“Move,motherfucker!”Ishoutpushingtheannoyingmanstanding

infrontofme.Bottlesareflyingaroundthebar.Idon’tknowif

thesemenareherbouncersorpussy-lickers,they’renotletting

megettoher.Thenallofasuddenthere’sabuffymancuffingmy

hands.Iturnmyheadtolookathim,he’sabloodysecurityguard.



Ifhewantedtobeapoliceofficerheshould’vewenttocollege,

I’m nothisdolltopracticehisdream jobonme.

“Heywenagqayinyanga,whodoyouthinkyouare?”I’m tryingto

fighthim off.OntheothersideofthetableMelaminaisbeing

cuffedandyellingtoo.

Where’sthewhiteT-shirtmanwho’sbeenholdingme?Nowhe’s

scaredofadamnbarsecurityguard.

Iturnmyfacetohim,“You’rejustgoingtostandthere?”

Hefrowns.OhLord,Ihatehim!

“Tellthem toletgoofme!”Iscream.

Melascreamstoo;“Sgcino,dammit!”

Heclickshistongue,pourshimselfashotanddrinksveryrelaxed.

Securityguardstakeustoadarkbackroom withemptycratesof

beerandonesmellybed.Ibetthisiswherethemanagersleeps

withfemaleemployees.Icanpicturethem holdingontothe

stackedbeercratesandgivinghim from behind.

“IfIgotojailyou’regoingtopay,”–Mela.

Shethinksthisistimeforthreats.Andshemakesweakthreats

withthatyellowfaceofhers.Ican’tbethreatenedbyalight-

skinnedgirl,noteveninmywilddreams.Onescratchonthatface

she’llbebleedingabloodriver.

“Whycan’tyouruselessboyfriendsgetusoutofhere?”Iaskher.

“They’renotmyboyfriends.Colleagues,bitch!PeopleIworkwith,

butyouwouldn’tunderstandthatbecauseyoudon’twork.”



Wtf!Bitchgetoutofthemanager’sfuckroom.

“Imakewhatyoumakein10yearsin10months,”Isay.

Sherollshereyes,“Trust-fundbaby.Ican’twaitforustogotothe

holdingcell,bed-bugsaregoingtohaveyoufordinner.Wewilleat

stalebreadandsugarlessblacktea,cooksfetchwaterfrom the

sewagepipebeforetheycook.”

Iscream!Iwantmybrothers.Ican’tspendanightinjail,I’m not

thatstrong.Whydidmyfatherleaveme?

“Therearecockroachestoo,I’vebeenthere.Doyouknow

scorpions?Theycrawlonyourskinwhileyou’reasleep,somelay

eggsonyourface.”Shewantsmedead,IsweartheMshengus

getarewardforeachsoultheytakefrom theHlongwanes.

Myskinisitching,I’m scratchingmybodyandcryingmylungsout.

Thedoorhandleturns,someonestepsinwithacigarettebetween

hisfingers.It’sthatwhiteT-shirtguy.Ican’trememberhisname

butI’veneverbeensohappytoseeastranger.

“Pleasegetmeoutofhere,tellthebarmanagerI’llpayforhis

glassandrepaireverythingIdestroyed.”I’m begging,ifmyknees

weren’tsocuteIwould’vekneltdown.

“Wearegoingstraighttothecar,ifyoustartfightingagainIwill

driveyoubackhereandletsecurityguardstocallthecops,”he

says.

Reliefspreadsthroughoutmytoesandears.IswearI’venever

lovedastrangerlikethis.



Wefollowhim tothecaroutsidequietlyandclimbtotheback.

Thisisnotthesmartestdecisionbecausehe’soneofMela’s

colleagues,thatmeanshe’sonhersideandtheycanbothturn

againstmealongtheway.

Hefastenstheseatbeltandturnshisheadbacktous.

“Wheredoyoustay?”heasksme.

It’sasecretlocation,ifMelafindsoutherbrotherswillknowand

they’llcomeandkillme.

Shelooksatmeandrollshereyes.“You’renotthatimportant,say

thedamnaddress!”

“Bitch,shutthefuckup!You…”

Themangruntsangrily,“Geez!Youtwo,I’m goingtoleaveyou

hereandgobackinside.”

Phewww!

“BlackwoodPark,KhozaStreetnexttothelibrary.Ifanything

happenstomeyoutwowillberesponsible,”Isay.

“Herewegoagain!”-Melarollshereyes.

Themanlaughs.SoI’m theirclown,theylaughwhenItalk?

“What’sfunny?”Iask.

“Howmuchdidyoudrink?Youdon’tmakeanysensewhenyou

talk.”



Wow,I’veneverbeeninsultedlikethisinmylife!Idon’tmake

sensewhenItalk,IgraduatedwithCum Laudefrom Wits.

“Melapleasetalktoyourfriend,”Iwarn.

Shelaughs,“Why?He’ssayingthetruth.”

Okay,Ididn’tneedtheirlift.Ihaveacarathomeandit’sabetter

modelthanthisone.Iwillcallataxi.Iopenthedoorandclimbout.

Icrosstheroadandstandontheothersidescrollingdownforthe

driver’snumber.Idon’tknowwhenhegotoutofthecar,Ijustsee

him standinginfrontofmeandboringmewithhisstare.

“It’snotsafeforyoutobestandingontheroadlikethis?”

Oh,howhumble!Sodowntoearth,infactevenundertheearth.

“Andit’ssafetobewithyouandMelainthecar?”Iaskfoldingmy

armsandholdinghisstare.

“Melaisharmless,weworkinthesamedepartmentandshe

alwaystalksagainstviolence.It’sapitythatshecomesfrom a

familyofviolentpeoplebutshe’snotwhatyouthink.AndIknow

you’renotwhatIsawtonighteither,youjustlostyourfatherand

you’readjustingtoanewreality.I’m sosorryaboutthat.”

Deepbreath!Icancelthecallandlookathim.Helooks…gorgeous

isnotthewordtodescribeaman,howeverhandsomedoesn’t

describehim accurately.

“SgcinumyaloZulu,”heholdshishandout.



Irollmyeyesandshakeit.Talkaboutstartingonthewrongfoot!

Howisheabidingbytheinstructions-gcinumyalo-whilehe’sout

herewithgirlsdrinking?Wealwaysdisappointourparents.

“CallmeSgcino,please,”hesays.

“Alright,I’m LondekaHlongwane.AreyouMela’sboyfriend?”

“Colleague,Londeka!Maybeonedayyou’llmeetherspecial

person.Canwegotothecarnow?”

Inod,“Okay.”

Heopensthedoorforme,MelarollshereyesasItakeaseat.

“Didshethrowanothertantrum?”sheasksSgcino.

Hechuckles,“Peace,please.Doyouguyswantice-cream?”

“Nooo!”–webothsay.

Whatarewenow?Toddlers.

“IguesswearegoingstraighthomethenbecauseI’m not

allowingneitherofyoutodrinkagain,”hesays.

Didmyfatherrisefrom death?Thismanjustusedtheword‘allow’

oneme,Idon’tknowwhethertotellhim ornot.

Onsecondthought,letmebehaveforonce.

Heturnsupthemusic,whichperfectlykeepMela’sandmymouth

shut.Idon’tknowifwewould’vegottentoBlackwoodPark

withoutgrabbingeachother’sthroats.



Hepullsupoutsidethegate.Myuncleiscomingbackinthe

morning,thatonesleeps‘ama-outs’,soI’m notworriedabout

anyoneaskingmequestions.Iopenmydoortogetoutofthecar,

andMelaopensherstoo.

“Whereareyougoing?”Iaskher.

Shemustn’ttestme!IhatetheMshenguswithmyheart,lungs

andkidneys.

“Youthinkyoucanmessmydressandgetawaywithit?I’m

cominginside,you’regivingmesomethingcleantowear,”she

says.

“You’rejokingright?”Shehastobe,Imean…

“Wecanstandhereallnightifyouwant.I’m followingyouinside

andyou’regivingmesomethingtochangeinto.Nexttimeyou’ll

thinktwicebeforeactinglikeabrat.”

“Askyourboyfriendinthecartogobuyyousomethingtowear,”I

say.

“Sgcinoisnotmyboyfriendandhe’snottheonewhothrewa

drinkatme.Sowhatarewedoing?Standinghereandarguingor

goinginside?”

FucktheMshengus,allofthem andtheirlivestock!

I’m gettingherthemostugliestdressIcanfind.Thehideousone

MaXulugotmefrom thefreemarketwillsuitherperfectly.It’sa

greenshirt-dresswithbubblesleeves.



Ileadhertomybedroom andtellhertositonbedwhileIsearch.

ButnoMshengueverlistens,insteadofsittingdownshe’s

wanderingaroundtheroom andtouchingmythingsleavingher

uglyfingerprintsonthem.

“I’m stinking,IthinkIneedabathbeforeIchange,”shesays.

Thisgirlistiring.Ican’tdealwithher.

“No!”Isay.

She…mygoodness…shetakesherdressoffandstandsinfrontof

mymirrorinherunderwear.Nicebodystructurebytheway!

“Doyouknowhowexpensivewateris?”Iaskher.

“Youcould’vethoughtaboutthatbeforemessingmydresswith

alcohol,”shesays.

Irollmyeyesandgotothebathroom torunabathforher.

“Iwantabubblebath,”sheyells.

“Thisisnotahotel!”

Ileavehersoakingherselfinabathandgotothekitchentofix

myselfasandwich.Guesswho’ssittingonthekitchenchair?

Sgcino.Wheredotheythinkweare?IfmyunclewalksinhereI

havetwopagesspeechtopresent.

“Iwasnotsafeoutside,”hesays.



Sigh!

“Youareaman,whydoyouneedtobesafe?”

Helaughs.Ihatehislaughbecauseit’stoofake.

“Thisisnotmyhouse,ifmyunclefindsoutthatIletamaninhe’ll

chopmetodeath,”Isay.

“You’regrown,theymustunderstandthattherearemenwhowill

comeinandoutofyourlifeandonethatwillbeinyourlife

forever.”

Okay,Idon’tknowwhatthatmeans.

“I’m makingasandwich,doyouwantit?”Iask.

“Iwantyournumber,”hesays.

“Whichsandwichisthat?”

“Comeon,youthrewmyexpensiveScotchwhiskyandputmein

themiddleofyourfights,theleastyoucanistogivemeyour

number.”

Iholdmyhandoutforhisphone,hegivesmesomethingwith

buttons,howoldishe?70?

“Don’tyouhaveabetterphone?”Iask.

Hechuckles,“Punchinyournumberandignoreotherthings.”

Thisishardtoignore,evenMaXuluwhowasbornin1966now

hasaflat-screencellphone.

“Howoldareyou?”Iaskhim.



“38,”hesays.

Igaspinshock.He’ssoold!

“Whyareyounotinbedwithyourwifeandkids?”

“I’m sittingwithherrightnow,ourkidsarecomingsoon.”

WherewasI?Ohyeah,sandwich.IshouldmakeoneforMelatoo

beforesheremindsmehowIthrewadrinkonherandmessed

herdressandpossiblyemptiedherstomachtoo.

“Londeka,Ineedaplasticbagformydress,”–she’scomingfrom

thebedroom.

Iturnmyheadandlookather.Holdonasecond…

“Ohmygoodness!”Ichokeinlaughter.She’stheworstdressed

womanI’veeverseen.Thatdresshasaribbonbelowtheneck,

whatwasMaXuluthinkingbuyingthisforme.

“Thisisyourdress,whyareyoulaughing?”

Someonecalldoubleone-two,I’m dyinghere.

“ShouldItakeaphotoforSboniso?”–Sgcino.

Nowshe’sfinallyrealizinghowuglysheis.Shehasherhandson

herhipsandrubbingherlipstogether.

“Takeapicturewiththatphoneofyours?”IaskSgcino.

Hefishesanotheronefrom hispocket,aniPhonewithtriple

cameras.Sohehastwophones,afancyoneandoldonewith



buttons?

“Somynumberdeservestobestoredintheuglyphone?”I’m hurt,

whatdoeshetakemefor.Am Ithatcheap?

Insteadofansweringhe’sfrowningatme.I’m notgoingtoanswer

hiscalls,that’sit.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER8

SIKELELA

Hethoughthe’dbeexcitedonthisparticulardaybutsadlyhe’s

nervous.Hegrabsherboobandfondleswithhernipple.She’s

moaninginpleasureashistongueswirlsbehindherearlobe.He

presseshisfingeronherclitandplayswithit.

She’swet,sodrippin’wet!

“Iloveyou,MaGodide,”hewhispersagainstherearandlooksat

herintheeyes.“Withallmyheart.”Forsomereasonhisheartis

beatingheavilyagainsthischest,hishandissweatingup.

Hegetsoffherandtakesacondom from thedrawer.Shegives

heralookthatheignores;menkeepcondomsintheirroomsfor

unpreparedmomentslikethese.

HedresseshisRumboupandlocksherlipsintoanotherkiss.His

handsmassagebetweenherthighsandteaseherclit.Helooksat

heragain,hereyesareshutbuthestaresatheranyway.Hehasn’t

lookedatanotherwomaninyears,she’shisforeverandrightnow

he’snottoosuresheunderstandsthat.

She’salwaysbeautiful;likeapreciousstonehecanstareatall

daylong.He’salwaysconsideredhimselfluckytohavethis

beautyinhislife.

“MaGodidelookatme,”hesays.



Sheopensherbulbouseyesandlocksthem intohis.Hisheart

beatsdifferently.Howisitpossibletolovesomeonesomuch?

“Icouldn’tgiveyoueverythingbecauseIdidn’thaveeverything,

butIgaveyoumyheart.Idon’tknowifIcanloveanotherwoman

thewayIloveyouandIdon’tevenwanttotry,”hesayswitha

heavyheart.

Sheinhalessharplyandnods.

“Iloveyoutoo,Sikelela,”shesays.

He’sstillstaring,sheliftsherheadandkisseshislips.Hesmiles

thinly,worryisstillgleaminginhiseyesbuthe’spresent,he’shere

withher.Hekisseshertoo,theirlipslocklonger.Histongue

swirlsinhermouthandchasesafterhers.Hesucksherlowerlip

andmoansinhermouth.

Hebrusheshermoundandpositionshistiptoherbutton.Herubs

her,shestartsmoaningagainanddiggingherhandsonhisbutt.

Hekissesheragainandinhalessharply.

She’sready!

“Iwon’thurtyou,”hesaysandliftsherlegup.

Sheflinches.Heplantsasoftkissonhercheekandpushesthe

headinheropening.Hemakestwoattemptsandpullsout.Then

hekissesherandpushesinagain.Likeasnakeslitheringintoits

whole,heslidesinandfitshalfofhisshaft.Hisheaddropsonher

chest,hetakesadeepbreathandpushesinuntilhe’scompletely

in.



“Babe!”shecriesandgroansloudly.

Hestopsmoving,aminutepasseswithhim buriedonherboobs

andsayingnothing.Hebuckleshiship,sheflinchesand

whimpers.

“What’syourproblem?”heasks.

Shesniffs,“It’spainful.”

“Yiniebuhlungungobauyalaziipipi?”(Youknowthedick,so

what’spainful)

Tearsburnhereyesbutshegripsonheremotionsandlooksat

him hopinghe’lllifthiseyestoher.There’snothingshecansay

nowbuttheloveshehasforhim iswrittenalloverhereyes.She

lovesthisman,morethanshe’severlovedanyoneinthisworld.

Heplungesintwomoretimesandpullsout.Heliesonhisback

andshutshiseyeswithhisupperlipcurvedintoascowl.

“Please,let’scontinue,”shesaysplacingherhandonhischest.

Hedoesn’tmove.Sherunsherfingersonhischesthairandlets

tearsrundownhercheeks.She’snotproud,ifanythingshe’sfull

ofregretsandself-hate.Shehatesherselfforlayinginbedwitha

manthatwasn’tSikelela.Herheartishere,shecan’tloveanother

man,shewantsherabnormaldark-skinnedintrovert.

“Imadeamistake,”shesays.

Hetakesadeepbreathandrollsoffbed.Hepickshispantand

wrapsthecondom anddressesup.Vumostartssobbingloudly,

hecan’tbewalkingoutonher!



“Babelet’stalk,I’m beggingyou!”

Hegrabshisphone,putsonhisjacketandwalksout.He’sleaving

herwithhiccups;curleduponbedlikealittlebabyandcryingher

eyesout.

.

.

Cebileknocksattheirdoor,she’snotthatkindofamother-in-law

butthey’renowoverdoingit.It’salmost9am andthesetwo

haven’twokenup.

“Sikelela,areyoutwoevenaliveinsidehere?”sheasksbanging

thedooroutside.

Afteraminutethedoorhandleshifts,Vumoopenswithswollen

eyes.Cebile’seyeswiden.Sikelelamustn’tdarepracticeGBVin

herhouse!Yes,hebuiltitandboughteverything,butthisisher

damnhouse.

“What’swrong?”sheaskswithafrownandstepsinside.

Vumostartscryingalloveragain.

“Where’sSikelela?”–Cebile.

“Idon’tknow,Ma.”

Nowshe’sconfused.IfSikelelaisnotaroundthenwhomadeher

cry?

“Didyoufight?”sheasks.

Vumoshakesherheadwithtearsrunningdownhercheeks.



“Thenwhyareyoucrying?”

Noanswer.Moretears.

Cebilesearchesforherphone,shefindsitandcallsSikelela.

Heanswers…

“Sikelelawherethehellareyou?”

“Ngikwagogo.”Kwagogoisanotherrondavelintheyard.

Shedropsthecallevenmoreconfused.Clearlytherewasafight,

they’veneversleptindifferentrooms,that’sasign.

SheasksVumotocoverherheadandfollowhertothekitchen.

ShemakesheracupofcoffeeandleavestocheckonSikelela.

He’slyingonhisstomachonareedmatcoveredwithalean

blanket,therearefreshscratchesonhisears.Herheartdropsto

herfeet,shewalksinandstandsnexttohim.

“IfoundMaNtulicryinginyourbedroom.What’sgoingon?”

Noanswer.

“Didyouhurther?”

Thistimeheanswers;“No.”

“CanItalktobothofyou?She’sinthekitchen.”

“No.”

“Sikelela,yousaidyou’resendinglobolatoherfamilyandyou



can’tdothatwhileyoutwoarefighting.”

“Idon’twanttoseeher,pleasebringmeakettleofwater,Iwant

tobathandleave,I’m workingtonight.”

“You’releavingherhere?”–Cebile.

Heshutshiseyes,“Maplease,Idon’twanttotalkabouther.”

“ShouldIupdateyouruncle?”

“Ma,pleasegivemespace.”Heopenshiseyesandlooksathis

mother.He’sbroken;hiseyesareemptyandreflectingtothe

emptinessofhissoul.Everythinghe’severdreamedof,hislife;

presentandfuture,justshatteredinfrontofhiseyes.Henever

gothisfather’slovebuthefoundlove,hewassurehewas

holdingontothatlovefortherestofhislife.Hewasgoingtohave

childrenwiththiswomanandhewasgoingtobethebestfather

tothem.Butnowallthatisgonebecauseofthisfatlie.

CebilewalksintothekitchenandasksVumotogoandsort

whateveritisthat’sgoingonwithSikelela.Sheknowsherson

wascreateddifferently,he’soneofthestrongestpeopleshe

knows,butwhenitcomestohislovelifeVumohasalwaysbeen

hisweakness.She’swatchedhim growfrom alonelyboyintothis

lovingman,andit’sbeensatisfyingknowingthathe’sabletodo

whathisfathercouldn’tdo;lovingandgrowingwithonewoman.

Vumowalksinandfindshim leaningagainstthewallwitha



blanketpulledoverhisknees.Hedoesn’tlookather,noteven

whenshekneelsbesideshim andstartscrying.

“Iwasstressed,feelingworthlessanddisappointedinmyself.You

werenotaroundandIdidn’twantyoutoknow.Iwasscaredthat

itwouldchangehowyouseeme.Iendedupgettingmixedwitha

wronggroupofgirlsanddoingthingswithoutthinking.Ilost

myselfinthatweek,notjustphysicallybutemotionallyaswell.”

HisAdam’sapplebobsupanddown,heinhalessharplyandbares

histeethinagrimace.

“Sikelela,I’m beggingyou.Finditinyourhearttoforgiveme.”

“Iforgiveyou,pleasenowleavemealone.”

“But...”

“Alone!Leavemealone,Vumokuhle.”

Shegetsup,wipestearsoffherfaceandturnstothedoor.

Heexhalesheavily,“Whydidn’tyouletmego?”

Shestopsandswallowsnothingness.

“IfIwasn’twhatyouwantedwhydidn’tyoutellme?Whydidyou

waituntilnowtohurtme?Somanyyears,somuchlove,somany

dreamsVumo!”

“Istillloveyou,Sikelela.Whyareyoutalkinglikeweareover?”

“OntopofeverythingIendureinmydailylifeyouthoughtitwould

beokaytoturnmeintoalaughingstockaswell?That’show

muchyouloveme,right?Youlovemetothepointofbeingableto



wakeupnexttomeandlietomyfacethewholeyear.”

“I’m sorry,Ididn’tknowhowto…”

Heshakeshishead,cuttinghershort.

“WasitHubo?”heasks.

Heshouldn’thaveaskedthis.It’snotagood…

“Talk!”hegritshisteethandgetsuponhisfeetwithinablinkof

aneye.

Shestepsbackuntilshe’sstandingagainstthewall.

“Yes…Sikelela,I’m sorry,”she’scryingagain.

Hestops…andsitsflatlyonthefloor.

“IwishIcangiveyoumypainrightnow,nottohurtyou,butto

makeyoufeeltheamountofpainI’m feelingrightnow.Youhurt

melikeyouwerehurtingyourworstenemy.Sobrutal,youdidn’t

evencareabout…”Heburieshisfaceandblowsoutaheavy

breath.Hepresseshislipstogetherfirmlyandshakeshishead.

Sheneedstoleave,shecan’thavethatsatisfactionofwatching

him breakdownontopofeverythingshe’swatchedhim dooutof

deceit.

“Leave!”hewhispersinabreakingvoice.

--



HUBO

It’sbeenaweeksinceSikelelacalledhim atnightaskinghim

abouthisrelationshipwithVumo.Thenextmorninghetriedto

callbutSikelelawasn’tansweringorreturninghiscalls.The

MshengushavetriedtoattackSguqabutfailed,howeverthey’re

theleastofhisworriesrightnow.He’sworriedaboutSikelela

who’sbeenignoringhiscallsandmessages.

Again,he’sathisworkplacechasingafterhim likeagirlhe’strying

togettobedwith.Theydon’tdoanythingexceptwalkingupand

down,checkingpassengersandmakingsuretherearenobreak-

insorfights.Thisisachilledjob,onlyifthesalarywasn’tsolow.

Mhlengitakeshim towhereSikelelais.He’ssittingonaplastic

chairbehindaguard-boothwithhisheadlowered.

“Dlamuka,youhaveaguest,”–Mhlengi.

HeliftshisheadandlooksatHubo.Hedoesn’tlookhappytosee

him,butheneverlookshappytoseeanyone.

“SoI’m chasingyouaroundnow?Ngiyakushela,”Huboaskstrying

toreadhisdarkenedface.“Areyougood?”

“Hubo,Idon’twanttoseeyou,”–Sikelela.

Henodsandletsaminuteofsilencepasses.

“Ididn’tknowaboutyoubeingmybrother,neitherdidIknow

aboutherbeingsomeone’swoman.Youunderstandthat,right?”

“IonlyunderstandthatIdon’twanttohurtyouorher,andIdon’t



wanttolosemyjob.That’swhyI’m askingyoutoleavemealone.”

“That’snotfair.Ididn’tknow…”

“Hubolethu,Idon’tcare!I’m hurtbyaHlongwane,thesameway

mymotherwashurtbyone.Youdidn’tloveherbutyoustill

messedwithher.Ireallydon’twantanythingfrom you.Youhave

SthembisoandThobani,Idon’tbelonginyourworld.”

“Wearebrothers,whetheryoulikeitornot,wehaveoneblood

runningthroughourveins,”–Hubo.

Heavybreathandsilence!

“I’m notgoingtobeinyourface,I’llleavebecauseIrespectyour

feelings,butalwaysrememberthatyouhaveahomeanda

brotherinme.”Huboturnsandleaves.

Heshutshiseyesandburieshisface.

.

.

CEBILE

She’salwayswantedadaughter-in-law,butnotthisway.Vumo

justmovedinwithallherbags,woreherheadwrapandmakoti

dresses,andbeganherduties.Sikelelaisyettopaylobolaforher,

ifthat’sstillhappening.Sheenjoysthecompanyandlovesthat

shedoeseverythingaroundthehouse,butthiscouldleadtothe

Ntulisdemandingafinefrom them ontheloboladay



It’sdayfourandVumoisstillhere.Cebilefinallydialsherson’s

numberandcallshim.He’sbeenunabletotalkeversinceheleft,

that’showheiswhenhe’sgoingthroughsomething;heshuts

everyoneout.

Heanswers;“SawubonaMa.”

“Myboy,areyouwell?”

“I’m tryingtobe.I’m actuallyonmywayhome,doyouneed

anything?”

“Really?LetmeaskMaNtulitowritealist,”Cebilesaysrushing

towardsthedoor.

“WaitMa,you’reaskingwho?”-Sikelela.

“Oh,MaNtuliishere.Shecamewithherbagsandeverything,I’m

notsureifherfamilyknowbutI’m enjoyingherpresence.Wedo

everythingtogether,she’salsoagoodcook.”

“Ididn’taskhertocomethere.Ihavenothingtodowiththatgirl.

Maybeshe’stheretohelpyouwithhousechores,likeamaid.I

thinkI’lltakeataxibacktoDurbanandaskHlabathinidriversto

carryyourstuffforme.”

“Sikelela,youintroducedthisgirltomeasyourgirlfriend.Notmy

girlfriend!Yousentpeoplethereandaskedforherhandin

marriage.Itwasn’tme!Soyoucannotrunawayfrom homeand

leavemetodealwithyourwoman.I’m notyourgrandmother.”

“Thentellhertoleave,”hesays.

“Andbecometheevilmother-in-law?”



“Youcare,Idon’t.”

Cebilesighsindefeat.

“Atleastsendusmoney,sheneedstoiletriesandclothes.Andwe

arerunningoutofgrocery,Ican’tfeedhervegetablesandtinfood

everyday.Shealsoneedstotraveltocollege.Idon’twanther

parentstoblamemeifsheendsupnotfinishingschool,”she

says.

“Shemustgetitfrom thoseshesleepswith,”Sikelelamuttersina

veryloweredvoice.

“Huh?”Cebilefrowns.

“IsaidI’llsendanE-wallet.”

“Thankyou,butyoualsoneedtocomehome.She’sstillyoung,

sheneedsyourcompany.Shecan’tbesleepingaloneeveryday.”

Shedoesn’tgetit.That’stheproblem abouthismother;she

wantsthem tobewhatherandMkhontoneverwere.

“I’llcallyouback,Ma,”hesaysanddropsthecall.

CebilegoestoSikelela’sroom andknocks.Vumoopens,shewas

justtakinganapafterfinishingallherchores.

“Sorrytodisturbyou,Ijustgotacallfrom Sikelela.Hesayshe’ll

sendanE-wallet,wecangototheshopstomorrowafteryour

classes.”

“He’snotcominghomethisweek?”–Vumo.



“No,he’sworking,oneofhiscolleagueswenthomeforan

emergency,”Cebilesays.

Shestilldoesn’tknowwhathappenedbetweenthetwoofthem,

butshe’snotabouttohurtherdaughter-in-law’sfeelings.Sikelela

hastomanupandclarifiestoherthatit’sover,ifthat’sthecase.

“Umh…Ma,”shecallsasCebileturnstoleave.

Shelooksbackather.

“I’m notsureI’m okay,”shesaysandtakesadeepbreath.“Ididn’t

getmyperiodsbutIhaven’tbeendoing…youknow.”

“Howso?”–Cebile.

“SikelelaandIhaven’tgonealltheway.Wedidukusomaandwith

ourattempttotheactualcourseheusedprotectionandweended

upnotdoinganything.”

Oh,JesusChrist!Shehastohavethisdeepconversationwitha

younggirl.Butmaybeshewasn’tcomfortablediscussingitwith

hermother,that’swhyshepackedandcametostayhere.

“Idon’tknowwhatthechancesare,butIknowthatpregnancycan

happenfrom ukusoma,dependingonhowclosehewasfrom your

cherry,”shesays.

“Hewon’tbelieveme.Idon’twanttohaveababyifitwon’thavea

presentfather,SikelelawillthinkI’m lyingandpinningthe

pregnancyonhim.”Nowshe’scrying.

“Buthe’stheonlyoneyoudiditwith,right?”

Shenods,“Yes.”



“Thenyoudon’thavetoworry,Sikelelacanbeeverythingbutnota

deadbeatfathertohisownchild.Don’tdosomethingstupid,if

you’repregnantthenmotherhoodstartsnow;protectyourbaby.

You’vebeensleepinghere,athome.I’m yourwitness.”

Shewipesthetearsandnods.Butshe’snotsureifshe’snot

abouttobecomeanotherCebile;asinglemother.Chancesof

Sikeleladenyingthispregnancyarehigh,andshe’llbedeserving

that.However,it’sbeenoverayearsinceshesleptwithHubo,

whoistheonlymanshe’seversharedabedwithbesideSikelela,

sosheknowswhothefatheris.That’sifshe’sreallypregnant,her

periodscouldbedelayedbecauseGodwasbusywithotherthings

andforgotherflow,she’syettotest.Herheartistornintotwo;

onehalfwantsthisbabysothatshecaneasilyfixthingswith

Sikelela,butanotheronedoesn’twanttogothroughallthetrials

thatbeingpregnantmaycomewith.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER9

Twoweekshavepassed,Sikelelahasn’tcomehome.Cebilehas

beenmakingupstoriesbutnowit’sclearthatshe’sbeingliedto,

Sikelelaisnotcominghomebecauseofher.Shetookthe

pregnancytestandindeedshe’spregnant.Shewantedtoshare

thenewswithSikelela,thesoonerhefindsoutaboutitthebetter,

buthe’skeepinghisdistance.Cebileissupportive,she’sreached

outtoherfamilytoinform them abouther‘visit’andherparents

wereokaywithit.TheyknowSikelela,herfathertrustshim and

considershim ‘theperfectmatch’forhisdaughter.Heworkedfor

it;forthefirsttwoyearsSikelelaworkedonwinningeveryNtuli’s

heartover.EvenQambiisblatantlytakinghissideonthis,she

madeitclearthatshewouldbesupportingSikelelaonany

decisionhe’dtakeafterfindingout.She’sbeentellingVumotolet

him dealwiththebetrayalandcomebackhome.Butshecannot

dothat,hymenornohymenshe’sstillfittobeaDlamukamakoti

andshe’sreadytobeone.

Thisweekendistheweekendthatwassetforlobola.Sikelela’s

uncleiscominghome,hewouldhavenochoicebuttocome

homeaswell.Hehasn’tcanceledwiththeNtulis,Vumo’sparents

arewaitingfortheircows.Sheshould’vegonehomeafewdays

agotohelpwiththepreparationsbutsheaskedQambitomanage

everything,sheneedstoseeSikelelabeforeleaving.

It’sFridaytoday,herovernightbagispackedandready,she’s



travellingtoEffingham whereSikelelastays.Butshe’llcheckin

hisworkplacefirst;she’snotsureabouthisworkingshifts.

Cebilewalksintoherwrappingherheadinfrontofthemirrorand

heavesalowsigh.She’sbeenherebefore;pregnantand

abandoned.Shewouldn’twishthatexperienceevenforherworst

enemy,sadlyhersonisnowputtingthischildthroughthesame

thing.Butshetrustshim tochangehisways;tocomebackhome

andtakecareofhispregnantfiance.Yes,helookslikeMkhonto,

buthe’snothisfather’sson.He’saDlamuka,andtheDlamukas

don’trunawayfrom theirresponsibilities.

“Didyoueat?”sheasksVumo.

Shenods,“Yes.”

“Iwrappedujeqeandboiledchickenforyoutogivehim.Iknowhe

livesonbreadthatside,”shesays.

Vumochuckles.She’sbeentohisrentedroom,heactuallycooks

andlivesnormally.Butmothersalwaysworry,it’stheirnature.

Cebilewalkstoherandhelpsherwraptheback.Shestands

behindherandstaresattheirreflectionthroughthemirror.She’s

worriedabouther,asmuchasVumotriestobestrongsheknows

howitfeelslikenotknowingthefutureofyourbaby.

“You’rebeautiful,MaNtuli.Mysonisluckytohaveyouinhislife,I

prayherealizesthisbeforeit’stoolate,”shesays.

Vumoblowsoutaheavysighandblinksrapidly.There’s



somethingwarm aboutCebile,sowarm thatshewishesshewas

herownmother.She’seasy-going,verytransparentand

affectionate.It’seasytodiscussthingswithherthanitisathome.

Evenlivingwithher,shethrowsbeautifulcomplimentsrandomly

andempowerspeoplewithwisdom.She’salwaysfeltlikea

daughter‘withnolaw’attheDlamukas.

Cebilesmilesadoringlyandbrusheshercheeks.

“Fight,MaNtuli.Youweremadeformyson,Icanseeitevenwhen

youwalkonthesepremisesthatyouaretherightmakotiforhim.

Don’tlethim letyougo.”

Shenods,“IwillMa,thankyou.”

Nowshehaslittlehopetoholdonto.

Theywillovercomethis!

--

Thetaxidroppedheratthestationaround3pm,shecheckedinat

hisworkandwastoldhewasn’tworkingtoday.She’staken

anothertaxitohisplaceofresidence,theclosershegetsthe

morenervoussheis.She’snevercameuninvited,that’snota

stuntshe’dpullifshewasn’tdesperate.Thewhitetubewithtwo

redlinesisinherbag,togetherwithhermaternitycaserecord

book.

Thetaxidropsheroff,there’snoturningbacknow.Shepicksher



bagsandmakesherwaythroughthegate.There’sawashingline

infrontofhisroom,itlookslikehedidlaundrytoday.What’s

surprisingthoughishowhisclothesaremixedwithsomelady

clothes.There’sanXLlargetightandoneofthosemean-aunts

brashangingontheline.Thelasttimeshecheckedonlymen

rentedintheserooms,whyisSikelela’sfrontwashinglinedrying

achubbyoldwoman’sunderwear?

Thedoorisslightlyclosed,there’sanaromacomingfrom

whateverisbeingcookedinside.Shedoesn’tknock,shepushes

thedoorforcefullyandwalksin.

He’ssittinginhisshorttrunkonbed.Thefatyellowwomanis

cookingonhistwo-platestove.ShelooksevenolderthanCebile,

hismother.She’swearingashortnight-dress,herchunkythighs

arealloutadvertisingcellulite.

“Sikelelawhoisthisgogo?”sheaskschargingtowardsthe

woman.Yes,eldersshouldbegivenrespectbutnotthisone.

Sikelelajumpsoffbedandstandsbetweenthem.

Thewomanispointingagravy-coveredspoonatherand

threateningtobreakherskull.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”Sikelelaaskslookingather

disgustedly.

He’scrazy!Heshouldbetellingthiswomanwhosheissothat

shecangetherfatassout.



“I’m heretoseeyou.Whatareyoudoingwithherhalf-naked?”

“That’snoneofyourbusiness.Whyareyouhere?”

Thisisembarrassing!Shecameallthiswaytowitnessthis.He

can’tevengiveherlittlerespectandtellthiswomantostepout.

“Wehavetotalk,”shesaysinalmostwhisper.

“Ihavenothingtosaytoyou.Pleaseleave!”

“Leaveandgowhereatthistime?”

“Ididn’taskyoutocomehere,whyareyoumakingitmyconcern?

LeavemyspaceVumo,Idon’twanttoseeyouthat’swhyIletyou

makemyhomeyours.”

Theoldwomanhasaconnivingsmileonherface.Sikelelaishalf

herage,howwickedisshe?

“Soyoureplacedmewithagranny?”sheasks.

Sikelelasighsandsitsonthebed.There’snootherlanguagehe

canspeaktoherwith;hedoesn’towehershit!

“What’sgoingtohappentomorrow?Peoplearewaiting,”–Vumo.

“Heygirly,didn’tyouhearhim tellingyoutoleave?”–thegranny.

She’sannoying,onlyifshewasn’tsobig!

“Isthestewstillnotready?”–Sikelelaaskshissugarmama.

Sheswaysherhipstothestoveandchecksthepot.

“You’restarved,mypoorbaby.Letmefeedyou!”Sheswitchesoff

thestoveandtakestwocleanplates.



Vumofightsbacktearsandwalksout.It’sdarkoutside,she

doesn’tknowanyoneinthisplaceexcepthim.Therearenotaxis

toHlabathiniatthistime,shecan’twalkthereeither.Ifshewalks

outofthisgateshe’llbeapreyofamapharaandrapists.

ShelaysherjacketonthegroundbehindSikelela’sroom andsits

downwithafloodoftearsrunningdownherface.Thescreenof

herphoneisflashing,Cebileiscalling.

Sheanswers….

“Ma,”hervoiceistrembling.

“AreyoualrightMaNtuli?”Cebileasksinpanic.

“Hekickedmeout.He’slivingwithanoldwoman.”

“Huh?Whatareyoutalkingabout?”

“I’m sleepingoutside,behindhisroom inthecoldwithno

blanket.”

“Holdonaminute…”Cebiledropsthecall.

--

Sikelela’sphoneringsinsidetheroom.He’sholdingaplateof

foodbuthisappetitehasvanished.Everypainhewastryingto

buryandmoveonfrom hasresubsidedagain.He’sfeeling

worthlessagain;he’slivingtodayfortodaybecausethere’sno

future.



“Whyareyounotanswering?”Elizabethasks.

Shelivesintwostreetsaway,shebrokeupwithherboyfrienda

couplemonthsago,from thereshemademovesonSikelela.He

ignoredherbecausehehadVumoandoldwomenaren’treallyhis

type,thatwasuntilhefoundhimselfnursingabrokenheartand

feelingworthless.Atfirstshecomfortedhim likeafriend,she’d

comeoverandcheckhowhewasdoingandifheneeded

anything,thenacoupledayslatertheirlevelofcomfortingeach

othertookanotherstep.She’sinhisroom moreoftenand

teachinghim newbedroom tricks.It’sbeengreat,theirenergy

complimentswhattheyhavegoingon.MostpeoplecallherSis’

Liz.

Hisphoneisringingagain.

“Comeonlove,answerthephone,”shesays.

Hetakesadeepbreathandanswers.Heknowswhat’scoming;

he’sabouttolistento…

“Sikelelawhatthehelliswrongwithyou?”Hereitcomes!

“HelloMa,unjani?”

“Whyareyouasking?Youdon’tcare,Sikelela.I’vebeencalling

youforhours.”It’sbeenminutes,nothours!

“I’veanswered,”hesays.

“Youruncleishere,theNtulisarewaitingforhim tomorrowwith

theircowsandyou’retherechasingtheirdaughteroutatnight.



Youwanthertoberapedandkilledinthestreets?”

That…hedidn’tthinkitthatfar.

“Ofcoursenot,”hesays.

“Thenwheredoyouexpecthertogoatnight?Shedoesn’tknow

anyoneinthatplaceandshe’spregnantforcryingoutloud!”

Hefeelshisheartalmostleapingoutofhisthroat.He’sonhis

feet,dashingtothedoorwearingonlyhisshortandbarefooted.

He’slosinghissanity,heneedstokeepbreathing.

“Sikelelaareyoualright?”Cebileyellsinpanic.

Heavybreaths!

“Don’thurther,it’syourchild!”

Thatfallsondeafears,hedroppedthephonesomewhereafter

thedoorandrantowardsthegate.Hehastofindher;sheneeds

tolookathim intheeyesandtellhim whyshehadtohurthim so

deeply.

Hesearchesallthestreets,askseveryonehebumpsintoand

checksatthetuck-shop.Nobodyhasseenadark-skinnedgirlwith

twobags.

He’scalm now,buthisnervesareallovertheplace.Hemayhate

heratthismomentbuthedoesn’twishanythingbadtohappento

her.Heowesittoherfamilytoreturnherhomealive.

Heremembershisphoneandrunsbacktohisroom.Hefindsit



onthegroundanddustsitup.HedialsVumo’snumberandit

goesstraighttovoicemail.

Elizabethappearsandlooksathim.

“Don’ttellmeyou’researchingforher.”

Hesighs,“Shedoesn’tknowanyonearoundhere.”

“Sowhat?She’sprobablycalledherotherboyfriendsandthey

fetchedher.”Well,thathurtsandmakessensetoo.

“Comein,stopstressingaboutpeoplewhodon’tcareaboutyou.”

Hefollowsherinandsitsonthebed.He’sstillworried,hecan’t

sleepnotknowingwheresheis.

“You’renotgoingtoeat?”–Elizabeth.

“I’m nothungry,Sis’Liz.”

Shefrowns,“I’m notSis’Lizinthisroom.”

“Sorry,”hepicksapillowandburieshisfaceonit.

Vumocan’tbeoutthere,forthefirsttimehe’sprayingforherto

beatleastsafewithanotherman.He’sacceptedthatheprovided

foragirl,boughthercosmeticsmonthlyandmadesureshe

wasn’tshortofanythingonlyforothermentoenjoywhatshe

couldn’tgivehim-herbody.Whatmakesitevenmorepainfulis

thathisownbrotherpoppedthecherryinsteadofhim whilehe

continuedwaitingforhertobeready.Astheyagreed,shestepped

downfrom beinganambassadressandbeganengaginginsexual

deeds,exceptthatitwasn’twithhim.



“Whereareyougoing?”–Elizabeth.

Heglancesbackfrom thedoor.

“Ngiyochama,”hesays.(I’m goingtopee)

Shegetsinbedandwaitsforhim.

Sikelelaturnstothebackofhisroom,atnightheneverusesthe

toiletbecauseit’stoofarandthere’snolightinside.Hereleases

hiswaterandlooksbacktoseeapersonwrappedontheground

behindhisroom.Herecognizesthejacket,heboughtitforher

andthosetwobags.

Hestepscloser….

“Vumo?”heshakeshisarm.

Shefreaksoutandjumpsup.

“Hey,it’sme,”hesays.

Shecalmsdownandtakesadeepbreath.

“Whyareyousleepinghere?”

“Therearenotaxisbackhome.”

Hisheartsinks.He’snotasympatheticpersonbutthisone

alwayspresstherightbuttons.

“Let’sgoinside,”hepicksherbagsandgoesbackinsidetheroom.

Vumofollowswrappedinherbigjacket.



Elizabethsitsupwithhereyeswidened.She’snotplayinggames

withthesekids.Sikelelaagreedtomakeherhappy,that’sa

promisehe’sgoingtokeep.

“Lizcanwetalkoutside?”–Sikelela.

“IfyouthinkI’m goingtoleavethenyou’rewastingyourtime.You

askedmetocomehere,I’m notgoinganywhere.”

“Sheneedsaplacetosleep,”Sikelelasays.

“That’snoneofmybusiness.Whoinvitedherhere?”

Vumo’seyesaredropped.She’snolongerconfidentasshewas

arrivinghere.Sheshould’vewenthome,thisembarrassment

could’vebeenavoided.

“Thisismyroom,I’m nottryingtofightwithyou,”Sikelelasaysto

Elizabeth.

“Oh,soImustwalkonthestreetsatthistimeandgetrobbedand

possiblyrapedbyamaphara?It’ssuddenlysafeformeoutthere?”

Hesighsandpourscoldwaterinthebasin.Vumoisstillstanding.

“Putyourbagsoverthereandgetinbed,”hetellsherandwashes

hisfeet.

“Withher?”Vumoaskswithhereyespoppingout.

“Youcamehereuninvitedandshe’srefusingtoleavemyroom,

whatdoyouwantmetodo?Wewillshareabed,Ionlyhaveone.”

“She’sfat!”–Vumo.

Elizabethchuckles,“Exactlywhatgotmethisman.Ididn’tlie



aboutbeingavirgintogethim,helovesmefatandold.”

“Idon’targuewithmyancestors,”–Vumo.

Sikelelalooksup.He’sannoyed!

“Pleasegetinbedorreturnoutside.”

Elizabethlaughs,“Yeah,tellhim.”

“Youdon’tknowmethatwell,”Sikelelasaysgivingheradead

look.

Theybothfinallyshutup.Hepullsanextrapillowfrom thetopof

hiswardrobeandthrowsittoVumo.He’ssleepinginthemiddle,

noteveninhiswildestdreamshasheeverthoughtofbeingputin

thispositionbywomen.

He’sfacingup,Elizabeth'shandisonhischest,Vumoisfacing

thewallandsobbingquietly.Hewantstoaskaboutthe

pregnancy,whoisthefather,buthecan’tdoitinfrontofElizabeth

becauseshe’sgotawetmouthandshe’stoochildish.

“Ineedtotalktoher,”hetellsher.

“Talktoherthen,I’m notstoppingyou.”

“Inprivate,Sis’Liz.”Hisvoiceisfirmer.

“I’m notgoinganywhere!”

It’stimehedragsherout,he’striedbeingcivilandrespectfulbut

sheseemstobemistakinghim forafool,whichiswhatVumodid

too.



Hepullsheroutofthebedandthrowsherbagtoher.Elizabethis

hurlinginsultsathim,callinghim allkindofnamesandusingthe

issuesheopeneduptoherabout.Thisisalessonforhim to

neversharehisproblemswithanyone.

“Wearenotdone.Iknowtomorrowyou’llberunningbacktome.”

Sheclickshertongueandleavesinhernightdresswithherbag.

Everyoneknowsherinthestreets,buttheydidn’tknowabouthis

entanglementwithSikelela.Nowshe’sannouncingittotheworld

asshemakesherwayoutthegate.Nowheunderstandswhyher

boyfriendlefther,she’sapieceofwork.Olderwomenaresaidto

bepeaceful,butclearlynotthisone.

Helocksthedoorandstandsinthemiddleoftheroom.

Vumoisstillfacingthewallandsobbing.

Hewastesnotime;“Whoisthefather?”

Shecalmsherselfdownandwipesherface.She’shungrytoo.

“Vumokuhlewhosebabyareyoucarrying?”

“Yours,”shesays.

Helaughs.Theloudestfakelaughhe’severlaughed.

“Yourdaysoffoolingmeareover,youknowthat,right?”

Sheturnsandlooksathim.Shelooksdifferentfrom theVumohe

knewandloved,she’sseentougherdays.

“Ihaven’tdoneanythingwithanyonesince…”Pause.Heavysigh!

“Sinceyoufuckedmybrother?”heasks.



Sheshutshereyes,afewdropsoftearsrundownhercheeks.

“Iswearthisbabyisyours.Ithappens,wecangotothedoctor

andenquire,”shesays.

“Callyourfatherandtellhim togoandgethislobolafrom

whoeveryou’veopeningyourlegsfor.Idon’tknowifit’smy

brotherbutIhopenot,becauseI’dhatetohavesomeonerelating

metoyou.”

“Sikelela,no!”shebreaksintotears.

“Iwantyououtofmyroom at4am,taxiswillbeoperatingbythen.

Makesureyoudon’ttouchevenmyhairinyoursleep,goodnight-

ketshitsh’elimithi!”Heturnsthelightoff.

Loudsobs….



SIKELELA

CHAPTER10

LONDEKAHLONGWANE

Thingshavecalmeddown,there’salsoanannouncementthat

awaitsmeandtheothergirlsathome.GuesswhoI’m updating

aboutmymovements?MelaminaMshengu.Yeap,thenumber

oneenemy.WecommunicatedbecauseIwantedmydressback,

mymotherhasthistendencyofwakingupandrandomlywanting

toseeeverythingsheboughtyou,I’dbesubjectedtoheavy

emotionaltormentsifshefindsoutIgavethedresstoaMshengu

girl.

Butthingsdidn’tgoasbrutalasIwanted,Melahasthismagnetic

thingthatcomeswithherannoyingcharacter.Sheannoysyou

andstillmakesyouwanttobearoundher.It’sstrange,Ihateher

asaMshengugirlandlikeherasaperson.Uponhearingabout

myreturnbackhomesheofferedtotakemetothisdodgycoffee-

shopforacupofcappuccinoandmuffinstosaygoodbye.Icame

inmyleggingsandtank-top.It’searlyinthemorning,andthat’sa

perfectexcuseforsomeonewho’snotsogreatinfashionlikeme.

I’vestoppedpubliclywearingagownbecauseofFacebook

fashioncritics.

“You’relate,”shesays.

Iglanceatmywristwatch,only10minuteslate-notthatbad.

“Istartedatthegaragetofillup,”Isaytakingaseat.I’venever



beentothisplace,IeatmybreakfastatMugg&BeanwhenIfeel

likeeatingout.

“Howdidyoufindthisplace?”Iasklookingaround.It’sjustus

andanIndianfamily.Ilovehowpeacefulandprivateitis.

“Imetmymanhere.Theysellthebestmuffins!”Shelooks

gorgeous.Make-uponpoint,braidstiedneatlyandheelson!Ican

neverbeher,herlifelookslikeaprojectthatcomeswitha

scheduleandT&Cs.

“Youwokeupanddidallthis?”I’m lookingatherneatlydrawn

eyebrowsandeyelashes.

“Ican’tstepoutofthehouselookinglikeaman.”

Oops!Thattouchedanerveinsomeone.

“Idon’tlooklikeaman,”IargueeventhoughIknowverywellthat

Mkhontolefthisimageinme.

“No,youdon’t.IwishIcancutmyhairtoobutIknowI’dlookugly.

Ineedthesebeautyenhancers,”shesaysandlaughs.

Idon’tthinksheneedsanything,she’sayellow-bone,shecanget

awaywithanythingbecauseherskintonealignswithbeauty

standardsofoursociety.

“Notreally.Ifyou’relight-skinnedandthinyoucanappearon

nationaltelevisionanddoanythingyouwant.That’satalentonits

owninthiscountry,”Isay.

“That’saflawedmisconception.I’vehadstrugglesgettingmen

andjobs,myskintonehasneveropenedanydoorsforme.”



“Maybeyouhaven’tgonetotherightdoors.I’velivedamonglight-

skinnedsisters,Iknowhoweasylifeisforthem intermsof

gettingattentionandallthat.”

“Wegetattentionfrom menonlybecausethere’samisconception

thatlight-skinnedgirlsareeasytogetandassumptionsthatwe

arelooseandliveoffrichmen.”

Ourmuffinsarehere!Idon’tevenknowwhyweareherearguing

aboutcolorism whereastherearedeeperissuesbackatMashoba.

“Lookatthesemuffins,theyhadtobebrowntobeappetizing,”

shesays.

Ilaugh.Wecanargueallday,we’vebothhaddifferent

experiencesandstrugglesasfarascolorism inthiscountryis

concerned.

“Sohowlongisthetensiongoingtolast?”sheasksthemost

uncomfortablequestion.Ilikeusbeingus,withnosurnames

labelingusandmakingusenemies.

“Maybeyourbrothersknow,”Isay.Wearenowtakingthat

direction;HlongwaneversusMshengu.

“Rightnowit’snotaboutwho’swrongandwho’sright,people

havedied,atthispointweareallfatherless.Howmanymore

peoplebeforeitends?That’swhatIwanttoknow.”

IwishIcangetintotheirheads,mybrothersandhers,andgetall

theanswers.Morepeoplediedatthevalleythelasttime,it’sbeen

funeralsweekendandweekend.



“I’m tiredofrunning,”shesays.

Itakethesecondmuffin,shewasrightaboutthem,they’rethe

best.

“I’m tiredandI’m donerunning.TodayI’m goinghome,ifyour

brotherswanttokillmesobeit.”

“They’renotthatcruel,”shesays.

Thatcanbedebated.IknowBusizwekillspeopleforaliving.

“IsSthembisookay?”sheasks.

Ichokeonmycappuccino.That’smybrother,amarriedonefor

thatmatter.

“He’sokay.Whydoyouask?”

Shesmilesandsipsfrom hercup.Thisgirlisfulloflust!

Inarrowmyeyesather.“He’smarriedandyouhaveaboyfriend,

boo,”Isay.

“Whoasked?”sherollshereyes,“Igotohisgym wouldhebemy

personaltrainer?”

Godforbid!Zimeisabouttokillsomeoneandtwerkontopofher

grave.Mysister-in-lawisaMileyCyruslite,whenmybrother

broughtherhomemymotherhadaministroke.Ayearhemarried

herwewereinandoutofhospitalmonitoringherbloodpressure.

Torestorepeaceandensurethateveryonewashappyand

comfortablehemovedoutandbuildhisownhouseacrossthe

road.



“Hewon’tcheatonhisslay-queenwife,”ItellMina.

“Don’tbetonit.Haveyouheardfrom Sgcino?”

Clearingmythroat!

Sheraiseshereyebrow,“I’m listening.”

“No,IthinkIblockedhisnumberorsomething.”

“Why?”Shefrowns.

“Hetookmeforgranted.”I’m notsurethisisawayofdescribing

thatoldphonesituationbutIblockedhisnumbermerelybecause

ofit.

“IthinkyouhaveLBDS,”shesays.

MyLifeSciencesisonvacation.

“What’sthat?”Iask.

“LastBornDemonicSyndrome.”

Whatwearenotgoingtodoisputtheword‘demonic’nextto

Londeka’sname!

“You’retripping,”Isay.

“I’m tellingyou,that’schildish.Justhearhim out,maybeyoutwo

areamatch,”shesays.

Idon’tevenknowwhyI’m curiousabouthisstatus.Imethim

once,Iwasabitdrunkandthat’swhereitended.

“Ishesingle?”Iask.



Shesmilesanddoesn’tanswer.Inarrowmyeyesather.

Shepickshercupandsips,thatsmileisstillstretchedonherlips.

What’sthe…

There’sahandonmyshoulderandoutrageouslystrongcologne

intoxicatingme.

“Whydon’tyouaskme?”-

Iknowthisvoice.Iturnmyhead.I’m notdrunk,I’m seeinghim for

thefirsttimeduringtheday.Hehasawidow’speakwhichmakes

hisforeheadappearhigher.Hiseyebrowsconnectinthemiddle,

likealittlebaboon.Ineedtocomeupwithanickname…

“Don’tstare,ifyouwantanautographorpicturejustask.”

WhatintheGod’sname?!

Ilaughathisbaroqueconfidence.

“No,bengibukaamanhlonhlo,”Isay.(IwaslookingattheV-

hairline)

Hegrinsandtoucheshisheadasifhewasn’tawareofhishairline

allalong,it’sbreakingnewstohim.

Melagenerouslyoffershim herseat.

NowIthinkI’m beingsetup.

“Yes,I’m single,”hesays.

WhydidIevencaretoask?

HelooksatMela,“Iwillsettlethebill.”



She’sleaving.Thisgirl!!!

“Melayousetmeup?”Iask.

“He’smyfriendandyoublockedhim.”

Ican’tbelievethis!

“I’m yourfakefriendtoo,geez!”Isay.

Shelaughsandcollectsherpurse.Shecould’vegivenmeahintto

comelookingmoredecent.I’m wearingflip-flopsforcryingout

loud.

Hecrosseshisarmsonthetable,restshisheadonthem and

staresatme.Whyam Isuddenlyshy?I’m averyboldgirl,Ican

walkoutandleavehim hereinsteadofbeinggluedonthischair.

“Youdon’tlookhappytoseeyourknightintheshiningarmour.”

Mywhat?He’ssofullofit.

“Sgcino,youonlysavedmeonceandIwasdrunk.”

“AndIdroveyouhome,”hesays.

Irollmyeyes,“Yeah,howdoyouwantmetothankyou?Throwa

partyandinvitethepresident?”

“No,havelunchwithmebeforeyouleave.”

FirstitwasMelaandbreakfast,nowit’shim andlunch,ifIdidn’t

knowbetterI’dhavesaidI’m aluckywoman.

“Why?”I’m veryold-fashioned,Imightmakehim jumpandkiss



theskybeforeagreeingtoanything.

“Comeon,weareadultshere,obviouslyngifunaukushela,”he

says.

I’m therebetweensmittenandannoyed.He’safinelookingman,

I’m wonderinghowhe’s38andstillsingle.

“Whyareyounotmarried?”Iask.

“Iwasmarried,shepassedtwoyearsago.”

Ididn’texpectthis.Ican’timaginehowitfeelslikelosinga

partner.

“I’m sorryaboutthat,”Isay.

Heexhalesaudiblyandsitsupstraight.I’m curioustoknowmore

abouthislatewife,whatwasthecauseofdeathandallthat.But

itdoesn’tlooklikehe’swillingtosharemore.

Hebreaksabriefmomentofsilence;“Ihearyourbrothersare

militants.Ifyoudon’thavelunchwithmetodayhowam Iever

goingtogetanotheropportunity?”

“Whyareyousointerestedinme,MrZulu?”

“BecauseI’m everythingyoudon’tknowyou’relookingfor.”

Myeyebrowsfurrow,“I’m notevenlooking.”

“Iwasn’tlookingeither.I’m notaspontaneousperson;Idon’tjust

jumpin.IwanttogettoknowsomeonebeforeIdefinewhatever

I’m feelingforthem.”

“Okay,doyouwantamuffin?”Ihavenostrongpointtomakeon



whathasbeensaid.

“IsaidIwantlunchwithyoubeforeyougo,”hesays.

Igivehim alookhopingit’llscarehim andmakehim stopstaring

andcorneringmelikethis.

“Sowhatareyousaying?ShouldIgetmynyangainvolved?”

Myfacemeltsintoasmile.Hecanbeeffortlesslyannoyingand

charmingaswell.

“Iwillcome,”Isay.

Hesmiles,“Tooklongenough!”

Carefulnowmister,youdon’twantmetochangemymind!

HetakesouthisMobicel,theonewithbuttonsthatstoredmy

number.Hegivesittome.

I’m confused.

“Findyournumber,”hesays.

I’m notsurewhathe’supto,Igotohiscontactsandlookformy

number.Hehaslessthan20contacts,mosthavetheZulu

surname,othershavecompanynames,thenthere’s‘Mayo’and

‘Mam’Sibiya’.

“Youonlyknowthesepeople?”Iask.

“It’speoplewhosecontactsIdon’twanttolose.I’vebeenhijacked

twicethisyear,robbedofmygadgetsandpersonalbelongings.

Thisistheonlyphonetheynevertake,everycontactinthereis

safe.”



Oh,itmakessense.Ididn’tthinkofitthatway,notthatI’m adeep

thinkeranyway.

“SoI’dratherhaveyouhere,”hesaysliftingthephoneupbefore

slidingitbackintohispocket.

He’dratherhaveme…alright,relaxLondeka,he’stalkingabout

yourcellphonenumber,nottheactualyou!

--

SGUQA

HewantedZimetostayinCairoanotherweek.It’sstillnotsafe,

theMshengushavetriedtoattackhim twice.ButZimedidn’t

listen,she’sbackhome.Helovesherverymuch,buther

stubbornnesssometimesrufflehim up.

Hestandsbythedoorwithhisarmscrossed.

She’slisteningtomusicviaheadsetsandcookingonthestove.

Heclosesthedoorandlocksit,onlythensherealizesthathe’s

home.

Shehasn’tseenhim inweeks,shequicklyremovesheadsetsand

comestohim withherarmsopen.

“Babeee!”



Helinkshisarm aroundherwaistandpullshertohischest.She

knowsherhusband;hedoesn’tlookexcitedtoseeherhome.

“Iwashomesick,”shesaysandpoutsherlips.

Hetakesadeepbreathandkisseshercheek.Withoutaword,he

walkspastthekitchenanddisappearstotheirbedroom.Awhile

laterhe’scomingbacktoplugtheelectricwater-bucket.

“You’rebathing?”sheasks.

Hegivesheralook.

Shesighs.

“Howlongareyougoingtobeangryatme?”

“WhosaidI’m angry?”heasks.

“You’renothappytoseeme.Ithoughtyou’dbekissingand

fuckingmetoshowthatyoumissedmewhileIwasgone.”

“I’drathermissyouwhenyou’reawayonavacationthantomiss

youwhenyou’redead.Itoldyoutostaybutyoudecidedtocome

backbecauseyouwearthepantsinthismarriage.”

“Okay,I’m sorry,”shesays.

“Sorryisnotgoingtohelpthesituation.Iwillbringsecurityguards

who’llbehere24/7andgowithyouwhereveryougo.”

Hereyeswiden.“What???”

“YesZime,that’sgoingtobeyournewlifeuntilIknowforafact

thatnodangerposesagainstthisfamily.”



Shesaysalow‘wow’andturnsbacktothestove.Hetakeshis

bucketanddisappears.

She’salmostdonecooking.Lamb,potatoandcarrotstew.She

wentoutofherwaymakingbreadfrom doughthinkingtodaywill

beagreatday.Butnowshe’snotevensureifherhusbandwilleat.

Ifhe’shappyhe’shappy,ifhe’sangryhe’sangry,there’snogrey

linewhenitcomestohismoods.

‘Okay,I’llleavethishere,’shewhisperstoherselfandtakesdirty

bowlstothesink.Asshewalksbacktothepotstronghandsgrab

herbywaist.She’spulledbackandpressedagainstthesink.

It’sherhusband,he’sonlywrappedonthebottom byatowel.She

knowshe’sstillangrybecausehiseyesareblood-shotandthe

veinonhistempleisvisible.

Hegrabsthebackofherneck,pullsherfaceupandroughly

kissesherlips.Shefeelstinyonherchest,she’strappedbetween

itandhismusculararm.

She’saloverofshortclothes,theminiskirtispulleduptoher

waistleavingherinanarrowblackG-string.Hiseyestraveldown

toherlowerbody,heinhalesasharpbreathandinsertshisknee

betweenherlegs.

“Ihatethatyou’resobeautifulandeasytoforgive,”hewhispers

andgentlybitesthesideofherneck.Shearchesherbackand

moansinpleasure.Hishandslidesintoherbraandstrokesher

nipples.



Heturnshertothesink,sheholdsontoit.

“Unsafesexforthedare-devil?”heasksspankingherbutt-cheek.

Shegigglesandbendsover.

“Nospermsinmyvagina,Sthembiso!”

“We’llsee.”

Hekneelsbehindherandspreadsherbuttcheeksandinsertshis

fingerinheropening.She’salreadywetandtoosexyforwords.

Hepullsthefingeroutandsticksinhistongueanddrawsitfrom

herbungholeovertohervaginalentrance.

Sheforcefullypushesherbehindtohisface,hegoesinharder

andsucksherfrom thebottom likeacalf.Hisnameescapesher

mouth,afewlicksonherclitoristhenhestandsup.

Heinsertshimselfslowlyandholdshertinywaist.Hisstrokes

lackspeed,they’reappliedwithdoublepressureandlengthily

strokehercore.She’sgettingweakandtiredofholdingontothe

sink.

“Babe,wait!”shescreams.

Hiseyesareshut,theonlythinghe’slisteningtoisthesmacking

soundofherassagainsthisfront.Sheslipsoffandfallstothe

floorandliesflatlyonhertummy.

“Whatareyoudoing?”Hequicklykneelsdownandlaysheronher

rightside.

“Sthembisoyou’refuckingmyintestinesorvagina?That’stoo



deep!”

“Okay,Iwon’tputitallinsidenow.”Heseparatesherlegs,brings

onetohisarm andthrustsinthescissorposition.Heonly

remembershispromisefortwominutesandthenpusheshis

wholeshafttothedepthsofhercore.

Shegaspsandcurses.

“Shhh!Takeitlikeyoutookaflightbackintoadanger-zone?”

“Sthembiso,damnit!”Sheslipsoffandclambersaway.

Shefindsstrengthtostandupandrunbehindthetable.

Hepushesittotheside,chairsfalldown.

“Comebackhere!”

Shehasnowheretogonow,she’spinnedagainstthedoor.

“Okay,okay,okay.I’m sorry!”

Hegrabsherneckandlooksintoheramusedeyes.

“HowfarcanyourunMrsHlongwane?”

“Notveryfar.CanIsuckyou?”

Hechuckles,“No,Idon’twantyoutoswallowmykids.”

“You’resuchademon!”

Heliftsherleguptohiswaistandpressesheragainstthedoor.

Butthere’saknock…

Helowlycursesbeforeheasks;“Whoisit?”



“Hubo.”

“Whatdoyouwant?”He’spissed.

Zimeholdshergiggle.

“You’realrightinthere?Iheardnoisesandthoughtthose

tomfoolshaveattackedagain.”

“Thetomfoolisyou,Mahubo.”

There’sachuckle.

“Sis’Zimecameback?Youdidn’ttellme,Ithought...”

“Goawaywithyourthoughts!”

“HowwasthevacationSis’Zime?IheardyouwereinEgypt,how

isthehungerthere?”

“Uhm,itwasalright.”

“Didyouseethepyramids?”

Sthembisocovershermouthbeforeshecanrespondandpulls

herawayfrom thedoor.They’llcontinueintheirbedroom,Hubo

canstandoutsidethedoorandfreezetodeath!



SIKELELA

CHAPTER11

LONDEKAHLONGWANE

I’m lookingatmyclosetandIcan’tbelievemylackofstyle.What

am Igoingtoweartothislunchdate?Nothinglooksbeautiful

enough.IhaveanewpairofleggingsandskinnytopsthatIgot

forsalelastweek,Idon’tevenknowwhatgotintomyheadwhenI

wasbuyingthem.

Ipickadressthatislessuglythanothers,atleastithugsmy

skinnybonesandshowsmylonglegsinfulllength.Iputonstrap-

heelsandstandinfrontofthemirror.

No,I’m tootall.Hemightneedtoextendthedoorsofhishouseto

accommodatemeifIweartheseheels.Ichangeintosandals.I

look…abitplain.

Myunclecan’tjustsitintheloungeandbeuseless.It’shisfault

thatIdon’thavecousinswhocouldbehelpingmepickadressfor

mydate.

“Mjay!”Icallfrom thehallway.

Ihavearareprivilegeofbeingablackchildthatcallsheruncleby

name.MjabulisiXulu,IshortenittoMjay.Hewasbornin1977,

he’salreadyreachedhis40sbutmybelovedunclehasn’tsettled

downyet.Sthembisosettleddownandmarriedbeforehim,but



thatdidn’tgivehim anymotivation.Itfeelslikehe’sthenephew

andSthembisoistheuncle.

Iwalkintothelounge,he’swatchingsoccerandpurposely

ignoringme.

“Malume,didn’tyouhearmecallingyou?”

“Ithoughtitwasabird,”hesays.

Really?Hecould’vethoughtofabetterexcuse.

“Ineedhelpchoosingwhattoweartoday,”Isay.

Hefrowns,“Whereareyougoing?”

Holy-glory!Ididn’tthinkitthatfar.

He’safununcle,heallowsmetocallhim bynameandshareshis

beerwithmeattimes,buthe’sstillablackuncle.Heexpectsme

tofindahusbandfrom thecouchofhishouse.

Nodates,nosexbeforemarriage.

“Umh…outforice-cream,”Isay.

“Isitfinishedinthefridge?”

Ohgosh!

“No,Idon’twanttheoneinthefridge.”

Hestaresatmewithhiseyenarrowed.I’vebeencaught!

“Actually,I’m goingtoafriendforlunch,”Isay.



Hefrowns,“Youhavefriendsaroundhere?”

“Imethim recently…Imeanher.”

“Okay.”Hegulpsdowntheremainsofhisbeerandstandsup.I’m

confused.

He’sagreeing,justlikethat?He’ssmartenoughtoknowthatI’m

goingtoaman.

“Areyouuptosomething?”Iaskfollowinghim tomyroom.

“Didn’tyousayyouwantmetohelpyoupicksomethingforyour

date?”Heknows,thisistoostrange.

“Idid,”Isay.

“Thenletmesee.”Heopensmyclosetandpullseverythingout.

Whoisgoingtopackalltheseclothesagain?

Hepickspoloneckandmycottonwinterpants.

“That’sabigno,I’m goingonadate.”ItseemslikehethinksI’m

goingtothefuneralofanEskimo.

“Yes,youneedtocoverup,”hesays.

Idon’tthinkhe’sserious.

Poloneckandcottonpantsonmyfirstdate?

“It’shot,”Isay.

“No,it’sactuallyverycold.Whenishepickingyouup?”



Pickingmeup?IthoughtI’d…phewww!

“Iwillcallhim andask,”Isay.

“Puthim onloudspeaker.”

ThismaybethelasttimeSgcinoasksmeout.Ilookforhis

numberandcall.It’sevenmyfirsttimecallinghim,I’m surehe

thinksit’shisdeadgrandmotherlookingoutforhim.

Hepicksup…

“Hey,”Isay.

Thisisgoingtobeawkward.Myuncleisstaringatmeand

readingeverywordbeforeitevenescapesmylips.

“MaSangweni,am Idreaming?”

“No,actuallyIwanttoknowwhenyou’repickingmeup.”Thiswas

notpartoftheplan.Itoldhim I’lldrivemyselftohishouse.

“Youwantmetopickyouup?”He’sconfused.

Myuncleinterjects,“Youwanthertoflythere?”

Silence…

He’swonderingwhat’sgoingon.

“I’llbereadyin30minutes,youknowmyaddress,”Isay.

“Heknowsmyhouse?”–uncleMjay.

Peoplehearwhenyoutalk?HowdoIexplainthisonenow?

“Itwaslateandhedrovemebackhome.”Didyourowngrave,



babegirl!

“Wherewereyoulate?”heasks.

“Justout.”IrealizeSgcinoisstillonthelineandquicklydropthe

call.

I’m surehe’sfreakingoutwhereverheis.

“Londeka,Ihopeyoudidn’tinviteamanintomyhouse,”uncle

Mjaysaysgivingmeafiercelook.

Well,Ididn’t,heinvitedhimself.

“Anyway,you’rewearingthispoloneckandcottonpantorsitting

downandwatchingBarcelonawithme.”

“That’sanewhouserule?”I’m shocked.

Nowhe’spolicingwhatIwear.Heneedsmyvarsityfeminist

friendstoputhim inhisplace.

“Londeka,you’regoingtoyourlunchdateornot?”

Ipickthepoloneckandsecretlyrollmyeyes.

“You’lllookbeautiful,tellmewhenhe’shere,”hesaysheading

towardsthedoor.

I’m notlookingforwardtothisanymore.

Exactlyafter30minutesSgcinocallstosayhe’sparkedoutside

thegate.Ilethim inandgototheloungetonotifythe

breadwinner.



“He’snotmyboyfriend,”Itellhim.

Hechuckles,“Iknow,MyLo.”

“Thendon’tgivehim hardtime.Hehasn’tsaidanythingyet,just

askedmetojoinhim forlunch.”

“Relax,wouldyou?YouknowSthembisoisbeingtargetedandyou

couldbeusedasabaittofishhim out.Ineedtoknowwhoyou’re

goingoutwith,wherehe’stakingyouandwhenIshouldexpect

youhome.”

Hemakessense,butI’m stillnotrelaxed.Idon’twantSgcinoto

thinkIcomefrom adramaticfamily.

Igethim from thedoor.He’sdressedsmartly,likehe’sgoingtoa

conferenceorboardmeeting.AndI’m standinghereinblack

poloneckandnavycottonpants.

“You’reready?”heasksgivingmealazyhug.

Gosh,Idon’tevenlookready.

“Yes,”I’veneverbeensoshyinmylife.

“ComeinandgreetMjay.”

Hestopsandfrowns.

“Whoisthat?”

IsitjealousythatI’m sensing?

“Myuncle,”Isay.

Herelaxesandwalksin.



Iwanttolaugh.WhatifMjaywasmyboyfriend?AsfarasIknow

wedon’toweeachotheranyloyalty.

UncleMjaystandsupandlooksathim from hisshoesuptohis

head.I’m gladhedressedsodecently,he’searnedonepoint.

“Isthisanewgardenboy?”

Seethismannow,he’swellawarethatIwasexpectingSgcino.

“No,it’sSgcinumyaloZulu,”Isay.

“Doeshespeak?”heasks.

Sgcinoclearshisthroatandextendshishand.

“Mntomdala,I’m SgcinoZulufrom Izinsundu.”

Hedoesn’tshakehishandrightaway.Thismanistryingtogive

meaheartattack.

“Whyareyoucallingmeold?”heasks.

Whatdoeshemean?He’s43,that’sold.

“Itwasatongueslip,”Sgcinosaysapologetically.

I’m likinghischaracter.

UncleMjaychucklesandsitsdown.

“AreyouaBarcelonaorMadrid?”heasks.

“Madrid,”Sgcinosays.

Wronganswer!



“No,youloveBarcelona,remember?”Isayandhelooksatmelike

I’m crazy.

Iraisemyeyebrow.

Finally,hegetsit.

“Ohyes,IloveBarcelona.Madridisnotthatgood.”

“True,thatteam isajoke,”UncleMjaysays.

Ialmostburstintolaughter,thelookonSgcino’sfaceispriceless.

“SowhereareyoutakingMyLo?”UncleMjayasks.

Hefrowns,“MyLo?”

“MyLondeka.”

“Oh,Iinvitedherforlunch.”

“Why?”

“I’dliketogettoknowherbetter,nothingmalicious.”

“Inyourhouse,whynotsomewhereelse?”

“Amealcomeswithbillsintherestaurants,inmyhouseitwill

comewithlove,”Sgcinosays.

Butterfliesinmytummy!

“Iwillusethatlinetogetheranaunt,thankyou.”

Theybothlaugh.

“Remembershe’sonly12,makesureshecomesbackhome

happy,”-UncleMjay.



“Don’tworry,I’llmakeherhappy.”

--

He’snotaskingaboutmydresscodebuthekeepsstaringatme.

I’m seatedonaleathercouchinhishousewithacocktailinfront

ofme.

Eventuallyheasks,“Areyoucomfortableinthoselongpants?”

“Yes,”Isay.

“Comeon,it’snotthatcold.Don’tyouwantsomethingelse?I

haveT-shirtsthatcanfityouasadress.”

Sigh!

“I’m actuallysweatinginthispoloneck.GivemeaT-shirt,I’llput

theseonwhenit’stimetogo.”

Helaughs,“Iknewyouwerenotcomfortable.Howlongdoesyour

unclethinkittakesformetoremovepoloneckandcottonpant?”

Myeyeswiden.Didhejustaskmethat?Toosexualforafirst

date.

“You’rebeinginappropriate,”Itellhim.

“Mybad!”He’smockingme.

Hedisappearsinoneoftherooms.Ihaveenoughtimeto

appreciatehishouse.It’snotfancy,justanormalsuburbanhouse



withdullcurtainsanddisorganizedfurniture.He’saman,I’m not

surprised.

IchangeintohisT-shirt,atleastitcoversmybuttandupper

thighs.NowI’m morerelaxedandreadytofeastintowhatever

he’sprepared.

“Where’sthelunch?”Iask.

“Coming,Ithinkmychefisalmostdone.”

Talkaboutsurprises!

“Youhaveachef?”I’m shocked.

Helaughs,“Yes.”

“That’samazing.”

IthinkIunderminedhim,notinabadwaybutIdidn’tthinkhelives

withachef.

“Chef,what’stakingyousolong?”heyells.

Ihearshufflingsoundscomingfrom thekitchen.

Ithinkthisisabouttobeoneofthoserichmanwhofindslovein

ahopelessplace;I’m thehopelessplaceobviously,and…

Footsteps!

Iturnmyheadtoseethechef.

Neverjudgeabookbyitscover,Iagree.Butthere’snowaythis

guyI’m seeingisachef.Chefsdon’twearhoodiesonduty.



HeputssavoryplatteronthetableandbowsbeforeSgcino.

“Lunchserved.I’llbringdrinksshortly,”hesaysandliftshiseyes

tome.

I’m staringathim andjudginghim.

He’snotachef,theyorderedthisplatterorstolesomeone’s

recipe.

“Sis’Londeka,”hesayswithagrin.

“Hi,youarehischef?”

HeglancesatSgcino,“Yes,he’smyboss.He’sbeensinglefor

twoyears,hedoesn’ttouchalcohol,everySundayhe’sinchurch

andpraisingtheLord.”

Ilaugh,Ican’thelpit.Thesetwoarelying,he’seitherrelatedto

Sgcinoorhe’shispartnerincrime.

“What’sinyourplatter?”Iaskhim.

Helooksattheplatterlikeit’saGeographyquestionpaperhe

didn’tpreparefor.

“Wings,umh,beefkebabs,and…isthatcheeseorwhat?”

Somuchforachef!

Sgcinoislaughing.

“Okay,he’smycousinandhe’sleavingnow.Hisactingis

mediocre,”hesays.

Theregoesmy‘richmanfindslove’story!



“Ntuthuko,”heextendshishandforashake.

IthinkIlikehim.Thatpranktheyjustpulledbrokethe

awkwardnessintheatmosphere,I’m feelingathome.

“Letmeleave,pleasegreetmeeverytimeyouseeme,”hesays.

It’saweirdrequest.Ilaughandpromisetodothat.Hebringsthe

drinksanddisappearssomewhereinthehouse.

“Soyou’rehere,”Sgcinosays.

Isipfrom mycocktailandholdhisstare.

“Thepoloneckgirl,”hesays.

Irollmyeyesandcontinueeatingsilently.

“Withoutbeatingaroundthebush,Iwanttogettoknowyou

better.I’m single,soonI’dliketogiveloveanotherchanceand

maybesettledownaswell.EventhoughIcomefrom atraditional

family,I’m open-mindedtothediverseworld,I’m an

understandingman.ButI’m notafanofchange,”hesaysand

chuckles.

“Interesting.Sowhyme?Thereareplentygirlsoutthereand

you’veonlyseenmetwice,”Iask.

“Wehadaverystrangefirstencounterbutobviouslythat’snot

whatattractedmetoyou.Ithinktheheartalwaysknowswhereto

stick,there’snotimeframeforattraction.”

“Ifwearejustcheckingcompatibilitythenwhyhaveyoutoldyour



cousinsaboutme?”Iask.

“They’remylovelifeboardmembers.Youalsotoldyouruncleand

mademebadmouthmyteam.”

He’shurtbecauseofthat?It’sjustastupidsoccerteam,nothing

deep.

“IsitMadridorme?”Iask.

“Madrid,”hesays.

Thismanisnotserious.

“Overme?”Ijustneedtobesure.

Hesmiles,“Yes.”

“Whydon’tyoucallthem tocomeandhavelunchwithyouthen?”I

canbeverychildish,heknowsIonceblockedhim forsavingmy

numberinacheapphone.

Hemovestomysideandsitsaninchclosertome.Hethrowshis

arm aroundmyshoulder.Am Istillbreathing?

“That’sanunfairquestion.It’slikemeaskingyoutochoose

betweenmeandyourfavouritelipstick,”hesays.

“Don’texplain,Sgcino.I’m justhereforthefood,nothingmuch,”I

say.

Hechucklesandfeedsmeabreadbite.He’ssittingclosetome

withhisarm overmyshoulders,andnowhe’sfeedingme,where

isthisgoing?



“YoureyesarethemostbeautifulthingI’veseentoday,”hesays

inaloweredvoice.

Iwon’tlieandsayI’m notflattered.

“HowlongdoIhavetowaitforyoutoavailyourself?”

Ilookathim andquicklydropmyeyes.Idon’tliketobeweakfor

anyone.

“I’m averypatientman,”hesayswithachuckle.

“Church-goingaswell,yeah?”

“Spiritually,”hesays.

Webothlaugh.

I’veeatenalmostquarteroftheplatterandhehasonlyeatena

wing.

“You’renothungry?”Iask.

“I’m hungry,yes.Butonlyforyourattention.”

He’spersuasive!

“Afteryouchoseastupidsoccerteam overme?Dream onit,”I

say.

Heturnsmyheadandstealsakissfrom mylips,Ididn’tseeit

coming.

“ThatwasforcallingMadridastupidteam,”hesays.

ThatmeansifIusemoredemeaningtermsforhisteam Icould

getanorgasm?



No,getagripLondeka.

“Ihavetogohomeandstartpacking,”Isay.

“Now?”Heseemsshocked.

“Yes,now.”

Hisfacefallsindisappointment.

“Isitbecauseofthekiss?”

“Thatwasakiss?”Iask.

Hechucklesandshiftsaway.Itakelastsipfrom mycocktailand

standuptoleave.Helooksforhiscarkeysandtakeshisphone

from thecharger.

Weheadoutandgetinhiscarandleave.

He’ssilent.

Idon’tknow,maybeIhurthisfeelings.Hethoughtitwouldbe

easy,justlunchinhishouseandstolenkisses.Ilikehim,Ithink

he’shumbleandmatured,butIneedmoretime.WhenIlove,I

lovehard.Iwanttoknowabouthiswifefirst,thenIwilldecideif

he’sgoodformymentalstate.Ialreadyknowhe’sgoodformy

physicalstate,thatonekisswaslikeheaven.IfIallowedhim to

continueI’m suremylegswould’veendedupopening,I’m too

saltytobehuggedandkissedonthecouchforhours.

Hestopsoutsidemygate.Itwasashortlunch,itdidn’tevenlast

twohours.



“Am Igoingtoseeyouagain?”heasks.

“Yes,Sgcino,”Isay.

Hesighswithreliefandpullsmeforahug.

“Thankyouforcoming,”hesays.

Ismileandkisshischeek.Idon’tknowwhyIdidthat.

Iclimboutofthecarandwalksthroughthegate.Ilookbackand

wavemyhand.

Phonebeeps…textmessage.

I’m readingitasIwalkthroughthedoorandsmiling.

“Thiscan’tbe,it’samovie!”UncleMjayexclaims.

He’sstandingwithSthembisointhekitchen.Wearenotclose

becauseoftheagegapthing.I’m evendisappointedthathe’s

here.

“Whereisshecomingfrom?”

Ialsohatethathetreatsmelikeachild.

“From alunchdate,”UncleMjaysays.

Iwantthefloortoopenandswallowme.Iwasheretohide,

beforeIleftMashobaSthembisopulledmyearaboutcarelessly

goingout.

“IsityourT-shirtshe’swearing?”heasksUncleMjay.



I’m notsurewhathe’stalkingabout.

“TheLondekaIknowleftmyhouseinblackpoloneckandcotton

pant.Andpleasedon’tinsultmyT-shirtscollectionSthembiso,I

don’tknowthisthingshe’swearing.”

Holyspirit!I’m wearingSgcino’sT-shirt,Ididn’tevenfeeldifferent

leavinghishouselikethis.

“Ithinksomeoneisbecomeanunclesoon.”TrustUncleMjayto

pourpetrolonthefire!

“Yourmothersneedtoknowaboutthis,”–Sthembiso.

I’dratherhavehim dealingwithmethanmyfather’sstressed

polygamouswives.

“You’regoingtotellthem?”Iaskhim.

“Yes.”He’snotevensmiling.

Thisiswhywearenotclose,hedoesn’thavemybackatall.

(I'm yettoeditotherinserts,I'm backandreadytogivewritingmy

undividedattention.Thanksforyourcallsandmessages)



SIKELELA

CHAPTER12

Hewasfetchedbyhisuncle,Muzikayise.Ifthere’sanything

parentsfearmorethandeathinthecommunityit’sshame.They

don’twanttobeshamedbytheirchildren,andSikeleladidexactly

thatwhenhefailedtokeephispromiseofsendinglobolato

Vumo’sfamily.Everyoneistalkingaboutit.TheNtuliswant

answers,they'reinthedark.

Cebileissittingacrossthem ontheotheroftheroom.She’snot

friendswithherbrotherbecauseofhiswife,theirrelationshiphas

beenrockyforyears.Buttodaythey’reharmonioussiblingsand

unitingoverhim.

“Iaskedyouaquestion,”hisunclesays.

They'vebeenonhiscaseforamomentnow.

“ItoldyouIdon’twantheranymore,"hesays.

“Toolate,you’vealreadyimpregnatedthepoorgirl.Whodoyou

expecttomarryherwithyourchild?”

“Ididn’tmakeherpregnant.Sheshouldgoandfindthemanwho

madeherpregnant."

“Sikelela!”Cebileyells.

Silencefallsintotheroom.

Twopairsofeyesareglaringathim angrily.



“Vumowasn’tavirgin,shefooledme,”heconfesses.

Cebilefrowns…shedidn’tknowthat.

“Thatcan’tbetrue,shehasbeenattendingthereed-dance,”she

argues.

Hetakesadeepbreath,“Sheadmittedcheatingonme.Iknowfor

afactthatshe’snotcarryingmybaby.”

“Butshesaidyou’retheonlypersonshe’sbeenhavingintimate

momentswith.”Hismotherisindenial.That’sherdaughter-in-law,

sheknowshowinnocentsheis.

“Idon’tknowwhatyouwantmetosay.Whydon’tyoumarryher

yourselfthen?”heasks.

Hisuncleclearshisthroat,“Let’sbreatheandthinkofaway

forward.TheNtulisneedclosure,youcan’tjustbreakpromises

youmadetothem andkeepthem inthedarkaboutwhat’s

happening.”

He’sright,theyshouldbeheadingtotheNtulistoexplainwhy

abakhongididn’tcome.

“Itcouldbehisbabythough,”Cebilesays.

She’saloneonVumo’sside,clearlyherbrothersupportsSikelela’s

emotionaldecisions.

“Wecan’tlethim befooledbyagirl.He’sworkedhardtoprovehis

loveforthatgirl,obviouslyshetookhim forafool,”hisunclesays.

“Butdenyingherpregnancyisexaggerating,beingpregnantand

singleis….”



Sikelelacutshershort,“Thisisnotaboutyou,Ma.”

“That’srichcomingfrom you!”Cebilesnortsangrily.

Sikeleladoesn’targueanyfurther,heleavestoreadyhimselffor

theNtulis.

--

Qambiwalksinwithplatesoffingerfoodsand2lofSprite.Why

aretheybeingtreatedlikethein-laws?They’reheretoofficially

announcethebreak-up.

Sikelelaisuncomfortablewithallthis.HeasksQambiasideand

asksifitwouldbepossibleforhim toseeVumobeforethe

meetingstarts.

Qambileavestodeliverthemessage.

Hisuncleandmotherhavealreadyfeastedin.

MomentslaterQambicomesbackandaskshim tostepoutside.

“Whereareyougoing?”Cebileasks.

“Outside,tosortsomethingreallyquickly.”

“Don’tdosomethingyou’llregret,Sikelela.”

Heignoresherandwalksout.



HemeetswithVumo,she'slookingbeautifulmorethanever,he

triesnottodwellonit.Theywalkoutoftheyardandstandbyhis

uncle’svan.

She’savoidingeyecontact.Hereyesseem tobeswollen.She's

beencryingallmorning.

“Youdidn’ttellthem thetruth?”heasks.

Sheshakesherhead.

“You’remakingthismoredifficult.Dotheyevenknowthatyou’re

pregnant?”

“Onlymysisterandmom.”

“Dotheyknowit’snotmine?”

Thereshegoesagain!Crocodiletears.

“Sikelela,IswearIhaven’tdoneanythingwithanyonethisyear,”

shesaysintears.

“Andyou’vedonesomethingwithme?”heasks.

“Masaidit’spossibletoget…”Hesighsbeforeshefinishes.

“Itwon’twork,Vumo.Imayhavebeenstupidinlovewithyoubut

I’m notstupid.”

“Youknowthey’llkickmeout.”She’sweeping.

Thisissomethingshecould’veconsideredbeforeopeningher

legsforothermen.

“Thenyourmanwilltakeyouin.Wearenotgoingtolietothe



elders,wearegoinginthereandtellingthem thetruth.”

Sheshakesherhead,herfaceisnowamessoftears.

“Pleasebelieveme,I’m notlying.Icanevengodownonmyknees,

ifthat’swhatyouwant.”

“Don’t,whatIwantisforyoutoleavemyfamilyalone.Iwasn’t

worthbeingyourfirstandnowI’m worthbeingafatherofyour

baby?”

“Butyousaiditwasn’taboutmyvirginity.YouliedSikelela!”she

sobs.

“It’sstillnotaboutit,”hesays.

She’sconfusedandhurt.Sikelelaknowsverywellhowherfather

is,she’llbekickedout.

“Youwantyourbabytogrowuplikeyou?”sheasks.

Hesighs.

Thisisnotworthhistime,honestly.

“Iknowthisisyourbabyandmyfatherisabouttokickmeout.

It’sarepeatofyourlifeoveragain,yourbabywillgrowupwithout

afather.Thishastobesomekindofacurse!”

She’sdelusional.Hedoesn'tlikepeoplewhoreferencehislifeto

gethispointacross.

“Let’sgoinside,”hesays.

Sheholdshisarm andgoesdownonherknees.



She’sstillcrying.

“Imadeamistake,baby.”

“Youlaidnakedandlethim takewhatyousaidwasmine.You

didn’tstophim,youdidn’tthinkaboutmyfeelingsevenforonce.

NowIhavetoconsideryoursandbelievethatyoumadea

mistake?Whatdidn’tIdoforyou?Ifyoufeltlikeyouwereready

whydidn’tyoucallme?YouknowIwould’vecomeatanytime.”

“Iwas…Iwas…confused,”shesaysbetweenthehiccups.

“Youwereconfusedbymybrother’sdick?”

“Pleasedon’tdothis.Iloveyou,Sikelela.Ididn’tthinkitwouldend

likethis.”Shestandsupandwrapsherarmsaroundhiswaistand

looksupathim.

Theireyeslock.She’shurthim beyondrepair,butsomethingis

stillthereinhiseyesandonlyshecanunderstandit.

“Idon’twanttoterminatethispregnancybecauseIknowthebaby

isyours.You’reangry,Iunderstand.ButIdon’twantyoutomake

thesamemistakeyourfathermade,I’m willingtodoapaternity

testonceIgivebirth.ButifmyfatherkicksmeouttothestreetsI

willhavenochoicebuttoterminatesothatIcanstruggleonmy

own,withoutafatherlesssouldependingonme.”

“HowdoItrustyouagain,Vumo?”He’sweakandhehatesit.

“Justthinkaboutthebaby.Youcanleavemebutnotourbaby,”

shesays.

Fatherhoodisasensitivesubjecttohim.



Ateardropsfrom hiseye.Havingthisconversationwithsomeone

hewassurewashisisheartbreaking.

“Iwaitedforyourvirginity,nowyouwantmetowaitforthebaby.I

feellikeyou’replayingwithmebecauseyouknowhowIfeel

aboutyou.”

Shewipeshistearingeyewithherthumb.

“Iknowyou’regoingtobeagoodfather,that’swhyIdon’twantto

takethatchanceawayfrom you.”

Hereleasesadeepbreathandliftshisarms.He’sabithesitant.

Hereyestearup.Hegivesinandhugsher.

“Howdidithappen?”heasksinaloweredwhisper.

“Whenwedidtheoutercourseyouweretoocloseandobviously

yourswimmersarestrongandfast,"shesays.

It'sfunnybuthedoesn'tlaugh.There'saveinpulsatingacrosshis

temple.Therightthingisn'talwaysagoodthing.

“Sowhat’sgoingtohappennow?”heasks.

“Wecansayyoulostthemoneyandcan’tpaylobolarightnow,”

shesuggests.

“SoIhavetobealiartoprotectyou?”

Incirclestheykeepgoing!

“ToprotecttheseedI’m carrying.”

Heexhalesheavilyandnods.



Shestandsonhertoesandtriestokisshislips.Heshakeshis

headandpushesheraside.

“Yousettledthescorewiththatoldwoman.Pleaselookpastmy

mistakesasIdotoyours,”shesaysblinkingbacktears.

“Nothingwilleversettlethescore.Youwillneverseethatold

womanagainbutIhavetoseemybrotherfortherestofmylife

andrememberthathetouchedyoufirst.”

Shedropshereyes.

“Let’sgoinside,”hesays.

--

Sikelelawalksinfirst.Eldersarealreadygatheredinandwaiting

forthem.

Hetakesaseatnexttohisuncle.Vumofollowsinshortly

accompaniedbyQambi.Theysitnexttotheirmother.

“DlamukapleasetalkbeforeIdieofcuriosity.Weexpectedyour

peoplelastweekandyou’reheretodaywithumkhwenyana,”

Vumo’sfather,Ntuli,says.

“It’sthesechildren,whatcanwesay?”Sikelela’sunclesaysand

takesadeepsigh.“Ihadtocomeandclarifythings.Wealso

didn’tknowwhatwasgoingonuntil…”

Sikelelaclearshisthroat,“Malume,Iwilltakeitfrom here.”



Hisuncleandmotherseem tobeshocked.

“FirstlyI’dliketoapologizetoallofyouaboutlastweek.Things

didn’thappenthewayIplannedthem,"hesays.

Silencefillstheroom.Vumoisholdingherbreathandclinging

ontohersisterfordearlife.

“Isavedmoney,itwasenoughforhalfofamalobolothatwere

requested,but…”HiseyesgotoVumoontheotherside,she’s

countingonhim.

“Butshecheatedonme,”hesays.

Gasps!

Vumocoversherfacewithherhandsandstartssobbing.How

canhebetrayherlikethis?Theyjusttalkedaboutthisandagreed

onprotectingtheirbaby.

“Shemademewait,sheliedtomeaboutattendingthereed-

danceandleadingthemaidens.IwasinDurbanworkinghardfor

ourfuture,andshewasherebreakingallourpromises.”

Ntuliisnowstandingonhisfeetandpacingaroundtheroom with

hisnostrilsflaringout.

“Vumoispregnantandpinningitonme.Ilovedherwithallmy

heartandIwantedtohavechildrenwithher.”

Vumocriessharply,“It’shisbaby,baba.”

“Idon’tbelievethat,Ntuli,”–Sikelela.

“WhywouldIlie?I’m notgoingtobenefitanythingfrom havinga



babywithyou,”–Vumo.

“Thentellyourfamilywhothefatheris.”

Cebilehisses,“Sikelela,stopit!”

“Stopwhat,Ma?You’reallgoingtousemypaintoneutralizethe

situationthathurtsme?Vumoknowsmyweaknessesandshe’s

usingthattofurtherlyhurtme.IsitnotenoughthatI’m alaughing

stockinthecommunity?”

“You’renotalaughingstock,”Ntulisaysaftertakingadeepbreath.

He’snowseatedandcalm.

“Youfellinlovewithaloosewoman,it’snotyourfault,”hetells

Sikelela.

Silence!

Youcanhearapindrop.

“I’m disappointedinmywife,Ithoughtshewascapableof

groomingmydaughtersbutitseemslikeshe’slettingthem doas

theyplease.TodayI’m evenashamedtocallmyselfafather."

Themoodshifts.Nobodyexpectedthingstotakethisdirection.

“I’dliketosincerelyapologizetoyouandalltheDlamukasforthis

disgrace.IthoughtIwasgivingyouadecentgirl,hermotherhas

beentellingmethatshe’stakingcareofherselfandpassingher

modules.Iguesswewilldealwiththisasafamily.”

Cebileclearsherthroat,“Idon’tmeantointerferebutMam’Ntuli

isnotresponsibleforwhatherdaughterdoes.I’m amothertoo,I



knowhowchildrenare.MinehasbeentoMashobapartakingin

fightsandIdidn’tknowanythingaboutit.It’sunfairtohold

mothersresponsible.”

Herbrothernudgesherwithanelbow.Thisiswhytheydon’tget

along,shetalkstoomuch.

“NottobedisrespectfulMaDlamuka,butthisendshereandnow.

Thankstoyoursonforbringingthistomyattention.”

That’sit!

Meetingadjourned.

--

Qambifollowsafterthem andasksSikelelaaside.Hedoesn’t

knowitbuthejustdestroyedtheNtulis.Itwaslongtimecoming

buthisconfessionhasgiventheirfatherasolidreasontokick

theirmotherandthem outoftheNtulihomestead.

“Sikelela,youmadeamistake,”shesays.

Hechucklessoftly.Thisisthegirlshetrusted,heopenedupto

herabouteverythingregardinghisrelationshipwithhersister.

“Youknew?”heasksher.

Qambidropshereyesandnods.

Shewishesheknewthatshewasonhissidefrom dayone.



“Didsheeverloveme?”heasks.

“Shelovedyou,Sikelela.Shestilldoesevennow,shejustallowed

peerpressuregetintoher,"shesays.

“Vumoisoldenoughtounderstandwhat’swrongandright,”he

says.

Qambinods,“Iknow,Ijust…”

Shetakesadeepbreathandlooksathiseyes.

“Nowshe’sgoingtobethereasonwhythey’reseparating.You

heardhowBabathinks.Mymotherisgoingtoblameeverything

onVumoeventhoughsheknowsverywellhowshakythingshave

beenhereathome.Vumowon’thaveanyone,Idon’tknowwhere

shewillgo.”

“Whatdoyoumean?”Sikelelafrowns.

“She’spregnant.Doyoureallywantheronthestreets?”

“Idon’tcare,Qambi.”

“Allbecauseofthehymen?Howcanwemakeupforthat?”

Hefrowns,“Makeupforit?Shecan’tundothepast.”

“Isitworthlosingyourfirstchild?”

Hesighsandshiftshiseyesoffherforaminute.

“Whyareyoudoingthistome?”heasks.

“IknowitfeelslikeatrapbutIknowmysisterwouldn’tlieabout

somethingsospecial,”shesays.



“Ijustwanttomoveonwithmylife.Thanksforbeingkindtome

andsupportingmyrelationshipwithyoursister.Acceptthatit’s

overnow,nomoregames!”

“Sikelela…”Sheshutshereyes,exhalesandopensthem tohim

staringather.Thereareworrylinespronouncedonherface.

“Ifyouwanttosettlethescoreyoucantakemyvirginityand

forgivemysisterforgivingherstoyourbrother.”

She’sstillavirgin?

Scratchthat,shewantstosleepwithhim inexchangeof

forgiveness?

“Qambi!”He’sinshock.

“It’syourbaby,Idon’twantneitherofyoutomakeamistake.

You’reagoodman,Sikelela.”

“Maybenotgoodenoughforyoursister.”

“CanIcallyoulater?”sheasks.

Henodshesitantly.

Shebidshim goodbyeandreturnsbackhome.

He’sconfused.QambiisVumo’ssister,she’solderthanher,

maybeayearyoungerthanSikelela.She’salwayslikedSikelela

andsupportedhisrelationshipwithhersister.She’sbeentheirgo-

betweenpersonforyears,sometimesevenorganizingplacesfor

them tomeet.



He’sneverlookedatheranyotherway,letalonewishedtoshare

abedwithher.Shewentthroughsomethingtraumaticatayoung

age,everyoneinthevillageknowsthatQambiwassexually

abusedonherwayfrom school,whichnowleavesaquestion

markofhowshe’sclaimingtobestillavirgin.

“Whatwasshesaying?”Cebileasksinthecar.

Sikelelafrowns,“Huh?”

“Yoursister-in-law,whatwasshesayingtoyou?”

Hecan’tdisclosethat.

Herubshisnapeandignoresher.

“WhydidyouembarrassMaNtulilikethat?”sheasks.

Hisunclejumpsin,“Don’tevendefendher,Cebile.Didyouexpect

him topaylobolaforsomeonewhoopenedherlegsforother

men?”

“She’syoung,couldn’tyouseehowregretfulshewas?Andwhatif

thebabyishis?”-Cebile.

Hisunclelaughs,“Thesewomenareplayingyou,mshana.You

willfindanothergirl.Onceacheateralwaysacheater!”

“MaGwakaobviouslydoesn’tknowthatsaying,”Cebilemumbles.

Sikelelasighsandmentallyprepareshimselfforagrownsibling

fight.

“You’llbuttoutofmylife!”

“Youwillstoppoisoningmysonaswell!”



SIKELELA

CHAPTER13

LONDEKAHLONGWANE

I’vebeensummonedtoMaXulu’skitchen.Ialreadyknowwhat’s

goingon,mybrothercrossedtheroadjustafterbreakfastand

disappearedinthatkitchen.MinuteslaterMaXulu’ssisterwives

alsodisappearedinthatkitchen.

Ican’tbelieveI’m abouttobeconfrontedaboutamjoloI’m not

evendoingyet.Itwasfoolishandcarelessofmetoforgetmy

poloneck.IalsoblameSgcinofornotremindingme.Heaskedme

out,once,andI’m alreadyfacingtheseproblemsathome.

I’m stillinmypyjamas,it’sonly10am andinmyworldthat’slike

pre-dawn.Imakemybedlazilyandwashmyface.Iwaslooking

forwardcomingbackhomebutnowthatI’m hereit’sboring.

UncleMjay’shousecanbelonelyaswell,butthere’sfreedom that

Idon’tgethere.I’m alsosafethere,hereIcan’tevengooutofthe

yardwithoutnotifyinganyone.Butattheendofthedaythisismy

home,myheartwillalwayslongforthisplace.

Iwalkintothreewidowssippingteaonthereed-matlaidonthe

floorandSthembisoworkingonhislaptoponthekitchenstool.

Hiswifemust’vewokenupandwenttoanothershoppingspree.



She’samaterialisticwifeandhelovesherlikethat.Thetoxictrio

triedtheirbesttostoptheweddingfrom happeningbutmy

brothermadeitclearthatwhenhewakesupinthemorningand

goestoworkit’sallforhisqueen.Hedoesn’tcarewhatshedoes

andhowmuchshespends,attheendofthedayshe’swhat

makeshim happy.She’sthechosenone.

“She’sstillwearingpyjamas,”MaJiyaneexclaimslookingatmeas

Imakemywayin.

“ExactlywhatIwastellingyouabout,sisi,”–MaXulu,mymother,

says.

SoI’vebeenasubjectoftheirdiscussionforawhilenow?I’m

prettysuretheywerediscussingaboutmylatemornings.

Thesewomensharedadick,theyspeakaboutyouinthirdperson

andgossipaboutyourightinyourface.

ZimeandIcallthem thetoxictrio.

“Ma,youcalledme,”Isaydraggingachairfrom thetableand

sittingbythedoor.

“Youdon’tgreetyourmothersanymore?”sheasks.

Wehaveafamilytraditionofwakingupandgoingintoevery

housegreetingeverybodyinthemorning.Imistakenlyforgotthis

morning;that’scasenumber1.I’vebeenlivingwithUncleMjay,

therewasnogreetinginthemorning,we’ddivestraightinto

conversations.

“I’m sorry,IwokeuplateandMaDlaminiwasalreadyinthegarden



andMaJiyanewastalkingtosomeone,Ididn’twanttodisturb.”

“Butevenwhenyouarrivedyesterdayyoudidn’tgreetanyone,we

onlyheardinthemorningthatyouarehere,”–MaJiyane.

Sthembisolooksupfrom hislaptop.

“Useqomilenje,”hesays.(She’snowdating)

SgcinoneedstopaymeforallthistroublehisT-shirthasputme

through.NowI’m notgreetingpeoplebecauseI’m datinghim?!

“Ithoughttheywentintohiding,”MaJiyanesayscollectively.

Anotherthinghere,onegirl’smistakeequalstoallgirls’mistake.I

lovethataboutmymothers,theyshoutinbulk.Nowmytwo

youngersistersareunderthebridgewithme.

“Bekuyoqalazwaamadodantombi,”mymothersays.(Theywent

tolookformen)

MaDlaminichuckles.She’salmostthechilledone,ifshedidn’t

havetheinfluenceofthesetwoshe’dbeasweetmother.

“Tellusabouthim.Whenshouldweexpectabakhongi?”shesays

withathinsmilestaringatme.

Abakhongi?Idon’tevenknowSgcinonakedyet.

“I’m notdatinganyone,”Isay.

Mymotherraiseshereyebrow,“You’retryingtosayyourbrother

isaliar?”

Shewantshim tofightwithme.Ithinkthey’reboredsincemy

fatherisnolongerhere.Ishouldcallthem aboredtrionow.



“Yes,he’slying,”Isay.

Sthembisolooksup,“Whatdidyousay?”

“Heonlyinvitedmeforlunch,itgothotandIchangedintohisT-

shirt.Nothingmuch.It’snotthatdeep!”

MymotherlooksatMaJiyane,“DidyouwearHlongwane’sT-shirts

beforeyouagreedtobehisgirlfriend?”

Laughter!

“Never!WhywouldI’vegoneintohishouseinthefirstplaceifI

wasn’tgoingthereasagirlfriend?”

“Myquestionexactly!”

Theyarelaughing.

“I’m notdatinghim yet,”Isay.

Sthembisolooksatme,“Yet?”

“I’m 25,girlsmyagealreadyhavebabies.Datingisnormalatmy

age.YoualsodatedSis’Zimeatsomepoint,”Isay.

He’sthelastpersontotalk.Heknowshowit’slikehavingthese

womenonyourbackaboutyourlovelife.

“AndImarriedher.Doyouevenknowthisguy’sintentions?”he

asks.

“No,butheseemslikeagoodguy.”

“Howdogoodguyslooklike?”–MaJiyane.

“Ithinkthatdifferswitheachperson.Mykindofagoodguymay



notbeyourkind,”Isay.

“Whatisyourkind?”

Sigh!

“Tall,handsomeandnotbroke.”

“Thenwhydon’tyoutakeMbongeni,yoursuitorwhoworksforthe

oilcompanyinJohannesburg?”MaDlaminiasks.

Icrackmyheadtryingtothinkback.Ican’tmissoutondating

someonewhoworksintheoilcompany.Mbongeni???

“NotMbongeniMpanza,right?”Ilookatherwithmypupils

dilating.Shebetternot!

“Him,”shesays.

I’m hollering!

“What’swrongwithMbongeni?”Sthembisoasks.He’salso

suppressinghislaugh.

“Isaidtall,‘handsome’andnotbroke,”Isay.

“IsMbongeninothandsome?”MaDlaminiaskshersisterwives.

IfMbongeniishandsomethennobodyisuglyinthisvillage.

“Idon’tseeanythingwrongwithhim.He’sevenbetterbecause

you’llbedatingsomeoneweallknow,”mymothersays.

“Andhisfatherhasplentylandandcows,”–MaJiyane.

Theythinkourgenerationisstilllookingforthosethingsinmen?

Nobodyismentioningbicepsorwhiteteeth,justcowsandland.



“Thanks,butnothanks!”Isay.

“Ubuhlebendodazinkomozayo.Mbongeniisbeautifulinside,I’ve

seenhowhumbleheis,”MaDlaminisays.

UnfortunatelyIdon’tgoaroundwithamicroscopetoseepeople’s

inner-beauties,IjudgebasedonwhatIseeontheoutside.

HubowalksinthemiddleofthatMbongeniargument.Hegreets

andgoestothefridge.Whenmyfatherbecameapolygamisthe

madesurethelovefoundationwasstrongenough.Allhischildren

areequalinthepremisesofhishouse,thatincludesThobani.

Ihaven’tseenHuboinweeks.Wearenotcloseeitherbutwedo

talkopenlywhenwegetachance.

“WhereisThobani?”Iaskhim.

“Stillasleep,Ithink,”hesays.

“Didyousleephome?”MaJiyaneaskshim.

“Yes,why?”HesitsnexttoSthembisoandslicesanorangewith

apocketknife.He’severythingaparentdoesn’twantinachild.

“Ithinktherewasa‘Pheshe’inyourhouseandI’m surprised

becausewetalkedaboutthat,”MaJiyanesays.

He’sbeensneakinggirlsinsincehewas16.Nosurprisesthere,

hedoeseverythinghe’stoldnottodo.

“TherewasnoPheshe,Isleptalone,”hedenies.

“Ihopeyou’renotlying.WearestilldealingwiththeMshengus,

wedon’tknowwhatthey’rethinkingorwhentheymightattack



again.Thelastthingwe’dwantistohaveastrangegirlbeing

caughtinthemiddleofawarinsideourpremises.”

“Marelax,Ididn’tbringanyone,”heinsists.

APhesheisagirlyourbrotherorsonbringshomebydark.You

neverseeherface,justhershadowpassingquickly-pheshe!

Theattentionmovesfrom him backtome.Butit’snotabout

Sgcinoanymore.

“There’ssomethingthathappenedafteryoulefthome,”my

mothersays.

There’salwayssomethinghappeninginthisfamily.

“Whatwasit?”Iask.

“Youhaveabrother.”

Obviously,thereheisonthestoolandanotheronenexttohim

andanotheronesleepinginhisroom.

“Iknowthat,”Isay.

“From anothermother,hisnameisSikelela.Hewashereforafew

days,sowe’vealreadymethim.He’sasplittingimageofyour

father,”shesays.

“Whydidn’tweknowanythingabouthim untilnow?”I’m confused,

myfatherwasanhonestman.Hewouldn’thideachild,hewasa

polygamist;cheatingwaspartofhisidentity.

“It’salongstory,justknowthatyouhaveanotherbrother.He



comesafterSthembiso,he’salsogettingmarriedsoon.”

“Notanymore,”Hubosays.

Everyonelooksathim.

“He’snotgettingmarriedanymore?”Sthembisoasks.

Helookssurprisedaswell.

“Thingsdidn’tworkout.He’sleftthegirl,”Hubosayswithashrug.

“Sohecanceledthelobolanegotiations?”Sthembisoisstillin

disbelief.

“Yeah,Ididn’thearitfrom him though.”

Ican’tbelieveIleftforafewweeksandcamebacktonew

brothersandcanceledlobolanegotiationscandals.

Whatatimetobealive!

--

I’m cleaningthekitchen,peoplekeepcominginandoutand

leavingdirtyprintsonthefloor,that’swhyIdon’twantabigfamily

whenIgrowup.Justtwochildrenandonehusband,thisthingof

having100peoplelivingtogetheristoomessy.

Myphonerings.

Thismanisonlycallingmenow.Doesheknowwhohe’sup

against?Mbongeniwhoworksintheoilcompany.Hebetterpull



uphissocksbecauseMbongeniapparentlyhasinner-beautyas

well.

“Goodmorning,”hesays.

I’m startingtolikehisvoice.

“It’s‘day’now,”Isaywithaneyeroll.

“Really?I’m sorry.”

“Whatever.Anyway,howareyou?”

“GoodnowthatI’veheardyourvoice.”

“Well,I’m notgood.I’vejustcameoutofaT-shirtcasehearing

withmyfather’swivesandmybrother.”

“MyT-shirt?”heasks.

“Yes,they’vemadeuptheoriesthatI’m datingyouandwentto

yourhouseasagirlfriend.”

Hechuckles,“Imagineallthistroublefornothing.Let’sgive

ourselvesachance.”

He’ssuchanopportunist!

“Shouldn’tyoubeconsolingme?Afterallit’syourfaultthatI

forgotmyclothesinyourhouse.”

“Ifyoudidn’tleavewhenIkissedyoumaybeIwould’ve

rememberedtotellyoutochange.”

“Wherearemyclothes?”Iask.

“They’reinmywardrobe.Whenareyoucomingtofetchthem,I



don’treallyhavespace.”

Wait,ishekickingmyclothesout?

“Areyouserious?”Iask.

“Yes,Idon’thaveenoughspace.SowhenshouldIexpectyou?I’m

willingtodrivethereandfetchyou.”

Sneakypea!

“You’refulloftricks,Sgcinumyalo.Throwthem inyourbin,I’m not

comingthere.”

“IpromiseIwon’tkissyouagain.”

Irollmyeyesandsweepontopofthetablewithabroom.

“WhymustItrustyou?”I’m openingthefridgeandputtingasalt

containerinside.

“Youhavemyword.Whyareyousoscared?Onekissandyou

wereoutofthedoor.”He’slaughing.

“I’m notscared,”Isaybetweengiggles.

“Youshouldn’tbe.I’m sureit’snotthathardtoresistme,right?”

“Obviouslyyou’renotthathardtoresist,”Isay.

Someonecoughsbehindme.Ialmosttripovermytoesandkiss

thefloor.

Damn,Hubo!

Idropthecallandlookathim nervously.



He’sstaringatmelikehejustcaughtmeontopofaman.Allmy

brothersareabore!

“I’m cleaning,”Isaybeforeheevenasks.

Helooksattheopenfridge,there’sabottleofoilpeekingfrom

inside.Thebroom islyingontopofthetableanddust-panonthe

chair.

Wtfiswrongwithme?

“Cleaning,huh?”heasks.

Well,itlookslikeI’m messingupinsteadofcleaning.Butit’sall

Sgcino’sfault,hekeepsgettingmeintotrouble.

“Maybehe’sactuallyhardtoresistyazi,”hesayswalkingtothe

cupboards.

Damnyou,Sgcino!

“HowfardoIneedtodrivetokickhisass?”heasks.

IstartcleaningthemessImadeduringthecleaning.Nothingisin

itsplace.

“Youexpectmetotellyouwherehelives?”He’sfullofjokes.I

don’ttakehisthreatsforgranted,Iknowhe’scapableofbeating

peoplefornoreason,it’sahobbytohim.

“Icanfindoutonmyown.IsitsomeoneIknow?”heasks.

“Definitelyno.YourmothersweresuggestingMbongeniMpanza

astheperfectsuitor,”Itellhim.

“TheonlyoneIknow?”



Inod,“Imagine!”

“There’snothingwrongwithhim though.Anditwillbeeasyforus

towatchandcontrolhim.”

Controlhim?Theyactuallywanttocontrolmylovelife?Ithought

hewasthesaneone.

“Forgetabouthim,Imightbringadifferentman.Anyway,have

youmettheSikelelabrother?”Iask.

“Yeah,Ihave,”hesays.

Iexpectedhim tobeexcited.Helovescommotionanddisorder.A

newbrotheroutofnowherewouldpiquehisinterest.

“Howishe?”Iask.

“He’severythingyourfatherwas.”

Myfatherreincarnated?IthinkI’m excited.

“Ican’twaittomeethim.Whenishecomingtovisitagain?”I

beam.

Hesighsheavily.

“Idon’tknow,wedon’ttalkanymore.Wefoughtoveragirl,”he

says.

He’salreadyfightingwithanewbrother?Huboneedsdeliverance

from PastorLukau.

“Hisgirloryourgirl?”Iask.

“Hisgirl.ButIdidn’tknowshebelongedtoanyoneandIdidn’t



knowSikelelawhenithappened.Iguessit’sjustoneofthose

unfortunateincidentsthatruinspeople’slives.”

IknowHubo,he’sneverapologetictoanyone,foranything.This

must’vehithisconsciencereallyhard.

“Didyouapologizetohim?”Iask.

“Yeahbutclearlyheneedsspace.Hereallylovedher,Iheard

she’spregnantandsayingit’shisbaby.Hersisterwentcrazyon

measifIrapedher.”

ThisisbiggeranddramaticthanIthought.

“I’m surethebabyisnothis.Onceacheater,alwaysacheater,”I

say.

“Well,it’snotmineeither.IjusthatethatI’m caughtinthemiddle

andhersisterthinksIhadmaliciousintentionsbysleepingwith

her,”hesays.

Wait,whyisthesisterinvolvingherself?

“Issheinsultingyou?”Iask.

“Yohmfethu,I’veneverevenmether.She’sbeenfloodingmy

messageswithinsultsandthreats.Idon’tfightwithgirls,soIjust

readandkeepquiet.”

IthinkIneeddirections…

“Givemehernumber,”Isay.

Helooksatmeandfrowns.

“Why?”



“IfsistersaregettinginvolvedthenI’m gettingintoitaswell.Iwill

answerherquestionsonyourbehalf.”

“No,Londeka.Sikelelamightchangehismindandgoonwiththe

lobolanegotiations,andifhersisterisreallypregnantyou’llbethe

auntandthatmeanswe’dneedtohaveahealthyrelationshipwith

them.”

Forthefirsttimeinhislifehe’ssayingnotoviolence.

“Fine!”No,notfine.

Ihadalreadymentallypreparedafuck-youspeechforthesister.

“IwantSikelela’snumber,hemustknowabouthisseniorsister,”I

say.

“Senior?”Hechucklesandretrieveshisphonefrom thepocket.

ItakeSikelela’snumberandsaveitinmyphone.ThenIcallhim

rightaway.

Itringsafewtimesbeforehepicksup.

“Heeeeeeey,”I’m overthemoon.

“Whoareyou?”HesoundscoldAF.

“Londeka.Wheredoyoulive?Iwanttocomeandseeyou,Ijust

heardnowthatIhaveanotherbrother.”

“I’m atwork,”hesayshesitantly.

“Whendoyougetpaid?”

“Huh?”



“Whendoyougetpaid?Iwanttovisitwhenyouhavemoney.”

Hechuckles;theiceisslowlymelting.

“Youcancomeanyday,I’m notalwaysbroke.”

SoundslikearealHlongwane!I’m definitelyvisitinghim,I’llgo

withmysecretfriend,Mela.

“Wheredidyougetmynumber?”heasks.

“From Hubo,”Isay.

“Whereishe?”

“There,drinkingsomeone’sCokestraightfrom thebottle.”

“Tellhim tocallme,”hesays.

I’m confused.

“Ithoughtyoutwoweren’tonspeakingterms.”

Ihearhim takesaheavybreath.

“Justtellhim that.”

Iguesshe’snotthattalkative,justlikeme.

He’smytwin!



SIKELELA

Chapter14

Bloodisthickerthanwater;him andHubohavelinkedupafterthe

wholedrama.He’sneverhadasibling,lettingthisoneunfortunate

incidenttakethatexperienceawayfrom him would’vebeendumb.

Also,heneedshisadviceregardingwhatQambiproposed.

Huboarrivesshortlyafterhegetsbackfrom work.Inthesmall

yardhe’sfoundspacetoparkhiscar,hopefullytherewon’tbe

troublewithSikelela’slandlordbecausehe’sheretoturnitup.

Sikelelacomesoutofhisroom stillinhissecurityuniform.He

saidnothingabouttheparty,butHuboisherewithabagof

charcoalandacouplebutcheryshoppingbags.Andalcohol,sigh!

“Hubo,what’sthis?”heaskswithafrown.He’scomingfrom work,

obviouslyhe’stiredandallhewantedwasjustaconversation

withhisbrother.

“Iwanttocelebratelifeinyourpresence;ngizodekaitafula

phambikwezithazami.”(I’m heretolaythetableinfrontofmy

enemies.)

Hesuspires,“Whoisyourenemy?”

“TheonewhowantedtokillmebecauseofthemistakeImade

beforeIevenmethim.”

“Ndoda,I’m overthat.Ihavemoreseriousthingstoworryabout



thansomeone’spussy.”He’sobviouslylying,that’sthewound

he’dneverhealfrom.Vumoisoutofhislifeyetshestillhasso

muchholdoverhim.

“Ilikethat,wedon’tcryoverwomen.Wekeepitmoving,thereare

manyfishesinthesea.Anyway,wheredoyousetthebraai-stand

here?”Huboasksscanningtheyardwithhiseyes.He’slooking

vigorousandlivelyinhisnavyslacks,blackloafersandmandarin-

collaredshirt.He’srelishabletolookat,fortheladies,hence

Vumofoundherselfinhisbedaswell.

Sikelelareleasesadeepbreathandsays,“Idon’tknow,maybewe

cansetupinfrontofmyroom,I’veneverhostedabraaibefore,I

wasbusysavingupforthewedding.”

Hubolooksathim,he’sgoingthroughsomethingandknowing

thatheplayedapartinhispainplungesintohisheartlikeasword.

“Ineedtochangetheseshoes,”hesays.Hedressedlikethis

becauseSguqawasdragginghim toameetingwithcertain

politicianstotalkabouttheroadissuethat’sbeentalkedabout

fordecades.

Theytakeeverythinginsidetheroom andkeepthemeatinan

emptybucket.Thentheysitonthebedandlookateachother,

thentheyexhale.

“Whatafucked-upsituation!”Hubosays.

“Idon’tknowwhyithadtobeyou,outofeverymaninthisworld,”

Sikelelafretswiththecornersofhiseyebrowsangledup.



“Hersisterwantsmedead,I’veneverreceivedsomuchhatefrom

awomanbefore,letalonetheoneI’venevermet.Butenough

aboutme,what’syourplanmovingforward?”

“That’swhyyouarehere.Qambi,theonewhowantsyoudead,

wantsmetosleepwithhertoavengemyselfforwhathersister

didwithyouandthenforgiveandforget,”hesays.

Huboisjaw-slacked.Ifsuchopportunitypresenteditselftohim

Godknowshewould’vetakenitwithbothhishandsandfeet.But

Sikelelaisnotlikehim,he’samanofprincipleandsexmeans

somethingdifferenttohim.

“I’m sureyoudeclined,right?”hesays.

Sikelelaclearshisthroat,that’swhatheshould’vedone,but…

“Ididn’t,I’m notsurewhy.”

Huboistakenback.Thatcrazywomanwho’sbeensendinghim

insultsshouldn’tcomeanywherenearhisbrother’spenis,and

Vumotoo.“Areyougoingtoraiseanotherman’schildwitha

womanthatyoulovedandhavebeensofaithfulto?”heasks.

“Idon’tknowifmyheartcanhandlethat.Istillloveher,that’sthe

gospeltruth,andIdon’tthinkIwillloveanothergirlthewayI

lovedheranytimesoon.Butwithouttrust,there’snoconcrete

foundationoflove.Idon’tknowhowshecanevermendthatwith

alivingproof-ababy.”

“Maybeyoushouldclosethischapter,pretendtheyneverexisted

untilyoubelieveyourownliesandmoveon,”Hubosays.



Henodsinanguish.“MaybeIshouldtrythat.Whereismysister?”

“Whichone?Therearethreeofthem,”Huboasks.

“TheoneIspoketooverthephone,”hesays.

Hekickshisshoesoff,throwssocksonthefloorandpull

Sikelela’ssandalsunderthebed.

“Londekaishomeandhead-over-heelsoversomeidiot,”hesays.

“Youknowhim?”Sikelelaasks.

“No,Idon’t,”hesays.

“Thenhowdoyouknowthathe’sanidiot?”

“Anyonewhofucksmysisterisanidiot.Ithinkweshouldfindhim

andcheckifhe’sgoodenoughforoursister.”

“I’m notbored,Hubo,”hesnortsderisively.Hehasn’tmetLondeka

yetandnowhehastofightherboyfriend!

“Butyouwillcomewithmesothatyoucanprotectmeifthings

gosouth,”–Hubo.

“Oh,theGreatHlongwaneisscared!”Sikelelatiltshisheadback

andchuckles.

“You’reolderthanme,youshouldtakebeatingsonmybehalf.

Let’ssetupthebraai-standoutside.”

“Areyounotleaving?”Sikelelaaskswithafrown.

“No,I’m sleepinghere.”He’sstandinginfrontofthetableand

lookingatthemusicCDs.There’sonebed,someonewillhaveto



sleepontheflooranditwon’tbehim becausehe’saspecial

guest.

“I’m workingtomorrowmorning,don’tthinkyou’regoingtoparty

here,”Sikelelasays.

“YouneedtoliveSikelela.”

-

-

SgcinoZulu

Melabargesintohisoffice.He’sbeenavoidingherendless

questionsandhidingbehindwork.Butnowit’stimetogohome,

shefoundhim attherighttime,there’snoexcuseforhim notto

giveherattention.Theyshareamother’ssurname,she’salso

datingoneofhisclosefriends.She’sbeenoneofthosepeople

who’sacceptedandsupportedhim thisfar.

“Ialwayshearaboutpeoplechangingoncetheygetintonew

relationships,butIneverthoughtyou’dbeoneofthem,”she

complainswithherarmsfolded,adoptingafakecheesed-offface.

“Iwishthatwastrue,butwearenotinarelationshipyet,I’m still

textinglikeafool-declaringmylove,”hesays.

Shewantedtotalkaboutthat,shequicklyputsherpurseonhis

deskandcuriouslylooksathim.

“Butshe’sintoyou,Icanseethat.OnethingI’m curiousabout

thoughisyourcondition.Doyouthinkshewillunderstand?”



Heswallowsbackhard.He’sfalleninloveagain,onethinghe

wantstohavethistimeisnormalcy,somethingheknowsvery

wellhecan’thave.

“Ifshelovesme,shewillunderstand.”There’snoonehe’sever

beenromanticallylinkedwithwhohasunderstood,notevenhis

latewife,Fezeka.Butthistimehehashope,Londekalooksbrave.

“Shouldn’tyoutellhernowthough?”-Mela.

“Andlooklikeafool?NoMela,Idon’tenjoybeinglabeled.”His

gazedropstothefloor,heinhalessharplyandlooksatMela

again.Hedoesn’twanttotalkaboutthisnow.

“Butifshelovesyoushe’sgoingtotryandunderstandwhoyou

are.It’snotlikeyouharm peopleorbringbadspiritsafteryou

happenedtoswitch,”shesays.

Aloudmouth!That’sonethinghedoesn’tlikeaboutMela,she

neverstopstalking.Sheknowshowmuchhe’striedtohidehis

zombie-personalityfrom theworld.Backhometheyknow,but

hereonlyhisclosefriendsknowaboutit.

“Comeon,Sgcino.Youcan’tstartarelationshipwithdishonesty,”

–Mela.

“Okay,sowhatdoyouwantmetosay?‘HeyLondekaIloveyou

butsometimesItalktoghosts.Andwhileweareonthat,Ikilled

mywife.’Isthatwhatyouwantmetosay?Huh?”Hisforehead

furrows,tearsdistortshisvisionbuthequicklysteelsup.

“Sgcino,Icareaboutyou,Iwasjustadvisingyoubutifyoudon’t

thinkit’stimeforthatyet,Irespectyourdecision,”Melasays



regretfully.

Hesighs,maybehe’sabitharsh,Melaisnotlying.

“I’m scared,Ijustwanttohaveanormallife,”hesays.

“Iknow,Ihopeshegivestheanswersoon.”

“Hopefully.”

-

-

Heneedstofillthecarsothatinthemorninghewon’thaveany

delaysbeforegoingtowork.Ashefinishesexchangingcashwith

thepetrolattendanttwomenapproachhiscar.Oneisasecurity

guard,he’sstillinhisuniform probablycomingfrom work.The

otheroneisinfittedjeansandablackhoodiethat’spulledover

hisforehead.Theydon’tlooklikecriminals,eventhoughthem

checkingtheregistrationofhiscarisunsettling,theycan’t

possiblerobhim inagarage.

Hepullsoffthehoodie,thesecondone,andhelooksathim with

awidefakegrin.

“Mageba,”hesays.

Theyknowhim?That’suncomfortable.

“Ya,”–Hesoundsunfriendly,butwhowouldbefriendlyina

situationlikethis?

“I’m MahuboHlongwane,”thehoodieguysays.

Hlongwane?Heshiftshiseyestotheoneinasecurityuniform,



anddamn,theresemblanceofLondekaissalient.

Histhroatissuddenlydry.Theyknowhe’spursuingaloveinterest

withtheirsister,Londekatoldhim abouttheinterrogation,and

he’sheardabouthowaversetheyaretopeace.

“Wearenotheretogetthecows.”ItseemslikethisMahubois

goingtodoallthetalking.Theotheronehasn’tsaidanything,but

hestilllooksaggressiveregardless.

“Sowhatdowecallyou?”Youalreadyknowwho’sasking.

Sgcinotakesadeepbreath,“I’m Sgcinumyalo,Ithinkthat’swhat

youshouldcallme.”

“I’m toohungrytopronouncethat,I’llneedtwomutton-piesanda

canofMonsteraftersayingyourname.”

Stupidinloveornaturallystupid,whicheveritis,hefindshimself

fishinghiswalletandpassingR100tothem.It’scalledukucubuza

(softeningyourin-lawswithmoney.)Huboisimpressedwiththe

R100,butnottooimpressedtothepointofforgettingwhyhe

followedthismanhereagainstSikelela’sadvice.

“Whyareyoucallingmysister?”heasks.

“Well,I’m amanandshe’sabeautifulwoman,”Sgcinosays.

Hubotakesacloselookathisface.“Youlookolderthanher.”

“Ageisjustanumber,”hesays.

Hubochuckles,“Anddeathisjustabigsleep,ifIfindoutthatyou

hurtherIwillkillyou.”



That’s…LOL,theyreallydon’tknowwhoheis.

Buthenods,“Iunderstand.”

“Thanksforthemoney,hopefullythere’smorewhereitcame

from.”

Theyfinallyleavehiswindow.Melawasrightaboutthem.

-

-

Londeka

Sgcinoiscallingme.Iletitringandonlypickupwhenhecallsfor

thesecondtime.SometimesIanswerandpretendtobeindeep

sleepsothatIcansoundabitsexy.

“Ummm hey,”–It’soneofthosefakesexyvoicesofmine.

“Areyousleeping?”

No,I’m standinginthekitchen.

“Yeah,butyou’vewokenmeup,”Isay.

“SorryMaHlongwane,Ishould’vecalledearlierbutIwasstill

recoveringfrom thefrightyourbrothersgaveme.”

Whaaat?Ijump,myelbowpushthepotonthetableandsendsit

tothefloorwithitscontent.

“Isthatapot?Ithoughtyouweresleeping,”heasks.



Irollmyeyes;whatever!

“Yousaidmybrothersgaveyouafright,whichonesandhowdo

theyknowyou?”Iask.

“Idon’tknow,Ithinktheytrackedmycar.Butit’snothing,Ibought

Mahubopiesbecausemynameistoolongforhim topronounce

inanemptystomach,”hesays.

Idon’tneedanyconfirmation,whenhesaysthatpiestoryIknow

Mahubodidit,that’sjustlikehim.

“I’m sorry,he’snotabadperson,peoplejustdon’tunderstandhis

jokes.”He’smybrother,ofcourseIwillpaintagoodpictureof

him,butdeepdownIknowmybrothersarewhatpeoplesaythey

are.

“Whydon’tyoumakehisthreatworthy?”heasks.

“Meaning?”Iknowexactlywhathemeans.

“Givemeachance,IknowI’m uglybutbelieveme,myheartis

beautiful,”hesays.

Ialwaysfinditboastfulwhengood-lookingpeoplecall

themselvesugly,liketheywantyoutocorrectthem andtellthem

whattheirmirrorshavealreadytoldthem.

“You’renotugly,”IsaybecauseIwantedtobeamotivational

speakergrowingup.

“IfI’m notuglythenwhyhaven’tIreceivedmyresponsefrom

MaHlongwane?”

“OkayfineSgcino,whenarewegoingonadateasacouple?”



There’saminuteofsilence,thenhisvoicecracksin;

“Wait…weareacouple?”heasks.

“Youhavefivesecondstofigureitout,”Isay.

“Ijustneedclaritybecause...”

Icount;“One…two…”

“Okaysthandwasami,Saturday.Ipromiseyou,you’renotgoingto

regretthis,”hesays.

“IhopenotbecauseI’m scaredofheartbreaks.”

“Don’tworry,yourheartissafewithme.”

Idon’ttrustmen,butthisoneseemsdifferentandmature.I’m not

sureaboutthepotandfishandpotatoesonthefloor,butone

thingI’m sureofisthatI,LondekaHlongwane,am nolonger

single.

-

-

Isleptlikeababy,beinginrelationshipfeelsgreatfrom dayone.

Melatoldmeshewasaround,Idecidedtomeetupwithherfor

drinksandsharethenews.It’snotbreakingnewsbecauseshe

alreadyknewIfeelabouthim.

I’m havingaGimlet,she’sonsomeHoly-Maryseasonandjust

drinkingjuice.

“WhereisSthembiso?”



Thisisalwaysthefirstthingsheasksme.Idon’tthinkit’shealthy

tocrushonamarriedmanlikethiswhileyouhaveyourown

boyfriend.

“He’shomewithhiswife,”Iemphasizethelastpart.Idon’tknow

whereSthembisoisthough.

Sherollshereyes,“Youcould’vejustsaidhe’shome.Sowhat’s

thisglowwithyou?Evenyoureyeshaveaspark,what’sup?”

“Iwouldliketohavemynameremovedfrom Singleville,”Isay.

“Yasss,yougogirl!”Sheraisesherglassandwetoasttomynew

relationship,asuccessfuloneIpray.

“Tellmemoreabouthim,IfeellikeIdon’tknowmuchabouthim

yet.”Trustmetogetintoarelationshipandgettoknowaboutthe

personlater.

“He’sold-school,there’salotof1954shityou’regoingtogo

through,”shesays.

Iknowhecomesfrom theruralareas,justlikemyself,buthe

seemedabitclassyandcivilized-ifthat’stheword.

“Briefme,assomblief,”Isaytakingasipfrom mycocktail.

“Ithinkastimegoesonyouwillhavetodeclareyourloveforhim

publicly,theZuluway.Andtherewillbegifts-exchanging

ceremoniesfortheparentstogettoknowoneanother.Youknow

hiswifeislate,Ithinkhe’slookingforstability,he’sneverbeen

theadventuroustype,solobolanegotiationsmayhappenindue

time.”



Idon’tknowwhyI’m overwhelmedbythisbecauseIcomefrom

Mashobaandthat’sexactlyhowthingsaredone.Maybebecause

I’vealwaysexcludedmyselffrom suchtraditionalthings,they

wastemoneyandsometimesrelationshipsdon’tevenworkout.

Imaginebreakingupwithsomeoneafteryou’vesentsleeping

blankets,groceryandallkindsofgifts.

“He’sgenerousthough,hebelievesintakingcareofhiswoman

andtakingcontrol,”shesays.

“I’m analphafemale,Ihopewedon’tbumpheadsalongtheway,”

Isay.

Shelaughs,“H-forhectic,butIthinkyouguyswillworkout.”

Ourfoodcomes,I’m goingtoeatenoughheresothatIdon’t

touchthesampIleftmymothercookingathome.I’m spoiling

myselfwithmacandcheeseandporkribs.Wedon’teatporkat

home,Idon’tknowwhomadetherule,butIthinkallofus,

children,eatitwhenwearegoneout.

Melaiseatingonlyaleafygreensaladwithavocado.Icertainly

didn’tleavehometocomeandeatavocadoinarestaurant.

“Ummm wait,”Iswallowfirst.“IforgottotellyouthatHubotook

Sikelela,ourotherbrother,andwenttothreatenSgcino.Idon’t

evenknowhowhefoundhim.”

“Sgcinotoldmeaboutitlastnight,don’tworryabouthim,hecan

handletheblows,”shesays.

“Ijustfeellikehim beingtheenemyofpeaceproveswhatpeople

alwayssayaboutus,theHlongwanes.Babawasamanof



principles,hewouldn’thaveapprovedofthischaosthat’s

currentlyhappeninghereinthevillage.”

“Everyoneisresponsible,myfamilytooplayedapartinthechaos.

IhopethispeacefulnesslastsbecauseI’m tiredoflivinginfear.”

“Ithinkeveryoneistired,butitbroughtmeonegoodthing;Sgcino.

IfIwasn’tinhidingourpathswouldn’thavecrossed.”

Sherollshereyesandsmiles,“I’m goingtohaveSgcinoforlunch

anddinnertoday.Let’stalkaboutsomethingelse,haveyouever

heardofaghost-whisperer?”

Seriously?I’m eatingmyribsandshewantstotalkaboutghosts.

“Themovie?”Iask.

“No,realpeoplewhocanseeandtalkwithghosts.InanAfrican

perspectiveit’sasupernaturalgift,butwesternsciencemay

defineitasdelusionaldisorderwhereapersonseeandhear

thingsthatdon’texistandbelievethey’retrue,”shesays.

“That’ssomespookyshit,I’veneverheardofsuch,”Isay.

“It’snotcommon,butIknowsomeonewhohadthatcondition.It

hadhim forhourswhiletheywereontheroadatnightwithhis

wife,heeventuallypulledupatthesideoftheroadwherehe

claimedapersonhaddiedinacarcrashanddidn’tfindpeace,

whilehewastheresomethingscaredthewifeandshedroveoff

withouthim.Afewmetersawayshehadacaraccidentandshe

passedaway.”

Idon’tlikeghoststories,butthisonesoundsfar-fetched,I’m not



scared-maybebecauseI’m tipsytoo.

“Whatdidhedowhenhiswifediedbecauseofhisspookyways?”

Iask.

Worrylinesetchonherfacebeforesheblowsoutadeepsigh.

“Hewasshatteredandobviouslyblaminghimself.Hisfamily

wantedhim tobeinitiatedtobecomeasangomabutthatdidn’t

workout,”shesays.

“Whereishenow?”

“Huh?”

Irepeatthequestion,“Whereishe?”

“He’sstillalive,he’sattendedtherapyandcurrentlyon

antidepressantsbecausesometimeshebecomestooanxious

andparanoid.Healwaysbesprinklehiscarwithroughsalt

everytimehedrivesatnight,”shesays.

“Ihopemypathnevercrosswithhis.”I’m prayingtoGod,not

judginghim.

“CanIhaveasipofyourcocktail?”sheasks.

“Madam,Ithoughtyouwereonajourneytosobriety,”Isay

laughing.

“Ineedadrink,trustme,”shesays.

Well,welcomebacktotheteam babe!



“Londeka?”thevoicecomesbehindourtableandwequicklyturn

ourheads.Wearedoneandsplittingthebill.

It’smybrother,Sthembiso.Theydon’tknowofmyfriendshipwith

aMshengu.

“Hey,”Isay.

Thisisgoingtobeawkward,he’salreadylookingatMelawithso

muchcontempt.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”heasksme.

“HavinglunchwithMela,”Isay.

“Isshenotadaughterofamanwhokilledyourfather?”heasks.

Meladoesn’tevenknowhowtoreact,he’sherfamily’senemyand

herbiggestcrush.He’snotinagoodmoodtoday,Idon’tlikethe

wayhe’slookingatherbecauseMelaonlysaysgoodthingsabout

him regardlessofwhathashappened.

“She’sagoodpersonandshehasn’tdoneanythingwrongtous,”I

defendher.

“Idon’tcare,youcanbefriendanygirlintheworld,justnotthis

bobblehead.”

He’soutofline.Icancallhernamesbecauseshe’smyfriendand

wecanalwaysfightitout,buthedoesn’thavetherighttocallan

innocentgirlabobblehead.

“That’srude,Sthembiso.You’rethelastpersonIexpectto

disrespectawoman,”Isay.



“It’sfinebabe,howmucharewetippingthewaitress?”She’shurt.

“No,hehastoapologize,”IsayandlookatSthembisofiercely.

Hesnapshisbrows,“IfyouwanttodocomedygotoComedy

Central.”

“She’smyfriend,bhuti!”Icanfeeltearswellingup,Iquicklyadopt

asighandcomposure.

“GetupLondekaBlossom Hlongwane.”

ThisiswhyI’m notcoolwithhim,whythefuckisheaddressing

mebythatname?Heretrieveshiswalletandfisheshiscredit

card.

“Howmuchisthebill?”heasks.

Wewerestillsplitting.Hesnatchesthebillandrunshiseyesover

itandthensignalsforthewaitresstogivehim thespeed-point.

Melapicksherpurseandsayshergoodbyeandleaves.

Ifeellikeafailureofafriend,Ididn’tstandupforherenoughand

nowherdayhasbeenruined.

“Londekaareyoucrazy?Whatifherbrotherscamehereand

harmedyou?Youcansharethetablewithanyone,butnotyour

enemy.”

IhavealottosaybutIdon’twanttobesummonedtofamily

meetingsandhavemyfather’sthreeboredwivesonmybackfor

beingdisrespectful.

IwillcheckuponMelalater.



(Ifyoustillhaven'trecievedLovingBeyondTheTemplehalaatme

onWhatsapp:0637108652)



SIKELELA

Chapter15

SGUQA

Hewalksinwithhislowerliplatchedbetweenhisteeth,thereare

horizontallinesetchedonhisforeheadwhichmeansonething;

someoneangeredhim.

Zimelooksathim ashetakeshisshoesoffwithoutsayingaword

toherandthrowinghimselfonthebed.Shelastsawhim around

mid-day,whereisherkiss?

“Sthembiso,”shesayssoftlyclimbingonthebedtolienexttohim.

“It’sLondeka,”herevealsbeforesheasks.They’renottheclosest

siblings,bothofthem getalongbetterwiththeirhalf-siblingsfrom

othermothersthanwitheachother.

“Whatdidshedo?”Zimeaskswithworry.Thismanhasbeenher

bestfriendforyears,whilemanypeoplekissfrogsbeforethey

findtheirprince-charming,whenshefoundamanhewastheone.

Henevertriedtochangeher,helovesherforwhoheis,notmany

womenfindthat.Shehatesseeinghim sadlikethis.

“IwalkedintoherhavinglunchandalcoholwithaMshengugirl,”

hesays.

“AMshenguasintheeMshengus?”Herwidegazemeetshis,he

pullshertohisarm andsqueezesherontohischest.AMshengu



namecan’tbespitwithaHlongwaneinonesentence;it’swater

andoil.

“Idon’tknowwhatthatbobbleheadisupto.Theygrewupinthe

samevillageandtheydidn’tbecomefriends.Whyisshe

befriendingLondekanow?”He’sconvincedsomethingisup.

“Londekaneedstobecareful,Idon’ttrustthosepeople,”Zime

says.

“She’sstupid,she’llonlyrealizethatwhensheseesthem pointing

agunbetweenhereyesanditwillbeservingherright,”hesays.

Zime’smouthopensloosely,hereyeswiden.Hecan’ttalklike

thatabouthissister.

“She’syoung,I’m sureshedidn’tthinkaboutanyofthat,shejust

sawabeautifulgirlandbefriendedher,”shesaysindefense.

Hescoffs,“Beautiful?Mxm.”

“Comeon,Idon’tlikehowyourrelationshipwithLondekais.

You’reclosertoeveryonebuther.I’m notsayingyourother

siblingsdon’thaveyourback,butthefirstpersonyou’llhavewhen

theworldclosesuponyouistheoneyousharedawombwith,”

shesays.

Hiseyenarrowsf,“Whataboutyou?”

“IfI’m notaround,obviously.YouhavemeaslongasIlive,”she

saysandtakesadeepsigh.“However,youneedtogetcloserto

yoursister.IfIhadasibling,trustmeI’dtreatthem likeapieceof

diamond.”



“You’remakingitsoundlikeIdon’tloveher,”hesays.

“Lovingsomeoneandnotshowingthem isthesameasnotloving

her.Iknowhowmuchyoulove,Sthembiso.Youlovedeepand

daringly.Beinghardonherisnotgoingtobearperfection.”

“I’m nothardonher,Ijustwanthertobestrongandindependent,”

hesays.

“Keepingyourdistanceisnotgoingtomakeherindependentand

strong,yourfatherisnomore,you’renowthepointofreference

forherregardingamalefigure.Soplease,makeaneffort,”she

says.

Heinhalessharplyandnods.

“Ihearyou,”hesays.

“Hearingandunderstandingisdifferent.”

“OkayMrsHlongwane,Iunderstandyou.”Heliftsherfacetohis,

theirlipslockintoasteamykissthatleadshishandstoherbutt.

She’snotwearinganythingundertheskirt,hisfingersaresliding

intoherbuttcrack.

Sheshiftsandchuckles,“Youhaven’teaten.”

“I’m goingtoeatyou,”hesaysandpullsherforanotherkiss.The

lasttimeheaskedforababyhegotignored,hopefullytodayifhe

triesagainthey’llgetsomewhere.

Heliftshertolieontopofhischestandwrapshisarmsaround

herwaist.Hiserectionispokingupather,sheadjustsher

positionnottohurthim.



“Doyouremembermyrequest?”heasks.

Sheknows;shegigglesandburiesherfaceonhischest.Hislips

stretchintoasmile,heliftshertofacehim.

“Whatareyouscaredof?”heasks.

“I’m notscared,”shedenies.

“Thenwhydon’tyouwantmetobecomeafather?”Hedoesn’t

wanttoputpressureonher,buttherearepeopleputtingpressure

onhim;he’sover35withoutachild.

“Idon’thaveamother,Sthembiso.I’veneverhadafigureofa

motherandIprobablyneverwill.WhatifIbecomeabadmother

andthere’snoonetohelpme?”

“Thatwon’thappen,I’m here,soismyfamily,”hesays.

Sheinhalessoftly,“Yourfamilydon’tlikeme.Iknowifyouhappen

todieIwillbesentbackhomebeforeyourbodyevendecompose

inthesoil.AndifIhappentodietheywillbehappyandstart

lookingforanotherwifeforyoubeforemycoffinevengoes

down.”Theystaytogether,sheonlygoestothemainhomestead

whenthere’saspecialoccasionandshealwaysmakessureshe

doesn’tsteponanyone’stoes.Nomatterwhatshedoesshewill

neverbegoodenoughforhismothers,heknowsthattoo.

“Doyouneedanyoneelsetoloveyou?”heasks.

Sheshakesherhead.

“Good,becausenomatterwhatanyonesaysorthinksaboutyou,I

loveyouandyoulovemetoo,”hesays.



Tearsdistorthervisionandstreaksdownhereyes.Shesmiles

throughthem andkisseshislips.

“Iwanttocarryyourchildren,Iknowyou’regoingtobeagood

father,”shesays.

He’sblownaway.Afaintsmileappearsonhisface,hishands

reachtohercheeksandwipethetears.

“Really,baby?

Shesmiles,“Yes,I’m downforit.”

“Thankyou,mkami.Itmeansalot,you’regoingtobeagreatmom.

Let’sstartnow.”Nowhe’spushingit.

“Now?Youhaven’teveneatenandit’snotlikeIwillgetpregnant

today.”She’slaughingandclimbingoffthebed.

He’sleftwithhiserectionandstupidgrinonthebed.Hiseyesare

onher,whileotherpeoplefallinloveonceandlivetherestoftheir

livescreatingmemoriestohonorthatlove,he’sfallinginlove

eachandeverydaywithhiswife.Theirsisnotanormallovestory,

beforesheevenagreedtogooutwithhim healreadyhadtoldhis

fatheraboutherbecomingaHlongwanewife.Shebecame

someonehewantedtospendtherestofhislifewiththefirsttime

hesethiseyesonher.Shewasjoggingintheafternoonandhe

hadaflattyreonhiswaytoDarnallSugarMill.Likealady,she

stoppedandaskedifhewasgettinganyhelp.Helpwasonthe

waybuthesaidno,soshestoodwithhim andcalledhercousin.

Whatattractedhim firstwasherupturnedsmalleyesandhigh

cheekbones.Heroliveskinwasperspiring,nonethelessshewas



thebesthe’deverseenanddreamytolookat.

Shestilltakeshisbreathaway.

“Comehere,”hecallsherbacktobed.

Shesighsheavilyandwalksbacktohim.Healwaysdoesthis,

there’snothinghewantstodoexceptkissingherandmakingher

confessthatsheloveshim.

Hetuckshishandaroundherneckandbringsherdowntohis

face.Hislipsbrushherstenderly,heshutshiseyesandinhales

herbreathanddeepensthekiss.Histongueswirlsinsideher

mouth,shegrabshiswaistandmoansamorously.

He’sbreathingheavily,hepullsbackandstaresather.Hiseyes

exudeslove,protection,safety,patienceandthatelementshe

alwaysseesinhiseyes.‘Igotyou’assurance.

“IloveSthembiso,”shesays.

Heholdsherhandandsqueezesit.That’senoughforhim;

hearingthosewordsiseverything.

“Iloveyoutoo,Iwilleathereinbed,Ihopeyoudon’tmind.”He

knowshowshefeelsaboutthat,hehasaknowingsmileonhis

faceandasexyeyesquint.

He’scute,shecanmakeanexceptionfortoday.

“Ungajwayelikodwa,”shesayswalkingout.

Helaughs,“Thankyou.”



.

.

SIKELELA

He’shome,hismotheraskedhim tocome.There’snomore

enthusiasm ofcominghome;nowitalwaysfeelslikehe’scoming

tonothing.Lifehaschangedsomiserably.Hemissesmaking

longnightcallsandwalkingthroughthevillageatnighttogoand

surpriseherwithavisit.Watchingherhelpingherselfwith

whicheversnackshebroughther;shewasalwaysgrateful.He

alwaysputherfirst,sometimeshe’deatvegetablesandKoo

bakedbeansthewholemonthtoaffordbuyinghereverything

othergirlshad.Heknewthesituationofhermother’smarriage,

herfatherdidn’thelpthem attimesandhehadtogivehermoney.

“Nxxx!”Hedropsthespoonwithhisjawsclenched.

Cebileraiseshereyebrow,“Ismyfoodthatbad?”

“No,I’m justnothungry,”hesays.

“Sincewhenyou’renothungryforspinachandisigwaqane.Ismy

age-matealreadygivingyoutroubles?”

Hedoesn’tanswerthat.He’snotinarelationshipwithanyoneand

heneverwill.

“WhendidyoulasttalktoVumo?”

Thatname…hecan’tbreathe!



“Aboutwhat?”Hisvoicecrackslow.

“She’scarryingababythatcouldbeyours,”Cebilesays.

“Madoyouknowhowpainfulwhatyou’resayingis?Doyouknow

howpainfulitistometohearhernameandnotthinkabout

someoneIlove,butremindmyselfofthebetrayalinstead?”

Cebiledriesherhandswithadish-clothandpullsachairandsits.

“Iknowhowaheartbreakfeels,yourfatherleftme,andjustlike

you,therewasnothingwrongthatIdid.Istillhatehim.”

“YetyouexpectmetoloveVumo,”hesays.

“BecauseVumoisyoung,sometimesshedoesn’tknowwhat

she’sdoing.Butyourfatheralreadyhadachildandawife,hewas

oldenoughtoknowwrongfrom right,”shesays.

“Soyou’renevergoingtoallowhiswivestocomehereandpay

what’sdue?”

“No,theycould’vedoneallthatwhenyouemptilylookedintomy

eyesandaskedifyourfatherwasevergoingtocomeanddefend

youagainstDlomo.Whennobodydefendedyouandyouendedup

goingoverDlomo’shouseandfoughtagrownmanattheageof

16becausehewouldn’tstopbullyingyou.Theycould’vecome

whenyoustartedscratchingyourearsandrefusedtospeakto

meoreatmyfoodbecauseIcouldn’taffordwhatyour

classmateswore.Whentheirhusbandwasstillaliveandtaking

careofalltheirchildren,includingthenon-biologicalones.”

He’sstaringather,hecanseehowdeepherpaingoes.



Sometimeshepraysforhertofindloveagain,maybeshe’dletgo

ofallthisanger.Butthenagainhewouldhavetoaddressthat

personasafather.

“Didyoulovehim?”heasks.

Shetakesadeepbreathandnods.

“Itwaswrong,hewasmarriedbutIlovedhim.”

“Beforethingswentwrong,howwashe?”heasks.

Shesmiles,thegorgeousqueenisback,there’sasparkinher

eyes.Thisistakingherbacktothosehey-days.

