
Chapter1Thatannoyingalarm clock!Iswitchitoffandgracemyselfwithmoresleep.Winter

morningsarecoldasice,gettingoutofbediseveryone’snightmare."Yanga!”Nowthat'smy

alarm clockwithtwolegs,sheisscreamingnexttomyhead.Sadlythisonecannotbeswitched

off.Hervoicealonedrainsyououtofsleep.Shepullsthecoversoffmyhead,shehasnomercy

atall."Wakeup!Youhaveaninterviewintwohours.”Damn!Theinterviewsleptoffmymemory.

"Whattimeisitnow?"Iask."It's6:30don'tpanic.”Ohno!Iwassupposedtowakeupearlyand

polishmyNdulindeEnglish.NowI'm athighriskofhavingpronounsandadjectivessaying

goodbyeinthemiddleoftheinterview.Ipickthenotebookwhereshewrotemetheinterview

questionsyesterdayandthrowittoher.MyEnglishisprobablystillasleep,Ineedthe

Shakespeareinmetowakeup.“ThisagainYanga?”Shesighs.YesterdayIwasn'tthebest

student,thepracticedidn'tendwell."PleaseNtando,Ihavetopassthisinterviewandgetthejob.

YouknowhowdesperateIam,”Isay.Thelastfewmonthshavebeenhard.Igotfiredfrom my

lastjob,ranoutofsavingsandlostmyrentalplace.Ifitwasn'tforherI’dbestayingunderthe

bridgeandbeggingforfoodbytherobots.I'm theeldestinmyfamily,completinghighschool

meantIwasonmyown.Ican’tgobackhomeemptyhanded,myparentsarenotworking,and

mybrothersarestillinschool.EverytimeIthinkaboutaskinghelpfrom them Irememberthat

I'm theirhelp,allthattheyhave."Areyouready?”sheasksafterclearingherthroat."Yep,"Isay.

"Canyoutellmemoreaboutyourself?”shereadsthefirstquestion."MynameisYangomuhle

Buthelezi,I’m 23yearsold.Ilovemusicandhatefunerals.I’m from Ndulinde,Iattended

schoolthereand…whatelse?Igotfiredfrom mylastjob.Meandmymanager.....”Sheflutters

hereyelashesrapidly.Ipauseandlookather.WheredidIgowrongnow?"Youarenot

introducingyourselftoanewnetballteam.Beprofessional,describeyourselfaccordingtoyour

valuesandqualities.”It’ssoearlyinthemorningtobetalkingabout'valuesandqualities’.Bythe

waywhataremyvaluesandqualities?Onmylastjobtheydidn'twantallthat,theywantedme

toservethetables."Okaynoted,canwegotothenextquestion?"Isaysuppressingayawn.She

dropsherheadtotheside.Shedoesthisalotwhenshedisapprovesofsomething."Iwillbe

professionalNtando,trustme,"Isay.Iknowdeepdowninmethereisaprofessionalperson.I

justneedsomebomb-assEnglishwords."Whatareyourstrengthsandweaknesses?"sheasks.

Thisisaninterestingone.Iwanttospeakmytruth,Ihavestrengthsindifferentfieldsoflifeand

myonlyweaknessisputtingupwithbullshit.Ihavezerotoleranceforsomethingthatgoes

againstmyliking.Itookenoughofitinthepast.IgiveherafunnylookandaskifIshouldgivea

truthfulorprofessionalanswer."Professionalism please,"shesays.Iswitchtoprofessionalism,

explainingusingmyhandsandkeepingmyheadupasIspeak."I'm veryflexible,Icanworkina

team andsoloproductively.Mypassionforexcellencemakesmeunbreakableevenunder

pressure."Shenodswithapleasedsmileonherface."That’sagoodone.Nowyour

weaknesses?""Sexandalcohol,"Isay.Sheliftshereyesup,readytogoheadtohead.Ilaugh

mylungsoff,sheneedstochillalittlebit."I'm kidding,relax.MyweaknesswouldbethatIreact

harshlytobullsh......."Hercoughscutmeshort,sheisdoingitonpurpose.I’m probablygetting

unprofessionalagain.ButthereisnofancywayIcanputthis,Ihaveatemperanddoreact

harshlytobullshit."WearebeingprofessionalYanga,"sheremindsme.Howmanytimesam I

goingtobecalledoutforunprofessionalism?MaybeIshouldjustforgetabouthuntingforjobs

andstartsellingamagwinyabythesideoftheroad.AtleastthereIwon'tworryaboutstrengths



andweaknesses.It’dbeeitherigwinya&polonyorigwinya&cheese."Pretendasifyou're

answeringMaJali,"shesays.ItakeadeepbreathandswitchtothetoneIusewhentalkingto

mymother.Sheisadifferentstory,theoneI’dlikenottotouch."Idon’tlikebeingdisrespected,

that'smyweakness,"Isaymorepolitely.Sheispleasedwiththisone,sheisnoddingherhead.

"Maybeyoushouldstartseeingeveryoneasyourmother.”Shemustholditrightthere."You

meanIshouldstartbeingfake?"Iask.Sheputsherhandupandlooksbackatthenotebook.

"Nextquestion,whyshouldwehireyou?"sheasks.Iletoutachuckle.Whataquestion!I'm a

jobseekersoIshouldsuckupandansweruselessquestions.Whoissuedpostsabout

vacanciesinthefirstplace?"Iappliedforthejob,youarelookingforsomeonetofillthevacancy,

hello!”"Yanga!"sheexclaims.Herfacelooksfunny,Ican'tstopmyselffrom laughing."IfImay

askaswell,whyareyouhiring?"Isay.Sheclosesthenotebookandthrowsitbacktome.

Displeasureiswrittenalloverherface."YouneedtoprintmoreCVs,"shesaysandwalksout.A

minutelatershecomesbackandaskswhatI'llbeeatingforbreakfast.Fooddoesn'texciteme,

formeit'sallaboutsustenance.“Ihaveaninterviewinfewhours,mystomachisinknots,one

bananawillbeenough,”Isay."Okaymakeitsnappy,timeisgoing,”shesays.Itakeoffthe

'pyjamas',bythatI'm referringtotheDAT-shirtandleggingsI'm wearing,andmarchtothe

bathroom andfillthebathtub.Usingabathtubtakestimebutshowersareonlyusedfor

emergencysituations.Youcan'tjusttakeashoweroutoftheblue,waterisadecliningresource

inSouthAfrica.OneveryTVstationthereiswaterawarenesscommercialadvisingcitizensto

savewater.TherearefreeT-shirtsfrom themunicipalitiesprintedwithslogans:EVERYLITTLE

DROPCOUNTS,SAVEWATER.Somepeoplehaveusedthisdisadvantageasabusiness

opportunity.Thosewholiveinwaterlessplacesarethetargetmarket.Peoplefill5litresofwater

andselltothem.Buyingwatersoundslikefirst-classmodusbutit'snot.Thingsarebad,people

takenaturalresourcesandselltoothers.Intownsyoufindwomensellingumcako.Theydon't

evenmoulditintobeautifulartobjects,theyjustpackitintosmallpacketsandsell.You’dthink

theyaresellingtoartistsbutbuyersarewomen.Theyeatclayasasnack.Weird,right?Iusedto

thinkthattheyhadabortionsbeforeandtheyaretryingtobuildtombstones,butthenIlearnt

thatit'sirondeficiencythatmakesthem craveforclay.Let'seducateourselvesbeforejumping

intoconclusions.Youcouldfindthatsexaddictshavesaltdeficiencyaswell.TheANChas

failedtocreatejobopportunitiestheypromisedusbeforetheelectionsbutguesswhat,wewill

voteforitagain.TheANCislikethatdrunkardofanunclewhodrinksallhissalaryand

promisestobuygrocerythefollowingmonth.Youkeepfeedinghim butwhenthemonthends

hedrinkshismoneyandgivesyoumoreemptypromises.Nowpeoplearecreatingbusinesses

outofridiculousthings.Indiansarecuttingofftheirhairandsellingittoblackwomen.Those

whohadgold-teetharetakingthem out.ImaginesmilingwithR1kworthtoothinanempty

stomach!MenaresellingAvonandTupperwareproducts,womenaresellingtheirbodies.It’s

thesurvivalofthefittest.WhenIcomeoutofthebathroom myblackpantandwhiteshirtare

ironedandplacedontopofmybed.Iwonderwhattimeshewokeup,itseemslikeshehas

donethemost.Friendslikeherareforkeeps."Befastyouhaveataxicatch,"sheyellsfrom the

kitchen.Potsanddishesarecolliding.Youcan’ttellwhetherit'sachickenorhumanbeingwhen

sheisinthekitchen.Almosteveryweekthereisacuporplatethat’sbroken.Idressupand

checkmyselfonthemirror.IlooklikeaClientelelawyer,myneatlycombedhaircomplements



myprofessionallook.IfStangerHospitalnursesdidn'tstealmyamnioticsacwhenIwasbornI

could'vebecamealawyer.Myblanketofluck!Ntandoisstandingbythedoorwearingaproud

lookonherface.I’dbeproudifIwashertoo,good-lookingfriendsdon'tdropfrom thesky."You

lookgorgeousbabe,"shesays.“Itcomesnaturally,”Iboastwithacockysmile.Sherollsher

eyesandclosesthedoor.Iopenmylittledrawerandtakemyalmost-emptyperfumeand

baptizemyselfwithit.Thesepeoplebetterhireme,thisismylastperfumeandthey'llbe

smellingitforfree.Idon'tcareaboutfood,somepeoplefindthisweird.Ihaveanauntwho

forceslumpsoffooddownmythroatwhenevershevisitshome.Somepeoplehavethe

misconceptionthatslim peopledon'teatenough.Thefirstquestionshealwaysaskiswhendid

Ilasteatandmyanswertoitnevermatters,she'ddishafullbowlandwaitsuntilIfinishitall.

Godcreatedeachfamilyandtossedadramaticauntordrunkardunclein."Packsomesnacks,

bythetimeyougetthereyou’llbehungry,”Ntandosays.Oh,Hetossedadramaticfriendaswell.

Itwon'teventakeme30minutestogettoMusgraveCentre."I'm fine,IwilleatwhenIgetback,"

Isay.Shegivesmealookandpackbiscuitsinsidemybag.SheconvincesmethatIwillthank

herlater.Iknowwhat'sgoodformesoIwon'targuewithher.Ifillaglassofwaterandgulpit

down.“Wishmeluck,”Isay."Andyoureallyneedit.”Somuchfaith!Igrabmybagandhugher

brieflybeforemakingmywayout.Thisismyfirstinterviewinalongtime,atenseoneIsense,

andI’m nervousashell."Textmewhenyouaredone,"shecallsafterme.Irushdownthe

stairway,theliftisgoingtodelayme,Itrustmyfeetmore.Sometimeswecompetetoseewho'll

gettothefirstfloorfirst.Shealwaystaketheliftandgettherefirst.Gettingataxiinthemorning

isnotaproblem.Theykeepcominglikeants,oneafteranother.Hootsandwhistlesare

deafening.Thecompetitionforpassengersishighandresultsintomosttaxifights.Ihavenot

stoodhereformorethanaminutebutthetaxihasalreadystoppednexttome.Igetaseatnext

tothewindowandsecretlysmile.Iloveadmiringpedestriansandwhatevermyeyeslandon

throughthewindow.Everythinghaschanged.Theatmosphere,thestreetsandthebuildings.It

hasallchanged.WhenIfirstcamehereDurbanwasagreatcity.ItwasexactlywhatIpicturedit

tobe,lotofwhitepeople,fancycarsandshopseverywhere.Theviewatnightwasexquisite,it

feltlikethecitywassmilingatyou.WhereIcomefrom wedon'thavestreetlights,the

governmentdoesn'tprovidethem totheruralareas.Iguessweseethroughthedarklike

leopardsandurbanpeopledon't.Equalityreallyfeelsgoodinthiscountry.Iusedtogooutwith

aglassofwineandwatchasthestreetsgrewquiet,thelightsbrighteningupandhungrydogs

marchingontheemptystreetslookingforfood.Nowallthathavechanged,youcannotwalkout

after9pm,especiallyinthetownships.Amapharawouldstripyouandleaveyounaked.

Westridgeisabitbetter,crimerateisn'tashighasitisinthetownships.AtUmlaziyoulockas

soonasyougetinsidethehouse.Housebreakings,streetrobberiesandcarhijackingsare

reportedeveryday.Theydon'tjuststealmoney,jewelleryandTVslikeoldtimes.Theytake

everythingfrom wigstocellphones,Identitybooksandfoodparcels.Crimeisridiculouslyhigh,

peoplearedoingwhatevertheycantosurvive.Oh,I'm here."Workshop!"Iyell.Whenthetaxi

stops,fourpeoplegetoutwithme.Weretheywaitingformetosayit?Ifeelused.Itakeanother

taxitoMusgraveCentre.JCBakersisawell-knownbakeryaroundDurban.Iassumeitisowned

byawealthywhiteman.Theybakeanykindofcake,youjustgivethem asampleofhowyou

wantyourcaketobedoneandtheybringittolife.Ioncesawacrocodile-likecaketrendingon



Facebook.Theyarealwaystrendingformakingextraordinarycakesandbakingforfamous

events.HereIam,infrontofthebigbuildingwithglassslidingdoors.Icansmellbakingpowder

allthewayfrom here.Wellnotreally.JCBakersiswrittenboldlyontopofthebuilding.Imakea

silentprayerbeforemakingmywaytowardstheentrance.I’m notsurewhattypeofflooristhis

butmyR150blackpumpslookunfitonit.It'slikewalkinginacompletedifferentworld,air-

conditionersarecoolingevenmylungs.Thereisablackdollatthefrontdesk.Sheislookingat

me,flutteringherlongeyelashes.Everythingaboutheriseye-taking,hermake-upisperfectly

done."Hello,welcometoJCBAKERS,"shesaysandflashesabeautifulsmile.

“Ummm…morning,”Isay.CanyoubelieveI'm stillhoveringoverthebeautyofthisplace?It'slike

I'veneverseenthisonTV,SABC3wouldbesodisappointed."Gosh,thisplacelooksso

amazing!"I'm aheadasusual.Professionalpeopledon'tstartconversationswithcompliments.

Luckilyshedoesn'tfindmeweird,shesmilesevenwider,hereyessparkatwinkle.Sheis

beautiful."Thestoreismorebeautiful,"shesays.Ohthereisastoreinsidehere?That's

interesting,Ican’twaittostartcleaningit.Iappliedforthecleaningpost.I’m wearingblackand

whitetosymbolizethatI'm aprofessionalinwhatIdo.Thisplaceislikeafancylittlecastle,I'm

notexaggerating.Ohsnap!"I'm YangomuhleButhelezi,Ihaveaninterviewscheduledfornine

o'clock,"Isay.Sheprodsthecomputerwithherlongmanicurednailslikethekeyboardstays

insideherhead.Iwonderhowmuchsheispaid.Itmustbegood,sheisslaying."Pleasetakethe

leftpassageandenterthefirstofficewithAdminstickeronthedoor,"shesays,showingme

directionswithherhand.Ilookaround,stillinawe.Hibiri!Wowza!"GoodluckYangomuhle,"

sayshervoicebehindme.Ilookback,sheissmiling.Sheiskind,unlikeotherslayqueensI

know.I’m blownaway,herkindnessjustboostedmyconfidence.Inodandsmileback.Iknock

twicebeforetheyletmein.Therearetwoblackladiesandonemean-lookingwhiteguyinthe

middleandablackguywholooksannoyedbythemerefactthatI'm breathingoxygenlikehim.

TheyarestaringatmelikeI'm theonewhokilledMichaelJackson."Goodmorningeveryone,"I

greet.Theyallkeepquiet.Ilookatthem abitshocked.It’sjustagreeting,I’m nothiringmyself.

Saying'hello'takeslessthan10seconds."YangokuhleButheleziright?"thefirstwomanasks

afteramoment.Shedidn'tgreetmeback,nowsheismispronouncingmyname.Idon'tseethis

goingwell."It'sYangoMuhleButhelezi,"Isayemphasizingthe'm'inmyname.Sheopensthe

documentinfrontofherandlooksatmeagain."Yangomuhleyoudon'thaveanyqualification?”

SheislookingatmyCV,hereyesareroamingoverthespectaclessheiswearing.Whatisshe

tryingtosaybysayingthatIhavenoqualification?Whomadeheadlinesonthenewspaperfor

passingmatricbackin2013?Okaymaybenottheheadlinesbutmynamewasonthepaper."I

haveUmalusi,"Isay."Whatisthat?"thewhiteguyasks.Ithoughtwhitepeopleknoweverything,

theyinventedcomputersandHIV."UmalusiisamatriccertificateSir,"Isay.Hechuckles,his

arrogancefliesallovertheroom."Umalusiisthecouncil,notacertificate."Heseriouslythinks

thatIdon'tknow?Wow."Idon'tcare,thebreadwillremainR10.50whetherit'sthecouncilor

certificate,”Isay.Ohboy,thatcameoutrude.Imustpullmyselftogether,Ntandotaughtme

professionalism."Matriccertificateisnotconsideredasaqualification.Youarenoteducated,

youjusthavethebasics,”saystheblackqueen.Sheislikeme,sheshouldbemore

understandingofthesituation.Notallofushadachancetogotouniversity,completingmatric

meantwewereeducatedenough.IcanspeaktoawhitepersonandIcallwaterH2O.What



moredotheywant?Mylevelofeducationmaybenotuptohersbutitdoesn'tmeanthatI'm

illiterateassheimplies.Themainpurposeistogetthroughthedaywithafullstomachrather

thanapieceofpaperthatmeasuresourintelligence.Therearenowideoptionsforpeoplelike

us.Shelooksatherfellows,theymaynotvoiceitoutbutIcanseethem criticizingmeintheir

heads."Notevenacomputercertificate?”sheasks.Somequestionsthough!IfIhadacomputer

certificateIwould’veappliedatretailstorestobecomeatilloperator."Youmopfloorswith

computershere?"Iask.I'm dyingtoknow,Ididn'tknowwearethatadvancedwithtechnology

hereinSouthAfrica."Nobutbasiccomputerknowledgeisrequiredinordertoworkhere.You

arenotjustheretomopthefloors,circumstancesmayneedyoutouseacomputer.”Ileanback

onthechair,sittingtheprofessional-Ntandopostureishurtingmyspinalcord.Whatdidshesay?

"Doyoumindbreakingitdownformeindetails?Yourpostsaidyouneededcleaners,no

mentionsoftheuseofcomputerweremade,"Isayandcockmyheadtotheside.Ineedtohear

thisonecorrectly."Thisisnotjustanybakery,it'sJCBakers,oneofthemostsuccessful

bakeriesinSouth..........”SonofAbraham!Icannotlistentothebragging."IalreadyknowthatSir.

Yesyouaresuccessful,youmakebeautifulcakesandall.WhatIwanttoknowisifyoumake

two-jobs-in-one-salarykindofdeals?”Theyallsharealook,anunpleasantone.Mychancesof

gettingthisjobaredeclining."It'snotlikethat,webelieveinproducingthebestforour

customersandthatrequireseveryonetounderstandwhatisgoingoninsidethecompany.We

areafamilyhere,wedoeverythingtogether,”shesays.Iscratchmyneck,notsureifmy

uneducatedbrainunderstandswhattheyaresaying."Doyouclean?"Iaskdirectingtothewhite

guy.Helooksannoyedbythequestion."Iam theheadbaker,”hesays.Great!Ican’twaitto

meettheneckbaker."Soyoudon'tknowwhat’sgoingoninthecleaningdepartment?"Iask."I'm

theheadbaker,IspecialiseinbakingMissButhelezi,”hesays.Bullies!Theyexploittheirworkers,

makingthem believetheyarebeingoverworkedbecauseeveryoneisfamilybutstillreceive

samesalarymonth-ends.WellI'm notlookingforabakeryfamily,Ionlyneedajob."Whichone

doyoudobetterbetweentalkingandcleaning?"theladywho'sbeenquietasks.Itsoundslike

shehastheansweralreadymadeup.ThisquestionimpliesthatItalkalot,andthat'svery

offensiveandjudgemental."Cleaning,"Isay.Nobodyseemstobelievethat,theyarelookingat

mewithmockingexpressionsontheirfaces.TheinterviewisnothinglikewhatIpracticed.Their

questionsarepersonalandoffensive,myanswerslackprofessionalism.AsIwalkoutofthe

interviewroom Iknowtheywon’tcallmeback.Notonlydidtheynotlikeme,theymademefeel

inferioraswell.Someonecallsmynamebehind.It’sabeautifulreceptionist.Icompletelyforgot

abouther.Howungrateful?Iwalkbacktoherdesk."Howdiditgo?"sheasks."Bad,reallybad,"I

say."It'sstillearlytotell,theymightcallyouback."Idon'tseethathappening.Ineedtoprint

moreCVslikeNtandosaidearlier.InternetCafésaredamnexpensivethesedays,maybenotto

employedpeoplebuttomeR5forasinglepageistooexpensive.Wait.........."MyCV!"Iexclaim.

Whyam Ileavingitbehind?Theydon'tneeditanymore."Whataboutit?"sheasks."I'm gettingit

back.It’suselesstothem butcouldstillbeusefultome,"Isayputtingmybagonherdesk.She

stopsmeafterafewstrides."I’llmakesuretheycallyouback,”shesays.Iturnaroundwithmy

eyebrowslifted.Isshegoingtobribethem forme?"Soshaismyfriend,”shesays."Whois

Sosha?"Iask.Shehasalookonherface,likesheissurprisedI'm evenarealhumanbeingfor

notknowingthisSoshaperson."JustinSoshaCele,"shesays.Thereisasilent'duh'attheend.



"Whoishe?"Iask."Theownerofthiscompany."Cele?Thatmeansthisplaceisownedbya

blackman.Iwanttothrowmyfistupandshout‘Amandlaawethu!’Ilookaroundmore

appreciatively.I'm struckwithimmediateprideandjoy.IgethappierwhenIseeablackfellow

breakingboundaries.ThisSoshamanismyrolemodel.Whyhaven'tIheardofhim?Hemustbe

bigonsocialmedia.Ihopethisladyfulfilsherpromise,Ireallyneedajob.Isaygoodbyeand

leave.I'm backonthecouchwiththeremoteinmyhandhoppingfrom channeltochannel.

BeingunemployedmakesyouwatcheverycraptheTVbroadcasts.Phonerings!It'sNtando.I

completelyforgottotextheraftertheinterview."Ndaa!"Isaypickingup."Areyouwatching

Muvhango?”"Yes,IwishIwasinterviewedbyRanthumeng,notthosemeanassholes,"Isay.

EvenifIwasgettingthatjobatJCBakersI'dbefiredbeforethedayends."Didyoutellthem that

theyareassholesYanga?""No,IwishIdidthough,"Isay."Iam gladyoudidn’t.”Thereisahaze

ofreliefinhervoice."Whatareyoudoingthere?”Iask."Ijustcamebackfrom teabreak.Iwill

sendyouairtimeshortly,”shesays.Sheisalreadydoingalotforme,thelastthingIwantisto

takeadvantageofherhumanity."No,Idon'tneedairtime,"Isay."IwillsendairtimeYanga,ifyou

callhomesendmyregards."Callended!Shehardlyevertakesnoforananswer.Sheisthemost

stubbornpersonIknow,evenJuliusMalemagotnothingonher.Whenshesetshermindon

somethingnothingcouldconvinceherotherwise.It’snotasurprisethatsheissingle,this

monthwearecelebratingninemonthsofhersingleness.Shehasn'tlookedatMenvilleever

sinceVusidumpedher.Sheissingle,packedandstored.I’m alsosingle,howeverIdotakeone

nightstandsnowandthen.Iknowhowpeoplereacttothat.Whenagirlengagesincasual,

random sexsheislabelledasloose.‘Sheisabitch!Whoisgoingtomarryher?’-theysay.But

whenaguydoesthesameheiscalledisoka.Aladiesman,howfancy!Aren'tweareallhuman

beingswithsimilarneeds?It'sonlyoursexorgansthatmakeusdifferent.Ifaguycancravefor

sexandpickarandom girlforafewroundsandthensendsherhomewithtwopiecesofKFC,

socangirls.Wehaveasmuchrighttodowhatwelikewithourbodies.Ihaveseveralcellphone

numbersstoredinmyphonewaitingformetocall.Iwon'tcall,Iwaschowingandpassing.

Checkmate!Relationshipsarecomplicated,definitelynotmycupoftea.Iftheyonlyneeded

sexualattachmentmaybeI'dbeinarelationshipaswellbuttheyneedemotionalattachment,

that'stoomuchforme.Ihardlyhavealife.HowcouldIpossiblymanagearelationship?Tome

lifeismorethanjustbreathingandwakingupinthemorningpressedwithpee.It'sabout

financialsecurity,peaceofmindandfreedom.AndIhavenoneofthat.Phonebeeps!R55

airtimehasbeenloadedinmyaccount.Idon'tknowhowIwilleverrepaythisgirl.Isendhera

textandcallmymotherrightaway.Ihavemissedthem,especiallymybrothers."MaJali

speaking,hello."IknowwhoI'm calling,technologyhasneverlovedher."Mait'sYangomuhle,"I

say.Shecan'treadfrom thecellphonescreennortypeatext.Sheonlywritesonapieceof

paperandherwritingskillsdon'tgobeyondfamilymembers'namesandhersignature.My

fatherisabitliterate,workinginJohannesburghelpedhim alot.HealwaysreadIsolezwe

newspaperinthemorningsformymother.That’stheonlyromanticgestureIhaveseenhim

showingtoher,otherthanthattheyaretwoboring,marriedpeoplewholivetogether."Oh

mntanamihowareyou?HowisDurban?Areyougettinganyjob?”sheasks.Well,themost

importantquestionhereis,am Igettinganyjob,andagainI'm abouttodisappointher."I'm still

lookingMa.TodayIwentforaninterviewatthebakery,iftheyhiremetheywillcallbeforethis



weekends,”Isay.Ihearasigh."Mbuso'sschooljerseyistorn,hehasaschooltripnextweek,”

shesays.Ifeeluselessrightnow.MybrotherisabouttoexperiencewhatIwentthroughasa

childwhereasIlefthometochangethesituation,tobettertheirlives."Ican'thelp,Ireallydon't

haveanythingatthemoment,"Isay."Don'tbechoosyYangomuhle,takeanyjob.Gotowhite

peopleandasktodotheirlaundry.Knockontheirdoors,jobswon’tcometoyou."Ohmommy

dearest,youaresoclueless!Thisisnot1975,I'llneedaccesscardtoevengettothosewhite

people'sdoors."Timeshavechanged,theydon'thirefrom thedoorstepsanymore,theyuse

agencies,"Iexplain."Goknockatthoseagenciesandtellthem thatyouarehungryand

desperate,”shesays.Everythingissimpleinherworld,explainingthistoherwouldbewasting

myairtimebecauseshewillcomeupwithanothersimple,yetimpossiblesolution.Lookingfora

jobisstressfulonitsown,thepressuresheisgivingmeisgoingtodrivemetoPMB.Iheard

crazypeoplestaythere."CanIspeaktouBabawami?”Iask.Iholdforaminutebeforeshe

reachestohim.InmymindIhaveapictureofthatoldmansittingonhischairunderthetree

shade.Ihaven'tseenhim inmonths,hemust'vegrownlotofbeardbynow.Mypeersusedto

teasemeaboutit,callinghim ubhebhenenesoIcommittedmyselfintoremindinghim toshave

everytimehisbeardgrew.Hegotusedtoit,hedoesn'tshaveuntilItellhim to."Shengee!"he

answers.Asmilecreepsonmyface,Icancountanumberoftimeshecalledmebybirthname.

Itrarelyhappens,hecallsmebyourclanname.Hehasawayofpronouncingitthatmakesit

soundlikeafemalename."HeyBabawamihowareyou?”Iask.That'showIrefertohim,

Babawami.Itcomeswithacertainentitlement.Ihavetwosiblings,Mbusowhocomesafterme

andthe12-yearoldSabatha.I'm 7yearsolderthanMbuso,Ihadaperiodof7yearsastheonly

childinthefamily.InthoseyearsIgainedentitlementofmyfather.Hewasmyfatheralone,

ubabawami."I'm goodmybaby,Ijustmissyou.Haveyoueatentoday?"heasks.Ismilewhile

rollingmyeyes.It’salmost1pm,obviouslyI'veeaten."YesIhaveeaten,IlivewithNtando

remember,"Isay."Oh,passmygratitudeandregardstoher,”hesays."OkayIwilltellher.Tell

theboysthatIlovethem,myairtimeisrunningout,”Isay.Ialwaysusethislinetoendcalls,

thesepeoplecanholdrank-conversationsoverthephone."Okaybye,takecareofyourself,"he

says.********It'sbeenaweekandIhaven'theardfrom JCBakers.TodayI'm intowndropping

CVsagain.Thesunisscorching,yellowbonesareturningpink.Themanagersarenotsofriendly

whenyou'redroppingyourCV,it'slikeyouareapplyingfortheirpositions.Thisotherone

abruptlytoldmethathedoesn'thavespacetostoreunnecessarypapersinhisoffice.That’s

howhereferredtomyCV,theunnecessarypapers.Youknowwhat'sfunny?Hewasonceinmy

shoes,jobhuntinganddesperate.NowthatheisuptheremyCVisunnecessarypapers.Thisis

notjustapaper,likeCambridgesalespaper,IspentR5printingeachpageandR8taxifare

goingtothepolicestationtocertifythatitisindeedmewhoownsthem.Thereisnothingto

rushbackto,Ntandoisstillatwork.Istandwiththecrowdwatchingamagicianatthe

Workshop.I’m justpassingtime,Idon'tbelieveinmagic.Ithinkit'saskillratherthan

supernaturalpowers.Askillthatinvolvesalotoflies.TakethismanI'm watching,heis

convincingtheaudiencethathecangivethem fiveWednesdaylotterynumbers.Peoplelove

easymoney,theyarejustthrowingtheirmoneytohim.R10sforkids'breadareflyingontothe

thinsilvertrayplacedinthemiddle.PeoplewearingANCT-shirtsaregivingawayR20sthat

couldaffordthem summertops.Iknowsomedon'twearthesepoliticalT-shirtsbecausethey



aresupportersbuttheyserveastops.I’m nottryingtoshameanyone,thenightwearsectionin

mywardrobeisfullofthem.ThenightbeforemyinterviewIwaswearingaDAone,Ithoughtit

wouldimprovemyEnglishforthenextday.Ifthissweaty,darkmanwascapableofguessing

lotterynumbershewouldn'tbehereunderthishotsun,convincingstrangers.It’seachforhis

ownrise,he’dbesomewhereinBallitodrinkingexpensivewhisky,surroundedbybeautiful

chicks.Ineedtoavoidpeakhour,Idon'twanttopushandfightinordertogetinsidethetaxi.

Onecomesbuzzingwithmusic,Iletitpassandstopthenextone.I’m notinthemoodforsuch

noise."Comesitatthefront,"thedriversays.Ilookathim,checkinghim out.Invitingsmile,lip

bitingandeyesallovermylegs.No,thankyou.Igetattheback,I'm notgoingtobecourtedbya

taxidriver.TheychaseeveryskirtandtreattheirgirlfriendswithKFCstreetwise-two,notto

forgetthattheyarearrogantaswell.AndbesidesthatI'm notfront-seatfriendly.I’m notgoodat

Maths,Ipasseditexactlywiththeminimum passmark.Idon'tlikeshowingoff,notwithMaths.

Iftherulesaysthepassmarkis40whatmakesyougoto80?It'snow16:45,Ishouldstart

cookingsupper.Iwillcookpastaandmince,it'sNtando’sfavouritemeal.Myphonerings,

disturbingmefrom watchingthepotboiling.Idon'trecognizethenumber.MyMandenisenses

kickin.Somuchwitchcraftishappening,peoplecancastaspellonyouthroughyourvoice.

You'dbeallsmilesansweringunknowncallsthinkingit'sCambridgeCustomerofTheYearcall

andthenextthingyou'refainting.KZNislikeLimpopo'shalfbrother,ifwehadenough

resourceswewouldhaveopenedBroom FlyingSchoollongtimeago.Wearestilltakingbaby

steps,justlightningandfoodpoisoning,nothingbig.It'swisetoanswerandkeepquietifyou

don'tknowthecaller."IsYangomuhlethere?"thepersonasks.Hervoicesoundsfamiliar,Ijust

can'tplaceit.Icallallmyancestorsbeforeresponding."Yes,"Isay."ThisisAmanda."Amanda

DuPoint?PerhapsshesawmewatchingSkeem Saam andfeltsorryforme."Amandawho?"I

ask."AmandaMcKenzie."OhwhatawasteofAmanda!"HowcanIhelpyouAmanda

McKenzie?"I'm alittledisappointed,hopefullyit'snotoneofthoseinsurancesellingpeople."I

phonedSoshaandtoldhim aboutyou,hewantstoofferyousomething,"shesays.Ohit'sthe

beautifulreceptionist.Ididn'tgethernameontheinterviewday."Ibegyourpardon?”Isay."I

talkedtoSosha.Canyoumanagebeingasalesassistant?”What?Icanmanagebeinganything

thatputssalaryintomybankaccount."YesIcan,”Isayalmostscreaming.Myheartisdoinga

littlebhincadance."Cometomorrowandseeyourcontract,”shesays."Iwillbethere,thankyou

somuch.”LookatGod!Hedidn'tonlyturnwaterintowine,nowheisturningYangaintoasales

assistant,whateverthatis.

Chapter2AfterbreakingthegoodnewstoNtandoabottleofMerlotpopsonthetable."Ntando,

tomorrowisaworkingday,"Iwarn.Shefillsherglassandgulpshalfofit.Sheisanalcoholic,I

callhertheBrutalFruitQueen.Onherrealqueendaysshecarriesitinajuicebottletowork.One

ofthemostgood-lookingalcoholaddictsIknow,thebankassistantmanager,Ntandoyenkosi

Mthethwa."TUESDAYISAWORKINGDAYANDMYBITCHISAWORKER,doesn'titrhyme?"she

asksafterrapping.Itdoesn'trhymebutintheUSAthiscouldbeahitsong.Timeforsanemusic

diedwhenthelikesofWhitneyHoustondied.Nowallwehearis;I'M RIDINGALAMBORGHINI



WITHMYBITCHES,MONEYDROPPINGFROM MYPOCKETSandgazillionofFUCKS.Thetypeof

musicGrammyawardsgoto.Songsoftheyear!Ionlydrinkoneglass,tomorrowismyfirstday

atJCBakersIcan’tshowuphungover.Ihavetomakegoodimpressions,Idon'twantthem to

regretgivingmethischance.Okay,she'shadenoughnow.Sheisabouttofinishthewhole

bottle.Igrabitandputitaway.Sherollshereyesanddrinksthedropsleftinherglass."It’sfor

yourowngood,youwon'tbeabletogotoworkinthemorning,”Isay.Shethrowsherhandsup

andlaughs.TheMerlotistakingitscourse."Whocares?MrSupervisorwantstotakeyourgirl

outfordinner,"shebeams.Iwasreadytogotobedbutthisneedsmetogetmyassbackon

thechair.Ineedtohearitfrom theverybeginning."Startfrom thebeginning.Howdidhe

approachyou?Whatdidhesayandwhatwasyourresponse?"Shepullsthechairandsighs

dramatically."Ithappenedyesterday,wehadalittlechatwhilegoingtotheparkingarea.He

thenheaskedtotakemeoutonFriday.IsaidI'llseeifI'm notbusy,”shesays.Busywithwhat?

SheisneverbusyonFridaysafterwork.Idon'tunderstandthisHard-To-Getgamegirlsliketo

play.Iguessitgivessomesatisfactionofbeingwantedandhuntedlikeabuck.Withmeyou

don'tneedtofoolyourselfandthinkwhenIsayIdon'tlikeyouI'm playinghardtoget.IfIsayI

don'tlikeyougetthatintoyourthickskull.SadlyIhaven'tlikedanyguysincetheageof15.I

sleepwithwhoeverIwant,it'sgoodformemoryrefreshing.Thisisgreatnewsthough,I’m

crossingmyfingersforMrSupervisor,maybehewillsuperviseherstubbornass."Clearspacein

yourphonebecauseIwantpicturesofeverythingonthatdate,"Itellher.It'seitherthatorI'm

goingtothedateaswell.I'm notkidding,I'vedonethatbefore.Mytwo-leggedalarm hasalready

tookthecoversoffmeandit'sonly5:30inthemorning.Sheisanearlybirdandthinksweall

hatesleep."Whatareyouwearing?Iwasthinkingofthatpeachdressyouworeatmymother's

birthdayparty.It’ssimple,yetelegant,”shesays.Idon'tknowwhereshegetssomuchenergy

earlyinthemorning.I'm stillyawningandchewingmysourmorningsaliva."Don'tyouhave

hangover?"Iask."Don'tworryaboutme,getupandgobath.”Whydidn'tmymotherusecondom?

Ihatewakingup."Justafewminutes,I'llwakeup,"Isay.Shegruntsandpullsthepillowunder

myhead.Mypoorlife!"Godoyoursalesandgetpeopletobuycakes,"shesays.Sheislikea

buzzingbee,ntrrrrrrinmyears."Idon'tevenknowwhatmyjobdescriptionis,"Isaytakingoffto

thebathroom asinstructed.MaybeI'm goingtoshout'R500chocolatecake'onthestreets.I'm

temptedtolockthedoorandtakeanaprightinsidethetub,butthat'sdangerous.Mylunchis

packed.Idon'tknowifI'llbestartingtodayorIwillsignthecontractandstarttomorrow.She

suffocatesmeinatighthugandwishesmeluck."I'm nervousbutI'm goingtobeokay.Please

stealpicturesofMrSupervisorIwanttoseehowhelooks.YoucannothaveanotherVusi,the

uglytall-assnothing.”"Tall-assnothing?"sheasks,laughing."Nothinginthebrain,likeanempty

vesselthatmadelotofnoise,"Isay.Webothburstintolaughter.ThisiswhatIneededtokick

startmyday,bashingsomeoneandhavingagoodlaughoverit.TodayIdidn'tgetaseatnextto

thewindow.I'm sittingbehindaNazarethmanandstaringathisbushyblackhair.Iwonder

whenwasthelasttimehewenttothesalon.Theirchurchisverystrict,theydon'twearshoes

noreatwarm foodonSaturdays.Iheardtheyalsohaveano-meatseason.OnethingIlikeabout

them isthattheirGodisaSouthAfrican.Theybelievehim,theycanseehim andhehelpsthem.

Religionisallaboutwhereyouputyourfaith,nothingtofightabout.I'm hereagainandmy

nervesareallovertheplace.Idon'twanttomessthisjob.Ihavesomanyresponsibilities



waitingforme."Yangomuhle!"It'sAmanda,thereceptionlady."Heyhowareyou?"Iask

standinginfrontofherdesk.Idon'tknowwhatbodyspraysheusesbutitsmellslikemydream

bankbalance."I'm wonderful,youlookgreat.AreyoureadyforyourfirstdayatJCBakers?”She

issmilingbrightly.Todaysheiswearingastainlesssuperwhitedress.Shealmostlookslikean

angel.Ilookaround,peoplewearingwhiteoverallswithredJCBakerswrittenontheirbacksare

walkingupanddown,theyaregettingreadytostarttheirday.IwonderifI'm goingtowearan

overallaswell."I'm abitnervous,"Itellher."Don'tworryyouwillbefine.Doyourememberthe

interviewoffice?”Inodmyhead.HowcanIforgetthathell-in-a-cell?"Gothereyouwillfind

Cynthia.Shewilltellyoueverythingandgiveyouthecontract,"shesays.Ithankherandwalkto

thesameofficeIhadmyinterviewin.CynthiaisthateducatedwomanwhowasdissingmyCV,

tellingmeI'm noteducatedenoughtomopthefloors."Goodmorning,"Igreet.Theyaretoo

prettytoreturngreetings.Sheislookingatherlaptop,noacknowledgmentorwhatsoever.After

twograndminutesshefinallylendsmeherattention."MsButhelezi.”"Hello.”"JCBAKERS

decidedtotakeyouasthesalesassistant.Doyouknowwhatyourjobdescriptionis?”How

shouldIknow?I'm noteducated,remember."No,"Isayshakingmyhead.Shechuckleslikeit's

whatsheexpected."Youwillbeassistingcustomers,guidingthem andgivingdescriptionsof

theircakes."Thatsoundscomplicated,Ican'tevendescribeasnowball."Idon'tknowanything

aboutcakes,"Isay."Fornowyouwillbeusingthisbook,giveyourselftimetolearneachcake.

Thestoreisnotbusy,innotimeyouwillbeusedtothejob,”shesays.Itakethebookandopen

it.Ithascakepictures,recipesandingredients."Soit'sdifferentsections,likeweddingcakes,

birthdaycakes,casualfunctionsandall?"Iask.Shepushesthechairbackandstandsup.Sheis

big,Idon'tknowhowshesitsanddoesn'tbreakthatsmallchair."Let'sgotothestore,takeyour

contractwithyou.”Amandawasright,thestoreismorebeautiful.Thecakesaredisplayed

behindshinyglasses.Theylookabsolutelybeautifulandtasty.I'm notsureaboutthisone

though,it'sabrowncakethatlookslikeacouch.Maybeit'sforGomma-gommaworkers."Can

youseethisoneonyourbook?"sheaskspointingatoneofthecakes.Ilookatitandreferto

thebook."It'sanorangecake,"Isay."Whenyouexplaintothecustomeryoutelleverything.This

istheorangecakewithmochaicingandpistachiotruffles.It’sfreshfrom theovenandoneof

thebestcakesforfamilygatherings,”shesays.Inodmyheadandwalkontothenextoneand

checkitonthebook."Thisoneisthevanillabeancakewithstrawberry-basilicingandganache

drips.It'schocolatecovered,aworthyadditiontoyourdinnerdessert,"Isay.Hermeanface

melts,shecracksasmile.Ididn'tknowsheknowshowtosmileaswell,letmegivemyselfa

mentalhighfive."ThisiswhatI'm talkingabout,"shesays,pattingmyshoulder.I'm afast

learner,IshouldaddthattomyCV.Wewalkthroughallthesections,sheisfriendlynow.This

jobisnotgoingtobeasdifficultasIthoughtitwouldbe."Youknowyouaretheonlyperson

whowillworkherebesidethecleanersandpackers?Thatmeansyouwillownthiswholestore."

Ilookathertotallyamazed."Thereisnocashier?"Iask."Therearetwocashiersbythe

receptionarea,hereyouarealone.”Oh,Ididn'tseethem.Ihaven'tseenmuchinthisplace

anyway,noteventheowner,myrolemodel."WhenmustIsignthecontract?"Iask."Afteryou

havereadeverythingwithunderstanding.Iwillbeinmyoffice,familiariseyourselfwiththestore.

Youdon'tneedmearoundyou,youareafastlearner."Ispendalmostthirtyminuteswalking

around,lookingatthecakesandreferringtothebookfordescriptionsandnames.Ionlyknow



BlackForest,Ineverthoughtcakeshadsomanynames.Thecontractisdrawnfortwelve

months.Ifillinthedateofmystartingdayandputmysignatureoverthedottedlines.It’s

official,I'm employedandthepayisgood.Everythingissmooth,theonlyboringthingisthatI

workalone.Cleanerscameearlier,theydidtheirjobandleft.Ihavealittletableandchairbythe

entrance,Iwillcallitmyoffice.Thereisnocrowd,onlythreeorfivecustomersperhour.Mostof

them arewhite,I'm prayingthatmyEnglishdoesn'trunoutbeforethedayends.Myancestors

areprobablyconfused,theycan'tevencommunicatewithmetoday."Girl!"It'sAmanda.I

secretlywishIwasworkingclosertoher.Sheisfriendly,beautifulandlighthearted.Iwouldn't

bemiserableandgluedtothecakes'bookallday."Howarethingsinyourstore?"sheasks.My

store?Ifeelbossy."NotascomplicatedasIthoughtitwouldbe.”"Okayit'stea-timenow,let's

goforabreak.”Itakemybagandfollowher.Wetakethesecondpassageleadingtotheback

ofthebuilding.Ifeeltheheatandrealisethatweareapproachingthekitchen.Everyoneis

lookingatme,Ifeellikeanewcomerinprimaryschool."Helloeveryone,"Igreet.Unliketheir

seniors,theyreturnmygreeting."Thisisthesalesassistant,YangomuhleButhelezi,shestarted

today,"Amandaintroducesme.Theyallintroducethemselves,I'm notgoodwithnames,I'll

probablyforgetallofthem.Theyarefriendlyandeasytohangoutwith.Alltheovensareon,it's

freakinghot.I'm theonlyonewhoisdrinkingjuice,everyoneisdrinkingtea.Theyhavekettles

andcoffeemugsstoredinsidethecupboard.Ireallydon'tunderstand,maybetheywanttofaint.

"IcanborrowyoumycupwhenI'm done,"saystheonenexttome.Idon'trememberhername

correctly,it'sbetweenFunisileandFunani."I'm goodwithjuice,thankyou,”Isay.Teabreakis

onlyfifteenminutes,IputmylunchboxbackinsidethebagandleavewithAmanda."Haveyou

tastedanycake?"sheasks."No,Idon'tlikecakes,”Isay.Shelooksatmeabitsurprised."What

doyoulike?"sheasks."Money,"Isay.Shelaughsandshakesherhead.Wechatuntilwepart

waystoourdepartments.IsendNtandoashorttextremindinghertotakepicturesofMr

Supervisor.Iwanttojudgehim,it'sasisterhoodtradition.Oh,Ihaveacustomer.Iputmybag

onthetableandwalktohim,MrSmartypants.Hisskintoneisnotdarknorlight,buthisheadis

big,nonegotiations.Heissmartlydressedinamustardblazerandwhiteshirtandslim fitblack

pant.IbetheisoneofthosemodelCblackguyswhospeakEnglish24hoursaday."Good

morningSir,welcometoJCBakers.Areyoufindingwhatyouarelookingfor?"Iaskwithasmile

plasteredonmyface.Smilingisoneoftherules,bythetimeIgethomemycheekswillbe

aching."Idon'tneedanyhelp,”hesayswithoutevenlookingup.Arrogancesmellsalloverthe

store.Heisbusyonhissmartphone.Heistweeting,Iguess."Areyoulookingforanyspecific

cake?"Iask.HelpingcustomersiswhatI'm hiredtodo,evenarrogantcustomersmustbe

tolerated.Helooksup,heisannoyed,it'sevidentonhisface."IsaidIdon'tneedanyhelp,”he

saysharshly.Ifeelroughedaroundmygoodgirledges.Therearetwoladiesstandingbehind

him,theyaretryingtolookatthecakesinfrontofhim.Idoubthisbackisthemostinteresting

thingtolookat."WellthenmoveyourasssomewhereelseMrSmartypants.Ihavecustomersto

helpandyouareblockingtheirview.Thisisnotatweetingsection,"Isay.Helooksatmelikehe

isshockedIjustsaidthattothe'whole'him.Hedoesn'tscaremeatall,heneedstomovehis

asssomewhereandthat’sit.Iholdhisstareuntilthestupidlookonhisfacedisappears.He

looksattheladiesbehindhim andstepsaside.Goodforhim!Myfriendlysmilereturns.Now

backtowhatI'm hiredtodo."LadieswelcometoJCBakers,areyoufindingwhatyou'relooking



for?"Iask.Theylookundecidedandlost."Wearelookingforatriple-layercake,"onesays.“The

chocolateone,”theotheroneadds."Whatareyoucelebrating?"Iask."Itisourniece'sbaby

shower."Preggies,Iwonderhowfarsheis,maybeit'soneofthoseunplannedpregnancies

wherethefatherdisappears.Andnowherauntsaretryingtocomfortherbythrowingababy

shower.Iwonderhowoldsheis."Whydidyouchoosechocolatetriple-layercake?Yesyoung

girlsliketopthingsbutIcanassureyouthatachocolatetriple-layercakeisnotoneofthem.I

haveaconfetticakewithchocolatefillingandvanillabuttercream,Ithinkyoushouldcomeand

havealookatit,”Isay.Theyfollowmeandtakealookatthecake.Luckilytheyfallinlovewith

itandchooseitovertheotherone."Youmadethiseasier,wewould'veprobablytakenthewhole

triple-layercake,”theotheronesays."I'm heretohelpladies,enjoyyourdayandgoodluckto

Preggy.”DidIjustcalltheirniecePreggy?Someoneneedstoziphermouth.Ireturntomytable

andcarryonwiththebook.Idon'tlikereadingbutsinceI'm gettingpaidforitI'm goingtodoit

withpassion."Girl!"Okaythisisheropeningline.Iclosethebookandlookather."Soshawants

toseeyou,"shesays.That'sthebossifI'm notmistaken."DidIdosomethingwrong?"Iask

nervously."Hedidn'tsayanything,justthatheneedsyouinhisoffice,”shesays.IfIdidn'tdo

anythingwrongwhyam Icalledintohisoffice?TheCelesthatIknowarenotnicepeople."Oh

Jehovah!Whatkindofapersonishe?"Iask."Relax,heisnotgoingtofireyou,"shesays

laughing.Ireallyhopesheisright.Shewalksmetotheofficeandleavesmeoutsidethedoor.

Godlethim likeme,Isilentlypray.Iknockandwaitforthepermissiontoenter."Comein!"His

voicedoesn'tsoundfriendlyatall.Okay,I'm imaginingthings.Ipushthedoorandstepinside.

WTH!Noways!Thiscannotbemyboss.ThisistheguyIscoldedoutofthestoreandcalledMr

Smartypants.HisofficeisbeautifulbutrightnowIdon'thavetimetodigestwallsandcute

desks,I'm holdingasilentprayerandcallingallmyancestors.Icanlosethisjobbeforetheday

evenends.I'vebeensittingonthisexpensiveguestcouchforalmostfiveminutesnow.Heison

hisphone,barelyfeelingmypresence.Eventuallyheclearshisthroatandlooksup.Heistoo

youngtobeowningthissuccessfulplace.God’sfavouritechildren!"BelovedMaShenge,Iwas

nottweeting,"hesays.Whyisheexplaininghimselftome?Ishiftuncomfortably,hopefullymy

voiceisnotgoingtovibratewhenIopenmymouth."That'salrightSir,youdon’thavetoexplain

yourselftome,”Isay.Heraiseshisrighteyebrow,thereisasmirkonhisface.Isaidhehasa

bighead,right?Wellit'snotonlythehead,hisbrowridgeisprotrudingandbig.Thereisadeep

scarthatalmostlookslikeadimpleonhischin."Justtobesafe,incasethisisnotatweeting

section.”Heismockingme,hewantstoembarrassmebeforeIgobacktothejob-hunting

world."Iwouldliketoapologisefortreatingyouthatway,speakinglikethattopeopleisnotwho

Iam.Youshowedarrogance,Imeanyoucouldhavetoldmenicelythatyoudon'tneedhelp.

Therewasnoneedforyoutodismissmelikeanirritatingmosquito.Butit'syourcompanysoI

understand,”Isay.Herubshisprotrudingbrowridgeandslightlyfrowns."Ishowedarrogance?”

heasks.Ijustaddedanotherreasonforhim tofireme,I'm sostupid.Whoam Itotellmyboss

thatheisarrogant?I'm judginghim andIbarelyevenknowhim."SometimesIimaginethingsSir,

forgiveme,”Isay."IseeMaShenge,"hesays,penetratingmewithhiseyes.Iguesswedidn'tdo

theintroductionsproperly."It'sYangomuhleButheleziSir,"Itellhim.Hislipcurlsup,thesmirk

reachesuptohiseyes."Oh,notMaShenge?"heasks.Ican'tmissthetravestyinhisvoice."Itis

MaShengebutnottoyou,"Isay.I'm MaShengetomyfatheranduncles,theyhavetherightto



addressmelikethat.Hedoesn'tknowme,hecan'tjustcallmeMaShengelikeI'm somewoman

sellingvetkoeksanddoughnutsinhisneighbourhood.Butobviouslythiswholesituationis

funnytohim."Iwillgivemyselfthatprivilege,youcalledmeSmartypantsandIwillcallyou

MaShenge,”hesays.Itakeadeepbreath,notsureofwhattomakeofhisdecision.It’snotlikeI

willevercallhim Smartypantsagain,heismyboss.Ionlycalledhim thatonce,whyishe

insistingoncallingmeMaShenge?"Okay,am Ifired?"Iask."YouwanttotakemetoCCMA?"

Willthatevenbepossible?Ijustsignedthecontracttoday.EvenifitwaspossibleIwouldn't

wastemytimerunningtocourts,I'dlookforanotherjobrightaway."NoSir,Iwon'ttakeyouto

CCMA,Iwilllookforanotherjob,"Isay.Ican'tcontrolhowsadmyvoicesounds.Job-huntingis

notagamewhenjobsarescarcelikethis."Ididn'tcallyouheretofireyou,Icalledyoutogive

youthis,"hesayshandingmeapieceofpaper.JCBAKERIESRules&RegulationsThey

numberedeachrulefrom onetotwenty,Irunmyeyestothelastone.No.20-Romantic

relationshipbetweenJCBakersemployeescannotbeprohibited,howeverromanticactsinside

thecompanyarenotallowed.Wellthisisfunny,whoevermadethisrulewassaltyandmiserable.

"Whatisaromanticact?"Iask."Sex,kissing..."Ilaughbeforeheevenfinishes."Thoseare

romanticacts?"Iask."Ummm yes…..”Hesoundspuzzled.Icrossmylegsandleanbackonthe

couch.I’m notfiredsoreliefhasdawned."WhatifI'm notkissingromantically,justdoingitwith

noromanceinvolved?"Iask.Awetransformshisface,itlookslikeIjustconfusedthehelloutof

him."Sexandkissingareromanticacts,whoeverdoesthem anyotherwayhaslosttherootsof

life."Rootsoflife?Heisgood,Ididn'tevenknowthisthingcalledlifehadroots.Igivehim a

lopsidedgrin."LoudandclearSir,”Isay.IwonderwhyCynthiawasn'ttheonetogivemethese

twentycommandments,sheseemstobeinchargeofeverythinghere."Doyouhaveany

objections?"heasks.Idohavethem butIshakemyhead."That'sall,thanksforyourtime

MaShenge,”hesays.Ihavetomakepeacewithhowhecallsme.Ifoldthepaperandgather

myselfup.Godisgood,I'm stillemployed.BeforeIgothroughthedoor,Iturnandlookathim.

Hehashisforeheadfurrowed,lookingeagertohearwhateverI'm abouttosay."I'm proudof

you,"Isay.Idon'tknowwhyIfelttheneedtotellhim,nowIdon'tunderstandhisreaction.His

lipsaresetintoathin,hardline.Hehasnosmile,hisjawmusclesaretightenedtogether."When

ablackpersoniswinning,weareallwinning.I'm proudofyou,asablacksister,"Iexplain.He

givesmeafaintsmilebeforeeveryexpressiondrainsoutofhisface.Thecornersofhiseyes

crinkleashebitesonhisthumbnail.Idon'tknowhim verywellbutthisisnottheSoshaIwas

chattingtoafewminutesago."Thankyou,"heuttersalmostinaudible.Inodmyheadandwalk

outbeforeIgooffthelineagain.*********I'm enjoyingmyjob,Ionlysufferfrom boredom.But

maybeit’sforthebest,thelesspeopleIinteractwithisthelessI'm likelytooffendanyone.Italk

toomuch,peoplehavebeentellingmethisallmylife.Yesterdaywasaneye-opener,haditbeen

someoneelseIwould'vegotfired.I'm theeldestandtheonlygirlinthefamily.Beingtheeldest

islikebeingadeputyparent.Idohalfmymother'sjobinraisingmybrothers.Mbusoisagood

boy,healwayslistensandfollowstherules,butSabathaisanotherstory.EvenAuntJulyfailsto

disciplinehim,heisdoinghis'last-born'dutiesverywell.Julyismyoneandonlydramaticaunt,

sheisnottheonetobemessedwith.Sheoncepinchedmyearinsidethepolicestation,infront

oftheconstablesandcaptains.Shedoesn'tcarewhatthegovernmentsaysaboutchildren’s

rights.BeatingachildisillegalinSouthAfrica,butnotattheButhelezipremises.Youeitherlive



bytheirrulesandeatattheButhelezisorlivebytheSouthAfricanrulesandwaitforthe

parliamenttosendyoufood.Lunchisat2:30pm,Amandaisalreadyherewithherbagtofetch

me.Lookingbeautifulisoneofherpriorities.Ihaven'tseenherdressesinanystore,theyare

designedjustforherbody."I'm goingtomissthisone,I'm nothungryplusI'm stillstudying

thesecakes,"Isay.Shesnapsherbrowstogether.Isensedramacoming."Youarenothungry

sincetea-timewhereyouatetwoslices?"sheasks.Peopleandfood!"I’lleatwhenIgethome,”I

say."Mmm Isee,youdon'twanttogainweight,”shesays.WelltheonlyweightIcareaboutis

theoneofmaizemealandrice.Idon'tknowwhatsheistalkingabout."Idon'tcarewhetherI

gainweightornot.Beautydoesn'tlieontheweight.Justbath,combyourhairanddressup

nicely.Woopsyouaretheegirl!"Isay.Sheisstaringatmeweirdly,somehowitfeels

uncomfortable.“What?”Iask.Shesnapsoutandsmiles."CanIbeyourfriend?"Isthisprimary

school?Iremembersayingthistoanothergirlinprimaryschool,threedayslaterIwrotehera

lettercallingthefriendshipoff."Whyareyoulaughing?"sheasks."Youaresooldschool,who

stilldoesthis?"Shealsobreaksintolaughter.Idon'tknowaboutpairingherwithNtando.Being

friendswithmemeansshewillbefriendswithNtandoaswell,weareinseparable."Callme

Yanga,that'showNtandocallsme,"Isay.“Ilikeyoucomplete,Yangomuhle,I'llcallyoubabe.”

Shedoesn'tmakesense,butit’sokaywecancalleachotherbabe."Doyoudrink?"Iask.This

determineswhethersheisfittojointhesquadornot.Wecannothaveajuice-drinkingfriend,

she'dbesooutofplace."Occasionally,andyou?""WheneverIgetaccesstothebottles.”My

fatherwouldfaintifhehearsthis.Mymotherwoulddieandrisetobeatmeanddieagain.Her

biggestfearinlifeisbeingashamedandhavinganimperfectdaughter.Theydon'tknowthatI

drink,I'veneverdrankintheirpresence.I'm notlikemycousinKanyo,AuntJuly'sdaughter,she

candrinkinfrontofthepastorsandbishops.Shehaslostjobs,moneyandgoodboyfriends

becauseofalcohol.Wealwaystellherthatalcoholisherbiggestenemy,ofwhichsheresponds

byquotingtheBible-“Loveyourenemies.”Amandaleaveswithoutme.Ireturnbacktothebook

andstudymycakesandtheiricing.Iwonderwhodesignsthem,maybeit'sthatwhitedudefrom

theinterviewpanel.Someoneclearsthethroatnexttome.Ilookup,it'stheboss.Todayheis

wearingadarkgreysuitandwhiteshirt.Heisundeniablyaboss."Sir?"Isaygettingoffthechair.

Hebalanceshishandonthetable,givingmethefullviewofhissilverwristwatch.It'sthose

fancyoneswritteninChinese,Ican'ttellyouwhattimeitis."CanyoucallmeSosha?"heasks.

Hedoesn'twaitforananswerhegoesonandaskswhyIdidn'ttakelunchbreak."I'm not

hungry,"Isay."It'slunch-break,youeatandtakeabreak,youcandobothoroneofthem,”he

says.HeisbackatbeingSmartypants,whosaidIdon'tknowwhatalunchbreakis?"Am I

breakingoneoftherulesbybeinghere?""No.”"Thankyou,”Isayandshiftmygazebacktothe

book."Haveyoutastedanycake?"heasks.EveryoneisaskingmethisquestionlikeIshouldeat

anycakeIwantwithoutpermission."NoSirIhaven't,"Ireplywithoutshiftingmyeyesfrom the

book.Canheleavealready?Heisdisturbingme."Whichonewouldyouliketotaste?""None.”

"Doyouknowhowtobake?"SonofAbraham!"Ican'tbakeSir,ImeanSosha.CanIreadthis?"

Geez!I'm snappingatmyboss."OfcourseMaShenge,"hesays.Iexpecthim toleavebuthe

doesn't.Hisstrongcologneisdisturbingme,Ican'tfocus."Whyareyouhere?Isitnotlunch

break?"Iaskquoting'lunchbreak’withmyfingers."Icomehereduringtheworkers'break,itis

mystore.Youaretheonewhoisinvadingmyspace,”hesays.Wow!I'm tooforward,aren’tI?I



foundhim hereaftermyteabreakyesterday,heishereagainonlunchbreak.IndeedI'm

invadinghisspace,Ishouldn'tbehere.IshouldusethistimetocallNtando,wehaven'ttalked

sincemorning."Ididn'tsaygo,"hesays.Didn'thesayI'm invadinghisspace?"It'sokay,Ineedto

callNtandoanyway,”Isay.Hegivesmetheonce-over,itleavesmefeelinguncomfortable.

"Boyfriend?"Heisaskingpersonalquestionsnow."Yes,"Isayandmakemywayout.Mywhole

weekhasbeengreat.Ilovemyjobandenjoyeverymomentofit.AmandaandIspendmost

breaktimestogether.Ihaven'tstayedinthestoreduringbreakssincethedayIwastoldI'm

invadingandhaven'tseenthebosseversince.Iheardheownsagym aswell.Hedivideshis

attention,moneycallshim leftandright.It’sFriday,NtandoisgoingoutwithMrSupervisor.She

couldn'ttakepicturesofhim butwewereabletolookforhim onFacebook.HisnameisSanele

Hlophe,andlikealltheSanelesIknowheisanerd."Heplaitshishair?"IaskedNtandowhenI

firstsawhispicture.“Yesbutheisstillhandsome,”shesaid.Ittookeverythinginmenottotell

herthetruth,menwhoplaithairarenothandsomeinmybooks.Jub-jubmayhavegottenaway

withitduringhisNdikhokheleBawodaysbutthatdoesn'tmeaneverymenwilllooklikehim.I

refusetosharemyIsoplushairspraywithaman.Shehaschangedthedressagain!"Whatwas

wrongwiththeblackone?"Iask."Toodull,howisthisone?"Sheturnsaround,givingmeherfat

behind."It’stootight,yourassisallout,”Isay.Sheiswhatthesocietynowlabelsassexy.Slim

waist,bigass,roundboobsandfulllips.Shehasneverdoneanysurgery,thisisnaturallyhow

Godcreatedher.“That’sthepoint,Iwanthim toseewhathecouldhaveonhisdessertmenu.”

WTF!Ilaughoutloud."Youarecallingyourbodyadessert?"Iask."Yesit'schocolatedessert

baby,”shesays.YougoMrSupervisor,chocolatedessertisabouttodroptoyourmenu.Sheis

notdone,shedisappearstoherroom again.Ipourchoppedvegetablesinthepotandaddwater.

Idon'tknowwhatisitthatI'm cooking,maybevegetablesoupservedwithbread.I’m notinthe

kitchenmood.Thereissomeoneatthedoor,it'sprobablySanele.IyellforNtandotocomeout.

"Openforhim,"sheyellsback.Iwalktothedoorandopen.Indeedit'shim.Heisslim andtall.If

itwasanyotherdayIwould'vethoughtheisaJehovahwitness.It’sFridayevening,mostpeople

havelockedtheirtiesinsidethedrawers,butnotMrSupervisorhere.Hehashisblacktieonlike

heisattendingaformalmeeting."Sanele,right?"Iask,flashingasmile."Yes,MsYangomuhle?"

Ithrowmyheadbackwardsandlaugh.Hesoundssoformal."Noways,pleasecallmeYanga.

Comein,yourgirlfriendisstilleditingherself,"Isay.Heisholdingabunchofflowers.Ntandois

blessed,I'veneverhadsomeonebuyingmeflowersinmylife."ArethoseforNtando?"Iask.

"Yes,”hesayswithasmile.Theladyofthemomentwalksout,sheissizzlinghot.Butwedidn't

agreeontheseshoes.Weagreedonsandalsbutnowsheiswearingblackpencilheels.Sanele

standsupandgiveshertheflowers.Theyshareabriefhugandstareateachother."Gorgeous,

howareyou?"heasks.Ntandoblushesforamomentandwhispersherresponse.Sheliftsthe

flowerstohernoselikethosewhitewomenonTheBold&TheBeautiful."Iwillbringherback

before10pm,"Sanelesaysdirectingtome.Heiscrazy."10pm???"Iask."YesYanga10pm,"

Ntandojumpsin.Irollmyeyesather,shecan’tstartnowtheguyonlygaveherflowers,what’s

goingtohappenwhentheystartdating?"Fine,Iwon'tbeherethough.I’m goingoutandcoming

backinthemorning,"Isay.Shedropsherheadtotheside,shedidn'tanticipatethis.Shewanted

metomiserablywaitforher."Comeon,Iwillbringyousomethingnice,”shesays.Wealways

argueaboutgoingout,neitherofuswanttobealoneatnight.Iusuallygooutandleaveherbut



todaythetablesareturned.Idon'tevenknowwhatI'm goingtodoallthesehoursalone"Iwill

bringyousomethingniceaswell,"Isay.Ourargumentsarealwayspettyandwecandragthem

forhours."Fine,takecareofyourself,”shesays.Theymaketheirwayout,leavingmemiserable

withmyboilingvegetables.IliedI’m notgoinganywhere,Idon'thavemoneytowasteandI'm

freakin'tired.Phonebeeps!It'satextfrom mymother,Mbusosurelytypedforher.It’sanother

longlistofwhatImustbuywhenIgetpaid.Clearlyhalfofmysalaryisgoinghome.Imissthem,

nextmonthImustbuyMbusoasmartphonesothatIcanbeabletovideo-callthem.Hearing

theirvoicesisnotenough,ImissseeingtheirsmilesandSabatha'scheesyface.Thecall

follows,Icoverthepotandpickitup.It'sAmandathistime.Wejustpartedafewhoursagoat

work."Missmealready?"Iask.Shelaughs,herbackgroundisblazingwithcarhoots."YesI

missyou.Whereareyou?""I'm inWestridgeobviously,"Isay."Great,I'm comingtotakeyou

out."God!Imakealoudsigh."AmandaI'm tired,"Isay."I'm nottakingyoutowork.I'm taking

youtomycousin'shouseparty,"shesays.Idon’twanttogoanywheretonightbutIcan't

disappointher.Thiswillbeourfirstnightouttogether."OkayIwillsendyouthelocation,"Isay.I

dishmymealandeatlikeahunter.MyAll-Startakkiesareclean,thankGod!Itakeashower,this

isanemergency.FiveminuteslaterI'm outandcombingmyhair.NowIseetheimportanceof

wigs,stylingnaturalhairisdifficultandpainful.I'm notdeepintomake-up,Ionlyuselipstickand

facepowder.Ilikedrawneyebrowsthough,unfortunatelyIcan'tevendrawacartoon.Itried

drawingthem twiceandtheylookedliketwodifferentfruits.Bananaontheleftandsugarcane

ontheright.Sugarcaneisafruitright?Igrewupstealingitfrom trucks.Wewouldlurkbythe

roadwithsomeneighbourkidsandwaitforthesugarcanetrucktopassthenclimbonitsback

anddropsugarcanetothesideoftheroad.Itwaslotoffununtilthedaywhenthetruckdriver

caughtus.HefinedourparentsR20s.TheonlyreasonIdidn’tgetagoodhidingthatdayis

becausemyfatherwashome.Amandacallswhensheisoutsidethebuilding.Itakemybagand

lockthedoors.IwasnotlyingtoNtandoafterall.I'm goingout,checkmates!Iquicklytexther

remindingheraboutthepictures.Shemusttaketonsofthem,Iwanttoseeeverything.Amanda

isinablackcarwithtintedwindows."Girl!"Sheopensthedoor,smiling.Ihugherandlookat

themandriving.Hehasthelooksbutwhyishenotattendingthegym?"ThisisSphelele,"she

says.Igiveheralook,sheneedstoexplain."Heismyfiancée,”shesays,secretlyrollingher

eyes.Shehasnevermentionedthefiancéetome,notevenoncehadIseenherwearingaring.I

greettheguyandgetattheback."Whosecaristhis?"Iask."It'sSphelele's,”shesays.NowI'm

wonderingwhatjobthisSpheleledoes,hemustberich."AmandaItoldyouthatmythingsare

yourthings.Whycan'tyousayit'sourcar?"Spheleleblowsup.Heisseriouslyangrybecause

shesaidit'shiscar?Wow."Itdoesn'tmakeanydifference.Whydoyouhavetocriticize

everythingIsay?"Shealsosoundsangry.Theyhavenicelifearguments."Ifyoudidn'tsay

inappropriatethingseverytimeIwouldn'tbecriticisinganything,”Sphelelesays.Ohyes,Icross

mylegsandleanontheseatcomfortably.Ishould'vebroughtpopcorn,it'sgoingdown.

"SpheleleI'm tiredofarguingoverstupidthings!”"StupidAmanda???”Shedoesn'tsayanything,

thecarfallsintosilence.Iwantedthem tokeepitgoing,listeningtoverbalfightsisbetterthan

watchingacricketmatch.LookingatthismatterwithmySis'Dolly'seyeI’dsaytheirrelationship

isnothealthy.Iftheyfightlikethisnowwhat’sgoingtohappenaftermarriage?Andwhy

Amandaneverwearsthering?Maybehedidn'tgodownononeknee,hesentlobolastraightto



theMcKenzies.Ibreakthesilence,Ihateawkwardness."Wherearewegoing?"Iask.

"Glenwood,”Amandareplies.Richneighbourhood,Ihopewe'llhavefun."Whydidn'tyoutellme

atwork?"Iask."Iwasn'tsureaboutgoing,Soshapersuadedme."Sosha?Howisherelatedto

Amanda'scousin,thepartyguy?"Ourboss?"Iask."YestheoneandonlySosha,”shesays.Why

am Inotcomfortablewiththis?"Whydidyouinvitehim?”Iask."It'sourcousin'shouseparty.”

Phonebeeps!It'sNtando’sWhatsAppmessage.Ithinksheissendingthepictures,Iwillcheck

them later."YouandSoshasharethesamecousin?"Iask."Yes,ourmothersweresiblings,”she

says.ShetoldmethatSoshaisherfriend,nowheishercousin?"Yousaidheisyourfriend

mos,"Isay."Heis,wewerefriendsbeforewefoundoutourmothershadthesameparents.”

Thereareloopholesinthisstory,whydidn'ttheyknoweachother?Didtheothersisterelopeand

borechildrenoutofthecountry?HerandSpheleledon'tutteranotherwordtoeachotheruntil

wearriveinGlenwoodandparkoutsideadouble-storeyhouse.

Chapter3Thereareaboutfivecarsparkedoutside.Thereisalotofnoisecomingfrom the

house."Isthisthehouse?"Iaskfoolishly."Yes,let’sgodrinkthismiserablelifeaway.”They

don'tevensaygoodbyetoeachother.Hereversesthecaranddrivesaway."Fiancée?"Iask.She

sighsandstraightensherweave."Idon'twanttotalkabouthim,don’task.”Sheissecretive,I'm

notusedtosuchfriends."Justonequestion.Doyoulovehim?"Iask.Herbodylanguage

answersmefirst,shedoesn’tlovehim."I'm notsure,we’vebeentogetherfortwoyears,"she

says.IwanttoaskwhytheyaretogetherbutIonlyaskedtoaskonequestion.Iwillreservethis

oneforanotherday.Theinsideofthehouseisstunning.Crispywhitewalls,softgreyupholstery

andpalewoodenfurniture.Ican'tbelieveAmandabroughtmehere.Thisisnotapartybuta

fashionshow.Allthegirlsarewearingstilettosanddresses.Theguysarewearingexpensive

shirtsandglitteringwristwatches.I'm theonlyonewearingAll-Startakkiesandskinnyjean.A

KhanyiMbauappearsoutofnowhereandhugsAmanda.Istandasidelikeanoutcast…OhyesI

am anoutcast,Idon'tlooklikeanyonehere.“OMG!Mntasewheredidyoubuytheseshoes?”"IfI

tellyouI'llhavetokillyou,”Amandasays.Idon'tthinkIwanttobehereanymore.I'm outof

placeandhaveafeelingthatI'm goingtoclashwithsomeone."ThisismyfriendYangomuhle,

sheworksatthebakery,"Amandaintroducesme.Thegirllooksatmyfeetthenupatmyface.

SheisthinkingwhatI'm thinking,I'm outofplace."Youhaveabeautifulname,"shesays.Ido

haveabeautifulnamebutrightnowit'stheintroductiontime.Maybeshethinksmynameisthe

onlybeautifulthingIhave,wellIhavebeautifulspinkickstoo."Iknowsweetie,"Isayandtakea

fewstepsawayfrom them.Amandashould'vegivenmetheheads-up,Iwould'vewornmy

peachdressandawedge.Ihavelongears,Icanhearthatgirltalkingaboutmebehindmyback.

"Wheredidyougether?"sheasks.Amandakeepshervoicelow,Ican'thearherresponse.

"Amandadoyouhavetobefriendeverytrashyouworkwith?”sheasks.It'stimeItakemytrashy

selfbacktothem.SheendstheconversationwhensherealisesthatI'm gettingcloser.It’stoo

late,Iheardeverything."Whodidyousayyouwere?"Iaskstaringather."It'smyoldersister,

Mbali,”Amandaanswersforher."LookMbali,Imaybelowfrom yourleagueandnotassmartly



dressedasyouarebutgirllookatthesetakkies…”Iliftonefootupandshowittoher.Shelooks

atitwithherarmsfolded."Theywillrearrangeyourface.Iwillgrabyouwiththathorsetailon

yourheadandmopthefloorswithyou.Don'ttalkshitaboutme,”Isay.Amandaaskshertogo,

shedoeswithnohesitation.IwantedhertosayonemorewordthenIwould'vepracticedwhatI

preach.Amandalooksatmewithanapologeticface."I'm sosorrybabe,”shesays."I'm notmad

Amanda.IknowhowtohandlemybusinessandifshekeepsgoinglikethisIwillhandleher,"I

say.Thelivingroom hasafireplace,beveragecentreandunder-counterrefrigerator.Thereisa

soundsystem butthemusiciskeptsoft.TheyareplayingDeepHousemusic,itspeakstothe

heart.Thereisabeautifulcustom tablethatexpandstoalmosttwelveseats.Fancypeopleare

sittingarounditwithdrinksintheirhands."Amanda!”Oneguycalls,hiseyesarenotonAmanda

though,theyareonme."Beautifulpeople,thisismycolleagueandfriend,Yangomuhle

Buthelezi,”Amandasays.Nowalleyesareonme.TheyarelookingatmethesamewayMbali

lookedatme.Irepeat,Ishouldn'thavecamehere.Thegirlsittingoppositeuscomplimentsmy

name.It'snottheonlynicethingaboutme,theyaregoingtopissmeoff."Food?"Amandaasks.

Ishakemyhead.Ihaveboiledvegetablesandbreadinmytummy.Itwastheworstmealever,I

praynottodrinktoomuchandendupvomiting.I'm onmysecondCastleLite.Amandaissitting

onanotherguy'slap,theyseem tobecosywitheachother.Thismakesmequestionher

whorenessgrade.Spheleledroveherhere,nowsheisonanotherman'slap?Whichfebaring

levelisthis?Itseemslikemostgirlsareherewiththeirmen.Ihadashortchatwithoneofthem,

hernameisNoxy.Sheisnotbad,justnosy.Idon'tliketalkingaboutmylifetostrangers."Are

youokay?"It'stheguywho’sbeenbreakinghisbackdancingtoeverysong.Nowheisstanding

nexttomebeingfriendly."YeahI'm okay,"Isay.Hiseyeslandonmylips,thenhebiteshis.I

hatewhatheisdoing."I'm SabeloZwane.”Heplaceshishandonmyshoulder.Ihadafeeling

thatImightclashwithsomeone,hereheis."Youhaveanicename,”Isaywhateveryoneinthis

househasbeensaying.Hesmilesandbrushesmyarm."CanIgetyouanythingYangomuhle?"

"Yes,youcangetyourhandsoffme.”Thewholeroom breaksintolaughter.Ican’tbelieve

they'vebeeneavesdropping.Hecompliesandremoveshishandthenclickshistongue."Iwas

justbeingnice,youarenoteventhetypethatmakesmydickhard,”hesays.Thisissuchalow

blow,andit'sblowingtothewrongperson."Andyou'renotthetypethatcangetmeanything,

don'tevengotodicks,”Isay.Hegivesmetheworld’snastiestlook.Oh,I'm shaking."Youhavea

type,yetyouarewearingR50jeans,”hesays.Amandagetsoffherman'slap,shewantsto

cometomydefence.Igiveheralook,shemustchill,Icanhandlethis."Andyouarewearing

R2kshirtbutstillyoudon'thave'thatthing',youareawaste,"Ishootback.Thethingabout'that

thing'isthatnobodyknowswhatitisbuteverygirlcantellifaguydoesn'thaveit."Sabeloyou

willnottalklikethattoher,"Amandasaysglaringathim deadly."Thisbitchisfullofherself,who

doesshethinksheis?"Nowheiscallingmeabitchbuthehasneverfuckedme.Mybloodis

startingtoboil."Sabelo!”Thevoicecomesfrom thedoor,itsoundsfamiliar.Ohwell,it'smy

boss,Sosha.HeiswearingcasualblackT-shirt,navyshortandAdidassneakers.Heisnot

walkingalone,thereisashortyellowbonenexttohim.Shedoesn'tlookhappy,herfaceis

puffeduplikeshe'sbeencrying.Sabelotakeshisbeerandwalksoutangrily.Irollmyeyesand

takemyphoneout.Amandatakesherdrinkandmovestothechairnexttome."Heisajerkby

nature,”shesays.I’vemovedonfrom thatstupidfight.I’m curiousabouthersidenigga.“Idon't



careaboutthatasshole,whoisthatguy?”Shefollowsmyeyes,herlipscurveintoasmilewhen

sherealisesthatI'm askingaboutherguy."Mybestorgasm,"shesaysinalowvoice.It’s

confirmed,herwhorenesscomeswithamaster’sdegree.Isuppresslaughterbytakingasipon

thedrink."Youareawhore,doyouknowthat?"Iask.Shekeepssippingonhercocktail,trying

hardnottolaugh."Iknow,myMathstoldme,”shesays."WhataboutSphelelewhore?"Iask.

"Noorgasm there."Noways!Ilookatherinshock.Neverjudgeabookbyitscover.Hedrivesa

Mercedeswhat-whatbutcan'tdrivehiswomantoorgasm?"Lordhavemercy!"Iexclaim softly.

Naakmusiqsongstartsplaying.Girlsgetofftheirseatsandswaytheirhips.I’m recordinga

videoforNtando.IneedtotakepicturesforFacebookaswell,Ican’tletmypresenceinthis

fancyhousegotowaste.Anextrafaceappearsonmyselfiecamera.Iturnmyheadandlookat

him."Bosswhatareyoudoing?"Iask."I'm Sosha,notBoss,”hesays.IpresstheHomebutton,

lockmyphoneandpushitinsidemybag."Am Itoougly?"heasks."Youarecute,butnottobe

inmyphone,"Isay.Amandahasjoinedthedancers,hestealsherseatnexttome."It'sniceto

haveyouhere,IhopeSabelodidn'tspoilyournight,”hesays."NoI'm overit,”Isay."Howdoyou

findmycustomers?Dotheytreatyouright?"Ishereallybringingupworkinaparty?Ican'tthink

aboutcustomerswhiledrinkingCastleLite."I'm tipsySosha,"Isay.Hiseyesdarttowardshis

girlfriendattheendoftheroom,hechucklesandrestshiselbowonthetable."Idon'twantany

trouble,"Isay.HisgirlfriendislookingatmelikeI'm alionesslurkingforherman."Whereis

Ntando?"heasks."MyNtando?"I'm shocked.HowdoesheknowNtando?Thereisalookonhis

face,Ican'tfigureitout."Yes,”hesays.Wow!Thisisasmallworld."Shewentout,”Isay.Aline

appearsbetweenhisbrows,helooksconfused."She???"heasks.DidhethinkNtandowasa

guy?"Yes,myNtandoisagirl,"Isay.Hemumblesacurseandfoldshisfistoverhismouth."So

youarealesbian?"heasks,clearlyconfused.OnmyfirstdayatthebakeryItoldhim that

Ntandoismyboyfriend.Ican'tbelievehestillremembershername."YesI'm alesbian,"Isay

withastraightface.Flushcreepsuponhisface,helookspaleforasecond.Myphonerings

insidethebag,Itakeitoutandglanceatthescreen.BUTHELEZICALLING….Myheartbeat

escalates,theCastleLitedrainsoffmysystem instantly.Ngqengeleleiscalling.Doyouknow

whothatis?Ijumpoffthechairandruntotheradiosystem.Idon'tknowwheretoswitchitoff

soIunplugeverything.-"What'sthefuck?"-"Wearedancing!"-"Whyareyouturningthemusic

off?"Theyareallscowlingatme,theydon'tunderstand.MyfatherthinksI'm onbedatthistime.

Ididn'tcometoDurbantoparty.Ifhehearsthenoiseinherehewillcatchthefirsttaxiinthe

morninganddragmebackhome.Mymotherwillcallizangomatocastthe'partying'spellaway.

Ican'triskthat.Ishushthem likechickensandanswerthecall.Alleyesareonme,thegirlsare

gigglingbehindtheirhands."Shengeehowareyou?"heasks.AttimeslikethisIbecome

gratefulthatmyparentsdon'tknowanythingaboutvideo-calling."I'm fine,howareyou?"Isay

conveyingthe'shutup'messagewithmyeyesacrosstheroom."Wearealsofine,Vodacom

gaveme60freeminutes."FuckVodacom!Idon'thave60minutestobeonthecall,thiscrowd

willskinmealive."Really?Ummm…That'sgreat,Vodacom iskind.”Whatthehellam Isaying?

"Howiswork?"heasks."It'sgoodbutI'm alwaystired.RightnowIcanbarelykeepmyeyes

open,"Isayfakingdrowsinesswithmyvoice.Satanisrockingonhischairwithabigsmileon

hisface.I'm representinghiskingdom verywell."Thisthingexpirestodaybutletmenotdeprive

yousleep,youworkhard.MbusoandSabathaaresayinghello."GoshImissthosetwomonkeys.



"I'llseethem soon,"Isay."Okaygoodnightmybaby.Iloveyou,takecareofyourself,”hesays.I

sighinreliefasheendsthecall.Thatwasclose.Musicrestarts,thevibereturnstonormal.I

finishmycanandtakeanotherone.Freealcoholtastesbetter."Whowasthat?"Heisstillsitting

whereIlefthim.Howismycallanyofhisbusiness?Heismyboss,notafriend.ButItellhim it

wasmyfather,Idon'twanttochitchat.Iturntothegirloppositemeandaskwherethe

bathroom is."Takethispassage,thereisabathroom onyourleft,"shesays.Itakemybagand

followthepassage.Ipushthedooronmyleftandenter.Idon'tknowwhichoneistheownerof

thishouse,therearemanypeople,buthisneatnessisonanotherlevel.Thishousedefineshis

individualcharacterandclassictaste.Thereisnosinglespotofdirteitheronhiswallsorfloors.

Thereisamirroronthewall.Iglanceatmyreflection,mylipstickhasfaded.That'swhatyouget

forbuyingR10lipstickfrom Chinashops.Idomybusinessandwashmyhands.Ineedto

powdermyfaceandreapplythelipstick.WhenIgetpaidIneedtobuyrealcosmeticsanddo

somethingaboutthishair.Thebathroom dooropens.Iturnandlookwithmyheartpounding.

It'sSosha,WTF!"Boss?”Isaywithmyeyebrowssnapped."MynameisSosha,notBoss,”he

says.Idon'tcareabouthisname,whyishefollowingme?"Whatareyoudoinghere?I'm still

busy,”Isay.Herubshisheadandsaysheissorry.Iwait,expectinghim towalkout,buthe

doesn't.“Ilovebeingaroundyou,"hesays.Oh,eveninsidethebathroom?"Howso?"Iask.He

nibblesonhisbottom lipandstaresatme.Naturallyheisanaveragelookingguy,buthisbank

balancehasupgradedhim tohandsome.Hedoesn'tdressuptocoverhisnakedness,he

dressestoturnheads."I'm stillwonderingwhatsexandkissingwithoutromanceis,"hesays.Is

thereanythingIsaidthathehasforgotten?Ifindhismemoryinteresting,herememberseven

thesilliestdetailofourconversation.Izipmybagandclutchitundermyarm andstopnextto

him.Thedeviliswhisperinginmyears."It'sakissthatdoesn'tmeananything.Kissingforthe

sakeofkissingorarousal,"Isay.Atwinklegleamsinhiseyes,hischestmovesasheconsumes

adeepbreath."YouareconfusingmeMaShenge,”hesays.Ipullhisfacetome,myfingers

touchthescaronhischin.Iignorethestrangefeelingstrikingmysubconsciousandfillthegap

betweenourfaces.Hislipsarequivering,heisstaringdeepinmyeyes.Ismoothlybrushhis

lowerlipandsuckitslowly.Hehassoftsmoothlips,I'm temptedtopushhim againstthewall

andgodeeper.Hishandgrabsmywaist.Ibreakthekissandsteptwofeetaway."Pleasedon't

stop,"hewhisperspullingmeback."BossI'm justsettinganexample,I'm notbeingromantic

withyou,”Isay.Amuscleinhisjawtwitches,Igivehim alopsidedgrinandopenthedoorand

walkout.TodayisMonday,Ihavetogotowork.Mynervesareallovertheplace,I'm notsure

aboutfacingSoshainasobermode.Maybehehatesme,Iturnedhim downandweallknow

guyswhohasitalldon'ttakerejectionwell.HewasconvincedIwasgoingtobehissnackafter

theparty,hetriedeverythingtogetmeinhiscar.Idocasualsexbutnotwithmybosses.I

regretkissinghim.WhatwasIthinking?ThegovernmentmustbanalcoholinSouthAfrica."Are

youready?"Ntandoaskswalkingthroughthedoor.Sheofferedtodrivemetowork,herday

startsat8:30,minestartsat07:30."I'm ready,"IsaylookingaroundtoseeifI’m notleaving

anythingbehind."Youlookstressed,”shesays.Sheknowsmelikethebackofherhand.

Sometimesitirritatesme,thereisnohidinganythingfrom her."WhatifSoshafiresme?Maybe

hefeelslikeIplayedhim.Ikissedhim Ntando,hemayhave..."Shebreaksintolaughter.She

underminesthiscriticalsituation."Hecan'tfireyoufordenyinghim yourpussy.It'slife,youget



someandlosesome,"shesays.Shetakesherlunchboxonthekitchencounterandpacksit

insideherbag."Ishouldn'thavekissedhim.IhateCastleLite,"Isayfollowinghertothedoor.

Sheinsertsthekeyandlocks.Sheisstilllaughingatme."Youwould'vekissedhim evenifyou

weren'ttipsy.Youliketeasingandplayingguys,”shesays.Well,that'strue.Iwouldhavekissed

him,CastleLiteornot.IhaveteasedmanyguysbutI'veneverfeltguilty.ThisisthefirsttimeI'm

havingregrets.ThewholejourneyNtandoisgushingoverSanele,howromanticandfunnyheis.

Yesterdayshewastalkingaboutthesamething.IhadtheSaneletalkforbreakfast,lunchand

dinner."Heisagoodfathertohisson,hesupportshim andknowseverysingledetailofhislife

eventhoughtheyarenotlivingtogether.”Sighs!Wearealmostthere,thankGod."Whenareyou

tellinghim thatyouarehisgirlfriend?"Iask."Maybeaftertwoweeks,”shesays.Whatifhedies

tomorrow?Idon'tunderstandthisdelay,Sanelehasprovedhimselfmorethanenoughnow."But

youlikehim,you'rewastingtime,”Isay."Heneedstobegandfighttowinmeover.”Girlswillbe

girls!Shepullsatthesideoftheroad,oppositeJCBakers."WhichoneisSosha?"sheasks

lookingatthreemenI'veneverseeninmylife."Heisnotthere,"Isay."I'm goingtofetchyou

afterwork.Makesureheiswithyou,”shesays.Soshaisnotmyfriend,howam Igoingtomake

sureheiswithme?"ThepersonyouwillseeisAmanda,"Isayopeningthedoor.Shegrunts

throughherteeth.I'm notsureifshewilllikeAmanda,shecanbeuptightattimes."Enjoyyour

daymunchie,"IsayThedayhasstarted,thebakersaremakingnoiseinthekitchen,Amandais

onthecallonherdeskandthecleanersaremoppingthereceptionarea.Icouldhavebeenone

ofthem butGod'sgracehappened.It'stoocoldinthemorningstobetouchingwater."Morning,"

Igreetthecashiers."HeyYanga,Cynthiawaslookingforyou."HernameisAsih,wearenot

closebutinherheadwearebuddies."Why?”Iask."Gotoheroffice,Idon'tknow.”Myheart

startsracing.DidSoshatellhertofireme?Imakemywaytoheroffice.Idon'tevenknock,Ilet

myselfinside."GoodmorningCynthia,”Isay.Sheisdrinkingcoffee,herdeskhaspapers

scatteredallover.Ibetsheleftitlikethisyesterday."Yangomuhletakeaseat,"shesays.Isiton

thechairandmakeasilentprayer."DidIdosomethingwrong?"Iask."Notatall,Ijustwantedto

inform youthatMrCelewillbemonitoringyoutoday.”What???"Why?"Iask."Ithinkhejust

wantstoobservehowyouworkandtreathiscustomers."ThisisgoingtobetheworstMonday

ever.Howam Isupposedtoworkwhilemyboss,whom Ikissed,iswatchingme?"Okay,thanks

forlettingmeknow,"Isaytakingadeepbreath.ItlookslikeI'm notgoingtoenjoyworkinghere.

Ihavespoiledthingsformyself.Ishouldn'thaveteasedmyboss,nowheisgoingtomakemy

lifehorrible."Girl!"Amandacalls.Iwaveatherandmakemywaytothestore.Onetable,two

chairs.Theotherchairisalreadyoccupied.HeiswearingwhiteT-shirtandredblazer,helooks

handsomeasalways.Icollectmynervesandtakeadeepbreath."GoodmorningSosha,"Igreet.

Helooksupandsmiles."MorningMaShenge,thanksforcomingtowork,”hesays.Iputmybag

onthetableandpullmychairtothefarend.Thisisgoingtobealongday.Oneofthebakers

walksandgivesmeapamphletwithadditionofnewcakesandleaves.Thisgivesmean

opportunitytoleavethetableandgowanderthroughtheaisles.Acoupleofcustomerscome,I

helpthem andremainbetweentheaisles.Soshahasbeensittingonthechairbytheentrance

foralmostanhour.Heisbusyonhisphone.Maybeheisaddictedtosocialnetworks,ifnot

chattingwithhisshortie."MaShenge!"Ihearhim callingmefrom theothersideofthestore.I

thoughthe'dshutuptwomorehours.Ifindhim standingintheBIRTHDAYsection.Hepushes



thephoneinsidehisjeanpocketandlooksatme.Heistall,soam I.Wearestandingfaceto

face."MaShengeIdidn'twanttosleepwithyou.IwantedtodriveyouhomesothatIcansee

whereyoulive,”hesays.Hedidmentiongoingtohishouse,Iguesshehasforgotten."That's

fine,canweworkinpeace?"Hedoesn'tsayanything,heisjustpenetratingthroughmewithhis

eyes.Whyishedoingthishere?Iwanttoworkinpeace."IheardyouwantedtodealwithMbali

physically,”hesays.Isthathowhecallsit?Fancy."Iwantedtokickherass,shewastalking

nastyaboutmetoAmanda,"Isay.Myexplanationdoesn'tchangethelookinhiseyes."Ialso

heardaboutyourinterview,yourattitudetobeprecise,”hesays.Idon'tknowwherethisisgoing.

Theword'attitude'doesn’tsitwellwithmethough."WasIarroganttoyouonthefirstday?IfI

remembercorrectlyIonlysaidIdon'tneedyourhelp."Whatishebeatingaroundthebushfor?

