


Uthando:PROLOGUE

1999,theyearIgotoutofmyshellandspreadedmy

wings.IhadalwaysheldmyselfbackbutthatdayI

gotpastmyfearsandgotovertheobstaclesIhad

setformyself.IwasthebestbutIrefusedto

acknowledgeit,everyoneelsebelievedinmebutI

failedtobelieveinmyself.Thatdayweplayed

againsttheStreetSharksF.C,awellknownsoccer

team tobeatanyteam theyplayedagainstand

scoregoalslikethematchwasnothingbutabreeze,

they’dflythroughtheiropponentsandrunaround

thegroundliketheyownthesoccerfield.Idon’t

doubtthatforasecondbecauseI’vewatchedthem

play.

Butthatdaytheywereplayingagainst,IMBASA

GoldenTeam,wewerenotcalledgoldfornothing.

Evenwhenwewereplayingintheunder12category,

Itookmyloveforsoccerveryseriouslyandnotonce

hadIaccepteddefeatverykindlysoIguessthat’s



whyIsteppedoutofmycomfortzonethatday.The

otherteam hadunderestimatedourcapabilities

anywaysotheymadethingseasyforme.Wewere

onatieof1–1,itwasatoughgamebutcoachtold

ustofightforthatextragoaltowinthegame.The

Sharksbroughtthesamespirittothefieldsoitwas

fireagainstwater,thegamewentfrom 14°Cinthe

firsthalfto100°Cinthesecondhalf.

Inthelast2minutesofthegame,Ihadtheball

undermyfootandtookasecondor2toscanthe

field.EnzokuhlewasopensoIpassedtheballto

him,Ithinktheotherteam hadnoticedthatwewere

thebestinourteam sotheycoveredusasmuchas

theypossiblycould.Enzomovedforwardthrough

opponent'smidfieldersandpassedtheballtome,I

wasplayingthemidfielderpositionthatday,inevery

othermatchcoachwouldputmeonthestriker

positionbutnotonthatfatefulday.Idribbledthe

ball,wentpastthetwoopponentswiththeballstill

onmyfeetandpassedittotheSimothestriker.



Hemanagedtogetpastthedefenderscautiously

avoidingfoulsandshottheballtothegoalkeeper.

Insteadofdivingright,thegoalkeeperdoveleftand

GOAL!ThecrowdwentwildatthatpointandIjust

sankdowntotheground.Justthenthewhistlewas

blownbytherefereetosaythatthegamewasover.

Itwasclose,wewonwith2–1.Thatwasagame

thattheStreetSharkswouldneverforget.They

playedwellbutweplayedbetter.Westoodinline

andshookhandsbeforewewereawardedour

Encouragementawards.Everyonegottheawardbut

onlytheIMBASAGoldenTeam gottoliftupthe

trophy.

Allmyfellowteam matespreferredbathingathome

sincetheshowersonlyhadcoldwaterandIwasthe

oddoneoutbecauseIdidn’thaveaproblem withit.

PeopleleftthefieldincludingtheSharksteam.I

usedthatopportunitytoslidtotheshowersand

washoffthesweat.Letthecoldwatercalm my

nerves.Ihadallmyessentialswithmeandas

expectedthewaterwascoldasice.Washingmy



head,Ikeptonreminiscingthegame–Iwashappy

wewonagainstthestrongestteam andIsmiledto

myself.Myfatherisdefinitelygoingtoknowabout

thisandmymothermightaswellcookthefoodI

lovesomuch.

TheshowercurtainopenedandIturnedtolookback.

“Coach!”Isaidstartled.Ididn’tknowwhatelsetodo

soIhidmypubicareawithbothmyhands.Myheart

waspumpinghardagainstmychestandmyears

wentdeafforafewsecondsastheadrenaline

rushedthroughmywholebody.

“Simbonga,”hesaidlookingatmysmallframe

nakedbody.“Iwanttoseeyouinmyofficewhenyou

aredone.”

Nothavingtheabilitytotalkaftertheshock–I

noddedtohim andheleftafterclosingtheshower



curtain.IstoodstillforafullminutebeforeI

continuedtowashmybodyandstandunderthe

runningwatertoremovethefoam.Therelaxing

showerIwaslookingforwardtoturnedtoanerve

wreckingexperience.Idon’tknowwhoIwas

expectingbutitwasnotthecoachandIdon’tknow

whybutthewayhelookedatmemademefeel

uncomfortable.Beforeleavingtheshower,Ishook

offthenegativethoughtsandgotdressedinclean

clothesthatmymotherpackedforme.

“Thatwasagoodgame,I’m veryproudofyouson.

Youhavereallyproventobethebestintheteam.

Youseewhatyoudidinthatlast2minutesis

somethingevenImyselfwouldn'thavethought,”

coachspokeupafterItookasitoppositehim inhis

office.

“IjustdidwhatIthoughtwasrightatthetime,”Itold

him.



“Youaretoomatureforyourage.Yourquick

thinkingandcreativitywilltakeyouplaces,”he

leanedforwardonhisdeskwithhishandslinked

togetherandsaid,“Isawthatthebootsyouplaywith

havewornoutandIcan’thavemybestplayerbe

heldbackfrom beingbetterbecauseheisrunningin

thefieldbarefoot.Thatiswhy–”hewentunderhis

deskandplacedapairofnewsoccerbootsontop

ofthedesk.“–Iboughttheseforyou.”

Mylipscurledintoawidesmile,lookingatthe

soccerbootsIcouldhearthem callingmyname–

“Simbonga!Simbonga!Simbonga!”likewhenthe

audienceinthefieldwouldcallmynamewhenI

headedtowardsthenetreadyforkicktheballpast

thekeeperandintothenet.Likemostkids,Ididn’t

havesoccerbootsthatwereingoodcondition.In

facttheonesIhadshouldhaveneverbeenallowed

inthefieldthat’showbadtheywere.ButI

understoodthatmyfathercouldn’taffordtobuyme

anewpairsincehewasstillstrugglingtomake

meansmeetatthattime.



“Really?”Iaskedexcitedly.

“Yes,”hestoodup,walkedaroundthedeskandsat

ontheedgeofthedeskrightinfrontme.“Youcan

havethem BUTifIscratchyourbackthenyou’d

havetoscratchmine,”hesaidadjustinghishard

cockthatIdidn’tnoticewassovisibleunderhis

pants.Iswallowedhardlookingatit.

“Whatdoyoumean?”Ishotmyeyestohisface.

“IfIgiveyoutheseboots,youwillhavetodo

somethingformeaswell.”

Hestoodup,unbuckledhisbeltandunzippedhis

pants.Ishotmyeyescloseatthesightofhishard

rockcock,IheldontomyseatlikeIwasafraida

whirlwindwouldcomeandtakemeawayfrom that

chair.Itwasbig,darkwithveinsaroundit–itstip

wascoveredwiththeextraskin.



“Simbonga,”hecalledoutandasIopenedmyeyes

hewasbusystrokingit.BecauseIwassittingdown,

hiscockwasdirectlyontheleveloffaceshouldhe

havesteppedcloserit’dhavetouchedthetipofmy

nose.“Youlickitlikewhenyoulickyourpopsicle,

thatlargeswirlsicecream topreventitfrom melting

toyourtinylittlehands,”hesaidpullingtheskinback

torevealthepinkhead.Atthattimemendidn’t

circumcise–itmadethem lessofaman,theysaid.

Ishookmyheadraisingmyeyesfrom hiscockto

hisface.

“Ifyouwon’tdoitthenfinebutI’m sureEnzokuhle

wouldlovethenewbootsforthenextpracticeand

forthenextgamematch,”helookedatme.Only

thenInoticedthathiseyesweresmallerandred–

theyweren’tastheynormallywouldbe.

IknewEnzoandIweregoodatplayingsoccerbutI

wasstillthebest.Ifhewouldgetthebootsthenhe’d

playwellandbeatmylevelbutifIgettheboots



thenI’dbethegreatest.Iswallowedandshiftedon

myseat.Coachsteppedclosertome,fearengulfed

mebutIkeptremindingmyselfofthenewsoccer

boatsontopofthetable.Theywereonthetipofmy

handsandtheonlythingstandingbetweenmeand

them isthiscock.

“Yes...don’tletthaticecream meltontoyourhands,

keeponlicking...goodboy,”hesaidpattingmyhead

andgroaninginpleasure.

Myparentswereoverthemoontofindoutthatwe

wonthematchandtopofthatIwasnotonly

rewardedwithanawardbutIwasalsogivensoccer

bootstotopoftheprize.Ineversaidanythingabout

whattookplaceafterthematchorwhatIhadtodo

togetthosebootsbecausethecoachandmyfather

weregreatfriends.Thecoachwouldhelpuswhen

thingswerereallyhardduringthemonth,ifIsaid

anything,noonewouldhavebelievedmeandworse

wewould'velostourhelpinghand.



Twoweeksfrom thatday,weheardthenewsthat

thecoachwasattackedinhishomeandhewas

stabbed23timesalloverhisbody.Theattackers

evenwentasfarascuttingoffhispenis,thedogin

hisyardwasfoundplayingwithit–imaginingthat

washorrific.Icouldn'tsleep,Icouldn'tstopthinking

aboutwhathehaddonetomeandIcouldn'tstop

butwonderwhyhewaskilled.Ididn’tknowifI

should’vebeenhappyorsad,him beingdeadmeant

IwasnotgoingtobeforcedtodoanythingIdidn't

wanttodobutontheotherhand,itmeantwehad

lostthehelpinghandIwasafraidwe’dlose.

Hewasburiedsoonaftertheincidentandmyfather

wasdevastated–hehadlostagoodfriend.Andthe

team hadlostagoodcoach,soanothercoachwas

appointedbutIstoppedattendingpractice.Iletgo

ofmydreamsofbecomingasoccerstar.My

parentsthoughtmaybeitwasbecauseofthe

changeofcoachesbutitwasmorethanthat.Three

yearslater,IwentbacktothefieldandIwastrained

bythenewcoach.Hewasjustasgoodasmyfirst



coachsoadjustedveryquickly,Enzowasmade

captainoftheteam andIwasthedeputy.Mylove

forsoccercamebackjustasstrongasitwasbefore

thatincident.

Throughthecoach'sconnectionswegotthe

opportunitytoplaywithteamsinandaroundDurban.

Wewerestillplayingfortheunder15buttheteam’s

spiritwasoverwhelming.Wepreparedforthetripto

Durban,wehadtocontributeequalsharesofmoney

fortheaccommodation,transportationandfood.We

practicedalmosteverydaypreparingourselvestobe

abletoplaywiththebest.Wedidn’tseeourselvesas

thebestcomparedtothesoccerteamsinthecity,

wewereateam from asmallvillageandwewere

stillstrugglingtogetsoccerbootsthatfitandarein

goodcondition.

InDurban,wewon2outof3matchesthatwe

playedin.Thatboostedourconfidenceanditreally

restoredmybeliefthatIwasthebestinthegame

becausemostgoalswerescoredbymethoughI

wouldn'thavedoneitwithouttherestoftheteam.



Whileweweresleepingintheroom provided,Ifelta

taponmyshoulderIopenedmyeyesonlytofindthe

coachstandingoverme.Everyoneelsewasstill

sleeping,itwasalongdayandrestwaswhatweall

needed.

“Comeshareabedwithme,thatwayyouwon’tbe

squashedupwithnoplacetostretchyourlimbs–

come.”

Ifollowedafterhim andwebothgotinundercovers.

Fiveminutespassed,Iwasclosetodriftingoffto

sleepwhenIfeltthecoach'sbodyagainstmyback.

HewastooclosesoIshiftedforwardtocreate

spacebetweenusbuthecamecloser.

“UngasabimfanawamiIwon’tdoanythingyoudon’t

wantmetodo,”hewhisperedintomyear.

“CanIpleasesleepinpeace,I’m tired.”Itoldhim,



fearwasalreadycrawlingallovermybodyasa

thoughtofhistoryrepeatingitselfcrossedmymind.

“Listen,”heturnedtolieonhisback.“Thereare

peoplewhowanttocometoselectafewplayers

from ourteam –onlythebestandIwantyoutobe

partofthatlot.”HegotmyattentionsoIlistenedin

stillwithmybackonhim.“Youarethebest

Simbonga,evenbetterthanEnzokuhlethatcaptain

positionshouldbeyours.Withyourskill,youare

destinedonlyforthebestandyoucangoplaces.

That’swhyI’m preparedtoputinagoodwordfor

you.Ihaveconnectionsandinthenext4to5years

youcanplayforandagainstthebestprofessional

footballteamsinJohannesburg.”

Thatwasmydream,Iaspiredtoplayforthebest

team amongstthegreatestandthat'swhyIpushed

myself.

“ScratchmybacksoIcanscratchyours–izandla



ziyagezana.”Irememberedthosewordslikethelast

incidenthappenedyesterday,itwasstillfreshinmy

memorylikeithappenedeveninmysleep.“You

wantthis?”heasked.

“Yes.”Iexhaledandpulledtheblankettomyneck.

“Youcanhaveit,theballisinyourcourt.”

“Whatdoyouwantmetodo?”

“TurnaroundandI'llshowyou,”hesaidalready

pullingtheblanketoffmyupperbody.Iturnedto

sleeponmybackandhetookmyhandandplacedit

ontopofhisalreadyhardcock.Iswallowedthe

lumponmythroatandtouchedhim likeIknewwhat

Iwasdoing.“Strokeit,”hesaidheavingthroughhis

mouth.



Ididastoldforaminuteortwountilhegottiredof

myhandandtoldmetogetonmyknees.Hewasn’t

kindaboutitandthesweetkindcoachIknewwas

gone.Hepulledmyshortsdowntomykneesand

brushedthetipofhiscockonmyanalentrance

beforeinsertinghimselfinwithoutanylubrication.

Hewarnedmenottoscream soIcriedsilentlyashe

pleasuredhimself.Ibledthatday,thenextdayIwas

limpingbutImanagedtopretendlikeIwasn'tinpain.

Wewentbackhomeandthenafewdaysbeforethe

peopleinchargeoftheselectioncame,thecoach

hadhiswaywithmewhisperingsweetnothings

againstmyear.

IfeltdirtyandlessofamalebutIstilldidn’tsay

anythingandremainedtosufferinsilence.Itwasby

God’sgracethatthecoachkepthiswordandIwas

selected.Manyyearswentby,mycareerinsoccer

grewandIwasawell-knownsoccerplayeramongst

thebest.From avillageboytoacelebritywinning

awardsateveryFootballAwardsceremony.Asthe

yearswentby,thatmoredauntingmydreams



becameandmybodystartedchanging.AtfirstI

thoughtitwasnothingbutthatwasuntilIrealised

thatIhadtodosomethingaboutit.

“Whendidyourealiseyouhadaproblem?”my

therapistenquired.

IsighedandsankmybodyintothecouchthatIwas

sittingon.IknewtheanswertothequestionbutI

hadlostmyvoice.Tina,mytherapist,closedher

notepadandlookedatmewithoutsayingawordor

pushingmetoanswerthequestion.Shehasbeen

reallypatientwithme.Irubbedthepalmsofmy

handsagainstmypantsandexhaledsharply.

“IrealisedIhadaproblem whenIcouldn’tlookatmy

sonformorethan2minuteswithoutgettinga

boner.”



Uthando:One

Simbonga

Thesoundofrunningwaterjerkedmeoutofmy

sleepandmyeyesopenedwide.Iwasfeelingtired

andlessenergized,fora32yearoldIfeltlikea62

yearoldeverymorning.Mybodyfeelsoverworked

maybetheyearsofhardworkofbeingachampion

istakingitstallonmybodyafter2yearssincemy

retirement.IretiredearlybecauseofKwandokuhle,

myson,hewas8yearsoldwhenhismotherdiedso

hebecamemyfullresponsibilityfrom thereon.I

couldn'tjugglemovingfrom oneprovincetothenext

whilehewasstillthatyoung–Ihadtostepupand

makesacrifices.Nowmysonismyfirstpriority

beforeanythingelse.

Islidoutofthebedandfollowedthesoundofthe

watercomingfrom thebathroom 2doorsawayfrom

myroom.Whenitwasjustthetwoofusleft,Isawit



rightthatIgetusasmallerhousejusttoeliminate

thatlonelyfeelinginabighousefilledwithmore

emptyroomsthannot.Italsogivesuslessroom to

messsinceeverythingandeveryroom isonsightso

wedon’tgetawayeasilyfrom tidingupafter

ourselves.Thesmallhouseforcesusnottobelazy

astherestoftheboys–MmeRadebewouldhavea

fitifshe’dfindthehouseupsidedown.Sheisthe

onewholooksafterKwandowhenthingsgetabit

roughonmyend.

Thebathroom doorisslightlyopensopeepedinand

Kwandoisstandingnexttothebathtubwearinghis

pyjamashortsonly.Hehashisbackonmesohe

can’tseemeandhismindisfocusedonthe

temperatureofthewater.Hekepthishandinthe

waterasthetapcontinuedtorun,hewasslightly

bendingoversohisbuttcameintoview–Ifelta

ticklishfeelingdeepinsidemybellyasIlookedat

him.Mybodywasgettingexcitedsomyheart

startedbeatingfaster,theexcitementwentstraight

tomygroinsinceIlikedwhatIsawinfrontofme.



Whenthewaterwasathisdesiredtemperatureand

amount,heturnedoffthetapandgotreadytoget

insidethetub.Heremovedisflipflopswhilehis

handsworkedonhisshorts–Imademywayinand

heturnedtolookatme.

“Dadwhatareyoudoinghere?”heaskedclearly

confused.

Fora10yearold,hehadamouthfultosayabout

whyMmeRadebeshouldstopbathinghim andthat

hecanbathhimself.HeisabrightladsoIhadno

doubtthathe’dmanageonhisownbutonlyona

conditionthatMmewouldwashhisbackatleast

onceaweekandwesealedthedealwitha

handshake.

“Letmehelpyouwiththat,”Isaidreachingforhis

shorts.



“NoIcandoitmyself.”Hepushedmyhandsoffand

thatonlymademeupset.

“Stopfightingit–IknowyouwantthisasmuchasI

do!”

Iforcefullyturnedhim aroundandhestartedcrying

asconfusionbefellonhismind.Mycockwas

alreadypointingoutofmyboxers,pulsingand

gettingmorehardwitheachpassingsecond.He

heldontotheedgeofthebathtubwhileIpreparedto

fillhim andpleasuremyself.Hepleadedformeto

stop,hissobsechoedinsidetheroom andhefought

toturnaroundbutmyholdwastightonhissmall

waist.IpushedinandhescreamedinpainbutI

quicklycoveredhismouthwithonehandbeforeI

startedmovinginsidehim.Becausehewasmuch

shorterIbendedoverandputallmyweightonhim.

Itfeltsogoodbeinginsidehim,inandoutImoved

whilehesilentlycriedandsniffedundermypalm.



Ifeltbodytensingup,thepleasurewastoomuch

butIwasstillnotreadytorelease.Ihumpedhard,

heavingonhisback–heshookhisheadandhisgrip

ontheedgetightened–hewasinpain.“Daddywill

bedonenow-now,okay?”Iwhisperedintohisear.

Finallymywholebodyjerkedup,mymindwentblank

aselectrifyingwavesthatmademeshivercovered

mywholebodyandthenIexplodedinsidehim.I

tightlyshutmyeyesclose,groaningloudinpleasure.

Ifeltlikeawholepartofmeleftmybodyatthat

momentanditwasthebestorgasm I’veeverhadin

years.

Afterthatrejuvenatingfeeling,IopenmyeyesandI

am metwithawhiteceiling.MyhandfeltwetsoI

removedthecoversinoneswing–myhandisinmy

boxers,Ijerkedoffinmyhand!Ihuffedinfrustration

andslidoffthebed.IfeltdisgustedinmyselfwhenI

sawmyloadinmyhand.IhatethepersonIhave

becomeinthelast2years,eventhoughmytherapist

saidthedreamsarenormalandIshouldn'tstress

muchaboutit–Ijustcan’thelpitbutbeangrywith



myselfbecausethisismyson.Ishouldn'tbehaving

wetdreamsabouthim,nevershouldIfindmyself

attractedtohim orhavesinisterthoughtsofhow

goodit’dfeeltobeinsidehim.

•••

InthekitchenIfoundKwandobusydoinghis

homeworkwithhisbreakfastnotfarfrom his

exercisebook.Heismultitasking,hethrowsina

mouthfulspoonofoatsinhismouthandgoesback

towritingonhisbook.WhileIwaslookingathim,I

gotstartledbythepanhittingthestoveandIbroke

offthestarejustintimewithoutgettinghard.My

therapistputmeonataskafewdaysago,tosee

howlongIcouldlookathim withoutgettingaboner

–wewereinasafespaceinheroffice.Shetimed

mefor3minutesand16secondswhichwasbetter

thaneveryothertime.

“Yourbreakfastwillbereadyinafewminutes,”Mme



RadebesaidafterIhadgreetedher.

Shestayswithusfulltime,dayinanddayout.Idon’t

trustmyselfaroundKwando.Iknowhe’smyson,I

neverwanttodoanythingbadtohim orhurthim but

it’sbettertobesafethansorryevenTinathinksit’s

bestthisway.Idon’tevengettospendmuchtime

withhim,hehaswarmeduptotheideabutitstill

doesn’tfeelright.Iwishtoplaywithhim,haveboyto

mantalksandthosefatherandsondayornightouts

butit’sdifferentwithus.Heregardsmeashisfather

butIfeellessthanthat–Ican’tevendrivehim to

school.

“Byedad,MmeIwillseeyouguyslater,”hesays

hanginghisbagoverhisshouldersandrunning

towardsthedoor–histransporthasarrivedtotake

him toschool.

“Haveaniceday,”Isaywavingmyhandtohim ashe

closesthedoorbehindhim.



Isighedandtookthealmostemptybowlofoatsto

thesink.Asmuchaswehavehelpinthehouse–I

makeitanecessitythatwealsocleanupafter

ourselves.Iregardmyselfasastay-at-homedad,as

muchasIdon’tdomuchinthatdepartment,it’sonly

fairIliftoffsomeweightoffMmeRadebe’s

shoulders.IfIknewIwouldencountersuchpost

traumaasTinacallsit,thenIwouldn'thaveleftmy

soccercareer.Tinasaysonly1%ofherpatients

comewithsuchtrauma,shedoesn’tdealwithitas

muchbutalsoit’snotsomethingsheisnotfamiliar

with.

KnowingIneedhelpisthefirststep,gettinghelpis

thesecondstepandworkingtowardshelpingand

betteringmyselfisthethirdstep–astepthatmost

peopledon’treachoften.Nooneknowsaboutthis

exceptformytherapist,MmeRadebebelievesshe’s

herebecausebeingasingledadishardformeandI

needapairofextrahands.I’dnevergetmyselftotell

heranything,thelastthingIwantisforhertocall

mearapist,turnmysonagainstmeorworsehave



him takenawayfrom me.Shewillneverunderstand.

That’swhyI’m gettinghelp,it’sbecauseIdon’twant

tobeseparatedfrom myson.

WhileIwentthroughmye-mailsIcameacrossane-

mailfrom DinganiMavuso,aTechnicaldirectorof

thesoccercommittee–alsoanoldfriendsofmine.

Iclickedonthee-mailandMmeRadebeplaceda

platewithfullEnglishbreakfastonthetable.I

thankedherandsippedonthecupofcoffee.Thee-

mailisactuallyaninvitetoameetingthatistaking

placeintwohours,hedidn’tsaywhatitisaboutbutI

acceptedanyway.HeistheonlymanI’veever

trustedinmyentiresoccercareerbecausehehad

myback,notonlythat,healsohadgoodintentions

andnotoncedidheevertrytocrosstheboundaries

ofourrelationship.Igotafriendandasecondfather

inhim.

•••



Afterbreakfast,IdrovestraighttoDingani’soffice.

WearestillinJohannesburgIcouldn'tmovefrom

here,Ihadgrowntoloveithereandmostgames

tookplacehereinGautengsoIcouldn'tmoveto

anotherprovincewhenallmyteam mateshad

relocatedhere.WhenIfinallyearnedenoughmoney,

Iextendedmyfather'shousebecausetheyboth

refusedtoleavethevillage.Ifitwasformethey’dbe

stayingUmhlanga,livinginluxury.Myfathereven

wentasfarassayinghedoesn’twanttobe

separatedfrom hisrootsandforgetwhoheis,my

motheronlyagreedformetoextendonlyifshe’dbe

inchargeoftheplananddesign–women!

Iparkedoutsidethebuildingandmademywayin.

TheSecretaryknewthatIwascomingsosheletme

intoDingani’soffice.

“Mehlomadala!”hesaidassoonasIsteppedinside

hisoffice.



“It'sonlybeenafewmonths,”Isaidtakinghishand

forahandshake.

AsmuchasIrefertohim asafriendmoretimes

thanIrefertohim asmymentor–Ihavetoomuch

respectfortheman.Itreathim asI’dtreatmyfather

soIknowwhentobeoverboardandwhennotto

crosstheboundariesandbeprofessionalliketoday.

“Takeasit.”Hedoesn'twastetimethat’swhatIlike

abouthim.

“Sowhatisthisabout?”

“Ihaveateam inDurbanthatneedsacoach,”he

saysleaningforward.

“Okay,”itcomesoutquietlyasIdon’tunderstand

whatthathastodowithme.



“Iheardthatyouareattendingtherapy,”helooksat

meandIlookeverywhereelsebesideshim looking

foraplacetohideexcepttherewasnowayIcould

hidefrom him,whereverIam he’dfindmelikehe

foundoutabouttherapy.“Theyneedacoachand

youneedsometimeout.Timeawayfrom

‘everything’.”

ByeverythinghemeansKwandokuhle,nowI’m

convincedthathedidn’tdothediggingbutinstead

Tinacametohim.Ihavementionedhim quiteafew

times,ormaybealotduringmysessionssoIthink

shehasahandinthisandsheknewthatI’dnever

saynotoDinganithat’swhyshecametohim

insteadoftellingmethenewsherself.

“ButIdon’thavethequalificationstobeacoach.”

“Youarealreadyregisteredtodoacourseonline.”

Hecameprepared.Hereallyknowswhatheisdoing

andworkedhardtomakeithardformetosayno.



“Ican’tleavemysonalone.”

“Hewon’tbealone.ParkfieldBoysBoardingSchool

inDurbaniswillingtotakehim,”hetossedapiece

papertomeandItookit–it’sanacceptanceletter

from Parkfield.“Anddon’tworryabouttravellingwith

him,mywifewilltakecareofhisthingslikeclothes

–hisessentials.Allyouhavetodoisgetdownto

Durbanandleavetheresttome.”

Iputthepaperdownandexhaledsharply,“Whatdo

youknowabouttheteam?”hesmiledconvincedthat

Iam actuallyconsideringthis.

“Femaleteam,allseniorsandit'saamateurteam in

KwaMashu,”hesmirkslikehejustreadmymind.

“Ihavetostartfrom scratch–thebasics?”Heis

unbelievable!



“ItrustyouSimbonga.Theydon’tknowmuchbut

youknoweverythingaboutsoccer.Ihavesomeone

thatsidewhowillkeepaneyeonthegirlsandyou.

It’safemaleteam andwecan’taffordanysexual

harassmentscandals.”

“Idon’tthinkIcandothis.”Couldn'tTinafind

somethingelse?

“Youwill.Ifyoudon’twanttodoitforyourselfthen

doitforthosewomenwhoareaspiringforthesame

dream youhadasachild.Helpthem buildacareer

insport,growtheirloveforsoccerandmostofalldo

thisforKwando.ThisiswhatyouneedSimbonga.”

Hisfacehasrelaxedlikeheispleadingwithmeon

thisone.

“Okay.”Iexhaledandwatchedhim ashewidened

hissmile.

NowhowwillIbreakthenewstoKwandokuhle.We

arenotspendingmuchtimetogetherasitisand

nowI’m movingaway.Andhewillbestuckin



boardingschool–heisnotgoingtotakethese

newsverykindly.I’m alsonothappywiththisbutitis

toworkonmyselfandhavesomethingelsetofocus

on–I’m doingthisforhim,Ikeptonreminding

myself.



Uthando:Two

Zobuhle

Mymothercamebackfrom thehospital,looking

tiredanddrained.Shehadbeenhavingtripstoand

from thehospitaleverydayoftheweekand

whenevershecameback,shehadthesame

expressioneverytime–nothinghadchanged.My

fatherwasadmittedinhospitalbecausehisdiabetes

hadgoneoutofcontrol,heneededtobeinthe

hospitalclosetothedoctorssothey’dmonitorhis

sugarlevelsbutforthewholeweeknothinghad

change.Myguttoldme,thingswereonlygetting

worse,notthatIcouldunderstandanythingatthat

agebutIcouldseefrom mymother'ssadness.

“Yourfatherwantstoseeyouovertheweekend,”

shetoldme.



ItwasaTuesday,aschooldayandmyfathernever

likeditwhenImissedschoolsoIunderstoodwhyhe

wantedtoseemeontheweekend.Iwaslooking

forwardtoitbutIcouldn'timagineatwhatstatehe

was,thelasttimeIsawhim –hewasweak,he

couldn'twalknorfeedhimself.Mymotherhadtodo

everythingforhim.Shespentalotoftimeinthe

kitchenandintheirbedroom,ifshewasn'tpreparing

hisnextmealthenshe’dhavebeenkeepinghim

companyandattendingtohisneeds.Ididn’tsee

muchofhim atthattime,hejustlaidonhisbed,

mostofthetimenakedwithjustafleececovering

hisprivates.

Iwouldpeepedintheslightopendoortogettosee

him,myheartachedIdidn’tunderstandwhyhehad

tobelikethat,looksolifelessandsothin.My

motherhadchangedhisdiet,allhisfoodwasboiled

–nothingwasfriedsothatcontributedtohim losing

weight.Hisribsandcheekboneswereverymuch

visibleunderhisskin.Helookeddeadonthatbed

andmymotherkeptthedoorclosedasmuchas



possible.Anotherthinghecomplainedaboutwas

theheat,hesaiditwastoohotintheroom sothat’s

whyhespentmoretimenakedthannotandthedoor

wasslightlyopentoletmorefreshairintotheroom.

Withhim beingatthehospitalIthoughthewas

goingtogetbetter,hehadthenursesand

professionaldoctorslookingafterhim sotheyknew

whattodoandwhatwouldmakehim betterunlike

mymother.Iwascountingdownthedays,Saturday

lookedsofarbutyetsoclose.OnaThursday,

around7pm intheafternoon–Irememberthatday

veryperfectly,IwasintheloungewatchingtheNews

whileIhadmyhomeworkbookonmylap.My

motherwasbusywithsomethingintheotherroom

andthenherphonerang.Sheansweredonthe

secondringbutIcouldn'thearwhatshesaidsoI

turnedmyattentiontothetv.

“NO!”shescreamedinherbedroom.Soonafterthat

apiercingwailshookthewholehouse.



Ididn’tknowwhattodo,Ijustfrozeandlistenedto

myheartbeatingagainstmychestlikeawardrum.

Myearswerebuzzingandmyheadwasfilledwith

morequestionsthanconfusionasshecontinuedto

wail.Iremainedgluedtomyseat,stunnedandthen

itdawnedtomeandatearescapedfrom myeye.In

afewminutes,myauntwhosehousewascloseto

oursbargedinsidethehouseandheadedtowhere

mymotherwascrying.Iclosedthehomeworkbook

andhelditonmychestasmoretearsfellonmy

cheeks–couldn'theholdonalittlewhilelonger,just

untilIhadseenhim?

Morerelativesgotinfrom mycousins,myuncles,

auntstomygrandmother,whoalsowailedwhenshe

foundoutaboutthenewsthathereldestsonwasno

more.Noonehadtotellme,IsenseditandIfeltit.

ThatnightIcouldn'tsleep,thepictureofmymother

sittingonthatmattresswithherheadunderthat

blanketwasstuckinmyhead.Icouldseebyher

postureandthewayherbodywasshakingthatshe

wascrying.Theauntstookupthewholespaceon



thatmattressandIcouldn'tsitnexttomymother

nordidIgetahugofcomfortfrom her,everyone

wasjusttoobusywantingtodoeverythingtheright

wayandforgotaboutourfeelings.

ThenextdayIgottoseemymother’seyesandthey

werepuffyandred,shelookedbrokenandlost.I

wastooyoungtounderstandthepainbutIlostmy

fatherandI’dneverseehim againthat’swhatmy

brainkeptonremindingme.Thecasketwasbrought

homeafewdayslater,Iwatchedfrom mybedroom

windowasthemenbroughtitinsideandthechurch

womensangwelcominghim home.Icriedbecause

that’snotthepictureIhadinmindforwhenhecame

backhome.Iwishedtoseehim walkinginonhis

owntwofeet,lookingstrongandhealthywitha

smileonhisface.

Ididn’tknowifIshould'vebeenangryathim fornot

waitingtoseemeforthelasttime.Apartofme

believedthatheknewIwascomingbutheletgo



beforethathappenedandthenanotherpartofme

said‘nooneknowstheirday’healsodidn’tknow

that’swhyhesaidSaturdayinsteadofWednesday.I

criedmyselftosleepandthenlaterIwaswokenup

bymyaunt.Sheledmetothediningareawhichhad

beenturnedinto...Idon’tknow,ithadamattressthat

mymotherwassittingonandafewfeetawaywasa

casketthathadmyfatherinside.

Myauntpulledmeinsidetheroom butIpulledback

andrestrainedfrom takinganothersteptowards

thatalreadyopenedcasket.Theywantedmetosee

him forthelasttimebutIrefused.Iscreamednoas

sheforcefullypulledmetowardsit.

“Muyeke!”(Leaveher!)Iheardoneoftheotheraunts

sayasIwailedonthefloor.

Sheletgoofmyarm,Iquicklystoodupandranto

myroom.Icriedagain,asmuchasitwastrue–I

didn’twanttoacceptit.Hecouldn'tbedead,nohe



wouldn'tleavemelikethat,Iknewthatthewhole

thingwasajoke–myfatherwasgoingtocome

backtome,tous.Butthosewereemptypromises,I

triedconvincingmyselfanythingelsebutthetruth,

butthatwasshort-livedbecausethenextdaywas

hisfuneral.Iwokeuplighterthatmorningand

preparedmyselffortheservicewithoneofmy

aunts’help.Thefamilyfrom mymother’ssidehad

comeandtheunclesthatlivedinfurthersideofthe

countrycameaswellforthefuneral.

Akinghaddiedsoeverythingwasdoneasperour

custom.Idon’tknowwhathappenedbutthatdayI

didn’tfeelanylongingorpain–itfeltlikeanormal

day.Iwaslaughingandtalkingwithmycousinslike

I’ddoeveryotherday.Wechasedeachotheraround

theyard,laughedateverythinglikeallkidswoulddo

andduringthattimeIforgotitwasmyfather’s

funeral.Itwashislastdayabovethesurface,from

thereonhe’dbeunder.Thementookoutthecasket

from thehouseandstartedchanting,cheeringand

praising.TheThabetheclannameswererecitedand



thewomenululated.Itlookedmorelikeacelebration

thanitwasafuneral.

Iwatchedthewholethingfrom afewmetresaway.

Theypickedupandplacedhiscasketdownallover

yardwhilestillchantingandpraisinghim ofhowa

goodkinghewas.Thewaytheyweresoroughwith

thecasketIthoughthe’dbelayingonhisstomach

bythetimewelaidhim torest.Thefuneralresumed

andhewasburiedintheyardjustafewmetres

awayfrom ourhouse.Again,Icouldn'tsleepthat

nightbecauseIwasthinkinghewouldcomeoutand

walkinsidethehouse,that'dhavebeeninhumane

anddeadpeopleshouldn'tbeburiedsocloseto

peoplewhoarestillliving,Ithoughttomyself.

Thefollowingweek,mymothersatmedownandmy

uncle,myfather’sbrother,satnexttoher.The

atmospherewasintenseandtensionfilledtheair.

Theyweretooseriousformyliking,whateverthey

wantedtotellmewassurelynotgoodnewsandthat



madememorecurious.

“Zobuhle,youknowthatyourfatherisgoneright?”

Inodded.

“Heisnevercomingback.”

Inoddedagain.

“Sinceyourfatherisgone,yourmotherneeds

someoneelsetotakecareofher,”myunclespoke

upandIlookedfrom mymothertohim.

“WearegoingtogetmarriedBuhle,that’swhatour

custom sayssinceyourfatherdiedyourunclehere

willtakehisplaceaskingandhewillbestayingwith

us.”



“Iwillnolongerbeyouruncle–Iam yourfather

hereon.”

Ilookedathim astearswelledinmyeyes,Ishotmy

eyestomymotherandshedidn'tdisputeanyword

hesaid.Icouldseethatshewasstillbroken,she

didn’twanttodothisbutobviouslywhowouldwant

todefytheeldersandtheancestors.Thoughthat

didn’tmakemefeelanybetter,Iwasangrythatmy

unclewantedtoreplacemyfatheronlyafteraweek

sincewelaidhim torest,hehadnorespector

whatsoeverformyfather,meandmymother.We

werestillmourningforheaven'ssake!

Myangerandresentmentformyuncledidn’tperish

overtheyearsinsteaditwasrestoredandbecame

morestrongerwhenheturnedmymotheragainst

me.Ihadjustfinishedmatricandchosetotakea

gapyear.Duringmyfreetime,whichwaseveryday,I

wouldgotothegroundstoplaysoccer.Ifellinlove

withitbecauseittookmymindoffalotofthings.I



spentalotoftimeawayfrom homesoIwasless

angry,lessdepressedandmorefreeinthefield.Our

coachsawmycapabilitiesandtoldmetopushhard

andneverstopplayingbecauseIhadsomethingreal.

Iwashappywiththat,thatsomeonebelievedinme

butthatwasshort-lived.

“Soccerisforboysandyouareagirl!Ifyoudon’t

wanttofurtheryourstudiesthenyoumightaswell

getmarriedlikeeveryothergirlatyourage!”he

shouted.

Mymotherwasstandingquietlynexttohim,she

wasshakinglikealeafinfearandnotoncehadshe

everlookedathim intheeye.IknewtheythoughtI

couldn'tseeitbutIknewthathemistreatedmy

motherbehindcloseddoorsanditmadememore

angrythatshesawnothingwrongwithhowhebeat

herforeverylittlethingshedidwrong.ThoughI

hatedmyuncle,Ihadthoughthe’dmakethelossof

myfatherlesspainfulandmorebearablebutheonly



madeitworseandtwiceorthriceaspainful.I

wishedformyfathertocomebackmorethanever.

“ListentoyourfatherZobuhle,Ineverwanttosee

youdressedlikethateveragain,”shesaidpullingme

byeartomyroom.

Iwaswearingthesoccerjerseyandshorts.Iwas

goingoutforpracticebutmyunclesawmebeforeI

couldstepoutofthehouse.

“He'snotmyfather,mother.Neverhaveandnever

willbe.Ihatehim!”Isaidassoonaswestepped

insidemyroom.

“Whatiswrongwithyou?”

“Whatiswrongwithyou?”Ipointedtoher.Shehad

changed,shehadbecamemoreofaslaveandless



ofamotherandqueen.Icouldn'tseemymotherin

thatwomanwhostoodinfrontofme.

“Girlyyouwillrespectyourfatherorleavemyhouse,

uyangizwaukuthingithini?”(am Imakingmyself

clear?),shesaidpointingtowardsthedoor.

Iremainedsilencebutmychestwasheaving.

“Changeandmeetmeinthekitchensowecan

preparesupper.”Shehadastraightintimidatingface

thatIwishedshe’dhaveeverytimeshehadtocome

facetofacewithmyuncle.

Aftershehadleft,insteadofchangingIpackedmy

clothesinasmallbagandtookoutmysavingsfrom

thebottom shelveunderneaththeclothesIlastwore

2or3yearsago.Ipackedeverythingandstashed

thebagundermybed,changedandmademywayto

thekitchen.Iranforwardthatnightwithoutlooking



back.Itwasquietontheroadsandthatmademy

escapeveryeasy.Imadeitoutofmyvillageafew

hourslaterandrantothemainroadwhereI

managedtogetataxitotown.Irodewiththattaxi

andnotoncedidIregretmydecision.Thefurtherit

movedawaythemorelighterIfeltandthenIwas

convincedthatIwasdoingtherightthingforme.

“It'sbeenhoursilokheuhambeemini,”Philamy

neighbourinformsme.Eskom isatitagainwithload

sheddingandIwouldn’tbesurprisediftheelectricity

comesbacktomorrowafternoon.I’m speakingfrom

experience.Therewasatimewherewelostpower

for2weeksandtheyspanustheexcuseof‘stolen

cables’.

IthankedPhilaandmademywaytomyroom.Iam

rentingabackroom,thatlookslikeashackwitha

doorthatisslantingmoretotheleftandit'sbya

miraclethatthewholethingisstillstanding.Ihave

beenhereinKwaMashufor7yearsnowandstillI



haven’tlevelledupinlife.Iam tryingandatleastI

canaffordrent,foodandmyessentials.Iworkhard

tomakemeansmeet–from herotozeroItellyou.I

hadeverythingbutnowIhavenothing.Thereisno

electricitysoI’m notgoingtocooknorbath.

Ithrewmyselfonthebedandlookeduptotheroof

whichhadafewholesthatletthewatercomein

wheneveritrained.Therearealotofthoughtsthat

floodmymindwheneverIfindmyselfinaquietand

emptyspace.TheonesIhavetodayarenotfriendly

tomindsoturntolayontheside,closedmyeyes

andletsleeptakeoverme.



Uthando:Three

Simbonga

Ilookedatmywardrobeanditlookedalmostempty.

IpackedasmuchclothesasIcanbecauseIdon’t

knowforhowlongIwillbethatside.Durbanhad

alwaysbeentheplaceIalwayswantedtogoto

whenIwasstilljustaboy,Iknewnothingabout

Johannesburgexceptthatthatitiswheremost

dreamscometolifeandnotbyanychanceyou

wouldn'tbeabletocomeoutoftheplaceasanew

person–it’suptoyouifyouchoosetogrowand

followyourdreamsorletthisplacetakeawayyour

dreamsandbeleftwithnothingbutalostsoul.

Everyonemakesithereevenifyouarebusiness

manoripharawhatmattersis–youmadeit.

“There'ssomethingthatIhavetotellyou,”Isayto

bothKwandoandMmeRadebe.



Ididn’tsayanythingtoMmebecauseIwantedto

breakthenewstobothofthem atthesametime.

Weareinthekitchensittingaroundthetable.

“Iknowit’sshortnoticebutuhIam leavingJoburg

andIam goingtoDurbantomorrow,”Ilookatboth

ofthem.

“I’m comingtoo?”Kwandoasksexcitedly.

“Yesbutnotwithme,youwillgotoaboarding

schoolandIwillbesomewhereelse.”Hisfacefell

andthatbrokemyheart.Iknewitwasn’tgoingtobe

thebestnewsbutIdidn’timagineit’dbethisbad.

“WhatisthepointofhavingadadwhenIcan’teven

staywithhim?Youarealwaysheredadbutit’slike

youarenothere–why?”hisvoiceishigherthan

necessaryandI’m shockedtohearhim talklikethat.



Mmeopenshermouthtosaysomethingpossiblyto

reprimandhim butIstopher.It’sallmyfaultandI

havetotaketheheat.Ican’texpecthim to

understandwhenheisjustachild,hehadtodeal

withhismother’sdeathandmyabsenceinhislife–

alone.Ifeelbad,selfish.

“Kwando?”Iextendedmyhandtotouchhim butI

quicklyrememberednotto.

Henoticedandstormedoutoftheroom.Irubbed

myfacefuriouslyandexhaledsharply.Thishurts.I

don’tknowwhyIhadtobetheoneinthissituation,

mylifeismessedupandnowI’m messingupmy

son’slife.IusedthattimetofillMmeRadebeinon

whatwouldhappenwithherwhileI’m gone,Dingani

wasthoughtfultoarrangesomethingforherinhis

friend'shouse.Theywon’tbepayinghermuchbut

it’sbetterthansittingathomeandnotgetting

anything.Atleastsheunderstoodandwashappy

thatIwon’tleaveherstranded.



NowIhavetodealwiththatsonofmine.

Maybeit’sabouttimeIgottofindouthowhereally

feelswithoutmedoingthethinkingforhim.Whathe

saidearlierreallyprovedthatIhadneglectedhim,I

wastoofocusedonmyselfandrestrainingmyself

from hurtinghim forgettingthathealsohasfeelings.

Nochilddeservesthistreatment.I'm sureheisold

enoughtoseethatafatherisn’tsupposetoactlike

this,hesureknowsthatmybehaviourisn’tnormal

andthatisconfusinghim.Maybehethinkshe’sthe

problem whenIam theonewiththeproblem.

“Son,”IknockedonthedoorbeforeIpusheditopen.

Iwalkedinandmadesuretoleavethedooropen.

Helaidinbedwithhisheadunderthepillow.He

remainedstillandmadesurethathedidn’tshowany

signsoflife.Thenhisnosebetrayedhim becausehe

sniffedandthenhesighedfeelingbetrayedbyhis

ownbody.Itookthechairnexttohisstudydeskand



satonitfacinghisdirection.Iknowheknowsthat

I’m herebutheistoostubborntogiveinandgiveme

hisattention.

“I’m sorryfordroppingthatbombonyoulikethat,”I

spokeloudenoughforhim tohearme.Isighed

beforecontinuing,“it'snotyou,it’sme.Ihaveissues

thatI’m currentlydealingwithrightnowandthose

issuesareforcingmetogoawayforalittlewhile–

withoutyou.“

Ipausedforawhilebecausetherewasmovement

onthebed.

“I’dtellifIthoughtyou’dunderstandbutyou’retoo

youngandthisthingmightmessupwithyourhead.I

don’twantyoutohatemeorresentme.”

“That'swhatyouaredoing,doyouhateme?”he

spokeupstillwiththepillowoverhishead.



“What?No,IloveyouKwando.Morethananythingin

theworld.”

“Sowhyyounevertouchmeorlookatme?”

Heraisedhisheadandturnedtolookatme.His

eyeswereredandstillteary–Ihavehurtmyboy

thinkingthatI’m protectinghim.Igottheurgetogo

tohim soIcancomforthim soIstooduponlytosit

backdownbeforeIcouldtakeasteptowardshim.

“See,youaredoingitagain.”Atearfellonhischeek.

“I’m sorry,”Isaiddroppingmyeyestolookatthe

floorinstead.Ibittheinsideofmycheektostop

myselffrom sheddingatear.“Onedayyouwill

understand.Iwillmakeituptoyou,okay?”Ilooked

upbuthehadgonebacktohidingunderthepillow.

Istoodupandwalkedoutofthedoor.IdialledTina’s

numberandsheansweredonthefirstringlikeshe



waswaitingformycall.WhenItoldherthat,she

saidshedealswithalotofpeoplewithdepression

soshekeepsherphoneclosebecauseshenever

knowswhenthey'dneedherandshe'dneverforgive

herselfifoneofherpatientsfeelsneglected

becauseshemissedtheircalls.Itisdifferentwith

depressedpatientsbecausetheyhavesuicidal

thoughtsalmosteverytimewhenthingsgettoohard

forthem tohandleorwhateverledthem to

depressiontriggerstheirmindagain.

Aftershewasdonewithherspeech,Igotachance

tosaymypiece–I’m reallyworriedaboutKwando.