“Hehadanintenseaura,justlikeyou,andadeepvoicethatwas

alwayskeptlow.Tocharm girls,Ithink.Hepoppedhisfingers

whenhewasnervousandchewedtheculm ofgrasswhenhewas

angry.Hedidn’tlaughmuchbutwhenhediditwasheartily.”

Watchingherspeakabouthim you’dswearshedoesn’thatehim,

butshe’sjustinherheartforamoment,innotimeshewillsnap

back.

“HelovedSthembiso,hewasthecenterofhisworld.Iguesshe

lovedhiskids,excepttheonehemadewithme.”Hersensesare

back.Shehatesthatman!

“Idolooklikehim,whydoyouthinkhehatedme?”Thisisthe

questionhewisheshehadachancetoaskMkhonto,maybehe

would’vefoundclosure.

“Eatyourfood,”Cebilesayswithadeepsigh.

Shedoesn’thavetheanswer,ifshedidshewould’vetoldhim a



longtimeago.

Silencefallsintotheroom,hepicksthespoonandeatshisfood.

-

-

He’slyinginthebedgoingthroughhisoldmessages.Todayhe

hastoletgoofthememories;hehastodeleteeverythingthat

connectshim totheNtulis.EvenQambi,she’salwaysbeengood

tohim,shewasthefirstNtulitoaccepthim butnowhehastosay

goodbye.Hubowasright,hewon’tbeabletohandlethewebhe’d

beinsertinghimselfintoifheagreestowhatshesuggestedthe

lasttimehesawher.

Heerasesalltheirmessages,howeversomelivesrent-freeinhis

headandforgettingthem maytakeforever.Hesendsonelast

messagetoQambithankingherforeverythingandwishingher

thebestinlife.

ThenhescrollsdowntoVumo’s,hisfingertapsthecallbutton

anditrings.Theyhaveleftthevillage,hedoesn’tknowwherethey

areandit’sgoodthatway.Atleasthewon’tseeheraroundand

hewon’thearabouther.

“Sikelela,”sheanswersinashallowvoice.

“Hi,”hesaysandheavesasilentbreath.Whydidhedothis?It’sa

torture,he’striggeringthingshe’stryingtogetover.

“Areyouthere?”sheasksafteralongmomentofsilence.

Heexhalesaudibly,“Yes,Ijustwantedtosaygoodbyeandgood



luck.”

“Why?”Hervoicebreaks.

“Iwillbechangingmynumber,Ihavedeletedeverythingandgot

ridofallthegifts.Ihopeyoudothesametoo.”

“Doyouthinkyou’lleverforgiveme?”

“No,”hesays.

There’samomentofsilence.

Hetakesadeepbreath,“Iwillneverforgetthegoodtimeswehad

togethereither.Lovingyouhasbeenthebiggesthighlightofmy

loveuntilnow.I’m notsurewherelifewilltakemerightnowbut

you,Vumo,gavemehopetobeholdforthelongesttimeofmylife

whereeverythingelsewasdark.Andyousavedmefrom myself,

youtaughtmehowtoloveawomanandloveright.Thankyoufor

that,Iwillfindwaysofembracingthescarsyou’veleftmewith

andmaybeloveagain.”

Sniffs.

She’scrying.Hisheartbreaksintopieces,thisistheENDofthem,

heneverimaginedthem endinglikethis.

“I’m sorry,Sikelela,”shesays.

“It’sokay,goodluckwitheveryjourneyyouembarkoninthe

future.Thisismesayinggoodbye,myfirstlove.”

She’ssobbingloudly.

Heinhalessharplyandendsthecall.



-

-

SGUQA

Hewantstohaveaconversationwithhismothersbeforegoingto

hishouse.It’snotsettlingwellwithhim thatnothinghasbeen

donetoacknowledgeSikelelatodate.Hismotherisangry,who

wouldn’tbe?Butthatdoesn’tmeantheyshouldnottryanything.

He’scomehome,they’veseenhim,everyoneknowswhoheis

exceptforthegirlswhohaven’tmethim yet.

MaXulucookedsteamedbreadandchickenstew.Themoment

shesawhersonsteppinginsidetheyardsheyelledforLondeka

togettheplateready.Hersonhaslostsomuchweight,shecan

literallycounthisribsunderthatT-shirtfrom adistance.He’s

beingstarvedbythatlazyboneshecallsawife.

“Ma,Ijustateinmyhouse,”hesays.

MaXuluputstheplateinfrontofhim andshovestheforkinhis

hand.

“Youatewhat?Thosenoodlesshealwayscooks,”shescoffs.

Heeatsbecausehelovessteamedbreadandhismother’sstew

andhedoesn’twanttoargueabouthiswifetoday.

MaDlaminiwalksinwithaplateofsweet-potatoesandmadumbe.

Sheheardthewordandquicklyarrangedhim somethingtoeat.If



theydon’ttakecareofhim astheirmothersZimewillstarvehim

todeath.

“Thankyou,Ma,”hesays.

He’snotgoingtoeatallofthisandthatwillleadintothem

packingthefoodforhim inaTupperwarecontainerforhim toeat

tomorrow.Zimewillbeoffended,welcometohislife!

“IactuallycameheretotalkabouttheDlamukaissue.Sikelela

hasacknowledgedusashisfamily,it’snowtimeforustofight

forhim andshowthatwecareandwewanthim tobea

Hlongwane,”hesays.

“Buthismotheristhekey,wecan’tgooverherword,”MaXulu

says.

“Icangotoherandtrytotalktoher,maybewecanagreeon

something,”hesays.

“Whendoyouplantodothat?”

There’sagunshot…

Anotheronefollowsshortly,thenit’ssilentagain.

“Thatwasn’tfar,”hesaysgettingoffthechair.

MaXuluisalreadyhidingunderthetable.

Ashesprintsoutofthedoorhehearsacardrivingoff.Huboruns

outofhisrondavelarmedwithhisgunandacleaver.

“Weretheyinyourhouse,bafo?”

Hedoesn’tknow.Hecan’tanswer.Hecan’tbreathe.



Zimeisinthehousealone.



SIKELELA

Chapter16

SGUQA

Huboisbehindhim,ashegetsclosertothedoorheloseshis

strengthandalmostfallsontheground.Thefrontdoorisopen,

thekitchenlightisstillon.He’sdragginghimselftothebedroom

hopinghisinstinctsarewrong.

Thebedroom doorisopen,thefirstthingheseesisherphone

lyingonthefloorwithcracksonthescreen.She’sonthebedlying

onherstomachcoveredinablood-soakedduvet.

Hubogetsin,hiseyesruntothebedandheseeshissister-in-law

lyingwithableedingwoundonherhead.

She’sdead.Sguqadidn’tmakeittothebed,he’sonhisknees

withhisfaceburiedinhishands.Huboistheonlysaneonehere,

thenextmovehastocomefrom him andithastobemature.He

callsThobaniandthenthepolice,thenhegoestoSguqaandlifts

up.Hedragsthechair,makeshim sitonitandputsaglassof

sugar-waterinfrontofhim.They’vebeentotheMshengusto

attackandfoughtmanyotherpeopleinthepast,buttheyhave

nevertouchedawoman,never!

Thobaniarriveswiththeirmothers,sistersandafewneighbors.



Sthembisohasn’tsaidanything,hehasn’tlookedatanyone,but

everyoneknowswhathe’sgoingthroughrightnow.Londekais

cryingtheloudest,thishasgonetoofar,innocentpeopleare

dying.

Thepolicearriveandstartaskingquestions.Yes,they’reasking

questionsinsteadofdrivingthevantotheMshengusand

arrestingeveryonetheyfindintheyard.Theforensicteam do

theirjob,ZimeHlongwanehasbeendeclareddeadaftertwo

gunshotwoundsinthehead.

TheofficerturnstoHuboandlooksatthefirearm inhishand.

“CanIseethelicenseforthat?”

“IsthelicensegoingtohelpyoufindtheMshengusandraisemy

sister-in-law?”

Hismotherpullshisarm,helooksbackatherandgetstheelook.

Heleavesthecrimescene-bedroom-andgoesoutside.He’s

shortlyjoinedbyThobaniwhohasakitchenknifehiddenbehind

hiswaist.

“Arewewaitingforthepolicetoleave?”heasks.

“WearewaitingforSguqatotelluswhathewantsustodoand

thenwewillmakeithappen,”Hubosays.

“DoyouthinktheywantedSis’Zimeortheymadeamistake

becauseSguqawasn’thome?”Thobanineverknowswhat’sgoing

onuntilhe’stold.Attimeslikethisnobodyhastimetothinkfor



him.

“Arewesafe?”heasks.

Hubotakesadeepbreath,“TomfoolsgothereandshotSguqa’s

wifedead.Yes,weareverymuchsafebrother.”

“I’m goingtocallmalume,”Thobanisaysquicklyexcusinghimself

beforegettingmoreclapbacks.

Huboretrieveshisphonefrom thepocketandscrollsdownfor

Sikelela’snumber.Hisbloodisboiling,ifhehadthingshisown

wayhewould’vegonetotheMshengusasZime’sbodyleaves,

buthehastorespectSguqa’swishes–whatevertheyare.

Sikelelapicksupinaverylowdistressingtone.

“Hubo,unjani?”

“Notgood,theyjustkilledSis’Zime.”

“Who?TheMshengus?”Hesoundsalarmed.

“There’snooneelsewho’dwantSguqatofeelsuchpainexcept

them,”Hubosays.

“Butawoman?They’recowards,whydidn’ttheyfacehim man-to-

maninsteadofkillingadefenselesswoman?”

“Maybetheywantustostartkillingtheirwomentoo,whichisn’ta

problem atall.”

“WhereisSguqa?”



“He’sinsidethehouse,hehasn’tspokentoanyone.”

“Sendmycondolencestohim whenyougetthechance.Letme

knowearlywhenthefuneralissothatIcaninform myboss.”

“Okaybafo,thepoliceareleavingnow,Ihavetogoinsidethe

house.”

“Don’tdoanythingstupid.Sguqadoesn’tneedyoutostresshim

rightnow,ifthere’sanythingIcanhelpwithletmeknow.”

“Okay,Iwilldothat.”Hedropsthecall,takesadeepsighand

goesbackinsidethehouse.

Theirmothershavestartedcleaningthebedroom.Sguqaissitting

intheotherbedroom withacoupleofvillagemenwhocame

armedwithcudgelsandcleavers.He’sstillinastateofshock,he

candoanythingbutlivewithoutZime.

Hubositsnexttohim,everyoneiswaitingforhisword.Revenge

canbecarriedoutatanygiventime;itsaneyeforaneye.They

alwaysrespondtotheMshenguswiththelanguagetheyboth

understand.Butthistimearoundthingsaredifferent,theytookit

toofar.

“Wecangowithoutyou,”Hubosays.Hewasbornreadyforwar.

“Idon’twantyoutohurtanyone,”Sguqasays.

Hubo’sbrowsfurrow.Peoplehavetogethurt,alotofthem.

“You’regoingtoletthem getawaywithit?”heasks.



“No,IonlywantBusizwe’shead.”Busizweistheeldestsonof

Mshengu,he’stheonebehindeverythingthathisfamilydoes.

“He’salwayswithhiscousinsandbrothers,wecan’tgethim

withoutgoingthroughthem,”Hubosays.

“Iwillgethim.”Hesoundssureofhimself.

Hubojustnods.Ifitwasuptohim Busizwe’sheadwould’vebeen

choppedafterthey’vekilledeverythingthathasaMshengublood

runningthroughitsveins,theirdogsandcatseven.

“Theyshould’vekilledme,notmywife.”

“Sorrybafo,”Hubosaysfidgetingwithhisfingers.Heknowshow

muchhisbrotherlovedhiswife,hecan’tthinkofasingleword

thatcancomforthisheartatthismoment.

“Buttheyhavekilledmeanyway.MaybeIshouldn’thavemoved

out,shewould’vebeensafeathomethanhere.”

“Don’tblameyourself,youdidwhatyouneededtodoforyour

marriagetobeharmoniousandyoumadeherhappyuntilthelast

day.She’sproudofyou,”Hubosays.

Heshakeshishead,“Proudthatshecaughtbulletsbecauseof

me?Ifetchedherfrom EMthunzini,Imarriedherandchangedher

surnametothis.This,Mahubo!Ibroughtherheretodiebeforewe

evenmakeournameandchildren.”

MaXuluwalksin.Itwouldbehypocriticalofhertostartcrying

todaywhereasshe’sneverappreciatedZimesinceshebecamea



partofherson’slife.Butshe’ssorry,hersonisinpain.

“Pleasegivemeheraunt’snumber,”shesays.

SguqapasseshisphonetoHubo.HubosearchesforZime’s

aunt’snumberandcopiesittoMaXulu’sphone.

“ShouldIaskLondekatobringsomethingtodrink?”MaXuluasks.

“Yes,”Huboreplies.

ShelooksatSguqa,“Doyouneedanything?”

“Ionlyneedmywife,MaXulu.Butyoupeoplemistreatedher,Ihad

tomoveoutandliveherewithheraloneandnowshe’sdead.”Yes,

hismothersalsoplayedaroleinthis.Theyout-castedZimeand

nowshe’scaughtbulletsforthesamepeoplewhoneverwanted

her.

“Thisiswhatyouwanted.Gotoyoursisters,throwapartyand

rejoice,”hesays.

“Youwerealwaysgoingtomoveoutofthemainhouse.Don’t

blameusforwhattheMshengusdid.Ineverwisheddeathon

ZimeregardlessofhowIfeltabouther.”

Sguqastandswithhiseyebrowssnapped.

“Feltabouther?Theonlypersonyouweresupposedtofeel

anythingforisdead,myfather.Youhadnobusinesstofeel

anythingformywife,allyouhadtodowastobekind.”

“Howisitmyfaultthatsomeonegothereandshotyourwife?

Huh,Sthembiso?Howam Iresponsibleforthewarthatyouarea

partof?”



Oneman,Kubheka,standsandpullsSguqadown.Hehasevery

righttoexpresshispain,butrespectinghiswife’ssoulismore

important.

“Calm down,let’snotholdherback,sheneedstorestinpeace,”

Kubhekasays.

“Bafo,wewilltalkaboutthiswhenthetimeisright,”Hubosays

pattinghisshoulder.Theycan’tfighteachotherandtheenemyall

atonce.Yes,there’ssomuchtoresolveasfarasSguqaand

Zime’smarriageisconcerned.

Adroptearrollsdownhischeek,hetakesadeepbreathand

burieshisfaceinhishands.

-

-

LONDEKAHLONGWANE

Mybrotherisamess.IknewtheMshenguswerenotdone,butI

neverthoughttheywouldreturntokillawoman.Theyknowwho

they’refightingwith,notthatI’m wishingdeathonmybrothers,

butthisoneisasenselessmurder.IfitwassomeoneelseI

would’vecriedbutIwould’veknowntheyweren’tsaintseither.

Zimewasasaint,maybenotasaintthatmayfiteveryone’s

definitionbutshedidn’tbotheranyone.Shelivedwithher

husband,worehershortsanddrankherwineindoors.



Myphoneringsagain.It’sSgcino,he’scallingforthefifthtime

now.Itakeaheavybreath,composemyselfandanswer.

“WhatdidIdowrong?”heasks.

“Nothing.”Myvoicebreaks.Icanstillsmellherbloodfrom the

bedroom.

“Youdon’tsoundokay,”hesays.

“I’m not.Theykilledmybrother’swife;theyshotherinthehead,”I

say.

“Whokilledyourbrother’swife?”heasks.

“TheMshengus,”Isay.

“Mela’sbrothers?”

“Yes.”Ishutmyeyes,afewdropoftearsescapeandrolldown

mycheeks.Meladoesn’tknowwhathashappened,shewas

textingmeafewminutesagotellingmeshe’soutwithher

boyfriend.She’smyfriend,Iloveher,buthowdoIoverlook

everythingherfamilyhasdonetomine?

“Isitsafeforyoutobethere?”heasks.

“No,butIcan’tleaveuntilthefuneral,”Itellhim.

“Londeka,youcan’tdie,Ijustfoundyou.There’snoneedforyou

togamblewithyourlifejusttofollowmourningtraditions.”

“Sgcino,please!”

“IwishIcantakeyouawayandprotectyouuntileverythingisover.

I’m notreadytoreceiveacallaboutyoubeingdead.”



“I’m notgoingtodie,okay?Wearenowonguardandstaying

alert,”Isay.

Ihearasigh.

“Saturdayiscanceled,Iguess.PleaseansweryourphoneifI’m

callingyou,ifyoucan’tsendamessage.”Typicalman!

“Yessir,”Isay.

“Alsotellmeifyouneedsomething,evenifyoujustwanttotalk

andexpressyourpain.”

“Thankyou,Sgcino.”I’m yettofamiliarizemyselfwithcallinghim

petnames.

Hiscallleavesmefeelingalittlebetter.IevenrealizethatI’m

actuallyhungry,MasawhersonandforgotthatIhadn’teatenand

gavehim allthestew.Here,boysaretreateddifferentfrom girls.

IneedtofindmywayaroundZime’skitchenandfixsomething

freshbecauseI’m notbraveenoughtoeatthefoodshecooked

beforeshedied.

Mawalksin,I’m surprisedtoseeherandhersistersthis

supportivetoday.They’redoingeverythingright,I’m wondering

howtheyreallyfeelnowthatshe’sdead.She’soutoftheirson’s

life,butthequestionremains;howishegoingtolivewithouther?

“Whyareyoucookingbecausethere’sfoodintherefrigerator?”

sheasksme.

“Idon’tlikemacaroni,”Isay.



“SowhatareyoucookingbecauseIdoubtsheeverboughtreal

food?”Mymotherthough!

“IfSthembisowalksinandhearsyoumakesuchridiculing

commentshe’sgoingtobeangry,”Isay.

“That’snotridiculing,it’sthetruth.Healwayscamehomeforfood.

ButwhatcanIsay,themoneywentintothis.”Shepointsatthe

winecellar.

“Okay,canIcookinpeace?”Sthembisohardlycomeshomeifit’s

notworkrelated,brotherrelatedorifhewantstodiscussfamily

issues.Idon’trememberhim cominghomebecausehewas

hungry.Him andZimehadagoodmarriage,theywerebothhappy.

Speakingofhim,he’swalkingin.Mawalksout,theydon’teven

lookateachother.Iheardaboutthedisagreementtheyhad

earlier.Idon’tevenhavethecouragetolookathim.Ican’t

imaginehowitfeelsliketolosenotonlythepersonyouwerein

lovewith,butalsocamehometoeveryday.

“There’sfood,”hesays.

Whyishestandinginthemiddleofthekitchenatthistimeofthe

night?HeshouldbewithHuboandThobaniinthebedroom.

“Iwantsomethingelse,notmacaroni.”Ifindcouragetoturnand

facehim.Notmyclosestperson,butrightnowIwanttokillthe

peoplewhomademybrotherlookthisbroken.

“Howareyoufeeling?”It’sastupidquestion,it’sclearfrom the



swolleneyelidsandhopelessnessinhiseyes.

“Idon’tknow,”hesays.

Yeah,I’m thelastpersonhe’dopenuptointhisworld

“Areyouhungry?”Iask.

Heshutshiseyesandexhalesdeeply.I’m paininthearse.

“Sorry,”IapologizeandturnbacktothepotatoesIwaspeeling.

“Callyourfriend.”

DidIhearthatright?

Iturnandlookathim.

“Callyourfriendandgetherlocation,”hesays.

“Whichfriend?”Myheartisracing.Hecan’tbethinkingaboutwho

justcrossedmymind.Hecan’t!

“Thelight-skinnedMshengugirl,”hesays.

“ButMeladidn’tdoanythingwrong,she’snotevenheretoday.”

Mykneesaregettingweak,Ineedtopullachairandsit.

“Didmywifedoanythingwrong?”

“Thatquestionshoulddirectedtoherbrothers.Pleasebhuti,I’m

beggingyou,don’thurther.She’sagainstallofthis,shedoesn’t

havetoget…”

“WasZimenotyoursister?”

Iswallowhard,“Shewasmysister.”



“Yetyou’rechoosingtheenemyoverhersoul.”

Howam Ichoosing…urgh!

“Sthembiso,Ican’t,”Isay.

“Can’torwon’t?”heasks.

“Whatdoyouwantmetosay?I’m notakiller,ifIgiveyouMela’s

locationyouwillkillherandherdeathwillforeverbeinmy

conscience.Idon’twanttoenduplikeyou.”

Hestepsclosertome,Ipushthechairbackandstand.Hestands

infrontofmyface.I’veneverseenhim lookinglikethis;it’sscary.

“Givemehernumber,”hesays.

“No.”Myeyelidsfailtolockbacktears.Whycan’theunderstand

thingsfrom myperspective?Howismegivinghim Mela’s

locationdifferentfrom takingagunandshootinghermyself?

“She’smyfriend,please.”

“Zimeismywifetoo,buttheykilledher.”

“Areyougoingtokillher?”Myvoicetrembles.Iknowthere’sa

goodpossibilitythathewill,butI’m prayingforhim toremember

howZimefeltabouthim becomingatypicalHlongwaneman.

“No,Iwillnotkillher,”hesays.

“HowdoIbelievethat?You’reangrySthembiso,you’renot

thinkingstraight,”Isay.

Heextendshishandandopenshispalm forthephone.Isob

louder.Hedoesn’tcare,he’snevercaredformyfeelings.



MyhandisshakingasItakethephoneoutofmypocketand

handitovertohim.ItfeelslikeI’m handingovermyfriend’slife,

whichisn’ttoofarfrom thetruth.

Ithoughthe’dcopythenumber,buthe’stypingatextusingmy

phoneandsendingittoMela.I’m silentlyprayingforhernotto

respond,butaminutelaterthere’sabeep.

“Thereyougo,”hebringsitbackafterforwardingtheaddressto

hisnumber.“Don’tdosomethingthatwillmakemequestionyour

loyalty,"hesays.

“I’m loyaltomyfamily,but…”

“No‘but’,continuewithyourpots.”Heturnsandwalkstowards

thedoor.

“Pleasepromisemeyouwon’thurther,”Ibeg.

Noanswer.Hewalksoutandleavesmeintears.Myphoneisstill

inmyhand,IwanttotellhertorunbutnobodytoldZimetorun,

myloyaltywillbequestioned.

Evenifhedoesn’tdoanythingtoher,I’velostafriend.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER17

MelaminaMshengu

Iholdagrudgeagainstmyfamily.Mywholefamily.Apartofme

believesthatifIbelongedtoadifferentclan,oradifferentvillage,

orcountry,thingswould’vebeendifferent.Maybethat’swhyI

badlywantedtobewithSthembiso,Iknewhewasthetypethat

settlesdowneasilyandmarries,thatwould’vebeenmyticketout

oftheMshengunameandeverythingthatcomeswithit.Ijust

knewfrom thewayhecarriedhimselfinthevillage,he’salways

beendifferent.Iwasdoingprimaryschoolwhenhematriculated,I

hadmyeyesonhim sincethedayhewalkedintothehallofour

schoolandbeatuptheboywhohadpinchedLondeka’sear.He

wasallIwanted,aprotector.Hedidn’tmarrymethough,hewent

toStangerandcamebackwithaneedlesizedslayqueenthathe

wifed.Iwasheartbroken,at23Istillhadacrushonhim andhe

didn’tevenknowthatIexisted.

NowyoucanimaginethefloodofemotionsIwentthroughwhen

hecalledmeabobblehead.Ithinkthat’swhattheycallthosetiny

lightskinnedbarbie-dollswithlooseheads.Thedescriptionfits

mebutIthinkmynewleastfavouritewordisbobblehead.Istill

don’thatehim though,it’sthewordhesaidthatIhate,Ihold

nothingagainsthim,Ineverwill.



Londekaistextingmeagain.Iwonderwhyshe’sstillupatthis

time.It’snowpasteleven,Ishouldbegettingoutofhereaswell,

tomorrowIhaveanearlyappointmentwithmypsychologist.

**Melaareyoustillattheclub**-textmessage.

Irollmyeyesandtextherback.Iknowit’smidweek,butcanshe

chill?Myfriendshipwithherisoneofthemostshocking

experiencesI’vehadinthislife.Itwasn’tmeanttohappen,we’ve

neverhadanythingincommon,notevenmutualfriends.Beside

findingagoodjobandmakingfriendswhoarenowlikefamilyto

me,Ithinkshe’sthebestthingtohappentomylife.

Shetextsagain,nowmoreworriedthatmyboyfriendhasleftand

I’m stillheredrinking.IpromiseherthatI’m gettingmylast

cocktailandleaving.Nowshe’stypingandcanceling,Ihavetocall

herandputheratease.

Someonesnatchesmyphone.Iturnaroundreadytoslapthe

alcoholoutofthedrunkonlytobewelcomedbythefaceI’ve

dirtilydreamedofsomanytimes.

Helooksmorehostilethanhewaswhenhewalkedintome

havinglunchwithhissister.

“Ummm…hi,”I’m stuttering.Idon’tknowhowtoreacttothesight

ofhim notlovingorevenlikingme.

Hegrabsmyarm andpullsmeup,Ifeelhisfingersdigginginto



mybareskinandsquashingmybone.

“Sthembiso,”mywhisperisshatteringandaccompaniedbyafew

dropsoftears.

Hepullsmeandwalkstowardstheexitdoorwithme.Idon’t

knowwhat’sgoingon,howhe’sholdingmyarm speaksviolence

butmyheartisgivinghim achancetoexplainhimselfwhenwe

areoutside.I’m wearingheels,whichhegivesnoregardto,he

dragsmetowardsthewhiteFortunerthatI’vealwaysdreamedof

occupyingandgettingshaggedin.

“Sthembiso,”Iwhisperagain.

“Getinside.”He’snotbegging,nowalarm bellsringinmyhead.I

quicklysnapoutofthecrushzoneandfreezeintherealityofhim

beingthebiggestenemyofmyfamily.

NowIdon’tknowwhattoprayforbetweenmysafetyfrom his

recklessdrivingandwhatmaylieaheadofme.Myphoneiswith

him,Ikeephearingbeepingtextsfloodingin.Londekaknew

something;hertextshadalotofpanicandinvestigationinthem.I

shutmyeyesatthepossibilityofhersellingmetoherbrotherfor

somethingInevertookpartof.Iwasneversidingwithmyfamily

inthefeud,Iwantedittoendmorethananyone.

It’sdarkwhereweare,Ionlyseethatit’sahousewhenhe

switchesonthelight.Well,insideit’smorelikeahen-coopwithan

olddirtybed.Wordsarestuckinmythroat,myeyesareburning



withtears,I’m shakinginmyboots.

“Sthembiso,”Iwhisperwithmyhandsonmyfacetryingtobuilda

bridgebetweenfloodingtearsandmychest.

Helocksthegiganticpadlockandpushesthekeyintothepocket

ofhislongcoat.Myeyeslandonaprotrudingweapononhis

waist.It’sagun,I’m finallygoingtopayforthecrimesofpeople

who’venevergiveshitaboutme.

“CallmynameonceagainandyouwillseewhatI’m capableof.”

Hisvoicesoundshoarse,Iliftmyeyestohisinthelightand

noticehowswollentheyare.

“Whyam Ihere?”Myvoicecroaksout,annoyinghim tothecore.

Hetakesmyphoneoutofhispocketandbringsthescreentolife.

It’slocked,ifhewantstodosomethinghewillneedmyfingerprint

tounlock.

Hedoesn’taskmetounlock,insteadheputsthephoneawayand

looksatme.Thelooksendsshiversdownmyspine,Iballmy

handsintofistsdespitethemoisture.Ineedtostaycalm,I’m shit

scaredbutIhavetostandandgivehim whateveritisthathe

wants.

“Sthe...”Hestepscloserandgrabsmyarm,Igroaninpainand

askforforgiveness.Istilldon’tknowwhatIdid,whyI’m lockedin

thisoldhousewithhim andhisgun.

“Myname,bitch!”hesaysandspitsonmyface.Ifalldownonmy



kneels,heaggressivelyliftsmeupandpullsmetohisface.The

onlydifferencebetweenhim andBab’omncane,myfather’s

youngerbrother,isthathe’snotlickinghislipsandsqueezingmy

nipples.He’sactuallycrying.He’shurtingme,twistingmyarm

andclenchinghisjawswithtearsdroppingdowntohischeeks.I

stilldon’tknowwhatisitthatIdid.Buthejustsaidtheexact

wordsthatmyunclesaid;“Myname,bitch.”Thecontextinwhich

it’sbeensaidisdifferent,howeverthefeelingisthesame.Every

fantasyIbuiltup,dreamingofthismanastheknightinmy

shiningarmor,comescrumblingdown.I’m crying,notbecause

he’stwistingmyarm butbecausehe’stakenmebacktothe16

year-oldme.Thatgirlwhowasrepeatedlysexuallyviolatedunder

thefamilyroof,thegirlnobodybelieved,‘thebitch.’

“Callyourbrother,”hefinallyhissesout.Hishandretrievesthe

phonefrom hispocket,heforcesitintomyhandandpushesme.

Ifalldownonmybutt.NowIhaveanideawhat’shappening,I’m a

baitforhim togetBusizwe.

“Now!”heroars.

Mybodyshakes.Mythumbpressesthebutton,Iputinmy

fingerprintandthephoneunlocks.Thenitclicks,Idon’thave

Busizwe’snumberbecauseIdon’ttalktohim untilthere’saneed.

“Idon’thaveit,”I’m abletosaywithoutsoundinglikeacatwitha

brokenesophagus.

“Youdon’thaveit?”It’sathreatmorethanit’saquestion.



“SthembisowhatdidIdo?”That,mecallinghisname,makeshim

chargetowardsmeandgrabsmeupbyarm.Hepullsmychinup,

grippingtightlyonmyjaws,itfeelsliketheyareaboutto

dismantle.

There’swarm waterbetweenmylegs,Iletoutashrillscream and

hequicklycoversmymouthwithhishand.

“Idon’twanttohurtyou,Iwantyourbrother,”hesays.

Idon’tknowhowtosayitinawaythathewillbelieve.“IswearI

don’thavehisnumber,youcancheckmyphone.”

Hefixeshiseyesonmine.Hehatesme,infactIdon’tthink

there’sanythingoranyonehehateslikemeatthismoment.

“Youcankillmebutit’snotworthit,”Isay.

“Don’ttellmewhattodo.”Thistimehisvoiceanddeadlylook

don’tdoanythingtome.Ipaylessattentiontothephysicalpainin

thearm he’ssqueezing.

“Justkillme,”I’m notdaringhim,I’m begginghim.

Heletsoutachuckleandlowershimselfdowntothebed.

“Idon’tkillwomen,meandyourbrothersaredifferent,”hesays.

Ihavealottosay,Icanteachhim moreabouttheword‘kill’

becausehelacksknowledge.He’skilledme,hetookascissor

andcutthelaststringthatconnectedmyheadtomyheartand

body.



Hisphonerings,hetakesasingleglanceanddropsthecall.Then

hesighsdeeply,Idon’tknowwhatBusizwehasdonethistimebut

I’m willingtobethelambofsacrifice.

“Killme,ifthat’sgoingtomakeyouequal,”Isay.

Hebumpshisheadwithhishandinfrustrationandstandsinfront

ofmyface.He’sneverbelongedtome,him beingmyprotector

wasawildandstupidfantasy.

“Where’syourwife?”Maybethisquestionwillknockhim backto

reality,helookssolostand…

Mycheekstings.Myrighteyetearsupinstantly,Isendmyhand

overmycheekwhiletryingtograspwhatjusthappened.

“Unlockthisphoneandcallyourmotheroranyonethat’sgoingto

getBusizweontheline,”heinstructsandsitsdownagain.

“No,”Isay.

Helooksupandfrowns.

“No?”

“Yes,that’swhatIsaid.I’m notgoingtocallanyone.”

“Idon’tmindkeepingyouherewithoutanyfoodandwater.Iwill

lockyouhere,gohome,burymywifeandcomebacktoshow

yourfamilyyourdeadbody.”

Buryhiswife?Icannotaskhim toelaborate,Ihaveearnedmy

firstslapformentioningher.IhopeBusizwewasnotinvolved

becausethatwouldtakematterstoadifferentheight.



Wait,I’m stupid.Busizwedidkillhiswife,ifshe’sdead,andthat’s

whyI’m here.

“Ilovedmywife,”hesays.

I’vestoppedcrying,Ihavemyhandoverthecheekheslappedand

staringathim.

“Idon’tknowhowI’m goingtolivewithouther.Shedidn’tdeserve

todie,heronlysinwasmarryingthesonofamanwhowashated

forhisstatus.”Soindeedshe’sdead,Ihaveprayedforitto

happen,justrandomly.Iprayforalotofthingsandsomedon’t

makeanysense,knowingGod’sIQlevelIalwaysthinkHewill

filterthingsoutandonlyanswertheimportantones.ButhereI

am,thegirlI’vealwaysbeenjealousofbecauseshehadamanI

fantasizedaboutisdeadandmyrapist,myuncle,isstilllivinghis

lifelikenothingeverhappened.

“Ihavenothingtolose,yourbrotherhaskilledtheonlyreasonmy

heartkeptbeating.Theloveofmylife,mysmile-keeper,myZime.

Todayshe’snotsleepinginourbedbecauseofyourfamily.”

“Thenkillme,”Isayagain.

“I’dbehappytodoit,butit’snotyouthatIwant,it’syourbrother,”

hesays.

“Thenletmego,”Isayinalowwhisper.Helooksup,oureyes

lockforasecondandhetearshisaway.

Hisphoneringsagain.Thistimeheanswers,thepersononthe



othersideisdoingallthetalkingandallhedoesissighnowand

then.

Thecallfinallyendswithan'okay'from him,thenhestands.

“Whatisyourname?”heasksme.

I’m notsureifhereallydoesn’tknowitorhe’sjustspitingme.

“Melamina,”Isay.

Hepullsouthisgun,there’sanurgeformetoclosemyeyesand

diewithoutseeingthehateonhisface.ButIdon’t,Ikeepthem

openuntilthefront-sightisonmybrowridge.

“Twice,”hesays.“Theyshotmywifetwiceandkilledheronour

bed.”

Idon’tsayanything,Ifinallyshutmyeyesandwaittotakemylast

breath.

“Didyouplanthis?”

Idon’tknowwhathe’stalkingabout.

“Wasyourfriendshipwithmysisterformedtohelpyourbrothers

getmywife?”

IwanttoanswerbutIdon’tknowwheremyvoiceisandIdon’t

knowifsayinganythingisworthynow.Ijustwanthim tokillme,

maybeIwillfindpeacethen.

“Melamina,”hecallsmyname.

Iopenmyeyesandlookatthegunonmyface.



“Answerthequestion,”hesays.

“Yes,”Iwanthim toenditrightnow,instantly.Ithoughtmy

answerwouldmotivatehim topullthetriggerbutitdoesn’t.

Helowersthegunandpushesitbackinhiswaist.I’m crying

again,whydopeoplekillyouemotionallyandmentallyandthen

thinkbysavingyourfleshthey’redoingyouagrandefavor?

“Whydon’tyoukillme?”

Hedoesn’tanswer,hegoestothedoorandunlocksit.Hedoesn’t

tellmetofollowhim butleavesthedooropen.Idon’tknowwhere

Iam,Icannotstaybehindandnotfollowhim eventhoughIdon’t

knowwhat’sgoingtohappentome,thenightisstillyoung.

Heopensthepassengerdoorforme,Igetmymoistassinside

andbucklesup.Hegetsbehindthewheelandstartsthecar.We

areontheroadracingagain,I’m notsurehe’sevenlookingatthe

roadsigns.Irealizewhenhejoinsthegravelroadthatwearein

Mashobaheadingtowardsthesouthofthevillage.Ifhe’staking

metohishomeIknowwithnodoubtthatHubowillnotthink

twicebeforekillingme.

HecrossesthebridgethatleadstotheShandus,there’sabush

notayardawayfrom it.WhenhepullsupI’m convincedthathe’s

goingtoshootmeanddumpmybodythere.

“Getout,”hesays.

Idon’tmove,heturnsandlooksatmewithhostility.



“Idon’thavetime,they’rewaitingformeathome,”hesays.

Deepbreath!

Iopenthedoorandclimbout.Heasksmetoclosethedoorofhis

carandIdosowithouthesitation.Thecardrivesoffleavingme

standinginthedarkwithsoakedthighsandcricketsandother

nightinsectsbuzzingallaroundme.

Icurlupinthehedgeofgrassandhugmyknees.I’m notgoing

home,Idon’twantanyonetostartlecturingmeandblamingme

aboutwhatanotherpersonhasdonetomeagain.Iwillsithere

andfreezetodeath.Ifnot,awildanimalisgoingtocomeoutand

dowhatI’vealwayswantedtodo;killme.

-

-

SIKELELA

It’stheearlyhoursofmorning,whenoneofhiscolleaguesoffered

totakeuphisshifthesawitfittocomehomeandseewhathas

happened.Sthembisodidn’tdoanything,he’snotresponsiblefor

whatMkhontodid,whenhefoundoutabouthim hewelcomed

him withopenarmstothefamily.They'rebrotherswithnobad

bloodbetweenthem.

HeonlytextedHubowhenhegottheliftfrom Durban,buthe’s

probablystillasleepbecausethey’dbeenwaitingforSthembiso



tocomehomethewholenight.Theysaidheleftthehouseafter

thepolicetookZime’sbodyandhedidn’ttellanyonewherehe

wasgoing.Everyonewasworriedbutheeventuallycamehome.

Thetruckthatliftedhim from DurbanisheadingtoEshowe,but

theIndiandriverwaskindenoughtotaketheHlabathiniroadand

drophim offattheoff-ramptoMashoba.He’scontinuingbyfoot,

somethingCebilewouldneverapproveof.IftheMshenguscan

killawomanforrevengewhywouldtheysparehim iftheysee

him ontheroad?Theystillrememberhisfaceandtheyprobably

knowofhisidentitybynow.Buthewilldealwiththem ifthat

situationcomes,he’sneverbeenafraidofanyone.

There’sawater-truckcominghisway,hequicklycrossestheone-

waybridge.Aloudhootstartsblazingandblockinghisears.Is

thedrivermad,he’snotevenontheroad?

Thetruck’styresscreechasitswervestothesideoftheroad

withablazinghooter.Onlythenhenoticesawomanlyingonthe

road,eitherdeadorinjured.Thedriversprintsoutofthetruckand

runstowardsher.Sikelelaisrunningtoo.

“Isshealive?”That’sthefirstthingheasks,thegirlisnotmoving.

Shelookslikeisinhermid-twenties,evenwithhereyesclosed

shelookslikeanangel.Heryellowskinlooksflawless,like

peachesandcream,exceptfordarkfadingmarksaroundher

wrists.



“She’sstillalive.Sheranstraighttothetruckwithherarmsopen,

itwastoolateformetohitthebrake,”thedriversaysinaforeign

accent.He’sinpanic,fumblinghispocketsforacellphone.

He’swaitingforhelpwiththedriver,hisphonerings.It’sHubo,

finallyhe’sawake.

“Whereareyou?”

“I’m nexttothebridgewaitingforhelp,there’sagirlwhowashit

bythetruck,”hesays.

“TheMashobabridge?”Huboasksinawe.

“Yes,”hesays.

“Areyoustupid?TheMshengusaregoingtocometothescene

andfindyouthere.”

“Ididthinkaboutthatbut…”

“Nobut,I’m comingtopickyouup.”

“You’renotmyparent,Hubo.”

“Fuckyou,youarenotaparamedic,leavethescenehelpwill

comewhetheryou’rethereornot.”

Howannoyingcanthisboybe?!

Heturnstothedriver,“Ihavetogo,pleasetakemynumberand

updatemeonhercondition.”



SIKELELA

CHAPTER18

LONDEKA

WhenIseehim Iknowit’shim.Eventhoughwearemeetingunder

badcircumstances,I’m happytofinallyseehim.He’sayoung

versionofMkhonto,I’m thereforeaspittingimageofhim.When

heseesmehelaughs,Ilaughtoo,weridiculouslylooksoalike

andit’ssuchabadthingbecauseI’m agirl.

“Finally,”Isay.

HeextendshishandforashakebutIhughim instead.Hubosaid

he’sworking,Ididn’texpecttoseehim soearlyinthemorning.I

don’tknowhowhemadeitfrom Durbantohereinsuchashort

spaceoftime

“You’reLondeka,”hesaysandlooksatmewithhiseyebrow

raisedforconfirmation.

“Theoneandonly.Whatdidyoubringfrom Durban?”Iask.

“Ijusttookaliftandcame,itwasunprepared.ButnexttimeIwill

surelybringyousomethingnice,”hesays.

Ahugesmilespreadsonmyface.ForamomentI’veforgotten

aboutwhatSthembisodid,eventhoughhesayshedidn’thurt

MelaI’m stillnothappywiththewaythingshappened.

“Sowelookalike?”hesayswithalowsigh.



“Sadlyyes,butatleastIdidmanagetogetaboyfriend.”

Helaughsandsqueezesmetohisshoulder.Everythingabouthim

remindsmeofmyfather,eventhewaythecornersofhiseyes

crinkleupwhenhelaughs.

“Guys,wehaveenoughstrangethingshappeningaround.Sikelela

laughingisthelastscarythingIwanttowitnesstoday.”That’s

Hubowalkingthroughthedoor.

“Idolaugh,justnotwithyou,”Sikelelasays.

“Wellitdoesn’tsuityou,youshouldstop.”

“Fuckoff.”He’sstillholdingmetohisshoulder,he’snotthattaller

from me.Inoticehowhim andHuboaresodifferentyettheygel

sowelltogether.IseeabitofSthembisoinhim,he’snotaloud

personyetyoucannotshyawayfrom thedarknesslingeringfrom

hiseyes.He’shisfather’sson.

“ThegirlyousawhitbytruckisaMshengu,”Hubosays.

Iuncoilfrom hisembraceandlookatHubocuriously.Iheard

abouttheaccidentbutIdidn’tpaymuchattentionbecauseit

happeneddownthebridge.

“Imaginewhatwould’vehappenediftheyfoundyouatthescene,”

Hubogoeson.

“Hasshegottenhelp?”There’sacaringsidetoSikelela.

“Yes,she’sbeenrushedtothehospital.Theysayshethrew

herselfinfrontofthemovingtruck,didyouseeit?”

“Yes,Imeanno,”hesoundsdisturbedorhurtbythewholething.I



don’tknowwherehestandswiththeMshengus,thebeefhehad

withthem wasdifferent.

“Whichgirlisthat?”Iask.

“Mela,”Hubosays.

Ittakesaminuteforittomakesense.Mela,myfriend,orshouldI

sayex-friend.WhatdoeshemeanbysayingMelathrewherselfin

frontofthemovingtruck?WhatwasshedoinginMashobainthe

weehoursofmorning?

“Areyousure?”Iask.

“Yes,”hecarelesslyscansorangejuiceintothejugofwaterand

addssugar.“Sguqamust’vetorturedherwell,sheoptedfor

suicideafterwards.”

“Shelooked…”Sikelelasaysandstopsbeforestatinghowshe

looked.Idon’tknowwhat’sgoingonwithhim,butIknowwhatI

havetodo.IknowwhereIstandinmybrother’slife.

He’ssittingwithMaXuluandMaJiyaneintheloungewherethe

mattressislaid.IwanttospareZimesomerespectbutemotions

arehighandaboveme.

“Whatdidyoudotoher?”Iaskhim.

“Yeywena,whereisyourrespect?Whyisyourvoicesohigh,can’t

youseethatyourbrotherismourning?”IknewMaXuluwasgoing

toanswer.I’m usedtoeveryoneinterferingandtakingeveryone’s

sideotherthanminebeforeevenhearingmeout.



“I’m talkingtohim,notyou.”I’m outspokenandsometimesI

speakoutofturn,butI’vealwaysacknowledgedmyelders,until

now.I’m notgoingtoletthesewomenletSthembiso’sfeelings

mattermorethanmine.

“Getout,”hesaysinthatcalm anddemeaningtoneofhishe

alwaysuseswithme.

“WhatdidyoudotoMela?Shewouldn’tjusttrytokillherselffor

noreason,”Iask.

MaJiyanelooksatMaXuluwithhereyebrowraised.

“IsshetalkingaboutthatMshenguyellowtikline?”

“Idon’tevencare,MaJiyane.Whatannoysmeisthatshe’sraising

hervoiceatherbrotherwhilehe’smourning.Howinsensitiveare

thesechildren?”

“Ma,please,”IraisemyhandandlookatSthembiso.Hedoesn’t

evenlookremorseful,fuckmeforthinkinghewasthebetterone.

“Soyouhadtousemetogetyourrevengeagainstaninnocent

defenselessgirl?”Iask.

“Iletyourfriendgoevenaftersheadmittedthatsheplayedapart

inplanningmywife’smurder.Yetyou’reherespewingrubbishand

disrespectingyoursister.”

“Mysister?”MyvoicetremblesbutI’m notthatgirlwhocriesand

givespeoplesatisfaction.“Zimewasnotmysisterandyouare

notmybrother.I’vehadstrangerscaringaboutmemorethanyou

everdid.You’recapableoflovingeveryoneelseexceptme.DidI



stealyourbiscuitorsomething?”

MaXulustands,Iknowshe’sabouttothrowhandsorcallHuboto

comeanddoitonhisbehalf.

“Awuna-dankieLondeka,you’reungrateful!At25you’re

unemployedandlivingoffhim,yetyou’remakingsuch

accusations.Getout.”

“I’m goingtogetoutandleave,hopefullyneversetmyfoothere

again.ButnotbeforeIaddresshim.”Inthemeantimeherandher

sisterwifecangojumpthenearestcliff.

“You’veneverpaidforshit.I’m livingoffmyfather’slegacy.Check

yourphoneandseehowlessmeandyouevertalk.Doyouknow

why?Becauseyouhatemeandonlyyouknowthereason.But

whatconfusesmeiswhyyouhaveaproblem withotherpeople

lovingme.YouwantMelaoutofmylifewithoutevenknowingher,

youcouldn’twaittohurtherforlovingmeandyoumadesureshe

wasthefirstpersontopayforZime’sdeath.Whichisstilla

mysterybytheway,nobodysawtheMshenguskillingher.”

“It’snotamystery,sheconfessed,”MaJiyanechirpsin.

“Becausehetorturedher,MelaandIdidn’teventalkaboutZime

unlessifitwasaboutthecrushshehadonSthembiso.Ihope

she’sseenhim forwhoheisnow,shedeservesbetter.”Ihope

she’sgoingtobeokay,Iwanttoapologizetoherandletherknow

thatSthembisocorneredmetotexther,Ineverwantedhertobe

indanger.

“Soshehadacrushonmyson?”–MaXulu.



I’m nothereforthat.Therearevoicescomingclose,Ishouldwrap

thisupandgopackmybags.

“You’redeadtome,soRIPtoyouandyourwife.”Iturnandwalk

out.Maybethatwasn’tthemostsensitivethingtosaybutwhy

shouldIkeepcaringaboutsomeonewhodoesn’tgiveshitabout

me?

IneverthoughtI’dbeleavinghomewithsomuchemotionsand

anger.IneverthoughtmybrotherwouldbethereasonwhyIdon’t

wanttobepartofthisfamilyanymore.AndIneverthoughtI’dbe

putinthemiddleofthewarbysomeoneIsharedawombwith.

TheMshenguswillfindoutthatIsetMelaupandthey’llbayfor

myblood.I’m notrunningfrom them,iftheygetmetheygetme,I

justwanttobefarawayfrom MaXuluandherfavouritechild.

Iloadmybagsinthebootofmycarandgobackformyimportant

filesandmyfather’spictures.Idon’tknowwhenthefuneralisbut

Iwon’tbehere.MayZime’ssoulrestinpeaceandallthosewho

wereinvolvedbebroughttojustice.

“Hhayi-bo,wherearethebagsgoing?”ThatwouldbeMkhonto

Lite.

Iturnwithasigh,“I’m leaving.”

Hefrowns,worrystretchesinhispupils.

“Istheresomethingwrong?”Thepinchofcareinhisvoicemakes



mewanttoconfess.Well,almost.

“Longstory,”Isay.

“Areyouokaythough?”

Iforceasmileandnod.

“Iwillcallyou,”Isay.

“Okay,drivesafely.”

.

.

Myflatiscold.Orisitmyheartthatiscold?Idon’tknow,

somethingismissingandIknowthatishome.Myuncle,Mjay,

hasbeencallingmeendlessly,Iknowhewillwantmetogotohis

houseandIdon’twanttobewhereMaXuluandSthembisocome

inastheyplease.Iwanttobefarfrom them.

IdialmySgcino’snumber,Iknowhe’smadatme,hewarnedme

aboutnotansweringhiscalls.Iwasn’tinagoodmentalspacethe

lasttwodays.

“Hello,”hisvoiceiscoldasthewallsofthisbedroom.

“HeySgcino,howareyou?”

“Good,”hisone-wordanswersaysalot.Ihavetoapologize,

phewww!

“I’m sorryaboutyesterdayandtheotherday,”Isay.

“Londekawearenotteenagers,yousaidyoulovemeandIexpect



youtocarryyourselflikesomeone’sgirlfriend.Don’tansweryour

phoneifyoudon’twanttospeaktome,that’sfine.Buttellme

wherewestand,Ideserveatleastthat.”He’sangry.

“I’m nothome,mybrotherandIhadafight.Well,prettymuchhim

andhismothers.Idon’tknowwhenI’m goingback,orifIwillever

goback,”Isay.

“Hhayi-bosthandwasami,thissoundsserious.Whathappened?”

Henowsoundsalarmedthanangry.

“I’m sureyou’veheardaboutMela,Igotinvolvedandthingsgot

nasty.I’m notevenokaytogetintodetails,Ijustwanttosee

you,”Isay.

“Today?”Hesoundshesitant.

Ithoughthedesperatelywantedtoseeme.

“Yes,unlessifyouhaveotherplans,”Isay.

“Icanpickyouupafterwork,around5pm.”

“Alright,cool.Iwillseeyouthen.”

“Iloveyouandthankyouforcalling,Ithoughtyouchangedyour

mindaboutme.”

“Well,wearestilldating,”Isay.

Iknowthat’snotenough,IshouldbeusingtheLwordtoo.

“I’m happytohearthat,Ican’twaittoseeyou.”



Timeflies,IstillhaveaseriestowatchonNetflixandit’salready

4pm.Ishouldgetreadyandpackmyovernightbag.

Ididn’trealizemycosmeticswererunningout,Ihavetocutthe

toothpasteandshaketheroll-onuntilmywristbreaks.Whata

greatwaytorepresentmyselfinthefirstsleep-over!

Iputonmytracksuitandcheckifhestillremembers.Helaughs

atmeandtellsmetotellthesecuritytolethim in,he’sjustfive

minutesaway.MaybeIwillhaveapeacefulnightforonce,I

haven’tsleptsinceZimewaskilled.NeitherMaXulunor

SthembisohavecalledtofindoutwhereIam andit’sgoodthat

way.

There’saknockatthedoor.Icheckmyselfonthemirroronce

againandreapplythelipstickandthenopen.He’sstillinhis

formalshirtandfittedjeans.Hisheadlookslikeapotato;recently

shavedandbald.Hiscologneengulfsmebeforehishug.

“Howareyou?”heaskswithhisarmswrappedaroundme.

“Good.”I’m notlying,I’m feelinggoodnowthathe’shere.Helifts

mychinwithhisfingerandkissesbothmycheeks.Thebutterflies

inmytummyprovehowlongithasbeensinceIwaslastshown

suchaffection.

“Areyouready?”

Inod,“Yes.”

“Thenlet’sgo.”



Hepicksmybagfrom thecouchandIfollowwithmyphoneand

keys.

“Youlookamazingbytheway,”hesays.

I’m intracksuits,there’snothingdreamyaboutthem.

“Thankyou,”Isay.

Therideisfilledwithsilence,whichisunlikehim.Idon’tknowif

he’snervousorthere’ssomethingelsethat’sbotheringhim,

eitherwayI’m enjoyingthesilence.Istareoutsidethewindowand

countmytroublesaswegetcaughtupinthepeakhourtraffic.

Ionlysnapoutwhenthecarstopsmovingandrealizethatweare

inthegarageofhishouse.

“Wearehere,”hesayswithaflashofasmile.

“Great,I’m hungry.”Oops,firstsleep-overmoghel!

“Iaskedsomeonetocook,”hedoesn’tseem tomind.Atleasthe’s

mature,ifitwasthoseMashobaboystherewasgoingtobea

‘brokegirls’slandertomorrowmorningadvisingboysagainst

hungrygirls.

Wegetinsidethehouse,itlookslikethere’saset-upfortwo,the

atmosphereiswarm andromantic.ButtodayI’m justnotinthe

moodfortheRomeoandJuliet,Ijustwanttocuddlewithhim in

bedandforgetaboutallmyproblems.



“Areyouokay?”Helooksjumpy.

“Yeah,I’m justcold,Iwanttobeinbed.”

“Oh,okay.Wecaneatinbedthen.”

Great!Ipickmybagandmakemywaytowardsthebedroom.

“Youknowwhereitis?”Hisvoicehasapinchofmockery.

“Thisisnotamansion,”Isay.

Damn,thatwasmean.ButIdon’twanttomakeitworseby

apologizing,I’m hopinghetooknooffense.

Idropmybagonthefloorandclimbonthebed.It’sneatly-made,

comfortableandbigenough.Ilaymyheadonthepillowandpull

theduvettomyneck.

Iwonderhowmanywomenhavebeenhere.Infactletmetourthe

bedroom,it’snotthatcold.

Heclearshisthroatatthedoor,Iclosethewardrobeandturn

around.

“Foundanythingtoholdagainstme?”heasks.

Irollmyeyes,“WhosaidIwaslookingforsomethingtohold

againstyou?”Wasn’tIthough?AnywayIdidfindapacketof

condomsandsomeweremissing.Oh,andapacketofroughsalt.

Buthedoesn’towemeanyexplanationforthose,atleastnotnow.

Hewalksinandgentlypullsmebacktothebedandsitsmedown

nexttohim.



“Londeka,Ihavetotellyousomething,”hesays.

Idon’tlikepeoplewhodothis,theyalwaysdropabombshell.

“Pleasedon’ttellmesomethingscary,”Isay.

Hechuckles,“Whatisscarytoyou?”

“Theworldisweirdnow.Thereareghost-whisperersandmany

otherspookythingsI’veheardof.”

Hisarm leavesmywaist.I’m waitingforhim tosaywhateveritis

thathe’sbeenhiding.

“Sowhat’sup?”Iask.

Hiseyesarerunningeverywhereexceptmyface.Hemustn’tdare

tellmethere’sanotherwoman.

“Sgcinumyalowhatareyouhiding?”Iask.

“Ihavetogosomewheretomorrowearlyinthemorning,soI

mightleaveyouinbedandseeyouaroundlunchtimeifyou’dbe

stillhere,”hesays.

Menare…they’remen.Complicatedandunpredictable.Ialmost

thoughttherewasanotherwomaninhislife.

“It’sfine,IthinkIwillleaveinthemorningtoo,I’m notheretovat’

nsit,”Isay.

“ThenIwillcancel,Idon’twantyoutoleaveinmyabsence.”

Oureyeslock,Idon’tseethatmischievousmanwho’salways

tryingtomakemeagreetoeverythinghesays.Todayhelooks

likeanervouslittleboywhohasagirloverforthefirsttime.



Ikisshim,unexpectedly.Igrabhisneckandpullhim closerand

continuekissinghim.IcanfeelhisuneasinessbutI’m notaman,

Icannotjudge,Idon’tknowhowitfeelslikehavingagirloverfor

thefirsttime.

Ilinkmyforeheadontohisandlockourstares.

“Areyouscaredofme?”Iaskhim gently.

Hetakesadeepbreath.

“Iwasn’tjudgingyourhouse,I’m justnotinagoodmentalstate.

YourhouseisbeautifulandbetterthananyhouseI’vebeento,”I

say.

“It’snotthatLondeka.”

“Thenwhatisit?”

“It’smeandthethingsIgothrough.I’m notsureifyouwillstick

aroundandthatthoughtisscary.Thethoughtofyounotbeing

aroundaftergivingmesomuchhope.”

“Am Ihardtotrust?”Iask.

“It’snotreallyyou,it’sme.I’m scaredoftwothingsinlife;thedark

andlosingthepeopleIlove,”hesays.

I’m notsurewhathemeansbythedark.

“Whatdark?”Iask.

“Theabsenceoflight.”

Oh,Igetit.IrememberthefirstdayImethim Ifoundhim sitting

inthekitchenbecausehewasscaredofbeingoutsidealoneandI



thoughtitwasajoke.

“It’scallednyctophobia,”Isay.

Iwanttoseereliefinhiseyesbutthere’snone.Idon’tlikeseeing

him likethis,Ididn’tcomeheretotriggerhisfears,Ijustwanted

tobewithhim.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER19

LONDEKA

Iwillholdyoutightthroughoutthenight-somemenliterallymean

that.EverytimeIwokeuphisarmsweretightlywrappedaround

me,he’dfeelmewheneverItriedtoremovemyselffrom his

embraceandmumblehisdisapproval.Butnowhe’sgone,he’snot

inbedorbathroom,Idon’tknowwhereheis.It’sonlytenpastfive,

acolddayitpromisestobe,andthismandecidedtoleaveme

alone.

Idon’tknowwhathewakesupanddointhemornings,maybe

gettingoutofbedatfiveisoneofhisroutines,Ijusthavetowait.

Myalonetimeinhisbedtakesmebacktothetimewhenmy

fatherwasstillalive.Ididn’tfeelanygapinmyrelationshipwith

mybrotherandmother.Iwasokaywiththem lovingoneanother

andchoosingeachotheroverandoveragain.Ihadmyfatherin

mycorner,always.MaybeI’m selfishbecausetheparentwho

lovedmemoreisnomoreandhismotherisstillthere.

Him andSthembisoalwayshadtheirdisagreementsas‘men’,

hencetheirrelationshipwasn’tthetightest.Ithoughtmyfather's

passingwouldbringmeandMaXulucloserbutitdidn’t.Iknow

he’sdisappointedinhowthingsareturningout,hetaughtusunity

andholdingeachother’shandsthroughtoughtimes.And



Sthembisohasheldeveryone’shandexceptmine.

IexcuseThobanibecausehe’sachildandHubobecausehe’snot

alwaysaround.ButwhenHuboisaroundhemakessurethathe

cracksafewjokesandasksmetocallhim ifanyoneistroubling

me.Iknowthat’showheloves,bywantingtofightyourbattles.

Violenceishislovelanguage.IguessI’m angryatSthembiso

becauseIknowheknowshowtolove.HelovesSaneandAzile,

hespendstimewiththem andtakesrandom driveswiththem.

Theirfacelightupwhenevertheyseehim becausehe’stheirbig

brother.Yethe’sneverflashedasmileatme,heonlyturnsmy

worldupsidedownwhenhisisshattered.Yesyou’velostyour

wife,butwhyshouldIloseafriendaswell?

Footstepsdisturbmytrainofthoughts.Iclosemyeyesand

pretendtobeasleep,Idon’twanthim tothinkIcametobe

depressedinhishouse.Hewalksinandpassestothebathroom.

Hedoesn’ttakelong,Ihearhim comingbackandstandingnextto

thebed.Isleptinmyunderwear,whichhedidn’tminebecausehe

wasoniceyesterday.

HegetsinbedandpullstheduvetthatIhadsolelywrapped

myselfin.Istilldon’tmove,heshiftscloseruntilhisicy-coldbody

grindsagainstmine.Myeyesopen,agaspescapesmymouth,his

bodyisfuckin’cold.

“Sorry,Itookacoldshower,”he’slying.Ididn’thearwaterrunning

andheonlywenttothebathroom foraminute.



“Where?”Iask.

“Here,youwereasleep.”

Nowhe’sannoyingmebythissenselessliebutIcan’tconfront

him becauseI’vebeenpretendingtobeasleepaswell.I’m not

betterthanhim inthislyingindustry.

“I’m cold,”he’sactuallygrittinghisteethandshivering.My

girlfriendinstinctsovershadoweveryotherfeeling,Iwrapmy

armsaroundhim andpresshisbodyagainstminetotransferthe

warmth.Butitlookslikehisbodyisreceivingmorethanthat,

there’sanorganbetweenhislegsthat’sgettingjoyfrom this.

He’stryingtohideit,I’m stiflingmylaugh.

“What’swrong?”Hisquestionreeksguilt,Ican’thelpbutlaugh

openly.

“Uhlekani?”heaskswithachuckle.

“Ijustrememberedajokefrom lastChristmas,”Isay.

Heteasinglysqueezesmynoseandchuckles.

“Whenarewegoingtotalkaboutsex?”heasks.

“Talk?”Ifrownslightly.WhereIcomefrom peoplemakesex,they

don’ttalkaboutit.

“Whatisyourtakeonit?Howlongdoyouwaitbeforesexually

engagingwithaman?Whatareyourboundariesinbedandall

that,”hesays.

Honestly,I’veneverhadaninterviewbeforeintimacy,onceIget



arousedIletmybodytakeover,onlywiththerightpersonthough.

“Idon’thaveanywaitingperiod,thistime.”Howhornydidthat

soundthough!“Idon’tdoanal,that’saboundary.AndIdon’tsee

sexmorethanafundeedbetweentwoadults,”Isay.

Henods,“Simpleenough.”

“Whataboutyou?Anyboundaries,waitingperiodandallthat

nonsense,”Iask.

Heraiseshiseyebrowattheword‘nonsense.Ikeepmystareon

him untilhebreaksachuckleandslightlyshakeshishead.

“Formetherearelevelsofintimacyandit’smorethanjust

physicalurgesandbliss.There’ssexualenergythatenhancesthe

bondandbreaksphysicalboundariesduringanorgasm and

producemergingphysicalandspiritualconnections.Whichthen

leadstothespirituallevel,therearehighvibrationalenergiesand

lowvibrationalenergiesthatgetexchangedintheheated

moments.”It’sclearthatI’m notgoingtogetlaidtoday,his

theoriesarepilingupandconfusingme.

“Ifyousleepwithsomeoneyouhavelowvibrationalenergieswith

youwillfeeleitherfrustrated,remorsefulorspiritualdownthe

nextday.”HecanseethatI’m notcomfortablewithhowdeephe’s

goingwithit.Hepecksmycheekandrubsmyback.

“ButI’m energicallyalignedwithyouandIdoneedtointroducea

bitoftheZulustoyoursystem,”hesays.

That’snotromanticbutwhyam Ismiling?There’salotwestill

needtolearnabouteachother,Iknowhehasapastthathe’snot



readytoopenupaboutyet.

“Soyoudowanttohavesexwithme?”Iask.Heneedstosum it

up.Ideservetoknow,hisviewsonsexandwhatitmeansare

complicated.

“Ido,IwanttodoeverythingwithyouandIwantyoutobehappy,”

hesays.

“I’m happy,”itsoundslikeI’m defendingmyself,whichwasn’tan

intention.

“Ihaveagoodsenseofenergy,youcannotfoolme,”hesayswith

agentlelookonhisfaceandaghostofasmile.

“Whatdoesthatmean?”

“Iknowyou’renothappywithhowthingsarebetweenyouand

yourfamily,andthat’swhyyouarehere.Iknowhowharditisto

beatoddswithpeopleyoucareabout,whenIlostmywife

everyonekeptdistanceincludingmyownfamily.”

Hestillreferstoherashiswife,asheshould,right?Ihopeone

dayhewillbecomfortableenoughtoletmeinhispastwithher.I

havealotofquestions;howdidshedie,what’shisfamily

expectationsandwheredoeshestandwithherfamily?Iknow

howthingsaredoneintheruraltraditionalcommunities.

“Ihaven’thaditeasyinthislife,Londeka.Ialwayshavetofightfor

acceptanceandconstantlypraythatIdon’twakeuponedayand

findanotherpersondeadbecauseofme.”Anotherperson?He

holdsmethesamewayhewasholdingmethroughoutthenight;

tightly.HehasthesedeepfearsthatIdon’tunderstand,there’s



moretohim thanwhatmeetstheeye.

“I’m notgoingtobreakyourheart,”hesays.

Iguesshejustwantstochangethetopic.Whenhe’sreadyhewill

talk,Idon’twanttopush.

“Everyonesaysthatanddootherwise,”Isay.

“I’m noteveryone,I’m Sgcinumyalo.”Hekissesmynosetipand

linkshishandintomine.Hiserectionpressesagainstme.It’sa

wholepackage;hard,thickandlong.Ihavetheurgetograbitout

ofhisboxersandplaywithit.Helowershiseyesandlickshislips.

Icandoitbetterthanhim;I’m cravingakissandmore.

Hepecksmylipsandtrailssoftkissesdowntomyneck.His

breathsareheavyandaroused,hesoftlybitesthesideofmyneck

andexhalesdeeply.Hisbreathblowswarmlyagainstmyflesh,I

feelmoisturebetweenmylegs.

“Sgcino,”myvoicecroaksout.

“Londeka,”hecallsmebackinahoarsewhisper.

Oureyeslock,he’sarousedjustlikeme,hiseyesaresmallerand

moist.Helickshislowerlip,Ireleaseasharpbreathbetweenmy

teeth.

Hegroansandsoftlybitesmyearlobe.

“IwanttofuckyousobadlybutIrespectthatyou’restillmourning

yoursister-in-law’sdeath.”

Sonothingisgoingtohappen,Idon’tknowhowIfeelaboutthat.



-

-

He’snotlivinginamen’shostel,hedrivesanicecaranddresses

upnicely.HespeaksfluentEnglishandgoestoclubswithhis

colleagues.That’swhyIforgotthathe’sSgcinofrom Izinsundu,

hewillwakeupinthemorningandpreparesafullmealfor

breakfast.

I’m stillstaringattheplateofsteaminghotriceandbeefstew.I

believethericeisstaringbackatmeaswell,like‘morning

gorgeous.’

“Yousaidyoudon’tlikebread,”hesaysguiltily.

Yes,Ididsaythat,but…

“Don’tyouhavecornflakes?”

“No,”hesays.

“Jungle-Oats?”

“IhaveMorvite.”

Iinternallyscream,JesusChrist!

Orwasitloud?

“Whatdoyouwanttoeat?Sparisdowntheroad,Icanwalkthere

andgetreadywhenIcomeback.”Hesoundsabitfrustrated.He’s

alreadypostponedthefirstmeetinghehad,theysaywhenyou’re

inRomeyoudowhatRomansdo,Ishouldeatthisriceandstop

complaining.Awhininggirlfriendisnotcuteanyway.



“Don’tworry,Iwilleatthis.Justnotnow,myintestinesarestill

asleep,”Isay.

“Okay,I’m goingtoleavemycardsothatyoucangoandbuy

whateveritisthatyou’regoingtoneedwhileI’m nothere.”

Youguessedright,I’m notleavingtoday.Myflatislonely,Idon’t

wanttogothereyet.HehasWiFi,Iwillbeabletoapplyforjobs

whileI’m here.

“CanIgobathnow?”heasks.

“Yes,son,”Isay.

Hechucklesandpecksmycheekandtakesofftothebathroom.

-

-

Hesaidhe’dpopintocheckmearoundlunchtimebutthatdidn’t

happen,insteadhesentatexttellingmehehadanotherthing

comingupandwillbehomelate.Idon’tknowwhyIleftmyplace,

I’m justherehousekeepinganddrowninginmysorrows.

I’m temptedtocookbutthere’savoiceofmyfemaleancestor

thatkeepsaskingwherearethecows.Ienduporderingpizzaand

makingacupofcoffeeandcomingbacktoNetflix.Thisiswhat

unemploymentdoestopeople,I’m tiredofbeingacouch-potato

anddependingonmyfamily.That,morethananything,drainsmy

energy.

There’ssomeoneatthedoor.Didsecurityjustletthedeliveryguy



in?Ifso,deliveriesareinstantthisside.

Igotothedoorandopen.It’sanoldwomanwearinga

seshoeshoedressandayoungwomanwithbox-braids.She’s

olderthanme,judgingbyherlooks.She’sdressedinabody-con

dressflauntingherhipsandroundbutt.Youcantellshe’soneof

thoseruralgirlswithclassandstyle.

“Sanibona,”Igreetwithafrown.

Theoldwomanletsherselfinandslightlypushesmeoutofthe

way.Theyoungwomanfollowsin.

Okay…

“Didn’tyouhearusknocking?”theoldwomanthunders.

I’m abouttoanswerwhenshepicksthecupofcoffeeIwas

drinkingfrom andlooksatmeintotaldispleasure.

“ThisiswhatyoudowhenMfanoisnotaround?”

WhoisMfanoandwhyissheshoutingatme?

“Lookatthedustonthewalls,doeshepayyoutodrinkhiscoffee

andwatchthesenakedpeopleonTV?”Shedoesn’tgivemea

chancetorespond,shedumpsherbagsonthefloorandorders

metotakethem totheguest-room.

“Excuseme,whoareyouandwhydoyouthinkI’m workinghere?”

I’m annoyedbutkeepingacalm face.

“Thathaizikhwamantombazaneandmakeustea,mameshane!”

Shesitsonthecouchandaskstheyoungwomantogetthe

remote.



She’soldformetoarguewith,IwantachancetocallSgcinoand

askforanexplanation,that’swhyI’m pickingthesebagsand

ignoringtheirburningstares.

Igetinsidetheguestroom andshutthedoorbehindme.

Ifuriouslyscrolldowntohisnumberandcall.

Itringstovoicemail.Itryagain,still,noanswer.

Ifthisisn’tsortedoutimmediatelyI’m goingtokillsomeone,my

moodcangofrom zerotoprison.Theymustn’tdareme!

Aftercontemplatingwhethertogowaitinthemainbedroom or

takeanUbertomyplace,Ifinallycomeoutoftheguest-room.

He’shere…that’sarelief.

“I’vebeentryingtocallyou,”Isay.

He’spoppinghisfingerjoints,lookingnervousanduncomfortable.

“Ileftmyphoneinthecar,sorry,”hesays.

Idon’tlikehowthebraid-womanisblushing,what’sthereason

vele?

Ilookathim andnarrowmyeyes.Introductiontime,boo!

Heclearshisthroat,“Thisismymother,MaNgcobo.Andthisis

Vuyo,mysister-in-law.”

“DoyouseehowbeautifulVuyois?She’sglowinglikeastar,”

MaNgcobochirpsinwithahugegrin.Idon’tseeanyglowandI

don’tlikehowSgcinohassuddenlylosthisvoiceandcan’tkeep



eye-contactwithme.

“Ourtea,ntombazane,”MaNgcobosaysandthrowsalookatme

again.

IlookatSgcino,ifhedoesn’ttalknowIwon’tberesponsiblefor

whatIsay.

“Let’sgotothekitchen,”hesays.

Sohe’snotgoingtotellthem whoIam?Yesit’sstillearlyforhis

mothertoknowthatwearedating,buttheleasthecandoisclear

theairandtellthem thatI’m nothismaid.

Istandagainstthecounterandfoldmyarmsandkeepmystare

onhim.Helooksmorenervous.

“She’smywife’ssister,”hesays.

Ialreadyworkedthatout,Ijustwanttoknowwhat’scookingwith

herbeinghereandhim notbeingabletotellthem I’m nothismaid.

“Ididn’tknowtheywerecoming,I’m sorry,”hesays.

“No,Idon’tmindthatthey’rehere.Butwhyareyoulettingyour

motherthinkI’m yourmaid?”Iask.

“Iwillsortitout,justgivemeadayortwo.”Wow!

“Whyisthesisterhere?”

“Idon’tknow.Thisismyfirsttimeseeingherthisyear,it’snotlike

I’m closetoherorsomething.”



“Ifthere’sanythingIshouldknowyoubettertellmenow.I’m here

becauseI’m runningawayfrom familydrama,ungangifakinje

kwenye,”Isay.

Henods,“Iunderstand.CanIaskyouafavor?”

Iraisemyeyebrow.

“PleasegivemeamomenttotalktoMaNgcobo,”hesays.

“Youwantmetoleave?”Iask.

Heexhalesheavilyandnodsuneasily.

“Okay,noproblem.Pleasegetmybag,Idon’twanttotakemore

ordersasyourmaid,”Isay.

Herubshisforehead,Idon’tlookathiseyes,Idon’thaveanypity

becauseapartofmebelievesthathe’shidingsomething.

SomethingaboutVuyobeingbroughtherebyhismotherdoesn’t

settlewellwithme,andheseemsuncomfortablewithmeandher

inthesameroom.

They’rechattingandlaughinginthelounge.Idon’tlike

MaNgcobo’sattitude,evenifIwasamaidhowshespoketomeis

unacceptable.Idon’tlikepeoplewholookdownonthosethey

believeareinferiortothem.

Sgcinocomesbackwithmybag.Idoubthepackedallmystuff,

he’sprobablygoingtohidesome.

“Iwouldliketodriveyoubut…”



“ButVuyoandyourmotherarehere.Don’tworry,Ihaverequested

anUber,”Isay.

“Londeka,”hestepscloserandengulfsmeinahug.“Iloveyou,all

I’m askingistimetoclarifythingsandtalktomymother.Iwantto

dothingsright,uyangizwaangithi?”

“Yeah,Ihearyou,”Isay.

“Pleaseansweryourphone,Iwillseeyousoon.”

Inodandturntothedoor,IrollmyeyesassoonasI’m outof

sight.Ifthisrelationshipdoesn’tworkoutI’m goingtogetsea-

waterandbath.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER20

TheHlongwanesarenotthemost-likedfamilyinMashobabut

peoplecameoutforthefuneral.Therearepolicekeepinganeye

asthefuneralproceeds.Nobodyhasbeenarrestedyet,butthe

warbetweentheMshengusandHlongwanesisbrewingagain.By

thelookofthings,thingsarefarfrom over.Revengefrom the

Hlongwaneswon’tbenice.

She’ssmilinginherpicture.Itwastakenonthebeachsand,it

must’vebeenearlyinmarriage,shewasstillmakingsurethering

appearsineverypicture.Sthembisoissittingatthefront,first

chairbeforethecoffin.Nexttohim isThobaniandhisuncle.

HuboiswiththemenatthecemeterywithotherHlongwane

elders.

Sikelelachosetostandattheback,betweenthecrowdofpeople,

hopingnobodywouldnoticehim.ThistimeCebileapprovedof

him comingforthefuneral,sheshowedsympathywhenshe

heardthenews.

SaneandAziletaketothefronttosaygoodbyetotheirsister.

Theyhavepreparedasongandavideo-slideshowofherpictures.

Shelivedherlifetothefullest,there’snodoubtthatshewasa

happywoman.Mostofherpicturesweretakenduringtrips;Dubai

marinayacht,Venice,PyramidsofGizaandNamibianredsand



dunes.Shelookshappyandfreeinallofthem.

LondekashouldbewiththelittlesisterssayinggoodbyetoZime

butsheleftandnevercameback.Sikelelahasbeenwantingto

callher,buthe’snotevenanofficialpartofthisfamilytoinvolve

himselfinsuchmatters.There’snothinglikeperfectfamily,it’s

reallyeyebrow-raisingthatshewouldn’tattendheronlybrother’s

wife’sfuneral.

Theguywho’shercousinisdirectingtheprogram.Heasks

someonewhowillspeakonbehalfofZime’smother-in(laws.

Foramomentthere’snomovement.Itdoesn’tlookMkhonto’s

wiveswerepreparedforthis.

Finally,MaDlaministandsandsings;uJesuUyamangalisa.

Shestandsatthefrontwithhereyesshutandarmsraisedand

singsherheartout.Afterwhatfeltlikeawholealbum ofonesong,

shecutsthesongandwipestearsinhereyes.

“It’shard,bazalwane.WhathappenedtoSthembisoissomething

nobodywishesforherson.Ithurtsdeeply.”Sheblinksrapidly

untiltearscomeoutandwipesthem.Peopleexpresstheir

sympathyinlowmumbles.

“Welovedumakoti.From thedayshewalkedintothesepremises

shewasachild.IwasMatoher,aswellasMaJiyaneandMaXulu.

Everytimewesawhershewassmiling,shewasahighly-spirited

person.Nobodycansayhim orhereverheard‘nxa’from umakoti.

Westillexpectedmorefrom her;grandchildrenandgreat-



grandchildren.ButnobodycansaynoifGodhassaidyes.Itwas

hertime,Godwantedhisangelbackandallwehavetodonowis

cherishthememorieswehadwithherandwishherapeaceful

rest.”

Sheshedsmoretearsbeforereturningtoherseat.

Azilestartsanothersong,shehasanangelicvoice.She

resemblesabitofHubobutshe’slighterwithahugeblackafro

that’stiedinspacebuns.

Zime’saunttakestothefrontaccompaniedbyalowhymn.She’s

thatwomanwho’sbeendemandingbeersthatweresenttomen

inthecemetery.Shecouldbearoundhermid-forties,she’sjust

agingfaster.YouknowonceanAfricanauntwearsacurlywig,

drawsthosethinone-lineeyebrowsandwearsloop-earrings,

tablesareabouttoscatter.She’schewingagum,thataloneis

donewithviolence.

Theypassthemictoher,shespeaksinaudibly-thereare

technicaldifficultieswiththesystem crew.

Sheyellsatthem;“Thisthingisnottalking.”

Thobanigoestothem toassistthem fixwhatevertheyhavetofix,

twominuteslatertheyaskhertotestifit’sworking.

“One…two…one…two.”Goodtogo!“Myniecewasneverhappy,”



shesays.

Gasps!

“Sthembisotookmynieceandbroughtherheretosuffertillthe

lastday.Don’tletthosepicturestheyshowedonthatthingfool

you,people.Moneycannotbuyhappiness,itonlybrings

temporarybliss.Afterthoseexpensivetripsshe’dcometothat

houseovertheroadwhereshetookherlastbreathand

quarantineinsidewithabottleofalcoholbecausenobodywanted

tobreathethesameairasher.Shelivedtherealone,evenonthe

daythatshediedshewasalone.TheHlongwaneskilledmy

sister’schild,that’sthetruth.”

Thisisnotgood,Sthembisoalreadyfeelsguiltandworthless.

Zimedidn’tlivealone,hewaswithheralmosteveryday,itwasjust

thatunfortunatemomentthatendedinblood.

“Butshedidn’tlistenwhenIwarnedheraboutmarryingamanshe

hardlyknew.Everythingwashush-hush,kantiitwasarushforher

tocomeandbecomethelambofsacrificefortheHlongwane

sins.”

Hisuncletakeshim outofthetent.Hehashishandoverhisface,

he’snothandlingtheserantingswell.Thobanihurriesbehind

them.Oneofthewomentheauntcamewithgoestoherand

whispers.Itlookslikeshewasreprimandingher,shestartsa

songafterwardsandaskseveryonetostandandclaphands.

Thedramaisfinallyover.There’salocalchoirsingingasthey



waitforSthembiso’slastwordsandforhim toexclusivelyview

thebodybeforeit’stakentothecemetery.

“Sikelela,you’rehome,”someonesays.

Hethoughthewasinvisiblewhereheis,whoisthisnow?He

turnshiseyesandit’sanold-wrinkledwomanhe’sneverseen

before.

“Youlookexactlylikeyourgrandfather,”she’snowstandingright

nexttohim anddirectlystaringathisface.

“DoIknowyougogo?”heasksaspoliteashecanbe.

“I’m MaZondo,yourfatherwaslikeasontome.Hetriedhisbest

toprotectyoubutIguessyourbloodwasalwaysgoingtocallyou

home,”shesays.

BeforeSikelelacansaysomethingayounggirlappearsandcalls

her‘Khulu’.Andjustlikethattheoldwomanhasbeenpulledaway

onsome;‘MaDlaminineedsyouradvice.’

He’sleftmoreconfusedthanbefore.Hisfatherdidn’twanthim,

witheverythingthatheownedheneverbotheredevensending

him apairofschoolshoes.Hewasn’tabadfather,heknewhow

toloveandtakecareofhischildren,lookathowhisotherchildren

turnedout.Hisproblem waswithSikelela,him only.

Thobaniisreadingaletter,they’rebackinsidethetentandit’s

deadquiet.PeoplewanttoheareverythingSthembisohastosay

sothattheycantellthosewhodidn’tmakeittothefuneral



withoutleavingasingledetailout.

Thobani;

“Alothasbeensaidtomethisweek.Oldfriends,relatives,

colleagues,mysiblingswhoarearoundandmyelders.Theyall

saidonething;‘staystrongSthembiso’.Thosewhoarefamiliar

withtheBiblehaveattacheddifferentversesandassuredmethat

GodisstillGod.Theysay‘zifihlephansikwegazi’andallIwantis

tobehiddeninmywife’sarms.Iwanttocomehometoyou

wearingwhateveryou’recomfortableinwithyourmagazines

scatteredinfrontofyouandaglassofredwine.Iwantedyouto

burymefirst,afterwe’veachievedallourgoals,notthis.Ifeelso

lostwithoutyou,Idon’tfitinthisworldanymore.”

“IwantedtogiveyouthebestinthisworldandIhopeItried.You

taughtmealot,IhavesomuchtothankyouforZime.Ihaveno

regrets,ifIcouldI’dloveyouoverandoveragain.Ngikuthanda

ufulathele,ukhala,uhlekanomausuleleingunaphakade.Nowthat

IcanonlyloveyouinspiritIhavetokeeptellingmyself-‘mzimba

asithwalanesiyephambilinomakunzima.’Iwillmissyour

perfume,yourplayfulspirit,yoursophisticatedtasteinfashion

andhowyoulovedme.Ourlovestorywillalwaysbethebiggest

highlightofmylife,howyoulovedandcaredformewillalways

getmedizzy.Yourlaughterwillalwaysringinmyears,your

beautifulfaceandsweetsmilewillforeverbeazoomingpicture

inmyhead.Faretheewell,sthandwasenhliziyoyami.Ubeyidlozi

elihle,myMissUniverse.Telltheangelsaboutthekindoflovewe

shared,maybetheywillallowyoutocometomydreamsevery

nowandthen.Sleepyourbigsleep,myangel.Iwillalwayslove



you.”

Hereallylovedher.Somewoundsheal,butitmighttakelongfor

thisonetoheal.Hisuncletakeshim tothefront,thereareelders

openingthecoffinforhim.Duetoinjurieshe’stheonlyone

allowedtoviewthebody.

He’sbeenstrong,untilthismoment.

Heonlyglancesonceandstrugglestobreathe.He’sbeenhaving

aseriesofpanicattacksthisweek.

“He’sfollowingher,”someonesaysandquarterofthepeoplewho

wereinsidethetentrunout.

AzileandSanearen’tmakingthingseasywiththeirscreams.

“He’sfine,”hisuncleannounces.

-

-
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Hehastoleave,hewillwalktoHlabathini,by9pm hewillsurely

beclosetohome.ButfirstheneedstoseeSguqaandgiveshim

wordsofcomfort.EveryoneisinthemainHlongwanehomestead,

heleftwithThobanishortlyafterthefuneralandsaidheneeded

sometimealone.

It’sbeenovertwohours,surelyhe’shadtheprivacyhewanted.

Huboisdrunk,luckilythereareunclesandcousinskeepinghim in



check.

“Sikelelawhereareyougoing?”WheredidMaJiyanecomefrom?

Hewassurenobodywasseeinghim.

“ToSthembiso,”hesays.

“Youcan’tcrosstheroadalone,askHubotogowithyou.”

Soitwouldbesafetobeaccompaniedbyadrunk?

“Iwillbefine,Ma,”hesays.

MaJiyaneshakesherhead,“You’restubbornlikeyourfather.”

Thathedoesn’tknow.

“Yourmotherhasn’tchangedhermind?”sheasks.

Thisisnotsomethinghewantstotalkaboutnow.

“Ihaven’ttalkedtoher,”hesaysdismissively.

“Ifyougetachancepleasedo,youneedtobecleansedand

properlywelcomedhome.”

“Iwill,thankyou.”

Finally,hecanleave.

Thobaniisstandingoutsidewithacigarettebetweenhisfingers.

WhenheseesSikelelaapproachinghethrowsitdownand

stompshisfootonit.

“Don’tburnyourfoot,”Sikelelasays.



Hechucklesuncomfortablyandlooksaway.

“Where’sSguqa?”–Sikelela.

“He’sinside,”Thobanisays.

Hewalksin,Thobanireleasesaheavybreathbehind.Eventhough

he’sstillthelastboyofthefamily,healwayswillbe,butnowhe’s

agrownman.He’s21,andjustlikeSikelelahehasmany

questionsthathecannotaskanyone.Well,hecanaskhismother,

buthedoesn’twanttocomeacrossasungrateful.He’sa

Hlongwane;Mkhonto-hisPops-raisedhim andmadehim whohe

istoday.Heknowsthathisbiologicalfatherwasascumbagthat

couldn’tbuyhim abarofsoap.Hehasnomemoryofhim andit

shouldn’tbotherhim becausehisPopspaidandslaughteredto

joinhim withtheHlongwaneancestorswhenhemarriedhis

mother.

Butitwouldn’thurtseeingthefaceofamanwhosesperm

createdhim.Justhisfaceandaminutetoaskhim afew

questions

SikelelafindsSguqalyingonthecouchstaringatthepicture.

WhenSguqaseeshim hequicklyputsitface-down,sitsupand

makesspaceforhim.

“Howareyoufeelingnow?”Sikelelaasks.

Hedoesn’trespond,isitnotobvious?

Sikelelasitsandblowsoutasigh.He’sneverbeengoodwith



words.

“Shelovedyoutilldeath,Ibelievethatwaspartofhervowsand

promisestoyou.Shestayedtruetoherwords.Noteveryonegets

toexperiencethatkindofloveinthislife.”

“Iguessso,”hereachestotheglassofScottishLeaderandtakes

asip.

“InoticedthatLondekadidn’tcometothefuneral,”Sikelelasays.

Thathasbeenbotheringhim aswell.

“It’sokay,shedidn’thavetocomeifshedidn’twantto.”

“Issheokaywheresheis?Shelookedunhappywhensheleft,”

Sikelelaasks.

Hetakesadeepbreathandanothersip.

“I’vebeenthroughalotinlifebafo.Yes,I’m humanand

sometimesImakemistakesespeciallywhenI’m notthinking

straight.Butthatdoesn’tmeanIhavetonurseLondeka’s

feelings,”hesays.

Sikelelanodsslowly.

“I’m notgoingtorunafteranungrateful25year-oldspoiltbrat

whothinkseverythingrevolvesaroundher.Idon’tlikeherattitude,

Ihatepeoplewhodiminisheverythingyou’vedoneforthem and

sayyou’veneverdoneanythingwhenthenarrativesuitsthem.

That’swhywedon’tgetalong,she’sjustanungratefulperson.

Babawasokaywithherdemandingandthrowingtantrums,I’m

notherfather,Idon’ttolerateungratefulnessanddisrespect.I



don’tlikebullieswithbigmouths,thefactthatIdon’tknowhowto

throwwordsaroundlikeherdoesn’tmeanI’m thebadone.”

“Iwasn’tpointingfingers,I’m justworriedabouther.I’m sureyou

alsodon’twanttoloseasister,streetsaren’tsafeoutthere,”

Sikelelasays.

“Ifshe’sintheplaceIboughtforherusingmyownmoneythat

shedownplaysasherfather’snow,trustmeshe’ssafe.Hubowill

lookforherandbeghertocomehome.Onceagainshewillbe

tellingeveryonethatIdon’tloveher,shewon’tbeaccountablefor

anything.Notevenmissingmywife’sfuneralbecauseIill-treated

afriendofherswhosebrotherskilledmywife.”

“Youill-treatedher?”Thatquestionsoundedfirm.

Mela’spicturehasn’tlefthishead.He’sbeenwaitingforthetruck

drivertoupdatehim butitseemslikeheforgot.

Sguqaexhalesheavily,“Yeah,Ialmoststoopeddowntoher

brothers’level.AndIgotphysicalwithher,Ialmostkilledher,I

regretit.I’m dealingwithallthatandmywife’sdeath,Idon’thave

spaceforsister’sdrama.”

“Sheattemptedsuicide,Ireallyhopeyoudidn’tdoanything

extremebecausethatwouldleaveapermanentscarinher,”–

Sikelela.

“Ihopesotoo.”Helooksthoughtful.

Sikelelafrowns,“Youhope?”

“Shewantedmetokillher,Ididn’tdoit.Ijustdidn’tthinkshe’dtry



todoitherself.Ithoughtshewasjustbeingfeisty.”

“Howdoesshetalk?”Sikelelaasks.

“Soft.Idon’tknowifthat’showsheisorit’sbecauseshewas

scared.I’m tryingtogetpicturesofthatdayoutofmymind.A

younggirlkneelingdownandaskingmeforforgiveness,peeing

onherselfandtremblingbecauseofme.I’m notthatperson,Zime

didn’tmarryaviciousman.”

“Maybeyou’renotdifferentasyouwanttobe.Nownotonlydo

youbringmendowntotheirkneesSguqa,youngdefenselessgirls

too,”Sikelelasays.

“Wow,thankyou,Ifeelmuchbetter.”

Fuck,whyishecatchingfeelings?Allthisisnewtohim,feeling

thiswayaboutsomeoneyou’venevertalkedtoisstrange.He

wantstoseeMela.

“Sorry,Iknowyoudon’tneedthattoday,”hesays.

“Oranyotherday,”Sguqasaysandtakesasipfrom hiswhiskey.

It’simpossibleforanythingtobemendedwiththeMshengusnow,

he’sgoingtostrike,Hubohasbeenpesteringhim.Butthere’sjust

onesmallmatterofMela,whatifthenexttimehepushesherto

suicideshesucceeds?

“Ndoda,IsaidI’m leaving,”Sikelelashakeshisshoulder.

Hefrowns,“Huh?Whereareyougoingatthistime?”

“Home,”–Sikelela.

“No,youcan’tleave.It’slateandnotsafe.”



Hechucklesandstands,“Iwillbefine,I’m agrownman.”



SIKELELA

CHAPTER21

LONDEKA

Iopenthedoorafterapersistentknock,I’m stillinmypyjamasI

justwokeupandfinishedwashingmyface.Ithoughtit’sa

securityguardoroneofthecleaners,butit’sthemanIlastsaw

twodaysago.Hehasn’tcallednortextedme,Idon’tknowwhy

he’shere.

Iclosethedoorafterhe’swalkedinandturntohim.

“Sgcinohowlong…”Idon’tfinishthesentence,hepinsmeagainst

thedoorandgrabsmyneck.Hislipscrashonmine,he’skissing

meaggressively,likehehassomewheretobe.

Ikisshim back,Iwillbemadafterwards.Hishandsarecold,he

justslidethem undermytopgrabbingmyboobs.

Ineedtobreathe…

“Baby,no.”Hetucksmyfaceintohishandsandholdsmycheeks

tightlyandpartsmylipswithhistongue.Thekissgetswet,his

otherhandshasdroppedtomybehind.Everythinghedoesis

catchingmeoff-guard.Hepushesmedowntothefloorandlies

ontopofmewithhislipslockedintomine.Hisenergyistoo

much,I’m notcomfortablewithmybackagainstcoldtiles.

“Sgcinowait,”Ibeg.

He’slickingmyneck,it’sturningmeonbutIalsowantustotalk.



Hesucksthesideofmyneck.Lord,Ihopehe’snotgivingmea

hickey.

“Sgcino,”Icrackintowhisper.

“NgifunawenaLondeka.It’syouthatIwant.”Hisvoicevibratesin

alowdemand.

“Alright,let’sgetupandtalk,”Isay.

Hedoesn’tmove,he’sstilllickingmyneck.I’m lettingoutlow

moansthatmotivatehim torubhiserectfrontagainstmeand

softlybitesmyflesh.

“Aahbaby,stop!”

Hestops,swallowsnexttomyearandexhalesheavily.

“What’swrongwithyou?”Iaskwithasoftchuckle.

IknowImaycomeacrossasfeistybuthishighenergyisscaring

me,it’sonlyseveninthemorning.

“I’m inlovewithyou,that’swhatwrong,”hesays.

“Howisthatwrong?”I’m stillonthefloor,he’snotmovingoffor

liftinghisheadfrom myneck.Hisbreathsbreezewarmlyonmy

flesh.

“Becauseyou’regoingtoleaveme.”

Idon’tlikeinsecurepeople,he’stheonewhohasn’tbeencalling,

howam Itheonewho’sgoingtoleavethisrelationshipfirst.

“Ikilledmywife,Londeka.”



Whatwasthat?

Ipushhischestoff,hedoesn’tfight,herollstothesideandlies

onhisbackwithhiserectshaftpointingupwards.

“Sgcino,didyousaysomething?”Iask.

“ThefamilieswantmetotakeVuyoasmywifebutIdon’twantto.

Isharedabedwithherbecausemymotherinsistedthatshe

comestomybedroom,butIdidn’ttouchher.”

I’m…Ineedwater.

No,doubleshotsofsinglemaltwhiskeybutIdon’thaveit.

I’m onmyfeetadjustingmytop,Ineedtogetmyselfadrink

beforeIhearthis.Hedoesn’tstopme,Igotothefridgeandpull

outacanofwhateversodaitis.Ican’treadthename,allmyeyes

seeisVuyo…Vuyo…Vuyo.

Iwillneedachair,Idragoneandreturntowhereheis,onthe

floorbythedoor.

“Didyouknowthisbeforeapproachingme?”Iasktakingasip

from mycan.IttasteslikeFantaOrange.

“Kindof,butIdidn’tknowthey’dputthatplaninmotionbecauseI

didn’tshowanyinterestwhenitfirstcameup,”hesays.

“Soyousharedabedwithheranddidn’tfuckher?”Ifsothenhe

deservesastandingovation.Ijustdon’thavethatkindoftrustfor

malespecies,twodayswithawomaninyourbed!

“Yes,Idohaveself-control.Andbesides,Ididn’twanthertoget

herhopesuponlytobedisappointedintheend.Itoldherabout



youandaskedhertocontinuewithherlifeandreachouttomeif

sheneedsanyhelp,”hesays.

“Andwhatkindofhelpwouldthatbe,mnumzane?”It’snot

jealousy,whowouldbecomfortablewithsomethinglikethis.

“Anykindofhelp.”He’ssethimselfup,thatwomanisgoingtobe

standingonhisshouldersfortherestofhislifebecausehe’s

makingdecisionsoutofguilt.

“Tellmeaboutyourwife,”Isay.

Heshutshiseyesandinhalesasharpbreath.Idon’tseehim asa

murderer,Idon’twanttowrapmyheadaroundtheideaofhim

beingone.

“Onthe6thofDecember2017,weweregoinghomecomingfrom

hercousin’sbirthday.Iwasdriving,Iheardsomeonecryingatthe

sideoftheroad,itwasaround11pm.Istoppedthecarandgot

outtohelp.Itwasagirlwhohadpassedaway,shegotacar

accidentandherfamilyonlyfetchedherbodyandleftherspirit

there.Shewantedtogohome,Isatdownandtalkedwithher.She

stillhadbloodonherbody,herforefathersdidn’trecognizeher,

shewantedtobecleansedand…”

Ifaint.

Notreally,Ijustdropfrom thechair,Idon’tknowwhathappened,I

justlostbalanceandlandedflatonmybutt.

Hegetsupfrom thefloorandcomestoliftmeup.Iletoutaloud

scream,hecan’ttouchme.Somethingabouthim isnotnormal,I

should’veknown.



Istandadistanceawayfrom him.

Heexhalesdeeplyandcontinues,“Shegotscared,itwasherfirst

timeseeingmeinthatintenseposition.Shespedoffandcrashed

thecar,andshelostherlife.”

Idon’tcomment,I’m staringathim rememberingthemanMela

toldmeabout,itwashim.Shwelengrozi,whathaveIgotten

myselfinto?Thisisthemanwhotalkstodeadpeopleandcarry

roughsaltwithhim.Rememberhowhecamebackwitha

shiveringbodythatdaywhenIwasinhishouse,hewascoming

from hisfriends.

Lord,hishandsthattouchghoststouchedme.Hismouththat

speakstodeadpeoplejustkissedme!

“I’ddoanythingforyoutoacceptmeandmyflaws.IfIhad

controloveritI’dstopandbenormal,butIcan’trunawayfrom it,

believemeI’vetriedbuttheyalwaysfindme.”He’srubbinghis

forehead;lookingnervousandhurt.

Sorry,butI’m notgettinganyclosertohim.

“Pleasesaysomething,”hisvoicecracksintoalowwhisper.

Iclearmythroat,“Doyouwanttea?”

Heshutshiseyesandsighsheavily.

“Howdoyoulikeyourtea,withroughsalt?”Sorry,Idon’tknow

howhedealswiththem butthelastthingIneedisghostscoming

tomyplace.HenceIwanthim togo,beforetheysmellhim and

comehere.



“Iknowit’sunfairtoasksomeonewho’sscaredofyoutostay

withyou,butIreallyloveyou,Londeka.Ireallywanttohavea

chancetoshowyouhowIfeelaboutyou,justonefairchance.

Don’tseemeasastranger,it’sme.”

I’m…I...Ineedtothrowthiscaninthebin,theonedowntheroad.

“Excusemeforaminute,”Isaywalkingtothedoor.AssoonasI

stepoutIreleaseahugebreath.

IneedtocallMelaand…OkayIcan’t,Sthembisodestroyedthat

friendship.Ican’tsharethiswithanyoneelsebecauseof

confidentialityissues.

Ithrowthecanandtakeashortwalkdowntheroad.Myhead

can’twrapitselfaroundwhatIjustdiscovered.Whyme?Why

couldn’thefallinlovewithotherghostfriends?Andhowthehell

am Igoingtobreakupwithhim whenI’vealsofalleninlovewith

him?

Ifindmyselfinacoffeeshop,eyesoglemeasIenterinmy

pyjamas.Ineedacupofcoffee…

Damn,Idon’thaveanymoneywithme.

“Doyouneedhelp?”It’sawhiteguywithblondehairstaringatme.

“No,I’m okay.”Iwalkpasthim andfeelhim turningtofollowme.I

stopandgivehim aglare.

“Youcanjoinmeonthetable,”hesays.

“No,thankyou.”Idon’tknowwhoworkswiththeMshengusand



I’m notanyone’scharitycase.Ifit’snotaboutthelandthenit’snot

worthmyenergy.

Hesmilesandputshishandsupinsurrender.Istudyhisfaceone

moretimeforfuturepurposesandwalkaway.

I’m thinkingabouttheembarrassmentofwalkingintoacoffee-

shopinpyjamasandgetacoffeeofferfrom agenerouswhiteguy

whoprobablythoughtIwashomeless.

Ionlyrememberabouttheghost-friendwhenI’m openingthe

door.Hehasn’tmovedfrom whereIlefthim standing,he’sstaring

intospaceanddoesn’tevenblinktolookatmewalkingbackin.

Ifeelatwingeofpaininmyheart,Icould’vehandleditbetter,

withoutmakinghim feelworsethanhealreadyfeelsabouthis

conditionorwhateveritis.

“Let’sgotothebedroom,”Isay.

Helooksatme,helooksdejected.Ileadhim tothebedroom,my

heartispalpitatingwildly,maybeIwasbetterinthedarkthan

knowingthis.Icannotlookathim thesameway,notafterfinding

outaboutthis.

Heclosesthedoor,Iturnwithmyeyespoppedout.Heseesthe

fearinmyeyesandopensit.

Idon’tsit,Istandbythewindowandheremainsstandingnextto

thebed.

“I’m scared,Sgcino,”Isay.



Henods,“Icansee.”

“Youshould’vetoldmethisbeforeproposinglove.It’sunfairthat

you’retellingmenowwhenanydecisionthatImakeisgoingto

hurtbothofus.”

“Iwantedtotellyou,buteachtimeIthoughtaboutitapictureof

thismomentwouldcrossmymind.IknewIstoodfiftypercent

chanceoflosingyou.”

“Wereyoubornthisway?”

Hesitsonthebedwithaheavybreath.

“From theageof6,mymothercalledthem myimaginaryfriends

andsaidI’doutgrowitwhenIenterteenagehood.Ididn’toutgrow

it,Icarriedthecursetomyearlytwentiesandstartedrunning

ghosts’errandsat33aftermyfailedinitiationofbecominga

sangoma.Ijustdidwhatevertheyaskedmetodo,itlessenedthe

guiltIcarriedwithme.”

“Doyoutransitionwhentalkingtothem orit’sjustthenormal

you?”Iask.

“ItransitionandonlyrememberimportantdetailswhenIswitch

backtoSgcino.That’stheonlyreasonwhyI’m stillsane,”hesays.

Sane,right?

“Soifadeadpersonapproachesyouthere’sagoodpossibility

thatyouwon’tknowwhoIam andwhatImeantoyou?”

Henods,“Yeah.”

“Haveyoubeeninanyseriousrelationshipafteryourwife’s



death?”

“No,”

“Oh,soit’smeafterher?”

Heburieshisfaceinhishandsandsighs.

“Idon’twanttodie,Sgcino,”Isay.

“Idon’thurtpeople.”Hesoundswounded,hisvoicetrembles.I

wanttobelievehim,buthiswifediedandhecouldn’tevenprotect

herbecauseofthestatehewasin.HowdoItrustthatIwon’t

havethesamefate?

“Idon’tknowwhat’sgoingtohappenbetweenus,likeisit

possibletodatesomeoneandonlyseehim duringtheday?

Becausethat’stheonlytimeI’dfeelsafearoundyou.”

“Idon’tknow.”Heliesonhisbackwithhishandsoverhisface.I

feelbad,IwishIcanmiraculouslybebraveenoughtogetmyself

intothissituationshipbutI’m not.

“Ineedacupofcoffee.Doyouwantone?”Iask.

Hedoesn’trespond,Iwalkoutandheadtothekitchen.

Ifeeloverwhelmed,thisconditionofhisandVuyo’smatter.It’sall

toomuchtodealwithatthistenderstageofarelationship.He

hasn’tevengivenmemyfirstorgasm andIhavetoacceptthis

baggagehecomeswith.Thisshouldbeourhoneymoonphase.



Thedooropens,whoeverthatiswantsmylungsbecauseIhave

onlyonesliceofpatienceleftinmethismorning.

“It’slikeyouknewIwascoming.”Hewalksinandgrabsthecup

ofcoffeeIwasmakingforSgcino.Idon’tknowwhathe’sdoing

here,soearlyinthemorning.

Sgcinoishere,hewon’tbehappytoseehim.Ihopewhateveritis

thathe’shereforisbriefbecauseyouneverknowwhichreaction

toexpectfrom Hubo.

“Wheredidyousleep?”Iaskhim.

He’sgoingthroughmyfridgelookingforsomethingtoeatlikea

hunterwhohasn’teateninweeks.

“Iwasaround,”hesaysandtakesanoisysip.

“Sincewhendoyoudrinkcoffee?”

Hestopsmewithhisfingerandsitsdownwithasliceofblack

forestIboughtafewdaysago.

“Whyyoudidn’tcometothefuneral?”He’shereforthat,Iknewhe

wassilentaboutitbecausehewantedtoconfrontmeinperson.

“Idon’tlikehowSthembisoandMaandMamncanetreatedme

whenIexpressedmyconcernabouthowheinvolvedmeand

MelainseekingrevengeforZime’sdeath.”

“Idon’tknowwhatisgoingbetweenyoutwo,I’m justhereasan

olderbrother.”Isecretlyrollmyeyes,he’snoteventhreeyears

olderthanme.

“Wedon’tdropeachotheratourlowest.Sometimesyoujustneed



toputdifferencesasideandbetherewhensomeoneneedsyou.”

“Didheneedmethough?Let’sbehonest,hewouldn’tevenhave

acknowledgedthatIwasthere.”

“Youdon’twanttoseethingsfrom hisperspective,whichisalso

thesameproblem withhim.Iwantyoutocomehometoday,Iwill

bethemediatorwhileyoutwotalk.Wecannotaffordtobe

dividedattimeslikethese.”

“UrghHubo,Idon’thavetimetorunafterhim.Idon’thavetobeg

him foranything,I’m finewithhowthingsare.”

“Itwasn’tarequest,dearsister.Iwillcomeandfetchyoulater,”

hesayswithachuckle.

I’m reallynotupforthisbutIhavetoagreetomakehim leave

beforeSgcinocomesoutofthatroom.

“Okay,”Isay.

“Good,Ineedtotakeanap.”

No,no,no!Anap,where?

“Ihaven’tcleanedyet,”Isay.

“Thengetmeablanket,Iwillsleeponthecouch.”Heliftshiseyes

andfrowns.Oh,fuck!

“Areyoualonehere?Youweremakingtwocupsofcoffee.”

“Umh,onewasformyimaginaryfriend.”

“Didyousleepdrunk?”Whyishestandingpho?



“Hubowait,”Ijumpoffthechairandstandinfrontofhim.

Heraiseshiseyebrow.

Thisismyflatforfuck’sake!

“Ihaveaguestinthebedroom,”Isay.

“Who?Theonewithsnaggletooth?”

Ohwow,Ihaveneverjudgedhisgazilliongirlfriends.Sgcino’s

teetharen’tshapednormally,sowhat?

Helaughs,“Ifyou’reoffendedIwillcallhim Maziny’engwenya-

crocodileteeth.”

He’safool,Iknowhewillcallhim that.

“No,I’m notoffended.Ilovehisteeth.”

“Good,goandtellhim Ineedacold-drink.”

“No!”Ishecrazy?

“Mazi…”

Jeez!

“Okay,Iwilltellhim.”Bloodyfool.

Helaughsandsitsdownonthechair.

He’sstilllyinginbedonhisbackstaringattheceiling.Fora

momentIhadforgottenaboutthemiseryloomingoverour

relationship.



Idon’ttellhim aboutHubo’scold-drink,Itakemoneyfrom my

purseandwalkout.

“Howmuchisthat?”heasks.

“R50,”Isay.

“Doesn’thework?”

Don’tyouwork?

“Begrateful,”Isay.

“No,heshouldbegratefulhe’swithmysister,thatchanceis

gold,”hesaysandstandsupwiththenotefoldedinhispalm.

I’m leftsmilingandshakingmyhead.He’sadifferentbreed,I

can’tbelieveweshareblood.

Nowbacktothetroubledparadise…

Isitnexttohim.It’stheclosestwe’vebeensincehetoldmethe

truthabouthimself.

Heliftshisrheumyeyestome,

“Areweover?”

“No,Ijustdon’tknowhowwearegoingtomoveforwardwithyour

familywantingVuyoforyouandthiswholenightandghosts

thing,”Isay.

“Londeka,doyouloveme?”

“Yes,Ido,”Isaywithnohesitation.



Idolovehim andifIrobmyselfofthischanceI’llalwayswonder

howmylifewould’veturnedout.

“Canyoutouchme?”heasks.

Deepbreath!

Ilowermyfacedowntohim andkisshislipsforaminuteand

thenplantapeckonhisforehead.

Heholdsmyhandandbringsittohislips.

Ithinkwearegoingtofigureitout.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER22

MELAMINAMSHENGU

MasaidBusizwewasonhiswaytoseeme.Itwouldbemyfirst

timeseeinghim aftertheaccident,that’swhateverybodycallsit.

Mafightsanyonewhodefinesitasasuicideattemptbecauseher

daughterwouldneverwanttokillherself.Idon’tknowwhy

Busizweiscoming,heprobablyhassomethingtosay.He’sthe

eldest,therearethreeotherboysbetweenusandthenme,last

born.We’veneverhadanystrongbond,hewasawaywhenmost

thingshappenedfulfillinghisdutiesastheeldestson,buteven

whenhecamebackhedidn’tdoanything.SoIfeelthesame

abouthim aseveryoneelse.

StrangelyI’dratherforgiveSthembisooverhim becauseIknow

whatdrovehim.Isawhistears,IknowhewashurtingandIwas

theunluckyoneasusual,Istoodatthereceivingend.

Busizweisabigman,hecanfightanybattleandwinit.He’s

stoodagainsttheHlongwanesunshaken.Heturned36thisyear,

theagegapbetweenusistoowideformetosayanythingtohim.

HewalksinwithaSparshoppingbagwearingblackBrentwood,

brownloafersandawhitepoloT-shirt.He’sgettingmarriedsoon,

Idon’tunderstandhowitfeltokayforhim tokillsomeone’swife.

Thatwascruelandinhuman.BeforehesitshepullsdowntheT-



shirtandIknowhehasaguninhiswaist,likealways.

“Howareyou?”Hespeaksformallyandassertively.

“I’m good,”Isay.

“Whenaretheyreleasingyou?”

“Idon’tknowyet.”

Helooksaroundandpullsthefileontopofthebedsidecabinet

andflipsthroughthepages.

“You’renothungry?Ibroughtyousnacksandthatflour-wrapthing

everyoneeats.”He’stalkingaboutshwarma,IloveitbutI’m still

full.

“Thankyou,”Isay.

Heclosesthefileandlooksatmewithalowsigh.Idon’tthinkhe

understoodanythingwritteninthere.Hewascondonedthrough

mostofhislowergrades,gotinhighschoolbyluckanddropped

outafterrepeatingGrade10threetimes.

“Theysayyourantothetruck?”Idon’tknowifhe’sannoyedor

sympathetic,Ican’treadhistone.

Idon’trespond,heknowsthetruth,theyalldobutthey’drather

swipeitunderthecarpet.

“Whatwereyoudoingatthebridgethatmorning?”heasks.

“Sthembisodroppedmeoff.”

Heraiseshiseyebrow,“Whoisthat?”



“SguqaHlongwane,hewantedyouandIdidn’thaveyournumber

soheendeduplettingmego.”

“Sohe’sthereasonwhyyoualmostkilledyourself.Whatdidhedo

toyou?”

“Didyoukillhiswife?”Idon’thavetheprivilegetoquestionmy

brothersbutthisparticularsituationhasinvolvedme,Imightas

wellknowthetruth.

“Idon’ttouchwomen,MaMshengu.IfIwantedtokillafemale

Hlongwanewhywouldn’tIhavegoneafterhissistersand

mothers,adaughter-in-lawisnotevenbloodrelatedtothem?”

Onlytheyunderstandwhytheyhateeachothersomuch.He’s

aftertheHlongwanebloodandtheyareafterours.

“Whokilledherthen?”Iask.

“That’stheirjobtofindout,youhavetofocusonrecovering.

Sguqawillpayforwhathedidtoyou.”

Onlybecausehe’saHlongwane.Sthembisotriggeredthenestof

paintheMshenguslaideggson.Thoseeggshavehatchedinto

thisbrokenwoman,Idon’twantanyonetousemeasanexcuse

tofightbattlesthatareonlyknowntothem.

“It’stoolateforyoutofightforme,”Isay.

“No,it’snot,IwillgetSguqa.”

“Idon’tneedyoutobemyhero,”Isaybeforemymindcanfilterit

out.

Helooksabitshocked,Idon’ttalkback,I’m notthatperson.



“Ineededyoutobemyheroat16andyouweren’t.NowI’m grown,

Icanhandlemyownshit.Youdidn’twanttotakerevengeagainst

amanwhoturnedmeintohissex-slaveunderyourfather’sroof

becausehewasyouruncleandhehelpedyourfatherputfoodon

thetable.Nowyouwanttotakerevengeagainstsomeonewho

didn’tevendohalfofwhatyouruncledidtomebecauseyouwant

tofulfilyourkillingurge.Donot,notformyname!”

“Youneedtowatchyourmouth,whoareyoutalkingtowiththat

tone?”

“Orwhat?”Ichallengehim withastare.

Hedropshiseyes,hischestbouncesashetakesasharpbreath.

“Why,Busizwe?”I’m anemotionalperson,Ialwayshavetearson

standby.

“Iwasn’thome.”

That’salameexcuseandhefuckin’knowsit!

“Iwroteyoualetterandslippeditunderyourpillow,Itoldyou

everythinginthatletterandyouwokeupthenextmorningnot

evensparingmeaglance.”HewasinJoburg,Iwaitedfuckin’

threemonthsforEasterholidaystocomesothatIcanbaremy

chesttohim.Andhecamehomeanddidwhateveryonedid;

pretendlikenothinghappened.

“You’veneverrespondedtothisday,”Isay.

Idon’tseeabigmanthatIalwaystakehim tobe,he’sjusta

youngboy.Acowardofnote.



“Ididn’tunderstandwhatyouwrote,thedoctorinJoburgtoldme

thatIsufferfrom somethingcalleddouble-deficitdyslexia.I

askedhim,babomncane,toreaditformebecauseIsawhis

nameintheletter,Ididn’tknowhewasthesubjectofthematter,

andhetoldsomethingthatdidn’tmakesense.”Idon’twantto

hearanyexcuse!HowdidhereadroadsignsinJoburg,bottom

lineis;heneverrespondedtomyletterorsaidanything.

“Youwere26,oldenoughtoreadandwritearesponse.Butyou

lethim abuseme,youlethim destroymylife.”Ionlyhavethisone

chancetotalktohim likethis.There’salotofthingsIhavekept

tomyself,bottledandslowlyeatingmeup.

“Wasitworthit?”Iask.

“WhenIlearnedthetruthIkickedhim out,thatwasallIcoulddo

atthattime.”Whatdoeshemean‘allhecoulddo’,hewasan

adult.

I’m cryingagain.

“Iteatsmeupeveryday,MaMshengu.Icould’vedonemorebut

myhandsweretiedbecauseBabawastheheadofthehouseand

him andMaalreadymadeadecisionto…”Hecan’tsayit.

Isayitforhim;“Toforgivehim andsweepeverythingunderthe

carpet.At16,fuckin’16,Iwastoldthatanoldmantouchingmy

privatepartandsneakinghisfingersinsidemeisnotabigdeal,

thatIshouldstoptalkingaboutit.Youweremylasthope,

Busizwe.Lasthope!”

“Everyoneofushasastorytotell.I’m sorryIcouldn’tprotect



you.”

Mxm!Iturnandsleepfacingtheotherside.

“Pleaseforgiveme,”hesays.

He’snotsorry.Busizweisnotsorry,he’sonlyapologizing

becauseIbroughtitup.

“Youdon’tknowwhatI’vebeenthroughbecauseofthis.I

understandyouaremoreangryatmebecauseI’m theoldestand

Itakethat,butitwascomplicatedandIjust…”I’m notlisteningto

him.Herealizesthatandreleasesalowsigh.

“Beingmehasbeenthehardest,MaMshengu.Itwasn’tjustyou,

butyou’reallowedtobleed,justdon’tkillyourself.”

Idon’trespond.Aminutepasses,Ifeelhishandonmyshoulder

andshakeitoff.

Anothersigh.

Hegetsoffthechairandpacksthegoodieshebroughtinsidethe

cabinetandleaves.

I’veneverhadaconfrontationwithmyeldestbrotherlikethis.I

don’tknowwhathewentthroughbutnothingexcusesthefact

thathedidn’tacknowledgetheletterIwrotehim andpretendedas

ifnothinghappened.NowthequestioniswhydoIstillhavea

homeinMashoba?Whyam Iassociatingmyselfwithpeoplewho

don’thavemybestinterestatheart,peoplewho’dchooseacoin

overme?



Thosefootstepsagain!

Iclosemyeyes,Idon’twanttolookathim,Ihavenothingmoreto

sayorlistento.Aheavyfigurestandsnexttomybed,mynoseis

hitbyadifferentsmell.AuniquewoodyandmuskysmellthatI’ve

neversmelledinmylife.

MyheartbeatpalpitateswildlybutIdon’topenmyeyes.I’m inthe

hospital,it’ssafe,right?

Ihearhim movingaroundthebed,steppingsoftlyonthefloor.I’m

abouttowetmypants.Myheartispoundingwithtremor.

Ihearashallowbreathandsomethingbeingputontopofthe

cabinetnexttome.Iholdmybreath,someonehastocomein,a

nurseorsomething.

“Hey,”hesaysinalowwhisper.I’veneverheardthisvoiceinmy

life.Theurgetoopenmyeyesgrowsbutmyfearisevendeeper.I

staycollected,withmybreathskeptsoftandhandsshaking.

“Umuhle,”hesaysinthatlowvibratingwhisper.Ifeelhiseyes

closertomeandmychestisabouttoburstopen.

“Ihopeonedayyou’llopenyoureyesandseeme,becauseIcan’t

waittoseeyou.You’restrongerthanwhateveryou’regoing

through,uzobaright.”Idon’tknowwhyI’m findingcomfortinhis

words.Iwanttoopenmyeyesandseehim butmydominant

instincttellsmeit’sokaythisway.



“Ifoundyourbracelet,”hesaysandinhalessharply.Hemovesoff

abraidthathasfallenonmyface.

I’m sensingallhismovements,him leaningdowntomyfaceand

wantingtotouchmyfaceandcontrollinghisfingersabruptly.

Mynerveshavesettled,whenIhearhim walkingoutIslightly

openmyeyesandpeepathim.

Idon’tknowhim.Hisskinisadeepshadeofcacao,liftingmy

gazeanddrawingmein.Igetapartialglanceathisfaceashe

turnsthecornerleadingtotheexitpassage.Helookslike

someoneIknow,Ijustcan’tfigureoutwho.He’swearingblack,

hisshort-sleevedshirthasshoulderboardsindicatingthathe’sa

securityguard.Idon’tthinkheworkshere,inthishospital.

There’sagift-bagonmybedsidecabinet.Itakeitandlookinside.

Thepearl-beadedbraceletIgotasmybirthdaygiftfrom my

colleagues,IthinkIlostitatthescene,hebroughtit.Sothis

personisfrom Mashoba,that’stheonlythingthatmakessense,

hearrivedatthesceneaftertheaccidentandfoundmybracelet.

ButIknowmostpeoplethereandhim,I’venevermethim.

Whoishe?Ohyes,Londeka.

HelookedlikeLondeka,I’m notmistaken.Iknowallthe

Hlongwanesexcepttheonebrothertheyjustfoundoutabout.

Londekaisthespittingimageofherfather,whichmakesthis



personherfather’simagetoo.Nowmyquestioniswhywas

someonewho’slookinglikeHlongwanehere?

Doeshehaveadeathwish?

There’sacardaswell,withahorriblehandwriting.

**GETWELLSOON,BEAUTIFULSTRANGER**

I’m notsurewhathewantsfrom mebutthisisflattering.Well,

flatteringuntilIrememberthatIhaveaboyfriendI’m notinlove

withandanenemyI’vebeeninlovewithsinceprimaryschool.I

havecommittedmyselfintorelationshipsphysically,never

emotionally.Mylifehashasnobalance.

Sthembisohasmyphonewhereverheis,andI’m herewithhis

fingermarksonmyarm.Idon’tthinkheevencares,he’sstill

mourninghiswifeandplanningrevenge.

-

-

HUBO

Familyiseverything.Tohim that’stheonlythinghe’ddiefor.He’s

nothappywithhowthingsarebetweenSthembisoandLondeka,

theycan’tbedividednow.Hisfathermadesuretheyallgrewup

asone.LondekaishissisterasmuchasAzileis,andThobaniis

hisbrotherregardlessofblood.Youtouchoneofthem hestrikes.

Despiteofeverythingthat’sgoingon,hejustwantshissiblings



united.LondekaandSthembisosharedawomb,surelytheycan

talkaboutthisandmovepastit.Theirfatherisdead,nobodyis

goingtolookafterthem iftheydon’tlookoutforeachother.

HedrivesstraighttoSthembiso’shousewithherbecauseifhe

startsatthemainhomesteadLondekawillappearinhighcourt

beforethemagistrateone.MaXuluhasbeenwaitingforherto

comehomeandexplainherself.Whatshedidashamedthefamily,

absentfrom hersister-in-law’sfuneral,really?

Sthembiso’shouseiscoldwithoutZime.Injustaweekeverything

lookslifeless.EventheoutsidelightisnotworkingandSthembiso

hasn’tevenbotheredfixingit.

There’snoinvitingaroma,passingthekitchenyou’reonly

welcomedbyfoodcontainersfrom MaXulu’skitchenwithleft-

overs.

Londekaisstillonherphonechatting,probablytoherboyfriend.

Hubostillcan’tgetoverthefactthatSgcinoisover35anddating

his“ten”year-oldsister,butsheclappedbackathim forcalling

him asugardaddy.Apparentlyhe’sonlyonedecadeolderthanher

andthat’snotrainsmash.

“WehavetocheckthatplaceoutnextweekwhenI’m offwork,”

hesays.

“You’realwaysoffworkandtheonlyreasonyouwanttogoback

tothatcoffee-shopisbecauseofthatwhitegirlwho’snoteven



yourtype,”Londekasays.Shedoesn’ttakeanyofhislove

interestsserious,nobodydoes.

Helaughs,onlyifsheknewthathe’ssnackedafewredheadsand

thecoffee-shopmanagerwillbeonthelistsoon.

TheywalkintotheloungewhereSthembisoisseatedwithhis

coldbeerandsilencedmoviethathe’sstaringat.Huboinformed

him aboutthismeetingthat’sabouttotakeplaceandhedidn’t

haveaproblem ironingthingsoutwithLondekaonlyifshecomes

tohishouse.

Hubogreetsandsitsonthetwo-seatercouch,Londekajoinshim

andputsherpursenexttoher.

“Seethisbeautifulrug,youneeditforthosecoldtilesinyour

lounge,”heteasesher.

Londekachuckles,“MaybeIneedbifocals.”

Sthembisoliftshiseyesfrom theTVtoHubo.Helooksinfuriated.

“Getoutofmyhouse!”heblustersangrily.

Hubofrowns,“Bafo,whatdidwe…?”

Hestandsfuriouslyandpointsthem tothedoor.

Huboisconfusedbuthestandsbecauseit’sanorderfrom the

houseowner.

“See,thisiswhyIdon’tlikeher.Shethrowsshadelikethatand

thenactlikeI’m thebadguy,”Sthembisosays.



HubolooksatLondekawithafrown.Hedoesn’tgetit.

“Butthatwasajoke,”hesays.

“Well,Idon’tfindthosejokesfunny.Idon’tlikeherstinking

attitudeandthemeanthingsshesubtlysayscalculatingly.”

“WhatdidIsay?Youhaveaproblem witheverythingIsayanddo,

andthat’ssomethingIcan’tcontrol,”Londekasaysgettingoffthe

couchandpickingherpurse.

“Idon’thaveaproblem withyou,Ihaveaproblem withyour

attitudeandungratefulness.You’remessy,disorganizedandvery

spoilt.”

“Oh,really?Youarechannelingyourangertowardsthewrong

person,youhadproblemswithdadandI’m justtheclosestthing

tohim thatyoucanlashoutat.Fixyourlife,growaspinelikehe

saidandstopliftingdumbbellsandabusingyourbodytofight

yourdemons.Youlookridiculous,HulkHogan.”

Hubopullshertostandbehindhim,beforeanythingaggressive

happens.Thisisnothowhewantedthismeetingtogobutatthis

pointthere’snoinstantsolutionhecancomeupwithexcept

leavingwithLondeka.

“AtleastI’m notmeantopeoplearoundme,Idon’thurtpeople

andfoldmyarmslikenothinghappened.Yourheartisdarkerthan

yourfaceandthat’ssomethingfoundationandconcealercan’t

fix.”Heholdsthedooropenandpointsthem out.

Huboholdsherhand,releasesasighandwalksoutwithher.This

isnotjustasiblingdisagreement,it’swar.Eveniftheirfatherwas



alivehewouldn’thavebeenabletoresolveitbecausehewould’ve

takenLondeka’ssideandMaXuluwould’vejumpedto

Sthembiso’swithoutthinkingtwice.Maybeaneutralpersonlike

theiruncle,Mjay,becauseatthispointthisisaboveHubo.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER23

SIKELELA

Hesnappedapicture,whichhecanadmitwascreepy.Andnow

hecan’tstopstaringatit,hislowerlipkeepsquiveringto

suppressthesmilefrom spreadingout.Heknowsthere’sagood

possibilityofherhatinghim andnotevenhearinghim out.He

killedherfatherincoldbloodanddeliberately,buthe’sgota

reasonforit.It’sscary,yetit’sabeautifulfeelinghehasn’tfeltina

longtime.

Hisphoneringsanddisturbshisfantasyworld.It’sHubo,thismay

takelong,hedecreasestheheatonthestovebeforeanswering.

“I’m inEngland,”Hubosayswithecstasy.

Heclickshistongue,“There’sEnglandnowinSouthCoast?”

“No,Englandactuallycametome.Doyourememberthatwhite

girlItoldyouaboutfrom thecoffee-shop?”

“Nottheonewithgoodlegsfrom lastweek?”Sikelelaaskswitha

pinchofmockery.

“Yourmemoryismoreactivethanyoursexlife.Nodummy,Itold

youaboutagirlwhomanagesacoffee-shopfrom Londeka’s

building.”

“Ohsorry,Iforgot.IsshetheEngland?”Heremembered,she’sall

Hubohasbeentalkingaboutthisweek,hejustwantedtorubhis



roughcorners.

“MfokaBabangidlelaezitshen’ezifayonamhlanje,”Hubobeams.

“Uzolalaubhodlu‘bobotie’?”

Theybothbreakintolaughter.Sleepingaroundmakeshim happy,

Sikelelahaslearnttoembracethatabouthim.He’sabit

irresponsible,butthat’sforSthembisotoworryabout,right?He

letshim getawaywiththings.

“Enjoyandkeepitsafe.Ihavetocontinuecooking,beforemy

whitein-lawthinksI’m theenemyofprogress,”hesays.

“Youneedtofindawomantocookforyou,”Hubosuggests.

Hechuckles,“Ihavehandstocookformyself,andbesides,Idon’t

thinkthewomanI’m fallinginlovewithisthetypethatwormsher

waytoaman’sheartthroughhisstomach.Shedidn’tlooklike

thattype.”

There’sashufflingmovement,Huboisfindingagoodpositionto

continuethisphonecall.Ithasgotteninteresting,toolatefor

Sikelelatotakeitback.

“DoIknowher?”heaskscuriously.

“Yes,youdo.ButIwon’ttellyouyetbecauseyou’llswitchfrom

beingaman-whoretoapreacherinasecond.AllIcansayis,I

shouldn’tbefallinginlovewithher,it’sadisasterwaitingto

happen.”He’sbraveenoughtosaythis.Heknowswhathe’sdone

toherfamilyandhowhisbrothersfeelaboutherfamily.

Huboblowsoutanaudiblesigh,“IknowI’vebeencomplaining



aboutyourdrysex-life,butIreallydon’twantyoutofallinlove.At

leastnotsoearly,gettoknowpeople,havefunandenjoyyourself

beforeopeningyourheartandlockingsomeoneinit.”Here

comesHubothepreacher!

“I’m notyou,Hubolethu.That’snotme,Ifallinlovebeforehaving

fun,it’sjustwhoIam,”hesays.

“AllI’m sayingisguardyourheart.Thedeeperyoufallinlovethe

harderitwillbetomoveforwardshouldthingsnotworkout,”

Hubosays.Howhopelessdoeshesound.Yesthingsmaynot

workout,butthere’ssomethingcalledpositivity,surelyhe’sheard

ofit.

“HavingmyheartbrokenbysomeoneIloveddoesn’tmeanIdon’t

havetoloveagain.YouknowwhenIsawherthesecondtime,I

feltthingsIhaven’tfeltinalongtime.ApartofmethatIthought

haddiedwhenVumobetrayedme.It’sstilltherewaitingtobe

filled.”

“OhLord,whycan’tyoubenormal?!”Hubosighs.

“I’m normalHubo,justnotyournormal,”hesays.

There’safemalevoiceinHubo’sbackground,mustbethecoffee-

girl.

“Ihavetogobafo,don’tworryIwillfindoutwhosheisverysoon,”

hesays.

“Don’tyoudarestalkme,Iwillkillyou.”Sikelelaisnowthreatening

adeadline,Hubohasendedthecall.



Nowhehastobecautious,notonlylookoutfortheMshengus

buthisbrotheraswell,theycan’tfindoutabouthisfeelingsfor

Melayet.Shedoesn’tevenknowhim,eventhoughthat’saboutto

change,hedoesn’twanthertobescared.

Hisphonebeeps,it’sabanknotification,hissalaryisin.This

monthhedoesn’thavealotofexpenses;justrent,groceryand

transportmoney.Hecanbuysomethingandsendittothe

hospital,nothingbigbutnothingoflowvalueeither.

Hesitsandbrowsethroughtheinternet,hisbakedbeansand

tomatoesiscookingonthestove.

Somethingcatcheshiseyefrom AmericanSwiss.It’s18ctgold

pendantwithgemstonesworthR2560.

Heneedstopaythisstoreavisit.

-

-

STHEMBISO“SGUQA”

Hisuncle’sToyotaRAV4parksinfrontofhishouse.Hedidn’tcall

tosayhewascoming,Sguqaisgettingreadyforworkstruggling

toputtogetheranoutfitforthemeetinghe’shavinglaterwiththe

investorsofthenewmallthat’spartneringwiththeirhardware.

“Icaughtyouontime,”hisuncle,Mjay,sayswalkingin.

Thisdayalreadystartedonabadnote;hereleasesashallow

breathandaskshim totakeaseat.



“It’sactuallynotagoodtime,”hesays.

“Iseeyou’regoingtowork,butwhatI’m hereforisimportant.

Can’tsomeonestandinforyou?It’sstillearlyforyoutostress

aboutwork,”Mjayasks.

“Huboisnothome,so…”Heshrugs.

“Callhim andtellhim togotowork.”

“No,it’sfine.Idon’twanttostayhereanyway,Ihavetobebusy,”

hesays.

Sthembisocanbestubborn,hisuncleknowsthis.Hecracksthe

subjectthatbroughthim toMashobaearlyinthemorning.“I

spoketoHuboandLondeka.Whatisgoingon?”

“Malume,Ihopeyou’renotheretotalktomeaboutLondeka.

Please,nottoday!”

“Howdoyouexpectmetositandfoldmyarmswhileyoudon’t

getalongwithyoursister?”

“Ijustburiedmywife.CanIbeleftalonetodealwithpainthat

actuallymatters?”

“Arelationshipwithyoursisterdon’tmatter?”Mjayraiseshis

eyebrow.

“Rightnow,no.Shehasn’tshowedmeanysympathyforlosing

mywife,soIdon’tcaretosolveanything.”

“IstheresomethingIdon’tknow,maybe?Youweren’tclose

growingupbutyoudidn’thateeachother.”ThishurtsMjay,he

doesn’thavekidsofhisown,hetakesthesetwoashisandallhe



wantsisahealthyrelationshipbetweenthem.Everyother

Hlongwanechildgetsaloneexceptthem;thisisacurse.

“Idon’thateanyone,”Sthembisoargues.

“Ifthat’sthecasethencometomyhousethiscomingweekend

andhatchthisthingout.Tellherhowyoufeelandlistentowhat

shehastosay.”

Hesighs,“Idon’tmeantodisrespectyouMalume,butIhaveother

thingsgoingonmentallyandemotionally.Thelastthingonmy

mindisbeggingpeopletostepintomyshoesandunderstandme.

Trustme,I’m okaywithLondekathinkingIdon’thaveaspine,that

IhaveissuesandIlookridiculous.I’m okaywithhernotcoming

tomywife’sfuneral,youknowwhy?BecausethelastthingIwant

iskeepingupwithafakerelationship.”

“Howcanarelationshipwithyoursisterbefake?”

“Ifwefixthingsnowitwouldbefake.WhenMkhontowasaround

sheneverbothered,shecreatedthisgapbetweenusandI

bondedwiththosewhowereavailableforme.He’sdeadnow,I’m

notgoingtobecomehisclone.”

Thisisnotgoinganywhere;Mjaysighs.

“Whydoyoucallhim byname?Hewasyourfather,”heasks.

“Excuseme,I’m justfrustratedaboutthemeetingyou’redelaying

mefrom,”Sthembisosays.

Mjayslightlyshakeshishead,

“Haveyoueaten?”



“I’m goingtohavesomethingontheway.”

“Didyoueatlastnight?”Whyishepersistentwithhisquestions?

“Iwilleat,Malume.”He’sgettingannoyed.

“Sthembisoyoucan’tsleepwithoutdinner,wakeupandgolift

thoseheavydumbbellsinthegym andgotoworkwithouteating

anything.”

Hefixeshistieandexhalesdeeplywithnoresponse.

“Whenwasyourlastpanicattack?”Mjayasks.

“ThismorningwhenIwokeupandrememberedthatshe’sdead

andnotinourbed.ButIknowhowtodealwiththem now,”he

says.

“I’m worriedaboutyouSthembiso,Idon’twanttolie,butItrust

you.You’vealwaysbeenresponsible,thispainwillpassandyou’ll

bewholeagain.”

Hisunclehashisback.Hismotheraswell,butthey’vehadtheir

lowsinthepast,shewantedtocontrolhislife.That’swhenhe

learnttoneveremotionallydependonanyoneexceptZime.One

thingaboutputtingpeoplefirstisthat,alongtheway,you’re

teachingthem thatyoucomesecond.

Heescapedtheclawsofhermotherinhismarriagebutnowit

lookslikehe’sgonetenstepsback.He’slosthisotherhalf,he

cannotfunction.

-

-



SGCINOZULU

Shedoesn’tcare,whywouldshe?

Sgcinowalksin,she’sstillstandinginfrontofthemirrortryingto

wrapherheadwithascarf.Sthembiso’slastwordswon’tleave

herhead;isherheartreallydark?

“Arewegoingtoleave?”He’stakinghersomewhere,oneofhis

favoritespotsinBurnedaleFarm butshe’snotshowingmuch

interest.Hearrivedaboutfifteenminutesagoandshe’sstill

dressingup.

Shethrowsthescarfonthebedandlooksathim withashallow

sigh.

“Canwecancel?I’m sorry,Ijustdon’tfeelgood,”shesays.

“Ihavebooked,Londeka.Imadetoomanypreparations,youcan’t

justbackout.”Theyshouldbegettingtoknoweachotherbetter,

cuddlingindoorsisgoodbutnotenough.Theyneedtogoout,

learnmoreabouteachother’sinterestsandsoforth.

“I’m sorry,Idon’twanttogoout.Youcangowithsomeoneelse.”

Shesitsonthebedandunbuttonshershirt.She’sreallycanceling;

unfair.

Hesitsnexttoher,putshisfacebetweenhishandsandsighsin

frustration.

“Canwetalkaboutwhateveriseatingyou?”heasks.

“Idon’tfeellikegoingoutSgcino,that’sall.”



“Okay,”henods.

Theysitinsilence.Hedidn’texpectthis,overthephoneshewas

excitedaboutthetrip.

“Areyouscaredtogooutwithme?”Nothingmakessenseright

now.

“Thisisnotaboutyou.Ijustdon’tfeelgood,”shesaysinafirm

voice.

“Butthatjustsoundslike...”

Sheinterjects,“DoyouthinkIhaveadarkheart?”

“No,whatmakesyouthinkthat?”Hefrowns.

“Sthembisosaidmyheartisdarkerthanmyface.I’m asking

myselfwhatisitthatIdidtohim?”

“Maybehesaiditoutofanger.”

“Thingspeoplesaywhenthey’reangryareusuallyareflectionof

theirtruethoughts.”

“Comeon,I’m surehe’sgoingtoapologize.You’rebeautiful,in

andout.”Heholdsherhandandpullshercloser.Nowhe

understandsthesuddenchangeofmind,thefightwithher

brotherisstillcrushinghersoul.

“Let’sgotomyhouse,”hesays.

Sheyawns,“Sgcino!”

“Youcan’trefuseeverythingIask,don’tbedark-hearted.”



Shegiveshim alook.

Hechuckles,“Soareyoucoming?”

“Aslongyoubringmebackbeforethesunset,”shesays.

Whydoesthathurthim sobad?She’sstillscared,hegetsthat,

butcantheirrelationshipbenormal?Oratleastpretendso.

Gettinginhishousethey’vebothforgottenaboutthesubtlesnubs

theygaveeachotherinherplace.He’sholdingherhandand

pullinghertowardsthebackyard.Theviewisgood,soisthesun

shiningonherespressobrownskin.

“DoyouknowthatI’m agoodphotographer?”heasksstandingin

frontofhersittingontheoutdoorwicker-chair.

“Youwithaprofilepictureofyourzoomedface?”Shebreaksa

chuckleslightlyshakingherhead.

“It’sahiddentalent,Ihavealotofthem,stickaroundbabe.”He

winksandtakesoffthescarfaroundherhead.Herhairhasgrown

intoshort-hairthatcanbebrushedbyabristle-brushbutsheonly

washes,spraysitandleavesitincoils.Herjawlineisrounded

withsubtleangles,he’sstaringatheradmiringly.

“Whatareyouwearingunderyourshirtandpants?”heasks.

Sheslightlyfrowns;wasshebroughthereforsex?Hecan’tbe

thinkingaboutsexinthebackyard.Yesshelikesspontaneity,but

notsomethinglikethatduringtheday.

Hestrokeshercheek,“Relax,Ijustwanttotakepicturesofyou.”



Hotairblowsherface,heatinghercheeksup.

Thatwasalmostweird.

“Umh,I’m notwearingmatchingunderwear,”shesaysin

embarrassment.

“Okay,youcantakeonlytheshirtoffandposehalf-naked.”Really,

whoisthisman?

Heleavesherstunnedandgoesinsidethehousetofetchthe

camera.Hisphotographingthingseemsserious.

He’scarryingawetclothandabottleofwater.Heaskshertosit

stillandwipesherfacewithawetcloth.Thiskeepsgetting

interesting…

“Okay,naturalface,”hesaystohimselfandsetshiscamera.

“Canyoupose?”

That’saninsult.She’sagirl,obviouslyshecan…umhpardon.

“Forselfiesonly,”shesaysclearingherthroat.

Hegrabsthebottleofwaterandaskshertoliftherchinupand

closehereyes.

“AAwwww!”shescreechesascoldwatersplashesonherface.

Hequicklystopsherhandbeforeshewipesitoff.

“Justblinkandleavewaterdropsonyourface,”hesays.

Hestandsafewfeetawaywiththecamera;she’swearing



combatboots,Cargohigh-risepantsandonlyahalterbraontop.

“Onelegbehindtheother.Tiltyourheadtooneside.Moveone

shouldercloser.Anddon’tlookstraightatthecamera.”

Instructionsflockinfrom thecamera-man.

“WheremustIlook?”She’stryingtostandstillwithherleg

standingbehindtheother.Thiswholethingisnother.

“Runyourhandthroughyourhair,”hesaysimpatiently.

Whatonearth?!

“Idon’thavehair,”shesays.

“Londekajustputyourhandonyourheadandgivemeyourhip.”

EvenSthembisowasbetteratyellingwhenhewasteachingher

howtodrivethanthisone.

“I’m trying,okay?”shesnaps.

Hetakesmorepicturesandstepsclosertotakethem close-up.

“Facethesun,”hesays.

Yesshe’sdark,butfacingthesun,really?

Bythetimehefinishesshe’sfedup,tiredandhungry.Nevermind

thatithasgottenverylate.

“Youcanfreshenup,Iwillmakesomethingtoeat,”hesays.

Shetakesofftothebathroom foraquickshower.Shehasto

wearhershirtwithoutabrabecauseMrCameramansplashed

wateronit.



He’sdonedishingupwhenshecomesout.He’slookingather

picturesonhislaptopwithsatisfactiononhisface.

“You’reagoddess,”hecomplimentsandaskshertotakealook.

She’stoohungryforthat,shetellshim she’lllookatthem later

anddigsinhermeal.

“WhenareyougoingtocookforMaNgcobo?”heasks.

Shechokesandlooksupwithhereyesnarrowed.

“Me?”sheasks.

“Yes,kantiwhoisgoingtobehermakoti?”

Shechuckles,“Maybeinfiveyears.”

“Howmanykidswouldwehavebythen?”

Kids???

“Ummm...areyounoteating?”Thisisgettingwaytoomuchand

uncomfortable.

“Answerthequestion;howmanykidswouldwehaveafterfive

years?”He’sstaringather.

“Ican’ttellthefuture,”sheshrugs.

“Ido,wewouldhavethree.”Hetiltshisheadandstudiesher

reaction.

“Ihopeyouarewrong,”shesays.

Thatresponseleaveshim asenseofuncertaintybuthequickly



shakesitoff.

“Ihavemissedspendingtimewithyou,”hesays.

Herlipscrackintoasmile.

“Howareyoufeelingnow?”heasks.

“Better,thankyouforbringingmehere,”shesays.

Heleaveshischairandgoestoliftherup.Theystandwrappedin

eachother’sarms.

“MntakaMaXulu,right?”heaskswithagentlesmilecaressingher

jawlinewithhisfingers.

“Yes,”she’sblushing.

“UyakuthandaumntakaMaNgcobo.”Hedropshisforeheadonto

hersandliftsherchinup.

Hislipsbrushgentlyagainsthersbeforehepartsthem andslowly

sucksherlip.Herneckissafelytuckedinhishand,hiskneeis

insertedbetweenherlegsandpressedagainsthermound.

“Mmm!”Hemoansashistonguetangleswithhersandbattlesfor

dominance.

Hepushesheragainstthewall,she’sbreathless,shebreaksoff

thekissandslightlypusheshim back.Hetuckshisfaceonher

neckandgivesherticklishkittenlicksontheneck.

“Sgcino,it’slate,Ihavetogo.”It’salreadydarkoutside,she

should’veleftbeforethesunset.Nowisnotthesafesttimetobe

aroundthisman.



Hereleasesadeepbreath,foraminutehe’ssilent,thenheplants

akissbelowherearlobe.

“Pleasesleepover,”hebegsinahuskyvoicedesperately.

“Ican’t,Ihavetoseemyuncletomorrowmorning,”she’slying.

Maybeastimegoesonshe’llbecomfortablewithhim atnight.

“Iwillwakeyouupearly.”He’snotgettingit.

“ComeonSgcino,wecanseeeachotheragaintomorrow.”

Deepsigh!

“Okay,letmegetthecarkeys.”

“No,IwillrequestanUber,don’tworry.”Hervoiceispitched

higherthansheintended;startledeven.

Nowheunderstands,thiswasboundtobehisreality.Theireyes

lock,hisaremoist,shequicklylooksawayguiltily.Hewantsto

showherthathelovesherbutitlookslikehewillhaveascanty

chancetodoit.

"Uhambekahle,"hetriestosoundokay.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER24

LONDEKA

Iwokeupandhittheroad.Ineededtoclearmymind,alothas

beenbotheringmelately.I’m stillrunningawayfrom the

confrontationathome,I’m tryingnottofightwithanyoneandif

beingawayisgoingtorestorethatpeace,sobeit.

Iboiltwoeggsandeatthem withwiltedgreens.Mylifeseemsto

havecometoastandstill,I’m tiredofwakingupeverydayand

sendingoutmyCV.It’slikeI’m walkingaroundwithashadowof

darkness,everydoorIknockatclosesonmyface.

There’samessagecomingthroughmyphone;I’m always

expectingsomethinglikeinterviewinvite.Butit’sSgcino;

*WheneverIclosemyeyesIseeyou.ButwheneverIopenthem

you’renotthere,andthatmakesmerealizehowmuchIyearnto

haveyouinmyarmseverymorning.ItmakesmewishIhad

huggedyouandkissedyoulonger.Yousendripplesthroughme

witheverythingyoudo,Icannotwaitforthedaywhendistance

andfearcan’tcomebetweenus.Uyithathileinhliziyoyami

Londeka,Ihopethatstaysinyourmindandheart,ukuthi

ngiyakuthandababe.*



Idon’trememberthelasttimeIreceivedsuchadeeplove

message.Iwantedtotakethingsslowafterfindingoutabouthis

condition,Ididn’twanteitherhim ormetofalldeeplyinlove

becauseI’m stillnotsurewhatisthewayforward.Hedoesn’t

seem tocare,he’slovingmeopenly,andthatleavesme

breathlessandwithnootheroptionbuttofallinlovedeeperas

well.

Isendmyresponse,it’skindashorterthanhisbutitcarriesmy

feelingstoo.Ilovehim,verymuch.Idon’twanttolosehim,Idon’t

wanttobreakhisheart,Iwanttomakehim happy.Idon’tknow

howI’m goingtodothatwiththisfearIhave,Ihopewewillfigure

somethingoutsoon.Iwanttosleepovermyboyfriend’splace,I

wanttogooutwithhim atnightandhavesexwithhim.ButIcan’t,

forobviousreasonsandIdon’tknowhowthatisgoingtochange.

Myphonerings,myheartleapsthinkingit’shim,butthenumber

indicatesalandline.

“LondekaHlongwanespeaking,hello,”Ianswerinalittlepanic.

“Hello,thisisLeefrom SkintureDurban.Ihavegoodnewsfor

you!”hesoundslikeabubbleman,evenscreamingonmybehalf.

Idon’treallyrememberSkinturebutI’veuploadedmyprofileand

CVinvariouswebsitesandagencies.

“Really?”I’m bothnervousandexcited.



“Youhavebeenshortlisted.”

Oh,shortlisted,nothired.I’m abitdisappointed.

“Thepanelwouldlikeyoutocometodayat3pm alongwithother

twocontestants,”hesays.

“Oh,thatgreat.I’m sorrytosoundignorant,I’vebeenapplyingin

differentcompanies.Whatpositionam Ishortlistedforat

Skinture?”Iask.

“Thebrandambassador,”hesays.

I’m confused.Ihaveneverwantedtobecomeanambassador,

andhonestlyIdon’tevenknowthisSkinturebrand.Butit’sajob,

right?I’vebeenprayingforone,thiscouldbeamiraclethatIneed

tograbbeforetheyrealizetheycalledthewrongperson.

“3pm Iwillbethere,”Iconfirm.

“Thankyou,pleasehaveagreatdayahead,”heendsthecall.

I’m standinginthemiddleofthekitchentryingtounderstand

what’sgoingon.Googlehasmyanswers,I’m sureofit.

AssoonasItypeSkintureinthesearchenginedifferentproducts

popup.From bodyandhandscreamsandlotions,serums,toners,

sunscreens,anti-agingcreamsandmoisturizers.Onethingabout

them is,they’rehellexpensive.WhobuysR549sunscreen?

Apparentlythey’remadeforAfricanskinandtheyaren’tjusta

SouthAfricanbrand;theirproductsarefoundinotherAfrican

countriesandUSAaswell.



Icheckpreviousambassadorsofthebrand,andohman,they’re

top-listedmodelsandactresses.Whothefuckam I?Inever

appliedforthisthing.Thesepeopleevenmakepublic

appearancesanddoTVads.Ican’tdothat.

IcallHubo,I’m panicking,I’m abouttoturndownmyfirstjoboffer.

“Heybabe,”heanswers.

Whoishisbabe?He’saddingtomyproblems.

“It’syourSISTER,”Isay.

“Ohfuck,sorryI’m expectingacall.What’spopping?”

“IjustgotacallsayingI’m short-listedasSkinturebrand

ambassador.”I’m stillinshock.

“Aretheygoingtopayyou?”heasks.

“Obviously,yes.ButIdidn’tasktobecomeone,todaywasmyfirst

dayevenhearingaboutthebrand”Isay.

“Maybetheysawyourpicturessomewhere.Youknowyou’re

beautiful,theysawthatand…”

Icuthim short,mynervesarescatteredallovertheplace;“Hubo

thesepeoplehavehadactressesandtopmodelsastheir

ambassadors.Idon’tthinkIcandothat.”

“Whycan’tyou?Youhavetheface,thevoiceandthebody.Take

thejobifit’sgoingtopayyourbills,becauseI,personally,can’t

standyourbrokeassanymore.”



Ilaugh,“I’m notbroke,your99girlfriendsare.”

“Onaseriousnote,pleasetakethejobifyougetit.Imaginehow

manygirlswouldthrowthemselvesatmeifmysisteristheface

ofSkin-what-what.”SMH!

“Thatallyoucareabout.I’m gettingworriedaboutyou,whenare

yougoingtofallinlove?”

“IthinkeverytimeIrealizethatIcan’thaveacertaingirl,”hesays.

Iknowhim whenhe’sjokingandwhenhe’snot.Hemaskshis

sadnessbutIknowhim verywell,he’smybrother.

“Areyouinlovewithyourex?”Iask.

“Somethingalmostlikethat.IfallinlovewithpeopleIcan’tget

ngishosengikhalaizinyembezi.Butthat’showkarmaworks,right?

Itkicksassunexpectedly.”He’sbackatbeinghisjolly-self.

“Areyouheartbroken?”

“Yes,butit’snothingIcan’thandle.WearetheHlongwanes,

oSangweni;wearestrong.Pleasegothereandgetthejob.”

IwishIwasoptimisticlikehim.ButI’m feelingabitconfident

afterthephonecall.

-

-

2:50pm strikes,I’m alreadyinthebuilding.Theygavemeaglass

ofstrawberryjuicewhilewaiting.I’m notsurewhattoexpect,I

justhavetobetruthfulandnottrytosaythingstoimpressthe



panel.

“Hello,”someonesays.

Iturnmyheadtoawalkingart.Irecognizeherfacefrom some

familiarTVads,she’swalkingonnudestilettoswithhersexylegs

exposedfrom aleathershort.

“Hi,”shegreetswithherGuccipurseclutchedtightlyinher

manicuredhand.

Ismile,"Hello,"

“You’reherefortheinterview?”I’m notsurewhyIhearabad

undertoneinthatquestion.

“Ofcourse,”Isay.

“Ohgreat!Haveyouseentheothergirl?”

“No,”

Shesitsandcrossesherlegs,“Ihopeit’ssomeonelikeyou,not

someoneIknow.Ireallyneedthisjob.”

IssheimplyingthatI’m notathreat?Thesepeopleneedtohurry

up,Idon’twanttositnexttothislowbudgetBeyonce.

There’ssomeonecomingin.

Mustbethethirdgirl.

“Hello,”shesays,hereyesmeetwithBeyonceLite’sandshelets

outascream.



They’rehugging;happytoseeeachother.

“IlastsawyouinVegas,”theonewhojustcameinsays.

“Thatwasagesago.Youlookbeautifulandcongrats,Isawyou

ontheGlamourcover.”BeyonceLiteispretentious,she’sasnake,

arealblackmamba.Shewasprayingnottobejoinedbya

familiarfaceaminuteagobutnowshe’slaughingatthisgirl’s

faceandpretendingtobehappy.

They’rehavingtheirexpensiveconversation,talkingaboutfashion

showsandotherbrandsthey’reworkingwith.I’m tryingnottoget

intimidatedbutwhatdoIevenknowaboutskincare?Iwashmy

facewithProtexandmoisturizewithNiveacocoabutter.Ihave

neverstruggledwithmyskineventhroughpuberty,that’swhyI’ve

neverpaidattentiontothoseintenseskincareroutines,everything

worksformyskin.