"SoshaifyouwanttofiremebecauseofwhathappenedFridaynightjustsayso,”Isay."I'm not

doingthat,”hesays."Whyarewetalkingaboutthisthen?"Ialmostshout.Ineedtocalm down,

thisismyboss."Youtalktoomuch,defendyourselfmorethannecessaryandsee‘red’in

everything.Youcan'teventakeacompliment,youstrike."Okay,heissenttotestme.Idon't

appreciatepeoplewhoanalysemylifeliketheyknowwhereIcomefrom."Idon'ttake

judgementverywellMrCele,”Isay.Hetakesastepcloser,hiseyesaregluedtomelikemagnet.

"I'm notjudgingyou,”hesays.Inodandshutmymouth.Idon'twanttosaythingsImightregret

later."Whyareyousoangry?"heasks.Iblinkacoupleoftimes,ingreatdisbelief.NowI'm angry?

"WhosaidI'm angry?"Iask."Theonlyreasonapersonwouldbehavelikeyouisifsheisangry.

Theonlyreasonapersonwoulddefendherselfsomuchisifshedidn'thaveenoughdefence

before.Theonlyreasonsomeonewouldtalksomuchisifhervoicewasn'theard.”Breathe

Yanga,breathe!"CanIcontinuewithmywork?"Iask.Hewantstoholdmyhand,butstops

himself.Heisnotlettingasingleblinktakeshiseyesoffme."Whatisyourpain?"heasks.I

throwthebookonthefloorandleave.I’m tryingsohardtofightbacktears.Whothefuckdoes

hethinkheis?Howdarehejudgesmelikethat?Hedoesn'tevenknowme!TenminuteslaterI

walkoutofthebathroom andfindhim helpingacustomer.Idon'tthinkI'm goingtomakeitto

onemonthinthiscompany.Mybookisontopofthetable,hepickeditforme.MaybeIdohave

5%stinkingattitude.TellmewhydidIthrowthebookonthefloor?"I'm doingyourjobnow

MaShenge,youaregoingtoreturnthefavour,"hesays.Soheisnotangryaboutthelittle

tantrum?Iexpectedhim tosendmehome."I'm sorryaboutthebook.Ijustdidn'tlikehowyou

talkedtome,”Isay.Hepullsthechairandsits.Helooksyoung,28yearsmaybe.Iwonderhow

hereachedthislevelatsuchyoungage,hisagematesarestilltryingtoputittogether."Iwant

youtotellmeaboutyourlife,"hesays.IdidsaythisisgoingtobemyworstMonday.Hekeeps

spoilingitfrom everyangle."Thereisnothingtotell,"Isayandopenthebook.We’dworkbetter

insilencebutheisnottheonetokeepshut."Yousaidyoudon'twanttoendupfeelinglikea

victim aftersex,”hesays.Idon'tremembersayingthat.Alcoholshouldreallybebanned.Why

didItellhim that?IwonderifIdidn'tsaymorethanthat.Hissuddeninterestinmyliferaisesmy

eyebrows."Canwediscussthis?Thecakes,becausethat’stheonlythingconnectingus.I’m

sureyoudon'tactlikethiswithallyouremployees.”"You'reright,Idon't,”hesayswithno

hesitation.Idon'tknowwhathisproblem is.Hiseyesareundressingme,leavingmenaked.He

isuncoveringmewithoutpermission."I'm doingmyjobcorrectly.Idoeverythingthecompany

askedmetodo.Whatdoyouwantfrom me?”Mypreviousbosswasbetterthanthis.Henever



botheredme,hewasnotnosyandneverdughisclawsintomylife.Henevercared."Iwantto

listenandhearyourunheardcries,"hesays.IwanttoleavebutIneedmoney.Youknowwhat?I

willzipmymouthandonlytalktothecustomers.Iremembereverything.Myblackskirtand

whiteandpinkpanty.Theskirtmadeiteasyforhim.Istillwonderifsomeonewould'vecame

earlierifIwaswearingatrouser.Itwould'vetakenhim timetopullitdown.Withintwominutes

myskirtwasup,hewaspoundingonme.ThreehourslaterIwassurroundedbymymother,

MaJali,andhismother.-"Whatwereyoudoinginhisroom?"-"Yangomuhleisthistheschoolyou

wentto?"Eachquestionwasaccompaniedbyaslap.Mymotherdoesn'ttoleratelies.Shedidn't

givebirthtountruthfulchildren.Itwasmyfirsttimevisitingaboyanditturnedintoanightmare.

Iwasonly15years,andhewas24years."Yangomuhleuyajola!"shecried.Shecouldn'tbelieveit.

Ihadashamedheranddamagecontrolhadtobedone.Sotheagreementwasmade,Ihadto

shutup."Don'tutterawordtoanyone.Youwilldisgraceme.”SoIdidn't,onlyNtandoknows.

From thatdayIvowedtoneverbecomeavictim ofuncontestedsexagain.IwillsleepwithwhoI

want,nottheotherwayaround.I'vebeenpokingthechickenthighformorethanfiveminutes.

Myappetitevanishedinthestore."Iseverythingalright?"Amandaasks.Ilookather,shehas

stoppedeatingtoo.Shelooksworried."I'm workingunderthesupervisionofyourcousinandI

hateit,”Isay.“Isthatall?”sheasks.Inodmyhead.Iprayanemergencycallcomesthroughhis

phone.I'veseenenoughofhisfacethelastsevenhours.It'sthelongesttwohoursofmylife.

Hispresenceisunsettling,evenwithhiseyesturneddownitstillfeelslikeheisstaringatme.

WhenIglanceatthetimemyheartdoesalittledance,thedayisover."CanItakeyouhome?”

heasksaftertwohoursoftotalsilence.HeknowsthatI'm goingtosayno,hecanliftother

employees,notme.AmandawalksinasI’m abouttowalkout,sheglancesatmyfacebriefly

andlooksathim.Myfaceisevidentoftheangerbrewinginsideme."Iseverythingalrighthere?"

sheasks."Yes,didTheDiamondssendfortheircake?"-Sosha."Theyarefetchingitinthe

morning.Musawillcomeearlytofinishitoff.”Shetakesafewstridestowardsthefirstaisle.

"Weneedspacetostoreitoverthenight.Maybeweshouldremovethesetwobecauseit'sbig,"

shesays.Hefollowsbehindherwithhishandstuckedinsidethepockets."Youthinkitwillfit

here?"heasks."Yes,Iwillasktheguystoremoveglassthisside.”It's17:06,Ntandomustbe

outsidewaiting.I'm notgoingtodounassignedovertime."Yangomuhleyou'releavingalready?"

AmandaasksasI’m abouttoexit."Yes,mytimeisup,"Isay."OhIthoughtyoucouldhelpusfor

afewminutes."Help?Ican’tworkovertimeandbetoldthatI'm helping.Ididn’tcomehereto

help,I'm heretoworkandeveryunitofmyworkneedstobepaid."Ican't,Ihavetogo,"Isay.

"OkayIwillcallyoulater."Ntandoiswaiting,notinsidethecar.Sheisstandingoutsidelooking

ateveryonepassinginfrontofher.Latershewillbeaskingmewhotheyare."Andthen?"she

askswhenIwalkpasther.Isighandopenthecardoor.Shegetsinsiderightaftermeand

staresatme."Don'tlookatmelikethat,"Isay."What'supwiththelongface?""Drive,Iwilltell

youlater,”Isay.Shedoesn'tdrive,sheisstillwatchingpeoplewalkingoutofthebakery."Sosha

isnotgoingtocomeoutanytimesoon,"Isay."Didyoufuckhim tosleep?"Reallynow?Sheis

unbelievable."NtandoI'm notawhore,"Isay."Officesexdoesn'tmeanyouareawhore....Wait,

isthathim?"Shepointsatthedarkguywalkingoutofthebakery.Ithinkheisoneofthe

cleaners."Itoldyouthatheisnotgoingtocomeoutanytimesoon,”Isay.Shetapsherfingers

onthesteeringwheel,hereyesarefixedatthebakery.Anothermanemerges,sheasksifit's



him.Idon'tevenknowwhysheissointerestedinseeingSosha,heisjustmyboss,nothing

more.IconnectthecabletomyphoneandturnupWestlife.Goodmusicofalltimes.Idon't

knowwhytheystoppedsinging.IalsolistentoOneDirectionandtheJonasBrothers,butIdon't

connecttothem asmuch.Igostraighttomyroom whenwearrive.Musicandangerdrugged

metosleep.Somethingbreaksinthekitchenandwakesmeup.Urgh!It'sonlyNtando,sheis

cooking.Isighandsitonthechairandwatchher."What'swrong?"sheasks."It'sSosha,"Isay.

Sheclosesthepotandsitsoppositeme."Firstofallhedoesn'tknowme,buthehasthegutsto

judgemeandtellmethatI'vebeenweakinmylife.ThatItalktoomuchbecauseIwanttobe

heardandallthatshit,”Isay."You'reangryforwhat?"SheisconfusedasIam.Ishrugmy

shoulders,fightingbacktears.Sheexhalesandstaresatmewithpity."ThereisnothingIsaidto

thatguyNtando.Hejustjudgedme,hedoesn'tevenknowmysecondname.”Talkingaboutthis

makesmeangrier.Igetoffthechairandgoliedowninmyroom again.Godknowswhatmy

remedyis,Ifallasleepagain.Ialwaysfeelbetteraftersleeping."Yangomuhlewakeup,water

won'tfetchitself!"Mymom!Shegavebirthtome,thereisnowayIcouldhateher.Sheisastrict

mother,growingupIwasscaredofhermorethanIwasscaredofmyfather.Shesetsomany

rules,mostlyforme.AsagirlgrowingupintheZulururalareasIhadasetofrulestofollowand

perfectiontoreflect.-"Agirldoesthis,likethis,"-"Youareagirlyoucan'tdothis,"-"Yangomuhle

youcan'tsleeptill6o’clock,"She’droarat5am.Ilovemysleep,it'sthemostpeacefulstatemy

lifecaneverbeat."Mbusoisstillsleepingtoo,"I'ddefendmyself.That'stalkingbacktoaparent

ifyoudon'tknow.Puredisrespect!Ignoringandnottalkbackisalsodisrespect,youcannever

win."Mbusoisaboy,youareagirl,"she’dpulltheblanketsoffandsprinklecoldwateronmy

face.Shedidn'tunderstandhowmuchsleepmeanttome.IneededitmorethanIlikedit.Some

daysIwishedtobeinacoma.Idon'twanttodieandleavemybrothers,butattimesIlongfor

twoweeksoronemonthofpeaceful,undisturbedsleep.Shedidn'tunderstand,notevenwhenI

triedtotalktoher."IfeelviolatedMama.Kwenzaabusedme,Igetnightmares,”I'dsay.She’d

putherhandsonthewaistwithafuriouslookonherface."YangomuhlewhatdidIsaytoyou?

Youwantpeopletolaughatus.Getyourselftogether,youwenttotheMdletsheswillingly.”I

didn'tknowagreeingtobeagirlfriendwasagreeingtosex.Iwasn’tready,buttheyconvinced

meit’swhatIhadsignedupfor.AftertwoyearsoffightinginternalbattlesIdecidedtotake

chargeofmylife,sexlifetobeprecisely,andsetmyownrules.I'vebeenokay,orsoI’dliketo

believe.

Chapter4"Yanga!"Iforcemyeyestoopenwhilemumblingcurses."Youhavetowakeupbabe,”

shesays.DoIneedtomovetoMarstohavepeaceinmylife?"GivemefiveminutesI'llgobath,”

Isayandyawn.Sheburstsintoloudlaughter.Myearsaregoingtocrackopen."It'sstillMonday

silly,”shesays.What?Ilookatthewindow,it'sdarkoutside."HowlongdidIsleep?"Iask.She

throwsherphonetome.Icheckthetime,it's19:10.Mystomachgrowls.Iwasangryduring

lunchbreak,Ihardlytouchedmyfood."Didyoucook?"Iask."I'm stillonit,”shesays.Whenshe

cooksit'sastorm,shegivesthepotsallherheartandenergy.Shedoesn'tuseRajahandsoups

likeme.Sheusesherbsandcreatesherownaroma.Ourcookingskillsaredifferent,without



KnorroxsoupI'm nothing,thereisnoYangainthekitchen.Sheclearsherthroatandlooksatme

withahugegrin.Somethingisup."Whatisit?"Iask."Youhaveavisitor,”shesays.Idon'thave

anyoneinmind.MyvisitorusedtobeherwhenIstilllivedatUmlazi.Ibarelyknowanyone

aroundthisplace.Thereisawaysheislookingatme,Iknowthatabombiscoming.“WellI

calledAmandausingyourphoneandaskedforSosha'snumber,”shesays.Ohhellno!"Iwas

angry,"shesays,defensively.Iletoutasigh.Iknowhowdramaticmyfriendcanbe,thishas

escalatedtounnecessaryheights."Didyoucallhim?"Iask."YesIdid.”Lordhavemercy!"And

whatdidyousaytohim?"Iask."Itoldhim whichhighwaytotakewhenhegoestohell.”Ilaugh

outloud.Whoraisedher?"Andheishere,"sheadds.What?Istoplaughingimmediately.Her

faceisseriousaswitchcraftinNigeria."Heishere?”Iask,myeyesareallout."Heforcedmeto

givehim myaddress.Hesaidhewantstoseeifyouareokayandapologise."Andshegavehim

theaddressjustlikethat?Heismybossforcryingoutloud!Ionlywanttoseehisfaceatthe

bakery.Shegrabsmyhand,excitementiswrittenalloverherface."Youdidn'ttellmehewas

thishot.IsayhotYanga,H-O-T,”shesays.Irollmyeyes.Heisnotthathot,IknowLunga

ShabalalaandDuduzaniZuma."It'sayesfrom meandit'sayesfrom you.Hehastwoyeses,”

shesaysbeamingwithjoy.Sheiscrazy,wearenotonIdolsandit'snotayesfrom me."Who

saidit'sayesfrom me?"Iaskliftingmyeyebrow."Isaidit,Ntandosaidit.”Shethrowsher

handsupanddancesherwayout.Queenofdrama!NowthatI'm calm IthinkImayhave

exaggeratedthewholesituationandwronglyinterpretedit.Thereisaknock.I’m stillchanging

myclothes.IdoubtSoshawouldcomeknockinmyroom.Maybeit'sNtando,butthatonenever

knocks."MaShenge,"Noways!Notinmyroom."Don'tcomein!"Ishout.Heisalreadyinandhe

doesn'tlooklikesomeonewhointendstowalkoutanytimesoon.Isighandsitonbed.Howdid

mydaygethere?"YourfriendNtandocalledme,"hesays.Hehaschangedtoastretchpantand

redT-shirt.Everythingheputsonhisbodystuns.I’veneverseenaredT-shirtlookingsocute

before."Look,Iexaggeratedthewholethingtoherandoverreacted.I’m theonewhoowesyou

anapology,"Isay.Ican’treadtheexpressiononhisface.Iwishwecandothisquicklysothat

hecanleave."Areyouokaythough?"heasks."YeahI'm good,”Isaynoddingmyhead.Helooks

aroundtheroom forasecondthensitsonMYBED.Idon'tknowhowhewasraisedbutwhereI

comefrom youonlysitwhenyouaretoldyou'rewelcometohaveaseat."Whyareyousitting?"I

ask."Iwanttotalktoyou.”Heisstaringatmeagain."Totalkaboutwhat?"Iask."Aboutwhat

happenedearlier,”hesays."Isaidit'sokay,I’m theonewhooverreacted.”Hepullsapillowand

pushesitunderhiselbow.Heismakinghimselfcomfortableinmyroom."Idon'tenjoyyour

presence,doyouknowthat?"Iask.Helooksatmewithawidesmileonhisface.Idon'tknow

whichpartofmystatementtickleshim.Thedoorswingsopen.Ntandostandsinthemiddleof

thedoorwayandlooksatuswithadmiration."Dinnerwillbeservedinfiveminutes.Doyouwant

juiceorcolddrinkMrCele?"Excuseme,heisgoingtoeatdinnerwithus?AreweinDurban

Playhouse?Isthis99%Zulucomedy?IssheTallAssMo,makingboringjokes?“Juiceplease,”he

replies.Fiveminuteslaterweareallonthetable.Thereissomuchawkwardnessbetween

SoshaandI."Whoareyoubesidesbeingayoung,successfulbusinessman?"Ntandoasks.I

shootalookather.Can’twehavethishorribledinnerinsilence?"I'm abrotherofthreesiblings

andanuncleofoneprincess,"hesays.His'Myself'isshorterthanSabatha’s.Isthatallhecan

say?"Anywifeorhusband?"Ntandoasks.Shehasnochill,notevenabitofit.Helooksatme



brieflybeforeanswering."No,I’m single,”hesays.Sincewhenheissingle?Maybeaccordingto

HomeAffairs."Lies!Youhaveayellowshortie,"Isay.Ntandoputsherhandupdismissingwhat

Ijustsaid."Ifaguysaysheissingleitreallymeansheissingle.”Okay,I’llfocusonmyfood.She

isnotgivinghim anytimetobreath,sheisaskingquestionafterquestionandheisanswering

allofthem gladly."DinnerwasniceNtando,theeboyfriend,"hesaysdivertinghiseyestome.I

lookaway.Can’theleavealready?"It'sapleasuredear,letmegomakeacall.”Shetakesher

cellphoneanddisappearstoherroom.Sheisleavingmewithhim?Unbelievable!"Pleasewalk

meoutMaShenge,”hesays.Thisissimple,Yangomuhledon'toverreact."Afteryousir,"Isay

gettingoffthechair.Thereisalittlefrownonhisface,hedidn'texpectmetoagreesoeasily.

“Ladiesfirst,”hesays.Istopandfixalookonhim."I'm walkingyouout,nottheotherway

around.”Hetakesinthesightofmyfaceforasecondthenleadsthewayout."Okaybyenow,"I

say,stoppingafterthedoor.Hedoesn'tlooksatisfied.DidhethinkI'dwalkhim allthewaytohis

car?"Thankyou,"hesays.Inodandturntowalkbackinside,buthishandgrabsmyarm.

"MaShenge…”Ilookathim withmyjawsgrounded.“Iwilllisten,anytimeyouneedmeto,”he

says.Iwanttosaysomethingbutwordsarestuckonmythroat.Iswallowthem backandnod

myhead."Don'tbealone,youdon'thaveto.I'm here,wheneveryouneedsomeonetotalkto.”

Heputshishandonmineasifheispassingmesomestrengthandletsgoofmyarm and

leaves.ItakeahugebreathbeforeIwalkbackinside.NtandoisSosha'snewfan.Shestarted

followinghim oneverysocialplatformsandIgettohearabouteverydetailofhissocialupdates.

-"YourSoshawentoutwithhisbrother,youshouldseehowhandsometheylooked."Hehas

becamemySosha.Idon'tknowhowIgotownershipofafullgrownmanwithprotruding

browridgeandbighead.Arguingwithherislikewastingmypreciousbreath.Sheisthegreat

Makhosiwhospentthreeyearsunderthewaterwithsnakesandhippos.Sheisspiritualgifted

andancestralconnected.Sheseestheunseenandunfoldsthefuture."Youguyswillbe

together,heistheoneforyou,"shesaidafterconnectingwithherancestors.Soshaisjustmy

boss,whom Ienjoyhisabsenceatthebakerysomuch.Ihaven'tseenhim inthelasttwoweeks.

Amandasaidheisbusywithotherprojects.Idon'tknowwhatthoseprojectsarebutmayGod

pleasedelaytheirprocessAmen.WhenheisnotaroundIfeellikeIcanbreathe.Idon'thave

anyonepenetratinganduncoveringmewithhiseyes.TodayIreceivedmyfirstsalaryfrom JC

Bakers.DoyourememberwhenIsignedthecontractandbraggedabouthowgoodmysalaryis

goingtobe?WellIdidn'tevengetanewjeanoutofthatgoodsalary.IsentR1000homeforthe

groceryandR500formybrothersnewschooluniform andpocketmoney.Mbusonolongereat

lunchservedathisschool.Ifhedoesn’thavepocketmoneyhegoesthewholedayhungry.

Apparentlyheistoooldtoholdqueuesforsoupandricebutheisonly16yearsold.Ihadtopay

halfoftherentandcontributetowardsthegrocery.Ntandohasdonealotforme,Ishouldmeet

herhalfwaynow.I’m leftwithlessthanR1000.Ihavetobuycosmetics,domyhairandsavefor

thetaxifare.Damn,IwassupposedtobuyAmandasomething.Alittlegifttothankherfor

gettingmethejob.Sheistheonewhoputinagoodwordforme,Cynthiaandherfellows

weren’tevengoingtoconsiderme.It'stheendofthemonth,peoplearesmilingfrom eartoear,

exceptme.Ihaveapoundingheadache.I’m applyingallMathsstrategiesandsequencestrying

tobalancemyexpensesandaccountbalance.Nothingbalances,Ineedmoremoney.Igoto

SparandbuyFerreroRocherchocolateforAmanda.I’m sweatingasIgivethecashierawhole



R100foralousychocolate.That’s10kgriceand2kgsugar.WhenIgetbackNtandoisalready

dressedup.Sheisgoinghomefortheweekend."Youshouldlearnhowtodrive,ifyouhad

licenceIwould'veleftthecarforyou,”shesays.Thisisthethirdtimesheistellingmeabout

learningtodrive.IthoughtwhenIgetthejobI'dregisteratthedrivingschoolbutIdon'tseethat

happeninganymore."Idon'thaveanywheretogo,soit'sfine,”Isay."Comeon,getAmandaor

Soshatotakeyoutotheirfancyparties,"shesays."Nothankyou.Idon'twishtomeetthat

Sabeloguyagain."Herphonebeeps!Shereadsthemessagewithawidesmileonherface.

"Saneleissomethingelse,"shesaysshakingherhead.Justincaseyouarewondering,theyare

stillnotdating.Thepoorguyisstillwritingsweetmessages,promisingherearth,rivers,valleys

anddams."Whatishesaying?"Iask."It'salongpoem.”Wow!Apoem,that’swonderfulright?

Supervisorslashpoet.Ihelpherwiththebagsandwalkhertothecar.It’ssadseeingherleave.

IwishIwasgoinghometoo,Imissthem butthetimeisnotright.I'm alone,watchingTVwitha

packetofLaysonmychest.I’m notgoingtocook,Iwilleatbreadandsleep.Myphonerings

somewhereonthecouch,Icanbecarelessattimes.Ifinditwhenthecallerisabouttodrop.It's

mymother."Hellomama,"Ianswer."HaloYangomuhlehowareyou?"Ispoketohertwohours

agoandtoldherI'm doingfine.Sheissomethingelse."I'm fineMa,"Isay."EyymntanamiI

boughtsomanythingsforthehouseandforgottobuyelectricity.It’s0.00here,Idon'teven

knowhowI'm goingtocook."JustwhenIthoughtIdidenoughforthem!"OkaygiveMbusothe

phone,IwillsendR50electricity,”Isay.Ihavetocancelmyhair,it’snotthatimportant,Icanjust

washwithNtando'sshampoo."Yohthankyoubaby,Idon'tknowwhatIwouldhavedone.Your

fatherboughtcementandblockswithhisgrant.""ItisfineMama,Iwillsenditnow,"Isay."If

youcansendR10MTNtoo,Iwanttocallyouraunt."Ialsodon'thaveairtime,butIcan'tsayno

toher.AfterthecallIsendR50electricityandherairtime.SometimesIwonderhowitwouldbe

likeifIhadasiblingolderthanme.Beingtheeldestisnoteasywhenyourparentsarenot

financialstable.HowwouldmylifebeifIdidn'thavetheresponsibilitiesthatIhave?MaybeI'd

beinvarsity,ifnotworkingtosavemoneyforit.GrowingupIwantedtobeanurse.Therewasa

timewhenIresearchedabouttheprofession.Ihadalistofavailablecollegesandfees

quotations.MymothernearlyfaintedwhenItoldherhowmuchwasneededinorderformeto

study."Fifteendozenrand???"Notdozens,shemeantthousands."YesMamaR15000,"Isaid.

"Somuchmoney!Yangomuhleyouknowoursituation."Shewasright,Iknewnomatterhow

muchmyfatherhadsaveditstillwouldn'tbeenough.Herenovatedourhomewithhis

retirementpackageandaddedhiscows.YouknowZulumenandcows.Butheleziloveshis

cows.Hewassad,hewantedtosellsomeofthem butItoldhim itwasalright.Iwasn'tthefirst

tofinishmatricandlookforthejobafterwards.Iacceptedmylifeandmadeavow.Mbusois

goingtobethefirstButhelezitogetadegree.Hewillgotouniversity,nomatterhowtough

thingsgetIwillfulfilthatpromise.Nowit's7deLaan,ItakemyphoneandlogonFacebook.

TrustmeIhavenothingagainstwhitepeople,theirsoapieisnice.MyAfrikaansdoesn'tgo

beyondboerwors,vat’nsitandvetkoek.Oh,howcanIforgettheNationalAnthem Afrikaans

verses?I'm notthatbadafterall.I'm scrollingdownthenewsfeedlikingandcommentingfor

thosewhodothesameforme.FacebookislikeastokvelyoulikemypostsIlikeyoursback.

ThereisnothingformahalainSouthAfrica,notevenFacebookreactions.Itonlyhappensto

celebrities.ThereisthisgirlwhosharedapostofKwenzaMdletshe.Apparentlyhesent



umembesotohisfiancé’s.Histimelineisfloodedwithpicturesofthem wearingmatching

outfits,smiling.Heishappy,everythingisokay.Hedoesn'thaveapasthecaresabout.Lifeis

good,heforgot.Myhandsaretrembling,myarmpitsareitching,Iwanttocommentunderthe

picturesbutIdon'tknowwhattosay.Heisalsointhecommentsectionreplyingtothe

comments.Myphonehasbeenringingforalmosttenminutes.Myhandsarefrozen,Ican't

reachtoit.Ihateeverymomentofmylife."Yangaitdoesn'tmeanyouareweak,"Ihear

Ntando'svoiceinmyhead.Am Inotweak?It'sbeeneightyearssinceithappened.IfIwas

strongIwould'veforgottenaboutitandmovedon.Iwouldbehappy,likeheis."Whyareyouso

angry?"heasksagain.Thistimeheisnotstandingbetweenthecakes’aisles,heisonmymind,

histhickeyebrowsarearchedoverhisprotrudingbrowridge.Hisvoiceishunted,dolefuland

pleadingwithme.-I'm angrybecausemyvoicehasbeenshut.-I'm angrybecauseIcriedforhelp

buthelpdidn'tcryforme.-I'm angrybecausehedoesn'tcareaboutwhathedid.-I'm angry

becauseItooktheblame.-I'm angryatmymother,butmostlyI'm angryattherulesthatdeprive

metherighttobeangryather.Sheshould'vefoughtforme.Sheshould'vetookmysideand

toldmyfather.Myfatherwould'vefoughtforme,hewould'vestoodupforme."Youwantyour

fathertodivorceme?"sheasked.Istilldon'tunderstandhowmysituationwould'veledto

divorce,howeverIdidn'twantthatformybrothers.“Isthereanyoneinside?”screamsthevoice

outside.Idon'tknowwhenthepersonstartedknocking.I'vebeenstaringatnothing,totally

absentminded.Iopenandfindtwosecurityguardsstandingatthedoor."Hello,"Igreetinalow,

unsteadyvoice.Theygreetmebackandaskifeverythingisokay.Ntandosentthem,Iguess

sheistheonewho'sbeencallingmyphone.Theydon'twanttoleave,Ihavetoletthem inand

showthem I'm justwatchingTV.IcallNtandoback.Sheisangry,Iapologiseandtellher

everythingisfine.Sheisnotsatisfied,shedropsthecallandmakesavideocall.Icanlieto

anyonebutnother,ItellheraboutKwenza’sumembesopictures."Gotomyroom,insidemy

closetandtakeabottleofwine,”shesays.WTF!"Areyouserious?"I'm shocked."Yesthereisa

bottleofwineIboughtlastweek,’shesays."I'm notaskingifyou’resureit'sthere,I’m askingif

youseriouslyhidabottleofwinefrom me.Ntandosincewhenwedon'tshare?"Isay.She

laughsuncontrollably.Ikeepmyfaceasstraightaspossible.Unbelievable!"ReallyHazel?"Isay.

Hazelishersecondname,hermeansofderegisteringitfailed."Fuckthatname,I’m givingyou

mybabyandyou'recallingmethat?”Ababy,really?Ifindmyselflaughing,ifthereisonething

shedoeseffortlesslyitismakingmesmile.Sheismysister,friendandsmilekeeper.Idon't

enjoydrinkingalonebuttonightI'lldoit.Gettingdrunkwilldrivemetosleep,whichIdesperately

needrightnow.WhenIwakeupinthemorningthereisanemptybottleofwinenexttome.If

thisdoesn'tmakemeadrunkardIdon'tknowwhatwill.Whosleepswithabottleonbed?

Cuddlingalcoholbottles,reallyYanga?Itakealong,warm bathandwearmytracksuit.Icomb

andtiemyhairintoaknotattheback.IhavenoideawhatI'm goingtodothewholedayalone.I

makehotchutneyandeatwithtoastedslicesofbreadandblacktea.Myheadispounding,

hangoveriskillingme.IcallButhelezi,Ididn'tspeaktohim yesterday,theysaidheisgonetothe

riverwithhiscows.Idon'tknowwhohelovesmorebetweenus,hiskidsandJamlude.When

Jamludeissickhealsogetssick,that'showconnectedheistohiscows."UDangadanga

unenxebaelibikabi,"hesaysrightinthemiddleofourconversation.Idon'tevenknowwhich

cowisDangadanga.IonlyknowJamludebecausesheistheeldestfamilycow.Iwasthirteen



yearswhenshewasborn."Ohthat'sbad,"Isayfakingsympathy."Ihavetocleanitbeforeit

affectshiswholeleg."Nowthisisboring.It'sjustacow,thewoundwillhealitself."Ohmyword,

thepanisburning!"Iscream."Shengee???""Mypot!I'llcallyoulater,”Isay."Okaymntanami,

don’tburnyourselfthere.”Ican'ttalkaboutcowsthewholeday,theydon'ttalkaboutme

either…Okaythat'sstupid,butthepointisIdon'twanttotalkaboutcows.Ntando'sphonecallis

nobetterthanmyfather’s.SheisalsotellingmeaboutSanele.Ilikehim,heboughtmea

necklacelastweek.ButIcan'thavehim forbreakfast,lunchandsupper.Theyarenoteven

datingyet.IlogonFacebookhopingforjuicystories.Thegirlhaspostedagain.Thistimeshe

taggedKwenzaMdletsheandwrote:CityViewthings#ShopTillYouDrop.Idon'tknowwhothis

girlisbutsheisaMdletshe,Iguesssheisarelative.IlogoutandquicklycallNtando.Aflame

ofangerjustwokeinsideme."Missmealready?"sheaskswhensheanswers.Thephoneis

balancedonmyshoulder,I'm tyingshoelaceswithmyhands."ThisdogisinCityViewshopping

withhisrelatives.”"Whatareyoutalkingabout?"sheasks."KwenzaMdletsheisparadingthe

shopswithallhisteethout,havingagoodtime.It’snice,lifeisnicetohim.”Igrabmypurseand

takeR50fortaxifare.Whyhaven'tIboughtagun?Ireallyneedit."Yangawhatareyoudoing

there?"Sheisstillonthephone?"I'm goingtothemotherfucker.Iwanthim torememberwhat

hedid,ifhedoesn’trememberonhisownI'm goingtohelphim.""Yangadon'tdoanything

stupid,"shebegs.It'snotsomethingstupid,heneedstoremember."Yangomuhle!"sheyells.I

dropthecallandwalkout.Ineedtoknowtheirexactlocation.Icommentunderthepostasking

thegirlwheretheyare.Shestartsbyreactingwithloveonthecommentandthenreplies.That’s

howcarelesspeopleareonsocialnetworks,shedoesn’tevenknowmebutsheisgivingmeher

location.It'sbeenalmostsixyearssinceIlastsawhim butwhenmyeyeslandonhisfaceI

knowit'shim.Heissmilingwiththecashier."Hello,"Igreet.Theylookatme.Thereisalittle

confusioninhiseyes."I'm heretoseeyou,"Isay.Hefrowns."Andyouare?"Afterthatquestion

I'm notsurewhathappened.Iwantedtoanswerhim butangerdriedmyvoice.TheonlythingI

wasabletodowastopicktheitemsonthecounterandsmashthem onhisface."Callthe

police!"Ihearsomeoneyelling.Therearetwosecurityguardsholdingme.Thestoremanageris

talkingtohim,theyarehelpinghim.I'm thecrazyone.Thebadone,asalways.Theyleadmeto

thebackroom andgrillmewithquestions.Ihavenothingtosaytothem."LetherbeMoyana,

thepolicewillmakehertalk,"onesays.TheotheroneassumesthatI'm thecrazyex-girlfriend,

theyarelaughinganddiagnosingmewithmentalillnesses.Iletthem talkandnotdisturbthem.

WhenthedooropensI'm readytobecuffedandkickedbypolice'sboots.Butit'snotthepolice.

"MrCele!"Theyknowhim,theotheronehastakenoffhishattorespecthispresence."I'm here

totakeher,"hesays.Theystandstill,staringathim.Hesignalsformetogetoffthechair,then

looksatthem."Ihavespokentoyourmanager,sheisgoinghome.”Hetakesmyhandandleads

meout.Everyone’seyesareonthecrazygirlwhoattackedhisex-boyfriend.Theawkward

silenceinthecardrivesmetosleep.Iopenmyeyeswhenthecarstopsmoving.Idon't

recognisewhereIam.Ilookatthepersonnexttometheneverythingdawnsback.IwenttoCity

ViewandattackedKwenzaMdletsheinsidethestore.Inearlygotarrested,hecameoutof

nowhereandsavedme.“Whydidyousaveme?”Iask."Ntandocalledme,sheaskedmetogo

fetchyou.”Ishould'veknownitwasNtando."Whydidyoucome?"Iask.Hehasavacantlookon

hisface.Iglareathim waitingforananswer."Whydidyousaveme?"Irepeatinanetchedvoice.



Ittakeshim almosttwominutestoreply."Ntandoaskedmeto,”hesays.Istraightenmyselfup

andfoldmyarms."YoulistentoNtando?Sheisyourcoach?"Iask.Hegivesmedirecteye

contactwithminimalblinking.Whyareyousoangry?-That'swhathemustbeaskingwithout

voicingout.WeareinMorningside,parkedoutsideacertainhouse.Igivearictusgrinandstare

outsidethewindow."Let'sgoinside,"hesays.Ilookathim,infrequentlyblinkingmyeyes."I

don'tlivehere,takemetoNtando'splace,"Isay."Ineedtosortsomestuffregardingthestore

drama."Storedrama?WasitliketheSouthAfricanparliamentwheretheEFFmemberspunch

theANCmembers?Igivehim anicystare,mylipsaretrembling."Yousaiddrama?"Iask."I

havetocontactthestoreandseewhatcanbedone.”Heiswithdrawingfrom hisoriginal

statement."Whyareyousavingme?"Iaskforthesecondtime."BecauseIneedyouatthe

bakeryonMonday,"hesays.Goodboss,hey.Heistakingcareofhisemployeesevenon

weekends."CanwegoinsidethehouseMaShenge?"heasks.Isavemybreathandgetoutof

thecar.Weareinfrontofagigantic,double-storeyhouse.TheAfricanchild'sdream house,the

onewepointedoutfrom magazinesaskidsandscreamed-'ThisIsMyHouse’.Wewerenot

warnedthattheonlytimewewouldbeinsidethosekindofhousesiswhenwemopthefloors

andmakingcoffeeformadam.Wewereyoung,uninformedandsoldwithdreams.Heclearshis

throatbehindme.Itakemyeyesoffthehouseandlookathim embarrassed.Poorruralgirl

staringatthehouselikeit'salittleheaven."Let'sgoinside,"hesays.Idon'tknowifthissoft

brownruglaidonthedoorstepaccommodatesmycheapshoes.HeleadsmetowhatIthinkis

thelivingroom ofthehouse.It’sbiggerthanmybrothers'room andminecombined.Thefloors

aregleamingwithspotlesssilence.Thereisafresh,sweetscentfrom theflowerstuckedinside

thevaseontopofaglasscoffee-table."CanIgetyouanything?"heasks.Icoulddowithaglass

oficyjuice,butIdon'twanttoacceptmorethanwhathehasoffered.Idon'twanttobe

comfortable,Iwanthim todowhathewantstodoandtakemehome.Wewillmeetagain

Monday,asabossandemployee."Nothing,thankyou,"Isay.Ihearhisfootstepsdescending

andrelaxmybackonthecouch.It'sabigleathercouchthatcouldfitmywholefamily.Thereis

aflatscreenonthewall.Atthefarendthereisabookcase,neatlystockedwithdocuments.

Therearepicturesonthewall,familypicturesIassume.AfterawhileIhearfootstepscoming

nearerandturnmyhead.It’shim withaglassofjuiceandsliceofcakeonasaucer.Heputsit

ontopofthecoffee-table."IsaidIdon'twantanything,"Isay."Surelyyouneedadrinkafter...."

Fuckhim,againandagain!WhyhehastotellmewhatIneed?YesIneedadrink,butwhyhe

predictedthatforme?"Soshayouthinkyouknoweverything.Maybeyouknowcakesand

expensiveshoesbutyoudon'tknowme.Youdon'tknowwhatIneed.Youcan’tsaveme,you

can’tlistentome.Youcannotdoathingforme.Youdon'tevenknowmysecondname,you

don'tknowwhereIcomefrom.Youdon'tknowanything,exceptthisfancylifeofyours.STOP

TELLINGMEWHATINEED!”Hedoesn'tlookshakenup,heislookingatmethesamewayhe

didatthebakery.Ishould'veshoutedlouder."YesIdon'tknowyoubutsometimesstrangersare

theoneswholistenandunderstand.Idon'thavetobeyourfamilyorfriend,Icanjustbeyour

shouldertocryon.”Thisguyistooforwardformyliking,heisworsethanSomizi."WhosaidI

needashouldertocryon?"Iask."Saidthebrokennessandangerinyourvoice,the

hopelessnessinyoureyes,”hesays.Thisisit,I'm leaving."MaShenge!"Heisfollowingme

behind."Don'tcallmeMaShenge,Idon'tknityourmother'spetticoats,"Isnapathim.Hishand



grabsmywaist.Didheputhishandonme?Ilookwhereheisholdingmewithmyeyes

narrowed.Heremoveshishandimmediately."Youneedhelp,"hesays.Ifrown,tearsareabout

toescape.Whoishe?"I'm listening,"headds."WhosaidIneedyoutolisten?"Iask."Closeyour

eyes,”hesays.Closemyeyes?Hewantstodrugme.HaveyouseenthemoviesorreadAfrican

diaries?HumantraffickingisrealandIrefusetobekidnappedwithmyeyesclosed."MaShenge

closeyoureyes,”hesaysinadifferenttone.Iexhaleandclosethem.Hebetternottryanything

funny."Takeadeepbreath,adeeponefrom thedepthsofyoursoul,"heinstructs.Idrawsome

airinandexhaleasdeepasmylungscanallowme.Hedoesn'ttellmewhentoopenthem,Ijust

doandlookathim."Whyareyousoangry?"heasks.Histhickeyebrowsarearchedoverhis

protrudingbrowridge.Hisvoiceishunted,dolefulandpleading."Whydoyoucare?"Iask.He

rubshisforeheadwithafinger,hiseyesarerunningalloverthewalls."Ifyouanswerthat,Iwill

tellyouwhyI'm angry,"Isay.Hetakesaminuteprocessinghisreply."I'm interestedinyou,”he

says.Iliftmyeyebrowup,heneedstobreakthis'interest'hehasindetails.“I'm listening,”Isay.

Heexhalesandrubshishandstogether.Nowthisisfunny,helooksuncomfortableandshaken

up.I’m scaringthewholeSoshaCele."Look,Ilovebeingaroundyou.Iwanttogettoknowyou

betterandmaybeprovetoyouthatI'm notarrogant,”hesays.Idon'tunderstandhowheloves

beingaroundme,I'vebeensnappingathim everytimehecomesnearme.Idon'tremembera

singledaythatIwas100%nicetohim."Ifeltitwhenyousaidyou'reproudofme.Youarethe

firsttoever…You'reagoodpersonMaShenge,”hesays.Oh,Ithoughthewasnotpleased.And

whatdidhewanttosay,I'm thefirsttoeverdowhat?"Doyourealisethatit'snotalwaysgoing

tobefamilyorclosefriendswhomakeadifferenceinyourlife?Ifyouhavewordsthatcanbuild

apersonspeakthosewords.Ifyouhaveearstolistenlendthoseearstosomeone,"hesays.I

seehim overtheangerbottleddowninmyheart.HeisnotabadpersonthatIpaintedhim tobe.

Iwalkbackandsitonthecouch.Hefollowsmeandstandsnexttome."Formeit'sdifferent,I

don'twantastrangertolisten.Iwantmymothertolistenandhearthatitwasn'tmyfault,"Isay.

"Makeherlistenthen."Hemakesitsoundssoeasy."Shewon’tandImustmakepeacewithit.

ButI'm stubbornandnottoostrongtoforgivethesituation.”Heexhalesandtakesaseat.A

minuteofsilencepasses,wearebothwrappedinthoughts."CanIaskyouafavour?"Idon'tdo

favours.“No,”Isay."It'snotabigfavourtrustme,"hesays."No!"Ishakemyhead.Hesighsin

defeat."Fine,drinkyourjuice.”Idon'tfighthim thistime,Ireachforaglassandtakeasip.It'san

icyorangejuice,justwhatIneeded."Youarebeautiful,"hesaysrandomly.Ichokeonthejuice

andlaugh.Ishetryingtoscoresomepoints?"Whereisyouryellowshortie?"Iask.Hemassages

hisforeheadwithafinger."Idon'townayellowshortie,"hesays.Reallynow?I'm notstupid,he

hasayellowshortie."Isshegoingtobehappyifshefindsmehere?"Iask.Hegivesaminimal

eyecontactandtakesasauceronthecoffee-tableandputsitonmylap."Thisismyhouse

MaShenge.Pleasehaveapiece,thisismyfavouritecake,”hesays.Itakeaforkanddigasmall

piece.Wedon'thavethesametaste,IpreferSpardoughnutsoverthis.Aftertoleratingthe

secondpieceIputtheforkdown."Yousaidwearecomingheresothatyoucansortthestore

drama,”Iremindhim.Itseemslikehehasforgotten,thisisturningintoavisit."Ihavesortedit

out,”hesays.Oh,thatwasfast.Iputtheglassandsaucerbackonthecoffee-table.It’snothow

IwasraisedbutIdon'tknowwherethekitchenofthishouseis."Weshouldgo,"Isaystanding

up.Helooksatmeandremainsonthecouch."Sosha!"Icall."Let'shangout,youwillgolater,”



hesays.NowheisbeingSmartypants."NoIwanttoleave,"Isay.Hemumblessomething

beforestandingup.IknowmywaytothemaindoorsoItakelead."Thedoorislocked,"hesays

behindme.Hisarm goesovermyshouldertothedoorhandle.I'm holdingmybreath,his

cologneisfillingmylungs.IfeelalittlebitdizzylikeI'm goingtofaint.Heunlocksthedoorbut

insteadofpullingithepullsmeandturnsmetofacehim."Givemeyourwords,Iwillgiveyou

myears.Letusbestrangerswhostrengtheneachother,”hesays.Hiseyesarepenetratingright

throughmeandtheyarecarryingthemeaningofeachwordheutters."MaShengepleasegetto

knowmealittlebetter,I'm notabadperson,”hebegs.Iclearmythroat,Idon'ttrustmyvoice."I

neversaidyouareabadperson,”Isay."ArethereanyCelesinNdulinde?"heasks.Myeyes

widen,howdoesheknowNdulinde?"IsawyourCV,"hesaysbeforeIcouldask.Ohsillyme!

"Thereareafew,maybethreeortwo,”Isay.Henodsandbiteshislip.Istillrememberhowhis

lipstastedlikebuthavepushedthatmemoryaside,heismyboss.Ireachforthedoorandturn

thehandle.Ineedtogetoutofhere.Hedoesn'tstopme,helocksthehouseandfollowsmeto

thecar.Hekeepsstealingglancesatme.Ifeeluncomfortable,Idon'tknowifit'shim orthe

songsheisplaying.WhyishenotplayingDrakelikeotherguys?IlikeAdele,butthismomentI

feellikethemessageisdirectedtome:YOUNEVERKNOW IFYOUNEVERTRY,TOFORGIVE

YOURPASTANDSIMPLYBEMINE.IDAREYOUTOLETMEBEYOUR,YOURONEANDONLY.

Canhedriveabitfaster?Theatmosphereinthiscarissuffocatingme.Hestartshummingand

dancingwithhishead.Idon'twanttobeanassjudgelikeRandallfrom SAIdols,always

criticisingpeople'stalent,soI'm onlygoingtoclearmythroatatthisdancingandzipmymouth.

HedecidestomakethingsworseandsingsalongwiththeiconicAdele.FineIwillbeRandall,

justthisonce."SoshaletVusiNovarepresentsyouandfocusonthecakes,"Isay.Hebreaks

intolaughter.I’m notsureI'veseenhim laughthismuchbefore."Howoldareyou?"Iaskwhen

hefinallystoplaughing.Hegrinsandlowersthemusicvolume."I'm 6yearsolderthanyou,”he

says.IdomyMaths,heis29years.Idon'twanttoaskhowheknowsmyage,hehasmy

documents."Howoldwereyouwhenyoufinishedschool?"Iask."Ididn'tfinishschool.”His

eyesarefocusedontheroad.Ihavecockedmyheadtotheside,I’m staringatthesideofhis

face.Itdoesn'tshowthatheiskidding.Howcomeheissosuccessfulbutdidn'tfinishschool?

MaybeI'm alsointerestedinknowinghim better."Whatdoyoumeanyoudidn'tfinishschool?""I

droppedoutatgradeeleven,”hesays.Hisvoiceiskeptgenuineandalmostbelievably."Nice

one,"Isay,showingdisbelief.Heletsoutashortchuckle."Idon'thavematricMaShenge.”Heis

serious,mytinyeyesareallpoppedout."Why?"Iask."MaShengeIjusttoldyouthatIdropped

outatgradeeleven,”hesays.Ican'tbelieveI'm moreeducatedthanhim.Cynthiaandhercrew

dissedmyqualification-lessCVwhereasthepersonpayingtheirsalariesdoesn’tevenhavea

matric."Thenhowdidyoubecomesuccessfullikethis?"Iask.MaybeIcanstealafewtipsand

openmyownbakeryaswell."Afterdroppingoutofschoolmyfathersentmetomy

grandmother'shouse.Shewasgiftedwithbrains,shehadnoacademicqualificationsbutshe

wasdoingbetterthanalotofpeople.Shewasabaker,shebakedscones,birthdaycakes,

breadsandmanyotherthings.WhenIgotthereshetoldmethatayikhoinkomoyobuthongo.

Everymorning,winterorsummer,wewouldwakeupat3am andstartbaking.Shewasano-

nonsensetaker,shedidn'tmindwhoopingmyass."Heissmilingashenarratesthestory.Ican

hearhowmuchheadoredhisgrandmother.Eventheass-whoopingpartamuseshim.Unlikeme,



sometimesIgetemotionalwhenIthinkaboutthebeatingIgotasachild.Icannotcount,itwas

almosteveryday."Ithoughtshedidn'tlikemeuntilIrealisedhowusefulshemademefeel.She

didn'tcareaboutmyMathsandPhysics.ShediedwhenIwaseighteen.Istartedworkingin

differentbakeriesbetweeneighteenandtwenty-one.""Wherewereyourparents?"Iask."They

livedinRichard'sBaywithmysiblings,wedidn'tgetalong.Iwasrebelliousanddumbatschool."

Heisnotsmilinganymore.Thismakesmequestionhisrelationshipwithhisparents."Bayede

helpedmewiththecapitalwhenhestartedworking.Iboughttheequipmentandstartedbaking

formyself.Itwasnoteasy,especiallyformeasaguy,Ilookedstupidtomanypeople.My

breakthroughcamewhenIwas26years,Bayedegotmeabuildingdeal.Iboughtitandnamedit

JustinCeleBakers,therestishistory."Wow!Ithoughthehaditeasy.Hehascametoofar,he

workedhardtobewhereheistoday.Hedriveswithonehand.Guesswhatheisdoingtothe

otherhand?Heisbitinghisnails,awhole29yearoldbitingnails.Hisfaceispuffedup.Heisno

longertheSoshaI'm usedto,thepersistentnosyone.WearriveinWestridgeintotalsilence,

eachisabsorbedintoownmisery.Ithankhim andgetoutofthecar.Iwalkinsidethebuilding

withouttakingasingleglanceback.TheearlierepisodeofKwenzaMdletsheisnolongerinmy

mind,infactIdon'tcarewhetherheissentumembesoornot.Somethingelseistroublingme,I

justcan'tpointitout.Ntandohasleftmeseveralvoicemessages.Isendherashorttextletting

herknowthatI'm okay.I'llcallherwhenI'm readytotalk,rightnowI'm confused.Ipourwaterin

aglassandgulpitdown.I'm restless.Ican'tsitdown,Ifeellikepacingupanddown.Thisjacket

ishot,Itakeitoffandtieitaroundmywaist.No,Ican'tfightthisanymore.Imakemywaytothe

windowandlookdownattheparkingarea.Hiscarisstillthere.DeepdowninmyheartI

expectedhim nottoleave,Ididn'twanthim to.Iholdmyneckandgroanoutloud.Iwanttobe

therewithhim.Amanda’schocolate!RememberIpaidarm andlegforachocolategift.Why

don'tIgiveittohim andaskhim todeliverittoAmanda?Musicisplayingsoftlyinsidethecar.I

knockonthewindow,thedooropens,Igetinsideandcloseit.It'sawkward,wearejuststaring

ateachother."CanyoutakethistoAmandaforme?"Iaskafteramoment.Hetakesitandputs

itonthedashboard.Myeyesareonhisturnedface,I'm tryingtoreadhisexpression."Areyou

okay?"heasks,stillnotlookingatme."Idon'tknow.Areyouokay?"Heturnshiswanfacetome,

Ifailtolookathim intheeyes."I'm notokayMaShenge,”hesays."Isitbecauseofyourpast?"I

ask.Hemoistenshislipswithhistongue,Ilookawaybeforemyintestinesfreeze.Hishandlifts

upmyfingers.Iturnmyeyestohim,heisstaringatme.Hehastakenfullownershipofmyhand.

I’m notcomfortable,Ican'tbreatheproperly."I'm notokaybecauseofyou,"hesays.Ididn't

expectthisanswer.Idon'twanthim toexplainfurther,Ijustwanttogetoutofthiscar."Itdidn't

takemeasecondtoknowthatIhavefeelingsforyou.I’m confessing,Ihavefeelingsforyou.

NgiyakuthandaMaShenge."Ipullmyhandawayandshutmyeyes.Nohecan'tloveme.Idon't

wanthim to.Icanfeelhiseyespiercingthroughmyskin."Beingwithoutyouisnotanoption,"he

says.Iopenmyeyesandlookathim.Whatisthatsupposedtomean?"YouhavetobeaCele,”

hesays.Haveto?I'vebeengiventhe‘haveto’dutiesallmylife.IrefusetoletaguyI'veknown

foramonthtotellmewhatIhavetodo."Don'tevertellmewhatIhavetodo,okay?"Isaywith

myeyesnarrowed.Heshakeshisheadandholdsmyhandagain."I'm notmakingdemands,I'm

pleading.”Itdidn'tsoundlikeapleathough,hewasdemanding.Itakeadeepbreath,Ineedto

tellhim thisinacalm manner."I'm notgoingtodateyouSosha.Firstlyyouaremyboss,



secondlyIdon'thavefeelingsforyou."Hegivesmealongstare,heisbarelyblinking."Whydid

youcomeback?"heasks.Thequestionthrowsmeoffguard,Ilookathim slack-jawed.

"MaShengewhydidyoucomeback?"heasksagain.Iclearthedustoffmythroat,Ineeda

bottleofwine."ForAmanda'schocolate,"Isay.Thereisalookonhisface,Ican'tdescribeit.

"WellI'm notaliar,IstayedbecauseIwashopingyou’dcomeback,andyoudid,”hesays.The

firstlinedoesn’tsitswellwithme.I'm notlying,partofthereasonIcamebackwastobring

Amanda'schocolate.Tellinghalfofthetruthisnotlying.Maybeit'stimeformetosaygoodbye

"Thankyouforeverythingyoudidformetoday,Iappreciateit.SeeyouMonday.”"MaShengewe

arestilltalking,”hesays.Iopenthedoorandclimboutofthecar."ByeSosha,"Isay."Fuckyou!"

Hereversesthecarandspeedsofflikeamaniac.Iholdmybreathforaminute.Godplease

protectsthisfool.

Chapter5IlieonbedandsendNtandoatext.Shecallsimmediately."NtombikaDingiswayo

guesswhatjusthappened?”Ihearhertakingadeepsighlikeafrustratedperson."Soshatexted

me,IknowyouassaultedKwenzainsidethestore,”shesays.Urgh!Thatdogdeservedmore

thanthatbutI'm nottalkingaboutthatrightnow."Didhetextyouagaintotellyouhejust

insultedme?"Iask."What?”Sheisshocked.IthoughttheywereBFFs."Yep,hegavemea'fuck

you'andspedofflikeamaniac.Iwouldn'tbesurprisedtohearthatheisinvolvedinacar

accidentsomewhere.”"Whatdidyoudotohim?"sheasks.OhI’m theonewhodidsomethingto

him,I’m alwaysthebadguy."IonlysaidgoodbyeSosha,"Isay.Thinkingaboutitmakesme

laugh.Helookedsoangry,hewasnotbreathingfire,firewasbreathinghim."Yangadoyou

realisethatyouarehurtinghim?"AuntyNtandothough!"BysayinggoodbyeSosha?"Iask

laughing."Helovesyouandyoucanseethattoo,”shesays."NobabeIdon'tseeanything.Ijust

seemybosswhoistoofriendly,"Isay."Heisnottoofriendly,heisinlovewithyou.WhenI

calledhedroppedeverythinganddrovetoCityView.ThisguyisrichYanga,heisactually

stoopingdowntoourlevelbybeingfriendly.Heshouldbesomewherewithotherrichpeople,

minglingwithlevels.ButhelovesMaShengeandyouareplayingwithhisfeelings."Isitup,this

phonecallistakinganotherdirection."Howam Iplayingwithhisfeelings?Itoldhim Idon'thave

feelingsforhim.I’venevergivenhim anymisleadingthought.""Youdon'thavefeelingsforhim?"

sheasks.Isenseabigargumentcomingwithherquestion."No,Idon't,”Isay.Myvoiceisn'ttoo

bold,whatiswrongwithme?"Whyareyouuncomfortablearoundhim?Imeanhewon'tbiteyou,

heisalwaysnice.Whywouldyoubeuncomfortablearoundhim ifyou'renothidinganything?"

DidItellyouthatshehasabigforehead?ShefailedAfrikaansatschoolaswell."Ntandoyou

areboring,"Isay.Sheburstsintolaughter.I’m soannoyed."Iwanttodie,I’m goingtoprayfor

Godtotakeustonight,"Isay,teasingher.“Whoah,whoisus?”sheasks.It'sfunnyhowshe

fearsdeath.IfGodwastheANCmembershewouldhavebribedhim longtimeagoandasked

forlifeextension."Meandyou,"Isay.Myvoiceishalfburiedwithlaughter."You'renuts.I'm only

goingtodiewhenI'm 90yearsold,inmysleep."Wow,nicechoiceofdeath.Iwonderwhat’sAids

goingtodoifeveryonewanttodieintheirsleep.Peoplewillbepeople,alwayslookingforthe



easywayout."Didyoucook...Holdonmymaniscalling!"Sheputsmycallonhold,thisisthe

firsttimeit'shappening.Whoishermanagain?YesterdaywhenIlastcheckedSanelewasstill

begging.Idon'tenjoylisteningtothisVodacom womantellingmethatmycallhasbeenputon

holdrepeatedly,Iendthecall.Iwillcallherlaterandhearthisoneout.Myphoneringsaftera

while.It’snother,Idon'trecognizethisnumber.YouknowhowIrollwithunknownnumbers.I

answerandkeepquiet."MaShenge,"Ohhellno!"Areyouthere?"Iswallownothingnessand

clearmythroat.Whyam Inervous?Nobodyscaresme,Icomefrom Ndulinde,Idrankwaterwith

thebulls.“Yes,”Isay."I'm sorryaboutearlier,"hesays.Ikeepquiet…I'm stillhurthao."Itook

thingsleft-handedly.Ididn'tmeantosaythattoyou,I'm sorry,”hesays.Itwasthefirsttimehe

saidsomethingbadtome,notevenanhourhaspassedandheisalreadyapologising.I'vebeen

horribletohim almosteverytimehegotaroundme."I'm notmadSosha,"Isay.Heisnotonthe

road,it'squietwhereheis.Idon'tthinkheisinhishousealready,notevenaplanecantravel

thisfast."MayIhaveachancetospeakwithyou?"heasks.Ntandoisright,thispersonis

stoopingdowntomylevel.Hecanhaveanygirlthathewants.Whyisheafterme?MaybeI

shouldfinishwhatIstartedattheparty,hewillgetwhathewantsandbackoff."Makesureyou

bringcondoms,"Isay."What???"Hesoundsappalled."Hopefullyafterthiswewillgetbackto

normal.Itwillbesexwithoutromance,"Isay."FuckitYangomuhle!Idon'twantmeaningless

sex.Idon'tevenwanttosleepwithyou.WhyareyounotgivingyourselfachancetoknowwhoI

am?"Heisangryagain.Thereissomuchragecarriedinhisvoice."Mylifeistoocomplicated,

don'tdothis,”Isay."Itdoesn'thavetobecomplicated.Pleaseallowyourselftoknowme,I'm

notabadperson.”Hisvoicehassoftened,heisnowbegging."Soshayouaremyboss,”Isay

softly.Whyam Imakingthislameexcuse?IsaidIdon'thavefeelingsforhim."I'm notjusta

boss,I’m ahumanbeingwithfeelingsandnocontrolonwhoIfallinlovewith,”hesays.This

phonecallisgoingtomakemedizzy.Ican'tthinkstraightnorbreatheproperly."NoSosha,"I

sayinalow,defeatedvoice.Isoundweakthanadyingpatientsayinghislastwords."I'm

comingtofetchyou,putwarm clotheson,”hesaysandendsthecall.Itakeapillowandslam it

againstthewall.Mymindisracing;-"Whydidn'tyousayno?"-"Flowinglikealiquid,whoare

you?"-"HejustcontrolledyouYanga,"DamnyouSoshaCele!Whatam Igoingtowear?Irushto

thebathroom andtakeashower.Warm clothes?Ismywhitepoloneckwarm?Ihisspacing

aroundtheroom withthephoneagainstmyear,Ntandoisnotpickingup,whendaysaredark

friendsarefew."Heybabe,"Ohfinally!"IneedhelpASAP.WhatcanIputonaswarm clothes?"

Sheknowseverythinginmywardrobefrom underwearstodresses.Wecomefrom thesame

village,eventhoughtheyrelocatedtoGroutvilleaftershefinishedhighschool.Wegrewup

together,wewereneighbours.Hermotherwasmyprimaryschoolteacher,herDadisafarmer.

Eventodaywhenwebuyclotheswestillfitandmodelinfrontofthemirror."Whatareyou

dressingupfor?"Answeringwithaquestion,pheew!"Soshasaidheiscomingtofetchme,"I

saymakingasilentprayer,beggingLordtohavemercy.Sheisgoingtodigthewholestory

beforehelping."Saywhat?Ohmyword,youaregoingforasleepover?"Gosh,sheissomething

else."No,wearenotdatingNtando,"Isay.Shestartslaughing.Timeisticking,Soshawillbe

hereanytime."NtandowhatmustIwear?"Iaskoutofpatience."Yourmatchingpantyandbra

andthatblackdresswithopenedback."Sighs!"Warm clothesNtando,warm!”Isay."Hewill

bringhiswarm cloth,”shesays.Thedirtinessinhervoice,Lordforgives!Isaygoodbyeandend



thecallbecausesheisuselessandoverjoyed.Blackpant,poloneckandblackboots.I’venever

beensounsatisfiedwithmylookbefore.I’m evenhavingsecondthoughts.Ishould'veputmy

footdownwhenhesaidhewascoming.It'stoolate,heisalreadyhere.Iwalktothecar,inmy

mindIcanseehiseyesstaringatmethroughwindow.Thethoughtofhiscoffee-browneyesset

onmemakemykneeskisseachother.Maybehehashisstellarsmileon,rubbingbetweenhis

thickarchedeyebrows.Noman,Ineedtosticktomyword.Idon'twantarelationship,heismy

boss.Takingmetocoldplacesmustn’tchangethat.Hewalkstotheothersideandopensthe

doorforme."I'vebeenwaiting,"hesays.Hisvoicecarriessomuchego...OkayI'm being

paranoid.Igetinsidethecarandsitlikeamadam.I'm gettingusedtohiscar."Areyouokay?"

heasksbeforestartingthecar."100%okayMrCele,”Isay.Hechucklesinamockingmanner.

"ToomuchconfidenceMichelle,"hesays.Ohhellno!Heislaughing.Heisproudofhimself,he

justprovedmyall-gamelinewrong;youdon'tevenknowmysecondname.Heknowsmy

secondname.NowI'm wonderinghowheknowsitbecauseit'snotwrittenonmyID.Myfirst

suspectisNtando,shehasarunnymouththatone.NotonlydoIhatethathejustendedmyall-

gameline,IalsohatethathecalledmeMichelle.Howoldam I?I'm onlytwenty-threeyearsold

forMichelle'ssake.Idon'tknowwhereAuntJulyheardthename.Sheusedtoworkforwhite

womeninBallito,maybethat'swheresheheardit.Funnyshecan'tevenpronounceitproperly

yetshenamedme.TheZuluwarriorsstandonhertongueandfightthedamnEnglishtoothand

nail.SheendsupcallingmeMisheli."Gotnothingtosay?"heaskswithacoysmile.Onlyifhe

drovewithoutseparatingthoselipsandfillingmytummywithhisdeepalluringvoice."NoJustin,

Ihavenothingtosay,”Isay.Hesmiles,hedoesn'thaveaproblem withhissecondname.Thank

Godheisquietthenextfewminutes."DoyoulistentoJazz?"Silencegone!"OnlyonSundays,"I

say.Henodsandreachesforthebutton.ZonkeDikanafillsthecar.Irestmyheadbackonthe

seat,Jazzmusicmakesmeemotional.WhenIgetemotionalIbecomevulnerable.Ihaven't

askedwhereheistakingme.Idon'tknowwhyItrusthim somuch,myknowledgeabouthim

can'tfillasinglepage.WhatifheisnotwhatIthinkheis?Caring,friendlyandhonest.Hishand

comesincontactwithmyknee."I'm notgoingtohurtyou,"hesaysandremovesitimmediately.

Idon'tknowhowheisalwaysabletoreadwhat'sonmymind.Maybemybodyisnotas

secretive,itjustgiveawaymyinnerthoughts."Whereareyoutakingme?"Iask.Myvoicealmost

breaks.SuddenlyI'm overwhelmedwithfear.Peopleweknowaremoredangerousthan

strangers.Theygainourtrustandplotagainstuswithacloserlook.Idon'tthinkIcansurviveif

hedoessomethingtome.Oneincidentwasenoughtodestroymywholelife.I’m stilltryingto

pickupthepiecesandmouldthem backintoahappy,confidentYangomuhleIwasbefore

15years.Hepullsatthesideoftheroadunexpectedlyandtakesmyrighthandandsqueezesit.

"What'sgoingon?"heasks.Itrynottolooklikethefearinsideme."Whereareyoutakingme?"I

ask."I'm takingyoutowhereIstarted.I’m notgoingtohurtyou,Ijustwanttoshowyousothat

youcanunderstandmefrom AtoZ."Iwipethebeadsofsweatonmyfaceandnod."Please

trustme,"hebegs.Igivehim mytrustandallowhim totakemetohisbeginnings.Wetake

InandaHighway,curiosityovercomesfear,Istartaskingquestionsaboutanythingwepassby.

Heislisteningandansweringallmyquestionswithdivinecontentment.Okaywherearewenow?

IcanseeBridgeCity,it'sonlyfewmetresawayfrom here.It'sbeenalongdrive,I'vebeen

focusedonaskingnonsensicalquestionsanddidn'tpayattentiontotheroad."Wearehere,"he



saysparkinginfrontofacranky,orphanedwhite-paintedhousewithbrokenwindows."Wasthis

yourhome?"Iask."Mybakery."Oh………Heissmiling,excitementiswrittenalloverhisface.I

thinkheisproudofwhathehasachieved.Theweatherhaschangedoutoftheblue.Thewindis

blowingmercilessly.Ipraythishousedoesn'tcollapseonus.Heinsertsthekeyonthewooden

doorandopens.Whenhepushesthedooraratcomesoutandpassesthroughmylegs.He

looksatmewithhisjawsontheground."What?"Iask."You'renotscaredofrats?"Isthisguy

beingserious?It'sjustarat,notalion."I'veneverheardofaratthatkilledahumanbeing

before,"Isay.IgrewupinNdulinde,someseasonswesharedhomewithrats.Theyareactually

friendly,theydon'tjustbiteyouandleave.Theybiteandblowonthewoundsothatyoudon't

feelmuchpain,unlikebloodymosquitos.Ionlyhatethem foronething,eatingclothes.They

don'teatyourfavouriteshirtunderthearms,theyeatitatthebackwhereeveryonecansee.

"NeitherhaveIbutI'm scaredofthem,"hesays.Agrown29yearoldmanisscaredofrats?

MaybeIwould'veunderstoodifitwasanAlexandraone.Iheardthosearebiggerthanchickens.

Kanyosaidiftheywalkinyourhouseanddon'tfindanyfoodinsidethepotstheyopenthe

cupboardsandstartcookingforthemselves.Yesshesaidtheywalkin,notsneak.Ishould've

caughtthatratandkeptitinmyhandsjustforcontrol.Thereisnothingattractiveinsidethe

houseexceptforthesteeltableandwhitebuckets.Onthewalltherearepicturesofhim.Heis

posingwithcakesinmostofthem.Nodoubts,hewasstruggling."Ilivedhere,thissidewasmy

bedroom."Hepointsatthesidewithfourblockslaidonthefloor."Ibakedonthistable.Iwoke

upat3am,justlikemygrannyhadtaughtmeandbakedtill6am.I'dfillthesebucketswithcakes

andgoselltotheshopownersandstreet-vendors.”Inod,scanningthewholehousewithmy

eyes.Iwonderwhyheisnotrenewingitandmakingsomethingprofitableoutofit.Hecould

evenrentit,therearepeoplelivinginthisarea."You'vemadeahugeprogress,Imeanfrom this

toJCBakers.Youshouldbeproudofyourself,"Isay.Hestandsagainstthetablewithhishands

pushedinsidethepockets."Youcanalsomakeprogress,emotionally,”hesays.Iturnmyback

onhim andopenthebuckets.Wearenottalkingaboutemotionaljourneyhere.I’m secretly

hopingfortherattocomeoutandjumptohisface."Whatskillsdoyouhave?"Skills???"Ican

knit,"Isay.Well,Ican'tknit.Idon'tknowwhatmyskillsare."Youcanopenyourownclothing

factoryoneday."Hedreamsbig,hedoesn’tevenweighoptionsandpossibilities.Hedreams

straighttothetop."YoucandoitMaShenge,Ididtoo,”hesays.Iturnandfacehim.Hiseyesare

boringthroughmyskin.Thispersoncanstare!"WearedifferentSosha,wecomefrom different

backgrounds.Youlivedforyourself,everycentyougotwasforyourownpocket.Ihaveafamily

tolookafter.Livingstandardsarehighthesedays,Ican'tevensaveR10formyself.Youcan’t

compareus,yoursiblingsweretakencareofbyyourparents.Youhadachoice,Idon't."Ihate

explainingmyselftopeoplewhothinklifeisa1-2-3process.WhatworkedforZumawon'twork

forRamaphosa,weallhavedifferentdestinies."Icanhelpyou,"hesays."Idon'tneedyourhelp

Sosha.I'm okaywithhowthingsare.AllIwantnowismybrotherstohaveabrighterfuture,”I

say."Whyareyousostubborn?Notonlytome,youareevenstubborntoyourself.Being

stubborndoesn'tmeanyouarestrong,"saystheexpertofmylife.Ifirmlypressmylipstogether,

ifIspitonewordhewillchangehisperspectivefrom stubborntocrazy.Hewalkstothedoor

andinsertsthekeyandlocks."Whatareyoudoing?"Iask."I'm closingthedoor."Nowheis

beingrude,Icanbeworse."Whatisyourproblem MaShenge?”"It'syou!"Isay."Me?"Myhandis



itchingtoironthefrownonhisface."Yesyouaremyproblem.Openthedamndoor,Iwantto

leave,"Isay."No!"HecatchestheflyingfistIaimedathisjawsandliftsmeupandpinsme

againstthewall.Iputonagoodfight,butheisstrongerthanme,gettinghim offisliketryingto

movearock.Ispitonhisface,heletsmegoimmediately."MaShenge!”Heisindisbelief.Idon't

carehowmuchangerhisvoicecarries,Ihavenoregrets.Ihatehim witheverythinginme.Ipick

abucket,hechargestomeandholdsmyarm beforeIcanthrowitathim."Letmego,"Isay.

"Eyyvoetsek!!!”Hesaidwhat?Ibangitonhisforehead.Hewillopenthedoorandletmeout

whetherhelikesitornot.I'm notgoingthroughthisagain."Stopbeingcrazy,"hesaysduckinga

flyingbucket.Hehasn’tseencrazy.Bucketsareflyingallovertheroom,it'squiteascene.

EventuallyIgettiredofthrowingbucketsandsinkonthefloorandcry."Doyoustillthinkyou

don'thaveaproblem?"heasks.Hiswords,‘problem'tobeprecise,stingtomyheart."What

madeyousoangryYangomuhle?"heasks.ForthefirsttimeIfeellikelyingisnotanoption.Like

beinghonestwithhim isgoingtosetmefreeandit'stheonlyoption."Mymother,"Isay.Idon't

knowifmyvoiceisloudenough,Icanhardlyhearitmyself."Whatdidshedotoyou?"heasks.I

swallowandholdbacktearsandwipemynose.Althoughmyvoiceisn'tsteadyenoughitisable

togenerateeverywordthatIneedtonarratewhathappenedeightyearsago.Heissittingonthe

dirtyfloorbesideme.Hehasmyfingersentwinedinhis,heislistening.Ilookathim occupied

withthoughts."I'm weak,isn't?"Iask."MaShenge……....""Somepeoplehavebeenthroughworse,

right?Somedidn'tmakeitalive,theywererapedandkilled.Andsomeweregangraped,butthey

areokay,”Isay.Heinhalessharplyandtightenshisfingersaroundmyhand."Iunderstandwhy

youareangry,ifthereisonethingIcansayisthatyouarearealstronggirl.I'm soproudof

you,”hesays.Ilookathim andshakemyheaddismissively.Heisjustcomfortingme,I'm not

strong."You'vemadeittothisday,ifyouwerenotstrongyouwould'veendedyourlife.It’snot

easybeingalone,especiallyafterbeingthroughwhatyouwentthrough,”hesays.Hecupsmy

faceandturnsmetohim.Hiseyesarebloodyred,maybehefeelsmypain."Youneedtoget

professionalcounsellingandtalkabouteverything,”hesays."ButIam talkingabouteverything,”

Isay.Veinsarepulsingvisiblyonhistemple,hisforeheadisgettingwetwithsweat."Imeantalk

tosomeoneprofessional,”hesays.Ashrink!Idon'tunderstandthem,didtheyreallygoto

schooltolistentopeople'sproblems?"Youpromisedtolisten,nowIwantyoutolisten.Idon't

wanttotalktoaprofessional,Iwanttotalktoyou,"Isay.Hepullsmetohischestandcovers

mewithhisstrongarms.Heisbreathingovermyhead,it'sawkwardyetcomfortable."Okay

MaShenge,youwilltalktome.Iwilllisten,evenatmidnightdon'thesitatetocallme,”hesays.

Hisheartisbeatingnexttomyear.Heismyoxygen,I'm breathinghim inandout.Hiscologne

smellsexpensive,minewasblownbywindanhourago."MaShenge,"Hisvoiceistoodeepand

tooclose.Coldnessflushesthroughtummy.Whatishedoingtome?"Iloveyou,pleasegiveme

achance,"hesays.Idon'tknowwhyI'm cryingagain.Icantellhim no,heisnotforcingme."You

aremybossSosha,"Isay."Soareyou.Youarethebossofmyheart."Iopenmymouthtospeak

butendupgaspingforair.Heistakingmybreathaway."I'vebeendreamingofhavingagirlwho

won'tbowdowntomyfeet,buttheonewhowillstandnexttomeandholdmyhand,"hesays.I

clearmythroat,nottrustingmyownvoice."Thatcouldbeany……....""That'syouMaShenge,”he

says.Mymouthishangingopen,wordsarefailingme."I…I…Idon'tknow,"Isay.Hetightenshis

arm aroundme,itfeelshomely."Idoknow,youaremine,"hesays.Iallowhim toleantooclose



tomyfaceandholdhisstare.Iswearhecanseerightthroughmyracingheart.Hislipsmeet

mine,hegivesmealightpeckonthelipsandplantsoneonmynose."Mine!"heemphasises.I

wanttoarguebuthisstaredriesmythroat.Ican'tgetthewordsout.Whatwordsbytheway?

WhatisitthatIwanttoargue?Iwanttobehere,itfeelsright.Hehashisonehandonmythigh

whiledriving.Hekeepsstealingglancesatme.I'm hisgirlfriend,hetoldme.I'm flowinglikea

liquidtoeverythinghesays,Idon'tsayno."Babewearegoingtomyhouse,Iwillbringyouback

later,”hesays.Yeap,I'm babenowandI’m goingtohishouseashesays.ItoldyouI'm aliquid,I

flow.Ihavefearsaboutthisthingwehavestarted.I’m notanemotionalstableperson,Idon't

knowhowlongheisgoingtoputupwithme.WhatifIhurthim?Idon'ttrustmyself.

Relationshipsneedcompromises.WillIbeabletoconsiderhisfeelingswhentakingpersonal

decisions?I'm notcertainaboutthis,I'm puttingmyjobontheline.Ifthisromanticrelationship

doesn’tendwellourworkrelationshipwillbeaffected.Findingthejobisnotachild'splay.

Mixingbusinesswithpleasurehasbeenwarnedagainstforages.I'm scaredoflosingmyjob,

butnotasmuchasI'm scaredofhurtinghim.I'm justabagofmixedemotions.Wearehere

again.Istillcan'tgetoverthebeautyofhishouse.Itssizeisridiculousforsomeonewholives

alone.I’m surehedoesn'tusealltheroomsinhere.Heopensthecardoorforme,I'm stillnot

usedtoit.TheonlyexperienceIhaveisofthetaxi,wherethetaxiconductoropensthedoorand

tellsyoutojumpofffast.Theyarenicewhentheywantyoutoridein.Theyevencallyoufancy

names;Let'sgomamazi.Butwhenit'stimetogetoffyouchangetowhatyouarewearing;Sisi

we-wigsheshisa.Heholdsme,hishandiswarmerthanawoolglove.Thewindisstillblowing,

myhairisamess.Ishould'vetiedit,peoplewillprobablythinkIescapedfrom apsychiatry

hospital."Let'sgothisway.”Heleadsmetoanotheropenroom.It'slargeasthelivingroom I

wasinearlier.ThereisablackcouchinthemiddleandgiantTVscreen.Onthewallthereisa

paintingofanAfricanwoman.Shehasababyonherarm,sheiswearingubuhlaluaroundher

neckandinhlokoonherhead.Thisishowsomewomenbackhomeare.Africanqueenswho

raisetheirchildrenwithlove."Doyouloveart?"Hisvoicenearlysendsmejumping.I’vebeen

gazingatthepictureforawhile.Myphoneisbeeping,Iknowit'sNtando.Shewantstoknow

what'sgoingon.It’sannoyingbutthisisexactlywhatIwould'vedonetoheraswell."No,Ijust

loveAfricanmothers,"Isaytakingaseat.I'm feelingwarm now,thereisafireplacebythewall.

Thisremindsmebackhome,inthekitchenaroundfireduringwinternights.Theonlydifference

isthathisfireplacedoesn’tgeneratesmoke."Doyoulikebeingamother?"heasks.Whata

question!Ididn'texpecttheconversationtogofrom arttomotherhood."Iwouldlovetobea

motheroneday,"Isayturningtohim.Didhelookatsomethingelseexceptmethiswholetime?

"Doyouhavechildren?"Iask."NobutIwouldlovetohavethem oneday,withtherightwoman."

Rightwoman?I'm curious."Whatkindofawomanistherightonetoyou?"Iask."Theonewho

won'tleavemychildren,”hesays.Thereisdepressedoutragedstraininhisvoice.Hisanswer

comesfrom deepwithin,theremightbeastorybehindit.Inodanddirectmyeyestothescreen

onthewallthatjustcamelive."I'm comingback,"hesays.I'm gladtoseethebackofhim.He

hasawayofmakingmylungsdilateformorethanenoughoxygen.Idon'tknowthenameofthe

movieI'm watching.ThewaythisscreenishugeitmakesitfeelslikeI'm sittinginthecinema.I

canseeeventheantsinsidetheactress'bedroom.IbetSabathawouldn'tleavethehouseifthis

wasourhome.HeloveswrestlingandKungFoomovies.HeisalreadyviolentlikeBrockLesnar,



hebeatsotherkidsinschool.WhichiswhyI'm hesitantaboutinstallingDSTVforthem,hewill

watchwrestlingfivehoursadayandpracticeitatschool.Ifeelhim walkingin,theatmosphere

justchanges.I'm holdingmybreathagain.Idon'tknowwhyhetookhisjacketoff,nowI'm

staringathisarms.Onhisrightarm thereisatattoo.Idon'tliketattoos,Iwastoldthey

symboliseSatanism.I’m notareligiousperson,butI'm onJesus'side.Whatevertheysay

belongstoSatanI'm againstit.ButI'm notagainstfit,masculinestrongarmsinfrontofme.I

evenlikehistattoo.Firetothat!Heputsanoldschoolbasketonthesoftcarpetinthemiddle

andwalksout.Hecomesbackwithafull-bodiedredwine.Whateveritisthatheissettingup

hereI'm in."DoyoueatItalianfood?"heaskstakingouttwoplatesfrom thebasket.My

Ndulindenessisbeingputinatest.I'venevereatenanyItalianfoodinmylife.Idon'tevenknow

howitlookslike.IknowIndianfoodonlybecauseI’veworkedinanIndianrestaurant.Whydo

wehavetocopyfoodeatenbypeoplewholive100000milesawayfrom us?Can'twejuststick

todumplingsandUsu?"YesIeatit,"Isayinthemostconvincingvoice.I'm becoming

professionalinthislyingbusiness.Helooksatmeandchuckles.Iraisemyeyebrow,what’s

funny?"Iknowyouarelying,"hesays.Isighandrestmybackonthecouch.I’m gladhethought

aboutfeedingme,I'm famished.ButI'm notsureiftheButheleziintestineswillwelcomeItaliano

sorridere...I'm notsurewhatthatmeansbutit'sanItalianthing.Heisdishing,everythinglooks

weird."Thisisantipastoplatter,"hesays.Ijustnodmyhead,wonderingwhocookedforhim.

Thedoorwasnotlockedwhenwecame.Maybehehasachefwhocooksforhim."Herewe

haverolledsalami,pepperoniandprosciutto."Youshouldseemyfacerightnow,I'venever

heardoffoodcalledprosciuttobefore.Hetakesoutaglassbowlfilledwithbreadchunksand

placesitinfrontofme.Iknowolivesandshrimpbutthequestionis,whoisgoingtoeatthem?

"Youwilllovezabaglioneevenmore,it'scomingfrom thedessert,”hesays."Zaba-what?"Iask

inmyZuluaccent."Youaresoclueless.Italianfoodissimple,youcanlearnandloveit."Oh,he

failedschoolandstudiedItalianfood!"Doyouknowiskhintshane?"Iask."Huh?""Iskhintshane,"

Isay."No.Isitfood?"Thisisastonishingcomingfrom theantipastoplatterChef."Zulufoodis

simple,youareclueless,"Isay.Heshakeshisheadandlaughs.Heshouldbeashamedof

himself,heknowsItalian'scurriesanddesserts,yethedoesn’tknowfoodfrom hisowntribe.He

pourswineintotheglassesanddoesn’tfillthem.Iwanttosaysomething,whatheisdoingis

illegal,butIwastaughtabouttheguest'sbehaviour.Ifyouareaguestyoufollowthehouse

ruleswithoutcomplaining."CanImakeatoast?"heasks.Ishrugmyshoulders.AllIwanttodo

isgulpthisdropofwineandeattheantipastoplatteronceandforall."Iwouldlovetomakea

toasttoyou,"hesmilesandraiseshisglassup."Tothestrengthandlight,thesuccessand

powerofthebelovedMaShenge,”hesays.Ismileandclickmyglassonhis.Hetakesonesmall

sipandputshisglassdown.IfeellikeNomaheleleasIputmyemptyglassnexttohis.Hewas

right,I’m enjoyinghisfood.I'm notevenusinghissticks,I'm eatingwithmyhands."Iswearthis

isthehappiestdayofmylife,"hesays.Iwanttotellhim it'smyhappiestdaytoobutmyheart

doesn'tallowmeto."Areyouokay?"heasks.Inodmyhead.Hiseyesgotomyemptyglass,

"Youwantyourmantopourforyou?"heasks.Idon'tknowwhattosay,IneedarefillbutIdon't

wanttolooklikeadrunkard.Heseesthroughmeandtakesmyglassandpoursthewine.He

stopshalfwayandlooksatmewithaliftedeyebrow."More?"heasks.Notmore,Iwantthe

wholebottle."I'm notadrunkardSosha,”Isaytakingasigh.Helaughsandfillsitup.Iseriously



can'tlivewithouthim."Whyyouarenotcomfortablearoundme?”heasks."It'snotthatI'm not

comfortable,I’m scared,”Isay.Hestaresatme,awestruck.Igulpdownthewineandholdhis

stare."I'm notsureaboutthis.I’m notanemotionalstableperson,"Isay.Herelaxesandtakesa

breadchunkandpassesittome.“That'swhyIsuggestedprofessionalcounselling.Itwillhelp

youdealwiththings,”hesays.Iexhale,impassioned.Ican'tstandthethoughtoftalkingtoa

completestrangerwhowon'tbelisteningbecauseshecares,butlisteningtoearnsalary."There

mustbesomethingyoucando,"Isay.Herunsthetipofhistongueoverhislowerlip.Ihateit

whenhedoesthis.Correction,Ihatemydirtymind.Icandounimaginablethingstothosewet

lips."Icanholdyouthroughoutthenight,listenwithoutjudgingandshowlovetoyou,”hesays

andslightlynarrowshiseyeswithadistractingsmileonhisface."Icanalsohelpyouletout

somesteam,”hesays.Igulpdownthewine,I'llneedmoreinaminute."Doyouwanttoletit

out?"heasks.Heisdoingthisonpurpose,myreactionamuseshim."NoSosha,I'm fine,”Isay

takingaloudbreath.Helaughsandstandsup.Imakeasilentprayer,hemustleaveforafew

minutes,Iwanttobreatheproperly.Well,heisnotleaving.Heisswitchingtheradioon.Luther

Vandross-AHouseIsNotAHomeplayssoftly."Doyouknowthelyrics?"heasks.Ishakemy

head.TherearesongsIcansingwithoutknowingthelyrics,likeBeyoncé’sHalo.Ialwayssing

alongwithherbutIdon'tknowhalfofthesong'slyrics.Hestopsthesonghalfwayandputsthe

remoteaway.Hetakesmyhandandstartssinging:"PrettylittledarlinghaveaheartDon'tlet

onemistakekeepusapartI'm notmeanttolivealoneTurnthishouseintoahomeWhenIclimb

thestairs,andturnthekeyOhpleasebethere,stillinloveIsaidstillinloveStillinlovewithme,

yeah.”Heisnotagreatsinger,buthesingseverysinglewordtomyheart.Isqueezehishand,

eventhoughIdon'thavetherightwordstosaytohim myfeelingsforhim stem from thedepths

ofmyheart.Idon'twanttohurthim.Iwanthim tobealwayshappy,likethis."WherecanIget

counselling?"Iask.Heissurprised,notsolongagoIwasagainstthecounsellingidea."Ican

organiseitforyoubabe,"hesays."Howmuchdoesitcost?"Iask."Iwillorganiseeverything,

don’tworryaboutthecosts."Iseewherethisisgoing,unfortunatelyI’m notlookingforablesser

inhim."Icanpayformyexpenses,"Isay."Yourmedicalexpensesaretobecoveredbythe

companyuntiltheendofyourcontract.Didyoureaditproperly?"heasks.Therewasnothing

likethatonthecontractbutI’llletthesleepingdogslie.Heputstheplatesawayandlooksat

mewithaquaintsmile."Youarebeautifulwithyourhair.”Hebrushesitwithhishand,his

fingersarerunningonmyscalp.It'ssosoothing,Iclosemyeyesandrelax."It'scrazyhowI've

fallendeeplyinlovewithyou.Ican'tstartofflikenormalpeople,Iwanttospeedthingsupand

giveyoumywholeheart.Iwantyounexttome.”HeisgettingdeepandthisisexactlywhatI

feared."Whereisyouryellowshortie?"Iask.Hechucklesanddenieshavingher.Iremovehis

handsfrom meandglareathim."Isthishowwestart?"Iask.Heexhalesloudly."Iwilltalkto

hertoday,”hesays.ThisiswhatIhatedaboutrelationships.Theyarecomplicated.NowI'm

goingtobethereasonanothergirlcries?Somuchforimbokodo!"CanIgonow?"Iask.Hecan

seethatthemoodhaschanged.I’m nolongersmiling.Thereisapangoffearinhiseyes."It's

notlikeweareinarelationship,wejustshareapastandthoseonandoffmoments,”hesays.I

don'tbelievehim,hecamewithhertotheparty.Theyareinarelationship,whyishelyingtome?

"OkaySosha,it'sgettinglate,Ihavetogo,”Isay."Youwillgo,pleasesitonmylap,”hesays,

pullingmeback.Ilookathim weirdly.Hesneakshisarm aroundmywaistandasksmetomove



up.Thereissomethinghardbetweenhislegs.Howisthisevenpossible?Thisisthepartwhere

Igivemyselfamentalhighfive.Ididn'teventouchhisear,hefeltmefrom thedistance.“CanI

kissyou?”heasks.Myeyesgivehim theanswer,hecomescloser.Ourlipsfitliketwopuzzle

pieces,heissuckingmytonguelikeit'sthelastchance.Ibreakawaywhenhishardshaftstarts

pokingme."Whyareyoustopping?"heasks,breathingheavily.Itaphisnosewithmyfingerand

smile."It'stimeIleaveSoshalami,”Isay.Hechucklesandpokesmepurposely.Wellgood

thingscometothosewhowaitMrCele."UntilMaShengewantsto,"Itellhim.Asmirkgrowson

hisface."SoyouareMaShenge?"heasks.Ohhegotmeandheisproud.“YesMrSmartypants,”

Isay.Helaughsandgivesmythighalittlesqueeze.Hisphonerings.Helooksatthescreenand

smiles."What?"That'showheanswers.Thepersonmustbeafriend,heislaughingthewhole

time.Seeminglythisisgoingtobealongcall.Ipackthecutlerybackinsidethebasketwhilehe

isatit."Noyoudon'tknowher,"hetellsthecaller.Hiseyesareonme.Hesignalsformeto

comecloser.“Comesayhello,”hesays.ThisisourdayoneandI'm alreadysayinghellotohis

people.Isighandtakethephone."SoshasaysImustsayhello,"Isay.Thepersonlaughs.Ilook

atSoshawithafrown."ListenMaShenge,dumpthatfoolasinnow.Heisnotgoodforyou,if

youwantamancontactmeandI'llgetyouahunk,”thepersonsays.Ireallydon'tknowwhatto

say.Soshacanhearhim,heislaughingalongwithhim."Tellmewhichtypedoyoulike,tallor

short?"What'stheheck?Soshaisstilllaughing."CanIaskwhoyouare?"Iask."I'm youragent,”

hesays.I'm notsurewhattosay,I'm lookingatSosha.Hetakesthephoneback."Gotohell

Bayede,”hesaysandendsthecall."WhoisBayede?"Iask."Thestupiddoctorthatismy

brother.”Hesaidhehasthreesiblings,Iguesshisrelationshipwiththem isgreat.Hementioned

Bayedehelpinghim withthebakery.Iwonderwherehisparentslivenow.Myphonealsorings.

Hetightenshisarmsaroundme.Hedoesn’twantmetoanswerit,yetheansweredhis."Itcould

bemyfather,"Isay."Youwillcallhim backbabe.Pleaselookatme,IloveyourChineseeyes,”

hesays.Lord,Ishouldbegoingnowbutheisclingingonmelikeamonkeyonthebranch.I

don'tknowhowI'm goingtonarrateallthistoNtando.Myfaceiscuppedinhishands,heis

kissingmelikeheistryingtowinabattle.IwanttopullawaybeforeIlosemyselfbutIcan't

bringmyselfto.Heismysourceofoxygen,Iwanttobreathehim.Eventuallyhebreaksthekiss

andwipesmylipwithhisthumb."MaShengeyouaretheincarnationofeverythingIhaveever

lookedforinawoman,thankyouforseeingaworthymaninme.”EightyearslaterI'vefallenin

loveagain.It'sdeepandscary.IneverthoughtI'dbehere,heischangingeverything.

Chapter6YesterdayIcamehomearound9o'clock.Ifitwasn'tforthishotheadofmineSosha

would'vegotmeonhisbed.Hewaspersuasiveandbeggingmetosleepover.It'samazinghow

mymannerofapproachhaschangedtowardshim.Iwasactuallybegginghim toletmego,ifit

wasanyotherdayIwouldhaveputmyriverskillsonmotion.Iwasthechampionoftheriver

fights.Bytheriver,intheafternoons,iswhereoldergirlslaidachallengeforyoungergirlsto

fightagainsteachother.Itwasfun,untilyoufacedMnto.Iwouldcallherthefemaleversionof

MikeTysonofNdulinde,shekickedeveryone'sass.Iheardshegotmarriedlastyear,Iwonderif

sheisnotbeatingherhusband.Shefearednobody."Youareahypocrite,"Ntandosaysthrowing



popcorninsidehermouth.Wearelyingonourstomachsonherbed.Sheisstillindisbelief.She

wentawayfortwodaysonlyandwhenshecomesbackI’m someone'sgirlfriend.IknowwhatI

saidbuteveryonegetsunexpectedturnsinlife.I’m alsosurprisedbytheendlesscallsandtexts.

IhavetoremindmyselfeverynowandthenthatI'm inarelationship."Ididn'tsleepwithhim,we

justkissed,"Idefendmyself."Itdoesn'tmakeanydifference,youlovetheguy.Howwashiskiss?

Ratehim outof10percent,”shesays.Pheew!Thisquestionawakensfunnyfeelingsinsideme.

"Yanga?"shecalls.Isnapoutandcontemplatemyanswer."Ummm...8outof10,"Isay.She

givesmeasnidelookandlaughs.Iknowsheislaughingatthe2%left.Soshaisagreatkisser

buthesuckedmytonguemorethanhesuckedmylips.I'm moreintolip-kiss.Phonebeeps!

Ntandoreachestoitfirstandreadsthemessage.Shedoesn'tknowanythingaboutprivacy.