Allthatangerhehadbottledupinsidehim,can’tbe

goodforhim nowandinthelongrun.TinasaysI

shouldlethim coolofffornow,hewilltalkwhenhe

isreadyandshedoesn'tunderstandthatI’m leaving

tomorrowsoIonlyhaveafewhourswithhim and

afterthatwewillpartways.WhoknowswhenI’llget

toseehim againafterthis?Shetellsmenottoworry

–sheisthedoctorandI’m justapatient.



•••

HecriedagainthismorningwhenIsaidgoodbyeto

him.Idon'teventhinkheislookingforwardtogoing

toDurbananymoreandthatboardingschoolisthe

lastthingheneedsrightnow.MmeRadebepicked

him upandwentwithhim tohisroom.Inever

wantedthingstogothisfar.Itookmysuitcasesand

pulledthem tothedoor.Dingani’swifewillcomein

latertocheckuponhim.It'sclosetothefinalyear

endsohewillstartathisnewschoolearlynextyear.

Inthemeantime,hewillstaywithMmeRadebe,I

trustherwithhim.

IdrovetoORTamboAirportwithaheavyheart.I

wishtherewasanotherwayandmaybeifSisanda

wasstillherenoneofthiswould’vehappened.Oh

SisandaintombiyaseMbumbulu.Idon’tknowhowit

happenedbutmeandmyboysendedupina

hospitalinMbumbulu,wewereactuallyinDurban

foragamethattookplaceinPrincessMagogo



Stadium.IhavesuchashortmemoryIcan’teven

remembertheteam weplayedagainst.Iwas

hungover,Ididn’tremembertheeventsfrom theday

beforeandallmyfriendwerejustasconfusedwhen

wewokeupatthereceptionofthathospital.

“Bobhutinginganisizangani?”(HowcanIhelpyou?),

afemalevoicechirpedinaswewerebusyarguing

aboutwhogotusthere.

Ilookedfrom herhighheeledblackshoes,toher

firm muscledlegs–Ithoughtmaybeherlegswere

mistakenlyputonherbodybecausethevoicedidn’t

matchthesizeofthosecalves,thenmyeyesroseup

toherkneelengthwhiteuniform andfinallytoher

face.Godshewasbeautiful,IevenforgotIhada

hangoverandroseupfrom myseat.Shelookedat

meconfusedandtookastepback.Myfriendswere

beingidioticbehindmebutIdidn’tpaythem any

attention,theladythatstoodinfrontofmehad

takenallmyattention.



“IthinkIhaveamigraine.Doyouknowwhatwould

helpme?”

“Youthinkoryouknow?”

ThegentslaughedbehindmeandIcussedundermy

breath.Whydidshehavetobesodifficultwhenshe

couldhavejustplayedalongandleftthoseidiots

withnothingtolaughortalkabout.

“Iknow,”Isaidplacingmyhandovermyforehead.

Sheeyedmebeforeshootinghereyestotheguys

behindme.

“Anyoneelsewhoishungover?”Morelaughter

eruptedbehindme.



Iexhaledfeelingmoreembarrassed.

“No,”theyallsaidstilllaughing.

Shelookedatmeandtoldmetofollowher.She

swayeddownthepassageandledmeintoasmall

room thathadasmallbedandadeskjustastep

away,itwasapublichospitaldeepinthebundusso

Iwasn’tsurprise.IgrewupinthevillagesoIwas

usedtothingslikethatbutnotthewomanwho

touchedmyheadtocheckmytemperature.She

could'vejustgavemepainkillerstogetridofthe

painbutshehadtodragmeallthewaytotheother

sideoftheclinic.

“Whatisyourname?”

“Sisanda,”shesaidwithoutanyhesitation.

Ididn’tunderstandwhatIfeltaboutbeingthatclose

toherbutIfeltdrawntoher.Shewasclosebutnot



tooclose.Thespacebetweenuswasbiggerthanit

shouldhavebeen.

“Umuhle,”Itoldheranddamnshepulledthat

gorgeoussmilethatmademeweakonmyknees.IfI

hadstayedlongeraheadachewouldn’thavebeen

theonlythingthatwould'veneededhealing.

Wetalkedforthosefewminuteswehadtoeach

otherandweclicked.Igottofindoutthatshewas

actuallyaveryactiveperson,sheranalotand

participatedinmarathonsandlocalraces.Thatwas

thereasonbehindherfirm calvesandthatslim body.

Iwastakenbythat,shewasnotafraidtosaywho

shewasandwhatshewas.Imanagedtogether

numberandwestartedtalking.Soonafterthatwe

dated,becauseofthedistancebetweenusthings

gotroughbutwegotoverthoseobstaclesthat’s

howwewentasfarasconceivingKwando.

Beforeshegavebirth,shemovedfrom Mbumbulu



andmovedinwithmeinmyflatinHydeParkbut

latersheconvincedmethatahousewouldbea

betterplacetoraiseababy.Notevenamonthlater,

itwasaweeklaterwhenIgaveherthekeystoour

newhomeandtosayshewashappywouldbean

understatement,shewasoverthemoonandbeyond

herself.Ilovedthatwomanwitheveryfibreinme,

myparentslovedherandeveryonearoundherloved

her.Shewaslikelightinadarkroom andshe

definitelybroughtlightintomylife.Shemadelife

lookeasybecauseshewasn’tafraidoftheunknown

norwouldshestressaboutthingsshehadno

controlover.

ThenightshetookherlastbreathwasthedayI

realisedthatIlivedforher.Mylifehadnomeaning

beforeherandafterIlostheronlyKwandokeptme

sane.Sincefrom thenit’sbeenjustmeandhim,I

havehadafewpeoplethatIusedtotakeoutmy

frustrationsandI’m notproudtosaytheword‘used’

butthat’sjustthehonesttruthofthesituation.I

haveopenedmyhearttoloveagainbutit’sjustthatI



haven’tfoundtherightpersonwhoisfittobemine

andamothertoKwando.

AftertouchingdownatKingShakaAirport,Itookthe

hiredcaranddrovetoGlenAshley,inDurbanNorth,

thatiswhereIwillbestaying–inthesuburbfilled

withwhitepeople.Iparkedonthedrivewayandgot

outofthecar.AtleastthehouseisnottoobigsoI

won’tfeellonelyjustthatIwillhavetodriveevery

morningtoworkandbackintheafternoon.Itook

thesuitcasesinsidethehouseandfrom theupstairs

windowIcouldseetheviewofthebeach.Thisis

goingtobeanamazingstay.IhopeDurbanwillheal

thewoundsthatneedhealing.

Uthando:Four

Simbonga

Iam notaperfectionist,butIliketofeelthatthings

needtobedonewell.Mostimportantthanthat,Ifeel



anendlessneedtolearn,toimprove,toevolve,not

onlytopleasethecoachandthefansbutalsotofeel

satisfiedwithmyself.Itismyconvictionthatthere

arenolimitstolearning,andthatitcanneverstop,

nomatterwhathowoldweare.–Christiano

Ronaldo.

Afterbeingselectedoutofmyteam matesbackin

2002,Iwassenttoafootballacademywhich

allowedmetoattendschoolwhilstpracticingto

becomeaprofessionalsoccerplayer.Ihadlimited

timetomyselfsincebothschoolandsoccer

demandedeverylittletimeIhad.Ihadtoputas

mucheffortIputonsocceronmystudiesaswell.

Afterfinishingmatric,Iwasabletofocusonone

thingandthatissoccer.AndIimproved.Igrewup

withtheballatmyfeetandnotoncedoIwantto

takethatawayfrom meoranyoneelsewhoaspires

forthesamedream.

That’swhyIstartedaNGO,AkwandeFootball



Scheme,thathelpschildrenwholovesoccerasIdo

withsoccerjerseysandsoccerboots.Wefocus

moreonthechildrenbackinthevillages,theones

mostpeopleoverlookbecausetheythinktheywon’t

makeitforgettingthatthat’swhereeveryonestarts.

Hardworkleadstosuccessandthoseboyswork

veryhardeveryday,workingtowardsthedream in

theirhearts–it'snotabouttheskills,it’saboutthe

loveaffairbetweentheboyandtheball.Idon’twant

them togothroughwhatIwentthrough.Emotional

scarsaremorepermanentthanphysicalscars.

Myfatherishandlingtheorganizationbranchinmy

village,whereIcomefrom,heisnotonewholoves

soccer–hedoesn’tevenknowwheremylovefor

soccercomesfrom becausenotevenoneofmy

relativesfrom bothfamiliessharethesame

sentimentasmine.Butheneverstoodbetweenme

andmydream,heallowedmetoworktowardsmy

goalsanddreams,andcheeredmeontogetherwith

mymother.Theyhavebeenmybiggestsupporters

sincetheverybeginning,whenIwasstillplaying



withtheballmadeofplasticbagsinthestreets

barefoot.Whenthegoalpostwasinbetweentwo

rocks,wehadnoreferee,nocoachbutjustplayers

andfans.

LikeImentionedbefore,it’sallabouttheloveaffair

betweentheboyandtheball.It’shardformostto

understandastheymaythinksoccerisnota

guaranteedcareer,therearemajorinjuriesthatone

mayencounterandthat’dbetheendoftheircareer

inthefield–that’strue,wecanneverdisputethat.

Buteveryonehastofighttoreachtheirdreams,they

havetosacrificeandworkhardforit–nothing

comeseasy.Ifyoubelieveinyourselfthennoone

canstandinyourway.Therealotofpeoplelooking

uptoyou,youmaynotknowitbutonedaywhenyou

arenotlookingorexpectingitsomeonewillwalkup

toyouandsay,

“...whatyouhaveisreal.You’vegottalent.”



That’swhatDinganisaidtomewhenIfirstmethim.

Ididn’tevenknowthathewaswatchinguspractice.

Hehadcometocheckupontheplayers,ourcoach

andmanageraspartofhisjob.Heplacedhishand

onmyshoulderandwesharedamomentlooking

intoeachother'seyesashevoicedoutthosewords.

Ifeltsomethingmovedeepinsidemyheart,not

oncewasdoubtinflictedinsidemymindandI

believedeverywordthathesaidbecausehealso

believedthatthosewordsweretrue,notonlytome

buttohimselfaswell.

That’swhenourrelationshipstarted,wemovedfrom

mentorandplayertobeingfriends.ThoughInever

gottotellhim andbehonestofhowIgotwhereI

was–hewasthenumberonepersonIcould

confinein.Hewasthere,stillis,everydayandatany

timeofthenight.Havingapersonlikehim mademe

letgoofmyfearsIhadaboutwhathappenedor

whatwasgoingoninthesoccerindustryespecially



tothosewhoarestillgrowing.Thesexualabuse.It

happenedthenbutitisstillaffectingmeevennow

anditbreaksmyhearttolearnthetherearestill

peoplewhodothesekindofthingstoyoungboys.

Therearepeoplewholurechildrenbysellingthem

dreamsbutonlytotakethosedreamsawayfrom

them bytakingadvantageofthem –sexualabuse

andassaultisreal.Ifithasn’thappenedtoyou,your

childoranyoneelsearoundyou,itdoesn’tmeanit’s

nothappening.Therearefakefootballacademiesall

overthecountry,mostlytheytargettheboysfrom

thevillageswhoaspiretoplayfortheprofessional

soccerteamsinJohannesburg.Theysellthedream

andwebuyit,onlyforthose“coaches”toscam

parentsandsexuallyassaulttheyoungboys.

Notonlydotheytakeawaytheirinnocence–some

letgooftheirdreamsofbecomingasoccerplayer

becausetheyareafraid,theytrustedamanthey

lookedupto,theirmentorandrolemodel,onlyfor



him totakeadvantageofthepowerhehadintheir

minds.Theposttraumaofanysortofabuseisa

veryhardthingtodealwith,manyhideit,theyburyit

deepdownintheirchestsonlyforittoeatthem

kancane-kancane.Painchangespeople,the

emotionalpainistheonethatisthetoughesttodeal

withbecauseitstaysengraveddeeperthanany

physicalpain.

Awoundhealsandleavesascarbutabetrayed

heartneverheals.

•••

Theyarerunningaroundthefieldchasingafterthe

ball.Icheckoneachsideofthefieldandthereare

nogoalkeepers.Ikeepmyhandsburieddeepinside

mypocketsandlookatthem,theyhaven'tnoticed

meandI’m notcomplainingbecausethisgiveme

timetoseeexactlywhatI’m goingtobedealingwith.

There’sisagirl,excusemeit'sawoman,withshort

darkhair,sheiswearingayellowjerseywithnumber



20ontheback–sheisgood.Icanseethatshe

knowswhatshe’sdoingbutitiskindofconfusing

becauseitlookslikesheisplayingallpositions–

striker,midfielderanddefender,allatonce.

There’sabout26ofthem inthefieldstillchasing

aftertheball,Ithoughtthereshouldbe22playersin

thefieldincludingthegoalkeepers–there’salotof

workthatneedstobedonehere.Iblowthewhistle

andeveryonestops.Theothergirlhadkickedthe

ballintheair,itgoesthroweveryoneandhitsthe

othergirlonthehead–mybad.Isignalledforthem

tocomeforward,towhereIwasstandingandthey

lookedtired.Idon’tblamethem,chasingismuch

moretiringthanattacking.

“Sanibonani,”Igreetscanningthecrowdbeforeme.

Afterreplying,oneofthem putsuptheirhandandI

humourher.



“Whoareyou?”sheasksandIchuckle.

“That'sthefirstandforasoccerplayeritisactually

quitesurprisingthatyoudon’tknowme,”Isay

pointingtomyselfandfoldingmyarmstomychest.

“Shouldweknowyou?”sheshootsback.

BeforeIreplytoher,thegirlwithshortdarkhair

wearingayellowjerseyraisesherhandandsays,“I

knowwhoyouare.”Igiveherallmyattentionandso

dotheothergirls.“YouareSimbongaMasuku,

strikerandnumber16ontheBicUrbanF.C.,

awardedthebestfootballplayeroftheyearawardin

2012andretiredin2018.TheonlythingIwantto

knowiswhyareyouhere,”shesaystiltingherhead

tothesidewithherhandsonherwaist.

Sheisgivingmethebadgirlvibes,youknowthose

oneswhocomeatyouwiththe‘I-know-it-all’attitude



andalwaysbecomedefensivewheneveryoutouch

anypartoftheirpersonallives.Iknowsheisgiving

meabravefacerightnowbutbehindthatmask

there'sayounggirlwhoisrunningawayfrom the

painofthepast.

“Lookslikesomeonedidtheirhomework,”Idipped

myhandsintomypocketsagain.“Andwhoareyou?”

“Iam ZobuhleThabethe,andthatoverthere–”she

pointstothegirlwhoaskedwhoIam,“thatis

Slindile.Andthentherestwillintroduce

themselves.”Shelooksatmedeepintomyeyesand

Ifeelcompelledtodothesame.

“Soyouareacelebrity?”asqueakyvoicechirpedin

andIbrokeoffthegaze.Slindilestepsforwardand

looksatmelikeshe’sgoingtoeatmealive.AtfirstI

didn’trealiseshewaschewingthatchappiessohard

andloud,from whereIwasstandingIcouldseeher

uvula.



“Itdependswhoyouareandifyouwanttoseeme

asonebutI’m justanordinaryperson.Okay,as

ZobuhlementionedIam SimbongaMasuku,former

soccerplayerandfrom hereonIwillbeyourcoach.”I

announced.

Somegaspedandthereststartedtalkingamongst

eachotherlikeI’m notthere.IseethatZobuhleis

theirgotopersonwhentheyhavequestions

becauserightnowtheyaregrillingherwith

questionsthattheycouldjustaskme.There’sonly

onepersonwhoiscurrentlyhappywiththenews

andthatisSlindile,sheisgoingtobehandful.Ihave

tosetthegroundrulesearlybeforeshejumpsand

crossestheboundariesbecauserightnowthegirlis

havingtroublewithfightingtokeepherhandsto

herself.

“Okaythat’senough!”silence–good.“Ifyouhave

anyquestionscometome.ButrightnowI’m theone

withquestions,Zobuhlewhichpositionareyou



playingonyourteam?”

Sheopenshermouthonlytocloseitbeforeshe

uttersanywords.Itiltmyheadtothesideandsheis

havingtroublewithfindingherpositioninherhead.I

lookedattherestandtheywereeitherlookingatthe

left,right,upordown–noonelookedatme.

“Practiceisover.Makesureyougetenoughrestfor

tomorrow.Youaredismissed.”

Iwatchthem astheymoveawaytotheothersideto

gettheirbelongings.Ineedthistimetodrawupa

planofhowtotrainthem,Idon’tevenknowwhatI’m

trainingthem forbutforthem tobehereatthistime

ofthedaywhentheycouldbedoinganythingelse,

showsthattheirlovefortheballisrealandsome

areusingthisasanescapesoIcan’ttakeitaway

from them.



Uthando:Five

Zobuhle

BetweenLaLuciaandGlenAshley,downonthefar

southsideofSunningdalePrivateHospitalliesthe

fourrectangularwallsofGlenLandsMentalHealth

Facility.From thefulllengthglasswindowyoucan

seetheviewofthesmallparkwithgreengrass

alwayscuttoasmalllengthandarivuletjusta

stonethrowawayfrom thewoodenbenchthatis

occupiedmorebybirdsthanhumans.Thenfurther

awaythere'sanelectricfencethatseparatesthe

facilityandthedarkforestthatlooksmorescaryin

daylightthaninnighttime.Ifyoulookfurtherdown

theforest,youcanseetheocean–bluelikethesky,

youcanevenfeeltheseacoldbreezeintheearly

hoursofthemorning.

GlenLandsisthehomeofthepeopleweconsider

not‘normal’,theoneswhohavemoresenseof



humourthantherest,theoneswhoseemorethan

whatmeetstheeyes,theoneswhobelievetheycan

readmindsandcanflytoMarsandbackwithouta

spaceship.Familiesofmanyhavegrowntiredof

them,‘theycan’tlivewithmaniacs’theyoftensay

andsomeit’sbecausetheyarebetteroffherethan

outtheresincetheyareadangertothemselves

morethantothosearoundthem.Likethemanin

room 1,hehasbeenhereforonlyayearbuthas

about102suicideattemptsnexttohisname.

Nooneknowsthereasonbehindit,Ialsodon’t

understandwhytheystophim from escaping

becausetomedeathseemsliketheeasierwayout

thantoliveinsuchtorture.Heknowswhatheis

runningawayfrom andmaybeit’stoobigforusto

understand.Somespendmoretimeasleepthan

awake,SisterMarthasaysthesecretisinthe

pudding.Theytrickthepatientsintotakingthedrugs

byputtingthem intheirdesserts,itmakesiteasier

thanforcingthedrugsdowntheirthroats.Martha

hasbeenworkingherefor23years,andwhatIhave



seeninmy3yearsofworkinghereisnothing

comparedtoher.

“Thesepeopledon’tgetbetter,theyonlygetworse,”

sheoftensays.

Ihaveseenitwithmyowneyestoo,therewasa

manwhospenttimeplayingchessaloneallthetime,

I’dstartmyshifthe’dbesittinginfrontoftheboard

andI’dleaveintheafternoonandhe’dstillbestuck

onthatchairstaringatthechessboard.Theevents

ofthenextday,shockedmetodeath,hewas

runningupanddownthehallbuttnakedsayingthat

hehasamessagefrom Jesus,amessagethat’d

savetheworld–thesecuritytriedtostophim.They

chasedhim outofthebuildingwithhim saying“Lord

savemefrom thesevultures,theywantnothingelse

butmysoul–takemenow!”.

Hearrivedwalkingonhisowntwofeetbutthatday

hewasstrappedonthestretcherwhileswimmingin



thedrugsthatwereflushedintohissystem.Hewas

putinsidethebackoftheambulanceandafew

minuteslaterthesirenfadedtowardsnorth.Thatis

whatmostofthesepeopleherefearthemost,you

neverwantyourselftobelabelledastheworstcase

andbepartofthestatisticsofthosewhodidn’t

makeitoutalive.Someyoucanlaughatthem,not

thattheirsituationisfunnybutbecausetheirsense

ofhumourisinsane.Thentherearesomethatwhen

youlookatthem,youcanreflectandrelatetotheir

pain.

Likethewomaninroom 3,53yearoldmotherof3

children.Idon’tknowmuchaboutherbutwhatI

knowisthatshewasphysicallyandemotionally

abusedbyherhusband–thefatherofherchildren.

Onenightitwassobadthathebangedherhead

againstthewall,hewantedtokillherandhedid.The

doctorsdidtheCTscans,theMRIsandtheygotthe

sameresults–braindamage.Becauseofthe

trauma,sheissufferingfrom SplitPersonality

Disorder–sheliveswithdifferentpersonalitiesto



escapethepainthatshewentthrough.Sometimes

she’dspeaktoherselfandhaveargumentswith

peoplewhichusedtobetherebutwecan’tseethem.

Somedaysareworsethantheothersandthe

puddingreallydoesthetrick.WhenIlookather,I

usuallythinkofmymotheratthetimewhenIfound

herlayingonthefloor,tooweaktoevenliftafinger.

Ihadheardthem arguingthenightbeforeandI

couldn'tsleep,theyweretooloud–Ikeptontossing

andturning.ThatmorningIfoundheronthefloor,I

knewwhathadhappenedbutshehadnobruiseson

herfacesoIliftedherpyjamatopbecauseIbelieved

thebruiseshadtobesomewhere.Igaspedinshock

atthesightofadarkpurplemarkonthesideofher

stomach.

Aftertreatingher,thedoctorsaidshehadaninternal

bleedingandthebloodhaddriedupwhichcreated

clottingonherveins,itblockedherbloodsupplyto

theotherpartsofherbodysothat’swhyshefainted



andtheyhadtooperatehertoremovetheclotting.

Whenasked,myunclesaidshefell–thelame

excusethatallabusersusetohidetheirdirt.Itried

convincingmymothertoreporthim butsherefused,

shealsobackeduphisexcusebyagreeingthatin

deedshefell,sheslippedandhittheedgeofthe

bathtubwhiletryingtostepoutofit.Thedoctor

couldn’tdoanythingbecauseifthere’snovictim

thenthereisnocrime.

Iusuallystandbythewindowandwatchthebirdsas

theyflyinandoutoftheirnests.Checkingupon

theireggsbeforeflyingouttohustleforfoodfor

supper.ItisastoryIcanrelateto,Ihustleeveryday

tosurviveandbeggarscan’tbechoosers–that’s

howIendedupasacleaneratGlenLandsMental

HealthFacility.IttakesmethreetaxistogethereifI

goviatownandtwotaxisifIgoviaGatewayMallin

Umhlanga.Ifitwasn’tforthestafftaxithattakesme

atmygateeverymorningthenallthemoneyIget

wouldbespentontransport.Intheafternoon,Itake

ataxibecauseIalwaysleaveearlybeforeeveryone



else.

Gettingataxioranysortoftransportaroundhereis

difficultsincepeoplestayawayfrom thefacilityas

muchaspossible.Thebuildingissurroundedby

landandtrees,securityisreallytightandnotonce

sinceIstartedworkingherehadIheardthatoneof

thepatientshadescaped.Thedoctorsandnurses

arereallygoodwiththepatientsandyoucansee

thattheyreallywanttohelpthem.Thecleaningjob

isnoteasysincesomepatientsforgetwhichwayis

thetoilet,somegoasfarandrelievingthemselvesin

theflowerpots.Everymorningthesmellofpee

coverseveryinchsquareofthebuildingandgoes

straighttomygut,whenIfirststartedIusedtogag

andgoasfarasthrowingupbutnowI’m getting

usedtoit.

ArrivinginKwaMashuit’s4pm intheafternoon,

jugglingworkandpracticeonaFridayisanightmare.

ThepracticeusuallystartswhenIarriveandthat



wouldbeat3pm oneveryotherdaybesidesFriday

andtodayI’m suretheyhavestartedwithoutme.At

leastthewalkfrom mystoptothegroundsis

warmingmeupandbythetimeIgettothefieldI’d

befiredup.AsexpectedtheyhavestartedandasI

approachcoachSimbongablowsthewhistle.He

putsuphishandstosignaltimeout.Iwalkuptohim,

heturnstolookatmeandgruntswalkingaway

leavingmestandingthere.

ThegirlscometowhereIwasstandingwithchest

heaving,sweatybodiesandshakingknees.

“IfIknewhavingacoachwouldbesuchslaverythen

Iwould'vestayedawayfrom thisthingyoucall

soccer,”Slindilesayslayingdownonthegroundwith

herbackandkneesup.

“Wherehaveyoubeen?”



“Work.Youknowhowharditistogettransportona

Friday.”

“Youweresaved.Ithoughtcharmerboywouldgo

easyonussinceit’shisfirstdayhere.Yohhevoor

vai-duslikethere’snotomorrow,Iwonderifhe'sthe

sameanimalinbedlikeheisonthefield,”shesays

layingonherstomachandbitingherbottom.I

wouldn'texpectanythinglessthanthatfrom Slindile,

sheislikeavulture–shewantseverymanthatshe

setshereyeson.Eventherestofthegirlsknowto

keeptheirmenawayfrom herforthesakeoftheir

ownsanity.

“Youbettergoseehim,hehasbeenaskingabout

youeverychancehegot–‘whereisZobuhle?’‘what

timedoesshecomeforpractice?’‘whyisshenot

here?’whoaIknowwedon’tusuallystartpracticing

withoutyoubutIdidn'tthinkMrformersoccerplayer

couldn'tfunctionwithoutyouaswell,”shelooksup

tomeandIchuckle.



“Letmegoandfindout.”

IwalkedawaywithSlindileshoutingaftermeto

makesurethatIatleastcomebackwithhistens.

Thisgirlistoodesperateforsomedickandsheis

notafraidtoshowit.Iwalkedtothecoach’soffice

andthedoorisclosed.Bythelooksofthings,Ithink

heisdoneforthedayandImissedmyfirstpractice,

whatabadimpression.Iknockedonthedoorandhe

toldmetocomein.Iwasnotexpectingthat,Ihoped

he’dhaveleftalready.Iwalkedinandhewasbusy

writingonapieceofpaperhehadinfrontofhim.

“Coach,”heshothiseyestomeandwentback

writing.

“Whyareyouhere?”

“Icametoapologizeforbeinglate.”Isaidtaking

anothersteptowardshisdesk.



Hestoodupandwalkedtostandinfrontofthedesk

andme.Ifixedthebaghangingonmyshoulderand

swallowedhard.Idon’tknowwhybuthelooksangry

orupsetbutmaybeI’m overthinkingthis,Imean

whywouldhebeangry.Thewholeteam washereso

itwasn'tsuchabigdeal,right?Idon’tevenknow

whyhenoticedthatIwasn’ttherewhenhehad25

girlstofocusoninfrontofhim.

“Why?”

“Iwasatwork.OnFridaysitisveryhardto–”

Heputuphishandandcutsmeshort.

“IwantyouhereZobuhleat12pm everydayfor

practice.Ifyouwanttoplaysoccerthenyouwillbe

hereandifyoudon’tthendon’tbothertocome.”His

voiceistoostern,commandingandIcan’teven

tracehisangerbecauseheistoocalm aswell.



Heleanstotheedgeofthedeskwithhisarms

foldedtohischest.Heistooserious.Whatever

angerhehadwhenhenoticedIwasn’therefor

practice,hehasinflicteditonmebecausereally,I

can’tbelievehecamefrom whateverholehe

crawledoutofandcameheretotellmetochoose

betweensoccer,whatIloveandmyjob–thatpays

thebills.

“Ihavetoworktoputfoodonthetable,forrentto

havearoofovermyheadandforclothestobewarm

atnight.SonoIcan’tchoosebetweenthetwo,”Itell

him.

“Zobuhle,I’m notheretoplaywithanyone.Iwant

peoplewhoareseriousaboutgrowingacareerin

sport.Successrequirespeopletomakesacrifices,

areyouwillingtomakethosesacrifices?”

Him spewingthatnonsenseaboutsacrificesdoesn’t

helpmeatall.Isn’trunningawayfrom hometobe



whoIwanttobe,asacrifice?Haven’tIbeen

sacrificingallmylifesinceIcamehere?Thefact

thatI’m hereforpracticeandnotatmyroom onmy

bedafteralongdayofhardworkisasacrifice.I

havesacrificedalottobehere,Idon’tevenknow

howmymotherisbecauseIchosethislifeovermy

ownfamily.Idon’tneedhim oranyoneelsetotell

meaboutsacrificingbecausetheydon’tknowshit

aboutme!

“Keepyour‘careerinsport’andwhatevershityou’ve

justsaidbecauseI'm leaving–”

“Forgood?”heaskedbeforeIcouldfinishwhatI

wantedtosay.

“Yes,”Isaidandturnedtowalkoutofthedoor.

Somuchangerisbrewinginsideofme,thereisa

stabbingpaininmyheartandtearsarethreatening



tocomeout.Ihaveputinsomuchworkintothis,I

usedthisplaceasmyescapewhenmythoughtsgot

toomuchformetohandleandnotonlydidIseeit

asanescapebutIhaddevelopedloveforsoccer.I

knowI’m goodatitbecauseeventhecoachIhad

beforetoldmesoandthatpushedmeevenmore.

It’sjustunfortunatethatIcamehereanddidn’thave

acoachtogroom meintobeingbetter.Thenhe

camealong,butmychancehasbeentakenaway

from mebeforeIcouldeventasteit.

“Iwillpayyou!”heexclaimedasIsteppedoutofthe

door.

IthoughtIheardhim wrongsoItookanotherstep

forwardthenherepeatedwhathesaidandthenI

stopped.

“Iwillpayyou,”hesaysforthethirdtimeandIturn

tolookathim.Hisexpressionhasn’tchanged,he

stillhasthatstraightandseriousface.



“Why?”

“Becauseyouarethebestplayeroutofthatwhole

lotZobuhleandI’dbeafooltoletyougojustlike

thatsoIwillpayyoutocomeforpracticeat12pm

everyday.”

“Whataboutmyjob?”Itookastepforwardtowards

theopendoor.

“Justtellmehowmuchyou’dlosetomakeithereat

12pm andthenIwillcoverit,”hesaysmovingfrom

thefrontofthedesktositbackonhischairbehind

thedeskandIwalkedin.

“Forreal?”Ican’tbelieveit,wasn’thethesame

personwhowantedmetochoosebetweensoccer

andmyjob?



“Yes.Nowpleasegooutthereandgeteveryone's

jersey.Makesurethattheyarewashedfor

tomorrow,”hesaidwithoutlookingatme.Heisbusy

lookingthroughapileofpapersthatareinhishands.

“ButI–”heshothiseyestomeandIswallowthe

restofmywords.

Inoddedandmouthedathankyou.Iwalkedoutof

thedoorandclosedthedoorbehindmethenleaned

onit.Itookadeepbreathandexhaledwithmyeyes

closed.Ican’tbelievewhatjusthappened,it’snot

everydaythatsomeonejustpitchestopayyoufor

somethingtheydon’thavetoso–whoisthisguy?



Uthando:Six

Simbonga

ImakemywayinsidemyofficeandIfindDisky

sittingoftopofmydeskfacingthedoor.Mychest

tightensupinstantlyandblockstheairfrom

reachingmylungs–Ican’tbreath.Helooksupand

smilewhenhiseyeslandonme.I’m shiveringlike

thetemperaturehasdropto–1°CandIstayglued

onthegroundbythedoorway.Hecan’tbereal,Iwas

therewhentheyburiedhim buthelooksalive.He

standsupwhenhenoticesthatI’vesuddenlylostmy

consciousness.

“Don'tjuststandthere,comein,”hisvoiceechoes

insidetheroom andlikeagoodboyIsteppedinside.

HebangsthedoorclosebehindmeasIwalked

furtherintotheroom,IfeellikeI’m 11yearsold



again,IlefttheolderSimbongaoutsidethedooras

soonasIsteppedinsidethisoffice.Ifeelvulnerable

andpowerless.Hestillhasthatholdovermeandit

makesmeweakonmykneeswithfear.Ican’teven

breath,hispresenceistooheavyandsuffocating.

Hecomesbehindmeandstandsverycloseagainst

myback.Isteppedforwardwithhim onmyheels

followingmeuntilIwasstandinginfrontofthedesk

withnowaytogettotheothersideunlessIstep

overit.

“Beagoodboyandbendover,”hewhispered

againstmyearinavoicethatsays‘doasIsayor

facetheconsequences’.

EventhoughIknowwhatheplanstodotome,Istill

haverespectforhim.Ibentoverslowlywithmy

handsontheedgeofthedeskbuthelosthis

patienceandpinnedmyheaddownwhilehisother

handworkedtoloosenmypants.Thepowerhehas

overmedrainedallthepowerIhadinmetofight



him,Ijustcouldn’tandIlethim doashepleased.I

whimperasheinsertshimselfinmyanus.Whenhe

movesit'slikeheistakingmybreathaway.His

thrustsaredeepandhard,heishittingitinallthe

cornersandjudgingbyhisgruntsandgroans–heis

enjoyingit.

Bythetimehefillsmewithhisload,mylegsfeel

numbandmyfaceinfloodedwithsnortandtears.

Myhearthassanklowerthanithasbefore.Hepulls

outandexhalessharplybeforemouthinghowhot

andtightmyholeis.Mybackissopainfulandmy

holefeellikesomeonerubbeditwithhotsauce.I

feeldirtyanddisgusted.IknowheisdonebutIstay

inthatpositionwithmybuttintheairlikeI’m waiting

forasecondserving.Idon’thearhim walkingaway

soIknowheisstillstandingbehindmeandIcan

feelhiseyesonmybuttcheeks.

HespanksmybuttsoharditstingsandI’m jerked

backtoreality–Igaspedforairbeforefullyopening



myeyes.Iam pantingandheaving,andmyheartis

beatingpainfully.

Layingonthepillowwithmyeyesontheceiling,I

canfeelthetearswellinginsidemyeyes,mychest

stillfeelsheavyandI’m strugglingtobreath.Ipinch

mybuttquiteafewtimesjusttomakesurethatthe

wholeordealwasanightmare.Isighedandrolledto

sleepontheside.Theclockonthesideofmybed

says03:43am andIknowIwon’tbeabletosleep

afterthis.Idon’tknowwhattriggeredthisdream

becauseDiskyneverwhenasfarastouchingmy

behind.Heonlylet...forced...luredmetosuckhis

cock.Mymindisbecomingmessedup,andright

nowIdon’tknowifI’m gettingbetterorworse.

I’m sodeepinmythoughtsthatthesoundofmy

ringingphonestartlesmeandIroughlyrubbedmy

facetoclearmyhead.Igrabthephoneandanswer

withoutlookingatthecaller’snameornumber.



“Hello,”myvoiceisstilllowandhusky.

Thecallerremainssilentontheothersideoftheline.

“Hello,”Isayagainlouderthistimearound.Idon’t

knowwhybutIstayonthelineforthenext40

secondswaitingforthepersontospeak.

“Dad.”

Ijumpedtositupatthesoundofhisvoice.Ilooked

atthetimeandits04:01am,hedoesn'tsound

sleepyatallsoIguesshehadtroublewithsleeping.

Idon’tknowmysoninsuchawaythatIdon’teven

knowwhathedoesorwherehegoestowhenheis

wokenupinthemiddleofthenightbyanightmare.

ButIguessthedistancebetweenusnowgiveshim

thecouragetocallme,oryearntotalktome.

“Imissedyoutooson.”



“Butyounevercall,”hescoldswithhistinysqueaky

voiceandIchucklebecauseheistryingbyallmeans

tosoundlowandwhispersothatMmewon’twake

upandfindhim onthephonewhenheshouldbe

sleeping.

Ihavebeenbusythesepasttwoweeks.Ihadtoget

newjerseys,ballsandtrainingequipment,goalposts

netsandtrainthegirlsforthematchwehavein3

days.Yes,Imanagedtopullsomestringstomake

thematchhappen,IknowIhavejuststarted

coachingthem butIwanttoseewheretheyareat.

Eveniftheylose,itdoesn’tmatter,Ijustwantto

challengethem andmakesuretheygrowfrom it.

ButIdon’thaveanexcusefornotcallingKwandoto

checkuponhim everyday–I’m plainguilty.

“I’m sorry,Iwilldobetterfrom nowon.Howare

thingsoverthere?”Iaskandhesighslikemy

questionhasmadeafewunfavourableevents

resurface.IknowwithMmearoundhedoesn'tget

awaywithanything,shealwayskeepsacloseeyeon

him andshereprimandshim foreverylittlethinghe



doeswrong.

Andasexpected,hestartstocomplainabouthow

heisnotallowedtowatchtvafter6pm,Mme

washinghisbacktwiceaweekinsteadoftwicea

monthandnowheisnotallowedtotalkback,he

saysitwasbetterwhenIwasaroundbecausehe

gottosayapieceofhismindeverynowandagain

butnowhedoesn’tgetachance,theonlythinghe

saysis‘yesma’am’toeverythingthatshesays.By

thetimeheisdone,heisbreathlessandIhavebeen

doingalotoflaughingthanlistening.I’m gladhe

called,hehasjustmademydayandIhavelong

forgottenaboutthenightmare.

•••

Ilookedthroughthepileofpapersforthenew

trainingscheduleandIthinkImusthavemisplaced

itbecauseit’snotonmydeskorinanyofthe

drawers.Isighedandsatbackdownonthechair.In



thatmomentthere’saknockonthedoorandItell

whoeveritistocomein.Slindilewalksin,Ithought

everyonehasleftforthedaysincewearedonewith

practicebutsheisherenowsoIguessnoteveryone

hasleft.Shecomesaroundthedeskandsitonthe

desk.Isitbackonmychairandturnedtolookather.

“Ilikeyou,”that’sthefirstthingshesaysandI’m

surprised,moreshockedofhowbluntsheis.

“Okay,”Isayholdingbacktheshockandany

emotionsthatmayconfuseher.

IthoughtIhadmademyselfcleartoeveryonethat

ourrelationshipwillbeprofessional,notthatanygirl

besideherhasgivenmeany‘Iwantyou’vibesbutI

justwantedtobeonthesamepagewithallofthem.

Clearlyshewasn’tlisteningtomewhenIwastalking

becauseshewouldn'tbehereproclaimingher

feelingsformeandIdon’tthinkitgoesthatdeep,

weallknowwhatshewantsandthatissex.



“SoIwasthinkingthatmaybewecouldtakethisto

myplace,yoursisfinetoobutIalsodon’tmind

gettingitdownonthisdesk,”shesayslickingher

lipsandleaningbackonthedeskbalancingwithher

elbows.

Shelooksatmewithhalfopeneyes,Idon’tknowif

she’shighorisalreadyhornywithoutmeeven

touchingher.Herhandgoesfrom touchingherboob

rightdowntotouchinghersacredplacewhile

chewingoffherbottom lip.Ifrozeasasoftmoan

sweptoutofherlips.Iclearedmythroat,andafter

regainingmyconsciousIshiftedonmychairthena

softknockcamethrough.ThedooropenedbeforeI

couldtellthepersontocomeinandZobuhlepeeped

herheadinwithasmileonherfacewhichquickly

disappearedatthesightofSlindileonmydesk.

IfoundmyfeetinsecondsandI’m gladmymember

didn’treactatthesightofSlindile’sexposedthighs



andthatpornstuntshejustpulledthere.Shealso

getsonherfeetandturnstothedoor.Shesighs

moreannoyedthaninrelief.Ilookedbetweenher

andZobuhlewhojustmadeherwayin.

“Slindile,pleasemakesuretoweartightsunderyour

shortsnexttime.Noonewantstoseeyourjigglyass

everytimetheylookyourway,”Zobuhlesayslooking

ather.

SlindileturnstolookatmelikeI’dsayotherwise,I

didn’tevennoticeshewasn’twearingatight

becauseIdon’tlookatheroranyofthegirlslikethat.

Idon’tknowwhatsheexpectsmetosaysoIjust

gaveherablanklookandshrugged.Shescoffsand

stompsherwaytothedoor,notforgettingtopush

Zobuhleoutofthewayandshegetsoutofthe

officewithoutsayinganotherword.

“Idon’tknowifIshouldsayyoushouldgetusedtoit

orgetridofher,”shesaystakingasitonthechair



oppositeme.

Shedoesn'tlookaffected,Ican’tsenseany

emotionsfrom herandsheissodamncalm.Iknew

Slindilewascapableofsuch,IsawitthefirstdayI

cameherebutIdon’tknow,apartofmewishedshe

wouldn'teventrytocrosstheboundariesandwhat

happenedjustnowtookmebysurprise.

“YouknowIcan’tgetridofher,sheisjustasgood.”

Isitbackonmychair.

“Thenyoumustknowthatthisisonlyjustthe

beginning.Thereismorethat’scoming,”shesays

andwebothlaugh.

“Isthatawarning?”Ileanedforwardandlookedat

her.



“ShejustpulledaredflagnowsoIdon’tthinkwhatI

saywouldchangeanything.Wenajustdowhatfeels

rightforyou.”

Idon’tknowhowtofeelaboutthatsoIjustchange

thetopictosomethingelse.

“Sowhenareyoumovingin?”Iaskandshesquirms

excitedly.

“Thisafternoon,Iwillgettherestofmystuff

tomorrow.”

AfterIhadboughtthetrainingequipment,wehadto

havesomeonewhowillkeepaneyeonthem and

sincewearekeepingthem here,weneeded

someonewhowillstayhereandZobuhle

volunteered.Shewon’tbepayingrentsoshewill

savethatmoneyforsomethingelse.Wehave

securityheresoI’m notreallyworriedabouther

safetyandtherearehousesclosebysoit’sa



securedarea.Shealsosaysthisplaceismuch

betterthantheplaceshewasstayinginsoit’sawin-

winsituation.

“Great.Tomorrowthere’sasoccercommittee

meetingintheafternoonsoIwashopingyoucould

comewithmeasmyplusone.”

“It'sameeting,notaparty.”Sheshootsback.

“It'snotameeting-meeting,”Itriedtoexplainbutshe

gavemethe‘areyouforreal’lookandIsighed.

“Okayyoucancomeasmybodyguardke,”Isayand

shelaughs.

IsmileasIlookather.Herfacelooksdifferentwhen

shelaughs,Iwouldseeherlaughinginagroupwith

theothergirlsandshe'dlookbeautiful.Ihavealso

noticedshedoesn’tlaughalotbutwhenshedoes

sheusestheopportunityverywell.Thatbraveface

hidesherbeautyandIwishshecouldjustseehow



beautifulsheiswhensheissocarefreewithasmile

onherface.Afterafewseconds,shecollects

herselfandexhales.

“Whatareyoutryingtosay?DoIlookmanly,

masculinemaybe?”

“No,”Ismilewidely.“Iwasjustpointingoutthatyou

cancomewithmeasanythingelsebesidesaplus

oneorpartner,”Ishrug.

“Okaythen.Iwillcomewithyou,”shesmiles.

I’dlookatthatsmilealldaylongbutitdoesn'tstay

onherfaceaslongasIwantittobecauseshe

movesontotalkingaboutthematchbetweenKaizer

andSundowns,whereKaizerlostby1–3.Ihave

evenforgottentoaskwhatshecamehereforinthe

firstplaceandIthinksheforgotaswell.Ihave

laughedsenselesslytwotimesinoneday.The

laughterwithKwandobroughtjoyintomyheartand



thisonewithZobuhleI’m stilltryingtomakesense

ofhowexactlyitmakesmefeel.



Uthando:Seven

Simbonga

Zobuhledisappearedinthecrowd.Shesaidshe's

goingtogetusdrinksbutawaiterwithatraywith

glassesofchampagne,orangejuiceandbeermakes

hiswaytomydirectionandItakethelargeglassof

beer.Igulphalfofitinonegoandraisemyeyesto

scanthecrowd.Therearen’tanyprofessional

soccerteams’coacheshere,justamateursand

thosewhoarestrivingtoclimbuptheladder.You

knowwhattheysayaboutbulldogsinboardroom

meetings,right?Wellwehavethem aswellinthe

soccerindustry.Theoneswhothinktheyknow

everythingandeveryoneelseshouldlistentothem

whentheyaretalking,likethiswomanwhois

walkingtowardsme.

SheisinherblackAdidastrackpantsandagreen

‘Amazulu’soccerjerseyontop,whiteNikesneakers



onbothherfeetandshedefinitelydidn’tforgetto

addthatgoldchain,thatlookslikeadogleash

aroundherneck.Shehasasmallsmileonherface

andsheislookingatmefrom headtotoeprobably

wonderingwhyIam hereifsheknowswhoIam.She

stepsclosertomeandIreturnhersmile,justtobe

politeandshowrespectbecauseIam youngenough

tobehersoneventhoughsheisnotgivingmethose

motherlyvibes.

“SimbongaMasuku,”shesaysandInod.

“NomaguguMthethwa,”sheextendsherhandfora

handshakeandItakeit.

“Nicetomeetyouma,”Ismileandherjawdrops.

“Whoareyoucallingma?I’m tooyoungtobeyour

motheroranyoneelse’smother,”shescoffsandI

laugh.



Thiswomanlookslikesheis47yearsold,ifnot

olderbutmaybeit’smyeyesandindeedtriedto

lookyoungbyputtingalotofmake-uponherfaceto

hideherwrinkles.Shehasanalmostemptyglassof

beerinherhandandshesipsofthelastcontentas

thewaiterapproachestoourside,shetakesfull

glassreplacingitwiththeemptyone.Atthat

momentsheburpsandforgetstosaysorrybutIlet

itslide.Shestandsquietlynexttomeandweare

bothfacingthecrowdjustmindingourbusiness.

“ThelasttimeIchecked,youwereretired?”she

finallybreaksoffthesilencebetweenus.

“Yesthatiscorrect,Iam acoachnow.”

Asoundoflaughterrumblesupfrom deepinsideher

hugebellyrightuptohermouth.Shelaughedso

hard,peopleturnedtolookatusandIjustdowned

mybeernotmindingtheeyesandattentionshehad

broughttoourdirection.Ilookedaroundwondering



whereZobuhledisappearedto,I’m sureshenoticed

thatwehavewaitersaroundheresowhat’staking

hersolong.Thewomanbesidesmefinallycollects

herself,shestretchesherarmsandexhalessharply

likeshehasdonethehardestexercise.

“Thatwasreallyfunny,Iseetheybroughtyouhere

forentertainment,”shelaughsagainbutnottooloud

thistime.Iam lookingatherthroughthecornerof

myeyeandthinking,sheisoneofthebulldogs,

alwaysunderestimateandbelittleeveryonewho

doesn’tfitinthe‘coolcoachesclub’.AndIbetshe

hasneverplayedsoccerinherlife.Igulptherestof

thecontentinmyglassandplaceitonthetablenext

tous.

“I’m suretheydid.”I’m notangrynorannoyed,Idon’t

wanttogiveherthesatisfactionofknowingthat

whatevershe’sspewingisgettingtome.

“IwasonceyourageandIhaddreams–”



“AndI’m sureyouhaveaccomplishedthem,”Icut

heroffandturntolookather.Somysuspensions

wereright,sheisasoldasshelooksandrightnow

she’sseeingachildwhoisinaplaceheshouldn’tbe

in.

“Prettymuch,”sheshrugs.“Manyhavepaidtheir

waytothetop,”shenodstowardsagroupofmen

whoarelaughingtheloudestwithbigbelliesandthe

finestwhiskeyintheirhands.“Him too,”Ifollowher

eyestothemanspeakingwithawomanbutI

couldn'tseehisfacebecausehehadhisbackonus.

Itlookslikesheknowsalotofpeopleheremaybe

that’swhyshe’shereinsteadofminglingwiththe

bigshots.

Ijustkeptquietbecausereally,Ididn’thaveanything

toadd–Idon’tknowanyofthem,notevenher.