Ithoughtthey’dcallusinonebyonebuttheyaskustocomeinall

atonce.It’sanopenboardroom,IalmostdroponthefloorwhenI

seemypicturedisplayedonthescreenatthefrontalongwiththe

twogirls’.IlooklikeI’dbeenstandingintherain;therearedrops

rollingdownmyface.IfIdidn’trememberthedaySgcinoforced

metodothatphotoshootI’ddoubtthepersonI’m seeingisme.

Thepicturesareobviouslyedited,Idon’tlookthatfineandperfect

inperson.

“Welcomeladies,wearehappyyoumadeitinsuchshortnotice.

Thatjustshowshowenthusiasticandpassionateyouallare

aboutwork.Butunfortunatelyonlyoneofyouwillbecome



Skintureambassador.”Irecognizehisvoice;it’sLee,theonewho

calledmeinthemorning.

“Iwillstartfrom you,SashaK.Howdoyoudefinebeauty?”

SashaKistheonewhocamelate,theGlamourmagazinecover

girl.Shemakesherwaytothefront,perfectlyswayingherhips

lookinglikeaprofessionalmodel.Ienvyherhair,it'ssilkyand

bouncingjustaboveherass.

“Ihavebeeninthebeautyindustryforthreeyears,Ihaveworked

withnationalandinternationalbrandsembracingbeautyinall

forms.Beautytomemeansgoodhealthyskin,sexyaurathat

turnsheadsandtheabilitytobuildtheconfidenceofothersby

beingyou.Authenticityandhumanity.AndSkinturerepresentsall

that,itallowswomenandmenofallskintoneaccessto

affordableskinproductsthat…”

Icough;didn’tintendto.Butdidshejustsayaffordable?Icome

from afinancialstablebackgroundbuttrustme,I’dratherhavea

packetofbraai-packovertheirface-wash.

BeyonceLitepassesmeaglassofwaterasSashacontinuesto

praiseSkintureprices.

NextisBeyonceLite,herrealnameisZamaMchunu.Inotice

she’sfeelinglessconfidentnow,SashaKmustbearealdeal.

“With1.5millionfollowersonInstagram I’dsayIhavethestar

power.Ihaveenoughinfluenceto…”



Wasn’tthequestionwhatbeautymeanstoyou?Isilentlyask

myself.

Everyoneislookingatme-didIaskthatloud?

“Yes,thankyou.I’m explainingthat,”shesays.

Oops,Ididsayitloud.

“Ummm,sobeautyisverybroad.TobepoliticalcorrectI’dsay

everyoneisbeautiful,butinrealitybeautyisdefinedbythe

physicalfeaturesandhowgoodyourskinlooks.Idon’tthinkashy

skinispartofbeauty,andthat’swhereSkinturecomesin,tofix

that.Eventhosewhohavenaturalskincanalwaysupgradewith

productsfrom Skinture.”Shestrutstowardsoneoftheposters

andpointsatthecream andlooksatme.

“Let’stakeyouforinstance,yourskinisdark.Youdon’tneedto

changeandbelight,butyoucanhaveaclearertonebyusing

Skinture’sradiantskin…”I’dbedamned!

“Don’tusemeasanexample,Idon’twantaclearertoneor

whateveryouthinkmakesapersonbeautiful,”Isay.

“ButI’m notsayingyou’renotbeautiful,thiscream isforevery

skintone,”sheargues.

“Butyoudidn’treferto‘everyskintone’,youtalkedaboutmeand

I’m sayingstopbecauseyoudon’tknowmethatway.”

“Wellifyou’repassionateaboutbecomingthefaceofSkinture

you’llbeopentosuchthingsandchange,”shesays.

IlookatLee,he’stheonewhocalledme.



“Isthattrue?IneedtoknownowsothatIwon’tevenwasteyour

time,Ialreadydealwithalotofcriticism becauseofmyskin.I’m

notgoingtosacrificemypeaceforacoin.”

Whyaretheylookingateachother?Ifthey’regoingtousemeas

those“before”facesandgetsomeonelikeBeyonceLitetobean

“after”thenI’m notgoingtobepartofthis.

“Weembraceallskintypesandpromoteahealthyskin,that’sall,”

Leesays.

Inodwithrelief.

BeyonceLiteseemstohaveturnedmute.

“Goon,”oneofthepaneliststellsher.

“Ummm asIwassaying…”HowdoIclosemyearsandnothear

this?

Myturnsfinallyarrives,I’m recharged,notbecauseI’m more

passionateabouttheirproducts,I’m nowgoingtodebatewith

BeyonceLite.

“Beautyisafeelingmorethanit’saphysicalappearance.No

matterhowyourskinlooksyouwillneverbebeautifulifyoudon’t

feelitinsideyou.It’ssomethingnobodycandetermineforyou.If

someonecallsyouugly,that’stheirperceptionofyou,notyour

truedefinition.Onlyyoucandefineyourself.

BrandslikeSkinturearecreatedtoenhancebeauty,nottodefine

it.Feelinggoodisbeauty;skipthefilter,feeltheconfidence.”



Leestandsandclapshishands.Threeotherpanelistsaresmiling

andnoddingtheirheads.

“Yes,skipthefilterandfeeltheconfidence,Ilikethat,”Leecheers.

“Thatwasamazing,”–Sashasays.

Ismileandtakemyseat.

Nextroundisabunchofphotos.I’m theonlypersonwhodoesn’t

haveanagency,whohasneverprofessionallydoneaphotoshoot

likethisone.I’m doingeverythingSgcinotoldmetodotheother

day,thecameramanisalsocoachingme.

BythetimewefinishI’m exhaustedtomybones.Ijustwanta

warm mealandmybed.

“Iwillstartbythankingyouladiesandcongratulatingyoufor

makingthisfar.Thiswasindeedatoughcompetition,butour

trustedteam havedecided.”

I’m holdingmybreath.Todayhasbeentoolongtojustgoinvain

likethat.

“AndthenewambassadorofSkintureisLondekaHlongwane!”

Ifreeze.ForthefirsttimeinmylifeI’m notsurewhatmynameis.

Ifeelslim armsembracingme-Sasha.Mysensescreepbackin,

I’m Londekatheambassador.

Everyonecongratulatesme,I’m happy,thisismyfirstjob.ButI

don’tknowwhatitentailsandhowmylifeisgoingtochange

from thisdayonward.



LeegivesmethecontractandtellsmeIneedtogetbacktothem

asquickaspossible.Idon’thaveanyprofessionalmanagement

oragency,I’llneedalawyertolookthroughit.

IcalleveryonethatIlovetosharethenews.Evenmymother.

“Aslongasyou’renotgoingtobecomelikethosenakedgirlswe

seeonTV,”shesaysuponhearingthejobdescription.

“They’reaskincarebrand,Imayhavetoshowmyskintomarket

thebrandattimesbutIwon’tagreetofullnudity.”

“Ifyou’rehappyandfinallygoingtobeindependent,I’m happyfor

you.I’m sureyourfatherishappyforyouwhereverheisaswell,

you’recarryinghisnametoplaces.”

I’m smilinglikeafool.Ifmyfatherwasstillalivethewholeworld

would’veknownthathisdaughterisabrandambassadorandhe

would’vethrownmeahugepartytocelebrate.

“Youhavetocomehomesothatyourbrothercanburnimpepho

andasktheancestorstolookoutforyouandguideyouthrough

thisnewjourney.”

Herecomesthemood-killingpart!

“Butwearenotingoodterms.Wedon’teventalk,Ma.”

“Youhavetoapologize,he’syourbrother.”

Never!Overmydeadbody.

“Iwillcallmkhulufrom ekhay’elikhulutocomeandburnimpepho



forme,”Isay.

“NoLondeka,youcan’tdothat.”

“Why?Can’tmkhuluburnit?”

“Hecan,he’sfamily,butgoingaboveyourbrother’sheadand

askingextendedfamilymemberstostepintothealterwhilehe’s

stillaliveiswrong.”

“ButIcan’thavesomeonewhodoesn’twishmewelltalktomy

ancestorsonmybehalf.Iwillcallmkhulu,haveagreatevening.”I

dropthecall.

Nextpersontocallistheonewhocreatedabrandambassador

outofacommongirl.Istilldon’tknowwhatwentthroughhis

mindwhenheappliedformewithoutinformingme.Menwillbe

men,butI’m morethangrateful.

Theysaydateamanwhodoesn’tletasingleopportunityof

greatnesspassyou,andhe’sthatmanforme.

“Hey,”heanswersinalowvoice.

“MjokwanekaNdaba.”Idon’tpraisepeoplebutI’devenkneeland

lieonthefloorforthisone.

“Ngabizwakamnandikanje,whatdidIdoright?”

“Don’tpretendlikeyoudon’tknow.Thankyousthandwasami,it

stillfeelssurreal,”Isay.

“I’m notsurewhatyou’retalkingabout.”



“YousentmypicturestoSkintureandtheycalledme.I’m coming

from them andI’m nowtheirambassador.”

“WhatisSkinture?”Ishebeingseriousrightnow?

“Skincareproducts,theyhadmypictures,theonesyoutookand

mydetails,”Isay.

“Oh,Ntuthukomust’vedonethat.Butyoucancontinuepraising

me,itturnsmeon.”

“Idon’twantyoutobeturnedoninmyabsence.”

Hechuckles,“Isee,sowhenareyougracingmewithyour

presence?”

“Saturday,”Isay.

“I’m attendingaceremonyinMpofanaonSaturday,butyouwill

comewithmesothatIcanshowyouoff.”

“Whattime?”Iask.

“2pm tilllate,”hesays.

Tilllate?Andwearegoingtodrivebacktogether.Idon’tfeellike

heconsiderswhoheisscary.

“Areyougoingtocome?”

Ican’talwaysdrophim,atsomepointIhavetotakeastep

forward.

“Yes.”Ihopethisisnotmesigningmydeathwarrant.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER25

SIKELELA

Hewantstoseeherwithhereyesopen,he’sbeenwantingto

sincethedayhefirstmether,buthewasstillnotexpectingto

findhersittingup.Hewaiteduntilhermotherleftandthentalked

toMsizi,thehospitalsecurityguardwho’shisex-colleagueand

helpinghim withhisvisits.

He’sstandinginthepassagewithafoodie-bagandtheboxofher

gift,scaredtowalkinbutalsonotstupidtojustturnbackand

leavewithoutseeingher.

She’snothinglikeVumo,there’snothingtocompareexceptthat

they’rebothbeautifulintheiruniqueways.Hisonlyweaknessin

lifeisfallinginloveeasilyanddeeply.Maybebecausehe’strying

hardnottobecomelikehisfather,themanwhoimpregnatedhis

motheranddumpedherlikeahotpotatoandneverlookedback.

Hewantstofindawoman,notjustawomanbutawifeand

motherofhiskids.Hedoesn’thavemuchbuthecantakecareof

Mela,evenherstandardsmaybeabithigher.He’sahustlerand

hetakescareofhiswoman;nobodydoesitforhim.Hewillnever

belikehisfather,themanwhonevertookresponsibility.

Therearefootstepsbehindhim…

“Thedoctorisseeingherat4:45pm,”thenursesayswalkingpast

him.Thatistomotivatehim tohurryin;hecollectsaheavybreath



andstepsinside.

Melafeelshispresenceandliftshereyes.Theymeetwithhisand

hefreezes.He’snotwearingtheworkuniform today.He’sinNike

trackpantandablackT-shirtthatperfectlyhugshismuscles.He

triedbutyoucantellaguyfrom Hlabathinijustfrom thewayhe

breathes.Ohandthebaseballcapthing,that’stheirsignature.

Shedidn’texpecttoseethestrangerwhofoundherbraceletand

leftherasweetnote.She’ssuddenlyfeelingscared,she’snever

metthispersonandhekeepscoming.

“Whoareyou?”Hervoicecomesoutinalowwhisper,she’strying

nottopanicbutshe’sshakinglikealeaf.

“MynameisSikelelaDlamuka.”He’sstoppedtwofeetaway,

unsurewhetherhe’swelcomeornot.

“Whatdoyouwant?”sheasks.

“Iwanttoseeyou,”hesays.

That’sit?Thisisnotnormal,healsodoesn’tlookthatnormalwith

hisrarepupils.Buthedidn’thurtherthelasttime,right?

“Youcansit,”shesays.

Hereluctantlypullsthechairandsits.

“Ibroughtyouthis,”hehandsherthefoodie-bagandasmallblack

box.

Strange!Sheswallowshard.What’sthisnow?Hopefullynota



bomb.

“Ummm thankyou,”shetakesit.

Thisishischancetospeak,tointroducehimselfandtellher

exactlywhatthisisabout.Buthe’shypnotizedandoutofwords.

He’sjuststaringather,likethere’samagnetpullinghiseyesto

herface.

“Sikelela,”shecallshisnamesoftly.

Hisnamehasneversoundedthisbeautifulbefore.He’sstaringat

herlikeshe’sacreaturefrom adifferentplanet.

“Iwascrossingthebridgewhentheaccidenthappened;itwas

rightinfrontofme.Iwaitedforhelpwiththedriverbutthenmy

brotheraskedmetohurryandgohomebecausetherewasan

urgentsituation.”Hesummarizeditthebestwayhecould.His

gazeisstillgluedather.

“You’reaHlongwane?”sheasks.

Thisisnotaquestionheexpected,hiseyesdropandheexhales

softly.

“Igrewupatmyuncle’s,inHlabathini,”hesaysdefensively.

“Butyou’reaHlongwane,youlooklikethem,”shesays.

Henodswithalowsigh,“Yeah,Iam.”

“Thenwhyareyouhere?Don’tyouknowhowcomplicatedthings

arebetweenmyfamilyandtheHlongwanes.”

Heleansforwardonthechair,everytimetheireyeslockhefeels



hishearttakingaleap.OnlyVumohasevermadehim feelthis

way;he’sinloveagain.

“Ihaven’tbeenabletogetyououtofmymindsincethatdayIsaw

youlyingunconsciouslyinfrontofthetruck.You’vebeenallI

thinkabout,allthatIwanttoseeanddream of.You’revery

beautiful,Melamina.”

“Butyoudon’tknowme,Sikelela.”Whyisshesofteningup?The

attentionfeelsgreatbutitcan’tbearanything.Itcan’tleadonto

anything.Thatcan’tbe!

“Iwanttoknowyou,that’swhyI’m here.I’m notsayingrightnow,

whenyou’reoutsideandreadytomeetwithpeople.Ihopetohave

achancetodiscusswhatIfeelforyouwithyou.I’dbehappyto

havesomeonelikeyouinmylifeorclosertome.”

Deepbreath!

“IhaveaboyfriendSikelela,”sheconfesses.

Hiseyesdrop.Whatdidheexpect?Thathe’stheonlyoneseeing

thisbeautyandwantinghertohimself.Chanceswerehighbuthe

didn’tpreparehimself.

Heinhalessharply,“I’m nottryingtodisrespectyouoryour

person.Ididn’tknowyouhadsomeone,Ijustsawanangelinyou.

SomeoneI’dliketohaveinmylife,toshowloveandprotectand

sharemylifewith.Therewasnoroom inmyheadforother

thoughts.”

“That’s…Idon’tknowwhattosay.It’sagoodthingtohear,maybe

whenI’m outofthehospitalwecanhangouteventhoughthat



wouldputyouindangerandmyrelationshipinjeopardy.”Daring

love!

That’sbetterthannothing,right?

Henods,“Okay.”

“Soyoubroughtmeagiftandfood?”Shesoundslighterwitha

broadsmilethatlightsuphisheart.She’sopeningthebox,as

soonashereyeslandonthenecklaceshegaspsandcoversher

mouth.

“Thislooksexpensive,”sheexclaims.

“Iintendedtobuysomethingbeautifulasyouare.”

“Wow,thankyou.”She’sblushing.

There’ssomethingshedoestohim everytimesheflapsher

eyelashesanddropsherstarefrom him nervously.Ittwitchesthe

veinbetweenhislegs.

“Youhaveabeautifulname,”shecompliments.

“Youhavebeautifullips.”Oops,thatsoundsabitoutofline.He’s

notthetypethatseeswomenasdecorationobjects.It’smore

thanphysicalattraction.

“I’m sorry,”hesays.

Shechucklesawkwardly,“No,it’sacompliment,thankyou.”

That’sarelief!

“IfyoueverneedaguardianangelI’m here,”hesays.



Shenodsslowly,lookingintohiseyesandgettingdrawnbyhow

genuineanddeeplyheseemstocareabouther.

-

-

Thedoctorjustsawher,shemightbedischargedinafewdays.

That’sexcitingnewsbutshe’snotthatexcitedbecausethere’sa

lottogobackto.Alotofdecisionstomake.

Sheturnsandsleepsonhersideandcloseshereyes.She’sstill

tryingtodigestSikelelaandhisloveinterest.It’squitestrange

howsomeonecanjustfallinlovewithherlikeinthemovies.

She’sneverexperiencedthatkindofcourting,nowadaysmenask

yououtthroughDMs.Awrittennote,giftandconstantvisitarea

newexperienceandstrangelyshe’sflatteredbythem.

There’ssomeonecomingin.Mustbeoneofthenurses;she

keepshereyesclosed.Thepersonstandsnexttoherandclears

histhroat.Can’tbeSikelelaagain.Hereyesflingopenandher

heartalmoststopsbeating.Herhandstremble,there’salump

risingupherthroat,eventsofthatdayarestillfreshinhermind.

She’sgotnodoubtnowthathehatesher,isheheretofinishher

off?

He’sstaringdownather,hisexpressionisplainwithnoemotion

attached.Thataswellsetsherintoawaveoftremor.

Henoticesandclearshisthroatagain.



“Mela,”hisvoiceislowered.He’snotheretocauseanydramaor

harm her.Yesheunderstandsthefearonherfaceandhe’s

responsibleforthat.

“Sthembiso,Idon’tknowanything,Ididn’tdoanything.”Thefear

inhervoiceintensifies.Nowshe’scrying,justliketheotherday.

Howdidheoverlooktheinnocenceinhereyes?Anyonecan

advocatethathe’sneverbeenviolent,heonlyfightswhen

necessary.

“Pleasecalm down,I’m heretobringyourphone.”Hisvoiceis

drapedinguiltandshame.

She’sshakingherheadandgettingoffthebedwithafloodof

tearscoveringherface.Shestillhasbandages,chancesofher

hurtingherselfarehighasshegetsoffbedwithnosupport.

Heblocksherfrom running;notagoodmovebuthe’sgotno

otherchoice.Whatifshetripsandfalls?

“Melacalm down,”heholdsherandpullshertohischest.His

armswraparoundher,nottootightbutsafely.He’snothereto

fightortocauseheranymorepain.Itwillneverhappenagain.

“I’m notgoingtohurtyou,”heassuresher.

Thisisthechestshe’sdreamedoflayingherheadonforsolong,

butthisisnotoneofthosemoments.It’snotadream cometrue.

Hejustwantshertorelax,there’snofeelingattached.

Heletsgoofherandhelpshergetsbackinbedandthensits

whereSikelelaseatedabouttwohoursago.



“I’m sorry,”hesayswithadeepsigh.

Shedoesn’trespond.

“IcametobringyourphoneandtoapologizeforwhatIdid.Iwas

inpainbutthat’snoexcuse,IjustwantyoutoknowthatLondeka

didn’tsellyouout.Icorneredhertogivemeyourlocation,justlike

Icorneredyoutoconfess,”hesays.

Deepbreath!

“Whyareyouapologizing?”sheasks.

“BecauseIdon’twantyoutohateher,hateme,”hesays.

There’ssomethinggoingonwithhim.He’ssayingallthiswithhis

headdroppedandhandswrappedbehindhisneck.Luckilyhehas

adeepvoice,she’sabletohearhim.

“Areyouokay?”sheaskshim.

Regardlessofeverythingthathasgonedown,he’samanwhojust

losthiswifeandhelookslikehehasn’tsleptinweeks.

“Sthembiso,”shecallshim again.

Hedoesn’tlookather.Hedoesn’tmoveorsayanything.So

they’regoingtositinsilencewithherstaringathisdroppedhead

untilhedecidestoopenhismouthagain.

Afterashortwhileheliftshisheadandfindsherstaringathim.

Herubshisnoseandtearshisblood-shoteyesawayfrom her.It’s

beentough,he’sbeenaloneandemotionallydyingaslowpainful

death.Hisfamilyissupportive,they’realwaysthereforeachother;

that’showhisfathertaughtthem.From thewivestochildren.But



hiscaseisdifferent,nobodyreallyembracedZime,peopleare

relievedinsteadofbeinghurtbyherdeath.Andtheyexpectthe

samefrom him,theywanthim tojustmoveonandpretendlike

nothinghappened.It’sbeenonlyafewweeks,yeshewakesup

andgoestowork,butthatdoesn’tmeaneverythingisokay.

Nobodyseemstounderstandhispainfrom hisperspective,he’s

notasonwholostanunwantedwife,he’samanwholosthiswife.

Hiswholeworld,thewomanwho’dlovedhim morethananything

inlife.

“Howhasitbeenlike?”Mela’ssoftvoicesnapshisattention.

Heliftshiseyes,tryingtolookstrongashepossiblycould.But

she’snotexpectinghim tobe,thewayshelooksathim is

differentfrom howeveryonelooksathim whentheyaskthe

question.She’snotexpectingmuchfrom him,sheseeshispain

andwon’tjudgehisvulnerability.

“Hard,”hemanagestosay.

Heavysilencefallsintotheroom.Hewantstogetupandleave,

he’sdonewhathecametodo.Hecan’tbefindingcomfortinthis

younggirl,notjustanyyounggirlbutaMshenguherecently

almostkilled.

“Doyousleep?”Whyshekeepsasking?Hedoesn’twanttobare

hischesttoherbutthere’ssomuchcareinhersoftvoice.

“No,”he’sopeninghischest.He’snotadjustingtothisnewlife.

“I’m sorry,”shecroaksinalowwhisper.

Heliftshisheadandlooksatheragain.Didshejustsay‘sorry’?



Hedoesn’taskloud,herfacesaysitall.She’ssympathetic.

“Herauntwasright,”hesays.

She’slookingathim,herstareisgentleenoughforhim togoon.

Itcarriesnojudgmentandnopressure.

“Shewasn’tloved,Ifailedtogiveherafamily.Itookherfrom her

homeandfailedher.Ididalotforher,financially.Ispentalotof

moneysendinghertovacations,buyingherexpensivebags,

weavesandclothes.IfInoticedthatherwineswererunningshort

I’dstockforher.”

“You’reagoodman,”she’snoddingattentively.

Deepbreath!Heslightlyshakeshishead.

“MaybeIdidallthatbecauseIknewshewasn’thappy.Iknewshe

waslonelyandnobodywasreallythereforherexceptme.No

womanwantstobequarantinedinahousedayinandoutgetting

judgedevenforbreathing,withnofriendaroundandnobodyto

callMa.Ifailedtocreateasafespaceforherinthecourseofour

marriage.AndlastlyIfailedtoprotecther.”

Allshewantstodorightnowishughim,butshecan’t.She’snot

inphysicalfitanditwouldbejustawkward.

“Whatkeepsmeupatnightisthefactthatthere’sagood

possibilitythatshediedformyfather’ssins.Whatevertheywere.

Myfatherhadhisgoldenchildrenwhoweregoodenough,why

hadittobemewhopaidforhissinswithmywife?”He’snot

expectinganswersfrom her,butit’sherwho’sinfrontofhim right

nowandwitnessinghim sheddingtears.



“Youstillbelievethatmybrotherdidit?”She’snotdismissingor

tryingtochangehismind.She’sjusthurtbecauseontheother

handshedoesbelieveBusizwe.

“Hekilledmyfatherandmycousin,whywouldn’tIbelievehe

killedmywifetoo?”

Deepbreath!

Melashrugs,“Idon’tevenknowwhatstartedthiswar.Itmakes

nosense,yourfatheronceworkedwithmyfather.Ithoughtthey

weregood.”

“Andyouruncle,”hesays.

Thisisnewinformationbutshe’snotinterestedinhearingabout

thatman.

“Iexpectedhim tostopthiswarbeforeitgotoutofhand.When

BusizwekilledmyfatherIexpectedhim tostepinbecausehe

wastheclosesttomyfather.EvenwhenSi…whenyourfatherwas

killed,youruncledidn’tdoanything.Whichmakesmewonder

what’sthisbiggrudgeyourbrotherhadagainstmyfatherthat

he’dwanttokilleveryonerelatedtohim eventhedaughter-in-law.”

UnfortunatelyBusizwedoesn’ttalktoheraboutanything.He

wouldn’tdisclosetohersuchdetails.It’salsosurprisingbecause

he’skillingeveryonebuttheunclewhorapedhisownsister.

“Youruncleis…”Shecan’ttakethisanymore!

“Stoptalkingabouthim.Stopcallinghim myuncle,”shesays

firmly.



Hedidn’texpectthat,maybeit’stimeforhim toleavebeforehe

upsetsherfurther.

Hestandsupandpushesthechairbackintoitsplace.Beforehe

walksouthelooksather…

“WhydidyoutrytokillyourselfMela?”

She’snotlookingathim.Notanswering.

“Wasitbecauseofme?”heasks.

Sheslightlyshakesherhead,“Itwasbecauseofhim.”

He’sconfused.

“Who?Youruncle?”

Shenods,“Yes.”

Moreconfused.

He’spullingachairtosit.He’sopeneduptoherandtoldherthe

thingshehasn’ttoldanyone.It’sonlyfairforhertotellhim what

happenedaswell.

Butthere’ssomeonecomingin.Mela’seyesareabouttopopout

oftheirsockets.Thesemencanmeetanywherebutnothere.

Sthembiso’sbackisturned,butBusizweknowshisenemiesfrom

toestothelaststraysoftheirhair.

He’spulledouthisgun.

“Busizwe,no!”sheyells.

Sthembisoliftshishead,unlikeMelahedoesn’tpanicwhenhe



seesBusizwewithhisgun.

“WhatisthisdogdoinghereMaMshengu?Lenjaifikeninila?”It’s

goingdown!Thisisnotthesceneshewantstowitness.

“Hebroughtmyphone,he’snotdoinganythingtome,Iswear.”

She’sshaking.WhyisSthembisonotrunningortakingouthisgun

fordefensetoo?

“YewenaSguqa!”He’ssteppingcloserandSthembisoisstill

sittingonthechairlikenobodyisabouttogetshot.

“Youwantustoplaythesistergamenow,huh?Youknowwhat

I’m capableof,getoutbecauseIdon’twantyourbraintobe

scatteredinfrontofmysister.”

Sthembisofinallyreacts.Helooksathim andclickshistongue.

That’sgoingtosetBusizweoff;Melaisnotbreathing.

“Look,ifitwasn’tformyfatherIwouldn’tevenbehavinga

conversationwithsomeoneof0.5IQ.Idon’tlikefighting,

especiallywithdumbpeoplewhocan’tevenspelltheirnames.”

Yes,therearenorulesinawarbutthathurt,notonlytoBusizwe

butMelaaswell.

“Gofuckyourwifeinhergrave,nja!”That’salsoverylowof

Busizwe.

Sthembisoisonhisfeet.Doesn’theseethegun?

“Help!!!”–Melascreams.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER26

LONDEKA

I’m headinghomelatertoday,Iplantohavealittlepartywithmy

familytocelebratemyfirstjob.Well,it’snotreallyajobbecauseI

don’twakeupandreporttoamanager,howeverit’sgoingtopay

meandIhavetoacknowledgemyancestorsforgrantingmesuch

opportunity.IaskedMaXulutocallMkhulu,mygrandfather’s

cousin,andheagreedtocometoMashobaandperform the

ceremonyforme.

RightnowI’m gettingreadytogotoNtuthuko’soffice.Apparently

hehasanagencyandhe’ssignedalotofmodelsandmanagesa

coupleofinfluencers.Sgcinoadvisedmetogotohim regarding

thecontract,he’sbeenintheindustryforquitesometimenow

andknowseverythingthere’stoknow.Withoutputtingitinwords

hepersuadedmetosignunderNtuthuko’sagencyaswell.Idon’t

haveoneatthemoment,soIwillseehowitgoes.Thishasalso

grantedmeanopportunitytoseehim forthesecondtimeand

thankhim forputtingmyfaceoutthere.Really,I’veneverseen

socialmediabeingaspaceformetomakemoney,neitherdidI

everlookatmyselfinthemirrorandsawahundredthousand

randworthyface.NowI’m notjustLondekafrom Mashoba,I’m an

influencerwhichmeansIalwayshavetolookpresentable.My

socialmediaaccountshavebeencleaned,nowIjusthavetosign

thecontractbeforeI’m announcedtotheworld,from thereit’s



goingtobepromos,ads,publicappearancesandall.

Iputonarib-racercroptop,high-waistedjeansandredankle-

strapheels.Icannowstandnexttoagiraffeandbrushitshead,

great.

Idon’tknowhowIfeelaboutNtuthukomanagingme,Imeanhe’s

Sgcino’scousin,whichputsmeinthefamilybusiness.DoIreally

wantthat?WhatifSgcinoandIdon’tworkout?There’dbetoo

muchawkwardnessintheworkingspace;youknowwhatthey

sayaboutbusinessandpleasure.

I’m metbyakindladyatthedoorwho’scarryingatrayofempty

tea-cups.ShetellsmetogorightinbecauseNtuthukoisalone.

Great,thequickerIfinishheretheearlierIwillgoshoppingformy

celebration.

Behindhisdeskisanopenfloorthatlookslikeastudio.He’sa

manofart,he’sbusyonhislaptop,there’ssoftmusicplayingin

thebackground.

“Hey,”Igreet.

Hesmiles,“You’relate.”

How?Inevermentionedtimeofarrival.

“Sorry,”Isayawkwardly.

“No,it’sfine,you’refamily.”

Okay……



“Sohowareyou,MsSkinture?”

“I’m bothexcitedandnervous.”

“You’llbefine.Whynobodypersuadedyoutocometothe

industryearlier?”heasks.

“NobodyisfamiliarwiththisindustrywhereIcomefrom.Iwas

lookingforarealjobforthelastthreeyears,itwasjustamatter

oftimebeforemyfamilythrewmeinthehardwareoraskedmeto

drivethetrucks.”

Helaughs,“Truckdriver?Youwould’vebeenasexyone.”

That’sawkwardcomingfrom him butIletitslideandsmile.

“Where’syourcontract?Mfanoaskedmetolookatitforyou.”

ThatnamemakesSgcinosoundslikeamama’sboy.

“Isheamama’sboy?”Iask.

Hecracksintolaughter,aloudone.

I’m waitingforananswer;hekeepslaughing.NowIregretwhyI

asked,andhowisthissofunny?

“Maybeyoushouldtesthim andfindout,”hesaysfinallytoning

downthelaugh.

“Testhim how?”Iask.

“There’sonlyonewaytoseparatemama’sboysfrom realboys;

bedroom,”hewinks.

Cough!



Ineedasipofwater.

“Itakeityouknoweverythingabouthim now.”He’schangingthe

topic,greatmove!

“I’m notsure,butIknowaboutthethingofspeakingtoghosts,his

latewifeandVuyo,”Irollmyeyesmentioninghername.Saying

hernameleavesabittertasteinmymouth.

Hechuckles,“Ithinkyouknowitallthen.It’sgoodtoseeyoustill

stickingaroundregardlessofitall.”

Well,Iwantedtoleavebuttheheartwantedtostay,sohereIam.

He’sreadingthroughthecontractandI’m staringathim.Idon’t

knowwhichsideofSgcino’sfamilyisheacousinfrom.Helooks

youngerthanSgcino,he’saguyinthemediaindustry.Dyedhair,

tightjeansandtrailsoftattoos.

“Where’syourwife?”Iasknoticingtheweddingbandinhisleft

hand.

“Home,”hesayswithhiseyesgluedatthedocument.

“Doingwhatthere?”Imean,isn’tawifesupposedtobebyher

husband’ssidewhereverhegoes?

“I’m NtuthukoZulu,afterI’m donebeingamanagerandfounder

ofHouseofElites,Itakeoffthesejeansandputmymblaseloon

andgohometomyfamily.”

Soundscute,butwhycan’thebeoneperson?

“Andthehair?”I’m curious.

Hechuckles,“Sheactuallysawthepicturesandsentmealong



textreprimandingme.Youknowwomen,you’reoneofthem,they

lovedictating.”

Hisfacelightsupwhenhementionshiswife,I’m tryingtodrawa

pictureofherinmymindbutIjustcan’tgetit.Ican’tguesswhat

histypeis.I’dsayskinnymodelswithyellowlegs,butIdoubthis

wifelookslikethatsittingathomewaitingforhim.

“Whydoesn’tshestayherewithyou?”IhopeI’m notaskingtoo

manyquestions.

“Shestayswithmymother.Whereareyougoingtostaykanti

wenantokazi?”He’slookingatmewithastrangesmirk.

“Inmyplace,”Isay.

“Really?That’sverynice.”

Itisnice;Ihopethere’snounderlyingstatementinthat.

“Everythinglooksfair,butthere’sthisfinedetailI’dliketodiscuss

withthem,”hesaysregardingthecontracthe’sbeenreading

through.

“Ohokay,”I’m notsureifthat’sagoodorbadthing.

“Justgivemeasecond.”Hetakeshisphoneandwalksoutofthe

room.Thisgivesmetimetogothroughthepicturesand

magazineslyingonhisdesk.Oneparticulargirlcatchesmyeye,

shelookslikemeinaway,eventhoughhertoneisdeeperthan

mine.Tall,darkskinandslim legs.Herfaceispainted,she’s

wearingleatherpantandapieceofskinoverherboobs.Ilove

everythingabouther,she’sdark,boldandbeautiful.



“That’sAnokYai,doyouloveher?”

“She’sbeautiful,”Isay.

“Soareyou,”hesays.

That’sagoodcompliment,Iguess.

“Areyougoingtosignmeunderyouragency?”Iask.

He’sstaringatme,lookingshocked.

“Ifyouwon’tneedmetogetbutt-naked,mymotherisadrama-

queen,”Isay.

“Asamodel?”heasks.

“AnythingthatIcandoandmakemoney.Modeling,workingwith

brandsandcommercials,”Isay.

“I’m downforit!Let’sworkandmakemillions.”

Millions?Isn’tthatanexaggeration?

-

-

SGUQA

Atonofweighthasbeenshedoffhisshoulders.Hereallyneeded

toseeMelaandapologizeaboutwhathappened.Itdidn’tendwell

though,bothhim andBusizweendedupgettingescortedoutof

thehospitalbysecurity.Hecould’vecontrolledhisemotions,Mela

didn’tneedallthatchaos.



Hestilldoesn’tknowwhatheruncledidthathurthersomuch.He

wantedtofindoutandbeapairofearsthesamewayshewasto

him.It’stheleasthecould’vedoneaftereverythinghedidtoher.

He’sinhishousewarmingupthericethatAzilebrought.He’s

backinhismother’sskirtsashisfatherusedtosay.Herelieson

MaXuluforfoodbecausehedoesn’thavetimetocookandhe’s

notthatgoodatit.Hefoughthardtogainindependenceandnow

itfeelslikehe’stakentenstepsback.Whatbothershim more

thananythingisthatnothingsolidiscomingfrom the

investigators.He’sgonetoZime’sgravetwicetoaskhertowork

withhim inbringingherkillerstojustice.Surelyshehasthepower

intheotherworld,allheneedsisaclue.Hecan’truleoutthe

Mshengus,eventhoughBusizweisdenyingit.Zimedidn’tshoot

herselfandnostrangerdroppedfrom abusandshother,

someoneknowssomething.

“Sthembiso!Sthembiso!”-that’sMaXulu’svoiceechoingfrom the

door.

Helooksather;she’srunningtothestovescreamingathim.Oh

shit,thericeisburning!

“Areyoutryingtoburnthehousedown?”–MaXulu.

Heyawnsandstretcheshisarms.Hewasn’tasleep,hismindjust

switchedoffandhezonedout.

“Iwaswarmingupthefood,”hesays.



“Morelikeburningit.Youwilleatathome.”She’sopeningthe

windowstryingtogetthesmokeout.

“It’sfine,Iwilleatanyfruitandsleep.”

“Yoursisteriscelebratingandthankingtheancestorsforherfirst

job.Youshouldcome,shecamewithalotoffood,youdon’thave

tosleephungry.”

Healreadyheardaboutthepartyfrom Hubo.Hedidn’tgetan

inviteandthat’sokaybecausehe’sstillmourning.Thewhole

familyshouldbe,butZimewasn’tthatimportant,somepeople

arealreadyhostingparties.

“I’m notinvited,”hesays.

“You’refamily,there’snoneedforaninvite,”MaXuluinsists.

“I’m notcomingandIdon’tsaythatwithanydisrespect.I’m sure

sheleftmeoutbecauseshedoesn’twantmethere,”hesays.

“No,shefeelslikeyoudon’tloveher.That’swhyMkhuluisthe

onehandlingit,she’snotsureifyouarehappyforherorifyou

won’tsabotagethingsforherbecauseyoutwoarealways

fightingandnowyoudon’tevenspeaktoher.”

Sabotage?Londekagetsherfirstjobandallofsuddenhe’s

capableofsabotagingthingsforher.BothherandMaXulu

decidedtobringamanfrom anotherhousetokneelatthealter

withoutinforminghim orgettinghispermission.Sincewhen

someonecomesfrom anotherhousetoburnimpepho?Alotof

thingscouldgowrong.Theyalreadyare;he’slosthiswife,the

sameLondekawho’snowtrustingthemkhulusshehasno



relationshipwithhasbeenstrugglingtogetajobsinceforever,

Hubo’slifehasnodirection.Yetthey’relettingpeopleinandout

ofthealterwherealltheirancestorsrest.

Buthe’snotMkhonto,right?Hecan’ttellthem whattodo,that’s

whythey’redoingallthis.

“IwillbefineMa,pleaseclosethedooronyourwayout.”Helies

onhisbackandcovershisfacewithacushion.Thisconversation

isover.

MaXulureleasesasighinfrustrationandleaves.

-

-

LONDEKA

Threemothers,twopresentbrothersandtwosisters.I’m sitting

atthefrontexplainingthem whatmyjobentails.Idon’tthinkmy

mothersunderstand,they’rejusthappybecauseI’m happyand

won’tcomplainabouteverythinganymore.

“CanSkinturemakemyskinlighter?”MaJiyaneasks.

Everyonelooksather.Dadisnomore,whythehellisshewanting

tobecomeayellow-bone?

“No,”Isayfirmly.

“Whydoyouwanttobecomeayellow-boneMa?”Thobaniasks.

“Becausenoneofyouisgivingusgrandchildren,”MaXulusays.



That’snotrelevantinanyway.

“Soskin-lighteningwillbringone?”Iask.

“Whoknows?”–MaDlamini.

Threeofthem sharealookandbreakintolaughter.

Iwonderwhatthey’reupto.

“Sotellusaboutyourboyfriend,”MaDlaminisayslookingatme.I

feeleveryone’seyesonme.Howdidthetopicchangesofast?

“Hehasasnaggletooth,”–Hubo.

Unbelievable!

I’veneversnitchedabouthisgirlfriends.He’sstillsneakingsome

inatnightandI’venevertoldanyone.

“Doeshehaveacar?”Azileasks.

“Yes,”Isaywithaneyeroll.

“Whenishecomingtopaylobola?”

Iknewthatwascoming.I’m abouttosignathreeyearcontract

withtheHouseofElitesasamodel,whichmeansIcan’tbe

someone’swifebecausethatwouldputmeatriskofgetting

pregnant.

“Wearenotthereyet,”Isay.

“Oh,luselusha?”MaXuluasks.

Hertwopartnersincrimegiggle.



“I’m stillgettingtoknowhim,”Isay.

“Kantiumqomeungamaziyini?”MaXuluagain.

SheknowswhatI’m tryingtosay,shejustwantstobea

comediantohersisterwives.

Mkhuluwalksinandthelaughterdies.ThankGod!

“Everythingisready,let’sgototherondavelforamoment.”

Wedidn’tslaughteranythingsincewearestillmourningforZime.

It’sjustasmallbucketofumqombothi,snacksandavarietyof

traditionalfooddedicatedtotheancestors.

Hestartsbyintroducingeveryoneinpresencetotheancestors.

Sikelelaisnothere,he’sneverbeeninanyofthesethings,soIget

it.ButSthembiso’sabsenceisfelt,Ithinkbyeveryone.Hehasn’t

steppedhisfootheresinceIarrived,noteventogreethis

mothersafterwork.Ihaven’treceivedanythingfrom him,not

evenasingletextofcongratulations.

MkhuluburnsimpephoformeandchantstheHlongwanenames

andcallsallourforefatherstocomeandprotectme.Thealteris

suchaheavyplacetobeat,I’m gettingemotionalthinkingabout

myfather.Hewould’vebeenhappyforme,Iknowthiscelebration

would’vebeenbiggerandbetter.Hewould’vedrivenmetohis

colleaguesandoldfriends,putmeonhislapastallasIam and

braggedtothem abouteverything.Heshowedmeoff,that’sthe



kindofafatherhewas;everyoneknewabouthisprincess.Even

thoughitwasobvious,itwasimportantforhim tomentionthatI

looklikehim toeveryonehemet.

Sthembiso’spresencealwaysbringscomfort,he’doccupybaba’s

chairandsaysomethingseriousoutofnowhereandeveryone

wouldsitstillandlisten.Aftermkhulu’sdeparturenothingis

normal;there’snowordofgratitudefrom theheadofthehouse,

AzileandSanejuststartdishing.

“Areyouokay?”Huboaskssittingnexttome.

Inod,“Yeah.”

MaXuluordersSanelitocoveroneplateandtakeittoSthembiso.

Theyalwaysdishforhim,Idon’tthinkhecooksinhishouse,he

mightaswelljustmovebackin.

“SoImetagirllastweek,”–Hubo.

Healwaysmeetsthem ‘lastweek’.

“And?”Myjobashissisteristolistentoallhisstoriesofhooking

andbreakingup.

“SoweweretalkingviaWhatsappandexchangingpictures.I

lovedeverythingaboutherandweplannedtomeet.Youknow

yourbrother-ke.Ibookedinafive-starhotelandallthat,then

inganeyomfazidroppedabombshellonme.”

WhenHubosaysabombshell,it’salwaysabombshell.

“Ithiniinganeyomfazi?”Iaskcuriously.



“Yathibhakla!Shetransgenderedtobecomeafemale.”

Whoooooooooah!

“Unamanga!”I’m inshock.

“WeLondeka!SoIcalledSikelelaaskingforbrotherlyadvice,I’m

tellinghim thatthispersondoesn’thaveavaginayet,she’sstill

raisingfundstohaveone,andSikelelajustsaysbecomeCaster

Semenyabafo-run.”

I’m choking,thericeisabouttocomeoutofmynose.Itaught

Hubohowtogossipandnowhejustsoundslikeagraduateof

Gossip.

“Hesaysunlessifngifunaukubrashaisendethewholenight,”he

says.

Ican’tbreathe!

“Whyareyoulaughingthatside?”MaDlaminiasks.

“Oldjokes,”Hubosaysdismissivelyandswitchesbacktothe

conversation.

“ThenIhadtogobacktoherandbreakthingsup.That’swhenI

startedgettingdeaththreats,shewascallingmetransphobicand

uncivilized.Ithinkthatwasalessonforme,I’m donebeinga

player.Imagineifshedidn’ttellmeuntilwegotintothehotel.”

Yeah,thatwould’vebeenadisaster.ButIdon’tthinkhe’sdone

beingaplayer,he’sjustabitshaken.

“Isshestillsendingdeadthreats?”Iask.



“Ihaveblockedher,butI’m worriedbecauseshehasmypictures,”

hesays.

“Whatkindofpictures?”

“Indecentones,”

What?OfcourseI’m goingtojudgehim.

“Look,IwasinloveandIwantedhertoseewhatshe’dbemissing

ifshedidn’tcometothehotel.”

“Wow,Hubo!Justwow.Youknowshecanreleasethoseonsocial

mediaandmakeyourindecencytrend?”

“IknowLondeka.Maybeweneedtogotochurch.”

Waitaminute,buddy!

“Whois‘we’?Idon’thavesins,”Isay.

“Comeon,you’realsohavingsexbeforemarriage.Sgcinowasin

yourbed,webothneedJesus,wehavetorepent,”hesays.

“No,Idon’tneedtorepent.”He’sdraggingintohisproblemsnow.

IfIgotochurchitwouldbejusttoaccompanyhissinful-ass.I’m

nothavingsexwithSgcino.

Sanewalksbackinwiththeplatesheleftwithstillcovered.

“Ubhutiutheuyabonga,”shesays.

Myheartdrops.Ididn’tseethiscoming.

“Whyishenottakingthefood?Hehasn’teatensincehecame



backfrom work,”MaXuluaskswithworry.

Iknowwhyhedidn’ttakethefood,everyoneknows.

“Becauseit’smyfood,”Isay.

Whyaretheylookingatmelikethat?I’m notlying.

“Firstlyhedidn’tcometotheceremonyandnowhe’sturningback

food.Heknowswhathe’sdoing,”Isay.

“Maybehe’snothungry,hedidsayhe’llhaveafruitandsleep.He

didn’tthinkyouwantedhim heresinceyoucalledmkhulutoburn

impephosothathedoesn’tsabotageyourthings.”

“Ma,Ineversaidtheword‘sabotage’.”Whatisshetalkingabout?I

neversuchsaidsuch.

“Whatdidyousay?”Huboasks.

“Idon’trememberbutIknowIdidn’tsaySthembisowasgoingto

sabotagethingsandIdidn’taskMatogoandtellhim whatI

said,”Isay.

“Ididn’tgototellhim whatyousaid,Iwenttohishousetoinvite

him sinceyoudidn’tseetheneedto,andthenIhadtoexplainto

him whymkhuluwascomingtoburnimpephoinsteadofhim,”

MaXulusaysdefensively.

“Ididn’tinviteanyonebuteveryoneishere.Ifyou’refamilyand

youhearthatsomeoneinthefamilyishostingaceremonyyou

makeyourselfavailable,that’sit.”Ican’tbelievehewanteda

specialinvite!

“Canwealljustcalm down?”–Hubo.



“Yeah,Sthembisonoteatingthefooddoesn’tmeanallofusaren’t

eatingit.It’sstillacelebration,right?”She’slookingatmeand

expectingmetorelaxafterwhatshedid.Yes,SthembisoandIare

notgettingalong,butIdon’tneedsomeonerunningtohim and

tellinghim everythingI’m saying.NowitlookslikeI’m accusing

him ofthings.

“I’m goingtobed,”Istandandtakemyfoodtothefridge.

“Londeka!”Idon’tknowwhichoneisscreamingmyname.

I’vebeenholdingtearsthroughthewholeceremony,nowIhave

theopportunitytocryasmuchasIcan.Icanmournmyfather,

Zimeandmyrelationshipwithmybrother.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER27

SIKELELA

He’shome,hismoodislighterthanusual.He’swatchinghis

motherslicingthepumpkinthat‘haslotofsugar’,apparentlyhe’s

goingtoloveiteventhoughhenaturallydoesn’tlovepumpkin.

“DoyouperhapshaveMaNtuli’snewnumber?Theoldonedoesn’t

gothroughanymore,”–Cebileasks.

Shejusthadtospoilhismood!

“No,Idon’thaveit,”hesayswithabitofirritation.

“I’m notgoingtotalkabouther,”shesays.“ButIjustwantto

knowwhatyourplanis.You’reapproaching30,thisshouldbethe

stagewhereyouironoutyourlifeandsettledownwithsomeone.

Becausetrustme,youdon’twantittobetoolate.”

“Youapproachedyour30sandevenpassedthem withoutsettling

down,”heshrugs.

“Becauseyourfatherwasanarsehole!”

Hechuckles.He’sheardthishiswholelife.

“Washetheonlyman?”heasks.

“Hemessedmeupandkilledchancesofothermen.AndIdidn’t

wantyoutohaveastepfather.”



“Iwantastepfather,”hesaysunexpectedly.

Cebilefreezes,that’sunlikeherson.It’sunlikeanysontowanta

manintheirmother’slives.

“MyheartwasbrokentoobuthereIam,afewmonthslaterwilling

togiveloveanotherchance.Youdon’thavetomarryanyone,just

dateandliveyourlife,”Sikelelasays.

“You’regoingtoacceptamanyoudon’tknow?”She’sstillin

disbelief.

“Ifhelikesyouandyoulikehim back,I’llgladlyaccepthim.”

“Wow,okay.”Thisissomethingshehastositdownandthink

about.There’snooneinparticular,she’dhavetostartturningher

headtowhistlesandgiveouthernumber.

“EarliertodayIgotatextfrom Sguqa,”hesays.

“Who?Sthembiso?”That’swhosheknows.

Sikelelachuckles,“Yes,him.”

“Whatwashesaying?”

“Hewasn’tsayinganythinginparticular,justtryingtofindcomfort,

Iguess.Idon’tthinkhe’sokayyazi.”

“Helosthiswife,hecan’tbeokay,”Cebilesays.

“It’sdeeperthanhim losinghiswife.Youknowhismothersdidn’t

lovehiswife,right?”

Cebile’seyeswiden,“Why?”



“Idon’tknow,buttheydidn’t.Sotheywerelivingtogetherandonly

goingtothemainhomesteadwhennecessary.Nowthatshe’s

deadit’slikearelieftomostpeople,Idon’tthinkthey’relookingat

thebiggerpicturethatheactuallylosttheloveofhislifeandthey

needtocheckonhim regularly.”

“SoMkhonto’swivesweren’tthatdifferentfrom him?”shesays

clappingherhandsandbreakingachuckle.Nowonderthey

allowedhim tobeawhore,theyallhaveevilhearts.

“SoIaskedhim tocomeherelatertoday.Justtobreathedifferent

airandgetoutofthehouse,”Sikelelasays.

Cebile’seyespopout,“Andyoudidn’tseetheneedtoletme

know?”

“Youdon’twanthim here?”Sikelelaraiseshiseyebrow.

“IhavenothingagainstSthembisoandIsympathizewithhim for

losinghiswife.Butyoushould’vegivenmeheads-upsothatIcan

preparenicedinner,”shesays.

“Hewilleatwhatweeat;he’snospoilt-brat.”

“IwishIcouldsaythataboutmyson,”Cebilesays.

Hechuckles,“I’m notaspoilt-brateither,I’m abouttoeatsliced

pumpkin.”

“Thatyoudon’twanttoeat-sayit.”

“LetmeleavebeforeIgetmoreaccusations.”Hegetsoffthe

chairandleaveshismotherlaughing.

Thisisoneofthosefewmomentswherethey’remotherandson



andnotarguingaboutanything.He’sgoingtothetuck-shoptoget

airtime,laterhe’llbehangingoutwithSguqaandnotHubofora

change.

-

-

CEBILE

She’sseenhim around,he’stheonlychildofMkhontobeside

Sikelelathatsheknows.Shemethim asachild,hewasan

adorablelittleboy,Mkhontocouldn’tstopgushingoverhim,and

shefellinlovewithhim too.Herfirsttimebathingachild,

dressinghim upandputtinghim inbedwaswithhim.MaXulu

probablydidn’tknow,Cebilewasjustaside-chick.Shelovedhow

Mkhontolovedhisson;hewasthecutestdadever.Maybethat’s

whyshewasokaygivinguphervirginitytohim.Therewasaside

ofhim thatonlySthembisouncovered.Itwassweet,affectionate

andprotective.

Hetakeshiscapoffandgreets,shortlybeforeSikelelaoffershim

aseat.He’sgrown;fitasafiddlewithbrawnyarms.He’sstillthat

gently-manneredboythough,whentheireyesmeetforthefirst

timeindecadesCebilesmiles,hedropshiseyesshyly.

“I’veseenyouaround,”shesaysbreakingtheice.

Heseemsshocked,hebrusheshisheadandstutters;“Really?I’m



sorry,Imust’ve…Imust’ve…”

Shesmilesandwaveshim off,“Youdon’trememberme,

obviously.YouwereakidwhenImetyou.”

“Idorememberyou,”hesays.

Sikelelaisshockedjustashismother.Wasn’thelittlewhenhis

fatherbroughthim toCebile?

“Youlookedlikethis,”hesays.

Cebilechuckles,“YoumeanIhaven’taged?”

“Yes,youstilllookthesame.Mkhontohadyourpictureinhis

safe,”hesays.

There’samomentofsilence.

Nobodywasreadyforthat,notevenSikelela.He,forone,knows

howmuchhismotherloathesthatname,nowtothinkhehadher

pictureinhissafethewholetime!

“Youcalledhim Mkhonto?”Cebileasks,she’stryingtoignorethe

sharppainthatthrobbedinherheartwhenSthembisorevealed

thatMkhontohadherpicture.

“No,Icalledhim dad,”Sthembisosays.

“Oh,Isee.”

Awkward!!!

Sikelelaclearshisthroat,“Iwanttotakehim toEzikhrebheni.”

“Notbeforeyoueat,andpleasedon’tcomebacklate.Youknow



youhaveenemies,”Cebilewarns.

Sthembiso’sbrowsfurrow,heturnshiseyestoSikelela.

“Youhaveenemies?”

Sikelelashrugs,“Notreally,justpeoplewhocan’tacceptthatI

oncebeatthem andI’ddoitagainshouldtheysteponmytoes.”

“You’renotbeatinganyone!”Cebilelashesout.

Hechuckles,“Ididn’tsayI’m goingtobeatanyone,IsaidI’d…”

“Whateveryousaid,it’snothappening.Youruncleruinedyouyazi,

ifitwasn’tforhim you’dhavesomethingthatyouexcelinthatis

notviolence.”

“Maybenot,hewasgoingtoturnthiswayanyway,”Sthembiso

murmurs.Heknowsthetruthnow,whetherSikelelawasshipped

toIndiaandnamedSureshNaidoo,hewasstillgoingtobe

Mkhonto’sson.

“Bafo,Iwillgoandputmyphoneinthechargerbefore…”Helooks

athismother,she’sstaringrightbackathim withasharplook

andherhandonthehip.Well,hedoesn’tsayitbutshe’sdramatic

AF,hewalksoutlaughing.

Cebileshakesherhead,“Whyishealwayssmilingthesedays?I

hopeit’snotthatgirlfriendofhiswho’ssaidtobetwotimesolder

thanme.”

Shegrabstheirplatesandstartsdishing.Eventhoughitwas

short-noticebutshemanagedtocook;pap,creamyspinach,roast

potatosalad,chakalakaandchicken.



“Iknowhowmuchyoueat,”shesaysdishingSthembiso’splatea

mountainofpap.“Yourfatherwouldeatandleavehalfofhisfood

foryoutoeatafteryouweredonewithyoursbecauseyoueatfor

Africa.”

“Hemust’vebeenkindbackinthedays,”hesays.

Cebilechuckles,“Yeah,Iguess.Ormaybehewasonlykindtoyou

becauseyouwerehisson.Hewasn’tkindtootherpeoplelike

myself.”

“Idon’trememberhim beingkindtome.”

“Howso?”Cebilefrowns.

“It’snotsomethingI’dliketotalkabout,”hesays.

Cebilehandshim theplateandstartsdishingSikelela’s.“Maybe

thingschanged,butwhatIwantedforSikelelawasatleasthalfof

thelovehegaveyou.Ihadneverseenamanlovinghissonlike

that,ablackman!”

Maybeit’shismemorythat’sblurry.“Howdidheloveme?”he

asks.

“Thefirstthingyourfathertoldmeafterhetoldmehisnamewas

thathehadasonandhewashisworld.Exactlylikethat.Thenwe

talked,Igottohearallaboutyouandhisfeelingsforme,which

werejustbullshit.”

Well,hecan’tcommentonthateventhoughhehasadifferent

opinion.

“AndIthinkyoubecameeverythinghewishedyoutobe.Youare



inthefamilybusiness,yougotmarriedandbuiltyourownhouse.

Youlookgood,youtakecareofyourself,”sheadds.

“Maybethatwasnotgoodenough,hewantedmoreandIcouldn’t

givehim,”hesays.

“Whatmakesyouthinkhewantedmore?”

“Becausewedisagreedalot,Idon’tknowifIwastheonetoo

stubbornoritwashim,butwedriftedapart.Ididn’tagreewith

howhedidcertainthings,andthatgavemeacoupleofbad

remarksfrom him.”Hepausesandtakesasharpbreath,“Some

thingshesaidwerehurtful,it’sstillhardformetoforgivehim.He

neversaidsorryandthethingshesaidcamefrom acertainplace,

hedidn’tjustcreatethem inthosemoments.”

“Whatdidhesay?”She’slookingathim likeshe’sgoingtodig

Mkhontouponceshefindsoutandwhiphisass.

Sthembisoexhalesheavily,“He’sdead,there’snoneedformeto

cryanymore.HesaidalotofthingsandIknowI’m noneofthem.

Imayhaveturnedoutdifferentlyfrom whatheenvisioned,butI’m

happy.Well,atleastIwashappy.”

“Ican’timaginewhatyoufeellosingsomeonesoclosetoyou.

Arethepolicefindinganyleads?”sheasks.

“Notyetandthat’swhatdrivingmecrazy.Lookingbackatthe

timelineofourlovestoryI’verealizedalotofthingsthatIdid

wrong.AlotoftimesthatIfailedtoprotecther.Nowitfeelslike

I’m stillfailingherevenindeath,ontheotherhandIhavetodeal

withfamilydrama.”



“Isthefamilyatleastsupportive?”Cebileasks.

“No,butwhenitcomestomeI’m usedtoit.”Heexhalesheavily,

“Andthere’sabigissueofmeandmysisternotgettingalong.We

grewupinonehousebutwewereraiseddifferently.”

“Isupposetheywereharderonyousinceyou’reaboyandyou’re

black.Angithiboysarebornwiththeworldontheirshouldersif

they’reblackandlivinginAfrica.”

Sthembisochuckles,maybethat’strue.

“Well,athomeitwasjustme.Othersprovedthemselvesonceor

twicebutIhadtoprovemyselfeveryday.WhatIdidondailybasis

wasonlypraisedwhenothersdidit.Thatmademestrong,Ithink.

Nowmyexpectationsarelimitedwhenitcomestopeople;Idon’t

expectanythingfrom anyone.SoIgetangrywhenpeople,like

Londeka,expectmorefrom mewithoutappreciatingthelittleI’ve

doneforthem.Theylearnedthatfrom theirfather,Iguess.”

“Howoldisshe?”Cebileasks.

“Twenty-five,you’llprobablyseeheronTV,shelookslike

Sikelela,”hesays.

“Oh,Daddy’sphotocopy.”

“Andfavorite,”headds.

Cebilechuckles,“Luckyforher!AtleastlookinglikeMkhontopaid

off,unlikeSikelelawho’sstuckwithhisimageforlife.”

“Didhesayanythingtoyouatall?”Cebilewastheonlyother

womanhisfatherintroducedhim too.HelovedCebile,shewas



chosentocarrythegenerationalseedoftheHlongwanes.Itwasa

differentseed,Mkhontohadbeenonetoo,itwasmoreofacurse

thanablessing.Sohecouldn’tmarryCebile,hehadtokeep

Sikelelafarfrom theHlongwanesandeverythingthathadtodo

withthem.Hewasbetterafatherlesssonthanabeast.Butit

didn’tworkoutashehadhoped,didit?

Cebileshakesherhead,“No,hedidn’tsayanything.Hesaw

Sikelelaonceandboughthim apacketofchipsandthatwasthe

lasttimewesawhim.”

Sthembisonodsslowly;he’stryingtoconnectthedotsandmake

senseofit.Hisfatherwasstillyoung,maybehecould’veinvolved

Cebileandexplainedwhatwasgoingon.Hemessedupand

unfortunatelynowhe’sdead,thiscannotbereversedoramended.

“Maybeyoursisterwashisfavoritebecauseheknewhehad

dumpedachildthatlookedexactlylikeher.Apartofhim must’ve

feltguilty,Sikelelawasjustaninnocentchildyearningforhis

father,menaredogs,”Cebilesays.

Thatmakessense!

“NowthatyoumentionitIdoremembertheextrathingshe’ddo

forLondeka,justheralone.WithThobaniIunderstoodbecause

hewastheyoungest,butevenwithhim thelovenevermeasured

uptothelovehegaveLondeka.Healwayswantedtoknowwhere

Londekawas,hewasobsessedwithherwhereaboutsandwe

thoughtitwasbecauseshewastheonlygirlbeforetheyounger

two.Buthewasactuallyscaredoflosingherbecauseshefilleda

certainvoid.”Obviouslyhedidn’tknowallthis,hisfathernever



toldhim aboutSikelela.MaXulumust’veknownwhatwas

happeningbecauseshealwaysjumpedintocomfortSthembiso,

shenevercalledoutthefavoritism.

“I’m sureitmust’vehityoursisterthehardestwhenhedied,”

Cebilesays.

“Yeah,Iguess,”heshrugs.

Cebileraiseshereyebrow,“Hhayi-bo,haven’tyouaskedherhow

she’sdoing?”

“No,wedon’taskeachotherthat,”hesays.

“Well,ifyoudon’ttherewillbeanothermanwhowillaskherand

shewillfindcomfortinhim forthewrongreasons.Idon’thave

onebutIknowgirlchildrenaremoreemotionalthanboys,you

describedherassomeonewhohadaspecialattachmenttoyour

father.That’snotgoingtoautomaticallyfadeawaybecausehe’s

dead,ifanythingit’sgoingtoleaveagapandshewillgoouttotry

andfillthatgapifnobodyfillsitathome,”Cebilesays.

Hesighsheavilyandcontinuestoeatsilently.He’sneverhad

anyonetalkingtohim thewayCebiledoes.Shetalkstohim like

he’sachild,whichisn’tsomethinganyofhismotherseverdoes.

Maybeshestillseeshim asthatlittleboy.He’scomfortablewith

that,havinganeldertotalkto,someonewho’snottakinganyside

orquestioninghisdecision-making.

Sikelelawalksbackin,he’sbeengoneforquitealongwhile.

Sthembisoisalmostdoneeating,they’dforgottenabouthim.

“Am Idisturbing?”heasksbeforeentering.



Theyjustlookathim.

Hewalksin,grabshisplateandsits.HeknewbringingSthembiso

tohismotherwhoswallowedaradiowouldhelpinaway.He’s

notalwaysafanofhismother’stalkativenaturebutheknowsit

canbethereupic.

-

-

VUMO

He’scursingfrom thegate,todayisthedayshehatesmorethan

thescarbehindherneck;Friday.Mthokoisdrunk,that’shisFriday

routine.He’sgoingtoremindherhowhesavedherfrom the

dump,tookherinwiththebustardshe’scarryingandmadehera

betterwoman.That’snotfarfrom thetruth,hedidallthat.Being

hereisbetterthanwherehermotherliveswithQambi.Adrunk

Mthokoisbetterthanherchurch-goingunclewho’sturnedhis

ownsisterintohiswife’sslaveanduseseverychancehegetsto

remindhisniece,Qambi,ofherpast.

Hekicksthedooropenandstaggersin.

“You’resleeping,that’sallyouknow.”

Shekeepsquiet.Betterdaysarecoming;he’snotlikethiswhen

he’snotdrunk.

“Uyizalaninilentoyakho?”(Whenareyougivingbirthtothatthing

ofyours)



“Soon,”she’sstillafewmonthsawaybutthisistherightanswer.

“Yoursoonbetterbesooner,I’m tiredofhavingagirlfriendwho

looklikeawhale.YouknowhowmuchIloveyou,butIcan’teven

gooutwithyoubecauseyournoselooklikeafrog.”Whenhesays

thingslikethissometimesshewishesshehadabortedthebaby

rightafterSikeleladeniedit.MaybeMthokowould’velovedher

more,becauseasherstomachgrowsitfeelslikethere’sadriftin

theirrelationship.

“I’m hungry,”hestaggerstowardsthestoveandtakesoffthepot

lid.“Ihopeawufakangaipoisonla,sfebe.”

Hepoursthestewinricepotandeatsusinghishand.Luckily

todayshedishedherfoodandkeptitaside;sheknowsthisbad

habitofhis.

He’slickingthegravyonhisfingersandcomingtothebed.She

hastoshareabedwiththisperson,there’snowhereshecango.

“Givemeakiss,”hedemandsloweringhisstinkingmouthtoher.

Ifsherefuseschaoswillbreakandthelastthingsheneedsis

neighborscomingtoherrescueeveryFridaynight.

“Ihopeyoudidn’tgiveanyonemypussy,”he’ssmilingand

touchingherunderwear.Mthokoisatroubled,handsomeyoung

manmakingends-meet.TheymetshortlyafterNtulikickedthem

outofthehomesteadinHlabathini,shewashonestabouther

conditionandheacceptedherwithallthebaggageshecamewith.

Hisonlyproblem isalcohol,healwaysapologizesandpromises



todobetter,onlytorepeathisbehavioronhisnextpay-day.

“Mthokoyou’retouchingmewithdirtyhands,”shewhisperstrying

tostophisgravy-coveredhandfrom touchinghercookie.

“Thesedirtyhandsfeedyou,sfebe.”

“I’m talkingaboutthefoodalloveryourhand.Icookedwith

pepper,you’regoingtohurtme.”

Hefrownsandthenbreaksintolaughter.

“Okay,pleasewipemyhands-ke,beausefulwomanforonce,”he

says.

Heavysigh!

Shegrabsatowelandwetitwithwaterandwipeshishand.He

grabsherthighandsneakshisfingerinhercore.He’sabeast

whendrunk,alsoabitaggressiveandloud.

Shejusthastoclosehereyesandshutdownheremotionsand

lethim doashepleases.Shehasaroofoverhishead,allthe

necessitiesshe’llneedwhenshegivesbirthandshenevergoes

tobedhungry.

That’sthebiggerpicture.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER28

LONDEKA

TodayI’m takingaleapoffaithandtravellingwithSgcinoto

Mpofana.I’veneverbeentherebeforebutfrom whatIhearfun

willbehad.Hiscousin’sbride-to-beissendinggiftsto

acknowledgethatherfamilyreceivedlobolacows;they’reburying

thetrotters’prints-ingqibamasondo.Hearingthattheplaceisa

ruralvillageItriedtodresssuitably.There’sachanceofthecar

breakingdowninthemiddleoftheroad,mostruralvillagesof

Zululandhavenogoodroads,IworeflatsandalsjustincaseI

needtowalkbyfoot.

Todayhe’stheonetakingforevertocomeoutofthehouse,I’ve

beenwaitinginthecarforfiveminutesandtwenty-sixseconds,

stillcounting.Iwonderwhat’shardaboutputtingonatrouser,

slippingontheT-shirtandlotioningyourface.Menonlyneeda

minutetogetready.

Hisphoneringstwice,heanswersandtellsmehe’slockingthe

doorbeforeIyell.Iwillcounttofive…

Thankstohisluckystars,he’sherebeforeIevenblinktwice.He’s

carryingabagofgoodiesandcoolerbox.HowfarisMpofana

again?



“Idon’twantanyproblemsontheroad,”hesaysfasteningthe

seatbelt.

“I’m agoodpassenger,”Isay.

Hislightchuckledoesn’tshowmuchbelief.Ifastenmyown

seatbeltashedrivesoutandmentallypreparemyselfforhis

horribleplaylist.

ImayhaveunderestimatedadrivetoMpofana,itwasalmosttwo

hoursontheroad.Irequestedtwopeebreaksandoneforselfies

whenwepassedaherdofdonkeys.I’m notananimalpersonbut

rightnowI’m notjustLondekathegirlfrom Mashoba,I’m asocial

mediafigure,somethingsarecoolforsocialupdates.

WehavefinallyarrivedinMpofana.It’saruralvillagelike

Mashoba,withbetterinfrastructureandmostmodernly-built

homes.

Itlookslikeweareabitlate,theyardisalreadyovercrowded,

womenareululatinganddancingintheyard.

Sgcinoisacknowledgedbyagroupofyoungmen,theyrecitea

coupleofnamesIdon’tknowandhegivesthem salutes.Ican

feelhisenergy,hisspiritisalreadywithothermen,notme.Buthe

can’tjustdumpmeintheyard,Idon’tknowanyonehere,sohe

walkswithmepastthem.

Webumpintoafull-figuredwomanwithamahawkhaircut.Ican’t



helpbutnoticethedisappointmentonherfaceashereyesland

onme.

“Bhuti,”shesaystoSgcinowithagentlesmile.

“Manto,I’m luckytobumpintoyou.Canyoupleasetakecareof

mypartner?Iwanttoseeamadodaoutside.”Ishould’veknown

thiswouldbethisdisorganized,he’sgoingtobewithhiscousins

andI’llbehangingoutwithstrangers.Icanseebehindthe

woman’ssmile,she’snothappyaboutmeatall.

Hereyestravelfrom myfacedowntomylegs.“Isshe…?”

“Yes,she’smygirlfriend,”Sgcino’sanswercutshershort.

Shesmilescomicallyandnods.

“Nicetomeetyou,I’m Manto,hiscousin,”sheextendsherhand.

Ishakeitandquicklypullbackmyhand.

“Let’sgotothekitchen,”shesays.

IturnmyheadtoSgcino,he’sstaringatmewithhiseyebrow

slightlycockedup.

“Uzosalaangithi?”Histoneisbegging.Itdoesn’tsoundlikehe

wouldappreciatenoforananswer.

DoIhaveachoice?

“Yeah,”Isaywithashrug.

Hegivesthecarkeysandhisphonetome.

“Iwillbehereintheyard,”hesays,plantsasoftkissonmycheek



andleaves.

Deepbreath!IturntoManto,hereyesareflickeringwithangerbut

shequicklycoversitupwithaweaksmile.

“Let’sgo.”

Ifollowher,weenterthekitchen,thereareseveralotherladies

busywithfoodpreparation.

“Thisis…”Shedoesn’tknowmyname,shelooksatmeforrescue.

“LondekaHlongwane,”Isay.

“What?!”Someoneexclaims.

I’m confused.Isthereanythingwrongwith…gosh,IhopeHubois

notknownthisside!SometimesIinherithisenemies.

“ThebrideisaNgwane,”anotheroneexplains.There’salight

laughterasIreleaseahugesighofrelief.

“Youcan’tbeinthekitchen,you’reourin-law,”thegirlsays.

“Shecan,”Mantosays.

Everyonelooksathercuriously.

“She’ssleepingwithSgcino,she’sherewithhim.”

I’m sleepingwithSgcino?Mina?

“She’sSgcino’sgirlfriend?”theyasksimultaneously.Ithinkshe

said‘sleepingwith’onpurpose,justtodegrademe.



Ihatebeingacenterofattentioninsituationslikethis,everyoneis

staringatmeandIdon’tknowwhethertoexplainmyselforlet

Madam-Know-It-Allcontinuewithhertheory.

“Yes,that’swhyVuyodidn’tcome,becausehewascomingwith

her,”shesays.

“Oh,”theyalllookdisappointednow.

I’m notsurewhethertocontinuestandingherelikeastatueor

walkoutandtrytofindSgcino.

Anotheroneclearsherthroat,“SheshouldbewiththeNgwanes,

evenifshe’sSgcino’sgirlfriend,she’snotallowedinthekitchen

yet.”

TheHlongwanesandNgwanesareoneclan,howeverIdon’tknow

theNgwanesthatarehere,they’refrom thisvillageandI’m from

Mashoba.ButI’m relievedandhappytobeleavingthegossip-

squadinthekitchen.

Amatureddark-skinnedmaidengetsmefrom thedoorandleads

meinsidetherondavelwheretheNgwanesare.

“I’m ZandileNgwane,”sheintroducesherself.

“LondekaHlongwanefrom Mashoba,”Isay.

“I’m gladyou’rejoiningus,somecouldn’tmakeit,youknow

peopleandcancelingonlastminute.”

TheNgwanesmakemefeelcomfortable.IsitwithZandileand

herfriend,Thembi.There’sagroupofmaidensintraditionalwear



singinganddancingcompetitively.

“Soyou’reagirlfriendhere?”Thembiseemstobenosy.

“Yes,Ithinkmyboyfriendisthegroom’scousin.”

“Youthink?”shefrownsandchuckles.

“Ourrelationshipisstillnew.”

“Andhe’salreadybringingyoutofamilyfunctions?He’sgoingto

marryyou,whateveritisthatyoufedhim don’tlosethecontactof

yoursupplier,”shesays.

Zandilelaughs,“Stop!Noteveryoneusesloveportiontokeepa

man,stopcorruptingmysister,please.”

“Uthandoluyaqiniswaandthat’safact,”Thembipersists.

“Yes,youstrengthenitbybeingsubmissiveandfaithfultoyour

man,”Zandileargues.

Idon’tagreewithbothofthem andstrangelytodayI’m notupfor

anydebate.

“Ifthatwasrealarecipetokeepaman,howmanywouldyou

havekeptbynowZandile?”

It’sgettinghotinhere!

“Noteverymanisworthbeingkept,you’dknowthatifyouhadn’t

beenstuckwithonemansincehighschool.”

“Idon’thopfrom dicktodick.”

“Well,hejumpsfrom pussytopussyandyourunfrom nyangato



nyangatryingtokeephim onleash.”

They’retoxicfriends,Ican’tbelievethey’reexchangingallthese

nastywordssocalmlyandpretendingasifthey’renothateful

towardsoneanother.

Oneofthephonesinmyhandvibrates.Icheckmine,there’s

nothing.It’sSgcino’s,acallfrom VuyoandI’m notsurewhattodo

withit.Iletitringuntilshedropsandsendsatextmessage:

NDABEZITHAPLEASECALLMEBACKASSOONASYOUCAN

Hesaidhegrantedherfreedom tocontacthim shouldsheneed

anything.ButI’m nothappywithitknowingthathisfamilyand

relativeswantherforhim.She’sinhislifeasmuchasIam,doI

knowhim wellenoughtotrustanotherwomanwithhim?

“Areyouokaymntase?”Zandileasks.

Deepbreath!Inodandfakeasmile.Idon’tknowwhythisman

gavemehisphoneknowingverywellthathereceivescallsfrom

women.

I’m feelingdown,Idon’tevenenjoytheceremonyasitcontinues.I

helpZandiledistributethegifts,I’m thetallestandshe’sthe

oldestinthehouse,soitmadesensethatthetwoofushelpeach

other.Shortlyaftergifts’distributionrefreshmentsareserved,my

plateandZandile’sarecoveredbecausewearetheoldest,I

guess.ButI’m notcomfortablewiththearrangement,especially

afterthecoldwelcomeIgotfrom Sgcino’scousins.Assnobbish



asitmaylook,Idon’teatthefood,Igotothecaroutsideand

havethesnacksSgcinoboughtme.He’snowheretobeseen,I

don’thavetheoptiontocallhim becausehisphoneiswithme.I

returnbacktotherondavelwithabottleofwater.I’m notputting

anythingthey’reservinginmymouth.

AgroupofmenentershortlyafterI’vewalkedin.IspotSgcino

betweenthem andfeelabitrelieved.Girlsaresinginglouderand

twerkingastheydance.I’vebeenthere,donethatandhadmyfew

shenaniganswithmeninceremonieslikethis.

It’stimefor‘indishikamakoti’,themostexcitingpartoftheday,

butmyeyesareonthewatch.It’sgettingverylate,almost8pm,

andIstillhavetodrivewithaghost-whisperingmantoDurban.

“WiththisR50Iwanttheshort-hairgirlsittingbythedoortocome

andsitonmylap,”amanrequeststhrowingtwoR20notesand

oneR10insidethemetalbasinplacedatthecenter.

Ionlyrealizewheneveryone’seyesturntomethathe’stalking

aboutme.I’m theshort-hairgirlsittingbythedoor.Lord,I’m too

oldtobeplayingthesegames.

“Go!”Thembiwhisperswithagiggle.

Themanisstaringatme,he’swearingacaplowtohisforehead

soIcan’tseetherestofhisface.

Heopenshiswalletandpullsanothernote.“I’m addinganother

R50,Iwanthertopourmeumqombothiinacupaswell.”



WhydidIagreetocomehere?AndwhyisSgcinosittingthere

withhisbackleaningagainstthewallandnotprotestingthis

madness?

“Go,you’llcomebackafteraminute,”Zandilesays.

AllSgcinohastodoisopposethiswithabiggeramount.Whatis

hisfuckin’problem?Ihavetokneelandscanumqombothiina

cupandgokneelinfrontofthatmanandservehim.That’snotall,

afterhe’sdonedrinkinghewantsmetositonhislap.

Hedoesn’tdrink,heputsthecupasideandpullsmetohislap.

Thembiislaughinglikeahyena.There’sstillnoemotionor

movementfrom mybelovedboyfriendontheotherside.MaybeI

don’tmeanthatmuch,hedoesn’treallycare.

Themanwrapshisarm aroundmywaistandspeakscloselyto

myear.Thesinginghasresumed,theattentionhasshiftedfrom

usgrantinghim freedom toexpresswhateverhecalledmehere

for.

“MynameisNqabayezweMhlongo.Isawyougoingtothecar

outsideandyoustolemyheart.WhatshouldIcallyou?”

“LondekaHlongwane,”Isay.

“Oh,MaSangweni.”Hisvoicerumblesandsendstinglesallover

mybody.

Myeyesrandomlylockwithamanleaninghisbackagainstthe

wallandstaringatmemenacingly.Idon’tknowhowlonghe’s



beenstaringatus,hisstaresendsacoldchilldownmyspine.He

hadanoptiontoprotestthis,it’sjustagame,Idon’tknowwhy

he’snowlookingatmelikethat.

“Ihavetogo,”ItellNqabayezwe.

“I’m happytomeetyou,uyezwa?”hecontinuestowhisperagainst

myear,hisarm isstillaroundmywaist,he’snotwillingtoletme

goandI’m gettinguncomfortablyfeelinghisrodundermybutt.

“Nicetomeetyoutoo,”Isayremovinghisarm from me.

“I’m stillgoingtoseeyou,right?”

Fakeasmile,Londeka.

“Maybe,”Isay.

Heletsmego,Igobacktomyspot.There’samansittingnextto

Zandilenow,they’retalkingsoftlyyoucan’thearathingthey’re

saying.

“WiththisR100Iwanttochooseagirlwho’sgoingtohelpme

takeoffmyjacket.”Thisisthemostridiculousone.It’sashort

manwearingumblaseloandwhitesneakers.Hiseyesarestill

searchingaroundthehouse.Theylandonmeandstaylonger…I’m

holdingmybreath,I’m alreadytired,I’m notgoingtogetacentfor

participatinginthis,allthemoneywillgotothebride.

“Ubukekaunenkaninje,”hesaystome.

HowdoIlookstubborn?Howdoyoutellthatsomeoneis

stubbornbyjustlookingatthem?



Thembiandherstupidgiggles!

“Pleasecome,”hesayslookingatmeandstartsasong.

IlookatSgcino.Again,he’snotbackingmeup.

Ishebrokeorwhat?Thisdoesn’tmakeanysense.

I’m thecenterofattentionagaingoingtoanothermanand

helpinghim takeoffhisjacket.Itendswithhim shakingmyhand

firmly,refusingtoletmegoforaminuteandbeggingformy

number.Idowhateverygirldoes;changingthelastdigit.

MantostepsforwardwavingR50intheair.

She’sagoodsinger,Imustsay.

“Idon’thavemillionsbutwiththisR50ofmineI’dliketochoosea

beautifulgirlformycousin,Sgcino.”

Oh,woooow!She’scomingformyjugular,allgunsout.Ididn’tsee

thisonecoming.

Shepicksalight-skinnedgirlwithaBob-cut.Shelooksyounger

thanmeeventhoughshe’sbig-boned,she’salreadyblushingas

Mantoforceshertostandup.

“Comeandsitnexttohim,hedoesn’tbite,”Mantosayspullingher.

Sgcinofinallygetshisassoffthefloor.I’m notsurewhatheplans

ondoingbutIpraythisgamedoesn’tcostusourrelationship.He

talkstotheguyinchargeofindishiandgiveshim acoupleof

notesandsayssomethingtohim.



“Bopha!”theguysaysstoppingthesinging.Theypause

immediately.“ThisR100isforyoumysister,bafosaysyouyou

canreturntoyourseatandenjoyyourselfwithotherladies

becausehe’staken.”

Sohe’sturningdownManto’sgirlfriendofferandMantolookslike

she’sprayingforthefloortoopenupandswallowher.Arewe

allowedtodovoshohere?Imeeeeean,ra-ta-ta-ta!

“AndthisR200istosayhellotothebride.”Mymanisthe

sweetest.

Ohthere’salastone.

“ThisotherR100isforLondekatochooseasisterwifeofher

choicefrom thesebeautifulmaidens.”

Whatthefuck?IsSgcinokiddingmerightnow.

Oureyeslock,hedoesn’tshowanyemotion.Ihatethatstupid

plainfaceofhis,hedidn’topposewhenmentookturnswithme

andnowhewantsmetochooseagirlIwanttosharehim with.

“IfLondekadoesn’twanttodothatshehastogotothecarand

staythereuntiltheceremonyisover.”Wow,hebroughtmehere

todothis.

“Justchoosetheugliestone,”Zandilewhispers.

I’m tryinghardnottolaugh.Ilookaround,Ican’tsaypeopleare

ugly,I’m innoposition.NottomentionthatI’dobviouslymind

sharingmymanwithanyoneregardlessofhowtheylook.

“Iwillgotothecar,”Itellher.



“Butyou….”

“Don’tworry,I’llbefine.”

Shenodsuneasily.

Itaketwostepstowardsthedoor,thensomeonestopsme.It’s

Nqabayezwe,theonewhomademesitonhislap.

“R200,Londekaisnotgoinganywhere!”hesays.

Sgcinostands,sodoestwoguyswho’vebeensittingwithhim,

they’rehiscousins.

“Bafo,I’m notgoingtoaskyouwithanymoneytoleavemy

womanalone.I’m askingyoufreeofcharge.”I’veneverheardthis

tonefrom him.Idon’tlikeit,Icomefrom afamilyofpower

rangers,Idon’twantafightingboyfriendtoaddinthattoxicity.

Fightsdobreakattimeslikethese.Idon’twanttobethatgirlwho

causedmentofight,Iwalkoutandleavethemayhem behind.

MinuteslaterSgcinoiswalkingtowardsthecar.Hiscousinsare

accompanyinghim,theyshakehishandbeforewalkingbackand

leavinghim openingthecardoor.Hedoesn’tsayanything,he

takesthekeysandstartsthecar.Alothashappenedtoday,from

Vuyo’scalltotheeventsthathaveledtothismoment,Ithinkwe

havealottohatchoutbeforewegetalllovey-dovey,asilentdrive

isawaytogo.

TheroadisbetterthanIthought,therearefewfarmsnearby.I

don’tknowwhyhe’sdrivingthisslowly,oursistheonlycaronthe



road,wearealmostatthebridge.It’satallgirderbridgewithalot

ofhistorybehindit,Iheard.I’m notafanofheightthough,when

hesuddenlyslowsdownIraisemyeyebrows.

“Sgcino!”I’m anxious.

Hedoesn’tlookatme.Hiseyesareontheroad,hisfootisstillon

theaccelerator,thecarmovesuntilweareattheendofthe

bridge.Thenhefreezes.

Hisbodycompletelygoesrigid.

Ikeepcallinghisnameandhe’snotgrantingmeevenaglance.

I’m notsureifthisisaboutthatmanwhomademesitonhislap

orabout…

Hisbodymoves.Heopensthedoor,alarm bellssetoffinmy

head,thisismyworstnightmare.He’sgettingoutofthecar,we

arenearthebushesonthesideoftheriver,it’saround9pm at

nightandit’sfouldarkwithnostreetlights.

“Sgcinowhereareyougoing?”Myvoiceisshaky.Idon’tknowif

hestillknowsmeatthismomentorhe’scompletelyzonedout.

He’sgoingunderthebridge,slidingthroughthickgrasslikea

robot.Ihavetokeepthisatthebackofmymind,whatevermy

nextstepis-DoNotDrive!Hiswifetriedescapingwiththecarand

shedied.Myfamilydon’tevenknowthatI’m here,imaginethem

havingtofetchmydeadbodyhere.

There’sabushinfrontofme,theonlyoptionIhaveisrunningby

footandtrytofindmywaybacktohiscousin’s.



IthinkIhavelostdirection,notjustitalonebutmyothershoeas

well.Idon’tknowwhereIam orwhereI’m going,allI’m praying

foristhatSgcinoandhisghostsdon’ttrackmedownandIbump

intoahousesoon.

Idon’tbumpintoanyhousebutIbumpintoawoman.Iletouta

shrillscream asshecomesclosertome,shetakestwosteps

back.Idon’tknowifshe’sarealpersonoraghost,atthispoint

I’m notsureaboutanything.

“Heynana,what’swrong?”

That’snotaghostaccent,right?Idon’tthinkthere’sanydead

gangthatwouldcallayounggirl‘nana’.

“Ineedhelp,”Isayinashakyvoice.

“Areyouindanger?Issomeonechasingyou?Whereareyoufrom?

Doyouknowanyonearoundhere?”

Canshejustslowdownwith21questions?

Ineedtobreatheforaminute.

(KindlynotethatUngodlyHourwillbedistributedtomorrow

evening.Ifanyonewantstocommunicatewithmepleaseusemy

emailasIcurrentlydon'thaveaccesstomybusinessWhatsapp)



SIKELELA

CHAPTER29

SIKELELA

Aclosesourcehastoldhim thatMelaisbeingdischargedtoday

andhecanbesqueezedintoseeherinthemorningaftercheck-

ups.Hegotupandjumpedintobathrightaway.Hehastogether

numbersothattheycancommunicateaftershe’sgottenoutof

thehospital.Ifhedoesn’tgetittodayhemayneverseeheragain

andthat’sjustnotanoption.Hedressesupinmulti-pocket

camouflagejoggers,navysweatshirtandtheAirJordansneakers

heboughttomatchVumo’sonValentine’sDay.Heheadsoutwith

hisphoneandwalletinthepocket.

Msizisaidheshouldbetherebefore10,hestillhastotaketwo

taxistogettothehospital.Luckilyhedoesn’tstandlongbefore

hegetsonetakinghim totown.

HebeatsMsizi’stimeby10minutes.Hearrivesbeforetimeand

sitsatthegatetopasstime.

“Youreallylikethisgirl,huh?”Msizienquireswithachuckle.

“Yes,Ilikeher,”henods.

“WhataboutMaNtuli?”HecannotclosetheVumochapterinhis

life,canhe?Shewillalwaysbeapartofhisstory,peoplewill

alwaysaskhim aboutherevenadecadelater.



“Idon’tknowwheresheis.Webrokeupandmovedonwithour

lives,”hesayswithahintofirritation.

Msiziopensapocketofpeanutsandthrowsafewinhismouth.

“Therewassomethingaboutyouandher,youknowthatRomeo

andJulietkindoflove.Youtwowerethefoundationforthe

conceptionoflovetomanyofus.Thekindoflovethatmakesyou

wanttotakeachairandwatch.Ineverthoughtthere’dbe

anythingthatwouldcomebetweenyoutwo,theloveyoushared

wasthepurest.From thedayshebroughtucutoyourhome,the

most-wantedgirlinthevillagechoosingaboywhomanysawas

nobody.Howconfidentlyshe’dwalkwithyou,talkaboutyou

and…”

“Msizi,pleasestop!”He’stryingtomoveon,hedoesn’twantto

hearthesethings.

“Soyoudon’tthinkaboutthegoodtimesyoutwoshared?”Msizi

penetrateshim withastare.

Heswallowsandtakesadeepbreath.“Well,noteveryday.”

“Ifshehadn’tfallenpregnant,wouldyouhaveforgivenher?”

“Idon’tknowwhatIwouldhavedoneMsizi.Itreallydidn’tmatter

whethershewasavirginornot,whethershehadachildornot,

beforeourrelationship,Ilovedherforwhoshewas.Butlyingin

therelationshipandfallingpregnantwhileshewasclaimingtobe

inlovewithme,thatwasadeal-breaker.”

“Ihearyoundoda.Sowhat’stheplanwiththeMshengugirl?I’ve

seenacoupleofmalescomingtocheckonher.”



Sikelelachuckles,“Justshootingmyshot,ifIwinthenIwillmark

myterritory.”

“Ihopemarkingyourterritorydoesn’tmeanbeatinganyone,”

Msizisays.

Theybothlaugh.

Msizirecievesanalertfrom theinsideandfinallypermitshim to

goinforafewminutes.Todayhecamewithnogifts,itwasa

short-notice,hewalksinempty-handedly.

She’slookingfresh,activeandbeautiful.She’snotwearingthe

hospitalgownanymore,she’sinacutelilacsundressanda

headwrapthatjustturnshim on.

“MaMshengu,”hecan’ttakehiseyesoffher.

Melaisstilltryingtofigureouthowhekeepsvisitingatoddhours.

Ofcoursehelookslikeahumbleguyandshedoesn’tmindhis

company.

“HeySikelela,Ididn’texpecttoseeyoutoday.”

“Aw,whendidyouexpectme?”

Shesmiles;thatquestionistooambiguous.

“JustnotthismorningbutI’m gladyou’rehere.”

Hiseyesglitterwithhope,she’sgladhecame,that’ssomething,

right?

“They’redischargingmetoday,”shetellshim.



“Ohreally?That’sawesome.”Hehastobesurprised,shecan’t

knowabouthowsneakyhe’sbeentogainaccesstothesevisits.

“Yes,I’m wellnow.”

“Youlookwell,andbeautifultoo.”

Shesmiles,“Thankyou,sowhatbringsyouheretoday?”

“NothinghaschangedMelamina,whatbroughtmeherethefirst

dayiswhathasbroughtmehereagain.NowIcan’tevensleepat

night.”

Shelaughs,“Youseemeinyourdreams,right?”

“Yes,”henodswithalightchuckle.

“You,men,neednewlines.”

“Well,I’m notcreativesoIalwayschoosetojustshowmylove

insteadofsingingaboutit.”

“Ilovethat,”she’ssmiling.There’ssomethingshelikesabouthim,

it’snotaromanticfeelingbutit’sunique.

“CanIpleasehaveyournumber?”heasks.

“Sure,”shetakeshisphoneandsaveshernumberwhilehestares

atheradoringly.

“Howdidyousaveit?”

“AsMelanina,myname.”

“DidyouaddDlamukaasthesurname?”

Sherollshereyesandlaughs.



“Forreal,Melamina,Ineedyouinmylife.”

“Isaidwewilltalk,youknowIhavesomeone.”

Hereleasesalowsighandlooksatheragain.He’shurt,itdoesn’t

makesensebutheis.She’sthefirstgirlafterVumothathe’sever

falleninlovewith,whydoesithavetobethiscomplicated?

“Sothere’snohopeformeMelamina?”Hisanguishedvoicetears

herheartapart.

“I’m notsayingthat,”shesaysguiltily.

Anotherdeepbreath!

“IguessIcan’tjustcallyouatanytime,you’llletmeknowwhen

you’reokaytotalk,”hesays.

“Sikelelacomeon,youandIcanbefriendsright?”

Friends?Hechucklesandburieshisfacewithhishands.

“Ifsomethinghappensitwillhappen,”shesayslookingathim

desperately.

Helooksup,“Iloveyou,Idon’twanttobeyourfriend,Iwanttobe

yourfuturehusband.”

Sheblinksrapidlyandfacesuptostopthetears.Shecan’tgive

him that,herlifeismorecomplicatedthanhethinks.

Hestandsuptoleave,he’soverstayedthetimeMsizigavehim.

“Pleasebewell,”hesays.

“Youtoo,beokay,”shesays.



Hespendsaminutestaringather,shecan’tholdhisstareshe’s

lookingatherhandsplayingwithherfingers.

-

-

LONDEKA

NeverinmywildestdreamshaveIeverthoughtI’dbewakingup

inastranger’shousewithpeoplecampingoutsidetohelpme.I

thankGodforthisMaMkhizewoman,ifitwasn’tforherIdon’t

knowwhereIwould’veendedlastnight.Ican’tsayIsleptgood

butshetriedtoaccommodatemeassurprisingasmysleep-over

was.Ididn’tsleepawinknotknowingwhathappenedSgcino,if

hewassafeornot.

AftertakingabathIputmyclothesbackonandgoto

MaMkhize’sroom andknock.

“Oh,you’rereadynana,”shewalksoutadjustingherdoek.Istill

don’tknowwhyshelivesalone,whereshewasgoingatnight

alone,shelooksnothingoverforty.

“Sothesearemyneighbors,Icalledthem tocomeandhelpus

searchforyourhusband,”shesaysintroducingmetomenwho

lookforcedtobehere.Don’taskwhyshe’scallingSgcinomy

husband,we’veallmadeupthingstostrangers.

“Youlefthim atthebridge?”theonewithbrowneyesand

unsettlingauraasks.



“Yes,hegotoutofthecarandwentunderthebridge.Iranoffand

left,”Iexplain.

“Okaylet’sgoandstartlooking.”

Wegetintheircar,it’saPorscheMacam.Theyseem tobewell-

off,theyevensmellexpensive.Idon’tknowwhichrouteItook,

drivingtothebridgeseemstobeshortertoday.

Seeingthecarstillparkedattheendofthebridgegivesmecold

fever.Whatifsomethinghappenedtohim?Whatam Igoingto

tellhisfamily?

“Relax,he’sfine,”saysthebrowneyesman.

Idon’tknowwhatmakeshim thinkSgcinoisfine.Wehaven’t

foundasingletraceofhim.

“Don’tcry,”MaMkhizerubsmyback.

IneverthoughtI’deverbecaughtinasituationlikethisinmylife.

They’vesearchedunderthebridge,inthecar,inthebushes,he’s

nowheretobefound.Ican’ttakethecarandleavenotknowing

whereheis,howheiswhereverheis.Ishestillbreathing?

“Maybeyoushouldcallhisfamily.Whatdoyouthinknana?”

IonlyhaveNtuthuko’snumber,myphoneisinthecar,Idon’teven

knowwhatI’m goingtotellhim.Ishouldn’thaveran,Ishould’ve

stayedinthecarandwaitedforhim.Mauvehecriedforhelpand

nobodywasaroundtohearhim.

“Londeka,”



Weallturnourheadstothedirectionofthevoice.

It’shim.Helooksawfulbutit’smylove.Tearsfloodmyface,I

wanttorunandhughim buthestilllooksabitlost.

“Areyougood?”theothermanasks.He’solderthanthebrown-

eyedone;slimmerandtallertoo.

Sgcinonods.I’m afraidhe’sstillnotlookingatmeeventhoughhe

remembersmyname.He’slookingatthetwomen,MaMkhizehas

gonecompletelymute.Ithinkshe’sscared,wedidn’tseehim

comingoutofthebushes,helookslikeamesswithdustallover

him.

“There’sawarhere,”he’stalkingtothem.

Theylookateachandfrown.

“There’snowar,itendedoversixyearsago,”theelderoneargues.

“Peoplelostlivesinthisriverbeforethisbridgewasbuilt.They

nevercrossedover,theycometothisrivereverynighttocontinue

wheretheyleftoff.Whenyoualldecidedtoputdownyour

weapons,youneverinformedthem thatthewarwasoverhence

they’restillherefighting.”

Therearenofrownsthistime.They’restaringathim,notarguing,

notcorrectinghim,justlookingathim.

Finally,theonewithbrowneyesclearshisthroatandspeaks,

“WedidmakepeacewiththeNgwanesbutwedidn’tgothatfar.

Thatwasmymistake,Iguess.”Hesoundsguilty,likeheshould’ve

known,he’stobeblamedforallthat.



“Sowhatshouldwedo?”theolderoneasks.

Heshrugs,“Wewillfigureitout,Busikhaya.”

Sgcinostepstowardsthecar,Ishouldfollowhim butIstillneed

tothankthesepeople.

Hestopsbeforethedoorandlooksatthem again.They’restill

standingwheretheywere,staringathim.

“Reconciliationissealedwithacow.Yourpeacegatheringshould

bewherebloodwasspilled,acknowledgethosewhowere

casualties,honorthem andinform them thatthewarisover.”

Withthatsaidheopensthepassengerdoorandclimbin.

IturntoMaMkhize,“ThankyousomuchMa.Youdidalotforme,

Ireallyappreciateyourhelp.”

Andthetwomenwholefttheirwivesinbedtocomeandhelpme

lookforhim.

“Thankyouverymuch,”Isay.

Theolderonenods.

Theotheroneisstillfeelingguilty,Iguess.

I’m onthewheel,itseems.

He’sclosinghiseyesanddozingoff.It’sgoingtobeanother

silentdrive,notthatIwanthim tosayanything,hehasn’tfully

snappedoutofhiszone.

Hewassleepingthewholejourney.ImadeastopatNandos,he



doesn’tevenknowit,IboughtchickenandrollsbecauseIdon’t

thinkeitheroneofuswillbecooking.

He’sdragginghimselfin,followingme.

“Sit,”Itellhim.

Hiseyescanmeetminenow,Ithinkhe’sbackattheSgcinoI

know.Ileavehim lyingonthecouchandgotothebathroom to

runabathforhim.LastnightwasscarybutIthinkIunderstand

him alittlebitnow.

“Yourbathisready.DoIneedtoaddanything?”Idon’tknowhis

bathsalts.

Helooksabitsurprised.

“No,thankyou,”hesays.

“Okaythen,yourclothesareonthebed,I’llbeinthekitchen

“Moreshockonhisface.IknowI’m abitdramaticbutI’m a

genuinepersonandI’m caring.Iknowheneedssomeonearound

him rightnow.Idon’tthinkwhathedoesiseasyitmustbe

emotionallyandspirituallydraining.

Ihavewarmedthechickenandmadesomesaladtogowith.I

leavehisplateonthecoffee-tableandgobacktothekitchento

callhomebeforetheystartthinkingtheMshenguskidnappedme.

There’satextthatwassentaboutanhouragofrom someoneI

haven’ttalkedtoinaverylongtime.I’m scaredtoopenit,Idon’t

whatshe’ssaying,I’vebeenwantingtotextherforaverylong



time.

Icounttofiveandthenclickthe‘read’button.

**HEYLONDEKA,I’VEBEENDISCHARGEDFROM THE

HOSPITAL**

WhyisMelatellingme?IsshenotmadthatIsoldherouttomy

brother?Idon’tknowhowtorespond,Istillneedachanceto

explainmyselftoher.

**IWILLSEEYOUSOON**-Isendareply.

I’m abitrelievedtohearfrom herbecauseIdidn’tknowwhereI

wasgoingtostart.Iwalkbacktotheloungeandfindhim sitting

withanemptyplateonhislap.Iwasgoneforliterallyaminute!

“Hey,”Isaytakingaseatontheothercouch.Thingshavenever

beensoweirdbetweenus.

“Ithoughtyou’veleft,”hesays.

Idon’tknowwhathe’simplyingbysayingthat.Oureyeslock

randomly,Ican’ttellwhathe’sgoingthrough.Hiseyesaresunk

backin,helookstiredbutdeterminedtosit.

“Youarenotleaving?”heasks.

“Maybelater,itwilldependonhowyouare.”

There’samomentofsilence…

“You’renotleaving?”IsthisnotthequestionIjustanswered?Or

hemeansleavingtherelationship?

“No,I’m notleaving,”Isay.



“Areyounotscared?”

Ishakemyhead,“Notanymore.”

Hereleasesadeepbreathandsignalsmetocometohim.

Isitonhislap,hepullsmyhandandkissesit.

“Thankyouforbeingthereandfornotmakingahastydangerous

decision,”hesays.

RunningbyfootandfollowingawomanIdidn’tknowwasa

dangerousdecisionbutatleastIdidn’ttrytospeedoffwiththe

car.

“Wheredidyousleep?”Iaskhim.

“Idon’tknow,”hesays.

Strange!

“Whatdoyouwanttodorightnow?Doyouwanttosleep?Togo

outsideandgetsomefreshair?”

“Ijustwantyoutokissme,”hesays.

Irollmyeyes,“Afteryouallowedmentomakemedocrazythings

yesterday.Ithoughtyoudidn’tcareaboutmethatmuch.”

“Sittingbythedoormeantthatyou’retaken,allyouhadtodowas

sayno,butyoudidn’t.Youwentontositonthatdisrespectful

fool’slapandallowedhim totouchyou.”

“Allowed?”Iraisemyeyebrow.

“OrmaybeyouactsinglebecauseIhaven’tdoneanythingtoyou?”



He’snotjoking.

Howwasitmyfaultthough?

“I’m sorrybutyoualsoaskedmetochooseasisterwife.Isthat

whatyouwant?Apolygamy?IsthatwhyVuyowascallingyou?”I

ask.

“TheonlythingIwantLondekaisyourkissandtositwithyoulike

thisthewholeday,”hesays.

Idon’tknowhowhe’sabletoannoyme,charm meandmakeme

wetallinlessthanfiveminutes.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER30

VUMO

Fridays,apartofherisalwaysmentallyprepared,butwhenit

actuallyhappensshealwaysrealizeshowdifficultsurvivingthe

drunkMthokois.Akickalmostlandedonherstomach,ifshe

didn’tjumptodaywould’vebeenanotherstory.Theyfought

becauseshedeniedhim sex,accordingtothedrunkhim,he’s

entitledtoherbodyaslongashetakescareofher.Itspiraledout

ofcontrol,heendedupputtinghishandsonher.Luckilyshewas

abletoprotecthertummy,butnotherface.

Shetakestheice,sitsonthebedwithblanketoverherchestand

nursesherbruises.Mthokoisnowheretobeseen,that’salways

hissolution;running.He’sgoingtocomebacklaterandmumble

hisapologies,theneverythingwillbefine,asalways.

Atextcomesthrough,shegruntsinagonybeforecheckingit.

Qambiwantstoknowifshe’sinthehouse,she’saroundand

wantstoseeher.They’vetalkedaboutthis,Vumodoesn’twant

herfamilyinvolvedinherrelationshipwithMthoko.Theywere

involvedinherpreviousrelationship,lookwherethatended!

Beforeshecanlieandsayshe’snotaround,Qambimakesacall.

Damnit!

“Dad’wethu,”shesays.



Vumoreleasesalowsigh,“Qambi,unjani?”

“I’m good,whichroaddoItakeafterturningthetuck-shop

corner?”

“You’recominghere?”She’snotimpressed.

“Yes,Ihavesomethingforyou.It’syourbirthday,remember,”

Qambisayswithachuckle.

It’sherbirthday?Whoforgetsherownbirthday?!

“Takeleft,youwillseethepeach-paintedrooms,”shesays.

Qambithanksheranddropsthecall,she’sstilltryingtofigureout

howthehellsheforgotitwasherbirthday.Becauseofthebruises

onherface?Probablynot.Thisisherbirth-month,something

nobodyhasacknowledged,notevenherself.

Thelastbirthdaysofherlifehadbeennothingshortofamazing.

Shecelebrateddifferentlyeveryyear,Sikelelaalwayswentoutof

hiswaytomakeherbirthdaysmemorable.Lastyearsherodea

boatatDurbanHarbor,ateascrumptiousbreakfastandwenttoa

shoppingspreeafterwards.Sikelelaalwaystried…no,hedidn’ttry,

hemadethingshappenandheneverexpectedanythinginreturn,

butherlove.Mthokofeedsherchickengizzards,cabbageandrice,

andexpecthertobehissexualslave.

“Knock,knock!”

Shesnapsoutfrom thetrainofthoughts.Qambiisherealready

andshehasn’tevenmadeanattemptofcoveringupthebruises.

Damn,she’sgotalotofexplainingtodo.



“Whatthehell?”Hereitcomes!

“HeySisi,”sheturnsherfaceawayfrom her.ButQambibeing

Qambi,shepullsherbyarm andturnsheraround.

“Whathappenedtoyourface?”sheasks.

“Wehadafight,”Vumosayshopingshe’dletitgoimmediately.“I

hithim too.”

“Andthatjustifiesthis,how?”

“Qambiyousaidyou’recominghereformybirthday,thishasgot

nothingtodowithyou.”

“Whereishe?I’m askingwhereMthokois?”Qambiispacing

around,lookingbehindthefridgeandinsidethewardrobeasifa

tallmanlikeMthokocouldhidethere.

“Idon’tknow,”Vumosays.

“Wasitthefirsttimeorthisisyourlife?”Qambiisfightingback

tears.Hersisterknowsbetterthanthis,she’stheonewhohas

experiencedloveintheirfamily,sheshouldbeabletodistinguish

lovefrom thisthingshe’slivingherefor.

“He’snotalwaysviolent,”Vumodefends.

“Doesheneedtobealwaysviolenttobeanabuser?Do

murderersneedtokilleverydaytobeidentifiedasone?”

“Qambiyou’renowcomparingapplesandpears,”sheturnsto

makethebed.Mthoko’sjacketisonthepillow,hemust’ve

forgottenit,forwhateverreasonshedecidestoputiton.



“Wow,”Qambisighs.

“Pleasedon’truinmybirthday,”Vumobegsandturnstoherwitha

smile.“Whatdidyoubringme?”

Qambitakesasmallplasticpacketfrom herbag,from itshe

retrievesabeadedneckpieceandpassesittoher.Shehadit

custom madebythegrannywhousedtogroom Vumoasa

maiden.

“Really?”That’sVumo’sfirstreaction.

“Youdon’tlikeit?”

“Whatam Igoingtodowiththis?”

“It’sapieceoffashion,youcanwearitwithadress.”

“Qambi,youcould’veboughtmesomethinguseful.Youprobably

spentR300onthis,thatcould’vegottenmeababy’sbathingset.”

“You’rebeingungratefulrightnow.”Qambi’stonechanges.Itmay

notbethegreatestgiftofalltimes,butit’stheonlygiftshe’s

seeminglygettingtoday,a‘thankyou’would’vebeennice.

Vumoexhalesheavilyandgoestothefrontofthemirrorandputs

itaroundherneck.It’sbeautiful,beadedwithherfavoritecolors

andtakingherbacktoherhey-days.

“Thankyou,mntase.It’sbeautiful,”shesays.Anotherheavy

breath,“Nowit’sjustmyuglyface.”

“Whydon’tyoucomehomethough?”Qambiaskswithworry.

“Home?”Vumoslightlyfrowns.



“Okay,malume’shouse.”

“Andgetverballyattackedeveryday.Lookathowthinyou’ve

become,soonhe’llbedrivingyoutothehospital.Youandmom,”

Vumosays.

“AtleastIdon’thaveanybruises.”

Thathitsanerve,Vumodropshereyes.

“Look,I’m goingtoDurbantolookforwork,ifIfindsomethingI’m

goingtocomebackforyouandmom,”Qambisays.

“Whatkindofajob?Youonlyhaveamatriccertificateandit

doesn’tlookcolorful,”Vumoasks.

“Anythingtoputbreadonthetable,evenifitmeansdoing

peopleslaundryandcleaningafterthem.Ihatethatyouhaveto

dependonamantosurvive,youshouldbecompletingyour

trade,”Qambisays.

Vumoexhalessoftly,“Doyouthinkbabawouldevertakeusback

home?Idon’twantmybabytogrowupintheshacks.”

There’ssomeoneatthedoor.Rightplace,wrongtime.Hiseyes

widentotheircornerswhenhiseyeslandonQambi.He’snever

hadarelationshipwiththeNtulis,heknowshe’sadowngradeofa

manVumowaspreviouslydating.Heworksinaclothingfactory

asamachineoperator,thatbarelycoversfortheirrent,foodand

transport.Attimeshehastowalktowork,withVumo’smaternity

check-upsandrandom moneydemandedbyhissistersback

home,he’sinnopositiontoimpressagirlfriend’sfamily.



“Sawubona,”hegreetsafterclearinghisthroat.He’snaturallyshy,

withoutalcoholhe’dneverholdalongconversationwith

strangersorholdaneyecontactforoveraminute,evenwith

Vumo.

“MrToughGuy,”Qambiclickshertongue.

Vumoislookingathim,bothofthem areangry.Apartofhim

wantstorunanddisappear,buthehastoconfrontthismoment.

“Whogaveyoutherighttohitapregnantwoman?”Qambi

enquireswithafewlinescreasedonherforehead.She’s

tremblingwithanger,onlyifhewasn’tamanandhewasn’t

capableofleavingawomanwithsuchbruises.

“Noone,”hesays.

“Oh,youjustthoughtit’sokaytohitherbecauseshelivesand

dependsonyou?”There’ssomuchdespiseinhervoice,truly

abuserswearnoparticularface,lookingatMthokoonewouldn’t

thinkhe’seventheviolenttype.Weakassman,fiveinchforehead

andbloodyrabbitears.

“Icancallthepoliceonyourightnow!”

Vumoclearsherthroat.Yes,shehateshim rightnow,butcalling

thepoliceisabitextreme.

“Wecantalkaboutit,”shesays,that’swhattheyalwaysdoevery

week-talkaboutit.

“Really?”QambiturnsherenragedfacetoVumo.Shefailstohold

theeyecontactanddropshereyes.



“Imean,hewasdrunk,”shelooksatMthoko,whoshiftshiseyes

awayinembarrassment.

“Youknowwhat,fuckbothofyou!”Qambi’svoicecracksinanger.

“You’reallowinghim tobeatyou,makingexcusesforhim and

justifyinghisbehavior.You’regoingtolosethatbabyanddie!”

Shestormsout,withoutsayinghappybirthdayorspendingany

qualitytimewithhersister.

Vumosinksdowntothebedandstartscrying.She’sstill

defendingthismanaftereverybruiseshe’sleftonherbody.

Mthokohesitantlytakesaseatnexttoher.He’snotsurewhatto

say,he’sneverbeengoodwithwords.

“I’m sorry,”hesaysinalowwhisper.

“That’swhatyoualwayssay.I’m gladthedictionaryinventedthe

word“sorry”becauseIdon’tknowwhatelsewouldbefixingthis

relationship.”Shestandsandlooksathim,teary,“Juiceortea?”

“Vumo,”hebrusheshisfaceandexhales.“I’m goingtostop

drinking,I’llfindotherwaysofdealingwithmypersonalissues.I

reallyloveyou,Ineverwantedanyofthistohappen.”

“Isbeatingmepartofyoudealingwithyourissues?”

“Idon’tknowwhatgoesthroughmymindwhenI’m drunk.Ireally

don’t.”Heslightlyshakeshisheadandreleasesalowsigh.

“Youalmostkilledmybaby,Mthoko.Iunderstandthatit’snot

yourbabyand…”Hecutshershort,beforeshegoesonexplaining



howherexdumpedher.

“It’smybaby,ourbaby,”hesays.

Vumofrowns,“No,it’snotyourbaby.”

“Notmysperm,Iunderstand.ButI’lltaketheresponsibilityand

makesureheorshegrowsinalovinghome.Iloveyou,Vumo.”

Hestandsandpullsherhand,theireyeslockforaminute,thenhe

looksdown.

“Everychildneedsafather,”hesays.

“Iknow,”shesaysguiltily.Theplanwastogivebirth,takesthe

babytoCebileandreconcilewithSikelela.

“I’m sorry,”hesaysagain.

Heavybreath!

“Vumo,”heliftshiseyestoher.“Doyoustillloveme?”

Sheclearsherthroatandnods.

“Thankyou,”hekisseshercheek.“Pleasekeepmybankcard,

you’regoingtoseewhatweneedandtakecharge.Idon’twantto

bethisperson,I’m embarrassedlookingatyourfaceknowingthat

I’m responsibleforthesebruises.”

“Mthoko,howareyougoingtobeafathertoababyyouhave

cursedsomuch?”

“Idon’thaveaproblem withthebaby,Ihaveaproblem with

alcohol,”hesays.

“Ifyousayso,”shegoestotheirsmalltableandplugsthekettle



ofwater.

He’srightbehindher,holdingherwaistandtryingtokissher.

“Mthoko,no,”shepusheshim off.

Aheavysigh,thenshehearshim walkingaway,thedoorshuts,

shestopsandexhalesdeeply.

Shetypesatext,alongonenarratingeverythingshe’sbeen

throughthelastcoupleofmonths.ShestillknowsCebile’s

numberbyhead,itgoesthroughthensheclearsthechathistory

andswitchesherphoneoff.

-

-

SIKELELA

Hewokeupfeelingabitdown.There’ssomethingmissing,it’s

beenthereforthelastcoupleofyearsbuttodayit’sjustahollow

space.He’sfeelingit,nomatterhowbusyhetriestogethimself.

It’sobviouslythedayhe’salwaysspentwiththatpersonwho

usedtobespecialtohim,healwayslookedforwardtoit.It

doesn’thelpthathe’soffwork,maybesomethingwould’ve

distractedhismindthere.

Hisphonerings,asfatewouldhaveit,it’sMela.Hislipsstretch

intoasmileasheswipesthescreenandanswers.

“Ijustsawyourtextnow,areyouokay?”sheasksinavery

concernedtone.



“Iam,”hesays.

“No,youarenot.”

Hechuckles,“Okay,Iwasfeelingabitdown,nothingmuch,just

workstress.”

“Ihavewine,Igotitfrom mycolleaguesas‘get-well-medicine’.

Youcancomeoverandhavesome,youknowI’m notallowedto

drinkyet.”

“Idon’tdrinkwine,”hesays.

“Iwasjustbeingagoodfriend.”

Heclearshisthroat,“ButI’dlovetocomeover,ifyourboyfriendis

notgoingtokillme.”

“I’m inmyplace,sochill!”

“Mela,”hechuckles,“Don’tsetmeup,Ihaveathingoffighting

brutally.”

“SoundlikeaHlongwane.MustIsendtheaddress?”

“Yeah,youcan,”hesaysabitworried.HelovesMela,which

obviouslymeanshehatesherboyfriend,theycan’tcrosspaths,it

willbemessy.

Hisphonebeeps,it’stheaddress.He’dlovetospendthisdaywith

Mela,maybeit’sonethingthatcanlifthisspirittoday.

Anintimateflat,ifthat’sawordtodescribeit.He’sabit

intimidatedwhenhethinksoftheroom he’srentingand



comparingittoherplace.It’sfullyfurnished,withbuilt-in

cupboardsandspotlesskitchen.She’stheonlyMshenguthatwas

affordedahigheducationlearningopportunity,nowhe’sthinking

howridiculousandcheaphisgiftsmayhavebeen.

“Pleasetakeaseat,”she’sstillwearingacastonherarm butshe

looksmorelively.Asusual,he’sstaringatherandhypnotized.

“Sikelela,”shesnapsherfingersandgiggles.

“You’rebeautiful,”hecompliments.

Sheblushesandlooksaway.

“Sorry,”thisshouldn’tbeawkward,hetakesaseatasasked.“You

livealone?”

“Yes,”shesays.

“Whohelpsyou?”

“Myfriendsandboyfriend.”

“Sotheycomehereoften?”

“Yes,intheafternoons.”

“Youneveraskmetohelp.”

“YouliveinEffingham,that’s25minutesaway,andyoudon’thave

acar.”

Silencefallsintotheroom.Shedoesn’trealizehowoffensivethat

mayhavesoundeduntilshelooksathisface.Shereallydidn’t

meanitinthatway,noteveryfriendofhersownsacar.



“What’stroublingyouatwork?”sheasks.

“Nothing,”hesays.

Sheraiseshereyebrow,“Butyousaidyouwerefeelingdown

becauseofworkstress.”

Oh,that!

“Theymovedmetoanotherstation,”hesays.

“Isitabadthing?”

Hechokesdownabrieflaugh,“Notreally,youaskreally

interestingquestions.”

“Ifeellikeyou’relying,somethingelseisgoingon.”

Hejustlooksather.Shetakesofftothekitchenandcomesback

withabeerandaglass.

“Idon’twantabeer,Melamina.”Nowhelooksstressed,hiseyes

havedarkened,hehasreallystrange,scarypupils.

“Okay,I’llgetyousomethingelse.”

“Ahug,maybe.”

Sheputsdownthebeerandgoestohim.Carefulnottohurther

arm,shehugshim,afriendlyhug.Hewrapshisarmsaroundher,

restshisheadoverhershoulderandexhalesdeeply.Foraminute

she’snotcomfortable,buteventuallyshemeltsinhisarms.It

feelslikeaprotectivehug,likehe’sshieldingherfrom everyharm

inthisworld.Hesmellsgoodtoo,sheinhaleshim,mentally

puttinganidentitytohissmell.



“ItfeelslikeI’m doingtosomeonewhattheydidtome,Ifeelguilty

butIcan’tstopmyselffrom lovingyou.Idon’twanttobethe

reasonwhyanothermangothroughwhatIwentthrough,butyou

Mela,youmakemefeeldifferent,likeahappysinner.”

“Didsomeonetakeyourgirlfriend?”

“Yes,”hesays.

“Istodayabouther?”

Heletsgoofher,shesitsbesidehim andholdshishand.Alow

sighescapeshismouth.

“Ididn’thavearelationshipwithmyfather.Heonlysawmeonce

inhislife,heneverreachedout,neversentanymoney,neverdone

anything.Hewasn’tafinanciallystrugglingman,heknewwhere

mymotherandIlived,buthenevertriedtobeafathertome.He

didn’tdenypaternity,hejustdidn’twanttobethere.Iwasangry

growingup,mymotherwasstrugglingalot,butmylifechanged

whenImetthisparticulargirl.Wefellinlove,shewasmyfirst

love,myonlylove.Iwantedtohaveafamilywithher,ourthing

wasbeautiful.Foryears,shewastheonlythingthatmademe

happy,thatmademeforgetandforgivemyselffornotbeing

enoughformyfather.Everyyear,todaywe’dbetogether.Thisis

thefirstbirthdayofhersinyearsthatIhaven’tspentwithher.I’m

somadatmyselfforevenrealizingthattodayisherbirthday

becausemyheartisnolongerthere.”

“Areyousure?”sheasks.

“Sureofwhat?”



“Thatyourheartisnolongerwithher.”

“Yes,”henods.“FormonthsIwasthinkingabouther,Icarriedher

inmyheartashardasitwas.ButeversinceImetyou,myheart

hasmovedtoadifferentplace.”

“Doyouthinkwecaneverbefriendswithoutexploringthose

feelings?”Theireyeslock,he’snotrespondingtothequestion.

“Idon’twanttohurtyouSikelela,”shesays.

“I’m notgoingtogiveyouanyreasontohurtme,"hesays.

“Whataboutmyboyfriend?”

“Youdon’tlovehim.”

“Whosaidthat?”Hereyeswiden.

“Ifyoudidyouwouldn’tbeneedingacompanyofanotherman,”

hesays.

“Icouldbeinlovewithsomeoneelse,who’snothim.”

Heslightlyfrowns.

“SomeoneIcan’thave,”sheadds.

“Whoisthat?”He’sconfused.

“Ican’ttellyouthat,butthat’sthereasonwhyIsaidIdon’twantto

hurtyoubecausethere’snoguaranteethatI’dgetovermy

feelingsforhim ifIpursueanotherrelationship.NotthatIdon’t

thinkyou’dbeagoodboyfriend,youseem genuineandloving.”

He’shurtbeyondimagination.Hecouldhandleherhavinga



boyfriend,butbeingdeeplyinlovewithanothermanhurts.Initially

shesaidtheycouldbefriendsandseeifachanceforthem totry

comesup,nowshe’schangingthestory.

“Idon’twanttobeagoodboyfriend,Iwanttobeamanthat

peoplecanlove.Tobelovable,IknowIdon’thavemuchtogive,I

don’thavethebestlooks,Ihaveangerproblemsand…”

“Sikelelastop,please!Don’temotionallyblackmailme,I’venever

liedtoyou,I’veneverledyouon,ItoldyouallIcouldofferisjusta

friendship.”

“Yougavemesomehope,Mela.”

“IfIdidthat,I’m sorry.”

Hetakesadeepbreathandsitsstillforamoment,thenhegets

offthecouchandstands.

“Soyou’releaving?”Melaasks.

“Ican’tbefriendswithsomeoneIlove,it’sunfairtome.I’drather

letyougoandwishyouthebestandhappiness,andhopethatI

findmyselfthesametoo,”hesays.

“You’regoingtofindhappiness,”shesays.

Hedoesn’tcheerupasshehoped,hejustzipshisjacketand

looksatthedoor,thehandlejustmoved.

Thedooropens,herheartalmostleapsoutofherthroat.She

didn’texpectanyone,everyonewhousuallycomestoherplaceis

workingtoday.

“MaMshengu,”
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SIKELELA

CHAPTER31

MELAMINAMSHENGU

Busizwewalksin,it’soneofthosemanytimeswhenshecan’t

recognizeherbrother.He’sdark,murderousandscary.It’stoo

late,shecannothideSikelelaanywherenow,andwithhislooksit

won’tbehardforBusizwetonoticethathe’saHlongwane.He’s

everythinghisfatherwas.

“You!”He’spinnedexactlywherehefirstsawSikelelaandwhat

transpiredthatday.Justoneglanceandheknew.Thiswon’tend

well.Sikelelahasn’tmoved,evenwhenBusizwestepscloser,he

doesn’tshiftaninch.

“Youkilledmyfather,”Busizwesays,enraged.

Sikeleladoesn’tanswer.He’slookingatBusizwelikehe’sjust

anotherguyatthefreemarket.

Melaisconfused.Yes,SikelelaisaHlongwane,buthehadno

relationshipwithhisfatherorhisfamilyuntil…until…

“He’slying,right?”sheasksSikelela.Thiscannotmakesense,it

can’t!

“No,he’snot,”Sikelelasays.

“What?!”Herfacepuffsupinaninstant.Thiscouldchangetheir

friendship,forever.Shedidn’tloveherfatherbutthefactthather

motherisawidowmakeshisdeathmatters.



“You’reaHlongwane,”Busizwesayslookingathim closely.Still

Sikeleladoesn’tmove,Melaisinshock.

Busizwelooksather,afewlinescreasedonhisforehead,he’s

disgusted.“Whatisitwithyouandbefriendingourenemies.Are

yousleepingwithbothofthem?”

“I’m notsleepingwithanyone,”Meladenies.Busizwelivesto

embarrassher,hedidn’thavetobringituplikethat.

Sikelelaislookingatherwithhiseyebrowssnapped.Hedoesn’t

careaboutBusizweandhisingwevestinfrontofhim,it’sMela

andherliesthatkeepshurtinghim.Soit’spossiblethatshe’sin

lovewithaHlongwane,probablyHubo.Ifitwasastranger,

someonehe’snevermet,maybehewould’veacceptedit,bitbybit.

ButaHlongwane,hisbrotheragain!Again,he’snotthechosen

one.Hisfatherdidn’tchoosehim,Vumodidn’tandnowMela.It’s

aheavyloadofrejectionforhim tocarry.HiseyesareonMela,

he’shurt,hecannotevenhideitinfrontoftheenemy.

“YouknowifIkillhim hereyou’regoingtobecaughtinthemiddle

andhavetoanswertothepolice,”BusizwetellsMela.He’sstill

annoyedwithherandshelookslikeakidwhowascaughtwith

herhandinacookiejar.

“Killwho?”SikelelaturnshisgazetoBusizwe.Adarkshade

maskshiseyes,buthe’snotenragedorfeelinganytypeofstrong

emotion,Busizwedoesn’trubhim thatway,he’sjustanotherguy.

“I’vebeenlookingforyouformonths,yourfatherknowswhatIdo

topeoplewhocrossme.Pityyoucan’taskhim becausehe’ssix

feetundergroundnow.”UnlikeSguqa,he’snotshakenoroffended



bythatinsult.

“Thatmeansyoudidn’tlookformehardenough,I’vebeen

around,”hesays.

Busizwechuckles,“Soyou’recockyliketherestofthem,uzofa

mfan’omncane.”

Mfan’omncaneisnowaninsult.

Hisjawtightens,hestepsclosertoBusizwe.“ExceptthatI’m not

them,lookatmeintheeyeandspotthedifference,”hesays.

Thedifferenceisintheeyes.Hispupilslookslit,whenheblinks

theyturnmoredarker.AsmuchasthatpoursiceonBusizwea

littlebit,hestillchucklesandsizeshim upwithhiseyes.

“Areyoutryingtoscareme?”heasks.

Sikelelaignoreshim andlooksatMela,“Allthebest!”

Thosearen’tbestwishes,bothofthem knowit.

“YoukilledmyfatherSikelela?”Shedesperatelywantshim tosay

no,eventhoughthingshaveturnedoutdifferentlyasfaras

romanticrelationshipthingsareconcerned,shestillwantsto

valuethefriendshiptheyhave,orhad.

“Ikilledamanwhokilledmyfather,ifthatwashim thenyes,I

killedhim,”hesays.

Tongueclick!Busizwe’shandgrabssomethingfrom hiswaist.

Melatakestwostepsbackandscreams,“Bhuti,no!”

“Lethim try,”Sikeleladares.



“Sikelelapleasekeepquiet,he’sgoingtokillyouandI’llhaveto

answertoyourfamily,”Melacries.“Bhutipleaseputthegun

down!”

Busizweinhalessharplyandputsitbackbehindhiswaist.Only

becauseofhisbabysister,Sikeleladeservesnomercyforwhat

hedidtotheirfamily.

Sikelelawalkspasthim andstopsjustashoulderawayandlooks

backathim.

“Idon’thaveaproblem withyou,”hesays.

“Toolateforapologiesndoda.TheonlyreasonI’m lettingyougo

todayisbecauseofmysister,”–Busizwe.

“Thanks,Iguess.”Heputshishandsintothepocketsofhisjacket

andwalksout.

-

-

Busizwehasnevercometoherplace,she’sjustunlucky,howthe

hellisshegoingtoexplainthis?!

“What’swrongwithyou?”He’senraged,asexpected.

“He’smyfriend,”shesays.

“Hekilledyourfatherandhe’syourfriend?”Furycageshisfaceas

hemenacinglyglaresather.

“ObviouslyIdidn’tknowthat,”Melasaysguiltily.

“WearenotfriendswiththeHlongwanes,MaMshengu.Wewill



neverbe,thatshouldgetintoyourthickskull.”

Heavysigh!Shenods.

“Masentmetocomeandcheckonyou,”hesays.

Melashrugs,“I’m good.”

“Whydon’tyoucomehomeandcomebackhereonceyou’vefully

recovered?”

“I’m goodhere,”sheinsists.

“Whydon’tyoulikeitathome?”He’snowconcernedmorethan

angryather.Sheshouldbeundersomeone’scareasshe

recovers,andthere’snoplacelikehome.

“BecauseIdon’thavebestmemoriesofhome,”thisisnotthe

answerheexpectedorwantedtohear.Thisdirectionalways

bringshim painfulmemories.

“MustIaskyoursistertocomeandlookafteryouforawhile?”

Shefrowns,“Yourfiance?No,thankyou.”

Hechucklessheepishly,“Why?Youdon’tlikeher?”

“Idon’tknowhernottolikeher.”

“Thenyoucangettoknowher.”

“Idon’tcaretoknowher.”

Heavybreath!He’stryingtofixthings,buthonestlyalothasbeen

brokenintheirfamily.

“Butyou’rewillingtomakefriendswithourenemies,justnotus,”



hesays,that’sbelowthebeltbuthe’shurtbyhercontinuous

rejection.“Familyforgives,IknowI’m notperfectandIhave

disappointedyouinthepast.Butyou’remymother’sbaby,Iwant

tomakeupformymistakes.”Hedoesn’ttalklikethis,he’llnever

beganyoneunlessthey’refamily.

“Cometotherapywithme,”Melasays.

“Whattherapy?”Hefrowns.

“Youwanttobeabetterbrother,right?Thenlet’sattendtherapy

assiblingsandopenourcheststoeachother.”

“Youwantmetogotoastrangerwithmyproblems?”

“Yes,aprofessionalstranger,”shesays.

That’snotaroadhe’swillingtotravel,heshakeshishead.“Ican’t

dothat,therearethingsamancannottalkabouttoanyone.”

“Forustofixourrelationshipandbeabletohealfrom thepastwe

havetotalkaboutit.Beingamanisjustagenderidentity,ifyou’re

seriousaboutunitingthefamilythenthisisthehealingroadwe

havetotake,”Melainsists.

Adeepbreath!Helooksather,she’sjustababy,therearethings

she’llneverunderstand.

“Okay,”hesays.

Shesmiles,there’ssomethingsoinnocentabouther,hecan’thelp

butsmileback.

“Pleasedon’tkillhim,”shesays.



That’samoodchanger!Sikelelahastodie.

-

-

SIKELELA

He’shome,that’sthebestplacehecouldbeatrightnow.Cebile

sawhim comingwithnobagandinstantlyrealizedthat

somethingwaswrong.Hedoesrandomlycomehomebuthe’s

nevercomeempty-handed.Whenhewentintohisroom,withouta

meregreetingandshutthedoorbehindhim,sheknewshitwas

abouttogodown.

“Sikelela!”sheyellsatthedoor.

There’snoanswer.

Sheknocksharder,“Ifyoudon’topenthisdoorrightnowIwillcall

theneighborstocomeandbreakit.”

Obviously,hedoesn’tcare.

“Pleaseopen,I’m beggingyou.”

Ittakesawhile,thedoorhandlefinallyturns.He’shalf-naked,the

T-shirtisoverhisleftearthat’sbleedingmorethantheother.

“No,no,no!”shewalksinandcries.“Sikelela,don’tdothisto

yourself,please.”

Heliesinthebed,onhisstomach,andburieshisfaceinhisarms.



“Whathappened?”sheasksinatremblingvoice.

Noanswer.

Shecan’tdoanything,shehastostandandwatchuntilhe’sdone

andsatisfiedwithhimself.Ithurtsasaparent,shedideverything

inherpowertoshowhim thatheisenough,nobodyshouldbe

abletotriggerhim inawaythathe’dopttohurthimselflikethis.

Onedayhe’lltakeittoofarandhe’llbleedtodeath.

Moreblood,he’swipinghimselfwithaT-shirt,atleastnowit

lookslikehe’sdone.HesitsupandlooksatCebile.

“Howlongareyougoingtopunishme?”heasks.

Cebiletakesapause,andadeepbreath,thenfrowns.

“Whatareyoutalkingabout?”

“Can’tyouseethatmylifeisamess?Whydoyourefusetolet

them makethingsright?”

Oh,thisisaboutthesurname.

“YouwanttobeaHlongwane?”

“Iam aHlongwane,it’snotachoiceIhavetomake.Ijustwantthe

correctidentity,maybethingswillfallintoplace.”

Shewantstoaskwhathappenedbutthatcouldtriggermorepain,

sosheremainssilent.

“CanIbealone?”heasks.

Shetakesanotherdeepbreathandnods,butbeforesheleaves

shehastotellhim aboutthesms.



“Igotansmsfrom Vumo,”shesays.

Sikelelaliesbackonhisstomach,hereleasesayawn,thatshould

beenoughtomakeherletitgo.

“Shesaysshe’slivingwithamanandheabusesher,”shesays.

“Areyouapoliceofficer?”Heliftshisfaceandlooksather.

“Whatareyoutalkingabout?She’spregnant,whatifthatisyour

baby?”

“Soyouthinkshemiraculouslyfoundamanwhilepregnantwith

mybaby,thenheacceptedherandtheymovedintogether?”

“Youthinkhe’sthebabydaddy?”Cebileisconfused.She’llalways

haveasoftspotforVumodespiteallherimperfections,foryears

shewasherson’ssourceofjoy.

“Don’ttrustanythingthatcomesoutofVumo’smouth.Please,I

don’twhattotalkabouther.Closethedooronyourwayout.”

“Sikelela…”

“PleaseMa.”

Sigh!Shewalksoutandclosesthedoorbehind.

Thelastpersonshe’deverturntoisaHlongwane,underany

circumstances.Atleastit’sbeenthatwayforyears,however

todayherfingerscrollsdownandstopsonSthembiso’snumber.

“AreyouinMashoba?”sheasks.

“YeboMa,what’sgoingon?”Hequicklypicksthepanicinher

voiceandworries.



“IneedsomeonewhocantalktoSikelela.”

“IthoughthewasinDurban.”

“He’shere,hurtinghimself.”

“I’m coming.”

-

-

STHEMBISO

Hedoesn’tknowSikelelatobesuicidal,butmaybehedoesn’t

knowhim thatwell.He’sbeendrivinglikeamaniac,Cebile

soundedbrokenoverthephone,whateveritismustbeserious.

He’sinMashobawithinfifteenminutes,heparkshiscaroutside

theyardandrushesin.

Sikelela’sdoorisclosed.Hegoestothekitchenandknock

outside.Cebilecomesoutwithbloodshoteyesandgreetsina

shakyvoice.

“What’sgoingonMa?”heasks.

“Idon’tknowwhattriggeredhim today.”Thatconfirmsit’snotthe

firsttimeSikelelapullsastuntlikethis.

TheybothheadtoSikelela’sroom,Cebileremainsoutsidewhile

Sthembisopushesthedoorandwalksin.It’snothisduty,itwas

hisfather’s,hadMkhontobeenthereforhissonalotwould’ve

turnedoutdifferently.



“Bafo,”Sthembisolowershimselfonthebed,belowhisfeet.

Sikelelamoveshishead,helooksatSthembisoandquicklyputs

hisheadbackonhiscrossedarms.

“What’sallthisblood?Yourmotheriscrying,”Sthembisoasks.

Hetakesadeepbreathfirst,thenliftshisface,bloodhasclotted

ontheT-shirtinhishand.ForthefirsttimeSthembisonoticesthe

scars…

“Comeon!”Heshutshiseyes,painandguiltcagehisheartand

throwhim downthememorylane.Hisfatherwasinhislife,notas

muchashewantedhim tobe,butcomparedtoSikelela,hehada

betterupbringing.

“What’swrong?”heasksopeninghiseyesandlookingatthe

youngversionofhisfather.

“Idon’tfeelgood,”Sikelelasays.

“Physicallyoremotionally?”Worrylinesetchonhisface.

“Just,”Sikelelashrugswithalowsigh.“Iwanttobehappyitfeels

likethat’ssomethingIwasdeniedfrom birth.MaybebecauseI’m

usingthewrongsurname.”

“Yoursurnameisnotwrong.Ifyou’retalkingaboutaHlongwane

surname,I’m usingitandI’m miserable.”

“You’vehadashotathappiness,don’tcompareus.Theonly

personwho’severlovedmeismymother.AllIwantisachance

to…”



“Todowhat?”Sthembiso’seyesnarrowathim.

“Torebuildeverythingthatwasbroken,”hesays.

“Butwhyistodaysuchanintenseday?”–Sthembiso.

“Iliveinthefuture,notinthepresence.SooncethefutureIhave

picturedblursoutIrememberwhoIam,thedeniedson.”

Amomentofsilencepasses…

“Huboisagoodguy,he’sagoodbrotherandIknowhedeserves

tobehappyasmuchasIdo.ButeverywomanIlikewouldrather

bewithhim thanme,andthatleavesmewithquestions.Whyam I

sohardtolove?”

“Didhetakeyourgirlfriendagain?”Sthembisoasks.Thefirsttime

wasexcusablebecauseneitheroneofthem knewthetruth,butit

can’tbemadeanorm.

“Notreally,it’snotevenhisfault.ThegirlIwantedtobewithsaid

she’sinlovewithmybrotherandnotme,afterIhadbaredmy

hearttohermanytimesandgothopethatshe’dgivemea

chance.”Hereleasesaheavysigh,“Ihatewhininglikethis,I’m not

thisperson!”

“Maybeyoudon’tneedtobeinarelationshiprightnow.Yourhead

isnotinagoodspace,anotherfailedrelationshipwillleaveyou

evenmorebroken.”

“FormyheadtobeinagoodspaceIhavetobelovedand

appreciatedbysomeone.”

Sthembisosighs,“You’rehurtingyourmother,you’remakingher



feellikeshefailedyou.”

“Thishasgotnothingtodowithher!”

“How?Whenshehastogothroughthiswithyou?She’scrying,for

whatSikelela?Becauseyoudidn’tgetthegirlyouwantedandnow

you’rehurtingyourself.”

“Becauseyourfatherhatedme,freshprince!”Sikelelasnaps.

“I’m notafreshprince,”Sthembisosays,offended.

“Youare.Ididn’tbotherCebileaboutanything,Icamestraightto

mybedwithoutstressinganyone.Cebileistheone…”

Thedoorshifts.Thelookonherfacesaysexactlywhattimeitis.

“DidyoucallmeCebile?”sheasks.

“Youcalledhim hereandI’m explainingtohim that…”

“Gotakearopeandhangyourself!Yourfatherdidn’tloveyou,

right?It’stheendoftheworld,everydayIhavetohearaboutit

whileyouknowverywellthatIcannotdighim upandforcehim to

dowhathedidn’twanttodo.”

SthembisoglancesatSikelela,thisistakinganotherturn,anugly

one.

“Gotakeyour‘real’surname,yourlifewillfallintoplace.Youwill

behappymyboy,go,”sheclicksherfingersorderinghim toget

upandleaverightaway.

“I’m sorry,”hesays.

“No,leave!I’m tiredofbeggingagrownmantogetittogether.



ThisisprobablywhyMaNtuliwenttoseekcomfortsomewhere

else,youmakeitsohardtoloveyou.”

Sthembisostandsbetweenherandhim stilllyinginbed.It’s

gettingtoofar,theyshouldn’tbebickeringlikethis,nothingis

goingtoberesolved.

“Ma,canyoujustcalm down?”

“NoSthembiso,Iraisedhim upandsacrificedmywholelifefor

him,nowhewantstodisrespectmebecauselifeisn’tgoinghow

hewantedittobe?I’m tryingmybest,I’m alwaysthereforhim,

MaNtuliknowsthiswhereversheis.”

“You’reagoodmom,I’m notdisputingthat.Ijustwantustotalk

calmly,”hesays.

Sheexhalesdeeplyandnods.Sikelelahasgonebacktohisshell,

he’slyingonhisarmswithhisfacetuckedinbetween.Cebile

didn’thaveaneasyjourneyraisingacomplicatedboychildlike

him.

“Areyouokay?”SthembisoasksCebilewho’svisiblytrembling.

“I’m good.Callyourmotherandsetupameeting,”shesays.

He’shesitantbecauseit’ssucharusheddecision,buthetakes

hisphoneout.There’sanewmessagethatmayhavecomein

duringthechaos.BeforecallingMaXuluhedecidestoopenit.

It’sapicture-hislatewifeinSafirHotelCairo.It’ssentbyan

unknownnumber,that’snotwhatdisturbshim though,it’sthe

manwithher.



[02/28,11:29]Ntsiki:SIKELELA

CHAPTER32

STHEMBISO

Hecan’tdrive,hishandsaresweatingandtrembling.Therehasto

besomeexplanationandheneedsitrightnow.

Cebileisstillstandingintheyard,sheknowssomethingiswrong

butshedoesn’tknowSthembisothatwell.She’sworriedthough,

oneminutehewasokayandnexthewasbreathingheavilyand

sweating.Themeetinghasbeensetup,Sikelela’sissuewillbe

discussedinaweek,Cebileisfinallyreadytofacethe

Hlongwanes.

Paul’sphoneisringing,heshouldbeabletotracetheanonymous

numberandgettothebottom ofthepicture.

“Paul,”hisvoicecracksassoonasPaulpicksup.

“Iguessyou’veseenthepictureIsentyou,”Paulsays.

“Itwasyou?”Hefeelssostupidrightnow.OfcoursePaulwould

messagehim withunknownnumbersandnotdropasinglehint

thatit’shim.

“Wheredidyougetthatpicture?”heasks.

“From thehotelmanagement.I’m backtrackingyourwife’ssteps,

theremustbesomethingthatcanleadustothekiller.”He’sbeen



convincingSthembisothatZime’sdeathhadmoretoitthanwhat

meetstheeye.ButSthembisohasbeenholdingontothe

speculationthattheMshengushadeverythingtodowithit,he

justneededproofthenhe’dstrike.

“Whoisthatmanwithmywife?”Theywereinaverycozyposition,

adropletofswearrunsdownhisforehead.

“I’m sorrytosaythis,buttheytraveledtogetheralot.Hewasin

thesameroom asherinCairo,thewholetime.He’sbasedinEast

London,herunsabrandmanagementcompany,whenZimecame

backunexpectedlyhehadanemergencyathome.”Youdon’task

Paulhowheknows,ifyouaskhim togetyouinformationthat’s

whathegoesoutanddo.

“Areyousure?”Hishearthasbeenrippedoutofhischest.Yes,he

wasn’tthehusbandofthecentury,buthesacrificedalotfortheir

marriageforhertojusttoyaroundwithEastLondonmen.

“YesSthembiso,yourwifehadanaffairwiththisman.Ihavehotel

footages,whichIwillpresenttoyouinperson,”Paulsays.

“Okay,letmeknowifyoufindmoreinformation.”Hedropsthe

call,hischestisheavy,hisbodyisaching,heneedstobeatthe

gym liftingweightsandpunchingboxingbag.

He’sstilltryingtocontrolhisbreaths.He’slearnthowtocontrol

thesemoments,hejustneedstokeepbreathing.

“Sthembiso,”Cebile’sgentlevoicecallsoutsidehiswindow.



Whydidn’therollupthewindows?Whydidn’theparkfar?Thisis

amomentofhim justbreathing,hehastofocusonthat,not

talking.

“What’swrong?”Cebileasks.She’sagentlesoul,ifitwas

someoneelsehewould’vedrivenoffandleftherstandingright

here,there’ssomethingwarm abouther,somethingMaXuluand

Coobviouslylack.She’sacaringwoman.

“I…I’m…I…”Hischestburns,hegaspsafewtimes,atleastshe’s

standingoutsidethewindow,hehasspacetorecompose.“My

wifewashavinganaffair,”heshouldn’thavesaiditlikethat,he

shouldn’thavesaiditatall.Buthe’snotinhisrightsenses.

“What?!”Cebilegaspsinshock.

“Yeah,it’sthat.”

“WaitSthembiso,whyareyousayingitsolightly?”

Hisbodysayssomethingdifferentfrom histone.

“Idon’tblameher,”hesays.

Cebile’seyeswiden.IsheaSouthAfricanman?Thisis

impossible,itcan’tbe.

“Shewascheatingonyou?”Sheneedstobesurethey’retalking

aboutthesame‘affair’becausewhathe’ssayingrightnowis

unbelievable.

“Isentheraway,totrips,becauseIwastryingtocoverupforthe

miseryourmarriagehadputherin.Therewasalwayssomething

comingup,dangerwaitingtohappen,miserytobecoveredup.I



wasaskinghertoleave,onherown,and…”He’sjustramblingon

andon,noteventakingabreaktobreathe.

Cebilecutshim short,“Soitwasyourfaultthatshehadanaffair?”

“Yes,shewouldn’thaveneededtohaveoneifshewastreated

rightathome,”hesaysandlooksather,thesparkinhiseyesis

dead,he’sempty.

Thisdaycannotgetanyworse;Cebilestaresathim withsomuch

pity.He’snotjusttellingher,he’salsoconvincinghimselfforthe

sakeofholdingontothememorieshim andZimeshared.

“Canyoudrivebyyourselfhome?”sheasks.

“Absolutely!”henods.

Hisbodylanguageisgivingawayalotofemotionsthathisvoice

triessobadlytomask.

AllCebilecandoisjustprayforthebest.

-

-

Hearrivedsafely.He’sgotinsidethehouseandlockedthedoor.

Hedidn’tgotothemainhomesteadtoseehismotherabout

Sikelela’sissue,that’snotsomethingonhismindrightnow,they’ll

talkaboutitmaybetomorrow.

Hestandsinfrontofthewinecellar,allthebottlesaresealed,he’ll

nevergivethem away,they’rehiswife’swines.Theywereher

happyplace,nowhis.



Hemovesfrom them toherpicturehangingonthewall.The

sexiestwomanonearth,that’swhatshewas.Todayhe’slooking

atherwithtearsglitteringinhiseyesandalumpforminginhis

throat.Hisbiggestfearishavinglivedalie.Havingfeltlovethat

wassodeepforsomeonewhoseheartdidn’tbelongtohim.

“WasIthatbad?”Hewantstoknow,sadlyZimeisnotalivetogive

him theanswers.“Iknewyouwerenothappy,neitherwasI,

merelybecauseofthesituationathomeandhereinthevillage,

butyouandIhadeachother.That’swhatIthought,thatyouhad

measmuchasIhadyou.Ineverlookedatanotherwomanever

sinceImetyou,evennowafteryou’vegone,it’sstilljustyouinmy

heart.”Hischestburns,heletsateardropsdownhischeekand

thenwipesit.

“AllIwanttoknowisifyouwerejusthavingfunoryouhad

feelingsforhim.That’sallIneedtoknow.”Heinhalessharplyand

goestothechairandsits.“Ofcourseyoucan’tgivemeany

answers.You’redead.”

Helooksatthepictureagain,shewassittingrightontheman’s

lapwearingabikinithatheboughtforher,hisfavouritenautical

blueLisaMarieFernandez.Theylookcozy,hehadhisarm around

herwaist.HewasholdingawomanSthembisohadbelieved

belongedtohim,onlyhim.Hisheartispoundingonceagain,

somethingisburninghisthroat.

Hedragshimselftothewinecellarandpullsoutabottleofwine;

NederburgBaronne.Heopensthecapandpoursitstraightinto

hismouth.Withnosinglepause,hedownsalmosthalfofit,

allowingittocooldowntheburningfeelinginhischest.



He’llbehere,lockedinsidehishousewithhispain,because

seekingcomfortfrom hisfamilywouldmeantellingthem what

happenedduringZime’smanytripsandthatwouldmake

everythinghismotherssaidaboutherright.Hecan’thavethat.

Theyweren’tright,notabouteverything.

Anhourlatethebottleofwineisfinished.Themeatisintheoven

cooking,hewashungryandgoingtobitesomethingbefore

sleeping.Butthatdidn’thappen,thewinehadmoreeffectthanhe

anticipated.He’sflatlyasleep,there’ssmokecomingfrom the

ovenasthemeatturnsintocharcoal.Thesmokefillsupthe

house,there’saflameleapingoutoftheoven.Thebottleof

cookingoilonthecountermelts,invitingaflameoffiretothe

counterandotheritemsnearby.

-

-

HUBO

They’resittinginhiscarintotalsilence.It’sbychancethathegot

hertocomeoutandevensitlikethiswithhim.Heneversay

muchtoher,sheknowseverythinghefeelsforher.Shecannot

reciprocatethat,notnowandprobablynoteveragain,buthestill

needsthesemoments.Justthem sittingtogether.

Heinhalessharply,glancesatherandfindsherstaringathim.

There’saghostofasmileonhisface.



“Whyareyoulookingatme?”

Sheblinks,abitembarrassed,andlooksaway.

“I’m wonderingwhyyoucalledmehere,”shesaysandlooksat

him again,“Noneofyourhoespickedup?”

Hechuckles,“Language,Mam’Mfundisi!”

Sheslightlyrollshereyesandlooksawayveilingaheavybreath.

“Ihaven’tseenyouinaverylongtime,”hesays.

“Asitshouldbe,youknoweveryonewillassumethingsifthey

findoutaboutthis,”shesaysreferringtothecozypositionthey’re

in,thingscanbeeasilymisinterpreted.

“Whataretheygoingtoassume?”Huboraiseshiseyebrow.

“Thatthere’ssomethinggoingonbetweenus.I’m apastor’swife

andamother,”shesays.

“ButyouknowhowIfeelaboutyouAyanda.”There’sabriefpause,

everythingstopsforhalfasecond,eventheirbreaths.

Thenheexhalesdeeplyandliftshiseyestoher.“HowisLuqobo?”

“He’sgood,”shesays,abituncomfortable.Therewasabitofa

confusion,orrathermisunderstandingbetweenherandHubo

whenQobowasbornthreeyearsago.Buttheyworkeditout,

Hubofinallyacceptedthathewasn’thisbutherhusband’sson.

“WhydoyoucomewhenIcallyouifyou’resoworriedaboutbeing

awifeandamother?”Heshould’vejustletitgobecausehe

doesn’twantthem tofight,butheasksinvitingherrageand



irritatedface.

“WouldyoupreferifIdon’tcome?”sheasks.

“Ayandayou’rehurtingmyfeelings.Butthat’snothingoutof

ordinaryforyou,right?”

“Okay,letmegobeforethisruinsmyday,myhusbandwillbe

homeat8anyway,”shesaysputtingherphoneinsidethepocket

ofherjeanjacket.

“Istillloveyou,”hesaysinahushedtone.

Theireyeslockforasecond,thenhisgototheringonherleft

finger,whenPastorMdlulimetherhemadesurehesecuredhis

spot.Bloodytomfool!

“ComeonHubo,it’sbeenthreeyearsandyou’vesleptwith

hundredgirlsafterme,”shesays.

“Itdoesn’tchangethefactthatIloveyou.Imadeamistake,just

one,andyoucutmeofflikeInevermeantanythingtoyou.You

knowIwanttosmackthatuglypastor’sfaceeverytimeIbump

intohim.”

“Let’snotgobackthere.Youhadyourchanceandyouwastedit,

wearenevergoingtobeanythingbutfriends.”

“I’m notshortoffriends,you’retheonethatgotawayandI’m not

goingtoforgetaboutyouorgetoverit.”

“Whateveryouwanttocallit.Pleasetakemebacknow.”

“ImissyouAyanda.”



“Hubo,please!”

“Justonekissandwe’llleave.”

“I’m married.”

“Yetyou’reherewiththeexwhowasyourfirst,sittinginthecar

withhim atthesideofthedarkroad.”

“Becauseyouaskedmetocome,”shesays.

“NoAyanda,becauseyouandIweremeanttobe,Ifuckedupand

youmovedontoofastandmadeonehellofabigdecision-

gettingmarriedtoyourrebound.”

“Ok,”shefoldsherarmsandlooksoutofthewindow.

“Ok,givememykissthen,beforeIaskformore.”

Shefrowns,“More?”

“I’m kidding,”hechuckles.

“Don’tbecreepy!”

Hepullsherbywaist,“I’m sorry-ke,I’m notgoingtoaskanything

more,justakiss.”

“Hubo...”hertonesoftens.Hecupsherfaceandpullshercloser,

untiltheirnoseslink,he’slookingintohereyes.

“Ithinkaboutyoueveryday,”hewhispersrubbingherlipwithhis

thumb.Herwholefaceflushesup,shedropshereyestohislips,

they’reslightlyopenandtrembling.Onceuponatime,thisman

meanteverythingtoher,notthathemeansnothingnow,but

they’renowtwoworldsaparts.