"Bayedethinksyougavemealoveportion,Ican'tstopthinkingaboutyou.Iloveyou

MaShenge.”-shereads."Youmethisbrother?"sheasks."No,heonlymadeustalkoverthe

phone."Sheexclaims,toherthismeansSoshaandIaregettingmarried.Sheisanexaggerator

likethat.Luckilysheisnotscrollingdownformoremessages.Idon'twanthertoreadmy

previousreplies."Hewantedmesobadlylastnight,"Isay."Don'tgivehim thecookieyet.He

mustcryandbegfirst."What?That’scrazy,Iwanttogetlaid.Iwanttohearmoreofthoselittle

moansIheardyesterdaywhenwewerekissing."Don'ttellmeyoualreadywanttoopenyour

legsforhim,”shesays.It’snotalwaysaboutopeninglegs,sometimesyougetonyourknees

likeyouarepraying.Andyoudoprayintongues,justnottoGod."IfelthishardshaftandIcan't

helpbutwonderhowgoodhecanmoveit,"Isay.Shesighsandtiesherbraidsontopofher

head."Youknowwhat?Let'smakeadeal,"shesaysSheisnowsitting,I'm lookingatherin

greatanticipation.Shenevermeetstheendofourdeals."I'm notgivingSaneleanycookieuntil

wefinishamonthtogether.ThesamegoestoyouandSosha."Theyareinarelationshipnow

andit'sofficial.TheyarealreadyputtingeachotheronWhatsAppstatuses.Idon'tknowifIwill

everreachthatlevel.Idon'tseemyselfevergoingpublicwithmyrelationshipwithmyboss.I

don'twantpeopletothinkthatIsleptwithhim inexchangeforthejob."Onemonthis30days,I

candothat,"Isay.Thisiseasy,Icanalwayshelpmyselfprivately.It'snotlikesexualpleasure

onlycomesinadickform.Godblesseduswithfingers.Thereareevenartificialdicksand

vibrators.Whoneedsaman?Wesealthedeal.SaneleandSoshaarefacingamonthofno

touching,nosex.****ThisnewlifeI'vestartedneedsmetostayprofessional.AtJCBakersI’m

anemployee.I'm Yangomuhle,thesalesassistant,notMaShenge."Girlit'steatime,"says

Amandastridingin.IlastsawherinthemorningwhenIclockedin.Sheisgorgeousasusual.I

wonderifsheknowsaboutmeandSosha.Iprayshedoesn't,thelesspeopleknowthebetter.

"I'm sorryaboutsendingonlyaboxofchocolate.Mybudgetwastightthismonth,Ijustwanted

toappreciateyouforgettingmethejob,"Itellher.Shesipsherbottleofwaterandlooksatme

withconfusedeyes.It'snotmykindofwater,ithascucumberandlemonslicesinside.Youcan

neverwinwithrichpeople.Theyeatcucumber,drinkitandputitontheireyeslikesunglasses.

AsagoodButheleziwomanIneverwastefood,Iwastaughtbetter.It'seitheryoueatfoodor

passittosomeonewhoneedsit.Youdon'ttakefoodandputitonyoureyesandthenthrowit

away.ShelookslostandaskswhatI’m talkingabout.ItellherabouttheexpensivechocolateI

boughtforherandgaveSoshatodeliver.Itseemslikenewstoher."Soshadidn'tgivemeany

chocolate,hedidn'tevenmentionit.”What???"Iaskedhim Saturdaytodeliverit,"Isay.She



shrugshershouldersanddenieshearinganythingaboutit.Iwanttogotohisofficeand

confronthim rightnowbutIrememberthathereheismyboss.Ican'tactlikeheismyerrand

boy."Don'tstressaboutit.Ididn'texpectanythinginreturn,girlslookoutforeachother,"she

says.I'm notstressedaboutthechocolate,I’m stressedaboutthemoneyIspentonit.Therock

ofmoneythatcould'veboughtme10kgofrice.Hedoesn’treplytomytexts.Iheardthathewill

beinhisofficealldaytoday,cearlyheisignoringmeonpurpose.Cynthiawalksinfollowedby

Dennis,theheadbaker.Doyourememberhim?Thatwhiteguywhothoughtcallingmatric

certificateUmalusidepletestheozonelayer.Theygreetandgothroughtheaisleschecking

whateveritis.ThisisthemostrelaxingjobI'veeverhad.HalfofthedayI'm sittingonthechair,

thereisnocrowdatall.I’vestarteduploadingcakepicturesonmyFacebooktimelinetoget

morecustomers."Yangomuhle,"Cynthiacalls.Iclosethebookandlendhermyattention.Sheis

tellingmeaboutSaturday.It'sSosha'sbirthday,theyareplanningasurprisepartyforhim.Allhis

employeesshouldbethere.Sheisemphasizingonbringinggifts.Ilovepartiesbutthisone

bafflesme.Wheream Igoingtogetmoneytobuyagift?Theydosellcheapgiftcardsand

chocolatesatShoprite,butthisisSoshaCele.Peoplewillbringexpensivegifts,wejustgotpaid

threedaysago.No,I’m notgoing.SomethingurgentwillcomeuporI’lljustfallsick.Ikeep

hopingtoseehim andsortoutmy'expensivechocolate'issuebutitseemslikeheisbusy.

Maybeheateit.Thatwouldmakememad,buyingexpensivechocolatesforrichpeopleisnot

myhobby.IonlyboughtAmandabecauseshefoughtformetogetthejob.Hemustnotraise

myBP.WhenAsih,thecashier,startslaughinglikeahyenaIknowit'stimetogohome.Iwaita

fewminutestoseeifIdon'thaveanyheavy-footedcustomer.NoIdon't.Ithrowmybookand

cellphoneinsidethebagandmakemywayout."Yangomuhle!"Amandacalls,tappingher

fingers.Sheissmiling.Iwonderifsheevergetwrongdaysliketherestofus.Maybewhoringis

thebesttherapy."Youarestillsittinghere?"Iask."Ihavetowrapafewthingsup,”shesaysand

takesasmallwhiteenvelopeontopofherdeskandpassesittome."Soshaaskedmetogive

youthis,"shesays.Itearitopenandfindapieceofpaperinside.IHELPEDYOUINTHESTORE

THEOTHERDAY.TODAYI'M SWAPPED,IT’STIMETORETURNTHEFAVOUR-it'shandwritten.

Isthisajoke?Ididn'taskhim tohelpme,hediditwillingly."Pleasetellhim IsaidIcan'twork

overtime,Ihaveotherthingstodo,"IpassthemessagetoAmanda.Shegrins,hereyesare

tunedonsomeonebehindme.Iwelcomeafamiliarcologneandholdmybreath."Tellhim

yourself,heisrightbehindyou,”shesays.Damn!Ifighttokeepmythroatmoistened."Amanda

pleasegetussomethingtoeatandcoffee,wewillbeintheoffice,"hesays.Heissopompous!

Amandawinksandtakesherpurseandleaves.Workersarestilltrailingout.Ishouldbewalking

withthem,whyam Istanding?Iturntohim withastiltedface,puttingablanketovertheeffect

hehasdrasticallycausedtomybody."Thanksforreplyingtomymessagestoday.Havea

wonderfulevening,"Isay.Luckilymyvoicecomesoutassertiveandpragmatic."Wewillhavea

wonderfulevening,"hesaysfrankly.Wordsfailme.Hiseyesarefixedonme,heisnoteven

blinking.MaybeIhavemagnetinmyeyes."SoshathehoursIsignedtoworkforareover,"Isay.

"Youowemeafavour,let'sgobeforeIkissyourighthere.”Theregoesmylonglegsbehindhim!

IwishMntocancomeandbeatmeonemoretime,forbeingaweaklingthistime.Icould’veput

afight,it'snotlikeIwasgoingtogetfiredfornotreturningastupidfavour.Wegetinsidehis

office,heclosesthedoorbehindus.Whereistheairinthisplace?Isitonthecouchandputmy



bagonmylap.Hestandsbehindme,breathingbehindmyneckandwrapshisarmsaroundmy

shouldersandsqueezesmeinatighthug."Ihavemissedyou,"hesays.Hewalksaroundand

gentlyliftsmyfaceupandsmasheshislipsonme.Ihavemissedhim too.IfNtandowastosee

thescandalhappeninginsidemypantyshe'dbesodisappointed.Hebreaksthekissandsmiles.

"Gositonmychair,”hesays.Iputmyhandsonthecheeksandkeepquiet.I’m notgoingtosit

onhischair."WherecanIhelp?"Iask.Hisdeskiscleared.Thereisalaptopbagandstacked

papersattheside.It’sneat,theonlysmellIinhaleisofhiscologneandthescentofpolished

furnitureandtherawsmellofprintedpapers.Heisaneatfreak,butI'm notworriedIheardonly

themostcreativepeoplekeeptheirspacemessy."Weneedtoeatfirst,wecannotworkon

emptystomachs,"hesays.Smartypants!"I'm nothungry,”Isay.Helowershiseyesandnibbles

onhislip.Ifoldmypalmstightlyandcalm myescalatingbreaths."I'm hungry,"hesays.Heis

notreferringtothehungerIwastalkingabout.Heisreferringtothehungermyungodlybodyis

cryingabout.Hiseyesarefullofmischiefandlust.I'm happytohearAmanda'svoicefillingthe

room.Itwasanawkwardmoment."Igotyousandwiches.Ihopeyouarenotallergictoham

Yangomuhle,”shesays.Backhometherearerarecasesofallergies.Thereisnotimetobe

allergicwhenyouhavenomoney.Youeatwhat'sonthetableandtakecareoftheeffectswith

stamina.Soletmeusethisopportunitytobeallergic.Isitupstraightandliftmyrightlegover

myleftknee."ActuallyI'm allergictoit,”Isay."Yoh!MustIgetyouapieceofcake?""NoI'm fine,

Iwillhavemycoffeewithapieceofarrogance,"Isayandshiftmyeyes.MrArrogantliftshis

eyebrows.Ikeepmypokerfaceon.Amandaexcusesherselfsayingsheneedstowrapthings

upandgo.Heisstaringatme.Itakeonecupofcoffeeandtearsugarsachets.Wait...Iwasmad

athim!"SoshawhathappenedtoAmanda'sgiftthatIgavetoyou?"Iask."OhIthrewitoutof

thecarwindow."Iputthecupbackonthedesk,hedidwhat?"Ibegyourpardon?"Isay.Heis

openinghissandwichlikeWorldwarIIIisnotabouttostart,heshouldbecockinghisguns."I

wasangryyouleftmeinthecarwhilewewerestilltalking,"hesays.Whoah!Iputmyhandup.

Hisangerhadnothingtodowiththechocolate."Canwenottalkaboutyou?Let'stalkaboutthe

fortune-costingchocolateIboughtforAmandaandaskedyoutodeliveritforme,"Isay."Itwas

justaFerreroRocher,Iwillreplaceit."Itwasjust?Heythatchocolatehasneverbeentastedby

halfofNdulindegirls,theyonlyseeitonTV.Meincluded,Ineverwakeupfeelinglikespending

fortunesonamerechocolate."Iplannedtoreplaceitbutitslippedmymind,"hesays.He

could'verepliedtomymessagesorreplaceditinthemorningwhenIfirsttextedhim.Thiswas

doneonpurpose."Whydidyouthrowitinthefirstplace?ItmayhavebeenjustaFerreroRocher

toyoubuttomeitwasacutfrom mysalary.Icouldhavedonemyhair,boughtmybrothera

pairofsandalsorleggingformyself.Youshouldhavebroughtitbacktome,itwasmymoney."I

getoffthechairandstorm tothedoor.Hishandgrabsmyarm beforeIreachtoit.Ican'teven

lookathim intheeyes,whatkindofdisrespectisthis?Maybeawoongajunkiegotthat

chocolatelyingbytheroadandsolditforR5."IwillreplaceitMaShenge,"hesays.Iexhaleand

askhim toletmego.Hedoesn't,insteadheholdsbothmyhands."Let'snotfighttoday.Ihada

greatdayandIwanttoenditwithyou.Iwillmakeupformymistakes,don'tleave,”hesays.His

voicechangeswhenhebegs.Somethingalwaysstabsthroughmyheart,Ifindmyselfaskingif

I'm nottooharshoroverreacting."Okay,butIwantitfirstthinginthemorningonherdesk,"Isay.

Hesmiles,hiseyesglitterwithhope.Imakemywaybacktothecouch.Mycoffeeisprobably



coldnow.Ididn'tupdateNtandoaboutmyovertime,sheisgoingtosendtheRussianarmy.I

openthebagandtakeoutmycellphoneandsendherashorttext.Sherepliesimmediately:NO

SEXYANGA!Well......"What'samusingyou?"heasks.Itakefirstsipofmycoldcoffeeandsmile.

"IsittheSoshaeffect?"heasks.Soshaeffects?Heissofullofhimself."Youhavenoeffect,

stopfoolingyourself,"Isay.Hechucklesandbiteshisbottom lip.CanhenotdothiswhileI'm

tryingtobehot-headed?Lord!"Iloveyou,thatshouldbeeffective.AndI'm goingtogiveyouthe

nipplegasm beforeyougo,justtotoneyoudownabit,”hesays.Ichokeonthecoffee.Thislife

isnotmyride.Whattheheckisnipplegasm?Mynipplesaregettinghardfrom theword."I

spoketoCraig,heisapsychotherapistandlifecoach.Hecanhelpyou,heishighly

recommended,"hesays.IreallyappreciatehiseffortsandIcan'twaittomeetChris…whatis

nipplegasm andwhenishefinishingthatsandwich?Heeatshalfofitanddrinkscoffee.I’m

watchinghim,puttingapatterninthewayhisjawsmovewhenhechews.Ilikehowhe

frequentlylickshislips.Helikeshisowntaste,butIcandoitbetter.Myhandsareitchingtorun

overthattrimmedchinandtracehisjawlinewithmyfingers.Icandothingstothatearlobe.I'm

gladhehasnoearringon.I’vealreadyforgivenhim forhavingatattoo,Ican'tforgivehim twice.

"Youlooklikeyouwanttodevourme,"hesays.Iquicklymovemyeyesaway,nobodylikesbeing

caughtstaring.It'screepy."That'squiteanobservationMrCele,"Isay.Heturnsonhischairlike

aprincipal.Histongueissweepingoverhisteeth.Isitabitclosertothedesk,hecannotseemy

shakyknees.Ihavemythighstightlypressedtogether."Relax,Iwilltakeyououtofyourmisery,"

hesays."Whatmisery?"Isay,fakingconfusion."IsitgoingtoaffectyouifIkissyou?"NowI'm

inarealmisery,butIheard‘ifIkissyou’whichledmyeyestohislips."Huh?"Gosh,Isound

dumb!"Theham,"hesays.Ohmyallergy!“No,”Isay.Asmirkcovershisface.Hehasme

wrappedaroundhisfinger.Hepullsadocumentatthesideofthedeskandopensit.Myheart

sinkstothefloor,wecandothisafterthe'nipplegasm'.Itakeahuge,deepbreath.Heliftshis

eyesfrom thefileandlooksatmewithatight-lippedsmile."Areyouokay?"heasks.No,fuck

you."YepI'm okay,"Isay.Hegetsoffhischairandcomestomeandputshishandsonmy

shoulders.IstartbreathingSoshaCele,hebecomesmyoxygen.Therearedrumbeatsinsidemy

chest.Iforcemyheadupandmeethisgaze."Whyareyousostubborn?"heasks,loweringhis

faceinchbyinchclosertomine."I'm notstubborn.”Myreplycomesoutasawhisper.His

fingerscometoahaltonmyarm.Ifeeltheeffectofhistouchandswallow."Iwantyoutowant

me,yousaidIwillhaveyouonlywhenyouwantsme,"hesays.Idon'tknowhowheisableto

recordeverysinglethingIsay.It'slikehisbigheadisaCD."Iwantyou,"Iblurtout.Hishand

venturesupmyarm.Heisdrawingairthroughhisteeth,hislipsareslightlyopened.Notevena

blinkcantakehiseyesoffme.Loveisplainlywritteninthesocketsofhiseyes.Itcanbeheard

throughhisshallowbreatheandfeltonhisskimminghands.Ican'tdothisanymore.Igivein

andsmashmylipsonhim.Rulenumber20hasbeenbroken.Butheistheboss,therewillbeno

consequences.Poweriseverything.Hesendshishandundermyshirt.Heignoresthebuttons

andforcesitinside.HeisgoingtoburstsmybuttonsandIcan'triskthat,notonlyfortaxi

decency,buthowwillIexplainittoNtando?Imadeadeal."UnbuttonmeSosha,"Isay.He

compliesandstartsunbuttoningmyshirt.BythegraceofmyancestorsI'm notwearingmy

2yearoldblackbra.Ialwaysmakeamentalnotetogetridofoldunderwearsbutwhenit's

laundrytimeIsympathisewiththem andgivethem anotherchance.Heputshiskneebetween



mythighsandtakesmybraoff.MyboobsareexposedlikeZodwaWodumo'svagina.Ohmy

bad,it’sZodwaWabantu.Ican'tkeepupwiththese20thcenturycelebritynames.Mybreath

picksanewpattern.Hestartsbreathingnexttomycollarbone.Idon'tknowhowsomeone's

breathingcanmakemesowet.I’m tempted,Iwillbreakthedealfirst.Hemovesuptomy

tendon,justbreathingagainstmyskin.Andgoesuptomyear,Ifeelthetipofhistongue

touchinginsidethelobetenderly.IwhispersomethingIcan'tmakesenseof.Hiskneeis

pressedagainstmypanty,myclitisthrobbingagainstit.Hetrailsmyneckdownwithsoft

kisses."Ilikeyourboobs,canItastethem?"heasksandtakesonenippleinbetweenhisfingers

androllsit.Heputsmorepressureonmymoundwithhiskneeandtugsmyhairbehindtheear.

"I'm waitingforago-aheadMaShenge,"hesays,staringdeeplyinmyeyes."Tastethem Sosha,”I

say.Myvoiceishuskyandfilledwithlust."I'm goingtobringyoutothebrinkofnipplegasm just

likeyoubringmetothebrinkoflove."What'sthefuckisthebrinkofnipplegasm?Hesaidheis

goingtogivemeafullnipplegasm,whathaschanged?Idon'tevenknowwhathemeansby

sayingIbringhim tothebrinkoflove.DoInotshowhim love?Okaymaybenot,butIdocare

abouthim.Atthedropofahatmynippleisfullyinsidehismouth.Iletoutadeepmoan.Iwish

hiskneewasstillpressedbetweenmythighs.Heletsoutalowgrowlandliftshiseyestomy

face.Iclosemineandarchmyback,pushingmyboobstohim.Heteasesmynipplewithhis

teeth,itsendsmylegsfurtherapart.Hecupsthem inhishandsandswipeshisthumbsoverthe

nipples.Iletoutanothermoanandopenmyeyes."OhMaShenge,"hewhispers.Hislegventures

throughmylegsagainandpressesonmymound.Imovemyhipsupandgrindagainsthisknee.

Heletsoutanothergrowl.Iseestarsalignmentanddigmynailsonhiswaist.Iwanthim,evenif

it'sjusthisfingers.HekissesmebeforeIcanvoicemywordsout,Imoaninsidehismouth.He

givesmynippleatightertweak."MaShengewhatdoyouwant?"heaskspullingthekneethat

I'veheldsotightlywithmythighs."IwantyouSoshaplease,”Isay.Ican'tbelieveI'm begging

him tofuckme.I'm goingagainstmymorals,Idon'tbegaman.Hesmasheshislipsonmeand

sendshishandundermyskirtandsneaksonefingeratthesideofmypanty.Iwaitforhim to

insertitinsidebuthedoesn't,insteadheplayswiththepanty’slace,liftingitandslammingit

againstmywetflesh."IwantyourloveMaShenge.Showmethatyoucare,don’tfightme,just

loveme,"hesaysandleanovermyboobsandsucksonenipple."Soshapleasefingermeat

least,”Iwhisper.Hemoansandteasesthenippleinacyclingpattern.Icryout,mybodycan't

handlethisanymore."Nottooloud,thedoorisnotclosed,Dennisisstillhere."WTF!Iopenmy

eyesandlookathim."Closeyoureyesandfuckmyknee.Iwillhelpyou,"hesays.Isthatthe

besthecangiveme?Theknee,notevenfingersortongue?Hegrabsmyboobsagainand

squeezesthem.Histhumbisrubbingmynipplessoftly.Itsendselectricsensationthroughout

myveins.Istartbuckingmyhipsandgrindingmyselfagainsthiskneeagain."I'vebeenhard

from thefrantickissingMaShenge.IwanttofuckyousobadlybutIwantyoutobeonmybed,"

hesaysandpullsmynippleintohismouthagain.Thewarmthofhistonguespreadsraysof

tinglingsensation.Theyshootdowntomytoes,makingthem twirl.Hepresseshiskneeharder

andfoldsmyothernipple."YoucanfeelmeMaShenge,”hesays.Idon'tknowifheisaskingor

tellingme,butIcanfeeltheelectricityhistouchsendstomybody.Igrindfasteragainsthis

knee.Hehelpsme,hishandroamstheexpanseofmyupperback,theotheroneisonmynipple.

Ifeelawavewashingovermybody,itrushesdowntomytoes.Mybodyisstiffforawhile



beforethecloudwearsoff.Iopenmyeyesandlookathim.Heisstaringatmewithhislips

slightlyparted."Youarebeautiful,"hesays.I'm stillcollectingmybreath,Iletoffsomeheavy

steam there.Hekissesmylipsandstandsup.Myeyeslandonthefrontofhispant,thereisa

babyarm pokingout.Whycan'thegivemethat?"Howareyougettinghomesoakedinwet

underwear?"Heisnotromantic,heshouldbebuttoningmyshirtandwipingme,notaskingsilly

questions."Getmeawipe,”Isay."Standup,Iwillwipeyou."Istandandlookathim,expecting

him tobringawipeortowel.Heliftsmyskirtupandpullsthepantydown.Igetexcitedthinking

hechangedhismind,I'm dyingtoknowifhecanfitinsideme.Boom!Heisonlywipingmewith

mypanty."Soshawhatam Igoingtowear?"Iask.Veinsarepulsingvisiblyonhisface,hisjaws

areclenched.Hesneaksmypantyinsidehispocketandpullsmetohischest.Igetlostonhis

lipsforamoment,butwhenhebreaksthekissmyhandgoesinsidehispocketsearchingfor

mypanty.Heblocksitandsmiles."I'm keepingitbaby.”Hecan'tbeserious!Wellheis,hewalks

tohisdeskandsitsonhischair."Soshabringbackmyunderwear,"Isay.Hisrubshisredeyes

withonehand,theotheroneisunderthedesk.Maybeheistryingtocooldownhisgiant.

"MaShengeIsaidI'm keepingit,”hesaysinahuskyvoice.Whyishekeepingmydirtyunderwear?

Ileantohisdesk,silentlywonderinghowgoodhemightbe.Hewantsme,hiseyesgiveitaway.

Desirebeginstopricklethroughmyerogenouszones."Whenareyougoingtovisitme?"heasks.

"Wecangoevennow,"Isay.Hiseyesgleam,hesmilesandcockshisheadtotheside."That's

temptingbutthereisnorush,”hesays.Iburymyforeheadonmyhandsandsigh.Heissucha

pieceofwork."DoyoulovemeMaShenge?"heasks.Iremovethehandsandlookupathim.He

isstaringatme,notevenblinking.Ididn'texpectthisquestion,heknowswherewestand."We

aredoingthisthingSosha,aren'twe?"Isay."Yes,andIloveyou.Doyouloveme?"Whyishe

doingthisnow?Heiswaiting….…Ihavetosayit."IloveyouSosha.”There,I’vesaiditandI'm still

breathing.Wespendthenexthourtalking,abouthisfamilymostly.Bayedeishisoldbrother,he

isamedicaldoctorandhasadaughternamedMaya,hespeakshighlyofher.Obviouslythat

daughterisaspoiltbrat.Thereisanotherbrother,Mlando,hehastwodegreesandisstill

studyingfurther.HeistwoyearsyoungerthanSoshaandhasgirlfriendsalloverDurban.Then

thereisasister,thecentreoftheuniverse,shelivesinCapeTown.HernameisTshitshi,sheis

21yearsold.Asmilecreepsonhisfaceeverytimehespeaksaboutthem,butnotsomuch

whenhespeaksabouthisparents.It's19:45whenweleavethebakery,Ihavenounderwearon

andheistakingthattohisadvantage.Hekeepssendinghisotherhandundermyskirtand

brushingmythighs."Saturdayismybirthday,I’m officialturning29years.”MyheartsinkswhenI

rememberI'm notgoingtobethereathissurpriseparty.Iwould’velovedtoseehisshocked

face."Wow,happybirthdayinadvance,"Isay."CanIbewithyouSaturdaynight?"heasks.Ilook

athim,itlookslikeheisholdinghisbreath."Isitaboutsex?"Iask."Noit’saboutus,Iwanttobe

withthegirlIlove."Iputmyhandatthesideofhisfaceandpeckhischeek.Ifeelhonoured,my

feelingsforhim keepongrowing.It’snevertherighttimetosaygoodbye,wekissandpartways.

Ihavemybagclutchedundermyarm.Myhandsarepressingtheskirtatthesides.Ihaveno

underwearon,somehowitfeelslikeI'vebrokenthedeal.IcannotletNtandoknowwhat

happenedintheoffice.Whathappensbehindofficedoorsstaysbehindofficedoors."Finally!"

Sheisalreadyinpyjamas,holdingabowlofcerealinherhands."Babehowareyou?"Iask.She

scrutinizesmewithhereyeslikeI'm someheistsuspect.Shecanlookallshewants,hereyes



won'tpenetrateundermyskirt."I'm good,howwastheofficesession?"sheasks.Sheistrying

tofishinformation.Iputmybagonthecouchandputthemosthonest-lookingexpressionon

myface."Iwasactuallyhelpinghim withpaperwork,"Isay.Shesweepshertongueoverher

teeth,herpupilsaredilatingwithamusement."Oh,whichtypeofpaperworkdoeshelikethe

most?"Unqualifiedinvestigators!BreatheYanga,breathe!"NtandoI'm tired,myfingersare

achingfrom typing,"Isaywalkingawaywithmyheadhungbackwards."Wearehavingcereal

andcoffeeforsupper!"sheyells.Ohwhatagreatmeal!"Thankyouforbeinguseful,"Isayand

getinsidemybedroom andclosethedoor.Pheeww!Thatwasclose.****Ican’twaitfor

Saturday,thisweekseemstobegoingslow.IdecidedtotakeR100from mytransportmoney

andbuySoshaatieforhisbirthday.Heisgenuinelytryingtobeagoodboyfriend,thebestI

coulddoistomeethim halfwayandshowhim somelovetoo.Ntando'sliftswillsavemesince

mymoneywillbeshort.Ihaven'tseenmuchofhim atthebakerythisweek.Heisbusyatthe

gym,hesaidtherearerenovationstakingplace.Hismissionistomakepeoplefatbygiving

them cakesandsignthem tohisgym toloseweight.Heissobusinessintelligent."Seeyou

tomorrowYangomuhle,”saysAsih.Iwavemyhandatherandflashmystagedsmile.Sheis

suddenlytoofriendlytome,Idon'tknowwhatsheisplayingat.Idon'ttrustgirlswithdyed,

shorthair.Theydrinktoomuchandwetmouthed.HerquestionsalwayscirclearoundSosha.

It'sapitythathehastopassinfrontofhereverytimehecomestothestore.Ifthereisanything

Iprayhardfor,it'snothavingpeopleknowthatI'm datingmyboss.IprayforthatmorethanI

prayfortheraininMpumalanga.IfindNtandostandinginthemiddleoftheloungewithtwo

dresses."Babewhichone?"sheasks.I'm tootired.AllIwanttodoiseat,bathandsleep.I’m not

astylist."Idon'tknowNtando,whereareyougoing?"Iaskslidingonthecouch."Movieshoney,”

shebeams.Ismycalendarbehind?ItsaystodayisThursday,don’tpeoplewatchmovieson

Fridaynights?TomorrowisFriday,aworkingday."OkayI'm goingwithmypurplebaby,"she

says.HerfaceisbrighterthanRihanna'sdiamonds."SoSaneledoesn'tknowwhichdaysare

righttogoout?"Iask."Everydayistherightdaytogoout,that’sifyouarewiththeright

person,”shesays.ShewasthiscrazyaboutVusitoo.Ihopethisoneisreally'therightperson’.

Sheisbeamingwithjoy."Wellmymanhasalotonhisplate.Heisnotjustsupervisingthe

bakery,heownsit,"Ibrag.ThisisthefirsttimeI'm braggingaboutsomethingthatisnotmine.

Lovereallychangespeople."DoyouknowthatthereisabookcalledTheYinyOurManIs

Silent?"sheasks.Ican'tbelievesomeonewroteabooklikethat.I'm notmuchofareaderbutI

havetoseethisone.IbelievetheauthorwasnottalkingaboutSoshathough.The'Y'inmy

Soshaisnotsilent.HetoldmethatI'm theonlypersonheisgoingtogivehisheartto.Iputa

staronthattextandsaveditasimportantmessageandtookascreenshotofit.Sanelecomes

andtakeshisgirlfriend.Isitmynever-spoiledassonthecouchandwatchthelatenightmovie.I

haveapacketofpeanutsasmypopcorn.Saturdaythetableswillturn,Iwillleavehermiserable

too.It'sFridaytoday,wearebusyatthebakery.EventhoughI'm notcomingtothepartyIstay

andhelpwiththepreparations.Wefinisharound19:30,Amandaistheonetodrivemehome.I

findNtandowarmingupchickenpieces,shesaysSanelebroughtusfoodfordinner.Isn’tthis

guythebestintheworld?"Areyousettingalarm for12am?"sheasks.Ifrown,what'shappening

at12am?ShelooksatmelikeI'm dumb,likeIshould’veautomaticallyknownwhateveritisfrom

birth."Yousaidit’sSosha'sbirthdaymos,"shesays.Istilldon'tseehowmidnightandhis



birthdayrelate.SheexplainsthatIhavetowakeupatmidnightandbethefirstpersontowish

Soshaahappybirthday.Dopeopledothatinreallife?TheonlytimeIwakeupatmidnightison

NewYear'seve."Iwillcallhim whenIwakeupinthemorning,"Isay."GeezYanga!Relationships

needsacrifices.Justsetthemessagetoautomaticallygoat12am.”Thankstoadvanced

technology.Idon'tevenknowwhatI'm goingtowriteinthismessage,maybeIshouldaskMr

GoogleorsendthoseWhatsApponeswithpictures.It'sSaturdaymorning,Iwillsleepuntilthe

sunpenetratesthroughmyass.That'showmymotherdescribessleepinguntilthesungoesup.

"Michelleyougaraseethis!"OhIwish!Room-mateisburstinginsidemyroom rollinginEnglish.

It'sonly6:13,didsheswallowadictionary?Shejumpsonmybedandpullsthecoversoffmy

head."Iknowyou'renotsleeping,"shesays.Iopenmyeyesandyawn.Sheisscrollingher

phone,hereyeskeepwidening."MorningNtando.Whatisit?"Isay.Shedoesn'trespond,

insteadshegivesmeherphone.Irubmyeyesandlookatthescreen.Wow!Thisisabeautiful

car."It'sbeautiful,"Isay.Shegrabsthephoneandscrollsdownagain."Doyouknowthisgirl?"

sheaskspushingthescreenonmyface.Ilookatthisfamiliaryellowface.Mymemorycanbe

slowattimes…OhIrememberherfrom theGlenwoodhouseparty."It'sSosha'syellowshortie,”I

say.I'm shockedbyherprofile;DrMpumeMahlangu.Yeses!Iunderminedher,thinkingsheis

oneofthoselightskinnedgolddiggers.Holdonrightthere…ShetaggedSosha???"Canyou

believeit?AwholeAudiQ7!"Ntandosays.Myfingersaretrembling,it'slikeI'm losingmymind.

Soshasaidtheyarenottogether,whyisshebuyinghim acaronhisbirthday?Myphonerings.I

lookatthescreen,it’shim.Irejectitandswitchmyphoneoff."AnsweritYanga,”Ntandosays.I

shakemyhead,I'm notupforthis.ThelastthingIwantistocompetewithadoctorforaman.

Sheboughthim acar,Iboughthim alousytie.I'm done.

Chapter7Ihatethatmyheartisbrokenoveraguy.ThisiswhyIhatedrelationships,theybring

painmorethanjoy.Ishouldn'thavefallenforhim.Thehighertheexpectationsthehigherthe

chancesofgettinghurt.Ntandowalksinwithacupofcoffeeandbiscuits.I'vebeenonbed

sincemorning.Ihaven'teatennorbathed.I’m suchabadloser."Ican'tbelievethisisyou,"she

says.Itakethecoffeeandsip.It’stasteless,Ineedsomethingstronger.Istuffabiscuitinside

mymouthandaskifshehasanymiraculouslydropped-inside-the-wardrobebottleofwine."You

havetogetanexplanationfrom him.Avoidinghim anddrinkingwon'thelpyou,atleastget

closure,"shesays.Whatishegoingtoexplain?Iaskedhim abouther,hesaiditwasnothing

seriousandpromisedtoendit.Ifhewantedmetobeasidechickorbooty-callheshould'vesaid

so.Wearetoooldforthisshit.WhenIswitchmyphoneonhismessagescomeflooding.In

mostofthem heisaskingifI'm okay,othersareabouttonight.Heisgoodatpretending.

Amandaalsoleftamessagetellingmeaboutthetimeoftheparty.Mpumewillprobablybe

therewithanotherexpensivegift.I'dbeafooltoshowmyfacethere.Idon'twanttoendup

causingunnecessaryscenes.Ntandogoesoutandcomesbackwithpizzaandbottleof

Hennessey.ShecancelledherdatewithSaneletostaywithme.I'm gratefultohavesomeone

likeherbymyside."OhAmandacalled,"shesayslikeitjustdawnedbackonhermind."She



wantedtoknowifI'm comingtotheparty?"Iask."YepandItoldheryouareonlycomingtothe

bakeryonMondaytowork.”Iknowshewassassyaboutit.Sheopensthebottleandpoursinto

theglasses.Oneminutesheiswarningmeagainstalcohol,thenextsheistheonepopping

bottles.Wegrillsomeredmeatandworsandmakechakalaka.Yep,wearecelebratingmy

brokenheart."Istillthinkyoushouldtalktohim,rightnowhedoesn’tevenknowwhat'swrong,"

shesays.Sheisgettingdrunk,hermouthislosingstoppers."WhateveritisIdon'twanttohear

it.Didyouseethecommentsonthepost?Peoplewerecongratulatinghim,sayingwhatagood

womanhehas,”Isay.Shedropsherheadandyawns.Ifillupanotherglassandgulpitdown.

"Sincewhenareyoulikethis?TakeyourmanandleaveherwithherPhD.Makeitworseand

holdthefrontseatinthecarsheboughtandtakepictures,”shesays.Icandothattospitethe

doctor,butmyemotionalwellbeingismoreimportant.Idon'tneedunnecessarydrama,mylife

hastoomanyproblems.It’sbeenalongday,wegotwastedandmadenoiseuntilour

neighbourscomplained.Nowwearesoberandgettingreadyforbed.Thereissomeoneatthe

door.IleaveNtandoattendingtoitandgotomybedroom.ItakemydressoffandputaT-shirt

on.Idon'tknowwhat'smoreheavierbetweenmyheadandheart.Idragmyselftobed.Whosaid

sleepingwithouttakingabathisasin?YouwillbegoingtohellwithyourDettol-washedbody.

"Yanga,"shecallsandpushesthedooropen.Iliftmyheadupandlookather.Shehasastupid

grinonherface."IsSanelehere?"Iask."No,Soshais."Whatishedoinghere?I'm ignoringhim

onpurpose.Readingbetweenthelinesisreallyaskill."ShouldIlethim in?"sheasks.Isshe

crazy?Whywouldshelethim in?"NtandoIdon'twanttoseehim,”Isay.Shesighsandwalks

out.SoshaisafooltothinkthatIwillbesleepingwithhim knowingverywellthat'hisdoctor'

boughthim acar.Sheisnowhisdoctor,nottheyellowshortie.Thedooropensagain."Ishe

gone?"Iask."No,I'm here,”saysthedevilhimself.Helethimselfinmybedroom?WTF!Iturn

redandsitupinstantly,"Soshawhatareyoudoinghere?"Iask.HeiswearinganavyT-shirt,

Denim shortanddeadexpressiononhisface.Myeyeslandonhislefthand,heiswearinganew

watch,nothisusual.Thisonelooksmoreexpensive,itsdesignisunique."I'm heretofetchyou,"

hesays,somaliciously."I'm notgoinganywhere,asyoucanseeI'm alreadyonbed.Please

closethedooronyourwayout."Hewalkscloserandstandsnexttothedressingtable.Today

hispresenceisnotaffectingmeatall."MaShengeyoublockedmynumber.Whatisgoingon?"

Ishereallyaskingthat?Ididsayreadingbetweenlinesisaskill,onlyifhefinishedschool!

"Soshagotoyourgirlfriend.What’shername…Idon'twanttocallhertheyellowshortie,Ihave

respectfordoctors,"Isay.Heexhalesaudiblyandrubsbetweenhisbrowswithafinger.Idon't

knowwhyIalwaysnoticewhenhedoesthis."MaShengeIdon'tunderstand,whatkindofloveis

this?Whyareyounotlettingmeexplain?Iunderstandwhyyouareangrybutyoushouldtalkto

me."Sigh!Iwashopingforapeacefulnight."SoshaIaskedyoutobehonestwithme.Trustme

I'm notmadatyoubecauseIloveyoutoomuch,I’m madbecauseyouliedtome,"Isay.He

staresatmeforagoodminute,heisnotevenblinking.Hisexpressionisacompilationofhurt

andanger."Ididn'tlie,Iwillexplainwhenwegettothehouse."Gettowhichhouse?Heisdumb.

"I'm notgoinganywherewithyou,”Isay."Whatyousawonsocialnetworkswasa

misunderstanding.Iloveyou,”hesays.Idon'tgethowabrandnewcarcanbea

misunderstanding.Didn’tshebuyitforhim andtaggedhim?Iwasnotdrunkinthemorning.

"Didn'tshebuyyouacar?"Iask.Hepusheshishandsinsidethepocketsandsighs."Shedid,



butwearenottogether.Iendedthingswithher,”hesays.Wellmyveryownpersonal

investigator,OfficerNtandoMthethwa,investigated.Thedaybeforewespenttheeveninginhis

officehewaswithher."You'renottogetheryetyougoouttodinnersandtakepictures?"Iask.

"SheisabusinesscolleagueMaShenge,"hesays."CanIspendthenightwithmybusiness

colleaguetoo,MrBed?"Iask.Hechucklesandpullsmyarm.HethinksthatI'm joking."Sosha

I'm notgoingtoyourhouse.Thisshitisover,Ihavetoomanyproblemsinmylife,"Isay.

"MaShengeyousaidyouloveme…….."Histoneisdescending,hesoundshurt.Iliedownand

pullupthecovers.“Notanymore,pleaseleave,”Isay.Thereisamomentofsilence."MaShenge

mustIleave?"heasks.Ididn'tspeakFrench,that'swhatIsaid,Idon'trepeatmyself."Icansleep

hereifyoudon'twanttocometomyhouse.”Hhayi-bo!Thisisasinglebed,itwasmadeforonly

onepersontosleeponit."Soshagoandspendthelasthoursofyourbirthdaywithpeoplewho

loveandaffordyou,”Isay.Hestaresatme,Igivenothingaway,Imeanit.Hemustgotohis

doctorandhavethePHDpussy."Mfethucomeon,"hesaysinalmostwhisper.Hehasnever

calledme'mfethu'.ImaybenotMissUniverseintermsofbeautybutsurelyIdon'tlooklikea

man.I'm nothis‘mfethu'."LeaveSosha,"Isay.Hesighsandwalksoutwithhishead

downturned.Myheartsinksatthelastsightofhisback.I’m foolingmyself,myheartisstill

bleedinglove.Ntandowaswaitingforhim toleave,shestormsinaftertwoandhalfseconds.

"Thesoldierlooksdefeated,whathappened?"sheasks."Itoldhim togospendhisbirthdaywith

thedoctor.”"Noyoudidn't!"Hereyesarebulgingout."It'soverNtando,I'm donewithhim,”Isay.

Everypieceofmyheartiscrushing.Idon'tknowhowI'm goingtofacehim atwork.Thisiswhy

theysaydon'tmixbusinesswithpleasure,nowmyworkinglifeisgoingtobelikehell.We

haven'tcommunicatedsinceSaturdaynight,Iblockedhim everywhere.I'm atworkanswering

whyIdidn'tcometotheparty.Asihisthemostannoying,it'slikeshesensesthatthestupid

flingended."Heisdatingadoctor,didyouseeitonTwitter?Shealsocametotheparty,you

shouldseehowbeautifulsheis.”Sheisdishingallthisinmyworkingspace."Don'tyouhave

worktodoAsih?"Iask.Sheapologizesandwalksawaysmiling.Ihavetostaycalm,myjob

requiresmetobefriendly.Ican'tletoutalltheseemotionsbottledinsideme.Iwillpretendasif

itdoesn'thurtandgetthroughthedayasusual.Someonehissesmynamefrom theentrance.

Lordcanyousendyourlightningtothisgirl?"Yes,"Isayinastolidvoice."Come,hurry!”Isigh

andfollowherout.Hereyesdirectmetothereceptiondesk.Soshaiswritingsomethingonthe

paper,Mpumeiswaitingnexttohim,wearingherexpensiveweaveandhighheels."That'sher,"

shesays.Iswallowthelumpthathasformedinmythroatandnodmyhead.Heliftshisheadup

andlooksatourdirectionlikesomethingjustpokedhim.Oureyesmeet,Iholdhisstarefora

fewsecondsandthenwalkbackinsidethestore.Theysaywhatdoesn'tkillyoumakesyou

strongerbutthisisn'tmakingmestrong.Iwanttohideandcrymylungsout."Shengee,”I

scrolleddownmyphoneandmyfingersstoppedathisnumber.HeistheonlypersonI'dliketo

talktoatthemoment,hisvoicewillhealme."Babawamihowareyou?"Iask."I'm finemybaby.

Areyounotatwork?""I'm atwork,Ijustwantedtohearyourvoice,"Isay.Myvoiceisalmost

breakingbutI'm controllingit."IseverythingalrightShengee?"heasks.Itakeadeepbreathand

tellhim everythingisokay.Itrytosoundconvincing,Idon'twanttostresshim."I'm happyto

hearthat.Yourbrotherfoughtwithanotherboyatschool,I’m comingfrom themeetingaswe

speak.Theboygothurtbadly,Ihavetocoverthemedicalexpenses,”hesays.Heistalking



abouttheoneandonlySabatha.Thatchildisproblematic."Idon'tknowwhatI'm goingtodo,

I’m penniless.Cantheywaittillthemonthends?"Iask."NoShengeeIwillsortitout.I’vebeen

meaningtosellsomegoats,theyarecrowdingthekraal."Ohwow!Jesusmustbearoundthe

corner.HeisgoingtosellHISGOATS?Hischildren?"Okaybuymesomethingnicewhenyouget

themoney,maybeadress,”Isay."WhatcanIsay?Ibroughtyouonthisearth.”Thisman!Idon't

botherhim thatmuch."Ilovetheresponsiblefatherthatyouare,"Isay.Webothlaugh.Thisis

exactlywhatIneeded,foramomentI'veforgottenabouttheCelesonwithabigheadand

protrudingbrowridge."Jamludeislimping,yourbrothersarebringingmycowshomebydark.”

Lord,notmyhard-earnedairtimeforJamlude'sendlesshealthcrisis!"Eish!Mybossiscoming,I

willcallyoulater,"Isay."OkaymybabyworkwellandtellthatmanIwillbreakhim witha

knobkerrieifhebreaksyourheart,”hesays.Iendthecallwithahugefrownonmyface.We

don'thaveahistoryofzangomasathome,whatwasthat?Heisaddingtomyfrustrations.For

somereasonsI'm avoidingAmanda.Soshawentoutwithhisgirlfriendsoit'ssafetospendmy

lunchbreakinsidethestore.Myheartisbroken,soismyappetite.Ispendthebreaklisteningto

LutherVandross.Idon'tknowhowplayinghisfavouritesongsisgoingtohelpmeforgethim.

ThirtyminutesafterlunchI'm wanderingthroughtheaislesappreciatingthecakes.Sittingon

thechairwasdrivingmecrazy.IseeAmandamakingherwaytowardsthestore.Iwanttohide

behindthecakesbutsheknowsthatI'm here."Girl!"Sheischeerfulasalways."HeyAmanda,"I

sayflatly."Howareyoudoing?"Sheislookingatmewithglazedeyes,Iguesssheknows."I'm

fine,"Isay.I'veonlyknownherforonlyamonthandfewweeks.Idon'tknowhowlongshehas

knownMpumenorhowdeeptheirrelationshipgoes.I’m notsureaboutourfriendshipanymore.

"Yourdayendsnow,Craigishere,"shesays.Ilookatherwithconfusionpaintedonmyface.

WhoisCraignow?"I'm lost,"Isay."Didn'tyouseeyournewschedule?OnMondaysand

Wednesdayyourdayendsat3pm.”Whatthehellisgoingon?Ithoughtthiswasthemost

successfulbakeryinDurban,howaretheyhavingshort-timessoearlyintheyear?"IfImayask,

why?"Isay."Hesayshewastoldtocomefetchyou,”shesays.Icollectmybelongingsand

makemywaytothereceptionareaafterher.Thereisacolouredguyonthechair.Heislooking

atme,IguessheisCraig."MaShenge,"hesays.Waithowdoesheknowme?Mymemory

crawlsback,heisthepsychotherapist.Iclearmythroatandreturnthegreeting.Asih'sneckis

stretchedlongerthanthegiraffe’s.Sheshould’vedonejournalism,she'dmakehotgossip

articles."Timehasfled,weshouldgetgoing,"hesays.IleanbyAmanda'sdeskandstareathim.

"Wherearewegoing?"Iask.HetakesouthisbusinesscardandgivesittoAmanda.Ifshe

doesn’tgetmeonthephoneshewilltakeittothepolice.OnlythenIagreetogowithhim.This

isDurban,youhavetobecautious.Wegetinhiscarandfastenourseatbelts.Hesmellslikea

millionrands.Everyfeatureofhisbodywasmouldedinnohurry.Godtookhistime,heisthe

compensationforalltheuglyRobertsandBhekisonearth.Helooksatmeandsmiles.MaybeI

havetosmileback,Ishouldn'tbelookinglikewhatI'm goingthrough."MynameisCraig

Cowlings,yourpsychotherapist,”hesays.Let'scallhim CraigNkomo,shallwe?Forget-'lings',

thisisumfokaNkundlane.Inodmyheadandaskwhereweareheading.Hesaysit'saroadtrip.

I’veneverbeentoaroadtripbefore.Wheredoesitend?Doyoudriveuntilyoucan'tdrive

anymoreandreturnbackhome?Idon'tthinkit'sclevergiventhefactthatpetrolpricesarerising

everyday.“Areyounotaprofessional?"Iask."MydegreesinthefieldsaysIam.”"Sowhyarewe



takingroadtrips?Shouldn'twebeinyourfancyoffice,diggingonmypast,withyoutellingme

whattodo?"Iask.Hejustsmilesandtartsthecar.Istareathim waitingforananswer."You

don'thaveanyprofessionalism reputationyourself,"hesays.OhI'm curious."Whatdoyou

mean?"Iask."Alittlebirdtoldmethatyouarenotaprofessionalperson,”hesays.Thatlittle

birdisSoshaCele,right?I'm shockedbythefactthathegoesaroundtalkingaboutme."Ialso

heardaboutthis,"headds."WhatisTHIS?"Iask."Theattitude.”Ohwow!Alittlebirdcouldn't

talkthatmuch,it'sindeedabighead-headedbaker."WhatelsedidyouhearaboutmeMr

Nkomo?"Iask.Hefurrowshisforehead,confusionisrisinginhiseyes."Mrwhat?"heasks.I

didn'tmeantosaythatloud,mymindtrickedmymouth."Nevermind,"Isaylaughing."My

surnameisnotCow,it’sCowlings,”hesays,alsolaughing."Ichosetoignore'lings’.Craig

Nkomo,welcometomytribe,"Isay."OhGod!"Heisdeadwithlaughter.Ihaverolleddownthe

window,I'm toocomfortableinhiscar.I’veneverdonethisinSosha'scar,I’m alwaysa

professionalpassenger."Ialsoheardthatyouarebeautifulandtaken,"hesays.Ihaveforgotten

thatIaskedhim aquestion,I’m busylookingatthishealthmagazineIfoundhere."YesI'm

beautifulbutI’m nottaken,"Isay."AreyounotSosha'sgirlfriend?"heasks.Isighandflip

throughthemagazinepages.HeistheoneIwishIcanforget,butI’m failingto.Theheartisthe

dumbesthumanorganever.Itwantswhatitwants."NoI'm not,"Isay."Wellinhisdreamsyou

are,helovesyou."Iliftmyeyesandlookathim again.Hisskinisflawless,he'dmakeagood

PONDSface."Heiswiththedoctor.IknowmylevelCraig,”Isay.Hispupilsdilate,heseems

amusedbywhatIsaid."Youhavelevels?"heasks."Whatever!ButI'm notgoingtofightadoctor

foraman,Ihavecakestosell,"Isay.Heislaughing,thiswholethingisfunnytohim."Itookthe

minister'sgirlfriendandmadehermyfiancé.Whatlevelsareyoutalkingabout?"hesays.I'm not

surprised,hedoeslooklikeasnatcher.Hissmileisdangerous,girlsmightbetrollinginhis

inbox."Youhavemoneytomaintaintherelationship,Idon'thaveanything,"Isay.Herubshis

chinwithonehand,hiseyesarefixedontheroad."It'snotaboutmoney,confidenceisthe

weapon,”hesays.Ican'tfightforSoshawithconfidencewhileMpumefightswithexpensive

cars.Nextyearshecouldbuyhim aprivatejet.I’veneverownedamerebicycle,Ican’teven

affordacarformyself."I'm confidentbutnotforthis,"Isay."Thereisfinelinebetween

confidenceandintolerance."MyEnglishwas76%,ofcourseIknowconfidenceandintolerance

aretwodifferentthings."TellmesomethingIdon'tknow,"Isay."MaShengedoesn'thave

confidence,shejustlackstoleranceinchallengingsituations,”hesays.Firstly,Ihatethatheis

referringtomeasthethirdperson.SecondlyheiscallingmeMaShenge,that'sSosha's

language.Thirdlyheismakingstupidopinionsaboutme."That'sabsurdandjudgemental,"Isay,

keepingmyvoiceascalm aspossible."Avoidthatbytellingmeaboutyourself,"hesays.Itakea

momentputtingtogether'myself’.HetakesoutStimorolboxandthrowsonepieceinhismouth

andpassesittome.Youcan'tofferpeopleair-refreshinggums,it'saninsult."I'm addictedto

gum,mymothertaughtmetoalwaysshare,nomatterhowsmallthethingis,"heexplains

beforeIcansayanything.Ishakemyheadandtakeonepiece.Iwillthrowitoutassoonasthe

sugarfinishes."I'm listening,"hesays."OhwellI'm YangomuhleButhelezi.I’m asisteroftwo

handsomebrothers.Iworkatthebakeryandlovefishing,”Isay."Youlovefishing?"heasks.He

should'veignoredthatpart."No,Isaidthattomakemyintroductiondragslonger.”Helaughs

andstartstellingmeabouthisfishingexperience.Ididn'tevenknowtherewassomething



calledillegalfishing.Backhomeboystaketheirfishingnetsandgototheriversandfish.No

permitorwhatsoever.Andwhogavefishesrights?Thiscountryishilarious,evenJesushimself

killedfisheslikeit'snobody'sbusiness.Rememberwhenhefedfivethousandpeopletwogiant

fishesinNineveh.Didheconsiderthosefishes'rightsorourgovernmentthinksheknowsbetter

thanHim?"Tellmeaboutyourbackground.Wheredoyoucomefrom?Notonlygeographically,

emotionallyaswell.Whatisyourjourney?"heasks.Itellhim aboutmyjourneyfrom Mandenito

Umlazi,andfrom UmlazitoWestridge.Thathasbeenalongjourney,butmyemotionaljourney

hasbeenlonger.EventhoughI'vewalkedmilesbutthereisnoprogress.Ican'tpointatanything

andsaythisismyworkpayoff.ButasmilecreepsonmyfacewhenItellhim abouttheman

Godchoseasmyfather.HeislaughinghislungsoutwhenItellhim aboutmy'other'siblings.

"I'm tellingyouCraig,hecaresaboutJamludemorethanhecaresforus.Thereisanotherone,I

forgethername,sheisblackandwhiteontheface.”KanyooncecalledthatcowNkawana,my

fatherwasbreathingfire.Hedidn'twanthiscowtobecomparedtoamonkey."IrespectZulu

menandtheircows,”hesays.Thatmakesthetwoofus."Andyourmother?"heasks.Ikeep

quietandthrowthegum outofthewindow."Iwanttohearstoriesabouthertoo,”hesays.Oh,

nowI'm astoryteller."Sheshouts,giveordersandcontrolslife,”Isayaftertakingadeepbreath.

"Soundslikemymother,it’stheirnature,”hesays.OnlyifheknewMaJali,shedoesn'tsoundlike

anymother,sheissomethingdifferent."Doyougetalongwithher?"heasks.Getalong?That’s

arichdream."SheismymotherandI'm herdaughter,”Isay.‘Mymom ismybestfriend’doesn't

applytosomeofus.Ourmothersareourseniors.TheyareourGodsonearth.Youjusttake

ordersanddowhattheysay,ifnotyouareadisrespectfuldisgrace.Youropinionsdon'tmatter,

eventothethingsthatconcernyourwholeexistence.Boyshaveitbetter.Them speakingout

portraystheirleaderqualities.Boysarefutureleadersandmenareleaders.Theyhavetheir

voicesfrom birth."I'm happytomeetyouMaShenge,"hesaysaftersomesilence."Doyoumind

callingmeYanga?"Iask."Notatall,I’m happytomeetyouYanga.""Likewise,"Isaysmiling.

We'vebeenontheroadforquiteawhilenow.Iglanceoutthewindowandseethatweare

leavingthecitybehind.Nowit'sthetimeIaskthedestinationofthisroadtrip."Areweleaving

thecountry?"Iask.HeistakingKingCetshwayohighway,maybewearegoingtohisplace."You

knowyourmanwouldkillmeifItookyououtofthecountrywithouthispermission,”hesays.I

keepmypeace,heissayingthatonpurpose.Itoldhim Soshaisnotmyman.Wepass

constructionworkersworkingatthesideoftheroad.Hestopsjustadistanceawayfrom them.

ItlookslikewearesomewhereinCowiesHill.Theplaceisquietandfullofnature.It’sbeena

whilesinceIlastbreathedfreshairandlistenedtobirds’sweetmelodies."Areyouplanningto

murderme?"Iask.Helaughssocutely.Ididn'texpecthim tobelikethis,Ihadadifferent

pictureofatherapist,someoneoldwithatenseface.Notthisyounghandsomeman."Yourman

wouldcrematemealive,”hesays.Heisnotstoppingthis'yourman'thing.Idon'thaveaman,I

havetwofingers.Heopensthedoorathissideandcomestomysideandopensforme.I

guessthisistheendofourtrip.Weareparkednexttoasmallhillandbythelookofthingswe

areabouttoclimbit.Heisleadingtheway,fortunatelyIgrewupintheruralareas,climbinghills

isacupofteatome.YoucantakethegirloutofNdulindebutyoucannottaketheNdulindeout

ofher.I'm seeinggoodfirewoods,thetypethatburnforhours.Wedon'thavemuchofthem

backhome,amathangaahlanzelaabangenamabhodwe."Youareanathlete,"hesays,catching



hisbreathwithhishandsontheknees.I'm appreciatingtheviewofnature.AllIeverseeis

mazeofvehiclesandcrowdsofimpatientpeople.Ihaven'thadfreshairthatisnotdilutedwith

bakingpowdersandexpensivecolognesinalongtime.Singingbirds,buzzinginsectsand

fragranceoffallenleavesremindmehome.Hepassesapieceoffoldedpaperandpentome.

It'sjustblank,Ilookathim expectinganexplanation."YouarenotjustYangomuhle,asisterof

twobrothersandsalesassistant.Ifyoucan'tvoiceitout,writeitdown.Whoareyou?"hesays.I

standforagoodwhilestaringattheblankpieceofpaper.ThedefinitionofwhoIam covers

everythingthatI'vebeenthrough.Thispaperwon'tbeenough.WhenIliftmyeyesupheisafew

feetaway,wanderingaroundandgrabbingtreebranches.Ifindspaceonthegrassandsit.At

firstI'm blankasthepaperinmyhand.Iclosemyeyesanddrawinsomefreshairblownbythe

trees.Thereismoretomethanwhat'swrittenonmyCV.I'm notjustaNdulindegirl,I'm a

thousandwordstobetold.NowIunderstandwhyauthorsneedaquietenvironmentinorderto

write,thepenisjustflowingonthepaper.WithinminutesIhavenospacelefttowriteon.Yeah

ne!Istillcan'tvoicewordsout.Apieceofpaperhaslimitedme,justlikethesocietyhas.Ibreak

thepenandsquashthestupidpieceofpaperandthrowitaway.Fuckyoulife!Ilieonmyback

andwatchthesky.Onlytheskyisalimit,sotheysay.Butsomeofuscan'tevenreachtheroof

top,happinessisn'tmeantforeveryone."Areyoudone?"I'm startledbyhisvoice.I’veforgotten

thatIcamewithafakecolouredguy.Imeanhehasacompletesetofteeth,notattooand

speakspureZulu."Whereisthepaper?"heasks.Isitupandstretchmyself."Ithrewit.Itdidn't

haveenoughspacetowriteon,”Isay.HewalkstowhereIthrewitandpicksitupandbriefly

runshiseyesonthewritingthenlooksatme."It'snotconfidence,it’sintolerance,"hesays.I

shrugmyshoulders.Hewins.Ihavenothingtosay.Wewalktothecarinsilence.I’m workedup

overapieceofpaper.MaybeIdohaveangerissuesthatIneedtodealwith.Ifsomeonewasto

startmerightnowI'dprobablykillthatpersonwithmybarehands."Howareyoufeeling?"he

asksafterclosingthecardoor."Likeabombwaitingtoexplode,”Isay.Thesunhasset,people

arecomingbackfrom work.Carsarechasingafteroneanotheronthefreeway."Isitokayto

feellikethat?"heasks.Itakeadeepbreathandshakemyhead.ForthefirsttimeIadmithaving

aproblem.I’m notnormalandIneedhelp."Icanhelpyou,ifyouallowmeto.Thisismy

profession,mywayofmakingaliving,butI'm notjustdoingitformoney.Iwanttobeapairof

earstothosewhohaven'tbeenlistenedto,holdtheirhandsandhelpthem rebuildwhathas

beenbroken,”hesays.I'm readytostartthisjourney.I’vehaddrainingeightyearsofmylife.I’m

notforgivingpeoplewhodidn'taskforforgiveness.ThepersonIwanttoforgiveisYangomuhle

herself,itwasn'therfault.Iwanttobeatpeace."CanIeatinyourcar?"Iask."Yesbutnotpie,”

hesays.Irollmyeyes,hesoundslikeNtando.Can’tthesecarownerschillandletuseatpiesin

theircars?It'snotlikepiecrustwilldentthecar,theycanalwayswipetheseats.FortunatelyI'm

justeatingmycoldchickenandslicesofbread.Hisphonerings,it’sconnectedtoaBluetooth

speaker."DrCraigmyman.”It'sSosha.Mymooddropsto0.02%.Theysoundsoinformalwith

eachother,Iwasn'tawarethattheyarefriends.Craig:Ididn'tkidnapher.Sosha:Yourancestors

areworkingovertime.Areyoustillontheroad?Craig:Yeah,I'm drivingMaShengehome.Ohhe

switchestoMaShengewhenhespeakswithhim.Sosha:Howisshe?Craighasastupidgrinon

hisface.Heglancesatmeanddirectsthequestiontome.I’m nottalkingtoSoshaunlessit's

somethingconcerningthebakery.AndI'm stillbusycrushingchickenbones.Ialwaysgetfunny



lookswhenIdothisinpubliceatingplaces.Craig:Sheisfine,justbusychewingthebonesof

herchicken.Sosha:Chewingbones???Shame,hesoundsshocked.I’m onlyfollowingtradition,

mygrandfatherwouldturninhisgraveifIthrewboneswithoutcrushingthem.Craig:Chewing

andswallowingthem.Ishootalookathim.I’m notswallowingthem,heislying.I’m only

makingfinerpiecesoutofthem.Sosha:Bramakesuremyladyisnotdyingthere.Craig:Trust

me,sheistheexpertbone-crusher.OkayIneedtoendthiscall,theyaremakingfunofme."Why

areyouendingthecall?"Craigasks."BecauseI'veturnedintothejokeoftheyear,”Isay.He

hasn'tstoppedlaughing.I'm notevenfeelingtheroad,heiseasytobearoundwith.Iguesshis

friendlypersonalityiswhatmakeshim thehighlyrecommendedpsychotherapist.Itdoesn'tfeel

likeI'm talkingtoaprofessional,it'slikeI'm talkingtoanoldfriend.Ican'twaittoseehowour

secondsessionwillgo."WasthatSosha……?"Ihaveafriendwhopeeksthroughthewindows

andregisterseverycarthat’sdroppingmeoff."HellotoyoutooNtando,"Isay.Todaysheis

walkingaroundthehouseinunderwears.It'snotthathot,maybesheshouldconsiderbeinga

strippersincesheenjoysbeingnaked."Didyouguystalk?"Sheisleadingthewaytomy

bedroom.I’m subjectedintowatchingherassjigglingupanddown.Thisisbadluck,Ineedto

bathwithseawater."NothatwasCraig,thepsychotherapistSoshatalkedabout,"Isay."Oh

great,didyoutalktoSoshathough?"Iignoreherquestionandthrowmybagonbedandtake

myshoesoff.Sheclicksherfingersandrepeatsthequestion."NtandoI'm ignoringyou,"Isay.

"Sinceyou'renottellingmeI'm goingtohearitstraightfrom thehorse'smouth,”shesays

scrollingdownherphone.Thisisoneannoyinghumanbeing!Istopher,shecan'ttalktohim.

"Wedidn'ttalkNtandostopit.Hewasparadingwithhisgirlfriendatthebakery,"Isay.Hereyes

popout.Shedoesn’tbelieveit,neitherdoI."Youlie!"sheexclaims."I'm donewithmen,hecan

gotohell."Shechucklesandshakesherheadindenial."Nobabe,wearecallinghim.Heis

comingheretoexplainhimself,”shesayswhiledialing.Ichargetowardsher,tryingtosnatch

thephoneaway.Shecannotcallhim,Idon'twantanyexplanation.Sherunsoutthedoorwith

thephonepressedonherear.I’vebeenclimbinghillsandmountains,Idon'thavetimetorun

afterahalf-nakedidiot.Isoakmyselfinawarm bathandrunmysoapyhandsonevery

reachablepartofmybody.Igrewupintheruralareascollectingfirewoodfrom theforestsand

runningafterButhelezi'sgoats.Ishouldhavedamagedskin,livingconditionsputmeinthe

pickle,butmyskinispeachesandcream.It’sflawless,exceptforthescaratthebackofmy

neckwhereMaJalipinnedafryingpan.Wewereinthekitchencookingsupper,shesaid

somethingaboutmecookingslowly,Italkedbackandgotthepanpinnedabovemyshoulders.I

was14years,andsomehowbythenIshould'veknownhowtodoalldomesticactivities.Iget

outofthewaterandapplythelotionandputmydresson.I’m atapointwhereIdon'tknowwhat

todowithmyhair.Awigisamust,Ishouldbudgetwiselythismonth.Ntandohasdressedup.

SheisimpatientlywaitingforSosha,shecalledhim over.Iwillbeinmyroom duringtheir

meeting,Iwanttohearnoexplanations.Idrinkaglassofwaterandgotomyroom.Most

Mthethwapeoplearestubbornandrude.Ntandoisnodifferent,shehasdecidedtoholdher

stupidmeetinginmyroom.Soshaisdraggingachair,heputsitbesidemybedandsits."Babe

comeon,justlethim explain,”Ntandosays.Mykeep-calm veinisdominantthesedays,Ikeep

myfacecomposedandzipmylips."Soshawhydidyousayyouaresingle?"sheaskslookingat

him."Iwassingle,butnowI'm not,”hesays.Hiseyesarefixedonme.Idon'twanttoshowhim



anyemotions."WhataboutYanga?Youaregoingtocastheroffthesidejustlikethat?Sheisa

human,youcannottoywithherfeelings!"Ntandobursts.Isighandturnandfacethewall.This

isthelastthingIwantedinmylife,thechaos."MaShengeismygirlfriendNtando.What

happenedwasamisunderstanding,Ididn'tacceptthecar.IloveherandMpumeknowsthat,”he

says.Sheknows,yetsheboughthim agift.Whobuysherex-boyfriendacar?Ntandoisonhis

neck,sheisnotgivinghim anytimetobreath."Whoisshetoyou?”sheasks."Weweretogether

butitwasneverstable.IbrokethingswithherwhenImetMaShenge,"hesays.OhI'm the

reasontheybrokeup,I'm awrecker."Butyouaretakingheroutforlunchanddinners.Which

onemustwebelieve?"Ntandoasks.I'm allears,dyingtohearhisresponse."It'spurebusiness,"

hesays.Mixingbusinesswithpleasureishisthingneh?"Youarenotforthefaint-heartedyoh!"

Sheclapsherhandsandexclaims.Itsoundslikesheisleaving.Iturnmyheadandglareather.

Shehastotakeherguestwithher."Sortitoutguys,forthesakeofyourworkingrelationship,"

shesaysandwalksoutAssoonasshedisappearsIturnandfacethewallagain.Ihearhim

takingaloudbreathbehindme.Mybodyisreactingtohispresenceagain."Denniswillhandle

everythingthatconcernsthebakeryandtheMahlanguEvents.Iapologiseforgivingyouwrong

impressionsandbreakingyourheartifit'sbroken,”hesays.Iwonderwhoheistalkingto.The

walls,maybe.Thedoorcloses.Heislocking…Fuckthistendencyofhis!Isitupimmediatelyand

lookathim."Whatareyoudoing?"Iask.Hewalksbackandstandsinfrontofme.“Iloveyou

MaShenge,youknowIdo.”BreatheYanga,breathe!"Soshapleaseleave,"Isay."Itwasn'ta

romanticlunch,itwaspurelybusiness.Ididn'tacceptthecar,Iwouldn'tacceptsuchgiftfrom a

woman."Myeyesarewarmingup.Ikeepblinking,Idon'twanttocryforsomethingsostupid.

"YouwerenothonestwithmeSosha,"Isay."IknowandI'm sorry.Pleasegiveusachance,Iwill

draweverylinethatyouwantmetodraw,”hesays.Ileanbackonbedandtakeadeepbreath.

Hiseyesarepleadingwithme,soismyheart."NoSosha……”It'sthelastkickofadyinghorse.

"Itcan'tbethatthegirlIloveisnotinlovewithmewhereas,”hepausesandsighs.Heisrunning

outofwords,frustrationisindisputableonhisface."Don'tdothistome.I’m beggingyou

Sondiya,don'tleaveme."MyheartisdoingtheMaasaidance.Iam theSondiyaprincessandhe

mustbegforforgiveness."MaShenge?"Well.........."No,"Isay.Mylipsarepressedintoastraight

line.Nobodytoldmeitwasthisnicebeingbeggedbyaman.Someofusarenotusedtothis.

Theonlytimeaguybegsusiswhenthetrolley-serviceguyswanttopushourgrocerytothe

rank.Hesitsnexttomeandplayswithhishands.Westaysilentforalmostfiveminutes.This

Mpumesituationisabitchallenging.Sheisclearlynotacceptingthattheirrelationshipisover

butI'm happyhedidn'tacceptthecar.AndwheredoesthisMpumethinkI'm goingtofindaman?

Mendon'tgrowontrees."MustIforgetaboutyou?"Therearehorizontalwrinklesbetweenhis

eyebrows.Mywanderingeyeshavelandedonhislips.Mysubconsciouswhispers-'notallthat

drippingisjuice.'Iignorethestupidlittlewhisper,mysubconsciousisalwaysstupidanyway.I

pullhisfacetomeandtastehisyummylips.Ihavemissedthem somuch."Nodon'tforget

aboutme,"Isaybreakingthekiss.Hislipcurlsup,hiseyesaregleamingwithjoy.Hetakesmy

handandstaresatme.Whyisforgivinghim issoeasy?Myheartisanestofgrudgesand

hatred,Ihardlyforgivepeople,butwithhim it'sdifferent."WhenAmandatoldmeaboutyouI

couldn'twaittoseeyou.AndthenCynthiadescribedyouforme,shewasamazedbyyour

personality.YouarenotlikeanybodyI'vemet,youareboldandbeautiful.ExactlyhowIpictured



youtobebeforeIsetmyeyesonyou,”hesays.Iletmysmilecrackaswideasthejoyinmy

heartspreads."Butyoudidn'tseeme,youwerebusytweeting,"Isay."Isawyouwhenyoucame

inthemorningwearingapeachdressandblackboots,IdecidedthatmomentthatIwasgoing

totakemychancewithyou.”Oh,sothatstoreincidentwasatrap?"Imissedyou,comehere,”

hesays.Imoveandsitonhislap,hewrapshisarmsaroundmywaistandaskshowIfindCraig.

HonestlyIfeellikeCraigmademediscoverthingsIdidn'tknowaboutmyself.Hedidn'teventry

thathard,heknowshisjob.I'm embarkingonanew,positivejourney.Ialsojustdiscoveredthat

Ilikebeingbeggedbyaman,justthoseheartfelt'please'anddeepeyestares.Hepullsmefora

kiss.Hehasmynecktuckedbetweenhishands,heiskissingmeliketheworldiscomingtoan

end.Heturnsandpinsmedownonthepillows.Heisbreathingheavily,hisshaftishardand

pokingme.Everypartofmybodyisscreaminghisname.Myhandsareskimmingalloverhis

back.Hiseyesaregettingsmaller,veinsarepulsingoutonhismusculararms.Godforgiveme

butIwantthatthinginsidehisboxers.Hishandhassneakedinsidemybra,heistweakingmy

nipples.Am Igettingmysecondexperienceofnipplegasm?ItseemslikeI'm goingtoenjoy

beinghisgirlfriend.Wait....Ntando!!!"Whatisitbabe?”heasks."Icannotdothis,”Isay.Hegives

mealightpeckonthelipsandlooksinmyeyes.Heishorny,thecolourofhiseyeshaschanged.

"Twominutesonly,please,”hesaysinabeggingtone.That'sanoldtrick,heknowsthathe

won'tgofortwominutesonceheisin,unlessifheislikeAmanda'sfiancée,Sphelele."Imadea

dealwithNtando,wemustnothavesexforamonth,"Isay.Heisconfusedforamoment,then

hegetsitandlaughs."Whatisgoingtohappenifyoubreakthedeal?"heasks,pressinghishard

shaftonme.Howam Isupposedtotalk?Hishandslidesthroughthesideofmypantyandrubs

myclit.Imumblehisname,hestopsandsmiles."Shedoesn’thavetoknow,”hesays.I'm nota

sneakyperson,heischangingme.Hegetsoffbedandwalkstothewardrobe.Hestandsand

looksinsideformorethantwominutes."Don'tyouhaveascarf?"heasks.Whatishegoingto

dowithit?"Idohaveone,”Isay.Hehassomethinginhishands,thegiftbagwiththetieIbought

forhisbirthday."Youwearties?"heasks.Dumbass,hecanseethatitwasboughtasagift."I

boughtitforyoubutyougotacar,"Isay.Hebringsuptohislipsandlooksatme.Helooks

emotionalforaminute,likeheisgoingtocryoveratie.Heiscomingbackwithit,heisno

longeremotional,heisexcitedaboutsomething.Heisweird."Belatedhappybirthdaysthandwa

sami,"Isay.Hekissesmyforeheadandpullsmeintoatighthug.Imeltlikeiceanddrowninhis

sophisticatedcologne."Thistieisveryusefulrightnow,"hesays.Heisconfusingme,hecan't

wearthetieonaT-shirt.“Howso?”Iask."Itwillkeepyoushut.”What?IsthissomekindofFifty

ShadesofGreyshit?"Doyouhaveprotection?”heasks.Heisdeadserious,hewalkstothedoor

andconfirmsthelock.Helooksexcited,Idon'tknowifit'ssexorthefactthatI'm abouttobreak

adealforhim.NotsolongagohewasdenyingmethislegendarypartysayingIshouldbeonhis

bedfirst.Am Ionhisbednow?Itakemybag,theoneIusedailyandtakeoutapacketof

condoms.I'm alwaysarmed,justincasetheknownhappens.HeislookingatmelikeI'm a

freakysexthug."Areyouready?"Iask.Hesighs,hestillhasthesamelookonhisface.It'slike

thispacketofcondomsjustturnedhim off."Wecanleaveit,"Isay.“What?NoComehere.”He

pullsmetohischestandsmasheshislipsonme.TheTVisstillplayinginthelounge,this

meansNtandoisnotonbedyet.Soshashouldmakethissnappy."MaShengeIloveyou,thisis

notourfirstdaytogether.Itneverhappened,wewillhaveourgloriousdayonmybed,"hesays



pullingdownhisboxers.HeisnotspeakingPortuguese,it’smylanguage.Yesthisrighthereis

nothappening.Hetapesmymouthwithatie.I’m gettingwetfrom themerecontactofhis

fingersonmyskin.Hehooksthedressoffmyshouldersandplantkisses.Ilikehislipsonmy

flesh,butwehaveonlytenminutesorsotokillthis.Iwatchasheputsthecondom on.Weare

bothDTF,hekissesmeandmumblescurseswhilepushinghimselfin.Heistryingnottobe

hasty,it'sromanticandnicebutwedon'thavetimeforslowstrokes.Imovemyhipsup,hefits

inandgroans.Ipinchhisbutt,Ntandowillhearhim.Hepullsoutandthrustsinagain,inching

deeper.Iarchmybackandmoansilentlyashisshaftrubsagainstsensitivetissuesnomanhas

evertouched.HeisnotthefirstonebutI'veneverconnectedtosexthismuch.I’m connectingto

everythrust,it'snotjustmybodyembracedtohis,oursoulsaretiedtogether.Heisgivingme

longpowerfulstrokes,hisrelentlessrhythm bringsmetothebreakpointearlier.It’samazing

howhehaslearnedmybodywithinafewminutes.Iexplodeandlockhim betweenmylegs,his

abilitytomoveisseverelyrestrictedbuthekeepsthrustinginthroughwhatfeelslikeaseriesof

climaxes.Hestartsconfessinghislovealoud,Ntando'spresencedoesn'tmatteranymore.His

griptightensonmyleg.Heisclenchinghisteeth,rollinghiseyesandgroaninglikeadyingbull.

Orgasm alwaysbringusthechimpanzeesoutofourhandsomemen.Helooksdamnugly.He

untiesmeandsmasheshislipsonme.I’m gettingaddictedtothem buttodaytheplaceis

wrong,weneedtodestroyevidenceassoonaspossible."Youarethechosenone,Iloveyou

MaShenge,"hesays.Ipullhim foranotherkiss,heisstillbreathingheavily.“Iloveyoutoo,now

let'scleanup,”Isay.Thecondom foiliswrappedwithaserviettepaperandhiddenunderthe

mattress.Iwillgetridofitwhenthecoastisclear.Wearebothlaughingaswecleartracesof

evidence."Openthatwindow,"Isayandgetmyperfumeandsprayitallovertheroom.Nowit

doesn'tlooklikeanyonehadsexhere,doesit?"CanIhaveaglassofwater?"Ohno!Howam I

goingtoexplainhisthirsttoNtando?Luckilysheisbusyonherphone.Itrytopassquietlyasa

catbutsheisNtando,shelooksupandaskswhatI'm doing."Justgettingaglassofwater,"I

say,keepingastraightface.Shesitsupstraightandcastshereyestomylegs.Mybreathis

heldup."Areyouforgivinghim?"sheasks.“Notyet,”Isayandleaveherwithadisappointed

face.Soshagulpswateratonegoandputstheglassaway.Ibetheneedsanotherglass,sadly

thereisnothingIcando,inkanyambaissittinginthelounge.Heisallsmiles,hishandsarenot

leavingme.Wespendthenextfiveminutesarguingaboutgoingtohishouse.InZuluthis

situationiscalledukuntshontshelauhlanya.Hemakesadeepsighbeforestandingup.Igetmy

jacketandwalkhim out.Hedidn'tleavehistie,heiscarryingitwithitsbag.Ntandostandsup

whensheseesus.Shewantsanupdate,hereyesaremovingfrom metoSosha,herarmsare

folded."YangamustIhatehim orlovehim?"sheasks.Shecan'thatemyboyfriend,shewillonly

hatehim whenIhatehim too."Lovehim,"Isay."Halala!Youguyslookgoodtogether."I

expectedthisfrom her,shehasbeensubtlygroundingforSoshaallalong."It'sactuallya

princessandthefrog,"Isayrollingmyeyes.Igetsoftpinchonmybutt,fortunatelyNtando

doesn'tnotice.Sheisstillgushingovermynewflame."Honestyisveryimportantina

relationship.Ifyouarehonestwitheachotherthisrelationshipisgoingtolast.Alsorespectand

trusteachother,”shesays.Ididn'tknowshewasarelationshipexpert,sheshouldopenherSis'

Ntandoblogs."Yeah,thanksfortheadvice,"SoshasaysShesmilessomodestyandturnsto

lookatme."Don'tforgetweare'banting'forfourweeks."What?I'm eatingwhateverIwant.



“Bantingsincewhen?”Iask.Sheblinksrapidlyanddoesathingwithherfingers.OhyesnowI

remember,wearebanting"Bantingallthewaysis,"Isayandwinkather.IwonderifIwillbe

abletofakeitalltheseweeks,Ilikeratinggoodservices."Banting,really?"Soshaasksoutside

thedoor.Webothbreakintolaughter.Ntandowouldprobablykillmeifshefindsout.Hedoesn't

wanttoleave.HeisclingybutIlikeit,heismylittlemonkey."Todaywasagreatday,"hesays.

Therearepronouncedlinesonhisface.Allofasuddenhelooksworried."Areyougoingtoleave

everytimesomethinghappens?Leavewithoutgettinganyexplanation,withoutanyhesitation?”

heasks.I'veplantedaseedofdoubtinhismind.I'm newinthisrelationshipthing,stillfinding

mywayaroundwritinggoodnightmessagesandall."Iwilltrytodothingsrationally.It’snot

whatI'm usedtobutI'm willingtolearn,"Isay.Henodshisheadbutthelookisstillthere.Ihold

hishandsandstareathisdoubtfulface."SoshaI'm crazybutIloveyou.IknowthatI'm

stubborn,especiallywhenI'm angry,butdon'tletmego.WhenIleave,fornoparticularsane

reason,pleasestandonmywayandremindmewhoyouaretome.Andthatisuyisoshalami,"I

say.IhavefoundtheoneIlove,heismyunicorn,isoshalamiandI'm readytosubmittomy

subconscious'desiresanddeepestfears.

Chapter8IhaveattendedsevensessionswithCraig,theyallwentwell.Hemadearequestto

comewithmetoNdulindethiscomingmonth.Hewantstoseemyparents,moreespeciallymy

mother.I'm notsureit'sagoodidea,butheisinsistingonit.HeisnottheonlypersonI'vebeen

havingsessionswith,Soshaalsogavememindblowingsessions.I’m slowlyturningintoa

Sosha-addict.We'vebeenturninghiscarintoourbedroom andclearingevidenceafterwards.I

didn'tknowIwasthissecretive,allalongIthoughtthehorsehadkickedmychest.Ontherecord,

NtandoandIareapproachingourlastweekofsexabstentionandwearerewardingourselves

withagirls'tripforhonouringthedeal.Amandaiscoming,aswellasNtando'scolleague,Lihle.

WearegoingtoLeParadisLodge,Amandaistheonewhobooked,sheknowsallofthefancy

places.Ididn’tevenknowtherewassuchplacehereinKZN.IwalktoNtando'sbedroom and

findherpacking.Threesetsofswimwear?Weareonlygoingfortwodays."Wearenot

permanentlymovingtoWidenham,"Isay."Picturesbabe!Someclothesarefortakingpictures."

NowthatshehasmentioneditIthinkIneedtopackmoreclothesaswell.Ladiestripis20%

abouttakingpictures,30%ofgossipsand50%ofdrinkingandtalkingaboutboys.Ihaveto

drinkresponsibly,themoredrunkIgetisthemorewetmouthedIbecome.Idon'twanttoblow

thegaffaboutmylittlesecret.Idon'tknowifSoshaisdonesulkingaboutmeleaving.Inhis

mindI'm goingtoMarsandnevercomingback.Icallhim,hedropsthecallandcallsback.He

alwaysdoesthis,Idon'tknowwhatitmeans,Icanaffordairtimeaswell."HelloSosha,"Ianswer.

"ForamomentIthoughtitwasmysisteronthephone.”Ismynumbernotsavedinhisphone?

"Youarekidding,right?"Isay."No,learntosoundlikemygirlfriend.I'm sthandwatoyou,”he

says.Thereissomethingabouthim,it'slikethereisashroudedpartofhim keptinacavity.

"Okay,hellosthandwa,"Isay."Heysweetheart,howareyou?"Heisbackathissweetself,his

voicehassoftened"I'm okaybabe,Ijustmissyou,"Isay."Tellyourfriendsthatyouwilljoin

them nexttimeandcometome.”Wetalkedaboutthis,I'm notgoingtocancelmyfirstgirls’trip.

NotafterseeingthosebottlesNtandopackedinthecar.Ihaven'tdrankinalongtime,it's

startingtoaffectthecountry'sclimate."YouknowIcan'tdothat,thistripmeansalotto



Ntando,"Isay.Heissilentforafewseconds,thenheaskswhattimewearecomingback

tomorrow.Wewillcomebackaround4pm,butItellhim wewillcomebacklate.Whenwecome

backI'llbetired,Iwon'tbeablegotohishouse.IfItakeoverwomen-on-topposition,I’m not

justrepresentingNdulinde,I'm representingallwomenofSouthAfrica.IhavetobringmyA-

game,andIcan'tdothatafterscubadiving.IheardAmandasayingwewillgoscubadiving.I’m

certainIwon'tbejoining.Iwillstaybehind,maybeinthepoolwithaglassofwine.Hisextended

sighisaudiblethroughthephone'sspeaker."Thisistorture,Imissyou,"hesays.It'sjustone

nightaway,I'm notleavingforever."Borrowmesometampons,"Ntando'svoicebreaksinthe

room Sheneverknocks,Ishootalookather.SherealisesthatI'm onthecallandlaughsbehind

herhands."BabecanIcallyouback?Iwanttodressup,"IsaytoSosha."Okay,Iloveyou,"he

says.NowIdon'tbeataroundthebush,Iholdnothingback,Iprofessmyfeelingsfearlessly.“I

loveyoutoo,”Isay.Ntandoisstaringatme,shecan'tbelievethenewwomanI'm becoming.I'm

comingoutofthenutshell.Thedrivefrom DurbantoWidenham isonly40minutes,butwe've

beenontheroadforalmostoneandhalfhour.Lihleistheonedriving,Idon'tknowifsheisslow

bynatureorshejustcan'tdrive."LihleyourdrivingisinfuriatingmemorethanSphelele,"

Amandasays.It’sherfirsttimemeetingLihleandNtandobutyouwouldn'ttell,herout-going

personalitysqueezesherinanycrowd."Acaraccidentwouldbemoreinfuriating,"Lihlesays.

Hergogo-drivinggetsustoWidenham aftertwohours.Theplaceisdamncold,thebeachisjust

200m away,neverthelessNtandohastakenherclothesoffandworeabikini.Sheisgoingtothe

swimmingpool."Youknowthisistheself-cateringunit,wehavetomakefood,right?"Amanda

asksher.Sherollshereyesandwrapsatowelaroundherwaist.Shedoesn'tcareaboutfood.

ThereisabottleofViognieronthetable,shehasalreadydranktwoglasses.Didyouknowthat

realdrunkardslovewhitewine?Welethergo,sometimestalkingtoherisliketalkingtoarock.

Sheleaveswithaglassofwineandhercellphone,alongwithitsselfie-stick.Maybeshewilleat

selfiesfordinner.Lihleisthebraai-master,sheisdoingeverythingonherown,grillingthemeat

andmakingsalads.Sheisdishingoutalldetailsofherlifewhileatit.Nowweknowshelasthad

sexonMarchwithherPediboyfriend.Idon'tthinksheisoverhim,shestillreferstohim asthe

bestmanshehaseverhad.Idon'tblameher,I'veheardgirlscomplimentingPediguys.Theyare

saidtoberomanticandgoodattreatingwomen.Theonlyexhaustingthingaboutthem isthat

theydon'tfinishasentencewithoutquotingfrom theirmothers.It'smotherthis,motherthat.

"Mmaorekethabelakofi,"Isay,inadvertentlyloud.Amandaburstsoutlaughing.Lihleisnot

gettingthejoke,sheisrollinghereyes."Thereisnothingwrongwiththem lovingtheirmothers,"

shedefends.Sheshouldletuslaugh,theguylefther,heistalkingabouthismothersomewhere

elsenow."EnoughaboutmyPediprince,howdoesitfeeldatingSoshaCele?"Ntando!Ican't

believeshetoldher.Shehadnorighttospreadmyprivatelifelikethat...Okay,Ialsotold

Amandathatsheisdatinghersupervisor,butthepointissheshouldn'thavetoldLihle.Amanda

islookingatme.Thereisahiddensmileonherface."Whatisthedifferencebetweenfortified

andunfortifiedwine?"Iask,refillingmyglass.Silence.Itakeahugegulp.Theireyesare

penetratingme.Thisisamess,Ididn'twantAmandatoknow.Sheisnotjustafriend,sheis

alsomycolleague,areceptionistforthatmatter.Herjobcomeswithnews-dishingtalent."I

knowyouevenwhenyouhaveyourbackturned,"shesays."Whatdoyoumean?"Iask."Iknew

thatInstagram picturehepostedwasyou."TherewasanInstagram picture?"Whendidthat



happen?"Iask.Shemustn’tgivemethatlook,sheknowsthatIdon'thaveInstagram,thatthing

chowsdata."Onhisbirthday,itwascaptionedasthebestbirthdaygiftfrom God,"shesays.My

thirtysecondsofangervanishes,thiswarmsmyheart.IwashisbestgiftandIdumpedhim on

thatday.HowIwishIcanturnbacktheclockandcorrectmymistakes.Theyarestilllookingat

me,waiting."HeiseverythingIthoughtIwouldneverhave.Heishumbleandpatient,”Isay."He

reallylovesyou,Imeanhechoseyouoverthedoctor.Iwanttoknowhowheisonboyfriend

mode,especiallyonbed,”Lihlesays.IthoughtNtandowasthenosiestpersononearth,butit

seemslikehercolleagueisworse.FirstofallIhaven'tsleptwithSosha,I’m banting.SecondlyI

onlykissandtellNtando,noteveryone."Wehaven'tslepttogether,"Isay.Theybothexclaim.

"Whatareyouwaitingfor?Whatifyoudietomorrow?"Amandaasks.PastorMboroneedsto

intervene.Thisgirlneedstorepent,eventhehellisnotreadyforher."NtandoandIdecidedto

waitaperiodofonemonthbeforehavingsexwithournewpartners,"Isay.Amandapicksa

sliceofcucumberfrom thebowlandthrowsitinsidehermouth."Whatareyougettingin

reward?"sheasks."Nothing,noteverythingisaboutreward,”Isay.Theylookateachotherand

laugh.Ntandowalksindrippingwithwater.Sheisquivering.Whatdidshethinkswimmingin

thiscoldevening?"IthinkI'm havingpneumonia,"shesays.Pneumoniaisnochild'sgame,she

isdramatic."Justputwarm clothesonanddrinkwine,"Isay.Lihlemadeafeast.ThatPediguy

losttreasure,shewould'vemadeagoodwife.Amandawipeshermouthwithaservietteand

makesannoyingteeth-grittingsound."Ineedaman,thewinewentstraighttonana"shesays.

“BorrowNtando'sdildo,”Isay.“What?Idon'townadildo,shemustcallherman.”Amandarolls

hereyesandgulpsdownherwine."Hispenisdoesn'thavemyg-spotonitsGPS,”shesays.

Lihleaskshertoexplainfurther,shewantsallthedetails.Amandabeingwhosheisdishesout

everything.Theyaregobsmacked."Guysdon'tworry,Ihaveasideguy.Heknowsexactlywhere

togo,hedoesn'tswim aroundlikeafishinthepool,"shesays.LihleandNtandobumptheir

fistsonhers.Ican'tbelievetheyarepromotingcheating.Amandaischeatingonherfiancéefor

goodness'sake!Thismattercouldbesolvedwithone-hoursextalkbetweenSpheleleandher.

Sherefillsherglassandsips.Isensemoredirtylaundrycoming,alcoholisnotgoodforher."He

becomesworseifIdranktartaric,hereachesorgasm withintwominutes,"shesays.Shedrinks

tartaric?Wearealllookingateachother."Whydoyoudrinktartaric?"Ntandoasks.Shebursts

outlaughing.Shethinksweareactingdumb."Youguysareserious?Don’tyouknowbrown

sugarandtartaricacidmixture?"sheasks.“Noooo!”wesay."Ohgreat,atleastnowIknowa

fewpeoplewhoaregoingtoheaven.Youguyswillsendmyregardstomyfather,"shesays.

WellI'm notgoingtoheaven,notwiththesesecrets,excessivedrinkingandcountlesssex

encountersbeforemarriage.Shemustjusttellus."Singlittlebird,"Isay."Idon'twantSoshato

killme,homemadebedroom-enhancingmixturesarenotscientificproven."Shewantsustobeg.

It’snotliketartaricacidandsugarkills,Igrewupeatingitwithporridge."Ifit'sthoseFacebook

createdonesIwillpassandsticktoplainyoghurtandkiwi,”Lihlesays.IthinkI'm theonlyone

whoiscluelessaboutthesethings.Ntandoisalsorecommendingeatingpineapples.I'm just

lostinthejungle."Guyswheredoyoulearnthesethings?"Iask."LetAmandateachus,itseems

likesheknowseverything,"Ntandosays.IlookatAmanda,shemustnamethepriceifshe

wantsustopayforthetips."OkayIdon'twantyoutohumiliateuswhenyoufinallygiveupthe

nanasnextweek.Drinkmed-lemonandblackhalls.Theirballsmustfitinyourmouth,pretendto



bechokingevenifyouarenot.It’sthestrategyofgettingthebankpinandcarkeys.Ifyoudo

thatnextmonthyoucouldbeinvitingustojoinyouonyourall-costscoveredNewYorktrip.”

Claponce,claptwice!Whatishersurnameagain?McKenzie…Theyarenotrelatedtothe

Mkhizes,arethey?IwonderifMrsMcKenzieisawareofthesexteachershegavebirthto.She

isthekindoffriendeverygirlneedsinhersquad.Agirleverymotherwarnsherdaughter

against.Sheisnotonlyaboutsextalk,shealsoknowswhatagirl'sbodyneedsafteralong

journey.Wearesurprisedbyfourmasseurs.Theyarewhitewithmusculararmsandthicksolid

chests.IwantthemassagebutI'm notsureaboutbeingmassagedbyastrangewhiteman.She

couldhavebookedfemaleones."Ma'am pleaselieonyourstomach,"theonestandingnextto

merequests.Ntandoturnsandlooksatme.Sheknowsthestory.Shefluttershereyesrapidly

beforerestingherheaddownagain.Idon'tlikethesadnessIseedawningonherface.Itakea

deepbreathandlieonmystomachandasktheguytofocusonlyonmyupperbody.Hishands

startdoingtheirmagic.Iblockthenonsensethatkeepscomingtomyheadandletmybody

loose.Thefactthatheiswhitemakesitmoreexciting.Apartheidreallyended,thisguygaveup

hissleepbecausemyblackbodyneededamassage.I’m hissourceofincome,indirectlypaying

hisbills.ShoutouttoNelsonMandelainheaven!Inthemorningtheyserveusbreakfast.The

girlsaregoingtoscubadiving,I’m theonlyonestayingbehind.Itry,asmuchaspossible,to

distancemyselffrom death.Luckilythereisawhiteladywhoiskeepingmecompany.She

wantsustoplaytabletennis.I’veneverplayedthat,theonlytennisgameIknowisigqomu.She

teachesmethebasics,deepdownIfeellikeSerenaWilliams,thetennisqueen.Ntandobrought

thewholebottlestore.ItakeabottleofRoussanneandmakemywaytothepool.I'm wearinga

bikini.It'stimeforpictures!Iposeforafewanduploadthem onFacebook.Peoplemustknow

thatI'm inLeParadis,thelittleparadise.Afewminuteslatermyphonerings.Hemust'veseen

thepictures."Sthandwasami,"Ipickup."I'vebeenwaitingallmorningforyourpictures.”DidI

promisehim pictures?Itmust'veslippedmymind."Awreally?"Iask."IthoughtI’dbethefirst

onetoseeyourhalfnakedpictures,butIwaswrong."Thereisanemphasisheputson'half

nakedpictures’."Youcandownloadthem from Facebook,"Isayandsiponthewine."Theyare

notmeantformeYanga,youwould’vesentthem tomeiftheywere.”DidhejustcallmeYanga?