“Youwereseriousaboutbeingacoach?”sheglares

atmeandInod.



“Femaleteam inKwaMashu,”Iinform her.“You?”

shenarrowshereyebrowsbeforeturningtolook

aheadagain.

“FounderandcoachofMangosuthuFemaleFootball

Academy.”

Inodlikeshecanseeme.

“Afemaleteam?”shechuckles.“Youarelookingfor

troublearen’tyou?”shestealsaglanceatme.She

doesn’twaitformetoreplybeforeshecontinues,“I

don’tseethisworkingout,youleftthegametodo

what?Tobabysityourson?”shechucklesagain,she

hasaweirdsenseofhumourbecausenothingshe

hassaidorIhavesaidisfunnybutshehaslaughed

ateverything.

“Youwon’tunderstand.”



“Here'swhatyoudon’tunderstand.Youareinthe

wrongplace,youshouldn'tbehereinthefirstplace

–thisplaceisnotforweaklingslikeyou.Maybeyou

shouldgobacktobabysittingorwhateverthatyou

havebeendoingthelasttwoyears.”

Ifeelattackedforsomereason,itcouldbethatshe

isintimidatedbymeandmypresenceheredoesn’t

sitwellwithherorsheistryingtoscaremeoff

becausethisplaceisreallynotforpeoplelikeme.

ButIwilltakethefirstreason,thiswomandoesn’t

knowme,allthatsheknowsaboutmeiswhatshe

readinthepapersandtabloids.Noonewould

understandwhyIam hereandI’m notpreparedto

explainmyselftoher.TheonethingI’m happyabout

ishowsheisunderestimatingme.IknowIdon’t

havethesameyearsofexperienceincoachingas

herbutlikeI’vementionedbefore–allthatmatters

istheloveaffairbetweentheboyandtheball.

Withoutlove,sheisnotgoinganywhere.



“Ihavemyreasonsforbeinghere,”Isayquietly.

Zobuhleisreallytakinghersweettime.Maybe

somethinghashappenedtoher,thethoughtgoes

throughmymindasIscanthecrowdagaintrying

mylucktocatchaglimpseofherfaceinthecrowd

ofahundredfaces.

“Pussy?”Ishootmyeyestoherandsheissmirking.

Idon’tknowwhatsheisimplyingbutIdon’tlikeit

already.“Seeboy,takethisasawarning,leavethis

coursebeforeitshowsyouflamesandcripplesyou.

Andafterthatyouwon'thavenametothrowaround

andhavepeoplebowingtoyou,”shesayslookingat

meandallofasuddenthere’sadarkauraaround

her.Shelookslikesheisreadytopounceonmebut

Istandmygroundandgiveherablankexpression.

AfterrealisingIam notpreparedtochickenoutand

leavebeforethemeetingevenstarts,sheflashesa

smileandpatsmyshoulderlikewearegoodold

friends.Idon’treturnhersmile,Idon’tlikeherandI



am notafraidtoshowher.MaybeDinganiknowsher

andIshouldaskhim tofillmeinbecauseshe

wouldn'twarnmefornothing.Zobuhlepitchesup

outofnowherewithasmileplasteredonherand

Nomagugulooksbetweenmeandher,yeahher

falseaccusationshavebeenjustifiedbecausesheis

smilinglikeshehaswonajackpot.

“I’m sorryIgotheldup,”Zobuhlesayspointingtothe

othersideoftheroom withherthumb.

“ItwasnicetomeetyouSimbongaMasuku,youtoo

younglady.”Nomagugusayslookingatmethen

Zobuhleandthensheleaves.

Zobuhle’ssmilefallsasshewatchesthewoman

leave.Iguessshealsofeltthatsomethingwasn’t

rightabouther.

“Whowasthat?”shenodstowardsNomagugu’s

direction.Shehaswenttotalkwiththosebigshots



shewasbadmouthingjustafewminutesago.

“Wherehaveyoubeen?”

“Heydon’tansweraquestionwithanotherquestion,

that’sjustplainrude.”Shehitsmeonmyarm

playfully.

“Youcamewithmebutyouwerewithotherpeople

sincewegothereandseeIattractedbadcompany

tomyselfbecausemyplusonedecidedtoditchme,”

shelaughslikeI’vejustsharedajokebutI’m actually

serious.

Shestopslaughingthemomentsheseesmyface,

“I’m sorry,Iwasspeakingwithafewfemalecoaches

andIgotabitcarriedaway.Weendedtalkingabout

alotofotherthingsbesidessoccer.”

Ijustnod,what’sdoneisdone.Themeeting/event

continuesandthereareafewmatchesannounced



thatwilltakeplaceinafewweeksfrom now.

MangosuthuismentionedmoretimesthanIcan

countandNomagugukeepsonlookingmyway

everytimeherteam isannounced.Ijustraisedmy

glassandsmiledinherway,andwentwiththeflow.

Zobuhlehasbeendrinkingmorethanshecan

stomachandIhaveoptedtogiveheraglassof

watertoflashoutthealcoholinhersystem.Ienjoy

hercompanysoIdon’tregretcomingwithher.

“Youshouldsendhim tohisgrandparentsforthe

Decemberholidays.Thatwillsuremakehim feellike

hebelongssomewhere,thepoorchildsoundslost

andhomesickbutdoesn'tevenknowwherehome

is,”shesayswithoutevenlookingatme.

Idon’tknowhowweendeduptalkingaboutKwando

butwhatshehasjustsaidmadealotofsense.I

drovefrom thevenuetothegroundstodropheroff

beforeIdrivebackhome.Wearesittinginthecar,

shedoesn'tlooklikesheispreparedtoleave



anytimesoonsoIdon’tpressureher.I’m enjoying

thisanyway.

“HehasneverbeentherewithoutmesoIdidn’tthink

he’dwantto.”

“Dudeyouhavejustsaidyoudon’tspendmuchtime

withhim andI’m surehewouldn'tevennoticethat

youarenotthere,I’m notsayingitinabadwaybut

justtakethechildtougogonomkhuluandlethim be

achild.”

“OkayIwilltalktomyfathertomorrowmorning.”

“Ihighlydoubthe’dsayno.Betteryettheyshouldhit

yourbigheadandspankyourstupidassforkeeping

thechildawayfrom them,”shesaysthatandI’m in

stitcheswithlaughter.It’sjustthewayshesaidit.

“Whereisthisstupidthing...”sheisstillabittipsyso

nowsheisfiddlingwiththedoorprobablytryingto



openit.

“Letmehelpyouwiththat.”

Ileanedovertohersideandopenedthedoorforher.

IreversetositbackonmyseatbutIfreezewhenmy

faceisrightinfrontofhers.Ilookatherandshe

looksatme,andshedoesn’tmove.Icouldfeelher

breathonmyface,that’showcloseIwastoherand

Ileanedclosertokissherbutshepushedmeback

withherhandonmychest.Iblinkrapidlyandshut

myeyesclose.

“I’m sorry,”Imurmurandsitbackonmyseat.

Ilooktowardsherandsheisnotmoving.Hereyes

areonthedashboardandherbreathingissteadybut

short.

“I’m sosorry,IknowIsaidweshouldhaveastrictly

professionalrelationship.Notjustyoubuteveryone



intheteam.ButatthatmomentIcouldn'thold

myself,IthinkIlikeyou,noscratchthat–Idolike

you.Iknowwehaven’tspentmuchtimetogetherbut

thelittletimeIhavesharedwithyouhasbeen

amazing.Dobelieveme,myfeelingsforyouaretruly

genuineandI...”IlookedatherdirectionandI

realisedthatIhavesaidtoomuch.NowIhaveto

apologizeagain?

Isatbackonmyseatfeelinglikeanidiot,Ishould've

foundanotherwaytoconfessmyfeelingsandright

nowfeelslikeI’m takinganadvantageofhersince

sheisalittlebitintoxicated.Sheisstillsilent–I

havemessedupbigtime.Iopenedmymouthtosay

somethingbutshebeatmetoitandsaid,

“Iam lesbian.”



Uthando:Eight

Zobuhle

AfterIconfessedmysexuality,theatmosphere

becamethickinstantlyandthenIknewIhadtoleave

him alone.Igotoutofthecarandwentstraightto

myroom.Ilaidonmybedstillfullydressedandonly

afterafewminutesIheardhiscardrivingout.Iknew

aftertellinghim thathewon’ttakeitwellbutIdidn’t

knowit’dbesobad.Weareinthefield,practicing

andpreparingfortomorrow'smatchandSimbonga

hasbeenshoutingeveryoneelse’snameforthem to

takepositionandnotoncedidhelookmywayor

voicedoutmynameoraninstructiontomydirection.

Confusionhasbefellontheothergirlsbecauseright

nowI’m likeanunwantedextraplayerinthefield.

TheyaretoldtopasstotheothersidewhenI’m even

openandallI’m doingischasingaftertheball,I’m

sotiredandhisbehaviourismakingitworse–it’s



sodraining.Hesoundsandlooksangry.Idon’tknow

whathewantsfrom mebecauseit’sbettertobe

honestthanleadhim furtherdowntheroadwhichI

won’tbeabletotravelwithhim.IfIknewbeing

friendswithhim wouldleadusherethenIwouldn't

havelookedinhiswayfrom thegetgo.

“Zobuhle!”hecallsoutmynameandIfreeze.

Ilookathisdirection.

“Whataredoingwiththeball?”Ihavetheballunder

myfootandI’m lookingathim.

“Iwanttopassit.”Ipointouttheobvious.

Hetiltshisheadtotheside.Healwaysdoesthatto

makefeelandlookstupid.



“Thenwhyisitstillonyourfeet?!”

“ButI–”ifhedidn’tcalloutmynamethenIwould've

passedtheballsecondsago!

Hesignalsformetogoonandpasstheball.Ikickit

forwardtothegoalkeeperandheblowsthewhistle.I

huffinfrustrationandsinktositdownonthegrass.

Theothergirlswalkoutofthefieldfollowingeach

othertothewaterbankandSlindilecomestome.I

knowwhatshewantstoaskanditstoobad

becauseevenI,myself,don’tknowwhatthehellis

wrongwithhim.Ilookedinthedirectionofwherehe

isstandingandoureyeslockbutSlindilequickly

blockshisviewandsitsdownnexttome.

“Wearedonewithpracticesodoyouwanttogoout

fordrinks,letloosebeforewetacklewhatever

tomorrowhasforus?”Iturntolookather,“it'son

me,”shequicklyadds.



“Alright,”Igaveinandshegaspedlikeshewasn't

expectingmetosayyes.Drinkingbeforethegameis

thelastthingweshouldbedoingbutIneedthisto

digestSimbonga’stantrums.Idon’tknowwhyhe

hadtochooseactinglikethiswhenwecould’ve

talkedlikeciviladults.Ireallydon’tmindusbeing

friends.

Iam notreallyopenaboutbeinghomosexual.It’s

somethingIfoundoutaboutmyselfinmylateyears

inhighschool,itwasreallyconfusingsinceIhadn't

metanyonewhohadexperiencedthesamething.I

alsothoughtitwassomethingthatwastherefora

shortwhile,IwasindenialbecauseIam afemale

andIshouldfindtheoppositegenderattractive.I

should'vedatedaboyandmaybegotmarriedone

daylikemymotherhadalwayspreachedtomebutI

wasdifferent.Itriedescapingbykeepingmyself

busy,thesituationathomewasn’ttheonlythingthat

pushedmetoplaysocceranduseitasmyescape.I

wasalsodealingwithmyinnerself.



BythetimeIleavemyroom afterfresheningup,

Simbongahasalreadyleft–Iknownoteverythingis

aboutmebutIthinkheisavoidingme.AsmuchasI

havehurthim,Ican’tchangewhoIam tomakehim

happyandit’dbesounfairofhim toexpect

somethinglikethat.Comingoutistheworstpart

becausenoteveryonereactsthesamewayand

somedon’tacceptyoubutIwanthim toacceptme

forme,sowecanworktogetherandforthesakeof

therestofthegirls.Heissoangryrightnow,Idon’t

evenknowwhatwouldhappenifIweretoapproach

him,hemightsaysomemeanstuffandthatisthe

lastIwant,especiallyfrom him.

“Soyoutoldhim?”SliasksquietlyandInod.

Sheexhales,downsherdrinkandturnstolookatme

witheyesfilledwithpity.Sheknowsaboutmy

sexualitybecauseshegrewcuriousofwhyshehad

neversawmewithaguy,aboyfriendorbetteryeta

husband.Idon’tknowifshewasgenuine,judgingby



herhistoryoftakingpeople’smenIcanonlythink

mynonexistencebaewashernexttargetbutshe

wasneverjudgementalnormadefunofme.With

herloosemouth,everyoneintheteam knewbefore

wewentforthenextpractice,them too,accepted

meandthey’veknowneversince.

“Youshouldhavetoldmethisearlier.Icould’vegot

him totakemehomewithhim sohecouldtakeout

hisfrustrationsonme,”shesays,pointingtoherself.

“That’stheonlythingyoucanthinkof?Theguy

needstotalk,notsex!”

“Whuuloya!Icouldtellfrom thefirstdayhegothere

thathewasdealingwithsomeserioussexual

tension,hedoesn'tneedtotalk,theonlythinghe

needsrightnowisformetoridehisdickuntilhe

speaksintongues.”Ilookather,shakingmyhead.



I’vealwaysknownthatsheiscrazyandIfeelsorry

fortheguywhowouldfallinlovewithher.I’m saying

theguywouldfallinlovewithherbecauseIdon’t

seeSlindilefallingforanyone.Idon'teventhinkshe

dreamsofgettingmarriedoneday,theonlything

shedreamsofiswhosheisgoingtoridenextor

whosemantosnatchafterthecurrentone.Life

neverfavoursherkindbutitlookslikesheknows

whatsheisdoing.

“Butjudgingbyhowheisangryrightnow,Icantell

youonethingforsure–hereallylikesyou,”she

looksatmeandIsigh.

“Iknow,”Isaidturningtheglassaroundwithmy

fingertips.

Iwishhim knowingwecan’tbe,wouldmakehim like

melessormakehisfeelingsvanishbutthatisjusta

stupidthingtoeventhinkabout.IfIwasfrankwith

him inthefirstplacethenwewouldn'tbehere.We



reallyhadagoodthinggoing,Icouldtellbythetime

hespoketomeabouthissonthathewasgetting

comfortablewithme.Iwasalsogettingcomfortable

withhim andwhoknows,ifIdidn’tdropthatnuclear

bombonhim,maybeIwould'veconfessedallmy

lifetime'sproblemstohim.Wecouldbecounselling

eachotherandnursingeachother'sfeelingsright

now.

Everyonehasastorytotellandjustlikeme,hehas

hisowntotell.

IleftSlindileaftersheofferedmeasecondround

whenIonlyagreedforonedrink.Iknowshe’spaying

andifitwasanyotherdayIwould’vedrankallher

moneybutIhavetobesoberandclearmindedfor

tomorrow.ThingsbetweenmeandSimbongaare

roughasitisandIdon’twanttoaddonit.Idon’t

wanttoruinwhatisleftofourfriendship,ifIcancall

itthat.WhenIstepinsidemyroom,Ilockthedoor

andkickmyshoesoffwhilemakingmywaytothe

bed.Igetinbetweenthesheetsandtheblanketstill

fullydressed.Myheartistooheavytoallowmeto



moveaninchofmybody.

Istaredintothedarknesswiththoughtsrunningwild

inmyhead.Iretrievedmyphoneinmybackpocket

andswitchedthescreenon.Iblinkedrapidlyto

adjusttothebrightnessofthescreenthenIwentto

mycontacts.Iscrolleddownandpressedonhis

numberbeforetyping,

‘Iwon’tapologizeforbeinggaybutI’m sorryfornot

beingfrankwithyoufrom thebeginningandI’m

sorryforleadingyouon,thatwasnevermyintention.

IdoloveyouasabrotherandIhopewecanbe

friends.’

Ireadthetextfor3times,checkingthespellingand

themoodIportrayedbeforeIsentit.Ipressedthe

sendbutton,holdingmybreath.I’m notexpecting

him toreplybutatleastheknowshowIfeel.



Uthando:Nine

Simbonga

Iwokeupinthemorningwithatextfrom Zobuhle,I

wasn’texpectingeverythingthatshesaid.Apartof

mehopedthatshe’dsayitwasajokeandshe

wantedtoseehowI’dreactorshewouldn'tsay

anythingatallbecauseitwasherwayofturningme

downandplayinghardtoget.Hersayingsheloves

melikeabrother,putsastampthatsheisindeed

gay–I’m nothomophobicsoIdon’thaveanything

againstherbutwhatdoIdowiththefeelingsIhave

forher?There’snowayIcouldmakethem vanish,I

don’tseeherasasistersoIdon’tknowhowthis

thingisgoingtowork.

Idecidetotakemymindoffthatpartofmylifeand

dialledDingani’snumber.Hedoesn’tanswerwhenI

firstcallbuthesuredoeswhenIcallhim again.He

sayshewasoutoftheofficethat’swhyhemissed

mycall.Idon’tdwellonthatandgostraighttoask



him aboutNomaguguMthethwa,thatwomanwas

toocreepyandmademyskincrawlwithherthreats.

I’m notscaredoffightingfair,Icantakeherandher

team downwithjustonematchbutwhatworriesme

isthelookIsawinhereyes,theyweredarkandthat

toldmesheissomeonewhofightsdirtyifneedsto

be.ButIdon’tunderstandwhyshe’dwanttofight

mewhenIhavenothingagainsther.

DinganisaysIhavenothingtoworryabout,sheis

harmlessasfarasheknowsandtheonlypeopleI

canworryaboutareherassociates,itcouldbethose

menshecalledbigshotswhopaidtheirwayupbut

ifsheknowsthatthatmeanssheisinittoo.Itake

Dingani’swordbutIwon’tletmyguarddown,Iknow

whatIsawandIwon’trelaxuntilsheprovesherself

otherwise.Heaskshowistheworkwiththeteam

goingandIgivehim myhonestfeedbackwhichis–

it’snotasbadasIthought.Heisgladitishelping

andthattheworkiskeepingmebusy.IwishIcould

saythesamebutthedreamshavebecomemore

dauntingthanbefore.



Tinasaysmymindisreflectingmythoughts,ifI

thinkoftheworst,mymindwillshowmeexactly

thatandthatImustfocusonthepositiveinsteadof

thenegative.IreallymissKwando,beinghereand

notwithhim isputtingmeunderalotofstrain.I’m

blamingmyself,ifIwasn’tassaultednorraped,then

Iwouldn’tbeadangertohim!Mypasthasrobedmy

sonafatherandthatisaffectingmealot.Just

thinkingofhowmuchthisisaffectingme,itmakes

mewonderhowexactlyhefeelsaboutthedistance

betweenus.IendthecallwithDingani,afterhe

wishedmewellandIcalledmyfatherlikeIpromised

Zobuhletheotherday.Icouldn'tcallyesterday

morningbecauseIwastooupset.

“Bonga,unjanindodana?”(howareyouson?)He

asksassoonasheanswersthephone.Onlymy

fathercallsmeBonga,Idon’tknowwhybecausemy

nameisnoteventhatlong.



“I’m goodbaba,howareyouandmom?”

“Wearewell.Thoughyourmotherisveryupset,she

hasbeencryingabouthowmuchshemissesyou

andcomplainingofhowhergrandsonwillgrowup

notknowinghisgrandparents.Hehasn’tvisitedus

sinceweburiedhismotherBongaandIalsoagree

withyourmother.Youshouldcomeandvisitus.

Sibadalaasitis,doyouwantustodiewithout

seeingourgrandson?”

“Actuallybabathat’swhyIcalled.Kwandowillcome

tovisityouforthewholefestiveseason.”

“Hawuizindabaezinhlelezobutwhyishecoming

alone?”

“Iam inDurban,Igotanewjob.Ididn’twanttosay

anythingbeforeIseeifthingsaregoingtoworkout

ornot.”Itellhim andIhearmymotherinthe

backgroundaskingwhoitisthatisonthephone,my



fathertellsherthatismeandsheaskswhatIsaid–

theyarehavingtheirownconversationrightnowand

IsmilewhenIhearmymothercheerhappilyafter

myfatherhadtoldherKwandowillbewiththem for

theholidays.

“Kuhlekendodana,callmewhenumfanaisatthe

busstation.Idon’twanthim gettinglostorget

stolensoIwillfetchhim.AndBonga,”hesays

quietlyandIholdmybreathbecauseIdon’tknow

whythere’sasuddenchangeinthetoneofhisvoice,

“docallusndodanaifthingsgettoohardforyou.

Weareyourparentsandwearehereforareason.

Don’tjustkeepthingsbottledupinsideyou,theywill

killyou–talktomeifyouneedtotalk,I’llalwaysbe

therenomawakhoukhonamfanawami.”

Iwipethenonexistencesweatonmyforeheadand

sigh.

“Ngiyakuzwababa,ngizokwenzanjalo.Pleasetell



mathatIloveher.”

“Andyoudon’tloveme?”isthatjealousyIsensein

myfather'svoice?

Ichucklebeforesaying,“Iloveyoutoodad.”

“Siyakuthandanathi.Iwishyouwellonyournewjob

thereinDurban.”

“Ngiyabonga,Iwillcallyouguyssoon.”

HesayshisgoodbyesandIhangup.Ihaveagood

relationshipwithbothmyparents,theydidn’thave

muchwhenIwasstillgrowingupbuttheyalways

madesureIdidn’tfeellikeIlackedonanythingandI

havebeenworkinghardeversincetomakethem

proud.IknowmyfathertoldmeIcantalktohim but

therearethingsoneisnevercomfortabletotalk

aboutwiththeirparents,likethesensitiveissueI’m

dealingwithrightnowandit'snotlikeIcanwalkup

tohim andsay“babaIwasrapedbyyourfriend”,I



justcan’t.

“Hustle.Idon’tcareifyouwinorlose,whatIwantis

toseeyouhustlinginthatfield–attackinginstead

ofchasing.Iwanttoseeresultsbutdon’tforgetto

playtheballanddon’tconcentratemuchonwinning

andscoring.Havefun.”

Theystartcheeringandclappingtheirhands.Weare

inthefield,readytostartplayingandtheotherteam

ishereaswell,amateurslikeusbutIknowverywell

nevertojudgeabookbyit'scover.Theteam isfired

upandveryexcitedtogetonthefield.Zobuhleisnot

entirelyherselfsowhenoureyesmeet,Igivehera

smiletoassureherthatwearecoolandthatshe

shouldrelax.Iseehershouldersfallingalready,I

wantherheadtobeinthegameandforhernotto

worryaboutusnotbeingcool.Playersfrom both

teamstakepositionandtherefereebowsthe

whistletostartthegame.

Thingsaregoinggood,it’sstillearlysothings



haven'tbecomeintenseandtheplayersarestillshy

towardseachother.Wegettothehalftimewith

bothteamsstillat0–0.Theygetbackinthegame

forthesecondhalfandIrealiseZobuhleislooking

distracted,sheislosingfocusandIdon’tknowwhat

exactlysheisdoing.Rightnow,weshouldbe

attackingsowecanwinthegame,Iknowthat’snot

ourendgoalbutwestandachance.Ikeepshouting

forhertoconcentratebutitfallsintodeafearsandI

can’tkeepheronthefieldifhermindisnotthereso

Isubstituteherwithanotherplayer.

“Whereisyourheadat?”Iaskherassoonasshe

reachesme.

Shecatchesherbreathfirstbeforeturningtolook

towardsthecrowdandpointtoawomanwhoisold

enoughtobehermother,shelooksreallyruralwith

howsheisdressedandshehasherhandbagheld

reallytightagainstherchest.Iguessshetookthe

warningsabouthowbadtherobberyisherein



KwaMashuveryseriously.

“That'smyaunt,shewouldn'tbehereifitwasn’t

important.Ihaven'tseenherinyearssowhenIsaw

her,Ijustkindoflostmymindandfocus.”

“Fine.Goandfindoutwhysheishere,andcome

backZobuhlebecausethegameisn’toverandI

mightneedyou.”

Shenodsandrunsofftothedirectionwherethe

womanisstanding.Iturnmyattentionbacktothe

fieldandthegirlsarereallyplayinghard.Minutesgo

byandZobuhleisstillnotback,Ilookovertothe

directionshewenttoandsheisnotonsight.The

womanisstillthere,lookingbackatmewith

pleadingeyesandhereyesareglitterylikesheison

thevergeofcrying.Iglanceovertothefieldandthey

won’tneedmeforafewminutessoIrushoverto

thewoman.



ItellherI’m Zobuhle’scoachandshetellsmesheis

herauntwhichconfirmswhatZobuhletoldme.

There'salotofpaininhervoiceandherfacereflects

thesamepainsonowI’m reallyworried.What

happenedandwhereisZobuhle?

“Hermotherisnomore,”thewomantellsmeandI

takeastepback.

•

•

•

Zobuhle

“Hekilledher.”

Thosewordskeptonechoinginsidemyhead.The



moretheyringinmyhead,themoreshotshitthe

backofmythroat.Iknewshedidn’tcomeallthe

wayhereforasocialvisit,that’swhyIfeltsouneasy

thismorningsomethingjustdidn’tfeelright.IknewI

wasanxiousabouttoday’sgameandthatIwasstill

worriedaboutwhathappenedbetweenSimbonga

andIbutthefeelingwasdeeperthanthat.Andthat

madememoreconfusedbutAuntNomsajust

droppedthebombonme.Iknewitwasnevergoing

toendwellwithmymother,shewastoodependent

onthatmanandIfailedtoprotecther.

Itakeanothershotanditburnsthebackofmy

throat,Iflinch.Mbuzane’sSpot,isfilledmorewith

businessmenfrom thecitywearingexpensivesuits

andall.Theycometothisplacetotalkaboutthe

businessdealsthatarenotsolegalanddealwith

lumpsumsofmoneythatareusuallypassedunder

thetable.Theygettheothercustomerstoshuttheir

mouthsandactliketheydon’tseethem bybuying

them drinks.IthappensalotonWednesdays,when

thespotisnotfullandtheygettosaveafewRands



fortheirnextdeal.

Itoldthebartendertokeeptheshotscoming.It’s

gettingloudernowsincethepeoplearegettingmore

drunkanditwon’tbelongbeforetheyfightabout

whogetstodrinkthelastquartwhentheycould

shareit.Someonecatchesmyeye,throughthe

cornerofmyeye,Iturntomyrightandoureyeslock.

Iquicklylookaheadwithheartpoundingagainstmy

chest.I’m sittingbythebartablesoit’seasierfor

thebartendertokeepmyglassfull.Ifeeleyes

burningtheonesideofmyfaceandIknowthatshe

isstaringatmesoIturntolookather.Herdarkaura

isdrawingmetoheranditmakesmelookather

longerthanIintended.

Shelooksawaywhenthestaringcontestgetstoher

andIalsolookaway.Iam alreadyfeelingtipsy,the

paininmyheartfeelslikeit'sslowlyfadingawaybut

thethoughtsarestillroaminginsidemyhead.They

arethereasonwhyI’m nottakingabreakon



downingashotafteranother.AfterafewminutesI

feelherpresencebehindmeandIseeher

disappearingtothedoorthroughthecornerofmy

righteye.MyphonehasbeenringingsinceIcame

here,Simbonga,SlindileandanumberIdon’tknow

hasbeenblowingmyphoneeversince,soIdecided

toswitchitoff.

Fiveminuteshaspassedandshehasn’tcomeback.

Istoodup,stumbledbackwardsandforwardbut

quicklycollectedmyselfandfoundmywaytothe

door.ThecoldairhitsmyfacehardandIshiver.I

thoughtwiththealcoholinmysystem,eventhecold

wouldn'tgettomebutIfeelcoldtothebone.

Movementinthedarkcornercaughtmyattention

andwalkedoverthere.

“Whattookyousolong?”Shesayspullingmeinto

thedarknessandpinningmeagainstthewall.

BeforeIcouldsayanything,shesmashedherlipson



mineandkissedmewithsomuchhunger.Ipushed

herbackandshesmirked.

“WhosaidIam gay?”

“Youwouldn'thavegivenmethe‘Iwantyou’look

andyouwouldn'tbeouthereinsearchforagirlyou

don’tevenknowifyouweren’tgay.”

AgainbeforeIcouldsayanything,sheattacksme

withherlipstoshutmeupandthistimeIkissher

back.Herfireisturningmeonanditismakingmy

heartaccelerateinexcitement.Shecupsbothmy

breasts,Imoaninhermouth–sheistakingallthe

controlandherhandsneaksinsidemyt-shirtfora

skintoskinfeel.Bloodrushesthroughmyveinsand

Ifeelhot.Herhandsworkedonmyjeansandbefore

Iknewit,shewasrubbingmythrobbingclitthenshe

movedherheadtoneckandgavemewetkisses

whileImoanedinpleasure.



Withmybackagainstthewall,Iwassowetandlost

inthemoment.ShestartedfingerfuckingmeandI

lostit.Sheraisedherheadtolookatmeandshe

smiledlovingwhatshesaw.Asshefingerfucked

me,herthumbwasbusyrubbingagainstmyclitand

IcouldfeelthatIwasgettingclose.Themoreshe

didit,themoreIfeltmyselfslippingawayandIfelt

powerless.Ihatefeelingpowerless,something

twitchedinsidemeandIswitchedsides.Ipinnedher

againstthewallandshelookedshockedand

surprisedbymyactions,likewhowouldwanttolet

gooforgasm whentheyarethatclose.

Likeshedidtome,Ishutherupwithakissandtook

controlofthesituation.Ipulledoutandlookedather.

“Doyouwanttotakethistomyplace?”Shegrinned

withherbottom lipinbetweenherteeth.Maybeshe

isjustwhatIneedtonightandI'dbestupidtolether

go.



Uthando:Ten

Inganathi

‘Dearmama,

Bythetimeyoureadthis,I’deitherbehappyordead

–thereisnoinbetween...’

ThedooropensandIpause.Iam sittingonachair

bymystudydeskwiththepenandanotebookunder

mypalm,andIam facingthewall.Thelavender

showergelscentfillsmynostrils,insteadofitgoing

tomyheadandmakemeallexcited–itgoesdeep

insidemygutandurgesmetogag.Iknowshehas

justcomeoutoftheshowerbutherscentdisgusts

me,shedoesn’tsmellcleantomebecauseher

cleanlinessoverrideshowcleanIfeelaboutmyself.

Inseconds,Ifeelherheavypresencebehindmeand

Iholdmybreathwhensheplacesherhandonmy



shoulder.

It’snotasocialvisit,Iknowwhysheisherebecause

Ihavebeeninthispositionbefore.BecauseIdon’t

wanttogetmyselfintroubleandpayaharshprice

forit,Istandupandturntolookather.Shehasa

mischievoussmileonherface,shehasworked

reallyhardtogetmetobeingsubmissive,ifthat’s

whatyoucancallitbecausetomeitisthesameas

feelingpowerless.Idon’targuewithherwhenshe

pullsmetositontopofthebedwhileshestood

overmewithonlyatowelwrappedaroundherbody.

Beforeshedoesanythingelse,sherevealsaplaytoy

thatshehadbehindherback.Lustisverymuch

evidentinhereyes,shefeedsovermyfearbecause

thedildoshehasinherhandismuchlargerthanthe

oneshehadthelasttime.

Sheloosenthetowelanditfallstoherfeet,she

doesn'thavethemostattractivebodybutthereis

nothingIoranyonecansaytomakeherlosethe



confidentshehastoshowoffherwrinkledcurves.If

itwasn’tfortheweddingbandonherleftfingerthen

Iwould’vebeenconvincedthefirsttimeshe

complimentedmeforhavinganicebuttandgenetic

area,thatindeedsheisgay.Iremoveallmyclothing

whenshehassignalledformetodoso.Sheusedto

usewordstocommunicatebutIguessshegottired

ofsmalltalksandIpreferitthiswaybecausethere’s

reallynothingwecantalkabout.I,forone,don’t

haveanythingtosaytoher.

Beforelayingonmyback,Ilookedovertotheclosed

door,apartofmewishedthatNoziphomy

roommate,wouldjustwalkinandsavemefrom her

butIknowbetternow.Ican’tevenscream because

I’dbeexpelledfrom theAcademyandthatwouldbe

theendofmysoccercareer.WhenIfirstwalkedinto

thisplaceIthoughtIhadfoundmysecondhome,I

lovedbeinghomewithmyparentsbutIlovedsoccer

more.ShelubricatesmyfoldwithhersalivaandI

swallowmydisgust.Ifeelthedildostretchingmy

vaginalentranceandshedoesn'twaitformeto



adjusttoitbeforeshestartsmovingitinandout.

ShemoanswithherheadinbetweenmylegsandI

bittheinsideofmycheektoholdbackmysobsor

anysounds.Apparentlywatchingtheliveshowturns

heron,andjudgingbyhowsheismoaning,panting

andheaving–sheisalsotouchingherself.Neverin

mylifehaveIwishedfordeathlikethetimeshe

introducedthislifetome.Iam surprisedbyhowfast

shepullsthedildooutbecauseatanyotherday

she’dgoonforabout40minutesmax.Shestands

onherfeetandIsitupwincingbecauseofthe

burningsensationintheplaceinbetweenmylegs.

Sheopensherlegswhilestillstandingandher

bicyclesaddlewaslevelledwithmyface.

ShepullsmetoherandIfallonmyknees.Iknow

whatIneedtodosoIgointothatsaddlethathasn’t

beenshavedforatleastaweek.Herlegisovermy

shoulderwhilesheisleaningonthesmallbedside

cabinetforbalance.Herextrabellyfatwasontopof



myheadandmylipsweresulkingonherclit.The

moreIsucked,theloudershemoanedandaskedfor

more.Ihaveperfectedmuffingbecauseofher,she

ismyfirstineverythingandIonlyknowher.Idon’t

evenknowifI’m gayorstraightbecauseofher.I

camehereclearmindedbutnowI’m confusedlikea

smallchildintheirfirstgrade.

Myparentswoulddoanythingtomakemehappy

andastheonlychild,Iwasspoiltrottenandgot

everythingthatIwanted.WhenIsaidIwantedto

playsoccerafterIhadcompletedmymatric,my

fatherlookedforthebestFootballAcademyinKZN

andMangosuthuFemaleFootballAcademycame

highlyrecommended.Heappliedforme,Iwas

acceptedandheregisteredmerightawaybutmy

motherwantedmetofurthermystudiesandthat

wastheconditionsheputupforme–itwaseither

schoolandsoccerorjustplainschool.Ihadno

choicebuttoregisterforaDiplomainMechanical

EngineeringatMUT.



IleftUMzimkhuluwithsomuchexcitementthat

finallyIwasgoingstartlivingmylifeindependently

andgoonanewvirtuewithoutmyparentsholding

myhand.Iboardedonthebusafterbiddingendless

goodbyestomyparents,itwasanewexperience

sinceIhadneverbeenanywherewithouteitherone

ofthem.Thejoyinsidemeoverrodethefearand

anxietyofenteringanewchapterofmylifeblindly.It

wasthegreatestdream tobeinDurban,from anot

soruralgirltoacitygirlwasarealachievementfor

me.Ihaveneverlackedonanythinginmylifeand

movingherewasproofofthat.

ThetaxidroppedinfrontofthebigbuildingofMFFA

andIwasinawe.Ipulledmytwobigsuitcases

insideandIgotthewarmestwelcomefrom thestaff,

andthatiswhatmademeloosenupandletmy

guarddown.Theplacefelthomelyandwarm,safe

wouldbethebestwaytodescribeitandIsaw

myselfgrowinginaplacelikethat.Iadmired

everything,thefurnitureandtheartonthewall,fora

secondIthoughtitwastoomuchforafootball



academybutthatwasuntilIsawthewomanbehind

allthework.

Iam jerkedbacktorealitybyherloudmoans,more

likescreamingandherbodywastensingup.Her

legsareshakingandsheisheavinglikeadogunder

thescorchinghotsun.Isuckharderandfinallyshe

groansassheexplodesinmymouthbutItiltmy

headbackbecauseIrefusetoswallowhercum.She

heavilybreathesinandout,andlooksdowntome

withasmileonherfacelikethedayshewelcomed

meintotheacademyandintroducedherselfas,

“Iam NomaguguMthethwa,yourcoach.”



Uthando:Eleven

Zobuhle

AsIopenthedoorIhearanenginerunningandit

shutsdownassoonaswestepoutside.Ihave

Malindi’shandinmineandhersmallovernightbag

ontheother.It’sstillearlyinthemorningsoI’m still

engulfedbysleepandIhaveahugeheadache

becauseofthehangover.Ifitwasuptome,I’dstill

beinbedandprobablystaythereforeverbutMalindi

hastogosomewhereandshehadtocutherstay

short.Itreallyhelpedtohaveherherewithme,she

mademeforgetandavoidthethoughtsforawhile

andatleastIgotabreakfrom thepain.Thealcohol

alsohelpedbutshetakesthecup,duringthefew

daysIspentwithherIgottoletlooseandallowed

myselftofeelvulnerableandnotoncedidshemake

meregretit–Ihadthebestcountlessorgasmsof

mylife.



WewalkedsidebysidetoherwornoutToyotaYaris,

thathasabonnetdarkerthantherestofitsparts

andeachrim isdifferentfrom theother,don’tgetme

startedonthetiresofthecar,ifatrafficofficerwas

tocomeandinspectthiscar,he’dsuredeclareitnot

roadworthy–it’sthatbadbutatleastshehas

somethingtotakeherfrom pointAtopointB

withoutdependingonanyoneortherecklesstaxi

drivers.TheengineIheardrunningwasSimbonga’s

car.He’sparkednexttoMalindi’scarandisnow

walkingtowardsuslookingbetweenMalindiandI

likeheislookingforsomething.Ihaven'tseenhim in

awhilenow,Ihavebeenavoidingeveryonewhois

goingtopreachtomeabout‘feelings’,pain

and...death.

Igreetbuthedoesn'treply,insteadhestopsonhis

trackandlooksatusaswewalkedpasthim tothe

Yaris.

“IhopeI’llseeyousoon,”Isaidandperkedherlips.



“Imissyoualready,”shesayswithasmallsadsmile

asIopenedthedoorforher.

IwillmisshertoobutIhavetofacewhatIhavebeen

runningawayfrom andhopefullygetoverit.Iclose

thedoorwhensheisseatedonherseat,shebrings

theenginetolifeandreversesout.Shehootsbefore

disappearingandIwave.Shewasthelightinmylife

inthelastfewdays,withhergoneitislikeI’m ina

darkholefilledwithonlysorrowsandsadness.

WhenIturnback,SimbongaisstillstandingwhereI

lefthim andIwalktowardshim becausethewayto

myroom forcesmetofacehim again.Hehaspity

reflectedonhisfaceandthatissomethingIdon’t

needorwanttoseerightnowandIwouldn'thave

lookedhiswayifhedidn’tcallouttome.

“Thefuneralistomorrow–”

“Iknow.”Icuthim shortandattempttowalkaway

from him buthespeaksupagain.



“Icangowithyouifyouneedmeto.Asafriend,I’m

hereforyouZobuhle.”

“Idon’tneedyou–I’m fine!”myvoicewashigher

thannecessary,IrealisedtoolatebecauseIcan’t

takeitbacknow.Isighedandfoldedmyarmstomy

chestwithmyfingerscoveredwiththesleevesof

thesweaterthatI’m wearing.Ihavebeenfeeling

reallycoldsinceIheardthenewsthatsheis...uhm

dead.

“Letmetakeyoutothetaxirankthen.”Hesounds

socalm andsoft,verywelcomingandI’m tempted

toruntohim andcrymylungsoutinhisarmsbutI

decideagainstit–I’m strongerthanthis.

Heletsmegobacktomyroom soIcangetreadyto

go,hedidn’tgivemeachancetodeclinehisofferso

heistakingtotherankwhetherIlikeitornot.Isiton

theunmadebed,Idon’tevenrememberwhenwas

thelasttimeIhadamadebedtosleeponevery



night.Ibentover,pattedthefloorandretrievedthe

bottleofvodkaIsawwhenIwaswalkingin.Itooka

fullswingandflinchedastheliquidhitmytongue

andthebackofmythroat.Thispainisnothing

comparedtothepainthrobbinginmyheart,itisso

physicalandwitheachbeatthepaingetsmore

painful.Theemptinessinmyheartis...atear

escapesfrom myeyeandIquicklywipeitand

sniffled.

Ithaspileduptoathousandblocks,it’sswinging

from lefttorightandwherevertheemotionsare

blowingitto,itwon’tbelonguntilitcomescrashing

downandthatwillbetheendofme.Myfatherdied

andIwasn’tallowedtofeelanyemotions,feeling

emotionsisequivalenttoshowingandactingon

howyouarefeelingbutInevergotthatchance.I

wasforcedtobeunderstandingandnursemyown

brokenheartasyoungasIwas,andnowthis

blockageisonme–it’slikeablockedpipewaiting

toblowupandburstintopiecestoreliefthe

pressure.I’m puttingsomuchpressureonmyselfto



notfeelthepainbutIcanalsofeelthatI’m nearmy

breakingpoint–it’sclose.

Iputthesmallbagwithmyclothesinthebackseat

andwenttoseatinthefrontpassengerseat.

SimbongadroveoutimmediatelyafterIhadsettled

onmyseat.HeissilentandI’m gratefulforit

becauseIdon’tfeelliketalking.I’m brewinginside

likeumqombothiinalargebowelreadytobeserved

butI’m notreadyforwhatawaitsformeontheother

side.IfanyonehadtoldmethatonedayI’drunaway

from homeandgobackhomeundersuch

circumstanceswiththisamountofpaininmyheart

thenIwouldn'thavelefthomeinthefirstplace.I

lookoutsidethewindowthewholewaytotownandI

couldfeelmythroatwasgettingdry–Icoulduse

anothersipofthatvodkabutwithSimbongaonmy

side,Idon’tthinkhe’dletmegetawaywithitsosit

backandsufferinsilent.

“Ididn’tgetachancetosaythisbutI’m reallysorry



foryourloss.Andthisisnotthetimetoputupa

bravefaceZobuhle,allowyourselftofeelthepain–

don’ttryhidingit,wearehumansandweareallowed

tofeelandreflectouremotions.I’dratherhaveyou

crying,yelling,screaming,breakingthingsor

whateverthanhavetolookatthatface.Iwantto

help,letmein,please.”Hereachedouttotouchthe

handthatwasrestingonmythighbutIyankeditoff

beforehecouldreachit.

“Thankyoufortheride.”

Iopenedthedoorandgotout.Aftertakingmybag

from thebackseat,Iwalkedawayfrom hiscar

withoutlookingbackorsayinggoodbyeandcrossed

theroadandwalkedtothetaxirankontheother

side.Simbongaisareallygoodman,veryemotional

andistooattachedtopeoplearoundhim –ifyou

aregoodtohim thenhe’dbegoodtoyou.Heis

exactlywhatIneedrightnowbutnotwhatIwantat

themoment.IfoundthetaxihalfemptyandIwas



luckytofindaseatnexttothewindowinthe

backseat,Iwillbethelastpassengertogetoffso

thisisperfectanditwillgivemeenoughprivacy

sincepeoplewouldseewhoIam justbyseeinga

glimpseofmyfaceandIwon’theartheendofhow

selfishIwastorunawayfrom home.

IalreadyblamemyselfforthatsoIdon’tneedto

hearitfrom anyoneelse.Iwasselfishtoleavemy

motheraloneinthathousewiththatmonster

knowingverywellwhatheiscapableofandnowshe

isdead–Icould’vesavedherbutIwastooselfish,I

hatedwhoshewasbutshedidn’tdeservetodielike

this.Bythetimethetaxiisfullandreadytodriveout

thetaxirank,thebottleIhadtransferredthevodka

intoforadisguisewaslessthanaquarterempty.

ThecontentwastoolowtolastmetillIgetto

UMzimkhulu,ImaybetipsyalreadybutI’dneed

morealcoholtogetridofthisheartache.

Ahowlingsoundofacarhootjerksmeoutofmy

sleep,Iopenmyeyesandthebrightlightofthesun

raysisblinding.Iyawnedandstretchedmyarms



andlegs.ThetaxiisemptysoIlookaround,thetaxi

isparkedrightoutsidethegateandtherearetoo

manycarsinsideandoutsidetheyard.Thetaxi

doesn'tusuallygettothissideofthevillage,it

should’vedroppedmeofftwomilesfrom hereand

I’dhavehadtowalkallthewaytomyhousebutthis

taxidriverdrovemeexactlytothegateofmyhouse.

Ishotmyeyestothefrontwherehewasseatedand

hewaslookingatmethroughtherearviewmirror.

“Nkosazanasesifikileekhaya,Ireallyneedtoget

backtoDurbanandIhavealreadywastedtime

tryingtowakeyouup.Chauyalalabo,”hesayswith

alightchuckle.Atleastheisnotangryatmebut

thatdoesn’tstopmefrom rollingmyeyes.Hecould

havegotoffhisseatandcametoshakeoffthedevil

wecallsleep.

IgetoffthetaxiandbeforeIclosethedoorthe

driverpasseshiscondolencesforthelossofmy

motherandIgavehim anodtoshowthatIheard



him.HedrivesoffassoonasIreachthegate,ifhe

sawwhoIam thenI’m surethewomanIwassitting

nexttosawmeandtoldthepersonwhowassitting

nexttoher,thatpersontoldthenextuntilthewhole

taxipassengersgottoknowthataprincesswasin

theirpresence.Iam gladtheyletmehavethatlittle

privacyuntilIgotoffthetaxi,mymother’sdeath

mighthavehadanimpactonthatandtheywere

probablyfeelingsorryforme.Iam officiallyan

orphan.

Iwalkedthroughtheyardtothehousewithpeople

turningtheirheadstolookatme,theystopped

talkingandbeingbusytolookatme–theprodigal

daughterwhofinallyrememberedherwayhome.I

headedtothehousewithmyheadheldhigh,the

paininmyheartdidn’tgetmedownandI’dbe

damnedtoallowtheirgossiptogettome.Inthe

house,itwasjustasbusyasitwasoutside–the

samewaylikeitwaswhentheywerepreparingfor

myfather'sfuneral.Irepliedtoafewgreetingsand

wentdownthepassagetomyroom.Whenopened



thedoor,therewerekidsplayinginside,theywere

probablymycousins’kidsbecausemyauntsand

unclesaretoooldtobepoppingbabiesattheirage.

IcouldfeelangerbrewinginsidemeasIlookedat

them touchingandrippingwhattheycouldrip.

Jumpingontoponmybed,onmypinkfloralcover

thatmymotherboughtformy16thbirthday,they

steppedonitwiththeirdirtyunholyfeet.

“Getout!”Iexclaimedandtheroom felldeadsilent.

Theyturnedtolooktowardstheopendoorandsaw

mestandingonthedoorway.Theyjustfrozewith

theireyespoppedout,fearwasevidentintheirfaces

andIdon’tknowiftheyfearmeortheirmothers

becausetheyweretoldnottostepoutsidethisroom

unlesstheyaretoldotherwisebutIdon’tcare–I

wantthem out!Whathappenedtorespectand

privacy?JustbecauseIwasn’thereitdoesn'tmean

I’m dead.



“Zobuhle,”afemalevoicewithahighpitchchirpedin

behindmeandIturnedtofindauntNomsastanding

behindme.Shehadthesameeyesshehadtheday

shecametotellmeabout...mymother.“Iheardyou

justcamein,youshouldhavetoldmeyouwere

comingsoIcouldprepareforyourarrival.”Shegives

measmallsmileassherubsmyarm upanddown.

