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Myheadispounding.Myentirebodyfeels

heavy,likesomethingisontopofme.Every

partofmybodyhurts,Ican’tevenopenmy

eyes.I’m tryingtocatchabreathbutIfeel

suffocated.Islowlyopenmyeyes,wondering

acrosstheroom,it’sdarkwithsmallstreamsof

lightcomingthroughtheblinds.What’sthat

smell?It’saconfusingscentbetweena

dumpingsiteandasoccerclublockerroom.

Whoarethesepeoplelayingonmybed.Shit!

Iliftmyhead,it’sheavyandpainful,Inotice

aboutfivepeopleonmybed.

“Getup.Getoffme!”Imanagetogetthose

wordsofmymouth,pushinghim away.My

headhurtseverytimeItrytospeak.



“Yhow,what’swiththenoisebirthdaygirl?”a

guynexttomemoansasherollsoverand

covershisears.

Ohshit!WhatdidIdo?Didwe?Itcan’tbe.

“Everybodygetthefuckoutnow”Isaypulling

andwakingthem uponthefloorasImakemy

waytothewindow.

Thesunlightblindsthem,moaningand

complainingastheymakesenseoftheir

surroundings.Theyneedtoleave,Idon’teven

knowhowtheygothereinthefirstplace.

Therearewineandbeerbottleseverywhere,

cigarettesarescatteredlikelitteronthefloor

andthesmellgetsworse.

Ipushthem onebyonetothedoor,Idon’tknow

anyofthesepeople.Imust’vebeenreallydrunk,

tobringstrangersinmyhome.

”Mxm,spoiltbrat”agirlsayswithanannoyed

expressionasshewalkspastmewhilefixing



herbraids.Thisotherguywalksuptomewith

hisrighthandintheairandahugesmileonhis

face.Isheexpectingahighfive,seriously?

“Girlyouthrowameanparty,lastnightwas

banging,hopetoseeyousoon,mchwaa”.

Eww,thatbreath!

Iwatchthem astheymaketheirwayoutofthe

houseallthewaytothegate.Ihavetocallthe

cleaningcompanytoclearthisup,Idon’tknow

wheretobegin,everythingisamess.

Ican’tbelievethis,howdiditenduphere,atmy

home?Thiswassupposedtobeachillednight,

likeallofmyotherbirthdays.AllIremember

wassittingatChichi’sJazzBarlookingouttoa

viewofthedarkoceanlitupbytheships

makingtheirwaytotheharbor.Ihadordereda

bottleofwhitewineasIwaitedforThandoto

showup.Anhourlaterafterafewglasses,Igot

atextfrom him:



*Sorrybabes,somethingcameup.Promiseto

makeituptoyouthoughxoxo*

Iwassodisappointed,infactIwaspissed.How

couldhedothistome,onmybirthday.We

mightnotofficiallybeacouple,butwe’vebeen

“together”foralmost3yearsnow.

SothereIwasinoneofthehottestspotsin

Edernville,alone,tipsyandhungryonmy

birthday.Whenthewaitertookmyorder,the

placewasbeginningtofillup.Poetrynightis

alwayspopularatChichi’s,tableswere

occupiedandpeoplestartedstandingrandomly

aroundtheplace.Agroupofthreeguysanda

girlcameovertoaskiftheycouldsharethe

tablewithme,Isaidyes.IfeltlikeIhadno

choice,Iwasstartingtolooklikeaweirdo,

downingabottleofwinebymyself.Mysocial

anxietyfadedawaywitheverysipofwineItook.

Theywereacoolbunch,apparentlytheygoto

thesameUniversityasmebutdifferentcampus.



Ilaterfoundmyselflaughingandthedrinks

keptflowing,itbegantofeellikearealbirthday,

somethingforeigntome.Theyranoutof

moneysoItoldthem I’dtakecareofit.Ifeltlike

Iowedthem formakingmybirthdayoneofthe

bestnights.Irememberthinkingtomyself,so

thisiswhatitfeelsliketohavefriends,people

whocareforyou.ThelastmemoryIhavewas

wheneveryonewassinginghappybirthdayfor

mewhileIstoodonthebar.

Ihopenoonepostedonsocialmedia.Istill

don’tknowhowIgottomyhouse.

………………………………………….

IhearthegatesopeningandIrundownstairs.It

mustbethecleaningcompany.Ipeepthrough

thewindowandmybodysuddenlyfeelscold

andmykneesbegintoshakewithfear.Icould

hearmyheartbeatpacingthroughmychest.He

saidhewascominghometomorrow.Whyishe

here?Where’sthatdamncleaningcompany?



He’sgoingtokillme.

Thekitchenisamess,winebottlesare

everywhere,pizzaandburgertakeawayboxes

arethrowninallanglesofthefloor.WheredoI

evenstart?I’m pacingupanddowntryingto

clearupwhatIcan.It’stoolate.Howam Igoing

toexplainthistohim?

ThedooropensandIfeelarushoffearrunning

throughmybody,mymouthisdryandallI’m

thinkingis,Ineedtocovermyarm,hecan’tsee

this.Iquicklygrabthelargedishtoweland

covermysleevetattoo.Idon’tseethisending

well.

“Buhle!”heshouts.Icanheartheangerinhis

voiceashecontinuestoutterwordsIcan’thear

properly.Imakemywaytotheloungeand

standclosetothestaircasewithmyarms

foldedholdingthedishclothtightlytocovermy

arm.



“MorningDad”IsayasIleanagainstthewall.I

can’tevenlookathim.

“SothisiswhatyoudoinmyhousewhenI’m

gone,throwpartiesandinvitestrangersinmy

house,eh?.Igoawayforonenightandyou’ve

turnedmyhouseintoafreakhouse.Doyou

knowhowembarrassingitistogetcallsfrom

neighbors,whoalsohappentobemybusiness

associates,tellingmethatthereisadisruptive

noisecomingfrom myhouse?“He’sfullofrage.

“MrKrugerisoneofmybiggestclients,howdo

youthinkhe’lltakemeseriouslyafterthis.How

willhetrustmewithhisbusinessifIcan’teven

controlmy20yearolddaughter.DammitBuhle

whyareyoudoingthistome?Lookatmewhen

I’m talkingtoyou.”Hesays,i'm notsurprised

thatannoyingKrugercalledhim,healways

snitchesonme.

Hedoesn’tevenknowmyage,myfather

doesn’tknowhowoldIam.



Islowlyliftmyheaduntilmyeyesmeetwithhis.

They’rered.Thereitis,thatvain,theonehehas

whenhe’sangry,pumpingacrosshisforehead.

Ihaven’tseenhim thisangrysince….

“SaysomethingBuhle,don’tjuststandthere

lookinglikeawetkitten.Youweren’tsoshy

whenyouspentR8000lastnightwithyour

‘buddies’”hesaysashetakesoffhisnavyblue

blazerandplacesitonthecouch.

Shit!HowdoesheknowhowmuchIspent?

“I’m sorry.”That’sallIcansay,Ijustneedhim

tocalm downandneglectmelikehealways

does.

“SorryforwhatBuhle?Forbeingaspoiltbrat

whoenjoyscausingtroubleandmakingmylife

worsethanitalreadyis?Sorryforsabotaging

mycareerwithyourcarelessness?Youknow

wewouldn’thaveallofthisifitwasn’tformy

job,youknowthatright?Idoeverythingforyou,



Ipayforthatuselessartdegreeofyourseven

afterItoldyouaBCom degreehasmore

substance,Ibuyyoualltheseexpensiveclothes,

Iboughtyouthatminicooper,Ifundevery

activityandyouroverseastrips.Idoeverything

foryouandthisishowyoupaymeback?”

Therewegoagain,withthesameoldblame

gameandmoneytalk,that’sallhecaresabout.

Hehasbecomethiscoldandinsensitiveperson,

thisisnotthefatherthatraisedme.Idonot

knowthisman.

“Yourmotherwouldbeverydisappointedinyou

rightnow”hesays

Itrytoholdbackmytearsbutmyanger

consumesmybody,mytemperaturebeginsto

rise,Ifeelahugelumpstuckinmythroat,my

stomachsuddenlyfeelsuneasyandmyhands

aresweaty.Ican’tholdbackanymore,He

knowswhatbuttonstopush,he’shurting

me,intentionally..



”Donottalkaboutmymother,youhavenoright

tospeakaboutmamalikethat.Younevereven

mournedher,youcouldn’twaittogetridofher.

Youtookallherpicturesandhidthem awaythe

dayafterherfuneral,youmovedoutofyour

room andI’veneverseenyouvisithergrave.So

don’tyoudarestandthereandtalkaboutmy

motherlikeyoulovedher”Isayastearsrun

downmycheeks.

Hetakesastepcloser.“What?”

“Youheardme,youneverlovedmamaandyou

don’tloveme.Throwingyourmoneyatmeis

notlove.That’sallyoudodad,youthrowyour

moneyandthinkthat’sall.You’veneverbeento

oneofmyexhibitions,you’rehardlyhomeand

evenifyouare,you’realwayslockedinyour

study.Whataboutmybirthdaysdad?Eversince

mamapassed,I’vealwaysspentitalone,10

years,bymyself.Doyouknowhowbeingalone

onyourbirthdayfeels?Whenyouhavenoone



singingorwishingyouhappybirthday.

Yesterdaywasmy22ndbirthdayandyoudon’t

evenknowthat.Youcan’tstandaminutewith

me,you’realwaysrushingoffandleavingme

aloneinthisbigandcoldhouse.Andyeah!That

“nosubstance”ofadegreeisallthehopeIhave.

SometimesIwishyoucouldswitchplaceswith

mama,she’ddoabetterjob”Isay,asIwipemy

tearswiththedishcloth.

Hiseyeswidenwhenhespotsmysleevetattoo.

“OhyesIhavemyentirearm coveredwiththe

onlypictureIhaveofmama,sinceyoutriedso

hardtoerasehermemoryfrom me”Isay

furiouslyasIrunupthestairsandbangthe

doorbehindme.Throwingmyselfonthebed

andcoveringmyselfwithapillow.Silencehas

neverbeenthisloudasthoughtsofmy

miserablelifehauntme.

…………………………………….



Aftercleaningthemessinmyroom,Itooka

longnapandacoldshower,whichalwayshelps

meclearmymind.Theroom islitupbyscented

candlesIboughtinIndialastsummer.They

haveaverysoothingscentthatmanagesto

relaxmymindwhileIsketch.

VrrrVrrr

That’smycellphone.Istandupandfollowthe

vibratingsound,it’scomingfrom underthebed.

Iseeasmalllightandreachforit.Somany

missedcallsandtextmessages,allfrom

Thando.

*babesI’vebeentryingtocallyou,answer

please,Iknowyou’remad,sorry*

*hey,youdidn’ttellmeyou’rehavingaparty

tonight,Ithoughtitwasgoingtobejustustwo,

likeusual.Anyways,whoarethesepeople

you’rehangingoutwith,theyseem dodgy*

*okay,I’m startingtoworrynow.I’m coming



over*

Wait,howdidheknowabouttheparty?Who

toldhim?

Icontinuetoscrollthroughmysocialmedia

notifications,Ihasovertenthousandlikes.

Whatisthis?Ohmygosh,whopostedthese?

Therearepicturesofmedrinkingoutofawine

bottleandkissingaguy.Avideo?Youhavegot

tobekiddingme.Iscrolldowntothevideotag

andpressplay,Iam dancingonthetableand

yelling“bartender,givethesepeoplewhatthey

wantandputitonmytab.Drinkupfolks,im

paying.”Howdidtheyevenknowmyhandle?

Whydidtheytagmeinallthismadness.My

fatherisgoingtokillme,hisbusiness

associateswillnotappreciatethis.Ineedto

deletethese.

Myphonelightsup,it’sThando.

“HeyThando”Isay



“What’swrongwithyou,I’vebeenworriedsick,

whyaren’tyoutakingmycalls?Whowerethose

peopleyouweredrinkingwith?Andyournew

“boyfriend”whatsgoingonhereBuhle?”he

soundslikemyboyfriend,someonehas

forgottenourrelationshippolicy.

“What?AreyoujealousthatIfoundareal

boyfriend?”Isayrollingmyeyes

“Everythingisalloversocialmedia,sincewhen

doyoupostyourpersonallife,Ithoughtyou

usedittoshowcaseyourart”Icanhearthe

concerninhisvoice,he’soverreacting.

“Youdidn’tshowupThando,Iwassittingalone

onmybirthday,AloneThando.Ifyouhadn’t

ditchedmeinthefirstplacethiswouldn’thave

happened.It’sallyourfault.I’m tiredIneedto

sleep”Isay,raisingmytone.

“Yeah,dowhatyoudobest,pushmeaway,

blamemeforeverything.Goahead,takeno



responsibilityofyouractionsandpointfingers

atthosewhotrytohelpyou.That’sallyoudo.

FYIIhadtotakemymothertothehospital,her

sisterhadaheartattack,that’swhyIcouldn’t

come”Icouldhearthesadnessinhisvoice.

Sincewhendidhebecomesensitive.

“Well,I’m sorrytohearthat.Lastnightwasa

mess,everythinghappenedsofast,Ican’t

remembermostofthethingsthathappened.Is

shefine?”Itrytocalm myselfdown

“She’sfine,Ileftmymom atthehospital,she

wouldn’tleaveherside.IworryaboutyouBuhle,

younevertalk,youalwaysbottlethingsinand

yourangercontinuestobuildup.I’m herefor

you,youknowthatright?I’m morethanyour

fuckbuddyyouknow,3yearsisalongtime.”I

hearhim smile

Howdoeshedothis,pretendlikehecares,like

he’dreallystickaroundifhekneweverything

aboutme.Whydopeoplepretendliketheywant



tohelpyouthenleaveyouwhentheyfeellikeit?

He’llneverunderstandme,noonecan.Mylife

istoocomplicatedforhim.Hedoesn’tknow

howitfeelstobealoneinaworldfilledwith

people.Tocontinuewalkaroundwithpeople

whowantapieceofyourlifebecauseofhow

perfectitseemsfrom theoutside.Thecars,the

clothes,thetrips,myfather’ssuccess.It’snota

fairytale.Heshouldjuststicktoourinitial

agreement,that’sallIneedfrom him,hisbody,

torelieveallthestressandtension.

“GoodnightThando”Idropthecallandcontinue

withmysketches.Ihavealotinmymind,a

fuckbuddyshouldn’tbeoneofthem.

VrrrVrrr

Thando:*Let’smakeitofficial*

Isheserious?Hecan’tbe.Ithoughtweboth

agreedonthetermsofthisrelationship.Ugh

Okay,here’sthestory.



ThandoandIwenttothesamehighschoolbut

hewasafewgradesaheadofme.WhenIwas

doinggrade10hewasdoinggrade12.Inever

reallyhadfriendsinschool,justacoupleof

classmatesandthecraftclubIwaspartof.He,

ontheotherhandwasverypopular,especially

withthegirls.Ireallydidn’tknowwhattheysaw

inhim,hewasalwayssoarrogantandstuckup.

Hewalkedaroundlikeheownedtheplace,

maybeitwasbecausehismotherwasthe

principaloftheschool.Everygirlwanteda

pieceofhim,mostofthem gotthepiecebut

theyneverlasted.Ourfirstencounterwasthat

yearsValentinesball,thecraftclubwas

responsiblefordecoratingtheschoolhallfor

theball.Astheheadoftheentertainmentclub,

hewasinchargeoftheplanningoftheevent.

HealwaysappointedhimselfastheDJforall

theschoolevents,Iunderstandtheylikedhis

soundbutitwasannoyingtolistentothesame

deephouse.Soinoneofourrehearsal



meetingsIsuggestedweplayadifferentkindof

musicotherthanthedeephousetheyusually

wentfor.Isuggestedweplaysoulandjazzto

setthemood.TheyalllookedatThandoand

waitedforhisresponseandhejustlaughedand

toldmethatwas“grownfolks”music,how

stupidandignorant.Iletthatideagoandwent

withwhateverhesaidwas“cool”.

Thedayoftheballhissoundsystem hada

problem soIofferedmineonconditionsthat

theyplaysoulmusicinbetweenmeals,he

agreed.ThatnightIleftearly,hecalledmeand

broughtmysoundsystem tomyhouse.He

wouldn’ttellmewherehegotmynumberfrom,

hekeptsaying”I’m smoothlikethat”butIbet

hegotitfrom thecraftclubmemberbook.He

leftforUniversitybutwestartedchattingon

Mxitandsharingmusic.WhenIwasinGrade12

Itoldhim hewasgoingtobemydateformy

Matricfarewell.HewastheonlyguyIknewand



spoketo.Hecalledmeabullyfordemanding

andnotaskingbutIknewhelikedtheidea.The

afterpartywasfullofvarsityboysandallthe

girlswerealloverthem,thatwasthefirsttimeI

drankalcohol,Ididn’tfeelgood,soIaskedhim

totakemehome.Myfatherwasawaythat

weekendsoIwasalone.Hecarriedmetomy

bedroom becauseIcouldn’twalkinmyheels.

Westartedkissingthenonethingledtoanother.

ThatwasthenightIlostmyvirginity.

Imadeitcleartohim thatwewerenotacouple

andthereforewewouldn’tactlikeone.Itold

him alltherulesandheagreed:

*Notellinganyoneaboutour“situationship”

*Nosleepingoverorcuddling.

*Nopostingpicturestogetheronsocialmedia.

*Nopetnamecalling.

*Nopublicaffectiondisplay



*Oneisallowedtohavetheirowngirlfriendor

boyfriend.

*Alwaysuseacondom

*Nosexwithlightson.

Hecouldn’tbemorehappierabouttheserules.I

meanwhatguylikehim wouldn’tbe.Itwasa

strictlynostringsattachedsituation.AndIwas

happywiththat.Ifhewantedmehecalledand

ifIwantedhim,Idothesame.Nocommitment.

Noworries.

Hehadafewgirlfriendsbuttheyneverlasted,

someacoupleofweeks,amonth,thelongest

wasthreemonths.I’veneverbeena

relationshipkindofperson,it’semotionally

demanding.Andyes,Thandoistheonlyguy

I’vebeenwith.It’seasierwithhim,heknowsthe

routine.Idon’thavetoexplainmyselfallthe

time.Heunderstands,oratleastIthoughthe

did.



………………………………………..

Ialwaystrytomaintainahealthybodyand

mindset,myanxietyforcesmeto.Sointhe

morningsIgoformyhourlymorningjogsoropt

foryogasessions.Italwayshelpswithmy

creativityandrelaxesmymind.It’sabeautiful

OctobermorningandIdecidedtogoformy

regularmorningjogaroundtheneighborhood.

Ourneighborhoodisoneoftheoldestandalso

wealthiestestatesinEdernville,thecityof

goldenopportunitiesandbrokenpromises.I

makeabreakbythepark.Thesunispeeking

throughthetrees,itsglowkissesthelake

runningacrosstheparkmakingthewater

appeargold.Theflowerssurroundingthelake

giveitmorelife,it’sabeautifulscene.This

wouldlookgoodovermyheadboard,Itakea

picturewithmyphoneandcontinuewithmyjog.

WhenIturnthecornerofmystreet,Iseeatruck



parkedinfrontofmyhome.Ipickupspeedand

runcloser.Therearemenmovingbagsoutof

myhouse.Arewebeingrepossessed?AsIwalk

towardsthegateIseetwomencarryingsome

ofmypaintings.

“Hey,whereareyoutakingthose?“IsayasI

reachoutformypaintings.

“Youngladywe’rejustdoingourjob”hewalks

passmeandloadsthetruck.

“Mydadwillsettlethis,hewillpaywhatever

debtthat’sdue,putmypaintingsdowndammit”

I’m reallymadathim forhandlingmyworkwith

norespect.

“Girl,don’tmakethisanyhard,MrSidwellpaid

ustopackthesethings,nowmove”hepushes

measide.

Whatdoeshemeanmyfatherpaidthem to

takethesethings.Arewemoving?Iruntothe

houseandstartlookingformyfather.Tomy



surprisetheentireloungeanddinningroom is

stillfurnished.Iseemencomingdownstairs

carryingmoreofmythings.Iturnaroundand

seemyfatherwalkdownthepassage.

“Dadwhat’sgoingon?Arewemoving?Why

didn’tyoutellme?”I’m curiousandhe’snot

evenpayingmeanyattention.

“I’m notgoinganywhere,youare.”Hesays,

packinghisbriefcase.

Aflashofshockoverwhelmsme,Isuddenly

feelcoldfrom theinside.Whatdoeshemean

bythis?Ishekickingmeout?Wheream Igoing

tostay?Thisismyhome,he’stheonlyfamilyI

have.

“Whatdoyoumeandad?Wheream Igoing”?

I’m shaking.

“You’releaving.You’regoingtostaywithyour

grandmotherinKhumba,getready,youleavein

anhour”hesaysashewalksoutleavingmeon



mykneeswithmymouthwideopenindisbelief.

Myentirebodyshutsdown,I’m strugglingto

findmybreath,themoversarewalkingpassme

liketheyfeelsorryforme.Ican’tbelievewhatI

heard.Iknowhewasmadatmebutthis,thisis

insane.Neglectingmefor10yearswasnot

enough,nowhe’sgettingridofme.ToKhumba

ofallplaces.Ihaven’tlivedanywherebutthe

city.Idon’tknowanythingbutthelifeof

Edernville.MovingmetoKhumbaislike

dumpingmeonadifferentplanet.

I’vejustfinishedwritingmyfinalyearexams,I

needtogetajob.Iam notgoingtoKhumba,I

won’tsurviveadayinavillage.Dotheyeven

haveelectricityorrunningwater.WhatwillIdo

there?Ihaven’tseenmygrandmotherinyears,

shemustbeoldandblind.Thisisthebiggest

punishment,hecancutmeofffinancially,that’s

it,Ihaven’tevenusedsomeofmyallowance

anyways.I’llsellmypaintingsandmove



downtown,notKhumba.Idon’tevenknow

whereitis.Hereallyhatesmedoeshe,he’s

gettingridofme.

WhenIgettomyroom mythingshavealready

beenpacked,theonlythingleftismybed,the

whitenakedwalls,cream carpetandacouple

ofmysuitcases.Iwalktotheshowerandlet

thecoldwaterrunoverme.Ican’tseem to

ignorethesharppaininmyheart,itcontinues

tostabeverytimeIthinkabouthowthings

wouldbeifmamawasstillalive.Howmyfather

wentfrom beingahandson-caringdadtoa

insensitiveblesser.Howhecouldn’tleavemy

sidetohowhecannotwaittogetridofme.

Whyhasmama’sdeathcreatedthisdistance

betweenus?Whatisitaboutmama’sdeath

thatmakeshim hatemesomuch.IknowI’ve

wrongedhim manytimeswithmy

rebelliousnessbuthishatredtowardsmeis

deeperthanthat.



“Mama,youpromisedtolookafterus,we’re

driftingapartandyou’redoingnothingabout

that.Daddoesn’tloveme,youleftwithallhis

loveandhopeandI’m justaconstantreminder

ofallthatpain”I’m onthefloor,shoutingwith

mybackagainstthetilesandthewateris

runningallovermybodyasItremblein

heartache.Mytearshavecamouflagedinthe

waterrunningonmyface.Mythroatis

suffocatedbyadistractinglump,Ican’tstop

myselffrom crying.Thisallseemsfamiliar.This

wasmeexactlythenightmamawasavictim in

ahitandrunanddiedonthescene.

AfterafewminutesImanagetogetupandget

dressed.Iputonmyblackskinnyjeans,ablack

vestandblacksunglasses.AsIstandinmy

emptyroom Icanfeeltheresemblanceinmy

soul.Cold,empty,abandonedandbruised.I

lookaroundandtrytothinkofallthememories

Ihaveofthisplace.My“girltime”withmama



paintingournailsandbraidingourhair,thetime

sheletmeexperimentmyartofpaintingonthe

wall,Icanstillseethepinkpaintnexttothe

window.Thetimedadusedtoreadmebedtime

storieseverynight,Cinderellawasmyfavourite,

I’dmakehim readittomemorethanonceuntil

Ifallasleep.IthinkofthetimeIlockedmyself

inforthreemonthsaftermama’sfuneral,I

couldn’tmoveonwithlifewithouther.Ithought

ofmanywaysofmakingthepaingoawaybutit

didn’t.Itriedcausingphysicalpainonmyselfto

makeitgoawaybutitdidn’t.Thescarsinmy

thighsareaconstantreminderofthosedark

times.IalsothinkaboutthetimeI’dcryatthe

thoughtoflosingmymothersimageinmyhead

anddecidedtomakeapermanentreminderof

heronmyarm.Andalsomyfirstsexual

experienceandthebeginningofmanyother

sexualexperienceswithaboythatknows

nothingaboutme.Ifthewallsinthisroom

couldspeak,I’dneverletanyoneitin.



Thecarhooterfrom downstairsdisturbsmy

thoughts.Iwipemytearsandlowermy

sunglassesfrom myheadtocovermyswollen

eyes.Idragmyluggageandthere’sanallblack

RangeRoverwithamandressedinablack

suiteandwhiteshirtwalkingtowardsmeasI

leavethehouse.

“GoodmorningMsKhephu,I’llbedrivingyouto

Khumba,letmehelpyouwiththose”hesays

withasmileashegrabsmyluggage.

Mxm!Iwalkpasshim andgetinthebackseat,

Iputmyearphonesonandturnupthevolume.

Thisisgoingtobealongday.

Aswedrivesoff,Ilookbehindwiththehopesof

seeingmydadrunningafterthecarand

stoppingittoapologiseandadmittingheis

makingamistake.ThatheloveshisHlehleand

doesn’twanttolivewithouther.Whenweturn

toexitourestate,athoughtcametome,that

Hlehlediedwithmama,it’salljustwishful



thinking.Ileanagainstthewindowclosemy

eyes.I’m tired,emotionally.

………………………………………….
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ThamiandIhavebeenspendingalotoftime

together,wedochorestogether,wellhedoes

andIjustwatchandhehelpsmelearnhowto

cook,whichIfinddifficult.I’venevercooked

anythinginmylife.MyfatherandIhavealways

orderedfoodfrom ourfavouriterestaurants,

we’veneverreallyshareddinnernights.When

thefoodarrivedwebothwenttoourrooms,



thatisonceaweekwhenheisnotawayfor

business.MostnightsI’dinviteThandooverbut

heneversleptoverbutsometimesIenjoyedthe

peacethatcamewithbeingalone,ormaybeI

wassousedtoitthatIdidn’tknowhowtobe

withsomeone.

BeinginKhumbawasuncomfortableatfirst,

everyoneinmyfaceanddemandingattention,I

wasn’tusedtoit.Itwassuffocating,butnow

I’vebegantoappreciatehavingthem around.

It’sbeenatwoweeksandI’m alreadylearning

moreaboutmyselfthroughthem.Makhulu

makesmewanttomakeadifferenceandhave

apurpose.Asakhe’sinnocencemakesme

appreciatelifeandfindtimetobesocial,which

isastruggle,there’sjustsomethingaboutbeing

inaroom withstrangers,wantingtoknowme,it

givesmeanxiety.Likewhyme?I’m notspecial.

Im bruisedandbroken.Thamimademerealise

howIenjoylaughingandtheimportanceof



findingwhatmakesmehappy.Aunt’Kholeka,

well,I’llprobablylearnsomethingonceIgetto

knowherbetter.Rightnow,nothing.That

womaniscoldasice.Shedoesn’ttalkmuch

andwhenshedoesshe’sangryanddefensive,I

don’tunderstandher.

…………………………………

AftergatheringalloftheclothesIwanttogive

away,IaskedThamitohelpmetakethem to

thechurch,Iknowhe’lljumpattheopportunity.

Hetoldmetomeethim athisworkplaceduring

lunchtimesohecanaccompanymetothe

church.HewentthroughthethingsIwasgoing

togiveawayandtooksomescarfsandhoodies

forhimself.Heevenmadefunnyremarksabout

mychoiceofcolor,Ialwayswearblack.He

wentasfarascallingme“theundertakerswife”.

IhavebeenwaitingoutsidetheKhumbaLodge



fortenminutesandThamihasn’tshowedup.

HesaidIshouldbehereduringlunchtimebut

I’m stillwaitingonhim.Hebetterhaveagood

explanationforthis.I’m startingtolooklikean

idiot,everyoneisstaringatmeeverytimethey

enterthelodge.It’sabeautifulplace,it’sbig.

Themountainsbehinditmustbethetourist

attraction.

“Molosisi,canIhelpyouwiththose?”avoice

from behindsays.Iturntoseewhoitis.

“Hi.No,i'm good.I’m waitingformycousin”I’m

nervous,Idon’tknowwhy.He’ssmiling.

“Sotheyhaven’ttoldyou?”hesays.

“Toldmewhat?”Iask

“Youneverrefusehelpfrom amaHlubi,it’s

consideredrudeanddisrespectfultothe

Kingdom”hesaysfoldinghisarms,He’s

masculineandfit.Howdoeshekeepingood

shape,Idon’tthinktheyhavegymshere.Ifind



myselfstaringathim withmymouthopen.I’m

embarrassingmyself.

“WhathappenswhenIreallydon’tneedhelp?”I

ask

“Someonealwaysneedshelp,theyjustneedto

openthemselvesupandacceptit.andIdon’t

thinkthosenailscanhandletheloadyou’re

carrying”hesayslookingandmyhands

“That’sobnoxiousifyouaskme.Butmycousin

willbeheresoon.Hepromisedtotakemeto

thechurchtodonatesomeclothesInolonger

need.”Isayandhissmilewidens.It’sa

distraction.

“That’sniceofyou.Weneedasmanydonations

aspossible,whenIstartedtheprogrammehalf

ofthepeopleinthisvillagedidn’thaveclothes,

I’m happyyou’rehelpingout”hesays

“I’m gladIcouldhelp,andyourprogrammeisa

goodidea.Whatwemightseeaslittleand



insignificantisausefulresourcetoothers,I’m

suretheyappreciateyourefforts.Thisvillage

hasalotofpotential.Alotofskillfulpeople,

theyjustneedguidanceandresources”Ireally

don’tknowwhattosay,I’m swallowingwords.

Heraiseshiseyebrowslookingimpressed.

“Listen,whydon’tyoucometoourcouncil

meetingtonight,wewillshareideasonhowto

growthisinitiative.”Hesays.What?No,Idon’t

dosocials.

Myheartisbeatingfasterandharderatthe

thoughtofmewithhiscouncil,I’llprobablysay

somethingwrongandupsetthem.ImeanI

didn’tmakeagoodfirstimpressiontoo.

Whoam Ikidding,theywouldn’tgivemea

chancetospeakwiththekindoflookI

represent,withtattoos.WhatdoIknowabout

charitywork,mamawastheonewhodidall

thatwork



“Don’tworryit’snothingserious,justsharing

ideas,it’llbenicetohaveafemaleperspective.”

Hesays,hecanseethepaniconmyface.

“Idon’tthinkIcan,I’dhavetoaskmy

grandmotherfirst.”I'm tryingtomakeexcuses

here,Hedoesn’tunderstandthepressureIfeel

wheninagroupofpeoplewhohavecertain

expectationsofme.It’snoteasy,thisiswhyI

neverassociatedwithalotofpeople.

“HowaboutIcomeexplainittohermyself”he

suggests.

“I’llthinkaboutit.”Isay,hedoesn’tlikethis

responsebutthat’sallIcanoffer.IknowIwon’t

showup,I’llbaillastminute.Whydoeshemake

menervous

“Okaythen,I’llpickyouupat6pm”hesayswith

asmileandnodsbeforehewalksintothelodge.

Waitwhat?Ohshit!

Heslowlywalkswithbothhishandsinhis



pocket.Heistall,hisbodystructureis

mesmerizing.Ican’tstoplookingathis

behind,it’sfirm andplump.Hislong,bracketlike

legsgivehim acowboylikewalk,evenwithhis

blueworksuithelookssexy.

“Mzala,donoteventhinkaboutit,he’sanogo

zone”Thamicomesoutofnowhere,snapping

meoutofparadisethemomentheopenedhis

mouth.

“No,it’snothinglikethat,I’m justlooking.Where

doyoucomefrom,I’vebeenwaitinglookinglike

afoolnexttothisgate.”I’m actuallymad,ifhe

washereontime,Iwouldn’thavereceivedthis

invite.

“Itdoesn’tseem likeyouwereboredandalone

here,Princecharmingkeptyoucompany”he’s

smilingandannoying.

“Stopthat,let’sgo,I’m tiredalready.”Idismiss

him immediatelyandwewalktowardsthe



church.HowdoItellhim abouttheroyal

councilmeeting,howwillItellMakhulu.Wait,

whenhesaidhewaspickingmeupat6pm,

howdoesheknowwhereIlive.That’sstrange,I

nevertoldhim anythingaboutme,notevenmy

name.Ihavetheentireafternoontotell

Makhuluaboutthismeeting,Idon’twanttogo

to.I’llbetheonlyfemaleamongstgrown

traditionalmen,whowilljudgemebeforeIopen

mymouth.Myinsecuritiesarecloudingmy

mind,I’m shakingandit’sthatannoyingfeeling

ofworthlessness.I’vejustsetupmyselffor

failure.

“Whyyousoquiet,daydreamingaboutthe

Prince?”hebumpshisshoulderonmine.

“HeinvitedmetoaRoyalcouncilmeeting

tonightatthechurch”I’m bitingmyteeth.

“Andyouagreed?Youarejustanotherdumb

yellowboneMzala”hesayswithhishandson

hiswaist.



“Don’tmakemefeelworsethanIalreadyam,

hesaidrejectinghelpandinvitationsisaninsult

tohistribe,Ididn’tknowwhattodo.Hemakes

mesonervous,Idon’tremembersayingyes”

I’m worriedandhe’snothelping.

“He’sright,youdon’tsaynotothePrince,

especiallyonethatisnextinlinetobecome

King,youareonyourown,thosecouncilmen

willeatyoualive,theydonotlikeoutsidersand

you’reafemale.Wow.Idon’twanttobeyou,

shame.”Healmostfeelssorryforme.

“No,you’resupposetohelpme,please.Howdo

Igreetthem,whatdoIsay,whatdoIwear,doI

bringagift.ThamiyouhavetohelpmeorI

couldhidewhenhefetchesmelater”I’m

tremblingwithpanic.

“He’spickingyouup?Mzalathisisbeyondmy

areaofexpertise.Howdidyougetthere?The

Princedoesn’tgoaroundpickingpeoplefrom

theirhouses,hedoesn’tjustinvitestrangersto



councilmeetings?Whatdidyouspeakabout,

tellmewordtoword.Startingfrom hisgreeting

allthewaytohisbodylanguage,Ineedmore

thanwhatyou’regivingme.”heisn’tmaking

thisanyeasier.

Idon’tknowwhattosayordo.MaybeIshould

justtellhim mygrannygotsick.I’m startingto

feelsick,mystomachisinknotsandI’m feeling

lightheaded,slightlylosingmybalance.Ineed

tobreath,mychestisclosinginonme.Ican’t

breathe.IholdontoThamiasIslowlyreachfor

theground.I’m sittingonthegrassandIcan

seetheconfusioninhiseyes.

“Mzala,mylunchbreakwillbeoversoon,get

up.”Hesays.

Isheseriousrightnow,I’m havingananxiety

attackandallhecaresaboutishisstupidjob.

ThelasttimeIhadonewaswhenIhostedmy

firstexhibition.AllIrememberwasbeingdizzy

andwakingupinmybedthefollowingmorning,



Idon’trememberhowIgotthere.

I'm tryingtocatchmybreathebutit’sdifficult.

Imagesofthecouncilmemberfaces,laughing

atme,pointingandme,keepflashinginmy

head.Icanheartheirloudvoices.Myheadis

poundingandIbegintoslowlylosecontrolof

myself.It’sdark.I’m out.

.....................

Oh,notthisagain.HowdidIgethere.It’s

alreadydarkoutside.Whattimeisit?the

councilmeeting.Ican’tbelievethis.Igetupand

makemywaydownthepassage.There’sno

oneinthelounge,Ilookattheclockonthewall,

it’spast7pm.Ihavedefinitelymissedthe

meeting,heprobablythinksI’m themostrude

personhe’severmet,hisancestorswillhaunt

meforever.Ihearpeopletalkinginthedining

room.He’shere.Howdidthishappen,what

doeshewanthere.Whataboutthemeeting.

Everyoneislookingatme.



“ComesitHlehle,youmustbetired”Makhulu

sayspullingachairnexttohers.

“Howareyoufeeling?”heasks.Istilldon’t

knowwhatheisdoinghere?Howdoesheknow

whereIlive.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”Iaskhim

“Buhle,no!I’m sorryBhungane,she’sstilltired”

Makhulugivesmeathreateninglook.Shelooks

upset.

“Noit’sfine,she’sprobablyconfusedand

doesn’tremember”hesayswithasmile.he’s

alwayssocalm andhappy.Andwhatdoeshe

meanIdon’trememberwhathappened.

“Whathappened?Didn’tyouhaveameetingto

attend?”Iask.

“Youfaintedinthemiddleoftheroadandyour

cousinwenttoaskforhelpatthelodgesoI

drovebothofyouhome,yourgrandmotheris

thebestnursewehaveinthisvillage.Ihadto



postponethemeeting,Ihadtoseeyouwere

finebeforeIleftandyourgrandmotherinsisted

Istayforsupper.AndI’llneversaynotolamb

stew.It’smyfavourite.”Hesayssmilinglooking

atmygrandmother.Hersmilecanblindyou

from adistance,sheissmilingfrom eartoear.

ThePrincejustcomplementedherstew,she’ll

bragaboutitforever.

“Mzalayouscaredme,Ithoughtyouweredying,

yhoow.Whathappened?”Thamilooks

concerned,he’sbeingdramaticwiththedying

part.

“IthinkIhadaheatshock,todaywasveryhot.”

Im lying,myanxietykeepsescalatingandim

losingcontrol,it’snotsomethingIsharewith

theworld.

“Havesomefoodsoyoucantakesome

medication.Youscaredallofus.We’regrateful

foryourhelpBhungane”shenodstohis

direction.Honeslty,heshouldleavenow,he’s



theonethatgotmeinthissituationinthefirst

place,withhis“can’ttakeanoancestors”

“Ifeelresponsibleforthis,I’m sorryBuhle.I

shouldn’thaveletyoustandinthatheatforso

long”hesays,likehereadmymind.

Everyoneseemsshockedbyhisapology.Like

they’veneverseenaPrinceapologise.Andthe

wayhesaysmyname,it’scharming.I’m smiling,

Ican’thelpit.

“Apologyaccepted”Isay,heseemsatease,he

smilesback,nowwe’rebothsmilingateach

other.He’ssmilecapturesmeforawhile,

forgettingtherearepeoplearound.

Thamiisgivingmethe“don’tyoudare”look.His

eyesarefixedtomine,heisscary.I’m normal

again.Everyoneislookingatus,thisisgetting

awkward.Ilookdownonmyplateandstart

eating.

“Thankyouforthemeal,it’sthebestlambstew



I’vehad,Icouldpayforit”hesaysandtheyall

laugh.Hepusheshechairandstandsup.They

allquicklystandwithhim.I’m confused,what’s

goingon.ThamisignalswithhisheadthatI

shouldstandaswellandIdojustthat.

“AaahBhungane,Mthimkhulu”theyallchantat

thesametime.Theyshouldreallyteachme

thesethingssoIcanstopactinglikeaclueless

citygirl,it’sembarrassing.Henodsandsmiles

atmeandleaves.Whatjusthappened?why

doesmystomachdancewhenhesmiles

Everyonesighsinreliefaswehearthecar

enginefadingaway.He’sgone.

“Didheinviteyoutoaroyalcouncilmeeting?”

Makhulu

“Yes,itscaredme.I’m notusedtothislifestyle,

Ifeellikeanoutcast,whenhetoldmewhatthey

dothere,Icouldn’tseemyselfbeingseated

withthosemen,notafterI’dinsultedthem



before.AndThamiwasn’tevenhelping,hejust

pouredsaltintothewound,IpanickedandIlost

control”Isay

EveryoneislookingatmelikeIdidsomething

wrong,thesamewayThamilookedatmewhen

hetoldmeheisa“nogozone”.Hestillneeds

toexplainthattome.Islowlypickupmyspoon

andcontinueeating,they’restilllooking.It’slike

theywanttotellmesomethingbutthey’re

afraidtosayit.Cantheyatleastletmeeatin

peace.I’m hungryandtired,Idon’tneedany

morejudgment,I’veembarrassedmyself

enoughforhavinganxietyattacksinthemiddle

ofagravelroadforthewholevillagetosee.In

EdernvilleIwouldhavebeenalloversocial

mediawithcaptions“can’tholdherliquor”

‘drugsarenotforeveryone”.

Hewasrightaboutthelambstew,itisdelicious.

Itakemymedicationandheadbacktomy

room.Thami,auntyandAsakhehavegoneto



theiroutsideflats.I’m puttingonmypyjamas

whenMakhuluwalksinwithastraightface.

What’swrongwithher,I’veneverseenherthis

serious.Sheseatsontheedgeofmybedand

takesadeepbreathebeforetalking.

“Hlehle,thatboyinvitedyoutoaprivateroyal

councilmeeting,heofferedtopickyouup,yes

Thamitoldme.Hebroughtyouhomeand

insistedonwaitingforyoutowakeup,he

postponedanimportantmeetingand

apologizedtoyou”shelooksconcerned.She

tellingmesomethingIknow.What’sthebig

deal?

“YeshedidMakhulu.”

“HeisthePrinceofKhumba,nextinlineto

becomeKing,hehasbeentrainingforthepast

years.“she’sstillserious.Idon’tunderstand

whatthehypeisabout.

“Thamitoldme”Isay.“DidIdoorsay



somethingwrongMakhulu”

“Nomychild,Ijustwantyoutoknowwhatyou

aredealingwith,thisisnotjustaboy,yesheis

ayearortwoolderthanyou,andmightseem

youngandcharming,heisofroyalblood,heis

notjustaboythatlikesyou,it’snotthatsimple.

Idon’twantyoutogethurt.Hislifeismore

complicatedthanitlooks,justbecareful”he

kissesmyforeheadandleaves.

Didshesayhelikesme?howdoessheknow

that?Isittrue,doeshelikeme?apartofme

wantstojumpforjoybutIcannotstop

repeatingthewordsMakhuluandThamihave

beensaying.Whatisitaboutthisroyalfamily

thatmakesthem soscaryanddetachedtothe

restofthevillage.Maybehedoesn’tgoforcity

girlswithtattoosandnohometraining.Ihave

neverhadarealboyfriend,Idonotknowhowit

feelsliketobeinlove,isitevenpossibleforme

toloveanother?DoIwanttoloveanother?Im



toocomplicated,knowingmyhistoryI’m better

offbymyself.Iwillruinitbeforeitevenbegins,I

alreadyhave,hemissedhismeetingbecauseof

me,Iam aburdenandacomplicationmyself,I

don’tneedtobringsomeoneintothismessI

cannotseem tofigureoutmyself.Maybeina

lifewherethingsweresimpler,Iwould.Butmy

lifeisfarfrom it.Hewouldneveracceptme

withallmyimperfectionsandinsecurities.I'm a

tickingtimebomb,myangerissueshaveput

meinsituationswhereIalmostinjuredmyself

andthosearoundme.I’m betteroffalone.It’s

simplerandbetterthatway.

Deepdowninside,I’m gratefulformypanic

attackIcouldn’timaginesittingwiththose

serioustraditionalmen,discussingthingsI

knownothingabout.Ishouldjustavoidthe

Princesohewouldn’taskmethingsIcantsay

noto,justtopleasehisancestors.Theydon’t

evenknowme.they’rebulliesifyouaskme.



Themedicationiskickingin,Icanfeelmyself

slowlylosemyselfinthesethoughts.It’sbeena

longday.

......................
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It’sfreezing.There’scoldaircomingfrom

somewhere,Iliftmyheadandremovemy

sunglasses,Thesunissettingandthecaris

stillmoving.

“Switchoffthatairconditionerdammit,I’m

tryingtosleep”Isayafterrealizingtheaircon

buttonison.



“SorryMsIwastryingtostayawake,I’llswitch

itoff”heturnsitoffimmediately.

Nx!

Ilookoutofthewindowandtrytomakesense

ofthelocation,Idon’tknowwhereIam.Heck,I

don’tevenknowwhereI’m going.Mamatold

mewevisitedKhumbaalotwhenIwasstilla

baby.Sheusedtotellmehowbeautifulitwas

andhowbigandgreenthemountainswere.

Whensheandmyfathergotmarriedin

Edernville,theydidn’thaveatraditionalwhite

wedding,theydecidedtohaveatraditional

XhosaweddinginKhumba,myfathershome.

Theirweddingwasbeautiful,everypicturewas

fulloflifeandlove.Mamaworeumbaco.She

wasdrapedwithcolorfulbeadsfrom headto

herankles,herfacewaspaintedwithwhitedots

thatrandownherforeheadtohernoseand

aroundhercheeks,sheworeabrightred

lipstick,whichcomplementedherlight



complexion,shelookedlikeaXhosaprincess.

Myfavoritepictureofherwasonemyfather

tookwhenshewasleaningagainstatreein

Khumba,wearingablackdresswithaheavily

beadednecklaceandsmilingatagiftmyfather

hadboughther.Shehadthemostbeautiful

smileever.Ilovedseeinghersmile.Tocome

tothinkofit,Idon’trememberseeingherangry.

Mamaalwayshadpositivevibesandsawthe

goodinpeople,shegotalongwithalmost

everyone.Evenwhenshequitherjobasa

financialadviserandvolunteeredatthe

Sunshineorphanage,shestillkeptintouchwith

herformercolleagues.Herconfidenceand

intelligencemademefeelliketheluckiest

daughter.Beinganonlychildtoherparentsshe

appreciatedbeingsurroundedbypeople.Her

motherpassedawayacoupleofhoursafter

givingbirthtoherandsheneverknewher

father.Shewouldhosteventsforherformer



clientstoraisefundsfortheorphanage.

Everyoneadoredher,especiallyMakhulufrom

Khumba.Myfatherontheotherhandisvery

stubbornandnottrustingofothersoutofhis

closecircle.Heisverycareerdrivenandtakes

prideinprovidingforhisfamily.Hedoesn’t

showmuchemotions,he’salwaysbeenempty

thesepastyears.Whenmamaquitherjobhe

wasmorethanpleasedtohaveherhomefull

timeeventhoughshedidalotofcharitywork,

shefulfilledherwifelyandmotherly

duties,effortlessly.

Ibegintoseesmalldotsoflightsfrom a

distance,they’rescattered.Ilookcloselyand

theybegintoappearbiggerandclearer.It’s

housesonmountains.Thereisatleastfive

housesclosetogetherandanothergroupof

housesinafurtherdistance.Atleastthere’s

electricity.Wecontinuetodrivepastafew

houses.Almosteveryyardhasthatonebig



housewithaverandaandawatertank,two

smallflatsandwhatseemslikearondervel.I

don’tknowifIcouldcallitthatifit’snotentirely

round.Itsomehowlookslikeanoctagon.There

mustbealotofbigfamiliesinthisKhumba.I

can’tseem tofindareasonableexplanationfor

thesemanyhousesinonehome.

Onthefarendofthesmallgroupsofhouses

thereisalargernumberofhousesinoneplace.

Ican’tseeproperlybutitdoesn’tlooklike

someoneshome.Itstoobig.Likealodge.

Judgingbyitslights,itlooksexpensive.I’dlove

toseeitduringdaytime.Theroadhasbecome

bumpyandrough,thedriverisdriving

cautiouslyaswegoupasteephilltowardsa

homewithitsowngroupofhouses.Well,thisis

abitfancy.It’safacebrickhousewithwhite

pillarsinfront,there’sflowersgrowingalong

thefrontwallallthewayaroundthehouse.

Therearetwosmallflatsontheleftsideofthe



houseandasmallrondervelontheotherside

ofthehouse.Withabigtreenexttoit.Theyard

neatlysurroundedbyafacebrickboundarywall

withtallspikygates.Wedrivetowardsthe

houseandstopoutsidethegate.Ilookatthe

driver.Isthismyfathershome?

“We’rehereMs”hesaysandpressesthehooter.

Iseesomeonewalktowardsthegate.It’satall

youngmanwearingpyjamas,playingwithkeys,

heopensthegateandwedrivein.Ibeginto

feellightheadedandnauseas.I’m notreadyto

livewithstrangers.I'm tryingtocalm mynerves

asmorepeoplewalkoutofthehousetowards

thecar.Idon’tknowthesepeople.Thenan

elderlywomanwalksoutwearingapinkrobe

withherhandsbehindherbacklimpingtowards

thecar,that’sMakhulu,mydad’smother.I

haven’tseenhersincemama’sfuneral,that’s

tenyearsago.

ThedriveropensmydoorandIgathermy



nervesandslowlystepout.Alleyesareonme,

they’regivingmeaweirdlooklikethereis

somethingwrongwithmyface.I'vebeenonthe

roadforalmost8hours.I’m tired,notugly.I

moveasideslowlyandclosethedoor.

“mamawhyisshewearingshadesatnight”a

smallvoicecomingfrom ayounggirl.

“Idon’tknowmydear,maybeit’sanEdernville

thing.Citygirlsthinklifeisaredcarpet”the

womancarryingherrepliesandtheyallstart

laughing.Theyalllookalike,thewoman,young

girlandtheguythatopenedthegate.Great,I’m

alreadyacaseofridicule.Islowlyshiftmy

sunglassesovermyhead.

“Hi”Igreet.Makhulupushesthem outofher

way,lookingatmeintheeyes,smiling,she

wrapsherarmsaroundmeandholdsmetight

foracoupleofseconds.

“Yho,don’tsuffocateherMakhulu”theyoung



mansays.

Shelet’sgoofme,holdsbothofmycheeksand

kissesmeonthelips.

Uhm.Oohkay.That’sabittoomuch.She’s

alwaysbeenthisexcitedtoseeme.

“Youareaphotocopyofyourmother,youare

beautifuljustlikeherwhenshefirstcamehere.”

Shesaysasshegrabsmetowardsthehouse

butweareinterruptedbythedriverclearinghis

throatbehindus.

“ExcusemeMsKhephu,therestofyourthings

willarriveinthemorning,thetruckhadatyre

problem”hesays.Isighandturnmyback

againsthim withnoresponse.Theybetternot

breakmythingsorsellmydesignerclothes.

Everyoneislookingatus,probablyjudgingme

byhowthedriveraddressesme,butnooneis

sayinganything.They’reabitweirdifyouask

me,andwecontinuetowalktowardsthehouse



asthecardrivesoff.

“YoumustbetiredHlehle,I’llshowyoutoyour

room soyoucanrest,you’llmeeteveryoneis

themorning,it’salreadylate”Makhulusaysas

sheescortsmedownthelongpassagewith

picturesonthewall.Myfatheristheonlyone

thatcallsmeHlehle,wellusedto.

Shedirectsmeinabedroom onthefarendof

thepassage.It’snothinglikemyroom in

Edernvillebutit’sbetterthanwhatIexpectedin

avillage.Honestly,IthoughtIwasgoingto

sleepinadoorlessmudhutwithnofurnitureor

window.Herethere’sadoublebedandwhite

headboardandmatchingpedestals.Ohno,my

clotheswillnotfitintothatthing.Thatcannot

beformyclothes,itstoosmall.Atleastthere’s

enoughspaceonthewallformypaintings.Its

cozyanddoable.It’sfine.Ilookatherandshe’s

smilingwithwateryeyeslikeshe’sfightingback

tears,Ifeelawkard.Whyisshecrying?



“It’sgoodtohaveyouhomeHlehle”Shesays

andslowlyshutsthedoor.

Awkwardlystandinginthiscoldroom,mymind

isoverwhelmedwiththerealizationthatI’m ina

foreignplacethatisnowhomewithstrangers

thatarefamily.Thisisawholenewworldfor

me.HowwillIfitin,whatwillIdowithmyself.

WhatdopeoplemyagedoinKhumba.Istill

don’tunderstandwhymyfatherbroughtme

here.Myentirebodyisexhausted.Iquickly

changeintomypyjamasandlookatmyphone.

Ihavemissedcallsfrom Thando,Iforgotabout

him.HowwillIexplainthistohim.Thatmydad

shippedmetoavillageintheearlyhoursofthe

day.Hewon’tunderstand.Iwasgoingtoend

oursituationshipanyways,hewasgettingtoo

attached,clingyandverydemanding

emotionally.ButthisisnothowIimagined

thingstoend.I’llcallhim inthemorningand

endouragreement.RightnowIneedtosleep.



.................

It’sasunnymorninginKhumbaandI’vebeen

layinginbedforacoupleofhoursnow.I

haven’thadmuchsleep,Iguessmymindhasn’t

adjustedtoit’snewenvironment.I’vebeen

hearingvoicesgoupanddownthepassage

andaroundthehouse,seemslikeeveryoneisa

morningpersonhere.Makhuluwokeupinthe

earlyhoursofthemorningbeforethesunrose,

shehasbeencleaningandsingingchurch

songs.Everyonebutmeseemstobeupalready.

WhatwillIdowhenIwakeup,doIgofetch

waterfrom theriver?Surelytheyhavetapshere.

Atleasttheyhaveelectricity,Idon’thaveto

makesmallfiretowarm upwater.Isitupand

lookthroughthewindow.Itreallyisbeautifulas

mamadescribedit,themountainsarebig,

greenandmoist.Thetreesarerichwhich

leavesandflowersareinfullbloom.Cattleis

escortedbyboysdowntotheriver,whichflows



allthewayacrossthevillage.Ireachoutto

openthewindowandacoolbreezepushesthe

lacecurtainonmyface.Ifindmyselfsmiling,I

likethisview.Ihaveneverseenanythingso

beautifulandnatural.

Letmegogreeteveryonebeforetheystart

callingmeasnob,youknowhowvillagepeople

aretowardscitygirlswhosleep‘tillnoon.I

neatlymakemybedandgrabmycosmeticbag

andheadforthedoor.Ineedtofindthe

bathroom.Islowlytiptoedownthepassage

untilIspotapictureofmymotherholdinga

baby,thatmustbeme.Sheiswearingapink

nightgownsittingonasofaholdingme

wrappedinapinkfleece.Sheislookingatme

withsmileonherface.

“Makhulusaysthatwasyourfirsttimevisiting

Khumba,apparentlyyouweretwomonthsold”

aman’svoicestartlesme.Ilookup

immediately,it’stheyoungmanthatopenedthe



gate.

“MynameisThamsanqa,buteveryonecallsme

Thami,it’snicetofinallymeetyou,Makhulu

talksaboutyouallthetime”hesayswitha

smile.

Heseemsveryexcited.

“OhI’m Buhle,arewerelated?“Iprobably

soundstupidrightnow.Hewantstolaughbut

hestopshimself

“Ofcauseweare,yourfatherandmymother

aresiblings,wearecousins.So,HiMzala

(cousin)“hesmileswidelyandopenshisarms

expectingahug.

Hehasalotofenergy,It’stooearlyforallthis.I

don’tdohugs.SoIawkwardlystareathim until

hegivesupandfoldshisarms.

“Where’sthebathroom?”Iaskandhestarts

laughinghard.Isaskingforabathroom

consideredfunnyinthevillage?Im confused.



Im stillwaitingforaresponse.

“there’snobathroom inthehouse,thetoiletis

outsidenexttomyflatandifyouwantto

wash,youuseavaskomu,there’soneinthe

storeroom nexttothekitchen,it’saplastic

basin,itlookslikeabowlbutit’sbigger.Bythe

timetheKingandthemunicipalityinstalleda

sewagesystem thebighousewasalreadybuilt

withoutone,butwe’reusedtothislife,we’re

justhappywehaverunningwater”Hesayswith

prideasheputshishandsonbothsidesofhis

waist.

“oookay,so,ifIwanttobrushmyteeth?”I’m

stillshockedatthepartwheretheyhaveKings

runvillages,Ithoughtthatendedinthe1800s

orsomething.

“Useaplasticcupinthekitchencupboardand

brushthem afteryouwash,ijuststandoutside

myflatandgoaboutmybusiness.You’llget

usedtoit”Hepatsmyshoulderandwalksaway.



Idon’tthinkI’llgetusedtothiswildlife.

Iwalktothestoreroom andgrabthesmall

yellowbathingbasin.Thisisgoingtobe

interesting.Iheadforthekitchentofindthis

“plasticcup”.HowdoIknowwhichoneisfor

brushingteeth?Isitlabeled?Howdothey

differentiatethem from therealdrinkingcups?I

reallythoughtthey’dbemoreadvancethanthis,

judgingbythestructureofthehouseandthe

furniture.Ithoughttheywerepastthese

impracticaltimes.

There’stileflooringallovereventherooms,the

décorisacombinationofshadesofbrownand

burntorange.Theloungesuiteisabeigesuede

fourpiecewithaglasscoffeetableandfaux

sunflowersontopofit.Thereareorange

scattercushionsontheoneseatersofaand

darkbrownfleeceblanketsonthethreeseater

sofas.There’sabigtvunittofitthe40inch

plasmaanditsfullofdifferentsetsofcrockery



andphotos.AtleasttheyhavesatelliteTV,

that’simpressive.ButIstillcan’tgetoverthe

bathroom situation.

AnhourafterIfinishbathing,Iputonmyblack

maxidress,wearingmycurlyMalaysian16inch

wig.Ifindthewiglifeverysimple,youwantit,

youputiton.It’ssimple.Irarelygooutwithmy

naturalhair,ithasamindofitsown.Onedayits

cooperativeandmostdaysitjustfreezes,

literally.Mamaalwayshelpedmewithitwhen

shewasaround,sheknewhowtohandlemy

afro,Idon’thavethepatientsforit.

Iwalkoutsidetogetridofmybathingwater,

nowthewholevillageknowsI’vejustbathed,

great!Everyoneisseatedunderthebigtreewith

apileofclothesinfrontofthem.

“You’reawake,finally,wethoughtyouescaped

andwentbacktoEdernville”shesays.Makhulu

andherdryjokes,notmycupoftea.



“NoMakhulu,shespentanentirehourlooking

forthebathroom thenanotherhourfiguring

howtobathinavaskomu”saysThamiashe

leansbackwithlaughterandtheyalljoinin,

eventhelittlegirl.

They’rereallyenjoyingthemselves.Islowlywalk

towardsthem,thecloserIgetthelouderthey

laugh.it’sannoyingactually,theyshouldstop.

“Hi”Igreetthem withastraightface.They

seem tonoticemyseriousness,theystop

laughingandtheireyesaregluedtome,even

thelittlegirlislookingatme.

“Goodmorningmychild”Makhulugreetsback.

“ThisisyourauntKholeka,ThamiandAsakhe’s

mother,sheisyourfatherssister.Idon’tthink

yourememberher,youwereveryyoungwhen

youvisitedwithyourmother.”Shesays

Inod.

Youcantellshewasbeautifulwhenshewas



younger,shedefinitelyhasmyfatherseyes,she

hasascaraboveherlefteye,itlooksold

though.Shelooksyoungerthanmyfatherbut

she’sprobablyinher40’s.Shehasshort

dreadlocksthatarehangingoverhershoulders.

Shelookstired,herfacedoesn’tgivemuch

awaybutyoucantellshehasalotoflifestories.

Asakheislyingonherstomachonthegrass

playingwithherdoll.Shelookscutewithher

smallafro.Hersmileisbeautiful

“Whowrotethatthingonyourarm?”shesays

curiouslypointingatmytattoo.

“Ugcogcile?”theshockinmyauntsfaceis

indescribable.Shesaysthisassheclapsonce

andmakesaclickingsoundwithhermouth.

Okay,thatwasdramatic.Itrytocoverthetattoo

withmyarm byfoldingthem.Iforgotaboutit,I

shouldn’thavewornthisrevealingdress.Ican’t

lookanyofthem intheeyes.Iwishtheycould

understandthestorybehindthistattoo.Ifelt



likeIdidn’thaveachoicebuttogetit.Withone

pictureofmymother,IfeltlikeIwasforgetting

howshelookedlike.EverytimeIwokeupit

seemedlikeherfacewasfadingawayinmy

thoughts.Icouldn’tliveadaywithoutseeing

mama’ssmile.That’showIdecidedthatIwill

haveapermanentreminderofheronme.

“IsthatNoncumo?”Makhuluasks,Noncumois

mama’swifename.

“Yesitis,Ihaditmadeafewmonthsafterher

funeral.Dadtookdownallherpicturesandhid

them away.”Isay

“Isee,welltherearemanypicturesofherhere

youcanlookatthem allthetime.Youknow

yourmothersdeathwasnoteasyonyourfather,

hewasindenialforalongtime,stillisactually.

Itcameasashocktoallofus.Bepatientwith

him”shesays,Ican’tbelieveshe’stakinghis

sideinthis,Ilostmymotherandmyfatheris

punishingmeforherdeath.That’snotfairon



me.Him projectingallhisangeronmewillnot

bringmamaback.I’m reallyangry.Idon’twant

totalkaboutthisagain.

“Wherearethepictures,I’dliketoseethem”I

say,changingthesubject.

“They’reinthehousebutfirstyouwillgowith

ThamitothechurchandgivethePastorthese

clothesfortheorphanage.Youcanalsogive

awaysomeofyourclothesthatdon’tfityou

anymore,Iseeyouhavelostsomeweight”she

saysasshecontinuestopacktheclothesin

largeplasticbags.

Iwearasize30.I’m notskinny.Andwhyisshe

actinglikeIwasoncefat,thebiggestI’vebeen

was34whenIwasstillinhighschooland

everyonemadefunofme.Also,isthiswhythey

broughtmehere,todocharityworkandwalk

aroundinthisheat?

“Whyam Ihere?”Iask



“Wehaveenoughtimetotalkaboutthatmy

child.NowIneedyoutodothisforme”

Makhuluresponds.

Idecidetocalm myangerandnodwith

whateverthisoldwomanneedsmetodo.

MaybeImightbesentbacksoonerthan

expected.

“howfaristhischurchplace?”Iaskwhiletaking

aglanceofthesurroundingareas.Idon’tseea

churchinsight.

“It’sontheothersideofKhumba,itsnotthatfar,

you’llsee”Thamireplies,hesoundsexcited

What’ssoexcitingaboutwalkinguphillswith

heavyplasticbags?Iquicklygrabthelightest

plasticbagandwalktowardsthegate.He

laughsatmeashefollowswithtwoheavier

bags.DidhereallythinkIwasgoingtocarrythe

heaviestbag,notwiththesenails.Wewalk

towardsthegateswingingourpackages.There



areafewhousesclosebybutoursistheonly

oneonthathill.Wecarefullywalkdownthe

steephilluntilwereachalonggravelroad.

“So,Thami,whatdoyoudohere?Work?

School?”Imightaswellgettoknowhim,I

don’tknowhowlongI’dbestayinghere,noone

hassaidanythingaboutthedurationofmystay.

“WellMzala,afterIpassedmatric,Ididn’thave

enoughmoneytogotouniversitysoIendedup

volunteeringatthelodgeasacleanerthenlater

gotajobasawaiterintheirrestaurant.Itpays

wellandthetouristtipsaregood,soIforgot

aboutvaristy,allIneededishere.”Hereplied.

Hesmilesalot,itsannoying.Howcanonebe

happywithabasicwaiters’salaryandavillage

life.that’storture.Hehasthispositiveenergy

thatyoucan’tignore.

“Whydidn’tyourmom askforassistancefrom

mydad?”Iask.



“Mymotherisverystubbornandhastoomuch

pride,she’dneveraskanyoneforanything,

especiallyfrom malume,Idon’tthinktheyget

alongwell.”hesays.

Theyshould’vebeentwins,they’rethesame

personbasically.Maybetheyinheritedthat

from theirfather,Makhuluistheoppositeof

that,she’sverysincere,gentleandgivesas

muchasshereceives.Shespeaksopenlyabout

anything.Sheisarealmatriarchofthisfamily.

“SotellmeaboutEdernville,thefastestcityin

thecountry,howaretheshopsthere,theclubs

andthemen,doyouhaveone?Withthatface

andbodytheymustbethrowingthemselvesat

you”hesayslookingatmewiththecornerof

hiseye.Lifereallyisrosesandrainbowstohim.

“Idon’tdoclubsandnoIdon’thaveaman”Isay,

heseemsdisappointed

“Thenwhatdoyoudowithyourself?Wheredo



youhangoutwithyourfriends?”he’sreally

interrogatingme.

“Idon’thavefriends,Igotoschoolandwork,

that’sit.l”Isay

“Youcannotbeseriousrightnow,thatboring

stuff?Withyourkindofmoney,Iwouldbea

socialiteandbetrendingalloversocialmedia.I

wouldhaveeveryonebowingbeforeme

everytimetheyseeme,Iwouldbetheirgod,

theywouldworshipme.”hesaysashe

demonstrateawavesimilartothatofthe

Queen.Ican’thelpbutlaugh,hereallythinkslife

isafairytale.Hecontinuestofantasizeabout

hisperfectextravagantlifeinEdernville,acting

outgestures.HelooksfoolishandIfindmyself

laughing.Sohardthatmystomachbeginsto

hurt.

Withoutevennoticingwehavepassedtwohills

andarealreadyapproachingthechurch.Itis

thoseoldchurchesbuiltofstone.Thereisthe



bellnexttothegatewithaboardwritten

“MethodistChurchOfSouthernAfrica”inred

andwhitetext.Thereisafewpeoplewalking

aroundthechurchyard.Iguesseverydayis

Christdayhere.thelasttimeIwasinchurch

wasonmama’sfuneral.

“Let’sgofindthepastor,wecan’tstaylong”he

sayspullingmebythearm.Wegobehindthe

churchandweimmediatelystopwhenwesee

threementalkingtothepastor.Thamiquickly

fixeshispostureandbroadenhisshoulders.I’m

confused.

“AaahBhungane,Mthimkhulu”hesaysashe

reachesouthishandtooneofthegentlemen.

I'm standingherecompletelyclueless,whatis

goingon,whyarethesemenlookingatmelike

I’vekilledtheircattle.Thamihitsmewithelbow,

IassumeIshouldtothesame.

“Hi”Isay,Thamiwidenshiseyesatmewhile

clearinghisthroat.



“uhm,Mbungani…uhm..Mkhulumthi”Ididn’t

hearThamiproperlybutjudgingbytheirfacial

expressions,Ijustcursedatthem.Theyounger

onereachesouthishandtomeetmine,we

shakeandhelaughs.Hehasbeautifulteeth.

“Molosisi”hereplies.Thamihascoveredhis

facewithhishands.He’sembarrassed.Thisis

themostconfusingexperienceofmylife.The

menwalkawayandgoinsidethechurch.

“Whatthefuckjusthappened,whoarethose

people?”IaskThami

“Firstly,youdon’tusethatlanguageintheLords

house,secondly,thosearenotjustpeople,they

aretheroyalcouncilmembers,andlastlybut

definitelynotleast,youjustinsultedthePrince

ofKhumba,infact,youinsultedtheentiretribe

ofamaHlubi.Mzala,youaregoingtoneeda

cleansingceremonyafterthis,slaughteragoat

andmakeanapologyorbadluckwillfollowyou

allyourlife”hesaysashesnatchestheplastic



bagfrom myhandandwalkstothepastor

leavingmetraumatized,alone.

Isheseriousthough,badluck.Ididn’tknow

thosepeoplewerefrom theroyalfamily,they

weren’twearingnametagsorcrowns.Hehas

tobejoking.AndwhatkindofPrincewears

regularbootlegjeansandahoodie,he’salso

tooyoung,maybe25or26.

Thamifinallyappearswithouttheplasticbags.

“Let’sgobeforeyouembarrassmeevenmore”

Wewalktowardsthegatewhenayoungman

walksbyuslookingatusawkwardly,almost

wantingtosmile.Peopleinthisplacegivethe

weirdeststaresandtheydon’tseeanything

wrongwithit.

“Mzala,Iforgotsomethinginside,waitforme

underthattree,I’llbebacknow”hesaysashe

rushesoffbacktothechurch.

Thisisjustridiculous.Itrytocallhim butheis



alreadygone.Canthisdaygetanyworse.

“Molosisi”Iam startledbyadeepmanlyvoice

behindme.Ohshit!It’stheyoung-bootleg-

wearing-Princeguy.

“Im sosorryaboutearlier.Idon’tknow,I’llsend

agoatortwoforanydamagescaused.I’m new

here,Idon’tknowhowthingsworkhereandmy

cousindidn’t….”Ineedtoclearmynameand

removethisbadluckThamispokeof.

“woaw!Relax,itsforgotten”hesays,tryingto

holdbackhislaugh

“Idon’tthinktheoldfolkswillforgetthateasily,

theywerereadytogivemeadeathsentence.

Andthetattoosdidn’thelpeither”Isay.

“Don’tworryaboutit.Myunclesarenever

impressedbyanything.Iactuallyfoundit

funny.”helookscalm,toocalm forsomeone

I’veinsulted.

“Sonobadluckforme?Apologisetoyour



ancestorsorgodformeplease.Ifagoatisn’t

enough,Icouldsendacowortwo”Isayandhe

laughsreallyhard.Hiseyesarecompletelyshut

ashelaughs,that’showsmalltheyare.His

nostrilsmovewitheverychucklehemakes.

Okay,hecanstopnow.I’m embarrassed.He

finallystopsandcatcheshisbreath.

“You’refunny”hesays.Ohwellthat’safirst.

Thamicomesrushingfrom thegateandI

immediatelydismissmyselffrom thePrince,

walkingtowardsThami.Wecontinuewalking,

he’soutofbreath,likehehasbeenrunning.

“Thatshortdistanceandyou’realreadytired,

youneedtoexercisemore”Isay

“Trustme,itwasmorethanjustrunning”he

sayswithasmileonhisface.What’supwith

him?

Idon’tevenwanttoknow,Ihavemyownroyal

badlucktodealwithrightnow.Ilookbehindus



andheisstillstandingtherelookingatus.Well,

that’snotcreepy,atall.

We’vebeenwalkingafewkilometersnow,

Thamihasbeensingingandsmilingtohimself

likealovestruckteenagegirl.Ineedanswers.

“Areyougoingtocontinueannoyingmewith

thehappysingingorareyougoingtotellme

aboutthisgirl?”Iaskhepausesandlaughs

reallyhard.He’sannoyingrightnow.

“Whatdidyouforgetinchurch,orshouldI

rephrasetowhodidyouforget?”Iaskagain,

standing.We’renotmovinguntilhetellsme.I’m

reallycurious.hedoesn’tlooklikethecourting

type.

“Okay,ifyouinsist.Butyouhavetopromisenot

totellanyone”hesays.

Whoam Igoingtotellanyways.“okay,whatisit?

“Isay.

“Youmustfirstpromiseme“hesticksouthis



pinkyfinger.Areweincreche

Irollmyeyesandgowithit.thethingswedoto

getthegossip.“promise,nowspeak”Isay.

“Well,i'vebeenseeingsomeone,we’vebeen

togetherforafewmonthsnow”he’sblushing.

“Iknewtherewasagirlinvolved”Isay.Hisface

ishardtoreadrightnow,itlookssortofworried.

“It’snotagirl”hesayswithastraightface.

Okay,i'm confused.Isheseeingsomeoneor

not?Ohwait!Ohmygosh.

“isittheguywesawwhenwewereleaving

church?”Iask

“yes,heissuchagoodguy,hemakesme

happyandIreallylikehim”he’sfacelightsup

immediately.Nowallofthismakessense.

Whatweretheydoinginchurch?

“Didyouhavesexinchurch?”Iaskwithmyeyes

wideopen.Hebettersayno.



“YesandNo”hesays.

Wellwhatisit?Itseitheryoudooryoudon’t,

there’snoinbetween.

“Wedidn’tengagebuthismouthengagedin

mytool,ifyouknowwhatImean”hewinksat

me.

“Ablowjob,areyoukiddingme?”Ibeginto

laugh.VillagepeoplearenotasboringasI

thought.Bootlegwearingprincesandblowjobs

inchurchstorerooms.AndIthoughtthebig

mountainsweretheonlyfascinationthisvillage

hastooffer.Iwaswrong.

“YouaretheonlyoneI’vetold,let’skeepitthat

way.Peoplelikemearen’tentirelywelcomedin

thisvillage,especiallywiththekindof

leadershipwehave.”He’sseriousagain.

“Sealed”irespondandwecontinuechatting

untilwereachhome.

Thetruckisparkedoutsideandsomemenare



offloadingmystuffintothehouse.Icompletely

forgotabouttherestofmybelongings.Today

waseventful.

“WeapologiseforthedelayMsKhephu,wehad

aproblem withthetyreandwedidn’thave

sparewhe…”Icuthim offbeforehecouldeven

finish.

“It’sfine,aslongasallmypaintingsarestillin

onepiece.Puteverythinginmyroom.”Iwalk

awayandletthem finishtheirwork,i'm tired

andi'm hungry.

Aswewalkinthehousewearewelcomedbya

hypnotizingaromaofIndianspices.It’ssmells

beautifullikesteworcurry.Iwalkstraighttothe

kitchenandMakhuluisbusycooking.

“You’reback,justintimeforlunch.Inoticeyou

didn’teatyourporridge.Youmustbehungry.

GowashyouhandsandhelpThamisetupthe

table.Howmanymenareoutside,theymustbe



hungrytoo”she’snotevenlookingatme.And

whyarewefeedinggrownmen?They’vebeen

paid.Theycanbuytheirownlunch.ButIam not

abouttoarguewithher,shecanfeedtheentire

villageifshewantsto,I’m justhungry.

“Ithinkthere’s4ofthem.”IreplyandIwalk

away.Afterwashingourhandsandwatching

Thamisetthetable,wecallinthemoversto

joinusforlunch.Makhuluhascookedbeef

stewanddumpling.Itsmellsdelicious.I’m

salivating.Weallsitaroundgatheredonthe

tablewiththefoodplacedinthemiddleofthe

table.Makhululeadsashortprayerand

everyonedigsin.Theroom issilentandthey’re

justenjoyingthefooduntilThamibreaksthe

silence

“HeeeMakhulu,BuhlecalledthePrince

Mkhulimthi”andheburstsintolaughter.

Makhuluisshockedandalmostdroppedher

dumpling.



“Iapologizedandtoldhim toapologizeforme

tohisancestors.Iofferedhim cowsbuthejust

laughed”Itrytodefendmyselfwhilegiving

Thamithelook.Howcouldhedothis.Everyone

startslaughing,eventhemoversareenjoying

this.Theyneedtocalm downbeforetheychoke.

Theirmouthsarefilledwithdumpling,they

mustreallylikeit.

“Aslongasyouapologizedmntanam,he’sa

niceyoungman.I’veworkedwithhim withhis

healthprogrammes.Hereallyisgoingtobea

greatKingoneday,that’sifhe’sfatherwillever

stepdown”shesays.

IforgotMakhuluisaretirednurse.She’sbeen

workingatthecommunityclinicallherlife,she

isthosenursesthatknowalltheirpatientsby

name.Myfathersaidthatwhenpeoplewere

sicktheywouldcometoherhousebecausethe

clinicwastoofar.

Afewmomentslaterandeveryoneisdone



eating.

“ThiswasdeliciousMakhulu”Isaysmiling

“Goodnowthankmeproperlybywashingthe

dishes.”Shesaysasshegathersalltheplates

andputsthem infrontofme.I’veneverwashed

dishesinmylife.I’m sittingsilently,lookingat

thepileofdishesandeveryoneisjustlookingat

me.

“I’llhelpyou”Thamicomestomyrescue,he

musthaveseenthepaniconmyface.Weboth

getup,gotothekitchenandwashthedishes.

He’swashingandI’m juststandingthere

awkwardly.We’renotspeakingbuthekeeps

lookingatmeandsmiling.Iknowthissmile,

he’sthinkingabouthim.Beforeweknowit,he’s

done.Hemakesitlooksoeasy.Heshould

teachmethisdomesticlife.

IjustrememberedIneedtounpackmythings,

soIexcusemyselffrom them.Istandatthe



doorlookingatallmythingsandIfeel

discouraged.Ithrowmyselfonthebedandhis

faceshowsup.Heislaughingwithhiseyes

closed,hiswidenoseandwhiteteeth.Hishand

onhischestashetriestocatchhisbreath.I’ve

neverseenamanwithbeautifulhands.I’ve

neverseenabeautifulblackman.wooah,where

doesthatcomefrom.Letmestartpacking.

MaybeI’llgivesomethingsawaytothechurch,

there’salotofthingsthatwon’tfitmyslim tight

closethere.MaybeI’llseehim again.ohmy

gosh,whycan’tIgetridofhisface.Icarefully

chooseallofmyfavouriteclothesand

separatethem from theonesIwillbegiving

away.Someonewalksin.

“Doyouneedhelp?”I’tsaunt’Kholeka.That’sa

bitrandom.

“Nothankyou,I’m alreadydone,Iwasjust

sortingouttheonesI’llbegivingawaytothe

church”Isay.



She’sawkwardandcold.Ican’treadher,she

walkscloserandgoesthroughthepileI’m

givingaway.

“Somanythings?Wheredoyougetthetimeto

wearallofthis?”sheasks.

Whyissheinmyroom again?!Thissmalltalkis

annoying,itslikeshe’sfishingforsomething.

“Weworeclotheseverydayatschool”Ireply.

“Mustbenicebeingrich”sherepliesandshe

leaves.WhydoIfeellikesheisjudgingme.I

rollmyeyesandcontinuewithmypacking.

Anotherpersonwalksin,it’sAsakhe.

“SisicanIhavethis,she’spointingatmyCartier

necklace.

Ican’t,it’sexpensive.

“Heretakethisone”Ihandherasmallbracelet

Thandoboughtme,shelikesit.Shecontinues

toplaywithmywigsandmodellingaroundthe



room wearingmyshoes.They’retoobigforher.

Shehassmallfeetforaneightyearold.She’s

notevenmindingme,toherIdon’texist.

HerinnocenceremindsmeofwhenIwas

younger.Whenmamawasalive,whenIhada

family,whenmyfatherwasnotafraidtolook

meintheeye,whenlifewassimpler.Ineedthat

again,I’m tiredofwalkingaroundwithmyhead

helddown,I’m tiredofbeingafraidtobehappy,

I’m tiredofrunningawayfrom myemotions,of

notfeelingworthy.IwanttolaughmorethanI

cry.LikeThami.He’salwayssmilingandhappy.

Withthelittlehehas,hestillfindsjoyinlifeand

stillhassometoshare.Ienjoyedmytimewith

him today.Thinkingabouthisfoolishness

makesmesmile.

......................

Itookalongnapafterpacking,thatwalktothe

churchexhaustedme.Asakhefellasleepnext

tome,stillwearingmyclothes.I’m hungry.I



walkdownthepassageandeveryoneis

watchingt.v,theyaregluedtothescreen,it’sa

localdrama.Itiptoetothekitchen

“Yourfoodisinsidethemicrowave”it’s

Makhulu’svoice.

“Thankyou”Ireply.I’m reallyhungry,butthere’s

nowayI’m eatinganythingheavyafter8pm.I

opentherefrigeratorandfindabananaand

yoghurt.It’lldofortonight.Igrabthatandgo

backtomyroom.IrememberIhaveaphone,I

can’tbelieveIneglecteditallday.Ihavetext

messegesfrom Thando:

*IknowIsaidIwasokaywithourrulesbutthat

was3yearsago,thingshavechangedbetween

us,let’sstopthischildishactandjustmakeit

officialbabes,Ican’tstopthinkingaboutyou.

Dayandnightyou’reonmymind.Iwantyouto

bemine.Nomoregames.IloveyouBuhlebethu

Khephu.I’m madlyinlovewithyouandIknow

youaretoo*



ThisisthelastthingIneedrightnow.How

doesheloveme,heknowsnothingaboutme

andforhim tosaythatIlovehim,isinsane,I

don’t.Him andIwouldneverworkout.Weare

from twodifferentworlds,wehavenothingin

common.Ichosehim asmyfuckbuddy

becausehewastheonlypersonIspoketoand

hebrokemyvirginity.Idon’thaveany

emotionalattachmenttohim.DidIleadhim on?

Imadeitclear,Ialwaysstucktotherules.And

he’stheonewhostartedbuyingmegiftsuntilI

feltterriblefornotbuyingsomething.Ididn’tdo

itbecauseIlovehim,Ijustfeltbadforhim.It’s

pitygifts.GoodthingI’m notinEdernvilleto

dealwithhisdrama.

Iselecthiscontact,selectoption,BLOCK

CONTACT

Ifeelaweightliftedoffmyshoulders.Ilook

throughthewindowtogetsomefreshair,Isee

theviewofthevillage,it’speaceful.Ihaven’t



doneyogainweeksnow.Ineedtogetmymind

right.Itakeoutmyyogamatandputonmy

yogaoutfit.Mymindisrelaxed.Iforgotabout

theproblemsIhavewithmyfather,I’m noteven

freakedoutaboutthevillagelifeanymoreand

mynewfamilyiskindofcool,especiallymy

cousin,he’slikeanolderbrotherIneverhad.

PlusthePrinceiscute.NotthatI’vebeen

thinkingabouthim oranything,buthe’sokay.

AsIclosethewindowInoticeaperson

jumpingovertheboundarywall.It’s

Aunt’Kholeka,she’srunningtowardsawhite

Polocarparkedatthebottom ofthehill,itmust

beherman.Whyisshejumpingoverfences

though,clearlyshe’soldenoughtowalkoutof

thegate.That’sstrange.

...................

#like#comment#share



ThenextinsertwillbepostedonTuesday.
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Insert4

PeopleinKhumbawakeupveryearly,by5am I

canalreadyhearpeoplelaughingandhaving

conversationsfrom adistance.Themajorityof

thevillagedoesn’twork,especiallywomen,

somegetparttimejobsatthelodgewhenthere

arebigeventsorcelebrationshostedbythe

royalfamily.WomeninKhumbaaremostly

famousfortheirhandwork,theymake

everythingfrom beadedjewellery,traditional

garments,tograssmatsandbasketsof

differentkinds.Theymaketheseandsellthem

intownoronthehighway.Thewomanthat

staysatthehousedownourhillmakesbeaded



necklaces,earringsandbracelets.Iboughta

beautifulthreepiecesetfrom her,shecharged

meR50forallthree,Iwasshocked.IpaidR100

foreachinstead.Shewasverygrateful.It’sthe

firstcolourfulpieceIown.Itoldhersheshould

chargemoreforherpieces,shetoldmethey

wouldn’tsellbecausenoonewouldaffordto

buythem hereandbecausethere’smanyof

them makingthesecrafts,someonewillfinda

betterseller.It’ssuchashame,towatchthem

gatheraroundthetreenexttotheriverand

creatingthesebeautifulpiecesonlytosellthem

forpeanuts.R50forathreepiecethatprobably

tookheraweektofinishisunfairandsad.I

wishtherewassomethingIcoulddotohelp

them.

Onmywaybackhomefrom mymorningjog

from theriverIwasthinkingofhowsuccessful

theirworkwouldbeifthey’dsellinEdernville,

theywouldmaketheirmonthlyprofitsinone



day.IwishIhadmoreresourcesandinfluence

tohelpthesewoman.Ijustneedtothinkharder

andmorestrategicallyonhowIcouldtakethem

thereandhelpthem sellinthemarketsthat

side.Theirpiecesareunique,authentic,theytell

astoryandhaveasignificantmessageunlike

thoseknockoffssoldbytheChinesedowntown.

……………………………………………….

Igethomeandruntotheoutsidetapforsome

water.Theyardisalwaysemptyinthe

morningsandafternoonsduringtheweek.

Thamiisusuallyatwork,Makhuluisvisiting

patients,Asakheisatschoolandaunt’Kholeka

isalwaysmissing,shedoesn’thaveajobbut

sheisthemostunavailableoutofeveryone.I’ve

beenseeingherfrequentlyjumpingoverthe

boundarywallandleavingwiththewhitepolo,

they’recloseifyouaskme.

I’m aloneandIneedtocleanthekitchenand

myroom.Makhulusaidthisweekendwewill



painttheinsidewallsfortheholidays.She

boughtnewcarpetsandtrinketsforthelounge

anddiningroom.ShetakesChristmasholidays

seriously,everyoneinthevillagehasbeen

preparingfortheDecemberholidays.Houses

arebeingpainted,newfencesandgatesare

installed,stoopsarepaintedandpolished.

Everyhousewindowsarespotlessandshiny.

IhearaknockonthedoorasIam busy

cleaningmyroom,I’m stillwearingmygym

clothes.It’samanwithaboxinhishands.

“Goodmorning,IhaveadeliveryforBuhle

Khephu”hesayswithasmile.Iwasn’t

expectinganything.

“Wheredoesthiscomefrom?”Iask

“Theprincesentme”hesaysandhandsmethe

boxandwalksaway.It’snotheavy.Itryto

shakeittomakesenseofwhatmightbeinside.

I’m clueless.Iputitdownontheloungefloor



andopenit.There’sanoteontopofthepileof

thingsinsideit.Iopenthenoteandbeginto

readit:

GoodmorningBuhle

AfterwhathappenedtoyouyesterdayIcouldn’t

stopblamingmyselfforthepainand

discomfortIputyouin.Myintentionsofinviting

youtothemeetingwerepurelyinnocentand

harmless,Iwantedthecounciltoexperience

viewsofanoutsider,sometimestheyget

ignorantandbecomeinconsiderateofhow

importantmyprogram istothepeople.Your

viewswould’veatleastgiventhem something

tothinkabout.Iwashappytoseeyouwerefine

beforeIleftlastnight,IdoubtIwould’vesleptat

allnotknowingyouweren’twell.Ican’tshake

thisfeelingofguiltinme.WiththisnoteIwould

liketoinviteyoutolunchatoneofmyfavourite

placesinKhumba,it’snothingfancybutit’s

beautiful.TherewillbenotraditionalXhosa



menjoiningus,don’tworry,itwillbejustustwo.

Ijustwanttomakesureyou’reallright.Ihope

youlikeyourgifts.Iwillpickyouupat12pm.

Seeyousoon

Zanemvula.

He’saskingmeoutonalunchdate?Ithrow

myselfonthesofaandpushmyfeettotheair

makingthem dancewithjoy.Imean,Icantsay

no,hisancestorswillhuntmeandtorturemeall

mylife,solunchitisthen.WhatwillIwearand

whereishetakingmeinKhumba,itbetternot

beatarvenoratshisanyama,Icannotstand

crowdedplaces.Okaywait?Whyam Isoweird.

Theticklesinmytummyexpandallovermy

body.Whatisgoingonwithme.Idon’tdothis.I

don’tgetexcited.ButIcan’tshakethisfeeling

off.Icontinuetolookatthethingsinthebox,

there’sacap,anumbrellaandsunscreen,it’s

labeled“topreventheatstroke”,hebelievedthe

lieaboutmefaintingbecauseoftheheat.



There’salsoaheartmonitor,aselfhelpbook,a

jarfilledwithbiscuitsandthere’sanotewitha

numberlabeled“yourpersonaldriver”.Thisis

nowconfusing.TheothergiftsIunderstand,

whydoIneedapersonaldriver.Ihardlyleave

thevillageandbesidesIhaveThamito

accompanymewhereverIgo.Iwillsaveitand

tellhim/herIwon’tbeneedingtheirservices.

Iputeverythingbackonebyoneandsuddenly

I’m startledbysomeonerunninginthefront

door.Istandupandwalktowardsthedoor.Oh

mygosh.

“Whathappenedtoyou?“IaskasIgetcloser

“aunt’Kholekawhodidthistoyou?”herfaceis

coveredwithblood,Ican’ttellwheretheblood

iscomingfrom,sheisnotcrying.AsIgetcloser

tohershepushesmeaway.I’m tryingtohelp

her,there’stoomuchblood,it’sdrippingallover

thefloor.Iruntothestoreroom tofetchthe

vaskom,fillitupwithwaterandatowel.



“Comeseatonthefloor,takethisandwipeyour

face,weneedtoseewherethebloodiscoming

from,holditlikethis”IsayasItrytohelpher

wipeherface,itlookspainful,shedoesn’twant

metotouchher.Iruntotheloungetogetmy

cellphone

“Im goingtocallthepolice”Isay.She

immediatelygetsupandsnatchesthephone

offmyhandsbeforeIevendialthenumber.

Whywon’tsheletmecallthepolice?

“Don’tcallthepolice,please,you’llmakethings

worse.”She’sstrugglingtospeak,she’sinpain.

Herfaceisstartingtoappearasshecontinues

towipeitoff.She’sbleedingfrom thenose.Her

lefteyesisalmostshutandthereisadarkblue

markaroundit.Herlowerlipisalsobruised.

Whoeverhithermust’vebeenveryangry.This

doesn’tlookgood.

“Canweatleastgototheclinic,I’m sureyouwill

getpropermedicalhelpthere.”Isuggest



“Shutup!Im notgoinganywhere.Youwantthe

wholevillagetoseemelikethis?Youwant

them tolaughatmeandfindmorewordstocall

meby.”She’sangry.

“Im sorrybutthisdoesn’tlookgoodaunty”I

don’tknowwhattodo.I’m worriedaboutthe

bleeding,ithasn’tstopped.

“BringmethemedicalboxinMa’sroom,it’sin

herwardrobe.Alsobringmeabucketfilledwith

waterandbleachandamop.”She’sgivingme

orders.Howisshesonotcryingwithallthese

bruises.Irunoutsidetogetthethingsshe

askedforandrunbackinthehouse.Shehas

wipedherfaceandhasplacedcottonwoolon

hernose,thebleedinghasstopped.Shecleans

thebloodoffthefloorallthewaydownthe

passage,I’m standingleaningagainstthewall.I

feeluselessandconfused,Iwanttoaskher

somethingbutI’m scareditwouldmakeher

angry.Shefinisheshercleaningandgetridsof



allthewaterandcleansthebucketandsoaks

thetowelinbleach.

“Don’ttellanyoneaboutthis,especiallyMa,do

youunderstandme?”she’slookingmeinthe

eyes.Itsscary.

“Butauntyyou’rehurtandthepersonwhodid

thistoyouneedstobepunished.Whathedid

toyouisnotright,hecould’vekilledyou”

“Younonothingaboutwhathappeneddon’t

involveyourselfinthingsyounonothingabout,

don’ttellanyone,orelseI’lldealwithyou

personally.”Isshethreateningme,clearlyshe

doesn’tknowme.

“Youdonotthreatenmeinmyfathershome,

youdonottellmewhattosayandwhatnotto

say.Youcontinuelivingthewayyoudo,next

timeyouwillnotmakeitoutalive.Ireadabout

theseabusiverelationships,itneverendswell”I

say.Shewalkscloserandpointingatme



“Heeey!Don’tyoudareraiseyourvoiceatme.I

willgiveyouahotclap.Bloodyspoiltbratwith

norespectnormorals.ThisisnotEdernville,I

willteachyoulifewithoneclapandyouwill

learn”shetightenshergriponmyarm,Ipull

myselfawayandwalktomyroom,shutthe

doorandlockit.Hereyeshadnolifeormercy.

Shelookedemptyandevil.ShescaredmeandI

willnotleavethisroom untilsheleavesthe

house.I’m shakingasIseatonmybedplaying

backwhatI’veseenfrom themomentsheran

throughthedoortowhenshethreatenedtohit

me.Sheisviolent.

……………………………………..

It’shourssincesheleftthehouseandI’m

decidingonwhattowearformylunchdatewith

PrinceZanemvula.Seriously,Im havingtroubles

withthisname,IthinkI’lljustcallhim Zane.His

namesoundslikeitbelongstohisgreat

grandfather.Nowonderthisplaceismoistand



green,hebringstherain.It’smaturedand

unusualforguyshisage.Idecidedonwearinga

boobtubeblackmaxidressthathugsevery

inchofmybodywithmycopperstudded

strappedsandles,goodthingIpaintedmytoe

nails,Iwillaccessorizewithmynewcolorful

beadset.My20inchPeruvianhairwilldotoday.

Ididn’tputontoomuchmakeup,thisheatwill

meltit.There’satleastfourtyfiveminutes

beforehepicksmeup,letmemakemyselfa

lightsnackbeforeIleave.Idon’twanttoshow

upwithanemptystomach.AndIdon’teven

knowwherewe’regoing,andthatmakesme

evenmoreanxious.Imakemyselfafruitsalad

andhearMakhulusingingasshewalksin.

“Whyareyoudressedup?Youlookexactlylike

yourmother,shelovedwearingbeadedjewellery.

Youarebeautiful”she’ssmiling

“ThankyouMakhulu,I’m goingtomeetThami

atthelodgeforlunch,Iwanttospoilhim.”Ilied,



ican’ttellherI’m goingtolunchwiththeboyhe

warnedmeabout.

“That’sniceofyou.Who’sthingsarethese?”

sheasksasshepointstothegiftboxonthe

floor.

“Thosearesomeofmythings,Ididn’tfinish

unpacking”Iquicklyrunandgrabitbeforeshe

could,she’slookingatmelikeshesuspects

something.Ineedtostophim from fetchingme

here,heneedstowaitformedowntheroad.

Letmecallthedrivers’numberandaskforhis

number.Itsringing.

“Zanemvula”heanswers.What.He’smy

personaldriver?

“Hello,it’sBuhle”Irespond

“Iknow,Goodday.Itakeityoureceivedmybox.

I’llpickyouupin10minutes”hesays

“Oh!Yeahaboutthat,pleasewaitformedown

theroad”Isay



“Okay.Seeyousoon”hesaysandendsthecall.

Whew!NowIneedtoleavebeforemakhulu

asksanymorequestions.Imakemywaydown

thepassageandsaymygoodbyestoherand

makemywayoutofthegate.Iwalkslowly,

frequentlylookingbehindme.I’m being

paranoid,it’stheguiltthatcomeswithlyingto

yourelders.ImakemywaydowntheroadandI

spotablueFordRanger.Ican’tseeclearlyfrom

thedistancebutthatshouldbehim.VrrrVrrr.

Itsatext:

*Thebluerangerisme*

Iwalktowardsitandpassbyagroupofgirls

sittingundertree,they’replayingcardswith

coins.IguessVegashascometoKhumba.I

getinthefrontseat,wegreeteachotherand

driveoff.He’sbeensmilingfrom themomentI

openedthedoorandgotin.Ourconversationis

flowingaswedriveawayfrom thevillageand

approachadesertedforestwithbigtreesand



giganticmountainviews.IsthisthepartIfind

outhe’saserialkiller.Itrytokeepcalm butthe

panicinmyeyesisevident.

“Don’tworry,Iwon’tkillyouanddumpyour

bodyhere.”He’slaughingwhilelookingatme

“Wherearewegoing?”I’m morescaredthan

curious.NooneknowsI’m herewithhim.What

haveIgottenmyselfinto.

“It’sasurprise,we’realmostthere.”Heassures

mewithhissmile.Heiscalm andIam terrified.

Wereachthetopofamountainthathasthe

viewoftheentirevillage.Icanseetheentire

village,themountainsthatsurroundit,theriver

thatrunsacrossthevillageandthewaterfallat

thebottom.It’sgreenandcolorfulimagesof

thehousesmakeitabeautifulsight.Icanhear

thewaterfrom thewaterfall,itisafew

kilometersfrom wherewe’reparked.It’s

beautiful.



“Welcometomyheaven”hesaysasheexits

andgoestothebackseat.I’m stillinaweofthe

beautifulsight.Thecolorsworkperfectly

together.Ineedapictureofthis.Iloveit.He

walksaroundandopensmydoor.“Come,this

isourlunchvenue”hesays

He’scarryingapicnicbag,acoolerbox,picnic

blanketandtwocushions.We’rehavingapicnic,

impressiveforavillageboy.Iwalkoutandtake

inallthefreshairproducedbythetreesaround

andtheriverbelowus.It’sunbelievablethat

placeslikethisexistrightundermynose.Heis

settingupthepicnicinfrontofthecar.He

placesthecrockeryandcutleryperfectlyon

eachside.Wheredidhelearnpicnicetiquette.

Helaysoutthefoodfrom thecoolerbox,

there’sfruits,sandwiches,juice,water,biltong,

driedfruits,yogurt,icecream andsmallsweets.

Hewentallout.IdoubtI’llfinishallofthistoday.

Hestretcheshishandtowardsmeofferinga



seat.Iholdhim asIkneelandsitacrosshim.

He’shandiswarm andgentle.Hehasbeautiful

fingerstoo.

“Thislooksbeautiful”Isaylookingaroundatall

thefoodinfrontofus.

“Youlookbeautiful”hesayslookingatme

smiling.I’m blushing.Ican’tstopsmiling.

“Thankyou,you’renottoobadyourself”he’s

wearingagreyt-shirtwithnavybluejeans.He

laughsandbiteshislowerlip.Hissmiledoes

somethingtomystomach,itticklesandmakes

myfaceheatupAndwiththelittlemakeupI

haveon,Iprobablylookredasatomato.Being

withhim feelsgood.Hemakesmefeelthings

I’veneverfelt.Ijustwanttoscream andjump

aroundtheplace.

Andno,Iwon’tembarrassmyselffurther.

“Ididn’tknowwhattoget,soThandiput

everythingedibleshecouldfindinthehouse”



hesaysscratchinghishead.Who’sThandi?

“Everythinglooksdelicious,Ilikeit.Thankyou”I

seeareliefonhisface.

“Helpyourselftoanythingyouwant”hesays,I

goforthedriedfruitsandyogurt.Hetakesouta

meatysandwichfrom aseparatebag.

“Imustconfess,Idon’tlikeanyofthethings

Thandipacked,I’m ameatkindofguy.”Hesays.

Soheexpectsmetoeatallofthisbymyself,

he’scrazy.

“TakeabiteofeverythingsoIknowit’snot

poisoned”Isayandhelaughs.I’m notapig,I’m

noteatingallthisbymyself.

“I’llhavethefruitslater,I’m justveryhungry

rightnow.Youcantastemysandwich”hesays,

takingabigbiteofhissandwichandhanding

overtheresttome.Hisjawstretchedandfirm,

chewingintoit.He’sfine,Ican’tstoplooking.

“Thisisabeautifulplace,Ilikeit.Howdidyou



findit?”Idistractmyselffrom hislooks

“WhenIwasayoungboyIusedtohelpwiththe

cattle,Isentthem totheriverinthemorning

andhadtofetchthem atsunset.Iwouldpack

lunchandseatherealldaywatchingthecattle

from thisviewandtakethem backhomeby

sunset.It’swhereIfindmypeace.”He’ssmiling

andlookingaroundwithpride.

“Whatdopeoplearoundheredoforfun,doesn’t

looklikethere’smuchtodo?”Iask

“Well,I’m notasocialperson,Ijustdomywork

andthat’sit,Idon’tknowwhatothersdobut

everyoneseemsgoodhere,we’reusedtoit”he

says

“AndhereIwasthinkingyou’refriendswiththe

wholevillage.Youaretheprinceafterall”Iask

“Idon’thavefriendshere,Ihaven’thadfriends

sincehighschool.Iwenttoanallboysschool

andalthoughIwaspopular,Ionlyhadtwoclose



friends.Idon’thavesparetime,Iwork24/7,I’ve

beentrainingforthethroneforyearsnowand

thattakesupmostofmytime,Idon’thavetime

towaste”hesays.

“Isee,ifyouhadtimeto“waste”whatwould

youwasteiton?”Iask.Hethinksforawhile

andsmiles.

“I’dtravel”hesayswithasmile

“Ienjoytravelling,seeinghowotherpeoplefrom

differentcountrieslive,exploringtheircultures

andfood.”Isay.

“Seeinghappinessinadifferentlanguage,in

differentfestivities.Unfortunately,Idon’thave

enoughtimeonmyhandsforthat.thevillageis

mypriority.”Hesays.

“Ithinkyoushouldmaketimeforthat,one

shouldnevercompromisetheirneedstosatisfy

others”Isay.hegivesmeadeepandlongstare.

“It’snotthateasy,Ihaveresponsibilitiesand



dutiestofulfill,Ican’tjustupandleave”hesays

“Ourhappinessisourbiggestresponsibility.It

shouldcomefirst,always”Isay.Heseems

uncomfortablewiththis,he’sfiddlingwithhis

sandwich.MaybeIcrossedaline.

“Ihearyoucomefrom thecityofEdernville,

whatbringsyoutoKhumba”justlikethathe

changesthesubject

“I’m visitingmygrandmotherandmycousins”I

haveforgottenhowIgothere.Iforgotaboutmy

fatherandeverythingIhadgoingonin

Edernville.

“It’sadifferentworldcomparedtothecitybut

it’sbeautiful,thepeoplearenicer,happierand

wiser.Ittookmeawhiletoadjustbuteventually

Ifoundwhatworksforme.Thecityisloudand

fast,everyonewalkingaroundclaimingtoknow

whattheywantbutactuallyhavenoidea.And

eveniftheygetwhattheythinktheywant,they



seem towantmore.It’satoxicplaceandcan

ruinlives,ithas.”Isayindeepthoughtsandfor

asecondthereIforgotwhoIwastalkingwith.

He’slookingatmewithablankstare.Ican’t

readhim.

“Peopleareneverfullysatisfiedwhentheydon’t

knowwhattheywant.theywalkaround

dictatinglivesofthosearoundthem tofittheir

ownflaws.Theybreakthem andmoveontothe

nextone”hesays.Thisseemspersonaland

deep.

“Thebrokenoneswalkaroundwithbruised

souls,fightingtobeheard.Witheverycrythey

loseapieceoftheirtrueselftheyforgetthat,

theirmagic,theirhealingpoweriswithinthe

cracksoftheirbrokensouls.”Isay.He’scloser,

Icanfeelhim breathingcloselytomyface.Our

eyesstilllockedintoeachother.

“Theircriesareneverheardbyordinarypeople

theyareheardbythosewhoarebruisedwith



thesamescars.Thosewithsimilarcriesand

identicalscars.Theyopenthemselvestoeach

otherandlettheirflawscommunicatewith

everymovetheymakeandeverywordtheysay.

Eventuallytheyrecognize,theyareone”

Hisnoserubsagainstmine,myheartis

poundingwitheverybreathethatleavesmy

body.Oureyesmeetandsodoesourlips.His

lipsarewarm andsoft,slowlyhepullsme

closertohim andrubshishandupanddown

myback.Myhandsarearoundhisneck.He

carefullyrestsmeontheblanket.Heisagood

kisser,sogentleandconsiderate.Hisbodyis

ontopofmeasherubsmyfacewithhishands.

Icanfeelmytemperaturerising,hisbreathing

hasescalated.Myhandsarealloverhisbody.

Heisfirm andwellbuilt.Heworkshislipstomy

cheek,tomyearanddownmyneck.Mybody

feelselectrified,likeamillionwattsofelectricity

havebeenreleased.Myhandsarerubbingon



hisheaddowntohisbackallthewaytohis

thighs.Kissinghasneverfeltthisgood.This

hasescalatedandneitherofussawitcoming.

Weclickedandwecan’tcontrolouremotions,

it’slikewewerebothwaitingforsomethinglike

thistohappen.Somethingforeignyetfamiliar

towhatthehearthasbeenyearningfor.

Thinkingaboutittoomuchgivesmeanuneasy

feeling.Imightbemakingthebiggestmistake

ofmylife,it’sscarybutirresistible.

Hisphonerings.Areyoufuckingkiddingme.At

firstheignoresitbutbythefifthringhe

removeshishandfrom mybuttandreachesfor

hisbackpocket.Hehasn’tstoppedkissingme.

heliftsitupandputsitagainstmyface.Talk

aboutbadtiming.

Westopkissingandheslowlyplacesmeonthe

picnicblanket.

“SorryIhavetotakethis”heexcuseshimself

andstands.



Icanseehiserectionthroughhisjean,hewalks

awaywithonehandholdingthephoneand

anotherinhispocket.Heisshirtless,hornyand

sexy.Iwanthim.Thecallwasn’tlong.

“Im sosorry,wehavetoleave,there’sacrisisat

thelodge.”Hesaysashereachesformyarm,

helpingmegetup.Hequicklygathers

everythingandput’sinthebackseat.Heopens

thefrontdoorformeandgoesaroundthefront

tohisside.He’sstillshirtless,hornyandsexy.

Hegetsinandwedriveoff.Hekeepslookingat

meandsmiling.Ismilebackbutdeepdown

inside,Iam screaming.Iwantmore.

“Idon’tusuallydothesethingsyouknow,invite

peopletolunchesanddothingswiththem”he

says,helooksabitshy.

“Whatdoyouusuallydo?”Iask.

“Idon’tdoanythingandyoumakemewantto

domorethingslikethis,withyou”hesays.



“well,what’sstoppingyou?Youcandowhat

youwant,whenyouwant”Isay.hisfaceis

seriousagain.Imust’vecrossedthelineagain.

“Youmakefreedom looksobeautifuland

peaceful,likeit’saworldofendless

possibilities”hesays.

“Butitis,youarefreetodowhateveryouwant”

Isay

“Yourkindoffreedom makesmefeelacertain

way,Idon’twanttobeforwardbutIfeel

differentaroundyou,IdothingsIwouldn’t

normallydo,Ithinkaboutthingsthatwouldn’t

crossmymindonaregularday.It’srefreshing,

you’reabreathoffreshair”hesays,smiling.I’m

blushingandwordsfailme.

“I’vehadawonderfuldaywithyouBuhle,

thoughitwascutshort.Ienjoyedyour

company”hecontinues.

“Ienjoyedyoutoo”ohgosh,thatdidn’tcome



outright.Helaughsoutloud.

“ImeanIenjoyedyourcompanytoo”Ismile

shylyandlookaway.

“Don’tworry,Iknowexactlywhatyoumeant”

webothlaugh.

“Ithinkyoushouldputonyourt-shirt,we’re

gettingclose.”Isuggestlookingathisfine

chocolatebody.

“Isitdistracting?”he’steasingme

“Yesitis,nowpleaseputonyourt-shirt”Igrab

itandhanditovertohim.

“Holdthesteeringwheel”hesaysasheputson

hist-shirt.“areyouhappynow?”

“That’lldofornow”IsayasIcrossmylegs.He’s

observingeverymoveImake.He’smore

focusedonmethantheroad.Weenterthe

villageanddrivetothelodge.It’snotthatlate,

letmecheckonThami,we’llwalkhome



together.Heparksinfrontoftheentranceand

webothmakeourwayinsidethelodge.He

winksatmeandwalkstheoppositedirection.

He’ssuchacharmer.Iwalktothekitchen

whereThamiisusuallyworking.

“Mzala,whatareyoudoinghereandwhyisyour

facesopink?”somanyquestionsatonce.And

am Ireallypinkfrom alltheblushing.

“can’tIvisitmyonlycousinathisworkplace,

andyes,myskinisnotusedtotheKhumba

heat.Letmebuyyoulatelunch”Isay

“We’releavingearlytoday,there’ssomething

wrongwiththewiring,thestovesandovensare

off.”heresponds

“Ohwell,anotherdaythen,let’sgetgoing”Isay.

hesayshisgoodbyestohiscollegesandwe

walkoutofthelodgetogether.

We’rewalkinghomeandhe’stellingmestories

abouthowoneofhiscolleagueswascaught



stealingmeatbutblamedanother.Thisguycan

talkfordaysevenyears.Icannotstopthinking

aboutprincecharming.Histouch,hisscent,his

softwarm lipsandhiswarm embrace.Ican’t

stopsmiling,it’sinsane.Whathasgotteninto

me?whatisthisguydoingtome?whyam I

suddenlyobsessedwithhiseverything?It’slike

heputaspellonme.Ilikeit.andthosearms

liftingmeandholdingmetight,aah.Im blushing

again.

“Buhle,whatisgoingonwithyou,yourface

wentfrom pinktoredinseconds,areyou

okay?”he’sstandinginfrontofmeholdingmy

shoulders.Hereallyisdramatic.

“I’m fineItoldyoutheheathereistoomuchon

myskin”Idismisshim andwewalktowardsthe

house.

There’sapolicevanparkedoutsidethegate

andMakhuluisshouting.Werunasfastaswe

can.Therearetwopoliceofficers,amaleanda



female.Thefemaleoneisholdingmakhuluand

themalehasaunt’Kholekaincuffsandpushing

heratthebackofthevan.

“Whatsgoingonhere?Whereareyoutakingmy

mother?Whathasshedone?Answerme

dammit”Thamiisyellingatthemalepoliceman.

“Mydaughterisnotamurderer,shewould

neverhurtafly”Makhuluisscreamingand

crying.

Ohshit!Shedidn’t.Thiscan’tbewhatI’m

thinking.Didshegobackordidshedoitbefore

shecamehome.NoNoNo.I’m startingto

shakeattherealizationthatIwaspartofitall,

helpedhercleanup.Itmakessensewhyshes

didn’twantmetocallthepolice.Aunt’Kholeka

killedherboyfriend.Itcouldhavebeenself

defensejudgingbyallherbruises.

Thepolicevandrivesoff.We’realltraumatized,

Asakheiscryingforhermom,Thamiis



comfortingMakhulu.I’m juststandingwithso

manyquestion.

………………………………..
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We’vebeenwaitingatthepolicestationfor

hoursnow.Ourclosestneighbourofferedto

takeusimmediatelyafterthepolicevanhadleft.

I’m holdingAsakheandMakhuluisseatednext

toThami.Heisshakingandhasbeencrying

sincethevanleft.Ihavebeenreplayingthe

morningincidentinmyheadsomanytimes,I

wanttotellThamibutjudgingbyhiscurrent

state,hewouldn’thandleitwell.Telling



Makhuluisnotevenanoption.Ihavesomany

questionforaunt’Kholeka.Didtheygetintoa

fightandendedupkillinghim?Didhebeather

thenwentbackforrevenge?

Aconstablewalksoutofthedarkpassageand

standsinfrontofus.

“Where’sBuhle?”heasks.Everyoneislooking

atme.

“SoItakeitit’syou,followme”hesays

“Whereareyoutakingme,youcan’tjusttellme

tofollowyouwithoutanyexplanation,Ididn’t

doanything.”Irefuseandfoldmyarms

“Shewantstotalktoyou,stopwastingmytime

Nx!”heraiseshisvoice.

Ifollowhim inthedarkandcoldpassage.The

arepeoplesingingandyellingfrom adistance.

Thisisacreepyplace.Thewallsaredirtyand

thewindowsarehigh.Heleadsmeintoasmall

room whereauntyisseatedwithtwoother



people.Shegetsupassoonassheseesme

andstandsclosetothesteelbargates.

“Youhaveoneminutes”theconstablesaysand

standsbythedoor.

“Buhle,Ididn’tdoit.Ineedforyoutolisten

carefully.Myboyfriendowedsomepeople

money,lotsofit,sotheycameoverintheearly

morningstocollectbutitwasn’tenough,they

beathim andmetoo.Theytiedmeupand

continuedtobeathim.”Shetakesadeepbreath

andcontinues

“Imanagedtotakemyphonefrom myback

pocketandrecordedanaudio.Ishovedthe

phoneunderthebedsotheywouldn’tseeit.

theyhithim untilhestoppedcrying,thenthey

cametome.”hereyesarered,she’scrying.

Theytookoffmyclothesand”shepausedand

wipesoffhertears.

“Thepolicewillprotectyouauntyyouhaveto



tellthem whathappened,howdidyouescape?”

I’m shaking,thiscan’’tbereallife.

“Youdon’tunderstandBuhle,theywont.Not

withoutevidence.Afterthey…well,theywere

standinginthepassagediscussingsomething,

Icouldn’thearthem properlybuttheirbacks

werefacingmesoIwentoutofthebedroom

windowandranwithoutlookingback.They

mustbelookingforme.I’m notsafeanywhere

Buhle.”

“Timesup,let’sgolittlegirl”theconstablesays,

pullingmebymyarm

“GofinditBuhle,you’remylasthope”she

shoutsasthedoorshuts

“Letmego,Iam notoneofyourprisoners”Isay

asIpullmyselffrom him.

“Withthatattitude,youmightbe.Nowgetout.”

Hepushesmeoutofthepassage.

“Mzala,what’sgoingon?Wheremama?Isshe



fine?”Thamistands

“She’sfine,theysayshe’llmeetthejudgeon

Monday.”Idon’tknowwhattosay,thisistoo

muchformetohandle,Ican’tgothereby

myself.Whatifthosekillerscomebackandfind

methere?Icant.

“She’sgoingtospendtheentireweekendhere,

foracrimeshedidn’tcommit?”Thamiispacing

upanddownwithhishandsonhishead.He’s

givingmeaheadache.Makhuluissittingonthe

chairwithherhandsburiedinherhands.She’s

praying.Asakhehasfallenasleeponthechair

nexttoher

“Ithinkweshouldgo,there’snothingmorewe

cando”Isayandweleavethepolicestation.

“Mzaladoyouknowthisboyfriend?Inever

heardauntytalkaboutaboyfriend”Iwhisperto

hisear

“Yes,they’vebeendatingonandoff”he



whispersback.Wedon’twantMakhulutohear

us.

“DoeshestayhereinKhumba?I’veneverseen

herwithanyone”Isay.I’m fishingfor

information.Ican’tbelieveI’m consideringthis.

“Yes,I’llshowyou,we’llpasstherejustnow,he

livesclosetothemainroad,afewkilometers

from theroyalpalace”healwayspickedherup

atnightandbroughtherbackintheearlyhours

ofthemorning.Theyhadastrange

relationship”hesays

Aswepassbyhishouse,Thamipointsatit.It’s

asmallflatstandingbyitselfnexttothevillage

mainroad.Itispeachincolorandthereisnot

gateorfencearoundit.Lookscreepy,itdoesn’t

looklikesomeonelivesthere,itdoesn’thave

thathomefeeltoit.Afewminuteslaterwe

arrivehomeandweallheadtoourrooms,no

oneisspeaking.I’m tryingtothinkofhowIwill

gotothathousetogettheonlyevidencethat



willprovemyauntisinnocentandhelparrest

thekillers.Ican’tgoduringtheday,peoplewill

seemeandstartaskingquestions..I’llgointhe

earlymorningswhenIknowpeoplearereally

asleep.I’m freakedoutbythethoughtofme

walkingaloneinKhumba,toahousewhere

someonewaskilled.Ineedtopreparemyself.I

needcomfortableclothes,soIpullmyblack

leggings,blackhoodieandNikes.Iwillusethe

flashlightinmyphone.Ashourspassbymy

heartbeatsevenfaster.MyphoneringsandI’m

immediatelyshook.Damnit.It’sZane.

“Hello”myvoiceistrembling

“Hey,areyouokay,yourvoicesoundsweird.”

Whymusthebelikethisthough.Nowisnota

goodtime

“Ijustfinishedyoga,I’m alittlebitoutof

breathe”Ihatemyselfforbeingsuchagoodliar.

“Isn’titsupposetomakeyourelax?It’snot



workingifitsmakingyoutired.”Heclearly

doesn’tknowyogaandtheenergyitrequires.

Villageboy.MymindisfocusedonmyG.IJane

mission.

“Mmmhokay”thiscallneedstoend

“Areyousureyou’refineBuhle,youdon’tseem

fineatall.”Hereallycanreadmymind

“I’m tiredthat’sall,it’sbeenalongday.Ineedto

rest”anotherlie.

“Okayletmeleaveyoutoyoursleepthen.I’m

sorryourdatewasnotwhatwewanted,Ihope

tomakeituptoyou,soon.”He’scharming

again.

“I’llbewaiting.Goodnightfornow”Isay

“GoodnightBuhle”hedropsthecall.

………………….

It’saftermidnightandIclimboutofmy

bedroom windowandruntowardstheboundary



wallandjumpoverit.Icrawldownthehilland

startwalkingwhenIgettothegravelroads.Itis

acoldandquietmorning,there’sfogalloverthe

place,Icanonlyseewhat’satleastfivefeet

from whereI’m walking.Ipickupthepaceand

keepcheckingbehindmeeveryfiveseconds.

Thiswomanowesmeherentirelife.

Iwalktowardsthemainroadandmystomach

issuddenlyfilledwithknots.Hishouseisdown

themainroad,soIstillhavetowalkalittle

more.IheardogsbarkingandIstandstillnext

toatree.Ican’thearanythingbesidesthedogs.

IcontinuewalkinguntilIwalkuptothehouse,

it’sdarkandthefrontdoorislocked.Iwalk

arounditandfindthebackwindowslightly

opened.Thismightbewhereauntyescaped.I

jumpinsideandreachformyphone.Imakemy

wayaroundtheroom.It’squiteempty,there’s

onlyabedandawardrobe,nopictures,no

decoration,it’sbareandcold.Thescentof



cigaretteashhasmecoveringmynose.Islowly

movetowardsthebedandlookunderit.It’s

darksoIstretchoutmyhandandpataround

whileIlieonmystomach.Ipushmyselfaround

thebedsearchingfrom allangles.Thereitis.

Igrabitquicklyandswitchiton.Ibrowse

throughthegalleryfilesandselectaudios.This

mustbeit.It’sdatedyesterdayat2:15am.It’s

long.Ipressplay

“Khabalenja.Iwantmymoneymarn.Huh,who

doyouthinkIam?Afool.TodayIwillshowyou

whothefoolis.You’vebeengoingaroundthe

villagespendingmymoneyonthesehoes,now

youcan’tpaymeback.Todayyouwilllearna

lessonthatyouwillsharewithyourancestors.

Finishhim”ohmygoodness,Ican’tlistento

this.He’scryingforhelpandsoisaunty,Ican

hearheryellingandcursingatthem.Ithink

there’sthreeofthem butonlyoneisdoingall

thetalking.Theothertwoarebeatingand



kicking.

“Thisisthehoethatyou’vebeenspendingmy

moneyon,shedoesn’tevenlookdecent,soyou

wastedmymoneyfornothing.Iwillshowyou

whatyoudowithhoeslikethese,youdon’t

spendmoneyoncheapwomen,bringherhere,

don’tjuststandtherelikefools.Takeoffher

clothes.Iwillshowyouwhattodowithhoes”

Nooo.Ihearauntyscreamingandcrying.The

manisbreathingheavilyandcursingitather.

Hethentellstheothermentohelpthemselves.

Theykilledherboyfriend,theybeatherandthey

rapedher.Icannotstopcrying,thisisalotfor

onepersontohandle.Listeningtotheaudio

mademerealisewhyshewasangryandempty

whenshegothome.Thesepeoplehavetaken

everythingfrom herandtheyhavetakenapart

ofherthatcouldneverbereplaced.

Iwipeoffmytearsandputthephoneinmy

pocketandjumpoutofthewindow.Ihearthe



grassmovingbehindme.

“Whatareyoudoinghere”there’savoice

behindmeandpartofmewantstorunbutmy

shockgotthebestofme.Ifreeze.

“Turnaround,whoareyou?Andwhatareyou

doinghere”Islowlyturnaroundtofacehim.It’s

darkIcan’tseeproperly.He’stallandbuff.This

iswhatIfearedthemost,mybodyisfilledwith

shiversoffear.

“Buhle?”Iliftmyheadandlookproperly.

“YouscaredmeZane,whatareyoudoinghere”

I’m partlyrelivedbuthowwillIexplainthis

situation.

“Isawyouwalkdowntheroadandjumpinto

thishouse,whatdoyouwanthere?“

Ibegintoshakeagain,hesaweverything.How

willIliemyselfoutofthisone.I’m blank,just

staringathim.Islowlypulloutaunty’sphone

from myhoodypocket.“Icameforthis,it’sthe



onlyevidenceIavailabletoreleasemyaunt

from jail.Shehasbeenwrongfullyaccusedfor

themurderofherboyfriendwhostayshere.”

I’m holdingthecellphoneup.

“Wait,what?Thewomantheyarrested

yesterdayisyouraunt?Soyoudecidedtoplay

detectiveandriskyourlifebycominghere,

alone,inthedark?Youareeitherstupidor

suicidal”Idon’tunderstandwhyhe’smad,he

doesn’tknowthewholestory

“Ifsavingmyaunt’slifeisseenasstupidity,

thensobeit.NowIneedtogobackhome

beforeeveryonewakesup”Isaywalkingaway.

Howcanhecallmestupidforbringingjustice

formyaunt?Nx!

“WaitBuhle,I’lldriveyouhome”hefollows

behindme“waithere,I’llgogetthecar”he

rushesoffanddisappearsinthethickfog.

Thewindhasbecomecolder.Iseelights



comingfrom hisdirection.Heputsonthe

hazardlightsandIwalktowardsthecarandwe

driveoff.We’rebothquietandI’m lookingoutof

thewindow.Icanfeelhiseyesweighingonme.

ItseemsunrealthatthelasttimeIwaswithhim

wealmosthadsex.

“Ishouldn’thavecalledyoustupid,Iwas

insensitiveandwrong.Icrossedtheline.I

understandyouwerehelpingyourauntbutwhat

youdidputyourlifeindangerandthatfreaked

meout.”He’sbacktohiscalm selfagain.

Whydoeshecaresomuch?Thisisnotabout

meorhim,it’saboutmyauntwhoexperienced

atraumaticincidentthatwillforeveraffecther.

“Ihadnootherchoice,Iwasherlasthope.IfI

didn’tdoit,shewaseithergoingtodieorrotin

jailformurder.”Irespond.

“IunderstandbutIwishyouhavetoldmeearlier,

Icould’vehelpedyou”hesays.Ishekiddingme,



wedon’tknoweachotherthatwelltobetelling

eachothersfamilysecrets,itwasmy

responsibility,nothis.

“well,Ihadtodoitalone.Nowpleaselet’sdrop

it”Ireallydon’twanttotalkaboutthis.Andwhy

washeupsolate.

“Whywereyoustillup?Andhowdidyousee

me?”I’m curious

“Youkeptmeup.Isensedthatsomething

wasn’trightandIcouldn’tsleepknowingyou

weren’tokay.Itriedcallingyouagainbutyou

weren’ttakingmycalls.SoIdecidedtogoout

forsomefreshair,That’swhenIsawsomeone,

wellyou,walkdowntheroadandintothat

house.”He’slookingatmeasheparksatthe

bottom ofourhill,Icanseehome,it’sstilldark.

Hecares.Andthatmakesmeblush.

“SoIkeptyouup,didourunfinishedbusiness

reallybotheryou?”I’m teasing.He’ssmilingand



bitinghislip.

“You’reanaughtygirlandIfindmyselfliking

that.”hesaysleaningover.

Hegrabsmyfacecloserandstartskissingme.

Igiveinandpullhisheadcloser.Hishandsare

allovermythighs,rubbingupanddown.The

sensationaltinglesinmyspinemakemearch

mybackandpushingmyselftowardshim.He

liftsmeoverthehandbreakandputsmeonhis

lap,myfeetarehangingonthesidesoftheseat.

Icanfeelhiserectiondevelopfrom underme.

Thekissingispassionateandmypressureis

rising,Icanfeeltheexcitementinmystomach.

He’sgentleandmoveshishandscarefullyon

myback,hissoftlipsmoveatarhythm mine

understand.Hekeepsstoppingandpullingmy

faceandlooksmeintheeyeslikehewantsto

saysomethingbutsmilesandcontinuestokiss

me.NormallyIwouldhavetakenoffallmy

clothesbutallIwantistobeheldcloseand



tightlythewaythismandoes.Ifeelsafe,

wantedandrespected.LikeIreallymatter,

somethingforeigntome.

Islowlypullmyselffrom him andIkisshishead.

Hedoesn’twanttoletgo,he’sholdingmetight

andgrabsmyfaceandkissesme.CanIlivelike

thisforever?

“Whydoesthisfeelright?likeIbelong”heasks.

“Tellmewhenyouhavetheanswer,I’dliketo

knowtoo”Irespond.Myheadisrestedonhis

chestandheplantssmallkissesonmy

forehead,hisarmsaretightaroundmybodybut

thetimingisallwrong.

“Ineedtogo,sodoyou”Iwhisperashe

continuestokissme

“WhatifIdon’twanttogo,whatifIwanttostay

herewithyou”hewhispersbackashekisses

myneck.

“Youcouldstaybutthesunwillcomeoutsoon



andthevillagePrincewillbeseenkissingagirl

inhiscar”Isay

“WhatifthePrincedoesn’tcarewhatpeople

seeornot”he’scharminglystubborn.

“WellthePrincecancomebackanytime”Isay

kissinghim andmovingbacktothepassenger

seat.Hestaresatmeandleansforanotherkiss.

Ican’tresisthissoftlips.

“mmh,they’llcatchusifwecontinuelikethis”

thesekissesarelongandpassionate.Igrab

bothphones.”Ihavetoleavebeforeeveryone

wakesup,Istillhavetogotothepolicestation

later”Isay,fixingmyself.

“Icantakeyouifyouwant,Iam yourpersonal

driverafterall”he’ssmiling

“OhyeahtellmewhyIneedapersonaldriver

again?Ididn’tgetthatpart”Iasklookingathim

“Well,youcan’tbewalkinglongdistanceswith

yourkindofmedicalcondition.”Hesayswitha



seriousface.

“Itdoesn’thappenallthetime,onlywhenI’m

invitedtocouncilmeetingswithstubbornroyal

men”Isayandhelaughs

“I’lltakeyouanywaysjusttobesafe.”Hegrabs

myhandandkissesitlookinginmyeyes.He’s

eyesareseductiveandsexy.Everytimehe

looksatmeIwanttobealloverhim.AndIcan’t

havethatrightnow,Makhuluwillwakeupin

twohourstime.

“Okay,goodmorning.I’m leavingforrealthis

time”Ipullmyhandandreachforakiss.

Heholdsmyface,smilingatme.He’seyessay

itall.HewantsmeandIwanthim,thetiming

keepsmessingup.

Icrawlupthehillwithmykneesandhandson

thewetgrass.Andmakemywayoverthewall

andentermyroom throughthewindowandI

watchhim driveoff.



Ichangetomypyjamasandsleepwithasmile

onmyface.Icanstillsmellhim.Whatstarted

offasaterrifyingdayendedasabeautiful

dream,fulloflaughsandintimacysharedwitha

manIfindmyselflikingforreasonsIdon’tknow.

Ihaven’tevenhadarealconversationwithhim,

Idon’tknowhislastnameorwhatheactually

doesasaPrince,doeshehavearealjob?What

doeshelike?Doeshelikesoccerorcricket?

What’shisfavouritemealanddrink?Idon’t

knowanythingabouthim besideshisfirstname

butyetIfindmyselfcomfortable,freeand

vulnerablearoundhim.Hispresencemakesme

feelnew,IfeellikeI’vebeengivenasecond

chanceinlife,likeallmypastmistakeshave

beenforgivenandforgotten.Ilikemyselfwith

him,I’m free,from myinsecuritiesanddoubts,

hemakesmehappyandkind.Hemakesme

wanttobeabetterversionofmyselfyethe

doesiseffortlessly,he’scalm andconsiderate

andeachwordhesaysheownsandis



accompaniedwithloveandkindness.Itfeels

goodbutitalsofeelsunreal.Thiscan’tbemy

life.

…………………………

I’m wokenupbyMakhulu’smorningprayer.I’m

stillsleepyandtiredbutthesunstreaming

throughmywindowisblinding.Igetupandgo

throughmyphone.Ican’trememberthelast

timeIwentonlineandcheckedonsocialmedia.

Ihavesomanynotifications.Icheckmye-mails,

myinboxisfull,there’ssomanyunread

messagesfrom school,thegallery,Thandoand

someofmyfavouritestores.Iscrolldownto

findimportantones,there’snowayI’m reading

allofthese.Iclickontheonesfrom school,it’s

endoftheyearmessages,notices.They’reout

already,it’smyfinalexam results.Iclickonthe

linkthatleadsmetoourstudentwebsite,I

entermydetailsandlogin.

YESSSSS!I'm screamingandrunningaround



theroom,jumpingupanddown.Makhuluwalks

in.

“What’swrong?”sheaskes,hereyesarewide

open

“IpassedMakhulu,I’m graduating.Ipassedall

mymodulesandpracticalswithdistinctions.”

Iruntohugher,shecryingandspeakingin

tongues.I’m closetotearsasshehugsme

tighter.Thisismyhappymoment,Iwanttocall

myfatherandsharethegoodnews.Ihaven’t

spokenorseenhim sincehetoldmeI’m

movingtoKhumba.Imisshim,Iwantto

apologizeforallthehurtfulthingsI’vesaid.I

wanttotellhim Ilovehim andthatIwasangry

athim fornotspendingtimewithme,notthatI

hatehim,Idon’t,Icanneverhatemyfather.I

lovehim,he’stheonlypersonthatremindsme

ofmama.

Itjusthitme,Ihaven’tthoughtofmamain



weekssinceIgothere,am Iforgettingmyown

mother,mymindhasbeenfocusedonother

thingsandacertainprincethatIhavedeserted

myownmother.I’m cryingandMakhulupulls

mecloserandweseatonthebed.

“What’swrongmydear?”sheasks

“Iwishmamawashereforthis,IwishIcould

sharethesenewswithher,jumpingacrossthe

room withher,andseemehappy.”Ican’tstop

crying.

“Ifeellikeshe’smissedoutonalotofthings,I

stillneedher,Istillneedmymother,Ineedher

tohelpmechooseagraduationoutfit,tosee

mewalkacrossthegraduationstageandyell

mynamewhenIgetmydegree,Ineedhernow

morethanever,shelefttoosoon.”Alumpinmy

throatisholdingbackmyvoice,Ican’tspeak

anymore,myfaceisburiedinherchestand

she’srubbingmyback.



“Iknowmychild,I’m sorry.I’m reallysorryyou

feellikethis.Iknowyoumisshereverydayand

youneedhereverydaybutwhatyoushould

knowisthatsheiswithyoueveryday,shewalks

withyou,dayandnight,she’swithyouin

everythingyoudo.Herspiritfollowsyouaround,

sheprotectsyoufrom harm andencourages

youtogreatness.”Shesays.Iwipemytears

andhugherback.

“Youhaveusnow,youdon’thavetofeelalone

andabandoned,Iwillgodressshoppingwith

you”shesmilesandwipesmyeyes.Ismile

backandhughertighter.

“Nowlet’sgocelebratewiththerestofyour

family”wewalktowardsthekitchenwhere

ThamiandAsakhearehavingbreakfast.

“Hlehlepassed,she’sgoingtograduate”

Makhuluannounces

“AhhhhhMzalaissagraduate.Halala”he’s



dancingaroundthekitchenandAsakheis

confused.

“IfinishedschoolAsakhe,I’m goingtofindajob

now”Itrytoexplaintoher

“Wherewillyouwork?Whatjobwillyoudo”she

asks.Idon’thavetheanswerbecauseI’m

cluelessmyself.

“Idon’thaveityetbutIwilllookforit”Isay,

she’ssmilingatme.

Mygoodnewshavemadeussmileagainand

distractusawayfrom aunty’ssituation,which

remindsme,Ihavetogotothestationnow.I

needtofindanexcuseastowhyZaneis

accompanyingme.Ialsohavetofindawayto

givethecaptainthephonewithoutMakhuluand

Thami’sknowledge.ThisistougherthanI

thoughtandIthoughtthehardworkwas

fetchingthephone.

“uhm,Makhulu,weneedtogotothestation



again,thecaptainwantedtoseeus,todiscuss

thedetailsofthecase.”Isay,crossingmy

fingersbehindmyback

“Okay,I’llaskTshawetotakeusagain,hewon’t

mind”shereplies

“Well,Zane…uhm Theprincewascalledbythe

captaintoalsobepresentwhenthedetailsof

thecasearereleased,sohesaidwecanallgo

together”Isay,stillcrossingmyfingers.She

pausesandstaresatmeforacoupleof

secondsandnods.Shecontinueswithwhat

shewasdoing.

“Weleaveinanhour,he’llpickusup”Isayand

rushedtomyroom avoidinganykindof

response.Whew!Itakeadeepbreak,makemy

bedandstartgettingready.

Iputaunty’sphoneinaclearplasticbagand

putitinmymakeupbag.AfterIbathedIputon

myblackjeans,ablacksleevedlacebodysuit,



goldhoopearringsandmyMuiMuisunglasses.

My12inchbobwilldotoday.Idecidednotto

wearmake-up,onlyaredlipstick,it’sreallyhot

inKhumbaby10am youcanfryeggsonstones.

VrrrVrrr.It’satextmessage

*Morningagaingorgeous,I’m outsidewaiting

foryou.*it’shim.I’m smiling.

Ineedtocontrolmyblushing.Makhulunotices

everything.

*Okay,we’recoming*

Ileavemyroom tofindeveryonewaitinginthe

lounge.They’realllookingatme.

“We’regoingtoapolicestationnota

photoshoot,besidesdon’tyouhaveanycolorful

clothes?,orisitanEdernvillethingtodresslike

youjustburiedyourhusbandeveryday?”he

enjoysmakingfunofmyclothes.Healways

saysthey’reoverthetop,tooglamorousfor

Khumba.



“ThesearetheonlycasualclothesIhaveand

yes,blackismyfavouritecolor.Thecaris

outside”weallleaveandZaneiswaiting

outsidethecartalkingonthephone.We’reall

standingwaitingforhim andhecomestogreet

everyone.Hiseyeshavebeenfixedonmethe

momenthedroppedthecall.Heopensthefront

seatdoorforMakhuluandwegetintheback.

I’m seatingintheseatbehindhis.

“Im sorrythatyouhavetogothroughallofthis

Makhulu,I’m suretheywillfindwhoeveris

responsibleforthisandfreeyourdaughter”he

says

“Ihopesotoo,mydaughterdoesn’tbelongina

jailcell,sheisnotamurderer”sheresponds.

“How’stheprojectgoing?Iseealotofpeople

donating”shechangesthetopic

“It’sgrowingbutnotatthepaceIwantitto,

there’sstillalotofpeoplewhoarehomeless

andgotobedwithoutfood,IwishIcouldreach



them allbutit’sdifficult,thecouncildoesn’t

takethesethingsseriously”heresponds.

“Iunderstand,aslongasyou’rehelpingsome,

therestwillfollow.Keepdoingthegoodwork”

shesmiles

“ThankyouMakhulu”henodsandlooksatthe

rearviewmirrorandwinksatme.

Ishecrazy,whatifMakhuluorThamiseeshim.

Iblushandlookoutofthewindow.EverytimeI

liftmyhead,he’slookingatmeinthemirror.

Thamicatchesmesmilingfoolishly,Iquickly

lookedoutofthewindowagain.He’splaying

Jazz,it’ssoothing.Mykindofmusic

VrrrVrrr,Icheckmyphone:

*Youlooksexyinthatlace*-him.Whyishe

doingthisnow,Ican’tstopblushing

*Drivingandtextingisagainstthelaw*-me

*Iam thelaw,remember.Lookatme*-him Itry



nottolookbutIfindmyeyeslockedtohisin

themirror,hepoutsandwinks.

*StopthatbeforeMakhulucatchesyouand

focusontheroadbeforeyoukillusall*-me

*Dyingwithyouwouldbeagreatsendoff*-him.

Igiveup.Iletoutaloudlaughandeveryone

looksatme.I’m embarrassed.Itrytostop

myselfandlookoutsidethewindow,tryingto

stoptheblushingbutit’shard,he’sacharmer

andI’m fallingforhistricks.

Wefinallyreachthepolicestationandthe

captainisalreadywaitingforusatthefront

desk.

“AaahBhungane,Mthimkhulu,Ndlebentle

zombini,Rhadebe”hegreetsZanebyclan

praises

“MorningCaptain,I’m hereforthecaseof

KholekaKhephu,canIspeaktoyouinprivate

please”hesays.



What’shedoing,hebetternottellthem athing

ofwhatItoldhim thismorning.Hedidn’ttellme

abouthisplan,hesaidhewasjust

accompanyingme,whydoeshewanttospeak

tothecaptaininprivate.Myheartisracingand

I’m lookingathim butheispayingfullattention

onthecaptain.Theywalkdownthepassage

andenterintoanoffice.I’m panickingandmy

handsareshaking.It’sbeenalmostthirty

minutesnowandtheystillhaven’tcomeout.I

reallydonotlikesurprises.

“Stopfiddling,you’remakingmenervous”

Thamitapsmyhands.Ican’tseem tostopthe

shaking.Istandupandwalktowardsthedoor

andlookoutside,Ineedadistraction.Afew

minuteslaterIhearadooropening,Iwalkback

inside.It’sZanewiththecaptainand

aunty’Kholeka.Sheisnotincuffsandthe

captainisnotholdingher.Howdidhegether

released,Ihavethephone.Anexplosionof



emotionsarerunningthroughme,I’m happy

andconfusedatthesametime.

“Youneedtosignsomethingsfirstbeforeyou

leave”thecaptainsaystoaunt’Kholeka.She

nodsandmovestowardsthedesk.I’m looking

atZaneandhisfaceisnottellingmeanything.

“CanItalktoyououtsideBuhle”hesaysandhe

leadsthewaytothedoor.Ifollow.

“What’sgoingonZane?”Iask

“Ispoketothem andtoldthem someonecame

forwardwithevidencethatprovesyouraunts’

innocence,Itoldthem thatpersonwantsto

remainanonymousandtheevidencewillbe

deliveredbeforetheendoftheday”heexplains

“Butwhyaretheyreleasingherbeforetheyget

theevidence,itdoesn’tmakesense”Iask

“Well,theydon’thaveanyevidenceprovingthat

yourauntycouldbeasuspect,thereareno

witnesses,andtheydidn’tevenhaveawarrant



forherarrest.Theydon’tevenknowthatshe

wastherewhenhedied.Itoldthem torelease

herortheroyalcouncilwilldealwiththeir

incompetency”heresponds

Whydidhedothis?Whyishegoingtothe

endstohelpmeandmyfamily,Idon’t

understand.Hedoesn’toweusanything,

insteadweowehim now.Hecould’vejustlet

medealwithitthewayIplannedbuthewent

withhisownplanwithouttellingme.

“Whyareyoudoingthis?Whyareyouhelping

us?”Iaks,heseemsshockedbymyquestion

“IdiditbecauseIcareandIwantedtohelp.”He

says

“Ihadaplan,whydidn’tyourespectthat?”I’m

upset

“Ifyoucameherewiththatrecordingitwould’ve

beenanothersuspiciousactthatwouldonly

openanothercaseagainstyoufortrespassing



andinvadingacrimescenewithunauthorized

entry.Thatwouldn’thelpyouraunt,itwould

makeitworse.Oneofourguardstoldmethe

policeisfriendswiththatloanshark.Not

involvingournamesintheevidencebroughtis

saferandscareshim becausehewon’tknow

whobroughtit.Acceptmyhelp”heputshis

handsonmyshoulder.Ifeelareliefoverme,

he’sright.Idon’thavethepowerandinfluence

togainrespectfrom thesepeople,theywould

havetakenadvantageofmeandtwistedmy

wholestoryinsteadofgoingouttosearchfor

therealkillers.

“Youshould’veatleasttoldmeaboutitbefore

wecamehere,Idon’tlikesurprises.”Isay.He

pullsmecloserandwrappedhisarmsaround

me.

“Asifyou’deverletmehelpyou,you’retoo

proudandindependentBuhle”hekissesmy

headandreleasesme.He’sright,Ithoughtmy



planwasperfectandthatIdidn’tneedhim.I

smilebackathim.

“Sowhataboutthephone?howwilltheygetit”I

ask

“Giveittome,I’llsendoneofmydeliveryguys

todropitattheCaptainsofficeduringlunch

time,he’salwaysatthetavern,hewon’tsee

him”heassuresmeandliftsmyhandtohislips.

Wewalkbacktoinside.

Thefamilyishappyagainandshe’sdone

signing.ThamiislookingatmethenZanethen

meagain.Didheseesomethingheshouldn’t

have?Buttheywereallinside.Maybehe’sjust

beinghisnoseyself.Weallmakeourwaytothe

caranddrivehome.Therideisshorterandis

lighter,everyoneistalkingandlaughing.

“Thisisabeautifulday,mydaughterisfreeand

mygrandaughterisgoingtograduate,weneed

tocelebrateandthanktheLord”Makhulusays



rejoicingandsmilingwidely.

Ialmostforgotaboutmygoodnews.It’sa

gooddayindeed.Zaneislookingatmesmiling

inthemirror.Makhulucatcheshim buthecan’t

seeher,Itrytosignalwithmyeyesbuthe’s

justsmiling.He’ssuchanidiot.Agoodlooking

idiot.

Apartofmefeelslikehedoesn’tcareifpeople

knowaboutwhateverisgoingonbetweenus,

hejustcarriesonlikenothingiswrong,I’m the

onefeelingguilty.Likethetimewegotback

from thepicnic,heparkedinfrontofthemain

entrancewherepeoplewerestandingand

watchingusgetoutofthecar.I’m morecareful,

I’m notusedtobeingpublicandexposedlikehe

is.HeisaPrinceandI’m justaregulargirl.My

lifehasalwaysbeenprivate,hiswasalwaysfor

theworldtosee.I’m notusedtothat,Ilike

privateandintimate.Idon’tevenknowwhatto

callthissituationwehave,it’smovingsofast



andapartofmeisscaredbuttheotherpart

haslosttotalcontrolandisjustmovingwiththe

flow.It’slikearollercoasterride.

“ThankyousomuchfortodayBhungane,I’m

gratefulforyourefforts”Makhulusaysasshe

exits.

“It’smypleasureMakhulu”Zanereplies.He

walksoutandopensmydoor.Makhuluwalks

intothehousewitheveryoneelse.

Hepushesmeagainstthecarandkissesme.

Whatifsomeoneseesus,NoNoNo.Makhulu

willkillmebuthislipsaresoirresistible.He

needstostopthis.Ipushhim andmoveaside.

“No,someonewillseeus.Makhuluwillkillme”I

saycatchingmybreath.

“Youlooksosexy,plusthisispartofyour

congratulationsforyourgraduation.”hesays

rubbinghishandsdownmywaist.Mybodyis

addictedtohistouch,mystomachisexploding



withfireworks.Ipushhishandstohischest.

“Thankyoubutthetimingisallwrong,Ineedto

go,I’vebeenstandingherefartoolong,they’ll

getsuspicious”Isay

“Whyareyousoscaredofpeopleseeingus,it’s

notlikethey’veneverseenpeoplekissing”he

saysreachingforanotherkiss.Ikisshim back

andruntothehouse.He’sstandingthere

watchingme,Igetinthehouseandhe’sstill

standingoutside,he’ssuchacreep.Asexy

creep.

IwalkinthehouseandThamiimmediatelypulls

medownthepassageallthewaytomyroom

andclosesthedoor.

“What’sgoingonbetweenyoutwoanddon’t

youdarelietome,Isawhowhewaslookingat

youwhenhesawyou,howyoubothhappened

tobetextingatthesametime,howheheldyou

outsidethestation,andthesmudgedlipstickis



givingitaway.Comeoutwithit”hefoldshim

arms.Ilookatthemirriorandmylipstickisall

overmymouthandneck.Ican’tliehere,I’ve

beencaught.

“Well,Ican’texplainiteither,we’vebeentalking,

that’sall.”

“Talking?Don’tlie,hekissedyouandhugged

youatthestationsandI’m guessingagainnow,

withallthatmessonyourmouth”hesays

pointingatmyface

“Okwekissed,andwetextoccasionally”Isiton

thebed.

“Buhlethere’ssomethingyouaren’ttellingme

here,areguysdating?”

“No!wearenotdating,wejustenjoyeachothers

companythat’sall”

“Whatcompany?Howlonghasthisbeengoing

on?Whereandwhenareyoumeeting?”Ifeel

likeachild,he’sinterrogatingmeandI’m feeling



guilty.Ican’ttellhim everything,he’llovereact

andmakeabigdealoutofnothing.

“Onlyforaweeknow,wechatoverthephone,

that’sall.AndI’m notachild,IknowwhatI’m

doing,Icanhandleit.Andstopjudgingme

please.”Isay.heneedstorelax,I’m notjudging

him forhavingspontaneoussexwithhismanor

gettingblowjobsinchurchstorerooms.Ican

seehewantstosaymorebuthebiteshis

tongue

“Justdon’tforgetwhatItoldyou,watch

yourself,hisfamilyisnotthenicest,especially

hismother.”Hesaysandleaves.

Whydoeshekeeptellingmethislineandnot

explainingit.I’m onlyhavingfunwiththeguy,

I’m notplanningonmeetinghisparents,

marryinghim andhavebabies.It’sjustkissing

betweentwoadults.Ilayonmybedandtake

offmywig.



Aunt’Kholekawalksintheroom,shewearing

cleanclothesandtheswellingaroundher

bruiseshasclearedalittle.Shelaysnexttome.

We’rebothstaringattheceiling.

“Yousavedmylife,youdidsomethingso

selflessandyetdangerous,Ihatemyselffor

puttingyouinthatsituation.Iputyourlifeat

riskandyetyoustillcamethroughforme.Iowe

youmylife”shesays

“I’m sureyouwould’vedonethesamethingtoo”

Isay.

“Honestly,Iwouldn’thave.”Shesays.

Areyoufuckingkiddingme?Ijumpup,facing

her.

“Andithasnothingtodowithyou.Yourfather

hasalwaysbeenthefavoritehere,thesmartest

andI’vealwaysbeenthetroublemakerwhowas

seenasuselessandcareless.Iwasnever

smartlikehim soIdidn’tpasswelltogetinto



universitylikehedid.Igotrebelliousandthat’s

howIhadThamiandlaterhadAsakhe.Hewas

alwaysperfectandevenbroughtaperfectwife

thatmamalovedandadoredasherown,I

hatedher.Ithoughtshecametoreplaceme.

Whenevertheytriedtoofferhelp,myego

wouldn’taccepteventhoughtheyweregenuine

butyourmotheralwayshelpedevenifIdidn’t

ask.She’slikeyou”shesays.

Thisshedsalightonalotofthings.Ican’t

believesheheldontothatgrudgeandhatred

forthislong.Ialsounderstandwhyshedoesn’t

likeme,Iremindherofmamaandshethinks

I’m heretoreplaceher.Shefeltneglected,likeI

did.shedistancedherselffrom everyone,like

me.shehasbottledupalotofemotions,so

muchthatshedoesn’tknowwherethehurtis

comingfrom.Thisallsoundsfamiliar.

“Iwould’vebeenselfishfornothelping.I

wantedtohelp.Ineededtohelpforthefamily’s



sake.Wewereallshakenbyyourarrest.WhatI

didwasnothingcomparedtowhatyouhad

experienced,youneedtoseesomeoneaboutit”

Isay.sheturnsandfacesme.

“Youheardtheaudio?”sheasks

“Yes,Iheardeverything,theywillfindthem and

arrestthem butyouwillhavetolivewiththis

forever.Yourexperiencewastraumaticjust

listeningtoit,Icanonlyimaginehowitisto

you.”Isay.Iseetearsrollingdownhereyes.

“Heborrowedthemoneytopayforhis

daughterstuition,she’llbestartingherfirstyear

andallhewantedwasforhertohaveabetter

lifethanhis.Afterhiswifeheardaboutour

affairhechasedhim outofthehouseandtook

allhisbankcards,hewasbrokeanddepressed.

It’sbeenayearsincewe’vebeentogether,he

keptgoingbacktohiswife,hopingthingswith

them wouldchangebuttheywereworse.She

wascontrollinghim andblamedhim fortheir



financialstruggle.Thisstartedwhenherefused

tomarryoffherdaughtertoawealthyfamily

from anothervillage.Hiswifeblamedhim for

deprivingthem thatkindoffortune.He

promisedtosendhisdaughtertoUniversity

aftershepassedmatric.Helovedhisdaughter

andwantedtogivehermore.Makhuluhated

ourrelationshipbecauseeveryoneinthevillage

wastalkingaboutit,sayingIbroketheir

marriage.Thatmarriagewasbrokenwhenwe

firstmet.That’swhyIhadtosneakoutand

sneakbackinagain.”Shesaysasshewipesoff

hertears.

I’m shockedbythis.Idon’tknowwhattosay,

I’m blank.

“Ineedtosleep,Thanksagain.AndI’dliketo

keepthisbetweenus.”Sheget’supandstands

bythedoor.Inodandsheleaves.

Ican’ttellanyoneaboutthis,there’stoomuch

atstakeandIwillnotmentionZane’s



involvementinthis.I’m verytired,Ineedanap,

thisdayhasbeenaverylongdayandit’sonly

afterlunch.I’m yawningjustthinkingaboutit.I

rolloverandpullthefleeceoverme.Myphone

rings,

“Hello”me

“YourlipstickgotmeinbigtroublewithThandi,

shecan’tremovethestainfrom myshirt”he’s

laughing.Andwho’sthisThandihekeeps

talkingabout

“You’retheonethatpulledmetoyourchest,I

didn’taskforit”me

“Shesaysitmustbeexpensivebecausethe

stainwon’tcomeoff,Itoldherthatcouldbe

true.”Zane

“ItwasR400.Youneedtobuyanothershirtit

won’tcomeoff”webothlaugh.

“I’m keepingitasasouvenir,soyou’re

graduating?”Zane



“Yes,myBachelorofArtsinfineartsbutthe

graduationwillbenextyear.”

“You’reanartist?”hesoundsshocked

“Yes,Ipaintandsketch,yousoundsuprised”me

“Iam,Ithoughtmaybeyou’vedonelawor

accounting,you’realwaysserious,that'swhy”

Zane

“NoI’m not,you’retheonewalkingaroundlike

youowntheplace”me

“Idoowntheplace,so,Ihavetolookthepart”

Zane

“AllofKhumbabelongstoyourfamily?”me.

“Notallofitbutmostparts,especiallythisside

downtotheriverandourpicnicspot.Thandiis

stillmadthatwedidn’tfinishthefoodafterall

theeffortsheputin”Zane

“Well,youshould’vetoldherthatIwasyou

meal”me.he’slaughing



“Adeliciousone,anirresistibleandaddictive

mealyouare.Ireallylosemyselfaroundyou,I

forgetalotofthingsandliveinthemoment.It’s

exciting”Zane.

Im blushingandmytoesarecurleduptogether

withbliss.

“Ifeelthesamewaytoo”me,Icanhearhim

blush.

“Youmakemefeelthings,freeandcertain.You

makemefeellikeaman,amanwithapurpose

andI’m sureofmyself.Youbringme

confidence,inmyselfandthethingsIwantto

pursue,yourdriveandindependencemotivate

me.youareunapologeticallyyouandarenot

easilyshakenbythoughtsofthosearoundyou.

You’rewildandcaringallatonce,andthat

makesmewantmoreofyou.Iwantmoreof

youBuhle.

“Iwantmoreofyoutoo”me.



Webothsitsilentlyforawhile,Icanhearhim

breathing.SlowlyIbegintodozeoff.I'm asleep.

…………………………………………
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It’sbeenamonthsinceI’vemovedtoKhumba

andIalreadyfeellikeIbelong.Myfamilyhas

becomecloserandmakesmehappiereven

thoughIhaven’tspokentomydad.Thelifestyle

iseasyandslowerthanthatofEdernvillebut

it’sbeautiful.I’vebeenspendingmostofmy

timepaintingandsketching.Ifindinspiration

formyartwhentakinglongwalksandmorning

runswithZane.Everymorningwejogtogether

andsometimesdoyoganexttotheriver,he



enjoysitbutisterribleatit,hecan’tseem to

concentrate.We’vebeenspendingalotoftime

together,Iseehim almosteverydayandwe

alwaystexteachother.He’sfunnyandIenjoy

laughingathiscornyjokes.Hetoldmeabout

hislifeandhisdutiesasaPrince.Heworksfull

timeatthelodgeasamanagerforthelodge

andtherestaurant.Healsohascommunity

basedprojectsherunswiththeroyalcouncil.

Theymainlyfocusonprovidingbasic

necessitiesforthepoorestinKhumba.They

cookforthem,donateclothesandbuildsmall

hutsforthefamilies.He’salwayssmilingwith

pridewhentalkingabouthisprojecteven

thoughhefeelslikeit’snotenough.Hewantsto

growtheinitiativeandreachthosewhorefuse

toaccepthelpfrom theroyalfamily.Hesays

someofthevillagersarenotfondoftheir

family.Ikindofunderstandwhytheywouldn’t

be.TheKingandhisfamilytakemajorityofthe

moneyfrom themunicipalityanduseitfortheir



luxuriousneeds.Thekingandqueenbothhave

3carseach,expensivecars.Theirhouseisbig

enoughtofillhalfofKhumbaandthere’sonly

sixpeoplelivingthere.Theyweardesigner

clothesandnothingfrom thelocaldesigners.

Theygoasfarastakingaportionofthemoney

madebythelocalwomanwhoselltheircrafts

inthelodge,it’spathetic.Idon’tknowhowZane

isborninsuchafamily,heisatotaloppositeof

whattheyare.Heuseshisroyalsharetofund

hisprojectsandmaintainsalowlifestyleliving

withthemoneyhegetsfrom workingatthe

lodge.Hetoldmethatallthefoodthatisused

intherestaurantsislocallyproducedatthe

Khumbafarmsandlocalbutcheries.Hewould

ratherfeedthemouthsofthosearoundhim

thanfar.Heconstantlyfeelstheneedtomakeit

uptothevillagersbyprovidingthem withas

manyopportunitiesashecan.Theyadorehim,

everytimewepasspeopletheygreethim and

saynicethingstohim.Theyalwayshave



testimoniestoshareaboutthegoodnessthat

comeswithhisproject.

Wordhavebeenspreadingaroundthevillage

aboutourrelationship.Peoplehavespottedus

joggingandtakingwalksaroundthevillage.

Someremarksaregoodandsomearenotso

good.Itriedtokeepthingsunderwrapsbuthe

can’tkeephishandsoffmeandthatdidn’t

makethingseasy.He’sconstantlyholdingmy

handwhenwalkingorhuggingmywaist,atfirst

Iwasuncomfortablewithitandhowpeople

werelookingatusbuthisgentletouchbecame

mynewobsession.Heisgentleandhiswarm

handsseem tohavemagicpowersofmaking

mefeelwantedandcaredfor.Icravehistouch

eveninmydeepestsleep.Notadaygoesby

withoutthinkingabouthim andhe’snaughty

humor.Wehaven’thadsexbutweengagein

deepintimatemoments.Mostofourdates

involvealotofpassionatekissing,deep



conversationsandcuddling.Hishugsarewarm,

Ifeelsafeinhisarms.It’sallhappeningsofast

andIcan’thelpbutenjoyeverymomentIspend

withhim.He’sfunny,smart,passionateabout

helpingothers,he’sconsiderateandgentlewith

me.Iwalkaroundwithsmilesandsinging

happysongs.Ifanyonewould’vetoldmeI’dbe

thishappyinKhumba,Iwouldn’thavebelieved

them buthereIam,inKhumba,atmyhappiest.

……………………………………

We’relayingonablanketunderatreecloseto

theriver,thisisourfavouriteplace.It’sfarfrom

thevillageandnooneisusuallydownhere

exceptforthefarmerswhenlookingfortheir

cows,butthat’salwaysaroundsunset.Heison

hisbackandI’m onmystomachwithonearm

onhischest.We’vebeenhereforhoursnow,

talkingandkissing.He’sbeenwhisperingsweet

thingsinmyearmakingmeblushandlaugh,he

isprobablythecheesiestmanever.



“YouknowImissyou”hesays.Butwe’vebeen

togetherallday,everyday.

“Idon’tunderstand,we’realwaystogether”Ilift

myheadandlookathim.

“Imissyourwarm bodyonmine”hesaysas

rubshishandsonmyfaceandaroundmylips.

“Iwouldn’thaveitanyotherway”Irespond.

He’ssmiling

“I’m askingformore.Iwanttoknowyoubetter.

I’m invitingyoutomyplace”heliftsmeand

placingmybodyontopofhis.

“Uhm,isthisthevillagepolitewayofaskingme

tosleepoveratyourplace?Itsureisconfusing.

YoucouldjustsayIwanttohavesexwithyou.

Besides,yourfamilywillnotbeentirelypleased

toknowyou’refuckingarandom girlintheir

palace.”Isay.He’scringing.

“Well,firstly,youarenotarandom girl,youare

mygirl.Secondly,theancestorshavealready



approvedofyou,ifnotwewouldn’tbehereright

now,andlastly,myparentswillbeawayforthe

weekend,besidesIhaveanoutsideroom,no

oneinthemainhousewillseeyou,ifyoudon’t

wanttobeseen.Andplease,Itoldyoutostop

cursing.”hesays.He’sbeensayingIneedto

stopusingthefword.

I’m partlyrelievedbysomeofthesenewsbut

alsoconfusedbythepartwherehesaysthe

ancestorshavealreadyapprovedofme.

“Didyoudosomeritualorancestralcallingto

knowtheyhaveapprovedthisthingwehave?

Howdoyouknow?”Iaskhe’slaughingatmy

confusion

“Well,myancestorshaveawayof

communicatingcertainthingstome,theybless

andwarnmeaboutallthedecisionsImakethat

mightaffectthefutureofourKingdom.Allmy

pastrelationshipsneverlastedbecausemy

ancestorsneverapprovedofthosegirlsand



theymadesureIknew.Theywouldputmein

circumstancesthattestthegirlsintentionswith

meandtheyallfailed.We’vebeentogetherfor

almostamonthnowandyou’restillhere.Trust

meoneweekisenoughforthem tochaseagirl

away.”Hesays.

“Whatkindofcircumstances?”Thisisscary

andIdon’tthinki'm readytobetestedbythis

man’sancestors.

“ThisonetimeItookagirltoarestaurantin

townandtheroom wassuddenlyfilledwith

bees.SheranoutofthedoorandIneversaw

heragainuntilshewroteabouttheincidentof

Facebookthreateningtosuemyfamilyfor

tryingbewitchher.Amonthlatershecamewith

herfamilytoreportherpregnancy,demanding

wepayfordamages.Wedidn’tevenhavesex,

therestaurantwasourfirstdate.Fortunately,

thebabylookedexactlylikehisfather,notme.

Sheevenrefusedtomakepaternitytests.”He



says

“Yourancestorsaredramatic,bees?Really?

Couldn’ttheysendbutterflies.Shewas

obviouslythereforthewrongreasons,your

ancestorsdidgoodthough.Butpleasetellthem

tousebutterflieswhentestingme”he’s

laughingandkissingmyforehead.

“Iwilltellthem,you’llprobablypasseverytest

theythrowyourway,you’retoughandgenuine.”

He’ssmilingatme

“Butyouhaven’trespondedtomyrequest,I

wantyoualltomyselfforthewholeweekend.”

He’srunninghishandsthroughmywig.

IwanttosayyesbutIhavealottoconsider.A

weekendistoolong,whatwillIsaytoMakhulu,

shewon’tagreetothis.Whatabouthisstaff,

they’llseemeandtelltheKingandQueen,I

don’twanthim togettoanymoretrouble

becauseofme.Also,I’veneversleptwithaman



inmylife,likesharedabedandsleptawhole

fullnight.Ihavetotakeoffmywigandallmy

makeup.Hewillseemynappyhairandfreckles

undermyeyes.ThisisabigdealandI’m caught

betweenrealityandromance.Andhe’slooking

atmewithhisfineeyesandgorgeoussmile,

howcanIsaynotothat.

“Aweekendistoolong,Makhuluwillbe

suspicious,sohowaboutyoupickmeuplater

tonightandIspendtherestofthenightwith

youandyoubringmebackinthemorning

beforeMakhuluandanyotherpersoninthe

villageseesus.”Isuggest.He’ssmileisslowly

fading.

“Whyareyoutryingtohidewhatwehave,Iwant

tobewithyouandIwanteveryonetoknowthat.

Idon’tcareiftheyapproveornot.Ichooseyou

Buhle,Ichooseyouoveranythingelse.Iwantto

bewithyou”he’sseriousandhiseyesare

lockedtomine.



“It’sjustthatIdon’twantpeopleinmybusiness

likethat,I’m notusedtohavingthismuch

attentionandpeopleknowingthismuchabout

mylife,Iwantyoutoo,Ijustdon’twantto

disrespectmygrandmother.”Isay.

“Iunderstandthatpart,Ialsodon’twanttobein

herbadbooks.Don’tworryyourselfaboutwhat

thevillagerssay,theyalwayshaveanopinion,

goodorbad.Youcanneverwinwiththem.lets

justfocusonusfornow,soI’llpickyouupafter

9pm andbringyoubackbeforesunrise,isthat

fine?”heasksandInod.Hepullsmecloser

“Nowcomehereandgiveyourmanakiss”we

kissandstayalittlelonger.Eatingthesnacks

hebroughtandlisteningtomusicinhis

cellphone.IngomabyThandiswaishis

favourite,hehasitonrepeatwhilewewatch

thesunset.

“Weshouldgetbacknow,Istillhavetoprepare

formy“outing”latertonight.Besides,your



parentsmightwanttoseeyoubeforethey

leave.”Isay

“Youdon’thavetopreparemuch,allIwantis

you,that’sall.You’rebeautiful”hesays.

Onlyifheknewwhat’sunderneathallthis.

Webothgetup,it’sstartingtogetdark.He

gathersallthethingsandputsthem inthecar.

Wedriveoffandheadbacktothevillage.Ican’t

believeI’vespentanentiredaywiththisman,he

tookadayofffrom workandinstructedthatwe

bothswitchourphonesoffduringourdate.It

wasperfect,justthetwoofus,nodistractions.

Wegettothevillageandhedrivesmetomy

houseandparksinfrontofthegate.

“Seeyoulater”heleansforwardandkissesme.

Ileaveandgoinsidethehouse.

…………………………………

EveryoneisgatheredintheloungewatchingTV



“Wheredoyoucomefrom andwhyhasyour

phonebeenoffallday?”it’sThami,canhechill

forasecondandnotmotherme,Ithoughtthat

wasMakhulu’sjob.Noweveryoneislookingat

meforaresponse.

“IwashelpingZanewithhisproject,ittook

longerthanI’danticipated”lyingtosavemy

relationshipisnotabadhabit.Igreeteveryone

elseandwalktowardsthekitchen.

“Hlehleyouwillhelpmewithdishingoutsupper,

I’m tired.I’vebeenonmyfeetallday”Makhulu.

“Don’tworryaboutit,I’lldoit,justsitthere,I’ll

serveeveryonetoo.”Ireplyandthere’ssilence

inthelounge.

“Don’tyouwantsometea,Icanmakeyouacup

whileyousoakyourfeetinsomewarm water,

I’llmassagethem withoneofmyoils”Isay.

EveryoneisstillquietsoIwalktotheloungeto

seeifeveryoneisstillthere.Theyare,and



they’relookingatmeweird.ThenMakhulu

finallysayssomething.

“Thankyoumychild,I’dappreciatethat”she

says.AndtheyallcontinuewatchingTV,except

forThami,whoislookingatmewithsuspicious

eyes.IfeellikeIneedtotellhim aboutmyplans

sohecancoverupformejustincaseMakhulu

suspectssomething.Hewalkstowardsmewith

anaughtysmileandpushesmebacktothe

kitchen

“Spillit”hesays

“Shhh,notsoloud,Idon’twantMakhulutohear

us”He’sreallygoingtoruinthisforme

“Listen,ZaneandIhadadatetodaynearthe

riverandthat’swhereI’vebeenallday.”I’m

blushingjustthinkingaboutthewonderfultime

I’vehad

“ThisthingisgettingseriousMzala,Ireally

thoughtitwasaflinglikeallofhisother



relationshipsbutnope,it’sstillgoing,stronger.”

Hesays,smiling

“Soheinvitedmeovertohisplacetonight,I’m

scaredandexcitedallatonce”

He’sscreamingandjumpingaroundthekitchen.

Thisboyisfoolish.

“Mzala,youknowwhatthismeans,hewants

thebox,areyoureadytogiveyourboxtothe

futureKingofKhumba?ThegreatZanemvula

ofamaHlubi?Areyoureadytolethim murder

yourinsideswiththatroyalsword,Mzala?”He

saysfoldinghisarmsinasassymanner.Icant

stoplaughing.

“I’vewantedtogivehim theboxthefirstdayI

sawhim.I’m surprisedhewaitedthislongto

invitemeover,he’skindofoldschool.our

intimatemomentshavebeenhardtoresist

though”Irespondshyly.

“Heeeee,Buhle!”heyellsandclapshishands.



Whyishesodramaticandloud.Itrytoholdhim

tobringhim backtoreality.

“shhh,shutup,Thami.”Isay

“You’vebeenkeepingthingsfrom me.Iwant

thedetails.Whatintimatemoments?when?

How?Where?”hesays.WellIcan’ttellhim

everything,

“Itwasinhiscarafewweeksback,itwasbrief

kissingandthat’sthat”Ienditthere.

“Youareafreakynastygirl,Ididn’tknowyou

weremessylikethat,inhiscar.Wow!youmove

fast”hesayslaughingandpointingatme.He

needstostopnow,someonemighthearour

conversation.

“Okay,backtotheissueathand,he’sfetching

meafter9pm andcomingbackbeforesunrise.I

needforyoutocoverupforme.Thinkof

somethingquick.”Isay.

“Igotyougirl,gospoilyourboxandworryabout



nothing.”Heassuresmewithasmileandwalks

backtothelounge.Heissuchacharacter.I

lovehim though.Itrustthathehasmyback.It’s

past7andwe’vejustfinisheddinner.I’m

washingthedishes.Ienjoydoingdishes,its

therapeutic.Ifinishupandgotomyroom.I

needtostartpreparingformynightwiththe

Prince.Ibathandshave.Imoisturizemyafro

andtieitinfoursections.Mybodyiscoveredin

tissueoilandsmellsofcocoebutter.Igrabmy

Guccitravelbag,it’smedium size.Iputinmy

blacksatinpajamasetandmysilkheadwrap.I

alsopackchangingclothesforthemorning.I

thinkI’m goodtogo.Thamiwalksin

“ItoldMakhuluwe’llwatchmoviesinmyroom”

hesays.That’sgreat,Iwon’thavetojumpout

ofthewindow.

“Waitsowhataboutthis?”Isaypointingatmy

travelbag.

“Areyoumovinginorstayingovernight?That’s



abigbaggirl.AndGucci?You’rereallytryingto

impresstheroyalgods.Well,justthrowthat

overthewindow,we’lltakeitfrom theoutside.”

Hesaysandwalksout.

Andthisisnotabigbag,Ijustpacked

everythingIcouldneed,I’dratherbesafethan

sorry.Itossmybagoutofthewindowand

followhim tothelounge.It’sonlyafewminutes

to9pm andMakhuluisgettingreadyforbed.

“GoodnightMakhulu”webothsayandwalkto

Thami’sflat.Iquicklyrunbehindthehouseto

takemybagandrunbacktoThami’sflat.It’s

myfirsttimeinhisflat,it’ssofeminine.It’s

cream withtouchesofrosegold.Thereare

picturesofnakedmenbehindhisdoor.He’s

reallygay.Isitonthesmallsofanexttothe

windowandlookout.

“He’scomingrelax,there’snowayhe’smissing

outonallofthat”Thami



“I’m notworriedaboutthat,it’smyfirsttime

beingwithamananentirenight,sharingthe

samebed.WhatifIsnoreorfartinmysleep?

That’saturnoff.”Isay

“Whenaguylikesyouthewaythismandoes,

hewillnotbeturnedoffbysillythingslikethat.

Thatmanlikesyouandhewantstotakethings

toanotherlevel,Icantell.Thewayhelooksat

youwhenyouwalkinaroom,thewayhe

touchesyou,likenooneiswatchingandthe

wayhe’salwayscallingandcheckingifyou’re

okay.Hewantsmorethanwhatyou’regiving

him,Ihopeyou’rereadyforthat”hesays.What

morecouldhepossiblywant?Wespendmost

ofourtimestogether,Ican’tthinkofanything

better.VrrrVrrr

*yourprinceishere,areyouready?”it’shim.I’m

blushing

“Ihavetogo,he’shere.Seeyoutomorrow”Isay



“Iwantallthejuicydetailstomorrowovera

glassofwine”herespondsandwebothlaugh

asIleaveandjumpoverthewallandrun

towardsthecar.

WedriveintheRoyalpalacegatesthroughthe

guards.It’sextravagantandbeautiful,itlooks

likeagamereserve.Hedrivestotheotherside

oftheyardandparksinthegaragenexttoother

luxuriouscars.Hegrabsmybagwithonehand

andholdmyhandwiththeother.

“Areyousureyou’restayingforonenightonly,

thisbagsaysyou’removingin”helaughsand

kissesmyhand.Whatisitwithpeopleandthis

bag.Wewalkontowardshisflatandsomeone

appearsbehindus.Ithoughtitwouldbejustus

thisside.

“Eybro,canIborrowyourlaptop,minejust

crashed.”It’sayoungboy,probably16yearsof

age.Theylookalike.



“Don’tyougreetpeopleanymore?”Zane

“OhI’m sorry,Hey,I’m Zinzisumzibutyoucan

callmeZinzi,I’m thisone’sbrother.”Hesays

withhishandouttogreetme.

“Hi,nicetomeetyou,I’m BuhleandI’m this

one’sfriend”Igreetback.Theybothlookat

eachotherandsmile.Maybeit’saroyalbrother

thing.

“Friends?Idon’tthinkso.Thisonehasbeen

talkingaboutyounon-stop,heliterallywouldn’t

shutuponlyThanditolerateshisstories.Nice

tomeetyouthough.Thelaptopbro,I’m coldout

here.”Hesays.

Weallwalktowardshisflat.It’sbiggerthat

Thami’sflat,ithaslivingareaandasmallpatio

lookingonthemountainsofKhumba.The

décorismostlyearthycolors,it’smasculineand

neat.Hehandshisbrotherthelaptopandhe

leaves.



“Myfriend,yousay.Dofriendsdothis?“he

grabsmeandliftsmewrappingmylegsaround

hiswaist.Oureyesmeetandwekissashe

walkstothebedroom.It’swarm andcozy.

Therearecandleseverywhere,onthefloor,on

thepedastalsandonthechestofdrawers.It’s

romanticandthemusicinthebackgroundis

beautiful,Idon’tknowwhotheartistisbutit

soundsNigerian.Heplacesmeonthebedand

laysontopofme.Lookingstraightintomyeyes

he’ssingingalongtotheartist,he’senjoying

himselfandkeepsstealingkisses.I’m blushing

andcharmed.

There’saknockonthedoor.Areyoufucking

kiddingme?

Hegetsupandwalkstothelivingareaand

opensthedoor.

“ShouldIbringyoudinnernoworareyougoing

toeatinsidewithmeandtheboys?”it’sa

womanasking.



“Idon’tknow,givemeafewminutesI’llget

backtoyou”hesaysandclosesthedoor.He

walksbacktotheroom.

“uhm,let’sgoandhavedinnerinthemain

housethenwe’llcomebackandfinishoffwhat

we’vestarted”hesays.

“Ithoughtyousaidyourparentswereoutof

town,whoarewehavingdinnerwith?Idon’t

thinkI’m readytomeetyourfamily,Ididn’tbring

anythingappropriatetowearforthem.”I’m

actuallyfreakedoutbythethoughtofme

sharingadinnertablewiththem.Hecansee

thepanicinmyface.Hecomestositnextto

meonthebed.

“Ofcousethey’regone,itwillbeme,you,Thandi

andmytwobrothers,well,you’vejustmetone

ofthem.pleasecome,Iwantyoutomeetthem.

please.”He’sbeggingmeandkneelinginfront

ofme.“Ipromisetoleaveanytimeyouwantto”

he’sreallybeggingme,layinghisheadonmy



thighs.

“Justdinner,afterthatweleaveimmediately”I

say.he’sexcitedsmilingfrom eartoearand

kissingmyhands.

“Greatlet’sgo,Thandiiswaitingforus”hepulls

myhandandwewalkoutoftheflatand

straighttothemainhouse.

Theinsideisevenmorebeautiful.Theinsideis

coveredinstoneandthedarkwoodenfloors

giveitanearthyfeel.Thereapicturesonthe

wallsbuttheyshouldaddmorewithcolor.It

looksalittlebitblendwithallthegreysand

browns.He’sstillholdingmyhandasweenter

thediningroom withalongdiningtable,it

almostfillstheroom.Thereisabigchandelier

hangingoverit.thelightingisbrightalmost

blindingme.Iremovemyhoodieovermyhead

aswemakealongwalkdowntheroom tosit

nexttoeveryone,alleyesarefixedonus.Apart

ofmewantstogobacktotheflatbutZaneis



holdingmetightly.

“Molweni,thisisBuhle,she’llbejoiningusfor

dinner”hesaystoeveryone.Thebrothersare

seatednexttoeachotherandawomanis

seatednexttothem.Thismustbethefamous

Thandi.

“Soyou’rethereasonwhywecouldn’thave

dinneratournormaltimebecausebrotherhere

insistedweeatwithyou.”Theotherbrother

says.Smilingatmesarcastically.OhsoZane

plannedallofthis,sneaky.

“That’snothowyougreetguests,standupand

doitproperly.”Zane’svoiceisstrongandhis

faceisseriousashelookstohisbrotherwho

immediatelygetsupandwalksaroundthetable

tomydirection.He’swelldressed,verystylish

andmodern.Helookslikethosemeninthe

frontrowinfashionweek.Trendy.

“PardonmymannersMiss,it’sapleasureto



haveyoutonight,I’m Zazinibutyoucancallme

Zazi”hereachestogreetmyhand.Thatwasa

full180degreesangleturn.I’veneverseen

anyonesmoodchangethatquick.Iwantto

laughathim butIholditin.

“Nicetomeetyou,Zazi”Igreethim backand

weallseat.

“HelloBuhle,I’m Thandi,thehousehelp.Niceto

finallymeetyou”shesmilingfrom acrossthe

tablethenlooksatZaneandsmilesevenmore.

“She’smorethanourhousehelp,she’slikea

mothertousall,she’sbeenwithussinceZazi

wasborn,shepracticallyraisedus.”Zanesays

smilingbackather.

“Hi,I’m stillZinzi,nowcanwealleatplease,I’m

starving”it’stheyoungone,he’sfunny.They

bowtheirhandsandsayashortprayer.

There’sfoodinbigservingtraysatthecenterof

thetable.There’ssamp,dumpling,curryandall



sortsofveggies.Itlooksbeautifulandsmells

great.Everyonestartsservingandeating.Ican’t

eatallthisheavyfoodatthistime.Iserve

veggiesandsomecurry.Everyoneisquietand

justeating,Zinziisstuffinghismouthwiththe

currydrippingoutofhismouth.

“Zinzidon’tbestupid,youwillchoke,eat

properlywehaveaguest”shesaysgivinghim a

seriouslook.Hismouthcouldexplodeanytime

now.

Theyseem likeaclosefamily,they’relaughing

attheirownjokesandteasingeachother.

EveryoneseemsfreeandopenaroundThandi,

theytalkaboutallsortsofthingswithherand

sherespondsopenlyandhonestly,shereallyis

liketheirmother.Theyshowrespectandlove

towardsherlikesheistheirbiologicalmother,

shehasthiswarm andwelcomingpresence

thatmakesmefeelappreciated.Icandefinitely

seewhyZaneadoresandvalueshersomuch.



“So,BuhlewhatbringsyoutoKhumba?”she

asksasshesipsonherjuice.Theinterrogation

begins.Ifinishchewingandtakeadeepbreath.