That'snotappropriate,I'm MaShengetohim."WhyareyoucallingmeYanga?"Iask."That'syour

name.Didn’tyousayyouarenotMaShenge?"Irollmyeyestilltheytouchmybrain.Iwon'tallow

asulkymantospoilmygoodmorning."HowisyourdaylookinglikeDubandlela?"Iaskina

softertone."AwuMaShengewami,Ihavenothingplanned."OhI'm MaShengeagain?Menand

clannames!"Theywanttomeetyou,"hesays."They?"Iask,alarmed."MybrothersandMyalo."

Noways!It'stoosoon.Whatam Igoingtosaytothem?Idon'tevenhavefancyclothestowear.

"I'm notready,"Isay."Theyarenotgoingtobiteyou,theyjustwanttoseethegirlwhohas

stolenmyheart,”hesays."Nobabe,Idon'twanttomeetthem,"Isay.Hecanshowthem my

pictures.Ireallydon'twanttofindmyselfonthetablesurroundedbyhiseducatedbrothers.I

knowtheythinkI'm withSoshaforthefinancialbenefitsandjobsecurityreasons.I’m notready

forallthat.Thelodgehasbeenunruffledandharmoniouswithjustmeandmyfellowwhite

guests.Nowthattheblackscubadiversarebackthewallsareshaking.Theyaretalkinglike

theyaremilesawayfrom eachother."Howwasscubadiving?"Iask."Wedidn'tdoit,wewent

fishingwithawhitegrandpa.”Ohwhatachangeofplans!"Wherearethefishes?"Iask.Theonly



responseIgetisthecamera'sshutteringsound.Theydidn'tcatchasinglefish.Fishesarenot

stupidandtheyhaverights.Thishasbeenthebestweekendever.Ihadthebesttimeofmylife

withthemostamazingcompanyagirlcouldaskfor.Itwasabreathoffreshair.Theonly

disruptionwasSosha'sconstantcalls.HewantedtobeupdatedoneverythingIwasdoing,not

tomentionthatIhadtosenddozensofpictures.AtfirstIwasabitworriedaboutNtandoand

Amanda.Ntandocanbeanutcase,buttheygotalonglikesteakandkidney.Amandawasour

MzansiBioskop,weheardthestrangeststories,halfofthem werehardlybelievable.Shehas

kissedsomanyfrogsbeforefindingSphelele,herprincecharming.Isheevenaprincethough?

Maybeheisjustanotherfrogthatputaringonher.WehavetogobacktoDurbantheclockis

onCasterSemenya’sspeed.Oneminuteweareenjoyingourlastbottleofwine,thenextweare

packingandloadingthecarboot,twominuteslaterweareontheroadbacktoDurban."Ifeel

likeGodfastforwardedtime,"Lihlesays.AtleastI'm nottheonlyonewhofeelslikethat.This

weekendhasbeenunbelievablyshort.Tomorrowisaworkingdayalready."Ihavetosee

Spheleletonight.Godhastointervene,IwillstartatSam'shouse,”Amandasays.Shenever

ceasetoamazeme."Allinthenameoforgasm?"Iask."Orgasm islife,"shesays.Sheis

somethingelse,IfeelsorryforSphelele."He’llknowyousleptwithsomeoneelse,"Lihlesays.

Sheisonthewheelagain.Sheshouldbuyataxionceandforall,shelovesdriving."Iwillbath

withicywater,"shesays.Isshearealperson?Wearealldumbstruck."Ouch!!"Sheisscrolling

herphonewithhereyeswidened."Whatisit?"Ntandoasks."IuploadedapictureandSoshahas

seenit.Heknowsthatweareonourwayback.”What?Howcanshebesocareless?Itold

Soshawearecomingbacklate.Heiscallingme.GreatAmanda!“Heylove,”Ianswer."I'llcome

fetchyou,Iknowthatyou'reonyourwayback,”hesays.AllbecauseofTwitterupdatestonight

I'm goingtoSosha'shouse.Mybodyfeelslikeabagofcement.Iwaslookingforwardtomybed,

lastnightwehardlygotanysleepwithAmanda'sstories.Hewillbefetchingmeintwohours,I

needtenRedBullcans"And?”Ntandoasks.Isighandtellthem thatSoshaisfetchingmeintwo

hours."ThankstoyouAmandaMcKenzie.”Isaytakingaloudbreath."Aslongasyoudon'tgive

him anycookie,”Ntandosays.Ohthat….OfcourseIwon't,wearebantingmos.Goshisthathis

caroutsidethebuilding?Heissomethingelse.Hesaidheisfetchingmeintwohours,that's

18:00onwards.Ntandoisthehappiestwhenweseehim.Heisnotjustmyboyfriend,heishers

aswell.Lihleisfrozenonherseat.Ipokeherarm beforegettingout,thisismyboyfriend,there

isnoneedtofreezewhensheseeshim.Ntandoisalreadystandingnexttohiscar."Comeguys,

thereisNandoshere,"sheyells.IbetthatNandoswasboughtforme,butwhatcanIsay?They

arealreadyrushingtohiscar.Whenoureyesmeethissmilewidens.Ican'thelpbutsmileback.

Ihavemissedthishumanbeing."Howareyou?"heasks.TheyareeatingNandoschicken

pieceswiththeireyesgluedtous.I'm suddenlyshy,thesebitchesarenotmakingiteasy.They

shouldbegivingussomespace."I'm fine,"Isay."Comehere,"hesays.Ntandomoves,makinga

wayformetogetin.Hepullsmeforahugandkissesmylipsforafewseconds.Mychildish

friendsarewatchingandgiggling."Areweleavingnow?"Nowasinthismoment?Heiscrazy."I

stillhavetobath,"Isay.“MaShengeyouhadabathwhereyoucomefrom.”Hedoesn't

understand,I'm wearingblackbraandwhitepanty,Idon'twanttolooklikeazebraonhisbed."I

needtogetmyclothesaswell,unlessifyouarebringingmebacklater,”Isay."What?No,goget

yourclothes,I’llwait.”Ithoughtasmuch!Amandaappearsandlooksatbothofus."Youknow



heneverreplacedmychocolate,right?"What?Thismustbeajoke.IlookatSosha,heislooking

atherwithhiseyesnarrowed."Ineverreplacedit?"heasks."Nope!"Amandasays,shakingher

head.Hecan'tdomelikethat.Iboughtthatchocolateforasignificantreason,Ican'tbe

beggingforittobereplaced."Isittrue?"Iask."Babesheislying,Ireplaceditthenextdaylike

yourequested,”hesays.Oh,Iseewhat'shappeninghere."LiesMaShenge,hedidn't,"Amanda

says.HeexhalesandpullshiswalletandgivesherR100.She'llprobablybuytartaricandbrown

sugarwithit."That'smycousin!"shesays,kissingthenoterepeatedly.Ican'tbelieveshejust

robbedmyman."Hello,"Lihlegreetsinareservedtone.Isitnotlateforgreetings?"Hellosisi

howareyou?”Soshasays.Hersmilereachesherears,shemustnotgetanyideas,I'm

OperationGudluz'udokotela."I'm great,thanksforasking,”shesays.Ifeellikerollingmyeyes,

Ntandohasthesamelookasmine.Ipackmyovernightbagandtakeaquickshower.Ibrought

clotheswithmetothebathroom becausethereisnopossibleexplanationIcouldgiveto

Ntandoaboutmatchingunderwear.Sheiswaitingformeinmybedroom withmybagonherlap.

Whatissheuptonow?"Andthen?"Iask.Sheliftsapacketofcondoms."Justincase,"shesays.

"Nothingwillhappenbutthankyou.”ThirtyminuteslaterIwalkoutwithmybag.Heisplaying

LutherVandrosssoftly,heswitchesitoffwhenIgetinsidethecar."Comeonthewheel,Iwill

guideyou,"hesays.Ican'tdriveandIdon'twanttoattemptto."Nexttime,"Isay.Hepullsmefor

apassionatekissbeforestartingthecar.Myconversationisfillingupthecar.I'm dishingout

everythingaboutWidenham.Idon'tfeelthejourney,wearechattinglikeoldlovers.Hegetsmy

jokes,Igethis,wearePopayiandSpinach.Wearenowenteringhisdriveway.Therearetwo

carsparkedoutside.Iknowtheyarenothis,notevenoncehadIseenhim drivingeitherofthem.

"Eish!Theydidn'tleave,"hesaysbumpinghisfistonhisforehead.Ihaveahugefrownonmy

face.Whodidn'tleave?Whosecarsarethese?"Itoldthem toleavemyhouselongtimeago,"he

says.Itlookslikeheishavingaconversationwithhimself."What'sup?"Iask."It'sMyaloand

Mlando."It'sajoke!HesaidI'm comingtovisithim.Him alone."Areyoukiddingme?"Iask.He

parksthecarandscratcheshishead.Inarrowmyeyesandglareathim."Areyoudrivingme

backorwhat?"Iask."Ican'tdriveyoubackbabe,Iwanttobewithyoutonight,”hesays.He

takesmyhandandlooksinmyeyes.“Let'sgoin,youwillgostraighttoourbedroom,theywon't

seeyou,"hesays.Ihavesharesinhisbedroom?Wow!"Orwaithere,Iwillgotellthem toleave,"

hesays.OhnowI'm goingtobethemeangirlfriendwhochaseshisbrotherandfriendoutofhis

house?Hewantsthem tohateme."It'sfine,wewillsneakin,"Isay.IfeellikeateenagerasI

followbehindhim steppingsoftlyonthefloor."Andthenthisone?"Thevoicecomesbehindus.

Thisisafuckedupsituation.Iturnmyheadslowlyandlookattheperson.Urgh!WhatisSabelo

doinghere?Heisalreadypissingmeoffwiththatlookonhisface.Soshagiveshim alookand

pullsmyhand.IfIknewthisassholewasgoingtobehereIwouldn’thavecome.Hetakesthe

stairwayandleadsmetoahugebedroom withsoftgreytonedwalls.Thereisahugewell-made

bedwithpurewhitecoversandflatscreenTVonthewall.Iexpectedhisbedroom tobelikethis.

Thereisaspacebetweeneverything,heiswellorganised."Letmeputyourbaginsidethe

closet,"hesays.Ihandittohim andaskhim nottounpackanything.I'm notatease,Ifeellike

hisbrotherwillwalkinanytime.AndthatSabeloguy!ThedayIbringmyNdulindepersonahe

willwishhewasneverborn.Hewalksbackandstandsmindlesslyinthemiddleoftheroom.He

looksstressedout."MustIgetyouanything?""No,"Isay.Herubshishandstogetherandsitson



thebed."Ithoughtyou'dcometomorrowanddidn'tcook.”Ohisthatwhatstressinghim?"I'm

nothungrySosha,”Isay."I’m hungry,canIdrivetotherestaurantfastandgetsomething?"he

asks.Nowhewantstoleavemealonewiththosepeoplemakingnoisedownstairs.Whatifthey

comeherewhileheisgone?WhatwillIsaytothem?"Iwillbefast,"hesaysIshrugmy

shoulders,mysaywon'tmatterhesaysheishungry.Hekissesmycheekandleavesinahurry.

I'm leftaloneinagiganticbedroom andI’m temptedtoinspectaround.What’sinsidehis

drawers?MaybeI'llfindMpume'sunderwears.Curiosityiskillingme.Ihearloudvoicescoming

closertothebedroom."Sheishere.”It'sSabelo'svoice.Heisbringingthem here.Ireallydon't

knowwhythisguydislikesmesomuch.Iliftmyeyesup,theymeetSabelo'sandIcannothelp

myself,Irollmyeyes."Hello,sawubona,molo,dumela,"hesaysflashingaperfectsetofwhite

teeth.Ihavenevermethim norseenpicturesofhim butthisisMlandoCele.Heistallerthan

Soshabutyoucanseethatheisyounger.WhichlanguagemustIrespondtohisgreetingwith?

"FinallywemeetthebelovedMaShenge,"saysthesecondone.ClearlyheisMyalo,hehasa

beardandblackafro.IsuspectthatheisaNazareth.Hecomesforahandshake,Idon'thesitate

toshakehishand.Hehasthat‘respectme'thingaroundhim,hespeaksinadeepvoice.The

playboypositionshimselfonbednexttome.Hehasafadecutandhiswholeleftarm covered

inink."Whydoyouhateus?"heasks.Myaloisstaringatme,it'ssouncomfortable."Idon'thate

anyone,"Isay."Evenme?"Sabeloasks.Heknowsthatweareenemies.“Notyou,”Isay.He

laughsoutloud.I'm notgoingtowastemybreathonhim."Shedoesn'thateus,Myalotakea

seat,"Mlandosays.Inoticethatheisanopenperson,we'dprobablygetalong.Ican'tsaythe

sameaboutMyalo,heisstillstaringatmelikeI'm acreaturefrom Mars."SoMaShengehow

manycowsdoesyourfatherwantsforyourbeauty?”It'sMyalo,hedidn'tsitdown,heis

standingbythewindowstaringatme.HonestlyIdon'tknowhowtoanswerhisquestion."One

calf,"Sabeloreplies.IsheMaShengeaswell?"Didweintroduceourselvesgents?"Mlandoasks.

Heissneakyandnaughtywitheverythinghedoes.Hiseyesroam allovertheplacewithin

seconds.HehasthesamebushyeyebrowsasSoshabutheisdarkinskintone."EishPardonus

ntokazi,mynameisMyalezoMchunu."Helooksveryhumble,Iheardthathecan'tlivewithout

samp."AndI'm RaymondCele,yourboyfriend’sbrother.Hegotsomelooksfrom meeven

thoughIlookmorehandsomethanhim.”OhheisRaymond,that'sfancy!Ithoughthewas

Mlando.IalsointroducemyselfeventhoughtheyalreadyknowwhoIam."Youhavealong

nameandsurname.Youneedtochangeoneofthem,"Myalosays.Idon'tknowwhathemeans,

Ilikemynameandsurnamelikethis.I’m notgoingtochangeeitherofthem.Helooksatthe

twoandsuggeststhattheygivemesomespace.Mlandoistheonlyonewhorefusestoleave.

Hewaitsuntiltheydisappearandlooksatme."IhopeyouknowthatSabeloismentally

disturbed.”DamnIshould'veknown,thesignswerethere.“Youshouldseeyourface,”hesays

buriedinlaughter.Hehastimeforgames,butSabelodoeslookmentallydisturbedforreal."So

whyareyoudrivingmybrothercrazy?"Crazy?Ilookathim withmyeyebrowslifted.“Idrivehim

crazy?”Iask.“Yes,dumpinghim onhisbirthdayandtakinghim backandrefusingtosendhim

yourpictures.”DidSoshareallyreportthosenonsensicalthingstohisbrothers?Awhole29year

old!“Well…I…I'm tryingtodobetter,”Isay.Henodsandkeepshiseyesdirectlyonmine.“Doyou

lovehim MaShenge?”heasks.Ididsaythisrelationshipwillbequestioned."YesIlovehim,”I

say."Heisnotasstrongashelooks,pleasetakecareofhim.Ifyouneedanykindofhelpdon't



hesitatetoletusknow,”hesays.Thereissomethinggenuineinhisvoice.Iwanttoask

questions,thereismoretothatstatement,butIletitgoandnodmyhead.Hisphonerings.

Frighttransformshisfaceasheglancesatthescreen."Ohfuckit…MaShengeIwillseeyou,"he

walksouttalkingtowhoeveritis.Ireleasealongheldbreath.Itwasn'tbadasIthought.Ifeel

freenowthatI'vedonethisandgotoverwithit.I'm yettomeettheoldbrother,Bayede,andthe

universe'sapple,Tshitshi.Ihopetheyarenicetoo.

Chapter9HeisdrivingmetoYMCA.He'sbeenquiethalfofthejourney.Hedoesn'twantmeto

leave.Thereisafunctionheisattendingtomorrownightandhewantedmetobetherewithhim.

Ihaven'tgonehomeinfourmonths,Imissmyfamily.Ialsogotpaid,thereisnoreasonforme

nottogohome.I'm onlygoingfortwodays.SundayafternoonI'm comingback,andIwillspend

thenightwithhim."Doyouknowamahlala?"Iask."No.”Ithoughtasmuch."Iwillbringyoutwo

onSunday,”Isay."Idon'twantthem,Iwantyou.”FatherLord!Hehasn'tstoppedsulking."I'm

comingback,youcanhavemeasSundaydessertorsnack,”Isay.Thatgetshim smiling.He

canbeabigbabysometimes.Wehaven'thadanyinside-the-carscenesthisweek.I'm still

catchingmybreath.OurSundaynightwasepic.Igotonmykneesforthefirsttimeandfollowed

Amanda'sinstructions.Ichokedonhisballsandsuckedhisshaftlikemyfuturedependedonit.

Hewaspullingmyhairandgroaninglikeadyingbull,butIdidn'tgetanybankpinorcarkeys.I

onlygotaridetowork.WhatworksforAmandawon'tworkforYanga.It'stheendofthemonth,

myhostelhomeboysaregoinghome,thetaxiisfullwithinminutes.Ituckearphonesinsidemy

earsandletToniBraxtonunbreaksmyjourney.Longdistancetravellingisgoodwithonething,

youcansleepwithoutworryingaboutmissingyourstop.IwakeupwhenwepasstheTotal

garage.Theatmospherehaschanged.Iseethesmokefrom Sappidancinguptotheskyand

feelathome.IneverrealisedhowmuchImissedMandeniuntilnow.Idoalittleshoppingfor

umngenandliniatSparandrushtotherank."Yanga!"Andthegreet-greetbegins!ThisisPlaza,

yougreeteveryoneyouknow.Itdoesn'tmatterwhetheryoudon'tgetalongbackinthevillage,

whenyoubumpintoeachotherhereyoutalkandspankeachother'shandwhenyoulaugh.I

turnaroundandlookatthepersoncallingmyname.It'sThenjiwe,wewenttoschooltogether,

sheismakingherwaytowardsme.Bythewaywedon'thughere,nomatterhowlongwe

haven'tseeneachother.Wejuststandfacetofaceandsaywhateverwearesaying."Iheard

yougotanotherjob,"shesays.I'm stillafewfeetawayfrom her."Abetterone,"Isay.

"Congratulations,nowyouhavetogetconnectionsforus.Theysaygettingthejobiseasywhen

youknowsomeoneinsidethecompany."Yeah,sheisright.Amandaalsogotmethejob.

Basicallyyouneedconnectionforeverythinginthiscountry.Evenatthefunerals,ifyoudon't

knowAuntJabuyouendupnotgettingfood."Soyoustilldon'thaveababy?"sheasks.Thereis

alittlebabystrappedonherbackwithatowel.I'm prettysurethisisnotthesamebabyIsawon

herbacktwoyearsago.Iguesseachyearthereis'givingbirth'inherbucketlist."Am Inot

supposedtogetahusbandfirst?"Iask.ShelaughslikeIjusttoldherthebiggestjoke."Where

areyougoingtogethusbandthesedays?"Oh,Ididn'tknowtherewasanextinctionofhusbands.

Imustgetinthecarbeforethisgetsmorepersonal.Wearelivingintheerawherebeing



childlessat23israisingeyebrows.Peoplestarttoquestionyourfertilityandthrowabortion

accusations.Amongstpassengersofthiscarisafatgoat.It'srightnexttomylegsandthe

ownerisfocusedoneatingfriedchipspayingnoattentiontohowit’spushingmylegwithits

forehead.Mypassengers'rightsarebeingviolated,thereisafatladynexttomewhoispressing

metothecornerwithherhips.Thisissomekindofdemotion,from BMW X3withair-consto

thevanwithloudchattersandangryfatgoat.It'sabitdarkwhenwearriveinNdulinde.Sabatha

iswaitingformenexttotheroad.Iactuallywantedtohaveaprivateconversationwithhim

regardinghisbehaviour.HealmostlookslikeMbuso,he'sgrownup."HeyJohnCena,"Isay.He

looksdownandsaysalowhello.Heknowsthatwehaveunfinishedbusiness."Iheardthat

you'rebeatingotherkidsatschool.Theotheroneendedupinhospitalandourfatherhadto

takecareofhisexpenses,”Isay."Heistheonewhostartedme,"hesays.Iexpectedhim to

defendhimself,heneverstartanyone,theyalwaysstarthim."Youhaveteacherstoreportthem

to.Doyouknowthatthereisaprisonforchildren?"Iask."No.”Hiseyesarebulgingout.He

looksfrightened."Wellthereis,keepbeatingotherchildrenandIwillcomevisityouwithaloaf

ofbrownbreadandtinfish.”Heissilentallthewayhome.ItlookslikeImanagedtoscarehim a

bit,therewillbesomepeaceathisschool.Myfatherisinthekraalshushinghiscowstosleep.I

knowhecanleavethatkraalwhenthey'reallasleepsoIwon'tbotherhim,I'llseehim whenhe's

finished.Mymotherisironingherdressinthekitchen."Howwasyourjourney?"sheasks."It

wasalright,"Isay.Sheputsitonthehangerandwipesherblackpumps."Iwillgoshopping

tomorrow,weareoutofeverythinghere,thecupboardsareempty,"shesays.Iwithdrewthe

grocerymoneyandkeptitseparately.Itakeitoutandhandittoher.Shefoldsitandpushesit

insideherbra."Ihavetogotobedearly,pleasepreparefoodforyourfatherandbrothers,”she

says."IsitokayifImaketeaandbread?""Didyoubuymilk?”sheasks.Myfatherdoesn'tdrink

teawithnomilk,thereisnowayIcouldhaveleftit.“Yes,”Isay.“Okayyoucanmakeit.”Ihaveto

buyelectricityfirst,thereareonly2unitsinthemeterbox.Thankstothebanksandtheir

technology,Icanbuyelectricityviathephone.Myfathereatstenslicesofbread,Mbusois

behindhisfootsteps,heeatseight.Ishouldlearnathingortwoaboutbaking,thesepeople

don'tplaywithbread.SpeakingofMbuso,whereishe?Ihaven'tseenhim.It’snotlikehim notto

comeandgreetme.Sabathaissittingbythedoorlostinhisthoughts.Iknowheisthinking

aboutjail."Sabatha!"Icall."Hhe?"Didhe…?"Areyousayingthattome?"Iask,shocked."Sorry,I

meantSisi,”hesays.Heislying,hemight'veforgottenhismannersatthefightingscene.You

don'tsay‘Hhe'whenaneldercallsyou,it'sdisrespectful."WhereisMbuso?"Iask.Idon'tgetany

response,hiseyesarerunningeverywherebutnottome."Sabatha?”Isayalmostyelling."He

wenttohisgirlfriend."Girl-what?WTF!"Hiswhat?"Iask.Hesquintshislittleeyesandgivesme

ahugegrin.Urgh!SometimesIforgetthatheisakid."Takeyourchipsandchocolateinsidethe

shoppingbag,I’m comingback,"Isay.Howcanmymother'gotobedearly'withoutknowing

wherehersonis?Imakemywaytoherrondavelandwaitforthepermissiontogetin."Come

in,"sheyellsfrom inside.Ipushthedoorandwalkin.UkhoziFM isplayingontopofthetable.

It'stheonlystationpeoplelistentohereinNdulinde.Theyevengoasfarascallingthewhole

radioasUkhozi."MamawhereisMbuso?"Iask.SheisbusyapplyingGentleMagiconherface

infrontofthemirror.Ithinkshestartedusingthisfacialcream 20yearsagobuttillthisdayI

haven'tseenthemagicitdoes,shestilllooksthesame."Howam Isupposedtoknow



Yangomuhle?Youknowhowboysare,heisprobablysomewherewithhisfriends,”shesays.

Thereiszerocareinhervoice.Mbusoisonly16years,heisstillachild."Orsomewherewith

someone'sdaughter,"Isay."Youcansaythatagain,theButhelezisarecharming."Ohwow!"So

youarenotworried?""NoMbusoisaboy.”Oh,Iforgethowspecialboysare."Don'tforgetmein

yourtea,"shecallsasImakemywayout.Nothinghaschanged,sheistheMaJaliI'vealways

known.Oh,theboyfriendisback.Heissittingonasmallwoodenbenchnexttothekitchen

tablepretendingtoreadabook.Sabathalooksfrightened,hethinksIwillsellhim out."Where

areyoucomingfrom?"Iask.Helooksup,hiseyesdivertfrom Sabathatome.Whateverheis

abouttosayisafatlie."Iwasplayingsoccerwiththeboys,”hesays.Heisalwayshumble,heis

theonewhotookafterButhelezi.MeandSabatha….well."Youplaywearingjeansandwhite

sneakers?"Iask.HerubshisheadandshootsanotherlookatSabatha.“I…Ichangedafter

playing,thecoachtoldusto.”HethinksthatI'm stupid.WhywouldhechangetoAdidas

sneakers?IhavenoideahowI'm goingtoconfronthim,Idon'twanttosellSabathaoutbutit

hastohappenbeforeIgobacktoDurban.Iservethem teaandgivethem theirgoodies."It's

goingtoraincats,"saysthevoicefrom thedoor.Heisdonetellinghiscowsbedtimestories.He

takesoffhiscovered-in-dungbootsatthedoorandwalksin.Ididsayhedoesn'tshaveuntilI

tellhim to,helookslikeSjava.Firstthinghe’lldotomorrowisremovingthatbush."Mountains

aremovingalready,thequeenisback,"Isay.Heshakesmyhandandsitsonhiswoodenchair.

"TheButhelezishavedoneagoodjobprotectingyoufrom accidentsandsicknesses.Wethank

them tohaveyoubackhomealiveandhealthy,”hesays.Hechecksmeoutcarefullyandthen

chuckles."Durbantreatedyougood,thereisabumpofahipbakithi,"hesays.SometimesI

forgethowheis.Mbusoislaughingalongwithhim."Ohyou'remakingfunofme.MustIgive

youyourteanow?"Iask."Let'sstartatyourelders,IwilleatwhenIcomeback.”Weleavethe

boysandgototheancestor’srondavel.Heburnstheimpephoandtalkstotheancestors,

informingthem thatI'm homeandthankingthem forprovidingmewithajob.Hebringsthelid

withburningimpephoclosertomyface.I'm afancydaughterfrom Westridge,myboyfriend

livesinMorningsideandheownsabakery,soIcough."Heywenainhale,impephodoesn'tkill,”

hesays.Heissuchatraditionalfather,bythetimewewalkoutI'm inneedofaglassofMalbec,

mychestisdry.Theboysfinisheatingandgototheirroom.Istaywithhim gettingallthelatest

updatesaboutJamludeandhersiblings.Theirstoriesneverend."Mdletsheisslaughteringa

cowtomorrow,"hesays.Thatsurnamemakesmybodycringe."Areyougoing?"Iask."No."Is

hesayingnotofreemeat?Thismancaneatagoatalone."Why?"Iask."Idon'tlikethe

Mdletshes,somethingaboutthem setsmeoff."InodandstartcleaningMaJali'skitchen.I

wonderhowhewouldreactifhefindsoutthetruth.Idoubthe’djudgeme.Hewouldn'tcarethat

Idatedat15,thematterwouldbehisdaughterbeingsexuallyviolated.Hehasneverturnedhis

backonme,notevenonce.Butwillheturnitonmymotherifthetruthcomesout?"Imustgo

restnow,"hesays,stretchinghisarms."Yesyoushould,it'slatenow,”Isay.Iwrapafewthings

upandplugthekettleformybathwater.Wedohaveabathroom butit’soutsidetheyard.Ican't

gotherenow,I’llbumpintoghosts.HolyShepard!Ididn'tcallNtandoandSosha.Iopenmybag

andsearchformyphone.Irememberpushingitinsideaftergettingoffthecar.Andthen……

WhatinthewholeNdulindeisthis?IunwrapapieceofwhiteclothIneverpackedandfinda

stackofmoneyfoldedinside.Inevermisplacemoney.Icountthenotes,it'sR2500.Icall



Ntandofirst,Iwanttoknowifshedidn'tputhermoneyinmybagbymistake."Heybabe,did

you…”Idon'tfinishwhatI'm sayingsheisbitingmyheadoff."Babemyfoot!Whydidyouignore

mycalls?DoyouknowhowworriedSoshais?"sheasks."Iwillcallhim justnow,myphonewas

insidethebag.Didyouputyourmoneyinsidemybag?""No,"shesays."ThereisR2500inmy

bag,Idon'tknowhowitgotinsidemybag.""OhnowIremember,it'smine,"shesays.Ilaughout

loud,shescamsworsethanMMM."Iknowyouthief.WasitR100notesorR200s?"Iask."You

areboring,bythewaychowthatmoney.I'm sureSoshasneakeditinsideyourbagbecauseyou

areacrazybitchwhowouldn'thaveacceptedhismoney."Hewouldn'tdothat,Imeanhejust

paidmysalary.Icallhim,hedropsmeandcallback.I'vemadepeacewiththistendencyofhis.

"Yanga!"Ohmyword,heisangry."I'm sorry,myphonewasinsidethebag.WhenIarrivedhereI

becamebusy,Iwasnotignoringyou,Ijustsawyourcallsnow,"Iexplain."Youcould'vesenta

text.Onlyatext!"Isighandapologizeonemoretime."Ireallydon'tlikewhatyoudid.I’vebeen

stressedoutnotknowingifsomethinghappenedtoyou,"hesays."I'm fineMagaye.YouknowI

justfoundR2500insidemybag,Idon'tknowwhoputitinside,"Isay."Oh….."Isthatallheis

goingtosay?"Youcarriedmybagtothecar,didyouputit?”Iask."MaybeIdidputit,”hesays.

Ntandowasright,hethinksI'm acrazybitch.Letmesurprisehim withcalmness."Thankyou

Ndosi,Ireallyappreciateit.Iwon'tbeshortofanythingthismonth,”Isay."Wereyoushortlast

month?"Histonehaschanged,ItakeadeepsighbecauseIknowhowheisabouttoget."Yeah

butIsurvived,"Isay."Whydon'tyoucrytomethen?Arewenotpartners?Don'tyouloveme?”

Ohandgetlabelledasagold-digger?Nothanks,I'm ahustler."BabeifIneedyourhelpIwilltell

you.Whatareyoudoingthere?"Iask,changingthesubject."I'm tryingtosleep,thehouseis

emptyandlonely.Iwishyouwerehere,tochatwithmeandholdmyhandtosleep,”hesays.I

don'tlikehistone,Ifeellikesomethinghasterriblygonewrong."Whereareyourbrothers?"Iask.

Iexpectedhim tobewiththem sinceit'sFriday."Theywenthome,"hesaysinasubtlypained

voice."Whydidn'tyougowiththem,”Iask."I'm finehereinmyhouse,Ijustmissyou.”Thetone

ofhisvoicesaysotherwise.MaybeIshould'vestayedandcameherenextweekashewanted.

Noweveryoneclosetohim iswiththeirfamiliesandheisnot.Thesadnessinhisvoicebreaks

myheart,IwishIcanflytoDurbanjusttogivehim ahug."WhathappenedSosha?Whydon't

youwanttogohome?"Iask."Becausenothinghaschanged,I'm stillnotwelcomedthere,”he

says.“You'renotwelcomed?”Iask.Thereisadeepsigh.“Mystepmotherunderminesmy

success,shelovesMlandoonlybecauseheisdoingnothingwithhislife,juststudyingand

gettingdegreesfordecoration.AndwellBayedecanendtheirlives,”hesays.Anotherdeepsigh.

"I'm grownnowMaShenge,Iknowthetruth,”hesays."Whattruth?"Iask."Ourmotherleftwhen

Mlandowasonly3yearsold.Sheleftandneverlookedback.Weonlygotacallfrom hersister,

Amanda'smother,whenshedied.Wedidn'tattendherfuneralbecausewewereangry.NowI

knowthatIndiamadeherleaveandturnedourfatheragainstus,”hesays.IrememberthedayI

wenttohishouseandaskedifhewanttohavechildrenandhesaidhewantstohavethem with

therightwomanwhowon’tleavethem.Thisexplainshisfear,hewasleftbyhismother.Iknow

nosanefatherwhowouldcompletelydisownhissonbecausehefailedschool.Yeshehadto

beangryasaparentbutseeinghim pickinguphispiecesandmakingsomethingoutofhislife

should'vegrantedhim forgiveness.Itreallydoesn'tmakesense."I'm reallysorrybabe,"Isay.

"I'm finesthandwasami.Ijustregretnotattendingmymother'sfuneral,ithauntsme.”Heisnot



fine,notatall."Aretheyokayathome?"Heischangingthesubject.Iwishhecouldopenup

moreabouthispast."Yeahtheyarefine,”Isay."AndJamlude?"Ilaugh,Jam isbecoming

famous,evenCraigneverforgetstoaskabouther."Sheisfine,Ihaven'tseenherthough,she

sleepsearly.”"Shemustbebored,sheneedssomemates,”hesays.Whatmates?I'venever

heardofaboredcow."Idon'tknow,maybe,”Isay."Shewillgetthem soon,Idon'twanthertobe

bored.”Thisisgettingoutofhand,Jamludeisalwaysinthemiddleofmyphonecalls.Isleep

withabrokenheart.IhaveamotherbutIcansaythatIknowthepainofnothavingamother.I

canrelatetohispain.IwonderwhathemeantwhenhesaidBayedecanendhisparent'slives.

Didhemeanhecankillthem?Heisadoctor,hehealslives,hedoesn’tendthem.Thefirstthing

IdowhenIwakeupistocallhim.Asusualmycallisdropped.Hecallsback."MaShenge,”Why

doesitsoundlikeheisontheroad?It'sonly5:10am."Mylove,didIdisturbyou?"Iask."Not

really,whyareyouupsoearly?"Tofetchwater,cookbreakfast,feedthechickensandcleanthe

yard.Thelistisendless,Ijusttellhim Iranoutofsleep.RightnowI'm inNdulinde,mydaystarts

at5am."Whereareyou?"Iask."Iam drivingto...goingtohelpDennisatthebakery.Wehave

crazyordersthisweek,"hesaysinaforeign,stutteringvoice.Hedidn'tmentionityesterday,the

strangenessinhisvoicedoesn’tgivemepeacebutIhavetotrusthim.Hehasn'tgivenmeany

reasonnotto."Okayworkwellbaby,Iloveyou,"Isay.Silence.Aybo!Heneedstosayheloves

me."Sosha???""Iloveyoutoo,"hesays."Whydidittakeyouaminutetosaythat?"Idon'tknow

whendidIbecomethisannoying.IhavethesenonsensicallittledemandsthatImake.He

usuallylaughsandhonoursthem,buttodayheisnotlaughing."Idon'tknowiftherewillbeaday

whenyou'dwanttotakeyourwordsback,"hesays.It'sweirdhowhegetsinsecureforno

reason,justoutoftheblue."Theyarenotjustwords.I’m verballypaintingapictureofhowIfeel

aboutyou.I’m inlovewithyouandIhavenodoubts,"Isay."Iwishwecanstaylikethisno

matterwhathappens."WithnosecondthoughtItellhim wewillneverchange.Hislovehas

affectedmelikeadrug,beingwithouthim haven'tcrossedmymindsincethenightofstolen

sex.Yesterdayheopeneduptomeabouthisfamily,thataddedtothealready-deeploveIhave

forhim.IneverthoughtIcouldlovesomeonelikethis.Inevertriedtofindout,Ijustgaveup

withouttrying.Ithoughtsexwasnice,butIjustdiscoveredhowmind-blowingitiswhenyoudo

itwithsomeoneyouhavedeepfeelingsfor.Nothingcancomparetohisdeepmoans,hair

grabbingandhuskyloveconfessing.Isplashcoldwateronmyfaceandgetstartedwithmy

girlyduties.Myfatherisinhiskraal,it’shisdailymorningroutine.Hegreetshiscowsbeforehe

greetsus.Mbusoiswithhim,runningafterthecalves.MaJalicallsmeinherrondavel,Ifindher

dressinguptogoandsitonthechair."Sawubona,"Igreet.Wehaven'tbumpedintoeachother

sincewewokeup."Iwantyoutoironthisdressforme.IwillwearitlaterattheMdletshes."She

isgoingtotheMdletshes?Sheisstillminglingwithmyrapist’sfamily?"Youshouldalsocome,

yourpeerswillbethere,theyhaven'tseenyouinalongtime,"shesays.Ican'tbelieve…Nothisis

her,she'sbeenalwayslikethis.Shehasnevercaredaboutmyfeelings."Nothanks,"Isay.She

wrapsthescarfaroundherneckandinsertsthepinonherdoek.Sheusesittoscratchher

scalpwhenitgetsitchy,wecallitihlokoloza."Theirsonisgettingmarriedsoon,itcould'vebeen

you.”ForamomentI'm speechless.Am IsupposedtofeelunfortunatebecauseKwenzais

marryingsomeoneelse?Issheokayupstairs?"Iwouldn'thavemarriedarapist,”Isay.Sheturns

aroundswiftly."What?”Herbrowsareraised.Byaskingthissheisgivingmeachanceto



changemyinitialstatement.Ilookatherandsaynothing,whatIsaidstands."Yangomuhle

don'tyoudareinsultMdletshe'sson.Doyouhearme?Hedidn'tforceyoutocometohisroom.

Didn’tyousayyoulovehim?”Thisisthequestionstandinginmywayofjustice.IsaidIloved

him,itexcuseswhathedid.“Youyoungstersdon’tlistentoyourelders.Amaqhikizaarethereto

guideyouwhenyougetonthestageofdating.Butno,youdothingsbehindeveryone'sback."I

feelmyeyesheatingupandgathermyselfupbeforeIbreakdown.Biggirlsdon'tcry."Idon't

evenknowwhywearetalkingaboutthis,Isaidgetoverit.Don'ttrytojeopardisethatboy's

marriage,youtookyourmother'sgoldenplattertohim willingly.”Iswallowmyemotionsand

walkoutastronggirl.Imakebreakfastandcallmybrotherstothekitchen.Onsunnydaysmy

fathereatshisbreakfastunderthetreeinthemiddleoftheyard.Afterawhileshewalksinand

standsbythedoor.“Isthereanythingyouneedintown?”Sheislookingatme."No,"Isay.She

looksatMbuso,heshakeshishead.Sabathacountsendlessgoodies.Iknowhewon’tget

anythinghecounted,shewillcomebackcryinghighprices."Whenarewecomingtovisityouin

DurbanSisi?"It'sSabatha.Hehasforgottenaboutjail,heisbackathischeerful,ass-beatingself.

"Whenareyournextschoolholidays?"Iask."OnSeptember,wewillclosefor3weeks,"hesays.

"Ifyouhaven'tfoughtwithanyoneuntilthenIwillcomefetchyou,"Isay.Idon'tknowwhohe

tookafter.Wearenotafamilyofviolentpeople.Yes'we’,Iincludedmyself.Heleavesafter

finishinghisbreakfast.FinallyI’m alonewithMbuso,theeboyfriend."Whoisthegirl?"Iask.His

eyesflushwithfright."Whichgirl?"Ohweareplayingdumbnow."Yourgirlfriend,"Isay."Idon't

haveagirlfriend."Heisnotlookingatme,Iknowthatheislying."Okayleaveit.Iwasthinkingof

buyingyouaSamsungphonenextmonthbutsinceyoudon'thaveagirlfriendIwillcancel,"Isay.

"ASamsungsmartphone?"Ishrugmyshouldersandsipmytea.Icanbethatdramaticsister.

"Pleasesisi,Iwanttohaveasmartphone.Iknowhowtouseitandallmyfriendsowns…"

“MbongeuJehovamphefumlowamimmmm,”Istartsinging."OkayhernameisThando,her

familyisnewinthearea,wearedoingthesamegrade.”Therewego.Whywasthatsohard?

"Andsheisyourgirlfriend?"Iask."Weare….It'ssomethinglikethat.”Canheevenkiss?Kidsof

today,at16yearsIwasstill.…heshouldn'tbedating,that'sthepoint."Mbusoyouknowyouhave

tofinishschoolfirst,right?""Iknow,"hesays."Howareyoubalancingbeingaboyfriendand

schoolwork?"Iask.Hedoesn’thaveananswer.Heknowsthetwocan'tbebalanced,hecan

onlyexcelinone."Gofetchyourschoolbag,"Isay.Idon'tknowhowlongittakestotakeabag

from thenextroom.It'sbeen4minutesand3andhalfsecondssincehewentthere.Eventually

hecomesbackwithhisbackpack.Icheckhisbooks,luckilyheisstillontopofhisgame.LaterI

shouldcheckthetroublemaker's."SeeI'm notfailing,am Igoingtogetthephone?"heasks

staringatme."Yesmonkey,tomorrowyouwillcomewithmeandbuycondomsandmorning

afterpillsintown,"Isay.Hiseyespopout,hedidn'tthinkthatfar.That'showcarelessthese

kidsare."I'm notreadytobeanaunt,"Isay.Beinganauntcomeswithlotofresponsibilities,

don'taskmewhattheyare,I'm justnotready."Istheresomethinglikethat?"Butheleziasks

walkingthroughthedoor.Ihaveaneavesdroppingfather.Ihopehedidn'thearthewhole

conversation.Heputshisplateandcupinsidetheplasticdishthatservesasoursinkandsits

onhischair."Ihopeyouheardyoursister,sheisnotreadytobeanaunt.Lookatthesituation

here,Shengeehasbecameourbreadwinner,Idon'tworkanymore.Youcannotaddtoour

troubles,takecareofyourself,”hesayslookingatMbuso.Clearlyheheardeverything.“Yebo



baba…Ihavetocheckthegoats,”hesaysscratchinghishead.Whenheleavestheroom

Buthelezi'seyesareonme."Howdoyouknowallthat?Condomsandpills?"What?I'm 23years,

soontobe24."Theytaughtusatschoolandit'sgeneralinformationevenatclinics,”Isay.He

pullshisbeardandstaresatme.Ifailtoholdmyselfandlaughoutloud."Doyoumindsharinga

joke?”heasks.Heneedstoleave,Jamludeiscoughingoutside."I'm thinkingofanoldjoke,”I

say."Itwon'tnotbeanoldjokewhenmysjambokrunsoverabigheadedman'sback.”Whatis

itwiththisbigheadedmanthing?Itdoesn'tsettlewellbecauseIam datingSoshaandhishead

isbig.Iunplugmyphoneandwavemyhandathim andwalktomyroom leavinghim shaking

hishead.BythewayImissmyman,IwonderhowButheleziguessedhisheadsize.Thisis

weirdandfunnyatthesametime.Itrycallinghim anumberoftimesbuthisphoneisoff.This

isstrange,hecan'tbebusytothepointwhereheswitcheshisphoneoff.Ntandoisalsonot

answeringmycalls,maybesheiswithSaneleandstealingsex.ItryAmanda,luckilysheis

reachable."Myonlylover,”Isay."HowIwish!Areyouokay?""Ijustmissy'all,”Isay.Sheletsout

achuckle."YoumeanyoumissSosha?""Him toobuthisphoneisoff.Iguessthebakeryis

keepinghim busy,"Isay."Thebakery?”Shesoundsshocked.Sheisthereceptionisteverything

inthebakerypassesbyher."HesaidheisworkingwithDennis,"Isay."Aw!Ithoughthewent

hometoattendMpumeandhercrazyfamily."Ohhellno!"Theywereinhishome?"Iask."Ohmy

word,youdidn'tknow?Waitforhim totellyou,it’snotmyplace."Myheartsinks.Ididn'texpect

him tolie,Ithoughtweironedthatpartout,nomatterhowsweetorbitterthetruthiswesaid

we’llalwaysbetruthfultoeachother.Heisnotatwork,hewenthometoattendMpumeandher

familyanddidn'tseeitfittoletmeknow.Ihaveswepttheyard,rearrangedthekitchen,filled

waterdrumsandwipedevenshadowsofdustonthetables.Ineedanythingthatcantakemy

mindoffthings.Idon'tknowwheretheboyswent.Buthelezishavedandwenttotheriverwith

hiscows.Ihaveanopportunitytocry,butwhatam Icryingfor?Ishouldhaveabackbone.

Nobodysaidthisrelationshipthingwaseasy.Myphonerings.It'shim."MaShenge.”Ireallyneed

tocalm down.I’m nolongerthecrazyYanga.Craigtoldmetoalwaystakeadeepbreathand

processmythoughtsforaminutebeforevoicingthem out."Heyhowwaswork?"Iask."Itwas

productiveeventhoughmyphoneranoutofbatteryandIhadnochargerwithme.Areyou

angry?”BreatheYanga,breathe!"It'sfine,"Isay."Imissyousthandwasami.”Iwanttoscream

'FUCKYOU!’"LookI'm abitbusyrightnow,canyoucalllater?"Isay."OkaybabyIloveyou,don't

forgetthat.”Whatever!Igoaroundtheyard,rectifyingeverylittlemistakethereis,pickingupthe

papersandstonesandthrowingoutsidetheyardMymotheraddstomyangerbycallingme

andaskingmetocomewiththewheelbarrowtotheroad.I'm acelebrityonFacebook,whatare

myfansgoingtosaywhentheyseemepushingawheelbarrow?IneedtowinLottoandbuya

car.WhenwegethomeshechangesintohersishweshweandleavesfortheMdletshefunction.

Ihavetopackthegroceryinsidethecupboardsandstartcookingsupper.Ntandofinally

decidestocallmeback."Shefinallyremembersthatshehasafriend,”Isay.Shestartssinging

BanomoyabyBusiswa.I'm notinthemoodforhersinging,shecan'tevencarryanoteinthe

bucket."DidSanelepropose?"Iask."YesheproposedthatwegodineatTheRoyalHotel.Does

itringabell?IwillbeeatinglikearoyalqueenthatIam."Godwhyareyoufryingusinasmall

pansoearlyinthemorning?"That'snice,I'm happyfor…”Shecutsmewithhersinging,Isigh

andwaitforhertofinish."Congratsbabe,enjoyyourself,"Isay."Nosweetietherealwordis



congratulations,notcongrats.”Hassheneverheardofabbreviationsbefore?"Congratulations

Ntandoyenkosi,you'resolucky,”Isay.“NosweetyI'm notlucky,I'm blessed.Anywaywhat'sup

withyou?”I'm notsurewhat'sstressingmemorebetweenSoshaandmymother'sattendance

attheMdletshes."Soshaliedtome,hesaidhewasgoingtothebakerywhereashewenthome

toMpumeandherfamily,"Isay."I'm sosorrybabe,maybehewantstotellyouwhateveritis

facetoface,”shesays.Evenifthatwasthecaseheshouldn'thaveliedtome.Mbusowalksin

andstandsbythetableandstaresatme.I'm stillonthecallwithNtandobuthisfacescaresme.

Idropthecallandlookathim."Whywasmothershoutingatyouearlier?Whatwasitabout?”he

asks.Howdidhehearthatandhowmuchofitdidhehear?Hiseyesaresteamingangerand

they'repiercingthroughme."ItwasareallystupidargumentMbuso.Whydoyoulooksoangry?”

"Nothing,”hesaysandstormsoutandbangsthedoor.Heneverdisrespectsme,thelookonhis

facescaresme.Whatdidhehear?Idon'twantanymoredrama,thingsareokaythewaythey

are.ItakemyphoneandlogonFacebook.IneedtokeepmymindbusywithsomethingbeforeI

getaheartattack.Iscrolldownmynewsfeeds.Smilingatfunnypostsandsilentlycryingatthe

sadonesBoom!JustinSoshaCeleistaggedbyDrMpumeMahlangu.Todaytheyjustkilledme.

Myheartisbrokenintopieces.Theyarehavingababy.WhydoIhavetofindoutabout

everythingonsocialnetworks?"Sisiareyoufine?"Whereisthisonecomingfrom?Ihopehe

wasn'tfightingsomewhere."I'm fineSabatha,"Isay.Myheartisbleeding.Heishavingababy,

hislittlefamily.IleaveSabathahelpinghimselfinthecupboardsandgotomyroom andcall

Ntando.Sheisangryanddisappointed.Iaskhernottopickhiscallsandthenswitchmyphone

off.Hecould'vetoldme,hepromisedmehonesty.Iputonabravefaceandcarryonwiththe

pots.TodayIwillignoretherulesanddishforeveryonedespitetheirabsence.Idon'tknowhow

Ifellasleep.Iremembercomingtomyroom andlyingonbed.I’m snappedoutofdreamland

whenmymother'svoicebreaksinsidetheroom."Whyareyousleepingsoearly?"sheasks.Isit

upandrubmyeyes.Thereisnoisecomingfrom thekitchen,itmustbearounddinnertime."I

wasbored,"Isay."Youareleavingustomorrow,pleasecomeandsitwithusinthekitchen.”My

fatheristellinghisJoburgstoriesalloveragain.Everyoneishappy,exceptme.IhateSoshafor

stealingthismomentfrom me.Ifhedidn'tbreakmyheartIwouldbeenjoyingthistimewithmy

family."TomorrowMbusowillaccompanymetoPlaza,"Itellthem."Whataboutme?"Sabatha

asks."Youarestayingbehind,whoisgoingtolookafterthegoats?"Buthelezisays.Hemust

givehim abreak,healwaysfulfilhisduties."Theywillcomebackearly.Mothercantakethe

goatsoutforhim,"Isay.Onlythenheagrees,Sabathaisoverthemoon.Lifehereisdifferent,

yougototownonceortwiceamonth.It'sunlikeDurbanwherepeoplegototowntobuyabar

ofsoap.Wegotobedaround9pm.Ihaven'tswitchedmyphoneonandI'm notplanningto.I

knowIpromisedtowaitforhisexplanationbeforetakingdecisionsbuthechosetolietome.

Howam Ievergoingtotrusthim again?At9:30am Igetreadytoleave.Sabathadresseduptwo

hoursago,heissittingonthetablelookingimpatientandpissedoff.Ihavetostartinthe

ancestor’srondavel.Myfatherstronglybelievesinthem.Sometimesheslaughtersagoatjust

tothankthem fordying.OnSundaysourtransportisscarce,I'm crossingmyfingersthatthecar

comesbeforemylipstickfadesaway.Thereisaboyrunningtowardsus.Sabathashoutshis

namewhentheboyisfewfeetawayfrom us,hemustbeoneofhisfriends.Hestopsinfrontof

usandlooksatme."SisYangathereisapersonwhowantsyouinthecar,hesaidImustcall



you,”hesays."Whoishe?"Iask."Idon'tknowhim.”Idon'thaveanyfriendwhoownsacar

aroundhere.Whocoulditbe?"What'sthatinyourhand?"Sabathaaskslookingattheboy's

foldedhand."HegavemeR20tobuychips.”Heisbeamingwithjoy,hesaysthatandrunspast

us.I'm dyingtoseetheperson.Ipickmypacearoundthecornerandcastmyeyesacrossthe

road.Myeyesmustbedeceivingme,itcan'tbehim.Imeanhowdidhefindithere?"Whoisit

Sisi?"Mbusoasks.I'm stillgroundedonthesamespotlikeI'm electricshocked.Whydidhe

comehere?Doesheknowthatpeopleherecankillhim forparkinghiscarlikethat?Theywill

accusehim oflurkingtostealtheirgoatsandcows."Sisiwhoisthat?”Mbusoasksagain.Isnap

outandlookathim.Heisstaringatme."Ummm...that'smybossMbuso,"Isay.Ibreatheout

andwalktowardsthecar,mybrothersfollowbehind.Whenwegetnearerthefrontdooropens.

Hestepsoutandleansbythecardoor.Thereisnojoylostinhiseyes.Heisglaringatme,

chewingonhislowerlip.

Chapter10Iturntotheboysandaskthem togowaitformeontheothersideoftheroad.

SabathagoesbutMbusoremainsstanding.Iliftmyeyebrows,hedoesn'tbudge,hiseyesare

fixedonSosha."Sanibona,"Soshagreets.I'm theonlyonewhoreturnsthegreeting.Helooksat

Mbusowhohassteppedinfrontmelikehewantsafight."CanIspeaktoyoursister?"heasks

politely.Mbusoturnsandlooksatme.Hewantstoknowifit'sokay."It'sokay,heisnotgoingto

doanything,"Isay.HelooksatSoshabrieflybeforewalkingaway.ForamomentIthoughthe

wantedtopunchhisface.Ididn'texpectthisreactionfrom him.IturnandlookatSosha."What

areyoudoinghere?""Whyisyourphoneoff?"Itakeadeepbreathandoneminutetoprocess

mythoughts."Ididn'twantanycalls,"Isay."IknowthereasonandI'm heretoexplain."Ohnow

hewantstoexplain?"Whatareyouheretoexplain?Yourdoctor'spregnancyorwhyyoulied?"I

ask."Itwasn'tmyintention,Ididn'tknowwheretostart.Igotacallfrom myfatherat4am telling

metheMahlangusareinhishousetoreportpregnancy."DeepbreathYanga!"Isthereanything

else?"Iask."Bayedewillbeherdoctor,Ihavetoknowifsheistellingthetruth,"hesays."That's

nice,Ihavetogo,"Isay."MaShengedon'tdothis,getinthecar,"hesaysgrabbingmyarm.Itrip

andnearlyfallontheground.IhavenoideahowMbusoandSabathagottoussofast.Helets

goofmyarm andlooksatthem abitalarmed.Theylookreadyforwar.I'm notsurprisedby

Sabathafightingisahobbytohim,butMbusoistheever-sohumble,softspokenone."I'm not

hurtingher,I’m herfriend.Pleasegetinsidethecar,Iwillgiveyoualift,"hesays.Mbusolooksat

meforconsent.Ihavenochoicebuttotakethelift.Thecarisfilledwithpalpablesilence.

MbusoandSabathaaresittingatthebackandIcantellthattheyarewatchingSoshalike

hawks.IonlyopenmymouthwhenIaskhim drivethroughMandeniPlaza."Whereareyou

going?"heasks."Wehavetobuyafewthings.""Iwillwaitforyou,"hesays.Wegothrough

clothingstoresandthentoMcDonald’s.Ididn'taskanyonetowaitforme,soI'm takingmytime.

Anhourlaterwehaveboughteverythingweneed.IgiveMbusotheirtaxifareandpocketmoney

andwalkthem totherank.Ifindhim eatingKFCchickenpieces.Thereareotherboxesof

streetwise-twoand2LofFanta.Igetinsidethecarandclosethedoor."Whereareyour

brothers?"heasks."Theyaregoingbackhome,”Isay."I…Iboughtfood,foryouandthem.”"I'm



nothungrySosha,”Isay.Disappointmentflushesoverhiseyes."Maybetheyarehungry.Isthe

taxistillhere?"HeisthechairpersonofAnnoyingMovementSA.ItaketwoboxesofKFCand

crosstheroadtoNdulinderank.Hecould'veboughtonebox,thismakesmelooklikea

millionaireinourrank.Idon'ttellthem whoitcamefrom,Ijustgivethem andbidgoodbyefor

thesecondtime.Mbusoislookingatmeweirdly,hesuspectsthatitwasboughtbySoshaand

theZulubrotherinhim ispatronized.Heisdoneeating,heisnowdrinkingabottleofwaterlike

adonkeythatheis.Igetinsideandclosethedoor.Andnow?Heshouldstartthecar."Let'sgo,"

Isay.Silence."Hhayibobhuti!"Hesighsandlooksatme."Ican'tgoanotherhourwithout

speakingtoyouMaShenge.Ineededtimetofigurethingsout.Ireallydidn'tknowhowIwas

goingtotellyouoverthephone.Ididn'tliebecauseIwashidingthingsfrom you,IliedbecauseI

wasscared.""SoyouarehavingababySosha?"Iask."I'm notdenyinganythingbutIhave

doubts.Shewassleepingwithme,sheshould'vetoldmefirst,notruntomyfatherlikeshelost

myaddress.KnowingherthewayIdoIthinksheispullingastunt,butshewillcursetheminute

sheputherthoughttoit,”hesays.NowI'm nolongermadabouthislies,I’m worriedaboutthe

future."Ifthebabyisyourswhatareyougoingtodo?"Iask."Iwillfatherthebaby,"hesays.

"Andthemother?"Iask."Wewillfindawaytoco-parentandcreateawarm homeforthebaby,"

hesays.Thisisthebeginningofmynightmare.Am Ievenreadytotakeonthisthirdlegjourney?

Idoubt.Ifeelhishandrunningovermyarm."Nothingisgoingtochangebetweenus.Iloveyou

andeveryoneknowsthat.Mpumeknowsthat,myfamilyandtheworldknows.It'snotasecret

thatIloveyou."I'm baffledbythe'world'part."Whatdoyoumeanbysayingtheworldknows?"I

ask."Ipublishedapublicstatement.Idon'tcarewhatanyonethinks,youaremygirlfriendwho

isalsomyemployee.IloveyouandI'm fuckingyou."Whoisthisguy?Hejustsaidthelastpart

inisiZulu.Doyouknowhownasty"I'm fuckingyou"soundsinisiZulu?HeneedsJesus.Hetakes

theKFCboxandputsitonmylap.Istarteatingfriedchips.KFCmustbebuyingizambane

likapondothewaytheyarestingywiththem."IknowwhereIwentwrongandI'm awareofthe

damageIhavedone.ButI'm notaliarMaShenge,therearetimeswhenIrunoutoftheright

wordstosay.Idon'tknowmytomorrowsandmybiggestfearistochaseyouaway.Youmake

mehappy,Idon'twantyoutoeverleaveme,"hesays."Ifitgetstoomuchformeareyougoing

toletmego?"Iask."No,”hesaysdoubtlessly.Inarrowmyeyes,expectinghim tochangehis

answer."IwillmakeitlesstoomuchbutIwon'tletyougo,"hesays.Ishetryingtotellmethat

I'm stuckwithhisbigheadforlife?"SoitmeansIwillhavetocheat?"Iask.Heraiseshis

eyebrows."Ibegyourpardon?"hesays."Ibegyourstoo,"Isay.Hechucklesandshakeshis

head."I'm notjustasoldierMaShenge,I'm anarmyandI'm watchingalltheboardersofmy

state,”hesays.Ilookathim,hegivesalopsidedgrinandstartsthecar.I’m eatinghischicken

now,I'veforgivenhim.OvertwopiecesofKFCIhaveforgivenaman?WeareinDurbanandwe

areheadingtohishousewithoutmyconsent."Whosaidtakemetoyourhouse?"Iask.Hejust

smilesandkeepsdriving.I’m notbothered,I’m justwonderingifIwillbesleepingover.It'sfunny

howI'vewalkedthroughthisdoormorethanonceneverthelessmybreathisstilltakenawayby

theinteriordesignandspotlessnessofit.I’veneverbeeninsidehiskitchenthough,todayismy

firstday.Therearethreegiganticstovesexcellentlycoordinatedbythewall.Iknowhecan

affordthetriple-stoveslifestylebutIfinditveryweird."SometimesIbakehere,"heexplains

beforeIcanask.Nowitmakessense."Youhavetolearnsomeskillsorgotouniversity."Urgh!



Notthisagain."WetalkedaboutthatSosha,"Isay.Heopenstherefrigeratorandtakesouta

bottleofwater.Bethuna!Thereisasinkandglassesherethereisnoneedtoactlikethe

MorokasonGenerations.HegotinNdulindeat7am andgotlostaroundtheareaforalmostan

hour.It’snotcomplex,themountainsandemptyroadsmakeitimpossibleforstrangerstofind

theirdestinations."Pleasefeelathome,thisisyourkitchen,I'm goingtotakeashower,"hesays.

I'm alonenowandIhavenoideawhattodo.Maybehewantsmetofixsomethingforhim toeat

whenhecomesback.Idon'tevenknowwhathelikes,Ishouldhaveasked.Myphonerings.It's

Ntando."Babe,"Ianswer."OhthankGodyouanswered.Iwasthinkingofhowwearegoingto

makeSoshapayforlyingtoyou."HolyShepard!Ididn'tupdateher.Thelasttimewetalkedwe

wereangryatSosha,andnowI’veforgivenhim anddidn'ttellhertostophatinghim."Aboutthat

friend...I’m inSosha'shouse,"Isay."Bitchwhat?"Sheisbeyondshocked.Ifeellikeahypocrite.

"Wejustarrived,heistheonewhofetchedmefrom Ndulinde.I’lltellyoueverythingtomorrow,"I

say."Soyouguysaregoodnow?"sheasks.Ismilelookingatthewallsof'my'kitchen."He

actuallyboughtmestreet-wisetwo,that'swhyIforgavehim,"Isay.I'm tellingherthison

purpose,Iknowshewillbemad."What'sthefuck?Yangaareyouthatpoor?Dowenoteat

chickenhere?""ButitwasKFCstreetwise-twoandFanta,"Isay."What'sthe...Okayyouneed

help,you'renotokayupstairs,Craigneedstorunsometestsonyourbrain.”Ican'tstoplaughing

athertone,sheisinfuriated."Sowhatwillhappenthedayhebuysyoufullchicken?”"Iwill

probablymarryhim,"Isay.Webothenduplaughing,Ialsocan'tbelieveIforgaveaman

becauseoffriedchicken.HewalksbackdazzlinginsleevelessvintageT-shirtandDenim short.

Istareforamoment,myveryownsoldier!Iwarm thechickenpiecesweleftearlierinthecar

andservethem withbreadrollsandicyjuice.RamseyGordonwouldbesoproudofme,this

looksyummy."Thankyou,"hesaysafteramoment.Iexpecthim tostarteatingbuthetakesout

hisphoneandtakesapicture."Whatareyoudoing?"Iask."I'm storingmemoriesMaShenge."

Memories?Iwonderwheremypantyis.WhenIleavethishouseIneedtotakesomethingfor

memoriestoo.MondaymorningI'm atworkgettingeyesfrom everyone.Arrivinginhiscaradds

tothelittlewhisperscirculatingaroundthebakery.Thebigquestionisam Idoingthistokeep

thejob?Asihdidn'tbeataroundthebushsheaskedmestraightup.It'ssounnaturalofmeto

strugglewiththerightwordstogetsomeoneoffmyback,butwithherI'm alwaysleftshaking

myhead.Thegirlcandiefornews,shesniffsthem withherbignoselikeit'snobody'sbusiness.

Ijusttoldhertopunchthetillandstopworryingaboutmeandmyvagina.Speakingofthat

organ,it'sonfire.ThistimeImust'vefollowedAmanda'sinstructionstothedot.Igotrewarded

withR200forlunchandhousesparekeys.Idon'tknowwhatI'm goingtodowiththesparekeys,

it’snotlikeIwillevergotohishousewhileheisnotthere."Girlit'slunch?"Amandasayswalking

in."Ididn'tbringfood,Iwilleatout,”Isay."Wecanshare,"shesays.Shedoesn'tunderstand,I

haveR200justtospendontoday'slunch.Ican'tletthisopportunityoflunchinginarestaurant

likeCynthiagoestowaste."Noit'sfine,I’m cravingfishandchipsanyway,"Isay."Areyou

pregnant?"sheasks.Sheoveranalysethings,mymiddlenameis'putacondom'.Soshaknows

that,Idon'tcarehowhornyheis,heneedstogetacondom evenifit'sinthenextroom andI

alwaysmakesureitisworncorrectly."NoI'm spoilingmyself,"Isay.Fish&Chipsisafew

minutesawayfrom thebakery.IeatwhilechattingtoNtando.Todaysheisgoingtosleepat

Sanele'shouse.Remembertodayisourofficialsexday,shewantstoputAmanda'sremedies



intoaction.Suchhypocrisy!Sheistheonewhowassayingtheyaredangerousandungodly.My

lunchisalmostoverIshouldgetgoing.Idon'tknowifI'm beingparanoidbutIfeellikepeople

arelookingatme.Ipickmypaceandturntothebakery.Thereisacarpullingup.Itlooks

exactlyliketheoneSoshagotashisbirthdaypresent.Igostraighttothestoreandgetonmy

chair.It'sabitquiettoday,mostMondaysarelikethis.Ihardlyusethebooknow,Iknowevery

cakethereisinsidethisstore.Onlytheadditionalonesneedmetorefertothebook."Hello,"

saysthevoicenexttome.Ididn'thearanyfootsteps,maybeIwastoofocusedonthephone.

It’snoneotherthanDrMahlangu.Ikeepmyfacecomposed,shecouldbehereforcakes."Hello

canIhelpyou?"Iaskgettingoffthechair."I'm lookingforacake,Ihaveababyshowercoming

up,”shesays.Myeyeslandonherstomachimmediately.SheisflatasIam.Andwhenarebaby

showershosted?Ithoughtwhenthemotherstartswalkinglikeapenguin,from sixmonths

upwards.Ididn'tknowpeopledobabyshowersforfertilizedeggs."Wehavedifferentcakes,you

canchoosefrom girlydecoratedonestoboyishones,”Isay.“I'm expectingaboy,"shesays.Are

wesuresheisadoctor?Itsoundslikesheneedsadoctorherself,apsychologisttobeprecise.I

leadhertotherightaisleanddescribethecakesforher.Sheisstaringatmethewholetime.

"Sowhichonedoyoulike?"Iask."Youlooklikeagoodgirl."Okay……"Idon'tthinkyou

understandhowlongI'vebeenwithJustin.I’velovedhim throughthickandthin.Wehavefought,

laughed,createdmemoriesandsharedourlivestogether.I’m notacrazydoctorasyouronline

friendslabelme.I’m justfightingfortheloveofmylife."Itsoundsliketheintroductionofa

preparedspeech.Ihaven'tbeenonlineindayssoIdon'tknowwhatsheistalkingabout."Idon't

getyourpoint,"Isay."WhywouldyoudestroysomethingI'veworkedsohardtobuild?"She

soundsbruised,likeshecouldbreakdownanyminute."WhatdidIdestroy?Andhowexactlydid

Idestroyit?"Iask."YouknewSoshawaswithme,yousawusattheparty,”shesays."Iknew

butIdidn'tcare.Thepersonyoushouldbedealingwithisthepersonyougaveyourheartto.

Destroyingandbuildingyourrelationshipwasbetweenthetwoofyou.Idon'tunderstandhow

yourfailedrelationshipismyfault,Ionlyfellinlovewithamanwhosaidhelovesme,"Isay.She

chucklesandlooksaroundthestore.Sheisnolongerthebrokenheartedgirlshewasseconds

ago,thereisragepumpingfrom hereyes."I'm tryingtobecivilwithyou.Idon'tthinkyouknow

whoIam."LordofSouthAfricandoctors!Isshereallydoingthis?"TrustmeIdon'tknowhalf

peopleinthisplaceandIhavenowishto.Arewedonehere?"Iask."Nowearestilltalkingfarm

girl,”shesays.Nowsheischallengingmywell-reasoningangel.Idon'tcomefrom anyfarm,I

comefrom theruralareas.Asageniuswhospentsevenyearsinuniversitysheshouldbeable

todifferentiatebetweenruralareasandafarm.Sheisinsultingme,whitepeopletookallour

farms,howam Ithefarm girl?"YouknowIcandragyouwithyourhairuntilyoushowmewhich

farm Iown?"Iask."Yourheightdoesn'tscareme,I’m notMbali,”shesays.IthinkIneedtowalk

awaybeforeIdosomethingI'm goingregret.I’m meetingCraiglater,hewantstoseethe

progressI'vemadeanddealingwithherisgoingtodelaymyprogress."Youwillfindmeonthe

tablewhenyou'vedecidedonyourcake,"Isaytakingstepsaway.Thenshemakesthebiggest

mistakeofherlife.Nobodygrabsmelikethat.Nobody!Idon'tknowwhereAmandawashiding,

shefliesoutofnowhereandpullsmeaway.Shedeservedmorethantwoslaps.Idon'tknow

whatsheiswailingforbecauseIdidn'tdoanythingtoher.Iwasyettostartfarmingonherface

asafarmer."Didanyoneseewhathappened?"Cynthiaasks.Everyoneiscrowdedonthe



receptionarealookingather.Imakemywaybacktothestore,ifanyoneneedsmetheywillfind

mehere,Mpumefoundmehereaswell.MinuteslaterAmandawalksinandtellsmeCynthia

needsmeinherofficeurgently.Idon'tknowhowmuchtroubleI'm inbutI'm readyforanything.

"Yangomuhlesitdown,"shesays.Iwasgoingtositanyway,Isitandlookather."Whydidyou

attackacustomer?"sheasks.Itakeadeepbreathandprocessmywords."Ididn'tlikewhatshe

wassayingtomesoIwalkedaway.ButshewentonandgrabbedmesoIslappedher,"Isay.

Sheshakesherhead."Doyouknowwhosheis?""Whoeversheisshewasn'tsupposedtotalk

tomethatwaynorgrabmelikethat,"Isay."DatingMrCeledoesn'tmeanthisisyourbakery.Go

home,wewillcallyouforthehearing.Youbroketherules,theywerewrittenclearlyonthe

contractyousigned"Inodmyheadandgetoffthechairandleave.Itakemybagfrom thestore

andleavetheirbakery.Idon'tknowhowIfeel.Apartofmeisn'tsurprisedthatmuchbutthereis

apangofsadnessinmyheart.Ineedthisjob,formeandmyfamily.Craighasbeencalling,he

doesn'tunderstandthatoursessionswerecoveredbyJCBakers.Idon'thavemoneytopayhim

outofmyownpocket.Itakealongwarm bath.Ikeepaskingmyselfhowmydayendedlikethis.

Ntandowillbedisappointed.IwonderifI’llneedalawyerforthehearing,ifsoIwillbemyown

lawyerbecauseIcan'taffordone.WhenIwalkoutofthebathroom myphoneisringing.It’s

Amanda."Girlguesswhathashappened,”shesays.Idon'thavetimeforguessing.Ijustsigh

andaskherwhat'sgoingon."Yourslapcausedamiscarriage,awholebabygonebecauseofa

slap,"shesays.“That'scrazy,howisthatevenpossible?”"Idon'tknowbutprepareyourselffor

theworst,"shesays.WhenNtandoarrivesI'm lyingonthefloorlostinmythoughts.WhydidI

getinvolvedwithSoshaCele?"Iheardwhathappened,"shesays.Oh!Amandatoldheralready.

"Yeah,it'samess,"Isay."WherewasSosha?"sheasks."Ithinkhewasout,”Isay.Shesitson

thecouchandsighs."Whatarewegoingtodo?Thisisahugemess.”"IguessI'llwaitforthe

hearing,"Isay."I'm talkingaboutMpume'ssituation,themiscarriagestory,”shesays.Ishrugmy

shoulders.Iknowthebitchislyingbutshewillgetawaywithitbecauseshehasallthe

resourcestosupportherlie,sheisadoctor."Shecangetyouarrested,Ithinkweneedtocall

Nyambose,"shesays."WhatishegoingtodoNtando?"Iask."Hewillmakeaplan,healways

does,”shesays.Wecallherfatherandexplainwhathashappened.Hestartsbyshoutingand

foramomentIregretevencallinghim,buteventuallyhepromisestocomeandsortitout.He

nevercomeshere,weonlyseehim intown.Youknowwhatthismeans,right?Springcleaning.

"Arethereanydildossomewhere?"Iask."Reallynow?Idon'tdoplastic,"shesays.Wecleanthe

kitchenandtheloungethengotoherroom.Winebottles?What'stheheck?"Youare

unbelievableyouknow,"Isayhardlybelievingmyeyes."Idrankthiswhenyouwereaway,Iwas

bored.”Sheislying.Therearemorethantwobottles,hidingalcoholisasin.Wechangeherbed

andgotomyroom.Wearebeingdramatic,herfatherprobablywon'tevenenterourrooms.I

rearrangemywardrobe,hidingSosha'sshirtbehindmydresses.Istolehisshirt,formemories.

Itsmellslikehim,Iblockhispicturefrom mymindinstantly.Idon'twanttothinkabouthim.He

couldbehatingme,Idon'tknowhowfarMpumehasgonewithherlies."Bitch!"Whatnow?I

turnandlookather.Ohhellno!Wherearemyancestors?"How…Imeanwhatisthatthing?"I

stutterasIfakeconfusion."Youseeit'sacondom foilbitch,”shesays.Itrytoholdmyselfbut

failandburstintolaughter."Whenandhow?Andforhowlong?"sheasks.Ihavenochoicebut

tospeakthetruth.Herjawsareonthefloor."I'm sorrybabe,”Isay."Sorrydoesn'tfixanything.



Youbrokethedeal,thiswholeweekyouarecookingandwashingdishes.”Awholeweek?That

isunfair."NtandoI'm notevensureyou'vebeenabstaining,whyareyoubeingsohardonme?”I

say."Didyoufindcondomsinmyroom?Nope,soI'vebeenabstaining.”Iletoutalongsigh.I

can'tbelieveIwasthatcareless."Anywayhowwasit?Howbigisit?Andhowlongdidhelast?"

Shehasherarmsfoldedasshethrowsherendlessquestions."IwilltellyouwhenI'm

emotionallyokaybuttheconclusionisRayJgotnothingonhim,"Isay."Shutthefrontdoor!"

Sheexclaims,hopingformoredetails.Ilaughandcarryoncleaning.Ialsoneedtocookasper

mypunishment.Notjustanyfood,IneedtocookproperfoodbecauseNyamboseiscoming.

I'vebeenexpectingpoliceallday,Iassaultedapregnantwomanbuttheydon'tcome.

Nyambosearrives.Heistherankmanagertype,you’dswearheswallowedababy,hisbellyisa

likeaballoon.Heisshoutingfrom thedoor,Ithoughthewasdoneshoutingwhenheshouted

overthephone.Myearsaregoingtoburst."Idon'tknowwhichlanguageImusttalktoyouin.

Youtwoneverlisten!"Ilikehowheisshoutingatbothofus.Hedoesn'tcarethatNtandodidn't

doanything,sheisdyingformysins,myownJesusChrist."DoesButheleziknow?"heasks.My

eyesaregoingtopoponthefloor.Buthelezidoesn'tknowandhecan't."Whostartedfirst?"he

asks.Again,Iexplainhoweverythinghappened."Whatexactlywereyoufightingfor?Itcan'tbe

theword-farm girl.”Silence."Youwerefightingforaboy?"Silence."Thisishismess,givemehis

name,"hesays.Idon'thaveachoice,Itellhim itwasaboutSoshaCele.Idon'tknowhowthisis

hismessthough,hedidn'tsendMpumenormotivatemetoslapher.Heisgoingtohuntdown

Soshaaftereating.Youwon'tbelievehowmuchthismaneats,heeatsforthewholeSouth

Africa.Iusedthebiggestjugwehavetomakehim juiceandhehasalreadypouredthree

glasses."Ineedtoseethedoctor'sreportofthatgirl,thenwewillfindawayforwardwiththat

boy,"hesays.IfMpumereallymiscarried,whichIhighlydoubt,myrelationshipwithSoshawon't

survive."NoDadyouneedtohaveyourdoctorcheckingher.Idon'ttrustherandherdoctors,

theycouldlie,"Ntandosays.Theknockdisturbsus.Someoneisatthewrongplaceatthewrong

time.Nyambosehasalreadyseenhim thereisnowarninghim torunout."Whoisthisboy?”He

isglaringatme.Soshaisstandingbythedoorwithhiseyesbulgingout."It'sSoshaCele,”Isay.

"Theoneyouwerefightingfor?"IwanttodieandriseafterthreedayslikeJesus."BabaIwasn't

fightingforhim,thegirlcalledmeafarm girlandgrabbedme,”Isay.Hedoesn’tcare,heorders

Soshatositdown.Soshalookslikeheisreadytodie,hisfaceispuffedup.I’m surehethinks

Nyamboseismyfather."HowdidyourgirlfriendenterYangomuhle'sworkplaceandattackher?"

Nyamboseasks."Iwasn'ttherewhenithappenedsoIdon'tknowwhatreallyhappened,”he

says."Whatkindofamanareyou?Youcan'tcontrolyourpolygamy.Tellmewhat'sgoingto

happennowthatyourothergirlfriendisclaimingthatYangomuhlecausedhermiscarriage?"I'm

stuckon‘polygamy’.I’m notinanypolygamousrelationship,ifthereisanythinglikethat.Ialso

don’tlikehowheisreferringtoMpumeastheother'girlfriend',I'm theonlygirlfriend."Shecan't

provideproofsoIwilltakeitasalie,"Soshasays.Ifeelawaveofreliefwashingalloverme."So

whenareyoupayinglobola?"Whatlobola?Ntandoislaughingbehindherhands."Iwillpayit

soon,"Soshasaysafterclearinghisthroat.Myeyesturntohim,Ihopeisjustcoveringup."Go

dishforyourhusband-to-beandstopbeatingpeople.”Canhetalkwithoutraisinghisvoice?He

should'vemarriedMaJali,theywould'vecomplementedeachother.TwoMapononozasinone

room BeforeleavinghethreatensSosha.Noscratchthat,heisnotthreateninghim,heis



promisinghim."Idareyoutofireher,wewillsueyourbakery.Nexttimethatgirlisgoingtosend

hitmentokillherrightinsidethestore,yoursecuritysystem iscrap,”hesays.Nowthathehas

mentioneditIrealisehowunsafeIam.Mpume'swordsstartringinginmyears,shethreatened

me.Ntandowalkshim out.I'm leftalonewithSosha,heisstaringatme."Whathappened

Yanga?"heasks.Iwillignorethathecalledmebymyname."Shecametomeinsidethestore

andaccusedmeoftakingyouawayfrom her.Itriedtoexplainbutshecalledmeafarm girland

grabbedmewhenIattemptedtoleave,"Isay."Andyouhither.Whatifshewasreallypregnant?"

Isheseriouslygoingtotakehersideandgrindsmewithquestions?"Myemotionswouldn'tbe

numbjustbecausesheispregnant.Beingpregnantdoesn’tgiveanyonetherighttodowngrade

peopleandgrabthem.I’m notafarm girl,Idon'townanyfarm.Evenyoucannotshowmeany

farm thatisonmyname.Doctorornot,pregnantornot,nobodytalkstomelikethat,”Isay.He

staresatmeforagoodwhile.Iholdhisstare,notevenablinktakesmyeyesaway.Hiseye

won'tscareme,Iswallowedabull'seye."ThenyoucancelledyoursessionwithCraig?"Hehas

allthedetailsmos,whyishestillasking?"WhyYanga?"heasks.Itsoundswrongwhenhecalls

mebyname,I'm MaShengetohim."YouknowI'm currentlysuspended,Ican'tpayCraigoutof

mypocket,"Isay.Heonlyatefewspoonsonhisplate,IguessIdidn'timpresshisItalian

appetite.Hegetsonhisfeetandpushhishandsinsidethepockets."Gopackyourbag,weare

leaving.”HeisorderingmenowandheknowshowmuchIhatethat."I'm notgoingtoyour

house,"Isay."Don'tpissmeoffYangomuhle."Ohreally?Iputmyfeetonthecoffee-tableand

foldmyarms.Hecanbepissedoffuntilheispissedonagain.Idon'tgiveadamn."Pleaselet's

gotomyhouse.Idon'tknowwhatMpumeisthinkingwheresheis,Idon'twantyoutobeaway

from me,”hesaysinadifferenttone.That’showIwanttobeaddressed.Igoandpackmybag

againandgetreadytoleave.Ntandoisalsoonherwayout.TwohourslaterI'm inhishouse

alone.Heisnowheretobefound.Idon'tknowwhyheisdoingthis,maybehewantsmetoboil

andexplode.Hefetchedmefrom WestridgesothatIcanwatchthewallsofhishouse?Istay

upuntil23:00hopinghewillcomehome.Evenhisphoneisoff,Ihavenootherchoicebutto

closemyeyelidsandforcemyselftosleep.Iwakeupinthemorninghopingtofindhim nextto

mebutheisstillnothome.Thisisthegreatestinsultofthem all.IfheneededtimewithMpume

heshouldn'thavemademecometohishouse.I’m nothishousekeeper,butletmemakemy

housekeepingworthy.Istartoffbytakingalongwarm showerandthenfindmywaytothe

kitchen.Thereareconstructionworkersbytheroad,Ibettheyarehungry.Hehas4traysof

boerwors,Ithrowitallinsidetheoven.Somepeopledon'tlikeboerwors,theylikechicken.Ifind

2kgoffrozenchickenandslam itagainstthewall.That'showblackpeopledefrost,wehaveso

muchangerthatwekillthechickenevenwhenit'sdead.RememberI'm makingbreakfastsoI

needeggsandbread.Iputapanonthestoveandstartfryingeggs.Ihavecookedforthewhole

SouthAfrica.Idishonthenewsetofplatesandtakedrinksfrom hisbarfridge."Goodmorning

guys,Imadebreakfastforyou.CanIbringithere?"Theycan'tbelieveit.Theywhistleforothers

tocomecloser.Ileavethem lookingforashadetositunder.Imaketwobackandforthtrips

thenfinishservingallofthem."Youguyscankeeptheplates,"Itellthem."Theseplatesare

expensive,areyousure?""Yes,keepthem,”Isay,smiling.Thereisacarpullingupinfrontofthe

house.It'snotSosha's.Astrangemanclimbsout,Ihopeit'snotMpume'shitman.Heiswearing

smarttobeahitmanthough.Oh!MrBakeriswithhim.Heiswearingdifferentclothesnow.



TheystandandlookatmeasImakemywaytowardsthem.Igreetandwalkpast.Thekitchen

isdirtyIshouldstartcleaningup.Iwipethecounterandthrowdirtydishesinsidethesink.My

stomachisgrowling,I’m alsohungryandthebreadisfinished.Whatam Igoingtoeatnow?He

walksinafterawhileandstandsbythecounterandstaresatme.I'm gazinginsidethefridge

contemplatingonwhatIcaneat.Idon'tlikeanythinginhere.IwanttheboerworsIgavethose

people.Ishould'vesavedsomeformyself.Whathappenedto'takeadeepbreathandprocess

yourthoughts'?"MaShenge.”OhI'm notYangaanymore."HelloJustinhowareyou?"Isay."I'm

good,andyou?"hesays.It'stooearlyforthatreliefinhisvoice,hellisgoingtobreakloose."I'm

goodtoo,"Isayverycalmly.Heistryingtoobservemyexpression.Myemotionsarekeptinthe

can,myfaceiscalm asSphelele'ssex.Amandasaidhedoesitcalmly,hisdickisveryhumble.

Youknowit'scrazyhoweverygirlwantsahumbleguyyetnobodywantsahumbledick.Theguy

mustnotbestubbornbuthisdickmustbestubborn.Someoneoncesaidgirlsarethemost

confusingspeciesonearth.WellIdisagree,wearenotthatcomplicated.Wejustwant

everythinginroundsquareswithtrianglecorners."Isleptatmybrother'splace.Ididn'twantto

fightwithyou.Youwereonfightmodeyesterday,"hesays.Iletoutacontemptuouschuckle,he

thinksthatI'm stupid."Ididn'taskwhereyouslept,butthanksfortheinformation,"Isay."CanI

hugyou?Imissyou.”Iliftmyeyebrowsup,heistestingme.Hedisappearedallnight,thereis

nowayI’dwantahugfrom him.Idon'tknowwherehisarmshavebeen."IthinkIhavestayed

enoughinyourhouse,"Isay."WhatdoyoumeanMaShenge?”heasks.Ishethatdumb?"Iwant

toleave,"Isay.HegrabsmewhenIattempttowalkaway.Ittakeseverythinginmenottoreact

harshly.Hepullsmeclosertohisfaceandglaresatme."Whycan'twefixthingslikeadults?"he

asks.That'srichcomingfrom him,washeanadultwhenhedisappearedallnight?"Iwanttogo

please,”Isay.My'please'isnotbegging,it’sasweetcupofwarning.Idon'tdowarnings,Ido

action."YouarenotgoinganywhereMaShenge,”hesayslikeheismyhusband.Wherearehis

cows?Thering?Somebodymust'vesang;IsencaneLeNgane.Ipullmyhand,hetightenshis

grip,mybloodstartsboiling."What'shappeninghere?"Thevoicecomesfrom thedoorway.I

thoughtthemanleftalready,heiswalkingtowardsus."Soshaletgoofherhand,"heorders.He

letsitgoimmediately,helooksabitfrightened.Itakeadeepbreathandturntoleavebutthe

manstopsme.HecallsmeMaShenge,Irecognisehisvoiceimmediatelyandspotthe

resemblance."Hesleptinmyhouse,"hesays.Heistoooldtolie,hemustbe35yearsornearer.

Inodmyheadandwalkaway.Ican'tdisappearfastenough.Itfeelslikehiseyesaregluedon

myback.Ididn'twantthefirsttimewemeettobelikethis.Ithasundoubtedlypaintedanother

pictureofme,I'm acrazygirlfriend.Soshawalksinthebedroom afterawhileandfindsme

sittingonbedwithmybagnexttome.I'm nolongersureleavingiswhatIwant,weneedtotalk

likeadults."WhatmustIeat?"heasksstaringatme.Ididn'tknowthatIwashischefandwhat

heeatsismybusiness.Hestaresatmeforagoodwhilethentakesmybagandwalksoutwith

it.Idon'tsayanythingbecauseI'm agoodgirl.Whenhecomesbackheclosesthedoorbehind

him andlocksit."Mpumewasnotpregnant,"hesays.Delayednews!I'm nolongerinterested.

"I'm sorryforthedrama,Isorteditout,"hesays.Ohnoscratchthat,Iam interested."Whatdo

youmeanyousorteditout?"Iask."Shewillnevertroubleyouagain,”hesays.Iwillonlybelieve

thatifIdon'tseeherpostsinthenextthreemonths,fornowI'm goingtosleepwithoneeye

open.Heputshisarm aroundmyshoulderandturnsmyfacetohim.Hekeepslickinghisdry



lips,hemustbereallyhungry.Whydidn'theeatatBayede'shouse?IfeellikeSatan'sright-hand

woman."YourappointmentwithCraigisscheduledfor2:30pm today,don'tworryabout

anything,”hesays.IfthereisanyoneI'm dyingtoseeit’sCraig,Ineedtooffload.Alothas

happenedsinceourlastsession."WearegoingtobeokayMaShenge,"hesaysandgivesmea

lightpeck.Myheartmeltslikeice,I'm happytobeMaShengeagain.Hepullsmecloserand

lockshislipsonmineandpushesmedownonthepillows.Heleansovermeandstaresdeep

intomyeyes.Hiseyesdon'thavetheusualglint,Idon'tknowifit'shungerorlackofsleepbut

helooksweak."YoujiltedmeallnightSosha.”I'm suddenlyoverwhelmedwithsadness.Heis

theonewhopreachesaboutstayingandtalkingthingsthroughwhenthereareproblems,yethe

istheonewholeftmethewholenight.Idon'tevenknowwhybecauseIgavehim mysideofthe

story."I'm sorrysthandwasami,”hesaysbuthedoesn'tlooksorry,heissmiling."It'snotfunny,

youbrokemyheart,"Isay.Heletsoutachuckleandbitesmyearlobe.Igruntangrilyandpush

him away."DoyouknowhowmuchIloveyouMaShenge?"Ifeelhishandgoingupmythighs."I

loveyoumorethanIlovemyself,"hesays.Whyam Ismiling?Heshutsmysmilewithakissand

lockshisfingersonmyhand.Thereisababyarm slidinginbetweenmythighs.WhenIlookat

him hesmilesandswipeshisthumbovermylip."Didyoucallhometoday?"heasks.Henever

forgetstoaskmethisquestion.OnedayIshouldactivatemygold-diggingskillsandtellhim I

don'thaveairtime.I'velostmyrootsasablackSouthAfricangirl,howcanIdateaguyformore

thanamonthandnotevenoncehaveIaskedhim forairtime?Onethingpeopleshould

understandisthatSouthAfricaisnotAmerica.Yeswelikeflowersandchocolates,butnot

beforeairtimeanddata.Imeanifyoubuymeflowerswithoutbuyingmeairtimehowthehell

am IgoingtouploadmyflowersonInstagram?"No,Ilastcalledthem yesterdaymorning,"Isay.

"Yourbrotherswillkillmeoneday,IsawhowMbusolookedatme,hewantedtopunchmeon

theface.”I’m gladhegotthemessage.HemustwatchSabatha,thatchildiscapableofkilling.

Heisalreadypunchingotherkidsat…Ohshit!Heismoaningontopofme,hisshaftis

completelyinsideme,mynippleislatchedinsidehismouth.Heissucking,moaningand

thrustingmercilessly.Sensationsarepullingmetoalldirections,Icanbarelykeepupwith

wheretheyaretravellingnext.Mywavebuildsupandbreaksintothousandcolourfulstars.His

voicedisturbsmycloudofhappiness.“I'm sorryMaShenge,”hesaysandthrustsdeeper.Iwrap

myarmsaroundhiswaistandcallouthisname,herespondswithadeepcry.Heisgetting

closertothebreakingpoint."BABYPLEASEHOLDME!"Heisscreaming.Idon'tknowwhich

'holdme'heisreferringtobecauseI'm holdinghim.Itightenmyarmsaroundhim andmovemy

waistuptomeethisthrusts,hishandgripsonmyshoulderasheslamsharderinsideme.I’ve

watchedmanyscarymoviesbutIhaven'tcameacrossafacethatmatcheshisatthemoment.

Herollsoffandcollapsesnexttome.Wait.....Thecondom!Myheartisnotbeatingnormal.

Thereisalittlekickinmystomach,Icanfeelalittleheadattheside."Sosha,"Iwhisper.

"Mmm…”Don'ttellmeheisstilloutofhissenses.Youfuckin'spreadyourseedsinsideme,

hello!"Youdidn'tusethecondom,"Isaylouderthanintended.Heopenhiseyesandlooksatme.

"I’m hungryMaShenge,”hesays.Isighheavily.Thisistorture,thereisnobreadinthishouseto

beginwith.Can’thebakeitorsomething?



Chapter11Ileavehim lyingonbedandgotothebathroom.IneedaquickshowerthenIwill

seewhatIcandointhekitchen.Cometothinkaboutit,Ihaveneverdonethegirlfriendtradition

correctly.Ineedtoputhist-shirtonanddraghissleepers.That’swhatgirlfriendsdowhenthey

thinkthey'vemadeitinarelationship.SomewhereinthehousetheisTVplaying.DidSosha

leaveitplaying?Heneedstostopwastingelectricity,wearealmostonstage10ofload

shedding.Oops!Thebigbrotherisstillhere,heissittingonthekitchenchair.Ineedatleast

Eshowe'sJesustosaveme.IheardthereisJesuswholivesthere.Itmustbenice,youcan

marryandgetJesushimselftopronounceyouwifeandhusband.Iwonderifthatonecanturn

waterintowine,ifsothenournextgirl’stripmustbeatEshowe.Ican'tappearlikethis,whatam

Iwearing?Noscratchthat,howdidIendupdressedlikethis?It'stoolateformetorun,hehas

alreadyseenme.Idon'tevenknowwheretolook,Ihopehedidn'thearallthose'babyholdme'

screams."MaShenge.”Heisacknowledgingme,Iguess.Iwalkonwithastupidlookonmyface,

I'm scaredofhim.Heisabigbrotherandhecanendhisstepmotherandfather'slives.YesI

heardthatcorrectly,thismaniscapableofendinglives."I'm sorrytoinvadeyourkitchen,I

neededsomethingtoeat,"hesays.Iwouldlovetogivemyselfahardslaprightnow."Didyou

findanything?"Iask."Yes,fruits."I'm theworstbrother'sgirlfriendonearth.Heatefruits

becauseIgavehisbrother’sbreadaway.Imakemywaytofridgeandtakeoutfrozenpies.I

don'tevenknowhowmuchtheyeat.Thereisahugedifferencebetweenruralmenandurban

men.Intheruralareasthereisnotimefordieting,thereisfreemeatanddumplingsevery

weekend.Buttheseurbanonesdietandeatlimitedfood.Idon'tknowwhattodowhilewaiting

forthepiestocook.I'm standingnexttotheovenlikealostperson."Howarethey

KwaSqumbe?"heasks.HisvoicecanbemistakenwithMyalo's.Itisconfinedwithmaturityand

authoritybutfriendlyatthesametime."Theyareokay,"Isay.SqumbeisMandeni'sSpar.Only

ourSpargotanickname.Mostpeople,likehim,confusethewholeMandenitownasSqumbe.