He’sstilllookingatherthesamewayhedidfouryearsagowhen

theyfirstmet.Hehadgirlfriendswhentheymet,theywerepetite

withperfectskinsandbestdresses,shewasjustafuddy-duddy

daughterofdeacon.Achubbygirlwithrosycheeksandshabby

dresses.Agirlnobodywantedintheirteam duringchigago

becauseshe’druinthegameforeveryone.Alwaysreservedand

tryingnottooutshineanyone,limitingherselfineverythingand

stayingawayfrom thespotlight.

He’salwayslookedatherlikeshe’sthemostattractivethingin

theworld.It’stheadmirationinhiseyesthatmakesthesesecret

momentshappen.Thewayheholdsherhand,breathesnextto

herandcracksthatannoyingbunnysmileofhisthatmakesher

feellikeachild.

Hebrusheshislipsagainsthersandexhalessoftly,“Mamina.”

“Don’tcallmethat,”shewhispers.

“Orwhat?Uzokwenzani?”Helockshislipsintohers,slowly

smoochesherlipswhilecaressingthebackofherneckgently.

Fouryearslater,hestillknowswheretotouchandwhattosayto

erodeherstrength.Shemeltsinhishands,he’sgentle,moistand

breathy.He’sseekingthereunionoftheirsouls,chasingdownthe

affectiondeeplyhiddeninhersoulandheart.

Hisphoneringsinthemiddleofaheatedmoment.Hetriesto

ignoreitbutthecallerispersistent.

“Pleasegivemeasec,”he’sabitannoyed.



MaDlamini?Maybesomeonehasseenthecarandnowtheywant

toknowwhyhe’sparkedatthesideoftheroadinthedark.Ifthey

findoutabouthim chasingamarriedwomanitwouldbeabig

scandalousdeal.

“HelloMa,”heanswers.

“Hubowhereareyou?Yourbrotherhasalmostdied.”

“Whichbrother?”HeimmediatelyreleasesAyandafrom his

embrace,hiserectionstandsupandstealstheshine,flushing

Ayandawithembarrassment.

“IfAziledidn’tgetthereintimenextweekwewould’vehad

anotherfuneral,”–MaDlamini.

“Majusttellmewhat’sgoingon.”He’salarmedandimpatient.

“Sthembisoalmostburntwiththehouse.They’vetakenhim tothe

hospitaltoexamineifthesmokedidanydamagetohislungs.He

waslockedinside,ifitwasn’tforDladlaand…”

“What?!”Hedropsthecallandstartsthecar.Hehastobeinthe

hospitalwithhisbrother.Theymadeamistake,heshouldn’thave

livedaloneinthehousehesharedwithZimesoonafterthe

funeral.TheHlongwaneshavelostmanypeoplethisyearalone,

Sthembisocan’tbenext.

“Huboyouhavetodropmehomefirst,”Ayandasaysnexttohim,

she’sabitscared,hisfocusisnotevenontheroadandhe’s

speeding.

“Ayandamybrotherisinthehospital,Idon’tknowhowbaditis,



hewasalmostburntinthehouse.”

“Butyouhavetodropmeofffirst,howam Igoingtoexplaintomy

husbandandmother-in-law?”He’snotevenhearing,he’sdriving

anddialingsomeone’snumber.

Thepersonpicksup,

“Londekawhereareyou?”heasks.

“Hubo,”Ayandawhispersasheleavestherouteleadingtoher

houseandjoinsthemainroad.

“Sthembisoisinhospital,”he’stellingLondekaoverthephone.

“Youhavetocome,I’m onmywaytoo…noLondeka,thisisnot

timeforthat,justcome.”Heendsthecallandhitsthegasharder.

“Mahubo!”

“Ayandaplease!”

-

-

MaXuluisoverreacting,hersistersaren’thelpingeither,they’reall

actinglikeSthembisoisdead.He’sevenawakeandtalkingtothe

nurses,he’llbekeptovernightjusttomakesurehe’sokay.

“Mawhereishe?”HuboasksstorminginfollowedbyAyandawith

hisleatherjacketovershoulders.Shelooksforcedtobehere,as

soonashereyesmeettheHlongwanemothersshestops.

“He’sinside,”MaJiyanesays.

They’relookingateachother,withthem awholeconversationcan



besilentandchattedwithstares.

“Whyisshehere?”EveryoneknowsAyanda,she’smarriedto

PastorMdluliwhoeatshiscongregants’moneyanddrivessport

carswhiletheycometochurchbyfooteverySunday.Him and

thiswifeofhisarethereasonwhyMaXuluandCodon’tsettheir

footinsidethechurch.

HubolooksatAyanda,hispupilsdilate,hethoughtshe’dstayin

thecar.Butthisishisdoing,hehastotrytogetAyandaoutofit

beforetheHlongwaneBigThreecomesforherjugular.

“Iaskedhertocomeandprayforus,”hesays.

Ayandafrowns,butquicklyironsherfacewhenthemothersturn

tolookather.

“Dowehavetopaymillionsaftershe’sprayedforus?”MaDlamini

needsabitofafilter.

“Ma!”HubogivesheralookandturnsbacktoAyanda.

“Pleasesit.”

MaJiyanelooksathim,studyinghisfaceandhowhelooksather.

EveryoneknowsHubo,he’sonetroublechild.

“Doesherhusbandknowthatshe’shere?”

Hubofrowns,“Yeah,heknows.”

“No,hedoesn’t,”Ayandainterjects.

Silence!

StaresareonHubo.



“Itwasanemergency,MasaidSguqawasdying,soIcalleda

God’searthintern,”hesays.

“I’m notaGod’sintern,”Ayandasnaps,he’sputtingherinavery

comprisingpositionandhe’snotevenrealizingit.

“Butyoucanprayforus,right?ThenoMacan…”

“Canbackyouup?”MaDlaminiasks,cuttinghim short.

Heexhalesheavilyandnods.

Shegiveshim alook;thiswillbeaddressedlater.
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He’sgotalotofquestions.Eventhenear-deathexperiencehasn’t

shakenhim.Maybetheyshould’vejustlethim die,buthecouldn’t

saythatloudtohismothers.Theyarestillchantingpraisesto

Godandtheancestorsforrescuinghim.

Thehouseburntdown,theysay.Witheverythingthatwasinside;

memoriesandhiswife’sbelongings.Hecanrebuildthehouse,

buynewfurnitureandgetbackalltheimportantdocumentsthat

wereburnt.ButhecannotgetbackZime’sclothes,herwinecellar

andthesofttouchsheleftinthathouse.

“Bafo,”Hubowalksinthemidstofhiscrowdedthoughts.He’snot

walkinginalone,MrsMdluliisbehindher,whichisstrange.

“Idon’tneedaprayer,”hesaysbeforetheyevenopentheir

mouths.Allhewantsistobeleftalone.

Huboglancesbehindhim asifhe’scautiousaboutsomething.

There’ssomeslyshitgoingonwithhim.

“Pleasebafo,shewillsayashortprayer.YouneedGodinyourlife,

uzokuthobaamanxeba,”hesays.

“Waziningamanxebaathotshwayouyinxebakwawena,”

Sthembisoclickshistongue,exhalesheavilyandlooksatMrs

Mdluli.Heintendsnottomakeherfeeluncomfortable,he’sjust



notinastateofbelievinganythingassociatedwithGodatthis

time.

“IappreciateyoucomingbutIdon’tneedyourprayer,”hesays.

“Thankyou,”shesayswithreliefandturnsaroundtoleave.

Hubograbsherarm,sheturnsandgiveshim aglare.There’sa

momentthere,them justlockingtheireyesfortensecondsand

him slowlyremovinghishandandclearinghisthroat.

“Iwillfindyououtside,”hetellsher.

Shesaysnothing,justturnsandwalksout.He’sstaringather

untilshedisappearsandthenturnstoSthembiso’seyes

scrutinizinghim.

“Todayisaboutyou.You’retheonewhotriedtokillyourself,not

me,”hesays,abitdefensiveforsomeonewhohasn’tbeenasked

anything.

“Whereisthatcomingfrom?”Sthembisoaskshim withaslight

frown.

“From youstaringatus.”

“Oh,there’s“us”betweenyouandMaMfundisi?”

“No,there’snothingbetweenus.”

“YouhappenedtosuddenlybelieveinGodandhadanaccessto

thepastor’swifeandshejustagreedtocomeandprayforme?”

“AsIsaidbafo,todayisaboutyou,notme.Whathappened?Why

areyouburningyourself?”



“Iwasdrunk,Idon’tknowwhathappened.”

Hubofrownswithconcernengulfinghisface,“Butyoudon’t

drink.”

“Idon’tdrink?”Sthembisochuckles.

“Yousiptocooldownyourhead.Youdon’tdrowninthebottles.

Sowhathappened?Ifyoudon’ttellmeIwillgoandinvestigateon

myown,whileatitIwillbreakthelawandgetintrouble,then

you’llhavetocomeandsaveme.”

Sthembisochuckles,“You’resochildish.”

“Iknow.Sowhatisitgoingtobe?”

Hetakesadeepbreathandlooksaway,deepinhisthoughts,for

quiteamoment.

“Doyoubelieveinlove?”HeshiftshiseyesbacktoHubo.

“BeforeyouandSis’ZimeIdidn’t,butnowIdo,”Hubosays.

Henodsslowly.Ifhislovestoryhelpedsomeone,gaveinspiration

andchangednarratives,asflawedasitwas,maybeheshould

keepthistohimself.

“Iwasmissingher,”hesays.

Huboscratchesthesideofhisfaceandkeepshiseyesgluedto

him.He’snotbuyingthisstory.

“Iwasirresponsible,Iapologize,that’snotthepictureIwantyou

andThobanitosee.Alcoholisneverasolution,Ijustlostmyself

inthepainforamoment.Itwon’thappenagain,”hesays.



“Whycan’tyoutalktomeifyouneedsomeonetotalkto?”Hubo

askswithconcern.

“Hlongwanechill,I’m notdepressedoranythinglikethat.IfIneed

totalkobviouslyIwillreachout.”Heremovesthedripconnected

intohisarm andsitsup.

“Areyousupposedtoremovethatthingwithoutthenurse?”Hubo

asks.

“Ey,I’m notsick,”hesaysandgrabsthebottleofmilkhismother

camewith.“Isthepastorawareofhiswifebeinghereatnight?”

“Wewillmakehim aware.Ifhe’strulyamanofGod,hewon’thave

aproblem withAyandacomingtothehospitaltohelp.”

“WhyareyoucallingherAyanda?”

“Becausethat’shername.Ithinkmyfiveminutesisover,Ihaveto

go.”Hetakesaglanceathiswristwatch,pretendingtobe

concernedabouttime.

“Mahubowehaveenoughenemies.Atleastwecanfighttheones

wehave,butwecannotfightapastorbecausewedon’tknow

howtopray.Sopleaseleavehiswifealone.”

“Imetherfirst.”Heshouldn’thavesaidthat,he’sjustfrustrated.

Nobodyknowshowfarhe’scomewithabrokenheart,theycan’t

dictatewhathedoes,he’sbeenveryrespectfulofthepastor.

EvenwhenQobowasborn,hedidn’tcauseanydrama,hetookit

upwiththeonehesleptwith.IfAyandawantstobeleftaloneshe

willstopgivinghim anyattention.



“Butyoudidn’tmarryher,hedid,respectthat,”Sthembisosaysin

afirmertone.

“ItoldLondekatocome,Iwillseeyoutomorrow,”heturnsaround

andleaves.

“Imeanit,Mahubo!”

-

-

VUMO

Itwasn’tthesamebirthdayshe’shadovertheyearsbutitended

onahighnote.Shereceivedflowersandaboxofchocolate.

Mthokoispromisingtobeabettermanforherandthebaby,

whichshedoesn’tbelieveyet,andshe’snotcomfortablewithhim

gettingcarriedawaywiththeideaofbeingafathertoSikelela’s

baby.

It’salmostmid-night,theycuddledforhoursbeforehefellasleep

withherinhisarms.Attimeshe’sawarm,affectionateman

tryingtosurvive.Althoughhe’snotmuchofatalkerwhensober,

hedoesopenupabouthisfamily.He’sthemaninthefamily,

withoutparentshissiblingsarehisresponsibility.They’venever

cometovisitwhileVumoisherebuttheydocallfrequentlytoask

forstuff.

Sheslowlyremovesherselffrom hisembraceandtiptoesoutto



theoutsidetoiletforthethirdtimeinonehour.Maybeshewent

hardonthehotwings,sheusesthetorchofherphoneandleaves

thetoiletdooropen.Thistimenothingcomesoutbutthe

stomachacheisstillthere,soshesitsonthetoiletseatabit

longer.

“Vumo,”

Sheyearshisalarmedvoicecallinghernameintheyard.Really?

Wheredoeshethinkshecould’vegone.Shecleansherselfand

washesherhandsinthetapnexttothetoilet.

“I’m hereMthoko,”shesayswalkingtowardstheirroom.

He’sstandinginfrontofthedoorinhisshorts,thelightisturned

on.

“Whereareyoucomingfrom?”

“Iwasinthetoilet.Mystomachisaching,”shesays.

“Youshould’vewokenmeuptogowithyou.Didyouseethe

time?”

“Ididn’twanttodisturbyou,let’sgoin.”Shepullshim insideand

closesthedoor.

Theybothgetbackinbed.

“Howareyoufeelingnow?”He’swrappinghisarmsaroundher

andpullinghercloser.

“Stillaching,”shesays.

“Maybeyoushouldtrytheflourmixture,”hesuggestsrubbing



downonherbigtummy.

“That’sforrunningstomach,mineisaching.”Shegroansas

anothersharppainplungesin.

“AyVumo,isitthatbad?”He’sfreakingout,turningonthelight

again.

“Itcomesandgo,”shesays.

“Isthereanythingwecantry?Maybeglucose.”Heliftshertosit

andwipesthesweatonherforehead.

“Ifeellikethrowingup,”shesays.

That’snormalforpregnantwomen,hegetsthebasinandaglass

ofwater.

Everythingsheateearliercomesout,she’snowcrying.Inpanic

Mthokocallsoneofhissistersaskingforhelp.Thesolutionhe

getsistocalltheambulance.He’snowfreakingoutevenmore.

“Baby,I’m callingtheambulance,”hesays.

Shedoesn’targue,sohemakesthecallandstartspackingthe

belongingsshetakeswithhereverywhereasapregnantwoman.

“Areyousureyou’renotinlabor?”heasksasthethoughtcrosses

hismind.It’sstillearlyforhertobeinlaborbutthingslikethat

happen.

“It’snotmymonthMthoko,”shesaysinasnap.

“Okay,sorry.”

She’sgroaninginthebed,he’spacingupanddownwithhisphone



inhandimpatientlywaitingfortheambulancetoarrive.Alot

happenedthepreviousnight,eventhoughhedoesn’tremember

allofitbutheknowshefuckedup.Whatifhe’sbehindthis?

Vumowillneverforgivehim.Whynow?Whenhe’sdeterminedto

beabetterman,tostaysoberandcohabitswithherharmoniously.

He’snotabadperson.Orishe?HelovesVumo,there’s

somethingcalm thatshebringsinhislife.Somethinghe’snever

had.Itwarmshisheartwhenhecomeshometoherlookinglikea

melaningoddess.Forthefirsttimehe’ssettledwithsomeone

whodoesn’tdemandthingshedoesn’thave.Sheeatswhathe

eats.

“What'swrong?”Vumoasks,she’sbeenlookingathim,studying

hisemotions.

“Nothing.”Hesitsdownonthebedandholdshersweatyhand

andkissesit.“IloveyouVumo.Iwillneverforgivemyselfif

anythinghappenedtothebabybecauseofme.AndIwouldn’t

expectyoutoforgiveme.”

“Idon’tneedtohearthatMthoko,”shestartscryingagain.

“I’m sorry,Ican’thelpbutworry.”

Hisphonerings.It’stheambulanceguyaskingiftheycanwalkto

theroad.

“Canyouwalk?”heasksher.

“Yes,”shenods.

Hegrabsthebagsandwalksoutholdingherhand.Rightnowall



hecandoissilentlyprayforthebest.

-

-

48HOURSLATER

AnemergencyC-sectionwasperformedtosavethebaby.The

doctorsweregoingtoconductteststofindoutwhatcaused

prematurebirthbutsomethingshockinghappened.Vumowasn’t

pregnantwithonebaby,butomphalopagustwins.They’re

conjoinedattheabdomenwithasingleumbilicalcordandfused

liver.

Vumoonlyshowssignsoffatigueafterhercaesarian,shekeeps

dozingoffbeforethedoctorscouldaddressthesituationwithher.

SoMthokoistheonecommunicatingwiththemedicalteam,hisT

-shirtissoakedinsweat,hedidn’texpectanythinglikethis,he’s

besidehimselfwithfear.Vumo’sfatigueisevenmorefrustrating

becausehe’snotsurewhattodoatthismoment.

Hissister,Nomusa,callsashe’sabouttodozeoffonthebench.

“Mthokowhereareyou?”

Heyawns,“I’m atthehospital.”

“Whataboutwork?”

“Icalledinsick,VumoisstillrestingsoIhavetobeherejustin

caseanythinghappens.”



“Seriouslythough,thosedisabledbabiesaren’tevenyours.You’re

justinsertingyourselfinotherpeople’sbadluck.Sotellme,are

yougoingtopayforthesurgeriesandtakecareoftwobabies?”

“Ican’taffordanysurgerybutIhavetobeheretosupporther.”

“You’resodumb,Mthoko.Don’tyouhaveenoughburdenonyour

shoulders?”

“Nomusa,Ican’tjustleave.IpromisedherthatI’m goingto

supporthereverystepoftheway.”

“Youcanbreakthatpromise,it’snotlikeGodwillpunishyou.This

isatoughsituationthatshouldbehandledbyherfamilyand

babydaddy.”

Nomusahasapoint,maybehe’sbitingmorethanhecanchew,

butcanhisfamilyfillthegapthatVumofilledinhislife?

“No,”hesayslouderthanheintended.

“Whataboutyourfamily?”She’saskingifhewillbeabletosustain

bothfamilies,them andVumoandthetwins.

“There’snothingtoworryaboutNomusa,I’m aman.”Hewill

makeaplan,evenifitmeanstakingasecondjob,ratherthan

failingVumoaftereverythinghe’sputherthrough.

BothTwinAandTwinBspentthenightinNICU,asexpected,

undergoingseveralmedicaltests.Mthokowasbeggedtogo

homeinthemorningforarestandcomebacklater.

Vumoisawake,lookinglivelythanshe’sbeenthelastday.After



havingbreakfastshewenttofreshenupandcamebacktothe

doctorwaitingforher.

“Howareyoufeeling?”heaskswithacomfortingsmile.

“I’m good.Wherearemybabies?Didyouseparatethem?”Inthis

century,nothingshouldbedifficultforthedoctors,theyhaveall

theresources.

Thedoctorclearshisthroat,lookingabituncomfortable.

Sheraiseshereyebrows.

“Accordingtoourstandardprocedure,wecannotseparatethem

untilthey’vegrownstrongenoughtohandlethesurgery,wealso

needtimetolearntheirbodies.They’reomphalopagustwins.”

“Whatisthat?”Hervoicetrembles,she’sgonethroughalotfor

thisbaby…babies.

“Theyareconjoinedattheabdomen,withafusedliverandone

umbilical.TwinBhasundersizedheart,he’srelyingonhisbrother

forbloodsupplyandcannotsurvivewithouthim.Howeveritmay

affectthehealthofTwinA,who’slookingfineatthemomentand

doesn’tdependonTwinBforanythingexpectsharingcertain

organswithhim.”

“Idon’tunderstand,doctor.Aretheygoingtobefine?”Tearsflood

herface.Thisisnotwhatsheexpectedtohearaftershe’s

struggledsomuchwithherpregnancy.

“Rightnowitlookslikewemighthaveonlyoneoption,ifthe

emergencysurgeryisapproved,wemighthavetosavethetwin



withbetterchancesofsurvival,TwinA.It’sgoingtobeavery

toughdecisiontomake.Irecommendyougetcounselingwhile

weexploreouroptionsandseekhelpfrom thedepartment.”

Waitingmeansbothhersonscoulddie,TwinB’shealthis

declininganddrainingTwinA’s.

Butgrantingdoctors’thepermissiontoseparatethem rightnow

willmeanshedidn’tgivetheweakersonachancetolearntobe

independent,andthatwouldbesomethingshe’dhavetocarryin

herconsciencefortherestofherlife.

MthokoarriveswithQambi.It’sstrangeseeingthem together,not

fighting.Helooksexhaustedandstressedout.

Heleansoverandkissesherforeheadbeforegreetingand

steppingasideforQambi.

“Dad’wethu,howareyoufeeling?”

Vumoinhalesheavily,painmaskingherface.

“Mybabiescoulddie,”shesays.

Theylookateachother,herandMthoko.

“Why?”Mthokoasks.

“Theycan’tbeseparatedrightnow.Theotheronehasaheart

problem,he’sdependingontheotherone.Asurgeryatthis

prematurestagemayleadtobothofthem dying,justlikewaiting.

Bcan’tsurvivewithoutAbutthelongerhesurvivesonhim A’s

healthwillbeaffectedaswell.”



“Sowhat’sthewayforward?”Qambi.

“Waitingandpraying,”shesays.

Mthokoreleasesasighandburieshisheadinhishands.Qambi

throwsaquickquestioninglookatVumo.

“HaveyoutoldSikelela?”sheasks.

Mthokoraiseshishead.ThatSikelelamayhavecontributedwith

thesperm butit’shim who’sbeenupanddownwithVumo

throughoutthejourney.

“No,”Vumosays,silentlyprayingforhertodropthesubject.They

cantalkaboutSikelela,butnotinfrontofMthoko,itbruiseshis

heart.

“Don’tyouthinkyoushould?”Qambiasks.Shecannotcareless

aboutMthokowhoturnedhersisterintoapunchingbag.

“Hechangedhisnumber,hismotherdidnotrespondtomytext.”

Mthokolooksupwithaslightfrown,“Whattext?”

“Iwasjustaskinghowshewasdoing.”

Hesaysnothingfurther,justdropshisheadandplayswithhis

fingers.ThisisexactlywhatVumodidn’twant.

“Maiscominglater,”Qambisaysbreakingthetwo-minutesilence.

Themoodistense,maybesheshouldgivethem aminutetotalk

aboutthetext.Shewon’tgofar,shewillnevertrustMthokoagain.



Aftershe’sexitedtheydon’ttalkaboutthetext.Mthokodoesn’t

bringitup,whichisn’tsurprisingatallbecausehe’sonlytalkative

andabletoconfrontherwhenhe’sdrunk.

“Howlongareyougoingtostayhere?”heasks.

“Idon’tknow.Youshouldgotoworktomorrow,Iwillcallifthere’s

anyupdate.”

Henods.

Amomentifsilencepasses.

“Doyouwanttocallhim?”

“Who?”Sheknowsexactlywhohe’stalkingabout,shejustdidn’t

expectitfrom him.

“Thefather.”

Shedoesn’tanswer,heknowswhatthatmeansandithurtshim

eventhoughthesituationisunderstandable.Theireyeslockfora

secondbeforehedropshis.

“MysistercalledandaskedwhatI’m goingtodo,”hesaysalmost

inaudible.

“About?”Vumoraiseshereyebrows.

“Everything.IsaidIwanttostaywithyou,wewillfigureitout.I’m

notgoingtorunaway,Ipromisedtosupportyou,nomatterhow

harditgets.”

Thisisexpectedfrom hisfamily,they’reworriedabouttheirbread.

“Why?”sheaskshim.



“Idon’tunderstand.”

“Whydoyouwanttostaywithme?”

“IknowItreatedyoubadbut…”

Sheexhalesheavily,“Mthoko,Idon’twantustobeaburden.”

“You’renotaburden,youneverwillbe,”heassuresher.

"I'm scaredMthokozisi,"atearrollsdownhercheek.

Hegetsupfrom thechairandholdsherhandtight."Everything

willbefine,sthandwasami."
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SIKELELA

CHAPTER34

LONDEKA

Ihadaphotoshootearlier,Iwashopingforaglassofwineand

relaxedafternoon.ButHuboishere,chillingonthecouchwitha

beerinhishandandabowlfilledwithmygrapes.Idon’t

remembercuttingasparekeyforhim,whichmakesmewonder

howhejustwalkedinlikealandlord.

“Brother,”Igreetkickingmyheelsoffandloungingmyselfonthe

couchwithasigh.

Ihavetoshootapromovideotomorrow,IwishIcansayI’m

gettingusedtobeinginfrontofthecameraeverydaybutI’m not.

“Whereareyoucomingfrom?”Moveoutfrom yourfather’shouse,

getyourownplaceandhavepeaceofmind,theysay.I’m inmy

ownplace,yetIhavetoreportmywhereaboutstomybrother.

“From thephotoshoot,”Isaywithaneye-roll.

“IcalledyoutwodaysagotellingyouthatSguqaalmostdied.You

nevercame.”

Ohthisiswhathe’sherefor.

“Youknowhowthingsarebetweenus.WhatwasIgoingtosayto

him?Hedoesn’tspeaktome.”

“Londekayoucannotcompetewithanemotionalbroken,



mourningman.He’saheavydrinkernow;heburntthehouse

down.Whenareyougoingtorealizethatheneedsyoumorethan

youneedhim atthemoment?”

“WhydoIfeellikeyou’renowholdingmeresponsiblelike

everyoneelse?Howmanytimeshaveyouconvincedmetobea

biggerpersonandtakethefirststep?Whendoyousithim down

andtellhim tofixthingswithmeandbeabiggerpersonaswell?

Orit’seasytoconfrontmebecauseI’m younger.”

Hestopsmewithhisfingerandgulpsdownhisbeer.

“Iunderstandthatyou’reinthebeautyindustryandeverythingis

nowacompetitiontoyou,hencedailyphotoshoots.Butbaby

sisterthisoneisnotacompetition.Youjusthavetodotheright

thing,comehomeandcheckonyourbrother.”

Phewww!Ihavetoembracemyselfforanotherdisappointment.

HubothinksIenjoyhearingmybrothertellingmethathedoesn’t

likemeandkickingmeoutofhishousewithoutevenhearingme

out.ButI’m goingtobeabiggerperson,again,andgocheckon

him.

“Iwillcomelater,”Isay.

“WhenislaterLondeka?”

LaterisafterI’veseenmyboyfriend.

“Around7pm,Iwillspendthenightandcomebacktomorrow

morning.”

“Andifyoudon’t?”Hedoesn’ttrustmethisone.



“Killme,”Isay.

Heputstheemptybottleonthefloorandstandsupwithmybowl

inhishand.Ididn’tevenknowhelikesgrapesthismuchbecause

heneverbuysthem.

“Youcan’tleavewithmybowl,”Isay.

“Iwillbringitback.Howdoyouexpectmetocarrymygrapes?”

“Idon’ttrustyou.Whatifyoutrytocharm your99girlfriendswith

mybowl?”

“Youtalktoomuch.OkukuqalaIknowthisbowlfrom MaMkhulu’s

kitchen,it’stheonethatwentmissing.Imightgetaransom ifI

takeithome.”

“Don’tsnitchMahubo.Snitchesgetstitches!”

Helaughsandwalksoutofthedoor.HebetternottellMaXulu

anything,beforetheirhusbands,Africanmotherswouldkillfor

theirdishes.

-

-

Ihaven’tseenSgcinothisweek.Ididn’tknowmyschedulewould

getsobusy.IthoughtI’dbeabletomaketimetocomeforasleep

-overandgetridofallmyfears.Iunderstandhim now,hisgiftis

stillscarybutIcanlivewithit.It’snotsomethinghecancontrol,I

justneedtolearnhowtocontrolmynervesifIhappentobe

aroundhim whenhetransitions.

FollowingtheMpofanaepisode,Icansayhe’snowmoreopen



abouthispast.He’stalkedtomeabouthiswife,indetails.I’m sad

shediedbutI’m gratefulithappenedbecauseitgavemethe

opportunitytofindloveinherhusband.Godisamanofplan,I

lovehim.Mayhersoulrestinpeace.

Heopensthedoor,stillinhisformalshirtandblackpants.

Hehugsmewithonehandwhileunbuttoninghisshirt.Mygaze

fallontohischest,Ihaven’tseenaman’schestinalongtime,I’m

salivating.

“Howareyou?”Heplantsasoftkissonmylips.

“I’m goodbaby.”Mynoseisdesperatelysniffingforastew.I’m

starving,thetastelesssandwichImadedidn’tgoanywhere.I

needahome-cookedmealthat’snotcookedbyme.

“Ithoughtyouwerecomingabitlater.”

Tosleepover,hemeans.

“Well,Ihavetogohomeandseemybrother.”

“Whichone?”

“Sthembiso,Ihearhealmostdiedinaburninghousewhiledrunk.”

Hestopsandfrowns.

“Really?”

“Yeah.Icouldn’tevencallandtalktohim becauseyouknow,me

andhim arebloodenemies.”



Heholdsmyhand,walkstothekitchenwithme,there’saboxof

pizzaonthecounter.Iwashopingforarealmealbutpizzacan

do,aslongitwasn’tboughtbyme.

“Areyouhungry?”heasks.

“Yes,that’soneofthereasonsIcamehere.”

Hechuckles,“Areyouhungryinthestomachorbelowthe

stomach?”

Idon’tpayattentiontohissexualadvancesanymore.Icouldbe

naked,drippingwetandbegginghim tofuckme,andhewould

stillleavemedrywithnosingleexcuse.I’m notsurewhatweare

waitingfor,butIdon’twanttolooklikeasexually-starvedcow,as

longasmytwofingersstillmove,Ishallbefine.

“Whyareyouquiet?”heasksloweringhiseyeswithasmirk.

“BecauseI’m hungryinthestomach.”

“Oh,who’sfeedingyoubelow?”

“Mytwofingers,”Iliftthem forhim tosee.

Hedoesn’tlaugh.

“Whatdidyouexpecttohear?Thatyouhaveanassistant?I’d

gladlygiveyouone,”Isay.

Hegruntswithirritationandtakesoneplatefrom thecupboard.

Hewipesitandtakesthreeslicesofpizzaandsits.

I’m lookingathim withmyeyebrowssnapped,I’m goingtostarta

Twitterthreadabouthim.



“Yourtwofingerswillgetyouyourownplate,right?”hesayswith

afullmouth.

Menandtheirfragileegos!Nowhe’sbeefingwithmyfingers.

Iwilleatstraightfrom thebox,I’m from Mashoba.Igetjuicefrom

thefridgeandpullthepizzainfrontofme.

Helaughsloudly,“Yoh,umakotiwakwaMaNgcoboshame!”

“Sowhenarewegoingtohavesex?Arethereanyprotocols?”I

finallyaskthebigquestion.

Ididn’tknowIwasthisbravebutthismanpushesmetomylimits.

“Ihavealreadyhadsexwithyou,”hesays.

“What???”MyeyesareabouttodropintothisjuiceI’m drinking.

“Ijusthaven’tpenetratedyou.Butyou’vefeltmytouchand

squirtedwithmynameinyourmouth.”

Myheartdropstomyfeet.I’m nottheonlygirlwhomasturbates

andpicturetheirpartnerwiththem.But,how?

“Sowecansealitwithpenetrationrightafterwefinishthis,”he

says.

Can’theseethatI’m shocked,almosthavingaheartattack?

“Sgcino!”myvoiceriseswithshock.

Helaughs.

“Youlooksoguilty,”hesays.

“Doyouhavecamerasplantedinmyflat?”



“Youwatchtoomanymovies.Don’tscream mynameatnightif

youdon’twantmetohearyou.”

“Soyouhearme?”Earthopenupandswallowmenow!

“Ihearanyone.TheGodofWindsfavorsme,don’tmesswithmy

namesweetheart.”He’slaughing,Idon’tknowifhe’steasingme

ordeadserious.

Ican’thelpbutwonderhowweirdheisaltogether.

-

-

Wedidn’thavesexaftereating.AfterthatGodofWindstalkIwas

toofreakedouttowanthim tobeinsideme.Idon’tknowifwe

willbegettingintimateanytimesoon.Hemakesnoexcuses,in

facthe’sshowninterestseveraltimes,Idon’tknowwhatkeeps

holdinghim back.Iwilljusthavetowaitforhim tobereadyand

stopcallinghisnamewhendoingmybehind-doorsbusiness.

Ihavetraveledwithhim atnightonceanditdidn’tendwell.SoI

wasskepticalwhenheofferedtodrivemehome,butheinsisted

andIcouldn’tturnhim down.He’llbedroppingmeoffandcoming

back.

“Whenam IgoingtobegrantedvisitsattheHlongwanes?”he

throwsthequestionoutofnowhere.

“Idon’thaveahouse,Ihavearoom that’sconnectedtomy

mother’s.Ifyoucanbecomfortablewiththatarrangement,I’ll



gladlyinviteyouover.”

Helaughs,“Youwantmetobefined.Agrowngirllikeyoushould

haveasingle-standingroom.Oryouprefertocometo

MaNgcobo’shouse?”

“Wearegrown-upswithourownplaces,there’snoneedforthat,”

Isay.

“Theonesguardedbyhumanbeingsandelectronicsystems?”He

chucklesandfixeshiseyesontheroad.Itlookslikehe’snot

joking.

“Youwanttocometomyhome?”Iask.

“Yes.Ifnottovisit,thentointroducemyself.”

“Introduceyourselfinwhichway?”

“Therightway.”

IhopethisisnotwhatMelatoldmeaboutbecauseit’ssoon,too

soon.

-

-

SGCINO

Hewantedtospendthenightwithherandsomehowhethought

drivinghertoMashobawouldbeenoughtofillthatgap.Hiskiss

lingeredlonger,hegrabbedherwaistandfelthishardpipe

growinginhispants.Therewasanurgetopushheragainstthe



seatandgiveherwhattheirbodiesdesire,buthisfearofobeying

sexualdesiresattheexpenseofhisspiritualityhadhim groaning

andpullingbackbeforelustgotbetterofhim.

“Iwillwatchuntilyouwalkthroughthedoor,”hetoldher.

“Whatifmybrotherscomeoutandseeyouparkedhere?”

“IwillhandleitLondeka,go.”

Sheleanedoverforthelastkissandclimbedoutwithherbag.

Indeedhewaiteduntilhesawherfiguredisappearinginsideone

ofthehouses.Heshould’veleftthen,buthedidn’t.Heburiedhis

headoverthesteeringwheelhopinghishardpipewouldcalm

downandstopachingagainsthispants.Aminuteturnedintoten

minutes,acloudoffatiguedrownedhim,hehadtostepoutofthe

vehicletogetfreshairbeforedrivingoff.Andthat’swhenhemet

him…

Hestoodnottoofarfrom hiscar.Londeka,hismotherand

friends,allhadtobeleftintheworldoftheliving.Apartofhis

brainshutdown,hefacedthemanwholookedeverythinglikethe

girlwhoownshisheart.UnlikeotherdefunctsSgcinohadmet,he

lookedabsolutelyfine.Nosightofblood,noopenwounds,no

streamingtears.Whichconfusedhim becauseifhewasn’t

experiencinganydifficultiescrossingovertothenextworld,why

washecomingtoSgcino?



Hedidn’taskorsayanything.Healwaysallowthem tosaythe

firstwordandlistenwithoutinterrupting.

“Mysonhastwins.They’refusedintheabdomen.Theotherone

isgoingtolivebecausehe’shisfather’ssonandhisgrandfather’s

grandson.”Hetookabriefpause,Sgcinostilldidn’tknowhowany

ofthatconcernedhim buthehadtolistencarefully.

Hecontinued,“Myson,thesecondone,won’tbestrongenoughto

maketherightdecision.SoIwillreversethisroletoSthembiso.

Hehastopaythebestdoctorswhowillseparatemygrandsons.”

“Youwantyourson,Sthembiso,topayforthesurgery?”Sgcino

asked.

“Iwanthim tobreakthegeneticcurse.Icouldn’tprotectSikelela

buthecanprotectthenextgeneration,”hesaid.

Sgcinodidn’tunderstand,sohekeptquietandpaidattention.

“Sthembisowillhavetosavethefragiletwin,theonewithless

chancesofsurviving,andkilltheonewholookslikeus,meand

mysecondson,thestrongerone.”

ForthefirsttimeSgcinoquestionedthedefunct.

“Whyisthat?”heasked.

“Becausethenextgenerationneedtobesaved.Allthatliesin

Sthembiso’shandsbecauseifthemotherorSikelelamakethe

decision,they’llsavethestrongertwinandthattwiniseverything

weare.”

Deepbreath…



“Sthembisomustpaythebestdoctors,instructthem tosavethe

twinwithlesssurvivalchancesandletgoofthetwinwholooks

likemeandSikelela.”

Sgcinorecordeditinhisheadandthenlookedattheman,“What

ifhesavesthefragiletwinandthattwinlaterdies?”

“Hewon’t,umkhuluwillbelookingoverhim.”

Fairenough!

“WhatifSthembisoisnotstrongenoughtomakesuchtough

decisions?”

“Becausehe’smourning?Hewillhavetogrowabackboneanddo

it.”

Therewasnonegotiatingafterthat.Afterallhisdutyisnotto

opposemessagesbuttodeliverthem.

-

-

INSIDETHEHLONGWANEHOMESTEAD

Thobaniwalksintothekitchenwithhiseyeswide.

“There’sacarparkednexttobhuti’shouse.”

“Howdoesitlooklike?”MaDlaminiasksabitalarmed.Things

happeninthisvillage,peacedoesn’tcomewiththepackageof

beingaMashobaresident.



“It’saNissanX-trail,graphitegrey,withroofracks.”

Londekawasabouttocracktheeggintothepan,butshe

trembles,itdropstothefloor.ShelooksatThobaniwithhereyes

widenedoutoftheirsockets.ThatcarbroughthertoMashoba,

thedrivershouldbeinhishousepreparingforwork.Howisthe

carstillparkedhere?

“Areyousure?”sheasksThobani.

MaXulugivesMaDlaminiaside-glanceandasksifLondeka

knowswhom thecarbelongsto.Sheblatantlydeniesandstands

likearobotthatranoutofbatteries.

Thesewomanarestaringather,shecan’teventakeherphone

andquicklytextSgcinotoaskwhyhe’satMashoba.

There’saknock,Thobaniattendstoit.Thelowvoicethat

exchangesgreetingswithhim sendsherheartrightonherfeet.

Sheknowshowthatmantalks,shecannotmistakenhisvoice

withanyone’s.

“Comein,”Thobaniinstructs.

It’shim inflesh.

Shegasps,“What?”

Stares!

HewalksinbehindThobani.

“Youcansithere,Iwillgoandwakehim up,”saysThobani.



Londekaisabouttofaint.Whyisthismannotliftinghisfaceand

lookingather?Whatcouldhebeupto?Hebetternotplaygames

withher.

He’sstillinthesameclothes,they’recreasedliketheycameout

ofabull’smouth.

“He’sheretoseeSthembiso,”Thobanibriefsthehouse.

Londekalooksevenmoreuncomfortable.Shecamelatelast

nightandcouldn’tseeSthembiso.Nowthefirsttimeshesees

him hastobeinfrontofSgcinowhoseintentionsarestill

unknown.

“IsthereanythingimportantyouwanttotellSthembiso?”she

asksinaformaltonepeopleusewhentalkingtostrangers.

MaXulushootsalookather,“Amanisheretoseeanotherman,

stayoutofitandfrythoseeggs.”

Well,thismanisherboyfriend.

Sthembisowalksinlookingtiredandannoyed.Theyhadtowake

him upinhissleeptocomeandseethismanhe’sneverseenin

hislife.

“Morning,”hegreetswithoutlookingatLondeka’sdirection.

“Howdidyousleep?”MaXuluasks.

“ItwasgooduntilIgotdisturbed.”Hepullsthechairbutbeforehe

sits,helooksatSgcinoandasksifhe’dlikesomeprivacy.



“Ihaveamessageforyou,”Sgcinosayswithoutanyspecification.

“Let’sgooutside,”Sthembisosaysliftingthechair.

Sgcinoleaveshisandfollowshim out.

Theystandoutside,undertheveranda.

“MayIaskwhoyouare?”

“Itdoesn’tmatter.Iwassentbyyourfather,Imethim lastnight.”

“Hisghost,right?”Sthembisoaskswithamockingchuckle.

“Yes,hisghost.”Sgcinoisserious;nosmile,nohintofpracticing

comedy.

“Really?”Sthembisofrowns.

Healwaysgetsthat.Somebelievehim,somedon’t,andit’sokay.

“Yourbrother’stwinswereborn.They’reconjoinedatthe

abdomen.Onehasgoodsurvivalchances,whiletheotheroneis

facingdeath.Youhavetomakesurethey’reseparated,that

meansyouwillpayforthesurgeryandanyothermedical

assistancerequired.”

“Idon’thaveanybrotherwhohasababy,letalonetwinswhoare

conjoined.”

“Sikelela,that’shisname.”

Hisforeheadcreasesintolines.Thisisnewstohim.Theyspokea

fewdaysagowithSikelelaandhedidn’tmentionanythinglikethis.



“Areyousure?”Somethingtellshim nottotrustthismaneven

thoughhedoesn’tlookcrazyatall.

“Yourfathersaidso,”Sgcinosays.

Nowthisisthemostconfusingpart.Itmakesnosense,nomatter

howyoulookatit.

“IfSikelelahasbabies,thenwherearethey?”

“Idon’tknow.I’m heretotellyouwhatyourfatheraskedyoutodo.

Andthatis,savingthetwinwhodoesn’tlooklikehim andSikelela.

He’sthefragileone.Savehim,yourfatherpromisedtolookafter

him,”hesays.

“Hewantsmetokillahealthybaby?”

“Yes,”

“Howisthatmycall?Theirhealthwilldeterminewhichonelives

andwhichonedies.”

“Youwillbefundingthesurgeries,theparentswillbeinno

positiontomakeanydecision,soitwillbeyourcall.”

“Forwhat?WhywouldIkillaninnocentchildwho’sfightingfor

survivalandsavetheonewho’smeanttodie?”

“Tobreakthegeneticcurse.”

“AndifIcan’tdothat?”

“Hesaidyou’llhavetogrowabackbone.”

Stillthesameselfisholdmanwhonevertookhisfeelingsinto

consideration.Before,hedidn’thaveanyreasontobelieveSgcino,



butnowhedoes.BecausethisissomethingMkhontowouldsay

tohim-growabackbone-asifhehadanyhimself,heranaway

from hisson.

“WhywouldMkhontoputmethroughthis?Didheevenaskhow

I’m doingwitheverythingthat’sgoingonbeforegivingmethis

heavytask?”

Sgcinojustgiveshim alookofpity.

“Hedidn’t,right?Bustard!”hecursesandwalksbackinsidethe

houseleavingthechairandSgcinobehind.

There’salookLondekawasgivinghim.ApartofSgcinowantsto

justleavebeforeheputsherintrouble,butleavingwithoutsaying

goodbyewillberude.

Hestandsbythedoorwithhishandsclasped,“Nisalekahle.”

“Didyourmessageupsethim?”MaXuluaskswithconcern.

“Idon’tknowMa,butIwasn’theretofight,”hesays.

MaXulusighsdeeply,“Pleasesitanddrinkteabeforeyouleave.”

Londekaturnsherfacetohim,shelookslikeshe’sabouttohave

aheartattack.Hehastobitehisliptorefrainfrom laughing,

seeingherthisscaredisactuallyfunnybecausewithhim she’s

alwaysthealphawoman.

“No,thanksMa,I’m rushingtowork,”hesays.

Londekablowsoutafaintsighofrelief.



HubowalksinasSgcinostandsuptoleave.BeforeLondekawarn

him,heshouts;

“Sbari,you’rehere!”



SIKELELA

CHAPTER35

LONDEKA

Histurnedbackshould’vegivenmesomesortofreliefbutHubo

justhadtowalkinandcallhim sbari.NowMaXuluandCoare

staringathim waitingtofindouthowthemanisabrother-in-law

tohim.

Theidiotisnotevenlookingatmetoseetheserial-murderlook

I’m tryingtogivehim.

“Youknowhim?”Thobaniasks.

Silence!Youcanhearthepindrop.

“Yeah,Ido,”hesays.

Igulpdownaglassofwaterandcoughloudlyonpurpose.He

finallyturnshiseyestome,they’refilledwithmockery.He’sdoing

thisonpurposenow,bustard!

“Whydoyoucallhim sbari?”DetectiveMaXulubeginswiththe

investigation.

“Oh,he’saregularcustomeratthehardware,”hesays.

Iletoutasighofrelief.I’m gladSthembisoisnotherebecausehe

would’veknownthisisalie.Idon’tthinktheybelievehim either,

theyjustdon’twanttosuspectmebecauseIhaveabigmouth.

“Who’sgoingtowashmysneakerstoday?”He’stakingthem off,



there’smudcongealedonthem,Godknowswherehewas.

“Definitelynotme,”Thobanisays.

“Notmeeither,”Isay.

Hechuckleslookingatme,“Excuseyou.”

Ilookathim.HequicklylooksatMaXuluandCosharingateapot

andthennarrowshiseyesbackatme.

Thisiswhathesavedmefor,toturnmeintohissneakers’

washingmachine!

“Fine!”Ihissthroughgrittedteeth.Thisisoneofmanyreasons

whyI’llneverstaymorethanaweekathome;siblingsare

annoying.

“Doyourememberwhatwetalkedabout?”heasks.

“Yeahbutyousawhe’salreadyangryforsomereasons,”Isay.

“Agoodtimeforhissistertomakehim breakfastandgoaskhim

what’swrong.”

Wow,sohewantsmetogroveltoSthembiso.ThisisnotwhyI

camehere,I’vemadebreakfastforeveryonewho’shungry,they

justhavetocomeinanddishforthemselves.

“That’snotwhatIsignedupfor,”Isay.

“Iknowbabysister,yousignedupforSkinture.”He’ssnatching

theplateinfrontofme,mybreakfast.



“Thisismine,getyourownplate.”Ipullitback.Heraiseshis

eyebrows.Seriously,howhardisgettingaplateandputtingslices

ofbreadandeggs?

“Ngizomemezaphela,”hesays.

“Youwillscream what?”Iask.IswearevenThobaniismore

maturethanhim.

“Ukuthiusbaringoba…”Whyishisvoicesoloud.Fuckhim!

“Shhhh!It’sjusteggsandbread,youcanhaveit.”Ipushtheplate

backtohim andgetmyselfanotherone.Thisistorture.I’ve

alwayscoveredupforhim,evenwhenhesneaksgirlsinduring

theday.Thisisalesson,there’snosuchthingasafavorfrom

todayonwards.

“There’ssomethingIwanttotellyou,butfirstyouhaveto

promisenottotellanyone.”Justabouttime!He’sstuffinghis

facewithmyfoodandwantstosharehissecretswithme.

“Iwon’ttellanyone,”Isay.

“I’m goingtointroducesomeonetoyouguys.She’smygirlfriend,

arealone.”

Theurgetorollmyeyes!ThisisnotasecretIwashopingtohear.

“Howlonghaveyoubeentogether?”

“Oneweek,”hesays.

WhatdidIexpect?Isipmyteaandputthecupdown.Showtime

bitch!



“Attentioneveryone!”Ihitmyhandonthetable.

MaXuluandCoraisetheirheads.Thobanistopsplayingwhatever

gameinhisphoneandlooksatus.Azilestopsatthedoorand

paysattention.

“Whatareyoudoing?”He’swhisperingtome.

Iignorehim,he’sputmethroughsomuchthismorning.

“Mahuboisgoingtobringagirlfriendhe’sdatedforoneweekand

introducehertous.”

Thobanilaughsandlooksbackathisphone.

“Didn’thetellyounottotellanyone?”MaDlaminiasks.

“HedidbutI’m tellingeveryone,”Isay.

“Well,he’stellingeveryonehimselfandaskingeveryonenottotell

anyone.Idon’tthinkthatgirlevenexists,”shesays.

Ilookathim withmyeyebrowssnapped.He’slaughing.Hisisjust

ahopelesscase.

Afterwashingtheplatesandcups,Iboiltwoeggsandmakea

spicyrelish.ThelasttimeIrememberhelikedbrownbread,soI

putfourslicesontheplateandhotwaterintothetea-pot.Ifhe

stilldoesn’tappreciatemyeffortsafterI’vecomedownto

Mashobaandtookmytimemakingbreakfastforhim,thenI’ll

humblyaskHubotonevertalktomeaboutunityeveragain.

He’slyinginthebed,thedooriswidelyopen.



“CanIcomein?”Iask.

Heturnshishead,looksatmeandsleepsonhisstomachagain.

“Ngena,”hisvoiceisalmostinaudible.

Iwalkinandputthetrayontopofthebedsidecabinet.Seeing

him backhomeisabitstrange,Ihaven’tgottentimetolookathis

burnthouseontheothersideoftheroad.

“Ibroughtyoubreakfast,”I’m onmyfeetbecausethere’snowhere

tosit.

“I’m nothungry,”hesays.

NowthisisthereasonwhyIdidn’twanttobeabiggerperson.I

toldHubobuthecorneredmeandmademeagreetocomeand

makeafoolofmyselfonceagain.

“Lookwho’sbeingungratefulnow?Itookmytimecookingforyou,

someonewhodoesn’tevenlikeme,because…”

Heblowsoutasigh,cuttingmeoff.

“Fine,Iwilleat,”hesays.

It’snotevenimportantforhim toeat,he’salreadyprovedtome

twicethathenolongereatsmyfood.

“No,don’tworry,I’llgiveittosomeoneelse.”Itakethetrayand

walktowardsthedoor.Icanfeelhotsteam comingoutofmy

noseandears,whydidIevencomehere?

“Whenisthesaleending?”

What?!



Ilookbackathim.He’snowlyingonhisbackwithhishands

crossedbehindhishead.

“Whatsale?”Whyam Istilltalkingtohim?

“Yourproducts’sale.Ihaveaskinbreak-out,Ineedtheorganic

soapandcream.”

It’sstrange,isn’t?Ican’tseeanythingonhisskin,I’m stillshocked

heknowsaboutthesaleatSkintureandhe’sinterestedin

purchasingproductsthathavemydarkfaceonthem.

“ItendsTuesday,nextweek,”Isay.

“Iwillpurchaseusingyourcode.”

Isheoneofmyfollowers?Itlookslikeheknowseverything.

“Isthistheattitudeyougiveyourbossestoo?”

I’m stillstandingatthedoorwiththetrayinmyhands.Whatishe

talkingaboutnow?

“Whichattitude?”Iask.

“Bringthefoodback,IsaidIwilleat.”

“Butbeforethatyousaid…”

“Thisattitude,”hesays.

I’m stillnotsurewhatattitudehe’sreferringto.

Iwalkbackinandputthetraybackonthecabinet.

Heshifts,makingspacebelowhisfeet,IguessI’m welcometosit

onhisbed.



Isit,takingalookaroundthesmallbedroom.I’m surehe’snot

copingbeingbackathome,inMaXulu’scare.It’soneofthe

thingsIknowhehatesbecauseonceMaXulurealizesyou’re

dependingonher,shestartscontrollingyou.

“Soyou’redatingthatmanwhowashereearlier?”

Mychestisrollingdrums.

“Me?Datingthatman?No.”

“You’renotdatinghim?”.

Clearingmythroat!Ilookaway.

I’m heretosolveissuesbetweenus,nottobeconfrontedabout

mydatinglife.

“HaveyouandMelatalked?”I’m gladhe’schangingthetop.

“Wehaven’tmetbutwedotextnow.”

“Howisshe?”He’saskingabouther,Melawouldthrowabash-

partyforthis.

“She’sokaynow,returningtoworksoon,”Isay.

Hepullsthesaucerandstartspeelingtheeggs.

“Doyoustillgotothegym?”

Hechuckles,“Wouldyouprefermetostop?”

“Toslowdown,theveinsinyourarmslooklikeelectriccables.”

Oops,maybethatwasn’tanicethingtosay.ButIcan’ttakeit

backnowandit’snotfarfrom thetruth.



“Ifbadlucksslowdown,I’m sureIcanslowdowntoo.Butit’sone

thingafteranother,workingoutistheonlythingthatbringsme

peaceofmind.”

“Addalcoholonthelist,”Isay.

“I’m notadrunkard,IhadonemomentwhereIfeltlikemywhole

lifewasajoke,thatImadesacrificesfornothing.Itwasadark

moment.”

“Whathappened?”I’m genuinelyconcerned.

“Nothingforyoutoworryabout.Thanksforbreakfast.Arrange

withMela,I’dliketotakeyououtforlunchsometimenextweek,”

hesays.

“MeandMela?”Shockmeagain!

“Yes,”

“Youknowshestillhasacrushonyou,right?”

“Really?”Hefrownsandthenchucklesandsprinklessaltonhis

egg.

“Yes,sodon’tleadheron.”

“I’m notthatkindofaman.Youshouldworryaboutthesangoma

you’redatingandyourmanagerwho’slivingadouble-life.”

Who’slivingadoublelife?

“Ntuthuko?”Myeyesarebulgingout.

“Yes,he’sanafter-nine,right?”



Ineedtobreathe,formyselfandonbehalfofhiswifeinthe

village.

“Howdoyouknow?”Idon’twanttobelievethis.

“Ididmyhomework,”hesays.

“Isthereanythingyoudon’tknowaboutme?”I’m notsurewhether

I’m pleasedtoknowthisorscared.

“Wehavepeoplebayingforourblood.Youdon’tthinkit’sserious

butIhavelostmanypeopletojustnotcarewhogetsinto

businesswithmyfamily.”

“Butyoudon’tlikeme,whydoyoucare?”

“Idon’tlikeyourattitude,notyouasaperson.I’m notyourmate,

soyouhavetowatchhowyoutalktome,othersmaybeokaywith

itbutI’m not.That’swhatyourefusetoacknowledge.”

“Idon’trefusetoacknowledgeit,Idon’tknowhowyouwantmeto

be.Iwasraisedtobefreetosayanythingonmymind.”

“That’swherewecollide,Iwasraisedtoberesponsibleformy

wordsandactions.TherearethingsIcan’tsay,thingsIcan’tdo

andsomeIhavetodowhetherIlikethem ornot.SoIgetangry

whenpeopledon’tpaybacktherespectIpaythem ordon’t

acknowledgetheeffortsI’vemadeforthem.NotthatI’m perfect,I

havemyflawstoo,butyoucannotentirelyputtheblameonme

whenyou’verefusedtobeasisterIwanted.Ifyoucanbeasister

thatIwant,whosays“please”and“thankyou”,anddoesn’tthrow

ruderemarksandthenfoldarmslikenothinghappened,thenIwill

bewillingtomeetyouhalfway.“



“Youmakemesoundlikeaspoilt-brat?”I’m appalled.

Idosay‘please’and‘thankyou’topeople.Icancountanumber

oftimesI’vesaidthattopeople.

“You’reaspoilt-brat,”hesays.

“No,I’m not.You’retheonlypersonwho’saccusedofsuch.”

“ImaginetellingLondekaHlongwanethatshe’saspoilt-brat,I’m

surethatperson’searswouldbeblockedfortherestofhislife,

he’dneedtowritehisapologyandputitonbillboardsandstand

ontopofthemountainstoretracthisstatement.”

“I’m notthatbad,”Irollmyeyes.

Helaughs,“Youare.”

Eventhoughhe’saccusingmeofsomethingI’m not,I’m gratefulI

madeanotherattempttohaveaconversationwithhim.It’sthe

longestwe’vetalkedinyears,maybewecanworkonour

relationship,bothofus.

“Sotellme,whatwasthatmansayingtoyouearlier?”

“Youknowhisname,”hesaysgivingmealook.

“No,Idon’t.”I’m likePeterdenyingJesus,he’sonepersoninthis

familythatIwouldneverbecomfortablediscussingmydatinglife

with.

“Itwasavisionorsomethinglikethat,Sikelelaisafather.”

Excuseme?!

“Whaaat?”



Heblowsoutasigh,“He’sonduty,I’m seeinghim lateraboutit.

It’saverycomplicatedmatter.”

Wow,I’m theauntatlast.

-

-

SIKELELA

Cominghomewasunplanned.Hedoesn’tknowwhyhismother

andSthembisoinsistedonhim takingthefirsttaxitoHlabathini

afterwork,hopefullynobodyisdead.

Heleavesshoppingbagsinthekitchen,it’sjustbreadsandhis

mother’sgoodies.Thenheproceedstotheverandawherethey’re

seated.

Theafternoonwindisblowingfaintly,infrontofSthembisoisa

glassand2Lofcold-drink.

Hegreets,theirresponsesareratherlowandlacedwithworry.

“What’sgoingon?”heaskslookingathismother.

Sthembisoclearshisthroat,“Howwasyourday?”

“CutitSguqa,whyam Ihere?Couldn’tyoutellmewhateveritis

onthephone,Ihavetogotoworktomorrow,I’m doingdayshift

thisweek.”

Thosedeepsighsandsharedglances!



“Ma?”Helooksatherwithhiseyebrowlifted.

“SomeonevisitedSthembisotodayinthemorning.Asangoma.

Hewasdeliveringnewsaboutyourbabies.”

Hefrowns,“Mybabies?”

“Yes,hesaidyourtwinshavebeenbornandthey’reconjoined.

Onlyoneofthem isgoingtosurviveafterthesurgery.”

He’shearingthisbutitjustnotrecording.Twins?Him?

“Ishearealsangoma?”He’snottryingtoinsultSthembiso’s

sangomabutthisoneisafakevision.

“Thequestionis,isthereanychancethatyouhadababyor

babiescoming?”–Sthembiso.

“No,”hesays.

Cebilegiveshim alook,“No?”

Hefrowns,“Yeah,Vumowasn’t…itwasn’tmeandthiswasn’ther

month.”

“Pleasecallher,ifnoneofthethingsthatmantoldmeearlier

matchthenI’llsayhejustcametolie.Butifit’saccuratethenwe

needtofindwherethosebabiesare,immediately.”

“I…I…Idon’thaveVumo’s…”

Hismotherpassesherphonetohim.Afewdaysagoshereceived

atextfrom Vumo,theymustcallthatnumberandfindoutwhat’s

goingon.NotevenoncehadsheeverdoubtedthatVumocould

becarryingSikelela’sbaby.



Sikelela’sfingerpausesonthescreen,heexhalesheavilyand

looksatSthembiso.

“Ihaven’tspokentoherinmonths.”Howishegoingtostart

askingheraboutthiscrazyvisionfrom amanhedoesn’teven

know?

“Sikelelacallher,wedon’thavetime,”Sthembisosays.

Hetakesafewstepsawayfrom them andexercisesafew

breathsbeforepressingthecallbutton.

Itringsanumberoftimes,justasheabouttodropthere’safaint

hello.

Deepbreath!

“Hey,it’sme.”

“It’syou,who?”

“Sikelela.”

Silence…

Heclearshisthroat,“Whereareyou?”

“I’m inthehospital.”

“Why?”Hisbreathisheldup.

ThiscannotmatchwhatthemantoldSthembiso.

“Igavebirthtotwobabies,”shesays.



“They’reconjoined?”heasks.

“Yes,howdoyouknow?”

Allhecandoissigh.Heslowlysinksdownonthecutgrasswitha

tremblinghand.

Sthembisorushestowardshim andsnatchesthephonefrom his

hand.

“Hello,”hesays.

“Ummm,hi.”

“I’m Sikelela’sbrother,whichhospitalareyouat?”

“QueenNandiHospital.”

“Thankyou.”

-

-

VUMO

Allalongshe’sbeenlongingandprayingforacallfrom Sikelela.

Shethoughtshe’djumpupanddownandswellinjoyhearinghis

voiceaftersuchalongtime.Butallshefeltwasnothingbut

hatred.She’spaidforhersins,morethansheshouldhave,even

herbabiessufferedinthemidstofitall.Therewasatimewhen

shewould’vewelcomedSikelelawithopenedarms,throwherself

onhisfeetandbegforhisforgivenessfortheumpteenthtime.

Thattimehaspassed,nowshe’samotherwaitingforthe



possibledeathofoneofhersons,orbothofthem.

Standingherelookingatthem,sotinywiththeirabdomensfused

together,paingripsherheart.

TwinBissaidtosufferfrom bronchopulmonarydysplasia.His

survivalchanceskeepdeclining,rightnowit’sobviousthatshe’s

goingtolosehim.

It’sbetterforhernottoevenstartbondingwithhim becausethat

wouldonlyendintearsforher.

ShesitsbyTwinA’ssideandshutshereyesforamoment,

collectingherself.Thisisthefirsttimeshe’sseeingthem inNICU.

“You’remylittlewarrior.Ican’tbelieveastinyasyouare,you’re

abletotakecareofyourbrotherandbecominghispillarof

strength.You’remylittlestar,shiningandgivingmehopewhen

darknessengulfsmylifeandthrowsdowninthepits.UyiNkanyezi

yami,Itrustyoutoholdonuntilwegetthefunds,thenthedoctors

willseparateyoufrom yourbrother.”Thisfeelslikeshe’sputtinga

burdenoverherbaby,he’snotevenfullydeveloped,noneofthis

shouldbehisresponsibility.

Shewipesateardroppingfrom hereyeandlooksatNkanyezi

again.Doingherbestnottolookatthenamelessone,TwinA.It’s

bestshedoesn’tevenrememberhislittleface.

“Butifyoufeellikeit’stoomuchit’sokayforyoutoputyourself

first.IknowthatyouloveyourbrotherbutI’dhatetolosebothof

you.MommylovesyouNkanyezi,aguardianangelisgoingto



comeandyou’regoingtogotosurgeryandhaveanormallife.”

Shesniffs,wipesanothertear.“Ican’twaittosleepwithyounext

tome,hopefullywithyourbrothertoo.”

Leavingthem ishardbuthertimeisup,shehastoreturntoher

wardwhereothermothersarebreastfeedingtheirbabies.She’s

wipingtearsoffherface,assheturnsandwalkstowardstheexit

doorshebumpsintoaman.He’stwoheadsshorterthanSikelela,

withmusculararmsandchiseledjawline.

He’swearingafacemaskandgloves.He’sstaringather,looking

abitdisturbed.

“Lookingforsomeone?”sheasks,tryingtomaskthepaininher

voice.

“I’m Sthembiso,Sikelela’sbrother,”hesays.

Ohthatmakessense,butwhograntedhim NICUvisit?

“Okay,”that’sallshecancomeupwithatthemoment.

“Iwantedtoseethem,Ihadachatwiththeheadofhospitalabout

transferringthem toRedCrossinCapeTown.I’vemadeafew

calls,they’llgetthebesthelptheyneed.”

ThisistheguardianangelshewastellingNkanyeziabout.Tears

ofjoyrolldownhercheeks.

“Thankyou,”shecracksthroughtears.

“Isawyoutalkingtooneofthem.”

“Nkanyezi,yes.”



“Younamedthem already?”

“IonlynamedNkanyezi.Idon’twanttogettooattachedtohis

brotherbecauseI’vebeentoldhemightnotsurvive,Iguessthat

makesmeaselfishmother,Ijustdon’twanttocrumblewhenthe

timecomes.”

HisAdam’sapplebobblesupanddown.Henodswithsympathy,

failingtokeephiseyesonher.

Shewalkspasthim,shehastoprepareherselfmentallyand

emotionally,Sikelelaishereaswell.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER36
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There’sadarkcirclebeneathhereye.It’sfadingawaybuthaving

knownthisfaceforyears,he’sabletoknowsomethinghappened

forhertolooklikethis.Whichthentakeshim backtothetexthis

mothertoldhim about.Hewassocaughtupintheflamesof

angerandbetrayalthathenevertookasecondtodigestandgive

herthebenefitofthedoubt.

Hecould’vehandledalotofthingsdifferently.Maybehewouldn’t

behere,standingnexttoherhospitalbedwithguiltslicinghis

heartapart.Morethanher,it’sabouthisbabiesthathe

abandoned.He’snothinglikehisfather,heshould’vebeenthere

everystepoftheway.Heshould’vefedhercravings,rubbedher

feetandbondedwithhisbabiesbeforetheycametotheactual

world.Nowhecouldlosethem beforeeverattemptinganykindof

bondwiththem.

Vumowalkstowardsherbed,shestillhasdifficultieswalkingdue

totheC-section,shepassesrightinfrontofhim withoutgranting

him asingleglance.Thereareothernewmotherswiththeir

babiesandrelativesvisitingthem.Onlyhisbabiesarenothere,

Sthembisowenttoseethem becausehe’sleadingthe

discussionsabouttheexpensesandeverythingthatthathasto

dowithtransfers,surgeriesandspecialists.



“Hey,”hesayswithhisvoicerumblinglow,lookingatVumowith

hiseyebrowslowered.

She’snottalkingnorlookingathim.

Heclearshisthroat,“Howaretheydoing?”

Herheadturns,hereyeshaveinstantlyturnedred,ragingwith

nothingbuthatred.

“Whoisthey,Sikelela?”sheasks.

Thisisadifficultquestion,atrapmaybe.Theyistheirtwins,their

sons.

“Oursons,”hisvoicecracksoutmorebroken.Admittingpaternity

ishardwhenyou’vedenied99times.Inthiscasetherewasno

needforDNAtestbecauseavisioncameandmatchedeverything

that’shappeningnow,nobodycould’vemadethisup,especiallya

stranger.

“Whatmakesyouthinkthey’reyours?Monthsagoyouwere

denyingmypregnancyandsayingI’m lying.Becauseofyou,my

mother’smarriageended,shehasnowheretogo,shehastobe

someone’sslavetogetaplateoffood.Ihadtoendure…”

Someoneisclearinghisthroat,interruptingtheintensemoment

beforeshecouldopenupabouttheabuse.

Sikeleladoesn’tturn,Vumodoes,withhereyesfilledwithtears.

Whensheseeswhoitis,shequicklywipesthem offanddrops

hereyes.

Thepersonwalkscloser,hepassesSikelelaandstandsatthe



othersideofthebed.

He’slookingSikelela,healreadyknowswhoheis.Justas

expected,he’scomeflyingafterhim,Mthokozisi,hasgone

throughtheupsanddownswithVumo.JustlikeMthokofeared,

heplannedafuturewithsomeonewhowasn’tfullyhis.Nomusa

hadtoldhim so,buthewastoostubbornandsoldwiththeideaof

havinghisownfamily.

Sikelelahasn’tacknowledgedthethirdpresenceyet,hiseyesare

stillonVumo.

“IhadareasontohavedoubtsVumo,”hesays.

“Nowyoudon’t?”sheliftshereyestohim,athousandtearsare

lockedbehindhereyelids.

“No,”hesays.

Sheinhalessharply,pullsapillowbeneathherheadandreleases

abreath.

“Areyouokay?”Mthokoasks,grabbingherhandandmassagingit.

Apartofhim isgenuinelyconcerned,she’salreadygoingthrough

alotregardingthetwins’conditionandnowthis.Buthim

grabbingherhandistoindirectlyintroducehimselftoSikelelaand

thepositionheoccupiesinVumo’slife.

“I’m good,”shesayswithaheavyexhalation.

InthatmomentSthembisowalksintakingoffthefacemask.His

eyeslandonMthokoholdingVumo’shand,afrowncreaseson

hisface.



“Whoisthis?”

Vumo’sfaceflusheshot.Theyshouldn’thavemetlikethis,or

evenmetatall.Mthokoshould’vebeenthepastbeforeherand

Sikelelareunite.

“MthokozisiGumbi,”shesays.

SthembisoturnstoSikelekawithhiseyebrowraisedinquestion.

“MthokozisiGumbi?”He’sconfused.

Sikelelaremainsquiet,showingnoemotion,whotheguyis

makesnodifference.

Sthembisoexhalessoftlylookingbackatthecoupleholding

handsinthebed.

“Canwehaveamoment,MthokozisiGumbi?Thisisaprivate,

familymatter.”

Mthokodoesn’tmove,insteadheholdsVumo’shandtighter.He

cannotbeexcludednow,he’sbeenwithVumosincedayone,

takingcareofhercravingsandclinicvisits.Ifit’saboutthetwins,

thenthat’shisfamily,he’sgoteveryrighttostandhere.

SthembisolooksatVumo,abitirritated.

“Doesn’tMthokozisihearZulu?”heasks.

Vumoclearsherthroatinembarrassmentandpullsherhand

from Mthoko.

“Pleasegiveusamoment,”shewhispers.

“What?”Mthokofrowns.



“Please.”

Hedrawsasharpbreath,nodshisheadslowlyandturnstoleave.

HepassesSikelelaandpauses.Heliftshiseyestohim,hemight

nothavethemoneythattheyhaveorhavemuscularbrotherslike

him,buthe’stwiceamanSikelelais.

“Youshouldbeashamedofyourself,”hesaysandheadsout.

There’sabriefmomentofawkwardsilence.ThenSthembisotells

them whathim andtheheaddoctortalkedabout.They’reflying

thebabiesandVumotoRondesboch,ateam ofspecialistshave

beenbookedtoassistthemedicalteam toseparatethetwinsas

soonaspossible.

“Howmuchisthatgoingtocost?Travelingandspecialists?”

Sikelelaasksinaheavy,brokentone.

“I’m payingforthespecialistsbecausethey’reundermyrequest.I

havetomakesurenothinggoeswrong,”hesays.

“Howmuch?IhavetoknowandstartbudgetinghowI’m goingto

payyouback.”

“Youdon’thaveto,it’syourfather’smoneyandhisrequest.”

Abriefpause…

Sikelelafrowns,“Whatdoyoumean?”

“It’shim whosentthesangoma,atleastthat’swhatthesangoma

toldme.HesaidImustmakesurenothinggoeswrongandbe

thereduringthesurgery.”



“Oh,sonowthathe’sdeadheacknowledgesthatI’m hisson?He

hasawilltohelpmewithmoney,”hesoundsungratefulbutwtf!

Thatmannevercontributedacenttohislifeandnowhewantsto

showupwhenhe’ssixfeetunderground,whenhecan’taskhim

anyquestions.

“ItwascomplicatedSikelela,maybeyou’llunderstandwhenmy

mothertellsyouwhatreallyhappened.Hedidn’thateyou,”

Sthembisosays.

“Sguqa,howmuchdoIneedtopayforthesurgery?”

“Youdon’thavetopayforitandIdon’twantyoutogetintodebts

forsomethingIcaneasilytakecareof.”

“Idon’twantMkhonto’smoney.”

“Fine,Iwillpaystraightfrom mypocket.”

“You’reyourfather’sson,nothankyou.”

“Sikelelathisisnotaboutyou.”

“It’smybabies,thisisdamnaboutme!”

Vumoreleasesaveryaggressivegruntthatshutsbothofthem up.

She’stearingup,lookingatSikelelawithsomuchanger.

“Howdareyou!You’renotgoingtostandinthewayofmysons

gettinghelpbecauseofyourfatherissues.Youwanttopayfor

thesurgerynow,afterbeingabsentwhenIneededyouthemost.

Howisthatdifferentfrom yourfatherwhowantstobetherefor

younow?I’m notgoingtoletyouregokillmybabies.”

He’squiet,hiseyesinflamedandturningredinstantly.



VumobreathessharplyandlooksatSthembiso.

“Aretheygoingtolive,bothofthem?”

ThequestionchokesSthembiso,hejustgagslookingatSikelela

tryingtofindabetterwayofsayingit.

Vumonodsconsciously;shegetsit.

“Isee,onlyNkanyeziisgoingtolive.”Itbreaksher,deepdownher

hearthasbeenshatteredfrom theveryfirstdayshediscovered

thenews.Shehadtofindacopingstrategywhichwasdealing

withalossthatwasyettocome;mourningtheothertwinbefore

heactuallydies.

“They’rebothgoingtobefine,that’swhatspecialistsaretherefor,

tomakesurenothinggoeswrong.Youhavetobondwithbothof

them,”Sthembisosays.

“WhatifIloseoneofthem?Thenwhat?Theselastsevenmonths

havebeenthehardesttimeofmylife,Idon’twanttocry

anymore.”

Sikeleladropshiseyes.HecouldpunchMthoko’steethoutfor

whathe’sdonetoVumo,buthecan’tbecausehe’stheonewho

threwVumotothewolves.

“They’regoingtolive,”Sthembisoassuresher.“Theysaymothers

haveaspecialconnectionwiththeirbabies.Ijustneedyoutobe

emotionallysupportiveoftheothertwinaswell,Ithinkheneeds

hismothertoo.”

Sheshutshereyes,coversherfacewithherhandsandweeps



softly.Inthewholeward,she’stheonlyonefacingthischallenge.

Issheabiggersinnerthanallthewomenhere?

“Youwillfindmeinthecar,”SthembisosaystoSikelela,excusing

himselftogivethem space.

It’sbeenmonths,timehaspassed,she’snotcomfortablewith

him juststandingandstaringather.

Shewipesherfaceandlooksathim,“Leave!”

“Vumo,I’m sorry.”

“LeaveSikelela,whyareyouhere?Youdon’tcare,allyoucared

aboutwasavirginity.Notme,notmybabies!Idon’thavethe

virginityandI’m notgoingtogetitbackwhetherIlikeitornot.”

“Canwenotfight?I’dlikeyoutobeemotionallystrong,notforme

butforthem.”

Vumochuckles,“Emotionallystrong?Saysthepersonwhohas

destroyedmethemost.”

Sikelelaexhalesheavily,takesastepclosertoherbedandtriesto

holdherhand.Sheaggressivelyslapshim away.

“MaGodide,”hepleads.

“Sikeleladon’t!”

Heholdsherhanddespitethatprotest.

“YouknowhowIfeelaboutbeingafather,don’tdenymethat

chancebecauseofwhathappenedbetweenus.Wecantalkabout



it,youcanbemadatmeforabandoningyou.Iwillallowyouto,if

that’swhatyouneedtoheal.”

“Idon’tknowhowyoufeelaboutbeingafatherSikelela.Ijust

knowhowdesperateyouwanttobetheoppositeofwhatyou

thinkyourfatherwas.Andyou’renotgoingtousemybabiesfor

thatgame,continuesingingthesongyouweresingingseven

monthsago.”

He’sfrustratedbecausethisisn’ttherighttimeforallthis.He

wantstobesupportive,tostarthisjourneyasafather.

“It’snottoolateVumo,whydon’tyouwantmetobehere?”

“It’stoolate.I’vealreadyprotectedmybabiesonmyownand

took…”Shecan’tbreathe!Herchestistighteninganddry,tears

arepouringoutagain.

“Youmeanhealmosthurtmysons?”

Noanswer.

“Vumo,didthatMthokozisiofyourstrytohurtmysons?”

“No,”shesays.There’snowayshe’sgoingtoallowbloodtobe

shedinthishospital.

“IfhedidI’m goingtokillhim.”

“You’renotgoingtokillanyone.”

Heshakeshisheadandbreaksashortchuckle.

“I’m comingbacklater.Doyouneedanything?”

Shepicksherphoneandkeepsbusy-pretendsto.



Hewalksout,adeepsighescapeshermouth.

-

-

Mthoko

Hewalksbackin,it’sjustafewminutesbeforethevisitinghour

ends.Heshould’veleftandwenthome,he’dgonethroughenough

embarrassmentfortheday.ButlikeNomusasaid,he’sdumb-

he’sstillhere.

“Areyouokay?”Vumoasks.

Sheknowshe’snotokay,sohedoesn’tanswer,hejustsits.

“TomorrowweareflyingtoCapeTown,”sheannounces.

“Congratulations!”Hedoesn’tsharetheexcitement,he’scold.

“It’snotavacation,youcan’tsaycongratulations,”Vumosays.

“Butit’safamilyreunion,right?”

“No,”shedenies.

Amomentofsilencepasses,Mthokoislookingdownathis

hands.

Thenhelooksup,“Youmademefeeluselessaftereverything

we’vebeenthrough,justbecausetheyaffordthingsIdon’thave.”

“BecauseIaskedyoutogiveusamoment?”Vumofrowns.



“Youdidn’tstandupforme.Vumo,I’vebeenstandingupforus,

foryouandthebabies,from myfriendsandfamily.Iendured

labelsandmockery,allbecauseIbelievedinus.Andthisiswhat

youdotomefirstdayyourbabydaddyarrives?Exactlywhatmy

sisterssaidyou’ddo.”

“Andyoubeatmeupforitafterdoingallthatforme,Idon’towe

youanythingMthokozisi.”

“I’m notsayingyouowemesomething,I’m…”

“Good!”

Heinhalessharply,“I’m justsayingyouhavetomakeyourexand

hisbrotherrespectme.”

“Whycan’tyoumakethem respectyou?You’reaman,soarethey.

Whydoyouneedmetostepinanddosomething?”

Hischesttightens,heexercisesafewbreathstocollecthimself.

“Arewestilltogether?”Heneverthoughthe’dbeaskingthis

questiontoday-sosoon.

“That’sagoodquestion,”shesays.

“Vumocomeon,Iloveyou.Iwasn’tperfect,yes.Butyousawmy

efforts,Istoodbyyou,Isupportedyouandlovedyouthebestway

Icould.”Hiseyesburnup.Heshutsthem withhisfingersand

exhalesheavily.

Helooksather,eyesbloodshot.“You’retheonlythingcloseto

happinessthatIhave.YouknowwhereIcomefrom,howhardmy

lifehasbeen,pleasedon’thurtmelikethat.Ideserveachance,



justlikeeveryoneelse.”

“Idon’twantastepfatherformybabies.Idon’twanttoconfuse

them,theycanonlyhaveonefatherandthat’sSikelela,”Vumo

says.

“Yousaidwearegoingtobeparents,meandyou.”

Vumosighs,“Seriously,I’m notdoingthisnow,Ihavealotgoing

on.”

“Areyougoingtocomebackhomefrom CapeTown?”

“Home?HhayiboMthoko!”

“You’remakingmelookstupid.”Helooksdownandshamefully

covershisface.

Vumopicksherphoneandscrollsdownhermessages.Atleast

theyhaven’tdrawnanyattentionfrom othernewmothers,thisis

justridiculous.

“Iwillbringyousomeclotheslater,”hesaysliftinghishead.

“Youdon’thaveto,I’llbewearingahospitalgownanyway,”she

says.

“Youdon’twantmearound?”

Shesighs,“Youcancomebuthe’scomingbacktoo.”

“Iwillcome!”

Shedidn’texpectthat.Herbrowsfurrow,whyishesuddenthis

brave?



-

-

SIKELELA

Huboofferedtocomeandfetchhim from thehospital.Hewas

comingtoobutsomethingcameup.There’ssomeonehe

rememberedsomewhereintownandwentthere.Notsurprising,

right?He’sHubo,heknowspeoplefrom allplaces.

ThetaxidropsSikelelaoppositethehospital,he’scarryinga

shoppingbagwithcosmeticshethoughtVumomightneedinthe

hospitalandfoodiebag.WhenhewenttoAckermanslookingfor

prematurebabyclothesstoreworkerstoldhim toholdhishorses

alittlebitandlaughedbehindtheirhands.

Hecrossestheroaddeeplyfocusedonhisthoughts.Hedoesn’t

noticetwomenwalkingtowardshim untiltheybumpontohis

chest.

“Watchwhereyou’regoing,”onesays.

Hewasgoingtosaysorrybutnowhe’sgotnoreasonto.He

pusheshiswaybetweenthem andgetblockedbyone’sarm.

Hecan’tactcrazy,he’safathernow.Heinhalessharply,turns

backtothemanlockingeyeswithhim forthefirsttime.It’s

Vumo’sscumbag.

“Nowyoureyesareopen,”Mthokosaysashisbrowsfurrowin

confusion.



“Areyoutryingtofightme?”Sikelelaasks,he’snotinsinuating

anything,justgettingtothebottom ofit.

Ittakesasplitsecond,theotherguyplungesaknifebelowhis

rightarm.Thebagsinhishandsdroptothegroundashetriesto

fightback.Theguywiththeknifeaimsforhischestbuthe

managestoholdhishand,notknowingthatMthokohasacudgel.

Itlandsandcracksbehindhishead.

Hefallsdownonthegroundjustaspeoplestartscreamingand

callingforhelp.Mthokoandhispartnerrunoff.

Thefirstsecurityguardtoarriveatthescenecheckshispulse.

He’sstillalive.

Twoothersecurityguardsrushtocarryhim insidethehospital

beforeit’stoolate.He’sbleedingalotfrom hisrightsidewith

severalknifewounds.
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SIKELELA

CHAPTER37

HUBO

Sikelelaisirritating,whythehellishenotpickingupthephone?

Hetriesonelasttime,thistimeifSikeleladoesn’tpickuphewill

walkbacktoHlabathini.Heshouldbeactingcar-less.

“Hello,”afemaleanswers.

Hubofrowns.ThisisnotlikeSikelela,thismeanshe’shookedup

withanurseinsidethehospital.“Sho,whereisSikelela?”heasks.

“You’rehisfamily?”

“Yes,I’m yourbrother-in-law.Whereareyoukeepinghim?”

“Sir,yourbrotherisinthehospital,”thewomansays.

“Iknow,I’m outsidewaitingforhim.”

There’sabriefsigh…

“He’sfightingforhislife.Hewasstabbedbytwomenoutside

QueenNandihospitalearlierandrushedhere,toNgwelezane

hospital.”

“No,youcan’tbetalkingaboutmybrother.Ishedark-skinned?No,

notdark,Imeanblack-black,withaMohawkcut?”

“Yes,hisidentitycardwaswithhim.He’sunderintensecareunit

foradvancerespiratorysupport.”



Hishandslowlydropsdowntohislap,thecallisstillongoing,he

cursesinalowvoice.

Eventhoughhedidn’tknowSikelela’senemiescouldreachthe

streetsofEmpangeni,hestillfeelslikethisishisfault,hechose

tohook-upwithanexinsteadofstayingwithhisbrotherand

protectinghim.HehastoreporttoSthembisoandtellhim he

didn’taccompanySikelelatothehospitalbutwenttokwaNhliziy’

ngiyiseinstead.Thatwilldefinitelygosouthbuthewilldothat

oncehe’sseenhowbadthesituationis,thenbeforetheweek

endshewillfindwhoeverdidthistoSikelelaandreunitethem

withtheirmaker.

He’snotgoingtopanic,nowisnotthetimeforthat.Heclutches

onthewheel,presseshardontheacceleratorandfollowsthe

UnionStreet,headingtowardsSmithStwhilerecitingasilent

prayer.

He’snotletintoseeSikelelarightaway.Ittakesthelastdropof

patienceforhim tosittwohoursonthewaitingchairs,staringat

thenurseswalkingupanddowninfrontofhim,notgivingadamn

abouthispresence.

He’sfinallyattendedbythematronwhoexplainstheseverityof

Sikelela’swoundsandhowmuchbloodhelost.He’sinacritical

conditionbutthere’shope.

Aftertwominutesofbegging,he’sletintoseehim forfive

minutes.



Seeinghim sohelpless,breathingthroughthemachines,brings

tearsinHubo’seyes.Buthewon’tcrybecauseheknowshow

strongSikelelais,he’snotgoingtodie.

“Bafoangithingekeungshiye?”Hewantsassurancefrom Sikelela

thathe’snotgoingtoleave.ButSikelelaissedated,hecannot

givehim theassurance.

“IknowI’m aheadachebutyourpresencehascomfortedme.You

cameintomylifewhenIneededyouthemost.Havingyoubymy

sidehasmademyhealingjourneyeasierafterlosingubaba,

you’reeverythingandmoreofwhathewas.Thewayyoutolerate

me,hatemewhenI’m aroundandcallmetenminutesafterI’ve

left;thosearethethingsthatmakeyoutheuniquebrother.It

didn’ttakeyoulongtounderstandme.YouandItakeadvices

from oneanother,youcannotmakeanydecisionwithoutme.

Whenit’stimeforyoutodie,youwillseekadvicefrom mefirst.

I’m goingtocomebacktomorrowmorning,Ihavetotakethe

thingsyouboughtforVumotoher,thenurseskeptthem.And

thenI’m goingtocallhomeandletthem knowyou’rehere.”He

takesabriefpauseandexhalesheavilythinkingaboutthechaos

that’sabouttobreakwhenMaXuluandCo,CebileandLondeka

findoutaboutthis.Whydidn’tSgcinoseethiscomingthough?He

hastoaskhim thenexttimeheseeshim.Selective

sangomahoodwon’tbetolerated!

“Bafo,ifyougetthechanceaskforthenumberofaslim nurse

withblondehaircutforme.Ithinkshecanmakemeforgetabout

Ayanda.Thinkingaboutonegirleverydaybeforegoingtobedand

tryingtofindloveknowingverywellthatyourheartisstill



somewhereelsesucks.”Hetakesadeepbreathandchuckles.

“DoyouthinkIhavebadlucks?AtleastVumolovedyou,lookat

younow,you’reafather.Sthembisohadawifewholovedhim

witheverythingshehad.Butme,Idon’thaveanystoryexceptthat

Ihaveanexwhom Istillloveverymuchandwillneverget.Damn,

Ishouldn’tbeheretalkingaboutmyself.Getmetheblonde

nurse’snumber,Iwillfindpeoplewhodidthistoyoubeforethis

weekends.”

Someoneclearsthethroatbehindhim.Theblonde-hairnurse,

hopefullysheheardhim,thatwouldcutthechasing.

“Yourtimeisup,”herattitudeisn’tprettylikeherface.

“Iwasleaving,”hesays.

Sheraiseshereyebrow,he’sstillstandingnexttothebedstaring

ather.

“Thenpleaseleavesir,Ihavetodomyjob,”shepleads.

HeglancesatSikelela,“Iwillseeyoubafo,tomorrowbeupand

talking.Yoursister-in-lawisaskingmetoleavenow.”

Thenurselooksannoyed,she’sthatfeistytype,whichismore

intriguing.Buthe’snotgoingtomakeanymove,there’sa

situationhim andhisfamilyhastodealwithfirst.

Onsecondthought,leavingthehospitaltoQueenNandi,hecalls

Sthembiso.Thesoonertheyfindoutthebetter.

“Hlongwane,”hesaysinaloweredvoiceasSthembisopicksup.



“Mahubowhat’sup?”Sthembisoisalreadysuspicious,Hubo

doesn’tgethumblefornoreason.

“There’sasituationhere.Sikelelawasattackedandstabbedby

twoguys,he’sinhospitalaswespeak.”

“What?When?How?Wherewereyou?”Thisiswhathedidn’t

want,thepanic!

“He’salive,justinneedofrespiratorysupportandblood

transfusion,”hesays.

“Respiratorysupport?”That’sabigwordforSthembiso,this

meansSikelelacannotbreatheonhisownandthatmeanshe

mightdie.

“Yes,buttheysayhe’sgoingtobefine,”Huboassureshim.

“IsittheMshengusagain?”It’snotanobsession,theywillalways

comefirstinhismindwheneversomethingbadhappenstohis

family.Theydeservethat.

“Idon’tknowbutI’m goingtofindoutverysoon,”Hubosays.

“I’m coming,”-Sthembiso.

“Bettercomeinthemorning.Fornowcallhismotherandlether

know.I’m onmywaytodropthethingsheboughtforVumo.”

“Don’ttellheraboutthis,”Sthembisosays.

“Why?She’sgoingtoaskquestions,youknowshedoesn’tlikeme

because…”

“HubojustdowhatItellyoutodo!”



Hesighs,“Okay,wheremustIsayhe’sat?”

“Saytherewasanemergency,hehadtocomehome.”

“I’m notagoodliarbutI’lltry.”

Vumohateshim,that’swhyhewasgoingtopickSikelelaoutside

thegate-toavoiddrama.Butnowhehastogothereandfaceher.

Alothappenedbetweenthem,from smashingbehindSikelela’s

backtohim spillingthebeanstoSikelelacausingthem tobreak

upwhenhefoundouttheywerebrothers.Obviouslynowshe

hateshim tentimesworse.Unfortunatelythistimehe’stheuncle

ofherchildren,they’refamily.

-

-

STHEMBISO

HehadMaXuluandMaDlaminiinthecarcomingfrom the

shoppingcentrewhenHubo’scallcame.Itwasgoingtotakelong

forhim todrivetoMashobatodropthem offandcomebackto

Hlabathiniagain.Sohejusttooktheoff-ramptowardsMganwini

andheadedtotheDlamukas,withhismothersinthecar.

MaXuluknowsCebilefrom picturesandshewastoldabouther

astheseniorwife.Butshe’sneverfeltconnectedtohertheway

sheistoMaDlaminiandMaJiyane.Notbecauseshedidn’tgeta

ringonherfinger,somethingaboutthewayMkhontofeltabout

herrubbedherthewrongway.AndshebirthedaHlongwane



markedchild.EventhoughMkhontokepthisdistancefrom

Sikelela,MaXuluknewhecarriedhim inhisheartandthrough

Londeka.UnfortunatelySthembisohadtogothroughthemostfor

thattohappen.Hisneedswereignoredthemost,atsomepoint

hehadtoprovehimselftwicebeforegettingacknowledgement

from Mkhonto,ifhegotany.Drivingtrucksduringweekendsand

deliveringsandandblockstocustomers,helpingoutatthe

hardwarestoreandjugglingitallwithhisbusinessstudies,

withoutanygratitudefrom Mkhonto.ButLondekashowingupat

thehardwarestoreandsmilingattheworkerswithherarms

foldedwasmetwithashowerofcomplimentsandgifts.MaXulu

hadtostepin,beforehersonfeltcompletelyabandoned,and

unfortunatelyintryingtofillthatgaptherewasacrackinher

relationshipwithLondeka.

ApartofherblamedCebilebecauseifitwasn’tforher,her

childrenwould’vegrowninawarm housereceivingequallove

from theirparents.

“Youknowyourwayaround,”shesaysfrom theback,as

SthembisoparksbelowtheDlamukahomestead.

“I’vebeenheretwice,”hesays.

ShelooksatMaDlamini;theyshareafrown.

“Heretodowhat?”theyaskinunison.

“Toseeumama,”Sthembisosaysopeninghisdoorandclimbing

out.

“Umama?”MaXuluraiseshereyebrow.



MaDlaminichuckles,“It’sjustoutofrespect.”

“Iwillwaitinthecar.”

“Comeonsisi,let’sgoinsideandcheckhowshelives.This

personwasthesidechickofourhusband.”

“You’dthinksomeonewasjustasidechicknotknowingshe

ownedyourman’sheartmorethanyoudo.”

MaDlaminifrowns,“Meaning?”

“Meaninglet’ssitinthecar,wewillseeherinthemeeting.”

Thisdoesn’tsettlewellwithMaDlaminibutsheremainsseated.

Sthembisodoesn’tbotherwiththem,heheadstowardstheyard

withhisphoneagainsthisear.He’sonthecallpostponinghis

meetingwithhislatewife’slover.He’stheonlypersonwhocan

givehim thedesperatelyneededclosurerightnow.DidZimelove

him thewayhethoughtshedid?

Hedropsthecallandslidesthephoneintohispocket.Cebileis

alreadystandingatthedoor,herinstinctshavebeensubtlytelling

hersomethingbadbutshehasn’tbeenabletoputafingeronit.

NowSthembisoishere,lookingallbrokenandscared.

“Where’smysonSthembiso?”shedemandstoknow,tappingher

fingersonthewallrestlessly.

“Ma,canwesit?”

Sit?No.



“He’smyworld.Myonlyson.TheonlyfamilythatIhave.Whereis

he?Yousaidhewascomingbackthisevening,”shesays.

Sthembisoexhalesheavily,unabletolookatherintheeye.

“HewasattackedinEmpangeni.He’sinthehospitalrightnow

gettingallthehelpheneeds.I’m sorryMa.”

“Youleftwithhim Sthembiso.Youweren’tsupposedtoleavehim

there,hehasenemieseverywhereandhe’salwaysreadytofight.”

“Hubowassupposedtobewithhim,IhadtotakeMaXuluand

MaDlaminitotheshopsand…lookMa,itwasamistakeandwe

aregoingtomakesurejusticeisservedandhegetsallthehelp

heneeds.”

Shepullsachairandsitshopelessly.

“Andthebabies?”

“They’regoingtobeokay.Iwillmakesureofit.”

“Imadeamistake,Ishould’vehandledthisonmyown,he’sbeen

minesincebirth.Nowbothhim andhissonsarefightingfortheir

lives,I’vebeenwarninghim aboutthiswholeHlongwane

nonsense,lookwhat’shappeningnow!”She’sonherfeetpacing

upanddown.Sthembisoremainssilent,maybetheydeservethis,

afterallitwastheHlongwaneswhoweresupposedtohandlethis

matterandthey’refailingrightfrom thebeginning.

Sheturnsherfacetohim,“Whodidthis?”

“Huboisinvestigating,”Sthembisosays.

“IsHuboadetective?”



Clearingthroat…

“No,he’snot.”

“GetseriousSthembiso!”

Henods,“Wewillfindthem,Ipromise.”

“Youhavetotakemetomyson.”

“Huboisthere,wewillgointhemorning,Istillneedtotakemy

mothershome.”

Shefrowns,“They’rehere?”

“Inthecaroutside.Don’tworryaboutthem,you’llmeetthem

whenthetimeisright.”

“ButIhavetoofferthem adrink.”

“No,don’tworry,”hequicklydismissesit.Heknowsthey’regoing

tojudgeherwaterorwhateveritisthatshewantstoofferthem.

Hisfatherswivesaredramaqueens,rightnowheneedsno

drama.

-

-

HUBO

Novisitorsareallowedatthishourbutanexceptionwasmade

forhim becausethenursesunderstandthesituation.Theyshow

him Vumo’sbed,she’slyingonhersidescrollingherphone.



“Makawele,youhaveavisitor,”thenursetellsher.

Sheliftsherheadslowly,afrownspreadsacrossherfacewhen

sheseesHubo.NeitherMthokoorSikelelacamebackinthe

afternoonaspromised.She’smadatbothofthem,Huboshowing

upismakingitevenworse.

“Whyareyouhere?”Hervoiceishushed,othermothersare

sleepingwiththeirbabies.

“IwassentbySikelela,”Hubosays.

“Whereishe?Whydidn’thecomeherehimself?”

“He’shome,there’sanemergency.WhereshouldIputthisstuff?

Itsmellslikepillsandneedlesinhere.”

Sheblowsalowsighandshowshim thebedsidecabinet.Ifitwas

uptohertheywouldn’tbeclose,him andSikelela.Their

relationshipisgoingtomakeherlifeawkwardmovingforward.

“Howareyou?”heasks.

He’sstillstanding,sigh!

“I’m goodHubo,”shesays.

“Andthebabies?”

“Theotheroneisstrongandtheotheronenotsostrong.I’m

hopingforthebestwhilepreparingfortheworst.”She’snot

supposedtobevulnerablewithHubo,therecan’tbeanysortof

friendshipbetweenthem—he’soneofthebiggestmistakesshe

madeinthislife.



“They’llbefine,theirfatherisstrong,I’m suretheyhavesomeof

hisfightinggenes,”Hubosays.

“Nkanyezi,maybe.Theotheroneisveryfragile,evenwithlooks,

he’snothinglikeSikelela.”

“Theyalreadyhavelooks?Aren’ttheypremature,likerodents?”

Rodents,really?Sherollshereyesandpicksherphonelooking

irritated.

“Ididn’tmeantooffendyou,I’m justtryingtounderstand.Sothe

otheroneisgoingtolive,guaranteed?”

“Nkanyeziisgoingtoleaveifthey’reseparatedsooner.I’m just

worriedaboutwhatmysistertoldme.”

“Whatdidshetellyou?”

“Thattwinsaretwisted.MaybeIwillbeshockedafterthesurgery

whenthetwinIleastexpectedcomesoutalive.”

“Butthatwouldbestillgreat,right?”heasks.

“He’sgotyourfaceandnose.”

Hefrowns,“Who?Theothertwin?”

“Yes,”shenods.

“Isthatwhyyouhaven’tnamedhim andreferringtohim asthe

“other”twin?Becauseyou’rescaredhemightsurviveandlooklike

me?”

“Ofcoursenot,Ilovethem bothbutIhavetobementallyprepared

forwhateverhappensafterthesurgery.”



“Fuckyou,Vumo!Fuckyou,okay?”

“Hubo!”

He’sleaving.Vumocanhatehim allshewantsbutthatshouldn’t

comebetweenherandSikelela’sbabies.Whethertheothertwin

lookslikehim ornot,he’sSikelela’sandSikelelawouldbeadickif

hethinksotherwise.Him andVumohappenedwaybeforeshefell

pregnantandbrokeupwithSikelela.They’veworkedthroughthat

asbrothers,theycannottakeanotherstepbackjustbecauseone

ofthebabieslooklikehim.He’saHlongwane,thiswon’tbethe

firsttimeachildlookslikeanuncle.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER38

TheyleftKZNwithoutSikelela.AsmuchasVumohadbeen

unwelcomingandtellinghim shewantsnopartofhim inthe

twins’life,leavingwithouthim seeingthem offwasabit

unsettling.She’sbeenfightingbacktearsandswallowingalump

that’sbeenstuckinherthroatfrom themomenttheyflewoutof

KZN.

SthembisowasalreadyinCapeTownwhentheyarrived.He’s

beenverysupportiveandhands-onwitheverydecisionmade.The

surgeryroom wasclearedforthetwins,itcouldtakeover24

hoursforthem tobeseparated.

Sthembisowalksintotheroom she’sbeenputin.UnlikeHubo,

she’srespectfulandhumbletowardshim.Notonlybecausehe’s

payingforthesurgeryexpenses,hischaracteriscommanding,

he’snothinglikeHubo.

“Areyouokay?”HehasaMcDonald’sfoodiebag.Shehasn’t

eatenthechickenheboughtherearlier,herstomachcan’ttake

anythingatthemoment.

“I’m anxious,”shesays.

Hepullstheplasticchairandsits.

“WhyisSikelelanotcallingorevensendingamessage?Ithought

hewasreadytobeafather.”Thishasbeenbotheringhersince



yesterday.MaybeshewastoohardonSikelela,sheallowed

frustrationtotakeoverherjudgment.

“You’llunderstandwhenheexplains.Hewantstobeheremore

thananythingbutunfortunatelythere’sasituationhecannot

control,”Sthembisosays.

“Ishegoingtocomeafterhandlingthatsituation?”sheasks.

“Icannottell,allIcansayisthathe’sreadytobeafather,

everyoneisexcited.”He’snotansweringthequestion,he’sjust

doinghisjobasabrother;makingsureshechannelsher

emotionstotherightplacefornow.

“Ifhedoesn’tcomethatmeansfrom hereIwillbegoingbackto

Mthoko.Thistimeitwillbeharderbecausehemightharm the

boystoo,whenhe’sdrunkheloseshismind.”Sheshouldn’tbe

openingupaboutherrelationshipwithMthokotoSikelela’s

brother,butthepossibilityofgoingbackscaresher.

Sthembiso’sshockinvitesaslightfrownonhisface.“Whatare

youtryingtosay?”

“Ihadaverydifficulttimeduringmypregnancy.EvenifIshowed

youthescarsonmybodyitwouldn’trevealtheamountofpain

I’vegonethrough.NeverinmylifehadIeverthoughtI’dbe

sexuallyabusedandconvincemyselfit’snotthatdeepbecause

hewasdrunk.Tobeslapped,punchedandkickedlikeadonkey,

andstillpickaplateanddishfortheverysameperson.Duringmy

reignasthegirls’leader,Italkedaboutthesethings,Iadvised

girlstoneverputupwithabuse,toalwayschoosethemselves.I

guessI’m justnotawomanofmywords,I’vedonetheopposite



ofeverywordIattachedtothosegirls.”

SthembisoknowsherhistorywithSikelelaandtheencountershe

hadwithHubo.Noneofthatsuitsthisyoung,beautifulgirlhe

seesinfrontofhim.Hecannotjudgeherbecausehe’sneverlived

adayinhershoes.Butonethingheknowsofishowharditisto

havepeoplelookuptoyouandexpectyoutobeasampleof

perfection.

“Icannotstaywithmymotherinonehouseandseehercry

herselftosleepeveryday,knowingverywellthatmyactionsgot

herkickedout.Ithadbeenlongtimecomingbutdespite

everythingtheywentthroughintheirmarriage,theyhaddoneone

thingright-me.Ibecamethegluetotheirmarriage.Andone

mistakeruinedmylife,mysister’s,mymother’sandobviously

Sikelela’s.I’m angrywithmyself,maybeeverythingMthokoput

methroughwasapunishmentfrom God.Fine,Ideservedthat.

Butwhatdidmybabiesdowrong?”Sheliftshereyesto

Sthembiso,they’remoistwithtears,thisistoomuchforone

person.

“Nobodydeservestobeabused,MakaWele.Don’tputthaton

yourself,youhaveyourownproblemswhichyou’rebraveenough

todealwith,withouthurtinganyone.Unfortunatelysomepeople

arecowards,they’dratherabuseandinflictpainonothersthanto

confronttheirrealissues.You’reyoung,you’vemademistakes,

weallhave.You’renotresponsibleforanyone’smarriageor

relationshipexceptyours.Don’tburdenyourselfandholdyourself

responsibleforeveryproblem underthesun.Thisisthemost

difficultdayofyourlife,youneedtofocusonthat.”



Sheshrugs,tearsdroppingdownonhercheeks.

“IguessIjustneededSikelelaherewithmesothatwecanface

thisdaytogether.Butizonozikamamaziwelaezinganenizakhe,

right?”

“Youwillunderstandhisreasonsfornotreachingout.Please

wipethosetears,rechargeyourspiritandcomeseeyourbabies

beforetheyundergosurgery.”

Shenods,wipingherfacewiththesleeveofhergown.

-

-

It’sthirtyminutesbeforethesurgery.BothVumoandSthembiso

arewiththetwinsintheirincubator.Theothertwinlookseven

morefragile,lookingathim knowingthattodaymaybethelast

timesheseeshim breaksher.Sikelelagrewupaloneasachild,

heneverhadthebondthatthesetwo.WhymustGoddothisto

herbabies?Shewantstowatchthem growoldtogether,todress

them inmatchingtracksuitsandconfusetheirnames.Shewants

thatcrazylifeofbeingatwinsmother.

“He’ssocute,”shesaysinalowwhisper.

Sthembisoclearshisthroatandstepscloser.Hiseyesareon

Nkanyezi.He’sgivenhisinstructiontothesurgeonleadingthe

medicalteam.Ifthere’sanytwintobesacrificedithastobe

Nkanyezi.Thisissomethinghe’sgoingtolivewithfortherestof

hislife.Nkanyeziisastronglittleboyandhe’sdoneagreatjob

supportinghisbrotherwithhisbloodtothisday.Thatalone



provesthathe’sgoingtotakeafterhisgrandfather;he’sbrave.

Andthat’ssomethingthefamilycan’thave,sohe’sgiven

permissionforalargerpartofthelivertobegiventotheother

twin.

“Youhavetogivehim aname,”he’stellingVumo.

Shenods,“Iknow,I’m stillthinkingaboutit.Ithastobe

meaningful,justlikeNkanyezi-hisbrother’sshiningstar.”

Amomentofsilencepasses,they’restaringattheboyslikeit’s

thelasttimetheyseebothofthem.Sthembisotakesouthis

phoneandsnapsanumberofpictures,focusingmoreon

Nkanyezi’sface,thefirstinnocentlifehemightberesponsibleof

destroying.

“Osang’elibanzielingavulwaabantukazanangobalivalwezihlangu

zamadoda!”

Vumoturnstohim withaslightfrown-wheredidthatcomefrom?

“They’reablessing,bothofthem,intheiruniqueways.Godmade

nomistake,”hesays.

Justconfusing!Shesmilesawkwardlyandlooksbackatthe

babies.

“Thisisn’tgoodbye,itcan’tbe,”shewhispersunderherbreath.

Thisisdirectedtobothofthem,thisisnotgoodbye.

-

-



LONDEKA

Ididn’tthinkI’dbesobrokenmeetingmyfriendforthefirsttime

sincetheaccidentandallthatdrama.Hubosayshecannow

breatheonhisownandtalkbutunlessIseehim formyself

nothingwillputmeatease.AtthispointIdon’tevenknowwhat

tothink.Idon’tthinktheMshengusarestillonourcase,even

thoughIwouldn’tbesurprisediftheyare,butthisisjustpurebad

luck.Howcanonefamilygothroughsomuch?

Melaislookingallglamorousandspiffy.It’snotawkwardaswe

boththoughtitwasgoingtobe,wehugbeforesettlingonour

table.

“MsEmbassador!”she’sbeamingwithpride.

“Yesgirl,”Isayraisingmyhandforahighfive.

Asexpected,thefirstpartofourconversationisallthings

Skinture.Theserviceisabitslowhere,we’vebeenwaitingforour

drinksforovertenminutes.Wemightjustwaitthewholedayfor

ourfood.

“Howisyou?”Iaskher.

Sheexhalesheavilyandrestsherhandsonthetable.It’salot,I

guess.

“Familymatters,”shesays.

“You’reexcludedfrom thedrama,right?”Iask.

“Notreally,I’m inthemiddleofitall.Butonapositivenote,me



andBusizwearetryingtoworkthingsout,soonwearegoingto

therapy.”

Idon’tseeSthembisoevergoingtotherapywithme.Ican

imaginehim lookingatthetherapistwithoneofthosestony

facesofhis.

“That’sgoodbabe,”Isay.

Ourdrinksarebroughtatlast.I’m havingamargaritablendedwith

ice.OfcourseCinderellaishavingstrawberrymilkshakeopposite

me,it’soneofthosedays.

“Whyareyoudrinkingmid-week,MsSkinture?”Peoplewho’ve

beensoberfortwominuteswilljudgeyoumorethanGodfor

drinkingonecocktail,justone.

“Sikelelawasstabbed,he’sinthehospital,”I’m justmakingan

excuse,SikelelaisnotthereasonwhyI’m drinking.Herfriend,

Sgcino,istheproblem.Idon’tknowifit’stheabstinencebutIfeel

likeweareslowlyturninginto“anoldmarriedcouple”thatget

butterfliesoversharingacupoftea.

“Whostabbedhim?IhopethathadnothingtodowithBusizwe.”

“Whywouldithaveanythingtodowithhim?”Ifrown.

“Becausetheyhadaconfrontationafewweeksagoatmyplace.”

“Idon’tthinkBusizwestabspeopleandrun,”Isay.

Shechokesonhermilkshakeandlooksatmewithhereyebrows

snapped.

“Didyoujustsaythat?Imeandefendmybrother.”



It’sshocking,Iknow.ButI’m adeepthinker,unlikebothher

brothersandmine.

“Idon’tletangercloudmyjudgment,”Isay.

Shelaughs,“You’vegrown.”

“Lifeexperiencesmakeusgrow.Justliketheonethatalmost

madeusenemies.IwasshatteredbutIunderstoodthingsfrom

yourperspective.”We’vetalkedaboutitoverthephone,it’sall

waterunderthebridge,she’smoreforgivingthanIam.

“Hehadjustlosthiswife.Iunderstoodhispainandthathewas

tryingtogetrevengetohealhisconscience.Hewentaboutitthe

wrongwaythough.Iguessweallmakecrazydecisionsinour

weakesthours,”shesays,abeamingsmilecrackingfrom herlips.

AnythingthathasSthembiso’snameinitmakesherblush,even

him kidnappingherandalmostkillingher.RefusewithmeLord!

(NqabanamiNkosi)

“Howishe?”sheasks.

“Who,SikelelaorSthembiso?”

Shegivesmealittleeyerollbeforeanswering.“I’m talkingabout

Sikelela,wearenolongertalking,he’sangryatme.”

“Idon’tthinkhe’sangry,Sikelelaisnotpetty.Ithinkhe’sjusthurt,

hehasn’tbeenmuchluckywhenitcomestolove.”

It’seasytoreadayellowbone’sface,rednessblushesoverher

cheeksasshetriestomaskheremotionswithalongslurpfrom

hermilkshake.



“He’sgoingtobeokaythough.He’soneofthestrongestpeopleI

know.Hehadatoughupbringingbuthe’sstillabletolove.Ithink

ittakesastrongheadtodothatwhenyou’veneverwitnessed

lovegrowingup.Ican’tsayhe’sunlucky,hejusthaven’tmetthe

rightperson.”

“You’reright.”Shepicksaservietteandwipesherlips

aggressively,tearingtheservietteintopieces.

“Wherethefuckisourfood?”sheyells,turningfrom herchairto

lookatthewaitersgatheredatthecounter.“Arewegoingtoget

ourfoodafteryou’redonegossipingthere?”

Theirserviceisslow,theykindadeservethisclap.Butcomeon,

whohasMelaevershoutedatbefore?

“Howannoying!”sheadjustsonherchairwithherfaceturningred.

“Isitabouttheservicethough?”I’m tryinghardnottolaugh,I’ve

neverseenanangryMelabefore.

“Yes,fuckin’yes!”

Ican’thelpbutbreakintolaughter.

“Oryou’rejustmadbecauseyou’rerobbingyourselflife.”God

forgivemysmartmouth!

ItlookslikeIjustdroppedabombonherwhensheleastexpected.

“Ihaven’trobbedmyselfofanylife,”sheargues.

“Mela,you’veneveropenedyourheartforanyone.Notthatyou’ve

neverlikedanyguy,youjustdidn’topenupbecauseyoualready

hadyourfuturewithsomeoneelsedrawnup.”



“Isthatabadthing?”sheasks.

“Isitnot?You’rerobbingyourselfhappinessbecauseyouthink

there’saperfectlifewaitingforyou.Whatifthatdoesn’thappen?

Whatisgoingtocompensateyouforalltheyearsyou’velost

waitingforsomeonewho…I’m sorrymnge,butsomeonewho

doesn’teventhinkofyou.”

“He’sstillmourning,”shesays.

SMH!Letmegetanotherglassofcocktail.Thewaiterismaking

hiswaytowardsourtablewithourfood.I’m suretheywere

waitingforingredientsthatwerebeingshippedfrom overseas.

“HewantedtotakeusoutforlunchthisweekbeforetheSikelela

issuecameup.Doyouknowwherehewasgoingtotakeus?”

She’saddingsaucetoherchipswithonehand,hereyesareon

mesplashedwithcuriosity.

“McDonald’stobuyusburgersandmilkshakes.Becauseinhis

headyou’rejustalittlesisterlikemyself.”

Shelaughs,“Youdon’tknowwhat’sonhismind.”

“ButIknowyou’renotwhat’sonhismind,periodt!”

“Helosthiswifenotsolongago,Idon’tblamehim.”

NowIthinkmothersshouldhireherfortheirkids’birthday,she’sa

fuckin’clown.

Sheblowsalowsigh,stopseatingandlooksatmewith

sympathy-beggingeyes.



“IfeellikenowIknowhim,wehavetalkedonadeeperlevel,and

hiswifeisnomore.WhyshouldIgiveup?”

I’veneverhadacrushlastingmorethanayear.IhadoneonNe-

Yobuthetookhishatoff.Icannotrelatetohowshe’sfeeling,

maybethat’swhyI’m lookingatherlikeshe’slostsomeofher

marbles.

“CanIaskyousomething?”

Shenods.

“Ifyouhadn’tgonethroughwhatyouwentthroughandBusizwe

wasyourherogrowingup,doyouthinkyouwould’vehadacrush

onSthembiso?”

“Idon’tknow,”shesaysafterprobingforaminute.

“Ithinkyoujustwanttofeelsafeandhe’sthatplaceforyou.In

yourheadhe’ssomesortofhero,youhaveshutoutevery

possibilityofanothermanbecomingapartofyourlifebecause

you’rescaredthey’renotgoingtobewhatyouthinkSthembiso

is.”

“GoshLondeka,stoptryingtobeapsychologist,”shesays,pulling

herplateandeatingherchips.

“AndunfortunatelySikelelasweptyouoffyourfeet,youenjoyed

hiscompanybutyouwanteditinyourshell.Youdidn’twantto

comeoutofyourshellbecause…”

“StopLondeka!”shesnaps.

Ilaugh,ifI’m lyingwhyisshegettingallworkedup.



“Admitit,”Isay.

“Sikelelaisagenuineman.Ilikedhisapproach,consistencyand

hisperspectiveonlove.ButIdon’tthinkhedeservessomeone

likeme,Ihavethishugecrushonhisbrotherandalotofissuesto

dealwithinmypersonallife.Aftereverythinghe’sgonethrough,I

thinkhedeservessomeonewho’sgoingtobethereforhim

wholeheartedly.”

“I’m talkingtoMelaminaaboutMelamina.Whatdoesshe

deserve?”Isay.

She’ssnappingherfingersforthewaiterandaskingforplain

water.

Meandmymargaritawillwaitfortheanswer.

“Happiness,”shesays.

“AndsomeonewhonoticesyouMela.Don’tdepriveyourselfa

chancetobelovedbecauseofyourfantasies.”Idon’tadvise

peoplebutnowthatI’m inarelationshipIfeellikearelationship

expert,nevermindthatmyownrelationshiphasholesinit.

“Enoughaboutyou,”Isaycrackingafakesmile,IcanseethatI’m

stressingherwithallthismaturetalk.“Sgcinohasn’ttouched

me.”

Shefrowns,“How?”

“Likewehaven’thadsex.”

“Becauseyoudon’tvisithim.”

“Comeon,wecanhavesexduringtheday.Whatconfusesmeis



thathegetsanerectionwhenwekissandIdofeelhim wantingto

ripmyclothesoff,buthenevergoanyfurther.”

“Youhavenicelifeproblemsyazi,”shesays.

“Howisthatnice?Whatifhecookstwo-minutesnoodles?”

Shechokesdownalaughandtakesasipofwater.

“Wouldyouleavehim?”sheasks.

“No,Ilovehim,we’dfindotheralternatives.ButthesoonerIknow

abouthisskills,thebetter.”

“You’rejusthorny,”she’slaughingagain.

Idon’texpecthertounderstand,she’sbeenwaitingforSthembiso

longerthanChristianshavewaitedforJesustocomeback.

From hereI’m headinghome,Mashoba.Ineedtoknowwhat’s

goingon,whateverybodyisthinkingandwhat’snext.Sikelelawas

stabbed,he’slyinginthehospital,thatwon’tjustslideoff,

someonehastopay.Idon’tevenknowifI’m stillsafewhereIstay

ornot.Someoneisouttherebayingforourbloodandwedon’t

evenknowwhoitis.

“Iregrettippingthatwaiter,”shesaysasweclimbdownthestairs.

She’sstilldramaticabouttheirservice,surprisinglyI’m not.

“I’m sureitwasthekitchenstaff,notthewaiters,”Isay.

Sheclickshertongue,“Still,theyweremovinglikesnails.”



There’sataxiparkedinfrontoftherestaurant.It’sfamiliar

becauseitoperatesinMashoba.It’soneofherbrothers,normally

I’dbefreakingoutbutI’m not.

“MaMshengu,”thevoicecomesbehindus.

Weturnourheads.I’m myfather’sdaughter,henoticesme

instantlyandfrowns.It’sBusizwewithhisstripedT-shirtand

brownutilitypants.Ididn’tknowBrooksrunnersstillexist.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”heasksMela.

“Iwashavinglunchwithmyfriend.”

I’m alsostandingtothisfamilyconversation,MelaandIcamein

onecar,Ican’tleavewithouther.

“Isee,”heturnshiseyestomeforasplitsecondandlooksback

athissister.

I’m surehishandisitchingtoslitmythroatintopiecesbuthe

can’tdothatinfrontofMela.I’dmakeonephonecallandHubo

wouldbehere,hedoesn’tintimidateme.

“Wheredidyoubuyyourrunners?”Iask.

He’slookingatmelikeI’m apieceofusedtoiletpaper.

“Bhuti,myfriendisaskingaquestion,”Melanudgeshisarm.

Howannoyingam I?Thewayhelooksatmesaysmorethan

anyonehe’severmet.

“Attheshops,that’swherepeoplebuyshoes,”hesays.

“Ididn’tknowBrooksisstillabrand,”Istate.



Melalooksatmewithhereyeswidened.

“You’rebeingspicynow,let’sgo.”She’spullingmyarm.

Iwasn’ttryingtothrowanyshade,Idon’tfightmybrothers’

battles.

“I’m sureit’slegacyshoes,from yourgrandfathertoyou.You

wouldn’tbuytheseforyourselfinthe20thcentury,right

Busizwe?”

“Don’ttalktomelikethat,”hesayssternly..

Mela’shandtightensaroundmyarm.She’ssodramatic!

“ThisishowItalktoeveryone,don’tworry.”Hemustn’ttake

offenseinthat.

Motherhen-Mela-ispullingmeaway.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER39

STHEMBISO

Hehadmadhopethatbothtwinswouldsurvive.He’snever

believedinmiraclesbutinthisoneinstancehedid.Hewas

holdinghisfatherinhighregard,unnecessaryso.Whywouldn’t

Mkhontouseanyopportunityhegets,eveninhisdeath,totest

him andmakehislifemiserable?After15hoursofscissorsand

unimaginablestrengthfrom bothboys,afataldecisionhadtobe

made.Bornwithunderdevelopedheart,aconditionknownas

hypoplasticleftheartsyndrome,TwinBhadnochanceof

survivingunlessaheartwasdonatedtohim withintwenty-four

hours.

“MrHlongwane,wehaveaproblem,”announcedtheleading

surgeon,DrButler.

Justwhenhethoughtitwasover,hesummedupahugebreath

andlookedatherwithhiseyesburning.

“WhatnowGiana?”Hesnappedatherunnecessarilyandwith

disrespect.Heshould’vereferredtoherasDrButler,theydon’t

knoweachotheronthatpersonallevel.Unfortunatelyhewastired,

hehadstayedupthroughoutthesurgery.

“TwinB’spulseisveryweak.Ihavesoughtadvicefrom Dr

Chumayo,thecardiologist.Heneedsahearttransplanturgently.”



“W-hat!”Healmostfellonhisfeet.

Ahearttransplant?Thatwashuge.

“Isthereanyotheroption?Maybeatemporarymedicationtobuy

mesometime?”

DrButlershookherhead.

“Butwewerealmostthere.Damnit!”Heturnedandpunchedthe

wall.

Ifitwassomeoneelseshewould’vebeenfreakedoutbutasa

doctorsheunderstoodhisreaction.

“I’m sosorry,wehavetriedourbest,”shestated.

Hetookafewdeepbreaths,rememberingwhyhewasdoingthis

inthefirstplace,andthenturnedtoher.

“TwinBhastolive,”hesaidandswallowedhard.“Evenifthat

meansyouhavetotakehisbrother’sheart.”

“Ineedthemother’sconsent,MrHlongwane.”Shewasn’tthat

muchsurprisedbecausetheyhaddiscussedthepossibilityof

savingTwinBshouldanythinghappen.

GettingVumo’sconsentwasgoingtobeaproblem becausethere

wasnowayVumowasgoingtoconsenttothat.Hehadtofigure

thatout,itwasn’tDrButlersjob,shehadalreadyputhercareeron

theline,aswellashermorals.

Sthembisowalkedintotheroom lookingforher.Uponwalkingin



awomanshe’sstayingwithtoldhim tocheckinthebathroom.He

couldn’tdothat,he’sSikelela’sbrother,itwould’vebeen

inappropriate.Sohewaitedatthepassageforalmostfive

minuteswonderingwhatwastakingVumosolong.Thevery

sameladycametohim andaskedifhe’dcheckifeverythingwas

alright.

Thatraisedhiseyebrows.

“Wasshenotwell?”heasked.

“Shesaidshewasfeelinglight-headed,”thewomansaidwitha

calm face.

“Andyoudidn’tfollowhertothebathroom?”Hewasrather

annoyed.

“ThenursesaidImustrest.Ithinkmybabyiscrying,”shehurried

off,backtotheroom.

Therewasnotimetoanalyzehermentalstate,howeverthere

wasnocryingbabyanywhere,whichprovedamentalcase.

Enteringafemalebathroom wasawkwardbuttherewasnoelse

insighttohelphim.

“MakaWele,”heknockedatonecloseddoorandgotnoresponse.

Otherdoorswereleftopen,hehadtoknockagainonthatone.

Vumodidn’tanswer.Hebrokethedoorhandlewithoutmuch

effortandwalkedintoherlyingonthefloorwithhereyesclosed.

Thepositionshewasatshowedthatshehadfallenandlandedon

thefloorunconsciously.Hepickedherupandranoutscreaming



forhelp.

Itwassyncopalepisode,asuddendropofbloodflowtothebrain

resultingintounconsciousnessandlossofmusclecontrol.They

suspectedtheamountofstressshemust’vegonethroughafter

givingbirth.Thedoctorrecommendedrestandcounseling.

“Weneedthefathertoconsentorgantransplantfrom onetwinto

anotherandsecondsurgery,”DrButlersaidlookingathim with

suspiciouseyes.

“He’sinKZN,hospitalizedtoo,”hesaid.

Shechortledandscribbledsomethingonthefile.

“Afamilymember?”Sheliftedhereyestohim.Theywere

accusinghim ofsomething.

“Giana…ImeanDrButler,IhopeyouknowthatI’m notbehindthis.

Ifoundherpassedoutinthebathroom.”

“Ibelieveyou,”shesaidwithathingrin.“Pleasewriteyourname

andsignhere.”

Hetookthepenandfilledinhisdetailsasthenextofkin.His

handwasshakingbutashisfatherwouldsay,hehadtogrowa

backbone.

Hewenttothecarassoonasanothersurgerywasannounced,

leavingeveryotherobstacletoDrButlertosolve.Hefeltas

thoughhishearthadmadeanexitoutofhisbody.Hecouldn’t

feelhisownfingers,hiswholebodywasnumb.



Someoneknockedonthewindow.Hekeptquietbuttheperson

keptknocking.Eventuallyherolleddownthewindowandsternly

lookedatthehospitalcleanerwhohadajuicebottleandtwo

orangesinhishand.

“DrButlersentmetogiveyouthis,”thecleanersaid.

“Thanks.”Hesnatchedthethingsandclosedthewindow.

Hehadnoappetitebutheneededsomethingtodrink.Grapefruit

wasexactlywhatheneeded.Neededforhimself,notforacall

from Busizwe.

“Whoareyou?”That’showheansweredeventhoughhehad

alreadyrecognizedthenumber.

“Heywenakeepyourmother’sparrotincheck.Idon’tfight

women,”Busizwesaid,clearlypissed.

“Whatareyoutalkingabout?”Hecould’vejustdroppedthecall

buthewashumanenoughtolethim sayhispiece.

“You’resendingyoursistertofightyourbattles,”Busizwesaid.

“Whatdidshesay?”DeepdownheknewBusizwewasn’tmaking

itup,Londeka’smouthiscapableofmakingpeoplemake

phonecallstotheirenemies.

“Justgrowballsandtellhertostayoutofthis.WhatIwearis

noneofherbusiness.Myfatherdidnotsteal,soIdon’thavea

truckcompanyandhardwarestorestokeepupwithfashion

trends.”



“I’m sureshejustspokefrom herhead,that’showsheis.I

actuallydon’thavetimeforyourwhining.”Hedroppedthecall,a

sighbreezedoutofhismouth.Hecouldn’tcarelessabout

BusizwebeingoffendedbyLondeka’smouth.Hedeservedthat

andmuchmore.ButheneededtocallLondekatofindouthow

herpathcrossedwithBusizweinthefirstplace.Nobodyknows

whathappenedtoSikelelayet,theyshouldbewatchingtheirown

shadows.

Londekapickedupwithsomuchecstasy.“It’sgoingtoraincats

anddogs,I’m receivingacallfrom you!”

Shewasjustexcitedaboutgettingacallfrom Sthembisobecause

theyrarelycalleachotherstill.

“WhatdidyousaytoBusizweMshengu?”Sthembisoasked.

“BusizweMshengu?Oh,Mela’sbrother.IcannotrememberwhatI

saidtohim.”

“Ofcourseyoucannotrememberbecauseyouoffendthousand

peopleadayandforgetaboutit.”

“Ididn’tmeantooffendhim,whateverIsaid.”Aparrotwouldn’tbe

awordheusetocallhissisterbecauseofthedeepvoicebutshe

hasacharacterofaveryannoyingbird.

“Idon’tcareaboutwhateveryousaidtohim.Butforthethousand

timeLondeka,watchwhatyousaytopeople.Howdidyoueven

meethim?Ithoughtwewerebeingcautiousofourstepsgiven

thatoneofourownislyinginthehospital.”



“Iwasout,havinglunchwithMela,”shesaid.

“Nowbecareful.HowisMela?”

“She’sgood,justworriedaboutSikelela,”shesaidthatwitha

strangechuckle.

“Whywouldshebeworriedabouthim?”heasked.

“Youdon’tknow?”Girlyconversationsaresometimestoo

exhaustingforhim.

“Nevermind,Ihavetogo,”hesaid.

“Wait,you’renotworried?”

Hefrowned,“Aboutwhat?”

“Itoldher!Arethebabiesokay?”

“Yes,they’reokay,”helied.

HecannotstandLondeka’smouthasabrotherwhoshareda

wombwithherbuthewasn’tgoingtoaskhertoapologizetoa

Mshengu.Never!

-

-

Nkanyezisufferedneonatalsepsissoonafterthesurgery,Dr

Butleraddressedduringamediaconference.Itwasn’twhatthe

medicalteam hadanticipatedbecausehewasastrongertwin.

Mostofhisorgansfailed,includingkidneysandbrainswelling.

Familywasconsultedasbothtwinssuddenlyfaceddeathandthe

doctorshadreachedadead-end.Nkanyezishowednosignsof



recovery,insteadhisconditiondeteriorated.Itbecameimpossible

fortheteam toreversethebrainconingashisbrainhadbeganto

forcethroughthesmallopeningatthebackofhisskull.The

familymemberwhowasfittomakeadecisionunderthegut-

wrenchingsituationbeggedthedoctorstosaveTwinB,who,at

thatpoint,hadabetterchanceofsurvivalifhereceivedaheart

transplant.

“ItwasthemostcomplicatedsurgeryI’veevertakenon,withalot

oftwistsandchallenges,butI’m gladwewereabletosaveat

leastonetwin.He’sstillinNICUbutallhisorgansareperfectly

working.Theteam didagreatjob,”sheflashedasmilewitha

slightnod.

Therewasaraucousroundofapplauseassheshookeachteam

member’shandwithgratitude.

“Canwehaveawordfrom thebraveuncle?”onejournalist

enquired.

“Unfortunately,it’sbeenlongthreedaysforthefamily.Theywill

publishastatementwhenthey’reready,”DrButlersaid.

HeadlineshadbeenmadebutSthembisowasn’ttheonlyone

feelingtornapartaftereverythingwasdoneandoverwith,Dr

Butlerhadtotakeoffthesurgeon’scoatanddealwithitas

human.MrHlongwane,asshehadreferredtohim from thefirst

timetheystartedtalkingoverthephone,oweshim adetailed

explanationforwhatthey’vedone.

-



-

HeshouldbewithVumo,findingwaysofconsolingher,buthe’s

buriedinhiscarinthehospitalparkinglotallowinghis

consciencetocutthroughhischestandgivinghim areflectionof

everysinhe’scommitted.Sikelelawould’vehandledthings

differentlyifhewasgivenachance,Vumotoo.Mkhontojust

appointedhim todothisbecausemaybehe’sheartless.Maybe

that’swhyhedoesn’thaveachildofhisownandhiswifecheated

onhim,becausehe’scapableofcommittingsuchactandstill

breathelikeeverythingisfine.

IfSikelelaandVumofindouthewasbehindthistheywillnever

forgivehim.He’swatchedVumobondwithNkanyezi,praisinghis

strengthandaskinghim tobehisbrother’spillarbuttoneverlet

thatweighhim down.Underhisinstructiontoday,Nkanyezigave

uphislifeforhisbrother.Sikelelanevergottomeethim,hislittle

copy,that’sgoingtoleaveahugegapinhisheart.

He’sobviouslygoingtowatchtheothertwingrow,althoughhe’s

stillinNICUandawaitingartificialskingraftingtocoveruphis

stomachbutthedoctorsarenowpositivethathe’sgoingtolive.

Aknockonhiswindow-partofhim wantstoscream andblock

hisownears.

Herollsitdown,it’sDrButlerwithherpurseclutchedunderher

arm.



“IneedalifttoRockThaiSushi,”shedemandsopeningthedoor

andlettingherselfinsidethecar.

I’m notyourpersonaldriverwould’vebeenfit,butshe’sputalot

onthelineforhim.

“You’rehungry?”Hestartstheengineandtakesasingleglanceat

her.

“No,I’m curious,”shesays,heroceanblueeyesfixedonhim.

“About?”

“Youdon’tthinkyouowemeadetailedexplanation,Mr

Hlongwane?”

“No,Idon’t.I’m payingyou.”

Shechucklesindisbelief.Shededicatedherthreedaysintothis

surgery,leavingthecomfortofherhouseinEvertonandher

privatepracticeoperations,makingharshsacrificesalongthe

way.

“Youthinkthisisaboutmoney?”Herwholefaceispale.She

deservesmorethanhalfamillion,moneycannotpayforwhat

she’sgonethroughemotionally.

“AlrightGiana,mylatefatherpassedthemessagethrougha

sangomathatIhavetodowhatIdidtobreakthechainoffamily

cursethathasbeenpasseddownfrom generationsthrough

particulargenes.”

“Thatdoesn’tmakeanysense.”

“Ofcourseitdoesn’t,you’rewhite,”shesays.



“I’m notwhite,I’m Irish.”

Heshootsaglanceatherthenhisbrowsfurrow.

“Youdon’thaveredhair.”Thisshortdriveisgivinghim thefresh

breathheneeded,eventhispettybackandforth.

“Irishdoesn’tmeanredhair,it’sanethnicity,”shesoundspissed.

“WhatmadeyouleaveIreland?”

“Ididn’tleaveIreland,Iwasbornhere,”soundsabitdefensive.

“I’m stillwaitingforanexplanation.”

“I’m tiredofspeakingEnglish.Ngingenangakuphila?”

“Thisway,”sheshowshim.

He’sabitsurprisedandimpressed.It’sasushiplace,he’llwaitin

thecaranddrowninhissorrowsagain.

-

-

SIKELELA

Huboisstaring,he’sstaringrightback.There’snothingnewhe’s

goingtosay,whichiswhatpisseshim offbecausetheynow

knoweachotherverywell.

“Thesecurityguardsaidpeopleheardanargumentbeforethose

guysstabbedyou.Soyou’retellingmeyoucannoteven



remembertheirfaces?”

“Nope,”hesays.

“Thedoctorsaidyourmemoryisfine.Whyareyouprotecting

them?Ifyouwanttohandlethem yourselfjustsayso,Iwillback

off.”

“Hubolethu!”heblowsoutasighandsignalsforhim togivethe

phonefrom thecharger.

“Whoareyoucalling?”Huboaskspassingthephonetohim.

“Sguqa,heshould’vesaidsomethingbynow,”hesays.

Huboispissedbuthehastounderstandthatrightnowthetwins

aremoreimportantthanrevenge.

“Letmegetsomefreshair,”hewalksoutwithhisveinsthrobbing.

Whycan’tSikelelajustgivehim thenames?!

Itringstovoicemailthefirsttime.Hetriesonceagainandthis

timeSguqaanswers.

“HeySikelela,”histonegivesSikelelanohope.

“Whatisgoingon?I’vebeenwaitingforyoutocallme.”

“Iwasabouttocall,”hesaysclearinghisthroatuncomfortably.

“Onetwinsurvived.”

Sikelelaexhalesheavily,“Iguessapartofmepreparedforthat.

HowisVumo?”

“Ihaven’tseenherafterthesecondsurgery,I’m scared.She

bondedmorewithNkanyezi,shewaspositivehewasgoingto



makeitandnowhe’sgone.”

“Thestrongerone?”Sikelelahasn’tmetthem yet,allthankstothe

Gumbiguy.

“Yes,unfortunately.Alothappenedbutthatwillbeaddressedto

youbyGiana.”

“WhoisGiana?”Sikelelaasks.

“ThespecialistIhired.LookSikelela,I’m sorry,IwishIhadthe

powertosavebothofthem.”

“It’sfinebhuti,Ijustneedtogetthereassoonaspossible.”

“You’restillinthehospital,Sikelela!”

“Don’tworryaboutthat.”Hedropsthecallandgetsoffbed,

standingonhisfeetandpacingaroundhisbedtotesthis

strength.

Hubowalksbackin,drinkingacanofRedBull,lookingallcharged

up.

“Whatdidhesay?”heasks.

“Onlyonesurvived.Iguessthat’sacombinationofgoodandbad

news,”hesays.

“Whichonesurvived?”

“I’venevermetthem,youknowthat.ButSthembisosaidit’sthe

otherone.”



“They’reboththeotherones,”hereleasesasighoffrustration.“I

guessVumogotwhatshewanted.”

Sikelelafrowns,“Whatdoyoumean?”

“Nevermind.Whyareyoustanding?”

“BecauseI’m abouttoleave.Myfamilyneedsme.”

“Don’ttellmeyou’rethinkingofdischargingyourselfandgoingto

CapeTown!”

“That’sexactlywhatI’m doing.”

“Yourwholerightsideisstitched,”Hubosays.

“That’snothingcomparedtowhattheywentthrough.Ineedto

fetchmyboy’sbody,afewknifewoundsfrom thatfool

Mthokozisicannotstopmefrom beingafathertomy…”He

clencheshisjaw,badlywantingtoknockhimselfwithafist.

“Ineedhisaddress,”Hubosays.

Nowthis,phewww!



SIKELELA

CHAPTER40

LONDEKAHLONGWANE

I’m notusedtothecallsaying‘I’m outside,openthedoor’.Ilike

peopletonotifymebeforeshowingupbutclearlytheZulukingis

notaboutthatlife.Iclearmyclothesfrom thecouchandhurryto

openthedoor.

Okay,maybehecanshowupatanytimeifhewants.He’slooking

likeasnackinthatcasualT-shirt,slimlinejoggersandleather

slingbacksandals.Helooksveryrelaxed;goodweekendvibes.

“Am Iwelcomein?”heaskssmirking.

“Yes,”Istepasidemakingawayforhim towalkin.ThenIfollow

afterhim,appreciatingthelegsthatGodgavehim.IwonderifI

cantakehim tothebeach,othercouplesnormallygothereon

summerhotdays.

“Whenarewegoingtothebeach?”Mymouthshootsstraightand

asks.

Hesendshisarm behind,linksitaroundmywaistandpullsme.

AtleastIgotamanwho’saheadtallerthanme,Iloveliftingmy

eyestohisfacefrom hisshoulder.

“Ionlygototheseaunderinstruction,MaHlongwane.”

Ofcoursehedoes.I’m abitdisappointedbutthisisoneofthose

thingsIhavetounderstandandacceptbecausehecannot



changethem.

“Unjani?”heasks.

Isitonhislapandexhaleheavily.I’m nottired,Ihadaverygood

night,butwhenamanisaroundyoufakeeverything.

“Tired,”Isay.

Hishandrubsmyback,Ithrowmyheadbackandreleaseafake

sigh.

“IsNtuthukooverworkingyou?”

Yes,hedoes.Ihavetotakeoverhundredpicturesonlyforhim to

choosethree.Butthat’snotthecasehere.

“I’m justtired,”Isay.

“Doyouwantmetomassageyou?”

“Notreally.Iwanttositlikethis.”

Hechucklesandturnsmyfacetowardshis.

Igetmymorningkissat9am.I’vemissedtheselips,Iplantsoft

kissesonthem untilhechucklesandpushesmeback.

“Iheardsomething,”hesays.

Mybrowsgatherintoafrown.

“Whatdidyouhear?”Iask.

“Thatyouarenothappythatwehaven’thadsexandyouthinkI

mightbehidingmywhackperformance.”Wow!



IunderstandthatMelaisamutualfriendorwhateverbutthat

doesn’tmeanshemusttakethingsIsaytoherconfidentiallyto

herotherfriend.She’snotgoingtogetawaywiththis,Iknowof

hersecretstoo.

“Ididn’tsaythat,”Idenywithastraightface.

“You’renotagoodliar.I’m heretoaskyousomething,not

becauseyousaidthat.”

“Isitabadthing?”Iask.

“I’dlikeyoutocomeandseewhereIcomefrom.”

Excuseme,noexcusehim!Wherehecomesfrom iswhere

MaNgcobomarriedat,right?

“Andmeetyourmotheragain?”

“Thistimeasmygirlfriend,please,”hesays.

Imovefrom hislapandsitonmyown.YimaniMaZuluamahle,he

actuallywantsmetogoandmeethismotherwhohatedmeat

firstsight.Hewantsmetopokeasnakewhenit’speacefully

coiledinsideitshole.

“No,babyno!”Isay.

“Ithoughtyouknewmyintentionsfrom theveryfirstbeginning.I

needyoutocomehome,wheremyumbilicalcordwasburied,for

metobefree.YouknowI’m aspiritualperson,Icannotjustact

howeverIwantwithoutmakingmypeopleawareoftheposition

I’m in.”

“AreyoutryingtosayIneedtocometoyourfather’shouse



beforeIcanhavesexwithyou?”

“BecauseIloveyou,Londeka.JustyousteppinginsidetheZulu

premisesandsharingabathwithmeisenough.Icandothis

otherwisebutIwanttodoitright.”

I’vegottentothepointwhereItrusthiswordbutI’m nothavinga

goodfeelingaboutthis.

“Whydoweneedtoshareabath?”Iask.

“Ifwearewillingtoexchangesexualfluids,whyshouldwenot

shareabathandscruboffourbodiesinonebath?”

Iseewhathe’stryingtodo,typicalman.ButI’m cleverthanhis

tonguegame.

“Sharingabathisnormalbutthefactthatyouaskedmeitmeans

thatthebathyou’retalkingaboutisnotnormal.ExplainorI’m not

coming.”

Adeepsigh!

“Okay,it’ssomethinglikeaprocessofgettingcleansedsothat

wecanstartourjourneyrefreshedinbodyandspirits,”hesays.

ForhishonestyIwilldoit.Idoneedcleansingformypersonal

reasons,I’veassociatedmyselfwithtoomanydemonsinthislife.

“When?”Iask.

“Tomorrow.”

Whaaat?!

“Youcan’ttellmetodayandexpectmetobereadytomorrow.I



don’thaveproperclothes,mynailsareugly,myhairneeds

neutralizertorestorepHbalance,youcanseeit’snowbrittle.”

“Howmuchdoyouneed?”

Hethinksthisisaboutmoney-notthatI’m excludingit-butit’s

moreabouttime.

“R3000andtwodays,”Isay.

“Ntuthukocanorganizeallthatinoneday.Youjustneedtogive

him yoursizesandthelistofeverythingthatyouwant,thenlater

tomorrowwecanleave.”

“Ntuthukoisbusy,”Isay.

Hetakesouthisphoneanddialsandputsitonloudspeaker.

Ntuthukopleasedon’tanswer!

Heanswers,theregoesmyprayer.

“Mfano,”hesays.

“Fuckyou.Ineedyourhelp.”

“Ichargeperhour,”Ntuthukosays.

“Fine.Londekaisgoingtosendyousizesandotherdetails,she

wants“properclothes”,ahairdresserand…”Helooksatme.I’m

justdumbstruck.“Shewilltellyouifthere’smore.”

“Noproblem,youknowIswingbothways.Consideritdone.”

Swingbothways?Idon’tknowifI’m over-readingthisbecauseof

whatSthembisosaidabouthim orhejokinglyhintedonit.



Sgcinodropsthecallandlooksatmewithagrinofvictory.

“What’syourexcusenow?”

“None,”Ishrug.

“There’sanotherrequest.”

OhLord,hedoesn’tstop.Yougivehim thehand,hewantsthe

wholearm.

“Youhavetocomefrom yourhometomine.Notfrom aflat.”

“Why?”Heshouldknowbynowthatyoudon’taskmesomething

andnotgiveareasonbehindit.

“BecauseI’m askingyouto,”hesays.

“Idon’thavepetrol,”Isay.

“Iwilldriveyouhome.”

“No,Iwanttotakeataxi.”

“Fine,Iwillgiveyouataxifare.”

MisterSolution!

Ican’tbelieveI’m abouttotravelallthewaytothenorthofKZN

forhim tostarthavingsexwithme.

“Doyouneedadrink?”Iaskstandingupandstretchingmyarms.

“Ineedfood,”hesays.

Whocreatedmen?Idragmyselftothekitchenandlookfor

fresherleftoverstowarm up.



-

-

Heinsistedondrivingmehome.Thankfullyitwasbroaddaylight,

Ididn’thavetoworryabouthim havinganotherghost-talking

episodewithmydeadfamilymembers.Sthembiso’scarisparked

ontheyard.Iknowonlyonetwinsurvived,accordingtomethat’s

goodnews.Sometwinsbornthatwaydon’tsurviveatall.Ileave

mybagsinmyroom andgoonagreetingtour.That’swhatyou

dohereifyoudon’twantanycourthearing,youtoureachand

everykitchengreetingandtellingthem youeatwellwhereyou

stay.IgotoMaJiyane’skitchenlast,asmuchasshe’spartofthe

trio,shehasthatmodernizedcharacteroftheyoungestwife.Her

kitchenisalwaysstockedwithgoodsnacks.

She’swithHubo,Iwalkinandgotothefridgebeforesittingwith

them onthetable.

“Pleasegrabaspoonforme,”IsaytoHubo.

Hedoessowithoutdebating,somuchgrowth!

Idigintotheyogurtandlookatthem.Whyaretheysuddenlyquiet?

“Whoarewekilling?”Iask.

“Noone,yet.I’m stilltryingtotracehim down,he’snotonsocial

networks.”

“What’shisnameandwhatdidhedo?”I’m notgoingtodo

anythingaboutit,Ijustlikegettinginvolved.

“MthokozisiGumbi.Idon’tknowwhySikelelaisprotectinghim,he



almostkilledhim.”

It’stheonewhostabbedmytwin!Heneedstobefound.

“He’soriginallyfrom Ulundi,Mhlahlane.Butonlyhissisterslive

there,Ineedhiscurrentlocation,socialmediawould’vemadethat

easy.”He’sscrollingdownhisphonelookingfrustrated.

IwishIcanhelpbutIcan’tevenlocatemyownG-spot,howam I

goingtolocateawholestranger.

“Waitaminute,”MaJiyanebreakshersilence.

Welookather.Shelookspale.

“YousaidMhlahlane?”

“Yes,”Hubosays.

“What’shisname?”

“MthokozisiGumbi.”

“Maybethisisjustacoincidence.It’sjustthatThobanihasbeen

botheringmeabouthisroots.IneverthoughtI’dbeinthis

position,Hlongwanegavehim everything,”shesays.

Thobaniwasfouryearsoldwhenhismotherandmyfathergot

married.Weallknewhewasn’tbiologicallyourbrotherbutwe

grewuptogetheranddideverythingasafamily.Hecallsthe

Hlongwanesurname,reportstoourancestorsandholdsa

positionofayoungersoninthefamily.Withallthat,Ididn’t

expecthim nottowantknowhistrueorigins.It’sonlynaturalas

anAfricanchild.



“WasGumbifrom Mhlahlanetoo?”Huboasks.

“Originally,yes.HissonwasMthokozisitoo.Butitcouldbejusta

coincidence,I’vebeenstressedalotlately.MaybeImadeawrong

decision,Ishould’veleftathinlinkforhim,evenifitwasjusthim

knowinghissiblingsashegrowsup.”

NowI’m worriedtoo,whatarethechancesofthisjustbeinga

coincidence?Ifit’snot,howisHubogoingtoavengeSikelelaby

goingaftertheonlypossiblelinkthat’sgoingtobringpeaceto

Thobani?

“Mawhatareyousaying?”HuboisshockedjustasIam.

“IwishHlongwanewasstillhere,”MaJiyaneisinherownworld.

Boychildrenaresaidtobethemostdifficulttoraise,nowI

understandwhy.

IleavethekitchenandgotoSthembiso’srondavel.Thedooris

slightlyopen,Iguesshe’stakinganaporhedoesn’twanttobe

disturbed.

Iknocktwice,he’snotanswering,soIletmyselfin.He’ssnoring

inthebed,unfortunatelymynewscannotwait.Isitbelowhisfeet

andshakehim.

Heliftshisheadwithagroanandrubshiseyes.Hemustbe

regrettingwhyheagreedtogiveourrelationshipachance.

“What?”Helookstired.

“Wakeup,there’ssomethingIneedtotellyou.”



“Can’titwait?”

“No,Iwillforget.”

Hegruntsandstretcheshisarms.HisjointspoplikeDiwali

fireworks.Iholdbackmycomment,because-‘Londekawatch

whatyousay’.

“Thisbetterbegood,”he’ssittingupandleaningagainstthe

pillow.

ThisisjustrevengeonMela.IfshespillsmysecretstoSgcino,

I’m alsogoingtospillherstomybrother.Aneyeforaneye!

“Melawantsyou,”Isay.

Hefrowns,“Wantsmeforwhat?”

“Youknowshehasacrushonyou,soshestillthinksyou’llask

heroutwhenyou’redonemourning.”

“OhLord!”Herubshisfaceandyawns.“Whatexactlydoesshe

seeinme?”

“Ahero,”Isay.

Hiseyebrowssnap.Nowthisisnotpartoftherevenge,Itrusthim

withthissecret.

“Melawassexuallyabusedbyheruncleasachild.Herparents

andBusizwedidn’tdoanythingtohelpher.Sheneededahero

andonedayyouprovedtobeone.Ican’trememberwhatgotme

intoanargumentwithoneoftheboysinmyclassbutyouwalked

incomingfrom seniorclassesandhitthem.She’sbeencrushing

onyoueversinceprimaryschool.”



“That’snotnormal,”hesays.

“Yeah,it’snot.Soareyouevergoingtomakeamoveonher?”

“What?No.She’sachild.”

“I’m notachild,”Isay.

“AreyouMela?”

“Wearealmostthesameage.”

“Butyouarenotachild,uqomilewenaangithiusunendoda?”Now

he’sbeingextra.

“Youhavetogiveherclarity,”Itellhim.

Hedoesn’tcommentonthat.MaybeIshouldn’thavetalkedabout

this.

-

-

Sanelicomestomyroom totellmethatMaXuluisaskingmeto

putmyshoesonandcometothekitchen.I’m tryingtorest,that’s

whateveryonedoeswhenthey’rehome,tomorrowisabigday.

Iwalkindraggingmyshoes,tryingtoexpressmydispleasure

everywaypossible.

“You’redressed,good.Ineedyoutohurryandgotothe

supermarketandbuymechickenfood.”

FirstofallI’m notdressed,I’m wearingleggingsandThobani’sold

matricT-shirt.Secondly,I’m aSkintureambassadorandsigned



modelatHouseOfElites,Ican’tbesenttotowntobuypoultry

feed.

MaXulufishesR150notesfrom herpurseandahandfulofcoins

from theblackstringbag.Ishouldn’thavecomehereatall.

“Ma,peoplepaytoseemewalk,I’m thefaceofthebiggest

skincarebrandinAfrica,”Isay.

“Whatdoesthathaveanythingtodowithchickenfood?”

MaDlaminiaskswithhereyebrowsraised.

“Yeah,howdoesitchangethatmychickendon’thavefoodfor

tomorrow?”

Isitnecessaryforthem toagreewitheachotherallthetimeand

ganguponpeopleallthetime?

Igrabthemoneyandstorm outofthestupidkitchen.It’s4pm,the

supermarketisalmost15minutesawayandIdidn’tcomewith

mycar.Hubohasleft,heneverstayhomeformorethananhour

withoutavalidreason.Sthembisowon’tallowmetotakehiscar,

myfather’scarsarenothere.Thisleavesmeasataxipassenger,

phewww!

Iquicklychangeintomynewcottonjumperdressandbrogue

bootsandheadtotheroad.LuckilyIdon’tstandtoolongbefore

thetaxicomes.Igetaseatnexttothewindow,nowIcanthink

abouteverybadthingthathashappenedinmylife,that’swhat

thisseatisfor.



I’m tryingnottothinkaboutmeetingMaNgcoboagaintomorrow.I

cannotprepareforthat,I’veneverhadsomeonehatemeforno

reason,Iusuallygivepeoplesomethingtohatemefor.Idropat

thesupermarketandheadstraighttothewholesaler.

I’llneedenergytocarry10kgpoultryfeedtothetaxirank.SoI

countthechangetoseeifIcouldgetsomethingtoeat,there’sa

cozyeateryatthecorner,theysellburgersandkotas.Iwillafford

aburgerandadrinkwiththischange.

Iputmysunglassesonandadjuststhescarfaroundmyface-low

profilethings-andIheadtotheeatery.

Ineedtobeattherankandcatchthe5pm taxi.Ieatquicklyand

leavequietly,bycatfootsteps.

Ireciteasilentprayerasthetaxiroutoutoftherankstand.It’s

stillgoingtotouraroundMashobadroppingthesepeopleand

theirluggageoff.ButI’m safenowandthedelayisgoingtospare

metheheadacheofpreparingdinnerwithMaXulu.

Imust’vedozedoffwhentheypumpedtyresatthegarage.Ihate

thatabouttaxidrivers,theydon’tfillupthetaxisandpumptyres

beforetheyload.I’m wokenupbyanoldwomanwhoaskswhere

I’m headedto.IrealizeI’m theonlyoneleftinthetaxi.

“I’m goingtoKwaHlongwane,emaTruckini,”Isay.

Thedriveradjuststhecenterrear-viewmirrorandlooksatme.

WTF!HowdidInotseehim allthistime?



Iwouldn’thavegottenintothistaxi.

Wouldn’tIhavethough?

Iclearmythroatandshoutmystop,“KwaHlongwane.”

He’sadriver,hedrivesthepublicandI’m thepublic.

Hedoesn’tsayanything,hewaitsuntiltheoldwomanoffloadsall

hershoppingbagsanddrivesoff.

Mystopisstillfiveminutesaway,Iplugmyearphonesandclose

myeyes.Idon’tknowwhyI’m notscaredofhim,hecanhurtmeif

helikes,Idon’tthinkhecaresthatmuchaboutmebeingMela’s

friend.

Whyishestoppingnow?Iopenmyeyes.

Oh,Ihavearrivedatmydestination.

“R23plusR2forthe10kg,”hesays.

Waitaminute,Ihavetopay?Theburger,Icompletelyforgot

aboutthetaxifareandthisthingofvillagetaxisandpayingonce

you’vearrivedatyourdestinationdoesn’thelp.