Thesoundoflaughterandgigglesinsidemy

bedroom caughtmyattentionandremindedmeof

thelittledevilswhohaveinvadedmyspace.Ihuffed

infrustrationandturnedback.“Didn'tyouhearme

thefirsttime–Isaidgetout!Allofyouout!”I

shoutedandfeltauntNomsa’shandaroundmyarm.

“Don'tshout,wearemourning,”shesaidcalmlyand

thekidswentoutoftheroom onebyone,following

eachotherinalineandIsteppedinsidemyroom.

IpickedupwhatIcouldwithauntNomsafollowing

myeverymove.“Youneedtocalm downZobuhle,

youdon’tneedsomuchangerinsideyouandplease



stoprunningawayfrom thepain.”

Iturnedtolookather,hasshebeentalkingto

Simbonga?Becausewhatshejustsaidsounds

exactlylikewhatSimbongahadsaidandwouldsay.

Shedoesn'tsayanythingmorewhenIlookedather

intheeye,allIcouldseewaspain,shewas

reflectingexactlywhatIwasfeelingandIcouldn't

lookather–itwastoodraining.Igotridofthepink

coverandretrievedablackonefrom thetopofmy

wardrobe–besidesthethingsthatthekidsmessed

with,everythingelsewasstillthesame–mymother

keptmyroom thesamewayasIhadleftit.Icovered

thebedandlaidontop.AuntNomsasteppedcloser

tothebedandremovedmyshoes.

“Iwillgetyousomethingtoeatandletyourfather

knowthatyouarehere.”

“Don'tcallhim that.”



“HeisyourfatherZobuhle,yourmotherdiedmarried

tohim sothatmakeshim yourfather.”

“Heisnotmyfather,neverhaveandneverwillbe,

mymotherknewthatwhenshedied.Myfatheris

deadandthatmanisnothingofmine!”Isaidalready

sittingup.Nomsaisreallytestingmypatience,he

killedher,that’swhatshetoldmethatdayandnow

shehastheaudacitytocallhim myfather?

Sheopenedhermouthtosaysomethingbutshe

swallowedwhatevershewantedtosaywhenthe

doorcrackedopenandheappeared.Thedevilis

reallyworkingovertime,notoncewillheallowmeto

havepeace–no,I’m beingtestedineverywayandif

IgiveinIcan’tevenimaginethedamageI’ddoto

thisperson.Myheartistwitchinginanger,hatredis

overflowing,Itrustedhim buthebroughtnothingbut

painintomylifeandtookawaymymotherwhileatit

–Ihatehim!



Withtearswellinginsidemyeyes,Iturnedtolookat

myauntandfoundherlookingatme.

“Auntie,”Isaidquietly,silentlypleadingwithherwith

myeyesandsheswallowedbeforeturningtothe

door.Iwatchedherapproachinghim andpushing

him back.Ithrewmyselfonthebedandturnedto

sleeponmystomach.

“Ijustwanttotalktoher,”heargued.

“Shedoesn'twanttotalktoyou,”myauntpointsout

theobvious.

“Ihavetherighttotalktoher,youknow,andshe

doesn'thavetosayanything–Iwilldoallthe

talking!”

“NoBhekayouhavedoneenough.Leavethechild

aloneor–”



“Orwhat?Thisismyhouseforheaven'ssake,and

whoisshetotellmethatshedoesn’twanttotalkto

me?Shelefthomeandwentwhoknowswhere,and

nowsheisbackhere,forwhat?Thisismyhouse–

myhouse,myrules.Moveawayfrom thedoor

Nomsa!”

“No!...”

Ididn’theartherestoftheirargumentbecauseI

tookthepillowandplaceditovermyhead.And

blockedtheworldofthelivingwithmythoughts,the

samewayIusedtoescapemypainoflosingmy

fatherbutitwasslightlydifferentthistimebecauseI

hadtoworktwiceashardtomakethethoughts

moreeffectivebecauseIhadtwicethepaintocover

up.

•••



Iwokeupinthemorning,Isleptforthewhole

afternoonandthroughoutthenight.Therewasalot

ofnoiseoutsideandthewomenweresinginga

gospelsonginsidethehouse.Theroom wasdark,I

stoodupandwalkedtothewindow,theweather

wasgloomysoitwasindeedgoingtorain.It

remindsmeofthetimeafterweburiedmyfather,it

rainedsoharditfloodedthewholevillage,thetent

outsidewasblownawaybythestrongwindandall

theplasticchairsweredestroyed.Wewokeupthe

nextmorningandthesoilonmyfather'sgravewas

washedoff,notallofitbutnearlyhalfofitwas

washedawaybytheheavyrainandthewooden

polishedcrosswasslantedwithjustbyonetouch

it’dhavefelldowntotheground.

Whoeverwasherethelasttime,knowsthatIwon’t

allowmyselftoseemymotherforthelasttimeand

I’m surethatiswhytheydidn’tbothertogetmeto

seeheryesterday.Herplacebesidesmyfatherhad

alreadybeenpreparedandtheytookouthercasket

tothetent.Nomsaiscryinghystericallyasthe



pastorproceedswiththeservice.Icouldfeelhis

eyesonmebutIdidn’tlookup,Idon’ttrustmyself

withhim andifIlookathim ImightdosomethingI'd

regretsoI’m savingusboththetrouble.Ilistenedto

thepastorasheproceededtoreadingaverseabout

heaven,Idon’treallylisteninbecauseallofthis

feelslikedejavu.

Thecasketsankdowntothegroundsixfeetbelow

thelevelIwasstandingon,Ilookeddownonituntil

itreachedtheground.Theycovereditwithme

watching,themoretheyfilledtheholewithsoil,the

moreIfeltmyselfsinkingintotheemptyspace–the

emptinessinmyheartbecamemoreunbearable.I

havenoonenow,ithasbeenstampedandfiledthat

Iam anorphan.TheydoallthenecessitiesandIam

cleansed,soistherestofthefamilymembers.The

villagersarealreadyeatingandfeastingonthe

alcoholprovided,Idon’tknowwhocameupwiththis

ideabutitfeelswronginsomanyways.Weshould

bemourningbutpeopleareheretogetdrunk

instead.



WhenIgetinsidethelounge,thefamilyisgathered

thereanditlookslikethereareplanningtodiscuss

something.NoonesaysanythingsoIfindmywayto

thespaceleftonathreeseatercouchwhichnow

has5peoplesittingonit.Bothmymother’ssideof

thefamilyandmyfather'ssideofthefamilyarehere.

“Ithinkweareallhere,”myunclefrom mymother's

sidespeaksup.“Youcanproceed,”helooksatmy

supposedfather.

“Iwillcutthroughthechaseandbebrief.Weallhave

lostsomeonedeartoourhearts,”Iscoffandrollmy

eyes.IfeeleveryonelookingatmebutIdon’tcare–

heneverlovedmymotherandtheonlythinghe

lovedormadehim agreetomarryingherinthefirst

placeisthepowerthatcamewithbeingwithher.He

marriedherbecauseofthefamilycustom andnot

becausehelovedher!“Sincewehavelostourqueen,

someoneelseneedstotakeherplaceandcontinue

withherduties.”Ilookedathim andhewasserious,



Iscannedtheroom andnooneobjectedbutinstead

theysatwithanticipationforwhateverhehastosay

next.“Nomsa,asthesecondborn,andunmarried–

youhavetotakeyoursister'splace.”Helookedover

toauntNomsaandItooshotmyeyestoherthen

backtohim.

“Wehavejustburiedmymotherandakakabandi

nokubanda,andyouwanttoreplaceheralready?!”

“Thisisnothingdifferentfrom whatyourmotherdid

whenyourfatherdied,shecouldn'twaittoreplace

yourfatherandaweeklaterafteryourfatherwas

buried,shewenttobedsleepingonthishardbroad

chest,”hesaysrubbingandpattinghischest.

Bastard!

Myeyesfellontheknifeonisithebethatwasonthe

floorfilledwithmeatanddumplings.Ididn’tthink

twicebeforetakingtheknifeandrunningtowards

him withtheknifehelduptomyearandpointing

towardshim.Peopleintheroom gaspedinshock,



terrorandwhatevernoisethattheyweremaking.I

reachedhim andhadmyotherhandonhisneck.His

eyespoppedout,fearevidentonhisfaceandIloved

seeinghisfacelikethat.Iloweredtheknifewithso

muchforceand,

“Zobuhleno!”



Uthando:Twelve

Simbonga

Iam onacallwithDingani,Icalledtotellhim that

KwandowillbewithmyparentsfortheDecember

holidayssoheshouldn'tworryhimselfabouthaving

him overhishousebecauseMmeRadebewillbe

visitingherfamilythisyear–youshouldhavethejoy

intheoldwoman'svoicewhenItoldherthenews.I

knowsheneversaidanythinginthepasttwoyears,I

meanshenevercomplainedaboutspendingthe

holidayswithusbutwhenIheardhowhappyshe

wastogohomethisyearreallymademefeelbad.

“AtleastIwillhavemywifealltomyselfnow,don’t

getmewrong,Kwandoisagoodboybuthehas

beengettingalltheattention.‘Allmychildrenareold

nowandknowhowtotakecareofthemselves,

Kwandoneedsme’–that’swhatNdoniusesasan

excusetoleavethehouse,”hesighsinfrustration



andIchuckle.“MmeRadebeisalwaystherebutshe

wantstobethereaswellandIneverheartheendof

whattheygossipabouteveryday!”Ilaughedashe

complains.ThemanishavingarealhardtimeandI

don’twishtotakehisplace.IknowhowNdonican

bewhenitcomestogossipsonothankyou.

“Shegetslonelytoo,youknow.”

“Andobsessed!”headdswithabangonthetable

andIlaughathisexaggeration.“Iwouldlockher

insidethehousebutyouknowasmuchasIknow

thatIwouldn'tsucceedevenifItry,Godthat

woman.”

“She'syourwifeandumthandaenjalo.”

“Yougotthatrightson.”Hegoessilentforafew

secondsandspeaksupagain.“Thereissomething

thatIneedtotalktoyouabout,”hesoundsserious



soIsitupandturnedintobeingprofessional.“Atthe

gameyouplayedlastweek,youhadvisitors–SAFA

representativesandtheyarelookingtoputyouon

intotheSABRegionalLeague.”

“Youarejokingright?”

“HowcanIjokeaboutsomethinglikethis?Youwon

thegameandyourteam playedwellbecausethey

haveyouastheircoach.”

“Butthatwasjustagame,theyhadfun–theteam is

notreadytoplayontheLeague.”Ipushedmychair

backandstooduptomyfeet.Dinganibettersay

he'spullingalegbecausetheteam isnotthereyet,I

knowtheyhavepotentialbutwestillneedtodoalot

ofworkbeforetheycantakepartinseriousgames

liketheLeaguematches.“Didyouhaveahandin

this?”



“What?No,Ididn’tevenknowthatyouwereplaying.

Igotacallyesterdaymorningfrom oneofthe

representatives,wellit’sevenworsebecausethey

knowthatyouarethecoachoftheteam somaybe

that’swhytheyareconsideringyourteam too.”

“Thiswassupposedtobetherapeuticbutwithwhat

youaretellingme,Iam foreseeingstressonly.”I

sigh.It’snotonlymethatI’m thinkingof,I’m also

thinkingaboutthegirls,thisisgoingtobe

overwhelmingforthem andI’dhavetopushthem

harderforthem towinmoregames.Andhopefully

noneofthem willbreak.

“YouarethereforareasonSimbonga,Ihavealways

toldyouthatyouaremorethanwhatyouthinkandI

knowyoucandothis.Thereareafewmatchesfor

younextweek,youdon’thavemuchtimetogetyour

team readybutItrustyou.”

“YeahwhatelsewouldyousayandIhavenosayor



whatsoever.Ican’tsaynowhenIhaven'ttalkedto

theteam eithersoDingani,wewilltalkandIhope

youknowwhatyouaredoing.”

Helaughs,“Youneedtolearntotrustmemore.

Goodluckson.”

Ithankedhim andwebothhangedup.Thisisthe

lastthingIexpected,weplayedwelllastweekand

wonwith1goalagainsttheotherteam.

UnfortunatelyZobuhlewasn’ttheretorejoicewith

herteam mates,speakingofher,Ihaven'tseenher

sinceIgaveheralifttotherank.Icouldn’teven

reachheronhercellphonebecauseittookme

straighttovoicemaileachtimeIdialledhernumber,

itcouldbethattherewaswasnoreceptionorshe

wasavoidingme.Ifailedtogetthroughher,sheis

takinghermother’sdeathrealhardandIwishshe

couldjusttrustmewithherfeelings–openupto

mebecauseI’m heretohelp.



IsteppedoutofmyofficeandtheoldToyotaYaris

parksrightnexttomycar.Idon’tknowhowthis

thingcanstillmove,it’stoooldandneedsmorethan

justmaintenance–Iwouldn'tgetonitevenifmylife

dependedonit.Zobuhleandthedrivergetoutofthe

car.Inevergotthenameofthisgirl,Idon’tknowher

butsheisgivingmebadvibes–thetoogoodtobe

truekindofvibesbecauseZobuhlelookstohave

grownreallyclosetoher.AndIdon’tknowhowto

feelwhenIseeherwithanotherwoman,Idon’t

knowifit’dhavemademefeelbetterifshewas

datinganotherguyoritwouldhavebeenjustthe

samebecauseinbothalternativesituations–she

stillwouldn'tbemine.

“Zobuhlecanwetalk?Alone,”Isaylookingatthegirl

standingbyherside.Theybothlooktiredlikethey

haven’tbeengettingenoughsleepandsuredoreek

ofalcohol.Zobuhlenodsandhandsoverhersmall

bagtothegirlthenInoticeshealsohasherown

smallbag.Thegirldoesn’tleavebeforesheperks

ZobuhlelipsandIlookedawayforthosefew



seconds.

“Shelivesheretoonow?”Ipointtothedirectionin

whichthegirldisappearedto.

“Ilivehereandsheismyguest,”shesayslikeit's

obviousandI’m toodumbfornotseeingthingsthe

wayshedoes.

“Idon’ttrustherandneithershouldyou.”Iwarnher

andshetakesastepback,lookingatmefrom head

totoelikesheisaskingherself‘whoam Itodetect

thingsforher?’.Sheisamessanddefinitelyisn’t

thinkingstraight,sheneedssomeonewithaclear

mindtoshowherthewayandI’m notafraidtodo

thatforherbecauseIloveher!

“Simbongaplease,IhadalongnightandIstinkof

alcoholandsex.TheonlythingIneedrightnowisa

bathandsomegoodsleep–this...”shepointstome



upanddownwithanopenhand,“isthelastthingI

need.”

“I’m onlydoingthisbecauseIcareZobuhle,”Ipull

herbackbyherarm assheattemptstowalkaway.“I

wanttohelp,please,wecantalkaboutanythingyou

wantbutdon’tshutmeout,”myvoiceiscalm andI

thinkitistherightwaytoapproachthisbecause

withher,thingscangoleftrealfastifIeverraisemy

voiceather.ShelookstoberelaxingandIthinkI

sawaglimpseofguiltonherface.

“I-Iuh...”shecovershermouthwiththeotherhand,

sheisgoingtocry,Icanseehereyeswatering.

“Talktome,Iwanttohelp.”Shesnifflesandtakesa

deepbreath.

“Idon’tneedyourhelp,”shesayslooseningmyhand

offherarm.Thatmaskisonagain–thatwasa



quickU-turn,shewasreadytoopenupnotsolong

ago–whyisshedoingthis?

BeforeIcouldsayanything,sherushedtothe

directiontoherroom withoutlookingback.Sheis

dealingwithalotonherownandisdoingthewrong

thingsthinkingthatsheishelpingherselfwhenshe

isactuallydestroyingherself.Idoubtshetalksto

thatdodgygirlaboutherfeelingsandJesuswould

comebackshouldthegirllisteningtoheror

anyone’sfeelings,sheiswithZobuhleforthefree

boozeandsex.Sheisjusttakingadvantageofher

andthatmakesmewanttohelpZobuhleevenmore

beforeshefindsherselfintoodeep.Heartachecan

drivepeopletodocrazythings,IknowbecauseI

havebeenthereaswellwhenIlostSisanda.

Ifindtheteam stretchingonthefield,someareout

joggingaroundthefieldandSlindileasalwaysisin

chargeofthewarm upsessionbutsheisdoingitall

wrongbecausesheshouldbewarmingupwiththem



andnotstandingthereandwatchingtheothergirls

goonlikesheisthecoachandnotpartoftheteam.

Itapherontheshoulderandsheblowsthewhistle.

Everyonerushestowherewewerestandingandshe

joinsthecrowdstandinginfrontofme.Ididn’teven

getachancetotellZobuhleaboutthislastminute

meetingbutItrustSlindilewillfillherin.

“Ihavenewsanditwilldependonhowyoulookatit

todetermineifitisgoodnewsorbadnews.Wehad

SAFArepresentativesonthedayweplayedlast

weekandtheywantustofightourwayuptothe

RegionalLeague,”Isayallofthisholdingmybreath

sowhenI’m doneIexhaledandshotmyeyesupto

scantheirfaces.

“Us?”sheaskspointingtoherselfandtherestofher

team mates.

“Yes.”Inodandtheystartscreamingontopoftheir

lungs,itissonoisy,Iclosemyearswithmyhands–



thisisnotthereactionIwasexpecting.

Theyarehuggingeachother,someonestartsasong

andnowtheyaresingingalong.Somearedoing

theirhappydance,Idon’tknowwhattocallit

becauseIhaveneverseenanythinglikethatbefore.

Thelookontheirfacesputsasmileonmyface,at

leastI’m gettingapositiveresponsefrom them and

hopefullytheywon’tcomplainabouthowmuchIwill

bepushingthem duringtraining.Ineedthem

physically,mentallyandemotionallyreadybecauseI

don’tknowwhowearegoingtobeplayingagainst,

whichremindsme–Ishouldaskforthenamesof

theteamswearegoingtobeplayingwithbutfor

nowwearegoingallinblindly.

“Okay!”Iblowthewhistletogetthem tocalm down.

“Ineed5lapsfrom youbeforewestartwith

training.”

Therearecomplaintsandgruntscomingfrom the



crowdbutI’m notgoingtobackdown.Itellthem to

putonasmilebutthatonlymakesthingsworse,

theystartmovinganywayandSlindileremains

standing–sheisonetoughnuttocrack,shedoes

herownthingaroundhere–you’dswearI’m the

playerandsheisthecoach.

“WhereisZobuhle?”sheaskstakingafewsteps

towardsme.

“Sheisinherroom withher‘friend’.”Itellherand

lookedovertothegroupthatisjoggingaroundthe

field.

“Ihaveneverlikedthatfriendofhers,”shesaysandI

lookather.Shesoundsmorejealoustomethan

worried.“Youshouldtalktoher,Ididmypartand

sheisnotlisteningtome.”

“TrustmeItriedbutsheisnotopeningup.It’spart



ofherhealingprocess,Iguess.”

“Yeahsheisreallytakinghermother'sdeathreally

hard.Toobadshedoesn'tevertalkaboutherfamily,

IhadtofindoutwhenIheardthenewsthatshestill

hasafamily.Thatgirlistoostubborn,itmakesme

madcrazy.”ShehuffsinfrustrationandIcansee

thatsheisgenuinelyworried.

“YouandIboth.”Isighandliftupmyeyesagain–

theyareontheirsecondlap.

Afterthemomentofsilence,shestepsclosertome

andbeforeIknewit,shehadherhandonmychest

andtiltedherheaduptolookatme.

“YouhavebeenfrustratedforalongtimeMr

Masuku,”shesaysdrawingcirclesonmychest.“I

am alsofrustrated,soIthinkwecouldhelpeach

otherandloosenthetiedknots.Thissexualtension

betweenusisdraining–myplaceoryourplace?”I



lookatherandchucklebeforeIremoveherhand

from me,sheisinvadingmypersonalspaceandshe

bettergetusedtosittingonthefencebecauseI’d

ratherdiethansleepwithher.

“MovealongSlindile–youstillhaveyourfullfive

lapstodo.”Hermouthhangsopenwithhereyes

gobblingout.Sheshouldjustgiveupalreadyand

stopwastingmytimewithheronesidedsexual

tension,meandherarenevergoingtohappen.I

shushedhertomovealongandshethrewafit

beforeturningbackandleavemestandingthere.

JustwhenIwasthinkingthatwearestartingtoget

alongascivilindividuals,shegoesontopullthat

stuntonmeandsomethinginmetellsmewestill

havealongwaytogobeforeshefinallygetsit

throughherthickskullthatI’m nevergoingtohiton

that.



Uthando:Thirteen

Zobuhle

“Zobuhle,no!”

Thetipoftheknifehadalreadysankintohisskin,his

shirtwasstainedwithbloodandwithonemorepush

IwouldhaveflusheditallinbutIfeltauntNomsa’s

handontopofmine.Hertearyeyeslockedwith

mineandsheshookherhead–thatwasn’ttheright

waytodealwithmyanger.Shetooktheknifefrom

myhandandItookastepbackfrom him.Hegasped

forairlikehewasdeniedoxygenforafullminute,

theroom wentsilent,youwouldhaveheardthe

soundofapinhittingthefloorandmyheartwas

pumpingagainstmychest.Icouldhavedoneit,I

couldhavekilledhim andsavemorewomenthathe

isgoingtokilllikehekilledmymotherandwho

knowsifhehasn'tdonethesamethinginthepast.

Mymothermightnothavebeenthefirstofhis



victims.

Theshockoneveryone'sfaceandthe

disappointmentmademewishthegroundwould

justopenupandswallowmebecauseIwasalso

embarrassedanddisappointedonhowIreacted.He

collectedhimselfandbecametwicethemonsterhe

is,andtoldmetoleavehishouseandnevercome

back–“Youarebanishedfrom here!”,thosewere

hiswordsandifIeversetmyfootintheThabethe

yardthenhe’dhavemyhead.Andhewouldn'ttake

thefallforitbecauseit’dbeonme.Noonefought

forme,Nomsajustlookedatmewithpityinher

eyesandtherestjustwantedmegoneasmuchas

hedid.Idon’tknowifIshouldbehappythathe

doesn’twantmetherebecauseIhavenoreasonto

bethereanywayorIshouldbesadbecausethat’s

theonlyplaceIcallhome.

Iblewoffthesteam andtookasipoftheblack

coffee.Ihaveahugeheadachebecauseofthe



hangover,it’dbegoneforthetimebeingbutIknow

thatI’dstartdrinkingvodkaagain–Ican’tlive

withoutitanymore.

“Thesunriseviewisoneofmyfavourite,”afemale's

voicechirpsinbehindmeandturntolookback

“Weren'tyousupposedtobeoutthere–fishing?”I

askher.

Thewholebuildingisempty,thepatientswentout

foraminitriptothebeachtodofishing,Idon’tknow

howthey’llgetthem alltodoitright–sisterMartha

saystheyneedsomefreshairfrom timetotimebut

Ibelievefreshairiseverywhereelsewherefishisn’t,

thatthingstinks.

“Ichosenotto,”shesayssilently.IreallythoughtI

wasalone,Iwonderhowlongshehasbeenstanding

therebutshelooksmuchbetternow–therapymust

behelpingheralot.



“Ialsowouldn'thavegoneeveniftheypaidmeto,I

thinkI’m phobictothesea.Tomethatthinglooks

angry,”IsayandlaughasIthinkaboutit.WellI’m

theoppositeofmymotherbecausesheloved

everythingthatIdidn’tlike,Iam morelikemyfather

–aphotocopyofhim,ifyoulookatme,youare

lookingathim andmaybethat’swhyI’m thisugly.

Iturnthecuparoundinmyhandsandtakeanother

sip.

“Let'stakeawalkinthegarden,Ineedthefreshair

thatIdeniedmyselfandoncetheycomeback,I

wouldn'tbeabletoleave.”

Ilookatherwithasmallsmile,itwouldberudeof

metosaynotomyelderandmaybethefreshairis

whatIneedtoo.Weexitthebuildingandwalkedto

thesmallstream thatIalwayslookatfrom thatfull

lengthwindow.ThebreezeisreallyrefreshingandI

canfeelmysenseslooseningupasItakeinafull

deepbreath.Idon’tgetwhynooneevercomesout

hereandwhyittookmesolongtoscrollhere.It’sso



peaceful,Icanhearmyselfthink–thisisdefinitely

mynewfavouritethinkingspot.

“Ihavebeenangry,angrywithmyselfalot,”she

speaksupbesidemeandIremainsilentsothatshe

cancontinue.“IblamedmyselffortheabuseIhadto

endureandfornowthatmychildrenareleftalonein

thathousewithoutamotherorafather,”shesighs

deeply.

Iam guessingthefatherwasarrestedforwhathe

didtoher,Iwouldhaveclappedonceifshedidn’tget

anyjustice–hedeservesit,noonebeatsupa

persontoapointwheretheylosetheirmarbles–

that’splainevil.

“Healwayssaiditismyfault,Iam theonewho

pushedhim tobeatme.Whatfrustratesmeeven

moreisthatIsawthesigns,hehitmeonceandI

chosetostayinthenameoflove.Butthatwasonly

thestart,hehitmeagainuntilitbecameacasual

thing–Icouldn’tleavethenbecauseofmykidsand



Ididn’thaveanywhereelsetogo.”Sheistearingup,

Icanhearhervoicebreaking.Allvictimshave

almostthesamereasonsforthem tostaywiththe

abuser,itislove,itwasformychildren,Ididn'thave

anywhereelsetogoorhethreatenedtokillme–

onewouldthinkthatisjustasanexcusebutyouwill

neverknowuntilyoufindyourselfinthatsituation.

“Whathappenedthatnight,thenighthenearlykilled

you?”Iaskstilllookingahead.I’m stillwondering

whatmymother’sreasonwasforhertostaywith

thatabusivehusbandofhers,Iwasn’tthereso

surelyitwasn’tforme,itcouldn'thavebeenlove

becauseshedidn’tlovehim –shewasafraidofhim

andshehadherfamilythatshecould'vegonetobut

shechosetostayandhekilledher!

“That'swhatI’m strugglingwithnow,Ihaveblocked

thatnighttoapointwhereIdon’trememberany

detailsaboutit,”Istealaglanceatherandsheis

shakingherhead.“MypsychologistsaysIshouldbe



patientbutthemoretimeIspendnotremembering,

themoretimeI’dhavetospendinthisplace.”

Shelooksbettertomenow,Iwonderiftheycould

movehertoamuchbetterplace,livingwiththose

kindofpeople24/7mightjustpullherbackintothat

hellholeshejustcrawledoutof.Andseeingher

husbandmighttriggerhertoremembereverything,

andIhopeheisgettingwhathedeservesbehind

barsandhopefullywillstayinthereforalongtime.

Sheisastrongwoman,Ihavenodoubtthatshewill

beabletopickherselfupandclaim herlifeback–

shedoesn’tneedhim andIhopesherealisesthat.

“Hey,”Ifeelherhandonmyforearm,thecupof

coffeeisstillinmyhandsprobablyicecoldbynow

andI’m nolongerinthemoodtodrinkmoreofit.“By

thatlookinyourfaceIguessyoudidn’thearaword

thatIsaid,”shehasasmileonherfacewhichissoft

andhertouchis...itremindsofmymother.



“Maybeweshouldgobackinside,Istillneedto

finishupcleaningbeforetheycomeback.”Shenods

andwebothwalkedbackinside.

•••

Runningaroundthefieldfeelssoforeignallofa

sudden,Idon’tknowifit'smybodyormindthat

doesn'twanttobeherebutI’m doingmyutmost

besttogetmyheadinthegame.Wearepracticing

butSimbongapreachedthatweshouldtakeitasa

seriousgamebecausethetimetofoolaroundisno

more.Ican’tkeepupwiththesepeople,Ihavebeen

missingalotofpracticesandmybodyfeelsstiff.

EvenSlindileisdoingmuchbetterthanme,Ican’t

concentrate,mymindkeepsgoinginandout.

“Zobuhlefocusontheball!”,Simbongawouldsay

from timetotimeandIbethehasbeenkeepingan

eyeonmemorethantherestofthegirls.

Evenmydribblesandpassesaredrunk,Ifeelmy



stomachturningandIgag,Ishouldn’thavebecause

vomitreachesmymouthwithinseconds.Itisby

luckthatIreachedtheothersideofthefieldwithout

spewingitinthemiddleofthefield.EverythingIate

camebackup,itsmellshorriblebecauseofthe

vodkathatIdrankanhourago–justlikeI

mentionedearlier,Ican’tlivewithoutthatthing.Alot

ofmemoriesweretriggeredyesterdayandIneeded

ittonumbthepain.Igaggeduntilnothingcameout,

Ifeltdizzyafterwardsandweak,mykneeswere

shakingbutIwon’tletitgetmedown,Iam much

strongerthanthis.

“Takethis,”SlindilehandsmeabottleofwaterasI

walkedbacktowherethegirlshavegathered.

“Thanks,”Isayandgulpedhalfofthecontentinone

go.MythroatfeltdrysoIreallyneededthewater.

“Simbongahasbeenlookingatyouasyouwere

vomitingandifyouweren'tlesbianthengirl,Iwould

havesaidyouarepregnant.Areyoualrightthough?”



“Iam fine.”Isaysternlyandsheleavesmealone.

Simbongaisbriefingtheteam aboutwhatheis

expectingfrom us,wearedoinggreatsofarbuthe

wantsustobebetterthanthatandhewouldn'tbe

pushinguslikethisifwedidn’tneedtobepushed.

FunnybecauseIbelieveeverythingthathesays

aboutushavingpotentialtogetintotheRegional

League.Hedoesn’tlookatmydirectionforlong,he

isupsetIknow,IreallysuckedtodayandworseIgot

onthefieldknowingverywellthatIwasintoxicated.

Aminutelater,aguywhohas6,noitis7Debonairs

pizzaboxes,walkstowardsus.

“Thisisyourrewardforbeingthisgreatandalways

pushingtobethebest.”Hehandsoutthesixboxes

andkeepsoneforhimself.I’dhavesaidthisistoo

muchfoodbecauseallweretripledeckersbut

knowingthesegirls–theyeatlikemenandarenot

ashamedofit.Andtheystarteddiggingin

immediatelywhentheboxesreachedtheirhands.



Therearealotofhappyfaces,wewerefinebefore

Simbongabutnowwearemuchbetter,more

happier.HeisreallydoingthemostandIcanseethe

determinationinhiseyes.Iwishmyambition

matchedhis.BecauseIhadlostmyappetite,Ileft

them thereandwalkedpastSlindilewhohadthree2

litresofcooldrinkwithher,oneunderherarm and

twoinherhands.ShedeniedmyhelpwhenIoffered

tohelpsoIcontinuedwalkingtomyroom.Iknowhe

isfollowingmebecauseIcouldfeelhispresence

behindmeandIcouldn'tmisshisscent.Istopped

andturnedtolookathim.

“What?”

“ReallyZobuhle?Youcametopracticedrunk–what

iswrongwithyou?”

“Whatiswrongwithyou?Howisityourproblem that

Icametopracticedrunkornot?”



“OhsoI’m justastatue,youdon’tknowwhoIam

now?Iam yourcoachZobuhleandyouknowvery

wellthatyouarenotsupposedtobeinthefield

whilstintoxicated.Don'tbeselfishZobuhle,you

werenotplayingaloneoutthere–youhaveateam

of25girlsbehindyouandyouneedaclearmindto

playball,ifyouaren’talrightthenthewholeteam will

fallapart.”

“Okay.”Isaidthrowingmyhandsintheairand

turnedtowalkawaybuthecallsoutmyname.

“Iunderstandthatyouaregoingthroughalotbut

don’tletthatcloudyourmind,endupforgettingwhy

youarehereinthefirstplace.YesithurtsandI

understand–”

“Youdon’tunderstandanything–you’reonthe

outside,lookingin!”Ishoutedandstompedmyfoot.

Iam tiredofpeoplesayingtheyunderstandwhatI

am goingthroughwhentheyhavenoideaofthe



amountofpainIam feeling.Hehasbothofhis

parents,Ihavenoneandhecan’tseriouslycompare

thelossofmyparentswiththelossofhisbaby

mama–hecan’t!

Ilefthim standingthereandrantomyroom.I

steppedinsideandbangedthedoorbehindme.Why

can’ttheyjustleavemealone?Isankdowntothe

floorwithtearsrunningdownmyface–mamawhy

didyouchoosehim overme?–Iwailedwithmy

bodyshaking.Iwishthepainwouldleavemyheart

likethetearswellingoutofmyeyes,atleastthenit

wouldn'tbesobadandI’dcryjustenoughtogetrid

ofallofit.

Thereisonepersonthatcantakethepainaway,I

takemyphoneanddialledhernumber,andshe

answeredjustimmediately.

“Malindi,Ineedyou.”



Uthando:Fourteen

Simbonga

Wehavewononematchoutofthreematchesthis

weekandIam notquitesurprisedbecausethe

competitionistough.Thegirlsaretrying,theyare

doingtheirbest–Idon’twanttolieandwearestill

standingstrong.Ibelievewecandothis.Ingames

likethese,I’m onlylookingathowthey’replaying–

aretheyattackingorchasing–thingslikethatandif

itwasajudgedcompetitionthenwewouldhavewon

mostgames.Wewon'tgiveupthough,ourhearts

arestillinthis,weareallinandthereisnowaywe

aregettingoutwithoutgettingwhatwegotinhere

forinthefirstplace.ThepersonIam worriedabout

isZobuhle,justasIam thinkingabouther,Iliftmy

eyesupandshehasherbackonmewithabottlein

herhandwhichsheimmediatelytakesasipoutof–

Ihopeit'snotwhatIthinkitis.



Istoodupandapproachedher,andyankedthe

bottlefrom herhandbeforeshemanagedtohideit

from me.Guiltisalreadywashingalloverherface,

hereyesarelazilyopenandshelookstiredashell.I

broughttheopenedbottleuptomynoseandit's

vodka,justasIsuspected!

“Youwillsitonthebench.”

“But–”

“ThisisnotupfordiscussionZobuhle!”Ishoutand

theroom fallsquiet.“Youshouldhavethoughtabout

theconsequencesbeforeyouevenboughtthis

thing.”Iclosedthebottleandputitaway.“Youwill

drinkthis,”Igiveheratwolitrebottleofwater.“Allof

itandyoubetterbereadytobeonthefieldinthe

secondhalf.”Shenodswithhereyesdropped.

Iam verydisappointedinher,Idon’tknowifshehas



adeathwishbutthewaysheisdrinkingnowis

unhealthyandbythetimesherealisesthatshe’dbe

analcoholic–thisisnotthewaytodealwithher

pain.Ihopeshewakesupbeforeit'stoolate.The

timehascomeforourforthmatch,weareplaying

againsttheMangosuthuLadiesF.C,theteam spirit

ishighandIlovetheirconfidenceandpositive

attitude.Theotherteam hasbeeninthisgamefora

longtime,sotheyaregoodbutI’m lookingforward

toseehowthingsplayout.Weareinourfield,in

KwaMashu,sotheotherteam travelledalltheway

from UMlazitocomeandplaywithus.Weevenhave

alotofaudiencestoday–azishe!

Wewalktothefieldandtheotherteam isbusy

stretchingsoIgetmyteam towarm upaswell.I

scanthefieldmeasuringouropponentsthenthere’s

agirlsittingonthegrassanditlookslikesheis

strugglingtofastenhersoccerbootslaces.Ilook

aroundagainandnoonecomesuptohelphersoI

tookituponmyselftogoandhelpher.Heroneknee

isupandsheisbusycussingunderherbreath–



someonemusthavewokenuponthewrongsideof

thebed.

“CanIhelpyouwiththat?”Isay,crouchingdownin

frontofherandsheliftsupherhead.

Whoa!

IfeelaninvisibleforcepushingmebackandIfellon

mybutt,balancingwithmyhandsontheground.She

battedherdoe-eyes,lookingstraightatme,whois

thiscreature?Herskinisflawless,smoothlikeifI

weretotouchherit’dbelikedippingmyfingerintoa

bowlofmeltedcaramel,sheplaitedherhairintotwo

neatcornrowsandthetextureofherhairtellsme

thatshemightbeamixedrace–it’scurlylikeshe’s

coloured.ShejustfrozelikeIam asIsinkintoher

bigbrowneyes,Goddamn,IswearIam being

bewitchedhere,hersombregazeisalluring–

probablybecausesheisn’tawareofhowattractiveit

is.



Iquicklycollectedmyselfandwenttothecrouching

position.Shehasn'tsaidanythingyetandIam

gettingimpatienttohearherangelicvoice,‘how

wouldyouknowit’sangelic?!’,mymindscreamsand

Ifrown.Shedoesn’tobjectwhenIreachouttotie

herlacessoIguessshehasnoproblem withitandI

wentontotyingtheothershoe.OnceI'm done,I

standupandholdoutmyhandtohelphertostand

up.ShetakesitandIimmediatelyregretwhyI

offeredinthefirstplace.Hertouchiselectrifyingor

maybeIam thinkingtoomuchaboutthisbutIfeel

drowntoher,moreandmoreandIcan’tcontrolit.

Shepullsherhandfrom mineandIsnapoutofit.

Thereisfearinhereyesandnowsheislooking

everywhereelsebesidesme,itmakesmewonderif

shefeltwhatIfelt.Shelooksyoung–cuteisthe

rightwordtodescribeher.

“Goodluck.”ThewordsslipoutofmymouthbeforeI

couldconsentit–sheisplayingtotheotherteam.



Jesus,howcanIwishherluckwhensheisplaying

againstus?AlreadyIam goingcrazy.

“MrMasuku,”avoicechirpsinfrom behindmeand

quicklyturnback.“Wemeetagain,”shesayslooking

atmeandovermyshoulder–tothegirlbehindme.

“Nyambose,longtime,nosee.IwishIcouldsayitis

goodtoseeyouagainbutunderthecircumstances

wemeeton,Idon’tthinkthatwouldbetheright

thingtosay.”

“Iam surprisedyouevengotthisfar,judgingbythe

amountoftimeyouhavebeeninthatposition.”She

pointstomewithafrown.

“Itdoesn’tgobyhowmanyyears–it’saboutthe

loveandskill.”Ipatmychestwithasmirkonmy

face.Sheisnotreallyhappyaboutthis,sheissour

likeIhavealreadywonthegamewhenwehaven’t

evenstarted.



“Whatever.”Shewavesdismissivelyandgoespast

me.Iturnandsheisstandingbetweenmeandthe

girl.

ThefearIsawinherawhileagohasdoubled,noit

hastripledandthepoorgirlisshakinglikealeaf.

Nomagugulookslikesheisreprimandingherabout

something,Ican’thearanythingbecausesheis

whisperingandthecrowdismakingalotofnoise.

ShekeepsonnoddinguntilNomagugupullsherto

plantakissonherforehead–Ididn’tknowshehad

thatmotherly,softsideinher.Thegirlrunsalongto

thecrowdofherteammatesandNomaguguturnsto

lookatme–thiswomanisbitter.

“Stayawayfrom mygirlsSimbonga.Youhavehad

enoughofownnowyouarecrawlingintomy

territory?”herheadisfilledwithsomuchsicktheory,

notallcoachessleepwiththeirplayers–I’m not

sickliketherestofthem.



“Idon’tknowwhatyouaretalking,Iwasjusthelping

herwith...”Itookadeepbreathandthought,Idon’t

havetoexplainmyselftoher.“Thebattleisonthe

field,notouthere.”

Shewentmoresourlikeshejustsuckedasliceof

lemonandbitterlikeshejustswallowedabarof

soap.Everythingabouthermakesmesick,Idon’t

knowherthatwellbutwitheverythingthatsheis

spewing,justtellsmewhatkindofapersonsheis–

shelooksdownonotherpeopleandusesthe‘Ihave

beeninthisgameforalongtime’linetogetto

danceontopofotherpeople’sheadwellnowshe

hasmethermatch.Shedoesn’tscareme.Ilefther

thereandwenttobriefmyplayers.

“Rememberto–”

“ATTACK!”theyexclaim atthesametime.Mywork

isdonehere.



Thenecessitiesaredonebeforethegameandthen

allplayersenterthefieldandtakeposition.Thatbug

-eyedgirlisinthefieldaswell.Iturntolookback,

Zobuhleisdrinkingherwaterandshelooksupwith

afakesmileonherface.Igiveherastraightface

andsheexhalessharply–I’m doneplayinggames,

shebetterpullherselftogether.Thegamestarts,it’s

stillearlytotellwhichdirectionwearegoingandit

stilllookspromising.Twentyminutesinthegame,

bug-eyesscoresthefirstgoalthatleftmegluedto

thegroundwithmymouthhangingopen.Ididn’tsee

itcoming.Sheisgood,alright,reallygoodandI’m

impressed.Iclearedmythroatandfocusedonmy

ownteam.

Halftime,thescoreis2–0,wearelosingsofarbut

westillhaveanother45minutestomakeupforthe

lostgoals.

“Zobuhle,areyouready?”shegivesmeaboredlook

andstandsup.



“I’m ready,”shetakesadeepbreatheandstarts

stretching,talkaboutlatetiming.

Secondhalf,theteamstakepositionanditisgame

time.Theopponentisplayingreallywellbutmygirls

arealsoplayingattheirbest.Nomaguguisagood

coach,Igiveherthatbutshelackssomething.Ten

minuteslater,shetakesoutthewide-eyedgirl,sheis

goodsoIguesssheissavingherfortheother

matches.Zobuhleis...Idon’tknow,shejustgota

yellowcardforabsolutenonsense–shecouldhave

avoidedthatfoul!Ikeepheronforafewminutes.

WhenIturntomyleft,Ifindthegirllookingatme

butshequicklylooksaway.Itellmysubstituteto

warm upsolongandIwentbacktoscanningthe

field.Anotheryellowcard–Zobuhle!

Itakeheroutandsherunsuptome.

“I’m sorry,”shemurmursandgoestositonthe

bench.



NowIhavelostagoodplayerbecauseofher

stupidity,IputmyhopesintoSlindile–Iprayshewill

stepupandclosethegap.Fifteenminutes,myteam

scores!Iclappedmyhandsastheycheered,weare

doingwellandIam proudofthem.

“Whereareyougoing?”IaskZobuhleasshestands

uptowalkaway.

“IhavedranktwolitresofwatersoIneedtogoto

thetoilet–Ineedtopee.”

“Itoldyounottoleavemysight.”

“Sowhatdoyouwantmetodo?Squathereandpee

infrontofthesepeople,oryouwanttoaccompany

metothetoilet?”

“Don'tbecrazy,youcangobut2minutesZobuhle



andIhavestartedcounting.”

Shescoffsandleavesmysight.AsIturn,buggieis

lookingmywaywithasmileonherface,shemust

haveheardmyconversationwithZobuhle–thatgirl

isgoingtodrivemecrazybutnotlikethisonethatis

staringrightbackatme.Hersmileisjustas

beautiful.FocusSimbonga,Islapmyselfinternally

andputmyheadbackinthegame.Thematchends

with,2–1,theotherteam wonbutwedidwellfor

ourselves.Itwasthetoughestcompetition,

Nomagugucouldn’tbehappierandI’m sureshe

yearnstorubitonmyface.Ispeakwiththegirlsone

lasttime,togivethem feedbackonhowtheyplayed,

pointedouttheirweaknesseswhileit’sstillfreshon

theirmindsandjustliketheyhavebeenallweek–

theyhaven’tlosthope.

•••

Afteralongday,IdrovetoMbuzaneSpot,it’squite



populararoundheresoIoptedtocheckitoutand

getmyselfadrinkbeforeIdrivehome.Itlooks

modernforadrinkingjointinthetownship,Iam

evenseeingmeninsuitsinhere–theownersmust

berollinginalotofmoneytobeattractingsuchbig

shotsintothetownship.Themusicisnoteventhat

loud,it’sjustthosedrunkmeninthecornerthatare

makingalotofnoise.Ifoundanunoccupiedchair

nexttothebarandthebartendergavemeaglassof

theirfinestwhiskey,I’m notpickyandno,Idon’t

storeanyalcoholinmyhousewellthatwasbecause

ofKwandobutnowithasgrowntobeahabit.

Forthenextround,Ioptforabeer,Iam stilldriving

toDurbanNorthsoIneedaclearhead.Thedoor

opensandaloudnoiseofgirlstalkingreachedmy

ears–itwasmoreliketheywerecheering.Iturned

backtoseewhoitwasbecausemyfingerswere

crossedthatitwon’tbeSlindileandherfriends,or

ZobuhlewhoImadesureshewasinherroom when

Ileftmyofficebutit’snoneofthepeoplethatIhave

mentioned,itisNomagugu’steam wellnotallof



them justafew.Iturnedbacktomybeer.Mylifeis

gettingalittlebitlonelynow,Ienjoybeinginthefield

butwhenIgohomeitisanotherstoryandImiss

Kwandoalot,IevenmissMmeRadebeatthispoint

thatisjusthowbadmylonelinessisnow.

Laughterfillstheroom,itisfrom thesamegroupof

girlswhohavejustcameinandsheiswiththem.I

starelongenoughtoseeherlaughingagain,she

lightsuplikeahouseonfireandeveninthisnoisy

room,Icanpickuphersoundoflaughterandit

reachesmyearslikeasweetmelody.Lookatme

gettingmoreandmorecheesy,sheisdefinitely

doingsomethingtomewithoutevenknowingit.

Whensheturnsshefindsmelookingather,Iraise

mybeerupandshegivesmeanodbeforegoing

backtotheconversationgoingoninhertable.

“Helloladies,”Iam amancapableofmanythings

butIcouldn’tstayaway.Shelooksstartled,those

eyesarebewitchingandIam definitelygoingto



drowninthem.

“Hi!”thegirlsgreetbackandgigglelikeit'sthefirst

timetheyareseeingamaninfrontofthem,itmust

bethesideeffectoflivinginaplacefilledwithgirls

onlyandhavingapersonlikeNomaguguastheir

guardian.Idoubtsheeverletsthem outofhersight,

Isawhowshereactedtoday–verypossessive.

“Soyouaregoingtoletmedrinkallalone,”Iwhisper

inherear.

“Ifyoudidn’tlikedrinkingalonethenyoushouldhave

broughtsomeonewithyou.”Itoldyouhervoicewas

angelic,damnI’m intoodeep–Iam nevergoingto

findmywayoutofhere.

“Icouldbuyyouanotherdrinkjusttosay

congratulationsforbeatingmyassearlieron.”That

laughagain.



“ThankyouIcanaffordtobuymyowndrink.”

“Girls,thenextroundisonme.”TheyallcheerandI

don’tgetanyexcitementfrom thegirlI’m tryingto

flatter.

Thebartendercomeswiththeirdrinksatmysignal

andIwenttopay.Thenightmightstillbeyoungbut

ithasbeenalongday.Iwentbacktotheirtableand

tookherhandwhileItoldtheirfriendstoexcuseus.

Shecouldn'tsaynobecauseherfriendsdidn’tallow

herto,ahwellatleastIhaveherpeopleinmycorner

soshebetterdiveinwithmeandwecandrown

together.

“Ithoughtsinceyoudidn’twanttojoinmeforadrink,

theleastyoucouldistakemetomycar.”

“Youareleavingalready?”itslippedoutbecauseshe

regretswhyshesaidthatafterwards.

Ichuckle,“yeahIhavetodrivehomebeforeitgets



toolate.”It’salreadychillyoutside,I’m thinking

maybeitaround7ifit’snot8already.“Icouldstayif

youwantmeto.”