"Whenarewegoingtoseethem?"heasks.Hisquestionisabitconfusing.Whoisthem?The

wholeMandeni?Hechucklesatmysilenceresponseandasksmetositwithhim onthetable.

"Hisclothessuityou,"hesays.Heispullingmyleg,IknowIlooklikeafancyhobo.Amomentof

silencepasses.It'slikeheiscontemplatingonhowtostartwhateveritisthathewantstosay.

Eventuallyhelooksupandclearshisthroat."Doyoureallylovehim MaShenge?”heasks.

Mlandoaskedmetheverysamequestion,nowitfeelsliketheydoubtmyfeelingsfortheir

brother."I'm notwithhim foranyotherreason,"Isay."Thankyou,that'sallheneeds,truelove,”

hesays.Ithinkthepiesareready.Theemptyspaceatthesideofthecupboardisridiculous.I

shouldn'thavegivenhisplatesaway.CraigisgoingtocallhisowntherapistassoonasIleave

hisoffice.I’m notnormal,whoevercounselsmeneedstobecounselledtoo.IserveBayedeand

putmyplateandSosha'sonthetray."Youaregoingtoeatinyourbedroom?"heaskswithhis

eyebrowraised."Ummm yes..."Isayhesitantly."I'm aguest,whereisyourhospitalitypeople?"

OhLord,IdidsayI'm theworsebrother'sgirlfriend,hereistheproof."OkayIwillcallhim down,"

Isay."I'm kidding,goeatyourman,"hesaysflashingasmile.Eatyourmanoreatwithyourman?

Let'ssayhistongueslipped."Nexttimeyouareangryathim pleasegiveawayhiswatchesand

makesureI'm aroundbeforeyoudoit.”Wow!SoI'm thecrazygirlfriendwhogivesthingsaway?

Thismotivatesmetoneverletangergetbetterofmeagain.WhenIwalkinhehashiseyes

closed,foramomentIthinkheisasleep,butheopensthem assoonasIsitnexttohim."MustI



feedyou?"Iask."Nexttimebabe,”hesaystakinghisfoodanddiggingin.Withinminuteshehas

finishedbothpies.Hewasreallyhungry."Doyouwantmore?"Iask."Nobabeeat,”hesays.I

knowonepiewillsatisfyme,Iputtheotheroneonhisplate.Hefinishesitagain!Thisisway

abovemenow,I'm donesharing.Itaketheplatesbacktothekitchen.Bayedeisstillhere,

maybeheismovingin.WhenIcomebacktothebedroom Soshaisasleep,forrealthistime.His

phoneisnexttothepillow.Ifeelthedevil'slongfingerpokingmyshoulder;GoforitYanga.

Password?Geez!Hishandgrabsthephonefrom myhands.Inearlygetaheartattack,hewas

snoringsecondsago!"Whatdoyouwant?"heasks.Thisisembarrassing,I'm asneakygirlfriend.

"Time,"Isayafterclearingmythroat.Heunlocksitandpushesitbackinmyhands.Thetimeis

12:17,hehaslotofnotificationsthough."Youstilldon'tseetime?"heasksafteramoment.I

ignorehim andscrolldowntohisinbox."MaShengedon'tdothat.I’m nothidinganythingbutI

stillhavestufftodelete,"hesays.Thereisatext:Imissyourdicksobadly.Igoblindanddeafat

thesametime.WTF!Hishandsgrabthephoneaway.Heiswideawakenow.Ididn'tcheckthe

dateofthetextbutIfeellikeI'm havingastroke.Heinhalessharplyandshiftsclosertome.I

can'tevenlookathim."Canwenotfightthisweek?"Igivehim asilenceresponse."CanIhavea

lookatyourphonetoo?"What?Nohecan't."Ihavenobattery,"Isay."Don’tworryIwillcharge

it."Ishouldn'thavetouchedhisphone,I’vedugmyowngrave.I'm nothidinganythingdeep,just

pornvideosandgossipsthatcouldlandmeinjail."Iwantyoutochargeme,"Isay,bitingmylip

seductively.Ineedtodistracthim,hecan'ttouchmyphone.Ithrowmylegoverhim andbrush

hischest."Soareyouchargingthephoneorme?"Iask."Youbaby,”hesays.Thereyougo

soldierboy!Wait..."Whereisthecondom?"Iask."Nottoday,please.”Hehastobekiddingme!

"Dudeareyoutryingtogetmepregnant?"Iask."No,Ijustlovefeelingyourflesh,”hesays.Flesh

producesfleshthatbreathesandcriesfornoreason,heiscrazy."It’scondom ornosex,you

decide,"Isay."Nosex."What?No!"Youdon'tmeanthat,"Isayinshock.Thisdevilisserious,he

isnotevensmiling.Unbelievable!"ThentakemebacktoWestridge,”Isay."Butyouarenothere

forsex,youarevisitingme.”Hekeepsshockingme,nowI'm nothereforsex?"Whotoldyou

that?"Iask.Helaughsandburieshisfaceonmychest.Weendupgoingraw,hiswordisfinal,I

flowwithit.I'm lateformyappointment.Almostthirtyminuteslate,Soshaistheonetoblame

forit.Heshould'vedoneitlikeSpheleleandletmego.Craigdoesn’tworkwithmeonly,whenI

gettohisofficeheisbusy.Iwaitanhourbeforeheattendstome."Howareyou?"heasks."I'm

fabulous,"Isay.Heliftsuphiseyebrowandrubshischin."I'm notlying,I’m goodCraig,”Isay.

"Oh,sowhatwasthefightabout?"Iwishwecanforgetaboutit.Whoisfeedinghim news

anyway?"ThegirlwantedmetoslaphersoIdid,"Isay."Youplayedrightinherhands.Whatif

shewasreallypregnant?"heasks.Ishrugmyshoulders.Hepassesmeasmallbookletabout

self-controlandconfidence."DoyouknowwhataseriousoffenceassaultisinSouthAfrica,

especiallyonapregnantwoman?"heasks.Nobodyhasbeenarrestedforslappingsomeonein

Ndulinde.Weslapeachotherlikeit'snobody'sbusiness.Ifsomeonetalksshittoyouandyou

don'thavetimetoargueyoujustslapthatpersonandlifemoveson.Irememberbumpinginto

myneighbourcomingfrom schoolwithagroupofboyandsheslappedthelivinghelloutofme.

IwonderifsheknowswhataseriousoffenceassaultisinSouthAfrica."Youarebiggerthan

thatYanga.You'rebiggerthaneverythingthathashappenedinyourlife.Nowthatyou've

exposedyourweaknesstoeveryonepeoplearegoingtouseitagainstyou.Yourangerwillbe



yourdownfall."Ichewoneachwordhesaid,healwaysmakessense.ClearlyIhavealong

journeyaheadofme."Doyourememberhowdefensiveyouwereinthebeginning,denying

havinganyissue”"heasks.HowcanIforgetthatmadgirl?Inodmyhead."Iwantthatspirit

backinadifferentform,”hesays.Ilookathim attentively.IfthereisanythingIwantit'sself-

control."Goagainstthegirlchallengesmakeyoutobe.Ifsituationsleadyoutoangertell

yourself'I'm notangry,I’m biggerthanthat’.Takeadifferentdirection,don’tletsituations

determinewhereyoushouldgo.Denybeingwholifewantsyoutobe,lifemustbewhatyou

wantsittobe.KeepastiffupperlipYanga,don'tbowdowntochallenges.”Healwaysshednew

lightandmakesmefeellikeIcandobetter,heismypillarofstrengthmorethanheismy

therapist.Inhim Ialwaysfindmyselfagain.Igotacallfrom Amandasayingmyhearingison

nextWednesday.Idon'tunderstandwhythisistakingsolong.Notknowingwhatthefuture

holdsisdrivingmecrazy.IexpectedSoshatogivetheheadsupsinceit'shiscompany,butheis

quietaboutit.Heisonlykeepingmeinhishouse.I’vebeenheresinceMonday,hebulliedme

intoit.Mystayhasbeennothingbutajoytobehold.I’vebeeneatingfoodI'venevertastedin

mylife,thekindoffoodIwatchonCookingWithChefsoandso.Heisthebest,eachminutewe

spendtogetherdeepensmyloveforhim.Heiscaringandsweetandunderstanding.I’m

Beyoncé,sodangerouslyinlove.ImissNtandothough.Wecalleachotherthreeorfourtimesa

day.LatelyshecallsmePhashasha.Ican'texplainhowmuchthatannoysme.Phashashaisa

womaninNdulinde,shedoesn’thaveahome,sheliveswithwhichevermansheissleepingwith.

Sheislikeaqueenofvaat'nsit.BythewayI'm cookingisikhintshane.Hesaidthisismykitchen,

soIwillcookwhatIlike.It’smyfirsttimecookingdinnerinthishouse,whenhecomesbackhe

willhavethesurpriseofhislife.I’m sittinginfrontofthestove,makingsuremypotdoesn’tburn.

Ikeepcheckingthetime,it's6:30now.I’m gettingirritated,hesaidheisonlygoingtosignafew

documentsandcomesback."Mylove.”Ohheisback!Hisancestorsreallywork,Iwasaboutto

sendanessay.HekissesmylipsandasksifI'm okay.WellI'm okaynowthatheishere."There

wasawomanwhocamelookingforyouatthebakery,"hesays."Awoman?"Iask."Yeahshe

wasdarkandtall.Shelefthernumberandaskedthatyoutocontactherassoonaspossible.”I

don'tknowanydarktallwomanwhomightlookformeinmyworkplace.Itakehernumberand

saveit.IwilldecidelaterifIwanttocallherornot."Doyouwanttogoout?"heasks."What?

No!”Isay."Peopleknowaboutus.HowlongarewegoingtohideMaShenge?”heasks.Ihaven't

thoughtaboutit.It'snotsomethingI'm planningtodoanytimesoon.Iignorethequestionand

changethesubject."Icookedtoday,"Isay.Hispupilsdilatewithexcitement."Really?Whatdid

youcook?""Isikhintshane,"Isay.Thefrownonhisface!TodayI'm bringingbackMthaniya's

world.NoZulupersonmustbecluelessabouthistraditionalfood.KingShakaworkedhardto

buildthistribe,wecan'tletpizzasdestroyit."Whatisthat?"heasks."It'samixtureofbeansand

maizemeal,"Isay."Ohthat'snice."WhenIputtheplateinfrontofhim hisfacegoespale,it'sno

longersonice.HelooksexactlylikemeontheItaliandinnernight,cluelessAF."Wearejust

eatingitlikethis?”heasks.“Noboo-boothereisjuice,”Isayputtingaglassinfrontofhim.He

stilllooksconfused.Thereisnoforkandknife,whotoldtheZulustostabfoodbeforeeating?

Mockinghowourkingdied,huh!"Eatwithyourhand,"Isay.Lord,hefrownsandeatswithhis

fingers."Useyourwholehandandsqueezeit,”Isay.Icouldgivehim aspoonbutthatwouldbe

aninsulttoisikhintshaneandourancestors."Downitwithjuice,"Isay.Hegulpsthejuiceand



eatswithhisfingersagain.Isighandshowhim howtodoit,hestartslaughing."What'sfunny?

Youshouldn'tmockourtraditionalfood,youwillangertheancestors,"Isay."Soyoushapeit

intoashrewdpenisandeat?"Thefoolisstilllaughing,heisunbelievable.Thisisfoodhecan't

compareittosuchdisgustingorgan…Notreallydisgustingbutyougetmypoint."That's

inappropriatetosayaboutfood,"Isay."Rollthepenisformebaby,I’m hungry,”hesays.Heis

turningthisintoahugestupidjoke."Ilikespinachandpap,"hesays.Ithinkheisindirectly

askingmetocookitoneday.I'm notgoodwithspinachhemustgethischeftocookit."Thanks

babe,Ienjoyedthemeal,”hesaysunwrappingachocolateslab.Whydoesheneedawash-

downifhereallyenjoyedit?Heofferstocleanthekitchenforme.Iknowheisjustspoilingme,

inafewmonthstocomehewillbeactinglikeMuvhango'sking.Fiveminuteslaterheisdone

andtalkingtosomeoneoverthephoneandblockingmyearswithhislaughter.Ican'thearthe

TVanymore."Talktoher,sheishere,"hetellstheperson.Healwaysmakesmespeakwithhis

friends,Idon'tevenlikesomeoftheirvoices.TheyjustrumblewiththeiradvancedEnglish,

askingmesillyquestionsandlaughing.Theyinvolvemeintheirsillyargumentsandexpectme

topicksides.Ihavemyowncrazyfriends.Oneisanalcoholic,shekeepsalcoholinsideher

wardrobeandtheotheroneisasexaddict.DoIhaveachoicethough?Itakethephoneandput

itonmyear."MaShenge,”ForasecondI'm notsurewhetherit'sMyaloorBayede."Areyouokay

there?”heasks.IliftmyeyestoSosha,heislisteningattentively."Yes,"Isay."CanIstealyour

manforanhourorso?"It'sMyalo,hisvoiceisdeeper.Idon'tknowhowheplanstosteala

29yearoldman,eitherwayI'm notstayinginthishousealone."CanIsayno?"Iask."Youdon't

understand,IneedthatcakeotherwiseI'm dead,"hesays.NowI'm confused."Heforgothis

sister'sbirthdayandsheiscomingtohishouseinthemorning,"Soshaexplains.Nowthat

makessense....Noitdoesn't."Guyswhat'sgoingon?"Iaskloudforbothofthem tohear."He

wantsmetogobakehiscakeinthekitchen,"Soshasays.That'shisversionofstealinghim

from me?Heshould'vebecameapoet,hisartofwordsisonanotherlevel."That'sfine,Iwill

helphim too,"Isay.Soshagruntsangrily."Areyoucrazy?"Whyishewhispering?Wearebaking

thecake."I'm notcrazy,wewillbakethecake,"Isayloud."MaShengeIcan'tlivewithoutyou,"

Myalosaysburiedinlaughter.SoshaisglaringatmelikeI'm theonewhomadehisheadbig.I

winkathim andsaygoodbyetoMyalo.Wegotothekitchenandgetreadytobake.Helooks

supersexywiththatbakingapronon,Istandforaminutejuststaringathim.Thereisnothing

sexierthanamaninthekitchen."Yousaidyouwillhelp,"hesays.Hhayibo!Whogotthebutter

outofthefridge?Thesaucepan?"What'sthenameofthecakeyou'remaking?"Iask."German

chocolatecake,”hesays.DoyouknowthepatienceandpassionIputasIwaittoseethe

Germanchocolatecake?IdrinktwocupsofcoffeejustsoIcanstayawake.Heisdonewiththe

cake,IwasexpectingtoseeaGermanflagoranythingthatshowsthatthecakeisaGerman

onebutthereisnothing,it'sjustacakelikeanyothercake.Heputsitinsidetherefrigeratorand

takeshisapronoff."No!"Iscream.Whyishetakingitoff?I'm stilllookingathim.Heturnsand

looksatmeconfused."Don'ttakeitoff,Ilovethebakeryou.Whydidn'tyouwearthehat?""It's

calledatoqueblanche,"hesayslaughing.Helovescomplicatingthings,thethingiswornonthe

headsoit'sahat,thereisnoneedforFrenchwords.Heisstillcleaninghismessinthekitchen.

ThereisablotterIalwaysseeandignoreinsidehisshelf,buttodayIcan'thelpmyselfIopenit.

Thefirstpageishandwrittenwiththeheading:DearSir.Itlookslikeacollectionofpoemsor



shortstories.Ifeelhispresenceandliftmyeyesup.Hedoesn'tlookpleased,maybethisisa

confidentialthing."Ionlyreadthetitle,"Isayputtingitbackinitsplace.Hedoesn’tsayanything,

hetakeshiswatchoffandleavesthephoneonbedandwalkstothebathroom.I'm curious.

WhatisthatandwhyisheangrythatIopenedit?Hewalksbackafterawhileandunwrapsthe

towelaroundhiswaistandgetsonbed.Hewasteachingmehowtosleepnakedthepastfew

days,wesleeplikeAdam andEve."Areyouokay?"heasks.You’dthinkI'm lyingifIsayhewas

angrytenminutesago,nowheisgivingmeadorableeyesandsmilingnonstop."I'm notokay,

what'sinthatblotter?"Iask."It'snothing,justmypoems,”hesays.Hebakespoemstoo?Wow!

"CanIhavealook?"Iask.Henodshishead.Itakeitandlieonhisarmsandreadsilently.These

wordsarenothim,howeverthewritingstyleishis.Hemust'vewrittenthiswhenhewasyoung,

thepaperiswornout."Youwrotethis?"Iask."Yes...Ijust...YeahIwroteit."Hehashishandover

hisforehead,helooksuncomfortable."Canyoureaditforme?"Iask."Ahbabyno!”Ikisshis

lipsandlookathim withapuppyface."Handsomeplease,"Ibeg.Hesighsandsitsup.Iget

betweenhislegsandrestmybackonhischest.Hewrapshisarmsaroundmeandbalancethe

blotteronourentwinedhands.Icanfeelhisheartbeatingagainsthischest,hekeeps

swallowing,hishandsaretremblingonme."DearSir,againIcannotcomeforward,Notbecause

Idon'ttakeyourclassesfervently,ButbecauseIwillneedmoretimeandmoreears.Yourtime

islimited,mytimeneedstimelessness.I,myself,couldneverbepresentedondesignedcouple

ofminutes.Iwon’tbothermyselfandwasteyourlimitedtimeSavetimeforothersandputzero

forme.I'm nottryingtoberude,DearSirI’m needythantherest.Idon'thaveafavouritesong

that'sinyourcategory,Myfavouritesongisthepatternofraindrops,Fallingonthecorrugated

roofofmyfather'saloofhouse,thepatternofmyheartbeatagainstmychest,AsIlurkbehind

thedoor,waitingforanythingtohappen.ThepatternofmyTougheesthwackingonthetiled

floor,AsIdashfrom oneroom toanother,blooddrippingfrom myskin.Iheardabouttheir

favouriteplaces,theychosesowell,That'swhyIclappedmyhandslouderthananyone.DearSir

letmeclarify,Idohavesomethingtosay.SirlistenI,too,havefavouritefoodIt'samealthatI

swallowwithnowords,WithnosaladsofremindersofwhatfailureIam,It'sfoodthatfillsmy

tummyaswellasmyheart.I,Myself,isayoungboylookingforanswersSoifIreturnyour

answersheetblankOrnotraisemyhandlikeothers.KnowthatI'm nottryingtoberude,I

cannotansweryourquestionsBeforeminehavebeenanswered.Thebookdropsonmythighs.

Hishandsreachuptomyshoulder.I’m carryingmyheartonmyhandsandit'sheavylikeabag

ofcement.Mymindjustracedbacktothepictureofhim inhisschooluniform thatisinhis

studyroom.Hehashisschooltiewrappedaroundhiswrist,thecollarofhisshirtispulledup.

Thereisnocareonhisface,hewasn’tinterested,noteventothecameramanwhotookthe

picture."Howoldwereyouwhenyouwrotethis?"Iask."12years,”hesays.Wow!At12yearsI

waswritingRihanna’sUmbrellalyrics,Inevercreatedanything."Didyoucallthewoman?"he

asks.Icompletelyforgotaboutthat,Ihavetoomuchgoingoninmylife."Iwillcallher

tomorrow,"Isay.Hegivesmylipsasmackerandthrowstheblotteraway.Heiswearingamask

onhisface,hesighsandliedownonthepillows."Itsoundslikeyouhadaroughtimegrowing,”I

saytestingthewater.Hedoesn'topenupeasily."It'snotsomethingIliketalkingabout,butyes.

Bayedewassenttoboardingschool,MlandohadanannyandIwasthat'goplayoutside'kindof

achild,"hesays.Igetthathedoesn'tliketalkingaboutitbutcuriositykilledmangobe.Iaskhim



toelaboratethe'goplayoutside'childpartforme,I'veneverheardanythinglikethatinmylife.

"It'sastoryofanotherday,"hesays."DidtheybeatyouSosha?”Iask."Theydid,mostlymy

father.”Hisvoiceissuppressingsadnessandpain.Hedoesn'thavethesmilehehadretaliating

onhisgrandmother’sbeating.Hishandgoesdowninsidemyboobs.I’veconcludedthatthey

arehisfavouritepartofmybody,hishandsusuallystayinthem evenwhenwearewatchingTV.

"Mashenge,”hesaysaftertakingadeepbreath.Ilookathim,thereissomethingstrangeinhis

eyes.It'snotsadnessoranger,it'slikefearandhesitation.“Whatisitbabe?”Iask.“MaShengeI

haveIED.”IcanfakeeverythingbutIcan'tfakeknowledge.WhatisIED?Apoliticalpartymaybe,

ifsoI’m behindhim alltheway."Whatisthat?"Iask."It'sIntermittentExplosiveDisorder.Ican

bevery,veryangryandirrational.”Theword‘disorder’scaresme.Hishandgrabsminelikeheis

stoppingmefrom going,heisswallowingnothingnessandstaringatme.Isitthatserious?"Are

yousickSosha?”Iask."Ihaverecurringoutbursts,whentheyoccurIbecomeaggressiveand

violentand...""Violent???”Iask.Heswallowsagain."Iwillneverhurtyou,Iworkoniteveryday.I

takeantidepressantsandmoodstabilizers.OnceinamonthIattendcognitivebehavioural

therapy.”Thereisbehaviouraltherapyinvolved?ThisisdeeperthanIthought."Pleasedon't

leaveme,Icanseethefearinyoureyes.Idirectmyangertothegym andwalls,I’dneverhurt

youMaShenge,”hesays.Heisright,whathejustsaidscaresme."Whatmakesyouangry?"I

ask."Itcanbeabsolutelynothing,”hesays.What?Whogetangryovernothing?Heisamadman.

"I’m notlostwhenI'm withyou.Youmakemehappyandthat'swhatIalwaysfocuson,”hesays.

Itakealongbreathandnodmyheadasifitmakessense."OkayIhearyou,”Isay.

Disappointmentflushesoverhiseyes,atthismomentIcan'tevenlookathim straightinthe

eyes,I'm shocked."Mygrandmothertaughtmehowtopray,let’spray,”hesays.Heisupand

puttinghisgownon.Maybewearenotallowedtopraywhilenaked,Iputmineonaswell.Idon't

knowhowtopray,Ijustaskandaskandask.Heisgoodatit,heknowsallGod'snicknames.I

onlylistenandcontributeAmenattheend.Heisnotnormal,IEDisnottheonlydisorderhe

suffersfrom,hesaysthereismorebutheisdealingwithitandtakingtreatments.I'm onthe

callwithNtando,Ijusttoldheraboutlastnightandsheisblowingthingsoutofproportionand

makingupcrazystoriesaboutwhatSoshamightdotome.Shehasconcludedthatheisa

psychopath.“NtandodoyouevenknowwhattheIEDis?"Iask."Yousaidit'samentaldisability,”

shesays.God!HowdoImakeherun-hearthis?Ishouldn'thaveranmymouthknowingwhata

dramaqueensheis.Thisisaconfidentialmatter,Soshatoldmeonlybecausehetrustsme.

"Alrightpleasedomeafavour,don'ttellanyone,”Isay."Why?Doyouthinkhiscableswill

disconnectifhefindsoutthatyou'vetoldme?”I'm…Ican’tdealwithher.Irunmyfingersonthe

frameofhisphotohangingonthewallandsighs.It’scrazyhowIwentfrom uncomfortable

aroundhim toacompletesuckerofhispresence.Ialwayswanttobearoundhim,ifheleaves

thehouseforafewhoursIgetmiserableandangry."Ilovehim Ntando,withhisdisorderandall.

HeisagoodmanandI’m afraidImightnotbegivinghim thesamesupportthathegivesme,"I

say."YouarethereYanga,evenafterhetoldyouabouthismadnessyoudidn'tleave.”Canshe

stopwiththismadnessthing?Sheisirritating."It'snotmadness,stopsayingthat,”Isay."Okay

I'm sorrybutyouarethere,youlovehim andgivehim yourcookiesevendaysaweek.That’s

supportiveenough,”shesays.Ihearalittlevoicescreamingoutsidethedoor.Ithoughtthe

neighboursdon’tbothereachotherhere,theydon'tevenknoweachother'snames.It’snotlike



inNdulindewhereyouknowawomanbehindthemountainandherkidsandwhosheis

sleepingwith.Herepeopledon'tevengreeteachother."Idon'tgivehim sevendaysaweek,last

nightweonlycuddledandslept.Stopimaginingthings,doyouhearbitch?"Isay.Sheburstsinto

laughter,Idropthecallandmakemywaytothedoor.Ifindapairofeyesstaringup.It'salittle

girlwearingawhitedressandfluffywhitehat.Idon'tgetenoughtimetodigestonherfamiliar

looks,shehasranpastmeandgotinsidethehouse.What'supwiththiskid?Ilookaroundto

seeifsheiswithanyone.Durbanisdangerous,evenkidscanrobyou.Oh,Bayede'scarishere.

"MaShenge!"Thelittlevoicescreamssomewhereinsidethehouse.Thischildcallsme

MaShenge?Sheappearsandstandsinfrontofme.Iseemyselfinher,thelittlegirlIwasbefore

everythinghappened."Iwantcroquetmonsieur,"shesays.Thefrownonmyface!"What?”Iask.

Bayedewalksinsmiling,Iwanttoreturnthesmilebutwhatthefuckishisdaughtersaying?

Crook-what?"GoodmorningMaShenge,”hesaysandsendsamessagetoMayabyliftinghis

eyebrows.Shegigglesandgreetsmetoo.IfshecansayjumptoBayedehe'daskhowhigh,I

canseethewayhelooksatherthatsheishisworld."DaddyIwantacroquetmonsieur,”she

says.Ohit'scroquet,notcrook.Itmustbeatoyinherbedroom,maybealittleplasticcrocodile.

"Youruncleisnothere,"Bayedesays.Sheturnshereyestomeandclaspherhandstogether.

Ohsheissoadorable."MaShengepleeeeease,”shepleads.Ican'tevengooglethethingasthey

arelookingatme.Ihavenochoicebuttodisplaymyignorancetothebigbrother."Whatis

that?"Iask."It'sham andcheesesandwich."WTF!Whysuchbigwordsforbread,ham and

cheese?What'sthedramafor?It'sasandwichorkota.ThisisSouthAfricanotFrance."Why

couldn’tshejustsaythat?"Iask.Helaughsandkisseshercheeks."SheismyFrenchprincess,”

hesays.Shejumpsoffherfatherandgrabsmyhand.I’m notgoodwithchildren,thereisno

valueintheirconversations,theyfindtopiconeverything.Ipreferadults,theytalkaboutthings

thatmatters.Men,sexandliquorprices."CanIhavemyham fried?"sheasks,tappingherhand

onmyarm.IlookatBayedeincompleteawe.Shehasnevermetme,shedoesn’tknowwhether

Ilikeherornot,butshewantsmetomakeherfood."Shecanbetoomuch,don’tworryabout

hersheisnotevenhungry,"hesays."It'sokayIwillmakeitforher,"Isay.Thirtyminuteslater

wearewatchingcartoons,orangestalkingtooneanotheranddrivingcars.Idon'tlikecartoons

buthersmileistoobeautiful,it’shardtosaynotoher."Mayait'stimetogo,"Bayedesays

walkingin.He'sbeenoutsidetalkingtosomeoneonthephone.Mayaisabsorbedonthe

cartoons,Idoubtsheheardhim.Hecallsheragainandpullsherarm.WorldWarIIIbegins.She

doesn'twanttogobeforethethingonTVfinishesandBayedehassomewheretorushto."Can't

youfetchherlater?"Iask."Shewilltroubleyou,”hesays."I'm sureIcanhandleher."WellIregret

thatassoonashercartoonsend,sheisrunningaroundthehousetakingeverything.Myheadis

spinning."Mayasitdown,"Isayforthetenthtime.Shejumpsonthecouchandthrowsherlegs

onthecoffee-table.Iswitchthecartoonsonthinkingshewillbeinterestedbutthistimesheis

not,sheisinterestedinme."MaShengewhereisyourroom?”sheasks."Idon'thavearoom

here,"Isay.Thefrown!Sheisconfused."Wheredoyousleep?"sheasks."Isleepwithyour

uncle,"Isay.Ohthatsoundedinappropriate,whatkindofanadultam I?"UncleSoshabrokethe

windowandthebathroom door,"shesays.Ifrown."When?""Saturday,DaddytolduncleMla,"

shesays.UncleMlamustbeMlando.WhywouldSoshabreakdoors?Hesaidhehaseverything

undercontrol



Chapter12Igothrougheveryroom lookingforabrokenwindoworbathroom door.Everything

seemstobeokay,maybehefixedit.NowthatIknowabouthisdisorderIunderstandwhyhe

thoughtitwasokaytothrowAmanda'schocolateaway.Irememberhowhecursedmeand

droveoffthatday.Hehashisunpredictablemoments.Armssneakaroundmywaist.Inearly

jump,Ididn'thearthedooropening.It'shim,Iexhaleinrelief.“Areyouokay?”heasks."YesI'm

okay,”Isay.Heturnsmearoundandplantsakissonmylips.Iwanttoforgetaboutthewindow

andbathroom doorbutmyeyeshavelandedonhislefthand.ThereisalittlescarIhaven't

noticed,itlooksrecent."I'm sorrybabe,”hesays.Ifrown,whatisheapologisingfornow?"For

what?"Iask."Ididn'tplantostaythislong,Myalokeptme."Urghthat!"I'm notmad,it'sokay.

Mayaishere,"Isay.Hiseyeswideninexcitement.Thischildhaseveryonearoundherlittle

finger."You'vemether?Ihopeshelikedyou,shecanbeadivasometimes,”hesays.Iwouldn't

careifshedidn'tlikeme,shelikesherdollsmorethanpeople.Whenwewalkinthelivingroom

Mayaseesusandhidesbehindthecouch.Soshacallsouthername,shedoesn'tanswer.He

startswalkingaroundpretendingtolookforher."BabehelpmelookforMaya,Idon'tknow

wheretofindher,"hesays.Heneedstogetserious,wesawherhidingbehindthecouch.I

playedrealhide&seekwherewehidinthebushesandunderthecows,notthisweakcouchone.

Iwalkaroundthecouchandpretendnottoseeher.Shejumpsandcracksaloudlaugh.Didshe

reallythinkwedidn'tseeher?LaterBayedefetchesher,heiscarryingabunchofflowers.I

wonderwhoheisdatingandwhyheisnotmarryingher.Theclockisticking,heshouldsettle

downnow."Daddywhoseflowersarethese?”Mayaasks."TheyareauntMaShenge's,”hesays.

Iremovemyselffrom Sosha'sarm andgetonmyfeet.Didhesaytheflowersaremine?"Thanks

forlookingafterher,Idon'tknowwhatyoulikebutIknowgirlslikeflowers,"hesays.Ohmy

goodness!Ijustgotflowersforthefirsttimeinmylife.ThisisnotIsidingoI’m notacting,I’m

gettingflowersforreal."Doyoulikethem?"heasks.Like?Idon'tknowthatword."Areyou

kiddingme?Thisismyfirsttimegettingflowers,Iloveeethem.”Myphone!Whereisit?Ineed

totakepicturesanduploadonallsocialnetworkplatformsandmakecallsaswell."Ishe

single?"Ntandoasksonthephone."Idon'tknowbutyouarenotsingle,”Isay."Sayswho?Go

confirm atHomeAffairs,IAM SINGLE!”Sanelebuyherflowers,sheisgreedy.Ifeelsomeone's

presencebehindme.ItellherIwillcallherlaterandcutthecallandendthecall.Hedoesn't

lookhappy.Ipushmyphoneinsidethepocketandturntohim."Iseverythingalright?"Iask.

"Yeah,”hesaysflatly.Isitonthechairandputmyflowersonmylap."Ntandoissuddenlysingle,

yourbrotherneedstowatchout,"Isay.Silence.“Areyousurethatyou'reokay?”Iask."Yes,your

flowersarebeautiful.”Hebiteshislipandstaresatme.NowIseewhatiswrong,heisjealous

ofmyflowers."Jealousydoesn'tsuityou,”Isay."Thingshavebeenhectic,Ispendmostofthe

timeworkinganddealingwiththings.Iwanttomakeyouhappy,butwefightalotandI'm

alwaystryingtomakeamends.Somethingsslipmymind,Idon't....""Whereisthisgoing

Sosha?”Icuthim short."Itsucksthatmybrotherhadtobethefirstpersontobuyyouflowers,it

should'vebeenme,”hesays."Youcannotbetheonlypersonwhomakesmehappyonearth.I'm

happy,that'sallthatmatters,”Isay.Hecansulkallhewants,Ineedpictures.TodayI'm breaking

theinternet,peoplemustknowthatI'm theflorist...No,what'sthenameofthepersonwhohas



flowers?I'm thatperson.FinallyIknowhowit'slikebeingBonang,Icanstartarealityshowtoo.

I'm notPhashashasoonerorlaterIwasgoingtoleavehishouse.Idon'tunderstandwhat

makeshim sosad.Wearenotmarried,eventuallyIwasgoingtoleave.Ihavepackedallthatis

mineandsomeofhisthingsandmyflowersofcourse.Emptypotsarewaitingformeat

Ntando'splace,shedidn'tforgetaboutthebrokendealandpunishment."LoveI'm readytogo,"I

say.Heopenshiseyesandlooksatme,heissad.AsmuchasIwanttobewithhim Icannot

livewithaman,that’snothowIwasraised.I'm notPhashasha."Youarereallyleavingme

MaShenge?"Iwanttosighloudandheavily."WetalkedaboutthisSosha,"Isay."Buthowam I

supposedtolivealoneinthisbigasshouse?"Hehasthebestjokes,wecancallhim Trevor

Noah.Heboughtthis‘bigasshouse’waybeforeIcametohislife,butheisaskingmehowheis

supposedtoliveinitalone.HowshouldIknow?Iwasn'ttherewhenheboughtit."Ntandowants

pasta,Ineedtogo,"Isay."IwanttogotoNdulindeMaShenge.”Hedoesn'thaveahomein

Ndulinde,whywouldhewanttogothere?"WhereinNdulinde?"Iask."Iwanttogotoyourhome

andgiveJamludehermates."HeisnotsayingwhatIthinkheissaying.Itcan'tbe!"Whatare

youtryingtosay?”Iask."Iwanttogonextmonth,I'vefalleninlovewiththeirdaughterand…”He

pausesandpullsmyhand."Iwantustobelawfullytogether.ThishouseneedsyouMaShenge,I

believeyouarethewomanI'vebeenlookingfor.It’swarm whenyou'reherewithme.Iwantto

havethatfeelingfortherestofmylife,"hesays.Thereisnotraceofdoubtinhiseyes.It'sway

toosoon,whyishedoingthis?"Soshawejustmetabouttwomonthsago,"Isay."Yesandthere

hasn'tbeenanhourthatpassesbywhenIdon'tthinkofyou.You’vebeennobodybutyourself.I

wantyou,butwecanwaitifyoustillhavedoubtsaboutme,”hesays.DoIhavedoubtsabout

him?I'm notsure.I’veneverimaginedmyselfgettingmarried.Webothhavedifferentbattlesto

fight.Howisitgoingtowork?Twobrokensoulstiedtogether."Haveyoudecided?"Ntandoasks

again.Idon'tknowwhysheexpectsmetodecidesosoon.Well,it'sbeenthreedaysactually

andSoshaiswaitingforananswer.TodayIcancelledlunchwithhim andatewithAmanda.I

didn'tknowwhatmoreexcusestobringformyindecisiveness.YesI'm backatwork.Myhearing

wentwell,Denniswasonmyside.Iwasshocked,Ithoughthedidn'tlikethefactthatIbreathe

oxygenlikehim."Ihaven'tdecidedNtando,"Isay."Thenlethim lobolathedoctor."Shemustn’t

boremeIwillgobacktoMorningside."HewantstolobolaMaShengeormaybethecrazydoctor

isalsoMaShenge?"Iask.Myphonerings.It'sButhelezi."Shengeehowareyou?"I'm notfine,a

manwantstopaylobolaformeandI'm undecided."I'm good,howiseveryone?"Isay."Weare

allgood.CanIspeaktoyou?"Heisspeakingtomerightnow,forhim toasklikethisscaresme.

"Istheresomethingwrong?"Iask."Yes,”hesays.IlookatNtandowithmyeyeswidened.She

signalsformetoputthecallonloudspeaker."WhatdidKwenzaMdletshedotoyou?"Ohhellno!

"Whatdoyoumean?Idon'tunderstand,"Isay."It'smewhodoesn'tunderstand.Youandyour

motherhavetomakemeunderstand."DamnyouMbuso!Isuspectedheheardeverythingbut

neverpaidattentiontoit."Hedidnothing,"Isay.Ntandogivesmealook.Iknowshewantsme

totellhim.It’swhatshewantedfrom thestart."WhoareyouprotectingShengee?Yourselfor

peoplewhodon'tcareaboutyou?"Thequestionstabstomyheart.I'm protectingmymother

andherimage.Shedoesn’twanttobeknownasthemotherofagirlwholosthervirginityatthe

ageof15.Itwouldpaintherasabadmother.Girlsrepresenttheirmothers."I'm notprotecting

anyone,"Isay."Iwantyouhometomorrow,”hesays.Ntandocovershermouthindisbelief."But



I'm workingtomorrow,"Isay."It'sanemergency,theywillunderstand."Ican'tbelieveMbusodid

thistome.Whydidherunhismouth?I'm inabiggermessnow,Butheleziwillchokethetruth

outofme.Wherewillthatleavemymother?Travellingfrom DurbantoMandeniusuallytaketwo

hoursbuttodayitfeelslikeitonlytook45minutes.I'm notreadytoarrivebutI'm herealready.I

cannotgohomeempty-handed,luckilyIhavemoney.Ibuyasmallgroceryandheadtotherank.

Thecarisfullwithin30minutes.It’sliketheuniversehassomethingagainstme.Sincewhendo

Ndulindecarsgetfullsofast?Godisgood,Mbusoistheonewaitingformeatthestop.Hehas

alottoanswer.Ipaythedriverandputmysunglasseson.Intheruralareastaxidriversare

chilled,youpaywhenyouarriveatyourdestination.Youcanrunifyouwantto,butthesepeople

don'tjustdrivecars,theydrivesoulstoheavenaswell.Hegreetsandtakestheshoppingbags.

"Isthebagnotheavy?"No,yourballsareheavy."WhydidyoutellButhelezi?"Iaskglaringathim.

"I'm sorry,”hesaysplainly.It'stooearlyforapologies,Iwantexplanation."Doyouunderstand

themessyou'veputmein?"Iask.Heshrugshisshouldersandwalkson,hedoesn'tlook

botheredatall."IdidthisforyouandSabatha,thetruthwillbreakourparentsapartanditwillbe

allonyou,"Isay."Idon'tcareYanga!”Whatdidhejustsay?"RepeatthatMbuso,"Isay."The

truthhasbeenbreakingyouforyears,it’stimeitbreakssomeoneelse.Youdeserveabreak."He

saysandwalksonlikehedidnothingwrong.I’m dumbstruck,whendidhelearntospeaklike

this?Heisaquietchild,ifitwasSabathaIwould'veunderstood.Mymotherisinthekitchen,by

thelookonherfacesheiswaitingforme.Sheisathunderwaitingtoexplode.Ilookaround

hopingtoseeamanwhocalledmehere,heisnowhereinsight."Youarefinallyhere,"shesays

gettingoffthechair.Idropmybagonthetableandstandbythefridge.Idon'tknowwhat'son

hermind,thelasttimeIcheckedshewasBeckyLynch.Ihaveaman,Ican'thaveswollen

cheeks.SheglancesatMbuso,hereyesemitsfire."Gooutside,"sheordershim.Mbusograbsa

chairandsits.Sherepeatsherself,butMbusodoesn'tbudge."Iseewhatyou'retryingtodo,you

wantmetodie.Openthedrawersandtaketheknives,bothofyou!"sheroars.Thisisher

backupstrategy.Sheaccusesusofattemptedmurdersothatshecanhaveherway.Ihate

MbusobutI'm gratefulheishere,Idon'ttrustthiswoman.IthoughtI'vegrowntheselastcouple

ofmonths.I’vebeenhustlingandprovidingformyfamily,Ifeltlikeanindependentyoung

woman.Butstandinghere,againstthefridge,withmyfistsfoldedasiftheycansqueezemy

wildemotionsintoplace,makesmerealisehowmypersonalgrowthandeffortsgo

unrecognised.Iwillneverbeaddressedasanadult,I'm justachildwhowillalwaysfollow

orders."Whatdoyouknow?"sheasksMbuso."Iknoweverything,"Mbusosays.Ifrownasshe

frowns.Heknowseverything?"Whatdidyoutellhim?"Sheisglaringatme."Nothing,"Isay.The

confrontationalmomentisbrokenbyButheleziwalkinginlikehejustmurderedsomeone.Igive

Mbusoalook,hebirthedthismoment.Helooksatme.Itfeelslikehiseyesarepenetratingto

thedepthsofmysoul,uncoveringthetruthandoldwounds."Shengeeistheresomethingwrong

withyourbutt?"heasksglaringatme.Ipullthechairandsitmyassdown.Allofasudden

everyone'seyesareonme.Ifeeltwiceavictim."WhatdidIdo?"Iask."Mbusoheardyouand

yourmotherarguing.Iwouldliketoknow,whatdidKwenzaMdletshedotoyou?"Ilookatmy

mother,shehasthisindescribablelookonherface.Somethingjustticksoff.TheYangaI've

alwaysbeenemerges."Isthiswomanmymother?"Iask."Howcanyouaskaquestionlikethat

Yangomuhle?"Sheisshockedandangry,ifButheleziandMbusoweren'thereshewould've



punchedmyface."Whyareyounotthereforme?Whydoyoushutmyfeelings?Doyouknow

howsaditistohaveacompletestrangerunderstandingyourpainwhenpeopleclosetoyou

shutyoudown?"Iask.Shegetsuponherfeet.Shehasneverbeenquestionedbyachildinher

life.Nother.Thecontentsoftheargumentdon'tmatterinherworld,agedoes.SheisamotherI

don'twishtobe,andI'm adaughterIdon'twishtohave.Shepointshertremblingfingeratme.I

don'tknowwhenMbusogotoffhischairandcamenexttome."ThisShengeeofyoursisthe

onewhowenttotheMdletshes.At15yearsIdidn'tevenlookattheboys'direction.Whatwere

youhopingforvisitingaboy?Didn'tyouhaveseniorstoaskadvicefrom?Kwenzadidwhatall

boysdo,youshould'veknownwhatloveis.Itmeanscompromisesandsacrifices,"shesays.I'm

amadgirl.Mymadnesshasbuiltupforyears,shedoesn'tknowmelikeshethinksshedoes.

"Excusememadam,don’tcallmybodyacompromise,"Isaygettingoffthechairandstanding

facetofacewithher."Don'tyoudarespeaktomelikethat!"shesaysaimingherhandtomy

cheek.Iblockherslapandholdherarm.IcanslapherfaceuntilitbleedsGentleMagic,butshe

ismymother.Shestartswailinglikeawidowwhogotexcludedfrom thewill,claimingthatI'm

hittingher.“WhydidyoukeepquietShengee?"Butheleziasks.Hedoesn'tcareabouthissoaked

-in-tearswife,heislookingatmewithemotionalcloudedeyes."Shetoldmeitwasmyfault,I

hadtokeepquiet.Itwashauntingmedayandnight.YesIwaswrongforvisitingKwenza

insteadofgoingtoschoolbutitdoesn'tjustifythepainheputmethrough.Ibled,criedandtold

him tostop.Hedidn'tstop,hewentfrom beggingtoviolent.Iwillneverforgetthatday,nobody

deservestobeviolatedlikethat,"Isay.Mbusoshakeshisheadandlooksathismother.Shehas

stoppedcrying."Motherdoyouknowwhatrapeis?”Hisquestioncarriestonsofanger.I've

neverseenthissideofhim."Iknowrapemycousinwasavictim.Rapeiswhensomeoneforces

himselfonawoman,thatsomeonecanneverbealover.Yangomuhlehadsexwithherlover

whilstshewasnotready.Shedidn'tfollowtherightpath,sheshouldhavesentucutothe

Mdletshes.Hadshedonethatiqhikizawouldhavewarnedherandtoldherwhattoexpect,"she

says.Isighandsitdown.Sheisnotfakingit,sheisignorantanddumb.Theblameisstillonme,

shestilldoesn'tunderstandwhatshehasdone.Butheleziordershertosit.It’sabouttimewe

engageonthismatterasafamily.IreallyappreciateMbusoforbeinghere.Heisnexttome,

holdingmyhand.Thetearsinmyeyesarenottearsofbeingarapevictim,buttheyaretearsof

beingasurvivor."HaveIevertouchedyouafteryou'vesaidno?HaveIMaJali?”Butheleziasks.

Mbusostartscoughing.Hedidn'tthinktheyretiredfrom thesexindustry,didhe?Iwilllaugh

aboutittomorrow."No,"MaJalisays."Yourvoicematters,soisShengee's.Noonehasarightto

touchherifshesaysno.Idon'tcareifthatpersonisherloverorwhat.Youhavedestroyedour

daughteraswellasoursons.Theywillgoaroundwiththesamesickmentality.Andtheywon't

besolucky,theywillforcethemselvesonwomenandspendtheirlivesinjail."Heisright,

Kwenzaislucky.Hediditandgotawaywithit.ItmakesmewonderhowmanyYangashehas

createdoutthere.Theysaytheleopardneverchangesitsspots."Doyouevenseeyourfaultin

thisMa?"Iask."Ido.Doyouseeyours?"Ohwow!!"Doyoureallycarethatmuchaboutdating

traditions?Youaresoangrythatyouareevenpushingasidewhatreallymatters.Yourdaughter

wasrapedandyoushutherdown.Youaretheonlyoneatfaulthere,"Mbusosays.AgainIwill

ask,whendidhelearntospeaklikethis?"PackyourbagsMaJali,youwillcomebackherewhen

you'rereadytomothermychildren."Ohhellno!ThisisexactlywhatIwasscaredof.They



cannotseparate,forthesakeofSabathaatleast."Babawamithat'snotthesolution,Ithinkwe

needsomeeducationasafamily,thereissomeoneIknowandhewouldliketotalktoyou

guys,"Isay."Whoisthatsomeone?"heasks."Mytherapist,CraigNkomo,”Isay."Youhavea

therapist???"Theyareallshocked.Wedon'tusetherapistshere,wetellindunaourproblems

andsolvethem underthetree."HeiscoveredbySosha,ImeanbythebakeryIworkfor,"Isay.

Buthelezigivesmealookthatsendsshiversdownmyspine.Ididn'tliethough,Craigispaidby

thebakery,Ijustshouldn'thavementionedSosha.Themeetingisadjournedandmyparentsare

nottalkingtoeachother.IstaybehindandcallCraig,he'sbeenwantingthisforawhilenow.

Maybehewillspeaksomedifferenceintomymother'shead.I'm angrybutI'vegraspeda

realisationthatplentyoldschoolwomendon'tunderstandwhatrapeis.Duringtheirtimeaman

wouldfightthegirlforhervirginityandthegirlwoulddefendherselfuntilshecouldn'tfightno

more.Hertirednessgrantedamantheopportunitytosleepwithher.Itwasn'trape,itwasa

game.Howevertheideaofithasaffectedthementalityofmanyelderlywomen.Somegirlsdid

sharestoriesofhowtheirvirginityhadbeenbrokenwhenwewereattheriver.Whileothergirls

gotpamperedwithflowersandstrawberriesbeforetheyweredeflowered,somefoughtto

escapethedarkroom whereiqhikizahadlockedthem withtheirlovers.Thisiswhatmymother

wentthrough,andit'swhatshethinksIwentthrough.YesKwenzawasmylover,hefoughtme

andforcedmetolieonbed,butitwasn'tsomesortofukulalanathing.Herapedme.The

troublemakerishome.Istheschooloutorhebunked?"Whyareyouhomeearly?"Iask."The

schoolisout,I'm hungry,”hesays.Ialreadycookedthestewandaddedsomesalads.I’m the

sisterfrom Durban,myboyfriendownsabakery,thehouseshouldsmelldifferentwhenI'm

home."Givemeafewminutes,foodisalmostready,"Isay.Heopensthecupboardandlooks

inside."Thereisbreadhere,"hesays."It'sforbreakfast,"Isay."Iwon'teatbreakfast."Kidsand

bread!Heisstuffingitinhismouthanddowningitwithcolddrink.Withinminutesheisdone,he

isaButheleziafterall.Helooksatmewithasmileonhisface."What'sup?"Iask."IthinkI

mighthaveagirlfriend."Lord!Iburstsintolaughter.Howlongishispenis?2cm maybe."Howdo

youknow?"Iask."Shealwayssitsnexttomeduringfreeperiodsandletmetouchher,”hesays.

Mylaughterisshort-lived,myfather'swordsreplayinmyhead;Theywillgoaroundwiththe

samesickmentality.Andtheywon'tbesolucky,theywillforcethemselvesonwomenandgo

spendtheirlivesinjail."Sabathadoyouknowthattouchingagirlinappropriatelywithouther

consentisharassment?"Iask.Thereisafrownonhisface.It’slikeIjustspoketohim inFrench.

Theyarenottoldaboutthesethings.Ithinkthewholefamilyneedssomeknowledge.Maybe

thewholecommunity,thereisamentalitythatneedstobedestroyed.AcoupledaysagoSosha

askedmewhatIwanttobe,Ithinkmynursingdream hasbeensubstituted.Iwanttohelp

peopleunderstandtheimportanceoftheirvoices.Maybeit'stimewemovethefocusfrom girls

toboys.Therearealotofthingsthatyoungboysneedtobetaughtabout."Howareyougoing

todothatwithoutadegreeMaShenge?"heasks.Weareonthephone,myfamilydisappeared,

hiscalliskeepingmecompany."Idon'tthinkIneedtohaveacertificateinordertotalkto

people.Iwilljusttalktothem andaskthem totalktome,"Isay."LetmetalktoCraigandsee

whatIcancomeupwith.”Imanagetosmile,healwayscomesthroughforme."ThisiswhyI

loveyou.Youareanangelsentfrom above,”Isay."Theangelisstillwaitingforyouranswer,"he

says.I'm notinagoodspace,Ican'tmakedecisionsnow.“Urgh!Wewilltalklater,”Isay."I'm



proudofyousthandwasami,”hesays."WhatdidIdo?"Iask."Forbeingfineandcalm inthis

wholesituation,youhavegrownandmaturedandI’m soproudofyou."Heismakingmeblush,

myfootisdrawingLesothomaponthefloor."ThankyouDubandlela,I'm happytohearyousay

that,"Isay."Ican'twaittocomehomeandseeyourbeautifulfaceeverynight.Ijusthopeyou

willgivemeachancetobewhoIwanttobetoyou,”hesays.I'm disturbedbyaloudvoice

yellingoutside.Iknowthisvoice,thedeviljustsenthisadvocate,shewillturnthishouseintoa

livinghell."BabeIhavetogo,"Isaywalkingtothedoor."Yangomuhleyouarehome?Youlook

white."Shadeorcompliment?You'dneverknow,thisisJulyButhelezi."Thanksaunty.Howare

you?"Isay."I'm okaybaby.Whatdidyoubringfrom Durban?"I'm abouttoanswerwhena

chickenrunspastus."MaJalidoesn'tfeedthesechickens.I'veneverseenachickensothin!"

sheexclaims.ThechickensareokayandI'veneverheardofathinorchubbychicken.Looking

atthesizeofherbagIthinksheissleepingover,meaningI'm sharingaroom withhertonight.

I’m doubtlesslynotlookingforwardtoit.Idon'tknowwhereherbrotheris,mymotherislyingon

bedlookingdepressed.ThisiswhatMbusowanted,thetablestoturn.Speakingofthatone,

whereishe?Everyonehaseatenexcepthim andButhelezi."Youshouldgetyourcousinajob,"

shesaysmouthfully.Idon'tknowhowmanyspoonsofmayonnaiseshehasputonherplate.

Hermissionistoleavethebottleempty."It'snotmycompanyaunty,"Isay."Youhave

connections,youknowmanagersandowners.I’m sureyoucancooksomethingforher."Lord!

Shejustdoesn’tgetit."SadlyIcan’t,IalsosentmyCVandwentforaninterviewtogetajob,"I

say.It'sgettingdarkbutstilltherearenosignsofMbusoandButhelezi.I’m gettingworried,they

werenotokaywhentheyleft."WhatishappeninghereYangomuhle?"AuntJulyasks.Sheis

realisingthatsomethingiswrong.Idon'tknowhowtotellher,sheisadramaqueen."Mom and

Dadfought,"Isay.Sheraiseshereyebrow."Whataretheyfightingabout?""Me,"Isay."You?"I

letoutaheavysigh."Maybeyourbrotherwilltellyoubetterthanme,that’sifhecomesback,”I

say.TwohourslaterI'm stillwaiting,nowI'm waitingformymotherandAuntJulytoo.They

wenttolookforMbusoandButheleziandnevercameback.Sabathadoesn'tcare,heissinging

andwashingthedishes.Nowonderpeoplearemissing,theMightyOneiswashingdishesand

nobodyaskedhim to."Yourphoneisringing,"hesays,pointingatit.It'srightinfrontofmebutI

don'tevenknowwhenitstartedringing.Idon'trecognisethenumbersoIanswerandkeepquiet.

"Am IspeakingtoYangomuhle?"Thecallerasks."Yes,andwhoareyou?"Isay."Mynameis

Fezile,Icametoyourworkplacelastweekbutyouweren'tthere,"shesays.I'm tryingtotrack

thisFeziledownmymemorylane.Itdoesn'tringabell,theonlyFezileIknowactsonIsibaya.

"HowcanIhelpyouFezile?"Iask."Canwemeetupsomeday?TherearethingsIwouldliketo

discusswithyouregardingmyfiancée.""Whoisyourfiancée?"Iask."KwenzaMdletshe.”Shut

thefrontdoor!Didhesendhertocallme?"Whatexactlydoyouwanttodiscuss?"Iask."Your

pastwithhim,"shesays.Shesoundsniceoverthephonebutbeingnicedoesn'tmeanyouarea

goodperson.Whycan'therfiancéediscusshispastwithher?"I'm sorrysisi,Ican't,"Isay.

"Please,IhaveadaughterIneedtobesuresheissafebeforeItiemylifetothisman."Itakea

hugesigh,shesoundsreallyworried."OkayIwillgetbacktoyou,"Isay."Thankyousomuch.”

Shesoundsrelieved.IneedtotalktoSoshafirst,hewilladvisemeonwhattomakeofthe

situation.Timereads21:12,thesepeoplearestillnothome.Sabathahasgonetosleep,I’m in

thekitchenalone,pacingupanddown.Theirphonesareallonvoicemail.Kanyo!Whyhaven'tI



thoughtofher?Icanbeslowattimes.SheanswerswhenI'm abouttodrop.Igetrighttopoint,

thereisnotimetowastewithgreetings."Ourparentsaremissing,"Isay."Whichparents?I'm

herewithAnkelaandMbuso."Ohthankgoodness!"They'vebeengonesince2pm.Whatarethey

doingthere?"Iask."WeareburningKwenzaMdletshe'shouse."WTF!Shejustsaidthatlikeit's

anormalthingtodo."Areyouserious?"Iaskknowingverywellthatsheisserious.Sheloves

trouble,everywhereshegoesitfollowsher.I’m suresheistheonewhocameupwiththeidea.I

don'tevenwanttoknowhowshegottotheMdletsheswithButheleziandMbuso."YesI'm

serious,thepolicearecoming,"shesayswithlittleexcitementinhervoice.Theyaregoingtojail?

Ifeelmyarmsgettingsweaty.IwalkoutandlookattheMdletshe'sdirection,thereissmoke

goinguptothesky.Thisisnotgoodatall.IwanttogocheckwhatishappeningbutIcannot

leaveSabathaalone.It'sdarkwhenIseemymother'sfigurewalkingtowardsthekitchen.I've

beenstandingoutsideforthewholepasthour."MamawhereisMbuso?"Iask."Thepolicetook

them,allofthem."IletthetearsI'vebeenholdingflowfreely."Whatdoyoumeanallofthem?"I

ask."Youraunt,Mbuso,Kanyo,yourunclesandyourfather.They'vebeenarrested,allofthem,”

shesays.Mywholefamily!Ican'tbelievethisishappening,Mbusoneedstogotoschool

tomorrow."MaShengeareyouokay?"Hekeepsasking.Idon'tknowwhyIcalledhim while

crying.Ican'tevenexplainwhat'shappening.MyheartisbleedingforMbuso.Howishegoing

tosleeponthecoldfloorsinaholdingcell?Hedidn'teveneatbeforeleavingI’m sureheis

hungrywhereheis."BabeshouldIcome?"heasks."Yesplease,”Isay.ThefactthatIfellasleep

lastnightshocksme.Irememberrockingthepillow,cryinginascendingpattern.WhenI'vecried

fortoolongIendupcryinginapatternandcryharderwhenIlosethatpattern.Thesunisup,I

shouldgetoffbedandgetreadytogotothepolicestation.Mymotherwalksinwithacupof

hottea."Youareup?"sheasks.No,I'm stillasleep."Yeah,"Isay."Drinkthisandwashyourface,

yourbossishere."Myboss?Ihaveaboss?"JestiniCele,yourboss,”shesays.Noways!Ijump

offbedandalmostspillthetea.Wehavenofancychairtositon.Thegoatsshitallovertheyard

atnight,itsmellslikepeeeverymorning.Heissittingonareedmatonthefloor.MaJalitookthe

responsibilityofmakinghim breakfast,Orosjuiceandbutteredbread.Thismaneatscroquet

monsieursanddrinks100%fruitsjuice."Ihavetoldhim everything,"shesays.Everything?She

narrowshereyes,sendingthemessageonlyme,MbusoandSabathaknows.IgreetSosha

formally,bowingmykneesalittle.Hefrowns,hedoesn'tknowthegoodgirlIam athome.We

getinthecarandheadtothepolicestation.GoodgracemymotherstayedbehindwithSabatha

whorefusedtogotoschool,I’m gettingallthesupportIneed.Kisses,hugsandthighsqueezes.

Someoneisenteringthegateasourcarstopsoutsidethepolicestation.Icanrecognisehim

evenfrom adistance.Awaveoffurycrashesthroughmyveins."HeishereSosha,"Isay,

furiously.Heholdsmyhandandbegsmetocalm down.ThelasttimeIsawthisguyInearlygot

arrested,Idon'tknowwhywehavetobumpintoeachother.Hestaresatmewhilesqueezing

myhands."Doyouwantjustice?"heasks."No,Ionlywantmyfamilyandpeaceofmind.”He

disapproves,Icanseeitinhiseyes.IknowhewantsjusticeformebutI'm donewithKwenza

Mdletshe,Ijustwantpeace."Okaystayinthecar,Iwillgetyourfamily,"hesays.Istaytwogood

hoursinsidethecarwithnosingleupdateofwhat'sgoingon.Ididn'teatbreakfast,mystomach

isgrowling,myheadfeelstoolight,likeIcouldfaintanyminute.Kanyo'sloudvoiceforcesmeto

openmyeyes.Theyareallcomingtowardsthecar.Bothmyunclesarehere,Idon'tknowhow



theygottotheMdletshes.Aretheygoingtofitinthiscar?Welltheyareblack,ofcoursetheyfit.

"Didyouseetheghostaround2am?"Kanyoasks."StoplyingKanyo,itwasalight."Theyareall

laughinglikenothingwronghappened,exceptButhelezi.Heislookingoutsidethewindowwith

hisjawsclenched,heisdarkerthanusual.Kanyoisholdingthefrontseatwithus."Khaziisthis

brandnewphoneyours?"Kanyoasks.Ilookatherconfused,whichphoneisshetalkingabout?

Shemakesasignwithhereyes.OhthephoneisSosha."Ohyesitis,"Isay."Yougogirl,it’sa

wholeAppleiPhone.Makesureyoudon'tloseit."Canwenothavethisconversationinfrontof

theelders?AuntJulyisafastlearner,shewillfigurethisiPhonethingoutquickly.Now

everythingisout,everyoneknows.TheyarewillingtofighttheMdletshesbutnoonehas

addressedtheissuewithme.Myunclescan'tevenlookatmeintheeyes.“Areyounotgetting

insideson?"ButheleziaskslookingatSosha."NoBabaIhavetorushbacktoDurban,"hesays.I

stayinsidethecarandwatchuntiltheydisappearinsidethepremises."Areyouokay?"heasks.

"I'm worriedaboutmyfather,”Isay."Talktohim andtellhim thathedidn'tfailyou.Hehadno

controloveranotherperson'ssickpersonality.It'snothisfaultatall."Heisright,Ijusthope

Butheleziwilllistenandnottaketheblame.Heisagoodfather,notGod,hecan'tcontrol

everything."I'm alsoworriedaboutthedecisionIhavetomake.Ijust…Idon'tknowwhatto

think,”Isay."Youdon'thavetoworry,”hesays.Ilookathim inawe.Ishegivingup?"Idon'thave

toworry?"Iask."Icanwait,yearsordecades,aslongasyouloveme.Ijustwantedtodothings

therightwayandhonouryourparents.Butifyouarenotreadyit'sokay,youareyoungand

handlingalotonyourplate.ThemomentyousayyesIwillcome,yourvoicewillalwaysdirect

me.Thethingis..."Hepausesandsqueezesmyhand.Hisfaceispackedwithlotofemotions.

"EversinceImetyouI'm scaredofbeingwithoutyou.It’stheworldIdon'twanttolivein,butI

can'tletmyfearsbethecoreofourunion.IwantyoutobesureI'm whatyouwant.Ijusthope

youdon'tchangeyourmind.Ihopeyourfeelingsdon'tchangewhilewearewaiting.”Myhands

grabhisneckandbringhisfacecloser.I’veneverlovedbefore,butIdonow.Everysquareinch

ofmybodydissolvesasheprofesseshislove.Ourkississoul-gripping.I’m certainthathe

lovesme,Ican'tletthepasttocontrolmyfuture."Heneedssometimetocooldown,maybea

fewweeksorsothenIwilltellhim,"Isay.Helooksconfused,hedoesn'tgetwherethisisgoing.

"Myfather,"Isaynarrowingmyeyes.Nowhegetsit,thesmileonhisfaceispriceless.

"NgizozifakazonkeesibayeniMaShenge,”hesaysandplantsakissonmycheek.WellIjust

acceptedaweddingproposal,lifeisunpredictable.

Chapter13Myunclesareavoidingme,nobodyhasaskedhowIhavebeenholdingupor

anything.ButI'm stillgratefultheyarehere,theyfoughtformeandmademefeellikemy

existenceandvoicemattersforonce.WhenthesunsetseveryoneleavesexceptKanyo.Aunt

Julygavememoney,forthethirdtimeinherlife,shesaidit'spocketmoney.R20isbigcoming

from her."Khaaaazi,"Kanyoscreamsrightinfrontofme.It'safterthesourdinner,I'm washing

thedishes.Sheisnotevenliftingafingertohelp,sheischattingonherphone,making

thousandvoicenotes.WeallknowKanyoisloud,shetalkslikesheisfallingfrom atree,but



guesshowshetalksonthesevoicenotes?Sweet,softandsexy.SheisspicingZuluwithbitsof

English,throwingunnecessary'meantime’s&hences'."Wehavetodiscussthatguy.Wheredid

youmeet?Howlonghaveyoubeentogether?Andmostofall,doeshegiveyoumoney?"Can

shefocusonthatphoneabitlonger?Mymotherisjustoutsidethedoorshecouldhearallthis.

"KhaziIdon'twanttodeceiveyou,hislookscontributezerovaluetotherelationshipifhe

doesn'tgiveyoumoney.Relationshipisaboutgoodsex,moneyandmoney,"shesays.She

should'veletmeanswerfirst."Youcountedmoneytwice,"Isay.Shetakesoutacigaretteand

lightsit.Ifanythinglikecancerhappenstomeweallknowwhomykilleris."Iknow,it’sgood

sex,moneyandmoney,”shesays.Idoubtshecanevenexplaintheword‘relationship’tome.

Whoisshetogiveadvices?"DoyouhaveaboyfriendKanyo?"Iask.Sheshouldhaveone,all

thisexpertisecan'tgotowaste."Ihaveboyfriends,notboyfriend,"shesaysrollinghereyes.The

thingissometimeswethinkweareinrelationshipswithpeopleonlytofindthatwearealone,

thepersonisinarelationshipwithsomeoneelse.Idon'tthinkmycousinisawareofsuch.

Butheleziisanotherstory.Thenewschangedhim,heisnolongerthefatherIknow.YesterdayI

talkedtohim,Idon'tknowifanythingIsaidchangedhismindset.SadlyIcannotaskmymother

howheiswithher,thatwouldbetotaldisrespectful.Sheisnotthatkindofamother,Ican't

eventellheraboutKegelballs’sale.ThereisameetingtomorrowatInduna'shomestead.It’s

abouttheMdletshehouse,theelderswillsortitout,Idon’tneedmoreheadache.TheMdletshes

havenocaseagainstus,theirsoncantellthem.Mostrapistsarebehindbarsfacingyearsof

imprisonmentandhegotawaywithit.Theburdenthatwasonmyshouldershasbeenliftedoff,

nowI'm lookingforwardtothefuture.Justiceornot,it'swellwithmysoul.Ihavegonetothe

ancestors'rondavelandinhaledimpephoandofficiallysaidgoodbyetotheparents.Ienterin

theboys'room tosaygoodbye.Idon’tknowwhosesneakersareontopofthestudytable,their

clothesarescatteredallover.Thewindowsarenotopened,it'sfreakin'hotinside.The

roommatesarelyingonbed,listeningtotheradio."Reallyguys?"Isaylookingaroundinawe.

Theylookatmeconfused,nothinglookswrongtothem."It's11am andyourroom isnot

cleaned,seriouslyguys!”Isay."It'syourturn,"MbusosayslookingatSabatha."Noit'snot,I

cleanedyesterday.”Idon'thavetimetolistentothis,Mbusoisbullyinghim Iknowit'shisturn.

"I'm leavingnow,Iloveyouboth,”Isay.Mbuso'seyeswidenwhileSabathalaughshislungsoff.

Theydon'tthinkIhavearighttotellthem that,theydon'tknowthatIcanplantkissesrighton

theirlipsandleave."Didyouhearme?"Iask."Yesweheard,”theysay.Iraisemyeyebrow,even

Soshaneverblue-ticksmyloveconfession."So?"Iask."Nothing.”Theyarelaughing.Ileanover

Sabathaandkisshim,andgotoMbusoanddothesame.Theshockontheirfaces!Myjourney

backtoDurbanislong,thisdrivercannotdriveatall.YesIdon'thavedriver'slicence,Idon't

knowthedifferencebetweenclutchandhandbrake,butwhensomeoneisabaddriverIknow.

Thisonemustgoaskforarefundfrom hisdrivingschool.Hedoesn’tevenknowthereis

somethingcalledfastlaneandovertaking.Ntandoiswaitingformewithabowlofpopcorn.She

wantsmetonarratethewholeNdulindesagatoher.Whenpeoplestarttakingyourlifeasa

movieyoumustknowthatyouarefarfrom beingnormal."Sosha'sdickisnotrunningaway,

relax,”shesays."Imisshim,nothisdick,"Isay.Shethrowspopcorninhermouthandchews

likeanIndian."Heishisdick,whatareyoutalkingabout?Sitdownandtellmethedrama."Oh,

it'snotamoviebutdrama."NtandoItoldyoueverythingoverthephoneyesterday.Myfamily



gotarrestedafterburningoneoftheMdletshehouses.Soshacameandgotthem out,"Isay.

"AndwhatdidKwenzado?"Sigh!Itoldherthisyesterday."Hecameandwithdrewthecasehis

familyopenedagainstmine,"Isay."Whydidn'tyouopen...."Sheisgoingtoaskmethisagain?

Lord!"Idon'twanttogotocourtsandrevivebadmemoriesNtando,don'teventrytoconvince

meotherwise,"Isay.IknowhowmuchshewantstoseeKwenzabehindbarsandthat'sthe

rightthingtodo,hedeservesit.Butmypeacemattersmorethanjustice,Iwanttohavea

peacefullife,whereIonlygetwetdreamsofSoshaandripemangoes."Sowhatnow?"sheasks.

"SonowI'm goingtoSosha'shouse,"Isay.“Pshhhh,”sheisrollinghereyeswithaboredlookon

herface.IcallanUberandheadtoMorningside,Soshaisnotexpectingme,it’sasurprise.Itold

him Iwillseehim tomorrow.Youknowwhenyouaretryingtosurpriseapersonandendup

beingtheonesurprised?That'smerightnow,I’m surprisedbylockeddoors.Hetoldmehehas

noplanstodayandwillbehomeallday.Ican'tgobacktoWestridge,NtandowascallingSanele

over.Idon'twanttobeasparewheel.NowIseetheimportanceofowningsparekeys.DidIeat

anything?Ican'tremember,mystomachcan'tremembereither.Hisfridgeisfilledwithexotic

food.ThereareleftoversbutIcan'ttellyouwhattheyare.Theylookyummythough.Nay,it

tastesweird,itmustbehisItalianstuff.MyheartjumpswithjoywhenIseeFrenchpolony,now

IcaneatSouthAfricanfood.Wait,Frenchpolony?Theytransportedpolonyallthewayfrom

France.Wearelazy,can'twemakeXitsongapolony?Idon'tknowhowmanytimesI'vestopped

myselffrom callinghim.Iwanthim tocomehome,Idon'tcareaboutthesurpriseanymore.

Therearevoicescomingoutside.Loud,yellingvoices."Heyfokofman!"That'sSosha'svoice.

"GetinthehouseSosha.”It'sBayedeyelling.Itsoundslikethereisafightoutside.I'm standing

inthemiddleofthediningroom,notsureaboutmynextmove.ShouldIgocheckwhat'sgoing

onorwaithere?Anoldmanwalksin,hissleevesarerolleduptohiselbows.Hehashisjaws

clenched,angerislividonhisface.BayedefollowswithSoshabehindhim.Hislipisbleeding,

thearm ofhisshirtistorn.Myeyespopoutatthesightofhim.Bayedeisthefirstonetonotice

me.Hestopsdeadonhistracksandlooksatmewithhiseyeswidened."Wenanja

ungazongijwayelakabi,"Soshasayspointingattheman.I'veneverseenhim thisangry.Bayede

pusheshim andstandsbetweenhim andtheman."Soshadon'tdothisinfrontofMaShenge,”-

Bayede.OnlythenSoshaseesme.Hiseyesarefiringhatredandcruelty.Idon'trecognizemy

boyfriendinhim."Babalet'sgotothecar,"Bayedesaysdirectingtotheman.Thisistheirfather?

TheoneSoshacallsinja?"Staywithyourbrother,makesurehedrinkhismedication,”thefather

says.ThatseemstoinfuriateSoshaevenmore.Bayedehastopushhim backagainashe

chargestowardshisfatherwithhisfistsfolded.Hewantstofighthisownfather,whodoesthat?

Thewholesceneisunbelievable.Theirfatherwalksout,Ican'texplainthelookonhisface.I'm

sureheregretsnotwearingacondom in1990,allthiscould'vebeenprevented.Myeyesare

burningwithtears.Thisishisfather,themanwhobroughthim onthisearth.Idon'tcarewhat

theirstoryis,youdon'tliftyourhandtoyourparent.Youdon'ttalklikethattoanelder.What

exampleishesettingtoMaya?ThatsheshouldfightwithBayede?I'm beyondshockedand

embarrassed."HiMaShenge,"Bayedesays.Helooksembarrassedaswell.Iacknowledgethe

greetingwithanod,Idon'ttrustmyvoiceatthemoment.HeturnstoSoshaandaskshim to

followhim.Theydisappeartothekitchen.Ihadakettlepluggedfortea,Ifollowbehindthem.

Heistakinghismedication.Inmyheaditwasoneortwo,notsomanypills.Helooksdown



whenherealisesthatI'vebeenwatching.Thisisnotlifeofanormalperson."Doyouneedalift?"

Bayedeasks.Heislookingatme,Iguessheistalkingtome."No,I’m notleavingyet,"Isay.He

wasabouttoleavebuthegrabsthechairandsits.Mytroubledboyfriendwalkspastmeand

leavesthekitchen.Iwonderifhisfatherdidanythingwrong,hesaidsometimesthereareno

triggers.IreallyfeelsorryforBab'Cele.BayedetakesaloudbreathandasksifI'm okay."I'm

sorryyouhadtoseehim likethat,hewillbefinewhenhehascalmeddown,”hesays."Sohe

reallyfoughtwithyourfather?"Iask.Heignoresthequestionbylookingaroundtheroom asif

heissearchingforsomething.IwishhisfatherwasmyuncleBhekizizwe,hewould'vebeaten

theIEDoutofhim.Desheton!Ican'tbringmyselftoleavethekitchenandlookforhim after

Bayedehasleft.Iregretcominghere,Ishould'vestayedwithNtandoanddishedthe'drama'in

detailsforher.IjustwitnessedsomethingI'veneverseen,asonfightinghisfathercallinghim

inja.Heislyingonbedwithhisfaceturneddownwards.Ithoughtwewouldbeonoursecond

roundbynow.Heturnshisheadslowlyandlooksatme.Hislowerlipisswollen,therewillbeno

kissforme."Howareyou?"Iask.Heisquietforamomentthenheasksmetocomecloserto

him.Hewantsahug,Iholdhim andpresshim onmychest."I'm sorrybabe,"hesays."Why?You

didn'tdoanythingtome,”Isay."Youshouldn'thaveseenthat,I'm reallytryingtocontrolthings

butsometimesit’shard,”hesays.Heisapologisingtothewrongperson,thepersonheowesan

apologyishisfather.Wewilldiscusshowuglyhisfatherlookslater."Youshouldn'thavespoken

likethattoyourfather.Nomatterwhathehasdonehedoesn’tdeserveafistfrom hisownson.

Heisyourparent,bydoingthatyouareblockingyourblessings.Onedayyouwillregretthis

Sosha,thatfingeryoupointedinhiseyeswillcomebacktoyou,"Isay.Helooksatme,angeris

risinginhim likeatide.Hetookthepills,right?"Youdon'tknowwhatyouaretalkingabout,"he

sayssurprisinglycalm.Inthiscalmnessthereissubduedpain.Idon'twanttopokeitfurther.

"Pleaseanswermyquestion,"Isay."Whatquestion?"heasks."Iaskedhowareyoudoing?”"I

am fine,”hesays.Ilookathislip,heisuselesstomerightnow.“Yourlipdoesn'tlookokay,’I

say"Bayededidthis,hepunchedme.”Bloodybrother!"Whoam Igoingtokissnow?"Iask."We

willfuckwithoutkissing,”hesays.Myeyeswidenashissmilebroadens.HethinksI'm herefor

sex,whichistrue,butthewayhesaysitturnsmeoff."Wearenotfucking,"Isay.Heraiseshis

eyebrowwithalittlesmirkonhisface."Youaresleepingover,right?"heasks.Obviously,Icame

withahugebag.“Yes,”Isay."Thenwewillfuckthewholenight.”What'sthismoistureI'm

feelingbetweenmythighs?MonthsagoIwastalkingsexwithoutromancebuttodayI'm theone

failingtodoit.Ineedhim tokissmeandgrabmywaistlikehislifedependsonme.Iwanthim

tolatchonmynipples.Sexwithouthislipsisincomplete,Bayedehasnoideawhathehasdone.

I'm theonlyonegoingtoworkinthemorning.Heistheonewhomakesmylunch,Idon'tknow

what'sinside,hopefullyit'snothisItalianthings."Iwillcomefetchyouafterworksthandwa

sami.”"ButI'm notcomingbackhere,”Isayfrowning.Hesaysnothing,hejustsmilesandkisses

mycheek.Thecariswaitingformeoutside.Lifewithhim istrulyamazing.Whocould've

thoughtonedayIwouldbedriventoworkinRolls-Joycesomething?Thesepeopleshouldget

usedtoit,everymorningI'm gettingweirdlooks."Hellobosslady,whereistheboss?"Bosslady,

really?Irollmyeyesather.Shescansthesurroundingsandwalkstome.Ilaughbeforeshecan

saywhateversheisabouttosay."Yourfacelookslikethemorninggloryeffect,”shewhispers.

Whatdoesthatevenmean?ThankGodthetelephoneisringing."Damnthesecustomers!Look



wewilltalkduringtea,Iwantalldetails.”Sherushestothetelephoneandanswers.Itseemslike

mylifeisa'drama'toeveryone.Beingbackatworkfeelsgreat.Ididn'trealiseImissedthesmell

offreshlybakedcakesthismuch.Therearenewonescoveredinthickchocolate,gettinga

smallpiececanchangemywholelife.TheycostR1600,awholegoat!ItextAmandaandask

howIcangetaslice.Shetakeshergorgeoustimetoanswer.Hertext:Booyouareinthestore.

Isthereanyslicedcakeforsale?Ithoughtshewouldgotothebakersandaskformebutwhen

daysaredarkfriendsarefew.Mymoodturnssourinstantly.IventtoNtandoabouthowthe

worldhasneverlovedmeandhowcruelAmandais.Shereplieswithlaughingemojis.Iwantto

die.WhenIknockoffSosha'scarisnowhereinsight.Thisdaykeepgettingworse.Istopthe

taxiandhopin.I'm backatthelifeofpassingmoneytothefrontandchangetotheback.Taxis

havenoair-conditioners,theyplayGqomumusicuntilyourearsgodeaf.Ohmyfancyself!

"Whattookyousolong?"Ntandoasks.Ahellowould'vebeennice.Ithrowmybagonthetable

andsit.Whatadayithasbeen!"Iboughtthetestkits,gopee,"shesays.Ilookatherconfused,

whattestkitsnow?Sheputsthreewhitetubesonthetable.Myeyesgottobedeceivingme!

Pregnancytests?"Ntandoareyoucrazy!Whatdidbuythesefor?"Iask.Shelooksatmewith

concernedeyes."Younevercraveforanyfood.Haveyoubeenprotectingyourself?"That's...She

iscrazy.Iwantedapieceofcake,that’snotapregnancysymptom."Haveyou?"sheasksagain.

"NoteverydaybutIhavebeenprotecting,”Isay.Iremembermakingamentalnotetobuy

morning-afterpillsbuttillthisdayIhaven'tboughtthem.Alotishappeninginmylife,my

memorycanhardlykeepup."Yangahowcanyoubesoirresponsible?Youcouldbepregnantfor

aguyyoumetthreemonthsago.Sincewhenareyousotrusting?"SinceImetSoshaI’vebeena

liquidandflowingwitheverythinghesays.Idon'tknowhowhemuzzledme,hehasmewrapped

aroundhisfinger."Pleasegopeesothatwecanknowwhatisgoingon,"shesays.Thisismy

firsttimetestingforpregnancy.Myhandsaretrembling,I’m justnotready."HowlongshouldI

wait?"Iaskcomingoutofthebathroom."Ithinkfiveminutes,"shesays.Ithrowitatherand

kneeldownonthefloor.IputmyhandstogetherandreciteOurFatherWhoArtsInHeaven.I

don'tpraythatmuch,Godmusttakethisseriously.IfhecanturnthistestnegativeIswearIwill

gotochurchandpayHissalary...Imeanthetithe.IopenmyeyesandlookatNtando.Her

expressionisindefinable."Whatisit?"Iask.Shestopsmewithherhand."Don'tgetup,stayon

thefloor.”Thetilesarefreakingcold."Isitbadnews?"Iask."SitonthefloorYanga."Iobeyand

sit.."Youarethreeweekspregnant,”shesays.What?Sheislying.Shethrowsthekittome,I

pickitupwithtremblinghands.I’m notanursebutIknowtwolinesmeanspositive.Thisonego

asfarastellingyouhowmanyweeks,soontherewillbeonetellingwhothefatheris."How

accurateisthisthing?"Iask."99.9%,"shesays.Myancestorsjustturnedtheirbacksonme.

WhatdidButheleziburnimpephofor?IsthishowtheythankmeforthechickensIslaughtered

forthem lastyear?"Thereis0.1%chancethatyouarenotpregnant,takeanotherone,"shesays.

Itaketwomoretests,theyallcomebackpositive.Iusetoseetheworldasahugeplanetbut

todayit’ssmaller.Thereisalotgoingoninmylife.Thebabycannothavetwotherapy-attending

parents.I'm goingtobeamotherwhenI'm 32years,whenSoshahasdefeatedtheIED.He's

beencallingnonstop,Ican'tbringmyselftoanswerhiscalls."Peoplewillthinkyouaretrapping

him withababy,you'llloseyourfigureandhavechubbycheeks.Iheardgivingbirthisalmost

likedying,”shesays."Iknowthat,whatmakesyouthinkIneedyoutotellme?"Isnap.Ileave



herwithherinnocent,flattummyandgoshutmyselfintheroom.InNdulindenothingtrends

likeagirlwhowenttothecitytoworkandcamebackwithahugestomach.Thecontroversy

aroundwhomightbethefatherwillbebiggerthanZuma’sfraudcases.I'm sorryGodbutIwill

beterminatingthispregnancy.I’m notreadytobeamother."Babeopenthedoor,"Ntandosays

outsidemybedroom door."Push,it’snotlocked,"Isay.Thereisaphoneonherhand.Ialready

knowwhat'sgoingon.Shegivesmepitylookthatsays'Ihavenochoice.'Itakethephoneand

putitonmyear.Ihavetoactnormal."MaShengeareyouthere?""Yesbabe,"Isay."Mysession

delayed,I’m sosorry."Ididn'tevenknowhissessionwastoday."It'sokay,Itookataxi,"Isay.

"MustIcomeoverwithyourcake?"IlookatNtandowithmyeyespoppedout.Howdidhefind

outaboutthecake?"NoI'm fine,"Isay."Areyousure?"Geez!Ineedtobreathe."YesI'm sure,"I

say."OkaybutI'm comingtoseeyou."Werewenottogetherjustthismorning?Ineedprivacy,a

lotofit."Ihaveterribleheadache,I’llseeyoutomorrowbabe.”"Iwillbringthepainkillers,”he

says.Hewon’tgiveup.Ihavenomoreexcusestobringup.Ntandotakesherphoneandasks

what'sgoingon.Itellheraboutmydecision.Forthefirsttimeinherlifeshekeepsquiet.No

questions,noargument.Shejuststaresatmewithablankface.Guesswhat?Soshacomes

withthecake,notthesliceIwanted,awholecake.Iguessit'sAmandawhotoldhim,she

doesn'tletanythingslides."Areyouokay?"heasksbrushingmycheek.Helooksevensexier

withasmallbandaidonhislip."I'm fine,"Isayfakingasmile."OnSaturdayMyaloislaunching

hisfirstkidsdeodorant,Iwouldlikeyoutocomewithme,”hesays.Ohnever,thelaunchisone

ofthosebigfancyfunctionright?Idon'tattendthose."Wewillcomebackwhenyouwantusto,"

hesays.Ishakemyhead,thatwon'tmakeanydifference.I’m notreadytobearm-to-arm with

him infrontofthecameras.It'slikehereadsmymind,hejumpsinandtellsmethattherewon't

beanycameras."Still,Idon'thavefancyDurbanJulydresses,"Isay."Boutiquesarenotshut

down,wecangogetadressrightnow."I'm notgoingtowinthisone."Okayfine,Iwillgo,"Isay.

"Howmuchdoyouneedforthedress?"heasks.WeallknowdressescostaroundR5k,that'sif

theyareonsale."It'snotjustadress,Ineedshoes,newhairstyle,make-upandacutepurse,"I

say.Hesendshishandtohispocketandcomesbackwiththeblackwallet.Heputsthebank

cardonmylap.Thisshowsthatmyancestorsaren'trelaxinginheaven."HowmuchshouldI

spend?"Iask."Geteverythingyouneed,”hesays.Wow,eventheweightofhisbankcardis

differentfrom mine.IfeellikePatriceMotsepeasIwalkbackinsidethebuilding."Heisnot

comingin?"Ntandoaskswhensheseesmewalkinginwithoutherfriend."No,heisrushing

somewhere,"Isay."It'shisloss,Icookeddeliciouschickentikkabreyani."Weeatinsilence,

pregnancyistheonlythingonmymind.AsI’m eatingIimaginealittlethinginsidemystomach,

acreepylittlefoetusthatdemandsslicesofcakeinthemiddleoftheday."Babeyou'recrying,"

Hervoicebringsmebacktolife.Damn!Wipingtearsislikeprovokingthem,theyarepouringout

likearain."CallCraig,"shesays.Ihaven'tthoughtabouthim.Ournextappointmentisintwo

daysbutIneedhisadviceasintoday.Icallhim andhetellsmewhatIdon'twanttohear.He

saysImustletSoshaknow.Hepreacheshonestyandmutualdecisionmaking.IoweSoshaa

pieceofthat.ThelaunchdaycomesandIstillhaven'ttoldhim aboutthepregnancy.Ihavedone

myresearchonpregnancyterminationandgoogledthedoctorsaroundmeandtheirprices.A

partofmefeelslikeI'm goingtopaysomeonetokillmybaby.Justthosetwowords'mybaby'

killmysoul.HehasbeencomplimentingmethewholejourneytoMountEdgecombewherethe



launchis.IknowI'm stunninginthisdress,butmymindandsoularedirty.Ineedcounselling

beforetheabortionandafterit.Iexpectedtoseesomekids,theysaidit'stheirdeodorantbeing

launched.Nowonderkidsoftodayhavenorespect,it’sthesedeodorantsandrights.Someone

callsSoshabehind,westop.It’sasmartlydressedguy,hemakinghiswaytous.Whenhegetto

usheshakesSosha'shandandgreetshim beforehenoticesthehumanbeingstandingnextto

him.Thisismyroutinethewholetime;someonecallshim,westop,theyacknowledgehim and

thennoticeme.Myaloiswithalady,sheiseverywherewithhim,inhermindsheisthefirstlady

ofthelaunch.Wellsheis,butIthinksheshouldlethim breatheforaminute.I’veletSosha

breathe,Idon'tevenknowwhereheis,heleftwithsomewhitedudes.Someonecallsmyname,

theSoshaone.It'sagorgeousladyinsixinchstilettos."Howareyou?"Sheaskswithasmileon

herface.Idon'tknowwhosheis,butforhertocallmeMaShengemeanssheknowsathingor

twoaboutme."I'm okay,"Isay."I'm Yolanda."Yolanda....Adams,maybe?"HiYolanda,"Isay."I'm

withMlando,IthoughtIshouldcomeandsayhi.”Oh,sheisperfectforMlando.Iwonderifshe

isthefirstorthirdchick.Mydresslookscheapcomparedtohers,Idon'tknowhowshewalksin

atightdresslikethis."I'm happytomeetyou,”Isay.Sheputsherhandonmyshoulder,her

weirdperfumefillsmynostrils.Iholdmybreathandtrynottolookdisgusted."Wewilltalklater,

letmegotakepictureswiththeladyofthemoment,"shesays.Sheslidesthroughpeopleand

goesuptoMyalo'sgirlfriend.Theyposeforthousandpictures,theymustbeInsta-queens.It's

theonlyreasonpeoplecantakesomanypictures.IlookaroundtoseeifI'm nottheonlyperson

holdingaplateofsnacks.Idon'twanttofindmyselftrendingonsocialnetworks."WOW!"The

personsaysbehindme.It'snoneotherthanSabelo.Hecomesinfrontofmeandlooksatme

from headtotoe.I’vestoppedeating,myappetitehasvanished."Yaziyouarebeautiful,youjust

neededabath,"hesays.Ishouldbemad,that'swhatheisexpecting."HiSabelo,"Isaycalmly.

"Hellogorgeous."Thereisastinkingshadebehindthat"gorgeous".Heiswearingablacktuxedo,

maybehethoughtthiswasafuneral."IthoughtI'veseenhandsomebuttodayyoujustproved

mewrong.Youlookgood,"Isay.Herollshiseyes.Isherealstraight?"I'm takensisi,"hesays.

"That'ssuchaloss,girlshavemissedagoodtreasure.”Heclickshistongue,webothlaugh.

"Whereismyfriend?"heasks.Ithrowadarkbrown,crunchythinginmymouth.Richpeople's

snacks!IknowMariebiscuitsandNikNaks."I'm wellSabelo,thanksforasking,"Isaybetween

thechews.Awhiteguyappearsandtapshisshoulder.Hewinksatmeandattendshim.I

excusemyselfandlookforaspotwhereIcaneatwithoutanydisturbances.Thereisachairby

theconcertinadoor,Imakemyselfcomfortableonitandkillthesnacks."Kwasukaijuba

kwahlalaungcede,"someonesaysnexttome.Ilookupsurprised.Heistall,superdarkand

smartlydressed.Hisagedoesn'tallowhim tofightforchairsinafunctionthough.Hecouldbe

someone'sfather."Isityourchair?"Iask."NotmychairbutIputithere,”hesays."Ididn'tknow,

sorry,"Isay.Hedoesn'tleave,hethinksI'm goingtogivethechairback."I'm notgoingtogiveit

back,gogetanotheroneorkeepstandinglikethat,"Isay."Areyoujoking?"DoIlooklikeTrevor

Noah?"NoI'm not,”Isay.Hestaresatmyfacelikeheisstudyingme."What'syourname?"he

asks."I'm Adankwo,"Isay.TheNigerianaccentjustcameoutofnowhere.Itmustbethe

NigerianmovieIwatchedlastnight."Obidimutoizutegi,"hesays.Ohshucks!Whatam Igoing

tosaynow?Hestartspickingfrom myplateandthrowinginhismouth.Atleastwe'veswitched

toEnglish,heistellingmeabouthowhegotlostonhiswaycominghere.HelivesinNorthWest,



Rustenburg.HeisMyalo'sbusinessassociate.HeisaNigerianbutspeaksZululikehesuckedit

from hismother.Soshaappearsoutofnowhere.Hiseyesaredark,heissimmeringwithanger.

"What'sgoingonhere?"heasks.TheguyisconfusedasIam.Whatisgoingonwhereandwhy

isheangry?Thereisnotimetoanalysethequestionandcomeupwithananswer,theguy's

collarisalreadyonhishands."You'realllovey-doveywithmygirlfriend,huh?”Thiscannotbe

happening!WhereisMyalo?Everyone'sattentionisonus,somearetakingvideoswiththeir

phones.Mlandocomesthroughthecrowdandpullsmetowardstheexitdoor.Weleavethe

chaosinsidebeingsortedbythesecurityguardsandMyalo."MaShengewhathappened?"he

asks."Idon'tknow,Iwanttoleaverightnow.”Hedoesn'tsayanotherword,wegetinthecar

andleave.Inthemorningmypicturesarescatteredeverywhere.SOSHACELE'SNEW

GIRLFRIENDCAUGHTFLIRTINGWITHISAACEJIKEME-ThisishowI’m introducedtotheworld,

astheflirtinggirlfriendwhocausedafightinMyalezoMchunu'slaunch.Heiscalling,changing

differentnumbers.AtthemomentI'm nottakinganycalls,notevenAmanda's.Ihavetheworst

morningsickness,thisjustaddstomypain.I'm lyingonbedwithanemptybottleofwaternext

tome,daydreamingaboutsnowballs."Heishere,"Ntandosayswalkingthroughthedoor.She

hasthistendencyoftreatingmelikeasangoma.Ilookather,readytoenquirebuthereyestell

meexactlywhosheistalkingabout,it'stheCelepsycho.Hemustgoaway,thereisnoexcuse

forwhathedid.Hebeggedmetogowithhim tothelaunch,onlytoturnmeintothemorning

headlines.AuntJulyoncerequestedaFacebookaccount,theseviralrumourscouldreachthe

wrongears.Becauseheisthebossofthebosseshetrespassesandwalksinmyroom.Hejust

hasnorespectformeormyspace,Ican'tevenlookathim.Hesquatsonthefloor,justbelow

myface.Theamountofviewheisblockingwithhisbigheadmakesbodyheatsup."MaShenge

I’m sorry,IknowIembarrassedyouand...”Ifacetheotherway,hisfaceisthelastthingIwant

tosee."Iwillsharemymedicalrecordswiththeworldandclearyourname.Iapologisedtothe

guyandMyalo,Ididn'tmeantoactlikethat,”hesays.Hethinksthisisabouthismedical

conditionsandall?It'saboutthedamntrust.It'snotaboutwhatotherpeoplearethinkingofme,

it’saboutwhathisbigheadisthinking.Ilooklikeacheatertohim,isn't?"Thisisnotaboutyour

craziness,it’sabouttrust,"Isay.I’vebeenfightingNtandoforcallinghim crazybuttodayI'm the

onewhoisdoingit."It'snotcraziness,it’sadisorder,"hesays.IfIwashim Iwouldn'tcorrectme,

heisnotinthepositiontotellmewhattosay.Ihaven'tbeendiagnosedwithanymental

disordersbecausemyunstableheadneedsamagobongo.Maybehehasforgottenwho

Yangomuhleis."Idon'tcarewhatyourdoctorsaiditis,youdon'ttrustmeandyou'vemademea

bitchoftheyear.Haveyouseenthecommentsonsocialmedia?"Hekeepshiseyesonmeand

givesnoanswer.Iknowhereadthem,heknowswhathehasdone.Mynamehasbeen

destroyedjustlikethat."Pleaseleave,"Isay.Todayhedoesn'targue,hestandsupandleaves.