“Youshould’veremindedmeaboutthetaxifare,”Isay.

Heturnshisheadwithafrown.Nowhe’sintimidating.

“DoyouacceptEFT?”Iask.

“CanIcashinwithEFT?”

Idon’tknowwhatthatmeans.



“Ewallet?”Iask.

“R25,cash.”Heturnsofftheengineandleansbackonhisseat.

Idon’thavecash,thechangeIgotfrom thebagofpoultryfeed

wenttomyburger.Ihadtotallyforgottenaboutthetaxifare.

“Iwillcallmybrother,”Itellhim.

Hedoesn’tsayanything,Iguesshe’swillingtowait.

IcallSthembiso,Hubowouldbeabadoption.I’m givinghim every

reasontoregretthisrelationship.

“Londeka,”heanswers.

“Bhuti,I’m inataxiparkedontheroad.Idon’thavetaxifare.”

“Howdidyougetinthetaxiwithoutmoney?”

“Iforgot.Pleasecomeandgetme,it’sMela’sbrother’staxi.”He

givesmealookfrom thefront.

“Londekaareyoumad?!”Sthembisoroars.

Idropthecallandreleaseasigh.

Minuteslaterhe’swalkingoutoftheyard.Busizwepullshisgun

andplacesitonthedashboard.I’m notafanofgun,ittookmy

father’slife.Ipickthepoultryfeedbagandclimbout.Iwaitbythe

door,silentlyprayingforthistogosmooth.

SthembisoarrivesandhandsmetheR50.IrushtoBusizwe’s

windowandpayhim.



“R5formakingmewait,”hegivesmebackR20.

He’snowtryingtobeamillionaireatmyexpense.

“I’m keepingthechange,”ItellSthembiso.

“Okay,nowgo,”hesays.

Myeyeswiden.Whyishestayingbehind?Withamanwho’s

placedagunonhisdashboard.

Hepullsouthisowngunandopensthetaxidoorandclimbsin.

“Sthembiso,noooo!”Iexclaim.

“GoLondeka,”hetellsmeandturnshisheadtoBusizwe.“You

needtostepthefuckup!”

I’dlovetolistentotheconversationandbecomeawitnessof

whateverhappensnext,butI’dbedeadifIgetbloodstainsonthis

jumperdressofminethatIboughtcashatEdgars.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER41

“Pleasegetoutmytaxi,mfanakaMkhonto,”hesaysthisascalm

ashecouldbe.Ittakesbreathexercisesforhim tobethiscalm at

thismoment.

“Busizwe,it’sfunnyhowyou’reasupermanineveryissuethat

doesn’tconcernyoubutfaildismallytodealwiththingsthatneed

you.”Sthembisoplaceshisgunonthedashboardtoo,hewill

takeitwhenthere’saneed.

“I’m working,getthehelloutofmytaxi,”Busizwewarnsforthe

secondtime.

“Youdon’thaveanytaxi.Iwanttoadviseyouasyourfather,

njengoyihlo.”He’sintentionallybeingspiteful;rufflinghisfeathers.

Busisweexercisesmorebreaths.Clearlythiswasjustasetup,

Sthembisousedhissistertogethim.

“YouknowifIwasrottenlikeyouanddidn’thavethebrainsto

mindmyownbusiness,Iwould’vehurtyoursister.”

HearingSthembisomentioninghissistermakeshisbloodboil.He

fights,unfairlyandnastilyattimes,butheneverinvolveswomen.

“Don’ttalkaboutMaMshengu,”hesays.

“HowcanInot?Shehasacrushonme.Notjustahealthycrush

butyoufailedhersomuchthatshefoundcomfortinfantasizing

aboutbeingprotectedbyasonoftheenemy.”



Helooksaway.Ifthere’sonethingtodismantlehisegoitwould

bebringingupissuesofMela’schildhood.He’snotproudof

himself.

“Shedoesn’thaveanycrushonyou,”he’snotboldashe’sbeen.

“Fine,denyit.Butshe’sgoingtogetoverthecrushshehasonme

sometimeandshe’llstarthavingacrushonsomeoneelse.

Someonewhoisnotme.Anddoyouknowwhatmendotoyoung

vulnerablegirlsoutthere?”

“Idon’t,”hesays.

“Becauseyoucan’tread.It’salwaysonthenewspapers;girls

speakingupabouttheabuse,slaveryandallsortofthingsthey

sufferinthehandsofthementheylove.Yoursisterwillbea

victim ifyoudon’tstepthefuckup.”

Adropletofsweatrollsdownhisspine.Heclutcheshishandon

thesteeringwheel,atleastitcannotshakethere.

“Sguqa,you’rethelastpersontotellmewhattodo.Howisthis

anyofyourconcern?Focusonyourmother’sparrot.”

“Ionlycarebecauseshe’smysister’sfriendandthisbothersher.

Whyareyouscaredofyouruncle?”

Melashouldn’thavetalkedaboutthis.Hissubconsciousinstantly

biteshim asthisthoughtcrosseshismind;Melahastherightto

venttowhoevershewantsbecauseherownfamilyfailedher.

Right?

“Whatdoyouwant?”heasksturninghisblood-inflamedeyesto



Sthembiso.

“Iwantyoutostepthefuckupandtotellmewhyisitsodifficult

topunishyouruncleforwhathedid,yetitwaseasytojustkilla

businessmanwiththreewivesandkids,”Sthembisosays.

Flashbacksofhisfather’sfuneralandeverytorturehisfamilyhas

beenthroughbecauseofthisguyandhisfamilymakeshim

furious.Hepullshisgunfrom thedashboardandholdsitwithhis

hand.IfMkhontowasaroundhewouldn’thavebeentheonetokill

Sikelela’sson.Hewouldn’tbeinthispositionhe’sinrightnow.“In

factwhydidyoukillmyfatherBusizwe?”

“Don’traiseyourgunatme.Yourfatherdestroyedmyfamily.The

uncleyou’retalkingaboutwashisright-handman,hedidwhat

yourfathersaid.”Busizwe’svoicerisestoo.Mkhontowasnota

saint.Hisfatheralmostdiedbecauseofhim.

“Didmyfathertellhim toabusehisownniece?”Sthembisoasks.

He’dhardlystandupforMkhontobutonthisoneinstancehewill,

becausehisfatherhaddaughterstoo.

“I’m nottalkingaboutthat.It’safamilymatter.You’reaskingwhy

wekilledyourfather.Youwantclosing,right?”

“Closure,”Sthembisointerjectswithcorrections.

“Whateveryoucallit.Yourfatherwasagreedy,selfish…”

“Thatmeansthesamething,”Sthembisocuthim again,adjusting

onhisseat.“SaysomethingthatmakessenseBusizwe.”

“MaybeifyoushutupandopenyourearsI’llbeabletosayit.But



clearlyyourmusclesarebiggerthanyourlisteningskills,”he

snaps,annoyedtothecore.Hehatesitwhenpeoplemakehim

feellikehe’sthedumbestmanonearth.

Amomentofsilencepasses,hetakesinasharpbreathand

continues,

“Hewantedmyfatherdeadbecauseheknewofhislittledirty

secrets.”

“Whatsecret?”Sthembisofrowns.AsfarasheknowsSikelela

wastheonlysecrethedidn’tknowof.

“Thathewassleepingwithhisdaughterintheoffice,”Busizwe

says.

“W-hat?Whichdaughter?”Hiswholebodytensesup.

“Theparrotthatlookslikehim.”

“That’salie!Areyoumad?Myfatherwasnothinglikeyouruncle,

uMswazi.”Sthembisoisindisbelief.Thisisonethinghe’ddefend

hisfatherfrom withhislastbreath.Hewaseverythingbutnota

rapistorwomenabuser.

“Mswaziactuallylearntfrom thebest.Unfortunatelyhecouldn’t

betrayyourfather,soheleakedtheinformationtomyfatherwho

thenthreatenedtoexposeyourfatherifhedidn’thelphim with

money.”

“That’sbullshit!Myfatherwould’veneverdonethattoLondeka.

Mswaziisasickoldman,yourfatherwasverystupidtofallfor

histricks.”



“Ifyourfatherwasn’tcapableofdoingthat,thenexplaintome

howhewasabletobefriendswithMswaziaftereverythinghedid

toMaMshengu?”

“Hedidn’tknowanythingMswazididbehinddoors.”He’s

sweating,hisheartbeatisrollingdrums,hismusclesaretwitching

andaching.

“Thingsthenspiraledoutofcontrol.Yourfatherstarted

threateningandsendingpeopletokillbothMswaziandmyfather.

That’swhenweretaliatedandstruckbeforehegotneitherof

them.”

SthembisolooksaroundtheseatsandspotsaPowarade.He

opensthebottleandgulpsallofitdownhisthroatwithoutasking.

“Soyou’retryingtotellmethatyourunclemanagedtorapeyour

father’sonlydaughterandthendistracthim bysayinghisrich

friendwasdoingthesametohisdaughterandyourfathercould

getrichtooifheusedthattohisadvantage?”

Busizwedoesn’tanswer;it’soneofthoseso-calleddeep

interpretationsthatleavehim unsureofhisintelligence.

“Fine,yourfatherfellforthattrick.Whatwasyourexcusefornot

standinguptoyouruncleforyoursister?”Sthembisoasks.

“Ikickedhim out,thatwastheonlythingIcoulddounder

circumstances,sodon’tsithereandjudgemelikeyoursister

didn’texperiencethesame,”hesays.

Adeepbreath!Sthembisonodsslowly.“OkayIhearyou.Whatdid

yourfatherhave?”



“Mkhonto’spictureswithhisdaughterinacompromising

position.”

“Ineedthem,”hesays.

“AndwhywouldIgivethem toyou?”

“Becausethey’renousetoyounow,Mkhontoisdead.”

-

-

Thetaxicomesbackandparksafewyardsawayfrom the

Hlongwanehomestead.SthembisocallsLondekatocomeout.

It’slate,almostdinnertime,buthewon’tbeabletosleepwithout

gettingtothebottom ofthis.Mkhontohadthetightest

relationshipwithLondekaoutofallthesiblings,itwasapure

fatheranddaughterrelationship.Thisissomethinghe’sgoingto

provetonightinfrontofBusizwe,withthesepicturesofLondeka

sittingonMkhonto’sofficedeskwearingonlyunderwear.

Mkhontowasshirtlessandbarefootinthesameoffice;that’sonly

howfartheMshengusdefinitionofcompromisingpositiongo.

Londekamust’vebeenaround19or20whentheseweretaken.

Anyonewhodidn’tknowhowclosetheywerecould’veeasily

misinterpretedthesituation.ButMswaziwasn’toneofthose,he

knewexactlywhathewasdoingwhenhefedhisbrotherfalse

information.Heknewitwouldendinblood.

“Getin,”Sthembisoinstructs.



Londekafrowns.They’resittingtogetherinsidethetaxiwiththeir

gunsbuttheyhaven’tkilledeachother.Someoneneedstoexplain

thisusingtheHarvardreferencingstyle!

Shesitsbehindthefrontseatwithhereyeswidelyopen.

“Ifoundthese,”Sthembisosayspassingthebrownenvelopeto

her.

BusizwedislikesherregardlessofherbeingMela’sfriend.He

naturallydoesn’tlikespoilt-brats.Buthe’snotcomfortableabout

thismoment,knowingthestrugglehisownsisterhasgone

through,hedoesn’twanttobetheonetoreviveLondeka’spainful

memories.

“Whatisthis?”Londekaisopeningtheenvelopewithconfusion.

Thensheseesthepictures,herfrowndisperses,asmilecracks

widelyfrom herface.“Wheredidyougetthem?”

“From anoldfriendofHlongwane,”Sthembisosays.

Busizweisabitconfused.

Londekahugsthepicturesonherchest.“Youknowwhat,maybe

youwereright,I’m aspoilt-bratjustalittlebit.Istoppedawhole

committeemeetingbecauseIwantedtoswim.Daddyhadtohire

aportableswimmingpool,erectitwithintwohoursbehindthe

store,postponethemeetingandgoswim withme,”she’s

laughing.

“Wait,yourfathernever…”SthembisocutsinbeforeBusizwe

couldfinishasking.Hecan’thaveLondekahearingthese

allegations.



“Heneverdisciplinedyou,that’swhathe’sasking,”hesays.

Londekafrowns,“Iwasborndiscipline.Areyoutwobestfriends

now?Tim andTom?”

“Iwantedtogiveyouthepictures,tellMaXuluI’llbehomelate.”

“Hhayi-boTom,you’renotgoingtotellmeaboutyournewfriend

Tim?HetookmyR5earlierandclaimedthatitwasfor…”

“GoLondeka,”hesayssternly.

Shesighsandleaveswithherpicturessafelytuckedagainsther

chest,relivingthedaddy’sprincessbubblealloveragain.

Thetaxidoorcloses,amomentpassesthenSthembisoturnsto

Busizwe.

“Itwasadistraction,adirtygameandatwistedtrickofgetting

yourfatherdead.HeknewthatHlongwanewasn’tgoingtotake

lightlytoanyoneholdingpicturesofherdaughterinunderwear

only.Becauseyourfamilylovesmoneyandwouldchooseitover

everything,eventhesanityofayounginnocentgirl,hewasableto

turnthesetwofamilyagainsteachotherwhilehegotawaywith

hiscrimes.Itwasacookedupstory,yousawLondeka’sreaction

tothephotos,they’rejustgoodmemories.”

“Ineedtoseehim,”Busizwesays,pullinghisgunfrom the

dashboardandslidingitbehindhisseatwithhisjawstightly

clenchedandveinspulsatingvisibly.

“Don’tgowithouther,”Sthembisosays.



Hefrowns.

“Huh?”

“Sheneedsanswersfrom him too,youoweherthatmuch.”

Itdoesn’tchangethathedoesn’tlikeSguqaandhisbigmuscles

but…

“Thankyou,”hesays.

-

-

MELAMINAMSHENGU

Tobelateandhavingunannouncedguestsearlyinthemorning,

that’sme.Ialmosttriponmytoesrushingtoopenthedoor.

Oh,it’smybrother.I’m notsureifthisisagoodorbadthing.

“MaMshengu,”he’swalkingin.Great!

“Hey,”I’m clearingmythroathopinghe’llrealizethathearrivedat

thewrongtime.

“Areyouwell?”Heturnsandlooksatme.

Inodmultipletimes.

“Yeah,yeahI’m fine.”

“I’m notfine.Wehavetogosomewhere,”hesays.

“Now?”Myeyesgrowwide.



“Yes,Ihavetobeattherankby10am.”

AndIhavetobeatworkinthirtyminutes.

“Can’titwait?”Iask.

“I’m afraidno.Putonsomethingcomfortableandflatshoes.”

“Busizwe,Imeanbhuti,Ihavetobeatwork.Ican’tjusttakeaday

offwithouttellinganyone.”

“It’sanemergencyMaMshengu.”Itdoesn’tlooklikehe’swillingto

changehismindornegotiatethiswithme.Letmenotbe

stubbornforonce,IwillcallSgcinoandlethim know.

Ataxifrontseat,okay.Atleasttherearenopassengers.Thistrip

caughtmebysurprisebutIcould’vegrabbedmyUSB,nowI’llbe

subjectedtoSteveKekanaallthewaytowhereverweareheaded.

“Yoursnacksarethere,”hepointsattheSparbagbetweenthe

seats.

Thisisthefirstexcitingthingaboutthistrip.Iopentheplasticbag

excitedly,onlytobewelcomedbyabagofSmokedBeef,apacket

ofLemonCreamsandP.Schocolateslab,justtomentionafew.

“Umh,thankyou,”Isayputtingthem backinsidethebag.

Heglancesatmeandfrowns.

“What’swrong?”heasks.

“Nothing,I’m just…thankyouforthesnacks.It’sjustthatnobody

buysmostofthesenowadays.They’reoutdated,”Isay.



“Oh,Ididn’tknowthat.”

MaybeLondekawasright,histasteisabitoutmoded.Maybeit’s

timeIgettoknowhisfiancebetter,shehasalotofjobtodohere.

WearetakingtheN2,thismeanswearegoinghome.

“Iseverybodyalright?”Iask.

“Athome?Yes,everybodyisgood.Wearevisitinganoldrelative

inPhathane,”hesays.

Idon’tlikevisitingoldrelativeswhonevervisitme.I’m goingto

watchNetflixandbingeonmySmokedBeefandLemonCreams.

It’sbeenalongjourney,IsilentlythankGodwhenhestops

outsideabrickhousethatstandsnexttoacollapsingrondavel.I

adjustmydressandtiemybraidsontopofmyheadandputmy

sunglasseson.

Whoeverliveshereisabachelor.Youdon’thavetogetinsidethe

housetoknow.There’slaundryontheline;theshirtsarehungby

theirsleeves,trousersbywaistsandcoloursmixedbetweeneach

other.Iholdbackfrom runningtothelineandarranging

everything.

“Wholiveshere?”Iask,followingbehindhim towardstheopen

door.

“Yourfather’sbrother,”hesays.

Istop,frozentomytoe.Didhejustsaymyfather’sbrother?



“Come,”hegrabsmyarm.

Ipullbackandtakeafewstepsback.Hecannottakemetothat

man.HeknowswhatI’vebeenthrough,Ihaveopeneduptohim

abouteverything.He’sgotnoexcusenowfornotunderstanding

me.Ispoketohim facetofaceaboutit,Ididn’twritehim aletter.

“I’m notgoinginthere,”Itellhim.

Hecomestomeandputshishandsovermyshoulders.

“I’m notgoingtolethim hurtyou.He’snevergoingtotouchyou

againorbreathethesameairasyouaftertoday.”

No,Ishakemyhead.Idon’twanttoseehisface,I’m doingokay

withhim stayinghere,inaplaceI’veneverbeentobefore,keeping

hisdistanceawayfrom us.

“Holdmyhand,”hesays.

Itakeadeepbreathandholdit.

“I’m here,”heassuresme.

Anotherdeepbreath!Okay,Icandothis.Idon’thavetobescared

ofhim,heshouldbescaredofhimselfbecausehe’stheone

who’samonster.

I’m remindingmyselfeverypositivethingmyfriendshavetoldme

overtheyears.Wordsthatmademefeellikeawarrioratsome

pointinmylife.

He’ssittingonthesinglebedwithabowlinhishand.Hisheadis



greynow,he’soldandwrinkled.Whenheseesushesmilesand

standsup.Thewickedsmilehasn’tchanged.

“Whatasurprise!Busizwe,whydidn’tyoutellmeyouwere

coming?”

“Asyousaid,surprise!”Busizweisstanding,there’sabench

behindus,Iguesswearenotheretosit.

“Mela,you’vegrown.”

Iwashopinghewouldn’tsayanythingtome.Thewickedsmileon

hisfacemakesmyarmpitssweat.

“She’sabiggirlnow,”Busizwesayspattingmeontheshoulder.

“Pleasesit,Iwillsendtheboytobuyyouacolddrink,”hesays

takingasteptowardsthedoor.

Busizweletsgoofmyhandandblockshim from exitingthrough

thedoorandclosesit.

Beinginalockedhousewithhim insideshouldfreakmeout.But

no,thistimehe’stheonefreakingoutandI’m somehowpleased

bythat.

“Sitonthebed,”Busizweinstructs.

Hedoessowithoutputtingupafight.

Busizwelooksatme,“Whatdoyouwanttosaytohim?”

Ihavealottosay.Idreamedaboutthedaywhenhe’dbethis

powerlessinfrontofmesomanytimesinmylife.Butnowmy

wordsarejumbledup,Icannotsayasinglethingtohim.



“Orratherwhatdoyouwanttodo,”Busizweasks.

WhatdoIwanttodo?He’slookingatme,hiseyeshavewrinkled,

he’snolongerthatmanwhoworeexpensivecolognesandFedora

hats.ThatmanwhothrewmisplacedEnglishadverbsinhis

speechanddrankScottishwhiskeyonFridays.

“Iwanttospitonhisface,”Isay.

Busizwe’sbrowssnap,IseehisfacechangingtosomethingI

don’trecognizewithinablinkofaneye.

“Didhespitonyou?”heasks.

“Yes,”Inod.

There’sathunder,Iclosemyeyesandearsasitcracksloudlyin

theroom.WhenIopenmyeyessomeoneiscoughingblood,that

wasaslap.

“Spitonhim,”Busizwepermits.

Ifreeze.Icannotdoit.Icannotspitonsomeone’sface,that’snot

me.

“Canwetalkaboutthis?”He’sstilltalking,Iguesstheslap

Busizwegavehim wasnotenough.

“Slaphim again,”Isay.

Busizwedoesn’tneedtobetoldtwice,thistimetheslapsends

him crashingonthefloor.Iloveseeinghim thispowerless,curled

uponthefloorlikeanoldrugthatheis.

Busizwestompsonhischeekwithhistekkies.I’m stillstanding



againstthewallwithmyhandshuggingmyownshoulders.

“WadodiswayiminaBusizwe,stopthis.”He’sbeggingand

whimperinglikeawoundeddog.

Idon’tknowwhathemeansbysayinghemadeBusizweaman,

whatIknowisthathejustunleashedthewildanimalI’venever

seenevenatthezoo.

FiveminuteslaterI’m stillstandingandwatching.Thisisnotme,

anormalMelaminawouldn’tbestandinghereandwatchingthis

bloodyscene.I’m scaredofbloodbuthishasacalmingeffecton

me.

“Callthepolice,I’m goingtobeyourwitness,”Busizwesays.

I’m takenabackbythat.Hejustrearrangedthisman’swholebody

andface,nowhewantsthepolicetocome.Ithinkhemightbe

arrestedwithhim andchargedfortakingthelawintohishands.

“MaMshengucallthepolice,now!”

BreatheMela,think…breathe.

“No,Idon’twanttostandincourtandtrytoconvincepeopleit

happened.Youbelieveme,that’sallIwanted,”Isay.

“Thankyou,mntanami,”themonstergroansonthefloor.

I’m nottalkingtohim andI’m notdoingthisforhim.

Busizwestandswithhissleevesrolledupandfistsstainedwith

blood.



“Whatabouthim?Wearejustgoingtolethim go?”

“Alikhoiqilielizikhothaemhlanebhuti.Hewillmeethismatesone

day.”

Heglancesathim onthefloor,agrinteaseshisfaceand

disappearsinasplitsecond.Thenhelooksatmeandnods.

“You’reright.Hewillmeethismates.”Hesoundsverysureabout

this,unlikemewhojustpredicted.

Weleavehim lyingonthefloorcoughingblood.Ifeellike

Undertakerleavingthearenawithanewbelt.Iclimbinsidethe

taxiandturnupthemusic,Busizwestandsoutsideandsmokesa

cigarette.

Afteramomentheclimbsinandlowersthemusicvolume.

“Justamoment,”hesaysandtakesouthisphone.

He’scallingsomeone,I’m hopingnotthepolicebecauseIdon’t

thinkI’m emotionallyfittostandincourtandtellthejudgehowit

allhappened.

“Ihavetheaddress,”hetellsthepersononthephone.Iguessthe

matesaren’ttoofaraway.

Ican’twaitforthefuneral!

Heendsthecallanddoesn’tstartthetaxi,insteadhepullsmy

handandlooksatme.

“I’m sorry,”hesays.



Inod.Ishouldn’thaveblamedhim forwhatsomeoneelsedidto

me.

“I’m sorrythatIwasn’tagoodbrotherandI’m sorryourfather

wasn’tagoodfathertoyou.Well,actuallytoallofus.Wefailedto

setanexampleandprotectyouandmakesureyouneverfeel

broken.Iwantyoutoloveyourselfenoughthatyoudon’tseek

piecesofyourselffrom anyone.Findamanthatyoulove,nota

manyouneed.”

Whichotherblackgirlhaseverbeenpermittedtofindamanby

herbigbrother?Mycheeksareachingfrom thewidesmileIhave

onmyface.

“ButonlyafterIhavedoneumemuloforyouandIdon’twanta

hooligan.Hemustn’tdrinkorsmoke,hemustknowtheBiblefrom

thefronttothebackandnevermissadayinchurch.”

Oh,there’sanexhaustivelistofconditionscompiledbyaman

whoonlywenttochurchfortheorganizedbaptism ceremony

thirtyyearsago.

“Okay,whenam Isendinginvites?”

“Soon,”heturnsontheengine.

Thisdaycannotgetanybetter.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER42

VUMO

She’scried,nowitliterallyfeelslikeshehasnotearsleft,her

chestisalwaysdry.WithinafewdaysNkanyeziwasableto

creatememoriesthatwilllastforeverinherheart.Hemadehera

motherinawaythatnobodycouldunderstand.Hewasonlyafew

daysoldbutthestrengthhehadinhim madehim atruestar.

Sthembisoleft,hehasalife.Sheappreciateseverythinghedidfor

her;hispresenceandmoney.Hesacrificedalot.Ifthere’s

someoneNkanyezitookafter,asidefrom hisstriking

resemblanceofhisfather,itwould’vebeenSthembiso.Theirbig

hearts;howSthembisowillinglyputeverythingonholdtomake

surethetwinswereseparatedandNkanyezikeepinghisbrother

aliveuntilthesurgeryandthenleavinghisheartforhim.

“He’slivingthroughhisbrother,”thecounselortoldherthis

morningwhenshewenttoseeTwinB.Shebelieveditatthattime

butcomingbacktoherbedanddeeplythinkingaboutitshe

realizedtherewasnotruthinthat.Nkanyeziisgone,hewashis

ownpersonandheleftwitheverythingthatwashisexceptone

organ,theheart.He’snotlivingthroughTwinBoranyone.

“Ilosthim,that’sit.”She’stalkingtoherself,it’sanewhabitshe’s

developedthroughthisloss.

Someoneclearshisthroat.Shelooksupstartledthinkingit’s



Prudenceandherdramaagain.

Butit’samanshe’sbeencryingfor,askingherselfwhyhewasn’t

comingtoseeher.Butshefinallymadepeacewithit,excusingit

withpossiblefinancialhiccups.

“Vumo,”hesays.

Shenodsinacknowledgementandslidesintothebedpullingup

thecovers.

“Iheardaboutourson,”hecomescloser.He’snotwalking

normally,he’sbendingtohisrightsidewhichraiseshereyebrows.

“Areyouokay?Takethechairthereandsit.”

Hepullsthechairandsitswithalowgroan.He’shere,without

Hubo’sorthehospital’sapproval.Cebilewillbemadbutshewill

havetounderstandthatheneededtobehere.

“Yourboyfriendalmostkilledme,”hesaysadjustingonthechair.

“Myboyfriend?”shefrowns.

Heunbuttonshisshirtandshowshissixstitchesfrom underhis

rightarm tohiswaistandarm.

Shegasps,ifherchestwasn’tsodryshewould’vedroppedafew

tears,whatsheseesisgut-wrenching.

“Thisiswhyyoucouldn’tcome?”

Henods,“Yeah,butI’m herenow,oursonisgoingtohavea

propersend-off.”

“Mthokodidthis?”Herhandsaretrembling.Mthokowasviolent



withherbutshesomehowfoundwaysofforgivinghim because

ofhisquietcharacterandblamethealcoholinstead.Butwhathe

didtoSikelelaprovesthatonedayshewasgoingtoleavethat

houseinabodybag.

“Didyoureporttothepolice?”

Hechuckles,“HhayiboVumokuhle!”

“Hecommittedacrime.Whatifhekilledyou?Whatwould’ve

becomeofTwinB?”

Hethoughtaboutthattoo,that’swhyhe’stakinghistimeandnot

justrunningafterMthokolikeahothead.Whenhegetshim hewill

punishhim foreverysinhe’scommittedunderthesun.

“Ididn’tdie,soletitgo.Howareyoufeeling?”heasks.

Sheexhalesheavily.

“IthinkGodispunishingme.RightnowI’m scaredtoevenbond

andgetattachedtoTwinBbecauseIfeellikeanythingthatmy

heartlovestheuniversedestroys.Nkanyeziwasn’tsick,hewasn’t

goingtodie.Ilookedathim beforethesurgery,Icouldfeelthathe

wascomingbacktome.Andoutofnowherehewashaving

swollenbrainsanddying.No,noways,justno!”She’sshakingher

headvigorously,hereyesareredandswollen.

“Ididn’tmeethim,”Sikelelastateswithregret.Ifitwasn’tfor

MthokohewouldhavesomethingtosayaboutNkanyezitoo.

“Hewasgoingtolooklikeyou,”Vumotellshim.

“Amini-me,”hechuckles.“Butwewillseehim throughhis



brother.”

“They’renotidentical,”shesays.

“Oh,Ithoughttheyweresincetheywereconjoined.”Hefeels

stupid.

“No,they’renot,”shesayspoppingherfingers.

Heglancesaroundandexhalesdeeply.Whyisthenursenot

comingnow?

“TheysaidIcouldseehim,”hesays.

Vumoclearsherthroat,“Ohyouspoketothem already?”

“Yes,Iwasthankingthem foreverything,”hesays.

“Umh,Sikelelathere’ssomethingIneedtotellyouaboutTwinB.”

Hefrowns,hisheartracesstraightaway.He’shadenough

heartachethisweek.

“He...umh…Huboisyourbrother,whichissomethingIdidn’tknow

until…Imeanhe’syourblood,TwinB’sbloodaswell.Butitdoesn’t

meanthere’sapossibilityofhim beingafatherregardlessofthe

fewresemblancestheymightshare.”

“Yeah,Iknow.”Thisisconfusingforhim.

“Soyouwon’tfreakoutifheendsuplookinglikeHubo?”

Hefrowns,“No.WhywouldI?”

“Becauseofthepast,”she’sashamedsayingthis.

“Huboismybrother,iftherewasapossibilityofhim beinga



fatherhewould’vetoldme.Andbesides,Itrusttheancestors’

messageandtheirvoice.”

Alright,notexactlythenarrationsheexpected.

“You’veknownHuboforlessthanayearandknownmeforfour

years.Butyoutrusthim morethanme?”Shethoughtshewas

donearguingandsnappingandallthecrazyshitshe’sbeendoing,

butthisoneisshocking.

“Doyoureallywantustogothere?”Sikelelaasks.

Sheshrugs,“No,it’sfine.”

Hechecksthetimeonhiswrist-watchandgruntsinfrustration.

“SoIwon’tbethereforthefuneral?”Vumotriestobreaktheice.

“TwinBneedsyouhere,”hesaysandthinksforaminutethen

looksather.“Wecan’tkeepcallinghim that.Heneedsaname.”

“InamedNkanyezi,youcannamehim,”shesays.

“That’sanicenameyougavehim.IwashappywhenIheard,”he’s

smiling.

Shesmilesback;genuinelyforthefirsttimeinmonths.

“Itried,”shesays.

“Iheardthatthestarsremainintheskyduringdayandnight.But

wecannotseethem duringthedaybecausethesunoverpowers

anddimstheirlight.SoourNkanyeziisalwaysgoingtobe

presenteventhoughwewon’tbeabletoseehim becauseof

iLangalethuwhoselightismorebrightandpowerfulinthenaked



eye.Hopefullyinourdreamsatnightourstarwillcomeoutand

shineagain.”

“Thankyou,”she’scryingagain,forthegazilliontimetoday.

“Forwhat?”

“Forcomingandgivinghim thenameandsayingthat.Ifeelso

brokenandempty.AttimesIaskmyselfwhydidn’tGodsave

Nkanyeziandtakemeinstead.Notevenbecauseofthisoryou;

youhadeveryrighttobeangryatme.ButmyfatherSikelela,

aren’tfatherssupposedtodisciplineandlovetheirchildrenwith

theirflawsandall?Ilostaman,ahomeandafatherallinoneday.

AndIdraggedmysisterandmymotherinmymesswithme.”

“Doyouthinkhe’sgoingtoallowustoburyNkanyezi?”He

shouldn’thaveaskedherthisquestion,that’sforhim tofigureout.

“I’m sorry,youshouldberestingandnotworryingaboutthat.”

Hepasseshisfacetowelforhertowipethetears.

Thenursewalksintotellhim Langaisreadytomeethim.Vumo’s

emotionsarestillveryhigh,shehasn’tstoppedcrying,sothis

can’tbemom anddadseeingtheirsontogetherforthefirsttime

moment.

“Iwillbeback,”hesaysleavingherwiththenurse.

Hisphoneringsasheexitstheroom.

It’sthenumberhecannotrecognize;heanswersbyclearinghis

throat.



“Oldfrenemy,”saysthepersonontheline.

“Whoam Italkingto?”

“Don’tdrop.It’sMela.”

Hestopswalking,differentemotionstakingoverhim.

“Whatdoyouwant?”heasks.

“Londekasaidyou’renotpettybutyourattitudetellsmeotherwise

rightnow.Yousaidwecouldbefriends,sofriendscheckonone

another,”shesays.

Hescoffs,“I’m notshortoffriendsMela,IneversaidIwanttobe

yourfriend,IsaidIloveyouandyousaidyouareinlovewith

Hubo.”

“Whaaat?IneversaidI’m inlovewithHubo.Youmeanyour

brotherwhofuckseveryone?No,thankyouverymuch,”sheeven

soundsoffended.

“Whatdoyoumean?”He’snowconfused.

“IwastalkingaboutSthembiso.”

Thisisnowfunny,heholdsbackhislaugh.

“YoumeanSguqa,myolderbrother?”heasks.

“Yes,”shesays.

“Isitthebigmuscles?Icangotothegym too.”

“Youmeanyou’dpausebeingafatherandgotothegym?”That

toneisdifferent.



“Icandoboth,can’tI?”

“Ifthebabymamaisnotcrazy,Iguessso.”

“CanIcallyoulater?I’m seeingmysoninafewminutesforthe

firsttime.”

“Yeah,youcan.Don’tgetmeintroublewiththemama,tellherwe

arejustfriends.”Hecannotmisstheunderlyingtoneagain.

Hedropsthecallwithaslightheadshake.Hehasn’tthoughtofit

beingdramaticassheputit.

Hisheartstartsrollingdrumsashegetsclosertothesleeping

Langa.Histinybodyhasmiraculouslygonethroughalot.The

stitcheshehasonhisrightsidearenothingcomparedtothetwo

surgeriesthisboyhasundergone.

He’snotbigonbaby-talkbutonewayoranotherhehastosay

somethingtohisson.Heneedstoknowthatdaddyishereand

he’sNEVERgoingtoabandonhim likeMkhuluHlongwanedidto

hisfatherandMkhuluNtulididtohismother.

“Langalethu,yourfatherishere.Iknowatsomepointyoumust’ve

thoughtyourfatherwasthatbigmuscledguywho’smaking

Melamina’shearttwerkinsteadofmine...”Forfuck’sake!He

clearshisthroat,“That’syourbiguncle,he’saverygoodguy.

SoonyouwillmeetHubolethuandThobani.Hopefullyyouwon’t

meetMthoko,ever.Youaregoingtohaveenoughfathersinyour

life,youdon’tneedastepfather.Thenyou’regoingtomeetyour

grandmother,ohdearson!Thankyouforjoiningmeonthis

journey,whateveryoudoalwaysrememberthatlifeisCebile



Dlamuka’sshowandyouandIarejustbystanders.She’sgoingto

tellyouwhichfoodisyourfavoriteandconvinceyouthatyoulike

pumpkinevenwhenyoutellheryoudon’t.I’m sureyou’llgrowup

andhearaboutyourgrandfather,Mkhonto.Yourgrandmother

probablyhasthatpartofherlifewrittensomewherewordtoword

andcursetocurse.Andunlikeme,you’llhaveaunts.Somewho

don’tnecessarilystoptalkingbutyou’lllovethem anyway.”That’s

toomanystoriesforababywho’snoteventwoweeksold;he

takesabriefpause.

“I’m goingtobewhatnobodywastome;agoodfather,”hesays.

“I’m takingyourbrotherhometomorrow,he’snotdead,he’sjust

sleepingthebigsleepandwillalwayslookoveryouandyour

mom.”

-

-

STHEMBISO

Sikelela’sunclehasdecidedtodistancehimselffrom thisburial

arrangement.EarliertodayheaccompaniedSthembisotothe

NtulistopleadwithVumo’sfathertoacceptNkanyezi’sbodyfor

theburial.Thatdidn’tgowell,Ntuliisconvincedthatconjoined

twinsareasignofbadluckandherefusestoletsuchintohis

home.

DrButler’sassistantcallinghim andaskingforameetingwasn’t

whatheneededtoday.Hadheknownthatshewasthisannoying



andunprofessional,hewould’vehiredanotherspecialist.He

knowswhatthismeetingisabout;sheobviouslyhasmore

questionsaboutwhyshedidthejobthatshedid.Annoying!

Buthe’sinDurbananyway,sohewillgetthisoveranddonewith.

Hecallsherdirectly,notthroughtheassistant.

“I’m headingtoMusgraverightnow,”hetellsher.

“MrHlongwane,Ithoughtweweremeetingat1pm.”

“ThisistheonlytimeIhave,I’m notsleepinginDurban.”

“ButI’m notinMusgraverightnow.I’m kindofbusyinthehouse,

unlessifyoudon’tminddrivinghere.It’slike…30minutesaway,”

shesays.

“YoumeanImustdrivetoKloof?”

“Wecanpostponetotomorrowifyou’reinahurry.”

TomorrowisNkanyezi’sburial,hopefully.

“Fine,I’m coming,sendtheaddress.”

Notetohimself;alwaysdoannoyingbackgroundcheckbefore

gettingintoanyagreementwithdoctors.Well,paediatric

surgeons.Findouthowannoyingthepersonisfrom thescaleof

onetoten,beforeassociatingyourselfwiththem.

Besidethelavishproperties,Evertonisveryleafyandharmonious.

HeunderstandsathingortwoaboutGiana’sfinanciallevel.

Personally,he’dneverliveinsuchasecuredplacebecausehe’s



from thechaosandchaosfollowshisshadoweverywherehe

goes.

Herhouseiswhatheexpectedwhenhedrovethroughthisupper-

classsuburbs.Rollinggreengroundsgreetingyouadistance

awayfrom thepremises.Anelectricgate,welcomedbya

sparklingpool,adouble-doorcargarageandwhatlookslikean

extraoneforboats,andacoloursplashedgardenleadingtothe

houseentrance.That’showIrishpeopleliveINSouthAfrica.

She’swelcomingenoughtogethim from thedoorwithaglassof

wine.

“Comein,”shesays.

Inhiscultureyouletpeoplesitbeforeofferingthem adrink,but

whateverworksinIreland.

“Howareyou?”heasks.

“I’m good,”she’sbarefooted,wearingwhatlookslikehergranny’s

hand-me-downs.Londekawouldhavesomuchtosayaboutthis

styleofdressing.

“Pleasehaveaseat,”she’spointinghim onthecouchfacingthe

balconyinanopenareathat’sscantilyfurnishedbutlooksjustas

lavish.“I’m goingtoputontheheatandcomeback.I’m withouta

chef,soit’skindacrazy.”

Thosearekindofproblemseveryblackpersonwishestohave.

Hecracksasmileandsighsassoonassheturnsherback.What

wineisthis?Ittasteslikeacoughsyrup.



She’sback,tyingherhairintoaponytail.

“SoI’vebeennominatedforthehonoreeawardinNational

MedicalAwards.Notexactlynominatedbutselectedforthe

award.It’soneofthebiggestcategories,”shesays,notexcited

butpanicking.

“Gianapleasedon’ttellmethatyoucalledmeheretoaskfor

congratulations.”

Sherubshernosewithfrustration.Itturnsredimmediately.

“MrHlongwane,I’m selectedfortheawardbecauseofthe

“outstandingjob”thatIdid.AndIhavetodeliverabigassspeech

discussingthechallengesIfacedandhowIovercomethem and

bethisbigidolforthedaywho…”

Hechuckles,“Okay,relax.You’reselectedfortheaward,cheersto

that!”

Heraiseshisglassforatoastandshejustsighs.

“Youhavetotellmethetruth,maybeI’llfeellessguilty,”shesays.

“Gianaatsomepointyouneedtobeprofessionalandcontinue

withyourlife.ItoldyouwhatIcouldtellyou,attheendoftheday

thisismyfamilymatter,Ionlyneededyouforthejob.”

“Youinsertedmeinyourfamilymatters.I’m asinvolvedasyou

areandforthatyouowemethetruth.”

Sigh,deeplysigh!



“Howdoyoufeelaftereverything?”sheasks.

“Ihaven’thadtimetofeelanything.There’salotgoingon.”

“Luckyyou,I’vehadallthetimetofeelhorrible.I’m amothertoo.”

Hefrownsandlooksaround.

“They’reatschool?”

“No,they’reinthecage.Twopuppies.”

Didhejustcomparethetwinstohertwopuppies?Thecough

syrupwine!Hetakesasmallsipandnods.

“JusttellmesothatIcanunderstand.Whywastheothertwin

moreimportantthantheother?Isitsomethingtodowith

witchcraft?”

WeJesu,whydidsheleaveIreland?Hesilentlysaystohimself.

Beforehecananswer,shefuriouslystandsup.

“Ifthat’stheattitudeyou’regivingme,MrHlongwane,thenIregret

agreeingtodothatjob.”

Ohshit,hesaidthatloud,didn’the?

“Gianalook…”

“I’m outofhere,”she’sstormingout.

Herunsafterherwiththecoughsyrupinhishand.

“Youcan’tbeoutofhere,thisisyourhouse,letmebetheone

wholeaves.”



Shewalksoutofthedoorandslamsitbehindher.

Whenhegetstothedoorhecannotseewhereshedisappeared

to,thisisabigyard.Theonlythinghecanseeisthesmoke

comingfrom thekitchen.Great,justgreat!Ontopofeverything

he’sgonethroughtoday,hehastodealwithanangrywhite

woman.

Notjustheronlyher,butherburningpotsaswell.Butthisisnot

goingtobelikeoldwhitesupremacydays;blackboyslavingfora

whitewoman.No,he’sgoingtoturnthismeatandtakethegarlic

rollsoutoftheoven,thenhe’sgoingtoservehimselflikea

specialguest.

ThirtyminuteslatertheIrishdramaisover.Shewalksin,finding

him comfortableinherkitchenwithchickenchewedbones

scatteredontheplateinfrontofhim.

“You’reback,”hesayswithmockery.

Shegrabsabottleofwineandpoursintheglassuntilitspillson

thecounter.

“Whoah!Areyouokay?”heasks.

Shesipssilently.

Okay,thedramaisnotover.

“Whetheryoubelieveitornot,whatItoldyouisthetruth.Onlya

Hlongwanecanfullyunderstandwhatthatsacrificemeansforthe

familymovingforward,”hesays.



“SoIhavetobeaHlongwanetounderstand?”sheasks.

Hechuckles,“Maybe,youalreadyknowoursecrets.”

Shescoffsandslightlyrollshereyes.

“Sowhat’sbeenkeepingyousobusythatyouhaven’thadtimeto

dealwithyouremotions?”

“Theburialarrangements,”hesays.

“He’sjustalittlebaby,what’shardaboutburyinghim?”

“Idon’thaveenoughEnglishtotakeyouthroughit.”

Justastheconversationwasstartingtoflow,hehadtobethe

typicalMrHlongwane!

Shetakesherphoneoutandquicklyscrollsdownwithher

eyelashesflappinginanger.

“Here,”shesaysgivingthephonetohim.

Hefrowns,“WhatmustIdowithyourphone?”

“Tellmeinyourlanguage,there’satranslatorthere.I’m tiredof

youusinglanguageasabarriertohidethingsfrom me.”

“Areyouserious?”

“Yeah,talktothespeaker,Iwillwait.”

OhJesus,crossoverrightnow!

“Okayfine,”hegivesherphonebackandreactivatehisEnglish

bundles.



“Sothetwins’grandmotherwasn’tmarriedtomyfather,neither

didmyfatherpaythedamagestotheDlamukafamily,sowe

cannotclaim thetwinsastheHlongwanes.That’sproblem

numberone.Numbertwo;Sikelelahasnotmarriedthetwins’

motherorpaidtohavethem totheDlamukasurnameeither.It

wasaveryconfusingpregnancy,thingsdidn’thappentheway

theyweresupposedtohappen.Soitwouldbeagainstcultureto

buryNkanyeziasaDlamuka.Heis,bycultureandtradition,aNtuli

atthemomentandthat’swhereheshouldbeburiedat.Problem

numberthree;theheadoftheNtulisbelievesthatconjoinedtwins

aresignofbadluck,herefusestolettheburialtakeplaceathis

home.That’swhatstressingme,tomorrowSikelelaiscoming

backwiththebodyandIhaven’tbeenabletosolvethisissue.”

Shewantedthedetails,butphewww!

“Soiftheproblem isthedamages,whycan’tyoupaythem tothe

Ntulifamilyrightawayandburythebabyatthefather’shome?”

sheasks.

“Payingthedamagesdoesn’treallymeanthechildnowbelongs

tothefather’ssurname.Butevenso,wecan’t,becausepayingthe

damagesmeansonecowhastobeslaughteredonthedayand

slaughteringisforbiddenduringthemourningperiod.TheNtulis

cannotacceptthedamagesbeforetheburial,”hesays.

“Thisculturethingis…blackpeoplelovecomplicatingtheirlives,”

shesaysthrowingherhandsup.

Hiseyebrowfurrows,“Giana,don’tbeKaren.”

“WhoisKaren?”



“Justdon’tspeakonpeople’sculture.”

“Okay,sorry.HowaboutIgotoNtuliandexplaintohim howtwins

getfusedtogether?”

Hechuckles,“He’saverystubbornman,Idon’tthinkhe’sgoingto

listentoastranger.”

“I’m adoctorandI’m ‘white’,”shequotesitwithherfingersto

mockhim.“Whichmanwouldn’tlistentome,exceptyou?”

Ohright,maybeit’snotabadidea,shemightbeabetter

negotiatorthanhim becauseoftheprivilegessheholds.

“I’dbehappyifyoucandothatforme,”hesays.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER43

LONDEKA

Sgcinohasagoodjob,he’sanimportcontroller,Iexpectedthe

homehecomesfrom tobethisorganizedandmodernly-built.

Well,givenhismotherQueenElizabeth’sattitudeaswell.Itmakes

senseformetobesteppinginsidearondavelthat’sdouble-

roomedinsideandexquisitelyfurnished.

OnesidehastheL-shapedsleepercouch,aglasscoffee-table

and‘decorating’bookcaseneatlystackedwithbooksthatlooks

likethey’veneverbeentouchedbefore.There’savasewithfresh

flowersonthetable,whichisweird,isn’tthisabedroom ofaguy

whodoesn’tstayathome?

Hemovesmetothebedroom andasksmetounpackmybags

andputmyclothesinhiswardrobe.I’m notgoingthroughso

muchadmin,packingandunpacking,weareleavingtomorrow.

“Sowhat’sexpectedofme?”I’m standinginthemiddleofthe

room withmyarmsfoldedandlipstickfadingduetotheconstant

lip-rubbing.I’m hell-shitnervous.

“Nothing,”hesayswithasmile.Helooksgenuinelyhappy.

“Okaythengetmewater,I’llbathandsleep,”Isay.

“Ididn’tmeannothingasinyoujusthavetosleep.Maisgoingto

comeandgreetyou,shemighthavesomecompany.Then



abafowethuwillcometoshakeyourhand,bazoxhawula.”

Newinformation,breatheLondeka.

“Abafowenu?”Ididn’tknowhehadbrothers,Ionlyknowofthe

cousins.

“Yeah,theguysIlivewiththisside.”Thatmeansanumberof

villagemen.ObviouslyIwouldn’tknowanythingaboutthat,Idon’t

comefrom theunitedvillagewhereonecallsvillagemen

‘brothers’.Thoseones,backinMashoba,fightanythingthat’sout

oftheirclan.MyfamilyandMela’sarejustperfectexampleof

that.

“Doyouthinkthey’llpatyouatthebackandsayyouchosewell?”I

ask.

Hechuckles,“Don’tknow,don’tcare.Pleasemakeyourself

comfortable,Ihavetogreetthefamilies.”

“Families?”Anythinghesaysfreaksmeout,mynervesareallover

theplace.

“Mymotherandwhoevershe’swithinthekitchen.Thenmy

undergroundfamily.”

Ireleaseahugebreathandnod.Heturnsbacktome.

“Hey,”hepullsmyarmsandwrapsthem aroundhiswaist.“Thisis

yourhome,there’snothingforyoutoworryabout.”

There’snothingformetoworryabout?He’sgotamnesia,clearly.

“There’syourmotherwhodoesn’tlikeme,Sgcino,”Isay.



“Shealsocamehereforlove.Uqomilenayelayikhaya,don’tlether

scareyou.”

Thatmakesmelaugh.He’sright,whyam Istressingabout

someonewhoalsocamehereforaman?I’dappreciateher

approvalbutit’snotsomethingthatwouldgivemehypothermiaif

Idon’tget.

“Iloveyou,okay?”Heperksmeontheforehead,givesmea

reassuringlookandthenwalksout.

I’vebeensonervousthatIcompletelyforgotconfrontinghim

aboutthetrucksituationthatalmostgotmeintroublewith

MaXulu.Wehadasourmorningfrom Sthembiso’sfailedattempt

ofnegotiatingthefuneralarrangementswiththeNtulis.Thenout

ofnowheretherewasaNissanpickuptruckdrivinginwithout

permission.Itwasforme;therewasadeliveryfrom Cicci’s

Boutique.Ilookedretardedbeingpiledupwithshoppingbags

whilemywholefamilywatchedinconfusion.Ntuthukohada

wholeboutiquesenttome.Thentherewasaladywithapink

vanityboxclimbingoutandaskingifI’m readytodomynails,hair

andface.

AtthattimeIhadn’ttoldMaXuluthatIwascominghere.Istill

haven’ttoldherthewholetruth,shethinksI’m atafriend’sevent.I

understandthathewassimplyhonoringmyrequests;IsaidI’d

needclothes,nailsdoneandsomethingdoneonmyhairbeforeI

couldcomehere.ButhelistenedtoNtuthuko,awell-known

exaggerator,andambushedmeinfrontofmywholefamily.



Anywaybacktothefancyrondavel,Icannotseeanypicturesof

hiswife.NotthatIwashopingtoseeone,butisitnotweird?

There’saroom Ihaven’tenteredinhistownhouse,that’swherehe

probablystoredtheirmemories.Buthere,Iexpectedtofindat

leastakistshebroughtwhenshegotmarried,somepicturesand

maybesomeofheraccessories.Iwanttoknowifwehave

anythingincommon,likewhatmadehim chooseus.

I’m wanderingaround,doingwhateverygirldoesinaguy’sroom.

MyFBImodeisdeactivatedimmediatelywhenIhearsomeone

clappingbehindme.

“Ufikanjeusuthwalaizindluzalayikhaya?”It’stheoneandonly’s

disciplineofSatan.Imean,mypreciousfuturemother-in-law.

Ukuthwalaindlusimplymeansstandinginthehousedoing

nothing,whichisconsideredunculturedbehaviorintheZululand.

Ican’tsitonthecouch,she’stakenallofitwithherbunchof

friends.Wheream Isupposedtosit?

Guesswhowalksinwithareed-mat,justasI’m thinkingaboutmy

options?

“Hi,”shesmiles,layingitonthefloorandsittingcomfortably.

Eyesareallonme.Ittakeseverythinginmetohumblemyselfand

sitnexttoher.Myfingersareslightlyshaking,Idon’tknowwhy

Sgcinowoulddothistome.



Oneofthewomenbreaksthesilencewithachuckleandasks

MaNgcobo,“Sothisisyourmakoti?Owakwabani?”

“Hlongwane,Ihear,”MaNgcobosays.Shecould’vebeenabit

descriptivebutIguess‘shedoesn’tknowme’.

“LondekaHlongwanefrom Mashobavillage,”Isay.Ihaveno

problem introducingmyself.

“Wearehappytomeetyou,”obviouslythat’snotMaNgcobobut

oneofthewomen.

“SohowdidyoumeetMfano?”sheasks.

“Inaclub,Igotintoafightwithoneofhiscolleagues,afriendnow,

andhestoppedusanddrovemehome.”Notoneofthegreatest

lovestoriesbutI’m noCinderella.

“Inaclub?”MaNgcobofrowns.

WhatdidSgcinotellher?Thathepickedmefrom areed-dance?

“Yes,”Isay.

“Soyou’reoneofthoseloosegirlswhodrinkandsleepwith

strangers?”

There’sachucklenexttome.

“Iwouldn’tsaythat,”Isay.

Icanheartheirsilentwhispers,I’dbelyingifIsayI’m offendedby

theirreactioninanyway.MaNgcobotriedtoembarrassmeas

soonasshesteppedinhere.

Shestands,adjustingthescarftiedoverhershoulders.



“MakotipleasecomeanddishforoMaMkhizebeforetheyleave,”

shesays.

Themakotisherecognizesstandsandleaveswiththem.

IfIdon’tspeaktoanyoneIswearI’m goingtostartpunchingwalls.

IcallMela,sheknowsthisdevilbetterthanme.

“Nsunduwife,”sheanswerswithecstasy.

“Don’tcallmethat.Yourfriendhashislatewife’ssisterwho’s

nominatedtobecomehisnextwifebythefamilyhere.Doeshe

notknowme?”I’m pacingaroundthecouch.

“Babe,don’tletthem gettoyou.Sgcinolovesyou,theyjustneed

toacceptit.Shecancomethere,flauntherhips,scrubtheirroofs

and…”

“Mela,Ihaveaconfidencehigherthanherhigh-heels.What

annoysmeisSgcinonottellingmewhatI’m cominginto.He

knowshowIam,I’m allergictodisrespectandIsurelycanraise

hismother’sBPifshekeepscomingformypeace.”

“Okay,youneedtocalm down.Sgcinoistheonlyimportant

personforyouthere,carryyourselfthewayyou’dwanthim to

carryhimselfinyourmother’shouse.”

Iexerciseafewbreaths.“Alright,I’m goodnow.”

“That’smyfriend.There’ssomethingIneedtotellyouwhenyou

comeback.”



“Justtellmenow,Idesperatelyneedsomegoodnews.”

Shelaughs,“Trustme,thisoneisworthybeingtoldoverdrinks

andcelebrated.”

Ihopeshewonlotterysothatshecanbuymeanewlife.

Acutegirlwithflawlesschestnutskinandshortafrowalksinwith

atrayoffood.She’sinherearlyteens,almostresembling

Ntuthuko.

“Doyouneedanythingelse?”

Yes,killyourgrandmotherorwhoeverMaNgcoboistoyou.

“No,thankyoubaby,”Isay.

That’sexactlywhatshewasprayingfor;shehappilyrunsout.

ThisfoodwaspreparedbyVuyo,probably.Youcantellhowthe

riceisdished,likeaburialmound.Shewantsmedead.I’m not

goingtoeat,Idon’thaveadeathwish.

Ileaveitonthecoffee-tableandgolieinthebed.Sgcinois

probablycatchingupwithhismotherandrecognizedmakoti,I’m

hatingeverymoment,ifIhadmywheelsI’dbeonmywayback

home.

Therearemultiplemalevoicesapproaching.Iimmediatelysitup,

waitingtohearthedoorshiftbutthenoisesuddenlydiesdown.

Afteraminutethedoorshifts,therearefootsteps,he’scomingin.



“Hey,youarehere.Areyouokay?”

“Yeah,I’m good.”

Helooksintomyeyesforquiteamoment.Idon’tgiveanything

away.

“Mybrothersareheretoseeyou,pleasecometothesittingfora

moment.”

Igetoffbedandfixmydress.AsIwalkpasthim hegrabsmyarm,

turnsmyfacetohim andstaresintomyeyes.“Ididn’tknow

Londeka.Wewilltalkaboutitlater.”

Idon’tsayanything,Ipullmyarm andwalkaway.

Themenarenicerthanwomen.Ifindmyselfsmilingatthe

advicesthey’regivingmeonhowtodealwithSgcino.He’salso

herelaughing.Imakesurewedon’tlaughatthesametime;that’s

howpettyIcanbe.

Theyleave,promisingtoseemeagainwhenSgcinosendsthem

toMashobaforlobola.Mysmiledisappearsassoonastheywalk

outofthedoor.Igetupandgobacktothebed.

He’sfollowingwiththefoodIintentionallyleftonthetray.Heputs

itnexttothebedandsits.

“Areyouangry?”

That’sastupidquestion.



“IwasshockedwhenIwalkedintoherandmymotherinthe

kitchen.ButIhavetounderstandthattherewasarelationship

betweentwofamiliesandthey’renotgoingtostopbecauseI’ve

foundloveelsewhere.”

“Youthinkthisaboutyourmother’sfriendshipwithyournextwife?

NoSgcino,it’saboutthedisrespectfrom you.Idon’tcareifshe’s

yourmother,setboundariesSgcino,fuckin’boundaries!Keepyour

wife’ssisterinyourlifebuthaveboundariesset.Makeyour

peoplerespectmeorI’m goingtoleave.”

“You’regoingtoleave?”heasks.

Obviouslythat’sallhetookfrom everythingIjustsaidtohim.

“Yes,IwillleaveyouSgcinumyalo.Loveisnotenough,Ineed

peaceandahealthyenvironment.Igrewupinahomewhereboth

myparentshadtheirfavouritesbetweenmeandmybrother.

Guesswhat,itturnedusagainsteachother.OnethingI’m not

goingtodoismovetothenextstepofmylifeandstillfighttobe

someone’sfavourite.That’sbullshit!”

“Youdon’thavetoshout,Icanhearyou,”hesays.

“Thenmakemesomethingtoeatandgivemebathwater,Iwant

tosleep,”Isay.

Luckilyhedoesn’tnagmeaboutthefoodthatwasalready

preparedanddishedbyVuyo.Heleaveswiththeplateuntouched.

Iburymyselfinthebedandreleasealowgroan.Whata

nightmare!

-



-

Ifeelsomeone’shandonmyshoulderandsluggishlyopenmy

arms.Thelightshinesstraightintomyeyes,Igruntinirritation.I

wasangrywhenIdozedoff,Idon’tknowwhattimeitisbutmy

bodytellsmeitstillneedsmoresleep.

There’samansittingnexttomeandstaringdownatme.

“Isitmorning?”Iask.

“No,it’s11:33pm.”

Thenwhyam Ibeingwokenup?Hecanreadmyfrustrationand

confusion.

“I’m sorrytodisturbyou,”hesays.

“Whatever!”I’m turningtotheotherside.

Heholdsme,“CanwetalkLondeka?Withoutscreaming.”

“Now?”Iask.

“Wecan’tleavetomorrowwithoutdoingeverythingwecamehere

todo.Unlessifyou’vealreadydecidedtoleaveme.”

Yawn.

IpulltheblankettomychestasIsitup.

“Talk,”Isay.

“MaybeI’vebeenscaredtosetboundarieswithVuyobecauseof

guilt.IfeellikeeventhoughIdon’tmarryherIcanmakesureshe

getstoliveherbestlife.Itwasjustthetwoofthem from their



motherandIkilledhersister.”

“ButhowisthatgoingtoworkSgcino?”I’m calm now.

“I’m goingtomarryyou,”hesays

Wow!Sohehaslong-term solutionstoashort-term problem.

Hetakesmyhandintohisandplantsasoftkissonit.Ishouldbe

havingbutterfliesrightnowbutallIcandoissigh.

“Idon’tcheatandI’m notafanofpolygamy.Youjustneedtotrust

me,Iwillworkonmyweaknessestoo.”

“Whataboutyourmom?”Iask.

“Iwilltalktoher.”Histoneisnotconvincing.Ithinkhisumbilical

cordisstillattachedtohismotherandshetakesfulladvantageof

that.

“IloveyouLondeka,Ireallydo.Iwillchooseyouanyday,

everyday.”

Inod,“Iloveyoutoo.”

“Let’scontinuewhatwecameheretodo.Asigeze.”

“Bathatthistime?”Myeyeswiden.

“Yes,”hesays.

“Pleasetellmethewaterisatleastwarm.”Myskinisalready

shivering.

“Comeon,Iwillmakeyouwarm.”

I’m temptedtorollmyeyes.Hestripshisclothesoffandpullsme



outofbed.Ishould’vepausedmyangerandgotthisdoneearlier,

Ihavetodoitinthedeephoursofthenight.

“Doyouneedhelp?”heasks.

Iinstantlyshakemyheadandstartundressing.ThenIlookup

withmyeyebrowarched.

“Wearedoingithere,right?”I’m notseeinganythingintheroom.

Nobasin,nowater.

“ThisisavillageLondeka,surelyyoudon’texpectmetohavea

bathroom insidethehouse.”

“SoI’m goingoutsidenaked?”Somebodykillmenow!

“Well,there’satowel.”

Isupposethatmakesthiswholesituationbetter,aflippin’towel!

Peoplegetaccusedofwitchcraftforthingslikethese.Weare

wrappedintowels,I’m holdingatorch,him abasinandabucket

ofcoldwater,andweareheadingtotheoutside-builtbathroom.I

hopethisprovestohim thatI’m worthgirlfriendmonthly

allowancebecauseIwouldn’tdothisforanyoneinthisworld.I’m

tryingnottothinkaboutthedangersofwalkingwithhim outside

atnight.I’m surehe’snotthinkingaboutiteither,thegoaltodayis

togetcleansedfrom whateverpastspiritswemaycarry.

Hegoesfirst;splashingcoldwateronhisbodylikeit’sthemost

normalthingtodointhemiddlehoursofnight.He’snoteven



shivering.Ittakesmefiveminutestogetreadyforcoldwater.

EventuallyIhavetogetitdone,webathtogether,he’smumbling

thingsaswedoso.ThingsIwanttolaughatbutIcan’tbecause

thisisaveryseriousmoment.

Heinstructsmenottodryandjustwrapatowelaroundandwalk

backhomewithoutlookingback.Iwanttojumpintobedright

awaybutIcan’tdoso,I’m stillwet.Hewalksinaftermeand

closesthedoor.

Hegivesmearobetoputon.IguessIcannowgetintobedand

carryonwithmysleep.

Ornot…

CandlesandalidofburningwithLotusincensesticks.

“Anothercleansingritual?”Iask.

Hechuckles,“Idothiseverymonth.It’sgoodandrefreshingfor

yourbrainandsoul.”

“I’m alwaysrefreshedinsoulandmind,”Isay.

Atleastwearedoingthisoneinsidethebedroom.Onthefloor,

though.

“Thisisaboutgatheringyourspirits,clearingyourthoughtsand

rechargingyoursoul,”hesays.

I’m followinghislead.Hecrosseshislegs,Idothesame.He

placeshishandsflatonhisthighs,sodoI.Hecloseshiseyesand

deeplyinhalestherevokingscentcomingfrom thelid.Fora



minuteIjustwatchhim,I’m notsurewherehismindisatright

nowbutclearlynotwithme.Iwilltakethisasmeditating,Iclose

myeyesandprayIdon’tfallasleepbeforethefinishingpoint.

“Thankyou,”hesays.

Ialmostopenmyeyes.HowdidheknowIjustclosedmyeyes?

Thenthere’savoice,from aspeakerorsomething,Idon’tknow

whatisit,Ididn’tseeanything.

“Sheletgoofthefear

Sheletgoofthejudgements

Sheletgooftheinfluenceofopinionsswarmingaroundherhead

Sheletgoofcommitteeofindecisionwithinher

Sheletgoofall“theright”reasons

Sheletgoofallthememoriesthatheldherback

Sheletgooftheanxiety…”

Myminddrifts,asmyheartstartslettinggosomethinginmysoul

moves.Myheadclearsoffeveryunwelcomethoughtsand

opinions,Icreatespaceforpositivityandnewspiritualjourney.

Myclawsaredeepinmyspirits,connectedlikeacable.ButI’m

gettingsleepyhere,thismeditationwillendwithmeonthefloor.

Ifeelhisarmswrappingaroundme,liftingmetothebedand



tuckingmein.Ifeelhislipsplantingasoftkissonmyforehead

andhim slidinginnexttomeandreleasingadeepbreath.

-

-

Iwakeupfeelingrefreshed;inbody,spiritandmind.AttheendI

didn’tfeellikeIwasdoinganyofitforhim ortherelationship,but

myself.Thedownsideofitthoughisthathe’snotnexttome

whenIwakeup.Idon’tknowwhereheis,hedidn’tleaveanoteor

anything,andhisphoneisherecharging.AndIthoughtwe’ve

turnedanewleafinthisrelationshipwheretherewon’tbeany

fightsnecessary,justmutualrespect.

Atleastthebathroom isbehindthehouseI’m in,Idon’thaveto

marchtotheothersideoftheyardandattractunnecessary

attention.Imakeitsnappy,beforepeoplewakeup,thenIgetback

inthehouse,dressupandmentallyprepareforwar.

Twohourspass,thesunrisesandthere’sstillnosignofmy

boyfriend.MaNgcobohaswokenup,Icanhearhervoiceloudly

chattingtosomeoneabouthowunpredictabledeathis.Iguess

someonetheyknowdied.

There’saknockatthedoor.Sgcinowouldn’tknock,wouldhe?

Iopenandit’shisniecethatImetyesterdaywithbreakfast.She’s

nice,Idon’trememberdoingthisforanyoftheHlongwaneboys.

Iftheybringgirlsthey’resolelyresponsibleforthem.



“ThankyouOlwethu.Doyouknowwhereyouruncleis?”Ican’t

believeI’m askingmyboyfriend’swhereaboutsfrom achild.

“Hewenttothecattle-dip,”shesays.

Wow,socowsaremoreimportantthanme.

“Oh,okay.IsAuntVuyostillaround?”

“SheleftthismorningbutGogosaidshemustcomebackagain

tovisit.”TMI!

“That’snice.”Nicemyfoot!IloseappetiterightawaybutI’m

goingtopraythere’snopoisoninthisfoodandeattostayalive.

Ieatandputtheemptyplateonthetable.Icantakeitbacktothe

kitchenandhelphereandthere,butIknowmyrightsandIhave

noreasontohelpinMaNgcobo’skitchen.

Asifit’sgoingtomakemefeelbad,shedecidestocomeand

collectsthedishesherself.

“Nowyoucangobacktobedandrelaxmadam,”shesays.How

spicy!There’sno“goodmorning”,“howyouslept”,nothing.

“Imightjustdothat,”Isay.

Sheraiseshereyebrow.“Soyou’reproudofbeingservedbyan

oldwomanlikeme?ThisiswhyIdon’tacceptgirlfriendsinmy

house,Idon’thaveamaidtolookafterthem whentheir

boyfriendsdecidetoleavethem anddrivewiththeirfuturewives

totown.OnlyrecognizedZulumakotisarewelcomehere.”

“SgcinodrovewithVuyototown?”I’m abouttokillsomeone!



“Yes.Areyousurprised?”Shesmirks.

SoOlwethuisalittleliar,Ishould’veknown.

“YaziMaNgcobo,Icameheretogetcleansedandrevivetheangel

inme.Ijustchangedlastnightbutyouandyoursonarepissing

meoff,nowIwillhavetostartthewholespiritualjourneythingall

overagain.”Maybethiswholepositivityandlettinggothingisnot

forme.Lookatme,Iwasspirituallyrebornlastnightandafew

hourslaterI’m abouttobethedevileveryoneknows.

“Youcameheretogetcleansed?Mfanodidthatwithyou?”She

seemsperplexedbythat.

“Itdoesn’tmatternow,doesit?Yoursonisabouttowishhenever

leftyourwomb.I’m everythingbutafool.”

“YouwillnotdoanythingtoMfano,inhishome.Don’ttestme,you

don’twanttoseemytruecolors.”

Ifshehasmorecoloursthanshe’salreadyportrayedIguessshe’s

amotherofallchameleons.

“Isthatathreat?Iwillwritemyselfanoteremindingmyselftobe

scared,”Isay.

“ThisiswhyIdidn’tlikeyouthefirstdayIsawyou,Icouldsee

rightthroughyou.Youdon’thaveanyrespectforyourselfand

yourelders...”

Footsteps!

(Poem Cred:SafireRose-SheLetGo)



SIKELELA

CHAPTER44

STHEMBISO

Sometimesyoufindhelpinthemoststrangestplaces-so

profound.Todayhehasawhitewomancomingwithhim tothe

Ntulistonegotiatetheburialarrangementsonhisbehalf.She’s

beencomplimentingeverything;forests,livestock,people

pushingwheelbarrowsofwateranddirtykidswavingatthecar.

It’slikeshe’soutinAfricaforthefirsttime,veryimpressedbythe

truerealityofit.

“I’m goingtograbsomethingandcomeback,”Sthembisotellsher.

Somethingmeansagunbutshedoesn’tknowityet.They’vehad

someofthemostweirdestmomentsintheshorttimethat

they’veknowneachother.Sometimeshecan’ttellifshedoesn’t

likehim orjustpissedabouteverythinghe’sputherthrough.

Eitherway,hertantrumsdon’tscarehim,ifanythinghefindsthem

entertaining.Hedoesn’tevengetachancetobeuptightwithher.

“Isitnotrudetostayinthecarandnotcomeoutandgreetasa

guest?”Todayshe’sinoneofthebestmoodshe’severseen.

Almosttwohoursofdrivewithnoargumentanddrillingquestions

aboutthetwins.

“No,it’sfine,”hesaysandleavesheradmiringthesurroundings.



Allheneedsistogetintohisbedroom andtakehisgununderthe

mattress.HemayhavesharedonemomentwithBusizwebut

nothingerasesthepastyet.

Themothersdon’tneedtobegreetedbecausethey’re

chatterboxes.Butmaybebumpingintooneofthem would’ve

beenbetterthanbumpingintoHubo.

Hestopsandasks,“Whereareyouofftoinsuchhurry?”

“I’m goingtoseeNtuliagain,”Sthembisoanswerswalkingpast

him.

Hestridesalong.“Youthinkhe’schangedhismind?”

“Idon’tknowHubo,allIknowisthatSikelelaneedstoburyhis

sonlatertoday.”

“Maybewecanbribehim?Offerhim acertainamountofmoney

andnotpayorpayandgocollectitaftertheburial.”

Sthembisostopsandlooksback.“Whereareyougoing?”

“Aren’twegoingtotheNtulis?”

“Nowearenot,Iam.”

Hubowalkspasthim andheadstowardsthecarwithhishands

adjustinghiscap.

“I’m notlettingyougoalone.Nkanyeziwasmynephewtoo.AndI

havetosupportSikelela,youknow.Hehasalotonhisplate,

imagineifhearriveswiththebodyandbothofushaven’t

managedtodoasimpletaskasaskingawrinkledpensionerto

backoffwithhiscrazy…”He’snearerthecarandnoticingawhite



womanstandingoutsideandstaringatthemountains.Helooks

backtoSthembiso,“Tourist?”

“No,DrButler,she’scomingwithme…nowwithus.”

He’sevenmoreconfused.

Hefrowns,“Todowhat?”

“Totalktohim,”Sthembisosays.

“Theonlythingablackmanwantstotalkaboutwithastrange

whitepersonisthereturnoftheland.Thisisadumbidea.Isshe

your…girlfriend?”

Gianaclearsherthroat.Sthembisojustlooksatherandsignals

forhertogetinsidethecar.

Hubograbshim bythejacketbeforehegetsintothedriver’sseat.

“Hlongwane,Iunderstandthatyouaretheoldestandyoucando

whatevertheheckyouwantandyou’renotafraidtodosoagainst

everyone’sbetterjudgment.Butawhitewoman!You’rebringing

theGreatBritaintoMashoba,that’snotgoingtowork.”

“Wearenotdating,relax.Wejusthaveaprofessional

relationship,”Sthembisosays.

“Right,soprofessional!”

“Canyoushutup?”

ThedrivetotheNtulisisratherawkwardandfilledwith

meaninglessbriefconversationsbetweenSthembisoandGiana.



Hubotooktheadviceandshutup,he’sjuststaringatthem and

mentallyrecordingeverythingforothersiblings.Whatatimetobe

alive,hewhisperstohimself.

Sthembiso’sscowlinggazemeetshisfacethroughthemiddle

rear-viewmirror.Heneedstoshush.

Theyallgoin,Sthembisoleadingtheway.Ntuliisalsoa

polygamist,heonlygotridofonewifeandnowhestayswiththis

youngonewhohaspinkcheekbones.GentleMagicain’tgentleno

more!

Huboisstaringather,herhandsdon’tmatchthecomplexionof

herface.Sthembisoswiftlypusheshim tothebackbeforehe

makesanycommentandgreetsthewomanashumbleashe

couldbe.

“Ubabaungaphakathi,”shelooksabituncomfortable.Itmustbe

Gianawho’sbeensmilingthewholetime.It’snotarealsmile,it’s

justaflashingofteeth.

Sthembisoturnstoher,“Wecangoin.”

Hetakesoffhisshoesandleavesthem atthedoor.Shedoesthe

sameandfollows.

Themanisrelaxedonthechair,youwouldn’ttellhejustlosthis

grandson.There’sajugofamahewuinfrontofhim.He’sgotzero

worries;nofucksaregiven.

“Youagain!”He’slookingatSthembisowithdispleasure.



“Mphembatodaythebaby’sbodyiscoming.Wecantalkand

rectifyothermistakesaftertheburial,please.”Sthembisois

beggingagain.

“IsaidnoandIexplainedmyreasonstoyouyesterday.What

you’redoingnowisdisrespectingmeinmyhousewhileyourso-

calledbrotherdenieddamagingmydaughterandranforthehills.”

Hubochirpsin,“Hedidn’trun.Sikeleladoesn’trunfrom his

responsibilities.”

“Ifhedoesn’trunthenwherearemycows?”Ntuliraiseshis

eyebrow.

“ThatwillberectifiedMphemba,”Sthembisosays.

“I’m notallowingcursedtwinsintomyhouse.There’snothingelse

I’m goingtotellyou.Vumokuhle’smotherhasahome,herbrother

canallowthem tobury‘it’there.Oryoucantakehim tothe

governmentcemeteries.”

Huboshakeshishead.“You’reanugly,wicked,eviland…”

GianaclearsherthroatandlooksatSthembiso.

“Youcanbothleave,”shesays,morelikeinstruct.

“Butyoucan’tspeaktohim alone.Ihavetobehere.”

“MrHlongwane,Iaskedtocomehere,pleasegivemesome

space.Iwillfindyouinthecar.”

Hefrowns,“Giana!”

“It’sDrButler…Go.”



Hehesitatesforamomentbutheknowsbetterthantodisobey

her.Thelasttimehedid,shestormedoutandlefthim with

burningpots.

They’resittinginthecaroutsidewiththeireyesfixedontheyard.

“Whyareyoupanicking?Isshebipolar?”Hubocould’vechosen

anytimeforhisstupidquestions,notnow.

“ShespeaksEnglish,NtulispeaksZulu,howdoyouthinkthey

understandoneanother?”Sthembisoissweatingbulletsonthe

seat.Huboissittingbehindhim relaxed.

“Ithinkit’sgoingtowork.She’swhiteandshe’sadoctor,herword

isthegospeltruth.”

Sthembisochuckles,“That’sveryshallowbutIhopeitworks.”

“Sowhyshe’ssolvingproblemsforyou?”Huboturnshiseyesto

him.

“Forme?Ihavemyownproblems,thesearefamilyproblems

becausetheyaffectallofus.”

“Butshe’snothelpingus,sheknowsyouandshecamewithyou

here.What’sthestorybetweenyoutwo?Areyouevencleansedto

bedatingwhitewomen?”

Asigh!“WearenotdatingMahubo.I’m notyou,Idon’tsleepand

wakeupanddecidetodatesomeone.Maybeshe’ssentbythe

ancestorstohelp.”

“Yeah,tohelpyou,”Huboemphasizes.



Beforetheycouldargueanyfurther,Gianastepsoutofthehouse

accompaniedbyNtuli

“Andthen?BFFs?”–Hubo.

Sthembisoisconfused;hisbrowsaresnapped.

Gianaisnotevencomingtothecarbutwalkingaroundthekraal

withNtuliandgiggling.Fiveminutesagothatmanwascolder

thaniceandnowhe’stakingwhitepeopleonakraaltour!

“That’snotnormal,”Hubosays.

“Iknow,it’sstrangemfanakithi.”Theirnecksarestretched.

AfterabriefchatwithNtulipointingthemountains,theyfinally

shakehandsanddepart.Thewifestandsoutsidethekitchenand

wavesgoodbyeatGiana.

Sthembisoopensthedoorforher.Huboiscuriouslywaitingat

thebackseat.

Oncethey’veallsettledintheirseatsSthembisoaskshowitwent.

“Nowheunderstandsthatconjoinedtwinsarenotacurse.Hewill

bewaitingforthetwintoarriveanddoeverynecessaryritualfor

him.Butthegrandmotherneedstobepresent,heasked.”

FindingVumo’smother,that’seasyforHubo,healwaysfinds

people.Thisisgreatnews,Nkanyeziwillrestinhisrightplace.

“Thankyou,”Sthembisosays.

Gianasmiles,“ItoldyouI’m agoodnegotiatorthanyou.”



“Well,Iwillgiveyouthat.Idon’tknowwhatyousaidandhowyou

saiditbutyouhavehelpedusalotastheHlongwanes.I’m truly

gratefulforthat.”

“Onlyifyoucouldrepaymewithhonesty.”Heretheygoagain!

He’stoldherthetruth,notallofit,butshe’stheonlyoneexcept

Sgcinowhoknowstheinformationthatsheknows.

“Howam Ibeingdishonestwithyou?”heasks.

Sheturnshereyestohim,suddenlyenraged.

“Areyoudenyingit?”

“Let’snottalkaboutthatnow.”

Theysharealook,minimalbutloud,andthentheycutit.

Hubowaslisteningandhopingtoheartheendoftheargument

andtheyjustshutitdownwithonesharedlook.

“Soyouguysarejustgoingtostopandcontinuethisargument

whenI’m notaround?”Thisisfrustrating,theyshouldn’thave

startedbecausenowhe’srobbedoftheending.

“Maybebecauseyou’reachildandthisisanadults’businessthat

hasnothingtodowithyou,”Sthembisosays.

“Morelikefamilybusiness,right?”

Nobodyanswershim.

-

-



LONDEKAHLONGWANE

Sgcinowalksintothatconfrontationalmomentbetweenmeand

hismother.

“What’sgoingonhere?”He’sdartingglancesbetweenbothofus.

“Uphumaphi?”Iaskhim.

“Youdon’thavetoanswertoher,she’snotyourwife,”MaNgcobo

chirpsin.

Idon’tlookatherdirection,I’m notgoingtogivehermyattention

anymore.I’m staringatherson,he’swearingbootsandwinter

coat,buthisbootsaresqueakycleanthere’snowayhe’scoming

from acattle-dip.

“IdroveVuyohome,”fearflickersinhiseyesashesaysit.

“AndleftmeinbedSgcino?”

“Ijustwantedyoutowakeupandbecomfortable,that’sall.”

Idirectmyeyestohismother.“DoIlookcomfortable?”

“Well,no.”

“Good,thentakemehome.”

He’squiet,lookingathismother.I’m onmyfeet,Iwanttoleave

rightnow.

“CanIhaveamomentwithher?”

Shethrowsalookatmeandwalksout.



Idothehonorsofclosingthedooronhismother’sback.

“WhydidyouaskOlwethutolie?”Iask.

“Ididn’taskhertolie,shewantedtocomewithmeandIliedto

getherbackinbed.”

“Sonochildrenwereallowed?”Theplotthickens.Thiskeeps

gettinginteresting.

“I’m sorry,”hesays.

AnapologyisnotsomethingIwanttohear.Notsofast.

“Doyouintendtomakeheryourwife?”Iask.

“NoLondeka,don’tbelikemymother,I’m tiredofexplaining

myselfeveryday.I’m notgoingtomarryVuyo,Idon’tseeherthat

wayandI’m notinlovewithher.Howisthathardtounderstand?”

Heneedstocalm thefuckdown,I’m theonlyonewhohasthe

righttoraisemyvoiceandbeangry.

“Youactlikeyouhavegreatplansforher.Bringingmehereand

allowinghertoserveme.Leavingmeinbedanddrivingherhome.

ReallySgcino?”Idon’tevenknowwhat’sstillkeepingmehere.I’m

oneofthemostdramaticpeopleIknow,whyam Ibeingso

lenientonhim?

“Drivingherhomewasmetryingtorectifymyfirstmistakeof

allowinghertobeherewhileyou’revisiting.”

“Yourrectificationfuckedupevenmore.Maybeyoushouldask

mebeforeyoudothings.”



“CanIkissyou?”heasks.

He’scrazy,Ididn’tmeanhemustaskmewhenI’m stillheatedup.

“No,”Isay.

Hesmilesandwalkscloser.Mybrowsgatherintoafrown.What

ishetryingtodo,wearefightinghere,notmakingupwithkisses.

“Goodmorningmylove,”hesays.

“Sgcinothat’snotgoingtohelpyou.Idon’ttrustyou,your

hospitalitysucks,yourmotherisahaterandIhateyouwiththe

squarerootof9.”Islaphisarm buthedoesn’tflinchandholds

meanyway.Hesmasheshislipsagainstmine.Ipushhim back

andbitehislip.Thatseemstoturnhim oninsteadofotherwise;

hewipeshislipwithhisthumb,smirksandtakestwostridesand

getsmeagain.

There’sawallbehindme,hepressesmeagainstitandkissesme

untilIallowhim to.Ilethim havehisway,sneakinghisonehand

undermyt-shirtandunhookingmybra.I’m kissinghim back,my

handistuckedbehindhisneck,faintmoansareescapingmylips.

Hepullsbackandcatcheshisbreath.“Onlyifyoucouldtrustme

Londeka.”

Hemakesmenottrusthim butrightnowIjustwanttokisshim.

“Baby!”He’spushingmeafterbrieflykissingmeback.I’m left

pantingandhorny.

“Whatmakesyounottrustme?”

Isittimeforthisconversationrightnow,really?



“Youdon’ttalktome,”myvoicecomesoutinalmost-whisper.

“Itdoesn’tmeanI’m cheating,sometimesIhavetomake

decisionsasaman.”

“Idon’tcareSgcino,Ineedyoutotalktomeandbetransparent.”

“Okaymylove,Iwilldobetter.”Ourlipsreconnectagain,his

handsliftmyskirtupandgrabmyhips-almostnon-existentones.

It’sbeenwhat,months?Iletoutasluttymoanatthetouchofa

mananddeepenthekiss.

“Let’splay,”hewhispersagainstmyear.

Iliftmyeyestohim,myowneyelidsareheavyonme.

“Play?”Iask.

Hebrusheshislipsagainstmyneck,hecupsmybreastand

tweaksmynipple.

“Alittlegamewithourclothesoffandyourbodyagainstmy

body.”Hismoderatedsexytoneiswhatbreakseveryboneof

moralsIhaveinmybody.Iholdhisneck,jumpontohiswaistand

wrapmylegsaroundhim.Offtothebedwego…

I’m lyingonmybacknakedwithmylegsopen.He’stoweringover

mebutt-nakedwithhiseyesappreciativelytakinginmybody.I’m

confident,I’vesaidmyconfidenceishigherthanVuyo’shigh-

heels,butrightnowI’m feelingabituncomfortable.Whenyou

stareatsomethingfortoolongyouendupfindingfaults.

“WhywouldIwanttoloseyouwhenIjustgotyouLondeka?”He



doesn’twaitformyresponse,helowershisfacetomyneckand

trailkissesdowntomychest.

Mybackarches,Iwanthismouthfullylatchedontomynipple,

there’satinglingsensationhistonguegivesme.“You’reonbirth-

control,right?”Helooksuptomefrom betweenmylegswithhis

headrestingonmyboobs.

“Istillwantyoutocondomize,”Isay.

“Where’sthefuninthat?”Withasighhereachestothebedside

table,underabookletthere’sapacketofcondoms.“Wearenot

goingtousethisthingoncewegetmarried.”

Healwayscarelesslytouchonthemarriagesubjectasifit’snota

matterofdiscussion.

Wekissagain.Hiserectionhasgrown,myeyeskeepdartingto

hisbottom andmynervesstartscatteringasIthinkofhowlong

it’sbeensinceIwasintimatewithaman.Idon’tdoYoga,Ieatno

damnplainyogurt-mydietisactuallynotevenhealthy-andI

usuallybathmywholebody,myvaginaincluded,withhotwater.

Youknowthisorganhasalotoftheories,whatifI’m loose?They

saywallsbecomelooseiftheyaren’texercisedfortoolongand

weallknowmendon’tunderstandthat.Theydipin,findtheocean

andassumeyou’vebeenonafuckingspreeyourwholelife.

“Areyouokay?”He’swhisperingagainstmyeye.

Mybodyistense,Irealizeandnodwithanervoussmile.

“Iwon’thurtyou,”heassuresme.



That’snotevenwhatI’m worriedabout.Hislipsfindminewhile

hisfingersplayonmyclit.Thekissisdistractingmuch,histip

balancesonmyopening.Ialmostfreezetodeathwhenhe

pushesinwithoutastruggle.YesI’m notavirginbutI’m nota

boreholeeither.Ineedthosesexualenhancingrecipesfrom…

“Mmmmm!Ayyyyu!Eshhh!”Hiseyesareshut,jawstightenedand

he’smakingthosesoundsmenwhothoughttheycouldhandle

thepussymakewhentheyrealizetheyactuallycan’t.

Imeethisthrustsfrom beneathbutthatdoesn’tworkinmyfavor

asIsuddenlyfeelhisdickdeepinmystomach.Iletoutascream,

hepullsbackandtapsitonmyclit.Mybodyshivers,Idigmy

fingersonhisbackandbegforhisbestshot.Hepushesinagain

andhitsacertainspot.

“Babeeee,”Iscream.

“Doesitmakeyoufeelgood?”

“Yeahbaby,morethangood,Iwantto…”Myvoicetrailsoff.

There’ssomethingonmytoes,astrokeorsomething.Ittravels

upmylegs.Histhumbpressesonmyclit,allmyveinsareonthe

vergeofbusting.

“Openyourlegs,”heforcesthem apartandrepeatedlyhitsmeon

thatspotthatmakesmeweakwhilerubbingmyclit.Ifeelthe

sheetsundermybuttsoakinginwetnessbeforemyvision

becomesblurry.I’m literallypissingonhisbed,Icannoteven

controlmyself.

Hedoesn’tpulloutregardlessofmytemporarysituation,asoft



kisslandsonmylips.

“Iloveyou,trustmeIdo.”

IknowhedoesandIlovehim too.Myeyesslowlyopen,Iwish

he’dhavegivenmeabreaktocatchmybreathanddealwiththe

peeIjustreleasedonhisbedbutmybodyismorethan

welcomingofhim.Istillwantmore.

Hepullsoutandsmiles.

“Cometothetop.”

Whaaaat?Wehaveaproblem!SOS.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER45

SIKELELA

BeforeheleftCapeTownwithNkanyezi’sbody,hewenttosay

goodbyetoVumo.Maybeiftheywerebothgoingtothefuneralit

would’vebeeneasy.Buttheyhadtoseparateways;onewitha

latetwintoKZNandonestayingwiththerecoveringtwin.He

didn’tlookatherasaflawedwomanwhooncebetrayedhisheart,

heloweredhimselfdownonthechairandlookedatthestrong

womancryinginfrontofhim.Themotherofhischildren.

Heclearedhisthroat,“Weareabouttoleave.Hewillburiedat

yourhome.”

“Doyouhaveihlahla?”Shewipedherwetcheeksandforcedher

eyestomeethis.

“Myuncleishere,thankstoSthembisoforarrangingaflight,Ihad

forgottenaboutallthat.”

Shenodded,“Okaythen,ifbabaagreesIwillvisithisgraveonce

LangaandIleavethehospital.”

Abriefmomentofsilencepassed.Hecouldn’thelpbutfeelpartly

guiltyabouttherelationshipbetweenherandNtuli.

“Doyoumisshome?”heasked.

“Imisshavingafamily.Amom,adadandasister,allunderone

roof.Butmaybeit’sagoodthingthatmymotherisnolonger



theretoseeherhusbandhappywithsomeoneelse.Mypregnancy

wasablessingindisguise.”Shemuffledherpainwithachuckle

andreleasedalowsigh.

“Vumo,”hecalledandtookabriefpausebeforehecontinued.“Do

youfeellikemaybewerushedthings?Futuretalk,marriage

planningandgettingserioustoosoon.DidIoppressyouin

anyway?”

Shefrowned,“No.Whydoyouaskthat?”

“BecauseI’vebeenthinkingalotlately.Maybewemadeit

impossibleforyoutofeelyouryoungandrecklessyears.Meand

yourparents.IhadgoalsIwantedtoachievethroughyou,sodid

yourfather.MaybenobodyeverstoppedandaskedwhatVumo

reallywanted.”Hetookanotherpauseandliftedhiseyestoher.

Hersinstantlytearedaway.

“Ididn’ttellyouaboutmyfather,amongsomethingsIkeptfrom

you.Ijustwantedyoutohelpmerewritehistoryandprovewrong

amanwhodidn’tevencareaboutme.SoIwanttoknowifyou

everfeltlikeIwasn’tgivingyouachancetogetwhatyouwanted

outofourrelationship?”

“No,Ididn’tfeelthatwaySikelela.Youputmefirst,myneeds

beforeyoursandsupportedmydreams,allofthem.”

Hewantedhertoatleastblamesomethingonhim,tosayhedid

somethingwrongandpushedheraway.

“Thenwheredidwegowrong?”heasked.

“Iwashappywithyou,morethanIwasathome.Andthat’s



somethingIshouldn’thavetakenforgranted,”shesaid.

“Youwerenothappyathome?”

Sheheavedafaintsigh,“I’m old,Ishouldn’thaveallowedmy

parents’maritalaffairstoaffectme.Ijusthatedhowunworthy

anddesperatemyfathermademymotherlook.Haveyouseen

whatshe’sbecome?”

Hedidn'tanswer.Itdidn'tlooklikeshewantedhim to.Sheshook

herhead,deepinherthoughts.“Lookathowhermotherhoodhas

beenreducedtoonemistakecommittedbyherdaughter.She’s

suddenlyabadmother,uselessandincapableofraisingchildren

withmorals.Nowhedoesn’trememberhowthesamewoman

usedtosellsconestoclotheandfeedhischildrenwhilehe

gallivantedwithwomeninJohannesburgandnotcominghome

fortwoyears.Thesamewomanwhokeptthewallsofhisfather’s

housestandingandacceptedhim backwithwarm handswithhis

newwife.Allthathasbeenoverwrittenbymymistakes.NowI

havetofeelresponsibleformarriageIneverbroke.Ihavetogoto

bedeverydayknowingthatmymotherissomewherescrubbing

dirtyfloorsandtreatedlikeadogbecauseofme.”

“It’snotbecauseofyou,”hesaidhoarsely.

“Iknow,butIhavetotakethatresponsibilitynow.Everygood

thingI’veeverdoneandbecamedon’tcountnow,it’sbeen

overwrittenbyonemistake.Maybeit’sbettertogrowupnot

knowingyourfatherthantogrowupwitnessingyourmother

beingill-treatedbysomeonewho’ssupposedtoprotectherthe

most.Idon’thavefondmemoriesoftheirmarriagebutIknow



howmuchbeingamarriedwomanmeanttomymother.Justa

ringonherfingerandwakingupattheNtulihomestead;itgave

heranidentity.”

“ButIwasn’ttryingtodefineyoubywantingtomarryyou.You

visitedmeVumoandnotevenoncedidIeveraskyoutodo

somethingyouwerenotcomfortablewith.”

“I’m notsayingyouwere.ButattimesIwantedarelationshipthat

wasn’tsouptight.ArelationshipIdidn’tfeelasifitwasgoverned

bymyfatherandtherulesofsociety.”

“Howwastherelationshipuptight?”Hefrowned;confusion

writtenalloverhisface.

“Okaymaybeitwasyouwhowasuptight.Youstillare,”shesaid

andgavehim aside-eye.

“Howso?”

“WhatdoyoudoforfunSikelela?”

Hegotevenmoreconfused.Sosheplacedherelbowonthe

pillowandbalancedhercheekonherhand.

“Besideus,whatothergoodmemoriesdidyoucreateoutofyour

youthyears?”sheasked.

“Gettingapermanentjob,takingcareofmymother,renovating

thehouseandupgradingthefurniture,”hesaid.

“AndI’m soproudofyouforthat.”

Heraisedhiseyebrow,“Isensea‘but’coming.”



“ButIfeellikeyou’venevergivenyourselfachancetobeyou.To

liveinamomentandbeloose.Justlikemymotherallowed

marriagetodefineher,youhaveallowedyourmother’spastand

yourfather’sabsencetodefinewhatyoudoandyourfuture.”

“Aren’tyouthefineonetopointthatout?Atsomepointinyour

life,youlivedandledothergirlsbythedefinitionsofthesociety.”

“Anditdidn’tworkout.Iwantthesmallthingsinlife.Thingsthat

aren’trecognizedbyanyonebutme.”

“DidMthokogiveyouthat?”heaskedwithahintofjealousy.

“No.Hegavemetheblue-eye,brokenjawsandswollenface.”She

laughedandslightlyshookherhead.

“Hedoesn’tknowwhoIam.”

Vumo’sforeheadcreasedafewlines.

“Whoareyou?”sheasked.

“Aboringbabydaddy,”hesaid.

“NoSikelela,Ineversaidthat.Isaidyou’reuptightandyou

confirmedthatbynotknowingwhatyoudotohavefun.”

“Whatever!AreyougoingtobreastfeedLangaoryou’regoingto

givehim shopmilk?”Hisstatementboldlystatedwherehestood.

“IfIbreastfeedIwillhavesaggyboobsintwoyears,”shesaid.

“Mymother’sboobsaren’tsaggyandshebreastfedmeuntilIwas

five.”

“Yiks!Nowonderyouarelikethis.”Theybothlaughed.



“ButIwillbreastfeed,tocutdowntheexpenses.HopefullyIwon’t

havemenrunningawayfrom mebecauseofsaggyboobs.”

Hestoodupandsteppedclosertothebed.

“Thanksforhavingaconversationwithoutbitingmyheadoff.”

Shechuckled,“IguessthecounselingI’m gettinghereworks.”

“Ahug?”Heraisedhiseyebrow.

“Youdon’thavetoask.”Sheallowedhim towraphisarmsaround

herforwhatfeltliketwominutesofsafetyandwarmth.Hedidn’t

squeezetootight,shealsobecameawareofhisstitchedside.

“Mycondolences,”hervoicecrackedintoalowwhisperagainst

hisear.

“Thankyoumamakhe.I’m goingtoseeyousoon.”Heheldher

hand,lookedatherintheeyesandexhaledheavily.

“Whenis‘soon’?”sheasked.

“Whenmyboyisreadytocomehome.Iwillcomeandfetchyou.

TomorrowIhavetosubmitmymedicalreportatworkandseeif

theygivemeanysickleave.”

Shedroppedhereyesandnodded.Sikelelaliftedherchinwithhis

finger,forcingtheirgazetomeet.

“I’m leavingnow,”hesaid.

Herliptrembledbutshedidn’tsayanythingnormovehereyes

from him.Histhumbswipedonherlip,heletoutasharpbreath,

turnedawayandleft.



-

-

HUBO

TheycametotheDlamukasafterNkanyezi’sburial.Huboisthe

onlyonenottoofamiliarwithCebile.He’sabitreserved.

Sthembisoisbehindherskirtschattinghisheartaway.

“Let’sgotomybedroom,”SikelelasaystoHubo.Sthembisoand

hismotherhavedisappearedtothekitchen.ItwasCebile’sfirst

timemeetingtheHlongwanewivesatNkanyezi’sfuneral.Nothing

muchwassaid,theyjustexchangedgreetingsandavoidedeach

other’sspace.

“Yourmotherisyoung,”HubosaysfollowingSikelela.

“She’snot,shejusthavegoodgenes.Hopefullyshewillfinda

mansoon.”Sikelelareachestothewallandturnsthelighton.

“Youwanttohaveastepfather?”

“That’sanotherwayoflookingatit.Ijustwanthertobehappy.

Mkhontowasherfirstandlastboyfriend.It’sbeenthatlong.”

“Youmeanshehasn’tbeen….”Sikelelaturnstohim witha

reprimandinglookbeforehesaysit.

“Let’snottalkaboutelders.”Hesitsonthebed,Huboisstanding

infrontofthetableandlookingatthepictures.“DoyouthinkI’m

boring?”



Hubochuckles,“Isthatevenaquestion?Idon’tthinkyou’re

boring,youareboring.”

“Fine,canwetalkaboutsomething?”

Huboturnshishead,“Yini,areyouokay?”

“I’m okay.Youneedtositsothatwecantalk.”

Huboapproachesthebedwithafrown.Theburialtookplaceat

sunsetwithjusttheNtulisandthem.Sikelelaseemedfinethe

wholetimebutnowHuboispanickingwhenheseeshislongface.

“I’m worriedaboutVumo’smother.Shehastostaytherefor

sevendaysandthatmanhatestheairthatshebreathes,”Sikelela

says.

“Don’ttellmeyou’reworriedaboutthat.They’readults,they’ll

figureitout,”Hubosaysdismissively.

“Well,she’sVumo’smotherandsheworriesabouther.”

“SothisisaboutVumo?”

Sikelelaexhalesdeeply,“Yeah,it’sabouther.Iwanttoknowafew

things.”

Amomentofsilencepasses…

“Howdidyouendupinbedwithher?Youwerenotdating,right?”

Hubosighs.Thisisnotsomethinghelikesdiscussing,especially

nowthatheknowsthetruthandVumohateshisguts.

“Comeonbafo,Iwanttoknow,”Sikelelapleads.



“Wehookedup,casually.Imetherandapproachedherthenwe

agreedtomeetlater.Shesneakedout,Ipickedherupandwe

wenttothelodge.”He’snotproud,thepainheseesonSikelela’s

facefurtherlybreakshim.Therewasnoneedfordetails.

“Didshetellyoushewasavirgin?”

“No,shedidn’t.”

“Didshetrytostopyou?”

“No,wewerehavingfun,bothofus.”

“Condom?”

“Sikelela!”

Hesighs,“Sorry.Howmanytimes?”

Hubostandsandreturnstothetableandpicksthephotoalbum.

“I’m bringingherhereafterLangahasbeendischarged,”Sikelela

says.

“What???”Hubolooksathim withdispleasure.

“Idon’twanthertobeinthepositionshewasatwithMthokoever

again.She’snotperfectbutshe’sthemotherofmychildren.”

“Ithoughtyouhadanewloveinterest,”Hubosayswithhisbrows

snapped.

“Iwasfriendzoned.Buttherearepeoplewhohavebabymamas

andstilldateotherpeople,”hedefendshimself.

“Thosepeopledon’thavetheirbabymamasstayingattheir



homes.You’recomplicatingyourlife.”

Hetakesouthiscellphoneandmakesaphonecall.It’sringingon

loudspeaker,Huboislookingconfused.

“Hey,”agirlanswers.

“Howareyou?”Sikelelaasks.

“I’m good.Howwasthefuneral?”

“Itwentokay.Ineedyouradvice,areyounotbusy?”

“No,shoot.”

“Myson’smotherneedsaplacetostayandIwasthinkingofmy

mother’shouse.”

Shelaughs,“Whydoyouneedmyadvice,youalreadythought

aboutit.”

“Istillvalueyouropinion,”hesays.

“Yourmothercanhelpherfigureoutmotherhood.Maybeit’snota

badidea,especiallyifyouguysplantogetbacktogetherin

future.”

“Andifwedon’t?”

“Thengoodluckfindinganunderstandinggirlfriendwhowillstand

forthatsetting.”

“Thanksforyourcontribution.”

“Wasthatall?Youseriouslycalledtoaskmethat?”

“WouldyouhavepreferredmetocalltotellyouwhatshirtSguqa



iswearingtoday?”

“ByeSikelela,”shedropsthecall.

Sikelelalaughs.

“Whowasthat?Shesoundsbeautifulandsexy,”–Hubo.

“MelaminaMshengu.”

“What?You’refriendswithbenefitsnow?”

“Withoutbenefits.”Hethrowsthephoneawayandsighs.

“AndthatthingofSguqaandtheshirt,isshedatinghim?”Hubo

asks.

“Notinreally.Inreallifeshehasanotherboyfriend,”hesays.

“AndSguqahasanotherwhitegirlfriendwho’sadoctor.Whatkind

offamilywasIborninto?”

Thedooropens,Cebilepeeksthroughandasksthem cometothe

kitchen.

.

.

CEBILE

HuboandSthembisositsonthetable.Theywerebroughtupwell,

theyhavemanners.Sikelelaisstandingagainstthecupboards

eatingonhisfeet.Howdisappointing!



“Whereisyourgirlfriend?”She’slookingatHubo.

“Mywhat?”Hechokesonhissalivaandcoughs.

“He’susedtoplurals.Youshould’veaskedwherearehis

girlfriends,”Sthembisosays.

“Oh,hetookafterhisfather,”–Cebile.

Sikelelaclearshisthroat.Theyalllookathim buthedoesn’tsay

anything.

“WenaMaaskSthembisoaboutawhitedoctor,”Huboratsout.

“Oh,Giana?”

Hubo’seyeswiden.Hethoughthewastheonlyonewhoknows.

“Soit’sofficial?”HelooksatSthembiso.

“What’sofficialisPastorMdlulihavingasonwholookslikeyou

withyourex.”

Thewholekitchencomestoastand-still.Sikeleladropshisspoon

andlooksatHubo.

“Hedoesn’tlooklikeme.Ayandasentmethepictures,”Hubo

saysdefensively,bringinganendtotheawkwardsilence.

“When?”Sthembisoasks.

“AfewmonthsafterQobolwakhewasborn.”

“Andyou’resupposedtobethecleverone.Tellme,isthereany

chanceyou’resomeone’sfatherandyoudon’tevenknow

becauseyoulosecountofhowmanygirlsyousleepwith?”



Heputsdownthespoonandpusheshisplate.“Wheredidyousee

them?”

“AtthesupermarketwhenIwenttogetdrinksfortheguyswho

dugthegrave.”

“Idon’tunderstand,Ayandamusthaveanexplanation.It’snotlike

wedon’ttalk,sheshould’vesaidsomethingormaybeaskforus

todoaDNAtest.”

“Maybeshedidn’twantyoutobethefather,”Sthembisosays.

“Butsheenjoyedmydick.”

Cebileclearsherthroat,“Okaychildren,eatyourfood.”

Theyalllookather.Didshesaychildren?They’rebloodyadults.

Herphonerings,theystayquietandeattheirfoodasinstructed.

“Hello…yesI’m home…no,nowisnotagoodtime…here,where?

Tellmeyou’rejoking…”Theylifttheirheadsandlookather.She’s

sweatinginacoldevening.

Shedropsthecall,looksatSikelelaandbackatthephone.

“Whowasthat?”Sikelelaasks.

“Nooneimportant.”Shepicksherspoonandeats.

Theyallcontinueeating.Huboisjustbitingsmallpieces,he

doesn’thaveappetiteanymore.Allhe’sthinkingaboutiswhat

Sthembisojusttoldhim.Itscarestheshitoutofhim,the

possibilityofitall



There’saknockatthedoor.Cebile’seyesrisefirst,shelooks

frightened.

“Iwillgetit,”Sthembisosays.

“NoSthembiso,let’signoreit.”

Confusedfaces!

“Don’tworryMa,Iwilltellwhoeveritistocomebackinthe

morning,”SthembisosaysgoingtothedoordespiteCebile’splea.

Heopensthedoor,there’samanwearingalongcoatandcowboy

hat.

“CanIhelpyou?”heaskswithafrown.

“I’m heretoseeMacebi.”

“Macebi?Comebackinthemorning.”

“Mfanawami,it’stoolateformetogobackhomenow.Idon’t

knowanyonearoundhereexceptMacebi.”

“Sorry,Iforgottoaskyourname,”Sthembisosays.

“VusiNtombela.”

“Givemeamoment.”HeturnstothekitchenandlooksatCebile.

“He’sVusiNtombelaanddoesn’thaveanywheretogonow.CanI

lethim in?”

“Yes…Imeanno...yes.”

Sthembisohesitatesforamoment,buthe’shere,soisHuboand

Sikelela,there’snothingthismancando.“Youcancomeinand



telluswhatdoyouwantfrom her.”

Themanwalksin,Sthembisodragsachairandputsitnexttothe

doorforhim tosit.

“Doyouknowhim?”Sikelelaaskshismother.

“Maybe,butIdidn’tinvitehim here.”She’snotcomfortable.

Themanclearshisthroat,“I’m sorrytojustcome,Iwantedto

surpriseyouMacebi.”

“Whereisthesurprise?”Sikelelaasks.

Hubochuckles,leanstohim andwhispers;“He’sthesurprise.You

saidyouwantedastepfather,ta-da!”

Sikelelalooksathismotherwithhiseyesbulgingout.Hedidsay

shemustfindamanbuthedidn’tmeanthisone.Hehasn’tseen

him wellbutdefinitelynothim.Hedoesn’tlike…howhebreathes

andblinksandarrivesatnightuninvitedwithcowboyhats.“Ma

whoishe?”

Sthembisopullsatrayandputstheirhalf-eatenplatesonit.

“Children,it’stimetoclearthekitchen,”hesays.

“ButIwanttoknowwhothismanis,”–Sikelela.

Huboadds,“Andwedemandhismedicalandcriminalrecords,

bankstatements,affidavitand…”

“Mahubo,Sikelela,don’tbedisrespectful!”Sthembisosays,his

tonemorefirm.



Cebilelooksgratefulforthatstatement.Theydon’targueany

further,atleasttheyknowwhentolistentothebigbrother.Three

ofthem leavethekitchen.

Shealmosthadaheartattack.Almost!

Sheturnstohim,“Vusi,Isaidwearetakingthingsslowly.”

“YoulostagrandsonMacebi,Ihadtocome.”

Shemelts;asmilecurvesfrom thecornerofherlip.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER46

LONDEKAHLONGWANE

He’sdrivingwithonehand,theotheroneisonmythigh.Nowthis

istherelationshipIsignedupfor.HefinallygaveuptheD,now

he’sdrivingmehomeandlisteningtomymusicplaylist.

MaNgcobodidn’tcometosaygoodbyetous,I’m sureitbothers

him butI’vealreadyaccusedhim ofhavinghisumbilicalcord

attachedtohismother,sohehastotoughenup.I’m surehe’s

goingtocallherfirstthingafterhe’sdroppedmeoff.

“Howoftendoyouvisityoursister?”Iask.

Hehasasister,olderthanhim andmarried.

“Mmm,maybeonceayear.Thehusbanddoesn’tlikemevery

much,”hesays.

“Andyourmother?Howoftendoyougohome?”

“Everymonth,”hesays.

“Andspeaktohereveryday?”

Hechuckles,“She’smymother,obviouslywetalkeveryday.”

I’m worried.“Shetoldmeshedoesn’tlikeme.Ifshewasa

random womanIwouldn’thavecaredbecauseIdon’tgetmoney

forbeingliked,orloseatoothforbeingdisliked.Butshe’syour

motherSgcino,andIknowmyself,ifshekeepspokingatmeIwill



retaliateandyourwholevillagewillsmelllikefishcurry.”

He’squietanddrivinglikehedidn’thearaword.He’drathernot

addressit,coolbyme.He’sseenhowhismothertreatsme,he

witnesseditthefirstdaywemet,buthewantsmetodealwithit

myownway.

“Myownmothercouldsellmeifshehadachoice.Idon’tknow

whatmakesyourmotherthinkshecanruinmylife.”Thisisthe

lastthingI’lleversayaboutthatwoman.I’m nolongertalking

aboutit.

“IfshelikesVuyothatmuchthenshemustmarryherherself.

Samesexmarriage.Homosexuality.It’sademocraticcountry.”

I’m notwastinganymorebreathonthis.It’sfine,hecandriveand

runusoverthetruckifhewants.

“AndVuyo’savailabilityhasturnedintodesperation.She’stoo

beautifulforthis.Youwereneverhersinthefirstplace,Idon’t

knowwhytheymakeitlooklikeyouandherwereamatch-made

inheaven.”Am Italkingalonehere?

“Doyouwantice-cream?”heasks.

Wow,sohethinkseverythingIjustaddressedcanbesolvedby

ice-cream?

Silenceisgold.

“Love,”hishandsqueezemythigh.

“LeavemealoneSgcinumyalo.”

Hechucklesand‘leavesmealone.’Isthismancrazy?Wholeaves



awomanalonewhensheaskstobeleftalone?

“Soyou’renotgoingtosayanything?”Iask.

“Iwill,notwhenyou’restillangrythough.Sheneedstobepresent

whenwetalkandyouneedtobecalm,she’sstillmymotherand

yourchildren’sgrandmother.”

Iunderstandwhathe’ssayingbutIalsofeellikehehasasmart

wayofdismissingme.I’m wellwithinmyrightstoexpresshowI

feeltohim.

“Okay,”Isay.

“Sowhatarewegoingtodoaboutthewayyouspeaktome?”

Whatishetalkingabout?

“Whichwayisthat?”Mybrowsarefurrowed.

“Idon’tdo‘fucks’andallthosetermsyouusewhenyou’reangry.

You’veneverheardmetalkingtoyouanyhow.Therehastobe

boundariesintoneandapproach.”

Idon’tsayanything,I’m dumbstruck.Ididn’texpectthis.Howdid

weswitchfrom hismother’sunprovokedterribleattitudetomy

attitudewhenI’m angry?

Somethingpinchesmythigh.Iyelpandlookathim,almost

annoyed.

Hesmiles,“Didyouhearme?”

“Jeez,yes!”

“Sowhatdoyousay?”



“Iwilladdressitwhenyou’renotangry.I’m stillyourgirlfriendand

thefuturemamaofyourchildren.”Whatbetterthanplagiarizing

from thebest.Idon’tknowhowtosmartlydismisspeople’s

feelingsbutIcanlearnalotfrom him.Can’tI?

He’slaughing.Idon’tknowwhat’sfunny.

“Atleastyouacknowledgedonething,thatyouandIhavea

soccerteam toraise.”

WhendidIacknowledgethat?Idon’tknowwhyI’m smiling.Ihave

noreason,noground,noexcuseorwhatsoever,tobethinking

aboutbearingabroodofchildrenforhim.

-

-

Wemadeanice-cream stop,hadlunchatMcDonald’s,foughtand

madeup,allinaspaceoftwohours.He’stwohousesawayfrom

theHlongwanehomestead,Iwillbehomeforthenexttwodays,I

havetomaketimetoseeSikelela.

Thismanwantstoleavenow,Idon’tknowwhenIwillseehim and

thatbreaksmyheart.

“Londeka,”

Itakeadeepbreathandlookathim.Idon’tknowwhyI’m

suddenlysoattached.I’m holdingbacktearsbecauseIdon’twant

amanwhom Iwasn’tbornwithtoleaveme.Itmakesnosense!

“Iwillseeyouinafewdays,”hesays.

Isupposethat’ssupposedtomakemefeelbetter.Idon’twant



him toseemecry,thatwouldbebadformyreputation

and…divaness.Iturntothewindowandfightbacktearsaway

from hisstare.

“Sthandwasamibukala.”Histoneissoftandbegging.

Iblinkthreetimesandlookathim.

Okay,thosepapersinhishandarecalledmoney.He’sholdinga

lotofthem.

“Thatha,”hesays.

I’m notusedtoalotofcash;Ionlywithdrawforpetrolandbread.

“Whatfor?”TrustmewhenIsaymyvoicehasneverbeensoclear

inmylife.

“Nails,hairandcosmetics.”Itdoesn’tsoundlikehe’ssureofwhat

he’ssaying.

Itakethemoney,IwanttosmellitbutIdon’twanttolookpoor.

I’m noaccountantbutI’m goingtocountitandseeifeverything

balances.

“It’sR3060,”hesaysbeforeIcountbeyondR400.

Ilookathim inamazement.That’salotofmoneyifyoudidn’t

workforit.ButtheR60hastogo!

“What?”heaskswithachuckle.

“IpreferR3000,”Isay.

HetakesitbackandgivesmeR100.Iwanttorefusebecause

that’snotwhatIwanted.Ijustdon’tlikemoneythat’soddandnot



balanced.Ialwayschopextrasinmybankaccount.

“NoSgcino,keepthatforyourpetrol,”Isay.

“Youthinklikeawife.”Heputsitbackinhiswallet.

Whatinthefreakin’SouthofAfricadidIjustdo?Refusingmoney.

Am IOprahWinfrey’sdaughterorsomething?

-

-

Hiskississtilllingeringonmylips.Moneyworkedlikeacharm,

mymoodimprovedinasnap.Imustcryoften,itwillmakemea

billionairesoon.

I’m enteringtheyardwithmyovernightbag.Idon’tknowwhatmy

sinis;whytheuniverseisagainstme?Everyoneissittingoutside.

Myfamilyisunited,ifthere’sanyonefightingit’salwaysme

againstsomeone.Mymothersarebestfriends,you’dswear

they’resisters.Butinallthatunitytheyneversitunderthetree

shade,allofthem atonce.

There’sjellyinmylegs.Ican’twalkstraight,they’realllookingat

me.ItfeelsliketheycanseeeverythingIgotuptolastnight.

“Sanibona,”Igreet.Mylegscannotcarrymepastthem fast

enough.

Thebrothersreturnmygreeting,veryformal.IprayHubo

neutralizesthisawkwardsituationwithhissilliness.Ifeellike

there’sasperm runningdownmylegs;I’m thatparanoidrightnow.

“Howwasyourfriend’sevent?”MaXuluasks.



“Itwasgreat,”Isay.

I’m almostatthedoor,glorytoJesus!

“AreyoualsoanambassadorofNivea-For-Mennow?”Huboasks

beforeIdisappear.

Ialmostfreezetodeath.He’salwaysthrowingmeunderthebus.

ButI’m alsoanidiot,whydidIuseSgcino’slotion?Itwasgoingto

sellmeoutanyway.

Idon’tknowwholaughsfirst,Sthembisojoinsin,beforeIknowit

Mkhonto’swholefamilyisbeingtickledbyghostsandlaughing

theirlungsoff.

I’m lockingmyselfinmyroom thewholeday!

-

-

STHEMBISO

Londekaisshytoday.Thisdayishistoricalinthisfamily.She

can’tlookatanyoneintheeye.It’sstrangethatthey’relaughing

abouthercomingfrom aboy’splace.Butitwouldbeignorantof

them toexpecthernottodateatherage.Theyhavenoreason

nottowanthertoliveherlife.She’sdonewhattheyalways

wanted;learnedtobeindependent.

Heknocksatherdoorandletshimselfinbeforeshecanpermit

him to.He’sgivingheratasteofherownmedicine.



“Bhuti,youshould’veknocked.”Yep,she’sveryhumbletoday.

“Nexttime.Dressup,I’m takingyouandMelaoutfordinner.My

scheduleistightthisweekandthefollowing,”hesays.

“Can’twesqueezeitsomewhereintheweek?I’m tired.”

“No,I’vealreadytoldMelathatwewillmeetlatertoday.You’re

tiredfrom what?”

Sheswallows.“From theevent.Itwasquitebusy.”

“Youdon’tsay!”

Shelooksaway.Sthembisochucklesandcontinuesstaringather

untilherlegsfailtocarryher.Shesitsonthebedandkeepsher

handsbusywithnothing.

“Youknowyourmotherswereonceyourage,theyknowexactly

what’sgoing,sodoI.”

Sheclearsherthroat,“Ummm,okay.”

“Look,Iunderstandthatit’snoteasyforyouasit’seasyforHubo

andThobanitotalkaboutgirls.Buttheworldhaschanged,thisis

not1976,girlsgomissinganddieeveryday.Sodon’tlieabout

yourwhereaboutseveragain.Tellsomeonewhereyou’regoing,

whoyou’regoingwithandforhowlong.TellatleastHubo,you’re

closertohim,sothatwhensomethinghappensweknowwhere

tolookandwhotodealwith.”

Shenods,“SonobodyisangrythatIwenttovisitSgcino?”

“Notreally,butyouknowwhathehastodoforustolikehim.

Indodayindodangezinkomozayo.”



“You’veneversaidthattoHubothough.”

“Hubofindsdifferentsoulmateseveryweek,imagineifwesent

lobolatoeverygirlheclaimedtolove.”Theybothlaugh.Howdid

theyhateeachothersomuchwhenit’ssoeasytogetalong?

“Givemefiveminutestodressup.What’sthetheme?”Londeka

asksdashingtoherwardrobe.

“Notheme.Justdressupandcomeoutinfiveminutes,I’m

counting.”Hewalksout.

Shesettledforjeanandsneakers.Toarm againstthecold

eveningsheputonapufferjacket.Thisiswhatshealways

wanted,eventhoughMelaisjoiningthem,butshe’sbeingtaken

outbyherbrotherforthefirsttime.

“Soyoumissedthefuneral,”Sthembisosays.

“Youmakemefeelbad.I’m goingtoseeSikelelatomorrow,it’s

notlikethefuneralwasattheHlongwanes,”shesays.

“Don’tyouthinkyou’redevelopingabadhabitofmissingfunerals

ofyourlovedones?”Itwasn’tmuchofabigdeal,noneofthekids

wentexcepthim,HuboandThobani.Butitstillneedstobe

addressed,shediditwithZimetoo.

“ThisisaboutZime,right?”sheasks.

“Notreally,it’saboutyouandmissingfunerals,”hesays.

“I’m sorry,itwon’thappenagain.”



Hejustnods.

“AndI’m sorryaboutZime’sfuneral.Iwasverywrong,nomatter

whatthesituationbetweenusis,whenyou’reinpainIshouldbe

thereforyou.Familyisfamily,wearenotalwaysgoingtoget

along.”

“Don’tworry,it’swaterunderthebridge.”He’squietforawhile,

thenheexhalesheavily.“DoyouknowZime’slastwishwasfor

meandyoutogetalong?”

Hereyeswiden.“Really?”

“Yes,sheaskedmetomendourrelationship,”hesays.

“Shemust’vefeltdeathcoming.”

“Orknown,”hesays.

“Whatdoyoumean?”

“Zimecheatedonme,IfoundoutaboutitthedayIalmostburned

myselftodeath.Idon’tknowhowlongshediditorwhyshedidit,

themanwhohasmyanswershaslefthisbrotherinchargeofhis

businessesandskippedthecountry.”Heshouldn’tbedisclosing

suchabouthismarriagebutheneedstotalktosomeoneaboutit

anditfeelsright.

Londeka’sjawhasdroppedtotheseat.Hermouthishanging

open.Herbrotherhadaperfectlife,orsoshethought.

“Shecheated?Ohmygoodness,areyouokay?”Shewantstohug

him buthe’sdriving.

“I’m notokay,IlovedmywifeandIwantedhertobehappy.”



“Doyouthinktheboyfriendwasinvolvedinherdeathandnotthe

Mshengus?”

“Hewasinvolved,ifnotwhyisherunning?Hecouldfuckmywife

buthecannotmeetupwithme.”

“MyGod!Whatareyougoingtodo?Dealwithhim theHlongwane

way?”

“I’m notatypicalHlongwane.IthinkbeforeIact.IfhekilledZime

thenIwillmakesurehegoesbehindbars.Shedeservesjustice

andhehastobepunishedforwhathedid.”

“Youwillstillpaytaxandindirectlyfundhisprisonlifestyle,”

Londekasays.She’saHlongwane,Mkhonto’sdaughter,she

wantstoseeblood.

“Ididn’tsendZimetocheat,soI’m notgettingarmedandkilling

forizindabazomphingo,”hesays.

Fairenough,shethinksasshenods.

Hewantedtotakethem tothemoviesafterdinnerbutLondeka

saysit’sboringbecausetheyhaveTVs.Sothey’llbeheadingtoa

casinoafterwards.

Melaishere.They’vebeenwaitingforherforovertenminutes.

Londekawasgettingimpatientandsuggestingthattheyorder

withouther.Butheputhisfootdown.

Melawentallout.She’sdressedtokill;blackbodycondress,

corsetheelsandstraightbluntcutwig.Hermake-upisonpoint,



sealedbynudepinklips.Shelookslikeadoll.

“Wooow!Nobodytoldmetolookbeautiful,”Londekasays.

Melasmiles,droppinghereyesasshewalksaroundthetableto

takeaseat.

Shegreetsshyly,suddenlyfeelingoverwhelmedandregretting

puttingthismucheffortonherlooks.

“You’rebeautiful,”Sthembisosays.

Nowsheneedswaterandair.

“Thanks,”shesays.

Londekaissmilingknowingly.

“Haveyouordereddrinks?”She’stakingoutherbankcardforGod

knowswhat.

“Don’tworryMela,everythingisonme,”Sthembisosaysand

raiseshishandforawaiter.

Theyplacetheirorders.Londekaisnotshytoorderaglassof

gimletanddrinksitbeforesheeats.

“Sohowareyougirlsdoing?”Sthembisoasks.

“Goodfrom myside,”–Londeka.

“Ibetyou’regood,”hesaysgivingherasideeye.

Melaclearsherthroat,“Well,I’m alsogood.”

“Howiswork?”heasks.



“It’sgood,”she’snodding.

“Ihaven’tseenyouinalongtime.Mysisterhidesyoufrom bad

guyswhohurtyou.”

“That’swhatgoodfriendsdo,”Londekachirpsinandslurpsher

cocktail.

Melalaughs,thisfeelsabitawkward.Sthembisocansensethat,

heexpectedit.Ifitwasn’tforLondeka,theywould’veeatenin

silence.

Hesettlesthebillandtheyheadout,goingtothecasino.Londeka

istipsyandbeingforwardabouteverything.There’sspace

betweenherandthem,heholdsMela’shand,whichsendsherto

awaveofshock.

“ReallyMela,howareyoufeeling?”

“Now?”sheasks,almosttooloud.

“Alothasbeengoingon.Familyfeuds,deathsandpersonal

challenges.Sohowareyoufeeling?”

Theclarityalmostmakeherfeellikeafool.

“IguessI’velearnedhowtocope,”shesays.

“Isn’titstrangethatwehavetocopeinsteadofliving?”They’re

takingslowsteps,withnorush.

“Itis,butwhatchoicedowehave?”

“Createourownhappiness,Iguess.”



“Onlyifitwaseasy.”

There’samomentofsilence…

“You’reyoung,”hesays.

“Foryou?”sheasks.

“No.Youngtoletanyoneoranythingstandinyourwayof

happiness.Mostofuswishwecouldgobacktoourtwentiesand

re-liveourbestlivesandenjoyeverylastbitofit.Lifeishardafter

30;parentsandspousesdie,siblingsgetoutofcontrol,new

enemiesarise,friendsgothroughdivorceanddepression,fertility

becomesasubject,wivescheatandleaveahugepartofyou

dead.”

Shestopsandlooksathim.“Ihopeyou’regoingthroughnoneof

that.”

“IguessIdon’tlooklikemyproblems,”hechucklesandpullsher

forward.“Sowhenyouchooseaman,choosesomeonewithless

burdenthanyours.Youshouldbenefitmorefrom arelationship

becauseyou’rebeautiful.”

“Isthathowitworks?”

“Idon’tknow,butthat’swhatIwantforyouandLondeka.Andif

anymanbreaksyourheartcometomeifyoucan’tgotoyour

brothers,Ihaveaspecialtalentinbreakinglegs.”

Shelaughs,“That’swhyyouliftweights?”

“Iliftweightstocope,breakinglegsisabonus.”

She’slookingathim.Heattachesnoemotiontothestatement.



Theyenterthecasino,withtheirhandsstilllinkedbutshe’snot

gettinganyticklesandbutterfliesnow.

“Let’sbuytokens,”Londekasaysontopofhervoice.

Heretrieveshiswalletandtheyheadtothecounter.Hecan’tbe

buyingformorethanR200,that’slikethrowingmoneyaway.

“Wewillneedmore,”Londekasays.

“Hhayibo,wearestillgoingtodootherfunthings,”heargues.

“R200isenough,”Melachirpsin.

Londekarollshereyes,“Iwilladd,I’m notbroke.”

Sherummagesthroughherpurseandcountshermoney.Then

shelooksup,“Idon’thavemoneyyazi.”

“Whatdidyoujustcount?Papers?”Sthembisoasks.

“Imeanthere’snomoneyIcanuse.There’snoextra,they’reall

siblings.Areyousureyoudon’thave…?”

HesighsandtakesoutR100.Thisisit,he’snotaddingmore.

“Thankyou,”she’snowsatisfied.

Hestandsbackastheydividethetokens.He’sherejusttowatch

overthem astheyplay.Theystartarguingaboutwhichgamesto

playfirst.Melacanactuallystandhergroundstoo.She’scuteto

watch.

Butnotcutewhenshe’stakinghershoesoffandturningtohim,

“Sthewouldyoubekindandholdtheseforme?”



“Youcan’tplaywithnoshoeson,"hesays.

“Don’tworry,”sheopensherbagandtakesoutapairofsleepers.

Girlsandtheirmagic!

“Pleaseholdmybagtoo.”

Evenbetter,notjustashoe-nannybutbag-keeperaswell.

“Enjoy,”hesays.

They’vedisappeared.Heneedstowalkaround,lesthelookslikea

fool.

“Theyneedtoopenthetenniscourt,”that’sLondeka'svoice.

Theyappearbehindhim.Melaisbusycountinghertokens,right

nowtheymeantheworldtoher.

“Iwanttoplaytennisbutit’sclosedforsomereasons,”Londeka

saysthrowingherhandsupandrollinghereyes.

“It’sclosed,yousay.Playanothergamethen,”hesays.

“No,Iwanttoplaytennisballs.”Shemeansit.Thearched

eyebrowandfoldedarms.ThemonsterMkhontocreatedanddied!

“Theyhavetheirreasons,Ican’tcomehereanddictatewhat…”

“Askforthemanagerorwhoeverisrunningthisplaceandtell

them Iwanttoplaytennisballs.”ThankGodMelapullsher

towardsanothermachineslot.She’shappyaboutthatfornow.

Hecannottellwhetherit’sthegimletorjustherbrattantrums.



“Don’tyouthinkafewslapscanfixher?”Someoneasksbehind

him.

He’sstartled;heturnshisheadwithafrownplasteredonhisface.

Busizweandhistaxirankdresscode!Whatishedoinghere?

“Icandoitforfree,”hesays.HiseyesareonLondeka.Hemust’ve

witnessedthewholetennistantrum.

“Busizweifviolencewasasolutiontoanythingyourfamilywould

beatpeacewitheverythingandeveryone,”Sthembisosays.

Hechuckles,“Justmyfamily?Whataboutyours?Wedon’tfight

byourselves,thelasttimeIcheckedyourbrotherwasthemost

violentpersoninMashoba.”

“Well,you’renotslappingmysister.Ifthere’sanythingyou’re

goingtodo,sinceyou’rehere,itisbuyingtokens.”

“Whattokens?ThefamilyI’m drivingwillbeoutanyminutenow.

I’m onduty,notgallivantingaroundandbuyingthingsIdon’t

know,”Busizwesays.

BeforehecouldstepawaySthembisoyells;“Girls,moretokens!”

Theirheadsturn.Mela’slipscrackintoasmilebutLondeka

quicklynudgesherarm.Nowtheybothlookscared,worriedand

shocked.They’rethinkingwho’sgoingtopullouthisgunfirst.

“He’sheretobuyyoumoretokens,”Sthembisosays.

Busizweshootshim alook.He’snotrichandgirlscominghere

wasnothisidea.Buthecan’tdisappointMela,notafterthat

gorgeoussmileshecrackedwhentheidiotmentionedtokens,



whateverthatis.

Hetakesouthiswallet.

“R100?Thankyou,”Melasquirmsinjoy.Itlookslikeshe’shappy

andhavingfunhere.HeaddsanotherR100,theystartjumping

andscreaming.

Forthefirsttimeinhislifehe’shappytospendmoneyon

nonsense.

“Wow,she’sreallyhappy,”hesaysastheybothwatchthegirlsrun

aroundthemachineslotsarguing.

“I’m justhappyshemadeLondekaforgetaboutthetennisballs,”

Sthembisosayswithafaintsigh.

Busizwebreaksintolaughter.Godmust’veknownthatthey

cannotalwaysbeabletodealwiththeHlongwanes,soHe

createdLondeka.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER47

HUBO

Hisseatisreclined,he’slyingbackwithhiscappulledbelowhis

forehead,chewingagum andlisteningtoJazzthat’shushing

delicatelythroughthespeakers.Afigurestandingnexttohis

windowdoesn’tstartlehim,hewaitsuntilthepersonopensthe

door.Thescenthe’striedsohardtopackageandkeepatthe

backofthedrawersofhisheadfillsuphiscar.Hecannot

discounthowherpresencealwayschangesthepaceofhisheart

toacompletemadrace.Evennow,that’safeelinghehasto

shakeoff.

“Hubo,Ithoughtwetalkedaboutthis,”shecomplains,asshe

alwaysdoeswhenheaskstospendsometimewithher.

Hetakesabreathtocollecthimselfandthenliftshiseyestoher.

Thegirlwhoalmostmadehim actlikeamanat22.Onlygirl.After

herhewasbackatbeingaplayboyagain.Hehadnothingtolose.

“Howareyou?”heasks.

Hernosefurrows.“Good,andyou?”

“Notgood.”

“Whathappened?”Ofcourseshe’sconcerned,thisisherfirst

boyfriend,amanwhotaughtherhowtolove,tomakeloveand

howtosleepwithabrokenheart.



“Ineedyou,”hesays.

Beforeshecandigestthathishandsareclaspedaroundherneck,

he’ssmashinghislipsonhersandpushingheragainsttheseats.

Yessheletshim kissher,touchhereven,butit’sneverthis

snappyandwithsomuchcommandandaggression.

Heletsgo,breathingheavilyandlookinglikeaprovokedhorny

wildbeast.She’sturnedontoo,butnotstupidtoforgetwhoshe

isandthatthey’reinpublic,atthesideoftheroadbysunset.

“Hubo,Idon’tthinkthisissomethingyouandIshouldbedoing.”

Herfatherisareputablemaninchurch,herhusbandapastor,this

maynotbehisneighborhoodbutpeopleknowexactlywhosheis.

Hisvoiceisraspyandbreathy.Hecupsherface,looksdeeplyinto

hereyesandasks,“Youwantmetogo?”

“Yes,”shenodsagainstwhatherbodysinfullydesires.

Hishandgrabsherskirtupandbrushesagainsthermound.He’s

tryingtobetenderbuttodaygentlenessisnonexistentinhis

bones.Withonehandhepullsherneckagainsthisface.Hissilky

breathbrushesagainstherskin,summoningatrailoftickles

throughoutherbodyandbetweenherlegs.

Hishandgrabsasideherpantyandsneaksinsideherwetcookie.

It’sashamethatshe’sfeelingthiswayforamanwho’snother

husbandandlaidonthecarseatwithherlegsspreadingwith

eachtouch.



“Whendidyoulastopenforthepastor?”Maybethisisthesideof

him sheneededtoremindherselfwhoHuboisandwhythey

didn’tworkout.

Sheclosesherlegs.“Openthedoor!”

“It’sjustaharmlessquestion.”Ofcoursehedoesn’tseehow

disgustingheisrightnow.

“Mahubo!”she’sfirmer,holdinghisgazefiercely.

Hefurrowshiseyebrowarrogantly,beforeheopenshisdoorand

turnstoherdoorandopensit.

“I’m fine,”shewrigglesherhandoffwhenhetriestohelpherout.

Butitdoesn’thelpbecausehestandsinfrontofher,blockingthe

way.Hisdemeanorstillpowerfulandintenseasitwasfouryears

ago.

Hecaresseshercheek,sheholdshisgazetryingtoreadbehind

hisdarkeyes.Hubowas,is,andwillalwaysbe,arebelin

everythingthatthisworldlaysoutasblueprintsoflife.

“Whatareyounow?Aninnocentpreycaughtintheclawsofa

hungrypredator?”Aghostofasmiletugsathislipsbeforehis

handcupsherbreast.Heplaysdirtyandheknowsverywellthat

he’snotfarfrom ahungrymalepredator,alwaysusinghis

swaggeringmasculinityandcharm topreyoninnocentfemales.

“Someonemaywalkontous,”she’sbreathingheavily,from high

emotionsandthelingeringfeelingofcravingmoreofhistouch.

“Thisisnotatownship,peopleareindoors,”hesaysnonchalantly



andpullshertohischestandcapturesherlipsinasloppykiss

whilehishandstraveldowntoherskirt.

She’spanting.“Okaybaby,okay.”

Hisfingerslidesintoheropening,throughthesideofherpanty,

andrubshersoftinnerwalls.Herheavybreathshardenthebeast

behindhisboxers.

“Youdidn’tanswermyquestion.”Hisvoicecracksagainstherear,

hisfingersaretappingonherclit,splashingherwarm juicesall

overhishand.She’sthatturnedon,superwet.

“W-hatdidyouask?”She’sbreathless.

“Whendidyoulastgiveittothepastor?”

“Idon’tknow…Mondaymaybe.”Herhandsareridinghisback,

threateningtotearhisT-shirtapart.Shewantsafeelofhisskin

andthisT-shirtisanobstacle.

Helicksthesideofherface.Afeelingsointenseandelectrifying

lodgesbetweenherlegs.

“Wasitgood?”heasks,inalowwhisper.

Sheopenshereyesandgazeswildlyathim.Heshowsnosignof

regret,likeaskingsuchquestionswhenyou’reabouttoillegally

enteranotherman’spropertyisnormalandheshouldn’tatleast

respectthejubilationsofhermarriage.

“I’m askingAyanda,wasthepastor’sdickgoodonMonday?”He

doesathing,pressingherpussylipstogetherandrubbingthem

againsteachother,there’satwitchonherclitandasprayof



warm juices.

“Hubopleasemakelovetome,”shebegsinawobblyvoice,her

thighsslightlyshaking.

“Answermefirst.”He’sHubo,he’snotgoingtoabidetoher

unwillingnessofrevealingsuchaboutherprivatelife.

“Yeah,”shesays.

“Itwasgood?”

Sheraiseshereyes.He’sstaringdownather,hiseyesaremoist

andheavily-lidded.

Helickshislips.“Huh?”

“Yeah…”

Hesmasheshislipsagainstherandsmoochesherlikehislife

dependsonit.Shemoansandpusheshim back,inspectingherlip

thatfeelsswollenwithherfingers.

“I’m goingtofuckyou.”Atthismomentfucksoundsbetterthan

‘makelove’.

Heturnsheraroundandpushesherchestdownonthepassenger

seat.Hermorals,what-people-will-sayandtheweddingvowsshe

took,hatchesatherheadbutshe’squicklyshutoutofrealityby

fingersslidingbetweenherbuttocks.Shockandlusttwinthrough

herveins,butthespankforceshertoletlooseandenjoythe

moment.



Heslowlyinsertstheheadofhisbeastandpushesinslowly.His

pubichaircaressesthebottom ofherbuttcheeks.Amoan

escapeshermouth,herwallsstretchtoaccommodatehiserect

beastuntilhe’sfullyburiedinsidehercore.

He’snotgentle,notcountinghisthrusts,he’sfuckingherashe

declaredforehand.Hard,fastandmercilessly.It’sanew

experienceforher;outdoorfastandfurious.Tohim it’sjust

anotheradventure;fuckingsomeone’swifeatthesideoftheroad

whilethesunsetsdownanddarknesspeaksfrom thevalleys.

He’snotscaredofgettingcaught,infacttheideaofsomeone

walkingontothem isappealing,buthemaybesomeone’sfather

andthesearethethingsheshouldgiveup.

Shefeelsitnudgingintoherbellyandliftsherchestup;bigdick

paranoia.Hepushesherbackontheseat;chestflatdownand

bottom out.

“Babynotthatdeep!”shecriesout.

Heswallowsadeepgroanandpullsout-unexpectedlyso.Coldair

fanshernakedbuttandexposedgenitals.

“Hubo,”shesaysinalmostwhisper.Heneedstohurryandfinish,

beforesomeoneappearsandcatchthem.

“SukumaAyanda,”hesayspickinguphispantsfrom hisankles.

“Huh?”She’sconfused,morethananythingarousedtothe

nearestpornstar.



“Standupandlookatme.”

Thisisembarrassing.Whycan’thefinishfirst?Orevenbetterdid

notstartdoinganythingatall.

Hereyeswidenwhensheturnstoafullydressedman.Wasshe

toowideopenorcold?ThisisHubo,amanwhofucksanything

calledwoman.

“Hubo…”

“Ayanda…”

Hehelpsherpulldownherskirt,leavingherpantyhookedaround

oneankleandstickyliquidrunningbetweenherthighs.Heknows

howsheis,thelastthingyou’ddotoAyandaisembarrassher.

Shekeepsblinking,herrosycheekshaveturnedred,shecan’t

evenlookathim.

Heliftsherchinwithhisfingerandlooksatherdeeplyintheeyes.

“WhoisQobo’sfather?”

What?Now?How?

She’sconfused,tryingtowrapathousandracingquestionsinto

one.

“Iwanttoseehim,”hesays.

“Huboyoucan’t.Whatam Igoingtosaytohisfather?”She’s

frightened,Hubohasneverbeenlikethiswithher.Rightnow

she’slookingatthescornedrebeloftheHlongwanes.

“ItrustedyourwordbecauseIthoughtyou’dneverlietome.

Becauselying,cheatingandbreakingheartsismydepartment.



YoursistobeaGod’sservant,leaderofthewomeninchurch,

obedientwifeandagoodmother.”

“Iam agoodmother,”shearguesfaintly.

“Butyoudon’tgettochoosewhothefatherofyourchildis.I’m

notperfect,Iliedandcheatedonyou,Ididthisandthat,butthat

doesn’tmeanI’m notcapableofbeingagooddad.”Hisfinger

tracesdownherjaw,hisinnermanisseethingandtremblingwith

anger,butlookingatherfaceputsallthattotemporaryrest.He’s

notgoingtodoanythingstupid.

“Whatareyoutalkingabout?”Forsomeonewhoclaimstobe

confusedandinnocent,tearsarequicktomessherperfectface.

“MybrothersawQoboandhewillnevermistakenanystrangerfor

aHlongwane.IwantDNAtestdoneAyanda.Youeithertellyour

husbandandexplainyourselfthebestwayyoucan,orIwilltell

him myway.”

“Whycan’tyoujustbelieveme?Itoldyouhowmycalendarwas

andthataceremonywasdonefor…”

“DamnitalltohellAyanda!Idon’tcare,Iwanttohearitfrom the

DNAtestresults.”

She’scrying.

Hedragsinafewdeepbreathsandasks,“Doyouwantusto

continue?”

“I’m notyourbitch,Hubo.”



Hewantstocursebuthedidthistohimself.Butthreelongyears!

Hehadtoaddressthatfirst,beforeheevenaddressedhis

erection.

“Ifhe’smysonAyanda,Iwillneverforgiveyou.Ungangihlulela,

judgemeallyouwant,butdon’tdecidewhatIcanandcannotbe.”

He’spissedbutcomposedinaveryunusualway.

“Hlongwanepleasedon’tmakemedothis.Don’tputmyson

throughthis,”shebegs.

Hetearshiseyesawayfrom her,fightingtheurgetogiveintothe

flashofvulnerabilitythatfascinatedhim thefirstdayheheldher

closeandconfessedhislovelikeatormentedkorobelavictim.

“IsthiswhyIneverseehispictures?”heasks,slightlyshakinghis

headindisappointment.He’strustedthisgirl,evenfrom a

distance.Heneverthoughtshecouldhideanythingfrom him.

Theyhadaconnection,evennowtheystilldo.Ishetheonlyone

whostillcares?Howisitpossiblethathisfeelingsforherstill

tormentedhim andhe’sbeenprotectiveofheralltheseyears?

“Huboplease,”she’scrying,worriedforherownselfishreasons.

It’sreallydisturbinghowmuchtearsshe’sletoutjusttostophim

from findingoutifhe’safatherornot.Howawfulcanoneperson

be?

“Whatissowrongaboutme?”heasks,hurtandself-doubt

flickeringinhiseyes.

“He’shappy,safeandwell-takenof.Evenifhewasyours,isn’t

thatsomethingyou’dwantforhim?”



Thequestionconfuseshim.“Areyousayingonlyyourpastor

husbandiscapableofprovidingsuch?”

“Canyouprovidesafety?”Shegazeswildlyathim.

He’sveryprotectiveofhisfamily,hisabilitytoprotecthisown

childshouldn’tevenbequestioned.Beforeheresponds,she

chorusesanotherquestion,“Canyouprotecthim now,inadecade

tocome,throughouthisteenageandadulthood,withyourname

attachedtohim?”Sheposesthisquestionwithragingeyes.More

thanaquestionit’ssolidaccusationsanddoubtscastedathis

abilityofbeingaparent.Shehasthegroundstodoso,butoutof

everyoneinthisworldshe’stheonehehadoncehopedwould

believeinhim.Hischaracterhasalwaysbeentalkedabout,outof

allHlongwanenameshisalwaysoutstands.Hisfamily’sname

alwaysinvolvedineverycaseofunrestwithinthevillage.

SheknowsonesideofHubo;theonethatfucksaroundlikea

rabbit,cheatswithnoremorseandapologizestirelessly,theside

thatnevercommitstoanythingbutlies.Buteveryoneelseknows

thesideofhim onlySthembisoknowshowtotame,theonethat

breaksskullsinsteadofhearts,theonethatdaresthedeviland

walksintheshadowsofdeathandarmswithgunstosolveevery

problem underthesun.Shemayhavefalleninlovewithhim and

nurturedthesidethatservedherandlefttheresttoGod,buthim

beingrelatedtoQobowillmeanallhissinswillbeinheritedby

Qobointhenearfuture.Hisownfather,Mkhonto,carriedgrudges

andenemiesofhisownfather.Downtohim andhissiblings,

they’rewhotheyaretoday,constantlylivinginfear,becauseof



Mkhonto’senemies.Sinsofthefatherarevisiteduponhis

children.

“Nochilddeservesnottoknowtheirtrueidentitybecauseoftheir

father’sshort-comingsandimperfections,”hesays.

“Isidentitymoreimportantthanlife?”

“He’snotgoingtodiejustbecausehe’saHlongwane,”hepauses

andlooksatherwithhiseyesnarrowed.“Ishemyson?”

“He’saMdluli,”shesays.

“Idon’tcarewhat’swrittenonhisbirthcertificate.Ishemine?”

He’sclosertoherface,there’sacarapproachingfrom adistance,

shetriestoclosethedoorbutheblocksher.

“Idon’twanttobeseenhere,”hereyesbegforhismercy.She’s

alwaysknowntherisksofmeetingupwithhim butapartofher

alwaysagrees.Isitguiltormutualdesireofbeingclosefrom time

totime?Shenevergivesitmuchofathought.

“Idon’tgiveafuck,”hepullsdownhispants,belowhisbuttand

facesherway.

Allthistoruinherlife!Tomakeherlooklikealoosemarried

woman.

“AndyouwonderwhyIhadtodowhatIdid.You’rechildish

Mahubo,getinsidethecar!”She’sneverusedthistonebefore.

Somethinginhiseyesshift,sheholdshisgazeuntilhegivesin

andliftshispantsandwalkstohisdoor.

Shereleasesasighofrelief.It’salocalvan,itdrivespastthem



andblowsahoot.

Thenhishandsgrabsherwrist.“Whatdidyouhavetodo?”

“Whatareyoutalkingabout?”

“CutthecrapAyanda!”

“Pleasetakemehome.”

“Okay,let’sgohome.”

She’sgoingtosneakintothebathroom beforeherhusbandsees

herandcleanherselfup.IfHuboletstheQoboissuego,thiswill

bethelasttimesheentertainshim.It’stimetocuttheties,for

good.

“Wait,you’redrivingtoYOURhome?”Herheartbeatpicksarace.

WhyishetakingtheroadtowardstheHlongwanes?Mdlulimight

besuspicious,NanawilldropQobooffandquestionsher

whereabouts.

Whyishenotanswering?

“Hubo!”shescreams.

Hedrives,hedoesn’tbudge,doesn’tlookather.Herscreamsonly

makeherlooklikeafoolandtheycanpotentiallyattractvillagers’

attentiontoherself.

ThecararrivesattheHlongwanes,there’snooneontheyardbut

itlookslively.Heparksabovethekraal,atthecenteroftheyard

whereeveryhouse’sdoorfaces.



“Pleasetakemehome,”she’sonthevergeoftears.

“Becausethisoneislessofahome,right?It’snotsoholyand

anointedbythepastor’sdick.Ifhewantsyou,hewillcomehere

withQoboandgetyou.”Heopensthedoor,walksaroundtoher

sideandopensherdoor.“Comeout,”heinstructs.

“Areyoukidnappingme?”

“OhcomeonAyanda,you’renotaninnocentpreyhere.”

“I’m herewithoutmywill,”she’scrying.

“It’snotlikeI’m goingtochewyouandswallowyou.”Hestretches

outhisarm tohelpheroutofthecar.

Onedooropens,awomanstandswithafrownlookingatthem.

“Mahubo,”shecalls.

He’snotevenfazed.Heturnstoher,

“Ma?”

“Isthatnotamarriedgirlfrom thehospital?Yourfatherwas

againstbride-kidnappingandthatoneisalreadysomeone’swife,”

she’snotevenangry,she’sjustamotherpassingtheadviceina

verynormalsituation.

“IcanexplainMa,givemeaminute,”hesaysandsignalsforher

tocomeout.

“IwantnoexplanationMahubo,that’ssomeone’swife.”

She’snotsurewhattodonow.Sitinthecarorobeythedemand

inhiseyes?



Hepicksherup,hisarmssneakedunderherlegsandbeneaththe

arms.Thisisnowturningintoacircus,hismotheriscallingout

otherwivestocomeoutandwitnesswhat’shappeningintheir

husband’shouse.

"CallSthembiso,"onesays.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER48

STHEMBISO

Thisoneishisfaultbuthe’snotadmittingtohismothers.Ifhe

didn’trunhismouthandratherfoundanotherwayofmaking

Huboawareofthepastor’s‘son’noneofthiswould’vehappened.

NownotonlydidHubokidnapsomeone’swife,he’salsoexposing

dirtysecretsofhimselfandAyandatotheworld-theHlongwane

wives.Notthathepromotescheating,butheunderstandswhat

comeswithAyanda’sstatus.Thiscouldruinherwholelife.

MaXuluiscomingtohim asheoffloadstheshoppingbagsoutof

thecar.

“IsMahubocrazy?Outofallwomenintheworldhewants

someone’swife,”she’stalkingandthrowingherhandsupand

shakingherhead.

“Youneedtospeaksenseintohishead,”shesays.

Sthembisochuckles,“Youknowyoursonhasalooseheadlikea

fly.Iwillgotohim justnow.”

HetakeseverythingtoMaXulu’skitchenandpassesbyhis

bedroom tochange.

Hequicklychangesandcheckshistexts.There’snonefrom Paul.

Anupdatewould’vebeennice,they’vebeendoingthisforsolong



it’sstartingtofeellikehe’sfailingZime.It’sjustamatteroftime

beforehetakeseverypieceofinformationhe’sgottothepolice

andletthem handlethecase.Itwilltakesomeweightoffhis

shoulders.

Heclicksonthenextmessagefrom Giana.Forsomereasonshe

findshimselfsmilingashereadsthrough.It’sstillaboutthetwins,

he’snevermetanyonethispersistentandcrazy.Maybethey

coulddolunchanddiscusspossibilitiesofgettingherinto

therapysothatshecanletthewholethinggo.AsaHlongwane

he’susedtosuchthings;makinglife-changingdecisions,some

dangerousandcruel,andgettingoverthem likenothingever

happened.HegotGianainvolvedthough,astrangerwithafragile

heart.Practicallyshewasonthefrontlineinswappinglivesofthe

twinsandensuringthathisfather’swishesweremet.

Hesendsheratext;WEWILLTALK,IHAVETOATTENDTO

SOMETHING,MYBROTHERJUSTKIDNAPPEDAWOMAN.

Hisphonevibratesbeforehecanevenputitdown.She’sinserted

sevenshockedemojisaskingwhatintheworldisgoingon.This

isnotalifeshe’dunderstandevenifheexplained.Heleaveshis

phoneinthechargerandgoestoHubo’srondavel-thecrime

scene.

Thepastor’swifeisinbed,wrappedinaduvetwithherhead

tuckedunder.Shemustbecryingorhidingherfacefrom shame.

Huboissittingbelowthebed,heprobablydoesn’tevenknow

whathe’sdoing.



“Canwetalk?”Sthembisoasksstandingbythedoor.

Huboknowsthathehasbeensentbyhisfather’striplewives.He

huffs,looksawayandkeepsquiet.

“Please,”Sthembisobegs.

“Idon’twanttotalkSguqa.I’m waitingforherhusbandandmy

son.”Howcalm heisraisesbells.

“Thisisnothowthingsaredone,”Sthembisowalksin,looks

aroundforachairtositon.“Evenifhe’syourchild,youcan’tjust

kidnaphismotherandorderhim tobebroughtover.Ithastobe

donecorrectlyandwithrespect,there’saninnocentchildinvolved,

hiswell-beinghastocomefirst.”

“ItriedtodoitwithrespectbutAyandatookmeforapoes!”He’s

onhisfeetwithhisbrowsfurrowedandlipstremblingwithanger.

“Idon’tthinkso.Ifyouweredidanythingwithrespectyou

would’veletyourfamilyknowandaskedforadvicefrom your

elders.”

“YeySguqa,I’m talkingaboutthewaysheliedandpinned

everythingonme.Askher,nangumbuze!”HedaresSthembiso

andforcefullypeelstheduvetoffAyanda.“Pleasetellhim

everythingyousaid,I’m notcrazy,Ididn’tjustbringyouherefor

nothing.”

Sthembisoexhalesheavily.“Allowmetotakeherhome.Thenwe

willarrangeameetingwithherfamily.Theboyiswaitingforhis

mothertocomehome,please.”



Thatgetstohim.Hesinksbackonthebed,burieshisheadinhis

handsandscratchesitlikeamadman.Sthembisoknowshehas

tobecarefulandbethecalmerone.

“Ifthere’sawaywecanfixthisMahuboitisbyusactinglike

adults.Aspiringfathers.”

“Okay,”henods,atearrunshalfwaydownhischeekbeforehe

quicklywipesit.

“Soyouallowmetotakeherhome?”–Sthembiso.

“Yeah,”hesaysandpullsAyanda’sshoesfrom underthebed.It’s

apermissionforherclimbdownfrom bedandputhershoeson

andleave.