“AftermyexamsmyfathersawitbestthatI

visitmyfamilythisside.”That’stheonlyway

theywouldunderstandmysituation,getting

intothedetailswillconfusethem.

“I’m gladyoucame,Zanemvulahasbeenathis

happiestthispastmonth,he’sbeensingingand

dancinglikeayoungboy.Iguessthere’s

somethingyou’redoingthatwecan’t.He’s

changed,alot.AtfirstitwasannoyingbutIsaw

howhekeptlookingathisphoneandhowhe

smileswhenyoucall.Itmadesense,heneeds

thiskindofenergy.“shesaysandsmilesto

Zanewholookssomewhatembarrassed.

“Okay,that’senoughfortonightThandi,”he

says.andThandilaughs.

“I’m sorryforembarrassingyou,whatdidyou



studyBuhle?”sheasks.

“IdidBachelorofArts,specializinginfinearts.”

Irespond.ShesmilesandIfinallygetZazi’s

attention,helooksinterested.

“Soyoucandraw?”Zinziasks

“Yes,Icansketch.Someofmypiecesare

showcasedindifferentartgalleriesinEdernville,

likethisone”IsayasIshowhim someofmy

workonmycellphone.Helooksimpressedas

hecontinuestoscrollthroughtheother

pictures.

Hiseyesarewideopen,he’sshockedandhe

looksatmethenquicklyhandsmebackthe

phone.Whatdidhesee?Ireachformyphone

andlookatit,it’satoplesspictureIsentZanea

fewdaysago.I’m soembarrassedIcan’tlook

atanyone,especiallyhim.

“Sowherewillyouworkwiththatdegree?How

willyoumakemoney?Alotofartistsare



starvingoutthere”Zaziasksandeveryoneis

lookingatmeforananswer.

“Well,artisapersonalcallingforeachartist,it

istheirresponsibilitytofindtheirnicheinthe

industryandfindinnovativewaystouseevery

platform toshowcasetheircraft.I’m into

storytellingthroughmypaintings.AlltheartI’ve

donetellsastoryandIhavemadedialogues

thatrepresentamessagetosociety,some

writersaskmetosketchimagesfortheir

stories,I’veevenreceivedofferstodocomic

booksandcartoons.It’sjustthesociety’s

expectationsofwhatasuccessfulartistshould

looklike.Artistsarethemostdiversepeoplein

anycareer.Theyjustneedtobegivenachance

andnotjustseenas“lazypeoplewithno

ambition”.”Irespond.Helooksatmeandsmile,

likeI’velithislightbulb.

“OoohIsee,Thankyou”Hesaysandgoesback

tohisphone.



“She’sgraduatingnextyear,she’snotjusta

prettyfaceyouknow”Zanesayssmilingatme

andrubbingmyback.Ismileshyly,Ican’t

removethatimageinthatboys’mind,whydid

hecontinuescrolling?Hehasn’tlookedatme

afterhegavemethephone.I’m uncomfortable

“Congratulationssisi,yourfamilymustbevery

proudofyou”shesays.

“Thanks,theyare.“Ismileback.Thandigetsup

andclearsthetable.Theboysarebusywith

theirphones.IkickZaneunderthetableand

signalforustoleavebutThandiwalksbackin

withdessertbeforehecouldrespond.

“Somedessert,it’scheesecake,Zanemvula’s

favorite.”Shesaysassheputsitonthetable.

There’snowayI’m eatingcheesecake,I’m full

andIwanttoleave.IlookatZaneandhiseyes

arefixedonthecheesecake.He’ssuchaboy.

“uhm,Ithinkwe’llhaveourdessertattheback,



ThanksThandi,foreverything”heleansforward

tohugher.Yes,we’releaving.Hepullsbackhis

chairandhelpsmegetup.

“Itwaslovelymeetingyouall.Thanksforthe

deliciousmealThandi”Isay

“Itwaslovelymeetingyoutoo,dear.I’m glad

youenjoyedthefood.Zanemvulagavemestrict

instructionsabouttonight,Ihadtodoit.”she’s

sweetandhersmileisgenuine.She’sa

beautifulwoman,probablyinher40s,herafrois

neatlytiedinabunandherfaceisbareand

beautiful.

“Goodnightguys”IsaytotheboysandonlyZazi

responds.

“Goodnight”.Zinzi’sfaceisstillfixedonhis

phone.Idon’twanttolookathim,Icant.I’m too

embarrassed.ZanelooksfuriousatZinzibutI

pullhishandbeforehespeaksandweboth

walkoutholdinghands.Thiswasgoodminus



thepartwhereZane’s16yearoldbrothersaw

my34bboobs.I’vetraumatizedtheyoungboy

withmyboobsthatweremeantforhisbrothers’

eyesonly.Helikesmybreasts.

We’rebackintheflat,I’m fullandtired.I

honestlydon’tfeellikedoinganythingbutsleep.

Zaneisintheensuitebathroom takinga

showerwhileIchangeintomypajamas,take

offmywig,mymake-upandwrapmyafroina

silkheadwrap.Hiswallisempty,theyneed

somelife.Iworkmyeyesaroundtheroom,it’s

cozyandthecandlesmellnicetoo,likeafloral

scent,almostlikepotpourri.Hestepsoutofthe

showerwithatowelwrappedaroundhiswaist.

HelooksatmeasIlayonthebed.He’ssmiling

andwalkstowardsmewithhiseyesfixedon

me.Hekeepslookingatmefrom thehead

downandfrom mylegsallthewaytomyhead.

Helaysnexttome.

“You’rebeautifulinadoek,yourfacelookscute



andinnocentwithoutmake-up”hesaysrubbing

hisnoseagainstmine.Iwanttokisshim buthe

movesbackandwalkstohiscloset.Hisback

isfacingmeasheremovesthetowelandletsit

droponthefloor.OhmyGosh.Myeyeswillnot

movefrom hisbutt,firm andsexychocolate

butt.Heturnsaroundandhiserectioncatches

myattention.Whyishedoingthistome?

makingmewaitthislong.Isthisagamehe’s

playing?Well,twocanplaythegame.Islowly

turnoverlyingonmybackandpullmysatin

pajamavestovermybreasts.Hesmilesand

walkscloserandIcoverthem up.He’sstanding,

lookingatmeatthebottom edgeofthebed.He

pullsmebymylegsandkneelsontheflooras

mybutthangsontheedgeofthebed.Iopen

mylegsandlookdownathim.heslowlyinserts

kissesinbetweenmythighs,heworkshisway

withhistounguedrawingovermyscars.A

feelingofsadnessoverwhelmsme,Ipullback.

Hepauses.“It’sokayBuhle”hesays.mylegs



begintoshakeasIlethim.withallmy

insecurities,hestillmakesmecomfortable

enoughtolethim inspacesnoonehasentered.

Andhestillwantsme.Flawsandall.Hekisses

andbitesmyinnerthighsashepullsmy

pajamashortsdownmylegs.Ineverwear

pantiestobed.Hepullsmylegsoverhis

shouldersandburieshisheadbetweenmy

thighs.Tinglingsensationsaresentupmy

spineashekissesmy‘box’.I’veneverfelt

somethinglikethisbefore,myentirebodyis

rejoicingwithexcitementwitheverykissand

lickhemakes.Ican’tseem tocontrolmyupper

body,Ikeeparchingmybackandmovingmy

waist.Thisfeelsgood.Irunmyhandsoverhis

headpushingitclosertowardsme.mymoaning

escalatesashistonguedoesitsmagic.Aaaah,

rightthere.Ihavelostallcontrol.Heinsertstwo

fingersinmewhilehistoungueisplayingwith

myclit.Ibegintogrindtocatchhisfinger

rhythm buthegetsupandliftsmeandplaces



meofthefloor.He’seyesareredandmineare

halfclosed.

“You’resotastyandwarm”hewhispersashe

putsmylegsoverhisshoulders.

He’sstillkneelingandleansforwardforakiss

bringingmykneesclosetomychest.He

reachesforafoilpacketonfloor.Heslowly

insertshisharderectioninme.Hemoans

loudlyandcontinueskissingmeashepushes

himselftowardsme.Hisfaceishardandhe’s

eyesarecompletelyshutashecontinuesto

moveinandoutofme.Hemoveshishandsto

mybreastsandrubsonthem andplayingwith

mynipples.Heismovingfasteranddeeper.My

moansarelouderwitheverydepthIfeelinme.

Heleansforwardtokissmeandmoveseven

fasterandharder,bangingmeagainstthe

carpet.Hiseyesarelockedtominehemakesa

loudgrowlingsoundashepullsmebymy

shoulders.Webothcryoutandholdonto



eachothertighter.He’ssweatisdrippingover

me.Ifeltmybodyexplodingandreleasing

warnjuicesofpleasure.Heslowlymovesto

restnexttomewithhiseyesclose,he’ssmiling.

Thiswasarealpassionatesession.He’strying

tocatchhisbreathbutleansovertokissmy

breasts.Welayonourbacksforawhile.

“I’veneverstoppedthinkingaboutourmoment

inthecar.“hesays.

“Ireplayitallthetimeinmyhead.“Irespond,

rollingoverandkissinghim.Hehugsmetighter

andkissesmeback.Hiswarm armsare

wrappedaroundmybodyashecarriesmeto

thebed.Webothlaynakedonthecovers,I’m

tryingtocovermythighswithmyhandsbuthe

removesthem andkissesmythighs.

Apartofmewantstohideawayandnothave

him seemyscarsbutIalsofeelrelievedbyhis

reaction.MyfacewarmsupandIfeelafloodof

emotionscomingthrough.Icantbelieveim



crying.Ilookuptotryholdbackmytears.

“Everypartofyouisbeautiful,eventheparts

youdon’twantmetosee”hesays,rollingover

torestonhisstomach.Heknowsexactlywhat

tosayandwhentosayit.Mytearsrolldownat

thesideofmycheeksasIthinkofthedayIwas

cuttingmyinnerthighs.ThedayIfeltlikeIhad

nothingmoretolivefor.ThedayIdidn’tfeel

worthytobealive.

“Ineverknewthismuchhappinessexistedorif

Iwasevenworthyofit.TheamountofpainI

wasinaftermymotherspassing,tookovermy

life.”Isay.

“Painhasawayofmakingusfeellike

happinessisaforeignfeeling.Itmakesus

becomedependentonitanditdrivesusaway

from thoughtsofpossiblejoy.Webecome

dependenttoitandfeellikeweneeditandonly

ittosurvive,sowefindmorewaystohurt

ourselves.Thatdoesn’tmeanwedon’tlove



ourselves.“hesayswipingofftearsonmyface.

Hepullsmecloserandhugsbetighter,Ifeel

safeandcaredfor.

“Howdoyoudothis?Howdoyoucarefor

someonelikeme?“Iask.Helooksconfused.

“IcareforyouthebestwayIknowhow,Icare

foryouinawaythatIwouldliketobecaredfor,

that’sallIknow.It’seasierwithyou,youarereal,

everythingaboutyouisgenuine,whatyousee

iswhatyouget.Idon’thavetobeacertainway

oractdifferentlywithyou,I’m comfortable

beingtheZanethatIknownottheonemy

parentsorKhumbawantsmetobe.Andthat

aloneismotivationenoughformetocarefor

you”hesays.

“IfeellikeI’m notgivingyouasmuchasyouare

givingme,IfeellikeIam notenoughforyou”I

say.Hesitsupandpullsmeupwithhim.His

handsareonmyfaceandheisstaringmein

theeyes.



“Listentome,youaremorethanenough,allI

needisyouandonlyyou.Whatyoudotomylife,

youdoiteffortlessly,withoutcommandor

doubt.YoubeingyourselfisallIwilleverneed,

allI’lleverwant.Withoutsayingaword,you

makemefeelwholeandsecureandthatiswhy

Ifindmyselffallingdeeperinlovewithyou

everyday.”Hesays,tearsarerunningdownhis

cheeks.

MyhearthassankandI’m feelinglightheaded.

Hejustsaidhelovesme.Me,Buhlebethu

Khephu.Heknowsallofmyinsecuritiesand

flawsandyethelovesme.Heseesallofmy

imperfectionsandyetheopenlyadmitstobe

fallinginlovewithme.HesaysthatIam more

thanenoughforhim.Isthisadream or

nightmare?AmanwhoIcannotgoaday

withoutthinkingabout,amanwhohasbrought

happinessandpeaceintomylife,amanwho

hasacceptedmyentirebeing,amanwhocares



formemorethanIcareformyselfhasadmitted

hisloveformeandapartofmefeelsunworthy.

“SaysomethingBuhle,please”hesays.Iam

staringathim,speechlessandoverwhelmed

withemotions.

MybodyistremblingasItrytomakesenseof

whathejustsaid.IwanttorespondbutIcan’t,I

don’tknowwhattosay.Idon’tlovehim,Idon’t

knowhowtolove.Idon’tknowwhatheexpects

from me.Idon’tknowlove.

Islowlymoveawayfrom him andstandnextto

thebed.Helooksfreakedout.Hecomescloser

andImoveback.There’sacoldfeelinginmy

head,likeanelectrifyingcramp.Ifeeltheroom

moving.There’stwoZane’sstandinginfrontof

me,buzzingandblurry,mykneesareweakand

witheverybreatheItakemyeyesbegintoshut

slowly.Myheadhitsthegroundandit’sdark.

………………………………………………
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Insert7

“Daddy,whichdressshouldIweartonight?”

“Thisone,redlooksbeautifulonyouHlehle”he

sayspointingatthereddress.

Iwalkbacktomyroom topreparefortheparty

later.Thehouseisfullofpeople,theflorists,the

caterersandthebandissettingupthe

entertainmentarea.Myfatherhasbeen

planningthispartyforthewholeyearnowand

mamahasnoidea.Iaskedhim whyhe’s

throwingapartyformamawhenherbirthday

haspassedandhesaidhedoesn’tneeda

birthdaytocelebratehisloveformama.Sohere

weare,preparingforasurprisepartyforthe



lovemydaddyhasformama.Hesenthertorun

afewerrandsandbookedhertoaspafora

wholeday,heusuallysendsadrivertotakeher

placesbutmamainsistedshegoesalonetoday,

shesaidshewantedsometimealone,whatever

thatmeant.

Itishourslaterandshehadn’tcalledtocheck

uponusandtheyardisbeginningtofillwith

guests.Theirfriends,colleaguesandneighbors.

Thewholeplaceiscoveredinflowersof

differentkinds,thereisavarietyoffoodsand

drinksandthebandsisplayingjazzhits.The

eveningisbeautiful.

“Okay,she’sleavingthespanow,soI’m

guessingshe’llbehereintwentyminutestime,

everybodymovetothediningroom please”I

canseetheexcitementindadseyesashe

givesinstructionsafterhangingonthephone.

Weallmakeourwaytothediningroom,where

thepartywouldbe.



It’sbeenmorethantwentyminutesandshe

hasn’tarrived.Itrytocallherbutshedoesn’t

answer.I’m moreanxiousthanmydad,who

keepscheckinghiswatch.Hewalkstowards

thefrontdoorandIfollowhim.

“Itriedcallingher,shewouldn’tanswer,maybe

she’sheldupintraffic”Isay.

“Butthespaisnotinsidethecity,it’scloseto

ourhome,sheshould’vebeenherebynow”he’s

startingtopanic.He’sphonerings.It’smama.

Hesmiles.

“Baby,whereareyou?”heanswers.Hisface

wentfrom happytoconfusedinonesecond.He

hasn’tsaidanythingbutIcouldhearsomeone

speakingontheothersideofthephone.

“Whereisshe?”hesays.He’svoiceistrembling

withfearandanger.“I’m coming”hedropsthe

callandgrabshiscarkeys.

“Daddywhat’sgoingon?Whereareyougoing?



Where’smama?”I’m confused.Heignoresme

andrunsoutofthedooranddrivesoff.I’m left

standing,confusedinthemiddleoftheentry

way.Theguestsarebecomingrestlessinthe

diningroom,it’sbeenanhourandthereisno

signofmydadormama.Guestshavestarted

eatinganddrinking,theykeepaskingmeandI

can’tanswerbecauseI’m ascluelessasthey

are.

IhearacarpullupourdrivewayandIruntothe

door.Itmustbethem.Iwalkouttothedrive

wayandIseedadscarparkedoutsidethe

garage.Hiswhiteshirtiscoveredwithblood.

Hisfaceisblankandhe’sholdinghisblazerin

onearm.Iwalkslowlyandclosertowardshim.

Ishehurt.Heseesmewalktowardshim andhe

lookstiredasheslowlysitonthepavedfloor

andleanagainstthecar.

“Daddywhathappened?Where’smama?”he’s

stillquiet,buryinghisfaceinhishands.



“Dad”Ipokehisheadshoutingathim,

demandinganswers

“Whyareyoucoveredwithblood,who’sbloodis

this?Whohurtyoudaddy?Daddy,daddy”I’m

beginningtocrykneelingnexttohim tofindhis

face.Heliftshisheadandlooksatme.Hiseyes

areredandheisshakingastheveininhis

foreheadappears.

“MommygotintoanaccidentHlehle,acarhit

heranditdroveoffandleftherlyinginthe

middleoftheroad.”hesays

“Well,let’stakehertothehospitaldaddy,they

willmakeherfineagain.Let’sgodaddy.”Itryto

pullhim upbuthebeginstocryout,loudlyand

uncontrollably.Ipullhim evenmore.Weneedto

movenow.Iliftmyheadandseeguestswalk

outofthehousetostandclosetous.They

musthaveheardhiscry.

“She’sgoneHlehle,bythetimeIgotthere,it



wasalreadytoolate”

“Whereto?”I’m confused.

“She’sgonetoheaven.She’sdeadHlehle’’he

saysandcovershisface,crying.

Ifeelaheavyweightonmyshoulders,my

temperaturerisingasItrytomakesenseof

whatmyfatherjustsaid.Emotionsallcome

throughatonceandIbegintoscream,crying

outforher.

“Mama!Mama!Iwantmymommy!”

…………………………………………………..

“Hlehle,wakeup.Hlehle”someoneisshaking

me.ItrytoopenmyeyesbutIam blindedby

thebrightnessofthelight.Theroom iswhite

andcold.Ican’tseeclearly,myeyesarewatery

andmyheadhurts.Itrytogetupbutsomeone

pushesmebackdownagain.

“Youneedtorest,you’llhurtyourself.”Hesays.



Thevoicesoundsfamiliar.Iclosemyeyes

againforawhileandopenthem again.He’s

here,myfatherishere.Ilookaroundtheroom,

I’m confused.What’sgoingon,wheream i?

howdidIgethere?Whathappened?Itrytoget

upagainbutmyheadispoundinghardand

painfully.

“RelaxMsKhephu,youhadaseizureandyou

hityourheadhard.You’vebeenunconsciousfor

adaynow.We’rerunningmoretests.Haveyou

experiencedthisbefore?”thedoctorsays.

“Yes,itstartedoffaspanicattacksbutitfelt

differentthistime,mywholebodyfeltcoldand

itwasdark”Isay.

“Itmakessense,yoursymptomsshowthatyou

sufferfrom anxietydisorder,I'llreferyoutoa

clinicalpsychologist.I’llbebacktocheckon

you,okay.”Shesays,andleaves.Thisisserious

andI’veletitgoonfortoolong.



“Howdidyougethere?”Iaskmyfather.He

lookssad.Hesitscloselyandholdsmyhand

“Igotacallfrom yourgrandmother,shetoldme

youwereadmittedinhospitalafterhavinga

panicattackandcollapsed.WhenIgothere,

sheandthefamilywerealreadyhere.Iwas

worried,Icouldn’twaitlonger,soIdroveas

soonasIspoketoher,shegavemedirections

ofthehospital.Idroveallnightworriedwiththe

fearoflosingyou.”Hesaysandholdsmy

hands,kissingthem.

“Ihadadream aboutthatnight,thenightmama

passed”Isay.

“Ifigured,youwerescreamingoutforherright

now,Itriedwakingyouupbutyoukeptcrying”

hesays.

“Tenyearslateranditstillfeelsnew,itfeels

recent.Isaweverythingexactlylikeitdidthat

day.”Isay



“Thatdayhauntsmeeverynightbutwhat

hauntsmemoreishowIneglectedyouafter

thatday.Ihatemyselfasaman,asafatherand

asahusband,fortreatingyouthewayIdid.

Yourmother’sdeathcameasasurprisetome,I

wasn’texpectingit,neitherdidyou.Iwasangry

atherfornotwarningmeorsayinggoodbye,I

wasmadatherfornotgivingmetimetoshow

herhowmuchIlovedher,forleavingmewith

you,alone.Leavingmetoraiseyoualone.”he

says.

“Wecould’vepickedupthepiecestogether,but

youshutmeout,youwantednothingtodowith

me”Isay

“Youremindmeofyourmother,youlook

exactlylikeherwhenwemet,yourconfidence

andsmileremindsmeofherandIcouldn’t

standtoseethateveryday.Isawherinyou

everyday,youremindedmeofthedaywefirst

met,thedaywegotmarriedandIcouldn’t



shaketheimagesofwhatyourbrotherorsister

could’velookedlike.Everythingaboutyou

remindedmeofher,asyougrewolderyou

lookedlikeherevenmore.Icouldn’thandleit.

SoIchosetoignoreyouandIregretit”hesays

lookingdown.

“Whatdoyoumean?,Ithoughtthedoctorsaid

shecan’thaveanymorechildrenafterher

miscarriage”Isay.

“Yes,that’swhatthedoctorsaid,butoneofthe

reasonswhyyourmotherinsistedongoing

alonethatdaywasbecauseshewenttovisita

gynecologist.Shewas8weekspregnant.I

didn’tknow,Iwastoldbythedoctorsdaysafter

theaccident”He’scrying.

I’m shocked.Hedidn’tonlylosehiswifebuthe

losthischildtoo,achildhewantedmorethan

anything.They’vetrieddifferentproceduresand

theykeptfailing.Nowtheonlytimethey

succeededandfinallygotwhattheywanted,it



getstakenawayfrom them.Amother,awife

andachild,allatonce.

“Younevertoldmethis”Isay

“Ididn’tknowhowtotellyou,youwereyoung

andIdidn’twantyoutocarrysuchaheavy

burden.Youdidn’ttakeyourmotherspassing

wellandaddingyoursibling’spassingfeltlikea

punishment,Icouldn’tdothattoyou,soI

carrieditforbothofus.”hesaysrubbingmy

hands

“I’m sorryforeverythingI’vesaidtoyou,daddy,

I’m sorryforsayingyoudidn’tlovemama,you

didandsheknewthattoowell.Sheworeyour

loveinhersmileeveryday,I’m sorryforcausing

somuchtroublejusttogetyourattention,for

beingunfairtoyou.I’m sorrydaddy,I’m sorry

foryourlosses,I’m sosorry”Ireachouttohug

him andIsqueezehim closerandwebothcry.

“Ishouldbeapologizingtoyou,I’m theonethat



excludedyouinmylife,youpracticallyraised

yourselfinthelasttenyears,Ileftyoutodeal

withthingsalonebecauseIfeltlikeIwasn’t

strongenoughtodoagoodjobatparentinglike

yourmother.ShelovedyousomuchandIdidn’t

thinkIhaditinmetoloveyouandcareforyou

thewayshedid.IfeltlikeIdidn’thaveanylove

left,sheleftwithallofmine.Iwasconstantly

scaredthatsomedayIwouldcomehomeand

you’dbegone.Isawthebloodedsheetsand

towelsinthelaundryroom,Iwasscared,I

couldn’tthinkproperlyandIdidn’tknowwhatto

dowithyouatthatstage.Isawmyselfasa

failure,IfailedyouandIfailedyourmother.

YourlastbirthdayIdecidedtomoveyouto

Khumbatoyourgrandmother,Iknewshewould

giveyoutheloveandattentionyouneeded.”He

says.

“Ihatedyouforbringingmehere,Ididn’tknow

yourmotivesbutI’vecometolikeit.”Isay



smiling.Helookssurprised.

“YoulikeKhumba?MsGucci,MsPrada,youlike

Khumba?Whatexactlydoyoulikehere?”he

smiles.Iblushandmymindimmediatelygoes

tohisplace.Ohshit,where’sZane?

“Whobroughtmeheredad?”Iask.Henotices

thesuddenpaniconmyface.

“Idon’tknow,whenIgothere,youwerealready

admittedandthefamilywasinthewaiting

room.What’swrong?”heresponds

Hemustbelosinghismind.Ineedtocallhim.I

grabmyphonefrom thepedestalanddialhis

number,he’snotanswering.Idialagain,he’s

stillnotanswering.

AsIwasabouttodialagain,someoneruns

throughthedoorpushingitwideopenand

yelling.It’shim,he’ssweatingandoutofbreath.

He’sstillstandingatthedoorandslowlywalks

inpullinghishandawayfrom theguard.



“Youcalled?”hesays.He’sstilltryingtocatch

hisbreath.Helookstired.

“Yes,hi,whyareyourunning?”Iask

“Theywouldn’tletmeinevenafterItoldthem

youwerecalling”hesaysandwalkscloser.His

eyesarefixedonme,heisignoringmyfather

butmyfatherislookingathim.Helooksat

Zanethenatme,waitingforanexplanation.

“Thisismydad,dadthisisZane”Isay.My

fatherlooksconfused,he’sgivingmealookas

thoughwaitingformetotellhim whoheis.

“Gooddaysir,nicetomeetyou”Zanesays,

reachesforahandshake.

“Theywouldn’tletanyoneinwhenIbroughtyou

here,youwereoutforawholeday,youhityour

headreallyhard”hesays.Myfatherlooksat

him,hewantstoaskbuthedoesn’t.

“Ican’tremembermuch,itwasallblurryand

dark”Isayscratchingmyhead,there’sa



bandageoverit.

“Don’tdothat,you’llhurtyourself,howareyou

feeling?,theywouldn’ttellmemuch.”Zane

sayswalkingtomyotherside.

Myfatherkeepsmovinghisfacetothe

directionofwhoeverisspeaking.Heclearshis

throat.

“Excuseme,howdoyouknowmydaughter?

Howdidyoubringherhere?”heasks.Zane

suddenlylooksnervous.

“uhm,we…uhm,shewas…uhm.I….”he’s

strugglingtofindhiswords.I’veneverseenhim

thisnervousandspeechless,awholeprince.

He’sfiddlingwithhisfingers.Andmydadis

liftinghiseyebrowswaitingforanexplanation.I

needtorescuehim beforehegetsapanic

attacktoo.

“He’smyboyfrienddad.Iwasathisplacewhen

theincidenthappened.”Isay.



Hewasgoingtofindoutsoonerandifwe’re

buildingthisdaddy-daughterrelationship,

honestlyisthewaytogoaboutit.

Hiseyesarewideopen.helooksatmethenat

Zane,thenatmeagain.

“Youhaveaboyfriend?Andyouvisithisplace

atnight?”hesays.

“Dad,I’m 22not12,remember”Isayrollingmy

eyes.Hewasabouttosaysomethingbut

Makhuluandthefamilywalksin.Makhuluis

smilingatthesightofmeholdingmyfather’s

handbutissomehowshockedtoseeZane

standingnexttome.

“OoohHlehle,youscaredus.Thesepanic

attacksyoukeephavingarescary.Twiceinone

month.No,youneedtoseeapsychologist.”

Shesays.

“Thisisthesecondone?Whydidn’tanyonecall

me?”myfatherlooksconcerned.



“Thefirstwasbrief,Iwasabletostabilizeher

pressureandBhunganebroughtherhome

immediately.Thistimeshehitherheadhard,

that’swhyweallcametothehospital.Again,if

itwasn’tforBhungane,Ireallydon’tknow.And

weareyettotalkabouthowyouwerenotat

homethattime.”Shegivesmeherstrictlook.I

am introuble.

“YhoowMzala,thetimingofyourattacksisall

wrongshame.”Thami.Iknowexactlywhathe’s

thinking.

“Butshe’sfineandthat’sallthatmatters.”Zane

comestomyrescue.Ismileathim.myfather

keepslookingatbothofus.Zanehashiseyes

fixedonme.Hiseyeslookdrained,likehehas

beencrying,likehehasn’tslept.Ifeel

responsible,Ibroughtthistohim.Hepouredhis

hearttomeandIcouldn’trespond.He

confessedhisloveformeandIpanicked.I

collapsed.Iblackedoutforawholeday.Ican’t



begintoimaginetheamountoftorturehewas

inallthistime.IwishIcouldclearthisroom

andtalktohim,alone.Ineedtoknowhe’sfine.

“AreyousomehowrelatedtotheNgele-Ngele

family?”myfathertoZane

“Yessir,Iam thefirstsonofZenzeleNgele-

Ngele”heanswersandmyfather’seyes

immediatelywidened.Helooksatallofusand

backtome.

“YouaretheprinceofamaHlubi?”heasks.

“Yessir,Iam.”Zaneresponds.

Myfatherlooksmoreworriedthanmygranny

andThamiwerewhentheyfirstfoundoutabout

myrelationshipwithZane.Helooksatmy

grandmotherandtheyexchangelooks.They

bothleavetheroom.I’m worried,what’s

happening?Whatisitwithmyfamilyandmy

relationshipwithZane?Thamiexhalesand

walkstowardmybedandsitswheremyfather



was.Aunt’Kholekastandsbesidethebedwith

AsakheandZaneleansagainstthewalllooking

outofthewindow.IwishIcouldhavea

momentalonewithhim.

“What’sgoingon?”IwhispertoThami.Idon’t

wantZanetohearthisconversationeven

thoughIcanseehesensestheawkwardness.

“I’m notquitesure,Mzala.“hewhispersback.

Im distracted,IkeeplookingatZane’sdirection

andheisindeepthought.Iwanttoknowwhat

he’sthinking.

“Ithinkweshouldleaveyouguystotalk,

rememberthisboybroughtyouhereintheearly

hoursofthemorning,yesterday.he’sbeen

waitinginthefoyerfor24hours,fightingthe

doctorstogivehim update,he’sbeencrying

andblaminghimselfforthis.He’shurtBuhle,

talktohim.whateverhappenedbeforeyou

collapsed,heblameshimselfforitandonlyyou

canfixit.”Aunt’Kholekasaysrubbingmyhand.



WhendidsheturnintoOprah.Theyallmake

theirwayoutoftheroom andwe’releft

together.Hehasn’tnoticedtheroom isempty.I

trytogetupbutheseesmemoveandhurries

tostopme.

“Buhle,youcan’tmove,youwillhurtyourhead.

Stayinbed”hepushesmeback.Hepullsthe

pillowsbehindmeandfixesmyblanket.Islowly

trytomovetomakespaceforhim toseat.Ipat

thebedinvitinghim tositnexttomeonthebed.

Helooksworriedmorethananything.

“Youwon’thurtme,come”Isay.Hecarefully

slidesnexttomeandwrapshisarm aroundmy

shoulderandIrestmyheadonhischest,

placingmyhandacrosshiswaist.Hegently

placesakissonmyhead.Hesmellsgood,I

missedrestingonhiswarm body.Imissedhis

touch,itfeelslikeI’vebeenunconsciousfor

days.

“Youscaredmemylove,whenyouhitthefloor



andstartedtrembling,IthoughtI’dlostyou.”he

says.

“I’m sorry”Isay

“Don’tapologise,it’snotyourfault,Ishouldn’t

haveputyouinacornerlikethat,Ishouldn’t

haveputyouinasituationthatcouldjeopardize

yourlife,I’m theonewhoshouldbe

apologizing.”Hesays.Ican’thelpbutfeelbad

formakinghim feellikethisishisfault.It’smy

fault,I’m theonewiththeproblem here,I’m the

onewithissuesofexpressingmyfeelingsto

people,whoisunabletolovebecauseI’d

forgottenhowloveis.

“Ihadadream aboutthedaymamapassed,it

wasexactlythewayithappenedthatnight,it

feltreal,andrecent.Iwokeupcryingandmy

fatherwitnessedthat,wehadaconversation

aboutthatnightandhowthingswereafterit.I

apologizedandhealsoapologized.Itfeelslike

thisistheconversationIneededtohavewith



him alongtimeago,itfeltgoodhearinghisside

ofthestoryandalsomelettinghim knowhow

hemademefeel.Ifeellikeaweighthasbeen

liftedoffmyshoulder,likeI’vebeenforgiven,

likeI’vegottentheanswersIneeded.”Isay

fiddlingwithhisjersey.

“Lookatme,allofthisisnotyourfault,itwas

neveryourfault.Youlivedalifeyoubestknew

how,youwereforcedtofigurethingsouton

yourownatayoungage.Yesyoumadestupid

decisionsalongthewaybutyoudidn’tknow

anybetter.Youdiditallbyyourselfandfrom

whereI’m standing,youdidgood.AndIneed

foryoutostopbeinghardonyourself,you

deservenicethings,youdeservecareandlove

from meandyourfamily.WeloveyouandI

needforyoutofeelworthyofourlove.”Hesays

asheholdsmebymychin,he’seyesare

sincereandfulloflove.Hekissesmylipsand

wipesoffmytears.He’sbeing



honest,everythinghejustsaidistrueandIneed

toworkwithforgivingmyselfandbeginto

appreciatethosearoundme,startingwith

appreciatingmyself.

WhenmamadiedIfeltlikeIdidn’tdeservetobe

happyandthoughtitwasprobablywhymama

wastakenfrom meandmyfatherneglecting

mewasavalidationofthat.Idistancedmyself

from anythingthatcouldpotentiallybeseenas

loveorcare.IfiguredthatifIkeepmydistance

from it,Iwouldn’tgiveitspaceforitor

someonetoloveme,toonlybetakenaway

from meatsomepoint.Iexcludedmyselffrom

anycommitment,friends,relationship,pets.I

didn’twanttobepartofitandthatmademe

buildawallagainstlifeitself.Nowtenyears

laterIfindmyselfbeingcaredforandlovedbya

manthatknowsallofmyflawsbutchoosesto

bewithmeanyways.HegivesmemorethanI

feelIgivehim,yethewantstobewithme.and



honestly,Iwanttobewithhim too,Icannotsee

myselfspendadaywithoutthisman.

EverythingIhavedoneorthoughtofincludes

him.Hehasbecomeapartofmylifeandthat

happenedinashortspaceoftimewithouteven

noticing.Ifellinlovewithhim effortlesslyand

unknowingly.Yes,Iam inlovewithhim,andI

wanttoshowhim thatineverythingIdoandin

everywordIsay.Iwanthim toknowthat.

“IloveyouZane,andIwanttocontinueloving

you.Iwanttobewithyoueverydayandinvolve

youineverythingthathappensinmylife.your

lovehasbroughtmethisfar,emotionallyand

spirituallyandIwantmoreofthat.Iwanttofall

deeperinlovewithyou,allofyou.”Isayunable

tostoptearsfrom rollingdownmyeyes.

“ZaneyoulovedmewhenIdidn’tfeelworthy,

andyoulovedallofme,eventheplacesthatI

hated,youloved.AndIcan’tpromiseyouthe

world,I’m newtothis,Idon’tknowwhattodo



orhowtolovebutIwillloveyou,thebestwayI

knowhow,IneedforyoutobepatientandI

wantyoutopromisetoneverleaveme.“Isay

lookinginhiseyes.Hisfacelitupandhugsme

tightly,almostsqueezingthelifeoutofme.

Ouch.Myhead.

“I’m sorrymylove,there’sonethingyoushould

neverconcernyourselfabout,andthat’sme

leavingyou.Icouldneverspendanightwithout

knowingyouareokay.Youareenoughforme,

youaremorethanIcouldeverneed.Iloveyou

justthewayyouare.We’reinthistogether.”

Helooksseriousandleansforwardandkisses

meonthelips.WeengagepassionatelyandI

wrapmyarmsaroundhisbodyashepushes

himselfclosertome.Hisarm iscautiously

restedaroundmyneckcreatingasaferestfor

myhead,hisotherarm rubsagainstmyhips

andmybutt.Mymindimmediatelygoestothe

momentwesharedinhisplacebeforethe



incident.Thescentofthepotpourricandle,the

softballadsofthemusicandthewarmthofhis

bodyalloverme.Takemebackplease.Ireach

tounbucklehisbeltandIhearthedooropen.

We’rebothstartledandjumptoseewhoitis.

Myfamilywalksin,everyone’seyesarewide

openandmyThamiclapshishandsina

dramaticmanner.Zanequicklyjumpsoffme

andstandsnexttothebedfixinghisbelt.My

fatherlooksfuriousandmygrandmotherhasa

confusinglookofshockanddisappointment.

Aunt’Kholekaisholdinginherlaughsobadbut

hershouldersaregivingitallaway.CanIdie

now,please.

Thedoctorfollowsbehindthem feelingthe

tensionofawkwardnessintheroom.

“Oohkay,let’sseehowyou’redoing?How’s

yourhead?”shewalkspasseveryoneand

standsoverme.

“Itstillhurtsalittle,butIthinkI’m fine.”I



respond.

“Ofcourseitwouldhurt,you’reheremakingout

whileyoushouldberesting”Myfathersays

lookingatZane.Helooksembarrassed,sodoI.

“Noshoutingsir,weneedtocleartheroom for

hertorestalittlemore.We’llkeepyouone

morenightjusttoobserveyourcondition,the

testcameoutfine,Ithinkyouneedtoseea

therapistortalktosomeoneaboutthingsyou

feel.Noamountofmedicationcanhelpwith

whatyou’retroubledwithinyourmind”She

saysassheinsertsaninjectioninmydrip.Ican

feelthemedicationpinchthrough.

“Wellyouheardthedoctor,out.”Hesays

lookingatZane.Hedoesn’thavetobethisrude

though,seriously.

“Dadno,I’m fine.”Isay.I’m startingtofeeldizzy.

Whateversheputinhereisworking,fast.

“He’stheoneridingyouwithyourinjuredhead.



Heneedstoleave.”Hesays.

Aunt’KholekaandThamiburstsintolaughter,so

loudthatmyheadstartsaching.IlookatZane

andhisheadisfacingdown,Igrabhishandand

nod.MyeyesareweighinghardonmeandI

can’tkeepthem open.HekissesitbackandI’m

out.

……………………………………………….

I’m beingreleasedtodayandI’m waitingonthe

nursestocomeremovethedripsoIcan

changetomyclothes.I’vehadbreakfastand

mymorningmedication,thedoctoralsogave

meafewpsychologistrecommendationswho

dosessionsinthecomfortofyourhome.She

alsoinstructedthatIreducetheamountof

alcoholIconsume.Ionlydrinkwine

occasionallyandlastIcheck,redwineisgood

foryourhealth.Thenursearrivesandhelpsme

getready.ShehandsmemyGuccitravelbag

andIputonmyclothes,it’sgoodtoseethatmy



overpackingcametogooduse.

Thefamilywalksinwiththedoctor.They’reall

smilingandexcitedthatI’m cominghome.

“You’regoodtogo,everythingissorted.Use

thosecontactsIgaveyouandrememberwhatI

toldyou,takeiteasyokay.Getasmuchrestas

possible”Thedoctorsaysassheclearsmy

chart.

“Thanksforeverythingdoctor.SowheredoI

settlethebill?”myfatherasks.

“Don’tworry,it’salreadybeenpaidforsir.”She

saysandwavesgoodbyeandleaves.My

fatherslooksmortified,hisfaceisa

combinationofangerandthatofsomeonewho

feelsdisrespected.IknowZanemust’vepaid

forit.Ihaven’tseenhim thismorning.Maybehe

left,hisparentsareprobablybackfrom their

weekendtrip.

“Isthiseverything?”Makhuluaskscarryingmy



travelbag.Inodandweallmakeourwayoutof

theroom andheadforthefoyer.It’sabusy

morningatthehospital,thefoyerisfull.Atthe

cornerofmyeyeIspotZanepassedoutonthe

sofa.Istopandwalktowardshim.Ithoughthe

wasgone.Ipokehim withmyfinger.Andhe

jumpsupandsmileswhenheseeme.

“I’m leaving,wecangonow.Howlonghaveyou

beenhere?”Iask

“Imust’vefallenasleepafterIleftyourroom

lastnight.”heresponds,stretchinghisarms

andputtingonhisjacket.Heslepthereallnight?

“Didyougohomeatall?”Iask

“No,Icouldn’tleaveyouheremylove”hesays

strokingmychin.“Comelet’sgo”,hesays

reachingouthishandformine.Webothwalk

towardsthedoor.

Icannotbelievehe’sbeenheretheentire

weekend,waitingformetogetbetter.Khumba



isnotfarfrom here,ifmyfamilycouldgorest

andcomeback,hecould’veaswell,buthe

chosetostayanyways.Hecares,hereallydoes

andthatmakesmewarm ontheinside.

Whenweleavethehospitalmyfamilyis

standingnexttomyfatherscarandZaneis

parkednexttomyfather.Everyoneislookingat

me.WhatshouldIdonow?gowithZaneormy

family.Iwanttogowithmymanbuttheway

myfatherislookingatme,Ican’triskputting

Zane’slifeindanger.Hewhispersinmyear.

“Gowithyourfamilybaby,I’llcallyouwhenIget

toKhumba”hekissesmycheekandwalksto

hiscar.Hewavestomyfamilyandonly

Makhulu,ThamiandAunt’Kholekawaveback,

myfathergiveshim ablankstare.Idon’tlike

howhe’streatingmyman.Iwalktowardsthem,

getinthecarandwealldriveoff.There’s

silenceinthecar.

“Sohowlonghasthisthingbeengoingon?”he



asks.It’snotathing.It’sarelationship.

“Overamonthnow.”Irespond

“Overamonth?”IhearMakhuluscream with

shockattheback,Itrytoturnbutmyhead

hurts.

“Howdoyoumeet?Whenandwhere?Haveyou

methisfamily?”Makhuluasks.Icanhear

Thami’syhoyho.What’swiththequestions

now?

“Wejogtogethersometimes,wetalkonthe

phone,andIonlymethisbrothersandtheir

maid.”Thesequestionsarestartingtoirritate

me.Whythesuddeninterestinthedetailsof

myrelationship.They’restartingtoannoyme.

“Ithinksit’smovingtoofast,whateveritis

that’shappening,I’tsmovingtoofast.”My

fatherresponds.Heneedstotakeastepback

beforehecanstartdictatingmylife.Ifit’s

wasn’tforhisnegligencecausingmy



insecurities,I’dhaveprobablymarriedZaneby

now.

“We’restillgettingtoknoweachother,nothing

more.Weenjoyeachotherscompany,that’sall.

AndI’dappreciateitifeveryoneleavesus

alone.”I’m angryandmyheadstartshurting.I

flinchandrestit.myfathernoticesanddrops

mychairbackwards.

“RestHlehle,youarenotcompletelywell”he

says.VrrrVrrr,it’satextmessage.Ireachfor

myphone

*areyoustillfine?*Zane,Ican’ttellhim about

myinterrogationsession,he’dpanicandwant

totakemefrom myfather.

*I’m fine,justmissingyou*me

*Restmylove,I’llseeyousoon,Iloveyou*Zane

*SeeyousoonandIloveyoutoo*me.

I’m smiling,insertmyearphonesandplaythe



playlisthemadeforme.It’samixofJazz

instrumentals.It’sallIlistentolately.Iclosemy

eyesandsleepwithasmileonmyface.Ican

feeltheweightofmyfather’seyes.Hewillneed

togetusedtothenewme,thehappierandthe

inloveme.That’swhoI’vebecomeandI’m not

goingtoapologizeforit.Theyneedtogetused

tothefactthatZanemakesmehappy.

Ifindmyselfathome,inbed,tuckedinwithmy

clotheson.Idon’tknowwhenwegothereor

howIgottobed,it’salreadydarkoutside.I

checkmyphone,it’spast8pm.Iwasreallyout.

Igetupslowlytochangetomypajamasand

mybandageisloose.Myclothessmelllike

medicine.Ineedabath.Iwalkoutoftheroom

tofetchthevaskomu.It’sdark,seemslike

everyonehadanearlynight.I’m hungrytoo.I

walktothefridge,there’sfruitandyogurt,Igrab

thatandmywarm waterandheadbacktomy

room.



Icarefullytakeoffmybandageanduntiemy

afrolettingflowallovermyface.It’samess.I

bathandchangeintofreshpajamas.Iheara

knock.It’scomingfrom mywindow.It’sdark

andI’m scared.Islowlywalktowardsthe

windowandlistencarefullyforthenextknock.

“Buhle,it’sme”thatcan’tbe.Whatishedoing

hereatthistimeandwhydidn’thecallmefirst.

I’m confused.Iopenthewindowandhejumps

in.he’seyesareredandheispacingupand

downtheroom withhisfistsclenchedlikehe

wantstopunchsomeone.Iwanttogetcloser

butI’m scared.I’veneverseenhim likethis.I’ve

neverseenhim thisangry.

“What’sgoingon?”Itrytowhisper.Idon’twant

towakeMakhulu,she’lllosehermindifhesaw

Zanehere.AndIwouldn’thaveanyexplanation

forthis.He’sstillangry,punchingonehandwith

another.Istepback.He’sscaringme.

“Zanecalm done,talktome?whathappened?”



I’m tryingtocalm him down.Hefinallycatches

hisbreathandstandsagainstthewall.He’s

calmernow.

“IhateitwhenpeopletrytocontrolwhatIdo

andwhoIdoitwith,IknowI’llsoonbetheKing

ofKhumbabutIhateitwhenpeopleseemeas

aPrincewhohasnootherlifebesidesmy

duties”he’sbitinghisteeth.I’m stillconfused

butatleasthistalking

“Tellmewhathappenedmylove”Isaystanding

infrontofhim.Helooksmeintheeye.They’re

stillredandheavy.He’sreallyhurtmorethanhe

isangry.

“AllmylifeI’vebeentoldaboutbeingthenext

KingofKhumba,I’veneverhadtolivenormally

likeotherchildren,Ineverhadtoexperience

childlikethingsbecauseofthat.Iwasforcedto

notcontinuewithvarsityafterpassingmatric

becauseIhadtostarttrainingformyrole,I

neverhadtimetohangoutwithfriends



becauseIwastoldtheydonotrepresentmy

statuswell.Iwasonlyachild,whatstatuscould

Ipossiblyhavebythen.Theydon’tknowme

andhonestly,Idon’tthinktheycare,allthey

careaboutisthatstupidthrone.Idon’teven

wanttobeKing.Ithastotallyalienatedmefrom

myownlife,from thethingsIloveandtruly

mattertome.Ittookawaymytrueidentity.I

hateit.“he’sangryagain,hisfaceishardand

heisrubbingishandsagainsteachother.He

needstolowerhisvoice.IthinkIknowwhat

thisisaboutbutIneedhim totellme,heneeds

toletitout.Ipullhim closerandwesitonthe

bed.

“Tellmewhathappened”Ibrushhishand.he’s

facedropswhenhehearsmyvoice.

“It’smymother,shewastoldthatI’vebeenin

hospitalwithyouallweekend.She’sangryat

me,shecalledmeallweekendandIdidn’t

answer.ShesaysKingsdon’tsleepinhospital



foyerswaitingon…”Hepausesandthen

continues”shealwaysdoesthat,makemefeel

likeI’m somerobotwhohastodoeverythingby

thebook,likeeverymoveImakehastobedone

thewayaKingwould,that’snotme.I’vedone

thatallmylifeandI’m tiredofit,it’sdepressing.

I’m done.I’m donewiththethrone.Mydadcan

keepitforever.Idon’twantit.”hesaysfuriously.

Itakeittheargumentdidn’tendwherehetold

mebutIwillnotaskfurther,hemightexplode.

Hehadanargumentwithhismotherandhe

camehere,tome.I’m officiallyagirlfriend.I

wanttocomforthim withwordsbutinhis

condition,I’dbewastingmytime.Ipullhim

closerandwebothlaydown.Iresthisheadon

mychestandputmylegoverhim,hehugsme

tighterasheexhalesandlet’soutacry.He

reallyneedstokeepitdownthough.Ipullhim

closertocoverhismouth.He’scrying

uncontrollablyandallIcandoisrockhim and



placekissesonhishead.IwishIcoulddomore.

Whatkindofmotherdoesthattotheirownson,

deprivehim oftheonethinghewants,life.He

canstillbeKingandhavehisownpersonallife

otherthanthatofthethrone.I’vealways

wonderedwhyhedidn’ttalkaboutfriendsand

whyheseemedlikealoner,walkingaroundwith

oldHlubimen.It’ssuchashame,thataman

withsuchagreatpersonalityhasbeen

restrictedfrom exploringlifeandexperiencing

things,allbecauseofathrone.

“Youneedtofightforyourself,standupfor

yourself,notonlyforyoubutforKhumba,

peopleherelikeandadoreyouasyouare,you

don’thavetochangeordoanythingdifferently,

youhavewonthem withyourkindnessandyour

humbleness.Theyknowwhoyoureallyareand

theyknowyouarenothinglikeyourfamily,they

loveyoulikethat.Theyneedyoutofightfor

yourself.Theyneedtoseetheycantrustyouto



standforthetruth,yourtruth.”Isay,rubbinghis

back.

Hiscryinghasstoppedandhelooksinmyeyes.

Hepullshimselfupandclosetomyface.he

looksatmeandsmiles.Iknowthissmile.”Ilike

yourhairlikethis”hesays.Hejustwhetfrom

theincrediblehulktoMrsexyeyesinasplit

second.Herubsmyfaceandmovesmyhair

from it,pushingitbackwards,Ileanforwardfor

akiss.Hislipsarewarm asusual.Ipullhim

closerandplacehishandsovermybreasts.I

knowshowtoturnhim oninseconds.Ipush

myselfclosertohim andclimboverhim.

“Buhle,no!someonemightwalkin.Your

grandmotherwouldkillme”hesays.

Ikisshim tokeephim quietandplacehis

handsallovermybutt.Ilowerhistracksuit

pants,hiserectionishardasIfillmyhandwith

ittoinsertitinme.Hehaslosttotalcontrol.



IhearadooropenandIpanic,Ijumpoffthe

bedandheliftshistracksuitpants.We’reboth

pacingaroundtheroom,Ihearfootsteps

gettingcloser.Ipushhim insidemywardrobe

andlockit.Someoneimmediatelywalksin,it’s

myfather.Myeyesareredandmytemperature

ishigh,myfaceispinkandfullofguilt.

“Hey,what’swrong?Areyouokay?”helooks

worriedthemomentheseesmyface.

“It’sthemedication,IthinkI’m reactingbadlyto

itbutthedoctorsaiditsnormal.”Ineedatrophy

forlying.Ican’tmoveawayfrom thiswardrobe

door,Icant.

“Okay,IsawyourlightwasonIcametocheck

uponyou.”Hesays.Searchingaroundthe

room withhiseyes.Whyishesonosey.

“Im fine,Iwastakingabathandalsohad

somethinglighttoeatsoIcouldtakemymeds”

Isaywithmybackagainstthewardrobe.He



looksconfusedbuthedoesn’tsayanything.

“IreallywantustoworkthingsoutHlehle,I’ve

realizedthatImissedoutonalotofthings,ten

yearsisaverylongtime.Yourgrannyalsotold

meaboutyourresults.I’m proudofyoubaby

girl.Mamaisalsoproudofyou.”Hesays.Iwish

Icouldgohughim butmysituationsdoesn’t

allowme.Ican’tmove.Icanhearhim takedeep

breathsinsidethewardrobe,he’sprobably

suffocating.

“Thanksdaddy,Iappreciateit.Wewillwork

thingsout,wecouldstartbygoingtothe

psychologisttogetherforsomeofmy

sessions.”Isuggests.He’ssmiling

“I’dlikethat,sowhatareyourplansnow?will

youmovebacktoEdernvillewithmetomorrow?

“heasks.Ihearabangingnoisecomingfrom

thewardrobe.Ishetryingtogethimselfkilled?I

leanharderagainstitandfoldmyarms.



“uhm I’lldecideaftergraduationdaddy,Ikinda

likeithere.”Isay.heraisesoneyebrow

“DoesthishavetodowithaparticularPrince?

Im sorryaboutearlier,Ishouldn’thavemadea

bigdealofit,it’sjustthatIrealizedhowold

you’vegrownandthatImissedoutonallofit.

hejustneedstoprotectyou,especiallyfrom his

family,they’renotthenicestpeople.”Hesays.

There’sthatbangingnoiseagain.Ineedtoget

him outhere,whatifhe’sdying.Ifakeayawn

andstretchoutmyarms.

“I’m tired,thismedicationisalsoweighingme

out,we’lltalktomorrowbeforeyouleavedaddy.

Goodnight”,Iescorthim outoftheroom before

heresponds.Ishutthedoorandhearhim

respond.“Goodnight,Hlehle.”Ihearhim walk

downthepassageandoutofthefrontdoor,I

peakthroughthewindowandheentershishut

outside.He’sgone.

IrunforthewardrobeandIopenit,herushes



outtryingtocatchsomeair.”Areyoutryingto

killme?”

He’sstillhornyandtopless.Helookssexywith

allthatsweatdrippingoverhim.Igivehim the

look,Iwanthim.

“No,nothappening,Ineedtogetoutofhere.”

hesays.

Idropmypajamapantsandwalktowardshim,

hemovesbackandItakeoffmytop,I’m

standinginfrontofhim,nakedandhorny.He

liftsmeandwe’reallovereachother.

Tenminuteslaterhedressesandjumpsoutof

mywindow,Iwatchhim runandjumpoverthe

wall.Hiscardrivesoffleavingdustallover.I

cleartheroom andgetintobed.I’m allsmiles

andmystomachisfilledwithbutterflies.What

agoodwaytoendadreadfulweekend.Icould

livelikethis,everyday.ButIneedajob,Ineedto

startlooking.
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Myfatherleftintheearlyhoursofthemorning,

we’veagreedthathe’dcomethissideatleast

oneweekendamonthtovisitandtoalsotake

partinmytherapysessions.Heseemedhappy

whenheleft,hewassmilingandheseemed

lighter,likehehassomethingtakenoffhis

shoulders.Heofferedtohavemycardelivered

thisweekbutItoldhim nottobother,theroads

herewillruinmycarandbesides,Ihavemyown

personaldriver.Hedidn’tlikethatpartatall.He

saysthatZaneneedstoknowhisplace,Ithink

heisstillangryathim forpayingmyhospitalbill.

IgetwhyhewouldbemadbutZanewasjust



tryingtohelp,that’swhathealwaysdoes,helps

out,itbringshim joytoknowthathehashelped

someone.Hegivestoothersmorethanhe

receives,hisgenerositynevertiresandhedoes

itwillingly.Iwishhecouldreceiveallthathe

gives.IwishIcouldgivehim that.That’swhatI

willdo,that’swhereIwillstart,Ihavebeen

battlinginmymindastohowIwillshowhim

thatIlovehim,IthinkIknow.Iwanthim tofeel

specialandcaredfor.Iwanttobethatperson

thatgiveshim whatheneedsexactlywhenhe

needsit.Iwanttolovehim thewayhelovesme

andthosearoundhim,hedeservesit.

Aftermymorningjog,Idecidetocomplete

someofmypaintings,theoneItookofthepark

inEdernville,ourpicnicspotandthewaterfall

viewweoccasionallyvisit.I’vebeenkeeping

myselfbusywiththecraftandphotographyof

thepeopleinKhumba.Icreatedawebsite

whereIshareallmypicturesandpainting,each



withashortessayofthepost.Atfirstitwas

justaboutstoringthememoriesuntilIsawthe

numberofwebvisitsincreaseweekly.Itcaught

mebysurprise.It’saudienceisgrowingbigger

andpeopleareaskingabouttheplace,it’s

insane.Ineedtodomoreresearchonthison

howtoturnitintoacareer.IthinkI’vefoundmy

job.

…………………………………

“HelloBuhle,it’sThandi,Istoleyournumber

from Zanemvula”she’swhispering.

“Goodday,Thandi,whyareyouwhispering?”I

ask.She’squietforafewsecondsbutIcan

hearherbreathing.

“Okay,Icantalknow,howareyou?Iwas

worriedwhenZanemvulacarriedyououton

Friday.”she’stalkingnormally,shesawme?

“I’m finethanks,myheadhasalsohealed.I’m



better.”Ihaveafeelingthisisnotasocialcall,

canshegettothepoint,theanxietyiskillingme.

“Wellthat’sgoodtohearmygirl,Icalledtolet

youknowaboutZanemvula’sbirthdaylaterthis

week,heneverdoesanythingbutIalwaystryto

makeitspecialforhim eventhoughheinsists

onnothingbig.Iwaswonderingifyouwould

liketobepartoftheplanning,he’dreally

appreciatethat”shesays.

Ididn’tknowitwashisbirthdayandIknowhis

humbleselfwouldn’tmentionit.Thisismy

chancetospoilhim,Iknowhedoesn’tlike

expensiveandflashythings,it’sgoingtobe

hard,butI’m in.

“Thatwouldbenice,Ididn’tknow.Whatdidyou

haveinmind?”Irespond.

“Honestly,Ihavenoidea.Ialwaysmakehim

cheesecakebuti'm surehe’stiredofitbynow.I

washopingyou’dhavesomethinginmind.”she



can’tdroptheballonmelikethat,she’sbeen

withhim halfhislife,heknowshim better.

“Well,letmethinkaboutitthenI’llgetbackto

youbeforetheendoftheday,butwhatIknow

forsure,hewouldn’twantanythingbigand

extravagant.”Isay,shelaughs

“Definitely,he’dwalkoutandleaveustoenjoy

“our”party”webothlaughatthethoughtofthat.

Ineedtothinkofsomething,fast.

“I’llbewaitingforyourcall,bye”shesaysand

hangsup.NowIhavethisresponsibilityof

planningasurprisebirthdayformyman.Aman

thatdoesn’tnecessarilydowellwithreceiving.

Ahumblemanthatdoesn’tlikeextravagant

things,Idon’tknowhowIwilldothisbutIhave

to.Ilovehim andIhavetoshowhim.Letme

callhim.

“Hellomylove”hesoundsexcited.Icanfeel

him smiling.



“Hellobaby”Igreethim back,Somethingabout

hisvoicethatmakesmystomachdance.

“How’smybabydoing?Didyourprincehealyou

lastnight?”he’snaughty,remindingmeofour

risquéquickie.Ikeephavingflashesofimages

ofhim poundingmeagainstthewallwithhis

handovermymouth.Icanbeloud..

“Forlastnight?healed.ButIwokeupwithsome

otherpaininmyhead”I’m teasing.Helaughs

outloud.Ireallycan’tgetenoughofhistouch.

“You’repushingitbutI’m sureIcanwork

somethingoutforyoumylove”hesays.Iknow

hewouldjumpattheopportunitytobenaked

withmeoveranything.

“Whatareyoudoingtoday?”Iask,he’ssilenta

bitthenheresponds

“Checkingthenewstockthatarrivedthis

weekendattherestaurant,nooneseemstodo

anythingwhenI’m notaround,it’sstillpiledup



atthedoor,forthecustomerstosee,imagine.”

Hetakeshisjobseriously.Hedoesn’tlikebeing

absentatwork.Hetookhisfirstleaveeverthe

lasttimewehadanalldaydatebytheriver.

“Why?Doyouwantmetotakeyousomewhere,

Icantakeadayoff”hesays.

“Oryoucouldborrowmeyourcar,Ineedtoget

afewthingsintownandI’dhatetodisturbyou

from work,you’vebeenawaytoolongbecause

ofme”Isay,crossingmyfingers.

“Youcandrive?”hesoundssurprised.

“Ofcause,Ihaveacar,,butit’snotconvenient

fortheroadsofKhumba,theywouldbreakmy

babyapart”Isay,

“IthoughtIwasyourbaby?”heseemsserious,

thenhelaughs.He’steasing,okay.

“Youare,myoneandonly.Nowbacktothe

issueathand”he’stryingtoavoidthesubject

ofgivingmehiscar.I’m agooddriver,heneeds



totrustthat.IfIcandriveinthecityIcan

certainlydriveinKhumba.

“Okay…”hesays,Ididn’tevenlethim finish,I

am jumpingforjoy.

“Yes,butZaziwilltakeyou,youcan’tdrivealone

afteryourepisodethisweekend.Ineedto

knowsomeonereliableiswithyou.He’lldrive

youwhereveryouwant.”hesays.AndI

suddenlyfeeldisappointed.Ireallywantedto

dothisonmyown,Ican’thavealotofpeople

knowwhatI’m planning,especiallyhisbrother.

Ugh.

“IjustwantyoutobesafeBuhle,I’llletyoudrive

someothertime”hesays,hehasnoideahow

hejustmadeallofthisdifficult.IguessI’llhave

toworkwithwhatIhave.

“Iunderstand,itsfine”myenergyjustwent

from ahundredtooneinafewminutes.He

sensesmydisappointment.



“I’lltakethedayoffandtakeyoumyselfifyou

want.”hesuggests.He’snothelping,he’s

makingthingsworse.

“Noit’sfine,youwork,Zazicantakeme.”Isay.

“Okay,I’lltellhim topickyouupintwohours

time.Iloveyou”hesoundsrelived.

“That’sfine,Iloveyou“Isay,withasighof

relief,atleasthe’snottakingme,I’m sureIcan

getZazitoshutupforafewdays.Hemight

alsobeofgreathelpinhelpingmechooseagift

forhisbrother.Letmegetready.Twohoursis

notenoughforsomeonewhohasn’teven

bathed.

………………………………………………..

Imadeupastoryaboutgettingprescribed

medicationfrom thechemisttomy

grandmotherwhodidn’tbuythestorythe

momentshesawZane’scarparkedoutsidethe

gate.Thedrivetotownislongerthanusual



becausebrotherherehasbeenquietalltheway.

He’sdressedprettywellforhisage.Zanesaid

he’s18.Helooksandcarrieshimselfina

maturemanner.Eventhewayhespeaks,he

takeshimselfseriouslyforhisage.Helooks

likeZanebuthe’snottallasZaneandZinzi.

“So..wheredoyouattendschool?”thesilence

isannoyingplusIneedtofishsome

informationabouthisbrother.SoImightas

wellstartsomewhere.

“RichmondBoysCollege,it’saprivateschool

closetoEdernville”heresponds.Ineedmore.

“Whatgradeareyoudoing?”Iask,helooksat

melikeIshouldalreadyknow,he’scheeky.

“Ifinishedwritingmygrade12examslast

month.”Heresponds.Ohwow,

“Anyplansfornextyear?”Iask,heexhalesas

thoughI’m annoyinghim.Ineedanswers,Iwant

toknowmoreabouttheirfamily.



“Ihaven’tdecidedyet,maybeI’lltakeagapyear

andtravelEurope.”Hesaysraisingone

eyebrow,hedoesn’tseem tocare.

“Don’tyouwanttostudyfurther?”Iask,ifhe

wasn’tscaredofhisbrotherhewould’vetold

metoshutthefuckup,hisfaceiscoveredwith

annoyance.

“Well,thingsaren’tthateasywithus,wehaveto

dothingsbythebook,andtertiaryeducation

isn’tpartofit,servingfortheKingdom is.”thisis

probablywhyZaneneverwenttouniversity.

Thisiswhyhehatestherulebook.

“ButZanecouldbeKingsoatleastyoucango

andstudywhateveryouwanttostudy.What

wouldyoustudyifyouweretogo?”I’m curious

“AtfirstIwantedtobeafashiondesignerbut

nowI’m battlingbetweenthatandfinearts.”My

eyesarewideopen,Ineedtohearmoreofthis.

Hecanseetheenthusiasm onmyface,he



continues.

“IwanttodofineartsoIcansketchandcreate

myownpatternsandprintsandmakefabricto

sellallovertheworldtodifferentdesigners.I

heardwhatyousaidatdinnerthatnight,it

madesense,soIwouldlovetodofineartsbutI

alsowanttodofashiondesignIenjoymaking

clothes”Hesays.I’m smiling.I’m impressed

andshockedatthesametime.He’stalking,

finally.

“Butyoucanstilldothem both,youhavea

greateyeforstyleandyoualreadysayyou

makeclothes,soIwouldadviseyoutostudyfor

theskillyouneedtoimproveorlearnmoreof,

finearts.Youcanevenusethosematerialas

yoursignatureprints,thethingthatsetsyou

apartfrom otherdesigners.LikeFendiandall

otherbigbrands.”Isayandhe’sface

immediatelylightsupwhenImentionedFendi.

“Thatbrandismyinspiration,thepatterns,the



textures,thedesignlayout,everythingabout

Fendiisperfect,onedayIwillsitfrontrowat

theirshow.”He’ssmiling.Thiskidknows

fashionmorethanme,he’ssospecificandyou

canseethepassioninhiseyesashespeaks.

Helovesit.It’sapityhecan’tpursueitthough.

Thisisunfair.Isuddenlyfeelsad.Ilookoverthe

window.I’m gettingemotionaljustthinking

aboutthethingsZanesaidtomelastnight.

“Wheretofirst?”heasks.Ohwe’rehere,it’sa

smalltown,notevenhalfofEdernvillebutit’s

busybecauseallsurroundingvillagesuseit.

There’sonlyonemall,ithastwofloors.Most

shopstheredon’tevenhavenames,they’re

Chinesecellphoneshops,Indiancurtainand

materialshopsandalsothoseNigerianhair

shops.It’snotthatfancy.Ineedtotellhim why

I’m here,hewillknowsoonenough.

“I’m planningabirthdaylunchforyourbrother”I

say,hestretcheshismouthmakingand



impressionofasadfaceandraiseshis

eyesbrows.Helookssurprisedmorethanheis

impressed.

“It’snotgoingtobeanythingbig,Iwanttobook

therestaurantandinvitesomeofhisfriends

andcolleagues,butinsteadofthem buyinghim

gifts,Iwantthem tobuyfoodparcelstodonate

tohisproject.Ohandcheesecakes,lotsofit.

Butfirstlet’sgotothegiftshop”Isayandhe

drivesoff.Helooksimpressed.He’ssmiling.

“He’lllikethat,hedoesn’tlikecelebrating

birthdays,hesaysit’sawasteofmoney.Years

backmymotherboughthim asportcarforhis

18thbirthday,hetookitbackandusedthe

moneytohostafundayfairforthevillagekids.

Therewerejumpingcastles,balloonsandkids

withstickyfingersfrom candyallovertheyard.

Mymom wasfurious.”He’slaughingandIjoin

in.That’sthemanIknowandlove.Iblush.He

looksatmeandcontinuesdrivingintheparking



lot.Weheadinsidethebusymall.

Anhourlaterandwe’redone.

“Ithinkwehaveeverythingweneed,Ijustneed

toletpeopleknowwithouthim suspecting

anything”Isayaswepacktheplasticsinthe

boot.

“I’llhelpyouwithgatheringsomeofhisold

schoolfriends,I’llfindthem onsocialmedia.”

Hesays.Yes,onelessthingtoworryabout.I’ll

handlethecolleagues,wellThamiwill.Now

howwillIanonymouslybooktherestaurant?

He’sthemanagerafterall.NowI’m sweating

justbythinkingaboutit.

“Whatkindofgiftareyougivinghim,I’m

curious.”heasks.

“You’llseewhenIhandittohim,Ihopehe’lllike

it”Isaycrossingmyfingers.

“Youcangivethatguyastick,he’lltreasureitall

hislife,aslongasit’sfrom you.You’vechanged



him.He’shappierandmoreexpressivenow.He

alwayskepttohimselfandmostlyspoketo

Thandi,nowhechatswithusaswell,he’s

laughingandalwaysonthephone.You’ve

broughthim whathe’sbeenneeding.“hesays

andwedriveoff.Icouldblushbuthe’slooking

atmebutmyfacesaysitall,it’sturningpink.

He’slaughingandIenduplaughingtoo.My

phonerings.I’m stilllaughing

“Helloyou”Isay

“Someonesoundshappy,ishetreatingyou

right?”heasks.

“Yes,we’realmostdonenow,we’llgrab

somethingtoeatthem comeback.Youmiss

mealready?”Iask.Ican’tdenythatImisshim

more.Ihaven’tseenhim alldaytoday.

“Ialwaysmissyouwhenyou’renotaround,

maybeIneedtotieyoutomyhipandhaveyou

followmeallthetime,thatwayIcaneasilytap



itwheneverIwant.”Webothlaugh,he’scrazy,I

havealifetoo,whichIneedtofigureoutbefore

heturnsmeintoavillagehousewife.

“We’llbebackbeforeyouknowit,seeyou

soon”Isayandhedropsthephone.

Wegrabquicklunchatacaféandwe’reoffto

thevillageagain.He’sbeenaskingmeabout

thelifeinEdernville,heseemedinterested,it’sa

pittyIcouldn’ttellhim muchbecauseInever

reallyhadalifethere.Tothinkofit,I’m more

socialandactiveherethanIwasinEdernville.

I’m livingmoreandexperiencingmorelifeina

villagethanIdidinthecity,it’shardtobelieve

butthat’smylifeandIwouldn’thaveitany

otherway.

Innotimewe’reinthevillage,Isuggestedwe

firstdropeverythingatmyhomethencome

meetZaneatthelodge.Makhuluwasconfused

whenIenteredwithbigbagsofplastic,shewas

expectingsmallpacksofmedication.Ididn’t



botherexplaining.Ijustoffloadedeverything

andputthem inmyroom andimmediatelyleft.

He’swaitingforusoutsidewhenZazipullsover.

Hehugsandkissesme,thenZazithrowshim

thekeysandheadstotheLodge.Imissedhis

touch,myeyesaregluedtohis,he’ssmiling

andkeepsstrokingmywig.He’snevergentle

withthem.Hehasknockeditoffafewtimes.

Helikesmyafrobetter,heneversaiditbutIcan

seehowhisfacelightsupwhenI’m notwearing

wigsandmyafroisallovermyface.Onlyifhe

knewthestrugglethatcomeswithmaintaining

it.

“CanyouwearyourhairoutonFriday,please”I

pullmyselfawayfrom him,heseesI’m

uncomfortable.

“Nobaby,youlookbeautifulinyourwigs,Ijust

likeyournaturalhairmore,especiallywhenit

hangsoveryourface.Pleasedon’ttakethisthe

wrongway”hetriestoexplain.Doeshethink



hairjustdecidestobehappyandcooperate?

Myhairhasamindofitsown,itneverdoes

whatIwantitto.Ican’tpromiseanything.

“Ihaveverystubbornhair,I’llhavetotalktoit

overnightfirst,soIcan’tpromiseanything.”I

sayandhepullsmecloserbymywaistwitha

smile.

“OrIcouldtalktoitmyselflater”hecan’tbe

serious,Iwanttolaugh.

“Itdoesn’tlistentostrangers”Isay

“Ouch,thathurt.Iam astrangernow.eh”he

saysticklingmeandpullingmecloser.Iscream

outuncontrollably.I’m laughingreallyhard,my

eyesarecompletelyshutashecontinuesto

tickleme.

“Stop,stop,ok,you’renotastrangerthen,you

cantalktoittoo.”Isayandhestops.WhenI

openmyeyestheentirelodgestaffisstanding

attheentrywaylookingatus,I’m embarrassed.



Somearesmiling,somelookdisappointed.I

wanttoburymyselfunderthegroundnow.Why

aretheysonosy.Zaziwalksoutandshouts.

“Getaroom guys,we’retoyoungtoseesuch

things”hesaysashewalksoutoftheyard.

Thestaffisstillstandingthere,IcanseeThami,

hewinksatmeandorderseveryonetogoback

towork.He’ssuchacontrolfreak.Which

remindsmeIhavetoaskhim afavor.

“IneedtoseeThamiquickly”Isaytohim ashe

answershisphonewhilehesignalsanokay

sign.Iwalktotherestaurantandleavehim on

thephone.

“Mylovelydarlingcousin,youknowIloveyou

right?”Ineedhim inagoodmoodforthis.He’s

suspicious

“Whatdoyouwant?”hegetstothepoint.

“IneedyoutobooktherestaurantforFriday

withoutZaneknowing,I’llalsoneedtoinvitethe



stafftoalunchevent,theymustbringfood

parcelsoranykindofdonation.AndIneeditto

beasurpriseforZane.Sohecan’tknowor

suspectanything.”

“Mightaswellaskmetodragdownthesun

withmybarehands.That’salotMzala,that

manishandsonineverything,he’llnotice.

Unlesshetakesthedayoffthatday,andonly

youhavethepowertomakehim dothat.”He

suggests.That’strue.Sothen,I’llhavetomake

him takeadayoff,withoutsuspectinganything.

It’sgoingtobehardbutIhavetodoit.

“I’lldoit,I’llputyouinchargeofthestaffand

theirdonations.Thankscuzzy”Isayandkiss

hischeekandrunoutside.

He’sstandingnexttothecar,indeepthought,

helooksworriedaboutsomething.

“Areyouokaymylove?”Iaskwavingacrosshis

facetogethisattention.Hesnapsoutofhis



thoughtandhugsmetightly.Somethingisnot

rightandI’m beginningtoworry.

”Talktomebaby”Isaylookinginhiseyes.

“NothingIdoiseverenough,”heexhalesand

hisfacedrops.Ifeltthat,ithitmeintheheart.I

knowexactlyhowhe’sfeelingrightnow.

“Letmehelpyou,tellme,we’llfindthesolution

together,I’llhelpyoucarrythisburden”Isay

holdinghisfacetolookatme.

“Thelodgeisnotdoingwellfinancially,the

financialadvisorjustcalled,hesaysweneedto

reducethenumberofstaff.Ican’tfirethese

people,thisistheirlife,it’stheironlyhope.I

can’ttakethatawayfrom them.I’m failingthe

peoplethatcountonmetosavethem.”he’s

becomingemotional.

“Listen,I’m surewecanfindotherwaysof

improvingthebusinessinthisplace,weneedto

gobacktothedrawingboardandfindwaysof



bringingmorepeopleinthelodgethatwayyou

wonthavetofireanyone.Iknowhowmuchthis

meanstoyou.We’llfixittogether.Iwillhelpyou.

You’renolongeralone.I’m herenow,youcan

countonme.”Isayandhelooksrelieved,like

I’vegivenhim somehope.Hesmilesandkisses

me

“WhatwouldIbewithoutyou?”hehugsme

tighter.Ineedtohelphim,Ihaveto.WhatcanI

dotoinvitemorepeoplethisside?It’sa

beautifulplacebutnooneknowsaboutitinthe

outsideworld.Mylightbulbjustlit.Yes,it

makessense.

I’m smilingfrom eartoear.Ihughim tigher.I

thinkhe’sbirthdaypresentsjustincreased.I’m

excited.Ineedtostartworkingonitanddoing

asmuchresearchaspossible.He’sstill

confused.Ineedtogonow,Ihavetwodaysto

geteverythingtogether.There’salotofwork

thatneedstobedone,IstillneedtocallThandi,



she’llhelpwiththecateringandthestaffwilldo

thedécor,IalsoneedtocheckonZaziabout

thefriends.Perfect,everythingseemstobe

fallingintoplace.I’m morethanexcited.

“BabyIforgotMakhuluwantedsomehelpat

home,Ineedtogo”Ilie,Ineedtostart

implementingtheplans.

“Okay,let’sgoI’lltakeyou”helooksrather

suspiciousabouttheexcitementinmyface.I

can’thideit.Wegetintothecaranddrive.He’s

holdingmyhandandIkeepkissingitevery

chanceIget.Westayinthecarandchatfora

whileaboutmydaywithZazi,andIfinallyleave.

HedrivesoffandIgotstraighttomyroom.

ItakeoutmyMacbookandstartworking.This

willdefinitelykeepmeupallnight.I’m gladhis

othergiftisreadyorelseI’dbeintroubleright

now.Ican’tbelieveIdidn’tthinkofthisinitially,

it’sperfect.Ihavesomanyemailstosendand

somanycallstomake.Gettingfundingfor



thesekindofthingsishard,i'm definitelypulling

somestringsandusingmyfathers'contacts

andinfluencetogetthisright.Ineedtofocus,I

needtogetthisright,there’snogreatergift

thanthis,hedeservesit.IdeasareflowingasI

go,everythingisfallingintoplace,i’m excited.

I’vebeenworkingonthisprojectalldayandI

realizeit’sdarkoutside.Itakeabreakandhead

tothediningroom tohavedinnerwitheveryone.

Mymindisinmyroom rightnow,Ican’tstop

thinkingaboutit.Everyonenoticesmy

distractedbehaviorbutnoonecommentsonit.

Iclearthetableandwashthedishes.That’smy

choreandeveryonealreadyknows,itgivesme

timetoclearmymindandthinkproperly.I’m

donebeforeIknowit.Iexcusemyselfand

continuewithmywork.Afewhourslater,I

realizethatImusthavelosttrackoftimeand

mycellphonebatteryhasdied.It’sdarkandI

passedoutwiththelaptopscreenwatchingme.



IinsertitinthechargerandIhaveseveral

messagesfrom Zane

*Hey,youleftyourdoekatmyplace,Ijust

foundit.Wanttocomefetchit?*

*Whyareyouquiet?Areyouokaybaby?Imiss

you*

*Yourphoneisoff,shouldIbeworried*

*Babyno,Ican’tsleepnotknowingyou’refine,

callme*

Ihavetocallhim.

“Buhleareyoufine,Iwasabouttodriveover

there,whathappened?”he’snotgivingmea

chancetospeak.

“Relax,I’m finebaby,myphonediedandIdidn’t

seeit.I’vebeenbusywithMakhulu.I'm finemy

love”Isay.He’smorecalm now,Icanhearhim

takesmalldeepbreathes.Hereallywas

panicking,itwasonlyacoupleofhours.



“Iwasworried,Ithoughtsomethinghappened

toyou.”Hesays.he’soverreactingrightnow

butIwillnotsaythat,itwouldcrushhim.He

doesn’tlikeitwhenisayhecarestoomuchand

thatheworriestoomuch.Hesayshewould

hateforsomethingbadtohappentome.He’s

scaredthatI’llleavehim.Iappreciatethathe

cares,Ireallydobutsometimesitbecomestoo

much.Maybethisiswhatpeopledowhen

they’reinlove,theysuffocateyouwithalltheir

love.I’llgetusedtoit,Iguess.

“I’m finebaby,I’m justtired,today’sbeenafull

dayofactivities.”Isay,Ineedtofinishoffwhat

I’vestartedorelseitwon’tbereadyontime.I

alsoneedtobriefThandionthelunchdetails.

“Okaymylove,rest.Iloveyou”hesays,Ican

feelhissmileontheothersideofthephone.

“Iloveyoutoo”IsaywehangupandIgetback

towork.There’snosleepforthewicked.Ineed

toatleastfinishhalfofittodayandmakethe



otherarrangementstomorrow.Lookingatthe

time,it’saftermidnightandIrealizeIhaveonly

onedaytofinishofftheproposal.IthinkIbit

offmorethanIcouldchew.I’m wayinovermy

headhere.buthiswords”nothingIdoisever

enough”keepringinginmyearsandI

immediatelycontinueworking,Ican’tlethim

down,ImadeapromiseandIintendonkeeping

it,evenifitmeansstayingupallnight.He

deservesthis.

…………………………………
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Insert9

Myeyesarebaggyfrom lackofsleep,myhead

hurtsandmyanxietyisatitshighest,planninga



birthdaylunchformymanhasbeenhectic.I

finishedthebusinessproposal,madecallsand

receivedgoodfeedbackfrom someofmydad’s

contactsintheprivatesector.AllIneedisfor

him toseeit,beonboardsowecouldregister

thebusinessandtakeitfrom there.Surprise

lunchguestsareawareofhowthedaywillgo,

hehadonlytwohighschoolfriends,they’re

coming,thankstoZazi.Thamiorganizedthe

staffandbookedtherestaurantunderafalse

name.Hesuspectedsomethingatfirstwhenhe

calledthenumberanditwasn’tavailablebut

Thamihadtocomeupwithlies,itworked.

Everythingisinplaceandready.Ihadtobeg

him toletmetakehim tobreakfastintownin

themorningsothateveryonecansettleinand

makethefinaltouches.

We’vebeenintownsince7am it’salmost12pm

andhe’sgettingirritatedandthere’snotmuch

onecandointhistown.I’vebeenstealingtime



bygoingineveryshopintown,he’sannoyed.

Wecanonlygobacktothevillageafter1pm.

We’reattheIndianmaterialshop,Itoldhim I

needtofindnicematerialformygraduation

dress,hehasn’tsaidathingsincewearrived,

he’sbeenstandingnexttothedoor.Ifeelbad.

Hedoesn’twanttorushme,hewantsmeto

enjoymytime.Onlyifheknew,I’m hatingevery

momentofthisstrollingaroundbuyingthingsI

won’tuse.NowI’m stuckwitha5m redand

goldmaterial,HelloKittycellphonepouchand

anAloeplant.Thisisridiculous.WhatwillIdo

withallthesethings?

“Canwegonowbaby?”hesays,leaningagainst

thecar.Helooksannoyedandtired.Ifeelbad

forhim.Wehavetowaitanother30minutes

thenwecanleave.Ineedtothinkofsomething

fast.

“Okay,weneedtogotoonemoreplacethen

home,Ipromise.”Hemoanswithannoyance



andrestshisheadonmybreasts.Ihughim and

kisshishead.Onlyifheknew.I’verunoutof

ideas,Idon’tknowwhattodoandI’m done

buyinguselessthingsIhavenointentionson

using.Wedrivetothebookshopandhewaits

formeinthecar,Ineedtocallthesepeople.

“Areyoudone,he’sannoyedandI’m runningout

oflies”Isay

“Ifyouleavenowmakesurehedrivesslow,

we’restillsettingupthedécor”Thami

“What?youhadthewholemorningtodothat”.

Thesepeoplearenotserious.

“Well,it’snotaseasyasitsounds,keephim

busy,useyourpower,woman”hesaysandhe

dropsthephone.Ican’tbelievethey’rethisslow.

AndImightactuallytakehisadviceandtake

thismanoutofhismisery.Iwalkoutofthe

storewithajournaltofindZanesleeping,he’s

thatbored.Ifeelforhim.Imustcommendhis



patientsthough,thismanhasbeenrunningup

anddownthisdustytownwithmewithno

explanation.He’sagoodmanandI’m goingto

rewardhim.

“Baby,wakeup.Wecangohomenow”Isay

shakinghim.Helookspleasedatthenewsof

goinghome.

“Finally”hesaysandwe’reoff.We’relistening

tooneofhisjazzplaylists.Andheonlylistens

toSouthAfricanandAfricanmusic,Itried

gettinghim tolistentoAmericansoul,hedidn’t

likeit.Weleavetownandhe’sdrivingfast,I

needhim toslowdown.Istretchmyhandover

hissideandcaresshisthighs,helooksatme

andsmiles.Iremovemyseatbeltandcontinue

rubinhisziparea.Icanfeelhiserectionform,I

unbucklehisbeltandlowerhiszip.Helooks

confusedandexcitedatthesametime.

“Babe,im driving”hesays.Iignorehim andlean

overtokisshim slowlyonhisneckwhilepulling



itout.Igodownanddrownitinmymouth,he

moans.Icanfeelhim moveslightlyfrom his

seat,Icanfeelthespeedofthecarslowing.

That’smorelikeit.Icontinuemovinginandout,

gentlyandslowly.Hegroanslouder.He’s

brushingmyafrowithonehandashedrives

withtheother.Yes,Iworemyafroouttodayas

herequested,Iaskedaunt’Kholekatohelpme

withit,she’sdoingagoodjobwithAsakhe’s.

Sheusedalotofoils,shesaysIneedto

moisturizeitmore,soIcanstyleiteasily.Itry

topushhim allinsidemymouth,hemoans

louderandexhalesandhiswarm juicy

pleasuresfillmymouth.Iswallowandmove

backtomyseat.Hekeepstiltinghisheadover

andthecarisdrivingat20km/h.Icheckthe

time,its1:30pm.Nowwecangohome.He’s

stillawaywithhismindashetriestofixhis

pants.Hiseyesarehalfopenasthoughhejust

wokeup.He’ssmiling.



“Happybirthday”Isay.Helookssexywhenhe’s

likethis,eyeshalfopen,bitinghislowerlipand

smiling.Ijustwanttohavehim,hererightnow

butwecan’tbelateforhisbirthdaylunch.He

keepskissingmyhandandstealinglooksatme.

Ifhe’sthishappywithonlyablowjob,Ican

imaginehowhappyhe’llbewiththesurprise

lunch.IsneakatexttoThamistatingour

location.We’reafewminutesawayfrom the

Lodge.

“Thatwasthebestbirthdaypresentever,Thank

youmylove”hefinallyspeaks.Heseemsat

peaceandlessirritantthanhewasafew

minutesagowhenwelefttown,Iguessthat’s

whatoneshoulddo,lethim driveyouallday

whileyoushopandrunerrandsandjustgive

him blowjobsandquickiesinbetween,sounds

fair.He’shappyevensingingalongtothe

instrumentals.IguessIswallowedallthe

tension.Wedrivetowardsthelodgeentrance



andtheyardisempty,Iaskedthem toparktheir

carsattheback.Theconferenceroom

windowsarecovered.

“OhIforgotsomeonebookedthelodgeforthe

wholeday,Ineedtogoandmeetthem andsee

ifthey’rewelltakencareof.”Hereallyloveshis

job.Wewalkoutandgotowardsthe

conferenceroom.He’swalkingnormallybutI

cantellbythelookinhiseyesthere’s

somethinghe’snotsureabout.Theentryhallis

empty,there’snooneinthecorridorsandthe

kitchenisalsoempty.he’sholdingmyhand

tightaswewalkintheconferenceroom.

“SURPRISE!”everyoneshouts.Thelookonhis

faceispriceless,hiseyeballsarecloseto

poppingout,hiseyebrowsareraisedandhis

jawdropped.Helooksaroundtheroom,it’sfull

withpeopleheloves,hisbrothers,Thandi,his

highschoolfriends,hisstaff.Hekeepslooking

atmethenateveryoneelse.He’ssmilingand



laughingaspeoplearewishinghim happy

birthday.Hestillhasn’tletgoofmyhandaswe

makeourwayaroundtheroom togreetpeople.

“Didyouknowaboutthis?”heasksme.I’m just

smilingandraisingmyshoulders.

“Sheplannedit,thisisallherdoing”Thandi

walksbehindus.She’ssmilingandtheyhug.

“HappybirthdayZanemvula”she’sbeautiful,

she’swearinganAnkaradressandamatching

doek.

“Ican’tbelieveyoudidallofthiswithoutme

knowing,shouldIbeworried,thatyoucando

suchthingsbehindmyback”he’ssmilingand

kissingmyforehead

“Youhavenothingtoworryabout,besides,

Thandiistheonethattoldmeaboutyour

birthday,andhelpedwiththeplans.SoIshould

betheoneworriedforkeepingsuchthingsfrom

me”Isay.Hehugsmetighterandspotshis



highschoolfriendsandwalkstowardsthem.

Helookssohappy,hecan’tstopsmiling.

“Youdidgreat,thisishim,everythinghestands

for,everythinghebelievesin.Allofitisinthis

room”Thandi.I’m blushing.

She’sright,Zanedoesn’tcareaboutacrowded

room fullofpeopleflashingmoney,hewants

hissmallgroupofpeoplewhohelovesand

caresfor.Thedonationcornerisfullofclothes,

foodevenbooksandschoolclothes.People

reallywentallout,nowthatIknowhe’lllove

morethananything.

“Ihadtodosomethingthatrepresentedwhohe

isandhe’snotadifficultmantoread.”Isay

smilingbackather

“I’veneverseenhim thishappy,notjusttoday

buttheentiremonth,he’slaughinglouder,he’s

evenmorededicatedtohisprojectsandis

moreexpressivewithhiswilltogivetothose



aroundhim,you’vebroughtoutthegreatman

hetrulyis.”Shesays

“Hehasdonethesametometoo,I’m a

completelydifferentpersonthanIwaswhenI

gothereamonthagoandIknowhe’sagreat

influenceofthatchange,Iappreciatehim more

thananything”Isayandlookathisdirectionto

findhim lookingatus,he’ssmilingandwinksat

me.

Someoneplaysthemusicandthedancing

begins.

“Shouldweservenoworafterthepresents?”

Thandiasks.

“Ithinkafterthepresents,peoplegetrowdy

whentheyeat,servethesnacksanddrinkfor

now”Isayandwalktowardsthepeople.

PeoplearewatchingeverymoveImake,most

ofthem haven’tseenmethiscloseandinteract

withanyone.I’vebeenthetalkofthevillage



solelybecauseofmyrelationshipwithZane,

somesayI’m initforthemoneyotherssayI’ve

usedaloveportion.

Thedayisbeautifulandhotasusual,I’m

wearinganofftheshouldercroptopandwide

legpants,it’sablacktwopiece.I’ve

accessorizedwithmycolorfulbeadedjewelery

set.IownfivesetsnowandIstillpayhermore

thanwhatshecharges.Mytattooisshowing

andI’m gettingallsortsofjudgmentallooks,

funnyhowZanenevercommentedonit,

everyoneelseseemstohaveanopinionabout

it.Ipourmyselfaglassofwineatthebar.I

haven’thadalcoholinweeks,ThamiandI

occasionallybingedrinkoverruralgossipathis

flat.

Ifeelhim hugmefrom behindandsqueezeme

tight.Hishandsreachformyglassandhe

placesitonthebar.Hepullsmetotheopen

space.What’shedoing?Everyoneislooking,



I’m confused.Heisallsmiles.

“Dancewithme”hesaysashepullsmecloser

tohischestandplaceshisonehandonmy

back.He’smovingslowlyfrom sidetoside.I’m

notadancer,Icannotdancetosavemylife,

he’sputtingmeonthespotrightnow.He’s

leadingmeasthemelodiesofanacapella

groupplayinthebackground,he’senjoyingthis

andIthinkIam too,hepushesmeoutand

makesmespinandpullsmecloseragain.Ifeel

likeCinderellaattheball.It’smagical,Icanrest

inhischestforever,hesmellsgood,likeaman,

amanIlove.

Thesongstopsandheliftsmyfacetokissme

onthelips.Theroom applauds,foramoment

thereIforgotaboutthepeople.I’m

embarrassedandhidemyfaceinhischest,his

laughing.

“Okay,timeforpresents,enoughyoulovebirds”

it’sZinzi,perfecttiming.Hewalkstowardsthe



donationareaandclearshisthroat.

“Wellsincewewereallgivenstrictordersby

Buhlethatweshouldn’tbuyyoupresentsbut

insteadbringdonationsforyourcharity

project,sohereyougobro”hesayspointingat

thepileinthecorneroftheroom.Zaneis

smiling.Everyoneisclapping.

“ButbecauseI’m bosslikethat,Idecidedto

donateR10000tohelpwiththefeeding

schemeoftheproject”hecontinues.Ohmy

Gosh.Zanewalkstowardshim andgiveshim a

stronghugandliftshim.He’semotional.He’s

eyesarefilledwithgratitude.Thisisbeautiful.

Mystomachisfilledwithjoy.

“Nowwhocantopthat?”Zinzisayswith

arrogance.Everyone’slaughing.He’ssuchakid,

heseemstohaveforgottenabouthistraumatic

experience.I’m gladhe’soverit,Iwouldn’tbe

abletohandletheawkwardness.



“Idon’tthinkIcantopthatbutIhavesomething

too”IsayasImovetowardsthem andIslowly

uncoverthepaintingoftheKhumbaviewfrom

ourpicnicspot.Hiseyeswidenwithdisbelief,

hisjawdropsasIhanditovertohim.He’s

surprised,amazed.Idon’tthinkhebelieves

whathe’sseeing.Helooksatmethenbackto

thepainting.

“Youmadethis?”heasks.Inodandhehugsme

tightandliftsme.Ithinkhelikesit,he’sstillin

awe.

“Wealsowanttosee”oneofhisfriendsshouts

from theback.Heshowsittothecrowd.

Everyoneisamazed.They’resmiling.Iblush.He

kissesmepassionatelyholdingmebymyface,

heneedstoslowdown,peoplearewatching.

“Okay,okay,shetoppedthat.Nowlet’seat.

“Zinzibreaksthekisswiththosewordsand

everyoneheadstotheirseats.Zaneisstill

lookingatthepainting.Hereallylovesit.



“ComeIwantyoutomeetmyfriends”hegrabs

mebythehandandwemovetoanothertable.

They’rewatchingusaswegetcloser.

“ThisisThabiso,weplayedrugbytogether

sinceprimaryschool”hesays.Igreethim.He

reallylookslikeatypicalrugbyplayingguy,he

evenhasthatruggedcavemanhaircutmost

rugbyplayershaveandhe’sbig.

“ThisisKagiso,Imethim inhighschool,hewas

mydeputywhenIwasheadboy”Igreethim.

he’stheoppositeofThabiso,youcantellhe

didn’tplaysport,helooksnerdish,heevenhas

theglassestogowithit.

“GuysthisisBuhle,theloveofmylife”hesays

lookingatme,Ican’thelpbutblushandsmile.

“Nicetomeetyouguys.”Isay.

“Wereallyhadtocomeseeforourselvesthis

lady,buddyhere,hasbeentalkingabout,you

areineveryconversationwehaveinourgroup



chat.”Thabiso.Idon’tknowifIshouldbe

flatteredornot,butasmilewon’thurt.They

continuelaughingattheirownjokes,I’m just

standingherelikeatrophy.Thisis

uncomfortable.Myphonerings,it’sanoffice

number,Ihavetotakeit.Iexcusemyselffrom

them andwalkoutside.It’sgoodnews,infact,

it’sgreatnews.I’m morethanhappyrightnow

andIcan’twaittosharethesenewswithZane.I

dropthecallandsmilefoolishlybymyself.

“Nothando,Nothandomychild”astrangevoice

behindme.Iturnaroundandfindanoldman

holdingaspadelookingatmesmiling.He’s

scary.Hemustmistakemeforsomeoneelse.

He’swalkingtowardsme,hisoverallsare

coveredwithsoil.

“Nothandoisthatyou?”hecontinues.

“Notata,I’m notNothando.You’remistaken”I

sayasIslowlymovebackwardsandrunback

tothelodge.IbumpintoZaneintheentryway.I



scream.Geez.I’m shaking,hescaredme.

“Heeywhat’swrong,youlooklikeyou’vejust

seenaghost”heholdsmeandrubsmy

shoulders.Hekeepslookingoutside.Buthe’s

gone,theoldmanhasdisappeared.

“NoI’m fine,Ijustgotsomegoodnews,more

birthdaypresent,butI’llgiveyouafterweeat,

let’sgositdown”Ican’thavehim worryabout

somethingIknownothingabout.Butthatold

manwascreepy.Helookedsicktoo.Wewalkin

theroom andfindourseat.I’velostmyappetite.

Ikeeppokingmyfood,itlooksnicebutI’m not

hungry.

“You’renothungry?”Thandsays.Shenotices

everythingaroundher.

“Notreally,wehadafullbreakfastintown.”I

saybutZanehasalreadyfinishedhissecond

plate,he’savacuum cleaner.

“Ormaybeyou’refullfrom mynutritiousbabies”



hewhispersinmyearandwinks.Ilaughout

loudandsodoeshe.They’relookingatusagain,

I’m embarrassed.

“Icanstillfeelthem swimminginme”Iwhisper

back.Helaughsandsmileswithpride.Helooks

impressedwithhimself.Menandtheirbabies.

Dessertisservedandit’salmost5pm,people

arestartingtoleaveonebyone.Ithasbeena

greatday.Zanerefusedtodoalongspeech,he

justthankedeveryoneforbeingpartofhelping

withtheproject.Itwasshortandbeautiful.We

findourselvesseatedaloneatourtablewhile

othersaredrinkingupatthebar.Thamihas

beenlaughinghardwithZazi,Ididn’tknowthey

kneweachotherthatwell,theyseem closeand

theyclickperfectly.They’vebeensippingon

champagneandsingingalongtotheirfavourite

songs.I’m surprisedtheylikethesamemusic,

theyseem likecompletelydifferentpeople.

IjustrememberedthelastgiftIhave,well,



secondlastgift.Igivehim abindedreporttitled

“KhumbaKultureFestival”helookssurprised

andconfused,hegoesthroughthefirstpages

andkeepslookingatme,hecontinuesreading

asIsiponmywine,he’sbeendrinkingjuice,he

doesn’tdrinkalcohol,hesaysitmakeshim sick.

Itakethelastsipoftheglassandsignalfora

refill.Hecontinuesbrowsingthereport,he

wantstosaysomethingbuthe’sspeechless.

Helooksatmeandpullsmychaircloser,he’s

eyesarewatery,heleanshisfaceagainstmine

rubbinghisnoseonmineandkissingmeslowly,

Ifeelhistearsrundownhischeeksandmine.

He’squietforawhile.

“Buhle,isthiswhatIthinkitis?”heasks.He’s

stillleaningonme.Hehasn’treadtheentire

reportbutthefirstpageshaveaclear

explanationoftheproject.

“yesmylove,thatisabusinessproposalforan

artsandcraftfestivaltobehostedinKhumba,



showcasinglocaltalentsandskillsforthe

wholenationtoenjoy,mywebsitewillbeused

topromotethefestivalandmakeitreach

everyonewhoisanyonearoundthecountryand

beyond,thiswayalotofpeoplewillbevisiting

Khumba,thatmeansmoreaccommodationwill

beneeded,thevillagerswillselltheircraftsat

thefestivalallthewayfrom food,veggiesand

meattobeads,matsaswellasinvitinglocal

artiststoperform.It’sexactlywhatyouthink

andmore.I’vespokentosomeinvestorsand

they’vehaveagreedtosupporttheinitiativeto

helpputKhumbaonthemapandshowcaseits’

talent.I’vealsosenttheproposaltothe

DepartmentofArtsandCulture,I’m stillwaiting

ontheirresponsebuttheprivatesector

contactsIhaveareenoughtogettheballrolling.

Wejustneedtoregisteritandshowthenation

whatKhumbahastooffer.Happybirthdaymy

love.”Isayandheburieshisheadonmylap

andcrieshysterically.Goodthingthemusicis



loud.NobodywantstoseetheirfutureKingin

tearslikethis,eventhoughthey’retearsofjoy.

He’smakingmeemotionalnow.Iwipemytears

anddrinkmoreofmywine.Hefinallyliftshis

head.Hiseyesareredandwatery.

“Youaremorethanenough”hesaysandkisses

me.Ilovehim,Ireallydoandthismuch

happinessinhim makesmeevenmorehappier.

Ididit,Ilovedmymanthewayheloves,Icared

forhim thewayhecares,hegotwhatwasdue

tohim andheappreciatesit.Myheartishisand

hisismine.Thereisnodenyingthat.

…………………………………..

We’relaying,onourbacks,sweatyand

breathlessonthefloorinhisbachelorflatinthe

royalpalaceofamaHlubi.Theroom islitwith

candlesandrosepetalsarealloverthefloor.

Thandiisverycheesy.Shedidthisandtoldme

todowhateverittakestosleepoverandnot

havepanicattacks.Andthat’sexactlywhatIdid.



Aftertheparty,Zanedroppedmeatmyhouse,I

bathedandgotreadyformy“outing”.Zazi

pickedmeupwithhiscar,andsnuckmeinthe

backwithoutbeingseenbyanyone.Zanewas

stillintheshowerwhenIletmyselfin,Iworea

blackseethroughlacelingeriethatonly

coveredmynipplewithblackstuds,everything

elsewasshowing.Hegotafrightwhenhesaw

mestandingleaningagainstthedoorbuthe

wastednotime,hewasallovermelikeadrug

he’sbeencravingfor.Wehadsomanybreaks

inbetweenbutwekeptgoing.Anhourorso

later,we’redefeated,wellatleastheis.Withall

thewineIdrank,Icangoallnight.Grapesgive

meanunstoppablegroove.

Herollsoverandkissesmeandsmiles.

“Canitbemybirthdayeveryday?”hesaysashe

continueskissingme“Icouldgetusedtothis

treatment,regulardaysallIgetarequickies”he

says.I’m laughing,ishecomplainingthatIdon’t



givehim enoughsex?Talkaboutungrateful

“Areyoucomplaining?”Iask.

“Nope,I’m justsayingbirthdaysexislonger.

Andtheothertreatsthatcomewithit,I’m not

usedtothatonregulardays”hesays,smiling

andshrugging.He’scomplaining.

“Thetreatyougotwastobuytime,itwasn’t

plannedaspartofthegifts,itdoesn’tcount”I’m

laughingathisdisappointedface.

“Don’truinitformeplease,letmebelievewhatI

wanttobelieve,itismybirthdayafterall.”He

says,climbingontopofmeandticklingme.I

scream andlaughoutloud,hedoesn’tstop.I

can’tstoplaughing,mystomachhurts.

“Okay,itwasafirstofmanygifts.”Isaytrying

tomakehim stop.Hestopsandliftsmeplacing

meonthebed.Herestsnexttome,we’re

facingeachother.Thismomentisperfect,his

smileisperfect.ThisiswhatIwanttogobedto,



abeautifulblackmanwithabeautifulsmileand

perfectteeth.It’sheavenandhe’smyheaven.A

beautifuldream I’m living.Iwantthisforever.

“Whatyoudidtoday,noonehaseverdonefor

me,Thandimademybirthdaysasspecialas

shecould,Ibannedmyparentsfrom throwing

mepartiesthedaytheydecidedthey’llhaveme

walkinwithanelephant.”Hesays.Itrynotto

laughbutIfail.Ican’timaginethistallbuffman

onanelephant.Hethreatenstotickleme,soI

stoplaughing.

“I’m gladyoufindthisfunny.buthonestlybaby,

Idon’tknowwhatI’ddowithoutyou,andwhat

youdidtoday,allofit,confirmsthatIam

nothingwithoutyou,Ican’timaginebeing

withoutyou,yourenergyisneededbymysoul,

itcravesitandI’m truly,genuinelygratefulfor

everythingyoudidformetoday.Nowordsare

enoughtothankyou.Enkosis’thandwasam.”

Heleansforwardandkissesthetipofmynose.



Mystomachisfilledwithallsortsofhappy

movements.I’m happywithhowtodayturned

out.EverythingwasevenmorethanI’ve

planned.Everyonereallywentalloutwiththe

donations,itmadehim sohappy,andthecash

donationfrom Zinzi,hestillcan’tbelievehethat

his“toocoolforschool”16yearoldbrother

donatedtohisproject.

“I’m happyyouenjoyedyourdayandallyour

gifts”Isay.Honestlythewineisslowly

weighingmeoff.I’m sleepy.

Buttoday’seventskeepflashingonmymind.

It’sbeenawonderfulday.Ismileaseach

memoryflashesonmymind.Thefood,the

people,themusic,thedance,hissmile,his

tears.Itwasperfect.Iseetheoldmanagain.I

wonderwho’sthisNothandohemistookmefor,

heseemedprettysureIwasher,Imustreally

looklikeherthough.Hisfacelitupwhenhe

sawme,hewasexcitedandthat’swhatfreaked



meout.Imustreallyhaveagoodresemblance

toNothando,thenameevensoundsfamiliar.

It’smama’sname.shewasNothandobefore

shegotmarriedandbecameNoncumo.When

youmarryintoaXhosafamilytheygiveyoua

newnameasawifeandyouuseitwithyour

newsurname.AndeveryonesaysIlookexactly

likemymotherwhenshewasmyage,evenmy

granny,mymother’smom hadmyfeatures.

Wait,couldhebe?Noways.Itcan’tbe.He

can’tbemygrandfather.Hecan’tbetheman

thatneglectedmygrandmotheraftergetting

herpregnant.it’simpossible.He’sbeenhiding

hereallalong.Iwanttoseehim again,Ineed

answers.

I’m soberandIsituponthebed,Zaneisstillup,

he’sbeenwatchinginmysleep,weirdo.He

noticesmymoodandgetsup

“What’swrongmylove?”heasks.I’m sweating

andbreathingheavily.



“Takedeepbreathsbaby,don’tthinkaboutit,

deepbreaths,in….out…..in….out,that’sit,good.

Relaxbaby,you’refine”he’sholdingmebymy

shoulders.He’sbecominggoodathelping

controlmyanxiety.AndIcan’thaveanother

panicattack,especiallyonhisbirthdaynight.I

can’tbethatselfish.

“IthinkIsawmygrandfathertoday,my

mother’sdad.IthinkIsawhim atthelodge”I

sayasIcontinuetotakedeepbreaths.

“Where?Whenbaby?Whatdidhesay?”he’s

curiousandconfused

“WhenIwentoutforthecall,hecalledmeby

mymothers’name,heroriginalname,andIlook

exactlylikemymotherwhenshewasyounger.I

needtoseethatoldman,Iwantsome

answers.”Isay.I’m calm now.

“Okay,we’llgolookforhim inthemorning,you

needtocalm downandkeepyourpressurelow



baby.Rightnowlet’ssleep.Ifheworksatthe

lodge,we’llfindhim inthemorning.”hesays

grabbingmeandplacingmeonhischest.My

happyplace,allmytroublesandworries

disappearwhenIrestlikethis.It’shome.

“IloveyouZane”

“IloveyouBuhle”

Mymindhasbeenateasetheentirenight,

restedonmymanschestandfallingasleepin

hisarmshasbroughtthemostpeacefulsleep

I’veeverhadinawhile.Sopeacefulthatwe

didn’thearthe4am alarm wesetforZaneto

takemehome.Ilookatthetime,shit!

Makhuluisgoingtokillme.

.........................................
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Weoverslept,webothdidn’thearthe4am

alarm,thesunisalreadyoutandwe’re

panicking.Ididn’tbringclothes,whenIcame

hereIworethelacebodysuitlingerieandacoat.

I’m worriedandwe’respeedingthroughthe

villagedustyroads.Ikeepmakingsmallprayers

thatmygrandmotherhasn’tcheckedmeinmy

room.Zanegavemehissweatpantsanda

hoodie.They’rebigandunflatteringbutI’lltake

thatoverthatskimpyoutfitIhadon.Ihavemy

wiginmyhand,myafroisallovermyface,it’s

softernow,mustbeaunt’Kholeka’soil,Ilook

likeamess.We’regettingcloserandmy

stomachisinknots,howam Igoingtoexplain

thistoMakhulu,howisshegoingtolookatme

afterthis,herinnocentgrandchildnotsleeping

athome,it’sadisgrace,I’m dead.



“She’sgoingtokillmeZane”I’m panicking.He’s

panickingtoobuthe’stryingtohideit.

“She’sprobablystillasleep,it’snoteven8am”

hesays.

“Thatwomanwakesupat5am everydayforher

morningprayer,ofcauseshe’sup.8am is

lunchtimeforher.”heclearlydoesn’tknowmy

grandmother,thatwomanismilitantandvery

timeconscious,everythingshedoesisbyher

timetable,everyhourandminutehasitsown

duty,from themomentshegetsup.

“Atleastthefrontdoorisstillclosed,maybeshe

hasn’tgonetoyourroom”he’sblabbingandit’s

nothelping.

“Don’tleaveuntilIsayso,justincaseshekicks

meoutofherhouse”Isayandwalkout.He

wantstolaughbutheknowsthisisnotthetime

northeplaceforthat.Irunupthehillandjump

overtheboundarywallandentertheroom by



thewindow.Ipullitbacktocloseit.

“Wheredoyoucomefrom?”it’sher,she’s

sittingatthesmallsofabehindthedoor,her

faceisfullofrage.Ohshit!

“uhm Makhulu”I’m shocked,I’m sweatingand

I’m outofbreath.

“Speak!”sheyells.She’sscary

“IwaswithZane”

“Soearly?Wheredidyousleep?”sheasks.I’m

quiet.

“Speak!Buhle”she’sreallyangry,Ihavenever

seenherinsuchamood.

“IsleptoveratZane’splace”Ican’tlookather.

Myfacedrops,I’m facingthefloor.

“Attheroyalpalace?soyou’retellingmethat

whilewe’reasleepyousneakoutandsleepat

otherpeople’shouses?Howlonghasthisbeen

goingon?Haveyouevenslepthere,oryou’ve



madeanewhomeeMaHlubini?”

Ican’tanswerthis.I’m reallyscared.Shegets

upandgetscloser.Itakeastepback,she

pushesmeasideandlooksoutofthewindow.

“Tellhim tocomein”shesays.Noways,she’s

notbringingZaneintothis.Ican’t,Iwont.Idon’t

respond.

“Soyou’reprotectinghim?,Buhlewhat’sgotten

intoyou?”sheasks.

“Makhulu,it’snothisfault.”Isay.

“You’redefendinghim?,it’sfinestayhere,I’llgo

fetchhim myself”shesays.

“Nowait,I’llcallhim”Idon’tseethisendingwell.

Itexthim.Afewsecondslater,Zanewalksin.

He’sstillwearinghispajamas,he’s

embarrassed.

“Sit,bothofyou”shesaysaswesitonthebed.I

keeplookingathim,he’sfiddlingwithhis



pajamastrings,avoidingeyecontactwith

Makhulu.

“Whatisthis,thisthingyou’redoing?Whatis

it?”we’rebothquiet.Idon’tunderstandthis

question,we’rejusttwopeopleinlove,that’sall

andIcan’tanswerlikethat,she’dbeoffended

andfeeldisrespected.

“It’sallmyfault,I’m sorry”hesays.Ishecrazy.

“NoMakhulu,I’m toblame,hehadnothingtodo

withthis”Isay,helooksatmeandhe’s

annoyedbymyresponse.Makhululooks

defeated.

“Zanemvula,whatwillyourparentssayabout

this?Bringingagirlovertotheroyalpalace,

havingsexwithagirlyou’renotmarriedto,

you’regoingtobeKingandthisishowyou

carryyourself.Drivingaroundatnightandearly

morningsjustforsex?”shesays.

She’sbeingunfairnow,shecan’tputallthe



blameonhim,andIt’snotjustsex,we’reenjoy

spendingtimetogetherandourliving

conditionsaremakingithardforustodothat.

Zane’sfaceisfullofsadness.

“Makhulu,it’snotjustsex,andit’snothisfault,I

wanttospendtimewithhim,yesterdaywashis

birthdayandIwantedtobewithhim,that’sall”I

sayinhisdefence.He’slookingatme.

“IloveBuhle,eversinceshecametothisvillage,

mylifehaschanged,shemakesmehappy.

Yesterdayshethrewasurprisebirthdaylunch

forme,sheorganizedmyoldfriendsand

colleagues,shegavemesomethingnoonehas

evergivenme,love,truelove.Ineedyouto

understandthatthisisnotjustaboutsex.Ilove

yourgranddaughterandIwanttobewithher.”

hesays,he’sholdingmyhand,Makhulu’seyes

arewideopenwithshockbyZane’sgesture.I’m

embarrassed,Iwanttopullawaybuthe’s

holdingmetight.



“Areyouusingprotection?”Boom!Shedrops

thebomb.We’renotgoingtohavesex

educationwithmygrandmother.I’m not

answeringthis.

“Yes,weare”heanswers.I’m surprisedhe

answered.He’slooksandmeandshrugs.

“Doyourparentsknowaboutthisthingofyours?

“sheasks.I’dalsoliketoknow,I’veneverasked

him.

“Yestheydo,Ididn’ttellthem,theyoverheada

conversationfrom ourstaff.”Hesays,helooks

worried.Iwanttohearmore

“Havetheyspokentoyouaboutit?whatdothey

thinkaboutit?”she’sdiggingdeepandhe

doesn’tlikeit.IhaveafeelingI’m notgoingto

likethis.

“TheyaskedmeaboutitandIconfirmedit,I

toldthem howIfeltaboutBuhleandmy

intentionswithher.Youneedtounderstand



thatmyparentshavealwaystriedtocontrol

howIliveallmylife,I’veneverhadasayabout

whathappensinmylifeandtheonetimeIget

tomakemyownchoice,theyhaveaproblem

withit.”hesays.

Holdon!DidIhearthiscorrectly?Didhesayhis

parentsdon’tapproveofourrelationship?Why

hasn’thetoldmeanyofthis?Theydon’teven

knowme,they’venevermetme,howdothey

havetheirmindsmadeupalready?Ipullmy

handfrom his.

“Whydotheyhaveaproblem withit?”Iask.I

don’tlikewherethisisgoingbutIneedtoknow.

Heseesmyreactionandisscared.

“Buhle,calm down.Letmeexplain”he’sworried

andthismeansthere’smoretothisthanhe’s

tellingme.

“I’m waiting”Ifoldmyarms.Hebetterstart

speakingnow.



“Wellinroyalfamilies,thesonshaveto

continuelivingaccordingtothetraditionsof

theirancestorsandthingsneedtobedonein

thatmanner,sowhenonerailsoffthoseways,

theroyalfamilyseesitasdisrespect.“hesays.

whyishebeatingaroundthebush?I’m angry

andhecanseeit.Whatishekeepingfrom me,I

cansensethatthere’ssomethinghe’snot

tellingmeandhe’snotgoinganywhereuntilhe

saysit.

“GettothepointZane,sayit,yourparenstdon’t

wantatattooedcitygirlwithnomoralsand

scarsinbetweenherthighs,theythinkI’m

corruptingyouanddentingyourgoodguy

image,theydon’tthinkI’m worthyofyourlove,

theythinkIdonotdeserveyou,sayitZane,

speakthetruth,yourparentsthinkI’m not

worthyoftheirprince”I’m angryandthevolume

ofmyvoiceisrising.

“Buhleno”Makhuluwarns.



“WhatMakhulu,that’swhatthisisallabout,

theydon’twantadamagedgirlclosetotheir

preciousson”myvoiceisshakingandI’m

gettingemotional.Idon’twanttocry,Iwont.

“Buhle,it’snotaboutthat,Idon’tcarewhatthey

thinkofyou,Iloveyouandthat’sallthat

matters,pleasedon’tsaysuchthings,Iloveyou

andIwantyou.”Hissadnessiswrittenallover

hisface.

“There’snothingyoucandoaboutthatZane,

whatyourparentswant,yourparentsget.We’re

justwastingourtimehere”I’m cryingandhis

faceisdrained.

“Don’tsaythat,that’snottrue,whatwehaveis

morethanwhatmyparentsthink.Youknow

we’remorethanthat.Don’tsaysuchthings,

pleasebaby”hereachesoutformyhandandI

pullitawayandstandnexttothewardrobe.

Whoam Ifoolinghere,allthistime,he’sknown



allalongthathisparentswon’tapproveofour

relationship.I’vebeenalaughingcaseinthis

village,walkingaroundthinkingthingswillbe

smoothandeasy,they’renotandeveryone

aroundmeknewallthistime.HowcouldIhave

beensostupid,tothinkthatIcouldbeseenas

worthytobewithsomeonesorespectful,so

generousandinnocent.Idon’tdeservethis,

they’reright,Icouldneverbeseenorrespected

inthewayheis.ThismanisgoingtobeKing

andIneverthoughtaboutthefuture,thiswon’t

lastlong,notwithhisduties.I’m nothinglike

him,Iwillruinhisreputation.Hedoesn’tneed

that.Hedoesn’tneedme.

“Buhlepleasedon’tdothis,we’vecomethisfar

onourown,wecangetfurtheronourown.”He

says

“WhoarewekiddinghereZane,thiswasn’t

goingtoworklongterm,it’sjustaphase,did

youreallythinkI’dbeQueenwhenyou’reKing,



wecomefordifferentworlds,it’simpossible”I

says.hestandsandwalksclosertome.

“Buhleplease,I’m beggingyou,don’tdothisto

us,don’tletpeople’sperceptionofusbreakus

likethis,we’restrongerthanthat.”Heholdsmy

handsandpullsmeclosertohim.I’m crying,I

don’twanttolosehim butIdon’tknowwhere

this,us,isgoingandthatscaresme.The

uncertaintyofourrelationshipmakesme

insecureandweak.Idon’thavefightinmefor

thisandheseesthat,heseesthatI’m scared.

“Idon’twanttoloseyouandIdon’twantyouto

havetochoosebetweenyourfamilyandme,it

shouldn’tbelikethat,loveshouldn’tmakeus

choose”IsayasIhughim back.

“Youwon’tloseme,baby,we’llbefine,I’llnever

leaveyou,Ipromise.”Hesays.heholdsmyface

andkissesmeonthelips.

“Heeey,notinmyhouse.”It’sMakhulu,she’s



beensittinghereallthistimeandIforgot.We

bothsitonthebedandfaceher.

“Iknewthiswouldhappen,Iknewthisday

wouldcome,from thetimeIsawyoucarrying

herafterherfirstpanicattack,it’snotgoingto

beeasy,it’snotgoingtobefun,yourfamilyis

strictZane,Iknow.ThisiswhyIwasscaredof

thisunionfrom thebeginning.Butit’sclearit’s

toolatetoturnbacknow.Wecanundoalotof

thingsbutwecan’tundolove.”Shesays.So

thisiswhatshe’sbeenwarningmeaboutall

along,thisiswhysheandThamihavebeenon

mycaseaboutseeingZane.Itmakessense.

“It’sgoingtobefine,I’llmakesureofit.”he

says.Iwanttobelievehim buthisparents

poweroverhim,scaresmethemost.

“IloveyouBuhle,Ican’tloseyou,Iwon’tlose

you.Iwilldoeverythingtomakethisright.”he

says.Hiswordscalmsmedown,helovesme

andIneedtotrustthathewillfightforus.Love



isdifficult,loveisnotforthefainthearted,love

isworkandloveisresilience.AndIlovethis

manwithallofme.

“Iloveyoutoo,we’reinthistogether”Ihughim

tighter.Hekissesmyforeheadandexcuses

himselfandleaves.

……………………………………………..

I’m havingbreakfastwithaunt’Kholekaunder

thetree,she’supdatingmeabouther

boyfriend’scase.Onlytwoofthosemanhave

beenarrested,theother,whoseemedtobethe

ringleader,hasn’tbeenfound.She’smoreopen

now,shetellsmethings.Herboyfriend’s

daughtercontactedher,shetoldherthatshe

hasbeenacceptedatuniversitybutdoesn’t

haveenoughmoneyforregistrationandfor

studyingthefollowingyear.She’sworriedabout

herbecauseherfathermadesureherdaughter

hadeverythingsheneeded.It’sreallysadthat

hermotherstillthinksthatherdaughtergoing



toschoolisawasteoftimeandmoney.She

wouldratherhavehermarryanoldermanjust

sotheycangetthefortunesoftheroyalty,what

kindofamotherdoesthat.Selloffherdaughter

formoney,ratherthaninvestingonher

educationsoshecouldtakecareofthem and

nothavetodependonanyman.Ishouldtry

helpherfindabursary,aunt’Kholekasaysshe’s

smart,itcan’tbehardtofindherone.

“Whatcourseisshestudying?”Iask.

“Teaching,shesaysshewantstoteachherein

KhumbaPrimarywhenshe’sdone”shesays.

“Well,that’sgreat,IthinkIcanhelphergeta

bursaryandmostofthosebursariesplacethe

studentataschoolinthedistrictoftheirchoice

immediatelyaftertheygraduate.”Isay,herface

lightsup,she’ssmiling.

“ThatwouldbegreatBuhle,she’dappreciate

thatalotmuch,I’llcallhertocomemeetyouso



youcantalktoheraboutit,IreallyfeellikeI

needtocontinuewhereherfatherleftoff,he

reallywantedmoreforhisdaughterandIcan’t

shakeoffthefeelingthatIneedtohonorthat

byhelpingher.ThankyouBuhle”she’ssmiling.

“Whataboutyou?Whatdoyouwant?”Iask.

ThatcameoutofnowhereandIthinkshe

noticedthat.She’squietforawhile.

“Idon’tknowBuhle,lifehasn’tbeenaneasy

journeyforme,idon’tknowwhatIwantfrom it

anymore”shesays,thesadnessinhereyesis

deep.

“Youcan’tlosehopelikethataunty,youhaveto

findwhatmakesyouhappyanddoit,lifehasn’t

beeneasytoalotofpeoplebuteveryone

moveson,it’snotacurse,it’sajourneyandwe

needtokeepmoving”Isay.

“It’seasyforyoutosay,you’reyoungand

educated,there’salotofopportunitiesforyou



outthere,can’tsaymuchaboutthisoldlady

here”shesays

“Okay,let’sstarthere,whatdidyouwanttobe

whenyouwereyounger?”Iask,we’redoingthis

andwe’regoingtodoitnow.Let’sgo.

“AtfirstIwantedtobearadiopresenter,thena

model,andwhenIheardsomeonewenttothe

moon,Iwantedtobethem too”shesays

“Geez,youwereveryambitious”Isayandwe

bothlaugh.Icouldneverimagineherasaradio

presenter,she’stoostubbornandselfcentered,

plusshecursesalot.

“Butwhatisthatonethingyouenjoydoingthe

most?”she’slookingatmeweird,likeIshould

juststopwiththequestions.

“YouknowI’m lazy,theonlythingthatoccupies

mytimeisAsakheandherstubbornafro”she

says.uhhah.Nowwe’regoingsomewhere

“Yes,theoilsyouuseonAsakhe’shair,theones



yougavemetouse,youmadeitright?”Iask

“yes”she’sgivingmethe“andthen”look.She

doesn’trealiseherowntalent.

“Doyouknowhowmanywomenoutthereare

strugglingtomaintaintheirnaturalhair?Doyou

knowthedifferenceyouroilshavedonetomy

hairinjustafewdays?”Isay.Shestilldoesn’t

seewhereim goingwiththis,sh’esconfused.

“Yeah,buttherearealotofhairproductsthat

theycanuseoutthere”shesays.

“Thoseproductsarenotnaturalhairfriendly,

theyaccommodatethosewithrelaxedand

straightenedhair,auntyyouroilsaremadefrom

naturaloilsthey’reorganicanddonotdamage

thescalp,it’swhateveryonewants.Isaymake

moreofthem andsellthem”Isay.she’s

laughing,shethinksim joking.

“Woah!Holdon,sellthem where?InKhumba?

Don’tplaywithme”she’slaughing



“Notonlyhere,acrossthecountry,peoplecan

orderthem from youandyoucancourierthem

toyourclients,youwillworkfrom home.That’s

whatpeopledothesedays”Isay,shelooks

interested.

“Okay,soundsinteresting,butyouneedtoshow

meallofthisindetailfirst,thenI’lldecide”she

says.I’m excited

“Great,I’lldraftsomethingandgiveittoyou,

you’regoingtoberichaunty,nomoreReddsfor

you,you’llsoonbesippingonFrench

champagne”Isay,she’slaughing.

“Let’snotgetaheadofourselveshere,besides,

IlikemyRedds,I’m aReddswomanforlife”we

bothlaughoutloud.She’sright,everytime

ThamiandItrynewwines,shealwayshasher

750mlReddslinedup,it’sallshedrinks,she’s

notinterestedinanythingelse.

“Whatareyoutwolaughingat?”Makhulu



appearsbehindus.auntygivesmeawarning

lookasIwasabouttotalk.

“It’saninsidejokeMakhulu”Isay.

“Eshee”shelooksannoyed.

VrrrVrrrit’satext

*Ifoundtheoldman,he’shereatthelodge,will

youbeabletocome?*Zane

Ohmygosh.Itotallyforgotaboutthat.Ineedto

meethim.Ihaven’teventoldMakhuluabout

him.

*canyoubringhim here,IwantMakhulutobe

presentaswell*Itextback

*okay,givemeafewminutes.*Zane

“Makhulu,yesterdayatZane’sbirthdaylunchI

sawaman,hekeptcallingmeNothando.Iput

twoandtwotogetherandIfiguredhemightbe

mama’sfather.”Isay.Makhululooksshocked.

“WhatdidhesayexactlyBuhle”aunt’Kholeka



“Hesaid,Nothando,mychildisthatyou?He

keptrepeatingit,Igotscaredandranaway,he

didn’tlookwell,helookedsick.”Isay.

“Andhecould’venoticedtheresemblance

becauseyoulookexactlylikeyourmotherwhen

shewasyourage,andshelookedlikeher

mother,shewaslightskinnedandbeautifullike

you,Isawthepictures.”Shesays.

“IaskedZanetobringhim here,Iwanttoask

him things,I’veneverreallymetanyonefrom

mymother’sside”Isay.They’rebothstillin

shockandspeechless.

“Aretheycomingnow?”Aunt’kholeka.

“Yes,they’reontheirwaynow,Iwantedyouto

bepresentwhenhegetshere”Isay

“Okay,we’llfirsthavetoconfirm ifhereallyis

whoyouthinkheis,thenwe’lltakeitfrom

there”Makhulusaysandwalksbacktothe

house,she’sprobablygoingtoprepareafeast



forthis‘blastfrom thepast’sessionwe’re

abouttohave.I’m nervous,I’m abouttomeet

themanthatconceivedandabandonedmy

mother,themanthatrefusedtobeafatherto

hischild,mymother.Whatkindofamandoes

that?Myemotionsaregettingtheworstofme.

“Buhleyouneedtopullyourselftogetherbefore

theygethereandwhentheydo,takeitone

questionatatime,don’toverreact,you’llhave

anotheranxietyepisode.”Aunt’kholekawarns

measshewipesoffmytearsandhandsmea

glassofwater.

They’rehere,IseeZane’scarparkoutsidethe

gate.Theywalkin,Zaneishelpingtheoldman

walkeventhoughhehasastickinonehand.

Westandtogreet,he’slookingatmesmiling,

he’screepy.Wemakeourwaytothehouse.

Zanekeepsrubbingmyshoulder,hecansense

thatI’m tense.Weallsitatthelounge.

Theoldmanhasn’ttakenhiseyesoffme.



Makhulucomestojoinus,Icansmellthefood

from thekitchen,she’scooking.Everytime

someonecomestoourhome,amealiscooked

forthem.Shelaysoutdrinksonatrayand

greetsthem.

“Molotata”shegreetshim withahandshake.

He’ssmiling.Heneedstostopsmilingandstart

explaining.

“Wehearmygranddaughterherelookslikeyour

daughter,tellusaboutherplease”Makhulu.

Theoldmantakesasipofhisdrinkandtakesa

deepbreath

“Nothandoismydaughter,myonlydaughter”

hesays,takingdeepbreathesinbetween.Idid

sayhelookedsick.Hecontinues“hermother

andIwereteenagerswhenwemet,wewereso

inlovebutbecauseIdidn’thavemoney,I

couldn’tmarryher”hebreathes.”SowhenI

foundoutshewaspregnantIknewhadtogo

findworktosupportmyfamily”hesipsand



breathes.“thetraintotheminesleftintheearly

morningsandIdidn’thaveachancetotellherI

wasgoingtocomebackandmarryher,Ileft

immediatelywithoutanyexplanation,there

werenophonesinourvillage,Icouldn’tcalland

thelettersIwrote,sheneverresponded”he

breathes.“bythetimeI’dmadeenoughmoney

tocomebackandfetchher,Iwastoldshedied

aftergivingbirth.Iwenttothehospitaltofind

outwherethebabywastheytoldmeshewas

placedinanorphanagebutcouldn’ttellme

wherebecauseIcouldn’tproveIwasthefather

butonenursewaskindenoughtosharethe

baby’snametohelpfindher.Isearchedallover

untilIlosthopeandwentbacktothemine”he

takesadeepbreath.

ThisisnotwhatIexpected,Iwantedtobe

angryathim forleavingmymotherfatherless

allherlifebutIcan’t,whathejustsaidchanged

everything.



“Butifyouneversawthebabyhowdidyou

knowhowshe’dlooklikewhenshewasolder?”

Iask.Hereachesforhisinsidepocketinhis

jacketandtakesoutaphoto,it’sblurryand

looksold.

“Lookatthis”hehandsittome.It’smama,this

womanlookslikemeandmama.She’s

beautifulandthemannexttoher,wait!It’shim.

“Isthisher?“Iask.Isthismygrandmother?

“That’sher,that’sNothando’smom,shelooks

likeyou,exactly.”Ipassthephotoandeveryone

isamazedbytheresemblance.

“I’m Nothando’sdaughter”Isay,hesmiles.

“WhereisNothando,Iwouldlovetomeether

andapologise,shemusthatemewithallher

heart,Iwanttoexplainthingstoher,Iwantto

meetmydaughter”hesays.there’ssilencein

theroom.We’realllookingateachotherandno

oneissayinganything.Iwanttospeakbutmy



emotionsareholdingmeback.

“Well,tata,Nothandohasunfortunatelyleftus,

shepassedaway10yearsago”Makhulubreaks

thenews.Hisfacefallsinhishandsandhe

weeps.

“It’sallmyfault,Godispunishingmeforallthe

baddecisionsandmistakesImade,Iwasnever

goodenoughforhermother,Icouldn’taffordto

buyhernothing,Iwasauselessman”hesays

ashecries.He’sblaminghimselfandIcan’t

helpbutfeelbad.

“Notata,it’snotyourfault,youdidallyoucould

do,itwasoutofyourcontrol”Itrytocomfort

him,hewipeshistearsandsipsonthedrink

again.

“Soyou’remygranddaughter?WhenIsawyou

yesterdayIwassohappy,Ihaveneverseenyou

beforethatdayinKhumba,howlonghaveyou

beenhere?”hesays.



“Overamonthnow,IlivedinEdernvillewithmy

father,yourdaughtershusband.”Isay.

“oohIsee,whathappenedtoher?howdidshe

die?”heasks,it’squietagain

“Shegothitbyacar”Isay,helooksworried.

“HowdidyoucometoKhumba”

“aaahit’salongstorymychildandwithmy

breathing,itcouldtakeusallday”hesays.he

lookstired.

“Icanhelpyoutellit,Iwastherefrom the

beginning”Zanesays,I’m comfused,heknows

thisman,heknowsmygrandfather.Henodsas

approval

“Onmywaybackfrom school,IfoundOom’Ray,

yourgrandfather,intownafterheandother

menhadbeendroppedoffbyatruck.They

wereseatingnexttotheroad,theywerelost,

hungryandlookedverysick.Iapproachedthem

andtheytoldmetheywerethefewmine



workersthanhadalungdiseaseandwerefired

fornotbeingasproductiveastheothers,so

theyweredroppedatthenearesttown.Itook

them tothehospitalwheretheywereadmitted

andtreated,twodiedinthefollowingweeks

andsixwereleft.Idecidedtotakethem back

withmetotheroyalpalace,Ibeggedmyfather

togivethem jobs,theyworkedonthegrounds

untilIbecamemanageratthelodgeandhired

them todomaintenanceandlandscaping,they

didagoodjobandI’vekeptthem sincethen.

“Zanesays.I’m shockedbythis,myeyesare

wideopenandI’m speechless

“True,Rhadebesavedourlivesandhewasstill

ayoungschoolboythen”hesayswithasmile

andpatsZaneonhisshoulder.Ireallydon’t

knowwhattosay.

“Whatasmallworldwelivein”aunt’Kholeka

breaksthesilence.Sheright,allthistime,Ifell

inlovewithamanthatsavedmygrandfather’s



life,thiswarmsmyheart.Lifetrulyisabeautiful

journey,thewaypathscrossandhowpeople

meet,it’samazing.IlookatZane,Iwanttohug

him somuchbutIcan’t.

“Well,thisturnedouttobeagreatafternoon,

mygranddaughterfinallygettomeettheother

sideofhisfamily”Makhulusayswithasmile.

“let’sallgatherinthedinningtable,Iwillserve

lunchnow,I’m sureeveryoneishungry,wecan

usethistimetogettoknoweachother”she’sall

smilesandeveryonegetsup.Zanewalksslowly

andholdsmyhand,Iquicklykissit,without

gettingcaught.

“You’reagoodmanZane,andyoudeserve

goodthings”Iwhisper

“Ideserveyou,you’remygoodthing”he

whispersbackandplantsakissonmy

forehead.Thewholeroom islookingatus.

Makhululooksdefeated.



“CanyounotdothatwhenI’m aroundplease”

shesays.

“Sorry”webothsayandseatonthetable.It

smellslovely,therearedifferentsaladsand

grilledchicken.Makhulusaysaprayerandwe

alldigin.

“SoRhadebe,she’sthereasonyou’vebeen

smilingandgigglingonyourown,lookinglikea

crazyperson?”Mygrandfathersays,he’s

smilingandsideyeingZane.

“Yes,sheis,she’stheonedrivingmecrazy,you

allteasedmealotthismonth”theybothlaugh.

“Youchosewell,ifshe’sanythinglikeher

grandmother,she’sareartreasurethatneeds

tobekeptandnurtured.Treatherrightand

protecther”hesays.Zaneissmiling,helooks

relieved.

“Doyouhaveanyotherfamily?”Iask.

“No,it’sjustmeandmyminebrothers,they’re



myfamilynow,wellandyouofcause”hesays,

smilingatme

“Wheredoyoulive?”aunt’kholeka

“Istayaloneinmyhouseclosetothelodge,my

brothersandIbuilthousesforourselvesonthe

landRhadebegaveus.”HesayssmilingatZane.

That’smyman,landdistributor.Irubhisthigh

underthetable,he’sblushing.

“So,letmeintroduceeveryonetoyou,thisismy

granny,myfathersmother.Thatladythereis

myaunt,myfather’ssister,shehastwo

children,ThamiandAsakhe.”Isay.

“It’sgoodtomeetyouall,I’m veryhappyright

now.IsyourThamitheonethatworksatthe

lodgewithus?”heasks.Ofcauseheknows

Thami,hedemandsattentionswhereverhe

goes.

“Yupthat’shim”Isay.he’slaughingandweall

startlaughing.



“I’m RaymondJacaandIam yourgrandfather”

hesays,helooksproudandthatmakesme

happy.Iwalkaroundthetableandhughim.My

familyisgrowingandnowIhaveapieceofmy

motheronearth.Lifeisindeedanamazing

journey.

……………………………………………..

I’m updatingThamiabouttoday’seventsover

wine,from beingcaughtenteringmyroom

throughthewindowtoourkhumbulekhaya

moment.

“Mzala,you’retellingmethatMakhulunow

knowsthatyou’resexuallyactiveandthat

Oom’Rayisyourgrandfather”he’slaughingso

hard.Thisisoursecondbottle.

“Thami,sheevenaskedifwe’reusingcondoms,

Idied”Isayandweburstintolaughter.

“NoMzalayourdaywasamovie,ablockbuster”

hesaysasherefillshisglass.Myphonerings.



It’shim.I’m smiling

“Hellomylove”Isay.

“Whyareyousohappyatthistime?Wait,are

drinking?”hesays

“Justalittlemylove,whatyoumissme?”he’s

laughing

“Thatdoesn’tsoundlikejustalittleandyesI

missyou,alot”hesays.

“Imissyoutoobabybutaftertoday,Iwon’tbe

comingthereanytimesoom,Makhuluwillkillus

both”Isay

“Iguessit’sbacktoquickiesthen”hesays.I’m

blushing.

“Andwecoulddomorepicnics”me,he’s

smiling

“Yesbaby,moreofthat.ButIcalledtotalk

aboutthefestival,butclearlyyoucan’ttalk

businesswhenyou’relikethis,solet’shavea



meetingatthelodgetomorrowandgothrough

everything,weneedtostartthisearlynextyear,

soweonlyhaveafewweekstogetittogether”

hesays

“Yousosexywhenyou’reseriousandmaking

orders”Isay,i'm hornyanddrunk

“ookay,clearlythisisnottherighttimeforthis

businesstalk.”hesays.

“It’stherighttimeforyoutobealloverme”I

say.Ireallywanthim.Thamiissideeyeingme.

“Don’ttorturemelikethisplease,we’lltalk

tomorrow”hesays

“Orwecouldsweatitouttonightandtalkabout

ittomorrow”Isay,Icanhearhim breathing.

“Buhle,stop,seeyoutomorrow.Iloveyou”he

saysandhangsupbeforeIcouldrespond.Igot

him.

“Mzala,youaredangerous,yhoow”goodthing



you’reusingcondoms,otherwise,we’dhave

littleprincesrunningallovertheyard.”Hesays

ashelaysdown.I’m alsotiredanddrunk,andI

havetowalkbacktothehouse.IhopeMakhulu

isasleep,shedoesn’tknowthatIdrink,she

doesn’tknowthatanyofusdrink.Thamiwalks

metothefrontdoorandrunsbacktohisflat.I

openthedoorandholdontothewall,Ineedto

balancebeforeIfall.

Ilockandmakemywaysilentlydownthe

passageintomyroom.Iimmediatelythrow

myselfonthebed.Igothroughmyphoneand

viewpicturesofhim Itookwhenhe’snot

watching.He’salwayssmiling,there’sthatoneI

tookwhenhegotoutoftheshower,he’snaked

andbeautiful.Mybodyiswarm.

Itakeoffmyclothesandselectcamera,video

option.Imovethephoneupanddownmy

nakedbodyandItouchmyselfwithmyother

hand,focusingonmybreastsandmythighs.I



selecthiscontactandpresssend.VrrrVrrr

*I’m goingtogetyouforthis,younaughtygirl,

thanksforthemotivationthough*Zane

*Iwantyoutogetme*me

Thewineisgettingthebestofme.Myeyesare

heavy,Ipullmyblanketsovermeandsleep.

..........................................
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DecemberholidaysinKhumbaareafulltime

Carribeancarnival,thevillagegetssmalleras

morepeoplearrivetovisit,thereare

celebrationsineachhome,fancycarsdrivenby

visitinggrandchildrenarestrollingaround,



everyoneishappier,peoplewalkaroundin

groupssinging,thereareimigidi(initiates

homecoming)andamabhaso(kitchenparties)

invitationsarriving,it’sinsane.Zaziisoneofthe

boysthatwenttothemountainsforinitiation,

hishomecomingceremonyisinafewweeks,

Zanehasbeenverybusywiththeplanningand

makingsureeverythinggoeswell,hehasletme

handlethebusinesssideofthingsforthe

KhumbaKultureFestival.Wedecidedtogointo

itaspartners,he’sexactwordwere”you’re

moreinformedaboutthisthanIam”.Ihandle

themarketingandpublicrelationssideandhe

handlestheoperationsandfinanceside.He

alsoletsmedomostofthetalkinginmeetings,

hesaysIknowhowtohandlethem,he’stoo

softforbusiness.Wehavehadseveral

meetingswiththedepartmentofartsand

culturetryingtogetthem togetonboardbut

they’retooslow,sowe’vedecidedtogowith

thesponsorsfrom myfather’scontactlists.We



havedecidedtohostthefestivalonamonthly

basis,oneveryfirstweekendofthemonth,we

willlaunchthefestivalinFebruary.Theword

hasspreadaroundthevillageandeveryoneis

excited,peoplehavebeenworkingharderto

preparetheirproductsforthefestival,even

Aunt’kholekawillbesellingheroilhairproduct

there,yessheagreed.Icreatedafacebook

pageforherproductandpeoplehavebeen

placingordersregularly,she’sbusyandhas

evenhiredtwoladiestohelpher.

Theroyalcouncilgaveusproblemsinthe

beginning,demandingthatallproceedsgoto

them andthatallvendorspayafeeforselling

atthelodge,greedybustards.Theydon’teven

appreciatethenumberofgueststheywillhost

atthelodge.Ididn’tlikethatandIdidn’taccept

itsoforthosereasonswethendecidedtofind

alocationtheyhavenocontroloverandthat

hasleadtotheconstructionofthefirstever



artsandcraftsgalleryinKhumba.Thefunding

wereceivedfrom thedepartmentwasenough

fortheproject.EveryoneinKhumbaisexcited

bytheopportunitiesthisfestivalisbringing,

especiallythewoman,theycanfinallygetthe

incometheydeserveandnothavetosolely

dependontheirhusbands.Mywebsitehas

reachedhundredsofthousandvisitsandthe

newsofthefestivalarewellreceived,the

bookingatthelodgehavedoubled,itisalmost

fullybookedandwehaven’tevenlaunchedthe

festival.Zaneisveryhappyabouttheprogress

andworkingtogetherisnotthatbad,even

thoughsometimeswelackconcentration,he

can’tkeephishandstohimself.

Officequickieshavebecomeourritual.He

wantedmetohaveanofficeatthelodge,I

rejectedthatoffer,wecanneverworkinthe

samespaceandbesidesthelodgeisabittoo

plainforme,soIaddedanofficeinthegallery



buildingplan,that’swhereI’llbeworkingbutin

themeantimeIworkatthelodgeandhe’snot

fondofthefactthatI’llbeleavingoncethe

constructionisdone.He’salsonotfondofthe

factthatIusemyownmoneytomarketthe

project,hesaidIshould’veaskedhim foritbut

hesoonrealizedthatI’m notthatkindof

woman.I’m independentandIhadtousemy

trustfundmoneyeventuallyandthisinitiativeis

agreatinvestment.

Itoldmyfatheraboutit,he’sproud,althoughhe

wasabitsadattherealizationthatI’llbe

stayinglongerinKhumba.Hetriedtolenda

handtohelpbutIhonestlywantedtoproveto

him thatI’m capableofdoingthisonmyown,I

am thedaughterofthemostsuccessful

businessstrategistsinthecountry,Iinherited

hisbusinesssavvymindfrom him andI’m

doingprettywell.

Tamkhuluandhisfriendshavebeenregular



visitors,IthinkoneofthemanlikesMakhulu,

he’salwayscomplimentingherandherfood,

shelikestheattention.It’shardtowatchmy

grandmotherblush.It’sadisturbingimage,

maybethat’showshefeelswhenZaneisall

overme.

………………………………………..

“You’vebeenworkingallmorning,let’sget

lunch”hesays.

“Ican’t,I’m tryingtogetasmuchmedia

attentionaspossible,Iwantthewholeworldto

knowaboutthis,thesepeoplearedependingon

us,Ican’tletthem down”Isay.

Ihaveemailedsomanymediahousestoat

leastwriteaparagrapharticle,stillnotanswer.

“Anhourlunchbreakwon’thurtmylove,come

on”hesaysandpullsmeoffmychair

“AaaahZane,letmesendthisquicklythenwe

cango”Iprotest,he’snotpleased.



“5…4…3…2…1…done,let’sgo”heliftsmefrom

mychairandcarriesmeoutoftheofficetothe

car.I’m screamingandlaughingaswewalk

passsomeofthestaffwhoseem tobe

botheredbyourdisruptivebehavior.He

couldn’tletmesendonelastemail.

“Zane,putmedown”Isay.He’signoringme,we

getintothecarandwe’regone.

“Thestaffsawallofthat,wecan’tactlikethat

infrontofthem,they’llloserespectforus,

especiallyyou,theirboss”Isay.Hedoesn’t

seem bothered

“Theymustconcernthemselveswiththeirjobs

andletusdoours”he’ssounbothered.We’re

drivingtotownandjustlikeanyotherdayin

Khumba,it’shot.

“I’m feelinghot,Iworethiscardiganinthe

morning,theheatinthisplacewillbethedeath

ofme”IsayasItakeoffmycardiganandthrow



itatthebackseat.Hismoodimmediately

changestoserious.

“Don’tthrowclotheslikethat,youfolditand

placeitproperly.”He’ssuchaperfectionist.I

rollmyeyes

“MaybeIshouldbringmycarandtosswhatever

Iwant”Isay.hedoesn’tseem pleased.

“You’regoingtobringaminicoopertoKhumba,

thevillagerswitheatyoualive”hesays.Iknow

whathe’sdoing.

“Idon’tcarewhatpeoplethinkofmeanymore,I

willevendriveittopdownandwearmyGucci

sunglasseswithmy22inchweavehittingthe

wind”Isay,hewantstolaugh.

“Youwouldn’tdothat,yeahwhenyoufirstgot

here,youwould,butnow,never.Thevillagehas

broughtoutthevillagerinyou,yourarelywear

yourwigs,youwearcolorfulclothes,nowyou

alwaysdoyournailsshorterandyouonlyputon



lipstickorlipglossnow.”hesayswithasilly

smile.Ipunchhisshoulderandhelaughs.

He’sright,I’m becomingmorecomfortablewith

myownhair,honestly,Aunt’kholeka’shair

producthelpssomuch,it’ssoeasytostyleit

now,it’ssoftandmoist.Ihardlyputonmakeup

becauseitmeltsbeforethesunsets.Andthe

clothes,IblameZazi,I’vebeenhismusethe

pastmonth,hecreatesthesepiecesandgives

them tomeandIwon’tsaynotofreeclothes,

herefusedtoletmepayhim.Iguessprideisa

Rhadebething,they’reallthesame,eventhe

littleonebutthey’realsoahardworkingbunch,

everythingtheydotheyfullycommitand

producesufficientresults.

“Whatareyousmilingabout?”heasks.

“I'm justthinkingabouthowIhatedthisplace

whenIgothere,Ihatedmyfatherforbringing

meherebutnowIfindmyselfatmyhappiestin

aplaceIoncehated”Isay.hereachesformy



handandkissesit.

“It’samazingwhatlovecandotopeople,ever

sinceyougothere,Ifeelfree,nofearandlots

ofhopeandpeacewithinmyself,somethingI’ve

beenwantingallmylife”hesaysasheparksin

frontofourfavoritecafé.Wewalkinandall

eyesareonus,I’llnevergetusedtothis

attentionthatcomeswithdatingaprince.We

findatableandplaceourorders.Iordera

chickensaladandicetea,Zaneorderssteak

andchipsandcoke.Hehatessalads,hecallsit

“goatfood”.Heeatsalotofmeatbutisstillin

goodshape,wishmybodywaslikehis.Ieat

onesliceofpizzaanditgoesstraighttomy

thighsandappearsascellulite.

Therestaurantisbusybuttheatmosphereis

relaxed.Peoplekeepstaringnowandagain,

especiallywhenZaneisbeingaffectionate,

whichisalmostallthetime.

“Don’tdothat”hesays,noticingmepullmy



handfrom his.

“Idon’tlikehowthey’relookingatus,they

shouldjustmindtheirownbusiness”Isay.

“Theyshouldn’tbotheryoubaby,Iunderstand

you’renotusedtoitbutplease,don’tletitgetto

you.They’llgettiredandeventuallyleave.

Besides,Inevergotthismuchattentionuntil

youcamearound”hesaysrubbingmyhand.I

blush

“That’smorelikeit,Ilikeseeingyousmile,you

haveabeautifulsmile,Ihopeourkidslooklike

you”hesays.Kids?woaahslowdownboy.

“Let’snotgetaheadofourselveshere,baby

stepsremember”Isay,

“Can’tamandream?”hesayslaughing.That’s

whereitshouldstay,inhisdreams,inhishead.

I’m nowherereadytobeanyone’smother,Istill

needsomemotheringmyself,responsibilityof

anotherhumanbeingisthelastthingIneed.



“Dreamingisgood,keepitthere”Isayandkiss

him,passionatelyhepullsmecloserandholds

mebymyfaceandwe’reinterruptedbythe

waiterinterruptsusbringingourfood.Hesays

ashortprayerandweeat.

“Idon’tunderstandhowyoueatthatgoatfood”

hesayslookingabitdisgusted.

“Idon’tunderstandhowyoueatsteakandchips

forlunch,it’ssoheavy”Isay,givinghim the

samelook

“I’m worriedaboutourmarriedlife,Iwillstarve

asahusband”hesays.

Marriage,whathasgottenintohim today.First

thebabynowmarriage.AndIcan’tcook,what

doeshethinkhe’lleat.Atleastsaladsyoujust

throwsthingsinonebowl.

“Marriage?What’swiththesetalknow?Areyou

tryingtotellmesomething?”Iask.

“Wewillgetmarriedeventually,soIjustwantto



knowifyou’llfeedme?”hesays,confidently.

Don’tXhosamenpropose,likegodownonone

kneeandaskformarriage,thisonejusttoldme

we’regoingtogetmarried,it’snotaquestion,

it’smorelikeastatement,afact.

“You’llhavetoproposefirst,thenweget

married,youdon’tjusttellpeopleyouwillmarry

them andIcan’tcook,noone’severtaughtme.”

Isay,he’seyesarewideopen,almostchoking

onchips.

“Youcan’tcook?Thisisafirst,I’veneverheard

ofawomanthatcan’tcook.Ohwellatleast

Thanditaughtme,sowhatIcook,youwilleat.

Meateveryday.”Hesays,winkingatme.Iwill

notbefedmeateveryday,ishetryingtomake

mefat.Iwon’tfallforit.

“We’llseeaboutthat”Isay.myphonerings,it’s

thePremier.

“Ihavetotakethis”Isayandwalkoutofthe



café.It’snoisyinthere.From thecornerofmy

eyeIspotagirltalkingtoZane.Oneofthe

investorsiscongratulatingmeontheproject

andwantstobepartofthelaunch,shealso

wantstoinvitemetoawomanempowerment

seminar.Thingsarereallylookinggood,thisis

thechanceformetosocializewiththelocal

businessesandspreadthewordaboutthe

project.I’m allsmilesasIendthecall.Zaneis

stilltalkingtothatgirl,helooksserious,her

backisfacingme,shecan’tseemecoming.I

walkuptothetableandsit.What’shappening

here,theirfacesareserious,likeIinterrupted

something.IlookatZanethenather.Shegives

meacheekylookandwalksaway.

“Whatwasthatabout?”Iask.Zanelooks

annoyedandsomewhatangry.

“It’ssomegirlfrom thevillage,shecametosay

hi”hesays.Doesn’tlooklikethattome.

“Shewasheretoolongtojustbegreeting,



what’sgoingon?Whoisshe?”hebetterstart

speakingbeforeIcauseascene.

“Wehadathing,butitendedwaybeforeyou

came,she’sjustbitter”hesays.Sohisexesare

nowshowingupanddisrespectingme?Iwill

nothavethat.Mymoodhaschanged,hecant

allowhisflooziestodisrespectourspaceand

expectmetobeokayaboutit.

“ShebetterstayawaybeforeIputherwhere

shebelongs”Isayandsiponmyicetea.

“Ohit’snothing,she’sjustabitterex,itwasn’t

evenarelationship”hesays.

“Idon’tcare,andIdon’twanttoknowthe

natureofyourthingwithher,shemustknow

herplacethat’sall”Isay.Thisvillagegirlbetter

nottestme,Iwillpassitwithflyingcolors.

“You’resosexywhenyou’remad”hesays

playingwithmychin.Thisisnotthetime,he’s

theonelettinghisfloozyatourtable



“stop”Imovehishandandhecontinues

“Iknowwhatwecandowiththatangerthough”

hesaysbitinghislowerlip.He’ssosexybutI’m

notfallingforit,I’m stillmad.Hiseyesare

lockedonmineandareveryseductive.He

keepslickinghislowerlipasheseductively

brushesmyhand.Iwanthim,now.Wegetthe

billandwalktothecar.

Thirtyminuteslaterwe’reoutofbreathatthe

backseatparkedinthemiddleoftheforest,

nakedandsatisfied.

…………………………………………….

ZanehadtogocheckonZaziandI’vebeenat

theofficeallday.Ienjoythiskindofwork,it

doesn’tevenfeellikework,it’sfun.Watching

thisprojectcometogetherisbeautiful.Idon’t

feelthepressuretorushhomebecauseI’llbe

alone,it’sThursdayandMakhuluhasgoneto

church,ThamiisalwaysmissingwhenMakhulu



isaway,maybehe’swithhisboyfriendand

aunt’Kholekahasnotimetochillwithme,her

businessiskeepingheronhertoes.SoI’ve

decidedtousethistimetocontinueworking

untilZaneisbacktotakemehome.Ialsohave

togotothelocaltailorwho’smakingmy

umbacoforZazi’smgidi,I’vebeenseeingalot

ofpeoplewearitwhenattendingvillagerituals

andceremonies,it’sbeautiful,soIdecidedto

getoneaswell.Ichosetoaredonebecause

everyonehereusuallywearsthewhiteoneandI

wantedsomethingdifferentplusredlooksgood

onme.Thisisgoingtobemysecondfitting,

Zaneisalsohavinghistraditionalattiremade

bythesamewoman,he’sjustnotinterestedin

thefittingprocess,hiswillbewhite.

Thevillagehasbeenverybusythisweek,alot

ofceremoniesandcelebrationshavebeen

happening,everyoneisintheircelebratory

moods,youngmenarewalkingaroundsinging



anddrinking,girlsarealwaysgathered

practicingsongsforimigidi,womenandmen

arepreparingforupcomingevents,it’sbusyand

it’snoisy.I’m sittingintheofficeIcanhearthe

youngmensinging,Ihavelostconcentration

anddecidedtowatchthem throughthewindow,

thesunsethasturnedtheskyorangeandthe

mountainsarebecomingdarker.Boysare

fetchingthecowsandgirlsarecarryingbuckets

filledwithwaterforthenightandtheearly

morningtea.

“HelpHelp,someoneHelp”there’sacrybutI

can’tseeorhearwhereitiscomingfrom.

“Someonepleasehelp,help”itcontinuesandI

walktowardsthegate.Iseetheyoungboy

cryingforhelp,peoplearewalkingtowardshim,

heisoutofbreathandcrying.

“Pleasehelp,they’vebeatthem,they’vebeat

them reallyhard”hesays,he’sstillcrying.

Peopleareconfusedandwanttoknowmore,



everyoneistalkingatthesametimeandnot

makingsense.

“Wherearethey?”Iask,

“Behindtheschool,comequickly,they’re

bleeding”hesays.Onlyafewrunafterhim,

peoplearestillloudandmakingnosense,

someareshoutingwithanger,somehave

stayedbehindlookingratheruninterested,it’s

liketheyknowwhatisgoingonanddon’twant

tobepartofit.Theschoolyardisfullofpeople,

cursingandshouting,it’saconfusingscene

becausesomearecryingandtheothersare

angry.Imakemywaythroughthecrowd,there

arethreeyoungmenlayingnakedonthegrass,

theirhandstiedbehindtheirbacksandtheir

bodiesarecoveredwithblood.Theirfacesare

buriedintheground,theyaresurroundedby

angrymenwhoaretakingturnsatkickingand

hittingthem.Thisisjustwrong.Whyisn’t

anyonecallingthepolice?Whatdidthesemen



do?Isthishowmobjusticelookslike,Iwas

closerandoneofthevictimsliftshishead,his

faceiscoveredwithbloodandsoil.

“Mzala”hesays.

Ohshit!

“Stop,Nono,donottouchthem,don’tyoudare

getanycloser”Isayrunningtothesemicircle

formedbytheangrymen,Itrywithallmypower

topushthem back,it’snotworkingthey’re

strongerthanme,they’repushingmeaside.I

grabatimberwithnailsinitandswingit

towardsthem,theylooksurprisedbymy

determination.

“Getbackandletthesepeoplegonow”Isay,

I’m cryingasIwatchThamistruggletobreath.

“Sisi,move,wewillteachthesemoffiesa

lesson,wedon’taccepttheirdemonicacts

here”oneofthemenshouts,gettingcloserto

me.Iswingthetimberandhithisface,he



bleedsimmediately,Ihaven’tstoppedswinging

it,somehavemovedbackandothersare

joiningthefight.

“Thesepeoplehavedonenothingtoyou,you

willnothurtthem,youwillnotlayahandon

them”Isay.

Ihaveneverbeenthisscaredinmylife

“Thamigetup,getup”Ishouttothem,they’re

powerless.

“Ohyou’reoneofthem,thisisnotaplacefor

moffies.”Theotheronesays.

Thetwoothervictimshavegottenup,Thamiis

stilllayingonthegrass,nakedandblooded.

Whatkindofhumanbeingdoesthistoanother

human,whatkindofhatredmustonepossesto

inflictsomuchpain,physicallyandemotionally

toanotherperson,solelybecauseofwhothey

fellinlovewith.

Thami’sbodyislayingstillonthegrass,he’s



notmovingnow,he’sfriendshaveuntied

themselvesandarehelpinghim up,he’snot

moving.Ohmygosh.Myeyesarewideopen.

“Whatdidyoudo,he’snotmoving.Youkilled

him,youkilledmycousin,Thami!Thamigetup”

I’m screamingatthetopofmylungsandthe

crowdissuddenlysilent.Iruntohim andtryto

gethim up,he’sheavyandunconscious.

“Lookatwhatyou’vedone,youkilledhim”I

scream andgrabthetimberandhiteveryliving

thinginfrontofme.Myeyesaretearyandmy

sightisblurry.Ihearpeoplescreamingasthey

scatteraway,oneofthementripsandfalls.I

standoverhim andhithim,hard,continuously,

he’scryingandcoveringhisheadwithhisarms

“Ohhit’snotnicenow,youtreatpeoplelike

trashandyoudon’tlikeitwhenit’sdonetoyou?

Iwillkillyou,Iwillkillyoujustlikeyoudidmy

cousin”Icannotstop,myangerhastakenover

andfeeleverybloodsplatteronmyfaceasI



continuetohithim.Hewillpayforthis,hewill

feeleverypainheinflictedtothesemenandI

willmakesureheneverheals.Myheartbeatis

racingandmyarmsarepainfulfrom allthe

pounding.

He’sstillcryingbeggingforforgiveness.

“Youwantforgiveness?Forkillingmycousin?

Aninnocentman?Youwantmetoforgiveyou

fortheirpain?”Isay.

Thereisbloodalloverthegrass,heisbleeding

andsomeofitisonmyt-shirtandshoes.Iwalk

aroundthefieldandcollectrocksandbricks.

Thismanmessedwiththewrongwoman,you

hurtsomeoneIlove,Ihurtyoutoo.Ithrowthe

rocksandbricksathim.he’scryingbecomes

softerandslower.

“Buhlestop,BuhleNo”Ihearavoicebehindme,

it’scomingfrom afarandit’sgettinglouder.

Icontinuetothrowtherocksathim



“Youdonothitpeoplebecauseofwhotheylove,

youdonotkillpeopleforlovingsomeoneand

todayyouwilllearnandtellallyourother

friends,Iwillteachyoualessonyouwillnever

forget,Nx!”Isay,pickingupmorerocks.My

voiceistremblingandmyangerhasescalated.

IcannotcatchmybreathandIcannotstop

cryingasIwatchThamilayingthere,helplessly

andunconscious.

“Buhlestop,don’tdothisbaby”it’sZane,he’s

holdingmefrom behindasheremovesthe

rocksfrom myhands.I’m shaking,terriblyand

cryinghysterically.HehugsmetighterasIfall

onmyknees.Helooksscaredashenavigates

thebloodyscenewithhiseyes.He’seyesare

wideopen.Ican’tbelievehesawthissideof

me.

“Theykilledhim,theykilledThami”I’m

screaming,thereisbloodinmyhands,onmy

clothesandmyshoes.



“He’sbreathing,he’sstillbreathing”oneofhis

friendsshout.Igetupandruntowardsthem.

theycarryhim andweallruntowardsthelodge.

“Zanegogetthecarandmeetusbackhere,

hurrynow!”Isay.Herunsoff.I’m tryingtowake

him upbuthe’ssilent.

“You’regoingtobeokaycuzzie,we’retaking

youtothehospital,everythingwillbefine”Isay

wipingoffthebloodonhisfacewithmyt-shirt.

Ihaven’tstoppedcryingandmyangerhas

turnedtofear,Idon’twanttolosehim.Zane

getsback,hebroughttowelstocovertheir

nakedbodiesandwedriveoff.Thisisthe

longestandquietestdriveI’vehadwithZane,

hiseyesarefixedontheroadandhe’sdriving

fast.Thirtyminuteslaterwe’reinthehospital.

Theyhaveadmittedallthreeofthem andtook

Thamistraighttotheoperatingroom.I’m

shakingaswewaitinthefoyer.Thenoise

aroundmehasbeenmuted,allIcanhearare



thevoicesofthoseviolenthomophobicmen.I

keepplayingbackthefightoverandover.Ican’t

seatstill,I’m rockinguncontrollablyonthechair

andZanelooksmorescaredthanIam,he

hasn’tsaidaword.Tonighthesawasideofme

Ineverwantedhim tosee,hesawhowIam

unabletocontrolmyanger,howviolentIam

andhowmercilessIcanbecome.Hesawa

sideofmeIam notproudof.

ThelasttimeIhadanincidentclosetothisone

wasinhighschoolwhenagroupofgirls

continuouslycalledmebananafacebecauseof

myfreckles.Ididn’tminditatfirstbecausethey

wouldsayitbehindmybackandonlyhearthem

from afar,untilonedayduringfreeperiod,they

wereplayingtruthordareandonewasdaredto

pointwhobananafacewas.Shedidandthe

wholeclasslaughed.Iwasmoreangrythan

embarrassed.Iranstraighttoherandbanged

herheadagainstthetableanddraggedher



acrosstheflooruntilIsawbloodcomeoutof

hernose,thewholeclassfledandtheteacher

nextdoorpulledthegirloutofmyhands.Iwas

suspendedforamonthandwasforcedtotake

counseling.Butmyfatherworkedoutadeal

andIgotbacktoschoolearlier.Ineversawthat

girlagain.

“Icalledyourgrandmother,she’scoming”he

says.He’sspeakingsoftly.Iscaredhim.

“Youshouldalsochangeyourclothes,I’llask

thenursestogiveyousomethingtochangeto”

hesays.Whydoeshecaresomuch,hesawthe

mostviolentsideofmeandhestillcares.Ilook

athim andoureyesmeet.Helookssad,likehe

feelssorryforme.I’vereallymessedthings

betweenus,Icannevermakehim unseewhatI

didtoday.

“I’m sorry,I’m reallysorryZane,whenIsawhim

layingthere,notmoving,Icouldn’tcontrolmy

angertowardsthosemen,Iwentnumb,I’m



sorryyouhadtoseethat”hehugsmetight.

“NoBuhle,Iwillnotletyoudothistoyourself,do

notapologise,Iwillnotletyoutearyourself

downlikethis”hesay.

“Buhlewhat’sgoingon?Whathappened?”it’s

Makhuluandshe’srushingtowardsmealong

withaunt’KholekaandAsakhe.Theirfacesturn

redwhentheyseemyclothescoveredinblood,

Makhulubeginstocrywithherhandsonher

headandaunt’KholekacoversAsakhe’seyes.

“WhathappenedBuhle?”aunt’Kholeka.Herface

ishardtoreadandhereyesarelockedtomine,

ifshecould,shewouldextractthetruthfrom

mewithhereyesonly

“It’sThami,heandhisfriendswerebeatenby

somevillagemen”Isayfightingbackthetears.

“Whydidtheydothatandwhyareyoucovered

withblood?Evenyourfacehassplashesof

blood,Buhlespeaknow,whatexactly



happened?”she’sangryandshewantsmore.I

don’thavetheenergytorelivetheincident,I

lookdown.

“Buhletellmewhathappened”sheyellsandthe

wholefoyerisshook.

“Sisicalm down,she’sstilltryingtoprocessit”

Zanesays.

“Wellshemusttellmewhathappenedtomy

sonandwhodidthistohim”aunt’Kholekalooks

scaryrightnow.Hervoiceislouderandher

eyesareintense.

“Theybeathim becausehe’sgay,theybeathis

friendstoo.”Isaylookingdownatmyblood

stainedsneakers.

Makhuluwalkscloser.“He’swhat?”sheasks.I

can’trepeatit,I’m tired,I’m tiredofthisnight.

“He’sgay,yourgrandsonThamsanqaisgay”

aunt’KholekayellsatMakhulu



“Thosemenbeatyourgrandsonandhisfriends,

theybeatthem becausethey’regay”Zane

speaks.Makhululooksdefeatedandseats

downwithhismouthopened.Shedoesn’tknow

Thamiisgay.Istilldon’tknowhowshemissed

thesigns.Thamihasneverhadagirlfriendyet

makesseductivecommentsaboutmen,he’s

alwaysathomehelpingwithcookingand

cleaning,theybothlikethesameshowsand

he’salwaysflamboyantandsassy.

“Whycan’tpeopleletotherslivethelifethey

wanttolive,whyarepeoplesobotheredabout

howotherslivetheirlife?whoeverdidthisis

goingtopay,noonetouchesmybabyand

walks,theymessedwiththewrongchild”she

saysandsheclencheshisfists,shelooksscary.

“YouwillnotdothatKholeka,youwillnotresort

toviolence,itwon’tsolveanything”Makhulu.

“Ifitwasn’tforviolencewewouldn’tbeherein

thefirstplace,theyalreadycallmethecrazy



bitch,soIwillshowthem noonemesseswith

thecrazybitch’sson,becausehe’sgay.Never!”

sheyells.

“Andtheblood?Howdidthishappen?”Makhulu

pointsatme.

“ShewashelpingThamiandhisfriends”Zane

speaksbeforeIdo.Ilookathim andheputshis

armsaroundmyshoulder.He’scoveringforme

butit’suseless,everyonesawwhathappened.

it’samatteroftimetillsomeonetellsthetruth.

“Ibeatoneofthemen,Ibeathim withatimber

fullofnails,Ibeathim withstonesandbricks,I

wantedhim tofeelthepainhecausedThami,I

wantedtokillhim likeheintendedtokillThami”

Isay

“Good,GoodBuhle”aunt’Kholeka.Makhulu

givesherawarninglook.

“Youmeantotellmethatthebloodonyouis

notThami’sbutthemanyoubeat?Howdoyou



beatamanBuhle?”Makhulu

“ThesamewaytheybeatThami,youdidgood

Buhle,Iwould’vedonethesame”aunt’kholeka.

“ShutupKholeka”Makhulu.

Ayoungmanrunsthroughtheentrance,he

looksfamiliar,it’sThami’sboyfriend.Hewalks

towardsuswitheyeswideopen.Ineedto

changetheseclothes.

“Whereishe?Pleasetellmehe’sfine.Icameas

soonasIheardabouttheattack”he’sshaking

andcrying

“He’sintheoperatingroom,we’restillwaiting”I

say

“Howbadisit?”heasks,workinghiseyesall

overmybody

“He’sbreathing”Isay.he’sworriedbuthecan

clearlyseeI’m innostateofexplainingthe

attackwordforword.



“Andwhoareyou?”Makhulu.

“I’m Xola”hesays.

“Surname?AndhowdoyouknowThami?”

Makhulu.Helooksscared.He’squietfora

whileandthenanswers.

“I’m XolaJacobs,I’m friendswithThami”he

says.

“IknowallThami’sfriends,theycomeover,I’ve

neverseenyoubefore,speakthetruth,howdo

youknowThami”

“it’stheboyfriendmama,heisThami’s

boyfriend.Stopwiththemillionquestions”

Aunt’Kholeka.

Makhulu’sjawdrops,alotishappeninginone

nightandthere’sawkwardsilence.Everyoneis

sittingindeepthoughtstryingtomakesenseof

itall.

“Comelet’sgetyououtoftheseclothes”Zane



saysreachingformyhandandwewalk.

Zanespeakstosomenurseandsheoffersme

scrubs.Iputmyclothesinaplasticbagand

throwthem inthedustbin.Whenwewalkdown

thelongcorridorfacingtheentrance,the

paramedicsrushinwithamancoveredwith

blood,theyrunpastus.Iwalkcloserand

recognizetheclothesheiswearing,it’stheman

Ibeat.Ifeelacoldrushofpressureonmyspine

astheimagesofmehittinghim appear.He

looksbad.Somuchblood,he’snotmoving.I

immediatelypanicandfeelmybodyslowly

givinguponme,mykneesareshakingandmy

breathingisheavier.

ZaneholdsmeasIslowlylosemybalance,he

carriesmetothefoyerandcallsforanurse.I

mighthavekilledhim,everyonesawwhat

happened,I’m goingtojail.Mymindisplaying

outallscenariosandjailistheonlyconclusion

I’vecometo,Ihaveruinedeverything.



………………………………………………..

It’sbeenhourssincewe’vebeenhereandwe

stillhaven’theardanythingfrom anyoneabout

Thami.Aunt’Kholekahasbeenfightingwiththe

nursestryingtogetsomeinformationbutthere

hasn’tbeensuccess.Mypressurehasbeen

reducedandmybreathinghasstabilized,

everyoneisstillwaitinginthefoyer,Zanehas

beenfeedinguswithcoffeeandmuffinsfrom

thecanteen,IwasforcedtoeatsomethingsoI

couldtakemymedication.Thefoyerhas

becomequietandlessbusyatthesehours,it’s

almostmidnight.Ioverheadsomenurses

talkingaboutthemanIbeat,theysaidhisarm

hadtoberemovedbecauseitwashitsobad

thatallhisnervesweredamaged,itwouldn’t

function.Apartofmefeelsbadbutmyanger

towardshim andwhathedidtomycousin,

doesn’tallowmeto.Xolahasbeenwaitinghere

withus,hefellasleeponthesofas,sodid



Asakhe,whohasbeenquietthroughoutthis

evening.Itmustbeatraumaticexperiencefor

her,visitinghospitaltwiceinonemonth.

Makhuluhasbeenprayingandtalkingtoherself.

Adoctorwalkstowardsusandisaccompanied

bytwonurses.

“AreyouthefamilyofThamsanqaKhephu?”he

asks.Weallstand,andnod.

“He’snotlookinggood,hebrokesomeribs,his

arm andhithisheadalot.”Hesays.

“Buthe’salive,he’sgoingtolive?”Iask.

“We’vemanagedtoreducethebleedinginhis

head,goodthingyoubroughthim early,anhour

laterwould’vebeentoolate,hewillbestaying

hereforawhile,weneedtomonitorhis

recoveryclosely,whoeverdidthistohim

deservestobelockedupforgood”hesays.

“Thebleedinginhishead?Howbadisit”

Makhuluasks,she’scrying.



“Whenhegothereitwasbadbuthe’sfine,we’ll

monitorhim closely,we’vealsorunsometests

andtherearenosignsofbraindamage,hewill

befinemama,youcanallgorest,he’singood

hands.”

“Andtheothers?Howarethey?”Iask.

“They’refine,better.Alsoafewbrokenbones

butthey’regood.”Hesays,andwalksaway.

Iguesswehavenootherchoicebuttogo

home.Weallwalktothecarandleave.

……………………………………………….

It’sbeenaweeknowsinceThami’sattack.His

recoveringslowly,butatleasthecantalk.

We’vebeenvisitinghim everydaysohashis

boyfriend,heseemslikeacaringperson.At

firstIwasveryskepticalabouttheirrelationship

andhisintentions,buthisactionsthisweek

haveprovedmewrong,Thami’sroom isfullof

‘getwellsoon’balloons,flowersandfruit



baskets.Everytimehe’svisiting,nurseswarn

him formakinghim laughtoohard,theysayit’s

notgoodforhisbrokenribrecovery,Isayit’s

cute.

Heworksintownasanassociatelawyer,they

arethesameagewithThamibuttheir

personalitiesarecompleteopposites.He’s

morereservedandcautious.He’smoreofa

doerthanatalkerbutheisveryfunny,hehasa

greatsenseofhumor.Hecallsme‘killbill’every

timetheytalkabouthowIhandledThami’s

attacker,whoisverymuchalive,armlessand

jailed.Hedidn’tpressanychargesbecause

Thami’sfriendsbeathim toit.Noonefrom the

othervillagehomophobescameforwardtohis

defensesonoonecanspeakabouthowIhit

him.It’shiswordagainstoursandXolahas

beenofgreathelpthroughout.Thamiisstill

shockedathowmuchdamageIcausedbutis

veryhappyIdid.Hiswordswere”Mzala,you



slayed,literally”.

Makhuluiscomingtotermswithunderstanding

thedynamicsofThami’srelationship.Shewas

upsetthatwekeptitasecretfrom herandthat

shehadtofindoutthewayshedid.She’sbeen

feedingThamilikeapiginthathospitalbythe

timeheleaves,he’lllooklikeone.

BetweenmyhospitalvisitsI’vebeenbusy

buryingmyselfwithwork,whichisallinmy

handsbecauseZanehasbeenbusywithZazi’s

homecomingwhichisthisweek.Ihaven’t

fetchedmydressandIhaven’tboughthim a

present.Myworkhastakenovermylifeeven

ZaneisstartingtocomplainsayingIdonotgive

him enoughtime.WhichIfindsillybecauseI

seehim everyday,hefetchesmefrom homein

themorningtotheofficethentothehospital

duringlunchtimethenbacktotheofficeand

takesmehomewhenthesunsets.Ipractically

doeverythingwithhim,whichiswhyhewas



offendedwhenItoldhim Iwasthinkingof

gettinganewcar,heenjoysthatI’m dependent

onhim.HesaysifIhaveacarI’lleasilyforget

abouthim,sofoolish.

OnlyifheknewhowobsessedIam withhim,I

can’tgoadaywithoutseeing,talkingor

touchinghim.Icallhim andtexthim allthetime

justtocheckuponhim whenhe’satthe

constructionsiteorvisitingZazionthe

mountains.I’m constantlylookingathispicture

whichIsavedasmyscreensaveronbothmy

cellphoneandmylaptop.Icannotimaginea

daywithouthim andIstillcan’tbelievethe

amountofloveIhaveforhim.Tothinkthat

monthsagoIwashavingcasualsexwithaguy

Ifeltnothingfor,thatIlivedaloneandthought

thatwashowIwouldlivefortherestofmylife,

thetimesIwouldcarvemythighswithsharp

razorblades.I’vecomealongwayanditisall

becauseoflove,aloveIhaveforamanthat



lovesmeunconditionally.

...............................
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SummermorningsinKhumbaarethenoisiest

buttodayisevenworse.Theentirevillageis

engaginginconversationmetersapartfrom

eachother.MakhuluistalkingtoTshawe’swife,

ourneighbour,wholivesatleast500m from our

home,they’reshoutingatthetopoftheirlungs,

it’snoteven6am.Therearebangingdrums,

singing,ululating,andchaosaroundthevillage,

everyoneisinhighspirits.Makhuluandother

elderlywomanwalkdowntotheroyalpalace,



shesaidtheywillgatherthereforingqongqo,

whichisthebeatingofthedrums,doneby

elderlywoman,tonotifythevillagethatthereis

aninitiatecomingbackhomefrom the

mountains.Menhavegonetheopposite

directiontofetchtheinitiatefrom themountain.

Girlsandyoungwomenhavegatheredatthe

gatewaitinginsongtowelcomehomeZazi,the

initiate.Thisisthedaytheentirevillagehas

beenpreparingfor,thehomecomingofPrince

ZaziniNgele-Ngele.

Myoutfitisready,myhairisbraided,painfulbut

beautiful,mybeadedjewelleryislaidoutand

mynervesareattheirhighest.WhenZane

invitedmetotheceremony,weeksago,Iwas

moreexcitedthannervousbutthatwasbeforeI

learnedthathisparentswantnothingtodowith

meormyrelationshipwithhim.We’vespoken

aboutthismanytimesandheassuredmethat

theywillnotcomebetweenus.Justthethought



ofhim havingtochoosebetweenmeandhis

familygivesmeanunsettlingfeeling.Iknow

howitfeelstobewithoutafamily,togrow

aloneandhavetofigurethingsoutyourself,to

havetoGooglethingsotherkidsasktheir

parentsabout,it’shard,it’sdamagingandI

wouldn’twanthim tolivelikethat,itwouldhurt

memorethananything.

“Hlehle,whattimedowehavetoleave?Iwant

togovisitThaminowbeforewegototheroyal

palace.”Aunt’kholeka.EveryonecallsmeHlehle

now.

“Idon’tknowhowthesethingsgo.Ithoughtyou

wouldknow,Idon’twanttosteponanyone’s

toestherebyarrivingearlyortoolate.”Isay.

Howcanshepossiblyaskmethatquestion,

I’veneverattendedumgidi,Idon’tknowwhenit

startsandI’m notabouttoinsultamaHlubiand

theirancestorsbyshowingupatthewrong

time.



“Ohwell,Ithoughtyourmantoldyouwhenwe

shouldarrive.Thesethingsusuallystartafter

lunchtimesowe’llgoaround12,I’llbebackby

then.Sho”shesaysanddisappearsintothe

passage.