Shesmilesshyly.“ThatisnotwhatImeant,Ithought

youweregoingtostayalittlebitlongersinceyou

askedmetojoinyouforadrink.”

“AndthenyourefusedsoIdon’thaveanyreasonto

stay.”Iam drivingherintoatightcornerandshe

doesn’thaveanythingtosaybackafterthat.“You

guysplayedwelltoday,veryimpressive.”

“Yourteam wasgoodtoo.”Wehavereachedmycar

soIleanedonitwhileshestoodinfrontofme.

Thereisahugegapbetweenus,itcouldfillfive

peopleandit’dtakeher8stepsmaxforhertogetto

me.

“Umuhle,”Isayafteralongmomentofsilenceand



sheshootshereyestomebeforeshedropsthem to

lookatherhands.

Insteadofthankyou,shesays,“Ishouldgoback.We

alsoneedtoleavesoonbeforeitgetslate.”

“Yeahletmenotkeepyou,knowingNomagugu

she’dhaveafitifyouguyscomebacklate.”That

glimpseoffearflashesinhereyesagain,herchest

isheaving–IhopeIdidn’tsayanythingwrong.“I-I’m

sorryIdidn’tmeanitinabadway.”Ifindmyself

feelingguiltyforsomethingIdon’tevenknow.

“GoodnightMrMasuku,”shequicklyrushesoff.

“ButIdidn’tgetyourname.”

Shestopsjustafewstepsfrom thedoor,inthat

minuteshecouldgetinsidethedoorwithouttelling

mehernameorshecouldmakemynightandtell

mehername,eitheronewouldsayalotabouthow

shefeelsaboutme.

“Inganathi,”shesaysandIwatchherasshe

disappearsinsidetheopendoor.
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Inganathi

Iswearwegotheretwominutesagoandnowwe

havetoleave–it’struewhentheysaytimegoes

fastwhenyouarehavingfun.AtfirstIwasn't

interestedingoingoutbutNoziphodraggedmeout

theroom andsaidit’sabouttimeIletloose.Inever

gettogetoutandhavefun,ifI’m notinthefield

playingorpracticingthenI’dbesittingonmystudy

deskstudyingMechanicsorPhysics–thatis

basicallyhowmyeverydaylifeis.Wearestayingin

ahotel,GardenCourt,insouthbeachsonowwe

havetotravelallthewaybackthere.Idon’teven

knowhowNoziphogottoknowthisplacebecause

asfarasIknowshedoesn’tknowKwaMashulike

therestofus.

WegetanUberandheadtothehotel,Nomagugu

could’vebookedusinacheapB&Bbutshehad



moneytospendandchosethisplace.Iam not

complainingthough,thesethingshappenonceina

whilebecausewehostmostgamessosometimes

we’dspendmoretimeintheAcademythannot.We

allarriveatthesametime,wehadtotaketwoUbers

sincewewouldn'thavefittedinonecarthenIchose

togostraighttoourroom whileNoziphosaidshe's

accompanyingtheothergroupofgirlstotheirrooms.

Iwalkeddownthepassage,holdingmybreathand

didalittleprayerthatNomagugudoesn’tseemeout

herebecauseIdon’tthinkshe’dliketheideathatwe

wentoutwithoutherpermission.

Iopenedthedoortheroom Iam sharingwith

Noziphoandthereisafiguresittingontopofmy

bed.Itisasmallroom withtwosinglebedsandan

unsuitedbathroom,wedon’thavethebestview

thoughandprobablythat’swhyitischeap.Iturnthe

lightsonandshelooksuptome.Shesurprisingly

lookscalm butthatwascreepyofhertositinthe

darklikethat.Thedoorisclosedbehindme,it’s

eitherIstandthereorIwalkfurtherintotheroom

andIchosetostaygluedtotheground.Everything



aboutherscreams–stayaway–butit’snevertoo

longbecauseshealwaysfindsawaytoinvademy

personalspace.

“Ihopeyougirlshadfun.Youneededtocelebrate–

thatwasagoodgame.”

Inod,lookingattheslingbagthatisinmyhands.

“Come.”Shepatstheemptyspacebyherside.

Itookadeepbreathandwalkeduptoher.WhenIsit

down,shedoesn'twaitformetorelaxfirstbefore

sherunsherhandthroughmyhairandtrailsitdown

tomyback.Shehasasillysmileonherface,Idon’t

knowwhyshehadtostayuptillthislatewhenshe

shouldbesleeping–weallhadalongdayandwe

needtorest.Herfingersarerunningupanddown

myspine,toobadbecauseIam onlywearingashirt

thatistoothinagainstmyskinsoIcanfeelthe

warmthofherhand.Thedoorcracksopen,she



pausesandNoziphoappears.

“Ohsorry,Ithought...”shemakesaU-turnbutshe

doesn’tgettoofarbeforeNomagugucallsherback.

“It'sagoodthingthatyouarehere–themore,the

merrier–comeonin.Idon’tthinkyoucandenyme

thechancetohavemyowncelebration,Iworked

hardtogetyougirlshereandit'stimetoharvest.

Closethedoor,”sheisgettingimpatient.

ThedoorclosesandNoziphoisalreadystrippingoff

herclothes,Ilookedathershockedbutthatshock

quicklyvanisheswhenthesmelloflavenderhitsmy

nostrils.Mymindregistersofwhatisreallygoingon

andIdon’tknowhowIam goingtoholdbackthe

alcoholfrom risingbackuptomymouthbecause

nothingdisgustsmemorelikethesmelloflavender

–Ihateit!Shehasneverkissedmebeforebutshe

getsitdownwithNozipho.Goosebumpscrawlon

myskinatthethoughtofhavinghertonguedown



mythroat.Idon’tknowwhoismoaningbutIdoubtit

isNozipho.

Forafewminutes,Iam watchingtheshowofthem

gettingitonandthenshemovestolayontheother

bed,facingup.Noziphohasbeendoingthisfora

longtime,sheisnottheonestandingontheside

lookinglikearainedchickeninsteadsheisdoing

everythingthatNomaguguwantswithouthereven

tellingherwhattodo.SheisonNomagugu’sface

andsheiseatingherup–sheismoaningbuther

moanssoundtoogoodtobetrue.Nomaguguhas

herlegsopenandIknowthatismycuetoburymy

faceinbetweenthem.Ifitwasanyotherday,maybe

intheafterlifeorthenext,thenmaybeIwould've

foundthisarousingbutIam not,notevenalittlebit.

ShecumsandNoziphojumpsoffherface,shehas

gotwhatshewantandshecouldn'tbehappier.I

wipemylipswiththebackofmyhand,lookingat

Nozipho–shehasalotofexplainingtodo.Weget



undercoversonthesamebedthatNomaguguhada

feastonandwearesnugglinguptooclosetoeach

other.Theonlysoundisthatofthebeachnotfar

from thehotelandourownbreath.Wedon’tsay

anythingtoeachotherforawhile,Ihavemybackon

herandsheisholdingmefrom behind–stillbutt

naked.ShegoesontotouchingmyhairandIexhale.

Sheistheonewhoplaitsit,washesit–basically

shetakescareofitlikeitsherown.Iwantedtocutit

butshethreatenedtokillmeifIdobutitistoolong

andmakesmesweatreallyhardwhenIam playing.

“Whendiditstart?”Iaskquietlyandsheremains

silentbutherfingersarestillgoingthroughmyhair.

Istirredtoturntofaceher,shelookedcalm andI

couldn’tgetanytraceofanyemotionsfrom her.

“Soareyougoingtotellmeornot?”shesighs.Ifshe

hasbeenatitwithNomaguguthenshemusthave

knownthatshewasdoingthesamewithme.Idon’t



knowhowtofeelaboutthis,Ican’tbeangrybecause

wearebothunderthecontrolofthatwoman.

“Wereyougoingtotellmeifwhathappenedearlier

didn’thappen?”IkeepmyeyesonherslikeI’m

searchingforsomething.Yes,Iam guiltybecauseI

wouldn'thavesaidanythingandIwastooashamed

totellanyone,whatiftheylaughedatme?ImeanI

lostmyvirginitytoherwhichanyonewouldfind

absurd.

“No.”Ishookmyhead.

“AllIam goingtosayis,allthatIhavebeendoingis

soIcanstayintheAcademy,playballandtokeep

herhappy,thatwayIdon'thavetoworryabout

anything–Ihaveacceptedit.”

Isawthat,itislikethishasbecomeanorm toher

andshehasbeenherebeforemesoitisnotdoubt



thatitissomethingthathasbeengoingoffora

while.Itmakesmewonderifshedoesthesameto

therestofthegirlsorshehasherownspecific

peoplethatshedoesthesethingsto.Iwon’tcallit

punishmentbecauseIhaveneverdoneanythingto

makeherhurtmelikethat,Iplaywell,Istayoutof

troubleandIhaveneverbeenwithaboylikeshe

advisedmenotto,soIdon’tunderstandwhysheis

doingallofthis.

“Sowhenareyouseeinghim again?”

“Who?”

“SimbongaMasuku.”Icantracealittlebitof

excitementinhervoicesoIguessweareover

feelingdepressedandsorryforourselves.

“Idon'tknow.”Iturntosleeponmyback.



“Butyouaregoingtoseehim again,right?”

“WhywouldIdothat?”

“Soyouaregoingtodenyitandsayyouthatyou

didn’tseethattheguyisinterestedinyou.Imeanhe

wentalloutandboughtusdrinksevenwentasfar

asgettingyoutoaccompanyhim tohiscar.”The

lastpartisonher,Iwouldn'thavegonewithhim if

shedidn’tbullymeintoit.“Imeanevenablind

personwouldseethattheguyhashotsforyou.”

“Iwouldn'tknow.”Ihaveneverbeeninlovebeforeso

itisforeigntomebutIhavetoadmitthatIfelt

somethingforhim,likeIwasdrawntohim andtoo

comfortablearoundhim –safeistherightwordto

describehowIreallyfelt.Butitwasstrangebecause

Idon’tevenknowhim likethat.

“OhyoucanbeslowMissObennebo.”Shegetsout



ofthebedandwalkstothewardrobeprobablyto

lookforherpyjamas.“Thatguymightbetheoneand

youareheresaying‘Iwouldn'tknow’,‘Iwouldn't

know’.”Shemimicsmyvoicebutshedoesn’tgetit

right.

“WouldyoucoverformeifIweretogoout?”

Thewayherheadturnedatmyquestion,Iswearher

necksnapped,thatwastoofastforalivinghuman

being.

“Whataresayingtome?Soyouaregoingtoseehim

again?”

Sheistheonewhowaspreachingtomeaboutthe

guysowhyissheactinglikeshedidn’thaveahand

inmychangeofmind.ShewalksuptomeandI

covermyfacewiththeduvet.Shejumpsonthebed

andsqueals–ohI’m nevergoingtoheartheendof

it.



Zobuhle

Ihavebeenworkingshorthoursatthefacility,good

formysanitybutImissthechatswithSisterMartha

overacupofteawhereshetellsmeaboutwhat

goesoninthefacilitywhenI’m lookingtheotherway.

Idon’tevergettoseemuchsohearingthestories

from herkeepsmeuptodate,wellnotanymore

sinceIhavetomakeittothefieldat12pm.

Simbongakepthispromiseandheisstillpayingme

fortheamountofmoneyIam losingwhileIam in

thefieldinsteadofworking.Evenstayinghere,made

abigdifference–itisquietanddon’tgetmestarted

aboutthecomfort.AtleastnowIdon’thavetoworry

aboutthewatercominginwhenitrains.

AsIapproachmyroom,Iseethatthedoorisslightly

openbutIrememberquitewellthatIlockeditwhen

Ileftthismorning.Ipusheditopenand–Ihave

beenrobbed!Thebedisamess,thesmallwardrobe

Ihadmyclothesinishalfempty,allthethingsthat



areleftarescatteredallovertheplaceandtheywent

asfarasstealingmykettleandcharger!Myheadis

spinningrightnow,howcouldthishavepossibly

happened?Idon’tknowwhattoldtometogoand

checktheotherroom wherewestorethetraining

equipmentandwhenIgetthere,itisempty,they

tookeverysinglething.Jesu,howam goingto

explainthistoSimbonga?

Iranoutside,stillwithmyheadbuzzingwith

questionsthatIdon’thaveanswersfor.Idon’tget

muchtimetorecoverbecauseSimbongaparkshis

carjustatthatmomentwhileI’m stillfiguringout

howtheburglarsgotin.Ihavemyhandsovermy

head,IhadworkedsohardtogetwhereIam right

nowandinasingledayeverythingwastakenfrom

me.HowcanGodallowsomethinglikethisto

happen?Ijustbecamesober-ber,theshockflushed

outthelittleamountofalcoholIhadinmysystem.

Simbongawalksuptome,hecanseemyfaceso

immediatelyhegetsanideathatsomethingis

wrong.



“Whathappened?Whyareyoulikethis?”hepanics.I

havetearsflowingonmycheeksalreadyandIcan’t

controlmysobs.

“Theycameinandtookeverything.”

“Whatdoyoumean?”heeyesroam overtotheopen

doorbehindmeandherushesoverthere.

Ifollowhim andheissearching,Idon’tknowwhat

heislookingforbutthereistoomuchdamagedone

here–theytookeverything.Hegoestotheroom

whichissupposedtohavethetrainingequipment

andhisfacefallsatthesightofanemptyroom.His

hardworkhasgonedownthedrain.Hewalksupto

meandIfollowhim outoftheroom.Helooksatthe

doorandIseesomethingthatIdidn’tnoticewhenI

camein–thereisnoforcedentry.Thedoorisstillin

theconditionIleftitas,besidesthefactthatitwas

openwhenIgotback.



“Whereareyourkeys?”helooksatmeandIpatmy

pockets.

Hedoesn’twaitformetofindthekeysfirst,he

walksawayandleavesmestandingthere.Isearch

forthekeysinallmypocketsandinthebagIhad

withmebutnothing.Imusthaveplacedit

somewhere,Isearchedalloverandthen

remembered–Malindisaidshewantedaplaceto

sleepbecauseshewasworkingnightshiftand

couldn’tgohomesinceshewouldn'tgetanysleepif

shewentthere.Iwentoutoftheroom againand

bumpedintoSimbongaandbab’Myeni,thesecurity

guard.

“Myenitellherwhatyoutoldme,”Simbongasignals

theoldmantostarttalking.

“Earliertodayayoungwomancamehere,theone

youhavebeenspendingalotoftimewith,”hesays

thatlookingatme.“Ididn’taskanyquestionssinceI



knowthatyoutwoarefriendssoIletherbe.Twenty

minuteslaterIsawherdrivingoutandshedidn’tsay

anything.”

“Iam goingtoaskyouagainZobuhle,whereareyour

keys?”

Ilookedathim,hecan’tbeseriouslyimplyingthat

Malindistolethosethings.“Igavehermykeys

becausesheneededaplacetocrashforafew

hours!”

“Thereyouhaveit!Shestolefrom you,from meand

therestoftheteam.Howcouldyoubesostupid

Zobuhle,trustingsomeoneyoudon’tevenknow?!”

“Iknowher!”

“Whatisherlastname,huh?Doyouevenknow

whereshestays?Whoherfamilyis?Orbetteryet,do

youknowwheresheisrightnow?”helooksatme



veryconvincedthatMalindiistheonewhostole

from me,evenbab’Myeniiseyeingmewith

suspicion.

Itakemyphoneoutanddialledhernumber,Iknow

shewouldn'tdosomethinglikethis,therehastobe

anotherexplanation.Itdoesn’tevenring,ittakesme

straighttovoicemail.Itryagainandstill!

“Anyluck?”heaskssarcastically.Iknowheishappy

rightnowandsureisyearningtotellmethathetold

meso.Ishookmyheadandhesighed.

Itisreallysinkinginnow,itcanonlybeherwhostole

thosethings,sheistheonewhohadthekeysto

openthedoor–butwhywouldshedoingsomething

likethis?Tome?
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Simbonga

Wehavebeengluedtothishardwoodenbenchfor

almost2hoursnow,itisintheafternoonsothereis

alotofpeoplewhoarecuingtoopentheirown

cases–Ididn’tknowwehadtowakeupearlyto

cometoapolicestationlikewhenwehavetogoto

theHomeAffairs.Theserviceisjustasbadthough,

whichshowsthatallgovernmentemployeesonly

qualifyiftheyworkandmovelikesnails.Itis

frustrating.Zobuhleissilentlycryingrightnexttome,

IfeelsorryforherbutIam angryatheraswell–

thatwasjustplainstupidofher.Idon’tevenwantto

getintothatrightnow,Iwilltouchthattopicwhen

wegetinfrontoftheofficerwhowillbetakingour

statements.

ThisplacebringsbackamemorythatIhadstashed

atthebackofmymind,Iwasarrestedforassault–



wewereatafriendofafriend’shousepartyandyou

knowwhenalcoholgoestoyourheadnothingever

goeswell.Itwasagreatpartythatendedupbeinga

mess,theneighbourscalledthepolicecomplaining

aboutthenoise,thehousewasinacomplexwhich

hadrules,termsandconditions,andhavingaparty

likethatinthatplacewasaviolationofthoserules.

Onethingledtoanotherandwewerearrested,Ihad

tocallSisandatobailmeout–Kwandowas2years

oldatthattimeifIam notmistaken.Thewayshe

wasfuming.

Shecamethenextmorningwiththebailmoneyand

Inevergotawordfrom herthatday.Shegaveme

silenttreatmentallthewayhome,youknowwhen

someonegivesyousilenttreatmentthatyouhave

messedupbigtimeandwithSisandaitwasworse

becauseshewasunpredictable.YouknowwhoI

foundwaitingformewhenIgothome?Myfather

wasthere.GodIwantedtodierightthereandthen–

Iwasstillhungoverandthatonlymadethingsworse.

Hepulledbyearandtoldmetostopfoolingaround,



eventothisdayIdon’tknowhowandwhenhegotto

Johannesburgatsuchshortnoticebutthatwasan

eye-opener.

ThatwasthelasttimeImessedup,Ididn’teven

dream ofmessingwithSisandaandthiscouple

walkinguptousremindmeofmeandher.Wellin

theircase,thewomanwasarrestedandtheguy

cametobailherout.Theyarehavingaheated

argumentastheyarewalkingdownthehallandthey

haveallourattention.Thewomanwasarrestedfor

beatingupherfriendoveraweave,thefriend

borroweditandlostitatsomeparty–ahshelostit

andbeatupherass.Itisreallyfunnyjustthinking

aboutit,sheisstillarguingthatherfrienddeserved

itandsheisnotgoingtoletitgo,“ngalala

ngingadlilewhenIboughtthatweave”,thoseareher

exactwords.

Itisliketheyareusedtobeingthecentreof

attentionthewaytheyaretalkingnotworryingabout



whoiswatchingorlistening–communicationis

goodbuttoanextentbecauseIwouldn'tsurvivethis.

Justastheydisappearoutsidethepolicestation,we

arecalledtoanemptydeskofanofficerwhoseface

istellingmethatshehasnointerestofbeinghere.I

don’treallyknowwhichisbetter,sittinghereonthe

deskorbeingouttherechasingaftercriminalsbut

becauseIvaluemylifesomuch–I’dchoosethe

deskatanytimeoftheday.Wetellherwhatwe

knowbutitisnotreallyusefulbecausewedon’t

evenhavethisMalindiperson'sfullnamebutthe

selfieZobuhletookwithhermadeadifference.

Iam surewhereversheis,shehassoldallthose

stuffforcash,Ineverlikedherortrustedherandshe

hasjustprovedmerightthatsheisnotapersonto

betrusted.ItmakesmewonderifZobuhlewasa

targetinthefirstplaceorshejustcameupwiththis

planonthelastminutebutwhateveritis,whatshe

didwascruelandIwantherarrested.EvenifIdon’t

getallthatstuffback–Iwantjustice,ifshecandoit

toZobuhlethatmeansshecandoittosomeone



else,wellthat’sifshehadn’tdoneitinthepast.After

givingourstatements,westeppedoutsidethe

stationanditisgettingdark.Wedidn’tdoanything

today,nopractice,becausewehadtobehere.

“Whereareyougoing?”IaskZobuhleasshetrails

awaywhileIam headingtomycar.

“I’m goingtotheranktotakeataxitomyplace.”Her

voiceishoarse,nowIdon’tknowifit’sbecauseshe

hasbeencryingoritisbecauseoftheamountof

vodkashehasbeendrinkingforthepastfewweeks.

“Come,youwillspendthenightatmyplace–that

placeisnotsaferightnow.Shehasyourkeysand

wedon’tknowwhatelsesheisplanningtodo.”

Ilookatherandsheisthinkingaboutit.Iam not

backingdown,it’seithershecomeswithmeorIget

herlockedupinoneofthecellsinsidethepolice



station,shewillbemuchsafertherethaninthat

room.ShewalksuptomeandIopenthepassenger

doorforher,shegetsinandIwalkovertomyside.It

ismuchbetternowbecauseshehasstoppedcrying,

wearenotarguingaboutanythingsotheridehome

issilent.ForthefirsttimesinceIcamehere,Ihavea

guestandLordjusthadtomakeitbeherthefirst

personIhaveovermyhouse.Iparkonthedriveway

andshefollowsmeinsidethehouse.Itisclean

becauseIdon’tspendmuchtimearoundthehouse

anyway.

“YoucangoupstairsandfreshenupwhileIfixus

somethingtoeat.”Isayafterthrowingmykeyson

thekitchencounter.

Shedoesn’tsayanythingsoIturntolookather.

“Willyoushowmethewayaroundthisplace?”she

says.Shelookstensebutwhowouldn'taftertheday

wehadandmaybeawarm showerwillhelpherrelax



abit.

WeheadupstairsandIshowhertheguestbedroom,

thenImovedovertomyroom togethersomething

thatwillfither–at-shirtandjoggershorts–whenI

gettotheguestbedroom sheisnotonsightsoIput

thethingsontopofthebedandheadout.Iam nota

goodcook,Iam abadcookIwon’tlietomyselforto

you,Ionlyknowthebasicsandthatisbecauseof

thetimeIspentwithMmeRadebeinthekitchen.As

astayathomedad,Ihadtolearnnewskillsand

cookingwasoneofthem andithelpedbecauseno

onecansurviveontakeawaysforlong.Thereis

leftoverfoodinthefridge,Iam stillfailingtomanage

tocookformyself–theonecupofricejustendsup

beingtoomuchandhalfacupisnotenoughsoI

enduphavingalotoffoodstoredinthefridge.Iam

thankfulnowbecauseithassavedmefrom cooking

today.

“Thatwasfast,”shesayswalkinguptothecounter



wearingthethingsIpickedoutforher.

“WhatcanIsay,Iam goodinthekitchenjustasIam

inthefield,”webothlaugh.“Iam joking–it’s

leftoversthatIwarmedup.”

ShesitsonthechairandIpushherplateacrossthe

counter.Shethanksmeandstartsdiggingin.Sheis

notcomplainingsothatcountsforsomething,it

maybesimplebutitisedible.Shefinishesjusta

minuteaftermeandItaketheplatestothesink–I

willwashthem inthemorning.Igiveheraglassof

waterandshelooksuptomelikeI’vejustinsulted

her.

“NotevenjuiceSimbongaoracooldrink,”sheisstill

lookingatmeindisbelief.

“Theamountyouhavehadofthatcanlastyoua

lifetime–waterislife.”Iwalkpastherandshe



remainsseatedonthatchair.

ItaketheremoteandswitchonthetvwhileImade

myselfcomfortableonthecouch.Sheisstillinthe

kitchenprobablythinkingthatthelongershestares

atthewaterthenit’dchangeintowine,it’snotfunny

butJesureallyamazesmeandIam goingtostop

righttherebecauseIdon’twanttoattract

unnecessaryattentiontomyself.Idon’tknowwhenI

fellasleepbutwhenIflippedmyeyesopen,the

room isdarkbutlikelythemoonisoutsothereisa

glimpseoflight.Iraisedmyheadandsheis

standingoverme.Thetvhadbeenswitchedoff.She

walkstositnexttome,Iwonderwhattimeitisand

howlongIhavebeensleeping–Iam suchabad

host.

“Itisjustaftermidnight,”shesayslikeshejustread

mymind.“Icouldn'tsleep,”hervoiceisquietlikethe

nightbutIcouldsensethateventhoughshecouldn't

sleep,shewastired,itmightbethatsheisstressing



aboutwhathappened.

Ifixedthecushionsonthecouchandlaidmyhead

ontopofthem.Ipulledhertolayinnexttomeand

shedidwithoutanyhesitation.Thecouchwasbig

enoughforthetwoofus,justthatshewastooclose

andapartofmewishedwehadmetinadifferent

lifewhereshewasn'twhosheisbutthenagainI

can’tbesurethatshe’dbethesamepersonIfellfor.

Afterafewminutessheshiftstowardsme,mychin

isonthetopofherheadandherbodyisagainst

mine.Iwrappedmyarmsaroundherbecausethatis

somethingIthinkshewants–thatiscomfort.

“Sims,”thatisthefirsttimeI’m hearingthatname.

“Doyouhateme?”shecontinues.

Idon’tknowwhatmadeherthinkI’dhateher,yesI

am angrybutno,Idon’thateher.Idon’tthinkI’dever

will,notinthislifetime.



“NoIdon’thateyou.”Myarmstightenedaroundher.

Thisfeelsright,havinghersoclosetomebring

warmthinsidemyheart.“DoyouknowwhoIhate?”

sheraisesherheadtolookuptomewithherlazy

eyes.“Ihatethepersonwhobroughtthisamountof

painintoyourlife.”Sheblinksrapidlyprobablytrying

togetridofthesleepinhereyesbutshedoesn’t

succeed,Icantellthatsheisgoingtodoseoffto

sleepanymomentfrom now.

“Ihatehim too,”shesaysandswallows.The

moonlightlitupherfacialfeatureslikeaglossy

surface,sheclosedhereyesandtookadeepbreath.

Themaskisnolongertherebutthereissomething

thatisstillholdingherback,ittellsmesheisnotone

thatlikesfeelingvulnerableandithasbeenalong

timesinceshehasbeenlikethatsoitisgoingto

takejustaslongforhertogetridofthefear.

Shestirsinmyarmsandmumblessomething,I

don’tknowifsheistalkingtomeorsheistalkingin



hersleep.Myfingersrubgentlyagainstherscalp,

sheneedstocutherhairagainithasgrownlong,

shelooksgoodinhershorthaircutanditmakesher

facelightup.Ilookdowntoherandsheissleeping

peacefullywithhersoft,warm andsteadybreaths

againstmyneck.Theysayloveisabeautifulthing

butinmycaseitisequivalenttotorture,ithurtsto

loveherwhensheissoclosebutyetsofaranditis

toobadIcan'tgetridofitbecausethefeelingsI

haveforherarelikeapermanentscarinmyheart.
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Inganathi

Wewokeupreallyearlybecausewehavepractice

today.Wehavehadsevenmatchessofarandwe

wonsixofthose.WearestillinDurbanwithone

morematchtogothenweareleavingthereafter.

Noziphoissittingveryclosetomewithherarm

linkedwithmineandherheadonmyshoulder.I

havemyheadonthewindow,lookingoutsideasthe

carmovedforward.Weareusingtheminibusthat

Nomaguguboughtfortheclub,itmakesthingsalot

easierwhenwehavetotravelfrom thehoteltothe

venuewherethematchestakeplaceandshehireda

drivertodoallthedriving,shealwaysusesherown

carandrightnowsheisdrivinginfrontofthebusto

showthedriverwherewearegoingexactly.

ThedriveisreallyshortbutIam gladthatwehave

arrivedbecausethenoisefrom thegirlsshouting



andscreamingwasbecomingunbearable.WhenI

stepoutofthebus,Irealisewhereweare–weare

attheMosesMabhidaStadium.Iam surprised,the

girlsaremoreexcitedthanever.Idon’tknowhow

Nomagugumanagedtopullthisoffbutshedid.We

evenhavesomeonewhodirectsusinside,itisa

youngwhiteladyandshesmilingtoowide,sheis

makingmenervous.Wefollowbehindherandwe

walkaroundthestadium totheentrance,passinga

fewrestaurantswhichwerestillclosedsinceit’sstill

earlyinthemorning.TheyevenhaveaVirginActive

gym here,wecanseethepeopleworkingout

throughthefulllengthwindow.

Ihaveneverbeensoclosetoabig,well-known

stadium –thisoneishugeandintimidating,Idon’t

knowhowthemanyplayerswhohaveplayedhere

managedtogetoverthenervesbecauseI’dbe

shakinginfearbeforeIevenseetheopponent.We

gothroughthesecurity,theyscanourbags,they

scanusaswellandthenweenterthestadium.

Nomaguguiswalkingwithwhitelady,havingalight



chatandtheyarelaughinghereandthere.Ihave

Nozipho’shandinmine,whathappenedtheother

nightreallybroughtuscloserandshehasbecome

mysafeplacearoundhere.Whenthefieldcomes

intoview,myheartacceleratesevenfaster–the

grassissogreen,cleanandthewholethingactually

lookswiderthanwhenyouseeitontv.

Theladyturnstousandtellsusaboutthehistoryof

thestadium –when,howandwhyitwasbuiltinthe

firstplace.Weallknowitwasforthe2010FIFA

WorldCupbutIguessit’spartofthetourism guide

thatsheisfollowing.Nomaguguhasaproudsmile

onherface,sheisreallyhappyaboutthisandIwish

Icouldsharethesamesentiment.Therearealotof

happyfacesaswellinthecrowd,Noziphoisjustas

excited,Idon’tknowwhyIcan’tgetmyselftobe

happy–there’sjustapartofmethatfeelsreally

down,likeIam sinkinginandoutofdifferentworlds

ofhappinessandsadness,sorrow.



“Haa-woo!”shescreamsandhervoiceechoes

withintheemptystadium.

Itfeelslikeadream,arewetrainingheretoday?My

questionisn’tleftunansweredforlongbecausethe

whiteladyshowsusthewaytothechangingrooms.

Nomagugushoutsbehindusthatwehave5minutes

togetintothefield.Werushedinandstarted

changing.Wehavebeeninthispositionmanytimes

beforesowearecomfortablebeingnakedaround

eachother,notstark-nakedinthiscasebutyouget

whatImean.

“Doyouhaveapairofextrasocks?”sheasks,I

barelytalktotheotherteammatesbutIknowallof

them bynamethoughIneveraddressthem likethat

unlessweareinthefield–thereIdon’thavemuch

ofachoice.

“UhyeahIthinkIdo,”Icheckinmybackpackand

justasIassumed,Ipackedtwopairsofsocks.She



thanksmeasIhandtheextrapairovertoher.

Mymothertaughtmetheimportanceofsharing

sincefrom ayoungage,Igrowuphavingadoubleof

everythingevenwhenIplayedhouseoroutside

therewasadoubleofme.Isharedeverythingwith

her,evenourunderwearswerethesame–same

colour,samesize–sowehadahardtimetearing

them aparttillwejustworewhicheveronewesaw

firstwithoutbotheringcheckingfirst.Itwaslikethat

untilonemorning,whereIwokeupandtheother

sideoftheroom wasempty–herbedhadalways

beentherebutnotonthatparticularmorning.Even

MrFuzzyWuzzy,thestuffedteddybearweshared,

wasnotonsight.Sittinginbetweenbothmyparents,

mymothertoldmethatmydaysofsharingwere

over,Ilookedovertomyfatherandhenoddedin

agreement.

IneverknewshewasahugepartofmeuntilIcould

begloomyinasunnydaywithoutknowingwhat



wentwrongorwhereithurt.Sharingendedovernight

butthehabitofhavingtwiceofeverythingwilltake

mealifetimetooutgrowit.Practiceisreallygreat,it

musthavetodowiththefactthatweareinanew

placewhichbyallmeansmotivatesustodoour

best,I’dwinallgamesifIweretoplayhere–Imight

havejudgedtheplacewaytooearly–Idon’teven

knowwhatisliketobenervousasIkicktheball

insidethegoalpostandithitsthenet!Mymoodis

slowlybutsurelyimprovingandI’m sharingthe

sameexcitementwithmyteammatesaswehead

overtothechangingroomstotakeaquickshower

beforewego.

Wewalkedbacktowheretheminibuswasparked

andNomaguguannouncesthatwewillgrab

somethingtoeatbeforewegobacktothehotel.

“Sheisspoilingus,”thegirlskeptonsaying.

KnowingNomagugu,shecanspendmoneywhen

shewantstoandcanbestingyifshelikesto.And

weallhavelearntalessontoenjoyhermomentsof

spendingwhileitlasts.Myparentspayplus,minus



R4500totheAcademyeverymonthandtheyalso

havetopayformyfees.Itisnotmuchconsidering

thefactthatIdon’tknowpovertyatfirsthand,Ionly

knowitthroughhearsaysorfrom seeingitfrom afar.

Thetripisreally,reallyshortthistimearoundsoI

guesswearenotfarfrom thestadium andyes,we

areactuallybythebeach.Nomaguguapproaches

thecrowdandtellsustofollowher.Therearealot

ofpeoplewalkingupanddown,somearejogging

whilesomearewalkingtheirdogsandothersjust

chosetostickaroundsothey’denjoytheviewofthis

beautifulbeach.Itissorefreshing,IwishIcouldrun

overtherebarefootandletthesandrunthroughmy

toes–Imissthatfeeling.Nomaguguleadsustothe

restaurant,withbigwordswrittenCalifornia

Dreaming,ithasthatsummerfeelwhichisjustas

refreshingastheview.

“ImadeabookingfortheTerrace,”shetellsthe

waitresswhojustwelcomedus.



“Ihavenoideaaboutyourbookingma’am butIwill

getthemanagertoattendtoyou.”Shehasawide

smileonherface,thesepeoplearereallygoodat

customerserviceevenNomagugudoesn’ttakeany

offence.

Thebeachisjustafewmetresaway,Idon’tknow

howthey’dmanagetosavethisplaceiftherewere

tobeaTsunami.

“Nomagugu!”thedark,younglookingmansays

cheerfullyashewalksuptous.

“Mthembu.”Nomagugusharesthesame

cheerfulness.Looksliketheyknoweachotherreally

well,theyhandshakejustforthesakeofthe

customerswhoseeyesarenowonus.

Theircatchingupmomentdoesn’ttakemorethan

twominutes,thenthemanwhoIsupposeisthe



managerleadsusupthestairs.Thegroundflooris

nicebutthis,thisisheavenonearth.Ithinkthey

spentmoretimedesigningthisplace,theyendedup

nothavingmuchtimeforthegroundfloorsothey

justputtablesandchairs,andstartedservingthe

customers.Here,weareoverlookingthebeach,the

people,wecanevenseemoreplacesthatareclose

by.IcanseetheSuncoastCasinofrom here,Idid

myresearchsoIknowafewcatchyplacesthatare

aroundhere.

ShebookedthewholeTerraceforus,Itoldyou

mamacanspendwhenshefeelslikeitandsheis

suremakingupforthetimeswespentcoopedupin

theAcademy.Rightnow,Icantakethismomentto

forgetthepastandjustleaveinthemoment.We

takeafewselfiesandpictures,wearenotshyatall

–it’slikewearehomesincewehavethisfloorto

ourselves.Wehavewaitersthatareassignedtous,

talkaboutknowingpeoplewhoknowpeopleeven

Nomaguguisrelaxed,weareorderingcocktailsand

whateverbeverageswelike.IcansaythatIam



havingthetimeofmylife.Thewaiterbringsourfood

andwestartdiggingintothemouthwatering,finger

lickinggoodfoodthatI’dhaveatanytimeoftheday.

Withhowmuchfoodwehaveconsumed,wewill

need2litresofthedetoxingremedyand1to2hours

ofworkingout,togetridofthecaloriesbutatleast

wehaveNomagugutoblameforthisone.We

alwayseatwell,healthyandwatchwhatweeatand

whenweeatbecauseitisveryimportanttomaintain

ahealthydietwhenyouareasoccerplayer.Wedo

drinkbutinthecornersorwhennooneiswatching

butNomaguguwillalwaysknowwhenyoudoyour

worstinthefieldandrightnowIdon’tevenwantmy

mindtogoasfarasthinkingwhatthepunishment

forthatwouldbe.Thereiseightofussharingone

table,therestissharingtheothertablesand

Nomaguguiswiththeassistantmanager.

“Sohowareyouguysdoing?Areyouhavingfun?”

Mywholebodyflinchesunderthetouchofherhand.



Ididn’tknowshewascheckinguponallofus,yeahI

sawhergoingtooneofthetablesbutIhadhoped

shewon’tcomethisfar.

“Pleaseexcuseme,”Isayasthegirlswerestill

updatingherabouthowmuchtheyareenjoyingthe

food,thedrinks–thewholething.

Ipushmychairback,meetingNozipho’seyesandI

smiletoassureherthatIam fine.Iwalkpast

Nomagugu,shelooksreallyfamiliarwitheveryone

whichbyeachdaypassingmakesmedoubtthe

chancesofhernotsleepingwiththerestoftheteam.

Thewaitressgivesmethedirectionstothetoilets

andIfindmywaythere.Icometoahaltatthe

soundofloudsobsechoinginsidethetoilet,I

haven'tseenwhoiscryingsoItookafewsteps

forwardandtwogirlscomeintoview.Istaybehind

thewallandmademyselfinvisible–thegirlcryingis

sittingdownwhiletheotherisstandingoverherand

theyarebothfrom myteam.



“YoushouldspeaktoLucas,hewillhelpyououtof

thismess.”TheonlyLucasIknowisour

physiotherapistsonowIam evenmorecuriousas

towhattheyaretalkingaboutandwhatmessdoes

Nokubonganeedtogetoutof,sheistheonewhois

crying–ourgoalkeeperandcaptain.

“Idon’twanttoabortLizzy!”shesaysinfrustration

likeshehassaidthisacountlesstimesbefore.I

holdbackmygaspasIdon’twanttoblowmycover.

“Doyouwanttothrowyourfutureawaylikethat?

Thesetournamentscoulddoalotforyourcareer

Nokubonga,don’tbestupid,”thefriendargueslike

choosingtokeepthebabyistheworstideaor

decisionNokubongacouldevermake.“Youdon’t

havetodomuch,Lucascandoitforyouatjusta

littleprice.”Lizzyisreallyconvincingthatshehas

seekedhelpfrom Lucasinthepast,itcouldmean

shewaspregnantaswellandLucasgotheroutof



the‘mess’likeshewantshim todowithNokubonga.

“Itwon’tchangeanything,Nomagugualreadyknows

aboutit.”Hersobsgetlouderasthatstatement

leaveshermouth.Iwouldn'thaveknownshewas

pregnantbecauseshedoesn'tlookpregnant.

“Howwouldsheknowwhenyouarenoteven

showing?”Lizzyenquiresclearlyconfused,Ialso

wanttoknowbecauseIhaven'tevenseen

Nokubongarunninginandoutofthebathroom

becauseofthemorningsickness.

Nokubongaliftsupherheadandhereyeslockwith

mine,IwalkforwardasIfeelcompelledto–Ihave

beencaughteavesdropping.Irushintothetoilet

beforetheycouldaskhowlongIhavebeenstanding

thereandwhatexactlydidIhear.Iam stillshocked.I

wipeafterpeeingthenflushedthetoilet,whenIstep

outtheyarenotonsight.Idon’tdwellonit,Iwash

myhandsandwentbacktotheTerrace.Icannever



getenoughofthisplaceandIam definitelygoingto

comebackhereonceIhavefinishedmyexams.We

leftafterafewminutesanddrovebacktothehotel.

“IngiecanItalktoyouforafewminutes?”that’s

Nomagugu.

NoziphogivesmyhandatightsqueezebeforeI

walkedovertoher.Sheushersmeinsideherroom

andtellsmetogotothebalcony.Shehasthebest

view,wellsheistheorganisersoshedeservesthe

best,Ithink.Shesitsnexttome,Iam lookingahead

butsheissittingfacingme.

“Iwillgetstraighttothepoint.Ihavebeenwatching

you,veryclosely,inthefieldandoutsidethefield.

YouaregoodIngie,youarethebestandyoujust

prioritisedfootballoveryourstudies,Imeanyou

shouldbeatschoolwritingyourfinalexamsorat

yourdeskstudyingforthenextbutinsteadyouare

here.Thatshowsyourtruedeterminationtoplay



ball.”

Herhandgoestotouchmyhair.Ihadtoletitloose

soit’ddryupaftersweatingthroughtraining.

“Nokubongaispregnant,”shesayslikethewords

leftabittertasteinhermouth.Shemustbe

disappointed,Iam toobecausesheisagood

goalkeeperbutthere’snothingwecandoaboutit.

“Iknow,”Isayquietly.Ihaven'tsetmyeyesonher

sincewehavebeenhereandI’m notevenyearning

tobutIcanfeelhernodding.

“Shecan’tkeeponplayingforthetournamentsandI

can’tkeepherasthecaptain.Sothatmeansthe

captainspotisopen.”

Idon’tknowwheresheisgoingwiththisandher



fingersarenowrubbingagainstmyscalp.

“Thepositioncanbeyours,”shesaysandIshootmy

headtoher.“Itcanbeyours,youandIknowthatyou

arethemostdeservingperson,”IblinktwiceandI

stillseethatsmileonherface.“Justsaytheword

andIwillmakeithappen...”



Uthando:Eighteen

Zobuhle

IwokeupandSimbongawasnowheretobefound.

Hedidn’tevenleaveanotebutwhoam Itokeep

tabsonhim likeheowesmesomethingwhenIam

theonewhooweshim.Hedidn’thavetotakemein

buthereIam inhisbalconywithacupofsteaming

hotrooibosteainmyhands.Idon’twanttodrink

coffeebecauseofthecaffeine,Ihavehadalotof

thatandlikeSimbongahadmentionedyesterday,it

couldlastmemywholelife.Theviewfrom the

balconyoverlooksthehousesnearby,adeepforest

justbeforetheskyblueocean.Evenfrom this

distance,Icouldn’tmissitsbeauty.Itakeasipafter

blowingoffthesteam,thecupistoohotformybare

handssoIhelditthrewafleecethatisrestingonmy

lowerbody.Theweatherisgloomytodayandit

matchesmywholemood.



Iam startledabitbytheslidingdooropeningandI

quicklylookedback.

“Iwaslookingforyouineverypartofthehouse.”

Heiswearinghisgym wear,heisstillcoveredin

sweatsoIguesshejustcamebackfrom his

morningjog–hisbodyshowsthathetakescareof

it.Thoughyou’ddoubtthatwhenweareinthefield,

hehashisdayswherehe’djoinuswhenweare

trainingandtherearesomedayswhichI’dcall‘his

lazydays’wherehejuststandsonthesideandcall

alltheshots.You’dswearhehadgrownoldwith

fragilejointsandissufferingfrom somebone

diseasethatpreventshim from beingactive

becauseheletsusdoeverything.Theballmaybeon

hisfeetandinsteadofkickingitbackintothefield,

he’dsteptothesidetomakespaceforoneofusto

retrieveit.

“Iwilltakeaquickshowerthenwecangohave

breakfastatoneoftherestaurantscloseby,whatdo



yousay?”

Iam notinamoodtogooutsoIrespondwitha

pout.

“Okay,Iwillmakebreakfastandthenyouwilldothe

dishes.”

“Deal.”Igivehim asinglenod,turningbacktothe

viewthatisinfrontofmeandthentookanothersip

ofmytea.

IknowthisplaceisclosetotheGlenLandsMental

HealthFacilitybecausetheliningoftheforestisjust

thesame,toosimilar,itslikeIam lookingatit

throughthefulllengthwindowatthefacility.Afew

housesfrom whereIam,afamilyofthreecomesout

tothedrivewaywithsurfboardstuckedundertheir

armpits,theyounggirlinabrightpinkspeedo

squirmsfrom onesidetotheother,jumpingupand



downattheexcitementfortheplanstheyhavefor

theday.I’dneverunderstandhowwhitepeople

neverfeelcold,itiscoldtodaybuttheirplansinclude

divingintothecoldwateroftheseajustforfun,I’d

neverdothateveniftheypaidto.Thefatherhas

placedthesurfboardsinthebackoftheirtruck,he

takesthelittlegirlandputherovertohisshoulders.

Iam notcloseenough,soIcanonlyimaginethe

widesmileonthelittlegirl'sface–itremindsmeof

whatIhadandwastakenawayfrom me.

“Shecould’veleftbutshechosetostay,”Isayout

loudbecauseIknowthatheisbackfrom takinghis

showerandheislookingdownatme.

“Who?”heasksstillstandingbehindme.

“Mymother.”



Ihearhisfootstepscomingtowardsme,thenhe

appearedtallandaskedmetoshiftsoIcanmake

spaceforhim onthesmallcouch.Whenhesits

down,hedoesn’tletmeshiftanyfurther,myheadis

onhisshoulderandhisarm iswrappedaroundmy

shoulders,holdingmeclosetohisbody.Itfeelssafe

tobethisclosetohim,likeheisaguardianangel

thatIrefusetoacknowledgeandagoodfriend,

brotherthatiswillingtobebymysidebutIam

refusingtolethim in.Ihavelivedclosedupfortoo

longandtalkingaboutmyfeelingsfeelsforeignto

me.Inolongerknowhowtodoit,whenistheright

timetodoit–thoughIam abombwaitingto

explode.Theemotionsinsidearesuddenlytoo

heavyformetocarry,thereisthisburdenIhave

carriedforalongtimeandthemoreIthinkabout,

themoreIseethatitisnotmyburdentocarry.

“Shelovedthebeach–heavenonearth–sheused

tocallitbecauseithasnobeginningandnoending,

itrepresentsthelifeofourLord,JesusChrist,she’d

preach,”achuckleescapesfrom mylipsbeforeI



couldcontainit.“Onthisparticularday...”

Iwas6or7yearsoldatthattime,Iownedadozen

ofrainbowcolouredspeedosandswimmingsuits,

mymotherboughtasmanyasshecouldeverytime

shewentoutshopping.Atthatage,everydaywasa

holidaytome,Iwasstillinsmallschoolbutitwas

nevertooserious.Mymotherdressedmeinabright

pinkBarbiespeedo,almostthesameastheonethat

littlegirlwaswearing.Wemetwithmyfather

outside,themoodwasjolly–Iwastheprincessin

myfather’scastle–Icarriedmorethanjustaname,

IfeltlikeroyaltyandIwastreatedassuch.My

parents’onlytreasure,Ihadnooneelsetoshare

with,IwastheonlyonebutIhadneverfeltthething

theycallloneliness.

Myfatherpickedmeupandtickledme,enquiring

whyIhadtobethisbeautifulandembarrasstherest

ofthelivinggirlsinallpartsoftheworld.Achildis

themostbeautifulinfrontoftheirparents,Ididn’t



understandthatthenbutIdonow.Mymother

disappearedinsidethehouse,sayingshethought

sheforgotsomethingandjustthenmyfatherhelped

mesitonthebackseatandbuckledmyseatbelt.I

couldn'tsitstillbecauseoftheexcitement,hekissed

meallovermyfacecausingmetogigglebeforehe

reachedintohispocketandretrievedapieceof

sweet.Hehandedittomeandplacedhisindex

fingeracrosshislips,signallingmenottotell–my

motherneverlikeditwhenIatesweets,Ibecame

toohyperactive,she’dalwayscomplain.