Ntandowalksinafterafewminutes.Sheisreadyforanupdate,sheisstaringatmewithher

handsonthehips."Ihatehim Ntando,youshould'veseenhowstupidhelookedattackingthe

poorguyfornothing,"Isay.Sheliftshereyebrowsandchuckles."Hatehim?Ohokay,alright!”

Ohshedoesn'tbelieveme."I'm 100%sureIhatehim.Hecangohanghimselfonthemango

tree,Idon'tcare,"Isay.Sheisgivingmeasarcasticlook,it'ssoannoying.DeepdownIalso

knowthatI'm lying,Iwon'tstopcaringjustlikethat.Istilllovehim."Didyoumakethe

appointment?"sheasks.Appointment?Ohtheabortionone."Notyet,"Isay.Shedropsherhead



totheside,showingherdisapproval.Isighandpullmyphoneunderthepillowanddialthe

number.Ihavetopress'call'butIcannotbringmyselftoit.Am Ireallydoingthis?Am Iaborting

agirlorboy?"Babedon'tdoit,pleasegivehim orherachancetolive.You'veconnectedwith

thisbaby,Ihaveseenyourhandbrushingyourtummyanumberoftimes.Terminatingwillleave

youwithguiltandunansweredquestions,don'tdoit,”shesays.Whyisshenotpregnant?She’s

beenhavingsextoo."Godisunfair.I’m nottheonlygirlwhohadunprotectedsexinSouthAfrica.

Whyam Itheonlyonepregnant?"Iask.Thefoolislaughing.SheisGod'sfavouritethat'swhy

it'sfunnytoher.NowIhavetowalkaroundwith'FuckMeHarder'evidence.IthinkGodismad

atme,Idon'tevenhavetheBibleApp,thereisnowayhecould’veletmysex-before-marriage

singoesunseen.Ihavetheugliestfaceinthemornings.I’m thecold-lookingemployeeatwork,

Cynthiawillhavemeinherofficesoon.Morningcustomersgetcrappiestservices,mymood

onlyimprovesduringtheday.SoshaandIarestillnotonspeakingtermsbuthedoesn'tforget

tosendmegoodmorningandgoodnighttexts,ofwhichIneverbothermyselfreplyingto.

Amandaisalwayswearingstilettos,it'seasytoknowwhensheiscoming,shemakesclicking

annoyingnoiseonthefloor.Shehasass-touchingbraids,probablypaidbySpheleleandpulled

bySam atnight."HeyYanga,”shesaysflatly.Sheisnotenergeticasusual."Heyareyouokay?”

Iask.Shesitsonthetableandcrossherlegs.Todaysheisnotwearinganymake-up,

somethingmustbereallywrong."I'm inabigproblem,myperiodsdidn'tcome."Ohshutthe

frontdoor!"Areyouserious?"Iask."It'sbadbabe."Shesighs.Okaysheismypartnerin

pregnancy,Goddidn'tpunishmealone.Iaccompanyhertothepharmacyafterwork.I'm that

supportivefriendwhogivesashouldertocryonwhilewishingtheworstatheart.Iwantherto

bepregnantlikeme.Webuythetestandheadtoherapartment.It’smyfirsttimeinherhouse

andit'sexactlyhowIimaginedittobe.Perfect,hardly-usedkitchenandthedressingroom that

lookslikeamake-upshop.Herpicturesareineveryroom,justincasesomeonedidn'tknow

whoownsthehouse.Sheisinthebathroom,I'm herealonewithsetsofmake-up.Whichthing

comesfirsthere?Letmestartwiththeeyebrows.Ididn'texcelinTechnologybutI'm sureIcan

drawaneyebrowthatlookslikeroadtoMecca."TherearetwolinesYangomuhle,whatdoesit

mean?"Iputthebrushesawayandwalktoher.Twoverticallines,redincolour...Mmm!I'm the

doctoroftheeveningandIhavebadnewsforher.Wegothroughthemostwhendeliveringbad

newstoourpatients."You'vebeendiagnosedwithstageoneofpregnancy,unfortunatelythere

isnothingwecando,theconditionwillautomaticallyhealafterninemonths,"Isay."You're

playing,right?"Dodoctorsplay?Idoubt."Congratulationsmommy,"Isay.Shetiesherbraidson

topofherheadandtakesherstilettosoff.Sheisfeelinghot,thetopisbeingstrippedoff."I

hopeit'sSphelele's,"Isay."It'shis,imagine!"WhatshouldIimagine?Heisherfiancée,sheis

betterthanme."It'sunfair,Ididn'tevenreachorgasm,"shesays."I'm betterthanyou,atleastI

hadseveralorgasms."Shelooksatmeshocked.Ohshit!"Youarepregnant?"sheasks.Ihaveto

tellSoshabeforehehearsitfrom her.Hiscarisparkedoutsidethebuilding.Ihaven'tthoughtof

howI'm goingtoapproachthematterwithhim,I'm almostsixweeksnow.Ntandoscreams

whenIwalkin.“Soshagetroughsalt!”shesays.Ifrownandlookbehindme.Sheislooking

straightatmyface.I'm confused,what’sstrangeaboutmyface?Soshaappears,hisface

transformsintoshock.It’sliketheyareseeingaghost.Damn!Irememberpaintingmyfacewith

Amanda'smake-up.Herpregnancynewsdisturbedmehalfwaywithmyeyebrows."What



happenedtoyourface?"Soshaasks.Wearenotonspeakingterms,itseemslikehehas

forgotten.Iwalkpastthem andgotomybedroom.Asusualhefollowsmeandletshimself

insidemyroom."Doyoustillhateme?"heasks."Greetfirst,whereareyourmanners?"Thereis

aghostofasmileonhisface.Heiswearingmytieandtrue-bluesuit."I'm sorry,howyouare

doing?"hesays."Pregnant..."Hisfrownstopsmehalfway.Idon'tknowhowheisgoingtotake

this."I'm doingwell,"Isay."Didyousayyouarepregnant?"heasks.Ialreadyspilledthebeans,

thereisnoturningbacknow."YesI'm pregnant."Inodmyhead.Hewalkscloserandliftsmytop

up.I’m notshowingyetbuttheshapeofmytummyhaschanged."Whydidn'tyoutellme?"he

asks."Iwasn'tsureIwantedtokeepit,”Isay.Helooksatmeindisbelief,thereisanelementof

disgustinhisraisedeyebrows."I'm notcruelSosha,beingamotherwasnotpartofmyplans,"I

say.Hebiteshislipandstaresatmeforashortwhile."WowMaShenge!Wow!”Hedidthisto

me,whatdoesWOW standfor?"Don't'WOW'me,youareselfishandinconsiderate.Youwanted

this,that'swhyyoudidn’twantsexwithprotection,Ishould'veknownhowsickyourversionof

loveis.NowI'm pregnant,PREGNANTSosha!”Ileavehim insidetheroom andbangthedooron

mywayout.Mylifeisamess,Ineedfoodandsourlemonjuice.WhenthismonthendsIhaveto

gohome.Howam IgoingtoescapeNdulindehome-madedoctors?Theywilldetectthis

pregnancyjustfrom thewayIbreathe.Realdoctorshavenothingongrandmothersandvillage

women.Theycantellyou'repregnanttwohoursafterconceiving.Heissittingonbed,waiting

forme.NowthatI'm fullmyangerhasvanished,Ioverreactedalittlebit.Ikisshislipsandlook

inhiseyes.Heisswallowedinsadness,mywordstouchedanerve.Ihaven’tchangedmy

opinionregardingthematterbutI’veforgivenhim."Areyougoingtokeepthebaby?"Hisvoiceis

heavy,it'spackedwithemotions.Ihavehurthim."YesI'm keepingourbabySosha,”Isay.

"Thankyousthandwasami,”hesays."It’swhatyouwanted,isn’t?"Iask.Herubshisbrowridge

andgrins."Pleasedon'tkillme.”Hewantedmepregnant?Unbelievable!"WhySosha?You've

knownmeonlyforafewmonthsandyouknowthejourneyaheadofme.”Hesmilesandgrabs

myhandsinawarm squeeze."Iwanttokeepyouandwalkthejourneywithyou,”hesays.Who

saidbabieskeeppeople?IwillstaybecauseIlovehim,notbecausewemadeababytogether."I

feltblessedthedayyousaidyouloveme,buttodayIfeelevenmoreblessedbecausewe've

createdalifetogether.Godhasseenitfittomakeusparentsdespiteofhowbrokenweare,”he

says.Heishappy.Ihavenodoubtsthathewillbeagoodfathertothisbaby."Isenttheletter

lastweek,Ididn'tincludethedamagespartbecauseIdidn'tknow.Iprayyourfathersdon'tkill

myuncles.”Hedidwhat?Ididn'ttellhim tosendtheletter,IsaidIwilltellmyfatherwhenthe

timeisright."Whydidn'tyouwaitformetotalktoButheleziasIsaid?”Iask."Icouldn'twaitany

longer,myhouseisnotahomewithoutyouMaShenge.

Chapter14TheCeleswilltellmyfamilyaboutthepregnancyduringthenegotiations.TosayI'm

nervousabouttomorrowwouldbeanunderstatement.Mymotherhasbeengivingmestrange

lookssinceIarrived.It's32°andIhaveabigfluffycoaton."Sisiareyounothotinthatcoat?"

Sabathaasks.Onlyifhemindedhisownbusiness.Hedidn'tgotoschool,hesaidhisneckis



sore.Hisquestionsareannoying.EarlieritwaswhyIwasnoteatingchicken,nowit'smycoat.

"Doyouknowwherethegoatsare?"Iask.Fearflushesoverhiseyes,herushesoutimmediately.

Ipraytheyarenotdestroyingsomeone'sgarden,angryneighboursarethelastthingweneed.

"Mybabygirl,"saysAuntJulywalkingthroughthedoor.I'vebeengettingspecialtreatmentfrom

her,it'sreallyweird.Maybesheisgettingaportionfrom thelobola,that'stheonlythingthatcan

makeherworshipmethismuch."Kanyotoldmethatyourmanisrich,heshoulddoublethe

price,"shesays.IforgetKanyoiswet-mouthed,Ibetthewholevillageknows."Heisnotrich,he

isfinancialstable,"Isay."DoesheknowthatSaskoadded20conbrownbread?"Ishakemy

headandlaugh."Thenheisrich,"shesays.Sheisrinsingthedisheswhiletakingmethrough

heryouthdays.Shemarriedherfirstboyfriendandgotdefloweredafterthewedding.Ihaveto

actsurprisedtoeverythingshesaysandpretendasifIdon'tknowanythingaboutdicks."How

farareyou?"What?Mycoatiszippedtotheneck.Howdidshe…Villagedoctors!"Auntythereis

amosquitocomingtoyourear,"Isay.Shelaughsandclapherhands.I'm inabigmess,this

womanisherbrother'skeeper,shewilltellhim beforetheCelesarrive."I'm 7weeks,please

don'ttellmyparents,"Isay."Yourmotheristheonewhotoldme,theyknow.”Ohhellno!I'm

leavingtwominutesafterthenegotiationstomorrow,Iwon'tbeabletofacemyfather.No

numberofcowscanerasethefactthatIopenedmylegsforamanandthat'swhatheisgoing

toseewhenhelooksatme.Ntandoisherefirstthinginthemorning.Idon'tknowwhereshe

foundKanyo,sheisholdingthefrontseatinhercar."Umakotiungowethusiyavuma..."She

singsfrom thedoor"I'm notgettingmarriedKanyo,"Isay.Shedoesn'tcare,shesingstillthe

end.Mymotherisabitannoyed,theydon'tgetalongthatmuch.Kanyoisthetypethattellsyou

exactlywhatshethinksofyouandblamesitonalcoholthenextday.Thecookingbegins,

Ntandoandmyuncle'swifeareincharge.Soshasaidhisunclesgotlostbuttheyarealmost

here.Theyareverylate,theyshould'vebeenherebeforethesunrise.Theywillbefinedforit.He

isdisturbingmewithhisconstantphonecalls,Ishouldbehelpinginthekitchen."Whatdidyou

eattoday?"heasks.Idon'tknowwhenourconversationsturnedthisboring,heisobsessed

withmyeatingpattern."Idon'trememberbutImust'veeatensomethingearlier,"Isay."Babe

pleaseeat,cookpastaandfeedmybaby."Didhegetmyaddresscorrectly?Wedon'teatpasta

here,thisisNdulinde."OkayIwillcookpastathen,"Isaylaughing.Myauntisbusywashing

amadumbeandbhatata.Ntandoismakinggreensaladsandfriedchicken.Wherewill

amadumbeandbhatatago?"Sotellus,howdidyoumeetthisman?"Mymotherasks.The

kitchenisfullofneighboursandrelatives,doIreallyhavetodothisnow?"Heisherboss,"

Kanyoanswersonmybehalf.MaXaba,theneighbour,islookingatmelikeIbrokethelastrule

ofliving."Ididn'tsleepwithhim forthejob,wefellinloveafterIwashiredbyhisteam,"Iexplain.

Icanseethedisbeliefonmymother'sface,shebetterbenotherMaJaliself,wearegoingto

haveaproblem.Whensheseesthelookonmyfacesheturnstohercabbageandgrate.She

alwaysthinkstheworstofme.MaXabaseesthe'connection'andasksmetohireherniecewho

hasbeensittinghomeforyearswithhermatriccertificate.IhavetoexplainthatI'm alsoan

employeeatJC.Ican'taffordtohireacab,howam Igoingtohireaperson?Thereisavoice

outside,thewholeyardfallsintosilence.I’veneverfeltsoimportantinmylife,thereisasmile

onmymother'sface.“SiyakhulekamnyamanakaNgqengeleleSondiya,mnandingamondi

ongadliwaabantu,Owadliwazindlovukazizamlobolela.SiyakhulekasingoCele,oKhumbuza



Onkomoisengwailelengobamayimileiyakhahlela.SizocelaisihloboesihleninaboPhungashe

isemcakweni.”Ihavehundredbutterfliesinmystomach.Idon'tneedfiveyearstodecide,I’m

goingtomarryhim evenifit'stomorrow.Ineverthoughtthisdaywouldcome,Ifeelblessedlike

I'veneverbeencursedbefore."Itoldyouheistheone,"Ntandosays,leaningovermyshoulder.

Mycheekmusclesaregoingtoache,I’vebeensmilingnonstop.Didyourfatherletthem in?-the

text.ThereisnowayButhelezicould'veturnedawaymoney.I’m justscaredbecausewehaven't

talked,Iknowhehasalotquestionstoask.Thereisalotofbackandforth,Itoldmyfamily

aboutthesepeoplebutstillIhavetodressupinknee-touchingdressanddoekandgo

acknowledgetheCelesastherightpeople.Ntandoaccompaniesme.It'stotallydifferentfrom

thewesternmarriageproposal.HereIhavemyfatherandunclesstaringatme,wantingmeto

sayno."Yesweknowthem,"Ntandoanswersonmybehalf.Oneofabakhongismiles,helooks

likeMlando.Iguessheisoneoftheirabsentuncles."That'sallwewantedtoknow,you’refree

togo.”Itakeahugebreathwhenwestepoutside,Ididn'tknowitwasthishard.Inthekitchen

AuntJulyishavingtworoastedchickenthighsandlongglassofCoke."Seenowyou'regoingto

starthavingsex,wehavetotalklater,"shesays.I'm notreadytohavethesextalkwithmyown

aunt,it’sinappropriateandembarrassing.“Start,really?”Ntandowhispers.Shemustlearnto

shutup.Theyconcludethenegotiations,it’stimeforrefreshments.AuntJulyistwosteps

aheadofeveryone,sheisnoweatingdessert."Theguestswilleatamadumbenobhatata,"she

instructs.Weareallshocked,exceptmymotherandotherwomen."Andyouhadroasted

chicken?"Iask."I'm family,"shesays.Sheiskidding,thereisnoway!"NoAunty,wewentallthe

wayoutfortheguests,notfamily,"Ntandosays."LookNtandoyenkosi,wedon'tknowthese

people,wewillgoallthewayoutoncethey'vefulfilledtheirpromiseofpayingthebrideprice."

Thiswomaniscrazy,thereisnowaymyin-lawsaregoingtoeatamadumbeandbhatata.Did

sheseethecarstheycamein?"You'rekidding,right?"Iask."Unfortunatelynomybaby,theywill

eatwhatwegivethem.Wecannotblessthem withourmayonnaiseandbeetrootthenthenext

thingtheydon'tcomebackwithmybrother'scows,"shesays.NtandoandIboughteverything

thatwascookedtoday.Ireallydon'tunderstand,thisisaboutgoodhospitality,nothingelse.

Theytakeabigjugandfillitwithjuiceanddishamadumbeandbhatataontheplates.Kanyois

theonewhotakesthefoodtotheCeles.Sheisabitdrunk,shedoesn'tseeanythingwrongwith

this.Iusedallmymoneytodothegroceryforthisday.Ievenboughtanextrastovesothat

everythinggoesperfectly.IfIknewthiswasgoingtohappenIwasn'tgoingtobothermyself.It’s

earlyChristmas,theneighboursaredishingfivepiecesofmeateach.TheCelesbarelytouched

theirplates.I'm strugglingtocontainmyemotions,Ileavethekitchenandgotomyroom.

MaJalifollowsbehindmeandasksifI'm okay."Ithoughttheywouldgetawarm welcome,but

clearlyIwaswrong,"Isay."Unfortunatelythisfamilyisnotmodernised,westilldothingsthe

wayourelderstaughtus.Theyhavetowarm theirwayintoourhearts,feedingthem Christmas

foodisthelastthingweshoulddoafterwhattheirboydidtoyou,"shesays."It'sjustfoodMa,

theywillshititoutbeforethedayends!”Shefrownsandputsherhandsonthewaist."Don'ttalk

backtome,notinthattone!"OhIforgetthatI'm achild.Novoice,noopinion."Okayit'sfine,"I

sayandfacetheotherway."Getyourcharacterironedout,youaresoongoingtobesomeone's

motherandwife.Therearesacrificesandbattlestobewonandyouarenotgoingtowinany

withthisattitudeofyours.”Speakingupisacertainattitude?Ohokay."Arealwomanhasher



headboweddown,sheiswatchingherpartner'sfootsteps,thatwaysheisalwaysonestep

ahead.Butagirlhasherheadturnedupwards,sheispayingattentiontowhatherearshearand

lessattentiontowheresheisgoing,"shesays.Shegivesmetheeyeofemphasisandwalksout.

Idon'tknowhowthesubjectchangedfrom foodtomycharacter,butIwillalwaysrememberher

words.******Soshaislaughingatthestoryofamadumbeandbhatataeveryday.Hefulfilledhis

promisetomyfamilyanddeliveredthreecowsforthedamagesandpaidhalfofthebrideprice.

Hisrichfamilythoughttheywouldpayallofitatonce,wellnotattheButhelezis.Myfathertold

them I'm notapieceofclothyoupurchaseinoneday.WehaddinneratBayede'shousewithhis

wholefamily.Itwasawkward,thereweredirtylooksthrownaroundthetable.Soshadidn'ttalk

tohisfather,notevenonce.Tshitshiismysecondfavouriteinthefamily.Shelookslikeher

mother,India,andsheisbubbly.Idon'tseealotofherassheisbasedinCapeTownand

captivatedinthevarsitylife.Hermotheristhestoryofanotherday,Idon'tblameSoshafor

keepinghisdistance.I'm fivemonthspregnantnowandmyfeetalwayslooklikelittletortoises.

Amandahadthegutstogothroughabortion.Alothashappened,SaneleandNtandobrokeup.

Sheisnowsingleandlivesalone.ShehasmovedtoBriardene.WheredoIstay?InSosha's

house.HebeggedmeuntilIgaveinandforcedmetoquitwork.I'm ahouse-fiancé,allIdoissit

inthehouseandeatuntilhecomeshome.Iwentfrom size28to32,andbythelookofthings

I'm stillgainingfurther.ImetMaya'smotherlastmonth,weclickedonourfirstencounter.She

isnolongerwithBayedebuttheymaintainagoodco-parentingrelationship.Iinvitedherfor

lunchtoday,NtandoandAmandaareworkingnonstop,Ineedsomeonetosharemyboringlife

with.Shecomesfrom KwaMaphumulo,ourruralbackgroundsmakeusrelatemoretoeach

other.Unlikeme,shesentizintombitotheCelesanddidthingstraditionally.Theybrokeup

whenBayedeleftthecountry.Shesaysitwastoomuchforher,sometimesthey'dgosix

monthswithoutseeingeachotherandshesuspectedhewasseeingsomeonethereinCanada.

Heiswithanotherwomannow,I’veseenheronce.SheisnothinglikeNomzamo,wehadatwo

minuteschatandranoutofthingstosaytoeachother.Sheisapoliticalperson,Iknownothing

aboutpolitics,andI’m noteveninterested.Idon'tevenknowwhothedeputypresidentofSouth

AfricaisandIsleeppeacefullyatnight."Didyoureallycookthis?"Sheisonmypots.Imade

beanscurryandsteamedbread.Thismealremindsmehome.It’sMbuso'sfavourite,weusually

haveitonSaturdays."Youaregood,hey.Icannevercookbeanslikethis,myskillsareon

frying,"shesays."Doyouliveonfriedfood?"Iask.Sherubsherlipstogether,shedoesthatalot.

Youcannottellwhethersheusedlittlelipstickoritfadedawayduringtherubbing."Ihavea

helper,shecooksforme."DidshenotsayshewasunemployedandpursuingherMaster’s

degree?"Oh,really?"Iask,frowning."Maya'sfatheristheonewhohiredherbecauseIhaveto

focusonmybooks."Sheislucky...Butwait,doesthecurrentgirlfriendknowaboutthis?Idoubt

thisiswhatbabydaddiesdoforthemothersoftheirchildren."That'scute,heisover-

responsible,"Isaygivingherasharp,curiouseye.Shelaughs,formingonedimpleonherleft

cheek.Sheisdarkinskintone,hervoiceisdeeplikeaman's.Theonlyartificialthingshehasis

thenails,otherthanthatsheisjustaZulugoddesswithnaturalblackafroandroundbrown

eyes."Yousoundlikeeveryone.Nobodyunderstandsusandourconductofdoingthings,"she

says.Thisshouldtellhersomething,nobodyunderstandsthem thatmeansthey'reweirdos.I've

heardthatBayedeisgonetoSpingoHillstovisitMayaacoupleoftimes."Fillmein,howdoes



yourconductofsleep-overswork?"Iask."HesleepswithusortakesMayatohishouse."Hhe

mama!"Whois'us'?"Iask."MeandMaya.”Lordofshenanigans!"Ononebed?”Iask.She

smilesandpullsachair.Idon'ttrustthatsmile,sheissneaky."Wedon'tdoanything.Justlike

youshareabedwithSoshaanddon'tdoanything,"shesays.Thisistakingadifferentdirection.

"Whosaidwedon'tdoanything?"Iask."Ioverheardhim talkingtoBayede,heissexual

frustrated.”Soshaisspreadingourbedroom issuestohisbrothers?I'm shocked.Wehaven't

gonethatlongwithoutsex,maybeit'sonlyfivedays.I'velearnttomoderatemyemotions,Ikeep

calm asmuchasIcan.Idon'twanttospoilmytimewithher,Icarryonasifeverythingisfine.

BythewaysheisstillsleepingwithBayede,it'slikeademotionfrom mainchicktosidechick.

Heboughtherahouse,carandeverything.Heistheonepayingforherstudies.Theydidn't

breakupinasenseof'gotohell',they'rejustgivingpeoplelikemesomethingtotalkabout.I

tookanapafterseeingNomzamooutanditturnedintotwohoursofsleep.I’m wokenupbya

ringingphone.WhenIopenmyeyessomeoneissittingnexttome."Heybabe,"hesays.

"Mmmm."Hekissesmeontheforeheadandputshishandsonmystomach."Howwasyour

daytoday?"heasks."IwaswithNomzamo,itwasokay.”"Wereyouthisbeautifulallday?"Heis

smiling,hiseyesdazzlewithinterestandaffection.HowcanIforgetwhathedid?AlltheCeles

andtheirbabymamas-slash-sidechicksknowaboutourbedroom situation."Iheardthatyoutold

yourbrothersthatyou'renotgettingenoughsex,"Isay.Theinterestthatwasinhiseyesfades

immediately,hedidn'tthinkI'dfindout."Soyou'rediscussingourbedroom issueswithyour

brothers?"Iask.Heremoveshishandsfrom meandsighs."YoualsotalkwithNtando.Theyare

mybrothersIdidnothingwrong,"hesays."WowSosha!Whatwasthepurposeofthetalk?You

wantedBayedetohookyouup?"Iask.Hetakeshisphoneandwalksout.Hislevelofdisrespect

isonanotherlevel.InwardlyI'm seething,mybagispacked,I'm readytoleave.Hewalksbackin

andcastshiseyesonthepackedbag."Whereisthisbaggoing?"heasks.Wedon'tanswereach

other,isn’t?Ipickitandwalkout.Ntandohadtoleavewhatevershewasdoingtofetchme,

obviouslysheisnothappyaboutit.Iwon'theartheendofhowannoyingIam.Sherecentlydid

cornrows,sheiseffortlesslybeautiful.Meontheotherhand,IhavedefeatedtheBrazilian

weave.IhateSoshafordoingthistome,Iwasn'tthemostbeautifulwomanontheplanetbutI

didgetwhistlesatthetaxirank.NowIlooklikewhat?Ahippo."Can'tSoshabuyyouacar?"she

asks.Twentyminuteslaterwearestillonthat."No,allhewantsissexallthetime,"Isay.Her

eyeswiden,sheisabouttodemandthewholestorywhichI'vetoldhermorethanonce.My

bedroom moodiszero.I’drathereatMopanewormsthantohaveamansweatingontopofme.

"Ipraytoneverfallpregnant,beingadramaqueenisnotinmybones,"shesaysshakingher

head.That'srichcomingfrom her,sheissinglebecausesheisadramaqueen.AndI'm not

beingdramatic,Soshadisrespectedme.InSosha'shouseIdon'tcook,hereIhaveemptypots

patientlywaitingforme.Ifeellikeorderingpizzabutmyfinancialbackgrounddoesn'tallowme

tospendR99onpiecesofflour.ImissSosha,hewould'veflewtoDebonnairsandgotmetriple

deckerwithextracheese.Hehasn’tcallednortexted.Apartofmeregretleaving,Ishould've

talkedwithoutlettingmyemotionstakecontrol."YANGA!"Sheiscarryingshoppingbags,that’s

whatmust'vedelayedher,Iwasgettingworried."I'm here,don’tscream,"Isay.Shethrowsher

bagonmylapandwalkstoherroom.Ihavetopackthecupboards.Whyam Ialive?Ohyes,she

boughtaboxofchocolatesandice-cream.Thisissurelygoingtoliftsmymood.Iwaswrong



andIneedtoapologisetoaman.Nowomendeservestogothroughthis,it'storture.Ontopof

everythingwegothroughaswomen,periodsandlabourpain,westillhavetoaskmenfor

forgiveness.Menshouldlearntoautomaticallyforgiveus,it'sonlyfair.IfeelevenweakerasI

typethis"I'm sorry"text.Thefrontdooropensandslamshard.Islideinmyflipflopsandmake

mywaytowardsthekitchen.I’m readytotellwhoeveritisthepriceofthedoor,butmypissed

facetransformsintoawewhenIseewhoitis.Iwasn'tdonewiththetext,thisisgettingmore

frustrating.NowIhavetoapologiseinperson.Lifeofawoman!Hescanstheroom andtakes

offthesunglasses.Heiswearingredfrom T-shirttosneakers.Helookshorn-mad."Gotake

yourbagsYangomuhle,"hejumpsdownmythroat.IcancelthetextIwastypingandpushthe

phoneinsidemypocket."You'reorderingme?"Iask.BeforeIknowithehasgrabbedmebymy

clothesandpullingmetowardsthedoor."Letgoofme!"Iscream.Myotherhandgripsonthe

handleofthedoor,mywholebodyissweating.Idon'tknowwhatheisgoingtodo,Bayede

advisedmetocallforhelpifhegetslikethis.FortunatelyNtandoheardthecommotion,she

comesrunningandaskswhat'swrong.Heletsgoofmyhandandglaresather."Tellyourfriend

totakeherbags,I’m stillaskingnicely,"hesays."Shecannotgowithyouifyou'relikethis,sheis

alreadysweating.Yourfightsshouldn'tincludegettingphysicalwithapregnantonewoman,"

Ntandosays.Hethrowsthedirtiestlookatherandscoopsmeuplikeabagofpotatoes.She

screamsbehindus,callingforhelpandinsultingSosha.Thereisnooneinsidethelift,he

pushesmeinsideandstandswithhisarm pressedovermyneck.Godneedstointervene,Idon't

knowthisanimalglaringatme.Theliftopens,MrGcabaiswaitingwithtwoothersecurity

guards.I’veneverbeenhappytoseehim untilnow.Heisthatsecurityguardwhothinkshe

ownsthebuilding."MrCele,"hesaysformally."CanIhelpyoubhuti?"heasksinacoldvoice.Mr

Gcabaisalmosthisfather'sage,callinghim ‘bhuti’isinsulting.Ithinktheycanseethefearin

myeyes,theyaskhim toletgoofmyhand."Sheismywife,"hesays.MrGcabalooksatme,I

shakemyhead.I’m nothiswife,wearenotmarried."Iwillaskyoutoleaveher,shedoesn'tlook

likesomeonewhowantstogowithyou,"hesays.Soshaletsoutanevilchuckleandfirmly

holdsmyhand.Heisnotgoingtoleavemebehind."Let'sgo,"hesayspullingmeaggressively.

"LeavethegirlaloneMrCele….”"EyVoetsekwenamfene!”hesaysandclickshistongue.

Nobodyfollowsortriestostophim.Theylethim pullmetohiscar.Heopensthedoorand

shovesmeinside.Thereisnowheretoescape,hehaslockedthedoors."Whydidyouleave

me?"heasks.IshouldstartbeggingforforgivenessbutI'm stillshaken.Hegrabsmyshoulders

andslamsmyheadagainsttheseat."Soshayou'regoingtohurtthebaby,"Icry.Hekicksthe

carandbumpshisfistonthewheel."IDON'TCAREABOUTTHESTUPIDBABY,WHYDIDYOU

LEAVEME?"Didhesaymybabyisstupid?Ifsheisstupidthenshetookafterhim."MaShenge

whydidyouleaveme?"heasksagain.Mystupidbabykicks,Ifeeltearsthreateningtocomeout.

WhatdidIgetmyselfinto?Hesaidhewouldneverhurtme.AfewminutesagoIwasprayinghe

doesn'thurtme,nowI'm prayingtoarrivesafelyinthehouse.Heisbreakingalltheroadrules,I

havemybreathheldup,heisliterallyracing.Heparksinfrontofthehouse.Idon'twaste

anothersecond,Igetoffthecarandrun.Idon'tmakeitveryfarbeforemyfacehitstheground.

Ialwaysfallbutnotthishard,mykneeisbleeding."Areyouokay?"heasksrunningtome.He

liftsmeup.Feariswrittenalloverhisface."Doweneedtogotothehospital?"heasks,

touchingmystomach.Pregnantwomenfallallthetime,whatannoysmeishissudden



sympathy."No,"Isay."MaShengeweneedtomakesurethebabyisfine,”hesays.Whatawow!

Igetonmyfeetandlimptowardthedoor.Iturntooneoftheguestbedroomsandlieonbed.

Myheadcan'tmakesenseofwhathappened.YesIoverreactedbyleavingthehouse,butfor

him todothispaintsanotherpicture.Icannotgetoverthe'stupidbaby'thing,I'm beyondhurt.

Hewalksinandcallsmyname.Iholdbacktearsandlookathim.Theapologeticlookand

stupidityonhisfaceinfuriatesme."Areyouokay?"heasks."Yes,"Isay."Myheadisnotclear,

I’vebeenthinkingaboutalotofthings.Itwasn'tmyintentiontoactthatway,sometimesIdo

thingsdifferentlythanIintended.I’m reallysorry.”Everyfooluses'I'm sorry'tojustifytheir

foolishdoings."Yousaidyoudon'tcareaboutmystupidbabyandpushedme,"Isay.Heis

embarrassed,hecan’tkeeptheeyecontact."Ihatemyself,"hesays."Thatmakesthetwoofus,

Ialsohateyou.IknowIdidn'tactmaturedbyleavinginsteadoftalkingthingsthroughbutfor

youtoassaultmeandinsultmybabyshowshowlittleyoucare.IwillneverforgiveyouandI'll

makesurethisbabyknowsaboutit."Igetoffbedandleavehim groundedonthesamespot.

Policesirens!!!Ntandoisherewiththepolice.Thelookonherfacetellsmewhateverfriendship

shehadwithSoshaisover."MsButheleziareyouokay?"theofficerasks."YesI'm finesir,"Isay.

Ntandolooksatmykneeandbitesherlip.Ineedtoclarifythisbeforeshegetswrongideas."I

fellandinjuredmyknee,"Isay.Soshawalkstousandgreetspolitely.Heisbackathisusual

self,you'dthinkI'm lyingifIsayhewasangryashortwhileago."Whatdidyoudotoher?"

Ntandoasksglaringathim."IfellNtando,IsweartoGod,"Isay.Shelooksatmewithherbrows

pulledtogether."Don'tprotectamanwhodoesn'tprotectyouagainsthimself,"shesays.Iknow

howmuchshelovesmebutnowsheisgoingoverboard.Ihaveneverliedtoher,Iwon'tstart

today."WouldyouliketoopenacaseMsButhelezi?""No,thankyou"Isay.Ntandogruntsangrily.

"You'restayingwithhim?ThinkforthebabyYanga,useyourbrains,”shesays.Wecandothis

allday,Ilookattheofficersandwishthem goodbye.Ntandoneedsaguntoshootmerighthere.

Thisisgoingtobealongevening.Idon'tknowwhereSoshais,hedisappearedafterthepolice.

I’veforgivenhim,that’smyweaknessinthislovething,Iforgivetooeasily.Imakefoodanddish

forbothofusandtakeitwithmetothebedroom.Iwaituntilitdriesup,heisnotcomingtobed.

Ifighttheurgetogolookforhim,heisanadult,Ihavenoreasontofeelsorryforhim.Atlasthe

walksin.Heswitchesthelightsoffandgetsonbed.It’shishouse,hisrules.I'veneverbought

evenR10electricityhere."Idishedforyou,"Isay."Ngiyabonga,”hesays.Thereisahugespace

betweenus,heissleepingatthefarside,andtheroom isfilledwiththicksilence."Iwasinthe

car,"hefinallytalks."Alright,"Isay.Hetakesaloudbreathandshiftscloser."I'm reallysorry,I

neverwantedtoputyouinthispositionbutI'm gratefulyoudefendedmeagainstNtando.It

meansalottome,youalwaysseethebestinmeevenwhennobodydoes.”Really?Irollmy

eyes."Ididn'tdefendyou,Ijustdidn'twantthem tobelievewhatwasnottrue.Ntandowastrying

toprotectme,that’swhatfriendsdo,”Isay."Iknow,butI'm stillgrateful,"hesays.Ishiftcloser

tohim andwrapmyarmsaroundhisbody.Heisshiveringunderthecovers,Iholdhishandsa

bitalarmed."Areyouokay?"Iask."Yes.”Hisvoiceisunsteady,heisnotokay."Babeyou're

shivering,it’snotevencold,”Isay."Justhugmetightly,please,”hesays.Thisisweird.Ihughim,

heholdontomeliketheworldpromisedtobreakusapart.WhenIwakeupformypeeroutine

heisnotonbed.Icheckthetime,it's3:45am.Rememberinglastnight'sincidentsIknowheis

notokay,Iwashmyfaceandlookforhim.SometimesIforgetthatheisabaker,hehardly



bakesathome.Heisinthekitchen,baking."Babedidyouseethetime?"Iask,walkingtohim.

Hedoesn'tsayanything,hedoesn'tevenlookup.Ipullthechairandsitinfrontofhim.Hiseyes

runawayfrom me,healwaysgetsshyafterhisepisodes."Whoareyoubakingfor?"Iask."No

one,"hesays.Allthisflourisbeingwastedfornothing?Thenextthingwewillhearisthatthere

iswheat-sheddinginthecountry."EverythingisalrightSosha,Icouldappreciatesome

normalcy,"Isay.Hegathersthestrengthtolookatmeintheeyesandtellsmetherealreason

hewokeup.Myheartsinks,sheraisedhim andnevergottoseethemanhegrewuptobe.Heis

gettingmarriedsoonandbecomingafather."ItalwaysfeelslikeI'm 13yearsold,thedayshe

diedIfeltlikearebellious13yearoldwhowascrucified.It’sthesamefeelingalloveragain,

nobodyheardme,notevenmyownfather,"hesays.Todayisthedayhisgrandmotherpassed

away,hetoldmethestoryofherpassingbutnottheonebehindhis13yearoldself."Whatreally

happened?"Iask."Oneday,whenI'm sureyouwon'tbejudgementalandleave,Iwilltellyou."

Wellthattouchedthenerve,Ihavenocomeback.Iam thejudgementalpartnerwholeaveswith

nosecondthought."I'm sorryaboutyesterday,Imadeamistake,”hesays.Heisstillonthat?

Lord."Iheardandforgaveyou,”Isay."Bothmyheartandhouseareemptywithoutyou.Imiss

yousomuch,”hesays.Iwalkoverhim andkisshislips.Imisshim too,heismyItaliansoldier.

"'It'sbeenalmosttwoweeks,Celeishungry,”hesays.Heislookingatmyopenedrobewith

hungryeyes,Ishould'vewornpyjamapants."YouknowIhatesex,it'sdisgusting,”Isay.Hislips

crackintoasmile,hiseyesarefullofmockery."Howdidyoufallpregnantthen?”heasks.Heis

starting,Ishouldn'thaveforgivenhim."Idon'tknow,"Isayrollingmyeyes.Heturnstheovens

offandwasheshishands.Thereisamischievouslookonhisface.“Doyouwantmetoshow

youhowyougotpregnant?”What?Noways,Idon'twantanyblackcreepythinginsideme.He

grabsmybuttandliftsmeup.Heisbreathingnexttomyear,hisshaftisgrowingharder."I've

beenhavingwetdreamsaboutyou,"hesays.Hisstareisdiggingdeepinmyeyes,Ifindithard

tospeak.Heactsrightonmyweaknessandpusheshishandundermypanty."What...Ah

baby…whatdreams?"Iask."Youweresittingonmyface,rubbingeverypartofyouryonionmy

mouth."Myfaceisgivingitaway,hiseyesaretwinklingwithhope.Iwanthim,everypartofmy

bodyachesforhistouch."Pleasemakemydream areality,"hesays,liftingmychinup.Ilook

around,thecounterisfullofbakingingredientsandtrays.Wherearewegoingtodoit?"Where?"

Iask."Whereveryou'recomfortable.”Thatleadsustotheguest'sbedroom,hetakeshisclothes

offandliesonbed.MybodyisPearlThusiandmybuttisBlackCoffee.Thepregnancyglow

stayedawayfrom mybutt,Ineedthefloortoopenupandswallowme."I'm notcomfortable

withthis,"Isay."Why?Isittheknee?"heasks.Theknee?Ohthatminorinjury."NoIhatemy

body,mybuttissuperblack,”Isay.Hepullsmeontopofhim andcupsmybreastsinhishands.

Theylookswollenbuttheyarestillhisobsession."Mydickissuperblack,haveyoueverheard

mecomplain?Embraceeverypartofyourbody,thisisnotevenpermanentanditturnsmeon."

Hesmasheshislipsonmewhilemassagingandspankingmysuperblackbutt.Ascommanded

Isitonhisface,thesoftnessofhistongueshootstinglingsensationsthroughoutmybody.I

almostjumpwhenhistongueswirlsaroundmychocolatebox.Iletoutascream filledwith

shockandpleasure.Hemovesmetothesideandturnsoverme."Ilovebothofyou,"hesays.

Hiseyesareonmytummy,theylookhaunted."I'm goingtobeagoodfathertoher,Iswear

babe.Pleasedon'tleaveagain,atleaststayanddon'ttalktome,”hesays.Thisisnottheright



timeforapologies."Okay,fuckmethen,"Isay."OkayI'llputthetiponly."WTH!I’m nota

teenager,Iwantitallinside."Sosha!"Isayinawarningtone.Helaughsandslowlypushesitin.

HisfaceduringsexisthebestuglythingI'veeverseen,itturnsmeon."Ihavemissedyouso

much,"hesays,moaningdeeply."Imissed…you…too…aaah!”Hethrustsfaster,myvoice

disappearsashisshafttouchesmysensitivetissues.Heknowshowtogetmegaspingforair,

I’m floatingwithmymouthwidelyopened."Mylove,"hewhispers.Iopenmyeyesandlookat

him.Hehasstoppedmoving,heislookingatmewithalmost-shuteyes."Whatnow?"Iask,

weakly."Ineededthis,yourbodyonmine...Itfeelsamazing.”

Chapter15It'sbeenaweeksinceIcameback,Ntandohasn'treachedout,Iguesssheisstill

mad.Ihavetohittheshopsandbuysomethingforherasthepeaceoffering.Ihavean

appointmentwiththedoctorat12pm,laterI'm meetingupwithCraig.I'm inthehouse,eating

whatevermyeyeslandonandreplyingtoSosha'sconstanttextmessages.Sabathaiscoming

overfortheschoolholidays,surprisinglyhegetsalongverywellwithhisbrother-in-law.Ican't

saythesameaboutMbuso,wehavegrownapart.Iboughthim SamsungGrandPrime,hejoined

FacebookandinstalledWhatsApp.Irepliedtoeverythingheposted,sentshockedemojisand

angryreactions,myassgotdeportedtoblockvillewithinafewdays.Iclosethepeanutbutter

bottleandwashmyhandsinthesink.Oh,themanofthehouseisback.It’stooearlyforhim to

behere,myappointmentisat12pm."DidCynthiafireyou?"Iasksarcastically."No...Howare

youdoing?"Ijusthadsconesandquarterbottleofpeanutbutter,lifedoesn'tgetbetterthanthis.

"I'm fabulous,"Isay.Hestandsbythecounterandstaresatme.Heisactingabitstrange."Is

everythingalright?"Iask."WehavetogotoNdulinde,Iwillpack,"hesays.Ididsayheisacting

strange,whydoweneedtogotoNdulindeoutoftheblue?"Whyarewegoinghome?"Iask.

"Yourmotherwantsyoutocome."Heisnotmakinganysense.ItalkedtoButhelezilastnight,

hedidn'tmentionit.Ithoughthewouldpackafewclothesbutseeminglyheispackinghalfof

mycloset.Mymotheradoreshim,Idon'tknowwhywecouldpossiblybesummonedforurgent

meetings.Hepullsmeintoatighthugbeforewegotothecar.Wedrivetothedoctorfirst,the

baby'slifemattersmorethananything,Craigcanbepostponed.Ntandoiscallingmyphone,

whatasurprise!"Heystranger,"Ianswer."Howareyoudoingbabe?"Shestillcares?Ofcourse,

whoarewewithouteachother?"I'm good,you?"Isay."Cool,isSoshawithyou?"Iglanceathim,

heisabsorbedontheroad."Yes,weareonourwaytoNdulinde,”Isay."Pleasegivehim the

phone,Iwanttospeaktohim.”ThelasttimeIcheckedtheywereenemies,maybeshewantsto

insulthim onemoretime."It'simportantYanga,"shesays.Okaymaybeshewantstoapologise,

IhandthephonetoSosha.Theytalkforaminute,Ihavenoideawhatthey'retalkingabout.

Soshakeepsagreeingtowhateversheissaying,Ihopesheisnotbullyinghim intosomething.

Hegivesthephonebacktome,sheisstillontheline."Whatareyousayingtomyman?"Iask."I

wasaskinghim out.Pleasecallmewhenyougethome,”shesays.Sheistryingtobefunnybut

thereissadnessinhervoice.SheisnottheusualNtando.WeareinNdulindewithintwohours,

therearepeopleallovermyhome.Ilookatthismanwhocan'tevenlookatmeatthemoment.



"Soshawhat'sgoingon?"Iask.Hebrushesthequestionoffandasksthatwegoinside.Heis

scaredofmyfather,healwaysstayinsidethecarwhenhecomestodroporpickmehere.

Todayheisentering?Hekeepsshockingme.Buthelezifinallybuiltthehousehewassaving

towardstoandguesswhotheowneris?InkosazaneyakoButheleziobviously,IsneakSosha

inside.Hecan'tbeseenroamingontheyard,heisumkhwenyana.Somethingistotallyoffhere.

IbumpintoAuntJulyonthedoor,shepushesmebackinside.HerandSoshaexchange

greetings,Soshalooksreallyfrightened."Yangomuhlesitdown,"shesays.Ipullthereedmat

andlayitonthefloorandsit.Iknowsomethingbadhashappenedbutmymindisindenial.

"Whathappened?"Iaskinatremblingvoice."Yourfatherpassedawaythismorning,hehada

heartattack."That'snottrue,Iwastalkingtohim lastnight,hesoundedbetterthantheother

days."You'renottalkingaboutubabawami!"Isay.SheglancesatSoshaasifsheisaskingfor

support.Hisfacemakessensetoeverything.Butitcan'tbetrue,notmyonlyfather!Ilookat

him,holdingbacktears."Babetellmeit'snottrue,please,"Ibeg,tearsescapingmyeyes."I'm

sorrysthandwasami…….”Ifeellikethesoulisleavingmybody.I'm strugglingtobreathe

properly.WhatislifewithoutButhelezi?Iwalkoutlikeamindlesspersonwithtearsstreaming

downmyface,Ineedtofindmybrothers.Ineedtoknowhowtheyaredoing.Ifindthem intheir

room sittingontheirbeds.MbusoiscontaininghisfeelingsandactingstrongbutIknowdeep

downheisshattered.Sabathastartscryingwhenheseesthetearsonmyface,Ipullhim tomy

hugestomachandhughim."It'sgoingtobeokayShenge,"Isay.Idon'tknowhowit'sgoingto

beokay.Whoisgoingtolookafterthegoatsandcows?Howdoesthefamilysurvivewithout

thehead?Hewasthegluethatkeptthisfamilytogether.Strongerarmssqueezemyshoulders.I

lookuptoseeMbusohuggingbothofus.Hedoesn'tsayanything,hejusthugsusandwalks

out.Thekinghasfallenandthereignswillremainonhiseldestson.TodayMbusowillcheckif

thecowsarehome,persuadeSabathatofetchthegoatsandcheckJamlude'swounds.Life

forceshim tobeamantoday.HehastodecideonwhichsideofourcemeteryisButhelezi's

gravegoingtobelocated.It'salongweekofdistantrelativescominginwithpiercingscreams

andretaliatingonwhathappenedoverandoveragain.IhaveSosha'sbankcardtohelpwithmid

-weekgrocery,therearemorethanfivewomensupportingmymotheronthemattress.Aunt

Julyandhersister-in-lawsarehereaswell.Wedon'thavelargeshopshere,it'sjusttuck-shops

thatsellexpiredbreadsandchips.Wehavetogototownalmosteveryday.TheCelesattendthe

funeral.Ididn'tthinktheywouldcomeafterseeingtheshakyrelationshipbetweenSoshaand

them.Hisstepmother'shatcanfitthewholeNdulinde,sheisrockingtheHalloweenblackdress

andhugesunglasses.Shecametoholdherhusband'sarm,nothingelse.Myex-colleaguesare

hereaswell,includingDennis.Nowpeopleofthisplacewilltakemeserious,Iknowwhite

people.I'm gladtoseeTshitshiamongotherpeoplethatcame,it’sasurprisepresence.The

serviceisinsidethetent,manypeopleshowedup.AuntJulyistheonewhochosethecoffin,I

mustsayshehasagoodtasteincoffins.Itmakesmeproudtoseehowdignifiedmyfather's

funeralis,eventheheadchiefishere.Mbusoistheonetospeakonbehalfofhischildren.He

doesn’ttellstories,hejustrecitesourclannameslikeapoetandwisheshim agoodjourney.

I'vebeenstrong,hardlysheddingatear,untilthemomentIseehislifelessbody.Ntandocomes

outofnowhereandhelpsmeoutofthetent.It’slikeheisgoingtowakeupandask-Shengee

didyoueat?"Babeyou'renotsupposedtogotothecemetery,yourmotherleftthemessage,"



shesays.Idon'tknowhowmanythingsI'vebeeninstructedtodothisweek.Yangadothis,

don'tdothis.It'sdrivingmecrazy.SothesepeoplethinkI'm notgoingtoseemyfatheroff?Well

that'snothappening,myfatherisagoodspirit,hewon'tharm hisgranddaughter."I'm going

thereNtando,nobodywillstopme,”Isay.Theyarecarryinghiscoffinout,Iwaituntileveryoneis

goneandfollowbehind.Thereismorecrowdinthecemeterythantherewasinsidethetent.

Thevillageboyscameoutinnumberstodigthegrave.Myaloisstandingwithhisshirtrolledup,

sweatisrunningdownhisface,heisholdingtheshovelinhishand.I’m shockedtoseehim like

this.Ididn'tseehim earlier,whenmostofthem arrived.Awholebusinessmogulisdigging

graves!Soshaconfirmedit,heistheNazarethsoIguessedright.HeisthesexiestNazareth

manIknow.Hedidsomethingtohisbeard,it’sshapedperfectly,unlikesomemenIsawinthe

train.IneedtodiscusshislovelifewithNomzamo.AretheyallowedtodateInsta-queens?I

havenodoubtsthatZolileisnotachurchgoerofanysort.Butheleziisnotwakingup,heisgone.

Thecoffingoesdown,theysingthechoruslikeeachversewascomposedforthismoment,to

besungonhislastday;Phind'ukhulumemoy'oyingcwele,KhulumakhulumaNkosiyami.

Ngokubazonk'izonoebengizenza,Namhlazisobalaebuswenibakho.Phind'ukhulumemoy'

oyingcwele,khulumaNkosiyami.It'stimetosaygoodbye,Ithrowahandfulofsoilinsidehis

graveandturnmybackonhim.Idon'tlookback,I’m notsupposedto.IfollowbehindAuntJuly

andgototheriver.Wescoopabitofumswaniandbath.It'stheendofhim.Abigfightbreaks

betweenmyunclesjustafewdaysafterthefuneral.Guesswhattheyarefightingabout?My

father'scows.Mymotherhasturnedintoabreathingpicture,myfather'sdeathhasaffectedher

badly.Shedoesn'tcommunicatewithanyone,nobodyknowshowshereallyfeels.I'm sitting

underthetreedaydreamingaboutpizza.Thereissomuchchaosinsidethehouse,Idon'twant

tosubjectmyselfintoit.Mbusoappearsbehindtheyardandwalksstraighttome.Hedoesn't

lookhappy."SisididyouhearwhatBab'omdalasaid?"heasks.Iwonderwhatthatmanhassaid

again?"Whatdidhesay?"Iask."HewantstosellthreecowsandexchangeJamludewiththe

Sibiyas,”hesays.Bhekizizweisoutofhismind.IfheexchangesJamludewiththeSibiyashe

mightaswellexchangemewithZaneleSibiya.Jamludeismysister."Whatareyousaying

aboutthat?"Iask."Overmydeadbody!"That'sShengeJnr!It'samazinghowhehasgrownso

abundantlyinashortperiodoftime,evenhisvoiceisgettingdeeperwhenhespeaks."Your

voiceisfinalMbuso,thatmanisnotgoingtobullyyou,wewillgotocourtifwehaveto,"Isay.

Bab'omdalacouldn'tevenwaitformyfather'sbodytodecomposebeforetakinghiscows.He

mustbeturninginhisgrave,thesecowsmeanteverythingtohim.Ipushmyhairbackwardsand

gazeathim."Whyam IunabletoviewyourWhatsAppstatus?"Hegrinsandrubshisforehead.

"Ohthat...Ihavetogocheckonthethingthere,I'm comingback,”hesaysrushingaway.It’sall

good,Iwon'tbeloadinghim anydatathiscomingmonth.IhopehestillrememberswhatItold

him.Ialwaysaddextramoneywhensendingtheirpocketmoneyforcondomsandwhateverhe

mayneed.Sabathawon'tbevisitinganymore,heneedstobeheretohelpMbusowiththecows.

Myfather'sdeathchangedeverything,Idon'tknowiftheywillmanage,sadlyIcannotbehere

withthem.Fridaycomes,Soshaisheretofetchme,Ihavetosaygoodbyetothefamily.The

dusthassettledbetweentheuncles,indunahadtointerveneandshoveBab'omdalainhis

rightfulplace.Mbusoisdoingokayfornow,hetakesthecowsoutbeforeschoolandfetch

them intheafternoons.Theproblem isgoingtostartwhenwomenstartploughing,cowswill



needtobeherdedfulltime.Mymotherisinherrondavel,that’swhereshehidesherself.Igoto

herandfindherfoldingclothes."I'm leavingnow,"Isay."Okay."Shedoesn’tevenlookup.Sheis

unreadablethesedays."Wewillcommunicatethroughthephones,don'thesitatetocallmeif

youneedsomething,"Isay.Thistimeshelooksup,hereyesarehollow,shelooksempty.I

shouldhugherbutwearenotthatmother&daughter.Ican'tevenaskhertoopenuptome,it’s

notmyplace."Hewasneverthesameafterfindingoutwhathappenedtoyou,thetruth

destroyedhim andthat'sexactlywhatIwastryingtopreventandprotecthim from,"shesays.

DidIhearhercorrectly?"Youwereprotectingmyfather?"Iask."WhydoyouthinkIaskedyouto

keepquiet?Nowmyhusbandisgone,”shesays.I'm dumbstruck.Wewereinabetterplace,I

hadforgivenherbutnowthis!Sheismakingitclearthatmywellbeingmeansnothingtoher.

"Youblamemeforhisdeath?"Iask.Shesitsonbedandlooksatmehopelessly."Youand

Mbusodidthis,"shesays.Wow!Ididn'tknowshefeltthisway.IneedtoknowifMbusoissafe

aroundherornot."Doyouhateus?"Iask."Idon’t,youaremychildren."Idoubtthat,Iwillbe

watchingmyback.Mbusoismylittlespy,heiswatchingherforme.Hesayssheisbetterthan

thestateIleftherin.Nowshecooksforthem,myparanoiademandsthathestaysinthe

kitchenandwatchwhenshecooks.Istilldon'ttrusther.Craigcameonboard,wearestartinga

programmethatteachesyoungboysaboutwomenabuse.EverymonthhewillgotoNdulinde

withsomeexpertsinthepsychologicalfieldtoholdmeetingswiththem.Indunagavehim

permissiontousethecommunityhall.Soshaisfundingthetravellingcostsandpayments.

Myalovolunteeredwithmalecosmetics,theywillbegiftedtotheboyseverymonth.Mbusois

partoftheattendantsthatmeansIwon'tbeworryingabouthiscosmeticsanymore.Sofarwe

have30boyssignedup,Mbusoisstillspreadingthewordtohisschoolmates.Itcametogether

soonerthanIexpected,theywillbeholdingthefirstmeetingthiscomingmonthonthe1st.I'm

officiallythefounderofIlizwiYouthProgramme,I'veneverbeensoproudofmyself.Soshais

backfrom work,hejustinformedmethathisparentsarecomingoverfordinnerat6pm.

They’venevercameherewhileI'm inthishouse,Idon'tevenknowwhattheylike.Ialsohaveto

worryaboutclothes,whatam Igoingtowear?"Bobowillarriveanytimefrom now."Meand

names!"WhoisBoboagain?"Iask.Helooksatmewithhiseyeswidened.Oh,Boboisthechef,

heusuallycooksstrangefood.ThismeansIdon'thavetoworryaboutcooking.Whata

thoughtfulman!"Iwantustogooutsideforafewminutes,"hesays.Helooksexcited,nowI'm

curious.Hepullsmyhandandleadsmeoutside.Anewcar!"It'syours?"Iask."No,it’syours."

What?Ican'tevendrive."Youboughtmeacar?"I'm shocked."Doyoulikeit?"heasks.It’sa

HyundaiTucson.IoncemadeacommentaboutitafterseeingMbali's.Ididn'texpecthim tobuy

itforme.IshouldbejumpingupanddownandscreaminglikeanormalpersonbutI'm just

groundedonthesamespotwithmyjawsontheground."Ididn'texpectyoutobuymeacar,I

don'tevenhavedriver'slicence,"Isay."Doyouwanttohaveit?"heasks.OfcourseIwantto,I

wanttodrivemycar.Itouchitandpokethetyresalittlebit,I'm notsurewhy.Itsmellsbrand

new,datingarichguyisfinallypayingoff.Iwould'veprobablydiedwithoutowningamere

bicycle.NowIqualifyforInstagram.WaituntilIgivebirth,Iwillbetakingpicturesontopofthe

bonnet,underthetyresandinsidetheboot.Irewardhim withablowjobwhichresultsintotwo

rounds.I’m tryingtoputmoreeffortsinthebedroom,mymindisthebiggestcontributor

towardsmymood.Ijusthavetoletmyguardsdown,ignorehowuglythedicklooksandenjoy



myman.Heispantinglikehejustranamarathon,hecatcheshisbreathandliesnexttome.

"DidCraigtalktoyou?"heasks."No,washesupposedto?"Iask."Heproposedthatwedo

joinedsessions,itwillhelpuscommunicatebetter."That'sabrilliantidea,maybehecanfinally

openuptomeabouthischildhood."I'm in,whoischangingatherapist?"Iask."You,"hesays.

That'snotgoingtohappenandheknowsit.It'sCraigornobody.AsusualIdon'tknowwhat

Bobocooked,itlooksyummythough.Thereisanexpensivebottleofwineandfreshlysqueezed

juiceforapregnantlady.I’m alittlebitscaredaboutthisdinner,thelasttimewasawkward.

Soshaisagainstmewrappingmyhead,hesaysit'sunnecessarybutIwasnotraisedinDurban,

IhavetodowhatIwastaught.Iwrapmyheadandwearalongnavydress."HowdoIlook?"I

askhim."Youlooklikeahumble,beautifulmakoti."That’snothingnew,I'm alwaysbeautifuland

humble.Iturnaround,showinghim myback."Sexyaswell,right?"Iask."Verysexysthandwa

sami."Wearefoolingeachother,aren’twe?Iaskedthatonpurpose,IknowI'm farfrom being

sexy."Nosexforyouthisweek,"Isay.Hiseyespopout."Why?WhatdidIdo?”heasks."Do

sexypeoplelooklikethis?Whyareyoulying?""Wasitatrap?"Heislaughing.Aslowbakerheis,

ofcourseitwasatrap,Ihatebeingliedto.Hisparentsarrive,theatmospherechanges

immediately.Afterthegreetingshavebeenexchangedtheroom goessilent.Thestepmother

helpsherselfwithaglassofwine,sheiswearingaglitteringreddress,sheisalways

overdressedlikeKellyKhumalo.HernameisIndiaMolefeCele.SheisnotanIndian,Ithinkshe

wasconceivedinIndia."Howisyourmotherdoing?"Bab'Celebreaksthesilence.Ilookup,heis

talkingtome.Ididn'tthinkhecaredaboutmeormyfamily."SheisgettingthereBaba,thanks

forasking,"Isay.Hiswifepoursmorewineandlooksatme."Youshouldtakeheroutandbuy

herabottleofchampagne.”WearetalkingaboutMaJaliButhelezihere,whatischampagne?"Is

thatwhatyou'regoingtodowhenmyfatherdies?"Soshathough!Heisgoingtospoileverything.

ThemomentissavedbyMlando,hewalksinandhugseveryonebeforesittingdown.Hedida

newhaircut,hishairlookssuperblack,Ihavenodoubtsthathedyed.Thisonecoulddo

anythingtolookattractive."Howisourdaughterthere?"heasksme."Sheisfine,"Isay.He

looksatSoshaandhisfatherandmocksthem withalaugh.Heisthemostchilled,Iheardheis

movingtoCapeTownnextyeartodohisMaster'sdegree.Iwonderwhat'sgoingtohappento

Yolandaandhisothergirlfriends.Bayedeisthelastonetoarrive,thingsgetlesstenseafterhis

arrival.Heisinitiatingconversationsandmakingsureeveryoneisincluded.Italmostfeelslike

I'm diningwithanormalfamily."Iheardabouttheprogrammeyou'restartingbackhome

MaShenge,you'redoingagoodjob,"Bab'Celesays.HeisnotasbadasIthought."Itwouldn'tbe

possiblewithoutyourson,heistheonedoingagoodjob,"Isay.Soshapavedthewayandmade

everythingpossible.Ididn'tbecomeanursebutI'm doingsomethingclosetomyheart,andthat

isfightingagainstwomenabuse.I’m lookingforwardtostartingmorerelatedprogrammes.He

doesn'tcommentonthat,heturnstoMlandoandasksabouthisapplicationatUCT.Mlando

soundsfrustratedaboutthedelayofhisapplicationprocess,butIthinkheismoreconcerned

abouthischancesofrelocatingthantheactualapplication."Theywilltakeyouson,yourrecord

forcesthem to,"hesays.IglanceatSosha,hehasstoppedeating,whenoureyesmeethepicks

apieceofmeat.Didanyonesaysomethingwrong?Idon'tremember.Bayedeclearshisthroat

andasksaboutthechangesatthebakery."Everythingisgood,"Soshareplies."Youshouldopen

oneinCapeTown,Mlandocanrunitforyou,"hesays.Mlando'sfacebrightensup."That'ssuch



abrilliantidea,I’drunitforfree."Toogoodtobetrue!He'dbegivinghisgirlfriendsfreecakes

andhavingsexinsidetheovens.Ohcrap!Peopleareeatingwithlimitshere,Ishouldstopeating

aswell.Wearestillonthemaincourse,Ineedtoleavespacefordessert."Howareyoufighting

sexualabuseagainstwomenwhereasyousharebedwitharapisteverynight?"Indiaasks.She

istalkingtome.Ilookaroundthetable,myeyeslandonSoshaoppositeme.Heislookingdown,

Ican'tseehisface."Whatareyoutalkingabout?"Iaskconfused."Herapedmyniece,Amandla.

Didn'thetellyouhedrovehertosuicide?Ibethedidn't,isoshalamasimba."Sheisnottalking

aboutmySosha.Shecan'tbe!"MaIthinkyouneedtoslowdownonthewine,"Isay.Shebursts

intolaughter.Everyoneisdeadquiet,includingBab'Cele.Theyhavetosaysomething,this

womanistalkingcrap."Soshacanyousaysomething?Iswearmybabywantstopopoutright

now,"Isay.Hedoesn'tsayanything,hedoesn'tevenlookatme.Mlandohasstoppedeating,he

islookingatmewithpity."Babapleasetakeyourwifeandgo,"Bayedesaysinacommanding

voice.Hisvoiceislowbuttheauthorityitcarriesistrenchant.Heistheonewhotookafterhis

father,butheisadoctorandheisyounger.Hehasdark-chocolateskin,hisbeardisalways

trimmedneatly.Butwhenallthisgentlemanityfadesheisgoingtobeuglylikehisfather."Why

areyoukickingusout?Sheistellingherwhateveryoneknows,"Bab'Celesays.Thisis

escalatingreallyfast,myappetitefordesserthasvanished.Soshahastosaysomething.

"Soshatellmethey'relying,"Isay.Hedoesn’tsayanything,heglaresathisfather.I’venever

seenanyonehateshisfatherlikehedoes,it’sevidentinhiseyeseverytimehelooksathim or

talksabouthim."Hewon'tbecauseheknowsthatI'm notlying.Babalet'sgo,wehavefoodin

ourhouse,"theextravagantwifesays.Shetakesherbagandherhusband'shandandwalksout.

Hefollowsherlikealittlepuppy.I’m tryingtosqueezemyemotionsintoplace.Icannotburst

beforehearingthewholestory.Myhandsareunderthetable,they’resweatingandtrembling."I

needanexplanationofwhatshesaid,"Isay.Myvoiceisalreadybreaking,rapehitshometome,

Idon'ttakeitlightly."Mybrotherdidn'trapeAmandla,”Bayedesays.Heistheonetotakestand

asusual.Iwaslookingforanexplanation,butheisdefendingnotexplaining."Bhut'Bayedeyou

wenttoMedunsa,I'm sureyouknowwhatexplanationis,"Isay.Wellthatsoundedrude.Luckily

heisnotoffended.Mlandopickshisplateandleaves.Hedoesn'twanttobepartofthis.He

alwaysavoidsdrama."MaShengeyouknowSoshabynow,heisnotacruelperson.Hedidn't

rapeAmandla.”Ifeellikescreamingathim.Isheadoctororadvocate?Whyishealwaysthe

oneexplainingthingstome?Soshacantalk,thereisnothingwrongwithhismouth.Ifixastare

onhim,hisfaceisexpressionless.Thisisn'tsomethingheshouldtakelightly,theseareserious

accusationsforsomeonehelpingmewithIlizwiprogramme."TalkbeforeIcallNtandotofetch

me,"Isay.Bayedesighsandtakeshistieoff."Youcan'talwaysthreatentoleave,that’snothow

problemsaresolved,”hesays.Thisisnothissurgery,hisopiniondoesn'tmatter."I'm not

spendinganothernightwitharapistifthat'swhatheis,"Isay.InsteadofexplainingSosha

standsupandleavestheroom.Ifeeltwoangrykicksatthesideofmystomach.Ireachfora

glassofjuiceandgulpitdown.Icantakeanythingfrom him,stupidoutbursts,moodswings

andall,butIcannottakewhatIjustheard.ThesamehatredIhavetowardsKwenzaisthesame

hatredIhavetowardseverysinglerapist.Heislyingonbedfacingthewall.Ipullthepillow

underhishead,heneedstofacemeandexplainhimself."YouowemeanexplanationJustin,"I

say.Spittingthosesixwordsalmosttookbreathaway,I’m pantinglikeI'vejustrana10km



marathon."Ididn'trapeher,sheusedme.Iwas13yearsold,Amandlawas17.Iwasn'tthemost

obedientchildbutIwouldn'thaverapedsomeonefouryearsolderthanme.Iwasn'tevensure

whatIwasdoingatthatmoment.”Hewasn'tsure?HecannotbeaperpetratorofwhatCraig

andIarefightingagainst."Whatdidyoudotothegirl?"Ialmostyell.Hesitsupandfacesme."I

sleptwithherbecauseshetoldmeto.OneweeklatershetoldIndiaandmyfatherthatshewas

nolongeravirginbecauseIrapedher.Iwasnotinagoodspace,Iwasondrugssoitwaseasy

forthem tobelieveher,butIdidn'trapeher,”hesays.Hewasondrugsat13years?Ineedto

leaveimmediatelythisisnotagoodenvironmentformeatthemoment.Idistancemyselffrom

thingsthatraisemyBP,thedoctoradvisedmeto."Youdon'tbelieveme?"heasksbehindme.I

grabmoreclothesandzipmybag.IhaveacarbutIcan'tdrive,Mlandowillhavetotakemeto

Briardene."Ineedtobreathe,thishouseissuffocatingme.Takecareofyourself,"Isay.Thisis

thesecondtimeIleavehishousethismonth.ThingsalwaysgetworstwhenIthinkthey're

gettingbetter.Bayedeisstandingattheendofthestairwaylikehewaswaitingformetocome

down."You'releavingagain?"heasks.Hethinksthisisahobby,Ihatedoingthisbuthisbrother

leavesmewithnochoice.Sometimesbeingawayfrom him isthebestthingformymental

being.“MaShengepleasestaywithhim.”Heisholdingmyhand,begging.Ihaveneverseenhim

sohelpless."Hedidn'tdoit,Amandlacommittedsuicidebecauseofguiltanddiseasesshewas

diagnosedwith.Helovesyou,pleasedon’tturnyourbackonhim.Hewasnotlikethis,myfather

killedhim.Heshould'vebelievedhissonbuthechosehiswife'snieceanddisownedhim,"he

says.Tearsmaketheirwaydown,theyarealwaysonstandby.SometimesIcrybecausethe

fridgemademyice-cream cold.I’m notsurewhyI'm cryingnow."Hewasused,thewholeworld

turnedagainsthim.Inshorthewasrapedbutitwasturnedonhim.Hehustledhiswayup,he

hasworkedhardtoprovethathisschoolrecordsdon'tdefinewhoheis.Neverthelessthepast

holdshim back,hewasblamedforAmandla'sdeath.Shedidn'tleaveanysuicidalletterbutit

wasconcludedthathewasthecause.Ihaveneveraskedanythingfrom you,butnowI'm

beggingyoutostayandhearhim out.Iunderstandwhereyourfrustrationscomefrom butfor

youtobelievehim willchangealotinhislife.Heisemotionalrightnowbuthecanexplainifyou

givehim achance,"hesays.Hedoesn’tneedtosaymore,loveoverpowerseverything.Rapeisa

sensitiveissuebutthistimeIneedtoputemotionsasideandlisten.Iheara'thankyou'behind

andturnmyheadtolookathim.Thereisreliefandgratitudeonhisface.Hissiblingsmean

everythingtohim,heprotectsthem likeheprotectsthesocketofhiseye.Ihaveabrotherlike

him,heis17yearsold.OnedayIwishhebecomesadoctortoo.Theresponsibilitiesofbeing

thefirstsoninthefamilycannottakethatawayfrom him.Iwalkbacktothebedroom,guiltis

trippingme.Thesightofhim crushedatthecornerofbedwithhisT-shirtpulleduptohisface

breaksmyheartintopieces.HeisnotaweakpersonorsoIthought.Hissobsarenotjustsobs

ofapersoncrying,heisdrainedofallhopes.Newrealityhasarriveduninvited,withoutvoicingit

outIhavetakenAmandla'sside.Idon'tevenknowher,genderinfluencedmythinking.Assoon

asIhearrapeIconcludeamanrapedawoman,Itarnishamanbeforehearingbothsides.I

throwmybagonthefloorandclimbonbed."DubandlelaI'm notleaving,I’m sorry,"Isay.It

takesamomentforhim tolookatme.Heisclosedinaharrowinggrimace.Heisarolemodel

tomanybutnobodyknowsthebrokenmaninsidehim,notevenme.Hewantedtoopenupto

mebuthewasscaredIwilljudgeandleave,andIdidexactlythat.Iunderstandtheemptinessin



hiseyes.Idon'tneedanyexplanation,theriveroftearsflowingdownhisfaceexplains

everything.Anexplanationisthebakeryhehadtoopeninordertomakealiving,thegrade11

reportinhisstudyroom with23%infivesubjectsandtheSSRIsinsidethedrawersthathetakes

everyday.A13yearoldboywithnoone,accusedofrapeandkickedoutofhishome.Hemust've

beenlonelyanddepressed.Hisbrothersstayedinthemansionandattendedprivateschools.

Hewasdeportedtohisgrandmotherwithjustabagofhisclothesandtaxifare."I'm always

takingemotionaldecisions,hormonesarenotmakingitanyeasier.IbelieveyouSosha,I'm

sorryIjudgedyoubeforeIlistened,andI'm sorryaboutthethingsyouwentthroughasachild,"I

say.Heallowsmetoholdhishand,I’vehelditandletitgoanumberoftimesbuttodayI'm

holdingitforever."GoMaShenge,leave!"hesays.Hecannotgiveuponme,IknowI'm abad

partnerbutIwanttostay."Iwanttostay,pleaseletmestay,"Ibeg.Heistryingtoholdtears

backbuttheykeeppouringout.Heisasoldier,hisnatureistofight,buthecannotbefighting

foracceptanceandinnocenceeveryday."IloveyouSosha,pleasegivemeachancetoprove

that,"Ibeg.BeggingissomethingIneverthoughtIwoulddo,butlifeisfullofsurprises.Ineed

thisman,hehasbecamemypillarofstrengthandplaceofsanity.Iwillgetonmykneesand

begifIhaveto.Socialmediacanfoolyouandpreach'don'tbegaman'whereaspeoplebegging

theirsbehindcellphonescreens."Iloveyou,pleasedon'tgiveuponus,"Isayintears.Helifts

hisT-shirtupandwipeshisface.Ihaveneverseenhim soweak,sovulnerableandsohelpless.

"Butyoujudgeandleavemeasifyourfeelingsformearen'treal,”hesays.Icuphisfaceand

smoochhiswet,quiveringlips.ThelastthingI'm goingtodoisleavingthishouseagain.His

handswraparoundme,heisgivingin.Nowwearebothcrying,themomentisheatedwith

emotions.Itendswithmydressliftedupandpantyshiftedtothesideandhim slamminginside

memercilessly.IhopethebrothersleftbecausethedoorisopenedandI'm screaminglikea

pornstar.

Chapter16HeisbackonNtando'sgoodbooks.Todayshegifteduswithtwospoons,theywere

wrappedandputinsidetwolargegiftbags.It'sordinaryspoonsbutwehavetotakegoodcare

ofthem otherwiseDurbanwillturnintoRussia.I'vebeenlearningtodrivebutmyteacherisn'tso

patientwithme.Iwilllookforadrivingschoolaftergivingbirth.Iwassupposedtobeonthe

wheeltoday,butduetotheheatedargumentwehadafterIpressedtheacceleratormorethan

necessaryIstoppedthecarandsatattheback.Hewouldn'thavemadeitasaprofessional

educator.Heisalrightbakingcakes,atleasthecan'tshoutattheovens.I'm officiallynot

speakingtohim.I’m onWhatsAppwithNtandoandAmandainthegroupchat,gossipingabout

Sphelele.Heisourdailybread,wediscusshim almosteveryday.Heisnolongerthatfoolwho

wasbeingcheatedon,hecamebackwithabang.Nowtheproblem iswhereishelearningall

thesestylesheisbringinghometoAmanda?Hebetterbenotcheatingonmycousin-in-law.

Craiglooksatuswithdismayaswefindourseatswithoutlookingateachother.I’m nolonger

madathim,Ijustdon'twanttospeakfirst,that’saviolationofwomencommunitystandards.

Menshouldalwaysspeakfirstafterafight,theyareneverrightanyway."Iseverythingalright?"

heasks."Yes,"webothsay.Heshiftshisgazetome."Areyousure?"heasks.Idon'tneedtolie



tohim,evenwhenIsoundpettyhealwaysunderstandsme."Soshaisnotpatientwithme,he

expectsmetobeaperfectdriverwithinfewdays,"Isay.Hetriestohideitbutevenababycan

tellthatheisamused,hiseyesarefilledwithlaughter.Sosha'shandtouchesmine."I'm sorry

sthandwasami,"hesays.Mylipscrackintoasmile."Okay,Iforgiveyou."Itwasmylasttime

drivingunderhissupervisionanyway,Iwilllearnatthedrivingschoolaftergivingbirth.AndI'm

notlendingmycartoanyone,justasidenote."Howhaveyouguysbeen?"Craigasks."Ithink

we'vebeengood,"hesaysandlooksatme,Inodmyheadinagreement.Wehavebeengood,

exceptforthelittlestupidfightsthatendwithhim apologisingorfuckingme."Anythoughtof

leaving?"heasks.Thisquestionstingslikeaneedle,myhandsqueezesSosha'sknee."No,I

don'tthinkIwilleverleaveagain,"Isay.HenodsandlooksatSosha."Anyfearofbeingleft?"I'm

eagertofindout."I'm alwaysinfearCraig,nothingisassured,”Soshareplies.Oh,wow!"Don't

youtrusther?"GoodquestionCraig."Idotrusther,Ijustdon'tknowifshewillbeabletostay

throughitall,"hesays.Igetwhereheiscomingfrom,Ihaven'tprovenmystrengthtohim butI

knowI'm strongtoovercomeanykindofstorm that'sgoingtocomeourway."Anyfearofbeing

hurt,physically?"Heisbacktome.Ishakemyhead.Soshaoncepushedmeandslammedmy

headonthecarseats.ButI'm notscaredofhim."Soshadoyouhaveanyfearofhurtingher?"

Hetakesadeepbreath,hishandissqueezingminetightly."Yes,thelasttimesheleftmewasn't

easy.Ilostcontrolandnearlyhurther."Hedidhurtmyknee,ifitwasn'tforhim Iwouldn'thave

ranandfell.Healsohurtmyfeelings."Andcalledourbabystupid,"Isay,addingtohisresponse.

Heisembarrassed,nothingkillshim likebeingremindedofthatincident.Craigisshocked,his

pinkishlipsarecurledup,heislookingatSoshawithdisappointment."Whathappened?"he

askshim.Hishandleavesmine,hetakesoutaface-clothandwipeshisforehead.Isqueezehis

kneeagain,I'm hereforhim."Nobodyevercelebratesthememoryofmygrandmother,Idon't

thinktheyevenrememberherdateofdeath.Igetemotionalaroundtheday,everythingjust

flashesback.Ithoughtthisyearwouldbedifferentbutsheleftme.Itgotworsethanever.Ihad

norighttodragherbacktomyhouse,Iallowedfearofbeingaloneonmygrandmother's

memorialdaytocontrolme."Heisnotalwaysfragile,heputhissoldierhatonandkeepa

strongface."DidyoustoptakingyourmedswhenIwasgone?"Iask."Itwasthelastthingon

mymind,"hesays.I'm disappointedinhim,hismentalhealthshouldalwayscomefirst.Craig

emphasizesoncommunication.Bothofusfailtocommunicatewitheachotherproperly.Sosha

could'vetoldmewhathetoldhisbrothersaboutourbedroom issuesandIcould'vesaidhowI

feltwithoutleaving.Heasksustowriteopenlettersandreadthem toeachother.Myletterto

him:DearSoshaMeetingyouwasablessing.Ididn'tknowGodhadcreatedasoldierforme

somewhereinthesuburbsofDurban,someonewhoisalwaysgoingtobetheretoprotectand

loveme.Ididn'twanttofallinlovewithyoubutIdid,andithasbeenthegreatestthingever.

Theuniversehasbroughtustogether,toloveandsupporteachother.IrealisethatI'vedone

noneofthatexcellently,buttodayunderthissky,betweenthevalleysandmountainsofAfrica,I

pleadwithyoutogivemeallyoursorrowsandbattles.Trustmetobeyourlover,yourpillarof

strengthandshouldertocryonbecausewhenIliftmyheadandlookatyoureyesagainIwillbe

anewwoman,andallI'm askingforisthatyouneverstoplovingme.IloveyouSoshaJustin

Cele.”WhenIlookuphiseyesareglitteringwithtears.Hepullsmyhandtohislipsandplantsa

lifekissonit.Heopenshisletterandholdsmewithonehandandreads:"MaShengewamiI



didn'tmindbeingaloneuntilImetatall,fierceyoungwomanwithcaramelskinandsmalleyes

insidemystore.Youkissedmeinsidethebathroom andleftmewithnoair.Apartofmeknew

thatfallingdeeplyinlovewithyouwouldkillmyindependencebutIdidanyway.Yourlovewakes

meupinmorningsandputsasmileonmyfacethroughouttheday.SometimesIaskmyself

howwillIgoonifyoueverleaveme?WhenthelightdiesIaskmyselfalotofquestions,silently.

Youarestillyoung,onedayyou'dwanttoknowhowit'slikebeingwithanormalman.When

you'regoneIsleeponsoakedpillowsandloseallhopes.Icannotlivewithyourloveifyou'renot

nexttome.Ifeelincomplete,nakedandpowerless.Mybodyachestobeheldbyyourarms.My

earslongtohearyourvoice,justyousayingthatyouloveme.Youleavebecauseyouhaveno

ideahowmuchyourabsencedestroysme.Losingyouismybiggestfear.Iloveyou,andallI

everprayforisthatyouneverleaveme."ItfeelssurrealthatIhaveamanwholovesmeso

much.IheardhisquestionsandIwillbeansweringthem withactions.WekissuntilCraigstarts

coughing.Heshouldhaveprivatebedroomsnexttohisoffice.Wehavetopickhisparcelfrom

Bayede'shousebeforegoinghome.I’vebeenheretwice,Bayedeisanorganisedman,itfeels

liketherearecameraswatchingifyoudragshoesonhistiledfloors.Helooksatmewithalook

Ican'tunderstand."You'rewearingajean?"Oh,heisbeingadoctor."It'snotatightone,"Isay.

"Thatdoesn'tmatter,yourwaistshouldbefree,”hesays.IwonderhowNomzamolivedthrough

herpregnancy,I'm surehewaspolicingeverythingshedid."WhenisMayacoming?Imissher,"I

saychangingthesubject."Tomorrow,I’llbringherover."Icannotwaitforthespoiltbrat,inherI

seetheyoungme.Weconnectedfrom theveryfirstday."Didyoutellherthatweareallgoingto

beinthedeliveryroom withher?"heasksSosha.Theyhavetobejoking!That'snotgoingto

happen."Youjusttoldher,"Soshasayslaughing.Ntandoistheonlypersonwhoisgoingtobe

insidethedeliveryroom withme.EvenSoshawillwaitoutside,I’m notgoingtopushthebabyin

frontofaman.Theymustforgetaboutit.Heaskshisbrotherasideandpermitsmetoroam his

kitchen.Idon'tknowwhathewantsmetoeathere,thereisnothinginterestingexceptfruits.His

softdrinkissugarfreebuttheysaywhenyou'reinRomeyoudowhatRomansdosoI'lldrinkit.I

stumbleonatinybottlepushedbetweentheglassesinsidethecupboard.Ilookaroundtoseeif

nooneiswatchingandopenitandsmelltheliquidinside.It'sdisturbing,Iputitbackandclose

thecupboard.Igrabapearandgobacktothelounge.Ishouldrelax,heisadoctorobviouslyhe

keepsweirdbottlesinhiscupboards.Themoodisabittenseinthecaronourwayhome,I

haven'tseentheparcelwewerepicking.Craigtaughtustheimportanceofcommunicationnot

solongago."Whatistheproblem babe?"Iask."Myfather,heistheproblem,”hesays.Iwonder

whatthatchimpanzeehasdone.Heisalwaysthesourceofhissadness."Doyouwanttotalk

aboutit?"Iask."Hechangedhiswill,noweverythingisonIndiaandTshitshi."ThathasIndia

writtenalloverit,sheisthatkindofawife.Buttheyareindependentandfinancialstable,it

shouldn'tbebotheringhim.IwonderhowBayedefoundout,isn’tthatconfidentialinformation?

"Whatareyougoingtodoaboutit?"Iask."Idon'tknowbutMlandoandMayahavetobeonthat

will.MyinstinctstellmeIndiaisplanningsomethingandmyfatherwon'tseeitcoming,”hesays.

Deepdownhestillcaresabouthisfather.Onlyifhecanseehiswrongsanddorightbyhisson.

Heistheonlybiologicalparenthehas,lifehasrobbedthem theirrelationship.Mymotherisnot

perfecteitherbutItrytoreachouttoher.Thelasttimewetalkedoverthephoneshesaidshe

missedme,thatwasshocking.Heremainsinsidethecarandmakesaphonecall.I'm surprised



tofindthedoorunlockedwhenIinsertthekey.Didsomeonebreakin?Ihopetheydidn'tsteal

mypeanutbutter,I'ddieandcallPastorLukautoresurrectsmefrom death."SURPRISEEEE!!!"

Whatisgoingonhere?Thediningroom isdecoratedwithpinkballoons,everygirlIknowishere.

OMG!ThisisnotwhatIthinkitis!Amandapullsmyhandandleadsmetothetable."Welcome

toyourbabyshowermommy,”shesays.Thisissokindofthem,Ididn'texpectitatall.Tears

arerunningdownmyface,cryingismynewlyfoundhobby."Babiescry,notmothers,"Ntando

says.Everyonelaughs.ThereisYolanda,Mbali,LihleandMyalo'sZolile.BothBayede'sgirlfriend

andbabymamaarehere.Thingsmaynotendwell.ThabileissittingoppositeNomzamowitha

specificlookonherface."Thankyouguys,thismeansalottome,"Isay."I’m theonewhoput

everythingtogether,Ishouldstartorganisingbiggerevents."Ntandoandhertwobraincells!She

didagoodjobbutthatdoesn'tmeanshecanorganisebigevents.Irollmyeyesandkissher

cheek.Sheismyeverything.Wetakepictures,laughandeat.TherearesevenpeopleherebutI

havemorethantengifts.Zolilegotmeababy-strollerworthmycar'smonthlyinsurance.Iwon't

sayNtandoisgiftingme,she'sbeenbuyingmebabystuffsinceIwasthreemonthspregnant.

TheylookforSoshaandbringhim in.Nomzamoteachesushowtochangethediaper,weare

practicingusingateddybear.Heisenjoyingthis,Iwonderifthehypewillremainlikethisona

realbabythatkicksandcriesfornoreason.Fortunatelyeverythinggoeswell,thereisn'tmuch

interactionbetweenThabileandNomzamo.Itrytobeneutralandtalktobothofthem butdeep

downIwanttograbNomzamototheroom andask-"uthiniuMamaMadiba?"That'showwecall

thepoliticalgirlfriend.Iendmydaywithacallfrom home,Mbusoisnothome.Hefetchedthe

cows,tookabathanddisappearedwithoutnotifyinganyone.Sabathahassearchedeverywhere

withnoavail,hisphoneisoff."Nothinghappenedtohim,stopcrying,"hekeepssayingthis.The

worldwearelivinginiscruel,I’veimaginedtheworst,hecouldbesomewherelyinginapoolof

bloodlifelessly."Doyouwantustopray?"heasks.Iwipethetearsandnod.Wekneelonthe

floorandholdhands.Heprayseffusive,quotesfrom theBibleandlayhishearttoGod.I’m not

goodatit,Iendupcopyingwhatheissaying.HehastheBibleapponhisphone?I'm surprised.

Thisappisonly15MbandIhave104MbGunShootinggameinstead.HereadsPsalms,Ifeel

likeI'm inahistoryclass.Iwonderifeverythingtheywroteistrue,itwould'vebeennicetohear

bothsidesofthestory.Myphonebeeps.It’saPlease-Call-Mefrom mymother.Mynervesare

short,Soshatakesthephoneandcalls.Theyspeakshortlythenhesaysgoodbyeandendsthe

call."Heisbackbutheisnotsayingwherehewas,"hesays.ThankyouLord!Heissafe,that’s

allthatmatters.*****After38weeksofmoodswings,crazycravingsandtenaciousweightgain

myprincessisfinallycoming.Ifeltweirdpaininmyabdomenintheearlyhoursofmorning.

SoshacalledBayedeandheadvisedustogotothehospital.Iwasn'tplayingwhenIsaidonly

Ntandowillbeinthedeliveryroom,theCelesarebeyonddisappointed.Mymotherinstructed

Soshatotakeoffhisbelt,unbuttonhisshirtandwearhisunderwearwithitsinsideout.Apartof

meregretsinformingher,sheisexaggeratingeverything.Soshamadeitworseandblurtedout

thatIdidn'tdrinkumhlabelothatshegaveme,nowsheistellingmetodrinkcasteroilsand

warm water.Ntandoistheonedriving,sheisquiettoday.Ineedtotakelastfewselfiesasa

pregnantwoman.Wealreadyhavenames,herefusedtotellmehis,hesaidI'llhearitwhenshe

isborn.Iheardscarystoriesaboutbirthgiving,peopletoldmecontractionsmakeyouswearto

nevertouchadickagain.Tomeiffeltlikesevereperiodpains,IwillbehavingsexassoonasI



heal.Ihavegivenbirthtoahealthybabygirl.Ntandocuttheumbilicalcordandnamedher

PeanutButter.AtthismomentI'm notsureifsheisbeautifulornot,butsheismybabysoIwill

saysheisthemostbeautifulgirlI'veeverseen.AftercleaningusthenursecallsSoshain.He

walksinwithhisbrothersandtheirgirlfriends.Mydaughterisbeingpassedfrom onepersonto

another."SowhatisPeanutButter'srealname?"Ntandoasks.Alleyesareonme,Soshais

smiling.Ihopewedon'thavethesamename."ZemveloButhelezi,"Isay.Hefrownsand

chuckles."SheisMandl'okholoCele."WTH!Ntandoburstsoutlaughing."It'sagirlnotaboy,"I

say."OkholoZemveloCele."Nowitsoundsbetter.It’sokayshecanuseOkholoasherfirst

name.MlandolooksatBayede."Noforeignname?"heasks.Ididn'tthinkitwasatraditionthat

aCelechildmusthaveaforeignname."IlikeZoya,it'saUkrainiannamethatmeanslife,itcan

meanGod'sgiftinArabic.IhaveMaya,youhaveZoyaandMlandocanhave...Phaya."Icannot

laughalongwitheveryone,I’m stitcheddownthere,onemistakethepalacecracksopen.My

daughterisOkholoZemveloZoyaCele.Ohwe'renotdone,MaJaliiscalling."Issheabletosuck

onthosetinynipples?"Herapproachhaschanged,shesoundslikeacaringmotherforonce.

"SheistryingMa,"Isay."Tellumkhwenyanatobuyformulamilkotherwiseshewilldieofhunger.

Doyouhaveamahewuthere?"NoIdon't,I’m notsick,Igavebirth."Yes,Soshaboughtthem,"I

lie.SheinstructsmetodrinklotofteawhenIgethomeandsoakstitcheswithsaltywarm water.

Andshedropsthebombshell..."YourfatherandIalreadynamedherNomagugu,uyigugukithi,"

shesays.Someonehavetobackdown,Nomaguguneedstoberegisteredonherbirth

certificate.Thenameisuglyandso70sbutit'shonouringtohavehernamedbymylatefather.I

withdrawZemvelo,Bayededoesn'tmindifZoyaisn'tregisteredbutinsistsonthename.Finally

I'm amothertoOkholoNomaguguCele.ThisOkhologirlisnotateddybear,shesleepsthe

wholedayandstaysupatnight.WheneverIclosemyeyessheopenhers.Soshahadtohirea

nanny,Iwasn'tcopingatall.Sheistwomonthsoldnow,alothashappened.TheCelesare

divided,it'sthesonsagainsttheirfatherandhiswife.Myfamilyisn'tperfecteither,Soshahadto

speaksomesenseintoMbuso'sheadafewweeksagowhenhewantedtodropoutofschool.

HeisturningintosomethingIdon'tknow,hisreasonwasthathewantedtolookforajobto

supportathome.SoshaofferedtohelpeverymonthbutIsaidnoandsuggestedthatwehelp

MaJalitostartasmallbusiness.Irantheideapasther,shewasokaywithitandoptedfor

clothes-selling.Ireceivedatextfrom Bayedeinthemiddleoftheday,heiscomingtodrop

Maya.It'smid-weekMayaissupposedtobeatschool,andshealsohasananny.Itdoesn't

makeanysense.Hearrivesintheblinkofaneye.It’sraretoseehim wearingshortsandflip

flops.Mayaisn'tcarryingherbagasusual."I'llfetchhim soon,"hesays.Thecarleavesina

stridentvelocity.IsendSoshaatextaskingwhat'sgoingon,hedoesn'trespond.TheCele

princesskeptmeupthewholenight,nowsheisenjoyingherbeautysleep.Imustjoinher,the

nannywillkeepaneyeonMayaforme.Iwakeuptothetinyhandsslappingmyface.It'sMaya,

sheiscallingmynameinafearfulvoice.Idon'tknowhowlongI'vebeensleeping.Thereis

noisecomingdownstairs.Okholoisnotnexttome,Iguesssheiswithhernanny."What'sgoing

onbaby?"IaskMaya."Mommywantstotakeme,Daddoesn'twantmetogo."Shelooksscared.