She’ssuchahappysoullately,everything

seemsairyandpeacefularoundher.Herhair

productissellingsuccessfully,she’slaughing

more,she’sjokingaroundandevenplayswith

Asakhe,theychaseeachotheraroundtheyard.

It’srefreshingtoseeherunburdenedandfree.

Sheinsistedoncomingwithmetothe

ceremony,Thabisoandhisfiancéarealso

coming,Kagisocouldn’tmakeit.Thabisohas

beenaregularinKhumbasincethebirthday

lunch,he’sveryfondofthenewZane,hesays

hefeelslikeZanehasbeenfreed.Hecomes

overonceinawhileforlunchatthelodgewhich

sometimesstretchesouttodinner,that’show

muchtimetheyspendtogether.Thabisoworks



asasportpresenterforasportshow,that’s

howhemethisfiancé,whom Ihaven’tmetbut

haveheardsomuchabout,somuchthatIfeel

likeI’veknownherforyears.Herfiancéisa

reportingjournalistforthenewsinthesame

network.Theyhavebeentogetherfor5years

now,hesaysheknewhewouldmarryherthe

dayhelaideyesonher.Theirweddingisearly

nextyearandwe’vebeeninvited,I’venever

beentoaweddingandformanyreasons,I’m

veryexcitedaboutthisone.

……………………………………..

Thesebraidsarepainfulandheavy,Ishould’ve

stucktomywig,noworries,nopain.

Aunt’KholekasuggestedIdothese,shesaidI

needtoprotectmyhairandthattheywould

lookgoodonme.Shespentthewholeday

yesterdaydoingmyhair,I’m neverdoingthis

again,ever.Itrytotiethem upbutI’m failing,I

tiehalfofthetoppartandcreateasidebang



withabunandleavetheresttofallback,it’s

quitecuteandbetterthanthefullbunI

attempted.Mymake-upisdoneandIborrowed

Makhulu’scalaminetocreatewhitedotsdown

myforehead,noseandafewonmychin.My

umbacoisathreepiece,ithasaskirtthatis

fittedtomybodyshapewithamermaidtail,a

backlessapronlookingtopthatItiedonmy

chestandaroundmywaist,withafullcovered

frontthatflowsallthewaytomyknees,witha

beadedimageofaXhosahutinfrontandlastly

ashawltocovermyarmsandmyback.Iworea

blackgladiatorsandalandthetailorwaskind

enoughtomakeasmallslingbagwiththeleft

overmaterial.Myneckisdrapedwithanall

blackbeadworkthatcoversallthewaytomy

shoulders,mywristsarearmedwithmatching

bracelets.Ilookmyselfinthemirror,Iseemy

mother.Hereyes,hersmile,Icanhearherlaugh

andIcansmellherperfumescentthatsheleft

behindeveryhereshewent.Iseehertoday,in



me.IlooklikeaXhosawoman,Ifeellikea

Xhosawoman.

VrrrVrrr.It’satext

*S’thandwasam,I’m losingmymindhere,24

hoursandIhaven’tseenyou,whenareyou

guyscoming?”Zane.

*Imissyoutoobaby,we’recomingsoonjust

finishedgettingready”me

*Hurry,Ireallymissyou,Thabisoisonhisway,

they’llfetchyou,soyoucanallarrivetogether

andsittogether*Zane

*That’sawesome,seeyousoon,I’llbethelady

inred*me

*Red?ThisIhavetosee*Zane

Iwalkoutoftheroom andmakemywaytothe

lounge,aunt’Kholeka’seyeswidenandherjaw

drops.Shemustreallylikewhatshesees.

“BuhlebethuKhephuorshouldIsay,Noncumo



Khephu,mydarling,youlookbeautiful,youlook

exactlylikeyourmotheronherweddingday,we

havetotakeapictureandsendtoyourfather.

Wow.”Shereallylooksamazedasshepullsout

herphone.

“Thanksaunty,youlookbeautifultoo”Isay.

she’salsowearingumbaco,hersiswhitewith

blackstripes,mineisredwithblackstrips.Hers

isafulldresswithlongsleevesandherfitted

bottom showsoffhercurves.Shealsohasthe

whitedots.

“Uchokozile?”sheasks.I’m confused,whatis

shetalkingabout?

“Thewhitedotsonyourface,it’scalled

ukuchokoza.”Shesayspointingatmyface.

“Ididn’tknow,Isawapictureofmamaand

wantedtodoit”Isay.I’m learningsomething

everydayhereandthere’sawholelotmoreto

learnabout.



“Ohandlisten,whenyouintroduceyourself,you

don’tjustsayhi,I’m Buhle,youhavetotellthem

yourclannameandpraiseyourancestors”she

says.

“What?Idon’tknowhowtodothat”Isay.allI

knowisthatIam MaDlomo,that’sall.

“unguMaDlomo,uSophitsho,uYemuYemu,

uNgqolomsila,uVelebaMbenstele,uMamtande,

that’sallyousay.I’llteachyoutherestsome

othertime.Memorizethatandyou’regood.”

Shesays,sippingonherReddscider.

“That’salot,I’m goingtoneedmorepractice,

maybeI’lljustpretendlikeIcan’tspeakXhosa,

I’llratherbecalledasnobthanembarrass

myselfandshamemyancestorslikethat”Isay.

“Suityourself,thequickeryoulearnthebetter.”

Shefinishesitoffandwewalkoutofthedoor

whenhearthecarhooter.

AblackSUVisparkedoutsideourgate,fancy



car.Wemakeourwayoutofthegateand

Thabisoiswhistlingwhilehisfiancéisululating,

auntyandIareblushing.

“Yho,myfriendchosewellhere.Youlook

beautifulBuhle”hesaysgreetingus.

“Thankyou”Isay.

“Comemeetmyfiancé”hesayspullingmeto

thepassenger’sside.

“BabythisisBuhleandthat’sheraunt,Buhle

thisisSinazo,myfiancé.

“Wow,you’reprettierthantheydescribed,I’ve

heardsomuchaboutyou,IfeellikeIknowyou.

Nicetofinallymeetyou”shesaysasshe

reachesoutforahug.

“Thankyou,it’snicetofinallyputafacetothe

romanticstoriesThabisohasbeentellingus”I

say.Shelooksbeautiful,hersmileisthefirst

thingthatcaughtmyattention,it’swideand

genuine.She’sabeautifuldarkskinnedyoung



ladywithalong24’inchweave.She’swearinga

tribalprintdressandamatchingdoek.

Weallgetinthecaranddrivetotheroyal

palace.Thecarisfullofconversationand

laughter,thisisgoingtobeabeautifulday.

ThabisoandSinazoseem likeacoolcouple,

theyarethatcouplethatlistenstohiphopand

knoweveryversetotheirfavoritesong,thecar

karaoketype.Theirpresencegivesthatnew

love,happyvibesfeeling,plusshe’sfunny.

Innotimewereachtheroyalpalace,it’spacked

andwehadtoparkfarandwalkquitea

distancetothegates.ItextedZanewhenwe

wereleavinghome.Weareescortedtoatent

whereotheryoungwomanareseated,Thabiso

wentadifferentdirection.Therearedifferent

tentsandguestsaregroupedbygenderand

age.Womenareallseatedinonetent,nextto

ours.Menareseatedontheotherside,nextto

thetentofyoungmen.There’saspecialtentfor



theroyalfamilyandIonlyseetwopeople

seatedthere,mustbetheKingandhisQueen.

Wegreetandwesit,anddrinksareoffered.

“I’llhavewineplease”Sinazo.Ilikeher.

“Metoo,Roseplease,noice”Isay.Shewinksat

me.Grapesbuddies.

“Redds,lotsofice”aunt’Kholeka.SinazoandI

lookateachotherandlaugh.That’sallshe

drinks,she’snotaspontaneousdrinker.

“Ihearyoustayherefulltimenow,howareyou

adjustingtothevillagelife”Sinazo.

“AtfirstitwasanightmarebutnowIlikeit,it’s

totallydifferentfrom EdernvilleandIthinkthat’s

whyIlikeit,itspeaceful”Isay.

“I’m sousedtothefastpaceEdernville,Icould

neversurvive.ButI’m sureacertainPrincehas

alotofpositiveinfluence”shehasanaughty

smile.Ican’thelpbutblush,she’sright.



“Iguessyoucansayso,hemakesmehappy”I

sayunabletohidemysmile.

“You’reblushingandturningpink”Aunt’Kholeka

islaughingandSinazojoinsher.Ireallycan’t

helpbutturnpinkwhenIhearhisname.Love

doesthattoyou.

“Thabisotoldmeaboutthesurprisebirthday

lunch,I’m gladyouinvitedthem,hemissedhim

alot,eventhoughhewouldn’topenlyadmitit

butwhenhegotacallfortheinvitation,hewas

athishappiest.Andheneverstoppedtalking

aboutyouguys”shesays.

“ItwasallshortnoticeandIwantedhisclosest

people,Iheardhedoesn’tlikebirthdays,soI

hadtokeepitsimpleandintimate”Isaylike

“Hetoldmeallaboutitandthegiftsyougave

him,thepaintingandthefestivalconcept,that

waspriceless,nomoneyintheworldcouldbuy

that”shesays.



“Ibroughthispassionandthevillageneeds

together,andthereitwas,KhumbaKulture

Festival,it’sagreatinitiativetohelpdevelopthe

villageandagreatopportunityforthevillagers

toexposetheircrafttotheworld.PlusIgetto

dowhatIloveeverydaywiththemanIlove”I

say,smiling.

“It’sgreat,theytoldmeyouweresmart.Also,I

wouldlovetocoverthelaunchifthat’sfinewith

you”shesays

“Ohmygosh,yes,I’dlovethatalot,your

networkisoneofthepopularnetworksinthe

country,thatwouldbegreat,thankyouso

much”Isayreachingoutforahug.

Theladyisbackwithourdrinks,acarrypackfor

aunt’Kholekawithabowloficetube,myrose

bottleanddryredbottleforSinazo.Letthe

celebrationsbegin.

Afewminuteslater,abigbowlfullofmeat



arrives,it’sbeef,almostshreddedandfallingoff

thebone,it’stenderandtasty,we’reserved

homemadesteam bread.Noonewastestime,

wedigin.it’sdelicious.Ihaveneverenjoyed

meattheywayIam rightnow,even

aunt’Kholekaissurprised.Icanthelpit,itlooks

andtastesdelicious.

Ifeelawarm embracefrom behindmeand

kissesonmyneck,hesmellslikefire.

“Youlookbeautifulmylove”hewhispersinmy

earashecontinuestokissmyneck.

“People,stop”I’m embarrassed,everyoneis

watchingandhedoesn’tseem tocare.

“I’m givingthem ashow”hesaysandsitsnext

tome

“Heymylove,youlooktired”Isay.He’seyes

proveshehasn’tslept

“Wedidn’tsleep,wehadtostayupallnightand

IstillhavetogoandchangebutIhadtocome



andseethebeautythatismylove”hesays

leaningforwardformorekisses.

“Imissedyou,24hourswithoutyouisdreadful.

Stilldon’tknowhowIsurvivedtwentytwo

years.”Isayrubbingmyhandagainsthisface.

“Imissedyoutoobaby,afterallthisweshould

takeaweekendtrip,justustwo”hesays,he

looksexcited.

“Triptowhere?”Iask

“Anywhereyouwant,we’llgo,aslongasI’llbe

stuckwithyou”hesaysandInod.Heleans

overandkissesmylips.

“Excuseus,we’restillhere,Hello”it’sSinazo

“Ifyou’regoingtobearoundthem,youshould

getusedtothis.They’realwaystouchytouchy,I

thinktheyforgetI’m theirelder.Onetimewhen

Buhlewasadmittedinhospitalwewalkedinon

them makingout,Zanemvula’spantswere

hanging.Mamaalmostdied.Itwasfunny.”



Aunt’kholeka.TheyalllaughbutI’m not,she

didn’thavetosharethat.

“Whywereyouinhospital?”Sinazo

“Anxiety”Isay.Shelooksshocked,thatanxiety

canhospitalizesomeone.Wellminedoes.

“Showingsomeoneyoulovethem isn’tacrime”

hesays.He’slookingatmewithhissexy“I

wantyounoweyes”.AndIcan’tsayIdon’tfeel

thesameway.Iwanthim too.

“You’veturnedZanemvulaintoasoftlove

struckpuppy”Thabiso,he’ssittingnextto

Sinazo.

“YouknowexactlyhowIfeelbuddy,don’tyou

dareputitallonme,you’retheonegetting

marriedinafewmonthstime”Zane

“Ohyeah,congratulations,whereisit?Zane

didn’ttellmethedetails,hejustsaidwe’re

invitedtowedding”Isay.



“It’sgoingtobeintheCape,inoneoftheold

vineyardsthere,it’sabeautifullocation.It’snot

goingtobesomethingbig,justclosefriends

andfamily.”Sinazosays,soundsexciting.

Iguessthiswillbeourweekendawaytrip,inthe

Cape.Wecangetthereearliersowecould

enjoysomealonetimeandonlygotothem the

daybeforethewedding.

“I’m excited,I’veneverbeentoawedding”Isay.

“Ever?”shelooksshocked.Inod.

“Well,I’m gladmineisyourfirst”shesays

flashingthatsmileofhers.

“Ineedtogoandchangemylove,I’llcomesee

youonceI’m done”Zane

“SayhiformetoZazi,whereverheis”Isay

“He’satoneofthebackrooms,you’llseehim

whenit’sthewomen’sturntogiveadvice.”He

says,kissingmycheekanddisappearinginto



thecrowd.

Therearepeopleallovertheyard,singing

dancingandululatingeverytimesomeone

entersthegate.It’sbigandbeautiful.I’venever

seenanythinglikethisbefore.Thereare

differentpeoplewearingdifferentoutfitsand

differentstylesofumbaco,everyoneishappy.

I’vespentanentiredaylaughing,drinkingwine,

notasmuchasIusuallydoandeating

meat,lot’sofitandallkindsofstarch,

DecemberinKhumbaisacaloriestrap.Ifoneis

onaspecialdiet,KhumbainDecemberisthe

lastplacetheywanttovisit,everythingis

irresistible.Peoplearebecomingdrunk;singing

isoutoftuneanddanceswentfrom traditional

toqgom butthehappinessisfillingtheyard.

Theyoungladieshavejoinedtheyoungmenin

theirtentandthesingingislouder.Wecannot

evenseeorheartheactualceremonybut

judgingfrom themoodintheyard,everythingis



done.

Agroupofyoungladieswalktowardsus,they

looktipsy.There’sfourofthem,they’reall

wearingmatchingoutfits.

“Molweni”theyallgreetatonce.Theoneonthe

leftlooksfamiliar.It’stheonefrom thecafé,its

Zane’sex.

“Hi”Sinazoreplies.Thesegirlsbetternotpiss

meoffnotwhenI’vehadmywine.

“Wejustwantedtocomegreetourfuture

queen”shesaysandtheyalllaugh.

“Ohwellthankyou”Sinazorepliesinnocently.

TheybetterleavebeforeIknockthem over

“Yho!Shedoesn’tlookhappy.Fakequeen,we

justwantedtopassonamessage.You’re

wastingyourtime,therealreadyisachosen

queen,it’sjustamatteroftimebeforeshegets

introducedtothevillage.Soenjoyitwhileit

lasts.”Theylaughoutloud.



I’m doingthebestIcantocontainmyangerbut

theirlaughterisnotmakingiteasy.Andthis

“queen”nonsensethey’retalkingaboutisquite

childish.ButthedisrespectIwillnottolerate.I

standandholdtheexbyherarm,Ipullher

closertomesqueezingitwithalltheangerin

me.Shelooksscared,herfriendshavetakena

stepback.

“Buhle,don’t”aunt’Kholekawarns.

“Don’tyouevercomenearmeandZane,ever

again.Oryouwillknowwhatthisfuckingfake

queeniscapableof”Isay.Shetriestofree

herselffrom myhand,shefails.

“Nowyouandyourfriendsaregoingtowalkout

straightthroughthegateanddon’tlookback.

Thepartyisoverforyou”Isayandpushherso

hard,shealmostfellbutherfriendsheldherup.

She’sclosetotearsastheymaketheirwayto

thegate.



Sinazo’seyeballsareclosetofallingout.

“They’rejustfoolingaround,I’m surethey

weren’tserious”shesays.

“They’renot,theyknowexactlywhatthey’re

doingandit’sasseriousastheymadeittobe”I

say,sippingonmywine.Thishadbetterbea

sickjokebyaclingyex.I’m hopingwithallIam

thatitisjustajoke.

Thewholeyardissilentastheroyalfamily

standsinthemiddleofthecrowd.It’stheKing,

theQueen,ZinziandZane.Helookshandsome,

wearingsomethingthatlookslikeaskirt,with

blueandwhitebeadsacrosshisshoulders,a

whiteshawllookinglikehisskirtovertheother

shoulder,he’stopless.Hehasabluebeaded

pieceonhisheadandiscarryingabeadedstick

inhishand.Ifindmyselfsmilingjustbylooking

athim.Hisfatherbeginshisthankyouspeech

whichgoesonforever.Helooksoldandtired,

hisfacedoesn’tlooklikesomeonewithgood



health,Zanedidmentionthathewassickbut

didn’tgetintomuchdetails.Hermotheronthe

otherhandlooksyoungandbeautiful,she’s

wearingaballgowndressmadewithAfrican

prints,itlooksexpensiveandridiculous,

honestly.ShelooksyoungerthantheKing,

maybeinherearlyfourties.WhiletheKing

couldbewellinhislatesixties.AstheQueenI

thoughtshewouldwearthemostextravagant

mbacopiece.Zanelooksboredanddistracted

ashisfathercontinueswithhislongspeech.

Ayoungladyandanoldmanjointhem onthe

platform.Theyoungladyisfacingdownandthe

oldmanissmilingwithpride.Zane’sfaceis

searchingthecrowd,he’spanicking.

IspotThandiwalktowardsme,she’srushing.

What’shappeninghere?Shegrabsmebythe

arm andpullsmeoutofthetent,Ipullmyself

offher.

IlookatZane,heseesusandhe’sshaking,his



faceistrembling.Thandiispullingmeand

we’reheadedforthegate.Ikeeplookingbehind

me,aunt’KholekaandSinazolookconfused.

Whyisshetryingtogetridofme?

“Youcan’tseethis,Iwon’tallowit.”shekeeps

sayingasshepullsme.

“WhereareyoutakingmeThandi,letgoofme”I

saylookingbackatZane,he’sstilllookingat

us,helooksmorescaredthannervous.What

doesshenotwantmetosee?.

“Stop,what’sgoingonhere”Ipullmyselffrom

herandwalkbacktothetent.

“He’sgoingtofixit,don’tmindit,hedoesn’t

wantthis.”ThandiisyellingasIwalkawayfrom

her.ThecrowdissilentlisteningtotheKing.

“Thesearchisover,wehavefoundournew

queen,fitforthefutureKing”hisfathershouts

tothecrowdandthere’sawkwardsilence.

Everyoneislookingaroundandmumbling



amongstthemselves.Iwentblankandmyheart

sankthemomenttheKingheldboththeirhands

intheairandthecrowdeventuallyapplauded.

Shetriedtowarnme,everyonetriedtowarn

me.Hisex,mygrandmother,Thami,Iwastoo

stubbornandnaïve.HowcouldIhavebeenso

stupid,Ishouldn’thaveletthisgothisfarfor

toolong.Hesaidhelovedme,hesaidhewill

neverleaveme,hesaidhewillfightformeand

thisisthetimetoproveitbuthestoodthere

anddidnothing.Myeyesarewideopenand

tearsarefallingdownmyface.Ihaveneverfelt

thisstupidinmylife.Asharppaininmyheart

ripsmefrom theinsideeverytimeitpumps,

harderandharder.

Ilookaroundandaunt’Kholekagetscloserand

triestoholdme.Mykneesfeelweakandevery

muscleinmybodyisnumb.Everyoneinthe

tentislookingatme,withpity.

I’vemadeafoolofmyselfinthenameoflove.



I’veputmyselfinaspacewhereIcouldn’tthink

properlyandprotectmyselffrom this,all

becauseoflove.I’m tryingtograspforairbut

mychestisclosinginonmeasIlookathim

holdingherhand.Myangerescalatesasevery

imageofhim crossesmyhead,allthe

momentswe’vespenttogether,alltheintimate

momentswe’veshared.Iopenedmyselfupto

him,Ilethim inmymostsacredroomsandhe

justgaveup,withoutafight.

“Buhle,Buhle”Ifeelsomeoneshakingme,this

feelslikeadream.Ididn’trealiseIzonedout

andhavebeenstaringintospace.

“Buhle,sitdown”it’sAunt’Kholeka,tryingtoget

metositdown.Ipullmyselffrom herandrun.

AsfastasIcan,Irunoutofthetent,outofthe

yardandIdon’tlookback.

WhenIreachedtheriverIcatchmybreathand

letoutaloudscream.Myentirebodyhurts,my

legs,myarms,myhead,allofmehurts.Ikneel



onthegrassandburymyheadontheground.

HowcanIbesostupid?

AllthesignswheretherebutIchosetoignore

them.Hisfamilywasnevergoingtoacceptme

andmakinghim choosebetweenmeandhis

familywould’vebeenthemostselfishthingto

do.I’m justmadheletthisgettoofar,sofar

thatIfellinlovewithhim.

Idon’tlove,I’m notaloverbutIlovedhim,the

bestwayIknowhow,wasn’titenough?Wasn’tI

enoughforhim tofightforme,forus.

“FuckBuhle,Youfuckedupreallyhardthis

time”Ifindmyselfsayingthethingsonmy

mind.

“Didyouhonestlythinkthiswouldendwell?

Nothingyoutouchendswell”Ican’thelpbut

hatemyselfforbeingsonaïveandignorant.

Iwishtherewasawaytoendthispain,

permanently.



………………………………………………

I’vebeeninbedfordayssinceumgidi.I’ve

lockedmyroom andcoveredmyselfwithmy

blankets.Makhuluandtheothershavebeen

talkingandprayingatthedoor,likeanyofthat

willhelp.Ijustwanttobeleftalone,todrown

myselfinthesaltyfluidsofmystupidity.Ihave

beenbackplayingeveryeventI’vehadwithhim,

everyencounterandIwishI’dneverwenton

thatpicnicdatewithhim.Maybethings

would’vebeendifferent.I’dhavemovedbackto

Edernville,livedthelifeIknewtoowelland

would’vefoundarealjobbynow.

Ihaven’tdoneanyworkwiththeFestival

preparations,Ihaven’tcheckmyemails,I

haven’tacceptedcallsandIevenmissedthe

seminarIwasinvitedtobythepremier.Nothing

seemsworthitnow,Idon’thavetheenergyin

metomoveforward,everythingseemedlikeit

wasallalie.Mylifethesepasttwomonths



havebeenalie,everyfeeling,everyword,and

everycommitmentwasabigfuckinglieandI

fellforit.IfellforitlikethefuckingidiotthatI

am.

Thandiandhisbrothershavebeencallingme,

bloodyliars.Ihaven’trespondedortakentheir

calls.Theywereinonit,theywereprobably

laughingathowstupidIlooked.Thabisoand

Sinazohavebeentryingtocontactmeaswell,

askingabouttheirwedding,talkabout

insensitivebastards.They’llprobablyinvitehim

andhisnewbitchassqueen.Nx!

Iwalkuptothedressertogetmoretissues,my

entirefaceisredandmyeyesareswollen,

almostshutfrom allthecrying.Mybraidsare

allovermyface,it’sirritating.Ispotscissorsin

mydrawerandbegintocutthem off.Atear

dropsasIwatchitfallfrom myheadtothe

floor.Ihateeverythingheliked,Ihatehowhe

mademefeellikeIcouldbethispersonand



he’dlikemethenstillleavesme.Hesaidhe

likeditandIkeptit,forhim buthestillleft.My

headisbaldandmybodyiscoveredwithhair.I

seatonthebedandslowlydrawovermythighs

withthescissors.Myangertakesoverasthe

imagesofhim kissingmyscarsappearinmy

mind.Itwasallalie.

“Buhlestop,you’rehurtingyourself”it’s

Aunt’Kholekashepushedthedoorandruns

towardsmeandgrabsthescissorsfrom my

bloodstainedhands.

Mythighsarepumpingblooddrippingdown

mylegs.Herfaceismaskedwithdisbeliefas

shegrabsatowelandplacesitonmythighs,

Makhuluwalksinandbeginstocryhysterically

withherhandsoverherhead.

Aunt’kholekaisrunningaroundtryingtostop

thebleeding,Everythinghappeningaroundme

feelsdistant,likeinadream,itdoesn’tfeelreal.

Shetriestosnapmebacktorealitybywiping



mytears.

“Ihatehim somuch,Ihatehim,Ihatehim”I’m

sobbing.Aunt’kholekatriestocomfortmebut

myscarsarepainfulIpushherback.

“IknowHlehle,Ihatehim too,wealldo.You

didn’thavetohurtyourself”shesays,cleaning

offthebloodinmythighs.

“Ihatemyselfmoreforfallingforhislies.I’m so

stupid”Isay

“Noyou’renot,lovemakesusdostupidthings,

you’renotthestupidone,heis.”Shesays.My

thighshurteverytimeshewipesthem off.

Makhuluwalksinwithherfirstaidkit,hereyes

hauntedwithworryandfear.

“Comeletmeseehowdeepthesecutsare”she

says,avoidingeyecontactwithmeasshe

kneelsinfrontofme.

“Hlehle,IthinkyoushouldgotoEdernvillefora

whileuntilgraduation”shesays.She’sshipping



meawayjustlikemyfatherdid.Everytime

peoplearoundmefeelliketheydon’twantme

theyjustdropme,justlikethat.Noonewants

totryhelpme,nooneevenofferstohelp,they

justsendmeoff,todealwithmyself.Italways

gobacktoit,beingalone,bymyself.

“I’llstaythereforgood.There’snothingforme

here,allIdidwasbringtrouble”Isayasshe

finisheswrappingbandagesaroundmythighs.I

rolloverthebedandcovermyself.

“ListenBuhle,that’snotwhatshemeant.”

Aunt’Kholekatriestoexplain.

“GETTHEFUCKOUTNOW”Iscream.Thedoor

shutsandthere’ssilence.

Iftheywantmegone,they’llhaveit.Iwillleave

them tolivetheirpeacefulvillagelifeandI’llgo

backtomycitylife.

*Dad,sendacartocomefetchmeinthe

morning,I’m cominghome*me



*What’sgoingon?Whydoyouwanttocome

back?*dad

*Iwanttoleaveintheearlyhours,sendthecar

now,pleasedad*me

*Okay,aslongasyouexplaineverythingwhen

yougethere*dad.

Istareatmyphoneforawhile,lookingatmy

screensaver.Hissmile,hiseyes,howisthisthe

samemanthatstoodthereanddidnothingto

fightforus,allinthenameofcultureand

tradition.Itossmyonthewallanditbreaksinto

pieces.Makhululeftpainkillersonmypedestal,

Idrinkthem anddozeoff.Ineedtogetoutof

thisplace.

……………………………………………………………..
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I’vepackedeverythingIneedandthecaris

parkedoutside.Makhuluiscryingbeggingme

tostay.

“Hlehle,pleasemychild,Ithoughtyouwere

goingtoleavenextweek”shesays.

“I’dhavelongforgottenaboutKhumbabythen”

Ihugher.

“Thamiiscomingbackhometoday,he’llbe

devastatedtoknowyouleftbeforehegotback”

aunt’Kholeka.

“I’llgetanewphoneandcallhim.KissAsakhe

forme”IsayasIwalktowardsthecar.The

morningiscoldandfoggyasusual.Everystep

Itake,there’sasharppaincomingfrom my



thighs.

“Don’tforgetyourfoodfortheroadanddrink

yourmedication”Makhulusaysasshehands

meabigTuppawarewithfoodandatwolitre

drink.

Igetinthecarandputinmyearphonesand

playmusiconmyiPod,covermyeyeswith

sunglassesandwedriveoff.

………………………………………………………………

ThedriveseemedshorterthanwhenIfirstwent

toKhumba.WearriveinEdernvillesoonerthanI

expected,maybeit’sbecauseIwasasleep

mostofthetime.Myfatheriswaitingatthe

frontdoorwhenwepullup.Hewalkstowards

thecarandhugsme.Thedrivertakesmy

luggageinsideandwewalktothehouse.Itryto

hidethepainIfeelwhenIwalkbutit’shard.

“What’swrongHlehle?”heasksaswegetinthe

loungeandwatchesmeslowlysitonthesofa



withmylegsstretchedout.

“It’salongstorydad”Ireallyam innomoodto

reliveitall.

“Well,youcantellmeoverdinner”hesays.The

housesmellsnice,there’ssomethingunusual

abouttheplace,it’sdifferent.

“Youcooked?”Iask.

“YouknowIcan’tevenboilanegg,someone

cookedandwe’lljusteat”hesays.Hehelpsme

getupandwalktothediningroom.It’scozy,

therearecandlesandthefoodlookshome

cooked,mustbeanewrestauranthe’strying

out.

“Takeoffyourhoody,sowecanpray”hesays.

I’m shocked.Heprays?Sincewhen?Islowly

removeitandthehorroronhisfacewhenhe

seesmybaldheadispriceless.Hiseyeballsare

closetofallingoff.

“Hlehle,whydidyoucutyourhairandit’snot



evenshavedproperly”hesays

“Idid,Icutitoff”Isayandtearsstartrollingout

ofmyeyes.Helooksworriedandwalksupto

me.

“Tellmewhathappened”hesays

“Ithurtsdaddy,lovehurtssomuch.Itholdsyou

upsohighonlytodropyouandlaughwhenyou

hitrockbottom”Ican’tstopcrying

“Iknowmygirl,ithurtsbuthurtingyourself

doesahugeinjusticetotheloveyouhavefor

yourself”hesays,rubbingmyarmslookingat

meinmyeyes.

“Whatselflove,I’veneverhadanyreasonsto

lovemyself”Isay

“Andit’sallmyfaultbaby,it’sallmyfault.All

theseyearsyouhadtodoitallbyyourself,you

hadtofigurethingsoutandbeyourownadult.

Youneverhadtimetoenjoybeingachildand

worryaboutnothing.Ineglectedyou,Inever



showedyoulove,Ididn’tcareforyou.There’s

nowayyoucould’velearnedtoloveyourselfif

noonehaseverlovedyou.”Hesayshugging

metighter.Ouch.Hiselbowstouchmyinjured

thighsashekneelsinfrontofme.

“What?DidIhurtyou?”heasks.

“Mythighs”Isayavoidingeyecontact.

“NoHlehle,youdidn’t,I’m takingyoutothe

doctorfirstthingtomorrow.”Helooksworried

andsad.

“It’snotthatdeepdad”Isay,

“Idon’tcare,I’m stilltakingyou”hesaysashe

makeshiswaybacktohisseat.

Thefoodisdeliciousandsoulful.Itwas

definetlycookedwithlove

“Whichrestaurantdidyouorderthisfrom,it

tastesdelicious”Iask.He’squietforawhile.

“Uhm it’snew,Idon’tthinkyouknowit”hesays



andcontinueseating.He’sactingstrange.We

bothfinish,Ineverfinishmyfood.AndtothinkI

alsofinishedtheentireskaftinMakhulupacked

formeandstillhadtheappetiteforthisfeast

myfatherordered.Irefusetobeapumpkin

becauseofaboywhocan’tstandupforhimself.

Thelastthingthisheartbreakisgettingfrom

meisthickthighsandstomachrolls.

“I’m tired,I’m goingtosleepnow.”Isay.

“Ofcause,tomorrowmorningI’m takingyouto

thedoctor”hesays.He’snotlettingthisgois

he.Inodandwalkupthestairs.

Thingslookdifferent,ourdécorwasalways

whiteandplain.Nowtherearepaintingsonthe

wallandonmyrightIspotsomeofmyold

picturesasakidevenmama’spicturesare

displayed.Thehousefeelswarm,cozylikea

realhome.There’sevenaChristmastreenext

tothefireplace,weneverhadatreeinthepast

tenyears.Myfatherisachangedman.Ittakes



meawhilebutIeventuallygettomyroom.

MaybeIdoneedtoseeadoctor.

Iwalkintomyroom andit’swarm withnew

linenandbedding,thepaintonthewallhas

beenchangedfrom cream torustorange,there

arepicturesofmamaanduswhenIwas

younger,they’reallinblackandwhite.Iwalk

closelytoseethem properly.It’stheirwedding

pictures,somefrom thetripswetookasa

family,somearejustmom sittingrandomly.My

heartisfilledwithwarmth.I’m emotional.Iwalk

tomybedandtakeoffmyclothestowearmy

pajamas.Ididn’tknowImissedmybeduntilI

laidonit.It’ssoftandcomfortable.It’sbigand

there’sspaceformetostretchoutmylegsto

avoidhurtingmyself.Ipullmylaptopandplay

music.It’ssoothingsoundsofjazz

instrumentalsthatmakesmemisshim.This

manhasrejectedmyloveandIstillmisshim.

Whatkindofcrazypersonam I?Tomissaman



thatchosehisthronetobeKing.Athronehe

saidhedidn’twant.Iguessliescatchupon

someone.Ifindmyselflaughingatallthethings

hepromisedmeandthelovehekeptdeclaring

forme.What’sevenfunnyishowIbelievedhim.

I’m laughingoutloudwithtearsflowingfrom

myeyes.I’m justamentalcase.Ishould

probablyseethatpsychologistthedoctor

recommended.Idon’tseemyselfgettingover

thisonealive.Ineedhelp.Andtheysaythefirst

steptorecoveryisadmittingyouneedhelp.Ido.

………………………………………………….

TrafficduringDecemberinEdernvilleisa

breeze,everyonehasgonehometothevillages

andtownships,noonewholiveshereisreally

from Edernville.I’m wearingmycurlywigandall

blacktracksuitandmyMuiMuisunglasses,to

covermyswolleneyes.Thehairisblowingon

myfaceasIrestmyheadandlookoutofthe

window.we’redrivingpasttheoceanandit



smellscleanandsalty.Ihaven’tseenitintwo

months.

“Canwestophereplease”Iask.Helooks

confuse

“Here?”heasks,Inodandheparksnexttothe

road.Istepoutofthecarandtakemyshoes

off.Imakemywaydowntherocksandlandon

thesand,walkingtowardsthesea.Thewater

lookssocalm andclearasitcomesandgo.

Istandthereforamoment,staringintothe

oceanandlisteningtothewaves.It’scalming.

Thewaterwashesonmyfeet,it’swarm.Ifeel

myfathersarm aroundmyshoulderhugging

metightly.

“Ineverreallylikedhim youknow,helooked

arrogantandclingy”hesays.Iwanttorollmy

eyesbutIfindmyselflaughing.

“Veryclingy”Isay.

“ButIalsosawhowhecaredforyou,thatboy



sleptinthathospitalfoyeranentireweekend”

hesays.

“Iknowbuthe’snotherenow,Iam andI’dlike

tofocusonmeforawhile”Isay.Ineedsilence

andIdon’twanthim tobementionedinmy

placeofcalmness.

Wewalkbacktothecaranddriveoffandenter

asmallcomplexwithasecuritygate,it’slikea

fancyofficepark.Theguardsmilesathim and

letshim in,itshowshe’sbeenherebefore,he

didn’taskhim athing.Weparkonthesecond

blockandwalkin.Theairconditionerisvery

coldandI’m tremblingthemomentweenter.

Myfathersignalsthereceptionistandwewalk

rightpasstheotherpeopleinthewaitingroom,

hemusthavesetanappointment.Wemakeour

waydownthehallwayandenteraroom labeled

“DrK.Motsepe”.Theroom iscoldastheentry

way,it’smostlygreyandwhite.Ayoung,very

youngladywalkstowardsus.She’ssmiling



from eartoear,shelooksveryyoung,definitely

inher20’s,maybe26orsomething.She’sso

confidentandelegant.She’scleanwithher

naturalrelaxedhairtiedinabunandhergrey

fitteddressunderherwhitelabcoatwithher

tag.

“Goodmorning”shesays,stillsmiling.She

looksveryhappytoseeus.

“Goodmorningdoc”myfathergreetsherback

withthesameenergy.

“Thisismydaughter,Buhle”hesays.

“GoodmorningBuhle,I’m DrKatlego,everyone

callsmeDrKat”shesayswiththebrightest

smile.Shereallylikesherjob.

“HowcanIhelpyou”sheasks.

“Ineedyoutocheckmybruises”Isay.I’m

avoidingeyecontact

“Okay,let’stakealook.IthinkMrSidwellyou



shouldgiveusaminute”shesays.andjustlike

thatmyfatherisgone.I’m leftwiththehappyDr

Kat.Sheasksmetotakeoffallmyclothes.

Sheslowlyunwrapsthebandagesand

examinesthescars,carefully.

“Theselookdeepbutwhoevercleanedthem did

agoodjob,I’m goingtohavetostitchthem up,

quickly”Shesayspushingherselfaroundthe

officewithherchair,collectingthingsfrom

differentshelves.Shehasalotofenergy.Her

officeisfilledwithmotivationalquotesand

biblequotes.

“Ialsoneedtotakebloodteststocheckany

infections,justtobesafe.”shesaysasshe

slowlystitchesmeup.It’spainfulbutnotas

badasIexpectedittobeandshe’sdonebefore

Iknowit.

“Ta’da”shesays,stillsmiling.Andwalksoffto

herdesk.



“Idon’twanttogiveyouanythingstronguntilI

getallthetestsback,Ineedtoknowexactly

whatwe’redealingwithhere.”shesays.

“Coulditbeserious?”Iask.

“Ijustwanttoseeiftherearen’tanybacteria’s

stuckinthere,theycaneatyoufrom theinside

butbythewayyourwoundswerecleanedI

doubtit,butIwanttobesure”shesays.

“Okay,mygrannydid,she’sanurse,well,wasa

nurse”Isay.

“Blessher,welltakethese,youdrinkitafter

meals.It’ssoothingtea,it’smadeofnatural

herbs,itwillhelpyousleepthroughthepainand

it’sgoodtoboostyourenergy,youseem tired”

shesays,handingmetheboxoftea.

“I’m verytired”Isay.Shecanprobablyseemy

eyesareswollenfrom crying.I’m justamess.

“Youshouldtrymeditation”shesays.Inod



“Thanksagain,theappointmentwasprobably

shortnotice”Isay

“Notatall,youcandropbyanytimeyouwant.”

shesays.Whatdoesshemean?Somyfather

didn’tsetanappointment.Alotdoesn’tmake

senseherebutI’m tootiredforanyofit.Iwalk

downthehallwayandmyfatherischattingwith

thereceptionist.It’slikeheknowseveryone

here.Wewalkoutanddriveoff.

It’salmostmiddayandI’m hungry.

“Canwegetlunch,I’m hungry”Isayandhe

lookspleasedbythat

“I’veneverheardyousayyou’rehungry,you

neverlikedfood”heresponds.He’srightbut

rightnowI’m hungry.Ihaven’thaddecentfood

inmylastdaysinKhumba,Ilockedmyselfin

theroom fordayswithoutrealfood,justfruits

whichwereinthebagIusewhenworkingatthe

lodge.Iwantsomethingspicyandmeaty.



“Let’sgotothatIndianplacemamaliked

downtown”Isayandhe’ssmiling.

“Theymoved,they’reintheSouthnow”hesays

anddrivesintothefreeway.Sohe’sbeen

visitingthatrestaurantevenaftermamapassed.

Shelovedthatplace.Shewouldcravealamb

briyanaandmakemydadbringhersomeonhis

waybackfrom work.

Thearomaofthespiceshitmethemomentwe

parkoutside.It’sbiggernowandfancier.The

placeisfullaswewalkinandsitatatableat

theback.Themenuisstillthesame,nothing

haschanged.Iorderaspicylambcurryand

garlicrolls,heorderslambbriyani.

“That’swhatIgeteverytimeIcomehere”he

says.

“Youmissher?”Iask.

“Alot,morethanIshould.Iusedtowatchour

weddingvideoeverynightsinceyoumovedto



Khumba”hesays.

“Iunderstand,youseem betterthanwhenIleft

you,youdon’tlookasstressedoutandhostile

likeyouwereacoupleofmonthsback”Isay.

He’singoodshape,hespeaksopenlyandeven

praysbeforeeating.

“Well,I’vefoundwaystohealandstillhonor

yourmother”hesayswithasmile

“I’m proudofyou,nexttimeyoushouldtrythis

curry,it’sdelicious”Isaylickingmyfingers,it’s

reallygood.Themeatistenderandthecurryis

spicy,justhowIlikeit.Ididn’trealisemy

appetitewasthisbig.

“I’m proudofyoumygirl,youmanagedalotall

byyourselfandstillcameoutright,Idon’tthink

there’sanythingIcouldeverdotomakeitupto

you”hesays.

“Youcangetmeanewphone”Isayandhe

laughs



“Whathappenedtoyouroldphone?”heasks

“Ibrokeit,anddon’task”Isaybeforeheasks

furtherquestions

“Okay,we’llgetitwhenweleavehere,wealso

needtogofixthatmessonyourhead”hesays

andwebothlaugh.Ididn’tcutitproperly,some

partsstillhavehair.

“Ohandthehouse?What’swiththecolors,

wheredoestheinspirationcomefrom?”Iask.

Andhe’ssmiling,almostblushing.

“Ilikecolor,can’tIbealittlebitspontaneous?”

hejokes.

“Idon’tknowdad,canyou?”Isay,he’ssmiling

likeayoungboy.

Ayoungladywalkstowardsourtable,smiling

withexcitement.

“Ohmygosh,IhopeI’m notmistakingyoufor

someone,areyouBuhlebethufrom theKhumba



KultureFestival?”shesays

“Yes,that’sme”Isay,she’sstillsmilingeven

withtheannoyedlookI’m givingher.She

doesn’tunderstandhowmuchIhatehearing

thatplace’sname.

“Ohwow,yourconceptissoinspiring.My

friendsandIhavebeensavingupforthelaunch

ofthefestival.Alotofmyclassmatesaretoo.

We’vebeenlow-keystalkingyouandyourblog

forweeks.It’sagreatinitiative,somethingnew

andfresh.”She’sreallyexcited.Icannothelp

butfeelproudofmyselfforcomingupwiththis

project.It’sbig,biggerthanIthought.

“Thankyou,can’twaittoseeyouandyour

friendsatthelaunch”Isayandshewalksoff.I

guessI’m leftwithnochoicebuttofinishwhat

I’vestarted.Ineedtofindawayofdoingit

withoutseeinghim,itseemsimpossible.He’s

ineverythingI’veplanned,itwashisbirthday

presentafterall.Mypettyselfwantstomove



thefestivalinadifferentvillage,awayfrom him

andhisroyalclowns.Itwasmyideaafterall.

“Hlehle,thisfestivalisbiggerthanIthought.”he

says.I’m stillamazedattheamountofsupport

we’vereceived.

“Iknowright,stillcan’tbelieveit.Justdon’t

knowhowI’m goingtodoit,nowthatZaneand

Ihavebrokenup”Isay.

“Idon’tknowexactlywhathappenedbetween

youtwobutthisprojecthastohappen.You

weresoexcitedwhenyoutoldmeaboutitand

ithasreachedalotofpeople,pullingoutnowis

awrongbusinessmove.Youwon’tbeableto

gainpeople’strustever.”That’sthebusiness

strategistinhim talking,andhisright.

“IknowbutI’m notreadytogobackto

Khumba”Isay

“WellyouhavetherestoftheDecemberholiday

togetyourselftogether,thenJanuaryyoucan



gobackanddoyourwork”hesays.

Iguessthat’swhatI’lldo.Ishouldalsoseethat

psychologist,I’vebeenavoidingthisforweeks

now,Ishouldgettothebottom oftheseanxiety

attacksandviolentacts.Thethoughtofme

openinguptoastrangergivesmeanxietyallon

it’sown.Ishouldprobablyvisitmedia

companiesIemailedbeforetheyclosefor

Christmasholidays,whichistwoweeksfrom

now.ThiswillbethefirstChristmasI’llbe

spendingwithmyfatherintenyears.Ialways

stayaloneinmyroom andwatchmovies,

drowningmyselfinwine.SomeyearsI’dforget

it’sChristmasdayuntilThandosendsme

messages.ThefirstChristmasaftermama’s

passingwerethehardest,Icriedmostofthe

times.ThenIdevelopedthementalityofnot

caring.Notcaringabouttheholidaysorany

othercelebratorydays.Justthinkingaboutthe

nightswheremy13yearoldselfcriedherselfto



sleeponbirthdays,Christmasandmama’s

birthday,warmsmyfaceandreducesmeto

tears.

“WhatswrongHlehle?”hesays,helooksworried

“Ihavealotonmymind,IthinkIshouldreally

seethatpsychologist,it’stoomuch.Idon’t

knowhowImadeitthisfar,Ihonestlydon’tand

it’sallweighingheavilyonmenow.”Isay,

unabletocontrolthetears.

“Okay,I’llfindoneandyoucango,we’llbothgo”

hesays.Icanseetheguiltinhiseyes.Inod.

Hecallsthewaiterandweleave.

………………………………………………..

Itookalongnapaftertoday'sevents,DrKat’s

teaworks.Mynewphonehasbeenchargingall

day,Ialreadydidasim swapbuthaven’t

checkedanymessages.Honestly,Idon’twant

to,Icanalreadyseewhosetextshavefilledmy

inboxandIdon’twanttoreadthem.



Imakemywaytotheshower.Ithinkshorthair

looksgoodonme,Ilikeitmorethanmynatural

hairactually.Thebarberdidagoodjob,heeven

didthatlineontheside,it’sfierceandmakes

mefeelcapable.IthinkIshouldgetearrings

though,Ikindoflookplain.It’ssomethingnew,I

likeit.Newhair,newjourney.Itcan’tbea

coincident,itfeelsright.Ifindmyselfsmiling

atmyselfinthemirror.

AftermyshowerImakemywaydownstairs

anditsmellsnice,likesomeonehasbeen

cooking.TheChristmastreechangescolors

andcandlesarelitaroundtheroom,itlookslike

aromanticsetting.There’smusicplayingand

myfatherissingingalong,sittinginthesofa

withhislaptop.

“You’reawake,whatevertheDrgaveyouis

strong,yousleptthroughouttheday”hesays.

“WouldyoubelievemeifItellyouit’sherbaltea?

Ilikedit,thatwasthebestnapI’vehadinalong



timeandthatsmell?”Isaymakingmywayto

thekitchen.Myhomehasneversmeltthisgood

inyears.Thekitchenislandisfullofcasseroles

andsaladbowls.It’sdefinitelynotrestaurant

food,itlooksdelicious

“It’sourdinner,didn’twanttostartwithoutyou.

Grabtheplates”hesays.

“Something’sdifferentaboutyou,it’slikeyou’re

adifferentperson”Isay.Helooksshockedthat

I’venoticedit

“I’m speakingtomydaughterandwe’reworking

thingsout.Bytheway,I’vemanagedtosecure

anappointmentwithapsychologist.Is

tomorrowtoosoon?”Ireallywasn’texpecting

him togetonitthatquickly.

“Already?Ohwell,IguessIcango.“Isay.

Wemakeourwaytothediningtable,hesaysa

prayerandweeat.

“Oh,Ialmostforgottotellyou.Imetmama’s



fatherinKhumba”Isay.

Healmostchockedonhisfood,helooks

surprised.

“How?When?Whydidn’tyoutellme?wait,how

didyouknowwhohewas”hesays,hestill

doesn’tlooklikehebelievesme.

“Imethim atthelodge,hekeptcallingmeby

mama’sbirthname,Nothando.HethoughtIwas

her,Iranawaybecausehelookedcreepy.ButI

couldn’tstopthinkingabouthim.ItoldMakhulu

aboutit,Iinvitedhim overandweallspoke”I

say.Helooksfreakedout

“Hlehle,thisdoesn’tsoundreal,well,didhe

explainwhyheleftNoncumo’smotherafterhe

foundouthewaspregnant?”

“Hetoldmeeverything,heknewshewas

pregnant,hewantedtomarryherbuthedidn’t

havemoneyforlobola,sohewenttothemines

andwhenhegotbackheheardshepassed



awayandthatmamawassenttoanorphanage

home.Theydidn’ttellhim detailsaboutit,one

nursegavehim mamasname.Andthat’sallhe

had.”

MyfatherlooksshockedandsadlikeIwas

whenIheardthestory,hedrinkshiswaterand

takesadeepbreath.

“Soheneverabandonedthem,hewenttowork

togetmoneytosupporthisfamily.SoIhated

him fornothing.Yourmotheralwaystoldme

therewasanexplanationtoeverythingandshe

alwayssaidonedayshewilllearnthetruthand

untilthen,shewillnotbeangryatsomething

shedoesn’tknow”hesays,sweatingand

lookingdefeated.

“Ihavetomeethim,Ihavetoseethisman

Hlehle,IfeellikeIowehim anapology”hesays.

“He’sinKhumba,youcanseehim whenever

youwant”Isay



“Whodoeshelivewiththere?Ishefine?”he

looksconcerned

“Helivesalonebuthehasfriendsthere,they’re

likebrothers,theyallcomefrom themines,they

workatthelodge.Hehaslungdisease,that’s

whyhelosthisjobatthemine”Isay

“Lungdisease?Ishetakingmedication?Ishe

okay?”

“Ithinkheis,heconstantlyhastotakebreaths

inbetweenhisconversationsbuthe’sfunny,

he’salwaysmakingjokesandteasingZan….”I

stopmyself.Ican’tbringmyselftosaythis

guy’sname.Ispentanentiretwomonthswith

him andnowIcan’tevensayhisname.Ineed

toatleastbeabletosayhisname.Ilookstupid.

“Ihavetotakehim toKatlegothisside,justto

makesurehe’sgood.”Hesay.Hecares.

“Ihavehisnumber,youcancallhim”Isay.He

lookspleased.



“There’ssomethingIwantedtotellyouandI

wantedtotellyouearlierattherestaurantbut

youcried”helooksseriousandI’m juststaring

athim

“Idon’tknowhowtosaythisandIwantyouto

knowthatthiswillnotchangethisnewjourney

we’retryingout,andthiswillnotchangehowI

feelaboutyouoryourmother”hesays.Canhe

justspeakalready.

“I’vemetsomeone,someoneIlike,

romantically.”

What!Theshockonmyfaceismakinghim

uncomfortable,heislookathisplate.

“When?”Iask

“Imetherayearagobutitofficiallystarteda

monthago”hesays.

Ayear!Myeyesareallout.

“Where’sshefrom?Wheredidyoumeether”I



ask

“Shecateredatoneofourbusinessnetworking

eventsandshe’sbeencateringforallmyclients.

She’sfrom hereinEdernvillebutshelivesinthe

township,BalozaLocation.”He’sstillcalm

IcannotbelievewhatI’m hearing.Myfatheris

dating.Hehasagirlfriend.Howdidheeven

approachher,myfatherdoesnothavea

friendlyface.Hecannotcarryadecent

conversationwithoutsoundinglikeanarrogant

businessman.Don’tgetmewrong,I’m notmad

athim fordating,I’m impressedbutforsome

reasonIforgotthathemust’vebeenlonelyfor

alltheseyears.Heneedsasecondchancein

love,hedeservesit.

“Soshe’stheonewhosebeencookingallthis

deliciousfood?”Isayandhe’ssmiling

“Yes,hecooksformeeverydayandpackslunch

aswell”hiseyeslightup,heseemshappy.



“I’dliketomeether”Isay.Helookssurprised

buthealsocan’thidetheexcitementonhis

face.

“Ididn’twanttobombardyouwitheverythingall

atoncebutifyouwanttomeetthem Ican

arrangesomething”hesays.

Who’s‘them’now?I’m confusedandhecansee

it.

“Shehasadaughter,you’vemether,Katlego,Dr

Kat”hesays.

Noways!Drperfectsmileandelegantsenseis

goingtobemyhalfsister?Wellalotofthings

makessensenow,he’sbeentherebefore,he

knowsherpersonally.

“OhIsee”Isay.I’m reallylostforwords.

“Areyousureyou’recomfortableaboutthis,we

canwaitlonger”heseemsconcerned.

“I’m fine,I’m justtryingtoprocessitall,I’dlike



tomeetthem,it’sjustthem tworight?”Isay.he

laughs

“Yes,justthem two”hesays.

Hereallyseemshappy.Ineverthoughtafterall

theseyearsthatI’dsitinadinnertablewithmy

father,laughingandtalkingsoopenlyabout

anythingandeverythingunderthesun.He’sso

comfortableandseemsatease.Helooks

peaceful.Ican’tbelievethisisthemanIhated

foryears,amanIlivedwithfortenyearsand

neverseenhim orspokentohim withoutyelling.

Lifeisreallyanunpredictablejourney,younever

knowwhatitwillbringortakeandallyoucan

doistotakeitasitcomes,nopermanent

decisionsbecauseeverythingaboutitis

temporary.Thismakesmethinkaboutmy

situationwithZane,ithurtsjustseeinghisface

onmymindbutIcan’tstopmyselffrom loving

him.

……………………………
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Weneverusedourgardensincethenightmy

fatherplannedasurprisedinnerformama,the

nightshepassedaway,thenighteverything

changed.

Todayitissetformytherapysession,allkinds

offruitsandbreadsareplacedonthetable,

juicesandwater,courtesyofmydad’sgirlfriend,

Idon’tthinkI’llgetusedtosayingthat.She

droppedthem whenIwasstillintheshower.I

haven’tmetheryet,they’recomingoverlater

thisweek.



I’m solazytodressupandputonmake-up

latelyandthishaircutmakeseverythingeasy.I

justweartracksuitsandwalkaroundbald

headed.Besides,she’scomingtomyhomenot

theotherwayaround.

Shewalksinwearingawhiteshirtandjeans

withpumps,herdreadlocksaretiedupina

messybunandinherhandisadiaryand

cellphone.Shelookscasualyetcleanand

presentable.

“Goodmorning,I’m DrBoniswaDube,youcan

callmeBonnie”shesaysasshegreetsusand

takesherseatacrossus.

“Goodmorning,I’m Sidwellandthisismy

daughterBuhle,I’m gladyoucouldsqueezeus

inatsuchshortnotice,thankyou”myfather

replies.

“Nicetomeetyouboth.DrKatandIhelpeach

otherallthetime,Ihadtocomethrough”she



says.

Youhavegottobekiddingme.ThisDrKatis

takingoverourlives,atleastthey’rejustwork

associatesandnotfriends,I’dhatetohavemy

businessscatteredalloverEdernville.

“Helpyourselftowhateveryouwant,there’sall

kindsoffruit.Whoevergotallthiswillbe

offendedifwedon’teatit”Isay,handingher

thefruittray.Shesmilesandhelpsherself.My

fatherhasbeenhelpinghimselfsincethefood

arrived,heeatsanythingthatwomanmakes.

“Iusuallyletpeoplegiveabriefdescriptionof

themselves,let’sstartwithyouSidwell”she

says.Shedidn’tcometoplay.Myfathertakesa

deepbreatheandspeaks.

“Iam SidwellKhephu,Iownabusiness

consultantcompany,iam abusinessstrategist

andhavewonseveralnationalandinternational

businessawards.IstayinEdernvillewithmy



daughterBuhlebethu.”Hesays.

“Whatdoyouenjoydoinginyoursparetime?

likehobbies?”sheasks.

“Sparetimedoesnotexistinmylineofwork,I

haveaverydemandingcareerandthathas

becomemyhobby”hesays.

“Okay,Buhle,yourturn”shesays.

“Iam BuhlebethuKhephu,Iam anartist,I’llbe

graduatingnextyear.Ienjoycreatingstories

throughmypaintings.Ienjoylisteningtomusic

andwritingpoetry.IliveinEdernvillebuthave

beenawayfor2monthsvisitingmyfamilyin

Khumba”Isay.

“IknowKhumba,Iwasplanningonvisitingnext

yearwhentheKhumbaKultureFestival

launches”shesays.

“Youknowaboutthefestivalaswell?I’m theco

-founderofthefestival.Myboyfr…uhm.It’sa

greatproject,I’m gladyou’recoming”Isay.She



smilespolitelywithaconcernedlookonher

face.

“Okay,nowI’m goingtoneedyoutointroduce

eachothertome,Buhleyouintroduceyour

fatherandhe’llintroduceyou”shesays.

“Oh,okay,thisismyfatherheisabusiness

strat….”Icouldn’tfinish,shecutsmeoff.

“Uhm sorry,Ididn’texplainproperly,pleasetell

mesomethinghehasn’talreadytoldme,

continue”shesays.I’m quietforawhileandallI

canhearismyheartbeat

“He….Ihatedhim foralmosthalfmylife,Ihated

howhemademefeelaboutmyself.Hemade

mefeelweak,unworthyandundeserving.He

didn’twanttobemyfather,hebroughtmeinto

theworldanddesertedmewhenIneededhim

themost”

“Itwasn’tintentionalBuhle,Ididn’tdothatto

hurtyou,Ijustcouldn’tstandseeingher



everydaywithoutfeelingherpresence.I

couldn’tseeherinyouandstillknowshe’s

goneandnevercomingback”

“ButIdidn’tknowthat,younevertoldmethat.I

was12dad,12yearsold,howdoyouthinkIfelt

whenIfirstgotmyperiodsandfreakedout,I

hadtoGoogleforsolutions,thebras,I

developedboobsearlyandotherchildrenmade

funofmebecausemybreastswerehanging

outandbouncingaroundwhenIplayedsports,I

didn’tknowwhichbrasizetobuy.Iwasalone,

youleftmetodealwitheverythingbymyself”

myheartbeatsfasterandmyvoiceislouder,

I’m upsetandhisfaceisblank

“Sheleftus,sheleftmewithyou,alone.Howdo

youthinkIfeltwhenIsawmywifelyinginthe

middleoftheroadcoveredinfoil,whenthe

doctorstoldmeshewaspregnant,whenIhad

totellyouthatshedied,howdoyouthinkIfelt

whenIsawsheetswithbloodstainsinthe



laundryroom orcondom packsinthedustbin.I

didn’tknowwhattodo,shedideverythingand

leftmetofigureitout,bymyself”hesays,he’s

crying

“Soyousawitbesttoletmefigureitoutmyself?

Youpunishedmeformama,yousawherinme

soyoubroughtallthatangerforhertowards

me?”Iask

“Ididn’tdoitintentionally,Ididn’tknowwhatto

do,Iendedupnotdoingnothing”hesays

“Yournothingruinedmylife,yournothingmade

methisviolentperson,yournothingmademe

thisinsecureandunworthyperson.Iknow

nothingaboutanything,allIknowishowto

survive.AguytoldmehelovedmeandI

panicked,heshowedmehisloveandIfelt

undeserving,yournothinghurtme.”Ithrowmy

glassonthefloorandtheybothjump.My

breathingisheavyandmywholebodyis

shaking.



“Idon’tknowwhatelsetosayHlehle,I’m sorry”

hesays.

“Okay,Buhletakedeepbreathes.Putyour

handsonyourwaist,breathinyournoseand

outwithyoumouth.Steady.Allowyouranxiety

tofeelyourcalmness.It’sgoingtopass.Good.

In….out”shesays.Standinginfrontofme

Idoasshesaysmyhandsareshakingandmy

headispounding,painfully.She’stakingme

throughthisbreathingexerciseandit’sworking.

Mybreathingisnormalandmyanxietyisgone.

“Thiswentfasttoosoon.I’m goingtoaskeach

oneofyouquestionsindividuallyandwhenthe

otheroneanswers,theotherwillbequietand

listen”shesays.Makingherwaybacktoher

seat.Myfatherhasmovedtoanotherseat,a

distancefrom me.

“Buhle,whatdoesyourfathermakeyoufeel

aboutyourself?”sheasks.



“HemakesmefeellikeI’m notenough,likeme

beingmyselfisnotenough.AsaresultIdon’t

dowellwithrelationships,friendshipsorjust

anycompanionshipingeneral,Ialwaysfear

thatpeoplemightseepastmyinsecuritiesand

useitagainstme”Isay,lookingdownatthe

brokenglasses

“Okay,MrSidwell,whatdoesBuhlemakeyou

feelaboutyourself?”sheasks

“Shemakesmefeelguiltyandangry.Ifeel

angrynotatherbutatherresemblancetoher

mother.Ilookatherandwanttoscream ather

forleavingmewithoutwarning.Ialsofeelguilty

forallhertears,Ifeelguiltyforeverybloodshe

haslostthroughhurtingherself”hesays.

“Howdoesshehurtherself”sheasks

“Idon’tknowbutshehurtsherselfandbleeds”

hesays.

“Buhle,whydoyoucut?”sheasks.



“Physicalpainhelpsmeshiftthefocusaway

from emotionalpain,Iseewhereitcomesfrom

andIseewhyitshurting,unlikeemotionalpain,

itjusthurts,andIdon’tknowwhyorwhereits

comingfrom.Butcuttinggivesmeabreakfrom

hurtingemotionally”Isay.

“Whydoyouthinkyou’rehurtingemotionally?”

sheask

“Idon’tknow,IguessIhavealotonmymind

andIdon’thaveanyonetotalktoaboutit,soI

guessalltheseemotionsbecome

overwhelming”Isay.

“Youcantalktome,youcanalsotalktoyour

father,whatcomestomindrightnow?”she

says.

“Howdoyouinlovesomeone,likegetridofit,

thelove.”Iask.Shesmileslikeshe’samusedby

thisquestion

“From myexperience,youcan’tforceyourself



toinloveanything,notimeordistancecan

makeyouinloveanything.Onlyyourheartwill

decidethatandthatalsodependsonthedepth

ofyourlove.”Isay,

“Thatdoesn’thelpbecausehedoesn’twantme,

hemadeitclear.Hechoseanotheroverme”I

say

“Howcertainareyouthathechoseanother?

Didhetellyou?”

“Heshowedme,hedidnothingandstoodthere

likeafool.Hepromisedtoneverleaveme,even

whenIranouthestillstoodthere”

“Itsoundstomelikeyoulefthim,butIdon’t

knowtheentirestory,allI’m goingtosayisthis;

sometimesthepeoplewedependedonforlove

dependedonusforstrengthtolove.Sowhen

theyareattheirweakesttheyneedustoshow

strengthandfightforthem.IhopeImake

sense”shesays.Ikindofgetherbutmypride



issittingonherhighchairwithaglassofwine.I

nodanyways

“MrSidwell,isthereanythingyouwanttosayor

ask?”shesays

“Shekeepshavinganxietyattacks,what’sthe

cause”heasks

“Therearemanytriggersofanxietyandwhenit

hitsit’slikeafloodthatoverwhelmsthevictim,

somehitthem baduntiltheycollapse.She’d

havetorecallallherpasteventstofigureitout”

shesayslookingatme.Ithinkshewantsmeto

speak

“Uhm,thefirstwasatmyartgalleryexhibition,

theotherwasinKhumba,whenIwasinvitedto

aroyalcouncilmeeting,thenanotherwaswhen

myboyfriendtoldmehelovesme”Isay

“Whatwouldyousayeachoftheseevents

madeyoufeel,thatcouldhavemadeyou

anxious”sheasks



“Idon’treallyknow,butIguessit’sthefearof

notbeinggoodenough.Myfirstexhibition,the

royalcouncilmeeting,amantellingmehelove

me.Itgoesbacktofeelingunworthy.

SometimesIfeellikemylifeandmyabilities

arenotmine,likeIcan’tbethepersonbeing

invitedtotheseplaceswiththesepeople..It’s

likesomeonewillwalkintoaroom andpointat

meshouting“shedoesn’tbelonghere”,

screamingoutmyflawsforeveryonetohear.

It’sscarylivingalifethatyoufeellikeit’stoo

goodtobeyours,likeIdon’tdeservelove,I

don’tdeservemytalentandnooneneedsto

hearwhatIhavetosay.It’sthefearofnotbeing

worthy.Andtheemotionsthatcloudmeturn

intoanxiety.”Isayastearsfalldownmycheeks

andmyfatherwrapshisarmsaroundme.

“YouareenoughHlehle,youdeserveeverygood

thingyouhave,youdeservehappiness,you

deserveloveandallthesuccessyoucanhave.



Youareasmartgirlandlotsofpeoplewould

lovetohearyouspeak.Iwanttohearyou

speak”hesays,huggingmetighter

“Iwishitwasthateasydad,IwishIbelievedin

myselfthateasily”Isay,myfaceisredand

warm.Hewipesoffmytears.Holdingmyface

tohis

“Hlehle,youareNoncumo’sdaughter.Awoman

ofgreatintegrityandwisdom.Shewalked

confidentlywithasmileevenwhenshesaid

sillythings.Sheknewwhoshewaswithouta

properupbringing,shedefinedherownsense

ofhappinessandshareditwitheveryone.She

nevercompromisedherselfforanythingand

anyone.Shebirthedyou,youareaproductof

everythingshewas,itisinyou.Allyouhaveto

doisfindpiecesofherwithinyou”hesaysand

continuestohugmetighter,hekeeps

apologizing.

“Iwillgiveyouexercisestohelpyouwiththat.



Thiswasaveryproductivefirstsession.Butit’s

definitelynotthelast,you’regoingtoseeme

again.Iwillemailyoubothyourhomework”she

says.

“Thankyou”Isay

Shesmilesaswemakeourwaytothefront

door.Sheleavesandwewatchherdriveoff.

Thatwasemotionallytiring.Ilookatthetime

andIcannotbelieveitwentonforthatlong.It’s

almostnoonandI’m tired.Webothwalkinthe

loungeandthrowourselvesonthesofa.

“Thatwasalot,I’m gladwedidit.“hesays

“Metoo”Isay

“Buthonestly,allshedidwastoaskquestions,

wejustconductedthattherapysession

ourselves,shewasthereasamediator.SoI

paidhertocomewatchustalk.”Hesaysand

webothlaugh



“True,butsheaskedquestionswecouldn’task

ourselves.She’sworthallthemoneyyou’re

payingherandshe’sgood.ThankstoDrKatfor

herorwecould’vegottenthoseoldoneswith

pooreyesightandnolisteningskills”Isayand

welaughharduntilmystomachhurts.

“IthinkI’m goingtonapabit,I’m tired.it’sbeen

alongmorning.Wecangooutforlunchagain?”

Isayandhe’ssmilefades.

“uhm,Ican’t.Ihavetobesomewhereduringthe

day”hesays.Heshouldjustrephrasethatand

sayheneedstobewithsomeone.The

excitementiswrittenalloverhisface,hecan’t

evenhideit.It’sfunnytowatch.

“Okay,IguessI’llgoshoppingandgotothespa.

Ineedsomeretailtherapyafterthistherapy

session.”Isay.

“Okay.Letmegochecksomee-mailsthen,I’ll

probablyleavewhileyou’reasleep.Seeyouat



dinnertime.”hewalkstohisstudyandIwalk

upstairstomyroom.

MybodyfeelsdefeatedandallIwanttodois

sleep.

…………………………………………...

Ihaven’tdrivenmybabyinmonths,shestill

lookscutethough.Themallisverybusy,people

aredoingtheirlastminuteshoppingfor

Christmas.Ihavebeengoinginandoutof

shops,nothingiscatchingmyeye.Ihaven’t

boughtanyclothesinalongtimeandnowthat

I’m wearingcolor,shoppinghasbecomeharder.

Iusuallybuyeverythinginblackandit’salways

beeneasy,withcolorIhavetofindmatching

shoesandaccessories,it’shard.SoI’ve

decidedtospoilmyselfwithnewearrings,the

biggerthebetter.I’m makingmywaytothe

gadgetstoreontheothersideofthemall,I’m

watchingmyreflectionontheshopswindows,I

can’tdenytheglowonmyface,mylipsare



plumpandmyfaceisgolden,it’sdefinitelythe

Khumbasun.I’m wearingafloralstrapdress,I

didn’twearawig,I’m rockingmynewlook,

confidently,Ireallylikeit,itsuitesme.Ihaveon

subtlemakeupandanudelipstick.Anyone

whoknewmetwomonthsagowouldn’t

recognizeme,Ilookdifferentbutbeautiful,

morethanI’veeverbeen.

I’m thinkingofgettingmyfatherandmynew

familymembersChristmasgifts,I’vebeen

walkingaroundthestorestryingtoseewhatI

couldbuyforeachofthem.Iknowlittleabout

them,includingmyownfather.Iwasthinkingof

gettinghim adigitalphotoframewherehecan

storenewpicturesofus,afterourreconciliation

andthey’renotthatexpensive.Done.Nowfor

hisgirlfriendandmissperfect,herdaughter.I

makemywaytothebookstoretofinda

bestsellingmotivationalbook,sheseemedinto

thatkindofstuff.Done.Hisgirlfriendlikes



cooking,soI’m headedtoahomewarestore,

eventhoughsheprobablyhaseverythingshe

needs,shehasacateringcompanyafterall.But

Iheardacookcanneverhaveenoughknives,

soaknifesetwilldo.Done.

I’vebeenwalkingaroundonanemptystomach

andI’m startingtofeeldizzy,Ineedtoeat,now.

Imakemywaydowntotherestaurantsideand

decideonseatingatacaféclosetotheparking

area.Iorderachickenburgerandsweetpotato

fries,I’m reallyhungry.AsIwaitformyorderI

gothroughmymessages,therearesomany

unreadmessagesandI’m immediately

exhaustedjustbylookingatthem.

*Buhlepleasecall,he’slosinghismind.He

needstospeaktoyou,pleaselethim explain*

Thandi

*Hehasn’tspoketoanyonesinceyouleft,he’s

notcoping.PleaseBuhle,hewillexplain



everything*Thandi

*Sisipleasecalloratleasttakehiscalls,heis

notdoingwellhere.Hehaslockedhimselfin

hisroom allweek*Zazi

*Mzala,Iheardwhathappened,I’m sosorrybut

Ihateyouforleavingwithoutmeseeingyou.

Also,brothershaslockedhimselfinhisroom.

theysayhe’sdepressed.Theentirevillageis

againstthisnewqueenandtheyhavestarted

riotsagainsttheKingandQueen*Thami

*Mzala,callme,Ineedtotalktoyou,it’surgent.

Seriously*Thami

There’smorebutIcan’treadthem allatonce,

I’m overwhelmedandemotional.Justthe

thoughtofhim isolatedanddepressedmakes

mewanttocry.IhatethatIcaresomuchabout

him evenafterhechosethatgirloverme.I’m

notreadytospeaktohim oranyoneinKhumba,

Istillneedtimetoprocessthingsandprepare



myselfmentally.

MyorderarrivesandIwastenotime.Idigin.

MysixthsensehasmeparanoidandIlook

behindme.Ohshit!

“Buhle?”hesays,lookingsomehowconfused.

“mmmh”Ican’tspeakmymouthisfull,almost

exploding.I’m chewingveryfasttoatleastgreet

him.

“IthoughtthiswasyoubutIwasconfusedwith

thenewhairstyleandtheclothes,youlook

different”hesays,takingtheseatacrossme.

“HiThando”Ifinallyspeak.Hestilllooks

confusedandamazed.

“Youlooktotallydifferent,Iwouldn’thave

recognizedyoufrom adistance.Wow”

“Well,youknowwhattheysayaboutchange,

it’sinevitable”Isay,fakingasmile.Ihaven’t

seenhim inmonthsbuthestilllooksand



soundsexactlythesame.

“Howhaveyoubeen?Iheardyouwentto

Khumba”hesays.

“I’m okay,yeah,that’swhereI’vebeenthepast

twomonths.howareyou?”Iask

“I’m good,eventhoughyoudumpedmeand

neversaidgoodbye”hesays.Ishereallygoing

tobethatguy.Ican’t.

“’ItwasshortnoticeandIdidn’tdumpyou,we

neverdated”Isay.Herollshiseyes.

“HereIwas,thinkingyou’vechanged”hesays.

“It’sthetruth,butI’dliketoapologiseforbeing

rudetoyouinthecourseofour“situationship”.

Youdidn’tdeserveanyofit.I’m sorry”Isayand

helooksshocked.

“Ispoketoosoon,youhavechanged.Whois

thispersonandwhatdidshedotomybabes?”

hesayssmiling.He’ssosilly



“It’sstillme,justahealthierversionofme.Do

youforgiveme?”Iask

“Withthatbeautifulface,Ican’tsayno.How’s

thevillagelife?Ialsoheardaboutyourproject,

thefestivalthing,smart”helooksproud

“Thevillagelifeischilled,peaceful,Ienjoyedit.I

partneredupwithmy..uhm..afriendonthe

project,I’m excitedaboutit.”Isay

“It’swhatyou’vealwayswanted,allofit.The

villagelife,theartandhelpingofothers,it’syou.

Thecitylifewasneverforyou,youwerealways

lost,tryingtofigureoutwhereyoufit.ButIcan

seenowyou’vefoundyourpeacethere,it’sall

overyourface.Youlookbeautiful.I’m happyfor

youbabes.”Heholdsmyhandandrubsit

againsthis.

“Ican’tbelieveyounoticedallofthatwiththe

littletimewespenttalkinganddidnothingbut

sweatallovereachother.”Isay.



“YouwerethereforthesweatsbutIhadother

intentions,IlikedyouandIwasfallinginlove

withyoumorebutyoukeptpushingmeaway.I

eventuallyacceptedthatitwasnotmeanttobe.

Ifoundsomeone,she’snotyoubutshe’sgood,

sothankyou”hesays,kissingmyhandwitha

smile.

HonestlyI’m happyhefoundsomeone,sohe

couldfinallysettledownandgetoffmyback.

“I’m happytohearthat,Ihopefornothingbut

thebestforyou,youdeserveit”Isay

“Youdeserveittoo.Butmakesureyoutell

whoeveryouendupwith,Igottherefirst,I

openedthedoorforhim”hesaysarrogantly.I

can’thelpbutlaughathim

Wecontinuewithourconversationandended

uphavinglunchtogether,eventhoughit’slate

lunchbecausethesunwillsetsoon.

Hetoldmeaboutthegigshe’sbeenbooking



asaDjandhiscollaborationswithotherartists

inproducingmusic.Healsotoldmeabouthis

newgirl,apparentlytheymetinaclub,she’sa

promogirlparttimeandastudentfulltime.He

seemshappybuthedefinitelyhasn’tchanged

hisarrogantandstuckupmindset.Beforewe

knowit,thesunsetsandweleaveseparately.I

evenmissedmyspaappointment,itwasworth

itthough,Ihaven’thadagoodlaughinalong

time.

……………………………

I’m verynervousaboutthisdinner.IknowIwas

theonewhowantedtomeetthem butnowthat

thedayhascome,I’m nervous.Thisweekwent

byreallyfast.

Ourtherapysessionsaremorecalm thanour

firstone,thehomeworkshavebeenhelpingas

well.Oneofthem wastowriteletterstoeach

otheraboutthethingsweappreciateabout

eachotherandtheotherwastowriteoneto



mamaandtellherallaboutwhathashappened

sinceshe’sbeengone.Ifeellighterandmuch

moreateasewithmyselfandmysurroundings.

MyfatherandIhavebeenspendingalotof

timetogether,he’sbeenhelpingmewiththe

festivalandshowingmewaysonhowtoget

fundingfrom privateandpublicsector.I’ve

sharedwithhim someofmypaintings,helikes

them,evenofferedtobuysome.Ijusthung

them inhisstudy.

I’vebeenchangingdressesforthepasthour,I

reallydon’tknowwhattowearandIdon’twant

toembarrassmyfatherbydressing

inappropriately.Whatdopeoplewearwhenthey

meettheirfathersgirlfriend?It’satoughone.

“YoulookgoodinanythingHlehle,justget

dressedalready,they’llbehereanyminutenow”

Ihearmyfather’svoiceontheothersideofthe

door.I’vebeenmumblingtomyself

“redorblue?”Iask.



“red,itlooksgoodoneyou”hesaid.Andthat’s

exactlywhathesaidtenyearsago.Redreally

looksgoodonme.Soreditis.

Iputonaredfitteddresswithlongsleeves,my

newgoldhoopearringsandabrightredlip.I

looklikeChristmas.

Imakemywaydownthestairsandeverything

isalreadysetup,thehousefeelswarm.

“Youlookbeautifulmybaby”hesayshugging

me.

“Youlookevenbetter,wowdad”he’swearinga

midnightbluevelvetsuitandwhiteshirt.He

reallypulledallthestopsforthisevening.

Thedoorbellringsandmystomachisinknots.I

hearlaughscomingfrom theentryway.Theyall

walktowardsme,smiling.

“HlehlethisisGloriaMotsepe,she’sthewoman

I’vebeentellingyouabout”hesays.



“NicetomeetyouMsMotsepe”Isayreaching

forahandshake.Shelooksbeautiful,hersmile

iswideandshedoesn’tlookoldatall.She’s

wearingablackdressandsilverheels.Her

headiswrappedwithablackdoekwitha

crystalflowerbroach.IcanseewhereDrKat

gotherelegance.She’ssmiling

“PleasecallmeMam’Gloria,nicetofinallymeet

youBuhle”shereturnstheshake.

“Andyou’vemetKatlego.”Hesayspointingat

her.She’ssmilingandwalkscloserandhugs

metight.

“HiBuhle,youhavenoideahowmuchI’ve

wantedtomeetyoupersonally.Whenyoucame

tomyofficeIknewIhadtoplaycooluntil

Ntate’Sidwellgivesmethegoahead.”Shesays

withsomuchexcitement.

She’swearingabluejumpsuitwithflatpumps.

She’ssimpleandbeautiful



“Heonlytoldmeaboutyouguysafterour

appointment”Isay.

Weallmakeourwaytothediningroom and

seat.I’m sittingnexttoKatlegoandmyfather

andMam’Gloriaareseatedacrossus.Myfather

keepsstealinglooksather,Idon’tblamehim,

shelooksbeautiful.

“Whocooked,Iknowitwasn’tSidwell”

Mam’Gloria

“Iorderedfrom arestaurant.Iwantedtogive

youabreak,you’vebeencookingforusall

week”hereplieswithasmileandtheylockeyes.

Thisisweirdtowatch.

“SoBuhle,you’reanartist”Katlegobreaksthe

awkwardness.

“YesIam.IstudiedBAinfinearts”Irespond

“Nice,haveyoufoundajobyet?”sheasks

“Yes,Icreatedoneformyself,inthisindustry



youhavetogoindependenttoseeyourwork

giveyouthemoneyyoudeserve.I’vestarteda

culturefestivalinKhumba,itwillshowcase

localartistsandcraftwork.We’realsobuilding

anartgalleryinKhumbatoshowcaseartist’s

work”Isay.I’m reallyonlovewiththisproject.I

cannotspeakaboutitandnotfindmyself

smiling.

“Iseeyouhaveapassionforthis.It’sagreat

project,I’m definitelycomingtoseeit”shesays

withasmile.

“Enoughaboutworkyoutwo,let’seatbefore

thefoodgetscold.”Mam’Gloria

Wedishout,sayaprayerandweeat.Thetable

isfullofdifferentkindsoffoodbutthere’s

somethingmissing,wine.There’sonlyjuiceand

water.Ihaven’thadwinesincethatdaywith

SinazoandIcan’tbelieveI’vesurvivedtheworst

pastweekswithoutthinkingaboutit.



“Ihearyouhaveacateringcompany

Mam’Gloria”Isay.Ineedtogettoknowthese

people.

“Yesmydear,Istartedityearsagoandithas

beendoingprettywell.Iquitmyjobasa

teacherthemomentittookoff.Ienjoy

cooking.”Shesayswithasmileandthen

there’sawkwardsilenceagain.Thisisgoingto

bealongnight.

“Okay,we’realloldandmaturedIthinkwe

shouldgetridofthiselephantintheroom so

wecanallenjoythisdinnerproperly,so

someonesaysomethingplease”Katlegosays.

What’sshetalkingabout,Ilookandmydadand

he’slookingdownandMam’Gloriaislookingat

him tosaysomething.I’m confused.

“We’regettingmarried,IaskedGloriatomarry

meandshesaidyes”myfatherfinallyspeaks.

What?



“Uhm,whydidn’tyoutellmeearlier?Whendid

youaskher?”Iask

“Iaskedherafewdaysago,afterourfirst

therapysession.Iwasafraidofyourreaction”

hesays,

“Youtellmethings,regardlessofwhatmy

reactionwillbe,youtellmethesethingsand

notmakemelooklikeafoolinfrontofpeople”

I’m reallyangry.Heshould’vetoldmeandlet

meprocessthisbeforetheyarrivednowIlook

likeanangryungratefulstepchild.Nx!

“I’m sorrymybaby,Ishould’ve”hesays.There’s

silenceintheroom

“Congratulations,I’m happyforyou,Ireallyam.”

IsayasImakemywaytotheirsideandhug

them bothfrom behind.They’resmiling.Ihear

Katlegoexhale.

“Finally,nowwecancelebrateproperly.Bring

thechampagne.”Shesays,grabbingthebottle



from theicebucketbesideher.Ididn’tseethat.

Finallysomealcohol.

“Here”Ipasshermyglassandshegivesmea

concernedlook,sheputsitbesidehersand

poursforthenewlyengaged.

“Youdrinkalcohol?”sheasks.Whatkindofa

stupidquestionisthis?OfcauseIdrinkalcohol.

Shelooksconcerned.AllIneedhertodoisto

fillupmyglassandkeepitmoving.

“Yes,Ido.Occasionallythough.Don’tyou?”I

say

“Idotoo,youcan’tdrinkalcohol...uhm youcant

drinkalcoholwiththetea.”shesaysandhands

mewater.

Issheseriousrightnow?Shecan’tbe.Iwant

champagnetoo.Andherteahasdonenothing

butgivenmeabigappetiteandawfulsleeping

patterns.

Idon'tanswerherbutsheseestheannoyance



onmyface.

Wemakeatoastandtheconversationstarts

flowing.Mam’Gloriaisadivorcee.Shedivorced

Katlego’sfathermanyyearsagoandmovedto

thetownshipwithKatlego,whereshestarted

hercateringbusinesswithsmallchurchevents

thenweddings.Shesaysthatherdivorceleft

herwithnothingandshehadtostartfrom the

bottom tobuildwhatshehasnow.Fortunately

Katlegogotascholarshipforhermedical

degree.SheisaChristianwoman,nowIget

wheremyfathersawthisprayingthing.She

reallyplayedahugeroleinchangingmyfather.

AndKatlegowhoinsistIcallherKat,isvery

fondofmyfather.

Weclearthetableandmovetothekitchen

whilethelovebirdssitatthelounge.Wewash

thedishesandarefinishedinnotime.Shetalks

alot,aboutanythingandeverything,shespeaks



nothingbutpositivity.

“Bytheway,yourteaisnotworkingforme,by

thetimeI’m donewithitI’dhavegainedalotof

weightandwastedallmytimesleeping”Isay.

“It’snotthetea,it’syou”shesayswitha

straightface.

I’m confused

“Whatdoyoumean?”Iask

“Ithoughtyouknew,you’repregnantBuhle”

“NoI’m not,wealwaysuseacond…”Ireplay

thelasttimeIhadsex,itwasaquickieinhiscar,

inthemiddleoftheforest.Ohshit!

“ButI’vebeendrinkingalcohol.Idon’t

understand.No,Ican’tbe.”Isay.Islowlyslide

downthecupboardandsitonthefloorwithmy

headburiedinmyhands.

Idon’twantthis,Ididn’tplanthis.I’m notready

tobeamother.Ican’t.Iwon’t.



…………………………………
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Idon’tunderstandtheneedtohaveacold

office,especiallyasadoctor.Youalreadyhave

sickpatients,itdoesn’tmakesensetohavethe

coldesttemperatureon.IneedtotalktoKat

aboutthis.I’m seatinghere,trembling.

Howlongdopregnancyteststakeanyways?I

needtoseethisformyselfeventhoughshe

toldmeIam justwastingmytime.Shewants

todoanultrasoundtocheckifit’sfine,you

know,withallthedrinkingI’vebeendoing.How



couldIhavebeensostupidandignorantto

havesexwithoutprotection,lovereallyblindsa

person.Ialwayscarrymyownpacket.NowI’m

stuckwiththisthing.

“Okay,done.Here”shewalkstowardsmewith

3sticks.

Theyallsaypositive.I’m asshockedasIwas

whenshetoldmelastnight.Whatam Igoingto

dowiththis.

“Andthebabyisfine,you’relucky.ButI’m going

toneedyoutostayawayfrom alcohol.No

coffee,noenergydrinks,nosmokingandtakeit

easy,nolatenights.

“Canwekeepthisbetweenusplease,untilI

decidewhatIwanttodowithit”Isay.Shegives

meablankstare

“Why?Aren’tyouingoodtermswiththe

father?”sheasks

“Notreally,it’scomplicatedandIdidn’tplanthis.



Idon’tknowhowtotakecareofanyonebut

myself.Ican’tbringababyinthismessylife”I

say.shewalkscloserandhugsme

“Youhaveafamilyyouknow,usandinKhumba.

Wecanhelpyououtwithanything.You’renot

aloneanymore”shesayshuggingmetighter

“He’saprince,andhewillbemarryingsomeone

elsesoon.”Isayshepullsbackandwidensher

eyes

“Woaah,that’salot.Buhleyou’recarryinga

royalbaby?Yousureknowhowtochoose”

she’ssmiling.I’m gladshefindsthisfascinating.

“Let’sjustkeepitbetweenusuntilIfigure

somethingout”Isay.

“Hurrynow,thisonewillstartshowingsoon”

shesayspointingatmystomach.

Ilookdownatitanditlooksnormaltome,to

thinkthatsomethingisgrowinginthere,

anotherhumanbeingisdevelopinginsideofme.



Whatwillitlooklike?Willitdrawlikemeorbea

humanitarianlikeitsfather?Maybeit’lllike

clotheslikeits’uncleorbebusinessminded

likeitsgrandfather.Imadeahumanbeingand

soonthewholeworldwillseemeasadifferent

person.

…………….……..

It’sChristmasmorningandwe’reallgoingto

church,me,dad,Mam’GloriaandKat.They’ve

beenvisitingusalmosteveryday,whetherfor

lunchordinner.It’sbeengreat.It’sbeenaweek

sinceI’velearnedaboutmypregnancyandfor

somereasonIfeellikethewholeworldknows

aboutit.I’vebeenavoidingeyecontactwithdad

andhavebeenwearingmyblackclothes.Kat

toldmeI’m justbeingparanoid,thatIwillonly

startshowingintwomonthstime.Mybreasts

arealreadylookingbigandmyfaceischubby.

I’m constantlyeatingandhavingweirdcravings,

liketripeandbranmuffins.Idroveallthewayto



thetownshipjustforit.Kathasbeen

monitoringmeclosely,makingsureItakemy

vitaminsandfollowingthe“takeiteasy”

instructions.

We’rewatchingtheSundayschoolchildren’s

playofthebirthofJesus.Honestly,ithasbeen

goingonforever,foramomentIforgotIwas

stillinchurch.Theonlypeopleenjoyingthisis

theirparents.They’resayingeverylinewordfor

wordsmilingattheirchildren,youcanseethe

pridewrittenallovertheirfaces.Theylook

foolish.We’reallseatinginonebenchnextto

anoldladyandatoddler.She’sbeenlookingat

meawkwardlytheentiresession.Itriedto

distractmyselfwithmycellphonebut

Mam’Gloriagavemestrictwarninglook.I’m

bored.Kathasbeenseriousandconcentrating

allthistime.she’ssuchaperfectdaughter.

Thistoddleropensupapackofchips,they

smelllikefeet.Ohmygosh



Idon’tfeelwell,thesmellhasinvadedmy

stomachandIfeelsick.Islowlywalkoutand

runassoonasIleavetheroom.Throwingupall

overthegrass.I’m tryingtograspasmuchair

aspossibletogetridofthesmell.

Ifeelahandonmyback,it’sKat.Shemust’ve

followedmeout.

“Andsoitbegins.”Shesayshandingmea

bottleofwater.

“Youmeanthiswillhappeneveryday?”I’m

freakedoutandshe’sjustsmilingandlooking

perfect.Shenods.

“You’regoingtohavetosaysomethingsoon,

theywillsuspectsomething.Thefirsttrimester

isusuallytheworstwhenitcomestomorning

sickness.”Shesays

“Noit’stoosoon,Idon’tthinkI’m readyforthis

Kat,it’salotjustthinkingaboutit.I’m goingto

beasinglemother.Idon’twantallofthis.”I’m



crying.IhatethatIcryovereverythinglately.

ThisisthemostcarelessthingI’veeverdone.

Fallingpregnantforamanthatisgetting

marriedtoanotherwoman.Hisfamilywould

neveracceptthisbaby.

“Whatwouldyoudoifyouwereinmyshoes?”I

askher

“Honestly,Iwouldn’tbeinyourshoes,I’m

celibate.I’m savingmyselfformarriage.”She

says.

Ialmostchokeonthewater,lookingather.You

havegottobekiddingme.

“Youmeantotellmeyou’veneverhadsexin

yourlife?”I’m shockedbythis.

“Yes.TheonlymanI’llhavesexwithwillbemy

husband”shesays.

“Doyouhaveaboyfriend?Likehowwillyou

marrysomeoneyou’veneverbeenintimate



with?”I’m reallycurious

“Idohaveaboyfriend,we’renotsexually

intimatebutspirituallyintimate.We’vebeen

togetherfor3yearsnow.”shesaysconfidently

withasmileandwalksbackinsidethechurch,

leavingmeseatedonthestoep.

She’sanangelandI’m thestepdaughterwith

alltheburdenandflaws.Mylifeisalreadya

freakmessandIjustmadeitworsebybringing

anotherhumaninthismess.

VrrrVrrr

It’satextfrom Thami.

*Itoldyoutocallmealongtimeago,whyare

youavoidingmycallsandtexts.Youcan’thide

forever.It’snothisfault.Callmeoratleasttake

mycalls*Thami

Whyishenaggingmesomuch,I’m notinthe

moodtobediscussinganyKhumbadrama.Kat

saidstressisnotgoodforthebaby.And



alreadythebabyisastressonit’sown.MaybeI

shouldjustgetridofitandendthisbeforeit

blowsupinmyface.

…………………………………

Thetablehasbeensetandthereareallsortsof

foodandsalads.Allthebrightcolorsand

smellshavemesalivating.Mam’Gloriareally

knowsherstuff,I’m hungryjustbylookingatit.

Weallsayaprayerandeat.I’vedishedup

everythingonthetableandI’m eatingwithout

noticingtheeyesfixedonme.

“Youmust’vebeenveryhungry?”Mam’Gloria

says.Inod,lookingembarrassed.Mymouthis

fulloffood.

Katissmilingandlaughingtoherself.Shereally

findsthisfunny.

“Sheneverlikedfoodgrowingup,wehadto

chaseheraroundthehousetogethertoeat”

mydad.



“Idon’tblameherforstuffingherfacelikethat,

Mme’scookingisbomb”Katcomestothe

rescue,shewinksatmeandcontinueseating.

“Uhm,we’vestartedlookingathouses”my

fatherspeaks.KatandIlookshocked,welook

atthem andeachotheragain.

“What?Didyouthinkweweregoingtolivelike

thisforever?”Mam’Gloriasays.

“Anddon’tworry,wewontsellyourhomes,I’ll

havethisoneunderBuhle’snameandGloria

willdothesamewithKatlegowiththeonein

thetownship.We’llbuyanewoneforus.”he

says.

We’restillquiet.Idon’tknowwhattosay.

“Soyou’regoingtolivetogether?”Kat

“Ofcause,whatkindofaquestionisthis?We’re

movingafterthewedding.Whichwillbeafter

Buhle’sgraduation”Mam’Gloriasays.



“Okay,soI’llstayherealone?”Iask.

“Aren’tyougoingbacktoKhumba?”dad,he

reallywantstolivewithhissoontobewife,

alone.todoGodknowswhat.

“I’m notsure”Isay.

“Whateverproblem youhaveyousortitoutwith

yourownselves.We’rebuyingahouseand

that’sfinal.”Mam’Gloriasays.

KatandIburstintolaughter.We’renotagainst

itwe’rejustadmiringtheirattemptstolive

togetheralone,it’sjustcuteandfunny.

“We’refinewithit.Wesupportyourdecision”

Katsays.Welookateachotherandsmile.I

guesswereallyareadistraction.Theyjustwant

tofullyexpresstheirloveforeachother,and

whoarewetostandinthewayofthat.

Theroom isfullofloveandlaughter.

Mam’Gloriatellingusaboutshemetmydad

andhowheattendedeveryeventshecatered



eventhoughhewasn’tinvited.They’re

comfortablearoundmenow,theykissandhold

handsinfrontofme.I’m happytoseemyfather

thishappyagain,afteryearsofselftortureand

guilt,hefoundcouragetoloveagain.Just

watchinghim laughtillhecriesmakesme

emotional.Pregnancyreallymessesoneup.

“What’swrongBuhle?”dad.Helooksworried.I

wipemytears.Iprobablylookridiculousright

now

“Uhm…I’m justhappytoseeyouhappy,that’s

all”Isayandhewalkstowardsmeandhugsme.

“I’m happyIhavemydaughteragain”hesays

huggingmetighter.Ifeelanotherhugandthe

bodyweightonmegetsheavier.It’sMam’Gloria

andKat,they’vejoinedthehuggingsession.My

heartiswarm andIcan’tstopcrying.Bloody

hormones.

“Okaynow,let’sopenpresents,I’llgofirst”Kat



says.Sheleadsustotheloungewherethe

presentsareplaced.Shegiveseachoneofus

ourpresentsandsitsnexttome.

Dadopenshis,it’sabriefcasewithhisinitials.

Helikesit.Mam’Gloriaopenshers,it’sachef

apronwithhername,she’ssmiling.Iopenmine,

it’saspavoucher,labelledmaternityleave.

She’smoreexcitedaboutthispregnancythan

me.

“Okay,myturn”Isayhandingeveryonetheir

presents.Katquicklyopenshers,she’ssmiling,

andhuggingmetight,almostsuffocatingme.

“Thankyou,Thankyou”shesays.

Dadopenshis,helooksconfused.

“It’sadigitalphotoframe,weneedtomakenew

memoriesandnoonehasphotoalbumsthese

days.Youstorepicturesandtheyshowinslide

showmode”Iexplaintohim andhisfacelights

up.Hehugsmeandsmiles.



Mam’Gloriaopenshers,she’slaughing.

“It’slikeyouknewIneededanewset,theone

I’m usingisgettingold.ThanksBuhle”she

smilesfrom acrosstheroom.

“Well,Ididn’tgetyouguysanything,IgotGloria

only.”Mydadsays,reachingforhispocket.He

pullsoutasmallboxandhandsittoher.

Sheopensitandimmediatelycrieswithher

handoverhereyes.Katgoestocomforther.

Whatdidsheget?

Shepullsoutaringandplacesitinherfinger.

It’sbeautiful.It’sasimplebandwithasmall

diamondontop.Myfathermovestowardsher

andtheykiss,forawhile.I’m lookingatKatwe

bothwanttorun.Thisisawkward.

“Uhm,I’m goingtogocheckondessert.”Isay.

I’m ignored

“Metoo”Kat.Webothruntothekitchenand

startlaughing.



“Howawkwardwasthat?”shesays.

“Idon’tthinktheynoticedweleft”Isay

“Todayhasbeennothingshortofspecial.The

entiredayhasbeenablessing.I’vealways

wanteda“normal”Christmasandafamily.

Aftermyparents’divorceourfamilykindof

isolatedthemselvesanditwasalwaysmeand

Mme.TodayIfeltlikeIbelonged,likemy

prayersasayounggirlhavebeenanswered.”

Shesays.Hereyesarewatery.

“Ienjoyhavingyouaroundaswell.Andseeing

myfatherthathappyreallytouchesme”Isay.

“We’reofficiallyfamilynow,sis.Gosh,I’ve

alwayswantedtosaythat”shesayshugging

me

“Metoosis”Ihughertighter.I’m emotional

again.Geez

ThisiswhatChristmasshouldfeellike,love,

laughterandlotsoffood.I’vecravedforthis



atmosphereallmylifeandtonowhavepeople

whoIconsiderfamilytoshareitwithmakesit

evenmoregreat.Myfamilyisexpandingand

I’veneverbeenhappier.

Wegrabdessertandmovebacktothelounge.

They’resittingonthefloorandmydadhashis

arm aroundMam’Gloria.Theylooksohappy

andinlove.

“Youmademyfavorite,milktart.”Myfather

says.Kissingheronthecheek.She’sblushing.

Justbylookingatitmystomachfeelssick,Itry

toeatitandthetexturehasmegagging.

Mam’Glorialooksworried.

“Buhle?”shesays.

ItrytostomachitandswallowbutIcanfeelit

didn’tsettlewellinmystomachasapressure

buildsandmymouthbecomeswatery.

Istandandruntothenearestbathroom.I

immediatelythrowupandstruggletogetsome



air,Ifeeldizzyandmykneesareweak.Ikneel

infrontofthetoiletseatandmybodybeginsto

shake.

“TakedeepbreathesBuhle”it’sKat.I’m trying

butmywholebodyisshakingandIfeel

nauseas.Myheadisspinning.

“Ican’tgoonlikethisKat,it’stoomuch”Isay.I

feelweak

“Don’tworryitwillpass,justkeepbreathing”

she’spattingadampclotharoundmyneckand

forehead.

“Idon’twantit,Idon’twantthisbaby.”Isay,

crying

“No,youdon’tmeanthat.You’reemotional,you

needtorest”shesays

“Iwouldn’tbelikethisifitwasn’tforit.Idon’t

wantit”Isnapandshelooksshockedand

scared.



“I’m sorry.Ican’tcontinuelikethis.”Isay.

“Itwillpass.DrinksomewaterandI’llmakeyou

theteasoyoucanrest”shesays,helpingme

upandwewalkoutofthebathroom.

MydadandMam’Glorialookedworriedand

confused.

“What’sgoingon,whatwrongBuhle?”mydad.

“Shereactedtothemilktart,Ithinksheatetoo

muchearlier,she’sgoingtoliedown”Katsays,

she’scoveringforme.Shereallyismysister.

Wewalkuptomyroom andshetucksmein,

puttingmoreblanketsontopofme.

“Youneedtokeepwarm,I’llbebacksoonwith

yourtea”shesaysandleaves.

VrrrVrrr

“Thami”

“I’vebeencallingforweeks,youdon’tjust

abandonmeandmoveonwithyourlife,Ihave



feelingstooandImissyou.”He’ssoloud.

“Whatdoyouwant”I’m reallynotinthemood

“What’swrongwithyou,youdon’tsoundgood,

areyouokay?”

“I’m good,justsleepy”

“OnChristmas,Edernvillereallyisaboringplace.

We’rehavingapartylaterwithXolaandsome

ofmycolleagues.you’remissingout”

“Havefun”

“Mzalayoudon’tsoundfineatall,anywaysI

calledtotellyouthatyourwitchymotherinlaw

threatenedtokillyouifZanechoseyouover

thatgirl.ApparentlyZanerejectedthemarriage

withtheNdunaPrincessandtoldthem he

wantedyou.Sohisevilmotherthreatenedto

haveyoukilled.Andshe’stheonebehindour

attack,sheheardaboutourweeklymeetingsas

therainbowclubinthevillagesoshesentsome

ofhismen,she’sreallyevil”



IcannotbelievewhatI’m hearingandIdon’t

evenhaveenergytoreact.Mywholebodyhas

shutdown.AllIcandoiscry,mypillowis

immediatelysoakingwet.

“Howishe?”Iask,myvoiceisshaking

“He’snotdoingwell,Zazitoldmethathehas

lockedhimselfinhisbackroom eversincehe

heardyouleftKhumba.Mamasaidhecameto

thehousethedayyouleftandshetoldhim you

leftearlythatmorning.”

I’m cryinguncontrollablyandlouder.Icover

myselftoavoidbeingheardbyanyone.

“Mzaladon’t,justcomeback.Heneedsyou”he

saysandIhangupthecall.

Idialhisnumber.Itringsonce

“Buhle,Buhleisthatyoumylove”hisvoice

soundstired

“Zane,I’m pregnant,ImissyouandIloveyou”I



can’tstopcrying

“I’m coming,I’m comingnowbaby”hehangsup.

Katwalksinandmyfaceisredwithtears

fallingdownmycheeks.

“Buhlewhat’swrong?Areyoufeelingpains?”

shesays,sittingnexttome

“Itoldhim,he’scoming”Isay.

“Thatsoundspromising,hewantstofixthings.”

Shesays

“Imisshim somuch”Ican’tstopcrying

“I’m sureyoudo,yourhormonesaregettingyou

realhardsis,herehavesometea,youneedto

rest.Thistensionisnotgoodforthebaby”she

handsmethetea,wipingmyfacewiththe

dampcloth.

She’ssuchabigsister,eventhoughshe’sonly

fouryearsolderthanme.She’ssomaturedand

peaceful.Sheknowswhattosayandwhatto



do.Shealwaysapproachesthingswitha

positiveperspective.

Ifinishmyteaandliedown,she’srubbingmy

baldheadwithhernails,Ilikeit.Withinseconds

I’m gone.

………………………

Isleptthroughoutthedayandhalfthenight,Kat

passedoutnexttome.Ineedtopee,now.I

tiptoetothebathroom andalmostpeedmyself.

Isitonthetoiletseatforawhilestaringinto

blankspace.

Myphonelightsuptheroom andIruntowards

it.

VrrrVrrr

“Zane?”’

“Heymylove,Ijustgothere,Ibookedinat

EdernvilleGamereserve.”

“It’sclosetowhereIstay,it’sliterallyour



backyard.Iwanttoseeyou.”

“Sendmeyourlocation,I’m coming”

“Okay”Ihangup.

It’saftermidnightandIwanttoseemyman.

Iwearmyblackleggingsandblackhoodie.I

slowlytiptoeoutofmyroom andmakemyway

outoftheslidingdoorandruntothesmallgate

bythepoolhouseandjumpoverit.Iseehiscar

parkedacrosstheroad.Iruntowardsit.

“Baby,I’m sosorry”he’shuggingmetight,he’s

eyesaretiredandheiscrying.

“ImissedyouZane”Ihughim tighter.

Imissedhistouchmorethananything.His

voiceandhissmile.he’slookingatmynew

hairstyleandkeepstouchingmyfacelike

feelingifitisreal.

“Thamitoldmeeverything,Ishouldn’thaveleft

withoutfightingforyou,forus”Isay.



“I’m sorryIdraggedyouintothislife,Ihate

myselfforputtingyouinsuchdanger”hesays,

holdingmyhand.Helookssadandtired.

“Youlooktiredbaby,ninehourdriveisno

child’splay,youneedtorest”Isay.

“Ineededtoseemybabies”he’ssmilingand

rubsmytummy.

“Yourbabyisnottreatingmewell,Ieat

everythingandthrowitallupagain”Isay.

“Whendidyoufindout?Howdidyouknow?

Andyou’vebeendrinkingwinealmost

everyday?”helooksconcerned

“Ifoundoutaweekago,Iwenttogetstitched

atthedoctor,shetookbloodtests,tocheckfor

bacterialinfectionsbutshefoundababy

instead.Shedidanultrasound,it’sfine”Isay.

“Pleasedon’tsayit,heorsheishumantooyou

knowandwhatwerethestitchesfor?”hesays.



Ilookdown,Ican’tanswerthis.

“NoBuhle,oohbabyI’m sorry.It’sallmyfault.”

Hehugsme.Hiseyesarefullofsadnessand

guilt.

“I’m finenowbaby.”Isay,tryingtomakehim

feelbetter.

“I’vecausedyoutoomuchpain,I’vepushedyou

away,somuchthatyouhurtyourself.I’m sorry

mylove”hesays.

“I’m fine,they’rehealedandI’m doingtherapy,

I’m learningaboutmyanxiety,Iknowwhat

causesitandI’m workingonthat.I’m finebaby”

Ireallyneedforhim tostopblaminghimself.

Hekissesmyhandsandsmiles.

“Ilikeyourhairorlackofit,rather.Youlook

beautiful”heleansoverandkissesmycheek.

“Imissedyoubaby”Ikisshislipsandwe’reall

overeachother,heclimbsontomyseatand



lowersit,flat.Mywholebodyissuddenly

excitedbythismoment,likeit’sbeenwaitingfor

it.I’m grindingandhepusheshiskneebetween

mythighs.Ireachforhisbelt.Hepullsback

“Woaow,babe.Idon’tthinkthisistherighttime

orplace”hesays,movingbacktohisseat.Ishe

kiddingme,thisistheperfecttimeforit.Iwas

ready,Iwantedhim andmywholebodywas

waitingforhim.Hecanseethedisappointment

onmyface.

“Youneedtorest,we’llhavebreakfasttogether

attheReserve,I’llcomefetchyou.”Hesays

plantingakissonmyforehead.

“Okay,I’llseeyoutomorrow,well,inafewhours”

Isay.

“Andpleasedon’tjumpoverthegate,justwalk

in,youcan’tbejumpinglikethatinyour

condition”hesays.Irollmyeyes.Thisbabyis

notevenhereandisalreadytakingovermylife.



“I’lltry.”Ikisshim andrunbacktothehouse.I

makeitwithoutgettingcaught.Itakeoffmy

clothesandgetintobed.

“Runningaroundatnightandjumpingover

gatesisnotacceptable,you’reputtingthisbaby

atrisksis”

Ithoughtshewasasleep,shesaweverything.

I’m shockedandIswitchonthesidelamp.

“Ithoughtyouwereasleep.”Isay

“I’m alightsleeper,onemoveandI’m up.Don’t

dothatagain.”shesays.She’sserious.

“Iwon’t.Iwasscaredthegatewouldmakea

squeakynoiseandwakeeveryone”Isayinmy

defence.

“Couldn’tyouwait‘tillthemorning?”shesays

“No”isay,droppingmyface.Sheshakesher

headindisbelief

“Let’ssleep,youneedtorest”shesaysandrolls



over,herbackfacingme.

Ipullthecoversovermyhead.

VrrrVrrr

*Ican’twaittofatherourchild.IloveyouBuhle*

Zane

OnlyifheknewhowscaredIam ofthisnew

journey.ButIknowIhavealotofpeoplebymy

side.I’m notalone.

………………........................
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Isleptlikeababy.WhenIwokeupKathad



alreadyleftandIfoundMam’Gloriainthe

kitchenmakingbreakfast.

Thekitchensmellssogood.“You’reup,comeI

madebreakfast.Kathasalreadyleftforwork”

shesays.

“Goodmorningma,isn’titaholiday?”Iask.

“Katneverrests,shewilltellyousickness

doesn’thaveholidays.Shelovesherjob”she

sayshandingmeacupofcoffee.

“I’llhavetea,don’tworryI’llmakeonemyself”I

say.Shelooksatmeforawhilethencontinues

withhercooking.

“Where’sdad?”Iask

“He’sstillsleeping”shesays.That’safirst,my

fatherneversleepspast9am

“Oh,ishefine?Heneversleepsthislate”Isay.

“He’sprobablytired”shesaysunabletohide

hersmile.Andthen?I’m missingsomething.



Ifinishmakingmyteaandgrabarusk.She

bakeseverymorning.

“BuhleI’m sohappyyouandyourfatherworked

thingsoutandIalsowantyoutoknowthatI

loveyourfather.Hehasshownmenothingbut

kindnessandrespect.Iwilllookafterhim,even

whenyounotaround.Iwantyoutoknow,I’m

nottryingtotakeyourmothersplace,she’ll

alwaysbepartofhislife,helovedher.”she

sayswithasincereface.

“Iknow,I’m alsogladwewereabletoreconcile

andbefamilyagain.Youmakehim veryhappy.

Irespectyouandappreciateyou.You’regood

forhim”Isaywithasmile.

Shewalksmysideandsmiles.

“Willyoubemybridesmaid?”shesays.Wait,

what?issheplanningabigwedding?

“Uhm,willKatbefinewiththis?”Iask.

“Yes,she’salsoabridesmaid.Wewon’tdoabig



wedding.Justourclosefriends”shesays.

Idon’twanttodisappointherbysayingnobutI

alsodon’twanttobeapregnantbridesmaid.

“Ok,I’lldoit”Isayandshelooksexcited.

She’ssingingandtellingmeaboutallherplans.

Itwillbeablackandwhitetheme.Allladieswill

wearwhiteandallmenwillwearblack.She

saysshe’dlovetohaveitatabeachresortwith

onlyclosefriendsasguests.Shesaidshewon’t

becateringthatday,shewantstoenjoyitwith

nostressofwork.Shesaidthelasttimeshe

gotmarriedtheywenttocourtandthatwasit.I

canseewhyshe’sexcitedaboutthiswedding.

“Wehaveanappointmentwiththedesigner

afternewyear,soyoubetterbeready”shesays.

SoIthinkthismeansIhaveuntilthat

appointmenttocomecleanwithmypregnancy.

ThisiswhyIdidn’twanttobeabridesmaid.

“Cool”Isay,sippingonmytea.



Shehandsmeaplateoffulltraditional

breakfast.Eggs,bacon,tomatoes,sweetpotato

andtoast.Shealsomadepancakes.It’salot

andIwantitallbutIcantfinishit,Istillhaveto

meetZaneforourbreakfastdate,whichIstill

needtogetdressedfor.

“Myfavoritepeopleintheworld”myfather

walksinwithasmileacrosshisface.Hehugs

Mam’Gloriaandkissesmyforehead.He’sina

goodmood.

“Someoneseemshappy”Mam’Gloria

“YouknowI’m happy”hesayskissingher.

ThisisawkwardandIneedtogobeforeZane

getshere.Iexcusemyself.

“You’renothungry?Youhardlytouchedyour

food”shesays.HonestlyIwould’veeatenitall

butI’m savingspaceforbreakfastwithmybaby

daddy.

“I’llgrabsomethingintown,Ineedtobe



somewhere”Isay.Theybothlooksuspicious.

“Where?Thisearly”Myfatherasks

“uhm…Ineedtocheckoutsomethingsintown,

liketoiletries”Isayrushingupstairsbeforethey

askedquestions.

Iputonmyalooseblackdressandmynew

tusselearrings.Mypregnancyglowhas

becomemynewmake-up,allIdoisputona

nudemattelipstickandmascaraandI’m good

togo.

VrrrVrrr

*I’m heremylove.I’veparkedatourspot.*Zane

*Okay,coming*me.

Imakemywaydownstairsandthelovebirds

arecuddleduponthesofaintheirsleepwear,

feedingeachotherfruits.Thisisso

uncomfortabletowatch,myfatherisa

completelydifferentpersonaroundMam’Gloria.



“I’m leaving,seeyou”Isay,walkingasfastasI

cantothedoor.

“Whyareyouleavingthatside?thegaragedoor

isoverthere”hesays.Ohshit!

“Uhm..I’m goingwithanoldfriendfrom school”

Isay

“You’relying.Youdon’thavefriends.Whereare

yougoing?”myfatherisserious.

“I’m goingtomeetZane”Isay,helooks

surprised.

“Where?”heasks.

“He’soutside”Isay,I’m scaredand

embarrassed.Ican’tmakeeyecontact.

“Whendidhegethere?”heasks

“Earlythismorning”Isay.Thisconversationis

gettingdeeperandIjustwanttoleave.

“Aresureyouwanttoseehim?Idon’twantyou

gettinghurting.You’realreadydoingwellwith



youranxiety”helooksconcerned

“I’m finedad,we’rejustgoingtotalk”Isay.

“Iwanttoseethatboy.Whenyoucomeback,

bringhim in”Ifreeze,he’sgoingtomakeabig

dealoutofthis,hecanneverknowabout

Zane’smothersendingpeopletohavemekilled.

He’llbanmefrom Khumbaforever.

“Okay.Seeyoulater.”Isayandrushtothedoor.

ItakeadeepbreathassoonasIleavethe

house.Thatwashectic,myfather’seyeslooked

intimidatingandhesawpassmylies.Iwalk

downtheroadandgetintothecar.

“Itwasworthit,youlookbeautiful”hesays

smiling.

“What?”I’m confused

“Allthetimeyouhadmewaitinghere,whileyou

makeyourselfpretty.Notthatyouneedit.”he

startsandwemove



“ActuallyIwascaughtinalie,mydadwantsto

seeyoulater”Isay.Helooksatmewidening

hiseyes.

“I’m notgoinginthere,he’sgoingtokillme”he

says.

“He’snotgoingtokillyoubutifyourefuseto

come,hejustmight.”IsayandI’m notaboutto

showupalonewithouthim,I’dbeindeep

trouble.

“Doesheknowaboutthepregnancy?”heasks

“Nope,onlyKatlegoknows”Isay,helooks

confused

“Who’sKatlego?”heasks

“Mysister,she’smyfathers’stepdaughter.”I

say,hestilllooksconfused.

“Yourfatherhasagirlfriend?”

“Afiancé,they’regettingmarried”

“Alothashappenedandyouneedtofillmein



oneverything.”

“How’sthelittleonedoing?”hesaysreaching

outformystomach.

“Idon’tthinkitlikesme,everymorningit

makesmesick”Isay

“Notit,heorshe,we’llcall“it”Ozayountilwe

meethim/her”hesmilesandkissesmyhand.

“Well,Ozayodoesn’tlikeme,givesmeweird

cravingsandmakesmethrowup.AndIpeeall

thetime”Isay,he’ssmiling.Ican’tbelievehe

thinksthisisworthsmilingforbutImissedthis

smile,Icouldlookatitalldayeveryday.

Wereachthelodgeandmakeourwaytohis

chalet.There’saprivatebreakfastsetupatthe

patio,facingthemoistfieldswheretheanimals

roam aroundfreely.Theroom isopenandthe

windisblowinginfrom allwindows,it’s

beautiful.Imakemywaytothepatioandenjoy

theviewofthewildlife,thebreezeblowsmy



dressindifferentdirections.

“Youlookbeautifulmylove,Icouldwatchyou

forever.”Hesayshuggingmefrom behind.I

turnaroundtomeethisface,he’ssmilingand

lookingintomyeyes.

“IwanttomakethingsrightBuhle,withyou.I

needforyoutotrustthatIwillneverleaveyou

andthatIwilldoeverythingittakestoprotect

youandourbaby.You’reallIneedandthisbaby

sealsthedeal.”He’semotionalandholdingme

tight.

“Ithoughtyoudidn’twantme,IfeltlikeIwasn’t

enoughforyouwhenIleft.”Iplaybackthatday

andI’m reducedtotears.Myheartachesjustby

seeinghim standingnexttoherwiththeirhands

heldintheair.

“Iwillalwayswantyou,you’remorethan

enoughbaby.Iwillneverletthathappentoyou

again,evenifIhavetoleaveKhumbaandfind



ourownplacetostayandraiseourchild,that’s

whatwe’lldo,I’lldothatforus.IloveyouBuhle,

neverdoubtthat”hekissesmybaldheadasI

restitonhischestwithmyhandswrapped

aroundhiswaist.

“IloveyouZane”Ilookuptohim andwekiss,

heliftsmeandIwrapmylegsaroundhiswaist,

spinningmearoundtheroom.I’m laughing.

MystomachfeelsuneasyandIsuddenlyfeel

sick.Notthisagain.Ipushhim awayandrunto

thebathroom.Hefollowsmeandstands

lookingcluelessatthedoor.

“Buhle,whatshouldIdo?”he’spacingbythe

door

“Bringmewaterandatowel”Ihearhim runoff.

He’sbackwithmanybottlesofwaterandbunch

oftowels,dramatic.Icleanmyselfupandrinse

mymouth.

“See,Itoldyouthischilddoesn’tlikeme”Isay,



tryingtofindmybalanceholdingontohisarm.

“Doesthishappenallthetime?”Ireplywitha

nod.Helookssorryforme.Heshouldbe,he’s

thereasonwhyI’m inthismess.

“Wherewerewe?”Ipullhim closerandkisshim,

passionately.Hiswarm lipsmeetmineandhis

handsareallovermybody.GoshImissedthis.

Hecarriesmeandwemakeourwaytothe

bedroom,helaysme,gently,onthebed.

Hepullsmydressovermyhipsallthewayto

myhead.I’m nakedwithnothingbutmypanties

on.Heplantskissesallovermybodyanddown

mywaist,Iarchmyback,thisfeelsgood.His

headisburiedinbetweenmythighs.Yeees,I

exhaleashismovementssendstingling

sensationsdownmyspine.Heremovesmy

pantiesandkissesmeunder.Mytoesfeelthe

excitementandmyhandsaregrabbingonthe

sheets.Iwanthim inside,now.Isitupandgrab

him bytheshoulders.Ipulloffhist-shirtwhile



hetakesoffhisjeans.Hiserectionhasme

smiling.Ijumponhim ashestandsnexttothe

bed,wrappingmyhandsaroundhim,Iinsert

him insidemeandhehasmeagainstthewall

pushingmehardwithhishandholdingmy

thighs.Hemakesgroaningnoiseseverytimehe

movesfaster.Idigmynailsinhisback,asIpull

him closerandtighter.Aaaaahbaby.Mywhole

bodyisenjoyingthepleasureofhismovement,

I’m overwhelmedwithemotions.Myeyesare

wateryandIdon’twanthim tostop,hegrinds

harderandhugsmetighter.BeforeIknowit

we’reonthebedandhe’sontopofme.He

looksintomyeyesandkissesmewhile

thrustingharderandfaster.Icomefirst,he

followswithaloudgroanandrestshisheadon

mybreasts.He’soutofbreathandI’m intears.

“Buhle?”helooksatmyfaceandwipesmyeyes.

“It’sthesebloodyhormones.Whenit’sgoodit’s

good”Isayandhelaughsoutloud.



“Youalmostdugholesonmyback,thatwas

hectic.”Hesays,kissesme.

“I’m hungry”Isay.Ihaven’teatenmuchthis

morningandIhaven’ttakenmymedicationtoo.

Hehandsmeawhitegownandwemakeour

waytothepatio,wherethebreakfastissetup.

He’ssothoughtfulandromantic.Thandireally

taughthim well.Hetoldmethatshetaughthim

everythingabouthowtotreatawoman,she

alsotaughthim howtocook.

“Thisisbeautifulbaby.”Ireachoutforthepork

sausagesandeggs.There’salsowaffleswith

cream andfruitsaladwithgranolaandyogurt.

I’m eatinglikeI’vejustbeenreleasedfrom jail.

Zaneisholdinginhislaugh,he’ssmilingand

winkingatme.Everythingtastesgood.Iwantit

all.

“Thesepastweekshavemademerealizehow

muchIdon’twanttospendadaywithoutyou.”



Helooksserious.Inod,I’m enjoyingthese

pancakes.Icouldjoininontheconversation

butmymouthisoccupied.

“Ineverwanttogotobedwithoutknowing

you’reokayandIwanttowakeupnexttoyour

frecklefaceeveryday,fortherestofmylife”he

continuestospeak,lookingatmeintheeye.

he’sstillserious,he’ssosexy.Inodand

continuewithmyfood.

“Buhle,Iwanttospendtherestofmylife

watchingyoueat.Iwanttomarryyouandmake

youmywife,myforever.”Hesays.

Ialmostchokeonmysausage,Ichewslowly

withmyeyesfixedonhis.

“Mmmh?”I’m stilltryingtoprocessthis,didhe

justpropose.Didheaskmetomarryhim.

“Iwanttomakeyoumywife”hesays.

Thisisallhappeningtoofast,toosoon.First

thebaby,nowmarriage?I’m stilltryingto



processthismotherhoodstage.Itscaresme,

nowIhavetoworryaboutmarriage.No,what

abouthismother,hewantsmedeadand

marryinghissonwillpissheroff.

“Buhle”hesnapsmeoutofmythoughts

“Ican’t…”Isayandhelooksshocked

“Iwantto,Iwanttomarryyou,Iwanttospend

therestofmylifewithyou.It’sscary.I’m still

tryingtoprocessthisbabything,nowmarriage?

It’sallhappeningatonceandit’soverwhelming.

Canwetakeitstepbystepplease.Let’sfirst

figureouthowwe’regoingtotellourfamilies

aboutthisbaby.I’m reallyscared”Isay

“Buhle,Iwanttobewithyou.Iwillnothavemy

childraisedindifferenthomes,Iwanttobe

therefrom thebeginning.Iwanttobeafather

tothischildandIcan’tdothatifwe’reliving

apart.Iunderstandyourconcernbuttellingour

familiesandwhateverreactiontheywillhave,it



willnotchangewhatIwantandthat’syouand

thatbaby,underthesameroofasme”he’s

serious

“Yourmotherwantstokillme,whatareyou

goingtodoaboutthat?”Isay.

“Shewillhavetogetthroughmefirst,Iwon’tlet

anyonehurtyouormychild.Noone,evenmy

ownmother.”hesays,Iseeangerinhisface

andhe’sbreathingheavily.

ThisisreallyamessedupsituationIgotmyself

into.Iburymyheadinmyhands,it’sexhausting

justthinkingaboutit.I’m cryingagain.

“Buhle,everyoneinthevillagesupportsus,they

sawhowthingshappenedandtheyheardabout

mymother’sthreats.Thereareprotestsinthe

village.Peopleareprotestingagainstmyfather

andmymother.Theywanthim tostepdown,

especiallyaftertheattackofThamiandhis

friends.Zaziwasmortifiedwhenheheardthat



mymotherwasbehindtheattack,heeven

cameoutabouthissexuality.”Hesays.

“Zaziisgay?”Iask.

“Bisexual,hespokeoutwhenheconfronted

mamaabouttheattack.Hesaidthatcould’ve

beenhim becauseheattendsthosemeeting

regularly.Hesurvivedonlybecausehewasin

initiationschool.Mylove,Iwilldowhateverit

takestobringpeacebackinKhumba,Iwillfight

forthepeople,they’vesufferedtoomuchfor

toolong.”Hesays,helooksdeterminedand

angry.

“I’m comingwithyou”Isay,holdinghishand,

he’sshakingwithanger.Igooverhissideand

hughim.He’shurtbythis,thelasttimeIsaw

him thismadwaswhenheshowedupinmy

bedroom atnightafterhavinganargumentwith

hismother.Thatwomanreallyisevilasthey

warnedmebuttothreatentokillyoursons

girlfriendisapsychotic.



“We’lldothistogethermylove”Isayholdinghis

face,he’scalm now.

“Areyousayingyestomyproposal?”Ialmost

forgotheevenproposed.

“Yes,Iwillmarryyou.Let’sjusthavethisbaby

first.I’m notwalkingdowntheaislewith

swollenanklesandahippobelly”Isay,he’s

laughingandkissingmystomach.

“Ican’twaittomeetOzayo”.He’ssoexcited.

“OhIalmostforgot,themanagerofferedusa

couple’sfullbodymassage,weshouldheadto

thespanow”hesayswithasmile.

WhatdidIdotodeservesuchaconsiderate

man,it’slikeheknewmybodyneededsome

TLC.

“LetmeaskKatifit’sfinetodoit?”Isaydialing

hernumber.Helooksconfused.

“She’sadoctorbabe”Iexplain.Sheanswers.



“Heysis,isitokaytogetafullbodymassage?”

me

“Hey,yes,justtellthem you’repregnantsothey

knowwhichmusclestoavoid.Mmmhyou’re

spoilingyourselfwithoutme”Kat

“Itwasunplanned,asurprise.We’llgetours

whenyoufinallyleavethatoffice”me

“IsitthePrince?Itakeiteverythingisgoingwell.

Seeyoutonight.”Kat

“Seeyou”me.IsmileandwalkuptowardsZane

who’sstandingbythedoor.Hestretcheshis

handtowardsmeandwe’retogether.

“Soyoursisterisadoctor”hesays

“Yes,she’stheoneIwenttoforthestitchesand

shediscoveredmypregnancy”Isayandhe

looksimpressed.

Weenterthespa,it’sbeautifulandthere’sonly

onebed.Ilookathim andheleadsmetothe



bed.Ithoughthesaidcouple’smassage.

“Aren’tyougettingamassage?”Iask.

“Noways.I’m notlettingastrangertouchmy

body.”Hesays.Ican’thelpbutlaughathim,

he’ssucharuralboyatheart.Youcantakethe

boyoutofthevillagebutyoucannevertakethe

villageoutoftheboy.You’dthinkprivateschool

wouldchangehim.

Heissittingonthesofagrabbinghislaptop

withjuiceontheotherhand.

Ayoungladywalksinandgreetsus,shehelps

megetcomfortableandpreparestheoils.

“She’spregnant,sopleasetakeiteasy”hesays

andtheladynods.

Icanalreadyseethekindofdadhewillbe.He

willspoilthischildandhewillshielditsomuch

thatitwouldn’tevenbumportrip.Heseems

likethatoverprotectivefather.



He’smakingconversationbuthonestly,my

mindzonedoutthemomentthislady’shands

pressedonmybody,itfeelssogood.Mybody

deservesthis.He’sstilltalkingbutIcan’theara

wordhe’ssaying.MomentslaterIfallintodeep

sleep.

……………………………………………

Iopenmyeyesslowlytofindhim lookingatme,

hesmiles.He’sjustaweirdlover.Watchingme

sleepisathinghedoesalot.Ilookaroundto

familiarizemyselfwiththelocation.It’salmost

dark,thesunhasalreadyset.Myfatherisgoing

tokillme,howcouldheletmesleepthislong.

Thispregnancywillbethedeathofme.

“Babe,what’sthetime?weneedtogonow.I’ve

beengoneallday.Myfather’sgoingtokillme”I

say,changingintomydress.

“Icouldn’twakeyouup,yousleptsopeacefully”

he’salsochangingintohisclothes.Ican’t



believethis.Soheletmesleepthroughthe

wholeday,justtowatchmesleep.Hebetter

explainthattomyfather.

“Let’shopemyfatherwillbepeacefulwhenwe

walkinatthistime”Isay,helooksterrified.

“OrmaybeI’lldropyouandmeethim tomorrow

whenhe’scalm”hesays.

“Noyou’renot.We’regoingtheretogether,

you’renotleavingmealone”Isay,asweboth

rushtothedooranddriveoff.

Ilookatthetime,it’scloseto7pm.Ourdriveis

shortandwe’reatthegateinnotime.Iseehis

carandKat’sinthedriveway.Heopensmy

doorandwewalkinsidethehouse.Icanhear

peopletalkinginthelounge.He’sholdingmy

handtight.Alleyesareonusasweenterthe

room.

“Wheredoyoucomefrom?You’vebeengone

allday.”Myfatherspeaks.Helooksangry.



“It’sallmyfaultsir,welosttrackoftime.I’m

sorry”Zanespeaks

“Ofcauseit’syourfault.You’vepainedmy

daughterforweeksandnowyoushowupand

disrespectmycurfew”hisvoiceislouder.

Mam’Gloriaholdshishandtryingtocalm him

down.Zanelookterrified.

“Sorrydad,welosttrackoftimeandwehada

lotofthingstotalkabout”Isay,myheadis

faceddown.

“Sitdown”hesays.webothfindaseat,he’sstill

holdingmyhand,tight.

“No,Buhlesit,you’recomingwithme.follow

me”hesays,standingupandleading.Zanegets

uptryingtoremovemyhandbutIholdittight.

Whereishetakinghim?Whatdoeshewantto

do?

“WhatareyoudoingBuhle,lethim go”my

fatherspeaks.Ishakemyheadandholdhim



tight.Hewantstohurthim,Iwon’tallowthat.

“It’sfineBuhle”Zanespeaks,slowlyremoving

myhandfrom his.Hewalksbehindmyfather

who’sfaceisfullofdisbelief,theydisappearinto

thepassage.

Ican’tsitstill,thismakesmenervous.My

fatherisveryangryandIdon’twanthim tohurt

Zane.

“They’rejustgoingtotalk”Mam’Gloria.Ilookat

herandnotanswer

“Youneedtounderstandwherehe’scoming

from asafather.Hesawyouhurtbecauseof

thatboy,nowhecan’tjustletitgolikenothing

everhappened.He’sdoingwhatanyother

fatherwoulddofortheirdaughter.”She

continuestospeak.

“Aahsis,youareonanotherleveloffallingin

love.Awholeday”Katsay,smiling

“AfterthemassageIfellasleepandheletme



sleepthroughouttheday,Ijustwokeupafew

minutesago.”Isay.

We’reimmediatelyterrifiedwhenwehear

shoutingfrom thepassage.AsIstand,aboutto

walktothem,myfatherappearsfollowedby

Zane.

“Buhle,isittrue?You’repregnant”hesay.My

wholebodyshakesandmyfacefallsfacingthe

floor.WhydidZanetellhim.

“SpeakBuhle,areyoupregnant?”he’sshouting

andangry

“Yes”Isay.Katwalkstowardsmeandstands

nexttomeholdingmyhand.

“Ohsoyoualsoknewaboutthis,thisiswhy

you’vebeenactingstrangeandfeelingsick.

Howlongdidyouthinkyou’dkeepthisa

secret?”he’syelling.

“Sidwell”Mam’Gloriatriestocalmshim down.



“Iwasgoingtotellyou,whenthetimewas

right”Isay.

“Whenisthat?Whenyoustartshowing?When

yougivebirth?WhenBuhle?”he’syellingagain.

Icovermyearsandsitdown.Ican’thandlehis

yellingvoice.

“Buhle,areyouokay?”Zanekneesinfrontof

me.Heliftsmyfaceandseesthefearinmy

tearyeyes.ThisiswhatIwasscaredof,his

reaction.Iwasn’treadytodealwithit.

“I’llgethersomewater”Katsays,movingtothe

kitchen.

“Okay,Ithinkweshouldallcalm doneandtalk

properlylikeadults”Mam’Gloriasays.

“I’m sorrydad.Wedidn’tplanthis”Isay,he’s

calm butIcanstillseeangerand

disappointmentonhisface.

“You’retooyoungtobeamotherBuhle,bothof

youaretooyoungtobeparents.”hesays,he



looksconcerned.

“Withallduerespectsir,Iwilldowhateverit

takestotakecareofBuhleandthebaby”Zane.

“What’syourplanexactly.Doyouevenhave

one?”hesays

“I’m goingtomarryyourdaughterandIwillbe

presentasahusbandandafather”helooks

confidentandislookingatmyfatherintheeye.

he’squietforawhileandsitsdown.He’s

speechless.

“IloveBuhle,Iwilldowhateverittakesto

protecther,allIneedisyourblessing.I’m

askingforyourpermissiontomarryyour

daughterandfatheryourgrandchild.”Hesays

rubbinghishandsonmine.Mam’GloriaandKat

lookateachother.

Myfatherhasn’ttakenhiseyesfrom us,he

keepslookingatusandshakinghishead.

“Whataboutyourfamily?”hefinallyspeaks.



“MyfamilyhasnorightovermylifeandwhoI

choosetoliveitwith.IchoseBuhleoverthe

throne.I’m nolongertheirprince,butifitcomes

downtoit,Iwillfightforus.Iwillshieldherwith

allmylife,she’sworthit”Zanerespondswith

tensioninhiseyes.

“Let’scontinuethisconversationprivately”he

says,standing.Theybothwalktowardsthe

studyroom.Idrinkupmywaterandrestmy

headonthesofa.Ilayacrossitandcurlup.

“AreyouokayBuhle?”Mam’Gloria

“Thisisjustemotionallydraining”Isay.

“Youshouldeatsomething,I’llmakesoupfor

youquickly”shesaysanddisappearstothe

kitchen.

Katsitsnexttomeandputsmyheadonherlap.

She’sbrushingmyheadwithhernails.She

knowsIlikethis.

“Everythingwillbebettertomorrow,itwillsoon



beover”hesayswithhercalm voice.She’s

suchagoodsupportsystem.

Mam’Gloriawalkupwithsoup.Thatwasquick.

Itsmellsdelicious.Isitupandeat.

“Imakeitinbatchesandputitinthefreezer,so

yourfathercanjustwarm itup”shesays.I’m

impressed.

MyfatherandZaneappearfrom thepassage.

Atleastthere’snoshoutingthistimeandthey

lookcalm.

“Ithinkwecanhavedinnernow”myfathersays.

Zanesitsnexttome,he’shidingasmile.

Everyoneelsemakestheirwaytothedining

room

“Yourheadisburiedinthisbowl”he’sgiggling

softly.Iam reallyhungry.

“You’reteasingyourbabymama?”Isay.He

laughsandkissesmycheekquicklywhileside

eyeingeveryone,theydidn’tseethat.



“Whatdidyouspeakabout?”Iask,whispering

“Ican’ttellyou,it’smenstuff”hesays.Ifrown.

ButIwanttoknow.

“You’resocutewhenyoumakethatsadface.”

hesayskissingmyhand.

Ugh.He’sreallynotgoingtotellmewhatthey

weretalkingabout.ButIcantellbytheeasein

hiseyes,it’spositive.

“Comejoinus”Mam’Gloriasaysandwewalk

towardsthem.

“Idon’tthinkweintroducedourselves.I’m

Mam’Gloria,Buhle’sstepmotherandthisis

Katlego,mydaughter.”Shesays

“I’m Zanemvula,nicetomeetyou”hesays,he

looksshy.

“Ithinkit’ssafetosaycongratulations,orisit

toosoon?”Katreallyknowshowtobreakthe

awkwardnesswithmoreawkwardstatements,I



don’tthinksherealizesit.Myfatherlooksather

andshakeshishead,proceedingwithhiseating.

IwanttolaughatthisbutI’m scared,Idon’t

wanttoupsetmydad.Istilldon’tknowwhat

theydecidedinthestudy.AndIthinkIdeserve

toknow,I’m partofthisaswell.

“Westilldon’tknowwhatZaneanddaddecided

oninthestudy”Isaymyfatherlooksatme.

“We’llbegoingtoKhumbatoreportthe

pregnancy.Weneedtodothingsaccordingly.”

Hesays.

Ohokay.

“Andthewedding?”Iask

“Thatcanwait.Let’sstartwiththisfirst”he

says.

Idon’tseethisendingwell.Reportingthe

prince’spregnancyoutofwedlockwillhave

everyoneinthevillagetalking.I’m morenervous



abouthisfamily,especiallyhismother,her

motivesofhavingmekilledwillbedoubled.It

reallyscaresme,apartofmewantstorunoff

toadifferentcitywherewewillraisethisbaby

andgetmarried,livehappilywithnotraditions

dictatinghowweshouldlive,Iguesslovealone

isnotenough.Onewouldthinkit’senoughto

reconcileandbringeveryonetogether,it’salot

morecomplicated.Iwanttoenjoythisjourney

tomotherhoodwithmyman,Ireallydonot

wantanymoredrama.

…………………………
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Wecontinueeating,Mam’GloriaandKatare

grillingZanewithallsortsofquestions,from

hisroleasaPrincetowhenwemet.They’re

enjoyingthestories,myfatherlooksrather

annoyedbyalltheattentionZaneisgetting.I

thinkhe’sjealous.Zaneanswersallthe

questionshonestly,hestilllooksnervous.

“Anyonefordessert?Imadecheesecake”

Mam’Gloria

Zanelooksatmeandsmile.

“Zanelikescheesecake,I’llhavealittle.Thanks”

Isayandshewalksbacktothekitchen.

Zane’sphoneringsandheexcuseshimself.He

walkstowardsthehallway,Icanseehim pacing

upanddowntheroom.Hisfaceishardtoread

buthisbodylookstense.He’susinghishands

ashespeaks,it’sahecticphonecall.He’sdone

talkingbuthe’sstillstandinginthehallway.I



walktohim.

“What’swrong?Whowasthat?”Iask

“It’sThandi,thepeopleinthevillageare

protestinginfrontofthegate.They’reburning

tyresandthrowingstonesinsidetheyard.”he

looksworriedandangry.

“Thandi’sroom isclosetothegate,Idon’twant

hertogethurt.Itoldhertosleepinmyroom.

thisisreallybadBuhle,thosepeopleareviolent

andangry”hesays,lookingconcerned.

“Youneedtogoback,youknowyou’retheonly

persontheylistentoandtheywillnotstopuntil

yourfatherstepsdown.”Isay.

Thisishard.Hereallywillnotfindpeaceuntil

thevillagersgetwhattheywantandthat’shim

astheirKing.Hekeepsrubbinghishandsonhis

head,helooksstressed.

“Ihavetoleaveearlyinthemorning,these

protestsreallygetdangerousattimes,people



dieandIcan’thavethat.”Hesays.

“I’llcomewithyou”Isay,andhedoesn’tlikethe

idea

“You’renotgoingtoaviolentplacewithmy

child,Iwon’tputyouandmychildatrisklike

that”hesayswithaseriouslookinhisface.

“I’llstayathome,Idon’tthinkIcanstayanother

daywithoutyou”Ifrownandhepullsmecloser

“Yourfatherwon’tagreetothatandI’m already

inhisbadbooksbygettinghisangeldaughter

pregnant”hehasthatnaughtysmile

“Well,ittakestwototango.BesidesIneedto

getbacktowork.Thefestivalhasahuge

following.Somanypeoplearetellingmethey’ve

beensavinguptoattend.Ineedtofinalise

everythingandpushthemarketingside.”Isay.

hekissesmyforehead.

“Youtellthattoyourfather,you’reonyourown”

hesaysandwewalkbacktothediningroom.



Everyonehasfinishedtheirdessert.Zanedigs

inthemomenthesits.

“ThisisdeliciousMam’Gloria.”Hesayswitha

smile,he’ssuchaboyaroundcheesecake.She

smilesback

ItakeasmallbiteandIalreadyfeelmy

stomachrejectingit.Ipushitawayanddrink

watertogetridofthetaste.Ican’t,I’m gagging.

“Bathroom!”Katinstructs.Zanestandsand

pullsmychair,followingmetothebathroom.

Ithoughttheycalledthem morningsickness

becausetheyhappenedinthemorning.It’s8pm

andI’m throwinguplikeadrunkcollegestudent.

Ireallydonotlikethispartofpregnancy,andI

stillhaveeightmoremonthstogo.It’sunfair.

Iwashmyfaceandrinsemymouth.

“Idon’tlikefeelinglikethis”Isay.

“IfIcould,Iwouldtakethesicknessandyou



keepOzayo”hereallyisasweetmanwitha

sincereheart.Iburymyheadinhischestand

hehugsmetighter.

“Ineedtogobaby,Ihaveanearlydrive

tomorrow”hesaysplantingkissesonmyhead.

“I’lltellmyfatheraboutourtrip,you’llhaveto

comefetchme”Isay.

“Whatifhedoesn’tallowyoutogo?”hesays

“I’llgoanyway”Isay.hesmilesandliftsmy

facetohis.

“Yourstubbornnesswillhavemekilled”he

says,kissingme.

Iholdhisfaceandkisshim back.Ifbeinghorny

allthetimeisapregnancything,thenIshould

staypregnant.Mybodyisalwaysreadyforsex.

Onetouchfrom ZaneandI’m moist.

Ipullhim closerandplacemyhandsinhisbutt.

“woah!Nothere,Never”hepushesmeback.



AaaahIwanthim.Icontinuekissinghim buthe

refusestoengage

“Buhle,nonotinyourfathersbathroom”he

says.

Irollmyeyesandheleadsthewaymeoutthe

door.Ispankhisbuttandwinkathim aswe

walkdownthepassage.Helooksawkwardand

embarrassed,likesomeonesawus.

“ThankyousomuchforthedinnerMa,itwas

delicious.Ineedtogobacktothelodge”he

says.

“ItwasnicemeetingyouZanemvula”

Mam’Gloria.Heshakeseveryone’shand.

“We’lltalkmoreaboutthatissuelater.Keepin

touch”myfathersayswhileshakingZane’s

hand.

What’sthatallabout.He’llhavetotellme,and

keepintouch?Sothey’veexchangednumbers

orsomething.Hesayshisgoodbyesandwe



bothwalktohiscar,he’shandisrubbingonmy

butt.

“It’sgettingbiggerandIlikeit”hesays.

Seriously?

“AreyousayingI’m fat?”Istopandlookathim

“Nobaby,notfatbutthick..uhm..you’regrowing.

That’swhatImeant,you’reexpanding.Notthat

youarebig,just…”he’sdigginghimselfintoa

whole.Heshouldjuststop.

Hecan’tcallmefatwhenI’m carryinghischild,

that’sdisrespectful.

“You’rebeautifulbaby,pregnancysuitsyou”he

says,pullingmeovertostandbyhisdoor.It’s

sodarkIcan’tevenseewhereI’m walking.

Hepushesmeagainstthecarandliftsmy

dress,rubbinghishandovermythighs.Ipull

closerandwekiss.Hedropsmyunderwearand

turnsmearound.AsecondlaterIfeelhis

erectionentermefrom behind.Aaaah,Iexhale



feelingtheexcitementallovermybody.He

thrustsharderandfaster.Ifeelarushof

pleasureashecupsmybreasts.Hisbreathing

isloudinmyearsashepushesmehard

againstthecar.I’vebeencravingthissexual

adrenaline.Andjustlikethat,hereleaseshis

juicesandrestshisheavybodyonme,my

kneesareweakandshaking.Ican’tbelieveI

hadsexoutside,infrontofmyfather’shouse.

Hepullsuphispants,wipesmewithhist-shirt.

Ipullupmypanties.Andleanagainsthim.

Wow,exactlywhatIneeded.

“There’snowayI’m stayingbehind,tomorrow”I

say.

“There’snowayI’m leavingyoubehind”hesays,

“We’llleaveat4am.IloveyouMakaOza”he’sso

charming.I’m blushing

“IloveyoutooOza’sdad”Ikisshim andwatch

him driveoff.Irunbacktothehouse



Dadissittingaloneintheloungewithhislaptop.

Iwalkuptohim andsitatthesofanexttohim

“Areyouokay?Withthepregnancy?Isthebaby

healthy?”heasks.Hegenuinelylooks

concerned.

“Yes,Kathasbeenmonitoringme”Isay.

“Yougirlsaresneaky”hesays,almostwanting

tosmile.Okaythisismychance.

“ZaneisgoingbacktoKhumbainthemorning

andIwasthinkingofgoingbackaswell.Toget

startedwithworkagain.”Isay,he’smood

changes.

“Whateverlovepotionyouguyshaveoneach

otherisstrong.Youfolloweachotheraround

likeantsandarealwaystouchytouchy.It’s

everyparents’worstnightmarebecauseyou

realisetheynolongerneedyou.”Hesays.

“Weleaveat4am”Isay.



“Ican’tevensaynobecauseyou’llgoanyways.I

willcomedownnextweek.Ineedtomeetyour

grandfatherandinform thefamilyaboutthe

weddingplansformeandGloria.Alsotoreport

yourpregnancy”hesays.

“Thanksdad,Ishouldstartpackingalready.And

rest.Goodnight”IwishIcouldhughim butmy

situationdoesn’tallowforsuch,Ineedto

showernow.Iwalkupstairstomyroom.

KatislayingonmybedreadingthebookI

boughther,shelooksfocusedandserious.We

havesomanyroomsinthishousebutshe

alwayssleepwithme,inmybed.I’venever

askedherwhyshedoesthat.NotthatI’m

complaining,Ienjoyourlatenightchats,it’sjust

somethingI’dlikeforhertoexplainbutIdon’t

wanttosoundrude.

Ipulloutmysuitcaseandstartpacking.

“Whereareyougoing?”sheasks.



“Khumba,I’m leavingearlyinthemorningwith

Zane.Ineedtogetbacktowork”Isay.shesits

upandsmiles.

“He’saniceguy.Ilikehim foryou.He’scalm

andmatured.Ican’tbelievewe’rethesameage

andhe’sthatresponsible.Thewayhespoke

abouthisprojectsbackhome,Iadmirehis

passion,hewouldmakeagreatKing”shesays.

smiling

“Hetheoppositeofme.Iyell,he’scalm.Iwant

tofight,hewantstoreason”Isay.

“It’sagreatbalance.AndIcantellhe’sdeeplyin

lovewithyou.Hewatchesyoureverymoveand

smileswithadmiration.”Shesay,it’strue.

“I’m inlovewithhim too”Iblush.

“Agh,I’m goingtomissyouwildone”shesays

lookingsad.

“I’m goingtomissyoutoo,perfectone,don’t

youwanttovisitwithdadnextweek?Icould



introduceyoutomyfamilythatside”Isay.It

wouldbegreat.

“I’llcheckmychartsandletyouknowsis,I’d

lovetoseehowthevillagelifeis,I’venever

been”shesay,she’ssuchaworkaholic.

“I’dlovetohostyou.Pleasehelpmepack.I

needtoshower”Isay,

VrrrVrrr.It’satext.

*Icanstillsmellyouonmyt-shirt*Zane.He’sso

nasty

*Washthat.You’realowkeyfreak.*me.

*Youmademeafreak.Iwasnormalbeforeyou

cameintomylife.*Zane

*SoIcorruptedyou?*me

*I’m notcomplaining.Ilikethatyoubroughtout

thisperson*Zane

*I’m gladIcouldhelp.BTW dadsaidIcouldgo

withyou.So4am itis*me



*Great.Seeyousoon.I’m actuallysleepy.You

woremeout*Zane

*I’m exhaustedtoo.IaskedKattohelpwiththe

packing*me

*Luckyyou.Let’srestbaby.KissOzaforme.I

loveyou*Zane

*Willdo.Iloveyou*me

Ididn’trealizeI’vebeensmilinglikeanidiotall

thistimeandKatislookingatme.

“Sis,youaresmitten”shesays,closingthe

suitcase.Thatwasquick.

Ican’tanswerher,I’m justsmilingandblushing,

Iwalktothebathroom andtakeaquickshower.

She’sbacktoreadingherbook,shemustreally

likeit,shecan’tseem toputitdown.Iputonmy

pajamasandgetintobed.

“Goodnightsis”Isay.

“GoodnightBuhle”sherespondsandgoesback



toherbook.

Todayhasbeenveryemotionallydrainingbutat

leastIhaveonelessthingtoworryabout,

hidingthispregnancyfrom myfamily.Kathas

shownmewhatatruesisterdoes.Stickupfor

eachotherandbethebestsupportsystem they

need.Ifixedthingswithmyman,mybaby

daddy,myfuturehusband.Mymindisatease.

Ipullthecoversovermyheadandsleep.

……………………………

We’vebeendrivingforhoursnow,thesunhas

risenandthewindisthinner.Katwokemeup

minutesaftermyalarm wentoff,Ididn’thearit.

Ihadtotakeaquickshowerandsaymy

goodbyes.Mam’Gloriamadeusbreakfastand

lunchtotakewithontheroad.Isleptthe

momentweleftEdernvilleandwe’vebeen

makingemergencystopsformythrowingup

andpeeing.It’sbeenalongbutfuntrip.He’sso



excitedaboutthisbaby,he’sevensuggesting

babynames,wherethebabywillstudy,heeven

speaksaboutbuildingahouseforustolivein

oncethebabyarrives.

“I’dhavetobuildabigonetofitallourother

children”hesays.

“Whatotherchildren?”Iask.

“Oza’ssiblings,there’snowayI’m havingone

child.Iwantmore”hesays.

“Howmanyexactly?”I’m curious

“Four,Iwantfourchildren”hesays.he’sjoking

right?!

“There’snowayI’m goingthroughallthis

sicknessthreemoretimes,it’snotgoingto

happen.”IsayandhelooksshockedbywhatI

said.

“Youdon’tsaynotothefutureKingofKhumba,

haveyouforgottenaboutthegreatcursethat



willfollowyouallyourlife?”hesays.Theway

thiscursethingisthrownloosely,I’m startingto

believeit’salie.

“I’m carryingoneoftheirown,theybetterbe

careful”Isaysmiling.

Hereacheshishandtomysideandticklesme.

Ilaughhardandscream tryingtomakehim

stopbuthe’sstillatit.

“Youdon’tthreatenamaHlubi”hekeepssaying.

Mystomachsuddenlyfeelsuneasywithallthe

movement.I’m tryingtomakehim stop,he

doesn’t.Ithrowupalloverthedashboard.

“Baby,I’m sorry”heparksthecaronthesideof

theroadandrunstomyside,helpingmeoutof

thecarforsomeair.Hisfaceisfullofguilt.

Mydressisfullofvomitanditsmellshorrible.I

takeoutmysuitcaseandchangetosomething

elsewhilehe’scleaningthefrontseat.Irinse

mymouthandseatatthebackseat.



“Areyoufinebaby?I’m sorryforthat”hesays

“It’sfinebaby,IguessOzadoesn’tlikebeing

tickledlikeIdo”Isay.he’ssmiling.

“Soyoulikeit?”hesaysstillsmiling.

“Yes,itkindofturnsmeon”Isay,blushing.

“Everythingaboutyouturnsmeon”hesays

withanaughtysmile.

He’ssuchabeautifulman,Ican’tgetenoughof

hissmile,hissexyeyes,he’sbeautifulteethand

moistlips.Ican’tbelieveamanthisbeautiful

existsandlovesme.

Mythoughtsaredisturbedbythegrumblingof

mystomach.

“Someone’shungry”hesays,walkingtothe

othersidebringingthefoodMam’Gloriapacked

forus.heentersontheothersideandweboth

sitatthebackseat.Hepullsmyfeettorest

overhislapwhilemybackleansagainstthe



doorbehindme.Ifeelrelaxedandreadyto

destroywhateverMam’Gloriahasforus.

“Woaw,there’salotoffood.Shewentallout.

Sausages,eggs,bacon,greensalad,beansand

pancakes.Ohthere’sfruittoo.Andthisisonly

forbreakfast”hesaysashetakesoutthe

Tupperwarecontainersfrom thecoolerbag.

Itsmellsdeliciousandmymouthiswatery,

waitingtodigin.Hepreparesaplateforme,

dishingouteverything.He’stryingtogetmefat.

“Thanksmylove”Isayashehandsmethe

plate.Iwastenotime.mymouthisfull

immediatelyandZane’slookingatmeholding

backhislaugh.

“Mmh?”Iwanttoaskhim what’sfunnybutmy

mouthisfull.

“Chewthenyoucanspeak”hesays,still

wantingtolaugh.

“What’ssofunnyaboutmeeating?”Iask.



“Afewweeksagoyouwereeatingallthatrabbit

andgoatfood.Nowyouwantnothingbutfat.”

Hesayslaughing

“I’m noteatingfat,theseareproteins,yourbaby

likesprotein”Isay,frowningandcontinuing

withmybreakfast.

Ifitwasn’tforhissexyself,wewouldn’tbein

thissituation.

“I’m sorrymylove,Ididn’tmeantomakeyou

feelbad.”Hesaysrubbingmyfeet.Aaahitfeels

good.

“Dothatanddon’tstop”Isay,helooks

confusedbutstillcontinuesrubbingmyfeet.

“Areyougoingtoeatthat?”Iask,hehasn’t

eatenhalfofhisfoodandI’m donewithmine.

“Nope,youcanhaveit”hesayspassingitover

tome.he’slookingintomyeyesasthough

wonderingwhothispersonis.



Heyawns,helookstired,restinghisheadonmy

thighs.

“Icandrivewhileyounap.Youseem tired”Isay,

heliftshishead.

“Ican’tletyoudrive,you’resick”hesays.Iroll

myeyes

“I’m onlyafewweekspregnantnotsick.You

needtorest.”IsayandI’m nottakingnoforan

answer.Icanseehedoesn’tliketheideabuthe

eventuallygivesin.WeexitthebackseatandI

getintothedriver’sseat.We’reoff.

“Easy,don’tdrivetoofastBuhle”hesays

lookingworried

“I’m notdrivingfast,besidestheroadisclear”

hereallyneedstorelaxandtakehisnap.Iput

onsomemusicandignorehisstares.Since

whenis140km/hconsideredspeeding.

HekeepsstaringatmewithcautionbutIcan

seehiseyesslowlyclose.Heshouldstop



fightingsleepandletmedrive.I’vebeendriving

sinceIwas19,Thandotaughtmewithhisfirst

car,Ididn’tevengotodrivingschool.Hetaught

meeverythingIknowaboutcars,that’swhathe

everspokeaboutwhenhewasn’ttalkingabout

otherpeopleorhismusicgigs.

I’vebeendrivingforhoursnowandZaneisfast

asleep,helookssopeaceful,Iwishmybaby

looksexactlylikehim.Ishouldmakeapeestop

inthenexttown,mybladderisabouttoexplode.

Iseehouses,it’sseemslikeabusytown.There

arecarsallovertheroadplayingloudmusic

andeveryoneseemshappyandjoyous.

Decembervibesaredefinitelyathinginthese

places.Ispotagarageandmakeastop.Zane

iswokenbythesilenceoftheengine.Hetries

tomakesenseofwherewearebylooking

around.

“Whereareweandwhydidyoustop?”heasks

rubbinghiseyes.



“Idon’tknowthistownbutIneedtopee,

immediately”Isayremovingmyseatbelt.

“I’llcomewithyou,thisplaceisverychaotic.I

needenergydrinksanyway.”Hesaysgetting

outandmakinghiswaytomyside.Heopens

thedoorandweheadforthegarage.He’s

holdingmyhandtight.

Peopleareverydrunkandnoisyhere,shouting

anddancing.It’sachaoticscene.Imakemy

waytothebathroomsandZanegoesinsidethe

shopforhisenergydrink.

IfeelfreeandrelaxedafterIpeed.Ican’t

believeIpaidR5forthissmellytoiletbecause

thatguydidn’thavechange.Imakemywayto

theshop.It’sfull,nowonderZaneistakinglong.

“Buhle?Whatareyoudoinghere?”Ihearavoice.

Iturnaround,it’sThando.

“Hey,Ishouldbeaskingyouthesame

question?”Isay,he’seyesarered,Ithinkhe’s



tipsy.

“Ihadagigearlier,youstillhaven’ttoldmewhy

you’rehere”hesays

“I’m goingtoKhumba,justmadeabathroom

stop,thisplaceiswild”Isay.

“Notaswildasoursexthough,Imissthat”he

says,pullingmecloserbymyhand.Ohwow,

something’sneverchange.Ithoughthehada

girlfriendtomakehim forgetaboutme.

“Thando,no.”Ipullmyhandfrom him.

“WhyareyoualwayslikethisBuhle?Iknowyou

wantme,youalwayspretendlikeyoudon’tcare.

Icanseeit,youcare.Comehere”hesays,

pullingmeharderbymyface,hesmellslike

cheapalcohol,sies

“Thando,stop.Stopit”Isaydistancingmyself

from him buthisstronger.

“Getyourhandsoffmyfiancé”Zanepushes



him hard,heloseshisbalanceandfallsonhis

back.Ithinkhe’smorethantipsy.He’swasted.

“Fiancé?Buhleyou’regettingmarried?”hesays,

lookingshocked.He’sstrugglingtogetup.

Zanelooksangry.

“Let’sgo”hesaysandpullsmetowardsthecar,

heopensmydoorandrushesovertohisside

andgetsin,wedriveoff.He’ssilentanddriving

fast.

“Andthen?”hesays.Ithinkthisishiswayof

wantinganexplanation

“He’sanoldfriend”Isay.

“Didn’tlooklikeyouwerejustfriends”hesays,

stillangry

“Wedidhavesex”Isay.helooksatme,

confused.

“Youhavesexwithyourfriends?”hesays.ugh,I

don’tthinkhe’sgoingtounderstandthis



“Weneverdated,wewerejusthavingsex.

That’sall”Isay,helooksevenmoreconfused

“Youhavesexbutyouneverdated?What’sthat

called?”helooksannoyed,hemustthinkI’m

lyingtohim

“Nostringsattached.He’stheonlypersonI’ve

everhadsexwithbeforeyou,Idon’tgoaround

sleepingwithguys,ifthat’swhatyou’re

thinking.”I’m startingtogetmad,he’sjudging

me.Idon’tlikeit.Ifoldmyarmsandlookover

thewindow.

“Idon’tlikehim,hebetterstayawayfrom you

andyoushoulddothesame”hesays.Ishe

beingseriousrightnow.

“Ididn’tknowhewasgoingtobethere,Ididn’t

callhim,hecametome,hepulledme,notthe

otherwayaround.I’m notthatkindofgirl.Just

becauseIdidn’thaveproperparentinglikeyou

did,doesn’tmakemeaneasy,loosegirl”Ican



feeltherageboilinginsideofme.Idonotlike

beingjudged.He’sreallypissingmeoff.

“Ididn’tmeantoupsetyouBuhle,Ijustdidn’t

likeseeinganothermanholdingmywomanlike

that.I’m sorry.”Hesays.Ididn’tknowhim tobe

thejealoustype.Heseemscalm andalways

chilledabouteverything.Butinthiscaseitis

understandable.Besidesifthatdidn’tbother

him,I’dbeworried.

“I’m sorryforyelling.”Isay,hereachesformy

handandkissesit.

“Iwouldn’twanttoshareyou,you’reallmine”

hesaysandIblush.

HedrinkshisenergydrinkwhileIeatwhatwas

meantforlunch.It’spastaandprawns.Ireally

don’tknowwhenshemadeallthisfood,butI’m

happyshedid,I’m enjoyingit.Ikeepsharing

withZane,feedinghim ashedrives.We’reafew

kilometersawayfrom KhumbaandI’m full.



Zaneissingingalongtothemusic,I’m sleepy.

FewminuteslaterI’m asleep.

……………………………………………………………..

Iam wokenupbythewindcomingin,Ilook

aroundandwe’rehome.Zaneisopeningthe

gate.It’sdark,Thamiandaunt’Kholekaboth

standingnexttotheirflats,theylookconfused,I

didn’tsayIwascoming.Hedrivesinandthey

getcloser.Zanegreetsthem andheopensmy

door.Thamijumpsforjoyandhugsbetight,

he’slookingatmesmiling.

“Mzala,youmustneverleavemelikethatagain,

never”hesays,helooksatmynewhairstyle

andshakeshishead.It’sthefirsttimehe’s

seeingit.aunt’Kholekaalsohugsmeandtakes

mybagfrom myhand,she’ssmiling.

“Itsuitesyou.”Shesays.

“Andyoulooklikeyou’vegainedweight,maybe

it’sthisnewhairstyle,youhavethisglow.Ican’t



explainit,youlookbeautifulMzala”hesays,

workinghiseyesalloverme.Irollmyeyesat

him.Zaneistakingmybagsinthehouse.

“I’llseeyoutomorrow.Remembertorestand

stayindoors.”Hesays,kissingmyforehead.

“Iwill”Irespond.Andhedrivesoff.

“What’swiththeinstructions?”Thami.Ican’t

answerthat.Ijustwalkoffandsmile.

Weallgotothehouse,MakhuluiswatchingTV,

she’sallsmileswhenweallwalkin,shegetsup

andhugsmetight.

“OoohHlehle,Imissedyou.Wealldid”shesays.

“Imissedyoutoo”Isay.weallsitonthelounge.

“Thewayyouleft,Ithoughtwe’dneverseeyou

again”Makhulu.

“Iknewshe’dcomeback,Zanemvula’spotionis

strong.Iknewit”Thamisaysandeveryone’s

laughing.



“How’syourfather?”Makhulu.

“He’sfine,Wehadacoupleoftherapysessions

together,we’vemadesomeprogress.He’s

comingnextweek,he’lltellyoueverything”Isay

andshesmilesatthenews.

“Ooohthat’sgreat,Ihaven’tseenhim sincethat

timeyouwereinthehospital.”Shesays.

“Areyoubackforgood?”aunt’kholeka.

“Yes,mylifeisthissidenow.”Isaysmiling.

“Thismeansyou’vesortedthingsoutwith

Zanemvula?”Thami

“Yes,butthere’sawholelotmoretobedone.

It’sjustthebeginningbutI’m staying”Isay,they

allseem happy.HonestlyIcoulddowiththe

bed.I’m tired.

“Well,you’vemissedoutonalot.Butthe

biggestandmostimportantnewsisthat

mama’sproductisdoingsowellthatsalonsare



orderinginbulks.She’srichnow”Thami.

“That’swonderfulaunty.Iknewyourproduct

hadpotential.Well,you’regoingtohavetofind

aworkingspaceintownnow,youcan’tworkin

yourflatanymore.Bulkordersmeansmore

productivityandthat’smoreemployees.I’m

veryhappyandproud”Iwalkuptohugher,I’m

soemotional.Mymindtakesmebacktothe

timeshewalkedinthehousebleeding,thetime

shewasarrested.She’scomealongway.

“awwwBuhle,don’tcry,thesearehappytimes.”

Aunt’Kholeka.Onlyifsheknew

“Tearsofjoy”Isay,wipingthem offandgoing

backtomysit.I’m reallytired.Ineedtosleep

onabed.

“Youlooktired,youshouldrest.We’llcatchup

laterafter.I’llbringyourfavorite,grapes,and

we’lltalkallaboutit”Thamisays,winking.He’ll

beonhisownonthat,nowineforme.



“Uhm…yeah,surething.”Onaregularday,I’dbe

gossipingwithThamioverabottleofwine.

Rightnow,allmybodyneedsissleep.Igetinto

myroom anditlooksspotless.Thefurnitureis

rearranged.Itakeoffmyclothesandgetinto

bed.

IdialZane.

“Mylove”heanswers.

“Hey,how’severythingthatside?”Iask

“It’sbetterthanI’dexpected.Itoldthepeopleto

comeagaintomorrow.I’veorganizedameeting

soeveryonecanexpresshowtheyfeeland

hopefullyfindsolutions.”Hesays.

“That’sbetter.Ihopethemeetingbringspeace.

I’m alreadyinbed.I’m tired”Isay

“Metoo,Ijusttookashower.Theboysand

Thandihavebeenaskingaboutyou,they’re

happyyouareback.Ihaven’ttoldthem about

thepregnancy”hesays



“Ialsohaven’tsaidanythingheretoo,I’m

scared.”Me

“Don’tbe.Iwanttosolvethisprotestsaga

beforeItellanyone.AndIhavetodothatbefore

yourfathercomestoreportfordamages”he

says

“Whateverreactionyouget,justknowyouhave

meandOzatorunto.”Isay

“Iknowandappreciatethat.Getsomerest,you

areyawning”hesays.I’m reallytired.

“Weloveyoudaddy”Isay.

“Iloveyoumommy”hesays.

I’veneverfeltsoappreciatedandlovedby

anyone.Hemakesmesohappy.AndIgetto

keephim forever,howluckyam I?Gosh

………………………………………………..
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“Buhle,Buhle”Makhuluisshakingme,tryingto

wakemeup.It’ssoearlyforthis.

“Mmh?”Ireallydon’tfeellikegettingup.Ifeel

likeI’m comingdownwithfluwithmybody

aching.

“Yousleptsohardyouevenmisseddinner

yesterday,wedidn’twanttowakeyou‘cause

wefiguredyoumightbetired.You’vebeen

sleepingtheentiremorning,it’salmostnoon.

Areyouokay?”shelooksconcerned.

“I’m fine,IthinkI’m comingdownwith

something,maybeflu”Isay,liftingmyselfupto

situpstraight.



Thesunisalreadyout,doingwhatitdoesbest

inKhumba.

“I’llgetyouantibiotics,comehaveporridge

first”shesays.

Thisisreallygoingtobehard,Ican’thave

antibioticsandthetextureoftheporridgewill

makemesick.KatsuggestedIstayawayfrom

foodswithslimytexture.Iwantsolidfoodor

maybefruits.

“Okay,I’m comingMakhulu”Isaygettingmy

gownandfollowingher.Itreallyisdaytime

already,Imust’vebeenreallytired.

“Heretaketheseonceyou’veeatenyour

porridge.”Shehandsmetheantibiotics.Ihave

tothrowtheseawaywhenshe’snotlooking.

Sheputstheporridgeinfrontofmeandjustby

lookingatit,makesmewanttothrowup.

“IthinkI’llhaveafruitsaladMakhulu,it’salittle

bittoolateforporridge.”Shelooksoffended



butrightnowIdon’tcareaboutthat.

Imakemywaytothefridgeandtakeoutthe

fruitsMam’Gloriapackedforusyesterday,it’s

stillfresh.There’swatermelonslices,peaches,

mango,pearsandapples.Itlooksdelicious.

Asakhewalksinrunningtome,shehugsme

tight

“Hellosisi,whendidyougetback?Whydidyou

cutyourhair?Whyarewearingpajamasduring

theday?”sheasksalotofquestions,allatonce.

Andsheexpectsyoutoanswerthem

“Igotbacklastnight,IcutmyhairbecauseI

wanttobefreeandIoverslept,that’swhyI’m

stillwearingpajamas”Isay.

“Whydoyouwanttobefree?Didyourhairnot

makeyoufree?Ilikedit”shesays.Ilookather

foramomentandthink,howisthis

aunt’Kholekadaughter,she’ssospontaneous

andcuriousabouteverything.



“Itwastroubling,soIwanttogrowitbackagain,

soitcanbebeautifullikeyours”Isayliftingher

andhugginghertight.

“Mymom hasmoneynow,shesellshairoils.

SheboughtmeabicycleonChristmas,doyou

wanttoseeit?”shesays.Ohmygoodness,

Asakhe,canIjusteatmybreakfastinpeace.

“Ido,I’llcomeseeitafterIfinisheating,okay”

shelooksdisappointedabit,butsmilesanyway

anddisappears.

Finally,somepeaceandquiet.

Thistastesdelicious,thejuicesfrom thefruits

arethirstquenching.Itiltmyheadbackwards

drinkingallthejuicesfrom thebowl.

“YhoMzala,youmightaswelleatthebowl

itself.”Thamiwalksin,he’slaughing.

“Ughstop.”Isay,he’ssoannoying.

“Youmust’vebeenreallytired,ifMakhuludidn’t



wakeyou,you’dstillbeasleep.Shesaidyou

havefever”hesays,sittingnexttome,placing

hisbackhandonmyforehead.

“Justalittle,Ithinkit’stherelocation.Moving

backtowindyEdernvilleafterbeingexposedto

theKhumbaheat.Howareyouthough?”Iask

“I’m okay,mybodystillhurtsnowandagainbut

I’m fine”hesays,he’sdownplayingthis.

“I’m talking,psychologically.Itmust’vebeena

traumaticexperience.Areyouokay?”Iask.

“Honestly,Istillhavenightmaresaboutthatday,

itcould’veendedbadly.ItwaseasierwhenI

wasstillinhospitalbutcomingbacktothe

villagebroughtitallback.Xolahasbeenthere

formethroughitall.MzalaIlovethatman.”

he’ssmiling,closetotears.

“Ilovehim too,andIknowhelovesyoutoo.If

youeverneedtotalkI’m here.”Isay.

“You’reglowingmarn,Mzala.Ican’tstop



lookingatyou.”Hesays.Ohboy!

“It’sthisnewhair.How’stheprotestsgoing?”I

ask,IwantallthevillagegossipandIknowhe

hasitall.

“There’sameetingstartingat2pm today,

everyoneisgoingtheretostatewhattheyneed

from theKingdom,andthat’sZaneasKing.

Theydon’twantthenewqueen,apparentlythe

Kingmadeadealwiththenewqueensfather

andhe’sgivinghim thelandclosetotown,and

thevillagersareagainstit,that’swheretheir

cattlegazeandothersgrowcrops.”Hesays,

“There’salot,IwishIcouldgoandlistentothe

meeting.WhatdidtheKingandtheQueensay

aboutZazirevealinghissexuality?”Iask.He

seemssurprisedbymyquestion.

“Howdidyouknow?”heasks.

“Zanetoldme,didyouknow?”Iask

“Yes,he’sthechairpersonofourrainbowclub.



Hejoinedthegroupyearsago,he’sthe

youngestinourgroupbuthe’sthemostreliable

andprotectivemember.Theykickedhim outof

theroyalpalaceforacoupleofdaysbutZane

spokesensetothem.Thingsarenotgoodthere

byyourmans’home”hesay,he’sreallydishing

them today.

“HowdidyouknowthattheQueensentpeople

tokillme?”Iask

“Ifirstheardoneofmycolleaguesspeakabout

it,herbrotherwasoneofthehiredhitman,he

refusedthejobwhenhefoundoutyouwerethe

target,thenIaskedZazi,heconfirmedit.Ithink

hesawhermotherpayoffoneofthemen.

Apparentlyshewasaskingaroundabouta

witchshecouldconsult”Hesays,helooks

sorryforme.

ThisisthemosthurtfulandconfusingthingI’ve

heard.Whywouldsomeonewanttokillagirl

hersonloves,someoneshe’snevermetand



knownothingabout.Iknowtheywarnedme

abouthereviltacticsbutthisisextreme,Idon’t

knowhowZanewillovercomeit,especiallywith

thepregnancyandthemarriageproposal.

“Ineedtobath,thisistoomuch.”Isaymoving

tomybedroom.

VrrrVrrr

“Heymylove”Zane

“Hi”me

“Areyouokay?”Zane

“Idon’tknow,wouldyoubeokayifyour

boyfriendsmotherwantedyoudead?”me.

He’squietforawhile,Icanhearhim breath

“Iwon’tletheroranyonehurtyou.Ipromise

baby”Zane

“IjustwishIunderstoodwhyshehatesmeso

much,shedoesn’tknowme”me



“Don’tthinkaboutittoomuch,pleasebusy,

thatkindofstressisnotgoodforthe

pregnancy.Ineedforyoutorestasmuchas

possible.“hesays.

“I’m trying,it’snotthateasybutI’m trying”me

“IcouldbookyoutoaspawithThandi,she

wantedtoseeyou”him

“ButIwentyesterday,sinceyou’reoffering,Ido

needamanicureandpedicurethough”Isay

smiling.

“Aslongasyou’rerelaxedandstressfree,

Thandiwillmakethebooking,she’sbeen

beggingmetoletherseeyou.Youcanusemy

car,I’llbeinthemeetingallday.”Hesays.

“That’ssoundsgreat,I’llgetready.Callme

whenyou’recoming”me

“That’llbeinanhour.Seeyou”Zane

“Seeyousoon”mehehangsup.



GoodthingIdon’thavehairanymore,oneless

thingtoworryabout,I’lljustwearanymaxi

dress.

Ifinishgettingreadyandheadtothelivingarea.

Makhuluislookingatmeweirdly.

“You’vegainedsomeweightHlehle,youlook

beautiful”shesays.Am Ireallythatfatalready.

I’m annoyedbytheseweightcomments.

“Nomychilddon’tbeoffended,I’m notsaying

you’refatI’m justsayingyou’reglowing,your

skinisclear,you’regrowingintoawoman”she

furtherexplains

I’m notgoingtoanswerthat.Shemightsuspect

somethingbecausesheseemstonotice

everything,Ican’triskherknowingnow.

“Makhulu,I’m goingtotown,I’llbeback”Isay.

shelooksconfused

“Withwho?”sheasks



“Thandi,we’rejustgoingtolunch.”Isay,she’s

smiling.

“Okay,sendmylovetoher”shesaysand

continueswithhersewing.

IseeZane’scarparkedoutsidethegate.Isay

mygoodbyesandleave.Zaneisstanding

outsidethecarlookingatme,smiling.Ismile

back.

“Heymylove”hesays,huggingme.

“Heybaby”Ihughim tighter.

“Youlookbeautiful”hesays,I’m blushing.

“Haveyouforgottenaboutme?””Thandisays

peepingherheadthroughthewindow.

Welaughandgetinthecar.

“HelloThandi”Isay,smiling.

“Heymydear,youlookbeautifulwithyournew

hair”shesaysturningherheadtowardsmeat

thebackseat.



“Thankyou,youlookbeautifultoo”Isay,she’s

wearingapeachdresswithamatchingfloral

doek.

“Iwon’tlie,I’vemissedyou,Iwantedtocome

yesterdaywhenyouandZanemvulaarrivedbut

hesaidyouweretiredandneededtorest.”She

says

“Iwas,andIdon’tthinkIrealizedhowtiredI

wasuntilMakhuluhadtowakemeupanhour

ago.Isleptthroughthemorning”Isay.Zane

looksatmeintherearviewmirror

“You’resuchasleepyheadlately,Iwonderwhy”

hesays,smilingandwinking.He’ssuchafool,

whatifThandiseeshim.

“Well,Ihaveyoutoblameforthat”Ireply.We

bothlaugh.Thandilooksconfused.Thissecret

willsoonrevealitselfifwecontinuelikethis.

“It’sgoodtoseethisonelaugh,IthoughtI’d

neverseehisbeautifulteethagain”Thandisays.



“I’m gladIcanmakehim laugh”Isay.

Wearriveatthelodge.Heopensmydoorand

leadsmetothedriver’sseat.

“Donotdriveabove100km/handremember

whatthedoctorsaid.”Heleansoverandkisses

me.Heissooverprotectiveofthischild.

“What’swiththestrictrules,Iknowhowtotake

careofmyself.I’llbefine”Isaygettinginthe

car.

“You’renolongeralone,remember.”Hesays

smiling.Irollmyeyesanddriveoff.

…………………………………………………….

Thetownispackedandbusy.Itisnoisyand

dusty,peopleareholdingconversationsonthe

roadmakingithardfordriverstopassby,

causingunnecessarytraffic.It’sannoying.

“Ohmygoodness,you’dswearI’m indown

townEdernvillerightnow,whatarethese



peopledoing?”Isaypressingthehoot,hard

“ThisisKhumbainDecemberforyou,especially

thedaystowardsNewYear,peoplegocrazy.”

Shesays,calmly.Ican’tbelieveshe’snot

annoyedbythis.

“Moveoutofthewaydammit,move”I’m

shoutingoutofthewindow.Atthispoint,my

angerwentfrom zerotohundredinasplit

second.

“Calm downBuhle,justgowiththetrafficflow”

shesays.Howcanshebesocalm inthis

annoyingsituationandtheheatismakingitten

timesworse.Myfaceisheatingup,sweatis

drippingdownmyforehead.IseeagapandI

decidetoovertake,Thandilooksterrified.

There’snooncomingtrafficyet,justpeople

standingontheroad,Idrivefastandpeople

startjumpingtothepavement,wherethey

belong.



“uuhBuhle,Ithinkyoushouldlowerthespeeda

bit”shesays,withfearinhereyes.

“I’m almostthere,thesepeopledonotrespect

theroadandI’llgivethem thesameamountof

disrespect”Isay,makingmywaytotheendof

thetraffic.We’reout.

“Takealefthere,thespaisontheother

avenue”shesays,softly.Icanhearhertake

deepbreathesaswemakeourwaytothespa.I

thinkIseewhereZanetookhisparanoiafrom,

he’salwaysworriedabouttheworstthing

happening.

Wearriveinasmalltownhouseturnedbusiness

andwesettlein.

Theladygivesusfootmassagewhiletheother

isbusywithourhands.It’srelaxing,especially

afterthisnightmareontheroad.

“Hereallythoughtyouwouldn’tcomeback,like

youwerereallygone”shesays.



“IwasshatteredThandi,mywholeworldfell

apart,Icouldn’tbelievethatthemanIloved

wouldbetraymelikethat”Isay,shelookssad.

“Iunderstand.ThedaybeforeumgidiIheardthe

Queenspeakingonthephone,shesaid

somethingabout“Iwantheroutofourlivesfor

good”andIknewimmediatelywhoshewas

talkingaboutbutIdidn’thavemuchtogoby,

shekeptmebusyinthekitchen,Ididn’thave

thechancetospeaktoZane.Shethreatened

him whenhecametochangeforthethankyou

speech”shesays,closetotears

“Whydoesshehatemesomuch?Whydoes

shewantmeoutoftheirlives?Shedoesn’t

knowme”Isay.