Istashedthesweetinmymouthbeforemom

appearedagain.Bothofthem gotinandmyfather

droveoutoftheyard.Mymotherstartedsniffing,the

sweetwastooniceIhadforgottenthatitwasa

secret,Ihadlittledropsofsalivaoneachcornerof

mymouth–“Canyousmellthat?”sheaskedmy

fatherandherepliedsayinghedoesn’tsmell

anything.Icouldsmellthestrawberryflavoured

sweetbecauseIwastheoneeating,mymother’s

sharpnosesoldusoutandbeforeIknewit,shehad



myfaceonherstellingmeopenmymouthandblow

outtohernose.Ashermindregisteredwhat

happened,sheshotadeadlystaretomyfatherwho

swayedontheroadnearlydrivingintoatruckthat

wascomingintheoppositedirect.

“Ican’tbelieveyoutwoconspiredbehindmyback,I

hopeuzoyimelalenkingaosuyiqalile,”sheglared

backtomeandturnedtolookatmyfather.

AsguiltyasIwas,Ihadnofearinme–myfather

wasthere,myshield,heroandprotector,withhim

aroundnoonewouldgettomeevenmyownmother.

Inafewmomentswewereatthebeach,mymother

setupaplaceforustositunderabigumbrellathat

myfatherhadsetup.Theviewofthebeachwas

mesmerising,itwasnoteverydaythatIsaw

somethinglikethatbutthefurtherIlooked,themore

Igotscaredofit–itwasdarker,lookedangryat

somethingorsomeone.Myfathertookmyhandand

wewalkedtothewater,itwastoocoldsoIjumped



upanddownasthewavescametoourfeet.Few

minuteslater,mymothertookmyotherhand,asthe

wavescamethey’dliftmeupsoIdidn’tgounderthe

water–thelaughterandlovewasintheair–my

happy,safeplaceandI'dchoosetobethereoverany

whereelse.

Beforeleaving,mymothertookatwolitresbottle

sayingsheneedsthewatertosprayallaroundthe

house,insideandoutside,tocleanseit.Weleftwhen

thesunstartedtoset,itwasabeautifulthingto

watchbutIwastootired,Ifellasleep.Idon’tknow

whenwegothomebutwhenIflippedmyeyesopen,

myfatherwasthere,caressingonesideofmyface

withhishandthatlookedsixtimesbiggerthanmine

atthatage.Hehadasmileonhisface,proud,Itried

stayingawaketostayinthatmomentalittlewhile

longerbutsleepwasstrongerthanmeandIclosed

myeyesthenIknewIhadbeendefeated.ThoughI

couldfeelhislipsonmyforeheadasheplanteda

softkissthere,thensaidthosefourwordsIhad

heardeachandeverydayofmylifeandnevergot



tiredofthem,“Iloveyou,Zozo.”Idriftedofftosleep

toofastandtoodeep.

Iflippedmyeyesopenanditwasthedayofhis

funeral.HeartbrokenasIwasIhadtomendmyown

heart,allthegoodmoments,theloveandhappiness

wesharedfeltlikeitallhappenedthedaybefore.I

couldn'tgetoveritsoIheldontoit.Ifellasleep

again,tellingmyselfthat–hedidn’tleavemeandhe

wastherewithmeallthetime,everyonecouldleave

butIknewthathe’dnever.Ifellasleepthatnightand

wokeuptofindoutthatmymotherwasgoingto

marrymyuncle–shewasgoingtoreplacemy

fatheratashortspaceofoneweekafterwelaidhim

torest.Apartofmethought,havinganotherfather

wasbetterthanhavingnone–hewasnomatchto

myfatherbuthe’dclosethevoid.

Ifellintoanotherdeepsleep,itwaspeacefulbutI

wasdisturbedbyaheartpiercingscream coming

from mymother’sbedroom.Iflippedthecoversand



ranthere.Thebangingsoundcontinuedandwith

eachbangIcouldhearhergroaninginpain,hersobs

weretoopainful–Iknockedonthedoor.Curious,

tooworriedandmostlyafraidofwhatcouldbe

happeningontheotherside.ItwentsilentandI

couldonlyhearmymother’ssilentsobs.Istood

there,refusingtoturnbackwithoutknowingwhat

washappeningbehindthecloseddoor.Therewas

shuffling,thedooropenedandmymotherappeared,

theroom behindherwasbrightandIpeeredonher

sidetoseethemanwhostoodtallbehindher.His

eyesbloodshotredandtheenergyaroundhim was

dark.

Mymother'ssnifflesbroughtmebackandIlooked

uptoher.Notinadaywhenmyfatherwasalivehad

Ieversawmymothershedatear,Ihadneversaw

herunhappy,ifsheeverwasthenshedidagoodjob

athidingitbecauseIneverdoubtedthatshewas

happy.Shelookeddownatme,“It'slateandyou

haveschooltomorrow–gobacktosleep,”shesaid

withatremblingvoice.AtthatageIcouldseethat



shewasunhappy,IwantedtoknowsoIcouldhelp

her,wewerehappybeforeandIcouldmakeit

happen–forher.Butshechosehim,overandover

again,andnotoncedidshethinkaboutme.About

howwhathappenedtoheraffectedme,ifIwas

happyornotandthelastthingIfeltwaslove–she

trulydiedthedaymyfathertookhislastbreath.

“Isankintoanotherdeep,peacefulsleepandwoke

up,andshewasdead–again.”Freshtearstrailed

downonmycheekstomyneck.Icouldfeelthe

heavyweightofpaininmyheartdoublingup,itwas

tooheavy–Icouldn'tcontainmywail.

“Comeon,cryitallout.”Hebrushedmybackand

pulledmemoreclosertohim,tighteninghisarms

aroundme.

Whateverthatmademehumanewasrippedoutof

me,myheartwaschoppedintosmallpiecesand

theyfedittothedogs.Allofmebecamenon



existent,thereisnothingtolivefor,Iwakeupand

thepainisstillthrobbinginmyheart.Akukho

ukuphumula.Everydayisthesame,thepain

becomesmoredauntingandIhavethoughtofafew

easierwaystoendthepain–forever.Itwould've

beenbetterifIhadsomeonetosharemypainwith

butIhavenoone,myparentsdeniedmethechance

tohaveasibling,abrotherorasister.Theyhadme

only,thelonertheygavebirthtoandlefthertofend

forherself.Iam adeadwomanwalking,thereis

nothingleftformehere...

“ItoldyouthisbeforeandIam goingtosayitagain,I

am hereforyouZobuhle–throughitallIwillalways

bethere.Youarenotalone,youhaveme.”

Hecupsmyface,wipingthetrailoftearswithhis

thumbsandthelookonhisfacetoldmethatheis

genuinelyconcerned–hecares.

“Iloveyou,neverforgetthat.”
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Simbonga

“LookwhoIfoundatthegate,”shesays.Iturnto

looktomyleftandshepushesInganathiforward,

towardsme.Inganathiwaves,withanervoussmile

onherfaceandIholdmybreath,takinginherbeauty

andpresence.

Weareinthegrounds,Iwasbriefingtheteam about

theirschedulefortheupcomingweeks–the

upcomingmatches,practiceandtrainingso

everyoneishere.Andtheyseem tohavetheir

attentiononourguestrightnowandIam invisible–

Idon’tknowwhysheisherebutI’m lookingforward

tofoundingoutbutaftershehasansweredthe

endlessquestionsfrom thegirls.You’dswear

they’vejustseenacelebrity,Idon'twanttocall

myselfonebutIwasn’tgiventhismuchattention

whenIfirstcamehereandIam morepopularthan



her.SomesayGodisfemalesoIwon’targueany

further.Ijuststoodbyandletthem haveaquestion-

and-answersessionoftheirown.

Iwatchedhercloselyassheansweredeach

question,confidentlylikeshehadbeenexpecting

suchandshehadananswerforeveryquestion.I

watchthewayherhandsmovesassheexplains

somethingintodetail,sheisgoodinpublicspeaking,

notshyatallandIcanseethatherheartisinto

soccer–thethingssheissaying,you’dswearshe

hasbeenplayingfootballforalongtime.Idon’t

knowwhichonebeatstheother,thefactthatsheis

agoodplayerorthatshehasagoodcoach,itmight

bebothbutherdeterminationtakesthecup.They

darehertoshowthem hersecretmoveoryoucan

callithersignaturemovewhensheisinthefield,

likedancers,singers,writers,etc.,soccerplayers

alsohaveasignaturesomething-somethingthat

setsthem apart.Shecatchestheballbutmanages

togetoutofthedarewithoutrevealinghersignature,

thegirlsletitslideandmovedontoaskingmore



questions.

“YouandNomaguguseem close,howisyour

relationshipwithher,Imeandoyouseeherasa

motherfigure–judgingbythefactthatyoulivein

theAcademyawayfrom yourparents?”

Themoodstillsforafewseconds,likeairhasbeen

suckedoutofthelittleroundballweliveinandthe

timehascometoastandstill.Thegirlsarelooking

atherwaitingforhertoanswerthequestion,their

curiosityhasgrownbiggerthanwhentheyfirstsaw

hersteppingtowardsthem andInganathilooks

uncomfortableforsomereason.Sheholdsontight

onthatslingbagshehasoverhershoulderand

turnstolookatmelikesheisbeggingtobesaved

from somevulture.Thequestionreferringtoher

relationshipwithNomagugumusthaveputheroff,I

rememberthelasttimeImentionedNomagugu’s

nameandshewentsourinseconds.



“Okaythatisenough,”Isayloudenoughforthem to

turntheirheadstome.

“Butshehasn’tansweredthequestion,”oneofthem

complainsandIputmyhandsupintheair.

“Sheisnothereforyourquestionsandyouhavethe

dayoff,unlessyouareeagerenoughgetintoan

hourortwooftraining.”

Theyallshaketheirheads,talkingamongsteach

otherandstartmovingawayfrom us.

“Sowhatdoweowethepleasureofhavingyou

here?”Isay,takingafewstepstowardsher.

Shesighs,inreliefandpullsasmallsmile.“You

knowKwaMashubetterthanIdosoIwashoping

youwouldshowmearound.”



Wow,Ilaughlightlyandshesmileswider.Ihaven’t

beenhereforthatlongbutyeah,betweenmeand

her,Iam abettertourguidearoundhere.

“Okay.IhaveafewthingsIhavetodointheoffice–

paperwork–Iwasn’tplanningtodoanythingelse

today,”herfacefallsatmystatement.“Butsince

you’rehereIwillmakeanexception,Iwilldoitlater

sothatyourtripdoesn’tgotowaste.”

Shesmilesagain,there’ssomethingaboutherand

thefactthatsheishereonherfreewillsetsher

apart.Sheislikeabreathoffreshair,andifitwasn’t

forthatnervousenergyshereleaseswhenever

Nomaguguisaroundoranyonementionshername

thenI’dsaysheisahappysoul,anangelonearth

andthosebigeyesofhersmakeherlookinnocent

likealittlechild.Itellhertoaccompanymetomy

officesoI’dgetthepaperwork,Iwilldotheworkat

homeandwhereverwearegoingIam notwillingto



drivebackherethereafter.

“Howdidyouknowthatyou’dfindmehere?”

“Wereyouhiding?”sheasksandIshakemyheadno,

chuckling.“Youareverypopulararoundheresoit

wasn’thardtofindyourlocation,”shesays.

“AndoutofthethousandpeopleinKwaMashuyou

cametometogiveyouatour?”Isay,fixingthepiles

ofpapers.

“OutofthethousandpeoplehereinKwaMashu,you

aretheonlyonewhoistrustworthyandIknowyou

areharmless.”

Okay.



ThedooropensjustasIgrabmycarkeysand

Zobuhlewalksin.

“OhsorryIdidn’tknowyouwerestillhere,”shesays

lookingatInganathi.

“WeareactuallygoingoutsoIwon’tbehereforthe

restoftheday.”

Thewarm smileonherfaceonlycurlstoawider

smileandshedoesn’tsayanythingmorebeforeshe

disappearsbehindthedoor.IleadInganathitomy

carafterlockingtheofficedoor.Iknowaplacethat

sellsverynicevetkoeks,friedchipsandchicken

wings–isgivingmethecheesegirlvibesbutsheis

inthetownshipsoI’llgiveherthetownship

experience,evenifittakesmetotakehertothe

shisanyamaorthecarwashinGsection.Maybethe

nexttimeIseeherIwilltakeherthere.Yes,Iam

planningtoseemoreofher,sheisararegem thatI

wanttoholdontoandshe’sherenowsoIam never



lettinghergoafterthis.

Aftergettingourorder,Idrivetoasecludedareathat

overlookssectionCandDofKwaMashuandifyou

lookfurtheryoucanseetheKwaMashutrainstation

thathasashoppingcentreontheside,furtherupis

NtuzumaIam notreallyfamiliarwithitbutIknow

thatitisthere.Ifyoumoveyoureyesfurthertothe

leftinthemountains,thereisRichmondfarm,itis

notthenicestplacetoliveinorthesafest.Herethe

airhitsdifferently,itismuchpeacefulandwe

hoppedoutofthecar.Isetthefoodonthebonnet

andwesatoneachside,overlookingthetownship

from theuphill.Shecanseethemostfrom heresoit

ismuchbetterthanbeingontheroad,lookingat

everythingfrom thewindowinamovingcar.

“Iam definitelygoingbackthereforatakeaway,

Noziphowon’tbelievemewhenItellheraboutthis,”

shesaysshovingthelastbiteofigwinyaintoher

mouth,shesquirmskickingherfeetintheairasshe



continuestochewit.

“Itwasherideaforyoutobehere?”sheshootsher

eyestomeandIchuckle.

Iwon’tsayalmost,becauseyeah,shedidmanageto

foolmethatitwasherideatowakeupinthe

morning,dressupandcomeallthewayfrom the

citycentretothetownshipforSimbongaMasukuto

giveheratour.

“Am Ithatbad?”Inod,yeahsheis.Shesoldherself

outbeforeweevengottoNkomoFriedChickento

buythefood.“WellshewasthemastermindbutI

playedthebiggestpartsinceIam theonewhois

here.”Shetakesamouthfuloffriedchipsintoher

mouththenwipesthedripoftomatosaucemixed

mayonnaiseonthecornerofhermouthwithher

fingertips.

IswearsheatethemostofthefoodbecauseIspent



thewholetimelookingather.ThelongerIlookedat

her,themoreIsawthatitdidn’ttakeherlongtobe

comfortablearoundmeandshelooksmuchhappier.

ItmightbemymindplayingwithmebutIreallylike

thissideofher,shehasgrowntobemorejollyand

playful.Igotoffthebonnetandwenttostandin

frontofher.Shedoesn’tminduntilIputmyhands

ontopofherthighsandherbodytensesup,andshe

stopschewing.Thelookonherfaceisenoughtotell

methatsheisfreakedoutandIraisemyhandsup,

surrendering...

“Iwon’tdoanythingyoudon’twantmeto,”Iassure

herandshenods.“Youlikeyourhairlikethat?”I

pointtoher.

“What?Doesitlookbadordon’tyoulikeit?”Isense

abitofpanicinhervoice.

Ishakemyheadno,“It'sjustthatitmakesyourface

alittlesmallerwhenitislikethat.”



Idon’tknowwhereshegottheelasticbandfrom but

shequicklypullsherhairupandtiesitintoaponytail

ontopofherhead.Itisnotthebestlookingponytail

butnowthatherfaceisoutformetosee,Icouldn't

behappier.

“Howisitnow?”

“Umuhle,”Isay,crossingtheboundariesand

invadingherpersonalspaceagainbyplacingmy

handsonherthighs.Herbodyshuddersundermy

touchandshetakesadeepbreath,andreachesfor

thebottleofwaterbehindher.

Shegulpsthewater,closedthebottleandplacedit

back.Whensheturnstolookatme,shelooksmuch

calmerandIalsorelax.

“Iwouldliketoseeyouagainaftertoday.”



“IhavethelastgametomorrowandthenIam

leaving.Idon’tknowhowyouaregoingtoseeme

whenIam allthewayinUMlazi.”

“Idon’tcareaboutthedistance,I’dcometoyoueven

ifyouwereinCapeTownorinthefarawayland,

drinkingteawithsomeQueeninLondon,”Isayand

shelaughs.

“Whydoyouwanttoseemeagain?”shestillhasa

widesmileonherface.

“Idon’tknowyetbutthequestionis–willyougrant

methechancetofindout?”

Shepullsherlipsintoathinline,battingthoselong

andthickeyelasheslookingovermyshoulder.Idon’t

backdown,sheiscomfortablenowsomyhandsare

movingupanddownherthighswithabitoftapping

hereandthere.Shebringshereyesbacktomine.



“Okay,”shesmilessweetlyandIreturnhersmile,my

dayhasbeenmadewellshehasmademylife

becauseIwanttoseemoreofher,notonlyinthe

nearfuturebutfurtherthanthat.Myheartis

pumpinglikeneverbefore,it’slikeitisaforeign

organinmybodyandmybodywillsoonrejectitwith

howmuchitisbeating.

Ithappensinablinkofaneyebutitfeelslikeitwent

oninslowmotion–Ipulledherfacetomineand

kissedhersweetlips.

•

•

•

Inganathi

Walkingdownthehallway,Iam hummingasong



thatI,myself,haveneverheardof.Itjustpopped

intomymindandmybodyandmouthwentwiththe

flow.IfthisiswhattheycallhappinessthenIwantit

asmydailydosebecauseinjustonedayIam

alreadyaddictedtoit.Ahappinessjunkie.Ikisseda

boy!Sorry,mybaditwasaman.Damn,ittakesa

minutetogetthehotelkeycardoutofmybag

becausemyhandsareshaking.Therearetoomany

emotionsthataregoingthroughmybodyandmind

anditishardformetoadjust.Ihaveneverbeenin

thissituationsoIdon’tknowhowtoreacttoit,isit

evennormaltofeelsomanythingsatonce?

Istepinsidetheroom andclosedthedoorbehind

mebutitopensagainbeforeIcouldevengettosit

down.Iturnbackandshewalksinside.Thelookon

herfacemadethehaironthebackofmyneckstand

andIjustfroze,stilllookingather.WhateverthatI

wasfeelingamomentagoisoutofthewindowand

isreplacedbyfear–IhatethepersonIturninto

wheneversheisaroundandrightnowshehas

managedtomakemefeelmuchsmallerthanIhad



alreadyfelt.Sheclosesthedoorbehindher,there

arealotofemotionsthatIam sensingfrom herbut

angerstandsouttallerthantherest.Shewalks

towardsme,fumingandshebreathingoutsharply

thannecessary.

Shegrabsmeonmyupperarm andIflinch.“You

forgetthatIhaveeyesandearseverywhere.”Her

fingersdigdipintomyfleshasshetightenshergrip

onmyarm.“Stripoffallyourclothes!”she

commands.

Igettoitwhilesheislookingatme,onlynowI

noticethatshehasablackbeltinherhand.Itake

longertoremovethepairofjeansbutsheispatient.

WhenIam stark-naked,shetellsmetolayontopof

thebedonmystomachandIreluctantlydidastold.I

couldhearthesoundofthemetalassherolledthe

beltaroundherhand,Iwasn’treadyforthefirstwhip

soIscreamedoutloudandscratchedmybuttcheek

becauseitwasstinging.Sheslappedmyhandaway,



“youscream likethatagainandIwillkillyou,”her

wordssentmebacktodipmyfaceintothepillow.

Shehitmeagainandagain,mysobsweremuffled

bythepillow,theburningsensationwassobadeven

mylegswereshaking.IhaveseenherangrybutI

didn’tthinkshewascapableofgoingthisfar.

Mybuttwasn’ttheonlyplaceshewhipped,shehit

meallovermybackuntilIjustgaveintothepainand

letherdoherthing.Thetearswerestillflowing

uncontrollablybutIdidn’tmakeanysound.Onceshe

wassatisfied,shetossedthebelttothesideand

grabbedmebymyhairsoshecouldlookatmyface.

“Ithasn’tbeenadaysinceIgaveyouthatcaptain

positionandalreadyyouaregoingaroundrunning

afterboys!”shepushesmyheadbackandforth,and

Idon’tknowwhichpaintofocusonbecausesheis

pullingmyhairtoohard.“Whatkindofanexample

areyousettingforyourteammatesbymissing

practicethedaybeforeyourmatch,huh?Youwant



tobeanotherNokubonga,isthatwhatthisis

about?”Ishookmyheadnoandsheletsgoofme

hair,pushingmyheadbackdowntothepillow.

Isnifflequietly,theheatonmyskinisunbearable

andIcan’tevenmovefasterthanIwishto.Imanage

toturntosleepontheside,shehasherbackonme

butquicklyturnswhenIsnifflelouder.Shelooksat

me,herfacialfeaturesaremuchsofternowandI

don’tknowwhathappenedtothemonstershewasa

fewminutesago.Shewalkstome,peerstomyback

andshemakesasoundthatIdon’tunderstand.

AfterthatIdon’tgettoseeherface,shewalksaway

andIhearthedooropenandclose.Asobrumbles

uptomymouthandIjustletitout,pullingmyknees

tochestandwrappedmyarmsaroundthem.The

dooropensagainandIholdmybreath–isshehere

tofinishmeoff?

FootstepsruntowardsthebedandNoziphoappears

infrontofmewithahorrifiedface.



“Didshedothis?”shepeerstomybacklike

Nomaguguhaddoneawhileago.“OhmyGod,did

she?”shelooksatmewitheyeswellingwithtears

likeshecouldfeelthepainIwasgoingthrough.

Inod.

“Iam sosorry.IswearIdidn’tknowshe’ddo

somethinglikethis,ifIknewIwouldn'thaveleft

whenshesentmetofetchthesoccerjerseysfrom

thedrycleaners,whichwasstrangebecauseshe

couldhaveusedthefacilitieshereinthehotelbut

she...wait,whatdidshehityoufor?”shepausesand

crouchesonthesideofthebed.

“Imissedpractice,andthatIwentoutwithouttelling

her.”Myvoiceishoarseandtrembling.

Noziphoopenshermouthtosaysomethingbutmy



phoneringsinsidetheslingbagthatisonthefloor.

Sheturnstothebagandtakesoutthephone,she

looksatthescreenandtome.“It'sSimbonga,”she

sayslookingnervousunliketheNoziphoIknow.I

reachouttotakethephonefrom her,hemustbe

callingtofindoutifIarrivedsafelybutNozipho

doesn’thandthephoneovertomeinsteadshecuts

thecallandsays,“ifyoutalktohim,hewillknow

thatsomethingiswrongandthenwhatareyou

goingtotellhim?”



Uthando:Twenty

Simbonga

“Awmanjesithandwasamiminangizok’tholakuphi

dudurudu

Youwillmeetmeattheriver,youwillmeetmeatthe

river

Uzongitholangiblom’emlanjenisithandwasamidu

durudu.”

Ilaughatthe“dudurudu”andshelooksuptome.

“ShouldIcontinue?”Ishrugandcontinuedtodunk

thespongeintothefoam water.“IknowIam abad,

noactuallyIam aterriblesinger–Iwouldn’teven

volunteertosingatyourfuneral.”



Whatthehell?

Sheseesmyfaceandgiggles.Istopwashingthe

carandlookedather,sheisamusedanddoesn’t

seeanythingwrongwithwhatshehasjustsaid.

“Youhaveknownmeforwhat...?”

“Onemonth,”sherepliesholdingbackfrom laughing

outloud.

“Andalreadyyouseeyourselfatmyfuneral?”she

gigglesagain,lookingallinnocent.

Iletitslideforasecondandshecontinuestosing

alongthe‘Mafikizolo–UzongitholaEmlanjeni’song

again.Ilookatherthroughthecornerofmyeyeand

shehasrelaxedsoIscoopedabitofwaterfrom the

bucket,andthrewthewateratherdirection.Itlands



onthesideofherfaceandtrailsdownherneckand

arm.Shescreamedoutloudandfrozebecauseof

thecoldwaterincontactwithherskin–thesunmay

beoutbutnoonewouldwanttobesplashedwith

coldwaterunexpectedly.Sherecoversquicklyand

scoopsthewater,throwsittomydirectionaswell

butonlydripsgettomebecauseImanagedtoduck.

Ilaughatherfailedattemptandshepicksupthe

wholebucket,andchargestome.

“Uh-uhBuggieplaynice,”Isay,puttingmyhandsup

asashield.

Shedoesn'tbackdownsoIstartrunningaroundthe

carandawayfrom her.Shechasesaftermewiththe

bucketfilledwithwater,shemanagestogetalittle

amountofwateronmybackbutIdon’tdarestop

becausesomethingtellsmeshewon’tstopuntilshe

hassplashedallthatwateronme.Itisevenworse

becauseshe’sfitasanox,Ican’tevenoutrunher

andthere’snodoubtthatI’dbetiredbeforeshedoes.



Shefinallygivesupaftermuchduckingandchasing.

Thesoundoflaughterneverleftourspacethough.

Shedropsthebucketonthegroundandpouts.Ican

neverignorethefactthatshemademefeellikea

childagain,runningaroundwithnoworriesor

whatsoever–justhavingfun.Iwalkeduptoherand

pulledhertome.

“Areyouhungry?”sheeyesme.“Nooffencebut

peoplegetreallygrumpywhenhungry,”Isayand

laughasshepushesmeawayfrom her.

“YouarenotgettingawaywiththisSimbonga,Iam

definitelycomingforyou–youbetterwatchyour

back,”shewarns,pointingatmewithherindex

finger.

IlaughevenlouderthistimethanIdidafew

secondsago,Ibetshehasseenthismoretimesin

herlifesheeveninheriteditandnowsheisusingit

againstme.Iremovethewett-shirtandmoved



insidethehousewhileshefollowedbehindme.I

pickedherupfrom UMlaziintheearlyhoursthis

morning,Iwasseriousaboutuspursuinga

relationshipandsofarthingsaregoinggreat.She

bringsoutthebestinme,thechildishandcarefree

Simbonga,andIdothesamewithherbecauseshe

isacompletedifferentperson.Muchmorerelaxed

thanwhenIfirstmethersowedon’tevermention

Nomagugu’sname,likeever.Noziphomadeaplan

forustomeetawayfrom theAcademyandthe

preyingeyes–Ifeltlikeateenager.

“Theweatherischangingagain,”shesays,balancing

withherelbowsontopofthecounter.

Ilookbacktothewindow,indeedit’scollectthe

cloudsanditlookslikeitisgoingtorain.Thecar

outsidewillberinsedbytherainbecauseIam too

tiredtogetintoitafterthis.IfIknewwashingacar

withInganathiwouldbesotiringthenIwould've

scratchedoutthatideabeforeweevengotintoit.I



madeussandwiches,shetakesherfoodandstarts

eating.Everythingaboutherscreams‘young’,the

wayshesquirmsonherseatasshechewsdownthe

food,thehummingofsongsIhaveneverheardof

andthatlookIgetfrom herwheneverIcatchher

doingsomethingoutoftheordinarylikeI’dscoldher

ortellhertostopbutinallhonestyIlikeit.

“Sowhatareyouplanssincewehavereachedthe

endoftheseason?”sheasks,pickingupthe

breadcrumbsfrom herplatethensheraiseshereyes

tomewhenIdon’treplyher.

Ishrug,“prepareforthenextseason.”

“What?Don'tyouhaveafamilytogotoforthe

holidays?IknowthatyoulivedinJoburgsoI

thoughtyou’regoingtogoback.”

“Iam not,thereisnoonethere–mysonisherein



KZNwithmyparents.”

Itakemyplatetothesinkandshefollowsbehind

mewithhers.

“Thengotoyourparents’house,”shesayslikeitis

thebestideashehasevercomeupwithoritisan

obviousthingthatIshould'vefiguredoutabout

withouthelp.

ButIdon’tthinkitisarighttimenowtobearound

myparentswithKwandoaround.ImeanhowwillI

explainwhyIdon’twanttogetclosetohim ortreat

him asmine.Beingfamilymeanskeepingthepeople

youloveclosebutitistheoppositewithmebecause

Ihavetoruntheoppositedirectionjusttoprotect

mysonfrom me.Alotwillhavetoberevealedfor

myparentstounderstandandIdon’twanttoget

intoit,theholidaysareformakingmemoriesandnot

draggingtaintedmemoriesintothepresentandruin

whatpeopleknewbecauseofthethingstheydidn’t



know.Thattimewillcome,justnotnow.

“No,maybenot.Iwillstayhere.”ShefrownsandI

pullhertomychest.

Thatsoft,curlyhairofhersisinmyface.Itakeinits

scentanditsmellslikelime,refreshingand

summery.

“Doyouwashyourhairwithlime?”Iask,sniffingit

again.

Shegiggles,“Noitisalemonflavouredshampoo.”

Nevercameacrosssuchbutitsmellsreallynice.

Thewarmththatcomeswithherbeinginmyarms

feelspermanent,Idon’twanttoletgoofherandshe

holdsmetighterlikesheheardmythoughts.Itisso

scarytobeonthisroadweareonbecausewedon’t



knowwhattomorrowhasforus–willthereevenbe

anuswhenwewakeuptomorrow–orwillitallend

beforetheendoftoday?Myfeelingsforherare

differentandIcannevercomparethem withany

otherfeelings,theyaredifferentfrom thefeelingsI

hadforSisanda,differentfrom thosethatIhavefor

ZobuhleandrightnowIam stillstuckatdetermining

whichonesarestronger.

“Ihavetogototheoffice.Sinceyoumentionedwe

areattheendoftheseason,Ihavetomakesure

thatthingsareinplaceforwhenweopenagain.”

Ikissthetopofherheadandsheletsgoofme.I

suggestshewearssomethingwarm sinceithas

startedraining.

“YeahNoziphomadesuretopackthoseforme,”she

rollshereyesandwalksawayfrom me.“Idon’t

knowwhatmadeherthinkIwillbesleepingover.”

TrustmeIwasjustasshockedtolearnhowheavy



herbagwaswhenIhelpedherwithit.

“Soyouwillneversleepover?”Iask,followingbehind

herandsheturnsbacktomebeforesheclimbedup

thestairs.

“I-I,no,notnowatleast.”

“It’djustbeasleepover,it'snotlikeI’ddoanythingto

you–unlessyouaskmeto,”Iteaseandshecorks

herbrowwithafrown.“Movealong,thetimeisnot

onourside,Iam sureyouwanttotakeashower

beforeyougo.”Ipushherupthestairs.

Whenwereachthetop,sheturnstolookatme,“I

don’tthinkIam readyforusto...,”shepoints

betweenmeandher,andIgettheideaofwhatshe

means.“Sohowlongareyouwillingtowait?”



“Foraslongasittakesforyoutobeready,andlikeI

said–Iwon’tdoanythingtoyouunlessyouaskme

to.”

•

•

•

Zobuhle

Therewasacelebrationhere,whichinvestorsand

sponsorsattended,thepatientsthoughtitwastheir

birthdaycelebration.Dirtyisscatteredalloverthe

place,you’dswearitwasayoungkid'sparty–we

areonlymissingajumpingcastle.Thefunisover

andnowIhavetodothehardworkofcleaning.

Gratefulforthehelpfrom theotherstaff,Ionlyhave

tocleanthehallandthepassageleadingtotheexit

door.Idragthebucketdownthepassageandthere

arevoiceseruptingattheendofthepassage,Ilook



upandtherearethreeteenagers,oneboyandtwo

girls,theyarehuggingandkissingtheirmother.The

samewomanthatwasinherebecauseofher

abusivehusband.

Sheisararecasebecausebythelooksofthings,

shehasbeenreunitedwithherchildrenandwillbe

goinghome.Itisaheartwarmingsight,thenurses

arewithherandherpsychologist,shedidthemost

bystayingstrongandnotgivingup.Shediditso

she’dgobacktoherchildren,itwasn’tallabouther

butforthem.Athingthatmymotherfailedtodofor

me–forherself.Tearstraildownhercheeksbut

shehasawidesmileonherface,thekidsarejustas

happyandyoucantellthatshewasmissedandthey

needher.Istoodthereandlookedatthem.Life

doesn’towemeanything,myparentsdon’toweme

anythingtoobutIoweittomyselftohealfrom this

pain,andmoveon.

Shesaysgoodbyetothenursesthathavebeen



lookingafterher,shethanksthepsychologistfor

helpinghergetoutofthatdarkholeandsheexits

throughthedoorwithherchildrenbyherside,

shieldingthem likeahenprotectingherchicks.They

disappearandthenurseswentbacktotheirstations.

Ineverysituation,thereisalwayslightattheendof

thetunnel,ifshegaveupthathusbandofherswould

havewon,he’dhavedestroyedherandshewouldn't

havegonebacktoherchildren.Thekidswould've

beenatagreaterlosswithoutafatheroramother.I

getoutofmyheadandcontinuedwithcleaning.

Thereisnopracticetodayandfortheweekscoming

becauseofthefestivebreak.Thetournamentsare

goingtocontinuenextyear,westillstandachance

sincewearestillpartofitandwithmyheadgetting

clearerbyeachpassingdayIam surebythetimeI

gobacktothefieldI’dbereadytokick-ass.

Simbongaishere,Iknowsobecausehiscaris

parkedrightinfrontofhisoffice.BeforeIcouldgo

pastit,IhearacarcomingbehindmeandIturn

back–Imustbetestedforreal.Whatisthisold



thingdoinghere?Sheswitchesofftheengineand

comesout.Ifeelangerbrewinginsidemeatthe

sightofherface.Shehasanervetoshowherface

andhowthehelldidshegetpastMyeni,wasn’the

theonewhocalledherdodgyandaccusedherof

stealingfrom us?!

“Zobuhle,”shesays,walkingtowardsme.

“Don'tsaymynamewiththatfilthymouthofyours

anddaretakeanotherstepcloser,andIam goingto

showyoutheothersideofmethatyouneverwant

tosee,”myvoiceissternasIwarnher,Iam too

angry–sheplayedmeandstolefrom me–evenmy

eyesarewellingwithtearsasitfeelslikesheishere

torubsaltonmyfreshwounds.Shehurtme

becauseItrustedher!

“I’m sosorry,”shesaysquietly.Thelookonherface

tellsmethatsheisgenuinelysorryandifshecame

backamonthagothenI’dhavewelcomedherwith



openarmsbutIam wayoverthat.

“SorryforwhatMalindi?!”myvoicereflectsmyanger

andherfacefalls.Whatwassheexpecting?–that

I’dsaywelcomebackandlet’scontinuewherewe

leftoff?

“Iam sorryforeverything.”

“Youstolefrom meMalindi,ItrustedyouandIwas

kindtoyou,andwhatyoudidwiththatkindness,

huh?”

“Trustme,Iwouldn’thavedoneitifIdidn’tneedto.”

Hereyesgetglitteryatthatstatement.

Shecan’tbeserious!Sosheisjustifyingheractions

bysayingthatshedidn’thaveachoice?

“Iwantthosethingsback,”Isayatalowertone.She



doesn’tlooklikeshehasanyofthestuffwithher

andthere’snodoubtthateventhemoneyshegot

from sellingthosethingsisnomore,andnowsheis

backtostealmorestuff.

“Idon’thavethem.”

“Iwantthemoneythen.”Iopenmyhandtoherand

shelooksatit.

“Idon’thavethatkindofmoneyZobuhle,Iusedall

thatmoneyformymother’soperationandifshe

didn’tgofortheoperation,she’dhavedied.”She

failstoholdbackhertearsthistimearound.

“Soyoustolefrom metosaveyourmother–what

happenedtoaskingforhelpMalindi?!”Ishoutedand

heardfootstepsrunningtowardsmefrom behind.



“Whatareyoudoinghere?”hesoundsjustasangry.

Helooksatmeandbackather.

“Shecametosaysorry,”Isay.

Malindilooksatus,“actuallyIcametoaskyouto

dropthecharges,Iheardthatthepolicearelooking

formeforchargesoftheft.Ihaveneverstolenfrom

anyoneelseandyouaretheonlyonewhowould’ve

filedthecase.”

Ilookatherindisbelief,sothatsorrymeantnothing

andshewouldn'tbehereiftherewerenopoliceon

hertail?Wow.

Simbongachucklesbitterly,“youhavecometothe

wrongplace,Iwantmystuffbackandifyoudon’t

havethem thenIwantmymoney–ifyoucan’tdo

thatthenapolicecellisasuitableplaceforpeople

likeyou!”hepointstoher.



Shetriestopleadwithusbutwehearnoneofit,she

should'vesoldthatthingshecallsacarifshe

neededthemoneysomuch.Idon’twanttoeversee

heragainbecauseIdon’ttrustmyselfastowhatI

mightdotoherwhenIlaymyeyesonher.“Thenext

timeIwanttoseeyouiswhenyouareabletopay

memymoney,ifnot,thenIwillseeincourtasa

witnesstomakesureyouservetimeandIget

justice.”Theangerhehadhasdoubledup.Ican’t

believeIallowedsomeonelikeherinmylife,they

sayloveisblindbutpainislosingallyoursenses,I

don'tevenknowwhatIsawinher.“Leave!”Iaddand

shefinallygetsthemessage.Wewatchherasshe

reversesoutanddisappearingaroundthecorner.

“Areyouokay?”heasks,turningtofacemeandhe

soundsmuchcalmer.

“Yeah,”Isay,avoidingeyecontact,Iam very

embarrassedofthemessIhadcreatedifitwasn’t

formethenMalindiwouldn’thavestolenthose



things.

Idon’tknowwhatmadehim pullmetohischest,a

hugisexactlywhatIneeded.

“IhavetodriveInganathibackhome,areyousure

you’regoingtobealright?”heforcesmetolookat

him thistimearoundandInod.

Heletsgoofmebutnotbeforeplantingakisson

myforehead.Thedoortohisofficeopensand

Inganathistepsout.ShegivesmeabriefsmileandI

returnitwithaslightnod.Simbongaleadshertothe

carandhehootsashedrivesout.Isighedand

walkedtomyroom.



Uthando:TwentyOne

Zobuhle

“Ohthatonehasbetterplansfornextyear.”

“Whatdoyoumean?”Iask,sittingontopofhisdesk.

“Igotacallfrom him thismorning,hewantstostay

withhisgrandparents.”

“Asin,full-time?”

Henodsandexhalessoftly.OnethingIknowisthat

Kwandowouldn'thavecomeupwiththatideaif

whereheisdidn’tfeellikehomeandIdon’tblame

him.From whatIhavegathered,hedoesn’thavea

goodrelationshipwithhisfatherforsomereason



andbeingwithhisgrandparentsisexactlywhathe

needs.Simbongahasn’tsaidmuchaboutthereason

behindhim nothavingthatfatherandson

relationshipwithKwando,theclosekindof

relationship,Imeanhecanbehisfatherand

everyoneknowsthatbutitdoesn’tfeelthatway.Not

onlyforhim butforthechildaswell.Iwon’tpush

him totellmewhy,onethingIhavelearntthelast

fewweeksisnottopushyourselfortheother

persontotalkaboutstufftheydon’twishtotalk

aboutanditsbesttojustletlifetakesit'scourse–

nothingremainshiddenanyway,youjustneedtobe

patient.

“Idon’tthinkthatisaproblem,yousaidityourself

thathesoundedhappytobethere.”

“IknowbutIwantedhim togetthebestqualityof

educationmoneycanbuyandnotbeschooledinthe

village.Andwhataboutthoseextracurriculumsthat

weregoingtohelphim withhisschoolwork?The



villageschoolsdon’thavethat,”hecomplains,

coveringhisfacewithhishands.

“Idon’tthinkthatistheproblem,Iwasschooledin

thevillageandIturnedoutjustfine.”

“Really?”helooksatmeandIgivethe‘duh’look.

“Youworkattheasylum andnotasdoctorornurse

butasacleanerandyoudon’thavemuchgoingon

besidesthat,”hesayswavinghishandsintheair.

“Wow,”Icovermymouthwithmyhandandlooked

him.

Hesighs,“I’m sorry,Ididn’tmeantosayitlikethator

tobelittleyou.”Helooksapologeticenough.

IknowIdon’thaveanythingnexttomyname–I

havenothingbutthatjobgavemeenoughtosurvive



thislongandIam trulygratefulforit.Anditisnot

thevillageschoolstoblameforallofthis,ifIhada

planthenIwouldhavecontinuedwithmystudies

butIwentintothislifeblindlywithoutanyplanor

direction.Iwasconfused,theonlythingIwanted

wastogetawayandleavethatlifebehindme,not

knowingthatIam goingtobestuckhere.Ilookedup

andaroundthesmalloffice.WhateverdreamsIhad

areleftinthatplace,burieddeep–sixfeetunder

withmyparents.

“Noyou’reright.Ican’treallycomparemyselfwith

him.Idon’thaveaspiringdreamsandmatric

certificateistheonlythingthatIhavetoshow–that

makesmenothing.”

“Iam sorry,it’sjustthat–“

“Youwantwhatisbestforhim,Iunderstand,butlet

him be.Heisjustachildandtheonlythingyou

shouldbeprioritisinginistomakesurethatheis



happy.”

“Heishappy.”

“Really?”Itiltmyheadtotheside,usinghis

techniqueagainsthim –hedoesthistometomake

mefeelstupid.

Hesighsagain.“Whatdoyouwantmetodo?”

“It'snotaboutwhatIwantyoutodo,it’saboutyou

choosingbetweengivingyoursonahome,thatlove

hehadalwayswantedfrom youandmakinghim

happyoryoucangivehim anexpensiveschoolwith

anendlesslistofextracurriculumsthatwill

guaranteehim ascholarshiptosomeLawschoolin

someotherpartoftheworldandhavehim resenting

youfornotputtinghishappinessfirst.Idon’tknow

whatyouaretryingtodobuttobehonestyou’re

doingitthewrongway–dowhatisbestforhim and



notwhatyou‘think’iswhatisbest.”

Helooksuptome,takinginwhatIhavejustsaid.I

alsocouldhavechosentostaybecauseofwhatthat

lifeprovidedforme–Ihadeverythingthatanyone

couldeverwishforandIgoteverythingthatI

wanted,andIwouldhavegottenmoreifIsaidthe

magicwordsbutthatwasnotenough.Anychildor

personwantshappiness,wantstofeellovedand

appreciated–moneyisnoteverything–itistrue

whentheysayitwon’tbuyyouhappinessbecause

youcanhaveitbutstillbethemostmiserable

personintheworld.

“Trustme,Ididn’tlookatitthatway,”hefinallysays

afteralongmomentofsilence.“You'reright,thank

you.”

“That'swhatfriendsarefor,”Isay,punchinghim on

theshoulderandhelaughs.“Wait,whichpicturedo

youlookatandthink–Iam blessed,thinkofitas



thebestdayofyourlifeandyourlifechangedatthat

moment.”

Hesmilesreallywideandsays,“IthinkIhavejust

therightphotoforthat,”anddigsintohispocketto

reachforhisphone.

Iwatchhim andhescrollsdownadozenofphotos,I

didn’tknowaguycouldkeepsomanyphotos.Iam a

womanbutIdon’tkeepasmanyphotos–Iam not

photogenic,ItakephotoswhenIwanttoorwhenI

haveto,notforunnecessaryreasonslikecheckingif

mynoseisoilyornot–Ihaveamirrorforthat.He

handsmethephone,Ilookatthescreenanditisa

photoofSisandawithababyinherarms,whoI

guessisKwando.Ihaveseenherphotobeforeso

that’swhyIknowthatitisher.Itlookslikeitwasthe

daywhenshegavebirthbecauseshelookstiredand

sweaty,andthatisdefinitelyahospitalgownthat

sheiswearing.Thebabylookssotiny.



“Thatwasthebestdayofmylife,”Ihearhim sayand

Ilookup.

“Iam sureyouwereatyourhappiestpeak.Will

Kwandobeasquicktotakeoutaphotoorcallouta

momentwherehewasathishappiest?”Iask,

handinghim backhisphoneandhetakesit.

“Yeah,whenhismotherwasstillaroundwemade

thebestmemories.”

“HismotherisdeadSimbonga,doyouthinkafterthe

wayhehasbeenlivingafterherdeath,hecanrecall

thosememorieswithoutsheddingatear?”Iask

gettingoffthedesk.“Don'tactheroevenwhenyou

don’thavetoandjustlive.”

HenodsandIsmiletohim.Iam notthebestperson

togiveoutadvicesbecauseIam notperfectbutI

don’twanttoseeanyonegothroughwhatIwent

through.



•

•

•

Inganathi

Hecalledmeouthere,Ithoughtweweregoingto

leaveandgofarfrom thisplacebutnowearestillin

Umlazi.AndIhavebeenlookingovermyshoulder

everypassingsecond,ifNomaguguweretopitchup

andseemeoutherewithnooneotherthanhim then

someonewilldefinitelydie.Isawthetension

betweenthem thefirstdayImethim,itwastoo

thick–Imaynotknowwhatisgoingonbetween

them butthere’sdefinitelysomething.

“Shesaidallthat?”



“Yeah,aneyeopenerItellyou,”hesays,smiling.

“Mmmh,Itrulyagreewithher,”Isayandhelaughs.

“OhLord,Icanalreadyseeit,thebothofyou

ganginguponme.”Heraiseshishandsupasa

shieldandIsmile.

Idon’tknowhowtotakethat,maybeitisajokebut

itdidn’tcometomeasone,itlookslikeheisreally

closewiththisZobuhlegirlandwellhespeakshighly

ofher.Noziphoneedstoknowaboutthissoshecan

intervene,maybeIam overthinkingitandsheneeds

topointmetotherightdirection.Hisphonerings

andheexcuseshimselfsayingheneedstotakethe

call,andhestepsawayfrom me.Thenhisfacefalls

afterawhileoftalkingwithwhoeverthatwasonthe

otherend,helooksspooked,painedandpale–

there’salotthatisgoingonwithhim andIdon’t

knowwhattomakeoutofit.Iwalkeduptohim and

atthatmomentheconcludedtheconversation,and



hungup.

“Whatiswrong?”Iask,concerned.

Helooksworsenow,tearsarewellinginhiseyes

andhischestisheaving.OhmyGod,coulditbe

Kwando?Lord,letnotitbehim.Herubshisface

furiously,heismakingmemoreworriedwithhis

silenceandispushingmedeepintomymisery

becauseIam onlythinkingoftheworst.

“Heisdead,”hesayswithonehandontopofhis

headandtheotherdeepinsidehispocketwhichhis

phoneisin.

“Who?”Ilookathim,liketheanswerwillrevealitself

onhisface.

“Dingani,hewashijackedIdon’tknowwhatwent



wrongbuttheykilledhim,”ittookalotforhim tosay

thatandheistryingreallyhardtoholdbackhistears

–thisDinganipersonmusthavemeantalottohim.

“Iam sorry,”Itellhim andhenods,notlookingatme.

Idon’tknowwhosaidmendon’tcrybecausethis

onehereisholdingontothosewordslikehislife

dependsonitandifheweretoshedatearthenhe’d

belessofaman.Whoeversaidsuchathingshould

bekilled,ifheisalreadydeadthenkillhim againin

theafterlifeandinthenext.

“Ican’tbelievethis,wespokejustafewhoursago.”

Hebreathesoutandtakesastepback.

Deathhasnotiming,nooneiseverpreparedforit

thatisjusthowselfishitis.

“Iam sorry,”Isayagain.Iam reallybadat

comfortingpeople,ahugisallthatIcanoffer



becauseIcan’tcomeupwithcomfortingwords.And

howcanyoucomfortsomeonewhohaslosta

personclosetotheirheart,it’snotlikeIcansayit

willgetbetterbecauseapersonisdeadhereand

theywillneverwakeup.Andsayinggetoveritwill

seem morecruelthanever.

“IhavetogettoJoburgtoday,”hesays,takingout

hisphoneandcallssomeone.

“Flightsarecancelleduntilfurthernotice,”that’s

whathetellsmeafterhiscall.