WhywouldNomzamoandBayedebringtheirfightshere?Sheiswearingonlyarobe,herfaceis

coveredintears.Bayedeisstandinginfrontofherasifheisstoppingherfrom going.He

doesn'tevenrealisethatI'm standingbehindthem."LeaveMaya,let’sgotalk,"hesays.



Nomzamoshakesherhead.Hetriestoholdherhandbutshepusheshim off.Maybeiftheycan

reverseandfightfrom thebeginning...Iwanttoknowhowallthisstarted."Zamohowdoyou

takeme?YouthinkIwould'vedonethatinfrontofmydaughter?"OhmyGucci,hecallsher

Zamo!WhatdidhedoinfrontofMaya?Nomzamoisbreathingfire."Mayadoesn'tlieBayede,

whyareweevendoingthisinfrontofpeople?"Onlythenheturnshisheadandlooksatme.He

isnotbotheredbymypresence,heturnsbacktoherandgrabsherhand."Comeon,Iloveyou

andyouknowthat."Hesoundssodesperate."YouhaveThabile,"Nomzamosays.Ineedabowl

ofpopcorn,it'sgoingdown."Ihaveyou,you’vebeeninmyheartalltheseyears,youalsoknow

that.YouarestillpunishingmeforonemistakeZamo?Howlongisitgoingtotakeforyouto

forgiveme?IhavedoneeverythingtoshowthatI'm sorry,”hesays.They'renothittingeach

other,Imustgivethem spacetomakeupifthey'remakingup.Iwonderwheredoesthisleaves

Thabile.Apartofmeknewthatshewasgoingtoendupgettinghurt.OurMamaMadiba,God

giveherstrength.Mayaiscrushedonbed,feariswrittenalloverface.Kidslovegames,Iborrow

hermyphonejusttokeepherbusy.Ihopeshedoesn'topenotherthings,Sosha'sdickisallover

mygallery.FifteenminuteslaterBayedewalksinwiththeevercryingOkholo.Hegivesherto

meandpicksMayaup.Hismoodhasimproved,heiskissinghercheeksandsmiling."Thank

you,"hesays.Inodmyhead."Ididn'tmeantobringthechaosherebutIwasoutofoptions,"he

says.Heowesmeanupdate,I’vebeenlookingaftertheirdaughterallthistime."Soyouand

Nomzamo...?"Iaskliftingupmyeyebrows."You'llbetheVVIPatthewedding."Saywhat?They

aresendingweddinginvitesalready!"Yoh!SonomoreThabile?"Iask."No,Zamoistheone,she

hasalwaysbeen.”I'm happyforthem.Theybothhavedeepvoices,I’m gladtheyhavetalked

throughtheirdifferencesmantoman.Thebakeryisbusythesedays,Soshacomeshomelate.

Onbusydayshetakesthetieoffandjointhebakers.Imissworkbuttheyreplacedmewitha

snobgirlfrom Eshowe.Soshaisagainstmeworking.Heenjoyscominghometohisfiancéand

daughter,that’swhathesays.AsaresultI'm receivingfatallowanceeverymonth.Idon'tpayfor

anythinginthehouse,allmymoneygoesintosavings.Mbusoisgoingtouniversitysoon,Idon't

wanthim tobedifferentfrom otherkids.Okholohadmyskintoneatthebeginningbutasshe

growssheisslowlyresemblingBayede.Sheisgivingmeheadache."Okholoareyoureallygoing

tolooklikeyouruncleandgrandfather?"Iaskher.Sheistwomonthsoldbutweholdserious

conversations.Italkandansweronherbehalf.Wegetalongverywell."NoMommyI'm just

exploringeveryone'slookinthefamily,IwilldecidehowexactlyIwanttolooklikewhenI'm two

yearsold,"shesays.Sheisveryclever,attwoyearsIdidn'tusemybrain."Willyoulooklike

Mommy?Youcan'tlookliketheCeles,especiallynotUncleBayede,"Isay.Someoneclears

throatatthedoor.Ohcrap!Ihopehedidn'thearme.HeusedtolaughwhenItalkedtoOkholo

butnowhehasjoinedthegang.Healsotalkstoher,theonlydifferenceisthathetalkstoherin

hisnormalvoice,hedoesn'tswitchvoiceslikeme.TellmewhyI'm notafamousvoiceactor?

Thenursesstolemyamnioticsac,that'swhy.Myblanketofluck!"Howaremytwofavourite

ladiesdoing?"heasks.Hedidn'thearme,thankGod."WearegoodDaddy,thankforreplyingto

mytexts,"Isaywithafakesmile.HegivesmealightpeckandpicksOkholoup."I'm sorrylove,

mydaywasbusy,”hesays.Toobusytotypeafewwordsorsendavoicenote?Idishupforhim

andbringittothebedroom.Okholoisthecentreofhisworld.Igettoheareverymovementshe

makeswhileonhisarms.Ohsheissighing,sheistryingtosuckherthumb,sheissmilingand



doingthis.Wehaven'thadanyoutbursteversinceOkholocame."DidBayedetellyouwhat

happened?"Iask."Yeah,itwasboundtohappenbuthehascreatedwar.Thabilewon'tletthis

slidejustlikethat.SheandMpumearebirdsofthesamefeather."IhopeBayedewillresolveit

quickly.Toomuchdramahasalreadyhappenedandthereisachildinthepicture.Thereisa

letterofizibizomyfamilygavetheCelesbeforemyfatherdied.ApparentlyBab'omdala

requestedtomakesomechanges,nowthereareseveraladditions.Thereisdouble-doorsfridge,

doublebedandthreegoatsrequested.Allthesethingsbelongtohim.Mylatefather'srequests

alsoneedtobehonoured,andmymotheriswaitingforherwardrobeandexpensivepotstoo.

Soshaisgoingtobebankruptafterthis.Mostthingshavebeenbought,theceremonyisintwo

weeks.Ihavetogohomeforthefirsttimeasamother.Kanyoisdoingpreparationsthatside,

I’m worriedaboutthesum ofmoneysherequestseveryweek.UsuallyhiringatentcostsR1000,

buttheoneshehiredistwotimesthemoney.Mbusosoldtwogoatstohelpwiththemoneyfor

foodanddrinks.Eventhoughmyfatherisnotherethingsarecomingtogether,thefamilyisstill

intact.Igotmydriver'slicenceandcreatedanInstagram account.Iphonedhomeandasked

them toprepareaparkingspaceforme.Ihaven'tdecidedonthesongI’m goingtoplay.

Rihanna-TalkThatTalkwould'vebeennicebutmyneighbourswon'tunderstandaword.Ineed

toplayasongtheywillhearandunderstand,somethinglikeUmfaz'Omnyama-Ngisebenzile.

YesIworkedforthiscar,Ididn'trelaxmyhipsinordertogetit.Sometimesthedevilworks

overtime,itstartsrainingasIapproachNdulinde.Peopleareinsidetheirhouses,theywon'tsee

mycar.WhenIgethomeKanyosuggeststhatwedrivetothetuck-shopwhichisjustaroundthe

corner.I’m thetypicalcarownerinthefamilysoItellhertheroadistoobad,itwilldamagemy

car.MaJalihijacksOkholo,IhavetoborrowherifImissher.It’sNomaguguthis,Nomagugu

that.Ihaven'tforgottenwhatshesaid,I’m keepingfoureyesonher."Yangomuhlecomehere,"

shecallsfrom herrondavel.Okholoisfastasleeponherback.Sheasksmetositonbednextto

her.Ourprivatemeetingsarenevergood,IwonderwhatIhavedone."DidIdosomething

wrong?"Iask.SheputsOkholoonbedbutthelittlejackalopenshereyesandstartscrying.I

didn'tknowshelikedbeingstrappedonthebackthismuch.Butwhatisthisuglyclothshewas

strappedwith?Itakeherandshushherbacktosleep."I'm thinkingofdoingyourfather'sfirst

ceremonyaftermycleansingceremony.Yourweddingmustbeafterit,"shesaysthoughtfully.

Sheneverdiscussthingswithme,I’m agirlandgirlsnevercontributeanythingintodecision-

making."Butyoucandecidewhatyouwanttocomefirst,"shesays.I'm shocked."You'reasking

formyinput?"Iask."Yes."Jesusisaroundthecorner,heiscomingbacktofetchmeandthe

fewothers."Soshawantstogetmarriedsoonbutmyfather'sceremonyisimportantyoucando

itfirst,"Isay.Thingshavechanged,hermindsethaschangedunexpectedly.Ithinksherealises

thatherpastactionswerewrongbutsheistooproudtosaysheissorry.I’m notdwellingonthe

negativity,lifeistooshorttoholdgrudges.I’m thedaughterI'vealwaysbeen,Okholodoesn't

needtowitnesspastfeuds.******Nowadaystheydothesekindsofceremoniesduringtheday

butmyunclesrefused,theywantittobeatnight.Ntandoinsistedondecoratingthetent.

EverythingisbeautifulbutIdon'tthinkitwasnecessary.Izinsizwazendawowon'tsiton

decoratedchairs,theyneedahousecarpetedwithgrasssotheycandoindlamu.Ialsodon't

understandthecake,arewegettingmarried?It’salongceremony,goatshavetobeslaughtered

andcookedatnight.I'm wearingisidwabaandinhlokothatisblackincoloursinceIhaveachild



andit'snotaweddingyet.Sosha'soutfitlookslikeOkholo'sdress,theyweredesignedbyMbali.

Sheissleepingonhisarmsthroughoutthenight.InthemorningtheCeleswantadateforthe

wedding,wehavetogotothetenttowrapthingsup.I'm tired,thecameramanisfollowingme

everywhere.SoshaandIhavesilver-decoratedchairsatthefront.Ihopetherewon'tbemore

speeches,Iwanttobedoneandgotosleep."IhaveaquestionIneedtoaskyou,"hesays

leaningoverme.HecanseehowtiredIam."Canwetalkaboutitlater?"Iask."Nowecan't,"he

says.Thetentisfull,girlsarestillsinginganddancing.Idon’tthinkthisistherighttimefor

whateverquestionhehas.Bayedestandsupandorderssilence.Heiswearingumqhelethe

wrongway,it'sfacingdown.WherewasNomzamowhenhedressedup?Soshatakesthe

microphoneandstandsafewfeetawayfrom me.Thiswasn'tonthememo,whataretheydoing?

"Idon'tcallyoubyyournameunlessI'm mad,"hesays.Ifrown,completelylostonwhatheis

tryingtosay.Thetentisdeadsilent,itfeelsabituncomfortable."MaShengewe'vedone

everythingtogether.ItfeelslikeI'veknownyoufordecades,youhavechangedmeforthebetter.

IjustwanttoaskyouonequestionbeforeIleave,"hesays.Alleyesareonme,Idon'tevenknow

howtoreact.Heshould'veaskedhisquestionprivately."Youloveme,right?"heasks.Heknows

thatIlovehim,what'stheheck?"Myalogiveherthemicrophone,thesepeopledon'tknow

anything.SomemaythinkIforcedyoutobewithme,theyneedtohearitfrom thehorse's

mouth."Thefoolissmiling,everyoneiswatchingme.Icannotbelieveheisdoingthistome.

Myalogivesmethemicrophone,Ihavenochoicebuttosayit."Ilovehim,"Isayinashakyvoice.

Everyoneclaps,NtandoandKanyoarescreaming.Theyarekaakdrunk."Youallheardher,she

lovestheman,"hesayssmilingproudly.Idon'tknowwhenhegotdownonhisknee.Iliterally

scream alongwitheveryone."MaShengewillyoumarryme?"heasks.Weneedtentswithair

conditioners,I'm sweatingandrunningoutofbreath."ButIalreadyacceptedthe..."Hecutsme

shortbyshakinghishead."Theanswerisyesorno?"hesays.Whatisno?I'veneverheardof

thatwordbefore.Whoproposestwotimes?Thethoughtofwalkingaroundwitharockworth

halfamilliononmyfingerbringsmetotears.“YesIwillmarryyou,”Isay.

Chapter17Timeflies,theyearhasendedtoofast.Todayisoneofthemostmemorabledaysof

mylife,matricresultscameouttoday.I’vebeenconcernedaboutMbuso,thisyearwasn'teasy

forhim butguesswhat?HepassedwithBachelorandgottwodistinctions.Heisgoingto

university,it’slikeadream cometrue.Mymotherisagainsthim leavingtheprovincesoheis

goingtoUniversityofZululand.Okholoisnowtocrawling.Thehouseisalwaysupsidedown,

sherearrangeseverythingshebumpsinto.Ilikehowbabieschangelikeweather,shedoesn't

looklikeBayedeanymore,shelookslikemeexceptthatsheisdark.Almosteveryweekthereis

acaseofSabathabeatingacertainboy.Talkingtohim isliketalkingtoastone.TheAfrican

disciplinedoesn'tworkonhim anymore,themorehegetsbeatingathomeisthemorehe

unleashesitonotherboys.Hedoesn'tcareaboutanything,youcan'tpunishhim bytaking

somethingawayfrom him.Unfortunatelywedon'tgroundchildrenhere.Itwon'twork,hehasto

fetchthegoatsandwaterandthat'swhenhemeetshisrivals.Tomorrowwearehaving

Buthelezi'sisihlanguceremony.Bab'omdalaisnotcoming,hehasn'tsethisfoothereinalong



time.Whenmyfatherdiedhethoughthislivestockwillbelongtohim.ToobadMbusoisgrown

andgettingstubbornbytheday.Menarearrivingforthecowslaughtering,amongstthem is

KwenzaMdletshe.Idon'tknowifheistestingmeorwhat.Heisnotwelcomedhere.Iwalkin

thekitchenfuriously."WhoinvitedtheMdletshes?"Iask.Mbusostandsupwithafrownonhis

face."Wherearethey?”heasks."Kwenzaisinsidemyfather'skraal,”Isay.Hegrabsthekitchen

knifefrom AuntJuly'shandandracesoutthedoor.Weareallshocked,AuntJulyisbleeding,

theknifecutherfingers.Ishecrazy?AuntJulyisgoingmoerhim.Thereisnoiserisingbelow

thekitchen."Mbambenibo!"Wepushthroughthedoorandruntowardsthechaos.Kwenzais

ontheground,bloodispouringfrom thesideofhisneck.Thereisamanholdinghim,tryingto

keephim awake."Heneedstogotheclinic,"heshouts.Everyoneturnsandlooksatme.Mycar?

Noways,Icannotrushmyrapisttotheclinic,petrolistooexpensive."Mbusowillgotojail

Yangomuhle,takehim totheclinicplease,”mymothercriesnexttome.Ipushmyfeelings

asideandrushinsidethehouseandtakethecarkeys.Itdoesn'tlookgood,heisgroaninglikea

bull,hisbloodisallovermyseats.Themanisdemandingmetodrivefaster,hekeepschecking

hispulseandmotivatinghim tostayalive.Wegettotheclinicandtheyaretransferringhim to

StangerHospital.It’sreallybad.Thereweremorethan10witnesses,chancesofescapingthe

lawareslim.I'm notgoingtosurviveifhegoestojail.Mbusowhathaveyoudone?The

ceremonyissour,bloodwasspiltinsidetheverysamekraal.Nonumberofappeasinggoats

canmakemeenjoythismeat.Wehaven'tgotanupdateonKwenza'scondition.I’m prayingfor

him,heneedstopullthrough.Icannothavemybrothergotojail,UniZuluiswaitingforhim.

Towardstheendoftheceremonywhenpeoplestarttoleavethepolicecarparksoutsidethe

yard.Mykneesstartshaking,theyarecomingtoarrestmybrother.Hedoesn'tlookshaken,they

throwquestionsathim,heanswersallofthem truthfully.Theytakehim withthem andlockhim

insidethebackofthevan.ThelasttimeIcriedthismuchwasonmyfather'sfuneral.Whyisthis

happeningtomyfamily?KwenzaMdletsheislaidineternalpeaceathishome.Peoplecameout

innumbers,thecemeteryiscrowded.I’m watchingeverythingunderthetreeathome.Ishould

berelievedbutI'm not.Mybrotherisakillerandheisnoteven20yearsold.Heishere,actingas

ifnothingiswrong.Theyreleasedhim afterthreedays.Idon'tknowwhatSoshadid,hemetup

withthepolicecaptainandthenextdayMbusocamehome.It’sonlybeenayearsinceButhelezi

passedonbutalothashappened.Imisshim,hislongcallsandJamludetalk.IfIcanget

anotherchanceI'dlistenandnotcuthiscallswhenhetalksabouthiscows.I'dlethim callwith

freeminutesuntiltheyfinish.Okholocries,Igathermyselfupandgotoher.I’m gettingmarried

inafewweeksbutIhavenoglow,nojoy.Make-upwilldoitsjob."HaveyouseenSabatha?"

Mom asks.Ihaven'tseenSabathasincemorning.IthoughthewaswatchingTVorsomething.

Todayisnotthedaytobeallovertheplace,Kwenzamayhavebeentheonlysoninhisfamily

butwedon'tknowwhathisrelativesarethinking.Theycouldbeplanningrevenge,Sabathaand

Mbusowerewarned.Isearcheverywhereintheyard,heisnothere.ItastethesamefearI

tastedwhenthepolicetookMbuso.It’snotsafeforhim tobewanderingaround.MaybeI

should'vetakenthem toDurbanforalittlewhile.IstrapOkholoonmybackandgotoinform

Mbuso.NowIseetheimportanceofbuyingkidscellphones.Therearenomeansof

communicatingwithhim.WecallBab'omcaneandinform him.Timereads18:45,Sabathais

stillnothome.Heisnotobedientbuthealwaysmakessurethatthegoatsarehomeontime.



Mbusoisgoingcrazy,hewantstogoandlookforhim attheMdletshes.Thelastthingweneed

isbothofthem tobemissing.Theknockcomesthroughthedoor,Bab'omncaneopens.Weall

thinkit'shim butayoungwomanwearingnavyclotheswalksin.Shelooksateveryonecarefully

beforegreeting."Theboyissafebutyou'renot.Leavebefore10pm,you’llmeethim bytheXulu

forest."Whoisshe?Andwhatdoesshemeanbysayingwearenotsafe?Issheconnectedto

theMdletshes?"Mntanamikwenzenjani?"Mymotherisalreadycrying.Sheglancesoutsideasif

sheischeckingifnobodyfollowedher."SisiIaskedtoseeyou,Iguessyoudidn'ttrustme.Ibeg

youalltoleavebefore10pm,I'llmakeaplanfortheboytowaitbytheforest.Bewarned!"There

isnotimetopack,wejusttakewhat'snecessaryandlockthehousesandgetinthecar.

Bab'omncanestaysbehind,hesayshe'dratherhidesomewherenearerthantoleavehis

brother'shomeunguarded.Wewaitalmostanhourbytheforest.Mbusowantstogofetchhim.

Heisthestoryofanotherday,thehumbleboyheoncewasisgone.IusedtothinkIcanfight

withhim,butnotanymore,he'dbeatthecrapoutofme.Eventuallyalittleshadowmakesits

waytowardsthecar.It'shim,weallsighinrelief.Heisnothurtanywhere.Nowordscan

expressmygratitudetoGodandthatwoman.Hesaystheyonlythreatenedhim andvowedthat

theywillgetMbusoandkillhim.Thingshaveturnedfortheworst.TheMdletshesarrivedarmed,

Bab'omncanewaslurkingbythetreeswatchingeverything.Theystabbedtwocowstodeath

andleftmyparents'rondavelburning.Allmyfather'spicturesandclothesburntinside.His

memorywasdestroyedandmymotherisn'ttakingitsowell.Shewantstogobackhometosee

everythingherself.Stronghandsholdmywaist,Iinhalehiscologneandsmile.Hekissesthe

sideofmyneckandasksifI'm okay.Thisisthetimeweshouldbefocusingonourupcoming

weddingpreparationsbutwehaven'tevenbondedproperly.Myfamilyisalwaysindoors,Imiss

him."Doyouwantamassage?"heasks."NoIjustwanttocuddle?”Isay.Lyingonhischest

feelsgood.Foramomentmymindisrelaxed,I'm notthinkingabouttheMdletshesandallthe

what-ifs."Iwanttogoandtalktothem,"hesays."Talktowho?"Iask."TheMdletshes"Heis

crazy!It'snotjusttheMdletshes,it'sthewholecommunity.Thesamepeoplewhowereeating

ourmeatafewweeksagojoinedforceswiththeMdletshesandattackedmyhome.Wellitturns

outhewasseriousaboutgoingtoNdulinde.HeaskedmymotherforInduna'snumberand

calledhim toarrangeameeting.Ithinkhefearsthattheweddingmightnothappenmorethan

hefearsanything.Mymothershouldbehomebusywiththepreparations.Therearesomany

thingsthatneedtobedone.Ntandoshouldbehelpingmegetthingstogetherasthemaid-of-

honourbutsheisbusywithTyler'sjob,theweddingplanner.Weallhavetoattendthemeeting

asIndunarequested.Ididn'tknowMyalowascoming,wefoundhim alreadyhere.It'snoteasy

identifyinghim amongstthesepeople.Heisdressedlikethem,curvedcap,leopardprintedT-

shirtandumblaselotrouser.HeisaZulururalguytrappedinthebusinessworld.Thereare

peoplewhohavebeenfollowingus,theyarewearingall-black.Iwasn'ttoldaboutthem,being

guardedmakesmefeelevenmoreunsafe.ThemeetingisheldatInduna'shomestead.The

Mdletshesaresittingfaroppositeus,hatredisevidentintheireyes.Kwenza'smotherisgiving

mefrequenticystares.Indunarisesandrequestssomesilence.HeintroducesSoshaand

unnecessarilynarrateswhatheisdoingforalivingandhowfamousheis."Celeyourequested

thismeetingsoyouhavetotellthesepeoplewhytheyarehere,"hesaysbeforesittingonhis

woodenchair.MyalowhisperssomethingtoSosha,theytalkforafewminutesbeforehetakes



thestand.Hehasthat'respectme'thing,heisnotintimidatingbutnoteasily-takeneither.His

beardhasgrownbiggerthanthelasttime.Heputshishandupinagreetingmannerandwalks

tothefront."SizwesikaBiyela!"OkayIunderstandwhyhetookover,histongueissmooth.

Soshacantellallthesepeopletofuckoffifhisheadtellshim to.Hedoesn'tmindcallinga

personimfeneorinja.Myaloknowshisstory,hehaseveryone'searsfrom thebeginning."The

previousincidentshavemadeitclearthatpeopleofNdulindetakeviolenceagainstmenmore

seriouslythanthatagainstwomen.I’m notfrom thisareabutIhavebuiltarelationshipwiththe

ButhelezisandBab'Gwalahere.I'm awarethattheButhelezidaughterwasrapedbythelate

KwenzaMdletshewhodiedatthehandsofMbusoButhelezi.Nocasewasopenedagainsthim

duetopersonalreasons,howeverallofyoudiscoveredthetruthlastyear.Nomantookstand

andfoughttherapist.Helivedhereandmingledwithallofyou.Everyonetreatedhim likeasaint,

youallacceptedrape."Heisgettingwarmedup,heispointinghisfingerateveryone."Fathers

aresupposedtoprotecttheirdaughters.YouareallYangomuhle'sfathersunlessiftheblack

communitytraditionshavechanged.It'sfailurefrom allofyouthatresultedina17yearold

stabbingamantodeath.Hetookastandbecausenoneofyoudid.Agroupofmendraggedhis

sister'srapisttohisfather'skraal.Someonemusttellmehehadnorighttobeangry...Please,

oneofyoumuststandupandtellmehedidn't,righthererightnow!”Theyonlycleartheir

throats,nobodysaysaword.HelooksatKwenza'smotherandmymotherandfrowns.Nowhe

isintimidating,heisnolongertheever-sohumbleNazarethguywholovessamp."Omama

besizwe!Howdoyoudothatbomama?Howdoyoukeepquietandletabafokazanedoasthey

pleasewithyourdaughters?Whoisgoingtoprotectyounggirlsifourfathersandmothersare

likethis?"heasks.Ifeelahotlumpforminginmythroat.Idon'twanttocry,I'm overit.He

shakeshisheadasiftherealitydisturbshim."Ithinkyouallhavetheanswer,theansweris

him,"hesayspointingatMbuso."Heisnotattheageofprotectingwomenbutbecauseyouare

allFAILUREShetooktheresponsibility,”hesays.Mbusohisses,hedoesn'tcareaboutthis

meeting.Hesaidheisnotsorry,andthatistheattitudehebrought.IftheyweredogsI'dsay

theyhavetailstuckedbetweentheirlegs.InZulutheysayinkukhuinqunyweumlomo.

Macingwaneisnotdone,heburstseachandeverybubble.Nobodyexpectedthismeetingto

turnoutlikethis.Indunawillrebuildthehousethatwasburnt,anyonewhodarestocomenear

Mbusowillbedealtwithbythecommunityatlarge.Thecowswillbepaidbackbyeveryonewho

wasinvolved.It’ssafeformyfamilytoreturnhome.Lifeisbacktonormal.Iwantedabeach

wedding,itlooksgoodonTVbutmyuncleputhisfootdown.Thebloodyseatookmygreat-

grand-father,andforthathehatesanythingassociatedwiththesea.SoI'm gettingmarriedat

theColisheenEstateinBallito.Tyleroutdidhimselfineverything,hedefinitelyoutdidSosha's

bankaccounttoo.I’m notgettinganythingdonewithhim callingevery10minutes.Abeautiful

bridetakestime,heneedstochill.NtandoisoverthemoonlikeDonald."DoIneedtotakethe

weaveoff?It'snotfairthatIlookmorebeautifulthanthebride,”shesays.Atleastshestill

remembersthatsheisnotthebride."StopbeingcrazyandcometakeonelastselfiebeforeI

becomeMrswhat-what,"Isay.Sherollshereyesandsmiles.IfeellikeI'm abouttotransform

intoanewperson.Wetakemorethantenselfies."Don'tforgettoincludemeinyourspeech,"

shesays."AndwhoshouldIsayyouare?"Iask.Shestartsremindingmehowshepersuaded

metogiveSoshaachance.Inshort,thisweddingishappeningbecauseofher.Althoughsheis



pettyasshesaysitbutsheismynumberonehumanbeing.Shemademostthingspossible."I

loveyoubabe,"Isay.Shesmilesandholdsmyhand."Tilldeathdousapart,"shesays.We

embraceinatighthugthatisdisturbedbyKanyo.Sheisabridesmaid,therewasnootherway,

shehadtobeone.Sheissober,make-uplooksgoodonher,sheisbeautiful.Wehavetogo,the

carshavearrived.AuntJulyisalreadyshouting,callingusizinokwe.Sheiswearinghermaroon

two-piece.Thecolourofthedayisteal,whiteandblushpink.Iwisheveryonecompliedwithit

butthisishertwo-pieceofluck,therewasnonegotiatingwithher.Wegatherforasmallprayer.

Itfeelslikeasend-offmoment,fearoverwhelmsme.Everyonewalksout,leavingmewith

MaJaliandOkholoonherhip."YouareagoodmotherYangomuhle,Ihavenodoubtsthatyou

willmakeagoodwifeattheCeles.I'm proudofyoueventhoughIdidn'tcontributetoyour

growth.I'm sorryforeverything,”shesays.Iforgaveherlongtimeagobuthearingtheapology

comingfrom hermouthwarmsmyheart.Yesshewasn'tthebestmotherbutsheisthebest

grandmothertoOkholo."It'sokayJali,Iforgaveyou,"Isay."Nowyouremindmeofyourfather."

Ididn'tknowhecalledherJalibutwhatdoIknow?Iwasn'twiththem inthemiddleofthenight.

Mbusowalksin...Am Ievergoingtoleave?"Hhayiumkhwenyanaiswaiting,"MaJalicomplains.

Heignoresherandlooksatme.Hewantstosaysomething."AfewminutesMa,"Isay.She

saysweonlyhavetwominutesandwalksout.Ibetthegirlsaregettingirritatedoutside."What

isitbrother?"Iask.Herubshishandstogetherandtakesaloudbreath.Gosh,weneedtogo

downtheaislein10minutes.Heiswearingatuxedo,onlynowIrealisethatmybrotherisnot

theboyanymore,heisayoungman."Soyou'releaving?"heasks.Nonono!Heiscrying.

"MbusoI'm gettingmarried,notdying,"Isay.Hewipeshiseyesandpullshimselftogether."It's

toosoon,butthereisnevergoingtobetherighttimeanyway.Iwishyouthebestofluck,don’t

forgetthatyouhaveahome.You’vebeenagoodsister,nowyoushouldfocusonOkholoand

Sbari.Iwilltakecareofeverything,youdeserveabreak."Howishegoingtotakecareof

everything?"YouhavetofocusonyourbooksMbuso,don’tworryaboutMaandSabatha,"Isay.

Hepullsmeforahugandputshishandsonmyshouldersandstaresatme.Ihaven'tnoticed

thelittlebeardgrowingonhischin.Whyishegrowingsofast?"I'm notpursuingmystudies

anymore,MnqobifoundconnectioninJohannesburg,theywantpetrolattendantsformajor

petrolstations."Isthisajoke?I'm gettingmarriedforgoodness'sake,thisismymoment.IfI

havetofindoutthatmybrother,whom Isavedeverycentforhistuitionfeesisbecominga

petrolattendant,canitbenextweekatleast?"Mymindismadeup,responsibilitiesdon'tallow

metofollowmydreams.I'm sorryfordisappointingyou,Iloveyoumorethanyouknow,"he

says.Iclosemyeyesandpusheverythingaway.Iwilldealwithitlater."Iloveyoutoo,"Isay.He

smileswithreliefandhugsmeonemoretime."Let'sgobeforeSbariloseshismind,"hesays.I

bethehaslostitalready."MustIliftthisthingup?"heasks.This'thing'isthetailofthedress.

"Yesmoron,"Isay.Helaughsandliftsitup."OkaaayMaShenge."HeismimickingSosha.We

areverylate,almost20minuteslate.Mayatakesherbasketandwalkson,throwingflower

petalsonthecarpet.Shelookslikealittleangel."Shelookslikeyou,"Mbusowhispers.My

stomachisinknots,myrun-awayspiritisreviving.Idon'tevenreplytohiscomment.He

tightenshishandaroundmeasifheisgivingmesomestrength.Theinstrumentsstarts,there

isnoturningback.Reliefandtearsoverwhelm him whenheseesmewalkingdowntheaisle.

Myalotapshisshoulderinmotivation,heisthebestman.Theyarewearingtealtuxedos,Sosha



iswearingawhiteoneandblushpinkshirt.Helooksdazzlingwithalowfadecutandtidy

growingbeard.HemeetsushalfwayandshakesMbuso'shand.Hegivesmyhandalittle

squeezeandwhispersacompliment.We'vealreadygiveneachotherourhearts.I’vetoldhim all

thatisinmyheart.Imadevowslongtimeago,nowit'sonlyamatterofmakingthem infrontof

everyone.Heislookingatmyeyeslikehehasneverseenmebefore.Idon'thearhalfofthe

thingsthepastorissaying,myeyesaregluedtohim.MrSmartypantsherewearetoday,vowing

toloveeachotherinfrontof150people.Yeswearehere,finally."Intheimperfectworldwe

havefoundhappiness,wemadeitthroughstormsandhurricanes.Ifanyonetoldmetruelove

existedbeforeImetyou,Iwould'veabruptlytoldthem itdoesn’t.Ibelieveditwasabookthing,

wecanonlyliveitthroughimaginations.ButyoucameinmystoreandchangedeverythingI

thoughtIknew.Ifeelblessedbeyonddeserving,Godhasfoundmeaperfectmatch.OnlyHim

cantakemeawayfrom you.Youarebelovedfrom thebottom ofmyhearttotheendofmylife.

Youandeverythingthatisyours,Iwillcherishandrespecttilldeathdousapart.”Hisvowsare

perfect,Ihopehehonourseveryword.Myheartisbeatingoffmychest.Allthesepeoplehave

theirearssharpenedjusttohearusvowingtoeachother.No,notallofthem,somecametosee

ifnobodyisstoppingthewedding.Withmyratchet,brandy-drinkingcousinnexttomeIdon't

thinkthatpersonwouldmakeittotheparkingareaalive."SoshaJustinCele,Istandinfrontof

youtodaytoletyouandeveryoneinthisvenueknowthattheloveIhaveforyouisunconditional

andeternal.Ipromisetorespectandloveyouthroughthickandthin.Ipromisetoalways

supportyou,insicknessandinhealth.WhereveryougoIwillbethereholdingyourhand,Iwill

loveyoutilldeathdousapart,"Isay.Itfeelslikewe'vealreadywalkedhalfofthejourney,we

exchangetheringsandhaveourfirstkissashusbandandwife.I'm officiallyMrsYangomuhle

Cele.OurfirstdancesongisBlackCoffee-StuckInYourLove.Ihaven'tlostallthepregnancy

weightduetolazinessbutmybodystillmoveswiththebeat.Kanyoisoverdoingitthough,there

isnoneedtotwerkforMlando.UmabotakesplaceinBab'Cele'shouseinRichard'sBay.He

doeslookhappyforachange,Soshaisthefirstsontogetmarriedinthefamily.Ican'tsaythe

sameaboutIndia,she’sbeensourthewholetime.Weareleavingassoonaseverythingisdone.

I’m freakin'tired,Ineedbedandmyhusband."Mam'Cele..."Thepersonistalkingtome.It

soundsstrange,Ifeellikeawomanwhosellstomatoes."Youlookgorgeousmylady,"shesays.

SheiswearingXhosatraditionalattire,shelooksbeautifulasalways.Thingshavebeenhectic,

wehaven'ttalkedinawhile.IheardshemovedinwithBayede,hemightbesendingilobolosoon.

I’m theVVIPatthatweedingsoIcan'twait."Thankyou,youlookbeautifulaswell,"Isay."Itried,

Ntandotoldusuglyguestswillbekickedout."Ilaugh,Ntandoiscrazy."Ihavepavedthewayfor

you,youneedtojoinmesoon.Ican'thandlethemonster-in-lawsalone,"Isay."Marriageneeds

patiencemygirl,staypatientnomatterwhathappens,"shesays.Irollmyeyes,shesoundslike

thosewomenwhowereadvisingme.Yes,IknowI'llneedtobepatientinthismarriagehowever

thecoreofitshouldbelovenotpatience."Areyougoingtofollowinthefootprintsofthe

world'sgreatestcouple?"Iask.Shesmilesandshrugshershoulders."Bayedewilldecideifhe

wantsustogetmarried."Heishereandheheardus.Heholdsherwaistandaskswhyhisname

isonhermouth.Heissmiling,clearlyamusedbyit."Don'tsneakonmelikethatBabakaMaya,"

shesays.Hertonehaschanged,sheisalmostwhispering.Heholdsheragainandkissesthe

sideofherface.Hedoesn'tcareaboutpeoplewatching.Theyenduppullingeachotheroutof



thehouse,probablygoingtothecarforaquickie."Whydidn'tImeethim first?"Kanyothough!

SheisdowngulpingFlyingFish.Wehadanagreementthatshewasn'tgoingtodrinkuntil

everythingwasdonebuthereweare.Yolandaisrollinghereyes,sheisnotawarethatI'm

watchingher.Idon'tknowwhysheissittingwithus,sheshouldbewithAmandaandZolile.She

wasinvitedbythegroom'ssidenotus.Sheisnotevenuseful,shehasbeenonthephone

textingthewholetime.Ilovedeverypartofmyweddingexceptthis'ukuhlanganiswakwendlu'

thing.Iunderstandthepurposebehindit,butmysideofthefamilyisbeingpuredisgusting.

Bab'omncaneiscallingspadeaspade,I’m evenembarrassedtohavehisDNA.Heemphasises

thatSoshaownsmyvaginaandthatImustbearhim children.Therearefewthingsbeingsaid

tohim asthehusband.It'slikethismarriageissolelymyresponsibility.Theyallshakemyhand

andsaytheirlastwordsbeforeleaving.It’snoteasyholdingbacktears,Mbusolooksshattered.

"IwillmissyouasaButhelezi,allthebestMrsCele,"hesaysandembracesmeinawarm

brotherlyhug.Sabathadoesn’tlookbothered,heremindsmetosendhim dataandleaves.

"SthandwaI'm leaving,"Nomzamosayswalkingin.Weareinourroom,havingourhusband

&wifecuddle.SoshawantedustoleavetodaybutMyaloopposedtheideaandsaidIshould

spendatleastonenightinthepresenceoftheCeleancestors."Whyareyouleavingsosoon?"

Soshaasksher."Yourbrother's36thbirthdayisnextweek,Ihavesomethingbigtoplan.”Yoh,

nowwehavetobuyexpensivegiftsforthedoctor."Someonemustwatchandlearn,goplan

sisi,"hesays.Ilaughandlookathim."I'm notplanningbigthingsforanyone'sbirthday.IfIget

youamugdesignedwitharedheartbegrateful.""Idon'tlikemugs,"hesays."Whatdoyoulike?"

Iask.Nomzamolaughsinherdeepvoice."Youdon'tevenknowwhathelikes?Lordforgives.

AnywayI'm leaving,pleaselookafterMayaforme,thesepeoplecannotbetrusted,"shesays.

"Don'tworry,wewilllookafterher,"Isay.Sheblowkissesandwalksout.Inunuengafiisher,

justwhenThabilethoughtshehadBayedesheresurfacesandtookhim away.Soshalocksmy

handinhisfingersandgivesmeapassionatekiss."Ifeellikeacompletemanmkami,"hesays.

Mkamisoundsnice,heshouldcallmethiseveryday.NowIcancookstewinthefamily

gatheringsand…..........Gunshots!!!!!"Whatishappening?WhereisOkholo?"Iscream.He

pushesmeasideandrushesout.Thegunfirednotsofar,it'snotsafeformetoleavethisroom,

Ijustpraythatmydaughterissafe.Peoplestartscreaming,therearecarsspeedingoff.

Somethingbadhashappened,Icannotsitherenotknowingwhatitis."Zamohdon'tdothis!"It's

Bayede,heisholdingNomzamoonhislap.Sheisheavilybleeding,hisshirtisnowsoakedin

blood.Heisbegginghertowakeup."Whoshother?"Myvoiceistrembling."Thecarparked

nexttoherandfiredshotsthroughthewindow,nobodysawwhoitwas,"Yolandasaysflatly.

Thiscannotbehappeningaftermywedding.Sheneedstostayalive,wecannotloseher.

"Bayedesheisgone,"saysoneoftheelders.Bayedelooksupwithtearsrollingdownhisface

andshakeshishead."Shecannotbe,Zamovuka!"Mykneesareslowlyfailingme,holdingback

tearsisimpossible.Wait........Maya???WithmylastdropofenergyIdragmyselfinsidethe

houseandlookforher.Mostpeoplearegatheredatthescene.Ihopesheissafe.Sheisinthe

kitchencornerwithotherkids,theireyesarebulgingout,theyheardthegunshots.Shehas

Okholoonherlap."Areyouguysokay?"Iaskinabreakingvoice.Shenods,feariswrittenall

overherface."ButGogoisnotokay,"shesays."WhichGogo?”Iask."Gog'Molefe.”Ihaven't

seenhersincemorning.Isshesick?Ihearsomeonevomitinginoneofthebathroomsand



makemywaythere.Sheislyingontheflooronapoolvomitandblood."Mawhat'swrong?"I

ask,panicking."It'sBayede...It'shim MaShenge."Whatonearthisgoingon?"Hedid

something...TellBab'CelethatBayedehas..."Iwaitforhertofinish.WhatdidBayededoand

whatmustItellBab'Cele?Shecan'tcontinue,sheisshaking,hereyesarerollingbackwards.

"Ma?India?India?"Sheisdeadtoo.

Chapter18It'saveryhotSaturday,youcanputapanoutsideandfryanegg.It'sevenhotter

insidethetentandpeoplearenotcuttingtheirlongspeeches.Eachfamilymemberhas

somethingtosayabouttheirbeloveddaughter.Everyonehasacceptedthatsheisgone,except

Bayede.Heisawalkingzombie,Idon'tknowhowit'spossibleforsomeonetolosesomuch

weightwithinaweek.Heisturningthirty-sixtoday,weshouldbecelebratinghisbirthdaybutwe

arehere,buryingtheloveofhislife.Heiscalledatthefronttosayhislastwords.Ithoughthe

wouldn’tmakeitbutheistherewithapieceofpaperinhishand.SoshaandMlandoare

standingwithhim."Sthandwasamiwhy…?”Thisisnotgoingtogowell.Heistearingfrom the

beginning.AmandagrabsMayaandwalksoutwithher.Shecannotseeherfatherlikethis."You

saidyouhaveabigsurpriseformetoday,surelyyoudidn'tmeanthis.IfIhadknownthatyou

wouldleavemeIwould'vemadeeffortstomakethingsrightbetweenussooner.Inever

stoppedlovingyouandithauntsmetoknowthatIdidn'tgiveyouloveinsomeyearsofyourlife.

Idon'tknowhowtolookatMayaintheeyes,shekeepsaskingwhenyou'recomingbackfrom

thehospitalandIdon'tknowwhattosaytoher.Howam Igoingtoraiseheralone?IwishIcan

singalongwitheveryoneinthistentandsay‘KulungileBaba’butakulunganga.It'snotOKAY,my

heartisbleeding,ithurts...."Heburieshisfaceandletshistearspourout.Theytrytopullhim

awaybutheisnotdone.Hekneelsinfrontofhercoffin,herpictureissmilingathim."Goodbye

mylove,don’tforgetmeandourdaughter.Iloveyouwithallmyheart.Youarenotgonefrom

myheart.Iloveyouevenwhenyou'reinheaven…Happybirthdaytome."IthoughtIwasdone

crying,tearsmaketheirwaydownagain.Iwalkoutofthetentforsomefreshair.Imistakenly

bumpmyheadintosomeone.HeapologisesasIgroaninpain."Uxolonkosazane."Hesounds

genuinelysorry.Ilookuptotellhim hewasnotwrong....WTH!Aremyeyesokay?I'm lookingat

Mbusoinhislatetwenties.Helooksexactlylikehim.Sunkeneyes,misalignedteethandsharp

ears.Theyareidenticalineverything,it’salmostunbelievable."Areyouokay?"heaskswitha

frown."Youlooklikemybrother.Whoareyou?"Iask.Heislost,maybehethinksI'm a

madwoman."I'm MmeliMathonsi,Ihopeyoudidn'tgethurt,"hesaysandwalksinsidethetent

followingagroupofyoungmenfetchingthecoffin.Atthecemeterymyeyesareonhim.Heis

breakingthewoods,doingeveryfreakingthinglikeMbuso.WearenotrelatedtotheMathonsis,

thisisaweirdcoincidence.InthecarSoshaasksabouthim,healsonoticedhim.Apartofme

wantstoknowmoreabouthim.MyfatheronceworkedinJohannesburg,weallknowhowthey

behavedwhentheywereawayfrom home.Thereisalsoanotherdeathinthefamily,thefuneral

isnextweek.Iwastoldwewon'tattendit.Ihaven'ttoldanyonethatIwastherewhenIndiadied,

everyonethinksshediedinthebathroom alone.Tshitshiisshattered.Theysayshespends



mostofherdayslockedinsideherroom.Bab'Celewantsclosureonhiswife'sdeath,sadlythe

doctorscan'tfigureoutwhatkilledher.Wecannothaveourhoneymoonyet,alotishappening.

SoshacannotleaveBayedeinthestateheisin,heneedsoursupportmorethanever.Maya

recentlymovedinwithus,shedoesn'tunderstandwhat'sgoingonbutsheknowsthather

motherisinheaven.Neverthelesswedoneedtocelebrateourunion,evenifit'sjustaweekend

getaway.OnIndia'sfuneraldayweleaveforBergville.I’m alittlesadforTshitshi,shesurely

neededherbrothersnexttoherbutIwastoldsheknowsthestory.WeareinMontusiMountain

Lodge,forashortwhileweareforgettingabouttheworldanditstroubles.MayaandOkholoare

withNtando,shevolunteeredtolookafterthem."Doyourememberwhatyourunclesaid?"he

asks.Mymemoryisn'tthatfresh,thatmansaidalotofthings."Aboutwhat?"Iask."Babies,”he

says.Okholoisnoteventalkingshedoesn'tneedasibling.Iputmyrobeonandwalkoutto

enjoynatureoutside.Idon'thavetimetotalkaboutbabies.Thisplaceisgreen,thegrasslooks

yummyformyfather'scows.Hefollowsme.Isighashisarmswraparoundmywaist."Married

peopletalkMaShenge,”hesays."IknowSosha,"Isay.Heturnsmearoundandforcesmeto

lookathim."Idon'twanttohaveanotherbabyyet,"Isay.Heliftsmyhandtolipsandplantsa

kissonit."IdowantanotherbabybutIrespectyourdecision."Wow,Ididn'texpecthim to

understandthiseasily.MaybeinayeartocomeIwillgivehim anotherbaby,Okholoisstill

youngfornow."Doyouthinkwewillgetcaughtifwehavesexbehindthatbush?"Iask.Hiseyes

widen,hethinksI'm foolingaround.Ireallywanttohaveinappropriatesex.Idon'thavenine

liveslikeacat,YOLO.Wetakethecameraandwalkaroundthebush,takingpictureslike

tourists.Whenweareoutofsightwedropourunderwearsandgetintoaction.Wewalkbackto

ourgardensuitelikenothinghappened,mypantyisinsidehispocket.Weareenjoyingthe

capponmagrounderthemorningsunrise,weareanItaliancoupleafterall.Ourmenuconsists

ofrisottos,gelatosandfocaccias.Ihaveadjustedtotheseeatingcircumstances.Ifyou'reinthe

CelesyoueatwhattheCeleseat.IeatfoodthatIcan'tevenpronounce.Maybeit’stimeItell

him thetruth."IsawIndiadie,shetalkedtome,"Isay.Hestopseatingandlooksatme.The

elementoffearisflickeringinhiseyes."Whatdidshesay?"heasks."ShesaidBayededid

somethingtoherandaskedmetellBab'Cele."Hedoesn'tlooksurprised,hedoesn'tevenfakeit.

Hejustasksifanyonesawus.Hedoesn’ttellmewhattodowiththeinformation,butIknowI

havetokeepitinmychest.Bayedemayhaveusedhismedicineexpertiseinappropriately.I

wonderifthelittlebottleIsawinhiscupboardiswhatkilledIndia.Iwishthingshappenedsome

othertime,notafterourweddingday.OuranniversarywillalwayscomewithpaintoBayedeand

Bab'Cele.Thebakeryisdoingwell,moneyisnotaproblem inthishouse.Aspermyrich

housewife'suselessnessIsigneduptobabyclasses.Soshaisnotinterestedinattending.He

saysparentingcomesnaturallytohim,hedoesn'tneedclasses.FineI'm here,therearebabies

cryingallover.Theirwhitemothersdon'tknowwhattodowithoutnannies.Thereisababywho

hasbeencryingnonstop,herIndianmotherispacingupanddowntryingtocalm her.Sheis

youngerthanOkholo,maybesheisteething."Issheteething?"Iaskher."Yes,theygaveme

somethingatthepharmacybutit'snotworking."Shame,shesoundsfrustrated.Butwhydidshe

comeherewithasickbaby?Sheisdisturbingus,wepaidtocomedonothinghere.Bytheway

sheshouldtryotheroptions."Makeherthenecklacewithakey,"Isay.PoorIndian,sheislost.

"Howisthatgoingtohelp?"Sheasks."Shewon'tgetsickeverytimesheisteething,"Iexplain.



I'm adoctor,Ihealbabysicknessesandoldignorantmothers.Onedayshewillthankmewitha

fewsamoosas.Okhololovestheclasses.ItakeavideoofhersingingandforwardittoSosha.

Shegivesmeahardtimewhenit'stimetoleave.OhBayedeisherewithMaya.Helooksabit

okaytoday.IgreetandtakeMayawithmeupstairs.ItdawnstomethatIhaven'tcheckedon

Mbusothelastthreedays.HeleftforJohannesburgwithhisfriend,Mnqobi.Theygotthejob

butcouldn'tfindadecentplacetostay.Hefinallyanswersaftertwotrials."Whyisthephonenot

beingansweredMbuso?""ButI'm speakingtoyousisi,"hesays.HeisannoyingbutI'm happyto

hearhisvoice."Howareyou?"Iask."I'm good,thanksfortheapartment."What?"Apartment?"I

ask."Theoneyouguysfoundforme,theneighbourhoodisabitboringbutIgettoworkeasily."

Idon'tknowanythingaboutapartments.Soshaisstartingtodothingsformyfamilybehindmy

back.I’m gratefulbutitwould'vebeenbetterifhetalkedtomefirst.I’m tryingmybesttohelp

whereIcan.ThebestwayisifhetakescareofmeandItakecareofmyfamily.Bayedeknocks

andasksifhecancomein.HegotawaywithkillingIndia.Onothernews,theprimesuspectfor

Nomzamo'smurderismissing.ThabileZwane,shewaslastseenthedaybeforeNomzamo's

funeral.Herfamilydoesn'tknowwheresheis.Iknewshewasheartbrokenbutdidn'texpecther

tokillforaman.Hewalksinandstandsbythewindow."Howareyoudoing?"heasks."I'm fine,

howareyouholdingup?"Iask."I'm notsurebutI'm stillhere,breathingandwalking.”Finding

outwhowasbehindNomzamo'sdeathmust'vekilledhim more.Heispartlythereasonwhyshe

died.Hadhemadehismindupanddidn’tplaytwowomennoneofthiswould'vehappened."I

heardyouwantedtoknowaboutMmeli,"hesays.Ifrown."Who?""Theguywholookslikeyour

brother,"hesays.OhnowIrememberhim."Doyouknowhim?"Iask."NotexactlybutZamo

knewhim.Hewasleftbyhismotherwhenhewastwoyearsold.Hestayswithhisauntand

uncle.HewasagoodfriendwithZamo,shetalkedabouthim alot."Mothers!Ithinkour

generationisbetter,we’veseenmanysimilarcasesonKhumbul'Ekhaya.Theydumpedbabies

andwenttolookformarriagesandneverlookedback."Ithoughtmyfatherhadachildhedidn't

tellusabout,heoncestayedinJohannesburgforsomeyears,”Isay."Ifit'snotyourmother,"he

says.That'simpossible,mymotherisallthingsbutshe’dneverdumpandforgetherownchild.

ItcouldbeacoincidencethattheguylookslikeMbuso.Godmust'verunoutofideasand

copiedMbuso."You'rereallygoodwithhim,"hesays.IguessheisreferringtoSosha."Heis

goodwithmeaswell,”Isay.Hechucklesandnodshishead."Youcansaythatagain,yourlove

isbeautifulandunique.Ihopeitlasts,andnotevendeathcomesbetweenyou."Heisjust

puttingabravefaceforMaya'ssake.Nothingcanmakehim forgiveNomzamo'sdeath.He

tucksOkholoinhisarm andpullsMaya.Sheishisreasonforliving.Hisonlyhope.*****Thereis

anurgentmeetinginBriardenecalledbyAmandaMcKenzie.Shedidn'tsayalotofthings,just

thatImustbearmedtothetooth.Iputonmytracksuitandsneakersandgetinthecarand

makemywaythere.Sheisonhertightleggingsandhard-boots.Angerislividonherfaceas

shepacesupanddowninNtando'slounge."Whodidwhat?"IaskassoonasIsitonthecouch.

"Mpumehappened,”shesays.Ohwhathasthatbitchdone?Ithoughtweburiedherchapterin

ourlives."IsSoshainvolved?"Ican'thelpbutask.Ntandolaughs,IknowthatshethinksI'm

beinginsecure.AnythingispossiblewiththatMpume.Amandaisgrittingherteeth,I'venever

seenherthisangry."SheisfuckingSphelelebehindmyback.Shecouldn'tevenuseacondom

andnowsheispregnant."OhmyItalian-eatinghusband!Whatonearthishappening?Thisis



beyondus,itneedsasangomainvolved."ButyoucannotattackapregnantwomanAmanda,"

Ntandosays."IwelcomedthatbitchinmylifeandbeggedSoshaeverytimehedumpedher

jigglingass,nowsheistakingmyman?That'sthelastthingNtando,thelastthing!"It'scrazy

howshecheatedonhim andabortedhisbabybutnowthatthetablesareturnedshewantsto

killsomeone.AnywayI'm notgoingtomissafightifthereisone,Igetinthecarwiththem and

preparemyselfforaliveWrestleMania.OhholyShepard!Heiswithher.Theyarelovey-dovey

onthecouch.Amandagetsinwithaflyingkick.MpumescreamsandhidesbehindSphelele.He

isbluntlytakingMpume'ssideandtreatingAmandalikeusedteabag.I'm shockedbyhis

reaction.IsthistherightSphelele?Maybeit'shistwin.Onourwaybackwehavetocomfortthe

hystericalAmanda.Ididn'tknowshecaredthismuchabouthim.WeendupinBriardene

watchingasadAmericanmovieanddrinking.Idon'tknowwhattimeitis,butI'm happyand

drunk.DidIsayhappy?YesI'm happyanddrunk.Happyanddrunk!"HelloSweetHome!"Iyell

from thedoor.Hubbyappearslookinghandsomemorethanever.Iwhistleandmeethim half

way.Hedoesn’tlookhappywhenI'm closer.Infactheisavolcanowaitingtoexplode."Whyare

yousougly?Whathappened?"Iask,tryingnottolaugh."Wherewereyou?"heasks.OhIwentto

somanyplaces,wheredoIevenstart?Okayletmeconcludeeverything."I'm happyanddrunk,"I

say.Heraiseshiseyebrowsandasksmetorepeat.Idon'tswallowmywordsbeforemyneckis

inhisgrip.Whatishisproblem?"Youleftmydaughteralonetodowhat?"heroars.Ifight,

scratchhisarmsandkick.Ijustwanttobreakfreebutthatseemstoinfuriateshim more.Ahot

clapmeetsmycheek.Nohedidn't!Heiswearingonlyboxers,Igrabhisbottom frontand

squeezeasmuchasIcan.Heslapsmeuntilhisstrengthrunsout.MynoseisbleedingbutI

won'tletgoofhisballs,Idon'tknowwhathemightdotome."O-kho--lo!"Hewhispersandfalls

onthefloorwithhiseyesshut.Nowheisbarelybreathing.Mydaughter'simagestartsflashing

onmymind.Irunupthestairwayandgotohernurseryandlockthedoor.Whatdidjusthappen?

Ican'tfeelmyrightcheek,bloodisrunningdownmynose.Thereisacommotiondownstairs,I

heardacardrivinginafewminutesago.Ihopeheisnotdead."MaShengeopenthedoor."It's

Myalo'svoice.Soshaisabeastwhenheisangry,Icannottaketheriskofopeningthisdoor."I

knowyou'rehere,pleaseopenthedoor,"hesays.Lordheisnotgoingtoleave.Igathermyself

upandgounlockthedoor.Hewalksinandclosesthedoorbehind."Whathappenedhere?”"I

don'tknow.”"You'rehurtMaShenge,weneedtotakeyou........."Ishakemyhead,Idon'twantto

goanywhere."I'm nothurt,Iwillbefine,"Isay.Hewalkscloserandliftsmyfaceup.He

grimacesashewipesthebloodoffmyface."BayedeiswithSosha,I'm disappointedinyou

two,"hesays.Idon'tknowwhathewantsmetodo.Crymaybe?"Hemaybeseriouslyinjured,

youtouchedhisdangerouspart,"hesays.Therearesomanycasesofwomenbeingkilledby

theirpartners,Iwon'tdiewhiletryingtosearchforanear.I'm alwayshome,doingeverything

andwaitingforhim tocomehome.OnelousynightawayandI'm gettingbeatenforit?Iwas

onlydefendingmyself,I’m notstrongenoughtoslaphim.Heistakentothehospitalduetothe

swellingaroundhisscrotum.Bayedeleaveswithhim,Myalostayswithme.Heisblamingme

butfeelingsorryatthesametime.Mycheekisswellingandaffectingmyrighteye."Youcan

leaveMyaloI'm fine,"Isay."MustItakeOkholowithme?Shecan'tseeyoulikethis,”hesays.I

packOkholo'sbagandtakeittohiscar.WhenI'm surenooneisinsidethehouseIsinkonthe

floorandcry.Wesaidwewillneverhurteachother.Whatiswrongwithhim?WhatifIdamaged



hisprivatepart?Ican'tbringmyselftogocheckhim atthehospital,Igetupdatesfrom Bayede.

Hewasinjuredbutnopermanentdamagewasdone.Idon’tknowwhatheisgoingtodowhen

hecomesbackandIdon'twanttofindout.It'sbeenalongtimesinceIlasttravelledinataxi,

todayI'm inYMCAtakingonetoMandeni.Nowpeoplerecognisemefrom thestreets,I’m

gettingeyeseverywhere.Mymom isinthegarden,whensheseesmesheputsthehoedown

andmeetsmehalfway."KwenzenjaniYangomuhle?"sheasks."Ijustmissedhome,”Isay.She

frownsandlooksaround."Whereisthecar?"sheasks.Ilieagainandsayit'sgoneforaservice.

Shedoesn'tquestionfurther,shepicksherhoeandwalkswithustothehouse.Shekeeps

lookingatmefunnily,shesuspectsthatsomethingiswrong."Isumkhwenyanaokay?"sheasks.

"Yesheisokay,"Isay.WhenI'm homeitautomaticallybecomesmyturntocookeveryday.She

takesOkholoandshowsherofftotheneighbourswhileIcooklunch.Soshaisbeingdischarged

todayandhewon'tfindmehome.Iwonderifthatwillsaddenhim orrelievehim.Theweekends,

Ihaven'treceivedacallnortextfrom him.I’m scaredtocalleitherMyaloorBayedetocheck

howheisdoing.Okholoismissinghim,shehasbeencalling'Dada'everyday.EventuallyItold

mymotherwhatwentdown,nottheentiretruth,ItoldheraboutthefightandSoshaendingup

inhospital.Shedidn'tsayanythingbutdeepdownIknowthatsheistakinghisside.Ntando

callsonaWednesdayevening,alittlebirdhastoldherthattheCelesarecomingtofetchme.I

wakeupearlyandcleantheyard.Mylifeiswaytoodramatic.Ishouldn'thaveleftinthefirst

place,nowmyfamilyissubjectedintomeetingswithfancypeople.TheyarriveinBayede'scar,

Soshaiswiththem.AssoonasOkholoseeshim shestartscrying.Theselittlecreaturesare

hypocrites.Themeetingistense,nobodylookshappy."Sondiya,whyareyougivingusyour

daughterandtakeheragain?"Sosha'suncleasks.Bab'omcanegivesmealook,Iknowdeep

downhewantstokickmyass."Shedidn'tjustcomeback,stayingwithyoursonwasn'tsafe,"he

replies.ForamomentIthoughthe'dtakeSosha’sside."Mysonistheonewhoendedupin

hospital,howisshetheonewhoisnotsafe?"Thisuncledoesn'tevenknowOkholo'ssecond

name,I’m surprisedtoseethiscaringsideofhim.HeisoneofthoseAvanza-drivinguncleswho

gettendersleftandrightbutneverassistanyoftheirrelatives.Heisalwaysmakingthe

headlines,butwherewashewhenSoshaneededhim themost?"Hadyoubeenagoodfather-in-

lawtomydaughteryouwould’veknownthatshealsospentafewdaysinhospitalafteraneye

injury,”Bab'omncanesays.Me?Hospital?Okaywearelyingandwe'regoingtogetawaywithit.

TheuncleturnstoSoshawithafrown."Justinwhathappened?"heasks.Sohedidn'tgetthe

wholestorybeforecominghere?"SheleftOkholoaloneandwenttodrinkwithherfriends,"

Soshasays.What?Heislying."Ididn'tleaveheralone,shewaswithhernanny,"Isay."Ididn't

fuckanynanny.Ifuckedyou,don'ttellmeaboutnannies!"heroars.Everyoneisembarrassed,

evenBayedelooksaway.Hejustsaidthatinfrontofmymotheranduncle,wow!"Whydidyou

beatme?"Iask,fightingbacktears."Ididn'tmeanto,youangeredme,”hesays.Asalways,he

didn'tmeanto.I'm notgoingtositandlistenifthisistheattitudehebrought.Igrabmy

daughterfrom hislapandwalkout.Themeetingcarriesonwithoutme.LaterBab'omncane

comestotellmeabouttheirfinaldecision.Ihavetogobacktomyhouseandsortthingsout.I

lookatmymother,sheisnotsayinganything."Areyounotgoingtosayanything?"Iask.

"Unfortunatelynomntanami,youhavetogobacktoyourhusband.Thisisnothowthingsare

done,youtwoneedtositdownanddecidewhichroadtotakefrom nowon,”shesays.Nobody



caresaboutmysafety.IpackmybagandOkholo'sandgotothecarwaitingformeoutside.

OnlyBayedeandtheunclearetalking.I’m wrappedinmythoughtswonderingwhatisgoingto

happenwhenwegetinthehouse.ItakemyphoneoutandtypealengthytexttoMbuso.Ivent

andleavenostoneunturned.Hewillknowthetruthevenifsomethinghappenstome."Don't

hesitatetocallifyouneedanything"Bayedesays.Helives15minutesaway,anythingcan

happenwhileheisonhisway.Soshaclosesthedoorandlocksit.Ihatethishabitofhis.Fora

momentwejuststareateachother,notsayingaword.HebreaksthesilenceandaskshowI'm

doing.Irespondwithashrug."Uxolosthandwasami,itwasn'tmyintentiontoputmyhandson

you,”hesays."Youwillalwayssayyou'resorry,"Isay.HetakesOkholooffmylapandputsher

onthefloor."Igetmadwhenyoudon'tcommunicatewithme.Itwould'vetakenonephonecall

foryoutotellmewhereyouwereandwhenIcouldexpectyouhome.Ialwaysdothesame,why

couldn'tyou?Andwhydidyouoverworkthenanny?Shehasfamilyandherownkids.”"Iwas

wrongbutthatdidn'tmeanhitme,"Isay."YounearlykilledmeMaShengebutthat'sbesidesthe

point,Iwantustoworkthingsout.IreallymissyouandOkholo,”hesays.Nothingisbesidesthe

point,heshouldn'thaveledmeintodefendingmyself.Idon'twantittogettothepointwhereI

havetodefendmyself,Iwanttobesafearoundhim."I'm scaredofyou,"Isay.Heshutshiseyes

andopensthem againandlooksatme."Don'tsaythat,please,”hesays,almostwhispering."It's

reallyhowIfeel,I’m notsafearoundanymanthatisn'tmyfatherorbrother.Ialwayshaveto

lookovermyshoulder.BygraceIhopeIdon'tdieinthehandsofamanImarried,”Isay.Itouch

thenerve,hiseyesturnredimmediately."Areyouhungry?"Iask.Heshakeshisheadandsitson

thecouch.Ileavehim andwalktothekitchenandmakemyselfathicksandwichandjuice.

WhenIcheckmyphoneIfindseveralmissedcallsfrom Mbusoandcallhim back.Thefirst

thingheasksisifIam okay."Didhehurtyou?"heasks."Nohedidn'tbutI'm scared.Heis

unpredictable,youneverknowwhattoexpectfrom him.Maybeonedayhewillkillme,”Isay.

"Whyareyoustillthere?Youhaveahome.”Heistooyoung,hethinksloveisblackandwhite.

"ThereissomethingcalledloveMbuso,it'sblind.Ilovethispersonwithallmyheart,"Isay.

"You'llfindanotherone,gohomeI'llsupportyouandmyniece,"hesays.Hethinksit'sthateasy,

Iopenedmyheartandletthismanin.Ilovehim andItiedmylifetohim."I'llleavewhenmy

heartsaysno,fornowit'sstillchantingyes,"Isay."Maybeitwillsaynowhenyou'retakingyour

lastbreath."Didhereallyhavetosaythat?"Loveisstrongerthanfearbrother,”Isay.Someone

breathesheavilybehindme.Creepymuch!IsaygoodbyetoMbusoandendthecall."Iwantto

readyousomething"hesays.Whatthingnow?Ifollowhim tothelivingroom andsitonthe

chair.Hedragshisandsitsoppositeme.Okholoismindingherownbusiness,arrangingwhat

sheshouldn'tbearranginganddirtyingherself.Hepickshisblotter,Iguessit'soneofhis

poems,andreadsoutforme:"Thevoiceofa6yearoldboyIsheardinhis29year-oldself.

Unansweredquestionsambushhim Andalterhissenseofreasoning,Theymouldhisheartinto

aballofanger.Isthereanybodyhome?Cananybodyhearhim?Theanswerishollowsilence,

Andlowbuzzingsoundofafan.Nobodyishometowelcomehim.Thenannyappearsdragging

herflipflops.Shedoesn'tlovehim,it'sherdutythatpays.WithoutsayingamereHelloShe

takeshisshirtoffandunhookshisbackpack,Shefeedshim coldfoodinanemptyheart.Heis

nothungryforfood,butforlove."Heclosestheblotterandtakesahugebreath.I’m stilltryingto

connectthedots,mypoem analysingskillsarepoor.Ohhesaidtheyarenotpoems,butstories.



“Igothomefrom workandyouwerenothome.Itriedtogetholdofyoubutyourphonesentme

straighttovoicemail.Okholo'snannyappearedwithhercryingonherchest.Itriedtocallyou

againandagain,butyourphonewasoffMaShenge.Igotscaredandupset.Istartedhaving

flashbacksofabiglovelessmansionIspentmostofmychildhoodin.Emotionskickedin,Igot

angrybeyondcontrol.Whenyoucamehomedrunk,completelyunawareoftheamountofpain

youinflictedwithinafewhours,Ilostit.Icareaboutyourfeelings,itbreaksmyhearttoknow

thatyoudon'tfeelsafearoundmeanymore.YouknowIhaveamentaldisorderandI'm trying

everythingIcantofightbutthebattleisn'teasywhenyou'renotnexttome,”hesays.Ireachfor

aservietteandwipemysoakedeyes.Thescenarioofhim slappingmekeepsflashingback."I

wasn'tbornlikethis,Iwasignoredmostofmylife.Bayedeunderstood,Mlandowastooyoung,

hedidn'tunderstandanything.Thentherewasmeinthemiddlewhowastrappedbetween

understandingandnotunderstanding.IneededclaritybuteverytimeIraisedaquestionabout

mymother'swhereaboutsIwaseithertoldtogooutsideorpunished.Isufferedfrom ODD,it

wastreatedwithabeltoranyobjectthatwasnearer.Attheageof9Iwasalreadylabelledas

theproblem child.Istartedbunkingschoolandsniffingglueandbenzene.Nobodylistenedto

metomesoIdidn'tlistentoanyoneeither.Amandlahappened,myfatherandIndiadisowned

me.MygrandmothertookmetoaspecialistandIwasdiagnosedwithIntermittentExplosive

Disorder.MybiggestfearistohavemydaughterlivingthelifeIlived,relyingonmedicationfor

sanitybecauseherparentsweren'tthereforher,”hesays.Iwipemyeyesandnod.Hisconcerns

arevalidbutit'snotthatdeep,Ionlyleftforafewhours."I'm sorryforhurtingyou,"hesaysand

pullsmyhandandasksmetoshiftcloser.Tearskeeppouringout,hewipesthem withhishand

andplantsasoftkissonmylips."Seeingyoucrylikethisbreaksmyheart,"hesays.Ipull

myselftogether,Okholoismakingherwaybacktous.Ifeelalittlesqueezeonmythighand

lookathim."Ihopeyouhaveadildo,"hesays.Ifrown.“Huh?”Hetakeshisdaughterandleaves

theroom.WhywouldI…?GoshIsaidI'm sorry.

Chapter19IstandinthelongqueueofPick'nPaywiththerestlessOkholoinmyarms.Whydid

Icomehere?Ididn'tevenhaveasolidreasonexceptthatIwasbored.Cashierscanbeslow,

theyshouldworkwiththesamedeterminationtheygivewhendrawingeyebrows.Icallthe

trolley-serviceguytopushmytrolleytothecar.Thesepeoplewalkfast,theirjobisdemanding

howevertheirreputationdoesn'tgiveyoupeacewhentheymixinthecrowdwithyourtrolley.

Youstartrunningafterthem andhavingministrokes.Thankstomyancestorshedoesn’trun

withmytrolley.Ipayhim andpackshoppingbagsinsidetheboot.Aloudlaughbreaksbehind

me.ItightenmygriparoundOkholoandturn.It'saladywithtumoursalloverherbody.Theyare

oneveryinchofherskin.It'slikewatchingBodyBizarre.Mywholebodycringes.Shedoesn't

lookmentallyokay.IhavetogetinsidethecarbeforeshenoticesthatI'm lookingather.My

eyescannotgetoffher,despitebeinginthisconditionshestilllooksfamiliar.Shestarts

scratchingherselfandrubbingherbackagainstthepole.Noman,thisisThabileZwane!Idon't

wasteanytimeIcallBayede."Areyousure?"heasks.Thetoneofhisvoiceisabitdisappointing,

Iexpectedhim tobeshockedandangry."Yesit'sher,"Isay."Ummm…...I'm stillbusyatthe



momentbutIwillcontactthepolice,”hesays.Heisbusy?Afewmonthsagohewaslookingfor

thisgirlhighandlow,vowingtogetjusticeforNomzamo.Whatchanged?Unlessifthe

conditionsheisinisjusticeitself.IfheisresponsibleforthisthenheistheDevilhimself.No

humanbeingcandothistoanother!IgethomeandfindBab'Cele'scarparkedoutside.He

nevercomehere,thisisasurprise."SawubonaBaba,"Igreet.Hedoesn'treturnmygreeting,he

followsmeinsidethehouseandasksforafewminutes."Iseverythingalright?"Iask."Idon't

know.Isthereanythingyoushouldbetellingme?"hesays.Heisuglytentimestoday.What

couldIpossibletellhim?MichaelJacksondied,butthat'soldnews."No,"Isay.Herollsuphis

shirtandglaresatme.Ohhell,heisangry."Youhadaconversationwithmywifebeforeshe

diedbutyouliedandsaidyoufoundherdead.”FatherLord!Howdidhefindout?Itrytokeep

calm andshownofear."Isawherbutshedidn'tsayanything,"Isay.Hisjawstighten,hegets

evenuglier."I'm notyourhusband,don’tplaygameswithme,"hesays.OkayI'm notdoingthis

withhim.ItakeoutmyphoneandtextSosha.What….?Nooooo!"TalkMaShenge!"heroars.

Okholostartscrying.Thereisaguninfrontofherfacepointingatmytemple."I'm tellingthe

truth,shedidn'tsayanything,"Icry."Don'tprotectsomeonewhocan'tprotectyoufrom his

madness,”hesays.Sohethinksit'sSoshawhokilledhiswife?"Iswearshedidn'tsayanything,”

Isay.Bang!!!Bang!!!Thegunshots.Ilandonthefloorwithmybutt.Sweatisformingfrom every

partofmybody.Thenextbulletissurelycomingtome.IsitmylifeorBayede?"Ifyouknow

what'sgoodforyouCeleyouwillputthatgundown,”-thevoicecomesfrom thedoor.Bab'

Cele'sfacetransformsfrom angertouncertainty."Macingwane……”hesaysuneasily.It's

Myalezo?ThankyouLord!"Putthegundownandmakeyourwayout.”Hisvoiceisnotfriendly

norbegging.Hesoundslikeadifferentperson.Iturnandlookathim,heisnotholdinganykind

ofweapon."Idon'tlikerepeatingmyselflikearecord,"hesays.Bab’Celeslowlyputsthegunon

thefloorandmakeshiswaytothedoor.Mybodyisstilltrembling,Okholohassloweddownon

cryingbutsheisholdingmyarm likeherlifedependsonit."Areyouokay?"Myaloasks.Ishake

myheadandnod.I'm notsurehowIam."Hewillbesorted,don’tcry,"hesays.Inodagainand

hugmydaughtertightlyonmychest.Soshaarrives,helookslikeamadman.I'm stillunableto

narratewhathappenedproperly,Iendupcrying.Thesideofhim I'veneverseenunleashes,heis

destroyingeverythinginthediningroom.Heiscryingandyelling.Meninall-blackarehereagain,

theyaretryingtocalm him down.Heleavesthehouseintears.NowI'm worriedabouthim more

thanI'm worriedaboutmysafety.Heisnotagooddriverwhenheisangry.Idon'tevenknow

whereheisgoing.InthemorningwhenIwakeupheissittingonbedwithOkholoonhislap.He

doesn'tlooklikesomeonewhoslept."Morning,"Igreet.Hedoesn'tturnhishead,heisstaringat

thewall."Mkami,”hesaysHeisstillangry."Iseverythingokay?"Iask."Youandmyprincessare

heresoeverythingisokay."Rightnowisnotthetimetoquestionhim abouthiswhereabouts.I

startatthebathroom andcomebacktotakeOkholotohercot.Hecannotholdtheeyecontact,

hislipsarequivering.Icuphisfaceandpeckhischeek."Ihopeyou'renotgoingtojail,"Isay.He

squeezesmeontohischestandkissesthetopofmyheadandsaysnothing."Okholowas

scaredbutshehasforgottennow.That’sagreatthingaboutchildren,theirmemorywashes

awaydistastefulevents,"Isay.I'm tryingtocalm him downbutitseemslikeI'm fuellinghis

angermore."Iwasbornbyawrongdick.Ihatethatuglymotherfucker!"hesays.Ineverthought

hesawhisfather'sugliness.Theyhavethesamenosethough,hedodgedthebulletbyluck."He



willnevercomenearyouormydaughteragain.Heisnolongerhergrandfather,bothher

grandfathersdied,”hesays.I'm gladtohearthatheisstillalive.Myalolookedmurderous

yesterday.Ididn'tknowhehadthatside,thehumbleNazarethmanwasgone."DidMyalodo

anythingtohim?"Iask."Don'tstressyourselfaboutit.Whenyouarereadytotalkwewill

arrangewithCraig.I’m sorryIwasn'ttheretoprotectyou,”hesays.Hisphonerings,heglances

atthescreenandgivesittome.It'sBayede."Isitforme?"Iask"Answerit,”hesays.Iswipethe

screenandanswer.ItseemslikeBayedeexpectedmetoanswer,thefirstthinghedoesisto

callmyname."MaShengeareyouokay?""YesI'm good,"Isay."Thanksforwhatyoudid

yesterday.Iappreciateyourloyalty,”Itsoundslikethereisa'but'attheend."You'rewelcome,"I

say."MaShengewhetherit'smeorSoshaoranyoneyouholddearlyinyourheart,nevereverrisk

yourlifetosaveus.TheonlypersonyoushouldtoprotectwithyoursoulisZoya,”hesays.Sad

truth,butI'm stillalivesoitwasworthit."Idon'tknowwhatIwould'vedoneifyoudiedbecause

ofme.Idon'tknowhowIwould'velookedatmybrotheragain.Youareagoodsister,Iknow

whereIstandwithyou,butpleasealwayschooseyourself.ZoyaandSoshaneedyou,”hesays.I

praynobodyeverdiesonmeagain.IwasnotevenclosetoIndiaforhertoleaveherlast

messagesonme.Butit'sdoneandIunderstandhim verywell.I'm amother,Imustalwaysput

Okholofirst.Soshatakesthewholeweekoff.Heisstillscared,hedoesn'twantOkholotoget

outofhissight.Nowwehavehighremotefenceandtwoalarms.Wehadtobuynewfurniture

forthediningroom sincehedestroyedeverything.I'm notallowedtogoanywherewithouta

bulkymaninblacksfollowingme.Mylifeisgettingcomplicatedbytheday.Ican'thelpbut

wonderwhoMyalezois.Theremustbemorethanwhatmeetstheeye.Bab'Celeisscaredof

him.Hedidn'tevenlifthisfingertomakehim leave.Andwheredidhecamefrom so

unexpectedly?"Babehaveyoueverthoughtaboutfurtheringyourstudies?"-Sosha.Herewego

again!Heisaskinglikehehasneveraskedbefore."Comeonbabe,Okholoneedstohaveat

leastoneeducatedparent,"hesays.Iyawn,hopinghewillgetthemessageandstopbeing

boring."DoyoumindaddingBusinessManagementDegreeonyourCV?"-him again.Aybothis

person!"YesIdomind,"Isay."Youcantaketwomodulespersemester,yourlifewon'tbe

affected.Mbusodidn'tgotouniversitybecausehelookeduptoyou.Sabathawilldothesame,

someoneneedstosetanexample,”hesays.Icanimaginebeinginalecturehallwith18year-

oldsandthinkingaboutmaritalproblemsinsteadofschoolwork.Hecanalsogobacktograde

11,theywillaccepthim.Buttogethim offmybackIsayIwillthinkaboutit.*****Mbusois

cominghomeforthefirsttimeafterthreemonths.I,alongwitheveryoneelse,senthim alistof

thingstobuyforOkholoandme.Iwasagainsthim workingbutnowitfeelsgoodtotravelhome

justtotakemySimbachipsandOkholo'ssweets.Thereisjoy,everyoneislaughing.Weare

wipingthetablesandsweepingtheyardlikethepresidentiscoming.Likeanyotherblackfamily

wedidn'tcook.Riceforwho?ThereisaJoburgbrothercomingwithKFCandrolls.Thelasttime

Iwasthishappyaboutsomeonecominghomewaswhenmyfatherwasstillworking.Afterhe

retireditwasmyturntoreceivelonglistsofwhattobuy.Idon'twantthistobehowMbuso

spendshissalary,I’m goingtomakesureit'saonce-offthing.Iwanttofetchhim from town

withmycarbuttheideaofpushingawheelbarrowtothetaxistopismoreexciting.Heistaller

andlighterincomplexion.Hiscolognedrawsyoufrom adistance.Hecouldhavemadeacute

doctor,IhopeonedayIcanbeabletochangehismind."WhatareyoueatinginJozi?"Iask.He



laughs,hisvoiceisdeeper."Food,"hesays."Cookedfoodortake-outs?"Iask."Breadandtake-

outs,”hesays.Iexpectedthat.Idon'tthinkheknowshowtocook,boysdon'tcookatthe

Buthelezis.Ishouldteachhim athingortwobeforeleaving."WowNomaguguisgrownnow,”he

sayspickingOkholoup.HecallsherOkholo,heistryingtopissmeoffwiththisuglyNomagugu

name."YouarealsogrownInnocent,"Isay.Innocentishissecondnameandhehatesitwith

passion.ItseemslikeweallhateourEnglishnames.DidItellthem aboutMmeli?No,Idon't

remember."ImetaguywholooksexactlylikeyouatNomzamo'sfuneral,"Isay."Whoah,stop

rightthere.Idon'tlooklikeanyone,I'm extraordinarily,”Thischild!I'm beingserioushere."I'm

serious,hisnameisMmeliMathonsi,"Isay.MaJaliturnsandlooksatme.Shelooksshocked

beyondcontrol."Doyouknowhim?"Iask."What….No!”MbusoandIlookateachother.Sheis

suddenlycoughingandstammering.Shegoestobedbeforeeveryone.She’sbeenawkwardly

silentsinceIbroughtMmeliup.Bayede'swordsstartringinginmyears,butisthateven

possible?Sheisupearlyinthemorning,chairsandtablesaremovinginthekitchen.I'm stillon

bedsextingwithmyhusband.Okholoisstillfastasleep."Yangomuhle!"Sheisoutsidemydoor.

Nothinghaschanged,shewantsmetohelpherinthekitchen.It’sonly6:30forgoodness'sake!

Thereismaize-mealporridgeboilingonthestove.IalmostaskwhoitisforbutthenIremember

thatahealthybabyeatsmaize-mealporridgethreetimesaday.Obviouslyit'sforOkholo.

Instantporridgesarenotgoodenough,babiesdon'tgetfullwiththem andtheyarejustbad.

Babieswhodon'teatmaize-mealporridgeareweakandunhealthy."Didyoutalktothatboy?"

sheasks."Yes,Iwastextinghim earlier,"Isay.Shefrowns."TheonewholookedlikeMbuso?"

Oh,theonlyboyinmymindismyhusband."Wetalkedbutnothingmuch.Ibumpedmyheadon

him andaskedhisname,that'sall,”Isay.ItseemslikethisMmelithingdoesn'tgiveherpeace.

"DoyouthinkButhelezihadachildhiddensomewhere?"Iask.Thepotshewasholdingdropsto

thefloor.Sheisshocked.I'm alsodisappointedinmyselfforhavingthesethoughts.Myfather

wasagoodman,hewouldn'thavehiddenandnottakecareofhisson."Idon'tthinkso,"she

says.Thenitleavesuswithonesuspect,HER.Didshedumpachildbeforemarryingmyfather?

UnfortunatelyIcannotaskhersuchquestions.ThereisaguywhohelpsSabathawiththecattle,

heisheretocollectshissalary.Heisaroundmyage,hecouldbedoingsomethingwithhislife

insteadofherdingcowsforR600permonth.Thereissomuchthatneedstobeimprovedinthe

ruralareas,weareexcludedfrom manythings.Wekeepvotingforchangethatnevercomes.

Thesepoliticiansmovefrom mansiontomansionwhileweliveinRDPhousesthatwegetafter

bathingwithseawaterandrecitingallwardcouncillor'sclannames.Thereisnoequality,the

richoneskeepsgettingricherandthepoorerstayspoor.TodayIhavetoleave,marriageduties

call.IwilldropMbusoatthetaxirankwherehewillgetataxitoJoburg.Mymotherisgoing

overboardwithboiledchickenandhomebakedbreadforhim.Sheneverpackedanythingfor

me."Doyouhavemaize-mealinyourhouse?"Meandmaizemeal?I’m anItalianwife,duh.

"Soshadoesn'tlikestarchfood,Irarelybuyit,”Isay.Ohshutup!ItoldherIcookmaize-meal

porridgeforOkholo.Shehasalookonherface,sheisdisappointed."Howdoyoucookporridge

then?"sheasks.Ihavenochoicebuttotellthetruth.Okhololivesoninstantporridgesand

noodles.I'm theworstmotherofthecentury."NowonderNomagugucan'ttalk,sheisnoteating

properly,”shesays.Maizeporridgedoesn'tmakebabiestalk,butwhatdoIknow?Shetakesa

Sparshoppingbagandfillsitwithmaizemeal.Lord!Myneighbourscannotseethis,theywill



thinkmyhusbandcan'tprovideforme."Iwanttotalktoyoubeforeyouleave,"shesays.I

wonderwhatshewantstotalkaboutnow.I'm inagoodmood,Ihopeshedoesn'tspoilit.Itake

allmybagstothecarbeforeattendingher.Sabathaiswipingthecarwindows,heisnotdoingit

forfree,hechargesmorethanthecarwash."HowolddidyousaytheMmeliyoumetwas?"she

asks.WellIdon'tknowifsheknowsthis,butpeopledon'tgoaroundwiththeiragewrittenon

theirforeheads.HowshouldIknowMmeli'sageandwhydoesitmatter?"Idon'tknow,maybe

heis27orso,”Isay."Iknowhim Yangomuhle,”shesays.Ohgreat!"Canyouhelphim findhis

mother?"Iask.Shewipesherfacewithacloth,herhandsaretrembling."WhatifI'm his

mother?"sheasks.Itwouldn'tmakeanysense.Sheisnotasnake,sheknowswhoherchildren

areandwheretheyare."Whatdoyoumean?"Iask."IhadababybeforeImetyourfather,his

namewasMmeli.Ihadtogivehim upbecauseyourgrandfatherhadcowsandyourfather

wantedme."IfJesuscan'tmakeithemustsendMosestocomeshutthiscontinentdown.

"What'sthefuck!"Icurserightinfrontofher."Don'tsaythatwordtome,”shesays.Tohellwith

herfakemorals!"Youliedtomyfather?"Iask."Itwasn'tsolelymydecisionYangomuhle.”DoI

storm outorsithereandlistentothiscrap?"IlovedyourfatherYangomuhle,"shesays."You

lovedhim morethanyourchild?Yourownblood?”Iaskandletoutachuckle,“Oh,Iforgetthat

you'recapableofdoingthat.”Herfaceturnsred,shepointsherfingeratme."Chooseyour

wordsmntwanandini!"shesays."Iwon'tchoosemywords,Iwillchoosemychildrenover

anyone,"Isay.Shetakesadeepbreathandcalmsherselfdown."Whatisdoneisdone.Doyou

thinkyoucantracehim forme?"sheasks.Myfathermustbeturninginhisgrave.Ialways

thoughtus,the90's,arebadassbitchesbutIwaswrong.Wealwaysgetcaughtwhiletheseold

Gabhadiyasdiditsmoothlywiththeirparentsinvolvedandgotawaywithit."Youdon'tcare

abouthim,whatareyougoingtosaytohim?"Iask."Youdon'tknowthat.Ibuiltmymarriage

throughsweatsandtears.Whatmyparentssaidiswhatwent,that'swhyIdon'ttolerate

disrespectfulchildren."Shemustjustadmitthatshefuckedup."I'llseewhatIcando,"Isay.

*******BayedeistakingMayatoKwaMaphumulotovisithergrandmother.Iaskedtotravelwith

them,IwanttomeetMmeli.Heisnotevenmyresponsibility,Ihopehecarestolisten.Ouraim

istodropMayaoffhergrandmother'sandgototheMathonsiswhereMmelilives.Butthat'snot

howthingsworkintheruralareas,weareorderedoutofthecarandtakeninsidethehouse.

Bayedeisabitquiet.Nomzamo'spictureishangingonthewall,staringatus.Hekeeps

glancingatit,hisfaceisclosedup,youcannottellwhathefeels.Theyserveusjuiceand

amaqebelengwane.Idon'tthinkheknowswhattheyare,heprobablythinksit'svetkoeksthat

wentwrong.HeonlyeatstwowhileIwipetheplateclean.Onlyaftereatingtheyletusleave.

TheMathonsihomesteadisbig.Thereareabouttenrondavelsandabigkraalbelowtheyard.

Thereisanoldmansittingonthebenchnexttooneoftherondavels."Dunga!"Bayedegreets

andbowshishead.Hehasadifferentcharacterfrom hissiblings.Heismorehumble,more

respectfulandheendspeople'slives.Themangreetsusbackandcallsagirltotakeusinside

thehouse.Hefollowsusafewminuteslaterandsitsonthestoolnexttothedoor.We

introduceourselvesandnarratewhatourjourneyisabout."Whyyourmotherdidn'tcomehere

herself?"heasks."Iwantedtoknowifheiscomfortablewithmeetingherandthentakeitfrom

there,”Isay.Heshakeshisheadindisbelief."26years?Full26years!"I'm indisbeliefaswell.

Mmeliis28yearsnow,notevenoncehadMaJalithoughtofcomingbacktolookforhim."She



willanswerallyourquestionsifyougiveherthechance.MaShengeistheonewhosawMmeli

andrecognisedtheresemblance.Sheisinnocentinallthis,shejustwantedtoseeherbrother,"

Bayedesays."Heisnothomeyet,hetookthecattletotheriver.”A28yearoldstillherdscows?

That'sabitstrange."Canwewait?"Iask."Iwillsendaboytogofetchhim."Wewaitforalmost

anhourwithajugofwaterinfrontofus.Maybeheisrefusingtoseeme.Itravelledthiswhole

journeyfornothing."Sanibonani,"OhthankGodheishere.Heiswearinggumbootsandred

overall.Ihavesomanyunansweredquestionsinmyhead.Theconditionheisinat28yearsis

breakingmyheart."Iwillgiveyousomeprivacy,"Bayedesaysandwalksout.Hedoesn'tsiton

thestoolhisunclesaton,hesitsonthebarefloor."MynameisYangomuhleCele,Ihopeyou

stillremembermyface,”Isay."YousaidIlooklikeyourbrother,Irememberyou.”Itakeoutmy

phoneandlookforMbuso'srecentpictures.HeneedstoseewhatI'm talkingabout."Thisismy

brother,MbusoButhelezi.OurmotherisThandekileJali,whoIbelieveisalsoyourmother.”He

looksatthepicturesforaminuteandhandsthephoneback."Idon'tknowmymothersoIwon't

knowhername,”hesays."Didn'tyourfathertellyou?"Iask.Sadnessdwellsonhisface.It

seemslikethequestionevokespackedemotions."HediedwhenIwas2andhalfyearsold.My

uncleraisedme,hedoesn'tknowwhomymotheris.Hewasn’ttold,”hesays.Iswallowalump

formingonmythroatandnod."Didyourmothersaysheismymother?"heasks.Thereishope

inhisvoice,likehewantsmetosayyes."Shesaidsheleftatwoyearoldsonbythenameof

MmeliMathonsiwithhisfatherandmarriedmyfather.”"Whydidn'tshecomewithyou?"he

asks."Sheisscared,it’sbeen26yearssincesheleftyou,"Isay.Heiscalm bynature,unlikeany

ofus,theButhelezis.Ithoughthe'dbeangrybutheiscalm andcooperative."Whydidn'tshe

leavemycliniccardandbirthcertificate?"heasks."Idon'thaveanswersMmeli.Ifyouagreeto

meetheryouwillhaveachancetoaskallthosequestions,”Isay.Helooksupandblinksrapidly

likeheispushingbacktears.Icanseethepaininhislife."Idon'twanttointerrogateherand

botherher.IjustwanthertohelpmeapplyfortheIdentityDocument.Idon'tlikethelifeI'm

living,Iwanttogolookforajoblikemyagemates,”hesays."Youdon'thaveID?"Iaskshocked.

Heshakeshishead.Myhearttakesasharpstab.IDisapasstoeverythingyouinthiscountry,

nowonderhedoesn'twork."I'm sosorrytohearthat.Whatarethearrangementsofyouliving

here?"Iask.Heglancesoutsidebeforeanswering.Hedoesn'tlookcomfortable."Iherdthe

cattleandlivehere,"hesays.Idon'tunderstandbutInod.Ifeellikegivinghim moneytobuy

clothes,butthatwouldbedisrespectful."CanIarrangeforyoutomeet?"Iask.Heisquietfora

momentbeforehenodshishead.I'm relievedandsadatthesametime.Isheokayhere?

Bayedeisnotinagoodmood,neitheram I.ThejourneybacktoDurbanisquiet.Ikeepthinking

aboutmyfather,thewayherespectedmymotherandgavehisalltothefamily.Thisisthe

worstbetrayal.Mmeliislivingasadbrokenlife.MaJaliisevil,Iwouldn'tbesurprisedifthe

neighboursaccuseherofwitchcraft.OnedayIshouldsearchherhouse,whoknowsmaybeI

willfindababooninsideherwardrobe."Areyouhungry?"Bayedeasks.Heistakinganoff-ramp

toNandos.I'm nothungrybutIwon'tsaynotofreefood.Therearen'tsomanypeople,onlya

fewtablesareoccupied.Thewaitressesarestandingbehindthecountergossiping.Wegeta

tableandlookatourmenusinsilence.Soshaisnotafanofthesetypeofrestaurants,heisan

Italian,soIdon'tgettoeatthesethingsfrequently."Areyoureadytoorder?"thewaitressasks.

Bayedeordersasimpleveggieburgerandfruityshake.Iwishwesatondifferenttables,thisis



goingtobeembarrassing."Miss?”-thewaitress.Sheiswaitingformyorder.Bayedelooksather

withalittlefrown,helooksabitirritated.“SheisMrsnotMiss,”hesays.Doesitmatterthough?

Thepoorgirllooksfrightened,shewhispersanapology.Igiveherabriefstagedsmileandread

mychosenmeals."Quarterchickenandgreensalad,porkribssnack,cheesychipsandcaramel

dip."Sheisstaringatme,nottakingtheorder."Allofit?"Hebana!"Am Inotallowedtoorderall

ofit?"Iask.Sheshakesherheadandasksmetorepeatagain.Icouldtakethistohermanager

butI'm notthatperson.Ittakesalmost20minutesforourfoodtoarrive.Bayedelooks

thoughtfulforamomentthentellsmeaboutNomzamoandMmeli'srelationship.Sheisnota

subjecthelikestotouch.Nobodytalkaboutherwhenheisaround,weallpretendlikewedon't

missher.ShewenttoschoolwithMmeli,theywereveryclose.Shetriedseveraltimestohelp

him withtheIDissuebuttheyneededhisbirthcertificateandhismother.Hewasbrightandhad

apromisingfuturebuthecouldn'tfinishhighschoolbecausehehadtolookafterhisuncle's

cows.It’soneofthosesituationswhereyouwishyoucouldkillsomeone.MaJali!!!Igethome

andsetthetableformyhusband.IbroughtNandoshome,lifeofabreadwinner!"Aybo

MaShenge!"saysthevoicefrom thedoor.Ithoughthehasleft,heislookingatthemeathe

bought.Soshaislookingathim,chewingachickenthigh."Whyisyourhusbandchowingmy

money?"heasks.Idon'tknowhowtorespond,didhereallythinkIwasbuyingallthisfoodfor

myself?"Agoodwifefeedsherhusbandbutyouwouldn'tknowthatsinceyou'veneverwalked

downtheaisle,”Soshasays.Bayedegrabstheplate,theystartarguingoveritandendup

sharingthemeat.Grownuglybabies!TodayI'm wearingmyeyeglassesandcurlywig.Weare

meetingNtando'snewman,Toni.Theystarteddatingafewmonthsago.TheonlyToniI

recogniseisToniBraxtonsoIdon'tknowhowthiswillgo.Amandaishereaswell.Herand

Ntandohavegrowncloser.I'm notjealous,sheisthereforherwhenI'm not.Wetakethelift

together.Iliftupmyeyeglassesandlookatherwithmyeyesnarrowed.Shetooktheringoff?