“Sheknowsyou,sheseesyouthroughZane.

Yes,shehasn’tmetyouinpersonbutwhoyou

arecanbeseenthroughZane.AllZane’slife,

shecontrolledhim,madehim dowhatevershe

wanted,shemadehim forgetabouthimselfand



worshipherandthethrone.SheandtheKing

havehadissuessincethedaytheyfirstgot

together,shedoesn’treceiveanythingfrom him,

nomoney,nothing.ShemanipulatesZaneinto

gettingherthings.Money,cars,clothesandall

that.Whenyoucame,youbroughtoutZane,the

youngboywithdreamsandaspirations,you

madehim feellikehecouldliveandthathe

deservedtolivehisownlifeandthatwasa

threattoher,thatmeantshehadnopowerover

him andthatshewouldn’tbeabletocontrol

him becauseyougavehim hisvoiceback,his

power.Andthattakesawayhertickettothe

luxuriouslifeourKingdom”shesays.

Myheartfeelsheavywithallthesenews.I’m

speechless,juststaringather.

“Whydidshemarryhim iftheydidn’tget

along?”itdoesn’tmakesense.

“Familyandtribepolitics”shelooks

uncomfortablebythisquestion.



“SoBuhle,believeitornot,youhavesethim

freeastheQueens’prisonerandgavehim a

voice,justbybeingyourself.Thevillageloves

you,ofcausesomemaynotunderstandyour

waysbutyouareadoredinthisvillage.”She

continues

“Whatyou’retellingmeisalottotakeinat

once.”Isay,grabbingtheglassofwaternextto

me.

“Zanelovesyouandiswillingtodoeverything

inhim tohaveyou.Heevenrejectedthethrone

foryou.Hetoldtheroyalcounciltoexcludehim

intherunning.”Shesays.

“Thandi,whenZanemetmeIwasnowherenear

beingperfect,Iwasflawedanddamaged,Istill

am.Ididn’tknowwhyIwashere,Ihatedithere

andhatedmyfatherforbringingmehere.Iwas

fullofangerandhatredformyselfandmy

father.ButZanelovedmeandcaredforme,I

feltsounworthybuthemademerealizethatI



needitmorethananyone.Hemademefeel

deserving”Isay,tearsrolldownmyeyes.

“Itwasfate,itbroughtyoutogetherandyou

bothhealedeachotherbybeingyourselves.

Withoutrealizingit,hisflawswereyourremedy

andsowereyourstohim.Itwasmeantto

happen.TheUniverseorchestrated

everything,theancestorsalignedyourpathsand

Godblessedyoursouls,Buhleitisrare,thatall

spiritualpowerscometogetherandproduce

suchlove,effortlessly”shesays,withtearsin

hereyes

Myfaceisredandtearsarevoluntarilydripping

downmycheeks.Ifeelsospecialwithwhatshe

said,Ifeelsolovedandthatvalidatesalotof

things,likemypurposeisserved.

“HelovesmeThandi,me,whatmostpeoplesee

asbroken,helovedmeanyways,andheloves

ourchildevenmore”Isay.Herfaceisfullof

shockandIjustrealizedthatIslipped.OhShit!



“You’repregnant?”sheasks.She’sstillshocked

“Yes”Isaylookingdown.

“Buhle,lookatme,thisisnotoneofthose

prankthingsright?”shesays,turningtoface

me.

HowcouldIjokeaboutsomethinglikethat

“It’snot,I’m reallypregnant”Isaylookingather.

Sheexcusesherselffrom theladiesandstands

comingtomyseat.Herarmsareopenwidely.

“Comehere”shesays.Igetupandwalktoher,

wehug,alongtightandemotionalhug.

“Howlongwereyouplanningonkeepingthis

from me”shesays.

“Idon’tknow,Zanehasthisweektotell

everyone,myfatherwillreportthepregnancy

nextweek.”Isay,she’ssmilingatmewipingoff

mytears.

“Nowonderyouweresofuriousearlier,it’sthe



hormones.Theywillmakeyouyellatanant”

shesays,laughing.

“It’sonlybeenlikesevenweeksandalreadyI’m

feelinglikeit’stoomuch.Thesickness,the

fatigue,thecravings,therage,allatonce.AndI

haveanother8monthstogo”Isay,she’s

laughing

“Whenandhowdidyoufindout?”sheasks,as

webothgetbacktoourseats

“Mystepsisterisadoctor,Iwenttoget

stitchedbutsheinsistedontakingbloodtests

foranybacterialinfections,forsomereason

shecheckedpregnancyaswell.Shetoldme

laterthatIwaspregnant,shethoughtIknew”I

say.

“Oh,nowonderZanegavemestrictrulesabout

today,hesaidIshouldtakecareofyouandsee

thatyou’renotstressedoranxious.Hekept

repeating,Ithoughthewasbeingannoyingand



controlling”shesays,smiling

“He’sbeendoingthattome,hedoesn’tletme

doanything.I’m evensurprisedheletmedrive

today,maybeit’sbecauseI’m withyou”Isay.

“Thesearegoodnews,hejustneedstopropose

already”shesaysandIblush.

“Hedid”Isay.

“That’smyboy.Thismakesmeveryhappy

Buhle”shesays,holdingmyhandsandkissing

them

“HeproposedthedayafterItoldhim aboutthe

pregnancy”Isay.Herexcitementismakingme

spilleverythingout.

“I’m happythingsaregoingthewaytheyare.It

mightbedifficultbutyourloveforeachother

hasproventobestrongerthanany

circumstance.”Shesays.Iwishherreaction

wouldbeeveryone’swhenthenewsareout.



“Done.”Theladiessay.Iforgotwewereevenin

aspaandthatpeopleweredoingournails.

They’relookingatus,smiling.Wenodand

makeourwaytotheexit.Zanehaspaidalready.

“Lunchitisthen,littleBhunganemustbe

hungry”Thandisaysaswemakeourwaytothe

car

“ZanecallsitOzayo”Isayandshelaughs.

WedriveofftoanAfricansoulfoodrestaurant.

I’vebeenthinkingabouttripeanddumplingall

week.It’smorelikeakasichillplace.There’s

deephouseplayinginthebackground,there’sa

stretchtentthatlookslikeaVIPsessionwith

whiteloungechairsandanexclusivebar.Other

peoplearesittingintheircarsontheparkinglot.

It’sonlychaoticontheoutside,theinsideis

prettydecent.WewalkinandThandicallsone

ofthewaitersbeforeweevenseat,shesays

somethingtohim andheescortsustothetent.

Wefindaseatandaladywaitresswalks



towardsus.

“Goodday,canItakeyourorders”shesayswith

thebrightestsmile

“forstartersI’llhavechickenliversandgarlic

bread,lotsofgarlic.ThenI’llhavetripewith

dumplingand…oxtail.Oh..doyouhaveginger

beer?I’dlovethat.Icelotsofice,ontheside

though.Andaglassofwater.Fornowplease

bringmerosterbread,withbutter,That’sall

thanks”Isay,she’slookingatmefunny,bothof

them.

“I’lljusthavetoday'sspecial.That’sit,and

mangojuice.Thankyou”Thandisaysandthe

ladydisappears.

“Iwonderiftheyhavesheepliver,maybeI

shouldhavethatwithmyrosterbread”Isay,

lookingatthedirectionofthewaitressbutshe’s

disappeared.

“YoureallyarecarryingZanemvula’sbaby.



Everythingyouorderedishisfavoritefood.He

usedtotextmeonhiswayfrom schoolduring

vacation,askingmetomakehim tripe.I

eventuallytaughthim howtomakeitsohe

couldstopharassingmeabouttripeallthe

time”shesays.Shedidgood,Idon’thavetogo

throughthatadminofpreparingtripe.Ifhe

wantsit,he’llmakeit.

“Idroveallthewaytothetownshipsin

Edernvillejusttogettripe,andguesswhatIate

itwith?Branmuffins”Isayandshelaughs

harder.

“That’spregnancyforyou.Itwillmakeyou

cravethecraziestthings”shesays

“Doyouhavechildrenofyourown?”Iask.She’s

silent,hermoodimmediatelychanged.I

probablyshouldn’thaveaskedherthis.Ifeel

badforthrowingthisather.There’sawkward

silence.



“Idid,Ifellpregnantatayoungagebyanolder

manthatIwasforcedtomarry.Iwas16years

oldand4monthspregnantwhenIdecidedto

run.Iranawayfrom homeandwenttothis

womanwhotookcareofsituationslikemine.

Shedidn’tknowwhatshewasdoingandI

almostdied.WhenIwenttothehospitalthey

toldmeIcouldnevercarrymyownchildren”

shesays.Thesadnessinhereyesgivesme

goosebumps,Ihatemyselfforaskingthis

question.

“I’m sosorryThandi,Ishouldn’thaveaskedthat.

I’m reallysorry”Isay.

“Don’tbesorry,ithappenedanditpassed.I

managedtobreakawayfrom asituationmany

ofmythenpeerscouldn’t,ukuthwalainmy

villagewasatraditionmostparentspride

themselveswith”shesays

“What’sthat?Ukuthwala?”Iask



“It’swhenyounggirls,mostlyteenagersare

marriedofftooldermen.Thetwofamilies

speakandagreeonthemarriagewithoutthe

girlsknowledge,menthenabductherandtake

hertohernewhome,whereshe’llbeawife.It’s

differentwitheveryvillage.”Shesays.

Thisisthemostabsurdanddisgustingtradition

I’veeverheardof.Ican’tbelieveparentsagree

tosendtheirchildrenoff.

“Inmycase,mymotherandauntssentmeto

theriverforwater,thatwashowIgottaken

away.Otherswerenotorganizedlikemine

was.”

“ThatshouldbeillegalThandi”I’m really

shockedbythis.

“Bylawitisbutyouknowhowvillagepeople

live,itmightnotbepracticedinKhumbabut

younggirlsarestillraisedandgroomedtobe

wives.They’renotofferedthefreedom to



choosethelivestheywanttolive,it’svery

commonhereinKhumbathataftergirlsturn18,

theyaresenttomarryandfamiliesgetthe

wealth”shesays.

MymindisbaffledbywhatThandiistellingme.

Iam sadennedbythelifestylethesegirlsare

living.Thattheirgoalsareconsideredinvalid

becausetheyaretheirfamilieswealthtoken.

Thiscannotbehappening,nottoday,notinthe

twentyfirstcentury.Ineedtofindoutmore

aboutthis.Thisisexactlywhataunt’Kholeka’s

boyfriendsdaughterhadtodealwith.IfIhadn’t

helpedhergetthatscholarship,she’dbeforced

tostayinthevillageandtakecareofamanold

enoughtobehisfather.Sies!Iam goingto

interveneandIam goingtoendthiskindof

slaveryandfilthytrade.

“Well,itendsnow,thisyear.Noyounggirlwill

bemarriedofftooldermen.Iwillmakeitstop,

notonmywatch.NotwhileI’m aliveandliving



inthisvillage”Isay,thishasmeheatedwith

anger.Thandilooksatmeandsmiles.

“YouseewhyZanemvulafellinlovewithyou.

Youaresuchaselflessandfierceyounglady”

shesaysmiling.

Ourfoodarrivesandweimmediatelydigin.

Thandiistalkingbyherself,thisfoodis

delicious,Ican’twastetimetalking.

………………………………………………………….

We’remakingourwaybacktothevillage.I’m so

fullrightnow,mystomachisabouttoblowup.

Thandihasbeentellingmechildhoodstoriesof

Zane.Hewasasofty,shesayseverytimehe

camebackfrom boardingschool,theother

childrenwouldmakefunofthewayhespoke

English,hewasmorefluentthanthem,hesays

hehatedthathewasdifferentthantheother

boys.Onetimeshesayshecamehomecrying

becausetheotherboysmadefunofhim fornot



knowingtherulesoftheirgame.Hethen

introducedthem torugby.

It’salmost5pm andthelodgeischaotic,there

arepeopleoutsidethegates,othersaresinging.

“Ithoughtthemeetingwouldbeoverbynow”I

say

“Thesemeetingcantaketheentirenight”she

says.She’susedtoit.I’m anxious,thesepeople

don’tlooktoohappy.Idrivecloserandthey

standinfrontofthecar.Singingloudly,looking

atthecar.

BOOM BOOM

Ihearabangingnoisefrom behindmeand

glassscattersallover.They’rethrowingstones

atus.

“Buhlegetdown,now”Thandiisscreamingat

thetopofherlungs.

Icovermyheadwithmyhandsasmore



windowsbreak,myheartispacingandIam

scaredformylifeandmychild'slife.Whyare

theyattackingus,wedidnothingtothem.Ihear

theirscreamsgettingcloserandcloserandmy

I’m suffocatinginthispositionI’m in.The

rubbersmellofthematsmakesmefeelsick.

“Buhle,Buhle”IhearThandiscreaming

“yeah,Ican’tbreathThandi.I’m scared”Isay.

I’m crying

“Pressthehooter,justliftyourhandandpressit

hard”shesays

Iliftmyhandandpressonitwithallmyenergy.

SecondslaterI’m throwingup,mybreathingis

heavierandI’m notreceivinganyoxygen.My

heartbeatsfasterandI’m shakingwithfear.My

dressisfullofvomit.Ican’tstopcrying.This

can’tbetheendofmylife,nottoday,notwith

mychild.Historycannotrepeatitself.There’s

moreshoutinggettingcloser,Icovermyears



withmyhands.

Ifeelabreezeofaircomingfrom behindme,

someoneispullingmehardfrom behind.

“Nonono,letgoofme.Thandithey’retaking

me.Thandihelpme”Iscream outloudthe

hardertheypullmeoutofthecar.

………………………………………………………………….
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I’m kickingandscreamingforhelp,Ican’thear

anyonesingingoryelling,allIcanhearismy

voice,shoutingforhelp.I’m onmyback,laying



onthegrass,withmyeyesclosedandmy

handscoveringmyhead.

“Buhle,it’sme,baby,openyoureyes”it’sZane.

Heholdsmetightwithhisarmsaroundmeas

I’m tryingtocatchmybreathmywholebodyis

tremblingIcan’tevenopenmyeyes.There’s

silencearoundandallIcanhearismycry.

“It’sokaymylove,you’resafenow”Zanesays

brushingandkissingmyhead.Ihearsomemen

voicesmumbling.

“Buhle,we’resafenow,comemydear,let’sget

youinside”Thandi’scalm voiceappears.

Islowlyliftmyheadupandopenmyeyes,

there’sacrowdstandingaroundus,alllooking

atme.Theirfacesarefilledwithguiltand

shame.Zaneliftsandcarriesmetothelodge,

inoneoftheoutsiderooms.

“Laydownbaby,Thandiwillbringyouclothesto

change”hesays,restingmyheadonthepillow.



I’m stillshaking.Hecoversmewithafleece

blanketandlaysnexttomewrappinghisarms

aroundme

“I’m sorrybaby.I’m sorrythatI’m puttingyouin

allthisdanger.”Hesays,he’svoiceislowand

sad

“Why?Whyiseveryoneinthisvillagetryingto

killme?whathaveIdonetothesepeople?”I

say,cryingmore,withanger

“Theysawthecarandthoughtyouwerethe

councilmembers,theydidn’tshowupforthe

meeting.Sotheywereattackingthem notyou.”

Hesays.

“Iwasscaredformylifeandmychild’slife”I

say

“I’m sorrymylove.”Hesays,continuouslyuntil

Thandiandtheboyswalkin.

“Buhle,areyouokay?Issheokay?”Zaziwalks

closer



“Yes,she’sfine”Zanereplies.

“Thisisgettingoutofhandbro,itneedstobe

fixedimmediatelyorsomeonewilllosealife”

Zinzisays,standingnexttoZazi.Theylook

sorryforme.

“Here,takeabathandchange”Thandisays

handingmeclothes.Idon’tunderstandwhy

she’snotastraumatizedasIam.Wewere

ambushedandstoneswerethrownatus,we

almostdied.

“I’m sorryBuhle.I’m reallysorry”Zinzisays.I

nod,allIwanttodoisgohometomybed.

“Okay,let’sgivehersomespacetochange”

Thandisaysandtheyallmaketheirwaytothe

door.

“Comebaby,youneedtobathandchange”he

says,holdingmeupandtakingoffmydress.

There’sbloodonthesheet,smallspotsof

blood.Webothlookateachother,thenbackto



thesheet.

It’scomingfrom myarm,therearesmallcuts.

Must’vebeenfrom thewindowglassesthat

werefallingoverme.I’m numbandmymindis

playingbackallthethoughtsIhadwhenIwas

trappedinthatcar.IcannotbelieveIalmostgot

stonedtodeath.HowIthoughtIwasgoingto

diewithmyunbornchild.It’sascarythought

andIcan’tseem toshakeitoff.

Zaneliftsmetothebathroom andputsmein

thebathfilledwithwarm water.Hetakesthe

bathingspongeandbathesme.He’sgentleand

movesslowly,cautiouslyaroundthecuts.

They’renotdeep,justsmallmultiplecuts.He’s

notsayingaword,hekeepslookingatme.Ifeel

tiredbutsafe.Hemakesmefeelssafe.

“Comelet’sgetyoudressed”heliftsmeand

wrapsmewithatowel.Hecarriesmebackto

theroom,helpsmegetdressedandlaysmeon



hischest.Iwrapmyarmsaroundhim andhold

him tight.

“I’llneverletanyonehurtyou,Iwillprotectyou

withallmylifeBuhle.Noonewilldarehurtmy

wifeandmychild”Icanfeelangerform ashis

heartbeatsfaster.Idon’twanttotalkaboutthis,

itmakesmesadandhim angry.

“ItoldThandiaboutthepregnancyandthe

proposal”Isay.Myvoiceistiredandhoarse,

from allthecrying

“Whatdidshesay?”heliftshisheadtofaceme.

“Shehuggedme”Isay.Ilookuptohisface.

he’ssmiling

“Didshecry?”heasks.

“Webothcried”Isayandhelaughs.

“Thandiisverypassionate,Iknewshe’dcry”he

says.

“Sheeventoldmestoriesaboutyourchildhood,



itwasfunny”Isay,smilingathim.

“Shebetternottellyouallmysecrets”hesays,

smilingjokingly.

“Shetoldmeeverything”Isayandweboth

laugh.

There’saknockatthedoor.Makhuluwalksin

withaunt’KholekaandThami.

“Buhlemychild,areyouokay?”Makhulu’sface

isfulloffearandconcern.

IimmediatelyjumpoffZane’schestandsitup

onthebed,hedoesthesame.

“Yes,I’m fineMakhulu,justcutsonmyarm”I

say.shewalksclosely,lookingatmyarm.

“Thisvillageisfullofviolentmenwhowantto

hurtpeople,somethingneedstobedonebefore

someoneactuallydies.”Thamisayswithhis

handsonhiswaist,directinghiswordstoZane.

Hereplieswithanod.



Thandiwalksincarryingatraywithacupof

somethinghot.

“Herehavethis,itwillcalm thenervesand

reducethenausea.It’sallnaturalherbsdon’t

worry.”Shesayshandingmetea.

“Ihavesomepainkillersaswell,heretakethis

fortheheadache”Makhulusayshandingme

twotablets.

“No!”Thandijumpsinandsnatchesthem off

Makhulu’shands.

Shelooksconfused.Everyoneis,besidemeand

Zane.

“I’m pregnantandZaneaskedmetomarryhim”

Isayandtheenergyintheroom changes

immediately.

Thamiislaughingoutloud,clappinghishands.

Shouting“ayMzala”

Aunt’Kholekalooksshockedwithherhandover



hermouth.“yhoyho”that’sallshesaid.

“Iknewit,Ijustdidn’twanttobelieveitbecause

youtoldmeyouwereusingprotection.”She

says.

ZaneandIlookateachother.

“Itwasn’tplannedbutit’sdefinitelyappreciated”

Zanecomestoourrescue.

Makhulu’sfacelightsup,sheopensherarms

andhugsmetight.She’srubbingmybackina

circularmotion.Sheholdsmetightforawhile.I

wasn’texpectingthisreaction.

“Whydidn’tyoutellus?”shefinallyspeaks

“Theykeptthissecretbetweenthem,she

wasn’tgoingtotellme,sheslippedupandthe

truthrevealeditself”Thandisays.

“Iwasgoingtosaysomethingafterthemeeting

today.IknewIhadonlythisweektospeak,

becauseMrSidwelliscomingtoreportthe



pregnancynextweek.”Zanespeaks

“Sidwellknowstoo?”Aunt’Kholekaisshocked

“Yes,Zanetoldhim whenwewerein

Edernville”IsayandThamilaughs

“Andwhatdidhesay?Hemust’vegiven

Zanemvulaahotclap”hesaysandeveryone

laughs.evenZaneislaughing.

Theboysenterandareconfusedbyallthe

humor.

“Sharethejoke”Zazi.

“You’regoingtobeanuncle,that’sthejoke”

Thamirespondsandeveryonelaughsagain.

“Areyoupregnant?”Zazi.Inodandhewalks

towardsmeandhugsmereallytight.

“Youdidwellbro”ZinziisshakingZane’shand.

“Ican’tbreathe”IsaytoZaziwhoisstillholding

metight.Zanepullshim offandtheylaugh.



“I’m happy,veryhappy”hesays.

“Guesswhat?They’realsogettingmarried”

Thamisaysandtheybothjumpforjoy.

“Andguesswho’smakingyourweddingdress?

aaahthehonoreduncle”Zazisays,withahuge

smileonhisface.

Ohgosh,hewillnottakenoforananswer.

Theroom isimmediatelyfilledwithpositive

energyandlove.I’m sohappyIhavethese

peopleinmylife.Ireallywouldn’tbethisperson

Iam todaywithoutthem andtobewalkinginto

thisjourneyofmarriageandmotherhoodwith

them isablessing.

Amanslowlywalksintotheroom withhishat

inhishand.Hekeepsfoldingitwitheverystep

hetakes.Zanegetsupandwalkstowardshim,

hepuncheshim andhefallsontheground.

I’veneverseenhim hitsomeonebefore,he’s

reallyangry.



“Zane,stop!”Isay,movingtowardshim and

everyonejumpsintopushmebacktothebed.

Aretheygoingtolethim beatthisguylikethis.

“Youalmostkilledmywifeandmychild”he’s

shoutingandthemankeepsapologizingwith

hishandscoveringhishead.

“StopZane!”Isay.Hegetsupandlooksatme,

hiseyesarefullofguilt.

“Weareverysorry.Wemistookyoufortheroyal

council,theyhaveasimilarcar”hesays,his

headisfacingdown.

Zaneispacingupanddown.

“Wherearetheothermen?”Iask.Hepointsat

thedoor.

Theywalkin,there’snineofthem.It’slike

they’vebeenstandingatthedoorallthistime.

“Violenceisthebiggestthreatinthisvillage.

Children,womenandtherainbowclubdonot



feelsafeinthisvillagebecauseofyou.Andthat

willchangetoday,now.Youwillbeontheother

sidenow,youwillpreventtheviolenceinthis

village.Youwillguarditdayandnight.Idon’t

carehowyoudoitandifIhearaboutanymore

attacks,youwillbeheldresponsible,youwillgo

tojail.From nowon,youwillbethevillage

securityandyouwillwork24/7.”Isay.

Theireyesarewideopen,wonderingaround

eachother,soiseveryone’sintheroom.

“Yes,youwilldothatvoluntarilyforthenextsix

monthsandifthereisprogressinthesafetyof

thisvillage,Zanemvulawillhireyou,

permanentlyasthepatrolmarshallsofthe

village.Andifyoudonotdoyourjobwell,Iwill

presschargesofassaultandattemptedmurder.

We’retalkingalotofprisontimehere,fifteento

twentyyears.Understood?.Good.Nowstart

planning.Yourjobbeginstonight”Isay.

Theynodandwalkout.



Thewholeroom issilent.Imakemywaytothe

bedandsit.They’restillquiet.

“BuhleforKing,Zane,bro,takeabackseat.

Thisladyisleadership”Zinzisaysclappinghis

hands.Stupidboy.Everyonelaughs.

Atleasthebroketheawkwardsilence.

“Thatisactuallyagoodtaskandresponsibility

youputonthem,IlikeitandIknowforsure

theywilldoit.Villagemenarescaredofprison

andtheirwiveswillgivethem hellforhurting

you.”Thandisays

“ThisisoneofthereasonsI’m marryingher”

Zanesayshuggingmeandkissingmyhead.

“Ohstopit.Thepeoplearestillwaitinginthe

meeting.Theywanttoknowthewayforward,

theywanttoknowwhentheKingisstepping

down”Zazisays.

“Ihavetogetback,Ican’tgivethem adate,the

councilisnothereandthat’swhatmakesthem



angry.”Heresponds.

“I’m goingtoliedownabit,I’m tired”Isay.

“Zaziwilldriveyouhome,I’llwrapthingsup

hereandcomecheckonyoulater”hesays.I

hugThandiandZinzigivesmeafistpunch.

He’ssuchacoolkid.

Makhulu,Aunt’KholekaandZaziwalktothecar.

“Makesureyougetenoughrest.Don’tthinktoo

muchaboutwhathappened.IthinkI’lltakeyou

tothedoctortomorrow,justtobesafe”Hesays

“I’m fine,Ijustneedtosleep.Thatherbtea

Thandigavemeismakingmesleepy.Noneed

forthedoctor,I’m fine.”Isay,hehugsmetight

forawhile.IwishIcouldlaydownwithhim like

this.

Wewalkoutoftheroom andheleadsmetothe

car,opensthedoorandkissesmegoodbye.

“Besafe”Isayandwedriveoff.Thedrivehome



isquiet.Innotimewe’rehome.

“ThanksZazi,heneedsyou.Hemightacttough

andall,heneedsyoursupport.”Isay.Zazinods

withasmile.

“Igothim”hesays.

AllIwantismybed.Iwalkinandheadstraight

tomyroom.Pullthecoversovermyheadand

sleep.

…………………………………………………..

It’sdarkalready,pregnancysleepispeaceful,

longandtiring.Nomatterhowlongyou’veslept,

youwakeuptiredandwantingmoresleep.With

today’straumaticaccident,Ineededit.I’m more

calm nowandI’m gladthosemencame

forward.IreallyhopetheytakewhatIsaid

seriouslybecauseIwasn’tplaying,Iwillpress

chargesiftheydon’tchangeandprotectthe

village.

I’m stilllayinginbed,hungrybutlazytogetup



andgetfood.ThelastmealIhadwasduringmy

lunchdatewithThandi.Thatistheonly

beautifulthingabouttoday,thelunchandthe

spa.Iwasshockedtolearnthatasmalltown

likethatonehasaspa.

I’m goingthroughthepictureswetooktoday,

myfacereallyhaschanged.

Ihearthedooropeningslowly.Iliftmyheadto

seewhoitis.

“HeymakaOza”hesays,walkinginwithasmile.

“Hey,Oza’sdad”I’m smiling,Iloveitwhenhe

callsmelikethat.

Helooksrelievedandpeaceful.He’sthetotal

oppositeofwhathewaswhenIlastsawhim

earliertoday.

“DidMakhuluseeyouwalkin?”Iask.Heknows

betterthantojustwalktomyroom,Makhulu

wouldkillhim,babydaddy/fianceornot,she

saysit’sdisrespectful.



“Sheletmeinactually.Iwantedustotalkinthe

caroutside,shesaidapregnantwomancan’t

walkoutsideatnight.”hesayswalkingcloserto

mybed.

“Whyisthat?What’sgoingtohappen?”Iask.

I’m curious.

“Ithassomethingtodowiththebaby

contractingevilspirits”hesays.

Ilaughoutsobadmystomachbeginstohurt.

Evilspirits?Thepeopleinthisvillagebelievetoo

muchofthesevoodoostories.It’sinsane

“Ugh,there’snosuch.Thesevillagemythsare

madeup”Isay.Helooksseriousandquite

annoyedbymyopinion.

“They’renotmadeup,witchcraftisreal.People

dieandgopsychooverthatstuff.Youdonot

wanttobeonthewitcheswrongbooks”he

says,withastraightface.

Ican’tbelievehebelievesinthesethings.Idon’t



wanttoannoyhim more,letmechangethe

subject.

“Howdidthemeetinggo?”Isay,hesmiles

Great.

“Itwentwellactually,thecouncilmembers

arrivedeventuallyandthevotingbegan.My

fatherisorderedtostepdownasKingandI

havetostepupafterhim.Itoldthem,Icanonly

takemythrownafterI’vepaidlobolaandthe

damagesforyourpregnancy.Theyagreed.“he

says,withahugesmileonhisface.

“NoeveryoneknowsI’m pregnant?”Iask

“Noteveryone,onlytheroyalcouncil,Ionly

spoketothem aboutitbecausethey’realsomy

unclesandclosefamilyfriendswhohavetobe

partofthenegotiationsanyways”heresponds.

He’scalm andforsomereason,I’m not.

“Sowhenisthat?Thenegotiations?”Iask

suddenlynervous,thisisreal.I’m goingtobea



wife,aKings’wifeandI’m carryingaprinceor

princess.

“Nextweek,Icalledyourfather,he’llarriveon

Mondayandthenegotiationswillbeginon

Thursday.We’lldobothofthem inoneday.”He

says,hecansensemyenergy.

“Oh,youspoketohim.okay.”Isay,it’sall

happeningsofast.

“Yes,andafterthenegotiationswe’llstartwith

buildingourhouseandthewedding

preparations.”Hesaysleaningovertokissme.

HereallyisexcitedaboutallofthisandI

shouldbetoobutI’m justoverwhelmedbyall

thesenews.Myentirelifeisabouttochange,

I’m goingtobeaQueen,awifeandamother,

I’m only22.

HowdidIgethere,howdidmylifebecome

whatitisrightnow.It’sallmovingatafast

paceandIcannothelpthenervesandthe



anxiety.

“Buhle,Icantellyou’reanxious.Iunderstand.

Youdidn’tsignupforthiskindoflifeandI’m

sorryforbringingallofthistoyou.Iloveyou

andIdonotseemyselfspendinganyotherday

withoutyou.Iam aruralboyatheart,Iknowmy

traditionsandhowhushandunfairtheycanbe

towomen.Thandiraisedme,Iknowhowto

takecareofmyself,Icook,cleanandtakecare

formyself.Youdon’thavetofeellikeyou’re

beingoverworkedasmywife.Iwantyouasthe

BuhleIfellinlovewith,that’sallI’lleverask

from you.AsforbeingQueen,todayyouproved

you’llbethebestQueenKhumbaandamaHlubi

everhad.”hesays,smiling

“Ihearyou,IfeellikeI’m tooyoungforallofthis,

likewe’renoteven30andalreadyhaveallthese

responsibilities.Thevillage,ourbaby,the

marriage,ourfamilies.Wehaven’ttravelledand

experiencedthingstogether,asacouple,



outsideofKhumba.I’m worriedthatwe’ll

eventuallygetboredandlosewhatbroughtus

together”Isay.

Hisfaceisseriousagain.

“Buhle,youwillneverbeboringtome.You

surprisemeeveryday,likeyoudidtodaywith

thosemen,IwasshockedandIlovedthat.We

willgowhereveryouwantustogo.Wearenot

tiedtoourduties.Youwillstillhaveyourjobin

theartgalleryandthefestival.Youwillstillbe

youBuhle,allIwantistospendtherestofmy

lifewithyou,athome,atthethrone,atwork,

everywhere.”Hesays,holdingmyhandstight.

“Iwanttobewithyouforevertoomylove.

Speakingofthefestivals,whenIwasin

EdernvilleIvisitedsomemediacompaniesand

toldthem aboutit,they’rein.Igotthreetocover

it,twoonprintandtheotherondigitalmedia.

Wealsohavemanysocialmediainfluencers

coming,sowe’regood.Wejustneedtohosta



pressconferenceafewweeksbeforethe

launch,hereinKhumba”Isay,hewantsto

laugh

“Didyoujustchangethesubjectandtalkabout

work?Now,howcanIgetboredwiththat.Ilove

you”heleansandkissesme.

I’m smilingashekissesme,thisguycannever

beseriouswhentalkingaboutwork.He’s

agreeswitheverythingIsuggestaboutthis

festival.ThelasttimeweworkedtogetherI

suggestedwehavecamelsatthefestivaljust

toseeifhewaspayingattention,heagreedand

continuedkissingmyneckuntilIpushedhim

backandlaughedathim,hewasstillconfused

anddidn’tknowwhatIwaslaughingat.

“Howdothelobolanegotiateshappen?”Iask.

Hestopskissingmeandgivesmea‘areyou

kiddingme’look.

“Womenarenotincludedinthosekindof



things”hesays,he’sreallynotgoingtotellme.I

don’tgetwhatsthebigdeal.

“Howmuchareyouwillingtopayformeand

yourchild?”Iaskwithasmile.

“You’renotallowedtoknowthedetailsofthe

lobolaandthedamages,I’llpaywhatever

moneytheywantmetopay”hesayswitha

seriousface.

Ihateitwhenheactsallruralandtraditional,he

shouldatleasttellmemyworth.

“Yeahwhatever”Isayandrollmyeyes.

“Iwouldtickleyouuntilyouapologisebut

OzayowouldmakeamessandIdon’twant

troublewithyourgrandma”hesayswitha

naughtysmile.

Thedooropens,speakofthedevil.

“It’slatenow,Zanemvula,visitinghoursare

over.”Shepeaksthroughthedoorwitha



straightfaceandpullsitbackagain.

Zane’sfaceisfulloffright,hegetsup

immediatelyandwalkstowardsthedoor.He

looksscared.Iwanttolaugh

“Hey,notsoquick.Apropergoodbyeforyour

wifetobe”Isaypushinghim againstthedoor

andpullinghisfacetowardsmine.Weengage

inpassionatekissing,hekeepshesitatingbut

eventuallygivesin.Hishandsareallovermy

body,rubbingonmegentlyandsexually.My

bodyheatsupandIpushmyselftowardshim.

Hislipsarewarm andIcanfeelhiserection

slowlyform.Irunmyhandsoverit,he’s

breathingheavierashegrabsmybutttight.I

wanthim now.Ispreadmylegsapartandhe

putshishandundermydressupandpullsmy

thongaside.Heinsertshisfingersinsideme,my

bodyenjoystheexcitementandIwantto

scream.Hemovesinandoutslowlyasthe

moistureallows.Imovewithhisrhythm,he



moveshiskissesdownmyneckandbiteson

myear.Igrabonhisbackwithmynailsashe

goesin,dipperwithhisfinger.Iexhaleoutloud

andhetriestosilentmewithakiss.My

adrenalinerushestomyspineandmyknees

areweak.MybodygivesinasIfeelpleasure

fluidswetmythighs.

Heremoveshishandandlickshisfingerswith

anaughtysmile.He’ssuchafreak.,myeyesare

exhaustedandsoaremylegs.

“Thatwasforyoumylove”hesays,kissingme.

I’m stillfeelingabitoutofpsychrestingmy

headonhischest.

“Thankyoubaby,I’llreturnthefavour”Isay.

“Youknowwheretofindme.Nowletmeleave

beforeyourgrandmachasesmeawaywitha

sjambok”hesays.

He’serectionisstillvisible.

“Andthat?”Iask,pointingatit.



Hetakesoffhisjacketandcarriesitwithhis

hands,coveringit.HelooksridiculousandI

can’tstopmyselffrom laughing.

“Thiswilldo,let’sgo”hesaysandwewalkout

oftheroom.

Everyoneisseatedonthediningroom table,

theyallstareatus.Ifeellikethecanseeright

throughme,Ilookdown.

“Goodnight,thankyouforlettingmeseeBuhle”

hesaystoMakhulu.

“GoodnightBhungane.”Shereplies.

Iwalkhim tothedoorandwatchhim walkto

thecar,it’sZazi’s.Hekeepslookingbackand

makingheartsignswithhishands.Hissucha

cutie.Areallvillageboyslikethisone,witty,

caring,funny,overprotectiveandloving.I’m the

luckiestgirlinthewholeofKhumba.He’s

perfectandhe’sgoingtobemyforever.

IfindmyselfblushingasIwatchhim driveoff.I



canfeelmyfaceburningfrom allthesmiling

andblushing.

AsIclosethedoorIspotamanwalking

towardsthegate,he’slimpingandwaving.I

can’tseeproperly,it’sdark.

“Buhle,waitformemychild”hesays.

Ilookclosely,it’smygrandfather.What’she

doingheresolate?Inhiscondition,heshouldn’t

walklongdistances,especiallyatnight,alone.

“Whyareyouwalkingbyyourselfatnight?”Iask

ashetriestocatchhisbreath.

“Iwasn’twalkingalone,someyoungmen

walkedme,theysaythey’rethenewsecurities

ofthevillage”hesays.

Ohwow,sotheydidabidebymyinstructions.

It’sgoodtohearthey’rebeingseriousabout

this,I’m impressed.Theybettercontinuewith

thisfortherestoftheirterm,thisvillagereally

needstobeprotectedfrom theseviolentmen.



“Comelet’sgetin,it’ssolate,youcould’ve

called,Zanewould’vepickedyouup”Isay,he’s

smilingasIhelphim insidethehouse.

“OhIthoughtyouwerenolongercoming”

Makhululookssurprisedwhenwewalkin.We

bothfindourseatsandjoineveryoneinthe

diningroom table.

“Imissedmygranddaughter,Iwasbusywith

thecontractorsattheartgallery,Zanemvulaput

meinchargetosuperviseeverything,it’s

comingalong.We’llbedoneafternewyear”he

says.

“That’sgreat,Ihavetogoandseeitsoon.I

needtostartwiththeinteriordesignandfinding

artistswhowanttoshowcasetheirwork.”I’m

suddenlyexcited.

Artismyfirstlove,ithasbeenmyescapefor

yearsandeverytimeIthinkaboutmyplansfor

theartgalleryIgetchillsallovermybody.



“Zanemvulamadesurethateverythingisdone

accordingtotheplanhegaveus,hesaidyou

designedit”hesays

“Idid,Idon’twantittobejustanartgallery,I

wantittobeaspaceforcreativesofdifferent

artstofreelyexpressthemselves.

Music,dance,writings,paintings,design,just

everyone.it’sgoingtobegreatforKhumba,it

willdefinitelyattractmoretourists.”Isay,

everyoneislookingatme,Ican’tbelievethe

hugesmileonmyface.Iwipeitoffandlaugh.

“You’redoinggreatthingsforthevillageBuhle,

thegallery,thefestivalandnowthevillage

security.Youareabornleader,justlikeyour

mother.”Makhulusays,withadmirationinher

eyes.

“Youhiredthosementhatbroughtmehere?”

Tamkhulu

“Ihaven’thiredthem,yet.They’restillon



probation.We’llseeinsixmonthstime”Isay.

“Youarefierceanddeterminedjustlikeyour

grandmother,shewassoindependent,

sometimesIwouldbemadatherbecauseshe

nevergavemeenoughchancetotakecareof

herandmylackoffinancesdidn’thelp.One

timeIpromisedtotakehertothebioskop,soI

boughtheranewdresstowearthatnight,she

beatmetoit,shehadboughtherowndressbut

decidedtowearminejusttocheermeup”he

says.

We’realllisteningattentivelywithsmilesonour

faces.Mygrandmothersoundsexactlylike

mamaandsomehow,likemeaswell.Mama

alwayshadherownthings,evenwhenshewas

ahousewife,shedidn’tdependonmyfatherfor

things,shemadeitworkandthatannoyedmy

fatheralot.Iguessthat’swhereItakemy

independencyfrom,Ifindpowerinsecuring

myselffinancially.Evenwhenmyfatherput



moneyinmyaccount,Istillmademyown

throughmyartandwinningpoetrycompetitions.

Itmakeslifesimpler,tohaveyourownandnot

bedependent.

Makhuludishesupandtheroom isfilledwith

spicyaromas.There’sporkchopsandsalads,

mymouthiswatery.Wesayashortprayerand

eat.

I’m alreadyonmysecondchop,they’reso

tenderandwellseasoned.Ohmygosh.

Nooneispayingattention,everyoneseemsto

beenjoyingtheirmeal,Asakhehasbeen

strugglingwiththesameboneforawhilenow.

It’sthatdelicious.

“So,oom’RayIhavesomenewstotellyou,

that’swhyIinvitedyoufordinner.Andasthe

elderofthisfamily,youneedtoknowbefore

youhereitfrom thevillage”Makhulu

Mygrandfatherliftshisheadwithcuriosityand



staresatMakhuluwaitingforhertospeak.

“We’regoingtoneedyoutobepartofthe

negotiations,theNgele-Ngele’sarecomingnext

weekThursday,forpregnancydamagesand

lobolanegotiations,foryourgranddaughter.”

Shesays.

Theroom isquiet,everyoneislookingathim.

he’squietforawhilethenhelooksatme,his

wrinkledfaceishardtoread.

“You’repregnantbyZanemvula’schild?That

boyisdisrespectful.Doesn’theknowhow

thingsaredone?Youdon’tgetgirlspregnant

beforemarriage.He’sgoingtopay,plenty

money”hesays,withastraightface.

He’snotjoking.IwanttosaysomethingbutI’m

afraiditwillmakethingsworseforZane.They

needtogoeasyonhis,hestillhastostarta

familywithme,wecan’tdothatindebt.

“SidwelliscomingonMonday,I’m surehe’d



lovetomeetyou”Makhulusays.

“Hecalledme,wespokeonthephonedaysago,

hetoldmehewascoming,hedidn’tsaywhy.

He’saniceyoungman,mydaughterchose

well”hesays.Makhululookspleasedbythese

news.

I’m gladmyfatherendedupcallinghim,Ireally

needformyfamilytobeunitedandpresentin

thisjourney.Iwantmychildtogrowup

surroundedbypeoplewholoveandcareforher.

Iwanthertobeachildanddochildlikethings,

playsports,runaroundwearingmyshoes,playa

musicalinstrument,paint,allthosethings.Wait,

Ijustthoughtofmychildasashe,doIwanta

girl?I’veneverthoughtofitbefore,butthe

thoughtofhavingaminimerunningaround,

makesmehappy.

“YoucanaskooDlaminiandtheothersto

accompanyyou”Makhulusays.



Thewayherfacelightsupwhenshespeaks

aboutDlamini,oneofmygrandfathers’mine

friends,she’slikeayounggirlagainand

Tamkhuluhasnoticed.Shetalksabouthim all

thetimeandhevisitsmorethanmy

grandfatherdoes.Iwanttothinkthere’s

somethinggoingonbetweenthem butmymind

switchesoffimmediatelywhenthinkingof

them inthatway.

“Yes,they’llbepresent.”Hesayswithasmileof

pride.

“Theywillknowwemeanbusiness,wewillnot

beintimidatedbytheirroyalstatus,theywillpay

fortheirboysdisrespect”hecontinues.

Ican’thelpbutcringewhenhesayshe’sgoing

tomakehim pay.Theywillmilkmymanto

bankruptcyandwe’llbeforcedtoliveinthat

royalhouseforever,mybiggestfearaboutthis

marriage.ItoldZanelongago,thatifwewere

tomarry,therewasnowayIwouldliveinhis



parentsmansion,it’snotmystyleplus,it’s

ridiculouslybig.Hedidn’tseem tohavea

problem withitandevenagreedwithmeabout

itbeingridiculouslybig.

“Oom’Raydon’tmilkthem toomuchplease,we

stillhavetheweddingtothinkabout,andithas

tobethebesteventofthisvillageandthose

aroundus.”Thamispeaks.

Heisbeinghisusualself,thinkingofbigand

lavishevents.Heprobablywantsustobe

floatingonhotairballoonsandeveryguests

givenacowasathankyougift,whichZaneand

Iwillneveragreeto.Ifheweretoplanthis

weddingwithZazi,wewouldbebrokeandour

weddingwouldbeacarnival.

“CanIbeyourflowergirlsisi?Iwillalsoweara

whitedressandthrowflowerswhereyouwill

walk”Asakhepleads,andInod.

Ican’tbelievesheknowsthismuchabouther



roleandnowI’veacceptedflowergirlrequests

andthelobolahasn’tevenbeenpaidup.

“Doyoureallythinkthat’swhatZanemvulaand

Buhlewant,ifitweren’tforthecustomsof

amaHlubiandtheXhosatraditions,thesetwo

wouldgomarryinaforeigncountry,alone”

Aunt’kholekasays,finishingherdrink.It’sina

cupandlasttimeIcheckedshedoesn’tdrink

teaorcoffee.It’ssomethingstronger.Hereyes

saysitall,theylookdreamy.I’m tryingsohard

nottolaughather.

“No,Notheywillmarryhereinthevillage,witha

Xhosatraditionalwedding.,nofancyaway

wedding.Wewilldothingsproperly”hesays.he

clearlydidn’tgetthejoke,heisseriousand

we’realllaughingathim,he’sconfused.

“Shewasjokingoom’Ray”Makhulusays,he

joinsinthelaughter.

“He’sagoodboy,hewilltakecareofyouand



youshoulddothesameforhim.Cookforhim,

cleanafterhim,givehim morebabies,boys.

That’sallmenwantfrom theirwives,don’t

embarrassus”hesays,thelaughterescalates.

AndIknowwhatthey’relaughingat,me.Ifa

goodwifeisdefinedbywhatmygrandfather

justmentioned,I’llbetheworstwifeever.Ican’t

cook,IcleanbutI’m notgoingtoliftthingsand

rearrangethehouseeveryweek,atleastIenjoy

washingdishes,thatcountsascleaningandthe

babiestopicisano,I’m nottryingtostarta

soccerteam.Thisoneormaybeonemore

wouldbefine.Notmorethanthat,Ihavealife

too.Ican’tbepregnantallmylife.

“Goodnighteveryone”Aunt’kholekasaysher

goodbyes,followedbyAsakheandThami.,

who’sstilllaughing.

“Oom’Ray,you’llsleepinthespareroom there,

it’salreadytoolateforyoutowalkback.”

Makhulusays.



Henods.

“I’llhavemyherbalteaandheadtobedtoo”I

say,makingmywaytothekitchen.

Imakemyteaandgrabbiscuitsandwalktomy

room.

VrrrVrrr

“Heywildone”itsKat.

“Heysis”me

“How’sthevillagelife?how’sthefuture

husbandandthebaby?”Kat

“Geez,whataboutme?Thesepeoplearetaking

overmylifealready”me.shelaughs

“I’m sorry,howareyou?”Kat

“I’m good,almostgotstonedtodeaththough,

butI’m fine.Don’ttelldadandMam’Gloria.”Me.

Icanhearhershock

“What?Whathappened,isthebabyfine?Did



youconsultadoctor?Areyouhurt?”Kat.

UghIshouldn’thavetoldher.

“I’m fine,thebabyisfine.Everyoneisfine.They

hitthecar,theythoughtweweresomeoneelse”

me.

“NoBuhle,I’m comingdownwithyourfather,I’ll

closedownthesurgeryforthewholeofnext

weekandtransferallmypatientstomyother

friend.”Kat.ShesoundsworriedbutI’m kindof

happyshe’scoming.

“I’llbehappytohaveyouthisside,Ineed

someonetocalm mynervesduringthe

negotiations”me.

“Well,I’m yourgirl.Howdideveryonereceive

thenews?”Kat

“wellIguess,besidesmygrandfatherwhosays

Zaneisdisrespectfulandthathewillmakehim

pay,he’sgoingtomilkhim dry.Wewilllive

undertreesfortherestofourmarriedlife.”me.



Katislaughingreallyhard.

“He’saprince,I’m surehehasmorethan

enoughmoneytopay”Kat

“Idoubt,hismotherspendsitrecklessly.”me

“Ugh,he’samatureguy,hedefinitelyhas

savings.Trusthim.Ialsoheardyourfathertalk

tohisbusinessfriend,he’salsocoming”Kat.

Shecan’tbeserious

“Didyouhearhisname?Allmyfathersfriends

arewealthysnobswhonegotiatedealsin

internationaltradelevel,theywillruinthings

here.No,hecan’tbringthem here”me.

Idon’tlikewhatI’m hearingandIdon’twantthis

tobeaboutthem,it’saboutmeandmy

husbandandourchild.

“I’m sureitwon’tbethatbad,relax.I’llbethere

withyouanyways.”Kat

“NowthatI’m excitedabout”me.



“Good,nowlet’sgetthatlittleonetorest.

Goodnightsis”Kat

“She’salwaysrestingthisone,Goodnight

sis”me

“Mmmh,she?Youwantagirl?”Kat.

“Ithinkso”me,I’m smiling.She’slaughing.

“She’sgoingtobetheprettylikehermom”Kat

“Aminime”Isay,welaughandhangoffthecall.

Havingasisterandagreatfamilyissomething

Ineverdreamedofhaving,thisisallsurreal.

Someonecallsjusttocheckuponme,she

worriesoverme,shewantstohelpmeand

supportme.Ihaveagrandfather,a

grandmother,cousins,anaunt,astepmother

thatlovesmelikeherownandafatherthat

protectsandlovesmethewayafathershould.

Ihaveamanthatlovesmeenoughtowantto

spendtherestofhislifewithmeandIhavea

baby,thatwantsmetobehermother.Thisis



mylifenow,fulloflovethatcomesindifferent

forms,I’m notaloneanymore.Gonearethose

dayswhereIwonderedaroundlikealifeless

soul,Ihaveapurpose.InolongerfeellikeI’m

notgoodenoughtobesurroundedbynice

things,Ifeelworthy.Asayoungwomanabout

tobecomeamother,awife,aQueenandan

entrepreneur,Ihaveneverfeltsodeserving,I

am filledwithstrengthtodoitall,with

everythingIhave.I’m grateful.

…………………………………………….
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“Hlehlemychild,whatyou’reabouttogo

throughisnochildsplay,marriageand



parenthoodwillchangeyouandtheperson

you’rewith”Makhulusays.

Shecametomyroom inthemorningwhilstI

wasbusywithmypaintings.Sheseemsserious

andhaspityinhereyesasshecontinuesto

advicemeaboutmyjourney.We’reseatedon

mybedfacingeachother.

“Especiallyinyourcase,withthekindoffamily

you’remarryingto.Therearetraditionsand

customsthatyouneedtoadopt,tobefully

welcomedbythefamilyandtheancestors.You

arenotmarryingZanemvula,you’remarrying

theentireNgele-Ngelefamily.Ineedforyouto

listentomeverycarefully”shecontinues.

She’sscaringme,Iknowshemeanswelland

she’sprobablydoingwhatallparentsdowhen

theirdaughtersaregettingmarriedbutIcan’t

helpfeartheseriousnessonherface.Is

marryingintoaroyalfamilythisbad?Zane

assuredmethatwewilldothingsourway,he



assuredmethatIwouldn’thavetochangewho

Iam andwhatIbelieveinbutlookingatmy

grandmotherrightnow,itseemslikethere’sa

lotofthingsZanedidn’tmentionabouthis

family.Andthatscaresme.

“Donot,andIrepeat,donoteatanything

anyonecooksforyouunlessThandimadeit.

Zanemvula’smother,Nonjezu,doesn’tlikethat

hisson,choseyouoverher,sheisdangerous

andevil.”Shesays.

Myheartstartspacingharderandmyeyesare

filledwithfear.HowwillImarryintoafamily

thatdoesn’tlikeme,somuchthatthey’dwant

tokillme.IknowZane’smotheriscruelbutto

poisonhersonswife?Isshethatdesperateof

theroyalmoney?

“Wewon’tbestayingwiththem Makhulu,we’ll

buildahouseforus”Isay.Myvoiceislowand

shaking.



“That’sbetterbutduringfamilygatheringsand

rituals,also,ifshegivesyouanyjewelery,like

necklace,earrings,oranygift,don’twearit.

Don’tevenbringittoyourroom oryour

personalspace.”Shesays.

ThisisbiggerthanIthought,it’smorescarier

andintensethatIthought.Whywouldshewant

tobuymegiftsifshedoesn’tlikeme?Thisis

becomingmoreconfusing.Isuddenlyfeelmy

headpoundingwithalltheseinstructionsfrom

mygrandmother.

“Whywouldshewanttobuymethingsifshe

doesn’tlikeme?”Iask.

“Sheisverymanipulative,shehasawayof

makingyouthinkshelikesyouandonceshe’s

gainyourtrust,shestrikes.”Shesays.

“HowcanthisbethemotherthatbirthedZane?

Sheisnothinglikehim”Isay.

Makhulu’sfacesuddenlydrops,shefiddleswith



herapronforawhileandtakesadeepbreath.

“Zanemvulaandtheotherboyswereraisedby

Thandi.Shearrivedinthevillagewhen

Zanemvulawastheonlychild,hewasstilla

youngboythen.Shebroughtthem uplikeher

own,shewasgentlewiththem andthey

respectedhermorethantheirmother.Theywill

neverbelikeNonjezu.”Makhulu

Whatkindofwomanbirthschildrenonlyto

watchanotherwomanraisethem?Doesn’tshe

havethatmotherlyconnectionwiththem?Or

weretheyjusthertickettotheroyalmoney?It

reallyannoysmethemoreIthinkofit.Nochild

ofminewillberaisedundersucheviland

negligentcircumstances.Iwillraisemyown

childrenwithmyhusbandandIwillnotallow

anyonetocomebetweenmeandmylittle

family.

IfI’m goingtobeamother,wifeandthe

KhumbaQueen,Imightaswellstartactingand



soundinglikeone.Iwasraisedbyaqueen,not

byhermaritalstatusbutbytrait.Mymother

wasthetruedefinitionofwhataqueenshould

beandIwillembraceeverypartofherinmeas

Iwalkinthisjourney.

“Thecouncilandthepeopledecidedtoremove

KingZenzelefrom histhroneandnominated

Zanetostepup.Heagreed”Isay,shedoesn’t

looksurprised

“Ofcause,that’swhatthepeoplewanted,it

happenedsoonerthatweexpectedthough.

KingZenzeleandtheQueenNonjezuhaven’t

beenfulfillingtheirroyalduties,Zanehasbeen

moreconsistentwithallofthat,that’swhythey

chosehim.Heisforthepeople,heiseasily

accessibleunlikehisfatherandmother.The

peoplelikethatabouthim”shesays.

“Hereallyispassionateabouthelpingthe

peopleinKhumbaanddevelopingthevillage”I

say



“Yes,andyouknowwhatthismeanstoo?You

willbehisQueen,thepeople’sQueen.You’re

goingtosharehim withthepeople,thevillage

willdemandhim andtheywilldemandyoutoo.

Manylikeyoualready”shesayswithasmile.

ImeanIunderstandhisdutiesasaKingwillbe

morethantheoneshehadasaprince,butto

sharehim?Idon’tunderstand.He’llworkduring

thedayandcomebackhomewhenhe’sdone,

It’sthatsimple.Noonewillcometomyhouse

afterworkinghoursdemandingtoseemy

husband.I’m goingtosetstrictrules

concerninghisconsultationtimes.Iknowhe

canbetoosoftattimes.

“Sothismeansyou’regoingtohavetochange

thewayyoudress,nomoreboobtube,stomach

outthings,youwillchangethewayyouspeak,

nomorecursing.Youwillhavetocarryyourself

inamorerespectablemannerandknowthat

yourmanandfamilycomefirst.Thereare



thingsyoudidasasinglewomanthatyou

wouldn’tdoasamarriedwoman,aQueenof

thepeople”shesays.

Sheseesmyfacialexpressionschangeasshe

givesmetheseinstructions.

“Ithinkyou’reexaggerating,I’m sureinthe

twentyfirstcenturypeoplecandowhatever

theirhusbandsarecomfortablewithintheir

marriage.”Isay

“LikeItoldyoubefore,you’renotmarrying

Zanemvula,you’remarryinghisfamilyandhis

ancestors.Soyouneedtocleanthatfilthy

mouthofyoursandfillitwithpolitewordsfit

foraQueen”shesays.

Shelaughspinchingmycheeks,reallyhard.

“It’snotfunnyMakhulu,thismeansIhavetobe

anewperson,it’shard.Marriageishard.Zane

andIshould’vejustelopedandlefttheculture

andtheancestorsbehind.”Isaythrowing



myselfonthebedwithmyhandsovermyeyes.

“Yousaidyoulovehim,nowproveit”shesays

andwalksoutoftheroom leavingmeinmy

deepestthoughtswonderinghowmylife

would’vebeenifIneverwentonthatpicnicwith

him.

………………………

Ispenttherestofthemorningthinkingaboutall

thesecomplicationsandtraditionsthatare

attachedtothismarriageI’m goinginto.Iwon’t

lieandsayI’m prepared,Idon’tthinkanyone

caneverbepreparedforwhatI’m abouttowalk

tobutwhenIthinkaboutthemanthatI’m doing

thiswith,Iimmediatelyfindcouragetowantto

conquer,forloves’sake.Hegavemehisword

thatwewilldothingsourway,hepromisedme

wewillcreateourowntraditionsandthereisno

wayIwillallowmyselftobebulliedbypeopleI

havenocommitmentto.OnlyZanewillhavethe

righttosaywhatisneededinourmarriageand



hissuggestionswillhavetobereviewedand

evaluatedbythebothofusbeforewefinally

decideonsomething.Itwillbeapartnershipnot

adictatorshipandeveryonewillhavetoaccept

that,especiallytheelders.

Idecidedtotakeawalktotheartgallery

constructionsite,Ididn’ttellZane,Iknowhe’d

freakoutandmakeitseem likeIwalkedallthe

waytoEdernville.Itreallyisn’tthatfar,closeto

5km,besides,withallthisjunkI’vebeeneating,

Ineedtheexercise.Khumbaheatisoutinfull

forcetoday.GoodthingIborrowedMakhulu’s

umbrellaandalsobroughtwater.

Icanalreadyseethebuilding,it’sbiggerthanI

thought.Wow.It’salmostdone,theroofisdone

andthewidowsareinstalled.I’m excitedjustby

seeingitfrom thedistance.Iwalkashort

distanceandmakemywaytotheentryside.

Zazi’scarisparkedoutsideandIknowZane’s

drivingit.Thisisgoingtoupsethim,mewalking



thisdistancewithouttellingme,hewillbe

pissed.AsIgetclosertothegate,Itakesmall

stepsasIapproachthegroupofcontractors

standinginacircle.

“Buhlemychild.”It’smygrandfather.He’s

yellingfrom adistance,noweveryoneislooking

atme.Zane’sfaceisfullofshockanddisbelief.

Ireallycan’tdomuchbutfakeasmile.

“Surprise”Isayliftingmyshoulderswidening

myfakesmile.

Hedoesn’tbuyintoit,helooksupset.

“Whobroughtyouhere?”hewalkscloser.

Heiswearingablueworksuitfullofdustand

mud.Hishandsareashy,soishisface.He’s

thathandsonemployer,theonethatworkson

everythingwithhisemployees.

“Uhm,Iwasjuststretchingmylegs”Isay,he

doesn’tlookpleased.



“Youwalked,allthewayfrom yourhouse?After

whathappenedyesterday?”he’sshouting.

“It’sonly5km ZaneandIwantedtocomesee

theprogressmygrandfatherwastellingme

about”Isay,myheadfacingdown.

Ugh,heneedstochillabit,I’m alreadyhere,

there’snoneedtobeworkedup,Imadeit

safely.

“Whataboutthebaby,didn’tKatlegotellyouto

takeiteasy?ItoldyouIwashandlingthings

here”hesays.

Thisbabywillbethedeathofmyfreedom,now

Ican’twalktoseemynewworkspacebecause

ofit,besides,exerciseisgoodforthebabyand

explainingthattohim rightnow,willbeawaste

ofmytime.

“Ijustwantedtoseemynewoffice,Zane,I

needtotakemeasurementssoIcanstartwith

theinteriordesign”Isay.



Ihearhim exhale,holdingmyhands.They’reso

roughandashy

“YouarethemoststubbornpersonIknow,you

could’vecalledmetocomegetyou,Idon’twant

youwalkingaloneinyourcondition.”Hesays.

Icanhearhisvoiceiscalmer,hetriestopullme

closer,Idecline.He’stoodirtyandsweaty.

“You’renotputtingallthatdirtonme”Isay

pushinghim back.

Hepullsmeevenharderrubbinghishandson

myreddress,he’shavingfunwiththis,I’m not.

“Areyoudonenow,Iwanttoseemyoffice”I

saywithastraightface,helaughsatmeand

plantsakissonmycheck.

“Here,wearthisonyourheadanddon’tletgoof

myhand”hesays,aswemakeourwayintothe

building.Theoutsideisdone,itneedsalittlebit

oftouchupsandpainting.



Theinsideisspacious,justhowIwanteditto

be,Icanspotatthecornerofmyeye,myoffice.

Thereareroomsattheback,dancingstudios

andasmalllibrary.It’sperfect,Icanalreadysee

itdoneanddecorated,filledwithartandpeople

walkingupanddownthisbighallway.Ican’t

helpbutsmile.

“Youlikeit?”Zaneasks

“No,Ifuckenloveit.It’sperfect.”I’m excited

“Languageplease”hesayswithaseriousface.

“Oops,mybad.Myoffice,Iwantglassaroundit,

Iwanttoseetheentiregalleryfrom mydesk.I

wantthewholeplacecoveredinwoodenfloors,

darkbrown.Seethosepillars,Iwantthem to

haverandom picturesofpeoplehereinKhumba,

likeacollageorsomething.It’sallcoming

together.Iloveit”myfaceachesfrom allthe

smiling,I’m veryexcitedandZaneispleasedto

seethat.



“I’lltelltheguyseverything.I’m gladyoulikeit,

themenweresonervouswhentheysawyou,

they’llbehappytoknowyouliketheirwork”he

says.

I’m notevenpayingattentiontohim,I’m taking

picturesoftheplacetohelpmakethingseasier

whenfurnitureshopping.

“DidyouhearwhatIsaid?”hesays.

“Yesmylove”IreplyasIfinishtakingthe

pictures.Honestly,Iwasn’tlisteningtohim,I’m

stillinaweofthisbeautifulspacehere.

Mygrandfatherwalksinwithtwoofthe

contractors.

“See,Itoldyouwe’realmostdone,theseguys

aregood”mygrandfathersays,walking

towardsuswiththesetwomen.

“Ilikeit,they’reverygoodandfast.Wemight

needthem forourotherproject”Isay,winking

atZane.Ifthey’rethisquickandskilled,I’m



goingtoneedthem forournewhome,Iwantto

moveintomynewhomebeforemybabyisborn.

“Itoldthem already,wejustneedthehouse

planandthey’llstartassoonastheycomplete

thisone,which,asyoucansee,isalreadydone”

Zanereplies.Atleastwe’reonthesamepage

aboutthat.

“I’dlikethatofficetobesurroundedbyglass

windows,Ineedtoseetheentiregalleryand

woodenfloors,that’sall.Everythingelseis

perfect.Youdidagoodjob.”Isaytothemen,

theyseem tounderstand.Theynodwithsmiles.

“Okay,Ithinkmyworkhereisdonefortheday.

I’lltakesomeofyouguystogetthepaints

tomorrowbutourbossladyherewillchoose

thecolors.Finishupontheroofandyoucan

havetherestoftheafternoonoff”Zaneinstruct

themen.Theywalkoutsmiling.

“It’sgoodtohearyouarepleasedwiththeplace,



thisoneheregavethecontractorsahardtime

justtohavethingshappenthewayyouwanted

them.Atsomepointtheyweremorescaredof

youthanhim.”Tamkhulusays,laughingwith

Zane.

Istillhaven’tforgottenhowhethreatenedto

milkmysoontobehusbandformakingme

pregnant.

“Ireallywantedtohavethingsexactlytheway

youplannedthem,thiswillbeyourworking

space,eventhoughIpreferredyouworkingat

thelodgewithme.”hesayswithafrownonhis

face.

Hewillnotletthisgo,willhe,andthere’snoway

I’m workinginthesameofficespacewithhim.

HeneverconcentrateswhenI’m aroundand

he’shandsarealwayswonderingonmythighs

andbreasts.

“Butwebothknowwhythatwon’tworkout”I



say.

“YouwillhavetoslowdownonworkBuhle,to

takecareofyourhusbandandyourchildren.

Youcan’tworkfulltimeandstillhaveafamily,

that’snothowthingsaredone.”Tamkhulusays.

IrollmyeyesandlookatZanewhoishaving

thelaughofhislife.It’sreallynotthatfunny,it’s

stupid.Idon’tunderstandwhyit’salwaysthe

wifethathastodropeverythingtotakecareof

herfamily.Shedidn’tproposetoherself,she

didn’ttripandlandonsperm pool.Whycan’t

mendropeverythingtotakecareoftheirwives

andchildren,sincetheypridethemselvesin

beingsoleproviders.Theywantmarriageand

childrenasmuchastheirwives,ifnotmore.I

willnotbebulliedbythesestupidsexistrules.I

willworkfulltimeandwifemyhusbandwhile

motheringmychild.

“Buhleisastrongwoman,shecandoitall.She

doesn’thavetostopworking”Zanesays.he



canseehowannoyedIam bymygrandfathers

remarks.

“Youyoungboysareafraidofyourwives,inour

days,awifestayedathomewiththechildren

whilethemenwork,it’ssimple”hesays.

“Well,nowisourtime,wedothingsourway”I

say,annoyed.

Iwalktowardsthedoor,leavingthem standing

inthemiddleofthegallery.

IgotwhatIcamefor,there’snoneedforme

listentowhatotherpeopletellmehowIshould

beawifeandamother.

“Buhlewait,I’lltakeyouhome”Zaneisrunning

behindmeasImakemywaytothegate.

Hepullsmebymyhandsandlooksintomy

eyes

“RememberwhatItoldyou,thisisourmarriage,

ourfamilyandwe’lldothingsourway”hesays.



Iwanttobelievehim butfrom whatMakhulu

toldmeearlierthismorning,I’m scared.

“Itdoesn’tseem thatwaytootherpeople

though,theyhavetheseexpectationsofmeand

thatscaresmebecauseIam notthatperson,

I’m notthepersontheywantmetobe”Isay.

Hepullsmecloserandhugsme

“Iwillneveraskyoutobesomeoneyou’renot

andIam yourhusband,youshouldbelieveme

whenIsaythat.Don’tworryyourselfaboutwhat

otherswant,they’renotpartofourteam,here,

it’sme,youandOzayo”hesaysrubbingmy

stomach.

“Ozayowantshermothertoworkfulltime,she

needshermothertomakeallthemoneyforher

future”Isay.

Heslowlypullsbackandgivesmeapuzzled

look.

“She?Ozayoisagirl?”heasks.



“Idon’tknow,Isometimesfindmyselfreferring

toitasshe.Idon’tknow.Don’tyouwantagirl?”

Iask.

We’veneverspokenaboutthebaby’sgender,I

don’tknowifhewantsaboyorgirl.

“Idon’tknow,Ihaven’tthoughtofitlikethat.

Anychildisfinewithme,aslongastheylook

likeyou.Comelet’sgo”hesays.Ohwell,no

pressure,that’sgood.

Wewalktothecaranddriveoff.

“Youneedtoshowerandchangetodecent

clothing”Isaylookingathisdirtyandsweaty

worksuit,helookssocomfortable.

HelooksatmelikeI’m acrazypersonfor

suggestingthis.

“Amanissupposetobedirtyandsweaty,not

walkaroundsmellinglikeroseslikeZazini.That

boydoesn’tknowhardlabour,allhedoesis

drinkchampagneandmakeclothes,that’sall.”



Hesays

“Zaziisarealman,hedresseswell,hetakes

careofhisskinandallthat.Unlikesomeone

whowalksaroundcoveredinmudanddust”I

say.

Icanfeelhim smiling,I’m lookingstraighton

theroadahead

“AreyousayingI’m notarealmanBuhlebethu,

themanthatplantedthatbabyinyou,theone

thatproposedtoyou?”hesays

“I’m justsayinghecouldlearnathingortwo

from Zazi,atruegentlemen”Isay,foldingmy

arms,tryingsohardnottocrackandsmile.

“mmh,Ithinkmywifetobedoesn’tloveher

husband’sdresssense”hesays.

“NotthatIdon’tlikeit,Ithinkyoushouldputin

moreeffort.Especiallynowthatyou’llbeKing.

Youneedtolookthepartwhengoingto

meetings.Nomorecasualt-shirtandbootleg



jeans.Itdoesn’thavetobealwaysformal,just

smartcasual.Skinnyjeans,darkonesorchinos

andashirt.”Isuggest.

Hesmiles,grabsmyhandandkissesit.

“We’llgoshoppingandyou’llchoosethe

clothesforyourhusband”hesaysashe

continuestokissmyhand.

Withoutevenrealizing,we’reatthelodge.He

saidhewastakingmehome.

“Thisisnotmyhome?”Isay

“I’llchangeandwe’llhavelunchtogether,Oza

mustbehungry.Besides,Imissyou,wehaven’t

spentmuchtimetogethersinceyou’vebeen

back”hesays,parkinginfrontoftheentrance.

Wewalkintothelodgeholdinghands,making

ourwaytohisoffice.Thestaffisnowusedto

ouraffectionatenature,theynolongergiveus

thoselongawkwardstares.



Heleadsmetothetwoseatersofa,wherehe

placesapillowonmybackandtheotherunder

myfeet.He’ssuchagentleman.

“I’llshowerandchangequickly,whatdoyou

wantforlunch,I’lltellthecheftomakeitwhileI

getready”hesays.

“I’dlovepizzawithlotsofcheese,wingsand

fries,sweetpotatofries”Isay.

Hestaresatmeforawhile,andsmiles.

“Isthatall?”heasks.

Hebetternotmakefunofmyeatinghabits.

“No,I’dalsolikeapanfriedZanewithextra

sauce.Tellhim Ilikemymanwelldone”Isay,

heburstsoutinlaughterwalkingtowardsme.

“YouknowIloveyou,allofyou.”Hesays

kissingme,he’sacharmerandIlovehim.

“Gonowandgivemyordertothechef,I’m

actuallyhungry”Isaypushinghim away.



Helaughsandmakeshiswayoutoftheroom

carryingasportbag.Mustbehisclothes.

Theairconditioneriscoolingtheroom and

stabilizingmytemperature,mybackiswell

securedandmyfeetarerested.That5km was

notjoke,Icanfeelitnow,Islowlyclosemyeyes

andfallasleep.IhatehowIimmediatelyfall

asleepwhenIfindacomfortableposition.

……………………………………………………………

Someoneispokingme,slowlyandgently.

Iopenmyeyes,it’sayoungman,he’soneof

thestaff.

“Sorrytowakeyou,BhunganesaidIshould

bringyoufruitsalad”hesays,placingthebowl

onZane’sdesk.Helooksnervousand

intimidated.

“Thankyou,what’syourname?”Iask

Helookssurprised



“I’m Luzuko”hesays.

“Well,thankyouLuzuko”Isayandhenods.

Hewalksoutoftheofficesmiling.Iwonderwhy

peopleherethinkI’m thisscarybeastthatno

onetalksto.EverytimeIwalkpassagroupof

people,there’ssilenceandotherslookawaylike

Idon’texist.Ireallydon’tknow.I’m humantoo,

justlikethem.

Ipickupthebowloffreshfruitandeat.It’smy

favoritepregnancysnack,it’sfresh,juicyandall

sortsofsweet.I’m gladmybabydaddyknows

whatIcraveduringmypregnancy.

Thedoorswingsopen.

It’sThami.

“Mzala,youhavethewholekitchenswamped

becauseofyourorders,yourbabydaddy

instructedthechefstoworkonit,aswespeak,

theyaresweatingtryingtoimpressyou,must

benice”hesayswalkinginlikeheownsthe



place

“HiThami,howareyou?OhI’m finetoo,thanks

forasking”Isay.

Hedoesn’tevengreet,straightintothegossip.

Herollshiseyesandsitsnexttome.

“Mzalathatmanwillwalkonfireforyou,I’m

tellingyou”hesays

“Honestly,I’ddothesameforhim”Isay.He

laughs

“Ofcauseyouwould,you’recarryingroyal

blood”hesays,laughinglouder.He’ssostupid.

“Aren’tyousupposetobeatwork?”Iask

“Whenyoursoontobebrotherinlawisyour

boss,thingschange.Igetlongerteabreaksand

lessshifts”hesays.

“Areyoucrazy?Ihopeyou’renotabusingyour

coworkers”Isay.He’scapableofdoingthat.

“I’m nothereforthat,XolaandIaregoingaway



fortheNewYearweekend,Ineedyoutohelp

meconvinceMakhulutoletmegowithhim.

Shelistenstoyou,especiallynowthatyou’re

bringingroyalcattleathome”he’sbegging

Ifthisishiswayofbegging,he’snotdoinga

goodjobatall.Teasingmewhileatit,isnotthe

waytogoaboutit.Icontinueeatingmysalad

andpayingnoattentiontohim Hekneelsin

frontme.

“PleaseMzala,thisisgoingtobeourfirsttime,

youknow…Iwantittobespecial.PleaseBuhle,

I’lldoanythingyouwantmetodoforyour

entirepregnancy,Ipromise”hesays,begging

reallyhard.

Ican’tbelievetheystillhaven’thadsex,it’s

shocking,consideringhowintimatetheyare.He

didsay,he’snotthekindofguytojustthrow

himselfatanyguypassingbyandXolahas

proventobeagreatandreliableguy.They’ve

beentogetherforfivemonthsnowandtheystill



haven’thadsex,whileI’vebeenwithZanefor2

monthsandI’m alreadypregnantandengaged.

“Fine,whereareyougoing?”Iask.

Hejumpstohugme.

“Thankyou,thankyou.We’regoingtosome

gamereserveclosetoEdernville,I’venever

beenthisnervousandexcitedaboutanythingin

mylife.XolareallyistheoneMzala.Hemakes

megenuinelyhappyandmyattackreally

showedmehowmuchhecaredforme”He

says,withthebiggestsmileonhisface.

“I’m gladyou’rehappycuz,youdeserveit.He

reallyisagoodguy.Don’tbenervous,justenjoy

him andallthatheoffers.”Isay,hegivesmea

naughtysmile.

“Andyouofallpeoplewouldknowthis,hence…”

hesayspointingatmystomach

Webothlaugh.Zanewalksinandthere’s

awkwardsilence.HegreetsThamiwhoquickly



wormshiswayoutoftheoffice.

“Andthen?”heaskslookingatme

“It’safamilyjoke,you’renotfamilyyet.”Isay.

“Iguessmyunclesshouldhurryuptheprocess

soIcanlaughatfamilyjokes”hesayssitting

nexttomeandgrabbingsomeofmyfruit

Idon’tlikesharingfood.Igivehim awarning

look.

“Ohcomeon,it’sonebite”hesays.

“Iwasgoingtoeatthat”Isay.

“Here,haveit”heplacesthechewedappleon

hislipsandpushesitinmymouth.

“There,nomorecomplaints.Nowlet’sgohave

properlunch”hesays,takingmyhandandwe

makeourwaytotherestaurant.

It’sempty,that’soddbecauseit’salwaysfull

here,especiallynowthatit’stheholidays.



“Whyisitempty?Ithoughtthelodgewasfully

bookedfortheholidays?”Iask

Hesmilesandleadsmetoourtable.

“It’soursforthenexttwohours”hesays.

HepullsmychairandIseat.Hebookedthe

restaurantforus,tohavelunch.Whythough,we

couldhavehadlunchinhisofficeifhewanted

privacy.

“Ookay”Isay,stillnotsureofhisactions.

ThewaitressshowsupwithallthefoodI’ve

orderedandZane’splate.She’ssmilingfrom

eartoearassheplacesthefoodonthetable.

“Thislooksdelicious,sendmyregardstothe

chef”Isaysalivatingonthesightofthe

deliciousfoodinfrontofme.

Shenodsanddisappearsinthekitchen.

Wesayashortprayerandweeat.Prayingis

somethingwedoregularlynow,he’salways



prayedbeforeheeatsandhastaughtmethat

aswell.

Everythingtastesdelicious,Imovemy

shouldersfrom sidetoside,it’smyhappy

dance.Zaneislaughingasheeatshisburger.

“Sowhendoyouwanttogetmarried?Beforeor

afteryougivebirth?”heasks.

Thisguys’timingisallwrong.Howcanyouask

suchquestionsinthemiddleofabusymeal,

mymouthissofull.

“I’llletyouchewyourfood,takeyourtime”he

says.

Ifinallyfinishandtakeasipfrom mywater.

“Idon’twanttowalkdowntheislelookinglikea

hippoandIdon’twanttobirthmychildoutof

marriage.”Isay.

Helooksconfused.

“Whatdoyouwant?”heasks



“Let’sgetmarriedrightawayafterthe

negotiations,startbuildingthehouseandmove

inbeforethebabyarrives.Thatmeansyou’llbe

sworninasKingasamarriedman”Isay.

Helookssurprisedalmostimpressed.

“Wow,Ireallythoughtyou’dwanttowaitlonger,

I’m notcomplaining,that’swhatIwouldlike”he

sayssmiling.

“We’llgetmarriedaftertheFestivallaunch,

followedbymygraduationthendadand

Mam’Gloria’swedding.Ohmygosh,it’salot”I

say.

Ididn’trealizethattherearesomanyeventsto

comenextyear,andIwillbealreadyshowing.

I’llhavetotakeitoneeventatatime.I’m

exhaustedjustbythinkingaboutit.Ineedto

alsofocusmoreontheFestivalanddolast

minutetouchups,Ishouldjusthireanevents

plannertodoallthehardlabour,Iwon’tbeable



todothatforthefestivalandstillplana

traditionalXhosawedding,whichIknow

nothingabout.Graduationisalsoaroundthe

corneranddad’swedding.

Ugh,no.

“Andthere’sSinazoandThabiso’sweddingtoo,

remember”hesays.

Itotallyforgotaboutthem,ohno.we’re

swamped.Iimmediatelyfeeldefeated,

drowningmyheadinmyarms

“Yhow,it’sonlytwoweekendsawayfrom now

andthere’ssomuchworktodoforthefestival

launch.AndIhavenothingtoweartotheir

wedding.”Isay.

“Youcouldalwayshiresomeonetohelpyou

withthat,andZazicanmakeyousomething.I

don’twantyoutoworry”hesays,he’sbrushing

myhandsoftly.

Ilookuptohim,he’ssmilingasoureyesmeet.



Hejustsolvedmyproblemsinaninstant.I

guessZaziwilldomygraduationoutfitaswell.

“Now,Ihavesomethingforyouhere.”hesays,

reachingtohispocketandpullingoutasmall

box.HeopensitandIseearing.ARubystone

withsmallcutdiamondsaroundit.It’sbeautiful

andIloveit.myeyes,tearupandmyfaceheats

up.Hepullstheringoutandplacesitonmyleft

handringfinger.

“Willyoubemywife?”hesays,withasmile.

Ican’tevenutteraword,I’m intearsandallI

candoisnod,continuously.Hestandstocome

tomyside,pullsmeupandkissesme.

Ilovethisman,Iwanttomarryhim,Iwanttobe

hisQueen,Iwanttohavehischildren.Thisone

wassentformeandIcannotbelievetheloveI

haveforhim existsinme,hehasmademelove

myselfandhelpedmerealizethatI’m worthyof

thelovehegivesme.Iwouldn’thavechosen



anyone,ithadtobehim.Whatevertrialsthe

XhosatraditionandamaHlubimaythrowatus,I

willfightforhim,Iwillfightwithhim.

Icannotstoplookingatthering,it’sunique,

beautifulanditlooksexpensive.

“Zaziinsistedwedesignanewoneinsteadof

buyingonefrom theshops,hehelpedmewith

thedesign.TheRubystonerepresentsstrength,

courage,beauty,loveandconfidence,that’syou.

Itisthequeenofallstones.Thesmall

diamondsaroundrepresentsus,yoursupport

system.We’llalwaysprotectyou,shieldyou.”

Hesays,helooksemotionalasheexplainsthe

designofthering.

“Iloveitbaby,thankyousomuchmylove.Ilove

you”Isay,hugginghim tighter.

I’vebeensofocusedonthispregnancy,Iforgot

thatIshouldbewearingaringlikeanyother

engagedwoman.



“IloveyouBuhlebethu”hesays.

…………………………………………
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OnaregulardayI’dbejoggingdowntotheriver

toclearmymindortakelongwalksaroundthe

villagetokeepmyminddistractedbuttodayis

noregularday,it’sthedayItakeastepfurther

tobeingawife.MyfatherandKatarrivedearlier

intheweekandhebroughthisbusiness

associatewithhim justlikeKatsaid.He’s

stayingatthelodge.

I’vespentalotofthispastweekadmiringmy

ringforgettingtheanxietythatthisdaywould

bring,nowhereIam,inmyroom,fiddlingwith

myumbacoskirtandwishingZane’sfamily



wouldarrivesoonertospeedupthese

negotiations.AccordingtotheNgele-Ngele

culture,Zaneandhisfathercannotbepartof

thenegotiations,onlythechosenunclesshould

bepresent.

Hecalledmeearlierinthemorningtocheckon

me,Itriedtopretendlikeeverythingwasfine

butheknowsmetoowell,hecouldsensethe

anxietyrightthroughthephone.Heevengave

Thandithephonetotalkmethroughit,it

workedonlyforthedurationofthecall.

“Sis,youneedtocontrolyourbreathingand

yourthoughts,everythingwillgowell.This

muchstressisnotgoodforthebabyandyour

health”Katsays.

Ireallywishitwasaseasyasshemakesitto

be.I‘m tryingsohardnottothinkaboutthe

worstcasescenariosbutknowingZane’s

family,Ican’thelpit.



“Ishoulddrinktheherbaltea,justtocalm my

nervesabit”Isay,myvoiceisshakingandKat

canseeI’m havingdifficultywithbreathing.

“Okay,goandmakeit,takesmallstepsand

focusontheteayou’remaking”shesays.

I’m justgladshe’shear,asadoctorandmy

sister.Idon’tthinkIwouldhavebeenokayby

myself.Shehelpedmewithgettingdressedand

showedmehowtotiethedoek.Iboughta

mustardtwopiecesetofumbacofrom oneof

thelocaldesigners.It’sanA-lineskirtthatflows

allthewaytotheanklesandatopwithlongbell

sleeves.Makhulugavemeherdarkbrown

beadeddoekformyhead.

Imakemywaytothekitchenandthemenare

alreadyseatedinthelounge.Myfatherandhis

friendareseatednexttoeachotherwhile

TamkhuluandDlaminiareseatedonthesofa

nexttothem,they’rehavingconversationsover

abottleofwhiskey,andthathasmystomachin



knots.IfZane’sfamilydoesn’tarriveanyminute

now,thesenegotiationswillbeamess,a

drunkenmess.Dlaminiisalreadytalkingloudly

andcarelessly.

“Oh,Buhleza.Yourin-lawsdon’tknowhowto

keeptrackoftimeeh,they’llbefinedevenmore

forthat”Dlaminisaysandeveryonelaughs.

I’m tryingsohardnottoyelloutmyfrustration

atthem,theylooklikeyoungmenwaitingfora

soccermatchtostart,Iam beyondannoyed.

Iwalkpastthem andstraighttothekitchen,

MakhuluandThamiarerunningupanddown

preparingfood.

“Ohmychild,youdon’tlookgood,comehere”

shesaysopeningherarmstome.

Iburymyfaceonherchestandbegintocry,

shehugsmetighter.IcannotfullyexplainwhyI

am cryingbutitfeelsgoodtoletgoofallthis

tensioninsideofme.



“It’sokaymychild,letitout.Thingswillgo

perfectly”shesays,wipingmytears.

“Whyhaven’ttheyarrived?They’reanhourlate”

Isay

“Thesethingshappen,menandtheiregos,they

don’twanttobeseenasfollowinginstructions

setbyothermen,theydon’twanttoseem weak.

They’rejustbeingtheirstupidselves.”Shesays.

“Sothey’restayingawayonpurposejustto

proveapoint?They’refuckinginsaneand

senseless.I’m goingtocallZane”Isay,fuming.

Makhululookscalm.

“Hlehle,Iwarnedyouaboutthiscursingof

yours,stopthat.Youcannevercontrolthe

arroganceofaXhosaman,askanywoman

whosemarriedone,theywilltellyou,toletthem

be,eventuallythey’lllearnitwasallawasteof

energyandtime.”shesayscalmlywithasmile.

Idon’tunderstandwhyIhavetoputupwith



suchrecklessbehaviourespeciallyfrom people

whoarenotdirectlyaffectedbythis.They’re

probablytryingtosabotageourmarriageandI

canalreadysmellZane’smotherinthis.Nx!

Iproceedtomakemyteaandacarhooter

startlesusallinthekitchen.Thamiwalks

towardsthewindowandsmiles.

“It’sthem,they’rehere.RelaxMzala,thingswill

onlygetbetterfrom here”hesayscontinuing

withthecooking.IfIwasanygood,I’dhelp

them.

Itakemyteaandwalktowardsthepassage,my

fatherandthemenareseatedlikenothing’s

goingon.Didn’ttheyhearthecarhoot

“They’reherealready,someoneshouldopenthe

gatesdad”Isay.

Theyignoremeandcontinuewiththeirchats

andthewhiskeyishalfwayfinished.Thisisnot

goingtoendwell.



“Dad”Isay,helooksatme,smilesandtakesa

sipofhisdrink.

Whatkindoftwistedgameisthis,pretending

likeIdon’texistandhowthey’regoingonlike

theycan’therethepeopleshoutingatthegate.

Thisisgoingtobedisastrous.

“Buhle,youneedtorestmychild.It’sgoingto

bealongday.Yourinlawsmadeuswaitan

hourandahalfnowtheythinkwe’lljumpthe

momenttheyarrive,clearlytheydon’tknow

ooDlomoarenottobemessedwith,theywill

learn”myfathersayswithanunfamiliarlookon

hisface.Helooksseriousbuthissmileis

confusing.

“Butdad…”Ididn’tevenfinish.

“Room now!”heyellssohardthatMakhulu

walksoutofthekitchen.

MyentirebodyshakesasIrushbacktothe

bedroom.Katmust’veheardtheyelling,she’s



lookingatme,seeingallfearonmyface.

Ihaveneverbeenyelledatlikethatbymyfather

inalongtime,he’sangerveinalmostpoppedat

thetopofhisforehead.Whatisitaboutthese

negotiationsthatmakesthem seem so

untouchableandangry.They’realltryingto

proveapointtoeachotherandnoonewantsto

beseenasweak,it’spathetic.Thisisnotabout

them,they’reruiningthingsforusandyetthey’ll

willfindfaultandcallusdisrespectfulifwe

elopeandmarryinatexoticislandwithouttheir

help.

“Thesethingstaketimesis,theywillargue

aboutentrancefee,thefeeforpermissionto

talk,thefeeforbeinglate,allofthatandthey

haven’tevenstartedwiththecoreofthe

matter”Katsays.

Idon’tknowhowsheknowsaboutthesethings,

Inotevensurprised,Katseemstoknowalotof

things,shereadsalot,itmightbethat.



“Cantheydoallthatwillthem inside?Whatif

theyturnaroundandneveragreetocomeback

here?WhataboutmymarriagewithZane,

they’rebeingveryselfishrightnow”Isay.

I’m emotionalagain,damnhormones.I’m more

angrythansad,Ihatehowthesestubbornmen

aretryingtoruinmyunionwithmyhusbandand

thefatherofmychild.

“Awwsis,don’tcry,haveyourteaandliedown

abit”Katsays.

She’sreallytryingbutthere’snothinganyofus

cando.Icontinuedrinkingmytea.

VrrrVrrr.

It’sZane.Idon’twanttotalktohim.Itrings

againuntilKatgrabsitandanswersit.

“Buhle’sphonehello”Kat.

Shemovesitfrom herearandputsitonloud

speaker.



“Where’sBuhle?Isshefine?”Zane

“She’shear,she’sfinejustnervous”Kat.

Ireallydon’tfeelliketalkingtohim,howcould

heletthem belateforhourand30min?

“Whyisshequiet?Buhle?”Zane

“What?”me.Katshakesherheadtryingtocalm

medown.

“What’swrongbaby?Yousoundupset”Zane,

howcanhebesocoolwhileoureldersare

tryingtoruinthingsforus.

“They’relate,yourunclesarelateandnowmy

fatherwon’topenforthem,they’vebeen

standingoutsideforthepast15minutes.

nothingisokay”me

“Relaxbaby,thesethingsusuallystartofflike

this.Itwillbefine”Zane.

“Welltheyshouldstartwithitalready.Thisis

notaboutthem”me



“Iunderstandyourfrustrationmylove,it’soutof

ourhandsatthispoint.Whentheyleavethere

you’llbeMrsNgele-Ngele,theyknowwhat

they’redoing.You’llbeminebytheendof

today”Zane,Icanfeelhim smilingonthe

otherside,

IfindmyselfblushingwhenhecalledmeMrs

Ngele-Ngele.Igrabthephonefrom Katandturn

offtheloudspeaker.

“Ilikethesoundofthat,MrsNgele-Ngele”Isay

tohim,

“That’syoumylove,mywife,myQueenandthe

motherofmychildren”Zane

Thismanreallywantsmorechildren,henever

says,themotherofmychild,hesayschildren.

Weneedtohaveatalkaboutthis,notnow

though.

Thamiwalksstormingintheroom andweboth

lookathim.he’ssmiling



“They’relettingthem in,it’shappeningMzala”

hesays.

“They’reinside,Ihavetogo.”Isay.

“Okay,Iloveyou”Zane

“Iloveyoutoohubby”Isayandwehangoffthe

phone.

“Tellmewhathappened?”IaskThami

“MakhuluspoketoDlaminiandhewenttothe

gatewithoom’Ray,theystoodthereforawhile,

doingnothing,juststandinginsilence.The

royalmenkeptpullingoutmoneybuttheystill

wouldn’topen.Thenawhilelatertheyopened

forthem.”hesays.

Tamkhuluisverydramatic,unnecessarily.

“Whataretheydoingnow?Aretheytalking

aboutthemoney?”Iask.

Ireallywishedsomeonewouldhavetoldme

howthesethingsgobuteveryonesaidit’snot



mybusinesstoknow,whichisveryironicgiven

thatI’m thebusinessthey’llbediscussing.

“No,it’stooearlyforthat,they’requietnow,no

oneisspeaking,theroyalmenhavebeen

offeringexpensivewhiskeybottlesandcash,

oursideisnotbuyingin,they’regivingthem a

hardtime”Thamicontinues

“Atleastthey’reinsidenow,onelessthingto

worryabout.They’lleventuallygettiredofthis

aswellandmoveon”Katsays,she’sreally

tryingtokeepmecalm.

Thamipullsoutasmallbottlefrom hispockets,

it’svodka.Ohmygosh,Ineedsomethingthat

strongaswell,Ozayoreallyismessingupmy

jam,Icouldbedowningabottleofwinewithno

worriesofwhatmyfatherandhisteam decide

todoornotdo.

“OohIwishIcoulddrinkthat,Ineedsomething

thatstrong”IsaywithafrownofenvyasThami



takesashot.HeofferssometoKatandshe

declines.

“Pleasetake,onmybehalf.Iwillbeliving

vicariouslythroughyoutoday”Isayandshe

givesmeanannoyedlookbutshetakesthe

shot.

“Onlythisone,nomore,Idon’tlikevodka.I’m a

champagnegirl”shesaysmakinganduglyface

afterdrinkingtheshot,

ThamiandIlaughather.

“You’llgetusedtoit,withyourkindofjobI

woulddrownmyselfiniteverydayafterwork”

hesays.

HeisinaweofKat’sprofession,hesaysit’stoo

bigofaresponsibilityforsomeoneherage.

He’sbeenaskingheraboutweirddiseaseshe

onlyheardoffrom medicalshows.Kat

entertainsit.

“Ican’tjustgetdrunkonrandom days,whatif



I’m oncallandapatientofmineneedsme.I’ve

neverbeendrunkbefore,Iknowhowtoholdmy

liquor.”Katsays.

Shereallystrikesmeasthatpersonthatdrinks

oneglassthroughoutanevent.She’sclassylike

that.

“ThamiandIfinishtwobottlesofwine,weget

drunkalmosteveryweekendandit’snever

planned.Westartoffwithoneglassthen

beforeweknowit,we’recallinghisboyfriendto

getusmorewine”Isay.

Imissthosedays,wherewe’dspendanentire

afternooninhisflat,talkingaboutourmenand

howmuchwelovethem totalkingaboutour

goalsandhowwe’dliketolivetherestofour

lives.IreallyhadthebestlaughswithThami

andourwine.

“ThenZanemvulawouldcallandyou’dtryyour

besttoconvincehim you’renotdrunk,making



anevenbiggerfoolofyourself”Thamisays,we

allstartlaughing.

“Wait,doesn’theknowyoudrink?“Kat.

“Heknows,eventhoughhesayshedoesn’t

haveaproblem withthat,him notdrinking

makesmefeelguiltysometimes,wellatleast

untilIsiponthesecondglass”Isay.

We’relaughingandsharingourdrunkstories,

it’sallthedistractionIneededfrom these

negotiations.

Aunt’Kholekawalksinthedoor.

“Buhle,theyneedyouinthelounge,allyouhave

toansweris‘yesIknowthem’that’sall”she

says.

I’m confusedbutIwalkwithhertothelounge,

allofthem arestaringatme.Thereareonly4

menfrom Zane’sfamily,thetwoIrecognize

from thedayIfirstmetZaneatthechurch.

Theystillhavethatdisgustedlookontheir



faces.Theothertwomen,I’veneverseen

before.Theylookatmefrom headtotoe,they

probablyexpectedmetoshowupwith

inappropriateclothing,I’vedisappointedthem.

“Ntombi,doyouknowthesepeople?Theysay

they’rehereforyou”Tamkhulusays.

“YesTamkhulu,Iknowthem”Isayandhenods.

Iwalkbacktotheroom.

……………………………………………………….

Thenegotiationshavebeengoingonfortwo

hoursnow,yellingandlaughsaretheonlynoise

comingfrom thelounge.Mysideofthefamily

hasbeenmockingandshamingZane’sfamily

fornotraisingtheirsonwell,blaminghim for

whattheycalled‘recklessbehavior’forgetting

mepregnantbeforewemarry.

WhichIfindstupidbecausewebothdidn’t

intendonhavingababythissoon.



TheNgele-Ngele’shavealsobeenthrowing

theirfairshareofcursesatme,callingme

’looseandlackingprinciples’,nothinganyone

cansaytoinsultmeanymore,I’vehearditallin

thisvillage.AllbecauseofthemanIfellinlove

with.

Zanehasbeentextingandaskingaboutwhatis

goingon,non-stop,he’sstartingtofeelthe

anxietyI’vebeenfeelingthroughouttheday.I’ve

beentellinghim wordforwordhowthe

argumentsweregoing,wellonlythoseIcould

hear.Hehasbeentryingtokeepmecompany

withlongchatsandthishasalsogivenusa

chancetotalkabouttheseupcomingeventswe

havetoattendto.We’vedecidedthatIwillgo

backtoworkafterthenegotiations,hirea

personalassistantandaneventplannertohelp

meout.Ihavetofinishallpreparationsinthe

nexttwoweeksbeforewegotoThabisoand

Sinazo’sweddingintheCapebecausethe



festivallaunchwillbetwoweekendsafterit.

Thenwe’dhavetostartplanningforour

traditionalweddingwhichwehaven’tsetadate

forbutwillfollowimmediatelyafterthefestival.

I’vealsocometotermswiththefactthatIwill

bemovinginwithZane’sfamilyuntilourhouse

isfinished,Zanesaidthemenwouldbedoneby

JuneorJuly,dependingontheweather.Even

thoughwe’llbelivinginZane’sbachelorpad,at

theback,I’m stillalittlebitworriedaboutbeing

inthesameyardashismotherbuthesaidonce

we’remarriedIcan’tstayatmygrandmother’s

house.

ZanewillbeswornintohisnewroleasKingof

Khumba,immediatelyafterthewedding,hesaid

hewantstodoitthefollowingweekend,which

willalsomeanIhavetoassumedutiesofbeing

Queenaswell.HeassuresmeIdon’tneedto

domuchworkbutIcan’tseatbackanddo

nothingwhilewomenofthisvillageremain



unemployedandchildrenaremarriedoffto

oldermeninsteadofgoingtoschool.Ifeellike

thereisalotofworktodoandclearlythe

currentQueenhasmissedhertruecalling.

Graduationwillbeamonthaftermywedding,

thenfollowedbydadandMam’Gloria’swedding,

bythenmybellywillbeshowingandI’llbetired

ofallthecelebrations.AtleastthismeansI’ll

spendlesstimewithmynewfamily,travelling

totheseeventswillalsogivemeabreakfrom

therolesofbeinga‘goodwife’andbethewife

myhusbandneedsmetobeandhopefullyafter

allthismadness,Iwillhavetomoveintomy

newhomeandprepareforthebirthofmy

firstborn.

………………………..

“They’redone,you’regettingmarriedsis”

I’m wokenbyKat’svoicescreaminginmyear,

she’sjumpinganddancingaroundtheroom,



I’veneverseenherthisjoyousandexpressive.

“Wherearetheynow?”Iask,sittingupstraight.

Shestopsandseatsnexttome.

Hereyeslookweirdandshe’ssmilingalot.

“Howmanymoreshotsofvodkadidyoudrink?”

Iask

“Ican’tremember,maybeThamikepttrack.My

mindistellingmefunnystories,doyouwantto

hearthem?”shesayswiththebiggestsmile.

Sheisreallyoutofit,Ican’tbelieveIleftThami

withherforafewhoursandheturnedherintoa

vodkadrinkingstoryteller.

“Idon’tthinknowisthetimesis.Where’s

Thami?”

“Hewenttothekitchen,they’redishingoutfor

themen,weshouldgohelpthem toosis”she

says.

Idon’tthinksheshouldbeseenbyMakhuluor



dadlikethis,especiallymydad.

“Ithinkyoushouldliedownalittlesis,I’llgosee

iftheyneedhelp”Isay.

Shegetsupandwalkstothedoor

“I’m notdrunksis,comelet’sgo”shewalksout

oftheroom,Irushbehindherimmediately.

Iwalktowardstheloungeandmyfathersmiles

atmebutisconfusedbyKat’senthusiastic

energy.

“AaahMakoti,Iwanttotasteyourfood,we

needtoknowoursonwillbewelltakencareof”

oneofZane’sunclessays.

Everyoneseemstobeingoodspirits,they’re

laughingandsharingjokes.Theyjustopened

anotherbottleofwhiskeyandeveryoneis

gettingalongliketheydidn’tcurseateachother

afewhoursago.

Inodandsmilethenwalkstraighttothekitchen.



NowIneedtolookbusy,likeIactuallylaida

handinmakingallthisfood,itlooksdelicious.

ThamiandMakhuluknowthekitchenbusiness.

Therearedifferentkindsofmeat,salads,hot

andcold,sampanddumpling.Theywentallout.

“CanweallpretendlikeIatleastmadeasalad,

theunclesthinkIcancookandI’dliketokeepit

thatway,theyseem impressedbywivesthat

cook”Iwhisper

Theyalllaughatme.Imeanifitsthatimportant,

Iwilltakecookinglessonsonlineorhirethose

privatechefsthatteachyouathome,Icoulddo

that.Iwoulddoanythingforthingstogo

smoothlywiththiswedding.

“Buhle,youcan’tevenfryanegg,howwillyou

takecareofyourhusband?”Aunt’Kholekaasks

holdinginalaugh.

“She’llprobablyhireaprivatecheftocookfor

them everynightandpretendlikeshemadethe



food,shecan’tevenmakeasalad”Thami

respondsbeforeIevenexplainmyself.

They’rehavingfunwiththisandI’m annoyed.

“Don’tworrysis,yourmanlovesyouwithout

cookingskills,hewilleatyourloveallhislife”

shesaysandtheyallburstintolaughter.

It’snotfunny,andIdon’tappreciatebeing

mocked.

“Wellisn’titfunnyhowtheonlyonewhocan’t

cookistheonegettingmarriedinthisroom?”I

say.there’ssilence.

Thoughtasmuch,iftheircookingskillsare

goodenoughtogetamanwhyhaven’tthey

foundmentomarryandbecome‘goodwives’.

Nx!

“WewerejokingBuhle,noneedtogetall

workedup”Thamisays.

“Dryjokesyouhave”Isay.



“Agh,don’tletyourhormonesturnyouintothe

Grinch,chillout,we’lltellthem youmadeallthis

food,withlove”Katssaysandshecontinuesto

laugh.

Icantelltheotherswanttolaughaswellbut

mywickedstaresarepreventingthem.

“Heremychild,puttheseonthediningtable

andaskthem togatherthere”Makhuluhands

metwosaladbowls.

Iwalktowardsthediningroom andIcanhear

them laughingasIleavethekitchen.

Theyarethemostannoyingpeoplerightnow.I

shouldjustignorethem andfeedmyin-laws,

whoseem veryhappytoseemewalkinwith

thebowls.

IdoasMakhuluinstructedandwalkbacktothe

kitchenformorefood.Weallhelpeachother

outwithplacingthefoodonthediningtable,

Makhulusaysaprayerandtheyeat.Theyare



enjoyingthefood,noddingandsmilingatmeas

theycontinuetoindulgeinthebuffetinfrontof

them.

“Ourmoneydidnotgotowastehere,clearly

Zanemvulawillgainsomeweightmarryingyou”

oneoftheunclessay,smilingwithhiscigarette

teethshowing.Helookslikeafununcle,he’s

theonlyonespeakingtome,othersjustsmile

andnod.

Ismileandnodbackathim,walkingbacktothe

kitchenwhereuswomenwillbeeating,

Makhuluhasmadeasmallbuffetforustodish

forourselves.Ihaven’thadadecentmealall

day,justsnacksandthatherbaltea.I’m hungry

andallthisfoodisscreaming‘eatmenow’.

VrrrVrrr

“MrsNgele-Ngele”Zane.i’m blushingItakemy

plateandwalktothebedroom.

“Hellohusband”me



“Soonyouwillofficiallybemine,I’m the

happiestandtheluckiestmanintheworldright

now”Zane

“Ican’twaittobeofficiallyyoursmyloveand

buildalifewithyouandourchild”me

“Andmakemanymoreofthem right?!”Zane

Ugh.

“Let’sfocusonthisonenow.I’m gladthey

settledtheirdifferencesandsealedthedeal,

howmuchdidtheymakeyoupay?”me

“Itoldyou,you’renotsupposetoknowthese

things.IpaidwhatIpaidandthat’sit”Zane

“IshouldatleastknowwhatI’m worth”me

“You’repriceless,nomoneycanbuyyoumy

love.Nowwhenam Iseeingmywifetobe?”

Zane

“You’resosmooth,Makhulusaidwecan’t

engageinanysexualactivitiesuntilthe



wedding”me.

“There’snosuchthing,we’vepaidfulllobola

andpregnancydamages,technicallywe’re

married,wecanhaveallthesexwewantandI

wantsomenow”Zane

Ilaughathim andhesoundsannoyed.We

haven’thadsexinthreedaysandhe’salready

anxious,Iwonderhowhecopedwhenwehad

ourlittlebreakup.

“Thereisthatthingcalled‘self-pleasure’”me

“I’m notpayinglobolaformywifeandstillhelp

myself,thatsoundsridiculous.I’llcomebylater

whenmyunclesleave,I’m dyinghere”Zane

Sonowthatwe’regettingmarried,he’sentitled

tosexatanytimehewants?Isthatwhathe

meansbythat?Thisbetterapplytohim aswell,

notthathe’llcomplain.

“Comebeforesunsetsowecanmeetinyour

car”Isay



“That’smygirl,eishZazi’scarisabig

inconvenience,it’ssmallbutwe’llwork

somethingout.Ican’twaitforthedaywefinally

gettolivetogether,thisquickiebusinessisnot

workingforme”Zane

Ilaughbecausehe’sbeencomplainingabout

howwehavesexinthemostawkwardand

uncomfortablespaces.He’srightthough,Ialso

can’twaittohaveregularsexwithouthavingto

hideorrushthings.Ourlivingarrangementis

notmakingiteasyforus.Isomehowlikethe

adventureandallthetroublewegothroughjust

fora10minutequickie.SometimesImissthat

intimacywesharedwhenwefirsthadsex,it

waspassionate,slowandgentle.Ilikedthat.

“Wehavetherestofourlivestohaveallsorts

offunwithit,don’tworry”me

“True,seeyousoonMrsNgele-Ngele”Zane

“SeeyousoonMrNgele-Ngele”me



WehangupandIcontinuefinishingmyfood.

Mystomachisfilledwithsomuchjoyand

excitement,I’m goingtomarrytheloveofmy

life.Ineedtofreshenupformyminidate.I

leaveandwalkbacktothekitchen.

Everyonehasfinishedeating,they’restill

drinkingtheirwhiskeyandthelaughsarelouder.

“EeerMakoti,whenisthebabycoming?We

wanttoseethelittleprince”theunclewiththe

vibesays.

“It’sstillearlytosay,maybesometimein

spring”Isay.

SoIassumetheywantaboy,thisistough,what

happensifit’snotaboy?Dotheydenyitand

senditback?

“Okay,aslongasyoukeepthem coming,

ooRhabedeneedmoresonstocarryonthe

legacyofamaHlubi”hecontinues



Thisisgettingawkwardanduncomfortable

becauseIdonotunderstandhisobsessionwith

sons.Whatifmychilddoesn’twanttobecome

Kingandcarryonthelegacy?Thisassumption

thateveryonewantstoreportforroyalduty

needstostop,mychildwillbewhatevershe

wantstobenotwhatthecouncilwantsherto

be.

Ifakeasmileandnod.

“Wehavetointroduceourselves,Iam Mnikezeli,

Zanemvula’suncle,Iam hisfatherscousin.This

oneisZwelitsha,mybrotherasyoucanseehe

doesn’tdomuchtalking,Ido.Andoverthere

are,JongikhayaandMelumzi,whoarealsopart

ofamaHlubiroyalcouncil,theyhavebeenpart

ofthisfamilyforyears,theyarefamily.”He

says.

“Youkidsarerushingforgrownpeoplethings,

whenIwasyourageIwasenjoyingmyyouth,

nowyouwantmarriageandparenting,yho!”one



says,Jongikhaya,Ithink.Hehasalazyeyeand

itkeepstwitchingthelouderhegets.Hehasa

similarvibetoMnikezeli,theyseem likethe

loudfununcleswhovoluntarilytelltheirlong

andboringstoriesabouttheiryouthfulyears,

braggingabouthowallthegirlsfoughtover

them andallthemenwerejealousofthem.

Theirfacesarealltheproofyouneedto

confirm theirstories.Zwelitsha,ontheother

handisthesilentdrinker,hekeepsnoddingand

smilinginslowmotion,Idon’tthinksit’sthe

whiskey,heprobablyhadsomethingelsetoo,

he’seyeslooksleepy,whiletheotherone,

Melumzi,isbusyfittinghistobaccoinhis

smokingpipe,he’snotevenpayingattentionto

anyofthem.

Idon’tknowfeellikeengaginginany

conversation,infact,Ineedthem toleavesoI

canfreshenupformymanandthesoonerthey

leavethequickermymanwillgethere.



“HaveyoudecidedontheweddingdateBuhle?”

myfatherasks.

“Wehaven’tdecidedontheexactdatebutwe’re

doingitimmediatelyaftertheFestivallaunch”I

sayandhelooksshocked.

“Sosoon?Ithoughtyou’dwanttowaitforthe

babytoarrivefirst”hesays.

“Wethoughtit’sbestthebabyarrivesina

properhome,withbothZaneandme”Isay,he’s

facialexpressionisworryingme,hedoesn’t

seem pleasedbythesenews.

“Whataboutgraduation?Won’titclash?”he

asks.

“No,we’llgetmarriedbeforegraduation.We’re

onlydoingtheXhosatraditionalwedding”Isay.

HenodsbutIcanseehe’sworried.

He’sworriedthathislittleHlehleisgrownandis

abouttobecomesomeoneelse’swifeand

mother.Hefeelslikehe’slosingmeagainafter



we’vejustreconciledandbonded.Hedoesn’t

wanttolosemeandhonestly,Idon’twantto

losehim,Ineedhim nowmorethanever.Ican’t

denytheguiltI’m feeling,likeim abandoning

him.It’sgrowth,itmakesusfeelguiltywhen

ourlivestakeadifferentdirectionthatdoesn’t

accommodateourlovedones.

Ifindmyselfintears,Iimmediatelywipethem

offandrushtothekitchenbeforemydadsees

me.

“It’sdoneBuhle,youmustberelieved”

Aunt’Kholekasays,sippingonhercup.

Iam relieved,I’vebeencaughtupingetting

marriedthatIforgotI’llbemovingawayfrom

myfamily.ThatsoonI’llbeinaplacewhereno

onecallsmeBuhleorHlehleandthinkingabout

itmakesmeverysad.I’m losingapartofme,a

meI’veknownallmylifeandI’m startinganew

journeywithanewfamily.



“Awwwdon’tbesadMzala,we’llvisityouevery

dayinyournewhome”Thamitriestoconsole

me.

He’salsotipsy,everyoneishavingthebesttime

exceptforme.I’m heresulkingindepressing

thoughts.Ishouldjustbathandwaitformy

man,onlyhecancheermeupnow,hehaswhat

Ineed.

Igotothekettleandboilwater.Ialsoneedto

emphasizetheimportanceofanensuite

bathroom inourhouseplan,thisvaskom

businessistoomuchadmin,I’vehadit.

“Areyoumakingteaforyourinlaws?”Makhulu

asksjokingly.

“Noways,I’m goingtobath,it’sbeenalongday.

Besides,Ithinktheunclesarealreadysorted

withdrinks”Isay.

Shesmiles

“Iheardyousaidtheweddingwithbeintwo



monthstime,it’sclose,youneedtostartwith

dressmakingandbuyinggifts”shesays.

I’m confusedbythesecondpart

“Whyam Ibuyinggifts,aren’tpeoplesupposeto

bebuyingmegiftsinstead?”

“Foryourinlaws,youhavetobuythem gifts,

youhavetobuycutlery,crockeryandother

utensilstouseinyournewhome.Youcan’tuse

theirs,youhavetouseyourown.Youhaveto

buyanewbed,yourmakoticlothing,yourkhisti,

blanketsandeverythingyou’llneedforyournew

home”shesays.

I’m suddenlyoverwhelmedbyeverythingshe

justtoldme,sobasicallyintheXhosatradition,

youleaveeverythingyouhadorusedasa

bacheloretteandbuynewthingstouseasa

wife.Wow,it’salotandit’sexpensive.

“What’sakhisti?”Iask

“It’sastoragecasethatwehavetobuyforyou



tostoreallyournewbelonginginyourhouse.

EveryXhosabridehasone,minestillhasallthe

giftsIgotfrom myweddingandmykitchen

party.”Shesays.

“Andthemakoticlothing?Whatkindofclothing

isit?andwheredoIbuyit?”Iask.Sheprobably

thinksI’m beingstupid,Ireallydon’tknow

anythingaboutweddings,especiallyXhosa

traditionalweddings,there’salotofthingsdone.

“It’sbestIshowyou,we’llgototowntomorrow

beforeshopsclosefortheendofyear

weekend.”Shesays,sherealizedthatthere’sa

lotIdon’tknowaboutwhatI’m abouttodoand

explainingitseemslikeahassle.Iunderstand.I

nodandgoaboutwithmyvaskom business.

“Buhle,ooRhadebeareleaving”Tamkhulu’s

voicefillsthehousefrom thelounge.Weall

walktowardstheloungeforthesendoff.Katis

tryingherlevelbestnottoappeardrunk,it’snot

working,she’soverdoingit,eventryingtospeak



XhosawithherSeSothoaccent,it’shilariousto

watch.

“ThankyouMaDlomoforsuchabeautifullunch,

wecan’twaittoofficiallyhaveyouasourown.”

UncleJongikhayaspeaks,hiseyeisstill

twitching.

“IwishIcantakeallthecreditbutMakhuluand

Thamiweretheheadchefs.”Isay,

“Aaahthankyousomuchforyourhospitality,

amaHlubiappreciateyourkindness”hesaysto

Makhulu.

Shenodsandtheymovetowardsthedoor

accompaniedbymyfatherandhistroops,

stubborntroopswhoalmostruinedmyplans.

Itakemyvaskom andheadformyroom.

……………………………………..

ZaneisonhiswayandIhavetocomeupwitha

quicklietoeveryonetogoseehim.Thisishard,



evenafterhepaidlobolaIstillhavetolietogo

seemyhusband,ridiculous.

Myfatherandhisfriendarestillenjoyingtheir

whiskey,TamkhuluandDlaminihaveleft.All

thefemalesarecleaningupinthekitchen.

“uuhm,IneedtomeetZanetobriefhim about

thefestivalpressconference”Isay.

Makhuludoesn’tbuythislieonebit.

“Youdon’thavetolietoseeyourhusband,

we’renotkidshere,don’tfoolusplease”she

sayslookingaway.

I’m actuallylostforwordsrightnow,Idon’t

knowwhattosay,juststandinginthemiddleof

thekitchenwithmyjawhanging.

“Uhm okay,soit’sokayifIgowithhim afew

minutes?”Iask,I’m stillconfused,didshegive

mepermissiontogoordidshecallmeoutfor

lying



“Buhlegoseeyourhusband,bebackbefore

sunset”shesayswithherbackturnedonme,

she’sbusywithwashingthedishes.

I’m smilinglikeanidiotnow.Ilookthroughthe

kitchenwindow,he’shere.

Iwalktothelounge.

“Whereareyougoing?”myfatheraskswitha

straightface.

Areyoukiddingme?!

“Uhm,IneedtoseeZaneaboutworkthings,I’ll

bebacknow”Isay,henodsandcontinueswith

hisdrinking.

Whew!Irushtothecarandwedriveoff.

“ImaginehavingtolieaboutwhereI’m going

withmyhusband,weshouldgetmarriedsoon,I

saytheweekendafterthefestival,Ican’ttake

anyofthisanymore”Isay.

Hesmileswidely



“Iam ahundredpercentforthat,let’sdothis”

hesays,kissingthebackofmyhand.

We’reparkedatourfavoritespotclosetothe

riverandafterwhatwasmeanttobeaquickie

butstretchedoutabitlonger,welaynakedat

thebackofaGolfGTi,mybodyisrestedonhis

ashemoveshisfingersupanddownmyspine.

Icouldlivelikethisforever.

We’renowtalkingabouthowwewantour

weddingtobelikeandincorporatingourown

twisttothetraditionalXhosaceremony.Istill

wanttosaymyvowstohim andIwanthim to

dothesame,sowedecidedtohavethat

includedaswellasthesigningofthecertificate.

Iwanteverythingtobedoneinoneday.Sowe’ll

havethevowsandthesigningasthefirst

sessionthenZane’sfamilywilltakeoverthe

secondsession.

“You’reeverythingtomeBuhle,thankyoufor

yourfierceandunconditionallove,itsavedme”



hesays,plantingkissesonmyforehead.

“Thankyouforyourhealingandgenerouslove,

itsavedmetoo”Isaywithateardroppingfrom

myeyetohischeek.

Hepullsmyheadandrestsitonhischest,he

knowswheremyhomeisandheknowswhenI

needitthemost.Ifeelsafehere,itreallyis

home.

...................................................
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AftertheshoppingwithMakhuluIdecidedto

dropherhomeandsomeofourpurchases,



fetchmylaptopandheadtothelodge,Ineedto

startlookingformyP.Aandaneventsplanner.

Withthelimitedtimeframe,Ineedtofindthem

todayandthefirstplaceI’lllookisonline

recruiters.ThestafftoldmeZaneisatthe

gallerysiteandhasn’thadlunch,heissucha

workaholic.Heenjoyshardlabormorethan

seatinginhisofficeanddoingadmin,that’swhy

hehasmehandlingallofthatsideofthe

business,heonlyhandlesthefinances,he’s

reallygoodatit.

I’vebeengoingthroughpotentialcandidatesfor

myP.Aonlineandonlyafewarewillingto

relocate,othersdon’thavemuchexperience.

Ohwait,thisoneiswillingtorelocateandhas

moreexperience.

Shehasagreatresume,shehasworkedwith

eventsbefore,she’swillingtorelocateandis

currentlyunemployed,IthinkI’vefoundmyP.A,

letmesendherandemail,ormaybeletmecall



her.

“Hello,am IspeakingtoYolandaMbona?”me

“Hello,yesthisisher.HowcanIhelpyou”her.

Shesoundssopoliteandwellspoken.

“I’m BuhlebethuKhepu,theco-founderof

KhumbaKultureFestival,Isawyourresume

online,whileIwassearchingcandidatesfora

P.ApostIhave,Iwouldliketoinviteyouforan

interviewifyou’reinterested.Iwillsendyouthe

detailsofthejobdescription”Isay.

“Ohmygoodness,thankyousomuch,I’dbe

delightedtomeetwithyou,it’sinKhumbaright?

whenistheinterview?”shesoundsveryhappy.

“Yesit’sinKhumba,Ineedittobeassoonas

possible,I’m veryswampedandIneed

someonewhowillstartimmediately.Iknowit’s

theholidaysandallbutimmediatelyafternew

years”Isay.



“I’m free,Idon’thaveanyplans,Ireallyneeda

job,Icanstartrightnowifneeded.”Shesays.

She’sreallyexcitedandeagerbutIcan’thelp

feelingguiltyfortakingherawayfrom her

familyduringtheholidayseventhoughIcould

usewithsomehelprightnow.

“Uhm,istomorrowtoosoonfortheinterview?If

it’stoosoonpleasesayso,Iknowthisisall

shortnotice”Isay

“Noit’sperfectmadam,don’tworry,justgive

methetimeandplace,I’llbethere.I’vewaited

toolongforthiskindofopportunity”shesays.

Ohmygosh,am Iluckyorwhat?Tofind

someonewho’sthiswillingandreadytowork.

“Okaythen,9am attheKhumbaLodge,I’llemail

youdirections.Thankyousomuchfor

consideringthisandIalsoapologiseforthe

inconvenience”Isay

“Nomadam,Ishouldbethankingyouforthis



opportunity,findingajobisreallyhardouthere,

sogettingcallsfrom jobsIdidn’tevenapplyfor

isahugeblessing.I’m trulygrateful.Thankyou

somuch.I’llseeyoutomorrow”shesoundsso

happyandgrateful.

I’m touchedbyherwillingnessandappreciation,

IthinkI’vejustfoundher,Imightaswellhireher.

Imean,she’severythingIneed,herresumefits

exactlywhatI’m lookingfor.

“Thankyou,seeyoutomorrow.Bye”Ihangup

thephone.

NowIshouldsendherthejobdescriptionand

thedirections.Ialsoneedtodraftsome

questionsfortheinterview,whichiskindof

uselessbecauseshe’salreadywhatIneedbutI

havetobeprofessionalhere.

There’saknockonthedoor.

“Comein”Isay.

Theyoungmanfrom yesterdaywalksin,



Luzuko.

“Afternoonmem”hegreets

“Afternoon,pleasecallmeBuhle”Isay,henods

awkwardly.

“We’venoticedyou’vebeeninhereforawhile,

wouldyoulikesomethingtoeatordrink?”he

says,

“Ihadthebiggestlunchhey,thankyoufor

checkinguponmethough”Irespond

“Nofruitsaladoranysnack,thekitchenstaffis

concerned”hesays.

IguessIshouldjustletthem bringmewhat

theyhavebecausehedoesn’tlooklikehe’s

leavingherewithoutanorder.

“Ohwell,ifyouinsist,I’llhaveafruitsalad”Isay.

Hesmilesandnods.

“Okaymem..uhm,Buhle”hesaysandleaves.

Perksofbeingthebosseslover,staffwantsto



randomlyspoilyouwithfoodandsnacks,I

couldgetusedtothisbutcallingmemem,I

won’ttolerate.I’m youngerthanmostofthese

people.Surelytheycanseethat.

Icontinuewithdraftingthequestionswhen

Zaneworksin,sweatyanddustyasusual.

“Thisofficesuitesyou”hesays,withanaughty

smile.

Iknowexactlywhathe’sthinkingandit’snot

goingtohappen.

“Myofficeisalmostdone,that’swhereI’llbe

workingat,don’tgetanyfunnyideas”Irespond.

“You’regoingtoleavemeherealone?”hesays

“You’rehardlyinhere,youenjoybeingdustyand

sweatymorethanmakingcallsandresponding

toemails.”Isay.

“Youknowmetoowell.Himylove”hesays

reachingforakiss.



“Hellomylove”Ikisshim back

Nothingissexierthanablackmanin

constructionworksuitwithsweatanddust.

Andhissmilejustmeltsmyheart,Ichosewell,I

don’thavetoworryaboutthisbaby’sfeatures.

Alliswellinthatdepartment.

“Don’tlookatmelikethat,Imightinsert

anotherOzayointhere”hesays.

“Ican’thelpit,whenmymanisthisfine,Ireally

can’thelplooking.”Isay,helaughs,almost

blushing.

“Well,youhavetherestofyourlifetodothat.

Whatareyoubusywithhere?”hesays

“Goodnews,I’vefoundmyP.A,I’veinvitedher

foraninterviewtomorrow,here,hopeyoudon’t

mind”Isay.

“Soquick?Howdidyoufindher?Sureyoucan

usetheoffice,it’syourstooyouknow”hesays.



“Ifoundherresumeonline,shefitsthecriteria

perfectlyandshewassoexcitedwhenItoldher

aboutthejobinterview.Andshe’swillingto

startimmediately”Isay,I’m reallyexcitedabout

havingsomeonetohelpmewitheverything,

pregnancybrainisstartingtokickin,Ineeda

secondbrain.

“I’m gladyoufoundsomeone,thismeansyou’ll

takeiteasyright?”hesays,

Ugh,Zaneneedstorelaxabit,I’m pregnantnot

sick.

“Ican’tdumpeverythingonherandyouknow

howobsessedIam withthisproject,there’sno

wayI’m leavingeverythinguptosomeoneelse,

myvision,myresponsibility,butshe’llbegreat

help,especiallywhenwe’reaway”Isay.

“Speakingofwhich,Thabisocalled,heemailed

thedetailsofthewedding,they’vebookthe

entireestatesowejustneedtoconfirm arrival



timesotheycansecureaccommodationforus”

hesays

Ohwow,thisisbiggerthanIthoughtandfancy,

I’m reallyexcited.

“Okay,we’llgetthereonFriday,duringtheday,

sojustset16:00pm withthem.IneedforZazi

tomakemethatdressalready,theladyIusually

gotofortraditionalclotheswon’tcutit,thisis

goingtobefancyandIneedtolookthepart.

Whatareyouwearing?”

Helooksblank,heliftshisshoulderscarelessly.

Don’ttellmethisguydoesn’townasuit.

“Youdohaveasuitright?”Iask

“Itprobablydoesn’tfit,Iworeitonce,matric

ball”

Jesustakethewheel!

“You’rejokingright?Howareyousorelaxedlike

this?Whatareyouplanningonwearing



Zanemvula?”I’m actuallyangryrightnow.

“Ihaven’tthoughtaboutit,I’llgogetsomething”

hesays,hereallyisn’tbothered

“Whatareyougoingtoget?Doyouknowyour

kindoffit,whatshirttowear,thetie,shoes,do

youevenknowwheretostartlooking?Ican’t

believeyou’rethisrelaxed”Isay,howcan

someonebethisrelaxedaboutsomethingso

important.

“Idon’tknowifit’sthehormonesorwhat,but

thisshoutingisunnecessary.I’llgetthesuit,

you’vealreadyofferedtohelpwiththe

shopping”hesays,he’sserious

“Don’tpushmewiththathormonethingplease,

youhavetotakethesethingsseriously,you

can’trockuponpeopleseventsdressedlike

that”

Helookshurt,I’vehurthim.

“I’m avillageman,Igrewuphere,thisisallI



know.Wedon’twearsuitsandsmelllike

potpourri,youwon’tfindthatinavillageman.

I’m notgoingtochange,that’swhoIam,doyou

haveaproblem withthat?”hesays.

Itakeadeepbreathe.Thiswenttoofartoo

quick.

“Idon’t,Ineedforyoutohaveoptionsto

choosefrom forspecialoccasions,everyman

shouldatleasthaveonespecialsuit,even

villagemen.Theydeservethat,tolookfancyat

timestoo.Iloveyoujustthewayyouaremy

loveandIdon’twantyoutochangeonebit.I

lovethevillagemaninyou,it’swhoIfellinlove

with,Iwouldn’ttradeyouevenifBillGatespaid

meto”Isaywithasmile,heappreciatesit.His

eyesarelockedtomineashetakesinevery

wordIjustsaid.

Hewalkstowardsmeandpushesmychair

againstthewall,heliftsmeandplacesmeon

thedesk,spreadingmylegsapart.



“IloveyousomuchBuhlebethu.We’llgobuy

thesuit”hewhispersonmyearashekissesme

downmyneck.

“orZazicanmakeyouone,auniquesuitforthe

King”Isayashecontinueswithhisseductive

kissesandgestures.

Hereplies“mmmh”andcontinueskissingme.

He’srubbinghishandagainstmybreastsand

pullingmecloserwiththeotherone.Heis

rougherthanusual,grabbingmybutttighter,

bitingandsuckingmyneck,hisenergyis

nothingI’veseenbefore,I’venevermetthis

Zane.Hishandliftsmydressandrubsagainst

mypelvis,hefeelsmymoistureandheroughly

pullsmypantydown.Hekissesmeonthelips

withhiseyesfixedtomine,theyareredand

dreamy.Helookssexy,Iwanthim asmuchas

hewantsme.Ipulldownhispantsandhis

erectionappears.Hepullsmydressovermy

thighsandbendsmeoverthedesk.Myface



laysonthevanishedwoodasheentersfrom

behind.Ifeeltheexcitementspreadingallover

mybody,hethrustsharderanddeeper.He’s

handisonmybutt,pinching,itcouldbepainful

butthepleasureoverpowersthepain.Idon’t

knowwhatgottohim andI’m notcomplaining

butI’veneverseenhim likethis,powerfulandin

control.Helayshisbodyovermine,inserting

hiserectiondeeperashehugsmeonmy

shoulders.Ifeelallofhim insideme,movingin

circlesinalltherightplaces,mykneesare

givingintothepleasure,he’ssuckingonmy

neckandback,harderwitheverythrust.He

whispershelovesmeinmyearcontinuously.I

feelmybodyabouttoexplode,Iletoutaloud

scream,exhalingasIlosecontrolofmybody,

explosionsofsatisfactionrunthroughmybody.

Hegroansloudlybehindmyear,andlet’sgoof

allhisweightovermeasIfeelhiswarm

pleasurejuicesexplodeinsideme.He’svery

heavybutIdon’thavestrengthtospeakor



stand.Webothsatystillforamoment,satisfied

andoutofbreathe.

Whatjusthappen,whowasthispersonand

whatdidhedotomyman.It’slikesomething

tookover,wealwayshavegreatsexbuthe’s

alwaysgentleandconsiderate,nowhewas

rough,loudanddominant.

Heliftsmeandlaysmeonthesofa,helays

nexttome.Apartofmewantstoaskhim butI

can’tfindaproperwayofaskinghim without

soundinglikeI’m offendinghim,youknowmen

andtheiregos.Mybutthurtsabitfrom the

spankingandmyneckisonfirefrom allthe

sucking,Istillhaven’trecoveredfrom thegreat

pleasureIgot,Ihopenoneofthestaffheard

ourscreams,Icouldn’tholditin,itwastoo

muchtohandle.

“Didyoueat”hesays,catchinghisbreath

“IhadaheavylunchwithMakhulu,Luzuko,



offeredtobringmefruitsalad”Isay.Heliftshis

headandstaresatme

“Luzuko?”hesays,

“Yes,theshortone,theysaidI’vebeenworking

toohardandtheywereworried”Isay.

“Mmmh,that’sgenerousofhim.Welldidthey

bringit?”heasks,heseemssurprisedwith

Luzuko’sefforts

“No,theyprobablysawyoucomeinandwanted

torespectourspace.Haveyoueaten?”Isay.

“Letmecallthem,Ihaven’teatenandI’m really

hungry”hesays,grabbinghisphone

“Especiallyafterallthistensionyoureleased,

youneedtoregainallyourenergy”Isay,he

kissesmyforeheadandsmiles.

“PleasebringBuhle’sfruitsaladandmyregular

lunchandjuiceplease”he’sspeakingonthe

phone.



“No,applejuice,andwaterplease,ThanksLu”

hecontinuesanddropsthecall.

“LetmegetdressedbeforeLugetshere.CanI

keepthis?”hesaysholdingupmyredlace

underwear.

“NowI’m goingtowalkaroundwithnopanty?”I

ask,he’senjoyingthat

“Youshoulddothatmoreoften,makesmyjob

easier,nolacerestrictions”hesayswitha

naughtysmile.

“You’reanastymanZaneandIfindmyself

lovingthat”Isay,watchinghim putonhis

cloths.

He’sallmine,tohavefortherestofmylife.

LuzukowalksinandhandsZaneourfood,he’s

avoidingeyecontactwithbothofus,that’s

weird.Didtheyhearournoise,surelyweweren’t

thatloud,Zane’sofficeisontheothersideof

theLodge,there’sahugehallwaybetweenthe



kitchenandtheoffice.Buthisfaceisreally

makingmeuncomfortable,liketheyheardus.

HehandsZanethefoodandleaves.

“Ithinktheyheardus”Isay.Helooksconfused

“Idoubt,we’reontheotherside,it’simpossible.

Luisalwaysshy”hesays,handingmemysalad.

Heseatsnexttomeandeatshissandwich.

“Hedefinitelyheardus,hewasn’tthisshy

earlier,Heevensmiled.Isweartheyheardus.

wewereloudZane”Isay.

He’snotevenbothered.

“Ormaybehehasacrushonyou,Ludoesn’t

smile,hewalksaroundwithhisheaddownand

doeshisjob,that’sall.”Hesaysandcarrieson

withhissandwich.

Aghthere’snosuchthing,thisguyknows

somethingandhewasembarrassedtoeven

lookatus,Ican’tbelieveZaneisnotbothered



bythis.

Iproceedtoeatmyfruitsaladwithmyfeet

restedonhislap,hekeepsrubbingmyankles,

heknowshowmuchIenjoythat.

“Weboughteverythingforthewedding,what’s

leftisourweddingoutfits,Zazihastostarton

them immediatelyaftertheoneswe’rewearing

atSinazo’swedding.Iwantustowear

matchingumbacopieces.I’llhavehim makea

modernversionofmymother’sweddingdress.”

Isay.

Ithinkhelikesthisidea,he’ssmilingand

chewingonhisfood.

“Great,sowhoboughtallthosethings,sounds

likealotofmoneyspent”hesays

“Idid,MakhuluwantedtohelpbutIcouldn’tlet

herpayformywedding,shesaidIcan’tbuymy

ownkhisti,shehasto,sothat’sallshe’sgetting

me.itwasn’tthatmuch,wegoteverything,



makotiattires,thegiftsandotherthingsforlike

R8000”Isay.

He’seyeswidenwhenhehearsthatamount

“That’salotofmoney,hopeitdidn’tdentyour

bankbalance.”Hesays,lookingworried.

“It’snothingactually,I’llsurvive.Finishup,I

needtogethometosorteverythingout.Abdul

willdelivereverythingifhehasn’tarrived

already”Isay.

Themoneytopicisaverysensitiveone

betweenus,hedoesn’twantmespendingmy

own,hereallydoesn’tknowthestateofmy

bankaccountbutinthiscasethere’snothinghe

candoaboutit,hecan’tbuymegiftstogiveto

hisfamily.He’splanningandpayingfor

everythinginthewedding,Ifeelbadfornot

beingabletohelp,Ialsodon’tknowwherehis

bankbalanceisstanding.Iworrysometimes

butheseemsunbotheredaboutit.



“Done,onemorekissthenwecango.Imiss

theselipswhenI’m alonehere.”hesays,

movingtowardsmeandkissingme.

“mmmh,okay,enough,let’sgo,it’sgettinglate.I

havecurfewremember”Isaypushinghim back,

ifIgivein,wemightfindourselvesnakedagain.

Hetakesmyhand,carriesmyworkbagand

leadsustothecar.

Thestaffispeepingthroughtheconference

room,Isweartheyheardus.Itexplainsthis

behaviorI’m seeing.Zaneisnotevenpaying

attentiontothem,he’swhistlingwhateversong

andgoingabouthisbusiness.

Heopensmydoorandwedriveofftomyhouse.

Abduljustdeliveredthegoods,Iforgotwe

boughtsomanythings,it’sinsane.

“That’salotofstuff,pleaseaskKatandthe

otherstohelpyou,youcan’tsortallofthat

alone,rest,remember.Ineedmywifeandmy



babytobehealthyandbeautiful”hesays.

“RightnowallIneedismybed,todaywas

exhausting”Isay.

Helooksimpressedbymyresponse.

“HowIwishIcouldcuddlewithmyhandon

thosebreasts,theykeepgettingbiggerbyday”

hesayswithanaughtysmilelookingatmy

chest.

“Youneverjustcuddle,italwaysleadsto

somethinggreater.We’lltalkonthephone,

don’tforgettofetchmeearlytomorrow

morning,theinterviewisat9am”Isay.

“Okaymylove,I’llpickyouupat8am.Ilove

you”hesays

“That’sfine,Iloveyoutoo”Ikisshim andgo

insidethehouse.

……………………………………
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KatandAunt’kholekahelpedwithsortingoutall

thethingsweboughttoday,we’vestored

everythinginthestoreroom andallmymakoti

clothingispackedinmywardrobe.Makhulu

mademesoup,whichturnedintoamess,I

threwitallout.IthinkOzayolikesmeat,every

timeIeatpurredfood,sherejectsitbutifIeat

meat,shewantsmoreofit.Sheisherfather’s

child,I’m goingtobeintroublewiththisone.

Itookashortnapaftermythrowupsession

andwokeuptofinishoffpreparationsforthe

interviewtomorrow.WhichI’m veryanxiousand

excitedabout,Ireallywishsheagreestowork

forme,I’m indesperateneedforassistance



rightnow.Ihopethatthefactthatshewillhave

toworkinavillagedoesn’tputheroff.It’sreally

hardtofindsomeonewhoiswillingtorelocate

toKhumba.

“Don’tworry,she’lltakethejob.Withwhat

you’vetoldme,sheneedsthejob”Katsay,

paintinghertoenails.

“Ihopesotoo,Ireallyneedsomeonetostartas

soonaspossibleorelseIwilllosemymind

withalltheseeventshappeninginsuchashort

spaceoftime”Isay.

”Andyoureallyneedtotakeiteasy,anxietyis

notgoodforthebaby,especiallynowthat

you’reoffyourmedication.Maybeyoushould

talktoyourtherapist.You’vebeendoinggreat

though,keepatitsis”shesays,lookingproud.

“I’m tryingsis,it’snoteasybutI’vebeenat

peacelately.”Isay.

Thamiinterruptsourconversation.



“Mzala,Ioweyou,thankyou,thankyou”hesays,

huggingmetight.

“Yousuredo.”Isay.

“Letmegofinishpacking,I’llseeyouinthe

morning.”hesays.

He’ssoexcited.ItakeithespokewithMakhulu

andshe’sagreedforhim togo.

“Don’tforgettobringusgifts”Isayashe

rushesofftothepassage,notevenreplying.

He’smindisalreadyonvacationwithhisman.

KatreadsherbookwhileIdozeoff.Shestill

sleepswithmeandIstillhaven’taskedherwhy,

Ithinkthatwouldberudebutoutofpure

curiosity,I’dlovetoknow.

…………………………………………

It’s8:15am andmynervesareonanalltime

high,onewouldswearI’m theinterviewee.I’ve

beengoingovermyquestions,doubtingand



editingthem,IreallywantherforthisjobandI

don’twanttojeopardizethatbyasking

questionslike’howwasyourrelationshipwith

yourformercolleagues’

She’llbeworkingwithmehereandthat’sall

thatmatters,wellthat’sifshe’llacceptthejob

offer.

I’veaskedthelodgestafftomakethisplaceas

fancyandpresentableaspossible,Idon’twant

hertobediscouragedbythesurroundingofher

potentialworkspace.Khumbaisabeautiful

villagebutnoonereallywantstoworkfulltime

inaplacesurroundedwithmountains,dusty

roadsandbadcellphoneservice.Peopleprefer

thefastpaced,glamorouscitylifethanvillages,

soitisveryimportantforthestafftopresent

thelodgeinasophisticatedmanneras

possible.

ZanethinksI’m overthinkingitandtellingmeI

shouldrelax,hedoesn’tknowhowdesperateI



am togetaP.Aassoonaspossible.Hepicked

meuponthetimeweagreedonandhe

droppedmeoffatthelodge,rushingtothe

gallerytomeetwithelectricians.Theoutsideis

doneandthey’rebusywiththeinside,atleast

oneofourprojectsisrunningsmoothly.

There’saknockonthedoor,Ilookatthetime,

it’s8:45am,itmustbeher.

Andshe’spunctual,Ilikeher.

Okay,relax.Breathein,breatheout.

“Comein”Isay.

ThedoorswingsopenandLuzukopeepshis

headthroughthehalfopeneddoor.

“She’shere”hesay.

“Letherinplease”Isay.

Icanheartheclicksofherheelgettinglouder.I

takeanotherdeepbreathandthedoorswings

wideopen.



She’swearinganavyblueslim tightdressanda

whiteblazer.Herbraidsaretiedback,faceis

freshwithnomake-up.Hersmileiswelcoming

asshewalksclosertomydesk,reachingout

forahandshake.

“GoodmorningMsKhephu”shesays,gracefully

andconfidently.

“MorningYolanda,takeaseat”Isay.

Shesitsandcrossesherleg,hershoulders

broadlystandcarryingherheadhigh.

Shedidn’tcometoplay.

“Nicetofinallymeetyouandagain,I’m sorryfor

anyinconveniencesI’vecaused,thisreallywas

shortnotice”Isay.

“Notatall,I’m justhappyIgotthisinterview.”

Shesays,sincerely.

Okay,let’sstart.

“Okay,canyougiveabriefreviewofyour



resume,highlightingtraitsthatwillmakeyoua

suitablecandidateforthisvacancy”Isay.

Shesmiles,takesabreathandanswers.Ihave

neverseensomeonewhospeakswithasmile

ontheirface.Hervoiceiscalm andhereyesare

lockedtomine.Shedidn’tcometoplay.She’s

from asmallvillage,Qenqe,whichisanhour

awayfrom here.SheobtainedherDegreein

PublicRelationsfollowedbyherhonors,

majoringMedia&Communication.Shegotan

internshipinaneventscompany,whichended

within10monthsinsteadofthepromised12

becausethecompanywasdeclaredbankrupt.

Shethenmovedonandfoundaparttimejobat

alocalradiostation.Shehasdoneresearchon

thisproject,shehasallthefactsandsheis

confidentlyclaimingthisvacancy.I’m

impressed.Idon’tthinkthere’sanythingIneed

toknow,thisisher.

Idon’tthinkanyofthefollowingquestions



matter,sheistherealdeal.

“Okay,Yolanda.Whencanyoustart?”Iask.

Herfacelightsup.

“Now,today,I’vebeenwaitingforawholeyear

forthismoment”Shesays,withexcitement.

Ohwow.ThisisexactlywhatIwanted.

“Wehavetofirstdiscussthenatureofyourjob.

You’llbeworkingwithme,allthetime.Iwillhire

aneventsplannerforthelaunchbutyouwill

reporttome.Whentheartgalleryisdone,

whichmightbenextweek,we’llworkfrom there.

Youwillmanagemydiary,youwillhelpwith

correspondence,calls,emails,postandother

formsofcommunicationaboutthefestival.”I

say.

She’snoddingandsmilingasItalk.

“IthelpsthatyoudidPR,that’smypartofthe

project,mypartnerfocusesonthefinanceand



otheroperationsrelatedparts,you’llmeethim

soon.Let’stalkaccommodation,Idon’tthink

you’llbeabletocommuteeveryday,doyou

haverelativeshereinKhumba?”

Shestaresblanklyandshakesherhead.

“I’llfindaplacetorent”shesays.

“Uhm,okay,I’llspeaktomypartneraboutthat

too,otherwise,I’m impressed.Welcometothe

team”Isay

She’ssmileswidelyandIcanseeherface

tremblewithemotions,hereyesarewatery.

Ohgosh,nowshe’sgoingtomakemecry.

“I’m sorry,I’vebeenapplyingforanentireyear,

noresponses,nointerviews.Iwasstartingto

losehope.Yourcallcameattherighttime.

Thankyousomuch,MsKhephu.Iwon’tletyou

down”shesays,wipingtearsonhercheeks.

IfonlysheknewthatI’m ashappyassheis.I



canfinallybreathwithheronmyteam.

“CanIhavethecopiesofyourdocuments,I’ll

drawupacontractandyou’llsignitwhenyou

start.I’m thinking,thesecondweekofJanuary.

Iwon’tbearoundonthefirstweekend.”Isay.

“Noproblem,I’m reallygratefulmadam,thank

yousomuch.”shesays.

DoIreallylookold,whydopeoplekeepcalling

memadam,firstLuzuko,thestaff,nowher.oh

gosh.

“PleasecallmeBuhleanddon’tthankmeyet,

there’salotofworkthatneedstobedoneina

shortspaceoftime.I’vedonemostofthe

adminworkandPRstuff,there’sapress

conferencecomingupontheweekyoustart”I

say.

Igothroughherdocuments,she’sactuallyolder

thanme,she’s25.Shepassedreallywell,so

manydistinctions.I’m impressedbyeverything,



Ichosewell.

“I’m readytowork.”Shesayswithasmile.

“Thesalaryandotheremployeebenefitswillbe

includedthere,youmustalsobringinyourtax

details.”Isay.

Hereyeswidenabit,shelookssurprisedbythe

taxpart.Ofcauseshe’llbetaxed,whatisshe

expecting.

“Ifyoudon’tmindmeasking,howmuchwillI

getpaid”shesays,

“YourstartingsalarywillbeR15000permonth”

Isay,

Hereyeballsarepoppingout,hermouthiswide

open.she’sreallyshocked.

“R15000madam?”shesays

Isittoosmall?

“Itsonlyyourstartingsalary,itwillincreaseas

timegoesby,especiallyifthefestival



succeeds.”Isay.

“I’m notcomplainingMsKhephu,it’sjustthat

I’veneverearnedthatmuchmoneybefore.I’m

usedtostipendsnotmorethanR5000.I’m very

grateful,Thankyousomuch.”shesays,intears

again.

Ireallyhadaminiheartattackthere,thinking

shewantsmore.Honestly,Iwould’vegivenher

more.I’m thatdesperate.

“Buhle…callmeBuhleplease.Ithinkwe’redone

here.I’m lookingforwardtoworkingwithyou.”I

say.

ThiswasshortandsuccessfulasIwishedfor.I

knewshewastheone.

Shesmileswidely,shedoesthatalot.

“I’m excited,Ican’twaittostart.”Shereplies.

There’saknockatthedoor.

“Comein”Isay.



Luzukowalksin.Whatnow?

“Madam,doyouneedanything?Breakfast.”He

says.

I’m sosickofthismem,madam business.I’m

annoyed,I’m almosttheirage,ifnotyounger.

Ughman.

“uhm,sorryBuhle.TheprincesaidIshould

comecheckifyou’veeaten”hemust’venoticed

myreaction.

Ialmostrollmyeyes.SoZaneistheone

sendinghisstafftofeedme.it’sridiculous.

“Ohwell,I’llhavegranolawithstrawberryyogurt,

pancakeswithsyrupandcream,pineapplejuice.

Yolandawhatwouldyoulike?”Isay

TheybothlookatmelikeI’m crazy.It’snotme,

it’sthischild.

“Sconesandteawillbefineforme”Yolanda

sayspolitely.Luzukonodsandleaves.



Ican’thelpbutfeelinsecureaboutherorder.

NowI’m outherelookinglikeapig,orderingall

sortsoffood.

Zaneshouldstopbabyingme.thesoonerwe

movetoournewworkspace,thebetter.

“Sosincewe’llbeworkingtogether,it’sbestwe

gettoknoweachotherbetter”Isay.

Wewillbestucktogetherforthelongesttime,

itsbestwegetcomfortablewitheachothernow.

“I’m from Qenqe,IstaywithmyGrandmother

andtwoyoungersisters.”Shesays,

“Nice,Ialsostaywithmygrandmother.Myaunt,

andmytwocousinsalsostaywithus.”Isay.

“Doyouhavesiblings,ifyoudon’tmindme

asking?”sheasks.

“No,Idon’thavebiologicalsiblings,I’m anonly

childbutmyfatherisremarrying,nowIhavea

stepsister.”Isay,



Shelooksshyanduncomfortablebuthersmile

isalwayspresent.

Igetwhereit’sallcomingfrom thoughandI

shouldstoppushingherandletitflowforitself.

Luzukowalksinwithatrayofourbreakfast.

“Thankyou”Isayandheleaves.

“Therearesomanyupcomingeventsinashort

spaceoftime,nextweekendwe’regoingtoa

weddingintheCape,thenthelaunch,thenmy

wedding,thentheKing’sinauguration,thenmy

graduation,myfather’swedding.I’m justglad

you’llbearoundtosharetheworkload.”Isay.

“Woaw,that’salotofevents,and

congratulationsontheweddingandgraduation.

I’m gladI’m theonehelping.”Shesays.

She’sreallyanicegirl.Genuineandsmarttoo,

sheseemsfocusedanddriven.She’sthetype

thatknowswhatshewantsandgoesafterit.

She’sexactlywhatIneedaroundhere.



There’sahalfknockandthedoorswingsopen.

It’sZane,he’scleanerthanpreviousdays.

HegreetsandshakesYolanda’shand,she

greetsbackwithhersmile.

“IseeLuhasobeyedmyinstructions”hesay,

walkingtomysideofthedesk.

Thisonewantsmetogainasmuchfatas

possible

“Didyouleavehim withachoice?”Isay.

Hesmiles

“Uhm,Yolanda,thisismypartnerintheproject.

ZanemvulaNgele-Ngele”Isay.

Shesmilesenthusiasticallywithexcitement.

She’sactinglikeeveryonewhomeetsZane,the

MightyPrinceofKhumba,theyadorehim.

“Nicetomeetyousir”shesays,stillsmiling.

Sheneedstotoneitdown.He’snotacelebrity



orsomething.

“Zane,thisisYolandaMbona,she’smyP.A”I

say.

“Pleasuretomeetyousisi.FinallyIhave

someonetohelpher,she’sbeenslavingalone

andshedoesn’tneedallthispressure.”hesay.

He’sbeingdramaticandmakingmeseem like

I’m somefragileobjectthatneedstobe

handledwithcare.

“Pleasedon’tstart.Yolandawillstarttheweek

afterSinazo’swedding.Whatdayarewe

comingbackagain?”Iask,

“Monday,afternoon,soshecanstarton

Tuesday.Wehavetoenjoythatbreakbecause

afterit,isanuphillrace.Noresting”hesays

winkingatme.

Heneedstocontrolhimself,it’snolongerme

andhim nowinthisoffice.Wehavetoact

professional.



Yolandalookspuzzled

“Well,Tuesdayitisthen,ohand

accommodation,arethereanyemptychalets?

ShestaysinQenqe,shecan’tcommute

everyday”Isay.

He’ssilentforawhile.Hereacheshisphone,

texting.

“Okay,therearenochaletsavailablebutthereis

anunoccupiedstaffcottageatthebackofthe

lodge,it’snothingmuch,onebedroom,kitchen,

bathroom andlivingarea.Shecanuseit”hesay.

Ohgreat.It’sdone.She’sofficiallyours.

“Thankyousomuchsir.”Shesay.

“I’m tryingtomakethingseasierformypartner

here,sheneedsyou”hesays.

He’sright,Ineedhermorethansheneedsme.

“Letmegogetmybreakfast,itwasnice

meetingyousisi,welcometotheKultureteam”



hesays.

Heleansforwardandkissesmybaldheadand

leaves.

Thisguyhasnoshame.Ineedtoteachhim

howtobeprofessional.

YolandalooksshockedbyZane’sgesture.

“He’snotjustmybusinesspartner,he’smy

fiancétoo”Isay.

Herreactionresemblesthatofachildwatching

magiciansinacircus.She’samazed,almost

doesn’tbelievehowit’spossible.

“You’remarryingtheprinceofKhumba?The

soontobeKingofKhumba?”shesays.

Hereyesallout,staringmeasthoughwaiting

formetosay,it’sallajoke.

“Yes,he’llbemyhusbandintwomonthstime”I

saysippingonmyjuice.

HerreactionissomethingI’m usedto.It’sthe



samereactionIgetwhenIwalkwithZane.

Peopleherearesopossessiveofhim,theyfeel

liketheyownhim andcanalsodictatehisways.

Myrelationshipwithhim changedthatand

somevillagerswerenotfondofthat,especially

theyoungwoman.

“You’relucky,manygirlswouldkilltohavea

husbandlikehim”shesays,hersmilenarrows.

Ithinkshe’soneofZane’smanyfanswho’d

ratherhavehim staysinglewiththehopesthat

onedayhe’llchoosethem.Shame,he’staken

andneverreturning.

“I’m luckybuthe’sluckierforhavingmeashis

wifetobe”Isay.

Shesmilesandcontinueswithhertea.

“Thankyouforthisopportunityandthe

breakfast.”Shesaysfinishingoffhertea.

“Thankyouforacceptingmyoffer.Looking

forwardtoworkingwithyou.”Isay.



Shegetsupandshakesmyhand.

“Letmewalkyouout.”Isayandwewalk

towardsthehallway.

Zaneiscarryingatrayfulloffood.

Icansmellthebaconashegetscloser,Igrabit

from hisplate.

“Andthen?Didn’tyouhavebreakfast?”hesays

“It’sforOza”Isaybitingonthebaconstrip.

Helaughsandshakeshishead

“Goodbyesisi,enjoythelastdaysof

unemployment,seeyounextyear.”Hesays.

“Thankyou,enjoyyourstoo”shesayswithher

widesmileagain.

“Seeyounextyear.I’llemailyoueverythingI’ve

done,justtospeedyouuponthings.Havea

lovelyweekend”Isayaswereachthedoor.

“I’llreaduponit.Thanksagain.Bye”shesays



andwalkstowardsthegate.

Myheartisjumpingforjoy.IgotexactlywhatI

wantedandsheseemslikeniceperson.

I’m singinganddancingasIwalkbacktothe

office,ZaneissmilingasIenterwithmy

performance.

“I’veneverheardyousingorseenyoudance”he

say.

“It’smyhappysong,she’sperfectbaby.She’s

theoneandI’m happy.”Isay.

“NotashappyasIam though,Iwasreally

startingtoworryabouttheworkloadandallthe

upcomingevents.NowIcanhaveyouallto

myself.”Hesayspullingmetowardshim andI

seatonhislap.

Isthereanythinghethinksaboutbesidessex

whenhe’saroundme.

“Ohaboutthat,youneedtokeepyourhandsto



yourself.Wehavetoactprofessionalaround

her,sonomorekissingandgrabbingboobs.

Okay?!”Isay.

Hedoesn’tlikethis.Hefrownsandrestshis

headonmybreasts.

“Areweclearonthat?”Iaskagain.

He’smumbling,Ican’thearhim.

“Zane,promiseme”Isay.

“Mmkay”hesaysrubbinghishandsonmy

stomach.

Idon’tthinkhefullycommitstothisrequest,his

responseisjusttoshutmeup.

………………………………………….
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WrappedinthearmsofthemanI’llbespending

therestofmylifewith,warm andsafeinmy

newhome,hischest.Theexcitementofthelast

dayoftheyearischaotic,childrenarerunning

aroundwithburningsteelwools,yestheonewe

usetoscrapeourpotswith.Theyburntyres

andcreateabigbarnfireintheclearbushes,

singinganddancingaroundthefire.Adultsare

gatheredontheirfrontstoopswatchingfrom a

distance,laughinganddrinkinggingerbeerand

hops.It’sachaoticcelebration,ajoyousnight.

Zanebookedaroom atthelodgeforus,to

spendthisnighttogether.Earlierwehaddinner

attherestaurantwithmygrandmother,

Aunt’Kholeka,Asakhe,Thandiandtheboys.Kat

leftwithdadtobewithMam’Gloria.Thedinner

wasfilledwithlaughter,loveandabondthat

cannotbebroken.ThandisharedZane’s



childhoodstorieswhileMakhulutoldmine,

someI’dneverheardbefore.

Nowaswelayskinonskin,talkingaboutour

houseplanandlocation,listeningtothesweet

balladsofSiphoGumedeinthebackground,I’m

startingtoimaginehowtherestofmylifewill

belike.Ifthiswillbeuseverynightfortherest

ofourlives,Iwantit.

“Whyareyoulookingatmelikethat?LikeI’m a

snackorsomething?”hesays.

Thelightfrom thecandlesshinesonhisskin,

makingitappearbronze.

“You’reabeautifulman,Iwishourchildrenhave

clearskinlikeyours,littlesunkissedgoddess”I

say,he’stryingsohardnottoblush.

“Noonehasevertoldmethat,thatI’m beautiful.

Aremensupposetobecalledthat,beautiful?”

hesay

“You’renotjustanyman,you’remymanandI’m



callingyoubeautiful”Isay.

Hesmileswidely,flashinghisteeth.

“Ilikeitwhenyouclaim me,callingmeyours.

MakesmefeellikeIbelong”hesaysrunninghis

fingeronmyface,downmycheeksandaround

mymouth.

“YoubelongtomeandI,toyou.Andthatwillbe

usfortherestofourlives.Nooneandnothing

haspoweroverthat”Isay,leaningforwardfor

mylipstomeethis.Warm andsoft,wekiss.

Longandpassionatekisses.Hishandsrubbing

onmybackdownmyspine,allthewaytomy

butt.Hesqueezesittight.Icanfeelhiserection

developfrom betweenmythighs,Isplitthem

open,insertinghim insideme.

HebreathesloudlyasImoveontopofhim.I

movehishandsfrom mybuttandplacethem

overhishead,holdingontothem asIgrind

slowly.Thenoiseoutsideisgettinglouderas



thenightcomestoanend.Ibegintomove

faster,stillholdinghishandsabovehishead,

he’stryingtomovethem buthehaslostcontrol.

Thecountdownbegins.Hebeginsmovingin

circlesinsideme,he’senjoyingitbutcannot

movefreely.Iwanthim tofeelwhathemade

mefeelthedayhebendmeoverthedesk.I

wanttotorturehim.

“Buhleplease”he’sbegging,whisperingand

almostexhausted.

Hiseyesarebarelyopened.He’ssuchapuppy.

Imovedeeperandslower,upanddown.I’m in

controlandhe’snotlovingit.

5….4…3….2….1…..thecrowdoutsideis

screaming.

“aaah”heexhales,loudly,movinghislower

bodyclosertome.

“HappyNewYearmylove”IsayasIcollapseon

hischest.



Heissweatyandhuggingmetightly.Iplant

smallkissesonhissweatybody,hisheartbeats

faster.Hekeepslookingatmeandsmiling,

almostlaughing.Ifhehadtheenergy,hewould

speak.Islideslowlyandrestnexttohim.

Hemoveshishandsaroundmywaist,pulling

mecloserwiththebiggestsmile.

“Areyoutryingtokillme?”hefinallyspeaks.Oh

soheknowshowIfeltthatday.

“Iwasjustreturningthefavor”Isay,hepullshis

eyebrowstogether.

Nowhe’sgoingtopretendlikenothing

happened.

“Youroffice”Isay.

Heraisesthem upandsmiles.

“YoutoldmeyoulovedmeasIam,thatyou’d

neverchangeme.Thatmomentyoumademe

feelwhole,likeallI’vebeenfightingforthese



pastyears,didn’tgotowaste.I’m sorryifIhurt

youbutIcouldn’tcontroltheloveand

appreciationIfeltfrom you,itwas

immeasurable”hesaysrubbingonmyface

Ofcauseithurtbutitwasalsopassionateand

pleasing.Itwasnotourregularlovemaking,it

wasfarmoreintimateandmeaningful,Ifeltthe

messagehewastellingme,itmakessense

now.

“I’m notcomplaining,youjustcaughtmeoff

guard.Iunderstand,andIhopeyoudotoo.

You’remine”Isay.

Hereallylikethesoundofthat.He’ssquinting

eyesandhiswidesmilevalidatethat.

Iturnmybackonhim andhehugsmecloseto

him from behind,whisperingsweetthingsinmy

earwhileherubshishandsonmystomach.

Thefireworksandthemoonlightuptheroom

whileourfeetengageinintimatedancing.



…………………………………………….

I’m havingacupofteaandsconeswithThandi

atthelodge,assheshareswithmepossible

babynames.

“LikhanyiseihlabathilamaHlubi,”shesayswith

excitementinhereyes.

“Uhm,allofthatorjusttheLikhanyisepart?I

don’twantmychildtokeeprepeatinggradeR

fornotbeingabletospellhernameproperly.

That’sawholesentenceThandi.”Isay,raising

myconcern,she’slaughing.

“Ofcausenottheentirething.Whenyouname

achildyoudon’tjustgiveanyname,ithasto

haveameaning,thenamecarriesthechild’s

purpose,theirdestiny.Theirnamebecomesa

crowntheywearandasthefirstofits

generation,thenameneedstobea

representationofit’sdestinyfortheKingdom of

amaHlubi.”ShesaysandIgetit,noddingtoher



statement

“NowonderZanekeptinsistingthatwename

thebabyinoneofhisgreatgran’snames,it’s

inspirationalandallbutIam notnamingmy

childSigcawu,sorry,nothappening.”Isayand

Thandilaughshard,almostchokingonhertea.

“OrManzezulu,that’shisgreatgreat

grandfathersname.Iknowthosenamescome

withalotofdignitybutthey’renotforthese

times.Yourchildwillhaveahardtimemaking

friends.”Shesaysandwelaugh.

ItfeelssogoodbeinginThandi’spresence,I

sometimeswishthatshewasZane’sbiological

motherinsteadofthatfirebreathingmonsterof

aQueen.Thandiiskind,she’slovingand

everythingthatcomesoutofhermouthdoesn’t

intendonhurtinganyone.I’m agreeingto

marryingZane,knowingwellthathisbiological

motherhatesmeenoughtohavemekilled.

EverytimeIthinkaboutit,Ialwaysstruggleto



sleep,thinkingaboutthedangerIam putting

myselfin,allforlove.whatifloveisn’tenough,

toprotectmefrom her?Allthesethoughts

suddenlyshiftmymoodandIfeeltheweighton

myheart.

“What’swrongBuhle?”Thandiasks,noticingthe

suddensadnesscoveringmyface.

“ShouldIbeworriedaboutZane’smom?And

pleasebehonestwithme.”Isayandherbody

languagechanges.Shetakesadeepsigh

beforeresponding.

“Shelikesthingshappeningherwayandshe

willdowhateverittakestogetit.Allofthese

thingsshedoesoutofhurtandanger,it’s

deeperthanwhatyousee.”Shesays

“Whatdoyoumean?”Iask,sheshakesher

head.

“It’scomplicatedbuteverythingshedoesisnot

tohurtyouorZanebutshe’sjustangryabout



thingsthathavehappenedinherpast,she

needshelp.It’snoteasy”Icannotbelieveshe’s

sidingwiththatwitch

“ShetriedtokillmeThandi,shesentagroupof

mentoattackThamiandhisfriends,whatdo

youmeanshe’snottryingtohurtus?Weall

havescarsfrom ourpastsbutwedon’tgo

aroundtryingtogetpeoplekilled.”I’m angry

andIfindmyselfshouting.

“Buhle,relax.I’m nottryingtodefendherbutit’s

notassimpleasyouthink.”Shesays.

“Ithinksit’sverysimpleandIgetthemessage

loudandclearThandi,Iwillneverbesafein

Zane’shouseandbywhatyou’resaying,I’ll

havenoonetoruntoeither.”Isayandgetup,

walkingawayfrom ourtable.WhydoIkeep

puttingmyselfinthesesituations,thinking

everyonehasmyback.Ican’tbelievesideswith

thatmonsteraftereverythingthathasshehas

donetomeandmyfamily.Myangerhas



reducedmetotearsasIwalkoutofthelodge.

“Buhlewait!”IhearZane’svoicescreaming

behindme.

“What’sgoingon?thestaffsaidtheysawyou

stormingoutoftherestaurantcrying.where’s

Thandi?”hefinallycatchesuponme,hestands

infrontofme,eyeswanderingaroundmyteary

eyes.

“Zane,I’m callingoffthewedding.”Isay,unable

toholdbackthetears.

“Buhle,nobaby.Tellmewhat’swrongandI’llfix

it.youcantdothistous.”hesays,begging.

“Youcan’tfixitZane,whowerewefooling,

thinkingyourmotherwillbeokaywiththis

union.Shehatesmeandwilldoanythingtoget

ridofme,it’sbeyondyourpower.Thandimade

itcleartomethatthingswillneverchangeandI

justhavetoacceptthem astheyare.”Isay

“ItoldyouI’dprotectyoufrom her,shewon’tdo



anything.I’llmakesureofit.”heassuresme.

“IjustwanttogohomeZane,pleasemove.”I

say,walkingpasthim.

“Soyou’regoingtogiveupjustlikethat,after

everythingwe’vebeenthrough.Iloveyou

BuhlebethuandIwanttospendtherestofmy

lifewithyouandmychild.Iwantyouandifit

meansneglectingmyfamilywho’sagainstus

thenthat’swhatI’lldo.”He’sshouting,closeto

tearsasIwalkawayfrom him.peoplewalking

onthestreetstoptolookatus.

“YouknowhowIfeelaboutthat,Iknowhowit

istogrowupwithoutafamily.Can’tyousee

thatwe’reforcingthingshereZane?It’snot

goingtowork.”Isay,tearsracingdownmy

cheeks.

“Youaremyfamilynow,youarewhatIwant

Buhle.thesepeoplecankeeptheirthrone,I

don’twantitifIcan’thaveyou.”Hesays,



pointingatthecrowdthathasgatheredaround

us.

“Let’sallgoinside”Thandiappearsfrom no

where

“NoThandi,IwantthesepeopletoknowthatI

willnotbeKingofamaHlubiifcan’thaveBuhle

asmyQueen.Idon’tcareaboutthethroneand

whatmyfamilythinks,especiallymymother.”

Hesaysandthecrowdmumblesindisbelief.

“Okay,you’refrustratedIunderstand,let’sfinish

thisinsideplease.”ThandisaysandI’m just

standing,crying.IwalkclosertoThandiand

Zanefollowsbehindus.

Wemakeourwaytotheoffice,Zaneisstill

fuming.

“Iknowbothofyouareupsetbutyoucathang

yourpersonalbusinessforthewholevillageto

see.”Thandisays.

“Zaneistheonewhostartedyellingoutof



control”Isay

“You’recallingofftheweddingBuhle,whatdid

youwantmetodo,laughanddonothingwhile

watchingtheloveofmylifegiveuponus.”he

says,stillshouting.

“You’recallingoffthewedding?Buhle,youcan’t

dothat.workthingsout,please.”Thandisays,

walkingclosertome.

“HowThandi,i’m scared.thiswholethingsis

scaryformeandIdon’tknowifIwanttogo

throughwithit.IloveZanewithallmyheart

but…”

“I’m hereforyouBuhle,alwayshaveandalways

willbe.Iwillneverletanyonehurtyouandmy

child.Howmanytimesdoyouwantmetosay

that,IloveyouandIdon’tseemyselfsurviving

withoutyou.Pleasedon’tdothistous.”Hesays,

kneelinginfrontofme,holdingbothofmy

hands.



“ShehatesmeZane,shewantsmedead.Who

knowswhatelseshe’lldotogetridofme.I’m

scaredZane.”Isay,lookingdownonhim,he

standsandoureyesmeet.

“Iknow,Iam toobutwhatscaresmemoreis

notlivingtherestofmylifewithyou.Idon’t

evenwanttoimaginewhatthatwouldbe.”He

saysrubbinghishandsonmyshoulders

“I’m goingtoneedyoutospeedupthebuilding

ofourhome,Idon’twanttolivewiththat

womanlongenoughforhertodosomething

horribletous.Idon’twantyoutohaveto

choosebetweenmeandyourfamily.”Isay,

wipingoffmytears

“Letmeleaveyoutwo”Thandisays

“No,wait.I’m sorryaboutearlier,Ioverreacted.I

didn’tmeantoyellatyou,I’m reallysorry.

You’vebenothingbutkindtomeandvery

acceptingofme.IwanttosayI’m verygrateful



forthat.”Isayandshesmiles

“I’m sorryifIsaidanythingupsetting.Itwasn’t

myintention.Iwillalwaysbeonyourside,Iam

thatshouldertocryon.Nowplease,talkthis

out.”shesaysandwalksoutoftheoffice.

“I’llgetthecontractorstostartimmediately

aftertheyfinishatthegallery.ImeantwhatI

saidBuhle,Iwilldoeverythinginmetomake

surethatyouandthischildaresafe.Ipromise

youbaby.”Hesays,lookingintomyeyesashe

plantsthispromiseinmyheart.

“IloveyouZane,Ireallywantthistowork

beyondmyfear.”Isayandhepullsmeintohis

arms

“Iwantittoworktoo,justknowthatIwill

alwayshaveyourback.”hesays,huggingme

tight.

“I’m sorryforsayingtheweddingisoff.Iwas

upsetandscared.”Isay



“Youscaredmethere”hesays,lookingatme

withasmile.“Youlookedsoserious,Iwas

convincedI’llneverseethesewatermelons.”He

sayscuppingmybreasts

“Isthatallyouthinkabout?”Iask,

“OfcauseIdidn’twanttoloseyouandyour

intelligence,yourcreativityandbeautybutdon’t

getmewrong,thesearetodiefor.”hesays,

kissingonmycleavagewhilerubbingmybutt.

“Don’tstartsomethingyoucan’tfinishnow.”I

warnhim

“HaveIevernotfinishedanythingIstarted?”he

says,walkingtothedoor,helocksitandwalks

backtomewithanaughtysmileonhisface.I

knowthatlook,hehassomedirtythingsonhis

mind.Ifeelmystomachsendtheexcitement

downinbetweenmylegsandcreatesawarm

moistfeelingashekissesme.slowlypullingup

mydress,hespreadsmylegsashetucks



himselfinbetweenmythighsandIfeelhis

erectiondevelopslowly.Hekeepspausingin

betweenkissesandlookingatme,smilingand

continues.

“Iloveyousomuch”hesaysrepeatedlyashe

plantskissesdownmyneck,whisperinginmy

eareverychancehegetsandhisaction

continuetoprovethis.mybodyreceivesthe

pleasuresofhisloveashelaysmedesk,

showingmehislove,naked,heatedontopof

meandwhispering‘Iloveyou’ashe

passionatelygrindsmeontothewood.Ifeelit,

fillingmeupinsideallthewaytomyheart,his

lovehasmescreaminghisnameasIclenchmy

nailsonhisback.

IlovethismanandIwanttospendtherestof

mylifewithhim,notevenhisownmothercan

getbetweenus.ifitcomestoit,Iwillmakeit

knownthatZaneismineandnoonesshould

everdarecomebetweenusortheywillseea



sidetomeIburiedyearsago.

……………………………………………..
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It’sthenightbeforeweleaveforSinazo’s

wedding.MydressisdoneandZane’ssuitis

almostdone.Zazihasbeencomplainingtome

aboutZanewhokeepschangingthedesignin

everyfitting.Hesayshedoesn’tlikethefit,

apparentlyit’stootightforhim.Thenhe

complainedaboutthecolor,hesayshe’saman

andisnotcomfortableinpink.Thesuitisgrey

andhassmallpinkpinstripesoverit.that’sthe

pinkhe’scomplainingabout.From adistance,



youseeagreysuit,onlywhenyou’reafewfeet

awaywillyouseethestripes.You’dthink

becausehewenttoamodernboardingschool,

he’dletgoofthese“mendon’twearpink”

stereotypes.Ugh.

Everythingontheworksideofthingsisinorder.

ThegalleryisdoneandI’veorderedallthe

furniture,itwillarriveonthefollowingTuesday.

I’m veryexcitedaboutmovinginmynewwork

space.MymindisateaseandI’m readyto

enjoythisweddingandthistimeawaywithmy

man.

Honestlyweneedthebreak,alothashappened

insuchashortspaceoftimeandallIwantis

sometimealoneinaforeignplacewherelove

iscelebrated.We’lldrive2hourstoanearby

citywherewe’lltakeaflighttotheCape.

Everythingisreadyandpacked.I’m ready

MakhuluandIhavebeenseatedonthelounge

andshe’sbeengrillingmeaboutMam’Gloria.



Myfathertoldthem aboutherandaboutthe

wedding.Everyoneispleasedaboutthenews,

thatmyfatherhasfinallymovedon.

“Ilikethatshe’saChristian,IsawSidwell

prayingforthefirsttimeever.”Makhulusays.

Shelovesherfaithandeveryonewholivesbyit.

Mam’Gloriaistheperfectdaughterin-law

accordingtoMakhulu.

“WewenttoherchurchonChristmas,shereally

isaniceperson.Soisherdaughter.”Isay.

“SheraisedKatlegointoawise,faithfulwoman

ofGod,somethingthat’sraretofindinthe

youththesedays.

“Yeahwell,someofushaveflaws.”Isay.

Shedoesn’tlikemyresponse.Herfaceis

seriousandislookingatmeoverherglasses,

likealibrarian.

“ForrealthoughMakhulu,wecan’tallbethe



perfectdaughter,itdoesn’tmeanwedon’ttry,

sometimeswe’rejudgedbeforeweeventry,so

wejustdon’tbother”Isay.

Sheremovesherglasses

“Buhle,youcannotliveforpeople,theywill

alwayshaveanopinion,whetheryou’redoing

somethingornot.Dowhatyouwant,howyou

wantandalwaystakeuptheresponsibility.

You’redoingfinemychild.”Shesays,witha

smileofpride.

Imovetowardsherandhugher,tight.Ineeded

that.

I’m constantlydoubtingmydecisionsandhow

mylifehasturnedout.I’m happyhere,withmy

familyandtheoneI’m buildingwithmysoul

mateandthat’sallthatshouldmatter.

…………………………………………….

Ihaven’tspokenorseenSinazoandThabiso

sinceumgidi,I’veignoredtheircallsforweeks



afterthat.ZaneandThabisohavebeenin

contact,theyspeakalmosteveryday.Tonight

willbethefirsttimeI’m seeingthem afterthat

day.We’reallhavingdinneratthemainhouse

oftheestate,withalltheirfriendsandfamily.

ZaneandIarrivedduringtheday,Iwassotired,

Isleptthemomentwecheckedinandmyhead

hitthepillow.Igotasmallglimpseofthevenue,

onlythesidewe’restayingat,it’sabigestate,

must’vebeenexpensivetorentoutthisplace

fortheentireweekend.Theplaceissurrounded

bylargegreenmountains,thegrapesplantation

isontheotherside,wesawitwhenwedrovein.

thereareFrenchinspiredcottagesscattered

aroundthemainhouse.

It’sbeautiful,theairisthickandwarm.Thesun

setsoverthemountainsasweprepareforour

dinnerdate.GoodthingIwentshoppingwhilein

Edernville.IknowIhavegainedalittlebitof

weight,okay,maybealotbutthisdresswillfit,



ithasto.Mycleavageissquashedandmybutt

andhipsarehuggedtightlybythisfloralbelow

thekneelengthdress.Lookingatmyselfinthe

fullviewmirrorisdiscouraging,Ican’tbelieve

I’vegainedsomuchwithoutnoticing.

IseeZanewalkoutofthebathroom,struggling

withhistie,he’seyesandmouthopenwidethe

momentheseesme.

Am Ireallythatfat,reallynow.

“Don’tlookatmelikethat,Ialreadyfeellikea

pig”Isayashewalksclosertome,hiseyesare

stillfixedonme.

“Youlookbeautifulmylove,breathtakingly

beautiful.Perfect”hesays,huggingmefrom

behind,kissingmyneck.

“You’llruinmymake-upbaby,plus,we’re

alreadylatefordinner”Isaypullingawayfrom

hisirresistiblekisses.

Hepullsmecloseragain



“Wecouldalwaysskipdinnerandmeetthem at

theirweddinginthemorning”hecan’tbe

seriousaboutthis.

Andthere’snowaythat’shappening.Imagine

beinginvitedtoaweddingandpeoplepaying

foryouraccommodationonlyforyoutolock

yourselfupintheroom forsex.Nothappening.

Temptingbutnothappening.

“Noways,we’regoingtodinner,andwe’re

goingnow.”Isayfixinghistie,hekeepskissing

myfacewhileI’m busywithit.

Hecan’tbeseriousforaminute,he’salways

foolingaround.

“Done,let’sgo.”Isay,puttingonmyJimmy

Choostrapheels.

Heopenshisarm outformetoholdontohim

andwemakeourwaydownthebeautiful

landscape.Greensandroses,withdifferent

stonesonthepaving.



Oneofthestafffemaleswalkstowardsus,her

eyesarefixedonZane,she’ssmiling,he’snot

evennoticing,he’sjustwalkinglikenothingis

happening.

Shetrips,almostfallsasshewalkscloser.

PraisetheLord!

Shecanclearlyseehe’swithsomeone.

“Uhm,excuseme,canyoutakeapictureofme

andmyfiancéplease”Isayhandinghermy

phone,shelooksannoyed.

IpullZanecloserandwebothsmileforthe

picture.

Ireachoutforakissandhekissesmeback,

flashingmyringtoherdirection.Shemust

know.

“Thankyou,havealovelynight”Isay,pulling

Zaneaswewalktowardsthemainhouse.

Heisclueless,noticednothing.Anyonecanhit



onZaneandhe’dstillnotnotice,he’stoonaïve.

Thinkingpeoplearejustbeinggenerousand

kind.Pshhht!

Everyoneisalreadyseatedandstartersare

beingserved,we’relate.

Thereisn’tthatmanypeople,theydidsaythey

wantclosefriendsandfamilyintheirwedding.

there’sabout20somethingpeoplehere,young

andold.

Alleyesareonusaswewalkinhandinhand.

Sinazogetsupandwalkstowardsuswithher

wideandbeautifulsmile,Thabisoiswalking

behindher.

“Ohmygosh,thankyouforcoming”shehugs

metightly,almostsuffocatingme.

“Wehadtocome,couldn’tmissitforanything”I

say

Shereallyisexcitedtoseeus,soisThabiso.



“GoodeveningBuhle”hesays,huggingmeand

movestogreetZane

“Buhle,I’m sohappythingsworkedout

betweenyoutwo.Theconditionyouwereinthe

lasttimeIsawyouwasscaryandpainfulto

witness”shesaysholdingmyhand.

Shemust’vebeenreallyworriedandevenworse

whenIdidn’ttakehercallsforweeks.

“Iknowright,I’m sorryIdidn’tgetbacktoyou,a

lothashappenedintheshortspaceoftime.I’m

reallyhappywegettogetoutofKhumbafora

while”Isay.

Shesmilesevenwidelyasshelooksonmyleft

hand.

“Congratulations,Thabisotoldmeaboutthe

engagement.Youtwoaremeantforeachother”

shesay,lookingatitclosely.Shelooks

impressed.