Sthembisograbsthecarkeysonthetableandstepsouttostart

thecar;givingthem someprivacy.

Ayandaputshershoesonandlooksathim.He’sfacingaway,

tryingtodealwithhisemotions.Sheunderstandswhyhe’supset

andthinkshisbestinterestsweren’tconsidered.Theybothknew

howdifferenttheirworldswerebeforetheystarted,allshe

neededfrom him wasanassurancethathewasgoingtobea

manherfamilycouldtrustwiththeirdaughter.ButHubohadno

sympathy,shewasjustayounginnocentgirlwhochosetogive

loveachanceinaveryhopelessplace.Havingtookthatriskof

goingforaboyeveryparentdidn’twantnexttotheirdaughters

she’dhopedthatHubowouldmakeitworthy.Helovedher,yes,

butwhatislovewithoutrespect?Allthosetimeshecheatedon



her,sometimeswithgirlssheknewandsometimeswith

strangers.Hatinghim would’vemadesensebuthowdoyouhate

theonlypersonwhomadeyouacceptpartsofyourselfthatyou

werenevercomfortablewith?Someonewhobuiltyourconfidence

andtaughtyoutoloveeverypartofyourself.

Hermotherknewabouthim andforsomereasonssheknewit

wouldn’tlast.IfshedarescallhomeandtellsherthatHubohas

kidnappedher,she’dprobablytellherthesearetheconsequences

ofassociatingyourselfwiththugs.Hubohasneverbeen

apologeticabouthisrebelliousways.Howhekeepsherinhiscar

nowasamarriedwomanisthesamewayshekeptherfrom

classes,tookherfrom herwaytochurchandreturnedherhome

afterhours.Heneveronceprovedtobeadecentman,tohave

desiresofleadingafamilyandbeingafather.

“I’m leaving,”shetellshim outofguilt.She’sseenHubocryonce

inherlife,itwaswhenherealizedhecouldn’tdoanythingtoget

herback,adaybeforeherwedding.

“Okayhamba,”hisvoicecracksinabrokenwhisper.

Sheplacesherhandonhisshoulderbutheshrugsheroff.

Familymeetingsbeinginvolvedwillescalatethingsto

unnecessarylengths.Theycantalkthiswithherhusband

exclusively.

“Iwillcallyou,”shesaysandwalksout.



SthembisoleaveshersettlinginthecarandreturnstoHubo.He

doesn’tliketakingdecisionsforpeople,that’swhathisrolenowin

thefamilyisallaboutandhehatesit.

“Hey,”hestandsnexttoHubowho’snowlyingonhisstomach

withhisfaceburiedonthepillow.“I’m sorryIdidn’tsitwithyou

downanddiscussedthis.Thatwasabadcallfrom myside,Iwish

wecanconductourselveswithsomedecencyandrespectgoing

forward,withinthisfamilyandinthecommunity.”

Hedoesn’tmovebuthe’slistening.

Sthembisocontinues,“Wearenotafamilyofizixhwanguxhwangu,

Ayandahastoseethataswellandtrustuswiththeboy,ifhe’s

reallyyours.”

Heturns,sleepsonhisbackandexhales.“He’smine,butI’m not

goodenoughtobeathingcalleddad.”

Sthembisofrowns,“Whosaidyou’renotgoodenough?”

Hubogiveshim alook-whoelse?

“No,that’snottrue.Idon’tknowthedetailsofyourrelationship

butIknowthecoreofwhoyouare.Whydoyouthinkeveryoneis

comfortabletalkingtoyouinthefamilymorethananyone?You

carealotandloveyourlovedonesandprotectthem with

everythingyouhave.Hersisaflawedmisjudgment.”

“Ijustwantmychild,Iwillnotreadhim aBibleeverynightbutI

willnotteachhim howtoshootgunsandkillpeople.Atleastnot

untilhe’s21.”



Sthembisosighs,“Ihopethemotherneverhearsyousaythis.I

havetogobeforeshecallsthepoliceonus.”

Hewalksout,goestoHubo’scaranddrivesout.

-

-

LONDEKA

Listen,thedramathisfamilyhassurpassesthatofLoveandHip

Hop.Lastnightawoman,someone’swife,waskidnapped,andI

haveanephewthatIknownothingabout.Ifeellikethere’sso

muchweightonmyshoulders,theseboysdon’tthinkbefore

makingmeanaunt.SikelelaandnowHubo.Who’snext?Thobani

orSthembiso.It’snotliketheytakeusthroughthewholeprocess

ofbecomingaunts,no,youjustsleepandwakeupanauntthe

nextday.

IfeellikeI’m theonlyonewhoselifeisinorderhere.Nevermind

thatIdon’thavetransportbacktomyplaceandhaveaskedfora

liftfrom Sthembisowhohappenstobedrivingalorrythesedays.

Hiscarandmyfather’sarealright,Idon’tknowwhyhe’sdriving

aroundinalorrybecauseit’ssupposedtobeondutyatthe

hardware.

Soyeah,therichauntisgoingtobedroppedoffbyalorry.I’m

wearinghugesunglassesandascarfaroundmyneck,justin

caseIbumpintooldschoolmates.



“YaziI’m meetinganoldfriendlaterinDurbancentral,Idon’t

knowwhatgifttogether.”He’sindirectlyaskingformyadvice.

“Issheamaleorfemale?Agegroup?Race?Height?Weight?”I

wanttoknowexactlywhichgiftwouldbesuitableforher,even

thoughI’veneverreceivedanygiftfrom him for‘meetingup’.

“It’sa‘she’,she’swhite,inherlatetwentiesorearlythirties.Idon’t

knowherexactweight,she’snotslim orfat,sameasheight.”

Hesaidwhite?Gosh.

“Getheradogchain,”Isay.Idon’tneedtoaskifshekeepsdogs,I

knowshedoesorknowssomeonewhohasdogs.Blackwomen

yougivedataorairtime.

“You’reright,”he’ssmiling.IguessInailedit,helikesitbuthejust

didn’thavethebrainstothinkofit.

“Ihopeyou’renotdatingher,”Isay.

Hefrowns,“Why?”

“Becauseshe’swhiteandyou’restillmourning,”Isayraisingmy

eyebrow.

Hechuckles,“LuckilyI’m not,let’sjustsayshedidahugefavor

formeandI’m tryingtorepaythekindness.”

Goodforhim!Idon’tevenwanttoimaginethetraumaawhite

girlfriendcouldputMaXuluandCothrough.They’restill

recoveringfrom theslayqueenwife,MHSRIP.



Andthen,whyishedrivingtowardsthemall?

“I’m goingtolookforthechain,”heanswersmythoughts.

“Butweareinalorry,youcan’tdrivetothemallandexposeme.”

Whichpartofthisdoesn’theget?Ithoughtweweregoing

straighttomyflat,Idon’twanttobeseen.

“Sowhat?”heasks.

“I’m aknownbrandambassador,slashmodel,slashPrincessof

Mashoba,”Isay.

Helaughs,reallyloud.He’sdrivingtothemallanyway,hejust

crossedtherobotandthere’snowayoutforthecelebritylifeof

me.Idon’tknowifIshouldremaininsidethetruckorgowithhim

insidetheshops.Eitherwaymyreputationanddivanessisat

stake.

IcursethatwomanwhomadeHuboaballofemotions,my

brotherwould’vedrivenmetomyplaceinanicecarwithout

embarrassingme.Myrelationshipwiththisonehasadownside

becausehealwaysseesthingshiswayandrefusestolookfrom

myperspective.

Hedoesn’tevencheckifI’m comfortablejumpingdownfrom the

lorry’sdoor.

“Wow,soyoudon’tcareifIbreakmylegornot?”I’m following

insidetheshops,obviouslyrantingandcomplainingabouthis

lackofhumanity.

“Yourlegshaveclimbedthislorrybefore,andyouhavelonglegs.”



I’m offended,whosaidlonglegsdon’tbreak?

“Don’tbuythedogchain,itwasmyideaandnowI’m takingit

back,”Isay.

Hedoesn’trespond.IswearI’m goingtosuehisassifhesteals

myidea.He’senteringthestore,stridingthroughthepassages,

intentionallymakingithardformetokeepupwithhim.

Iturnbacktotheentranceandwaitforhim there.I’m notgoingto

chasehim aroundtheshop.

He’soutwithinfiveminutes.I’m curiouslywaitingtoseewhathe

boughtasthealternative.

“Whatdidyoubuy?”Iaskjoininghisstrides.

“Twodogchains,”hesays.

“ButIsaidyoucan’t.”He’sunbelievable!

“InthestoretheysaidIcan.Doyouwantanythingbeforewe

leave?”

“No!”WhywouldIwanttolingeraroundanylongerinapublic

spacewithalorry-driving,idea-stealingbrother?

IendupwithKFCstreetwise-two,whichI’m gratefulforbecause

nowIdon’thavetoworryaboutcooking.He’saverythoughtful

brother,I’m nolongermadabouttheideaofdogchains.

“Haveyougottenanymoreleads?”Iask,regardingZime’scase.



“I’m goingtohandeverythingIhaveoverthepoliceandget

cleansednextmonth,”hesays.

I’m sureit’stoosoonforhim togetcleansed,Imeanhehasn’t

mournedthesixmonths.ButontheotherhandIthinkit’sgood

forhishealingjourney,itwillfreehim from themiseryof

constantlyrememberingthathelostawife.AndZimedoesn’t

deservethatmuchofhistimeafterwhatshedidbehindhisback.

IfitwasmeIwould’vestoppedmourningthemomentIfoundout.

“Doyoutrustthepolice?”Iask.

“I’m notlettingitgo,I’llbecheckingtheprogressandhelping

them whereverIcan,”hesays.

Inod,itwilltakealotoffhisshoulders.Anywaywearehere,thank

Godnooldschoolmatebumpedintome.

“Iwillhelpyouwiththebags,”hesays.

That’sthoughtful,andheneedstocheckifnosnakeorleopardis

hidinginmybedroom beforeIwalkin.That’swhatmenarefor;to

risktheirlivesanddiefirstifthere’sdanger.

Ijumpoffthelorry,honestlyit’snotthathard,Igrewupinafamily

oftrucksandlorries.

“Whatwashardvele?Uyatefawena,”hesaysasweapproachthe

building.

“Iwasinpublic,”Isay.

Helaughs,“Soyoupretendtobesomethingyou’renotinpublic?”



“Prettymuch,”Isay.

Wetakethelift,peopleareatwork,it’speacefulandquiet.

MybrowsfurrowwhenIseemydoorslightlyopen.Istepback,

allowinghim totaketheleadandcheckwhatthehellhappened.I

don’tthinkI’dbebrokenintoandthesecuritywouldjustkeep

quietandnotalertme.Someoneisinthere,Ijustdon’tknowwho.

NobodyhasthepermissiontocometomyplaceifI’m notthere.

“Didyouhostafriend?”Sthembisoasks,pausingatthedoor.

“No,”I’m nervousbuttryingnottoshowit.I’m surewiththese

bicepsmybrotherwouldknockdownthethiefwithjustatwistof

hisknuckle.

Heopensthedoorandwalksin.Ifollowhim,thisismymother’s

preciousson,ifhediesIhavetodiewithhim.

Myeyeslandonapileofdishesinthesink.Someonewasbusy

herecookingastorm.Peoplesneakintopeople’shousestosteal

foodandcookit…

“MaHlongwaneisthatyou?”

Flooropenupandswallowme,now!

Sthembisoturnstomewithafrown.IfitwasHuboIwouldn’t

havecaredbutthisisSguqa.

BeforeIevenstartpraying,heappearswithhisteethbaredout.

HissmiledisappearsassoonasheseesthatI’m notalone.Now

hedoesn’tknowwhattodo,he’smetSthembisobeforebutit



wasn’taboutmeanditwasn’tafriendlyvisit.

AndSthembisocontinuesmakingthingsawkwardbyjust

standingandnotsayinganything.

“Ummm hey,youdidn’ttellmeyou’dbehere.”I’m pleased,thisis

anicesurprise,hecamehereandcookedforme.ButIhavetoact

shockedbecauseI’m withTheRock.

“Iwantedtosurpriseyou,I’m sorry.”He’ssohumble,it’scuteto

watch.HeforceshiseyestolookatSthembiso.“Areyouwell

Hlongwane?”

“Yes,I’m good.Nicetoseeyouagain,”–Sthembiso.I’m notsure

ifhe’sbeinggenuineorsarcastic.

Iclearmythroatandtakethebagfrom him.“Thankyou.”

Heraiseshiseyebrow,“Hhayi-bo,areyoukickingmeoutafterI

droveyouhereforfreeandboughtyoulunch?”

YesI’m kickingyouout.“No,Ithoughtyouwerehurryingtomeet

upwithyourwhitefriend.”

“No,she’sathersurgery,Istillhavetime.”Fuckhersurgery,fuck

herdegree,fuckthedogsandtheDA!

“I’m sureyoucanstayasmuchasyouwantthen.”ActuallyI’m not

sure,I’m lookingatSgcino.

“Icookedenoughfood,”heconfirms.

I’m blushing,myboyfriendisachef.

“Hehe!”Sthembisocracksalaughandgoestothelounge.



What’sfunnyaboutSgcinocookingforme?TypicalHlongwane

boy.

I’m sittingonthecouchbetweenthem becauseIdon’ttrustthem

sittingnexttoeachother.Neitheroneofthem isviolentandcrazy,

butIneedtoremainguarded.

“IthinkIforgotmyphoneinthelorry,”Sthembisosaysandlooks

atme.

Hemustn’tdareaskmeto…

“Pleasefetchitforme,”hethrowsthekeystome.

“No,”Isay.

“Hhayi-bo!”Heraiseshiseyebrow.

BeforeIgetaccusedofbeingdisrespectfulfortheumpteenth

timeIgrabthekeysandrushout.IfI’m fastenoughIwillgetto

theparkingwithinthreeminutes.

Thelift!Whyisitnotleavingthe3rdfloor?Icannottakethe

steps…

---

They’resittingquiet.Sgcinolooksuncomfortable,unlikethat

morningwhenhewassenttohim byhisfather.

“Soyoulivearoundoryoulivehere?”Sthembisoasksthe

accusingquestion.



“Idon’tlivehere,Ijustcametosurpriseherandunfortunately…”

“UnfortunatelyIhappened?”Sthembisochuckles.“Ihopeyou’re

playingnogames,sheseemstobegenuinelyinvestedinthis

relationship.”

“Ihavepureintentions,it’sherwhowantstotakethingsslowly,”

Sgcinosays.

“Ifshewantstotakethingsslowlythenrespectthat,”Sthembiso

says.

Henods,“Ofcourse,Iwouldn’trushherintosomethingshe’snot

comfortablewith.”

Sthembisolooksaroundandthenexhalesheavily.“Aboutthe

vision,Ididit.I’m surehe’shappywhereverheisuMkhonto.”

“I’m surehe’sproudtoo,”Sgcinosays.

“Proudofme?Idoubt.Hedoesn’tcarethatmuch.”

Hemeansnottobenosybut…

“Whatdoyoumean?Yourfathertrustsyou,atleastfrom whatI

saw,”heasks.

“Yeshetrustsmetodothedirtywork.Hedoesn’tcarehow

anythingaffectsme,whatIgothroughondailybasisandmy

overallhappiness.”

Sgcinonods.Aminuteofsilencepasses,thenheglancesathim.

“Sometimespeoplegiveuswhatweneed,justnothowwewantit.

Idon’tthinkhe’djustasksomethingsobigfrom youandnotcare



foryouinanyway.Maybeit’sthere,healingyoubutyoudon’tsee

it.”

“Healingme?”Sthembisochuckles,“I’m fightingthecaseofmy

wife’sdeath,tryingtorewritehiswrongasafathertoSikelela,

Huboishavinghisowndilemmas.Thelistisendlessbutinall

thatnobodyisthereforme,notevenhim asmyancestor.”

“Inthemiddleofitallyourneedsarethere,Sthembiso.Youwill

findyourhealingandmaybefindwaysofforgivingthepast.

Someoneisthereforyou,caringandwaitingtolisten,youjust

havetoseeher.”

Sthembisoshifts,clearingmorespacebetweenhim andSgcino.

There’safrownonhisface…

“Whyareyoutalkinglikehim?”Heseemsshockedandfrightened.

Sgcinoisconfused…thatwashisvoice,wasitnot?

“Iseveryonestillalive?”-Londeka.

Theylookather,bothlookingfreakedoutlikethey’veseena

ghost.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER49

SIKELELA

Thecallhe’sbeenwaitinghasfinallycome.Hissonisoutofthe

NICUandreadytorecoverinhismother’sbed.Vumosaysthey

mightbedischargedinaweek.Everythingfeelsokay,everypain

he’sgonethroughsincethedayhefoundoutaboutthetwins’

conditionsubsides.He’sthehappiesthe’severbeen.

“Pleasesendmethelistofeverythingyou’regoingtoneed,”he

says,beamingwithjoy.

“Ialreadyboughtmost…”Hecutshershort,Vumoknowshim

betterthanthatandsheknowswhatMthokodidtohim.

“Mysonisnotusinganythingassociatedwithyourboyfriend’s

money.Notaslongashisfatherisalive,”hesays.

Vumochuckles,“You’rebeingunnecessary.Rememberyoustill

needtopayforthedamagesandarrangeforLangatobelawfully

aDlamuka.Idon’twanthim togrowupattheNtulisorhavemuch

attachmenttomyfather.”

“Ididn’tuseallthesavings.”Heinhalessharply,“Icanstillpayfor

thedamagesanddootherthings.”

There’samomentofsilence.“Whydidyoukeepit?”

“Whatwasthereformetouseit?”WithoutVumoheonlyhadhis

motherasaresponsibility.Africanmothersarenaturallysavers,



sheonlybuysgroceryonceamonth,shedoesn’tbuyelectricity.

TheylastboughtR50twoyearsagoandit’sstillthesameunitsto

date;partofbantutechnology.

“Youcould’veuseditforyourself,”shesayswithachuckle.

“Ididbuyfoodandclothes,butthatwasonmysalary.”Hepauses

andlaughs.Nowheseeswherethismightgo.“Ialsowentoutfor

drinkswithHubo.”

“Drinks?You’relyingSikelela.Youdon’tdoanythingforyourself.If

youdidn’thaveamotheryouprobablywouldwakeupeveryday

andgotoworkwithoutagoal.”

“Whatdoyouwantmetodo?Iusedtogotothebeachwithyou.”

“Youusedtoaccompanymetothebeachtowatchmeswim like

I’m some5yearold,”shesays.

Helaughs,“ButIwasthere,youmademeeatice-cream and

watchsomedumbmovieincinema.”

“That’swhatyoushoulddoforyourselfonceinawhile.Justhave

the‘you’timeandenjoyyourself.”

“ButIdidn’tenjoymyself,IdidallthatforyoubecauseI

love…becauseIlovedyou.”Thatwasawkwardtosay,thesilence

thatfollowsisalmostmenacing.

Sheclearsherthroat,“YaziSikelela,beinghereandhavinggone

throughwhatI’vegonethrough,Ihavecometorealizethatinlife

nobodycanmakemehappyifyou’reempty.”

“Whatdoyoumean?”heasks.



“Youcantravelaroundtheworldsearchingforhappinessbutif

youdon’thaveitwithinyourself,youwillneverfindit.Thisisto

sayIwantmysontohaveahappyfather,someonewho’scontent

withhimselfandinchargeofhisownhappiness.Langacan’t

havetwobrokenparents,atleastyouhavedirectionSikelela,my

hopelieswithyou.”

“Idon’tlikeyouspeakinglikethat.Iwantustotalkwhenyouget

here.Wehavealottotalkabout,right?”

“Yeah,Iknow.”Shesighs.

“Pleasesendmethepictures.”

“Langa’s?”

“Yourstoo.”

“NoSikelela,I’m ugly,myhairisamess,I’m fatand…”

“SaysthemostbeautifulgirlinHlabathini?Don’tplaywithme,or

youwantmetosweatbeforeIcanhavethem?Likethathigh

schoolgirlwhomademerunafterheruntilIranoutofbreath.”

They’relaughing.Shedidgivehim ahardtime,sometimesshe

wouldn’tspeaktohim atall,he’dtalkaloneuntilheturnedback

home.Onedayshethrewwaterathim,buthestillfollowedher

withhisshirtwetandbeggedforlove.Everygirlknewwhen

Sikelelaappearedbetweenthetreesitwastimetowalkfastand

leaveVumobehind.

Shelovedit.Hewasneverconfused,evenduringceremoniesin

thevillagewitheverymaidenpresenthiseyeswouldalwaysbeon

her.Hehadputamarkonherbecauseeveryboyinthevillage



knewshebelongedtoSikelela.Sodideverygirl,Sikelelawashers

evenwhentheyweren’tevendatingyet.

“Fine,Iwillsendthem,”shesaysinasoftertone.

Hehastodropthecallandcallhometoinform hismotherabout

Langa’srecovery.Histhumbstopsaninchawayfrom thescreen

ofhisphone.Shehasn’tdroppedonhersideeither.

“You’restillthere?”Hisvoiceislowered,hesitantandfulloffear.

“Yeah,”hervoicebreaks,she’scrying.ThisisnottheVumohe

knows,she’salwayscryingandhe’ssofarawayfrom her,he

cannotdoanythingtohelpher.

“EverythingisgoingtobealrightGodide.Youaregoingtobe

alright,I’m goingtobealright,wehaveidentifiedoursourcesof

painandweaknesses.That’sastart,don’tlosehope,you’renot

alone.Iknowitfeelslikethatrightnowbecauseyou’realone

there.”

“Tha…thankyou,”shesobspainfullyanddropsthecall.

Nowhe’shurtingtoo.They’reinaplaceheneverthoughtthey’d

beat.

Itfeelslikehe’scomefarwithher,yetthere’ssomuchdistance

betweenthem onthisonejourneythey’vewalkedtogether.

“Sikelelawhatisit?”Cebileispanicking.Thisboyiscallinghim in

themiddleoftheday,whensheanswershejustkeepsquiet.

“Ma,”hebreatheshisfirstword.Phewww,atleasthe’salive.



“I’m here,iseverythingalright?”

“No,everythingisnotalright.Whydidn’tforgivebaba?”

Isthischildtestinghim?Shedoesn’twanttotalkorhearanything

abouthisfather.

“Whereisthatcomingfrom?”sheasks.

“BecauseIwanttoknowifforgivingsomeonewhowrongedyou

andturnedyourlifeupsidedownmakesyouweak?”

“Thequestionis,didthepersonaskforforgiveness?Thelasttime

Icheckedyourfatherdidn’t.”

“Ifhedidwouldyouhaveforgivenhim?”

“Ifheaskedforforgivenessandworkedtoearnitandprovedto

beachangedman,maybeIwould’veforgivenhim.”

“Andlethim backinyourlife?”

“No,Idon’tletthesamedogbitemetwice,Ichangetheroute.”

She’scallinghisfatheradogbutitdoesn’tmatterbecause

Mkhontodidn’tcaretoproveotherwisewhilehewasstillalive.

“Mawhatif…whatifyoucouldn’timaginehim endingupwith

someoneelse?”

Shecracksalaugh,shecan’thelpit.“Yourfatherwasa

polygamist,thatdoesn’tmakeanysensebecausehewouldhave

endedupwithmeandthreeotherwomenanyway.”

“IwanttofixthingswithVumo,”hesays.

“What?!”She’sstandingup,regrettingeverynegativeadviceshe



justgavehim aboutforgiveness.“That’sagoodthingSikelela.”

“Ifeellikewecanstartoverandbuildourrelationshipona

differentfoundation.Iknowherbetter,nowshetrustsmewithher

realemotionsandfears.Icanbemoreopentoo.”

Cebilecannothideherexcitement.ShewasdisappointedinVumo

buteveryonedeservesasecondchance,exceptthedead

babydaddyofcourse.

“That’syourwomanSikelela.YouandMaNtulicomplementeach

other,youweremeanttobe.Thatgirltaughtyouhowtosmile,

beforeheryouneverdid.”

Hechuckles,“YouexaggerateMa!AnywayIcalledtoletyouknow

thatyourgrandsonmightcomehomeinaweek.”

“Andyou’reonlytellingmenow,Sikelela!Ihavetocleanthat

pigstyroom ofyoursandgotoBab’Masingafor

amakhathakhathatoblockwitchesfrom hurtingmygrandson.”

“AweekissevendaysMa.Youcanstilldoallthat,justrelax.”

“Sevendaysislikesevenminutes,Ihavetogo….”

“ButMa,youcannotdropthecall,I’m theonewhocalledandI

haven’tsaideverythingIwantedtosay.Whereismycowboy

stepfather?”

Silence…

“Ma?”

Nothing.



Heshakeshisheadandlaughs.Langaisinforaridewiththis

grandmother.

-

-

STHEMBISO

He’safewminuteslatebutthatcanbeexcused;bantutime

things.HespotsGianaalreadycozyatthecornertablewitha

drinkinfrontofher.Planschanged,they’renowinCoastlands

MusgraveHotel.It’sclosertoherworkandhasseafoodspecial

thatshe’sbeencraving.

“Am Ilate?”He’swalkingaroundtotheotherchair.

“No,you’reearlyMrHlongwane.”Thisistheattitudeheneeded,

hesmilesandsits.

“Iapologize,Igotheldupintraffic.”That’sanexcuseforevery

driver,everyoneknowsDurbantraffic.

“Ihadalreadyplacedourordersandyourdrink,”shesays.

“Ihopeyoudidn’torderthewineforme,”hesays.

“Ithoughtyoudrink,”hereyeswiden.

“Noteveryday.I’dlikesomewaterwithicetoday.”

She’sconfusedbutmaybeshedoesn’tknowhim thewayshe

thoughtshedid.Thewaitercomesovertheirtable,sheasksfor

hiswaterandtheirfoodtobebrought.



“Ibroughtyourbabiesagift,”hesayspassingthebagtoher.

She’salreadysmilingeartoear.Womenlovegifts!Hereyes

widenwhensheseeswhatitis.

Herelaxes;nothingisscaryassomeonenotlikingyourgift.

“Thisismypeaceoffering,”hesays.

She’sadmiringthechains.“Oh,thisisbeautiful.They’regoingto

lovethem.”

They’rejustdogs.Wholikesbeingchainedanyway?

“Sohowareyoudoing?”heasks.

“I’m good,justtired.”Sherubsherneckandyawns.Hiseyesare

onher,hehasn’tlookedanywheresincehegothere.

Hiswaterarrives,hetakesonesipandlooksatheragain.

“Ihavedecidedthatyou’regoingtogetcounseling,”hesays.

Hereyebrowsfurrow,thenshelaughs.“Finally,ImeetaZuluman.

Soit’struethatyouguysarecontrolling?”

“HowdidIcontrolyou?You’renotinagoodspaceGiana,you

needtotalktosomeoneprofessionalandmovepastthesurgery

thing.”

“ThensuggestcounselingtomeandhearwhatIhavetosay.

Don’tcomehereandtellmeI’m goingtocounseling,I’m notyour

child.”

Sigh!



Maybeheshould’veacceptedthewine,soberisnotastatetobe

atwhenaddressingadramaticwoman.

“Fine,I’m suggesting.Gianawouldyoubeopentocounseling?”

“I’m adoctor,Ihaveafriendwho’sinthePsychologyfield,he’dtell

meifIneedhelp.”

“Ihopeyouarenotafriendthatcan’tkeepsecretsfrom her

friends.”Henarrowshiseye,likehewillbiteherifshesaysshe

slippedupandtoldsomeone.

“Soyoudon’ttrustme?”She’soffended,thisisamanshewent

milesforandputhercareeronthelinefor.

“Idotrustyou,Ijusthave…peoplebetraypeopleGiana.Idon’t

havemuchbutIwanttolive,Idon’twanttogotojail.”

“Idon’tbetraypeople,ifIgiveyoumywordImeanit.”Sheclears

thetablefortheirfood.They’resilentwhilethewaiterarranges

thecutlery.

Sheorderedsteakstrips,lambribs,chakalakaandpotatowedges

forhim.Forherit’sseafood,basmatiriceandveggies.Hewas

scaredhemightbecompelledtofeastonseacockroachesas

well.

He’salreadydugin.She’swatchinghim withfascination,she’s

neverseenanyoneeatssuchhugeportionsandsoquick.But

whatifhechokesanddie?

Shegrabshisglassofwaterandgiveshim.



Heliftshiseyes,confused.

“Drink,”shesays.

Hetakesthewaterandputsitasideandcontinuesstuffinghis

facewithfood.Afewminuteslatertheplateiscleaned,onlythen

hepickshiswaterandgulpsitdownatonego.

“Seriously!”she’sshakingherhead,there’sasmileonherface.

Shedidn’tcookitbutwatchinghim wipeeverythingsheordered

forhim givesherawarm feeling.

“ShouldIaskthem tobringthedessert?”sheasks.

“No,I’m limitingmysugarintake,”hesays.“Soyou’regoingtoeat

untilJesuscomesback?”

“Idon’thaveyourthroatMrHlongwane,Icanonlyeatsmall

portionsandchewproperly.”

“Itsoundssoformalwhenyoucallmethat,evenmyemployees

callmeSguqa.”

“Sgu…whatisthat?Yoursecondname?”sheasks.

“No,there’sanamethatyourparentsgiveyou,onethatyour

friendscallyouandoneyougetfrom othermenduringstick

fights.SomineisSguqisamadoda,shortenedasSguqa.”

“Whatdoesitmean?”sheasks.

“ItmeansthatImakeothermenkneel.Idon’tstopbeatingaman

untilhefallsonhisknees.”He’scarelesslysayingitlikeit’sthe

mostnormalthingintheworld.Maybeinhisworlditis,butright

nowshe’sjustpaleandfrightened.



“Soyoubeatpeople?”sheasks.

Herealizeshowterrifiedshesoundsandchuckles.“Inagameof

stickfighting,Idon’twakeupandgoaroundbeatingpeople.”

“Butdon’tpeoplegethurt?”She’sgazingathim wildly.

“It’srealbeating;somedie,somegetinjured.Butthatdoesn’ttake

awaythatit’sjustagametotesteachother’sstrengthasmen

andweenjoyit,”hesays.

“YougamblewithyourlivesMrHlongwane,”she’sinawe.

“Atleastwithmenwealwaysknowwherethey’regoingtohitand

howtoshieldourselves.Unlikeyourgenderthatstrikes

unexpectedlyandstillsmileonyourface,”hesays.

She’sgottenenoughhints.Hetrustedsomeone,awoman,and

thatpersonbetrayedhim.

Shestopseatingandasks,“Whowasit?”

“Ubaniowenzeni?”Hefrowns.

Shefrownsaswell.

Oh,theEnglish.

“I’m askingwhodidwhat,”hesays.

“Whohurtyou,I’m asking.”

“Mydearwife,”hesaysandchuckles.Whenheraiseshiseyes

againherealizesthatshe’sstoppedeatingandisstaringathim.

“No,she’slate,”hesays.



“That’snotwhatI’m worriedabout.Whatdidshedotoyou?”

“Shecheated,Ifoundoutaftershewasgone.Someonecameto

myhouseandshother,Iwasnotthere.”That’sthemostofit,he

endsitwithashrug.

“Andyoucan’tconfrontheraboutitbecauseshe’snomore.I

understandyourangerandpain.”

Heexhalesandputshisfistedhandsonthetable.“Idon’tknow

whereI’m at,emotionally.That’swhyI’m askingyoutobeeasyon

me,Ididn’thaveachoicebuttomakethetwinsacrifice.I’m one

personwhonevergetsachancetogothroughhisemotions

beforeclimbingthenextmountain.”

Hetakesabriefpause,Gianaislisteningattentivelyandwithno

judgment.She’snotlookingathim likehe’sweakforcomplaining

somuch.

“Whenourfatherdiedwehadtofight.Therewasnotimeto

understandandadjusttothenewworldofbeingfatherless.Him

too,myfather,nevergavemeachancetogrievetohim aboutmy

needswhenhewasstillalive.Everythinghadtogetgoing,that’s

howlifehasalwaysbeenattheHlongwanes.Mywifedied,my

houseburneddown,Ihadtomovebackhomewithmymothers.

EventheywerenotconcernedabouttheseriesofeventsIhad

gonethroughinsuchashortspaceoftime.Becausethe

Hlongwanesalwaysneedtogetgoing.I’m runningfamily

businesses,Ihavedisownedtheygym,onethingthatwasmy

babyandclosetomyheart,becausethere’snotimetodwellon

emotions,youhavetodowhatneedstobedoneandkeep



moving.”

She’sblinking,herhandisetchingtoreachoutandholdhim but

hishandsareballedintofists.

“SoGianapleasedon’tmakemedwellonwhatIhadtodo,

withoutmuchofachoice.Becauseasalways,Iwanttokeepit

movingandforgetthatNkanyeziisnotalivebecauseIfaultedhis

life.Getcounseling,chargememoreifyoufeellikewhatyou

chargedwasn’tenoughandstopremindingmeaboutit.”

She’sblinkingrapidly,likearobotdoll.Hurtinghim wasn’ther

intention,shedoesn’twantmoneyoranyotherbenefitforthejob

she’salreadydone.

“I’m sorry,Ididn’tmeanto…”Shedoesn’tfinish,Sthembisostands

upandstormsoff.

He’supsetandgoingtothebathrooms.Therestaurantstaffis

watchingthroughthecornersoftheireyes.

Shehastogoandcheckonhim.

“Sthembisoareyouthere?”Thisisthefirsttimeshe’scalledhim

byhisfirstname.

Onlyonemaletoiletdoorisclosed,surelyhe’sinsidehere.

“Pleaseopenthedoor,”shebegs.

“Gianagobacktothetable,I’m coming,”hesays.

Whyishisvoicesolowandwobbly?Sheknocksagain.



“OpenSthembiso,fula!”she’snowpushingthedoor.

Itopens,he’sstandingwithbloodshoteyes,tearsarestilltraced

onhischeeks.

“Ididn’tmeantoupsetyou,I’m sorry,”she’spullinghishand.She

wantsthem togoandtalkproperly.

“Giana,IsaidI’m coming,go!”hepullsbackhisarm.

Shestubbornlyholdshim againandtriestopullhim out.

Hegrabsherbywaist,pullshercloserandslamsthedoor.

“Yinindabaungezwawena?”He’spissedbutshehearsnoneof

whathe’ssaying.

“Whatdidyousay?”sheasks,hereyesholdinghispiercingstare.

Heturnsher,pressesheronherbackagainstthedoorandholds

hernapewithonehand.

Theirforeheadslink,hehasn’tbeeninaconfinedspacewitha

womaninmonths.Hewantstobekissed,tobetouchedand…a

moanescapeshismouthashislipsaggressivelysmashagainst

hers.Shehasthin,softlips.Hewantsmoreandmoreofhertaste.

Hisfingersdigontoherwaist,hisbeastbetweenthelegsis

awakened.

Onehandunzipshispant,pushesitdownandtakesoutthe

throbbingbeastfrom hisboxers.

She’swearingasummerdress,hishandeasilyslidesunderand

searchesitswayintothehoneypothiddenbeneaththeG-string.



Assoonashisfingersslidesthrough,itgoesforhertinyclitand

rubsit.

“Oooh!”Asoundofpleasureescapeshermouth.

Herhandswraparoundhisneck,shethrowsherheadbackwards

andmoanswithpleasure.

Heneedstodoitbeforethestaffgetsuspicious.He’snottheone

todothingslikethisbutthisisnotatemptationhecanfight.Her

honeypotishalfthesizeofwhathe’susedto.Helooksather

beforeplacingtheheadofhisdickatheropening.

“I’m notgoingtohurtyou.”Heinsertsitslowly,he’sscaredof

mistakenlytearingthepoorgirlapart.Slowlyhepushesin,

constantlycheckingtheexpressiononherface,untilhefitshalf

ofhimselfintoher.Thenhestartsmovingslowly,withhisgaze

fixedonher.

She’smoaningwithhereyesclosed.She’senjoyinghim,asbigas

heiscomparedtohersize.

Heliftshertohiswaist,wrapsherlegsaroundhim andinsertsit

allthewayintothedepthsofhercore.

Shegasps,dropsherheadtohim andbiteshisshoulderto

preventherselffrom makinganynoise.

Heturnstobetheonewithhisbackagainstthedoorandstarts

bouncingherassupanddown.

Thepleasureisunbearable,hisjawsaretightened,veinsaround



hisneckarepulsatingvisibly.

Hewantstoslowdown,tochangethepositionandbegentle,but

thisisnothisbedroom,someonecanknockatanytime.He’sin

toodeep,softwallsofherswallowhim andsqueezehim in.She’s

tight,warm andjuicy.Hehasn’tbeeninsideawomaninavery

longtime,hislegsaretrembling.

Hebouncesheraroundafewmoretimes,withhiseyesshutand

adeepgroanvibratinginhisthroat.

Thenhedropsheronthefloor,turnsaroundwithhishand

wrappedaroundhiscoughingbeastandreleasesamuffledgroan.

Hiscream shootsandrunsdownthedoor,hereleasesadeep

exhalationcollectinghimself.

Hiskneesarestilltrembling,Giana’shandcomesfrom behind

withthetoiletroll.

He’sbacktohissenses;embarrassedanddisappointedin

himself.

Hewipeshimself,pickshispantsandboxers,andturnsaroundto

faceher.

Hecan’tmaintaintheeyecontact.

“I’m goingtomakethisright,I’m sosorry,”hesays.

“You’resorrythishappened?”Howisshesookay?Hejustfucked

herintherestaurantbathroom forChrist’sake.

“Giana,I’m mourning,ngiwumfelwa.Thiswasnotmetryingto

transmitanybadluckstoyou.”



She’sconfused.“Whatbadluck?Losingawifeisunfortunatebut

itdoesn’tsayanythingaboutyouhavingbadlucksoranythinglike

that.”

“Youdon’tunderstand.You’vehelpedmesomuch,Icannotrisk

anythingbadhappeningtoyou.”

Shefrowns.Whyishecomplicatingthings?Theyshouldbe

gettingoutofhereandorganizingaproperplacetofinishwhat

theystarted.Heowesheranorgasm,that’sonrecord.

“Iwillcallmymothers,theywillarrangeachickenandcleanse

you.”He’sserious;thisisgoingtohiseldersandeveryonewill

knowtheyfucked.

“SurelyIhaveasayinthisand….”

“No,youdon’tGiana,it’sveryimportant.”Hepullsherintohis

armsandhugsher.It’sa“thankyouforagoodfuck”gesture.

Hepullsherout,there’sanoldmanwashinghishandsinthesink,

whentheycomeoutheraiseshiseyesandslightlyshakeshis

head.

Isitobvious?



SIKELELA

CHAPTER50

LONDEKAHLONGWANE

Wearedrivingtohishouse,Idon’tknowwhatit’sabout,Iwas

toldtodressupandpackmybag.He’samanofsurprisesthese

days.

“Baby,”Ibreakthesilence,helowerstheradiovolume.“What

wereyoutalkingaboutwithSthembisotheotherday?”I’vebeen

crackingmyheadtryingtothinkwhySthembisoleftsoabruptly

withouteating.Hewasdeterminedtobetheextrawheelandjoin

meinmyromanticlunchwithmyboyfriend.

He’sfrowninglikehehasnoideawhatI’m talkingabout.

“Comeonbaby,yesterdayyousaidyoucouldn’tremember,surely

nowyouremembersomething.”

Hechuckles,“Butsthandwasami,ifIdidn’trememberyesterday

whatmakesyouthinkIremembertoday?”

Urgh!Ihatethathe’skeepingsecretswithmybrother,theyknow

eachotherbecauseofme.IjusthopeSthembisoisnotangrywith

me,inanyway.Wehaven’ttalkedsinceheleftwithoutexplaining

anything.

Anywaywearehere,I’m hearingvoicesasweapproachthedoor

ofhishouseandI’m wonderingwho’shere.Ntuthukoisoutof



town,hisfriendsbarelycometohishouse,someIhavenoteven

met,eventheso-calledboyfriendofmyfriend.

He’snottellingmeanythingabouthisguests,Iguessit’snot

important.Wewalkin,mebehindhim admiringhislegs.Hewasa

bitshakenafterthatencounterwithSthembiso,wehaven’t

shaggedsincewecamebackfrom hisvillage.Todayhastobe

theday,I’m goingtomakehim begforforgiveness,I’m donewith

WOTlessonsandIpassedwithdistinctions.

“Mfanoisthatyou?”

Aremyearsdeceivingme?Theyhavetobe.Whywouldhebring

hismotherhere?HeknowsMaNgcoboandIarewaterand

paraffin.

Ihavestopped,I’m glaringathim.Heturnsandlooksatme,

showingnosignofregret.

“Wozasthandwasami,”hesays.

There’ssomethinginthewayhespeaks,especiallywhenhecalls

melikethat.I’m behindhim,weareheadingtothebedroom.

He’snotansweringhismother’svoicecomingfrom thelounge.

Iwalkin,closethedoorbehindusandlookathim withmyeyes

widen.Whatthehell?!

“Icalledameeting,”hesays.

Withoutmyknowledge?



“SgcinowetalkedaboutcommunicationandIthoughtyou

understoodme.”WiththismanIwilltalkuntilmymouthstretchto

myears,he’snotgettingit.

“IjustwantedyoutobeherewhileIaddressmymotherand

Vuyo.”

Sigh.“Nexttimeaskme,butthankyouforfinallyseeingthe

need.”

Hethrowsmybagonthebed,pullsmebetweenhislegsandsits.

Helooksatme,withhisheartinhiseyesandadmirationonthe

smilestretchedonhislips.

“Todayyou’resleepinghere,right?”

Duh,Ipackedthebag.

Inod,myhandsareonhisshoulders,I’m gazingdownathim and

feelingaflightofbutterfliesinmytummy.

“You’regoingtomakeyourmanhappy,right?”

Inod,myfaceisblowinghot.YesI’m goingtogivemyselftoyou.

“Ngiyakukhumbulaminamungekhoeduzekwami.”Heis…Idon’t

knowbutI’veneverhadanyonemakingmefeellikethisand

lookingatmesoadoringly.

“Imissyoutoo,”Isay.

“Howlongarewegoingtotakethingsslowly?”heasks.

“Sgcino!”Isighandlookattheceiling,nowIneedrescue.

“Ustakingthenextstep,introducingourfamiliestooneanother,



willmakealotofthingsbetter.”

“Isthatwhyyouwanttotalktoyourmothertoday?”Ishould’ve

seenitcoming.

“Pleaseanswerme,howlongarewegoingtotakethingsslowly?

I’veknownyouforalmostayearnow.”

“Okay,wewilltalkaboutitlater.”

“Thankyou.”Heliftsmydressup,pullsdownmyunderwearand

plantsasoftkissonmywound.Tinglesonmyclit!

Thenhestandsupandgivesmeakiss.Menmustlive!

Hismotherwasn’tpleasedwhenshesawme.ButIgreetedwitha

smileandwenttothekitchenandfixedthem lunchonsome

“kukwamila”attitude.Idon’twantthatVuyowomananywherein

mykitchen.InfactIshouldswapcontainers;putsaltinasugar

containerandmilkinthesaltone.Sothatwhensheattemptsto

cookforSgcinoshe’llmakeamessandembarrassherself.

“You’regenerouswithsalt,”MaNgcobosays,halfwaythroughher

plate.She’seatinglikeahunter,yetunhappywiththetaste,I’m

confused.

Vuyoishumble,shehardlysaysanythingwhenI’m around.Maybe

that’swhyit’shardforSgcinotojustditchher.Idon’tknowwhy

she’sallowingMaNgcobotoinvolveherinherschemes.

Idon’trespondtothesaltremark,I’m nochefbutI’veneverhad

anyonecomplainingaboutmyfood.



“SoVuyoIaskedyoutocomeherewithMabecausethere’s

somethingbotheringme,”Sgcinosays,breakingabriefmoment

ofsilence.

Shelooksathim,fearwrittenalloverherface.“DidIdo

somethingthatoffendedyou?”

“IthoughtyouandIhadanagreement.YouknowIlikeyouandI

willalwayshaverespectforyouandyourfamily.Iwanttoseeyou

flourishbutyou’remakingithardformetobethereforyou.”

She’slookingatme.Yey,thisisnoneofmybusiness,I’m eating.

“Ifeellikeyou’reentertainingthingsthataresettostandonthe

wayofmyhappiness.IthoughtyouandIhadarelationshipbetter

thanthat.”Heshouldn’thavesaidshe’sentertaining“things”,he

should’vesaidtheculprit’sname.

“IloveLondeka,Ithinkyou’veseenthatandhowmuchshe

actuallyrespectsyou.Don’tstarttrouble,please,”hesays.

Shenods,picksherglassandtakesasip.She’sclosetotearsbut

Ithinkshedoesn’twanttomakethedevilhappy-me.

Thatwaspartone,I’m nowwaitingforparttwoandthismanis

nowbusywithnothingandstealingglancesathismother.He

saidhe’scalledameetingtoaddresseveryissuethereisbetween

meandhisfamily.Hewasverybravewhenhesaidit.

Iwidenmyeyesathim.

“MaFuze,”heclearshisthroatandglancesbackatme.He’sa



blackchild,respectfulandfrightenedofconfrontinganadult,but

adultscanbedisrespectfulandit’swithinourrightstoputthem in

theirline.

“MaHlongwamehasafewconcerns,”hesays.

Thisisbrandnewtome.Ihaveafewconcerns?Few?

“Oh?”MaNgcoboraiseshereyestome,actingshockedlike

there’sneverbeenanyissuebetweenus.

“She’snothappywiththewayMatreatsher,”hesays.

Iscraaaatchbehindmyear.Saywhat?

“Areyouserious?”Iglareathim.

He’sstuttering.“BabyIam…wearetryingto..”

Ilookathim mother,“MaNgcobo,Idon’thaveanyconcernsand

I’venevercomplainedtoSgcinoaboutanything.Infacthim andI

cameheretoannouncethatwearebreakingup,he’sgoingto

marryawomanyouapproveof,whichisnotme.”

“Whaaat?Whyisheshocked?

I’m done,Ithrowthenapkinonthetableandwalkaway.

I’m gettingmybag,callinganUberandleaving.I’m notsittingin

thatstupidmeetingofhis.

Hisfootstepsarebehindme…

“Londekawhatareyoudoing?”Hewalksinandblocksmefrom



thedoor.“I’m tryingtofixthingsandyou’releaving.Whatisgoing

onLondeka?”

“ReallySgcino?̀MaHlongwameisnothappywiththewayMahas

beentreatingher’.DidIcallthismeeting?Areyouhappywithhow

she’sbeentreatingme?”

“Ofcoursenotsthandwasami.”

“ThenownitSgcinumyalo.Tellyourmother,‘Ma,I’m nothappy

withthewayyoutreatmygirlfriend’.Don’thidebehindmyname.”

“Iwasn’thidingbehindyour…”

“Sgcinoyou’rescaredofyourmotherandit’snothelpingme.In

factyou’remakingthingsworsebetweenherandI.Whycan’tyou

standupforus?”

“Londekangiyazamanje,I’m tryinghereandyou’renotgivingme

achance.”

“Move,Iwanttoleave!”

Hestands.Ipushmywayoutbuthe’sstrongerthanIthought.

“Let’stalkaboutthisLondeka,ngiyakucela.”He’sholdingmyarm,

mybagisonthefloorandmyphonescattered.

Iguesswearenowfighting.Notourfirstfightbutthisoneis

intense.

He’sholdingmywaist,Idon’tknowhowhisT-shirtgottorn

becausewearenotphysical,I’m pushinghim andhe’spullingme.

“Hhayi,what’sallthisnoise?”–MaNgcobobehindus.



Heletsmego,foronceI’m gratefulforherpresence.Ipickmy

bagandscatteredpartsofmyphonefrom thefloor.

He’slookingathismother.He’snotangrybutjustsad.

“AreyouhappynowMa?”heasks.

“Yourfightwithyourtiklinehasnothingtodowithme.Comeback

tothetableandfinishyourfood.”

I’m atikline?Itmustbeanewterm forbrandambassadorslash

model.

“YououtofeveryoneMa,youkeepblackmailingmeforlosingmy

wife.YesitwasmyfaultbutIdidn’twanthertodie.Allowmeto

be,letmebewiththepersonmyheartchoosesandletherspirit

rest.She’snotVuyo,IwillneverseeVuyoasher,oranybodyfor

thatmatter.Idon’twanttoreplaceher,IwantLondeka

Hlongwane.”

Hereyesdroptothefloor.I’m standingwithmybag,notsure

aboutmynextstep.Ican’tjustswitchoffmyanger,Ialreadyhave

plans,butIalsowanttolistentothisfight.

“There’snochildfrom yourwombthatlovesandrespectsyouthe

wayIdo.Youaremyqueen,whywouldyouwantthattochange?

Whydoyouwantmetobeachildthatcallsmeetingsand

embarrasseshismother?Whydoyouwantmetochoose

betweenwhatyouloveandwhatIlove?”

Sheliftshereyestome,“MaHlongwanegiveussomespace.”

Hetakestwostridesandgrabsmyarm.“You’renotgoing



anywhere.YouandImadeplansfortonight,remember?”

Inod.Sexplans,Ifeelsocreepy.

He’sholdingmyarm,IgiveMaNgcoboalook-Itried.Weare

returningtothebedroom,she’sstandinginthepassagelooking

remorseful,probablyforthefirsttimeinherlife.

.

.

MELAMINAMSHENGU

I’m squeezedbetweenHuboandSikelelaonthecouch.Strange,

right?Well,LondekacanceledonmelastminuteandSikelela

camethrough.He’sonsome‘letloose’trial,Idon’tknowwhat

thatmeans.AllIknowisthatI’m gettingdrunkbecauseIhaveto

breakupwithsomeonetoday.

I’veneverlikedHubo.I’m notsureIdoevennow,butI’ve

befriendedmostofhissiblings,wearelikelytobumpintoeach

othersomedays.

“MustwecallSguqa?”Sikelelaasks,lookingatmewithacheesy

smile.He’sstilldrinkingthefirstbeer,HuboandIaregoingtoour

thirdbottles.

“Yescallhim,”Irollmyeyes.Iregrettellinghim aboutmycrush

onSthembiso.FunnilyIdon’teventhinkI’m stillthere.He’sa

greatguy,Iadorehim verymuch,butIdon’tthinkIwanttobeina

relationshiprightnow.LetalonewithsomeoneI’vehadsomany



fantasiesaboutandholdinsuchahighregard.

“Sguqawillbreakyourboneswithhismuscles.HuboandIare

betteroptions,”hesays.Ithinkhe’sgettingdrunk.

Hubochuckles,“Shehatesme,socountmeout.”

“What?”IlookatSikelela,he’stheonlyoneItold.

“Ididn’ttellhim anything,”heputshishandsup.

“WowSikelela,isthereanythingyoukeeptoyourself?”I’m not

offended,neitherisHubo,buthe’ssomethingelse.

Hubochimesin,“Heonlykeepstohimselfhowyouturneddown

hisloveproposal.”

“Fokofwena!”They’relaughing,IjoinintooeventhoughI’m not

surewhat’ssofunny.

Ineedtostopdrinking.Ican’tbetoodrunk,Ihavetotellmy

‘boyfriend’somethingthatmakessenseandprofuselyapologize

forwastinghistime.

“Iwanttogohomenow,”Iannounce.

Hubolooksatmelikeheregretscomingherewithme.

“Butwearestilldrinking,”hesays.

“Nobafo,let’stakeherhomeandthenwewillcomeback,”

Sikelelaisalwaysagentleman.

“I’venevermetsuchboringpeopleinmylife.Whyningavele

nibhebhanenibhoraneembhedeni?”–Hubo.He’sannoyed.



Iburstintolaughter.Whathesaidisfunny,right?WhyisSikelela

souptight.

Hubodoesn’tcare,hesaidwhathesaid.“Ngicelaitakeaway

kabhiyalapho,”hewhistlesatthebartenderforthebeertakeaway.

Sikelelaisdriving,Huboistoowasted,he’sbeencryingabouta

girlcalledAyandasinceweleftthebar.Nobodyseemstohavea

goodlovestoryintheirfamily.Iwon’teventalkaboutSikelela,I

knewitwasgoingtobehardforhim toletgoofhischildhood

sweetheartaftersheborebabiesforhim,butIdidn’texpecthim

toputhisguarddownsosoon.

They’rewalkinginsidethebuildingwithmetoensurethatIgetin

safeandthere’snothugwaitingformeinside.

Hubothrowshimselfonmycouch,thebeerisinhishand,I’m

scaredhe’sgoingtospillit.

“Yeyndoda,wakeup,thisisnothome,”Sikelelashakeshim.

“Lethim restandcometurnonthelightsformeinthebedroom.”

Ileadtheway.Myheadfeelssolightandfunny.

Heturnsonthelights,scansaroundwithhiseyesandthenlook

atme.

“Areyouokaynow?”heasks.

“Yes,butaboutwhatHubosaid…”

“He’sdrunk,Iwilltellhim toapologizewhenhe’ssober,I’m really

sorryaboutthat,”hesays,cuttingmeshort.



Whatishetalkingabout?

“Sikelela,Iknowyouloveyourchildhoodsweetheart.Ihavemy

ownthinggoingonaswell.Butwecanfuckonce,comeon.”I

laughathisbulgingeyes.Whyishesoshocked?

“Icannotdothattoyou,”hesays.

“Thinkaboutit;siyabhebhanasiyabhorana,becausewearetwo

boringpeople,andthentomorrowweactlikenothinghappened.”

Sayingthisissofunny.Idon’tunderstandwhyhewentouttolet

looseandcameoutstilluptight.

“PeopledothesethingsSikelelaandnobodydies,”Isay.

Heclearshisthroat,dartshisglancesaroundshyly.“I’m notthose

peopleMelamina.Imakelove,Ihavesomuchrespectforyou,I

wouldn’tsleepwithyouandactlikenothinghappened.”

“Irespectyoutooandyourchildhoodsweetheart.Butforoncein

yourlifeSikelela,fucktherulesandeverythingthattheworldfeels

likemakeagoodgirlandagoodboy!”He’swearinggreyjoggers,I

sneakmyhandsaroundthewaistandfeelhisbodytensingup.

Ikisshim,deeponthelips,andheallowsmeto.Hisbreathis

shakyanduneven,thisishisfirsttimelettinglooseandsois

mineinitiatingsextoamanandgoingdownonmykneesforhim.

Itakeoutthejoystick.It’sstillsoft,theownerisintenseand

frightened.Imassagetheballs,lookingathisface,hiseyes

unabletomeetmine.Behindthedarkfaceandscaryeyesisjust



aninnocentboywho’sobsessedwithdoingeverythingright.

Hisjoystickisbetrayinghim,asmyhandwrapsarounditgains

somestrengthandthickens.Itdark,superdark,andsurrounded

byabushofpubichair.Atleasthe’scircumcised,Ikneeldownon

thefloorwithitinmyhands.

“Melaminawait,youcan’tdothat.Let’sarrangeanotherday,”he’s

pickinguphispants.

Ipullthem downandpushhishandsaway.I’m drunkbutthat’s

onlygivingmethecourage,ithasn’tcloudedmysenses.

“Iwanttodoit,”Isayandbringhistiptomytongueandlickit.

Healmostjump.“MaMshenguplease,let’stalkaboutthis.”

He’smakingitsoundlikewearefighting.Icirclemytongue

aroundafewtimesandthensuckthehead.

“Melaminaplease,don’tdothistoyourself,”hesays.

Ikeepmyeyesonhim,hisarebulgingoutinfear.Ilickhim,

sweepdowntohisballswithmytongueandtrytofitthem inmy

mouth.I’m scaredhiseyeballsmightdropdown-I’veneverseen

hiseyessowide.

I’m lovingit,thathe’sgivingmethispowertohisbodyand

allowingmetofeellikealead.

Isucktheheadagain,there’sasaltytastefrom hispre-cum.His

joystickhasgrownthreemoreinches,veinsarepoppingaroundit,

hisbreathsarenowheavy.

Downmythroatandbacktomytongue.Mytongueonthetip,



doingcirclesandlicking.

Hereleasesasoundandthenascream,“Hawwwwu!”

Asmileofsatisfactionspreadsonmyface.Isuckhim againand

takehim downmythroatuntilIchoke.

“Mayebabooo!”He’sholdingmyhead,grittinghisteethwithhis

eyessquinted.Hisreactioniseverythingtome.

Itakeabreakandusemyhandtodothejob.Heremovesit,I

guessI’m doingitslow,anddoesithimself.I’m kneelinginfront

ofhim,watchingandlickingmylipslikeapornstar.

“Ngisacelauyimunceokokugcina,”heasksinashatteringvoice.

(pleasesuckitonelasttime)

“Holdmyhead,putitinmymouthanddoitlikeyou’redoingitin

mypussy.”

“WhatifIhurtyourthroat?”Heworriestoomuch.

“It’scalleddeepthroat,ifyouhurtmeIwillaskyoutostop.”My

mouthconnectstohisjoystickagain.He’shesitant,Iliftmyeyes

tohim andhegivesin.

He’sgentle,I’m notsureifhe’sscaredofmyteethorthathe

mighthurtmythroat.

Iswallowhim inuntilhistipbalancesinmythroat,thenIshake

myheaduntilIchoke.

“I’m cummingMaMshengu,”he’spushingmeoff.Apartofme



wantedtotryswallowingbutrightnowhe’sfightinglikeabeast.

Istepback,hewrapshishandaroundhisjoystickandmovesitup

anddownhastily.

“Cum onmyboobs,”Iopenmyshirt,exposemyboobstohim and

wait.

Hecomescloser,hismouthlooselyopenandeyesstillbulging

out.Hedoesn’tgroandeeplylikemostmenwhentheycum,

there’safemininelittlevoicethathehasforsuchtimes,likea

womanwho’shavinghiccups.

Hiscum spraysonmyboobs.Hiskneestremble,hefallsnextto

meandtakesmewithhim tothefloor.

I’m giggling,thesearethethingsIshould’vetriedoutalongtime

ago,withboysmyage.

“Howwasit?”Iask.

Heopenshiseyesandlooksatme.They’resoredandsmall.

“Good,sogood!”hesays.

“Ihaveasparebedroom,let’stakeyourbrotherthereandfuckall

night.”

Hiseyestearsawayfrom me.He’sstillnotcomfortablewithme,

areyoukidding!

“Whatisit?Yourchildhoodsweetheart?”

“Weareworkingthingsout,”hesays.

“Iknowthat,youdon’tstoptalkingabouther.”Ireallyhaveno



righttobepissedoffbutWTF.

“I’m sorry,it’sjustthatIhaven’tstoppedlovingyou,Ijustlearntto

livewithitbecauseyouhaveyourpeople.”

Ihavemypeople?Ifeellikeawhore.Sthembisoisnotmyperson,

heneverwillbe,andI’m abouttobreakupwithmyboyfriendtoo.

Sowhoarethosepeople?

“NoSikelela,youloveyourchildhoodsweetheart.She’stheone

youtrustandcomfortablewith.YouandIwouldn’thaveworked

outanywaybecauseyou’rescaredoftryingnewthings.”

“I’m notscared,it’sjustthatIcan’t…”Mxm!

“Boybye!Leavewithyourbrother.”

“Melaminacomeon!”

Ipickmyselfoffthefloorandgotothebathroom.

“Leavewithyourbrother,”Isaybeforeshuttingthedoor.WhenI

comeoutofthisbathroom Idon’twanttoseethem.

Andthisguyisgoingtoknowthatit’soverviathetext.Iknowhe

doesn’tcareanyway.HelovedmebecauseIwasbroken,Idon’t

askwherehegoeswhenhedisappears,Idon’taskabouthis

backgroundandwhyheneverspeakabouthisfamily.Ineverask

abouthislackofsocialactivity,whyhe’ssoscaredofpeopleand

doesn’tevenhaveonesocialmediaaccount.DoIevenknowhim?

YesIknowthathestaresathislaptopmostofthetime,hewears

onlyexpensiveshirtsandlikesMercedescarsandScottish

whiskybythebalcony.He’snotcrazyaboutsex,that’swhyhe



wasmysaferoptionwhenIwasdealingwithmytraumas.ButI

don’tknowwhohereallyis.

*HeyZibulo,youandIcannotcontinuewiththis.Ineedtoworkon

myselfandwalkmyjourneyalone.Iknowyouwillfindsomebody

else,ifyouhaven’talready.Thanksfortheexpensivegiftsandthe

fewnightsyouspentwithme.Youareagoodman,very

handsomeandsexyandrich.Aluckywomanisgoingtofindyou

andloveyouandcherishyouand…allthebest,goodnight,*-

messagesent.

I’m officiallysingle!

--

Sikelelawalksoutofthebedroom adjustinghisT-shirt.Heknewit

wasabadideafrom thestartbuthisbodybetrayedhim,andnow

he’slostagoodfriend.HiseyeslandonHubo,wasn’theasleep?

Huboshiftshiseyesfrom hisphone,looksathim andstarts

laughing.

“Uhlekani?Let’sgo.”Hestandswithacommandinglook.

“Youcan’tletmuncasturnyouintoatomfool.That‘mayebabo’

wokemeupfrom agoodsleep.”

“Huboshutupandgetoffthatcouch.”

He’sgoingtoobeybutheneedstofinishhisbeerfirst.

“IthoughtyouandVumowereworkingthingsout.”



“Mfethupleasedon’ttellanyoneaboutthis.”

“Fine,buttellmeyoulaidhergoodandputhertosleepwiththe

Hlongwanepipe.”

“She’sinthebathroom,ifshecomesoutandseesushereshe’s

goingtokillus.”

Hubo’seyeswiden,“Whaaat?”

“Let’sgo,now!”

“Letmefinishmy...”There’sadooropeningsomewhere.

Heleavesthebottlerollingonthefloor,itscontentsflowingtothe

carpet.

They’rerushingtothedoor,him behindSikelelastaggering.

Sikelelastopsandletshim outofthedoorfirst,afterallthisishis

faultandhe’solder,ifthere’saflyingpanafterthem ithastohit

him.

“Fool,whatdidyoudo?”Huboasks,they’reoutofthedoor

pantingheavily.

“She’sdrunkandnotthinkingstraight,Icouldn’tgoalltheway

withher.”

“Areyoutryingtotellmethatyouturnedherdown?Sikelelaare

youstupid,allthisforVumowho’sbeencohabitingwithaman

andgettingfuckedeveryday?”

“ShutupHubolethu!”

“Mxm!Ihavetogobackandrewriteyourwrongs.”Hetakesafew



stepsback,Sikelelagrabshim byhisT-shirtandbringshim back.

“You’renottouchingthatonemfan’wami!”He’sdraggingHubo

downthepassage,“You’retalkingaboutpeoplegettingfucked,

yetyourbabymamathatyouhadbeforeanyothermanislaying

withanakedpastorwearinghisringaswespeak.”

“Don’ttalkaboutAyandawenanja!”

“Don’ttalkaboutVumoeithermgodoyi.”

Theystopandglareatoneanother.

Hubothrowsthepunch,heblocksitandsighsinexhaustion.

“Let’sgo,”hesays.

Theyleave.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER51

STHEMBISO

HisgoalrightnowistogetGianacleansed.She’snotagainstit,

shejustdoesn’tbelieveinthewholeprocessandthefeistyside

ofherfeelslikehe’sunderminingherownbeliefsandimposing

hisonher.Itdoeslooklikethat,butheneedsthisdoneforhis

peaceofmind.Ifhedoesn’tdothishewillalwayswonder

everytimesomethinggoeswronginherlife,hewillneverbeat

peace.

He’snotthinkingaboutwhatledtothisproblem-his

uncontrollabledick.Hehasn’tconfrontedhimselfaboutthe

disgracehesubjectedhimselfandGianainto.Notonlyis

someonewholostawifenotsolongago,he’salsoa

businessmanandabigbrother,heshouldbecautiousofhowhe

carrieshimselfinpublic.

Thoughtslingeringinhisheadabouttheclimaxofthattoilet

sessionandwhathefeelsnowarenothingbutasimplebiology.

Gianaisagorgeouswomanwithasexybodyandhe’saman.Any

manwouldfeelattractedtoawomanlikeher.Surelyhe’snotthe

onlyonewho’shadaquickieandkeptthinkingaboutittwodays

later.Peoplethinkaboutpeopleallthetime.Everymanwonders

howitwouldfeelliketohaveabeautifulwoman-likeGiana-inhis

bedbutt-naked.



Hecravesformore.Hewantstostrokeherpalethighsuntilthey

losecolor,tosuckthosethinlipsuntilsherunsoutofbreath,and

pinsherinbedwithherlegsintheairandburyhisfaceonheregg

-shapedhoneypot.

Hefeelsbubblesonhisskinandatwitchinhisveinashersoft

moanreplaysinhishead.Butthis,again,isjustanormalfantasy

ofaman,ithastobe.Itdoesn’tmeananythingmorethanhim

starvingforsexualintercourse.Afterall,Gianaisthefirstwoman

toshagwithhim afterZime.

Hejustneedtogetoutofbed,pullhisT-shirtoverhispokingfront

andgotoMaXuluandbreakthenewstoher.

Justashe’dhoped,MaXuluisaloneinthekitchenandweavinga

matonthefloor-hernewhobby.

“I’vebeenwonderingwhenyou’recomingtoeat,”shesaysand

directshim totheplateinthemicrowave.

“Iwilleat,there’ssomethingIneedtotalkaboutwithyoufirst.”

Hepullsthechairandsits.Yeshe’sgoingtobejudged,buthecan

gothroughanythingforthistobedoneanddonerightforGiana.

“HowdoIcleanseawomanifIhappenedtosleepwithherwhile

I’m inthisdarkphase?”

MaXululooksup,afrownplasteredonherforehead.

“What?”

Hedragsinadeepbreath,“IslippedMa.”



“Howdidyouslip?Youfellonanakedwomanandyourpenis

happenedtogostraighttohersacredplaces?”

“Ofcoursenot,ImeanIhadamomentofweakness,”hesays.

She’sdisappointedinhim.It’sbeenayearsinceHlongwanedied

andnoneofherandhersisterwiveshaveslipped.It’seasy,you

justkeepyourbodyfrom people’shands.

Butontheotherhand,thismeanshersonhasmetanothergirl.

“DoIknowher?”She’sresistingasmile.

“No,”Sthembisosayswithafrown.

“Doesshecomefrom agoodfamily?Dotheyknowculture?”

“NoMa,I’m notinarelationshipwithher,wejusthadamoment

ofweakness.”

Ah,he’sjustshy.That’showheis.She’sgonnahavetodiscuss

thiswithMaDlaminiandMaJiyane.

“Youcannotcleanseherwithmuthibecausenoteveryone

believesinit.Wehavetoslaughterthechickenandbathherwith

waterandbile,”shesays.

“Can’tIdoitinherhouseorsomewhereelse?”heasks.

Actually…“No,shehastocomehere.Don’tworry,wearenot

goingtojudgeherorspreadthenews.”

“Whois‘we’?”Sthembisofrowns.

“Me,yourmothersandsiblings.”Thewholefamily,justgreat!



“Pleaseslaughterthechickenbeforewearrivebecauseshe’snot

usedtosuchthings.Idon’twanthertobeuncomfortable.”He

careswaytoomuchabouther.

Hetakeshisfoodandreturnstotherondaveltoeatinhisbed.

Hehastheplateonhislap,spooninonehandandthephonein

another.Giana’sphoneisringingunanswered.Hetriestwotimes,

onthethirdtryshepicksup.

“Hey,I’m sorrytodisturbyou.”

“It’sokay.What’sgoingon?”

“It’sinregardsofthecleansing.Areyoucomfortablecoming

over?”

“Toyourhouse?”

“Myfather’s,mineburntdown,there’sonlyrondavelstanding.”

“Idon’thaveaproblem,”itsoundslikeshe’smovingaroundand

busy.

“Ihadtotellmymotherandgetheradviceasanelder,Idon’t

wantanythingtogowrong.Ihopethisdoesn’tviolateyourprivacy

inanyway,”hesaysguiltily.

“Soyoutoldyourmotherthatyoufuckedmeintherestaurant

bathroom,hadyourclimaxandleftmewet,andnowpoorGiana

whodidn’tevengettocum hastobecleansedbyadead

chicken?”Everywordiscoatedwithmock.



Embarrassmentwashesoverhim.Heknowshe’smorethan

capableofbringingawomantoclimax,evenwithjusthisfinger.

Thetimewasn’trightthatday,neitherwastheplace.

“WhyareyouquietMrHlongwane?”Gianaaskswithachuckle.

Hesighsfaintly,“Istomorrowafternoonokay,DrButler?”

“Yes,Iwillcome.”

“Thankyou.Enjoytherestofyourday.”

“Enjoyyourstoo.”

Likehellhewill!Hedropsthecallandputshisquarterlyeaten

plateaway,hisappetiteisgone.

Hisphonerings.WhatnowGiana?Werehisstrokesweak?There

mustbemoreshe’dliketoembarrasshim about.

No,it’snotherbutPaul.

Hepicksup,“Paulwhat’sup?”

“IfoundsomethingthatIthinkwillputyououtofyouroldmisery

andputyouinanewone.”

Ohyeah,greatPaul.

Hedragsinadeepbreath,“Whatisit?”

“Yourwife’smedicalfilefrom aprivatedoctorinUmhlanga.”

Heraisesabrow,“Privatedoctor?”



“Yes,shewaspregnantforthreeweeksandthenshehadan

abortionsixdaysbeforeshereturnedhome.”

Hisfingerstremble,hebalanceshiselbowonthebedandallows

hislungstoopen.

“Sheabortedababy?”He’salmostwhispering.

“Itwasn’tyours.Theboyfriendwenttothedoctor’sofficetwo

daysbeforeyourwifewasshotanddemandedtoknowifshe

wentaheadwiththeabortion.”

He’sweak,somethingthathasbeenthinlyhookedinhisheart

breaks.Hefeelsnothingbutangerandhatred.Eventhebeautiful

memoriestheyhadtogethercannotovershadowthis.Thisisthe

laststraw!

“SoPaul,mywifedidn’tloveme,sheneverdid?”

Paulsighs,“Shelovedyou,shejustplayedadangerousgame,

lostcontrolandgotburnt.”

“Paul,I’venevercheatedonher.I’daskhertoleavethevillagefor

herownsafety.InallthoseweeksthatshewasawayIsleptalone

inourbed.Ineverevenhuggedanotherwoman,onlysheknew

mybody,morethanIlovedherIrespectedhersomuch.”

“Iknow,you’reagoodman,that’swhyyou’restillfightingforher

togetjustice.”

“NoPaul,I’m notfightingshitnow.I’m callingherauntandtelling

hereverything.Wewillhandeverythingoverthepolice,I’m done!”

“Wait,am Ilosingajobnow?”



“You’reovercharginganyway,I’m sureyou’realreadyrichand

soonIwillbehiringyouforsomethingelse.”Hedropsthecalland

liesonhisbackwithtearsburninghiseyesandheartracing.

Beingmarriedtohim wasn’teasy,especiallyatthetimewhenshe

cametotheHlongwanes.Therewasalotofunrest,hencethe

constantrunning.Hewasbusytoo,ifnotfighting,workinghisass

offtoprovehimselftohisfather.Hismothersweretheretoo,

makingsureherstayattheHlongwaneswasnothingbuthell.

Butifitwastoomuchforhershecould’vejustaskedfordivorce.

Notthis!

-

-

LONDEKAHLONGWANE

I’m stillhere,onlyleavinglaterafterVuyoandMaNgcobohaveleft.

No,I’m nottryingtoplaysecurityguardonaman,I’m justkeepan

eyeonmyproperty.Therehasn’tbeenanyconflictsincethelast

one.IthinkMaNgcobofinallygetsit,shecannotunrelationshipus.

I’vedutiedmyselfwithhisdisorganizedwardrobe.He’stakinga

nap,I’m packinghisclothes,MaNgcoboandVuyoarewatching

TV.It’sawkward,Sgcinofoughtwithhismotherforthefirsttime

inhislifeIthink.Idon’tknowhowshefeelsaboutmenow,Iwas

thereasontheyfought,butshe’sstoppedcallingmeatikline,she

addressesmeasMaHlongwane.



Huboiscallingme.Ipressthephonebetweenmyheadandleft

shoulder.

“WhereareyouLondeka?”Itwasabouttime.

He’sprobablyinmyflatlookingforfoodorrelationshipadvice.

“I’m beingMrssomewhere,”Isay.

“Letmecallhomeand…”

Idiot!

“I’m kidding,I’m inafriend’splace,what’sup?”

Ihearhim draggingadeepbreathandIknowhe’sintroubleof

somesort.

“IsitAyanda?”She’stheonlyonewhocanstressmybrotherlike

this.

“No,it’sSaneli,”hesays.

Okay,myeyebrowsareraised.Mylittlesistersareexactlythat;

little.They’reinhighschool,neverbotheranyoneorbringany

scandals.

“Iknowaguywhostaysinthesectionthey’rerentinginandhe’s

tellingmethatSaneliwalkswithboyslateintheeveningsand

standinshadycornersbydark,”hesays.

Ialsomovedoutofhomeinhighschool,rentedfarawayfrom

hometodoexactlythat.



“That’sbad,”Isay.

“ComeonLondeka,youcan’tjustsaythat.You’retheoldestsister,

youhavetotalktoher.”

“Huboyouknowchildrenoftoday.Shewillstartbringingreceipts

ofeverybadthingI’m doingtoo.I’m notperfect,”Isay.

“Youdon’tneedtobeperfecttoadviseyoursisters.Butifyou

don’twanttodoit,Iwillandmybeltwilldoallthetalking.”Whoah,

heneedstoslowdown!

“Iwillcallher,”Isay.

“Good.Ihavenopatiencethesedays.”

“HowisitgoingwithAyanda?Haveyouguyssetameeting?”

“Hermotheraskedtoseemebeforethemeeting.Ithinkshe

wantstosilenceme,she’sneverlikedme.”

They’reunbelievable!Dotheyevenknowus?

“Youwillgetyourson,don’tworry,”Isay.

Hechuckles,“Withasisterlikeyou,I’m sureIwill.”

IthrowthephoneinbedaftertalkingtoHuboandpackanother

pileofclothes.Thismandoesn’tleaveanymoneyinhispockets,

orIhavetowashclothesforthat?

Stronghandsgrabmywaistandpullsmetothebed.He’sawake,

everythinghastostop,theattentionhastobeonhim.SMH!



“I’m hungrybabe,”hesays,hisarmswrappedaroundme.

“Letmegoanddishforyou.”

Hedoesn’tloosenhisgrip.Iliftmyeyestohim inconfusion.

“I’m notgoingtoeatnow,”hesays.

“Thenwhydidyoutellmeyou’rehungry?”

“Ijustneededyourattention,”hesays.

Hisworn-outexpressionworriesme.Idon’tknowifit’sthe

argumenthehadwithhismotherweighingdownonhim or

somethingelse.

“What’sgoingon?”Iask.

“Ifeelbad.”Ohbuya,Jesu!

“Youwanttoapologizetoyourmothernow?”

“Notaboutthat.Ifeelbadforputtingyouinthisposition,Iknowif

theyweren’thereyouwouldn’tbepackingclothesandcookingfor

me.I’m enjoying,Iwon’tlie,butIalsomissmyLondeka.”

I’m smiling,atleasthenoticesthechanges.

“Isitnotwhatyouwantmetobecomebywantingtomarryme?A

wifewhocooks,washesclothesanddoeseverythingwhileyou

takeanap?”

“DoyourealizethatIcanhiresomeonetodoallthat?”

Irollmyeyes,“Yeah,Iknow.Butdon’tworry,I’m notpressured

intodoinganything.Youearnedit.”



“WhatdidIdo?”hefrowns.

“Youusedthemouthcreatedtotalktotheghostsforsomething

else.”

Helaughsoutloud.Hiseyessquint,inaverysexyway.

Ilovethisman,evenmoreforwhathegavemelastnight.Ididn’t

thinkhewould,Imeanwiththatmouththattalktothedead.

-

-

SIKELELA

Hetucksapillowunderhischestandscrollsdownhisphonefor

Vumo’snumber.Heloadedvoiceminutes,they’regoingtotalk

untiltheyrunoutofwords.He’sgotalottosayandgetoffhis

chest.

“Youjustwokeyoursonup,”shesays.

“Awreally?I’m sorry.”

Shechuckles,“He’snotcrying.Anywayhowareyou?”

“I’m good,Iguess.You?”

“I’m hanginginthere.Ijustwishtheycandischargeusnow.I

misstheworld.”

“Whatdoyoumisshere?”Hesoundsboredtoevenbealive.

“HhayiboSikelela,Imisslife.AllIdohereissleep,talktoyou



overthephoneandsleepagain.”

“Istalkingtomelifeless?”heteases.

“You’reputtingwordsinmymouth.”

“No,I’m askingaquestion,”hesays.

“It’sactuallytheonlythingthatconnectsmetotheoutsideworld

andremindsmethatI’m aliveandthere’ssomeoneouttherewho

caresforme.”

Hewasn’tlookingforpraisesbutthisgiveshim bubblesonhis

skin.

“Whathaveyoubeenuptooutside?Yesterdayyousaidyouwill

callandyouneverdid.”

“Iwenttoabar,afancyonewithcouchesandaDJ,”hesays.

Vumolaughs.IfSikelelawantshertobelievethishe’dhaveto

bringhardevidence.

“I’m serious,IwentwithHubo,”hesays.

Shestopslaughing,“Ohmyword,you’reserious.Howwasit?”

“Noisy,”hesays.

“Isthatallyoucansay?”

“Icanalsosaythateveryonelookedhappy,that’swhatIloved.

Buttherestofthenightwasjustnotmycupoftea,”hesays.

Shesighs,“Iunderstand,maybeyoushouldtrysomethingelse,

withoutHubo.Maybegotoagamereserveand…”



“IgrewupinHlabathini,Idon’tneedtotraveltoseeanimals.”

“There’snobigfiveinHlabathini,”Vumosays.

“Idon’tcareforthebigfive,”hedismissesandtakesinadeep,

longbreath.“YesterdayprovedwhatI’vealwaysknownabout

myself.”

“Andwhatisthat?”Vumoasks.

“Idon’thavetodowhateveryoneisdoing.Everyoneisformedby

theirpersonalexperiencesandtheenvironmenttheygrewupin.

There’snothingwrongwithme,I’m justabitdifferentfrom other

people.Goingoutatnightcannevermakemehappy.Idranka

beer,thecompanywasgreat,weleftthebarandtookMela…”He

clearshisthroat,FUCK.“That’snotmylifeVumo,Idon’twantto

livelikethat.Idon’twanttoseethebigfiveoranything.Thereare

peopleforthatlife,thedrinkingandcasualsexandbigfive,I’m

definitelynotoneofthem.Iwanttogotoworkinthemorning,

afternoonifI’m onnight-shift,andthencomebackhometoa

womanwholovesme.”

Sheonlyreleasesadeepbreathontheothersideandlistens

quietly.

“Iwantheadache-freemornings,quieteveningsandwarm nights

inmybedwithsomeoneIsharemutualfeelingswith.Iwanttobe

smiledatbeforeI’m touched,tobekissedandheldtightly,tobe

lookedatliketheworldendsinmyeyes.Iwanttomakelove

Vumo,that’swhyIwaitedforyou,that’swhyI’m sleepingalonein

mybedtodayeventhoughIhaveanoptionnotto.I’m notchasing

thefun,orthepleasure,orthe‘carefree’tag.I’m chasingstability,



happinessandtruelove.AndIcanonlyachievewhatIwantby

beingme.Ohwell,andgettingsomeonewhounderstandandlove

meforwhatIam.”

“I’m sorryifIputyouunderpressure,Ijustwantyoutobehappy,”

Vumosays,hertonelacedwithregretandsadness.

Hechuckles,“Youactuallyhelpedmeunderstandmyselfbetter.”

“Sowhatreallyhappenedthere?”

“Where?”

“ComeonSikelela,Iknowsomethinghappened.Didyouget

wastedandwokeupwithastrangerinyourbed?”

“What?No.”

There’samomentofsilence…

ThenVumoasks,“ThegirlyouandHubotookhome,didyousleep

withher?”

Hischestturnsdry.Maybeheshouldstopexpressinghimselfto

people.Ifhe’snotsayingtooless,he’ssayingtoomuch.

“Ididn’tsleepwithher.Itdidn’tgetthere,shewasdrunk,I

couldn’t…youknow,Istoppedbeforeitwentfurther.”

“FurtherthanwhatSikelela?”

“Ablowjob,”heblurtsout.

“Iguessyouare…youdidwhatIwanted;youletloose.”

“Well,itwasmylasttime,”hesays.



Shechuckles,regardlessofeverythingshe’sfeelingrightnow.

“Ineedtotryandbreastfeedyourson,I’m sureyou’retiredand

wanttosleeplastnight’sescapadesoff,”shesays.

“Yeah,Iwillcallyoutomorrow.Greetthelittlemanforme.”

“Iwill,”shesaysandbidshergoodbyes.

Somethingshe’sbeenrebuildingforweeksjustshatteredinone

minute.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER52

LONDEKAHLONGWANE

IcalledSaneliandaskedhertobehometodaywithAzile.Iwill

talktothem both,I’m sureAzileisalreadygivingboysattention

too,atherageIwas.I’m notateacherornurseormotivational

speaker,I’vebeentryingtoputtogetheraspeechsincelastnight.

IevenhadSgcinogivingmeafewadvicesaboutwhattosayand

notsay.Ishouldnotsoundjudgmentalorbetter.Atthebackof

myheadIhavetokeepthatI’vebeentheirage,Iknowthe

changesintheirbodiesandgrowingfeelings.Ishouldn’tactlike

oldwomenwhoactedholyandputpressureonyounggirlstobe

perfect.

Nobodyhastobeperfect,theyjustneedtobesafefrom STIsand

notfallpregnant.That’swhatIdid,10yearslaterI’m abrand

ambassadorandsignedmodel.

I’m drivinghomeandI’m toldtocarrypoultryfood.MaXulu’s

chickensarealwayseating.AtleasttodayI’m nottakingtaxis,I

buyitfrom SparandaddsnacksforthetwolittlegirlsI’m aboutto

preachto.Idon’tknowwhyI’m feelinglikeit’snotmyplacetodo

so,bigsistersarelikedeputymothers,thisismyduty,Ishould’ve

hadthebigtalkwiththem whenthey’reenteredteenagehood.I

hopeit’snottoolatenow.



Homeisbuzzing,itlookslikeeveryoneishome.Thobanicomes

outofhismother’skitchenwhenhehearsthecardrivingin.He’s

growntoo,IwonderifHuboandSthembisoeversitdownwith

him andadvisehim aboutlife.Iwishhecouldleave,relocateina

differentprovinceandlivealifedifferentfrom whatHuboand

Sthembisoweresubjectedinto.Hecanstillbefixed;he’syoung

andtheviolencehasn’tinjectedintohisveinsyet.

“Sis’omdala,”hesayswalkingtowardstheplasticbagsIjust

offloadedfrom theboot.

“Unjani?”Iask.

“Kuyalenalebutwearetrying.”

Inoticethechangeinhislips.It’seasytonoticebecausehisskin

islight.

“Thobaniareyousmoking?”Iask.

“Justcigarette,nothinghectic,”hesayswithagrin.

DoesSthembisoknowthis?I’m thrownbackbythelackof

concerninhisvoice.

“Smokingishecticbecauseyougetaddictedtoit.Tellme,is

thereanythingyoushouldn’tbedoingthatyoudo?”

Helaughs,“No,I’m justsearchingforyoursister-in-law.”

Myfoot!Idon’twantanysister-in-law,Zimesailedthatshipalong

timeago.



“Whatdoyouknowaboutgirls?”Iclickmytongueandlockthe

car.

“Iknoweverythingaboutgirls,Hubotaughtme,”hesays.

Huboisthelastpersontotalktoyoungboysaboutgirls.Theonly

thingheknowsisthatgirlsarefucktoys.Sthembisoneedstotalk

tothisboy.OrevenbetterSikelela,there’snowayhe’ddisobey

thatone.

Thesisterwivesaregatheredinonekitchen,nosurprisethere.I

greetandleaveeverythingonthetableforotherstopack.

“Youhavetotakethoseshoesoff,youandSaneliandAzilehasto

catchachickenintheyard.Yourbrotheriscomingwithmakoti,

there’ssomethingweneedtodoforher,”MaXulutellsme.

Forgetaboutchasingachicken,I’m notdoingthat.Sthembisohas

amakoti?Hubowouldbefirsttoknow,andHuboknowingmeans

I’llbethesecondtoknowtoo.

Ididn’tevenknowSthembisowaslookingforagirl.Thelasttime

wespokehewasstilldepressedoverZime’scheatinganddeath.

Hewastalkingabouthealing,whichIthoughtwouldtaketime,

evenyears.

IlookatThobanibehindme.Hegivesmeashrug;hedoesn’t

knowtoo.

“Whatmakoti?”Iask.

“Weareyettomeethertoo.Don’tjuststand,goandcallyour



sisters,hewantsthechickentobeslaughteredbeforetheyget

here.”

“Whyisthechickenbeingslaughtered?Whataretheycleansing?”

Iask.

MaDlaminisighs,“Youalwayshaveyourfingersonthepulseof

everything.Goanddowhatyou’retoldtodo.”

Am Irightaboutthecleansingbeingdone?WhatcouldSthembiso

begettingcleansedwithanewwomanfor?Unlessifhe’s

personallybeingcleansedforlosingawife.Butwhywouldthe

newwomancomealong?

Ohshit,Ihopehedidn’tsleepwithherwhilemourning.

“LondekaIneedthechicken!”MaXulusaysfirmly.

“ComeonMa,Ican’tbechasingchickensatthisage,”Isay.

MaJiyanecracksintolaughter,“You’reachildhere,notamodelof

skinproducts.”

“OryouwantmetotellSthembisothatyousabotagedthingsfor

him?”-MaXulu.

Iknowshe’ddothat,shedoesn’tmindhavingchildrenwhohate

oneanother.

“Ineedtochangefirst,I’m wearingadesignerdress,”Isaygetting

offthechairandleavingthem gruntingtheirdissatisfaction.

Ichangeintoleggings,putsocksoverandwearmyrunners.



SaneliandAzilearealreadyoutsidetryingtolurethechickens

intothecoopwithmaizeseeds.Therestareeatingexceptthe

whiteonewhosetimeonearthhascometoanend.Ithinklike

people,thischickencanfeelitinitsblood;deathiscoming.

I’m standingwithmyarmsfolded,Idon’tspecializeinrunning

afterchickens.

Huboappearswiththosetinyhand-stereosblastingwithloud

music.

“Bruh,borrowmeagun,”Isayrollingmyeyes.

Hefrowns,“What’shappening?”

“Wehavetorunafterachicken.Thatwhiteonelookingatus

suspiciously,”Isay.

“Ifyoushootit’sgoingtodiethough.Don’ttheyneeditalive?”

AndMahuboisserious,likehewasgoingtogivemeagunto

shootachickenifitwasn’tneededalive.

“Don’tworryAzileandSaneliwillcatchit,”Isay.

Theylookatme,eyeswiden.

“Masaidyouwillhelpus,”Azilesays.Smartmouth!

“Iwillpayyou,”Isay.

“R12airtime?”

“Yes,R12each,”I’m therichaunt.

Hubohuffsbehindme.Igivehim alook,Iknowallhe’sthinkingis

them wantingairtimetocallboys.



Hewalksawaywithhisloudmusic.

Thewhitechicken,most-wantedthug,hasputitsguardsdown,

it’snoweatingwithotherchickens.

“ThrowsomeinsidethecoopAzile,”I’m thedirectorofthe

chicken-searchunit.

Thechickenstupidlyentersthecoop,Ican’thelpbutscream a

yes.Itwasamission.

Thesearchunitwalkintothekitchenwiththeculprit.MaXulu

takestheropeandtakesitfrom Azile’shand.

“Nisebenzileyazi,takevetkoeksfrom thebucketonthecounter.”

Wow,aftersomuchhardworktherewardwegetisvetkoeks!

“Cold-drink’nyana?”Iask.

Shewavesmeoff,“Youshould’vebroughtit,theoneIhaveisfor

yournewsister-in-law.”

Thisnewgirlisalreadyreplacingus.NowIcan’twaittoseeher.

There’snotimetorest,afterthechickenracewehavetostart

cookingforthecomingqueen.

Iaskifshehasanyallergiesandthesewomendon’tthinkanyone

shouldchoosefoodwhenthey’revisitingsomeone’shouse.

Saneliisgoodwithpap,IdothemeatwhileAziledealswith

dishes.



There’sacarpullingup,Irushtothekitchenclothandwipemy

hands.Everyoneisstandingbythewindow,thecurtainisslightly

pulledtothesideandwearepeeking.Wecannotscareheroff

andstareatherwhilesheclimbsoutofthecar.Wewillhavean

allocatedtimetogoandgreether.

“Ishehavingameetingwithaclientwhileweareherewaitingfor

makoti?”MaDlaminiasksinalowwhisper.

Istretchmyneckandlook.Sthembisoiswithayoungwhite

woman,she’stheoneMaDlaminithinksisaclientheretodiscuss

businesswithSthembiso.ButIonceadvisedSthembisotobuya

giftforhiswhitefriendwhohaddonehim ahugefavor.Couldthis

bewhatI’m thinking?Ifso,wemightneedtobuyOxford

dictionaries.

Theydisappearinhisrondavel.Shelooksplain;adustypinkshift

dressandgladiatorsandals.Herhairisletlooseandhuggingher

shoulders.Icantellfrom here,behindthiswindow,thatshe’snot

wearingamatchinglipstick.

ThesisterwivesturntoMaXulu,sheowesthem answers.Thisis

whereIremainachildandonlylendaneartowhat’sbeingsaid.

“MaXuludidyouknowaboutthis?”MaDlaminiasks.

“No,I’m expectinghim tocomewithawoman.Hesaidheslipped

and...”Sheturnstomeandthegirlswithalook.“Gotothe

kitchen,”shedismissesus.

“WeareinthekitchenMa,”Isay.



Sheclickshertongue,“Let’sgototheotherroom.”

They’rekeepingthisonetous.ButIthinkIalreadyknowwhat’s

goingon,Ijustdon’tunderstandhowSthembisomanagedto

convinceawhitegirlthatsheneedstobecleansedforhavingsex

withhim?

Iwonderifhe’splanningtomarryherandifhethoughtaboutus

beforedoingthis.Multiracialrelationshipshappen,butnotherein

Mashoba,thisvillageisjusttooold-schoolandtootraditionalfor

theotherrace.

“Isbhutidatingawhitegirlnow?”Azileasks.

“Yes,”Isay,veryconvincing.

She’ssmilinghappily.

Sanelisighs,“Idon’tthinkheshouldbedatingsosoon.”

“Umh,why?”Iaskher.

“Ijustthinkheshouldmoveawayandrelocatesomewherebefore

dating.Sis’Zime’slifewashellhere,that’swhyIonlydate

orphans.”

Hubowouldhaveafit,I’m laughingmylungsout.

Sthembisowalksin,rightontime.Igototheroom mymothers

aregatheredinandsearchforsignal.

“Sthembisowearewaitingforthegirlyousaidyou’dbring,”

MaXulusays.I’veneverseenhersoangrywithherfavouritechild.



“She’shere,”hesayswithaslightfrown,dartingglancesbetween

thethreeofthem.

“Awhitegirl?What’sgottenintoyourhead?Whatdoessheknow

abouttheZulucultureandbeingawife?”

“

Herubsthebridgeofhisnoseandreleasesafaintsigh.“Ma,I

thoughtIexplained.Wearenotdatingorplanninganymarriage.”

“Still,youshould’vefoundablackgirllikeyou.Doyouknowthat

someofyourgreat-grandfatherswerekilledempini

yaseSandlwana?”

“ImpiyaseSandlwanaingenaphimanjeMa?GianaisIrish,shehas

nothingtodowiththeBattleofSandlwana.”

“Oh,shehaseverythingtodowithbedroom battles?”

Istiflealaughfrom escapingmylips,I’m justhereforthesignal.

“Areyougoingtotellmewhattodo?”Sthembisoisnowirritated.

Theylookatoneanother.Theexcitementtheyhadisallgone.

“MaJiyanewillgo,”MaDlaminisays.

MaJiyane’seyeswiden,“Whyme?”

“BecauseyouhaveStandard6.”

“YesbutIwasfailingEnglish,that’swhyIdroppedout.”

Arethereceiptscomingoutnow?Ididn’tknowshe’sthemost-

educatedamongthem.



“ThenMaDlaminihastogo.Hlongwanefoundherworkingfor

Indians,”MaXulusays.

Sthembisosighs,“Bab’NtuliwasabletotalkwithGianaaboutthe

twin’sfuneral.Surelyitwon’tbethathardtocommunicatewith

her.”

“TheNtuliwhorefusedtoletyouburythetwin?”Iask.

“Yes,Gianaistheonewhogotthroughhim forus.Notonlythat,

shesavedonetwin’slife,putherlifeonpausetomakesure

nothingwentwrong,”hesays.

I’m stunned.Thisgirlhasbeencomingthroughforthisfamily.I

getwhyheboughtherdogchains.

“Iwillcome,don’tworry.Justmakeherawarethatshe’llhaveto

takeherclothesoffandbathwithcoldwater,”MaDlaminisays.

“ThankyouMa,”he’srelieved.

“Wecookedpapandmeat.Doessheeatthat?”Iaskbeforehe

leaves.

“Shewilleat,”hesaysandleaves.

NowIhavethewholescoopforMahubo.

Ithinkthey’renolongerangryatherforbeingwhite,maybethey’d

evenlikeherifshebecomesathingwithSthembiso.Imean,

she’salreadydealingwiththeHlongwaneproblemsandcoming

upwithsolutions.That’swhattheyneededfrom Zime,toprove

herloyaltytothefamilyandfittheirdescriptionofawife.



Afterdishingforthewholefamily,ItakeSaneliandAziletothe

bedroom withsnacksandourfood.It’stimeforthebiggirlstalk.

Ihavewrittenquestionsinabox,Ithoughtit’dbeeasythisway.

Wesitonthebed,itclickstomethatI’m notthatclosewiththem.

InfactIdon’tevenknowwhat’sgoingonintheirlives.Thetwoof

them areinseparable,morethananyonetheyloveSthembiso.

Thenthere’smeandHubo,SthembisoandThobaniaswell.

“Soguyswearegoingtoplayagame,Q&AwithLondeka.I’m the

hostandaparticipant,”Isay.

Azilegigglesandthrowscrispsinhermouth.Ishaketheboxand

readoutthefirstquestion;

“Who’shadsex?”

Thisoneopens…great.

Iraisemyhand.They’relookingatmelikeI’m weird.Iguessthey

haven’tdonethedeeds,whichisgood.

Nextquestion;“Who’severbeentouchedbyaboyonherprivate

part?”

MeandAzile?

IthoughtitwouldbeSanelibecauseshe’solder.NowIhave

questionsotherthantheonesIwrote.

Nextquestion;“Who’severtouchedaboy’spenis?”

Azileandmeareofficiallythefamilywhores.I’m havingheart

palpitations.



Nextquestion;“Who’severgivenablowjoborhandjobtoaboy?”

MeandAzileagain.

IsSanelithisinnocentorshe’slying?

“You’venever?”Iask.

Sheshakesherhead,laughing.

“Likenever?”Irefusetobelieveher.

“Trynottobegender-specific,”shesays.

I’m lost.Idon’tunderstandwhyIshouldbe…wait.

“Saneliareyoualesbian?”Iask.

“Ilovegirls,yeah,”shesays.

But…ohmygoodness!

“Areyourfriendsmostlyboys?”Iask.

Shenods,“Yes.”

Itexplainswhyshe’salwayswalkingwiththem.

IturnmyeyestoAzile,“Soyou’redatingandsexuallyactive?”

“Yes,”shenods.

Godforbid!

“Areyoueducatedaboutsex?”Iask.

“IknowsomethingsbutIstillhavesomequestions,”shesays.

“Okay,askme.”



“HowdoIknowwheremyG-spotis?”Nicequestion!

“Youtouchyourself,learnyourbodyandwhereyoursoftspots

are,”Isay.

She’slaughing.“Doesithurtwhenyoudotheactualthingforthe

firsttime?”

“Yes,itdoesbutnotsomuch.”Hubo’sfootstepsarecoming,

don’taskmehowIknowthem,Ijustdo.

Iwinkatthem andchangemytone,“SoasIsaidguys,youhaveto

gotovarsity,graduateandgetdecentjobsfirst.Afterthatyou

buildyourhousesandbuyyourfirstcars...”

He’sstandingatthedoor,lookingatmewithgratitude.Ishould

behereexaggeratingsexandscaringthem,butI’m doingthe

opposite.

-

-

STHEMBISO

It’sdone.Hefeelslikeweighthasbeentakenoffhisshoulders.

Nowhecanmoveonwithhislifeknowinghedidn’tdestroy

anyone’slifeorhinderedtheirluckandprogressinlife.Gianadid

thisforhim,shedoesn’tcareatall.

They’renowinhisburnthouseacrosstheroad.Shewantstosee

forherselfandgetaminitouraroundthevillage.



There’snothingmuchleftexceptburntfurnitureandwalls.

Sthembisoleadshertotherondavel,theonlyhousethatsurvived.

Itdoesn’thavemuchinside,justadesk,onechairandacabinet.

Hehadinitiallybuiltitfortheancestorsbutasangomaadvised

him otherwise.

“Ididn’tseeyourmom,”shesays,walkingaroundinsidethe

rondavel.

“They’reallmymoms.”

Shesmiles,“Ilikethat.Youmakepolygamysoundsointeresting.”

“Isitnot?”Heraisesaneyebrow.

“I’m jealous,sonoforme.”

“Whywouldyoubejealous?It’snotlikeyouwouldn’tknowwhere

yourmanissleeping.”

Sherollshereyesandbentsoverthedesktopickupapieceof

paper.

Hesmiles,“Soyouwantyourmanalltoyourself?”

“Yes,IbelieveI’m enoughtosatisfyaman,ineverywaypossible.

Whywouldheneedanotherwoman?”

Hebreathessharply,“You’reright.You’reenoughtosatisfya

man.”

Sheturns,theireyeslock.Heswallowsandlickshislips.

“Yousatisfyaman,”hesays,steppingclosertoher.Again,it’s

justthetwoofthem insidethissmallrondavel.



“IwishIwassatisfiedbyamantoo,”shesays,keepinghergaze

onhim andwatchingtheembarrassmentflickerinhiseyes.

“Wewereinpublic,Giana,”hesays.

“Sowhat?Inpubliconlymendeserveanorgasm?”

“WomentakelongerandI…”

Sheinterjects,“Idon’ttakelongwhenI’m fuckedright.”

Hecursesunderhisbreath,athisdickthat’sgrowingwith

erection.Whyaretheyhavingthistalk?Thispersonjustgot

cleansed.

“Gianastoptestingme,”hesaysandchuckles.

Shelicksherbottom lip,turnsandwalkstowardstheempty

cabinetswayingherhips.

Hetakesonlytwostridesandgrabsherwaist.Heturnsherhead

towardshim andsmasheshislipsagainsthers.

InablinkofaneyeherG-stringslidesdownherlegs,she’slying

ontopofthedeskwithherlegspulledapart.

Sthembiso’stonguepressesonherexposedcoreandlickfrom

herclit,betweenherfoldsanddowntoheropening,stickinghis

tongueinside.

Afewfingerstrokesandhislipssuckingherclit,shefallsapart

andexplodesinhismouth.

“OhmyGod!”she’sexclaimingatthespeedeverythingisgoing.



He’snotpatientlikethedayintherestaurantbathroom.Onelong

thrust,he’senteredher.

Sodeepandfastshefeelshercoreheatingup.Inthatheatispain

andunimaginablepleasure.

Afewthrustsin,herbodyisreadytogiveuponheragain.She’s

cryingandbeggingforhim tobefaster.

Anotherwavetakesheroff,toadifferentzone.Shehearshim

groanandpullherlegsuptohisshoulders.He’sclosetoo,he’s

fasterandhittingrepeatedlyinonespotthatsootheshim the

most.

“Ohfuck!”Hepullsoutandburieshisheadonherstomach,his

semenleakingtothefloor.

“Fuck!”hesaysagainandletshergo.

Hesitsflatonthefloor,coveredinsweatandlookingpowerless.

“Anotherchicken?”Gianaasks,liftingherselfoffthedeskwith

dustalloverherback.

“MymotherisgoingtokillmeGiana.”



SIKELELA

CHAPTER53

MELAMINAMSHENGU

I’vebeenthinkingaboutmovingtoadifferentcityafterumemulo.

Buttheproblem wouldbework,theywouldn’tgivemeatransfer

justbecauseIask,andwithoutajobI’dbebrokewithinafew

months.Icannotcountonmybrotherstotakecareofme,they’re

barelymakingends-meetinthetaxis.WhatI’m cravingforisa

freshstart,I’m claimingbackmylife,Iwanttoreliveallthose

yearsdepressiontookawayfrom me.

Zibulodidn’tevenrespondwhenIbrokeupwithhim.Iknowhe’s

emotionallyunavailable,heprobablydoesn’tcare.That’sone

burdenoffmyshoulders,mypresentconcernnowisSikelela.

Wehaven’ttalkedsinceheranoutofmyapartmentwithhis

brotherleavingmedrunkandhornyinthebathroom.

I’m surehe’snotcomfortableseeingmyfaceagain.I’dliketo

blamealcohol,simplybecauseitcannotdefenditself.Deepdown

Iwantedtodothat,tobeincontrolofamanandtakesomething

from sexwillingly.Butitshouldn’thavebeenattheexpenseofhis

morals,Iknowhe’sagroundedmanwhowantstodothingsright.

ItrustheknowswhathewantsbetterthanIdo,soIowehim an

apology.



Itakeabriefpauseandbreathebeforecallinghisnumber.Ipray

heanswers,Idoappreciatehisfriendship,he’sagenuineguy.

Heanswersonaforthring,

“HeyMelamina.”

“Sikelela,howareyou?”

“I’m good,wena?”

“Notgood.IthoughtIhavemademyselfanenemyinyou.”

Hechuckles,“Why?”

“BecauseofwhatIdidtheotherday.I’m sorryImadeyou

uncomfortable,Iknowyou’retryingtoworkthingsoutwithyour

childhoodsweetheart.”

Ihearhim takingasigh,thenheasks,“Didyoubreakupwithyour

boyfriend?”

“YesIdid,hemovedonwithinaminuteuponreceivingmytext.”

“He’sfast,I’dbecryingthewholeweekifagirllikeyoubrokeup

withme.”Sikelelaisconfusedattimes.

“That’sflirtatious,yourbabymamawouldburyyoualiveifshe

heardyousaythat,”Isay.

“I’m notsureshewill.”

“What’sgoingon?”Afewdaysagohewasexcitedabouther

movinginwithhismother.

“Idon’tknow,Ithinkthemorewegettoknowourselvesbetteris



themoreourdestiniesclash.”

“Youwantdifferentthingsinlifeasadults?”Iask.

“Yeah,Ithinkthat’swherewearegoing,”hetakesabriefpause

andsighsaudibly.“Ihadahardtimegrowingup,mymotherand

myfatherwerenottogether.Iknowfrom experiencehowdifficult

thatis,tonothaveacertainparentinyourlife.SoIwant

somethingdifferentformykidsandtheoldme.It’sonepromiseI

madetoayoungSikelela.ButVumogrewupwithbothparents

aroundandshewitnessedthemiserymarriagecanbring.While

I’m searchingforsomeonelikehermother,agroundedwomanto

buildahomewithme,shedoesn’twanttobelikehermother,to

beamarriedwomanwhosacrificesherlifeforherchildrenand

husband.”

Iunderstandwherebothofthem arecomingfrom,afterallweare

allshapedbyourpersonalexperiencesinlife.Yourchildhoodis

likelytoinfluencewhoyoubecomeasanadult,inapositiveor

negativeway.

“ButSikelelawhyyounevercommunicatedthesethingsbefore

youstarteddating?”Iask.

“Wethoughtlovewouldbeenough,”hesayswithachucklehiding

hispain.“NowI’m justscaredthatifwedon’tsortthingsout,

settleourdifferencesasideandmakesacrifices,Langawon’t

havethelifeIimaginedforhim.”

“Youcanco-parent,atleastyouhaveacaringmom.Ifshecan

volunteertolookafterthebabywhilethemothercontinueswith

herstudiesyou’dbesorted.Attheendofthedaythere’snothing



sweetaboutgrowingupwithtwoparentswhoareunhappywith

themselves.”

“IfLangastayswithmymotherthatmeansneitherVumoandI

wouldbeinhislife?”

“You’realwaysgoinghomeSikelela,hewillgrowupand

understandwhyyouhadtoworkandhismotherhadtoreturn

backtocollege.”

“Ihearyou,Ijusthopeitdoesn’tgettothat,”hesays.

“Youreallyloveher,don’tyou?”

“Iknowhowtoloveher,”hesays.

Ohgosh!I’venevermetanyonelikethis.Hisheadismore

stubbornthathisheart.Thosethoughtsneedtobeletgo.

“Well,Ijustcalledtoapologizeaboutthatnight.Ishouldn’thave

putyouinthatposition,”Isay.

Hechuckles,“Itwasgood,kwakumnandi.ButIwishwewereina

differentspace,sober-mindedandincontactwithouremotions.I

don’twantyoulikethat.”

“Butyouwantme?”IhavenobusinessbeingflatteredbythisbutI

am.

“Badly,”hesays,histonedropping.

Idon’tknowifthisfeelingispartofmewantingtoexploremorein

lifeorIsimplywantapieceofhim.

“WhenyoureallywantmeSikelela,youwillgetme.Sountilthen,



youandIshallbefriends.”Idropthecallbeforehemakesanother

fruitlessadvance.

NowwherewasI?

-

-

HUBO

Ayandacalledandaskedthattheymeetup.Hewantedtogowith

hisfamilybecausethisisnowafamilymatter,butsheconvinced

him it’sjustthem whoneedtotalk.

Surprisinglyhe’swalkingintoanemptyrestaurantwithher,her

motherandhusbandandanotherwomanwhoalmostlookslike

hermother.He’sbeentricked,they’reuptosomething.

Ittakeseverythinginhim tositandnotjustwalkoutandleave

rightaway.

Hedoesn’tgreet,hejustlooksatAyandawho’ssnuggledinher

husband’sarm.Suchacoldcouple,hethinkstohimself.They

don’tevencomplementeachother,onlyheknowshowtotake

careofAyanda.

“Itextedyoubutyouneverreplied,”Ayanda’smothersays.

“I’m herenow,youcansaywhateveryouwantedtosay,”hesays,

givingheracoldlook.They’veneverlikedeachother.



There’sabriefmomentofsilence.Thepastor’scalmnessis

strange,ishenotthemanwho’sraisedachildwho’snothisfor

threeyears?

“Weunderstandthatthechildisyours,Ayandaconfessedand

toldusherreasons.ThegoodthingisthatMdluliisstillwillingto

raisehim withgoodprinciplesandofferyouvisitations,”–

Ayanda’smother.

Theygottobekidding!HelooksatAyanda,“Uthiniumawakho?

Visitationsforwho?”

“Heknowshim ashisfather,wouldyoureallywanttoturnhislife

upsidedownlikethat?”Ayandaasks,begginghim withhereyes.

Hermotherchimesin,“Andhe’sbeenraisedinagoodfamily.Not

thatyoursisnotgood,butyoudifferintermsofbeliefsand

religion.Ifweallowyoutotakehim thatmeanshe’llbesubjected

intoanimalslaughtering,impephoandallthosethings.”

“That’spartofwhoheisandIwanthim toknowthat,”Hubo

insists,gloweringatAyanda.

“Hubothat’snotgoingtobenefithim.I’m beggingyou,don’truin

hislife,he’sgoingtobeokayandyou’regoingtobeproudofhim

oneday.”

“IwantmychildAyanda,”hesays.

Herhusbandclearshisthroatandbreatheshisfirstwords,“Even

ifthisgoestocourtHlongwane,itcanbeproventhatyouwon’tbe

abletoprovideasafeenvironmentforthechild.”



“Amenmfundisi-lawyer,ngebhadiIdon’tcarewhatyouthinkthe

courtwouldsay.Qoboisthefirstgrandchildbuthedefinitely

won’tbetheonlychildtogrowattheHlongwanes.”

“Butmaybehe’dbethefirsttodie,”–theauntsays.

Hubopushesbackhischairandstands.He’snotsittinghereand

beingtreatedlikeathugfrom adangerouscave.

“Iwantmyson,”hetellsAyanda,narrowinghiseyetoemphasize.

“Butifyouwantmetofightformyrights,thenthat’swhatI’m

goingtodo.IwillfightAyanda.”

Heleaves,hisheartisaching,thelastfewdayshavebeennothing

shortofmisery.LosingAyandatothepastorwasunbearable,he

refusestoloseasontohim too.

Onedoesn’tneedtobeachurch-goertobeafather,justlike

everyone,he’sgotabadandgoodside.

-

-

Heparksintheyard,thesunissettingdown,there’sasoftwind

fanningfrom thetrees.MaDlaminiandMaXuluaresittingonthe

veranda.Theyardisquiet,itmustbejustthetwoofthem home.

“Mahubocomeandputthisthreadintheneedleforme,”MaXulu

yells.She’sbeenwaitingforachild,anyofthem,toarrive.

Huboclosesthedoorsofhiscarandwalkstothem inthe

verandaandpicksthethreadandputsitintheneedleinonetry.

“Youreyesareverysharp,”MaXulupraises.



Hedoesn’tsayanything,heturnstoleave.MaDlamininoticesthe

dropinhisenergy.

“What’sgoingonwithyouthesedays?”sheasks.

Huboshrugsandkeepswalking.

MaXuluraiseshereyes,“Mahubocomebackhere.”

Hesighsandswallowsagruntofdispleasurebeforewalkingback

tothem.

“Areyoudrunk?”MaDlaminiasks.

“NoMa,I’m notdrunk,I’m tired.”

“Tiredofwhat?Allyoudoisdrivearoundthevillageallday.”

“MaybeI’m tiredofbeingputdownandunderminedandjudged.

MaybeI’m tiredofnotbeingheard.”

Theylookatoneanother,frownsplasteredontheirfaces.

“Whathappenedmfanawami?”MaXuluasks.

Heexhalesandshrugs.“Theydon’twanttogivememychild.The

pastorwantstogivemevisitations,limitedIguess.”

“Somescrewsinhisheadareloose,someonemustrecommenda

mechanicforhim totightenthem.Wheredidyouseehim?”–

MaDlamini.

“Theycalledmetoameeting,Ididn’tknowanythingaboutit.They

wereallthere;thewholefamily.Theyeventhreatenedabout

takingmecourtandprovingthatIwillnotbeabletoprovidea

safeenvironmentfortheboy,”hesays.



“Theirchildshould’vethoughtaboutthatbeforeopeningherlegs

foraboyfrom theunsafeenvironment.Tomorrowmorningyou’re

takingusthere!”

“Ithoughttheywerecivilizedpeopleyazisisi!”MaDlaminishakes

herhead,disappointed.

Hubonodsandleavesthem plottingagainsttheMdlulis.Atthis

pointhedoesn’tcarehowtheyapproachthem,he’striedbeing

civilwithAyandaanditdidn’twork.Unfortunatelyachild’slifeis

abouttobeturnedupsidedown;agoodintroductionatbeinga

Hlongwane.

-

-

CEBILE

Shereturnsthetraywithdishestothekitchen.Vusiishere

visiting,hewillbesleepingoverwithherinonebedforthefirst

time.Atheragesheshouldn’tbestressedbysharingabedwitha

man.Butsheis,thelastmanshesharedabedwithwasMkhonto,

it’sbeenoverdecades.Nobodywouldbelievethisbutshe’sbeen

alonealltheseyearsbecauseshewasafraidofmeetinganother

Mkhonto.

Allshewantedwastoraisehersonthebestwaypossible,and

shedid,nowhe’sgrownandhewantshertolivealittle.

She’swearingashorttightunderhermidi-dress,she’swondering



ifVusiwouldwantthem todothedeedsorhewillbekindand

waituntil…Godknowswhen.

Herphonerings,disturbingthetrainofherthoughts.It’sSikelela,

sheglancesatthecornerofthescreenfortimeandit’sreallylate-

9:35pm.

“Sikelelaiseverythingalright?”sheaskswithworry.

“YesMa.IjustwanttoletyouknowthatSthembisoaskedforthe

familiestomeetthiscomingSaturday,”Sikelelasays.

Thismeetinghasbeenpostponedsincethebeginningoftimes.

“Iwillbelieveitwhenthey’rehere,”shesays.

Sikelelachuckles,“HawuMa,they’vebeendealingwithother

familymatters.”

“Ngiyezwa.Howismygrandsonandhismother?”

“They’rebothgood,”Sikelelasaysflatly.

“Where’stheenthusiasm?Whyareyousocold?”sheasks.

“WewilltalkwhenIgetthere.Pleasegotosleep,it’slatenow.”

Sherollshereyes.Thischildthinkshe’sherfather.

Shegulpsdownaglassofwaterbeforeleavingthekitchenand

lockingthedoor.

HerheartpalpitatesashereyeslandonVusialreadyhalf-nakedin



herbed.

“Ithoughtyou’veranaway,”hesays,stretchingasmile.

Sheforcesonetoo.“Iwastalkingtomysonoverthephone.”

“Oh,mommyduties!”hechuckles.

Deepbreath!Sheclosesthedoorandtakeshershoesoffbefore

climbingontheothersideofbed.

“MustIswitchthelightoff?”sheasks.

Vusigrabsherhandandaskshertocomecloser.“Ifyouturnthe

lightoffhowam Isupposedtoseethisbeautifulface?”

Sheblushesandlooksaway.Heturnsherfacetowardshisand

plantsasoftkissonherlips.

“Hasanyonetoldyouhowbeautifulyouaretoday?”

“Youdidwhenyouwalkedin,”shesays.

Hesmiles,“Really?ButmaybeIdidn’tdothis.”Hewrapshis

handsaroundherneckandkissesheragain,lickingherlipsand

sweepinghistongueinsidehermouth.

Hishandrunsonherback,untyingoldknotsandsendingher

bloodonahighnotch.Herhandssearchforhisupperarms,she

digsherhandsonhermuscleswhileopeninghermouthforhim

tofeastmoreonherlips.

Hestopsbutkeepsherneckinhishandandstaresather.Finding

loveat53wassomethingheneverthoughtwouldhappentohim,



afterlosingthemotherofhistwodaughtershishopewasdead.

Andoutofallwomen,hegotthemostbeautifulone.Hecan’t

stopsmilingandstrokingherdimpledcheek.

Cebile’seyesdropwhenhedoesn’tstopstaring.She’sLanga’s

grandmother,sheshouldn’tbeblushinglikeahighschoolgirl.But

damn,nobodylooksatherthewayVusidoes.

“NgicelaukufudumezauMpangazithaphela,”hesays,loweringhis

facedownonherneck.Hisbeardcaressesherskin,givinghera

thousandtingles.

Hishandisunderherdress,he’sbrushingheranditfeelsgood.

“WehavetogetridofthetrouserMacebi,”hesayskissingher

neck.

It’snotatrouserbutyes,thetighthastogo.Hetakesitout,

togetherwithherpanty,andthenkeepshishandtherebetween

herthighs.

“Aren’tyousowarm?!”Hishandslidesbetweenherwetfoldsand

rubsher.

Itfeelsgood,she’sarchingherbackandresistingamoan

threateningtoescapehermouth.

Vusipullsdownhisboxers,kicksoffhisanklesandclimbsontop

ofher.He’snotfullybalancedonherbuttheirbodiesaretouching.

Theirmouthsconnectagain.Histongueslidespastherteethand

sticksdownherthroat.He’slosingcontrol,thekissisnotgripping,

histongueislooseinhermouthandmopingherwithsaliva.His



handsareseparatingherlegs,pullingthem oneithersideofhis

waist.

Shemanagestobreakfrom thekissandcocksherheadtothe

side.Hecankissanddrophissalivaonherneckinstead.

“Wearacondom Vusi,”shesayswhenheattemptstoputhisraw

memberinsideher.Sikelelacan’thaveasibling,he’shavinghis

ownbabiesnow.

Heswallowshardandslidesoffbedtopickhisjacketfrom the

chair.Hisnimblehandsquicklyfindtheonehegotfrom oneof

hisnephewsschoolbagandtearsitopen.

“Isivunule-keintoyakho,”hesmilesandplantsakissonherlips.

Shepraysforittobejustalightpeck,andthankGoditis.

Heliftsherdressaboveherbreastsandstrokeshernippleswith

hisfingers.Heslidesbetweenherlegs,hiserectionrestsonher

mound.Shewantshim,badkissescanbeexcused.

Hismouthlatchesonhernipple,thewholeofit,hesucksherlike

angrownbaby.

“AhVusi!”shegroanswhenhemistakenlychewshernipple,

sinkinghisteethonhersensitiveskin.

“Sorrysponono,”heapologizeswithakissonthecheek.

Shefeelshismemberslowlyseparatingherfoldsandsliding

throughheropeningwiththehead.Histhumbpressesonherclit

likeit’sastubbornNokiabutton.



It’snotpainfulasshethoughtitwouldbe,assoonhefitswholly

insideshebreathesandshutshereyestoletpleasurespreadall

overher.

Vusi’schestrestsontopofher.Sodoeshiswholebody,theonly

thinghe’smovingishisbuttinatsibha-tsibhadance.The

pleasureistherebutthere’snopressure.

“Aren’tyou…so…warm Macebi?!”hecriesout,hisvoicevoice

shatteringashespeaks.

Shemoansinresponse.Itfeelssogood,beingfilledsoperfectly

andrubbedtenderly.

Vusi’sbodyconvulsesontopofher.Shedidn’tfeelthismoment

buildingup,onemomenthewassqueezinghisbuttandpoking

hersoftspotsandnexthiswholebodyfallsdowntoher.

He’sbreathingwithhismouthopen,likeafrailmanwhojust

climbedstairsorchasedawildanimal.

Ifshedoesn’tmovethismanisgoingtobreakherrib-cage.

Shepusheshim off,Vusirollstothesideandliesonhisstomach.

“I’m goingtomarryyou,Macebi,”hewhispers.

Aminutelaterthere’saloudsnore…

Isthishowmenare?Mkhontowasprobablytheabnormalone.

Hetookhours,sometimesshe’devenfakesleepjusttoescape

hisnever-satisfiedbeast.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER54
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He’shomeforthefamilymeeting.It’sthenightbeforeSartuday,

theHlongwaneswouldbearrivinginthemorning.He’ssittingin

thekitchenwithCebileandforsomeweirdreasonshe’snot

talkativetoday.Shehasn’tevenaskedaboutVumoandLanga.

HedecidestobreaktheicebyaskingaboutVusi.“Where’smy

cowboystepfather?”

WithherbackturnedCebilerollshereyes.“He’sinhishouse.He

doesn’tliveonmyhead,youknowthatdon’tyou?”

Sikelelachuckles,“Ithoughtyouandhim weretight?Am Igoing

tobethatchildwho’sexposedtodifferentpartnerseveryweek?”

“Child?Ohplease.”Sheputsthelidonherpotandleavesitonthe

stove.

“Areyougoingtohelpmesetthetable?”sheasksgettingplates

from thecupboard.

“Onlyifyoutellmewhat’sgoingon.OnedayIhadastepfather

andnow,outoftheblue,Idon’thaveone.”

Asigh!Shethoughthe’dletitgo.

“Wearestillgood,I’m justnotsureifhe’swhatIneed,”shesays.

Sikelelafrowns,“He’syourageandhelookslikeagoodman.”



“I’m nothisage,he’s53,”shewhines,Sikelelalaughs.“And

sometimesbeingagoodmanisnotenough.Rightnowhe’s

talkingaboutmarriageandallthat,I’m notevensureIwanttobe

married.”

“Why?You’renotgoingtoloseanythingbymarryingamanyou

love,”–Sikelela.

“Whatifhedoesn’tmakemehappy?”sheasks.

“Maybeyouhavetogivehim achance,”Sikelelasays.He’stoo

optimisticforherliking.

“Ialreadydidandhedidn’tmakemehappy.Iknowitdoesn’t

makesensetodumpagoodmanoverbadse…”shestops,looks

athim withhereyeswidenandgasps.

“OkayIgetit,pleasedon’texplainanyfurther.Yohhhayi-bo,let’s

talkaboutsomethingelse.”Helooksreallytraumatized.

Shecan’thelpbutlaughathim.Isn’thesoinnocent?

“Buthecanlearn,right?”Sheraiseshereyebrow,lookingathim

shuttinghiseyesandgroaning.Hekeptdigging,shewasn’tgoing

tosayanything.

“Mathere’snothingwrongevenifheperformsbadly.Imean,you

don’tneedabeastinbed,you’reold,sometimesyourjointsache.”

“Hhah!Don’ttestmewena,somewomenmysizearedating

youngboyslikeyou.”

Sikelela’seyesdrop.Can’tamanmoveoninpeacehere?He

knowswhereshe’sgoingwiththat.



“VumoandIhavebeentalkingalot,”hechangesthesubject.

Herfavouritedaughter-in-law;Cebile’sfacelightensup.

“Howisshedoing?”sheasks.

“She’sgettingthere,onestepatatime.I’m actuallyproudofher.”

Hersmilestretches,“Youshouldbe,youhavecometoofarwith

thatgirl.”

Heexhalesandjoinsherinsettingthetable.

“Idon’tthinkshestillwantswhatIwantandIdon’tthinkIwantto

changewhatIwanttofitintoanotherworld,”hesays.

Cebile’sbrowsfurrow.

“Whatisitthatshenolongerwantstodo?”

“Ithinkthewholesettingofbeingawife,stayingathomeand

lookingafterourchildren.Ibelieveshewantstoliveadifferent

lifefrom whatIenvisioned.”

“NoSikelela,pleasesortthisout.Vumowantstobemarried,

maybeshejustneedsassurancethatyouwon’tturnoutlikeher

fatheronceshemarriesyou.”

“ButI’veneverbeenlikehim,”hesays.

“Menarenottobetrusted,especiallyiftheyhaveaHlongwane

bloodinthem.Lookatwhatyourfatherdidtome?”

Ohboy!Hesighs.

“I’m notmyfather,”hesaysthroughhisteeth,holdinginasharp



breath.

“Iknowyou’renot,butwhatifyougetgreedyandmarrymultiple

womenlikeyourfather?Shecomesfrom apolygamous,

dysfunctionalfamily.”

Hedoesn’trespond,he’sdigestingthequestion.He’srejected

everythinghisfatherwas,hepromisedhimselftobeabetterman

thanhewasandtobecomeeverythinghewasnot,buthenever

sawhispolygamyasabadthing.Notthathe’severthoughtof

becomingapolygamisttoo.

Cebileglancesathim,“Pleasedon’ttellmethere’salready

anothergirlyouloveotherthanMaNtuli.”

“HawuMa,”hechuckles.

Cebilestops,throwsasharplookathim.“NoSikelela,thisisnot

thetimeforyoutobedistracted.Themotherofyourchildrenjust

lostababy,aftersufferingphysicalandsexualabuseformonths.

Nowmorethanever,MaNtulineedsyou.”

Henods,swallowinghard.

Cebilemovestothestoveandpicksthepotofriceandputsiton

thetable.

“I’m sureshe’sscaredofmennow.I’vebeeninthatpositiontoo,I

knowwhatshe’sgoingthrough.From ashittyfathertoanabusive

boyfriend,Icanonlyimaginewhatcomestohermindeverytime

shethinksofaman,”Cebilesaysandslightlyshakesherhead.

Themoodchangesinthekitchen,thehappySikelelaisgone.Just



whenhethoughthewasfiguringout,nowhefeelslikehe’snot

reallysupportiveofVumobutfocusedonbuildinghisdream life.

-

-

CEBILE

Thosewiveswillprobablyjudgeherforeverything,evenifshe

breaksherhandstryingtoprepareforthem.Sikelelawokeupand

wenttoGodknowswhere,she’sallalonehererunninglikea

headlesschicken.

Herphoneisringing,shementallycursesatwhoeverisdisturbing

her.

Oh,it’sVusi.

Sheanswers,“Ntombela.”

“Sthandwasenhliziyoyami,unjanisphalaphala?”Youcantellhe’s

stillincloudnine.

“I’m good,justbusypreparingfortheguests,”Cebilesays.

“OnlyifIwastheretohelpyou.Idon’twantyoutoworktoohard.

See,whenyoubecomeMrsNtombelayouwillneverliftyourhand

again.Iwillhireadomestichelpersothatyoucanrelaxanddo

onlywhatyoudesireduringtheday,thenatnightyou’dbegiving

methewarm thofonoza.”

Shedoesn’tsayanything,she’snotelatedasVusihadhopedshe



wouldbe.He’sreadyonhisside,nowit’sjustthematterofher

givinghim herwordandhewillcontacthisbankandwithdrawthe

lobolamoney.

“Whyareyouquiet?DoyoumissNtombelatoomuch?”He’s

crackingachuckle.

Cebilesighs,“No,VusiIdon’tmissyourNtombela.”

“Aw,whathappenedspononosami?”heaskswithworry.

“Youcould’vedonebetterifyouwantedmetomissyouafteryou

left.Butyoujustteasedmefortwominutesandthendozedoff.

Youdidn’tcareifIwasenjoyingornot.Youdidn’taskifIwas

satisfied,youjustdidwhatyouhadtodoforyourselfandforgot

aboutmyneeds.”Shewasn’tplanningonsayinganythingand

ruininghisego,buthekeepspushingandshecanonlykeepso

muchinherchest.

“MaDlamukapleaseforgiveme.Mybodyfailedtohandleyou.It

hadbeensolongsinceIgotbetweenawoman’slegs.Butwecan

fixthis…Icanfixit,”hesays,frightenedatthepossibilityoflosing

her.

“HowVusi?Youdidn’tevenmove,”sheasks.

“Justgivemeanotherchance,Iwillmakeyouhappy,”hesays.

“Whatifyoucan’tVusi?I’vewaitedfortoolongtohaveaman,I

needtobetouchedandheldright.Idon’tdenythatIloveyou,but

withoutasparktoenhancethatlovewehavenothing.”

Hisvoicetrembles,he’sscaredmorethanhe’sembarrassed.



“EveryrelationshiphasitssecretsMaDlamuka,”hesays.

Cebilefrowns,“Whatdoyoumean?”

“Likesecretaffairs.I’m oldnowMacebi,I’ddoanythingforyour

happiness,evenifitmeansyoumusthaveaben-10whowill

touchyouinplacesthatIcan’treach.Iwon’thaveaproblem,as

longasitstaysbetweenusandyoubecomeMrsNtombela.”

Whatdidshejusthear?He’dallowhertosleepwithayounger

man.

“Vusiareyoucrazy?”she’sshocked

“Macebi,Ineedyouinmylife.Ionlyhaveonedaughterleft,whom

Ican’tevensayisalivebecauseshe’saddictedintothesestreet

drugsandstayingGodknowswhere.I’m allalone,Ineed

someoneIcanspendmylastdayswith.Ineedawife,someone

whowilllookaftermypropertyafterI’vedied,”hesays.

Shetakesadeepbreath,feelingabitremorseful,maybeshe’s

beingtoohardonhim.

“I’m surewecanfixthis,”shesays.

“Wecan,thembalami.CanIcomeandvisityoulater?”He’s

pushingit.Butshe’ssmilingbecauseforonceshe’sgetting

undividedattention.

“Mysonishome,youcan’t,”shesays.

“Hewillsleep,won’the?”

Sherollshereyes,stillsmiling.



“Idon’twanttotraumatizemychild.”

“WearenotchildrenMacebi,wecankeepourjoytoourselves.I

willcomewithhissweets,hewillsleepearly.”

Cebilelaughs,“He’sagrownman,youcan’tbribehim with

sweets.”

“Youwillsee!”

-

-

Aphonecallfrom Vusibrightenedhermood.Nothingcanruinher

daynow,notevenMaXulu’scoldlooks.Shedoesn’tgethowshe’s

socoldtowardsher,onlyher,becausetherearetwootherwomen

whocameafterher.

It’sSthembiso,amanshe’sneverseenandthethreewives.She’s

withSikelelaandhersister-in-lawsinceherbrothercouldn’tmake

it.

Greetingshavebeenexchanged,ifitwasn’tforSikelelaand

Sthembiso’shushedconversationthiswouldbewaytooawkward.

MaXuluclearsherthroat,theycuttheconversationandbringtheir

attentionbacktotheroom.

“Thankyouforagreeingtoseeusandforthejuice.”Cebilecan’t

helpbutfeelmocked.Hersonisonlyasecurityguardandhe

workedtoohardtogetagoodcompanythatpayshim well.

They’renotrich,theywillneverbe,MaXulushould’vebroughther

owndrinksifshehasaproblem withOros.



“TimeslikethisremindmeofeverythingI’vegonethroughasthe

seniorwife.Iwasn’ttherewhenyouandHlongwanemetbutI

havetocleanhismessnowbecausehe’sgone.”Hercoldgaze

meetsCebile’s.

“Youneverfollowedasinglerule.Idon’trememberyoucomingto

reportthepregnancy.Evenafterthebabywasbornyounever

cametohisfamily,”shesays.

“Mkhontodidn’thaveamotherwhenImethim.Hetoldmehehad

awifebackhome,Icouldn’tcometoyouandreportthe

pregnancy.Itwould’vebeendisrespectful,Iexpectedhim totake

accountability,”–Cebile.

“Butitwasn’tdisrespectfultosleepwithmyhusbandandkeep

him fordaysinyourbedroom?”

“Ma!”Sthembisoexclaims.ThismeetingisaboutSikelela,not

theirgrievances.

“Wearenotheretofightaboutaman.WhatdoyouthinkSikelela

isfeelingwitnessingthis?”He’sdisappointedinhismother,he’s

neverseenthissideofher,she’salwayscivilwithMaJiyaneand

MaDlamini.

MaDlamininodsinagreement.Theycan’tfightbecause

Hlongwanebelongedtoallofthem.MaXuluhasalwaysknown

that.

“WewantSikelelatobeaHlongwane.It’swhathisfatherwould’ve

wanted,”–MaDlamini.

“Didn’thehavethemeanstodoitwhilehewasstillalive?”



Sikelelaasks,glaringather.

“It’scomplicated,myboy,”MaDlaminisays,takingadeepbreath.

“Howwasitcomplicatedtolovemelikehisotherchildren.Am I

theugliest?ThelasttimeIrememberhelookedexactlylikeme,

sowhywasheembarrassedofme?”

MaDlaminilooksatMaXulu.Sheneedstorepresentherhusband

asthefirstwifeandfixthis.

MaXululooksatSikelela,“Whathappenswhenyouseeblood?”

Howisthatrelevant?Sikelelafrowns,“Nothing.”

“Whenyou’reangryandthenyouseeblood,whathappens?”

Hedoesn’tanswer.

“Hecalmsdown,”Cebilesays.Sheneverunderstoodit,from a

veryyoungageSikelela’shearthadanotherside.Shestopped

beingproudofhisabilitytofightforhimselfwhenhealmostkilled

aboyinhisclass,Grade2.Thenthescratchingofearsbegan,it

becamehiscopingmechanism,he’dscratchthem untiltheybleed

andthenhe’dcalm down.

“Yourfatherhadthesameproblem.Sodidyourgrandfatherand

hisfatherandhisfather’sfather.Eachgenerationofthe

Hlongwaneshasthatoneboy,ifyoulookcloseratyoureyesyou’ll

noticethatyourpupilsaren’tnormallyshaped.Ifyousquintthem

they’llalmostresemblethoseofasnake,theviper.It’samarkofa

cursethatwasimprecateduponthefamilybyawitchdoctor

whosesonwasmistakenlykilledbyoneofyourgreat-



grandfathersover200yearsago,beforeyourfatherwaseven

born.”

There’sthicksilenceintheroom…

“Hewasthatboychildwhocarriedthecurseforhisgeneration.

Healwaysknewhe’dpassthecursetooneofhischildrenandhe

knewitwasn’tsomethinghecouldlivewith.Monthsbeforeyou

werebornhisskinshedlikethatofasnake.From thereheknew

thathe’dpasseditdownbutforsomereasonhebelievedthatif

hekeptyoufarfrom theHlongwanenameyou’dbeprotectedyou.

Ifhedidn’tclaim you,ifhekepthisdistanceandletyouruncle

raiseyouasaDlamuka,hethoughtmaybeitwouldn’tfindyou.”

Cebileiscrying.Hecould’vejusttoldher.Theysharedeverything,

shethoughtsheknewhim.Butthisisabigsecrettokeepfrom

someoneyouonceclaimedtolove.

“Andwebelieveditdidn’t.YourfatherlovedyouSikelela.There

wasn’tatimewhenhewasn’tthinkingaboutyouorwhenhe

hatedyou.Somethingwasalwaysmissinginhislife,therewasa

gapinhisheartthatonlyLondekamanagedtotemporarilyfill.”

ShelooksatCebileandtakesadeepbreath.There’ssomething

she’stakingfrom herbag...aphoto.

“Heonlyhadthis,Ibelieveyouwerepregnanthere.Helovedyou

too,heneverstopped,”shesays.

Cebile’sfaceisfloodedwithmoretears.Sikelela’sfacehasn’t

changed;hisexpressionisimplacable.Sthembiso’shandisonhis

shoulder,comfortinghim.



MaJiyaneexhalesheavilyandsays,“Hlongwanewasafamily

man.Helovedhisfamilymorethananything,especiallyhis

children.”

CebilenodswithtearsandlooksatSthembiso,“Iknow,Isawit

withhisprince.Hedidn’tevenlethim walkwhentheyvisitedme.

Athousandkissesinanhourhe’dgivehim,evenonhislips.”

Sthembiso’slipcurvesupindisgust.Hecan’timaginebeing

kissedbyanotherman.

MaXulusighs,“UnfortunatelySikelela’sabsenceinhislife

damagedtheirrelationship.HegaveLondekamoreattention,it

endeduplookingbadbecauseSthembisowasalsojustachild

whoknewnothingaboutcursesandneededequallovefrom his

father.”

Cebile’seyesdrop.Sheunderstandsthatbutshedoesn’twant

Sthembisonottoknowhowmuchhisfatherlovedhim.He’sa

goodboy,shelovedhim backthenandshestillloveshim now.

He’llalwaysbelikeasontoher.

“SoMaDlamukaweareheretoaskforyourpermissionto

acknowledgeourchild,”theunclewho’sbeenquietsays.

CebilelooksatSikelelabutshecannotreadhisface.Shewants

toknowifit’sokay,ifhewantstobeaHlongwane,she

understandsnow.

“Whatdoyousay?”sheasks.

Sikelelaonlynods.Itdoesn’tsitwellwithher,shewantstoknow

howhefeelsafterdiscoveringaboutthiscursething.



Buthestands,withoutsayingaword,andwalksout.

-

-

SIKELELA

Hethinkshe’sintherightlocation.Heonlyneedsthehouse

numberfrom Hubo.

Hisphoneringsunattendedacoupleofminutes.He’ssoirritated

bythetimeHubopicks.

“Yeywenasfebe,whereareyou?”

“Iwilldrop,”Hubosays.

Hetakesadeepbreath,“Look,IneedtoknowwherethisMthoko

personlives.”

“Aren’tyouinthemeeting?”Huboasks,confused.

“IheardwhatI’vealwayswantedtohear.NowIknowwhyhe

abandonedme,Ididn’tneedtositinthatmeetingandlistento

howhefatheredhisotherchildren.”

“I’m sorrybafo,”Hubosympathizes.

“It’sgood.Pleasesendmethehousenumber.”

“Okay…”hepauses.“WaitSikelela,don’tkillhim.”

“Sothatyoucankillhim betterthanme,right?”



“No,hecouldbeThobani’shalf-brother.I’m stillinvestigating.”

OhbloodyDetective!

“Areyouserious?”

“Yes,it’sbadbecauseThobaniislookingforhisbiologicalfamily

now.Youcanroughhim upandthenwaituntilhetakesThobani

tohisfather’shouse,thenwecankillhim.”

Sikelelasighs.Sohecameallthewayherejusttobeattheboyup.

Hubosendsthehousenumber,it’snotfarfrom whereheis.It’sa

fiveminuteswalkorless,heseesthehouseandtakeshisjacket

offandtiesitaroundhiswaist.

It’sabigfamilyhouse,occupiedbythelandlordandherfamily,

andthenaboutsixrentalroomsconnectedtoit.There’sadog

barkingathim asheenterstheyard.

He’snotcarryinganystick,it’scomingstraightforhislegwithits

sharpteeth.Hewasn’tpreparedforafightwithadog.Well,not

thisdog.

Itjumpsontohisrightlegandbiteshim belowtheknee.Hefeels

astingwhereitsteethsank.Newragecrashesthroughhisveins.

Onlynowsomeoneiscomingouttocalloffthedog.Alazy

womanwithunkempthairandawhite-brownishtowelwrapped

overherbreast.

They’refuckingwithhim,herandherdog!

Hewalksbacktowardsthebarkingdog.It’salsocharging



towardshim,cravingmoreofhisblood.Itjumpsontohisleg

again,beforeitcansinksitsteethintohisfleshhegrabsitsneck

andpullsitupintheair.

“Hhayi-bonanguebulalainja!”thewomanscreams.

Thedogistryingtobitehishandsandhe’sstranglingitsneck.It

cannotdislodgehisarm,he’sputtingmorepressurewitheach

second.

“Areyoucrazy?Letsgoofthedog!”thewomanisstillscreaming

athim.

Heputsitontheground,nowthedoglookslifelesswithits

tonguestickingoutanddroolingexcessively.Hekicksittwice

anddragsitonthegroundandleavesitonthestoopofthemain

house.

Thewomanhasraninsidethehouseandlockedthedoorsbehind.

Mthokohearsthecommotionfrom othertenantsandstepsoutof

hisdoortoseewhatit’sallabout.Themanheneverthoughthe’d

seebreathingagainiscomingtowardshisroom withhisjacket

tiedaroundhiswaistandadeaddoglyingonthestoopbehind

him.Hehasnowheretorunandallhe’sthinkingaboutrightnow

ishissisters.Who’sgoingtotakecareofthem ifhedies?
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Vusihasbeenaskinghertocometobedbutshejustcan’t.She

doesn’tknowwherehersonis,whetherhe’saliveornot.Ifit

meansstayingupallnightandwait,shewill.

“Didyouhearthat?”Vusiasks,he’sinbedhalf-naked.Thisisalso

anexcusenottojoinhim,itcan’tbethathe’simprovedhis

bedroom skillssofast.She’snotlookingforwardtotheteasing

anddozingoff.

“What?”sheaskswithhereyesonthedoorandherbackturned

tohim.

“Iheardthedoor,maybeit’shim uboy,”Vusisays.

Sherushestothedoorandopensit,indeedSikelela’sbedroom

lightsareon.

“Letmegoandcheckonhim,”shetellsVusiasshemakesher

wayout.She’shappythathersonisback,butshe’salsoscaredof

whattheoutcomeofthetruthmaybe.

ShefindsSikelelaundressingwithhisbackturned.Hearing

footstepscominginstartlehim.

“Ma,whydon’tyouknock?”

Cebilefoldsherarms,looksathim menacingly.“Maybeifyou



didn’tdisappearandscaredmetodeathIwould’veknocked.

WhattimeisthisSikelela?”

“Ma,I’m 28,Idon’treport,Icantakecareofmyself,”hesays.

“Well,thisismyhouse.Youcan’tcomeat10pm andexpectme

nottoaskwherewereyou.Didyoufightwhereyouwere?”She

justknowsit.Hewasobviouslyangrywhenheleftandhemust’ve

takenitoutonsomeoneelse.

“Iwentouttostretchmylegs,”hesayspullinguphisshorts.

“Yourlegsneedtobestretchedforeighthours?”

Sikelelasighsandclimbsonthebed.

Shecalmsherselfdowninasilentcounttothree,thensheasks

howhe’sfeeling.

Sikelelashrugsandsayshe’sfine.Butsheknowsthisboybetter

thananyone.

“I’m sorryImadeyoubelievehehatedyou.Ishouldn’thavedone

that,regardlessofwhathappenedbetweenus.Nochildshould

growupbeingtoldhisparenthatedhim.”

“Butthat’swhatyouthoughtwasthetruth,”hesays.

“StillSikelela,myjobistoprotectyourheart.Iprojectedmyhate

towardsyourfatheronyou.Imadeusateam thatwas

abandonedbyyourfatherandthatwasn’tfaironyou.”

Heturnsandsleepsonhisstomach,buryinghisfaceonthe

pillow.Sheknowsithurthim backthenanditstillhurtshim now.



“You’renotacursedchildSikelela.”

There’sasob…

Sheplantsamama’ssoftkissonhisshoulderandrubshisback.

“Helovedyou.Somuchthathewalkedawayforyoutohavewhat

hethoughtwouldbeanormallife.Hedidn’twantyoutobelike

him.Iknowitdidn’thelpbutsometimesasparentswefuckup

thinkingwhatwearedoingisgoodforourchildren.ButMkhonto

lovedus,Sikelela.HetoldMaMkhuluaboutyou,hecried

everytimewhenitwasyourbirthdayandhecouldn’treachout.

Andtheykilledhim onyourbirthday,hecouldn’tfightthem

becausehewasfightingbiggeremotionalbattlesthatday.”

Sikelelasniffsandliftshisheadandlooksathismother.“SoI’m

goingtohaveacursedchildtoo?”

Cebiletakesadeepbreath,“ApparentlyNkanyeziwas.Hewas

bornlookingexactlylikeyouandhisdeathmeansthecurse

endedwithhim.”

“WhydidithavetobeNkanyezi?WhymustIcarrythecurse,being

leftbymyfatherandthedeathofmychild?DoIowethe

Hlongwanesthatmuch?”

“Nobaby,youdon’t.I’m sorryyouwerebornwithsomuchburden,

onlyifIknewthetruth,maybeIwould’vechosenadifferent

babydaddy.”Atearescapeshereye,shequicklywipesitand

cracksasadsmile.“Vusiishere,maybeyou’llbumpintohim in

themorning,Idon’twantyoutobesurprised.”

“Ithoughtyoudumpedhim becausehe’sweak.”



Hereyeswiden.Thischild!

“Ididn’tdiscussthatwithyouchild,shutthehellup.”

Sikelelacracksup.It’ssogoodtoseehim laughaftersucha

heavyday.

“I’m goingtobringyourfood,pleasemakesureyoureturnmy

platetothekitchenSikelelaandputitinthebigbasin.”Shewalks

tothedoorandstops,“Ifyoudon’t,youwilleatyourbreakfaston

thefloor.”Thenshethreatensandleaves.

Sikelelashakeshishead,liesonhisbackandcallsVumo.He

hasn’tcheckedonthem thewholeday.

“Heyareyousleeping?”heaskswhenVumopicksup.

“Iwasaboutto.Howareyou?Howdidthemeetinggo?”

Heexhalesheavily,there’salottounpack…

-

-

Hewakesuplate,thesunisalreadyup,luckilyhismotherhasn’t

bargedinandwokenhim up.Vusimustcomearoundmoreoften.

Hewasheshisfaceandbrusheshisteethbeforeputtinghis

clotheson.Fuck,heforgottoreturntheplatetothekitchenand

bythistimehismotherhasalreadywashedthedishes.Hereisto

anexplosivemorning!

CebileandVusiareinthekitchen.Bythelookofthingsbreakfast



isabouttobeserved.Sikelelawalksinholdingadirtyplatebehind

him.

“Pleasedon’tstartmesoearlyinthemorningSikelela,Ibeg.”

She’sseentheplateandshe’sannoyed,bothbyVusi’s

unimprovedbedroom skillsandthischildthatneverlistens.

“I’m sorryMaDlamuka,”Sikelelasays,slidingtheplateinanempty

basin.Hepicksacleanonefrom thecupboardandjoinsthem on

thetable.

“Howdidyousleepboy?”Vusiasks.

Boy?Nobodycallshim that,he’snotaboy.

“Isleptgood,Ijusthaveanacheinmyfingerjoints,”hesays.

Cebilegiveshim alook,“Whendiditstart?Youwillwashthat

plateSikelela.”

HelooksatVusi.Ishenotsupposedtocalm downhisgirlfriend?

“Kahlesthandwa,therearekidswhoareworse,theywouldn’t

evencaretoreturntheplatetothebasin.”

“Andtheybreakplates,”Sikelelaadds.

“You’renotthem,you’regoingtowashthatplate.Infactyou’re

goingtowashallthedishesafterwearedonewithbreakfast.”

Sikelelapickstheloafofbreathwithlowmumbles.He’sobviously

nottheonewhopissedheroff,it’sjustconvenienttoshoutathim

andtakeoutalltheanger.

“Howiswork?”Vusiasks.



“It’sgood…umh,whatdoIcallyou?”Helooksathim andhis

mother.

“Uncle,Iknowyouwon’tbecomfortablewithbaba,”Vusisays.

He’sright,it’sbettertheykeepitatuncle.

“Whyareyousingle,uncle?”heasks.

Vusichucklesandwrapshisarm aroundCebile,whoshootshim

acoldlookinreturn.Troubleinparadise!

“I’m notsinglenow,Ihaveyourmotherwhom Ilovewithevery

boneinme,”hesays.

Cebile’sfacemelts.Shegiveshim asoftgazeandtheybothsmile.

Awkward!

“Whathappenedtoyourwife?I’m sureyoumust’vehadsomeone

beforemymother.”

“Sheleftmeandthenpassedonafewyearsago,”Vusisays.

“I’m sorrytohearthat.Doyouhavekids?”Sikelelaagain.

“Onepassedaway,Ionlyhaveonedaughternow,”hesays.

“Astepsister,okay.Soareyouapensioner?Howdoyouplanto

takecareofyourgirlfriend?”

Cebilegiveshim alook,“Stopinterrogatinghim andeat.”

Vusichuckles,“It’sokay,sponono.”HelooksatSikelela,“Letme

justsayIworkedhardinmydayssothatIwouldn’tworryabout

moneywhenI’m oldandretired.Mamaisgoingtobefine,money

isnotaproblem.”



“Ohwellthen,welcometothefamily,”Sikelelasaysfoldinghisfist

tohim.

Theybumpfists.

“BeforeIforget,Ibroughtsomethingforyouonmywayhere,

unfortunatelyyouwerenotherewhenIarrived.”HeasksCebileto

getthestuff.

Sikelela’seyesaresquintedcuriously.Hebuysthingsforpeople,

nottheotherwayaround.

CebiletakesaplasticbagfilledwithallsortofthingsLangawould

eatintwoorthreeyearstocome.

Apacketofsticksweets,really?

He’slaughingasheunpackseverythingfrom thebag.Hewill

keepmostofthesethingsforVumo.Agrownmanlikehim can’t

beeatingchocolatecookies,yoghurtsandchips.

Buthe’sweirdlyhappybyallthis.Maybebecauseithasnever

happenedtohim;beingachildwhosefathervisitsandbrings

goodies.

“Thankyouuncle,”hesays.

Cebileissmiling,he’sneverseenSikelelathishappyfor

somethingsolittle.

AfterbreakfastSikelelaleavestowashhissneakers,notdishes.

Cebileletsthedishesissueslide,fortodayonly.She’stiredof

repeatingherselfaboutsimplythingslikeeatingandreturning



yourplatetothebasinbeforethedishesarewashed.

“Thankyouformakinghim smile,”shesaystoVusi.

Vusinods.

It’sawkwardlysilentforthenexttwominutesorso.

ThenVusiasks,“Areyoustillangryatme?”

“Vusiplease!”

“ButItriedMacebi,youevencalledmynameandheldmetightly.”

“Anditwasoverwithinaminute,”Cebilesays.

“DidyouthinkaboutwhatIsuggested?Idowantyoutobe

happy.”

“I’veneverbeenawhoreVusiandI’m notgoingtostartnow.I’m

notgoingtosleepwithtwopeople.”

“WhatelsecanIdo?I’m diabeticMacebi.”

“I’m nottryingtobelittleyou,I’m juststatingmyconcerns.Maybe

wecantryotheralternatives,otherthantheBen-10thing.”

“Whatcouldotheralternativesbe?”Vusiasks.

“Well,Ireadsomethinginthenewspaperyesterday.”Cebile

rushestothecupboardandtakesatornpieceofnewspaperfrom

thedrawer.

“Therearetoysthatpartnerscanuseforintimacy.Theauthor

herealsosuggestsoralsex,likeusingyourmouth.”

Vusiisreading,she’slookingathim wonderingwhathisreaction



willbe.

Hewrapshisarm aroundherhipsandasks,“Whydon’twetrythis

nowbeforeIleaveandseeifitworks?”

“You’regoingtolickmedownhere?”Cebileasksindisbelief.

“Whywouldn’tI?Youhaveaverybeautifulthofonoza,I’m sureit

tastesgreattoo.”

Cebilepullshim offthetabletothedoor.Shechecksthecoast

andit’sclear,theycan’traiseanysuspicions.

Theygetinsideherbedroom,lockthedoorbehindandturnonthe

radio;thefirstradiostationtheyfind.

Vusiuntiesherapronandpullsdownhershorttight.She’seven

moresexyduringtheday.Hegrabsherhips,dryhumpsagainst

hermounduntilhisfrontpokesout.

“You’regoingtokillmeonedayMacebi.Iwillenterhereandnever

makeitoutalive.”He’sstickinghistwofingersintoherwetcore

andstirringthem insideher.

“ThisisaboutmeVusi,remember,”Cebilesayslaughing.

Hethrowsherinthebedandstripshisclothesofftoo.Helies

besideher,hislipsconnectedtoherswithhercontrollingthe

intensityanddirectionofthekiss.Hisfingerisbackinsideher,

he’srubbingherclitwiththethumbandstimulatingher.

Hebreaksthekissandmoans,lustisthreateningtotearhim

apart.



“Ngizothinjethasikancanebesesiyaqhubeka,”hebegs.(Letme

infirst,I’llbebrief)

“AyVusi,don’tyougetenough?”Cebileasks,openingherlegs

widerinapproval.

Hewastesnotime,hegrabsacondom andgetsontop.

“Howdoyouexpectmetogetenoughwhenyouhavesuchlong

earsdownhere?”He’sinsertinghimselfinside.“Theybrushmeso

nicely,Ijustcan’thandleyou.”