EversinceMpumecameinthepictureshehasbeenwearingiteveryday.Shethoughtitwould

makeadifferencebutweallknowthatwhenamanisfedupheisfedupforreal."Whythefuck

areyoustaringatme?"sheasks.EversinceSphelelecheatedonhersheisshorttempered.She

snapsatuseveryday."Youtookoffthering?"Iask."I'm donewiththatasshole."Sheistryingto

soundstrongbutherfaceispaintedwithpain."Soyoureallylefthim forMpume?"Iask."It'snot

abouther,hemistreatedmeanddisrespectedme.IdeservebetterYangomuhle,”shesays.I

don'tlikethisAmanda,shewashappywhenshehadhersideniggas."What'supwiththe

eyeglassesanyway?"sheasks.Iadjustthem andpullmywig."Myotrotomistprescribedthem,"

Isay.Shecracksupandlaughs."It'sanoptometrist,nototrotomist,"Doesitmatter?Petrolwent

upagain.Wewalkthroughthedoorlaughing.Ntandoseesusandgivesmeaspecificlook.

WhateversheistryingtoemphasizewiththatlookIdon'tunderstandit.Iliftupmyeyeglasses

andlookaround.Whereisthemanofthemoment?"I'm goingtokickyououtifyoucamewith

thatattitude,"shesays.Whatattitudeisshetalkingabout?Ihaven'tsaidanything.Wesitonthe

couchandstareather."Whereishe?"Amandaasks."Reallyguys?Youdon'tevengreetme.”

Whoisshe?Sheiswastingourtime."WeareheretoseeTamar,nottogreetyou,”Isay."It's

Toni,notTamar,”shecorrectsme.Ididthatonpurpose,shecallsSoshacrazytoo.Two

minuteslateramanwalksoutofthebedroom andcomestous.Heisdressedneatlyandhis

shoesarebigenough.Heislight-skinnedandthat'sfinebecausehedidn'twastecomplexion,he



ishandsome."Finallytheyarehere,"hesayssmiling.Ilikehim already.Hisheartislightashis

skin.Hesayshowmuchhehaswaitedtobeintroducedtousandgivesuswarm hugs.He

speakspureEnglish,hedoesn'tevenaddoneZuluword.Idon'tknowwherehegrewup,no

matterhowmuchyouknowEnglishyouendasentencewithyourlanguageinthiscountry.I'm

justsayingnje."Iknowyourhusband,"hesayslookingatme.Ithinkeveryoneknowshim,heis

afamousbusinessman,hisfatheriswellknownfordonatingR40ktobuildachurchandnever

sethisfootinsideit.ItturnsoutToniusedtoorganiseeventsandworkedwithSoshaacouple

oftimes."Ineverthoughthewouldlovesomeoneelseafterhisgirlfriendturnedouttobehis

cousin,"hesays.Oh,I'veneverheardofthis."Hewasheartbroken,Iwashappytohearthathe

wasgettingmarried,"hesays.Amandaclearsherthroat,shelooksuncomfortable."Enough

aboutSosha.Howdidyoutwomeet?"Ishakemyheadandstareather.Isshethecousin?Ifeel

dumbrightnow."Okay,wedidn'tknowwewererelatedwhenwemetandweendeditwhenwe

foundout,”sheexplains.Igrabthecurlywigoffandgetonmyfeet."Yousaidyouwerefriends

notlovers,”Isay."Doesitmatterbabe?"sheasks.Sheismyfriendforcryingoutloud,ofcourse

itmatters.IpickmybagandlookatToni."AreyouavailablenextweekFriday?Iwanttotake

yououtsothatwecanchill,”Isay."Wewillbeavailable,"Ntandoreplies"Onlyhim,notyou,”I

say.Shegivesmealook,shethinksI'm joking.Herhearthasbeenbrokenamilliontimes,Idon't

wantittohappenagain.Iwilltakehim outtothreatenandemotionalblackmailhim."Ihaveto

goguys,seeyounextFridayToni,"Isaymakingmywaytothedoor.Amandastandsupand

followsme."ReallyYanga?Igotoverit,sodidSosha.Don'tblowthisoverproportion,youknow

howhecanget.”Iclosethedoorandstandface-to-facewithher."Hedoesn’tscaremeAmanda,

youbothhadtotellme.NowIfeellikeafoolhearingitfrom astranger,"Isay."Younevertold

meaboutanyofyourex's,”shesays.Sheisnotmarriedtomyexordatingany.I'm notgoingto

wastemypreciousbreathonher."It'scoolbabe,wewilltalklater,"Isay.Shesighsandfoldsher

arms."Yangomuhleareyoureallyangryoverthis?""NoI'm notangry,hahahaha.”Igetinsidethe

liftandleaveherwithadefeatedface.Ifindhim withSabelo,theyarewatchingacertaincricket

match.Idon'tgreet,Itakemydaughteronthefloorandaskshim aside.SabeloandIdon'tget

alongformorethanthirtyminutesbutwhenwedogetalongit'smadhouse.Hetookhis

precioustimeandrecordedasonghewouldhavesangonmyfuneralifBab'Celeshotme

insteadofthewall.Helaughedatmefordays."Iseverythingokay?"heaskspullingthechair."I

justfoundoutyouwereinlovewithAmandaatsomepointinyourlife.Whydidn'tyoutellme?"I

ask.Heyawnswithaboredlookonhisface."Amandaismyfriendandyourso-calledcousin,"I

say."Whyisitabigissue?Webrokeupwhenwefoundoutourmothersweresiblings,”hesays.

"Wereyouinlovewithher?"Iask."AtthattimeIwas.WhyarewedoingthisMaShenge?"It

makesmeangrythattheybothcan'tseehowmuchthisishurtingme.Theyarebothspecialto

me."Didshetellyouaboutme?"Iask."Yes,"hesays.BreatheYanga!"Wereyoureferredtodate

me?"Iask.Hefrowns."NoYanga!""Tellmehowithappened.Amandalikedmeandgotmethe

job.YoucametothestoreknowingwhoIwasandfellinlovewithme?"Isay.Hepullshisbrows,

hiseyesareblazingwithanger."YouthinkIplannedfallinginlovewithyou?""Idon'tknow,you

tellme,"Isay."You'requestioningmyfeelingsforyou?"Heismakingthisharderthanitis."Ijust

wantthetruthSosha,"Isay.Hepushesthechairandleaves.Ihearthefrontdoorslamming

hard.Minuteslateracarspeedsoff.Mystomachturns,Ifeellikethrowingup."Iseverything



okay?"Sabeloasks.IdropOkholoonhislapandrushtothebathroom.EverythingIatecomes

out.Ifeelalittledizzyandsitonthefloortorecover.HeisteachingOkholohowtodance,heis

alwaysenergetic.Itakeabottleofwaterandsitwiththem."Whatdidyoufightabouttoday?"he

asks.Iwon'ttellhim becauseeverythingisfunnytohim.Hedoesn'tstaylong,hesaysI'm

boringandleaves.IsendNtandoatext,shecallsimmediately."Areyouokaybabe?"sheasks.

"Heleft,Idon'tknowwhereheis,"Isay."Howdidyouapproachhim?"sheasks.I'm notthatbad,

ofcourseIapproachedhim nicely."Inagoodmanner,"Isay.Iknowshedoesn'tbelieveme.

"Pleasedon'tletthiscomebetweenyou.Helovesyou,don'tevenquestionthat.IknowAmanda

lovesyoutoo,maybeit'ssomethingtheywantedtoleaveinthepastgiventhefactthatit's

embarrassing,”shesays."ButstillNtando...."Iyawn."Yangayoudon'thavetofighteverything

thatmakesyouangry.Sometimesyoujustneedtoletthingsgo."Okaysheisright,Ioverreacted.

"YousoundlikeWilsonBNkosi,anywayIlikeToni.Hisshoesizeisgood,areyouhappywiththe

performanceofhisfoot?""Hisfootiswelltrained,nocomplainssofar.Doyoulikelunchbar?"

Lunchbar?Myeyesaregoingtopopout."You'rekidding,right?"Isay."NoI'm not.Girl,I'm living

theelife,”shesays.Jesusmustcomeback,hismenaregoingtodietryingtoimpresswomen.

Dickslookscary,howmuchmorewithbeadsinside?Dickcancerisonitsway.It'salmost8pm

andmylovelyhusbandisnothome.Iwatchamovieandgotobedwithmydaughter.She

recentlystartedtalkingthingsthatmakesense,nowtalkingishernewlyfoundhobby.Sheisa

talkingmachine,allIhavetodoisagreetoeverythingshesays.Shepushesthephoneonmy

face."Daddy...Daddy...Daddy."Lord!Isitimportanttosayonethingthreetimes?IcallMbuso

insteadofherdaddy.Sheishappyregardlessofwhoitis.Sheisobsessedwithphonecalls.

Shefallsasleepwhiletalking.Itakehertoherroom andcatchupwiththebigbrother.He

passedhislearner'stest,Ijustprayhedoesn'tendupdrivingtaxis.Iwaituntilmyeyelidsgrow

heavy,myhusbandisnotcominghome.

Chapter20Hecomeshomeintheweehoursofmorningandgoesstraighttotheshower.It's

justafter3am,Idon'tknowwhethertoconfronthim orkeepquiet.Iwokeupfrom abaddream

andwatchedamovie,hewassurprisedtofindmeawake.Hewalksoutoftheshowerand

dressesupinhiscasualwearandcomestobed."IsleptinMyalo'shouse,"hesays."Okay,I

slepthere."Istareuntilhelooksaway.Nowheistheoneleavingthehouseafterarguments.So

muchfortherapy!"IdatedAmanda,shewasmyfirstlove.Aftereightmonthstogetherwefound

outwewererelatedandcalleditoff.Itwasn'teasybutIgotoveritandstartedseeingherasmy

cousin."Heislatewithexplanations.NowIonlywanttowatchthemovieandseeifthemain

characterdies."I'm notinterested,Iwantedtoknowyesterdayandyouleft,"Isay."Myheartis

withyou.Ithurtstobemarriedtosomeonewhodoubtsyourfeelings.YouknowhowmuchI

loveyoubutyoustillquestionme."Hesoundshurt.Ididn'tmeantoquestionhisfeelings,Ijust

wantedtoknowwhyhehidhishistorywithAmandafrom me."Ionlywishyoutoldmeabout

yourpreviousrelationshipwithAmanda,Ihadtofindoutthroughotherpeople.Iwashurt,but

I'm sorryifitsoundedlikeIwasquestioningyourlove,"Isay.Hebreathesaloudandlooksaway.



"ButI'm overitnow,"Isay.Heissilentforamoment,thenhelooksatme.Thereislittlefearin

hiseyes."Shedidtellmeaboutyou.WhenImetyou,IalreadyknewImightseemyfuturewife.

Wedidn'tplananything,IfellinlovewithyouasshethoughtIwould.Ifthatisasinthenkillme.”

Ohreally?Wishgranted!Igetontopofhim andstranglehisneck.Heisnotfeelinganypain

insteadheislaughinghislungsoff.Okholocriesinherroom.Hemustthankher,Iwould've

killedhim withmybarehands.Igetoffbedandputmyrobeonandfetchher.Heisstilllaughing,

onedayhewilldiewhilelaughing,I'm verydangerous.Ntandowasright,sometimesIshouldlet

thingsgowithoutfighting.Notthatheisgoingtogetawaywithsleepingout,hewillbe

punishedforthat."Forsleepingoutlastyou'relookingafterOkholo,cookingdinnerandcleaning

thehouse.It’syourturnofeverything,”Isay."Isthatapunishment?"Howdoesitsoundlike?

YesI'm punishinghim."You'restillhere?Ineedbreakfast,”Isay.Helaughs,everythingisfunny

tohim thismorning."Iwillneedlotofenergy,getyourassbackonbed,”hesays.Heisnot

gettinganysex,Istickmytongueoutandwalktothebathroom.I'm nauseousagain.Thisis

gettingfrustrating,Ihadaninjectionamonthago.Soshacannotdothistome.Ihaveendless

bathroom tripsthewholeday.Myinstinctshaveconfirmedthispregnancy.Ionlyneeddoctor's

confirmationbeforeIstartcrying.YesI’m marriedbutthatdoesn'tmeanIwanttogivebirth

aftereverysecondyear.I’m lyingonbed,countingmybadlucks."Areyouokay?"heasks

walkingin."No,Ineedtoseemygynaetomorrow."Hesitsnexttomeandputshishandonmy

head.“What'swrongbabe?”heasks."I'vebeenhavingpregnancysymptoms,”Isay."Oh!"Isthat

allheisgoingtosay?Just-oh?“LeaveSosha,”Isay,pointinghim atthedoor.Heissmilinglike

afoolashewalkstothedoor.GodknowsifIstranglehim againitwillbetheendofhim.Indeed

I'm pregnant.It’sanotherlongjourneytosleeplessnightsandnappychanging.JustwhenIwas

startingtoliveanormallife,Okholoisabiggirlnow.Theydon’ttellyoutodoubleprotects

yourself,nowthatI’m pregnanttheyaretellingmethattheinjectionis99%effective.SoSosha's

spermsswam through1%?TheDepartmentofHealthandJuliusMalema,ifheistheminister,

owesmeanapology.Igethomeintimeforlunchandcook2-minutesnoodles,lastnightwe

had…Ican'trememberthenameofthethinghecooked.HedideverythingIaskedhim toand

evendidourlaundry."Princess!”Andthen?Icheckthetime,it'sonly1:47pm."Whyareyou

here?"Iask.Hesmilesandkissesmycheek."Am Inotallowedtocheckonmyfamilyduringthe

day?"heasksandtakesOkholofrom mylapandfeedsher.Whatajollymoodheisin!"Howare

you?"heasks."I'm good,”Isay.Hiseyesstayonmytummy.Heishereforanupdatethebig

devil."BakwenzanjanioCele?"heasks.Hejustcouldn'tletmemournmydivanessinpeace.He

smilesandpokesmycheek.“U-rightgirl?"heasks.Hewantstopissmeoff."NoI'm wrong,”I

say.Helaughsandplantsakissonmyshoulder."Iloveyoumkami.Whatdoyouwantmetodo

foryou?”Nowhedeservesmyattention.“NameanythingandI’llgetitbeforethedayends,”he

says.Iwantanewwashingmachinebutthatistoocheapanditwillaccommodateeveryone.I

needarealgolddigger’sadvice,Iwanttoleavehisbankaccountempty."GivemeanhourIwill

tellyouwhatIwant,"Isay.IwalktothekitchenandcallAmanda.SheistheonlypersonIcould

thinkof,shehasanexperienceingolddigging."Heybabe,”sheanswersinalowvoice.Ihad

forgottenthatwefoughtafewdaysago."I'm stillangryatyoubutIdesperatelyneedyourhelp.”

"Whatkindofhelp?"sheasks.Ilookaround,thereisnoonecoming."Whatisthemost

expensivethingaladycanaskfrom aman?"Iask."AtriptoLagos,”shesays.WhywouldIleave



theNigerianshereandgototheircountry?Theycamewiththeirwives,corruptionandall.“Not

trips,somethingbeautifulandexpensive,”Isay."Ayithat'smyaunt'sson,whyshouldIadvise

youonbankruptinghim?"Aunt'ssonmyfoot,theyfucked."Closeyoureyes.Youaremyfriend

andhisbitterex.Nameonething,”Isay.Shelaughsandsayssheistakingamoment.

"Amanda!”Icall.Sheistakingwaytoolong."Hisgym,askfullownershipofit,”shesays.What?

Thegym islikeSosha'ssecondbaby."Noooo!"Isay."Thatwillbethemostexpensivethingto

askfrom him.Itwillbemorethanlosingmoney,apartofhim isattachedtothegym.It’soneof

thethingsheboughtafteropeningJC."Sheisaheartlessgold-digger,Ican’tbelieveshejust

toldmetotakeSosha'sgym.Iwalktohisstudyandfindhim busyonhislaptop.Helooksup

andasksifIhavethoughtofanything."Areyouready?"Iask."Yep,”hesayssmiling.Idon't

thinkhewillbesmilingafterhearingthis."Iwantthegym,"Isay.Hiseyeswiden,hedidn’t

expectthisatall."MaShengeyoudon'tevenattendthegym,”hesays.“Iworkouthereinthe

house,thereisnoneedformetoattend,”Isay.Heblowsoutandleansbackonthechair.I’m

notchangingmymindifthat’swhyheisstaringatme."WhatifIbuildyouyours?”heasks.I

thinkheismissingthepoint.Hemademepregnant,Iwon'tbeadivaanymore.Thisisrevenge,

nothingelse."NoIwantyours,”Isay.Heburieshisfaceandgrunts.Itwasnicewhenhewas

throwinghisspermsthatswim likeChadLeClosinsideme.Nowit’stimeforPCF,Pregnancy

CompensationFund."Damn!Okayfine,I’llgetStevetopreparethepapers."IbelieveIcanfly,I

believeIcantouchthesky!Idon'tknowwhatI’m goingtodoasabossbutitfeelssogood."Are

wegoingtosharethestudy?"Iask.I'm abossnow,Ineedastudyroom."NoI’llbetemptedto

fuckyoueverytime,”hesays.Hecanbeaturn-offattimes.Wearetalkingbusinesshere,not

fucking."Likenow,”hesaysbitinghisbottom lip.Heneedstocontrolhistongue,thereisababy

here...Ummm whereisshe?Ihopesheisnotbreakingmythingswheresheis."It'sjustthetwo

ofus,dropyourpantsandcomefuckmelikeabossthatyouare,”hesays.Ilikehistone.I

checkoutsidethedoor,Okholoissingingsomewhereinthehouse.Hernannyisaroundsolet

theboss-ladydothis.Ishutthedooranddancemywaytohim.Healwayslaughsatmysexy

dancemoves.“Ciaragotnothingonyou,”hesays.Heisright,IcanteachCiciathingortwo.I

throwmylegoverhisshoulder…Yoh!Mybonesaregoingtobreak,Ican'tdothis.Heisdead

withlaughter.Ididn’twanttobetherewhenMaJalimeetsMmelibutastheonlypersonwho

ownsacarinthefamilyI’m forcedtogo.Ihaveneverseenhersonervousbefore,shecouldn’t

evenstomachbreakfast.Wearrivearound12pm,todaytheyarewaitingforus,therearewomen

walkingupanddowntheyard.Thesamegirlwhotookusinsidethehousethelasttimemeets

usbelowthekraalandtakesusinsidethehouse.Theeyeswegetaswewalkinbleedhatred

andjudgement."WemeetagainMaButhelezi.”It'stheunclewemetlastweek,hiseyesareon

me."AspromisedBaba,”Isay.Helooksatmymother,thereislittledisgustonhisface."Itake

thisyourmothernexttoyou,”hesays.“Itisher,MaJaliButhelezi,”Isay.Heintroduceshimself

toherandasksforanexplanation.Heisstaringather,hardlyblinking.Mmeliisnothereyet,

therearemenandwomenIdon’tknow.Maybeit'stheneighbours,theywanttowitnessthis

Khumbul'Ekhayaepisodelive.Shedoesn'thaveanyvalidexplanationexceptexcusesand

shiftingtheblametomygrandparents.Herwordsareaccompaniedbytears,it’salmostsadto

watch.Thesepeoplearenotsparingheranythingtheyaredemandinganswers.Afterawhile

theysendforMmelitobefetched.Heisdresseddecentlytoday.Hewalksinandsitsnexttohis



uncle."Sonthiswomanheresayssheisyourmother,"theunclesays.Henodshisheadand

staresatMaJali.Atthispointshecan’tcontrolhertears,sheisamess.Mmelishouldbecrying,

nother."I'm sorrymyboy,Ididn'tforgetyou.Ithoughtaboutyoueveryday.Ididn'tknowwhere

tofindyou.Yourfatherdidn'tgivemehisrelatives'address,”shesays.Theyusethislinealoton

Khumbul'Ekhaya,thisisplagiarism,theshowcansueher."CanyouhelpmeapplyforIdentity

Document?”heasks.Itseemslikehedoesn'tcareaboutherpresence,hejustwantsanID.She

wipeshertearswiththebackofherhand."Icanhelpyouwithanything,”shesays.Unfortunately

Mmeliisnotinterestingin‘anything’excepttheIdentityDocument.Afteranagreementonthe

dateofgoingtoHomeAffairshewalksoutwithoutsayinggoodbye.Wetakehisuncle'snumber

andleave.Shecan’tgetoverhowMmeliandMbusolooklikeherlatebrother,bythewaywe

haven’ttoldthefamilyaboutMmeli.Idon'tknowhowtheButhelezisaregoingtotakethisbutit

won'tbepleasant.Thegoodthingaboutbeingmarriedisthatyou'reabletotellyourparents

aboutpregnancyandgetnodrama.Sheishappyforasecondgrandchild.Mylifeismovingtoo

fast,amotheroftwo!IhavetodropherathomeanddrivebacktoDurban.TheCeleprincessis

alreadythrowingtantrumsandSoshacan'thandleher.ThereisaYarisparkedoutside.Who

couldbetheguest?Iwaslookingforwardtoapeacefulevening.Tshitshi!!!Iscream inshock

andhugher.Sheisneverhome,thisisapleasantsurprise."Howareyou?"Iask."I'm okay,”she

says.SheisjollylikeMlando,alwaysmakingjokesandlaughing,buttodayshelooksdown."You

don'tlookfinetome.DidyouseeOkholo?"Shesighsandpullsherlong,ass-touchingbraids.

"Sheishandful,Ican'tdeal,”shesays.ToobadAuntythereisanotheroneontheway."What

bringsyouhome?"Iask."Imissedmybrothers.""Lies!"Isay.Shenevermissherbrothers,she

evenspendherholidayswithherfriendsinCapeTown.“Okay,I’m heretodeliverbadnews,”she

says.MaybeIhavetositdownforthis.“I'm listening,”Isay."I'm pregnant."No,Ineedtobeon

myfeet.Sheiswhat?"You'renotseriousTshitshi,"Isaywithmyeyeswidened."Ihavenoidea

howTBosforgottoputcondom."ThefatherisTBos?Hedoesn'tsoundlikeafathermaterial.

WhatdoesTBosevenmean?"Doesyourfatherknow?"Iask.“Ihaven'ttoldanyone,”shesays.

Soshawillbedisappointed,hespeakshighlyofher.IwonderifthisTBosisworking,hehasto

takeresponsibility.Soshaalmostjumpstotheskywhenheseesher.Headoreshissister.

"You'reglowingbabysis,awusemhle,”hesays."It’sgeneticbhutina,lookatyourself,”shesays.

Letmekeepbusyonmypots,thesiblingsarestillhoveringovereachother.Ihavedecidedthat

nextyearIwillbestudyingpart-time.Idon’tknowhowI’m goingtojugglebetweenmommy

dutiesandbooks,thispregnancyhappenedatthewrongtime.Iwillbethinkingaboutnappy’s

priceinsteadoflisteningtoalecturer,whowillprobablybemyage.I’m invisibleonthetable,he

isgushingoverhissisterandaskingherendlessquestions.Okholoismeddlinganddemanding

herdaddy'sattention.TheCelesiblingsarethebest,theydon'tletparents'issuesgetbetween

them.Whentheyaretogether,it’sallloveandlaughter.Shetakesheremptyplateandsendsme

asilentmessage."I'llgotobedearly,MaShengewilltellyousomething,pleasedon'tbeangry,"

shesays.Ihavenointerestindoingthis.IwasnottherewhenshewentrawwithTBos,sheis

theonewhowanteditharder.IclearthetableandtakeOkholotobed.Heisimpatientlywaiting

forthenews.Hehasnoideahowdisappointingtheyaregoingtobe.Hewraphishandsaround

mywaist."Didshefail?"heasks.That'snothingcomparedtowhatheisabouttohear."Yes,”I

say.“That’spartoflife,shewilldobetternexttime.”"Shefailedtouseacondom,”Isay.His



handsleavemywaist."What?”Heisindisbelief."Sheispregnant,"Isay.Hebrusheshisface

andlooksatmeagain.Iconfirm itwithanod,hecloseshiseyesandblowsout.Ithinkthisis

howMbusofeltwhenIwaspregnantwithOkholo,howamazingcankarmabe!Heisfeelingthe

samepainhemadesomeonefeelyearsago.Isitwithhim onbedandholdhishand.Heis

beyonddisappointed."Doessheknowthefather?"heasks.“Yes,hisnameisTBos,”Isay.The

expressiononhisface!"Bayedeneedstohearthis,"hesaystakinghisphoneout.Nowtheissue

isbeingpassedtothedeputyparent,therewillbehellonearth.Youknowhowus,theeldest

ones,are.Wemonitor,judgeanddisciplinetheserebelliouslittlecreaturescomingafterus.Oh

I’m nolongertheeldest,thankstoMaJali.ThereislotofnoiseaboutTshitshi'spregnancy,the

brotherscannotacceptthatsomeonesleptwiththeirsister.BayedeisgoingtoP.Ewithher,he

wantstomeetTBos'family.Idon’thearmuchaboutBab'Cele,nobodyspeaksabouthim.

Maybethelacyrelationshipwasofficiallycalledoff.MlandoisinCapeTown,wekeepupwith

him onInstagram.Idon’tthinkYolandaisstillinthepicture,hepostpicturesofothergirls.I

wonderifheeverthinksofsettlingdown,heisapproaching30now.Talkingaboutsettlingdown,

MyalezoissendinghisdelegatetoZolile'shome.Itdelayedbecauseofbeliefissues.Idon’t

knowiftheyresolvedit,Zolilemadeitclearthatshewon'tbeaNazareth.Maybetheyreached

somecommongrounds,lovealwayswin.Ican’twaittoseethegroom onhisweddingday,he

hadsomecuteZuludancemovesonmyday.Ihavenodoubtsthathisweddingwillbe

traditional,hecomesfrom Ndwedweafterall.Ihavetocheckhowthingsaregoingathome.In

afewdaysmymotherwillmeetMmeliatStangerHomeAffairstosolvetheIDissue.Ihaveno

ideawhatisgoingtohappenafterthatbutI’dliketohavearelationshipwithhim.Iwakeuptoa

hotcupofteaandplateofbreakfast.Onlyafewgettoexperiencethisfeeling,someonlyget

breakfastinbedwhentheyareinhospitals."Ibroughtabowlofwarm water"hesayswhenI

attempttogetoffbed."ThanksbabebutIneedabathroom first,”Isay.Hesmileswithastupid

lookonhisface."Comeandpeeinsidemymouth,"hesays.Iknewsomethingannoyingwas

coming.Irollmyeyesandwalkaway.I’m nothappywiththevolumeofmypee,thewhole

bathroom isbuzzing.It'snormalbreakfast,eggs,toastedbreadandmushrooms.Heisgoodin

thekitchen,whetherit’sbakingorcooking,heisamaster."MaShengewearegoingtochurch

today,”hesays.Somethingiswrongwithmyears,Ithinkhesaidmall.“Where?”Iask."It's

Sunday,wearegoingtochurch,”hesays.ThereisSundayineveryweekandwenevergoto

church.Whatmakestodayspecial?"Whyarewegoingtochurch?"Iask."Becauseweare

blessedmylove,noteverycrazygirllikeyoufindsalovinghusbandandmothersuchabeautiful

daughter.Andnoteverybrokenson-of-a-dogwithmentalissuesfindsabeautiful,sexywife,”he

says.Iwillignorethathecalledmecrazy.Craighasn'tsaidthatsoI'm perfectlyfine.“Ican

installalarms,surroundmyhomewithelectricfencesandsendbodyguardsbehindOkholo

everyday,butaboveitallweneedGod'sprotection.Bothofusknowhowcrueltheworldis,we

needGodtobecloser.”Hedoesn'tplaywhenitcomestoGod,hetakesreligionseriously.We

don’tprayeverydaybutwhenwedoitisintense.HetaughtOkholo'OurFatherWhoArtsin

Heaven'prayer.Ididn'tknowtheimportanceofprayinggrowingup,IonlyprayedwhenIwasin

need.Itwarmsmyhearttoknowthatmydaughterwillgrowdifferently.Ntandorepliestomy

text,ItoldherthatI'm abouttogotochurch.TheyonlydrinkwineonGoodFriday,don'twaste

yourtime-hertext.WhosaidI'm goingthereforwine?Thisheathen!AuntJulygavemeahat



beforeumembesoday.Todaythishatissavingmyday,IfeellikeamemberofJoyous

Celebration.Weleaveallthechurchesinourneighbourhoodandsurroundingsanddriveto

Pinetown.MaybethisonehasadifferentJesusChrist.Thereisamazeofcarsparkedoutside.

Peoplearewalkingingroups,thisiswhatIdon’tlikeaboutchurch.Ifyoudon'tknowanyoneyou

endupfeelinglikeanoutcast.Whenwewalkthroughthegatetheystartacknowledginguswith

widesmiles.EverywhereSoshagoeshebecomestheVIP,wegetseatsatthefrontrow.Heis

familiarwithmanypeople,theykeepthankinghim forcoming.Theserviceisgood,Ienjoythe

singingmorethaneverything.Thepastordeliversthesermon,hiswifeisshoutingtheloudest

'Hallelujah’.InhermindsheisMariaandherhusbandisJoseph.Weallhavetostandupifshe

does,sheisourHighness."UMKHULEKOUNAMANDLA….”Andnow???Heisonhisfeetsinging

inadeepgraciousvoicewithhiseyesclosed.Heisabadsingerathome,bothOkholoandIare

shocked.Everyoneissingingalongwithhim,heislostinthesong,tappinghisfootandfolding

fists.I'm souncomfortable,Idon’tknowwhy.Hegreetseveryoneaccordingtotheirchurch

positions,seeminglyheknowsthem verywell.“Ididn'tcomewithMaXulutoday.Icamewith

OkholoandMaShengeCele,”hesaysturningtous.PeopleshoutlongaHallelujahandclap

hands."MaShengesukumabakubone,”hesayspullingmyhandup.Ican'tbelieveheisdoing

thistome.ThereisapplauseandHallelujah.Thespotlightistoobright,Ican’twaitforthis

servicetobeover.Ididn'texpecthim todothis.ImustsayheanalysestheBiblebetterthanthe

pastor,thereareendlessAmens.IdecidedtospendtheafternoonwithAmanda.Iknowsheis

wearingamask,sheisstillhurtingoverSphelele.HelookshappyinthepictureswithMpume,

shecouldgivebirthanytimenow.Passengeroncesaid,youonlyneedalightwhenit’sburning

lowandonlymissthesunwhenitstartstosnow.That’sexactlywhatishappeningtoAmanda.

ThereisIndia'scaroutsidemyhouse,IguessTshitshiishere.ItakeOkholowhoisfastasleep

andputherovermyshoulderandwalkin.Therearevoicescomingfrom thelounge.Myears

refusetotakeoneofthem asBab'Celes.Wemadeitclearthatheisnotallowedinthishouse

oranywherenearus.Indeedit'shim.Thisisatest!"Hecamewithme,wewanttoseebhutina,”

Tshitshiexplains.Shelookslikeshehasbeencrying,hereyesarepuffyred.Ileavethem inthe

loungeandgotomyroom.IneedtoalertSosha,Idon'ttrustthisman.Idon’tknowwhenhe

arrived,Ihearhisvoiceshoutingdownstairs.Tshitshiiswailing,Ican’thearwhatsheissaying.I

putablanketoverOkholoandrushdownstairs."TellherwhatyoudidSosha,”Bab'Celesays

TheyarebothlookingatSosha.Helookslikeabombwaitingtoexplode."Didyoudoitbhutina?

Tellmeyoudidn'tkillmymother."Sheiscrying."WhywouldIkillherTshitshi?WhatwouldI

havegainedfrom herdeath?Ididn'tevencareaboutherexistence,”Soshasays.Outofall

peopleSoshaisthesuspect?Ican'tbelieveBab'Cele."YouhadacousinnamedAmandla,

maybeyoudon'trememberher.Herapedheranddrovehertosuicide,that’swhyyourmother

didn'tlikeher."Notthisagain!ThismanreallyhatesSosha."BabeOkholoneedsyouupstairs,”I

say.Theseaccusationsbreakhim andhisfatherknowsthat,hewantstoseehim broken.

"Sosha!”Tshitshiexclaims.Shenevercallhim byhisname,sheisangryanddisappointed.

“Babepleasegoupstairs,”Isay.Iknowwhathappensafterthis,Ibegwithmyeyesuntilhe

leavestheroom.Tshitshirunsafterhim,shewantstohearthetruthfrom bothsides.Ifoldmy

armsandglareatthemonsterinfrontofme."Wathwalangezinyembezizakheyini"?Iask.

Thereisflushonhisface,foramomenthelooksnumb."Whatticklesyouinseeinghim cry?



Youhavetriedtobringhim down,noneofyourstrategiesworked.Heismakingitwithoutyour

helpandsupport.Hisbusinessesaredoingwell,I’m sureyoudidn’texpecthim tobewherehe

istoday.Thanksfornaminghim Sosha,heisindeedasoldierandyoucannotbreakhim,”Isay.

Hesizesmeupandletsoutanevilchuckle."Iwon'targuewithyou,”hesays.Heglancesatthe

guardstandingbythedoorandadjustshisbelt.Iknowhehasagunonhiswaist."Anotherthing

Bab'Cele,don'teverpointyourgunatme,therewillbehelltopay,"Isay.Hetakeshiscellphone

from thecoffee-tableandlooksathiswristwatchbriefly."Makesureyourhusbanddrinkshis

meds,youshouldgetprescriptionaswell,”hesays.Hewalksoutanddeliberatelybumpshis

shoulderonourguard.Iwillteachhim alesson,theserichpeopletendtotakeusforgranted.

MybrothersmaybelittlebutIcomefrom avillageandhavehundredbrothers.Bab'omncaneis

shockedtohearthatInearlydied.Itellhim everything,heasksfordirectionstomyhouse.Hell

willbreakloose,nobodypointsagunatmeandgetsawaywithit,I’m from Ndulinde.Tshitshiis

hisbrother'skeeper,sheundoubtedlybelievesSosha'sinnocence.Sheishere,tryingtomakeup

tohim.Heisinhisstudy,writingonhisrecipebook.Heisnotokay,painisreflectinginhiseyes.

Hisfatherknowsverywellwhichbuttonstopresstohurthim.Inthemorningataxibuzzing

maskandionfullblaststopsoutsideourgate.It’sNdulindebrothersfrom KwaMashuHostel.I

thoughtBab'omncanewillsendafew,notafulltaxi.IwantedsomeonetoputBab’Celeinhis

place,Ididn'twantawar."What'sgoingon?"Soshaasks."Yourfatherhassomeexplainingto

do,hehadalottosayyesterday.Heisnotevensorryforpointingagunatme,Iwanthim to

knowthatI'm notanorphan,”Isay.NgwenyaGwalaisthesonofNdulinde'schief,heiswalking

onSosha’sgarden,steppingonhisflowerslikethey'rejustwildgrass.Iofferthem juice,only

twoofthem drinkit.Otherswantbeer,unfortunatelySoshadoesn'tdrinktheirkindofbeer.They

callhim Sbali,heisansweringalotofquestions.Sbabuliiscarryingiwisa,Ididn’tknowhe

carrieditthissideaswell.HeisthreateningthewholeCeleclanandMorningside

neighbourhood."Icanstartdowntheroadandbreakeveryone'sskullopenuntilIreachtothat

man'shouse,"hesays.MaybeBab'omncaneshould’veaskedotherpeopleforthis.Idon’twant

anyonetogethurt,IjustwantBab’Celetogetthemessage.Hecomesatthedropofahat,it’s

Tshitshiwhomadeacall,hisprincess.WhenhewalksinhiseyesmeetNgwenya's.Apangof

fearstrikesonhisface."Isthishim?"Ngwenyaasks.Iboldlysayyes,hecantakehisgunand

pointatmeagain."Goodmorning,”hegreetsthem politely.Theybreakintolaughter.Theyare

laughingat'goodmorning’.Wedon'thavethatterm inNdulinde,weuse'sawubona'anytimeof

theday."Weheardyouare...whoisthatguyNgwenya?Theonewhopointsgunsandshootson

TV?"Sbabuliaskstappinghisfingers,tryingtocollectshismemory."Idon'twatchTV,”

NgwenyarepliesHewaveshishanddismissivelyandlooksatSosha."Sbaliyouknowthis

person,hisnamestartwithLa..it'sLa-something,”hesays.Soshashakeshishead.Ithinkhe

wantstosayRumbo."ThatLa-person,youmadalaactslikehim.Whydidyoupointagunatour

sister?”hesays.Bab'Celelooksatmeindisbelief.Heneverthoughtsomeonewouldstandup

forme,heisrichandfeared.Headjustshishatandsitsonthechair.Mphembawalkstohim

andtakesthehatoffhisheadandputsitnexttohim.It’sdisrespectfultowearahatinsidethe

house,heishelpinghim."BabadidyouattempttoshootMaShenge?"Tshitshiasks.Sheis

clueless,inhereyesherfatherisperfect.Heplainlydeniesit.I’m shocked.NowIam aliar?

Ngwenyastandsinfrontofhim,hiseyesaresteaminganger."Yangaisnotgoingtosufferany



morepainatthehandsofaman.Whetherit’sarichmanorfather-in-law,nobodyisallowedto

threatenortouchher.Weareheretodeliverthatmessagefortoday,ifyouwanttoattesttoit

pointyourgunatheragain,”hesays.Themessageisclearonthereceivingend,heisnodding

hishead.Ngwenyalooksathismatesandsignalsthatit'stimetogo.“Madodaasambe,”he

says.TheyallstandupandleaveexceptSbabuli.Heremainsonthechair,hisfacesaysheis

notdone.“Wedon'tgoarounddeliveringmessages,wearedoingthisforSbali.Youhavetopay

forourpetrol."Heisscamminghim,hishandisonthetablewaitingformoney.TheMightyCele

doesn'thesitate,hetakesthewalletandgiveshim R200.Ican'tbelieveheissweatingjustfrom

iwisa.Hedoesn’tmoveuntilhehearsthetaxidrivingout.Sosha'sfaceisunreadable,heisstill

leaningbythewalllikehe'sbeenthewholetime.Tshitshistormsoutangrily,sheislearningthe

truthaboutherperfectfather.SoshaandCelesharealongstare,Idon’tknowwhatit’sabout.

EventuallyBab'Celestandsupandleaves.Iclosethedoorbehindhim andsighinrelief.Ihope

heheardthem,theywon'tbesonicenexttime."Iwon'tfailtoprotectyou.Iwilllosemylife

beforesomeonetouchesyouandmydaughter,”hesaysandwalksawaywithhishandspushed

insidethepockets.Iknowhim,hehastakenoffense.Thisisnotabouthim failingtoprotectme,

hisfathermustknowthatheisrich,notuntouchable.Icomefrom Ndulinde,thevillagecantake

him rightinsidehissecurity-guardedhouseandshowhim howhelllookslike.Someofthem

don’tlikeme,Irefusedtodatesome,butwhenwecomethissidewetreateachotherlike

siblings.Theywilldealwithhim accordingly.Iwakeupinthemiddleofthenightcravingformilk.

Thismanisnotonbed.Icheckinthebathroom,thereisnotraceofhim.Whovanishesinthe

middleofthenight?YouknowhighschoolstoriesaboutSatanistsflyingoutofthewindowsin

themiddleofthenightandgoingtotheatmospheretomeetwithLilWayneandallrichcelebs

toplancaraccidents.Idon'twanttothinkheisoneoftheflyingsquad.Whatishedoingherein

Okholo'sroom?HeissittingontherockingchairstaringatthesleepingOkholo.Theroom is

dim butIcanseethatheiscrying.Iwalkinquietlyandkneelinfrontofhim."What'swrong

babe?"Iask.Hewipeshisnoseandlooksaway.“Sosha!”Icall."IlovemydaughterMaShenge,"

hesays.Thisisstrangeandit’sscaringme."Whyareyouupatthistime?"Ireconstructmy

question.Helooksatme,tearsarestillglitteringonhischeeks.Itpainsmetoseehim inpain,I

getsick."Ijustwanttobeaperfectfathertothem.IlovemychildrenMaShenge.Theyaremy

blood,myjoy.Iwillneverletanyoneabusethem.Whentheyareunderthisroof,theywillbe

protectedandlovedallthetime.Iswearonmymother'sgrave,Iwillprotectthem withallthatI

have,”hesays.Iforgetaboutmilkandpullhim backtoourroom.Iholdhim untilhistrainof

thoughtsdisappears,hefallsasleepwithhishandstuckedbetweenmybreasts.Thisisnot

abouthim andhischildren,thereisavoidinhisheart.Nothingcanfillit.Heneedshisfatherbut

hisfatherhateshim.Bayededoeshisbestbutheisnothisfather.Icallhim earlyinthemorning

andasktoseehim.Soshaisstillinadepressedmoodwhenheleavesforwork.Itbreaksmy

hearttoseehim likethis,heisthemostlovingpersonIknow.Hemayloseitattimesbutheis

kindandhumble.Bayedecomeswithagigantictoyhousethat’sgoingtotakehalfofthe

playroom.HisZoyaisoverthemoon.I’m surethenextfewhoursofmylifewillbequiet,she

won’tleavetheplayroom.Hesitsoppositethecounter,helooksworriedbeforeheevenhearsit.

Iwonderifhehastrieddatingagain,hehasmournedNomzamomorethanenoughnow.I’m

sureshealsowantshim tomoveonandcuthisbeard."Iseverythingokay?"heasks."Idon't



know,yourbrotherwascryinginthemiddleofthenight,”Isay.Hisbrowsfurrow,hedidn't

expectthis."Didyouaskhim whatwaswrong?"heasks."Hewasn'tclear,butwhatIpicked

from itisthevoidyourfatherleftinhim.Deepdownhestillneedshislove,unfortunatelyOkholo

andIcan'tfillthat,"Isay.Heissilentforafewminutes.Iknowthereisnowaytofixthis,you

cannotforcepeopletoloveyou.HoweverIwanthim togetclosure.Whatdidhedotohim?It

cannotjustbetherapeaccusations.Maybeit’shismother'ssins,heistryingbyallmeansto

bringhim down.Whateveritismustbelaidonthetable."IwilltrytospeaktoCele,”hesays.He

hasdonethatinthepastanditdidn'tworkout."Idon'twanttoforcetheirrelationship.Maybeif

heclearsthingsupSoshawillbeabletohealfrom hischildhoodpain.Okholoandthecoming

babycannotgrowupinthismisery,”Isay."IunderstandMaShenge,I'llmakeaplan,”hesays.I

makechickentortillawrapsandpackthem withsomefruits.Helovesfreshlysqueezedorange

juice,IpouritinabottleandOkholo'steainanotherone.Shedoesn’tliketoseeherdaddy

eatingwhilesheisnot,healwaysendupeatingherleftovers.Sheistalkingallthewayto

Musgrave.Howisitpossibleforsomeonetotalkthismuch?Sheneverkeephertinymouth

shut."Guesswhoisbackhome?"Amandasaysmeetingushalfway.Shestilldoesn'tcometo

workonflatshoes.Idon’tknowifI’dsurvivetwohourslivingherlife.Shelooksinsidethe

basketandsayssheisalsohungry."I'llcomewithyourstomorrow,ismyhusbandin?""Heisin

thekitchen,gowaitinhisofficeIwillcallhim.”Ihavemissedthisplace.Manychangeshave

beenmade.Therearetwonewcashiers,Asihgotfiredafewmonthsago.Nowthereception

areaopensouttothecafeteria.Cynthiaisstillmanagingtheplace,shehasn'tchangedonebit.I

takeouthiscutleryfrom thedrawerandsetlunchonhisdesk.Ihadmyfirstnipplegasm inthis

office,Imissthosegoodolddays."Thisisanicesurprise,”hesayswalkingthroughthedoor.

"It’satreatforagoodhusband,”Isay."ThanksIreallydeserveit.”Ilaugh,heissofullofhimself.

Hewastesnotimehedigsinandwipestheplatecleanwithinminutes."Yourdaughterisa

receptionisttoday,"Isay."Wearebornclever,wedon'tneededucation."Nayheislucky,the

struggleisrealwhenyou'renoteducated.IwantOkholotofinishschoolandgetadegree."I

talkedtoBayedeearlier,”Isay."Aboutwhat?"heasks.HowdoIsaythis?Idon'twanthim to

thinkI’m meddlinginhisbusiness."Doyouwishtohavearelationshipwithyourfather?"Iask.

Hisputstheglassonthedeskandtightenshisjaws.Heisabouttotakethistoawrong

direction."Hewantedtoshootmywifeinfrontofmydaughter.WhywouldIwantarelationship

withhim?"Itakehisjuiceandhandittohim.Heneedstobreatheandspeakfrom hisheart.I

won'tbeareasonwhyhedoesn’tfixthingswithhisfather."Babeyou'reangryathim,heisangry

atyou.Nowmostpeoplearegettinginvolved.Youcanpretendthisisnottruewhereasit’s

eatingyouinside.Whatistherootofallthis?Whydidyourmotherleavehischildrenandnever

lookedback?Youcannothealbybeingthefatheryouwishyouhad,getclosure,”Isay."You

thinkIhaven'tdonethat?I’vetriedtoreachouttohim,heisjustanasshole,”hesays.Ihave

beentheremostofthetimes,neitherofthem everaddresseachotherwithrespect.Theybluntly

hateeachother."Maybeyouneedprofessionalintervention,”Isay.“Justafewdaysagoyou

hadyourhomeboysthreateninghim.Iwouldn'tbesurprisedifheboughtyourforgiveness,”he

says.SohethinksI’m corrupted,thatIacceptforgivenessbribes.EventheANCisnotthat

corrupted."Idon'tliketoseeyoucry,itbreaksmyheart.OnedayOkholowillwakeupandfind

herdaddy,whom sheidolizesomuch,staringatherwithtearsonhisface.Youneedtouncover



yourwoundsbecausetheyarenothealed.Fightonebattle,don’tburdenyourselfwith

unnecessaryhatred,”Isay.Hecloseshiseyesandmassageshisbrowridge.Somethingkicksat

thesideofmytummy."Yourbabyjustkicked,”Isay.Heopenshiseyesimmediatelyandrushes

tomysideandputshishandonmytummy.Heissmilingnonstop."Shelikesmyofficebabe,"

hesays."She?”Iask."Ithinkit'sagirlagain,Okholowillbeabigsisterandprotecther,”hesays.

I’m nothopingforagirl.I’m tiredofbathingdollsandlisteningtoendlessstories.Iwantaboy

now,hewillplayhiscarsandmindhisbusiness."Ithinkheagreesthatyouandgrandpashould

talktosomeoneandhavethatsomeone'sprofessionaladvice.”I'm notlettingthisgountilhe

agrees."Hecanrefuseorsaymorehurtfulthings,I'm tryingtoletgo.Iwanttofocusonwhat

makesmehappy,youandmychildren,”hesays."Doyoufeellikeyouneedhim?"Iask."Yesand

Ifeelstupid.Ispeakhateandfeelsomelove.Itmademesadtoseehim frightenedbyyour

homeboysandtrembling.Heisalone,nomatterhowmuchwedidn’tlikeIndiabutshewashis

love.ThesamewayBayedefeltlosingNomzamoisthewayhefelt,andnoonewastherefor

him."NowIunderstandwhyhewasstaringathim,hewastryingtoseeifheisokay."Assoon

asmymotherlefthisloveformevanished.IevenwenttodoDNAtestbecauseIthoughthe

wasnotmyfather.Idon'trememberdoinghim wrongtothepointwherehecanhatemeforthe

restofmylife.""That'swhyI'm sayingfindoutmylove.Youcannotbequestioningyourself

forever,youdeserveanswers,"Isay.Thenextchapterofmylifeshouldbepeace,loveand

family.Phonebeeps!YouareinvitedtoMlando'swelcomehomeparty,theentryfeeisR150.

Giftsmustbesentonthe6thbefore5pm.Yourpresencewillbeappreciated-Mlando'stext.

Soshaisreadingthesametext,laughterischokinghim.Whothrowsawelcome-homepartyfor

himself?I’m notgoingtotalkabouttheentryfee,wecannotaffordit.

Chapter21DidIsayMyaloandZolileworkedouttheirdifferences?Welltheydidn'tandwe

foundoutafterfetchingourattiresthatthey'recallingitoff.Thereisnoweddinganymore.

Myalocouldn’ttakeit.ApparentlyinhishousethereisnoheatallowedonSaturdays,butZolile

beingaslayqueenthatsheisdidn'trespectthoserules.Itwasn'tonlythatshealsofailedto

complywiththeMchunurules.MyclosesourcesaidMyaloisheartbrokenandhastakentime

offtodealwithit.SoshaandBab'CelehadafewsessionswithCraig,Ican’tsaythingsareokay

butthereisprogress.Apparentlyheisthereasonwhyhismotherleft,notthecorereasonbut

healertedhismotheraboutIndiawhowastheside-chickatthetime.Hewasababy,hehadno

ideawhathewasdoingneverthelesshisfatherheldagrudge.ButhefinallylistenedtoSosha's

sideoftherapestoryandthathascutsometension.I’m goinghometospendtimewithmy

threebrotherstogetherforthefirsttime.Iexpectedmyfamilytobeangryanddramaticabout

Mmelibuttheyaccepteditandmovedon.Hewasnotinterestedinhavingarelationshipwithus

butMbusokeptpesteringuntilheagreed.Soshaisnothappywithmeleavingtwoweeksbefore

givingbirth,butthisistheonlytimewecanbetogether,Mbusoworksnonstop.Thistimehe

insistsonbeinginsidethelabourroom whenIgivebirth.Thesunshonetomyside,I’m havinga

babyboy.Weeksareturningintodecades,Ican’twaittomeetmyprince.HalfwaytoMandeniI

receiveatextfrom Mbuso,planshavechanged,theywillarrivetomorrowmorning.Mom hadto



gowithMmelitoMandawetomeetsherrelatives.Ibuytake-outsfordinner,I’m too

disappointedtocook.It’sabitdarkwhenIgethome.Myeyesquicklydarttomyfather'skraal,

therearenocowsinside,it'sempty.Thedoorofthemainhouseisclosed.IsSabathanothome?

Ipushtocheckifit’slocked,luckilyitopens.Therearewhiningscreamscomingfrom theboys'

room."Yesbaby...Yes!”WTFisgoingonhere?"Sabatha!”Iyell.Itcan’tbewhatI’m thinking.I

sendOkholotomyroom andgivehermyphone.Hewalksinthekitchenwithhiseyesbulging

out."You'rehere?"heasks.Hisvoiceisdeepanddifferent.Ifeelfearsteamingfrom mytoesto

everypartofmybody.Sabathais12yearsold!"Whoisinyourroom?"Iask."Noone,”hesays.I

raisemyeyebrows.Heexhalesandrubshishandstogether.“MustIgocheck?”Iask."Nomtha

cametocheckonme.”JesusChrist!"Youbroughtagirlhere?"Iask."Ijustneededcompany,I

wasalone.”HethinksI’m stupid,companyand'Yesbaby'aretwodifferentthings.Heishaving

sexrightinsideourfamilyhouse,hisdisrespectisonanotherlevel."HowoldareyouSabatha?"I

ask."I'm 16."Whaaat?Hewas12yearstwoweeksago.Atwhatspeeddothesekidsgrow?I

haven’thadthetalkwithhim,IdoubtMbusohaditeither.Nobodyhasbeenpayingattentionto

him,heisourlittlebrotherandthat’showweexpectedhim toalwaysbe."Takeherhome,"Isay.

Hedisappearsandcomesbackfollowedbyashortgirlwhocouldbeinherearlyteens.Herface

isturneddownIcannotseeher.Iwarm ourfoodanddishup.Hecomesbackwalkinglikea

rainedchickenandsitsonthetable.Okholoisnotfamiliarwithhim,Sabathadoesn’thavetime

forkids,infacthedoesn'thavetimeforanyone.I'm realisinghowweakmyrelationshipwith

him is.IhavemyattentiononMbuso.TheonlytimeIcallhim iswhenheisintrouble,Idon’tcall

him forageneralchat."I'm sorry,"hesays.HisvoiceisdeeperthanMbuso's.Idon'tunderstand

howhegrewupsofast."Areyouokay?"Iask.Henodsandpullshisplateandstartseating.I

feeltearsdroppingonmycheek,howdidIletthishappen?Iwassupposedtolookafterbothof

them."Isitaboutthegirl?Ididn'tknowyouwerecoming,I'm sorry,"hesays.Ishakemyhead

andwipethetears."Doyouprotectyourself?""YesIdo,”hesays.Iwanttoaskwhotaughthim

aboutsexbutIrememberhegoestoschoolandattendsIlizwiprogrammeeverymonth."Ididn't

realiseyouweresogrown,ourrelationshipisn'twhereI'dlikeittobe.Ubabawamitaughtus

unity,”Isay.“You'remarriednow,youhavenewbrothersattheCeles,”hesays."You,Mbusoand

Mmeliaremybrothers,”Isay."I'm tryingtosayIunderstandwhywecan'tbealwaysDad'sideal

siblings,youhavedifferentprioritiesnow.”Hedoesn’tgetit,Iwanthim tobemypriority."Iwant

ustobeclose,that’swhatIwant.Tellmeaboutyourlife.Whatisgoingon?WhoisNomtha?"

Hegrinsandcarriesoneatinglikehedidn'thearmyquestions.Iknowthegirlisfrom around

judgingbyhowfasthecamebackfrom accompanyingherhome."Doyouwantmetotell

MaJaliandMbuso?”Iask.Thatgetsmehisattention,Igetallthejuicydetails."Sheisthe

reasonwhymyfather'scowsdidn'tcomehome,peoplearecomplainingaboutthegoatsas

well,”Isay.It’smydutyasasistertoblamethisgirlformybrother'smistakesandnegligence.

"Shedidn'tdoanything,she…”Istophim withmyhand,Idon'twanttohearit.Sheisthereason

andthat'sit.Hehasgrown,hisconversationsarematured.WetalkaboutMmeli,Ilizwi

programmeanduniversity.Ididn’texpecthim tobeinterestedingoingtouniversity.Thisone's

earstakeonlywhathewantstohear.Ihaveintensepaininmywomb.I’m dueintwoweeks,it

can’tbecontractions.Icheckthetimeits3:22am.Itrytosleepbutthepaincomesback

stronger.IwakeSabathaupandtellhim thatI’m sick.Heisconfused,heasksifIneed



painkillers.“I'm pregnantSabatha,Ineedthedoctor,”Isay.Heismoreconfused.Whydidn'tI

listentoSosha?Mybagisalwayspacked,Ijustdon'tknowhowI’m goingtogettotheclinic,I

can'tdriveinthisstate."MustIgoaskBabakaMenzitodriveyou?”Goshheisstillhere?I'm in

pain.Herunsoutandcomesbackwithourneighbourafterawhile.Ihavenootherchoicebutto

leaveOkholowithhim,Iknowshewillcrywhenshewakesup.I’m holdingontoasteelbench

insidetheclinicandbangingmyheadonthewall.Okholo'sbirthwasnotlikethis,todayI'm

prayingforthetemporarydeathtocome.IaskedthenursestosendmetotheatreforC-section

theyjustlaughedatmeandsaidImustmarchupanddownthecorridors.Idon’tknowwhen

SoshaandNtandoarrived,checkingtimeincreasespainaswell.Ineedsomethingstrongto

push,maybeasteeltable."Howfarisshe?"heasksthenurses.I'm theonewhoisinpainbuthe

istheonesweating."6centimetres,”thenursesays.They’vebeensayingdifferentcentimetres

sinceyesterday.Whatannoysmeishowcalm theyarewhentheysayit.I'm notallowedtosleep

onmyrightsideandmybreathingpatternisbeingjudged.Imustbreatheandnotgroaninpain.

SoshathinksthisisDaysofOurLives,heisbrushingmyforeheadandsqueezingmyhand.He

iscausingmemorecontractions."Pleaseleave,"Isay."ButIwanttobehere,”hesays.Iletouta

scream thatfrightenseveryone.Ihatehim,hedidthistome."MaShengedon'tchasemeout,

please.”GodpleasetakemeandresurrectmelikeLazarus!"GetoutofhereSosha!”Iscream

again.Henodsandwalksout.Ntandoissquashedinthecorner,hereyesareallout,sheis

freakedout.Idon’tknowhownurseswork,onecomespullingatrolleyandtellstheotherone

thatitistime.Ntandogetsinsidebeforetheyclosethecurtain.Shecountstofiveandasksme

topush.Ipushandpushandpush.Myenergyisrunningout.Whydidn'ttheysendmetotheatre

foraC-section?Theyaskmetopushharder,I'm gettingtired."Isthatthehead?OhMyGodit's

comingoutrighthere!"Ntandoscreams.Iclosemyeyesandgivethelastpush.Thefirstthing

hedoesistocryhislungsout,hownormal!"Eeeewutheintestineisout,”Ntandosayspeeking

betweenmythighs.Myheartnearlystopsbeating.Whatintestine?Ican'tloseanintestine.

Wheream Igoingtogetanotherone?I'veneverheardofintestinedonors.Theyarealllaughing,

thefoolistalkingaboutthecord.Thisisapublicsectorthereisnoprivacy.Theysendmeto

post-natalwardwhereallnewmothersareplaced.Soshawalksin,helooksdrainedandtired.I

feelguilty,hewantedtobepartofthisbirthmorethananything.Heleansovermeand

smoochesmylipslikethereisnotomorrow."Youarebrave,thankyousomuch,”hesays.“I'm

sorryforkickingyouout,”Isay."It’sokay,howismyson?"heasks.Sonissleepingpeacefully

nexttome.Heremovestheblanketoffhisfaceandlooksathim.Heisthehappiestmanalive,

hissmilehasneverbeensowide."What'shisname?”Ntandoasks.“Bandile,”Isay.“It'snice,

andyouDaddy?”sheaskslookingatSosha.Ihopeit'snotMoy'Ongcwele,wealreadyhave

Mandl'Okholo."HeisNqabenhle,”hesays.IknewsomethingGodlywascoming,Ilovethe

namethough.ThistimeMlandowon'tbehappybecausethereisnoforeignname.Icannot

spendtimewithmybrothers,Nqabaarrivedearlyandhisfatherdoesn’twanttoleavewithout

him.Okholoisabitsad,everyoneischeeringonthenewbaby,nobodyispayingattentiontoher

asusual."Comeherebaby,"Icallher.Shejumpsoffmymother'slapandstandsinfrontofme.

Sheiscrying,thisisexactlywhatIfeared."Mommylovesyou.Youareherbaby,okay?"Isay.

Shenodsherheadandsucksherthumb.IaskSoshatotakeNqabaandpullhertomychest.I

willneverreplaceher,sheistheCeleprincess."Nomaguguisbetter,younearlyfaintedwhen



Mbusocame,”mymothersays."Andshewassevenyears,agrownoldwoman!”Theyareall

laughingatme.Mmeli'ssilenceisworryingme,thereisnodoubtthatheisnotfeelingathome.I

wantedtobeheretoseehoweverythinggoes.Wehavelostmanyyearswithouthim,weneed

tofillthatgap.Soshaiswalkinglikeheownstheworld,thisbabyisgivinghim toomuchpride.If

itwasuptohim I'dbedrivingwhilehesitsatthebackwithhischildren.Wesaygoodbyetomy

familyandleave.Therearethreecarsparkedoutsideourhouse.Theycouldn’tevenwaitaday.

I'm tired,Ihaven'tsleptsinceyesterday.OhwellBab'Celeisheretoo.Iwantedthislittle

relationshipbetweenhim andSoshabutthatdoesn’tmeanallisforgiven.Heisnotmyfather,

thereisnoneedformetolovehim."Nqaba'smother,"hesays.Idon’tknowifit’shiswayof

greetingorwhat.Igreetthem andwalkpastwithOkholo.Thereisjoy,everyoneishappyto

welcomethefamily'sfirstgrandson."Heisaphotocopyofme,"Mlandosays.“Nohelookslike

me,”Bayedeargues.IthoughtI'dgetsomesleepbuttheyaremakingsomuchnoisedownstairs.

ItakeacoldshowerandlieonbedwithNqaba.It'stooearlytojudgebutIthinkheisnota

cryingmachinelikehissister.Thereisaknock.HowdidIfallasleep?Idon'tevenknowhow

longthepersonhasbeenknocking.It'sAmanda…Sheisheretoo?Thereisasmellofbraaifilling

upthehouse.Theyareexaggeratingnow."MustIbringyoufood?”sheasks."No,Ijustwantto

sleep,”Isay.Shenodsandstandsstill.Shehasanunreadableexpressiononherface.

Eventuallyshewalksinandsitsonbednexttome."Iseverythingokay?"Iask."I'm happyfor

you,”shesays.I'm toosleepytosmile."Thanksbabe,"Isay.Shetiesherweavebehindherneck

andsighs.Sheisactingabitweird."IknewyouweretheonethefirstdayIsawyou.Itoldhim

aboutyou,roughlydescribinghowyoulooked.Hewasveryeagertomeetyou."Shepausesand

takesanotherhugebreath.Idon'tknowwherethisisheading,sheisseriousandscaringme."I

careaboutyou.Icaredfrom thedayIsetmyeyesonyou.I’m alwayshappytoseeyouhappy,”

shesays.MaybeI’m toosleepy,Idon'tunderstandwhatsheistryingtosay.Isitupandleanon

thepillowandlookather."Iloveyou,"shesays.Sosweet!"YouknowIloveyoumore,”Isay.

Shestaresatmewhilebitingherlip.“What'sgoingonAmanda?”Iask.“Ihavefeelingsforyou,I

fellinlovewithyouthefirstdayyouwalkedinthebakery."Feelingsasinshewishestosharea

bedwithme?WTF!Noways,Ineedtoun-hearthis."IsitthefirstofAprilinyourcalendar?"Iask.

"I'm notkiddingYangomuhle,mysexualitydidn'tallowmetoloveyouforme.Iregretthat

mistake,youcould'vebeenmine."Okaythisisenough.Ineedhertoleaveandtalktomewhen

sheissober,shemustbedrunk."Ineedtosleep,closethedooronyourwayout.”Iliedownand

pullupthecovers.Ican’tbelievewhatshejustsaid.I’m marriedtohercousinforcryingoutloud!

"I'm notplayingYanga,”shesaysnexttomyhead.ThenextthingIknowherlipsareonmy

mouth.Sheiskissingme.Mymindfreezes,WTF!"MaShe...."Hedoesn'tfinishcallingme,he

seesAmanda'slipsonmeandwalksinlikeamadman.It’stoolatewhenAmandajumpsoff,he

isrightinfrontofher.Hegrabsherneckandthrowsheragainstthewall.Heisananimal,her

screamsarefillingtheroom.ThisisnothowIwantedtowelcomeNqabahome.Hepressesher

againstthewallandlooksatme."Whoisgoingtoexplainlamasimba.Isityouorthisbitch?"he

asks.Tearsburnmyeyes.Idon’tunderstandthiswholething.WhyisAmandadoingthistome?

SoshathinksIkissedherback."MaShengedidn'tdoanything,don’thurther,"shesaysandspits

bloodonthefloor."Amandaumenzaniumfaziwami?”heasks.Afistfollowsafterthequestion.

Heiscrazy,heisgoingtokillhiscousin."Itoldyouabouther,Iloveher,”shesays.Whatisshe



doing?Sheisinfuriatinghim evenmore.Hiseyesturnredwithinseconds."Amandaleave,"Isay.

Heturnstomeandshootsanicylook."Areyouherbitch?”heasks.“SheisbleedingSosha,

pleaselethergo,”Isay.Heshoveshertothefloorandtakessomethingfrom thecloset.

Amandafindsstrengthandrunsoutbutheisrightbehindhercallingherisifebe.ItakeNqaba

andlockmyselfinsidethebathroom.Mybodyisslowlyfailingme,Igavebirthsevenhoursago.

Myheadfeelslight,IputNqabaontheflooronhisblanketandlienexttohim.“MaShenge!”It's

Bayede.They'vebeenbangingthedoorformorethan5minutesnow.Ican’tgettoitandopen.

Nqabaiscryingonthefloornexttome.Mywholebodyisfrozen,Ican'tmove.Ihearaloud

bangandthedoorbreaksopen.Bab'Cele,Mlando,BayedeandSoshawalkin.Mlandorushesto

NqabawhileBayedeandSoshacometome.ThelastthingIrememberisSosharunningwith

metothecarandOkholocryingbehindus.IsleptassoonasIgotinsidethecar.Thedoctor

saysI'vebeenhereforacoupleofhours.ThereisIVdripconnectedtomyarm.Soshaishere,

heissittingonthechair,staringatme.“Areyouokay?”heasks.InodmyheadbutinsideI’m

broken.Mychildrenarenotnexttome,mydearfriendmessedupmymarriageandmyhusband,

whom Ilovewitheverythinginme,doesn’ttrustme.Theydischargedmethefollowingmorning.

Mlandoistheonefetchingme.Hekeepsstealingglancesatmebutdoesn'tsayanything.Ican

hearNqabacryingfrom thedriveway,assoonasthedoorsunlockIgetoutandrushinside.

Soshaisfeedinghim thebottleonthecouch.Hischeeksarered,hemusthavecriedforawhile

now.Igreetandtakehim andheadtomybedroom.Theydidn'tevenwraphim withablanket,

mypoorbaby.Thebathroom doorhasbeenfixed,it’slikenothingeverhappened.Iwonderif

Amandaisokaywhereversheis.EventhoughshedidwhatshedidIstillcareabouther.Isend

NtandoatextaskinghertocheckuponAmandaforme.Hewalksinandsitsontheotherside

ofthebed."MaShenge,"Idon'tknowwhethertorespondorkeepquiet.I'm notsureifI'm still

angryornot."I'm sosorry,thedoctorsaidImusttakecareofyouandIdidn'tdothatwell

yesterday.Ididn’twanttowelcomemysonthatway,Iwasangry.Amandaismycousin,I

trustedherwithyouandmychildren.Ididn'texpecthertodowhatshedid,"hesays.Hehas

calmeddown,maybeIshoulddothesame."NeitherdidI,shetoldmewhatshetoldyouandI

toldhertogetoutthenthenextthingIfeltwasherlipsonme.Iwasshocked,mybodycouldn't

evenreact,”Isay.Hewalksaroundandsitsnexttome.Iliftmyheadupandlookathim.He

looksremorseful."Iwouldn'thavehurtyou,"hesays.HetakesNqabafrom myarmsandputs

him onbed,hebringsmeclosertohim andkissesme.Ihavemydoubts,hewasgoingtohurt

me.Andwhatisthatthinghepulledoutofthecloset?I’m prettysureitwasnotastick."Sheis

outofourlives.Idon'twantheranywherenearyouormychildren,”hesays."Areyoufiringher?"

Iask."No,butshewon'tcomeinsidemybakeryifsheknowswhat'sgoodforher.I’m glad

Sphelelesawhisworthyandbrokethestupidengagement,”hesays.Well,theAmandachapter

isclosedinmylife.Ideletehercontactsandblockher.ThereisnoneedtosayIwillmissher

becauseIalreadydo.Shehasleftfootprintsinmylife,wecreatedmemoriestogether.Idon’t

loveherthewayshewouldlovemetobutshedoeshaveaspecialplaceinmyheart.Ichoose

mymarriage.****Ntandoisnotjustafriend,sheismytwin,assoonasshefoundoutabout

Amanda'ssagashecutheroff.It’sbeenthreemonthssinceithappened,mylifeisboringAF.I

sithomealldaywithmytwoattention-demandingchildren.Iwasright,Okholocriesmorethan

Nqaba.Sheisabigbaby,shedoesn'teatbyherself.Shewantsme,specifically,tofeedher.I



thinkit’sallaboutprovingapointtoNqaba.Shecallshim 'thisboy’.Heisherleastfavourite

personintheworld.TshitshiisinPEwithTbos'family.Shegavebirthtoababygirl,wehaven’t

metheryet.Shewillcomebackwhenthefamilybringsihlawulo.Bayedeisnotfondofthe

family,hehasbeenmakingcrazydemandsthroughoutherpregnancy.Brotherswillamazeyou,

theysleepwithotherpeople'ssistersbutexpecttheirstostarthavingsexatforty.Sabathais

callingme.Ourrelationshiphaspickedanewpaceinthelastfewmonths.Hetextsmeevery

day.UnlikeMbuso,heallowsmetoviewhisstatusmessagesandtoleratesmycomments.Ifhe

postssomethingaboutrelationships,Iwritehim alongtextabouttheimportanceofeducation

andhowgirlsaregoingtostophislifeanddestroyhisfuture.Hedoesn'tblockmeforit,heis

myfavouritebrother."SisiI'm introuble,”hesays.Trouble?Mymindisrunningwild,I'm already

panicking."Whattrouble?Areyouokay?"Iask."Nomthaisgoingtothehospital,”hesays.My

memorycanbeslow…Nomtha?OhIrememberher,thegirlwhowasscreaminginhisroom.

"Whathappenedtoher?"Iaskabitchilled"Sheisgivingbirth."Chillgone!Whaaat?"Andwena

howisthatanyofyourconcern?"I’m askingjustforthesakeofasking,Ialreadyknowthatheis

themostfoolishpersononearth."It'smybaby,"hesays.Thissituationneedsalittlebitof

faintingbutI'm stillstandingbythecounterwiththetablespooninmyhand."Sabathayoumade

herpregnant?"Iask."Itriedtoprotectbutitwasn'tworking,I’m sorry.CanyoupleasecallMom

andtellherforme.Thebabydoesn'thaveanyclothes.Iwaswaitingformymonthlyallowance,I

didn'tknowitwillhappenthisearly."Whycan'tweslapsomeoneoverthephone?Ifeellike

gettinginthecaranddrivingtoNdulindejusttoslaphisstupidface.A16-year-oldfather?No

scratchthat,heis12yearsold.Whatiswrongwiththesekids?Weneedanewtestament,sex

beforemarriagesinisnotscaringanyonenowadays.Igetanothercallfrom Nomtha'soldsister,

shehasgivenbirthonherwaytotheclinic.I’m anaunttoababyboy.Iwasnotreadyatall,I'm

suchayoungaunt."Mbusojusttoldme,congratulationsAunty,"hesayswalkingthroughthe

door.“Yaay!”Isaythrowingmyhandsup.Helaughs,hethinksitisfunny.Thispersonisstillin

school,heisgoingtouniversitynextyear.Whoisgoingtotakecareofthebaby?"It'snotfunny

Sosha,babiesareexpensive.Howishegoingtosupportthebaby?"Isay."Hisbrotherworksin

Johannesburgandhissisteristhegym boss.Whyshouldhebeworried?Everythingisgoingto

betakencareof,”hesays.Iworkhardformygym,makingcallstocheckiftheydon'tneednew

equipmentandeverything.Mbusohashisownexpensesanddoesn'tearnthatmuch.Okholois

alwaysthelastonetosleep.Firstlyshemakessurethatthebabyisnotonourbedandthen

checksifnoneofhertoysaremissing,asifNqabacaresabouttheuglydolls."Youknowshe

tookafteryouright?"heasks.Hehastobekidding,I'm notlikethislittlediva.Notonebit."No

shedidn't,”Isay.Hechucklesandpullsmylegoverhiswaist.Hishandsstartskimmingunder

mypanty.Wehavegonethreefullmonthswithoutsex.Thedoctorsaidsixweeks,mymother

saidthreemonths.IalwayschooseAfricandoctors,IdidthesamewithOkholo.Shesaidthey

willbeslowifIrushintosex.Idon'tknowhow,allIknowisthatifSoshainsertshispenisinside

myvaginabeforetheperiodofthreemonthsmybabieswillbeslowanddumb.Whowantsa

dumbbaby?Noone."Bayedesaidyou'reindirectlypunishingme,hesaidthereisnosuchthing,"

hesays.Again,heisdiscussingourbedroom issueswithhisbrother.Hisbigheaddoesn'twork

sometimes."Imissmyyoni,”hesaysinsertinghisfingersinsideme.I’m lostinhislips,his

fingeristouchingmysofttissues.Mybodyachesforhistouchoneveryinch.Mynipplesare



itching,it'sbeenawhilesinceheplayedwiththem.Whatam IgoingtodowithNqaba'smilk?

Mynipplesneedsomesuckingfrom hisfather.Heasksforthefirstroundandtakesmeonlike

helasthadittenyearsago.Mmelifinallyfoundthejob,heliveswithMnqobiandMbuso.Heis

thequiettype,maybeItookafterhim.Hesayswhatyouwanthim tosayandendsthecall.

Circumstancesmadehim moveoutofhisuncle'shomeandgotomymother’shomein

Mandawe,Nowthereisalotoftensionbetweenthetwofamilies.Mbusosentthreecowstothe

MakhayastopayNomtha’sdamages.Sabatha’sallowancefrom megoestothebaby.Thanks

toIlizwiprogramme,heneverrunsoutofcosmetics.Inthepastfewyearswe’vehadfewer

casesofboysassaultinggirls.Nocasesofrapehavebeenreportedsofar.Indunaandlocal

menhaveimbizoeverynowandthentodiscussmanhoodandfamilyissues.Mystorymadea

difference.Thisyearmothersaregoingbacktoschool.OkholoandNqaba'smotherisbackon

thedeskagain.Ipraynottothinkaboutdiaperswhileinclass.IhaveregisteredforDiplomain

SmallBusinessManagementatUnisa.Someoneishootingoutsidethegate.Long,loudhoots.

It'sNtando,sheisdrivingacarI'veneverseen."I'm drivingbae'scar,”sheyells.Thatiswhatall

thisnoiseisabout?It'snotthefirsttimeshedrivesToni'scar."Youwon'tbelievewhatI'm about

totellyou,”shesays.Curiositysparks,herunbelievablestoriesarealwayslit."What?"Iask.

"Nyamboseistakingasecondwifeandsheismyage."Herfatherisagrandpaofthecentury.

Whatisshetalkingabout?Heshouldbetakingfuneralpoliciesnotsecondwives."You'relying

Ntando,”Isay."IwishIwas.Thisthingstressesmeoutthat'swhyBaeistakingmetoKnysna,”

shesays.Claponce,claptwice!I’vebeenstressingmywholelifeandnobodyevertookme

Knysna."Knysnahealsstress?"Iask."Yesitdoes,”shesays.Welearnuntilwedie."Whenare

youleaving?"Iask."Todayboo,I’m heretoborrowyourhats,”shesays.Sheisnotleavingthe

continentIshouldrelaxandbehappyforher.Shedidn'tsendmetomarriageandcryingbabies,

thisisthelifeIchose.OnedayIwillgotoKnysnaaswell."Planyourtripsforehand,youhaveto

bringmesomethingformyhats,"Isay."Iwillbringyouseawater,youneedtocleanseoff

Amanda'skiss,”shesays.Urgh!Shejusthadtoremindmethat,I’dforgotteniteverhappened.

AmandaresignedatJC,Ihavenoideawhichpartoftheplanetshelivesinnow.Nqabais

startingtoactlikehisfather,youneverknowhisnextmood.Oneminuteheisplayingand

laughingandthenextheiscrying.Heischubbyandenjoysbeingcarriedaround.Onlyhisfather

carrieshim moreformorethan10minutes.WehavetogotoDad'shouse,pleasegetready-

Sosha'stext.Whyarewegoingtothatman'shouse?Ihaven'tsetmyfoottheresincethe

weddingday.Igetthekidsreadyandwaitforhim.Hearrivesafteranhourandtakesthekidsto

thecar.Hedoesn’tlookokay,somethingbadmayhavehappened.Hedoesn'tsayanything

aboutthepurposeofthisvisit,heistalkingonlybecauseOkholoneverletspeoplekeeptheir

mouthsshut.Itseemslikeeveryoneishere.Bayede'sJaguarisparkednexttoawhitecarthat

I'veneverseen.OnlyMlandochangescarslikeunderwear,Iguessit'shis.Thereisnoone

outsidetheyard,noteventhegardenboy.Ionlyhearvoiceswhenwewalkthroughthefront

door.Bayedeisstandingbyhissweatyfather'schair.Hehashissleevesrolleduptohiselbows.

Somethingisnotrighthere.Mlandopushesthechairstous.Thereisawhiteladysittingnextto

him,sheiswritingsomethingonthedocument.Adark-skinnedwomanemergesandtakes

OkholoandNqaba,IrecogniseherasBayede'shelper.Shedisappearswiththem inthepassage.

"Heisdying,”BayededirectstoSosha.HeistalkingaboutBab'Celewhoisstrugglingtobreathe



properly.Heiscoveredinsweat,hiseyesaresunken."WhathappenedBaba?"Soshaasks,his

voiceisfilledwithconcern.Bab'Celeopenshismouthanumberoftimesbeforehemanagesto

spitwordsout."Bayede..will..tell..you..the..truthson.”Bayedeshakeshisheadandsaysit’snot

hisplacetotellSosha.Whateveritismustbebad.Thispersonisdyingheshouldberushedto

thehospital,notputonthechairinthemiddleofthehouse.MlandostandsinfrontofSosha,I've

neverseenhim thisangry.Heshootsalookathisfatherandshakeshisheadwithadisgusted

face."Bafoyouhadatwinbrother,hewaskilledinfrontofyouandburiedinsideClermont'sold

house.Theymadeyoudrinkhisbloodinajuicebottlesothathisspiritlivesinyou.Mom didn't

justleave,youtoldherandwhensheconfrontedthismanhethreatenedtokillherifsheever

lookedback.You’vebeenatroubledsoulsincethen,theysacrificedyourtwinbrotherandyour

mentalwell-beingforthegrowthoftheCelelegacy."BythetimeMlandofinishestoexplainBab'

Celeisgaspingforair,hisbodyisshakingviolently,heisdying.Bayedesnatchesmyarm and

pullsmedownthepassage.Helocksusinsidetheroom andgoesback.TheTVisplayingloud,

wecannothearanything.Mayaisalsohere,shelooksfrightenedlikesheknowswhat's

happening.Anhourhaspassedandwearestillstuckinsidethisroom withnoideaofwhat’s

goingon.Atlastthedooropens,MlandowalksinandtakesNqaba.Iguessweareleaving,Ipull

MayaandOkholoandfollowhim out.Thereisnooneinthelivingroom,everythingisarranged

asifnothinghappened.AllthecarsaregoneexceptMlando’s.Hetakesushomeandasksme

tolookafterMaya.Iknowtheworsthashappened,heneveractssocoldwithus.Nomatter

howtensethingsareheistheonewhoalwaysbringhumour.It’sbeentwodaysnowandIhave

noideawhereSoshais.Ihaven’theardfrom anyofthem,Mlandodroppedusandnevercame

back.Bab'Celeisdead,hisdeathisalloverthenews.Theysayhediedfrom respiratoryfailure

athishome,nofurtherdetailsareshared.WithNtandogoneandtheCelesgoneMIAIrealise

howlesssociableIam.Mycircleistoosmall,Ineedtosocializeatthecampusandmakesome

friends.I’m abouttogotobedwhenthemaindooropens.Reliefwashesovermeasmyeyes

meethis.Heiswearingalong,brownhoodiejacketI’veneverseenbefore."Mkami,”hewalksin

andembracesmeinatighthug.Hiseyesareemptybutheissmiling.Idishforhim andprepare

him abath.Wedon'ttalkabouthisfather,hekisseshischildrenandcomestobed.Idon'thear

anythingaboutthefuneral,thesubjectisnottouched.Daysgoby,BayedeandMlandocomefor

dinner.Weeatandjokelikenothinghappened.Tshitshiwillbecominghomewithherdaughter

forthefirsttime,wewillgotoRichard'sBaytowelcomeihlawulo.Celelefthisbusinessesand

propertiesbehind,noneofhischildrenhaveclaimedthem.Somebusinessesarecollapsing,his

carsareinsidethegarageofhisunguardedhouse.Youcan’tfindhispictureanywhereinthis

house,thereisnosinglememoryofhim.Okholowillnotrememberhim,hergrandfatherwho

wantedtokillhermotherinfrontofher.It'slikeheneverexisted.Mlandoasksforatoast,he

hasn’tchangedonebit.Hetoaststothenewlegacy,newgenerationandgoodlife.***I’m trying

todomylastassignment,it’sdueinthreedays.Thereislittlevoicethatkeepstellingmeit’sstill

early.Iendupclosingthelaptopandtakingawinebreak."Ithoughtyouwerestudying,"hesays

walkingthroughthedoor.Wearesharingthestudyroom,weusuallytakequickiebreaks."I'm

takingabreak,”Isay.HelooksattheSaintCelinebottleonthedeskandshakeshishead."I'm

heretoasksomethingbigfrom you,"hesays.Thissoundsserious,Ipouranotherglassand

givehim myfullattention."MaShengeIwanttotakeasecondwife."Myfacesaysitall.Excuse



me?No,excusehim."Angizwangaumoya?"Isaywithmyeyebrowsraised."Iwanttotakea

secondwife,”hesays.Igulpawholeglassandpouranotherone.Isheseriouslyaskingthis

from me?Whathaven'tIdoneforhim?"Why?"Iask."Ihavetoomuchlove,”hesays.Mypalms

aregettingmoist.Igavehim adaughterandason.ItrytofulfilmywifedutieseverywayIcan.

"IfIsayno?"Iask.Hemassageshischinandkeepsquiet."Soshayousaidyouonlyloveme,”I

say.I’m tryinghardtoholdbacktears.Myhandsareshaking,thiscanhappentoMaDlamini

ZumaandMaCeleMselekubutnotme.I’m MaShengeCele,Icannotsharemyhusband."Ido

loveyoubutmyhearthastoomuchlove,"hesays.ThewinespillsonthedeskasImindlessly

pushbackthechair."Divorcemeandtakethatwife,"Isayandstorm out.Ntandoisalwaysmy

shouldertocryon,Icallherandtellherwhat’shappening.Shewantsmetocomeover.The

nannywillbeleavingintwohours,Imusthurryup.Ifindherwithaskinnyguywhoisdoingher

make-up."Maybeyoushouldlethim dowhathewants.Comeonfixthatuglyface,”shesays.

Shethinksthisisajoke.Mymarriageisincrisis.Ndulindepeoplearegoingtogetthehottest

topicoftheyear.ThoseIdidn’tinvitetomyweddingwillhavegoodlaughteroverthis.

Umabuy'emendweni!Theguyforcesmeonthechairandpaintsmyfacewithhisthings.He

keepssayingIwillfeelbetteraftermake-up.Idon'tthinkhavingdrawneyebrowswillerasethe

factthatmyhusbandwantsasecondwife.Ntandocomesbackwearingalongreddress.She

looksgorgeous,butwhereisshegoing?Shecan’tcallmehereandleavesmeheartbrokenwith

thisguy."Ihaveanotherdress,it’swhitethough.WeneedtoshowSoshawhyhemarriedyou,"

shesays.Shedoesn’tgetit.I'm stillthegirlIwasfiveyearsago,nothinghaschanged.Thisis

notaboutme,Ihavenothingtoprove.Thisguy!Wheredidshegethim?Heisannoying.Heis

orderingmearoundandforcingmeintohersilkywhitedress.Ouch!Whyishecombingmyhair

soroughly?AndwhosaidIwantedtostylemyhair?Ishouldn'thavecomehere."Trustme,

beautyisthebestmedicine,"hesays.Isit?Iattendedaslay-queen'sfunerallastyear,whydidn't

beautyhealher?Heofferstodriveustomyhousesothatwecanpickthekids.I'm leaving

Soshatotakehissecondwife.Ithurts,Ican'timaginemylifewithouthim.Nqabaisnoteven

oneyearold,Iwantedthem togrowinawarm home.Whyareallthesecarshere?Didhecalla

familymeetingtoannouncehisdecision?"Thiswaybabe,”Ntandosays,sheisbehindme.The

frontbalconyisdecorated,thereisredcarpetwithflowerpetalsleadingoutside.Mymother,

Bab'omncaneandmybrothers?What'sgoingonhere?Heiscomingtome,smiling,holdinga

bunchofflowersinhishand.I'm stilllost,whatishappening?“Happy5thanniversaryMaShenge,

Istillchooseyou.”Whaaat?Ithoughthewantedanotherwife.Andtodayisour5thanniversary?

Ican’tbelieveIforgotsuchimportantdayofourlives.“You'rethefirst,thesecondandthe

foreverwife.Stopcryingyou'reruiningTumi'shardwork,”hesays.Everyonelaughs.Ifeelso

stupid,heplannedallthisbehindmybackandpulleditoff.Thisisthefirstanniversary

celebrationwehavewithourfamilies.Weusuallybuygiftsforeachother,Idon'tknowhowI

forgotthisone.Mayaisturning13soon.Yep,timeflies.Herfatherisnotbringinganyonehome,

hisliferevolvesaroundMayaandhissurgery.Wehaven'tcelebratedhisbirthdaysince

Nomzamopassedon.Heisturning41thiscomingweek,itmarksfiveyearssinceshedied.

Mlandoisinastablerelationship.Wehaven'tmettheladybutthey'vebeentogetherforfive

months.HeisfinallyworkinginOgies,heboughtahousethatside.Myfamilysleptover,they

areleavingtoday.Ihavetofetchmymother'sordersintown.IaskMmelitocomewithme,we



don’tspendmuchtimetogether."Howiswork?"Iask."It'sokay,”hesays."Haveyoumetany

lady?Iwantasister-in-law,someoneIcanjudgeandgossiptoMaJaliabout.”Hechucklesand

fastenstheseatbelt."Youareinforalongwait.”Longwait?Iraisemyeyebrows.“Areyougay?"

Iask."No,Ilostsomeonewhomeanteverythingtome,”hesays.Heisbruisedfrom thetoneof

hisvoice."I'm sorrytohearthatbrother,"Isay.Helooksoutsidethewindowforagoodwhile

withhisjawsclenched.Thenhesighsandwipeshisface."Ipaidapriceforbeingpoor.Thelove

ofmylife,mydaughter,myblood.Ilosteverythingthatkeptmyhopeburning.Shetoldme

straightintheeyesthatmychildwillneverbemine.HerfamilyaskedifIwillbeabletopaythe

damagesandtheirdaughter'suniversityfees,Iwasnotgoingtobeabletodothat.SometimesI

didn'thavefoodformyownstomach,andsometimesnoshelter.WherewasIgoingtofinda

jobwithnoID?”Heisopeningup,thereissomuchpaininhisvoice.“YesImadeamistakeby

fallinginlovewithiqhikizaandsleepingwithher.Shewouldn'thavechosenmeoverthelifeher

richboyfriendgaveher.Sheleftwithmybabyandhalfofmyheart,”hesays.We’vebeensinging

menaredogsforthepastfewyears,ourwrongdoingsandheartlessnessaswomengo

unnoticed."Haveyouevermetyourchild?"Iask."Yes,acoupleoftimes.EventodayIsatwith

heracrossthetableandpretendedasifIdidn’tknowthatsheismine.Myhandsachedtotouch

herfaceandseehersmilecloserbutIcouldn't.Shelivesthebestlife,theoneIcouldn'tgive

her,”hesays.Hesatwithheracrossthetable?HecannotbetalkingaboutMaya.That's

impossible!"Don'ttellmeyou'retalkingaboutNomzamo!"Isay."IlovedherYanga.Iheldno

grudgeagainsther,wheneversheneededmeIwasthere.Iattemptedsuicidetwice,Ididn’tsee

thereasontolive.Nothingwasworkingout.Icouldn'tevenbuyaperfumeforher."Nomzamo

needstowakeupfrom thatgraveandexplainthis.Twoguysaremourningherdeath?Lordof

Sheningas!I'm unabletolookatBayedeintheeyes.NobodyisawareofhowMmeli'seyesare

fixedonMaya.Thecarneedstocomefasterandtakethem homebeforeBayedenoticesthis.

I’m holdingmybreaththewholetime,Mayaisnotleavingtheroom,sheissittingrightinfrontof

herbiologicalfather."Mathecarhasarrived,”Soshasayswalkingin.ThebestfivewordsI’ve

heardinmywholelife.Iwalkthem outandhelpthem packtheirbagsinsidethecar.I’venever

beensorelievedtoseemyfamilyleave.AsmuchasMmeliisbrokenbythisthetruthwillbreak

BayedeevenmoreandI’m notreadyforthat."IsitmeoryourbrotherhadhiseyesonMayathe

wholetime?”Myaloasks.Silence.Mybreathishelduponmythroat,whatiswrongwiththis

Shembeguy?Doesn'thehave23or25toattend?"Heknowshermother,theywereclose,"

Bayedesays.Reliefuntiesmytongue.Atleasthe,themaincharacter,doesn'tsuspectanything.

"Mywifeisbored,whenareyouallgettingmarried?"Soshaasks.Mlandopickshisglassand

makeshiswayout.Ithoughthefoundtheone,that’swhathe’sbeentellingus.Theylaughand

askhim ifthegirlreallyexists,heshoveshismiddlefingeranddisappears.Oureyesturnto

Bayede,hehasmournedenoughnow."Don'tevenlookatme,I’m stillsearching,"hesays.

Searchingat41?IhaveafeelingthissearchisgoingtotakeforeverliketheHIVcureone.At

thispointIcanevenofferhim mycousin,Kanyo.Shecoulddowithadoctorboyfriend.Myalo

walksinwithastrangelookonhisface."Thereisaweird-lookingpersonoutsidethegate.”Who

couldbelookingweirdoutsidemygate?Allweird-lookingpeopleIknowarehere,insidethis

house.Theywalkoutandcomebackwithayoungwoman.Shelookstiredandhungry.Her

dressistornontheshoulder,itlookslikeitwaslastwashedwhenOmowasstillR10.Itakea



closerlookather,shelooksabitfamiliardespitethestatesheisin….Iknowthisgirl.It'sthelate

Kwenza'swife.Whathappenedtoher?"Areyouokay?"Iask.Shenodsherheadandasksfor

waterinadryvoice.Bayederushestothekitchenandcomesbackwithabottleofwater."She

cametothebakerylookingforyou,rememberthewomanItoldyouaboutbabe,”Soshasays.

“SheistheonewhohelpedusfindSabatha,”Isaynoddingmyhead.Sincethatdayourpaths

havenevercrossed.Inevergotachancetothankherforsavingus,Ifeelreallybad."Areyou

hurtanywhere?"Bayedeasks.Sheshakesherhead,shelooksveryweak.MaybeIshouldfixher

somethingtoeat."Iwillmakehersomethingtoeat,"Isay."Givemetwoorangesfirst,”Bayede

says.Irushtothekitchenandsliceoranges.Iwonderhow herlifewasafterKwenza'sdeath?

Didshegetawaywithtippingusoff?AsdirtyassheisBayedeputsheronhislapandfeedsher

orangeslices.Iguessheisbeingadoctor,savinglivesasusual.Myphonekeepsringing,I’m

tryingtoignoreit.Bayedeneedsthisfoodimmediately.Ithrowitinsidethemicrowaveand

checkwhothepersistentcalleris.Mbuso?Hewashereanhourago,whyishecallingmeso

manytimes?Icallhim backwhilewaitingforfoodtowarm up."Heywhat'supwiththousand

calls?”Iask."Wehadanaccident,it'sbadSisi.”Accident?Itwasmyweddinganniversary

yesterday,todaymarksthesamedayIndiaandNomzamodied.Thiscannothappenagain."Are

youalright?Iseveryonealive?"MyvoiceisshakybutI'm tryingnottopanic."Mmeliisstillstuck

inside,SabathaandMom areokay."Stuckinsidethecar?WecannotloseMmeli."Areyou

gettinganyhelp?”Silence.“Mbuso?”Awomanscreamspainfullyinthebackground.Myknees

arefailing,Ipullthechairandsit."HeisdeadYanga…Mybrotherisgone.”What?Nonono