“Thankyou,let’sfindourseat”Isay,these



shoesarenotforstanding.

Weallfindourseatanditsclosetotheirwork

friends.

Theyintroduceustothem andtheconversation

flows.

They’reallmediapersonalitiesandjournalists.

Someoftheirfamilymembersarehere,like

cousinsandcloseaunts.Sinazo’sparentsare

stillontheirwayandThabiso’sareherewithus.

There’slaughterandgreatconversationaround

thelongdinnertable.ZaneandIareseatedtwo

chairsawayfrom SinazoandThabiso.Everyone

issharingstoriesaboutthecouple,they’re

funnyandcute.ApparentlyThabisohadto

createafalsestorylineaboutasportstarbeing

ondrugs,justtoworkaroundSinazo.Shefound

outthatit’sallaliethemomentshe

investigated,she’sthatgoodbutshedecidedto

extendthefalsestorylinetoseehowfar



Thabisowouldgowithit.Fastforwardayear

later,whentheywerebothcalledinbytheir

stationmanager,confrontingthem abouttheir

fakenews,theybondedoverdrinkslaterthat

nightandneverlookedback.

Thestoriesarefunnyandmystomachhurts

from laughing.

Themaincourseisservedandthewaiteroffers

mewine,ZanedeclinesbeforeIdo,he’sso

careful.It’snotlikeIwasgoingtodrinkit,I’m

notstupid.

Hetreatsmelikeachildsometimes,it’s

annoying.

Iorderedthetunasteakandveggies.Itsmells

divineandI’m alreadyhalfwaythroughit.

“Soyou’regoingtobeaQueen?Mustbenice”

oneofSinazo’sworkfriendssays,shesmiles

sarcastically.

MymouthisfullandIcan’timmediately



respondbeforechewing.Ihelpmyselfwith

water.

She’sstilllookingatmeforaresponse

“Yes,I’llbemarriedtoaKing,thusmakingme

Queen.”IsaywhenIfinallychewedand

swallowedallmyfood.

Onlyifsheknewtheshortcomingsofmarrying

intotheroyalfamily,especiallywhenthe

motherQueenwantsyoukilled.

“Youseem soyoung,howareyougoingto

handleallthework?Howwillyouhavethem

respectyou”shecontinueswiththequestions.

She’slookingatmelikeI’m astupidlittlegirl

withnovision.

IthoughtIcametocelebrateSinazoand

Thabiso’sunion,notaninterviewsession.

Doalljournalistsdothiswhenhaving

conversationsinsocialplaces,askdeepand



longquestions?

“Iam young,probablytheyoungestQueenin

thehistoryofamaHlubi.I’lltakeitasitcomes

andrespectisearned,ifIrespectthem,theywill

returnit”Isay,shesmilesbutitquicklyfades

away

“Whataboutyourowngoals,surelyyouwanted

alifeofyourown,yourownjob.Doesn’tthat

restrictyoufrom livingyourownlife?Ormaybe

youwantedtomarryrichandchillfortherestof

yourlife”shecontinues.

AtthispointIwanttothrowallthiswateronher.

WhyisshesointerestedinwhatIdoordonot

do.Therearealotofcelebritypersonalities

here,sheshouldbeinterviewingthem.

She’sreachingdeepandI’m annoyed.

Zanenoticesmydiscomfort.

“Nothingwillchange,Iam livingthelifeI’ve

alwayswanted.Idohavemyownjobsono,I’m



notrestrictedandoneofmylongterm goals

willbefulfillednextweek,somylifeisgoals.”I

say,sippingonmywater.

Shelookssurprisedandcuriousatthesame

time.

“Whatgoalisthat,ifyoudon’tmindme

asking?”shesay,leaningforwardfacingmein

theeyes,she’sholdinginalaugh.

Thiswomanbetternotcomeforme,notwith

thesehormones.

Iturnmywholebodytotheleft,wheresheis

seated,tofaceher.IfeelZaneholdmythigh,

tryingtocautionme.

“Ifyouwereagoodjournalistyou’dknow,but

sinceyou’reslackingletmehelpyou.Iam the

co-founderoftheKhumbaKultureFestival,

we’relaunchingitnextweekend.I’m also

openingthefirstgalleryandartinstitutioninthe

village”Isayandshiftbacktomyoriginal



position.

Herfaceishardasarockandhereyesareall

out.ShenodswhenI’m donetalkingand

continueswithhermeal.

Zaneissmilingwithprideandkissesmeonmy

cheek.

“YoureallyaretheQueenofKhumba”he

whispersinmyear.

Ikisshim backandcontinuewithmymeal.

We’vejustfinisheddessertandSinazoand

Thabisobothstandwithchampagneglassesin

theirhands.

Thewaiterwalkstowardsthetable,handing

everyoneaglassofchampagne.

Zanedeclinesbothglassesandrequestsjuice

instead.Hedoesn’tevenwanttotasteit,even

formakingcelebrationtoasts.Thewaiterbrings

ourjuiceandIcanseeSinazogivingmeaweird



look.SheknowsIlovemyliquor.

“CanIhaveyourattentionplease.Thankyou.”

Shesaysandtheroom issuddenlysilent.

We’realllookingatthem.

“Ijustwanttothankallofyouguysforcoming

throughtobewithusasweenterinthisnew

journey.ZaneandBuhlewhocomealltheway

from Khumba,thankyouguys.Myparentsare

stillontheirway,myfather’ssicknessdoesn’t

maketravellingeasyforhim.Mysister,thank

yousomuchforenduringmybridezillaattitude,

you’rethebestmaidofhonoreverandallmy

friendsandcolleagues,Thankyou.Okay,your

turnbaby,beforeIcry”shesays,sippingonher

champagne,fightingbacktears.

Thabisoclearshisthroatandtakesasiponhis

glass.

“Youforgotthepeoplethatgavebirthtoyour

futurehubby”hesaysandthere’slaughter.



“ThankyoutomyparentswholovedSinazoand

acceptedherforwhosheis.SometimesIget

jealousbyhowmuchlovetheyshowher,I’m

theirson,nother.”hesays,jokinglyandweall

laugh.

Minequicklyfadesawayandasuddensadness

andenvyovershadowsme.Iwishthiswerethe

caseformeaswell.Tobewellreceivedbymy

husband’sparentsandlovedthewaysheis.

Theyalllookhappyandcomfortablearound

eachother.it’sbeautifultowatch.

IfeelZane’shandaroundmyshoulder,hepulls

meclosertohim andkissesthesideofmy

head.Ithinkhenoticedmyfoulmood.

“Thingswillbegoodforusmylove,Ipromise”

hewhispersinmyear.

Ireallywishitwasassimpleandeasyashe’s

sayingit.Iknowhe’stryingtomakemefeel

betterandwantsmetofocusonbeingpositive



forthesakeofmyhealthandthisbabybut

honestly,Zane’sparentsacceptingmewillbe

thetoughestthingever.

“Everybodyliftupyourglassesandlet’sall

toasttolove,happinessandinfinitysex”

Thabisosays,shoutingwithhisglassontheair.

We’realllaughingandclickingourglasses.

Ladyjournalisthasbeenuncomfortablewith

menexttohersinceourconversation.

Weallshout“CHEERS”

Themusicplaysloudlyinthebackgroundand

everyonestartsdancing,Ithinkthealcoholis

motivatingthem.Onlyafewofusareleftonthe

table,theolderpeoplehaveleft.Itreallyislate

andZanelookslikehe’senjoyinghistime

talkingtohisfriends,Idon’twanttorushhim.

I’m seatedonthetablewatchingpeopledance

andgetdrunk.It’sahilariousscenetowatch.

Ikeepscrollingthroughmyphoneand



eventuallyfeelmyeyesslowlyclose.I’m really

sleepy.MaybeIshouldnapforasecondjustto

reducethesleepiness.

Andjustlikethat,I’m out.

……………………………………………..
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Ifeelacoolbreezeofaircomingthroughfrom

somewhere,Iopenmyeyesandlookaround.

Wheream I?Where’sZane?

Iliftmyheadandrubmyeyestoclearmyvision.

I’m inthecottageandIcanseeZanestanding

onthepatiolookingatthemountainswhileon



hisphone.

HowdidIgethere,andhowdidIsleepright

throughthenight.AllIrememberwasgoing

throughmyphonethenitwasdark.Ireachout

formyphonetocheckthetime,it’safter

6:00am.

Zanewalksbackinsidewearingnothingbuthis

pyjamabottoms.He’sshirtlessandyummy.

“Ozahypnotizedyouallnightlong,leavingme

lonelyfortherestofthenight.”hesaysashe

laysnexttome.

“Idon’tremembermuch,allIrememberwas

beingonmyphone,nextthingIfellasleep,

thinkingI’dnapforawhile,whileyouenjoyed

younight.”Isay.

he’sfaceisseriousandconcerned.

“Soyoudecidednottocallmeandtellmeyou

wereexhaustedandneededtosleep?”hesays,

lookingannoyed.



Ugh.

“Youwerehavingfunbaby,didn’twanttoruinit

foryou”Isay.

“Ifyouwanttorestyoushouldtellme,nofunis

worthmybabyandmywife'slife.Katsaidyou

shouldrest.Youpassedoutonthechairwith

youheadrestedonplates.Ihadtocarryyouall

thewaytotheroom,getyououtofyourdress

andtuckyouin.”hesays,stillserious

IwanttorollmyeyesbutIstopmyself,he’s

seriousandthatcouldoffendhim.Ididn’teven

noticeI’m wearinghispyjamatop.Hemust’ve

struggledey.I’m notthefeatherweightshemet

threemonthsago.

“Iwillbaby.”Isaywithasmile.Heseemsat

easeandrelaxednow.

“Iorderedbreakfastforustohavehere.”he

says.

He’ssuchathoughtfulman,I’m aluckygirl.



Inodandrolloverwhileheheadsforthe

shower.Hedropshispajamapantsonthefloor.

He’steasingmeandI’m fallingforit.

“Ithinkyou’regoingtoneedhelpreachingyour

back.”Isaywalkingtowardshim.

Hepullstheoversizedpyjamashirtovermy

headandcarriesmetotheshower.

………………………………………..

Thematrimonialservicevenueisbeautiful,the

mountainslookingdownatitwiththebeautiful

liliessurroundingit.Thereareswansand

flamingosaround,it’sfancy.Theywentallout.

Thesunisoutandthebandisplayingjazz

musicfrom thefarleft.Guestsareseatingand

settlingdown.

ZaneandIwalkhandinhand,makingourway

toourseat.

Mydressflowsperfectlywiththewind,good



thingIchosealongone.Zazididawonderful

job.Zanelookslikehebelongsonthecoverof

businessman's’magazine.Heseems

uncomfortablewiththestareswe’vebeen

getting,hekeepslookingdowneverytime

peoplelookatuswithsmiles.Welookgood.

“Walkslowly,Louboutinsarenotforwalkingon

grass”Isay,holdingontightertohisarm.

“Thesepeoplearegivingusweirdstares,let’s

quicklyfindourseat”hesayswithanirritable

face.

Ihopehenowunderstandshowuncomfortable

IgetwhenwewalktogetherinKhumbaand

peoplegiveusweirdandlongstares.

Wefindourseatandthemusicgetslouder.And

thecrowdsettles.

Twoyounggirlswalkdowntheislescattering

flowersonthepalepinkcarpet.They’redressed

infairydresses,evenwearingthewings.They



looksocute.

Ismilewidelylookingatthem astheypassus.

“Theylooksocute”Isaytohim,he’slookingat

melikeI’m anidiotrightnow.

Henodsandcontinueswithherdrink.

Thabisoandtwoofhisbrotherswalkin.Heis

wearingawhiteblazerwithblackcollarandhis

brotherswearingallblacksuiteswithwhitebow

-ties.Theylookhandsome.

ZanehugsThabisoastheywalkpassus.Their

brotherlybondisbeautifultowitness.

Awhilelatertwoladies,Sinazo’ssisterwho

lookslikeher,evensmileslikeherandherbest

friend.They’rebothwearingblacklacedresses.

They’rebeautifulandelegant.

“Blackisworninweddingnow?Thingshave

changed”Zanesaysthemomenthesawthem.

I’m yettounderstandsomeofhislogicand



waysofthinkingwhenitcomestocertain

things.ClearlyKhumbahasinfluencedhim.

“You’reluckythey’renotnudistsandhavinga

nudewedding”Ireplyandhegivesmea

strangelookbutalsodisgusted.

“Nude?Likenaked?How?”hesays.Iwantto

laughathisfacialexpression.

“Peoplewhoenjoywalkingaroundwithno

clothesandchoosetowearnothingandinvite

theirgueststoalsowearnothingontheir

weddingday”Isayandhe’simmediately

disgusted.

“That’sstupidanddisgusting.Icouldneverbe

friendswithsuchcrazypeople”hesays.

I’m laughingreallyhardathisreaction.Hecould

throwupjustbythethoughtofbeinginaroom

fullofnakedpeople.

Theweddingsongplaysandwe’reallordered

tostand.Thebrideisherewithherfatherbyher



side.

She’scoveredbyalongdazzledveil.Herdress

isofftheshoulderwithlonglacesleeves.It’sa

ballgownwithablackbeltandstuddedwith

smalldiamondsaroundit.Hermakeupis

simpleyetelegant,shelooksbeautifulandher

smilelightsup.

She’salmostintearsasshemakesherway

downtheislewithherfather.Helooksolder

andtired,shedidsayhewasn’twell.

Thissobeautifultowatch,Ican’thelpbutcry

andholdZane’shand.I’m emotionalandtears

arejustrollingdownmycheeks.Shelooks

beautifulandthismomentisprecious.

Thabisoissmilingastheywalkclosertothem,

huggingSinazo’sdadandwalkingwithherto

thealter.

Thepastoropenswithaprayerandletsthem

continuewiththeirvows.



Thabisotakesadeepbreathandspeaks.

“SinazoJanuary,whenIfirstlaidmyeyeson

you,myheartstoppedforamomentandI

thoughttomyself’isshereal?”yoursmile

capturedmefirstthenyourlaugh.Ifollowed

youaroundanddidwhateverittooktobe

aroundyou,Iwasobsessed.Igottoknowyou

andrealizedyourbeautywasjustthecherryon

top.Youareanamazingpersoninside,your

passionateloveandrespectforyourselfand

othersluredmein,Ifoundmyselffallingdeeper

inlovewithyou.Iloveyouandwillcontinue

lovingyou‘tillmyheartstops,permanently.”He

says,holdingbacktears.

Sinazoiscrying,tearsrollinguncontrollably.

I’m amess,mytearsareblackfrom my

mascaraandZaneistryinghisbesttokeepmy

facecleanbywipingmytears.Weddingsare

beautifulandveryemotional.



“Ohhmylove,myhappiness,myanchor,my

leader,amanofresilienceandintegrity.You

haveopenedmyhearttoloveinwaysInever

knewwerepossible.You’vereachedthe

deepestpartsofmyheartandIwillforeverbe

gratefulforthat.Iwillbuildourhome,makeit

warm andfillitwithlove.IloveyouThabisoand

Icannotwaittospendtherestofmylifewith

you,laughingwithyou,singinganddancingwith

you.Ipromisetocareforyou,Ipromisetowait

onyoutocatchupsowecouldbothwatch

Greys’Anatomy,togetherandIpromisetogo

whereveryourlovetakesme”shesaysandthe

crowdisfullof‘awwwws’.

Wealllaughedwhenshepromisedtowaiton

him tocatchuponGreys’Anatomy.They’re

suchafuncouple,theirloveiseffortlessand

funtowatchandtobearound.Theybringout

thebestfrom eachother.

Theysealtheirunionwithakissandeveryone



ischeeringandululating.

Weallmakeourwaytothedrinksandsnacks

areaandeveryoneistakingphotos.

IspotSinazowavingtowardsus,she‘scalling

us,Iwasreallyenjoyingthesefingersnacks.

Wemakeourwaytotheirphotoscene.They’re

standinglikeachoirandwaitingforustojoin

them.

Aswegetcloser,Sinazo’sfatherisgivingmea

verystrangelook,likeheknewmeanddidn’t

expectme,it’sweird.

Wejointhem andtakethepictures,he’sstill

lookingatme,he’smakingmeuncomfortable.

“What’swrongbaby?”Zanenoticesmymood

“Nothing,Ineedtositdown,theseshoesare

killingme”Isay,lyingbecausethere’snowayI

canexplainwhatishappening,Idon’tknow

either.



Heexcusesusandwewalktowardsthe

receptionvenueandfindaseatoutside.

IcannotshaketheweirdstaresSinazo’sfather

wasgivingme,itwasuncomfortable.Doeshe

knowme?Evenifhedoes,whydidhenotgreet

me?Helookedshockedtoseeme,it’sscary.

“Areyousureyou’reokayBuhle”Zanesnaps

meoutofmythoughts.

Didn’tevennoticeI’vebeenstaringintospace.

“Yeahmylove,myfeethurtfrom allthat

standing”Isay,heliftsthem andplacesthem on

hislap,rubbingonmyankles.

Aaaah,thisfeelsnice.He’sreallygoodatthis.

Thecrowdmakesitswaytowardsus,singing

andcheering.Ithinkitstimetogetintothe

receptionvenue.

“Comelet’sgetin,youcanwalkbarefoot”he

suggests.



HereallythinksI’m ruiningthislookbywalking

barefoot.Icanwalkonheelstillmyfeetbleed,

aslongasIlookgoodonthem,Idon’tcare.

“Noways”Isayputtingonmyshoes.

He’sshakinghisheadasweenterthebeautiful

receptionhall.It’smostlyblackandwhitewith

silverandalotofmirrors.It’sclassy,justlike

thebride.

Wefindourseat,closetotheirfriendsandthe

intrusivejournalistisseatedinthesametable

asus,again.Shebetterkeeptoherselftoday,

I’m notinthemood.

Sinazo’sparentsandherfamilyisseatedonthe

tablenexttoours,I’m tryingsohardtoavoid

eyecontactwithhercreepyfather.

“Areyousureyoudon’twantawhitewedding?”

That’sabitrandom,especiallycomingfrom

him.



“IneverthoughtI’devergetmarriedsoInever

thoughtofaweddingandhowitshouldbe,

don’tworryaboutit.Wecouldgetmarriedat

thecourtandI’dstillbepleased,aslongasIget

tobeyourwife”Isay,hesmilesandkissesmy

cheek.

Theannoyinglynosyjournalistisgivingus

weirdstares,thisladyneedstomindherown

businessandletuslive.

Thespeechesarelong,especiallyfrom theold

folks.Theirfriendskeepitshortandfunny,it’s

refreshing.

Themusicisloudandeveryoneisdancing.

“OoohIwantyoutomeetmyparents”Sinazo

appearsfrom nowherewithThabisoonherside.

theylooktipsy,withwidesmilesandGarfield

eyes.

I’m nervousaboutthisbutshe’snottakingno

forananswer.Weallwalktotheirtable.



Hisfatherseyesarewideopenandhelooks

likehissoulisleavinghisbody.Likehe’sseeing

aghostorsomething.

“Mom,dad,thisisBuhleandZanofrom

Khumba,theonesI’vebeentellingyouabout”

shesays.

Hermom hasthesamewidesmileasher

daughter.

“Nicetofinallymeetyou,Sinazohasbeen

talkingaboutyounon-stop.”shesays.

Iwonderwhatshetoldthem

“Nicetomeetyoutoomama,hopeshetoldyou

nicethingsaboutus”Isay,shegiggles

“Shetoldmeabouttheworkyou’redoingto

developKhumba”shesays

Hopeshedidn’ttellthem aboutmyin-laws

dilemma,Idon’tlikepeopleknowingmy

business.



Herfatherstilllookspainedtoseeme.Ishift

myeyesbacktoSinazo’smother.

“She’sagreatassetinKhumba,we’rethankful

sheleftEdernvilleforus”Zanesays,breaking

theawkwardsilence.

“Ohyou’refrom Edernville,soarewe.Where

there?”shesayswithenthusiasm

“LimeridgeEstate,nexttoEdernvilleGame

Reserve”Isay,shesmilesevenwidely.

“Mmmmhthat’stherichestneighborhoodin

Edernville.Myhusbandworkedinthatarea

yearsback.”Shesays,herhusbandisnow

shakingandlookingaround.

“Areyouokaydad?”Sinazonoticeshis

trembling.

Heisscaringmeaswell.Iwanttoleave,I’m not

comfortablehere.

“Gethim somewater”Sinazo’smotherinstructs.



HiseyesarestillgluedtomeandZanepullsme

backtoourtable.Thatwasthescariestthing

ever.

“Whywashelookingatyoulikethat?”heasks,

helooksterrifiedaswell.

“Idon’tknow,that’showhe’sbeenlookingat

methemomenthesawmeitgotworsewhen

wespokeaboutEdernville”Isay,lookingback

totheirtable,they’restabilizinghim.

Sinazolooksworriedandconfused.Alotof

peoplearestandingclosetothattable,thisisa

dramaticscene.

“OhsowhenIaskedyouearlieryouliedand

toldmeyou’refine”he’sannoyed.

Ireallydon’twanttoarguewithhim andhealso

needstostoptreatingmelikeababy.

“Ididn’tknowhowtoexplainitZane”Isay.He’s

evenmorepissed.



“Soyoulietome?Howam Igoingtoprotect

youifyoukeeplyingtome”hesays.

Isheseriouslydoingthisrightnow?

“Itwasaonceoffthinggeez”Isay,annoyed.

“Noit’snot,youalwayshidethingsfrom me,

youdon’ttellmehowyoufeelmostofthetime,

Idon’tlikethat,ifwe’regoingtodothis

marriagething,youneedtotalktome,tellme

everything”he’sfaceisseriousandcold.

Ican’tbelievewe’rehavingthisconversation

here,atawedding.Ialsodon’tfinditimportant

toshareeverysingledetailofmylifewithhim,

he’soverreacting.

“Youalsoneedtostoptreatingmelikeababy,

likeIcan’ttakecareofmyself,likeIwillbreak

themomentIhitsomething.I’m notachild.”I

say,

“Icareforyou,can’tyouseethat.Iworryover

you.Andnowyou’recarryingmychild,Ihaveto



worry,Iam yourhusbandandthefatherofyour

baby,ifIdon’t,whowill?”hesayswithastraight

face.

Wehaveattractedstaresinourtablewithour

facialexpressions,everyoneisquietasthey

observeourquarrel.

I’m annoyedanddonotwanttofurtherthis

argument,Iturntotheotherside,myback

facingathim andsippingonmywater.

Doesheexpectmetoshareeverythingthat

happens.That’sinvasiveandnowthatI’m

tellinghim tostoptreatingmelikeachildhe

usesthisbabyasanexcuse,it’sannoying.

Ican’tevengototownbymyself,Ican’ttake

walksandenjoysometimealone,Ineedsome

timealonetoo.

Wehavetoironoutthisinvasiveandcontrolling

naturebeforewesay‘Ido’.

“Ineedsomeair”Isayandmakemywaytothe



door.

Theroom isbecomingmorecrowded,people

areshouting,Sinazo’sdadhealthscareisalso

givingmeaheadache.Ineedtobreathand

clearmyhead.It’stoomuch.

ThemomentIbreathefreshair,Ithrowup.My

headfeelsheavyandmykneesareshaking.

Notthisagain.

Iwanttocryoutloudandscream butmy

breathingismakingithard.Ikneelonthegrass

tryingtocatchmybreath.

Itrytopracticewhatmytherapisttaughtme,

it’shard.IkeepthrowingupandIcan’tstopmy

emotions.Itrytolookaround,noone’soutside

andIleftmyphoneonthetable.

IneedtogetupandfindZane.Itrytostandbut

I’m notstrongenough,thiscan’tbehappening

here,rightnow,wherenooneseesme.

ThemoreIthinkaboutit,themoreworriedIget



andtheanxietytakesover.

Ifeelweakanddefeated.

Thisisnotgood.
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I’m tryingtotakedeepbreathes,inandout,it’s

working.Icontinuelikethisforafewmore

minutes.Icanfeelmybodytakingcontrol

again,mybreathingisnormalagain.

“Buhle!“Ihearhim shoutingfrom behindme

Heholdsmeclosertohim.helooksworried



“Baby,breathe.Someonegetuswater”he’s

shoutingandoneoftheestatestaffbringsitto

him.

There’sasmallcrowdstandingaroundus,

includingmissnoseyjournalist.

“Canwehavesomespaceplease”Zane

instructsthem andtheymovebackinside.

He’srubbingmyfaceasIlayitonhisarms.

“I’m sorrymylove,Ididn’tmeantopushyou

thisfar.”Hesayswithsadnessonhisface.

“Nobaby,it’snotyourfault.Iwasjust

overwhelmedwitheverythingandIthinkOzayo

doesn’tlikecrowdedplaces”Isayhehugsme

tighter.

Nowwe’rebothseatedonthegrass,he’s

convincingmetogorestbutIcan’tjustleave

Sinazo’sweddingcelebration,besides,I’m fine

now.



We’refine.Wegetupandwalkbackinside.

Everyoneisstilldancinganddrinking,it’sareal

partynow.

Thabisowalkstowardsus,helooksworried.

“Areyouokay?Mycolleaguetellsmeyou’re

sick”hesayswalkingcloser

Newstravelfast.

“Yes,itwasjustabitcrowdedforasecondand

thelittleoneheredoesn’tlikethat”Isayrubbing

onmystomach.

Helooksshocked.Hismouthwideopen,

lookingatZane,who’ssmiling.

“Areyouserious?You’repregnant?”hesays

withhiseyeswideopen.

Iwasplanningontellingthem atourwedding.

“Yes,I’m goingtobeafather”Zaneresponds

andtheyhug.



Hemovesandhugsmeaswell.Helooksvery

happy

“Yousneakybugger,youovertookme”hesays

toZaneandtheybothlaugh

“You’retooslow,Ihadtomarkmyspotbefore

someoneelse”heresponds.

“I’m farfrom havingthem though,leadtheway”

hesays,andwealllaugh.

Sinazowalkstowardsus,shealsolooks

worriedlikeThabisowasafewminutesago.

“Someonesaidyouweren’twell”shesays,

confusedbythesmilesonourfaces.

“She’spregnant”Thabisosays.

HerreactionisexactlylikeThabiso’s.Her’sis

addedwithafewtears.

“OhBuhle,you’regoingtobeanamazing

mother”shehugsme.

“Explainswhyyou’vebeensoberthroughout



yourstay,thisestatehasthebestwinesand

youstilldidn’tdrink,Ireallydidn’tseethis

coming.Congratulations”shesaysandhugs

meonemoretime.

“Weshouldcatchuponthem babes”shesays

toThabisowhodownstheglassofchampagne,

avoidingeyecontactwithher.

He’savoidingthistalkandpretendinghe

doesn’thearit.Sinazokeepspressingthrough.

Doesn’thewantchildren?I’m confusedandthis

isbecomingawkwardtowatch.

TheywalkbacktotheirtableandInotice

Sinazo’sfatherhasleft.

Theynightwentonandwealldancedandhada

greattime,theirfriendsdefinitelyknowhowto

bringthepartytolife.Afterthatdramacaused

byherfatherandmyminianxietyepisode,it’s

allforgottenandwe’realldancingthenight

away.



I’veneverhadthismuchfunonthedancefloor,

learningdancemovesandsingingalongtonew

music,itsallnewforme.Zaneseemstoknow

allthesongsandthedancemoves,I’m shocked.

Forasecondtherewhenthemusicslowed

down,weforgotwewereinaroom fullof

people,wedancedsointimatelyandkissedlike

itwasourwedding.Hekeptrubbingonmybutt

andpullingmecloser,justlikeinthefairytale

bedtimestoriesmyfatherreadmeasayoung

girl,magical.

…………………………….

It’spastmidnightandwe’reallseatedonthe

tablehavingthelaughsofourlives.Theolder

peoplehavegonebacktotheircottagesand

onlyusyoungeronesarestillenjoyingthefun.

We’vesomehowseparatedourselvesfrom the

males,we’reallinonetablewhilethey’re

standingbythebar.Sinazo’sfriendsarevery

feistyandnaughty,they’regivinghertipson



howtosatisfyhermaninthebedroom.

“Naz,youcanneverbetired,don’tyoudare.

Alwaysstayreadyandwarm.Menloveawarm

vagina”oneofthem says,she’sbeenthe

biggestadvocateofthissexeducation.

“IthinkI’vebeendoingquitewell.Wealsohave

busyschedules,wecan’tbeallovereachother

allthetime”Sinazosaysinherdefense.

Frienddoesn’tlookpleasedwithSinazo’s

answer

“Howmanytimesdoyouhavesexinoneday?”

sheasks.Andwe’reallwaitingfortheresponse

lookingather.

“Once,sometimesweskipdays,we’rebusy

Lydia,wedon’thavetheenergy.”Shesays.

Lydia,theadvocatelooksmortifiedbythe

responsealmostfallingoffthechair.

Iwanttolaughsobad.



“Youskipdays,Naz,menwakeupwithaboner

everymorning,youcan’tletthatgotowaste,No

myfriend.Ifyou’relazyjustblowhim

goodmorningandgoodnight.”Shesays,sipping

onherchampagneglass.

Sinazo’sfaceisbeyondhilarious,Idon’tthink

shebelieveswhatLydiajustsaid.

Iburstintolaughterandattractattentiononme.

“Andyou,missQueenKhumba,how areyou

planningonkeepingyourbetterhalfsatisfied?”

shesayslookingatme,nowalleyesareonme.

Ididn’tcallforthis,theywerefineeducating

Sinazo.Besides,Zaneandareprettycoveredin

thatdepartment.

“Well,allI’m goingtosayisthatmymannever

goeshungry,he’salwaysfullysatisfied”Isay

withasassysmile.

Theyalllooksurprisedandinterested.



“Idon’tsharemybedroom detailsbut

surpisisngyourmanwithablowonthedrive

from workortown,guaranteesyouthe‘wifeof

theyear’award”Isaytheyallshoutwith

excitement.

EvenLydiathefreakissurprised,Ithoughtshe

knewthesethings.

“That’sdangerousBuhle,I’m notdoingthat”

Sinazosayswithaconcernedface.

“Queenthatisanextremesport,youare

dangerous.IthoughtI’dhearditall.While

driving?”Lydiaisstillshocked.

“Ifyou’rethatscaredforyourlives,doitat

homewithhim standing,withlukewarm water

inyourmouth.Thankmelater”Isay.

Theygivemethesamereactionasbefore.

Thesegirlsareslackinginbed,howcanthey

notknowaboutthesethings.

IheardsomegirlstalkaboutitinUnifewyears



back,ItrieditforthefirsttimewithZane,he

wasuncontrollable.Itriedtoholdhishands

downbuthewantedtobeinsidemeandI

couldn’tstophim.

“I’m definitelytryingthatone,tonight.”Lydia

saysandweallburstintolaughter.

We’remakingsomuchnoisethattheguysare

startingtonotice,they’reinterestedinourtopic

andwecan’thelpbutlaughattheirfacial

expressions.

“I’vealsohearddoingitinwaterisgreat,likein

abathtuborpool”anotherfriendsays.

Lydianodsimmediately.Sheseemsvery

informedaboutthissexthing.

“TryitinaJacuzzisis,youwon’tregretit.”she

says.

I’venevertriedthisbeforemaybeZanecanjoin

meinthebathtubsometime.Itwouldbeniceto

havehim likethat.Ishouldprobablytryitwhen



webathinthemorning,setaromanticmood

andmassagehim beforewetakethebath.

Ican’tgetridofthenaughtysmile.

“Someoneisinthemood”Lydiasaysasshe

spotmesmilingbymyself

She’ssonosey.ItrytohideitbutIcant.

“I’dhavetotryit,I’venever”Isay.

“Well,youcantryittonight,yourKingiscoming

tofetchyou”shesayslookingovermyhead.

IturnaroundandZaneiswalkingtowardsus.

He’sconfusedwiththestaresandI’m

embarrassedforhim.Hekeepslookingdown

onhisfeetashewalkscloser.

“Girlyouchosewell,thatoneisforkeeps

definitely.Andhe’sKing,doesitgetbetterthan

that.ClearlyI’vebeenhangingaroundthewrong

spots”oneoftheladiessayandeveryone

laughs.



NowZaneisreallyawkward,Ican’thelplaugh

aswell.

“Youneedtorest”Zanesayssoftly,whenhe

reachesthetable.Everyoneisquietandserious,

liketheyweren’tfoolingaroundafewseconds

ago.

Idon’targue,Igrabmyshoesandhehandsme

hisjacket,placingitovermyshoulders

“Goodnightladies.Seeyouatbreakfast”Isay

theyallsmileandwave.

“We’llunderstandifyoudon’tmakeit”Lydia

sayswithanaughtysmileandwinks.

Theyalllaughaswemakeourwaytotheexit.

He’sconfusedandshakinghishead.

“You’rehavingagreattime”hesays,holdingme

closertohim.Isensesomeenvyhere.

“Oh,sothat’swhyyoufetchedmetocomerest,

becauseIwashavingtoomuchfun?”Isay.



“It’sjustthatinKhumbayoudon’thavefriends

tohangoutwith,itwasrefreshingtoseeyou

interactwithSinazo’sfriends.”

He’sright,Idon’thavefriends,Ispendmostof

mytimewithhim ormyfamily.I’m usedtoit,

I’veneverhadfriendsbefore.Evenwhenmy

classmateswouldinvitemetofunctions,I

neverwentifitwasn’texhibitionsorpoetry

performances.Ialwayskepttomyself.

“ButIwasalsoenviousaboutthelaughsthey

enjoyedwithyou,Iwantedapieceofittoo”he

saysaswegetclosertoourcottage.

Irollmyeyesbuthecan’tsee,it’stoodark.I

knewitwasmorethanjustwantingmetorest.

Thecloserwegettoourcottage,thelouderthe

conversationbetweentwopeople,amananda

womangets.I’m assumingit’sfrom acouple,

anoldercouple.

“Thatdoesn’tmakesenseMthunzi”thewoman



says.

ZaneispullingmetomovebutIwanttohear.

“It’sher,Isawher.IknowIwasdrunkbutIsaw

her,it’sher”themanreplieswithanger.

Iwonderwhatthey’retalkingabout,maybethe

mancheatedorsomething.Thisisjuicy.

“Thisalcoholhasmadeyoucrazy,thatwoman

died,itwasalloverthenews.”It’sthewoman

again.

ThisisseriousandIcanseeZane’sfacefreeze.

Thissoundsinteresting.Webothstandcloser

andlisten.

“Herfacehauntsmeeverynightforthepastten

years,Iknowitwasher.Sinazoevensaidshe’s

from Edernville,it’sher,she’sthewomanI

droveoverthatnight”hesays.

ThisbetternotbewhatIthinkitis.Ilookat

Zaneandhisfaceiscoldandblank.I’m shaking



andconfused.Itrytomovebutmyentirebody

hasfroze,Ican’tmove.

“She’salmostSinazo’sageMthunzi,stopthis.

You’reimaginingthings.There’snowaythatgirl

looksexactlythesame,tenyearslater.You

almostruinedyourdaughtersweddingwithall

thisfoolishness.Youmustjuststopdrinking

alcohol.Wewouldn’tbeeninthisifitweren’tfor

itinthefirstplace.”Thewomansays.

Mythroatclosesinonme,myheadisfeels

lightandI’m losingmybalance.

IcannotbelievewhatI’vejustheard,Sinazo’s

fatheristhemanthatdroveovermamaandleft

hertodie.Hekilledmymotherandwentonto

livehislifelikenothinghappened.Whenwe

sufferedthepasttenyears,helivedalifewith

hisfamily.Hekilledmymotherandlivedhappily.

Sinazo’smotherknewaboutitallalong.

Nowonderheactedstrangelybefore,hesaw



meandimmediatelysawmama.Thismeanshe

sawherbeforehedroveoff.Hehitherwithhis

car,wenttoseeheranddroveoff.Hekilled

mama.

ZaneholdsmetightinhisarmsasItrytomake

senseofitall.Emotionsarerunningthroughmy

mindandIcan’tcontainthem anymore.

Iletoutaloudscream andfallonmyknees.

Mywholebodyisfilledwithanger.

ThisisthelastthingIexpectedinthiswedding.

Mymindimmediatelygoestothedaydadtold

memamawasgoneandisnevercomingback.

Istandandruntowardsthecottagefrom where

thevoicescamefrom.Iwanttoseehim,Iwant

toseethemanthatkilledmymotherand

movedonlikenothinghappened.Hemust

knowthatIam thedaughterofthatwoman,

thatIsufferedtenyearsofmylife,alone

becauseofhim.



“Buhleno”Zaneiswalkingbehindme.

Ibangonthedoorreallyhard

“Openthedooryoumurderer”I’m screaming

outloudandotherguestshavenowcomeout

oftheircottages.

Sinazo’smotheropensthedoor,shelooks

shocked.Iwalkpastherandheadstraightto

Sinazo’sdad.He’sstandingonthelounge.Irun

fasttowardshim.I’m goingtosquashhim while

hisfamilyiswatching,theywillwitnessthe

deathoftheirfather.

“Youkilledmymotherandyoulefthertodie

likeadog.”I’m screamingandhittinghim with

fists,he’sblockinghisfacewithhisarms.Igrab

awatervaseonthecoffeetableandthrowitat

him,heblocksitwithhishand.

Zanepullsmefrom behind,I’m kickingand

screamingashepullsmeoutside.

“Youaregoingtopay,youfuckingmurderer.”



Thismandoesn’tknowtheamountofangerI

haveinme,thepotentialIhavetohurthim like

hehurtmamaandme.

Igrabaglassfrom thekitchencounterand

throwathim,ithitshisarm ashewasblocking

it.he’sbleedingandthatmakesmehappy.I

wanttomakehim feelthepain.

“LetmegoZanemvula”Istruggletorelease

myselffrom him ashepullsmeawayfrom the

crowdedarea.

SinazoandThabisoappearfrom wherewe’re

headed.They’reconfused.

“What’swithallthenoise?Buhleareyouokay?”

Sinazosay

“GetthisbitchoutofmyfacebeforeIdowhat

herfatherdidtomymother.Getheroutofmy

facenow”I’m screaminguncontrollablyatthem.

Shegetstoliveanormallifewithherfamilyas

awholewhileIlivedalonehalfmylife.



Whatkindofapersonkillssomeoneandmove

onlikenothinghappened.

“We’releavingnow.You’renotspending

anothernighthere”Zanesaysasweenterour

cottage.

Ithrowmyselfonthefloorscreamingand

crying.Idon’tknowwhattodowithmyself.All

theseemotionsareoverwhelming,myheart

painsinawayI’veneverexperiencedbefore.I

canfeelasharppaininmystomachasItryto

controlmybreathing.

Zaneisrunningaroundgatheringourclothes

andbags.Hemakesaquickphonecalland

walkstowardsme.

“Baby,Iknowithurts,thecabwillbehereright

now”heseatsonthefloorholdingmecloseto

hischest.

“Hekilledmama,hekilledherandletherdie.

He’sstillwalkingaroundlivingaftertaking



mama’slife.It’snotfairZane.Hegetstosee

hisdaughterwed”thelumpinmythroatmakes

itdifficultformetospeak.Myfacefeelsheated

andIcan’tstopthetears.

“I’m sorrybaby,I’m reallysorrymylove.We’ll

leavenownow”hekeepssaying,huggingme

tight.HeknowswhereIfeelmostsafeat,his

chestandthat’swherehe’sholdingme.

“Iwanthim dead,IwantrevengeZane.Iwantto

killhim likehedidtomama.Him andhiswife

deserveaplaceinhell”theangerinsidemehas

takenover,Ipullmyselfawayfrom Zane,he

looksscaredmorethanheisworried.

“You’renotdoingthatBuhle,we’releavingand

we’llspeaktothepoliceaboutit.”hesays,his

eyesareredandtired.thisisnotthetimeto

playgoodguy,thosepeopledon’tdeservethat.

“Thepolicewilldonothing,theydidn’teven

investigatewhendadreportedthehitandrun.



Nowtenyearslateryou’retellingmethey’ll

listen”Iwipemyfaceandstandupandwalkto

thebathroom.

Zanestandswithmeandobservesmyevery

move.

“Buhle,don’t.Don’thurtyourselfmylove”he’s

standingatthedoorandbeggingfrom theother

side.

Icanhearhim cryashebegsme.Ijustneedto

reducethisanger,Ineedtoallowmyselfto

explodeorelseI’llhurtsomeone.Ilookinthe

mirrorandmyeyesarefullofsadnessand

anger.Ihitthemirrorwithafist,Icontinueto

punchitagainandagainandagainasIscream

andcrylouder.

“Buhleno.no.stop”Zaneistryingtoopenthe

door.Hekeepsbangingitwithsomething.I

hearhim runningoutsideandrunningbackin

withsomeotherguys.



Myhandisbleedingthemirrorglassesare

scatteredalloverthefloor.I’m barefootand

there’sbloodonthefloor,comingfrom my

hand.

Zaneandtheguysmanagedtoopenthedoor

andhe’scryingandangry.

“StopdoingthisBuhle.Thisneedstostop.”he

walkscloser,liftsmeandcarriesmetothe

bedroom.There’sacrowdofThabiso’sfriends

andbrothersstandingaroundus.Ihatehow

they’relookingatme,liketheypityme.Ihate

pitystares.

“Getout”Iscream andtheyallscatteroutside.

Zaneiscleaningthecutsonmyhandwiththe

firstaidkitandwrappingitcarefullywiththe

bandage.

“You’rehurtmewhenyoudothat,whenyou

intentionallyhurtyourself,itpainsmeBuhle”

he’sstillcrying.



“IsaidIwasgoingtoprotectyou,Ijustrealized

Ican’tprotectyoufrom yourself.I’vetried,it’s

hard”hecontinues.

“Ican’tcontrolmyanger,Ican’t”IwishIcould

makehim understand,Ican’t.EverytimeI’m

angryIwanttoletitoutandIwhenIdothatto

someone,theygetbadlyinjured.

There’sacarhootoutsideandZanegetsup.

“Come,we’releaving”hesays,grabbingour

luggageandweleavethecottage

Icanhearshoutingandpeopletalkingaswe

makeourwaytowardsthecab.

“Buhle,let’stalkaboutthis,please.Don’tleave

now.I’m sosorryforwhatmyfatherhasdone,I

understandyourangerandfrustration.”Sinazo

saysrunningbehindus.

ShesaysshecanunderstandwhatI’m feeling.

Howisthatpossible,whatpartdoesshe

understand?



“Doyouunderstandthetraumaandthemental

sufferingyourfatherputmethrough?Growing

upwithoutamother.Doyouunderstandhow

brokenIam asapersonwhohadtofigure

thingsoutonherown,whileyourmotherwas

hidingthekillerofmymother?Whatpartdoyou

understandSinazo?”

“I’m sorryBuhle,Ididn’tmeantoupsetyou.I’m

asshockedasyouare.Ididn’tknow.Please

let’salltalkaboutit”shesaysbegging.

What’stheretotalkabout.Weheardeverything

weneededtohearfrom him,italladdsupandit

allmakessense.

“Idonottalkwithmurderers,especiallyonethat

isresponsibleformymothersdeath.Sayyour

goodbyes,thismightbethelastnightyou

spendwithhim incivilization”Isayandweget

intothecar.Itdrivesoff.

Nowshewantsmetohaveaconversationwith



akiller,mama’skiller.Shehasthenervetoask

formetotalk.

ThecarexitstheestateandIdon’tevenknow

wherewe’regoing.

“Breathbaby,slowly,inandout”hesays,

holdingme.Hecanfeelmybodytrembling.

Ican’tbelievehowthiswentfrom oneofmy

bestnightstotheworst,howthisdaystarted

sobeautifullyandendedsotragic.

Afterfewminutedrivethecarstopsatahotel,

we’reinsidethecity.Ilookattheclock,it’spast

2am.

“We’llstayherefortherestofthedayuntilwe

figureoutwhatyouwanttodo”hesays.

Whendidheplanallthisandhowdidhegeta

reservationatsuchshortnotice.Icouldaskbut

Ireallydon’thavetheenergytospeak.Myhead

hurtsandIwanttoforgetabouttoday.



Ayoungladymeetsusatthegate,shehelpsus

withtheluggage.Hereyeskeepmeetingmine,

shefeelssorryforme,Icantell.

Myfaceisfullofsadness.

Wecheckinandwalktooursuite.It’sbigand

spacious,likeaproperapartment.Wegetin

andZaneheadsforthebathroom andruns

waterinthebathtub.

Iseatonthebedandstareoutofthewindow,

thesmalllightsofthecitybuildingsandthefull

viewoftheharbor,lightinguptheoceanwithits

shipsandboats.

Mymindrandomlyplaysbacktheconversation

betweenSinazo’sparents.Hisfatherswords

keepringinginmyhead.AllIseeismyfather

kneelingdownwithhisshirtcoveredinblood,

tellingmemamaisgoneandnevercoming

back.

“Baby,let’stakeabathcome”Zanesays,



unzippingmydressandlettingitfallonthe

carpet.

Hetakesoffhissuitandwebothenterthe

bathtub.Thewateriswarm coveredwithfoam.

I’m seatedinfrom ofhim,betweenhislegs.My

backisrestedonhischest.Hekeepsrubbing

wateronmybreastsandarmswithasponge,

he’sgentle.Hehasawayofmakingmefeel

safehere.

“You’regoingtobefine”hesays,softlyinmy

ear.

“IwishIcouldbelieveyou.”Isay.

“Youdon’thavetobelievemerightnow.I

believeinmyselfforthebothofus,youwillbe

fine”hesays,wrappinghisarmsaroundme

from behind.

Healwaysknowswhattosay,he’scalm and

verycertain.WhatwillIeverbewithoutthis

man,howwillIevercopewithouthim.
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Isleptthroughoutthemorning,Zaneletme

sleepuntilnoon.Afterourbathtimehemade

mewarm milkandcinnamontohelpmesleep,

itworked.ForasecondwhenIwokeupI

thoughtwe’reinavacation,forgettinghowwe

gothereandthereasonweendeduphere.Istill

can’tbelievethataftertenyearsI’dstillfeelthe

painIfeltwhenmamadied.ForsomereasonI

thoughtwhoeverkilledmamawould’vegotten

whattheydeservedanddied,IneverthoughtI’d

meethim,attendhisdaughtersweddingand



spendaweekendwithhisfamily.Itstillfeels

likeanightmareIshouldwakeupfrom.

Ihavetocallmyfatherbeforegoingtothe

police,Ihavetotellhim.

“Hlehle,how’stheCape?”he’sinagoodmood.I

don’tthinkIcanhandlethis,myvoiceisshaking.

“It’sgood…uhm,Ineedtotellyousomething”

“What’sgoingon?Areyoufine?Where’s

Zanemvula”histoneimmediatelychanges.

Itakeadeepbreathe

“I’m fine,it’saboutmama”Isayandhe’squiet.I

canstillherehim breath.

“IoverheardSinazo’sparentstalkaboutthat

night”Isay

He’ssilenceisconfusingmebutIcontinue

anyways.

“Hewastherewhenithappened.Sinazo’sdad

isthemanthathitmama”Isay,tearsrolldown



mycheeks.

Iwishhecouldsaysomething.Ishould’ve

askedforMam’GloriaorKatfirst,justto

confirm he’snotalone.

“Whereareyounow?”heasks,inalowand

calm voice.Thisreactionisconfusingme.

“We’reinthecity,Zanebookedushereforthe

day,weleftthem earlyinthemorning.”

He’squietforawhile.ThisisnotthereactionI

expected,he’stoocalm forsomeonewho’sjust

receivednewsaboutthemanthatkilledhiswife

andchild.

“Where’sZanemvula?Youcan’tbealoneata

timelikethis.Ihopeyoudidn’tdosomethingto

yourselforthat….orhurtanyoneelse”hesays.

He’sreallyworriedaboutthatman’slife?Ifit

weren’tforZaneIwould’vehurthim reallybad.I

don’tcarewhatanyonesaysordo,Iwill

revengemyselfformymotherssake.



“Buhle,I’m serious.Don’tdoanythingstupid,

you’llregretlater.You’reamotherandawife

now,worryaboutthat.I’lltakecareofthis.”He

says.

“Hekilledmama,there’snowayhe’sgetting

awaywiththis.Iwon’tlethim”Isay.

Hecansensetheangerinmyvoiceandhangs

upthecall.

Ican’tbelievehe’stakingthismurderessideon

thisandwhydoeshewanttospeaktoZane.

IgetuptofindZane.I’vebeenaloneintheroom

forawhilenow,Ihaven’tseenhim allmorning.I

makemywaytothelivingarea,he’sstanding

onthebalcony,onhisphone.Itlookslikea

seriousphonecall,maybeit’smyfather.

Whataretheytalkingabout.Hehangsthe

phonethemomentIwalkclosertohim.

“Whatdidhesay?”hebettertellmethetruth.



“Heaskedmeaboutwhathappenedatthe

Estate.WehavetoleavetheCape,today.He

saidhe’lltakecareofthecase”hesayswalking

towardsme.

Nowthey’redecidingthingsbehindmyback,

they’remakingdecisionsaboutmylifewithout

myconsent.

“Sinceyoudidn’tdiscussthatwithme,I’m not

leaving.I’m goingtoreportthatmantothe

police”Isay.Wecan’tjustlethim getawaywith

this

“Youcan’treportanaccidentthathappenedin

Edernvilletenyearsago,here.There’snothing

youcandoaboutithere.Iknowyou’reangry

butthere’snothingyoucandoBuhle”hesay.

HehasapointbutI’m notadmittingthat,Istill

hateitwhentheyganguponmeandmake

suchdecionsbehindmyback,liketheydidwith

thelobolanegotiations.



“Iunderstandyou’reupsetbutyouneedtolet

gooftheanger,itwilltearyouapart,andIdon’t

wantthattohappentoyou.Comehere”hesays

openinghisarmsandhugsmetight.

IwishitwasthateasytoletgooftheangerI

haveforthatmanandwhathedidtomy

mother.ForSinazo’smothertocontinuelive

withsuchahugesecret.

“Let’sgoeatlunch,well,breakfastinyourcase”

hesayswithhisgorgeoussmile.

“It’sthatmilkandcinnamon,wheredidyou

learnthat?”I’m reallycurious.

“Thandi,shemakesitforuseverytimewehave

troublesleeping.Itoldyouthatwomantaught

meeverythingIknow”hesaysaswewalkdown

totherestaurant.

It’sabuffetsetuplunchwitheveryfoodone

couldimagine,I’m reallyhungry.Iwalkthrough

thedifferentstationslikeakidinacandy



factory,everythinglooksdeliciousandIwantit

all.

Managingtoendurethejudgementalstares

from people,Iserveupthreedifferentplates.

Onewithfruitsalad,theotherwithburgerand

friesaswellasaplateofdonutsandsmall

cakes.IthinkZaneistryingtomakemefeel

goodhere,healsohasamountainoffoodin

frontofhim.

Hisphonehasbeenvibratingnon-stopandhe’s

ignoringit.Helooksatitandplacesitonthe

tableagain.

“Whoisit?”Iask.

Hiseyeswonderaroundavoidingthequestion.

“Zane?”Isay.

WhyishesuddenlyignoringcallswhenI’m

around

“It’sThabiso,hewantstocomehere.Hewants



tospeaktoyou”hesays.

Whywouldhewanttotalktome.

“Callhim andletmespeaktohim”Isay.

Hedoesn’tliketheideabutdialsanyways.

Itringsonce

“Zane,IneedtospeaktoBuhle”hesayswithout

greeting

“Speak”Isay.

Hesoundsshockedbuthecontinues

“OhBuhle,I’m reallysorryabouthowthings

wentearlierthismorning,wedidn’tknow.

Sinazoisnotdoingwellrightnow,Ihopeyou’re

notblamingher,thiswassupposetobeher

specialweekend,thissecretruinedit.Iknow

you’rehurtandI’m reallysorry……”

He’stalkingtoomuchbutnotmakingsense.

“Gettothepointplease”Isay



IcanseeZanebitinghisteethandlooking

awkward.

“Uhm,he’sturninghimselfin.They’releaving

nowforEdernville.”hesays

Ididn’texpectthis.

“Whatishesaying?”Zaneasks,heseesmy

faceisstunned.

“Okay”Isayanddropthecall.

“WhatBuhle?”Zane

“He’sturninghimselfin,he’sleavingfor

Edernvilletoday.”Isay,Istillcan’tbelieveit

He’sasshockedasIam aboutthesenews.

I’vesuddenlylostmyappetite,eventhoughI’ve

finshedhalfofmyfood.

Zanegrabshisphoneandsendsatext.

“Yourfathershouldknowaboutthis”hesays.

They’rebestfriendsnow,textingandcalling



behindmyback.

IknowIwantedrevengeandtoseehim goto

jailbutnowIsuddenlyfeelsorryforSinazoand

whatshe’sgoingthrough.Ican’timaginehowit

mustfeeltofindoutyourfatherkilledyour

friends’motherandyourmotherknewabout.

Allofthishappeningonherweddingnight,she

mustbelosinghermind.

IregretshoutingandcallingherabitchwhenI

sawher,IwasangryandIwasn’tthinking

straight.

“Areyouokay?You’reawfullyquiet”Zanesays,

snappingmeoutofmythoughts.

“I’m justthinkingaboutwhatSinazoisgoing

throughatthismoment”Isay.

Itreallymustbeatoughtimeforher.Myanger

hascloudedmythoughtsandcompromisedmy

humanity.

“IthinkweshouldmakeastopinEdernville



beforegoingbacktoKhumba,Ineedtoseemy

father.”Isay.

……………………………
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“Hlehle,weleaveinanhour,hurry”myfatheris

shoutingfrom downstairs.

Ineedtohurryupandgetdressed,Zanenever

wakesmeupwhenI’m asleep,healwayslets

mesleepthrough,hedoesn’tcarewhat

appointmentIhavewithwho.

He’sprobablydownstairswithdad,I’vebeen

hearinglaughsandvoicesallmorning.



WearrivedinEdernvillelateyesterday,weflew

from theCapeanddadpickedusupfrom the

airport.Wespenttheentirenightdiscussing

howwefeltandhowwewantedtohandlethis

case,justmeandhim.Zanewaskeptcompany

byMam’GloriaandKat,whowasveryexcitedto

seeme.Dadlethim sleepinmyroom,

apparently,afterpayinglobola,thatsignifiesas

beingmarried,traditionally.ThatmeantKathad

tosleepinthesparebedroom,whichshewas

notfondof,sheleftthelightonallnight.

Nowwe’remeetingupwiththeinvestigative

officerinEdernvillepolicestationtoworkon

thecase,we’remeetingmyfatherslawyerthere

aswell.Ittookalotfrom myfathertohelpme

understandhisdecisionandwhenIdid,itwas

easyformetosupporthim.

Imakemywaydownstairsandmyfatheris

withZaneonthepatio,laughing.Theirbond

growsbiggeranddeepereveryday.



“Ithoughtyouforgotabouttheappointmentor

maybeyouchangedyourmind”Myfathersays.

“Zanedidn’twakemewhenhegotup,I

overslept”Isay

“Heknowstoneverwakeasleepingwoman,

especiallyonethat’scarryingyourchild”My

fathersaysandtheybothnodandsmileto

eachother.

Ohwow,he’sonhissidenow.

“Let’sgodad”Isay

“Youhaven’teatenBuhle”Zanesays.

WellIwouldn’tbelateifhe’dwokenmeupfor

breakfastearlier.

“I’llgrabsomethingintown,we’regoingtobe

late”Isayandhegivesmeajudgementallook.

Igrabtwobanana’sfrom thefruitbasketinthe

centerofthetable.

“There,I’llhavethesefornow”Isayandhe’s



notlookinghappyaboutthis.Ifitwasjustme

andhim,he’dgocrazyshoutingandcallingme

irresponsible.

Ifwedon’tleavenow,we’llmissour

appointment.Myfathergetsuptryingnotto

laughatourconversation

“YoumarriedwellZanemvula,stubbornand

feisty.Don’tforgetthatrednumberateleven”

hesaysandwemakeourwaytothegarage.

Zanenodsandsmiles.WhatI’m more

interestedinisthisrednumberthey’retalking

about.Whendidtheydevelopasecretlanguage

forthemselvesonly,IcouldaskbutIknowmy

fatherwon’ttellme.

Thepolicestationisclosetowherewestay.

Inside,wemeetmyfather’slawyerandwe’re

instructedtowaitfortheofficer.Ithoughtwe

werelate,IguessAfricantimeappliestopolice

aswell,nowondertheynevercatchthese



criminals.Peoplewouldmakeanemergency

callat8am andpolicearriveat10am afterthe

criminalshavefledandcrossedtheboarder.

Placeslikethesegivemethecreeps,thelast

timeIwasinapolicestationwaswhen

aunt’Kholekawasarrestedandorderedmeto

gofetchtheevidence.Istilldon’tknowwhere

thatkindofbraverycamefrom.

“Aahsorrytokeepyouwaitingsir,somany

cases”theofficerwalkstowardsusgreeting

myfatherandhislawyer.

He’satypicalpoliceman,short,themustache,

baldhead,potbellyalmosttearingthose

buttonsoffhisstrippedshirt.Heblinksalottoo,

likeaneyelashisstuckinhiseye.

“Buthelezi,I’m gladyoucouldmeetusatsuch

shortnotice.”Myfathergreetsback.

Weallheadtohisoffice.

“WhatcanIhelpyouwithtodaysir?”hesays.



“WellyourememberthecaseIopenedwhenmy

wifewashitbyacar,we’vefoundthedriverand

heturnedhimselfinlatelastnight”myfather

speaks

Theofficerlooksshockedandconfusedatthe

sametime

“okay,that’sgoodnewsforyou,nowI’m still

confusedastowhyyou’reherewantingmy

help”hesays.

“Wewanttodropthechargesandlethim go.

He’snotwellwithhealthandmydaughterandI

havedecidedtolethim havehislastyearswith

hisfamily,onafewconditionsthough”my

fathersays.

Theofficerlookscurious,orderingmyfatherto

speak.

Thelawyer,givestheofficertheconditionsmy

fatherandIworkedonandamoneybag.

Hiseyeswidenwhenhelooksinsidethebag.



“That’sjusttosaythankyouforyourtime”my

fathersays.

We’rebribinganofficertochangethenatureof

Sinazo’sfatherscase.Whenmyfathertoldme

aboutthis,Iwasscared.

Butheleziisbrowsingthroughthenotesgiven

bythelawyer.

“….attendrehabilitationforalcoholaddiction

andproduceattendingslipsandprogress

reportonaweeklybasis,volunteeratSunshine

orphanageasadriverduringweekends,

chargestobedroppedandcaseclosedaslong

asheremainssober…eehSidwell,whyareyou

doingthisforthisman,hekilledyourwife.This

ischildsplay”hesays

“Keepinghim insidehereisnotgoingtobring

mywifeandmychildback.Heneedshelp,

serioushelp,he’sanalcoholaddictandhis

familyneedshim.We’vehealedandseekno



revenge.Thisiswhatshe’dhavewanted”he

saysandtheofficernods

Myfathermademerealisethatholdingonto

angeraboutthingsfrom thepastholdsyou

backfrom enjoyingjoysbroughtbythefuture

andthepresent.IwasveryangeryatSinazo’s

dadandhermother,Iwantedtomakethem feel

whattheydidtousalltheseyears,thatwasthe

angertalking.WithoutrealizingIwasbecoming

him,thekiller,myangerdrovemetotheother

side,thesidethathurtmeandputmetherein

thefirstplace.Tohurtsomehowwhohurtyou

doesnotmakeyouanybetterthanthem,itis

satisfyingatfirstbutitneverchangesanything,

youbecomethem.ItwasatoxiccycleIdidn’t

realiseI’vebeenridingonforyears.Allthe

angerfrom mama’spassing,myfather’s

negligenceandmyinabilitytocontrolmy

anxiety,followedmeandsurfacedeverytimeI

gotmad,emotionsunitedandformedaconcus



againstme,hencetheviolentharm,tomyself

andthosearoundme.

I’m inpeacewiththiscaseandhowitis

handled.Sinazo’sfatherwillsoberupandbe

themanhisfamilyneedshim tobewhilewe

moveonwithourlivesknowingwe’vedone

whatmamawould’vewanted.

Thedealisdoneandwe’reoutitnotime.

Ifeellighterandreleavedbythisandsoismy

father.

“We’regoingtobefine”hesayshuggingme

makingourwaytothecar.

Ibelievehim andthisiswhatZanetoldme

whenwewereinCapelon.HewasrightandI

havetothankhim,properly.

We’reinourfavourritecaféhavingbreakfast.

“We’vefoundahouse,shelovesit”hesays

“Nice,whenareyouplanningonmovingin?”I



ask.

“Afterourwedding.”hesayswithasmile.He’s

soinlovehecan’tevenhideit.

“How’stheplanninggoing?”Iask

“Ihiredaweddingplannertodoallthat,allwe

havetodoisagreeonsomething,that’sall.

Gloria’sscheduleisfullybooked,therewasno

wayshecould’veplannedtheweddingby

herself.”Hesays.

Luckywoman

“Ineedtospeaktoheraboutthedresses,I’llbe

showingthenandIdon’twanttolooklikea

pumpkinatyourwedding”Isayandhelaughs.

Hekeepscheckinghiswatchandhisphoneas

wetalkaboutweddingplans,babiesand

graduation.It’slikehe’sexpectingacallortext.

He’snothimself.

“Wecangonow”hesaylookingatthetime



again,Ilookatmineit’s11:30am.It’stooearly

ifhe’srushingofftoMam’Gloria,shehasabig

eventtoday,she’llbebackbysunset.Idon’t

knowwhyhe’srestless.

Wedrivedownthehighwaylisteningtojazz

instrumentals.

Ohwehaveguests,hedidn’ttellmethis.

“Youdidn’ttellmeaboutvisitors”Isaylooking

athim,he’ssmilingandnotsayinganything.

Zanemeetsusonthedriveway,he’salso

smiling.What’sgoingonwiththesetwoand

who’sthisvisitor

“Iwasgoingtogiveittoyouonyourwedding

day”myfathersayshandingmeacarkey.

I’m soshocked,heboughtmeacar,aJeep.It’s

redandsexy.Iloveitandit’sperfectfor

Khumba.Theregistrationispersonalized

‘HLEHLE’



“AaahDad,thankyousomuch,Iloveit”Isay

hugginghim,emotionsfillmybodywithwarmth

andgratitude.

Sothisiswhattheywereuptoallthistime‘red

number’andmyfatherbeingrestlessat

breakfast.Iwonderhowhebrokethenewsto

Zane,whoprideshimselfindrivingme

whereverIneedtogo.

“I’m gladyoulikeit,Iwasmostlyworriedabout

thecolor.”Hesays.

“Youaresosneaky,youevengotZaneintoyour

mission.”Isay.

“Hehadnochoice,IthoughtI’dletyouguysuse

ittogobacktoKhumba,itwasn’tplanned.I

onlythoughtaboutitlastnightandtold

Zanemvulainthemorning,Ineededthehand.I

wasscaredhe’dsaysomethingtoyou,he’stoo

honest”hesaysandshakeshishead.

Hesaysthatlikeit’sabadthing.



“Ilikethatabouthim”IsayIwalktowardshim

andhughim.he’salwaysshyaroundmyfather.

HeactssoawkwardwhenIhughim ortryto

touchhim whenmyfather’saround.

“Nowyou’llbedrivingmearounduntilmine

comesbackfrom repairs”hewhispersinmy

ear.

“Wefirsthavetotakeittoourpicnicspotfor

‘initiation’.”Iwhisperback,helaughsand

pushesmeaway.

I’m alsogladwewon’tbeusingZazi’scar

anymore,hewasstartingtogetannoyedwith

usborrowingitallthetimeplusitssmallforour

ontheroadquickies.

“Thankyousomuchdad,it’sperfectfor

Khumba.”Iturntohim.

“WhatdoIdowiththecooper?”heasks

Awwwmybaby,I’vetotallyforgottenaboutit.



“Youcansellitdad,IdoubtI’llneedit”Isay,he

nodsandgoesinsidethhouse.

“Let’stakeitforaspin”Zanesuggests,entering

thepassengersside.

Heputsonhiscapandsunglassesthenleans

overthewindowwithhiselbowhanging.He

lookslikeatypicalEdernvilleguy,amuch

handsomeversionthough.Ijumpinthedrivers

seatandwedriveoff.We’redrivingthroughthe

citywiththewindowsalldropped,airblowing

onmyfacewhilewesingalongtoourfavourite

afrosoulmusic.Hekeepsstealingglimpsesof

meeverysecondandsmilesthenlooksoutof

thewindowagain,nooneissayinganythingbut

hiseyestellsmehowmuchI’m lovedeverytime

helooksatme.

“Ican’tbelieveIgettodothisfortherestofmy

life”hesaysholdingmyhandandkissingit

“I’m gladIgettodothiswithyoufortherestof



mylife”Isaysmiling,hemakesmeblush.

“Sohowdiditgoatthepolicestation?”heasks

asheturnsdownthevolume.

“We’redroppingthechargesandlettinghim go

onconditionsthathegoestorehabforhis

alcoholism,hemustalsovolunteeratSunshine

Orphanagehomeandcleanhisactup”Isay,his

reactionisthesameasminewhenmyfather

suggestedthislastnight.Hisfaceisblank,

waitingforafurtherexplanation.

“Iknow,that’showIfelttoo,butdadspoke

somesenseintome,there’snouseinhaving

him arrestedatthatageandathishealth

condition,thejusticemamabelievedinwas

helpingthoseinneed,includingtheonesthat

wrongyou.”Isay,he’sfaceslowlysoftensbut

hestilldoesn’tbelieveit.

“Aslongasyou’rebothcomfortablewithit,I’m

justgladyou’refine”hesays



Withoutevenrealizingwe’reparkedinfrontof

thebeach,thewaterisreflectingthebluesky

withwidewhiteclouds.Peoplearerelaxingon

thesandundertheirbigbeachumbrellaswhile

thechildrenrunaftertheice-cream bicycle.

Theweatherallowsforthisbeautifuland

relaxedday.

“Ihaven’tseentheoceaninalongtime”Zane

says.

Thisdoesn’tcomeasasurprisetome,he’s

alwaysworking.Hedoesn’tgivehimselftime

offtounwindandpartakeinadventurous

experiences.

“We’reherenow,solet’sgosayhi”wetakeoff

ourshoesandwalktowardsthebeach.The

sandiswarm andsoft,coveringourfeetaswe

makeourwayclosertothewater.Hishand

holdsminetighteraswegetcloser,Iwonderif

hecanswim.Maybethat’swhyhedoesn’tvisit

theoceanasoftenbutI’m certainallvillage



boysknowhowtoswim,especiallythosein

Khumba.Iseethem swim attheriveralmost

everyday,Khumbaheatwillmakeyoudothe

craziestthings.Theyhavethisbranchhanging

overtheriver,thattheyjumpfrom.Theyall

climbthetreeandjumpfrom thebranch

screamingforjoy.

“It’sbeautiful,betterthanIremember”hesays,

hiseyesarefixedatthewavescomingand

going,splashingonourfeet.

“Whenwasthelasttimeyoucame?”

“Highschool,whenwecametoplayrugbywith

Edernvilleboys,itwasmyfirsttimetoo”he

says,stilllookingatthewater

“Nowyoucancomeanytimeyouwant,youhave

ahomeherenow”Isayandwrapmyarms

aroundhiswaist.Hehugsmeback,tighter.We

standlikethisforawhilejustwatchingthe

wavesdancetotheirownrhythm.



VrrrVrrr

It’sSinazo

“Buhle,theyreleasedmydad,theysayyou

droppedthecharges”shesays,hervoice

soundsstressedandconfused

“Yourfatherneedshelp,andjailisnotit”Isay.

“Theytoldustheconditionsofthecasethatthe

magistrategavehim,we’vebeentryingtoget

him tostopalchoholforalongtimebutwe’ve

failed,Ihopethisgetstomakehim realisehow

baditis”shesays,

I’m gladButhelezistucktoourconfidentiality

requestofSinazo’sdadreleaseconditions.

“Ifhedoesn’tabidebytherules,he’llbejailed

andI’m surehedoesn’twantthat,he’llbefine

Sinazo,don’tworry”

Herbreathingisslowerandmorecalm

“YouhavenoideahowsorryIam forwhathe



didtoyourmother,I’m reallysorry”shesays

“Youarenotyourfathersfaults,I’m sorryit

ruinedyourwedding”Isay

“I’m married,that’sallIneeded”shesays

“HowaboutyouandThabisocomeoverfor

dinner?Thingsdidn’tendwellwithusinthe

Cape”

“We’dlovethatsomuchBuhle,I’dhatetolose

friendslikeyouandZane”shesayshervoice

trembles.

“Ifourmencanreuniteafteryears,there’sno

waywecansplitagain,sodinneratmyhome,

7pm.”IsayandIcansenseasmile

“Seeyouat7”

IjustinvitedpeopleoverfordinnerlikeI’m

goingtocookforthem.Ohshit,Mam’Gloriahas

aneventshe’scateringfor‘tilllate.I’m fucked,

bigtime.OrIcouldjustorderfrom arestaurant



andpretendIcooked,Ihaveafewhourstodo

allthat.

“What’swiththelongface?”

“Ijustinvitedpeoplefordinnerforgetting

Mam’Gloriaisworkinglatetoday,nowI’m

forcedtofeedthem takeaways”Ireallydidn’t

thinkthisthrough.

He’scalm asusual

“I’llcookdon’tworry”hesays.

I’m theworld’sworstwife,hisancestorsare

fumingwithrage.Theirson,soontobeKingof

Khumba,offeredtocookforhiswifeand

guests.Theyarebeyondupset.

“Ohbaby,Ican’tletyoucook,that’sunfair,I

invitedthem”

“I’m goingtocook,I’m notaskingforyour

permission,nowlet’sgoandseewhat

Mam’Gloriahasinherpantry”hesays,pulling



mewalkingtothecar.

Heseemsverypleasedwithhimselfaboutthis

cookingquest,IshouldbeembarrassedbutI

can’tsuppressthefeelingofjoywithinme,I

don’thavetoorderrestaurantfoodandpretend

likeImadeit.Hejustsavedmefrom an

unecessarysin.
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He’smovingaroundthekitchenlikehebelongs

here,heknowswhattodowitheverything,I’m

juststandinghereawkwardlywatchinghim

chop.Iofferedtohelp,hegavemevegatables



towashandthatwasit.Idon’tthinkhetrusts

me.HeckIdon’teventrustmyself.

“Whatareyoumaking?”ifmygrandmother

wouldwalkinhere,she’dbemortified,she’drun

backtoKhumbaandperform anapologyritual

foramaHlubi.

“I’m makingmuttonstew,veggiesand

couscous”hesays,throwingthetrayof

choppedveggiesintheoven.I’m surprisedhe

knowshowtomakecouscous,Thandididwell

here,I’m impressed.

“Thatapronlooksgoodonyou,Mysexychef”

he’swearingoneofMam’Gloria’saprons,he

lookslikeaprofessionalchef.

Hemodelswithitaroundthekitchentryingto

impressme,Ican’tstoplaughingathisgoofy

poses.Ihavetogetthisoncamera,Igrabmy

phoneandrecord.

“TheycallmetheKingofPots,themasterof



chops,Mrhotsauce”hesaysholdingawooden

spoonashismicrophone.

Mystomachhurtsfrom allthelaughing,dad

appearsfrom behindhim,hedoesn’tseehim,

he’sstillfoolingaround.

“Nowcomehereandgetsomeofthissauce,I

knowyoulikeit”hesays,dadwalkscloserand

theireyesmeet.

Hisfaceimmediatelyfreezesandjumpsback

tothestove,hiseyeballscouldpopoutandfall,

mydadisstilllookingathim,scaringhim with

hispiercingeyes.Iputdownthephoneand

pretendtobehelping,I’m tryingsohardnotto

laugh,Zaneisstiringanemptypotjusttoavoid

eyecontactwithmydad,whiledadisstanding

awkwardlytryingtofigureoutwhatwe’redoing.

“ThabisoandSinazoarecomingoverfordinner,

wedecidedtocook,Mam’Gloriawillbevery

tiredbythetimeshegetshome”Isay,tryingto



breaktheawkwardness,Zaneisstillatitwith

theemptypot.It’shilarious.

“ByweyoumeanZanemvularight?Youcan’t

evenmakeasandwich”hesays,grabsanapple

andheadsbacktothepassage.

Myownfatherjustdissedmeinfrontofmy

futurehusband,andfuturehusbandisholding

inlaughter,likeIcan’tseehisshouldersshaking.

“Okay,fun’soverMrhotsauce”I’m annoyed,I’m

notevengoingtohelpwithanyofthis,notlikeI

wasusefulanyways.

Iseatonthekitchenhighchairsandgothrough

socialmedia.I’m nottalkingtohim,hecan

cookeverythingbyhimself.I’m donehere.

“OohI’m sorrymylove,I’m sureyoumakethe

bestsandwhichesever”hesays,stillwitha

smugonhisface.Mxm!

Hewalksclosertomeandkeepspullingmy

cheeckslikeI’m atoddler



“You’resocutewhenyou’remad,comehere”he

reachesforakissandImoveback.He’snot

charminghiswayinhere.

“OohmaybeIshoulddothis”hesays,tickling

me.

Iimmediatelyscream outwithlaughter.He’s

suchandidiot,thelasttimehedidthis,Ithrew

upalloverhiscarandmadeamess.

“StopZane“I’m tryingtocatchmybreath,he

hugsmetightandkissesmyhead

“Iloveyou”hesaysandheadsbacktohis

cookingstation.

Ishouldusethistimetocheckonmyemails

andcatchuponsomework,Iquicklyrun

upstairstogetmylaptopandgothroughmy

work.Everythingfortheupcomingpress

conferenceisset,Ijustneedtoworkonsome

ofthequestionswithZane.

“Baby,let’sgothroughthequestionsforthe



pressconference,I’llask,youanswer,ok?”Isay

“Sho”heshoutsfrom thepantry.

“Wait,wherearethespices?...ohnevermind,go

aheadmylove”heinterruptsmebeforeIeven

begin.

“Okay,I’lltakethefirstone,askingaboutthe

purposeofthefestival,you’lltakethesecond

one,whatroledoestheroyalKingdom of

amaHlubiplayinthefestival?”Isay,helooksat

meconfused

“Whyaretheyaskingthat?They’renotinvolved,

it’sourthingnottheirs”heanswersandmoves

on,

Ohboy!

“Butyoucan’tsayitlikethatbaby,rathersay,

amaHlubihaveofferedtheirmoralsupportin

promotingthefestivalwithinthevillage,asa

projectconductedbytheirowntobenefitits

people”Isay,he’ssmiles.



“YoujustaddedmoreEngilshtomakeitseem

nice”hesays

Thisisgoingtobedifficult.

“Youneedtogetintoyourheadboymentality

forthisoneZane,thosepeoplewilltwistand

turnyourwordsandspreadfalsenews.”He

needstotakethisseriously.

“Theymustalsoaskrelevantquestions,they’ll

getrelevantanswers”hesays.

I’m tryingreallyhardnottoloseithere,he’s

beingdifficult.

“OkayZane,nextquestion,asthefutureKing,

whatareyourlongterm plansforthefestival?”,

go”Iask.

Hestandsandlooksatmeholdingthewooden

spoonashismic.He’snottakingthisseriously.

“Ourlongterm goalforthefestivalistodevelop

thevillageasalocation,toenrichlocal



productsfrom farmertobesourcednationally,

thiswayweenableformorejobcreationforthe

peopleofKhumbaandneighbouringvillages.

Weensurethatwomen’sworkandcraft

dominatesasmuchasmendoes,toreduce

genderinequality.Theyouthwillnowhave

somethingtoaspiretowithinitsreach,rural

developmentbydismissingsocioeconomic

issues.KhumbaKulturefestivalisthekeyto

alleviatinggenerationalpoverty”hesays.

Whatjusthappened?Whowasthat?Headboy?

I’m speechless,Idon’thavewords.I’m stunned

andunabletomoveorshowexpression.Thisis

exactlywhatIneedonthatday,he’sbeen

playingmeallthistime,pretendinglikehe

knowsnothing.

“That’sperfectmylove”im soproud.He’ssuch

anintelligentman.

“Youseem surprised”hesayslooking

concerned.



“Youscaredmewiththatcarelessanswer

before,Iknowyou’reasmartmanbaby,one

dayyou’llgetthatdegree”Isay,helooksatme

withafrown,likeI’vejustsaidsomethingcrazy.

It’snevertoolate.

……………………………………

Dinnerisservedandeveryonelovesit,

Mam’Gloriacan’tstoppraisingthemuttonstew,

sheevenwentforseconds.Zaneisblushing

likeaseasontomatofrom allthecompliments.

Alltheserioustalkaboutthecaseand

everythingthatwentdownthatweekendhas

beenlongsquashed,everyoneislaughingand

enjoyingthemselves.Katissharingthescene

shewalkedinonwhenshegothome,when

ZanewascookingwhileIwasbusyonmy

laptop.SheandSinazoaredebatingaboutthe

rolesinrelationships,whichhascreateda

heatedconversationonthetable.



“Thewomencooksnottheotherwayaround”

dadsays,

“It’sthetwentyfirstcentury,noonedoesthat

anymore,ifyoucancook,cook,ifyoucan’t,stay

awayfrom thepots”Sinazosays,she’sabig

feminist.

“IfIknewhowtocook,Iwould.Idon’tcook

becauseIdon’twantto,Ijustcan’t.That

doesn’tmakemelessofawoman.Ifcooking

wasawomansthingonly,thenitwould’vebeen

attachedfrom birthtoallwomenandIwouldn’t

havetolearntheskill”IsayandMam’Gloria

shakesherhead.

“Buhle,ifyouwanttolearntocook,you

do,there’snoexcuse,youkidsdon’tunderstand

thepleasureofseeingthesmileonyourmans

facewhenservinghim foodyoucooked

yourself,speciallyforhim”shesays,smilingat

dad,who’sassmittenasakitten.



“Butthatjoyisaslotherewhenshedoesother

thingaswell,likemoralsupport,whenshe

helpsoutwithworkandsurprisesyouwith

birthdaylunchesandbusinessproposalsthat

willsaveandcreatejobsformany,itshouldn’t

betiedtodomesticworkonly,womenaremore

complexthesedays.”Zanesaysandeveryone

isquietforawhile.

Isneakasmile.that’smyhubby

“Yes,myfuturehusbandhasnoissueswithmy

lackofcookingskills”Isay,mydadshakeshis

head

“ZaneishighonBuhle’slovepotion,you

should’veseenhim earliertodayinGloria’s

apron,dancingforBuhlelikeafool,afoolin

love.Nomanthinkslikethisboyhere”hesays.

OnlyhecanmakefunofZaneandstillhavehim

laugh,he’ssuchatraditionist.

“Ido,Sinazocancookbutbecauseofourtight



workingschedules,Idon’tputpressureonher

tocookallthetime,ifshecan,shedoes,she’s

notobligedto.Isurpriseherwithdinnerand

hireaprivatechefsometimes.”Hesays.

“Ilovetheideaofprovidingandtakingcareof

myman,him beingdependantonmeforcertain

things,likefood,ironing,choiceof

clothing,thosesortofthings,eventheBiblesaid

weshouldsubmittoourhusbands.”Katsays.

Ofcausethat’swhatKatwants,she’sbeen

savingherselfupformarriage.I’m yettomeet

hisboyfriend,he’sbringinghim tothelaunch

andmywedding.Shedoesn’tsharemuchabout

him,justthathe’salsoadoctor.Theyhave

datesbutsheneversleepsover,shealways

comesbackhome.

IcanseeSinazorollinghereyesfrom across

thetable

“Ibelieveinthemutualsharingof

responsibilitiesinanypartnership,rolescreate



expectationsthatruinmarriagesandpeople

forgetwhatbroughtthem together,loveshould

betheonlyform ofsubmissioninmarriages”

Sinazosays,sippingonherwine.

Thisconversationsisgettingheatedas

everyoneexpressestheirviews.Everyonehas

theirownopinion.They’realllaughingatthe

videoofZanemodellinginthekitchenandhis

reactionwhendadwalkedin,it’salloncamera,

rotatingacrossthetable.Everyoneisrelaxed

andhappy.Myfamilykeepsgrowing,nowI’ve

gainedtwomorefriends,SinazoandThabiso

whoarelikefamilynow,it’ssurreal.

ThedinnerendedafterdessertwhenSinazo

andThabisoleft.ZaneandIdecidedtosleep

earlytorestforourroadtripbacktoKhumba

tomorrow.

We’relayinginbedwithmyheadrestedonhis

chest,hishandsrubbingonmystomachas

we’rediscussingbabynames.He’ssuggesting



namesthatbelongedtohisgreatgrandparents,

likeZingangalalaandNontweninzi.Not

happening.Thosepeoplediedwiththeirnames,

wewillnotberecyclingancestorsname,no

thankyou.

……………………………………..
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Todayisthedaywehostthepressconference

forthefestival.

“See,Itoldyouitwouldbequickandeasy”Isay,

he’sbeenveryworriedaboutthispress

conference,hedidwell,betterthanIexpected.



“Youknowthesethings,Iwasjustnervous.I

stillthinktheirquestionswereirrelevant,

especiallyaboutourrelationship”hereplies.

“Youscaredthatjournalistey,hewantedtorun

forhislifewhenyoutoldhim,it’snoneofhis

businessandthattheyshouldfocusonthe

festival.Nexttimesayitwithasmile.”Isay

We’reseatedintheconferenceroom atthe

Lodgeandeveryoneisouthavinglunch.Ithas

beenaverylongday,from preparationstothe

actualpressconference,whichlastedfora

wholehour.I’m gladtheyacceptedour

invitation,thecountrywillknowmoreaboutthe

festival,attractingmorevisitors.Thelodgeis

fullybookedthatweekendandtheb&b’sin

town.PeopleareevenofferingtopayKhumba

residentstoletthem stayattheirhomesforthe

weekend,it’sbiggerthanI’danticipatedbutit’s

exactlywhatthevillageneeds.

Yolandahasbeenveryhelpful,thiswholeweek



shehasbeenhandsonandleadinginthe

preparationsandmakingsureeverythingwe

willneedisavailable.Sheisalifesaver.Shehas

adaptedprettywellintheKhumbalifestyle,she

isavillagegirlaftreall,itwasn’tabigtransition

forher.Shealsorecommendedtheevents

plannerwehiredforthelaunch,apparentlythey

wenttoschooltogether,shehasherown

eventsplanningcompany.

Theartgalleryisalsodoneandtheinteriorhas

beenorganized.Furnitureandpaintingshave

beenplaced,everythingislookinggoodand

readyforthelaunch.Allvendorshavefinished

theirworkandcrafts,everyoneinthevillageis

excitedaboutthefestival.

“Weshouldgohavelunchaswell,youmustbe

hungry,Ididn’tseeyoueatanythingall

morning”hesay,reachingouthishandforme.

There’snowayIcouldstomachanythingwith

allthenervesIhadthismorning.Ihadtwo



spoonsofyogurtanditallcameback.

“Ozayodidn’tliketheyogurtIateinthe

morning”Isayaswemakeourwaytowhere

everyoneelseisgathered.

“Thischildlikesmeat,justlikeme”hesayswith

aproudsmile.

Weentertherestaurant,whereeveryoneis

seatedinsmallgroups,laughingandhaving

deepconversations.Ithoughtthesejournalists

wouldhaveleftbynow,clearlyKhumbafoodis

irresistible.Theirplatesarefullandsomeare

headingforseconds.

“Gofindaseatbaby,I’llbringyouyourfood”he

says.IspotZaziandhewavesforme.Ialso

needtoknowhowfarishewithourwedding

outfits,theweddingisclosebyandIknow

nothingabouttheeventandwhatZanehas

planned,I’m completelyinthedark.

“YouhaveturnedmybrotherintoaB.E.E,the



suits,thepressconferences,heeventalkslike

one”Zazisays

“Ohpleasehe’salwaysbeenlikethat,hejust

didn’tliveit.Nowtomoreseriousstuff,my

weddingdress”Ichangethesubject

“It’salmostdone,Ineedyoutofititagain,I

thinkyou’regrowingalittle,ormaybeit’smy

eyes.”Hesays,lookingatmystomach.

Ishecallingmefat?

“NoI’m not,you’reimaginingthings.KatsaysI’ll

startshowingtwomonthsfrom nowandthat’s

afterthewedding.”Isay,he’smakingmefeel

uncomfortableandinsecure.Ipullmyblouse

overmystomachandfoldmyarms.

“Ifyousayso,also,doyouwantacapeornot,

becauseyoucan’tshowyourtattoothatday,i

urgeyounot,thevillagersandtraditionalists

willbelivid.”Hesays.

Imightaswellwearawhitesheetandwrapit



allovermybodylikeEgyptianmummy.Firstthe

fitwastootight,thenitwastoosexy,nowI

havetocovermyarms,it’sridiculous.

“Dowhateveryouwant,clearlythisistheir

weddingnotminebecauseIdon’tevenknow

whatthey’veplannedfortheday,I’m onthe

darkaboutmyownwedding.Whatkindoffood

willtheyserve,willtherebeaweddingcake?

Whataboutentertainment,Iknownothing”Isay,

I’m reallyannoyedaboutthiswholetradition

thing,it’sawaypeopleusetobullyothersinto

doingthingsforthem.

“Geez,Iknowyou’reangry,don’ttakeitouton

me,I’m justthedesigner.Buttrustme,Zane

haseverythingundercontrol,plus,Thandiis

helpinghim,he’singoodhands.”Hesays.

MaybeIshouldfishinformationfrom Thandi,

sinceeveryoneelseisonmute.

Thamiwalkstowardsuswiththewidestsmile,



he’sbeenlikethiseversincehegotbackfrom

hisNewYearsvacation.Hestill,tothisday,

talksabouthowamazinghistripwas,atfirstI

enjoyedthestoriesbutnowit’sannoying.

Everythingremindshim ofhistrip.‘ohthese

spoonslooktheonesweatewithattheresort’

or‘ohwow,that’sexactlywhatweateatthe

resort’itsannoyingnow.

“Guysguesswhat?Igotajob,Igotajobin

EdernvilleGameReserve”he’sscreamingwith

excitement.I’m shocked,whendidheapply?Is

hemoving?Forhowlong?I’m confused.

“Uhm,congratulations”Isayhe’sdisappointed

withmyreaction.

“Withalittlebitmoreexcitementplease”he

says

IcouldbeveryexcitedifIknewwhenallofthis

happened,heneedstoexplainthis.

“I’m justshocked,youneversaidanythingabout



movingoutofKhumbaorapplyinginEdernville”

Isay.

“Well,IappliedlatelastyearwhenXolagot

newsaboutbeingpromotedtoabranchin

Edernville,Iwasjusttryingmyluck.Sowe’re

movingintogetherandstayinginEdernville,

startingnextmonth.”Hesay,withthebiggest

smile.

They’regettingseriousandI’m veryhappyfor

them,it’sjusttoosuddenbutwhoam Itojudge.

Imoveforwardtohughim.

“You’resoluckyThami,whenwillIfindsomeone

torunawayfrom thisdustyKhumbaandchase

thesunsetwith?”Zazisaywithanenvious

smile.

“NowIhavetobreakthenewstothefamily.

MakhuluandIwerejustgettingalong,she

won’ttakeitwell.Mamaistoobusywithher

businesstonoticeanything”Thamisays,biting



onhisfingernails.

“Yeahey,she’llgetusedtoit.She’sbeen

hangingoutwithDlaminialot,he’llkeephim

company”Isayandwealllaugh.

“Speakingofwhich,lookwho’skeepingyour

futurehusbandcompany”Thamisayswitha

sassylookingtowardsthebuffettable,Yolanda

ishelpingZanedishup.

“Ohplease,that’smyP.A,Yolanda.Sheworks

withme,she’sjusthelpingrelax”Isay.

He’sreadingtoomuchintothis,she’sholding

theplaateswhileZanedishesupforus.Thami

isdramatic

“She’slaughingtooloud,uneccesarily.Lookat

that”hecontinues.

Yolandaisalwayssmilingandlaughing,it’swho

sheis.She’sjustahappysoul,Thamineedsto

relax,besides,Zanewon’tevennoticeher

tactics,eventhoughtherearen’tany.



“You’redramatic”IsayandZanewalkscloser

touswithtwofullplates.I’m soembarrassed,

everyoneislookingathim andIjustwantto

hideunderthetable.

“Thereyougomylove”hesays,placingthepile

ofmeatinfrontofme.

ThelooksonThamiandZazi’sfacesare

priceless.Thamican’tcontainhislaughter,I’m

ajokenowbutI’m reallyhungryanditlooks

delicious.

“Thanksmylove”IsaytoZanewhoisconfused

byThamiandZazi’sreaction.Iknowhemeans

wellandisfeedinghiswifeandchildbutthisis

toomuch.

Ibegintoeatandweallengageinconversation.

It’sbeenawhilesincewe’veallbeentogether,

laughingandenjoyingeachother’scompany.

Thamiistellingusabouthistripagain,Iwantto

cry,we’veallheardthisstoryoverahundred



timethisweek,it’stoomuch.Withoutrealizing,

I’m halfwaythroughtheplateandZaziis

shakinghishead.Hebetternotjudgeme,it’s

hisneicethatwantsallthismeat,Idon’teven

likemeatthatmuch,Ilikesaladsandveggies,

goatfoodasZanecallsit.Withastuffedmouth,

laughingatThami’sstories,Yolandawalks

towardsus,withherwidesmile.

“Wouldyoulikesomethingtodrinksir?Beeror

wine”shesays,lookingatZane

Thamiisgivingmethatlookagain.

“No,Idon’tdrinkalcohol,thanks”Zane

responds,shelooksalittlebitdisappoint,her

smilefades.

“Canyougetmejuice,askLuzukoformy

pineapplejuice”Isayshenodsandwalkstothe

kitchen.

ZaziandThamiareexchanginglooks,theyneed

tostopthis.Ineedthisgirl,theycan’tmess



thingsupformewiththeirdramaticviews.

Igivethem bothawarninglookandtheyshy

away,Zanehasnoideawhat’sgoingon,he’s

busywithhismeat.

………………………
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We’removingintoournewofficespacetoday

anditlooksgreat,exactlyhowIhadinvisioned

it.Thepaintingsarealluponthewall,the

libraryishalffullwithbooks,donatedbyoneof

myfathers'investorfriends,I’m veryproudof

theoutcome.



Yolandahasbeenheresincethemorning,tiding

upeverythingbeforeIsettlein.Herdeskis

close,justoutsidemyofficebutbecauseofthe

glasswalls,Icanseeherandtheentiregallery.

Thefurniturecomplementsthecolourfularton

thewalls,it’severycreativesdream,I’m in

heaven.

It’sbeenhourssincewe’vesettledinandwe’re

busy,thefinalpreparationshasusonourheels.

Theeventsplannermadethebiggestmistake

ofbookingthewrongmusicalartist,nowthe

oneweinitiallywantedisbookedthatday,it’sa

mess.

“Yolanda,callalltalentagenciesintheprovince,

weneedamusicalitem,atleastonecelebrity

thatday”Isay,I’m reallytakingmychances

here,theeventisafewdaysaway.Icouldask

Thandotohelpmewiththis,sincehe’sinthe

industryandhastheconnectionsbuthe’ll

probablyreadthisthewrongway.



“EveryoneisbookedBuhle”Yolandawalksin

lookingdiscouraged.

Areyoukiddingme.Ilaymyheadonthedesk

andmyhandsonit.I’m screwed.

IsignalanokaysignandIhearherheelsclick

furtheraway.Ijustneedtothinkthisonehard,

we’vepromisedthevillageafamousmusician

andIcan’tletthem down.

“Uhm Buhle,it’slunchtime,I’llbebackafteran

hour”shesays.Inodandshewalksout.

Iwentonsocialmediatostalksomeofthese

musicianstoseewho’savailable,I’m desperate

rightnow.Myeyesandmyheadhurts,Ihaven’t

hadamealandmystomachisfeeling

nauseaus,it’sprobablythestresstoo.Ishould

justtextThandoandputmyselfoutofthis

misery.NowI’vejustrealizedthatIblockedand

deletedhisnumber.Ugh.

There’saknockontheglassdoor,it’smy



husbandtobe.Hecanseethestresswrittenall

overmyface,helooksconcerned.

“Ifiguredyou’reslaving,Ibroughtyoulunch”he

says,walkingcloserwithabigTupperwarein

hishand.I’m suchaluckywoman.

“Thanksmylove,I’m reallystressed,this

uselesseventspersondidn’tbooktheartist,

nowwedon’thaveacelebritylikewepromised.

Ineedeverythingtobeperfect”Icouldcryright

now,IfeellikeI’m failingatthis.

He’scalm asusual,massagingmyshouldersas

hestandsbehindme.Aaah,Ineededthis.

“You’redoingagreatjobmylove,whatkindof

artistdoyouneed?“hesays.

“Somethingsoulfulandjazzy,nottheseloud

gqom andrapkids.Ithastoflowwiththe

themeofthefestival”Isay.Hestopsandgrabs

asitacrossmydesk.

“Icouldaskmyuncletocomethroughasa



favour”hesay.

Whatuncleisthat,Isaidacelebrity,notsome

maskandaontheriseartist,ishetakingthisfor

ajoke?

“Acelebrity,that’swhatpeoplewant.Notyour

uncle,sorrymylove”Isay.

“He’sacelebrity,alegend,Ringo,he’stheuncle

I’m talkingabout”hesay.

Whydidn’thesaythatinthefirstplace,he’s

perfectforthiskindofevent.Everyoneknows

andloveshismusic.Henevermentionedthat

hehasafamousuncle.

“YouneversaidRingoisfamily?”Iask,he

smilesinthemostmodestmanner.

“He’saHlubi,we’rerelatedbyclan.He’svery

closewithmyfamily.He’llhonouredtobepart

ofthisevent,Iknowhewill.”Hesays.

Ididn’tknowthat,peoplereallytakethisclan



thingseriouslyhere,welli'm glad,nowmy

problem hasbeensolved,allthankstothe

bloodlineofamaHlubi.Camagu,Iguess.

“Youjustsavedmydayfrom misery,howwillI

everthankyou”Isay,he’ssmilinglikeakid

offeredcandy.

“Ihavesomanysuggestions”heresponds.

Iwalkuptohim andturnhischairtofaceme,

he’ssmilingwithhiseyesfixedtomine.Ikneel

infrontofhim andundohisbelt,pullinghiszip

down.Irubmyhandsoverhisbriefs,his

erectiondevelopsimmediately.Hepullsmy

facetowardshisandkissesme,slowlyand

passionately.Ilowerhisjeansandworkingmy

handsonhiserection,fillingmyhandasIrub

upanddown.He’sreadynow.Ipullmyselffrom

hishypnotickissandbendforward,fillingmy

mouthwithit.Hisheadtiltsback,restingon

thechairwithhishandsonhishead.Imove

withinandout,deeperandheexhalesloudly,



hishandsrubonmyback.Hecontinuesto

moanandgrippingtighteronthechair.

“Aaahbaby”hewhispersaftereverygroan.

Iteasehim withmytongueandheholdsmy

head,pushingitclosertohim,fillingmymouth

deeperanddeeper.Heletsoutaloudgroanand

mymouthissuddenlyfilledwithwarm fluids.

Heletsgoofmyheadandrestsback.Iswallow

andwipeoffaccessspots.

That’showyouthankyourhusbandforsaving

yourcareer.He’sdefeatedasIliftmyheadto

facehim,foraminuteIforgotthereareno

wallsinthisoffice.He’srubbinghishandonmy

face,stillspeechlessandoutofit.Athankyou

wouldbenice.

IslowlygetupandatthecornerofmyeyeI

spotashadow.Ohshit.

“Yolanda,whatareyoudoing?Yousaidyou’llbe

backinanhour”I’m shocked,Ididn’thearher



comeinatall,howlonghasshebeenstanding

there.

Zanejumpsoffthechairandfixeshispants,his

backfacingus.Didsheseeallofthis?When

didshegetbackandwhywasshejuststanding

there.

“I’m sosorry,Iforgotmywallet”shegrabsher

purseandspeedsoutofthegallery.

HowwillIlookatherafterthis,afterseeingme

blowmyfiance,whohappenstobeherboss

too.Thiswillruinourworkingrelationship,she

mightfeeluncormfotableandquit.WhatwillI

dowithouther.

“Zanewhatifshequits?Icantloseher”I’m

panicking.

“Idon’tthinkshesawanything,youwere

alreadystandingwhenyousawher”hesays.

Thisisnotthetimetobecalm,Icouldlosea

P.AandIdon’twantthat,maybeIshouldgo



talktoher,Idon’tknowhowmuchshesaw

whilestandingthere.

“I’m goingtocallher”Isay,grabbingmyphone.

Zanepullsitfrom me,ishekiddingme,Ineed

tofixthisbeforeit’stoolate.

“Givehertimetocalm down,letherspeakto

youaboutit,wedon’tknowwhatshesaw,let

hercometoyou”Hesayscalmlywalkingcloser

tome.

He’sevensmiling,thisoneisnotserious.He

pullsmecloserandleansforakiss.

“Zaneno,wecan’tkeepdoingthishere.We

needtokeepoursexlifeathome”Isay,

pushinghim away,helooksannoyed.

“Noteveninthecar?Youknowourliving

arrangementsarenotfriendlytooursexlife”he

says.

Irollmyeyesandsit,openingthelunchboxhe



broughtme.It’sstewandsamp,itsmells

delicious.

“Mmmh,whomadethis?”Isay,digginginwith

thespoon.

“Thandidid”hesays,seatingacrossme,

grabbinghisspoonandwebotheattogether.

“OhIforgot,Ihaveadoctorsappointment

tomorrow,forthebaby”Isay,he’ssmiling

widely.

“Whattime?Nevermind,I’llclearupmyday”he

says.

“It’llprobablybeforafewminutes,noneedto

clearupyourday,it’sat10am”Isay,he’sreally

excitedaboutthis,likewe’realreadydelivering

thebaby.

“Willtheytellusifit’sagirlorboy?”heasks.

“Ithinkit’stooearlytotell,they’lljustcheckif

thebabyishealthythat’sall.”Isay



“Thisoneisveryhealthy,he’sbeeneating

almostanything,he’sgood.”Hesays,andI

suddenlyfeelinsulted.SoI’m apignow,Ieat

almostanything,that’swhatithascometo.He

canfinishthislunchbyhimself.Ipushitaway

andtossthespoonnexttoit.I’m done.

“Aahbaby,Ididn’tmeanitlikethat”hesays,as

herealizesmyreactiontohisstupidcomment.

“Mxm”Isay,foldingmyarmsandlookingoutof

thewindow.

“OohI’m sorrymylove,youlookbeautiful.You

carryOzayoperfectlyandyou’vebeentaking

goodcareofhim.”hesays,reachingformy

arms,pullingthem closerandholdingmyhand.

Ihaven’tstartedshowingandI’m already

shamedforwhatIeat,likeIhavecontroloverit.

Hewalksaroundthedeskandstandsinfrontof

me.

“Comeherewithyourcuteface”hesays,andI



can’tstopmyselffrom blushing.He’stoo

handsometoresist.Ifindmyselffallingintohis

arms,hehugsmetightandclosetohischest,

home,Icouldstayhereforever.

“Okay,thanksforlunch,youneedtoleave

beforeYolandafindsusineachothersembrace

again”Isaypushinghim

“I’m justhappyyouembracedthisguydown

here”hesayslookingdownhisjeans.Ilaughat

him.

“Thatwasathankyou,I’m gladyouappreciated

it”Isay,hekissesmycheekandwewalkhand

inhandtowardsthedoor.

“Ican’twaittomarryyouandlivewithyou,so

wecouldembraceeachotherfreelyeveryday”

hesayswhilecharminghiswayforakiss.

I’m notfallingforitandIfearthethingshesays

aboutusstayingtogether,Ishouldimmediately

startbirthcontrolafterOza’sbirthorelseI’llbe



pregnantallthetime.

Wesayourgoodbyesandheleaves.Ineedto

getbacktowork,atleastIhaveonelessthing

toworryabout,Ringowillbeperformingatthe

festivallaunch.

Yolandawalksin,she’sstillwearingthatwide

smileofhers,doesshenotrememberwhat

happened,maybeZanewasright,shedidn’tsee

anything.HowdoIapproachherwithnthis.Im

nervous.

“I’m back,anyprogressontheartist,seemslike

everyoneisbooked.”Shesays,standingbymy

office.Ishouldjustgowithhervibe,it’s

confusingbutitsbetterthanaddressingthe

neonelephantintheroom.

“Uhm yeah,ZanewillaskRingo.”Isay,tryingto

figureouthermood,she’sthebubblyYolanda,

nothingawkward.Maybeshedidn’tsee

anything,I’m readingtoomuchintoit.



“Wow,atsuchshortnotice?MrNgele-Ngeleis

goodathisjob”shesayswithasmile.

“He’sfamilysohecalledinafavour”Isayand

she’ssuddenlyimpressedbythat.

It’sbeenalongdayandthesunwillsetsoon.

Weclosethegalleryandheadformycar.Iwill

dropheroffthelodgeandpickupThamiand

Zane.I’lldropZaneathisplaceanddrivehome

withThami.That’smynewroutine.

She’sbeencomplementingmycarsinceshe

thefirsttimeshesawit.Shetalkssomuch

aboutalotofthingsbutneveraboutherself,

shehardlyspeaksaboutherfamilyandfriends,

Idoubtsheevenhasfriends.
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ThamiandIgethomejustintimefordinner,

aunt’Kholekaisinagreatmood.Sheissinging

andvoluntarilycookinginthekitchen.Thami

andIlookateachotherandthenather,she

smilesandcontinueswithherduties.Asakheis

intheloungewithMakhulu,everyoneseemsto

beinagoodmoodtonight,itwillsoonbespoilt

becauseThamiistellingeveryoneabouthis

movetoEdernville.

We’reallgatheredaroundthediningtable

servingupdinner.

“IhavesomethingIneedtosharewithyouall”

Thamisays.andalleyesareonhim

“Metoo”aunt’Kholekasays.Thatexplainsher



mood.Thiscouldgoverygoodorhorriblybad.

“Okay,I’llgofirst,Igotajob”Thamisaysand

everyonebeginstocelebrate,evenAsakheis

clapping.

“That’swonderfulmychild,whendoyoustart?

Wait,whereisit?”Makhulusayswith

excitementonherface.

Thamilooksatmeforabriefsecondthen

answers

“EdernvilleGameReserve,Istartnextmonth”

hesaysandit’scompletelysilent.Makhulu’s

eyesaregluedtoThami,shelooksbetrayed.

Evenaunt’Kholekadidn’tseethisonecoming.

“Soyou’removingtoEdernville?”Aunt’kholeka

speaks,she’sstillshockedalmostsad.

Thaminodsanddropshishead.

“Whereareyougoingtostaythere,it’sa

dangerousworldoutthere.”Makhulufinally



speaks,concerned.

Thamiisolderthanmeandmoreresponsible,

theyhavenothingtoworryabout.

“Well,uhm..Xolaisalsomovingthatside,so

we’llfindaplacetogether”hesays,shyly.

Theexpressionsontheirfaces,alone,would

endawar.Theylookangryandreadytoattack,

aunt’Kholekalooksslightlysad.

“Ifoundaloftintowntoworkfrom,Ialsomade

anofferforahousecloser.It’sbestifAsakhe

andIfoundourownplace,therearealsogood

schoolsthatside”Aunt’Kholekadropsthe

bomb.

Makhuluisreducedtotears.

“Soyou’reallleaving?WellIshouldaccept

Dlamini’sproposalandinvitehim tomovein

withme,sinceeveryonewantstobegrownand

wonderofftotheworld.”Shesays,fumingand

walkingtoherroom.Sheshutsthedoorreally



hard,leavingusallshockedandindisbelief.

Wesilentlyseat,staringateachother.

“Waitaminute,didshesayDlaminiproposed?”

Thamiwhispers,wealltrytoholdinourlaughs

butfail.Wecoverourmouthswithourhands.

That’sexactlywhatshesaidandnowshe’s

usingourdepaturetocoverupforit,shecan’t

dothat.Whenwasshegoingtotellusifneither

ofThamiandaunt’Kholekasharedtheirnews.

“Congratulationsaunty,yourbusinessisdoing

reallygood”Isay,we’restillwhispering.We

don’twanttoupsetMakhuluevenmore.

“AndwhendidyouapplytoEdernville,Buhle

knew,Icouldseeitallonherface”shesays

lookingatThami

“RightafterXolaknewabouthispromotion,I

wasgoingtomovewithhim evenifIdidn’tget

thejob,weplannedeverything”Thamisays,

aunt’Kholekalooksshockedandclapsonce,



shedoesthatwhenshe’sindisbelief.Ifindit

funny.

“Soyouwerejustreadytobeahousehusband

ofEdernville,stayhomeandcookwhileyour

manworks”Isay,he’sreallyseriousaboutthis

relationshipandIwon’tbesurprisedifoneof

them proposes,they’reinloveandit’smoving

fasterthanwe’dexpected.Okay,Iknowit’s

ironiccomingfrom someonewhofellpregnant

andgotengagedinthreemonths,I’m happyfor

them.TheycanlivehappilyinEdernvillewithout

beingjudgedbythenarrowmindedpeopleof

Khumba.

“Aslongasyou’rehappyandemployed,I’m

good.”Aunt’Kholekasays,shelooksalmost

proudbutshe’stryingtoacttough.

“Wewillstayintownnowmama?”Asakheasks

withhersmallinnocentvoice.

“Yes,justustwo.Youwillgotoatownschool,



playwithallsortsoftoysandgames,youwill

haveyourownroom withyourownbed,no

moresharingwithme”Aunt’kholekaresponds.

She’sgettingemotionalasshespeaksto

Asakheabouttheirnewlifeandit’sbenefits.

Shehascomealongway,Igetit.Shehasdone

greatwithherbusiness,it’sgrowingquickly,

sheevenhasafulltimeaccountanttohelpwith

thefinancialsideofthings.

“IthinkMakhuluisoverwhelmedwiththetiming

ofourgrowth,it’sallhappeningatonceandshe

feelslikeshe’slosingus.”Isay,theybothnod.

Weallmakeourwaytotheherroom.She’s

kneelinginfrontofherbedwithherfacerested

onherhands,she’sprayingandintears.We

silentlywalkinandjoinher.Weallbegintopray,

together.I’veneverprayedlikethisbefore,to

fullyexpressmyselfandbevulnerableenough

toaskforthingsandtoacknowledgetheLords

presenceinmylife,itfeelsgoodandIfeel



lighter,likeaheavyburdenhasbeenliftedoff

myshoulders.NowIunderstandwhypeople

relyonitforstrengthandcomfort,itisaplaceI

feltheardandvalidated.Weallchant‘Amen’

whenMakhulufinishes.

“I’m veryhappyforyoumychildren,youmake

mesoproud”shesays,lookingatus.Wealljoin

andhugher.Myheadisrestedonherback,

Thamiandaunt’kholekaareonhersides,thisis

wherewe’llalwaysknowwe’resafe,inherarms,

inherprayers.
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TheonethingIadmireaboutthevillagepeople,

especiallythepeopleinKhumba,isthesupport

theyshowforothersandtheirwork.Whenever

there’saneventoracelebrationinahome,

villagersgooutoftheirwaytoassist.Women

gathergroceriesandplanthemenue,men

slaughterandpreparethemeatwhileyoung

mengatherwoodforthecookingfire.The

wholevillagejoinstogethertoprepareforone

personsevent,withoutcommandorplea,they

willinglyvolunteer.

ThishasbeenthesamewiththeKhumba

KultureFestivallaunch,theentirevillagehas

pulledallstopsandallresourcesinassisting

withthepreparations.Peoplehavebeenvisiting

thegallerytoaskhowtheycouldhelp,atfirstI

keptdecliningunlitZaneexplainedtomethat

it’stheirwayofthankingmeforthefestival.He

sayspeopleheredon’thavemuchintermsof

materialisticfortuneandofferingtheirlabouris



theirwayofshowinggratitude.Ithasbeena

hecticweek,emotionally,withallthenervesbut

everythingwasgoingaccordingtoplan,the

villagemenhelpingwithmovingtoolsand

settinguptents,thewomenhelpingwiththe

food.TheylaughedatmewhenItoldthem I’d

hireacateringcompany,oneofthewomensaid

“wearethebestcateringcompanymoneycan

buy,notthoseexpensivepeoplewholeaveyou

pennylessandhungry”andjustlikethat,they

tookoverthatdepartment.TherewasnowayI

wasgoingtoarguewithKhumbawomen.

It’sanhourbeforetheeventstartsandI’m

runningaroundthegallery,seeingifeverything

isinplace.Ihavebeenupsince3am,hardly

slept.I’m stillinsweatsandsneakers,haven’t

dressedforthemaineventandI’m sweating

likeapig.IlastsawZanewhenhegotherein

themorning,honestly,I’vebeenavoidinghim,

he’smakingthisharderthanitisbytellingme



tolettheplannerdoeverything.Aftershe

bookedthewrongartist,there’snowayIam

sittingbackwatchingmyeventturnintoamess.

Peoplearealreadyhere,dressedforthe

occasionandenjoyingthevibe.

“Everythingisperfect,goandchange”Zane

startlesme.HelookshandsomeinhisNigerian

inspiredsuitZazimadeforhim,wellfitted.

I’m randomlystandingthemiddleofthecrowd,

makingsureIhaven’tmissedanything.Itfeels

likesomething’smissing,maybeit’sthenerves.

“Youthink?”Isaylookingunsure.

“Youdidagoodjobbaby,nowchangebefore

youmisstheactualevent”hesays,pullingme.

Wemakeourwaytothelodge.Mydressislaid

onthebedwithallmyjewellery.Zazididan

awesomejob,heusedsomeofZane’smaterial

todetailmine,Iloveit.

Itakeaquickshowerandglam myselfup.



Makeup,wig,lashesandnailsareouttoplay,I

am thefounderafterall,I’vegottolookthepart.

“Done”Isay.Walkingtowardshim.He’sleaning

againstthedoorwithhishandsinhispocket

gazingatmewithhisdreamyseductiveeyes.

I’m notfallingforit.

“CanIjust…”hehugsme,placinghishandson

mybutt,squeezingtightandpullingmetowards

him.Hiserectionhitsmystomach.Whenand

howdidthishappen.

“Zanewecan’t,peoplearewaitingforus”I’m

tryingsohardtoresisthisseduction,he’s

touchingmeinalltherightplaces.Iwanthim,

now.

There’saknockatthedoor.

“Buhle,westartin5minutes”it’sYolanda.

“Coming”Ishout.Ihearherfootstepsfade

away.



“Youhavetwominutes”Isay,hesmilesand

liftsme,spreadingmylegsapartandbanging

meagainstthewall.Goshhe’sgood,aaaah!

Theyardispackedwithpeoplefrom different

ethnicgroups.Iknewthefestivalwaswell

knownbuttoseepeoplehereisoverwhelming,

inagoodway.Wenavigateourwaythroughthe

stares,headingforthetent.Myfamilyand

friendsareseatedononesideandZane’s

familyontheother,it’smyfirsttimeseeing

Zane’sparents.Theireyesarelockedtous,

Zaneispullingmetotheirdirection.Whatishe

doing?Idon’twanttomeetthem,nothere,not

infrontofthepress.Thepanicisquitevisible,

Thandistandsfrom adistanceandlooksatus,

guardingcautiously.

“AhhhBhungani”Zanesays,greetinghisfather

andtheyshakehands.Hiseyesarestillonme,

soishismother.

“AhhhBhungani,Mthimkhulu,Ndlebentle



Zombini”Isaygreetinghim,myvoiceisshaking,

Ibowmyheadandhenods.

“MoloNkosazana”IgreetZane’smother.She

standsandopensherarmsforahug.Ididn’t

expectthis.I’m stillshocked,unabletomove.

Shepullsmecloserandsmiles.

“MoloBuhlebethu”shesaysandgoesbackto

herseat.

Whatwasthat?Ididn’texpectthatkindofa

reactionfrom someonewhopaidpeopletokill

me,evenZaneisamazed.

“We’llseeyoulater,onceeverythingisinorder”

Zanesaysandtheybothnod.

There’snowayI’m puttingmyselfthroughthis

again,hecancomeandseehisparents,notme.

It’sanhourintotheeventandI’m alreadyloving

it,peopleareenjoyingthemselvesandthe

guestsarespendingontheKhumbacraft,the

vendorsareveryhappy.Ihaven’thadtimeto



seatdownwithmyfamily,Ikeepseeingthem

from adistance.I’vebeenbusywiththemedia

andenagingwiththeguests,who’vecomefrom

differentplaces.Imetthiscouple,theycameall

thewayfrom Swazilandjusttosupportthis

initiative,they’realsocreativesandwe’ve

exchangedcontactdetailsforfuturepurposes.

“OhhelloMissKhephuorshouldIsayMrs

Ngele-Ngele”asyoungmalejournalistgreets

mewithasmilecarryingarecorder.

“JustcallmeBuhle”Irespond.These

journalistsarehungryforascooponmy

relationshipwithZane,theykeepbringingitup.

“Right,pleasetellmemoreaboutyour

husbandsinvolvementintheproject,youseem

morehandson”hesays.

“PrinceZanemvulaisalsotheco-founderofthe

festival,hehandlesthefinanceandoperations

sideofthebusiness,Icouldinviteyoutohis



officewheneverhepullsoutthejournals,ifyou

desperatelywanttoseehim work”Isay,he

smilesbacksarcastically.

“Isee,howmuchdidyourfathercontributein

thisproject,heisthecountriesmostinfluential

businessstrategists”hesays.He’stryingso

hardtogetundermyskin,Iwon’tlethim,I

won’tgivehim thatpower.Notonmyspecial

day.

“Hisonlycontributionwashelpingconceivean

intelligentandindependentwomanthatcame

upwiththisidea.”Isay.Iwillnotcrack,not

infrontofthesepeople.i’m notgivinghim what

hewants.

“Charming,forsomeonewhogrewupinthe

wealthiestsurburbsofEdernville,whyKhumba?

Surelyyoucould’vechosenotherplacesfor

yourcharitywork”heasks.

That’sit,I’vehadit.Iwillnotentertainthis



anymore.

“Mybackgroundandmyfatherswealthhas

nothingtodowiththisfestival.Khumbaismy

father’sbirthhome,hewasraisedunderthese

mountains.Ifyouwouldfocusontheactual

craftinsteadofchasingaftergossip,you’d

actuallyseethetalentofthepeopleofKhumba.

Ifeelsorryforyournewspaper,theydon’tknow

howmuchofauselessassetyouare,maybeI

shouldgivethem aheadsup”Isayandwalk

away.

He’sfiddlingwithhisrecorder.

Peoplearewavingandgreetingmefrom all

sides,demaningpicturesandquestions.

They’rereallyfascinatedabouttheproject,I’m

lovingwhatI’meseeing.

Ifeellightheadedanddizzy,Ihaven’teaten.I

browsethroughthetent,Ican’tseeanytables

withfood.Imakemywayoutofthetent,Ifeel



nauseausandempty.Whyisithardtofindfood

aroundhere.Ispottwoguestswithfood

comingfrom behindthetent.Iwalktowards

theirdirection.IfZanewouldknowaboutthis,

he’dneverspeaktome.

“Buhle”someone’scallingmynamefrom

behindme.

It’sThando,whatishedoinghere?

“WhatdoyouwantThando?”Isay.Idon’thave

theenergyorthetimeforallofthis,Icould

passoutanyminutenowifIdon’tgetfood.

“I’m notheretocausetrouble,Icameto

supportthefestival.Youdidanexcellentjob”

hesays.

He’salsodressedfortheoccasion,witha

Ghanaindashiki.

“Thankyou”Isay,hesmilesalmostwantingto

laugh.



“Whoknewyou’dfindcomfortinKhumba”he

says,andwelaugh

“Iknowright,evenIcan’tbelieveitmyselfbut

hereIam”Isay.MykneesareweakandI’m

slightlylosingmyvision.Ineedtoseatdownfor

amoment,Ineedfood,lot’soffood.Zaneis

goingtokillme.

“Buhle,areyouok?”Thandoholdsmeinhis

armsandIrestmyheadonhischest.Iholdon

tohim andpointatthefoodstalls.Hehelpsme

movecloserandIfindaseat.

“Ineedfoodandwater”Isay,slightlyoutof

energy.

Hewalkstothestallsandbuyssomethingfrom

eachstall.There’smeat,salads,sampandtripe,

dumplingandstew,healmostbought

everything.Isiponthewaterandbegintoeat.

He’slookingatmeconfusedandsomehow

amazedbytheamountoffoodI’m consuming.



“Areyousureyou’reokay?ShouldIcalla

doctor?”heasks.

I’m regainingmyenergyandtheshakinghas

stopped.

“Ihaven’teatenallday,thenerveshadmereally

badthatIforgottoeatatall”Isay.Halfofthe

foodisalreadygone.Ozayodestroyseverything

withmeat.

“Well,youseem betternow.Soyou’regetting

married?Ithoughtyouweren’tthecommitment

typeormaybeitwasme”hesays.

Idon’twanttohavethisconversationwithhim,

notnow,nothere.

“It’scomplicatedandnoit’snotyou,I’m the

issue”Isay,hedoesn’tlookconvinced.

“Thatlineisgettingold”hesays,smiling.

Atleastwecanjokeaboutit.

AsmuchasIneverhadthatconnectionwith



him,he’stheonlypersonthatkeptmecompany

halfmylife.Hemightnotknoweverything

aboutmebuthewasthere,hemademelaugh

anddespitetheconditionsofourrelationship,

hemademefeelwanted.

“Mzala,they’recallingyou.I’vebeenlookingall

overforyou”Thamiwalksclosertous,giving

Thandoaninquisitivelook.It’slikehe’ssending

him amessage.

“ThisisThamimycousin,ThamithisisThando

myfriendfrom Edernville”Isay,Thandosmiles

andwaves.

“Ithoughtyousaidyoudidn’thavefriendsin

Edernville.Hibhuti”hesays.

“Weweremorethanfriends”Thandoreplies

beforeIcouldevenopenmymouth.

Thami’sreactionismycuetoleave,now.

“Thanksforthefood,enjoyKhumba”Isay,

pullingThami,walkingawayfrom Thando.



“Mzalaisthatyourex?Youinviteexestoyour

events,Zanemvulawillnotlikethat”hesays.

“Relax,he’snotmyex,wewerejustbedroom

buddies”Isay.

Hiseyeswidenandhisjawdrops.Heisso

dramatic.

“Yho!IthoughtIknewyou.”Hesays.

“Don’tmentionthis,Zanedoesn’tlikehim and

him buyingmethatfoodwillpisshim even

more.”Istophim,henodsandwemove

towardstheentrance

“Iwon’t,Idon’tknowhowYolandamissedyou,

shewascomingfrom thisdirectionwhenI

askedherwhereyouwere.she’sstrange,

there’sjustsomethingabouther,shemoves

likeamouse.Idon’ttrusther”hesays,

Ugh,notthisagain.thisYolandaslamming

muststopalready.



“Well,Iworkwithhernotyou,soplease,leave

thatgirlalone,she’sgoodatherjobandthat’s

allthatmatters”Isay.Ineedhim tostopthing

hehasagainstYolanda,shemightsensehis

energyandcausetroubleforme,Idon’tneed

that.

Thelaunchwasasuccess,uncleRingo,yesI

callhim thatnow,perfomedandthecrowd

lovedhim.Istillcan’tbelievehe’sfamily.Yes

I’m partofthefamilytoo.Mostguestsfrom

afarhaveleftbutmanyremainedfortheafter

party,whichwedidn’tstayfor,Zane’sstrict

orders.Hedrovemehomeandinsistedon

seeingmechangeintomypajamas,likeIwas

goingtosneakoutduringthenight.He’s

becomethisoverprotectiveandcontrolling

personeversincemypregnancy.

Ihadabrieftalkwithmyfamily;dad,

mam’Gloria,KatandIfinallygottomeether

boyfriend,definetlynotwhatIexpected.He’s



goodlookinganddecent,hejustdoesn’tstrike

measthecelibatetype,withhisgoldchains,

tightsuitandhiscarvellashoes.I’m thelast

persontojudgeanyonebasedontheir

appearance,Iknow,butheistookasifor

celibacy.Istillwonderwhattheytalkaboutasa

couplebesidesmedicine.Theyseemedtoenjoy

thefestivalthough,Icaughtaglimpseofthem

dancing.Itwasagreatdayandastressfulone

too,partofmeisgladitsover,nowontothe

nextevents.

....................................................

#MoreThanEnough#FictionByLAV

#LIKE#COMMENT#SHARE

MoreThanEnoughbyLAV

Copyright,2019,LAV

Insert35



Theheadlinesandpressreleasesonthe

festivalhavebeenpositiveandnothingshortof

exceptional.Thepictures,thebloggersreviews,

thepostsonsocialmediaplatforms,everything

isbigjustlikeitturnedouttobe.We’vebeen

gettingalotofrequestsfrom artistsandother

creativestobepartofthenextmonths’festival,

it’soverwhelmingbutit’sexactlywhatZane

needed,toinviteasmanypeopletothelodge

aspossibletosavethejobsofhisemployees.

Thisfestivaldidmorethanthat,theyhiredmore

peopleinsteadandZanehasbeendiscussing

buildingmoreroomsandchaletsto

accommodatemorepeople.

Nowthatthelaunchisoutoftheway,the

weddingisnextandIregretmovingitclose

rightafterthelaunch.I’m exhaustedand

nervousaboutthewedding,eventhoughZane

hasplannedeverythingwithhisfamily,allwe

needtodoisshowup.Thelaunchwas



SaturdayandtodayisThursday,Ihaveoneday

lefttomyselfbeforeImoveintomarriagelife.

Ourhouseisstillonthegroundbutinprogress,

Itoldthem tomoveasfastaspossible.There’s

nowayI’m spendingawholeyearattheRoyal

palace,performingwifelydutiestogrownmen

whohavetheirownwives.

Ihaven’tbeenfeelingwelltoday,thenewpills

thegynecologistgavemeareweighingme

down,I’m constantlytiredandmoresleepier.

Katbeggedmetotakehertotownduringlunch

time,I’vebeenpostponingallweek.

“Sis,youneedtomoveorelseyourbabywillbe

overweightandlazy”Katwalksin

Shedoesn’tknowhowtiredIam andnowIhave

todressupfortown,inthisheat.Ican’t.Ipull

theduvetcoverovermyhead,ignoringher.

“Leavemealone”Isay.

“Come,thisisyourlastdayoffreedom asa



singlewoman,soonyou’llhavetoreporttoyour

husbandabouteverything.”Shesays,poking

myback.

SheknowsahundredpercentI’m notthetype

tobecontrolledandbulliedaround.

“Onehourandwecomeback,justone”Isay.

She’sscreamingwithexcitement.Ihearher

leavewalkingdownthepassage.IwishIhad

herenergy.

LikeanyothersummerdayinKhumba,thesun

isscorchinghot.Katdrivessoslowand

cautiously,I’m annoyed.Weleftthehousean

houragoandwe’restillnotclosetotown,it

usuallytakesme30minutes.

“SteponitKat,there’snotraffichere”Isay,she

seeshowannoyedIam butsheignoresme.

Herphonehasbeenbuzzingthroughoutthetrip.

Wegettotownandshedrivespastthemall,

doessheevenknowwhereshe’sgoing?I



shouldn’thavecomewithher,everythingabout

thisdayisannoyingandmyhormonesare

bringingtheworstoutofme.Idecidetokeepto

myselfandletherdoallthiswondering.She

parksoutsideaguesthouse.

“WhatarewedoinghereKatlego?Didn’tyou

sayyouwantedtocometothemall?I’m tired

andmybodyfeelshorrible,dowhatyoucame

heretodoandlet’sleave”I’m fumingandshe

looksscared.

“Pleasecome,Ineedyourhelpwiththis”she

says.

Whatcouldthatpossiblybe?She’sreally

pissingmeoff.Wemakeourwayinthisguest

house,ithasabeautifulgardenandmultiple

fountains,it’squiet.Awhiteladymeetsusat

receptionandgreetsuswithawidesmile.I

won’tevenentertainthis,Katwillattendtoher,I

don’tevenknowwhywe’rehere.Sheleadsus

tothebackgarden.



“SURPRISE”everyoneshouts.What’sgoingon?

SinazoisherewithLydia,whendidtheyget

here?Thandi,ThamiandAunt’Kholekaarealso

here.I’m shocked,Ididn’tseethisonecoming.

There’satableinthemiddleofthegarden,on

thecornerofmyeyeIspotafloralbackdrop

written’CongratulationsQueenofKhumba’.It’s

abacheloretteparty,theydidallofthisforme.

PoorKat,shehadtodealwithmyirritable

attitudeandrudenessjusttopulloffthe

surprise.I’m notevendressedforit.

“Ohsis,I’m sorry”Isayhuggingher.Ifeelbad.

“Iwassoscared,Icouldn’teventhinkproperly”

shesays.Thisiswhyidon’tlikesurprises,I

neverseethem coming.Everyonewalks

towardsus.

“Whendidyouallplanthis?Sinazohowdidyou

gethere?”I’m reallysurprised,nowondershe’s

beenactingstrangeinourtexts.



“Wegotherelastnight,wehadtostayinthis

guesthouseandavoidKhumba.”Shesays,they

aresosneaky,

“Shealmostbitmyheadoff,youladieshaveno

idea”Katsaysandeveryonelaughs.

“We’llblameitonthehormones”Thandisays.I

can’tbelievesshewasalsoinonthis

“Okay,let’sallseatdown”Thamileadsustothe

elegantlysettablewithredrosesandgold

trinkets,Iloveit.

“Who’sideawasthis?”Iask,theyallsmile

lookingateachother.

“ItwasKat’sideabutyourfuturehusband

insistedonpayingforeverything.”Thamireplies.

Ohmygoodness,nowonderhewaspushing

metotaketheentiredayoffandstayhome,he

knewaboutthisallalong.I’m notsurprisedhe

insistedonpaying,that’shisfashion.

“He’ssosneaky”Isay,stillsurprisedastohow



theyallpullthisoffwithoutmeknowingor

suspectinganything.

“He’ssoromantic,hepaidforallofthis,how

manymendothat?zero.”Lydiasays.ofcause

thatherhighlightofallofthis,money.That’sall

shetalksabout,wellandsex.

“YoumarryingagentlemanHlehle,allthanksto

Thandi”aunt’Kholekaspeaks.Thandismiles.

“Andhe’smarryingeverymens’dream woman,

smart,beautiful,independentandfearless.He’s

verylucky”Thandisays.

WeallcontinuetalkingaboutZaneandmy

relationshipfrom howwemetandeveryother

storyinbetween.Everyoneissharingtheirstory

ofus,I’m laughingsohard.Ireallydidn’tknow

theythoughtofusthewaythey’redescribingus.

Thandiissharingaboutthetimesshe’dcatch

Zanesneakingmeinatmidnightonlytodrive

mebackhomebeforesunrise.



“Isawherleaveeverynight,jumpingoverthe

boundrywall,from mybedroom window,Zane

wouldbewaitingforherdownbytheroad.”

Aunt’khokelashares,theyalllaugh.Ireally

thoughtnoonesawus.

“Whataboutthetimesheoversleptandgot

homeatsunrise,shejumpedinherbedroom

windowtofindMakhuluwaitingonher

inside,shecalledZaneandgavethem asex

educationlesson.”Thamisays,ohmygosh,I

almostforgotaboutthattime.

“Wellclearlytheirmindswereelsewhere,hence

thepregnancy”Sinazosayspointingatmy

stomach.

“Theyhaveanunbreakablebond,theyhave

redefinedloveandstucktotheirownterms,

especiallywithZane’sfamilyanditstraditions,

BuhlestandsforherloveandZanedoesthe



same.”Thandisays,withwateryeyes,she’s

makingmeemotionalnow.

“Theyaresoulmates,theirenergiesfeedoff

eachotherandtheyproducethisunshakable

love,it’sbeautifultowitness”Sinazosays,with

afondnessinhersmile.

“Ohyou’remakingmecry,”Isay,wipingmy

tearswithanapkin.

“Okay,enoughwiththecries,thesearehappy

times.Iorganizedsomegames.”Lydiabringsa

boxofpropsandobjects.Shepullsupdifferent

roleplayobjects,she’sthatgirl,verykinky.Ican

seeThandi’sfaceexplodewithconfusionand

disbeliefasLydiapullsthem outonebyone.

Therearedildos,vibraters,spankers,anal

beads,handcuffsandmanyotherthingsIdonot

recognize.

“Wewilleachguesswhattheseareforandhow

they’reused,anyonewhogetsitright,takesa



shotofvodka,ifyougetitwrong,youtaketwo

shots.Babymama,youwillwearthese”she

says,handingmelacelingerie,there’snoway

I’m wearingthisthing,forthem.Formy

husband,yes,them,definitelyno.

“Whatarethesethings?”Thandiasks,herfacial

expressioniskillingeveryonewithlaughter.

“Youhavetoguess,we’llstartwithyou.Here,

havethisone”LydiashehandsThandithe

beads,she’splayingwiththem,puttingthem

aroundherneck.

Lydia,SinazoandIburstintolaughter,the

othersareconfused,especiallyThandi.

“What’sfunny?,isitanecklace?”Thandi

innocentlyasks.

“Honey,thosebelonginsideyou,downthere”

LydiarespondsandThandiisimmediately

disgusted,removingthem andthrowingthem

backtothebox.



“Here,twoshotsforyourlackofknowledge,

beadlady”Lydiahandsherthetwoshots,she

downsthem fastandshakesherhead.

Andthatwasthefirstofmany,thisgamehas

peopleconfessingtheirbedroom fantasiesand

whatworksforthem.Everyoneisalmostdrunk,

Thandistoppedplayingalongtimeagowhen

shemistookoneoftheobjectsasafeather

duster.She’scluelessandIdon’tblameher,

thesethingsarenextlevelkinky.Ican’tbelieve

somepeople,Lydiabeingoneofthem,usethem

forpleasure.Somelookpainfulandtorturous.

Thedaywentbysoquick,everyoneisdrunk,

besidesme,Thandiisalittlebittipsybutshe

drankcoffeeandwater,everyoneelseishighly

intoxicated.Thishasbeensuchafunfilledday.

Lotsoflove,laughterandvodkashots.My

sobermindcan’tstopthinkingaboutthe

weddingday.Theuncertaintyimmediatelygives

mestomachcramps.
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IwouldbenervousbutthatvoicemessageIgot

from Zaneinthemorningsoothedallmy

anxiety.

“Mylove,Iknowyou’reprobablypanickingand

worriedabouthowthingswillbe,I’m heretotell

you,takeabreathandtakeiteasy.I’vetoldyou

manytimestotrustmeandI’veworkedsohard

tomakesurethatthattrustisnotbrokenand

todayI’m sayingitagain,trustme,everything

willbefine.TodayisthedayI’vebeendreaming

aboutsinceIfirstmetyouinchurch,whenyou



calledme‘mkhulumthi’,Istillfindithilarious.I

thoughttomyself,whydoIlikeher,whydoI

findmyselfsmilingwhenherfacepopsupin

myhead,Ihadsomanyquestionsaboutyou

sincethatdaybuttheywereansweredwhenI

tookyoutothepicnic,youaremysoulmate.My

mindcouldn’tfigureitoutatfirstbutmysoul

knewitbelongedwithyoursfrom thebeginning.

ThisisourfirstdaytoforeverandIcan’twait

foroursoulstoofficiallybecomeone.Iloveyou

Buhlebethu”

Ikeepplayingitoverandover,asIseatinfront

ofthedressingtable,puttingonmymakeup.

I’vebeenseatedhereforthepasthour,playing

backeverydayofmylifesinceImetZane,in

aweofhowthingschanged,howI’vechanged.

Itallhappenedsofastbutfeltnaturalandnot

forced,likeitwasmeanttobe.

“Doyouneedhelp?”Katwalksin,lettinginall

thenoisefrom thelivingarea.Peopleare



singingandtalkingloudlywithexcitement.She

looksbeautifulinherAfricanprintdress.

“I’m done,justneedtogetdressed.Youlook

beautifulsis”Isay.Mydressislayingelegantly

onthebed.

“Youshoulddress,everyoneisdone.Makhulu

saidweshouldleaveat10am”shesays.Inod

andshehelpsmegetdressed.It’sexactlywhat

Iaskedfor,headdedhisowntouchandmadeit

looklikeitbelongedonAfricaFashionWeek

runway.Itwoulddefinitelybeashowstopper.It

hasthinstrapsandfitstightlycreatinga

mermaidliketaleatthebottom withthethree

stripesofatraditionalmbaco.Thestrapsare

blackandmakepatternsthatcreateacurvy

shape.Healsomademeacapetocoverup

andamatchingdoek.Kathelpswiththewhite

dotsonmyface,Ishowhermama’swedding

photoandshedoesitexactlylikethat,ifanyone

coulddoit,isher.hersteadysurgeonhands



helped.Wemakeourwayoutoftheroom to

meeteveryoneinthelounge,they’rescreaming

andululating.

Itookaunt’Kholeka’sadviseofwearing

comfortableshoes,we’rewalkingallthewayto

Zane’shome.Thedistanceisnotthatlong,

especiallywiththelargecrowdfollowingusand

thesinging,I’m evendancingalong.

Myfavouriteonegoeslike“ubhutiunezandundu

usisiyigolide,ubhutiunezandunduusisi

yigolide”Ifinditveryamusing,itloosely

translatesto”thegroom hashighcheekbones

andthebrideisgold”basicallyteasingthe

groom andpraisingthebeautyofthebride.

They’vebeensingingitthelongestandlouder

aswegetclosertoZane’sentourage,also

singingtheirownsongs,comingourdirection.

ThisishowMakhuluexplainedtome,wewould

singourwaytothem andtheywouldmeetus

halfwaytofetchme,theirbride,therewouldbe



songanddancebattleswhenthegroupsmeet.

WemeetZane’sentourageandtheirsonggoes

like“zenimphathekakuhleubhutiwethu,

azangalambi,azangadlakazeli”whichloosely

translatesto”youmusttakecareofourbrother,

hemustnotstarve,hemustn’tlookfilthyand

unpresentable”.Howtypical.They’resendinga

messageinsongonhowIshouldtreattheirson,

Ihopetheytaughthim howtotreatme.Surely

theyshould’vetaughthim howtotakecareof

himselfatthisage.

Helookshandsomeinhistraditionalwear,he’s

toplessanddrapedwithblueandwhitebeads

acrosshisupperbody.He’swearingaskirtlike

thingonthebottom,it’salsomadefrom the

materialofumbacowithamatchingshawlover

hisshoulder,he’swearingblackleather

gladiatorsonhisfeetcarryingawhiteandblue

beadedstickonhisrighthand.Helookslikea

trueHlubiman,beautifulandconfident.Ican’t



stopsmilingandblushing.

Wejointhem andmakeourwayinsidetheroyal

palace,there’sahugetentinthemiddleofthe

yard,wewalkinsideanditlookslikeXhosa

heaven.Everythingisinplaceandperfectly

placed.It’sallXhosatraditioninspired,withthe

blackandwhitedrapingandtabledécor,it

lookslikemydress,effortlesslyelegant.We

standonthepodium infront,alleyesareonus

andthefirstceremonybegins,we’regoingto

sayourvowsandsignthecertificate.

MyeyesarelockedtoZane,Ihaveblockedall

eyesintheroom,justmeandmyman.My

cheekshurtfrom thesmilingandtheblushing,

we’rehere,doingit.I’m gettingmarried.

“Ifanyonewould’vedaredmetobetonhowmy

lifewouldbenow,Iwould’velosteverything.

WhereIam todayandwhoIam isnowhere

closetowhereIwasafewmonthsago,andall

thischangedbecauseofyou.Yourlove,it



healedplacesnomedicationcould.Itvalidated

thingsnopsychiccouldconfirm.Withyourlove

Iwascomfortableenoughtofacemyown

demons,onesthatatemeupinsideandleftme

cryingsilentlywhiletheworldcontinuedlike

nothinghappened.Zaneyouknowmyjourney,

youknowmyflawsbutyoulovemeanyways,

youlovedallofme,eventheplacesIcouldn’t

love.Istandheretoday,infrontofourfamilies

tothankyouandalsotosay,Iwillcontinue

thankingyoufortherestofmylife.Iwillshow

gratitudeineverywordandeveryaction”Isay,

myvoiceisshaking,andtearsarerolling

uncontrollablydownmycheeks.Zane’seyes

arered,hetakesadeepbreath.

“I’venevermetsomeonewithacontagious

spiritofcourageandfearlessness.Yourloveis

fearlessandstrong.Yourloveisfunnyandsexy.

YourlovehasmademethemanIam today.I

walkaroundwithconfidence,knowingthatIam



lovedbyyourkindoflove.Ithasmademe

standupformyselfandwhatIbelievein,ithas

mademetoshyawayfrom cowardice.Tohave

youbesideme,asmyQueen,makesmea

betterpersonandanevenbetterKing”hesays,

wipingoffhistears.

Thecrowdrejoicesandululates,IseeKat

cryingandsoaresomeofthevillagers.Her

motherdoesn’tlookpleased,I’m confused,I

thoughtshe’soverhernonsensewithus.I

quicklylookaway.Thetraditionalleader

blessestheringsandordersustokiss.Zane

hasbeenwaitingforthispart,he’sgivingmehis

naughtysmileandbitinghislowerlip.I’m so

shy,hepullsmecloserbythewaistandwekiss.

He’sreallyenjoyinghimselfwiththiskiss,

forgettingtherearepeoplewatching.Hemoves

hishandsupholdingmyfaceandtiltingittothe

side,hecontinuestokissme,deeperand

passionately.Icanhearthecrowdsscreaming



andthemenwhistling.Ipullawayfrom him and

IimmediatelyspotThamicoveringhiseyeswith

embarrassment.I’m lookingdown,shyingaway

from theaudience.Ican’tbelieveheputon

suchashow,infrontofsomanypeople,his

parents,royalcouncilandotherroyalfamilies.

Thesecondphaseoftheceremonybeganafter

wehadlunch.Itwasverylongandboring,Istill

don’tunderstandthesignificancebehind

everythingthatwasdone,afewwomen,

includingThandi,tookmetoabackroom and

dressedmeinmynewmakotiattire,whichis

veryheavyandhot.Theywrappedtwotowels,

oneacrossmybreasts,onehangingfrom the

shoulder,ascarfaroundmywaist,likethat

wasn’tenough,theytoppeditwithasmall

checkblanketovermyshoulders,hanginglikea

cape.Allthesedifferenttexturesmakemyskin

itchandtheKhumbaheatiscookingmealive

from theinsideout.Ifanyonewantstomarrya



Xhosaman,doitduringwinter,thisistorture.

Theyescortedmetoseatonahandgrassmat,

it’ssothin,mybutthurts.Zaneowesmeafull

bodymassageforputtingmethroughallofthis.

Iwasgivenmynewname,Zanozuko.They

proceededtogivemeadviceonhowtocarry

myselfwithmynewname,livinguptoits'

distinctmeaning,tobringhonour,peace,dignity

andpurpose.

Theyalsoservedmeanunderseasonedlegof

lambwithaglassofamasi,ithadheartburn

writtenalloverit.Icouldn’tstomachthe

differenttexturesandtaste,itallcamebackfor

everyonetosee.Ozayowasnotlikingthat

combinationatall.Iwasembarrassedbut

Thandiwastheretohelpcleanupthemess.

Atleastsomeoneunderstoodmysituation,

othersgavemeweirdjudgmentallooks.The

womentookturnsingivingmemaritaladvise

andIcanproudlyadmit,Iwon’tbeusingany.



ThandiandMakhulusaidsomethingso

profound,bothindifferentwayssaidthatI

shouldlearntolistenandunderstandeverything

ZanesaysbeforeIrespondandmyresponse

shouldleadtoasolutionandnotworsenthe

circumstance.Everyoneelsespokeaboutmy

domesticdutiesasawife,typicalandold,fora

secondduringtheirspeechesIalmostslept.

Theywouldn’tevennoticemyheadwasfaced

downthewholetime,asinstructed.

Ihaven’tseenZanesinceourlunchtime,Imiss

him.I’m makingteaforalltheolderwomen,

apparentlytheywanttoseehowgenerousofa

wifeIam.Intheirview,awifes’generosityis

measuredbyhowgoodyourteatasteandyour

loveisgaugedbythewarmthofyourhouse.

Accordingtotheirtheories,I’m notagoodwife

fortheirKingbecauseIhateteaandIdon’tlike

astuffyhouse,airconditionermustbeonatall

times,Ilikeacoolbreeze.



Iservethem onebyone,there’sover20women

inthattent.I’m sweatinglikeapigunderthis

wintercollection,mybackhurts,from theheavy

traysandmyhormoneshaveelevatedmy

intolerance,I’m beyondannoyed.Onmyway

backtothekitchen,Itakeafewminutesbreak,

leaningagainstthebackwallandprocessing

myemotions,Iwanttocry.AllIwantedwasto

marrythemanIlove,notslavelikeCinderella

whileeveryoneenjoysthemselves.EvenZane

hasforgottenaboutme,Ihaven’tseenhim for

hoursnow.

Mysixthsensealertsme,someoneislookingat

me,Iturnmyheadandmydarlinghusbandis

standingnexttome.Ihughim tightly,Iwantto

leave,Iwanttorunawayfrom hereandlaymy

headonhischest.

“Wherehaveyoubeen?Yourfamilyisabusing

me”Isay,he’slaughing.

“I’m sorrybaby,Iheardyouthrewupafter



eatingthemeatandsourmilk,Ifeltsobadand

wantedtocomeseeifyouwerefinebutI

wasn’tallowed”hesays.Whotoldhim about

themessImadeandwhatkindoftradition

deprivesthehusbandfrom seeinghiswifeon

theirweddingday.Ijustwantitalltoend

“Iwanttobewithyou,alone,nakedinyour

arms”Iconfesslookingintohiseyes,hesmiles

andplantsakissonmyforehead.

“Let’swait‘tillthecrowdclearsawaythenwe’ll

escapetoourroom”hesays.Bythelooksof

things,thecrowdisreadytosleepover.They’ve

beendemandingmorealcoholandmeat,

singinglouderandcrazier.Iwasamusedwhen

theysang‘ilangaliyatshona’whichis’thesunis

setting’,that’sthesongtheysingwhen

demandingalcoholfrom thefamily.It’stheir

wayoftellingthefamilythatsunsetisparty

time,theyevensangitatZazi’shomecoming.I

finditamusingandquitecreativehowthey



sendmessagesindirectly,withsongs.

“YoulookbeautifulZanozuko,likeatrueHlubi

Queen”hesays,admiringmynewlook,I’m still

gettingusedtothisname.Theycalledmea

coupleoftimesinthekitchenandIdidn’t

respond,itwilltakesometime.Ilikeitthough,

I’m nowZane’sZano,nolongerZane’sBuhle.

KingZanemvulaandhisQueenZanozuko,it’s

perfect.

“Youchosewell”Isay.“Ineedtogetback

beforetheycallmelazy”Isaykissinghim and

rushingbacktothekitchen.

………………………..

Andhourslater,whenthenoisehascalmedand

yardisfinallyempty,we’renaked,alonein

eachothersarms,justlikeIwanted.Ireally

thoughtIwouldpassoutthemomentIgotto

ourroom,insteadIwantedhim tohelprelease

allthetension,sweatsandall.



“GoodnightZanozuko”hesays,kissingmeon

thelips

“Goodnightmyhusband”Irespond,wrapping

myarmsaroundhim.

TheonlypartIenjoyedabouttodaywasthe

firstphaseceremony,ourvowsandmakingit

official,everythingelsewasslavery,nothingto

dowithlove.Brieflyspoketomyfamilybefore

theyleft,itwasanemotionalmoment,leaving

meinmynewhomewithmynewfamily.Thami

saidhe’llcomevisitbeforeheleavesfor

EdernvillewithXolaandDlaminiismovingin

withMakhulu,shewasn’tjoking.Haven’t

directlyspokenandhadadecentconversation

withZane’sparents,notthatit’ssomethingI’m

lookingforwardto,Ijustdon’tknowhowI’lllive

inthesameyardassomeonewhohatesmeso

muchshepaidpeopletohavemekilled.

………………………………..
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It’smyphone,whocoulditbeatthistime.It’sa

textfrom Thandi.

*Getready,wehavetoprepareforbreakfast*Is

sheserious?Whatbreakfast?It’s4am,who’s

eatinganythingatthistime.

*It’s4am Thandi*Ireply.Thisisridiculous.

*Porridgeneedstobereadyat5am,theKing

wakesupat5:30,Zanewakesupat6:00andby

thattimeweshouldbedonemakingthewhole

breakfastfeast.Quickly*shereplies.



Iwanttocry,thisisutterrubbishanddomestic

slavery.Igetupandheadfortheshower,Zane

isfastasleepnotevendistractedbymy

movements.AfewminuteslaterI’m doneand

fullydressedinmymakotiattire,allthetowels,

scarfandblanket,thefullpackage.

ZaneliftshisheadasIwalktowardsthedoor.

“GoodmorningZanozuko”hesaysinhisdeep

morninghoarsevoice.

“Mxm”Isayfuriouslyandshutthedoorbehind

me.Thisallhisfault,Icouldbesingleand

satisfiedinthesuburbsdrowningmyselfin

wineandexploringfineart.

Thandiisdoingmostofthework,I’m just

gatheringingredientsandwashingcutlery.

Therearethreeotherkitchenstaffbusywith

whatever,Icantellbytheirfacialexpressions

thattheyarejudgingme,fornotbeinga‘good

wife’.



“We’realmostdone,here,gosetthedining

table”Thandigivesmeasetofplatesand

cutlery.

AtleastIknowhowthisisdone.Ihear

footstepsgettingcloserandwalkingslower.

ItsZane’sdad.“MoloZanozuko”hegreetsas

hewalkscloser,I’m nervous.

“Molotata”Igreetback,hesmilesanditquickly

fadesaway.Hedoesn’tlookwellatall,hiseyes

sayitall.

“Didyousleepwell?”heasks,pullingouthis

chair.Whyishenice?Ithoughthehatedme,

whydoeshecareifIsleptwellornot.

“Isleptwelltata,andyou?”Iguesswe’rehaving

aconversationthen.

Oneofthestaffwalksinwithaplasticfullof

medicationandwater.That’salotof

medicationandIneverreallyaskedZaneabout

hisfather’sillness.AllIknowisthatheneedsto



retirefrom histhroneandit’sbusyschedule.

“Whenyou’rethisoldandsick,sleepisnot

somethingyouenjoy,youjustdon’tknowif

tonightisyourlastnight”hesays,sortingout

hispills.

Woaow!Thatwasdeep,Ifeelawkward,Idon’t

knowhowtorespondtothat,hecaughtmeoff

guard.

“Uhm,wellyou’restillalive,that’ssomethingto

enjoy”Irespondandhelaughs,somuchthathe

beginstocough,uncontrollably.

Iwalkcloselyandhandhim thewater,helping

him todrinkit,hishandsareshaking.

“Breathe,slowlyanddrink.I’m sorrytata”Isay,I

can’thelpbutfeelguiltyforthis.Hefinally

calmsdown,Thandiwalksthroughthedoor

withatrayoffood.

“IcanseewhyZanemvulachoseyouoverthe

throne,youarefunnyMaDlomo”hesays,trying



tocatchhisbreath.Idon’tknowwhetherI

shouldsmile,saythankyou.Istandthere

lookingathim.

Thandipullsmeandwegetbacktothekitchen.

“Whyishebeingnice?Ithoughthehatedme”I

whispertoThandi.

SheshrugsandwalksawaybeforeIcouldask

anythingelse,she’savoidingme,there’s

somethingsheknowsaboutthis.Icontinue

clearingupthekitchenandZanewalksin.He’s

smiling,leaningagainstthedoor.

“Areyoureallyangryatme?”Hestillhasasmile

onhisface.Iignorehim andcontinuewiththe

dishes,Ifeelhim walkcloserandhuggingme

from behind.

“You’redisturbingme,pleasemove”Isay,

pushinghim away.

“I’m sorryformakingyoumywife”hesays.He’s

patronizingmeandit’spissingmeoffeven



more.

“Zaneyourbreakfastisreadyinthedining

room”Isayandmoveawayfrom him,hepulls

mecloserandhugsmetighter.Hesmellsso

good,hisembraceiswarm andhisstareis

seductive.Heknowshowtowinmeover,rest

meinhisarmsandlookatmelikeI’m theonly

onethatmatter.HeleansforakissandIfallfor

itimmediately.

“Notinmyhouse,never”Zane’smom is

shouting.Ohshit!

Ipullawayfrom Zane’sarmsandstandafew

feetawayfrom him.Wedidn’thearhercomein,

I’m embarrassedandZaneisbeinghiscoolself.

Almostlikehedoesn’tcare.

“SorryNkosazana”Isay,avoidingeyecontact.

“Mama,canIspeaktoyou,privately.”Zanesays,

helooksangry,leavingthekitchen,hismother

followshim.Icanherethem arguingbutIcan’t



reallymakeoutwhatthey’resaying.Zaneis

dominantintheargument.Iwonderwhat

they’retalkingabout.

Theybothwalkinandhismom walksstraight

intothediningarea,she’sfurious.Zanefollows

andwalkspastme.

“Zane?”Isay,hepausesforamomentand

looksatme,he’sstillupset.Iwishhecouldtell

me.

“SeeIdon’twantyoutofeellikeaguesthere,

it’syourhomenowandpeopleneedto

understandandrespectthat”hesays,Inodand

hewalkstothediningroom.

Ithinkconfrontinghismotheraboutthatwill

onlyworsenthingsforme,she’llmakemehate

thisplaceevenmore.She’sgivingme

confusingattitude,onedayshe’snicethenext

she’sangry,Ican’treallytellwhichofher

personalitiesI’llbemeetingwhen.



Idozedoffafterthebreakfastpreparations,

ZanewenttoworkandI’m herefulfilling

housewifeduties.I’m inourbackroom going

throughourgifts,there’ssomanyofthem.

There’saknockonthedoor.Thamiwalksin,he

toldmehe’dvisitsoIaskedhim tofetchmy

laptopandsomefilesatthegallerysoIcould

workfrom home.

“MzalaorshouldIsayNkosazanaZanozuko”

hewalksinwithhishyperenergy.I’m definitely

goingtomisshim.

“I’llalwaysbeyourMzala”Isay.

“Ibroughtyourthings,eishIknowyou’vebeen

tellingmetostopthisYolandathing,but

Mzala..”ughnotthisagain.

“NoThami,it’senough”Iinterrupthim before

hecontinues

“Shewassittinginyouroffice,lookingatthe

picturesofyouandZanefrom Sinazo’s



wedding”hesays.Sopeoplecan’tlookatmy

pictures,he’scrazy.

“Sheworksforme,sheusesmyoffice,sowhat?

andthosepicturesarebeautiful,Idon’tblame

her”Ireply,herollshiseyes

“Youshould’veseenhowshelookedatthem,

shewasblushingandwebothknowshe’s

straight.”hesays.Sonowshewasblushing

becauseofZane?Iwillnolongerentertainthis

madness.

“Whenareyouleaving?”Iask,changingthe

subject.Helooksannoyedbutgivesin.

“Tomorrowmorning,Dlaminihasalready

movedin,youshould’veseenMakhulu’sface,

she’salwayssmilingandsingingwithjoy.I’m

justhappyshehassomeonetokeepher

companynowthatwe’reallleaving”hesays.

Andthatalsogivesusspacetoliveournew

livespeacefullywithouthercheckinguponus



everyothersecond.

“I’m goingtomissyoucuz,howoftenwillyou

visit?Edernvilleswallowsalotofvillagepeople,

theyforgetabouthome,don’tbethosepeople”I

say,helaughs.

“Mzalayou’llseemewhenmyglowupisinfull

force,withacarandbrandedclothes.I’velived

inKhumbafor25years,there’snowayI’m

comingbacklookingthesame,Ineedtoinspire

mypeople.”He’sfullofhimself,I’m laughing

hardathisfacialexpressions.Icanalreadytell,

he’llcomebackforChristmas.

He’sthosecousinsthatvisitthecityandcome

backonlyonChristmastoflaunttheirlifestyle

andstartspeakingcitylanguageseven

demandingexpensiveliquorfrom local

shebeens.Thamiisnotfarfrom thatsortof

behavior.

“I’llprobablyseeyouonmygraduationand



dad’swedding.IknowXolawilltakegoodcare

ofyou,callmeanytimeyouneedanything”Isay,

wehugandcontinuegossipingabouthow

villagersthoughttheweddingwasawasteof

moneyandwasnottraditionallydone.

………………………..

I’vebeenbusywithworkthatItotallylosttrack

oftime,thesunisslowlydisappearingbehind

themountainsandIhavetogetbacktothe

kitchentohelpwithdinner.Ugh.

“Thandi,canIhelpwithdinner?”Isay,she’s

busyinthekitchen.

“Don’tworryaboutit,I’m almostdone”shesays,

Ineedtoatleastlookbusytokeepupwiththis

‘goodwife’image.Ihelpclearingupthetable

“Buhle…uhm…Zanozuko,don’t.Zanemvulasaid

weshouldn’toverworkyouandIagree,with

yourpregnancyandhealth,youshouldtakeit

easy.”shesays.



“ButThandiyouknowpeoplearoundhereare”I

reallydon’twanttobeknownasthelazywife

whocan’tfulfillherwifelydomesticduties.I

alreadyhaveabadreputationinsomeofthe

peoplecallingmetoowesternandtoofancy.

“Youshouldn’tworryyourselfaboutwhat

peoplethink,peoplethatmatterknowthereal

you,nowifyoureallywanttowork,maketeafor

bothofus,therearesomerusksthereaswell”

shesays.IdoasI’m told.Wecontinuehaving

conversationsaboutthewedding,sheenjoyed

thefirstsessionmore.Shesaysitwasatrue

reflectionofourloveandwhoweare.

I’m havingmyfirstdinnerwithmynewfamily

andeveryoneisquiet,allIcanhearisthe

cutleryhittingtheplates.Zaneisseatednextto

me,ZaziandZinziareseatedoppositeuswith

Thandinexttothem.Theirparentsareseated

onthefarrightofthelongdiningtable,Idon’t

understandwhytheyhavea16seatertablefor



asmallfamilylikethis.

“ThisisniceThandi,unliketheoneZazionce

made,ittastedlikerubber”ZinzisaysandZazi

isimmediatelyannoyed.

“WellI’m notachef,I’m adesigner”hesaysin

hisdefense.

“Ohhaveyoudecidedonacourseyouwantto

do?Lasttimewespokeyouwerestill

confused”Iask,rememberingourconversation

latelastyear.There’sawkwardsilence,evenhis

parentsarewaitingforananswer.Sincewhen

dotheycareabouttheirchildren's’studies

“WellIsortofhavebutIdidn’tapply”he

responds,shyly.Hepassedreallywell,withfive

distinctions,surelyhecanbeconsideredasa

walkin,it’snottoolate.

“Youcanalsoapplyforsecondsemester,your

resultsareexceptional,Icanhelpyouwiththat.

yourworkisamazing,thefashionindustry



needspeoplelikeyou”IsayandZane’smom

hitstheplateloudly,shockingallofus.DidIsay

somethingwrong?Zaziisimmediately

uncomfortable,henodsandcontinueswithhis

food.

Zanelookspissed,hiseyesarelockedtohis

mother,IthinkIstartedaforbiddentopic;

education.Weallcontinuewithdinnerinsilence.

ItfeelslikebackhomeinEdernvillewhenmy

fatherandIweren’tingoodterms,Idon’twant

tobearoundthisenergy,it’sasaddeningand

hasmemissinghome,wherewelaughandtalk

aboutallsortsofthingswithMakhulu.They’re

takingmeback,Idon’twanttogobacktothat

toxicplace,I’vecometoofar.

“Excuseme”Iexcusemyselfandleavewithmy

plate.Zanenoticesmywateryeyesandfollows

afterme.

“What’swrongBuhle?”heasks.Howdothey

livelikethis?Withafullfamilyandnotgetalong.



Ican’tdothis,Iwon’t.Thisenergybringsback

somanybadmemoriesofallthetimesI’ve

spentalone,itstoomuch.

“Ican’tdothisZane,Ican’tlivewithyour

family.”Isay,he’sconfused.

“Whatdoyoumean?What’swrong?”hesays.Is

heseriouswiththatquestion

“Thisisnotnormal,Iknowthis,Ilivedlikethis

fortenyearsandIdon’twanttogobacktoit,I

don’twantthisZane.WhenIagreedtomarrying

you,Ididn’tmeanthis.”I’m upsetandtearsfall

downmycheeks.Iknewtheydidn’tgetalong

butthisistoomuchofatriggertohandle.

Iwalkoutside,leavinghim standinginthe

kitchen,makingmywaybacktoourroom.I

throwmyselfonthebedandcovermyface.

Thiswassupposetobeahappytime,marrying

theonlymanIeverloved,livingwithhim full

timelikeIwished.Weshouldbeallover



eachother,notthis.Weshouldbeenjoyingour

honeymoonphasewithnoworries.Asmuchas

Ilovehim,Icannotlivethenextsixmonthswith

thiskindofenergy.There’sonethingIfearthe

mostassomeonewhosuffersfrom depression

andanxietyandthat’sslippingbacktothe

darkeststageoftheillness.Itryeverydayto

watchwhatIdoanddictatemylifetryingto

avoidthethingsthatputmeinthatplace,its

hardbecauseI’m constantlyworriedthatone

wrongdecisioncouldtakemebackandwhatis

evenmoredepressingisconstantlycarrying

thatfearofslippingbacktothatdarkplace.

WithoutrealizingI’vefallenasleepandit’sdark.

Zaneisnotinbed,Ilookacrosstheroom and

he’snothere.Ipullmyphonetocheckonthe

time,it’saftermidnight.Wherecouldhebeat

thistime?Idialhisnumberandthedoorswings

open.It’shim,helooksdrained,likehe’sbeen

runningorfighting,sweatfallfrom hisfaceto



hist-shirt.

“I’m sorry,didIwakeyou”hesays.Ishakemy

head.

“Buhlethingsarenotgoodwithmyfamily,

especiallymymother.I’m sorryIbroughtyou

intothis,Iknowyoudidn’tsignupforitandI

shouldn’texpectyoutobetolerantand

understandingofit.I’m reallysorry”hesays,

closetotearskneelinginfrontofme.

“Whycan’tyoutalkthingsout?Iknowitwon’t

beeasyorsolvethingsovernightbutit’sworth

atry”Isay,heshakeshishead.

“Myfatheriscontrolledbymymother,she

manipulateshim.I’vespokentomyfatherso

manytimesandwereachcommongroundbut

alwaysseemstoforgetourconversationsand

itbecomeshardtokeepexplainingmyselfall

thetime.Ireallywishourhousewascloseto

beingdone,Iwantusoutofhere.”hesays.



“ButZaneyoucan’tabandonyourfamily.”Isay

andhegivesmethe’watchme’look.

“I’m serious,youcan’twalkoutandneverlook

back,resolvethingsandmakeitwork.Youhave

totryforthesakeofourchild.Idon’twanther

togrowupnotknowinghisfathers’family,I

knowhowitfeelsandIdon’twantthatforher”I

say,hedropshisheadonmylap,buryingit

betweenmythighs,hetakesadeepbreathe.

“ItwouldbeeasyifIknewtherootofthe

problem”hesays.Wellthat’swheretheyshould

start,askingtheirparentswhattheproblem is

andtakeitfrom there.

“Wellaskthem that.Let’ssleepnow”Isay.

“Andwhyareyousosweaty?”Iask,heliftshis

head

“Jogging”hesaysandkissesmebefore

headingfortheshower.

Ican’tbethecauseofthisdisruptioninthis



family,clearlyitstartedbeforeImetZane,they

shouldgettothebottom ofitandworkitout,I

can’tlivelikethis.Iwon’t.

………………………………..
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IthasbeenamonthsinceImarriedmy

soulmateandbecameMrsZanozukoNgele-

Ngele,I’m atotallynewpersonandIhavethe

nametogowithit.Mynewfamily’sissuesstill

haven’tbeenresolved,insteadtheyhave

worsened.Theyhadthemeetingbutnothing

positivecameoutofit,therewasshoutingand



cursing.Thishascausedadivideinthefamily,

ZaneandIeatdinneraloneinourroom orgo

outfordinnerintown,sometimeswe’rejoined

byThandiandtheboys.

ThisseparationstartedafterZane’smother

lashedoutduringafamilydinnerandaccused

meoftryingtostealherpositionasQueen,she

calledmeacitychancerwhoisaftertheroyalty

moneyanddidn’tcareforZane.That’swhen

theboys,jumpedinandtoldheraboutthe

impactIhaveofZanesincethedaywe’vemet.I

couldhandleherinsultsbecauseIknewthey

camefrom abitterandignorantpersonwho

cannotbetakenseriouslybutshepainedme

whensheaccusedmygrandmotherofusing

blackmagictogetZane’sattentionandmake

him fallinlovewithme,thatIcouldn’thandle.I

walkedoutwithrageandtoldZaneIneverwant

tobeinthesameroom asher.Imeantit,ifI

seeherandshecontinuestotalkliesaboutmy



grandmotherIwillnotbeabletocontrolmyself.

From thatnightonwards,I’vebeenavoidingher

andtheKing,whoseonlywordswere‘Nonjezu

isyourmother,youshouldrespecther’,likehe

wascontrolledbyremote.IsawwhatZane

spokeabout,she’smanipulatinghim andusing

hissicknesstoheradvantage.She’sas

dangerousandviciousasMakhuludescribed

her.

……………….

Iam nowbacktowork,Zaneusedmyofficefor

aweekbutwentbacktothelodge.WhenI

askedhim whythesuddenchangeofmind,he

saidit’snothisstyle,whichIfoundodd

becausehisofficealsohasartandcraftsall

aroundit.ThepreparationsofZane’s

inaugurationareunderway.Istilldon’tknow

whatisexpectedofmebutI’m morenervous

thanexcitedbecauseItoowillbesworninas

thenewQueenofKhumba,whichisnerve



wrecking.I’vebeenaskedbytheRoyalcouncil

todrawupmyplansandobjectivesasthenew

Queen,whichIfoundtobeveryeasybecause

Khumbaisverypatriarchalandmymain

objectiveistoalleviatethat,byofferingmore

opportunitiesforwomenandtheyounggirls.

Thismeans,thetraditionofukuthwala(young

girlsabductedandforcedtobewivestoolder

villagemen)willhavetoend.

“Ibroughtyoulunch”Zanewalksthroughthe

door.I’vebeenbusywiththeroyalcouncil

reportallday,neglectingmyownwork,good

thingIhaveYolandatohelpme.

“Thanksmylove,I’vebeenbusywiththisreport

allday,Ineedittobeperfectsotheycantake

meseriously”Isay.

Aaahhebroughtmyfavorite,prawncurryand

noodles.It’ssmellsdelicious.

“They’llacceptanything,mamadidnothing



throughoutherreign,allshedidwashelpinstall

thesewagesystem”hesay,lookingannoyed.

I’drathernottalkabouther,mybodyjust

cringes.

“How’sthehousegoing,Ozaisgrowinghere”I

say,he’sbeenvisitingthesightalmosteveryday.

“It’scomingalong,theyhadtoredothemain

bedroom,butthey’llbedonebeforeOzaarrives”

hesay.

Theybetterbe,there’snowaymychildisliving

inthatnegativespace.

“Okay,don’tforgetourmeetingat3pm today

please,Ineedtobriefyouonnewproposals.”I

say,he’simmediatelyannoyed.

“Youcanalwaysemailmethesethings”he

says.Whathasgottenintohim,he’salways

makingexcuseswhenwehavestaffmeetings,

it’snew.HewasneverlikethisbeforeIwenton

myshortleave.



“Wehavetodiscussthefinancesaswell,

everyoneneedstobepresent,whydon’tyou

wanttobeatthemeeting?”Iask,heshiftshis

eyesawayfrom mineandshakeshishead.He’s

comingwhetherhelikesitornot.

Yolandawalksinandinterruptsthe

conversation.

“MorefaxesforyouBuhle,afternoonSir”she

says,Zanenods,stilllookingaway,he’sacting

reallystrangeanddisrespectful.

“ThanksYolanda,themeetingwillstartatthree,

youcangoonyourlunchbreak”Isay.Poor

thing,she’sbeenworkingnonstopallday,I

didn’tseehersnackonsomething.

“Okay,I’llhavelunchatthelodge”shesays,

walkingout.

“What’swrongwithyouZane?Whathappened

whenIwasaway?”Iask.Ifinallygothis

attention.



“Nothinghappened,Ijustdon’tfeelherenergy

that’sall”hesays.He’sstartingtosoundlike

Thami,sincewhendoeshecareaboutenergy

“Wellweworkwithher,yourenergywilladjust”I

say,annoyedandcontinueeatingmylunch.

Themeetingwasquickandawkward,itfeltlike

Ihadtwomeetings,onewithYolandaandZane

andtheotherwithjustZane.Hedidn’trespond

orgiveattentiontoher,itwaslikeshewasn’t

there,Iwassoembarrassed.Afterhisfinancial

reportheexcusedhimselfandleft,Iwasleftto

finishoffwithYolanda.

IjustgothomeandZaneisseatedonthebed

withhisheadfacingdown,hehasalargebrown

envelopeinhishand.Hedoesn’tlookwell,he

looksangry.

“Areyoufinebaby?”Iask,movingtowardshim.

Heslowlyliftshisheadandhiseyesarered,full

ofrage.What’sgoingonhere



“Zane,talktome?What’sgoingon?”Iask,I’m

startingtoworryandIsitclosernexttohim,he

getsupandwalksaway.

“YoutellmeBuhle,what’sgoingon?”hesays

throwingtheenvelopeonthebed.

I’m reallyconfused.Iopenitandpullwhats

inside.

Ohshit!Ohshit!Wheredidthesecomefrom?

Whotookthem andhow?Whywouldsomeone

dothis.

Mybodyfeelsarushwaveofembarrassment

andshock.

“TalkBuhle!”heshoutsandstartlesme.It’s

reallynotwhatitseemslike.

“Itwasatthelaunch,hewasthere,Iwastrying

tofindfoodstalls,Ihadn’teatenallday,Iwas

feelingnauseousanddizzy,Ialmostfainted

andhehelpedme.There’snothingmorebaby”I

say,he’sstillangry.



Butwhatsickpersontooktheseandsentthem

toZane.Whataretheytryingtoachieve.

“Whydidn’tyoutellmeaboutit?”heasks.

“Itmeantnothing,itwasn’timportantandfrom

howyouwerethelasttimeyoumethim,Ididn’t

wanttostartunnecessaryconflict,butwho

tookthese?Wheredidyougetthesepicture?”I

ask.

“Sonowyouinviteyourexesorwhatdoyoucall

it?Fuckbuddiestooureventsandhavethem

buyyoulunch?”hesays.Didn’theearwhatI

jutssaid

“Ididn’tinvitehim Zane,andheonlybought

lunchbecauseIwasn’tfeelingtoogood.This

pictureiswhenhecaughtmewhenIfeltdizzy,

thisoneiswhenhecarriedmetothetableand

thisoneismeeatinglunch,bymyself,it’snota

date.Whoevertookthesewastryingtogetto



you,tous.Wheredidyougetthese?”Isay,I’m

gettingpissedofbeingaccusedofsomethingI

didn’tdo.Zaneshouldknowmebynow,I’d

nevercheatonhim,never.

“Ifoundthem here,onthebed”hesays,he

looksdefeatedandtired.

“Sosomeonebrokeintoourroom andleftthese

here,doesn’tthatworryyou?I’m yourwife,I’m

loyaltoyou,ithurtsmethatyouthinkI’ddo

suchathing,allyoushouldbeworriedaboutis

thepersonwho’stryingtogetbetweenus”Isay.

Hewalkscloselyandseatsnexttome.

“Ithinkmamahasstooponthedevilslevelwith

this,ithashernamealloverit.Shenever

approvedofusandshe’sdoingeverythingshe

cantobreakusup,I’m tiredofherlies”hesays,

stormingoutoftheroom beforeIcouldstop

him.

Hecan’tconfrontherwithnoevidenceofhow



shetookthepictures,it’suseless.Irunafter

him,he’salreadyoutofmyeyesight.

“Youwillnevercomebetweenus,youwillnot

controlandmanipulateuslikeyoudowithdad,

IloveBuhleandyouneedtoacceptthat.You

evenpretendedtolikeheratthelaunch

becauseofyoureviltraits.Istilldon’tknowhow

you’remymother,soevilandheartless”Zaneis

shouting,Icanhearhim from thekitchen.

Thandilooksconfused.

“What’sgoingon?”sheasks.Ihandherthe

envelope.Herreactionisexactlylikeminewhen

Isawthe,shocked.

“Wheredidthesecomefrom?”sheasks.I

shrugandmovetowardsthelounge.

“Can’tyouseethisgirlisusingyou,she’susing

youforyourmoneyandyou’rejustgivingitto

heronasilverplatter,youaresuchanidiot”

shesaysgivingmeuglylooks.



Ohsoshedidthisandisnotevengoingtodeny

it

“Zanethisispointless,let’sgo”Isay,pulling

him from theconversation.

“Gowithyourgolddigginggranddaughter’s

witch,sheandherfamilyhavewonyouover

withtheirwitchcraft,Idon’tevenknowyou

anymore”shesays.

Icantoleratetheinsultsbuttodragmy

grandmotherinthenameofwitchcraftisa

deathapplication.

“LeavemygrandmotheroutofthisNonjezu”I’m

angry,shelaughsoutloud.

“Shedoesn’tevenrespectyourmother,calling

mebyname.Thewholevillageknowsaboutit,

she’sawitch,that’showyourfatherbecame

rich,sheusedherblackmagicandyourmother

wasthesacrifice”shesayscarelesslyasshe

sipsonhertea.



UnabletocontainmyangerIrushtowardsher

withalltherage,jumpingontopofher,hitting

herandlettingallmyangerandfrustrationsout

onher.

Howcouldshesaysomethinglikethatabout

myfamilyandthinkIwillletitgowiththewind,

toaccuseofmyfamilyofsuchevilpractices

andstillbringmymotherintoit.Howdareshe

disrespectmyfatherlikethis.

She’sscreamingasIcontinuouslypunchher

faceandpullherhair,ZaneandThandiare

pullingmefrom behind.Mygripissotighton

herhairthatIdragheronthefloorasIam

pulledback.

“Youwillnotdisrespectmymotherlikethat,you

willnotspeakaboutmyfamilylikethat,youevil

bitterbitch.”I’m screamingandcrying.

Zanemanagestofreeherfrom myhandsand

pullsmeaway,holdingmeclosetohim.



“Buhle,you’llhurtyourselfandthebaby,she’s

notworthit”Zanesays,holdingmeclosertohis

chest.Thewholestaffiswatchingwiththeir

eyeswideopen.

“Nonjezu,stopthis.Thesechildrenhave

nothingtodowithit,it’syou,it’sallyou.Don’t

letitoutonthem”Thandisays.She’sangry,I’ve

neverseenherwiththismuchanger,she’s

usuallythecalm one.

“Onemorewordandyou’refired,Itookyouin

whenyouranawayfrom yourmarriage,Igave

youthisjobandthisisthethanksIget”Nonjezu

replies,wipingoffthebloodfrom hernose.

“Iwouldneverthankyouforanything,never.

Don’tprojectyourangerandresentmenton

thesekids.You’rejealousoftheirlove,it’swhat

youalwayswantedbutinsteadyourfathersold

youtoKingZenzele,you’reangryatthewrong

peopleNonjezu,thesekidsarenotyourfather.I

knowthestory.”Thandisays,wealllook



confusedandshocked,evenZaneisconfused.

SoNonjezu’sfathertradedhertoZane’sfather

whenshewasyounger,nowthisexplainsher

angerandvilebehaviortowardslifeandmy

relationshipwithZane.

“Youdon’tknowmeThandiwe,youknow

nothingaboutmylife”shesays.

“OohIknow,Iknowthatwhentheybroughtyou

hereyouwereonly19yearsold,theKingwas

closeto40,Ialsoknowabouthowyoutook

contraceptivestoavoidgettingpregnant,how

youwantedtoabortZanebypoisingyourself.I

knowmorethanyouthink.Ialsoknowyou

hatedmeonlybecauseIranawayfrom my

marriage,youcouldn’t.YouenvyZaneand

Buhle’slovebecauseit’swhatyouwanted.They

arenottoblameforhowyourlifeturnedout,

youarenottoblameforit.Stopcarryingthat

burden,it’skillingyouandyourchildren”Thandi

isemotional,soisNonjezu,she’scrying



uncontrollablyonthefloor.

Thandiwalksclosertocomfortherbutshegets

upandwalksdownthepassage.

Ididn’texpectthat,neitherdidZane.Hishands

arebothoverhishead,hiseyesarewateryandI

canseehe’shurt.Thetruthfinallycameoutand

Thandiknewallalong.

IwalktowardsthekitchenandleaveZane

talkingtoThandi.Ineedwater.Thestaffisstill

shockedbytheincident,oneoftheladieswalks

tomeandwhispersinmyear.

“It’snottheQueen,someyoungladygaveitto

metoputitinyourroom,shesaidsheworks

withyou.She’stheonethatgavemethe

envelope”shesays.

Ican’tbelievewhatI’m hearing,whywould

Yolandadothis?Whatisshetryingtoachieve,

I’m confused.

“Areyousureshesaidsheworkswithme?”I



ask,shenodsandwalksaway.

Ineedtogettothebottom ofthis.Whyisshe

tryingtobreakusup.Maybeshe’sworkingwith

someone.Itookherinandgaveherthisjob

withoutflinching,nowshe’sgoingtobetrayand

humiliatemelikethis.Thamiwasrightabout

herstrangeways.

ZanewalksoutwithThandi,theylook

emotionallydrained,Ican’tdumpthisYolanda

bombonhim rightnow,Ineedtofindevidence

first.

“I’m sorryBuhle”Thandihugsmetight.

“Itwillbefine,thingswillbebetterfrom here”.I

sayandsheshakesherhead.

“We’releaving,we’restayingatthelodgeuntil

thebabyisborn.Mychildwillnotbebrought

intothiscruelhome”Zanesays.

Wait,what?Wecan’truneverytimethere’sa

familycrisis,thesethingsneedtobedealtwith



forfuturepurposes.Judgingbyhislook,Ican’t

arguewithhim.Inodandwewalktotheroom.

Ipackedonesuitcase,hesaidhe’llfetchother

thingstomorrow.Hehasn’tsaidmuch,heonly

answersbrieflyandspendsmostofhistime

staringintospace.Wecheckedinatoneofthe

guestroomsinsidethelodge,theonewe

usuallybook.Hehasbeensilenteversincewe

gothereandI’vebeenawkwardlystaringathim.