Cebileblushes.He’sslowlylearningtokissherlipswithout

involvingthetongue.They’rekissingagain,he’snowfullyburied

insideherandmovingtheonlywayheknowshow.

Withinthreeminuteshe’sdone,breathingheavilyandsweatinga

storm.

HeliesonhisbackandasksCebiletocometothetop.His

memberislyingonhisthigh,softasabutter.

“Don’tuseyourteethVusi,”Cebilesaysbeforeshesitsonhisface.

Heopenshismouthandwelcomesthewetcoochieonhim.He’s

carefulwithhisteeth,he’ssuckingtheclitandthesoftearshe

lovessomuchandstickinghistongueinheropening.She’s

enjoying,he’sneverheardthattremblingmoancomingoutofher.

Hepushesherdownonherback,hisfacestillbetweenherthighs.

Heflipsoverherandstickshisfingersinsideherwhilelappingon

herclit.She’swhisperinghisname,confessingherloveforhim



andaskinghim tosuckmore.

“OhMacebi,you’resobeautiful,”hecriesout.Hismemberjustgot

hardagain.Hewantstouseitbutthere’sthatobstacleofhaving

toclimboffbedandtakingacondom.Itwillwastetoomuchtime.

“Wecanbothdothis,”he’sfigureditout.Heliesonhisback,

Cebilefacesthesouthandsuckshismanhoodwhilehe’slicking

thecoochie.They’rehittingtwobirdswithonestone.

Theircollaboratedmoansfillthebedroom.

Vusicumsquickerthanher.Shefeltitcominganddisconnected

herlipsfrom hismanhood.

He’snowoutofbreath,tremblingashiscream shootsup.Cebile

isstillheated,sheneedsmoreandit’stimeshetakesoveragain.

Sheturnsandsitsonhisface,asmotionlessasheis.Shepumps

herselfonhisface,pressingherclitagainsthispursedlipsand

ridingdowntohischin.

Shefeelsitbuildingfrom hertoesinacurloftinglesandtravelling

uptohertremblinglegsandspreadingalloverherbody.She

explodesrightonhisfaceandcrieslikeadyingsheep.

“VusiIloveyou,”shewhispers,rollingdowntothesideandletting

tinglesrolloutofherskin.

Vusiturnstoher,heplantsasoftkissonherforeheadandsmiles.

Hedidn’trealizehishappinessreliessomuchonhers.Yeshe’s

beenhappywiththeirsexlifebutnowherealizessomethingwas

missinginthathappiness.



“I’m goingtomarryyou,sponono.IwanttoshareeverythingI

havewithyou,”hesays.

Sheopenshereyesandlooksathim withalazysmile.

“WhenthetimehascomeVusi,maybewecanjustgosignin

courtwithouthavingtopullanyattention.Wearegrandparents

now,remember.”

Hechuckles,“Yes,weare.”

Theykiss.

Hestrokeshercheek,“Ohyazeyamnandiinto!Itwassogood.”

Cebilesmiles,she’shappy.From herethey’reexploringmore

alternatives.ThisisbetterthanhavingaBen-10.

-

-

Sikelelawalksinthekitchenandgoestohisgoodiesbagtotake

picturesforVumo.Shewantstoseewhathegot,shefindsthis

funnyaswell.

Hesnapsafewpictures,sendsthem andthencallsheragain.

“ArethoseSpheresSikelela?”

Hechuckles,“Idon’tknow.”

“Pleasedon’ttouchthem,keepthem inacupboardunopen,”

Vumosays,shesoundsexcited.

“Idon’teatinyongoanyway.There’satubofice-cream inthe



fridgeandabirthdaycake,Iguessthat’sforLanga’s

grandmother.”

“It’sonlyabirthdaycakeifitwasbakedforabirthday,baba

kaLanga,”shesays.

“Ithasthebirthdayicingnje,”heinsists.

Vumosighs,“There’snosuchthing.Whatelseisthere?”

Sikelelasnoopsaroundwithhisphonepressedbetweenhis

shoulderandear.There’sacontainerwithpiecesoffriedchicken.

“ThislookslikeKFCchicken.Ithinktheykeptthisfrom meand

atealone.”Yeshe’snotintogoodiesbutmeatismeatandhiding

itfrom ablackmanisasin.

Vumoislaughing.“Checkifthere’snoboxofpizzainthedustbin.

I’m suretheywerehavingafeastwithoutyou.”

“IthinktheyatetheirKFCwithpap.Isawchickenseatingpap

outsideearlier.AndMagavemeordinarychickencurryandrice

lastnight.”

“Ah,shame!Doyouthinkyou’regoingtogetthecake?”

“Idon’tcareaboutthecake,”hesays.

“Okay,thentaketheKFCtheyleft,eatitandleavesbonesinside

thecontainer.”

“They’llknowit’sme,”hesays.

“Buttheycan’tconfrontyouaboutit,right?DoitSikelela,it’sgoing

tobefunwatchingyourmom lookingforsomethingshecan’task



youabout.”

Maybehecanbethatmischievousboyonceinhislife.He’sgoing

toeatthisKFCandsitshereinthekitchenwaitingforhismother

tocomeandlookforit.

Hesitscomfortablyonthetableandstartswithathigh.There’sa

tornpieceofpaperinfrontofhim.Herunshiseyesonitwhile

VumoattendstoLangaontheotherside.

Whyishereadingaboutdicktoysandblowjobtips?Hismother

andVusiwereherenotsolongagoandnowthey’relockedinthe

bedroom listeningtoanAfrikaansradiostation.

“Whaaat?!”he’slosinghisappetiterightaway.

“Whatisit?”Vumoasks,she’sstillontheline,justchanging

Langa’sdiaperandcomingbacktotheconversation.

“Fuck,I’m nowasonofabadgirl.”Hestillcan’tbelievethis.How

ishegoingtolookatthem whentheyfinallycomeout?



SIKELELA

CHAPTER56

STHEMBISO

Hejoinshismotheronthetableforbreakfast,it’sjustthetwoof

them.It’soneofthoselazymornings,hedidn’tevenworkout,

he’stakingabathafterthisandgoingtowork.

“Ineedtogoandseeyoursister’sworkplace,”MaXulusays.

“Londeka’s?”Sthembisoraisesaneyebrow.TheLondekahe

knowswon’tappreciateMaXuluandCopoppinginthemiddleof

herphotoshootorwhileshe’sonstagemodeling.

“Yes,Iknowwhereeverybodyworksexcepther,”shesays.

Hechuckles,“Ihopeshe’sgoingtobehappyaboutthat.”

MaXulupassesabowlofmaizeporridgeandpeanutbuttertohim.

“SoI’vebeenthinking,Idon’tknowhowSikelelawilltakeit,he

hasn’tbeenreturningmycalls.Iwanthim totakeHlongwanes

Rav4beforeHubotakesitandcrashesit,andthentakehis

portionoftheinheritance.Iknowhewouldn’tbecomfortable

leavinghisjobtoworkwithus.”

“Don’tworryhewillcomearound,hejustneedstimetotakein

everythingheheardyesterday,”MaXulusays.

“Ihopethere’snootherchildouttherewhohadtolivewithouta

father,”he’seyeingMaXulu,youcanneverbesurewiththis



woman’slatehusband.

“SikelelaistheonlyoneIknewof,”MaXulusays.“Iwishhecan

moveinwithus,there’salothecanlearnfrom you.”

Sthembisoswallowstwospoonsofporridgeandasks,“Likewhat?

I’m innopositiontobeanyone’srolemodel.”

“Don’tbesomodest,youdon’tknowhowproudIam forhavinga

responsiblesonlikeyou.Ifthere’sonethingIalwaysthankyour

fatherfor,it’steachingyouabouttakingresponsibilityforyour

ownactions,”MaXulusays.

Thedooropens,MaJiyanewalksinwithanemptybowl.She

doesn’tfeellikeeatingbreadthismorning.Sheopensthepotand

dishestheporridge.

“I’m tellingthisboyhowproudIam ofhim forbeingso

responsibleandalwaysreadytotakeaccountabilityofhis

actions,”MaXuluupdatesherasshejoinsthem onthetable.

“Aren’tweallproudofhim sisi?UyabonanjeIclappedwhenhe

broughtthatwhitedoctorforcleansing.Ifitwastheseyoung

boysoftodaytheywouldn’thavebothered.Andamotherout

therewouldbewonderingwhyherdaughterisgettingturned

awayfrom everyinterviewandunluckyineverythingshedoes.”

“That’sthebiggestproblem inthiscountrysisi.Yousee,these

kidsdon’tseekadvicesfrom theirelders,theydoastheyplease

anddon’tevenknowwhathitsthem inthefuture,”MaXulusays,

pouringteainthreecups.

“Sthembisohasneverdisappointedus.YaziIdon’tknowhow



someonecanbesoperfect!”MaJiyanesaysboastfully.

Sthembisobrusheshisface,exhalessoftlyandcontinues

eating,withoutacknowledgingtheshowerofcompliments.

“That’sbecauseIraisedanhonestchild,sisi.Mysonrarely

breakstherules,”MaXuluboasts,addingmoremilkinhisteaand

passingthecuptohim.

“Iwasthinkingyou’dtakeaZuluwifethistime.Someonewho

knowsandrespectsourculture.Butit’sfineifshe’swhite

becauseyouknowEnglishanditwouldn’thurttobethefirst

familytohaveawhitemakotiinthevillage,shewilllearn.”

Sthembisorubsthebridgeofhisnoseandheavesanothersigh.

Hadheknownitwouldturnoutlikethishewould’veeaten

breakfastatMaDlaminis.

“Haveyoutalkedafterthecleansing?”MaJiyaneasks.

ThisbreakfastisallaboutmakingSthembisouncomfortable.

“Yeswedid,”hesays.

“Whatdidyoutalkabout?Whatdidshethinkaboutthevillage?”-

MaJiyane.

“Wedidn’ttalkaboutthevillage,”hesays.

MaXulufrowns;ishestupid?

“Whatdidyoutalkaboutthen?”sheasks.

“Thatweneedtogetfixed,”hesays.

Theylookateachother,confused.



“Fixed,how?”MaXuluasks.

“LikeIneedtogetcleansedandmoveonfrom beingawidower,”

hesays.

“Howso?Youhaven’tcompletedevensixmonthsmourningyour

wife,”–MaJiyaneasks.

They’vestoppedsippingtheirtea,they’reinterrogatinghim with

widegazes.

“Ihavemournedenough.”Hewon’ttellthem anythingaboutZime,

heneverwill.Asmuchashe’sdisappointedinwhathiswifedid,

hecannotallowhermemorytobespatatbecausethat’sexactly

whathismothersaregoingtodo.

“Maybeyou’reright,youhavetobefreewithyourdoctor,”MaXulu

says.Theyseem tolikeGianaforsomeweirdreasons.

Maybethisistherighttimetojustaskwhat’sbeenburninghim.

“SoMa,whathappensinthesituationwhereawidower

mistakenlysleepswithawomanhejustcleansed?”

“What???”Bothwomenask,theirbrowsfurrowed.

“Mistakeshappen,angithi?”

“FirsttimeisamistakeSthembiso,butthesecondtimeispure

disrespectandlackofshame,”MaXulusays,alreadyworkedup.

MaJiyaneclearsherthroatandasksinaloweredvoice,“You

didn’tdothatSthembiso,didyou?YourmotherandIjust

complimentedyouaminuteago.”



“ButIneversaidIwasperfect,youassumedIwas,”hesayswitha

shrug.Hecan’tbeheldaccountableforthem puttinghim ona

highpedestalwithouthim evendoinganything.

“Theonlychildwholistenstomeandhelpsmearoundhereis

Londeka.I’veneverseenyoubuyevenabagofmaizeseedsto

feedthechickensyou’renowsohell-bentinwipingout,”MaXulu

says,clearlyshewaswrongabouthim,allthesechildrenarethe

same.

Sthembisodoesn’tmindthatbecausetodayLondekaistheonly

listeningandhelpfulchildinthehouse,tomorrowitwillbe

someoneelseandthedayafter.

“Iwillpayforthechicken,”hesays.

“Idon’thavemorechickenswhoaregoingtodiebecauseofyour

zipthatcan’tstayclosed.”

HelooksatMaJiyane,“YoutooMa?”

MaJiyanesighs,“Ithinkit’sbetterifwejustreleaseyouandask

mkhulutocomeandperform thecleansingceremonyforyou

ngobasizomgezauMaBhathilauphindeumqhoqhobalefuthi,you

willhavesexwithherbeforethechickenisevencooked.”

It’sembarrassingtoknowthattheythinkhim andGianahaveno

control,becausetheyreallydon’t.OnlyifGianadidn’tchallenge

him somuch!

HeleavesthekitchenaftertheypromisetotalktotheHlongwane

mkhuluaboutthecleansingceremony.



Giananeedstoknowwhatjustwentdown.Theylikeherthough,

thatsomehowgiveshim awarm feeling.He’sneverhadawoman

thathismothersloveandapproveofbeforesheevenproves

herself.

He’sgettingreadyforwork.Hisclothesarelaidonbedwaitingto

beironed.Lifeofawidower!

Giana’sphoneringsanumberoftimesbeforeshepicksup.

“DrButler,”hesays.

“YesMrHlongwane,howcanIhelpyouthismorning?”

“Well,Iaskedmymothersforanothercleansingandtheynearly

bitemyheadoff.IthinkthiscomingweekendIwillbeafree

man.”

There’safaintsigh.“FreeSthembiso?You’realwaysdealingwith

something.Howistheotherbrotherdoing?”

She’sright,maybebeingafreemanisabitstretched.

“Whichone?Theonefightingforhischildortheonewhojust

foundoutaboutthecurse?”heasks.

“Well,bothofthem.”

“HuboisHubo,he’shandlingitthebestwayheknowshow.

Sikelelahasbeenunavailablesinceyesterday,soIdon’tknow.”

“Butbabeyouallreallyneedabreak,”Gianasays.

There’sabriefmomentofsilence,Sthembisocaughtitbutshe



hasn’trealizedanythingstrangeshesaid.

“I’m goingtoarrangesomethingforyousinceZulumendon’tcare

tospoilwomentheycasuallysleepwithintherestaurant

bathrooms.”Itsoundslikeshe’snowonacomputer.

“UyaphaphayaziGiana,you’resoforward.WhosaidIwasnot

goingtotakeyououtassoonasIwasfree?”Shealwaystriesto

embarrasshim.He’snotastingyman,hejustdidn’tknowhowto

startwithit.

“Whatever!Yousaidyouhavehowmanybrothers?”

“Threenow,”hesays.

“Okay…fourpeoplebookedinfortwohours…done!”

“Gianawhatareyoudoing?”heasks.

“Ijustbookedyouandyourbrothersforaspadaylater.Bethere

at5pm,Iwillsendtheaddress,”shesays.

“Spaday?Forwhat?”Thishastobeajoke.HeusedtotakeZime

there,heneverenteredandhethoughthe’deverbecauseaman

can’tbetouchedanyhowbystrangers.

“That’swherepeoplegotodistress,andnobodyneedsthatmore

thanyouandyourbrothersrightnow,”Gianasays.

“Wecandistressbygoingtotown,havinginhlokoanddrinkswith

othermen.Spa…?I’m notoneofyourgirlfriendsGiana.Ihave

izinhlangaonmybody,ngiyindodayomZulungekengihambe

ngibhucungwanje.”(Ihavemuthiincisionsonmybody,Ican’tbe

touchedanyhow)



“I’m gladIdon’tunderstandwhatyoujustsaid.Youreallydon’t

wanttoknowhowmuchIjustpaid.BethereSthembiso,don’t

wastemymoney,5pm!”

Hesighs,“Yoh,hhayiukhonabo!Sowhatdowebring?Vaseline

andtowels?”

“YoubringyourbodiesSthembiso,that’sall.”

“WhatdidIdotodeservethistorture?!”

“Youlookedmyway,MrHlongwane,”shesays.

Hesmiles,thiswomanisadifferentsportaltogether.

“Well,Iwouldn’thaveitanyotherway.I’m gladImetyouatthe

timeIdid,”hesays.

“Really?”sheasks,hertonesoftened.

“YesGiana,youhealsomethinginmewithouteventrying,you

don’tannoymeasmuchasImakeitlooklike.”

“That’sallthere’stothis-Ihealyou?”Shesoundsabitoffended.

“Andyoumakemesmileanddocrazythings.Youinvademy

thoughtsandmakemestayawakeatnightthinkingaboutwhat

myfuturecouldlooklikeifyou’reinit.Youmakemequestionmy

sanitywhenIwakeupfeelingstrange,likeyouhadyourhandson

methewholenight.”Bythetimehefinisheshishandisalready

pressedagainsthisheartthat’sbeatingirregularlylikeit’sgoing

toleapoutofhischest.

“NowIwishIbookedmeandyouinahotel,insteadofsending

youtobemassagedbystrangers,”shesays.



Helaughs.“It’stoolatetochangeyourmindnow.Butmaybeafter

thespathingwecangotothehotel.Whatdoyouthink?”

“I’m thinkingtomorrowIhavetoseeapatientwho’sinacritical

conditionandI’m wonderingifmylegswouldbeworking,”she

says.

“IthoughtDrButlercanhandleanything,”hesayswithmock

severity.

“IneversaidIwantawildbullinbed...orratheragainstthe

abandonedhousetables,”shesays.

“OkayGiana,I’m goingtodropbeforeImessmyboxers.”His

memberisalreadygettingexcitedbythistalkandshe’snoteven

closebytoassisthim.

-

-

INTHEAFTERNOON

Thobanisaidno,hedidn’tevencaretolistenwhatwasatstakeif

theydidn’tpitchupfortheirbookedspatreatment.He’syoung,he

probablyhadotherplanswithhisfriendsandtheideaofgoing

outwithhisoldbrothersdidn’tseem appealing.

LuckilyHubocamethroughwithoutahustle,praisethelordfor

that!Nowthey’regoingtoHlabathinitoconvinceSikelelatojoin.

“Soveleyouandthedocareofficialnow?”Huboasks.



“Ithinkwewillbe,timewilltell,”Sthembisosays.

“Youseeafuturebetweenyou?Forreal,youseeherbecoming

yourwifeandmotheringyourchildren?”

“IsaidtimewilltellHubo.Idon’twanttorepeatthesame

mistakes,”hesays.

“Whatmistakes?”Huboquestions.

“Likerushingintomarryingsomeonewithoutaproperfoundation

forherathome.TherearethingsIneedtodo,inmypersonallife,

beforeIletsomeonebeapermanentpartofit,”hesays.

“Youlikecomplicatingthings,”–Huboturnsupthemusic.Ifhe

hadadoctorwho’shead-over-heelswithhim andbookinghim for

spatreatmentshislifewouldbehundredtimesbetter.While

ThobaniturneddowntheofferandSthembisojustdoingthisto

avoidunnecessaryfightswithGiana,Huboisallaboutgettinghis

bodymassaged.Hedeservesthisaftereverythinghisbodyhas

beenthroughthisyear.

TheDlamukapremisesarequiet.Nobodycomesoutevenwhen

thecarpullsupintheyard.Butthekitchen’sdoorisopen,there's

musicplayingsoftly.

HuboyellsforSikelelatocomeout.

Heappearsatthedoorwearingonlyhisshortsandnothingontop.

“Whyarewecountingyourribs?Getdressed,wearegoingto

chowimaliyomlungu,”Hubosays.



“Ungazodakwawena!”Sthembisoscoldshim.

Sikelelaisnowconfused.Aretheygoingtochowawhiteperson’s

moneyorwhat?

“Kuyiwaphimadoda?”(Wherearewegoing)

“It’sasurprise,wehaveanewsister-in-lawwho’stakingusto

places,”–Hubo.

“Heybafogetcleanedup,Ineedtotalktoyouaboutsomething

andthere’ssomewherewearebeingtakenoutto,”Sthembiso

says.

“Takenoutbywho?”Sikelelafrowns.They’venevertakenhim out,

theydon’teventakethemselvesoutforcryingoutloud.

“Bymyfriend,Giana,”Sthembisosays.

“Friendwithbenefits,”Huboadds.

Hecan’timagineabetterwaytoendhisday-offotherthanbeing

takentoasurpriseadventurewithhisbrothers.

“Where’sMa?”Sthembisoasksashestepsoutofthekitchento

goandgetready.

“She’ssleeping,”Sikelelasays.

Sthembisofrowns,“Why?Isshesick?”

“No,she’stired,mystepfatherwashere,”Sikelelasayswithafaint

sigh.

Hubo’seyeswiden.“Thecowboyone?”



“Haverespect,he’soldenoughtobeyouruncle,”Sikelelasays.

Huboraiseshiseyebrow,“Andthenwena?Didhebuyyou

sweets?”

“Hedid,they’reinthecupboard,I’m keepingthem forLanga’s

mother,”Sikelelasays.

“Mmm…whichsideofthecupboard?”

“Howisthatanyofyourbusiness?Ineedtosplashquickly,you

guyscanwaitformehereandgetyourselvessomethingtodrink,”

hehurriesoff,leavingSthembisoandHuboheadinginsidethe

kitchen.

Sthembisosits,Hubogoestothecupboardsandlooksforthe

goodies.

“Didn’tSikelelasayhe’skeepingthoseforhisson’smother?”

Sthembisoaskswhenhetakesoutapacketofbiscuits.

“Vumo?Thatonehatesme,Idon’thavetospareanythingforher,”

Hubosays.

“Youdon’trespectpeopleMahuboandthenyouactconfused

whentheyhateyou.”

Huboshrugsandsitsoppositehim,openingtheboxofbiscuits

withapacketofchipsnexttohim.

WhenSikelelawalksinHubohasalmostfinishedeverything



Vumobeggedhim tokeep.

“You’resochildish,”hesaysbuttoninguphisshirt.

Hubosipswater,“Youwillreplacethem,MrHusband-Material.”

“Ihopeyougetdiarrhea,”Sikelelasayslookingattheemptybox

ofVumo’sfavouritebiscuits.HeknowschancesofherandHubo

evermakingpeaceareslim,whichisweirdbecauseasthemain

personwhowaswrongedhe’sforgivenbothofthem.

“Let’sgo,”hesays.

Hubostretcheshisarms,burpsloudlyandgetsoffthechair.

Sthembisolookshesitant,“AreyousurethatMaisalright?”

“She’salrightbafo,trustmeyoudon’twanttohearthedetails,”

Sikelelasays.

Well,thismeanstheycanleave,he’snotcomingbackwiththem

though;greaterthingswillbewaitingforhim atthehotel.

-

-

They’refillingmedicalquestionnaires,somethingtheydidn’t

anticipate.SthembisoandSikelelahavealreadylosttheleast

excitementtheyhad.Hubohastalkedalmosttoeveryonewho

happenstopassby.

They’regivengownsandslipperstowearandtakenonaquick

tourbyoneofthestaffmembers.

“Yoursessionsbeginin30minutes,wehaveextrasyoucanenjoy



inthemoment.Wehaveasauna,asteam room andswimming

pool.Bathroom amenitieswillbeprovided.

“CanIhaveafullbodymassage?”Huboasks.

Theladysmiles,“Yes,you’regoingtohaveafullbodymassage.”

“Isthepersonwhowillmassagemegoingtowearagowntoo?”

heasks.

“No,shewillweartheuniform,”theladysays,stillsmiling.

Hubofrowns,“Why?Ithoughtshewasn’tgoingtowearanything.”

Beforetheladycanexplain,Sthembisotellshernottobother.

“Don’tmindhim.”

“I’m goingtotakeashower.I’m notsureaboutyoutwo,”heturns

tolookatSikelelaandHubo.

“I’m goingwhereveryouaregoing,”Sikelelasays.Thisdoesn’t

lookexciting,tosaytheleast.HeapplaudsThobaniforturning

downtheoffer.

Gianabookedahotstonemassageforthem.It’ssomething

Sthembisowouldlike,shethought.Itwillhelphim easehis

musclesandjustrelaxfor60minutes.

He’slyinginbed,face-down,enjoyingeverybitofit.Hubotoo,

he’sreleasinguncomfortablemoansasthemasseur’sstonesroll

onhisback.

Sikelelaontheotherhand…



Hesitsupagainandshakeshishead.Themasseurlooks

defeatednow.

“Isn’tthereanythingonecandointhisplaceotherthanthis?”he

asks.

“Ifyou’renotcomfortablewiththisyoucantryfootscrub

massage,”themasseursayswithakindsmile.

Thatsoundsbetter,hewilltakethefootmassageinsteadof

havingblackstonesrollingonhisbackandsofthandstouching

him.

Thegirlscrubs,soaksandmassageshisfeet.Atfirsthewas

uncomfortablebutnowhe’scollectedhisnervesandhe’s

enjoyingeverymoment.

“Areyouokaywithpedicure?”thegirlasks.

“Itwillbeonmyfeet?”heasks.

Shechuckles,“Yes,it’sjustaminicuticlecare.”

“Okay,”heshutshiseyesagainandrelaxes.She’sclippinghis

nails,inhislifeheneverthoughttherearepeoplewhoworkto

cleanotherpeople’sfeet.

“I’m goingtoaddbasecoatonyournails.ItcontainsVitaminE,

proteinsandcalcium that’sgoingtoenhanceyournails.”

Soundsgood!Thisisthelifeonecangetusedto.

Hubowalksintocheckonhim.Theystillhaveanhourhereand



heplanstomakethemostoutofit.

Hestopsandfrowns.

“Soyouleftrealmassagetogetcutexhere?Areyougay

Sikelela?”

Sikelelasitsupandlooksatthegirl.She’sholdingwhatreally

lookslikeacutex.Wtf!Didn’tshesayit'ssomethingwithvitamins

forhisnails.

Hefrowns,“Didyouputcutexonmynails?”

Hubocracksup.“Yes,youjustgot‘yournailsdone’boy.”

“Pleaseremovethisthing,”Sikelelaisnotsmiling,he’dratherhave

them amputatehisfeetthantopaintthem.
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SIKELELA

CHAPTER56

SthembisocallsGianatoconfirm theircheck-intime.Huboisstill

havingthebesttimeofhislife,he’stryingtogetthefemalestaff

contactdetailsinhopesthathe’lllaydownwithawomantoday.

Forsomeonewhojustgotarudeawakeningaboutwomenhe

surelydoesn’tlearn,orhe’sjustasuckerforwomentrouble.

Sikelelaontheotherhandisdonewithallthis,hewantstobeout

ofhereassoonaspossible.He’snevercomingtoaplacelikethis

everagain,noteveninthenameoflettinglooseandtryingnew

things.

“Okayboys,dropmeoffattheBlueWatersHotel,”Sthembiso

saysasheclimbsattheback.

“Wearegoingtothehotelnow?Thisdaycan’tgetanybetter,”

Hubobeltswithjoy.Gianaishisnewfavoritesister,hewouldn’t

mindexchangingLondekaforher.

“No,I’m goingtothehotel,youtwoaregoinghome,”Sthembiso

tellshim.

Hisfacefallsindisappointment.Hedidn’texpecttobeexcluded

atlastminute.

“Wecansleeponthefloorandcoverourears,”hesaysandlooks

atSikelelaforsometeam work.

“I’m notsleepingonthehotelfloor,”Sikelelasays.



Heyawns,howboring!

“Fine,let’sgotoMela’splace,maybeshewillgiveyouanother

blowjob.”

SthembisolooksatSikelelaandfrowns.He’snotpleasedbythis

onebit.

“Aren’tyoutryingtoworkthingsoutwithLanga’smother?”he

asks.

“Iam,”Sikelelasayswithnoenthusiasm.He’snotinthemoodto

explainhislovelifethathedoesn’tevenunderstandhimself.

“Thenwhyareyoulettinganinnocent,vulnerablegirlsuckyour

blackdick?”–Sthembiso.

Hubochuckles,“Let?Heranforthehillswithhisblackdickwhen

thevulnerablegirlwantedsomevitaminsinsideher.”

Sthembisorubshisfaceandsighs.HeunderstandsMelawants

toexperiencemeninherownaccordandhetrustsSikelelatobe

gentlewithherandhavesomegoodintentions,butthere’sa

babymamahehasn’tletgoof.

“SikelelawhohasyourheartbetweenLanga’smotherandMela?”

heasks.

“Myheartiswithme,”Sikelelasays.

“Iknow,butwhodoyoulove?”heasks.

“Ilovebothofthem,differently,”–Sikelela.

Hubolaughs,he’sentertained,he’sfinallynottheonlybitchatthe



Hlongwanes.

“Don’ttellmeyou’regoingtofollowyourfather’sfootsteps,”

Sthembisolooksathim inquisitively.Heknowshowfarhisfather

camewithhisownpolygamy,itwasn’teasy,hismothersdidn’t

justgetalong,peacewasn’tstoredovernight.

Andreally,betweenLanga’smotherandMelawhoneedsthe

stressoffightingforaman?

“Arewegoingtoleavethisplace?”Sikelelaasks,dismissingthe

questionshe’sbeingdrilledwith.

TheydropSthembisoatthehotelandleaveDurban.Theaim was

todrivetoMela’splaceafterwardsbutasfatewouldhaveit,

VumocallsandSikelela’srequestbeforeevenansweringthecall

isthattheygostraighthome.

“HeyIhavegoodnews,”Vumobeams,thecallisconnectedto

BluetoothgrantingHuboeverydetailoftheconversation.

“Whatisit?”Sikelelaasks.

“Tomorrowwearecominghome,”shesayswithsomuchecstasy.

Sikelelahasbeenwaitingforthisday,sohashismother.He’s

goingtofinallyspendtimewithhisownlittlefamilyandbeginon

hisfatherduties.

“DoIneedtocomeandfetchyou?”heasks.

“No,yourbrotherarrangedeverythingbeforeheleft.”



AsuncomfortableasSthembisomaybeasabigbrother,he’sstill

thebestintheworld.

“Okay,thenIwillaskafewdaysoffatworksothatIcanspend

timewithmyson,”Sikelelasays.

“Hhayibo,didn’tyoutakedaysoffnotsolongago?Whatifthey

fireyou?”Vumoasksworriedly.

“Don’tworryaboutthat,I’m goingtospendtimewithmyson…and

you,”hesays.

There’sabriefsilencefrom Vumo’sside,thenafaintexhalation.“I

can’twait.Whereareyougoing?Itsoundslikeyou’reonthe

road.”

“I’m comingfrom amassagestore,”hesays.

Hubolaughs,“Fuckyouidiot,it’saspa.”

“Who’swithyouthere?”–Vumo.

“Hubo,doyouwanttosayhello?”Sikelelaasks.

Hubocoughsdramatically.

“No,thankyou,”Vumosays.

Sikelelachuckles,atleastheknowsonepersonwhomakesHubo

uncomfortable,howeverhewishesthattheycanbeciviloneday.

“He’smyfamily,whichmakeshim yourfamilynow.Youknowthat,

right?”heasksVumo.

“Callmewhenyouarealone,”Vumosaysanddropsthecall.



Huboclickshistongueandfixeshiseyesontheroad.

Sikelasighs!It’sgoingtobechallengingtohavethesetwoinhis

life,unfortunatelyhecannotgetridofeither.

-

-

STHEMBISO

Gianastaresathim ashewalksbackfrom thebathroom.He’s

half-nakedwithonlyatowelwrappedaroundhiswaist.Nowshe

can’tdenythefeelingsshehasforhim.They’remorethanher

wantingtositwithhim andhaveasillychat.Morethanaphysical

attraction,shewantstoexplorehim beyondsexuallevels.His

bodymayhavebeenwhatstruckherininterestatfirst,shelikes

them withsix-packandbigmuscles,andhecamewithaneight-

pack,trimmedsideburnsandadeep-tonedvoicethat’salways

keptatamoderatelevel.

“You’restaringMaBhathila,”hesays.

Shesnapsoutandgiveshim thestinkeye.“Whatisthat?Anugly

nicknameyougaveme?”

Shealwaysmasksherweakness,whichishim,withsauciness.

“It’showmymotherswillcallyouifyoueverdecidetobecome

theirdaughter-in-law,”hesays.

He’sneverclear,that’sherbiggestproblem.Shedoesfeelthathe

wantshertoo,butitdoesn’tlooklikeit’slovefrom hisside,



maybejustaphysicalattraction.

Hekisseshercheekandlowershimselfonthebednexttoher.He

canseethatshedoesn’tlookokaybuthebrushesitaway,itcould

bethatshe’sjusttiredfrom work.

“DoyouwantmetoteachyousomeZuluwords?”heasks.

Sheliesbackandholdsapillowonherchest,“Yes,please.Just

thebasicthough,howyoucalleachotherandallthat.”

Heshedsthetowelandsitsbutt-nakedwithhisonelegthrown

overher.Heknowsexactlyhowtodistracther!

Shebitesherlipandlooksathim likeshedoesn’twanttoeathim

up.

“Okay,Iwillstartwithumama,itmeansamother,”hesays.

Sheinterjects,“Iknowthat,babameansafatherandgogomeans

grandmotherandkhulumeansgrandfather.”

Sthembisochuckles,“Khuluisagrandmotherfrom yourfather’s

side,gogoistheonefrom yourmother’ssideandwell,mkhulu

meansgrandfather.”

“Wow,okay,”shefluttershereyelashes,tryingtokeepherhands

toherselfandhereyesonhisface,eventhoughthetemptationto

grabhisdickisoverwhelming.

“Malumemeansuncle,hiswifeisreferredtoasmalumekazi.The

eldestdaughterinthefamilyisumafungwase,theeldestson

inkosana,andthenthelastbornisuthunjanaorumagcino.

Umamkhuluormamdalaisthesisterofyourmotherandthe



sisterofyourfatherisubabekazi.Umzalaisachildofyour

mother’sbrotheroryourfather’ssister.Thenukaninaisachildof

yourmother’ssisterandukayiseisachildofyourfather’sbrother.

Umfowenuisyourbrotherandudadewenuisyoursister.Then

youseparateyourbrothersasumnewethu,meaninghe’syour

eldestbrother,andumnawethumeaningheisyouryoungest

brother.Thenumamezalaiswhatmymotherwouldbetoyouif

youeverdecidetobeherdaughter-in-law,adaughter-in-lawis

umalokazanabutumakotiiswidelyused,Idon’tknowwhatit

means.Butthenagaindialectsdependonyourlocationand

sometimesthefamilyyou’reborninto.”Hebrushesthesideof

herhipandlowershislipstohertummyandplantsasoftpeck.

“Andwhatwillmymothercallyou?”Gianaasksandaddswithan

eyeroll,“Ifyoueverdecidetobeherson-in-law.”

“Iwillbeumkhwenyanatoherandumyenitoyou.ThenafterI

havecounted,whichisukubalainZulu,allthecowsIoweyour

familyandgiventhem thedateoflobola,yourbrotherscanstart

callingmeusbali.Beforethattheyhaveeveryrighttokickmyass

andcallmeadogeverytimetheybumpintome,”hesays.

Shelaughs,“IreallywanttocallRonanbuthe’sintheUS.I

would’velovedtoseeyourassgettingkicked.”

Helooksatherandfeignsbeinghurtbeyondimagination.

“Ithoughtyoucared.Don’tyoulovemeGiana?”

“Idocare,”shesays.

“That’snotwhatIaskedthough.”Hishandmassagesallaround



herhiptoherleanwaistandtravelsuptoherbreasts.

She’sbreathingunsteadily.“Whatdidyouask?”

“Iaskedifyoudon’tloveme,”hesays.

“Itshouldbeyouwhotellsmeifyoulovemeornotfirst.”

Hechuckles,“Oh,that’swhattheytaughtyouinthefeminism chat

-group?”

“Whatmakesyouthinkfeminism groupsdiscussmen?”

“Fine,Idon’tknow.Soyou’renotgoingtotellmeyouloveme?”he

asks.

“DoI?”Shefrownsandlooksattheceilingpretendingtobe

thinkinghard.

“Okay,letmenotmakeyoudisappointthewomen’sleague,lest

theykickyououtofthechairwomanposition.AfterIgetcleansed

nextweekI’dliketotakeyououtonadateandhaveyour

permissiontocallmyselfyourboyfriend.I’m notgoingtobuyyou

aplaneorjumpandkisstheskytoprovemyfeelingsforyou,butI

canloveyouuntilyourealizethatRomeoandJuliet’sstorywas

that,justastorybasedinItaly,andyoursisarealityyou’regoing

toliveeachandeverydayofyourlife.”

Shesmiles,“Isitgoingtobethatgood?”

“YouhavetoliveittoknowGiana.Souyangifakanoma

uyangikhipha?”

“Huh?”Shefurrowsherbrows.



“Doyouletmeinyourheartortakemeoutofthislovemisery?

Chooseone,”hesaystranslatingwithateasingsmile.

“That’sonequestionaskeddifferently.Badlystructuredmultiple

choiceifyouaskme,”shesays.

Henarrowshiseyes,“Itistwodifferentquestions,respectmy

languageDrButler.”

“I’m notdisrespectingyour…wowSthembiso!”

“Thenanswerme,”hesayssqueezingherhip.

Shetakesadeepbreath,looksathim andsmiles.

He’ssuchabully!

“Thesecondone,”shesays.

“Soyou’retakingmeoutofthelovemisery?”

Shenods,“Yeah.”

“GivemesomethingIcanusetoprovethattothosewhodon’t

knowthatI’vebeentakenoutofthelovemisery.”

She’sconfused.“Somethinglikewhat?”

“Anything,evenifyourbracelet.”

“You’regoingtokeepituntilwhen?”

“Untilforever,it’sgoinghomewithme,”says.

Weird!

Shetakesoffhersliderbraceletandgiveshim.It’sherfavourite



oneunfortunately.

Hegetsoffbedandputsitinsidethepocketofhistrouserand

comesbacktobedsmiling.

“That’sit?”shefrowns.

“Yes,that’sit.You’reminenow.”

Well,itsoundsgoodwhenheputsitthatway.She’sbeenhis

sincetherestaurantbathroom shenanigan.

Sheopensherlegstolethim lieinbetweenandlockhiseyesinto

hers.

“Heybabe,”hesays.

Shesmiles,feelingaflightofbutterflieslandingbelowher

stomach,“Hey…mylove.”

“Arewegoingtomakelovetonightsweetheart?”heasks.

Whyelsewouldtheybehere?Shetucksherhandsaroundhis

neckandpullshim downtokisshislips.She’dlovetobefucked

roughagainstthewall,justliketheotherdayinthevillage,but

theyjustbecameboyfriendandgirlfriend,it’stimetoexpresslove.

-

-

SIKELELA

Well,hejustgotawarning.Hecouldn’treachanagreementwith



themanagementofhiscompany,theywantedhim atworktoday

andhewasadamanthewasn’tgoingtoshowupbecausehisson

iscominghome.Theyhadtheirvalidreasonstoo,buthecouldn’t

imagineVumoandLangacominghomeandnotfindinghim.He

hastomakesurethey’recomfortableandsettledbeforegoing

backtowork.Unfortunatelytomorrowhehastoreporttoworkfor

hisnightshiftbeforehegetsfired.

He’sswepttwiceafterhismothercleanedthehouseinthe

morning.Heknowsbabiesaresupersensitiveandtheygetsick

easily.Thefurniturewasarranged,somemovedoutto

accommodatethebaby.Yeshestillcan’tmovearoundbutit’s

betterthehouseischild-friendlyatalltimes.

Cebilewalksinandfindshim wipingthewindows.She’snever

seenSikelelathisactive,maybefatherhoodwillchangehim for

thebetter,hewillfinallywashdishestoo.

Shenoticesthebedandasks,“Whythere’sonlyonepillowonthe

bed?Whereareyougoingtosleep?”

“Iwillsleepinthekitchen,”hesays.

Thischildknowshowtospoilhermood!

“AndleaveMaNtulialonewiththebaby?Ithoughtyou’rehometo

helpherwithLanga,”sheasks.

“Iwillhelpherbutwecan’tsharethebedyet.Imean,whatif…?”

Hestops,thisishismother,notHubo.



“Whatifyoudowhat?She’snotastrangertoyouandIbelieve

youcancontrolyourself,justlikeyoudidbeforeLangaand

Nkanyezi,”Cebilesays.

“Whatifwearenolongercomfortablethewaywewerebefore?”

“Howso?Youtwohavebabiestogethernow.”

Hismothercanneverunderstand,hesighsandcontinueswiping

thewindows.

Cebileleavesandfetchesthesecondpillow,Vumocan’tsleep

alonewiththebabyandtakecareofhim aloneallnight.Isn’tthat

whatshe’sbeendoingatthehospital?Sikelelaneedstostepup,

babiesaremoretroublesomeatnight,sheknowsthisfrom

experience.

Shecomesbackandplacesthepillowonbed.

“Mapleaserespectmydecisions,”Sikelelasays,he’sstopped

wipingthewindows.Asmuchasheunderstandshismother’s

perspective,hestilldoesn’tthinkhemadeabaddecision.

“WhyisMaNtulicominghereifshe’sstillgoingtotakecareof

Langabyherselfthroughoutthenight?”–Cebile.

“IwilltakeLangatosleepwithmetothekitchen,”hesays.

“Alittlebabyhastosleepinthekitchenallbecauseyoucan’tput

yourdifferencesasideSikelela?”Cebileshakesherheadin

disappointment.

Hethrowsawaythedirtyclothandsitsonthebed.

“Mycaseisdifferentfrom yoursMa.Therearefeelingsinvolved,a



historyofinfidelityandbrokenpromises,ex-boyfriendandother

sexualpartnersinvolvedfrom bothsides.We’vecometoofarbut

thatdoesn’tmeanwearethereyet,there’sstillalongroadahead

ofus.IfitwaspossibleIwasgoingtoaskyoutosleepwithLanga

tonightsothathismotherandIcantalk.There’salotforusto

talkabout,grudgestogetridofandanewjourneytopave.”

Cebiletakesadeepbreathandsitsnexttohim.Shedidn’tlookat

itthatway.“I’m sorryIdidn’tmeantomeddleinyourbusiness,I’m

justaconcernedgrandmother.Andyes,IwillsleepwithLangaif

youwantmeto.”

“I’dappreciatethat.Pleaseallowmetobe,I’m scaredbecauseI

don’tknowwhatmyfuturelookslike.Idon’tknowifVumoandI

willendtonight,forgood,”hesighsheavily.

Shetriesnottoletthatstatementhurtherasmuchasitpossible

can.“Isthatpossible?”

Sikelelanods,dragginginadeepbreath.

“Idon’twanthertobeunhappy.AtfirstIwantedherandItobe

togetherforLanga’ssakeatwhatevercost.ButthenIthoughtof

you,wouldIreallywantyoutobewithmyfatherifhewasstill

aliveknowingverywellhowmiserableyou’dbewithhim?Idon’t

thinkso,you’rewithVusiandyou’rehappy,soam I.Iwantthe

sameforher,tobehappywherevershewantstobehappyat,and

Idon’twanttochangewhoIam orhowIam foranyone.Together

isnotalwaysahappyplace,ifVumoandIarebothhappywewill

beabletoraiseababywithloveinpeace.”

“Soyou’regoingtobreakuptonight?”Cebileasks.



“Wearegoingtotalkandseeifwearereallywhatwewant.But

onethingI’m sureofisthatIcanneverhateher.Angry,

disappointedandhurtbyher,yesthatIwillbe.Buthateher,Idon’t

thinkthat’spossible.Shemeansalottome,morethanwordscan

describe.”

Cebilesmiles,“That’smyboy!YouhaveabigheartandIloveyou

somuch.”

“Urgh,comeonMa!”

“What?IdoloveyouandnowI’m notleavingthisroom untilyou

tellmeyoulovemetoo.”

Well,sheneedstogetout.

“Iloveyoutoo,”hesays,barelyabovewhisper.

“LouderSikelela,I’m sureyouraisedyourvoicewiththatagemate

ofmineyouhookedupwithinDurban.”

Hewillneverheartheendofthis,that’sforsure.

“IloveyoutooMacebi,”hesays,imitatingVusi.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER58

Itfeelslikehe’sbeenwaitingforthismomentforever.Hestands

infrontofthecardoor,CebilehastakenLangaandwrappedhim

inablanket,he’stemporaryherwholeworldrightnow.Vumo

climbsoutofthecar,shecanstandstraightandwalksproperly

now,she’scompletelyhealedandlooksbetterthanthelasttime

hesawher.

Hesmiles,“Hi.”

“Hey,youallcameout?”

Sikelelaglancesathismotherwho’shavingalongconversation

withLanga.

“We’vebeenwaitingthewholeday,”hesaysandstepsforward,

holdingouthisarmsandenvelopingherinawarm hug.

“I’llgetthebags,”hepickshertwoheavybags,askingwhatshe

broughtfrom CapeTownthat’ssoheavy.

TheybidgoodbyetothedriveroftheToyotaCondorthatbrought

herandtheywalkinsidetheyardleavingCebileandLangabehind.

“ItfeelslikeIhaven’tbeeninthisplaceinyears,”sheremarks,

lookingaroundandtryingtobreatheinasmuchairasshe

possiblycan.

Sikelelawalkssilentlynexttoher,he’shappythatshe’sherebut

hisunknownfatestillnibblesatthebackofhishead.



“Idon’tknowwhereIwould’vegoneifyoudidn’ttakemeand

Langain.QambihastakenMatohershackandshecanonlytake

somuch.”

“YoucanneverbehomelesswhileMaandIarestillalive,”hesays.

“Iappreciatethat,especiallyformyson,everychildneedsa

stablehome,”shesays.

Sikeleladropsherbagsonthebedandsighs,lookingaroundto

seeifeverythingisstillokay.

Vumochuckles,“Whocleaned?”

“Idid,”hesays.

“Ifeelproperlywelcomed.IsMagoingtogivemeanyattention

today?”

Helaughs,“Probablynot,Ihaven’theldmysoneither,he’s

suddenlyhersecondborn.”

“IloveLangabutIthinkI’m goingtoenjoythis.Letmepackthe

bags.”Sheopensthebiggeroneandtakestheclothesouttothe

bed.

Sikelelaholdsherarm,stoppingherfrom unpackingmoreclothes.

“Relax,Iwilldothis,youneedtotakeabath,eat,watchsomeTV

andrest.It’sbeenalongjourney,isn’t?”

Shenods,smiling.“Yeah,letmegreetMafirst,maybeshewill

noticemethistime.”

“Idoubtbuttry,”hechucklesandunpacksthebags.



VumowalksoutandheadstothekitchenwhereCebileisloudly

praisingLanga’shandsomeness.

Hesinksonthebedassoonasshedisappearsandexhales

heavily.He’sholdingherT-shirtinhishand,it’snotwashed,itstill

smellsthewayheremembersher.He’striggeredbytheirgood

andbadtimes.Hehasn’tevenappropriatelygushedoverhisonly

survivingsonbecauseofthisheavinessinhisheart.

Hisphonerings…

It’sMela,hisheartskipsafewbeats,maybeSthembiso’s

concernswerevalid.He’scomplicatinghislife,eventhoughhim

andVumoarestilljustLanga’sparentsitwon’tlookgoodifhe

keepsansweringanotherwoman’scalls.

“HeyMelamina,”heanswers,hopingtheirconversationwillbe

briefaspossible.

“Sikelela,areyougood?”

“YeahI’m good,justabitoccupiedatthemoment.”

“Ithoughtyouareofftoday.”

“YesIam.I’m justtakingcareofafewthings...”

“WaitSikelela,isshehome?”Melaasksrememberingthathis

babymamawascominghomethisweek.

“Yeah,shejustarrived,”hesayssoftly,almostinaudible.



“I’m sorry,Iwillcallyousomeothertime,letmeknowwhenyou’re

free,”shesays.

“It’sokay,wecantalkaboutwhateveryouwantedusto…”

Shecutshim short,“No,Ireallydon’twantyoutofeel

uncomfortable.Iknowhowyouare.”

“Thankyou,”hesayswithrelief.

AfterMela’scallhecontinuespackingVumo’sclothesintothe

wardrobeandthrowingsomeintothewashingbasket.

Vumoissittingonthekitchenstoolwithaglassofwaterinfront

ofher.Cebilelaidagrass-matonthefloorwithLangaonherlap.

ShewantstoknowhowVumofeels,tryingnottoimposeher

thoughtsonhereventhoughtheurgetoisburning.

“Doyouthinkyoucannotbehappywithhim?”sheasksliftingher

eyesfrom LangatolookatVumo.

“IthinkIcanbehappy,”shesays,poppingherfingersnervously.

“Butyoustilldon’tthinkyoutwocanbetogether.Whatisit?Isit

becauseofthepastoryou’rejustnotreadyforalonglife

commitment?”

Sheswallows,“Idon’tknowMa.”

“Doyoulovehim?”Cebileasksandreleasesashallowsigh.It

feelslikeshe’snowinterrogatingher.

“Ido,Ilovehim.ButIfeellikethere’snoneedformetobethat



goodgirlwhogetsagoodman,marryyoungandbeaperfect

exampleofawife.Imean,whoam Iimpressingbecausemydad

nolongerwantsme?Whoam Imakingproudwhenmyown

motherisnowhomeless?”

Cebilenods,shedoesn’tfullyunderstandbutshegetswhereshe

mightbecomingfrom.

“Sowhatdoyouwanttodonow?”sheasks.

“Iwanttohealemotionallyandbeagoodpersonformyfamily.I

wanttofindajobandrestoremymother’sdecency.AndmostlyI

wanttobeagoodmothertomysonandtoshowhisfatherhow

sorryIam forthepainI’veputhim through.”

“Doyouthinkyoutwowillevergetbacktogether?”Cebile.

“TherewasneverapointinmylifewhenIdidn’twanttobewith

him,”shesays.

Cebilecracksafeeblysmile,shelovesVumoforallthegreat

thingsshedidforSikelela’semotionaljourney.Itwasharder

beforeher,hewasanemptysoulbutwhenVumocameintohis

lifeCebilesawalightinhim.Shesawanothersideofherson;it

resembledthatofMkhontoexceptthathewaswaytooloving,

caringandhonest.Vumomadehim smilealot,likeotherchildren.

Shegavewarmthtothecold-heartandtaughthim patience.She

fixedwhereCebilehadfailedtofix.

“He’sscared,heaskedmetosleepwithLangatodaysothatyou

twocantalk.Iwishyounothingbutthebestofluck.Iwillsupport

youbothnomatterwhathappens.You’remygrandson’smother,



wheneveryouneedahomemydoorswillbeopenforyou.”

Adropoftearrunsdownhercheeks.Sheinhalessharplyand

wipesit.Shecan’tkeepcryingeveryday.

“ThankyouMa,”shesays.

Cebilelooksatherwithsympathy.“Ihopeyourfatherwillallow

youhomeafterwe’vepaidforthedamages,youdeservetosee

yourson’sgrave.”

Anotherwarm tear!“Ihopesotoo,otherwiseI’dhavetosneakin

tovisithisgrave.Idon’twanthim tothinkIabandonedhim.I’m

stillmourningathearteventhoughI’m notwearingblackclothes.”

“I’m sorryMaNtuli,itwillgetbetterwithtime,”–Cebile.

Shenods,wipinghertearswiththebackofherhand.

-

-

Langahasbeensenttograndma’sbedroom,Vumoiswaiting

restlesslyforSikelelatocome.Itlookslikehe’llbesleepinginthe

samebed,therearetwopillows,whichscareshertodeath

becausethelasttimetheysharedabedthingswentsouth.Nowa

lothashappened,she’sbeenwithMthokoandSikelelawaswith

thatoldwomanwhosenameshewon’tevenbotherremembering

andsheknowsverywellthattheyengagedinalotofsexual

activities.That’sonher;theinitialagreementwastoabstainuntil

shewasreleasedfrom herpositionastheambassadress.So,

whenSikelelafoundoutshehadbrokenthepromisehechoseto



givehisbodytosomeoneelse,shecannotbemadaboutthatbut

itchangeswhotheyarenowfrom whattheywereinthepast.

She’swearinghercottonpyjamasandascarfoverhersleeping

hair-knots.

There’sasoftknock.Normallyhewouldn’tknockbecause,thisis

hisbedroom,butthingsaredifferentnow.

Shesitsonthebed,fixesherpyjamatopandtellshim tocome

rightin.He’sfullydressed;ablackjacket,jeansandsneakers.It

feelslikeolddays,whenhe’dcomefrom Durbantoseeherather

homeandleavebythebreakofdawnthenextday.

“Whyareyoudressedlikeyou’regoingsomewhere?”sheasks,

shakingofftheuneasinessshe’sbeenengulfedin.

“It’scold,”hesayswithachuckle.

“Andthecap?”sheasks.

“Idon’thavehair,myheadiscold,Ican’twrapascarflikeyou,”he

says.

Hestandsnexttothebed,scratchinghisforeheadunderthecap

andlookingjustasuneasily.

“Didyoueat?”heasks.

“Withoutachoice,Ihavetopumpmilkforyourson,”shesays.

There’sanappreciatingsmileteasinghislips.Heasksifhecan

sitandVumoagrees.

Theysitinawkwardsilenceforquiteawhile.Juststealing



glancesateachotherandkeepingtheirbreathssteady.

“It’sawkwardthatweplanned,thisisnothappeningnaturally,”

Vumosays,breakingtheawkwardsilence.

Hechuckles,“Itis.ItevenfeelslikeI’m sittingnexttoastranger,

yetthere’ssomuchIfeelinside,Ijustdon’tknowhowtoputit.”

Well,nowtheyarehere,he’snolongerangryordisgustedbyher,

maybetheycantalkregardlessoftheawkwardnessofitall.

“Maybewecanstartonthedaythingsended,”shesaysandsums

inahugebreath.

He’snotsayinganythingforthenexttwominutes,heknewthis

daywascomingandhepreparedforitbutnowwordsjustkeep

jumblingup.

Thensighsfaintlyandlooksather.Theireyeslock,hedoesn’t

lookaway.“AttimesIfeellikenoneofthiswould’vehappenedif

youjustpickedupyourphoneandcalledme.Iwould’vebeen

there,firsttaxiorlasttaxihome.Butthenagainmaybethat

neededtohappenforustobeabletohaveaconversationlike

this.”

Headjustsandsitsdirectlyfacingher.“Youhurtmemorethan

anyoneinthisworld.ForweeksIlaidawakeinthedeephoursof

nightaskingmyselfhowcouldyoulookatmeintheeyesandlie

forsuchalongtime.Didyoufeelsorryformeoryoujustfelt

nothing?”

Sheexhalesheavily,“IfeltsorryformyselfbecauseIruinedoneof

themostbeautifulthingsIhadinmylife.You.ButIdidn’twantto



loseyou,Iwasscaredallthetimes,andwhenIfoundoutabout

youbeingaHlongwaneIknewitwasalmostover,you’ddumpme

andneverlookatmyway.ButIwanttoknowSikelela….”

He’slookingatherattentively.

Sheasks,“Whyyoudidn’ttellmeaboutyourfather?AllalongI

thoughtyoudidn’tknowwhoyourfatherwas.Youmadeitseem

thatway.”

“Iwasstilltryingtodealwiththatpartofmylife,”hesaysshifting

hiseyesaway.

“Weweretogetherforyearsnotmonths,andnotevenonceyou

werecomfortablesharingthatwithme?”

“Thatwas…I’m sorry,”hesays.

“Youdon’thavetobesorry.Butdon’tyouthinkitdoesn’tmake

senseforyoutoincludemeinyourdreamsofbeingabetterman

thanyourfatherbutnottellmeabouthim,atall?”

Hefrownsslightly,inobjection.“Iwasn’tblindsidingyouandthere

wasn’tanythingmaliciousaboutmewantingtobeabetterman

thanmyfather.”

“Soyouwantedtomarrymebecauseyouwantedtomarrymeor

becauseyourfatherdidn’tmarryyourmother?”

“IwantedtomarryyoubecauseIlovedyou.Ifthegoalwastoget

marriedcomerainandsunshineIwould’vebeenmarriedbynow,

don’tyouthink?”

Shedragsinadeepbreathandnods.“Ihearyou.”



“CanIaskyouaquestion?”heasks.

Shegiveshim ago-aheadlookandheasks,

“DoyoustilllovemeVumokuhle?”

“Ido,”shenods,keepinghereyeslockedinhis.

“Doyouseeanyfuturebetweenus?”heasks.

Shedoesn’tanswer,hereyesdropforasecondbeforeshe

inhalessharplyandlooksathim again.“Ifthefuturelinksmeinto

somethingthathasanythingtodowithprovingparentswrongor

right,makingthem proudorlivingtocertainstandards,thenI’d

ratherloveyoufrom adistanceandallowyoutobewithsomeone

else.”

Tearsprickhiseyes.“Islettinggoofmethateasy?”

“NoSikelela,I’dratherbesadbecauseIallowedyoutobehappy

thantobehappythatIheldyoubackfrom achievingyourdreams

andlivingthelifeyouenvisioned,”shesays.

He’sstaringather,hiseyesglisteningwithtears.“Ididn’tdo

anythingformyfather.Inspiredsomeofmydecisions,yeshis

actionsdid.ButeverythingIdidwasforyouVumo.Iputallmy

effortsintodoingeverythingrightforyou,byyouandyourparents.

Youdidn’ttellmeitwaswrongofmetoprovemyselftoyour

fatherwhenhewantednothingtodowithme.Youwatchedme

andhelpedmeprovemyintentionsofyoutohim.Butnowyou

cannotbewithmeforthethingsthatIdidmostlyforyou,things

thatbothofusfeltwereokay.”



Sherubsherforeahead,“Sikelelayou’renotgettingmypoint!”

“ThentellmewhatI’vedonewrong?Howismewantingtomarry

youandhaveafamilywithyousobad?”

“BecauseIdon’twanttobemarriednow.Idon’tcareabout

marriageandbringingfamiliesintooneandhavingmyfather

acceptinglobolaand…”

“Idocare.DoesitnotcountthatIdo?”heasks.

Shesighsandliesonherback,staringupwithworrylines

creasedonherforehead.

“I’m sorry,”heswallowshardandcovershisfacewithhishands

foraminute,controllinghisbreathsandfightingbacktears.“It’s

fine,let’senditandfocusonLanga.”

“Okay,”shenodsandlooksaway.

Sikelelastandsandputshiscapbackon.Vumo’seyesturn,she

looksathim withtearsflowingdown.

“YouthinkIdon’tloveyou?Lookintomyeyes,you’llseehow

brokenIam.Iwanttogrow,I’velearntfrom mymistakesandpart

oflearningisnotrepeatingthem again.Idon’twanttohurtyou.”

Hecrackles,shakinghishead.“YesyoulovemesomuchVumo

thatyoucheatedonmeandthenwalkedawayfrom mebecause

mydreamsnolongeralignedwithyours.Andapparentlywhen

Vumo’sheartchangeseveryoneshouldjustbow,”hesays

headingtowardsthedoor.

“IwantyoutobehappySikelela,whycan’tyouunderstandthat?”



She’scrying.

Hepausesandlooksback,“MaybebecauseIwantedtobehappy

withyou.”

“Withoutmakinganycompromises?”sheasks.

“Oh,compromisebyactingmorelikeHubo?I’m uptightand

boringandnotinterestedintheBigFiveandanyadventurethat

peoplelike,that’showthefuckIam.”

“Sikelelaifyouhadanythingyouwereinterestedinyouwouldn’t

besoobsessedwithaweddingbandandbeingcalledahusband.

Aftergettingmarriedat28whatnext?What’syournextdream?

Nothing,that’swhereyourvisionends,from thereyou’llwaitfor

death.”

“Yes,Iwon’tbeawhore,”hesays.

“Ohreally?Let’shopetherewon’tbeanyold-agehomearound.”

Shefoldsherarmsandglaresathim.

“WhatmakesyouthinkI’m notcapableofgettingawomanmy

age?”heaskswithaconnivinggrin.

“GoandgetherSikelela.Idon’tcare,Ihaveabeautifulsontotake

careof,”shesays,pullingtheduvetoverherheadandtuckingher

headunderit.

Hedoesn’twalkout,hereturnstothebedandstandsnexttoher

withaheavysigh.Hepeelstheduvetoffherandliftsherup

regardlessofherlittleprotest.

Shestandsinfrontofhim butlooksaway.She’shurt…andangry.



“Idon’twanttobewithoutyou,everagain.ButIcan’tbetheonly

onecompromising,youhavetomeetmehalfway.Uthando

lusekhona,”hesays.

Shenods,tearsmaketheirwaydownagain.Hepullsherintohis

armsandembraceshertightly.

Shereleasesafaintsighandcloseshereyes,restingherheadon

hischest.“Ineverstoppedlovingyou.Let’sworkonuswith

patienceandcombinedefforts.Ifithurtswewillstop.”

Hislipslowerdown,hisfingerfindsherchinandliftsitup.He

presseshislipsonhersandslowlyseparatesthem andsucksher

lowerliptenderly.Itfeelsdifferentandgood,hishandwraps

aroundherneckandbringshercloser,deepeningthekiss.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER59

CEBILE

Shewalksintothekitchenandlooksaround.Itdoesn’tlooklike

anyoneslepthere,asmilecreepsoverherfaceassheslightly

shakesherheadindelight.Isthiswhatitmeanstobea

grandmother?Shewillbebabysittingwhiletheparentssleeptill

thesunraysentertheirarses?She’snotcomplainingthough,she

onlyneedsmilkfrom Vumoandthentheycancontinuecuddling

inpeace.

SheleavesLanga’smilkbottlessoakedinthebasinofwaterand

goestoSikelela’srondavelthat’sstillclosed.

Sheknocksoutside,“MaNtuliareyoustillalive?”

There’smovementinside,shetakesastepbackandwaitsuntil

thedooropens.Vumoisstillwearingherpyjamas,shelooks

happierthanyesterday.

Cebilemouthsquietly,“Heslepthere?”

Vumosmiles,“Yeah,he’sstillinside.”

ShewantstoknowmorebutVumolooksabituncomfortable.

Maybetheycangosomewhereelseandcatchup.

“Langaneedsmilk,youneedtocomeandeatsomethingsothat

youcanpumpbeforethelastbottlefinishes.”



Vumonods,“Letmebrushmyteeth,Iwillcome.”

Cebileleaveswithasmileonherface.Itlookslikeherprayers

wereanswered,nothingmakesherhappythanseeingthem

together.

Vumopourswaterintothebasinandwashesherfaceand

brushesherteethbeforegoingoutsidetothrowthewater.When

shecomesbackSikelelahaswokenup,he’ssittingagainstthe

bed’sleg,stillwrappedintheduvethesleptwithonthefloor.

“PleasebringLangaifyougotoMa’sroom,”hesays.

Shechucklesandlooksathim hopelessly.“Goodmorningtoyou

tooBabaKaLanga.”

“I’m sorry,I’m notusedtowakinguptoahumanbeing,I’m a

bachelor.GoodmorningMaGodide.”

Thatfeltandsoundednormal.

“SoI’m MaGodideagain?”She’ssmiling.

Hisgazesoftens,thecornerofhisupperlipcurvesintoasmile.

“Youlookbeautiful,Ihavemissedyou.”

“ReallySikelela?Ithoughtyoudidn’tthinkaboutmewhenwe

wereapart.”

“Ithoughtaboutyoueveryday.Ijustlearnttolivewithit.ButnowI

don’thavetodoitanymore,myloveisbacktome.”

Shesmiles,“ThistimeIwon’tdisappointyou,aslongasweare



honestwitheachotherandnotrushingintoanything.Westill

needtoheal.Wehaveourwholelivestogether.”

“Iloveyou,”hesays,hisheartwrappedinhiswords.

“Iloveyoutoo.Thanksforeverythingandforkissingmelastnight.

Itwasgood,Ifeltlovedafteraverylongtime,itfeltlikehome.”

“Becauseyou’rehomeVumo.Onlyweknowhowtoloveeach

other.”Hestandstohugher,leavingtheduvetbundledonthe

floor.He’swearingonlyatrunkshortandseeminglyhismember

isawaketoo.

Vumowantstokisshim butheturnshisfaceawayandchuckles.

“Onlyyouhavebrushedyourteeth.You’regoingtovisitmein

Durban,right?”

“Yes,”shenods.

“HowlongdoIwaitthistime?”Itdoesn’tsoundgoodwhenhe

putsitlikethat,buthedidn’tmeananyharm.

“Twomonthsnow,”shesayswithhereyesdropped.

“That’saverylongtime.ButIwillwaitbecauseIloveyou,Ijust

hopenothingcomesbetweenusthistime.”

Sheexhalesheavily,“Nothingisgoingtocomebetweenusnow.”

Hewrapshisarmsaroundher,hisexcitedmemberthrobbingup

againsthisnavelcausinghisbreathtodeepens.

Theireyeslock,there’slonginginhiseyes,unfedhungerhe’s

enduredforsolong.He’sbeendeprivedofherforyears,itwas

specialbeforeandit’sstillspecialnow,becauseit’sher,the



womanheloves.

“Istillwantittobespecial,”hetellsher.

Vumo’seyesprickwithtears.Iftherewasaresetbuttoninlife

shewould’vestartedthisafresh.“Whydoyoulovemesomuch

Sikelela?Notevenmyfatherlovesmethewayyoudo.”

“BecauseIseemyworldinyoureyes,”hehugsheragain.

Herheartisbeatingfast,she’shappyyetsoscaredofthe

unknownjourneylyingaheadofthem.

“Letmegetourson,”shesays,almostwhispering.

Heplantsakissonhercheekandslowlypushesheroff,“Letme

getdressed,beforeLangaseeshisfatherwithababyarm poking

from histrunk.”

Shechuckles,“He’sjustamonthold,hedoesn’tknowanything.”

“Still,thisisembarrassing.”Hesearchesforhispantsandputs

them on.Hedoesn’tfitanyone’sstandardsofhandsomeness,

he’sanAfricanman,darktothebonewithdefinedmusclesand

scarsfrom hisbelligerence.

She’scaughtstaringandtheybothlaughbeforeshechangesand

headsout.

CebileseesVumowalkinginandlaughs,slightlyshakingherhead.

“Ithoughtyousaidyouwerejustbrushingyourteethand

coming.”



“I’m sorryMa,ishetroublingyou?”

“No,notatall.Mygrandsonissuchanangel,youshouldlethim

visitgrandmother’sbedroom moreoften.”

“Whatifhisstep-grandfatherishere?”Vumoaskswitha

suppressedgrin.

“VusiknowsI’m agrandmother.I’m goingtobuyhim asleeping

cotandkeepitinmybedroom,”shesaysandshrugsoffthetopic,

startingamoreinterestingone.

“Youlookhappythismorning,”sheremarks.

Vumosmiles,“Itwentwell,weareokaynow.”

“You’rebacktogether?”–Cebile.

“Yes,weare.”

Cebile’ssmilespreadsoverherface.“Iknewyoutwowouldfind

yourwaytooneanother.Ihopetherewon’tbeanydemons

standinginyourwaythistimearound.”

“Thistimeit’sforever,”Vumoassuresherandasksifshecould

takeLangatogreethisfather.Cebileisnothappywiththat,she

tellsVumotobringhim backifhecries.

HerownmotherisyettomeetLangabutshe’sateasenow

knowingthatLangahasafamilywho’llalwaysbethereforhim.

-

-

HUBO



He’sdrivingtheRAV4onelasttimebeforeit’spassedtoSikelela.

He’spickinghim uponhiswaytoDurbansinceSikelelaisalso

goingbacktoEffingham.KnowingthatVumoisattheDlamukas

hedecidestowaitforhim inoneofthelocalshops.Maybeone

dayhe’dbeabletoseeLanga,providedVumowon’tbearound

becausethelastthingLanganeedsistheirnegativeenergy.

Hisphonerings…

Ifit’snothisestrangedbabymamathenwhoelse?

“Yebomthakathi,”heanswers.(Yeswitch)

“ThanksforthenameMahubo,howareyou?”Ayandaasks.

“HowdoyouthinkIam?”Todayisjustnotoneofthosedays

wherehetakeseveryone’sbullshit.

“Iwantustomeet,”shesays.

“Talkaboutwhat?Yourhusbandhidmysonfrom mymothers,

they’restillwaitingforyourmother’scalltothisday.Whereare

yougoingwiththis?”

“Qoboisfine.Canwemeetandtalk?”sheasks.

Hesighsandpuffshiscigarette,“Aboutwhat?There’snothingI’m

goingtotalktoyouaboutifyou’renotbringingmyson.”

“It’sabouthim,”shesays.

Hisheartbeatsrapidly.“Isheokay?”

“Yeah,he’s…he’sfine.”Shedoesn’tsoundveryconvincing.



“Ayandaismysonokay?”Heraiseshisvoice.

“He’sactingstrangelately.Ijustwanttoknowifit’ssomething

connectedtothesurnamebeforeIinvolveprofessionalhelp.”

“Soyou’reaskingmyadvice.Am Inowagoodcutforafather?”

Ayandaexhalesaudibly,“Huboplease!”

“Whatisit?”Thisisnotfairbutatleasthe’shearingabouthisson.

“Heeatshisownpoop.Ihadtoputhim backtothediapersbuthe

stilltakesitoffandeatshisdirt.”

Ohwow!He’sneverheardanythinglikethis.

“Soyounevercalltotellmeanythinggoodabouthim,youonly

wanttotellmeabouthim eatingshit?I’m agoodadviserofshit?”

“Hubocomeon,Maaskedmeifit’ssomethingmaybeyour

mothersdid.ButIrefusetobelievethatanyonewouldstoopso

lowandmesswithaninnocentchild’smindjusttoproveapoint.”

Justwhenhethoughthe’sheardeveryinsultfrom herdirectedto

hisfamily!

“ItmustbenicetohaveavaginabetweenyourlegsAyanda

becauseIcannotkickyourassevenwhenIseeyou.”

“Ididn’tsaytheydidit.Ijustwantedtoknowifthere’sanything

youknowaboutthisact,”shesays.

“BringmysonhomeAyanda.Heneedshisancestors.Areyou

thatcruel?You’regoingtolethim sufferbecauseofyourpersonal

perspectivesaboutme,”heasks.



“Youknowwedon’tbelieveinsuchthingsathome,”Ayandasays.

“Hecanchoosewhenhe’sgrown.Peoplealwayssaymothers

woulddoanythingtomakesuretheirchildrenareokay.Bethat

mothertoo,dowhat’sgoodfortheboy.”Hefeelsalumprisingin

histhroatandreleasesadeepsigh.“Iwillmakecompromisestoo.

Iwillletyougo,Iwillrespectyourmarriage,yourhusbandcanbe

inhislifetoo,Iwon’tbeanytrouble.EveninthevillageI’m not

goingtodoanythingcrazy,I’m notgoingtocreateanymore

scandals.PleaseAyanda,I’m beggingyoufrom thebottom ofmy

heart.”

There’sabriefmomentofsilence.He’sanxiouslywaitingforher

response,heknowshe’sbadnewsbutitdoesn’tmeanhecan’t

changeandbecomeabetterpersonforhisson.

“Wherearethepeopleyouwerefightingwith?”Ayandaasksafter

amoment.

“They’rearoundbuttherehasn’tbeenanyattacklately,”hesays.

“Butitdoesn’tmeanit’sover,doesit?”sheasks.

“It’snotoverbutIwouldneverletanythingbadhappentomyson.

I’dlosemylifebeforeanyonetoucheshim.”

Shesighs,“Iwilltalktomyhusbandagain.”

“WhenshouldIexpectyourcall?”He’sfeelingabithopeful.They

haven’ttalkedinthiscivilmannerinalongtime.

“Tomorrow,”shesays.

-



-

Sikelelafinallycomes,he’snotalonethough,he’saccompanied

byVumowho’scarryinghisbag.HuboknewSikelelawouldn’t

reallyletgoofher.Hedidn’tletgoofAyandaeitherbuthe’sgoing

tojudgehim.

Heclimbsoutofthecar,Vumo’seyesmeethisandshe

immediatelyhandsthebagtoSikelela.Huboremainsbythedoor

ofhiscaranddoesn’tinconvenienceherbywalkingcloser.They

dotheircouplewhispersandhuggoodbye.Vumoturnsback

homewhileSikelelawalkstowardsHubowithagrinonhisface.

“DoesMelaknows?”Huboasks.

“Yeah,sheknowsandsherespectsmydecision.Howareyou

Hubolethu?”

Huboclickshistongueandgetsbackinthecar.Sikelelaloadshis

bagatthebackandgetsonthepassengerseat,stillgrinninglike

aCheshirecat.

“DidyougetridoftheMthokoguyoryou’regoingtosharewith

him?”–Hubo.

Sikelelaunwrapshismintygum,nottakinganyoffense.“Didyou

getridofthepastor?”

“Oh,she’staughtyoutotalkbacktoyouradults?Tellme,howis

thisgoingtowork?”

“What?”Sikelelalooksathim.

“DoIbecomeapart-timebrothernowbecauseyouhaveawoman



whodoesn’tlikeme?”

“No,I’m sureyouarenotthatpetty.IfIcanbeokaywithbothyou

whatcanstopyoutwofrom makingpeace?”

“Peaceforwhat?ThatItoldyouexactlywhatshewas.I’m never

goingtoapologizetoher.Shetreatedmelikeawhoreanyway,

she’soneofthosewhoneversawanygoodinme,peoplewant

youwhentheywantyouandwhenthey’redonetheytreatyoulike

trash.”

Sikelelablowsaheavysigh.“WhatdidAyandadothistime?”

-

-

VUMO

She’sabitemptywithSikelelagoneandCebiletotallyfocusedon

hergrandson.Sikelelawantstopayforthedamagesintwo

weekstimeandsortoutthetwinsidentityassoonaspossible.

WithhermotherrestrictedanddeniedaccessattheNtuli

homesteadshe’sleftwithnochoicebuttocallthemanwho

hasn’ttalkedtoherinaverylongtime.

ShedoesdishesandleavesCebileputtingLangatosleep.She

canstillsmellandfeelSikelelawherehesat.HisT-shirtisonthe

bed,hemust’veforgottentoputitinthewashingbasket.She

takesitandputsitonoverhershirt-dressandthensits.

Shedialsherfather’snumberandrecitesasmallprayerbefore



callinghim.

“ThisisNtuli,who’sthere?”heasks,hisimpatientgreeting

furtherlyscatteringhernervesallovertheplace.

“Babait’sme,Vumokuhle,”shesays.

Silence…

She’sholdingherbreath.

“Vumokuhlewhatdoyouwant?”heasks.

Hisvoiceiscolderthanitwaswhenhepickedup.

“Sikelelawantstocomeandpayforthedamages,”shesays.

“Asheshould.Who’sgoingtopayforinkomokanyoko?”

Theydidn’tdiscussthat.Itdidn’tcrosshermindbutonething

she’ssureofisthatshe’snotgoingtoaskHubotopayforthat

cow.Maybeifitwassomeoneelse,who’snotrelatedtoHuboat

all,andiftheygotalong.Butnowit’sjustimpossible.

Sheclearsherthroat,“I’dliketocomehomebeforetheday

comes.Iwanttoseewheremysonrests,Ididn’tgetachanceto

saygoodbyetohim.”

“Ifyourmotherhadtoldyoutocloseyourlegsmaybeyou

wouldn’thaveangeredtheancestorsandhaddisabledbabies.”

“Thedoctorsaidithadnothingtodowithme.It’snotacurseor

anythingconnectedtotheancestorsanger,Ididn’tcausemy

son’sdeath.”

“Andyoulistenedtothatdoctorbutwhenyourelderstoldyouto



takecareofyourbodyyoudidn’tlisten.”

Shekeepsquiet,herheartistooheavyforherchest.

“Findthatboywhoinvadedmykraal,hemustbringyourmother’s

cowotherwiseIdon’twantyouhere.”

“Butbabamysonisthere.CanIcomeandseehisgraveonlyand

thenleave?”

“Ifyoucomebyforcecarryaspadetodighim upandleavewith

him.I’m notgoingtobedisrespectedbyyouVumokuhle,never!”

Herhandtrembles,thephoneslipstohershoulderandfallson

thebed.Howcanhebesounforgiving?Thisisherfather,aman

who’ssupposedtoembraceherwithalltheimperfectionsand

guideher.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER60

LONDEKAHLONGWANE

I’m shootingforanadcampaignthisweekend,whichmeans

starvingmyselfthewholeweekanddrinkinglotofwater.Inever

hadafoodproblem beforeIstarteddatingSgcino,Icouldeat

anythingIwantandmybodywouldn’tgainagram.ButnowIhave

towatchwhatIeatandworkoutforcrazyhoursbecausemy

bodyreacttomyeatingpatterns.IblameSgcinoforit,don’task

why.Beingamodelwasn’tevenmydream,itwasallNtuthuko’s

ideaandnowI’m theoneeatingvegesinsteadofchickenwings

anddoughnuts.

I’m bookedtoaspraytanappointmentandhaircutatthesalon.I

wastryingtogrowhairbutNtuthukoinsiststhatchiskopiswhat

definesmybrand.He’sright,peopleknowmeasthebaldSkinture

girl.I’m heretoconfirm thefinedetailsandalsotocheckupon

him.He’sacousin-in-law,ourrelationshipisdeeperthanjustwork.

Asusual,Ijustletmyselfinwithoutknocking.He’sstandingwith

hisbackturnedandhandswrappedonsomebodywho’ssitting

ontopofhisdesk.Amalesomebody,he’soneofhissigned

models.

Igaspatthedoorandstepbackwards,slammingthedoorinfront

ofme.IknewsomethingwasupbutthewaySgcinobrusheditoff

mademestartbelievingthatmyfeelingswerewrong.



Thedooropenshurriedly,I’m stillstandingoutsidetryingtopull

myselftogethersothatIdon’traiseeyebrowswhenIwalkoutof

here.

“Ohmygoodness,Londeka!”Helooksembarrassed,sodoI.

Idon’tevenknowhowtolookathim.He’samarriedmanwitha

wifeandkidsbackinthevillage.

“It’snotwhatitlookslike,Iwastakingmeasurementsfornext

week’scostumes.”

Sincewhenhe’sresponsibleforcostumes?I’m temptedtorollmy

eyesbutIwastheonewhointruded.

“Sorry,Ishould’veknocked.Howlonguntilyou’redonetakinghis

measurements?”

Thecornerofhislipcurvesup,“Anhourwillbeenough.Canyou

domeafavor?”

Inod,aslongasI’m notsenttobuycondoms.

“Don’ttellanyone,”hesays.

Iguesshedoesn’tknowmetoowell.Nothingeverstaysinmy

chest,I’m askinghiscousinaboutitassoonasIgetoutofhere,I

willtellhim nottotellanyonetoo.

“Mylipsarezipped.ButcanIaskyouaquestion?”Hegivesmea

go-aheadnod.“Whydidyoumarryawoman?”

“BecauseIloveher,”hesays.



“Andthisguy?”Ipointmyheadatthedoor.

“It’sjustafling,”heshrugs.

Idon’tbelievehim butit’snotmyplace,soIletitgo.

Imeetupwiththegirlsatthestudio,thisisold-daysmodeling

crewwhereeveryonelooksterribleskinnyandtall.Ntuthukois

verystrictwhenitcomestoweight,yougainakilo,hetakesyou

offgigsuntilyou’rebacktowhatheapprovesof.Soit’sa

skeletongathering.

There’sagirlcalledAshley,shelooksdowntoday,Idecidetosit

nexttoherandfindoutwhat’sgoingon.

“Areyouokay?”Iask.

Sheshakesherhead.

NowIhavetoaskwhat’swrong,Imightaswelljustbecomethe

therapistofthisagency.

“Doyouwanttotalkaboutit?”

Sheheavesasigh,“I’vebeenreplacedwithNonny,I’m nolonger

goingtoDurbanFashionWeek.”

I’m surprised,IthoughtshewasNtuthuko’sfavorite.

“Whatwashisreason?”Iask.

“Ineedtoseeadentistandthatscheduledtobeintwoweeks,”

shesays.



“Whydoyouneedtoseeadentist?”I’m confused.

“Fordentalbleaching.”

I’veneverheardofthatbefore,soeverythinginAfricagets

bleached;skin,hairandnowteeth.

“Whydoyouneedtobleachyourteeth?”Iask.

Shepushesherhairbackandreleasesasigh.She’snotreadyto

givemethedetails,I’m probablyfrustratingherevenmore.Ilook

atherteethbeforeIgo,IthinkColgate-OpticWhitecanfixthem,I

don’tthinkthey’vegottenthatbrown.

Kellycallsmyname,Iturnmyeyestoheratthestudioentrance

andnoticeawomanwithabigbagstandingnexttoher.She’snot

oneofusandshedoesn’tlooklikeanaspiringmodeleither.She’s

dressedinalongsatinskirtandawhiteFilacrew-neckT-shirt

that’stuckedinherskirtandlayeredwithablazeronthe

shoulders.She’sgotaturbanwrappedonherheadandapairof

shoulder-dusterearrings.I’m ruralbutI’m classyvibes!

“IsNtuthukointheoffice?”Kellyasksme.

“Yes,who’sasking?”I’m stealingglancesatthewoman.

“Hiswife,”Kellysays.

Ohshit!Ishould’veputoneandtwotogether.Thesepeoplehave

childrentogether,I’m notsuresheknowsthatherhusbandlivesa

doublelife.

“Ummm hi,”I’m stuttering.I’m sonervous,you’dswearI’m theone



cheating.

“Londeka,wefinallymeet.”Shedropsherbagonthefloorand

hugsme.Ok,I’m acelebrity,verywellknown.

“Sgcinocannotstoptalkingaboutyou,”shesays.

Oh,that’swhatsheknowsmefor.Ismilewithaneyeroll.She’s

actuallythefirstfamilymemberofSgcinotogivemeawarm hug,

besideNtuthuko.

“Thisisasurprise,nobodytoldmeyou’dbeinDurban,”Isay,I’m

stilltryingtocomeupwithabetterwaytodealwiththis.DoIlet

hergotoNtuthuko’sofficeandseeherhusbandshagginghis

modelorIsavehim thisonetimeandlethim handlethishisway,

athistime?

“Didtheyevenwantustomeet?I’m Sonto,MaZwide.”She’s

huggingmeagain.Whatasweetwoman!

“Londeka,MaHlongwane;thedaughter-in-lawofMaNgcobo,”Isay.

Shecracksup.Iguesssheknowsthehistory.

“Howisshe?Mybestfriend,”Iask.

“She’swell,Ihaveaparcelforhisson,”shesays,stilllaughing.

“Ihopeit’snotabombtokillmeinmysleep,”Isay.

Shelaughsharder,“She’sjustadogwithnoteeth.”

“Idon’ttrusthereitherway.Let’sleavethisbaghereandgoget

somethingtodrink.”

Shechucklesawkwardly,“Ineedtoseemyhusbandfirst.”



“He’sbusywithoneofthetopdesignerswho’llbeparticipatingin

DurbanFashionWeek.”Ican’tbelieveI’m gettingmyselfinvolved

inNtuthuko’scheatingscandals.

IlookatKelly,“Pleasetellhim HISWIFEishere,gettingadrink

withme.”

Kellynodswithaslightfrown.IleavewithMaZwide,deepdownI

knowI’m lettingherdown,I’m betrayingthewomenmovement

andsidingwithacheatingman.

-

-

Idon’tknowwhatSgcinodidbutI’m nottalkingtohim.He’shere,

crackinghisheadprobablytryingtofigureouthowhe’ssuddenly

abadperson.Butafterhiscousinwalkedtohissweetwifewith

aninnocentfaceandkissedherlipslikehewasn’tfucking

anothermanintheoffice,he’sverymuchdeservingofthisanger.

“I’m comingtoyourphotoshoottomorrow,maybewecanpose

forsomecouplepicturestoo.”He’stryingtobreaktheice.

Idon’trespond,I’m staringatmyreflectiononthemirror.Ilook

unfamiliar,I’vebeensousedtomyafrohairthatnowIjustseea

potatowhenlookingatmyself.

“Doyouwantustogoandeatout?”Honestly,hisvoiceisadding

tomyugliness.

“KeepquietSgcino,”Isay.

“WhatdidIdovele?I’m herevisitingmygirlfriendandI’m being



ignoredwithoutareason.”

Withoutareason?I’m notstupid,Iwouldn’tbeangryatsomeone

fornoreason.

“Yourcousinsleepswithothermenwhilehe’smarried,”Isay.

“Howisthatmyfault?”Hefrowns.

“You’rehiscousin,youcallhim everyday,obviouslyyou’veknown

ofhisdoublelifeandyoudidn’tseeanythingwrongwithit.You’re

notevenshocked,ayshame!”Iclapmyhands;Igiveuponmen

andthisnewlookofmine.

“Londekaeveryfamilyhassecrets,whydoyouexpectmetogo

aroundspreadingmine?”

“Sowhenyoutellmesomethingyou’respreadingit?”Wow,can

thisdayendalready?

“Soyou’retryingtotellmewearegoingtofightoverother

people’smarriages?”

Well,itdoesn’tmakesensewhenheputsitthatway.Butforthe

sakeofwomensolidarityIwillcontinuebeingangry.Ican’tjust

stopbeingangryabruptly,whatabouttheemotionsI’veinvested

inthisanger?

“StullSgcino,you’rejustasbadasheis,”Isay.

“Okay,sowhatareyougoingtodoaboutit?Sitinfrontofthe

mirrorandlookatallanglesofyourface,ignoringme?”

“I’m tryingtofindoutwhichangleIlookbeautifulfrom,”Isaywith

aheavysigh.WhydidIletNtuthukothecheaterconvincemethat



Ineedtoremovemyhair?Phewww.

“Let’sgooutandhavedinner,youlookbeautiful.Ifyoucanwear

thesameoutfityouworewhenwefirstmet,I’dproposetoyou

tonight.”

Ismilefeebly,hopinghewon’tthrowinthemarriagesubjectagain.

That’shisonlypresentgoal,I’m notagainstitbutI’m scaredthe

nextstagewillbechildrenandIjustbeganmycareer.

“I’m stillwaitingforthedate,”hesays,likehewasreadingmy

thoughts.

“Myfamilyisstilldealingwiththechaosofmybrothers,”Isay.

“Thenourrelationshipcouldbethejoytheyreallyneedrightnow.

Imaginehowhappythey’dbewatchingtheZulucowscrowding

yourfather’skraal.”

ForsomereasonsI’m smiling.I’veneverhadadaythat’sallabout

me.Besidecomplainingabouteverythingandslicingeverybody

withmysharptongue,there’snothingmymothersexpectfrom

me.Idon’tthinktheyevenknowthere’ssomeonewholovesme

somuchandseesmeabovealltheimperfections.

“Whatdoyouwanttoeat?”Iask.

“Food,”hesays.

“Youhavetospecify.Wearepracticingbeingwifeandhusband,if

Isurvivetonightthenyoucanwritealettertomybrother,”Isay.

Allhisteethareout.He’scomingtome,lookingsohappy,myribs

almostcrushinhistighthug.



“YouaskedwhatIwanttoeat?”Hishandsgrabmybutt.

“Likearealhusbandwhojustgothomefrom work,”Isay.

“Well,thisisthefoodI’dwantasahusbandcomingfrom work.

Wecanorderpizzaafteryou’vetakencareofthishunger.”

“Soyou’renotgoingtochangeevenwhenwearemarried?You’ll

stillactlikeanobsessedboyfriendwhojustgotintothe

relationship?”Iask.

“Idon’twanttomarryyoubecauseIwantthingstochange

betweenus,IsimplywantyouandItobelegallytogether.Ihate

sneakingaround,I’m 40yearsold.”

Igivehim alook,nowhewantsmyfamilytocallhim a

grandfather.He’scloseto40butnotthereyet,wtf!

“Ngishadengingazengikhathale,ilangaseliyashona,”hesays.

(MarrymebeforeIgettooold,thesunisabouttosetdown)

Ihatethathe’snotlying,ourchildrenwillhaveagrey-hairedfather

inschoolparents’meeting.

-

-

Hekepthispromise,todayweareshootingfortheadcampaign

andhe’sheretosupportme.Alotishappeningtoday,I’m abody

paintmodelfortheday,I’m beingturnedintothisWestAfrican

goddesspaintedwithAfricanillustrationelementsallovermy

body.I’m wearingonlyapieceofcloththat’scoveringmyprivate

partandbutt,andnudenipplecovers.



Wearestartingwithanindoorphotoshoot.Sgcinowalksinas

theysetupthecameras.

HestandsnexttoNtuthuko,doesn’tacknowledgehim orsay

anything.Ionlyrealizenowthathedoesn’tlookhappy.

“Youwanttojoin?”Ntuthukoaskshim,he’sbusywiththe

wallpaperbehindme.

“She’snaked,”hesays.

Yawn!Sothisiswhatthelongfaceisfor?Ithoughthe

understoodhowthisthingworks,hegotmeintoit.

“She’snot,I’vehadnudemodelsphotoshoot,trustmeitlooks

nothinglikethis.”

“ButwouldyoudothistoMaZwide?”Sgcinoasks.

Ihopehedoesn’tendupruiningthingsforme.Thisisoneofmy

mostpaidprojects.

“MaZwideisnotamodel,”Ntuthukosays.

Theyholdastarebattleforaminute,thenheturnstomeand

looksatmefrom headtotoe.

“Youdidn’ttellmethisishowyou’dlook,”hesays.

“Ididn’tseetheneedto.It’snotlikeI’m walkinginpublicnaked,

weareshootingforanadcampaignandI’m coveredinpaint.”

“LondekathisisnotAmerica,couldn’tyouwearacostumethat

coversyourbreasts?”

“Canwetalkaboutthisathome?You’remakingmelook



unprofessional,Ithoughtyouwereheretosupportme.”

Hehuffs,“Wewilldefinitelytalkaboutit,that’sforsure.”

IneedadrinkbutIknowNtuthukowouldcomeformysoulifI

darerequestitandputthepaintsonmyfaceatrisk.He’shardto

workfor,that’swhymostofhismodelsaredepressed,buthisis

oneofthebestagenciesinDurbanandifyou’reunderhim you’re

guaranteedtohavehighratesandgetthebestgigs.

I’m onlyallowedasipofwaterafterwe’vecompletedtheindoor

photoshoot,nowwearegoingoutsideformore.Ntuthukoisthe

onegivingmewaterwithastraw,there’sagirlwithanOgifan

nexttomemakingsureIdon’tdropasweat.I’m feelinglike

QueenElizabethforamoment,untilmystomachgrowls,

remindingmethatIonlyhadafruitsaladinthemorning.

“Ntuthuko,I’m hungry,”Iknowhe’sgoingtolosehismind.

Hiseyeswidenatme.“Comeon,youknowtherules,youcan’teat

inthemiddleofthephotoshoot.”

“Howlonguntilwearedone?”Iask,nowthisistherealLondeka.

“Maybe30minutes,”hesays.

IcanwaitforthirtyminutesbutIwillbelesspatientwiththecrew.

Lusandacomestousandasksthatwewaitafewminutesinside,

they’resolvingsomecommotionoutside.I’vealreadystarted

countingthethirtyminutesIwaspromised,Idon’tcarewhat



they’redealingwith.Well,untilIhearmynamebeingcalledand

Sgcinowalkinginwithafearfullookonhisface.

“Sheneedstocoverup,now!”He’stellingNtuthuko.

“Bafo,you’renotheretotellmehowtodomyjob.Thisproject

involvesthebiggestbrandinAfrica,”Ntuthukosnaps.

BeforeIcanaskwhat’sgoingonIseeMaJiyaneenteringwitha

slightfrownonherface.She’slookingaround,attheunfamiliar

equipmentsandwallpapersonthewall.

There’snotimetoprocesshowshegothereandwhyexactlyis

sheatmyphotoshoot,oureyesmeetandIhearascream.

“WeShweleNkosiyami,whathavetheydonetoLondeka?MaXulu,

MaDlamini!”

They’reallhere?OutofalldaystheyhadtobeherewhenI’m a

paintmodelandalmostnakedontheshoot.

MaXuluandMaDlaminienter.Idon’tknowwhat’shappening

today,whataretheycelebrating,theyonlywearmatching

seshoeshoedressesduringspecialfamilyfunctions.Theirfaces

arewhitewithPonds,youcanseetheycameherereadytoslay,

withmatchingblackscarfsandimhezoacrosstheirchests.

MaXulujustfreezes,todayIdon’tthinkshe’soverreacting,she’s

reallyshocked.

MaDlaminiislookingatthepeopleI’m withintheroom.Guess

what,it’samale-dominatedcrew.

“LondekathisiswhatyouleftMashobafor?Toparadeyourbody



forthecameras?AndwhatkindofSatanism isthis?”-MaDlamini.

Everyonehasrealizedwhat’sgoingon.Idon’tknowwho’sgoing

toanswer,meorNtuthuko.

Heanswers,“SanibonaboMa,weareonlydoingaphotoshootfor

anadcampaign.Thisisthecrewweworkwith,everythingis

professional.”

Maybeheshouldn’thaveansweredbecausenowhe’sbeing

referredtoastheboywithaburninghead(gingerhair)andhe’s

beingaccusedofworkingforSatanandrecruitingyounggirlsinto

it.IexpectedSgcinotounderstandbutIdon’texpectmymothers

todoso.Thisisnotthekindofacareertheirgenerationcould

graspeasily,especiallywhenonehastogetalmostnakedto

promoteabrand.

“CanItalktothem?”IaskNtuthuko,Sgcinoisstandingbehinda

posterhiding.

Iwalktowardsthem,forgettingtheblackpaintonmyfaceand

thatI’m suddenlybaldandtheylastsawmewithagrowingafro.

They’rescaredofme,IthinktheyreallybelievethisSatanthing,

they’resteppingbackasIapproach.

“Londekadon’tyoudarecometomelookinglikethat!”-MaXulu.

Istopandsigh.Idon’tneedallthisdrama,notuntilI’m donewith

alltheshootsfortheday.

“Ma,please,I’m workinghere,”Ibeg.

“Youcanworkwithyourbrothersatthehardwareorevenbetter



juststayathome,Sthembisocanprovideforyouuntilyouget

married.Thisisanembarrassment,yourfathermustbeturningin

hisgrave.”

There’sasuddensmellofsteamedbread,IknowbecauseI’m

hungryandwhenI’m hungryIgetasharpsenseofsmell.Thobani

enterswithTupperwarecontainers.Sohe’stheonewhobrought

them here?I’m goingtokillthischild.

Ntuthukoyellsfrom theback,whenitcomestoeatingpatternshe

nevercompromise.“Whatisthat?Foodisnotallowedduringthe

shootLondeka,youknowthat.”

MaJiyanefoldsherarms,givinghim alookofcontempt.“Whatis

this?Sodom orGomora?Nowshecan’teveneatherlunch?Do

youknowhowlongwehavetraveledtocomeandsupporther?”

Sotheycametosupportme?Ohgosh,whydidn’tThobaniinform

me?Ifeellikeabadchildnow.

“AndItookmytimepreparingthissteam bread.Sisitookoneof

herchickensandroasteditbecauseweknowshedoesn’teat

solidfoodwhenshe’snothome,”MaDlaminisays.

IknowNtuthukowoulddiebeforeheallowsmetoeatujeqeand

roastedchickenbeforeI’m donewiththephotoshoot.

“Lookhowskinnysheis!”

“HawuMa!”Ican’tbelievethisishappening.WhatifSkinture

representativeswerehere?

“KawuKaini?Youwanttocontinuewiththisnonsense,



embarrassingyourfather?”MaXuluasks.

Inod,there’snowayI’m goingtoquitthisadcampaignandlose

themoney.

“Atleasteat.Whatkindofworkisthis?There’snolunchbreak?”

sheshootsalookatNtuthuko.

“Khiphaithawulaesuleubusoedle,”MaDlaminisuggests.(Take

outthetowel,shemustwipeherfaceandeat)

TheytookalmosttwentyminutesdoingthisfaceandMaDlamini

justwantseverythingtobewipedwithatowel.I’m gettinga

hearingmeetingfrom this.

“IwilleatwhenI’m done.Thanksforcoming,Iappreciateit.”My

eyesmeetNtuthuko’sasIpromisetoeatsteam breadand

roastedchickenandIknowhe’sabouttosignmeupforcrazy

work-outsthewholeweek.

ButI’dtakethatoverangeringthesewomenfurthermore.



SeKELELA

CHAPTER61

SIKELELA

He’scomingfrom worktired,allhewantsisaplateoffood,cold

bathandhisbed.Butitwon’thappeninthatorder,hehastocook

first,that’sthelifeofabachelor.Hesoakshisworkuniform and

putsonecupofriceonthestovewhilepeelingpotatoes.

Hisphonerings,hereadsthecaller’snameandsmiles.Nowhe

canforgetabouteverythingandtalktoonepersonwhomatters

themost.

“MaGodide,”heanswers.

Sobs…

Hisheartsinkstohisfeet.He’susedtohercryingmostofthe

times,eversinceNkanyezidiedshe’sbeenlikethis.

“Heywhat’swrong?”heasks.

She’sdisturbedbyhiccupsasshestartsnarratinghowNtuli

blamedherforNkanyezi’sdeathanddeniedheraccesstohis

grave.

It’sverydisappointedhowNtulihaschosentofighthisbattles

withhiswifethroughhiskids.Sikelelaknowsthekindofmanhe

is,hehadtodoalottopleasehim beforehewasacceptedas

Vumo’sboyfriend.



“He’snotgoingtoletmeseehim untilinkomokamamaispaid,”

shesaysbetweenthesobs.

“He’snotyourmother,howisithisrighttodemandsuch?”He

cannotbelievethis.AtfirstitseemedlikeNtuliwasonhisside,

sympathizingwithamanwhogotcheatedonandbetrayed,but

nowherealizesthathissituationwasjustaladderforNtulito

climbonandfinallyfindanexcusetokickoutVumo’smotherand

mistreatthem untiltheydisownthemselves.

“Idon’tknow,Ijustwantmysontoseeme,hemustbethinkingI

abandonedhim.”

“Iwasn’tplanningonexcludinginkomokamama,I’m thefirstman

youboreachildfor,Icanthankyourmotherforthat.”

“Thankyoubutthat’snotwhathewants.Heknowsyouwerenot

myfirst,hewantstoembarrassmeandprovetothecommunity

thatmymotherfailedtoraisedecentchildren.”

Nowhedoesn’tknowwhattosaytocalm herdown.“Whatdoyou

preferIdothen?”

“Youcan’tdoanythingSikelela.Icannotsendyoutorequestthe

cowfrom yourbrotherandIcannotgotohim either.It’sokay,

maybeIwilllearntolivewithit.”

“Comeon,evenifit’snotHubothatItalkto,theHlongwaneswill

comeupwithasolution.Iwillmakesurenobodyembarrasses

you,you’rethemotherofmychildren.Whathappenedwas

betweenmeandyouandwe’vetalkedaboutit,Idon’tseewhy

therearepeopleatthesideswhofeelliketheywereentitledto



whathappentoyourvirginity.”Shestartscryingalloveragain

whenshehearshim defendingherlikethat.Hisheartbreaks

becausehe’sfarfrom him andunabletocomforther.

“Where’sLanga?”heaskswithconcern.Thebabycouldeasily

senseheremotionsandgetsick.

“Matookhim,”shesays.

“PleaseMaGodidedon’tsitalone,havesomecompanywithyou.I

don’twanttoloseyou,there’ssomuchwestillneedtosharein

thislife.AndI’m goingtostandwithyoueverystepoftheway,no

matterhowharditgets.Ijustneedyoutotrust.”

Shesniffsbacktears,“Okay,Itrustyou.”

“IwillseeifIcanswapmyshiftwithsomeonetomorrowandgo

toMashobaduringthedaytodiscussthis.IfIdocomeIwillpass

byandseeyou.WhatmustIbringforyou?”He’stryinghisbestto

cheerherup.

“Idon’tknow,bringanythingyoulike,”shesayswithnoecstasy.

“I’m cookingandwashingtheworkuniform,canIcallyouabit

later?”

“Yeah,”shesayswithaheavysigh.

Aftershe’sendedthecallhecallshismotherbeggingherto

comfortVumoandassureherthateverythingisgoingtobefine.

Well,nowhe’sstressedandhe’snotevensurehe’llbeabletoeat

thisfoodhe’scooking.Maybeitwouldbebetterifshejustcomes

toEffingham andliveswithhim untilshe’semotionallyokay.



-

-

STHEMBISO

BumpingintoBusizweisnothingoutofordinarynow.He’satSpar

withawomanwho’spushingatrolleywithbabynecessities.It

lookslikethey’reexpectinganewperson,shelookspregnant.

Sthembisogreetsashewalksacrossthem.Thewomangreets

backandkeepswalking,Busizwestops.

“Newperson?”Sthembisoasks.

Hesmiles,“Yeah,butwearejustgettingprepared,she’sstilltwo

monthsaway.”

“Congratulationsareinorderthen,”Sthembisosays,genuinely

happyforhim.He’salwayswantedkidsbuttheuniversehad

otherplansforhim.It’sstillatthebackofhisheadbuthe’snot

allowingittobotherhim.

“It’sgoodthatIbumpedintoyou.Idon’tknowifMaMshenguhas

talkedtotheparrotyetbutshe’shavingumemuloandtheparrot

isoneofthefriendsshe’dliketostandwith.”

“Mysisterisnotaparrot,you’retoooldtobecallingpeople

namesandyou’reabouttobecomeafather.Theysaypeoplegive

birthtowhattheycriticizethemost.”He’snotreallyoffended,

LondekahashadalottosayaboutBusizweaswell,buthe’sjust

notgoingtoletBusizwedoitinfrontofhim.



Busizwechuckles,“Iknowhowtouseabelt,nochildofmine

wouldbeaparrot.Anyway,Iwanttoextendourinvitationfor

MaMshengu’smemulo.”

He’sdroppingabomb,Sthembisoplainlylooksathim fora

minutetryingtofigureoutwhathisintentionsare.Meetingin

townandexchanginggreetingsisdifferentfrom attendingeach

other’sfamilyceremonies.

“MaMshenguwouldbehappytoseeyouthere,I’m suretheparrot

wouldfeelsaferifherbrothersarepresenttoo,”Busizwesays,he

doesn’twantittosoundlikehe’sbeggingeventhoughheis.

“Idon’tknowBusizwe,alothappened,youandImayhavecome

tocertaingroundsintermsofbeingciviltooneanother,butour

familiesstillhateeachother.Yourbrothers,mybrothers,people

werehurt.”

Busizweexhalesheavily,“Iknow,butifwecanbeinoneplacefor

once,keepyourbrothersonatightleashandI’lldothesame,

maybetherewillbesomeprogress.Unlessifyouknowyouwon’t

beabletoguideandcontrolyourbrothersastheeldestinthe

family.”

“Icankeepmybrothersincheck,musukudakwa.Ijustdon’twant

anymorebloodtobespilledbecauseofmyfamily.”

“Thenit’syourresponsibilitytoensureitdoesn’t.Iwillholdmy

endofthedeal,andbesides,Iwouldn’truinmysister’sbigday.I

willseeyouonthe13thofDecember,”Busizwesays,hurryingoff

tohisfiancé.



It’seasytopromiseBusizwethathecankeephisbrothersona

tightleashbuttherealityis,evenhisfathercouldn’tcontrolHubo.

Ifanyone,from eitherside,popsoff,itwillmeananotherroundof

awar.

Anyway,heneedstocallMelaandcongratulateher,havingyour

familydoingumemuloforyoushowsprideandappreciation.

NobodydeservesthatmorethanMelamina,it’straditionallydone

forvirginsbutaffordingparentsdoitwithoutanysetof

conditions.

Herphoneisringing,herestsbackonthecarseatandopensthe

canofRedbull.

Sheanswers,“WhatdidIdotodeserveacallfrom HisHighness?”

Hechuckles,theyhaven’tbeentalking,he’sbeenbusywithhis

thingsandsohasshe.

“HiMelamina,howareyou?”heasks.

“IcansayI’m good,”shesayswithasigh.

“That’snotthespiritofagirlwho’sabouttohaveumemulodone

forher.What’sup?”

“No,nevermind,I’m justbeingpetty,”shesays.

“Comeon,youcantalktomeaboutanything,yoursecretsare

safewithme.”Well,herlastsecretendedwithhim teamingup

withBusizweagainsttheunclewhorapedher,butsheknowsit



camefrom agoodplace.

“It’sactuallynoneofmybusiness.Butit’sSikelela,Iknowhim and

Iarejustfriendsbuthewasreadytomoveonandletgoofhis

highschoolsweetheart,Imeanbabymama.”

Sthembisosighs,heknewitwouldn’tendwell.Thisiswhathe

didn’twantbutSikelelastubbornlysaidhelovesbothofthem,

nowoneishurt.

“Hesaidhewasgoingtolethergoandnotcompromiseanyof

hisdreamstofitinherworld.Butnowallofasuddenhe’sokay

withit,hisgoalisnolongergettingmarriedandhavingafamily,

allhewantsiskeepinghishighschoolsweethearthappy.”

“Theyweretogetherforaverylongtimeandnowtheyhave

childrentogether.I’m sureit’snoteasytojustletgo.”

“ComeonSthembiso,him andIhadadeeptalkandhewas

emotionallypreparedtoletgoandthenthesuddenchangeof

heart?Idon’tunderstand.”

“Haveyoutalkedtohim aboutit?”heasks.

“ObviouslyI’m asupportivefriend,Idon’twanthim tofeellikeI’m

standingonhiswaywhereasIdidn’tevenaccepthislove

proposalwhenhepursuedme.”

“Butifyoudon’twanthim whyareyousoworried?Doyouwantto

beinarelationshipwithhim anddoyourgoalsalignwithhis?”

“No,”shesays.

“ThenIsuggestyoulethim be.Iknowhowharditistolivewith



the‘maybes’and‘ifs’.Godhasgivenhim achancetogivetheir

loveanothershot.Nomatterwhathappensnexthisheartwillbe

ateasebecausehe’llknowhegaveithisbestshotandtriedhis

besttomakeherhappy.Maybethat’swhatheneeds,ukudelisa

inhliziyo.”

Sheheavesaloudsigh,“DoIsoundselfish?”

Well…

“Youdon’treallywantarelationshipwithhim butyoudon’twant

him tobeinarelationshipwithsomeoneelse.Ummm,itsoundsa

bitinvidious,butitdoesn’tmeanyou’reabadperson.”

“ItmeansI’m agoodperson?”She’sclearlygettingoffended,not

byhim,butbythetruthinhiswords.

“You’reagoodpersonMela,youjustneedtobehonestwith

yourself.Clearlyyouwantsomethinghe’snotwillingtooffer,just

ashewantssomethingyou’renotwillingtooffer;commitment.

Thismakeshissituationwithyousimilartothatofhim and

Langa’smother.Andyouknowwhattheysay;thedevilyouknow

isbetterthanthedevilyoudon’tknow.He’sstickingtotheperson

heknowsthebest.”

“I’m notadevil!”Londekahasrubbeditofftoher,thedrama

“Ididn’tmeanitliterally.AnywayI’dadviseyoutotalktohim,he’s

yourfriend,isn’t?Sortitoutbecausewejustgotaninvitationto

attendyourceremony,”hesays.

“You’recoming?”sheasksexcitedly.



“Iwilltaketheleapoffaithandcome,mostlyforyou,”hesays.

“Thankyousomuch!”

-

-

Sikelelacominghomeisunexpectedly.Thobanitellshim ashe

offloadsthebagsfrom theboot.Apparentlyhe’sheretotalk

aboutsomething.

Hedidn’tmentionanythingwhentheylasttalkedtwodaysago.

It’slunchtime,hewasjustpoppingintoleavesomebuilding

materialforhishouse,he’srebuildingit.

HuboiswithSikelelainhisrondavel,they’realmostthesameage

soit’snotsurprisingthattheyjustbecameinseparable.

He’sgoingtoeatfirst,heonlyhadalightlunch,he’sstarving.

MaXuluiscomingoutofthehousewithabasketoflaundry.

“Youdidn’ttellmeyou’dcomehomeforlunch,”shesayslooking

atSthembiso.

“I’m heretodropsomestuff.Isthereanyfoodhere?”

“Yes,dishforyourselfandThobani,othershavealreadyeaten.

Pleasedon’tfinishthestew.”Shedoesn’ttrusthim whenitcomes

toherfood,infacteveryboychildisdangerousinthatpartofthe

kitcheninthisfamily.

Sthembisodishesthreepiecesofmeatforhimselfandtwofor

Thobani,leavingonlyafewinthepotwithnogravy.



Theysitonthetablewithmountainsofriceandtwolitreof

Sparlettainfrontofthem.Thobanifinishesfirst,heseemstobe

inahurryasusual.

“Goingsomewhere?”Sthembisoasks.

“I’m justmeetingupwiththeguys,”hesays.

“Maybeyoucanpostponeorcancel,Ineedtotalktoallofyou

aboutsomething.”

Thobanibrushesthesideofhisface,“Isitimportantbhuti?”

“Yes,Thobani.Youcan’tkeepskippingimportantfamily

discussionsandoutingstohangoutwithyourfriends.You’renot

achildanymore,youhavetogetmoreinvolved.”

Henods,“Okay,Iwillsendthem amessageandtellthem I’m not

coming.”

“Good.”Sthembisocontinueswithhisfood,heneedsanother

pieceofmeattoeatwiththeremainingrice.

HecatchesThobanistaringintospaceandfrowns.“Areyouokay

ndoda?”

Thobanisnapsoutandnodsvigorously.

“No,outwithit,zithini?”–Sthembiso.

Heexhalesheavily,“I’m sureyouknowI’vebeentryingtotrack

downtheGumbifamily.”

“Ohyes,Iknowthat.HasMafoundanything?”Sthembisoasks.

“Idon’tthinkshecaresasmuchasIdo.IknowthefamilyIbelong



toandIwillneverturnmybacktoanyofyoubecauseI’m oneof

you.Butbloodisblood,IneedtoatleastknowthepeopleIshare

bloodwith.SadlyMadoesn’tseeitthatway.”

“Ithinkshe’sjustscaredoflosingyou,youknowhowmothersare.

DidHubofollowupontheguywhostabbedSikelela?”

“UntilMaaskshim to,hewon’tdigbecausehe’safraidofgoing

againstherwishes.”

“WouldyoulikemetospeaktoMaXulu?Ithinktheyunderstand

eachotherbetterthantheyunderstandotherpeople.SoifIcan

makeMaXuluunderstanditwillbeeasyforhertotalkthrough

others.”

“I’dappreciatethatbhuti.”

Sthembisopatshisbackandaskshim toclearupthetablewhile

hegoestothebathroom.

-

-

Huboisinoneofhisbestmoodstoday.Ayandaandhim finally

cametocommongroundsregardingthesituationoftheirson.

Soonhewillbefetchinghim tocomeandvisitforthefirsttime,

Ayandastillneedstosolvehermaritalissues.Butotherthanthat

everythingisgood,ittookQoboeatinghisownshitforAyandato

realizethathedeservestoknowhisrealfather.

SthembisoandThobanienter.Hubopushesthechairto

Sthembisoandsitsonthebed.Thobanijoinshim.



“Youdidn’ttellmeyou’recoming,”Sthembisosayslookingat

Sikelela.

“IonlydecidedlastnightthatIneedtocomehere,”Sikelelasays.

“Well,it’sgreatthatyou’reherebecausethere’saninvitationfor

allofus.”They’restaringathim,heknowschancesofthem

decliningBusizwe’sinvitationareveryhigh.“There’sumemuloat

theMshengusonthe13thofDecember.”

Hubositsupstraight,“IpromisedAyandathatIwillnotdo

anythingthatcouldputQoboindanger.AttackingtheMshengus

soundsfunbutmyrelationshipwithQobowouldbeatstake.

Ayandawouldn’tthinktwicebefore…”

“MaybejustletmefinishHlongwane.Weareactuallyinvitedto

attendtheceremony,Londekawillbetheretoo,”Sthembisosays.

Sikelelachuckles,“Invitedbywho?Andwhatmadethatperson

thinkwe’dbedelightedtoattend?”

“They’retiredoffighting,justlikeweare.It’stimewetrytoput

thingsbehindusandmoveon,”Sthembisosays.

Thobaniisshakinghishead.“Whatmakesyoutrustthem bhuti?”

“BusizweandIarenotfriendsbutwearegoodnow.We’vetalked

acoupleoftimes,he’snotthedevilIthoughthewas.”

Hubolaughs,“Ican’tbelieveI’m hearingthis.Soyou’refriends

withyourfather’skillersnowSguqa?”

“It’snotliketheydidn’tlosetheirfather,aswellastheirbrother

andcousin,”Sthembisosaysdefensively.



“Itdoesn’tmeantheydidn’tkillHlongwane.Idon’tseetheneedto

attendtheirceremonies,imagineeatingtheirmeatanddrinking

from theircups!”-Hubo.

“Pleasecountmeout.It’snotaboutthefightsoranything,Ijust

don’twanttoassociatemyselfwiththem,”Sikelelasays.

“Metoo,Ican’ttakeriskswithmylifebhuti,”–Thobani.

Sthembisoheavesasigh.“Iwillgobecausemysisterisgoingto

betheretoo.Idon’tknowhowshe’llfeelaboutyouguysletting

hergotherealone.”

“Londekaisnotforcedtogothereeither.Infactsheneedstoturn

downtheirinvitation,”Hubosays.

“Well,it’sMela’sceremony,shedeservestohaveherFRIENDS

there.”SthembisolooksatSikelelasignificantly.Theystillneedto

talkabouthisfriendshipwithMela,butsomeotherday,notnow.

Hewon’tcornerthem toagreetoattendumemulotodaybutit’s

importantthattheygiveitatry.Personally,henolongerhave

spaceforbeefsandcivilwars.

“Well,I’m notvisiting,I’m heretoseebothofyou,”Sikelelasays

lookingathim andHubo.“Ntulihasarequest,”hecontinues.

“About?”Sthembisoaskswithaslightfrown.

SikelelalooksatHubo,thisisaveryawkwardsituation.“Hewants

inkomokamama-paymentforVumo’svirginity.”

“You’rekidding,right?”–Hubo.

“UnfortunatelyI’m not,he’sthreateningnottolethersee



Nkanyezi’sgraveifthecowisnotpaid.Iwouldn’thavehada

problem payingbutheknowsthetruthandhewantstopunish

Vumo.”

“That’sbullshit.Whopaysformen’svirginities?Doyouknowhow

manyvirginitiesI’velost?HaveIsentanyonetoaskforcows

emziniyabantu?”

“You’reamanandyoudefinitelylostyourvirginityonce,”

Sthembisodismisseshim.

“DidIholdanyoneaccountableandaskforacowforsomething

bothherandIagreedto?”No,he’snotplaying,he’sdeadserious.

“It’scultureHubo.Oryouwanttosendustothefamilyofthegirl

whotookyourvirginityandaskthem topayforinkomokababa?

Wecandothataswell,wedon’tmind,”–Sthembiso.

“That’snotthepointSguqa,I’m tryingtounderstandwhyImust

payacowforhavingsexwithsomeonewhoagreedtoit,”he

glancesatSikelelaandmumblesanapology.“Seriously,she’snot

theonlyvirginI’vesleptwith,thismeansIwillloseallmy

inheritancegoingaroundonsome‘payingforthevirginity’stupid

touraroundMashobaandneighboringvillages.”

“Mahuboit’snobody’sfaultthatyouchosetobeawhore.Andyou

havetorememberwhoyou’retalkingabout,Langa’smother.

She’snotsomerandom girlwedon’tcareabout,protectingher

meanslookingoutforLanga,”Sthembisosays.

“SoyouwantmetofollowbehindSikelelawithmyowncowlikea

clown?WhoevensaidVumo’smotherwantsalivecow?Isshe



nottheonewho’ssupposedtodemandthisfine?”

Sikelelashrugs,“She’snotaround,Idon’tthinkshewillbepresent

ontheday.”

“Thenwho’sgoingtoreceivethecow?Thesecondwife?”

Sthembisoaskswithafrown.

“Idon’tknow,Ijustwantthistobedonewithoutembarrassing

Langa’smother.She’sstilldealingwiththelossofNkanyezi,the

lastthingsheneedsispeopletalkingaboutherpasteverywhere

shegoes.”

Sthembisosighs,“It’sbetterifHubogetspermissiontopayusing

cash.Wecannegotiateforatransferwithouthavingtogothere

andraisingsuspicions.”

“Idon’tthinkitcanbeanonlinetransaction,”Sikelelasays.

“Well,it’snotlikeNtulicaresaboutthebookoftraditionand

culture.He’sgoingtogetabanktransfer,that’sfinally,”

Sthembisoinsists.

“From me?”Hubostillcan’tbelieveanyofthis.It’snotlikehegot

anythingoutofthatsex,awholecowtobepaidforshared

pleasuresoundsridiculous.

“Yes,unlessifyou’redenyingtakinghervirginity,”Sthembisosays

givinghim asharplook.

“Idon’tbutIstillhavequestions.Sincevirginityisagoodofvalue

whendomengetpaidfortheirs?Orit’snotthatimportant?I’m

sureifAuntBonipaysformineIwouldn’tneedtoworryabout



petrolforthewholeyear.”

Theroom fallsintohorriblesilence.Sthembisoisstaringathim,

confusioniswrittenalloverhisface.Thobani’sjawisonthefloor.

Sikeleladoesn’tknowwhoAuntBoniisbutsomethinginthat

sentencesoundedawfullywrong.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER62

“Fuck!”Hubocurseswhenherealizeswhathe’sdone.

“WhichAuntBoni?”Sthembisoasks.There’sonlyoneBonithey’re

relatedto,shewasaroundalotwhentheywereyoung.

“Howoldwereyou?”Sthembisoasks.

“13.Pleasebafo,don’tlookatmelikeI’m avictim.Itwas

consensual,”Hubosaysdefensively.

“A13yearoldcannotconsenttosex.AuntBoniisalmosttwo

decadesolderthanyouandshe’sabloodrelativetothe

Hlongwanes.”He’sangry,morethanHuboexpectedhim tobe.

Forhim it’snotabigdeal,hewasnottheonlyyoungboywhowas

introducedtosexbyanolderwoman,hetalkedwithhisfriendsat

thattimeandtheyallagreeditwasnormal.

“Canwefocusonthematterathand?IwillpaythefinethatNtuli

wants.”

“Wheredidithappen?”No,Sthembisoisnotgoingtoletthisslide.

“Andhowmanytimes?”heasks.

“Afewtimes,pleasebafodon’t…”Sthembisoshakeshishead

beforehecantalkhim outofit.

“She’snotgoingtopayinkomokabababutshe’sdefinitelygoing

topayforwhatshedidundertheroofmyfatherprovidedfor

him.”



Thobaniclearshisthroat,thisisawkward.“CanIleavenow?I

needtochargemyphone.”

Sthembisolooksathim,somethingoccursinhismind.Avery

awkwardquestionhe’sabouttoask.

“Whotookyourvirginity?”heasks.

Thobani’seyeswiden.“I’m stillavirgin.”

“I’m notplayinghere.Wereyouoldenoughtounderstandwhat

wasgoingon?Didyouwantto?Didyouconsenttoit?”Thisisa

verycomplicatedsubjecttohaveasmen,butit’simportantthat

heknows.

“Shewasayearyoungerthanme,Ithinkthatexplainseverything,”

Thobanisays.

SthembisonodsandlooksatSikelela.Histurn,everyonehasto

confess.

“Firstgirlfriend,shewastwoyearsolder,butitwasokayfrom

bothsides,”Sikelelasays.

Huboheavesasigh,“SoI’m nowtheonlyonewithasadstoryto

tell.Canwemoveon?”

“Huboyoucan’tjustletitgolikethat.It’sanincest,AuntBoniisa

Hlongwaneandshemadeyoucommittoincest,”–Sthembiso.

“Almostoveradecadeago.Honestlyitdoesn’taffectme

anymore,I’m good,Idon’twanttorunafterherlikeabitterbitch,”

Hubosays.

“Fine,ifitdoesn’taffectyoulet’sgoandseeAuntBonitomorrow,”



Sthembisolaysachallenge.

“Forwhat?”Hubofrowns.

“Toconfirm thatitdoesn’taffectyou,”Sthembisosays.

“IfIdothatyou’renotgoingtosayanythingtoheraboutthis?”

“Iwill,shedisrespectedmyfather’shouseandputyourlifein

danger.Alotcanhappenwhentwopeoplecommitanincest;

there’sapricetopray.”

Hubofrownstocoverhisfear.“Pricetopay.Likewhat?”

“OffendingtheancestorshasconsequencesMahubo,”Sthembiso

says.

“DoyouthinkmaybeallthedifficultiesI’m facingcouldbethe

resultofthat?”

Sikelelaclearshisthroat.It’stoolateforSthembisototakeback

whathe’ssaidandunfortunatelyhe’shurtingHuboandinstilling

fearinhim,notreallyhelpingthesituation.

“YoucangoThobani,”Sthembisosays.Theywillbetalkabout

Mela’smemuloagainsomeothertime.

“CanwefinalizeVumo’sissue?”Huboasks.

“Wewilldothemoneytransfer,”Sthembisosays.

“Thankyou.”Sikelelaisrelieved.Hecanimaginewhatthe

embarrassmentoftheHlongwanesherdingacowtotheNtulis

would’veaffectedVumo.



“Ineedtopassbyhomeandseethem,”hestandsupandputshis

capon.HeknowstheystillwanttotalkabouttheAuntBoni

situationwell.

HeshakesSthembiso’shandandpullsHubouptogivehim a

shoulder-bump.

Hubodoesn’tevenwalkSikelelaoutanddrivehim homeasusual.

He’ssittingmiserablyonbed,Sthembisoisstaringathim trying

toreadwhat’sonhismind.

“Doyouatleastseeanywronginwhatshedidtoyou?”heasks.

“I’m nottheonlyonewhowentthroughthis.Andsheneverhurt

meSguqa,”Hubosays.

“Soyou’dwantyoursontoexperiencesomethinglikethataswell?

Youthinkit’sokay?"

Hubothinksforaminuteandthenshakeshishead.“No,Iwould

wantmysontohaveaspecialfirstexperience.”

“Thenit’swrongMahubo.AllowmetoreacttoitthesamewayI

would’vereactedifthishappenedtoLondekaorAzileorSane.”

“Idon’twanttobethatguywhotellshisbrotherthingsandgets

him tofighthisfights.I’m notinprimaryschoolanymore.”

Sthembisoheavesasigh,“Irespectthat,youcanfightyourown

battles.Butallowmetoaddressitwithher.I’m notgoingto

embarrassyou,itwon’tbeafamilymeeting,justthethreeofus.”

He’slikeadogwithabone,Hubohasnochoicebuttofinally



agreetogoandconfrontAuntBoniabouthisvirginity

accompaniedbyhisbrother.

-

-
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Hebroughtheranewphone,asmartSamsungA3Core.Hedidn’t

knowwhatelsetobringtocheerherup.

HecanhearLangacryingfrom abovetheyard.Asmilecreepsout

ofhisface,Langaisthemostpreciousgifthe’severgotteninhis

life.Likeabrightsunthatheis,he’stherayofsunshinebetween

him andVumorightnow.

Cebileiswithhim undertheverandahwithabasinofwater,

sunlightandenemasyringebulb.It’sthatAfricanchildtime-worst

timeever.

“IshenottooyoungMa?”

Cebilelooksup,“GreetfirstSikelela.”

“SawubonaMa,”hegreetswithanamusedsmile.

“Good.Langahasbeencryingnonstop,it’sastomachache.”

“Howdoyouknow?Hedoesn'ttalk.”

“I’m amother,Ijustknow,”Cebilesays.

“Okaymother,I’m justpassingby,Ididn’tevengetachanceto



buybread,”hesaysapologetically.

“It’sokay,youwerehereafewdaysagoandnowyouneedto

saveeverycentyouget.MaNtuliisinsidewatchingTV.”

“Issheokay?”heaskswithworry.

“Yeah,she’sokay.Whyareyouasking?”

HejustshrugsandbendsovertoholdLanga’shand,givinghim

somemoralsupport.

“Leave,nobabyhaseverdiedfrom sunlightenema,”Cebileyanks

hishandaway.

Helaughsandleaves,Langaisstillscreamingbuthe’sgoingto

befine.

VumoiswatchingTV,she’sdolledupbecausesheknowsSikelela

iscoming.Butshedidn’texpecthim sosoon.

Hewalksinwearingacabinshirt,Bermudashortsandwhite

velcrosneakers.Whentheireyeslockhislipsstrechintoasmile.

Hetakeshiscapoffandputshisbackpackonthechair,walking

towardsherforahug.

“MaGodide,Iwasworriedaboutyou.”Hesqueezesherinhis

arms.

“Why?I’m fine,”she’ssmiling.

“Yesterdayyouwerecrying,thataffectedmeinawayyoucan

neverimagine,”hesays.



“Itwasjustamoment,I’m okaynow.Whatdidyoubring?You

promisedmesomethingnice.”

Hechuckles,“Iwillshowyouonceyou’vegivenmeakiss.”

“MaisjustoutsidethedoorwithLanga,”shesays,blushingand

lookingaway.

“Let’sgoandtalk,”hesays.

VumoswitchestheTVoffandfollowshim out.

Cebilehasmanagedtoputhergrandsontosleep,Vumotakes

him toputhim inadiaperandtheninbed.

“Youdidn’ttellhe’sbeencryingallday,”Sikelelasaysastheywalk

insidehisrondavelwiththesleepingLanga.

“Icannotstressyouabouteverylittledetail.BabiescryandIhave

Maherehelpingme,”shesays.

“Still,Ineedyoutoletmeknoweverythingthat’sgoingon.”

“OkayMister.Canyouopenthewindowforme,Ithinkit’stoo

warm forhim here.”

Sikelelaopensthewindowandcomesbacktositonbed

watchinghershushLangabacktosleepafterputtinghim ina

diaper.

Itonlytakesaminuteforonetobeamother.Ittakesthatpushor

C-sectionandthentheyjustfigureitout.

“Ngiyanithanda,”Sikelelasays.



Shesmiles,“Weloveyoutoo.NowLangaisasleep,canIgiveyou

akissandgetmygift?”

Heshakeshisheadwithasmileandopenshisbackpack,taking

outaboxofhernewcellphone.Herreactionissatisfying.She

covershermouthtoavoidscreamingloudandwakingLangaup,

thenshethrowsherselfinhisarmsrecitingmultiple‘thankyous’.

Shelooksgenuinelyhappy,thisishowhewantshertobe

everydaybutsadlylifehasitsownplans.

Afteradmiringherphoneshesitsonhislapandwrapsherhand

atthebackofhisneck,bringinghim closerforakiss.Theirlips

lockinapassionate,longkiss.Hiseyesareclosed,hishandis

runningaroundherwaist.Hewantstobekissedmore,forherto

touchhim inplacesnowomanhastouchedinalongtime.The

timeiswrong,soistheplace-Langaissleepingnexttothem.

Heholdsherfacebetweenhishandsandstaresintohereyes.

“Isorteditout,therewillbenodrama,”hesays.

“What’sgoingtohappen?”Vumoasksinalowwhisper.

“Sguqawillcommunicatewithyourfatherandtransferthemoney.

Ijusthopeyourmotherwillgetapartofit,”hesays.

“Idoubthewillgiveheranything.Hehatesher.”She’stryingtobe

strongbutparents’separationisnotsomethingachildcansleep

onandwakeupokaywithitthenextday,moreespeciallyinher

situationbecauseshe’satthecenterofeverything.



“Everythingwillbeokaysthandwasami.Nextyearwewon’teven

rememberweoncewentthroughthesehardtimes.Iloveyouand

I’m goingtostandbyyounomatterwhathappens,neverdoubt

thatevenforasecond.”

“NowIdon’tdoubtanything,you’reagoodmanandI’m blessedto

haveyouinmylife.Iloveyoutoo.”Shegoesforanotherkiss,his

erectionisgrowingjustunderherthighs.Sikelelaisonemanwho

knowshowtocontrolhisbodyandusehisheadinaleveled

manner,butisitnottoomuchnow?Besidethatonedaywhenhe

diditinherthighs,she’snevertakencareofthemanbetweenthe

legs.Nowfiveyearsandonechildlater,theystillhaven'tmade

love.

“Myincisionhashealed,I’m nowanormalwoman,”shesays.

Hedoesn’tgetit,hejusttellsherhowhappyheisaboutthatand

thatshemustcontinuetakingthingseasyandnotoverwork

herself.

Soshekisseshim again,hertongueswirlsinsidehismouth,he

gripsonherbuttocksandreleasesalowmoan.

Hebreaksthekissbreathingheavily.“Youdon’thavethe

medicationformebutyou’rehurtingme.”

Shesmiles,“IhavehealedSikelela.”

“Butyousaidthreemonths…”He’sconfused.

“Lifewaitsfornoman,”shepeckshislipsandthenlickshers

seductively.



“Areyoupullingmyleg?”

“No,Iwantustomakelove,youhavewaitedformefortoolong.I

wantourlovestory,from thismomentonwards,tobethebiggest

storyanyonecouldevertell.”

SikelelaglancesatLanga,there’snothinghewantslikethatat

thismoment,buthe’salwayswantedittobespecial.

“Areyousure?”heasksher.

Vumonods,“Aquickietoreleaseyoubeforeyouleave.Ilove

you.”

It’slikehejustheardthosewordsforthefirsttime,hekissesher

againandgoestoclosethedoor.

Theylayablanketonthefloor,leavingLangaundisturbedonbed.

Vumoliesonthepillow,heliftsherdressupandslidesbetween

herlegs.

He’sstaringdownather.“Ihavelovedsinceyouwere18,Idon’t

thinkanyonecantakeyourplaceinmyheartMaGodide.”

“Nobodyhastakenyourplaceinmyhearteither.Iknowtherewas

timewhenitdidn’tfeelthatway.”

Heinhalessharplyandkissesherlips.Hismassagesherthigh,

theireyeslockastheirbodiescraveforeachother.

Maybeheshouldclosehiseyes…hedropshisforeheadonhers

andtoucheshercoochie.



Heopenshiseyestoikny

JennerZuma’sobserveherreaction,shelookscomfortable,he

pecksherlips,closeshiseyesagainandkeepsonstimulatingher

clit.

He’shard,hisshaftisthrobbingandbeggingforarelease.

Hepullsherpantydowntotheanklesandbrusheshermound.He

takesinanothersharpbreathandkissesherlips.He’swaitedfor

thismomenthiswholelife.Thefirsttimewhenhediditonthe

thighshewasscaredandtoocareful,andthenthesecondtime

thatledtotheirbreak-uphewasbrokenandnotinhisright

senses,thisistheonlyitfeelssoright.

Hekissesheragainbeforestandinguptotakeoffhispantsand

lookforacondom.Hewantsmorechildrenbutdefinitelynotnow,

in5yearsorso,hewillbepracticingsafesexuntilthen.

Herincisionscardoesn’tlookscaryasheimagined.It’sjusta

markheintendstoworshiphiswholelife.Itmarksthedayhe

becameafather,thebiggestblessingofhislife.Itshouldalso

markthebeginningofhisrelationshipwithVumo.Whathappened

priortothatdayshouldn’tcounttoanything.Thereforeheshould

loveandcherishwhattheyhavenow,insteadofwhattheylost.

He’sburiedinsideher,hejustdiditwithnosecondthought,he

justpushedthetipinuntiltheheadofhisshaftentered.

Hemoveshiswaist,pushingtofithiswholethrobbingbeastin.



Vumoshutshereyes,herfingersslightlytremblingassheholds

ontohisarmsforsupport.Snatched,violated,tornapart,touched

carelesslyandforcefully.That’sallinthepastnow,she’ssafe

hereandhavingsexwithamanwho’swantedhersinceshewas

18.Theonlymanwhoseesherworth,loveshertobitsand

respectsher.

“Areyouokay?”heasksandVumo’seyesopen.Herfingersare

stilltrembling,shewantshim,she’swetforhim,butsomehowher

bodyreactstothenonexistentfear.

“I’m okay,”shesaysanddropsherhandstoholdhiswaist.They

closetheireyesagain,he’snotgivingtoomuchawaybuthe’sstill

insideher,whichmeanshe’senjoyingwhathe’sdoing.

“IloveyouSikelela,”shesaysrunningherhandsalloverhisback.

“Mmmm!”hemoansandliftsherkneesuptohiswaist.He’sstill

gentleeventhoughhe’sdeepernow.

Sweatstartsrollingdownhisfaceandcovershisupperbody.

Vumo’senticingmoanshavedieddown,they’vebeenatitforover

tenminutes.She’snowabitdryandhisshaftisstillhardasit

waswhentheystarted.It’sabitpainfulnowbutshe’staken

Mthoko’saggressivehandsandforcedpenisinthisverysame

vagina.Surelyshecanendureuntilthemanwhoactuallyloves

hertoreachhisclimax.Hedeservesthatmuch.

He’sabletoseeherdiscomfortandpullout.Heliesnexttoher,

pantingandsweaty,heturnshertosleeponhersideandstarts



rubbingherclitoveragain.

Vumolooksintohiseyes,tryingherbestnottolookdisappointed.

Willsheeverbeenough?Hecan’tevenreachasimpleorgasm

withher.

“Wecantryagainsomeothertime,”shesaysfakingasmile.

Sikelelacan’tlookatherintheeyes.Yestheywilltryagain,they

havealifetimetogether,buttodaywasn’tsupposedtoendlike

this.

“Everythingfeelsgood,I’m enjoyingmyself,Idon’tknowwhat’s

takingmesolong.”

“It’sokaybaby,”shesays.

“Doyouwantustocontinue?”heasks,he’sstillhardbutdeep

downheknowshecouldbefightingalosingjourneybecausehe’s

nevertakenthislongbefore.

“Let’stryagainwhenwearenotinahurry,”hesaysandbrushes

herlowerlip.“IloveyouMaGodide,pleasedon’teverdoubtthat.”
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CHAPTER63

LONDEKAHLONGWANE

Ihaveadraftedlettertotakehome.Ifinallysaidyes,he’ssending

hispeopleover.I’m tryingnottothinkaboutitasasteptowards

marriage,abigoneforthatmatter,Itakeitashim honoringwhat

wehaveandmakingitknowntomyeldersthathehasgood

intentions.

Talkingaboutgoodintentions,Istilldon’tknowwhyhim andIare

invitedtoNtuthuko’shouse.Idon’tknowifit’sMaZwide’sideaor

his,butit’sbad.Iwillnotbeabletoshutoutthepictureof

Ntuthukohugginganotherman,andknowingmyself,Iwillalso

picturethem together,him andMaZwide,andconcludewhohe

enjoysbetterbetweenthem.Thisislikealivefancyepisodeof

Umndeni.

Icameherewithmybagpackedwithfancyclothes.I’m glamored

up;lipglossglistening,eyebrowsbrushedandchiskop

moisturized.Imadeaneffortandputonatightdressthat

reachesabovemykneesandhighheels.Imean,it’sdinner,why

wouldyoushowuplookinganythingless?

“Areyouready?”heasksbehindme.

I’m surelyready,butwhatabouthim?He’swearinglousytracksuit



bottomsandforever-oldbrownT-shirt.Whatsneakersarethose?

Icannotseeanybrandnameonthem.AftertrashingBusizwe’s

fashionsensethelastthingIneedishim goingwithmeinpublic

lookinglikethis.

“Goanddressup,”Itellhim.

Hefrownsandlooksathimselfwithadmiration.

“Areyoublind?Ijustchanged,”hesays.

“WeareinvitedfordinnerSgcino.Youhavetoatleastrespectthe

hostsbyshowingupwelldressed.”

“It’sjustNtuthukoandMaZwide,thisislikefamilydinner.”

Ican’tbelievehe’sbeenmarriedbeforebuthe’sstillsoclueless.

“Wheneverthere’sanothercouplepresentweshouldstandout,

yourlooksrepresentme,”Isay.

Helooksconfused,likeIjustspoketohim inSpanish.Thisisthe

samemanwho’sbeenonandonaboutmakingthingsofficial

withme.Doesn’theknowthatthesimplerulesofrelationships?

“PleaseSgcino,wewillbelate,”Ibegwithagrunt.

“Youdon’texpectmetowearasuitforNtuthuko,doyou?”

Idon’tanswer,Ipushhim allthewaytohiswardrobe.

Ipickablackgolferwithneckzipper,I’veneverseenhim wearing

it.Iwatchhim putitonwithanannoyedface,itfitshim perfectly

andhugshismusclesthewayIwant.

Thetracksuitbottom isdefinitelygoingtoo.Ipickajeanforhim



andblacktasselloafers.

He’snowawhat?Awholesnackbaby.

“Givemeatwirl,”Isaysnappingpicturesofhim withoutconsent..

“Mxm,tseg!”Helaughsandwalksaway,caringlessaboutthe

perfectpicturesI’m tryingtosnap.

“Youdon’twantustotakeIGphotos?”Iask.

“Hellno,”hesays.

Menmustfall!Itakepicturesofmyselfaswellandrushtopack

mypurse.

Heholdsmyhandaswewalkoutofthehouse.He’sasweetheart

whenhelikes.Heevenopensthecardoorforme.

Hesettlesonhisseatandasks,“Doyouthinkyourmotherswill

beangryiftheyfindoutI’m relatedtoNtuthuko?”

Hemustn’tremindmeofthetrio’sdrama!I’m gladI’m notthe

typethatpeopleeasilygossipaboutbecausethatwasfront-page

gossipcontent.

“Theywilljudgeyou.Youjusthavetorememberthatthey’reold

andhusband-less,”Isay.

Hechuckles,“Maybeyouhavestep-fathersnow.”

Neverinamillionyears!Amanwhowouldtrytobecomea

stepfatherwouldbejustdigginghisowngrave.I’ddomybestto

givehim heartattackatleasttwotimesaweek.



Heglancesatme,“Youdon’twantastepfather?”

“Euww,no.”

Helaughs,“Why?Oneofthem isstillveryyoung,shecanstillget

aBen10.”

“ThereareplasticdicksinstoresSgcino,nowomanneedsaman

anymore.”

“Areyousayingyoudon’tneedme,youcansurvivewithaplastic

dick?”

“Yes,”Isayboldly.

Hesmirks,“Okay,pleasedon’ttouchmetonight.”

Yiks!WhosaidIwasgoingtotouchhisblackdickanyway?Just

thinkingabouthisballsmakesmewanttopuke.

Igrababottleofwaterandgulphalfofitdown.

“What’swrong?”heasks.

“I’m thinkingaboutyourdickandIwanttopuke,”Isay.

Hebreaksintolaughter.

I’m starving.

-

-
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WhenhegotbackinDurbanhecalledVumobutherphonewent

straighttovoicemail.Hethencalledhismothertoaskifeveryone

wasokay,whichsheconfirmedtheywere,emphasizingonLanga

who’snowagoodboy.He’sworriedaboutVumobecauseshe

didn’ttakeitwellwhenhepoundedheruntilsheturneddry

withoutreachingaclimax.Shemustbethinkinghe’snotattracted

toher,orhewasn’tfeelingherforwhateverreasons.Butthetruth

ofthematteristhatheenjoyedthedeed,hisheadwasjustnot

clearenough.Onesecondhewasthereandnexthewasinthe

past.Hedidn’tthinkitwouldbethathardtostartonacleanslate,

likenothingeverhappened.

Hesendsheralongtextremindingherhowmuchhelovesher.

ThenhecallsHubo,tocheckuponhim.

Huboanswers,soundingsurprisinglyokay.It’sstrange,given

everythingthathappenedearliertoday.

“Whenareyouseeingthechamp?”Sikelelaasks.

“I’m countinghoursnow.How’sLanga?”–Hubo.

“IspoketoMaafewminutesagoandshesaidhe’sokay,”hesays.

“IfLangaisokaythenwhydoyousoundlikeahornymanwho’s

beendeniedsex?”

He’salmostright,exceptthathewasn’tdenied,hejustfuckedup.

“I’m justtiredandI’m stillgoingtoworkandI’m goingtostayup

allnight,”Sikelelasays.

“Didn’tSguqasayanythingtoyou?Youneedtoquitthatjob,



honestly,”Hubosays.

Well,thatwillneverhappen,hewillneverquithisjobforanything.

Hewasluckyenoughtobeemployedbyoneofthebestsecurity

companiesinthecountry,that’sthejobtheDlamukaancestors

gavehim andhewillneverthrowitbackontheirfaces.

“Sguqahasn’ttalkedtomeaboutanything,”hesays.

“Heprobablyhasalotonhismind.Look,Iwantedtoactuallyask

yousomething.Morelikegetyourpermission.”

Hubowantspermission?Thisisnew.

“ItconcernsVumo’sex,Mthoko,”-Hubo.

“Whatabouthim?”

“Ineedtoseehim,him andThobanicouldbehalfbrothers.Sguqa

wantsmetogettothebottom ofit.”

“Aslongashestaysfarawayfrom myfamily,”Sikelelasays.

“I’m surehelearnthislesson.Doyouwantmetokeepyou

updated?”

“No,thankyou,”Sikelelasays.

“Howisourfriend,Mela?”Huboasks.

“Wedon’ttalkeverydaybutI’m sureshe’sfinewheresheis.Why

areyousuddenlyher‘friend’andsointerestedinher?”

“Oh,pleasedon’ttellmeyouarejealous?Youcan’towntwo

women.”



Heclickshistongue,“Bye,letmeknowifthechampisat

Mashoba,Iwillcomebearinggiftsunliketheotherunclewho

hasn’tboughtmysonabottleofpurity.”

“Youdidn’ttellheeats,Idon’tknowanythingaboutbabies,”he’s

offended.Asmuchhim andVumodon’tgetalong,Langaishis

nephew,inhisveinstheHlongwanebloodruns.

“Iwasjustsaying,Ineedtodropthecallandgetreadyforwork.

Haveanicewhoringday!”

“From thebottom ofmyheart,fuckyouSikelela.”

Sikelelaburstsintolaughterbeforedroppingthecall.

HetriescallingVumoagain,thistimeitrings,he’srelieved.

Vumoanswers,“BabaKaLanga.”

“Whydidyouswitchoffyourphone?I’vebeenworriedaboutyou.”

“EverythingIdoworriesyouthisday.NowI’m worried,whyare

youalwayssoworried?I’m withyourmother,shewilltellyouif

there’ssomethingwrongwithanyofus.”

She’sright,he’salwaysparanoid,especiallywhenhecan’tgether

onthephone.He’salwaysexpectingtheunknowntohappenand

it’snothealthyatall.

“I’m sorry,Ijust…givemetime,I’llgetusedtoit.Howismyboy?”

“He’sokay.Mawasright,Ithinkitwasanupsettummy,”shesays.

“I’m gladshe’stherewithyou.So,I’vebeenthinking,howabout



youcomeoverThursday?Iwillbeoffatwork,wecanspendthe

daytogetherbeforeyougohomefortheceremonieson

Saturday.”

“Iwouldloveto,butIhatetravellingwithalittlebaby,”shesays.

“Youdon’thavetotravelbytaxis,IwillaskHuboto…”

“No,thanks.”

“Okay,IwillaskThobani,notHubo,”hesays.

“That’sbetter,IwillhavetoaskMafirst,youknowshe’sattached

toLanga.”

“It’sjustoneday,I’m sureshecanvisitUncleVusiorsomething.”

Vumolaughs,“You’reagoodstepson.”

“IknowI’m ablessingtohaveinlife,”hesays,laughingtoo.

-

-
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Onenightmareanyonecanexperienceinlife,orshouldIjustsay

me,itiswalkingonthehoststrugglingtosetthetable.Which

thencompelsyoutobeagoodguestandofferahand.MaZwide

boredmetoday,Iwasn’theretosetthetableanddoallthishard

work.ButIcan’tbelazywhenIhaveaguysendinghisunclesfor

meinamonth.



Him andNtuthukoarestandingoutside.Ntuthukoissmoking,the

otherguyiseatingabananaandchattinghisheartaway.

“Nobodyisgoingtostealhim,”MaZwidesays.

Ikeepstaringatthosemenoutside.“Iwouldn’tcareevenifthey

stolehim.He’sannoying.Andwena?You’reglowingthanyou

werewhenIfirstsawyouatthestudio.”

Shelaughs,“It’swhathappenswhenyourhusband’shobbyisto

showeryouwithlove.”

Chipswena!Inibbleonfrieswhileshesetsthecutlery.

“Isheromantic?”I’m askingbecausetheotherguyisnot

romanticatall.

“Youworkwithhim,I’m sureyou’veseenthekindofpersonheis.”

“Yeah,butIdon’tknowhim asahusband.Iknowthatheloves

fineclothes,hewearsearringsanddyeshishair,butIdon’tknow

Ntuthukothehusbandandbabakhe.”

Shesmiles,“Well,he’sasupportivefather.Oursonsareina

privateschool,theygeteverythingtheywantfrom theirfather,

he’seducativeandemotionallysupportiveaswell.”

Interesting!I’m abouttofinishthissmallbowloffries,Ihopeshe

hasmorebecausedinnerhasn’tstarted.

“Andasahusband?”Iask.

“He’sthekindofahusbandthatsendsflowers,takesyououton

datesfrequentlyandplansfamilyvacations.Andhe’svery,very,

veryspontaneous.”



“ButMaZwideyoudon’tlookspontaneous,”Isay.

Lawd,shelooksoffended.Whenam Igoingtolearntoshutup?

“Don’tjudgeabookbyitscover,”shesays.

“You’reright.Sohowisitliketobemarriedtohim?”I’m now

investigatingforpersonalpurposes.

“Therearehighsandlowsineverymarriage,butweloveeach

otherandwewillhonorourvowsnomatterwhat.”

“Isittruethateverymarriagehasitssecrets?”

Shechuckles,“Probably.Weallhavesecretsinlife.Somethings

youjusthavetositonasawifetoprotectyourhusband.”

I’m wonderingifsheknows,oratleastsuspects,thatherhusband

haseyesformenaswell.

“Andnobodycanknowyourhusbandbetterthanyou,”sheadds.

Thisonemakesmelaugh.“YoumeanIdon’tknowNtuthukomore

thanyou,eventhoughIworkwithhim everyday?”

“No,he’smyhusband,Iknoweverythingabouthim,especially

sincehe’ssuchanopenperson.”

I’m nowtemptedtoaskbutI’m notgoingtobethatwomanwho

comestothefamilyandscattersthetables.

Shecallsthem inside,Ntuthukoandtheotherguy,andgivesthem

watertowashtheirhands.Ifitwasmetheywould’vewalkedto

thekitchensinkandcameback.Butit’sMaZwide,she’streating



them likehandicappedkids.

“ItlookslikeIshouldn’thaveeatenthatbanana,”theotherguy

sayssittingnexttome.

MaZwidesmiles,“Youcanpacksometoeatlater.That’saniceT-

shirtyouhavethere.”

“Thankyou,Ididn’tevenknowIhadituntilyoursisterforcedme

intoit.”

WithNtuthukoeverythingisatalent.“Shecanbeastylishanddo

wardrobearrangements,”hesays.

“AslongasI’m notoneofherclients,”theotherguysays.Igive

him alook,IdeservetobegivenmyflowerswhileI’m stillalive,he

canjustcomplimentme.

Igrabaplateandfillitup,almostwitheverythingonthetable.I

didmentionearlierthatIwasstarving.

Ntuthukoclearshisthroat,“Don’tforgetaboutnextweek.I

wouldn’trecommendadumplingforyou.”

SonowIgetfoodrecommendations?Whodoeshethinkheis?

“I’m hungryNtuthuko.Whatdoyouexpectmetoeat?Saladand

drinkwater?”

“Thatwouldbebetter.Wedon’twantanotherwardrobe

malfunctionbecauseofsuddenextrakilos,”hesays.

Ithappenedonce,I’m notoffended,I’m annoyed.Thisisafamily

dinner,heshouldn’tbereprimandingmeaboutwork.Iunderstand

hisconcernsbuthe’sdoingtoomuch.



“Waitaminute,”theotherguysays,dartingglancesbetweenhim

andI.“Areyoutellingherwhattoeat?”

“She’smymodelSgcino,”–Ntuthuko.

WhydoIsenseafightcoming?

“Beforeshe’syourmodelshe’smywoman.Youcannottellher

whattodowithherbody.”

“UnfortunatelyIcan,shesignedthecontract,sheknowswhat’s

up.”

Helooksatmewithhiseyebrowraisedup,helooksangry.“You

signedacontractnottoeatwhatyoulike?”

“Tostayinshape,”Isay.

“Areyououtofshapenow?”He’sshoutingatme,nottheperson

he’sangryat.

“No,”Isay.

“Theneatanythingyoulikeonthistable.Idon’ttellMaZwidewhat

toeatandnoteat,”hesaysandputsanotherpieceofmeatonmy

plate.

“BecarefulSgcino.Sheenjoyswhatshedoesandshe’sgoodatit.

Nextweekshe’sgoingtoDurbanFashionWeek,it’san

opportunityofalifetime.”

MaZwideplacesherhandoverhis.“Canweeatinpeaceandnot

talkaboutwork?Therearechildrensleepingunderthebridge,

let’snotmakeamountainoutofnothing.”



Helooksather,theireyeslockforasecond,thenhepickshis

drinkandtakesasip.He’scalm.

“Ineedthebathroom,”ItellSgcino.Ilovehim again,hejuststood

upforme.

“Iwillgowithyou,”hesays.

Myeyeswiden.Heannouncesourbathroom breakonthetable.

Nowwhatarewe?Peetwins.

Weenterthebathroom,he’swalkingbehindme.Wefuckanddo

allthecrazystufftogether.ButI’veneverhadhim accompanyme

tothebathroom.Idon’twanttopeewithanaudience,it’screepy.

Ilookathim,hefrownsandaskswhattheproblem is.

“Lookaway,Iwanttopee,”Isay.

“Why?DoyouhaveanewvaginathatIdon’tknowof?”

He’stheotherguyagain.

Iliftmydressupandpullmypantytomykneesandsittopee.As

ifI’m notuncomfortableenough,mypeesoundslikeashower,

there’sabuzzingsoundIdon’tknowof.

“OhGod!”Hecovershisnoseandlooksaway.

Ireallydon’tgiveafuck,Itoldhim togetout.Thisisthebathroom,

I’m freetofarthere.Iwipemyselfandflushthetoiletandthen

washmyhands.

“Arethewindowsevenopenhere?”He’snowbeingdramatic.



Hegrabsmywaistfrom behindandtrailskissesatthebackofmy

neck.

“Areyouokay?”heasks.

“Yes,I’m good.I’m usedtoNtuthuko,”Isay.

“Besidehim,areyousureeverythingisokaywithyou?”

Ifrown,“Yes,whyareyouasking?”