Hegruntsandbangsthebonnetofhiscar,I

understandhisfrustrationsbutthecardidn’tdo

anythingwrong.

“Simbongacanyoucalm down!”Ishoutpushinghim

awayfrom thecar.



“How,howcanIcalm down?Andwhyareyouso

calm,don’tyouunderstandtheseriousnessofthis

situation?”

Iscoff,“ifwewerebothmesseduplikeyouthen

whowoulddothethinking?”Ican’tsaytheother

thingIwasthinkingofsaying,ImeanIdon’tknow

thisDinganiperson,yeahhemayknowhim buthe

hasnothingtodowithmeandIdon’tfeelanything

abouthisdeath–Ididn’tevenknowheexistedand

wasalive.ButIunderstandSimbonga’spainandI

feelsorryforhim buthecan’texpectmetogetall

workedupaboutsomeoneIdidn'tevenknow.

Heistrulyamess,Idon’tthinkhismindisworking

straightrightnowbecauseitisobviousanditisright

infrontofhim.

“YoucouldjustdrivethereSimba!”Isayandhe

stopspacing.



“Whatdidyoujustcallme?”isthatasmilethatIsee

onhisface?

Idon’tsayanythingandhechargesforme,andpins

meonthecar.Helooksatme,deepinsidemyeyes

likeheissearchingforsomethingwithasmileon

hisface.Idon'tknowwhereIgottheideatocallhim

that,itjustslippedoutbutIthinkitistherightpet

nameforhim,Imeanhecallsme‘Buggie’because

ofmyeyesandIhateit.Hedeservesapetname

thatwillmatchhim,italsodoesn’tfallfarfrom his

nameandheisahumanversionofSimba–with

thatsoftandtenderheartofhis–andheappearall

bigandstrongbutdeepinsideheisasofty.

“Simba,”Isayagainandgiggle.

Hesmileswiderandstartsticklingme.Idon’tknow

whatmorehewantsbecauseIhavesaiditthree

timesalready.“stop!”Isayandhedoes.IthoughtI

wasthechildishonebetweenthetwoofusbut



lookslikemychildishnessisrubbingoffonhim as

well.Itakeafewdeepbreathstocalm down.

“IfIgobacktotheAcademy,thereisnowayIam

goingtocomeoutagain–atleastnottoday,”Itell

him afterhehadsuggestedthatIcomewithhim.

Yeahitisalongdrivefrom heretoJoburgandhe

doesn’twanttotravelalone.Ialsowanttogowith

him,itwon’tbeunderthebestcircumstancesbutit

willbeagoodroadtripandwecoulduseittobond.

“AreyousureNomaguguwon’thaveaproblem with

it?”heasks,pushingbackthestrideofhairthatwas

onmyface,that’sanotherthingIhavelearnedabout

him thathedoesn'tlikeitwhenmyhairiscovering

myface,notevenbyonstride.

“Whatshedoesn'tknowwon’tkillher.”

IplannedtoleavetheAcademyonTuesdaytogo



homefortheholidays,theothergirlshadalreadyleft

andthere’sonlyafewofusthatareleft.Iwillhave

tocallNoziphoandletherknowaboutthis

unplannedtrip,Iknowsheisgoingflipbutthisismy

chancetoliveoutsideNomagugu’shold.Ibucklemy

seatbeltandhestartsthecar–IhopeIwon'tregret

this.



Uthando:TwentyTwo

Simbonga

Alotofpeopleattendedthememorial,everything

hadtobedonefastsohisfamilycouldgettobury

him soonsincehediedinatragicway–hewasshot

twiceonhischest.Thebulletswentstraightintohis

heart,nothingcouldsavehim sohediedonthe

scene,rightoutsidethegateofhisworkplace.The

hijacktookplaceinbroaddaylightwithpeople

watchingbutnoonehasbeenarrestedyet–noone

sawtheirfacessincetheywerewearingbalaclavas,

noteventhesecuritycamerascouldshowwho

thosemenwere.Myheartaches,Ihavelostagood

friend,afatherandapartner.

HischildrenhandleditbetterthanIthought,evenhis

wifeisnotsuchamess.WellknowingNdoni,Iknow

thatsheisafighter,ahotheadedwomanIhaveever

met.Rightnowsheisbusypreparingfoodforthe



guests,Idon’tknowwhyshewouldn'tlether

relativeshandlethatandshesitsdowntomourn.

SheeventookInganathiwithher,shemustbedoing

thedishesorcookingsomethingthereinthekitchen.

Shehasbeenalotofhelp,Ndonisaidsotoo,since

wecamehereshehasbeenwillingtohelpandIam

gladIbroughtheralongthoughIcouldn'tstand

Ndoni’sconstantnudgewheneverInganathientered

theroom.ShelikesherandthinksIshouldputaring

onit,Itoldheritistoosoonandherwordswere,“it’s

beentwoyears,getonwithyourlife–Kwando

needsamother.”

Idon’tknowwhereshegotthatfrom,trustmeI

knowthatIneedawomaninmylife,apartnerwho

isheretostaybutIdon’twantawomanwhowill

replaceSisanda–shecanbegoodforKwando

becauselikeIsaidIwantawomanwhoisgoingto

staywithmefortherestofmylife.Zobuhle’swords

arestillringinginmyhead,“dowhatisbestforhim”,

thatisareminderthatIdon’tliveformyselfbutfor

KwandoaswellandwhateverdecisionImakewill



affecthim too.SowhenIdecidetopropose–we

aregoingtodoittogether.Ifeelataponmy

shoulderandit'sNdoni,shepullsmeonthesideand

whispers,

“Sheisinthebathroom,”Ilookatherconfusedand

shenodstowardsthepassage.

Isighandleftherthere.Noonegoespastthe

passageorupthestairs,Ndonimadesureofthat

andnotevenmanyofherrelativesareprovided

muchfreedom toroam aroundthehouse.Idon’t

knowwhybutIam definitelynotgettinginvolvedin

familyfeuds.Shehadbeencomplainingabouthow

greedybutstingyherin-lawsare,thereisalways

somethingaboutthein-lawsandIdon’tknowifIam

readytodealwiththatdrama.Iam hopingand

crossingfingersthatIdon’tgetsnobsasin-lawsor

witchesbecausehey,Iwon’tsurvive–I’dtakemy

wifeandson,andwe’dgoliveinMarsItellyou,I

lovemylifepeacefulandthat’swhyIdon’tgo



aroundattractingtroubleformyself.Inganathimust

bereallygoodtogetapassfrom Ndonitobethis

deepinthehouse.

Iknockonthedooranditopensreallyfast,Iam

shocked.

“Areyouokay?”Iask,suppressingmyshock,how

cansheopenthedoorlikethatwithoutchecking

whoitisfirst?

“Yeah,”shesaysonalowtone.Iopenmymouthto

saysomethingbutsheshutsmeup,“Iam finereally,

Ijustwantedtogetawayfrom theuglycousinswho

havespittingvenom everysecondtheygot.”She

sighs,fixingherdressonelasttime.

“Wecanleaveifyouwant.”



“Noit’sfine,Iwillfinishwiththedishesthenwecan

go.”

Iletherbeandaccompaniedhertothekitchen.She

isreallydealingwithalot,Icantellbythelookson

theirfacesthatthey’dhavealottosayonceIturn

myback–typicalruralpeople.They’devengossip

aboutplates,cupsanddishcloths,anythingtokeep

theirmouthsrunning.PeopleareleavingandNdoni

isshowingthem out,Dinganineverreallyhadfriends,

nonethatIknowof–sothepeoplewhowerehere

werehisassociatesandfamily.Therewasalotthat

weplannedtodo,hewasalsostillhelpingmefind

myfeetasacoachandwithhim nowgoneIdon’t

knowwherethatputsme.ImeanIam herebecause

ofhim,Iwasgoingtomakeitbecauseofhis

undyingsupportandIwasgoingtoreachfarplaces

withhim bymyside.

“Heisnotgone-gone,heiswatchingoveryouandhe

wouldn'thaveputyouwhereyouareifhedidn’t



believeyoucouldmakeit,”shesays,lookingatme.

“Andwhoknowsmaybeheissittinginthebackseat

rightnow,listeningtoyoucomplainingabouthow

muchyou’remissinghim,”shesaysthatandIlaugh

becausethatisjustcrazy.

“Idon’tdoubtthatforasecondandmaybeIshould

invitehim tosleeponmybedsincenowhecan,”her

facefallsandnowit’smytimetolaughevenharder.

Iam drivingustomyhousenow,atlastthedayis

overandwegettorelax.Itwassuchanunplanned

tripthatshedidn’thaveanythingtowearforthe

funeralandwehadtogoshoppingforadress.And

unlikemostgirls,shetookthefirstblackdressthat

shesawandfittedher.Thesamewiththebasic

cosmetics,shemadeitlookeasylikeshehaddone

itbeforeandwhenIaskedshesaid,“itisnotabout

thequality,it’sabouthavingit.”Iwastakenbythose

wordsbecauseitshowswhatkindofapersonsheis.

SameasZobuhle,bothofthem justamazemewith



howmuchtheyaredowntoearth,maturedand

loving–don’tforgetun-judgemental.

“ThankGod,finallywearehome.”Shegetsoutof

thecarandIfollowher.

“Didyoujustcallit‘home’?”Iclosemydoorandlock

thecar.

Shelooksatmewiththosebigeyes,Idon’tthinkshe

realisedit.“Uhyeah,it’syourhomesothatmakesit

mine,”shesaysmakingherwayinsidethehouse.

Shesaysitlikeitdoesn’tmeananythingbuttome

thatissomething–Imeansheseesahomethat

hasmeinit,Imeanhome-homeherhomelikeinthe

futurekindofhome.Youknowthehomebuiltbytwo

peoplewholoveeachother?–Ihaveconfusedyou

evenmoresolet’snotgetintoitfurtherthanthat

becauseImightconfusemyselfandlosethe



meaningofwhatshejustsaid.

“Simba,”Ilookatherandshebusyremovingher

shoes.“Doyouthinkhediedbecauseitwashis

day?”

“Whatdoyoumean?”IremovethejacketIwas

wearing,threwitontopofthebedandstepped

closertoher.

“Imeanmaybeitwasn'tahijack‘thatwentwrong’

maybesomeonewantedhim dead,”shesaysand

putsherhandsonmyarms.

TrustmeIneverthoughtofitlikethat,Ididn’teven

knowDinganihadenemiesthatwouldwanttokill

him.Yes,hewasgood–goodatwhathedidbutit

wasn’tthatdeepandifhehadsomethingthat

worriedhim thenhewould'vetoldme.Iam theone

whoshouldbeworriedsinceIstillhavethat



Nomaguguwoman’sthreatshangingovermyhead.

Maybehisfamilykilledhim forhisinsurancemoney,

youknowshowpeoplecangetcrazyovermoney

thatdoesn’tbelongtothem.

“Haveyoubeenlisteningtothosecousinsyouwere

cookingwithinthekitchen?”

“WellthatistheonlyinterestingthingtheysaidandI

alsogaveitsomethought–hisdeathwastoomuch

ofacoincidenceandfrom whatIheardfrom you

abouthim,hewasagoodmansomaybesomeone

sawitasareasontotakehim out.”

“Andgainwhatafterthat?”

“Idon’tknow,”sheshrugs.

“Ididn’tknowyouhaditinyoutoplaydetective,”I



smileandshehitsmeonthechest.

“Ha-haveryfunnySimba,continuelaughingatme,”

shetriestogetawayfrom mebutIputherin.

“Areyousulkingnow?”Iaskcopyingherpout,she

alwaysdoesthatwhenshedoesn'tgetherwaywith

me.“Doyouwantmetokissitbetter?”Ikissheron

thenoseandshesmiles.“Gettingbetteralready,

whereelseshouldIkissyou?”Ikissheronboth

cheeks,shesmileswider–Iwentdowntokissher

onherneckandshegiggles,shyingawayfrom me

butmyholdonherwaistwasfirm soshewasn’t

goinganywhere.

Anotherkissonherneck,thenonherjawlineandI

raisedmyheadtolookather.Thoseinnocenteyes,

thatmakemedrowninthem eachtimeIlookinto

them –wherehasshebeenallmylifebecausethis

ishowI’vealwayswantedtofeel.Thatexcitement

pumpinginsideme,thatadrenalinerushshegives



meeachtimeshegigglesandthewaymybody

heatsupunderhertouch.Ileancloserandtakeher

lips,andshekissesmeback.Iam soeagertohave

hercloserthansheisrightnow.Ipullhercloserto

mebutsheisnotcloseenough,herlipsaresosoft

againstmineandIwantmoreofher.Ikissher

harderandshemoansinsidemymouth.

Ipulledoutandshegaspsforair.

Itdoesn'ttakememorethanasecondtokissher

again,thistimewithmorehungeranditgetsintense

butshekeepsup.Herdressslidedowntoherankles

andherskinfeelssmoothundermyhands.Weboth

workonmyshirtandthattellsmeshewantsmeas

muchasIwanther.Shereachesthebedand

collapsesonit,layingonherback.ShegetsshyasI

lookatherandIgetontopofherbeforeshecould

thinkIam beingcreepybutwhocanblamemewhen

sheissobeautifulandIcanfeelmypartnerincrime

gettingmoreandmoreexcited.Ikissher,onherlips,



traileddowntoherneckasIunclippedherbraandI

raisedmyeyestolookdownonherbreathing

throughherpartedlips–beautiful.

“Umuhle,”Itellher.

“Thankyou,”shesaysandswallows.

Ismiledandwentintokissheragain.Herpanties

comeoutflyingwithherholdingherbreath,she

hasn’tsaidanythingnorstoppedmesowenton

downtocomefacetofacewithhersacredplace–I

pause.Ilookuptoherandherchestisheaving

already,Ilookatitagain–IknowIhaven'tseenall

vaginasofallthewomenouttherebutonethingI

knowisthattheyaren’tsupposetolooklikethis.

SheclosesherlegsfasterthanIcouldblink.Iwent

uptoherandtearswerewellinginhereyes.Idon’t

gettosayanythingbeforetheytrailoutofthecorner

ofhereyes.

“Inganathi?”



Uthando:TwentyThree

Inganathi

Thesilenceinthisroom isgettingheavyonme.I

canhearpeopletalkingoutsidebuttheroom weare

inisquiet,heislookingaheadtotheemptychairin

frontofus–wearewaitingforDrBoyeswhoisa

Gynaecologistandweareherebecauseheinsisted.

AfterwhathappenedlastnightIdon’tthinkIwant

anyoneelsetolookdownthere,Iam alreadyself-

consciousaboutmybodysoIdon’tneedtofeel

worsethanIalreadyfeel.Hewasclearlyscaredoff

byhowitlooked,Icouldtellbythelookonhisface

thathewasalreadyjudgingme–Idon’tknowhowit

looksbecauseIhaveneverbotheredtolookbuthis

facetoldmethatitisbad.

Whateverhehadstarted,wedidn’tfinishitbecauseI

wasnolongerinthemoodandhewasclearlyoverit

too.Ievensleptintheguestbedroom butIdon’t



thinkIsleptbecauseIcriedforhoursandthenext

thingIfeltwasataponmyshoulder.Ilookedupand

hewaslookingdownonme,thenhesaid,“getup

andgetready–wearegoingtoseeadoctor.”It

wasn’tupfordiscussionandheleftmetogetready.

Aftergettingready,Itriedarguingbutheheardnone

ofitandbecauseIdidn’twanttobedraggedoutof

thehouse,Ifinallygaveinandnowwearehere.I

don’tknowhowtofeelbutanxietyoverweighsallthe

emotionsIam feeling.SuddenlyIregretcominghere,

ifIdidn’tcomethennoneofthiswould'vehappened.

Thedooropensandawhitemiddle-agedwoman

walksin,IguessthatisDrBoyes,Idon’tknowhow

tofeelwithherbeingfemale,maybeamaledoctor

would'vebeenbetterbutSimbongawasalso

horrifiedbyitsoIdon’tthinkitmakesmuchofa

differenceifthedoctorismaleorfemale.Butthe

thoughtofhavingafemalelookingatmedownthere

givesmecreeps,Ihadafemaletouchingmedown

thereandlookwhereIendedup.IknowSimbonga

wouldn'thavehurtmesothat’swhyapartofme



prefersamaledoctorrightnow.

“WhatcanIdotohelpyou?”sheasksafterwehave

exchangedgreetings.Shehasawarm,welcoming

smilebutthatdoesn'tmakemerelax,notbyonebit.

Simbongashiftsonhischairandlooksatme,Idon’t

knowwhyweareheresohedoesn'thavetolookat

me–hebetterstartexplaininghimselfastowhywe

arehere.

“Somethinghappened,”hesayslookingatmeand

notatthedoctorinfrontofhim whoistheone

waitingforananswerbutheturnstoherbefore

continuing,“Idon’tknowwhatitisbutsomethingis

definitelynotright.”

“Okay,”sherepliesclearlywantingtoknowmore

detailsbeforewegoon,Idon’tknowwhyheis

mumblingwhenhecouldjustsayit.



Weremainsilentforamomentortwo.

“Hervaginaisscarred–thereIsaidit!”hesighs

sharplyandmyheartskipsabeat.

ThedoctorislookingatmenowlikeI’daddanything

onwhathehasjustsaidbutIhavenothingtosay

becauseIdidn’tknow.Andafterafewseconds,she

nodsmoretoherselfthantous.Idon’tknowhowto

feelbutmyheartachesandIfeellikecryingbutI

fightmytearsback.ShetellsSimbongatoexcuse

usandweareleftalone–Ican’tlookather,thisis

soembarrassing.“Letmehavealookthenwecan

goonfrom there,”IhearhersayandInodabsently.I

couldopenmylegsforNomaguguandforhim soI

canopenthem forhertoo.ShetouchesmeandIget

awayfrom hertouch,“Iam notheretohurtyou,Iwill

onlylook.”Inodagainandshedisappearsin

betweenmylegs.



Idon’tholdbackthetearsnow,Ijustletthem flow

freelyandafterafewminutesshesayssheisdone,

andIcoulddressup.Itfeltlikeadayandhalfwhen

itwasjustafewminutes.Shedisposesthegloves,

goestoherdeskandstartswritingsomethingdown.

OnceIwasdone,Iwenttoherdeskandshestood

uptocallSimbongaaftercheckingwithmeifI

wantedhim thereornot;heistheonewhobrought

usheresoyeahIwantedhim there.Eventhoughit

mightnotfeellikeit,butIknowthathemeanswell

thoughIam angryIdon’tknowifit'sathim,atmeor

atsomeoneelse.

“Youwereright,”shesayslookingatSimbonga.“Her

vulvalooksscarredandhervaginalcanaltissues

havealsosufferedthesametrauma.”

Idropmyeyesandstartedfiddlingwithmyfingers,I

can’tlookuporstopthetearsfrom flowingoutof

myeyes.



“Whathappened?”

“Idon’tknowdoctorbutIswearIhavenevertouched

her,weweregoinggetintoitlastnightandthatis

whenIcameacross–this.”

“Inganathi?”IhearhercallmynamebutIcan’tlook

up,notnow.“I’dhavesaidyourboyfriendheremight

havepenetratedyoutooroughandcausedthe

tearingbutthatisnotthecasesothere’sonlyone

otherthingthatremains–haveyoubeenrapedor

someoneforcedyoutodosomethingyoudidn’t

wanttodo?”sheasks,calmly.

Ikeepmyheaddownasmoretearsfellouttomy

handsandtomylap.Simbongatookmyhand,

squeezeditandIsniffledbutstilldidn’tsayanything.

“Whenyouarereadytotalk,hereisthenumberof

ourhighlyrecommendedtherapistandyoucancall



inatanytimeoftheday.”Idon’tgettoevenseethe

cardbutSimbongatookitfrom herandthankedher.

WeleaveaftershegaveusaprescriptionofwhatI

shouldapplydowntheretogetridofthescars.It

wasn'tpainfulsoIdidn'tevenknowtheywerethere.

Simbongadrivesinsilencetothepharmacy–whatI

thoughtwouldbeaperfectgetawayhasturnedout

tobeahorrorexperience.Thisvaginaseemsto

bringmemoreheartachethanlifeeverdid.It’slikeit

carriessomesortofcursebecauseevenNomagugu

couldn'tstayawayfrom it,shecalleditsweet,a

honeypotthatshekeptdippingherdildoinandthe

biggerthebetter.She’dshoveitasfarasshe

wantedittogoandnotasfarasitsupposeto–tear

ornotear–she’dcomebackformore.

Thatpainsheputmethroughmademeresenther,I

evenstartedhatinghavingthatfrontholebutI

couldn'tgetridofitanditwasanotherthingthat

keptmeintheAcademyforthislongsoIguessI



needittoguaranteemyplaceintheteam.Hedrives

straighttothehouseafterstoppingatthepharmacy

andIdidn’tbothertogowithhim,healsodidn’t

forcemeto.IwishIcouldscrubitoff,getridofthe

painandtheimagesofthoseeventsfrom myhead.I

feelsuffocated,likethere’stoolittleroom thatcan

fillsomuchthatisgoingoninmymind.Thepainat

thethoughtthatIam damagedisunbearable.He

parksonthedrivewayandIgetoutofthecar,

headinginsidethehouse.

“Iam sorry,”hesayscomingtositnexttomeonthe

sofa.“Ireallydidn’tmeantotalklikethatoractout

likethat,it’sjustthatIwasshockedbecauseIhave

neverseenanythinglikethat.”

Idon’treplynorlookathim.Forthelastfew

seconds,myeyeswentdrysoIdon’thaveanymore

tearstocry–maybemybodyisstillrechargingand

thedayhasn’tendedsoIknowIwillcrysomemore.



“Canwepleasetalkaboutthis?”hesoundssincere,

verysoftanddaring.“Pleasetalktome,Iwon’tjudge

youorthinklessofyou,youwillstillbethesame

InganathiImetandknow.”Hetakesmyhandinto

hisandsays,“Wereyoureallyraped?”

Ifeelangerbrewinginsidemeatthementionofthat

word,“don’tyougetit?!”Isnap,standinguptomy

feetandheshootsuptostandaswell.“Awoman

can’trapeanotherwoman!”Isayandhegasps;and

thatiswhenIrealisedIhadalreadysaidtoomuch.

Irantoandupthestairs,downthepassageandinto

theguestbedroom thatIhadoccupiedthenight

before.Iturnedthekeytolockthedoorandatthat

momenthestartedknocking.Isteppedbackwith

tearsrunningdownmyface–mybodyhasfully

chargedandIcouldcrytillthenextdaysinceIhave

startedalready.Heturnsthehandleandrealised

thatIhavelockedthedoorthenhestartedbanging

onit,“Inganathi,”hecalledoutbutIdidn’treply.I



reverseduntilthebackofmylegstouchedtheedge

ofthebedandIcollapsedonit.“Pleaseletmein

anddon’tshutmeout,”hesaidquietly.

Icryforawhile,sobbingandclingingontomychest

asIfeltitclosingin.“Inganathi,”heisstillthere.Isat

thereandtookdeepbreaths.Mylegsfeelheavy,

weakandtheyaretremblingasIputonefootin

frontoftheother,walkingtowardsthedoor.Iturn

thekeyandthedooropensbeforeIcouldreachfor

thehandle.Hepullsmetohischestandholdsme

reallytightlikehislifedependedonit.Ijustletitout

andcriedonhischest,inhisarms.“That'sitcryitall

outanddon’tworry–sheisgoingtopayforthis,”he

saysandIknowthathemeantit.



Uthando:TwentyFour

Simbonga

BeforewegotontheroadleadingtoDurban,I

decidedtodrivetoTina’sofficeandshewasgladto

maketimeforus.IknowDrBoyeshad

recommendedanothertherapistforInganathibutI

haveknownTinafortwoyearsnowandwearenot

hereforInganathibutforme.Inganathisuggested

thatshe’dwaitoutsidewhileIwentinsidebutI

wasn’tgoingtodothisalone,shehadtobethereso

Idraggedherinsidetheofficewithme.Wesatdown

onthecouchacrossTina,Ihadalreadybriefedher

aboutthereasonwhyIwantedhertomaketimefor

thissessionandshewashappytoholdmyhand

throughit.

“ThereasonwhyIam inDurbanisfortherapeutic

reasons,everythingthatIhavebeendoingthatside

ispartoftherapy,”Isaidandinvoluntarilypointedto



Tina.

Inganathishiftsonherseatandremainedquietfora

moment.

“SoIam alsopartofyourhealingprocess?”she

looksbetweenmeandTina.

Idon’tgetwhatshemeantatfirstbutitquickly

clicksafterafewseconds.

“No,noyou’renot.Youarepartofmylife.”Itakeher

handandplacedourentwinedhandsonmylap.

“Whydoyouattendtherapyinthefirstplace?”

IraisedmyeyestoTinabutsheremainedquiet.

Yeah,Isaidshe’dholdmyhandandnotthatshe’d



dothetalkingformebutthisisharderthanIthought.

OpeningupaboutthisishardbutIhavetodoit.She

isalsohavingahardtimeatopeningaboutwhat

happenedtoher,shehasn’ttoldmeanythingabout

whovictimizedherorhowlongithasbeengoingon.

Iknowthatitisawomanandmymindhasalready

pointedtoonepersonthatIknowwouldbecapable

ofsuch.Thethoughtofher,justmakesmecringe

andIam veryangrybutthatisnotimportantright

now.IwanttoshowInganathithattalkinghelps,I

am heretohelpandshemustknowthatsheisnot

alone.

“I-Iwas...raped,”Iinhaledsharply.“Iwasfirst

assaultedbymycoachat11yearsoldandthen

anotheronerapedmeat15,notoncebuttwice.”I

exhaledjustassharpasIhadinhaled.

Theroom fallssilentandtheairbecomesthick.She

hasn’tyankedherhandoffmineandatthethought

thatshetightenshergriponmyhand.Iturnedto



lookatherandshehadtearyeyes.Sheisworking

reallyhardtofightbackhertears,sheshakesher

headandsniffles.

“Tinahasbeenhelpingmesincethetraumagotout

ofhand,”IlookeduptoTinabeforeIcontinued,“I

couldn’tlookatKwandoformorethan2minute

withoutgettingaboner.Itjusthappenedinvoluntary

notthatIwasfantasizingabouthim orfeltsexually

attractedtohim butmybodyjusthadamindofits

own.”

“Had?”sheaskswitharaspyvoiceandtears

streamingdownherface.Tinahandsmeaboxof

tissuesandIpassittoInganathi.

“Ihaven'tseenhim inthemonthsIhavespentaway

from homesoIdon’tknowhowmybodywould

reactifIam aroundhim again.”



“Sothatexplainswhyyoutwoarenotcloseorhave

a‘normal’fatherandsonrelationship?”

“Yes,”Inodtoherandsheblowshernose.

“Youcouldcallitafather-sonincestthoughwith

Simbongaitiscausedbyhistraumaticexperience

whenhewasgrowingupanditisnotadesiretobe

sexuallyintimatewithhisson,”Tinaspeaksupand

continuestoexplain.“Traumacanleadustoactin

differentwaysfrom otherpeopleevenifwe

experiencethesametraumaticexperience–justlike

forexamplewhenthetraumacouldaffectyounow

butwithSimbongaitcouldbelaterinlike10ormore

yearslater–wearealldifferent.WhatSimbongadid

wasanhonourablethingtodobecausebasedonthe

stats,father-sonincestaretheleastreported

incidentsandSimbongacameherebeforehecould

incestuouslyabusehisson.”

Inganathiisstilllookingatmewithtearyeyes,itisa



lottotakeingivenwhatshewentthroughaswell

butIam gladIgotthroughwithitandnowshe

knowsthatIunderstandhowshefeelsmorethan

anyonebecauseIhavebeeninhershoesandtheyfit

perfectlybecausewewerebothassaultedbypeople

wetrusted.Thepeoplewelookeduptoandwere

supposedtoprotectus.Theyusedtheirpower

againstusandnotoncedidtheythinkhowtheir

actionswouldaffectus–thatisjusthowselfish

theyare.Irememberthatdaylikeitwasyesterday

butIam surehedoesn’trememberandhasmoved

ontothenextormoreboystovictimize.

Icouldn'tmakeanyofthetwomenwhomolested

mepaybutIsuredowantInganathitogetjustice–

shedeservesitandsoistherestofeveryonewho

fellvictim ofthethousandperpetratorswelivewith.

ShetoldmeeverythingonourwaybacktoDurban,

meinsistingweseeTinahelpedbecauseshewas

abletoopenuptomeafterthatandweusedthose

hoursdrivingbacktalkingaboutherexperience–

whatsickensmethemostisthefactthatSHEbroke



hervirginity!Thatnearlypushedmeovertheedge,I

couldn'tevendriveandIneededafullgoodhourto

calm down.IfshewerethereIwould'vekilledher!I

wanthertopaythough,Iwanthertofeelexactly

whatshemadeInganathifeelduringthosetimes

shemolestedherandthatiswhyweareherein

frontofthepolicestation.

Wehavejustfiledthecaseandtomysurprisethe

officerwhoattendedtouswasratherhelpful,he

didn'tridiculeusoranythinglikethatandtheyhave

alreadysentoutateam totakeNomaguguinfor

questioning.DrBoyeshelpedusalotbygivinga

copyoftheexaminationresultsafterweconsulted

herandshewashappytolearnthatInganathifinally

spokeupandweopenedacaseagainstthat

monster.NowIgetwhysheheldherselfsohighly

bothinandoutsidethefieldorthefactthatshewas

overprotectiveoverherteam thoughIdon’t

understandifshewasafraidthatthey’dtellonheror

they’dleaveherforsomething‘better’.Thewhole

ideaofthatwoman’sexistencejustmakesmesick.



Wewaitedtoseehercomein,Ihavetolookatherin

theeyewhenshegetsinsidethestation–

handcuffed!ShehastoknowthatsheisnotGod,

neverhaveandneverwillbe.Icatchaglimpseofa

familiarfaceonthesidemirrorandIquicklygetout

ofthecar,Inganathifollowsafterme.Itisherbut

sheisnotinhandcuffs.Ifeelangerbrewinginside

meatthesightofherface,sheturnstolook

towardsmydirectionandshelooksjustasangry.

“Whyisshenotinhandcuffs?”Iasktheofficerwho

isbehindher.

“Youshouldgoandplaywithyourpeersboy,hetoo

isundermypayrollandangekeazwengawe,”she

looksatmelikesheisreadytospitonmyfacebut

thatfacequicklydisappearsandsheislookingover

myshouldernow.“Ihavealwaysknownyouhad

youreyesonmygirlsMasukuandwenaitdidn’ttake

youasecondtoopenyourlegsforhim?!”she



directsthelastparttoInganathiwhoisstanding

behindme.

“Don'tpissmeoffmorethanIam Nomagugu.Not

everyoneislikeyou!”

“Ohboyyoudon’tknowwhatyouhavegotten

yourselfinto,”sheshakesher,scanningmefrom top

tobottom thentothetopagain.

“Unlikehim –“Ipointtotheofficerwhoshewas

unafraidtosaywasonherpayrollandhetoodidn’t

botherdenyingit,“–Iam notafraidofyou.”Isay

takingafewstepstowardsherandIfeelInganathi’s

handspullingmeback.

“Ncncncyoushouldbescaredboy,thisismy

territoryandIwillbedrivingoutbeforeyoucould

reverseoutofthatparkingspot.”



Ichucklebitterlyandtookanothersteptowardsher,

Inganathiworkstwiceashardtopullbeback,“your

dayhascomemagogoandonceyoustepinsidethat

doorthere’snowayyouarecomingoutscot-free–I

madesureofthat!”Ipointtoherfacewithsomuch

angerlikeIwasgoingtopunchher.

“Simbonga,”hersweetvoicecallsoutbehindmeas

shepullsmeback.Idon’tthinksheshouldbecauseI

wanttokillthiswomanthenI’dsleepwellknowing

thattheworldisonelessofamolesterthatisnot

evenapologeticforruiningotherpeople'slives–she

deservestogotohellandthepolicecellwillprovide

morecomfortthanshedeserves.

“Theyarewaitingforusinside,”theofficerpullsher

tothesidebutsheisnotdonetalking.

“Don'tthinkthisisoverSimbongaMasuku,oncethis

isoverIam comingforyouandeverythingthatyou

have–makemywords–youaregoingtopayfor



this,”shesaysthatandtheofficerpullshertothe

entranceofthepolicestationandInganathipullsme

tothecar.

•

•

•

Inganathi

Isigh,sittingontopofmybed.Whoknewthatit’d

takejustonetriptoJoburgformylifetotakesucha

hugeturn?IttooksomanyturnsIdon’tevenknow

whereIam going.Ilookaroundthesmallroom that

hastwosinglebedsandIrememberthefirstdayI

camehere.Thewarm welcomeIgotfrom

Nomagugu,notknowingthatsheisawolfina

sheep’sclothingandthenanotherwarm welcomeI

gotfrom Nozipho.Iwasverycautiouswithher

becauseIdidn’twanttogettooattachedtoherthen



onedayIwakeupandsheisgone.Butastimewent

byIletmyguarddownandlearntmoreabouther

andherintentionsforourrelationship–Ifounda

sisterinher.

ThedooropensandIjump,thinkingthatImightbe

relivingthehorroragainwhichwastoosoon

consideringwheresheisrightnowbutitisnother,it

isNozipho.Iam surprisedandshockedtoseeher

herebecausesheissupposedtohavegonehome

already.

“Youareback,”shesays,walkingfurtherintothe

room.SheisdrenchedinsweatandIguesscorrectly

thatshehadbeenoutforherafternoonjog–sheis

afitfanaticandshenevergetstiredevenIcan’tkeep

upwithher.

“Yeah,”Isayinalowtone.“Whyareyoustillhere?”I

ask.TheAcademyisliterallyemptysinceeveryone

hasgonehome,Ionlysawthecleanersinthehalls



andnowher,andIam gladitisthisemptybecause

itwould’vebeenabigthingnowifthegirlswerehere

whenthepolicecametogetNomagugu.

“Iam leavingtomorrow,IhadtoseeyoubeforeIgo

soyou’dfillmeinonwhatexactlyyouwerethinking

whenyouleftforJohannesburgwithoutevena

toothbrush.”Shesitsonherbedandlooksatme.

“Weareleavingtomorrowsoyoubetterstarttalking

girl,”shesayswithsomuchurgency.

“Iam notleaving,”Idropmyeyestomyhands.

“Why?”

ShouldItellher?Butsheismorethanafriendand

shewillfindoutaboutitanywayso...

“Nomaguguhasbeenarrested.”Theytookherinfor



questioningbutitasamedifferenceasbeing

arrested,sheinthepolicestationangisho.

“What?”sheisonherfeetinseconds.“Wait...howdo

youknowandwhydoyoulooksoguiltyInganathi

Obennebo?”sheasks,walkingtowardsmeandI

lookuptoheralreadyfeelingthetearsfillingmy

eyes.

“Heknows,”Iburstintotearsandsherushestomy

side.“Heknowswhatshedidtome,tousandhegot

metoopenacaseagainsther.”Isayandshepulls

meinforasidehug.

Shecomfortsmewithoutsayingaword,Idon’t

knowifshe’sangryornotthatItoldSimbongaabout

whatwewentthroughbutIdon’tregretitandifshe

isangrythenthatisherproblem.ForalongtimeI

thoughtwhatshedidtomewasjustsomething

morethanpunishmentconsideringthepainandthat

nooneeverdidsomethinglikethattomebeforebut



Ihaveneverconsidereditasrape.Sheisawoman

soshecouldn'thaverapedme–awomancan’trape

anotherwoman–thatisthestigmaIgrewupwith,

notknowingthatIwasbeingledtobelieving

nonsense.I’dhavediedinsilence,causedbythat

kindofabusebecausethesocietysaidsuchdoesn't

existandifithappenedthenitisnotwhatyouthink

itis–Irepeat,itdoesn’texist,justlikehowthey

havesaidamancannotberapedorafemalecan’t

rapeaman.

IhearhersniffleandIlookuptomeethertearyeyes.

Ihughertightlyandwecryineachother’sarms.We

havekilledtheworldwithourownhands,wehave

noonetoblamebutourselves.Peoplemustalways

rememberthat,justbecauseithasnothappenedto

youorsomeoneclosetoyouthenthatdoesn’tmean

itisnothappening.

“Shewassweet,shemademanypromisestome–

manythatshehasfulfilledandsomethatsheisyet



tofulfil.WhenIquestionedherorwhenIsaidno,she

saidsheisawomanofpower,sheknowspeople

whoknowpeoplewhohaveafriendthatwon’t

hesitatetotakemeoutifIopenmymouthandtell

anyoneaboutwhathappenedbetweenus,”she

snifflesandshiftsabitbeforeshecontinued,“at

firstitwasbad,likeyourkindofbadbutastime

wentonIchosetoacceptitbecauseevenifI

wantedtotellonherwhowould'vebeenwillingto

listentome.Sheisawomansosheisnotcapable

ofmolestinganotherpersonletaloneanother

woman.”

Ishiftfrom her,gettingoutofherarmssoIcanlook

ather.Shewipeshertearsawaywithbothhands

andexhales.

“TherewasthisconstantfearinmeeverytimeI

thoughtofspeakingoutbutIwasmoreashamed.

ThenIfoundoutthatshedidittoyoutoo,”she

burstsintotearsagain,“IthoughtIwasprotecting



youwhenIsaiddon’ttellSimbongaaboutit.I

thought–”

“Shhh,”Isaid,pullinghertomychestandembraced

her.

“IthurtsInganathiandit'snotphysicalpain,ithurts

from within.Imean...”sheraisesherheadsoshe

canlookatme,“...whyme?Whyyouorthenextgirl

andwhydidshedoitinthefirstplace?Wasitso

importanttohertomakeusmorevulnerablethan

wewere,tocontroluslikewearemeretoyswithno

feelingsanduseussoshe’dreachherpeakof

pleasure?”shedoesn’tholdbackanyofhertears,

sheletsthem rundownhercheekslikeshehasbeen

longingtodothis,toventasmuchandloudasshe

wishedwithoutfeelingashamedorafraid.

Ireallydon’tknowwhatNomagugu’sreasonswere

butshedeservestobeinthathellholeandIwish

hernothingbuttheworst.



“Ihateher,”shesays,wipinghernosewiththeback

ofherhand.

“Ihatehertoo.”



Uthando:TwentyFive

Nomagugu

Thewardercomestotheholdingcell,“Nomagugu

Mthethwa,youhaveavisitor,”heannouncesandthe

ladyofthemomentstandsupandwalkstothegate.

There’snothingmorethatshehatesthanbeing

treatedliketherestofthepeoplewhensheshould

beaddressedwithrespect.Shedidn’tevengetbail

becauseInganathiwasn’ttheonlyonewhoopeneda

caseofassaultagainsther,therearemorepeople

whohavecomeforward–nonamesweregivenbut

thedetectivehandlingthecasetoldherinherface

thattheyhaveenoughevidencetokeepherinhere

forthelongesttime.Shecouldn'tbribehim because

heisnewatthestationandyoucouldsmellhis

determinationanddedicationtohisjobfivemetres

awayfrom him.Itstinkslikeadeadfish.

Eventherestoftheofficershavelostrespectforher,



likethiswarderwhoispullingheroutofthecelllike

therewasnoeventinthislifetimewherehebowed

toher,mouthing‘bosslady’or‘Gabadiya’.Shelooks

athim andclickshertongue–herimageand

reputationamountstonothinginthishole.She

betterfindawaytogetoutofthisplacebeforeshe

losesherselfaswell,itisgoodthattheother

inmatesknowtheirplacebutitwon’tstaylikethatif

thechargesstickandshe’dbetransferredtoamore

cruelplacewherepeoplelikeherdon’tcomeout

aliveandifsheisluckyenoughshe’dcomeoutas

anemptyshell,thecellwouldbecomeabetterplace

thantostepoutsideandgobacktothelifeshewas

usedtoknow.

Sheissurprisedtolearnthatthewarderisnot

leadinghertothevisitors’hallbutoutsidethe

buildingthroughthebackdoor.Shehasn’treceived

anyvisitorsuntilnowandit’snotlikeshecanexpect

anyonetocomevisither.Herassociatesare

probablythinkingitisbesttheyplayfarawayfrom

hersinceshe’dtainttheirreputations,notknowing



thattheyhavetheirownskeletonsburieddeep

insidetheirclosetsbutiftheyweretobeuncovered,

aprisoncellwouldbeasmallpricetopay.They

walkpasttheparkinglotandtoasecludedareathat

peopledon’tgettoseeunlesstheyarelookingforit

inparticular.Therestandsaman,heisfacingthe

otherwaybutatthesoundoffootstepsapproaching,

heturnstolookbackandNomagugu’slipscurlinto

asmile.

“Myman,”shesayssoundingimpressedbywhathe

justpulledoff.Righthereandrightnowtheycould

jumpthefenceandnoonewouldknow.Who

would'veknownthathe’dcomethroughforherin

toughtimeslikethis?

Shestepscloser,themanpuffshiscigaretteand

throwsawaywhatisleftofit.Henodstothewarder,

“Youcanleaveherwithmeanddon’tworryIwon’t

allowhertojumpthefence,”hemouthsand

Nomagugu’sfacefalls.Thewarderleavesthem and



disappearsaroundthecornertheyjustcamefrom

afterthemanhadtoldhim tocheckthecoastand

alertthem ifneeded.

“Youareinsomedeepshit.Howthehelldidyouget

here?”themanasks,lookingdirectlyather.Shewas

inhandcuffsandshelookednothinglikethe

Nomaguguhemet.Thewomanhemetwouldn'tbe

heretobeginningwith,shewouldn'tevengotasfar

ascominginforquestioning–shewassupposedto

talkitoutwiththedetectivehandlingthecaseand

he’dhavethrowthedamnfileintothebin,burnitor

betteryet,eatitforsupper.Thisisthelastthinghe

expectedtosee,shelooksweak!

“Lies.Youknowme,Idon’tdoshitlikethat–Iwas

framedandthatboySimbongaisinittoo,”shehuffs

andmakessurethatshedoesn'tmakeeyecontact

withhim atallcosts.Hemaybeyoungbutheis

muchmorecapableofworsethingsthatshecan

neverthinkofdoing–heisaheartlessbastard.



“Thereisalotofevidenceagainstyouanditdoesn't

looklikeit’sbasedonlies–istheresomethingyou

wanttotellme?”

Shelooksuptohim andchucklesbitterly,“Don't

patroniseme,ItoldIknownothingaboutit.He

probablypaidthem goodmoneyandfilledtheir

headswiththisnonsense.Ifthereisanyonewho

shouldbehere–it’shim,Iam awomanandhowthe

hellwouldIrapethosegirls?”

“Youtellme,”hesaysstilllookingatherwith

suspicion.Heknowsthatsheislying.Nomagugu

clickshertongueandattemptstoleavebuthepulls

herback.“Fine.Ibelieveyou.It’sjust...youknowhow

Ifeelaboutpeopleexploitingotherpeopleandone

ofthosegirlscould’vebeenmysister,”heargues,

tryingtojustifyhisactions.

“Wellitisnotonme,”sheshrugshishandoffher

arm.



“Iknow.”

“Ican’twaittogetoutofthisplaceandputanendto

thisnonsense.”

“YoubetternotbethinkingofwhatIthinkyouare

thinkingbecauseyouknowverywellthatIdon’t

wanthim dead.Ifanything,Iwanthim tosuffer–get

ridofeveryonethatisapillartohim,onebyoneand

soonhewillfallonhisknees,beggingmeformercy

–hemessedupmylifeandIam goingtomessup

hisbuthewon’tbeluckythistimebecauseIplanto

destroyhim.”Hesoundsangryasmuchashelooks.

There’salotofhistorybetweenhim andSimbonga

buteventilltothisdayNomagugustilldoesn’tknow

thereasonbehindhisangerorvengeance.

“Youarealltalkandnoaction,”shesaysandsucks

throughherteeth.Heisalwayspreachingthesame

verse,“Iwanthim tosuffer,Iwanthim tosuffer”but

Simbongaisouttheresippingoncocktails,



celebratingherdownfall.

“IfIam alltalkandnoactionthenwhereisDingani

Mavuso?”Nomagugushootshereyestohim andhe

issmirking.

“Noyoudidn't,”shegaspsandhedoesn'treplybut

insteadhelaughsoutloud.“Yousickbastard,”she

kickshim ontheleg,herhandsarebehindherback

sothere’snowaytheycouldhighfiveatthis.Sohe

istheonewhokilledDingani?

“Don'teverunderestimatemeandthatwasnothing

comparedtowhatIwanttodotohim.”Heisaman

withaplan,shecanseeitandifshestickswithhim,

hecouldavengeforbothofthem andthere’s

nothingmorethatsheisyearningtoseethan

Simbongagettingwhathedeserves.Shesawitthe

firstdaytheymetthathewastroubleandhewas

outtodothemost;andhehasdoneitbutisondo

liyajikajika–tomorrowwillbehisday.



“Youdidn'ttellmeyouwereoutofrehab,”shesays

eyeinghim.Hehaslostalotofweight,thatthing

nearlykilledhim andhiscareerisinshambles

becauseofthatpowderhewasstuffinginhisnose

everysecondthingsdidn’tgohiswayanditwas

literallyeverysecondbecauseSimbonga’ssuccess

waslikeathorninhisbutt.AndSimbongawastoo

good,hetookeveryopportunitythatwasinfrontof

him withoutthinkingtwiceandwhateverhetouched

turnedtogold–andhim ontheotherhand,henever

gotpasttoplayingforthenationalteam.

“Ithasn’tbeenforlong,”heislookingaheadandthe

thoughtofthatplacejustmakeshim cringe.“Heis

seriouslygoingtopayforthattoo,”hepausefora

secondbeforecontinuing,“yousaidheistheone

whoshouldbehere–howmuchdoyouknow?”he

asks,turningtolookather.

“Iknowjustagirlthatwillbewillingtotalkin

exchangeforanorgasm andagoodbagofcash.”

Shesmirksandhenods.



•

•

•

Simbonga

Ifeelwellrested,Ievenoversleptthatisjusthow

muchIenjoyedmysleepandIam lookingforwardto

today'sday.Ihaven’tfeltsomuchaliveinalong

time,Idon’tknowwhatmyinstinctistellingmebutI

am definitelylookingforwardtosomething–good

orbad–Iwanttoseeit.Igotoutofbedandheaded

totheshowerreallyquick.Thingsaregoingjustthe

wayIwantedthem sinceNomaguguwasdeniedbail,

Iwon’tthankthejusticesystem justyetbecauseshe

isnotdeclaredguiltyasyetandsheisnotsentenced

butthereisnowaysheisgoingtogetoutofthis.I

meanherwholeteam arehervictimsandeachone

ofthem openedacaseagainsther.Worsethe



#metooandthe#Nomagugumustfallistrendingon

socialmedia,andthesoccercommitteewants

nothingtodowithher.

TheyevenclosedtheAcademy–thatisjusthow

badthingsarelookingforherbutIwon’tcountmy

chicksbeforetheyhatch–Iwanttoseethisthrough,

whensheisfinallythrowninherdesignatedcellthen

onlythenwouldIcelebrateherdownfall.Knowing

thekindofinfluenceshehas,themoneyshehas

andeveryonehastheirpricesoshemightjustpay

herwayoutofthisandIdon’tthinkshe’dmind

leavingjailwithnocentinherpockets–she’ddo

anythingtogetoutofthere.Aftergettingdressed,I

descendeddownthestairswithmyphoneinmy

handanditringsjustasIenterthekitchen.Itis

ZobuhlesoIanswerrealquick.