“Atsomepointyou’regoingtoneedtodealwith

it”Isay,hegivesmeawarninglook.Ishould

stopbutIknowwherethiswilllead,hisanger

willchangethesweetandkindmanIfellinlove

with.

“BabyIknowitmustbe…”heinterruptsme

beforeIfinish

“YouknowwhatBuhle?Myownmothertriedto

killme,shedidn’twantme,everydayofmylife

shesawmeasacurse,thatthingthatreminded



herofthehorrorofhermarriage”hesays

fuming.

“Iknowwhatbottledangerdoes,Iknowwhat

unresolvedfamilyissuesdo,Iknowhowitfeels

tobeneglectedbysomeonewho’ssupposeto

parentyouandIcanassureyou,itwillchange

youandit’suptoyoutoletitchangeyouintoa

betterperson”Isay.

Tearsrolldownhischeeksashelooksatme.

I’veneverseenhim thisbroken.Ipullhim closer

andlayhisheadonmychest,wrappingmy

armsaroundhim.Hecriesloudly,hiswhole

bodyisshaking.

“Youtellmethisallthetime,youwillbefine

baby.Iknowyouwill”Isay,comfortinghim.

Iholdhim closerandwebothfallasleep.

....................................
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IhavebeenwatchingYolandaandobserving

everymoveshemakes,nothingisoutofthe

ordinary,infact,she’sperfect,everythingshe

doesispreciseandverycalculative.Sheworks

exactlyonschedule,Ineedtoknowmoreabout

thisgirl.

“Yolanda,we’llhavelunchtogether”Isayand

shenodsslowly,almostconfused.

“I’llordersomethingatthelodgeandhave

someonebringitinhere”Isay.Shecontinues

withherwork.Ican’tbelieveI’veworkedwith

thisgirlandknownothingabouther,I’venever

seenfriendsoranyofherfamilyvisiting.She



hasn’tevengonebackhomesinceshestarted

working,she’salwaysalone.There’smoreto

thisthatthis‘perfectfaced’she’sputtingon.

LuzukowalksinwithtakeawayboxesandIcall

onYolanda.

“chickenorbeef?”Iask.

“Beefplease”sheresponds.

“Wereallydon’tgetthetimetoknoweachother,

likechat,wealwaystalkaboutwork,Ifindthat

odd”Isay,shegivesmeablankstare.

“Whatwouldyouliketoknow?”sheasks.

“Well,friends,doyouhaveany?”Iask.

“Varsityfriends,they’renotaround,somearein

theCapesomeinEdernville”shesays.

“Boyfriend?”Iask,shesmiles,almostturning

pink.

“Notyet,it’sstillnewthough,justalittlebit

complicated”shesays.Ohsoifshehas



someone,whyisshetryingtobreakmeupwith

mine.

“Howcomplicated?I’m sureyoucanbe

togetherifyoubothmakeitwork”Isay,she’s

stillblushing

“Wecould,there’sjustalotofissues,hisfamily,

hislifestyle,Idon’twanttorushhim,I’m giving

him spacetorealisewhathe’smissingouton”

shesays.

Thisseemsserious,Iwonderwhyshenever

spokeofthismysterymanbefore.

“Wheredoeshestay?Whydon’tyouinvitehim

toZane’sinauguration,I’m surehe’dloveit

here.”Isayandhermoodchanges,she’s

annoyed.

“Isaidit’scomplicated,he’sjusthelddownabit

buthe’lleventuallyseewe’remeanttobe

together”shesays,withastraightface,almost

convincing.



There’smoretothisthatshe’stellingmeandI

willgettothebottom ofthissuspicious

relationshipofhers,evenifitmeanssending

oneofoursafetymarshalstofollowher.Ialso

needtoknowwhereshegotthosepicturesand

whosendthem.

“Soyoudon’thavefriendshereinKhumba?Or

someonewho’svisitedyou?Don’tyouget

lonely?”Isay,fishingformoreinformation.

“Noone,I’m shy,it’shardtomakefriendsand

I’m alwaysmisunderstood”shesays.

Idefendedherforfartoolong,she’slyingand

trickingme,she’snotmisunderstood,she’s

plainweird.

Wefinishoffourlunchandheadbacktowork.

I’vebeengiongthroughherresumeandrealized

thatInevercalledherreferences,maybethey

mightknowsomethingthatwillhelp.Iwalkto

thedoorandcloseit.



Thefirstoneisfrom theradiostation.

“MsasiFM hello”aladyanswers

“Ohhello,Ineedtoaskaboutaformer

employeeofyours,YolandaMbona,she

workedthereforabriefperiod”Iask.Thelady

issilentforawhile

“Idon’trecallaYolanda,whendidshework

here?”sheasks.

“Latelastyear,sheworkedforthePRteam”I

say.

“Ithinkyoucalledthewrongstation,I’m the

headofPRandwehaven’thiredanyoneinthe

lasttwoyears,sorry”shesaysandhangsup.

I’m confused,IthoughtIwantedanswersbut

nowI’m diggingmyselfintoabiggerwhole.She

saidsheworkedthereaftershelefttheevents

company.Whoisthisgirlandwhydidshelie.

Idialthesecondnumber.



“Fancyeventshello”theladyanswers

“ohgooddaymem,I’m callingtoaskaboutyour

formeremployee,Yolanda”Isay.

“ohYolanda,ey,whereareyoucallingfrom?”

sheasks.

“I’m hernewemployer,BuhleNgele-Ngelefrom

KhumbaKultureFestival”Isay

“Didyousayemployer?Soshe’sbeencleared

toworkagain?”shesays,I’m confusedwhat

doesshemeanbythis

“I’m notunderstandingmem”Isay.

“Forhertobeabletoworkagainshemusthave

beenclearedbytheclinicshewasadmittedin

forhermentalillness,that’swhythecompany

lethergo.Shewasadangertousandherself

andherobsessiverelationshipwithourboss.

Butit’sgoodtohearshe’sfineandworking

again,sheishardworking”shesays.



Mymouthiswideopenandmyeyestoo,Idon’t

haveanythingtosay,I’m gobsmacked.Thisis

thelastthingIexpected.HowdidInotdothis

beforeIhiredher,Iputmyselfatriskandmy

familytoo.Itallmakessensenow,thepictures,

thewayherfacelightsupwhenZaneisaround,

howshe’salwayswillingtohelpevenwhennot

asked.Imessedup.

Igothroughherdocuments,they’reallcertified

from threeyearsback,shepostherC.Vthree

yearsbackandIstumbledacrossit,shefitthe

requirementsIneededandmydesperation

didn’tevenbothertocheckforsuchthings.I

pokedthebeehiveandputmyfamilyindanger,

allbecauseIwantedaP.A.howam Igoingto

fixthis?

Sothismanshe’stalkingabout,beingheldup

andhercomplicatedrelationshipisZane,my

husband,she’sinlovewithmyhusbandand

wantstobreakusup.Zaneneedstoknow



aboutthis,sheneedstogo.

………………………..

Iam havingdinnerwithmyhusbandinour

room,he’sstillinafoulmoodbuthe’sbetter

thantheothernight.Idon’twanttoaddonhis

shoulders,theYolandasaga,butIneedhim to

knowandbealert.

“Yolandaisinlovewithyou”Isayandhealmost

chokesonhisfood.Heavoidseyecontact.Wait,

didheknow?

“Youknew?Zanedoyouknowthatgirllied

aboutworkingattheradiostation,shelied

abouttheeventscompanybeingbankrupts,she

wasreleasedfrom workbecauseofhermental

illness,she’sdangerous”Isay,nowthisisthe

reactionIexpected,hestopsandstandswith

hishandsonhiswaist

“Whotoldyouallofthat?”heasksashebegins

topanic



“Icalledthereferencestoday,afteroneofthe

stafftoldmeshewastheonethatdelivered

thosepicturesandIknowshetookthem too,

ThamimentionedshewasinthatareawhenI

waswithThando”Isay.what’shenottellingme

“Soyouhiredherwithoutcallingher

references?”hesays.

“Iknow,thatwasveryignorantofmebutIwas

desperate”Isay.

“Shemadeamoveonme,shetriedto…uhm..”

hecan’tcontinue

“ShedidwhatZane?”Isay,curious.He’sbeen

keepingthisfrom meallalong.

“Shewantedtogivemeablowjob”hesays

lookingdown,clothedwithshame.Heoughtto

be.

ThisisbiggerthanIthought,howcouldhekeep

suchathingfrom me,nowonderhe’sbeen

actingfunnyaroundher.Whatkindofmental



illnessisthis?Makingherbelievethatmy

husbandlovesherandhavethecourageto

approachhim fororalsex.

SheneedstoleaveKhumbaandneverlook

back.

“She’sleavingandshe’sleavingnow”Isay,

rushingthroughthedoor,makingmywaytoher

cottage.

Zaneisfollowingbehindme.

Thelightsarestillon,good,she’sup.Ibangon

thedoorcontinuouslyuntilsheopens.She

looksshockedandconfused.

“Packyourshitandgetoutofmyvillage.”Isay,

pushingherinandpointingatherbags.

“What’sgoingonBuhle?”She’splayinginnocent.

It’snotworking,Iknowhertricks,I’m notfalling

forit.

“I’m givingyou30minutestopackeverything



andneverlookback”Isay.

Shestandsstill,foldingherarms.ShethinksI’m

joking?I’m goingtoshowher.

Irushtoherclosetandpulloutherclothesout,

throwingthem onthefloor,shelfbyshelf.She

walkscloserandtriestostopbebutIpushher

away,openingtheotherside.

OhmyGosh!

Mywholebodyisoverwhelmedwithfear.She

hasdifferentpicturesofZanecollagewithhers.

Shehasmyfacestretchedoutwithared

marker.

Thisgirlisbeyondcrazy.

“AfterallI’vedoneforyou,youbetraymelike

this.Icalledyourformerworker,theytoldme

everything.Andthestationsaidtheydon’tknow

aYolanda.Youlied”Isay.Shelaughsandwalks

closertome



“Helovesme,he’sjustwaitingfortherighttime

tobreakthenewstoyou.Weconnectedthe

firsttimewemet,lethim go,IwillbehisQueen,

notacitygirlwithnohometraining.He

deservesbetter”shesays.Ican’tbelievewhatI

hearing.

IcanseeZanerushingtowardsthedoorwith

twoofthesafetymarshals,Yolandarunsand

shutsthedoorandlocksit.

It’smeandher.

Itakeafewstepsbackasshewalkscloser.I

canhearZanebangingthedoorandshouting

myname.

“Youruinedthingsforme,becauseofyouI

couldn’tbewithmyman”shesays.

“Thenwhyisyourmanshoutingmynameand

notyours?”Isay,she’sgettingangrythelouder

Zaneshoutsmyname.Shecoversherearswith

herhands.



“Shutup”sheyells,she’sreallyshowingher

signsofmentalinstabilityandI’m scared.

“OpenthedoorYolanda,we’lltakeyoutoa

placesoyoucanbesafeandbetreated”Isay.

Shelooksatmewithangerandwalksfaster

towardsme.Shepullsmebytheshouldersand

hitsmyheadwithhers.Iimmediatelybleed

from thenoise,screamingforhelpasshe

dragsmeonthefloor,kickingandhittingmeon

myback.

“Zanehelp,helpme”Iscream,coveringmyface

withmyhands.She’syellingandcursingasshe

continuestoattackme.Mybackhurtsand

she’snotgivingmeachancetostandand

defendmyself.Ifeeleachkickonmyback

leavingasharppainandallI’m thinkingaboutis

mybaby.

“Youcitygirlsalwaysstealourman”sheshouts,

walkingtothecloset.Itrytogainstrengthto



getup,mybackhurtsandmyfaceisburning.I

crawltothedoorbutshedragsmebymyfeet,

shehasaknifeinherhand,Iturntolieonmy

backandpushherwithmyfeet,shestumbles

backandtheknifefallsfrom herhand,weboth

rushforitandIpushitunderthebed.Idragher

byherbraids,hittingherheadagainstthe

pedestal.She’squiet,justbleeding.Ipushher

awayandcrawltothedooragain,leavingher

lyingonthefloor.

Zanerushesinwithtwomen,liftingmeand

carryingmeoutofthecottage.

“Getthekeysfrom myroom,I’m takingherto

thehospital”he’sshoutingandrushingtothe

car.

Thestaffisstandingrandomlyoutsideanda

smallcrowdisformed.Thepainsonmyback

aregettingworseandthebloodfrom mynoise

dripsfaster.She’sawfullyquiet,nomore

screamingandcursing.WhatdidIdo?



“Whathappenedtoher?”IaskZaneasheputs

meatthebackofmycar.Helooksdisgusted

bymyquestion

“Idon’tcareabouther,Icareaboutyouandmy

child”hesays,andwedriveoff.

Onourwaywepassapolicevanandan

ambulancegoingtheoppositedirection,Ihope

theyrealisesheneedsspecialcareandnot

arresther.

“Youshouldcallthem andtellthem abouther

illness”Imanagetospeak,mybackhurts

everytimeItalk,likesomeoneispokingmy

backwithasharphotknife.

“Buhleplease,saveyourenergyandstop

talkingaboutthatgirl,Idon’tcarewhattheydo

withher,shedeservesitforhurtingyou”he

sayswithanger.

WegettothehospitalandI’m immediately

admitted.Thenursecleansupmyfaceand



sendsmeinforanultrasound,myentirebackis

inpainandIcan’tstopcrying,blamingmyself

forwhathappened.Ibroughtherinandlether

stayforfree,gaveherajob,treatedherlikea

closefriend.

“Everythingisfinewiththebaby,herbackwill

causehertroublethough,especiallyinherlater

stageswhenshe’sfullydeveloped.”Thedoctor

says,lookingatZane,helooksterrified.

“Ifyouwork,youhavetotakeiteasy,andan

earlymaternityleavewillbeneeded”thedoctor

says,andwe’rebothrelievedthatthebabyis

fine.

“Shecanbeonmaternityleaveuntilthebaby

arrives,it’sfine”Zanesays.That’snot

happening.Ilookathim andheseemsserious.

“Youwillseatitoutforthenextsixmonths,I’m

notriskingitandthat’sfinal”hesayswitha

strictvoice.He’sseriousandIdon’tfeellike



arguingbutwhatIwillnotdoisloungeata

lodgeforsixmonths.

“Thenursewillbringyoumedicinetohelpwith

thepains.Youwerelucky”hesaysandwalks

away.

VrrrVrrr

“HelloMakhulu”

“What’shappening?Iseepoliceand

ambulancesatthelodge?”

“IwasattackedbyYolandabutI’m finenow,I’m

atthehospital”

Shescreams,soloudIhadtoremovethe

phonefrom myear.

“Ohmychild,whymustthesethingshappento

you?AllthesefightsandattacksWhywasshe

attackingyou,she’syourworker”shesays

“She’snotwellmentally,shehadanepisode.

I’m fineMakhuluandthebabyisalsofine”Isay,



she’sstillcryingandshedropsthephone.

Zaneispacingupanddowntheroom,he’son

thephone,tryingtoexplaintheincidentto

someone,I’m guessingthepolice.

Thedooropensandit’sThandiwiththeboys.

Theirfacesarefullofconcern,especially

Thandi.

“OhBuhle,areyoufine?”shesays,huggingme

andhurtingme,IflinchandZanepullsherback.

“Onlymyback,I’m fineandthebabyisalso

fine”Isay,she’sclosetotears

“Wecameassoonasweheard,whenwegotto

thelodgetheyweretakingheroutbythe

ambulance,she’sout”Zinzisays.

Whatdoeshemeanout?Likedead?Ifeelmy

anxietybuildup,myheartbeatingfasterbythe

second.

“Noshe’snotdead,theysaidshe’sunconscious



that’sall,Isayshedeservesitforputtingyou

throughthis”Zinzisays.

“Buhle,relax.Pleaseletherrestandnot

bombardherwithquestions,she’sstillhurting”

Zanewarnsthem andtheysitquietlybythe

chairsclosetomybed.

Ijustwanttogohome,I’vevisitedtoomuchof

thisplace,Idon’tlikeit.

Zanegetsthebillandweleave.Thecarride

backhomeissilent.AllIwantistorestand

forgetaboutthishorrificdayanditsnight.

……………………………………….

#MoreThanEnough#FictionByLAV

#LIKE#COMMENT#SHARE

MoreThanEnoughbyLAV

Copyright,2019,LAV



Insert40

TheYolandaincidentresultedinZanewatching

meandguardingmelikeabanksafe.When

he’satwork,hecallsmeallthetimeorhas

someonecheckonmeintheroom.Hebegged

metoworkfrom homeandonlyworkforafew

hoursinsteadoftheentireday.Atfirsttheback

painsheldmebackbutnowthatI’m recovering

Icansitupstraightandworkfrom thedeskbut

Ialwayshaveapillowtosupportit.

Todayisthedayoftheinauguration.Ihaven’t

fullyrecoveredandthetensionwithinthefamily

isincreasingmystresslevelsaboutwhatcould

happentoday.Ihavebeeninourroom the

entiremorning,thinkingaboutwhatI’m aboutto

getmyselfinto.It’sscarybutiflovingthisman

comeswithbeingresponsiblefortheentire

village,thenthat’swhatI’lldo.Withallwhat

we’vebeenthrough,IfeellikeI’m walkinginto



somethingI’vebeendestinedfor,mypurpose.

Andwithhim bymyside,it’ssomethingIwant

todofortherestofmylife.Makhuluinsisted

ongettingmeanewoutfitforthisday,refusing

IwearanythingamaHlubiofferme.Shereally

believesthey’ddoanythingtogetridofme.And

afterseeinghowmuchtheyhatemeandmy

relationshipwithZane,I’m notriskingit.

AccordingtoamaHlubitraditions,thecurrent

Queenissupposetohelpmegetreadyforthe

eventbutbecauseofourrelationship,IknowI’ll

bedoingeverythingbymyself.I’dratherthat

thanhavethatbitterwomantouchme.

Thandiwalksinwithatrayfullofbreakfast.

“Youmustbehungry”shesayswithherwide

smile.

“Youreadmymind,ThanksThandi”Ireplyand

immediatelydigin.

“QueenZanozukoNgele-Ngele,itsperfect.I'm



soproudofyou”shesayssittingnexttome.

“Thinkingaboutitmakesitunreal.Likehowdid

Igethere?howdidIbecomethisperson?Its

fascinatinghowquicklylifecanchange.Me,

BuhlebethuKhephu,nowsoontobeQueenof

Khumba.”Isay

“Thesethingswerealwayswritteninourstars,

we’remeanttobethem.We’reworthyofthem.

Wejustneedtorealisethatwe’renotordinary

andwalkinourdestinedpaths.Seehowquickly

youchangedthevillage,thedevelopments,the

impactyou’vehadinthepeopleofthisplace.

You’vedoneiteffortlesslywithoutchanging

anythingaboutyou.That’showyouknowyou’re

destinedforthings.”Shesays,holdingme.

“AnditfeelssogoodThandi,Ifeelcomplete

here.”Isay,givingherahug.

“ooohletmegoandcheckladiesbythefire.

Goodluck”shesaysandleaves.



AmomentlaterasIgetdressed,someone

walksin,withoutknocking.Mybody

immediatelygoestoshock.Mydoekfallson

thefloorandmyheartstopsforamoment.

“Nonjezu”Isay.shewalkscloser,eyeslocked

tome,straightface.

“Youfinallygotwhatyouwant”shesays

“Marryingyourson,yes.That’sallI’veever

wanted”Isay

“I’m notthem,I’m notstupid.Iseerightthrough

yourscammingandmanipulation.You’ve

alwayswantedthethrone,themoney,the

status,thepower.”Shesays

“You’resick!Getout”Isay.shelaughsand

walkscloser.Itakeastepback.

“Ohthetruthhurtsey?Sowhatdidyoudo?Did

youpoisonhisdrink?orcastaspellinthe

mirror?Orhypnotizehim?tellmeyoursecret”

shesays



“Ilovedhim forwhoheis.Iappreciatedhim for

everythinghedidforme.Ilistenedtohim telling

meabouthisaspirations,Iallowedhim to

speakhismindandbewhoheis.Iopenedmy

heartandwelcomedhim asheis.Something

you,hismothercouldn’tdo.Yourownson,he

lovesyou,herespectsyou,headoresyouand

allheeveraskofyouistoallowhim tobewho

youbirthedhim tobe.Tomakehim feelvalued

abouthispurpose.Andyoujustcouldn’t,how

cruelcouldyoube”Isay,tearsrollingdownmy

cheeks.Shestandsthere,blank.

“Welllifeiscruel.There’snotimeforgames

andfairytales.Heknowstherulesandthat’sto

beKing,therightway.Dothingsbythebook,

livebytherules.Heknewallthatuntilyoucame

withyourridiculousnessandruinedmyson,

tookhim outofhiswayandturnedhim against

meandhistribe”shesays,angry

“ThetribenevercaredaboutZanemvula,you



nevercaredabouthim,allyoucaredaboutwas

whathebroughttoyou.Justbecausethings

didn’tturnoutforyoudoesn’tgiveyoutheright

tomakeZane’slifealivinghell”

“Don’ttalktomelikeyouknowme”shewalks

closer,eyesturningredandwatery.

“Ido,ayounghopefulgirlwhosedreamswere

takenawaybytradition.Youhadthechanceto

changethatforyourownchildrenbutyoudidn’t,

yourangerstoodinfrontyourchildrens’

freedom.TheboysloveyouNonjezu,despite

everythingthathashappenedintheirliveswith

orwithoutyou,theystillwantyouineverything

thathappensintheirlives.Youcanstillchange

that,justopenyourhearttothem.Iknowhow

hardlivingwithoutamotheris,it’sdamaging.

Reconcilingwiththem won’tonlyhelpthem,it

willhealyouaswell.”Isay

“What’sthepoint,theyhateme.Theywant

nothingtodowithme,theycan’tevenlookme



intheeye.ThandiistheirmotherandI’vemade

peacewiththat.Besides,Ihavenothingtooffer

them”shesays,intearsasshetakesasiton

thebed.headloweredwithshameand

heartache

“It’snevertoolate.Lovedoesn’texpire,pride

justdrivesitaway”Isay.

Shelaughsandlooksatmewithsadness

“Love?Whatisthat?”shesays

“Aremedyforallheartaches,forlostsouls,for

restoringpeace.Loveisalsoforgiving

ourselvesforthetimesweneglectedour

existenceandallowedangertorule.Loveis

believingweareworthyofasecondchanceand

gainstrengthtogiveourselvesthat.Loveheals,

Iknowitdoes.”Isay.There’ssilenceinthe

room,justsobbing.Foramomentthere,the

NonjezuthatIknewdisappearedandsomeone

elsetookcontroloftheconversation.



“Don’ttieyourdoektootight,inaugurationisthe

longesteventofalltime.Tightdoekheadache

isworsethanaredwinehangover.”Shesays

andwalksout,leavingmestanding,weteyes

andconfusion.Whatjusthappened.Whowas

thatandwhatdidshedotomyfirebreathing

motherinlaw.

AndasIwastold,Itiemydoeklooselyand

makemywaytothedoorasthesingingatmy

doorgetslouder.Younggirlsaregathered

outsidemydoorinsongtoescortmetothe

maintent.Itakeadeepbreatheandfollow

behindthem.

NowthatIhavebeensworninasthenew

QueenofKhumba,mydutieshaveofficially

begunandthepressureisweighingheavily.The

eventwentexceptionallywellandthevillage

receiveduswithwarm arms.Zane’sfatherwas

morepleasedtostepdownwhilehismother

juststaredblanklyatusthroughouttheevent



buteventuallywalkeduptousand

congratulatedZane.Shehasn’tsaidanythingto

meafterouremotionallyweirdconversationbut

I’m gladshe’satleasttalkingtoZane,heneeds

itmorethanme,infactIdon’texpectherto

apologise.

“YoulookbeautifulZanoandI'm happywithyou

bymyside”hewhispersinmyear.Theyjust

servedthefoodandalcohol.Thecrowdis

gettingrowdy.

“Thanksmylove,Ican’twaittohaveyouallto

myselflater.”Iwhisperbackhesmilesandrub

mythighunderthetable.

“PatiencemyKing”IsayasIslowlyremovehis

hand.

“Orwecouldleavethem hereandgostartour

ownpartyinourroom.Lookatthem,theydon’t

evencareifwe’rehereornot.Let’sgo.”Hesays.

LastIchecked,youcan’tsaynotoroyalty.Just



likethat,wemakeourwaytoourroom.

Sweat,skin,warm,breathless,love,myhome.

………………………………………….

Aunt’Kholekaiscomingoverforlunch,Ihaven’t

seenhersinceshemovedtohernewhousein

town,whichIonlysawinpictures,it’sbeautiful

withabigyardforAsakhetorunaround.She

hasemployedmoreladiestohelpather

warehouse,she’ssucceedingandI’m proud.

Shewalksthroughtherestaurantentrancelike

sheownstheplace,Iloveherknewlook.She’s

acompletelydifferentperson,wearingtight

jeanswithalightblueshirtandnudecourt

heels.Shelookslikemoney,smilingfrom earto

earasthestaffgreetsher.Theyareasshocked

asIam.

“IfIsawyouintownIwouldwalkpastyou

withoutgreeting,youlookdifferent”Isayasshe

takesherseatacrossme,removingher



sunglasses.

“Iam different,Ihavemyproductdelivered

nationally,Ineedtolookthepart”shesays

smilingwidely.

“Iam soproudofyouaunty,youaredoingitfor

thewomeninKhumba”Isay,shelooks

impressed.

“Ifitwasn’tforyou,Iwouldn’tbehereBuhle.

Youbelievedinmewhennoonedid”shesays,

holdingmyhandclosertohers.Icanseeher

getemotional.

“No,notears,weareheretocelebratenotcry,

let’scatchup,how’stheurbanlife?”Isay,she

wipesoffhertearsandstartslaughing.

“SteakandveggieswithRedds,acoldone

please”shesaystothewaiter.

No,shehasn’tchanged,Itakeitallback.

“Chickenwrapandpineapplejuiceforme,have



Lumakethejuiceplease”Isayandthewaiteris

off.

“So,QueenofKhumba,tellmehow’smarriage

life?”shesays.

“It’sgoodbutithasitsdowns,wellhisfamily

andtherecentYolandadrama,butwe’recoping.

ImarriedthemanIloveaunty,that’sallthat

matters”Isay,blushing.

“Whenmamatoldmeaboutthatcrazygirl,I

wasreadytofindherandsortherout”shesays,

lookingangry.AndIknowshemeansitby

sortingherout.IfIweretogotowar,she’dbe

onthefrontlineofmybattlesquad.

“SheneededthehelpandIhopetheinstitution

weputherinwillhelpher”Isay,sherollsher

eyes.

“You’retoonice,thatgirlneedsjail,finishand

klaar”shesays.

“No,sheneedshelpandshe’llgetthebesthelp



there”Isay.

“ButBuhle,toomuchishappeningaroundyou,

somuchnegativeenergyandaccidents,Ithink

youshouldperform aritual,maybethe

ancestorsaretryingtogetyourattention”she

says,lookingintomywideopeneyes.

She’sjokingright?!

“Aritual?That’sabitextremeaunty,I’m sure

theyhavebiggerthingstoworryaboutthanme”

Isay.

“Don’tbestubborn,atleastgotoasangoma

andletthem tellyouwhatthisisabout,allthese

eventsmeansomething”shesays.

Iwillnotentertainthistalk,there’snowayI’m

consultingpeacefulspirits,theycanstaywhere

theyare,it’snotmykindofvibe.

“How’sthenewhouse”Isay,changingthe

subject,shelooksdefeatedbutgoeswiththe

conversation.



“Asakhelikesit,shelikesthebathroom more,

shefillsthebathtubwithwaterandstaysthere

forhours.It’salwaysastruggletogetherready

forschool”shesays,withasmile.

That’sthefirstthingIwilldowhenIfinallymove

inmynewhome,enjoyabubblebathina

bathtub.

“Ifeelher,thevaskom lifeistorture”Isayand

webothlaugh.

“Ohandmylateboyfriendsdaughterhasbeen

visiting,shegotthescholarship,she’sinschool

again”shesays.

“Ohthat’sgreatnews,I’m gladIcouldhelp”I

say.

“Youshouldhelpothervillagegirlstoo,

everythingyou’vetouchedinKhumbahas

turnedtogold”shesays.

It’sactuallyoneoftheprogrammesI’vestarted,

toprovidepostmatriceducationinformation



andguidancetochildren,particularlygirlsin

Khumba.

“It’spartofmyprojectsobjectives,I’m goingto

trymybest”Isay.

“Well,Ihavesomethingforyou,it’sathankyou

giftfrom meandAsakhe.It’snothingcompared

towhatyouhavedoneforme,from helpingme

withthecasetomotivatingmetostartmy

business.”Shesayspullingoutabox.It’s

heavyandIopenit.

“Ohmygoshaunt’Kholeka,thisishuge.Ihopeit

didn’tdentyourwallet,thisisexpensive”I’m out

ofwordsandjustadmiringmynewcamera.

“Iknowhowyoulikethesethings,Isavedup

andknewitwouldbeagreatgift,takeitasan

earlygrad/thankyoupresent”shesays.

Istillcannotbelievesheboughtmethis

expensivecamera,Ican’tstoplookingatit.I

standandwalktoher,hugginghertight.



“Thankyousomuchaunty,IloveitandIlove

youevenmore”Isay.

“Ohwow,youhavegrown,Icanseethelittle

onealreadyispopping”shesay,lookingatmy

smallbelly.I’vebeencoveringitupbywearing

bigflowyclothes,I’m notreadyforpeopleto

knowyet,onlyfamilyandclosefriendsknow

aboutthepregnancy,noteventhestaffknows.

“She’sgrowing”Isay,shelooksshocked

“It’sagirl?”sheasks

“Idon’tknow,Ijustrefertoitasher”Isayshe

laughsandourlunchisserved.

Wecontinuegossipingandlaughingabout

MakhuluandDlamini’srelationship,Thami

enjoyinghislifeinEdernvilleandrefusingto

comebackonweekends.Shesayshesaidthat

he’llcomebackonDecemberwhenhehasa

car,hecan’tevendrive.Thiskindofenergyis

exactlywhatIneededafterlastmonths



Yolandadrama.
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Ifeelwarm kissesonmycheek,Itrytoopenmy

eye,it’shim,myhusbandishome.

“Hellomylove”Isay,Imust’vedozedoffwhile

working,thelaptopisonthebedbesideme.

“You’resuchaworkaholic,youevensleepwith

thisthing”hesays,placingitonthedresserand

restingnexttome.

“Ihavetwojobsnow,thefestivalandtheroyal

project.IalsohadabiglunchwithAunt’Kholeka,



Iwastoofull,Idozedoff”Isay,heworkshis

fingersaroundmylipsasIspeak.

“YouarethemostbeautifulwomanI’veever

seen”hesayslookingstraightintomyeyes.

Thatwasrandom

“Uhm,okay,thanks,Iguess”Isay,awkwardly

staringathim.Ithinkheisseducingmewith

hispiercingeyes.

Hekissesme,pullingmeclosertohim,his

breathingisheavylikehe’sbeenwantingthisall

day.Inasplitsecondheisinsideme,pounding

andpushingmeagainstthemattress,Ididn’t

expectthistoescalatethisquickandsteamy.

Momentslaterwe’relyingonourback,

breathlessandsweating.

“Mymotherwantstoseeyoutonight”hesays

andrushesofftotheshowerleavingme

puzzled.

Oohsothiswashiswayofsofteningmeupand



droppingthebomb.Whydoesshewanttosee

me,Ithinkshe’ssaidenough.Whatevershe

needstodosheneedstodoitwithherkids.

…………………………

Idon’tknowwhyIagreedtothis.Iknowwehad

ourmomentbeforetheinaugurationbutIdon’t

trusther.Withallthethingsshesaidaboutmy

familyandhowshe’sbeentreatingme,you

neverknowwhatshe’supto.

“Icalledyoufordinnertoapologise”shefinally

speaks.

“Forwhat?Callingmygrandmotherawitch?For

accusingmyfatherofkillinghiswife?For

payingmentohavemekilled?Whatexactlyare

youapologizingfor”Isay,myvoicewentup

withoutevenrealizingI’m gettingangry.

Zanetriestocalm mebyrubbingonmythigh

underthetable

“I’m sorryforthepainI’vecausedyoufrom the



dayyousetfootinthisvillage,I’m sorryforthe

troublesI’vecausebetweenyouandZanemvula.

I’m sorry”shesays,lookingdown.

I’m notfallingforthisact.

“DidZanebegyoutoapologisetome?Didhe

threatentotakeawayyourroyalallowance?”I

say,shedoesn’tanswerandkeepsherhead

down.

“Buhlelistentowhatshehastosay”Zane

speaks,he’salreadyunderherspell.

Idon’tforgiveandforgeteasily.

“Somethingyousaidthatdaymademerealise

afewthings.I’m sureyouallheardThandi,

everythingshesaidwastrue.Allmyangerand

resentmentIhaveprojectedittoyou,tomy

childrenandthestaff.Insteadofdealingwithit

Ichosetospreadthehatebecausethetruth

wastoohardformetodealwith.Iunderstandit

ifyoudon’tforgiveme,Idon’texpectyouto,I



justwantedtoletyouknow,you’reagood

womanformysonandforKhumba”shesays,

lookingsadandclosetotears.

Iwanttoforgiveherbutthepainshehas

causedmeandZanerefuses.Ican’t,Ineedto

seeherchange.Isitquietlywhileeveryoneis

lookingatmewaitingforaresponse.

“Whatyoudidtomeandyourfamilyisnot

somethingtobeforgivenandforgottenover

night,youbrokeyourchildren,youbrokethem

andyouenjoyedit.Theydon’tknowtheirreal

motherslove,onlywhatThandicouldoffer,

whichwasthebesttheycouldeverhave.You

needtodealwithyourissuesandworkon

yourself,everythingelsewillfollowbutIwill

neverforget”Isay.shenodswithtearyeyes.

“I’m verygratefulforThandiandhowheraised

theboys,Iwouldn’thavedonehalfthejobshe

did.Theyturnedouttobegrownand

responsibleyoungmen.”Shesays,smilingat



Zane,whoissmilingback.

“Ithinkwecanallbuildsomethingfrom here,

takingbabysteps”Zanesays.

HereallywantsthistoworkandIwanthim to

havethatrelationshipwithhermother,oneI

nevergottoentirelyexperience.Iwillsupport

him,Iwilltrytomakeitworkwithhismotherfor

hissake.

“Ifitwouldbefinewithyou,I’dlikeyoutomove

inagain,hereatthepalace”shesays.

Inodandeveryonesmiles.I’m notlivinghere

foreverthough,themomentourhouseisdone,

I’m out.Besides,thatlodgebedismessingwith

mybackandthere’snobathtub,Imissmy

bubblebaths.

Weallcontinueinsmalltalk,she’saskingabout

thebabyandthework.It’sawkwardformebutI

canseetheboysarehappywiththisunion.I’m

justhappytoseethem thishappy.They’re



sharingallsortsofstorieslikeshehasjustgot

backfrom prison,theirexcitement,especially

Zane’s,warmsmyheart.Heisgenuinelyhappy

witheverything,hedeservesit.Zane’sdadhas

beenquietthroughoutthedinner,Ievenforgot

heisamongstusuntilhestartscoughing.He’s

beenobservingandsmilingasthewholefamily

engagesinconversation.

……………………………

It’sourfirstdaybackintheroyalpalaceand

we’vebeenenjoyingabubblebathtogether,

planningourholidayafterthebabyarrives.We

deserveit.

“IthinkanAfricantourwouldbenice”he

suggests

“Ineedwhitesandandclearbluewater,

Maldives”Isay,heseemstolikethisidea

“Andthebaby?”heaks.

“Whataboutthebaby?ShehasThandi,



Makhuluandyourmotherisalsopulling

through,Ineedyoualltomyselfandnotworry

abouther,itwillonlybeaweek”Isay.There’s

nowaysI’m travellingwithanewborn.

“I’m notleavingmychildatatenderage,we’ll

waitforhertoturnonethentakeher”hesays.

Ishejoking?ThattimeI’dbelongoffmytravel

spirit.

“Wellyoucangowithher,I’m notwaitingthat

long”Isay,helaughswhenhenoticeshow

annoyedIam byhissuggestion

“That’salsofine,Imighteventakehertothat

cartooncountryoverseas”hesays,

Ican’tholdbacklaughter,Iknowwhathe’s

tryingtosay.

“IsthatDisneyland?”Isay,henods.

“Yesthatone”hesays.

Icanalreadytellthischildwilltakemyhusband



awayfrom me.

………………………….

ZazihasfinishedmygraduationdressandI’m

fittingitonemoretimetoseeifitfitsproperly,

especiallywiththebellydevelopment.

“Goodthingyouchoseaflowydesign,thelittle

oneisgrowing”hesays,observingmyfast

growingbelly.

I’m only5monthsintomypregnancyand

alreadypoppinghard,timereallyhasflown.I’ve

beensobusywiththeroyalprojectandtryingto

winthecounciloverthatIforgotaboutmany

things.Zanehasbeensurpisingmewith

monthlyweddinganniversariesdinnersand

gifts,Ifeelreallybadforforgettingbutmyhead

hasbeensofocusedonmywork,Iforgotabout

it.He’salsobeenfollowinguponthehouse,I

haven’tbeenthereinmonths,Itrusthehas

everythingundercontrol,helikesthatsortof



work.

“Wecan’taffordanyerrors,graduationisina

coupleofdays”Isay,fittingthedress.Ilookat

myselfinthefullsizedmirror,Iloveit.The

colorfulprint,theofftheshoulderandthebell

sleeves,it’sperfect.

“Zaziyouneedtoapplyfordesignschool,the

worldneedstoknowaboutyou,peopleonline

keepaskingaboutmyoutfits,youarepure

talent”Isay,hesmileslikehealreadyknew

whatI’m tellinghim.

“EverythingZazitouches,itturnstogold.”He

says,playingwiththetapemeasurearoundhis

neck.He’ssofullofhimself.

“Andthebellyishardlyshowing”Isay.Hedida

greatjob.Zinziwalksinwithapacketofchips

inhishands,he’ssuchamessyeater.

Theroomssuddenlysmellslikeoldwetshoes,

it’sdisgusting.



“Howdoyoueatthat?”I’m tryingsohardnotto

throwup,Ikeepgaggingandcoveringmynose.

“NotonZahDesign,getoutwiththatrubbish

foodZinzi”Zazipusheshim outoftheroom

“Ijustwantedtoseethedress,Iwantto

surprisemygirlfriendwithsomethingnice,it’s

herbirthdaynextmonth”Zinziisshoutingashe

isbeingkickedout.

Webothlookateachother.Hehasagirlfriend?

Mrcool-notimeforchickshasagirlfriend?Zazi

hitshispacketofchipsanditfallsonthe

groundthenpullshim backinside.

“Whatgirlfriend?”Zaziasks.I’m alsocurious,

Zinzihasbeenplayinggirlsanddenyingthem,

nowhehasagirlfriend?Who’stheluckygirl

“Mygirlfriendyoufool”hesays

“Sincewhendoyouhave‘girlfriend’who’sthis

luckygirl”Isay,heseemsshy



“Don’tlaughokay”hesaysandZaziandInod.

Whywouldwelaughathim

“She’sabitolderthanme,she’sinUni,almost

Zazi’sagebutshedoesn’twantpeopleknowing

aboutus”hesays.

Ididn’texpectthat,she’solderthanhim,I

promisednottolaughandI’m tryingreallyhard

nottobreakthatpromise

“Soyou’reablessernowtoUnistudents?

WheredidyoumeetMsanonymous?”Zazisay,

laughing.

“Mxm”hesays,annoyedandwalkingtowards

thedoor.

“Woaw,waitZinzi,don’tmindthisone,he’s

singleandjealous,youdon’thavetosayher

name,Ijustwanttohearhowyoumether”Isay,

heslowlywalksbackin.

“ImetherinDecember,shewashomeforthe



holidays.Iaskedtoseeherbytheschool,thenI

askedhertobemygirlfriendshesaidyes,I

wanttogiveherabeautifulbirthdaypresent”he

says.

He’sreallyseriousaboutthismysterygirl,I

wonderwhosheis.

“Sowhydoesshewanttostayprivate?”Zazi

asks

“It’sherfamilyissuesandIrespectthat,now

helpmewiththisbirthdaything”hesays.

“Wellwhatdoesshelike?Takeheroutfor

dinner,buyherearrings,flowersorperfume,all

girlslikethatstuff”Isay.Hedoesn’tseem

impressedbymyanswer

“She’snotlikemostgirls,she’ssimpleand

doesn’tlikeextravagantthings,that’swhyI

thoughtofadress,auniqueonelikeher”he

says.Ithinkhe’sinlove,he’ssmilingjustby

talkingaboutthisgirl,Ican’tbelievewhatI’m



seeing.

“GivemehermeasurementsandI’llhelpyou

bro”Zazisayswithconfidence.

Zinziseemspleasedbyhisbrothersresponse

andwillingnesstohelp.Iwonderwhothis

younggirlis,I’m curious.
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*sistodayisyourday,youworkedhardforit.

I’m sorryIcouldn’tmakeitbutI’llseeyoulater

forlunch.Congratulations,LoveKat*

Iwokeuptothistextthismorning,itcalmedmy



nervesandmademesmile.It’safewhours

beforemygraduationandI’veneverbeenthis

relaxedbeforeanevent,I’m usuallynervousand

fightinganxiety,nottoday.I’veoverslept,as

usualZaneletmesleepwithoutwakingme,I

canhearhim onthephoneinthebathroom,

he’sshoutinganddemandingthings,mustbe

work.

“DidIwakeyou?”hesays,walkingtowardsmy

bed,withhishalfnakedleanbody.Istilldon’t

knowhowhekeepsingoodshape,Iknowhe

jogsbutI’veneverseenhim workout.

“Irolledovertohugyouandyouweren’tthere,I

panicked”Isay,helaughs.

“WellI’m herenow”hesays,openinghisarms

towardsme,huggingmethenkissingmybelly.

Heenjoysthat,sometimesIwakeuptohim

talkingtoitorsingingtoit.

“Iseveryoneawakedownstairs?Weneedtoget



readyandgetgoing”Isay,puttingonmygown,

whichhardlyfits,andheadforthebathroom.

“I’lljoinyouinasec,justneedtomakeone

morecall”hesays.Heseemsstressedabout

something.

Aquickshowerandglam time.Done.

Wemakeourwaydownstairstothekitchento

joindadandMam’Gloriaforbreakfastbefore

weleave.Mam’GloriacannotstopsmilingasI

walktowardsthem,Ithinkshelikewhatshe’s

seeing.

“YoulookbeautifulBuhle,thatdresslooks

amazingonyou,pregnancylovesyou”shesays,

makingmetwirl.

Shemustn’tgiveZaneideaswiththat

pregnancyglowcomplement,hewantsmeto

stayglowing.

“ThanksMa,youlookbeautifultoo,evendad

gotouthisfinestsuit”Isay,he’scharmedby



mycomplement.

“Well,mydaughterisgraduatingcum laude,I

havetolookthepart”hesays.

I’m blushing.Weallseatandenjoybreakfast.

Mam’Gloriaisupdatingmeonthewedding

preparationsandshowingmethevenue,which

isalsotheirnewhouse.It’sbeautifulandbig,

verybig.Thegardenandthelandscapeis

breathtaking,theinsideisallwhitewithmarble

floorsandhighwindows,it’sadream.

“Sowhenareyoumovingin?”Iask.

“Thenightofthewedding,wheneveryone

leaves,we’llbeleftinournewhome”Dadsays,

holdingMam’Gloria’shand.They’resmilingat

eachotherlikehighschoolkidswhojustfound

love.It’sbeautifulanduncomfortable.

“We’llbelate,let’sgo”Isayandweallmakeour

waytothedoor.

Whenwereachmycampus,Mam’Glorialeads



uswithaprayerintheparkinglot.Ifeel

completeinthismoment,mymothersface

keepsflashingonmymind,she’ssmilingand

laughing,shemightnotbeherephysicallybutI

canfeelherinmyheart.Tearsfall,slowlywhen

weallsay‘amen’.Zanehelpsmewipethem off

cautiouslynottoruinmymakeupandIfeel

movementinmystomach,itfeelsweird.Istand

still,Zanecanseemyreaction,itmovesagain,I

lookathim andpullhishandtomystomach,it

movesagain.He’ssmilingandlaughing

loudly,causingascene,thelasttimehewasthis

exctitedwaswhenhefoundoutaboutthe

pregnancy.

“He’smoving,mybabyismoving”hekeeps

screamingwithexcitement.Mam’Gloriaand

dadarelookingathim weirdly.

Hehasn’tremovedhishandfrom mybellyas

wemakeourwaytotheentrance,he’sinviting

somuchstares,Ithinkshe’sdonemovingfor



theday,thatwasalot.Itistheweirdestand

mostsatisfyingfeelingintheworldandthe

momentinwhichithappenedmadeiteven

moremagicalforme.

“Ihavetousetheotherentrance,seeyouon

stage”Isay,theyallhugme.

“CongratulationsHlehle”mydadsaysandthe

disappearinthecrowd.Ispotsomeofmy

classmates,whoalmostdidn’trecognizeme

whenIwasgreetingthem

“Buhle,noways.You’reacompletelydifferent

person,evenmorebeautiful”onesays,Ithink

hernameisSandy.Iwasneverthatclosewith

anyofthem,butIremembertheirfaces.

“You’remarried?Thatring,ohmygosh”the

othersays,eyesandmouthwideopen,lifting

mylefthandclosertoherface.

“I’m amarriedwomannow”IsayashumbleasI

can,



“She’smarriedtothenewKingofKhumba,

she’snowaQueenandalsoheadstheFestival

there,she’swinninginlife,whilewe’reouthere

beinginterns”Sandysays,thegirlsareshocked

withthesenews,Ican’tbelivesheknowsall

that,she’sbeenfollowingmywebsiteIcantell.

“Youshouldallcometothenextfestival,asmy

guests”Isay,they’reexcited.

“I’m suretheKinghasbrothers,Imightnot

comebackfrom thevillage”Sandysayswitha

naughtysmile

“Well,they’rebothyoung,oneisalittlebitofa

divaandtheotherjustfoundnewlove,andhe’s

sixteen”Isayandthey’reimmediately

disappointed.

Wemakeourwaytothehallandseatinour

reservedseatingorder,Ispottedmyfamily

whenIwalkedin.Ineverknewgraduationsto

bethislongandexhausting,thespeeches,



readingouteverygraduatefrom ourfaculty,I

keepfindingmyselfsleepinbetweenspeeches.

It’sourturnnow,wewalktowardsthestage,I’m

thefirsttogo.I’m gladIworethese

comfortableheels,thisstandingistiring.

“BachelorofArtsinFineArtsCum Laude,

BuhlebethuKhephu”theyannounceandImake

mywaytothestage,myfamilycheersfrom a

distance,Mam’GloriasululatingandZane’s

whistlinghasthehallscreaming.InmyheadI’m

thinking‘don’tfall,keepsmiling’.Itisashortyet

beautifulmoment,I’m stillsmilingevenafter

I’veleftthestage.Wegatheroutsideforfamily

pictures.

Weallmakeourwaybacktothehouse,Katand

hismanarealreadyhere,waitingonus.

Mam’Gloriacooked,shewokeupearlyand

madeallofthisfood,she’sasuperwoman,she

candoanything.



“Congratssis”Katsays,huggingme,tight.

She’sactuallyblockingmyairway.

“Thankssis”Isay,graspingforairassoonas

sheletsgo.

“CongratulationsBuhle”herboyfriendsays,he’s

thehandshaketype.He’sstillkittedwiththe

multiplegoldchainsandtuckedint-shirtwitha

Guccislingbag.

“TysonandIgotyouthis”Kathandsmeagift

bag,itsheavy.

It’sapaintset.Howthoughtful.

“Ohthanksyouguys,Ihaven’tpaintedinalong

time,myotherjobshavetakenovermylife”I

say,weallmakeourwaytothediningtable.

“ThefoodisdeliciousasalwaysMme”Tyson

says,he’senjoyingit,heseemslikeahumble

guydespitehe’sflashychoiceofclothing.

“Soit’smystewthatyoudon’tlikebecause



you’venevercomplementedit”Katsays,she’s

offended.

Tyson’sdoesn’tknowhowtorespondtothat,

he’sstaringblanklyatKat.It’shilarious

“Nothingcomparestomystews,Ihavesecret

receipiesIdon’tsharewithpeople,especially

youKatlego”Mam’GloriasavesTysonwho

seemsmorereleavedbythisresponse.

“Maybeyoushouldopenasoulfoodrestaurant

inyournewarea”Tysonsuggests.

Idon’tthinkthat’sabadidea,mydaddoesn’t

seem pleasedwiththatidea.

“I’m tryingtogethertoretireandtravelthe

worldwithme,you’rebusyproposingnew

ideas”hesays,annoyed.

Ugh,therewegoagain

“Butthatwouldbeeasierwitharestaurant,

she’llbaabletotravelbutsheshouldn’tstop



thecatering,it’salsogoodmoney”Isay.

“Let’sdropthistalk,you’reputtingtoomany

ideasinherhead”hesaysandjustlikethatits

done.

“How’smarriagelife?Ihardlyhearfrom you

thesepastmonths”Katsays.

“She’sbeendrowingherselfinwork,sometimes

Ievenfindhersleepingwiththelaptop,Ifeel

neglectedinmyownmarriage.”Zanesays

jokingly.

Whereisthisallcomingfrom?Sincewhendoes

hefeelneglected,he’sdoingthisinfrontofmy

family.

“AreyoucomplainingthatI’m notagoodwife?”

Isay,everyoneslookingatus,quietly.

“I’m justsayingyoushouldtonedownthe

workload”hesays.

Myfatherburstsoutinlaughter.



“Itoldyouthis‘mywifeisindependentshe

mustwork’thingwillbackfire,Itoldyou

Zanemvulaandthatfriendofyours,lookatyou

now,askingtotoneitdown”hesaysand

continueslaughingharder,he’ssoannoying.I’m

nottoningdownanything,he’soverreacting.

Someoneringsthedoorbell,breakingthe

silence.Katgoestothedoorandshescreams

loudly,laughing.

ShewalksinwithThamiandXola.Whata

surprise

“Mzala!!!”heyellsasheenterstheawkwardly

tensediningroom

Iwalkuptohim andhug,helooksgood,he

evengainedsomeweightalittle,Edernvillelikes

him.

“CongratsBuhle”Xolasays,handingmeagift

bag.

“ThanksXola,andthanksforthegift,Iloveit”I



sayadmiringthisstylishlaptopbag.

“Helpyourselvesonsomefood”Mam’Gloria

says.

Theyimmediatelyserveeverythinginthe

platters.

Iwalktothekitchenforsomewater,Zane

followsme.

“Areyouokay?”heasks.Can’tIgetwaternow?

“I’m thirsty,areyougoingtoreportthattomy

familytoo”Isnap,he’sshocked.

“Buhle,ImeantwhatIsaidandI’m notchanging

it,youworktoohard,youneedtohirepeopleto

helpoutandthat’sfinal”hesays,withastrict

lookthatIcannotarguewith.

“Fine,nexttimecometomebefore

embarrassingmeinfromtofmyfamily”Isay.

“Therewon’tbenonexttime,you’rehiringstaff

tohelpatthegallery,that’sit”hesaysand



walksbacktothetable,leavingmestanding,

barefootandpregnantinthekitchen.

“HaiboMzala,whatswiththelongface?”Thami

walkstowardsme.

“ugh,marriagedrama,Idon’twanttoboreyou.

LetstalkaboutyouandEdernvillelife”Isay

“oooohMzala,Iloveithere.theairiscool,the

beachiswarm,thepeoplearemindingtheir

ownbusiness,myjobispayingwell,myman

lovesme,thesexisgreat,ooohMzala.Lifeis

good”hesaysandwebothlaugh.

“Im sohappyforyoucuzzie.Thisisallyou’ve

everwanted.Enjoyeverypartofit”Isay

“Iheardthingsarelookinggoodatthevillage

foryoutoo.MakhuluandDlaminiare

inseperable”hesaysandlaughs

“Listen,theyliterallyfolloweachotheraround

likekids.Shecouldn’tcomebecauseDlamini

hadacheckupwithhisdoctorandshejust



couldn’tleavehermanwithoutmoralsupport.I

thinkmovingoutwasthebestthingwedidfor

her,shehardlycalls”Isayandtheconversation

continuesasIputhim uptodatewithvillage

gossip.Justlikehowweusedtoinhisoutside

flatminusthewine.Imissdrinking.Ozaneeds

toarrivesoIcanhavemygrapes.

……………………….

Thedrivebackhomeismostlyquiet,Ithought

wespokeaboutourissuesandsolvedthem,I

don’tunderstandwhyhe’stense.Weleftinthe

earlyhoursofthemorningandwe’realmost

there.

“What’swrongZane?“Iask.Helooksatme

confused

“Withwhat?I’m fine”hesays,intheleast

convincingtone.

“You’vebeenquietthroughoutthetripandyou

havethattenselookonyourface”Isay.he



looksguilty

“Ijustdon’tlikeitwhenyoudon’tlistentomy

instructions,thatIhavetouseacertaintonein

orderforyoutoobey.I’m yourhusband,Itake

prideinprovidingandprotectingyou,pleaselet

me”hesays,almostbegging.

“It’shardformebecauseI’veneverhadanyone

takecareofme,I’vealwaysdependedon

myself,it’snewtomeandIfindithardtojust

letgo”Isay.

“IunderstandandImeanitwhenIsay,Iwill

neverletyoudown,Iwilldoeverythingtomake

sureyou’rehappy,thatIcanassureyou.Just

givemethechancetodothat”hesays,

reachingformyhand.

Iwishitwasaseasyashesaysit,tojustletgo

ofallcontrolandletsomeoneelsedoitforme,

it’snoteasyespeciallywhenyou’vewatched

someonewhowasresponsibleforthatrole,live



alifewithoutconsideringyourlivelihood.

“Tocompletelyletgo,Idon’tknowbuttobring

youinandallowyouaccessinmythoughtsand

actions,Ican,we’llstartthere”Isay,heseems

pleasedwiththat,kissingmyhandasweenter

Khumba.

Wedrivepassthelodgeandpasstheroyal

palace,I’m confused.Whereishetakingme.

“WherearewegoingZane?”Iask,he’ssmiling

andnotanswering.

“Zane?You’reexperimentingtosoontoour

agreement”Isay.IknowIsaidI’dlethim in,but

thisistakingfullcontrol,Idon’tlikesurpises.

Myanxietydoesn’taccommodatesuch

spontaneity.

Heparksoutsideournewhome.Whatarewe

doinghere?

“Andnow?”Iask,hegetsout,walkingallthe

waytomydoor,opensandwewalktowardsthe



entrance,he’sholdingmyhandtightlyand

keepssmilingatme.

Iknewthosemenwerefastbutthismuch

progressatsuchasmalltimeframe,is

remarkable.Theoutsidelooksdone,Iloveit.I

stilldon’tknowwhywe’rehere.Hepullsouta

keyfrom hispocketandopensthedoor,he

swingsitopenandlet’smeinfirst.

IcannotbelivewhatI’m seeing,Ikeeplooking

athim thenatthehouse,it’sdone,completely

done.EverythingishowIwantedit.It’sperfect.

“When?How?”I’m outofwordsandhe’staking

avideowithhiscellphone.

Icannotbelievehesurprisedmewithafully

furnishedcompletehouse,Ireallythoughtit

wouldbedoneinamonthorso.

“Whendidyoufinishhere?Whodidtheenterior?

Iloveitmylove”Isay,closetotears.

“It’smygraduationpresenttoyou,yourdream



home,justhowyouwantedit”hesays,smiling.

Iwalktothelounge,everythingishere,thewalls

havesomeofmyworkandotherartistsfrom

thefestival,eventhefurniturecomplementsthe

artperfectly,withwarm earthytonesandpopof

mustard.Iwalkdownthelongpassage.

“ComeIwanttoshowyousomething”hesays,

pullingmepassalltheotherrooms,tothelast

oneinthepassage.

It’slookslikeamasterbedroom,it’sbigand

beautiful.EventhebeddingishowIimaginedit.

Heopensadoorinsidethebedroom andlet’s

mein

Ohmygosh.It’sacreativestudiowithboards,

paints,brushes,emptyphotoframes.Ican’t

believehedidallofthis.

“IloveitZane,Iloveyou”Isayjumpingtohug

him,unabletocontrolmytears.WhatdidIdoto

deserveamanlikethisone.Thisisthebest



presentI’veeverreceived,afullyfurnished

housewithallthethingsIneeded.

“IhiredaninteriordesignerandZaziwas

responsibletotellhim whatworksandwhat

doesn’t,Ifiguredheknowsyourstylemorethan

Ido”hesays.

Ihughim tighter,Icannotbelievethis.Ithrow

myselfonthebedandherestsnexttome,

we’rebothlookingtotheceiling.Ican’tbelieve

myhomeisdone.

“Whencanwemovein?”Iask,facinghim

“We’vealreadymovedin,thiswillbeourfirst

nightinournewhome”hesays.

Irolloverandsitontopofhim,lookingathim

intohiseyes.Hegrabsmebymybuttandour

lipsmeet.Heishavingme,Iam givinghim all

ofthistonight,likeheneverhadit.Hedeserves

it.

……………………….
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It’sourfirstmorninginournewhomeandit

feelslikewe’velivedhereforalongtime.We’ve

beeninbedallmorning,it’salmostnoonand

we’restillineachothersarms,wrappedinhis

warm hugsandfrequentlygiftedwithkisseson

myneck.

EarlierinthemorningIwaswokenbythesmell

ofbaconandeggs,heservedmebreakfastin

bed.Iateeverything,evenhis,itwasthatgood.

Ican’thelpbutfeelblessedtohaveacooking

husbandwhoactuallyenjoyscookingforme



andallowsmetoinvadehisplateaswell.

“Iwanttostaylikethis,forever,inyourarms.”I

say,lookingoutthewindowviewofKhumba’s

giganticmountains,thedewyweatherfiltersthe

glasswithraindropsandsteam from the

warmthoftheroom.

“They’reyoursnow,youcandowhateveryou

wantwiththem andaslongasyouwantto”he

says,bitingmyearfrom behind,hiserection

pokingmybutt.

Spooningistheonlycomfortablecuddling

positionforusrightnowandhelikesit.

Cuddlingsessionsarealwaysinterruptedby

steamysexandpassionatekissesandhe

alwaysblamesmybigbutt.

“Don’tyousometimesthinkofhowourlives

would’vebeenlikeifwenevermet?IfInever

cametoKhumba?”Iask,it’sarandom thought

thatinvadedmymind



“Thosewouldn’tbeourlives,ourpathswere

destinedtocrossonewayortheother.Thereis

nolifeofminethatyouwouldn’tbepartof,

whetheryou’dbemymaidoracashierina

supermarket,ourpathswould’vecrossedeither

way”hesaysrubbingonmytummy,herubsit

hopingforthebabytomoveagain,shehasn’t.

Yes,theultrasoundconfirmedit,we’rehavinga

babygirl.

Ialwaysforgethowdeephecanbe.Ifindthat

verysexy,it’salwayswhenIleastexpectit,

whichiswhatIfellinlovewithonourfirstdate.

“IbelievethatbecauseasmuchasIhadfuture

plans,Iwasn’tasseriousinpersuingthem,it

alwaysfeltforced,unlikenow,itallflowsand

I’m noteventrying.Everythingfallsintoplace

andallIdidwasfallinlovewithyou”Isay.

Hehugsmetighter,pullingmeclosertohim.

“IkeepfallingdeeperinlovewithyouZanozuko



andIdon’tseemyselfstoppinganytimesoon”

hesays,kissingmeonmyneck,slowlyand

breathingheavilyinmyear.Heslideshishand

betweenmythighsfeelingthewarmthand

moisture,slowlyheentersfrom behindfilling

mybodywithexcitementIcannotcontain.He

pushesandpulls,smoothly,movinginandout.

Fillinghishandwithmyevergrowingboobs.

Thepleasuresofhismovementhaveme

speechless.Hismoaningbehindmyearandhis

rhythm istakingmetoanotherlevel.

“Aaahhh…..”

………………………….

It'samonthlaterandwe‘reallstillrecovering

from dadandMam’Gloria’swedding,theysaid

itwasgoingtobesmallandintimate,they

failedtomentionthattheentertainmentwould

extravagant.Theyhadalivebandandvarious

localartistsperform,ZaneandIdancedtillmy

feetwereswollenandstartedlookinglike



mangos.Theceremonywasemotionaland

filledwiththegenuinelovetheyshare,their

guestsweremostlydad’sbusinessassociates

andonlyafewfriendsofMam’Gloriafrom

church,wholeftbeforetheafterparty.Ithink

thebiggesthighlightiswhenTysonasked

Mam’GloriapermissiontomarryKat,Istillcan’t

getoverKat’sdramaticcry,you’dswearshe’d

wonthejackpot.

Zane’smotherhasbeenaregularvisitorinour

newhome,shelovesit.Weonceinvitedher

overfordinner,justherandwelosttrackof

timeuntilitwastoolate,shesleptover.It’s

unbelievablethatsheisthewomanIattacked

forcallingmygrandmotherawitchand

accusingmyfatherofkillingmama,she’san

activepartofourlivesnowandthatmakes

Zaneveryhappy,makingmeevenhappier.

Ihiredtwopeopletohelpoutatthegallery,like

ZaneaskedandImustsay,it’sabliss.Even



thoughIgotoworkeveryday,it’snotas

strenuousasitusedtobeandIalsohave

enoughtimetoimplementmyroyalduties,

whichhasbeensuccessful.Iorganizedsome

NPOstohelpstudentsinthevillagewithtertiary

applicationsandfinancialaidsandthetradition

ofukuthwalahasbeenofficiallywithdrawnand

girlswho’vebeenmarriedoffarealsoapplying

fortertiary,somearebackinhighschool.This

wasthehardestduty,Igotalotofbacklash

from oldertraditionalistsbuttheKingandthe

royalcouncilruledinmyfavour.Oneofmynew

employeessuggestedwedoawomans’only

KhumbaKultureFestivalinwomen’smonthand

onlyhavethefemalesshowcaseandselltheir

art.ThiswillbenefitallwomenisKhumbaand

surroundingvillages.

We’rehostingourfirstdinnerforbothour

familiesinournewhome.Everyoneiscoming,

exceptforThami,he’s‘occupied’.Ieventold



Zinzihecaninvitehisgirlfriend,she’shomefor

winterholidays.Hewasveryexcited.Zaneand

ThandididallthecookingandIunapologetically

hungmyfeetonthecoffeetablewatching

ratchetrealityshows.It’showweliveinthis

house,ZanecookswhileIentertainhim with

jokesandcelebritygossip,sometimesIorder

foodfrom therestaurantandsurprisehim with

dinner.

“Zanozuko,where’stheeggbeater?”Thandihas

beenconsistentlyusingmynewname.

“Inthedrawersnexttothepantry”Zane

answers,Ihonseltydidn’tevenknowwehadan

eggbeater.TheonlycabinetsIopenisthe

snackandcrockeryones.

IsmileandcontinuewatchingTV,watching

them from adistanceastheyeffortlessly

transform rawingredientstofoodthatfillsthe

wholehousewitharomas,leavingmesalivating.



“They’rehere”Zaneshoutsfrom thekitchen.I

stand,rushingtothefrontdoor,I’m soexctited,

Ihaven’tseenmyfamilyinamonth,atdad’s

wedding.

“Molweni”Iscream,huggingthem onebyone,

astheyenterthehallway.Theylookimpressed,

especiallyMam’Gloria.

“Oohsis,howareyou?”IsayhuggingKatthe

longestwhileTysonstands,awkwardlynextto

us.

“I’m goodsis,Godhasbeengood”shesays,

withthewidestsmile.I’veneverseenherthis

happy.Weallwalktothekitchen.

“You’reslavingagainwhileBuhlesitsback

doingnothing,I’m tellingyou,shekeeps

renewingthislovepotion”mydadteasesZane,

everyoneisfindingitfunny,I’m not.It’soldand

boring.

“Shecankeeprenewingit,I’m thehappiest



man”Zanereplies.That’smyboo.

“Iwon’targuewiththat,youchosewellhere

Bhungane”myfathersays.

Theroom isnoisywithlaughterandregular

familydebates,it’salwaysaboutgenderrolesin

relationships.MakhuluarriveswithDlamini,

Tamkhulu,Aunt’kholekaandAsakhe.

“Yhu,Buhle,thishouseisbeautifulandbig,so

manyrooms?”Aunt’Kholekaasksthemoment

shesitsdownwithamugfilledwithRedds.

She’sinherelement

“Well,it’sZane’sstrategicwayoflettingme

knowwe’rehavingmorechildren,hewantsfour,

fourchildrenaunt’Kholeka.Ican’t”Isay,I’m

alreadyfeelinglikeafootwiththispregnancy,

togothroughitallagain,threemoretime,I

won’tsurvive.Betweenthemoodswingsthe

cravings,swollenfeet,backpainsandthe

neaseuasness,it’salotandemotionally



draining.

“Andknowingyoukids,that’spossible.”she

saysandsipsonhercup.Whatdoesshemean

bythat?I’m notababymakingmachine,Iwon’t

popthem tryingtoreachatarget.

“Yeah,BuhleandZanearealwaysatit,she

mightbepregnantwithasecondonerightnow,

whoknows”Katsaysandtheybothstart

laughing,Ithinkit’sthealcoholthat’smaking

them saysillythings.Iwalkuptotheother

seatingarea,wheretheolderpeopleareseated.

Zane’sparentsjustarrivedwithZazi,Zinziwill

joinuslaterwithhis‘msanonymous’,it’sthe

mostpartI’m excitedaboutthisevening.

“Thelittleoneisgrowing”Mam’Gloria

commentsasIwalkin.

“Onemoremonthtogo.Iwantittobeover,

backpainsarekillingme”Isay,shelooks

concerned



“Haveyouseenadoctoraboutit?Youshould

stayoffyourfeetaswell,getasmuchrest”she

says.Inevertoldthem abouttheYolanda

incident,I’m stillsurprisedwhyMakhulunever

toldthem.

“Well,IdidthedoctortoldmeI’dexperience

backpainsaftertheattack”Isayandshelooks

confused,lookingtomydad,whostaresatme

demandinganexplaniation

“Uhm,aformeremployeeofmineattackedme

monthsago,beforegraduation.Shekickedmy

backandthat’swhyithurtsthismuch”Isay

andmyfatherjumpsoffhisseat,lookingatmy

grandmother

“Thishappenedandnoonecaredtotellme?”

hesays.ThisisthereactionIwastryingto

avoidbynottellinghim.Imeanit’sovernow,

noneedtogetworkedoutnow.

“I’m finedad,letitgo,It’sallinthepast”Isay,



he’sstillannoyed.

“Letitgo?Buhlethisisserious,didyoulay

chargesagainsther?Ihavetocallsomeoneto

dealwiththiscase”hesays

“She’sinamentalinstitution,she’snotwell,jail

isnotthesolution”Isay.Hedoesn’tseem to

careaboutYolanda’smentalillness,he’sstill

fuming.

“Sid,theyhandledit,it’sfine,she’sfine.Butyou

needtorestmoreBuhle”Mam’Gloriasays.

Sothat’swhatshecallshim ‘Sid’,okay.He

goesbacktoherseat.

Weallgatherinthediningroom fordinner,I

sawdadandZanehavingaheated

conversation,welldadbeingtheonlyheated

one,Zanejuststoodtherewithhisheadfacing

down,I’m certainitwasabouttheYolanda

incident.

Thefoodlooksandsmellsdelicious,Ican’t



believeThandiandZanecookedsomuchfood,

justthem two.

“SaveaseatforZinziandhismisterylady,he’s

onhisway”Zazisays.Hismotherlooks

confused,likeIwaswhenhefirstspokeofher.

“Whatmisterylady?Zinzihasagirlfriendand

he’sbringinghim todinner?”shesays,evenhis

motherknewhe’sneverseriouswithgirls

“Well,youcanaskhim thatmama,weareas

cluelessasyou”Zazisayswithasillysmile.

ThisisgoingtobeaninterestingnightforZinzi.

Justaswebegintoeat,Zaziwalksinfrom the

entrywaywithhis...ohmygoodness.Thisis

hermysterygirl,Icannotbelievemyeyes.

“Nandipha?”Aunt’Kholekasays,almost

chockingfrom herfood,Nandiphalooksas

shocked.

“Sis’Kholeka?,Buhle?”Nandiphaalmost



wantingtorun.

Whatasmallworldwelivein,aunt’kholeka’s

lateboyfriendsdaughterisZinzi’sgirlfriend,the

girlIhelpedgettheteachingscholarship,yes

thatone.HowdidshenotknowI’m marriedto

Zinzi’sbrother,surelyZinzitoldherabouthis

royalstatus.

“Wooaw,wait,howdoyouknoweachother?”

Zinziasks,lookingconfused.

“She’smyfather’sexgirlfriendtheoneItold

youabout,howdoyouknowthem?Whyarewe

inKingZanemvula’shouse?”sheasksZinzi,

wholooksdownwithguilt.

“Zinzisumzi!”shesays,lookingirritated.

“He’smybrother”hesays.

Theroom issuddenlytense,everyoneislooking

atthem notsayinganythingbutfacial

expressionsarespeakingtheloudest.Zinzi

didn’ttellherhe’saprinceandthatZaneishis



olderbrother.Lookingdefeatedandbetrayed,

sherunstothedoor,Zinzifollowsher.We’reall

leftlookingateachother.

Wecanallheartheirconversation,Nandiphais

shouting,shesoundsupset

“YouliedtomeZinzi,Iopeneduptoyouand

youlied”shesays,crying

“Ididn’tknowhowtotellyouNands,I’m sorry”

Zinziisbegging

“SoyouthoughtIwouldmilkyourroyalfortunes,

that’swhyyoukeptitfrom me,I’m notthatgirl

ZinziandIthoughtyouknew”shesays,her

voiceisshaking.

“Iknowyou’renot,that’swhyIwasscaredto

tellyou,Iwasscaredyouwouldn’tgivemea

chancebecauseI'm aprince,Iwantedyouto

knowmeasZinziandnottheprince.Ididn’t

wantyoutorejectmebecauseofmystatus”he

explainshimselffurther.



There’salongpauseofsilence.

“Youshould’vetoldmeZinzi,thisis

embarrassing.Aunt’Kholekaislikefamilytome,

Buhlehelpedmewiththescholarship,doyou

knowhowstupidIfeelrightnow?”shesays,

she’scalmernow.

“I’m sorryNands,Ireallyam,IwishIcouldredo

itall.I’m reallysorry”Zinzisays,thenthey’re

quietagain.

Thisfeelslikeasceneonewouldwatchina

soapie,it’scaptivatingandeveryoneislistening

attentively,evenZane’sdad,onlyhe’ssmiling,

he’stheonlyonesmiling.Iwonderwhat’sto

smileaboutinthisawkwardsituation,he’s

weird.

Weheartheirfootstepswalkcloserandweall

resumeeatinglikeweweren’teavesdropping.

They’reevenholdinghands.

“Okay,we’lljustpretendlikethatdidn’thappen



andI’m goingtointroduceher,fam thisis

NandiphaandNands,thisismyfamily”Zinzi

says,weallnodandsmile.

Shewavesshylyandtheybothtaketheirseat.

“Pleasetellushowyoumeetbecauseim’

confused,andhowdidn’tyounotknowwho

Zinziwas?”aunt’kholekabreaksthesilence,I

thinkthatReddsisincontrol

Theybothlookateachother,andNandipha

takesadeepbreath

“WemetintownduringDecember,heoffered

mealiftbacktothevillage,itwaslateand

therenomorebakkiesattherank,thenwe

spoke,hewantedtoseemeagainsowechose

theschoolfield,that’swherewe’vebeen

meeting.Idon’tknowmostpeopleinthevillage,

Iknewtherewere3princes,IknewKing

Zanemvulabecauseofhisprojectsandthe

othersInevermet.Plus,Zinzigoestoboarding



school,he’shardlyhome.”shesays.Istillcan’t

believethemysterygirlissomeoneweknow.

“How’sschool?”Iask,sheseemspleased

aboutthechangeoftopic.

“It’sbeengood,Ipassedallmysemester

modulesandthankyousomuchforhelping

withthebursary.”Shesays,Inodandsmile

“Sohelpmeunderstand,whatexactlydoyou

twotalkabout?Imeanyouwerebornin

differenttimes”Zazisays,Zinziisimmediately

annoyed.

“Don’tanswerthisfool”hesays.

“Well,aboutalotofthings,school,ourpassions,

ourgoals,webothlikesoccerandhe’sfunny”

Nandipharespondsanyways,withasmile.Zazi

islostforwords,sheshutZaziup,sheisskilled.

Zinzilooksproud,almostsmiling.

“Whereareyoufrom?Yourfamily?”Zane’s

mothersasks.



Hermoodchangesimmediately,Zinzi

immediatelydefendsher.

“Let’sstopwiththeinterrogation,we’reherefor

food”hesaysswiftlydismissinghismother’s

question.

Iknowherfamilyissuesareverysensitiveand

thedivideinthefamilykeepsgettingworse,

especiallynowthatshe’sinschool,hermother

stillwantshertomarrythatoldKing.Italso

makessensetomewhyshe’dwanttokeep

theirrelationshipprivate,hermotherwouldbe

furioustoknowshe’sdatingwhenaccordingto

hershouldstay‘pure’forthisoldKingandI’m

sureshe’dwanttokeepitevenasecretenow

thatsheknowsZinziisaprince,hermotherwill

pushherintomarryinghim andmilkingevery

centtheyhave.Ifeelforher,allshedidwasfall

foraboybutlikealways,it’sneverjustabout

thelove,fallinginloveismorecomplex.

..........................................
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Afterdessertwe’veallgroupedourselvesby

age,Aunt’Kholekaneverseatswitholderpeople,

shesaystheyboreher.Theolderpeopleareall

seatedattheloungebythefrontandwe’re

gatheredatthepatio,lookingouttothe

mountains,withafirekeepinguswarm and

lightingourspace.Allthealcoholdrinkersare

drunk,exceptKat.Tyson,Aunt’KolekaandZazi

arethelifeoftheparty,dancingandsharing

hilariousstories.Tysonisthefunniestwithhis

childhoodstoriesofsharingahousewith

fifteenpeople,atfirstIneverunderstoodhim

butnowI’m seeingwhysheandKataremeant



foreachother.He’spassioanate,funandvery

religious.

Hegrewupinthetownship,withnoparents,

raisedbyhisgrandmother.Hehadtohustleto

helpfeedhisfamily,that’showhewasinvolved

withpeopleincriminalactivitiesofcard

scamming.Hewasarrestedfor5yearsand

laterfoundouthisgrandmotherwassickand

couldn’taffordproperhealthcare,that’swhen

hewenttoschooltostudymedicine,becamea

bornagainChristianandmetKat.Helater

openedhissurgeryinthetownshipand

volunteersatthelocaloldagehome.It’sastory

thatbroughtustotears,sadneingandjoyful

tears,howsaditisandthehumourhehas

whiletellingit.

Nandiphaseemsanxious,shekeepschecking

thetimeandlookingatZinzi,who’sbeen

holdingherhandallnight.Newlove,they

actuallylookgoodtogether.Thisnighthasbeen



beautiful,filledwithloveandlotsoflaughter,

notforgettingthelittledramaZinzi’sentrance

made.Bothfamiliesarepresentandgetting

along,that’sonethingI’m gratefulfor.Nowmy

babywillhaveafullfamily,shewillcomeata

timewhereeveryoneisjoyful,that’sallthat

matterstome,forhertogrowuparoundfamily

thatlovesandcaresforher.

“Whatareyousmilingabout?”Zanecatchesme

inmythoughts.

“IneverthoughtI’dbeinthiskindofspace,so

muchloveandlaughter.I’m happyZane,

genuinelyhappy”Isay,hepullsmetohischest

huggingmetighter.

“Thatmakesmeevenhappier,that’sallIneed

inthisworld”hesaysliftingmyfacetohis,with

hislipsonmine.

Aloudscream from theloungeinterruptsus,

weallruntowardsit.Itgetslouderandthere’s



shoutingaswell.What’sgoingon?It’sZane’s

mother,she’sscreamingandcryingwithhis

handsoverherhead,shecan’tspeak.

“Mamawhat’swrong?”Zanelooksterrified.

“Getthecar,let’stakehim tothehospital”my

fatherisshouting,andweallenterthelounge,

Zane’sdadisonthefloor,withfoam coming

outofhismouth,hedoesn’tlookgood.Ifeela

suddenpanicandmyheartstartsracing,Ican’t

thinkproperly,I’m juststaring.

KatandTysonrushtohim,andstartdemanding

things,theykeeplookingateachother,likethey

knowwhat’sgoingonbutdon’tknowhowto

sayit.

“Whathismedicalstatusma?”Katasksandthe

onlypersonwhoknowisunabletospeak,she’s

stillcrying.Shekeepspointingthehead.Atthis

pointIwanttoshaketheansweroutofher.

“Speakmama”Zaneshoutswithfrustration.



“Hehascancer,theyfounditinhisbrain”she

managestospeak.

“Forhowlong?”Zaneasks.She’scontinuesto

crywithoutresponding.

What?Allthistimeandsheneverspokeofit,

sheneversenthim todoctorsandspecialists

fortreatment.EveryoneisasshockedasIam,

Zaneisclosetotears.IcanseeKatandTyson

areslowingdownontheirefforts,theyboth

stopandlookateachotherthenatus.

“He’sgone,I’m sorry”Katsays,tryingtohold

backtears.

Noooo,thiscan’tbe,hewasfineafewhours

ago,smilingandlaughing.

“NoKat,we’retakinghim tothehospital,they

needtodoublecheck.”Zanesays,walkingupto

them,liftinghim,he’scrying.Itrytopullhim

back,hepushesmeaway,carryinghisfather,I

cantellhe’sstrugglingbuthisdeternimanation



isnotfailinghim.Everyoneisdisorientedand

cryinguncontrollably.

Zaneisdeafetedbeforehegetstothedoor,

placinghim downandkneelingoverhim.Zazi

andZinziwalktohim,theyallstartcrying.My

wholebodyisshaking,Ifindaseat.Thisday

hasturnedintoanightmare,we’reallin

disbeliefandtraumatized.IseeKatonthe

phone,shespeakinginmedicine,Idon’t

understand.Mydadisseatednextto

mam’GloriaandMakhuluisprayingstanding

overZaneandtheboys,wherehisfathersbody

islaying.It’sasadthingtowatchandIcan’t

holdbackthetears,Icanheartheirloudcries,

boldandbroken.Aunt’Kholekaiscomforting

Zane’smothers.

Zaziwalkstowardsuswithrageinhiseyes

“Youdidthis,youknewhewasterminallyillbut

younevertookhim tospecialists,youkilledmy

father,youevilwoman”Zaziisshoutingand



pullinghismotherfrom aunt’Kholeka,whois

blockinghim from her.

“Zazi,don’tdothis”Aunt’Kholekasayspushing

him awaybuthekeepscomingback

“She’sadangerousvilewoman,sheknewall

thistimemyfatherhadcancerandnevertold

us,yougotwhatyouwanted,stoppretending,

youwillberichnow.Allthemoneywillgoto

you”Zaziisshoutingandcrying.Icannottake

thescreamsfrom hismother,theydonot

soundlikesomeonewhokilledherhusbandbut

Ican’tshakeoffthefactthatsheknewallalong

andnevertoldanyone.

“Zazistopit”Isay,walkingtowardshim.

“Youwillnotdothistoyourmother,Iknow

you’rehurtingbutdon’ttakeitoutonher”Isay,

he’sevenmoreangry.

“Shetriedtokillyou,you’retakingherside?

She’sevilandcaresaboutnothingbutherself



andmoney.Wellshewillhaveitanditwillbe

drippedindad’sblood”hesays,angrilywalking

tothehallway,outofthedooranddrivesoff.

He’sangryandIhopehedoesn’tdoanything

stupid.IwalkuptowhereZaneis,he’sstill

kneelinginfrontofhisfather,crying.Icannot

seemymanthisbroken,he’sshatteredand

there’snothingIcandoaboutit.Ikneelnextto

him andnoticeabluelightoutside,itmustbe

thepoliceandtheambulanceisbehindthem.

Theywalkslowlyinthedoor,examiningthe

bodyandtheyconfirm hisdeath.Zaneis

shakingastheyloadhisfather’sbodyonthe

zipperandpullitover.It’sofficial,he’sreally

gone,KingZenzeleofamaHlubihasdeparted.

ThepolicearetalkingtoMakhuluandmyfather.

Zanegetsupandrushesoutofthedoor,I

followbehindhim,he’srunning,veryfastandI

can’tkeepup



“Zane….whereareyougoing?”I’m screaming

hisnameashedisappearsinthedarkness.I

feeldefeatedanduseless.Idon’tknowwhere

he’srunningto,I’m worriedabouthim.I’m going

togofindhim,Iwalkbacktothehouselooking

formycarkeys,ThandiisbehindmeasIfiddle

inthedrawer.Wherearethesedamnkeys?

“You’renotgoinganywhere,Zanewillcome

back.Givehim time”Thandisays.Sheseems

socalm,she’snotgoingtotellmewhattodo

withmyhusband,I’m goingtogofindhim.

“Wherearemybloodykeys?”I’m screaming

withfrustration.

“Hlehle,youneedtorest,thisstressistoo

muchforthebaby”Makhuluwalksin,whyare

theytryingtodictatehowIlive

“HowwillIrestnotknowingwhereZaneisorif

he’ssafe?”Theyshouldalljustleavemealone.

I’lltakeZinzi’scarthenbecausesomeone



clearlytookmykeys.Iwalkbacktothelounge

andtheambulancehasleft,withthepolice.

“Where’sZinzi?”Iask,Ican’tseehim and

Nandipha.

“They’regone”aunt’kholekasays.Iwantto

scream outloudwithfrustrationbutI’m

exhaustedanddefeated.Islidedownthewall

withmybackagainstit,tearsarerollingdown

mycheeks,Iwantmyhusband,Ineedhim,I

needtoknowhe’sokay.

“He’llcomebackZano,hejustneedsspaceto

processeverything”Thandisayscomfortingme.

Ican’thelpfeeluselessasawife.

“Come,liedown,I’llmakesometeaforyour

nerves”Makhulusays,helpingmeupand

walkingmetomyroom,it’sbigandcold.The

picturesofusonthedresseraremakingme

evenmoreemotional,Icovermyselfupwiththe

coverstryingtoerasehiscriesinmyhead.Ican



stillhearhisloudcriesandbegging,myheart

achesandIcan’tcontrolmythoughts,I’m

overwhelmedwithemotions,mybodyis

shakingandtheroom temperatureisnot

helping.

Mam’gloriabringsinmoreblanketsandplugsin

theheater.SheisfollowedbyKatandMakhulu

withthetea.

“Here,thiswillwarm youupfrom theinside”

Makhuluhandsmethetea.Isitupstraight,

tryingtonottospilltheteaasIam trembling.

They’relookingatmewithpity,Katsitsnextto

me.

“TysonandIwillusethesparebedroom,we’ll

bearoundwhenyouneedus”shesaysandI

nod.AtleastIwon’tbealonewheneveryone

leaves.

Theyallleavetheroom andIalreadyfeelwarm,

Icuddlehispillowandtrytofightbacktears.



Thisdaywentfrom ablessingtoaburden,a

heavythornyburden.It’sweighingheavilyon

me,IcanonlyimaginewhatZaneandtheboys

aregoingthroughrightnowandthere’snothing

Icando.

…………………………….
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Ifeelawarm hugfrom behind,hesmellslike

soap,Ididn’thearhim whenhegotback.

Pregnancysleepisheavy.Itrytoliftmyheadto

facehim butheholdsmestill,rubbingonmy

stomach.Ilookatthetime,it’spastmidnight.



“Let’ssleepmylove”hewhispersinmyear.

“It’sgoingtobefinemylove,itwillbe”I

respond,theemotionsareoverwhelming,my

faceheatsup.I’m justgladhe’sbackinone

piece.

Mystomachfeelsweirdagain,she’smoving.

She’skickingaggressivelythistime,moving

aroundmyribarea,it’sabitpainfulbutwe’re

bothenjoyingthismoment.Zanesitsup,rolling

meonmyback,hishandarestillonmy

stomach,feelingeverymovement,he’ssmiling.

“She’sputtingonashow”Isay.Helooksso

happy,he’slaughing.Thepainmoveslower.

“Ithinkwehaveadancerhere”hesays,moving

hishandsfollowingthebaby’smovementall

thewaydownmywaist.They’rebecoming

slowerandarefadingaway.

Asharppainfrom mylowerpartsofthe

stomachhits.Iflinchandturnonmyside.



Again,thepainhits.Mybackfeelscramped

withmultiplepains,Itrytoseatup,ithitsagain.

Ouch,Zanesitsupwithme,lookingconfused

asIam.

“Ineedtopee”Isay,standingandwalking

towardsthebathroom.Thepaincripplesme,I

kneelandyell.Zanerunstowardsmepulling

meupbutstruggles.

“What’sgoingonbaby?Talktome”hesays.

“CallKatlego,Idon’tknowbutsomething’s

wrongwiththebaby”Herunsoutoftheroom,

screamingforKat.

“WhatdoyoufeelBuhle?”Sherushesin,and

kneelsinfrontofmewithTysonstandingnext

toher.

“Mystomachhurts,mybackhurts,everything

hurtsKatlego.Ican’tlosemybaby,Ican’t”I’m

screamingthroughthepain.It’snottimeyet,I

haveawholemonthtogo,it’stooearly.



TheytrytogetmeupandIspotbloodwhereI

wasseated.

“What’sgoingKat?Whyisshebleeding?”Zane

screamswithangerandconfusion.Katand

TysonexchangelooksandTysongrabshis

phone

“Hello,canIhaveDrHlaphoplease”hesaysas

hewalksoutoftheroom.

I’m onthebed,tossingandturningtothese

sharppainsinmybody.Confusedandscared

Zaneispacingaroundtheroom demanding

answersfrom Katwhokeepswipingmysweaty

facewithacooldamptowel.

“BreatheBuhle,slowly.”shekeepssaying.My

mindisrunningalldifferentscenariosandmy

anxietyfindsahome.Mybodybeginsto

trembleinfear.Ifeeldizzy,likeI’m goingto

throwup,myheadfeelslight.Ifeelsleepy,my

headweighsheavilyasIbattletokeepmyeyes



open.

“Buhle,stayawake.Openyoureyessis.Stay

withme”Katsays,pattingmyfacewiththe

towel.

Thesharppainhitsagain,wakingmeup,Tyson

walksthroughthedoorandthere’ssuddenly

warmthinbetweenmythighs.I’m wet,Ilookat

Zane,hiseyesareallout

“Shecan’tgivebirthnow,it’stooearlyKat”he

says.

“Okay,it’shappeningandit’shappeningnow.

getmetowels,water,warm andcoldandthe

handsanitiser”shesaysandZaneimmediately

runsoff.

Katremovesmypajamabottoms,placesnew

linenundermeandspreadsmylegsand

observes.

Timegoesandthepainbecomesunbearable,

ZanecontinuesfeedingmewaterwhileKat



frequentlyslidesafingerupmyvagina.

“JustpullitoutKat,doit”Iscream

“Itdoesn’tworklikethatsis,relax,she’s

coming”shesaysinacalm voice.

“Tellhertogetoutsothepaincouldstop,I

can’ttakeit”Isay

“You’llbefinebaby,justbreathe”Zanesays

“Breathe?Wouldyoubeabletobreatheif

someonewasrippingtheirwayoutofyour

womb,bitingandtearingaparteverythingthat

standsontheirway,wouldyou?”Isay,angrily

ashesitstherestaringblanky.Ithoughtso.

“Ohmygoodness!”Kat’sfaceiscoveredin

disbeliefafterobsvervingagain.shelooksat

Tysonandhepeeps,makingZanecurious,he

peepstoo.Theirfacesalonebringmetotears.I

feelastretchinsideme,movementandmore

pain.



“What’sgoingonKat?”Iask,she’ssilent.

“Calltheambulance”shesaystoZaneandhe

immediatelyrunsoutoftheroom

“CallHlaphoagain”KatsaysandTysondials.It

rings,sheanswers.

“She’sfeetfirst,Idon’tknowwhattodo”she

says.

Mywholebodyshakes,Ipanic.Myheadbegins

tofeellightagain,thenauseareturns.

“Nosis,stayawake.C’mon.she’shere.You

needtohelpmepushbutonlywhenIsayso”

shesays,calmly,takinginstructionsfrom the

womanonthephone,Hlapho.

“Idon’twantmybabytodieplease,Ineedher.I

needherKat,alive.Please”I’m begging,

breathless,inpain.

“Igotyousis,let’sgo.Push”shesaysand

followsaseriesofscreams,pain,pushing,



cursing,beggingformychildslife,praying,

doubting,fearing.Zane’shandholdsmetight

whileKatandTysoncontinuewiththedelivery

andDrHlapho’svoiceoverthespeaker

continuesinstructing.

Mybodycan’ttakethepressure,it’stired,witha

longpushandKat’spull,Ifeelemptyand

secondslater,silence.Itrytokeepmyeyes

opentoseemybabygirlbutIfail.

Aloudbabycryfollowsandeveryone’sjoyful

voicesfrom adistanceasIfeelmymindslowly

shut.

It’sdark.It’squiet.

.............................

Afterwhatfeelslikealifetimeofworryand

pain,im seatedatthehospitalnursingchair,

lookingoutthewindowfacingthesurrounding

mountainsthinkingabouttheneardeath

experiencei'vesurvived.I'vebeenthroughmany



lifethreateningsituations,mostlyinflictedby

myselftoendmyownmiserybutthis,thisgave

meawholenewawakeningtolife.Attimeswe

tendtotakeforgrantedthedailythingswedo

andnotregisterthatinasplitsecond,onething

canhappenandchangeourlivesforever,good

orbad.Thethingaboutchangeisthatitis

inevitableandwhenithappensitrequiresyou

todealwithitheadon,itjumpsonyourface

demandingattentionandyou'releftwithno

choicebuttoembraceitandcontrolhowlife

goesonorseatbackandletthatchange

controlyourlife.Todayiam amother,awife,a

Queen,ihavepeopledependingonmefor

things,inolongerliveformyself,asbeautiful

anddesirableasitlooksonpaper,itisscary

becausenow,forthefirsttimeinmylifeihave

somethingtoloseandthatscaresmebutthe

blessingofitallisthatifeelworthyofitall.

"Morningmama"Zanewalksinwithatrayfull



offoodandabottleofmyfavouritewine.

"Morningdaddy"isaywithawidesmile.

"Isneakedthisinjustforyou"hesayshanding

methebottle,ipoursomeinacupandtakemy

firstsip.

"Aaah,isitbecauseIhaven'thadwineina

whileordidtheyimprovetheirtechnique

becausethistastesa100timesbetterthanit

didthelasttimeihadit."isay,helaughs

"Iwouldn'tknow.Howareyoufeeling?"heasks,

gentlyplantingakissonmycheek.

"I'm good,buti'llbewaybetterwhenthiswine

kicksin.Ifeelwellrested."isay,hesmiles.

"Youlookpeaceful,ilikethat.Idon'twantyou

toworrymuchaboutthebaby,thedoctorssay

she'sdoingokayandyou'llgohomesoon.Baby

yougavemethebestgiftanyonehasevergiven

me,iwillforeverbegratefulforit.Iloveyouso

much."hesaysholdingbackhistears.



"Iwouldnthavedoneitwithoutyoubaby,thank

you.Iloveyoutoo."isay,kissinghishand.

"Ifeelcompletenow,alli'veeverwantedihave,

youweremymissingpuzzle."hesays

"Forthefirsttimeifeelenough,morethan

enough."isay,asihughim,layingmyheadon

hischest.

Restedonyourchest,listeningtothethrilling

grooveofyourheartbeat.

Resistingtheurgetodancebutmystomach

volunteerswithexcitingmovementsthatleave

mebeaming.

Eyeslightupstaringintoyours,lockedoutofthe

world,oursisallI’lleverneed.

Leaningdowntowardsmycupandgently

sippingonmylove,justhowyoulikeit,sweet

anddeliberate.Ipullupyourcupandsipon



it,creamyandunconditional,justhowIlike.

Yourloveismyfavouritebeverage._L.A.V

………………………………………….
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*ONEYEARLATER*

I’vebeenrushingaroundforlastminute

preparationsofmydaughtersimbeleko,Itried

totalkZaneintodoingitwhenshecanatleast

understandit,herefused.Sayingthat’snothow

thingsaredoneemaHlubini.She’sayearoldfor

cryingoutloud.Themostbeautifuloneyearold



iveeverseen,I’m obsessedwithher.Thandi

hasbeenhelpingoutalot,asusual,especially

withthefluI’m comingdownwith,IthinkIgotit

from theweatherinourtripfrom twomonths,

wefinallywenttothatMaldivestripandtook

Bangcwalise,ourdaughterwith.Makhulu

namedher,itmeans‘Blessthem’andshehas

doneexactlythat.Itwasthemostpainfuland

complicatedthingI’veeverexperienced.Ihad

tostayamonthatthehospitalaftergivingbirth,

Iwasn’tdoingtoowell,eventhoughmylittle

princesscameoutperfectandhealthy,her

mommywasreallystruggling.Zanelosthis

fatherbutgotherprincessafewhourslater.

WhenIwenthomeThandihadtomoveinwith

usandIcouldn’thavebeenmoregratefulfor

herhelping.SinceNgcwaliarrived,shehas

broughtalotoflightandjoytoourfamilies,our

houseisconstantyfullofvisitors,peoplefrom

thevillage,evenThamiandXolacametosee

her.She’ssuchadaddy’sgirl,whichIenjoyed



whenIwasrecoveringfrom herdeliverybut

nowIfeellikeshedoesn’tlikeme.Sheonly

wantsmeforfeeding,everythingelseisdone

byherdad,justhowhelikesit.Zaneisvery

overprotectiveofherandspoilsheralot.

I’m improvinginthekitchendepartment,Istill

can’tcookbutIhavehacks,especiallyfor

rituals.Ihireachefandaskthatshedresses

casually,Ibuyalreadypeeledandchopped

veggiessothewomeninthevillagedon’thave

tocomethedaybefore,lesspressureonme.I

buyseasonedandmarinatedmeat,andhandit

tothem inthemorning,theyalwaysaskforthe

marinaterecipe,Itellthem it’sanEdernville

secret.IknowIshouldfeelbadfordeceiving

thesewomenbutI’dratherthisthanhavethem

callmeauselesswife.

Theyardisalreadyfullandweonlyhaveafew

minutestostart.Ihaven’tseenZanesincethis

morningwhentheybroughtwood.I’m seatedin



thebedroom tryingtofeedBancgwalisebefore

theceremonybegins,Ihaveturnedintoacow,

evenstartingtolooklikeone.That’sallshe

seesmefor,mosttimesshe’swithhisfather

anduncles,playinguntilshecriesandthey

bringhertometofeed,onlytotakeherback

themomentshe’scalm.Sheisthespitting

imageofme,thecomplexion,thepoutylipsand

theforehead,thatalmostruinedmyvagina.

“Mytwofavouritegirls”Zanewalksinwiththe

widestsmile,evenNgcwalirecongiseshisvoice,

liftingherheadandsmilingathim.

“Dtadta”Ngcwalisays,it’sthefirstwordshe

spoke,followedbyZazi,thenmama.That’show

muchmydaughterlovesme.

Hetakesherfrom me,givingmetimetoget

dressed.Zane’seyesaregluedonme.Ifhe

wantstohavesexnow,it’snothappening.Not

withthisfluandmyfatigue.



“Youlooksexymommy,thosekeepgrowing”he

sayswithanaughtysmileatmylargebreasts.

“Iknowthatstare”Isay

“Ican’thelpmyselfaroundyou,you’retoosexy,

asnackI’m alwayscravingI’m theluckiest

man”hesayswalkingtowardsmekissingme

onmylips.He’stemptingme,Iwanttogivein

butmyfeverwon’tallowme.

“Nodaddy,nottoday.Thisfluistheworst,my

wholebodyhurts,Ijustwanttosleep”Isay,he

looksconcerened.

“I’lltakeyoutothedoctortomorrow,it’s

definetlytheMaldivesweather”hesays,kissing

meontheforehead.

“Thatwastwomonthsago,areyousure?”Iask,

“Ithinkso,youstartedreactingtoitabouta

monthago,explainsthelongnaps”hesays.I’ve

beenverytiredandconstantlyfeelingunderthe

weather,maybeIcaughtabug.



“I’m done,let’sgo”Isay,andweallmakeour

waytothepeople.

Theceremonycontinues,shewassopeaceful

throughout,Iwasworriedshemightbecome

restlessanddemanddaddy,shewasplayful

andlaughingatthemen.She’sapeople’s

personjustlikeherdad,whohasbeen

applaudedforhisworkindevelopingKhumba.

Allourprojectshavegrownandalotofpeople

havebenefitedandI’m veryproud.Thegallery

andthefestivalhaveattractedinternational

creatives,we’vedecidedtostretchitout

throughthewholeweekendinsteadofoneday,

itisthatmuchsuccessful.

We’renowservinglunchandit’sthemost

busiestpartofanyvillagecelebration,

somehowthenumberofgueststriplesatthis

time,goodthingweslaughteredfivecowsor

elsethey’dcallusstingy.

“Yummymommy”it’saunt’kholeka,Ihaven’t



seenherinmonths.

“Heyaunty,longtimenosee”Isay,huggingher.

“You’reglowing,motherhooddefinetilysuits

you”shesays

“Thankyouaunty,Itry”Isay.

“How’sthebaby?SorryIcouldn’tcomeforher

birthday,Ihaddistributuionproblemsinthe

Cape”shesays.Okay,missCEOoftheleading

organiccosmetics.

“Istillcan’tbeliveyoutookoverskincareas

well,youarecashinginaunty”Isay,herskin

carerangersoldoutwithinaweekofit’slaunch.

“I’m tryingHlehle,Ihavetoleavealegacyfor

mydaughterwhoisgrowingeverysecond,the

otherdayshesaidtome’mommy,weshould

movetotheCapenowsinceyou’realwaysthat

sideandnothere.clearlyyoulikeitthere’that’s

herwayofsayingI’vebeenawayfortoolong”

webothlaugh,she’sgrowntobeopinionated



andheadstrongjustlikehermother.

“Youreallyareenjoyingthatside,everytimeIgo

tothewarehouse,theysayyou’reintheCape,

I’m startingtothinkit’smorethanbusiness”I

sayandshe’sblushing,guilty.

“Whoisheandwhendidyoumeet?”Isay,

excited,shecan’thidethesmiles

“He’sCalvinandwemetataconference”she

says,hereyeslightup.

“WhenarewemeetingthisCalvin?I’dloveto

seethemanwho’sresponsibleforthissmile”I

say,she’slaughing.

“Zanozuko,theyneedyouatthekraal”oneof

theladiesinterrupts.Inod.Ugh,aswewere

gettingintojuicydetails.

“I’llbebacknownow”Isays.

“I’m leaving,IhavetogobacktotheCape

tomorrowmorning,IcametofetchAsakhe,but



I’llbebacknextweek.She’smeetingCalforthe

firsttime.Thamihasmethim alreadyandallhe

keepstalkingaboutishismoney,youknow

howchildishheis”shesays.That’sThamifor

you,alwaysgoingfortheobvious.She’sinlove

andI’m happy.

“Well,we’llseeyouallnextweek”Isay,hugging

herandmakingourwayoutside.Mmmh,she

evenboughtanewcar,thiswomanis

unstoppable.Imakemywaytothekraaland

standnexttoThandi.

“Whatnow?Aren’twedone?”Iask,shenods.

ZaneisholdingNgcwaliwho’ssmilingatme

andjumpingforjoy,allsheseesishermeal.I

needtomakeherstopbreastfeeding,she’sold

enoughbutsomehowIfeelsadbreakingthat

bond,that’sourmostintimatemoments,most

timeswe’reinterruptedbyZane.

Themenarechantingclanpraisesand

introducinghertotheancestors.Iwishthey



couldspeedup,Ifeeldizzyandthiscowpoo

smellisn’thelping.

“AreyouokayZano?”Thandinoticesmy

disorientation.I’m slightylosingbalance,Ihold

ontohershoulder.Idon’tknowwhat’sgoingon

withmybody,everythingfeelsweakanddrifting

away.Sheholdsmewithbothherarms.

“Zanozuko?”Thandi’svoicesoundsfarbut

she’sstandinginfrontofme,Icanfeelother

handsonmebutmyvisionisblurry,I’m out.

……………….....
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IwakeupandIseetreesmovingfast,Thandiis

holdingNgcwaliandZinziisonthepassengers

seat.What’sgoingon

“Wherearewegoing?”Iask.Theyalllookatme.

“Youfainted,we’regoingtothedoctor,maybe

youcaughtabuginMaldives”Zanespeaks,

he’sdriving.Ididn’tknowthiswasserious,I

reallythoughtit’sjustacold,nowhe’s

suspectingabug.IwishKatwasheretoassess

thissituation,she’sprobablyinherhoneymoon

withherhusband.Theymarriedinthebeginning

oftheyearwiththesmallestweddingguests,

therewerenomorethan30people.Iwaseven

surprisedsheinvitedThabisoandSinazo,who

lookedbeautifulinherpregnancyglow,shewas

earlyonthen.Theyarepartofmygirlfriend

squad,withLydiaofcause,she’sthewildonein



thegroup.We’reevenplanninganallgirl’s

weekendawayformybirthday.

“Here,it’syourgrandmother”Thandihandsme

myphone

“Makhulu”Isay

“Theytellmeyoufainted,Ihopeyou’refine”she

says

“I’m fine,I’m sureitsflufrom theholiday”Isay.

“I’llcomecheckonyoulatertodaywhenyou

comeback,I’m withOom’Ray,he’salso

worried.”shesays

“OkayMakhulu,tellhim I’llseeyoualllater”I

sayandwehangup.

Icantellshe’sworried,she’salwaysatmynew

house,withDlaminiandmygrandfather.They

enjoyspendingtimewiththeirgreat-

granddaughter.MakhuluandDlamini’s

relationshipisstrongereventhoughtheyare



notlegallymarried.She’shappyandalways

takeshim withher.Sometimesshefightswith

Zane’smom overthebaby,theybothwantto

haveherover,wehadtoscheduletimesfor

them,soZane’smom hasheronMondays

duringtheday,thenMakhuluhasheron

Wednesdayduringtheday.ThosearethedaysI

workatthegalleryandthefestival,otherdaysI

focusontheroyalprojectsthenFridaysIdon’t

work,strictordersfrom myhusband.

We’reatthedoctorsofficeandIimmediatelygo

inwithZaneholdingmyhand.Iguessall

doctorsliketheirofficescoldbecausethisis

howKatsofficeis.

“MrNgele-NgeleIgotyourcall,sitdown.Good

dayMrsNgele-Ngele”thedoctorgreetsuswith

asmile.

“Goodday,wewenttoanislandtwomonthago,

andonlynowI’m comingdownwithafever’I

say,she’stakingnotesandsmilesatme.



“Seatthereandpleasetakeoffyourtopforme”

IdoasI’m told.

Sheexaminesmeandcallsinherassistantto

takesomeurineandbloodsamplesfortests.

Zane’sphonerings,hehandsittome.

“Buhle,what’sgoingon?Areyouokay?”it’smy

dad

“Yesdad,I’m waitingontheresults.I’m sureits

notthtserious”Isay

“Youfainted,ofcauseitsserious”hesays

“I’llbefine,where’smam’Gloria?”Iask

“She’shere,worried.We’regoingtocomethere

nextweek.KatandTysonwillbebackfrom

Thailandaswell”hesays,Icanhear

mama’Gloriamumblinginthebackground.

Icouldsaytheyshouldn’tbutIknowmyfamily,

they’llstillcome.Andthatmakesmehappy,

thatpeoplecareformesomuchthatthey’re



willingtodropeverythinganddrive9hoursto

seeifI’m fineevenafterivetoldthem I’m fine.I

smileandagree.

We’rewatingforafewminutesnow.She

comesbackwiththewidestsmile,Ihopeit’s

goodnews,Idon’tseewhyshe’dsmilebearing

badnews

“Well,you’renotsick,nobugs,nofever.”She

saysandasighofrelieffrom bothofus,Ifeel

lighter.

“You’rejustpregnant”shesays,withaneven

widersmile.

Nooooo.Ican’tacceptthat,noways.Howam I

pregnant?Bangcwalisecan’teventalkproperly,

she’sayearold,Idon’tneedthisstress.Ijust

experiencedaverystraineuousdelivery,nowI

havetogothroughitagain.Ican’t.Zanecan

seethepanicandanxietyonmyface

“Howfaralongisshedoctor”Zaneasks



“I’m notsure,we’llhavetodoanultrasound,

followme”shesaysleadingustothedoor.

Mywholebodyisnumb,shemustthinkI’m an

ungratefulpersonfornotbeingexcitedover

thesenews.Weentertheroom andI’m ordered

totakeeverythingoff.

It’ssocold,IkeeplookingatZane,Ican’tread

hisface,he’scalm.Ibetyouhisheartand

jumpingforjoy.Thisisallheeverwanted.

“Thereitis”thedoctorsay,we’realllooking

intothescreen.Shelooksconfusedandlooks

closely,movingthethingaround,Idon’tlikeher

facialexpressions.Shetakesoutherphoneand

callsinsomeoneelse.

“What’swrongdoctor,whatdoyousee?”Ineed

toknowandhersilenceiskillingme.

Anotherdoctorwalksinandgreets.Thisisnot

afriendlyvisit,there’snottimeforthat,she

musttelluswhatshe’sseeinginmythere.



“Takealookatthis,isitwhatIthinkitis?”

smileydoctorsaystothenewone.I’m getting

tiredandimpatienthere.

“What’sgoingon?Istheresomethingwrong

withthebaby?”Iask,thetoneofmyvoice

frightensthenewone.

“It’snotababy,it’sbabies,threeofthem”she

says.

MyeyeswideopenlookingatZane.Thisisa

mistake,theyneedtolookagain,I’m nothaving

threechildrenatonce,that’simpossible.Zane

isasshockedasIam.Theyprintoutagrey

picturewiththreedots.IwanttocryandZaneis

lookingatthepictureevenmoreconfused.

“I’llbeoutsideifyouneedme”shesaysand

leaves.

Shedroppedthesenewsandjustleft

“Whatdidyoudotome?Thisisallyourfault,

withyouseductiveeyesandwonderinghands,



I’m scared”Isay,crying,it’sanoverwhelming

feeling.

Hewalksuptome,sitsnexttome,lookinginto

myeyes.

“Shhhbaby,youhavemeandyouknowImade

apromise,you’llbefine,trustme”hesays,he

hassaidthissomanytimesandIovercame

everythingwe’vebeenthrough,he’salways

beenwithme.

“Idon’tfeelstrongenough,emotionallyand

physically”Isay,

“Youarestrongerthanyouthink.Youare

enoughmylove,morethanenough”hesays,

thosewordsfillmeupsweepingmy

insecuritiesandselfdoubtaway.

HemeansitandIbelievehim.

EverythingI’vebeenthroughwastoprepareme

forthismoment,thelonelynightswhereIfelt

thelikemyexistencewasawasteofEarth



space.TheisolatedlifeI’vehadinaworldfullof

people.ThetimesIfeltlikeIdeservednothing

greatfrom theworld.Allmyinsecuritieshave

broughtmetothisverymoment,amoment

whereIcanrelyonmyselfforstrength,whereI

actuallybelieveinmyselfmorethananyone.

I’vesurvivedalotoftraumaticexperiencesas

lessonsandtrainingformetobeaableto

conquerthisjourneywiththreeterrorists

growinginsideofme.Ihavemyfamily,my

friendsandmyfaithasmybackup,somethingI

neverhadforyearsandstillmademanaged

throughit.Thingsarebetternow,Iam better

now.Iam stronger,Iam enough,morethan

enough.

“IguessyoucancallmeMaka’Bayeza”Isay.

Webreakoutinlaughter.

“You’remorethatenoughMaka’Bayeza”,

holdingmetightinhisarms.

..............................................
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ColdwintermorningsinKhumbahavebecome

myfavouritetimeoftheyear.Smokeofthe

morningfirefrom eachhouseappearsandthe

villagebusynessbegins,wellinit’sownpace.

Theyoungboysaccompanythecowstothe

riverandyounggirlssquattedaroundthefire

preparingthemorningteaandbreakfast.The

coldwindblowssoftlyyetpiercinghardonthe

facesofthelittleones,pullinguptheirnecks

tryingtocatchtheglimpseofthemorningsun,

slowlyappearingoverthemountainsdrappedin

thinblanketsofsnow,drippingdownandfilling

upthewaterfallbelowit.Icanhearitflowing



downtheriver,flowingacrossthevillage.

I’vebeenstandingoverthebalconystaringat

thehotvapourcomingoutofthetea,tryingto

getmymindreadyforanotherdayastheQueen

ofamaHlubi,theco-ownerofKhumbaKulture

Festival,awifeandmotherofthesweetest

babygirl.Atfirstthepressurewas

overwhelmingbutnowIhavefoundawaythat

worksforme,itmightnotbetheusualwaythe

royalcouncilandthevillageisusedtobutIam

ontopofmygame.IhaveagroupofwomenI

workwithinperformingmydutiesastheQueen,

theyhavebeenveryhelpfulwithendingmany

traditionsthatunderminealotofwomen,young

andoldinthevillage.TheKhumbaKulture

Festivalhasbeenrunningsuccessfullysinceits’

launchlastyear,myteam hasgrownto5

membersassistingusgrowthisbusiness

biggerthanitalreadyis.MymarriagewithZane

hasgrownstronger,Istillcan'tcookordoany



ofthewifelydutiesexpectedofmebutit’sbeen

closetotwoyearsofbeingmarriedandIlove

him evenmore.Mydaughterwhocontinuesto

growandlookexactlylikeme,isaveryhappy

babywholovesdaddy.

Speakingofwhich,shepullsmebymyrobe

from behind.

“Mama”shesaysinhersmallsqueakyvoiceas

sheopensherarmsformetocarryher.

“Goodmorningmyangel.”Ipullherabovemy

slowlyshowingtripletcarryingbelly.

“Lookmama,moo”shesayspointingatthe

cowswanderingbytheriver.

“Yesmydarling,moo”IsayandIwalkback

inside,carryingher.

I’vebeenstandingoutsideforsolongmy

cheekshavealmostturnedpinkfrom thecold

andmyfingersarenumb.Imakemywaytothe

kitchenandourhelpismakingbreakfastwhile



Zanehashismorningcoffee.

“Myfavouritegirls.”Hesayswearingawide

smileonhisface,asIwalkin.

“Goodmorningeveryone.”Iwalkuptohim,kiss

him andhandoverNgcwali,who’sveryhappyto

beinherdad’sarms.

“Imademealieporridge,eggs,baconandpork

sausages,MaDlomo.”MaJola,ourhelpsays.I

askedMakhulutofindmesomeonetohelp

aroundthehouse,she’sbeenveryniceand

helpfulforthepastmonths.EventhoughIgeta

lotofcriticism from somewomeninthevillage,

callingmeauselesswifethatcan’ttakecareof

herfamily,Icouldn’tcareless.Aslongasmy

houseiscleaned,foodismadeandIhave

someoneIcantrusttowatchmydaughter

whileIwork.

“OhthankyousomuchMa.Listentoday,Ihave

alatemeetingsoIwon’tmakeitfordinner.“i



say.

“WhatdidIsayaboutlatemeetingbaby,you

can’tworkyourselftoexhaustion.Youhaveto

thinkaboutthepregnancy.”Zanesayswithhis

strictconcernedlook.

Iresisttheurgetorollmyeyes

“It’saveryimportantmeetingbaby,it’sa

potentialinvestorandthisistheonlytimehe

cancometoKhumbatomeetus.Iwashoping

you’dbepresentforthismeeting.”Isay

“I’llseeifIhavethetime,youstillhaven’theard

from theministerofartsandculture?”heasks

“No,youknowhowgovernmentis,theycanbe

veryslowwhenitcomestohandingoutmoney

butalwaysquicktospenditontheirownthings.

Ifitweren’tformydads’contacts,thefestival

wouldn’tbewhereit’satrightnow.Sowehave

toimpressthisinvestor.”IsayasImake

Ngcwali’smilkbottle.



“I’m soproudofyoubuthonestly,pleasetakeit

easy.Thedoctorsaid…”Icuthim offbeforehe

couldfinishbecauseIalreadyknowwhathe’s

goingtosay,he’sbeenpreachingthis‘thedr

said’eversincewefoundoutI’m carrying

triplets.

“Iknow,restandtakeiteasy.That’swhatI’m

doingmylovebutlifehastomoveon,Ihavea

businsstorunandakingdom toserve.”Isay

andhandhim thewarm bottleofmilk.“Nowlet

megotakeaquickshowerandgetready.”I

kisshim onthelipsandrundownthepassage

tomyroom.

AsI’m gettingreadymyphonerings,it’sKat.

“Heysis”Isay

“Hey,whyareyousoscarce?Haven’theard

from youinweeks.Howarethebabiesdoing?

stillcantbelievetherearethreehumans

growinginsideofthattightfigureofyours.



Where’sbabyNgcwali?Imissthosechubby

cheeksofhers”Shedoesn’tevengivemea

chancetorespond.

“Wooaw,onequestionatatimeplease.”Isay,

shelaughs

“Howareyou?”sheasks

“I’m goodjustswampedwithwork.Howareyou

doing?”Ireply

“I’m good,justmissingyou.It’sbeenawhilesis.

Ihopeyou’renotoverworkingyourselfthere,

takeiteasy.”Shesays,shesoundslikeZane.

“Iknowsis.How’severyone’sdoingthatside?

how’smarriagetreatingyou?Isawyour

honeymoonpicturesonline,Balilooked

gorgeous.”Isay,Icanfeelhersmilingthrough

thephone.

“MarriageisbeautifulandI’m blessedtobe

experiencingitwithTyson,he’ssoloving.

Maybeweshouldallplanacouple’sislandtrip



soon.”Shesays,excitedly.

“ThelasttimeIwentonanisland,Icameback

pregnantwithtriplets.Let’sratherfind

somewhereelse.”Isayandshelaughs.

“Cool,aslongasyou’reagreeing.I’llsearchfor

travelpackagesandletyouknow.It’sgood

hearingfrom you,yousoundhappysis.”She

says

“Iam atmyhappiestsis,Isometimeswantto

pinchmyselfbecauseIdon’tbelievethatthisis

mylife.somuchlove,somuchjoy,its

amazing.”Isay.

“Andyoudeserveallofit,you’reworthyBuhle,

morethanworthy.”Shesays

“Thankssis.NowletmegetreadyIhavean

importantmeetingtogetreadyfor.Loveyou

bye.”Isay

“Bestofluck.Loveyou,wildone.”shesaysand

hangsup.



I’m goingthroughmywardrobetryingtofind

somethingtowear.IneverthoughtI’dbe

wearingskirtsanddressesfulltimeinmylife.

AsawifeandtheQueenofamaHlubithevillage

cannotseemeinpants.Ihavetowearskirts

anddressesandmyheadhastobecovered.I

knewmarriagecamewithalotofsacrificesbut

changingmywardrobecompletelyissomething

Ididn’tbargainfor.TheonlytimeIgettowear

pantsisinsidemyhomeorwhenwe’reaway

from Khumba,whichisveryrare.Thanksto

Zaziwho’sbeenmakingmecomfortableyet

stylishgarmentsthatarealsoappropriate

enoughtowearinfrontofthecriticalcrowdsof

Khumba.EverythingIdoorsayisjudged,it’s

liketheyownme.Makhuludidtellmethings

weregoingtochangebutthis,thisistoomuch

andIburymyselfwithworkthatIdon’tspend

somuchtimearoundthem togivethe

somethingtotalkabout.Ifitsnotmylackof

domesticskills,it’smyworkethic,it’sthefact



thatIdon’tspeakalotofXhosa,it’stheclothes

IwearoramostrecentonewhenIwasspotted

bysomevillagegirlsasIwasdoingyogabythe

river,wearingtightpantsthatshowedoffmy

butt.Theymadesuchabigdealaboutitthat

theroyalcouncilcalledameetingtodiscussmy

dressing.sick,Iknow.Butlovebroughtmehere

andthat’stheonlythingkeepingmesane,

spendingeverydaywiththemanIlovedeeply.

IputonmybeigesafarilookingA-linedress

withlongsleeves.It’sflowlyandhelpshiding

mysmallpregnancybump.Onlyclosefamily

knows,accordingtotherulesoftheroyal

council,Icanonlysharethenewsofthe

pregnancyafterthe6thmonth.Iwrapmyhead

withasimilarbeigedoekdetailedwithwhite

pearls.Iputonmyblackleatherjacketwitha

pairofblackanklebootswithstuddedheels.

Goldstuddedearringandasimplebronzemake

-upwithanudepinkishlip.



I’m readyforwork.Kotistyle.

…………………………………..
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Thisdayhasbeengoingfasterthanwe

anticipated.We’vebeenpreparingforour

investormeetingallmorningwemissedour

lunchbreak.

“Okay,Ithinkweshouldtakeabreakandcome

backwithfreshminds.”Myassistant,Lindisays

andshe’sright,we’vebeentwitchingand

turningthispresentationallmorning,nerves

havereallygottentheworstofus.



“Iagree,let'salltakeanhourandcomebackto

it.”Isayandweallcleartheboardroom.They

allheadforthedoorandIseatinmyoffice.

“ThatincludesyoutooZanozuko,youdeserveit.

Everythingisgoingtoworkoutperfectly.”Lindi

peepsherheadthroughmyofficedoor.

“Yeah,I’llgovisitmygrandma,shealwayshas

somethinggoodinherkitchen.”Isayandshe

leaves.Igrabmyphoneanddialhernumber.

“Hellomntanam”shesayswithsomuchjoy,my

heartbeginstofeellighter.

“HelloMakhulu,howareyou?”Iask

“I’m good,howareyou?”sheresponds

“I’m goodtoo,areyouhome?Iwanttocomeby

forlunch.”Isayandsheanswersimmediately.

“Yes,Imadeyourfavourite,tripeand

dumplings.”Shesaysandimmediatelymy

mouthisfilledwithsaliva.



“I’m comingrightnow.”Isayandheadforthe

car.

AyoungmanisstandingatthegateasIdrive

outoftheartgallery.

“Hey,canIhelpyou?”Iask

“I’m lookingforajob,don’tyouneedsomeone

tohelpyouaroundtheyardorwithheavy

packages?”heasks,sincerelyashejoinshis

hands,begging.Hisoldschooljerseyistornon

therightsideofhisshoulder,hispantsare

hangingwayabovehisanklesandhishands

areasashyashislips.

“I’m sorry,we’renothiringyet.Maybetryatthe

lodge.”Isay

“They’refullystaffedtheretoo.Pleasema’m I’ll

workextrahardevenonweekends,Ijustneed

jobtohelpoutathome.Mymotherisnotwell

andcan'twork,Ihavetohelptakecareofmy

othersiblings,pleasema’m.”he’sbeggingclose



totears.

“Okay,butcomebacktomorrowandwe’llsee

whatwecando.I’m notpromisingmuchin

termsofmoneybutwe’llfiguresomethingout.”

Isayandhejumpsforjoy,thankingme.Inod

anddriveoff.

MakhuluisbusyinthekitchenwhileTat’Dlomo

listenstothelunchtimestoryontheradio,it’s

theirfavouritethingtodo.Gatheringatthe

veranderastheylisteningattentivelyatthe

storywhilehavingwhateverlunchMakhuluhas

prepared.

“Ohmntanam,youlooksobeautiful.”shesays

hugginme.She’swearingadenim apronwith

pinkcutouts.She’salwayswearinganapron,

evenwhenshe’snotcooking.Sodoesevery

otherwomanisKhumba,it’smorelikeafashion

statementthanaconveniencewhencooking.

“Goodday,itsmellssoniceinhere.I’m so



hungry.”Isayandshepullsmetothedining

room wheretheoldermenareseated.

“GoodafternoonBuhle”Tamkhulugreetsme

andTat’Dlomonods.

“IknewMakhulumadeadeliciousmeal,plusI

missedyouall.”Isay.andtheysmilewith

adoration.

“It’slovelytoseeyoumzukulwana.Where’s

BangcwaliseandBhungane?”Tamkhuluasks.

“NgcwaliisathomewiththenannyandZaneis

probablyattheRoyalPalace.”Isayconfidently

andmygrandfather’sfacechanges

immediately.

“Sowho’sgoingtocooklunchforhim andthe

child?Buhlemntanam youmusttakecareof

yourhusbandandfamily.Itisyourdutyasa

wifeandamother.Youmustsetagood

examplefortheyounggirlsandyoungwomen

inthisvillage,theyneedtoseeyousubmitto



yourmanandyourKingdom.Youcan’tbehere

whilesomeoneelsetakescareofyourchikd

andyourhusband,youaretheirnurturer.”He

saysandItakeadeepbreathecalmingmyself

downbeforeIsaysomethingI’dregret.

“IdoTamkhulu,itsjustthattodayisaverybusy

dayforbothofus,sosacrificeshavetobe

made.Let’seatbeforethetripedriesup.”Isay,

quicklydismissingthistopic.

Wesayaprayerandweenjoyourlunch.

They’vebeenaskingmeaboutthepregnancy.

That’stheonlythingmygrandfathercan

congratulateandbragaboutme,bearing

tripletsforamaHlubi.Hedoesn’tcareaboutmy

fastgrowingbusiness,mycharityprojectsor

myart.Wespendtherestofmylunchbreak

laughingatthelunchtimestoryplayingonradio.

ThisiswhatIneededinthemidstofallthe

stressaboutthisinvestorsmeeting,agood

laugh,deliciousgrandma’sfoodandthe



warmnesstheybringtomyheartbygivingme

theirlove,eventhoughTatmhulu’siscontioned

tomefulfillingmywifelyduties.BythetimeI’m

goingbacktotheoffice,mymindisateaseand

I’m readytoimpresstheinvestorswiththisnew

presentationideaIjustthoughtofandgetthat

moneyflowingourway.

Themeetingwentwellperfectlyandthe

investorswereimpressed,myideaworked.

“Gentlemen,pleasehelpyourselvesouton

somedrinksandsnacks.”Lindileadsthem to

theopenareaatthegallerywherewe’vesetup

avarietyoftraditionalfoodsfrom someofthe

foodvendorsofthefestival.

“Ohthey’redefinetlysold,didyouseetheir

smileswhenthatminifilm youcreatedstarted

playing?”theinternsayswhisperingin

excitement.

“Thatminifilm wasagreatideaZanozuko.”our



creativeleadersays.

“Itwassolastminute,Ididn’tthinkwecould

pullitthrough.Nomatterhowmuchwetriedto

convincethem aboutthefuninthefestival,it

wouldn’tcomparetothem justseeingitfor

themselves.GoodthingIkeptthetapingsfrom

thevideographer.AllIdidwaseditinmyvoice,

narratingtheexperience.”Isay

“Well,we’redoneforthenight,onethingoffour

shoulders.”Theinternsays,lookingather

watch.

Iquicklylookatmine,it’spast7pm.Ohgosh,I

neededtobeathomeby5pm torelease

MaJola.Ineedtoleave,immediately.

“Geez,it’slate.Ineedtoleave.Seeyouall

tomorrow.”Isay,rushingtowardsSihleandthe

investors.

“MrRodneyandyouMrKravitz,itwaslovely

meetingyouandIhopetohearfrom yousoon.



Theladieswilltakecareofyou,everythingyou

needthey’lloffer.Ihavetogo,Kingdom duties

arecalling.”Isay,shakingtheirhands.

“We’llhaveameetingwithourpartnersandlet

youknowshortlybutit’sallgood.Khumbais

worthinvestingin.”MrRodneyrespondswith

analmostinvisiblesmilehidingunderhisthick

greymustache.Isaymygoodbyesandrushto

thedoor.PanickingasIdialZane’snumber.

“Heybabe,I’m onmywayhomenow.Ilost

trackoftime,themeeting…”hecutsmeoff

beforeIfinish

“NgcwaliandIareattheRoyalPalace,we’re

havingdinnerhere.”hesaysanddropsthecall.

He’sangry,Iknowit,Ihearditinhisvoice.Zane

hasneverdroppedacallonme,Imessedup.

What’sevenmoreworryingaboutallofthisis

him beingattheRoyalPalacewithhisfamily

andmeasahiswife,comingbackhomeat



night.Icanalreadyforeseehowtherestofthe

nightisgoingtogo.EveryoneagainstBuhle,

goodthingI’velearnedtocontrolmyanger.

They’llsaywhattheywant,I’llkeepmyhead

downandobeylikethedaughter-in-lawthey

needmetobe.

IparkmycarnexttoZazi’sGTi,Igrabthescarf

from thebackseatandwrapitaroundmywaist.

I’m alwayspreparedfortheserandom visits.

Wrappingthisscarfaroundmywaistalso

comeswiththetraditionofbeingawife,Ican’t

entermyinlawsterritorywithoutit,itshows

respecttotheelders.

Peoplearegatheredaroundthedinnertable.

ThandiisseatednexttotheQueenmother,

who’sholdingNgcwali.ZaziandZinziare

seatedacrossthem,Zaneisseatedatthetop

endofthetable.HisfaceislessangrythatI

expected,helooksratherdisappointedasIwalk

intotheroom.alleyesonmeandtheonly



personhappytoseemeismydaughterwhois

clappingherhandsandwavingherarmsforme

topickherup.

“Goodevening.”Isayandtheyallgreetback.

“Ilovethatdressyou’rewearing,whoevermade

itisadesinggenius.”Zazisays,withhissassy

smile.

“Ofcauseheis.YouareadesigngeniusZazini.”

Isayandhesmileswidely.IwalkuptowhereI

normallyseat,nexttoZane,he’snoteven

makingeyecontact.

“Isthisfrom yournewcollection?Ineedit,you

neverletmewearyourdesigns.”Hismom says

“YoupreferItaliandesignsmom.Ifyouwantto

wearZazini,youjustask.”

“Iwill.HowwasthemeetingZano?”Queen

Motherasks.

“Itwasgoodactually,theylovedour



presentation,whichwasashortfilm ofdifferent

clipsIcombinedfrom thefestival.Theywere

reallyimpressed,Ialsothinkthat..”Zane

furiouslygetsupandpusheshischairthen

walkstowardsthekitchenwithhisemptyplate.

Everyoneislookingatmetodosomething.

“Gotalktohim,he’supset.”Thandisays.I

slowlygetupandwalktothekitchen.He’s

standingoverthesinkwashinghisplate.

“I’m sorrybaby,Ilosttrackoftime.onceIgot

theideaofthepitch,Izonedoutcompleteyand

timewentbysofast.”Isay,rubbingbothmy

handsonhisback.

“Youzonedoutsomuchthatyoucouldn’tcall

toletmeknowyou’llberunninglate?MaJola

hadtowalkallthewayfrom thehousetodrop

Ngcwaliheresoshecouldgohome.Shedidn’t

haveairtimetocallandaskwhatwasgoingon

orwherewewere.Icalledyoumanytimesbut



youneverpickedup.Youneedtogetyour

prioritiesincheckZano.Thisisgettingoutof

hand.”hesays,lookingatmewith

disappointment.

“IknowIfuckedupbabe…”

“Don’tusethosewordswithme,Itoldyouto

stopcursing.Whatyoudidwaswrongandvery

embarrassingforme.”hesays

“Embarrassing?EveryoneknowsIworkand

theyknewthatbeforewegotmarried.IfIdidn’t

domyjob,manyotherswillbejoblessinthis

village.Ihavetomakeitworkforthebusiness

togrowandcontinueemployingmorepeople,

liketheyoungboyIhiredtoday.”

“Whatyoungboy?WhatdidItellyouabout

hiringpeoplewithoutmeknowinganddoinga

backgroundcheckonthem?rememberwhat

happenedwithYolanda?Wehaveachildnow

Zano,youcantactcarelessandmake



spontaneuousdecisionslikethat.”hesays,he’s

angry

“He’saharmlessboy,he’sfrom aroundthe

village.Hewasdesperateokay,Iwasn’tgoing

tolethim gowhenIcouldhelp.AndIaskdyou

tostopremindingmeabouttheYolanda

incident.nowplease,forpeacesake,canwego

homesowecanhaveaproperconversation

aboutthis.Idon’twanttotalkaboutthishere.”I

sayandbeforeheresponds,we’rebothstartled

byabangingnoisefollowedbyshouting

comingfrom thefrontdoor.webothrushtothe

dinigroom andeveryoneisasconfusedand

startledasweare.

Twoguardswalkinwithawomanandayoung

girl,withherfacehelddownandherhair

hanging.

“What’sgoingonhere?”QueenMotherasks

andthewomanbeginstoshoutagain.Zinzi’s

facesuggeststhatheknowsthiswomanbutis



alsoconfusedbythisoutburst.

“Heeey!Youwillpayforwhatyoudidtomy

daughter.Theseboysthinktheycanjustgo

aroundplayingwithourgirlsandcorrupting

them.youwillpayforthismessyouhave

done.”Shecontinuestoshout,thegirls’faceis

stillfacingdown.Hershouldersaremoving,like

someonewho’scrying.

“Whatareyoutalkingaboutandwhoareyou?”

QueenMotherasks

“I’m themotherofthischildoneofyourson’s

haveimpregnated.Speakup,whoisit?”the

motherspeaksandwe’reallshockedbythis.

Wealllookaroundeachotherasthemother

shakestheyounggirltoliftherface.

Zinziwalkscloserandthegirleventuallylifts

herhead.

Ohgosh,it’sNandipha,Zinzi’sgirlfriend.

Aunt’Kholeka’sex’sdaughter.Herfaceis



coveredinsnotandtears.Hereyesareredand

swollenfrom crying.She’smoreterrifiedthan

sad.

WealllookatZinzi.

“Whichoneisit?”themotherscreams,startling

her.

SheliftsherhandandpointsandZinzi.

Zinziisbothshockedandconfused.Hewants

towalkclosertoherbutZazi,pullshim back.

“I’vebeenpreparingmydaughterforher

marriagewhilewhenyouhadyourownagenda.

Listenhere,Idon’tcarewhatanyofyousay,

youwillmarrymydaughterwhetheryoulikeit

ornot.Nodaughterofminewillhaveachildout

ofwedlock,whatwillpeoplethinkofme.You

willfirstpayfordamagesoftakingmy

daughtersvirginity,thenimpreginatingherand

thenwe’lltalkaboutlobola.”Shesayswithone

hand,tightaroundherdaughter’sneckandthe



otheronherwaist.

“Zinziwhatdidyoudo?”Thandispeakssoftly

buthervoiceisaccompaniedby

disappointment.

Zinziisasshockedaseveryone,hiseyes

haven’tlefthisgirlfriendfrom themomenthe

sawher.

Thisisthelastthingthisfamilyneeds,news

spreadingaroundthevillagethattheiryoungest

son,hasimpregnatedagirlwhowassetto

marrysomeoneelse.

Thisisbad.

“SpeakZinzi!”Hismotherscreamsathim.

We’realllookingathim,waitingforan

explanation.

………………………………..
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“Ididit,ImadeherpregnantandIwanttomarry

her.”Zinzisays,withtearsformingatthecorner

ofhiseyes.Nandipha’sshouldersdropsasshe

sighswithrelief,hereyeshaven’tmovedfrom

Zinzi’sface.

“AreyoucrazyZinzisumzi?Whatdoyouthink

lifeis?Afairytale?Youhaveschooltoworry

about,notmarriageandchildren.You’renot

marryingthatgirlandthat’sfinal.”Queen

mothersaysfuriously.

“Didn’tyouhearwhatIsaid?Hewillmarryher,

I’m notproposing.I’m tellingyouhewill.My

entirelifeI’vehadplansformydaughter

marryingintoarespectedhome,becominga

goodwifeandagreatmother.Andnowthis



spoiltbratofaprincethinkshecanruinthatfor

mychild,never.Areyoutryingtomakemea

laughingstockinthisvillageforfailingtoraise

mydaughterwell?Never,they’regetting

marriedandthat’sfinal.”Nandipha’smom says.

“WhatwereyouthinkingZinzi?”Zanesays,

roughlygrabbingZinzibyhishoodie.

“Zane,stopit.”Thandiwalksovertoourside,

tryingtostopZane.

Zinzi,isstanding,starringintohisgirlfriends’

face,withpity.Theybothseem tobe

communicatingsomethingbetweenthem that

wedon’tknow.Theirfacesaresad,terrifiedand

verycertainaboutwhateverisgoingon.

“Icanjustseemyself,themotherofthe

prince’swife.Huh,mydaughtermarryinginto

theNgele-Ngelefamilyandcarryingoneoftheir

own,everyonewillbowdowntome.Withallthe

damagesthisboyhasdone,they’llbelotsto



pay.”Nandi’smom says,hereyeswandering

aroundtheroom withaspitefulsmile.

“You’renotgettingacentfrom us.Takethat

littleliaryoucalladaughterandgetthehellout

ofmyhouse.Guards,getthem!”Zane’smom

instructstheguardsandtheywastenotime.

TheypullbothNandiphaandhermom outof

theroom.Zinzijumpsouttohisgirlfriends’

rescueandpushesoneoftheguardstothe

ground.

“Donottouchher!”hesays,pushingherbehind

me,awayfrom theguards.

“Zinzisumzi,whatiswrongwithyou?Can’tyou

seethisgirlandhermotheraretryingtoscam

youintogivingthem allyourfortunes?Don’tbe

stupid.”Hismom says,movingtowardsthem.

“Ma,wait.Ithinkweshouldhearwhattheyhave

tosayfirst.”Isuggestandshegivesmeastrict

warninglook.



“There’snothingtosay,weallknowZinziisa

virginandhepromisedtostayoneuntilhewent

toinitiationschool,nextyear.Thatgirlislying

andsheshouldgetoutofmyhouse.”Queen

mothersays

“ThenI’m leavingwithher.”Zinzisays,pulling

Nandiwithhim astheyrunoutofthehouse.

“Zinzi!Ifyouleavewiththatgirl,neversetfoot

inthishouseagain!”Hismotherscreamsas

theybangthedoor.

“You’renothelpingNonjezu.Zinziwait!”Thandi

says,followingafterthem withZaneandZazi.

“Lovehuh?”Zazisays,sippingonhishot

coffeeasweallstandoutsidethedoor,

watchingZinzi’scardriveoffintothedarkness

ofthefoggyvillageofKhumba.

“Whatiswrongwiththisboy?”Zaneasks

“Love,youofallpeopleshouldknow.”Zazisays,

rollinghiseyesandwalkingbackin,Ifollow



behindhim.

“GetNcgwaliandlet’sgo.”Zanesayswitha

harshtone.Whyisheactinglikethis?ishestill

madatmeforcominghomelate?Ilookathim,

puzzledbyhisbehavior.

“I’llwaitforyouinthecar”hesaysandwalks

off.Igointothehouse,grabNgcwalifrom

Thandiandsaymygoodbyesthenheadforthe

car.

“Shouldn’twecallhim,i'm worriedaboutZinzi.”

Isuggestaswedriveoutoftheroyalpalace,he

doesn’treply.

ItakemyphoneoutanddialZinzi’snumber.It

ringsbuthedoesn’tanswer.ItryNandi’sphone,

italsoringsbutshedoesn’tanswer.

“They’rebothnotanswering,Ihopethey’reokay.

I’m worriedaboutthestateNandiphawasat,

shewasnotokay.”Isay,he’sstillquietand

drivingveryfast.Khumbaroadsareallgravel,



swayingsidewaysandbumpingonpotholes.

“WhatiswrongwithyouZane?Areyoustillmad

atmeforworkinglate?IsaidIwassorry.”Isay,

he’sstillignoringme.

“You’reactingquitechildishrightnowbecause

i….”

“Childish?Wehadanagreementaboutyour

workschedule,youworkcertaindaysand

certaintimes.Weekendsweresupposetobe

ourhangouttimeasafamily,insteadyouhave

conferencesandnetworkingeventstoattend.

Doyouknowhowembarrassingitistoshowup

asaKingataRoyaltyeventwithoutmyQueen?

I’m constantlymakingexcusesforyou.”He

says,shoutingandhittingthesteeringwheel,

Ngcwalistartscrying.Idon’tknowmyhusband

tobethisperson.

Theguiltbeginstofeastinsidemelikeagame

ofpacman.Rockingthebabyandfeedingher



herbottleasthesilentdrivehomefeelslikea

neverendingpunishment.IwishIcouldmake

him understandthatseatingathomeand

feelinghelplessanduselessisnotwherei'm

comfortableat.BeingwiththeRoyalCouncil

whocan’tseem toagreewithanythingI

suggestmakesmefeellikeIdonotbelong.

HangingoutwiththeothertribeQueensand

hearingthem talkdownonmefornotbeing

abletodohalfofthethingstheydoattheir

homesisdepressing.There’snoplaceIfeellike

i'm neededandwhereIfeellikeIbelonglikemy

workplace.From themomentIwalkinthrough

thosedoors,theartonthewallswelcomesme

withasmile,it’slikeIcanheartheirvoices

speakalanguageIunderstandfluently.The

youththatspendtheirtimeafterschool,

creatingartoftheirown,dancinginthestudio

andothersreadinginthelibrary,givemehope

andanaffirmationthatwhatwe’redoingthere

willnotgounappreciated,itisneeded,Iam



needed.That’stheonlyplacewhereIfeellikeI

canletgooftheguardandbewhoIam withno

fear.Idon’tevenfeellikethatinmyownhome.
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Atextfrom Zinziwokemeupat4am andI

haven’tgonebacktosleepsincethen.I’vebeen

tossingandwreckingmybrainaboutwhyhe

wantstome,justme.Thesunisslowly

appearingthroughtheblindsandZanewakes

up.Wedidn’ttalklastnight,wegothomeand

wentstraighttobed.

“Morningbaby.I’m sorryforshoutingatyoulast



night,Ishouldn’thaveactedlikethat.”hesays

gettingclosertomeandpullingmetowards

him.

“I’m sorryforworkinglate.I’llreallytryto

managemyschedulebettertospendtimewith

youandNgcwali.Butbaby,Idon’tenjoythose

Royaltyeventsthough,thoseQueensmakeme

feellikeshitfornotbeingabletomakea

milktartormaketheperfectcurry.”Isay,

buryingmyfaceinhischest,helaughs.

“Yougivethebestkissesandthat’sallthat

mattertomemylove.”Hesays,pullingmeto

hisfaceandkissesme.

“Wecouldsavetimeandwaterbyshowering

together.”Hewhispersinbetweenkisses.

“I’llbeworkingfrom hometodaybutI’lltakethe

offer.QuicklybeforeNgcwaliwakesup.”Isay

andwetiptoetothebathroom.

“Ohthey’reslowlystartingtoshow.”Hesays,



rubbingonmybelly,kissingmyneckwhile

standingbehindme.

“Ssshstoptalking,Ngcwaliwillwakeupany

minutenow.”Iturnaround,kneelinginfrontof

him.thewaterhitsonmyslowgrowingafro,

downmybackasIholdontohisthighs.Ifillmy

mouthwithit,itslowlydevelopsinmymouth

andIfeelhishandsonmyhead.Pullingand

pushingontohim.Igetandhepullsme,

spreadingmylegsaroundhiswaist.Hiseyes

halfclosedashekissesmeontheneck,

bangingmeagainstthesteamywetwalls.

Groaningandmoaninginhisear,holdingon

tighteronhisbackasherushes,mylegsbegin

totrembleandmybodybeginstofillwiththe

pleasuresandexcitement.Momentslaterhe

sighsloudlyashepullsmecloserandtighterto

him.

“Iloveyou”hesays,kissingandbitingonmy

neck.



“Iloveyoutoomylove.”Ireplyandwecontinue

ourshowertalkingaboutZaziandNandipha’s

situationfrom lastnight.Ihaven’ttoldhim that

hetextedthathewantedtoseeme,Ican’tuntil

Iknowexactlywhatishappeningwiththose

two.

We’reallhavingbreakfastatthekitchenand

MaJolaiscleaninginthelounge.

“DidItellyouLuzukogotajobinEdernville,he’s

leavingnextmonth,soIneedtofindamanager

soon.”Hesays

“Goodforhim butalossforyou,peoplewho

areloyalandhardworkingashim arearare

find.”Isay

“Iknow,I’llhavetoparttimethereuntilIfind

someonebecausethere’snoonetherethatI

cantrustwithallofthatwork,especiallywithall

thetouristscomingforthefestival.”Hesays

“Yeah,you’dhavetofindsomeonequalifiedand



experienced.”Isayandhisphonerings.

“Myguy,isfatherhoodthatbadthatyouhaveto

hidefrom me?”Zanesayswhenansweringand

Iknowit’sThabiso.

“ohNgcwaliisdoinggreat,she’sgorgeouslike

hermotherandcalm likeherfather.How’s

everything?How’sSinazo?”

“That’sgreatman,wemissyouguys.Yeah

she’sgoodtoo,she’shere.”Zanesaysandputs

thephoneonspeaker.“Sayhi”hesays

Hey,Thabiso.Howareyou’redoing?Longtime

huh?”Isay,herepliesandIhearacryingbaby

andSinazo’svoice.

“ohit’safullhouse”Zanesays

“Hedoesn’tstopcrying,howdoyoudoitBuhle?

Ihaven’tsleptproperlyinweeks.”Sinazosays

“IjusthandNgcwaliovertoZaneandrunaway,

youshouldtryittoo.”Isayandtheyalllaugh.



“Wehavetomeetup,Iwanttoseethatnoise

makingcutie.”Isayastheirbabycontinuesto

cry.

“That’sactuallywhyIcalled,didyougetthe

emailaboutourhighschoolreunion?”Thabiso

asksZane,helooksconfused.

“No,whenisit?”heasks

“Nextweekend,they’redoingitinEdernville.So

maybewecouldallmeetupandmakeita

weekendthing.”Thabisosays

“Ican’twaittoseeyouguys,it’sbeenforever.”

Sinazoshoutsattheback.

“Itsoundsgreat,we’redefinetlycoming.”Zane

saysandIknowthisiswhatweneedrightnow,

abreakfrom everythinghappening.Weneed

ouralonetime,justtoenjoyourselves.Ngcwali

willhavetostaybehind,she’snotmessingup

mygroove.Imisshavingsexandnotworrying

aboutherwalkinginonusorcryingfor



attention.Iwanttorelaxwithmymanandhave

funwithourfriends.

“I’llspeaktoThandiandseeifshecanwatch

Ngcwaliwhilewe’reawayorMakhulu.”Isay,he

looksatmeweirdly.

“She’snotgoing?IwanthertomeetThabiso’s

son.”Hesays,ishekiddingme.

“She’llmeethim someothertime,Iwantyouall

tomyselfandmissyoverhereisabig

distraction.She’sstaying.”Isay

“Seemommywantstoleaveyoubehind”he

saystoherandshenods.

“Nodallyouwantbooboo,you’llbenodding

likethatwhenweleaveyouwithThandi.”Isay

toherandshesmiles.ShelovesThandiso

much,she’salwayssayinghernameand

wantingtogotoher.

“Badmommy”Zanesays,



“That’sexactlywhatIwanttobe,diaperbags

andmilkbottlesdonotgowiththatpersona.”I

saywalkingclosertohim.“Thebathroom scene,

everyhouroftheentireweekend.Breakfast,

lunch,dinnerandmidnightsnack.Doyoustill

wantNgcwali?”Iwhisperinhisear,hegivesme

anaughtysmile.

“You’llstaywithThandi,okaybooboo.”Hesays

toherandIlaughasIfinishofmybreakfast.I

knewhe’dneversaynotothat.Never.

HeleavesforworkandNgcwalitakeshernap

whileIcheckonmyemails.IsentMaJolato

townsoIcouldbealone,Idon’tknowwanther

aroundwhenZinziandNandigethere,Idon’t

knowwhattoexpect.Thiswholethingis

makingmeanxious.ThedoorbellringsIopen

forthem.theywalkin,handinhand,terrified.

“Areyoualone?”Zinziasks

“Yes,whatishappening?Wheredidyougolast



night?”Iask,aswemakeourwaytothelounge

“Wecantstaylong.Weneedtotellyou

somethingbutyouneedtopromisenottotell

anyoneuntilwefiguresomethingout.”hesays

andmyheartbeatsfaster

“You’rescaringmeZinzi,what’sgoingon?”Isay

andtheybothlookateachother.

“Nandiisnotpregnant.”ZinzisaysandIfeela

holeopeninmystomach

“Whatdoyoumean?Lastnightyousaidyou

wereandZinziisthefather.”Isay

“Nandi’smom wentthroughwiththearranged

marriageforNanditomarrythatman.The

lobolanegotiationswereunderwayandlying

aboutbeingpregnantwastheonlywayshe

couldstopthemarriagefrom happening.”He

says.

Ican’tbelievewhatI’m hearing.



“Buthecan’tmarryyou,webannedchild

marriagesandukuthwalainthisvillage.He’ll

getarrested.”Isay

“I’m 19,sotechnicallyI’m notachildandhe

leavesinanothervillagewhereukuthwalaisstill

acustom thatispracticed.”Shesays

“Thenwe’llhavetoinvolvethepoliceand…..”I

sayandZinzicutsmeoff

“Thepolicedonotinvolvethemselveswith

culturalpractices,they’lltellustoresolveitwith

theroyalcouncil,whichinthatvillageis

supportiveofthiscustom.Listen,wecameto

tellyoubecauseweneedyourhelp.”Zinzisays,

withaseriousface.Hishandhasbeentightly

holdingNandi’s.

“Thisisbeyondme,Idon’tthinkIcanhelp.”Isay,

defeatedbythisoverwhelminginformation.

“IwanttomarryherandleaveKhumbafor

good.”hesaysandIstandwithhandsonmy



waist.

Thisisalottotakein.Zinzi’sphoneringsand

heexcuseshimself.

“Sisi,listen.Idon’twanttoruinthingsforZinzi.

Thisisallmymessandhedoesn’thavetodeal

withit.hedeservestolivehislifewithoutall

thisdrama.Ineedtoleavebeforethisdragsany

longerandheendsupgettinghurt.Iknow

thosepeople,they’reviolentandalwaysget

whattheywant.please,Ishouldbetheone

leaving,nothim.IjustneedyoutohelpmesoI

cangetawaywithallmytroubles,hedoesn’t

deserveanyofit.I’llgofarawayandnever

comeback.I’llcontinuewithmystudiesthere

andstartanewlifebutpleasehelpme.he’s

verystubbornandwontletmegobutitwould

breakmyhearttobethereasonwhyhe

abandonshislifeandhisfamily.”She’sbegging

me,cryingandholdingbothmyhands.

Ifeelthedesperationasshetrembles,begging



me.Iknowhowitfeelstofeellikeaburdento

someone,howyoufeellikeyou’rethereason

thingsaren’tgoingwellintheirlives.Ialso

knowtearsofsacrifice,that’swhatshe’sdoing,

sacrificingherloveforwhatshebelievesishis

happinessandpeace.

IthinkIhaveaplanandZinzicannotknow

anythingaboutit.

He’llprobablyneverspeaktomeagain.

…………………………………………………………
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IusedmylunchbreaktovisitZazitoseeifhe



canhelpmewithsomethingtowearatZane’s

highschoolreunion.Afteryesterday’smeeting

withZinziandNandi,Ihaven’tbeenableto

wrapmyheadaroundeverythingthathappened.

Itriedtopretendlikeeverythingwasokaythe

restofthedaybutIcouldn’tstopthinkingabout

Nandi’spleaandmyplan.Iwishthingswouldn’t

havegottentowheretheyarebutIhavetodo

what’sright,forNandiandalltheotheryoung

girlsinthatvillage.It’sadangerousplanbut

there’snootherwaytogoaboutit,alotof

peoplewillbehurt,especiallyZinzibut

hopefullyonedayhe’llunderstandthatwedid

thistoprotecthim andhisreleationshipwith

Nandi.Hidingsomethingofthismagnitude

from Zinziandeveryoneelseisprobablythe

hardestpartofitall.Foreveryone’ssafety,its

bestifIhandlethisbymyself.

“AreyouevenlisteningtoanythingIwas

saying?”Zazisnapsmeoutofmydeep



thoughts.

“Ugh,I’m sorry.Whatwasthat?”Irespond

“Areyouokay?You’vebeendistractedsince

yougothere.”Hesays,turningawayfrom the

sewingmachineandfacingme.

“Yeah,I’m fine.Haveyouheardfrom Zinzitoday?

“Iask

“No,Ihaven’tseenhim sinceheleftwith

Nandiphatheothernight.Afriendofminesaid

hesawhiscardriveoutofthevillageyesterday.

Haveyouheardanything?”Heasks

“No,I’m justworriedabouthim that’sall.So,the

reunion,Ineedtolookgood,whatdoyouhave

forme.”Isay,hismoodbrightensup.

“Well,Iwasthinkingcolorfulgeometricsprint

suitwithwidelegpantsandtheblazercould

havelikeapeplum flairtohidethosethree

munchkinstryingsohardtoshow.”Hesays

withawidesmileonhisface.Ilovethe



idea,especiallythepantspart,Ihaven’tworn

anyinmonths.

Hecontinuesexplainingthedesigntomeand

showingmedifferentmaterialsandpatterns

online,Ilikethem all.

ZanewalksinwithaTupperwareinhishand.

“Iwenttothegalleryandtheysaidyou’rehere,I

broughtyoulunch.”Hesayshandingmethe

Tupperware.Ithaslambchopsandagreek

salad.

“Thanksmylove.Zaziishelpingmewith

somethingtowearforthereunion,doyouhave

anoutfityet?”Iaskknowingdamnwellhe

doesn’tandifhethinkshe’lljustrockupin

anything,he’sonlyfoolinghimself.

“IwasthinkingofwearingthesuitIworeat

Thabiso’swedding,Ionlyworeitonce.”Hesays

“Andhedoesn’thavetoseeyouwearitagain.

Besides,thatdesignissolastseason.I’llmake



yousomethingthatcoordinateswith

Buhle…uhm…Zano’soutfit.You’retheKingof

amaHlubi,youneedtolooklikeit.”hesaysand

Zane,holdsbackhislaugh.ThankGodforZazi

becausethiswholeoutfitconversationwould’ve

turnedintoafightbetweenmeandhim.

“Whateveryoudo,Ishouldn’tlooklikeaoneof

thosetrendyguysonmagazines,Ineed

somethingsimplethatIcouldwearagain.”

Zanesays

“What’supwithyouandrecyclingclothes?”He

says,annoyedandturnshisbackonusto

continueworkingonhisseweingmachine.He’s

beenverybusyinthepastyearwithdifferent

ordersfrom hisonlinestore.It’sasmall

collectionwithlimitededitionpieces.He’sbeen

usingmeashisbrandambassadorto

showcasehiswork.it’sslowlygrowingand

gettingsomerecognition.

“IsThandiinthemainhouse?Ineedtotalkto



heraboutbabysittingNgcwaliwhilewe’re

gone.”IsaytoZane.

“Ohyeah,let’sgofindherandleaveMr“don’t

recycleclothes”finishhiswork.”hesays,

teasinghim andstickinghistoungueatZazi,

who’spayinghim noattention.

WeheadtothemainhouseandThandiisinthe

kitchencooking.Igrabaseatandstarteating

thelunchZanepackedforme.

“GooddayThandi,weneedtoaskyoua

favour.”Zanesays,standingclosetome.

“Whatkindoffavour?”sheasks

“We’reinvitedtomyhighschoolreunionsowe

needsomeonetowatchoverNgcwaliwhile

we’regonethatweekend.”Hesaysandshe

smiles

“Icanstaywiththatsweetlittlegirlanytime.I’ve

nevermetacalm babylikethatone,let’shope

theseoneswillbejustliketheirsister.”She



says

“Iwon’tlie,thispregnancyiswaybetterthan

Ngcwali’s.Idon’tknowifitsbecauseIknow

whattoexpectbutevenwithmorningsickness,

it’snotasterribleasitwaswithNgcwali.SoI

hopethat’sasignthatthey’llbehaveormaybe

they’regivingmeaneasypregnancysothey

misbehaveguilt-freewhentheyarrive.”Isay

andtheylaugh.

“Youwillneverknowuntiltheyarriveandallyou

canprayforarehealthystrongbabies.”Thandi

says

“TheonlythingI’m prayingforisatleastoneboy

from thepack,that’sall.”HesaysandIrollmy

eyes

“That’sallhetalksabout,havingboys.”Isay.

“I’m withZanealittlebittoo,Iwouldlovefor

youtohaveaboyinthatpack.”Thandisays

Aswe’reenjoyingthisbabygendertalk,



shoutingandcursingstartlesusandweallrun

outsidewhereallthenoiseiscomingfrom.It’s

Zinzi,he’schasingafterhismotherwithanote

inhishand.

Ohgosh.Ifeelmyheartracingwithfear.

“Lookatwhatyou’vedone,she’sgonemama,

sheleftmebecauseofyou.Aren’tyoutiredof

ruiningourlives?FirstitwasZanenowme.

Whenwillyoustopwithyourviciousness?

Aren’tyoutiredofalltheschemingand

manipulation?You’repureevilandIwillnever

forgiveyouforthis,ever.Iwishyoucoulddiea

slowpainfuldeath.”Hesays,cryingwithanger.

Hisfacehardensandveinsbegintoshowon

hisforehead.

“Zinzi,whatisgoingon?”Thandiasks

“She’sgoneThandi,theloveofmylifehasleft

mebecauseofthisvindictivewomanwho

doesn’twanttoseemehappy.”Hesays,



defeated.Thandiwalksclosertohughim buthe

takesastepback.

“Buhle,didshesayanythingtoyouafterweleft

yesterday?Didshetellyouwhereshewas

going?Ithoughtwehadeverythingplannedout.

ForthefirsttimeIfeltIwasdoingtheright

thing,whatIwanted.”Hesaysandeveryone

looksatme.Zane’sconfused

“Whatplans?Whendidyoumeetwiththem?”

Zaneasks.MymouthfeelsdryasIstruggleto

findmyvoice.

“Yesterdaytheybothcametothehousetosee

me.Zazisaidhewantedtogothroughwith

marryingNandiphaandmoveawayfrom

Khumbaforgood.”IsayandZanelooksangry.

“Allthishappenedandyoudidn’ttellme?”He

says

“Itoldhertonottellanyone.”

“Shutup!”heshoutsatZinzi.



“Don’tmakethisaboutyoubro,outofpeople

youshouldknowhowitfeelstohavetochoose

betweenfamilyandlove.Everyonebeing

againstofyourrelationship,youknowthat.”

ZinzirshoutsbackandZanefuriouslywalks

towardshim.

“Zanemvula!Stopit.”Thandicautionshim

beforehecouldthrowapunchathisyoungest

brother.

“Nooneevercaredformeinthisfamily.

Everythingwasalwaysabouttheprecious

Zanemvula,thebearerofpromisesand

fortunesofamaHlubi.Ithasalwaysbeenabout

him andthisfuckenthrone.Iwillneverforgive

youfornotstandingupformeandNandipha,

never.”Zinziwalkstohiscaranddrivesoff

furiouslyleavingdustbehind.

Thandiiscrying,Zaziisconfortinghermother

whileZaneisstaringatmewaitingforsome

kindofexplaination.



“Sincewhendoyouhidethingsfrom me?”he

says

“Zanethisisnotthetime.”Queenmotherwarns.

“Stayoutofthis,mama.”Hesnapsback

“Iwascaughtinthemiddleokay.It’salotmore

complicatedthanyouthink.”Isay

“Thenuncomplicateditthen?”hesays.

“You’renotblamingallofthisonme.I’m going

backtowork.”Isayandwalkaway.

Asifthisisn’thardenoughformeasitis,he

justhastomakeitevenmoredifficultbyasking

meallthesequestions.

Ineedtosolvethisbeforeitgoesoutofmy

control,Ineedtoimplementtheplan

immediately.SeeingZinzihurtthatmuchis

probablythehardestthing,Ihopehedoesn’tdo

anythingstupid.

.................................................
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“Hello,isthistheRoyalHouseofSokwe?”Iask

“Yes,howcanIhelpyou?”theladyontheother

sideofthephonesays

“I’m ZanozukoNgele-Ngele,Iwouldliketo

speaktoIsolethuSokwe.”Isay

“AhhhhKumkanikaziwamaHlubi.Pleasehold.”

Shesaysandmusicplays.

“AhhhhZanozuko”alivelyvoicefinallyappears

“AhhhhIsolakwaSokwe”Irespond.

“Howareyoudoing?longtime.”shesays



“I’vebeengoodjustbusywiththeduties,

buildinganationisnotaseasyasour

ancestorsmadeittobe.”Isay

“Camagu.It’sreallynotthateasy,Icanimagine

itbeingharderforyouwithyourfulltimejob.

Youshouldjustfocusonone,youreallydon’t

needyourjobwithalltheroyalallowance.”She

saysandIrollmyeyes,ifitsnotmylackof

domesticskillsit’smyjobatthegalleryandthe

festival.

“Icalledtoaskifwecouldmeet,Ihaveaproject

IwouldliketomergeonwiththeSokwetribe.”I

say

“IneverthoughtI’dseethedayIworkwith

Zanozukoonanything,you’realwaysbusywith

business.Whatkindofprojectisthis?”she

asks.Ugh,she’ssoannoying.

“It’sfortheempowermentofyounggirls.Ithink

it’simportantthatwegroom theseyounggirls



intogrownrespectablewomen.”Isayandshe

seemspleasedandexcitedaboutthistopic

“Ohyesdefinetly,weneedthem tobegood

wivesandgreatmothersfortheirchildren.I

couldn’thavethoughtofamorepefectmerge,

theyneedtorealisetheirpurposeaswomen

andthat’sbeingrespectablewivesanddignified

mothers.”Shesaysandmyheartdrops.

ThisisgoingtobeharderthanIthought.

“Well,Iwasalsothinkingaboutoffereingthem

classesoncareerchoices,providingthem with

opportunitieswheretheycanfigureout

furtheringtheireducationandalsopossibly

eliminatingthehighrateofchildmarriagesin

thesevillages.”Isay

“Thereyougoagain,alwaysdisrespecting

traditionsandbeliefsofourancestors.We

don’tneedanymoreofyourkindinourvillages,

tattooedandmodernizingourculturalpractices,



whichhaveworkedquitewellinthepastyears.

Iheardwhatyoudidwithbanningmarriages

andukuthwalainyourKingdom andthatisnot

goingtohappeninSokwe.NowonderKhumba

isslowlyturningintoanimmoralcitywithallthe

festivitiesandturningonthetradition.”She

says,furiously.

“You’rekidnappingyounggirls,forcingthem

intomarriage.You’rerobbingthem ofabright

futurewheretheygettobewhattheywantand

notwhattheculturethinkisrightforthem.You

arenobetterthanthecriminalswhokidnapand

tradeyounggirlsformoney.Theonlypeople

whobenefitfrom thisdisgustingtraditionisthe

men.Letushelpthesegirlsshowthem alife

otherthantheabusiveonethey’reusedto,let

usshowthem thattheycanbewhateverthey

dream of.”Isayandshelaughs

“Youthinkyou’rebetterthanallofus.Driving

around,buidlingfancyhomesandgalleriesand



bringinginallthesewhitepeople.You’redoing

nothingbutembarrassingyourhusband.The

otherKingsdon’trespecthim becausehe

doesn’tseem tobeabletocontrolhiswifeand

putyouintoorder.Hehasbecomealaughing

stock,walkingintheseroyaleventsbyhimself

whileyouchasebehindmoneyandbusiness

deals.Stopallthisnonsenseyou’retalking

aboutandmaketimeforyourhusbandbefore

someoneelsedoesabetterjobthanyou.”She

saysanddropsthecall.

Dammit!I’m soangryIcouldpunchallherteeth

out.Shealwaysmanagestogetmethisangry,

eventhoughshesaysthemostdumbestthings

ever,shegetstome.Ugh!

I’m backtosquareoneagain,trappedintoa

cornerwithnosolidplan.I’m runningoutof

time.

…………………………………………..



Ihatesneakingaround,hidingthingsfrom my

family,especiallyZane,whoisstillangryatme

withthewholeZinziandNandiphathing.I’m

alwayslookingovermyshouldertoseeif

anyoneisfollowingme,itsscaryandmy

anxietyisnotdoingwellwithit.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”avoicestartlesme

“OhMakhulu.”Itakeadeeplongbreathestrying

tohidethefearinmyeyes.

“Youdidn’ttellmeyouwerevisiting.”Shesays,

walkingclosertome.

“Ohyeah,I’m goingtoEdernvillethisweekend

andThamiaskedmetobringhim acoupleof

things.”Isay,strugglingtoputmywords

together.

“What’sinEdernville?”sheasks

“Zane’shighschoolreunion.Ihavetogoback

totheofficesoon.Ihavealotofworktofinish

offbeforeIleavethisweekend.”Isay,rushing



off.Iknowshecandragthisconversation

longerthanitshouldbe.Ineedtogetbackto

work.

“areyousureyoudon’twanttea,Ibakedsome

scones.”ShesaysasIgetintothecar.

“SomeothertimeMakhulu.”Isay

“SendmylovetoeveryoneinEdernville,tell

them tovisitsoon.”ShesaysasIdriveaway.

Myheartisstillbeatingfast,Idrinksomewater

tocalm myself.

Therestoftheafternoongoesbysoquicklyas

IwasverybusymeetingPRdeadlinesand

finalizingalotofworksoIcouldenjoythis

weekendwithouthavingtoworryaboutbeing

behindatanything.I’m home,preparingdinner

beforeZanegetshere.Mykindofpreparingis

takingfoodoutofthetake-awaypackagesand

transferringthem intodecentservingdishes.

I’vesetupthetable,litcandlesandplayinghis



favouritejazzinstrumentals.OnceNgcwaliis

fedandwornout,I’llgiveherdaddyhis

favouritetricktosoftenhim up.Idon’twantus

togotoEdernvillewiththistensevibebetween

us.

Hewalksthroughthedoorandsmilesassoon

asheseesthediningroom scene,Ngcwaliruns

tohim.

“Tata,look.”Shesays,pointingatthecandlelit

dinner.

“Iseebooboo,whodidthis?”heasks

“Mama”shereplies,pointingatme.

“What’stheoccasion?”heasks

“Iloveyou,that’stheoccasion.Haveaseatthe

foodwillgetcold.”Isay,leadinghim tohisseat

andplacingNgcwaliintheseatnexttohis.

“Wheredidyoubuythisfood?”heasks,holding

inlaughter.



“Hey,Iworkedreallyhardtryingtofindthe

perfectdishtoservethisfood,Idon’tneedany

criticism.Thankyou.”Isayandheburstsout

laughing.

Wesayaprayerandbegintoeat.He’senjoying

it,Ngcwalitoo,especiallythechickenwing.

She’sbeenstrugglingwithitforthepasthour.

“IkeptZinziandNandi’sthingfrom youto

protectyoubaby,it’snotassimpleasyouthink

andIwishyoucanunderstandthat.”Isay.He

sipshisjuice.

“Protectmefrom whatbaby?Idon’tlikeitwhen

youkeepthingsfrom me.”hesays

“LikeIsaid,it’scomplicatedanditsnotmy

placetosaybutIjustneedyoutotrustme.”I

say

“Ireallydon’tunderstandthiswholesecrecy.

WhatisgoingonBuhle?”heasks,confused.

“YoushouldgoeasyonZinzi,he’sreallynot



okay.Ineedyoutostopbeinghardonhim and

thinkofhowsupportivehewaswhenyour

motherdidn’twantmetobewithyou.Hewas

alwaysbyyourside,heneedsyounowmore

thanever.”Isay

“Iguessyou’reright.Ishouldcallhim.”hesays.

“Notnow,you’llmeetwithhim tomorrowwhen

wegoforourlastfitting.Rightnow,Ihaveone

moresurpriseforyou.LetmegoputNgcwalito

bedandI’llmeetyouinourbedroom.Iwantyou

withnothingon.”Isayandhesmileswidely.I

pickupNgcwali,whohasfallenasleepwitha

chickenboneinhermouthandtakehertoher

room,whichisoppositeours.she’ssleepingso

peacefully.Iracedowntothekitchentogetthe

jarfilledwithlukewarm waterandheadtoour

room.

He’ssittingonourbedwithnothingon,biting

hislowerlipasIslowlyoffmyrobeandexpose

mynakedbody.Hesmilesandstandsupto



walktome,Imeethim halfwayandkisshim,

passionatelyasIworkmyhandsonhisbody.

He’sveryticklish,he’stryingsohardnotto

laugh.Ifeelhiserectionrideupmythigh,that’s

mycue.Ikneelinfrontofhim andtakeasipof

thelukewarm waterandfillmymouthwithhis

fastformingerection.Hemoansloudlyand

holdsmyhead.Iworkthewaterinmymouth

andswirlmytonguearoundhisharderection

andthenIswallowthewaterwithhim inmy

mouth.“Ohhhbaby”hemoansandtakeanother

sipthenrepeattheprocess.ThemoreIplay

withhim inmymouththeharderhepullsonmy

hairandthelouderhemoans.Pullingmecloser

andhardertowardshim,Ifeelhim inmythroat,

hegroanssoloudandIfeelhiswarm juicesfill

mymouth.Heslowlyletsgoofmyhair.“Wow

baby”hesays,smilingdownatmewithhiseyes

halfclosed.Heregainshisstrengthandliftsme

up.



“It’syourturn.”Hesays,carryingmetothebed.

…………………………..

“Canyoustandstillplease”ZazisaystoZane

whoismovingaroundwhileZaziistryingtopin

thesuittogether.

“It’stootight,losenthebottom partZazini.”He

saysandZazidoesn’tentertainhim.

“Turnaround,Iwanttoseeitfrom theback.I

thinkyou’vegainedsomeweight.Zano’stake-

awaysaredoingwonders.”Hesays,laughing.

“Isn’tthatwhatyouruncleswant?Toseetheir

songainingsomeweight,im justdoingwhatis

expectedofme.”Isay,lookingatmyoutfitin

thefullviewmirror,Iloveitandcan’twaitto

styleit.

“Am Idonenow?”Zaneasks,helookssobored.

“Iwouldifyoudidn’tmovearound.”Zazisays

“Youlookbeautifulbaby.”Zanesaysbitinghis



lip.Iknowthatlook.

“Thanksmylove.”I’m blushing,unabletohid

emysmile.

Ican'twaittotakeitoffofyouand….”

“Wooaw!Idon’twanttohearanyofthethings

youwanttodotohersopleasekeepthem to

yourself.”Zazisnapsathim beforehecould

finishwhathewasabouttosay.“There,done.

Nowgo.”HesaysandZanewalkstomestarts

kissingme.

“Ohim notstayingforthis.”Zazi,walksout.

“Ican’twaittohaveyoualltomyselfthis

weekend.Justlikewhenwefirstmet.”Hesays

andcontinuestokissme.

“Imisstheoldtimesthough,whenIusedto

sneakoutofthewindowforamidnightquickie

inyourcar.”Isayandwebothlaugh.Inever

thoughtI’dmissthosetimesbutwithNgcwali,

myjobandroyalduties,Imissthatcarefreelife



wehad.That’swhatIwanttorelivethis

weekend,wedeserveit.

“Zane!Someonecalltheambulance!Help!”Zazi

isshoutingoutsideandwerushtohim.

Ohmygoodness!

“Whathappenedtohim?”Iask,movingcloser

tothem.

Zinzi,islayinghelplesslyontheground,bruised

andbleeding.

“Idon’tknow,theythrewhim outofamoving

van.”Hesays

Ohshit!

“Let’stakehim tothehospital.theambulance

willtakeforevertogethere.”Zanesuggests.

“Zinzi?Canyouhearme?”Igetclosertohim,he

hasanoverwhelmingsmellofcheapwhiskey.

“Holdhim thatsideZazi”Zanesaysandtheylift

him intothebackseat.



“Iwantmybaby,Iwantmylovebackthat’sall.”

Hekeepssayingaswedrivetothehospital.

“DoyouknowthosepeopleZinzi?”Iaskeven

thoughdeepdown,Iknowtheyweresentbythe

manNandiwassupposetomarry.

“Thatbastardthinkshecantakemylovefrom

meandgetawaywithit,”hesays

“Soyouwenttothem?Whywouldyoudothat

Zinzi?Youcouldgetkilled.”I’m somadright

nowbecausenotonlydidhestartawarwith

thosepeople,healertedthethatNandiphais

gone.Notevenhermom knewaboutthis.

Damn!

“You’vestartedawaragainstthosepeopleand

withNandi’sfamily.Heruncleswillthinkyou’re

hidingherfrom them.”Ishouthe’scrying.

“Ijustwantmyloveback,IwantmyBands.”He

says,hisfaceswollenandbruisedfrom

beatings.



Wegettothehospitalandhe’sadmitted

immediately.QueenmotherarriveswithThandi

andfourguards.They’llbewatchingonZinzi.

EverythingishappeningsofastandIcantseem

tocomeupwithaplan.I’m runningoutoftime

andmorepeoplearegettinghurt.

“Let’sgohomeandyouneedtorest.Don’tlet

thisstressyoubaby,Zinziwillbefine.The

guardswon’tleavehissite.”Zanesays.We

leavebehindeveryoneandweheadhome.The

ridehomeissilentandshort.Igethomeand

getintobed.IfeelsodefeatedandIcan'teven

sharethiswithanyone.

…………………………………..

#MoreThanEnough#FictionByLAV

#LIKE#COMMENT#SHARE

MoreThanEnoughbyLAV

Copyright,2019,LAV



Insert54

Todaywe’regoingtoEdernvillebutwe’llfirst

visitthehospitaltoseehowZinziisdoing

beforeweleave.

“Hisinjuriesaren’tthatbad,sowegavehim

somepainkillers.”Thenursesays

“Okaynurse,thankyou.”Zanesays

“Hismindisalittlebitallovertheplacewithall

themedicationsoyoucan’tstaylong,heneeds

torest.”Shesaysandwalksaway.

“Heybuddy.”Zanesaysandhetiltshishead

towardsus.

“Shewashere,mylove.Isawher.Iwanther

back,Iwantmyloveback.”hesays,crying.

“It’sokaybuddy,youshouldrest.You’retired.”

Zanesaysandheslowlygoesbacktosleep.

“Thisboyseesthisgirlinherdreamstoo,he’s



reallyinlove.”Zanesays.“Pleasemakesure

youdonotletanyoneotherthanThandiandmy

mom inhere,areweclear?”Zanesaysandthe

guardsnod.

Wemakeourwaytothecarandwedriveoutof

Khumba.Thiswholethinghasbeenstressing

meout.Idon’tknowwhatI’m goingtodo.

“Iwenttoyourofficeearliertodaytheysaidyou

wentout,wherewereyou?”Zaneasks

“Uhm,IwenttoseeMakhulutoletherknow

we’releavingfortheweekendjustincaseshe

wantedtoseeNgcwali.”Isay

“IwantedtotellyouaboutthestrangecallIgot

from Sokwe,yey!Thatmanisdisrespectful.He

saidIshouldputyouinorderandnottryto

hinderwiththeirtraditions.”Hesays

“Icalledhiswifetoaskifshe’dbeinterestedin

mergingonaprojectwithus,shedidn’teven

wanttomeettodiscussit.”Isay



“Sokweisallovertheplacetellingustoputour

wivesinorderwhenhecan’tevenputhisown

wifeandsonintoorder.”Hesays,he’sreally

heatedupbythis

“Whatdoyoumean?Accordingtohim,Isolethu

istheperfectwifewhodoesallherwifelyduties

witheaseandhissonisthebravestofallinall

Kingdoms.”Isay

“They’vebeenhavinganaffairrightunderhis

nose.Sokwe’seldestsonisfrom hisfirst

marriageandhe’salsothesameageas

Isolethu.Andeveryoneissuspectingthatthe

twinsarenotSokwe’sthey’rehissons’.Sohe

cannevertellmeaboutputtingmywifeinorder

whenhersissleepingwithhisson.”Zanesays

andmyjawdropstomychest.

Thismanjustsavedthedayandhedoesn’t

evenknowit.Isolethuwillnotknowwhathither,

she’llmeetBuhletheEdernvilledevilandifI

havehereatingfrom thepalm ofmyhand,I’ve



capturedhismantoo.Hedoeseverythingshe

says,you’dswearshehassomekindofspellon

him.

“YouknowIloveyouright?”Isay,helooks

confused.Ikisshim onthecheekandfeelthe

weightonmyshoulderlighten.Icanenjoythis

weekendpeacefully.

…………………………………..

HeavyrainsareverycommoninEdernville

duringthistimeoftheyear.Coldwind,thegrey

skiesandemptystreetslitbytallcommercial

buildingssurroundingthem.Drivingthroughthe

usuallybusydowntown,pastthefirstart

galleryIshowcasedmyartinandthenostalgia

fillsmystomach.

“Seethatyellowbuldingwiththerusticmetal

structureshangingoverit,atthecorner?That’s

whereIfirstsharedmyartwiththepublic.”Isay,

Zanelooksandsmiles.



Wecontinuedrivingoutofthecityintothe

southernsurburbsofEdernville.Theareais

filledwithlotsofupmarketapartmentbuildings,

residenceestatesandsmallshopping

complexes.AccordingtotheGPSlady,we’re5

kilometersawayfrom SinazoandThabiso’s

home,theyinsistedwestaywiththem forthe

entireweekend.Iwasmorethanpleased,I

missedSinazosomuch,Ican'twaittounwind

andenjoymyselfwithouthavingtoworryabout

Ngcwali,thevillageorwork,justmeandmy

man.Weentertheircomplex,thehousesareall

identicalwithalightstone-ishgreybrickwith

widedarkbrowndoors,there’sabout8houses

inhere.There’sapark,andoutdoorgym anda

poolatthefarendofthehouses.Tallpalm

treesareplantedalongtheirmainstreet,and

eachhousehasitssmallgardennexttotheir

doublegarage.Wepullupathousenumber7.

“Thisisabeautifulcomplexandit’shugefor



just8houses.”Zanesayslookingaroundaswe

stepoutofthecar,headingforthedoor.

“Thesearebighousesaswell.”Isay.wering

thebellandtheybothappearatthedoor,I

forgothowbeautifulSinazo’ssmileis.

“AhhhBhungane,ahhhZanozuko.”Thabiso

says,bowinghisheadandSinazoimitateshis

husband,they’resogoofy.

“Hiyou.”IsayandhugSinazotightlyforafew

seconds.“ohImissedyou”Isaybeforeletting

go.She’sstillsmilingwidely.“Imissedyoutoo.”