“Nothingsthandwasami,whenareyougoinghometogiveyour

brothertheletter?”

WhydoIfeelpressurednow?“Idon’tknow,maybeduringthe

week.”

“Okay,Iloveyouuyezwa?”

He’sweird.

Inod.



SIKELELA

CHAPTER64

HUBO

Thisisthedayhe’sfoughtforandlookedforwardtoforthelast

coupleofmonths.Heshouldbeoverthemoonthathe’sfinally

abouttomeethisson,buthe’snervousinstead.WhatifQobo

doesn’tlikehim?He’susedtoMdlulibeinghisfather.Mdluliis

moremature,hereadstheBibleandeveryoneadoreshim.Onthe

otherhandhe’sthemosthatedguyinMashoba,wellatleastnot

byladies,buthisnameisbadandhe’sneverbeenafatherfigure

toanyone.Thisisacommitmentforlife,there’snogoingback

from here.

OncehestepsoutofthiscarandenterstheMdluligate,coming

facetofacewithQoboforthefirsttime,he’safatherforlife,

there’snogoingback.

Forthefirsttimeinforever,hetakesadeepbreathandcloseshis

eyesandprays.

“HeyGod,IknowyouandIdon’tusuallytalk.Butcanyoudomea

favortoday?Givemethestrengthtobeafatherthatmyson

deserves.Amen.”

Heparksoutsidethegateandwalksinsidetheyard.Thelasttime

heworeasuitwasforSthembiso’swedding.Everythingelse

madehim looklikeaboyforthisday,heneededtouphisgame

andlooklikeaseriousman,andthissuitgiveshim that.



Ayandaisalreadywaitingforhim atthedoorwithherhusband

nexttoher.Hedoesn’thateMdlulianylessbuttodayhe’sgrateful

thattheyfinallyagreedtodotherightthing.Nowhejusthopes

MdlulineverfindoutaboutwhatAyandaandhim havebeendoing

behindhisbackbecausethatwouldruinthiswholeco-parenting

setup.

MdlulimakessurehemarkshisterritorybyholdingAyanda’s

handastheyheadtowardsthelounge.

Theyalreadyhavedrinksonthetable,non-alcoholicobviously.He

washopinghe’dseeQobobuthe’snotintheroom yet.

“Whereishe?”heturnshisheadtolookatthem.

“Hewilljoinusshortly,”Mdlulisays.

Theyallsettleontheirseats,Ayandafillsherhusband’sglass

withgrapefruitjuiceandpassestheboxtoHubotopourfor

himself.Somuchhospitality!

He’snotinterestedintheirjuice,buthepromisedAyandahe’s

nowahumblemanwithaleveledhead,sohedrinksit.

“HlongwaneI’dliketoclearafewthingsbeforeweproceed,”the

husbandmightbetoomuchforhim tobear.

Buthenods,prayingforhisbuttonsnottobepressed.

“Ihumblyaskforyounottoinstillanyofyourbeliefsonhim.He’s

yoursasmuchashe’sours,I’dpreferifwedon’tputalabelon

him.”

Heinhalessharply,“ToobadMdluli,Iwillbepayingwhat’sdueto



youandintroducinghim tohisancestors.Youtookthingstoofar,

Ineedtodoeverythingrighttomakesureheturnsoutokay.”

MdlulilooksatAyandawithhiseyebrowssnapped.“He’staking

him away?”

“Nobaby,he’snot.Weagreedonhim takingnecessarystepsin

helpingQobo.Remember?”Sheseemstohaveawayoftalking

throughhim.“Wecandiscussthesurnameissueaswego,”she

adds.

HenodsandlooksatHubo,“Isthereanythingyou’dliketoask

from us?”

“No.”Timewasters!

“Okay,youcancallhim mama,”Mdlulisaysandplantsapeckon

Ayanda’scheek.It’scringytowatch.

TheysitinsilenceafterAyandahaswalkedout.There’snolove

lostbetweenthem.Mdluliexpectshim tobegratefulandhe

doesn’treallyfeeltheneedtobecauseheneverrefusedtotake

responsibility,hewasliedtoandkeptfrom hisson.

AlittlemaninSpidermantracksuitappearsheldbyhismother.

He’saspittingimageofHubo.Hubofeelstearsburninghiseyes

ashewatcheshim walkinandjumpontoMdluli’slap.Helooksat

Ayandaandfeelsdisgustedalloveragain.Howcanshekeep

them apartforsolong?Howdareshehideshisblood?

“ThisisLuqobo,”Ayandasayspullinghim from herhusband’slap.



“Hecantalkbutsometimesit’shardtohearhim.Hemixes

soundsandsomehemispronounces.”

ShethenasksQoboifheseesthepersonsittingoppositethem.

“That’syourotherDada,”shetellshim.

The‘other’doesn’tsitwellwithHubobutit’sallaboutmaking

Qobocomfortable.AyandapushesQobotowardshim,wholooks

hellnervous.

“Sayhellodada,”AyandainstructsQobo.

Hissonlooksathim intheeye,behindthisSpidermantracksuit

andcutefaceliesnaughtiness.

“Hellodada,”hesays.

SomethinginHubo’sheartsettlesintoplaceandbuildsupintoa

beautifulnest.It’sgoingtobethereforever.Heliftstheboytohis

lapandshakeshislittlehand.Qobofindsthehandshakefunny

andlaughshislittlelungsoff.

“Hlongwane,Masengasileka,uyaphilaNgwane?”

Mdluliclearshisthroat,Ayandaquicklyholdshishandand

flashesafakesmilethatreprimandshim fast.

Hubo’seyesandearsareonhisson.Thispersonwho’schanged

hislifewithinasecondofwalkingintoit.Hellonewworld!

-

-
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Theyhavelovedeachotherinandoutoftime.Theysaytruelove

iswhenyouchoosetobetogetherevenwhentherearemillion

reasonsforyoutobeapart.

HismotherrefusedtoletLangatravel,hehumblyaskedforVumo

tocomeforthisnight,shewilltakeLangaonherwaybacktoher

father’shousetomorrowafternoon.Ntuliagreedeasilytothe

moneyofferSthembisomade.Itdoesn’tfeelrightwithSikelela

thattheyhadtopayforVumotobeallowedtoseetheirson’s

grave,buthecannotfightwithherfather,it’sthelastthingshe

needs.

AstheyentertheBaysideHotelwherehebookedforthem to

spendthenightSthembisocalls.

“Am Idisturbingyou?”heasks.He’stheeasiesttotalkto,Hubo

becomesanightmarewhenVumoisthesubject.Sthembiso

knowsthathe’sherewithVumotryingtorewritehiswrongsand

tojustspendthenightwithherbeforeshegoeshomefor

Saturday.

“No,weabouttocheckinatthehotel,”Sikelelasays.

“Okay,justforwardmeyourbankingdetails.Hlongwanewouldn’t

havewantedyoutodoeverythingonyourown.Yourfirstchild

hastopaidforbyyourfather,inthiscasebyme,”hesays.

“That’snotnecessary,youalreadypaidforHubo’spart,”-Sikelela.



“Iinsist.Sendmethedetails,”Sthembisosaysanddropsthecall

beforehebecomesmorestubborn.

Theycheckinfirstandgettheirkeysthenhesendshisdetailson

theirwaytotheroom.Hedoesn’tliveaflashylife,hedoesn’t

affordit.LuckilyVumowaseverythingbutsheneverputany

financialpressureonhim throughouttheirrelationship.She

deservesthisnightoutaftereverythingshe’sbeenthrough.Just

thetwoofthem,awayfrom everythingandeveryoneforonenight.

“Ohmygoodness,thisroom isamazing!”She’shappy.It’sallhe

wanted,toseehersmilingagain.

Notificationcomesinreportingmoneycomingintohisaccount;

R50000.

“Whaaat?!”Hegasps.Thisisjusttoomuch.Evenifhewaspaying

allthreecowsforthedamagesthisamountwouldbetoomuch.

HecallsSthembisorightaway;he’spacingupanddownand

sweating.He’salwaysworkedhardforhismoney,hedoesn’tjust

takemoneyfrom people.AndSthembisohasdonetoomuchfor

him alreadywiththetwinsandVumo.

“Areyouoka…?”Vumodoesn’tfinishaskingthequestion,

Sthembisohasansweredthephone.

“SguqaI’m receivingahugeamountofmoneyhere.Ithoughtyou

werejustgivingahand,not...”

Sthembisocutshim short,“That’snotmymoney,butourfather’s.

Youneedtocomeandgetyourcarsoon,youhaveafamilynow,

youcan’tbemakingLangatravelbytaxistotheclinic.”



“Wait,Iknowyoumeanwellbutthat’snotnecessary.Iworkand

I’m ableto…”

“Provideforyourfamily,yeahIknow.Mygirlfriendiscalling,I

havetogo.”Callended!

Vumoislookingathim confused.“What’sgoingon?”

Hethrowsthephoneinbedandexhalesheavily.“It’sSguqa,I’m

goingtocallhim inthemorning.FornowIjustneedahug.”

Hepullshertohischestandhugsherwithahugesighofrelief.

Hekissesherontheforeheadandsitswithheronthebedwith

hishandlinkedintohers.

“DoyouthinkLangaiscrying?”heasks.

“No,he’susedtoyourmotherandIleftenoughmilkforhim,”

Vumosays.

“Ihopetheydon’ttroubleeachother,”heturnshiseyestoher.

“Howareyoufeeling?Howdidthisweektreatyou?”

“Itwasokay,I’m lookingforwardtotheweekend,Iwanttoget

overitandcomebacktomylife.”

Heraiseshiseyebrow,“Yourlife?”

“Langa,hisgrandmotherandyou,”shesays.

Hislipsstretchintoasmile,hepullsherforalightkissandlooks

atherintheeyes.Helovesher,that’swithoutanydoubtnow.“I

wantustotalkaboutwhathappenedtheotherday,”hesays.



Sheexhalessoftlyandnods.She’sstillabitembarrassedbut

thosethingshappen.TheyhappenedwithMthoko,alot.Theonly

realsexualexperienceshe’shadandequallyenjoyedwas,sadly,

withHubo.Huboknowsasideofherthatnoothermanknowsyet,

noteventheonewhohasherheart.Shehateshim forthat,for

knowingherbodytothatextent.Forbeingabletoreachthose

placeswithherandgivingherlifetimememories.It’snot

somethingshecanwipeoff,whereasit’snotsomethingshecan

livewithandcherish.Sadlythey’renowineachother’slifeforever.

Sikelelasqueezesherhandandsays,“Ididn’tknowitwasgoing

tobethathard.IfeltbadMaGodidebecausewhenIsaidIforgive

youImeantit.Butinthemiddleofitthingsjuststartedcoming

back.Ilostfocus,mybodywastherewithyou,everythingwas

okay,butmymind…itwassomewhereelse.”

“Whatwereyouthinkingof?”sheasks.

“Everythingbaby.There’sbeenagapinourrelationship,someone

filleditforthatcertainamountoftime.Beforethattherewas…my

brother,”hesayswithahardswallow.“I’m walkingapaththathas

beenpavedformebyotherpeopleandthatscaredmebecauseI

didn’tknowwhatyourexpectationswere.”

“ButSikelelayou’vehadotherpeopletoo,”shesays,she’shurt.

“Iknow.Butatleastyoudon’tknowthem,”hesays.

“Iknowtheoldwoman,youmadeussleepinthesameroom.I

imaginedeverythingyoudidtogether,ithurtmebutIhadtoget

overitbecauseIwastheonewhowrongedyoufirst.Itdoesn’t

hurtanylessbecauseIloveyoutoo.”



Hewipeshisforeheadandlockshiseyesintohers.“I’m sorry,”he

says.

“It’sokay,Ijustwantyoutobecomfortablewithme,”shesays.

“Butyoudidn’tlooktoocomfortableeither,yourfingerswere

tremblingthewholetime.”

“ThelastpersonIhadsexwithwasMthokoanditwasn’tgreat.

Hewashurtingme,soIjustneededtokeepremindingmyself

thatit’syou,nothim,you’dneverhurtme.”

Hiseyelidsweighdouble,heblinksrapidly,lockingbacktears.He

didn’tpunishMthokoenoughforwhathedidandnowhecannot

doanythingbecausehecouldbeThobani’shalfbrother.

“MaGodideIwillneverhurtyoulikethat,andfrom nowonwards

nobodyisgoingtohaveanyadvantagetohurtyou.NotwhileI’m

stillalive,”hesays.

“Thankyou.”Sherestsherheadonhischest,surprisinglyshe

doesn’tfeeltheneedtocryoverthepasttoday,she’shere,it’sall

thatmatters.

“Ineedyoutopromisemeonething,”hesaysinalowwhisper,

playingwithherfingers.

“Okay,whatisit?”sheasks.

“Thatwewillneverhavesecrets,evenifit’ssomethingthatmay

breakoneofus.Iloveyou,Idon’twishforustogobacktothat

placewherewewerenottalkingtoeachother.”

“IwillbehonestasmuchasIcan.Ipromiseyou.”



Helockshislipsintohersandkissesherforgoodtwominutes

beforepullingsomethingoutofhispocket.

“Thisisnothowwedothings,Itakethesethingsasflashygames.

ButIknowwomenlovethem,andIloveeverythingthatmy

womanloves,Iwanttodoeverythinginmypowertomakeyou

happy,so…”Heopensaboxwitharing.“Thisisapromisering.

WithitIwantyoutoknowthatIloveyou,Iwillneverhurtyouand

I’m goingtomarryyouwhenyou’reready.”

“Sikelela!”shecovershermouthinshock.Hepullsherhandand

putstheringonherrightfingerandthenplantsakissonher

cheek.

There’saknock,hegoesandopen.It’stheirdinnerbeing

deliveredwithabunchofroseswithacardwrittenforher.

“Whendidyoudothis?”sheasks,amazed.

“Indodaayibuzwa,”hesayslockingthedooraftertheladyand

comingbacktoherwithabeamingsmile.

“Thishastobethebestdayever!Pleasetakepictures,”shesays,

posingonbedwithherroses,makingsureherringshows.He’s

forcedtobeinavideoforWhatsappstatustoo.They’regenuinely

happy,smilingandkissingeachotheramilliontimes.

He’stiredoftakingvideosandpictures,hesnatchesthephone

andputsitaway.She’snotimpressedwiththat,Sikelelalaughs



andkissesherneck.

“It’snotfunnySikelela!”shesayswhenhepushesherdownon

thebed.

“I’m sorry,uyezwa?”Heliesbetweenherlegsandtucksherface

betweenhishandstopassionatelykissher.

“Wait,I’m hungry,”shesayswithgiggleswhenhishandstouch

overherpanty.

“I’m alsohungry,”hesayswithasmileandpullsherpantydown

toherankles.“Wazewamuhle,”hesayslookingatherrecently

shavedcoochie.

“Babylet’seatfirst,doyouknowhowhungryIam?”Sheputsher

handsoverhercoochie.

Sikelelaremovesthem andplantsakissonhermound.“You’re

hungry?”

Shelaughsandcoversherpartagain,“Nothungrythere.Atleast

nottoomuch.”

“Okay,I’lljustlookandtouch,Iwon’tdoanything.”

“Swearfirst,”shesays.

Helaughs,“Iswear.”

Sheremovesherhands,heputshisfingersinandrubsheruntil

she’swet.

“Ihaveanotherfinger,itwantstotouchtoo,”hesays.

“Anotherfinger?”sheasks.



Hepullsthehardshaftoutofhisboxers.“Itjustgoingtotouch.”

“That’sabigfinger,don’tyouthink?”

“It’snot,checkthisout.”Herubshistiponherclitandmovesit

downtoheropening.Herubsitaroundafewtimesandlooksat

her.

“Pleasemylove,Ijustwanttocalm itdownbeforeweeat,

kancanenje.”

“Ithoughtyouwerejusttouching,”shesayswithaneyeroll.

“You’rewet.Isitnotforme?”Hesucksherlowerlipandlooksat

intheeyes,silentlybegging.

“It’sforyou,”shesays,lickingwherehislipssucked.

“ThenopenformeMaGodide,I’m dying.”Hesearchesforthe

condom inhisjacketandputsiton.

“Holdontomebaby,Iwillneverhurtyou.”

Vumowrapsherarmsaroundhiswaist,heentersherslowly,

maintainingtheeyecontact.“You’retheonlypersonintheworld

thatIwantedtodothiswith.”

“ItfeelssogoodSikelela,don’tstop,”shebitesherlowerlipand

moanstothepleasure.

“Ithas…alwaysbeen…beenyouVumo.”Hereleasesalowgroan

anddigshisfingersintoherhips.“Uhhh,yuuuhbaby!”

“Therebaby…IloveyouSikelela,”shescreams,bitingherlipand

bucklingupherhipstomeethisthrusts.



Everythingfeelsrightwhenthetimeisright,it’snotaboutwho’s

wrongorright,goodorbad.
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CHAPTER65

Cebileisstressed,herpreciousgrandsonwillbespendingthe

nightawayfrom her.Maybesheneededmorechildren,shestill

lovesbabieswaytoomuchthanshethought.She’stheone

ensuringthatVumopackedeverything,includingmedicationand

enemasyringebulbjustincaseLangagetssick.

Muzihasarrived,he’ssittingwithSikelelaoutside.Sometimes

they’regooduncleandnephew,it’shiswifewhobecomesa

problem.

CebilenoticedthatSikelelalookshappytoday,ifhewasn’tso

darkhe’dbehavingpinkcheekseverytimehiseyesmeetwith

Vumo’s.

“Iwonderwhatyougavemyson,”shesaystoVumoaccusingly.

“OhnothingMa,he’sjusthappytobehomewithhismother,”

Vumosays.

Sherollshereyes,“Hedoesn’tevenlookatme,theonlypersonhe

keepsstaringatisyou.”

Vumogiggles,shejusthastocomeoutwithit,otherwiseCebile

willkeepaskingandspeculating.“Weareinagoodspace.I’m

sureyouwon’tappreciatethedetails.”

“Who?Me?Iwantthedetails,that’smyson.Whatdidyougive

him?”



Vumolaughs,“It’sinappropriatetotellyou.

Cebile’smouthhangsopen,“MaNtuliyoutwohavealittlebaby,

Langaisonlytwomonthsold!”

“It’syourson,notme,”Vumosays.

“SoIwasherewithyourcryingbabyandyoutwowerebusy

disobeyingtherulesandputtinghislifeinjeopardy?”

“Howdidweputhislifeinjeopardy?”

“Bydoingwhatyoudidbeforetherighttimeyou’rehinderinghis

growth.”

Vumolaughs,“Howarewehinderinghisgrowth?He’shisown

person,notattachedtoourbodies.”

“Fine,butifheonlystartswalkingatthreeyearsoldjustknow

thatCebilewillnotbecarryingbabiesonherback,Ihaveamanto

focuson.”

“That’sjustamythMa,don’tworry,you’llseeLangaisgoingtobe

anormalchild.”

“Ifyousayso,anywaydidyoutwoexperienceanyobstacles?”

Vumoblushes,“No,wetalkedfirst,itmadeeverythingeasy.Ilove

him.”

“Ifyoutwoarehappy,youknowI’m happyaswell.Ishouldn’tbe

huggingyou,youwereuptonogoodlastnight,butIhavetowish

youagoodjourney.Ihopeeverythinggoeswelltomorrow.”She

opensherarmsandhugsthemotherofhergrandson.



“ThankyouMa,”Vumosayswithasighofrelief.

“Areyourclothesinthebaskettoo?TomorrowI’llbedoing

laundrywhilewaitingforSikelela’suncletocomebackwiththe

meat.”

“Doyouknowmyfather?Hemightnotgivethem anymeat,”

Vumosays.

Cebilelaughs,“Saythatagain,yourfatherisastrangeman.”

SikelelawalksinwithLanga.It’salwaysapleasuretoseehistwo

favoritewomengettingalong,butheneedstimewithVumo,

Thobanihasarrivedtofetchher.

“MacanyouholdLangaforamoment?Ineedtotalktohis

motherbeforetheyleave,”hesayspassingLangatohismother

beforesheevenagrees.

“Nazenangigugisabo!”CebiletakesLangafeigningangerbutshe

smilesassoonashereyeslandonhislittleface.“Khehlala

mamkhulu!”

Sikelelafrowns,“You’renothismamkhulu,you’rehisgrandmother,

ugogo.”

“Shutthefuckup!”Cebilesaysandgoestothebedroom.

SikelelalooksbackatVumostandinginfrontofhim lookinglikea

youngmakotiwithherheadwrappedinascarf.



“Youlookbeautiful,”hesays.

Shesmiles,“Thankyou,yourmom helpedmetiemyhead.”

“She’scompetingwithmethatone.”Theybothlaugh.Heholds

herhands.“You’recomingbackonSunday,right?”

“Yeah,Ihavetopreparefortomorrowandcleantheaftermath

tomorrowbeforecomingbackthenextday.”

“HasQambiarrived?”heasks.

“Yes,shesaidshe’stherealreadyandit’sawkward,”shesays.

“You’regoingtobeokay,right?”Vumonods,hekissesherhands

andexhalessoftly.“I’m notgoingtoleaveSunday,Iwillwakeup

earlyMondaymorningandgotowork.Iwillwaitforyoutocome

back.”

“Owkaaay,”shelooksathim tryingtounderstandwhat’supwith

thesmile.

“SundayI’m goingtoMashoba,Ihaveacar,”hesays.

Hereyeswiden,“Acar?Whendidyoubuyit?”

“Itbelongedtomyfather,theywantmetohaveit,”hesays.

“Isyourlicenserenewed?”sheasksexcitedly.

“Yes,nowIwillcomehomeasIwish,youwillnevertaketaxis

unlessyouwantto,”hesays.

“You’regoingtoteachmehowtodrive?”

Sikelelachuckles,“Ofcoursebaby.”



Shekisseshim,theyhugeachothertightlyforwhatfeelslikean

eternity.UntilSikelela’sunclecallshim outsidesayinghisbrother

iswaiting.It’sThobani,he’sheretotakeVumoandLangatothe

Ntulis.

“Iloveyoubaby,pleasedon’tswitchyourphoneoff,”hesays

givingheranothertighthugandlipkiss.

TheyallwalkhertothecarwithherbagandLanga.Cebilegivesa

longlistofinstructions,Langaisthemostspecialbabyinthe

world,hehastobehandledwithcare.

SikelelaandThobanichatforaminutebeforehedrivesoff.

-

-

Vumotraveledsafely,theytalkedbeforehewenttobed.Shesaw

Nkanyezi’sgraveandshe’shappyabouthowitwasbuilt.Shewas

yettotalkwithherfatherbutSikelelatrustshedideverythingto

makesuretheirfirstmeet-upgoessmooth.Ntulihasnothingto

beangryatVumofor;theycompliedwithallhisdemands.

Ashecloseshiseyesanddriftstosleephefindshimselfsitting

onaleatherchairinwhatlookslikeanewly-builthutatthe

Hlongwanes.He’ssittingwithhisfather,itdoesn’tfeellikehe’s

sittingwithamanheneverhavehadarelationshipwith,

everythingseemsnormal.Langaissittingonthefloorplaying

withalittleboy,theyalmostlookalike.

Mkhontoistalkingabouttheimportanceofthem,thebrothers,

holdingeachother’shandsandhelpingoneanotherhealfrom all



thepainthey’vebeenthrough.Heemphasizesonhowproudheis

ofSikelelaforsavingthefamilyfrom thecurse.

“I’m gratefultoMaNtuliaswell,Ijustwishthingscould’veended

updifferently.Butyoudidyourbest,youneverlostthecoreof

whoyouare,youdidwhatamandoes.I’m proudofyou,son.”

Sikelelatakesadeepsighandlooksathim.“Whenareyou

leaving?”

It’slikeSikelelajusttoldhim togetupandleave.“Mytimeisup,I

havetogo.IfSthembisodoesn’tcomehomeontimebecauseof

hiswife,it’syourdutytomakesurethatThobanicomesback,I

don’twanthim tostaywiththosepeople.”Hebendstogive

kissestohistwograndsonsandwalksout.

Sikelelaclosesthedoorafterhim andsighs.Langa’smilkbottleis

almostfinished,heneedstoboilwaterandmakeanotherone

becauseVumoisnotaroundwithbreastmilk.

-

-

He’swokenupbyhisuncleearlyinthemorning.It’sabouttime

theyleavewiththecowandgoat,thesecondcowwillbesettled

withcash.

“Areyouokay?”Muzi,hisuncle,askspushinghischest.Hecanbe

thisannoying.

“I’m goodmalume.Whatdoyouneedmetodo?”

“Nothing,justwakeup.”



Howharditistobeablackchild!HeputshisT-shirtonand

makeshisbed.

“Areyousureyou’reokay?”Hisuncleasks.

“Yeahmalume,Ijustastrangedream,that’sall.”

“Whatdream wasit?”

“IdreamedofHlongwaneforthefirsttime,myfather.Itwasjust

strange.”

“Wasitagoodorbaddream?”-Hisuncle.

“Idon’tknowmalume.HewastherewithmeandLanga,Iguess

theotherboywasHubo’sson.Hetalkedaboutalotofthings,

mostlygoodthings.Ijustdon’tunderstandwhyhevisitedme.”

“Maybebecauseyou’retakingthishugeresponsibility,notallboys

dothisthesedays,theyjustimpregnateandrun.”

“Maybeyou’reright,”hesaysandtakeshistoothbrushand

toothpaste.

“I’m proudofyouaswell,youknowthatright?”

Hechuckles,“Malumeyoudon’treallycare.Yoursisterandwife

haven’tbeentalkingformonthsandyouhaven’tmadeone

attempttositthem down.”

“Yourmotherisstubborn,”Muzisays.

“Oh,soshe’stobeblamed?Malumeyouchangedsoonafter

gettingmarried.”

“Whoremainedthesameaftergettingmarried?Ijustneededyour



mothertoadjustinnotbeingaprincessanymore,Ihaveaqueen

now.”

Sikelelalaughsoutloud.“Missmewiththosetitles.Soyourwife

isabovemymom?”

“That’snotwhatImeant,”Muzisays.

“Doyouevenknowthatyouhaveabrother-in-lawnow?”

Muzi’seyeswiden,“What?!”

“IguessI’llbetakinglobolaforthedethronedprincesssinceyou

nolongercareabouther.”

“Whoisthatman?Ishefrom thevillage?Idon’twanthertobe

associatedwithanother…excuseme,butashitofamanlikeyour

father.”

Sikelelashrugs,“It’sfine.UncleVusiisagoodman,I’vemethim,

mymotheristhehappiestI’veeverseen.”

“Ihavetomeetthismantoo.Hhawu,kukhonaosedlaemzini

kababa!”

Ifhewasagirlhewould’vejustrolledhiseyes,hisuncleisnot

thattooconcernedabouthismother.

-

-

VUMO



Thecowisbeingslaughteredoutside,Sikelela’sunclesareinside

thehouseandtheyhaven’tgottenevenadrink.Thegrocerywas

bought,Qambiandhergothereyesterdaytohelphisyoungwife

withthepreparations.Everyoneknowsthatwheneverthereare

guests,especiallythein-laws,theyhavetobeserved.Butthings

aredifferentattheNtulis,herfatherhaschangedhismindover

night,he’sforbiddenthecookingtotakeplace.Inhiswordsthe

Dlamukasareheretopayfortheirsins,atthisstagethey’restill

onhisbadbooksanddon’tdeserveanygoodgesture.It’swhen

theybringlobolawheretheywillbewelcomedwithfoodand

drinks.

Hissecondwifeunderstands,she’sonhisside,Vumo’smotheris

nothere.

Qambihastospeakupforhersister,thisismistreatingherin-

laws,nothingless.

“Baba,”shestandsandclearshervoice.“Icontributedtothe

grocery,theDlamukasneedtobecookedfor.”

“Whodoyouthinkyouaregoingabovemyheadandyour

mother’s?”Ntuliroarswithanger.

“I’m yourdaughter,Ihaveasayinwhathappenstodayasmuch

aseveryone.Vumoismysister,”Qambisays.

“You’renotgoingtocookforpeoplewhomademydaughter

pregnantwithoutmarryingher.UntilIseecowsinmykraalthey’re

justdogs.”

“Babayouhadmebeforeyouandmom gotmarried,andI’m sure



mygrandfathernevertreatedyoulikethis.”

“Youwereforceddownmythroat,justlikeyourmother.Ofcourse

yourgrandfathernevertreatedmeanyhowbecausehewanted

metomarryhisdaughterbyforce.”

Qambifrowns,shelooksatVumo,they’rebothconfused.

“Whatdoyoumeanyouwereforced?Youneverlovedmy

mother?”–Qambi.

“Yourmotherknowsthetruth,ourparentsgotustogether,even

whenItoldherIdidn’twantanotherchildwithhershestillgot

pregnantwithher.”HepointsatVumoandherbreathalmost

stops.“ButstillIacceptedbothofyouandher.Iraisedyouupand

allyoudidwastodisappointme.You’reevenbetterbecauseyou

wereunlucky,yougotraped.ButVumokuhledisrespectedmebig

time.”

Langaisgettinguncomfortable,hecansensehismother’s

changeofmood.

“ButI’m here,tryingtocorrectthatNtuli,”Vumosays.

“Youhadtokillyourownbabybeforeyourealizethatyouwere

notontherightpath.”

“WhatdoyoumeanIkilledmybaby?It’snotmyfaultthatthey

werebornthewaytheywerebornandIdideverythinginmy

powertomakehim live.”

“Theancestorswereangrywithyou,hadyouactedlikeagoodgirl

thatIraisedyouwould’vecalledmeandaskedformyhelp.”



“Soyouwantedmetogroveltoyouafterkickingusoutlike

dogs?”She’scrying.ThismanistriggeringfeelingsSikelelahas

workedsohardtohealandbury.

“YourprideandlackofmoralskilledyoursonVumokuhle.”He

turnstoQambi,“Youcangivethem drinks.”

Hiswifefollowshim out.QambitakesLangaandputshim onthe

reed-matwithhisblanket.ShehugsthefragileVumo.“Youknow

noneofwhathesaidistrue.Itwasn’tyourfaultthatNkanyezilost

hislife,I’m sureheknowshowmuchyoulovedhim whereverhe

is.”

Vumowipeshertearsandnods.SheneedstogotoNkanyezi’s

graveagain,sheneedstohaveaconversationwithhim,hisspirit.

-

-

SIKELELA

He’sbeentakingnapsthewholeday.Hisuncleisfinallybackwith

twomenwhoaccompaniedhim.Hismotherishappy,theycame

backwiththemeat,whichmeansit’sfamilybraaitime.

He’stired,hedoesn’tfeellikeengagingbutknowinghismother

heknowsshe’llmakeabigdealaboutit.Sohedragshimselfout

andjoinsthechaosinthekitchen.

Hisunclecan’tgetoverthecoldwelcometheygotattheNtulis.

TheyusetohaveagoodrelationshipwithVumo’sfather,maybe



becausehermotherwasaround.Thistimetheyonlygota2lof

Cokeandthatwasit.Cebilegivesthem stewleft-oversandbread;

theykeepcryingabouthunger.

“Mshanaheretellsmehenowhasastepfather,”Muzisays

lookingatCebile.

CebileturnsandgivesSikelelatheAfrican-mother-eye.It’snota

secretbuthedidn’thavetorunhismouth.

“Idon’tbuttinyourbusinesswithyourwife,maybeweshouldnot

talkaboutmypersonalaffairs,”Cebilesays.

“Ifthatmaniscominghereinmyfather’shousehe’smydamn

business,”Muzisays.

“I’m notlivinginyourfather’shouse,clearyoureyesandlook

aroundyoucarefully.”

“SikelelayouseewhatIwastalkingabout?Thisicyprincessis…”

Sikelelasighs,todayhe’snotinthemoodfortheirgrownsibling

fights.

“Ineedsomewater,”hestretcheshisarmsandstandsup.

Hismother’sphonebeeps,shereadsthemessagewithafrown

andasksSikelelatosit.

“What’sgoingon?”heasks.

“Vumo’ssisterissendingmeamessage;theywantistocome

overurgently,”Cebilesays.

“Why?”Sikelelafrowns.



Cebile’shandsareshaking,she’sfightingbacktearsbutkeeping

astrongface.

Sikelela’sphoneringstoo.Butit’sSthembiso,notQambi.

“Sikelelawhereareyou?”heasks.

“I’m homebutweareabouttogo,Vumo’ssisterhasaskedusto

comeover.”

“Justwaitforus,wearecomingnow,”Sthembisosaysanddrops

thecall.

Them?Him andwho?Hismotherhasrushedtothebedroom,his

uncleandhisfriendsarefocusedontheirbreadandstew.

Maybeheneedstogotohisroom andchangetoo.Herushesto

hisrondavelandchangeshisclothes.ThenhecallsVumo,he

needstoknowwhythey’reneededthere.

It’sansweredbyawomanwhocalmlytellshim everythingisfine.

Okay,maybethere’ssomethingelse.

Within10minutestwocarspullupabovetheDlamuka

homestead.Hubo,Sthembiso,Thobaniandallhisthree

Hlongwanemothersarehere.Thiskeepsgettingstranger.They

allfitintwocars,he’sridingwiththeboys,itlookslikethey’re

avoidinghavinganykindofconversationforsomeweirdreason.

Sthembisokeepscuttinghim offifheaskswhythey’regoingto

theNtulis.Theymustknowsomethingforthem todragallthe

motherstogototheNtulis.It’sunlikeHubotoseehim andnottry



toannoyhim;he’sawkwardlyquiet.

PeoplearestillcrowdedattheNtulis,therewasfreemeat,how

couldtheygohome?

Maybenot,they’resomeonebeingcarriedoutofthehouse,she

looksunconscious.Lookingcloserhenoticesthatit’sQambi.

Somethingiswrong!

“Whathappened?Where’sLangaandhismother?”heasksloud,

foranyonewhohastheanswertorespond.

Sthembisoholdshishandastheywalktowardsthehousewhere

Qambiwascarriedout.

Cebilecollapsestothedoorstoep,“MaNtuliyoucannotdothisto

us!”

Nobodyhassaidanythingtohim.Whatcan’tVumodo?Towho?

Whyarepeoplecrying?Whycan’theseeherandLanga?Whyis

Qambiunconscious?



SIKELELA

SEASONFINALE

CHAPTER66

Theytellhim atthedoor.Hismothers,theyalreadyknewbutthey

couldn’tbringthemselvestotellhim inthecar.Hedoesn’t

understand,itdoesn’tsinkinormakeanysense,butheknows

thatheneedstofindhisson.

Hepaveshiswayin,she’sstillhangingwitharopearoundher

neck,peoplearestandingonthewindows,someareinsidethe

houseandcrying.Whenhewalksinalleyesturntohim,he’s

lookingforLanga,hecannotseehim here.

“Whereismyson?”He’slookingatNtuliwholooksbrokenand

remorseful.

Onewomantellshim Langawastakentohisgrandfather’s

bedroom,herushesoutleavingeveryonewithhislategirlfriend.

There’sanothercommotionwithQambi,peoplearerunningwith

waterbucketsandtowels.Hewalkspastthem andheads

towardsNtuli’sbedroom,oneroom he’sculturallyforbiddento

enter,buttodayisnotabouttherules,hegetsinsideandfindsa

younggirlfeedingLangahisbottle.

Hepickshim upwithhisbottleandblanketandwalksout.

MaJiyanewalksuptothem intheyardandasksifheneedsany

help.ShetakesLangafrom him andwalkstothecar.



Sthembisocomestohim andshakeshisshoulder.Heaskswhat

hewantstodo;whetherhewantstoleaveortowaituntilthebody

leaves.

Sikelelajustlooksathim andasks,“What’sgoingon?”

Sthembisotakesadeepbreath,“Langa’smothercommitted

suicide.”

“That’snottrue,Vumodidnotcommitsuicide.”

“I’m sorrybrother,butshedid,theysaysheleftyoualetter,

maybeitexplainswhatmadehertakethisdecision.”

Hesnapsangrily,“Shedidnotcommitsuicide.Yesshe’sdead,

butshedidnotkillherself.”

“Okay,”Sthembisonods.

TheywalktowardsthehousewhereVumois;thebodyiswaiting

forthepolice,theirvanjustpulledup.

Vumowasokay,thathe’ssureof,theytalkedearliertoday,even

thoughshesoundedpissedhewasabletoconvinceherthatfood

isnobigdealandtheylaughedaboutit.This,here,doesnotmake

sense.Yesshehasaropearoundherneck,she’snotbreathing,

shewillneverlookintohiseyesagainandtellhim sheloveshim.

Butstill,shewouldn’ttakeherownlife.

“Whokilledher?”heasksatthedoor.HiseyesareonNtuli,today

they’llseeasideofhim hewassureheburiedafterbecominga

dad.

Cebilehascalmeddown,nowsheneedstocalm hersonbecause



she’sseenthatlookonhisfaceanumberoftimesandinthose

timesshehadendeduppayinghospitalbillsandattendingcases

attheChief’shome.

“Sikelelanotnow,”shebegs.

Hepaveshiswaythroughafewpeopleandstandsinfrontof

Ntuli.“Whatdidyoudotoher?”

Hissecondwifestands,shehascrocodiletearsinhereyes.“Son,

pleasecalm down,wearealltraumatizedbythis.”

Heholdshisleftear,scratchesitafewtimesbeforegrabbing

Ntulibyneck.Screamsfillthehouse.

ThankfullySthembisowalksinandpullshim outbeforeLanga

losesbothhisparents;onetodeathandanothertoprison.

KnowingSikelelahecould’vestrangledNtulitodeath,thisisalso

anotherthinghewillhavetoverifyinalaterstageBecauseNtuli

isLanga’sgrandfather.

“Let’sgohomeSikelela!”Sthembisosaysforcefullypullinghim

towardsthecar.“Don’tdothistoLanga,please.”

Sikelela’sattemptsofbreakingfreeareinvain,Sthembisoismore

powerfulthanhethought.

“Whydidyoubringmeherethen?Huh?”Hislipsaretrembling,

he’scoveredinsweat,hiseyesareshedwithbloodinsteadof

tears.He’sangry,dangerouslyangry.

MaJiyaneisalreadyinthecarwithLanga,Sthembisositsonthe

wheelanddrivesoff.Theypasstheambulance;Qambiisina



criticalconditiontoo.Anythingcanhappenandsadlytheirmother

isnoteventhere.

BythetimetheygetattheDlamukasSikelelahascalmeddown,

orsodoeshelook.HeleadsMaJiyaneinsidethebighouse,

surprisinglyhisuncleisstillhere,maybehefoughtwithhiswife

andshetoldhim tostaythisside.

There’snomilk,that’sthefirstthingheremembersasMaJiyane

takesaseatwithLangaonherlap.Heblinksrapidlyandsniffs

backandsitsflatlyonthefloor.He’snotcryingaboutthe

situation,hewilldealwiththatafterhe’sdealtwithwhoeverhurt

Vumo,he’scryingforhissonrightnow.

SthembisolooksatMaJiyane,“WhatarewegoingtodoMa?”

“IwillcallAziletocomewithatinofmilk,”shesays.

Langadoesn’tdrinkformulamilk,Vumopumpsforhim,hecan’t

adjustlikethis.Asifhesensesthesorrowsurroundinghim,he

startswailing.HiscrypiercesthroughSikelela’sheart,hestarts

scratchinghisearsaggressively,Sthembisoliftshim upand

walksoutwithhim.Hisuncleiscluelessaboutcomforting,orhe

justdoesn’tcarethatmuch.

Sthembisohasbeeninthissituation,heknowshalfofthethings

hemightbegoingthrough.Butit’shardforhim aswell,hedoesn’t

knowwhattosay.He’sbeenthere,heknowsthatnowordsare

enoughtonumbthepain.HestartedbeingokaywhenGiana



cameintohislife,sheshiftedhim from paintolight.

“WhatdoyouwantustodoexceptkillingNtuli?”heasksSikelela.

Sikeleladoesn’tanswer,hisheadisburiedbetweenhishands.

“Youlovedherbafo,I’m surethishadnothingtodowithyou,”-

Sthembiso.

“Iwanttobealone,”hesays.

“IrespectthatbutI’m scaredtoleaveyouallbyyourself.Iwilljust

sithereandshutup.”

Sikelelagaspsforairandliesonhisback.Histemplehasaweb

ofthrobbingveins,hiseyeslookinflamedandswollen.

“Langaneedsyou,youneedtobestrongforhim,"Sthembiso.He

saidhewasshuttingup.Andhischoiceofwordsisn’thelping,

howdoyoutellagrievingpersontobestrong?Sikelelaisallowed

tobeweak.

“I’m notsayingputonabraveface,you’reallowedtocryasmuch

asyou…”

“Pleasedon’t!”Sikelelawhispers,hetakesanotherhugebreath

andslightlyshakeshishead.“I’m onepersonwhogavelovea

chance.Morethanenoughtimes,Ikepttrying,Ikeptgiving,Ikept

openingup,Ikeptmakingmyselfavailable.I’m notsayingI’m

specialbutIdeservedashotathappiness.”

Atleasthe’stalking,he’slettingitout.Sthembisonods,“Youdid.”

“Thenwhywouldshegivemehopeandthenleave?Vumoknew

memorethananyone.SheknewhowfarI’dgoforher;Iwould’ve



laidmylifedownforher.Whateveritwas,Iwasjustaphonecall

away.”HesitsandlooksatSthembisolikehe’stheonewithall

hisanswers.“Webrokeupbecausewhensheneededmeshedid

notpickupherphoneandcalledme,eventhoughsheknewhow

muchIlovedher,ImeanIwouldhaveswappedmyshiftand

camehometocomfortherwhenshelostherpositioninthe

village.Sheknewthatverywell,butshedidn’tcallme,she

decidedtofindcomfortsomewhereelse.”Dropsofsweatroll

downhisface,mixingwithtears.HewipeditallwithhisT-shirt.

“48hoursagowetalked,ironedthingsoutandmadenew

promises.Vumopromisedtobeopen,topickherphoneandcall

mewhenevershefeelsloworneedshelp.Butguesswhathas

happened?Vumodidnotcallme,shedecidedtofindcomfortin

death.AnythingI’veeverdoneforhernevermeantanything.Every

sacrificesImade,everypennyIspent,everytearIshed.Noneofit

mademeenoughforhertotrustwithhersoul.”

Sthembisoexhalessoftly,“It’sdeathSikelela,nobodycanpredict

it.”

“ButI’m talkingaboutVumo.ShetrustedHubo’sdickmorethan

me.It’swhatshechosewhenlifethrewheratthebottom.Nowa

rope,she’schosenaropeoverme!”

“Iunderstandyoufeelbetrayedandhurtrightnow.Butatleast

youknowyougaveityourall.There’sno‘whatif’from yourside.

Youhavenothingtobeashamedof.There’snothingyoucould’ve

donedifferentlybecauseeverythingyoudidwasenough.”He

looksatSikelela,there’snohopeinhiseyes.“It’sgoingtobehard

butonedayyouwillbeabletolookbackateverythingyouwent



throughandbeproudofyourself.Becauseyounevercracked,you

didnotchangewhoyouarebecauseofthedynamicsofyour

relationshipwithher.”

Sikelelarubshistemple,“Myheadispounding.”

“Letmegoandlookforpainkillersinthecar,”Sthembisosays

standingup.

“Pills?Getmeumsuzwane(fevertea).”

Well,heisSikelela,ofcoursehewillsniffumsuzwaneandthe

headachewilldisappear.Hewon’tdrinkpills.

-

-

HUBO

NtuliwasatoddswithVumo,conclusivelyherbabiesaswell.So

itwasadvisablethatLangaleaveswithSikelela,nowhe’s

instructedtocollectLanga’sbagandeverythingthatishis.The

bodyhasbeentakenaway.Qambirushedtothehospital,she’sin

everyone’sprayers.

Afterthepolicereadthroughthesuicidenotewithjudgmental

facestheygaveittoNtuli’ssecondwife,Vumo’spresentmother.

Noneofthethingswrittenweredirectedtoherorherhusbandso

shegavethelettertoCebile.AndCebileaskedHubotokeepitin

thecarwithLanga’sbag.

It’snothisplacetoreadit,ortogrieveVumo’sdeath.Hecannot



beopenlysadaboutherdeath.Theydidn’tgetalong,hardlytalked

aboutwhathappenedbetweenthem andhowitaffectedthem as

individuals.Hechosetohateher,that’showhedealtwithher

beinghisbrother’sgirlfriendandallthesecretsshekeptfrom him

andhowshemadehim feelinvalidandunimportantwhenhemet

herthesecondtime.Shedidthesame;shehatedhim forherown

reasons.

Whenheopensthefoldedletter,justtotakeasneakpeak,his

nameishere.ThisbetternotfuckuphisrelationshipwithSikelela.

Hishandstrembleasheholdstheletterstraightandstarts

reading;

“I’m notsurewhenyou’regoingtoreadthis,that’sifyoueven

readit.KnowingyouIknowthatyou’reangryatmerightnowand

it’sgoingtotaketimeforyoutoforgiveme.ButIknoweventually

youwill,becauseunlikemyfatheryouunderstoodmeasahuman

notimmunetomistakes.Bythetimeyoureadthis,hopefully,Iwill

bereunitedwithoursonNkanyezi.

IdidnotendmylifebecauseIdidnotwanttoliveanymore.Our

futurewaspromising,you’reeverythingawomanwouldwant

Sikelela,everything!Iwantedmoremorningswakingupinyour

embrace,IwantedtoseeLangagrow,Iwantedtowitnesshim

gettingtheunconditionalfatherlyloveyouandInevergottotaste

-becauseIknowyou’regoingtobeagreatfathertohim.Butmy

lifewasn’tjustfilledwithpositiveaspectstolookforwardto

everyday;IstruggledSikelelayouknowthat.OnedayIwasokay

andthenextIwasnot.AfterthatmistakeImadeeverythingjust



feltlikefate,likeapayback.Idon’tknowhowmanytimesItried

toconvincemyselfthatMthokowrongedme,nomatterwhatIdid

tohim nowomandeservewhathedidtome.Nkanyezi’sdeath

too,Itoldmyselfnotallconjoinedtwinsmakeitaliveafter

separation,thatitwasnormalthatonlyonetwinsurvive.Thatwas

meonthedaysIchosetobepositiveandgivemyselfsomeworth.

ButsomedaysI’drememberwhatIdidtoendupwithMthoko

andpregnantwithtwinsawayfrom home.ThenI’drememberthat

itwasallmydoing,Ibroughtallthatpaintomyself,Ideservedit.

Yesterdayandthedaybefore,infactthiswholeweek,Iwasmy

happiest.SohappySikelelathatIforgothowdisappointingIam

asachild,howimperfectandundeservingIam.Iforgotaboutmy

mother’smisery,thatI’m responsibleof.Iforgotaboutmysister

who’shomelessbecauseofme.IforgotaboutNkanyezi’sdeath

whichusedtochipatmysouleveryminute.UntilIgothere,thenI

wasremindedofeverything.Ichosetoputanendtoself-doubts,

toeverydayquestionsandregrets,totheworryIgiveyou

everyday.You’veranenougherrandsforme,youhavelistenedto

enoughsadstories,youdeserveabreak.

IwantyoutoknowthatIlovedyou.YouandIhadourimperfect

lovestory.Idon’tthinktherehasbeenadaywhenIdidn’tthinkof

you,inpainandinpleasure.Thingsdidn’tgothewaywewanted,I

disappointedyou,justlikeIdisappointedeveryoneIcaredabout.I

knowyouforgavemebutIalsoknowhowharditwasforyouto

livewithwhatHuboandIdid.Itcan’tbethatyouwerenormal

afterthat,becausethetruthis,Iwasn’tnormaleither.



IneverhatedHubo,notthewayyouthinkIdid.Hegavememy

firstexperience,nomatterhowhardItriedtomakethatrealitygo

awayIjustcouldn’teraseit,becauseitdidhappenanditlefta

markinmylife.Atsomepoint,regretfully,Iwantedyoutobelike

him.Iwantedyounottocaretoomuchaboutdoingwhat’sright.

ThatwasbeforeIrealizedthatHuboandSikelelaaretwo

differentpeople.IcouldnoterasethememoriesIhadofhim by

turningyouintohim.Ihadtolivewithhim inmyheadlyingontop

ofme,introducingmetoeverydirtythingsIneverthoughtexisted.

Becausehe’soneofthebadchoicesImade,Ichosetodothose

thingswithhim,him andIcreatedthosememoriestogether(not

sureifheremembersorcares.)Ihadtoletyoube,becauseyou’re

anamazingpersonasyouare.ButGodhadtomakeLangalook

likehim.IguessHewantedmetoacceptthatimperfectpartof

mylife.

Ididnothatehim,Ijustcopedbyhatinghim.Ihopehefindslove

oneday……”

Hishandsaresweaty,heputstheletterontheotherseatand

takesadeepbreath.Hisfeelingsarenotclearaboutthis.She

gavesomedetailshewouldhaveSikelelarathernotreading

about.Theywerenotnecessary.Buthefindscomfortinher

wishinghim well,heneededit.



SEASONFINALE
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…Sikelelapleasedon’tallowanywomantocomeandchange

thingsbetweenyouandLanga.Youareallhe’sgotnow.Iknow

wetalkedaboutthisbutIstillaskyoutolivealittle.Yourmother

alwaystoldmeyoustartedsmilingafterIgotintoyourlife.ButI

knowthat’snotentirelytrue,youalsoloveattendingtraditional

ceremoniesandcelebratingyourAfricanity.Whydon’tyoutake

timeandexplorehowfaryourinterestgoes?Maybevisita

differenttribeandseehowtheydothings.Iswearyou’dlovethe

Sothoculture.Travellingisnotabouthavingchampagneinthe

boatandtakingpictures,youcanstilltravelandbeSikelela,doing

whatyoulove.

Don’tallowmyabsencetobringyoudown,I’m surethenewworld

willbringmejoyandihopethatIwillbeacceptedwithallmy

flaws.Nowit’stimetofocusonyouandinthefuture.Leavewhat

wehadinthepastandonlytakegoodmemorieswithyou.

TellyourmotherthatI’m gratefulforeverythingshedidforme

andforbelievinginmesomuch.Iknowshe’sstillshatteredright

now,butpleasetellherthesupportshegavemewasenough,I

didn’tkillmyselfbecauseanyonefailedme,orbecauseIdidn’t

haveenoughsupportsystem.I’m sorryIdidn’tgettomeetUncle

Vusi,IpromisedherIwould,butshemustknowthatIwishthem

nothingbutthebest.



Lastly,ourson.PleasetellLangahewaastherayofsunshine,a

twinofmiracleandgreatsurvivor.Ilovehim morethan…”Sikelela

squashestheletterandthrowsitaway.Shecould’vetoldthese

peopleallthesethingsherself,ifshehadthismuchtosaywhy

didshetakeherownlife?

“Ihatethisbitch!I’m theonlypersonwhobelievedinher,Igave

hermyheartandshegavemenothing.Afuckin’usedpussyand

lies.”

“Shegaveyouason,”Hubosays.He’stryingtohidehis

emotions,witheverythingthat’swrittenonthatlettermourning

Vumo’sdeathwouldsendwrongsignals.SthembisoandThobani

areokay,they’reallowedtobesad.

“Youmayhaveintroducedhertothingsasshewritesinhonorof

you,butdonottellmehowtofeelHubolethu!”He’sonhisfeet,

thisisthefirsttimehe’shatedamanwithhisbloodthismuch,

eventhehatehehadforhisfatherisnothingcomparedtowhat

hefeelsforhisbrother.HuboandVumotookfrom him,they

turnedhislifeupsidedown,he’sbeenmiserablebecauseofthem.

Bloodmayhavepreventedhim from seeingthetruthbuthesees

itnow,whethertheykneweachotherbackthenornot,Hubo

playedhispartinmakinghislifemiserableandnowhethinkshe

candefendhiswhore.

“I’m nottellingyouhowtofeel,I’m justsaying…”

“You’rejustsayingamasimba!”

SthembisopullsHubotothesideandaskshim toleave.It’seither

thatorhe’sburyingoneofthem.Hedidn’tseeVumo’ssuicide



gettingbetweenthem,theymovedpastthatincidentalongtime

ago.

Huboleaves,Sikelelaispacingaroundlookingreadytohurt

someone,luckilyCebilehasarrivedandtakenLanga.

“Ihopehe’snotyourbrotherbecauseMthokowon’tbeeatinghis

suppertomorrow,he’llbeherdingtheducks,”Sikelelasaysto

Thobani.Hedoesn’tcarewhathe’ssayingorwhohe’shurting

rightnow,hejustwantssomeonetopay.Ntuliisoutofthe

equation,hecannotkillhim becauseofLanga,butMthoko’sdays

areover.

“Youwillgotojail,”Sthembisotellshim.

“Idon’tcare,”hesays.

“Youdon’tcarethatLangawillgrowupwithoutbothhisparents?”

“Youareheresgora,aren’tyou?Youwilltakecareofhim.Oreven

betterhismother’sfuck-buddywilldothehonors.”Hetakes

somethingunderthematressandpushesitbehindhiswaist.

“Sikelelawhereareyougoing?”Sthembisorunsafterhim.

He’swalkingout.“ToseeQambi.”

“Andthegun?”

“GofuckyourKaren,Sguqa.”

-

-

Qambiwasbornwithaheartconditioncalledaorticstenosis.It



wasnevertreated,butluckilyshe’sabletoliveanormallife

unlesssituationsleadherintoarrythmias.Shewastheoneto

discoverVumo,shehadleftLangawithherandsaidshe’sgoing

totakeabath.After30minutesshebegantofeeluneasyand

decidedtogoandcheckwhatwaskeepingVumosolong,onlyto

findheronlysisterdead.

Sheranoutofbreathandcollapsed.Theirmotherhasbeen

informedbutshecanonlyattendtooneproblem ataqtime;

obviouslysittingonthematressforherlatedaughter.Afterthe

neighbourwhocamewithQambitothehospitalwentbackhome

shewaslefttothehospitalstaff.

Shewakesuphopingitwasalladream.She’snotunfamiliarwith

thehospital,she’susuallyherewhenshithashitthefan-herheart

weakening.Vumoshouldn’thavebeentheonetokillherself,she

hadeveryreasontolive.Amanwholovedherdespiteallher

flawsandshort-comings,ahandsomesonandlovingmother-in-

law,ifshewishedshewouldn’thavetoworkadayinherlife

becauseSikelelaisaprovidingman.Ontheotherhand,her,born

withaheartcondition,rapedwhenshewasyoungandalmosthad

herrectum destroyed,herboyfrienddumpedherforconfronting

him abouthischeatingwaysandblamedeverythingonherfearof

sexualintercourse.

WithVumogoneandhermotherdryandoutofoption,she’snot

expectinganyonetocomeandcheckonher.Soshe’sabit

surprisedwhenthenursetellshershehasavisitor.



Sikelelawalksin,herheartsinksimmediatelybecauseoutofall

peoplehe’stheonesheleastexpectingtosee.

Hedragsachairandsits.

“Qambihowareyoufeeling?”

Shedoesn’tknowhowtoanswerthisquestion,shejustshrugs.

“I’m feelingbetrayed.YoursisterbetrayedmeQambi,”hesays.

Sheexhales;he’sinpainbutsoisshe.

“Idon’tthinkI’lleverloveagain,”hesays.

“Youwill,maybenotnoworanytimesoon,butonedayyouwill

healandbeokay.I’m heretohelpwithLangaifyouneedme.”

Sikelelaexhalesandasks,“Whathappenedtoyou?”

“Ifainted,I’m goingtobeokay.”

“WhatdidNtulisayexactly?”

“Alotofthings,I’m notreadytotalkaboutit.”

Henods…

Shelooksathim,“Idon’thaveanswers,ifthat’swhatyoucame

herelookingfor,Ijustknowthatshelovedyou.”

“No,Iknewyou’dbealone,Ipassedbytomakesureyou’reokay.”

“Thankyou,”shesays,carefulnottosoundtoovulnerableor

emotional.

-



-

LONDEKA

Icouldn’tgotoDurbanFashionweek,Icancelledinthemorning

whenmysicknessgotworse.ThismeansIhaveamanbayingfor

myblood-Ntuthuko.Hisresponseaftermytextwas;“wewilltalk

aboutthisLondeka.”Knowinghim Iknowhe’sgoingtohavea

severepunishmentforme.I’m readyforit,whateverhewantsI

willjustcomply.FornowIhaveatallmanhoveringovermewitha

bowlofJungleOats.Ihavethrewuptwicebuthestillwantsme

toeat.

“Youneedtoeat,”hekeepspreaching.

“IwilleatwhenI’m feelingwellSgcino,”Isnap.

“It’s11:23andyouhavenothinginyourtummy.”

Lord!

“BecauseIkeepthrowingup.”

“Youneedtokeeptrying.”

Isheafoodpoliceorwhat?Isitwithmyeyebrowraised.He’s

nevercaredwhetherIeatbreakfastornot.Latelyhe’sbeenvery

clingy,he’sinmyplacealotanddoingthingsformelikeIhaveno

hands.Idon’trememberbewitchinghim,whywouldablackman

givehiswomanbreakfast-in-breadthreemorningsinarow?I

didn’twinlottery,Idon’thavependinginsurances,whatdidIdo?

“What’sgoingon?”Iaskhim.



Hefrowns,“Whatdoyoumean?”

“YouareactingweirdSgcino.”

Heclearshisthroat,hiseyesrunawayfrom me,rightthereand

thenIjustknowhe’shidingsomething.Whateverwedidtomen!

“Yousaidtherewillbenosecretsinthisrelationship.”I’m begging

whilementallypreparingforanexplosionassoonashereveals

thesecret.

He’sclearinghisthroatagain.Somethingbigiscoming.

“Whenwasthelasttimeyouhadyourperiods?”

Oh,Ithoughthemadesomeonepregnantorsomething.

“Ihadaninjectiontwomonthsago,”Isayconfidently.

“Isit100%…”

“Idon’tgetmyperiods,ifthat’swhatyou’reasking.”

Hesitsandrubshishandstogether-hissignoffrustration.

“MistakeshappenMaHlongwane,nothingisever100%effective.”

“Iknow,”I’m gettingworried.Whereisthisgoing?

“Ijustthinkyoueatalotlately,youarealwayssickespeciallyin

themorningandyouaregainingweight.Don’tyouthinkmaybe

theHlongwaneshavewelcomedtheZulus?”

“I’m notpregnant,”myvoiceisbreaking,Ihavetearsburningmy

eyes.I’m notreadyforthat,that’swhyItakeinjectioneverythree

month,Ihaveacareertonurture,Ihaveacontracttoabidewith



andSgcinoknowsallofthis.

“Let’sconfirm withthedoctor,”hesaysandtouchesmycheek.

Iyankhishandoff,I’m crying,thisisallhisfault.

“Pleasebabe,youknoweverythingisgoingtobeokaynomatter

whattheoutcomeis.I’m readyforanything,beit’shavingafamily

withyou,thathasalwaysbeenmydream.”

“Okay,whataboutMYdreams?”Iask.

Hedoesn’thaveananswer,lifeisallaboutmengettingwhatthey

want,isn’t?

Idon’tspeaktohim onourwaytothedoctor.I’m onmyphone

researchingaboutpregnancy;whatarethechances?On

Facebooktherearealotofwomenwhogotpregnantwhileon

contraceptives.I’m scared,Ialreadyseetheshadowsofmy

crumblingfuturebeforeme.Ninemonthsisalongtimetowalk

aroundwiththeevidenceofsex.Moreover,Idon’tlikebabies,one

ofmyownsoundsevenmorescary.Comeon,I’m ababytoo,I

needmyownmom.Ican’tneedmymom andhavesomeone

needingherownmom from metoo.

He’secstatic,he’stheonetellingthedoctoreverything.Hewas

rightaboutmegainingwait,Ihave10extrakilosandIwanttocry.

Idon’tlookfat,doI?MyBPisridiculous,takingthepregnancy

testisjustaconfirmationofwhatSgcinosaidthiswas.The

doctorcongratulatebothofus,Idon’tthinkmybrainisstill

functioning,itfeelslikemyheadisjustabigthingontopofmy



shoulders,Ifeellight-headedandalmosttripandfallasIstandup.

“Areyouokay?”Bothhim andthedoctorarepanicking.

“I’m hungry,”Isay.

Helooksatthedoctorandtellshim Ihavebeenthrowing

everythingup.Thedoctorsuggestsanorangeandlotofwater.So

I’m pregnant,I’m goingtobeamom whileIdon’tevenhavea

clearpointofmotherreference.

Sgcinogoestobuytheorange,hecomesbackwithawholesack.

I’m sittingonthepavementnexttothecarwithmybaglyingnext

tomewithsomeofitscontentsscatteredonthepavement.My

mouthisdry,IwaslookingformylipglosswhenIremembered

thatI’m pregnantandjustthreweverythingonthepavement.I

meanwhatisthepointofhavingmoistlipswhenyou’repregnant

andabouttogetinaverynastywarwithyouragent?

“Iseverythingalright?”He’slookingaroundateverythingthatis

scatteredonthepavement.

“Yeah,”Isay.

Hebendsdownandcollectseverythingandputsitbackinmybag.

Heasksmetogetupandgetinthecar.

“Iwillpeelourorange,”hesaysloadingthesackatthebackseat.

“Idon’twantitpeeled,”Isay.

Hefrowns,“Idon’tunderstand.”

Ilaymyhandout,hehesitates,Inarrowmyeyesinamurderous

threateningway.Heuntiesthesackandtakesoneorangeand



passesittome.

“Let’sgetinthecar,”hesays.

“No,Iwilleathere.”Imean,I’m pregnantandjobless,Imustas

wellsitonthepavementandsucktheorangelikeahobo.When

herealizesthatIwon’tbudgehestandsnexttomeandletmebe.

Ifinishtheorangeanddustmyselfup.There’sacarpullingup

behindours,thedriverlookslikeoneofthosewealthy

municipalityseniorswhogivetenderstotheirrelatives.Igreet

him…IcanfeelSgcino’sgawkingeyesonme.

Thecorruptmangreetsmebackwithahesitantsmileonhisface.

“BhutiawunawobandlauR2?”Iaskashumblyasonecouldbe.

(mybrother,don’tyouhaveR2)

Ihearaveryannoyingvoicebehindmesaying,“Whaaat?”

Themansearchesinhispockets,helooksconfusedbut

sympatheticatthesametime.HegivesmeR5,Igetonmyknees

chantingendless‘thankyou’s’.Assoonashewalksawaymyarm

isyanked,Iturntoamantremblingwithanger.

“Whatareyoudoing?Areyouanactressnow?”

“No,I’m pregnant.”IgetinsidethecarandputmyR5inmypocket.

Hegetsinsideaswell,he’sfurious.

“Whyareyouaskingcoinsfrom strangers?”

“BecauseI’m pregnant,”Isay.



“Youarenotthefirstwomantofallpregnant.DidIdenythe

pregnancy?DidIsayIwon’thelpyougetbackintomodellingafter

givingbirth?DidIsayIwon’ttalktoNtuthukoandcomeupwith

anotherplan?WhathaveIdoneLondeka?Huh?Whyareyou

embarrassingmelikethisinpublic?Thenervetoaskanother

man’scoinswhileI’m standingnexttoyou!Angihluphekimina

Londeka,ungangenzinjeisihlupheki.”Hestartsthecar,Ifasten

myseatbeltbecauseI’m hereforaride.

Missionaccomplish!Menwanttheirfeelingstobenursedand

egostobemassagedwhiletheydon’tgiveahootaboutwomen.

Nobodyisgoingtohaveagooddaytoday,notundermywatch!

Hedrivesstraighttohishousewithoutaskingme.Ichoose

silence,sometimesit’sgold.Myphonebeepsaswepullup,it’sa

textfrom Hubo.

*Langa’smothercommittedsuicide*-thetextsays.

I’m lostforwords.Sikelelahasbeenhell-bentinbringinghis

familytogether.Ican’tbelieveitwasallfornothing.I’m notgoing

tocallLanga’smotherselfishbecauseIdon’tknowwhatgoes

throughaperson’smindbeforetheydecidetotaketheirownlives.

I’dliketobelievesuicideisthelastoption,it’ssomethingyoudo

whenyouhaveexhaustedalloptions.IfeelforSikelelamorethan

anyone.

“Babe,Sikelela’sbabymamakilledherself,”Isay,stillinshock.

“That’stragic.When?Today?”



IshrugandgrabascreenshotofthetextandsendittoMela.

“Soyouarethelittlebirdnow?”Hedoesn’tlookimpressedbymy

journalism skills.

“I’m pregnant,”Isay.



SEASONFINALE

SIKELELA

CHAPTER68

LONDEKA

I’m home,IhadtocomeassoonasIcan.Iwantedtogoandsee

Sikelelabuthismothersaidhedidn’tsleepathomebuthetexted

sayinghe’sfine.IsupposeI’m justgoingtobehereandavail

myselfasabigsister.Idon’twanttorepeatthesamemistakesI

didwithSthembisoandZime.I’m alsolookingforanopportunity

togiveSthembisotheletter,Iknowwhentheyfindoutaboutmy

situationthey’llthinkhe’sjustdoingthistocovertheshame,not

knowinghe’sbeenbeggingmeformonths.

I’m withmysistersinthekitchen,wearehavingsnacks.Times

likethisremindmetocheckonmylovedones.Peoplearedying,

someinsilenceandsomeinmisery.Idon’twantneitherofthem

tosufferthesamefateasLanga’smother,I’m hereforthem,Iwill

neverjudgethem.

“Sohow’severythinggoing?”Iask.

“Good,”theysayinunison.

“Everythinggood?Boys?Books?Life?”They’relaughingatme.

They’reliketwins,alwaystogether.

“Well,Azilehasatattoo,”Sanesays.



Okay,let’spause…I’m lookingatAzileandI’m judgingher.Tattoo?

“Nothingspooky,Iinkedmyinitials,”shesays.

“Youknowyourinitials,whydoyouneedtoinkthem onyour

skin?”Iask.

Sheshrugs,“It’scool.”

Itwillbemorecoolwhenherfather’strioseesit.

“Whereisit?Show.”

Thegirlundoeshershirt,thetattooisherboob.Whoinksinitials

ontheboobs?

“Youknowyoucannotremovethat,right?”

Shechuckles.Shedoesn’ttakeitthatseriously,it’sjustmewho’s

fearingforherlife.IgrewupintheSatanism Erawhereotherkids

claimedtohavegonetotheatmosphereandmetNickiMinajand

LilWayneandcamebackonearthtocausecaraccidents,all

becauseoftattoos.

“Anyway,Iwanttoaskyouguyshowdoyoufeelaboutbeing

aunts?”Iask.

“Wehaven’tmetthebabiesyet,”Azilesays.

She’sreferencingtoQoboandLanga,andI’m talkingaboutthem

becomingauntsthroughme.

“Let’ssayit’smewhogetsababy,”Ilookatthem withacover-up

smile.

“Withoutgettingmarried?”–Saneli.



Whatadifficultsituation!Itakeasipofmymilkandtellthem yes,

withoutgettingmarried.

“Thatwouldmeanyou’redoingunprotectedsexandyouarenot

oncontraceptives,”–Saneliagain.

“Willthatmakemeabadrolemodel?”Ican’tbelieveI’m this

hungryfortheirvalidation.

“Prettymuch,”Sanelisays,shedoesn’tholdanythingback.

MeanwhileAziletriestomassagemyegoandtellsmeitwouldn’t

changehowshelooksatme.

“Butwhywouldn’tyouuseacondom?”Saneli.Ineedthischildto

leavemealone.“Isitnicerwithoutit?”sheasksandAzilebreaks

ashortchuckle.

I’veneverbeensoshy.

“No,mistakeshappen,”Isay.

“Soyou’rehavingababy?”

Idon’tknowhowmuchItrustthem nottospillthebeansyet.SoI

denyandsayIwasjustaskingtogettheiropinions.

BeforethingsgetmoreintenseIdecidetogoandseeif

Sthembisohasreturnedfrom hishouse.He’srebuildingthere,

everythingseemstobeinahurry,Ithinkhewantstosneakhis

whitedoctorinwithoutanydisturbances.

Ifindhim outsidewithatoolbox.Helooksupandsmiles,he



didn’texpectmetobehome.

“DidyouditchyourFashiongigforus?”

Iwishitwasthatsimple,butIsayyestogetonhisgoodbooks.

“Andthenwhat’sinthatenvelope?”heasks.

“Yourletterfrom Sgcino,”Isay.

Hiseyebrowscrease,hewipeshishandsandtakesit.

“I’m gettingmarried!”Iannounce.

“Ummm,nope,you’renot.”Hedoesn’tevenopenit,heputsiton

thebenchandgoesbacktowhathewasdoing.

“Youdon’twanthim topaylobola?”I’m disappointedbyhis

reaction.Ithoughthe’dbehappy,mybridepricewillgotohim.

Heexhalesheavily.“Haveyouthoughtaboutitoryou’rejust

caughtupinlove?”

“Ihave,”I’m confused.

“Sowhatisitgoingtobe?You’rebecomingaZuluwifeoryour

brandambassadorandmodelingthing?”

“Icandoboth,”Isay.

Helaughsoutloud.I’m notsurewhat’sfunny,Iwilldoboth,

Sgcinopromisedme.

“Andyoubelievedhim?Youthinkamanlikehim isgoingtohave

awifewhoparadesforcamerashalf-nakedforaliving?”

“Hegotmeintoit,”Isay.



“There’sadifferencebetweenwifeandgirlfriend.Asawifeyou’ll

havetobeardutiesofbeingawifeinthevillage,givehim children

andkeephishousewarm,”hesays.

“Icandothat,”Istaybymyword.

Hesighs,“Iwilltalktoyourmothers.”

That’smorelikeit!

“WhereisHubo?”

“HewenttoseetheboywhocouldpossiblybeThobani’sbrother.”

“OhIthoughthe’dbewithSikelela.”

Hisheavysighsomehowstressesmeout.SikelelaandHuboare

inseparable,whywouldn’tHubobethereforSikelelaandnot

worryaboutwhereheis?IunderstandThobani’smatterneedsto

beattendedtoaswell,butSikelela’sismorecrucialatapresent

moment.

-

-

STHEMBISO

Gianacalledandsaidshewascoming.Shecouldfeelthedistress

inhisvoiceoverthephone.Vumo’sdeathhasaffectedthem ina

waythatnobodyelsecanunderstand.Shementionedlosing

Nkanyeziintheletter,that’sallonSthembiso.Heknowshe

playedapartinit,Gianaalsofeelsthesameasway.



Sheparksadistancefrom hishalf-builthouse,Sthembisocomes

outincasualshortsandrunners.It’sachillyafternoon,there’sa

lotonhismindnowwiththisLondeka’ssuddeninterestin

marriage.Hedoesn’ttrustherdecision,aswrongasthatmay

soundbuthedoesn’t.Londekacanletapoorguypaylobolafor

herandthenwakeupthenextdaychanginghermind.Maybeher

motherscantalkthroughher.

Hegetsinthecar,Giana’s,andtakesalongheldbreathafter

closingthedoor.Thenheturnsandasksifhe’sgettinganykiss.

Gianasmiles.She’sbeenmissingthismanbutsheknowsifthey

startwithkissestheymayendupnottalkingaboutwhatshe

cameherefor.

“Howareyoufeeling?”sheasks.

“I’m okay,”hesays.

Shetiltsherheadtotheside.He’slying.

“Really,howareyou?”

Heexhales,“Guilty.”

“Onlyonewasgoingtosurviveanyway,don’tputalltheblameon

you.Youdidwhatwasaskedofyou.”

“Iknow,butIstillfeelletdown.Ithoughtthey’dprotectSikelela’s

heartafterthesacrificeofhisblood.Vumosavedtheirfamily,

whydidMkhonto,specifically,letherdown?

“Howishedoing?”Gianaasks.

“Wedon’tknowwhereheis.He’shurting,mybiggestworryishim



andHubo,there’sananimositybetweenthem andIdon’tknowif

theywillevergetalongagain,”hesays.

“Why?Whathappened?”–Giana.

“It’sabouttheirpastwithLanga’smother.Thingsjustwentsouth

intheblinkofaneyeandI’m scaredforbothofthem.”

“They’regoingtoworkitout,justbelieveinthem,bloodisthicker

thanwater.”Shebrusheshishead,forcingafewchucklesoutof

him.

“Youcan’tjusttouchmyhead,I’m aman,”hesays.

“Yes,MYman,”sheargueswithachallengingstare.

Hesurrenders,shekeepsbrushinghishead,it’shelpinghim relax

andfeelsafeagain.Heasksifshewantstoseetheprogressof

thehouse.

“Aslongaswedon’tgototherondavel,”shesays.

Helaughs.“Whyareyouscaredoftherondavel?”

“BecausethelasttimeIgotinsideitIhadmybackturnedagainst

tablesandmypantiestorn,”shesays.

“I’m agentlemannow,”heconvincesherwithanalluringsmile.

Shegivesinandagreesontheconditionthatnoriskswillbe

takenbecauseoflustagain.Hepromisestocomplybutheknows

hisGiana,shewouldn’tsaynotohim,theyhaven’tspenttime

togetherinalongtime,surelyshemisseshim too.



Thecarparksintheyard,heholdsherhandandtakesherinside

thehouse.Maybethehousehadtoburn,itwasnecessaryforhis

healingprocess.Nowhecanstandhereandnoteventhinkabout

Zime.Giana’sarm isaroundhiswaist,he’stakingheraround

showingherwhat’sbeendoneandwhat’smissing.Heextended

thehousewithtwomorerooms,nowhehasnephews,they’ll

growupandwanttosleepoverattheirbiguncle’shouse.

Heleadshertothemainbedroom andstandsbehindherwithhis

armswrappedoverhershoulders.

“Thisiswherewewillbemakingsex,”hesays.

Sheturnsandlooksathim.

Hesmilesandpushesloosestraysofherhairbehindherearand

leaningdowntostealaquickkiss.

“You’reobsessedwithsex,it’snothealthy.”

Helaughsoutloud.“Lookwho’stalking!”

Shefrownsslightlyandasks,“Whatdoyoumean?”

“Imean,doyouwanttotastesomechocolate?”Hishandshave

droppedtoherwaist,he’sbeengoingthroughalotand

sometimessexisthebesttherapy.

“Youwantmetogiveyouahead?”

Hereleasesadeepbreath,hisfrontisgrowinghardbehindher

butt.Heliftsherhairandtrailssoftkissesbehindherneck.“Yes,

please.”

Shemoans,archingherbackandfeelingmoreofhiserection.



Hishandsscoopherboobsandmassagethem.He’sbreathing

hardbehindherears,she’sgettingwetterandtheurgetokneel

downandgivehim whathewantsisgrowing.

Aloudvoicedisrupts,it’sLondeka.

“Thishastobemyroom!”

SthembisoexhalesdeeplyandletsgoofGiana.WhyisLondeka

here?He’snevercaredtocomeandseehishouse.

“Who’sthat?”Gianawhispersinpanic.

BeforeSthembisoanswerstheintrudershowsherself.Hereyes

widenwhensheseesGiana,shepaysnomindtothedispleasure

onSthembiso’sfaceandwalkscloser.

“Thisismybrother,”shesays.

GianaforcesanawkwardsmileandlooksbackatSthembiso.You

don’tdisturbahornyman!Helookslivid.

“I’m Giana,hisfriend,”shesays.

“Withbenefits.You’rewhite.”It’sastatementthatsoundslikea

question.

“I’m Irish,”Gianasays.

“That’sjustanotherversionofwhite.”Shewalksinandlooks

around.Sthembisoisstandingagainstthewall,thankstoGiana

whostoodinfrontofhim andhelpedhim hidehiserectionfrom

hissister.

Londekalooksatthem,“So?”



“Sowhat?”Sthembisoasks.

“You’renotgoingtotellheranythingaboutme?”

“You’reannoying,”Sthembisosays.

Gianagaspsandlooksathim eyes-widen.

“He’smeanbynature.I’m notannoying,he’slying.Sohowdidyou

movefrom thetwinssurgeontohisfriend?”

“Ummm,ithappenednaturally,Iguess,”–Giana.

Shenodsandsmiles.“Howmanytimesdoyoucutyourhairina

year?”

Sthembisoreleasesalowgrunt.

“ItdependsonwhichlengthIwantthem inandwhen.Idon’thave

aspecificnumber,”Gianasays.

“Whichshampoodoyouuse?”

Sthembisobreakshissilence.“Pleaseleave,youcanaskher

thesequestionssomeothertime,weareinthemiddleof

something.”

“No,Iwanttoasknow,”Londekasays.

Gianasmiles,maybeSthembisowasn’tlying,she’sabitextra.

“You’redisturbingus,”Sthembisosaysfirmly.

“No,I’m not,youwerejuststanding.Youdon’ttellmeanything

abouther,youhaveintroducedhertoHuboandSikelelaandleft

mebehind.Shootmeifyouwant.”



“Londekadon’t…”Gianaintervenesbeforeanothersiblingrivalry

starts.Whatahandfulfamily!

“Wecanhavelunchtogethersometimenextweek,”shesays.

“Who’spaying?”Londekaasks.

“Him,”GianapointsatSthembiso.

“Okay,cool!”Shesmilesandwalksout.

WhenGianahearshertalkingoutsidesheturnstoSthembisowith

hereyeswiden.“Oh,wow!”

“AttimesI’m alsolike,wow.Butshe’smysister,shelovesmein

heruniqueway,I’m sureshe’sgoingtoloveyoutoo,”hesays

pullingherback.

“IfshegetsyouworkeduplikethisIthinkshe’sgoingtobemy

favourite,”Gianasays.

Hesmiles,“Whydoyouhatemesomuch?”

-

-

SIKELELA

HesleptinEffingham,hewantedtobealone,withoutanyone

askinghim howhe’sfeelingamilliontimes.Hewokeupandwent

towork,itwasn’thisshiftbuthereportedinanyway.From work

hecaughtataxitoEmpangeni,from herehe’llbeheadingback

hometohisson,hopefullyfeelingbetter.



Heshould’vekilledMthokobackthen,heshouldn’thavespared

him.HowdarehehurtVumolikethat?Shewasbeautiful,any

manwhogotherwaslucky.Whothefuckishetothinkshewas

histoy?Todayhe’sgoingtoseehislifeflashinginfrontofhis

eyesandhewillwishhecouldturnbacktheclockandmake

betterdecisions.

Asheturnstothegatethere’sacarparked,Hubo’s.Whatisthis

idiotdoinghere?Hewasveryclearonwhathe’sgoingtodoto

Mthoko.IfHuboisheretowarnhim thenhe’sinforaverymean

surprise.NoVumo-Fuck-Buddies-Associationisgoingtostophim

from doingwhathe’salreadyplanned.

Hewalksinsidetheyard,it’sveryquiet,peopleseem tobe

indoors.HegoesstraighttoMthoko’sroom,thedoorisslightly

open.

Hubonoticeshim standingbythedoorwithaguninhishand.Shit

isabouttogodown.HemerelycameheretotalkaboutThobani’s

identitysituation.Mthokorecognizedhisfatherfrom thepicture

Huboshowedhim.Hedidn’tknowhisfatherhadanotherchild,he

nevertoldthem eveninhisdeathbed.They’retryingtogetholdof

familyelders,that’swhathaskeptHubohereforthislong.

“Sikeleladon’tdothat!”Hubojumpsuponhisfeet.

Sikelelaalreadyknewhewashere.AsmuchashehatesHuboat

themoment,hehasnointentionofhurtinghim because,justlike

him,he’safather.Qobostillneedshisfather.



“GetoutHubo,”hesays.

NowMthokorealizeswhat’sgoingon.He’sseenthisfacebefore,

it’sonethatheprayedtoneverseeagaininhislife.Hegetsoff

bedandtakesbackwardstepswithhiseyeswidelyopen.Hejust

foundoutaboutVumo’ssuicideandhe’shurtingjustlikeSikelela.

“HeisThobani’sbrother,”Hubopleads.

Sikelelahassteppedinside,he’sstandingwithhisgunpointedat

Mthoko.“Idon’tcare,VumowasQambi’ssisteraswell,”hesays.

“Iknowbafo,buthedidn’tkillher,”–Hubo.

ThatjustinfuriatesSikelelaevenmore.Yes,Mthokodidn’ttakea

ropeandtieitaroundVumo’sneckbutheplayedadamnpartinit.

Hegaveherthepushandforthathehastopaywithhislife.

“GetoutHubo!”herepeats.

“Youwillgotojail.”

“Idon’tcare,getthefuckout!”

Hubotakesastepforward.JustashedoesMthokogoesforthe

windowinahighjump.There’ssomecommotion,Hubotriedto

preventthesituationwhenhesawthatSikelelawasattemptingto

fireandpulledMthokofrom thewindow.Hethoughttheycould

talk,Mthokoneededtostandstill,Sikelelawould’veeventually

calmeddown.

ButunfortunatelySikelelafired,aimingatMthoko,andHubogot

intheway.He’stheonelyingonthefloorwithMthoko’sbullet.

IttakesaminuteforSikelelatoseewhathe’sdone.It’stoolate,



Mthokohasranforthehills.

“Hubo?No,no,no!”
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“Hubopleasedon’tdothistome!”He’sturningHuboaroundwith

tremblinghands,there’sbloodalloverhisshirt.“Bafoopenyour

eyes.”

Huboslowlyopenshiseyes,“Idiot,I’m notdead,youshotmy

arm.”

“Ididn’tmeantoshootyou,pleasedon’tcloseyoureyesagain,

I’m goingtotakeyoutothehospitalandhandmyselftothepolice.

Justholdon,they’lltakeoutthebullet,you’regoingtobeokay.”

He’sramblingallthisliftingHubooffthefloor.

“Ayfutsek!”HubocursesandgrabsMthoko’sshirttowrapit

aroundhisarm.

Peopleareoutsidetheirroomsinalarm,thelandlordimmediately

recognizesSikelelaandrunsbackinsidethehousewithaloud

scream.Everyonestartsrunningandhiding.Sohe’snowa

monstereveryoneisscaredof.

He’snotcarryinganydocumentsbuthewilldriveandface

whatevercomeshisway.Hubositsonthepassengerseat,now

he’sstartedfeelingthepain,heasksSikelelaforwater.

“DrivefastbeforeIlosetoomuchblood,”hesays,wincinginpain.

He’snotangry,heunderstandsSikelelaisstillunderthecloudof



angerandMthokoistheeasiesttotargetandtakehis

frustrationsouton.Buthe’sdisappointedbecauseinallthishe

didnotthinkaboutLanga.Isn’tparenthoodaboutputtingyour

childrenbeforeanythingelse?Vumoisnotworthhim losinghis

freedom andgoingtojailleavingLangaanorphan.

Sikelelalaidunconsciousinthisveryhospitalandnowhisbrother

isherebecauseofhim.They’reattendedurgently,theslim nurse

recognizedSikelela’sfaceandmadeeverythingpossibleforthem.

She’swearingaweavetodaybutHubocanstillseeherwithout

theblondehaircut,she’sstillattractive.

“Areyoumynurse?”heasks.

“I’m everyone’snurse.”ShegivesSikelelaaslightfrownwitha

hiddensmileandwalksawaywithHubo’sfile.Maybespending

thenightherewon’tbeabadthing,hemightleavethishospitalas

somebody’sman.

Sikelelaissittingquietlyonthechair.

Hubolooksathim,“Youlookmiserable,pleaseclearyourhead

andhaveastraightstorywhenthepolicearrive.”

“Whatstraightstory?”heasks.

“WewenttoseeMthokotodiscusstheissueofThobani’sidentity.

Right?Thensomeonecameinandfiredashot.”

“Peoplesawme,Mthokowilltellthetruthaswell,what’stheuse

ofmelying?”



“Nobodysawyoushooting,theysawyoucomingoutofMthoko’s

room withme,”Hubosays.

Heshakeshishead.“They’renotstupid.”

“Ok,sowhat?You’regoingtochangethestorywejustgavethe

nursesandsaysomethingelsetothepolice?Yourgunisnot

licensed,theymightdigmoreandfindoutyoualsokilled

Mshenguandyoucouldbelockedupforaverylongtime,”Hubo

says.

“Don’tIdeserveit?”heasks.

“Youdo.ButIdon’tdeservetohavemybrothergoingtojailand

it’smyfeelingsthatmatterthemosthere,”Hubosays.

Ofcourse,it’shisfeelingsthatmatter.Sikelelaheavesasighjust

thinkingaboutwhathismotherisgoingtodoifanythinghappens

tohim.

“Where’syourphone?YouneedtocallSguqa,”Hubosays.

“It’sinthecar,Ithink.Thobanialsoneedstocome,Idon’thave

mylicensewithme,Imightbegoingtojailtoo.”Herisesfrom the

chairandwalksoutasthenursewalksin.Hubostillhasabullet

stuckinhisarm,he’sscheduledfortheaterat8pm.

“YourBrazilianweaveisbeautiful,”hecompliments,staringatthe

nurse.

“It’sPeruvian,thankyou.”She’stryingnottobesmittenbythis

guybecausehe’snotthefirstpatienttotakechanceswithstaff

members.



“Doyoustillhaveblondehair?”

Shefrowns,“No…haveyouseenmebefore?”

“Iwasherevisitingmybrotherwhenhewasadmittedhereafter

beingstabbed.HowcouldIhavenotseenthisbeauty?”

“I’m atwork!”shewarns,butnotfirm enough.

“ThenpromisemeIwillseeyouwhenyou’renotheresothatIcan

tellyouhowbeautifulyouarewithoutturningyouon.”

Isthusguyserious?Shelooksathim indisbelief.

“Whosaidyou’llgoout?Youcoulddiehere.”Foranursethat’sa

veryunprofessionalstatement,butitdoesn’tmatter,shecanjust

sayhewasharassingher,whichisn’tfarfrom thetruth.

“Let’smakeadealthen,ifIdon’tdieyouwillgivemeyournumber

andagreetocomeonadatewithme,”hesays.

“JesusChrist,I’m atwork.Canyoubelikeotherpatientandkeep

quiet?”

Hubosmiles,she’sevenmorebeautifulwhenshe’sangry.

Normallyhewouldn’tgoforapetiteyellowbonebecauseof

stereotypesaroundthem,butdamnherehe’staken.

“Deal?”heasks.

Shesighs,“Fine,nowwillyoushutupandonlytalkwhenyou’re

askedto?”

“Withpleasure,ma’m.PleasegivemesomethingforpainbeforeI

shutup.”



Yeahneh…

-

-

STHEMBISO

TheyendedupataBnB,hecouldn’tlethergobacktoDurbanwith

spendingsomequalityhourswithher.Aftereverythingthathas

happenedthisweekheneededthistime.Justtoforgetabouthis

problemsforawhileandenjoyhimself.

He’syettogetusedtoGiana’sscreams.Sometimestheygetto

him andmakehim wonderifshe’sstillscreamingbecauseof

pleasureandnotpain.Andthefactthatsheturnsredwhenhe

spanksherbutt.Itmakeshim feellikehe’saggressive.

“You’restillokay?”heaskspullingoutandliftinghiseyestoher.

Herhandimmediatelyrunstoherclit,itlookslikeasmallbutton,

shetweaksandrubsit.Itshowsthatshewantsmore,sohe

removesherhandandlapsonherclitwithhistongueafewtimes

beforeenteringheragain.

“Youwantitbaby?”heasksfullyburiedinsideher.

“Yes,giveittome!”Sheopensherlegswider,veryboldlyand

daringly.

He’stemptedtojustpoundhermercilessly.Butshe’sthesizeofa

baby,whatifhehurtsher?



“Bambelela,”hesays,hewantstobeheld.

“Huh?”

Ohsnap.

“Holdme.”

Shewrapsherarmsaroundhim,theirlipsconnectinavery

steamykiss,hemovesslowlywithhiseyesfollowinghers

everywheretheygo.

“IloveyouGiana,”hesays.

She’sbreathingheavily,shemanagestoconfessherlovetoo

beforehervoicedisappearsinthemoans.

“Thankyouforcomingintomylife,withoutyouIdon’tknow

whereI’dbe.”Hecloseshiseyesandappliesmorepressuretohis

strokes.Itfeelsgood,sogood.“OhGiana,uyiphakamnandi

indoda!”

Whateverthatmeans,shewantshim insideherallnightlong.

“Yes,fuckmebaby!”shesaysandlicksthesideofhisneck.

Hegroansdeeplyandpresseshisdickinonespot.Shefeelsthe

wallsofhercookiecontractingandsplashingoutsomejuices.

Shebiteshisneckandreleasesasuppressedscream.Thatsends

shiversthroughSthembiso’sbody,hisbodyconvulses,heknows

ifshekeepsbitinghisnecklikethathe’sgoingto…

Gianalicksandsmoochesthesideofhisneck.

“Babywait,you’re…Gianayimaphelababy…ooooh”Hisbodyfails



him,hespillshotcum insidethecondom anddropshisheadover

hershoulderbreathinglikeanathletewhojustranamarathon.

Whatisthiswomandoingtohim?!

Hewipesherandliesnexttohercalminghisheavybreaths.

Gianaplantsasoftkissonhisforeheadandcuddleshim likea

child.Maybethisisthekindoflovehe’sbeenyearningfor.He

doesn’tfeellikeheneedstobehalfhumanforGiana,she’s

alwayswillingtomeethim half-way.Whichmakesthisdifferent

from therelationshiphehadwithZime-he’snotsaying,but

maybedifferentinapositiveway.WithZimeheknewhehadto

hideherandprotectherfrom allthebadintheworld.Gianais

different,she’sjustnotthatkind,ifSthembisowastogotoawar

she’dberunningbehindhim withextrabagsofbullets.That’sjust

howsheis,he’swhereverheisandwantingtohelp.

“Whatareyouthinkingsodeeply?”sheasks.

“You,”hesays.

“You’rethinkingaboutmewhilelyingonmyboobs?”

Hechuckles,“Yeah,I’m lucky.”

“Ohyes,you’redamnlucky.”

Herunshisfingeronherchinwithasoftgazefixedonher.

“Doyouseeyourselfhavingkidswithme?”

Shefakesayawn.“AndthatZulumanemergesagain!Can’twe

adoptcatsorsomething?”



“Youwantmymothertosendcatsaround?”

Shelaughs,“Shecansendus.”

“Okay,butyoudoseeyourselfspendingyourlifewithme?”

“Yeah,Ido,”shesays.

Thatwarmshisheart.It’sbeenahighroadbutshe’sherenow,he

doesn’tthinkhewilleverlookback.Well,heowesheranother

roundeventhoughshe’sresponsibleforhisprematurespill.

Hisphoneringsashepusheshishandbetweenherlegs.

It’sSikelela…

“BabeIhavetoanswerthis.”Hesitsupandanswers,“Sikelela,

I’vebeentryingtogetholdofyou.”

“I’m atthehospitalwithHubo,”Sikelelasays.

“What?Whyareyouatthehospital?”

Hubo’svoiceinterjects;“I’m inICU.”

ICUandyellingoverthephone?Sthembisoispanicking.Thisisno

timeforgames.

“Sikelelawhathappenedthere?”

“Hegotshotonthearm,”–Sikelela.

“Shot?When?Bywho?”

“Byme,”Sikelelasays.

Thephonealmostslipsfrom hisear.Heknewtheyweren’t



gettingalongbuthedidn’tseeitspiralingoutofcontrollikethis.

“Youshotyourbrother?”He’sfuming.HerespectsVumoand

wouldneverthrowhischeapopinionsinwhatwentdownwiththe

wholeHubodrama.Butnow,wow!

“Itwasn’tforhim,hegotintheway,IwantedtoshootMthoko,”

Sikelelasays.

AdeepbreathSthembiso!Gianahassatup,she’slookingathim

andsignalingwithherhandforhim totellherwhat’sgoingon.

“Havethepolicecome?”heasks.

“Notyet,HubowantsmetoliebutIknowitwon’tworkbecause

Mthokoisgoingtobeawitness,peoplesawmeaswell.”

“He’sjustbeingabitch,”–Hubo’svoicechirpsin.

Sthembisosighs,“Whichhospital?”

“Ngwelezane,”Sikelelasays.

“Okay,hidethegunandsticktowhatHubotellsyou.I’m goingto

cometherefirstthinginthemorning,Iwillcallsomeonetocome

therenow.”

“Thankyou.”

HedropsthecallandlooksatGiana.Sheknowsthere’sanother

problem,sheopensherarmsandletshim lieonherchest.

-

-



GianawenttothehospitalwithLondekawhileSthembisohunted

downMthokotobuyhissilence.Hecan’thaveSikelelagoingto

jail,they’llgetridofthegunandhopefullysticktothestoryofa

strangercominginandshootingHubo.From whattheytoldhim

nobodyelsesawSikelelashootingexceptHuboandMthoko.

Theycanburythehatchetandmoveon,thishasgottentoo

chaoticwhileVumoisnotevenaroundanymore.

LondekaisonthewaytothehospitalwithGiana,she’slikean

automaticpartofthefamily.Alwaystherewhenshithitsthefan.

Sthembisoaskedfortheirmothersnottobetoldyetbecause

they’dpanic.It’sbetterLondekagoestherefirstandconfirmsthe

situation.

She’sfeelingnauseousagain,they’vealreadymadetwostops

withherwantingsomefreshairandgulpingdownbottlesof

water.

Sheturnsontheairconandtakesoffhersweater.She’shotagain.

Gianatakesasingleglanceandasks,“Areyouokay?”

“Yeah,I’m good.”

“You’reamodel,right?”

Phewww!Shefakesasmileandnods.

“Isupposeyouhaveaverystrictandhealthydiet.Butyoucan

alwaysvisitthedoctorandcheckup,becauseyouwillnever

know,”Gianasays.



“I’m notsickGiana!”shesnaps.

“Alright,”Gianafocusesontheroad.

Amomentpasses,shefeelsbetterandputshersweaterbackon.

Thisisn’thowshewantedtogettoknowGiana.Shewanteditto

beoverprawnsandsushi,withherpuppiesrunningaroundand

herEnglishconfusingherconfusion.

“Mybrothertrustsyou,”shesays.

Gianasmiles,“Youthinkso?”

“Yeah,hedoes.Morethanhetrustsmeactually,hedoesn’twant

metoreceivelobola,hethinksI’m notready.”

“He’sjustbeingabrother,helovesyou,”Gianasays.

“Ilovemetoo,hejustneedstotrustmydecisions.ImagineifI

don’tmarrySgcinointhenexttwoyears,bythetimeIfinallydo

he’dbe40,grey-hairedandlookinglikemyfather,”shesays.

Gianaholdsbackanddoesn’tlaugh.Shedidn’tthinkshe’s

involvedwithanoldman.It’sjustnother.

“Youlovehim,Ithinkthat’swhatmatters,”Gianasays.

“YesIdo,he’sanawesomeson-of-a-witch.”

Gianalaughs,thisdriveisallkindsofthings.Whateverhismother

didtoher,shemessedwiththewrongone.

-

-



SthembisowasdirectedtoMthoko’sfriendhousebyhislandlord.

Heaskedafewquestionsabouttheincidentandhecouldsee

thatthelandlordwasn’tsurewhathappenedeitherbutsheknew

thatadarkboywhooncekilledherdoghadcomeoveragain.

NowhewantstoseeMthokobeforeanyoneelseseeshim.

Therearetwoboyssittingoutsidethebackroom hewasdirected

to.Oneissmokingandanotheronesittingwithanewspaper.

Hegreetsandsays,“I’m lookingforMthoko.”

Theonereadingthenewspaperlooksathim,fearsuddenlyflitting

acrosshisface.

“I’m Thobani’sbrother,”Sthembisosaysquickly,beforeheruns

thinkinghe’sindanger.

“Oh,whyareyoulookingforme?”He’snotrelaxed.

“Canwetalkprivately?”

Mthokofoldsthenewspaperandpassesittohisfriendthen

followsSthembisotothecarparkeduptheroad.Hestandsafew

feetawayandasksagain,whyishelookingforhim?

“Ibelieveyouandmybrother,Sikelela,havesomeissuesandhe’s

attackedyouinthepast,”Sthembisosays.

Henods,he’sstilluncomfortable.

“Vumocommittedsuicide,he’sangry.Youabusedher,right?”

Mthokodropshiseyes,“Iwasdrunk,itwasn’tmyintention.”

“Butyoudidanditdamagedher.I’m notsayingyouaretobe



blamedforeverythingbecauseshehadotherissues,butwhatyou

didwasevil,nowomanshouldbebeatenandforcedintosexjust

becauseoneisdrunk.Youstilldrinknow,Isuppose,butyoudon’t

beatyoursisters.Andwhenyou’redrunkyoudidn’tbeatother

men,youweredrunkbutsomehowyouwereabletoavoidwhat

wasgoingtohurtyou,”–Sthembiso.

“IfIcould,Iwouldapologizetoheroverandoveragain.Iregretit,

Iwaswillingtochangeforherbeforesheleftme,”hesays.

“Fine,youdidn’tchange.I’m justheretoaskyouafavor,lether

sonhavehisfatheraround,”Sthembisosays.

“Howam Isupposedtodothat?”

“BykeepingSikelela’snameoutifyourmouth.Tellwhoeveris

askingthathecamewithHubotodiscusswhatyouandHubo

werediscussingandsomeonecameinandfiredagun.”

“AndifIdon’t?Mylifeisindanger.”

“ThenSikelelawillbearrested,Iwillgethim thebestlawyerand

bailhim outandthencomeandkillyou,”hesays.

Itdoesn’tsoundlikeathreateventhoughit’sone.

“You’reaskingmetosayIwasn’tattackedeventhoughIwas,and

putmylifeatrisk?”

“Thisistheonlyoptionthatwon’tputyourlifeatriskboy,”

Sthembisosaysandtakesoutasmallbrownenvelopefrom his

pocket.“R5000,IwillmakesureSikelelanevercomesafteryou

again.”



“OnlyR5000?”Thisistoolittle,thismanisdrivingawholeBenz.

“ThisisnotGenerationsonTV,I’m notGadaffi,R5000!”

Mthokohesitatesforamoment,butthere’ssomuchhecoulddo

withthisamountofmoney,especiallyifhisnewly-foundbrother

wantstogohomewithhim.

“Fine,Iwon’tsayanything.Pleasekeepyourpromise,nexttime

hewon’tleavemebreathing,hewillkillme,”hebegsaftertaking

theenvelope.

“Don’tworry,he’sgoingtomoveonfrom this.Thisstaysbetween

us,ifyoubetraymeyourancestorswillbetrayyouwhenIputmy

handsonyou.”Thisisthesideofhim Gianahasn’tseenyet,

sometimeshehastoallowhimselftobeaHlongwane.

-

-

BythetimehegetstothehospitalLondekaandGianahaveleft.

It’sagoodthingbecauseLondekawould’veaskedhim a

thousandofquestions.It’svisitinghours,Sikelelaishereaswell,

hewasdroppedoffbythemanwhowasaskedbySthembisoto

accommodatehim lastnight.

Sthembisoisstillmadathim,heignoreshisgreetinguntilthey’re

inHubo’sward.

“Youfuckedup.Maisstressedout,shedoesn’tknowwhereyou

areandshestillneedstobestrongforLanga.Doyouknowhow

muchbaggageyou’reputtingonher?”



Sikelelaexhalessoftly,“Iknow.”

“Good,thensnapoutSikelela,you’reallowedtogrievebutdon’t

gamblewithyourson’schanceofhavingagoodupbringing,”

Sthembisosays.

“Iwill…pullmyselftogether,Ijustneedtime.”

Sthembisopatshisshoulder,theywalkin.

“IsthistheICU?”Sthembisoasks.

Huboliftshishead,“Whatdoesitlooklike?Wherearemyfruits

andmahewu?”

“You’renotsick,yougotshot,”Sthembisosayslaughing.

“Iam sick,thankstoyourbrotherwhoshotme.He’sbeenwanting

thisIguess,heonlytrulyforgaveVumo.”

“I’m sorrybafo,canwenottalkabouther?”–Sikelela.

There’sthatawkwardnessagain.

SthembisolooksatSikelela,“Iknowyouwerehurt,you’vealready

provedthatyou’rehundredtimesbetterthanHlongwane.It’stime

tocatchabreathbafo,please.Justbreathe,it’sokaynow.”

Sikelelanods…maybehedidtoomuch,hedoesneedtobreathe.

“IknowforafactthatHubolovesyoutodeath...”

Hubofrowns,“Todeath?”

“Iwilltellhim toshoottheotherarm,”Sthembisothreatens,they

bothlaugh.



“I’m serioushere,you’rebrothers.Evenifyouweren’tnobody

shouldkillanyone,you’rebothfathers,youhavekidstoraise.”

Sikelelanods,hecannotsaysorryenoughtoSikelela.From here

hewantstofocusonthefuneralandmovingonandraisinghis

sonasasingleparent.

“Okay,listeny’all,IthinkIhavefoundlove,”Huboannounces.

Theylookateachother,they’vebothheardthislineadozentimes

inthislifetime.

“Thistimeit’sreal,”Hubosays,desperatetoconvincethem.

It’snevernotreal,that’showitalwaysis.

“Congra!”Sthembisosays.
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OneMonthLater

LONDEKA

I’m gladMelafinallyforgaveme,weaskedSanelitostandinfor

mesinceIcannolongerparticipateinthedanceonumemulo.I’m

notshowingyet,onlythepeopleI’vetoldknowthatI’m pregnant.

Andthatexcludesmyfamily,whichisabitproblematicbecause

theydon’tknowthereasonwhyIpulledoutfrom umemulo.Inmy

mother’smindIwillparticipateinthedance,justnotbyMela’s

side.They’recomingtoo,everyoneisgoingexceptSikelela.Idon’t

thinkhim andBusizwewilleverseeeyetoeye,Busizweisnotthe

problem he’swillingtotalkpeace,butmyfather’stwinisnot

aboutthattruthandreconciliationlife.

MyphoneringsasIhelpAzilegetsready.It’sMaZwide,Ican’tsay

wearebestiesbutwealwaystalk.Nowwehavemoretorelateto

becauseshe’samotherandI’m pregnantaswell.I’m stillnotsure

ifsheknowsexactlywhatNtuthukois,butsomethingtellsme

she’ddoanythingtokeepherhusband’sintegrity.Therearetimes



whereshejustpreachesloyaltyandprotectingyourman’sname,

whichalwaysleavemewondering-MaZwideareyoureallythat

opentomen’sbullshit?

“Mnaks,”Isay.That’swhatwecalleachother,Iguessit’scoolto

sayifyouaren’treallysharingwiththeperson.

“Mnaksareyoubusythere?”

SurelyIam,butAzilecanwait,abantubasemziniareimportanter.

“No,wecantalk,”IsaydraggingachairandsignalingatAzileto

continuefixingherhair.

“Wearecomingtoumemulo,Melaminainvitedyourmanandhe

askedustocomewithiminjonjoandablanketforyousinceit’sa

ceremonyinyourvillage,”shesays.

“Areyoukiddingme?”IspoketoSgcinolastnight,hedidn’ttell

meanythinglikethis,asfarasIknowhe’sattendingsomethingat

hisuncles.

“No,wearegettingreadyasIspeak.Soyourmother-in-lawhas

givenmeaconcoction,isihlambezo,sheknowsthatyou’re

pregnantandshewantsittobeasmoothone.”

Ohgosh!SgcinoandIhadalotofagreements.Onebeingkeeping

thispregnancyasecretuntilIfinishmyfirsttrimester,thenwe

wouldtellourfamiliesandhe’dcomeandpayforthedamages.

ButitlookslikeI’m theonlyoneholdingtheendofourdeal,

MaNgcoboalreadyknows.

“Shewantsmetotrustherconcoctions?”Iask,MaZwidelaughs.



Imean,she’spro-Vuyo,whywouldItrustherwithmypregnancy?

“Well,I’m bringingitandsomematernitydressesthatshewore

whenshewaspregnantwithSgcino,”–MaZwide.

“MaZwidetellmethat’sajoke.She’sfivetimesbiggerthanme,

whatthehell?AndwhywouldIwear1982maternitydresses?Pre-

apartheiddesigns?”

She’slaughinghard,Icanalreadytellthatthey’reugly.Wechat

somemorebeforesayinggoodbye.Ididn’tprepareanythingon

mysidebecauseIdidn’tknowthey’recomingtoumemulo,Sgcino

didn’tbreatheaword.

IfeellikeMaNgcobowantstocontrolthispregnancyalready.

“Sis’Londekayou’repregnant?”

Mychestdriesup.Thisonehasbeenlisteningthewholetime?

There’snodenyingitnow.ButhowdoImakesurethisdoesn’t

leaveherchest?

“YesAzile,butit’sstillasecret,”Isay.

“Okay,”shecontinuesstaringatme.Ithinkshe’sexpectingtosee

ababy’sfingerpokingoutofmystomachorsomething.

“Areyounotscared?”sheasks.

“Ofhavingababy?”

“Givingbirth,”shesays.



“Ihaven’tthoughtaboutit.”Ijustknowthatonehastopushthe

headoutofhervaginaafterhoursofperiod-likepain.

“Theysayit’spainful,”shesays,lookingscaredonmybehalf.

“Ifitwaspainfulastheysayyouthinkmom would’vedoneit

twice?”

Shethinksforasecondandthenshrugshershoulderswitha

smile.Exactly,ifitwaspainfulastheysayitis,nobodywould’ve

gottenpregnanttwice.They’reexaggerating,thiswhole

‘kuyanyiwaelabourward’isexaggerated,babymamaswanttoeat

social-grantmoneyalone.

-

-

BUSIZWE

ThepresenceoftheHlongwanewivesandSaneliHlongwane

wearingisidwabawithMelahadalreadyraisedmanypeople’s

eyebrows.EveryoneknowsthemouseandcatofMashoba,why

aretheysuddenlyattendingeachother’sceremonies?

Theceremonyhasstarted.Melaisoutofhershellandhavingthe

timeofherlifedancingwithothergirls.Well,shehadafewshots

butBusizwedoesn’tknowthat.Guestskeeppouringin;maidens

from neighboringvillagesjoiningthedanceandgroupsofyoung

menfrom differentvillagestrollingin,oneafteranother.

Finally,theHlongwanegroupledbyHuboarrives.It’sthem and



theircousinsandsomeoftheircloseemployees.They’rewearing

camouflagejumpsuits,allofthem.Theystopbelowisigcawuand

startchantingasong.

Onegroupstands,theywalkoff,leavingisigcawuwiththeir

shieldsandcudgels.Somewomenarepickingtheirchildrenand

walkingawaytoo.

Peoplearescared,that’swhatthisis.

Theonlywaytocalm everyonedownisiftheMshengusshow

unitywiththeHlongwanes.Busizwesendsthevillageheadmanto

welcometheHlongwanessothattheycanjoinisigcawu.

Thegroupsseatedarechantingtheirownsongandthe

Hlongwanesarecominginwiththeirs.Busizwestandswithhis

handsup,silencingtheseatedgroups,andthenjoinsintothe

Hlongwanesong.Theyallsingonesong,theHlongwanessitat

theback,nobodyliftsaspear.Everythinggoesbacktonormal,

womenareululatingagain,thegroupofmenthatwasreadyto

leaverejointhecrowd.

LondekaandAzilearelate,MaXuluisgettingirritatedbecause

sheaskedMaJiyane,theonlywifewhoknowshowtouseasmart

phoneanddoesn’tcancelphonecallswhenshe’sbeingcalled

unlikeothers,tochargeSthembiso’stabletsothattheycantake

dozenspicturesoftheirgirls.Thesearetheproudestmomentsof

beingamotherofaZulugirl,justseeingthem showofftheir

beautifulbodiesanddancingwithconfidence.LuckilyHlongwane

gaveallthreeofthem babygirls,nobodyhastimetoenvyanother



one’sdaughter.HerLondekawillbethere,dancingaswell.

Londekahasalwayshadagreatbody,withsmallfirm breasts.

Shewillbeframingtoday’spictures,heroneandonlybabygirl.

She’stakengoodcareofherself,herboyfriendhasalreadycome

toaskforherhandinmarriage,hedoesn’tlooklikethetypethat

makespromisesanddoesn’tkeepthem.Maybethiscomingyear

they’llbetakingLondekatohermaritalhome.Oh,Hlongwane

missedout!Hewould’vebeensoproudoftheirdaughter.

MaDlaminiseesAzilejoiningthedanceandululatestheloudest.

“TakepicturesMaJiyane,whyareyoustanding?Azileisthere!”

MaJiyanedrawsthetabletpattern…wasitZorS?Shetriesboth,it

saysthepatterniswrong.Maybeherfingersaremoist;shewipes

them onherdressandliftsthetabletuponherfaceanddraws

thepatternagain.

“Eysisi,IthinkI’veforgottenthepattern,”shesays.

MaDlaminiturnswithhereyebrowssnapped.Thiswomancan’t

beserious,nowthatshe’stakenSanelisiwe’spicturesshedoesn’t

wanttotakepicturesofothergirls.

“Mamncanedon’tdothat,it’switchcraft,”shesays.

MaJiyanewipesherhandandtriesagain.Itfails.

“WeneedSthembisotounlockit,”shesays.

TheybothlookatMaXuluwhoseneckisstretchedoutlookingfor

herdaughter-Londekastillhasn’tjoinedthedanceandshe’s



nowhereinsight.

“Sthembisoisinthecrowd,howareyougoingtogethim?”she

asks.

“Iwillcallhim,hopefullyhisphoneiswithhim,”MaJiyanesays

takingherSamsungtuckedinsideherbra.Shemovesawayfrom

thecrowdandcallsSthembiso’sphone.

Itringsacoupleoftimesthenawhiteladyanswers.It’snot

voicemail,she’sjustspeakingEnglish.

“Hi,Sthelefthisphonewithme,he’sinisi…isicha…isichawu,”she

says.

“IsthatMaBhathila?”MaJiyaneaskswithasmile.

“Yes,itis,”Gianaresponds,shewastoldthisishowtheycallher.

“Areyouthereinthememulo?”MaJiyaneasksexcitedly.

“Yes,I’m here,inthecar,”,shesays.

“Comeinside,withus,”MaJiyanesays.

Sheagrees,howshe’sgoingtospotthem inthecrowdisnoneof

MaJiyane’sbusiness.

“Guesswho’shere?”shesaystohersisterwivesrejoiningthem.

“Londeka?”MaXuluasks.

“No,MaBhathila,”MaJiyanesays.

They’rehappy,everyonelovesGiana.But,takingpicturesshould



bethefirstpriority.Theyaskaboutthepattern,MaJiyanetells

them MaBhathilawillsortitout.

Gianaistheonlywhitepersonintheaudience,MaDlaminispots

herfirstandraisesherhand.There’ssomuchattentiononher,

nobodyexpectedawhitewomaninumemulo,nobodyknowswho

she’sherewith.Sthembisoinvitedherbutlefthertodrivehere

withLondekaandAzilebecauseapparentlymendon’trideto

traditionalceremonieslikethis,unlesstheycomereallyfar,he

hadtocomebyfootwithhisbrothersandcousins.

“Wedidn’tknowyouarehere,”MaJiyanesays.

They’vesqueezedherbetweenthem,shewasgetting

overwhelmedbytheattentionherskincolourattracted.People’s

focushasshiftedbacktoMelawho’stakenthefrontlinedancing

withSaneliandtwoothergirls.

“ThepattenwasZorS,Idon’trememberwhichcorneritstarted

from,”MaJiyanesaystoGiana.

“Letmesee,”shetakesthetabletandunlocksitinoneattempt.

They’reamazed,nowondershe’sadoctor,she’sreallyclever.

MaDlaminiwantstobetaughthowtotakepictures,shewantsto

takeAzile’spicturesherselfbecauseMaJiyaneisnotthatgood

withthecamera.

MaXuluisworriedaboutLondeka,shekeepslookingaround,

everyone’sdaughterishere.



“DoyouseeLondeka?”MaJiyaneasksGiana.

“She’sinthecar,letmecallher.”

ThisisareliefforMaXulu,nowshecantakepicturesofher

daughtertoo.

“Ialsowanttolearn,”shesays.

MaJiyaneisthelecturer;she’sshowingthem howtoclickonthe

camera.She’snotverypatientwithMaXulu’sbigfingerthat

tremblesandcancelseverything.

Gianacomesbackfrom acallwithLondeka,there’sanargument

takingplacemaybeshecanhelpbeforethisescalates.

“Youcansetthetimerandthecamerawillautomaticallytake

picturesafterthetimeyouset,withoutyoutouchingit,”shesays.

“Really?”theyallsayinamazement.

“Yes,IwilltakesometoobecauseiPhonetakeclearerpictures.”

Whatawifematerial!They’reimpressed.

VeryimpresseduntilLondekaappearsbehindthem wearinga

sheathdressandbomberjacket.

MaXuluasks,veryunimpressed,“Whyaren’tyoudressedlike

othergirlsanddancingwiththem?”

“It’scoldMa,”Londekasays.

“Andyou’retheonlyonespecialenoughtofeelcold,allthosegirls

havecowskins?”-MaXulu.



“It’scoldwhensheneedstodanceforherfriend’smemulo,but

notcoldwhenshehastostripnakedtoadvertisethose

ineffectiveproductsofhers!”–MaDlaminisayswithachuckle.

Gianafocusesontakingpictures,it’sbettershestaysoutofit.

“Areyoupregnant?”MaJiyaneasks.

Londeka’seyeswiden.“Umh,no…I’m not.”

“She’spregnantsisi,that’stheonlyreason!”

MaXulupullsheraside,hertwopartnersfollow.

Theytakeherawayfrom isigcawu,whenthey’reatasafe

distancetheystartdrillingherwithquestions.

“WhydidyouaskSanelisiwetostandonyourbehalf?”

“Because…ummm…IthoughtI’dbesicktoday,”shesays.

Theyknowshe’slying,they’velivedlongenoughwithher.

“You’renowasangomaLondeka?Takeyourjacketoff,”MaXulu

instructs,she’senraged.Allthistimeshe’sbeenwaitingtobrag

likeotherwomenandthischilddecidestoarrivewearingjackets.

Sheslowlytakesherjacketoff,sheknowsthatthey’llseethe

changeseventhoughnothingmuchisshowingyet.Theywere

bornpregnancy-analyzers.

“Isaidit!”–MaJiyanesays.

MaXulu’sfacefallswithdisappointment.She’sbeenlooking



forwardtothisdayonlybecauseshewantedtoseeherdaughter

dance.

“Howfarareyou?”sheasks.

“9weeks,”Londekasays,apartofherisrelievedtheyjustcaught

her,shewasgoingtogettiredofhiding,andSgcinoalreadytold

hismotheranyway.

“Didyouplanit?”MaDlaminiasks.

“No,Iwasoninjection,ithappenedanywayandSgcinoishappy.”

“Youdatedanyangaandexpectedinjectionstowork?”

“He’snotanyanga,”shesayslaughing.

HerlaughannoysMaXulu.

“Thisisnotfunny,whatdoyouknowaboutbeingamother?”

Londekashrugs,“Nothing,Iwillfigureitout.”

“Areyoustillworking?”

“Yes,”shesays.

They’reconfusedbutwhatever,she’sdisappointedthem forthis

day.

-

-

Afewguestsjustarrived,theymustbecomingveryfarbecause

nobodyseemstoknowthem.Umemuloisabouttocometoan

end,ayounggirlinherlateteensentersisigcawuwithblanket



andreed-matunderherarm.

AzileleavesthedanceandgoestoLondeka,theytalkforaminute

thenshegoestothegirlwiththeblanketandsitsinfrontofher.It

wouldn’tbeSgcinoifhedoesn’tpullalittlesurprise,theblanketis

pinnedwithEclairssweetsalloverit-Londeka’sfavoriteatthe

moment.OnedgesthereareR200notespinned.Azilefoldsthe

blanketaftertakingafewsweetsandtakesittoLondeka.

“Youdidn’ttellustheZulusarecoming,”MaXulusays.

“Theyonlytoldmethismorning,Ididn’tknoweither.”

Theyounggirlfrom Sgcino’sfamilytakestwocratesofbeerand

12packofSavannatothegroupwearingcamouflagejumpsuits.

AndthentakessixpackofCokeandbucketofsconestoMaXulu

andCo.Theysharewiththeguestsstandingnexttothem.

“Youneedtorespectthisboy,don’tgivehim drama,”MaXulu

advisesasMaDlaminipoursCokeintohertumbler.

LondekasharesalookwithGiana,whatasuddenchangeofheart!

They’renowhappywithSgcino.

MaJiyane’sphonerings,sheasksLondekatoholdherdrinkand

stepsasidetoattendtothecall.It’sMjabulisiXulu,herheartskips

abeat,shelooksbackathersistersbeforeanswering.

“Xuluyoucan’tjustcallme,”shesaysinalmost-whisper.

“You’renotfairPhindile,youknowIthinkaboutyou,it’shardnot

tocallyou,”hesays.



Shetakesadeepbreath.“I’m marriedXulu,marriedtoyour

sister’shusbandforcryingoutloud!”

“Youhonoredyourvowsandstayedloyaltoyourhusbanduntil

deathdidyouapart.Ijustwanttomakeyouhappy,that’sall.”

“Iam happy,”shesaysinafirm voice.

“Thenwhyareyouscaredtocomeandseeme?Ahappyperson

wouldn’tmind,it’snotlikeI’m goingtoaddanythingifyourcupis

alreadyfilled.”

Anotherdeepbreath!Mjabulisiisagood-lookingmaninhismid-

forties,he’sbeensingleforthreeyears,hestartedpursuingher

afterthatvisithemadetotryandreconcileLondekaand

Sthembiso.It’sbeenveryhardforMaJiyanebecauseasmuchas

Hlongwaneisnomoreshestillfeelslikesheneedtostayloyalto

him.

HlongwanetookherwithThobani,raisedhim ashisownandgave

them thebestanymancangiveinthisworld.TheHlongwanes

welcomedthem withopenarms,includingthewives.Whatare

theygoingtothinkwhenshestartsmessingaround?Yesshe’s

only40,shestillhasfeelingsthatneedtobenurtured,butmaybe

herlovelifewassupposedtoendbefore40.Lifebeginsat40

cannotapplytoeveryone.

“Iwillcallyoulater,”shetellshim.

“IwillholdyoutoitPhindile.”

He’snotlying,hewill.Londekamust’vetakenafterhim,thisis

hard.



THEFINALE

SIKELELA

Sikelela’sidentityhasbeenasubjectforaverylongtime.Alot

hashappened,therewerealotofissuesrisinginbetween,butthe

HlongwaneshavefinallymanagedtodowhatMkhontocouldn’t

do;bringinghissecondsonhome.Adayaftertheypaidforthe

damagesandmadearequesttochangehissurnamesothat

Langa’sculturalneedscanbetakencareoftherightway,they

sendSthembisoandMkhuluHlongwanetotheDlamukaswitha

goat.

Cebile’sbrotherwelcomedthegoatandsentanotheroneto

accompanySikelelatotheHlongwanes.It’sslaughteredtoreport

hisarrivalandeatenbythefamily.Theyslaughteredtwomore

sheepsforcelebration.

It’snotasexcitingasanyonethoughtthisdaywouldbe.Sikelela

hasn’tbeenhimselfsincethepassingofVumo.Hismotherasked

him tocryandletouthisemotionsatthefuneral,shewasscared

ofhim bottlingthingsup.Hedidn’tcry,hesatatthefrontwiththe

Ntulifamilyandstoodbehindthecrowdatthecemeteryavoiding

seeingthecoffingoingdownatallcosts.

Hedoesn’ttalkaboutit,hedoesn’tlikewhenhernameis

mentioned.NotevenHuboisabletogetthroughhim;he’sjusta

heavymantobearound.



Qoboisheretoo,Cebile’sobsessionoverbeingagrandmotheris

nothingcomparedtowhatMaDlaminiisdoing.Shedoesn’tlet

Qobooutofhersightnotevenforasecond.Hubohadtobegher

tolethim cometothekraalwithQobo.Hehasn’tshowedoffhis

sonenoughinsidethekraal,thesepeopleneedtounderstandthat

he’ssomebody’sfathernow.Butthatwasn'ttheonlyreasonhe

wantedQobotobewithhim,Bonihadjustarrived.

“See,minaangichamiamanzikapopo,”hebragstothecrowd.

Sthembisoistheonewithoutachild;hecatchesthestraybullet

andshootsback.“IfIwasyouI’dbewatchingmymouth,ifQobo

tellshismotherwhatyou’resayingyou’dbekissingfatherhood

goodbye.Don’tforgetthesearemonitoredvisits.”

That’snotfarfrom thetruth,Ayandaisprobablywaitingforhim to

makeonemistakethenshe’dberunningtoheruglyhusband.

“Iwillgiveherasecond-born,”hesays,justsohedoesn’tlosethis

argument.Him andAyandacanneverbetogetheragain.She’s

remainstheonlywomantoplayhim inhislife.

HesitsnexttoSikelela,they’vebeentalkingbuttheirrelationship

surelytookastrainafterwhathappened.

“HaveyouspokentoMela?”

“About?”Sikelelaasks.

Hubofrowns,“Ithoughtyouwerefriends.”

“No,wehaven’tspoken,Isentheragiftafterumemuloandshe

thankedmeviaatext,”hesays.



“Ohyeah,howisQambi?”

“She’sbackatwork,doingokay.”

“Andyou?”–Hubo.

“I’m fine,”hesays.

That’sonlyhowfartheirconversationcango.HepullsQoboto

standbetweenhislegs,Langaisareplicaofhim,it’slikehe’s

lookingatatoddlerversionofhim.It’sunfortunatethathecannot

seeNkanyezithroughanyoneunlessifhetakesamirrorand

looksathimselforimagineLondekaasaboy.

Hissondied,justlikethat.HethinksaboutNkanyezimoreoften

thesedays,andhismothertoo.Hewondersifthey’vebeen

reunitedintheotherworld.He’sdoingallthis,fixinghissurname

issues,sothathecansolveNkanyeziandLanga’sissues-twins

comewithalotofthem.

Huboisentertainingthecrowd,it’sgettingcoldoutsideforQobo;

Sikelelatakeshim andgoesinsidethehouse.HefindsLondeka

withLanga,she’sveryhelpfulwithhim andveryinterestedinhow

diapersarechangedandhowtomakehisbottle.

“Ishenotgivingyouanytrouble?”heasks.

“Notatall,he’sanangel.Ihopeminewillbepeacefullikethis

too.”

HepullsachairandsitswithQoboonhislap.HelooksatLanga

suckinghisbottleonLondeka’sarm andthinksabouthowfar



they’vecome.From thetimehewouldn’tdrinkthebottleand

rathercryuntilhislittlevoicedriedup,tohim learningtoadjust

andwarminguptoCebile.He’sa4montholdwho’sbeenthrough

painsincebirth.

“Howareyoufeeling?”Londekaasks.

Everyonekeepsaskingandheonlygivesoneanswer;

“I’m fine,”hesays.

“Doyoumissher?”OnlyLondekaisbraveenoughtoaskhim this.

He’sjustlookingatherforaminutethenhenods.It’sbeena

monthandtwoweeksandhestillhaven’tdeletedhernumberand

theirchatlog.HestillreadstheirWhatsappmessagesinthedeep

hoursofthenightandwonderifshecanseehim from wherever

sheis.Ifshecanseehowmiserableheiswithouther.

“Itwillgetbetter.Iknow,Sthembisohasbeenthere,timeandnew

experiencesheal,”Londekasays.

“Ihopeso,”hesays.

“IwishIcould’vemetheryazi.EvenQobo’smother,Ineedto

maketimeadseeher.MaybeonThursdayaftermymaternity

check-up.”

Sikelelafrowns,“You’repregnant?”

“Yeah,”shesays.

Wow,okay.Thiswasunexpected.

“Whatwastherush?”heasks.



Shechuckles,“Norush,itwasn’tplanned.”

“Isee,”he’snothappyforher,hecanneverbe.Butshe’sagrown

girl,sheknowswhatshe’sdoing.“HowisMela?”

“She’sokay.Don’tyouguystalkanymore?”

“Notsomuchlately,”hesays.

“Soyoudon’tknowthatshe’smovingtoCapeTown?”

Heshakeshisheadandtriesnottoshowhowmuchthisactually

shockshim.Sheoncetalkedaboutmovingawaybuthedidn’t

thinkitwouldhappenthisverysameyear.

“Sheis,I’llbesendingmychildthereeveryweekend,”Londeka

saysjokingly.

Orisitnotajoke?ThisisLondeka,you’dneverknow.

“Doyoustilllikeher?”Ofcourseshewantstoknow.

Sikelelaexhalesfaintly,“Idon’tknow.”

“Tooearlytotell?”sheasks.

“No,it’sjust…wedon’twantthesamethingsinlife.Justlikeme

andLanga’smotherbeforeshedied,itwouldbeanother

miserablelovestorywithnohappily-ever-after,”hesays.

Londekasmiles,“Youwanthappily-ever-afters?”

“No,Iwanttobelovedtherightway.Idon’twanttoeverfightfor

myspotinanyone’slife,Iwanttolove,nottofight.”

Londekapasseshim twocrispyfries-nothisfavourite.



“Don’tworrybrother,you’llfindsomeone,you’reonly35.”

“I’m 35?”SikelelachucklesandpassesthefriestoQobo.

“Theylookalike,”shesayslookingatLangaonherarm andQobo

sittingonSikelela’slap.

“Theydo,”Sikelelasays.

“I’m gladLangadidn’tlooklikeyou,imagine!”

Helaughs,“Likeus,youmean?”

“AtleastI’m agirl,Icanputonmake-upandlookdifferent.It’s

harderforyouboys,ifyou’reuglyyou’reugly,youhavetoaccept

it.”

“I’m beautifulinside,sadlynotmanypeoplecansaythesame

aboutyou.”

Londekalaughs,“Idon’tgiveafuck,I’m notgoingtochange.”

“Waituntilyougetmarriedandgotoanewfamily.I’m tellingyou,

you’llbecryingeverydaygettingyourmake-upwashedand

scaringeveryone.”

Londekalaughsharder,Langaisstaringupathercuriously,Qobo

hasdecidedtolaughalongeventhoughhehasnoideawhatis

beingtalkedabout.

-

-

IntheotherrondavelAzileispinnedonthechairandsurrounded

byMaJiyaneandMaDlamini.Theywanttoknowaboutthetattoo;



why?Theyheardaboutthisonthestreets,peoplecannotstop

talkingabouttheHlongwanegirlwithaboobtattoo.

“WhatkindofembarrassmentisthisAzile?”–MaDlamini.

“I’m sorryMa,”shesays.

Shedoesn’tlookapologeticatall.

“Whydidyoudrawitinthefirstplace?”

Azileshrugs,“Ijustloveart.”

“Soyourbodyisanartgallery?”

Shelaughs.“NoMa,tattoosdon’tkill,they’relikeear-piercing.”

“No,theyarenot.Canyouwipeitoff?”

“No,it’sinkeddeepinmyskin,”shesays.She’srelaxed,sheknew

they’dbelikethiswhentheyfindout,shewasprepared.

Hubowalksin,helooksabitdrunk.

“What’sgoingonhere?”heasks.

“Don’ttellmeyoudrankalcoholwena!Youknowyourbabymama

willcausetoomuchdramaoverthis,-MaDlamini.

“ItookafewsipsMa,don’tmakeitsoundlikeIhatemyson.

That’salittle-me,mytwin,Ilovehim todeath.”

“Wheredidyouleavehim?Youtookhim from mesayingyouwant

tospendtimewithhim,”MaDlaminiasks.



“AyMa,you’relovey-doveywithAuntBoni,Idon’ttrustyou.”

“What?”Hismotherisconfused.

“Nonje,no!I’m goingtolookformyboyandkeephim awayfrom

theBonisofthisfamily,”hesayswalkingaway.

-

-

MaJiyaneisfuming,thisdaystartedwellandendedupwith

Sanelitellingeveryoneshe'sattractedtogirls.They'rejusttaking

theirfrustrationsoutonAzileandhertattoo.Theirrealproblem is

withSanelibutshe'sstilltoodrunktobeconfronted.

AfterdrillingAzilewithquestionsandbeinglaughedatshegoes

toherbedroom tocatchabreath.

Asifwhoeveritiswaswaitingforhertobealone,herphonerings.

It'snoneotherthanMjabulisi.Shehasranoutofexcuses,how

elseisshegoingtoavoidthisman.

"Xulu,"sheanswers.

"Phindile,"hesays.

"Whatdoyouwant?"

"YouknowwhatIwant;Iwantyou."

"I'm married,"shehisses.

"IsthattheonlyexcusePhindile?"

"Yes."OhJesus,thatwasatrapquestion.



"Xuluno,whatarepeoplegoingtosay?"

"Theydon'thavetoknow,"hesays.

"Soyouwantmetosneakaroundlikeateenagegirl?"

"Whateveryou'recomfortablewith,aslongasIgettoshowyou

loveandspendtimewithyou."

"SeriouslythoughXulu,youcanhaveanywomanyouwant.I'm

yoursister'ssisterwife,soImustgofrom herhusbandtoher

brother?"

"Youworrytoomuch,justtakeadeepbreathandthinkaboutit,"

hesays.

"Ihavethoughtaboutit,I'm justscared."

"Wewillkeepitasecretuntilyoufeelcomfortableenoughtoletit

beknown."

"Idon'tthinkthattimewillevercome.Howaremychildrengoing

tolookatme?"

"ListenPhindile,youdeservetobehappy,nottoliveyourlifeliving

uptowhata'decent'widowshouldbe.Comeovertomorrow,Ilive

alone,nobodywillknowyouwerehere."

Sheclearsherthroat,"Whyareyouinvitingmetoyourhouse?"

"Foronce,justtrustme.Iwon'thurtyou,Ipromise.Nottomorrow,

notever,"hesays.

That'nottomorrow'plantssomenastyideasinherhead,he's

probablynoteventhinkingaboutthat.



"Xulu,justtwohours,"shesays.

"Okay,twohoursandI'llletyougo."

"Fine,"sheagrees.

Hethankshermultipletimesbeforeendingthecall.

Whatdidshejustagreeto?ThisisSthembisoandLondeka’s

uncle,MaXulu'sonlybrother,ifthiscomesoutshe'llbejudged

andhatedalmostbyeveryoneinthisfamily.

Butthebodywantswhatitwants.

-

-

HubobumpsintoSthembisointheyardonhissearchforSikelela

andQobo.HeasksifSthembisohasseenthem.

“They’rewithLondeka,doyouhaveaminute?”

“Ihaveanhourbafo,”hesaysstaggeringforward.

“WeneedtotalktoAuntBoni.”

Hegrunts,brushinghisfaceinfrustration.They’veplanned

confrontinghim beforebutHubochangedhismind.Hedoesn’t

wantittolooklikehe’savictim.

“Nope!”hesaysstoppingSthembisowithhisfinger.

“LookatyouHubo,you’redrunkbecauseshe’shere,youcan’t

evenspendtimewithyoursonwell,”–Sthembiso.



“Thentellhertoleave,uwenaisgorasikashibhoshilayikhaya.”

“Youdon’tneedtosaytwice,”heturnsandheadstothekitchen

whereBoniisplayingthefamilygoodauntwithMaXulu.

MaXuluturnsherheadandfrownsashewalksin.

“Whyareyouwalkinginlikeapoliceofficer?”

Heclearshisthroat,“It’scoldoutside,sorry.”

“Letmegetyourfather’sjacketforyoubeforepneumoniakills

you.”He’sstillhismother’sbabyboy.

MaXululeavesthekitchenleavinghim withhisso-calledaunt.

“Yawena,”hesays.

Bonisnapsherbrows.

“Sthembiso!Isthathowyoutalktoyourauntnow?”

“Aunt,myfoot!YouthinkIdon’tknowwhatyoudidtoHubo?”

Hereyesalmostpopout.It’swrittenalloverherface,shecan’t

evendenyit.

“Ineedyoutoleaveandneversetyourfoothereagain.”

“SthembisoIwasyoungmyself,Ididn’tknowwhatIwasdoingat

thattimeandMahubo…”

“Don’tyoudaresayheagreedbecauseyouknowverywellthathe

wastooyoungtomakesuchdecisions.Ontheotherhandyou

wereoldenoughtoknowwhatyouweredoing.”



“Sthembiso…”

“LeaveBoni,beforethisturnsintosomethingugly.Idon’twant

youanywherenearmybrothersandtheirchildren.”

MaXuluwalksintotheawkwardness,shewasjustasecondaway

from hearingthenastyexchange.

“Iseverythingalright?”She’slookingatBoniwho’sputtingher

shoeson.

“Yes,Auntjustreceivedaveryurgentcallaskinghertogohome,”

Sthembisosaysandlooksather.

Shesmilesfaintly,“Yeahsisi,oneofmycousinsfellsick.”

“Oh,Ihopeshegetsbetter.Takesomemeatbeforeyougo.”

Sthembisogivesheralook-don’tyoudaretakeanymeat!

ShelooksatMaXulu,“Don’tworrysisi,I’m inahurry.”

MaXuluseesheroutofthedoorandcomesbacktoSthembiso

shakingherhead.Thisisveryweird.

“Ihopeshe’snotrushingtoanyone’sman,”shesays.

Sthembisochuckles,“Whoknows,shecouldbechasingaBen

10.”

“Aywena,don’tsaythataboutyouraunt.Haveyoutalkedwith

yoursister?”

“Aboutthenewproductsinhercompany?Yes.”



“Didn’tshetellyouthatyou’reabouttobecomeanuncle?”

“Whaaat?!”

“Yes,she’spregnant.”

“Londekaispregnant?”Hecan’tbelieveit.Londekaiseverything

butnotnaïve,shewouldn’tjustfallpregnant.

“AndAzilehasatattoo,Saneliclaimstobealesbian,”MaXulu

says.

Thisonemakeshim laugh.

“Alesbian?”

“Yeap,shejusttoldmeandhermotherafterdrinkingthosebeers

incans.”

“She’sdrunktoo?”

MaXulunods,“Youneedtohaveaserioustalkwithyoursisters

later.Allthreeofthem.Remindthem whatitmeanstobea

Hlongwane.”

“Youwantmetolecturethem?”Sthembisoaskswithasmuglook

onhisface.

“It’syourjob,”MaXulusays.

“Right?”Hetakesouthiscellphoneandtypesashorttext:

*I’LLBEWARMINGYOURBEDTONIGHT,*-sent.

Thesewomenwillhandletheirownchildrenbecauseonhisside

hehasaverytightpussytohandlethewholenight.



EPILOGUE

SIKELELA

Langaisnotsick,he’snotsurewhyhismothercalledandsaidit’s

urgentthathecomeshome.Ithasbeenonlythreedayssincehe

rightfullybecameaHlongwane,he’sworkingtomorrowmorning,

hismotherdoesn’tseem toputthatintoconsideration.Hecan’t

dropeverythingandcomehomejustbecauseshe’sfeelinglonely.

Cebilecomeshummingasongwithabowlofsampandboiled

cowgut.Sheputsitinfrontofhim andcomplimentshernew

cookingrecipe.

“Mayoudidn’tcallmehereforfood,didyou?”

“No,youruncleaskedmetocallyou,”shesays.

“MyuncleisinDurban,”Sikelelasayswithafrown.

“Vusi,”Cebileclarifies.

Vusihasn’tbeenaroundalot,he’snotsurewhetherhe’shappyor

annoyedtofindouthewassummonedherebyhim.

“Eatup,hewillbehereanyminutefrom now,”Cebilesaysand

takesLangafrom hisarm.She’sacceptedLangaashersecond

son,Vumo’smothercouldn’ttakehim evenifshewantedto,Ntuli

doesn’twanthim inhishousewithhiswife,Qambiisalsobusy

tryingtotakecareofhermother.Sikelelacouldn’thavetaken

Langaanywhereelseexceptbringinghim hometoberaisedby

hismotherwhileheworksforbothofthem.It’seasiernow



becausehehasacar,hecomeshomeanytimehemisseshisson.

There’sacaroutside,hismotherrunstothemirrorandfixesher

headwrap.Sikelelacan’tstophimselffrom laughing.Thisold-age

loveisfuntowatch.

“Youhavesomethingonyourback,”hetellshismother.

Cebilemakesaquickturninfrontofthemirror.Heburstsinto

laughter;thisisthehardesthe’slaughedsinceVumo’sdeath.

“I’m goingtoslapyouhard,”Cebilesayspointingathim angrily.

Vusiwalksin,alreadywearingasmileonhisface.He’ssmilingat

hisbeauty-doll,everytimesheseesherhefallsinloveoverand

overagain.

“Who’sgettingslapped?”heasks.

“Me,”Sikelelasays.

“NoMacebi,don’tthreatenachild.”ThisjustremindsSikelelawhy

helikesVusi;he’salwaysonhisside.

“Howareyouboy?”Thisonehe’smadepeacewith,hecallshim

boyasifhe’s12.He’saskingwithhishandonSikelela’sshoulder.

Sikelelashrugsitoff,“I’m good,Ihaven’tseenyouinalongtime.”

Vusisitswithaheavysigh.“I’vebeentryingtosortoutsome

familymatters.”

“Didyoumanagetosolvethem?”Sikelelaasks.



“No,noteverythinggetsfixedinthisworld,nomatterhowmuch

faithandmoneyyou’rewillingtoputin,”hesays.

Sikelelanods,“Yeah,Iknow.”

CebilecomeswithVusi’sfoodputonatrayandcovered.It’seven

thoseplatesnobodytouchesunlessit’sChristmas.

“Thankyou,Ihavebeenhungry,”Vusisayspullingthetrayand

takingtheplateandputtingitonhislap.

“Iknowyou’vebeenhungry,”Cebilesayswithasmile.

Theseoldiestalkingabouthunger,youcan’tevenbesurethey’re

talkingaboutfoodhunger.Sikelelaleavesthetableandgoessit

onthematlaidonthefloorforLanga.

“Eatfastboy,weneedtogosomewhere,”Vusisays.

He’snotsurewhat’sgoingonyet,he’lljustrespectVusiashis

mother’ssmile-keeperandgowhereverheaskshim togo.

Hefinisheshisfood,Vusiisnotevenhalfwaywithhisplate.How

canheeatquicklywhenthere’sawomanblushinginfrontofhim?

SikeleladumpshisbowlinabasinandtakesLangaandgoes

outsidewithhim.

He’snolongerababynow;helooksaroundandmakesbaby

sounds.Mostofthetimetheyfightaboutthethumbthathe

sucks.

Sikelelasitsontheverandahandlayshim inhisarms.Hestarts

kickinghisfeetandpushinghishandintohisthumb.



“Girlswilllaughatyou,boysdon’tsuckthumbs,”he’shavinga

conversationwithhim whiletheyfightoverhislittlehand.

“Langa!”hesaysfirmlyandremoveshisthumbfrom hismouth

again.

Langastartscrying.Heliftshim uptohischestandkisseshis

cheekbeforerubbinghisback.He’scalm withinaminute.

“I’m justlookingoutforyou,”Sikelelatellshim.

He’squietforamoment,thenheburps.Sikelelafeelssomething

runningunderhisT-shirtandlaughs.

“ThatwasnotcoolLanga,youknowIdon’thaveawife,Iwashmy

ownclothes,”hestandsandcarriesLangalikeasackofpotatoes

andgoesbackinsidethehouse.

Cebilescreams,“Howareyouholdingthebaby?Huh!”

“Mathisisnotagirl,andbesideI’m notgoingtodrophim.”

“No,Idon’tcare.Youholdhim properly,thisisnotadoll.”

SikelelagivesLangatoher;theproperholderofbabies.

“I’m goingtochangemyT-shirt,”hesayswalkingout.

“Befastandcomeback,I’m donehere,”Vusisaysafterhim.

ItturnsoutVusijustwantedtoaccompanieddowntheriver,

nothingmuch.Ifhewasn’thismother’sboyfriendSikelela

would’vetoldhim straightthatthisisbullshit.They’recarrying

bagsforGodknowswhat.Sikelela’sisempty,Vusiiscarrying



bottlesofwater.

“Let’sgothatside,”Vusisayspointingdowntheriverwhere

there’sabigrockandstones.

Sikeleladoesn’targue,hefollowsbehindwithhisemptybag.

Maybethey’reheretofish,whoknows.

“Iwantustogatherthesestones,choosemedium-sizedones

withsomeweight,”–Vusi.

“Pleasedon’ttellmeweareheretogatherstones!”

“Justdoit,you’llunderstand.”

Phewww!Sikelelabendsdownandstartspickingthem.He

collectsapilequicklyandlooksatVusi’sside;hehasn’tcollected

much.

“Needhelp?”heasksbecausehe’sanelder,theyhavebackaches

andallthosethings.

“No,here,”Vusithrowsahighlighterpentohim.Hethenwalksup

towhereSikelelahascollectedhisstonesandsitsontheground

behindhim.

“Iwantyoutowriteeverythingyou’recarryinginyourhearton

eachstone.Everypain,everybaggage,everyregret.

Sikelelafrowns,“Whatisthis?”

“You’llsee,startwriting,”Vusisays.

He’snotusedtothiskindofstupidity,writingstones,really?

“Youcantakeyourtime,”Vusisays.Hechoseaquietsideofthe



riverforareason,he’sheardaboutSikelela’shardheavyfrom his

mother.Hewantstobehelpful,helovesCebilewithhersonand

grandson.Ofcoursehecannotsteptothefatherrole,andhe

doesn’tneedto,he’scomfortablebeinganuncletoSikelela.

“Idon’tknowwhatyouwantmetowrite,”Sikelelasaysafter

spendingoveraminutethinking.

“Let’sstartwithLanga’smother’sdeath.Haveyouhealed?”

Sikelelashakeshishead.

“Writeitonthestone,”Vusiinstructs.

Sikelelawritesonthefirststone;MAGODIDE’SDEATH.

ThenheturnsandlooksatVusi.ThistimeVusidoesn’tsuggest

anything,hewantshim todothisonhisown;toidentifyhis

strugglesbyhimself.

Hepicksthesecondstoneandwrites;NKANYEZI’SSHORTLIFE.

Heputsitasideandpicksthenextone.

REJECTION-he’sbeencarryingthisonesincehewasoldenough

tounderstandthathe’dbeenrejectedfrom hisfather’slife.He

carriedthatfeelingofbeingrejectedthroughouthisteensand

adultlife.

NOTBEINGENOUGH-GodknowsthisstartedbeforeVumocame

intohislife.Shejustcontinuedwhereeveryoneleftoff.

INSTILLINGPHYSICALPAINONTOMYSELFOROTHERSTOFEEL

OKAY-Hisearswillbethewitnessofthis.Alongwitheveryother

boyandmanhe’sputhishandsoutthere.



ABANDONMENT-Thankstohisfatherwhonevershowedup(now

heunderstandswhybutthosefeelingsdon’tjustgoaway)andhis

unclewhodecidedtoabandonhim assoonashegotmarried.

MYMOTHER’SHEAVYBAGGAGE-Hopefullynobodyjudgeshim

forthis.Hismotherishiswholeworldbuttherehasbeentimes

whereherwordshasbeensharpandtheycutverydeep.There

hasbeentimewheresheprojectedherfeelingstowardshim,

whetheritwasaboutherownrelationshipwithMkhontoorabout

hisownlovelife-Cebileisalwaystooopinionated.

THEMSHENGUS-TheHlongwanesmayhaveforgiventhem but

hedoesn’tthinkheeverwill.It’sjustnothowthingsrollinhislife;

theycrushedoneofbiggestdreams.Ifitwasn’tforthem he

would’vemetMkhontosomedayandtheywould’vetalked.Not

nowwherehecanonlyspeaktohim throughimpepho.

Beforeheknowsithe’swrittenalmoston12stones.Hetakesa

deepbreathlookingatthepileinfrontofhim.

“Isthatall?”heaskswithoutturninghisheadtoVusi.

“You’vewritteneverything?”

“Yes,”hesays.

“Putallofthem insideyourbag,”Vusiinstructs.

Mad!Heputsallthestoneshe’swritteninsidehisbag.

“Let’sgo,”Vusisays.

Hehastocarryabagfullofstonesonhisback.Thisisvery



stupid.

Vusileadshim astheyclimbupthevalley.Thebagisheavy,it’s

fuckin’stones.

“Areyouokay?”Vusiasks.

He’ssweatingbehindhim.“Yes.”

Vusiexpectedit;Cebilealwaystellshim howstubbornSikelelais.

Theyjoinasmallcattleroute,Vusiwalkingwithhishandsinthe

pockets.

“Wherearewegoing?”Sikelelafinallyasks.

“Justtakingawalk.Isthereaproblem?”

“No,there’snoproblem.”

Good,Vusikeepswalking.They’veenteredabush,they’re

crossingitandjoiningthegravelroadacross.

Sikelelamakesastopunderthetreeshade.Heunhooksthebag’s

arm inattempttohavingabreak.

“NoSikelela,youdon’ttakeoffthebag,that’syoursoul.”

Hefrowns,hiswholefaceiscoveredinsweat.

“Youcangetridofthestonesbutifyouwanttokeeponcarrying

yourbaggagelet’sgo.”

Sohecangetridofthestones,thisisgood.Heopensthe

bag…butwhichone?

“YoucanletgoSikelela,”Vusisays.



Helooksateverythinghe’swritten.Nope,he’snotgettingridof

any.

Vusisignalswithhishead;theyneedtokeepwalking.

Theycoveranotherlongdistance.Sikelela’sshouldersstart

aching,hisbackisstinkingwet.

“Wait,”hesaystoVusioutofbreath.

Vusistopsandlooksathim.

Heopensthebagandtakesoutonestone.Hecangetridofthe

Mshengus,they’renotworthweighingonhim thismuch.He

throwstheirstoneaway.

Theyresumetheirwalk,thebagisstillheavy.

Heasksforanotherstop.Hecanletgoofthegrudgesheheld

againsthisfather.It’senoughnow,he’sgrown,hashisownson.

Rejectionaswell,hecanletthatgo.It’snotonhim,he’snotthe

onerejectingpeople,whymusthecarryotherpeople’snegativity?

BythetimetheyturnontotheroadleadingbacktoHlabathinihe’s

gottenridofalmosteverystone.There’sonlytwoleft;Vumo’s

betrayal,ashecallsherdeath,andNkanyezi’sshortlife.

“You’renotgettingridofthat?”Vusiasks.

“No,”hesays.



“Butyouwantthem torestinpeace?”

“Iwant…yeah,Iwantthem torestinpeaceandbegoodangelsto

Nkanyezi.”

“Thenletthem rest,don’tholdnegativefeelingstowardsthem.

WhattheywouldwantisyoutobehappysothatLangacangrow

upinawarm home.”

MaybeVusiisright,itwon’thelphim beingmiserableforthe

thingshecannotchange.Heneedstoacceptthatthey’regoneso

thathecanbeafatherLangadeserves.

Heemptieshisbag.

Vusiwatcheswithanapprovingnod.

“Weshouldrest,mykneesarekillingme,”hesays.

Theyshouldbe,he’sbeenactinglikeCasterSemenyaforgetting

thathe’s90.

Theysitundertheshadeoftree,Vusitakesouttwobottlesof

waterfrom hisbagandpassesonetoSikelela.

“Youdidn’tneedtocarryallofthatinyourheart.Lookhow

drainedyouare;physically,emotionallyandpsychologically.You

needtointrospecteverynowandthen,seewhat’sweighingyou

downandgetridofit.Nobodyandnothingdeservestooccupy

yourheartinthatmanner.Don’tallowthem,don’tallowit.”

Sikelelanods,hethrowsawaytheemptybottleofwaterandlies

onhisback.

“I’m tired,”hesaysclosinghiseyes.



“Whatyourbodyfeelsisexactlyhowyoursoulhasbeenfeeling

withallthebaggageyou’vebeencarrying.Weneedtogo,you’ll

sleepathome.”Vusishakeshim,theystandupandtakeoff.

Cebilehasbeenwaitingpatiently.Langaissleepingonherback,

whensheseesthem walkinginsherushesandputsLangatobed.

Shewantstoknowhowitwent,she’sbeenonedgebecause

Sikelelahasneverhadanykindoffatherandsonwalk.

“And???”She’slookingatthem walkinginwithemptybags.

“Wearegood,”Vusisays.

ShelooksatSikelela,herpoorsonlookstired.

“You’reokay?”

“Yeah,I’m okay.”

Thisisstrange,they’rejustgood,bothofthem?

“Everythingwentwell?”sheasks.

“Yeah,”theybothsay.

“Wow!”Shepullsthechairandsits.

She’shappy,it’sjustthatshedidn’texpectittobesmooth.

“Youmadeittothelist,”Sikelelasays.

Hereyeswiden.“WhatdidIdo?”

“Foralwaystalkingbadaboutmyfather.”



Shesighs,“Okay,maybeIdeservedthat.Butyoucan’treplaceme,

youknowthat?”

“Ican,inasnapofafinger,”Sikelelasays.

“No,youcan’t,I’m yourmother.”

“Icanfindanothermother,don’tthinkyou’reirreplaceableGogo

kaLanga.”

Shethrowsakitchenclothathim.Vusishakeshisheadwitha

smileonhisface.Inlifehe’shadtoletgoofthingstofind

purpose,they’dbefinetoo,heknowsit.

Sikelelastands,“Iwilltakeabathandgotobed.”

“Don’tforgettofetchyourson,he’llbesleepingwithyoutoday,”

hismothersays.She’ssleepingwithhermantoday,shewantsno

disturbances.

Sikelelalooksatherwithhiseyeswide.Nowheregrets

requestingforastepfather!

Hegoestohisrondavelfeelinglight.Lighterthanhe’severfeltin

years.Hetakeshisphonefrom thechargerandcallsHubo.

Theyhaven’tbeenthebestofbuddieslately.

“Hellostranger,”Huboanswers.

“That’sverygirlish.Whatareyoudoingthiscomingweek?”

“Areyouplanningontakingmeoutonadate?”Sostupid.

“I’m notyourwhore.Iwantustogooutwiththeboys,Idon’t

knowtowhere,we’llfigureitoutasfathers,”hesays.



“Man,Idon’tknowwherekidsgotohavefun?Creche?”

“Idon’tthinktheygotocreche,”Sikelelasays.

“Okay,letmeGooglewhatdoesa3yearoldand4monthsolddo

forfun.”

Sikelelachuckles,“Letmeknowwhenyoufindsomething.Weare

suchamessoffathers.”

Theybothlaugh.

Crecheorwhereverbabiesgotohavefun,they’llbethere.

Thisistonewbeginnings!