Shesays.IgreetThabisoandenterintotheir

beautifulhome.Décor,iseverythingSinazois,

minimalisticandperfect,lightgreywallswitha

fewblackandwhitefamilypictures.Thewhite

glossyfloorsthatrunthroughtotheentireliving

space,afoursetsofaindifferentshadesof

greywithtouchesofblackandmashmallow

pink.Theirlivingareaisopentothediningroom,

withawidewindowlookingouttothebeautiful



backyardoftheircomplex,thevibrant

downtownofEdernville.Theyleadusintothe

seatingareawhereafireisdancinginsidethe

sexymarblefireplaceinthecorneroftheroom,

nexttoitlayspeacefullyablackpitbull,inits’

comfortablecushion.

“Youmustbetired,thedrivefrom Khumbais

tiring.”Thabisosays

“Tiredandhungry.”Isay,Ireallyam.

“That’swhatIwanttohear.CanIgetyou

anythingtodrinkwhileIpreparethetable?”

Sinazoasks.

“I’llhaveteaplease”Zanesays“Metoo.”Isay

“What?QueenofKhumbacan’thaveaglassof

wine?I'm sureZanecanmakeanexception.”

Shesays

Ohgosh,IforgotIhaven’ttoldher.I’vebeentoo

busy,caughtupwithworkthatIdidn’ttellher

andjudgingbyThabiso’’sface,Zanedidn’ttell



him either.

ZaneandIlookateachother,ohwe’rebad

friends.

“Ohpleasedon’ttellmeyou’repregnantagain.”

Sinazosays,walkingclosertome.Ismileand

nod.

“What?whendidthishappen?HowdoInot

knowaboutthis?”Shesayswithhereyeswide

openandreadytofalloff.

“It’sbeencloseto4monthsnow.everything

happenedsofast,wehaven’tspokeinawhile

anditwasalljustoverwhelming.”Isayandshe

hugsme.

“Ohmygosh,isthatit?”shesaysafterfeeling

mystomach

“Them.”Zanejumpsin

Theylookconfused

“You’recarryingtwins?”Thabisoasks



“Triplets.”ZanesaysandSinazoloseshermind.

“You’retellingmetherearethreebabies

growinginsideofyourightnow?Howdoyou

forgettotellmesomethingthisbig?No,you’re

goingtohavetotellmeeverything,from the

momentthedoctortoldyouyou’recarrying

threebabies.Iwantallthedetails.”Shesays

huggingandrejoicing.

“Yeah,Iknewyouweregoodbro,Ididn’tknow

youwerethatgood.Threeatonce,yeah,Igiveit

toyouchap.”ThabisosaystoZaneandthey

hug.

“Thesearegreatnews,congratulationsguys.”

Sinazosaysanddisappearsintothekitchen.

ZaneandThabisocontinuetalkingabouttheir

oldhighschooldaystryingtoremember

people’snamesandtheirstories,theyseem

veryexcitedabouttomorrowsreunionevent,im

justhappyim outofthatvillage.



Myphonevibrates,it’satext.

*Yourgrandmothersuspectssomething*

Mymooddropsimmediatelyandacloudof

worryhangsoverme.ThisisthelastthingI

need,IknewhidingNandiphainThami’sflat

washighriskbutitwastheonlyplacenoone

wouldsuspect.Besides,Makhulunevergoes

intothatflatbecauseit’slockedandItookall

thekeys.I’vereallytriedkeepingthisonthelow

withoutanyonesuspectinganything.Idropof

enoughfoodforhertolastthewholenightuntil

thefollowinglunchtimethefollowingday,

that’stheonlytimeIcanvisit,whenMakhulu

andTat’Dlaminiarenotaround.Ialsoemptyout

thebucketsheusestourinatein.wewere

supposetokeepitlikethisuntilIcanconvince

theSokweQueentoendukuthwalaandchild

marriagesintheirvillage,whereNandi’s

potentialhusbandisfrom.That’stheonlyway

wecouldsolvethis,noweverythingismoving



slowandoutofhandbutnomatterwhat

happens,noonecanknowwhereNandiis,

especiallyherfamily.

“Dinnerisserved.”Sinazosays,welcomingus

intothebeautifullysetdiningroom.thetable

hasdifferentkindsoffoodthatfilltheroom

withspicyaromas.Shedisappearsforawhile

andcomesbackwithherbeautifulbabygirl.

“AahhNazo,she’sperfect.”Isay,walkingcloser

tothem.shehasherfatherseyesandher

motherssmile.“Hellobooboo,hello.”Isay,

holdingherandrockingherasshesmileswider,

justlikehermom.

“What’shernameagain?”Iask

“Awongwa.”Shesays.it’sabeautifulname.I

givebabyAwobacktohermom andweall

enjoydinner,well,them morethanme.Atthe

backofmymind,thisNandiphasituatingkeeps

makinganappearance,disruptingandworrying



me.

BeforeIrealiseitwe’redonewithdinnerand

SinazoandIarecuddledinourwarm thick

fleeceblanketsinfrontofthefirewhiletheguys

areinsomeroom upstairs.Sinazosaysit’s

Thabiso’sentertainmentroom,Icanalready

guesswhattheirtalkingabout,sport,sportand

moresport.

“Youseem distracted,iseverythingokay

Buhle?”Sinazoasks.

“Im justtired,betweenwork,mydutiesas

Queen,beingawifeandamother.Itcanbe

overwhelmingattimes.”Isayandshesmiles

andstaresdirectlyintomyeyes

“TalktomeBuhle.”shesays,reachingouther

handtomine.

“Ifeellikeim notmakingZanehappy,youknow.

I’m alwaysatwork,hardlymaketimeforher

andthebaby.Icantevencooktomakeupfor



allofthat,itslikeim notenough.SoIchooseo

stayawayfrom them,Iworkmore,drownmy

schedulewithmeetingsandconferencesso

thatIdon’thavetofacehim andNgcwaliasthis

disappointmentofawifeandmother.”Isayand

tearsbegintotumbledownmycheeks

“Buhle,youknowwhatthatmanfeelsforyouis

greaterthanallthesepettythingsyou’re

worriedabout.Zaneknewwhoyouwerebefore

hemarriedandhefellinlovewiththatBuhle,

notZanothewifeortheQueenofamaHlubi.

Thatmanlovesyouunconditionally.”Shesays,

holdingmyhandtight.

“Idon’tlikethefeelingIgetwhenI’m around

them,uselessandirrelevant.Im therebutIfeel

likeI’m notbringinganythingtothem,unlike

whenI’m atwork.IknowI’m neededthere,I

knowthatthemomentIwalkin,there’s

somethingwaitingformetodoanditmakes

mefeelvalueable.Athome,IwalkinandIfeel



small,thewallsswallowmeandIwatchZane

makedinnerwhilefeedingNgcwali.Theylook

completewithoutme,ifanything,Ifeellikean

inconvinence.SometimesIstayinthecarfor

closetoanhourbeforewalkingin.Iknowhe

sayshedoesn’thaveaproblem withhowIam

butthevillagetalks,theotherKingsandtribe

leaderstalkandIcanthelpbutfeellikei'm not

makinghim proud.”Isayandbegintocry,

unconsolably,coveringmymouth.

“Buhle,no.Youcan’tdothattoyourself.Youare

anamazingmotherandwife,Zane

appreaciateseverythingyoudoforhim.”she

says,huggingme.

“IknowbutIfeellikeIshoulddomore.”Isay,

wipingawaymytears.

“Haveyouhadthisconversationwithhim and

hearwhathehastosay?”sheasks

“YouknowhowZaneis,he’llblamehimselfand



assuremethere’snothingwrongwithuseven

thoughthereclearlyis.”Isay.

“Pleasedon’ttakethisthewrongwaybut

maybeyoushouldtrytalkingtoyourtherapist

andseeifshecanhelpyoumakesenseofwhat

you’refeeling.”shesuggestsandIcanthelpbut

laughitoff.

“No,it’snotthatbigofadeal.I’lljusthaveto

findawayreducemyworkandfocusmoreon

them.Enoughaboutme,girl,thishouseis

beautiful,from thedécortotheentirecomplex.”

Isayandshesmileslookingaroundtheroom.

“Thankyougirl,whenwewerelookingfora

place,Ijustwasn’timopressedwithanyofthe

housesatthenorthernareas.Thisestatewas

stillunderconstructionyeteveryhousewas

alreadypurchased.WhenIsawitonthe

websiteIknewthisiswhereIwantedmy

childrentogrowupin.Thabisohadspoken

aboutmewantingthisalreadysoldoutcomplex



toaformerrugbyplayerwhohappenedtobe

oneoftheresidentowners.Hegotbackto

Thabisoandtoldthem hecansellittousand

hiswifehaddecidedshewantedtoliveina

farm outofthecity,I’veneverbeenhappierin

mylife.EverydaywhenIwakeup,IfeelGod’s

loveineveryroom.”shesaysandIcan’tstop

admiringherhappiness.Thebeautifulhome,

thelovinghusband,theperfectcareerand

adorablebaby,she’slivingherdream andshe

feelsfulfilled.Everypartofherlifeexcitesher,I

envythat,Iprobablysoundungratefulrightnow

butsomethingaboutmylifedoesn’tmakeme

excitedaboutlivingitandthesethreebabies

growinginsideofmeissomethingmymind

hasn’twrappeditselfaround.Thepuzzlepieces

aren’tmatchingupandeverytimeIthinkabout

it,Ifeelanxietycreepingup.

“Letmegiveyouahousetour”Sinazosaysand

wewalkaroundtheirbeautifulhome.



It’sbedtimeandZaneandIhavebeenplacedin

aroom downstairsonthefarendofthelong

passage.IjusttookashowerandZaneis

alreadyinbed,talkingtoNgcwali,Thandiand

hermom.

“Here’smommy”hesays,handingmethe

phone.

“Hellobooboo,areyoubeingagoodgirlfor

Makhulu?.Isaywithmybabyvoice,Zane

makesfunofitallthetime,he’slaughingright

now.

“Mama”Ngcwaliscreams,laughingonthe

othersideofthephone.

“Yesitsmama,begoodforMakhuluandThandi

okay,mamalovesyousosomuch.

“Isay

“Loveyoumama.”Shesayswithhersqueaky

littlevoiceandmyheartimmediatelyfeels

warm.Thecallended.Sheprobablypressed



thatbuttonherself.

“Shesaid,loveyoumama.Awwww”Isay,

climbingonthebedsnugglingnexttoZane.

“Ialsolovemama.”Hesays,kissingmemy

forehead.

“AndIlovedaddytoo,orshouldIsay,dzaddy.”I

say,sittingupandpullingdownmyrobe,

exposingmywatermelonpregnancyboobs.

Helikeswhathe’sseeingandtriestomove

closertothem,Ipushhim backandclimbover

him.Ileantowardshim andbegintokisshim,

slowlyandsensually.Hishands,rubbingonmy

thighsuptomybutt,squeezingandtightening

hisgripfirmlyonmybutt.Ifeelhiserection,

slowlydevelopinbetweenmythighs,Ipullitout

andrubitonmymoistvaginalipsasIstretch

outmylegs.HemoansandIcontinuetoplay

withhim,eventuallyIsliphim insideme,

receivinghim inmywarm paradise.Slowlyand



gently,ImovemywaistasIholdontohischest,

hemoansagain,louder.Icoverhismouth.This

manforgotwe’renotaloneinourhome.

Graduallymovingfaster,heseatsup,wrapping

mylegsaroundhiswaist.Ifeelmybody,

overwhelmedwithallthepleasures,moving

fasterandclosertowardshim,wantingmoreof

him.Ihughim tighterandhedoesthesame.

Heatedup,movingatourownrhythm,tryingnot

tobeourloudselves,weclenchonto

eachotheruntilIfeelanexplosionof

satisfactionconsumemybody,hefollowswith

aloudgroan.Westayinthispositionforawhile

beforegettingintobedandspooning.He’s

tellingmefunnystoriesfrom hishighschool

daysandIfindmyselfslowlydozingoffatthe

soothingsoundofhisdeepvoicebehindmyear,

myperfectlalaby.
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It’stheeveningofthereunionandwe’regetting

ready.I’m helpingSinazowithhermake-upin

herbedroom whileourhusbandschill

downstairs,they’vebeendoneanhourago.

“Howdoyoulikeyoureyeshadow?”Iask,

lookingatherfrom themirror

“Let’stryadramaticlook,thisismyfirstsocial

outingsinceIgavebirthtoAwo,soIneedto

looksmokinghot,Thabisowon’tknowwhathit

him.”shesays,smilingwidely.

“Okaythen,let’sgoforthemetallicshadesand

smokeitoutwithadeepmidnightblue.”Isay

andgetstarted.



“They’resoexcitedforthisreunion,Thabisohas

beentalkingaboutitsincethedayhegotthat

invitation.”Shesays,movingherlipssteadily,

tryingnottointerruptmyapplication.

“ItwarmsmyhearttoseeZanethishappy,he

workssohardforhisvillage,heneededthis

break.”Isay.

“I’m justhappytheywenttoanallboysschool,

imagineifwe’dhavetorunintosomeoftheir

highschoolexes.”Shesaysandwelaughwhile

finishinghermake-up.

Anhourlaterwe’redone.Sinazoiswearinga

figurehuggingsilverdresswiththinstraps.She

accessorizedwithsmalldiamondearringsas

hercurlywigflowsoverhershoulders.She’s

defineltyredcarpetready,soisThabisowitha

tightfitclassicblacksuitwithacrispwhiteshirt

andablackthintie.I’m wearingthecolorful

geometricsprintedsuitZazimadeforme,the

blazerhasapeplum flairthathidesmybelly



quitesophisticatelyandthewidepantsflow

perfectlyshowingonlymytoesandthe

platform ofmyheel.Zaneiswearingatight

fittingemeraldgreensuitwithablackshirtand

notie.Thebabysitterisseatednexttothefire

placewithbabyAwoinherhands,she’sdeepin

hissleep.

“NowIseewhyyouhadtotakeanextratwo

hourstogetready,youladieslookbeautiful.”

shesays,almostwhispering.

“Thankyousisi.”Sinazorepliesandwe’re

headedforthedoor.Zanehasbeenstealing

glimpsesofmeandbitinghisbottom lip.We’re

takingThabiso’sAudiQ7,Zaneopensmydoor

andgetsinontheotherside,stilllookingatme

likesomethinghewantstounwrapanddivulge

inwithoutsharing.

“Everybodyreadytohaveagoodtime?”

Thabisoshoutsashestartstheengine.



“Yeah!”weallshoutback.Heputsonsomeold

schoolkwaitoandwebegintosingalong.

Handsintheair,singingeverylyric,wordfor

word,kwaitohandsignalsandalotoflaughter

isexactlythepre-partyweneedtokeepus

warm onyetanotherrainydayinEdernville.

“Zanedoyourememberwhenwehadtoforce

youtoenterthetalentshowtorapthissong

becauseyouweretheonlyonewhoknewallthe

lyrics?”Thabisosays,hisvoicecompetingwith

theloudProkidrapinthebackground.

“YouknewIhatedrappinginpublicbutIhadto

takeonefortheteam,ifitwasn’tforme,you

wouldn’thavewonthatcompetition.”Zane

replies,Thabisolaughs.

“Ughplease,youknowtheonlyreasonthe

crowdwentwildwasbecauseCreggsGirls

wereinvitedtotheshow,thosegirlspraised

everythingyoudid.Zanewouldcoughand

they’dgocrazyooverhim.”hesaysandhe



awkwardlysmiles

“Nah,youjustdon’twanttoadmitthatInailed

thatrapperformance.”Hesaysandtheylaugh

itoff.

Sohereallywaspopularwiththeladieshuh.

*ican’tkeepmyeyesoffofyou*atextfrom

Zane.Ismileandlookovertohisside,he’s

smiling.

“Youlikewhatyousee?”Isay,leaningoverto

hisear.ThemusicisreallyloudandThabiso

andSinazoarereallyintothiskaraokemood.

“SomuchthatIcan’twaittoseewhat’sunder

it”hewhispersback.Ikisshim onthecheek.

“Patienceisvirtuemylove.”Isayandhekisses

meonthelips,suckingonmybottom lip.Oh

goshthisguywillruinmymake-up,besides

we’renotalonehere.

“We’rehere!”Sinazoyellsandlowersthe



volume.Ipullmyselfawayfrom naughtyZane

andhe’ssmilinglikeakidwithasweettreatin

itsmouth.

“Wait,Ididn’tknowthey’recombiningthis

reunionwithCreggsGirls’High”Thabisosays

“Wheredoyouseethat?”Sinazoasks

“Lookatthebannerbythedoor.”hesaysand

it’sthere“withCreggsGirlsClassof2009”

Thabisofindsagoodparkingspot,closetothe

entrance.Wewalktowardsitandwe’remetby

aredcarpetwithaphotographer.Hesignals

whereweshouldstandandtakesagroup

pictureofallofus.

“Ohyourlipstickissmudgedgirl”Sinazosays,

ohshit!Iquicklypullitoutofmyclutchand

applyit,naughtyZaneissmilinglikeafool.

Weallmakeourwaytoasmalltablewithtwo

olderwhiteladies,theyseem veryhappytosee

ZaneandThabiso.They’reinchargeofthe



seatingarrangements.

“Ohlookattheboys,allgrownup,Iseeyouon

thepapers‘youngestKingofamaShlubi’,Iknew

youweredestinedforgreatness.AndThabiso

myhusbandandsonloveyoursportsshow,i

tellthem everydaythatItaughtyouhowtoread

andwrite.”Theonesaysandproceedstohug

them.theygiveusourtablenumberandwe

enterthealreadyfullhall,tryingtofindourtable.

Thehallislitbyfairylightsandcandles,the

décorissimpleblackandwhitewithtallmirror

vasesascenterpieces,IfeellikeI’m relivingmy

matricdancenight.Themusic,theDIYdécor,

thepretendexcitedfaces,theonlythingbetter

isthefashion,peoplewentallout.

“There’sourtable.”Thabisosays,leadingusto

it,therearethreecouplesalreadyseatedinit.

“Terminator!Terminator!”peoplestartchanting

aswegetclosertoourtable.I’m confused.I

lookatZane,helooksembarrassedbut



flattered.

“Ohcome’onguys!”hesaysandhandshakes

startflying,acrossmyface,tryingtoreachZane.

I’m beingpushedasideasthecrowdsmove

towardshim andThabiso,Islowlyescapeand

finallyfindaseatatourtable.Iexhaleandpour

myselfwaterfrom theonesdisplayedonthe

table.

“Hi,I’m Sihle.”Aladyacrossthetablegreetsme

withasmile.herbraidsareneatlytiedupina

bun,shehasfairskinandminimum make-up.

“Hi,I’m Buhle.Nicetomeetyou.”Igreetback

“DidyougotoCreggs?Everyonelooksdifferent,

itshardtotellwho’swhonow.”Shesays,still

smiling.

“No,I’m herewithmyhusband.”Isay

“Lovely,Icamewithmyfiancetoo.Love,meet

Buhle.”shesaystothemanseatednexttohim.

He’sbeenbusyonhisphonethemomentIgot



here,onewouldn’tknowthey’retogether,he

seemsveryfarawayfrom theevent.

“Hisisi.”Hesaysandquicklydropshisheadto

hisphone.

“Hi”Ireplyandcontinuedrinkingmywater.

ZaneandThabisoarestillchattingwiththe

otherguys,Idon’tknowwhereSinazowent.

Cantheystartalreadybecausethe

awkwardnessatthistableismakingme

nausueaus.

“Babe,doyoustillrememberKagiso?”Zane

walksuptothetablewithKagisoandsome

whiteguywithafullbeardandhashishairtied

intoashortponytail.

“Longtimenosee.Howareyou?”Isay,greeting

him withahug.

“Iknowright,lasttimeIsawyouwasatZane’s

surprisebirthdaylunch.IgotajobintheUKand

havebeenhidingtheresince.ThisisNate,my



boyfriend.Babe,thisisBuhle,Zane’swife.”He

saysandthewhitemanrejectsmyhandshake

andgoesinforahug.

“Nicetofinallymeetyouandthatpieceyou’re

wearing,ohdarling,youtrulyareaQueen.You

lookgorgeous.”Hesayswithhisperfectlyposh

Britishaccent,observingmyoutfitfrom headto

toe.

“Well,whileyouwereaway,thisladyherekept

mecompany.Thisis-“

“SihleMajola”ZanesaysbeforeIcouldfinish,

hiseyeslockedonher.

“Zanemvula‘terminator’Ngele-Ngele”shesays,

evenherfiancéislookingatthem.

There’ssilencearoundthetable.Kagisoand

Thabisoarelookingateachother,tryingtohold

backtheirlaughter.Whatssofunnyaboutthis

moment?

“Let’sallsettledown,they’restarting.”Thabiso



saysandeveryonetakestheirseat.

Sinazowalksbacktothetablewithatrayfullof

tequilashots.

“Everyonetakeashot,Zaneyou’retakingtwo

foryouandyourwife.Noexcuses”shesays,

orderingeveryonetotakeashot.

“Zanedoesn’tdrinkalchoholandyouknow

this.”Isay

“He’stakingthem anyway.”Shesays,thisgirlis

bullyingmyhusband.

“It’sokay.”Hewhisperstomyear.Ohboy.They

alldowntheshotsandthespeechesstart,

boredom.

“Sihle,doyouremember,atthegrade8social

whenwesneakedinabottleofvodkainyour

toileterybagsandpouredinthepunchand

everyonegotdrunk?”Kagisosaysandeveryone

startslaughing.



“WeallagreednottosnitchbutMrgoodiegood,

Zanecouldn'tresist.us.”Sihlesays

“Ididn’tsnitch,MrsBrownaskedwho’stoiletry

bagthatwasandIsaidyours,Ididn’teven

knowthestorybehindthevodkapunch.

besides,wholeavesevidenceatacrime

scene?”hesays

“Drunkcriminals”Sihlesaysandlaughtererupts

again.

“Wait,howdidyouknowSihle’stoileltrybag?”

Kagisoasks.I’m alsocurious.

“IboughtititforheronValentines,itcamewith

othercosmetics.”Hesays.

Ohsothisismakessensenow,thisisthegirl

Zanehadarelationshipwiththroughout

highschool.She’sthegirlwhotookhisvirginity.

He’stoldmeaboutherbutnevermentionedher

name.

“Ohsowhenwasthis,beforeorafteryour



specialnightattheBnB?”Iaskandeveryone

startslaughingandgoingcrazy,attractingall

theattention.

“No,thatnightwasingrade12,heboughtthe

toiletrybagingrade8.”Sihlerepliesand

grumpyfiancédoesn’tlookpleased.He’stoo

uptightifyouaskme,hardlysaysaword.I

meanhecantbejealousofSihleandZane,it

happenedalongtimeagoandallwe’redoingis

havingfunaboutit,heneedstolightenup.

“Yougotintosomuchtroubleforthatbro.

Sneakingoutofhostel,fetchingSihle,whoalso

sneakedout,bookedintoaBnBforafewhours

andgotcaughtclimbingbackoverthefence.”

Kagisosaysandwealllaughohgosh.

“Noonehasagoodstoryabouttheirfirst

night.”Zanesays

“Istillhavenightmaresaboutmine.itwasdark,

inthecloset.Literallyandfiguratively.”Kagosi



saysandthelaughterbreaksoutagain.

“Ohbaby,weallstartinthecloset.”Nate,the

beardedBritishboyfriendsaysandkisseshim

onthecheek.

We’renotevenconcentratingonthespeeches,

we’rehavingapartyofourownatourtable.

Everyoneishappy,laugingbesidesgrumpy

fiancé,Iwonderwhathisdealis.

“WheredoyoustaySihle?”Iask

“IworkedontheCapebuthomeisinEdernville,

butI’llbemovingwithmyfiancétoLagoon

Bay.”Shesays.

“Ohlovely,didyougetanewjobor?Lagoon

Bayisanhourfrom Khumbaright?”Iask,she’s

easytotalkto,IcantbelieveI’m bondingwith

thewomanthatdefloweredmyhusband,well

theydefloweredeachother.

“Yeahitis,Ileftmyjobtobeclosertomylove,

soI’m stilltryingtofigureoutaworksituation



thisside.”shesays.

“Okay,Ihopeyoufindsomethingsoon.

Congratulationsonyourengagement.”Isayand

shesmileswidely.

“Whyareyousonicetoher?”Sinazowhispers

inmyear,she’sgettingtipsy.

“She’sanicegirlandherfiancéisreallymaking

thingsawkwardforherbybeingonhisphone

thatlong.Besides,I’m aniceperson.”Isayand

shelaughs

“Nice?You?ThelasttimeyouhandledZane’s

exyoualmostshovedthatpoorgirltothe

ground.”Shesays

“ohplease,shedeservedit.”Isayandshe

laughs.

They’recallingontheheadboyanddeputy,Zane

andKagisotothestage,thecrowdsare

cheering.



Theymaketheirspeechesandthefoodis

served.ThisisexactlywhatZaneneededand

I’m happyhe’shappyandenjoyinghimself.

Reunitingwithhisoldfriendsandwatchinghow

heinteractswiththem isbeautiful.afterthe

meals,drinksstartedflowing.Everyoneinthe

tableisnowdrinkingexceptformeandZane.

ThabisoandSinazohaveletloseanddefinetly

enjoyingtheirtime,dancingandsingingalong

tosongswithKagisoandhisboyfriend,who

alsoseemstolovethedrunkkaraokevibe.

Betweentheheatandthemalvapuddingand

custardIjusthad,myheadbeginstofeellight

andanauseatingfeelingoverwhelmesme.

“Ineedtogotothebathroom.”IsaytoZane

“Wantmetocomewithyou?”heasks.Ishake

myheadandhurrytothebathrooms.Ienterthe

firstcubicleandletitallout.I’m onmyknees

withmyheadfacingdownthetoilet,Ifeela

littlebitdizzysoseatontheclosetoiletseatfor



awhile.Ihatethispartofpregnancy.Ifinally

getmysensesbackandabletowalkbackto

thetable,everyoneisonthedancefloor.Zane

ishavingaconversationwithSihleandher

fiancé,he’sfinallytalking,ittookallthoseshots

togethim offhisphone.

“Areyouokaybaby?”Zaneasks

“Yes,justtheusual.It’sgettingheatedinhere.”I

say,flappinganapkinonmyface.

“Areyousureyoudon’twantoleave?”Zane

asks

“I’m finebaby,besides,SinazoandThabiso

seem tobehavingthebesttime.”Isay,

pointingatthem onthedancefloor.Sinazois

twerkingonherman,hershoesareoffand

they’regettingintoit.

“LookatKagisoandNate,they’rebothoffbeat.”

HesaysandIcantstoplaughing,Nateiswhite,

itsunderstandable,hewasbornwithtwoleft



feet.Kagisohasnoexcusetobethat

embarrassinglyoffbeat,he’sjusttumblingon

thedancefloor.

ZaneislookingatmewhileIlaughthesefools

onthedancefloor,he’ssocreepy.

“What?”Iask

“Youlookbeautiful,whenyou’rehappy.”He

saysandIblush.“Ihaven’tseeyoulaughthis

hardinawhile,Iknowworkcanbehecticbut

youneedtokeepthatsmileon.”hesays

“Aslongasyou’rebymyside,I’llalwaysbe

happy.”Isay,kissinghim.

Thenightcontinueswithmoreoffbeatdancing

from KagisoandNate,moretwerkingfrom

SinazoandwealsogottoseeMrgrumpyon

thefloorwithhisfiancé,Sihle.ZaneandIhave

beenthegrandmasofthisparty,leftaloneat

thetable,kissingandadmiringeachother.He

keptwhisperinginmyearallthethingshewas



planningondoingtomeoncewegetbackto

SinazoandThabiso’snight,thatcutthenight

short.Iinsistedondrivingusbackhome

becauseeveryonewasdrunkandZanehadtwo

shotsoftequila,Iwastheonlysoberone.

immidietelywhenwegothome,ZaneandItook

alongsexyhotbathtogether.Hemassagedmy

backandneckareasandalltheotherplaces

downunderthanneededhisspecialtouch.The

nightendedperfectlywithmewrappedupinhis

warm arms,receivingspontaneousforehead

kisses.

…………………………………..
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WeleftSinazoandThabiso’splaceafterweall

hadbreakfastandnowwe’reonourwaytomy

dadandMam’Gloria’shousewherewe’llspend

thenight.Thisweekendhasbeenexactlywhat

meandZaneneeded,stressfreetimewherewe

canenjoyeachotherstimewithourfriendsand

notworryaboutwork,children,thein-lawsand

royaltyduties.

“Don’tyoumisstheoldtimeswhereweuseto

sneakaroundforquickiesandhavingallthe

timetoourselves,thatwasafuntimeinour

lives.”ItoZanewho’sconcentratingonthe

road.

“What’sfunaboutsneakingaround?Atleast

nowwelivetogetherandwehaveabeautiful

childwiththreeotheronescoming.Itdoesn’t

getbetterthanthat.”Hesays



“Iknowmylovebutdon’tyoumissstayingup

allnight,nothavingtoworryaboutanyoneelse

butourselves.Whenwe’dhavepicnicsbythe

river,takewalksorjogtogetherandwatchthe

sunrise.Imissthat,justmeandyou.”Isay

smilingatthememoryofthosetimes.

“Thatwasagoodtimebutwe’vegrownnow,we

haveafamily.Thatpartofourliveshas

passed.”Hesays,smilingback.

“Itpassedtooquickly.”Imumbleinmyteeth.

“Whatbabe?”heasks

“Nothingmylove.”IsayasIturnuptheradio

volumeandputonmysunglasses.

Hedoesn’tgetit.itallwentbysoquicklythat

wheneverythinghappenedatonce,Ididn’thave

timetoadjust.It’soverwhelming,motherhood,

beingawifeandQueen,it’sallsuffocatingme

andmyhusbanddoesn’tgetit,noonedoes.

EverydayIfeellikeI’m drowningin



responsibilityandI’m expectedtoshowup

readyanddeliver.SometimesIjustwantto

switchitalloffandresettoatimewhereIdon’t

havetobeneededinspacesIdon’tfeellike

myself,spacesthatwantamethatIcannotbe.

Wedriveinmydad’sandMam’Gloria’shouse

andtwocarsareparkedoutside,Irecognize

Kat’sbuttheother,Idon’tknow.Theweatheris

verycoldandwindytoday,atleastit’snot

raininglikethepasttwodays.Im wearingatwo

pieceblacksweaterandpantswithablack

studdedleatherjacket.Zaneisalsowearingall

black,jeansandahoodie.

“Watchyourstepbaby”hesays,helpingme

throughtheslipperytilesaswemakeourway

tothedoor.Beforeweringthedoorbell,Kat

opensandscreamswithjoy,openingherarms

towelcomeus.

“Siiiis!”shescreams,huggingmetight.



“Hisis.”Isay

“Youlookbeautiful,marriageandmotherhood

reallysuityou.”Shesays,smilingwidely.

“Itry.”IsayandshegoesontogreetZane.

“HelloHlehle”mydadwalkstowardsmewith

hisarmswideopen,hissmileissomethingI

didn’trealiseImisseduntilthismoment,Ifind

myselftearingupasIgreethim withahug.

“Hidaddy.”Isay,cryinginhisarms,holdingon

tightly.“Imissyou.”Isay

“Imissyoutoomybaby.”Hereplies,wiping

awaymytears.

“Ohhmzala,thispregnancyismessingupwith

youremotions.”Thamiwalkstous,hehasfalse

eyelashesonandahighlighteronhis

cheekbones.Helooksgorgeous

“Mzala!Isthatmakeupyouhaveon?”Isay

hugginghim.



“I’vebeenexploringwithit,doyoulikeit?wellI

don’tcare,IloveitandXolalovesitonme.”he

says,battinghiseyelashesatme,Ican’thelp

butlaugh.

“Iloveit,youlookamazingMzala.”Isay,he

smilesandpullsmetowardsthediningroom

whereXola,TysonandMam’Gloriaareseated.

“Welcomehome.”Mam’Gloriasays,wearinga

beigeknitdressandanapronoverit.This

womandoesn’tageatall,shekeepslooking

youngereverytimeIseeher.

“It’sgoodtobehomeMme.”Isay,huggingher.

“Howareyou?”sheaskswithhersoothing

voice,hereyeslookingdirectlyintomine.for

somereasonIfeellikesheseeswhateveryone

can’t,it’slikesheseesmyheart.

“I’m fineMme.”Isay,shepullsmebackfora

hug.Ifeelemotionalagain,Itrytopullmyself

together.



Ohthesehormones”Isay,asIgreetXolaand

Tyson.

“Withthreebabiesgrowinginsideofyou,you

cancry,scream andcurse,we’llunderstand.”

Thamisays,pullingachairacrossfrom me,

nexttoXola.

“How’sthepregnancygoingsofar?”Katasks

“It’sbetterthanNgcwali’s.Ijustfeeltiredand

theappetiteisalsoonanotherlevel.Bythetime

Ideliver,I’llbeasbigahippo.”Isayandthey

laugh.

“How’sbabyNgcwalidoing?OhImissthose

cheeks.”Katasks

“She’sthesweetest,I’m gladshetookafter

Zane’scalmness.She’slearninghowtospeak.

Theothermorningshewalkeduptomeand

pointedatmystomachandsaid‘molobaba’

thengreetedme.”Isay

“She’sverysmartandbeautiful,justlikeher



mom.”Zanesays,kissingmycheek.

“Oooh-kay.Let’seat.”Thamisays.

“Let’ssayaprayer.”Mam’Gloriasays“Father

wethankyouforthisday,wethankyoufor

family,wethankyouforloveandforbringingus

allinoneroof.YouareGodandwepraiseand

rejoicewithyoueveryday.Amen.”Shesaysand

weallfollow“Amen.”

“Doyougotochurch?”mydadasks,lookingat

Zane.

“Wehaven’tmadetimeyet,it’sbeenquitea

hecticyear.Sundaysistheonlyfreetimewe

havetoourselves,that’sifZanodoesn’thave

anyweekendconferencesornetworkingevents

toattendto.”Hesays.

Ohgosh,Ican’tbelievehe’sputtingthisallon

me.Iwanttorollmyeyesathim sobadbutI

stopmyselfandfocusonmyeating.

“Youhavetomaketimeforchurch,youhaveto



maketimeforfamily.Workcannotconsume

mostofyourtime.Iunderstandyoubothhave

demandingschedulesbutqualitytimeisvery

important.”Myfathersays.I’m sonotlikingthis

marriagemasterclass.

“Canyoupassmethepotatoesplease.”Isayto

Xola,Mam’Gloriaisreadingmyannoyedfacial

expression.

“We’retrying,Zanoevenpromisedongoing

backtoworkingpart-timeagain,rightbaby?”

Zanesays,lookingatme.

Iwanttoscream atbothofthem,myheartis

beatingtentimesfasterwithangerandI’m

tryingreallyhardnottoloseit.

“Sure”Isaywithoutflinching,lookingatmy

plateasIcontinueeating.“Thisisanicestew

Mme.”Isayandshesmilesatthecomplement.

“Wehaven’tseenyouinmonths,everytimewe

wanttovisit,you’realwaysbusyorawayfor



work.Youknow,especiallywiththebabies

coming,youshouldtryandslowdown..”

“Igetit,I’m ahorriblewifeandmother.I’m

tryingokay!Nowcanwestopmakingmefeel

likeshitfortrying.”Isnap,shouting.Ifeelmy

heartbeatingoutofmychestandmybody

tremblesinanger.

Everyonelooksterrified,especiallyZane

“You’renotahorriblemotherbaby,he’sjust..”

Zane

“Isaidstoptalkimgaboutitdammit.”Ishout,

bangingmyfistsonthetable,startlingeveryone.

“Calm downHlehle.”Mydadsays.

“Youdon’tgetit,Ihavetotakethiseveryday,

everywhereIgo,IhavetotakeitthatI’m abad

motherandwife,everyday.”Isayandwalkaway

from thetable,tearsinmyeyes,breathingis

uncontrollableasmyangershootsfortheroof.

Irunupstairstomyroom.I’m tryingtocontrol



mybreathing,takingdeepheavybreatheswhile

calmingmyanger.Ican’tstopcrying,themoreI

calm myself,themoreguiltandsadness

consumeme.Icannotbringmyselftocalm

downorgetoutofthissadnessandguilt,soI

laydownandallowmyhearttosinkinit.

Suddenlytheroom isdarkandcold,slowly

closinginonme,Ifeelthewallssuffocatingme.

Theclosertheyget,thelouderthelaughs.Isee

theirshadows,pointingatmeandscribblingon

theirnotebooks,smearingatmewith

disapproval.Ifeeltheirpityforme,piercing

throughmyskintomyheart,asharppainof

disappointmentandafamiliarfeelingof

worthlessness.IfeelstuckinaspaceIdon’t

belonginandallthedoorsarelocked.I’m

trapped.

………………………...

Avibratingmovementwakesmeup.

*Yourgrandmotherwaslookingthroughthe



windowthismorning,Iswearsheknows

something.*

*I’llbebacktomorrow,I’llfindyouanotherspot.

Shecan’topen,Itookallthekeys.Staylow*

IneedtospeaktoIsolethuandsortthisout

beforethiswholeplangoestodust.Letmecall

her.

“Whatdoyouwantfrom me?”sheanswers

“Ineedtospeaktoyou,canwemeettomorrow

morningatthegallery.”Isay

“ItoldyouIdon'twanttobepartofyourstupid

project,ordoyouwantmyhusbandtocallyou

directly,sinceyourscan’tputyouinyour

place?”shesays

“That’llbebetteractually,I’dlovetoknowwhat

hethinksaboutyourstepmom duties,surely

that’ssomethinghe’llbeproudof.”Isay,her

breathingpauses



“Whatareyoutalkingabout?”sheasks

“YouknowexactlywhatI’m talkingabout.Now

meetmeatthegalleryatlunchtimeoryoucan

kissyourroyalstatusgoodbye.”Isayanddrop

thecall.

Ilookatthetime,it’spast7pm.Icanhear

everyonedownstairstalking,IhatehowI

stormedoffandallowedmyangergetthe

worstofme,Ifeellikecrap.There’saknockon

thedoor.

“Comein”IsayandMam’Gloriawalksinwith

twosteaminghotcups.

“Hotchocolatetokeepyouandthelittleones

warm.”Shesays,smilingasshewalkscloser,

handingmethecup.

“ThanksMme.”Isay.“Zanemustbeveryangry

atmehuh?”Isay

“No,he’sjustworriedaboutyou.”Shesays.“I

knowIwillneverreplacewhatyouhadwithyour



motherandIdon’twanttooverstepmy

boundriesbutyoumustknowthatI’m always

availableifyouwanttotalk,aboutanything.”

Shesays

“ThanksMme,Idon’tknowwhatgotintome.

I’m justtiredIguess.”Isay.shetakesadeep

breatheandIfeeland‘ohherewego’inmy

head.

“Isawthatthemomentyouwalkedin,there’s

someheavinessinyoureyes.It’snotthework

kindofheaviness,itsdeeperthanthat.Is

everythingokaybetweenyouandZane?”she

asks

“Yeahwe’refineMme,likeIsaid,workishectic

andthepregnancyisalsodoingit’spart.Ijust

needtorelaxmoreandspendtimewithmy

family.”Isay,sippingonmyhotchocolate.

“Takesometimeforyourselfaswell,ifwedon’t

takecareofourselves,wecannottakecareof



thosewhoneedus.”shesays.This

conversationneedstoendbecauseIdon’twant

todiscussthis,IneedtoapologisetoZane.

“Idon’tthinkIcanfaceeveryonerightnow,I

justneedtospeaktoZane.”Isay

“It’sfine,I’llgethim.RememberwhatIsaid,i'm

aphonecallaway.”Shesaysassheleavesthe

room.

Afewminuteslater,Zanewalksin.

“Areyouokaybabe?”heasks.Inod.

“Comeseathere”Isay,welcominghim intobed.

HeslidesinnexttomeandIreachforhishand.

“I’m reallysorryaboutearlier,Ididn’tmeanto

yellatyoulikethat.Itwasverywrongofmeand

Ifeelreallybadfordisrespectingyoulikethat.I

letmyangergettheworstofmeandI’m really

sorrymylove.”Isayrubbingonhishands.

“Butwheredoestheangercomefrom mylove?



Youreallyscaredme,Ididn’tknowwhereall

thatcamefrom.”hesays

“Idon’tknow,IguessI’m justtiredandwithall

whatmyfatherkepttalkingaboutcontinuosly,I

felthewastakingawayfrom thefunwecame

forinthisweekend.Ididn’twanttolashoutlike

thatandI’m reallysorrymylove.”Isay,kissing

onhishand.“Doyouforgiveme?”Iask,he’s

quietandseemslikethere’smorehewantsto

say.

“WillyouforgivemeifIdothis?”Isay,kissing

onhischeekanddowntohisneck.

“Buhle,wait..”hesaysandIsilencehim witha

kissonthemouth.Imoveovertohissideand

sitonhislapwithmylegshangingonhissides.

Ipullhishandsandplacethem onmybutt.

“Iloveyousomuch”IwhisperinhisearasI

grindontopofhim,feelinghiserectionforming,

slowly.Hecarriesmeandlaysmeonthebed



andspreadingmylegswideforhim.Hepulls

downmysweatpantswhileIpullthesweater

overmyhead.Hiseyeslockedonmineashe

undresseshimself,exposinghisharderection.

Heburieshisheadinbetweenmythighsand

kissesinbetweenthem untilhereachesmy

vagina.Iarchmybackashefeastsonit

withoutmercy,Iwanttoscream butIremember

whereIam,soIexhaleandtightenmygripon

thesheets.Heturnsmeoveronmystomach

kissesonmyback,Ifeeltheadrenalinerush

throughmyback,hearinghim breathingbehind

myear.Heentersfrom behindwithhishand

cuppingmybreasts,Imoanashekissesmeon

theneck,slowlygrindingandthrustingtowards

me.Imovemywaisttohisrhythm.Mybody

heatsupwiththepleasuresofhislove,moving

fasterandharder,hepullsmeuponmyknees,

spreadingmylegsapartasIlaymyheadonthe

bed.Hegroanshardthemorehepullsand

pushesatmybutt,Igrindmywaisttocatchup



onhim andmylegsbegintoshake,my

emotionsareallover,tearsrolldownmyface,it

feelgood,hisloveconsumingmyspineand

transferringallovermybody.“Ahhyes,yes,yes

yeeees!”Iscream.Zanequicklyspanksme,to

lowermyvoice.Helaysmeflatonmystomach

again,coveringmymouth,thelouderIscream,

hethrustshard,pinningmedeeperanddeeper.

HeexhalesandIfeelanexplosioninsideofme.

TryingtocatchmybreathIlayasidehim,trying

togainbackmysanity.Thatwasincredible,my

afroismessedup.He’sdefeated,tryingto

catchhisbreathe,heleanstowardsme.

“You’retryingtogetuskickedoutwithallthat

screaming?”hesays,graspingforair.

“You’retoblameforthat.”Isayandhelaughs.I

getupandkneelinfrontofhim,strokingonhis

penis.

“Roundtwo”Isay,kissingonit.Hetiltshishead

backwards.



“Yourpregnancysexdriveisgoingtokillme.”

hesays.

“Agh,don’tbeawimp.”Isay,fillingmymouth

withitashemoanswithhishandsonmyhead.

Wespendtherestofthenight,havingsex,

takingbreaksandhavingmoresex.Ifit’snoton

thebed,it’sonthefloor,onthedresserandour

lastspot,intheshowerbeforewegotreadyto

sleep,forrealthistime.Wheneveryonehad

gonetobed,Irandownstairstogetsome

snacksaswe’veworkedourselvesagood

appetite.

I’llfaceeveryoneinthemorningbeforeweleave

forKhumba,rightnowit’sme,mymanandour

orgasms.

………………………….
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It’stheeveningofthereunionandwe’regetting

ready.I’m helpingSinazowithhermake-upin

herbedroom whileourhusbandschill

downstairs,they’vebeendoneanhourago.

“Howdoyoulikeyoureyeshadow?”Iask,

lookingatherfrom themirror

“Let’stryadramaticlook,thisismyfirstsocial

outingsinceIgavebirthtoAwo,soIneedto

looksmokinghot,Thabisowon’tknowwhathit

him.”shesays,smilingwidely.

“Okaythen,let’sgoforthemetallicshadesand

smokeitoutwithadeepmidnightblue.”Isay

andgetstarted.

“They’resoexcitedforthisreunion,Thabisohas



beentalkingaboutitsincethedayhegotthat

invitation.”Shesays,movingherlipssteadily,

tryingnottointerruptmyapplication.

“ItwarmsmyhearttoseeZanethishappy,he

workssohardforhisvillage,heneededthis

break.”Isay.

“I’m justhappytheywenttoanallboysschool,

imagineifwe’dhavetorunintosomeoftheir

highschoolexes.”Shesaysandwelaughwhile

finishinghermake-up.

Anhourlaterwe’redone.Sinazoiswearinga

figurehuggingsilverdresswiththinstraps.She

accessorizedwithsmalldiamondearringsas

hercurlywigflowsoverhershoulders.She’s

defineltyredcarpetready,soisThabisowitha

tightfitclassicblacksuitwithacrispwhiteshirt

andablackthintie.I’m wearingthecolorful

geometricsprintedsuitZazimadeforme,the

blazerhasapeplum flairthathidesmybelly

quitesophisticatelyandthewidepantsflow



perfectlyshowingonlymytoesandthe

platform ofmyheel.Zaneiswearingatight

fittingemeraldgreensuitwithablackshirtand

notie.Thebabysitterisseatednexttothefire

placewithbabyAwoinherhands,she’sdeepin

hissleep.

“NowIseewhyyouhadtotakeanextratwo

hourstogetready,youladieslookbeautiful.”

shesays,almostwhispering.

“Thankyousisi.”Sinazorepliesandwe’re

headedforthedoor.Zanehasbeenstealing

glimpsesofmeandbitinghisbottom lip.We’re

takingThabiso’sAudiQ7,Zaneopensmydoor

andgetsinontheotherside,stilllookingatme

likesomethinghewantstounwrapanddivulge

inwithoutsharing.

“Everybodyreadytohaveagoodtime?”

Thabisoshoutsashestartstheengine.

“Yeah!”weallshoutback.Heputsonsomeold



schoolkwaitoandwebegintosingalong.

Handsintheair,singingeverylyric,wordfor

word,kwaitohandsignalsandalotoflaughter

isexactlythepre-partyweneedtokeepus

warm onyetanotherrainydayinEdernville.

“Zanedoyourememberwhenwehadtoforce

youtoenterthetalentshowtorapthissong

becauseyouweretheonlyonewhoknewallthe

lyrics?”Thabisosays,hisvoicecompetingwith

theloudProkidrapinthebackground.

“YouknewIhatedrappinginpublicbutIhadto

takeonefortheteam,ifitwasn’tforme,you

wouldn’thavewonthatcompetition.”Zane

replies,Thabisolaughs.

“Ughplease,youknowtheonlyreasonthe

crowdwentwildwasbecauseCreggsGirls

wereinvitedtotheshow,thosegirlspraised

everythingyoudid.Zanewouldcoughand

they’dgocrazyooverhim.”hesaysandhe

awkwardlysmiles



“Nah,youjustdon’twanttoadmitthatInailed

thatrapperformance.”Hesaysandtheylaugh

itoff.

Sohereallywaspopularwiththeladieshuh.

*ican’tkeepmyeyesoffofyou*atextfrom

Zane.Ismileandlookovertohisside,he’s

smiling.

“Youlikewhatyousee?”Isay,leaningoverto

hisear.ThemusicisreallyloudandThabiso

andSinazoarereallyintothiskaraokemood.

“SomuchthatIcan’twaittoseewhat’sunder

it”hewhispersback.Ikisshim onthecheek.

“Patienceisvirtuemylove.”Isayandhekisses

meonthelips,suckingonmybottom lip.Oh

goshthisguywillruinmymake-up,besides

we’renotalonehere.

“We’rehere!”Sinazoyellsandlowersthe

volume.Ipullmyselfawayfrom naughtyZane

andhe’ssmilinglikeakidwithasweettreatin



itsmouth.

“Wait,Ididn’tknowthey’recombiningthis

reunionwithCreggsGirls’High”Thabisosays

“Wheredoyouseethat?”Sinazoasks

“Lookatthebannerbythedoor.”hesaysand

it’sthere“withCreggsGirlsClassof2009”

Thabisofindsagoodparkingspot,closetothe

entrance.Wewalktowardsitandwe’remetby

aredcarpetwithaphotographer.Hesignals

whereweshouldstandandtakesagroup

pictureofallofus.

“Ohyourlipstickissmudgedgirl”Sinazosays,

ohshit!Iquicklypullitoutofmyclutchand

applyit,naughtyZaneissmilinglikeafool.

Weallmakeourwaytoasmalltablewithtwo

olderwhiteladies,theyseem veryhappytosee

ZaneandThabiso.They’reinchargeofthe

seatingarrangements.



“Ohlookattheboys,allgrownup,Iseeyouon

thepapers‘youngestKingofamaShlubi’,Iknew

youweredestinedforgreatness.AndThabiso

myhusbandandsonloveyoursportsshow,i

tellthem everydaythatItaughtyouhowtoread

andwrite.”Theonesaysandproceedstohug

them.theygiveusourtablenumberandwe

enterthealreadyfullhall,tryingtofindourtable.

Thehallislitbyfairylightsandcandles,the

décorissimpleblackandwhitewithtallmirror

vasesascenterpieces,IfeellikeI’m relivingmy

matricdancenight.Themusic,theDIYdécor,

thepretendexcitedfaces,theonlythingbetter

isthefashion,peoplewentallout.

“There’sourtable.”Thabisosays,leadingusto

it,therearethreecouplesalreadyseatedinit.

“Terminator!Terminator!”peoplestartchanting

aswegetclosertoourtable.I’m confused.I

lookatZane,helooksembarrassedbut

flattered.



“Ohcome’onguys!”hesaysandhandshakes

startflying,acrossmyface,tryingtoreachZane.

I’m beingpushedasideasthecrowdsmove

towardshim andThabiso,Islowlyescapeand

finallyfindaseatatourtable.Iexhaleandpour

myselfwaterfrom theonesdisplayedonthe

table.

“Hi,I’m Sihle.”Aladyacrossthetablegreetsme

withasmile.herbraidsareneatlytiedupina

bun,shehasfairskinandminimum make-up.

“Hi,I’m Buhle.Nicetomeetyou.”Igreetback

“DidyougotoCreggs?Everyonelooksdifferent,

itshardtotellwho’swhonow.”Shesays,still

smiling.

“No,I’m herewithmyhusband.”Isay

“Lovely,Icamewithmyfiancetoo.Love,meet

Buhle.”shesaystothemanseatednexttohim.

He’sbeenbusyonhisphonethemomentIgot

here,onewouldn’tknowthey’retogether,he



seemsveryfarawayfrom theevent.

“Hisisi.”Hesaysandquicklydropshisheadto

hisphone.

“Hi”Ireplyandcontinuedrinkingmywater.

ZaneandThabisoarestillchattingwiththe

otherguys,Idon’tknowwhereSinazowent.

Cantheystartalreadybecausethe

awkwardnessatthistableismakingme

nausueaus.

“Babe,doyoustillrememberKagiso?”Zane

walksuptothetablewithKagisoandsome

whiteguywithafullbeardandhashishairtied

intoashortponytail.

“Longtimenosee.Howareyou?”Isay,greeting

him withahug.

“Iknowright,lasttimeIsawyouwasatZane’s

surprisebirthdaylunch.IgotajobintheUKand

havebeenhidingtheresince.ThisisNate,my

boyfriend.Babe,thisisBuhle,Zane’swife.”He



saysandthewhitemanrejectsmyhandshake

andgoesinforahug.

“Nicetofinallymeetyouandthatpieceyou’re

wearing,ohdarling,youtrulyareaQueen.You

lookgorgeous.”Hesayswithhisperfectlyposh

Britishaccent,observingmyoutfitfrom headto

toe.

“Well,whileyouwereaway,thisladyherekept

mecompany.Thisis-“

“SihleMajola”ZanesaysbeforeIcouldfinish,

hiseyeslockedonher.

“Zanemvula‘terminator’Ngele-Ngele”shesays,

evenherfiancéislookingatthem.

There’ssilencearoundthetable.Kagisoand

Thabisoarelookingateachother,tryingtohold

backtheirlaughter.Whatssofunnyaboutthis

moment?

“Let’sallsettledown,they’restarting.”Thabiso

saysandeveryonetakestheirseat.



Sinazowalksbacktothetablewithatrayfullof

tequilashots.

“Everyonetakeashot,Zaneyou’retakingtwo

foryouandyourwife.Noexcuses”shesays,

orderingeveryonetotakeashot.

“Zanedoesn’tdrinkalchoholandyouknow

this.”Isay

“He’stakingthem anyway.”Shesays,thisgirlis

bullyingmyhusband.

“It’sokay.”Hewhisperstomyear.Ohboy.They

alldowntheshotsandthespeechesstart,

boredom.

“Sihle,doyouremember,atthegrade8social

whenwesneakedinabottleofvodkainyour

toileterybagsandpouredinthepunchand

everyonegotdrunk?”Kagisosaysandeveryone

startslaughing.

“WeallagreednottosnitchbutMrgoodiegood,

Zanecouldn'tresist.us.”Sihlesays



“Ididn’tsnitch,MrsBrownaskedwho’stoiletry

bagthatwasandIsaidyours,Ididn’teven

knowthestorybehindthevodkapunch.

besides,wholeavesevidenceatacrime

scene?”hesays

“Drunkcriminals”Sihlesaysandlaughtererupts

again.

“Wait,howdidyouknowSihle’stoileltrybag?”

Kagisoasks.I’m alsocurious.

“IboughtititforheronValentines,itcamewith

othercosmetics.”Hesays.

Ohsothisismakessensenow,thisisthegirl

Zanehadarelationshipwiththroughout

highschool.She’sthegirlwhotookhisvirginity.

He’stoldmeaboutherbutnevermentionedher

name.

“Ohsowhenwasthis,beforeorafteryour

specialnightattheBnB?”Iaskandeveryone

startslaughingandgoingcrazy,attractingall



theattention.

“No,thatnightwasingrade12,heboughtthe

toiletrybagingrade8.”Sihlerepliesand

grumpyfiancédoesn’tlookpleased.He’stoo

uptightifyouaskme,hardlysaysaword.I

meanhecantbejealousofSihleandZane,it

happenedalongtimeagoandallwe’redoingis

havingfunaboutit,heneedstolightenup.

“Yougotintosomuchtroubleforthatbro.

Sneakingoutofhostel,fetchingSihle,whoalso

sneakedout,bookedintoaBnBforafewhours

andgotcaughtclimbingbackoverthefence.”

Kagisosaysandwealllaughohgosh.

“Noonehasagoodstoryabouttheirfirst

night.”Zanesays

“Istillhavenightmaresaboutmine.itwasdark,

inthecloset.Literallyandfiguratively.”Kagosi

saysandthelaughterbreaksoutagain.

“Ohbaby,weallstartinthecloset.”Nate,the



beardedBritishboyfriendsaysandkisseshim

onthecheek.

We’renotevenconcentratingonthespeeches,

we’rehavingapartyofourownatourtable.

Everyoneishappy,laugingbesidesgrumpy

fiancé,Iwonderwhathisdealis.

“WheredoyoustaySihle?”Iask

“IworkedontheCapebuthomeisinEdernville,

butI’llbemovingwithmyfiancétoLagoon

Bay.”Shesays.

“Ohlovely,didyougetanewjobor?Lagoon

Bayisanhourfrom Khumbaright?”Iask,she’s

easytotalkto,IcantbelieveI’m bondingwith

thewomanthatdefloweredmyhusband,well

theydefloweredeachother.

“Yeahitis,Ileftmyjobtobeclosertomylove,

soI’m stilltryingtofigureoutaworksituation

thisside.”shesays.

“Okay,Ihopeyoufindsomethingsoon.



Congratulationsonyourengagement.”Isayand

shesmileswidely.

“Whyareyousonicetoher?”Sinazowhispers

inmyear,she’sgettingtipsy.

“She’sanicegirlandherfiancéisreallymaking

thingsawkwardforherbybeingonhisphone

thatlong.Besides,I’m aniceperson.”Isayand

shelaughs

“Nice?You?ThelasttimeyouhandledZane’s

exyoualmostshovedthatpoorgirltothe

ground.”Shesays

“ohplease,shedeservedit.”Isayandshe

laughs.

They’recallingontheheadboyanddeputy,Zane

andKagisotothestage,thecrowdsare

cheering.

Theymaketheirspeechesandthefoodis

served.ThisisexactlywhatZaneneededand

I’m happyhe’shappyandenjoyinghimself.



Reunitingwithhisoldfriendsandwatchinghow

heinteractswiththem isbeautiful.afterthe

meals,drinksstartedflowing.Everyoneinthe

tableisnowdrinkingexceptformeandZane.

ThabisoandSinazohaveletloseanddefinetly

enjoyingtheirtime,dancingandsingingalong

tosongswithKagisoandhisboyfriend,who

alsoseemstolovethedrunkkaraokevibe.

Betweentheheatandthemalvapuddingand

custardIjusthad,myheadbeginstofeellight

andanauseatingfeelingoverwhelmesme.

“Ineedtogotothebathroom.”IsaytoZane

“Wantmetocomewithyou?”heasks.Ishake

myheadandhurrytothebathrooms.Ienterthe

firstcubicleandletitallout.I’m onmyknees

withmyheadfacingdownthetoilet,Ifeela

littlebitdizzysoseatontheclosetoiletseatfor

awhile.Ihatethispartofpregnancy.Ifinally

getmysensesbackandabletowalkbackto

thetable,everyoneisonthedancefloor.Zane



ishavingaconversationwithSihleandher

fiancé,he’sfinallytalking,ittookallthoseshots

togethim offhisphone.

“Areyouokaybaby?”Zaneasks

“Yes,justtheusual.It’sgettingheatedinhere.”I

say,flappinganapkinonmyface.

“Areyousureyoudon’twantoleave?”Zane

asks

“I’m finebaby,besides,SinazoandThabiso

seem tobehavingthebesttime.”Isay,

pointingatthem onthedancefloor.Sinazois

twerkingonherman,hershoesareoffand

they’regettingintoit.

“LookatKagisoandNate,they’rebothoffbeat.”

HesaysandIcantstoplaughing,Nateiswhite,

itsunderstandable,hewasbornwithtwoleft

feet.Kagisohasnoexcusetobethat

embarrassinglyoffbeat,he’sjusttumblingon

thedancefloor.



ZaneislookingatmewhileIlaughthesefools

onthedancefloor,he’ssocreepy.

“What?”Iask

“Youlookbeautiful,whenyou’rehappy.”He

saysandIblush.“Ihaven’tseeyoulaughthis

hardinawhile,Iknowworkcanbehecticbut

youneedtokeepthatsmileon.”hesays

“Aslongasyou’rebymyside,I’llalwaysbe

happy.”Isay,kissinghim.

Thenightcontinueswithmoreoffbeatdancing

from KagisoandNate,moretwerkingfrom

SinazoandwealsogottoseeMrgrumpyon

thefloorwithhisfiancé,Sihle.ZaneandIhave

beenthegrandmasofthisparty,leftaloneat

thetable,kissingandadmiringeachother.He

keptwhisperinginmyearallthethingshewas

planningondoingtomeoncewegetbackto

SinazoandThabiso’snight,thatcutthenight

short.Iinsistedondrivingusbackhome



becauseeveryonewasdrunkandZanehadtwo

shotsoftequila,Iwastheonlysoberone.

immidietelywhenwegothome,ZaneandItook

alongsexyhotbathtogether.Hemassagedmy

backandneckareasandalltheotherplaces

downunderthanneededhisspecialtouch.The

nightendedperfectlywithmewrappedupinhis

warm arms,receivingspontaneousforehead

kisses.

…………………………………..
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WeleftSinazoandThabiso’splaceafterweall



hadbreakfastandnowwe’reonourwaytomy

dadandMam’Gloria’shousewherewe’llspend

thenight.Thisweekendhasbeenexactlywhat

meandZaneneeded,stressfreetimewherewe

canenjoyeachotherstimewithourfriendsand

notworryaboutwork,children,thein-lawsand

royaltyduties.

“Don’tyoumisstheoldtimeswhereweuseto

sneakaroundforquickiesandhavingallthe

timetoourselves,thatwasafuntimeinour

lives.”ItoZanewho’sconcentratingonthe

road.

“What’sfunaboutsneakingaround?Atleast

nowwelivetogetherandwehaveabeautiful

childwiththreeotheronescoming.Itdoesn’t

getbetterthanthat.”Hesays

“Iknowmylovebutdon’tyoumissstayingup

allnight,nothavingtoworryaboutanyoneelse

butourselves.Whenwe’dhavepicnicsbythe

river,takewalksorjogtogetherandwatchthe



sunrise.Imissthat,justmeandyou.”Isay

smilingatthememoryofthosetimes.

“Thatwasagoodtimebutwe’vegrownnow,we

haveafamily.Thatpartofourliveshas

passed.”Hesays,smilingback.

“Itpassedtooquickly.”Imumbleinmyteeth.

“Whatbabe?”heasks

“Nothingmylove.”IsayasIturnuptheradio

volumeandputonmysunglasses.

Hedoesn’tgetit.itallwentbysoquicklythat

wheneverythinghappenedatonce,Ididn’thave

timetoadjust.It’soverwhelming,motherhood,

beingawifeandQueen,it’sallsuffocatingme

andmyhusbanddoesn’tgetit,noonedoes.

EverydayIfeellikeI’m drowningin

responsibilityandI’m expectedtoshowup

readyanddeliver.SometimesIjustwantto

switchitalloffandresettoatimewhereIdon’t

havetobeneededinspacesIdon’tfeellike



myself,spacesthatwantamethatIcannotbe.

Wedriveinmydad’sandMam’Gloria’shouse

andtwocarsareparkedoutside,Irecognize

Kat’sbuttheother,Idon’tknow.Theweatheris

verycoldandwindytoday,atleastit’snot

raininglikethepasttwodays.Im wearingatwo

pieceblacksweaterandpantswithablack

studdedleatherjacket.Zaneisalsowearingall

black,jeansandahoodie.

“Watchyourstepbaby”hesays,helpingme

throughtheslipperytilesaswemakeourway

tothedoor.Beforeweringthedoorbell,Kat

opensandscreamswithjoy,openingherarms

towelcomeus.

“Siiiis!”shescreams,huggingmetight.

“Hisis.”Isay

“Youlookbeautiful,marriageandmotherhood

reallysuityou.”Shesays,smilingwidely.

“Itry.”IsayandshegoesontogreetZane.



“HelloHlehle”mydadwalkstowardsmewith

hisarmswideopen,hissmileissomethingI

didn’trealiseImisseduntilthismoment,Ifind

myselftearingupasIgreethim withahug.

“Hidaddy.”Isay,cryinginhisarms,holdingon

tightly.“Imissyou.”Isay

“Imissyoutoomybaby.”Hereplies,wiping

awaymytears.

“Ohhmzala,thispregnancyismessingupwith

youremotions.”Thamiwalkstous,hehasfalse

eyelashesonandahighlighteronhis

cheekbones.Helooksgorgeous

“Mzala!Isthatmakeupyouhaveon?”Isay

hugginghim.

“I’vebeenexploringwithit,doyoulikeit?wellI

don’tcare,IloveitandXolalovesitonme.”he

says,battinghiseyelashesatme,Ican’thelp

butlaugh.

“Iloveit,youlookamazingMzala.”Isay,he



smilesandpullsmetowardsthediningroom

whereXola,TysonandMam’Gloriaareseated.

“Welcomehome.”Mam’Gloriasays,wearinga

beigeknitdressandanapronoverit.This

womandoesn’tageatall,shekeepslooking

youngereverytimeIseeher.

“It’sgoodtobehomeMme.”Isay,huggingher.

“Howareyou?”sheaskswithhersoothing

voice,hereyeslookingdirectlyintomine.for

somereasonIfeellikesheseeswhateveryone

can’t,it’slikesheseesmyheart.

“I’m fineMme.”Isay,shepullsmebackfora

hug.Ifeelemotionalagain,Itrytopullmyself

together.

Ohthesehormones”Isay,asIgreetXolaand

Tyson.

“Withthreebabiesgrowinginsideofyou,you

cancry,scream andcurse,we’llunderstand.”

Thamisays,pullingachairacrossfrom me,



nexttoXola.

“How’sthepregnancygoingsofar?”Katasks

“It’sbetterthanNgcwali’s.Ijustfeeltiredand

theappetiteisalsoonanotherlevel.Bythetime

Ideliver,I’llbeasbigahippo.”Isayandthey

laugh.

“How’sbabyNgcwalidoing?OhImissthose

cheeks.”Katasks

“She’sthesweetest,I’m gladshetookafter

Zane’scalmness.She’slearninghowtospeak.

Theothermorningshewalkeduptomeand

pointedatmystomachandsaid‘molobaba’

thengreetedme.”Isay

“She’sverysmartandbeautiful,justlikeher

mom.”Zanesays,kissingmycheek.

“Oooh-kay.Let’seat.”Thamisays.

“Let’ssayaprayer.”Mam’Gloriasays“Father

wethankyouforthisday,wethankyoufor



family,wethankyouforloveandforbringingus

allinoneroof.YouareGodandwepraiseand

rejoicewithyoueveryday.Amen.”Shesaysand

weallfollow“Amen.”

“Doyougotochurch?”mydadasks,lookingat

Zane.

“Wehaven’tmadetimeyet,it’sbeenquitea

hecticyear.Sundaysistheonlyfreetimewe

havetoourselves,that’sifZanodoesn’thave

anyweekendconferencesornetworkingevents

toattendto.”Hesays.

Ohgosh,Ican’tbelievehe’sputtingthisallon

me.Iwanttorollmyeyesathim sobadbutI

stopmyselfandfocusonmyeating.

“Youhavetomaketimeforchurch,youhaveto

maketimeforfamily.Workcannotconsume

mostofyourtime.Iunderstandyoubothhave

demandingschedulesbutqualitytimeisvery

important.”Myfathersays.I’m sonotlikingthis



marriagemasterclass.

“Canyoupassmethepotatoesplease.”Isayto

Xola,Mam’Gloriaisreadingmyannoyedfacial

expression.

“We’retrying,Zanoevenpromisedongoing

backtoworkingpart-timeagain,rightbaby?”

Zanesays,lookingatme.

Iwanttoscream atbothofthem,myheartis

beatingtentimesfasterwithangerandI’m

tryingreallyhardnottoloseit.

“Sure”Isaywithoutflinching,lookingatmy

plateasIcontinueeating.“Thisisanicestew

Mme.”Isayandshesmilesatthecomplement.

“Wehaven’tseenyouinmonths,everytimewe

wanttovisit,you’realwaysbusyorawayfor

work.Youknow,especiallywiththebabies

coming,youshouldtryandslowdown..”

“Igetit,I’m ahorriblewifeandmother.I’m

tryingokay!Nowcanwestopmakingmefeel



likeshitfortrying.”Isnap,shouting.Ifeelmy

heartbeatingoutofmychestandmybody

tremblesinanger.

Everyonelooksterrified,especiallyZane

“You’renotahorriblemotherbaby,he’sjust..”

Zane

“Isaidstoptalkimgaboutitdammit.”Ishout,

bangingmyfistsonthetable,startlingeveryone.

“Calm downHlehle.”Mydadsays.

“Youdon’tgetit,Ihavetotakethiseveryday,

everywhereIgo,IhavetotakeitthatI’m abad

motherandwife,everyday.”Isayandwalkaway

from thetable,tearsinmyeyes,breathingis

uncontrollableasmyangershootsfortheroof.

Irunupstairstomyroom.I’m tryingtocontrol

mybreathing,takingdeepheavybreatheswhile

calmingmyanger.Ican’tstopcrying,themoreI

calm myself,themoreguiltandsadness

consumeme.Icannotbringmyselftocalm



downorgetoutofthissadnessandguilt,soI

laydownandallowmyhearttosinkinit.

Suddenlytheroom isdarkandcold,slowly

closinginonme,Ifeelthewallssuffocatingme.

Theclosertheyget,thelouderthelaughs.Isee

theirshadows,pointingatmeandscribblingon

theirnotebooks,smearingatmewith

disapproval.Ifeeltheirpityforme,piercing

throughmyskintomyheart,asharppainof

disappointmentandafamiliarfeelingof

worthlessness.IfeelstuckinaspaceIdon’t

belonginandallthedoorsarelocked.I’m

trapped.

………………………...

Avibratingmovementwakesmeup.

*Yourgrandmotherwaslookingthroughthe

windowthismorning,Iswearsheknows

something.*

*I’llbebacktomorrow,I’llfindyouanotherspot.



Shecan’topen,Itookallthekeys.Staylow*

IneedtospeaktoIsolethuandsortthisout

beforethiswholeplangoestodust.Letmecall

her.

“Whatdoyouwantfrom me?”sheanswers

“Ineedtospeaktoyou,canwemeettomorrow

morningatthegallery.”Isay

“ItoldyouIdon'twanttobepartofyourstupid

project,ordoyouwantmyhusbandtocallyou

directly,sinceyourscan’tputyouinyour

place?”shesays

“That’llbebetteractually,I’dlovetoknowwhat

hethinksaboutyourstepmom duties,surely

that’ssomethinghe’llbeproudof.”Isay,her

breathingpauses

“Whatareyoutalkingabout?”sheasks

“YouknowexactlywhatI’m talkingabout.Now

meetmeatthegalleryatlunchtimeoryoucan



kissyourroyalstatusgoodbye.”Isayanddrop

thecall.

Ilookatthetime,it’spast7pm.Icanhear

everyonedownstairstalking,IhatehowI

stormedoffandallowedmyangergetthe

worstofme,Ifeellikecrap.There’saknockon

thedoor.

“Comein”IsayandMam’Gloriawalksinwith

twosteaminghotcups.

“Hotchocolatetokeepyouandthelittleones

warm.”Shesays,smilingasshewalkscloser,

handingmethecup.

“ThanksMme.”Isay.“Zanemustbeveryangry

atmehuh?”Isay

“No,he’sjustworriedaboutyou.”Shesays.“I

knowIwillneverreplacewhatyouhadwithyour

motherandIdon’twanttooverstepmy

boundriesbutyoumustknowthatI’m always

availableifyouwanttotalk,aboutanything.”



Shesays

“ThanksMme,Idon’tknowwhatgotintome.

I’m justtiredIguess.”Isay.shetakesadeep

breatheandIfeeland‘ohherewego’inmy

head.

“Isawthatthemomentyouwalkedin,there’s

someheavinessinyoureyes.It’snotthework

kindofheaviness,itsdeeperthanthat.Is

everythingokaybetweenyouandZane?”she

asks

“Yeahwe’refineMme,likeIsaid,workishectic

andthepregnancyisalsodoingit’spart.Ijust

needtorelaxmoreandspendtimewithmy

family.”Isay,sippingonmyhotchocolate.

“Takesometimeforyourselfaswell,ifwedon’t

takecareofourselves,wecannottakecareof

thosewhoneedus.”shesays.This

conversationneedstoendbecauseIdon’twant

todiscussthis,IneedtoapologisetoZane.



“Idon’tthinkIcanfaceeveryonerightnow,I

justneedtospeaktoZane.”Isay

“It’sfine,I’llgethim.RememberwhatIsaid,i'm

aphonecallaway.”Shesaysassheleavesthe

room.

Afewminuteslater,Zanewalksin.

“Areyouokaybabe?”heasks.Inod.

“Comeseathere”Isay,welcominghim intobed.

HeslidesinnexttomeandIreachforhishand.

“I’m reallysorryaboutearlier,Ididn’tmeanto

yellatyoulikethat.Itwasverywrongofmeand

Ifeelreallybadfordisrespectingyoulikethat.I

letmyangergettheworstofmeandI’m really

sorrymylove.”Isayrubbingonhishands.

“Butwheredoestheangercomefrom mylove?

Youreallyscaredme,Ididn’tknowwhereall

thatcamefrom.”hesays

“Idon’tknow,IguessI’m justtiredandwithall



whatmyfatherkepttalkingaboutcontinuosly,I

felthewastakingawayfrom thefunwecame

forinthisweekend.Ididn’twanttolashoutlike

thatandI’m reallysorrymylove.”Isay,kissing

onhishand.“Doyouforgiveme?”Iask,he’s

quietandseemslikethere’smorehewantsto

say.

“WillyouforgivemeifIdothis?”Isay,kissing

onhischeekanddowntohisneck.

“Buhle,wait..”hesaysandIsilencehim witha

kissonthemouth.Imoveovertohissideand

sitonhislapwithmylegshangingonhissides.

Ipullhishandsandplacethem onmybutt.

“Iloveyousomuch”IwhisperinhisearasI

grindontopofhim,feelinghiserectionforming,

slowly.Hecarriesmeandlaysmeonthebed

andspreadingmylegswideforhim.Hepulls

downmysweatpantswhileIpullthesweater

overmyhead.Hiseyeslockedonmineashe

undresseshimself,exposinghisharderection.



Heburieshisheadinbetweenmythighsand

kissesinbetweenthem untilhereachesmy

vagina.Iarchmybackashefeastsonit

withoutmercy,Iwanttoscream butIremember

whereIam,soIexhaleandtightenmygripon

thesheets.Heturnsmeoveronmystomach

kissesonmyback,Ifeeltheadrenalinerush

throughmyback,hearinghim breathingbehind

myear.Heentersfrom behindwithhishand

cuppingmybreasts,Imoanashekissesmeon

theneck,slowlygrindingandthrustingtowards

me.Imovemywaisttohisrhythm.Mybody

heatsupwiththepleasuresofhislove,moving

fasterandharder,hepullsmeuponmyknees,

spreadingmylegsapartasIlaymyheadonthe

bed.Hegroanshardthemorehepullsand

pushesatmybutt,Igrindmywaisttocatchup

onhim andmylegsbegintoshake,my

emotionsareallover,tearsrolldownmyface,it

feelgood,hisloveconsumingmyspineand

transferringallovermybody.“Ahhyes,yes,yes



yeeees!”Iscream.Zanequicklyspanksme,to

lowermyvoice.Helaysmeflatonmystomach

again,coveringmymouth,thelouderIscream,

hethrustshard,pinningmedeeperanddeeper.

HeexhalesandIfeelanexplosioninsideofme.

TryingtocatchmybreathIlayasidehim,trying

togainbackmysanity.Thatwasincredible,my

afroismessedup.He’sdefeated,tryingto

catchhisbreathe,heleanstowardsme.

“You’retryingtogetuskickedoutwithallthat

screaming?”hesays,graspingforair.

“You’retoblameforthat.”Isayandhelaughs.I

getupandkneelinfrontofhim,strokingonhis

penis.

“Roundtwo”Isay,kissingonit.Hetiltshishead

backwards.

“Yourpregnancysexdriveisgoingtokillme.”

hesays.

“Agh,don’tbeawimp.”Isay,fillingmymouth



withitashemoanswithhishandsonmyhead.

Wespendtherestofthenight,havingsex,

takingbreaksandhavingmoresex.Ifit’snoton

thebed,it’sonthefloor,onthedresserandour

lastspot,intheshowerbeforewegotreadyto

sleep,forrealthistime.Wheneveryonehad

gonetobed,Irandownstairstogetsome

snacksaswe’veworkedourselvesagood

appetite.

I’llfaceeveryoneinthemorningbeforeweleave

forKhumba,rightnowit’sme,mymanandour

orgasms.

………………………….
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WeleftEdernvilleintheearlyhoursofthe

morning,Mam’Gloriaanddadsawusoutwhen

weleft.Asusual,Mam’Gloriapackedusfood

fortheroad.Theydidexpresstheirconcerns

formeaboutmyblowoutyesterdaybutI

assuredthem there’snothingtoworryabout.It

reallyisthehormonesandhowtiredIam with

peopleconstantlyjudgingmywifeand

parentingskills.

We’reracingwiththesuntoseewhoreaches

KhumbafirstandatthespeedthatZaneis

drivingat,wemightjustwintherace.Theroad

isclearandwithafewcars,mostlydriving

oppositeus,thecoldwindswaysthetreesside

toside,themountainstoppedwithsnow,

drippingdowntothelakesbelowthem.It’sa

beautifulview,sopeacefulthatI’m abletoclear

mymindandnotthinkaboutanythingbutfocus

onadmiringthebeautyofnature.Thesun



slowlyappearsabovethemountainsaswe

enterthevillageofKhumba.Itlightsupthe

communityofhousesontheupperhillcloseto

thewaterfall.Hurryingontheroadareschool

kidsmarchingingroupswithhotvapour

comingfrom theirmouths,followedbyolder

scholars.Cowsgatheredatthekraalwaitingto

servetheirmasterwithfreshmilk,roosters

competingwiththeiralarmingsirensalerting

Khumbaabouttherisingsun,anewdayfor

amaHlubitoconquer.

“Pleasedropmeattheoffice,Ineedtosort

somethingsout.Wehavetwoinvestor

meetingsthisweek.”Isayandhe’squiet,like

he’sbeentheentiretrip.

“Sowe’renotgoingtotalkaboutwhat

happenedatthedinnertablelastnight?”He

asks.

“IthoughtwespokeaboutitlastnightZane,is

thereanythingyou’dliketoaddthatyoudidn’t



say?”Iask,afterallthatsexfrom lastnight,he

stillwantstotalk.

“Wenevergottotalkaboutwhyyoulashedout

oneveryonelikethat.”Hesays

“ItoldyouIwastiredanditcameoutwrong,

whatmoredoyouwantfrom meZanemvula?”I

ask,heshakeshisheadandcontinuesdriving.

“Thisisonlygoingtocausemorearguments

betweenus,canwejustdropit.”Isay

“Itwouldn’tcauseanyargumentsifyoutoldme

whatexactlyishappeningbutifyoudon’twant

totalk,fine.Justbehomebeforedinner.”He

saysparkinginfrontofthegallery.

I’m soangryIcouldscream butIcontrolmyself,

Igrabmylaptopbagandgetoutofthecar.He

drivesoffangrily,leavingdustbehind.He’sso

unnecessarilydramatic.

“Morningladies.”Isayenteringtheoffice,they

greetbackandIgostraightintomyoffice.



Withallthepreperationsfortheimportant

meetingsandnetworkingevents,themorning

swaysthroughlikeaplasticinthemiddleofa

tornadostorm.It’slunchtimeandtheladies

haveallgonetotown.Ikeepcheckingmy

phone,fightingtheedgetocallIsotocheckif

she’sreallycomingbutthatwillgiveawaymy

desperation.

A coupleofminuteslater,shewalksinwitha

seriouslyannoyedlookonherface.

“Whatdoyouthinkyou’redoing?”shesays,

withoutgreeting.

“Dropukuthwalaasatraditioninyourtribeand

I’llletyoube.”Isay,sheburstsoutinlaughter.

“YouthinkthisisEdernvillehuh?Where

everyonedoeswhattheywant,turnstheirback

onthetraditionsthatbirthedthem.Thetribeof

Sokwewillnotdosuch,Idon’tknowwhat

informationyouthinkyouhavebutukuthwalais



awayforyounggirlstobegroomedinto

women,dignifiedwomen,notthatyou’dknow

anythingofthat.”shesays,standingbythedoor,

leaningagainsttheglass.

“Iguessyourhusbandwillhavetoknowabout

youraffairwithhisson.”Isay,shestandsup

straight,fumingwithanger.

“Youdon’tknowwhatyou’retalkingabout.That

rumorhasbeengoingaroundthevillagefor

years.I’veacceptedmyhusbands’sonlikemy

own,heandIhavebuiltacloserelationshipand

myhusbandisveryfondofthat,soifyouthink

you’regoingtousethatoldrumortothreaten

me,you’redumberthanIthought.”shesays,

stilluncomfortablebutpushingthroughasmile.

“Iso,i’m from Edernville,wedealwithfactsand

wedon’tbluff.Dropukuthwalaasatraditionin

yourtribeandsetthoseyounggirlsfreetodo

whattheywanttodowiththeirfuture.I’m giving

youonenightorKingSokwewillknowwhata



deceivingwhorehemarried.”Isay,shebegins

tobreathheavily,herchestmovingupand

downashereyesfillwithrage.

“Listen,youunculturedcoldheartedbi..”

“ShhhIso,calm down.It’sjustarumorright?

Whyareyousoworkedupthen.Youknowwhat

youhavetodo,nowgetoutofmyofficeand

saveyourfakeassmarriage.”Isay,chasingher

awaywithmyhand.

“Youdon’tscaremeonebit.”Shesays,

stormingoff.

“ClenchontoyourdiamondsIso,youhaveone

lastnightwiththatfortune.”Iscream asshe

exitsthemaindoor.

Dammit!Iwashopingshe’dfoldwiththisthreat

immediatelybutnowIhavetodoitthehard

way.whatshedoesn’trealiseisthatIcarefor

thoseyounggirl’sfuturemorethanherdignity

andwhatevershecallsthatmarriageofhers.If



shedoesn’tcontactmebytomorrowwithan

agreementtomyplea,Iwillsendherhusband

everythingZanetoldme.

Ilookatmywatch,IstillhavetimetoseeNandi,

withoutacar,IneedtohurrybeforeMakhulu

comesbackfrom visitingherpatients.Damn,I

wassomadatZaneIforgottoaskhim tobring

mycar.I’m walkingfast,upthehilltowardsthe

mainroad,im outofbreathbutIcontinue

walking.There’ssomeunusualchaosahead,I

trytowalkfastertoseewhereitsallcoming

from.

Ohshit!

It’sNandi’sfamily,they’reheadingformy

grandmother’shouse,yellingfuriouslywith

weaponsintheirhands,thisisnotgood.what

aretheydoinghere?Howdotheyknow?Ineed

togetheroutofherebeforetheyfindher.

“Weknowshe’shidinghere,openthegatesyou



oldwitch.”Oneofthemenshouts,pointinga

sharpspearatmygrandmother,who’sstanding

ontheothersideofthegate.Shekeepslooking

atthem andthenatThami’sflat,shelooks

terrified.Ienteratourneighbourshouse,jump

overthesideofourboundarywall,behindthe

flats.IpeepthroughThami’swindow,Icantsee

her,shemustbehiding.

“Nandi,it’sme.Cometothewindow.”Isay,

she’squiet.

“Nandipha,theywonthurtyou,you’lljumpout

ofthewindowandwe’llgotothegallery.

Quickly.”Isay,stillnothing.

Iheartheshoutingandcursinggettinglouder.I

runtothefront,they’veopenedthegates,

runningtowardstheflat.Myphoneisringing,

it’sZane.Ican’tanswerit.

“Makhulu.”Ishout,walkingtowardsher.

“Buhle,whatareyoudoinghere?”sheshouts



back

“She’sinthereIsawher,she’sinthatflat.”one

ofthemensays,rushingforThami’sflat.

“Getoutofmygrandmashouse.There’snoone

here.”Iscream,standinginfrontofthespear

carryingmen.Makhulupullsmeoutoftheway

andletsthem breakdownthedoor.

Myheartbeatsfast,Ifeelmywholebody,

tremblinginfearasthemen,entertheflat,one

byone.Ifiddlewithmyphone,tryingtocalthe

police.

“Iswearshewashere,Isawonenightjumping

overthefenceandIsawgeragainwhenshe

peepedthroughthewindow,shewashere.”one

ofthemensays.

“Itoldyouthere’snoonehere,nowgetoutof

mygrandmothersyardbeforeIcallthepolice.

AndtrustmewhenIsaytheroyalcouncilwill

knowthatyou’reterrorizingoldwomeninthis



village.”Isay,withtheirheadshelddown,

showingguilt.

“We’resorryNkosazanaZanozuko.”Oneofthe

mensays

“Sorryforwhat?Thesepeopledrovemysister

awayfrom hermarrieage.Theyhaveturnedher

againstherfamily,there’snothingtobesorry

abouthere.Iwillnotrestuntilwefindher.”

Nandi’sbrothersaysandtheyallfollowhim out

ofthegate.

Iruntotheflat.“Nandi?”Iwhisper,there’s

silence.Wheredidshego?

Makhululooksatme,waitingforanexplanation.

Istruggletofindthewordstospeak,Istand,

shamefullylookingatherdisappointedface.

ShewalksbackintothehouseandIfollow

behindher.

“IcanexplainMakhulu.”Isay,runningafterher

asshewalkspasttheloungeanddiningroom,



downthepassage.Sheentersintomyoldroom

andIfollowbehindher.

“Explainthis.”shesays,pointingatmyoldbed.

Herhairhangsonherface,eyesredandteary.

Herbodytremblinginfear,asshehugsherself

tightwithherkneescloselyheldtoherchest.

“Nandi”Isay.

Howdidshegethere.

………………………………………………
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“Iknewtherewassomethingwronginthatflat,I



kepthearingnoisesintheearlymornings.Itried

toopenbutIcouldn’tfindthekeys,Dlomotold

meIwasimaginingthingsbutIknewthatthere

wassomethingwrong.YesterdayIoverheard

someyoungmentalkingaboutorganizingtheir

friendstolookforNandiphaandwiththenews

ofhersuddendisappearanceandyourandomly

visiting,Iknewsomethingwasup.Iopenedthe

backwindowandIfoundherthere,starvingand

scared.Ihadtogetherinside.”Makhulusays.

“WhydidyouvisitZinziatthehospitalwhenI

toldyoutoneverleavetheflatuntilIfigured

somethingout?”Isay,im angryatherfor

disobeyingmyrules.It’sallherfaultthatthat

mansawher.

“IheardMakhuluandTat’Dlomotalkabouthim

beinginhospitalandIhadtogoseehim,Iknew

mybrotherswereresponsibleoftheattack.I

wentveryearlyinthemorning,itwasalready

dark,eventheguardsplacedinhiswardwere



fastasleep.Ididn’tstaytoolong,Ihadtoseeif

hewasokay.I’m sorryforcausingtrouble.”She

says,stillcrying.

“Nowthewholevillageknowsyou’rearound.

They’regoingtothinkZinzihassomethingto

dowithit,ughIsoisjusttakingforeverwith

this.”Isay,defeatedsittingnexttoNandi.

“Whatwereyoueventhinking,hidingthisgirl

from herfamily?Nowyou’veputyourlifeand

hersindanger.Whoelseknowsaboutthis

stupidplan?”Makhuluasks

“Justustwo.”Isay,facingdown

“Soyouthoughtitisokaytokidnapandhidea

futurebrideoftheSokwetribe,Khumba’s

biggestrivalry.Doyouknowthiscouldstarta

tribewarbetweenthekingdoms?Whatstupid

plandidyouhavetosolveallofthis?”Makhulu

asks,she’sgettingangry.

“She’sjustachild,shecan'tbethatoldman’s



bride.shewantstostudyandbecomeateacher,

shewontbeallowedtodoallthatasabride.so

IapproachedIsotojoinKhumbalawswith

banningukuthwalaasatraditionintheirtribe.”I

say

“DoyoureallythinkIsolethuwilllistentothat?if

anything,she’lltakeitstraighttoherhusband

andcreatetensionwithyourhusband.Buhle

thingsaredonedifferentlyhere,youcantask

someonetodropancientstraditionsatthe

snapofyourfingers.Youneedtotakethisgirl

backtoherfamilyandlethersortoutthose

thingswithherfamily.Hidingherherewillonly

causetroubleforeveryone.”Makhulusays

“No,pleasedon’ttakemebackhome.I’drather

leaveKhumbaforgood,that’stheonlywayI

cansolvethis,justrunawayandnevercome

back.”She’sbeggingMakhulu,crying.

“Justgivemeonedaytosortthisout,Isowill

dothis,shedoesn’thaveachoice.”Isaytothem



“Whyareyousosure?WhatdidyoudoBuhle?”

Makhuluasks,concerned

“Ihaveherwholelifeinmyhands,Ipullthe

strings.NandineedstostayhereuntilIfigure

thisout,tomorrowI’llhaveeverythingsorted

outandyou’llbefree.”IsayandMakhulu

shakesherhead.

“Buhleyou’replayingwithfiremntanam.Be

careful.”Shesaysandwalksoutoftheroom.

“Howishe?”Nandiasks

“He’soutofthehospitalbuthe’snottakingthe

factthatyou‘left’lightly.He’sgoingtobefine

though,everythingisgoingtobefine.”Isay

huggingher.

“It’sallmyfault.”Shesays,crying.

“Noit’snot,allyouwantisachancetobewho

youwanttobe,that’sallandyoudeservethat.”

Isay,consolingher.



IsobetterknowwhatshewantsbecauseI’m

nottakingthisasajoke,Idon’tcarewhattribe

warsstart,theseyounggirlswillgetthe

freedom theydeserveandifIhavetophysically

fightsomeone,thenitshallbe.

…………………………………….

“Ibroughtyoulunchtodaybutyouweren’tat

theofficeandyoudidn’ttakemycalls.”Zane

saysaswedrivehome,hejustpickedmeup

from theoffice.Ngcwaliisatthebackseat,

singingalongtothesongplayingontheradio.

“Ihadameeting.”Isay,hesideeyesmewitha

“mmh”andcontinuestodriveinsilence.

WegethomeandIheadformyroom,Ineeda

steaminghotshower.

“Iforgotourdinnerorderatthelodge,I’llquickly

fetchit.”hesays,rushingtothedoor.

Ngcwaliisplayinginmyroom whileItakea

quickshower,thedoorbellringsasIputonmy



robe.Itcan’tbeZane,hejustleftandhe

wouldn’tringthebellhehasthekeys.Ngcwali

followsbehindasIruntocheckwhoitis.Iopen

thedoor,ohgosh.ItsZinzi,he’ssodrunk,he

can’tevenkeephisbalance.

“Sisi.”Hesays,hiseyesredandbarelyopening.

“Zinzi,youneedtopullyourselftogether,this

isn’tright.Howdidyougethere?”Iask,pulling

him inside.Ngcwali’ssoexcitedtoseehim.

“Zizi”shesays,pointingathim.

“SeatdownZinzi,you’redrunk.Ican’tbelieve

youdrovehere.Zanewillnotlikethis,he’s

goingtobeverymadatyou.”Isay,pullinghim

tothelounge.

“Ugh,Zanewontlikethis,Zanewontlikethat.I

don’tcareaboutZane.Whydoeseverything

revolvearoundhim?”hesays,asIpushhim to

thecouch,helaysacrossit.

“Rest,I’llmakecoffeeforyou.”Isaybuthepulls



meback.

“Imissher,everyday,Iseeherface.Icanstill

smellherperfumeinthejacketIonceborrowed

her.IwantherbackBuhle.”he’scrying,holding

myhandtight.

“It’sgoingtobeokay,trustme,she’llcomeback

toyoubutyouneedtogetyouracttogether,

she’sgoingtoneedyoutobestrongforher

okay.”Isay,henods,wipingoffhistears.“Now,

waitwhileImakeyouyourcoffee,youcan

sleepinoneoftheguestroomstonight.”Isay

andheadforthekitchentomakehim coffee.

Zanewalksintothedoorwithtakeawaypacks.

“IsZinzidrunkagain?”heasks,walkingpast

him.

“Yeah,he’snottakingthisNandithingtoowell.”

Isay,preparingthecoffee.

“He’sbeingirresponsiblewithallthatdrinking.

Hecannotsulkforever,heneedstostopbeing



aburdenandstarttakingcareofhimself.”He

says,furiously.

“Aburden?Zanehe’sgoingthroughadifficult

time,heneedsallthesupporthecanget.The

lastthingheshouldbelabelledasisaburden.”

Isay.He’sbeingsoinsensitiverightnow.

“Nomatterhowhardwehelphim,heneedsto

putinthesameeffortforhimselfandtake

responsibilityforhisactions.Hecan'tbedrunk

everynight,drivingatthisstate.Youneedto

stopbabyinghim.”hesays,preparingdinner.

“Ican’tbelieveyourightnow.”I’m soangry,I

walktoZinziwiththecupofhotcoffeeinmy

hand.He’sfastasleep,snoringeven.There’sno

wayhe’swakingupforthiscoffee.Ishouldget

him ablanket,itlookslikehehasclaimedhis

spot.

Dinnerissilent,theonlyconversationtaking

placeisbetweenourcutleryandtheplates.



“Idon’tlikearguingwithyou”hesays

“AndapparentlyIdo.”Isay,scrollingthrough

myphone.

“Ijustdon’tlikethatyou’renothomemore

often.”Hesays

“Zaneyouknowmyworkschedule,youknowI

trytomaketimeforyoubutwhymustyou

alwaysmakeitseem likeI’m doingiton

purpose?Idealwithalotofthatoutsidehome,

whydoIhavetodealwithitinmyhomeas

well?”Isay,andmyemotionsfillupinmyeyes.

“I’m sorrybaby.Ididn’tmeantomakeyousad.I

loveyouandIknowhowmuchyoulove

KhumbaKulture.Thesepastweeksyou’vebeen

verydistantandbusy,Icouldn’tevengetyoufor

lunchdates.”Heholdsmyhandfrom across

thetableandtheguiltkicksin.

“Ipromiseeverythingwillbeokayafter

tomorrow.Wecanhaveasmanylunchdatesas



youwant.I’llgobacktoworkingathomeon

somedays.”Isay,hesmiles.

“I’dlovethatbaby.Ijustneedtofindamanager

realquicksoyoucanhaveallofmewithno

distractions.”Hesays

“Haveyouputoutanadvertyet?”Iaskandhe

shakeshishead.

“Wait,whynotgetSihletofillin.shesaidshe’s

lookingforajobclosetowhereherfiancéis

moving.She’squalifiedplusyouknowherwell.

Contactherandaskifshe’swillingtotakethe

offer.”Isay.whydidn’tIthinkofthisearlier.

“Idon’tthinkshe’lltakeavillagejoboffer,Sihle

ismoreofacitygirl,Khumbaisabig

downgradeforher.I’llputuptheadvertintown

tomorrow,hopefullywe’llfindsomeone

qualified.”HesaysandIwontevenbother

fighting,itwasworthamention.

Wefinishourdinnerandheadforbed.



Myphonevibrates.

*Staythehellawayfrom mywife*It’satext

from Sokwehimself.

Iguessshewantstodothisthehardway.

*IthoughtyouweresmarterthanthisIso.ButI

guessyouwantyourdirtylaundryairedoutfor

thewholeworldtosee.Ifyouthinkthecheating

rumorsarenothing,wait‘tilItellyourhusband

thathisprecioustwinsareactuallyhis

grandchildren.Youhavebeforelunchtime.*I

presssend.

“Ithoughtweagreed,nocellphoneinthe

bedroom.”Zanesays,walkingoutofthe

bathroom.

“Iknowbaby,I’m puttingitdown.”Isay,

switchingitoff.

Ilayinhiswarm arms,peacefully.

…………………………………………….
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“Morninggorgeous.”Zanesays,wakingup.

“Morningmylove.”Isay,I’vebeenupsince

3am,mymindisdigestingalotofthingsat

onceanddecidedtokeepmeup.

“Didyousleepwell?Youweretossingand

turningallnight.Isitthebabies?”heasks,

wrappinghisarmsaroundmystomach.

“Iam feelingalittlebitnauseaus.”Isay.

“Doyouwantmetomakeyouporridge?”he

offers.

“I’dlovethatmylove.”Isayandheimmediately



getsup.

ApartofmewantstobelievethatIsolethuwill

easilyscareandgowithmyofferbuttheother

partofmeisworriedthatshemightnotand

turneverythingaroundonmetostartsome

tribalwarwithamaHlubilikeMakhulusaid.The

lastthingIneedisZanefindingoutabout

everythingthat’sbeenhappeningthispastweek,

thishastogomyway,Idon’thaveaplanB,its

thiswayornowayatall.Runningeverythingon

mymindandIfeelmyheartbeatatafaster

pace,mythroatslowlydryingup.Ineedtocalm

myselfdownbeforeitescalatesintoapanic

attack.

Zanewalksinwithatrayholdingtwohot

steamingbowlsofporridge,Ngcwaliwalking

behindhim withhermilkbottle.Shenever

sleepspast6am,she’sanearlyriser,justlike

herfather.

“Mama.”Shesays,climbingonourbed.



“Morningbooboo”Isay,huggingher.

Wespendthenexthour,inbed,eatingour

porridge,watchingNgcwalidohercrazydance

moves.Ilookatthem,happyintheirbond,

laughinginsyncandeachdoingsomethingthat

immediatelypleasestheother.Theylook

complete.Theybothlookliketheybelong.Me,

ontheotherhand,can’tseem toplacemyselfin

theirbond.I’m happyseeingthem withsomuch

joybutIcan’tseem tofindmyselfintheirbond.

“Areyouokaybaby?”Zanesays,

“Yeah,letmeshowerbeforeI’m lateforwork.”I

say,strugglingmywayoutofbed.

“Wantmetojoinyou?”heaskssays,smiling

andpullingmyrobe.

“I’m alreadylate.”Isayandrushtothe

bathroom.

Igetintotheshowerandletthewaterrunover

mybackasIkneelwithmyheadburiedinmy



hands.Tearsdrippingdownthedrainwiththe

steaminghotwaterandasuddenpainhardens

inmyheart.Confusedandangry,alumpinmy

throatexplodes,releasingaruspycry.Icover

mymouthwithmyhandsandthepainpersists,

aseriesofheartachesaccompaniedbyanger.

OverwhelmedwithemotionsIseatinthis

defeatedpositionforawhileuntilthepainisno

more.Slowlymychestclearsandrealityhits,

myafroiswet.Shit.Igetupanddryitwitha

towel.I’m goingtoregretthisbutIdon’thave

anyothersolution,Itakeoutthedryerandbegin

todrymyhairout.Combingitwithabigcomb,

myarmsarepainful.OhgoshI’m solate.Itie

myhairupinfoursectionsandputoveritmy

wigandmydoek.Iquicklygetdressedandrush

outofmyroom.MaJolaiscleaninginthe

kitchenwhileNgcwaliwatcheshercartoons.

“MoloZanozuko,I’m justfinishingoffyour

lunch.”MaJolasays,makingwhatlookslikea



chickenandmayosandwhich.

“Nothanks,I’m alreadylate.I’llordersomething

atthelodge.”Isay,Zaneappearsfrom behind

me,stillinhispajamas.

“I’llpickyouupat1:30”hesays,I’m confused.

“Whyareyoupickingmeup?”Iask,still

confused.

“Yourappointmentwiththedoctorisat2:30pm,

pleasedon’ttellmeyouforgot.”Hesays

Ohshit.

“No,Ihaven’tforgotten,1:30pm itisthen.See

you.”Isayrushingoutthedoor.

Itotallyforgotaboutmycheckuptoday,ugh.

Whymustitbetodaythough?I’dreschedule

andsortoutthisNandisagafirst,butI’m tired

ofmakingexcusesandlyingtoZane,he’ll

suspectsomething.

Iarriveatworkandhaveabriefstaffmeeting.



VrrVrr

“AaahIsolakwaSokwe.”Ianswerthecall

“I’lldoit,I’llbanukuthwalainSokwe.Nowstay

thehelloutofmyway.”shesays

“Woaw,slowdown.Ineedthatinwriting,email

ittomewithsignituresofallthemembersof

theSokweroyalcouncil,thenI’llletyouhoein

peace.”Isay.

“AmaHlubimadethebiggestmistakebringing

inasnakelikeyouintheirKingdom.”Shesays,

breathingheavilythroughthephone

“I’m sureyourhusbandwillthinkthesameof

youoncehelearnsaboutyouandhisson.Send

thate-mailimmidiately.”Isay

“You’redestroyingyourhusbandsreputationby

killingtheonlydignityhehas,hisKingdom.The

ancestorsofamaHlubiwillteachyouan

unforgettablelesson,noonemakesamockery

oftraditionsthatwerecreatedtorestoredignity



intheirtribesandgetsawaywithit.Yourmind

hasbeenconsumedbythewhitemanstale,

makingyoubelievethatyouaresuperiorthan

tradition.Youarewhoyouarebecauseofyour

ancestorsandtheverysametraditionsyou’re

tryingtoerase.”

“Whathasthesetraditionsdoneforyou?For

theyounggirlsfutureithasrobbed?Freeing

younggirlstoleadlivestheywantandnotthe

onestraditionswantsforthem willcreatea

wholenewgenerationoffemalesthatcan

standagainstalotofstrugglesinthevillage.

Girlswillgotoschoolandstudytopursue

careersoftheirdreams,they’llbeabletotake

careoftheirfamilieswithoutdependingonmen

andsacrificingtheirlivelihood.Isoyouwere

youngonce,youhadthedreamsofalifethat

keptyouupatnight.Alifewhereyoudidwhat

youwantedandnotwhatwasexpectedofyou

buttraditionconvincedyouotherwise,itburied



thosedream,itmadeyoulosethecourageto

wanttobewhoyouwantedtobe.Tradition

strippedyoudownoffallyoursenseofselfand

injecteditspatriarchy,youfeltdependentonit.

Youdidn’tknowwhoyouwerewithoutit,it

wrappeditselfaroundyousomuchthatyou

didn’trecognizewhoyouwerebeforeit.That

scaredyou.You’rescared,Iunderstandbutfor

thesakeofthelittlegirlinsideofyou,cryingto

comeoutandlive,Iaskthatyoubebravefor

her.Ifyoucansetherfree,youcansetevery

othergirlinourvillages.PleaseIso.”Isay,my

voicecracking.She’squietbutIcanhearher

breathing.Sheimmediatelydropsthecall.

Isaidtoomuch.Imessedup.Irestmyheadon

mydesktryingnottopanick.

“MsB,thedepartmentofartsandculturefinally

approvedthefundingweaskedfor.”Our

communicationsofficer,sayswithahugesmile

onherface.



Twoyearslatertheydecidetoapproveit,

honestlyifitweren’tformyfather’sconnection

andmytrustfundmoney,KumbaKulturewould

benon-existance.I’m happybutit’slong

overdue.

“ThanksPat,nowwe’llwaitforanotheryearfor

them toactuallydepositthemoney.“Isay,she

laughsandwalksbacktoherworkingspace.I

gothroughmyemails,replyingtooursocial

mediaplatforms.Thewebsitehasgainedso

muchfollowing,we’reover10000subscribtion.

I’m lookingatthepicturesItookwhenIfirstgot

here,thepaintingsIdid.it’sbeenawhilesinceI

createdart,Ineverwentadaywithouttaking

picturesorsketchingsomething.Ifeellonely

withoutit,it’slikemissinganoldfriendyoufell

offwithfornovalidreason,youwanttocall

them andchatlikeoldtimesbutit’snotthe

sameanymoreandneitherofyouknowwhy.

Notcreatingartfeelslonely.



“It’stimetogo.”Zanesays,startlingmewithhis

hardknockontheglassdoor.“Sorrytoscare

youbaby,Ithoughtyouheardmechatwiththe

ladies,you’rebusyhey?”hesays,reachingfora

kissonmycheek.

“I’m checkingoutemailsandthewebsite.Isit

1:30already?”Iask,lookingatthewatch,its12

“EarlylunchforyouMrsNgele-Ngele.”Hesays,

smilingrevealinghisgorgeuoussmile.

“WhatdidIeverdotodeservesuchabeautiful

andcaringman?”Isay,aswemakeourwayto

thedoor.

“I’m offtolunch.”Isaytotheladies

“Shemightnotcomeback.”Zanesays

immediatelyafterme.

They’relaughing.

“Youcanhaveherfortherestoftheday,there’s

noworkforherhere.”Patsays.Ohhe’sloving



this.We’redrivingtotown.

“WhathappenedtoZinzi?Ididn’tseehim this

morning.”Iask

“HeleftwhileIwasmakingporridge.Thatboy

needstosortouthislifeandforgetaboutthat

girl.“hesays

“Rememberhewasonyourside,defendingyou

againstyourmotherforbeingwithme,he’s

goingthroughsomethinghehelpedyouthrough.

Youcan’tturnyourbackonhim now.”Isay,his

eyessoftenlikeawindblewonhisface.

“You’reright,Ishouldtalktohim.”hesays.

“Lastnightyousaidthingswillbebetterafter

today,whatdidyoumeanbythat?”heasks,

lookingoveratme.

“Uhm..no,justthateverythinggetsbetteronthe

followingday.Weshouldn’tlosehope.”Isay,

avoidingeyecontact.

“Youwerereallyoptimistic,likeyouknew



something.”Hesays.

“Iknewonceyousettled,theangeryouhad

wouldblowoff.”Isayandanakwardsilencein

thecarfollows.

VrrVrr

Itsanemailfrom Sokwetribe.

*IsizwesakwaSokwe…….ukubaisikolokuthwala

kweentombiezineminyakaengaphantsi

kweshumielinesibhozo,nokuzekiswakwawo,

liyapheliswa…………amalunguekomiti

abhaliweyongezantsiavumelananesizwe

samaHlubiekuphuhliseniikamva

lamantombazane………esisigqibosalomthetho

sikhutshwenguKumkanikaziIsolethuSokwe….*

Iquicklybrowsedthroughtheemailinmyhead,

readingonlytheimportantparts.Ifeelawave

ofreliefswayoverme,followedbyadeepsigh.

Itexther.



“ThankYou.”

Shetextsback.

“No,thankyou.”

MymoodimmediatelyshiftsandZaneiseven

happier,seeingmeexcitedaboutourlunchdate

andcheckup.Wehavelunchatourfavourite

restaurant,weorderaplatterofmeatand

salads.We’refinallyatthedoctorsoffice,we’re

waitingforherintheexaminationroom.

“Isitthelunchorisyourstomachbiggerthanit

wasthismorning?”heasks

“Ittendstogrowbiggerasthedayprogresses

butI’m surethatmeatplatterplaysaparttoo.”I

say,helaughs.

“GooddayMrandMrsNgele-Ngele.”TheDr

walksinwithhersmileandhersilkyIndianhair

flowingoverhershoulders.

“HelloDrMoodley.”Webothsay



“Iseegrowth,healthygrowth.Howarethey

treatingyou?”shesays,slidingonherchair,

closertomybed.

“They’regreat,Ihaven’tfeltanythingoutofthe

ordinary.”Isay,shenodsandbeginsher

examination.

“Whenwouldyousayistherighttimeforherto

takemartenityleave?”Zaneasks,ohhe’dlove

forhertosaytoday.

“Ialwayssuggesttowardstheeighthmonthbut

withhercarryingthree,shecantakeitearlier.

Thelastmonthscanbeverytreneuousonthe

body.”Shesays.“Letsseewhatthey’reupto.”

Shesays,dimmingthelightsandspreadingthe

coldgelonmybellywiththescanningdevice.

Drum soundsinanimperfectsynchronyput

smilesonallourfaces.

“Theretheyare.”Shesays.They’redefinetly

biggerthanIthought,allsquashedtogetherlike



afurball.Zaneissofocused,he’ssquintinghis

eyestomakesenseofwhathe’slookingat.

“Ohsomeonesputtingonashow.”Shesays,

focusingontheoneclosesttothefront,feet

dangling.I’m laughingattheticklingfeelingin

mystomach.

“Whatisitdoing?”Iask

“Dancing,thisonelovesbeingcenterof

attention.”ShesaysandIlaugh.

“We’regoingtobeintroublewiththisone.”I

say,Zaneisstillconfused,eyesgluedontothe

movementsinthesmallblackandwhitescreen.

“Arethosefeet?”Zanefinallyspeaks

“Yes,thisoneiskickingeveryoneelseoutofthe

way.”shesays

“Canweseethegender?”heasks

“Weshouldbynowbutthewaythey’reseated,

itsgoingtobehard.Ohwait,thisonewantsto



showus.”shesays,steadilyadjustingher

control.Zanelooksclosely.

“Canyouseeit?”sheasks,smiling.

“Seewhat?”Iask,allIseeissmallfeetandbig

heads.

“Ourdancerisaboy.”ShesaysandZanelooks

closely,excited.Hissmilewidensacrosshis

face.

“Andtheothers?”heasks.

“Letmetryandseebutbroherejustwantsa

solotodayandtheothersaren’tevenbothering

tofighthim.”shesays.Zanekissesmyhand,

continuously,smiling.

“ThankyouMaDlomo.’Hesaysandthejoyin

hiseyes,reducesmetotears.

Wespendanotherhalfanhoursearchingfor

thegenderoftheotherones,nothing.They’re

allcurledupatthebackwhiledancingbabyboy



enjoysthespotlight.Zanehasbeensmiling

throughoutthesession.Wegetaprintoutand

weleave.

“Baby,pleaseaskThandiifwecanallhave

dinnerattheroyalpalacetonightandinvite

everyone.”Isayandhelovestheidea.He

immediatelycallsThandiandshe’sexcitedto

hostus.

“I’llfinishuptheaccountsatthelodgeandget

homeassoonaspossible.”hesays

“YoucandropmeatMakhulu’splace,I’llwait

foryouthere.Thenyou’llpickusallupforthe

dinner.”HeagreesandwedriveintoKhumba.

He’sinsuchagoodmood,singingand

spontaneouslykissingonme.Iloveseeinghim

thishappy.

Makhuluisnotathome,Nandiisbyherself,

lockedupinmyoldbedroom.

“Shewenttoseeyourgrandfather,apparently



he’scomingdownwithflu.Shebroughthim

soupandsomemedication.”Shesays,

snuggledinbedwearingagreyhoodyandher

hairhangingoverherface.Hereyeslooktired,

smallandherskinispaleforabrownskingirl.

Atleastwehavesomealonetimetospeak.

“Isoagreedtomyofferandhasbanned

ukuthwalaintheSokwetribe.You’refreenow.”I

sayandshebeginstotearup.

“Ohsisi,thismeansalottome.”shehugsme

tight,cryingingratitude.

“It’sokay.”Isayhugginherback.“Butforyour

ownsafetyfrom yourbrothersIsuggestyou

stayhereuntilvaristyopensagainthenyoucan

gotoschool.Thevillagerswonttakethisruling

wellandIdon’twanttoputyourlifeatrisk.”I

say,

“CanIatleastcallZinziandtellhim I’m okay.He

mustbeworriedsick.”Sheasks



“Letmecallhim tocomeherenow.”Isay,

dialinghisnumber.

“Sisi”heanswersinalowdefeatedvoice.

“Whereareyou,Ineedyoutocometo

Makhulu’shouse.It’surgent.Don’ttellanyone.”

Isay,he’shesitant.

“Areyouokay?”heasks

“Quickly.Makesurenoonefollowsyou.”Isay

anddropthecall.

Afewminuteslater,there’saknockonthedoor.

Iopenforhim.

“What’sgoingon?”heasks,lookingaround.

“Youcan’ttellanyone.”Isay,pullinghim down

thepassage.

“Whatareyoudoing?”heasks.

Iopenthedoorandpullhim inside,Nandi

standsinthemiddleoftheroom withtearsin

hereyes.Herushestoherandembracesher



warmlyinhisarms.Bothcryingandnotletting

goofeachother.
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“Youcan’ttellanyonewheresheis.”Isay.

“Wherehaveyoubeen?Howdidyougethere?”

heasks,notremovinghiseyesonher.

“She’sherenow,that’sallthatmatters.But

Zinzi,youcannottellanyonewheresheis.”Isay

“DoesZaneknowaboutthis?”heasks

“NoandI’dliketokeepitthatwayuntilthedust

clears.”Isay,helooksconfusedbutdoesn’t



question.HehugsNandiagain.

“Imissedyou,IthoughtIlostyou.Everyday

whenthesunsetwithoutmehearingyourvoice

orseeingyoureyessmilebeforeyourmouth

does,Icouldn’thandleit.IloveyouNandi.”He

says

“SoNandiisgoingtostayhereuntilshehasto

gobacktovarsity.”Isay

“CanIkeepvisiting?”heasks

“You’llhavetoaskMakhuluaboutallthat,its

herhousenotmine.”Isayandthefrontdoor

opens.WebothpushNandiintothewardbrobe

asthefootstepsgetcloser.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”Makhuluwalks

throughthedoor.

WebothtakeasighofreliefandletNandiout.

“Isoagreedtomydeal.Nandiisfreebutforher

ownsafetyIthinkitsbestshestayshereuntil



shecangobacktoschool.I’m surebythetime

shegetsbackforSpringvacation,theanger

would’vesettled.”Isay.

“HowdidyougetIsotoagree?She’sthemost

stubbornandselfishpersonIknow.”Makhulu

asksandeveryonelooksatme.

“Ispoketoher,womantowoman.”Isay.

“Ireallyhopeyoudidn’tdoanythingstupid.”

MakhulusaysandIrollmyeyes

“Icameheretoinviteyoutodinnerattheroyal

palace.”Isay

“What’stheoccasion?”sheasks

“You’llfindoutatdinner.”Isay

“CanIstaywithNandsforawhile?”Zinziasks

andMakhuluimmedietlyswitchestostrict

mode.

“Youwillnothavesexinmyhouse.”Sheshouts

andIcanthelpbutlaugh.Itfeelslikeyesterday



whenMakhulugavemeandZanethesextalk.

“No,we’renotdoingthat.Ijustwanttospend

sometimewithher,pleaseIpromiseIwont

causetrouble.”HebegsMakhuluwhileNandi

holdsherboyfriendshandtight.

“That’swhatZanesaidtwoyearsback,nowwe

haveBangcwalise.”Shesays,ohboy.FYI

NgcwaliwasconceivedinZane’soldbakkiein

themiddleoftheforest,notromanticbut

memorable.

“We’rebothvirginsandplanningonkeepingit

thatway.Pleasedon’tcompareustothesetwo,

alltheydois…”Iquicklygivehim awarninglook

beforehecouldfinishoffhissentence.He

mustnotdareforgetthefavourIdidforhim.

“Don’tstayuptoolate.”Makhulusays

“Andparkyourcarattheback,Zanewillbehere

tofetchMakhuluandI”Isayandhequickly

runsoutside,driveshiscartothebackofthe



houseandrunsbackintothehouseagain.

Acoupleofminuteslater,ZanepicksMakhulu,

DlomoandIforourdinnerattheroyalpalace.

Makhuluborrowedmeoneofherscarfsto

weararoundmywaist.

Thandioutdidherselfonceagain,thisfoodis

delicious.Eveyoneisadmiringthescanprintout

withthedancingbabyboyinfront,Zazisaysit

hasThami’spersonalityandIagree.The

conversationaroundthetableisallaboutthe

babies,theunclesareevensuggestingthe

weirdnamesagain,Zaneislaugingatmy

disapprovingfacialexpressions.Whileeveryone

isstilldebatingbabynames,ThandiandIare

washingdishesinthekitchen.

“Thisissuchabeautifulnightyou’vesetup,so

muchjoy.”Thandisays

“YoucookedThandi,itsallyou.”Isay

“Icookeveryday,nobigdealbutyoubrought



thefamilythesejoyfulnews.Zane’smom

hasn’tstoppedlookingatthescans.Zane

himself,speakslikethebabiesarealready

walkingandreadytoplayrugby.You’recarrying

joyfulnewsBuhle,you’rethereasonforthis.”

ShesaysandItearup,shehugsme.

“SometimesIfeellikeI’m notgivinganythingto

thefamily,Ifeellikesuchaletdown.”Isay.

“Nobaby,everyonehereishappyyou’repartof

thefamily.You’vedoneamazingthingsforus

here,bringingthefamilytogetherisoneofthem.

YourloveforZanedidthat.”shesays,wiping

offmytears.IdoastoldandIfeelsomewhat

better.

“Areyoutwocrying?”Zanewalksinonus

“Happytears.”Thandisaysandleavesusinthe

kitchen.

“Welovethose.BabyIcametoshowyou,Ijust

gotacallfrom Sihle,shesawtheadintown



andwasaskingaboutthemanagerjobatthe

lodge.”Hesays

“Askhertosendyouherdocumentsandhire

her.Youwon’tfindanyonemorequalifiedthan

her,shedidsaysheworkedinhospitalityallher

life.”Isuggest

“MaybeIshould.”Hesays

“Sowecanbothclearonedayoftheweekjust

forus.Nowork,notribestuff,noNgcwali.Just

meandyou,liketheoldtimes.”Isayandhis

facelightensupwithexcitement.

“Ilovethat,havingallofthistomyself.Mhhh”

hesays,kissingonmyneck.Itrynottolaugh

outloudbutI’m ticklish.

“Andyourbirthdayiscomingsoon,weneedto

plansomethingforthattoo.”Hesays,

continueskissingmeonmyneck,onmyface.

“Wecoulddoatriptoabeachhouseinthe

Capeorgovisitthegreenforestof



Tsitsikamma.”Isay,he’sseriouswiththese

kisses,someonecouldwalkin.“Zane,we’rein

yourmom’skitchen.”Isay,feelinghiserenction

harden.

“Bathroom inasec.”Hesays,spanksmeand

walksdownthepassagetothenearest

bathroom.Ifollowafterhim avoidinggetting

caughtbuteveryoneisstillonthebabynames

topic.

Dressuponmywaist,Zaneinbetweenmy

thighs,mybackagainstthedoor,myarms

wrappedaroundhisneck.Hisharderectionfills

meupontheinside,sendingarushofelectric

fireworksupmyspine.Withhishandovermy

mouth,idigmyhandsonhisbacktheharder

andfasterhethrusts.10minuteslater,outof

breath,satisfiedandfindingourbalanceafter

theexplosionsofpleasureeruptedinallour

joint.

“Thankyouformyson.”Hesays,kissingmy



sweatyforehead.
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“ThisiswhatImeantwhenIsaidImissedyou,

layingwithyouinbed,countingthelittle

frecklesunderyoureyeswhileyousleep,

warmingupyourcoldtinyfeetandholdingyou

tightinmyarms,Imissedyou.”Hesaysinhis

raspymorningvoice,lookingintomyeyesashe

laysacrossme.

“UsuallyNgcwaliisupatthistime,demanding

attentionwithhermovesandI’dbeatwork

beggingrichpeopletogiveusmoremoneyfor



thefestival.It’squitebusyatthemoment,

everythingjustwentbysofast,IblinkedandI

wasQueen,wife,motherandbusinessowner.”I

say

“You’reastrongwomanZanozuko,youcando

itallandyou’regoodatit.I’veneverseen

anyoneworksohardandmakeitseem so

easy.”Hesaysandmyheartfeelsasudden

heavinesstoit,thatword-strong-itweighs

heavily,itsalwaysusedtocommendwomenfor

thesacrificeswemakeforourfamiliesbut

neverusedtocelebratethosewhomake

sacrificesforthemselves,fortheirown

happiness.He’slookingatme,smilingwithso

muchprideandjoy,Imakehim proudandjoyful,

that'sallieverwanted.

“Don’tletthevillagershearyou,they’reprobably

callingmeallsortsofnamesjustbybeingin

bedat12midday,shippingmybabytoher

grandmotherandnotattendingtoanyroyal



duties.”Isay,tryingtolaughbuttheheaviness

inmyheartstilllingers.

“Thosepeoplewouldn’tevenbehappyifyou

wentdoortodoortomakethem breakfast

everymorning,they’dstillcallyounames.Us,

peoplewhocareforyouandknowyou,we

appreciateeverythingyoudoforus.AndI,in

thismoment,am veryveryappreciativeofthis

moment.”Hesays,pullingmyfacetohis,soflty

kissingonmylips,gentlyrubbinghishandson

myface,downmyneck,drawinganinvisible

tracktomyblossomingpregnancyboobs.Our

feetengaginginaslowintimatedancing,he

pullshimselfclosertome,Ifeelhiserectionon

thetipofmybelly,hardeningasthecloserand

tighterhepullsme.Ifeelmyheartsendingthe

lovemessagetotherestofmybody,creatinga

rainforestinbetweenmythighsandexcitement

beatsinmyvagina.Breathingheavilythe

deeperwekiss,myhand,holdinghisfullhard



erection,rubbingonit,heexhalesandcarries

meontopofhim.Mythighshangingonboth

sidesofhislegs,Igentlyallowhim insidemy

heatedrainforest,soakingwet,heslipsin

sendingsensationalaffirmationsupmyspine,

hemoansandIleantohim formorekisses.

Movingataslowpace,grindingmywaistin

circlesashesqueezesmybutttighterwith

everymoveImake.

Hisphonevibrates,weignoreit.

Theroom isgettingheatedasmypacefastens,

hisgriparoundmywaisttightensandmyhead

tiltedback,hewatchesmygiganticboobs,

bouncingupanddown.Imaon,andI’m thankful

we’realoneandgaveMaJolathedayoff.Ifeels

explosivepleasuresconsumemywholebody,I

layonhischestashemovesunderme,tocatch

upfrom whereIleftoff.Moaningandgroaning

inmyear.

Myphonerings,weignoreit.



Myhandsholdingontheheadboard,tightlyasI

bumpandswayontopofhim,he’ssmacking

andgrabbingmybuttharderthemoreImove

onhim,Ifeelmylegstremblingasthepressure

buildsup,mymoaningisoutofmycontrolat

thispoint,soisZane’sloudgroaning.

Bothourphonesring,nonstop.Webothignore

them.

Myboobs,hangingandbouncingoverZane’s

face,Ifeelmybodyreleaseanotherseriesof

explosivepleasuresallovermybody,Imoan,

loudlyashepullsmywaistcloserandtighterto

him,hefollowswithaloudgroanandreleases

hiswarm juicypleasuresinsideofme.Ilaymy

headonhissweatychest,feelinghisfast

beatingheartpacingthroughmyface.Outof

breathbutfullysatisfied,Ireachformyphone.

Hequicklytakesitawayfrom me.

“Nocellphones,remember?”hesays,throwing



itonthefloor,hebeginstokissme.

Hisphonesringsagain.

“Zane,yourphone.”Isay,heignoreme

“It’sprobablywork,theycanfixwhatever

problem theyhave.”hesays,inbetweenhissoft

warm kisses.

“Somethingdoesn’tfeelright,ourphones

haven’tstoppedringinginthepast20minutes.”

Isay,pullingawayfrom hisseduction.

“Seewhoitisandgetthatjuicybuttbackhere.”

hesaysasIgetoffthebedtocheckmyphone.

Missedcallsfrom Thandi,Queenmotherand

Zazi.

There’satextfrom Zazi“Getherenow,the

Sokwetribeisattackingeveryone.”

Ohshit!

“Zane,theSokwetribeisattackingeveryoneat

thepalace.Let’sgo.”Isayandheimmediately



jumps

“You’renotgoingthere,you’repregnant.Stay

here,I’llgocheckitout.”Hesays.

“Icantstayhere,Ihavetobepresent,Iknow

whythey’remad.TheythinkIhadtodowith

Isolethu’sdecisionofbanningukuthwala.”Isay,

hepausesforawhilewhiletienghisshoes.

“Doyouhaveanythingtodowithit?”heasks

“No”Isay,avoidingeyecontact.“ButIhaveto

bethere,Icanconvincethem toseethingsour

waylikeIdidwithourpeople.”Isay

“Youdon’tnegotiatewithangrytribemembers.

You’renotgoing.Stayhere.”hesaysandleaves

beforeIcouldgetawordin.

Mxm.I’m furious,tryingtocallZazibuthisline

isbusy,soisThandi’s.IfinallygetaholdofZinzi.

“What’sgoingondownthere?”Iask,thereare

riotnoisesattheback,screamingandshouting.



“Thesepeopleareangry,beatingeveryoneand

everythinginfrontofthem.where’sZane,he

needstocomesortthisoutnow.It’sreally

bad.”Hesays,shouting.

“Where’sNgcwali?Where’sThandiandyour

mom,Icantgetthroughtothem.”Iask,

anxiously

“ThandiisinsidethehousewithNgcwali,they’re

safe.Mom istryingtogathertheguardstohelp

out.I’m outsidewithZazi,he’scallingthepolice.

They’regettingclosertothegate,thesepeople

arereallyangry.…”hesaysandpausesbutIcan

hearhisbreathingandtheriotnoises.

“Zinzi?”Isay,

“Nandi?Nandipha!Letgoofher,getyourhands

offofher.”hescreamsandthelinecuts.

Ohgosh!Whatisshedoingthere,shewas

supposetostaywithMakhulu.WTF

Ineedtogo,thisismymess.



IgrabtheclosestclothesIcouldfind-mygrey

hoodieandsweatpantsset,adoekandwear

mysneakers.Iruntothegarageanddriveout

withmyJeep.

Thevillageischaotic,peoplerunningtowards

theroyalpalacedirection,eachcarryinga

weapontofightback.Iuseadifferentgate,

awayfrom thecrowd.Iruntothekitchendoor,

walkinandthestaffisallhere,scaredand

confused.

“AaahZanozu….”

“Where’sZane?Where’sBangcwalise?”Icut

them offbeforetheycouldfinishtheirgreeting

formalities,thisisnotthetime.They’reall

lookingatme,funny,onehasn’ttakenhereyes

offmysweatpants.

Ohshit,Iforgot,Ineedtofindaskirt

immediatekybeforeanymemberoftheroyal

councilseesme.



IquicklyruntoThandi’sroom,she’s

immediatelystartledbymyentrance.Ngcwaliis

asleep.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?Youcan’tbein

spaceslikethese?HowcouldZaneletyou

comehere?”shesays,speakinginhersoft

voice.

“Hedoesn’tknowI’m here,Nandiisintrouble,

canyouborrowmeaskirtordressplease”Iask,

“Didn’tNandileave?whatkindoftrouble?

Whereisshe?”sheasks,whilesearching

throughherwardrobe,shefindsawrapskirt

andIwrapitaroundmywaist,overthesweat

pants.

“She’shere,outside.Thepeoplecausingthis

riotarefrom thetribeshewassupposeto

marryto,they’remadthatIsoruledagainst

ukuthwalaandsuspectthatIhadsomethingto

dowithit.”Isay,wrappingascarfaroundmy



waistandtighteningthedoekonmyhead.She

stilllooksconfused

“Whywouldtheysuspectyouhadsomethingto

dowithit?whatdidyoudo?”sheasks

“I’llexplainlater.”Isay,hurryingoutofthedoor,

downthepassage.Icanhearherscream my

nameandthreateningtocallZane.Atthispoint

Idon’tcareifheseesme,I’m worriedabout

Nandi,Iwassupposetokeephersafe,I

promisedAunt’KholekaI’lltakeoverthat

promiseshemadetoNandi’sfatherbeforehis

brutalpassing.

Theguardsarealreadyoutandfightingback,

chasingtheSokwetribemembersawayfrom

thegate.There’sdustallovertheplace,spears,

axesandmetalpolesflyingintheair,ragefills

theairasIinhalesomeofitindustform,

coughingasImakemywaypasttheguards,I

seeZinzifightingback,withcryingNandi

behindhim.



“Nandipha!”Iscream,Itrytohurrytowardstheir

directionbutahandpullsmyback.

It’sZane.

“Itoldyoutostayathome.Areyoutryingtoget

killed?”heask,furiouslyashepullsmeaway

from thecrowd.

“GohelpZinzi,they’retryingtotakeNandipha.”I

scream,heignoresme.Ipullmyselffrom him

andrunwithallmypower,notlookingback,to

thecrowd.Pushingtheguardsoutofmyway,I

pullofNandiandruntowardsthekraal.Zazi

followsbehindus,sodoestheSokwetribemen

whowerealreadyinsidetheyard.

“Stopcryingandrun.”IsaytoNandi,whokeep

lookingbehindher.

“Zinzisumzi!”shescreamswhilepullingaway

from me.Whyisshestopping?

Sherunsback.IseeZinzionthefloorwithtwo

menoverhim.Igrabanoldplumbingpipeand



runtowardsthem,hittingonewithitwhile

Nandithrowsstonesatheother.

“Zinzigetup.”Ishout.Zazicomesrunningwith

abucketofhotsteamingwater.

“Move!”hescreamsandwestepawayfrom the

men,hethrowsthewaterontotheSokwetribe

men.Theycryangrilyandweallrunbacktothe

house,allthewaytoThandi’sroom.

“WhatiswrongwithyouBuhle?Areyoutrying

tokillmykids?“he’sraisinghisvoice,face

coveredinrage.

“IwastryingtohelpNandi,Iaskedyoutobut

youwouldn’tlisten.Thosepeoplecameeher

withamission.”Isay.He’sstillangry,walking

towardsme.

“Soyouthought,withyour6monthpregnancy

thatyou’llfightbackthosemen?Puttingmy

childrenindanger?Areyoustupid?”heshouts,

he’sreallyangry.



“Youdon’tknowanythingaboutwhatisgoing

onoutthere?youdon’tknowwhattheywere

goingtodotoNandiwhentheygother.And

don’tyouevercallmestupidagainZanemvula.”

Iscream backathim.Thanditriestocalm us

down.

“You’llwakethebaby,keepyourvoicesdown.

Besides,everyoneissafenow,thepolicehave

alsoarrived.”Shesays.

“Idon’tcareaboutwhatthosepeoplewant,I

careaboutyouandmychildren.Youputyour

lifeindangerforwhat?You’rethemost

stubbornandselfishpersonIknow.”Hesays,

stillshouting.

Myheartsinksintomybodyandeverypartof

myfleshbeginstoache.
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“SelfishZanemvula?I’m selfish?After

everything,Ihavedonetopleaseyourfucken

tribeandthiscouncil?Ihavetoreducemy

ambitionstoremainthishumbleQueenwife,

I’vechangedmyentirelifeforyouandyour

familyandyou’regoingtocallmeselfishfor

savingNandiwhoIgotintothismess?Youare

callingmeselfishfortryingtosaveyourbrother

whowasintroublewiththeSokwetribe?Outof

thethingsI’vedonetomakeyouandthisfamily

happy,youcallmeselfish.”Isay,tearsrolling

downmycheeksasIfeelthesharppainof

betrayalinmyheart.Mybodybeginstotremble,

themorehiswordsringinmymind,Ifeelmy

pressurerisingasmybreathingescalates.



“Everyday,I’m crying,beatingmyselfupfornot

beingabletojuggleeverything,justtomakeyou

proud.Everydaytoputmyselfinuncomfortable

spacesforthistribeandthesepeople,being

mockedforsoundingdifferentandnotlooking

likeatypicalHlubiQueen.EverydayIwalkpast

peoplewholaughbehindmybackandIhaveto

staystrongandkeepitmovingbecauseIwant

tomakeyouproudandyetyoustillcallme

selfish.”Ifeelthelumpinmythroatclosingout

airfrom mylungs,I’m cryingandIfeelangrier,I

wanttoscream butmymouthisdry.Myfists

aretightlyclosed,mynailspiercingthroughmy

skin.

“Calm downZano.”Thandisays

Ipullripthewrapskirtshegavemeandthrowit

atZane.IwalkovertothebedandgetNgcwali

“LeaveNgcwalialone,”Zanesays

“What?youthinkI’m incapableoftakingcareof



mychild?I’m selfishanduselessaswell?Out

ofmywayplease.”Isay,hestandsandtriesto

pullNgcwalioffmyhands,shewakesup.

“Guysplease,calm down.Sortthisoutwithout

thebaby.Let’sgivethem someroom.”Zazi

says,takingNgcwalioffmyhands.Theyall

leavetheroom.

“Ishouldn’thavecalledyouselfish,Iwasangry

atyouforputtingyourlifeindanger.”Hesays

“Youcan’ttakebackthatbetrayalZane,I

thoughtwewereinthistogether.Ialreadyfeel

likeshitfornotmeetingeveryone’s“Queen”

standardsandyetyouthrowsuchwordsatme,

knowingdamnwellhowmuchItry.It’shardfor

andofallpeopleyouknowit’shard.”Isay,still

crying.

“IknowbutwhydidyoucomeherewhenItold

youtostaybehind?Whywouldyouputmeina

placeofworry?YouknowhowIfeelaboutyou



andthekids,Iwouldn’tforgivemyselfif

anythingweretohappentoyou.”Hesays

“IheardZinziscreamingNandi’snameandI

knewyouwouldn’tknowwhatwasgoingon,so

Ihadtocomeandhelpthem,”Isay,helooks

confused.

“Whatdoyoumean?”heasks.Ifreeze.Ican't

tellhim,atleastnotnow,he’llhatemeforever.

“It’sjustthatIknowtheSokwemenwereangry

aboutIso’srulingandthinkIhadsomethingto

dowithit.whenIheardZinziscreamingfor

NandiIknewthosemenwoulddosomethingto

hurtherforrunningaway.ZaneIpromised

aunt’KholekathatI’dtakecareofNandi,I

couldn’tjuststayathomeanddonothing.I

knowIshouldn’thaveactedthewayIshould

andI’m sorryforthat.”Isay,hepullsmecloser

andhugsme.

“Don’tgetintoanyfightsplease,staysafeall



thetime.Ican’tloseyouandthechildren.Istill

needyou,Ngcwalitoo.”Hesays,huggingme

tighter.“I’m sorrybaby,IhurtyouandI’m really

sorry.Iappreciateyousomuch.Iloveyou.”He

says.

“Iloveyoutoo.”Isay.

Thandiwalksintheroom.

“Theroyalcouncilishere,theywantameeting

withbothofyou,immediately,”Thandisays.

Ugh,I’m notevendressedappropriatelyfor

them.ZaneandThandiseethepaniconmy

face.

“I’llaskNonjezutofindyousomeofherold

traditionalattires,followme.”shesaysandIdo

asshesays.

Themeetinghasstarted,we’reallseatedatthe

diningtableintheroyalhouse,ZaneandI

seatedonthefarendofthetable,withthe

membersonbothsidesofthetable,fouron



eachside.Theydon’tlookhappyatall,their

facestense,notflinchingatthemildjokesZane

ismakingtolightenthemood,Iknowwhat

they’rethinking,they’reblamingme,theyalways

do.

“Whogaveyouthego-aheadtoinvolve

ooSokweinyourprojectwithoutconsultingwith

usfirst?Youdon’tgettomakesuchbig

decisionswithoutconsultingtheroyalcouncil?”

ThecouncilChairpersonsays

“HowcouldyouletthishappenZanemvula?

“Theothermemberasks.

“Doyouknowwhatthishascreated?Areyou

readyforatribewar?”Anothersays.

“Iunderstandyourfrustrationsbutthisisnot

ourfault,noonewasforcedintoanyruling,it

wasaninvitationtojointheinitiative,Sokwe

needstostoppointingfingersanddealwithhis

tribeissues.”Zanesays



They’renothappywithZane’sresponse,looking

ateachotherindisbelief.

“MaHlubi,astheKingsaid,Isolethuandthe

councilofSokweallmadethatdecisionby

themselves,nooneforcedthem tomakethe

ruling.Ineverbroughtuptheissuewithyou

becausemytitleallowsmetotakecontroland

fullresponsibilityforprojectsinmyprogramme.

Theinitiativewillbegoodforthefutureofthe

younggirlsinthevillages,givingthem achance

tobewhatevertheywanttobeandnothave

culturedecideforthem.”Isay,they’restillnot

convinced,shakingtheirheadsindisbelief.

I’m actuallypissedbecausethisisquitesimple

andneedsnoexplanation.

“Wouldyouratherhaveyourdaughtersmarried

offtooldmen,abductedandthrownintoa

homewherethey’reforcedtohavesexwithold

men?isthatthekindoffutureyouwantfor

younggirlsinthisvillage,brideslaves?Isthat



whatyouthinkisokay?Becauseifitis,thenwe

haveanevenbiggerproblem becauseIwillnot

ruleanationwithpeoplelikeyou.Anewroyal

councilwillhavetobeelectedandwe’llletthe

villagedecide.”Isay,theygroaninanger,Zane

triestohidehissubtlesmilebutfails.

“IthinkQueenZanozukohasspoken,everything

isclear.We’releadingthevillageintoafuture

wheretraditionsencourageouryouthinto

becomingbetterversionsoftheirparentsand

ancestors,we’releadingatribethatwantstheir

childrentothrivesuccessfullywhilemakingit’s

villageproudallovertheworld.”Hesays,the

groaningissilent,eachindeepthoughts.

“AsfortheissuewithSokwe,I’llsortitout,Igot

throughIsolethuthefirsttime,Icandoitagain.

Sowhatelsedoweneedtodiscuss?Thedate

forelectingthenewroyalcouncil?”Iaskthey’re

uncomfortable.

“Uhm,Zanozuko,wehearyouandwe



understandthevision,we’rewillingtoworkwith

youandKingZanozukoinbuildingabetter

futureforamaHlubiandthevillageofKhumba.”

Thechairpersonsays,andtheyallwillinglynod

withhim.Thoughtasmuch,Iknewthey’dnever

giveupallthisroyalfortunefora‘supposed’

tribewarthatwon’tevenhappen.

“Ithinkitisimportantwemeetupwiththe

Sokweroyalcounciltofindcommonground

beforetheirpeopletakethistoofar.Maybenext

Friday?Thesoonerthebetter.”Oneofthe

memberssays.Finallysomeonesays

somethingsmart.

“Ithinkthat’sagoodidea,Isecondthat.”Isay,

Zanelooksatmeweirdly.

“NextFridayisyourbirthday.”Hesays

Ohgosh,Iforgot.

“Whydidn’tyousaythat?Haveyoustartedwith

thepreparations?Whenarehandingout



invitations,youneedtonotifyotherKingdoms

intime,everyone’sdiariesarefull.Howmany

Kingdomsdidyouinvite?”Thechairpersonasks.

Mymindisimmediatelyoverwhelmedbythe

questions.

“Iwasn’tplanningaparty,IthoughtZaneandI

couldgoawayfortheweekend.”Isay,theylook

disgusted,likethedayIfirstmetthem atthe

churchandsaidtheirclannameswrong.Going

awaywithmyhusbandformybirthdayisan

insult?

“Nosuchwillbedone,theentiretribeand

villagecelebratethebirthdayoftheQueenwith

alltheneighbouringkingdoms.It’soneofthe

biggesteventsoftheyear,ithastobedone.”

Thechairpersonsays,withcertainty.He’snot

askingiftheycanthrowmeabigparty,he’s

tellingmeitshappeningandthere’snothingI

candoaboutit.

“Andyou’repregnant,youcan'tbewandering



aroundatyourstate.”Theothermembersays.

“Butisn’titalittlebittoolatetoorganizeallof

that?”Iask

“CallNonjezu,she’llsorteverythingout.”he

saysandmyeyespopout.IfZane’smom is

planningthispartyImightaswelldierightnow,

Nonjezudoesn’tholdbackwithpartyplanning.

Nothingistoosmallorinsignificant,shewill

makesurethateveryonewhostepsinthisparty

knowswho’spartyitisandwhytheywere

invited.I’m worried.

Shewalksthroughthedoorandstandsnextto

Zane.

“Wehaveacrisis,Zanozuko’sbirthdayisnext

weekFridayandtheyhaven’tplannedanything.”

Thecouncilmembersays.Shelooks

disappointed.

“Whydidn’ttheysayanything?Icanpull

throughsomestringsandmakeithappen.I’ll



callinthevillagewivestohelpout,it’sshort

noticebutI’m surewecanpulltogether

somethingdecent.”shesays.Herkindof

decentiselephantsmeetingusatthegate

whilewalkingonarealZebraskincarpetthat

leadstoa1000packedvenue,traditional

dancersallovertheplaceandfireworksgoing

offaftereveryspeech.I’m worriedandforsome

reason,Zanefindsmyreactionfunny.Idon’tdo

wellwithcrowdsandbeingcelebrated.

“Orwecouldjusthaveanintimatedinnerwith

thefamilyandclosefriends,youdon’thaveto

gotoallthattrouble,”Isayandtheirfacesare

sendingallkindsofcurses.

“Andgetbadmouthedforbeingstingyandnot

includingthevillageinfamilycelebrations,

never.Igotthis.”Nonjezusaysandtheyall

continuewithplanningmybirthdaypartythatI

havenosayin,noonebotheredtoaskwhat

foodordrinksIwouldliketohave.Seatingat



theendofthetable,beingshutoutofmy

birthdaycelebrationplanning,Idon’tknowhow

Ifeelaboutthisbutfightingitwillonlymake

thingsworse.

“Youmustbehungry,”Zanesays

“Hungry?Canyounotseewhatishappening

here”Iwhisperinhisear,pointingatthe

meetingheldaboutmyparty.

“It’soutofyourcontrolatthispointbaby,the

dayyoubecameQueenisthedayyousignedto

giveawayanyrightstoyourownbirthday

celebrations.Let’sgoseewhatThandicooked

inthekitchen.”Hesays,standingandopening

hishandtohelpmeup.Wegotothekitchen

andNgcwaliiseatingwhatseemslikepumpkin

andcreatingamessinfrontofher.

“What’swiththelongfaces?”Sheasks

“MamaandthecouncilareplanningZanozuko’s

party,she’sworried.”Zanesays



“Oh,Nonjezuwillinviteeveryoneshegiftedin

thepastyear,it’sgoingtobebig.”shesaysand

theylaugh.IwishIfoundthisamusingasthey

do.

“Relaxbaby,youcaninviteeveryoneyouwant,

chooseyourownsectionwiththem,you’ll

hardlyhaveconversationswithanyonethat

night,justtheonesyouknowinyourowncircle.

Mamawilldoallthemingling,she’sgoodatit.”

hesaysandIfeelalittlebitbetter.

“I’m hungry,whatdoyouhaveThandi?”Iask,

theylookrelievedbymychangeofattitude.

“I’m makingdumplingandchickenstew.Havea

seatI’lldishupforyou.”Shedoesjustthatand

weallhavelunchwhileNonjezuandthecouncil

memberscontinuewiththeplanning.

Ineedtosendinvitationstomyfamilyand

friendsinEdernvillebecausethat’stheonly

thingIcandointhisplanning,everythingelseis



handledforme.
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Ihadadayofbacktobackmeetingsintown

withpotentialvendorsandartistswhowantto

bepartofthefestival.It’spast4pm andI’m on

mywaytoZaneandI’sfavoriterestaurant,to

fetchadinnerorderIplaced.LasagnaandI’ll

grabsomesaladingredientsatthesupermarket,

that’stheonlythingI’m comfortablemaking,it

reallydoesn’trequiremuchthought,youjust

throwineverythinginabowl,noworries.Maybe

ifIreallyhadthetimetolearnhowtocookI



wouldbutIdon’t,ughwhoam Ikidding,I’m not

reallyinterestedinit.Idon’tunderstandthe

pressureplacedonwomentolearnhowto

cookbecauseifitwasadestinedgenderedtrait,

allfemaleswouldbebornwithitasabuilt-in

traitintheirwomanhoodbutweweren’tso

everyoneneedstochill.I’m carelessly

wanderingaroundthesupermarketlikeIknow

whatI’m lookingfor,Idon’tdogroceryshopping

thatmuchbutI’m tryingtokeepmycoolbutI’m

certainIwillnotfindcherrytomatoesinthe

toiletriesaisle,soIcontinuewalkinglikeIknow

whatI’m doing.Betweengettinglostatthe

grocerystoreandgettingweirdstaresfrom

peoplewhoareonlynoticingmybelly,mymind

istellingmetodropeverythingandbuyasalad

attherestaurantatthelodge.

“HiBuhle.”Acalm voicebehindmestartlesme

“Hi,Sihle.”Isay,wavingatherasshewalks

closer.Likeeveryoneelseatthissupermarket,



hereyesaregluedtomybelly.

“Wow,whendidthishappen?Idon’tremember

seeingyoulikethisatthereunion.”Shesays

shelookssurprised

“Myoutfithiditverywell.Howareyou?”Iask

“JustalittleboredbutI’m happytobethisside

withmyfiancé,howareyou?”shesays,flashing

herperfectteeth,flippingher20inchdeepwave

weaveoffherflawlesspaleface.Hereyes

attractingallthelightsinthestore,shemakes

casuallooksexyinhergreysweaterwith

washedoffjeans.

“I’m good,justbusywithwork.Yeah,Khumba

canbeveryslowcomparedtothefast-paced

lifeofEdernville,how’sthejobatthelodgeso

far?”Iask,shesmiles.

“It’sbeengreat,thestaffandIgetalongsowell.

Zanetoldmeyourecommendedme,thankyou.

“Ihonestlyneededhim tooffloadabitand



focusonhisotherprojects,I’m sureyourfiancé

ishappytohaveyouthisside,”Isay,shesmiles

widely.

“He’sveryhappy,weevenhaveenoughtimeto

planfortheweddingnow,ohspeakofthe

devil.”Herphonesringing,she’ssmilingfrom

eartoearassheanswersit.

Ican’tbelieveourconversationisflowing,

talkinglikesheisn’tmyhusbands'highschool

sweetheart.

“Ohgottogo,apparentlyI’vebeengonefortoo

longandI’m alreadybeingmissed.Seeyou

around.”Shesays

“Ohlisten,I’m havingabirthdaycelebrationthis

Friday,I’dliketoinviteyouandyourfiancé,it’ll

beattheamaHlubiroyalpalace,”Isay,she

smiles

“ThankyouBuhle,we’redefinitelycoming.Is

thereatheme?ImeanyouaretheQueenof



amaHlubi,Idon’twanttoshowupasbasic

Betty.”Shesays,almostlaughing.

“HonestlyIhavenoidea,butknowingmy

mother-in-law,takeoutyourbestsetofclothing,

evenI’m intimidatedbymyownparty,”Isayand

welaugh.

“Greatthen,extravagantitis,”shesays

“SeeyouFridaythen,”Isayandwepartways.I

seewhatZanelikedinher,sheseemsfun,very

kind,andgenuine.

…………………………………….

I’m keepingmylasagnaisintheoventokeepit

warm,readytobeserved,mysaladis

assembled,MaJolahasalreadyleftand

Ngcwaliiswatchinghercartoonsatthetvroom.

Zaneshouldbehomeinacoupleofminutes

now.LetmequicklycallIsotocheckuponher.

“Hello,Iso”Isay



“Hey”shereplies

“Howareyoudoing?”Iask

“Whatdoyouwant?”shequicklybrushesme

off,soundingcoldandirritated.

“Ijustwantedtoaskyoutotalktoyourcouncil

abouttheruling,someSokweresidentscame

tothepalaceandattackedeverythingand

everyoneinfrontofthem,Ithoughtyousaid

thisrulewasalsoapprovedbythe….”

“IgotyouwhatyouwantedZano,Idon’t

understandwhatmoreyouwantmetodo.I’ve

sacrificedalotwiththatruling,Idon’thave

anythingelsetogive,soplease,dealwithit.”

shesnapsatme.Thisisweird,whyisshe

actinglikethis.

“Isothesepeopleareinitiatingatribalwar,both

tribescannotaffordthatrightnow,especially

withupcomingeventsofthefestivalwherewe’ll

behostinginvestors.Soplease,ifthere’s



somethingthatyouknow,letmeknow.”Isay

andshetakesadeepbreathandreleasesa

heavysigh.

“YouknowhowstubbornSokwemenare,they

willnotrestuntilbloodisshed.Iheardthem

planning…..Ihavetogo.”sheisstartledand

immediatelycutsthecall.

Whatjusthappened.Ineedtoknowwhatthose

menareplanningandIwhywassheacting

weirdthroughoutthephonecall.Zaneneedsto

doubleuptheguardsatthepalaceandour

home,I’m nottakinganyrisks,surelythisis

seriousthatIthought.

Zane’svanpullsuponthedriveway,lighting

thewholeTVroom,that’sNgcwali’scuetorun

tothedoorandscream ‘tatavula’.Hewalks

throughthedoorasIplaceourdinneronthe

diningtable,helooksimpressedandconfused

butmostlyconfusedatwhathewalkedintome

wearinganapron,withfoodonmyhands.



“Hibaby.”Hesays,reachingforakisswhilehis

eyeswanderaroundthetable.

“Hellomylove,howwaswork?”Isay,he’s

smilingsowide,allhisteethareexposed.

“Mydaywasgoodbaby,howwasyourday?”he

asksasIhelphim takeoffhisjacket.

“Itwasgoodmylove,endedearly,soIdecided

topreparedinnerforus.Well,withinthecontext

ofmydefinitionofpreparingdinner.”Isayand

helaughs.

“Iappreciateitbaby,thankyou.”Hesays.We

sayashortprayerandweeat.

Hecontinuestotellmehesawthreebigtrucks

attheroyalpalaceoffloadingsomethingsfor

theparty.Honestly,I’vegivenuponwhatthe

partywillbeandwhowillbethere.I’veinvited

myfamilyinEdernvilleandthat’sallI’m looking

forwardto,seeingthem,especiallyThami.

“IranintoSihleatthesupermarket,Iinvitedher



andherfiancétotheparty,”Isay,hegivesmea

weirdstare.“What?”Iask

“Youlikeher.”hesays

“She’scoolplusshesaidshedoesn’thave

muchtodoaroundheresoIfiguredshecould

come.Isthereaproblem?”Iask.Heshakeshis

head

“Notatallbaby,she’syourguestafterall.Now,

where’sdessert?”hesays,smilingandwinking.

“You’relookingatitbutIneedtobathNgcwali

andputhertobed.Givemeafewminutesand

I’llbeyourcaramelpudding.”Isay,plantinga

kissonhischeek.

“Can’twaittotastethat.”hesays,spankingmy

buttasIwalktoNgcwali’sroom.Hestays

behindtoclearthetable.

WhileNgcwalisplashesthewatermyphone

rings,it’sMakhulu.



“MoloMakhulu.”Igreetinhighspirits.

“Molomntanam.”Shesays,calmly.

“Areyouokay?”Iask,shetakesadeepsigh

beforeanswering.

“Yourgrandfatherhasbeenadmittedinhospital,

hiscoughingkeptgettingworse,todayhe

collapsedwhilewateringhisgarden,thankGod

fortheyoungboysthatsawhim.”shesays.

Myheartdropstomystomach.Iknowhislungs

hadissuesbutIthoughthewasokay,his

medicationmadehim betteraftermyfather

tookhim tothespecialistinEdernville.

“We’llhavetoreferhim tothehospitalin

Edernville,theyhavemoreequipmentand

doctorswhospecializeinhisillness.I’llmake

somecallsandseeifwecandothat

tomorrow.”Isay.

“That’llbegreatmntanam,ohthankyouJesus,

he’llgetthehelphedeserves.”Makhulusays,



praisingwithjoy.“Hewasreallylookingforward

tothepartyyouknow.”Shesays

“Ohh,I’vebeensobusythatIhaven’tmadetime

toseehim.I’llgotohospitalfirstthing

tomorrow.”Isay,feelingthesadnesscreeping

uponme.

“Don’tbemadatyourselfmntanam,he’sgoing

tobealright.Hejustneedssomeadvanced

doctorstotakecareofhim.Goodnight.Send

mygreetingstoBhunganeandthelittle

Ngcwali.”Shesaysandweendthecall.

Mymoodhasreallydropped,IhavetocallKat

andaskifshecanpullsomestringsfor

Tamkhulu.

IwrapNgcwaliinhertowel,dryher,moisturize

herandgiveherhermilkbottle.She’salready

sleepy,eyesslowlyshuttingasherfavourite

animalsoundsplayinthebackground.After

minutesofwatchingherresistsleep,shefinally



givesinanddosesoff.

Zaneisinbed,onhisphone.Henoticesmy

moodandseatsup.

“Areyouokaybaby?”heasks

“Tamkhuluisinhospital.ZaneIhaven’tseen

him inawhile,theonlyconnectionIhaveofmy

mother.I’vebeensocaughtupwithworkthat

I’vetotallyneglectedtheonesIlove,you,

Ngcwali,Tamkhulu,Ihaven’tspokentomy

fatherindays.Everydaygoesbywithout

speakingtothem andnotrealizingwe’reliving

onborrowedtimes.”Tearsrolldownmycheeks,

hewalksuptomeandhugsme.

“It’sokaybaby,weallgetbusy.He’sgoingtobe

fine,plus,you’llseeallyourfamilyattheparty

onFriday.Don’tcrybaby.”Hesays,holdingme

tighttohischest.

“IneedtocallKat,IwanttotransferTamkhulu

toaspecialistinEdernville.”Isay.



“That’sagoodidea,callherbaby.”Hesaysand

seatsnexttome.

IcallKatandluckilysheknowsaspecialistina

hospitalclosetoDad’sandMam’Gloria’snew

home.Sheevenofferedtoadministerthewhole

process,ughI’m sohappytohavepeopletorely

onondayslikethese.Ihavebeenblessedwith

somethingIhavebeenprayingforforyearsand

nowthatIfinallyhaveit,im toocaughtupinthe

spreeoftheblessingswithouttakingaminute

toshowgratitude.Ineedsometimetomyself

andmyfamily,IthinkitstimeItookmy

maternityleave,thegirlsatworkwillcope

withoutmeandiftheyneedme,Icanwork

from home.Ineedtospendthenextfour

monthsofmypregnancyathome,surrounded

bymyloves.

“Katwillsorteverythingout.”Isay.

“Comehere.”hepullsmeinandspoonsme

from behind.Hisvoicebehindmyear,warm



feettangledtogetherwithmine.“He’sgoingto

befinebaby.”Hesays.

“Iwanttotakemymaternityleave,tomorrow.”I

sayandIfeelhisheartpauseforaminutethen

hehugsmetighter.

“Idon’twantyoutofeelpressuredintodoing

thingstopleaseother,I’dloveforyoutorest

butIdon’twantyoutofeellikemarryingme

restrictsyoufrom doingthingsyoulove.”he

saysandIturntofacehim.

“IknowmyloveandIappreciatethatbutIneed

toslowdownwithworkandbepresentwithmy

family.Imissedmyfathers’birthday,Ihaven’t

spokentothem inawhile,I’m alwayshomelate,

Ifeeloutoftouchwithmyfamilyandthat

doesn’tsitwellwithme,especiallywith

Tamkhulubeingsick.Ijustneedtospendtime

home.”Isay,hekissedmyforehead.

“I’llsupportyoubaby.”Hesays



“Thanksmylove,Iloveyou.”Isaykissinghim.

“Come.”Helaysmyheadonhischestandrubs

mybuttwithhisotherhand.

“Iwassupposetobeyourcaramelpudding.”I

say,hegigglesalittle.

“Icanstillhaveasweetbreakfast.”Hesays,

grabbingmybutttight.Ilaugh.“Iloveyou

Zano.”Hesays.

Ilistentohisheartbeatslowlysettletoacalmer

beat,pouncinginmyear,hypnotizingmeinto

deepsleep.

…………………………………………
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“Pleasemakesurehe’scomfortable,warm and

hydrated.Also,Ithinkit’sbestyoutaketwo

nurseswithhim insteadofone,justtobesafe.

Andmoreblanketsplease,thesearetoothin,

itscold.”Isaytuckingthethinbrownfleeceon

bothsidesofTamkhuluaswestandoutsidethe

hospital.

“Hlehletheyknowwhatthey’redoingmntanam,

he’llbefine,”Makhulusays,huggingmefrom

behind.

“Theycould’veatleastusedahelicopter,this

long-distancedriveisnotsomething

Tamkhulu’shealthcanhandle.MaybeIshould

callKatandseewhattheycando.”Isay,tears

fallingdownmycheeks.

“NoHlehle,it’sgoingtobefine.Theseyoung

menandthisladywilltakegoodcareofme,I’ll

bebacksoondon’tworry.You’vedonesomuch



formealready.”Tamkhulusays,strugglingto

finishasentencewithouttakingdeepbreathes.

Isqueezehishandtight,unabletoholdbackmy

tears.“Pleasecallmeimmediatelywhenyou

getthere,dadandMam’Gloriawillvisityou

beforetheycomethissidefortheparty.Ilove

youTamkhuluandI’m sorryIneglectedyou

thesepastmonths,Igotcaughtuponworkand

royalduties.”Isay,heshakeshishead.

“Mychild,you’vemadethesepasttwoyearsthe

bestyearsofmylife,givingmethepeaceI’ve

alwaysprayedforallmylife,havingapieceof

mydaughter,adaughterInevergottoseeand

holdinmyhands.Youaretheblessingthat

completedme,Iam atpeacemntanam,Ican

neverbemadatyou,you’reyoung,lifehasalot

toofferandyourhappinessiswhatshouldsum

itup.Domoreofthosethingsthatbringyoujoy

andyou’llneverregretadayinyourlife.”he

says,smilingatmeashiseyesslowlyshutthe



widerhesmiles.

“I’llcometovisityouimmediatelyafterthe

party.”Isayhugginghim.

“Wehavetogo.”thenursesaysandIpullback.

“Seeyousoon.”Isayastheypushhisbedinto

thebackoftheambulance.

“Happybirthdaymzukulwane”hesaysashe

slidessomethingwrappedinasoftpinkclothin

myhand.

Islowlyunwrapit,it’sanecklacewithanoval

locket,Iopenitandmybodyshiverswith

emotions.Ithaspicturesofhim andmy

grandmotheronbothsidesoftheopened

locket.Myeyestearupagainandmybody

beginstotremble.Makhuluholdsmetightas

theambulancedrivesaway.

“He’sgoingtobealrightbabygirl,he’llgetall

thehelpheneedsandhe’llbebackbeforeyou

know,naggingyouaboutcookingforZaneand



givinghim morebabies.”ShesaysandIfind

myselflaughing.Hereallycanbeannoyingwith

thelectureshegivesmeaboutbeingagood

wifeandQueen.

IjustdroppedMakhuluatherhouseandI’m

makingmywaytothegallery.Theboywho

beggedmeforajob,Nkosi,hasbeenvery

helpfulinthefewweekshe’sbeenwithus,I

didn’tknowweneededhelpuntilhestarted

working.From cleaningaroundtheyard,helping

outwithmaintenanceandhelpingtheyoung

onesatthedancestudiowithsomedance

moves.

“Nkosi,here,havesometeaandsconesjustto

warm youup.”Isay,handinghim thetray.

“Enkosisisi”hesaysandwastesnotime.

Holdingbothsconesineachhand,bitingon

them oneaftertheother,hemust’vebeenreally

hungry.



“Youmustalwaystelltheladiesinsidewhen

you’rehungry,okay?”Isayandhenodswithhis

mouthfull.

Idoubtheevenhadanythingtoeattodayorthe

nightbefore.Tothinkthathehastogiveuphis

ownchildhoodandgoalsandfindworksohe

canprovideforhisfamilyisheartbreaking.He’s

tooyoungtobecarryingthismuch

responsibilityonhisshoulders.Whilehispeers

areatschool,kickingtheballaroundthevillage,

he’sworriedabouthisfamily’snextmeal.Ihave

tospeaktoZaneaboutthis,surelyhecan

assisthisfamilywithoneofhisprojects.

Attheoffice,theladiesareontheirteabreak,

theperfecttimetobreakthenews.

“Morningladies,”Isay,andtheyallsmileback

“Morningbosslady”theyareallreplyinsong.

“Great,Ihaveallofyouhere.Ihavesomenews

toshare.”Isayandtheyallseatuptofaceme.



“Morefunding?”onesharesherguess

“Iwish”Isays“I’m goingtotakemymaternity

leaveasoftoday.AndI'm leavingLindain

chargeofeverything.”Isayandthey’reall

surprised

“Iseverythingokaywiththebabies?”Lindaasks

“Yeah,they’regood.Ijustneedtotakeiteasy,

carryingthreebabiesisn’teasy,myfeetare

startingtolooklikewatermelons.Ineedtohide

beforeIblowup.”Isayandtheylaugh.“Ineed

youtotakecareofNkosi,makesureheeats

themomentheentersthatgate,I’llspeakto

Luzukoatthelodgetopreparehim lunchand

somethingtopackforhomeeveryday.”Isay

andtheynod.

“Thingsaren’tlookinggoodathim home.Iwish

wecandomore”Lindasays,withworryinher

eyes.

“I’llspeaktoZaneandseeifhecanhelpthem



throughoneofhisprojects.”Isayandshe

seemsrelieved.

“So,areyoureadyfortheparty?It’sdefinitely

goingtobethepartyofthecentury.”Oneofthe

ladiessaywithsomuchenthusiasm.

“Yeah,Iheardtheroyalfamilyfrom eSwatiniis

alsocoming.Aaahtheyareverygoodat

gifting.”Theothersays.

“I’m sonervous,Idon’tknow80%ofthepeople

that’llbethereonthatday,thisiswhyya’llneed

tobethere.Themorefamiliarfaces,thebetter.”

Isay

“Ialreadyhavemyoutfitready,allIneedis

royaltyworthyshoesandim goodtogo.Who

knows,maybeI’llmeetmyfuturePrincethere.”

Lindasayswavingherrighthandlikeabeauty

peagentwinner.

Acarhooterinterruptsthelaughterintheroom.

weallwalktowardsthedoor.



“Mzalaaaaaaaamolwenibethuna!”ItsThami,

upperbodyhangingoutofthefrontseat

windowlikeapoliticiangreetinghisfollowersin

amanifesto.

“Cuzzy!”Isay,movingasfastasIcan(Ican

movefasterbutIhavethreehumansbattling

forroom insideme)tothegate.

“Waow,you’rebigbigMzala”hesaysashe

walkstowardsmelookingatmybelly.He’s

wearingashinyblouserevealinghischest,

blacktightleatherskinnypantsandblack

sneakers,verydramaticanditlooks

uncomfortablebuthelooksgreatandhappy.

“Ohstopit,comehere”Isay,givinghim the

warmestandlongesthug.UghImissedhim so

much.I’m beginningtotearup.Xolawalks

slowlybehindhim.

“Ohstop,you’regoingtomakemecry”hesays,

wipingawaymytears.“You’restillworking?



amaHlubiarereallygoingeasyonyou.”Hesays

“Formakingmeweardressesanddoeks

everyday?Theybetterletmedowhateverthe

fuckIwant.”Isaysandwebothlaugh

“HiBuhle.”Xolamovescloserforahug

“HiXola,Ididn'texpectyouguystilllaterthis

evening.I’m sohappytoseeyou.”Isay,still

crying.

“Ohstopwiththetearsalready,wehavealotof

catchinguptodo.First,showmearound,Ican't

believeyoumadethishappenMzala.”Hesays,

admiringtheGallery.

Weallwalkinside,Iintroducethem totheladies

andshowhim aroundtheoffice.Xolaexcused

himself,hesaidsomethingaboutmeeting

someoneintown,honestly,weweren’tlistening

tohim,IwasallcaughtupinThami’sEdernville

gossip.

“Mzala,they’relikebeesinhoney,allovermy



man.Mine,Thamsanqa,theydon’tknowwell

enough.Iwasnothavingitonebit,chairswere

flying,wigsallovertheplace.Noonegetsto

lookatmymanwithoutmypermission,no

one.”hesaysandIhaven'tstoppedlaughing

eversincehestartedsharingaboutEdernville.

“Wecancontinuethisconversationathome,I

havewineandapantryfullofgrocery,youcan

cookandgettoseeyourdarlingniece,

Ngcwali.”Isuggestandhegivesmeaside-eye.

“Isthisyourwayofaskingmetocookforyou?”

hesays

“Ohcuz,Imissedyourdumplingandbutter

chickensomuch.”Isay,begginghim.

“Aslongasyouletmedrive.I’vebeentaking

lessonsandworkingongettingmylicense.I

needtopractice.”HesaysandInod.

AfewminuteslaterI’m holdingonfordearlife

asThamispeedsthroughthegravelroadfrom



thegallerytoourhouse.Ican’tevencomplain

muchbecauseIreallymisshiscookingand

withthewholeEdernvillefamilycomingdown,I

needhim topreparethegrandestdinnerforall

ofustonight.Sohecanspeedandbumpon

rocksandpotholesallhewants,aslongashe

getstocook,mybabieswillhavetoforgiveme

forthisdiscomfort.TheDrdidsaymovementis

goodforthebabies,right?!

…………………………………..
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OneofthethingsIusedtodream aboutwas



loveandlaughterthatfillsaroom somuchthat

everydoubtandinsecurityonehas,fadesaway.

Mydreamswerefilledwithvoicesechoing

soundsandwordsthatwarmedmyheartand

tickledmystomach,theairwouldbefilledwith

kindnessandaromasthatleftmyheartata

blissfulstate.Ihatedthesekindsofdreams

becausetheyremindedmeofhowhorriblemy

realitywas,itresemblednothingmysoul

yearnedfor.

Seatednexttomyhusband,who’srubbingon

myfastgrowingpregnancybelly,mybeautiful

daughter,strugglingwiththeoxtailboneinher

hand.Myfatherandhiswife,laughingand

lovingloudly,mycousinwithhisboyfriendhand

inhand,coloringtheroom withtheirbright

smiles,mygrandmother,aunt,andherdaughter,

confirmingmyworthinesstoallthatmyheart

desiresandsoulyearnsfor.

“Soyou’retellingusthatyougotthereand



withinamonthyouwerepromotedtohead

chef?”ZanetoThami

“ehBhuti,whenIgotthere,theywereserving

basicdisheswithnothinguniqueatall.Ishared

mysignaturecreamysampwiththem andthey

couldn’tstopaskingformore.Soiftheywere

reallyseriousabouttheirLodgeattractingmore

visitors,theyhadnochoicebuttogetmedeep

inthosepots.Theydon’tcallmethe‘Botwe

Kween’fornothing.”Hesaysandwealldiein

laughter.

“Andyousuredon’tdisappointbaby,”Xolasays

kissinghisboyfriend’scheek.

IneversawmelaninturnredbutThamiisclose

toit,blushinglikeacherrytomato,smile

stretchingwidelyacrosshisface.

“Bhungane,whatdidyoudotoconvinceBuhle

uhm….Zano,tohavethisbigbirthday

celebration?”Mydadasks



“Ididn’t,thecouncilandmymotherdidn’tgive

heranychoice.Imentionedthatit'sherbirthday

onFriday,thenextthingIseearebigtrucks

loadingoffheavyequipmentattheRoyal

Palace.”Hesays,they’realllaughing

“TrustNonjenzutopullupapartysobigata

shortnotice,thisisdefinitelygoingtobebigger

thanyourwedding.Isawthetents,theguest

list,it'sgoingtobemassive.”Thamisays

“Iheardtheroyalfamilyfrom Eswatiniis

comingandOlodo’sfrom Nigerialandedin

Edernvillethismorning,allIcantellyouisthat

thosefamiliesdon’tplaywhenitcomesto

gifting,from uncutdiamondstohectaresof

land.Nonjezuknowsthegameandhowits

played.”Mydadsays

“Mzalapleasespareachipofthatdiamond,

onecanneverknowwhentheymightneedit.”

hesayswinkingatXola.



“Ohistheresomethingyouwanttotellus?”

Aunt’Kholekasays,tryingsohardnottohide

theexcitementonherface.

Wealllookatthem waitingforananswer

“No,nothing,justthatImightneedit,Idon’t

know,”Thamisayswithanaughtysmileonhis

face,Xolaontheothersideispretendingtonot

hearawordofwhatissaidonthetable.

Whatisitwiththem?surelyThamiwould’ve

toldmeiftherewasindeedsomething.

“Nowstoplookingatusandyoumadam mogul,

who’sthiscreamymaninyourWhatsApp

statuses?”Thamisaysandalloureyesturnto

Aunt’Kholeka,wholookslikeshe’sabouttorun

andhideunderthetable.

“Ohcome’on,isthisspillthebeansdinner?I

thoughtwearehereforBuhle’sbirthdayparty,

let'sfocusonthat.”Shesays,blushingasshe

downshersweatymug,probablyfilledwithher



favoritebeverage.

Zane’sphonerings,heexcuseshimselfand

Ngcwalirunsafterhim.

“YoulooksohappyBuhle,yourskinisglowing,

youseem atpeace,”Katsayswithherwide

smile

“Thepregnancyglowisn’tamythafterall.”Isay

“I’m gladthatyou’vedecidedtotaketimeoffof

work,youneedtorestandenjoythelastweeks

ofcarryingthesepreciousones.”Shesays

“Iwasalsohappytohearshe’stakingthis

maternityleave,Buhleworkssohard,shereally

needstotakeiteasysometimes.”Makhulu

comesinwithher2cent

IwouldrollmyeyesbutIstopmyselfandsmile

withmymouthclosed.

“Shehasmoneytomake,shecan’tstaydown

toolong.Popthem outandgetbackonit



Buhleza”Aunt’Kholekasays,withamuchhigher

volume.Whatevershe’sdrinkingisdefinitely

workingitsmagic.

“Nooneissayingsheshouldn’tmakemoney,

it'sjustthatsheneedstopaceherself,Imean,

inherconditionandalltheresponsibilitiesshe

has,shecan’tbemovingatthispace,”Makhuku

says

“Yeah,shealsohashelpedhereathomewith

theNgcwaliandatwork,theladiesseem like

they’redoingquiteagoodjob.Soshecannow

relaxandjuststayhomeandrest.”Katsaysto

Mkahuluandtheycontinuegoingbackand

forth,givingsuggestionsonhowIshouldlive

mylifeandhandleallofthethingsIhaveinmy

life.

Myheadbeginstopoundalittleeverytimethe

words“relax”“responsibility”“motherhood”

“wife”“queen”flyacrossthetable.Thamiis

clearingupthetable,XolaandTysonarehaving



theirownconversation.

“Ineedthebathroom,”Isay,leavingthetable

anddraggingmyfeetdownthepassage.Ican

hearZane’svoicegettinglouderthecloserIget

toourbedroom,he’sshoutingonthephoneand

Ngcwaliisfastasleeponthelittlesofanextto

thewindow.Iwalkinandheimmediatelydrops

thecall.

“What’swrong?”Iask,stillfuming,eyeswide

open,hecheckshisphoneoverandoveragain

beforehereplies.

“It’swork,theymessedupordersfortheparty”

hefinallyspeaks.

“ohbaby,I’m surethey’llworksomethingout

withwhattheyhave,”IsayasIwalktothe

bathroom.“PleasetakeNgcwalitoherbed,my

love.”Ishoutfrom thebathroom andhereplies

“okay”anddisappears.

Ineedtoremoveallthismakeupandgetinto



somecomfortablenightwear.Ilightsome

candlesandapplymynightfacecream.

There’sasubtleknockonthedoor.

“comein,”Isay

“YouhaveabeautifulhomeBuhle.”Mam’Gloria

saysasshewalksinwithhereyeswandering

aroundtheroom.

ThankyouMa,Zanedidagoodjob.”Isay

“Andyoumadethehouseahome,fillingitwith

alltheloveandlaughter.It'ssowarm and

comfortable.”Shesays,inhersoftmonotone

voice.

“SometimesIdon’tevenseemyselfinit,itjust

feelsforeign,”Isay,mymindimmediately

regretssayingthis.Nx!Thiswomanhasaway

ofmakingmesaywhatmyheartfeels

regardlessofhowcautiousmymindis.

“You’vecreatedahomeforothersbutyouleft



yourselfatthegate,ithappens,whenweput

othersbeforeourselves.It’sgoodthatyou’ve

noticedthat.Whatwouldyousayhomeisfor

you?”Sheasksandmymindimmediately

slamsonthetable,nonono,we’renotdoing

this.

“Idon’tknow,somewhereIcanbeallIam

withoutreducingcertainpartsforcertain

people,spacewhereIfeelsafeandneededin,

wheremymindisstimulatedandmyheartis

grateful,whereIam onlyresponsibleforme

andmyhappiness.Idon’tknowwherethatis

andIdon’tknowifIcouldeverfindit.”myheart

vomits

“Ifwecanidentifywhathomeisforus,thenwe

canfindourwaytoit.”Shesays.

“How?WhenIfeellikemyhandsaretiedbehind

mybackandmyanklesarestrappedtogether

withchains.Mylifeisnolongermine,Ihave

peoplewhowakeupandlooktomeforsupport,



awayforward,Ihavepeoplegivingme

instructionsonhowIshouldlivemine,Ilonger

representmyself.Nothingaboutmeisabout

meanymoreMa,sopleasetellme,howdoI

findmywaytomyselfagain,how?”tears

rushingdownmyface,heartpacingthroughmy

chest,Ifeelmybodybegintotrembleasmy

eyesstaredeeplyintoMam’Gloria’stearyeyes.

“Youcanstartbyknowingthatyou’renotalone,

wearehereforyou.Everythingyouneed,weare

heretohelpyou.Wewillsupportyouinevery

decisionyoumake,wewillalwaysbebyyour

side,cheeringandassistingwhereyouneed.”

Shesays,holdingmytremblinghandsinher

warm reassuringhands.

“I’m tiredMa,im tiredofcominglast,I’m tiredof

watchingpeoplehavingthebestofmeandIget

theangry,sad,sick,toxicme,”Isay,withmy

headrestedonherchestwithherarmsaround

my,holdingmetightly.



“Ithinkit’stimeweturnthataroundmylove.I

thinkitstimeweputyoufirstandleteveryone

elsefigurethemselvesout,”shesaysandI

immediatelyliftmyheadtofaceher.

“YoudoknowthatI’m aQueen,awife,amother,

andanentrepreneur,”Isayandshenods

“Iknow,asIsaidbefore,youarenotalone.Inall

thosetitlesofresponsibilitiesyoujust

mentioned,Iknowthereissomeoneyoucan

countontokeepthingsoperatingsoyoucould

giveyourselftheattentionyouneed.”Shesays

“NowIhavetofindasubstitutewifeforZane”I

sayandwebothlaugh,snotandall.

“Zaneisintoodeepinyourlovepoison,

whoeveryougettostepinwillhavebigshoes

tofill.”Shesays

“Hebetterstaydeepinit,I’m notgoing

anywhere.I’m heretostay.”Isay

“IlovetheloveyoutwoshareandthisiswhyI



sayyoushouldgivethebestofittoyourselfas

well.IknowZanewillagreewithme.Speakto

him Buhle,don’tshuthim out.”shesays

“I’lltry”Isay

“Letmegomakeyouhotchocolatesothese

littlebunniestostaywarm.”Shesaysrubbing

mybellyandwalksout.

Idon’tknowhowI’m goingtobreakthistoZane

andtherestofthefamilybutitneedstohappen,

formyownsanity.Itscaresmehowmymind

quicklyknowsexactlywhatneedstobedone

andhowbecauseIalwaysendupbeingthebad

person,theselfishoneandonlyafterthe

situationhasbeensolvedwillonlypeople

realizethatmyintentionswerenottohurt

anyone.Whatscaresmethemostisthat

regardlessoftheirreactiontothesenews,I’m

goingforwardwithit.Whetheritflowsor

crashes,I’m choosingme.Goingintoitblindbut

knowingthisisthebestdecisionformeand



that’sallIneedrightnow,thecomfortand

peacethatcomeswithbeingmyhighestpriority.

“Ithoughtyou’dbefastasleepbynow,eventhe

hotchocolateMam’Gloriamadeforyouhas

turnedintoacoldchocolatemilkshake.”Zane

walksintotheroom.

“OhIforgotaboutthat,letmegogetit,”Isay

gettingupfrom thedressingtablebutZane

stopsme

“EveryonewenttotheirroomsandooMakhulu

andyourparentshaveleftalready.Weall

assumedyouwereasleep,that’showlong

you’vebeenhere,”hesayswalkingtothe

bathroom.

“Oh,timewentbysoquickly,”Isay,applyingmy

nightcream onmyface.

“Ahhhmybackhurts,youpaysomeonetosort

outstoragebuttheydohalfthejobandexpect

youtodotherest,mightaswelltake50%of



theirwagesandpaymyself.”Hesayswalking

backtotheroom

“Come,showmewhereithurtsbaby”Isayas

heseatsonthebed,half-nakedwithnothingbut

hispajamabottoms.Hecan'thidethenaughty

smileonhisface.Doeshisbackreallyhurtoris

hetryingtogettouched?

“You’retooexcitedforsomeonewho’s

complainingaboutbackpains,”Isayandhe

smileswideasIinstructhim tolayonhis

stomach.Ireachoutformyoilsanddrizzle

them onhisback.Withmylegsdanglingonhis

sides,asIseatonhisbums,rubbingtheoilsup

anddownhisback.Myhandspressinginthe

areashecomplainedabout,hemoans.

“Righttherebaby,mmmh.”Hesays

Icontinuemassaginghim,pressingharderyet

movinggentlywithmythumbonhislowerback.

Hekeepsmoaningandbreathingheavily.Iget



offhim,undomynightgownandwhenhelifts

hisheadhefindsmenaked,standingbehind

him.

“Turnaround,”IsayasIwalkclosertohim.He

doesashe’stoldandhisharderectionshows

throughhispajamabottoms.

“Youneverdisappointhuh”Isay,kneelingin

frontofhim.

“Imean,c’mon.”Hesayswitheyesmaking

roundsallovermybody.

Smoothly,Imovemyhandsuphisthighs,and

rubonhiserection,hetiltshisheadbackward.I

lowerhispantstotheground,kissingthetipof

hispeniswithmyhandsmassaginghisfirm

thighs.Ibegintowrapmytonguearoundhim

whilelettingmeentermywarm andmoist

mouth.Hegrabsontomyafrowithbothhis

hands.ThemoreIburyhim insidemymouth,

thetighterhegrabsontomyhair.Twirlingmy



tonguearoundhim,hepushesmyheadcloser

tohim,andmoansloudly,asmymouthfloods

withwarm creamypleasures.Hisbodyrested

onthebed,eyeshalf-closed,Ilaynexttohim.

Hesmilesatme.Ismileback.

“IwanttoleaveKhumba.”Isayandhiseyes

widen,straightfacewithalittlebitofconfusion.

……………………………………………….
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Anythingthatrequiresfakesmilingandsmall

chatItrytoavoiditwithallmylifebuttoday,

righthere,there’snorunning.Ican'tbringmy

‘restingbitch’face,Icantbookmyowntable



andenjoyaglassofbubblybymyself,Ican't

haveonefriendcelebratewithme,Ican'thave

anyofmymomentstomyself,itdoesn’twork

likethatanymore.Ihavepeoplelinedupfora

pieceofme,peopletravelingfrom regionsaway

todevourinsomeofmyenergy,excitedand

curioustotastesomeofmyownmagic.

Entitledtoit,theytakeandexpectmetobe

okaywithitbecausethatisthepointofmy

wholeexistence,toliveforthem,togiveallof

metothem,togiveupanythingandeverything

thatIbuiltformyself,withmyself,bymyself

withthem,andstillshowgratitudefortheir

generousfeastingofmysoul.

“SeeItoldyouthiswouldbetootight.”Zazi,

pullingandpinchingthezipatthebackofmy

dress.

“Canyounotmove,Ihavetogetthiscat-eye

proper,”Thamisaysangrilyashesteadily

pointsonmyeyelidwithablackeyeliner.



“HayiHayi,shecan'twearthat,thisisa

conservativeevent,shecan'thaveher

shouldersout,coverher.”AboldXhosawoman

comesrushingintomybedroom andthrowsher

greenwoolscarfovermyshoulder.

Whoisthiswomanandhowdidshegetintomy

house.

“Eew,getthatawayfrom her.Besides,it'sher

birthdayandherhusband,youknowtheKingof

Khumba,saidshecouldwearwhatevershe

choosesandZeeCoutoureisitexactly.”Zazi

says,throwingthescarfonthefloor.

“Canyounotmoveherplease,ittakesthe

stillnessofthewaterinaglasstomasterthe

perfectcat-eye”Thamisaysalmostpokingme.

Ouch

“OhwhatabeautifulhomeyouhaveZanozuko,

wherecanIputthesegiftsfrom emaCirheni?”

anotherrandom womanwalksintomybedroom.



“Givethem tome,Iputallthegiftsinthebaby’s

room.I’llalsowritedowntheirnamesandwhat

they’vegiftedyouwith.OhLord,whostillgifts

peoplewithdinnerset,thisoldbrownone

nogaal.Tsi!”theboldXhosawomansayswhile

grabbingtheboxandbothleavingtheroom.

Whoarethesepeopleinmyhouse

“Okaydone.”Thamisays,takingafewsteps

backtocatchabetterviewofthisdramatic

facebeathejustgaveme.He’ssmiling,that’s

agoodsign.

Thedoorswingsopenandtwootherwomen

walkin,onewithtwolivechickensandtheother

withagrassbroom andgrassmat.Theydon’t

lookaspleasedwithmymakeupasThamiis.

“GiftsfortheQueen.”Onesayswithaslight

disgustonherface.

“Downthepassage,fourthdooronyourleft.

Thankyou”Thamisaysandshutsthedoorat



them

“Yho,ifstarescouldkill,Buhlewould’vebeen

longdeadbynow.Bonesanddust,honey.”

ThamisaysandZazijoinshim inlaughter.

“Dotheyreallyexpecthertowalkaroundinthat

Kotiuniform?WhenI,Zazini,am thebrother-in-

law?Clearlytheydon’tknowme.”Hesays

pullinglasttouchesonmydress.

“Areyouokay?Youhaven’tsaidawordsince

wegothereinthemorning.Haveyoueaten?”

Thamisays

“Ijustneedaminutebymyself.”Isayandthey

bothlookateachother.

“Uhm,okay.ShouldIcallKat?OrZane?”Thami

asks

Ishakemyhead.“No,Ijustneedafewminutes

tobreathe,it’sabittoocrowded.”Isayandthey

maketheirwayoutoftheroom.



Ilookatthisfullyglammedupunrecognizable

womaninthemirror,beautiful,skinsoflawless,

cheekssofullandlipssolusciousbuthereyes,

hereyestelladifferentstory.

“It’stimetogo,thecarisoutside.Wow,you

lookbeautifulsis.”Katcomesrushingthrough

thedoor,lettinginalltheloudsingingfrom

outside.

“Where’sZane?”Iask,asshehurridlyhelpsme

upthebed.

“Idon’tknow,maybehe’salreadyatthepalace.

We’llcallhim beforeweenterthegates.”She

sayspullingoutmylongtrainbehindme.Ilook

atthetime,itsjustafter5pm,Zanesaidwe’d

enterthepalacetogetherat6pm,hedidn’t

mentionanythingabouthavinganyplansor

placestogotobeforethat.Iknowhe’sstillmad

atmeforwhatItoldhim lastnightbuthe

wouldn’tletmewalkintotheroyalpalaceto

meetallthoseroyaldelegatesbymyself,my



husbandwouldneverdothat,notmyZane.

Betweentheloudsinging,thelargenumberof

strangerswalkinginandoutofroomsinmy

home,thecarshootingandbackpain,Idon’t

knowwhat’sworsebutmyanxietyisslowly

creepingin.

“Pleaseholdmyhand.”IsaytoKat,asIquickly

grabhersandholdittight.

“Areyouokay?”shewhispersinmyear.

Inodandwemakeourwayoutoftheroom.

Smilingandtwo-steppingtothecelebratory

songssangbythestrangersinmyhome.Oneis

holdingmyspecialcoffeemugthatZane

boughtformeforMothers’Day,Ispotanother

onewearingmy‘kissthechef’apronIwear

whenpreparingtakeoutsformyhusband,and

manyareshakingtheirheadsindisapprovalof

howIlook.

Where’sZane?He’ssupposedtobeherewith



me.

“Seeyouatthepalace,”Katsays

“No,ridewithmeKat.”Isay.Whywouldshe

leaveme

Peoplearesinging,smiling,dancingaroundthe

car.

“IhavetogofetchMmeyourdadandTysonat

yourgrandmother'shouse,we’llmeetyouthere.

Youlookgorgeous.Mwah”Katsaysandcloses

thedoor.

Ihavenochoicebuttosmile,nod,andwave.

Myheartisbeatingoutofmychest,myarmpits

aresweating,tearsareslowlymakingtheirway

tomyeyes.Ifeelscaredandlonely.

“Thandi,where’sZane?”

“Isn’thewithyou?Ihaven’tseenhim allday.

Whereareyou,theguestsarewaiting.”She

responds



IdropthecallanddialZinzi

“Hisisi,Zinziisoutside.”Nandiphaanswers

“IsZanethere?”Iask

“No.Whattimedoesthepartystart?”

“6pm”Isayanddropthecall.

“Wecango.”Isaytothedriverandhedrivesoff.

Idonotlikethisfeelingofwavinggoodbyeto

strangerswhohavefullymademyhometheirs.

Idonotknowwholetthem inorwhattheyare

doingtherebecausethemainpartyisatthe

RoyalPalace,notmyhome.

*Pleaselockmyroom andNcgwali’sroom as

well*ItextThami

Allthisanxietybuildingupinsideofmeis

slowlyturningintodisappointment.Iknowhe’s

madatmeforwantingtoleaveKhumbaandmy

titleasaQueen,Iknowhe’smadatmefornot

wantingtobearoundhisfamilyandanything



Khumbarelated.Ikeeplosingmyselfwhile

tryingtopleasepeoplewhobelievearedoing

meafavor,whoinsistmyliferevolvesaround

them andtheirrules,toforgeteverythingIam

andwanttobecome.IfeellikeI’veemptiedout

everythinginmeforeveryoneelseandhaveleft

myselfstarving.

Loudsinging,drums,firestunts,dancersmeet

usatthegatesoftheRoyalPalace.Thisis

biggerthanIthought,Nonjezudidnotholdback,

I’m surprisedshemanagedtopullthisoffina

fewdays.

IdialZane’sphoneonemoretimeanditgoes

straighttovoicemail.

Thecarslowlydrivesthroughthecrowdatthe

gate,passingthemanyguestsseatedatthe

differenttents,wavingandululating.Mycheeks

hurtfrom allthesmiling.Myeyesarenavigating

throughthecrowdtoseeifIcanfindmy,oh

thereheis.



HewalkstowardsthecarasitstopsbywhatI

assumeisthemaintent.Myfamilyishere,

dressedtothenines,myfriendsarealso

lookingthepart,heckIeventhoughtKatand

TysonarepartofsomerichRoyalFamily,

especiallyTysoninhisNigerianinspiredprint

suite.

“Youlookbeautifulmylove.”Zanesaysashe

helpsmeoutofthecar

“Wherehaveyoubeen?”Iask,cheeksburning,

teethflashingasIwavetothecrowdtryingnot

toshowthefrustrationI’m feeling.

“Thegeneratorwasn’tworkingandthefridge

wasoffallnight,Ihadtogocheckitout,and

youknowtheguywhowassupposedtofixitis

onholidayandmybatteryalsodiedandnoneof

thestaff….”Hesays,fixingmydressavoiding

eyecontact

“IsthisyourwayofpunishingmeforwhatIsaid



lastnight?”Isay,stillsmilingandwavingatthe

crowd,aswemakeourwaytoourtent.

“AhhhhZanemvula”thecrowdchants

repeatedly.

“WhatkindofapersondoyouthinkIam

Buhle?”

“Thekindthatdisappearsonhiswifeontheday

sheneedshim themost.”Isayasweenterthe

tent,greeting,huggingandpraisingallthe

peopleNonjezuisintroducingmeto.

“OhhLisa,Jambase,it’slovelytoseeyouand

yourbeautifulfamily.Thankyouforcoming.”I

say,smilingattheNongubo’swhotraveledall

thewayfrom eMamfeneni.

“You’recarryingsowellZanozuko,

Nkosi’ZanemvulaandtheKhumbapeoplemust

beproudoftheblessingsyou’recarrying.”

Nkosi’Jambasesays,holdingbothofmyhands

tightlywhileadmiringmybigtripletcarrying



belly.“NomaLisahassomecatchinguptodo,

wehavetoexpandisizwesamaMfene.”He

continuestosaytohiswifewho’sheadhas

beenfaceddownsincewegothere,Ican’tsee

herfacebutIcantellshe’ssmilingbytheway

hercheeksriseclosetohereyes.

“MoloNomaLisa”Iextendmyhandtoherand

shenodsshylywithoutreachingformyhand.

Weird.

Afterwalkingupanddownthetent,greetingall

ourroyalguests,myfeethurtingandthe

alarmingheadachefrom thetightdoekstyle

Zazidid,wefinallygettoourtablewithallmy

closefrindsandfamily.Icanfinallydropthe

happyHlubiQueenact.

“Youlookbeautifulmntanam.”Makhulusays

withahugesmileonherface,seatednextto

Dlamini.

“ThanksMakhulu.”IsaywithastraightfaceasI



pourmyselfsomewater.

“Areyouokay?”sheasks

“I’m tired.”Isayandsherubsmyshoulders.

“Nyamezelasisi”shesaysandIcanfeelthe

tensionform inmyjaw,clenchingthem tight

tryingnottosaysomethingfoul.

“Howdoyoulikeeverything?Ireallypulledwhat

Icouldgiventheshortnotice.”Zane’smom

popsupbehindmewithahugesmileonher

face,shelooksveryproudofherself.

“It’sbeautiful,Idon’tknowanyonewhocanpull

thisoffatsuchshortnotice,it’sbeautiful.

ThankYou.”Isayandshesmiles.

“WaittillyouseethesurpriseIhaveforyou.Oh,

letmegocheckonthecatering.”Shesaysand

disappearsintothecrowd.

“I’m scaredonyourbehalf,ifNonjezusaysshe

hasasurpriseforyou,trustmeyou’llbe



surprised,”Thamisaysandthewholetable

laughs

“Justprayitsnotanelephantorgiraffefora

pet.”Zazisays

“OrasexysportscarlikeshedidwithZaneon

his18thbirthday.”Thandisays

“Whichhesoldandusedthemoneytothrowa

bigfundayforallthechildreninKhumbaand

boughtgroceriesforthem,Mom wasfurious.

EvenmorefuriousatThandiwhohelpedhim

planthewholething.”Zazisaysandweall

laugh.

NandiandZinziwalkinandalleyesfrom the

Sokwefamilyareonthem,Icanseetheanger

inthosemens’eyes.Isolakhehasbeen

avoidingeyecontactwithme,evenwhenwe

wenttogreetthem,shelookedtheotherway.

KingSokwedidn’tevengreetZane,hisbrothers’

did.



“Errrrlovebirds”Zazishoutsastheygreet

everyonearoundthetableandfindtheirseats.

“Wherehaveyoutwobeenhiding?”

Aunt’Kholekaasksashervoiceincreaseswith

thevolumeofalcoholsheconsumes.

“Around”Zinzisayspolitelyandopensachair

forhisladywholookslikeadream inher

orangeumbacoandcolorfulbeads.Shelooks

uneasyfrom allthestaresbuttryingtokeepa

braveface.

“YoulookbeautifulNandi”Isayandshesmiles

“Thankssisi,youtoo.HappyBirthday.”

Thefestivitiesbegin;longmeaningless

speechesfrom royalleadersthatI’venever

seenbefore,loudtraditionalsinging,praises

anddancingfrom differenttribes,handingof

giftsfrom guests,food,alcohol,fun,music,

laughter.

“I’m goingtothebathroom,”Isay,Zanehelps



meuponmyseatandIgracefullymakemyway

outofthecrowdedroom hidingthediscomfort

ofmyfullbladder.

Finally,somequiettime,Iknowit'snotforever

butIneedsomepeacetomyselfjustforalittle,

notthatIdon’tappreciatetheonethingI’ve

alwaysdreamtabout,beingcelebratedbyloved

ones,butthiswholecelebrationis

overwhelming.Myheadandheartarenotinthe

rightplace,Ikeeprunningmyconversationwith

Zaneovermyhead,hisdisappointmentonhis

facewhenItoldhim Inolongerwanttobe

QueenofamaHlubiinKhumba,thatIwantto

leaveKhumbaandthatI’m leavingwithKatand

Tysontomorrow.Hedidn’tsaymuchbutstare

atmeandaskwhatcouldhetoconvinceme

otherwise,Itoldhim nothingbecausethereisn’t,

it'snothisfault,itsnotmyfaulteitherbutIjust

don’twantlivinglikethisanymore,therearetoo

manybodiesonmyshouldersexpecting



somethingfrom me.whileIsinkinmyskin

everyday,failingthem,andmostsadly,failing

myselfatbeingwhoIneedtobeformyself.

“Zanozuko”Isolethu’svoiceshakesmeoutof

mythoughts.

“Iso”Ireply,lookingatherreflectioninthe

mirrorasshestandsbehindmeatthedoor.

Shelocksitandwalkscloser.Iturnaround.

Idon’tlikethelookonherface.

“Itoldyouthingswouldbemessy,whatarethey

doinghere?Ithoughtwebothagreedonthem

leavingKhumbaforgood?Howdoyouthinkmy

husbandandthetribefeelsaboutallofthis,

knowingdamnwellthatyouhadsomethingto

dowithit.”Shesays,hereyesintenselylocked

tominewithfearandfrustrationshowing.

“They’vesignedtherulingalready,there’sno

turningback,there’snothingtheycandoIso.

They’reteensforChrist’ssake,whatlifedoyou



thinkthey’llhaverunningawayalltheirlives

becauseofoldmenwholackself-control.They

shouldmoveonfrom this,ZinziandNandiare

notgoinganywhere.”Isay.Sheshakesher

headindisbelief.

“Youdon’tgetithuh?Whatthesemenare

capableof,thelengthsthey’dgotoprovea

point,tohavethelastlaugh.Theymightnotget

whattheinitiallywantedbutbloodwillbe

spilledandheartswillbebroken.”Shesays,my

heartbeginstobeatfaster.

“Listen,iftheyhurtthem,Iwillpersonallyhunt

them downandkillthem myself,soyougoon

andtellyourhusbandthatIdonotfearhim and

hisminions.NandiandZinziarenotgoing

anywhere.”Isay,asmyangerbuildsup

“Youreallydon’tknowhowthingsworkaround

here,don’tsayIdidn’twarnyou.Happy

Birthday.”Shesaysandwalksout.



Itrytocatchupbehindherbutshedisappears

intothecrowd.Stillprocessingallthatshesaid

tome,mymindisimmediatelydistractedbythe

couplearguingonthefarrightofmysight.The

manlooksveryupsetandtheladyistryingto

calm him downbutnosuccess.Heeventually

stormsoff,leavinghersobbingwithherhands

coveringherface.

IcouldplayDrPhilrightnowbutIhavemyown

messtodealwith,soIwalkbackintothemain

tent.Everyoneisturnedup,joyousdrunklaughs

anddancinghaveconsumedtheatmosphere.

ThamiandZaziarealreadydominatingonthe

dancefloor,Makhuluandherfriendshave

createdasmallcornerforthemselvestoshow

offtheirmoves,themenareintheircorner

watchingandcheering.

“Howareyoumissingmostofyourparty,girl?”

Zazicomestome,dancingandreachingoutfor

bothmyhands.“Dance.!”Hesays,pullingmeto



thedancefloor,ItrytoresistbutbeforeIknewit,

I’m inthemiddleofadancecirclewithacrowd

clappingandcheeringtoatripletcarrying

QueenofamaHlubi.Iam veryawkwardwith

dancing,Ihatebeingputonthespotbutthisis

oneofthosesacrificialmomentswheremy

anxietyhastomanupandletmeservethe

people.I’m lookingaroundtheroom toseeif

Zanecancomeinasavemefrom this

awkwardnessI’m stuckwithbutIcan'tfindhim,

IswearhewashereafewsecondsagowhenI

walkedin.

“Let’sshowthem howwedoitinEdernville,

Hlehle.”MydadsaysfollowedbyMam’Gloria,

Tyson,andKat,movingswiftlytothebeat,

dancingaroundme.Weallgetinformationand

tothe“bus”andthewholeroom joinsin.My

worriesandfearssuddenlydisappeared,Ifeel

thewarmthinmyheart,thelove,genuine

unconditionallove,Ifeelithere,withthese



people,myEdernvillefamily.

Afterthatjoyfuldancingmoment,whereI

completelyforgotaboutmytitlesand

responsibilitiesinKhumba,I'm allpassedoutat

ourtable,fullofallbeefstewanddumplings

thatIkeptgoingsecondsandthirdsfor.The

partyhasgoneoutofthetentasmorepeople,

mostlypeoplewhowerewalkingpastandsaw

atentandthought‘freefoodandfreebooze,

let'sgojointhem’.That’soneofthethingsI

loveaboutthisplace,noonewaitsforan

invitationtoattendanevent,from themoment

theyseeatentoragroupofpeoplegatheredin

thejoyfulmoment,theywalkinandare

welcomedwithopenarms,Edernvillecould

learnathingortwo.

“Ladiesandgentlemen,canIhaveyour

attentionplease?”Mymotherinlawtakesto

thepodium andmystomachisimmediatelyin

knotsandmypalmsbegintosweat.



“FirstlyIwouldliketothankyouforgracingus

withyourpresenceinsuchnotice,celebrating

withusthebirthdayofourQueen,Zanozuko.

ShehasdoneamazingworkforamaHlubiand

thevillageofKhumba,thefestivalhasfedso

manyfamiliesandbroughtsomuch

developmentforthetribe,Imean,wehave

peoplefrom allovertheworldcomingtovisit

thevillageandbuylocallyproducedproducts

becauseofher,asatribeandvillage,wesay

thankyou.”Shesaysandthecrowdcheersand

ululates.

“So,thisisforyou.”Shesaysandinwalksfive

mencarryingahugestructurecoveredwitha

cloth.

IhopethisisnotwhatIthinkitis.myheartisin

mythroat.

“Reveal.”Shesaysandthemenuncoverthe

structure.



Ohmygosh,Nonjezu.ThamiandZaziareon

thefloorwithlaughter.

“Ipresenttoyou,theQueenofKhumba.”She

says,revealingaconcreteincompletestatueof

me.

“Iknowit’snotdone,yet,Imeanitwasallshort

notice,butitwillbedonebynextweekandwill

besituatedattheartgallery.”Shesayswithso

muchprideandjoyinhereyes,I’m perplexed,I

don’tknowhowtofeelaboutthis,Iknowshe’s

capableofgiftingthemostextravagantthings

butthis,thisIdidnotthinkabout.

Mam’GloriahelpsmeoutofmyseatandI

slowlybegintowalkcloselytothisstructure.

Itlooksnothinglikeme.also,thisisvery

overwhelmingandsomewhat,embarrassing.I

mean,itsnotmystyle,atall.AsIstandonthe

podium,IseeZanewalkinfrom thebackdoor,

didn’tevennoticehewasgoneforsolong,he



seemsveryabsenttoday.Hereallyispunishing

meformydecisiontoleaveKhumbabuttotake

itoutonmeonmybirthday,notcoolatall.

“Uhm,thankyou,wow,thisisuhm,howdoIput

it,huge.”I’m tryingtofindtherightwordsfor

thisandI’m struggling.Myeyeskeepbumping

toZaziandThami,laughingtheirfacesoff.

“ThisisbeautifulandIcantwaittoseeitwhen

itiscomplete,thankyousomuch

Mam’Nonjezu.”Isay,myvoicetremblingasI

thinkofwhatIneedtosaynextbecauseit

seemslikethecrowdisexpectingmorethana

thankingspeech.

ZanemakeswaythroughthecrowdtowhereI

am standing.

“I’dalsoliketothankmanyofyouforcomingat

suchshortnotice,Icanimagineitwaseasy

droppingyourlivestocometocelebratewithus,

Iappreciatethat.TothepeopleofKhumbaand

amaHlubi,forworkingtirelesslytoputallofthis



beautifuleventtogether,especiallymymother-

in-law,thankyoutoall.Myfamilywhohave

comeallthewayfrom Edernvilletobewithme,

thankyou.Andmydearhusband,thankyou.”I

say,lookingatmeashestandsbesideme.

“Wehaveanannouncementtomake,”Isayand

he’seyesslowlywiden.“Asyoucanallseethat

Itherearelittlehumanbeingsgrowinginsideof

meandtopreparefortheirarrival,wehave

decidedthatIwillbemovingbacktoEdernville

untilthebabiesareborn.Iwillbeleavingwith

myEdervnillefamilyinthemorning.Thankyou.”

Isay,movingawayfrom thepodium,Zaneis

stunned,thewholetentismumbling

underneaththeirbreathes,theroyalcouncilis

givingZanethedirtiestlooksandthe

atmospherehaschanged.AsIwalkbacktomy

table,judgementalstaresarefollowingme,the

embarrassmentfrom theamaHlubiroyal

council,andtheawkwardnessfrom myfamily.



“I’veneverinmylifeheardofaQueengiving

birthtoroyalbloodoutsideoftheirKingdom”

“Maybethechildrenaren’tevenroyal,youknow

whattheysayaboutEdernvillegirls”

“ThiswillonlydrifttheKingdom apart,these

thingsaren’tdonelikethis,ancestorswillnot

recognizethosechildren.”

“Iheardtheyaregettingadivorce,whatwas

Zanemvulathinking,marryingacitygirlwithno

morals.”

ThoseareafewcommentsIcouldhearfrom

themanyonesmumbledbythecrowdaround

me.

“ReallyBuhle?”Zanewhispersinmyear

“Wespokeaboutit,didn’twe?”Isay

“YouspokeaboutitBuhle,Ididn’t,thisisallyou.

Ididn’thaveasayinallofthis.”hesays,

furiously.



“GuessnowyouknowhowIfeelmostofthe

timeinthisfamily.”Isay

“Soyou’repunishingmenow,isthiswhatitis?

Byleavingmeandyourdaughterwhileyougo

andvacationinEdernville?”hesays

“VacationZane?howwillIvacationwiththe

stressofthethreechildrenthatIhavetobring

inthisworld,childrenIdidn’tevenplanfor?

Childrenwhowillhavetodependonmeforthe

restoftheirlives.Seeingmytherapistand

workingonmymentalhealthsothatbythe

timeIgettobeamotheroffour,myheadisat

leastattherightstate.Seeingmygrandfather

andhopingthathishealthsomewhatgets

better.Howam IvacationingwhenIam going

toKhumbatoheal.Iam notokay,can'tyousee

thateverydayI'm breakingdown,driftingfurther

andfurtherawayfrom myself,I'm tiredZane,

I’m tiredofthislifethatIdidn’tchoose.AllI

wantedwasyouandyourlove,notthis.”Isay,



tearsrollingdownmyeyes.

“ThisisallofmeBuhleifyoudonotwantthis

then…Idon’tknow.”Hesayslookingaway.

Everyoneonourtableisnoticingthetension

buttryingtonotstare.Mytearyeyesmake

contactwithmydad’sconcernedeyes.Ican

feelmyemotionsbuildingup,asmyface

warmsupandturnred,myheartbeatsfaster

themoreItrytosuppressthem,alumpinmy

throatexpandsasItrytotracebackmy

thoughtsonhowwegothere,aplacewherewe

donotseeeyetoeye,wherewecan'tevenhold

aconversationwithoutsnappingateachother

orcomplainingaboutwhattheotherdoesn’t

givetheother,whereIlookathim andwonderif

whatbroughtustogetherisstillinhisheart.

IwishIcouldcrawlunderthetableandletitall

out.

Afewhourslaterwhenmanyguestshaveleft



andothersdrunkandpassedoutonthetables,

Iasktoexcusemyselfandwalktothemain

house.

“I’m sorrybaby,itwon'thappenagain.Ipromise

Iwilldobetter.”Ihearafemalevoicebegging.

“Iwillnotrepeatmyselfagain,doyou

understand?”amanrespondswithpassionin

hisvoice.AsIwalkcloserInoticeitsSihleand

herfiancé.

“OhBuhle,Hi…ughyouweresotiedupwith

everythingthatIcouldn'tevencomesayhappy

birthday.Youlooksobeautifulandthedress,

wow.Ohmygosh,howextravagantisthatgift

from yourmother-in-law?Iconic.”Shesays,her

voiceslightlytremblingandsomewhatshocked

toseeme.

“Thanks,lasttimeIsawyouwaswhenIarrived.

Thanksforcoming.”Isaytobothofthem,her

fiancedoesn’tlookinterested,wellheneveris



butnowheisfarawayfrom thisconversation,if

anything,hewishesIcoulddisappear.

Andthat’sexactlywhatI’lldo.

“Well,enjoytherestofyournight,”Isay

“Thankyou,we’regoinghometoo,it'slate.Baby

overhereisnotacrowdperson,youknowhow

menarewiththesetypeofthings.Thanksagain

fortheinvite.”Shesayssmilingandholdingon

toheruninterestedfiancéwhohardlylookedat

methisentiretime.

“Goodnight,”Isayandwalkaway.

IfinallygettoZane’soldbachelorflat,layon

thebed,andconsumemymindwithpeaceand

quiet.ThemomentIhadmyfeetupandrested,

Icouldfeelthem tellme‘girl,thatdancingwas

unnecessarythough,especiallyinyour

condition’.

BeforeIknowit,I’m out.Fastasleep,it’sbeena

longday.
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Achorusofroosterhymnswakesmeupasthe

Springsunshinesbrightlythroughthecream

lacecurtains.Ifeeltheweightoftwofleece

blanketsontopofme,Islowlylookaroundme,

I’m stillinZane’sbachelorflat.

Thedoorslowlyopensandhewalksinwitha

trayoffoodandtea.

“Youwon'tbelievethatsomepeoplesleptina

tent.”Hesays

“Iactuallybelieveit,peoplewereverywasted

lastnight,”Isay,heplacesthefullbreakfast



nexttome.

“Goodmorning,”hesaysandplantsakisson

myforehead.

“Morning,thislooksdelicious.Thankyou.”Isay

helpingmyselftothefood.

There’sanawkwardsilenceintheroom.

“So….you’releaving.”Hesays

“Yeah”Irespond

Silence.

“Forhowlong?”heasks

“Uhm….I’m notsurebutit’llbeafterthebabies

areborn.”Isay

“Oh,soroughly,willitbeamonth,ayearof

whentheystarthighschoolaftertheyare

born?”hesays

“Ohcome’onZane”

“IneedtoknowwhatI’m gettingmyselfinto



heresinceyou’retheoneholdingtheropes.”

“WhatropesZane?AllI'm sayingisthatIneed

sometimetomyselfwithoutanydistractions,

that’sall.”Isay

“Distractionshey,kindofhurtswhenyouputit

thatwaysinceyou’realsoleavingmeand

Ngcwalibehind.”

“Zaneyouarenotmakinganyofthiseasyfor

me”

“Becauseitisn’teasyBuhle,you’resayingthat

youwantabreakfrom us,that’snoteasy.”He

raiseshisvoice.

“NowimaginehowIfeel,theonewhohadto

makethatdecisionanddealwitheveryone

else’sopinionsonhowIchoosetoheal.HowI

havetobraveupthroughthehurtandpretend

likeIcannothearallthethingspeopleare

sayingaboutme,tome,andcallingme.Thisis

hardformetoZane,beinglabeledasthe



uselesswifeandmotherwhoabandonsher

familytogo‘chill’inEdernville.Thepainof

beingcorneredbymyemotionsandstillhaving

tomakedecisionsthatwillleavemanyhurt,

regardlessofwhatIchoose.Butthismoveis

formyownbenefitandIdon’tcarewhetherI’m

calledselfishorcruel,Iwilldoeverythingit

takesformenotgobacktowhereIwaswith

mymentalhealth.”Ican'tholdbackthetears,

myfaceheatsupandIcanfeelmybreakfast

bulkingupinmystomach.

Mymouthisfilledwithsalivaandheadfeels

light.Iquicklyruntothebathroom.

“Towelplease,”Isay,kneeledinfrontofthe

toiletseatwithmybreakfaststaringrightback

atme.

“Here’ssomewater,”hesays,handingmea

glass.

“Idon’twanttofightwithyouZane,I’m tired.



Everythingistiring.”Isay,stillunabletohold

backmytears.

Zanejoinsmeonthefloor.

“Yesterday,Ididn’tfeelyou,physicallyand

emotionally.Iwasconstantlysearchingforyou

aroundtheroom andIcouldn’tfindyou.My

heartwasyearningforyou;yourlove,yourcare.

IneededyouandIcouldn’tgetyou.Thathurt

metoapointofmakingthatspontaneous

announcement.Thatwaspetty,Ishouldn’t

have.”Isayandheimmediatelylooksuneasy.

“Ihatebeinginthiskindofspacewithyou,

wherewedon’tseeeyetoeye,ithurtsmeandI

don’twanttoleavewiththisfeelingaboutyou

inmyheart,”Isay,hewipesmytearsoff.

“I’veneverhadanyoneshowmelovelikeyoudo

Buhle,alovesostrongandrealthatitdefies

tradition.IwrappedmyselfinitsomuchthatI

forgottocheckuponthepersongivingmethis



raregift,I’m sorry.I’m sorryforturningablind

eye,fornotcreatingaspaceforyoutobe

vulnerablewithmebecauseIwassocaughtup

withbaskinginyourauraforgettingthatittoo

needsnurturing.IloveyouBuhleandIwantyou

tobewell.”Hesays,staringpassionatelyinto

myeyes.

“IloveyoutooZaneandIreallywanttobea

healthyversionofmyself,forusandourfamily.

IknowthisisnotgoingtobeeasybutIknow

wecanmakeitworkbaby.Wehavegotten

throughfarmoreworsethingsthanthis,Ilove

youtoomuchtogiveuponusrightnow.”Isay,

heholdsmetightly.

“AndIwillendureanythingtoseeyouwelland

healthymylove,we’reinthistogether.”Hesays.

Welayonthebedineachother'sarmswhilewe

workonaplanofhowwe’regoingtomakethis

work.We’veagreedthathewillstarthis

weekendvisitstwoweeksafterI’vestarted



therapyandsettleddown.Totalktoeachother

everyday,viatext,call,orvideocall.Tobe

honestandtransparentabouteverydecisionwe

choosetotakefrom nowonwards.Tochoose

loveandkindnessleadusinourjourneyandto

putNgcwaliinthecenterofeverything.Andto

notgiveuponus.

There’sasoftknockonthedoor.

“Mama”Ngcwali’svoicesqueaksfrom theother

sideofthedoor.Zaneexcitedlyjumpstothe

doorandopensforher,sherunsstraighttome

andhugsmetootightly,Ibegintotearup.

“Hey,baby.Wherehaveyoubeen?”Iask

“Khulu,Iwaseatingyourbirthdaycakemommy,

it'sdelicious.”Shesayslickingofftheicing

from herhands.

“Letmehaveataste.”Isaylickingherpinky

finger,she’simmediatelytickledandlaughs.

“mmhdelicious.”Isay.



Wespendmostofourdaychattinginbetween

napsandlaughingatNgcwali’simpersonations

ofmydancinglastnight.Sheevenpushesher

stomachouttohaveafakebelly.Socute.

……………………………………….

Afewhourslater,everyoneispackedup,the

engineisrunningandgoodbyehugsarebeing

sharedamongstus.

“IwantyoutotakecareofNandi,promiseme

you’llalwaysbebyherside,always,”Isayto

Zinziandhenods.“Andplease,nobaby-

making.”Isay

“UghBuhlecomeon,youknowwedon’tdo

thosethings.”Hesaysshyly.

“ImightseeyouwhenIcomeforEdernville

Fashionweek,don’tbeastranger,call.”Zazi

walkscloserandhugsmetight.

“I’llseeyouthen,lookaftermyhusbandforme

please,”Isay



“Ohhe’stoogrowntobelookedafter,I’m the

youngfragilelambthatwillneedlookingafter,

whowillIplaydress-upwith?”hesayswithhis

puppyeyesstaringsadlyatmine

“WhenIcomebackI’llhavemyfigureback,so

we’redefinitelyplayingdressup,”Isayandhe

smiles.

Zane’sscentconsumesmefrom behindashis

armswraparoundmybelly.Hisheadrestedon

myshoulderandlipsonmyneck.Heplantsa

seriesofkissesonmyneck.

“Ohgetaroom,”ZinzisaysbeforeheandZazi

walkaway.

“Ihavesomethingforyou,followme,”he

whispers

“Babe,we’releavingalready,”Isayashepulls

mebackintothehouse.

“Itwon'ttakelongIpromise.”Hesayswitha

naughtylookinhiseyes.



Iknowthislook.

Ifeelasexualexcitementforminginsideofme.

Weentertheclosestbathroom from thekitchen,

hepushesmeagainstthedoorashelocksit,

kissesmyneckwhileplacinghishandsin

betweenmythighs.Warm,wet,andwaitingto

bepursued,Ifeelmywomanhoodtapdancing

withexcitement.Hegentlyturnsmearound,my

faceagainstthedoor,hepullsasidemy

underwearwhilebitingonmyearlobes.Iexhale

andhewhispers“Iwantyoutothinkaboutthis

momenteverynightinEdernville,meinsideof

youandmyvoiceinyourear.”Hesaysashe

insertshisrockharderectioninsideofme,

partingmylegsfurtherawayfrom eachother.I

archmybackandmovetohisthrustingrhythm.

“Everytimeyouthinkofme,Iwantyoutohear

myheavybreathingandthesoundofmypenis

dancinginyourwarm vagina.”Hesaysand

moanslouderwhilepinningmeonthedoor,



harder.Ifeelmylegsbegintoshakeashe

placeshisotherhandonmyclit,rubbingonitin

circularmotions.Itcries,joyfullyatthe

tendernessofitsfavoritehandler,my

temperaturerisesasIlosemyselfinhis

pleasure.Heholdsmeclosertohim andfucks

meharderandharder,hisbreathingbecomes

heavierandlouderinmyear.Everythinginside

ofmeexplodeswithsplashesofmyjuicy

pleasuresrunningdownmytremblinglegs.I

can'tfindmybalance.Heholdsmeupandon

hislastgrind,hemoansloudlyandweboth

collapseonthebathroom floor.

“Promisetonevergiveuponus”Hesayswith

hiseyeshalf-opened

“Promise,”Ireplyandplantakissonhislips.He

holdsmyfacecloserwithbothofhishands.

“Iloveyousomuch.”hesaysinbetweenthe

kissing.



“IloveyoutooZane.”Irespondandwebothget

upandjointheothers’outside.

“Ohthereyouare,wherehaveyoubeen?”

Thandiasks

“Trustmeyoudonotwanttoknow,”Zazisays

withhiseyesscrollingmytiltedwig.

“WhereisNgcwali?”Iask

“She’sasleep,it’sbestyouleavewithouther

seeingyou,she’llbeveryupset,”Thandisays

andmyheartsinks.

Inodastearsblurmyvision.

“Wehavetogo.”Mydadsays,sayingtheirlast

goodbyesbeforegettingintothecarwith

Mam’Gloria.

“Don’tworryaboutanythingleftinKhumba,I’ll

sortitout.Iwantyoutofocusonyourself,your

healing.”Zanesaysashehugsmetightly.

“I’lldomybest,Ipromisetodogoodforallof



us.”Isayunabletoholdbackmytears

“Nobaby,dobestforyou.What’sbestforyouis

bestforus.Focusonyourself.”Heassuresme

andplantsthelastkissonmyforehead.

“IloveyouZane.”IsayasIwalktothecar.

“Iloveyoutoo.”Hesaysandwedriveoutofthe

yard,wavingateveryonebehind.

Icurluponthebackseatandsilentlyletthecry

outaswechasethesunsettoEdernville.I’m

sadaboutleavingthem behindbutman,ifIhad

itmyway,I’dpackmyhusband’sdickwithme,

thatmanblewmybacklikehislifedependedon

it.I’m goingtomisswakinguptothatmore

thananything.

……………………………………..
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Sometimesthethingsweenvisioninourlives

donotmanifestthewaywe’dinitiallywished

thewould.It’sallsweetanddesirablewhenyou

seethisfairytaleplayoutinyourheadoverand

over,leavingyouwithastomachfilledwith

butterfliesandcheeksburningfrom theblissof

thisjoy,loveandnewfoundhopeforyoursoul

toexperience.Awifetothemostlovingmanin

theworld,amother,aQueen,anentrepreneur,a

biglovingfamilythatI’vealwaysdreamtof;and

yethereIam,suffocatedbyallofit.Buriedso

deepthatIcan’thearmyownvoiceineach

movement.ThefairytalelivesonwhileIslowly

fadeawayinthebackgroundbecauseIwanted

thistoworkoutsobadthatIcompromiseda



lotofmyself.Iputthedream firstandmyself

last,nowthedream isfastbecomingabout

everyoneelseinitbutme.

WokenbythedeliciousaromasofMam’Gloria’s

cooking,Iquicklymakemywaytothekitchen,

whereIam metbyafullycateredbreakfast.

“Justontimeforbreakfast,haveaseat,”

Mam’Gloriasaysasshecontinuestodishup.

“Icouldn’tresistthearomas,thisisalotoffood

forjustusthree,”Isay,eyeingthefullkitchen

counter.

“KatlegoandTysonsleptoverlastnightthey’ll

bejoiningusaswell.Here,helpyourself,those

threemusketeersmustbestarving.”Shesays

andIdoasI’m ordered.

Ohmygosh,I’vemissedhersoulfulcooking.

BitingintoanythingIcanreachonthisbuffet,I

domythis-food-is-delicious-dance.

“Onlymywife’sfoodcanmakeyoudancelike



that.”Mydadwalksinwiththewidestsmile

ever.“WakingupandthefirstpeopleIseeare

myfavoritegirlsisablessing,howmore

blessedcanonebe.”Hecontinuestosay,

kissingMam’Gloriaonthecheekandreaching

formyforeheadtoplantanotherone.

“Morningdad.”Imanagetosaywithamouth

fullofporksausagesandtoastedbread.

“Steadynow,wedon’twantyoutochoke.”He

saysandtheybothlaugh.

Irollmyeyesandcontinueeating.

“Youdidn’treallytellmethewholeplanof

movingbacktoEdernville,so..”beforehecould

finishMam’Glorianudgeshim withhershoulder.

“She’shomeandwewillsupportherin

everythingshedecideson,”Mam’Gloriasays.

“I’lltakeitadayatatimebutfirstIneedtoget

backtotherapyandlaylowtillthesebabies

decidetopop.Honestly,I'm sotired,Ineed



them outasinyesterday.”Isaylookingatmy

bigandheavybelly.

“Youlooklikeyoucanpopatanytime,restas

muchaspossible.ifpossible,youcanaskyour

therapisttocometoyouforsessions.”

Mam’GloriasaysandInod.

“Putmoreemphasison‘rest’weknowhow

muchofaworkaholicsheis.”Mydadsays

“Iwonderwhereshegotthatfrom.”Mam’Gloria

hitsbackandIcan'thelpbutlaugh.

“Goodmorningfam.”Katgreetsuswithher

brightperfectteethfollowedbyTyson.

“Mmmhthat’salotofgreaseonyourplate,

Sis.”

Isshereallyjudgingaheavytripletcarryinga

pregnantwomanaboutwhatshehasonher

plate?Whatkindofaudacitydoesthisladyhave?

“Justincaseyouhaven’tnoticed,Ihavethree



humanbeingsgrowinginsideofmeandgreens

isnottheirkindoffoods,sonojudgment

please,”Isay

“I’m justwarning,youdon’twantyourblood

pressuretogoupclosetoyourdeliverydays.”

Dr.KatsurfacesandIhavenotimetoargueso

Irollmyeyesandstuffmymouthwithmore

cheesegrillers.

“Okay,sorry,nojudgment.Ihavetheentireday

off,canwespendsomesistertimetogether,

spa,nails,shopping,lunchatthisnewFrench

restaurantinNortklip,mytreat.”Shesays,

almostbeggingandthere’snowayim saying

notothat.Ihaven’tdonemynailsinyears

besidesthemessynailpolishNgcwaliputson

meinourplaydates.

“Didwenotjusttalkaboutyouresting?”Dad

“Kat’saDrandifthisiswhataDrrecommends

forme,thenthatiswhatIwilldo.I’llbereadyin



anhour.”Isayleavingthetable.

Ineedtocallmyman.

WhileIwaitforthebathtofillup,Idialhis

numberanditringsonce,heanswers.

“Mylove,”Hesaysandmyheartsmiles

warmingupeverypartofmybody.

“Heybaby,howareyou?”Isay

“Justmissingyou,Icantwaittoseeyou.How

aboutyou?HowsEdernville?”

“It’swarmerthanKhumba,that’sallImissed

aboutthisplace.I’m good,Katistakingmeout

today.”Isayandthere’ssilenceonhisside.

“It’saspaday,Iwon’tbeworkingandshe’llbe

driving.Nothingtoworryabout.”Isay

“Okaybabe,haveyoubookedsessionswith

yourtherapist?Whendoyoustart?”heasks

“I’m goingtodothattodayandfindoutwhat

slotsshehasandaskhertodothesessions



hereathometoaccommodatemysituation,”I

say

“Pleasedon’tcallmybabiessituation,howare

theydoing?”hesaysandIlaugh

“YouknowwhatImean,I’m outherelooking

likeagigantichumanballoon,mybackhurts,I

eateverythinginfrontofmeandI'm justtired,I

can'twaitforthem topopout.I’m neverdoing

thisagain.”Isayandhelaughs.

“You’reluckyAmaHlubihelpedyoucomplete

myfourchildrengoalintwogo’s.Howaremy

othertwinsdoing?gettinganybigger?”Heasks

andIknowhe’sreferringtomyboobs

“They’reabouttoexplode,they’reridiculously

big,”IsayandIcanfeelhisbreathingthrough

histeeth,thisisgoodnewstohim.

“Where’sNgcwali,canIsayhi”Iask

“I’m attheLodge,youcancallThanditospeak

toher,shecriedforyouthismorning,Ihadto



bribeherwithachocolatebarandcontrolofthe

TVremote.”Hesays

Wecontinueourconversationgoingbackand

forthwithworkupdates,erotictalks,andsulky

sighsofhowmuchwemisseachother.

………..

“IthinkI'm goingtogetrednails,longcoffin

shapewithdramaticart,”IsayandKatlooks

mefunny.

“GirlI'vehadtoholdbackmyratchetdramatic

nailsasaform ofrespectforthepeopleof

KhumbaandamaHlubicouncil,thisismytime

toshine,”Isayplacingmyhandsinfrontofthe

friendlynailtech.

“Doyoufeellikesometimesyouletgooftoo

muchofwhoyouareforyourmarriageand

everythingthatcamewithit?”

TrustKattoturnaninnocentsocialintoasoul

searchingconversation.



“IknowIdid,sometimesI’m caughtbetween

regrettingitandbeinggrateful.It’sabattleI'm

strugglingwith.NomatterhowhardItrytodo

asI’m toldbythecouncilandwomenofthe

village,followingtherulesandtraditions,walk-

inline,dresslikethem,speaklikethem,I

alwaysstickoutlikeasorethumb.”Isayand

takeadeepsigh

“HowmuchofthisdoesZaneknowof.”

“ImeanatfirstIwasfocusedonmakingitwork,

tomakehim proud,tostickthroughitalland

notnagaboutitallthetimebutIthemoreI

triedthemoreIkeptfallingintothecracksand

hadtotellhim.OfacusehethinksIcanbe

whoeverIwantobeanddowhateverIwantbut

that’snothowthingsworkthere.”Isay

“Sohowareyouplanningonfixingitbecause

youcan'thideinEdernvilleforeverandthisis

yourlife,yourforever,youcantlivebehindthe

shadowsofaculturethatdoesn’tacknowledge



yourindividuality.”ShesaysandallIcoulddo

wassighandlookawaybecauseIhonestlydo

notknowhowtherestofmylifewillbebuthow

insignificantI'vefeltthesepastmonthsisnot

howIwanttolivetherestofmylife.

Somethinghastochangeoralotofpeoplewill

behurt.

Andthatcan’tbe.

Aftergettingournailsdoneandfull-body

massages,we’restrollingthroughmallwalking

inandoutofboutiques.

I’m alreadyannoyed.NothingIfitlooks

flatteringonme,myanklesareheavyand

painfulashellandthisbellyisweighingme

down.

“Sis,mybodyisdonefortheday.”Isay,almost

outofbreathe.

“Oh,Ijustneedtopickupmyorderfrom this

otherstore,youcanwaitformehereatthis



Café,”ShesaysandIlookatthedesignof

thosechairs,mybackwillbreak.

AcrosstheCaféisafurniturestore,Iseea

comfylookingbedwiththefluffiestfleece

blanket.

“Noyouwouldn’t,”Katsaysassheseesme

almostsalivatingatsuchcomfort.

“I’m pregnant,noonesaysnotoapregnant

woman.Don’tbelong.”Isayandmyeyesare

fixedonthatbed.Ienterthestore,walkstraight

tothebedandcomfortablysettlewhile

adjustingthepillowsonmyneck.

Iletoutasighofreliefandeveryshameonmy

body.

“Excuseme,Miss,canIhelpyouwith

something?”Apolitevoicefrom thedreaded

saleslady

“Yesplease,aglassofwaterandamomentof

silenceuntilmysistergetsbackfrom wherever



sheis.”Theladystaresatmeforawhileand

nodsthenwalksaway.Shequicklycomesback

withthewaterandleavesmeinpeace.

Eyescompletelyshut,Icanfeelmyfeet

breathingwithembarrassment,myback

thankingmeandmybabiesdancingjoyfullyat

theircourageousmother.

Momentslateraforeignaccentinterruptsmy

peace,Islowlyopenmyeyes.

Darkbrownlonghair,hazeleyes,palewhite

skin,offwhitewrinkledill-fittingshirt,andlight

bluejeans.Whyisthiswhitemaninterrupting

mypeace?

ItrytogetupandsitupbutIstruggle.

“Please,staycomfortable,youdon’thaveto

move.AreyouBuhlefrom theKhumba

festival?”HesayswithhisItalianaccent.

“Yes,that’sme.”Irespond,stillpuzzled.WhatI

thoughtwasjusteyeshuttingmighthavebeen



adeepnap.

“Ohthankgod,imaginewakingupapregnant

womaninhersleepfornothing.Mynameis

FrankieMossel,Inoticedyoufrom ablogIread

abouttheFestivalandIcouldn’tmissthe

opportunityofintroducingmyself.”he

continuestosay.

“OhnicetomeetyouFrankie,”Isayreaching

outforahandshake.Itrytogetupandthistime

Isucceed.

“IjustmovedtoEdernville,openedarestaurant,

andwithallthework,Ihaven’thadtimetodrive

downandexperiencethisfestivalmyself.Itis

sorichwithcultureandauthenticity.You’re

doingagoodjob,yah.”Hesays.

“I’dlovetotakecreditforalltheworkbutthe

villageasawholemakestheprojectasuccess.

Onceyoumaketime,we’llbedelightedtohost

you.”Isay



“Andthegallery,Iwanttovisitittoo.”Hesays

enthusiastically

“Ithassomegreatartpiecesfrom thevillage

artistsandsomeofmyworkaswell,”Isay,he

seemssurprised.

“You’reanartisttoo,whatcan’tyoudo?”he

says

“Standformorethan2minutes,”Isayandwe

bothlaugh

“Yeah,you’recarryingababy.Notabigproblem.

Iwouldliketoworkwithyou,mosttouriststhat

visitmyrestaurantarealwayslookingfor

adventureandIthinkKhumbaisjustwhatthey

need.Maybewecantalkonitwithbusiness,

yah?”hesaysandtheentrepreneurinmeis

intrigued.

“Okay,thatwouldbegoodforthefestival.

Listen,whydoyousetupaproposalandhave

melookatitandwe’llmeetonhowtoexecute



thisideaofyours..”Isayandheexcitedlypulls

outhisphone.

“Putyournumber,”hesays.IdothatandI

savedhisonmineaswell.

“Goodthen,willherefrom yousoon.Thankyou

andsorryfordisturbingyoursleep.”Hesaysas

hegetsup.

“Hey,Igotapotentialbusinessdeal,I’m glad

youwokemeup,”Isay,standingupasIseeKat,

walkinthestore.

Helaughsandwalksaway.

“AndwhoisMr.BrokenEnglish,alsowhyare

youexchangingnumberswithhim?ShouldIcall

Zane?”Katwalksuptome

“Ohplease,it’sapotentialbusinessdealand

yesyoucancallZaneandtellhim I’m bringing

EurostoKhumba.Didyougetwhateveryou

needed,I’m hungryandtired.”Isayputtingon

myshoes.



“Girl,youreallygotcomfortableinthisbed?

Shoesoffandyourhairallmessedup.”She

saysalmostwantingtolaugh.“Iboughtus

takeaways,youcaneatonourwayhome.Let’s

go.”Shesays,andwemakeourwayoutofthe

mall.

…………………………………
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ThisismythirdweekinEdernvilleandthings

arebecomingclearerthantheywerewhenI

firstgothere,IknowwhatIneed,howIwant

therestofmylifetobe.Therapyhasbeen

helpingalotwithmehavingthesehonest



conversationswithmyself,helpingmefigure

outwhatstepsIneedtotakeandthemore

clearthedirectionbecamethemorescaredI

became.

ZaneandIhavebeencommunicatingeveryday,

orshouldIsayeveryhourbecausehejust

couldn’tstopcalling.WhenIwakeup,bath,

eatingbreakfast,heevenasksmetonotdrop

thecallandjustcontinueaboutwhateveritisI

wasdoingjustsohecouldfeellikeheiswith

me.We’vedecidedthathecanvisitnextweek,

sohe’llbepartofmydoctor'sappointment

regardingthebirthdateandallthoseother

arrangements,Ialsowanthim tomeetwith

Frankie.Ohshit,Ialmostforgot,Ihavea

meetingwithhim andhispeopleinanhour.He

willbehereanytime,hewaskindenoughto

understandmysituationandagreedtoholdthe

meetinghereandhonestly,that’showmy

familywasgoingtoallowmetothatmeeting



becauseIam instrictnotravelingrule.

Mam’GloriaofferedtocatertousandallI’ve

beendoingwaschillinbedallmorningscrolling

throughInstagram.

WiththiswholeweightI’m carrying,itwilltake

meforevertogetready,soI'm goingintothis

meeting,makeupfreeandwhiteshirtand

jeggings,mybobfringewigwilldogood.

Done.AtleastIlooklikesomeonetheycan

trustwiththeirEuros.

“Ithoughtyouforgotaboutyourmeeting,Iwas

abouttogogetyou,”Mam’Gloriasaysasshe

runsaroundthekitchendoingthefinalprepsof

thefood.

“Ialmostforgotactually,that’swhyIhadto

quicklyputsomethingtogethertowearandno

makeup.”Isaygrabbingsomechickenwings

from theplattersondisplay.

“Youlookbeautifulmybaby,butpleasedon’t



finishyourguest’sfood.”Shesays

“Myhome,myrules,theycaneatwhatever’s

left,”Isayandwebothlaugh

“Ohyeah,yourdadisgoingoutsoyoucanhave

theplacetoyourselfandtheguests,wedon’t

wanttointerruptthatwhyI’m servingeverything

nowsoyoucanjustplateupandeat.

“Mmhhh,daydate.Mustbenice.”Isayandshe

can'tevenhidehowsmittensheis.

“Youknowthejoysofmarryingthemanofyour

dreams.”Shesays

Thedoorbellrings,andmakemywaytoit.

It’sFrankieandtwootherwhitemenwhose

faceslooklikethey’veneverseenapregnant

womanbefore.

“Goodday,nicetoseeyouagain,Frankie.”Isay

reachingforahandshakebuthegoesinfora

hug.



“Italiansdon’tshakehands.”Hesays

“Pleasecomein.”Isayandtheyallwalkin.

“ThisisMarco,mybrotheralsoabusiness

partner.”Marcoalsocomesinforahug,they

definitelylookalikebutMarcohasshorterhair,

almostwavyshortanddoesn’tseem asnice

andwelcomingashisbrother.

“Nicetomeetyou,I’m Buhle.”Isay,hedoesn’t

evensmile.

“AndthisisPieter,businesspartner,herhelps

withtourism.”Hesaysandweshakehands

“NicetomeetyouMissBuhle.”Hesayswithhis

almostposhAfrikaneraccent.

“Pleasefollowme,we’llhavethemeetingoutat

thepatio,Edernvilleweatheristoobeautifulto

hideawayfrom,”Isayleadingthem tothepatio

astheireyescuriouslygazearoundmyhome.

“Beautifulhomeyouhave.”Marcosays,stillnot



smileoranyshowofenthusiasm.

“We’releavingBuhle.”Mam’Gloriashoutsfrom

thelivingarea.

“Okay,bye.Enjoy.”Irespond“Sorry,thatwasmy

stepmotherandshewasalsokindenoughto

caterforourmeeting.”Isayaswesettleatthe

table.

“Ohthankyoumama,nothingmoredelicious

thanamealpreparedbyanAfricanmother,let's

getstartedsowecanenjoyit.”Frankiesays

withthewidestsmile

“Cool,soIlookedoveryourproposalandIlikeit,

IloveditbutIhaveasuggestionthatcould

collectivelymakeitworklikeawell-oiled

machineandthat’sstartingtourpackages.I

knowMrPieterhasalreadyhaveestablished

oneswithinEdernvillethathecollaborateswith

youandyourbrother.Howaboutwecreateone

forKhumbafestival.”Isayandtheynodwaiting



tohearmore.

“I’vespokentomybusinesspartnerwho’s

currentlyinKhumbaandwehavedecidedthat

Frankiebringsinthetourists,Mr.Pieter

providesshuttleservicestoKhumbaandwe

providethetouristswiththemostauthentic

Khumbaexperiencethey’llneverforget.Just

likethat,wehavetheKhumbaKultureTour.

Insteadofthatindividualcontributionofour

differentservicesandtouristspayingdifferent

peopleandthewholeadminofdoingeverything

themselves,wecreateatraveltourinone,more

convenientforthem andsmoothsailing

partnershipforusaswell.”Isayandtheyall

smilelookingimpressed.

“Nowlet'stalknumbers,whatarewelooking

at.”MarcosaysIknewthatsmilewouldn’tlast

forlong.

“Well,mypartner,whodealwiththatpartof

KumbaKulturewillbeintownnextweek,we



candiscussallofthatthen.Thisalsogivesall

ofusachancetogotoourdrawingboardsfor

operationcostsandstuff.”Isayandtheyall

agree.

“Okay,let’stalkproductivity.”Marcosaysand

continuestopresenthowthedaytoday

operationsofthebusinesswillworkoutand

howweshouldregisteritasanindividual

businesswithallofusaspartners,separate

from ourexistingbusinesses.Asthe

presentationanddiscussionsgetdeeper,the

moreclearthevisionbecomes,themore

excitedeveryoneis.Withoutrealizingit,we

haveawholebusinessplandraftandbuilta

goodsolidpartnershiprelationship.

“Enoughtalking,itstimeformamasfood.”

Frankiesaysandwealllaugh.

“Let’sallgotothediningroom.”Isayandweall

makeourwaythere.



Breakingbreadwiththewhitemenwhoare

excitedaboutthebusinessventurewe’reabout

togetinto,Ifindmyselfinaspaceofcalm,no

anxietyofworryingaboutsayingthewrong

thing,presentingmyselfinawaythat

embarrassesmyhusbandorhisKingdom and

afteralongtime,Ifindmyselflaughingsohard

thatmystomachbeginstohurt.There’s

somethingaboutthewayFrankietellshis

storiesthatmakethrowsmeonthefloorwith

laughter,Idon’tknowifit’sthebrokenEnglish

orthewayhe’ssoanimatedandcarefree.After

sharingcountlessstoriesoffailedrecipeshe’s

triedandalmostburninghismother’skitchen

andblamingitonhisbrother,wefindourselves,

bothseatedatthediningtable,sharingour

passionforourcraft,theartsformeandfood

forhim.MarcoandPieterleftanhourago.

“Ifindithardtobelievethatatalentedartistlike

youcannotcook,cooking,andpaintingarethe



samethings.Youhaveavision,youknowwhat

youneedandhowmuchofityouneedto

producethevisionandyoujustletyourheart

andcreativemindtakecontrol.”Hesays

“Wellthat’sthehardpart,mycreativemind

goesblankwhenpotsareinvolved,suddenly

everythinglookslikeI'm inchemistryclass,

whichIhatedwitheverythinginme.SoitsbestI

sticktopainting,atleastIwon'tbeburning

downanykitchens.”Isay,side-eyeinghim and

laughingoutloud.

“See,youmakefunofme?ButtodayIown

restaurantsallovertheworld.”Hesays

“I’m amazedyouhadthecouragetogonearthe

stoveafteralmostburningyourmom'skitchen,”

Isayandwebothlaugh.

Mam’Gloriaanddadwalkinwithmyeyes

tearingupfrom laughter.

“Goodevening.”Myfathersays,almostlooking



confused.

“Hidad,thisisFrankie,theonewhoapproached

mewiththeKhumbaTourdeal.Frankiethisis

mydad,andmystepmom.”Isay,andhegreets

them both.

Withoutevennoticingthetime,ispast6pm

already.Ohmygosh.

“Well,thankyouforyourdeliciousmealMama

Gloria.”Frankiesays

“Ididn’tnoticethetime,letmewalkyouout.”I

sayandwemakeourwayout.

“Ihaveagoodfeelingaboutthisdeal,itwill

openupsomanydoesforthepeopleinyour

villageandattractmoretouristsinourcountry.

Thankyouforhostingus.”Hesays

“Ican'twaitforustosealitdown,mypartner

willloveit,Ijustknowit.”Isay,unableto

containtheexcitementinme.



Yeeees!”hescreamsandhugsmetightly.“And

moremoneyforus.”Hesaysgettinginhiscar.

“Letmenotkeepyoustandingtoolong,Iknow

yourstruggle.”Hesays,laughinganddrives.

ThisisonecrazyItalianman.Smartandfunny,

businesswithhim isdefinitelysomethingI’m

lookingforwardto,unlikehisbulldogbrother.

“Frankieisquiteacharacterhuh?”myfather

says,withaweirdlookonhisface.

“He’sItalian,whenhaveItalians

been….uhm…ordinary.He’sverypassionateand

quitesmart.Ourmeetingwassuccessful.I

can'twaitforZanetomeethim,speakingof

which,hehasn’tcalledmeallday.Letmecheck

uponhim.”Isaymakingmywaytomyroom.

Idialhisnumber,itringsandgoesstraightto

voicemail.

Strange.

“Hey,Thandi.Ninjani?”



“HiZano,siyaphilasisi,kunjanikuwe?”She

answersenthusiastically

“I’m good,I’m lookingformyhusband.He’snot

takingmycalls.”Isay

“Ilastsawhim whenhedroppedNgcwaliinthe

morning,haven’tseenhim since.Maybehe’s

stillatthelodge.He’sbeenreallykeepingbusy

withworksinceyou’vebeengone.”Shesays

“Okay,letmetrycallinghim again.Ifyousee

him tellhim Icalled.KissNgcwaliforme.”we

sayourgoodbyesandIdropthecall.

Idialhisnumberagain,noanswer.

Ohyeah,letmetrySihle.

“HiSihle,itsBuhle.”Isay

“OhBuhle,hi,howareyou?”sheanswers,

soundingabitconfused.

“I’m good,justlookingformyhusband.”

“Whywouldhebewithme?Idon’tunderstand?”



shesays,hervoicesoundslikeshehasflu,

blockednostrils.

“Becauseyouworkwithhim.I’vebeentryingto

callhim andhe’snottakingmycalls,thought

youguysmightbeworkinglate.”

“Ohyeah,no.I’m homealready.Ilefthim atthe

office.”Shesays

“Okay,thanks.Bye.”Idropthecall.

AsIwasabouttodialZinzi,myphonerings,its

Zane.

“Himylove,”hesays

“I’vebeencallingthewholeofKhumbatryingto

findyou,whyaren’tyoutakingmycalls?”Isay,

slightlyfurious

“Iknow,Iforgotitattheofficewhiledriving

backhome.soIhadtodrivebacktofetchit.Is

everythingokay,arethebabiesokay?”hesays

“I’m fine,Iwasjustworriedaboutyou.You



didn’tcallmeatalltoday.”Isay,myvoice

soundingcalmer.

“I'm sorrybaby,workwasabithectic.I’m really

sorry.Hesays

“Iforgiveyou,besides,Iwantedtotellyou

aboutmymeetingwithFrankieandhis

businesspartner,listen,baby,thisisgoingtobe

hugeforKhumba,weneedtomakesurethat

weimpressthesepeoplewiththeauthenticity

Khumbahastooffer.Iwillsendyouminutes

from ourmeetingandyoucandrawupthe

financialplanofitallfrom ourside.Ican'twait

foryoutomeetFrankienextweek.Ohyeah,

whatdayareyoucomingonagain?”Isay

“Woaw,there’salotyou’resayingnowbaby.”

Hesays

“Okay,I'm justexcitedaboutthisdealmylove

andyes,weagreedyou’llvisitonthethirdweek

ofmebeingherewhichisnextweek,”Isay



“Okay,I’llcomedoneonThursdaythenstayfor

thewholeweekend.IsNgcwalicoming?”he

asks.

“Yesplease,Imissmybabysomuch.I’llsetup

ourmeetingwithFrankieonFriday.Oheven

great,wecouldmeetathisrestaurant.”Isay

“Okaybabe,Ihavetogo.Ijustpulledupat

home.I’llgetbacktoyoulater.”Hesays.

“Coolbabe.Bye.”Isaydroppingthecalland

textingFrankiesettingameetingappointment

withZaneathisrestaurant.Heagrees.Great!

AfterIcomeoutoftheshower,Ipulloutmy

paintsandboardsandstartworking,Ihaven’t

workedonapieceinwhile,itfeelslikereuniting

withaloverattheairport.Withoutany

knowledgeofwhatoutcomeI’m expecting,my

handsswayupanddown,dippinginandoutof

differentcolors,formingshapesandshadesI

haven’tseenbefore.Themotionyetstillness



stateofmymindshowsmeanopenfieldwitha

riverflowingatadistance,asmilingwoman

watchingthesunsetwhilesippingonherwine.

Thewrinklesaroundherwidesmileshow

gratitudeofthecourageofchoosingherself

aboveallthings.

……………………………………….
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Imissedwalking,soIwasveryhappytohear

mydoctorsayIneedtogetbacktoexercising

more,especiallynowI'm closertomyduedate.

Sowakingupeverymorningwithmycamerato

walktotheparkandtakepicturesofthe



sunriseishowI'vebeenstartingmydays.It

feelsliketheolddays,well,whenIwasway

lighterandwouldrunwhileblastingQueenand

thenextthing,I’dfindmyselftwosuburbsaway

from Edernville.Ithelpedalotwithescapingthe

situationathomeandmyanxietybutnow,it

feelslikechasinghope,ahopethatcomeswith

afulfillingjoyofbeingstubbornanddeliberate

aboutwhoIam,whatIwantandwhereI’m

headed.

“GoodmorningMa.”Isay,walkinginto

Mam’Gloriamakingherselfacupofcoffee.

“Morningmybaby,youlookhappy.”Shesays,

smilingatme.

“Iam Ma,IknowI'm carryingthreebabiesbut

I'veneverfeltthislightinmylife.Noworries

aboutanythinggoingwrong,justhopeMa,hope

forahappyending.”Isay,unabletocontainmy

smile.



“Ohmybaby,I'm sogladtohearthat.Sodoes

thismeanyou’rereadytogobacktoKhumba.”

Shesaysandtheheavinessofthissecret

weighsinmyheart.Mysmileslowlyfadesaway.

“Buhle,youknowyoucantalktomeabout

anything.”Shesays

“IknowMa,Ijustneedtofigurethisoneoutby

myself,”Isay,releasingadeepsigh

“I’m justtiredofputtingeveryoneelseabovemy

ownneedsMa,thesepastfewweeks,allIhad

tothinkaboutismyhealth,mybusinessandmy

art.ItsoundsselfishbutitfeelsgoodMa.”Isay

“Wehavetodowhatmakesushappy,evenifit

meansbeingselfish.”Shesays,“Asyourfamily,

we’llalwaysbehereforyou,supportingyouin

everything.”Shesays.

“ThanksMa,letmegetreadyformytherapy

session.IloveyouMaandI’m gratefulforyou,

always.”Isay,hugginghertightlyandtearsrun



downmycheeks.

“IloveyoumybabyandIpraythatyoufindthe

peaceyoudeserve.”Shesays,alsotearingup.

……………………………..

“Sohaveyoutoldyourhusbandanyofthis?”my

therapistasksasshesitsacrossme,inour

loungewithherpoisepostureandwell-kept

dreadlocks

“Ihaven’t,IhopeI’llbeabletotellhim whenhe

visitslaterthisweek.Anotherpartofmewants

totellhim afterI'vegivenbirth.”Isay

“Whatdoyouthinkhe’llsay?”sheasks

“Uh,demolishthewholeplan.Butthethingis,I

don’tcarewhathesaysorhowhereacts,it's

myplansoitseitherhe’sforitornot.”Isay.

“Yourchildren?Whataboutthem?”shesays

“Idon’tknow,thiswholethingwasnevermy

plan,theresponsibility.AllIdidwasfallinlove



andthenextthingIhavesomanypeople

lookingatmeforsurvival,thatwasnevermy

plan.”Isay,feelingthefrustrationinme,riseup.

“NowIhavetheentirevillageexpectingmeto

lead,me,lead?Bowtoeverythingandnever

questionanything.Tosurrendermywholelife

topeoplewhodon’tcareformyhealthbuttheir

status.That’sbullshitandIrefusetobeaslave

therestofmylife.That’snottheloveIsigned

upfor.Iwanthim,justhim.Everythingelsecan

go.”Isay,cryingandtryingmyhardesttonot

punchtheglasstableinfrontofme.

“Buthecomeswithallofthat,theloveyou

chosecomeswithallthatresponsibility.”She

says

“Thenthewholelovecangofuckitself,Idon’t

wantit,”Isay,tighteningmyfistssohardthat

mynailsdipintomypalmsandtheystart

bleeding.“I’m donebeingthelastpriority,”Isay,

unabletocontrolmytears.



“OkayBuhle,breathe,inyournoseandoutof

yourmouth.yes,slowly,focusonthe

breathing.”Shesays,walkinguptome.

“I’m donewithit,I’m done!”screamingintears

withmyheadburiedinmyhands.

………………………….

It’sbeentwodaydaysaftermytherapyandthe

scratchesonmyhandsareslightlyhealing.I’m

nowwalkingaroundwithbandagesonmy

hands.Mam’Gloriahasbeenkeepingaclose

eyeonme,Iknowthey’reworriedandIhate

myselfforallowingmyangerbringoutthe

worstofmebutshedoesn’thavetofollowme

tothebathroom everytime.Like,everytime.

AtleasttodayIgettogetoutofthehouseand

getsomefreshair,itsLydia’sbirthdayandshe's

havingabrunchpartyatsomeresortanhour

outsideofEdernville.Sinazo,Katandsomeof

Lydia’sfriendsaregoingtogetherwitha

minibustheyhired.I’m excitedtoseethegirls



again,moreexcitedtoleaveMam’Gloriain

peace,torelaxwithouthavingtoworryabout

mehurtingmyself.

IntrueLydiastyle,it’sanexoticfestivaltheme

party,g-strings,fishnets,stripperhillsand

feathers.Well,sheclearlywasn’tconsiderateof

mewhenshethoughtofherthemebecause

thereisnowayinhellam Iwearinganyofthat.

SoIpickedupapinkflowydressandglittered

pinkangelwings,that’sallshe’sgettingfrom

me.

Itakepicturesonmyfullviewmirrorandsend

them toZane.Hedoesn’trespond.

Idialhisnumber,hecutsitoff.Idialagain.It

goesstraighttovoicemail.

Somethingaboutthismakesmemad.Idial

Thandy’snumber

“Hello,Zanozuko.”Shesayswithhercivilized

tone.



“Hi,isZanewithyou?”

“No,what'swrong?”shehearsmyfrustration

“I'm tryingtogetholdofhim,hisphoneisoff,”I

say,furious

“Maybehe’sbusyatwork,”shesays

“Okay,thanksbye.”Idropthecallanddialthe

receptionatthelodge

“KhumbaLodge,Goodday.”Awelltrained

femalevoiceanswers

“Hi,itsZanozuko,I’m lookingformyhusband,is

heathisoffice?”

“OhNkosazanaZano,hejustleft,hewasina

hurrysoIthinkhemightbelateforameetingor

something.”Hesays

“IsSihlethere?”Iask

“No,shedidn’treportforworktoday.”Hesays

“Okay,thanksbye.”Idropthecallanddial



Zane’snumberagain.It'soff.

Ihearaloudnoiseofmusicaccompaniedbya

carhooter.

IpeepthroughmywindowandaQuantum full

ofhalf-nakedwomendrapedinfeathersareat

mygate,screamingmyname.Thisisgoingto

bewild.

Igrabmybagandmakemywaydownstairs.

“Doyouhaveeverythingyouneedbaby?”

Mam’Gloria

“Yes,Ma.Comeseewhatyourdaughteris

wearing.”Isay,pullingheroutside.

KatstandingnexttotheQuantum,wearinga

redtwo-piecelingeriedazzledwithsilverand

redcrystals,feathersonherknees,arms,and

herhead.Hermakeupsodramatic,herown

mom can'tevenrecognizeher.

“Katlego,whyareyourbumsout?you’rea



marriedwomanforChrist’ssake.”Shesays

withherjawalmosttouchingthefloor.

“Myhusbandapprovedofthisoutfit,so

anythinggoes.ByeMme,we’regoingtobe

late.”Shesaysandweallgetinsideandthe

roadtripbeginsorshouldIsaychaos.

Weslowlyapproachthemountainswealthy

withpinetreesandaswegetcloseraninfinity

viewoftheblueoceanappears,myheartfinds

itselfjumpingforjoy.Iseatupandgluemy

eyesonthewindow,therearehugehills

overlookingtheoceanandloudsoundsofthe

wavescrashingonthehills.Differentmulti-

coloredhousesonthetopofthehillswiththe

oceanviewintheirbackyards.Thetaxislows

downasweenterthegravelroadupthe

mountain.

“Whatisthisplace?”Iaskthegirlswhohave

beentakingshotsanddancingalltheway.



“eXhantini,it’sasmalltownwiththebestviews

intheprovince.”Zuki,oneofLydia’sfriends

sayswithherdeephuskyvoice.

“It’ssobeautiful,”Isayunabletohidethewide

smileonmyface.Itakeoutmyphoneandstart

recordingtheviewaswemove.

“It’sbeautifulwithoutadoubtbutthetownis

wayunderdeveloped,theyhaveone

supermarket,onehardwarestore,oneDr,no

bankbranchesjusttwoATMsandthriftstores.

TheonlyplacecomestovisithereistheResort

we’regoingtoandthat’saboutit.”Shesaysand

takesanothersipofherbeer.

WeentertheResort,surroundedbybeautiful

mountains,andaremetbythestaffatthe

entrance.Complimentarydrinksarereceivedby

theladiesandanon-alchoholiccocktailforme.

“Lydiamadesuretheyaccommodatedyou.”

Shirley,anotherfriendofLydiasayssmiling



withhergreentipsyeyesandhercurlyher

danglingonherface.

“That’ssosweetofher,whereisshebythe

way?”

“What’supMamacita's!”Andjustlikethat,our

headsturntotherightwherethey’remetbya

VictoriaSecretlookingmodelwiththemost

extravagantrainbow-coloredwingsandthinnest

thongbikinibottom andsheerbracoveringjust

thenipples.

It’sLydia,I’dhavebeenverydisappointedifshe

cameoutlookinganylessextravagant.Itisher

birthdayafterall.Iwishwecouldtradebodies

becausedamnshelookshot.

Weallstartcheeringandsingingaroundheras

shewigglesherbuttandwings.

“Oooh,Imissedyousomuch.”Shesays

huggingmetightly.“Theseonesneedtohurry

upandbounceoutofyourbodysowecanall



goonawinetour”shesaysrubbingonmybelly.

“Atthispoint,I'm readytopullthem out.”Isay

“Ohnotnowsis,wehavealcoholtodrinkand

assestoshake.Partytime,”shesaysandweall

laughaswemakeourwaytotheentertainment

areasetforthebrunch.Itlookslikewe’reina

CaribbeanIsland,themusic,thedécor,thefood,

thehandsomeblackwaitersandbartenders,

theviewoftheocean,andtallpinetrees.It’s

partyheaven.

“Ifanyoneislookingforme,I’llbeoverthere.

Dzaaamn!”shesaysandwalkstowardsthehalf

naked-abshowing-melaninpoppingwaiters.

“Helpyourselvestoanythingladies,food,drinks,

anddon’tworryBuhle,theyhavealcoholfree

cocktailsforyou.Ourbartenderisveryflexible.”

Lydiasays

“Howflexible?”Zukiasks,bitingherlowerlip.

“Ohsis,you’regoingtohavetofindthatoutfor



yourself,”Sinazosaysandwealllaugh

“Oops,lookslikeIneedarefill.Later.”Shesays

andwalkstowardsthebar

“Ohmygoodness,isshereallygoingtohiton

him?”Katasks

“She’sthekindofwomanthatgoesafterwhat

shewantsandgetsit,always,”Lydiasaysand

thelaughscontinue

Weplateforourselvesandgatheraroundthe

table,Sinazositsnexttome.

“Forsomeonewho’scarryingthreebabies,you

lookbeautiful,theonlypregnantthingabout

youisyourbelly,everythingelselooksnormal.”

Shesaysandmyeyescan'tlookpasther

glitteryeyeshadow

“Ohgirl,haveyouseenmyankles,theylooklike

mangos,”Isayshechuckles

“Howhaveyoubeen?Ididn’twanttocrowd



withyouvisitswhenIheardyou’rein

Edernville.”Shesays

“Ughcome’onwe’repracticallybestiesnow,I’d

loveforyoutocrowdme.I’vebeencoping,

therapyhasbeenhelpingalottoo.”Isay

“That’sgreat,everythingwillbebetterand

alwaysknowthatI’m alwayshereforyou.”She

saysflashingherassuringsmile.

“Thankyou,Iappreciatethat.”

“Gametime!”Lydiashouts

Ohgosh,Ialreadyknowwhatkindofgames

theseare.

“We’replaying,neverhaveIever,dirtyedition.”

Shescreams

See,toldyou.

“Herearethecards,youjustfliponHaveor

HaveNotaccordingtothescenariosI’llbe

reading.”Shesayshandingthem aroundthe



table.

“Okay,NeverhaveIeverhadsexinapublic

space”Shereadsandeveryonescreams

“Wait,whatconstitutespublicspace?”Zuki

asks

“Anywhereoutsidearoom orhouse.”Lydia

answers

Andeveryone,besidesKatflipsIHave.

“Youdirtyfreaks!”Lydiashouts

“Heysometimesyoujustwannagettheurge

offandhomebetoodamnfar!”Shirlysaysand

wealldieoflaughter.

“Queen,Iwanttohearaboutyourexperience,

com’oneshare,”Lydiasays,ughshe’salways

onmycase.

“Heeey,whyme?Anyway,allI'm goingtosayis

whenyou’redatingaPrinceinavillageand

stayinginyourgrandmothers'houseisnotthe



easiestandpracticalsoofcauseI'm goingto

findalternativeplacestogetmygrooveon.”I

sayandeveryonescreams

“Whatkindofalternativeplaces?”Zukiasks

“Youguys,nooo!”Isay,blushingasIthinkofall

thetimesZaneandIusedtosneakaroundthe

villagetryingtofindsafespacesforour

intimatemoments.

“Justone”Zukisays

“Okay,Bangcwalise,myfirstborn,was

conceivedinthemiddleoftheKhumbaforests,”

Isaycoveringmyeyesandtheystartcheering

loud.

“YaaaasQueen!”Sinazoscreams.

Ohgosh!

“Okay,nextquestion.

“NeverhaveIevertastedmyownvagina,”Lydia

says



AndweallfliptoNeverwhileZukiisstalling.

Wealllookatherwithoureyeswideopen.

“Waitletmeexplain…”shesaysandweall

laugh.

“DoesitcountwhenIkissmygirlfriendafter

sheatemeout?”Sheasks

“Doyoutastethevagina?”Shirleyasks

“Yes,andittasteslikeheaven.”Zukirepliesand

thecheeringbegins

Aftermanysexgames,drinkinggames,long

drunkspeeches,andgifting,thesunisslowly

beginningtosetandwe’regettingreadytogo.

Lydiaisstayingoverwithherboyfriendwhojust

arrived.Ohmygoshshe’ssodrunk.

“Iloveyouguyssomuch,”Lydiasays,tears

runningdownhercheekswhileholdingontoher

man.

“Byeladies,travelsafely.”Hesaysandcarries



herbackinside.

You’dthinkallthepre-drinkingandgame

drinkingwilltiretheladiesout,nope,they’restill

goingstrong,infact,strongerthanever.

Myphonerings,itsanunfamiliarnumber.

“Hello”Ianswer

“Tellyourhusbandtostaythefuckawayfrom

myfianceorhe’llregretthedayheeverhired

her.”andthecalldropsbeforeIcoulduttera

word.

Mymindisstilltryingtodigestthesewordsbut

mystomachisalreadyatthebottom ofmy

stomachcausingaheavyandpainful

discomfort.

IdialZane’snumberanditringswithnoanswer.

Itrytenmoretimesandontheeleventhtime

whenmyanxietyhasturnedintoangerhasme

tremblingandsweating.



“Zane!”Ishout

“OhsorryBuhle,itsmeSihle,helefthisphone

attheoffice.He’sbeenoutonmeetingsallday.

I’m alsowrappingupattheofficenow.”

“Whyareyoulying?Whereismyhusbandyou

fuckingbitch?”Iscream andalltheladiesmove

towardsmyseataskingthedrivertoturndown

themusic.

“What’swrongBuhle?”Katasksasshekneels

nexttome

“I’m notlyingBuhle.”Shesaysandhervoice

beginstotremble

IdropthecallanddialZinzi.

“Queenof..”

“Where’sZanemvula?”Iask

“Uhm,Idon’tknow,iseverythingokay?”heasks

“Standbythebackgateentranceandseeif

there’sanycarparkedatthelodge,”Isayanda



lumpinmythroatslowlyforms

“Buhleiseverythingokay,you’reworryingme.”

Hesays

“GotothefuckengateZinzi”

“Woaw!Okay,I'm going.”HesaysandIhearthe

windblowingfaster.

“Doyouseeacar?Anycar?”Iask

“No,there’snocar.Buhlewhat’sgoingon?Are

yousafe?Isitthebabies?”hesaysanddrops

thecall.

Tearsrundownmycheeksandalumpinmy

throatexplodesandIscream atthepainatthe

bottom ofmystomach.

“Buhle!Buhle!Whatiswrong,come,speakto

me?”Katsaystryingtogetmyattention.

Myearsmuteeverysoundandmyvisionslowly

blursoutthelouderIscream.

Mystomachcreatesthesemultipleknotsof



painthatacheastheyscatteraroundit.My

bodysendsacoldthunderthroughmyspine

andItremblewithcoldness.Iceytearsleavemy

sorrowfuleyes,nothinginmefeelsaliveasthe

girlsdragmyontheQuantum passage.

“Buhle!what’sgoingonKat?”IhearSinazo’scry.

“She’scold,givemetheanything,tocoverher

up.Driverturnuptheheater.Howfararewe

from Edernvillerhospital?”Katbeginstopanic

asIslowlygainmyvision

“Ithurtssis,makeitstop.”Isay,cryingsohard

myvoicebreaks

“WhathurtsBuhle?Tellme?”Katasks,wiping

awaymytearsandcoveringmewithjackets

andscarves.

“Myheart,myhearthurtssis.”Isay,holding

ontoherhandtightlyandtheknotsgrow

strongerwithpain.

Iscream holdinghertighterasthepaingoes



throughmyback.

“HeyZinzi,we’reonourwaytothehospital.

Whatdidshesaytoher?WhereisZano?”Kat’s

voice

“Fuckhim,FuckZanoandhisbitch,”Iscream

sohardIfeelsomethingexplodeinmystomach.

“OHHH”IcryloudlyandKatdropsthecalland

looksatme.

“Buhlebreathe,lookatme.Sis,stayawake.

Come’onopenyoureyes.”Kat’svoiceslowly

fadeswiththeimageofhertearyface.

Mycoldtremblingbodyslowlygoestoslumber.

…………………………..
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Atthetipofagreenhilloverlookingthevast

andstillsea,awomanholdingababyonone

handabookontheother,withherafrodancing

withthewind.Islowlywalktowardsherwhile

enjoyingthebeautifulview.

“It’sbeautifulisn’tit?”ShesaysasIstepcloser

“Itis,Iloveit.Whatisthisplace?”Ireplywhile

tryingtofigureouttheherfamiliarsounding

voice.

“Yourhome,yourforever.Thisisallyours

Hlehle”shesaysandmyheartisimmediately

filledwithjoy.

“Mama”Ihughertightlyfrom herkneeswhile

kneelinginfrontofher,unabletoholdmytears.

“Ohmybaby,Iknow.”Shesaysrubbingher

handsthroughmyhair.



“It’snoteasybaby,itsnot.It’snevermeantto

be.You’rejustneedtotakecareofyourself

baby.Thisishomeforyou,youneedtorest.

Thisisyourrestingplace.”Shesays

Ifinallylookupandshesmilesdownatme,its

likelookingintoamirror.Ilookatthebaby

she’sholding,itlookslikeNgcwali,aboy

versionofher.ItsmilesandIcanthelpbut

smilealmostwantingtogiggle.Iwipeawaymy

tearsandreachoutmyhandsitdoesthesame

too.Mamahandsitovertome,itsskindark,

smoothandwarm.Ihugittightlyandlaymy

headonMama’slegsasweenjoytheviewin

oursilence.

There’ssomethingaboutthissilenceandthe

crashingwavesbringsasenseofcomfortin

me,likeIbelong,likeaplaceIcancallhome.

Mysoulfeelsunrushedandmyheadspaceis

floatingoncloudsoflove,peaceandfulfillment.

“ThisisallI’veeverneeded.”Isay



“It’sallyours,waitingforyoutoclaim it.”She

saysinhercalm soothingvoice,thevoicethat

assuresmethateverythingwillbeokay.

“Iwantit,withyouandthisbaby.Iwantitall

Mama.”Isay

“Youcanhaveit,we’llalwaysbeherewithyou.

Always.

“Am Ievenworthyofthat…”Isayalmost

chucklingasmyunworthinesssurface.

“You’reworthy,you’vealwaysbeenandyou’ll

alwaysbe.AndBuhle…”shesays,Ilookupto

herandthesunshinesbrightlyalmostblinding

mefrom seeingherface.

“You’reenough,morethatenough.”Shesays

andsunblindsmesohardthateverythingturns

white.

Irubonmyeyesandlookaround,I’m in

hospital.Itrytoliftmyheadbutmyheadache

suggestsotherwise.Imovemyhandsaroundto



feelmyself,Ibumpthem intomylegs.Ilook

downmynose,there’sabreathingmask.Icant

seepastit.ItrytospeakbutinsteadImoan,so

Ibegintomoanlouder.MyvoicebreaksandI

asIbegintoshoutapainatthebottom partsof

mystomachsilencesme.

Anurseshowsup.

“Hello,Buhle.Lookup.”Shesayswithawide

smileandaDrwalksbehindher.

“Whathappened?Where’sKat?CallKat?”Isay,

cryingastheDrflasheshislittlestorchonmy

eyes.Heremovesthemasks.

“MrsNgele-Ngele,youhadapanicattackand

yourbodywasbeginningtolosecontrolsowe

hadtoperform anemergencyC-sectionforthe

safetyoftheba…”

“Wherearemybabies,aretheyokay?CallDr

Katplease,Mymom,callMam’Gloria.Iwantmy

dad,where’smyfamily?”Icry,feelingthesharp



painbelowmystomach.

“Pleasecalm downMam’,they’rehere,they’re

notallowedinICUbutwecangetKatlegofor

you.”Hesayscalmly.

“Mybabies?Wherearemybabies?”

“AsIwassaying,wehadtoperform an

emergencyC-sectionandbecauseyouranxiety

wasaffectingyourheart,itsunfortunatethat…”

“No,noyouwillnottellmethat,youwilltake

metogoseemybabies,Iwantmybabies.I

wantthem.Youwillnottellmeunfortunately,

itsnotunfortunatethatIcarriedthem thislong,

itsnotunfortunatethati'vegrowntolovethem

witheverythinginme,thatmeandthem

becameone,thatIfeltthem growinmeevery

month,nothingaboutithasbeenunfortunate.

Soyou,withyourscrubs,donotgettotellme,

theirmother,thatitisunfortunate.Noyoudo

not!”Iscream,enduringthephysicalpainin



bodyandmyheart.

“WetriedeverythingwecouldMrsNge..”

“Youdidn’ttryhardenoughifyou’retellingme

itsunfortunate,youfailed,youfailedthreelives,

there’snotryingtryinginthat.Tryingdoesn’t

produceunfortunates.”Isay,cryingloudlyand

Katrushesinwithanexhaustedface.

“Wemanagedtosavetwobuttheotherone,

wecouldn’t.I’m sorryMrsNgele-Ngele”Hesays,

holdingbacktearsandwalksoutoftheroom.

“No!Kat,it’snottrue,pleasetellmeDr

Unfortunateisplayingafuckedupjokeonme,

pleasetellmethatallmybabiesthatI’vebeen

carryinginmeformonthsareallalive.”Isay,

cryingreachingoutforherhand.

“I’m sosorrysis,I’m reallysorry.Onedidn’t

makeit”Shebeginstocryholdingmyhand

tightasmyheartbeginstoache.

……………………………



They’vemovedmetoadifferentward,Ihaven’t

seenthebabies,Idon’tthinkIcan.It’sbeen

twodayssincefindingoutaboutlosingmyson

allIcandoiscry.Thefamily,Mam’Gloria,dad

andKatvisitsjusttowatchmecryandsleep.

Theonlyform ofcommunicationwaswhenI

shookmyheadwhenKatsaidZaneaskedto

seeme.

TodayIsilentlywatchtheblueskythroughthe

windowandmymindvividlytakesmetothe

dream Ihadaboutmymotherandtheboy.My

heartfeelscomfort,asenseofpeace,the

longeranddeeperIstare,themoreclearertheir

smilesbecome.Ifindmyselfattemptingto

smile.

Myphonebleeps,it’satext.

“HeyBuhle,IknowI’m thelastpersonyouwant

tohearfrom rightnowbutIpromiseyouitsnot



itseemslike.Iam nothavinganaffairwith

Zane,Ipromiseyou.Thethingis,myfiancéhas

beenveryabusive,atfirstitstartedasjust

words,thenhebecamecontrolling,thenwhen

wemovedthisside,itgotworse,hestarted

beatingforcominghomelateandworkinglate

withZane.Zanebegantonoticebruisesand

aftertryingsohardtohideit,Iendeduptelling

him bczhewasthreateningtogotothepolice

andIdidn’twantthat.SowhenIdidn’treportfor

workwithouttellinghim,hecalledandasIwas

tryingtolietotellhim aboutbeinglate.My

fiancéheardmewhisperingandhit,soZane

heardmecryingandcame.Theygotintoafight

andthepoliceeventuallyarrivedbuthehadran

away.Sowhenyouwerecallingnon-stopI

thoughtmaybesomethingwrongwaswrong

withyoubecausehelefthisphoneinthecar

andhewastalkingtothepolice,soIanswered

afterseeingthemanymissedcalls.Ipromise

youhewasjusttryingtohelpmeandIhatethat



Ibroughthim intothis,IknowIaskedhim not

totellanyonewhenhefirstfoundout,I’m so

sorryBuhle,Icanneverforgivemyselfforthe

painIhavecausedyou.I’m reallysorry.Assoon

asZanedroppedmeatthehospital,hegota

callfrom oneofhisbrothersthatyou’rein

hospitalandhedrovetoEdernvilleimmediately.

Please,believe.There’snothinghappening

betweenmeandhim.I’dneverdothattoyou

andhim.”

Thetextisfollowedbyaseriesofpicturesof

herbruisedface,arm andribarea.

Myheartbeginstosink,Icannotexactlyplace

myemotionsrightnow.It’sallbeginningto

makesensenow.Howthatmanalwayslooked

ather,ohgosh,thetensionatmyparty.Andit

wasthem thatIsawarguefrom adistance,

whichiswhyZanehadbeenabsentmostofthe

timeduringmybirthday.Hewastryingto



protecther,hewassavingherlife.Forthat

bastardtocallmeandsayallofthatshitwhile

heknewexactlythathe’sthemoroninthis

wholething.Idon’tknowhowIfeelbutIwant

myhusband,Iwanttohugmyhusband.

ItextZanetocome.

Hecomes,rushingintotheroom withhiseyes

redandswollen.

“I’m sosorrybaby,it’sallmyfault.I’m sosorry

mylove.”Hesays,cryingashekneesdown

closetothedoor,almosttocamecloser.

“I’m sorrytoo.”Isay,cryingreachingoutmy

handforhis.

Heshakeshishead“Comemylove”Isay,

slowlytryingtositup.

“Don’tmove.”Hesayswalkingcloserandsitsat

thechairnexttomeandsobsharderwhile

holdingmyhandtight.



“I’m sorrybaby,I’m reallysorry.Itsallmyfault.”

Hecontinuestosay

“Noit’snot.It’snotyourfaultmylove,don’t

carrythat.You’reagoodpersonbaby,you

savedSihle’slife.It’snotyourfaultbaby.”Isay.

Wespendawhilelonger,ineachothersarms,

cryingandpraying.Hiseyesarewrittenapain

i'veneverseeninhim before,he’shurting.He

cantevenpretendthateverythingwillbeokay,

allheseesisthismoment,thispainfulmoment

we’reandmyheartisalreadyrestinginmy

motherslapwhileholdingthebabyandlooking

overthemajesticview.

Thisisgoingtopassandwewillbeokay.

“CanIseethebabies”Isayandhequicklygets

offthebedandshoutsforthenurse.

TheyhelpmeontoawheelchairandZane

pushesmeaswefollowthenurse.

“Haveyouseenthem?”Iaskhim



“No,Icouldn’t.”hesays

Wefinallyreacharoom fulloftinybabiesin

cubes.

“Youcancomein.”ThenursesaysandZane

pushesmein,wepassbabythroughbabyand

finallyreachtwotinybigeyedlookingbabies

wrappedinblueblankets.

Theseareyourbabies,they’redoingreallygood.

Breathingontheirown,waving,lookingaround

withtheirbigeyes.Imustsay,thisone’smore

calm andohthatone,you’regoingtobein

trouble.I’m surebythetimeyouleaveyou’llbe

leavingwiththem.”Shesayssmiling.

ZaneandIbegintocryaswelookatthem with

theireyeswonderingaround.Theseare

definitelymyeyes,curiouseyes.

“They’reperfect.”Zanesays.

“LwandleandLanga.”Isay,smilingastheenter

mymouth



“Huh?”Heasks,confused

“LangaistheonestillandLwandleisthebusy

eyesandhands.YoursonsnamesareLwandle

andLanga.”Isayandhehugsmefrom behind

me.

“IloveyouMakaLwandleandLanga.”He

whispersintearsinmyearandwespendthe

nexthourslookingatourbeautifulsons.

Asenseofpeaceandfulfillmentoverwhelms

meandIfindmyselfintears.Ifeelcomplete,

enough,overflowing.

Morethanenough.

………………………………….
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Insert72

There’ssomethingmagicalaboutowningevery

partofyou.Theuncertainty,thetruth,thefun,

thesadbitsandeverythinginbetween.Itslike

fullyhavingcontrolofitallandknowingthatno

oneoranythinghaspoweroveryou.Walking

headheldhighandknowingthatthisisallyou,

thestormsandthecalm,thedarkandthelight,

allofitisyou,andfindingcomfortinaccepting

allofthatbringsadifferentkindoflovefor

onesselfthatcannotbefoundanywhereelse

butfrom within.SohereIam,scarredwithpain

andgriefyetsmilingandtheblessingsweighing

onmyarmsastheylookupatmesmilingasa

waytorewardmewithassurancethatallwillbe

fine.Notonlyam Iassuredthatthingswillbe

fine,Ifeelitinmethattheycanonlybeokay

becausethatisthepromiseIhavemadefor

myselfandmyfamily.Thatregardlessofallthe

restrictionsinourlives,Ichoosemyselfand



them beingpartofwhoIam,Ichooseus.

It’sbeenamonthsinceI’vehadLangaand

Lwandleandaweeksincewe’vebeenbackto

Khumbainourhomeandthingsarenotthe

same.Ineverexpectedthem tobebutInever

thoughtthingsinmyfamilycouldbelikethis,

thelosswehavesufferedcameasashockto

everyone;thefamilies,council,community.

Thereisacloudofsadnessthathasbeen

lingeringoverusassoonaswegotbackwith

onebabymissing.It’saheavyburdento

everyonebutmyhusband,theKingofAmaHlubi,

myhusband,thefatherofmychildrenisnotthe

same,apartofhim leftwithhissonwhonever

gottoseelife.Hecarriesonwithhisdaily

scheduleandtryingtocatchuponworkandthe

newprjectwe’reworkingonwithFrankiebuthis

soulisnotwithuspresently.

“ComeletmerelieveyouZano,youneedsome

rest.”Thandisays,shemovedinwithustheday



wegotbackfrom Edernvilleandrefusesto

leavemyside.

IappreciatehercarryingaboutmebutI’m fine,I

honestlyam okay,Idon’tknowhowthatsounds

butnooneseemstobelieveit.Forthem it

seemslikeanact,thatIwakeupeveryday,

prepareformyhusband,makesurehehas

everythingheneeds,checkuponhim mentally

whiletakingcareofallmychildrenwithout

missingmyownrelaxationtimewithabook

andacupofteaatmybedroom balcony.ThatI

helpThandicookeverymealandchitchaton

thephonewithmyfriends,laughingattheir

crazydatinglives.I’m okay,whateverthat

soundstoeveryoneelsebutim atpeace,I

cannotexplainitsoIdecidedtojustbe.

“ThanksThandi,they’reasleepanyway.Ibetter

prepareformySkypemeetingwithFrankieand

thengocheckonMakhuluandTamkhululater

on.”Isay,shegivesmeadeeplook,theone



thatlookslikeshewantstosaysomethingbut

isholdingback.

“Yes,Thandi,sayit.”Isay

“IthinkyoushouldrestZano,you’restill

mourning.Iwantyoutotakeiteasy.”Shesays

withhereyesfilledwithconcern

“IwillmournfortherestofmylifeThandi,this

losswillforeverbewithmetillthedayIlayto

rest.LifegoesonandIcantstopit,Icantstop

itforsomethingthathashappenedandcantbe

undone.He’sgoneandallIcandoislive

knowingthis,incorporatingitinmydailylife

becauseitwillforeverbethat,adeath.Iknow

youmeanwellThandibutIhavetodothismy

wayandlivingishowIwilldoit.Someonewho

I’m mostworriedaboutisZane,he’sfarfrom

beingokay.”Isay

“Doeshespeaktoyouaboutit?”Sheasks

“Noandwecantforcehim to,allwecandois



bebyhissidenomatterwhat,constantly

assuringhim thatitisnothisfault.”Isayand

shenods.

Imakemywaytothekidsbedroom andlay

them intheircotandheadovertomybedroom

togetreadyformymeeting.

Myphonerings.

It’sIso

“Isolethu”Igreet

“Idon’thavemuchtimebutIjustwantedtogive

youaheadsup,themeninthetribeare

planningonkidnappingNandi,Idon’tknow

whenbutitseemssoon.Theyarenothappyat

allthatsheiswalkingfreelyandhermother

acceptedthelobolawhileyouwereawaysoshe

isalsoputtingpressureonthemarriage.AndI

heardaboutyourloss,I’m sorry.Bye.”Shesays

anddropsthecallleavingmeoutofbreath.

Fuckthesetraditionalperverts!



Zanehasalothe’sdealingwithrightnow,thins

isthelastthingheneedstobedealingwith,I

needtomeettheRoyalCouncilimmediately.

Thisneedstoendnowevenifwehavetogoto

atribewar,ithastoend!

………………………

“Nowthatwe’reallonthesamepagewecan

startoperatingnextyearJan.Ihaveincluded

theLodgemanager,Sihleasourproject

manager,she’llbetheoneyouliaisewith

accommodation,meandmyKultureteam will

beincommunicationwithallthedaytoday

operationsofthefestivalandmypartnerwillbe

dealingwiththefinances.Everythingelse

soundsperfect,Ican’twaittostartnextyear.”I

sayforcingasmileatthethreewhitemanon

myscreen.

“Perfecto!See,thisisgoingtobegreat.Wewill

seeyouallonDecemberforthetour.”Frankie



says

“Yes,IwanttotastethatAfricanbeereveryone

hasbeentalkingaboutintheblogs.”Marco

“CarefulMarco,thatthingisnotfortheweak

hearted.”Pietersaysandwealllaugh

“Thankyougentlemen,we’llkeepintouch.Bye”

Isayandshutmylaptop,leaningmyheadon

thechairheadresttryingtofigureoutthis

wholeNandisituation.

Ughhh!

IpreparelunchforZaneanddropitoffatthe

Lodge,hewasveryhappytosee.Wesatand

chattedforawhileuntilhehadacalltoattend

toandthatgavemetimetoescapetogosee

Makhulu.

“How’severythingathomemntanam?”She

asks,handingmewarm bowlofbutternutsoup,

itsmellsdelicious.



“We’retakingeverythingdaybydayMakhulu.”I

say

“Iknowsayingthiswonthelpmuchbut

kuzolungamntanam,don’tlosehope.”Shesays

andInod.

“Yeah,where’sNandi?”Iask

“Probablywithherboyfriend,thosekidsare

alwaysfollowingeachotheraround,likeants.

Why?”shesaysandItrynottolaugh

“Ineededtotalktoher,likewheredothey

usuallyhangaroundMakhulu?Withinthevillage

oroutsidethevillage?Hasshegonebackhome

whileI’vebeengone?”IaskandMakhululooks

atmewithhersuspiciouslook.

“Whysomanyquestions?Issheinsomekind

oftrouble?IsittheSokwemen?”Sheasks,

lookingstraightintomyeyes.Itrytolookaway

andfindawayoutofthisbutIcant.

“Yes,Isocalledmetellingmethatthey’re



planningonkidnappingherbecausehermother

hadalreadyacceptedlobolafrom them.Soyes,

she’sindanger.Idon’tknowwhenthey’regoing

todoitbutIjustwanthertobesafeMakhulu.”I

sayandshesitsupstraightwithhereyeswide

open.

“Buhle,whatisthecouncilplanningondoing

aboutthis?Thisisnotgood.”Shesays

“Ihaven’ttoldZaneandIdon’twantto,heis

notintherightheadspacetobedealingwith

this,heisstillmourningandthisisthelast

thingheneeds.Iwasgoingtocallacouncil

meetingmyselfandworkonawayofresolving

thisandmaybegetthepoliceinvolvedaswell.”

Isayandsheshakesherhead

“Youareasstubbornasyourfather.Youcan’t

goagainstawholetribe,adangerousand

unruly,onelikeSokwe.TheywillhurtyouBuhle,

please,speaktoZaneandherewhathesaysto

say.”Shesays,Iknewshe’dsaythisbutjustto



keeptheballrollingandreduceherpressure

levelsInodandcontinuetalkingabout

Tamkhulu’sprogress.

“He’sbetternow,Iknowyoucouldn’tvisithim

whileyouwereinEdernvillebecauseofhow

fragilehislungswerethattheydidn’tallowany

kindofcontactbutnowthathe’sbackhome,

breathingonhisownandtalking,everythingis

well.He’sjustrestingnow,youcanseehim

whenhewakesupsomeotherday.”

“IknowandI’m gladthatalliswellwithhim.”I

say

Inthemiddleofourteadateandupdatingme

onthevillagegossip,inwalksthelovebirds,

handinhand.

“Ohlookwho’sback.”Zinzisaysashehugsme

“Hello,nottooroughnow.”Isay,“Ohsorry,I’m

sohappytoseeyou.”Hesays

“Hisisi.”Nandisayshuggingmeaswell.



“Hibaby.”Isay,lookingatherunabletohidemy

fearforher.

“What’swrong?”Sheasks

“Uhm,youhavetomoveoutofMakhulu’sand

comestaywithusforawhile.”Isayandher

faceisimmediatelycoveredinfear.

“Why?”Zinzi

“’It’sthem,Iknewit.Rememberwhenwewent

totownbabeandItoldyouthatcarhadbeen

followingussinceweleftthevillageandyou

thoughtIwasbeingparanoid,itwasthem.

They’recomingforme.”Shesays,holdingback

tears.

“Wedon’thavetimetowaste,you’recoming

homewithmetoday.Gopackyourthings,we

havesecurityinourplace.”Isay

“I’m comingwithyou,Ihavetoprotecther.”

Zinzisays



Ohgosh.Itrynottorollmyeyes.

“Okay,fine.Packherthingsandletsallgo.”I

sayandtheybothdisappearinthepassage

“Buhle,don’tforgettotellZane.”shesaysandI

nod.

“Done.”Theyappearwiththebagsandweall

gotothecaranddriveoff.

“Listen,Zaneisdealingwithalotofthingsright

nowanddoesn’tneedtobroughtintothis,Iwill

handleitwiththecouncil.Soplease,don’ttell

him anything.Ifheaskswhyyou’removingin

withusyou’lljustsayyouwanttospendmore

timewiththetwinsandhelpingaroundinthe

house.Doyouunderstand?”Isayandtheyboth

lookateachother

“Doyouunderstand?”Iaskagainandtheynod.

“Yeah,wewontsayanything.”Theybothsay

“Iwillputanendtothisforgood.Thoseman

wontknowwhathitthem.”Isayasmymind



orchestratesasolidplan.

……………………………….
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“TheSokwetribeisthreateningtokidnap

Nandiphaandtheywillspillanyone’sbloodwho

willstandontheirway.Weneedtostopthem.”I

sayandtheyalllookconfused

“WhereistheKing?WecannotholdaRoyal

Councilmeetingwithouthim?”Chairperson,

Hlombesays

“Asyouallknow,theKingisnotmentally

handlingthelossofhissonwellandheisquite

busyatthelodgewithnewbusiness



developments,sowehavetocontinuewithout

him.”Isay,reluctantlytheymurmuramong

themselves

“Am InottheQueenofKhumba?DoInothave

authoritytosummonthecounciltoattendtoan

issuethatisthreateningthepeopleof

amaHlubi?”Iaskandtheynod“Wedonothave

timetowasteandthereforeneedtocomeup

withasolutionbythetimewegetfrom this

table.”IsayandtheylistenattentivelyasI

explainmyplantothem andtheirinvolvement

init.

“Howmanytimesmustwegohumble

ourselvestothestubbornSokwecouncilfora

girlwhoisn’taHlubi?”Oneofthecouncil

memberssayswithanger

“Thosemendonotlistentoanyone,whenthey

wantsomethingtheygoafterit.Isaywegive

them thegirlbeforeanybloodofourpeopleis

shed.”Anotheronesaysandtheyallnodin



agreement

“ThatgirlisZinzisumzi’sgirlfriendandknowing

howmuchthey’recloseandhowZinzideeply

feelsabouther,hewillgowithherwhetheryou

likeitornot.Soeitherway,bloodofamaHlubi

willshed.Unlessyoudothingsmywayandget

thepoliceinvolved.”Isay

“DoyoureallythinkSokwemencareaboutthe

law?”Chairpersonsays

“Nandiis18yearsnow,shehasrightsofan

adult.Shecanfileacaseofharassmentand

issuesokwemenacourtinterdict.Iwillspeak

totheDirectorofSocialServicesthatIworked

withontheprojecttocriminalizeukuthwalain

allvillagesinthisMunicipalDistrict.Andiftheir

egosdrivethem crazy,theywillbedriven

straighttothejailcell.”Isay

“Ihereyou,wewilldoaswe’retold.Shouldn’t

weupdateKingZanemvulaonthismeeting?”



Chairpersonasks

“No,Iwillhandlethisonhisbehalf,myhusband

isdealingwithalotrightnow,thisisthelast

thingheneedsonhisplate.Thismissionstays

betweenus.”Isay,theynodwithhesitationand

walkout.

Myphonerings.

“Hello”

“MrsNgele-Ngele,howareyou?”

“I’m goodCathy,howareyou?”

“Great.Ihavegoodnewsforyou.”

“JustwhatIneed.”

“Theplotisonsaleandthebuyerishappywith

youroffer.Soyoucanstartwiththebuilding

plans.”

“OhthankyousomuchCathy,thisisthebest

newsi'veheardinawhile.I’llcontactmybank

andwecanhavethecontractorstowork



immediately.”

“That’samazing,speaktoyousoon.”

Idropthecall.AaaaaahIcan’thidethesmile

“It’sgoodtoseeyousmileagain.”Thandiwalks

inthediningroom

“Itfeelsgood,wishIcouldtransferthisenergy

toZane.”Isay

“Ishestillnotokay?”sheasksasshetakesa

seatnexttome

“Heisn’t,hehardlyspeaks,hedoesn’tfinishhis

food,healwayswantstobeintheroom by

himself.ThandiI’m scared,whatifIneversee

themanImarriedagain.”Isay,unabletohold

backtears

“Heysisi,justgivehim timeandbepresentby

hissideallthetime.Hewillcrackandopenup

atsomepoint.”Shesays,holdingbothmy

hands.



“What’sgoingon?”Nonjezuwalksin

“ZanozukoisworriedaboutZane.”Thandisays

“Hehasn’tdealtwithlosssincehisfatherdied,

itsnotgoingtobeeasybuthewilleventually

seethelight.Wewillsupportyouguyson

anything.”Shesayshugsmefrom behind.

“ThankyousomuchNonjezu.”Isay

Ohlookatthetime,Zanewillbehomesoon.I

needtoleave.

“Ineedtogo,he’llbehomesoon.”Isay

“OhletmefetchNgcwaliandwe’llbeonour

way.”Thandisays

Eish!

“Uhm,Thandi,youcanhavethenightoff.Uhm,I

wanttotrytalktoZanetonight.”Isayandshe

looksconfused,assheshould.

“Howareyougoingtohandleallthreechildren

byyourself?Don’tbesilly,I’llbeinmyroom,its



notevenclosetoyours.”Shesays

“No,it’sfine.I’llmanage.Youcancomeback

aftertwodays.Please,Ineedtodothis.”Isay,

shelookssuspiciousbutdoesn’twanttoargue

soshehandsNgcwaliovertomeandIwalkto

mycar.

“Whyisn’tThandicomingwithusMama?”She

asks

“She’sgoingtostaywithQueenMakhuluand

wearegoingtoplaygameswithdaddy,

sis’NandiandUncleZinzi”Isay

“Isdaddystillsad?”sheasksandIlookather

faceontherearviewmirror

“Daddyisgoingtobeokaynana,he’sjust

stressedwithwork.”Isay

“Isworkmakinghim sick?”sheasks

“Alotofotherthingsbaby,justalotofstuff.”I

say,unabletoholdbackthetears.



Wehaven’ttoldNgcwaliaboutthelossofher

brother,wedon’tknowhowtoexplainittoher

yet.Theplanwastotellherwhenshe’sabit

olderandwhensheaskswhyI’m wearingall

black,Itellherit’saQueentrend.She’smore

occupiedbyplayingwithhistwinbrothers,

pullingtheirlegsandalwaystryingtofigure

whoiswhobetweenthem.Langaseemstolike

her,well,LangalikeseveryoneandLwandle,

wellletsjustsay,hetakeshistimewith

warminguptoanyone.

NandiandZinzihavecookeddinner,ourtwo

nannies,(yesIhiredtwomorenanniesforeach

baby,I’m notSuperwoman)havebathedand

fedthetwins.

“Ismellstew”Isay

“That’sexactlywhatwe’rehaving,beefstew

anddumplings,figuredyou’llbetootiredto

cook.”Nandisaysandthat’shernicelyputting-

ifIdidn’tcook,wewouldhaveeatenpre-



packagedfood.

“That’ssweetofyou.”Isay

“Howdiditgowiththecouncil?”Zinziasksand

theybothlookatmewaitingforanswers

“They’reinonmyplanbutyou’llhavetostay

lowuntilNandicanapplyforrestrainingorder

againstthem.”Isay,hereyeswiden

“Sisi,I’m sorrybutthatwillonlymakethem

angrier.Andtheywontobeybythelaw,those

menareruthless.”Shesays,withfearinher

eyes.

“That’snotall,don’tworry.Thecouncilisgoing

theretomorrowandI’vealreadycontacted

somepeoplewhowillhelpputastoptothisin

theentireMunicipalDistrict.”Isay,sheexhales.

“Don’tworrybaby,theywonthurtyou.”Zinzi

sayshuggingher

Zanewalksin,Ngcwalirunstohim.Hehugs



him tightly.

“Hellomybaby.”Hesays

HelooksconfusedbyZinziandNandi’s

presence.

“Helloeveryone,Ididn’tknowwewerehaving

guests.”Hesays,plantingakissonmy

forehead.

“Yeah,ZinziandNandiwantedtocomespend

timewiththetwins.”Isay

“Okay,where’sThandi?”Heasks

“She’satthePalace,thoughtI’dgivehersome

timeoffwhilethesetwowillbehere.”Isay

“Sothey’restayingover?Bothofthem?”He

asks

“Yes,ofcauseinseparatebedrooms.Nofunny

business.Nandimadeusdinner.”Isayquickly

changingthesubject

“Smellsnice,letmechange,I’llbeback.”He



saysanddisappearsinthepassage.

“Remember,thisisbetweenusWe’llgotothe

policestationtomorrow.”Iwhisperandthey

nodandplateup.

Dinnerisservedandconversationisalittlebit

awkwardbecauseZaneisinhisownzone.

“I’m justreadytograduateandstartmakingmy

ownmoney,Icantkeepdependingon

Sis’Kholeka’sallowance,it’salotandI’m

gratefulbutIneedtomakemyownmoneyand

getmyownplacetostay.”Shesays

“Ourplace”Zinzisays

“Ohhwhyareyouinsertingyourselfinherplans

likethat?whatifshewantstostaybyherself?”I

askandNandilaughs

“Andhe’sstillstartingvarsity,nowImustshare

myplacewithastudent,imagine.”Nandisays

andwebothlaugh.



“You’reonlytwoyearsolderthanmesowhen

yougraduateI’llbedoingmylastyear‘cause

yourteachingdegreeisfouryearsandmy

Africanstudiesdegreeisthree.”Hesays,

almostannoyed.

“Still,you’llbeastudent.Ineedmy

independence”shesays,teasinghim more

“Helpmeoutbro,they’reganginguponme.”

ZinzisaystoZanewhosemindiselsewhere

“Uhm,yeah?”Hesnapsoutofhisthoughts.

“You’renotevenlisteningbro,forgetit.”Hesays

shakinghishead

“WishIcould,eraseitall.”Hesaysstaringinto

blankspaceandthere’ssilencearoundthe

table,NandiandZinzilookconfused.

“NandipleasetuckinNgcwaliinbedandZinzi

clearthedishesandputthem inthe

dishwasher.”Isayandtheyalldoasthey’retold.



“Baby,let’sgotakeabath.”Isaytohim holding

hishands

Helooksintomyeyesandthesadnessand

regretexposesitself.

“Comemylove.”Iholdhim andwalktoour

room andintoourbathroom.

WhileIpreparethebathforus,hesitsonthe

bed,stillandsad.

Ihelphim takeoffhisclothesandwalktowards

thewarm bubblebathwithsoothingoils.

Isitacrosseachother,staringintoeachother

silently.

“Doesisend,thepain?Doesitend?”Heasks,

tearsforminginhiseyes

“EverytimeItakeoffmyclothesandlookatthe

scarbelowmystomach,Ifeelmyheart

pinchinginpain.”Isay

“EverytimeIlookatyou,Ifeelguilty,Ifeelsad,I



feelthepainivecaused.Theoffice,Sihle,the

village,everythingaroundheremakesmehate

myselfandwhatI’vedonetoyou.”Hesays,

cryingwithhishandsoverhisface.

“BeforeIwokeupatthehospital,Ihadadream

ofMamaandholdinghim,helookedmorelike

Ngcwalibutadarkerandchubbyversionofher.

HesmiledwhenIheldhim.Istayedwiththem,

overlookingthisbeautifulview.Ifeltatpeace,

therewiththem,IfeltcompleteandIwantyou

toexperiencethataswell.”Isay,hiseyesred,

amazedatwhathe’shearing

“How?WhenallIfeelisguilt?”Heasks

“Ournewhome.”Isay,pickingupmyphoneand

showinghim apictureoftheexactlocationin

mydream.

It’sinthesmalltown,eXhantini,whereLydia

hostedherbirthdaybrunch.

Hedoesn’tsayanythingbutstaresatme.



“Iboughtitforusandhiredcontractorstostart

workingoncethedealhasbeenfinalized.It’s

literallyinthemiddleofEdernvilleandKhumba,

ourfamiliescanvisitusanytimeandwecando

thesame.AndwiththenewdealwithFrankie

andtheteam,everythingishandledwith

business.Sihleismorethancapabletorunthe

lodgeandrestaurantbyherselfandjustreport

toyouregularly.Icanworkonsupervisionlevel

ontheFestivalwork.Thisiswhatweneedbaby;

me,youandourchildrentospendallthetime

withourselves.Wedeserveitbaby.”Isay

Hedoesn’tlookconvincedbuthedoesn’tlook

likehe’sagainstiteither.Hecontinuestostare

atthepictureforawhile.

“Let’sgotobedbaby.”Hesaysandjustlikethat,

theideaistuckedunderthecarpet.

………………………………………………..
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“Howareyou?Zanetoldmeyou’rebackat

work?”Iask

“I’m fine,justworriedabouthim.Youknowhe

doesn’tsayanythingtomeoranyofthestaff.

Hegreetsandsaysbye.Howareyouholding

up?”Sihleasks

“Takingitadayatatime.Thecase,didyou

followuponit?”Iask

“ThefamilygottooinvolvedandIhadtodrop

thechargesbuttherestrainingorderstillstands.

He’salsosuspendedfrom hisjobthissideso

hecan’tcomethisside.Thanksforconvincing

theRoyalCounciltobanhim from Khumba.”



Shesays

“Noproblem,listen.Ineedafavorfrom you,can

youclearupZane’sschedulefortomorrow.”I

sayandsheagrees.

“Thanks,takecare.”Isay

“Youtoo.”Shesaysandwedropthecall.

………………………

Onourwaybackfrom thepolicestationandthe

court,theCaptainassuredusthattheywilltake

thisseriously,Iknowtheygotacallfrom the

Commissionerotherwisetheywouldn’tcarefor

shit.It’snicehavingfriendsinhighpositionsat

times,yourubmybackandIrubyours.

“Whendoesyourfinalexamsstart?”IaskNandi

“Inthreeweekstime.”shesays

“I’m goingtoneedyoutoheadbacktovarsity

bynextweek,Idon’twantyoutobestressedby

everythinghappeninghere,I’llhandleit.”Isay



“Willthisbemylifethough?Runningaway,

always?”Sheaskstearyeyed

“No,you’renotrunning.You’reastudentand

youneedtoprepareforyourexams.”Isay

“Trustme,you’llenjoyDecemberwithnofearof

anyoneoranything,Ipromise.”Isay,shenods

asshewipesoffhertears.

“Whataboutme?”Zinziasks

“WhataboutYOU?”Iask,tryingtohidethe

laughter

“WhencanIgobacktocampus?”Heasks

“Zinziwhatdoesyourtimetablesay?Areyou

goingtofollowNandiaroundallthetime?”Iask

“Well,sheismysoulmate.”Hesays

“Ohmygoodness,you’reworsethanyour

brother.”Isay,laughing.

“Whyarepeopledrivingsorecklesslyonthe

roads,Imeantheroadsarebadasitis.”Isay



asthebakkieinfrontofusswaysalloverthe

road.

Ipressthehooterforittomoveaside.

“Areyoukiddingme,isthismancrazy.”

“Ohno,Buhlereverseit’stheSokwebrothers.

Thisisatrap.”Nandisayswithpanic

There’sanotheronebehindme.Ohshit.

Iswayonthesideandspeedreverseonthecar

thatwasbehindus.Theyturnaroundandstart

chasingafterusaswedrivebackwards.

“Buhleletmedrive”Zinzishouts.

There’snotimetoswitchnow,ifIstop,theywill

catchuponus.

IturnquicklyandspeedtowardstheNdlovu

village.Thetwocarsarestillchasingafterus,

myheartisbeatingfasterandmyc-section

woundishurtingfrom allthebumpingonthe

gravelroad.



“DialtheCaptainandtellhim they’rechasingus

totheNdlovuvillage.”IsayhandingNandimy

phone,herhandsareshaking.

“Zinzicalloneoftheguardsandtellthem we

needarmedmentomeetuskwaNdlovu,my

orders.”Isayandhedoesashe’stold.

Nothinginmeiscalm,I’m scared.Theroads

arereallybad,asmuchasmyJeepismadefor

thesebumps,thosecarsbehindaregetting

closerandcloserandwearenotevencloseto

thevillage.

“TheCaptainsaystherearenovansatthe

stationrightnowbutwillsendonewhenit

arrives.”Nandisays

“Fuck!”Iscream

“Sixarmedguardsareontheirway,they’lluse

thealternativeroute,sowe’llfindthem

kwaNdlovu.”Zinzisays

Smallhousesbegintoappearfrom adistance



thefasterIdrive.

Abangingsoundhitsmysideviewmirrorand

breaksit.

“Headsdown.”Zinzishouts

“Whatwasthat?”Iscream,tryingtokeepmy

headdownwhiletryingtoseetheroadahead

“They’reshooting.”Zinzireplies.Nandistarts

crying.

We’regettingclosertothevillagebutIstill

cannotseeanyofourmen.

“Zinziwherearethey?Yousaidthey’llbehere

bynow.”Iscream

Zinziliftshisheadtolookclearer.

“TherebythattreeBuhle.Turnleft,letsnotgo

intothevillage.TheNdlovu’scannotbeinvolved

inthis.”HesaysandItakeasharpleftturninto

theforestandstop.

Wecoverourearsasthegunshotsgetlouder



andcloser.

Nandi’sscreamsandcriesbecomelouderthe

longertheshotsarefired.

“It’sgoingtobeokayNandi,it’sgoingtookay

baby.”Zinzisays,hugginghertightlyinhisarms,

almostshieldingherwithhiswholebodywhile

I’m stuckinthefrontseatwithasharppainin

mystomachandIjustknowI’verapturedmy

stitches.

Afterwhatseemedlikealifetime,gunshots

stoppedandeverythingwentsilent.

“NkosazanaZano?Zinzi?”Someone’sshouting

Wesitstillinoursilence,holdingourbreathes.

“Zinzi,it’smeZumba.”Heshoutsagainandwe

getupandstepoutofthecar.

“TheSokwebrothersranawayandleftthese

foolsbehind.”Hesayspointingattheblooded

bodieslayingontheground.



“Arethey?”Iask

“Leave,we’llsortitout.Gonow.”Hesays

“Thepoliceareontheirway.”Isay

“We’llbedonebythen.”Hesays

NandiandZinzirunbacktothecar.

“KingZanemvulaorthecouncilistoneverknow

abouttoday,anyofit.Understood?”Isay

starringrightintohiseyes.

“Itneverhappened.”HesaysandIgobackto

thecar.

Thedrivebackhomeissilent,sadandscared.

AfterI’vefreshenedup,cleanedupmystitches

andItookpainmedsthattookmeintoadeep

sleep.

“Baby,areyouokay?”I’m wokenupbyZane’s

voice

“Irupturedmystitches.”Isaytryingtogetup.



“No,stayinbed.Youneedtostayinbed,it’s

onlybeenamonthsinceyou…”Hestops

“SinceIgavebirthtoourbeautifulandhealthy

sons”Isay,holdinghishand

“TheyareaBlessingtobegratefulfor,theyare

abeautifulpartofourlife.”Isay

“Promisemeyou’llrest.”Hesays

“Butfirst,canItakeyousomewhere

tomorrow?”Isay,helookspuzzled

“Rest?I’m askingyoutorestandyouwantto

travel.Besides,Ihavethatimportantmeeting

withFrankie.”Hesays,lookinguninterested.

“Sihlewillhandlework,you’lldriveandI’llrest

onthepassengersseat.Pleasebaby.”Isay,

makingmycuteface.

“Okayandafterthatyou’renotleavingthisbed

untilyou’refullyhealed.”HesaysandInod

“CanIcuddle?”Iaskandherestsnexttome



andplaceshisheadonmyboobs.

WithmyhandIrubonhishead.

“I’m sosorrybaby.”Hesays,sobbing“I’m soso

sorry.”HecontinuestosayasIhughim tightly.

HecriesloudlythemoreheapologizesandallI

candoisholdhim closertome.

“Letitoutmylove,letitout.”Isayandhecries

untilhistearsarenomore.

……………………………………..
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Onourwaybackfrom whatwillsoonbeour



newhome,we’replayingourfavouritejazz

instrumentals,singingalong,andreminiscing

ontheolddaysofourtripstotownandhow

muchweenjoyedthoseridesbecausethey

weretheonlytimewegottospendwith

eachotherwithouthavingourfamiliesinour

business.

“IhavetosetameetingwiththeCouncil,they

wontlikewhatIhavetotellthem butit’smy

decisionandtheyhavetolivebyit.”Hesays

“I’m morescaredofMakhulu,she’sgoingtobe

onmyneckwiththe‘whatwillthepeoplesay’

lecture.”Isayandwelaugh.

IsmilewidelyasIseehisbeautifulsmile,the

smilethathadmefallingforhim,notcaring

whattheconsequencesandtheculturehadto

sayaboutme,justmewantinghim allfor

myself.MutingeverythingThamiandMakhulu

saidandjustwantingtoseehim andthatsmile.

Spendinghoursinbedtossingandturning,



seeingit,unabletosleepbecauseoftherush

butterfliesitbroughtinmystomach.Jumping

outofmywindowinthemiddleofthenightjust

toseehim andhissmile,wellandotherthings

butthatsmile,alwaysassuredmethatitwillbe

worthitandthat’sexactlywhatIfeelrightnow.

“IloveyouZanemvulaandIdonotregret

anythingaboutbeingwithyou.”Isay

“Buhle,whathaveIeverdonetodeservealove

liketheoneyougiveme?”Hesays“Iloveyou

somuchmyloveandIpromisetoalwayslove

you‘tillmylastbreath.”Hesays,reachingfor

myhandandkissingit.“It’sallforusfrom now

on,nooneelsebutus.”Hesays.

……………………………

Inthemidstoftheheateddiscussionabout

ZanesteppingdownasKingandmeasQueen

ofamaHlubiandourmovetoeXhantini

betweenthefamilyandtheRoyalCouncil,my



phonebleeps,it’satext.

“Meetmeoutsidenow.”

It’sfrom Iso

Iexcusemyselfandheadout.

IlookaroundtoseeifIcanfindher,untilIspot

awhitedoublecaponthefarrightofthePalace

gate.Iwalktowardsit.

“Iso,what’swrong.”IsaywhenIseeherface

withbruisesandswolleneyesfrom crying.

Sheisnotalone,she’swithhishusbands’son,

hertwinsandwhatseemstobeluggage,alot

ofit.

“What’sgoingonIso?”Isay

“I’m leaving,forgood.We’releavingandI

wantedtoseeyoubeforeIleave.Iwantedto

thankyou,foreverythingyouhavedone,risking

yourlifeforeveryyounggirlinthevillagesand

formakingmerealizethatwhatIperceivedas



normalgrowingupwasactuallyabuseandI

shouldn’ttolerateit.Whenthepoliceshowedup

yesterday,thingsgotreallyhectic.Sokwe’s

brotherswerearrestedandissuedsome

documentbanninghim from visitingKhumbaor

gettinganyclosetoNandiandZinzi.HeknewI

hadsaidsomethingtodowithit,hegotviolent

andthat’swhen….hehelpedmepackandleave

withthechildren.Obviouslythey’reallangrybut

Iknowtheywontdoanythingaboutitbecause

thelawisnowinvolved.”

Mymindistakingits’timetryingtoprocess

everything.

“Whereareyougoing?Doyouhaveanyplan?

Isothisisbig,i'm gladyou’rechoosingtoleave

butareyousafe?Imean..”Isaywithmyeyes

side-eyeingtheKing’sson.

Idon’ttrusthim.

“He’stheonewhohelpedmegetout,he’sthe



onewho’sbeenconvincingmetoleaveforthe

longestbutIguessIwastoostupidtorealize

whatwasinfrontofmeforyears.ButI’m safe,I

knowIam.”shesays,reachingherhandtohis.

“Wehavetoleave.”Hesays

“Takecareofthem.”Isayandhenods

“Callme,onceeverythingissettledatall.”Isay

andshenods.Igetoutofthecarandwatchit

rushonthegravelroadleavingbehindallthe

dustoftheirtraumaandjourneyingtowards

healingandnewmemories.

“Thisyounggirlcamehereandchanged

everythingthatwasbuiltbyourancestors,she

changedhowthingsaredoneinourtribeand

thevillage.Shecamewithhercityagendaand

nowistryingtoruleyourheadandturningyou

againstus,yourpeople.”Iwokeinand

Chairperson,Hlombeisonhisfeet,fuming.

“Buhle,isyourQueenandyouwillnotspeakof



herlikethat.Shehasdonenothingbutbring

lightintothevillage.Howmanyhomenowhave

moreincomebecauseofthefestival?Girl

childrenaregoingtoschoolandgetting

acceptedtocollegesandscholarships.It’snot

aboutus,andthat’swhatithasalwaysbeen

about,theRoyalCouncilandfamily,shecame

andshiftedfocustothevillageatlargeandnow

peoplearebenefitingfrom everythingthat

comestothevillage.”Zanerespondswith

passionmatchingHlombe’s

“ButNkosi’Yam,whowilltakeupafteryou?We

cannothaveaKingdom withoutaKing.”Oneof

theCouncilmemberssays

EveryonelooksatZazi.

“Ohnodarlings,wrongbrother.”Hesays,rolling

hiseyes

“Iwill.IwillfinishuniversityandIwilltakeup

aftermybrother.”Zinzispeaksandeveryone



looksathim.

“TheRoyalCouncilwillcollectivelyruleunder

theQueenMother,Nonjezu,untilZinzisumziis

readyandabletotaketheThrone.”Zanesays.

TheCouncilmumblesamongthemselves.

“Andanyonewhohasanissuewiththatmust

stateso,andtheywillbeexcusedfrom Council

dutieswithimmediateeffect.”Hecontinuesto

sayandtheroom issilent.

“Myintentionswerenevertodividethefamilyor

thetribe,Ifellinloveanditsohappenedtobe

withtheKingofamaHlubi.IdidwhatIcould

withwhatthescramblesoflifetaughtme.Ido

notcomefrom afamilywithrulesandtraditions,

soallIknowiswhatItaughtmyselfandthatis

tosurvive.Zanocameintomylifeandtaught

methatthereismoretolifethanjustthat.He

taughtmetolive,tolove,tobejoyfulandmost

importantly,findingjoywithinmyselfandnot



onlyinpleasingthosearoundme.Andthatis

whywehavecometodecideonthemove,todo

whatpleasesusandnotwhatisexpectedofus.

Withtherecenteventsofourlife,ithasreally

taughtustochooseourselvesbecauselife

happensandwe’retheoneswhoarelefttopick

upthepieces.EXhantiniisnotthatfarfrom

Khumba,thefamilyiswelcomedtovisit

anytime,IknowZanewillneverturnhisbackon

hisfamilyandtribe,hevaluesthatsomuch,he

willalwaysbeyours.”Isay

“Ohandspeakingaboutlifehappeningandus

choosingourselves,Iwanttoleteveryoneknow

thatIenteredafashioncompetitionandgota

yearscholarshiptooneofmydream fashion

schools.”Hesaysandweallrejoicewith

applauds

“Yeah,soI’m leavingforNewYorkinJanuary.”

Hedropsthebombandeveryoneissilent

“Yeeey!”hecheersforhimself



“NewYorkZazi?”Nonjezuaskswithhereyes

wideopen

“Overseas?”Thandiasks

“Whenwereyougoingtotellusthatwehave

onefullmonthtospendwithyoubeforeyougo

overseas?”Zinzi

“Congratulations”Isay

“Thanksskwiza.Thingshavebeenquitehectic

athome,everyonegoingthroughsomething,

therewasjustnevertherighttime.”Hesays

“Youneedtotellmemoreaboutthis

scholarshipthing,isitarealschool?whereare

yougoingtostay?Whatwillyoueat?Ihearalot

aboutthesescamsofpeoplebeingsoldtobe

domesticworkers.”Thandisays

Isawthatcoming.

“Okay,Iwillletyouguysinoneverythingnow

canwegetbacktotheKing’sbetrayal.”Hesays



andIchuckle.

Zanegiveshim asharpside-eye

“I’m happythatyouhavebothfoundwhatyou

needandarehappywithit,wewillsupportyou

ineverything.Ijustwanttoknow,whatwill

happentoyourhouse?”Nonjezuasks

“We’lluseittoaccommodatemorefestival

tourists,especiallywithFrankieandtheteam

onboard,wewillneedmoreofit.Butwe’reonly

leavingonceournewhomeisdone,You’renot

gettingridofusthateasily.”IsayandIsee

everyonesmiling,includingtheCouncil

chairperson

“Ithinkwehaveresolvedeverythingweneeded

to,wecanadjournthemeeting.”Zanesaysand

theyallwalkout.

“IspoketoIso,everythingissorted.Nandiis

free,forrealandforgoodthistime.”Iwhisper

toZinziandhesmileswithjoy.



“Thankyousomuch.”hesays,huggingme

tightly.“I’llcallNandiandletherknow.”Hesays

andrunstohisroom.

“What’shehappyabout?”Zaneasks

“Nandi,whatelsecoulditbe?”Isayjokingly,

andhelaughs

“He’ssoobsessedwiththatgirl.”Hesays

“Ohyou’reonetotalk,leavingawholeKingdom

behindforBuhle.”Zazisays

“Andyou,MrNewYorkFashion,you’rereally

leaving?”Zaneasks

“Areyoukiddingme?I’vebeendreamingabout

thisdayforallmylife.Iwillgladlyflyoutofthis

villagewithabroom ifIhaveto.”Hesaysand

wealllaugh

“Youdeserveit,I’m sohappyforyou.”Isay

“Thanksforalwaysencouragingmetocontinue

withmyonlinestoreevenwhentwopeople



werebuyingandthem beingyourfriends.”He

says“AllIneedisallowancetoshopformy

NewYorkwardrobe.Mama,whencanwegoto

Edernville,Ineednewclothes.”Hesaysand

Nonjezubeingthebigspenderthatsheislooks

morethanhappytohelp.

“Anytimeyouwant,wecangotomorrow.”She

says

“No,hemustfirstshowusthisschoolandall

thedetailsofthisplacehe’sgoingtooverseas.”

Thandisaysandthat’strueThandi-sm,facts

overfashion.

“Hecantellusthatoverdinner,I’llmakepasta

quickly.”Isayandeveryonelooksatme

“Didyousayyou’llmake,asincooksomething.”

Zaziasks

“Ohcome’on,Frankietaughtmeaquickpasta

dishthatIcanmakeinlessthan45minutes,its

veryeasy,throwinthepastainboilingsalted



waterandinaseparatepanfrychickenpieces,

garlic,onion,herbs,mushroom andcream with

saltandpepper.Simple.”Isayandtheystill

don’tlookconvinced.

“I’llhangaroundinthekitchenandsupervise.”

Thandisaysandfollowsmeaswemakeour

waytothekitchen.

I’m busywiththefoodpreparationsand

Thandi’seyeshavebeenfollowingmeasI

movefrom cabinettocabinet.

“Isitselfishofmetobesadthattheboysare

leaving?Imean,they’retheonlyreasonIwoke

up,takingcareofthem andnowthey’releaving

me.Iknewthisdaywouldcomebutitseems

likeyesterdaywhentheyrefusedtosleepin

theirownroomsandcriedformewhenthey

wentbacktoboardingschool.Nowoneis

marriedwithchildren,oneisincollegeandthe

otherisgoingoverseas.Ijust,itsallmovingtoo

fastandIjustdon’tfeelgood.”Shesays



“Change,it’sinevitable,wegrow,lifehappens,

thingsshiftandpeoplemoveon.it’ssad,Iknow

butlookatthegrowththathashappenedinthis

household.Therelationshiptheboyshavewith

theirmother,witheachother,howtheyare

bloomingintheirownpersonalprospects.”I

say

“Iknow,I’m veryhappyforthem butitsgoingto

beweirdnow,meandNonjezuinthehouse.”

Shesays

“You’regoingtobelonely.Imighthaveanidea,

howwouldyoufeelmanagingthe

accommodationatourhouseforthetourists.

It’snotanydifferentfrom whatyoualreadydo

forthePalaceandIknowourguestswilllove

you.”Isay

“OhZano,Ihaven’tworkedanywhereelsebut

here.Idon’tknowifIcandoitforthose

internationalpeople.”Shesays



“Thandiyoucanhostanyonewithyoureyes

closed,allyouhavetodoisbeyourselfand

makesurethey’recomfortableandmakesure

thestaffisdoingtheirjobandthat’sit.You’re

perfectforit.”Isayandshesmiles

“Okay,I’lldoit.Ooohno,that’snotoil,itsapple

cidervinegar.Here’soil”Shesayshandingme

Oliveoilunabletoholdinherlaugh

“GoodthingIcamehuh.”ShesaysandInod.

We’reallgatheredatthediningtableand

enjoyingthedishIprepared,they’reall

convincedthatThandihelpedmebecausethere

isnowayIcouldhavedoneitbymyself.

Sharingjokesaroundandlaughingatthetopof

ourlungsishowwespendtherestofourfamily

dinnerdate.Itdawnstomethatwhenwe

acceptourselvesandgoforwhatwedeserves

thatthosewholoveusandwantthebestforus

willalwaysbebyourside,whichteachesme

thatnomatterwhat,Ishouldalwayschoosemy



ownjoy,myownpeaceandmyownsanity.

Thatnomatterhowmanytimeswechaseafter

thishappyendingwe’vealwaysdreamtfor

ourselveswhileinaplaceofhurt,weshouldn’t

sacrificeourtrueselvesforanimaginary

happinesswhileneglectingwhatwetruly

deserve.Yes,it’sallglitterandsunflowersfrom

adistancebutwhenwegettoitanditdoesn’t

reflectwhatwetrulydeserveanddoesn’t

resonatewithourhappiness,weshouldalways

findcouragetostepasideandchoosewhat

makesushappy,regardlessofwhattheworld

saysaboutitbecauseattheendoftheday,the

worldisnottherewhenwecannotfind

fulfillmentinourhearts,it’susandour

conscious.

“Goafterthethingsthatsetyoursoulonfire

aboutbutneverattheexpenseofyourpeace

andhappiness.”_L..A.V



…………………………………………..
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THEFINALE

Itfeelsweirdbeingbackhereagain,aftera

wholeyearofnotbeingaQueenbutenjoying

motherhoodandmarriagelifeinoneofmy

favouriteplacesintheworld.Wakingupto

Ngcwaliscreamingatthetopofherlungsand

herbrothersfollowingbehindherlikebaby

penguinsastheyallinvadeourbedroom,we

thenhaveadanceoffinfrontofthehugemirror

untilthelittleonesgetcrankyandwantthei

milkthenIgofrom dancemom tocowmom or



asmyhusbandcallsme,thedairyfactory.

WhileIpumpmyselfdrytofeedLangaand

Lwandle,myhusbandwouldbebusymaking

breakfastforusandourhomestaffwould

arrive,thatincludestwonanniesforthechildren

andourhouseholdhelp.Afterthechaotic

morning,NgcwaligetsinthecarwithmeandI

dropheroffathercrèchewhileIheadoverto

ournewofficeandZanegoestothe

constructionsitewherehe’scurrentlybuildinga

culturalcenterwitharestaurantservinglocal

food.We’vebothagreedtoworkfourdaysa

weekandbreakatworkat4pm,withallofour

businessesbooming,newandoldprojects,we

havebeenverybusywithworkbuthavealso

foundagreatbalanceinourstrictqualitytime

schedule.ThepeopleineXhantinihavebeen

verywelcomingandkindtous,eventhoughwe

donothaveanynearbyneighborsonoursite,

weknoweveryonebynameandclanname,

that’showsmallandreceptivethevillageand



townis.SihleandFrankie’steam havebeen

operatingonadailybasisonthenewproject

andmyKultureteam hasbeengreatsupport

whichiswhatbringsustoKhumbatoday,the

launchofKhumbaKultureTours.

“Whatdoyouthink?Iwantedsomething

authenticyetartistic,Ididn’twanttolosethe

Khumbaheritagebutalsowantedamore

creativetwisttoit?Doyouthinkit’stoomuch?I

mean,Icanaskthem toremovethe…”

“It’sperfect,youdidaperfectjobSihle.”Isay

andsheletsoutadeepsighofrelief.

“Psheew!Great,nowcomeiwantyoutosee

theseartpiecesthatweredonebythechildren

from artgalleryworkshops,socute.Idecided

toputthem attheentrance.OhIhavetocheck

oncateringaswell.”Shesayswithnobreathin

between,sheremindsmeonourlaunchof

KhumbaKultureFestival.



“Okay,relax.Breatheinandout.Everythingis

goingtobefine.Now,howhaveYOUbeen?”I

askherandshesmileswithhercheeksalmost

turningpinkish.

“I’vebeengreat,workisgood,lifeisgoodI’m

justhappy.”Shesays

“Iknowthatsmile?whoishe?”Isayandshe

blushesmoreandquicklychangesthe

conversation.

“You’vebeendoinggoodtoo,thekidsareso

grown,Iseeyouuploadsallthetime.Ialsohere

youguysaredoinganotherbusinessthatside

aswell.Howisthatgoing?”Shesayshidingher

smile.

I’m gonnagether,shewontevenknowit!

“Thingshavebeengood,verygood.Thatmove

waseverythingweneededandI’m justgrateful

thatwestillgettodothethingswebothlike

andstillhaveourfamily.Theculturalcenterand



restaurantarecomingokay,stillatconstruction

butwe’rehopingtoincludeitasoneofthe

officialstopsfortouristsintheKhumbaKulture

Toursbutenoughwithbusiness,Ineedvillage

gossip.”Isayandweheadtoherofficetalking

andlaughing.

ZanewalksinwithhermotherandZinzi.Ijump

outofmyseattogreetthem,I’vegenuinely

missedthem,especiallyNonjezuandher

extravagantlooks.

“Wait,didyougainweight?Orareyou…”

“Ohno,Iam notpregnantandthatbabychapter

isclosed.”IsayasIhugher

“Iam readytobeagrandmaagain,itsbeena

while.”Shesayswithhercheekysmile,herdoek

tiedtightlymatchinghertraditionalensamble.

“Ohthat’suptoZinziandZazinow,ZaneandI

aredone.”Isay

“OhIam notreadytobeafathertoanyone,so



pleasedon’tlookatmeeither.Zazinimightbe

next,hisInstastorieshavebeen…”Iquicklygive

him awarninglookandhe’simmediatelysilent.

HeknowsdamnwellthatZaziisnotyetopento

discussinghisnewlovelifewiththefamily,he

blockedeveryoneinthefamilybesidesmyself

andZinzi,evenZanedidn’tmakethecoolclub,

he’sblockedtoo.Wealsodon’tknowmuch,

besidesthepicsheposts,allIseeishim and

hiswhitemaneatingjoywiththeQueens

cutlery.Igethim,hisfamilycanbevery

controllingattimesanditreallydoestakeaway

from thespecialloveoneshareswiththeirlover,

sountilheisreadytoshare,weshallremain

mute.

“WhatInstastories?”Zaneasks

“Uhm…justhim anduhhjusthim postingcute

babyvideos,youknowthosefunnyvideos,very

funnybabyvideos..hahahaha,sofunny…uhm so

howarethetwins?”Zinzisaystryingtoget



himselfoutofthisstickyconversation.

“They’regood,wellLangaisgoodbutLwandle,

yhooow,sorestlessandalwayslookingfor

somethingtobreakor“fix”inhismind.All

Lwandledoesissmileandpointattheocean

view.”Isay

“Icantbelieveyoudidn’tbringthem with,Imiss

them somuch.”Nonjezusays

“Oh,Ineededabreak,Ijustwantedtoenjoythe

launchwithnoworryofchasingaroundafter

them.Besides,Christmasisalmosthere,you’ll

bewiththem untiltheyexhaustyou.”Isayand

shelaughs

“Icantwaittocomevisitandforthewhole

familytobepresent,it’sgoingtobea

Christmastoremember.”Shesaysandloud

singingandululatingbegins.

“Oh,Ithinkthey’restarting,let’sgo.”Zanesays

andweallheadout.



Thearetwominibusesfulloftouristswhoare

stayingoverfortheweekend,thisisamazing.

Thecelebrationsbeginandthetouristsare

amazed.Walkingfrom stalltostall,busying

craftsandclothing,tastingfoodandlocally

brewedbeerstodancingandsingingalong,the

tentisfilledwithjoyandlearning,andallIseeis

theeurosignsfloatingovertheirheads,heckI

reallyam mydad’schild.Imean,thatwhywe

dobusiness,formoneybutthisoneisdifferent

becausealotofpeoplegettobenefit,

especiallythepeopleofKhumbawhohave

workedsohardtohostthisevent.

Frankietakestothepodium andpreparesfor

hisspeech.

“Uhm,helloeverybody,canIhaveyourattention

please.Thankyousomuchforthesupportand

yourwarm welcome,theKhumbapeopleare

verykindandweloveyouallmwaaah!”hesays

thecrowdclapsandululates.“Thankyoutothe



KingandtheQueen,canIstillcallyouthat?or

isitnotlikethat?anyway,mybusinesspartners,

MrandMrsGeleleandtheKultureteam”

everyonestartslaughingandapplaudsatthe

sametime.

Therewasnowayhewasgettingthatsurname

rightwhenhecantevenspeakEnglishproperly,

besideshecallsusbyournamesanyway.

“AndtothemosthardworkingwomanIhave

evermet,MissSihle,thankyouforalways

makingsureeverythingisinorderandeasy.

Youknow,sheissokindtomeandworkswith

somuchrespectandforthatIthankyou.”

FrankieendsoffhisspeechandSihlehasn’t

wipedoffhersmile,mmmh,waitithe?Andshe?

Uh,sheneedstogivemethetea.Iknow

chemistrywhenIseeit.IfonlyThamiwasstill

workinghere,hewould’vedisheditallupfor

buthe’sbusytravellingandhavingthebest

timewithhisman.Ugh,thisChristmasmust



comealready,Imisshim somuchand

aunt’KholekaanddadandMam’Gloria,Katugh,

Imissthem all.

“Thiswouldn’tbepossibleifitweren’tforyou.”

Zanewhispersinmyearashehugsmefrom

behind,plantingsoftkissesonmyneck.

Istillgetshywhenhedoesthisinpublic,

especiallyinKhumbaandthepeoplewatching.

“WeshouldthankFrankieforhavingthegutsof

wakingaheavilypregnantwomaninhernap.”I

sayandhelaughs.

“HesureisonebraveItalian.”Hesays“DidItell

youhowgorgeousyoulookinthisdress,the

wayittightlyhugsyouinyourcurvesand

especiallythispart.”Hesaysrubbingonmy

hips.

“OhmygoshZanemvula,thepeople.”Isay,

pushingthem awaybutstillflatteredbyhis

gentletouch.



“I’m nottheirKinganymore,I’m justaguyin

lovewithhiswife,hissexywife.”Hesays

plantingmorekissesonmyneck,Itrysohard

nottogiggleandblush,damnthishasme

heateduprightnow,Icanfeelmynipplesbegin

toharden.

“Ohyoutwodon’twanttogrowup,you’restill

doingthistouchytouchythingofyours.Infront

ofthepeoplenogaal.”Thandishowsupfrom

nowhere,followedbyMakhulu,Tamkhuluand

Dlamini.

“LookatZane,allupinhernecklikethat,are

youascarf?Isitwinter?”MakhulusaysandI

canthelpbutlaughoutloud.

“Leavemyscarfalone,Iloveit.”Isayinhis

defence,stillunabletoholdbackmylaugh.

“Youlook…uhm…thick,gorgeous,justthickand

youareglowing,Xhantiniisreallytreatingyou

well.”Thandisays



“Ijusthadtwobabiesatthesametime,ofcause

I’m thickandtheairineXhantinihasmagical

powers.”Isay

“Ormaybeyouhaveanotheronecoming

through,ItrustBhunganeonthat.”Tamkhulu

saystheyalllaugh

Ohgosh,someonecantgainweightinpeace.

“Iam notpregnant.I’m donewithbabies,yho!

theoneswehavearemorethanenough.”Isay

“IseeLwandleisgoingtogiveyougreyhair,

thatvideoofhim puttingVaselineallovercalm

Langa,alwaysbringsmetolaughter,your

grandfatherlovesitsomuch,hesaysitreminds

him ofhimselfasayoungnaughtykid.”

Makhulusays

“YhuandmypoorLangajustsattherein

obediencewiththecutestsmilewhileheshines

brightwiththicklayersofVaseline.Icouldn’t

evenshout,Ijustlaughed.”Isayandthe



conversationisaboutthetwinsnon-stop.

“Youwillexperiencethem firsthandwhenyou

comevisitforChristmas.”Isay

………………………………………

Thesunshinesonthethecalm seacreating

sparklingreflectionofthebeautifulsky.The

windisthinwithhumidairfrom themountains

behindusandthecoolbreezefrom theocean

infrontofus.Myearsarefilledwithhis

charminggiggleashechasesaftermamafrom

adistance.Istandbythediningpatioand

watchthem intheirjoy,intheirpeace.My

mom’shairdancingtothewindthesame

directionwithherredflowydress.Andwithher

backfacingmyIcanfeelthejoyinthismoment,

Icanfeeltheirpresenceinmyheartandthat’s

allIneeded,anaffirmationthatthismovewas

notamistake,thatpeacereallydoescome

whenwechooseourownsanityofpleasing

others,thatindeedthereisalightattheendof



thetunnelandthetunnel,nomatterhowlong

anddarkitmaybe,itleadstoourdesiredpeace

andasmuchasitcanbesuffocating,thereare

lessonsofourselvesandwhoweneedto

becomewhenwereachourplaceofpeace.The

tunnelmightbedarkbutinitwefindlight

withinusthatguidesustooureverlastinglight.

So,holdon,induringthedarkandthe

uncertaintyfindcourageinknowingthata

betterversionofyourselfwillmeetyouatthe

endofthetunnel,don’tletthedarknessdim

yourinnerlight.

“Youknowthat’sonlyromanticinmovies,in

reallifeit’sweird.”IsaytoZaneasIam met

withhissmilethemomentIwakeupfrom my

slumber.

“Thesmileyouhadinyoursleep,Icouldn’tstop

starring.Ihopeyoudreamingaboutme.”He

saysplantingakissonmyforehead.



“You’realwaysinmyheartbaby,you’realways

ineverythoughtIhave.Yourloveisthemost

importantthinginmylife,itbroughtouta

versionofmyselfIhavegivenupon,itgaveme

hope,yourloveformewassostrongthatit

challengedtraditionsandstereotypes.Iheldon

ituntilIcanfindalovelikeyoursformyself,

withinmyself.Yourloveinspiredmetolove

myself,tochoosemyselfandtonevergiveup

onwhoIam becoming.AndIwillforeverbe

thankfulforit.”Isayandhe’ssilent.

Tearsfloodingmyeyesandeventually

overflowingdownmycheeks.

Hewipesthem off.

“Iknowyoualwaysfeellikethere’snothing

muchyouofferandthatyouareneverenough

formebuttrustmewhenIsayyouare

everythingIneededandmore.Therewas

somethingaboutthewayyoucarriedyourself,

nocareintheworldwhatpeoplethoughtofyou,



justbeingandhonestlywithoutanyones

approval.Youraurawasfilledwithlife,andthat

issomethingIneeded.Tobeboldand

courageousinmyintentionsanddoingwhat

makesbehappy.Yourlovegavemefreedom,it

brokedownchainsoffearandawakenedthe

kidinmewithdreamsofhisownandnotthat

ofothers.Iloveyouformakingamanoutof

me,amanwithlove,amanwithintentionsand

freeingmefrom myowninsecurities.”Hesays

withtearsinhiseyes,staringdirectlyinmine.

Hepullsmetowardshim slowly.

“IloveyousomuchZanozuko,Iappreciateyou

somuch.AndIthankyouforlovingme.”He

sayswithhislipsclosetomine.

“IloveyoutooZane,andIlovewhatwe’vebuilt

together.Andthankyouforus.”Isayandmy

lipsmeetwithhiswarm lips,togetherdancing

ingratitudeofnotgivinguponourlove.His

handsslidingundermysilkbottom shortsand



rubbingonmybutt.Iputmylegoverhisand

begintofeelhiserectionforinbetweenmy

thighs.Ipushmyselfclosertohim asmyblood

rushesallovermybodywithexcitementofthe

glorythatawaitsit.Allovereachother,his

erectionshardensandthemoistureinbetween

mythighsisreadytoreceiveitall.

“Mama!MerryChristmas,comeseewhat

FatherChristmasgotus.Mama!Open.”

Ngcwaliscreamsontheothersideofthedoor

andIimmediatelywanttoscream ‘GOAWAY’

butshecontinuestobangthedoorandtwo

smallvoicesspeakingingibberishappearas

well.

Igenuinelywanttocry,Ifeelalumpinmy

throatform.

“Youknowtheywontgoawayuntilweopenthe

door.”Zanesayswithhisalmostredeyes.

Ithrowalittletantrum andbouncingupand



downthebedwithannoyancebeforegettingup

toattendtothecutemoodspoilerswhileZane

quicklyrunstothebathroom topee.

“MerryChristmasmybaby.”Isay,fakingasmile

tomyexcitedfouryearold.

Ihavenochoicebuttoswallowthelumpinmy

throatandmothermybabies.

“Comeletsgomakehotchocolateandsee

whatFatherChristmashasforus.”Isayand

sheimmediatelyrunsofftothekitchenleaving

meandthelittleonesbehind.

“Mama”Langasayswithhisarmsupintheair,

readyformetolifthim up.Idojustthatand

ZaneappearsbehindmeandcarriesLwandle,

andweallmakeourwaytothekitchenwhere

wearemetbydeliciousaromasofafullbuffet

ofbreakfast.

“MerryChristmas.”Mam’GloriaandThandiboth

greetuswiththeirsinceresmiles.



“MerryChristmasMa,MerryChristmasThandi.”

Isay,huggingthem both.

“Howdidyousleep?”Mam’Gloriaasks

“Peaceful.”Isaysmiling

“Iwokeuptohersmiling.”Zanesaysashe

makescoffee.

“That’sgoodtohear.”Thandisays“Thebirthof

Jesusshouldbringpeacetous.”shecontinues

tosay.

“Mama!”Lwandlesaysandpointsoutside.

“Youmusteatfirstbaby,thenwe’llgoplay

outside.”Isay.It’snothim tobetheoneto

suggesttogooutsidefirst,it’salwaysLwandle

whoisbangingontheslidingdoortobeout,I

guessthebeautifulweatherhasanimpactand

theexcitementinthehousehashim wantingto

playoutside.

“Comeletmefeedhim whileyoueatHlehle.”



Mam’GloriasaysandIimmediatelyhandhim

overtoher.Hedoesn’tseem happyaboutthat

andhiseyeshavebeengluedtotheview

outside.

I’m walkingaroundthekitchencounterdishing

upformyself.

“Morningfamily!”Thamieandhishusband,walk

inthekitchenwiththeirmatchingonesies.Yes,

Isaidhusband.They’remarried,theyeloped

andgotmarriedinParisanddidn’ttellanyone.

Theybothshoweduplastnightwithringsin

theirfingersanddida“tada”onus.Wecouldn’t

evenbemadbecausethejoyonhisfacewas

priceless,helooksgenuinelyhappyandthat’s

allthatmattered.

“MerryChristmasnewlyweds.”Isayandhe

smilessowide,flashinghisringontheair.

“OhIstillbelievewhatyoutwodid,awhole

secretwedding.”Isay



“Itwasn’tasecret,wejustwantedwhatwe

wantedandthatwastogetmarriedinParis.

Unfortunelty,ourbudgetcouldonly

accommodateus,wearenotrichandour

dreamshadtomadepossible,sowedidus.”

Hesayswithnoregretjustsmilesandpeace.

“Idon’tcarewhatyousaybutIam definitely

throwingyoutwoareceptionlunchorwhatever

wewillcallit,justtocelebrateyourunion.”Isay

“Ohcanitbeonthatgardenwiththatgorgeous

oceanview?Andhavedoves,Iwanttoflydoves

attheendohandalivediscobandwithvogue

dancers.”Hesayswithnobreathinbetween.

“Okay,youcanhaveallofthatbutthatwouldbe

nextyear.Ihavealotonmyplaterightnow.”I

sayandhesmilesheadingtothefoodstation

anddishesup.

“WehavetostartpreparingforChristmaslunch

Gloria.”ThandisaystoMam’Gloria



“Ohthatwon’tbenecessary,Ihiredacatering

companytodothatforus,they’lldeliverat

1:30pm.Iwantedeveryonetorelaxandenjoy

eachotherscompanywithoutworryingabout

foodanddécorandallthatcomeswithit.It’s

beenawhilesincewe’veallbeentogether,lets

justcatchupandrelax.”IsayandThandi

shakesherhead.

“Wewouldn’thavemindedatallbutthankyou

forbeingthoughtful.Iguess,let’scatchup

then.”Mam’Gloriasays

“Mzala,Ijustneedyoutotellmehowyou

convincedthecouncilandyouknowwho(with

hisheadpointingatZane)tomoveawayfrom

Khumbaanddroptheroyaltitleslikethat.That

hasneverhappenedinanytribeKingdom”He

says

“Zanedidalltheconvincing,Ijustsatthereand

lookedcute.Hejustmadethem understand

thatthismovedoesn’ttakeawaythatweare



stillfamilyandthatthevillagewillalways

remainshomeforus.”IsaysmilingatZane.

“WhenMamacalledandtoldme,Ialmostfell

offmyseat.Onebecauseyouwereleaving

Khumbaandtwobecauseyouweremovingto

anevenboringvillage,withapopulationof5

andliterally1store,cantevencallitastore

becauseyouonlygetbasics,theydon’thave

prawns.”Hesayswiththemostdramatichand

gesturesandwealllaugh.

“Ohcome’onitspeacefulandthat’sallwe

needed.Speakingofyourmother,sheissoin

lovewithhiswhiteboo,herstatusesareof

them twoinrestaurantsandboatcruises.It

looksserious”Isay

“Theirholidaysgivemesomuchtravelenvy.

Herbusinessisdoinggoodandlifeisjustso

greatforher.”hesays

“I’m sohappyforKholeka,shedeservesall



thosegreatthingssheisgetting.”Thandisays

withasmileonherface.

“Whattimearetheyarriving?”Mam’Gloriaasks

“TheyleftEdernvillealreadysothey’llbehere

around11”Thamisays

“Morningall.”SinazoandThabisowalkinhand

inhand

“MerryChristmas!”Everyoneinthekitchen

greetsthem withawelcomingsmile.

Theyalsoarrivedlastnight,rightafterThami.

“Itsmellssogoodinhere.”Sinazosays,

salivatingoverthebreakfastdisplay.

“Zanethatviewispriceless.”Thabisosays,

lookingthroughtheslidingdoorandLangaruns

tostandnexttohim.

Hereallywantstoplayoutsidetoday,soweird.

“Allthankstomywifeforconvincingusto

movehere.”Zanerespondssmilingatme.



“Morningfam.”Tysonwalksinandweallgreet

him back.

“Where’sKatlego?”Mam’Gloriaasks

“She’sstillsleepingandtherewasnowayIwas

wakingherup.”Hesayswithfearinhiseyes.

“Shereallyisquitemoodywiththispregnancy.”

Mam’Gloriasays

“MoodyMme?,shebitesmyheadofffor

placingwater2cm awayfrom whereshe

prefersit.She’safirebreathingdragon.”Tyson

saysandwealllaugh

“Goodluckbro,waittillhercravingwakeyouup

inthemiddleofadeepsleepandyouhaveto

drivearoundlookingforbranmuffins”Zane

saysandthelaughtercontinues

“Ohandtheonandoffmoodswingsthatcome

outofnowhere,onewrongwordandshehas

alreadyconcludedthatyouhateher.”Thabiso

sayandSinazoquicklyside-eyeshim.



“LetmedishupforherandI’llwarm itupwhen

shewakesup.”Mam’Gloriasays

“MorebaconpleaseMme.”Tysonsays,almost

begging“Shelovesbacon,alot.”Hesaysand

wealllaughandcontinuecatchingupand

laughingatoldmoments.

Iwalktomyroom toshowerandpreparefor

ChristmaslunchandmyphoneringsbeforeI

headfortheshower.

It’savideocallfrom Frankie.

“MerryChristma…”beforeIcouldfinishmy

greetings,twofacesappearonthescreen.

FrankieandSihleinmatchingChristmasglam

attireswithaviewofnighttimeandChristmass

decorations.

“Surprise!MerryChristmas!”Theybothsayand

Ireallyam shocked,notonlyseeingthem

togetherbutseeinghowbeautifulandhappy

theylooktogether.



“MerryChristmas!Youlooksobeautiful.wait

whereareyou?It’sdaytimeinSA.”Isay

“We’reinToronto,Canada.Holidaywiththe

family.”FrankiesaysandIcantstopbutsmile

“WejustwantedtowishyouallaMerry

Christmas.”Sihlesayswithhereyestwinkling

withjoy.

ZanewalksinandItwistthephonetohisface,

he’sassurprisedasIwas.

“Hey,what’sgoingonoverthere?”Hesays

“Funandlove.”Frankiescreamsandkisses

Sihleonthecheek.

“CongratulationsandMerryChristmastoyou

too.”Herespondswhilehuggingmefrom

behind.

“Seeyounextyearwhenwemakeevenbigger

money.”Frankiesays

“Haveagooddayyouguys.”Sihlesays



“Thankyouandenjoytheholidays.Bye.”Isay

andendthecall.

“Ohwow,whowould’vethought.”Isay

“OhIsawthewaytheywerestaringat

eachotheratthelaunch,Iknewsomethingwas

happening.”Zanerepliesstillhugginmetight

andkissingonmyneck

“Imean,Ididsuspectitbutwow,thisisgreat

forher.im sohappyforher.”Isayandhe

agreesinbetweenkissingmeandfeelingupon

mybody.

“Wannafinishoffwhatwestartedearlier.”He

whispersinmyear.

“Letmetakemymedsandyoucanhaveme

anywayyouwantbaby.”Isayandhegoesto

thebathroom andrunswaterintheshower.

“Done.”Isayandfindhim standinginfrontof

theshower,nakedwithhisdarkskinandsexy

retiredrugbybodyinvitingmetoitsglory.



Itakeoffmypjsandwalktomeethim with

nothingonbutmyloveandadorationforhim.

Andjustlikehepromised,hegivesmeexactly

whatmybodyneededinthemorning.

…………………………………..

“Amen!”WeallsayafterMakhulusaidaprayer

asweallgatherintheChristmastableoutside,

onthediningpatiowiththemajesticviewsof

theoceanandpinetreemountains.

“There’ssomeveganstuffforyouCalvin,when

aunt’Kholekatoldmethatyou’revegan,Ihadto

caterforall.”Isaytohim ashesmilesat

glowingaunt’Kholekaseatedacrossfrom me.

“ThankyousomuchBuhle,thatmeansalotto

me.”Hesayswithhisdeepvoiceandthesun

shiningbrightonhisbaldhead.

“So,anyweddingbellssoon?”Thamieasksand

eyesareallonthem



“Ha.a,none,we’regoodlikethis.”shesaysand

Calvinsmilesinapproval.“Unlikesomepeople,

we’dactuallyinvitepeopletoourweddingor

atleasttellthem we’regettingmarried.”She

saysandthetablegiggles

“Ohcome’oncanwegetoverthisalready,

besides,Buhleisthrowingusareceptionwhat-

whatwhereallofyouwillbeinvitedandAsakhe

willbeourflowergirl.”Hesays

“Ohno,thanksbutnoI’llpass.Ngcwaliwilldo

that.”Asakheandherteensassinessresponds

withoutmovinghereyesfrom herfasttexting

onherphone.She’sbeengluedtoitsincethey

arrived.

ShereallyhasgrownandhowcanIputthis,

verysassyandteenage-ish.

“Yes,I’llwearapinkprincessdresswithwings

andflowerswithglitters.”Ngcwalireplieswith

excitement.



“Yesgirl,leavemisscruellaoverthere.”Thami

saysandAsakherollshereyes,stillgluedtoher

phone.

“PutthephonedownandeatAsakhe.”

Aunt’Kholekasayswithastrictlooksandshe

immediatelydoesassheistold.

“You’rereallyenjoyingthatsteaksis.”Isay,

spottingKatfillinghermouthwithachunkof

steak.Shecantevenspeak,that’showfullher

mouthis,soshenodsandIcanthelpbutlaugh

becauseIknowexactlywhatshe’sfeeling.

“She’slikeyouwhenyouwerepregnantwith

Ngcwali,youateeverythingmeaty.”Zazisays

andthetablelaughs.

“OhMrNewYork,you’vegotjokeshuh?”Isay

givinghim alook,heknowsIknowhissecret.

“Okay,Iknowyou’llthreatenmetodeathwith

thissoI’lljustsayit.Ihavesomeoneinmylife,I

metthem inNewYork,they’realsofrom SA.



Youhavethreequestionstoaskitandwe’re

neverspeakingofituntilI’m readyto.”Hesays

“Isitaboyorgirl?”Nonjezuquicklyasksthe

firstquestion

“Mom,you’rewastingquestions,ofcauseit’sa

man.uhhhnowwehavetwoquestionsleft.”

Zazisays,annoyed.

“HowwasIsupposetoknow,he’sbi,anything

ispossible.”Nonjezudefendsherself

“Okay,letsbecarefulwiththelasttwo

questions,thinkhardguys.”Thamisays

“Howdidyoumeet?”Thandiasksandeveryone

seemspleasedwiththatquestion

“WemetontheplaneonourwaytoNY,all

recipientsofthescholarshipflewonthesame

day.Therewere4ofus.Wegottoknow

eachothermoreduringorientationweekand

gotplacedinthesamelocation.Westartedout

asfriendsandthemorewespenttimetogether



themorewegottofallforeachotherandlike

theysay,therestishistory.”Hesayswitha

smileonhisface.

Wealllookathim withsomuchjoy.

“Okay,canIaskthelastquestion.”Nonjezu

“Ohmom,you’veaskedonealready,avery

uselessoneatthat.Giveusachance,Ialso

wanttoask.”Zinzisays

“Ohcome’on,I’m hismom forChristsake,I

shouldaskasmanyquestionsasIcan.”

Nonjezu

“Zinziisrightthough,you’veaskedalready,let

him asknow.”Katintervenes

“NoIwanttoaskagain.Ipromiseitwontbea

waste.”Nonjezusays

“Nomama.”Zinzi

Andtheyallgobackandforthaboutwhois

goingtoaskthenextquestion,whispering



questionsacrossthetabletofindthesuitable

one,itsquiteahilariousscenetowatch.Itlooks

likewe’reonafamilygameshowandhaveone

chanceofwinningthegrandprizeandnoone

wantstoblowit.

“Whatdoyoulikeabouthim?”Zanesilentsthe

tablewithhisquestionthatnooneapprovedof

andweallfaceZazitohearhisanswer.

“He’sgenuineandverykind.Hecreatesasafe

spaceformetobewhoeverIwanttobe.Not

oncehaveIfeltlikeholdingbackwithhim.I

knowifIsayordosomethingwrongthathewill

alwayscorrectmeinawaythatdoesn’ttake

awayfrom whoIam butthelessonwillbe

passedon.Plushe’sfunny,I’venevermet

anyonefunnierthanhim.SorryThamibuthe

takesthecup.Andmyfavouritethingabouthim

ishowhelooksatme,areassuringlookthat

bringsasenseofsecurity.”HesaysandKatis

intears



“Iwanttomeethim.”Katsays,snifflingonher

napkin

“Whenthetimeisright.”Zazisays

“Thetimebebettertightbymyreceptionwhat-

whatthatBuhleisthrowingforus,youcantbe

theonlysingleone.Themorequeers,the

better.”Thamisaysandwealllaugh

“Thatwasagoodonebro.”Zinzisays

“Averygoodone.”Makhulusays.“Ohstopit

youtwo,can’tyoutwokeepyouhandsoffof

eachotherforonesecond.”Shecontinuesto

sayasZinzikissesNandi’shand.

“RemindsmeofBuhleandZanorunningaround

behindourbackstryingtofindmoretimetobe

together.”Thandisaysandtheyalllaugh

“Andthesneakingoutatnighttogotothe

palace.I’m athomesleepingthinkingmysweet

angelisspendingtimewithhercousininthe

backroom kantishe’sintheKingdom of



AmaHlubi.YeeyBuhleyouarebold,insidea

wholeKingdom.”Makhulusaysandthe

laughtercontinues

“Youknowshejumpedoverthegateatnightin

EdernvillewhenZanearrivedafterfindingout

aboutthepregnancy.”Katsaysandmyfather

looksmortified.

“Yeahandyoutwotriedtohidethepregnancy

from us,don’tforgetthat.”Mam’Gloriaadds

andKatgoessilentimmediately.

“Andlookatthem now,afterallthat,they’restill

here,joiningthesetwofamiliesandbuilding

beautifulfriendships.Truelovereallyconquers

all.They’vebeenthroughsomuch,somuch

painbutheretheyare,smilingandloving

strongerthanbefore.”Sinazosays,withtearsin

hereyes.Sheraisesherchampagneglass

“Tolove.”Shesaysandwealltoastwithjoy.

“Desserttime.”IsayasIgetupandSinazo



followsmetothekitchen.

Weunpackthetake-awaypackagesandputthe

dessertonthedishes.

“Mama”Langapullsmebymydressandpoints

outside

“Yes,babygoplayoutside.”Isaytryingtoget

him togobutheinsistsandpullsmeharder,so

Igiveinandfollowhislead.

Wewalkpastthediningtableonthepatio

whereeveryoneisgatheredandwemove

towardstheendofthegardenwheretheocean

viewismoreclearer.

“Mama,ubhabha.”Hesayspointingtowardsthe

edgeofthecliffandmybodyisimmediately

consumedwithgoosebumps.Ifeelawaveof

sadnessandaffirmationthatturnintotears.I

lifthim andholdhim closetomychest.

“Yesbaby,yourbrotherisherewithus,always.

He’llalwaysbehere,thisisallourhome.”



unabletoholdbackmytears,IfeelZane’shand

onmyshoulderandLwandle’sreckless

shoutingawholelotofgibberishthatseemsto

makesensetohisbrother,Langa,wholaughs

hysterically.

“Areyouokaybaby?”Heasks

“I’m grateful,I’m atpeace,I’m happybaby,I’m

sohappy.”Isay,wipingoffmytears

“I’m happytoomyloveandIcantwaitto

experiencetherestofourforeverwithyou.”He

says.ashehugsmetight.

Aloudbeatofmusicblastsfrom behindusand

oureyesaremetbyscenesofdancing.

“Ohmygosh,thatchampagnewenttotheir

minds.”Isay

“Let’sgo,Ihavesomethingforyou.”Hesays

“Woooza!”Aunt’Kholekascreamsasshe

dancesaroundhermanwhoisunabletocatch



ontothebeat.

Everyoneinhighspirits,dancingwithsomuch

joyintheirfaces,nocareintheworldbutpure

bliss.

Zanaslowlypullsmeasideandstraighttoour

bedroom.

Helocksthedoorandmttipsyselfisalready

excited.

“Standthere.”Hesaysandrunstohissideof

thebedandpullsoutsomething,hidingit

behindhisback.

OhIthoughtwecamehereforsomethingelse,

youknow,bloodrushingthings.

Hekneelsinfrontofmeandopensthesmall

boxandmyeyesareblindedbythediamond

rockthatappears.

“Thisistotherestofourlives,thisisme

committingtomakeyoumyhighestpriority,to



celebratingourlove,topraisingyourhumanity

andcontinuingbeingtheproviderforusall.

Thisismecommittingtoforever,toremindyou

thatnotonlyam IinsanelyinlovewithyoubutI

committoshowyouthatloveeverydayofmy

lifefortherestofit.IloveyouBuhlebethuandI

willforeverloveyou.”HesaysandIkneelto

meethim ontheground.

“Baby,Ididn’texpectthis?Idon’tknowwhatto

say,shockingIknow,butIreallydon’tknow.”I

sayashehelpsmeputonthisring.

“Comehere.”hesayskissingmeandholding

myfacewithhisbothhands.Hecarriesmeup

againstthewallandliftsmydressuptomy

waist.Withmylegswrappedtightlyaroundhis

waist,hepresseshiskissesonmyneck,down

tomynipples.Theyhardenwithexcitementand

Ifeelthewarmthandliquidsreadytowelcome

hisharderection.Hecarriesmetothebedand

placesmeonit,Removeshisclothesandwith



hismelaninerectionstarringme.Ipullmydress

overmyheadandhepullsdownmythong.He

kneelsinfrontofmeandbeginstokissmein

betweenmythighs,bitingatmyscarsand

lickingmyvaginalips.Bloodrushingthrough

mybodyhasmegrippingtheduvetcovers,his

gentlecirclemotionsonclithavemeexhalingin

gratitude.Ipullhim byhisfacetomovetowards

myface,Ikisshim asheplantshimselfinthe

warmthandmoistgardenofpleasure,his

fullnessfillsmeupIdigmynailsonhisback.

Thrustingslowlybuthard,Ifeelhim inmyguts,

bringingallsortsofemotionsinme,doIlaugh

orcryorbegintoworship.Plantingmedeeper

anddeeperinthebed,Iholdontightertohim

andheliftsmylegs,placingthem overhis

shoulders.Ohhhhhh.Hishandsholdingmetight

bymyshoulders,Ifeelhim,hardandroughin

mystomach,butterflies,fireworks,funfairand

volcanoexplosionshavemescreamingfrom

thebottom ofmylungs.“Ahhhbaby.”Isay,as



tearsstream downmycheeks.“IloveyouZano,

Iloveyousohard.”Hewhispersashegroans

onmyface.Eyeshalf-closed,lockedonto

eachother,Iholdhim byhisface,moaningand

grindingtohisrhythm.Ifeelmylegsbeginning

toshake,theharderhegrindsonme.Iletouta

cryofjoyandwaterfallsinbetweenmythighs,

splashalloverusandhegroansloudlywithhis

sweatrunningdownhisfaceanddrippingon

mybreasts.Restedonmychest,tryingtocatch

hisbreathinourfullnakednessandfully

satisfiedbeings,hewhispers.“I’vebeen

thinkingaboutthismomentallday.”

Backwiththefamily,themoodislitasAsakhe

wouldsay.Dancing,drinksflowing,couples

lovingandjoyconsumedtheroom.Withevery

laughterandsmileI’m metwithIfeelasenseof

identity,asenseofbelonging,injoy.Thatthisis

whereIwasmeanttobe,injoyfulmoments



withmyselfandthejoyofsharingitwiththose

closetome.It’salwaysbeenaboutit,finding

whatbringsmejoyandfightingforitnomatter

what.

“Wewillhealfrom thepainandourboneswill

rejoicetothebeatofgratitudefornotgivingup

onourselves.”_L.A.V

THEEND

……………………………………………………
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