“Simbonga,”shebreathsinsharplybefore

continuing,“thisisbad,likereally-reallybad,”she

exhaleswithpanic.



“W-What?Issomethingwrong?”

“Theywrotesomethingaboutyouonsometabloid

online–Iam goingtosendyoualinkrightnow,”she

sayswithsomuchurgencyandshehangsupbefore

Icouldsayanythingtoreplytoher.

Andasquicklyasshesaidshe’dsendthelink,atext

comesthroughfrom herandIclickonthelink–

bang!‘Femalefootballplayersfallvictim insports’,

theyputapictureofmyteam onthearticleandthey

evenaddedashoulderlengthpictureofmeonthe

side–clearlytoshowtheirreaderswhoisthe

perpetratorthattheyarereportingaboutonthe

article.Theyhavewrittenalotofthingsaboutme,

myhistoryinsportwhichissomethingeveryone

knowsbuttheyputitinlightjusttopatronizeme

andwhatattractedmyattentionisthementionof

thatIam attendingtherapybecauseIwasraped

whenIwasstillanaspiringfootballplayer–itisnot

aliebuthowthehelldidtheygettheirhandsonthat



information?!Itgoesontosaythatthetherapyis

justafront,Iam notinahealingprocessbutIam

stillinsportforrevenge.

TheyalsosuspectthatbeinghereinDurban

coachingafemaleteam issomeploytogetmy

revenge–ifmycoachcouldrapemeandgetaway

withitthenwhywouldn'tIwanttodothesamething

tosomebodyelse.Itisalsoofaquestionable

coincidencethatIam coachingafemaleteam;

whereaplayerascriedvictim ofrapebynoneother

thanSimbongaMasuku,theydidn’tmentionaname

toprotecttheidentityofthevictim buttheevidence

theyhaveissubstantial.Ican’tbelievethis!Theyare

pleadingwiththepolicedepartmenttoinvestigate

furtherintothismatterastheybelievethatthe

playerisn’ttheonlyone.Thisonetakesthelast

straw–IframedNomagugubecauseshewasgoing

toexposemeandsendinghertojailforthesame

crimeasminewasmywayofshuttingherup.

Whatthehell!



Idon’treadtherestofthenonsensetheywrote

there,Iam fumingwithangerandmyheartis

beatingfast–Iwanttokillsomeone.Whoisthe

victim anywaywhenI’venevertouchedanyone

inappropriately?Itakemycarkeysandleftthe

house.Otherreportershavestartedblowingmy

phone,probablywantingmetocommentorthey

wanttofishformorenewstoreporton.Thesoccer

committeewillbecallingsoontoo–“damnyou

Nomagugu!”Isay,hittingthesteeringwheelasI

drivetoKwaMashu.Whoeverthevictim is,they

bettersayittomyface–Ifeelbetrayed–thereis

nothingthathurtsthemostthanbeingfalsely

accusedofsomethingandrightnowIdon’teven

knowwhatIam goingtodo.

Iarriveatthefield,thewholeteam isalreadythere

andwehaveguests.Igetoutofmycarandthe

reportersarethefirstonestoruntome,theyare

flashingcamerasinmyface,screamingout

questionsatthesametimeandIshieldmyfacewith

myhands,runningtowardsmyoffice.Theyarelike



pests.IgettomyofficebutIdon’tgettoclosethe

doorbecausethegirlsarebehindme.Theofficeis

toosmallforallofustofitinsothefewthatcould

getin,gotin.Theydon’tlookangry,theylooksad

andtheyarelookingatmewitheyesfilledwithpity.

ZobuhleappearstoointhecrowdandhonestlyI

don’tknowwhattosay,thereportersareheretoo

rightatthebackpeeringinandwaitingtohearwhat

Iwillsay.

“Weknowyoudidn’tdoit,”Ishootmyeyesupto

them,Idon’tknowwhosaidbutthevoicecamefrom

thecrowdinfrontofme.Isigh,furiouslyrubbingmy

face.

“MrMasuku,wehavequestionsthatneedanswers!”

oneofthereportersshouts.

“Arereallyavictim ofrape?”anothershootstome

beforeIcouldanswerthefirstquestion.



“Areyouaperpetrator,sir?”

“Ladies,whatdoyouhavetosayaboutthe

allegationsagainstyourcoach?”

“Aretheaccusationstrue?”

“MrMasukudidyougetthisjoboutofmeritoryou

wereinitwiththelateDinganiMavusoinyourplan

togetrevengeagainstthesoccercommittee?”

“Isittruethatyoudon’thaveacertificatein

coachingbutyouarehere?”

Iexhalesharply.Thesequestionsaremakingme

dizzyandhoworwhichquestionwillIanswerfirst?I

wasrightaboutcallingthem pests.Theyarefighting

togettheirwaytothefrontofthecrowdnowandI

don’thaveenergyforthis.Ialsohavemyown



questionsandthisissomethingIdon’twanttodeal

withrightnow.WhereisDinganiwhenIneedhim?

“Theywon’tleaveuntilyouanswertheirquestionsor

atleastsaysomethingtoyourdefence,”Zobuhle

speaksupandtheyallnodinagreement.

Itookinanotherdeepbreathandsteppedtowards

them.TheyletmethroughbutbeforeIstepoutof

theofficeIrealisedsomething,“Zobuhle,whereis

Slindile?”



Uthando:TwentySix

Inganathi

WhentheyclosedtheAcademywehadnochoice

buttoleave.Icouldn'tgohome,notwhenIam

feelinglikethisandIdon’tknowhowI’dexplainthe

wholethingtomyparents,soNoziphotookmein.

Weareinherhome,inHibberdenerightdownthe

southcoastofKZN.Youcanseethebeachfrom

hereandno,it’snotoneofthosemodernsuburbs

it’sactuallyjustasmalltownfilledwithpeoplewho

areworkingreallyhardtogetthroughtheday.If

you’reposhthenyou’dcallthem poor.Weare

sharingherroom whichshewassharingwithher

cousinbutsinceIam herethecousinissleepingon

thecouch–the‘treattheguestspecial’tendencies

areonanotherlevelinthishousehold–sincefrom

thedayIcamehereIhaven’tevenwashedmyown

platebecauseNozipho’smotherwon’tletme.



“Youdon’thavetoleaveyouknowthatright?”she

tiltsherheaduptogetabetterviewofmeasIpack

someofmyclothesbackintomysuitcase.

“IknowbutSimbonganeedsmerightnow,”Isighas

IrememberwhatIreadonlinetheotherday.IfI

didn’tknowSimbongaIwould'vebelievedeverything

theywrotebecausewhoeverwroteitwasreally

creativeanddidn’tleaveaspaceforthereaderto

doubttheaccusations.

“Andyoumisshim,soit’dbelikehittingtwobirds

withonestone,huh?”shesays,wigglingher

eyebrowsandthenIknewshe’sthinkingabout

nonsenseagain.

“Iseeyouareactingcrazyagain,”Izipthesuitcase

andplaceditdownonthefloor.

IknowNozipho’smotherwillbesadtoseemeleave



butIthinkIhaveoverstayedmywelcomeeventhe

cousinisnotenjoyingsleepingonthecouch

anymore.Icouldseebythegrumpyfaceshegave

meeverymorninganditsnofunbecauseshehasto

wakeupearlytoo.From hereIam goingto

Simbonga’shouse,heofferedformetostaywith

him whenwewereevictedfrom theAcademybutI

saidno,italllookedsowrongtostaywithhim but

nowIam kindofforcedtobeclosertohim.Ican’t

imaginewhathemustbegoingthroughanditisno

doubtthatthiswholethingisoneofNomagugu’s

masterpieces.

“Itlookslikeyourboyfriendistrendingagain.”Ilook

uptoherandsheisscrollingonherphoneandI

heaveanothersighaskingmyself‘whatnow?’.

Icrawledonthebedtositbesidesherandshe

handsoverthephonetome.Itisapostunderthe

#metoothreadandthispersonsayssheisoneof

Simbonga’svictims.Shegoesontosaythathe



didn’tdoitoncebutrapidlyaftershehadtoldhim to

stop,shecouldn'tspeakoutbecauseSimbongais

seenasasaintintheoutsideworldandnoone

would’vebelievedher.Heisamonster,hedamaged

herandshewantsjustice–notonlyforherselfbut

foreveryothergirlthathadbeenvictimizedbyher

coach.Ithasbeenanightmareandatraumatic

experienceforher,sheadviseseveryonewhowas

molestedorassaultedtojoinhermovementand

openacaseagainstSimbonga–likeshehaddone!I

holdmybreathandwenttoviewherprofilephoto.I

knowherbecauseIhaveseenherfaceamongstthe

girlsofSimbonga’steam.

Howcansomeonebesodumbandpostsuchlies

aboutapersonwhodideverythingtolevelthem up,

opendoorsfornewopportunitiesforthem andbe

theirpillar–worsesheusedherrealprofile!

“IhavetogotoDurban–now!”Isay,throwingher

phoneonherlapandgotoutofthebedtoputonmy



shoes.

Itakemyslingbagandheadedtothedoor,thereis

nowayIam goingtotakethoseheavysuitcases

withmerightnow.Noziphorunsaftermeaskingme

howIam goingtogettoDurban,Idon’tknowandI

don'tcareevenifIhavetohikethensobeitbut

whatIknowisIwillgettoDurban.Nozipho’smother

isnotinthekitchenoranyotherpartsofthehouse

soIguessIwillhavetoleavewithoutseeingher.

Noziphoisfollowingmearoundlikesomesick

puppy.Mychestisheaving,Idon'tknowwhatto

thinkorwhatnottothinkbutIrefusetobelievethat

Simbongaiscapableofdoingthethingsshe

accusedhim of.IturnandIfindNoziphowithher

armsfoldedtoherchest–“Justbreatheokay!”she

signalstheurgencyofmetobreathewithherhands.

Iexhalesharplyandtearsjustwelledinsidemyeyes

–thisisallmyfault.Iopenmymouthtosay

somethingbutsheshushesmeandgoesonto



conversewithsomeoneonthephone.Sheasksthe

personiftheyaregoingtoDurban,obviouslythe

personsaidnoandsheasksthem totakemeto

Durbanthentheycontinuetoargueaboutthepetrol

moneybutfinallywhoeveritisgivesinafterNozipho

saidtheywill‘talk’.IthinkIknowwhatshemeansby

thatandItrytoobjectbutshesaysheisoneofher

exessoIdon’thavetoworryshewillhandlehim.I

don’tknowwhereI'dbeifitwasn’tforthisfemale

specieshere,wehugandIsteppedoutofthehouse

afterpromisingherthatIwillcallwhenIgetthere.

•••

Westartedathishousebuttherewasnoonethere

sohehadtobehere.Ithankedthedriverandtold

him thathecouldleave,Iwillbefinefrom hereon

andheleaves.HereallyhelpedmeIdon'tknow

whereI’dhavegottenthewingstoflyalltheway

here.WhenIwalkinsidethegateIrealisethatthey

havebeatmetoit–thereisapolicevanparkednext



tohiscarand...notheycan’tdothattohim.Onwhat

groundsattheyarrestinghim for?Irantowardsthe

vanandthepolicewerealreadypushinghim inside

withhishandscuffedbehindhisback.Andthere’s

someonescreamingforthepolicetostopthis

nonsenseandbythetimeIgettothevan,thedoors

areclosed–Icouldn'tevengettoseehim.The

personwhowasscreamingisZobuhle,sheputsher

handsoverherheadasthevandrivesawayfrom us

andIjustdowhatIdobest–cry.

“Wehavetoleave,wehavetogotothepolice

station–canyoudrive?”sheasks,lookingatme

andIshookmyheadno.Thatmakeshermore

frustratedandshecussesunderherbreath.IfIknew

thesituationwaslikethisthenIwouldhavetoldthat

guynottoleave.

Anoldcarparksjustnexttousandawomancomes

out,honestlyIwasexpectinganoldmanwithapot

bellyandanuglyfacetostepoutofthatcarandnot



her.Zobuhleturnstothecar,shelooksannoyedand

angryforasecondthenshestepsforwardtothe

woman.Iguesssheknowsherassheaddressesher

byherfirstname.

“Malindi,canyoutakeustothepolicestation?”she

askswithsomuchurgencyinhervoice,sheeven

forgottosay‘please’.

ThewomannodsandZobuhlesignalsformetoget

in.TheMalindiwomanwasflyingontheroad,I

fearedformylife–whatifthisthinglostitsbrakes

andflewofftothecarscomingfrom theopposite

direction?Iheldontighttomyseatanditwasby

God'sgracewegottothepolicestationstillinone

piece.Iam seriouslynotgettingintothatthingagain.

Werushinsidethestationandtheofficerwho

ZobuhlespoketosaidSimbongaisnotallowedany

visitorsyet.Nooneisallowedtoseehim besideshis

lawyerbutIam notleavinguntilIhaveseenhim,

Zobuhletooisn’tleaving.Isitonthebenchwhileshe



wenttospeaktothatMalindiwoman.Zobuhle’s

facehasn’tchanged,shestilllooksverymuchupset

andMalindiismakingthesituationfarmoreworse

bybeinghere.

MalindihandsZobuhleasmallbrownenvelopeafter

theyhaveexchangedafewwordsandsheopensit

tocheckwhatisinside.Noonebesidesmeispaying

attentiontowhattheyaredoingeventhoughIcan’t

hearwhattheyaresaying.Zobuhleputsthe

envelopeinherbackpocketwhilenoddingtowhat

Malindiissayingthenjustlikethemeetingis

adjournedandIquicklylookedaway.Malindileftso

shecametositnexttomeonthebenchandjustas

shesettles,amaninanavysuitwalksinwitha

briefcaseinhishand–IhopeheisSimbonga’s

lawyer.Theylethim inwithnofurtherquestions

askedafterhehadintroducedhimself.Iam clouded

byalotofemotionsbutIhavecollectedsome

courageandstoppedcrying–heisnotdead,heis

justinapolicecellandheisgoingtogetoutbefore

theendoftheday.



Imusthavespokentoosoonbecausethelawyer

maninanavysuitwalksoutwithanangryfaceand

Zobuhlefindsherfeetinseconds,shemusthave

thoughtheisSimbonga’slawyertoo.Anofficer

followsoutafterhim,Istandupandwalkedupto

officer.

“CanIseehim now?”

“Who?”heasksabsently.

“SimbongaMasuku,hewasarrestedjustanhour

ago.”

“Heisnotgettinganyvisitors.”Thismanisgetting

onmynerves,Iam alreadyupsetanddealingwitha

lot,andIdon’tneedhisattitudeinthemix.



“Youhavetoletherseehim,”Zobuhle’svoicechirps

infrom behindme.Ididn'tknowshewasthatclose.

“Sheishiswifeandisallowedtoseeherhusbandor

wecouldcallthestationcommanderandreportthis

mattertohim.You'reviolatingourrightshere,”I

shootmyheadtowardsherdirectionandsheis

damnserious–Iswallowhard,turningbacktolook

attheofficer.

“Youthinkyoucanfoolme,whereistheringifsheis

thewife?”hepointstomyhands,chucklinglightly

andIopenmymouthtosaysomethingbutZobuhle

beatsmetoit.

“Kukhulumaizinkomoinourculturebabaandaring

doesn'tmeananything.Icouldsuggestwegotothe

chieftoaskforconfirmationoftheirmarriagebut

wedon’thavetime.Now,areyougoingtoletherin

orshouldIaskfordirectionstothecommander’s

office?”



Theofficer'sfacefallsandhedoesn’thaveachoice

buttoletmein.IlookatZobuhlebeforestepping

insidetheroom andmouthedathankyou.Thedoor

closesbehindmeandhelooksup.It’sonlybeenan

hourbuthelooksdrainedalready.

“Hey,”Isaidquietlyandwalkeduptohim.Hestood

upandwehugged.Ican’tbelievewearehere.“Iam

sosorry,”Isaidthosewordsfightingtheurgetocry.

“It'sokay,”hebrushedmybackandheldmetighter

onelasttimebeforewebothpulledoutfrom the

embrace.

“Whathappened?Yourlawyercameoutinsucha

hurry,didyouguysevengettotalkabouthowyou’re

goingtogetoutofhere?”

“No,”heshakeshishead,droppinghiseyestothe

tableinfrontofhim.Wesitoppositeeachotherand



Iwaitforhim tospeakup.“Thatbastardcalledme

guilty,canyoubelievethat?”hehuffs,relaxingback

onhischair.

“ButIthoughthe’dbeonyoursideasyourlawyer,”

myvoiceisverylowandsoftbuthighenoughfor

him tohearme.

“He'snotmylawyergoddamit!”hebangsthetables

andIjump,startledbyhisoutburst.Helooksupto

meandsighsdeeply.“Iam sorry,itsjustthat...Iam

soangryrightnow.Mylawyercouldn'tconedown

hereatsuchnoticesohegothisfriendtotakeover

thecasebutthatgoodfornothing–”hewasabout

tocussbutheldhimself.

Rightnowlookingathim,Ifeelverymuchconvinced

thatheisherebecauseofme.Hetakesmyhand

andIlookeduptohiseyes,“don’tblameyourself,”

hesaidlookingstraightbacktome.Thedoorcracks

openandwebothlookup–Zobuhlewalksin;Idon’t



knowwhatshesaidthistimetogetpastthatugly

officer;andwhenIturntolookatSimbonga,hisface

haslitupmorethanitlitupwhenIwalkedin.

•

•

•

Zobuhle

Iwalkedpasttheoldwomanwhowassitting

outsideandintothehousewithoutanypermission.

Noonecanstopmenow,Iam intoodeep.Iopen

thedoortoherroom andwhensherealisesthatitis

meshestandsuptoherfeetbutdoesn’tgettosay

anywordsbecauseIslappedheracrossherface

andshelandedonherbedwhilescreaminginterror.

Iwanttojumponher,throwanumberofpunchesso

I’drearrangeherfacebutIdon'twanttofindmyself

inapolicecell,arrestedforassaultbecauseshe’s



oneofthefastonestogotothepolicebutthistime

shewentaboutitthewrongway.

“Rape,Slindile?Really?”Iasktakingafewsteps

towardsher.Sheisholdingontohercheekandis

crawlingbackwardswithfearplasteredacrossher

face.

“Whyareyouherequestioningmewhenyoucould

askhim yourself?”

“Youknowhedidn'tdosowhydidyoulie?!”I

shouted.

“Ididn’tlie,it’sthetruth.”Theseriousnessonher

facemakesmewanttopunchheronthenosetoget

herbacktohersenses.Ifthereisanyonewho

shouldbearrestedhere,it’sherforhoundingthe

poorguyandofferinghim herpussyonasilverplate

timeaftertimeevenwhenhetellsherno.



“Youaresick,”Ijumpedonherwithoutholdingback

andgaveherafewslapshereandtherebutshewas

cryinglikeshewasfacingdeath.“Whydidyoudoit?

Howmuchdidtheypay,huh?”Ihavemyhandson

herthroatandsheischocking.Ican’tgetthepicture

ofSimbongabeingpushedintothatvanin

handcuffsforabsolutelynothingoutofmyhead.

“Y-Youarekilling...me,”shesaysbreathlesslywhile

tryingtoremovemyhandsfrom herneck.

Aroughknockonthedoorjerksmeoffherandshe

startscoughing,holdingontoherbruisedneck.

“Thisisn’toverSlindile.Ifyouvalueyourlifethen

you’regoingtogotothepolicestationfirstthingin

themorninganddropthecharges–otherwiseIam

comingforyou,”Isaypointingtoherandshenods.

IhavelostalotofpeopleinmylifeandI’dbe



damnedifIloseSimbongatoo.Itakemyshoethat

flewoutwhenIjumpedonthebedandputiton.She

hasn’tsaidanythingandIseeitasagoodthing.

TomorrowIam definitelycomingforherifshe

doesn'tdropthecharges,sheknowsSimbonga

wouldneverdothattoheroranyotherpersonbut

formoneyshe'devenprofessthatJesusgivesthe

bestorgasmsnx.Ireachedforthedoorhandleand

heardhersay,“hewon’tletthisonego,heiscoming

afterSimbongawithorwithoutmesoI'dwatchmy

backifIwereyou.”She’sspewingnonsenseright

nowbecauseshe'stheonewhoshouldwatchout

becauseevenherLouisVuittonbrandedvagina

won’tsaveherfrom me.



Uthando:TwentySeven

Inganathi

Shewalksinwithatrayinherhands,Igeta

disapprovinglookfrom herasIwipemyfacedry

withthesleeveofthesweaterthatIam wearing–it

isSimbonga’sanditsbig–Ihaven'tbeencloseto

him likethatbutImisshim andwearinghisclothes

makesmefeelclosetohim.It’sbeentwodayssince

thedayIwenttoseehim afterhehadbeen

wrongfullyarrestedandafterthatdayhesaidhe

doesn’twanttoseemethere–that’swhathurtsme

themost.Icamebacktosupporthim buthedoesn't

wantmeanywhereclosetohim.Sheplacesthetray

infrontofmeandIknowshe’sgoingtoshovethe

fooddownmythroat,forcefully.Shehasbeenlike

that,yesterdayandthedaybeforethat,andIregret

whyIaskedhertocomehere.

“YouhavetoeatInganathi,”shesays,holdinga



spoonfulofFuturelifeSmartFoodporridgeaninch

awayfrom mymouth.Atleastit’snotthebanana

flavouredonesoIpleaseherbybeingagoodgirl

andopenedmymouth–shewon’tletmefeed

myself–that’showbossyshebecomeswhenshe

haspromotedherselftobeingamotherofa23year

old.

“Iam finenow,”Isayafterswallowingthreespoons

withnochancetobreathinbetween,shesighsand

dropsthespooninsidethebowl,hergoalwasto

feedmefastenoughandasmuchasshecould

beforeIcouldregisterthatIam full.

Shehandsmeacupofblackrooibostea,ittastes

bittersinceshedidn’tputanysugarinit.

“Youhavetostopcrying,youwillgetsick,”shehas

herhandonmyforehead,testinghowhighmy

temperatureis–andIrollmyeyes.



“Yesma.”Itakeanothersipofthetea.

“Don'tbecheekywithmeMissObenneboandyou

bettergetyourassoutofthatbedbeforethatgirl

snatchesyourmanawayfrom you.”Sheisbackat

beingtheNoziphoIknowandIlovethissideofher

morethanthestrictmothershewasafewseconds

ago.

ItoldheraboutZobuhleandnowsheseesherasa

threat.

“Shewon’tdothat.”Iplacethecupofteaonthetray

andwipedmylipswiththebackofmyhand.

“Thentellmewhatshewasdoinghereknowingvery

wellthatSimbongaisnotaround?”

“TocheckifIam alright,sheknowsthatIam here



andsomaybesheneededashouldertocryon.”I

shrugandshescoffs.Shelikesoverthinkingthings

andmakemedoubteverythingaroundme,itisgood

attimesbutnotthistimearound–Irefusetothink

SimbongacouldhaveathingforZobuhleeven

thoughthesignsarethere.

Sheremainssilentandreachesforthepapersonmy

sidetoreadthem fortheumpteenthtime–Iwas

servedthismorningbythesheriffofthecourtand

guesswhoisthewitnessagainstNomagugu

Mthethwa?Yeahyouguessedright,Iwillbe

testifyingagainsther,theysenttheletterheresince

itistheaddresswewroteonthecasefilewhenI

openedthecaseagainstheranditisagood

coincidencethatIam squattinghereunder

Simbonga’sinstructions.Eventhoughhewouldn't

allowmetoseehim,hesaiditwouldmakehim feel

betterknowingthatIam safeinhishouse.Ihatethe

feelingthatalwayscreepsoutwheneverIthink

abouthim inthatplace–hemustbehatingmefor

puttinghim inthatcell,Imeanwhatotherreason



doeshehavefornotallowingmetoseehim?

“Youaredoingitagain.”

Ilookupandsnifflewhilewipingthetearsonmy

cheeks.

“Don'tworry,Simbongaisgoingtocomeoutandwe

aregoingtoworkhardtoputthatmagogoinjail

whereshebelongs.”

“Howcanyoubesosurethatheisgoingtocome

outwhenthepolicesaytheyhaveawatertightcase

againsthim?AndhehatesmeZipho!”Isay,breaking

intotearsonceagain.

“No,nohedoesn'thateyouandIam goingtotellfor

thefifthtimetodaythathedoesn'twanttoseeyou

becauseyouseeinghim intherehurtsyouandyou



keeponblamingyourselfsoheissavingyoufrom

puttingyourselfthroughthat.”

“It'snotmakinganydifferencebecauseIstillfeelthe

same,orisitworse?”Ilookuptoherandsheis

lookingatmewithpityinhereyes.

“Itismakingadifferencetrustme,”shepullsmeinto

ahugandpatsmyback.“Thisiswhatisbestforthe

twoofyouandheisgoingtocomeback,Iknowit

becauseSimbacamebackforNalainTheLionKing

–heisyourSimbatoosohisactionscan’tbe

different,”shepullsoutfrom theembraceandlooks

atmewithasmileonherfacebecauseIam also

smiling–shecanbereallycrazysometimes.

“Ithinkit'stimeyoucalledforhelp.”Shehasquickly

transformedtobeingseriousandIsighbecauseI

knowwhatshemeansbythat.



Shehandsmemyphone,Ilookatherandsheisnot

backingdownsoItakethephonefrom herand

punchedinhisnumber.

Itringsforthelongesttimebeforeheanswers.

“Daddy.”

•

•

•

Simbonga

ThewardercalledmeandsaidIhaveavisitor.I

don’tknowwhoitisbecauseIclearlyadvisedthatI

don’twanttoseeanyone–evenInganathi.Idoubtit

ismyparents,myfatherwouldwaitformycallto



sayifIwanttoseehim ornot,attimesIappreciate

thatbutothertimesit’shardtoaskforhelpsoI

expecthim tobetherewithoutmeaskinghim tobut

thisismylifeandIhavetoliveit.OnceagainIam

occupyingthechairintheinterrogationroom,the

detectivehandlingthecaseagainstmebringsme

herethreetimesperdaytoquestionmeaboutthe

samethingandIalwaysgivehim thesameanswer.I

haven’tevenappliedforabailhearingbecauseI

don’thavealawyer,Itoldthem tokeeptheirstate

lawyerbecauseheisnotdifferentfrom theonemy

lawyerappointedtotakehisplace–justbecauseI

am mandoesn'tmeanIam alsocapableofrape.

Thedooropensandatalldarkmanwalksin.Ihave

neverseenhim beforeandashestepsin,Irealise

thathehasabriefcaseinhishandandIstandupto

myfeet,Idon’tknowwhybutIfeelcompelledto.

Thereissomethingabouthim thatdemandsrespect,

mythroatfeelsdryIcan’tevenvoiceoutmy

greetingstohim.Heplaceshisbriefcaseonthe

tableandstandsoppositeme.Hehasn’tlookedat



meformorethantwosecondsbutIfeellikehehas

alreadyjudgedmeorIam thinkingtoomuchabout

thisencounter.

“Iam MusaObennebo,yourlawyer,”hesayssitting

downonthechairoppositemineandIlookathim

clearlyconfused,thelasttimecheckedIdidn’thave

alawyer.

HehasmadehimselfcomfortableonthechairandI

am stillonmyfeet.TobehonestIwasexpectingto

soundlikethosemenfrom theNigerianmovies

becausehelookslikethem buthisaccentsounds

differentandexpensivelikethesuitandwatchheis

wearing.ThatObennebosurnamesoundsfamiliar

though.

“Iam SimbongaMasuku,yourclient...Iguess.”

FinallyItakeasitandhelooksdirectlytome.



“Didyoutouchmydaughter?”heasksleaning

forwardwithhishandslinked.Ishakemyhead

lightlytakenabackbyhisquestionbecauseIdon’t

knowhim sohowwouldIknowhisdaughter?

Heseestheconfusedlookonmyfaceandsays,

“Inganathi–didyoutouchher?”there’satraceof

angerinhisvoice,themandoesn'tknowmebuthas

alreadypaintedmeasthebadguyinthisequation.

LikeIhavesaidthesurnamesoundedfamiliarandI

knewIhadhearditfrom somewhere.

“OhyoumeanBuggie,”Isaywithalightchucklebut

theman’sfaceremainsstiff.Iclearmythroatand

composedmyself.“Ididn’ttouchher–Iswear.”

Heeyesmeforasecondbeforeheopenshis

briefcaseandtakesoutanotepad–Iguesshewas

seriousabouthim beingmylawyerandrightnowwe

aregettingdowntobusinessbutImustalsopoint

outthatIam actuallyembarrassedtobemeetingmy



girlfriend'sfatherinjail–whatabadimpression–

Inganathishould’vewarnedme.

“Soaretheaccusationstrue?”

“No.”Ishakemyhead.

“Thenwhyareyoustillhere?”Ishrug,howam I

supposetoknowthat–thatishisjobtofindout

nowthatheisherebutletmenotberudeandruin

thingsformyself,andmakeitworsethanitalready

is.

“Theyhaveavictim andapparentlytheevidenceis

materialandIwillnotbegettingoutofhereanytime

soon.”Iexhalesharply.

Hedoesn'tsayanythingafterthatandstandsupand

headstothedoor.Whenthedooropensheasksfor



themaninchargeofthestation.Isitthereoblivious

ofwhatmightbegoingon.Themanincharge

comesuptohim andheasksforthecasefile.The

stationcommanderisabithesitantbuthegiveshim

thefileanyway.

“Wherearethemedicalrecords?”MrObenneboasks,

aftergoingthroughthepileofpaperswhichIthink

arereallyunnecessarybutwhoam Itobethejudge

ofthat.

“Wecan’tshowthem toyou,they’rethestate's

evidence.”

“Ifyoucan’tshowmetheevidencerighthereright

nowthenthereisnothingyouhaveonmyclientsoI

suggestyoushowmetheevidenceoryourelease

him atthisverymoment.”MrObenneboarguesand

thecommanderlooksupsetallofasudden.



“Soyou'reheretostandwitharapist?”the

commanderisstillnotbackingdown.Ifeelanger

engulfsmeashecallsmearapist,Iam notoneand

neverwillbe,hebetternotstartsomethinghewon’t

finish–angimsabiphela.

“Canyoushowme,provetomethatmyclientisa

rapist?”

Thestationcommanderswallowswhateverwords

hewasthinkingofsaying,Ican’tbelievetheykept

mehereknowingverywellthattheyhavenothing

againstme.Hehasnothingtoshowsohesuggests

thathewillgopreparemyreleaseforms–wow.

Nomaguguwentthisfarjusttoputmeinjailjustlike

her?Iwonderhowmuchshehasspentsofar

becauseshe’dneedalotmoretogetoutofwhatis

comingforher.

“It'spossibletheyevenpaidyourlawyernottoshow

hisface.”ThatiswhatMrObennebosaysaswe



walkoutthestation.

Therearewomenwaitingforusoutside,Inganathi

runsuptomeandthrowsherselfatme.DirtyasI

am,Ihugherback.Shepullsoutandlooksatme

withtearyeyes,itisnodoubtthatshehasbeen

doingalotofcryingthesepastfewdays.Ican’tdo

anythingmorethanhuggingher,herfatherishere

remember?“Thankyoudaddy,”shesaystoher

father.Andbythelooksofthingssheisdaddy’slittle

girl,nomatterhowoldsheisandherfatherisvery

overprotectiveofher.Iwishhecouldmeet

Nomagugusohe’dmakeherpaybutIdoubt

Inganathihastoldhim abouthersinceheissocalm

rightnow.Zobuhleisstillstandingwhereshewas

standingandsheisnotmoving.Thefiercelookshe

isgettingfrom Noziphocouldkillher,Idon’tknow

whatisgoingbutthere’ssomething.

IleaveInganathiasshecontinuestoconversewith

herfather.



“Whereareyougoing?”

“Iam goingtoseeSlindile!”Icallbackwithout

turningback.IhavetoseeherandGodsaveher

beforeIgetmyhandsonherbecauseIwon’tbeheld

responsibleforwhatIam goingtodotoher.Shewill

havemorereasontohavemearrestedthistime

around.

“Youcan’tseeher,”Zobuhle’svoicemakesmestop

onmytracksandIturntolookback.Shelooks

damnserious.“Youcan’tseeher–sheisdead!”



Uthando:TwentyEight

Shewasfoundinthebushes,badlybruised,naked,

rapedanddeadwithasingleshotinthehead.Itwas

ahorrifyingsceneforthosewhogottherefirst

beforethepolicecame.Atthefirstglancetheyknew

whoshewasbecausenoonewouldmissherface

withhowwell-knownshewas.Shewaseveryone’s

friendbecauseofherbubblypersonality,agood

lookinggirlwithtoomuchconfidence–thatmade

herpopularamongstotherthings.Itwasevident

enoughtosaythatshewentthroughalotoftrauma

beforeshedied,herkillerorshouldwesayherkillers

madesureshesuffered–theyforcedthemselves

onher,bothonherfrontandbehind.Withthe

amountofbloodthatwasonthescene,you’dswear

itwasn'tpeoplebutanimalswhodidit.

Shewaslaidtorestontheweekendofthesame

weekherbodywasfound.Simbongawasthefirst

suspectofhermurderbutthepolicedidn’thave



enoughevidencetopinthecaseonhim becausehe

wasintheircustodywhenthewholeordealtook

place.Theinvestigationisstillongoing,noonehas

beenarrestedandtherearenosuspectsatthe

moment.HermotherpronouncedthatSlindilewas

thebestdaughter,veryhumbleandwell-mannered;

andshedeservesjustice.Thepeoplemumbled

amongstthemselvessayingthatisnottheSlindile

theyknow,theonetheyknowprobablyoffered

herselftotheperpetratorsanditwastoomuchfor

hertohandle,thatiswhysheendedupintheditch.

Thesocialmediaplatformsarebuzzing,andSlindile

istrendingforallthewrongandrightreasons.To

some,shedeserveditbecausesheputaninnocent

maninjailwhilecryingrape–itwasthemost

selfishthinganylivingpersonwouldeverdo

becausepeoplewhoareactuallyrapeddon’toften

getthesameattentionastheoneshedrewupon

herself.Andtosome,eventhoughwhatshedidwas

wrong,shedidn’tdeservetobekilledlikeananimal

–shedeservesjusticeandhercasemustbeleft



openuntilthepolicefindwhoeverdidthattoher.It

wasgoodriddancetosomebuthermotherlosta

daughter.

•••

Thecourtcasecouldnolongerbepostponed.

Nomaguguhasbeenbuyingtimetogetpeopleon

herfavourbutitcouldnotbeputonholdforany

longerandsotheyareherenowintheHighCourtof

Durban.Thepeoplecameoutinnumbers–itisa

popularcasesinceitisoneofthefirstthathasever

beenreportedinthehistoryoffootball.Inganathi

finallynarratedeverythingtoherfather,from the

firstdayshesetherfootinfrontoftheMangosuthu

FemaleFootballAcademybuildingtothetimewhere

sheopenedacaseofrapeagainsthercoach.Mr

Obennebohadtotakethecasedespitethatit’dbe

conflictofinterest,buthebroughtagoodoldfriend

ofhistoassisthim whenthingsgettooheatedand

hecan’tcontrolhisemotions.



Asoneofthewitnesses,Inganathiisoccupyinga

seatawayfrom theaudienceofthecourt.Hereyes

areroamingaroundandwhenNomaguguappears

upthestairstotakeherstandinthecourt,herheart

startsbeatinglikeawardrum –notoncedidshe

thinkthey’dbehere,withNomaguguhavingto

defendherselfandwithhertryingtodowhateverit

takestokeepherinjail.Inallhonesty,shehasn’t

changedfrom thelasttimeshesawherandshe

hasn’tlostanyweight,ifanything,itlookslikesshe

hasgainedweightinstead–jailmustbereallynice

forher.Whatisgoingonhereisjustabreeze,nota

storm astheyhopedit’dbe.Whentheireyeslock,

Nomaguguflashesafakesmileandwhispers

somethingtoherlawyer,thelawyerturnstolook

towardsInganathi’sdirectionandhesmirkstoo.

Simbongastandsupbecausehesawaglimpseofa

familiarfaceinthefront,helookedcloselyandbang

–itishislawyerwhoisrepresentingNomagugu.

“Bastard!”hemouthsunderhisbreathe,clenching

hisjaws.Hefeelshisbodyheatingup,rightfrom the



tipofhistoestothetipofhishead.Iftheyweren’tin

courtthenhewould'vechargedforhim already.

Mosehasalwaysbeenmorethanjustalawyerto

him,theydevelopedaverycloserelationshipover

theyearsandhewouldrefertohim asafriendwhen

theyarenotinMose’sofficediscussingworkbutat

leastSimbongadidn’tconfinedinhim.Ifheknew

thatMosewouldflipsidesjustforastackofcash

thenhe’dhavenevertrustedhim.Thisiswhatthey

meantwhentheysaid‘bathandebonkekodwa

ungathembinoyedwa’.

“Areyouokay?”MrObenneboaskswithafrownon

hisface.

“Thatismydamnlawyer!”hebreathsout,“orshould

Isaywas?”heeyeshaven’tmovedfrom them as

theycontinuetoconverselikeNomaguguisincourt

accusedofshoplifting.

“Calm down,youdon’twanttobethrownoutofhere



orworse,arrestedfordisrespectingtheJudge.Even

thoughIhatetosayit,Iwillsayitanyway–

Inganathineedsyouheremorethansheneedsme,

keepthatinmind.”Withthatsaidheturnedtothe

tableinfrontofhim andSimbongasitsbackdown,

slowlybreathinginandout.

Zobuhlecomesinandscanstheroom forSimbonga.

Sheseeshim andgoestotakeaseatnexttohim.

HeishappytoseeherbuthismindisonNomagugu

andMose.Noziphoislate,sheshouldbehereby

nowbutsheisnot–hopefullynothinghas

happenedtoher.Morepeoplecameinandtheroom

becamemorenoisy.Thereisalargegroupofpeople

outside,protesting–theotherfemaleplayerswho

openedcasesagainstNomagugualsocamein.Itis

D-day,theyhavetogetridofhernomatterwhatand

theJudgebetterplayhiscardsright,andput

Nomaguguinjailwhereshebelongs.

“Allrise!”thesheriffscreamsandeveryonestands

up.



TheJudgecomesin,sitsdownandsignalsfor

everyonetositdownaswell.Thisisit.

“Whowillberepresentingthedefendant?”

Mosestandsup,withhishandraisedupandsays,“it

isme,yourHonour.”

“Andwhowillberepresentingtheplaintiffs?”

“Me,yourWorship.”MrObenneboisalreadyonhis

feet.

“Maytheaccusedrisebeforethecourt,”Nomagugu

standsupwithherheadheldhigh.Thisdoesn’t

scareher,sheknowsthatshewillbeoutbutwillgo

throughthisjustfortheformalities.“Youhavebeen

accusedofrape,notonlybyoneindividualbut12

otherpeople,youhavebeenchargedwithaggravate



rape–areyouawareofthesecharges?”

“Yes,Iam aware.”

“Andhowdoyouplead?”

“Notguilty,myLord,”shesayswithnohesitation.

Thecourtroom rumbleswithpeople'sobjections,

theyareveryangryatherpleaanditreallyshows

whatkindofapersonsheis.Afterthenoisehas

dieddown,Nomagugusitsbackdownandthecourt

casecontinues.MosedefendshisclientandMr

Obennebopointsoutthereasonsthecourtshould

declareNomaguguguilty.TheJudgeisveryquiet,

withastraightfaceandnoonecanreadwhathe

mustbethinkingbutbothsidesarereallyconvincing.

Itistimeforthewitnessestotakeastand.



Inganathisitsdown,facingthepeople–hereyesfall

onSimbongaandhegivesherasmallsmileto

assureherthatsheisdoingtherightthing,andheis

heretosupporther.BeforeMosequestionsher,

Noziphowalksinandsitsattheback.

“Ittookyoufouryearstoopenacaseofrape

againstmyclient,mayIaskwhy?”

“BecauseIwasscared,”Inganathisayafterclearing

herthroat.

“Scaredofwhat?”

“Herandwhatthepeoplewouldsay,”shepausesfor

asecond,“Shehasalwaysbeenintimidatingandwe

liveinasocietywherepeopledon’tthinkawoman

canrapeanotherwomansoeveryonewouldhave

founditabsurd.”



“Andnowitisnotabsurd?”heasksandhegetsno

reply.“MissObennebo,didyoureallythinkmyclient

wasrapingyouorsomeoneputthatintoyourhead?”

“Objection,yourHonour!”MrObenneboisonhisfeet

insecondsandMoseissurprisinglyshocked–what

iswrongwithhim?

“Yourobjectionisoverruled,pleasecontinueMose.”

TheJudgeevenknowshisname–great!

Moseisclearlyamusedandturnstolookat

Inganathi.“ShouldIrepeatthequestion?”

Sheshakesherhead,takinginadeepbreath.“Ihave

neverseenitasrape,ifanything,Ithoughtitwasa

punishment.Iwasbeingpunishedforbeingme.I

thoughtinsteadofbeatingmeshesawforcinga

dildointheplacebetweenmylegswasabetterway

topunishme,”shesaybreakingintotearsandthe



courtexpressestheirfeelingsthroughnoiseand

mumbles.

“Didyouordidyounotthinkthatshewasraping

you?”Moseasksthequestionmoreslowly.

“No.”Sheshakesherheadwhilesniffling.

“Ihavenofurtherquestions,yourWorship,”hesays

turningtotheJudgewithasmileonhisface.Itis

cleartohim thattheyarewinning.

Morewitnessesarebroughtforwardandthereisa

lotofbackandforthgoingonbetweenthetwosides.

Itisthewitnesses’wordsagainstMose’srightnow

andtheguyishellbenttoprovethatNomagugu

didn’tforceherselfonanyone.Ifshedidtouchthem

thenitwasintheirconsent,noonewasforcedtodo

anythingtheydidn’twanttodoandLucas,their

physiotherapist,isalsoaccusedofsleepingwitha



handfulamountofgirlsintheteam justfordoing

them favours,liketheabortionsforinstance.Hehad

neverforcedhimselfonanyonebuthetook

advantageofthegirls’situationandmanipulated

them.Nochargesarefiledagainsthim butheisthe

defence’switness.

“Nomaguguhasalwaysbeenamothertothem,yes

shecanbestrictbuthergoalwastokeepthem in

lineandmakesurethattheystayintheteam.”

“Whatdoyoumeanbymakesuretheystayinthe

team?”Moseasks.

“Shekepttabsonthem,pregnancyisthehighest

riskthatwouldkillafemaleteam soshemadesure

thatnoonegotpregnantbyputtingthem into

contraceptiveswhichIwasresponsibleforand

keepingthem closetoherwasalsooneoftheways

ofprotectingthegirls,”Lucassays,confidently.



“Inspiteofprotectingthegirlsandputtingthem on

contraceptives,canyoutellthecourtjusthowmany

girlsgotpregnantandhowmanyabortionstook

place?”

“Accordingtotherecords,abouthalfoftheplayers

gotpregnantandmostofthetimeitwasoneafter

theother.Itwentonlikeitwasatrend.”

“Soyou’dsaythatNomagugudideverythinginher

powertoavoidsuchinstanceshappening,thegirls

alsoknewoftheconsequencesaroundtheissueof

fallingpregnantbuttheywentaheadandgot

pregnantanyway?”

“Yes,”Lucassays,noddinghishead.

“Youcanvouchformyclienttoanyonewhowantsa

footballcoach,andImustadd,aguardianaswell?”



“I’ddefinitelyrecommendhertoeveryone.Sheisa

goodcoach–ImeanshestartedthatAcademyout

ofnothingandlookwheresheisnow.”

Nomaguguissmilingfrom eartoearatLucas’

comment.Noonecanbeatthis,theyshouldgiveup

already.

“Okay.Let’sgivethecourtsomethingtothinkabout

–didInganathiObennebocometoyouoranyoneof

yourstaffmemberstosaythatshewasbeing

violatedatthattime?Ordidyouseeanythingthat

wouldscream ‘Iam avictim ofabuse’duringthe

physiosessions?”

Lucasshakeshishead,“Shehasnevervoicedout

anythingaboutbeingabused,shewashappywith

beingattheAcademyandtherehadneverbeena

complainfrom her.”



MrObennebocanfeelhishighbloodpressurerising

buthecontinuestokeepcalm.Thiswomanseems

tobeonestepaheadwitheverything,thatiswhyshe

wantedthecourttopostponehercase–shewasup

tosomethingbutthedayhasn’tended,hewillget

justiceforhisdaughtercomefireorhighwaters.

“Obennebo,heisallyoursnow,”Mosesaysturning

tothetableoppositehis.

MrObennebostandsup,movesawayfrom thetable

andstandsinfrontoftheJudge.“YourHonour,I

don’thaveanyquestionsforthewitness.”People

startobjecting,Nomaguguissatisfied–shedidn’t

thinkthey’dgiveupsoearlyImeanshewasstill

enjoyingtheshowandMoseisreadytopackhis

thingsandleave.“ButIwouldliketobringmyown

witness,DrBoyes,theonewhoexaminedInganathi

Obennebo.Shemaycomeforwardifthecourt

allowshertodoso,”hesays,inacalm mannerand

theJudgedoesn’thesitatetogivethegoahead.



Nomaguguislostandfrustrated–whoisDrBoyes

andwhyisshetakingthestand?Moseisjustas

frustrated–howcanNomagugukeephim inthe

dark,hepreparedhisdefencebasedonwhatshe

toldhim andeverythingwasgooduntilMrObennebo

mentionedthatthereisaDrBoyeswhoisaliveand

breathing.DrBoyesmakesherwaytothestandwith

afileinherhand,itisnodoubtthatitisamedical

filethatshewillprovideasevidencetothecourt.

MosestandsandrushestoNomagugu,“Whatis

this?”,heaskslookingandsoundingupset.“Idon’t

knowbutdon’tworrytheyhavenothing,keepcalm

andconfusetheenemy,”shesaysbutherheartis

spewingotherthingsandhermindisrunningover

thehills.Moseisworried,shelookscalm buthe

knowsthattheyaredonewith.

“DrBoyes,canyoutellthecourtaboutyourselfand

yourfindingswhenyouexaminedmyclient–

InganathiObennebo.”



“Iam agynaecologistandIhavebeeninthis

professionforover27yearsnow.Withregardsto

Inganathi,Ididanobservationwhichshowedthat

hervulvaandvaginalwallswerescarred.Ithappens

inmostcaseswherethepatienthasbeenrapedor

theirpartnerhadpenetratedthem toorough.The

vaginaisthemostsensitivepartofthewoman’s

bodysowhenitgoesunderextremetrauma–it

shows.InthecaseofMissObennebo,shedidn’t

sufferinthehandsofherpartnerbecauseshehas

neverbeenintimatewithamalebefore...”

“ObjectionyourHonour,thewitnessisspeculating

andnothingshehassaidisbasedonfactsorproves

thatmyclienthasanythingtodowithherfindings–

herstatementisirrelevant!”Moseargues.

“DrBoyes,pleasegettothepoint,”theJudgesays.

“Thisfile,”sheliftsupthefileinherhand,“Arethe

medicalrecordsofMissObennebo,withareport



basedonmyfindingsduringtheobservation.”

MrObennebotakesthefileandhandsitovertothe

Judge.“Inyourfindings,DrBoyes,wouldyou

confidentlysayInganathiwasraped?”heasks

turningtolookatthedoctor.

“Yes.”Shenods.

“IhavenofurtherquestionsyourWorship,”hebows

totheJudgeandgoestositbackdown.

Mosestandsuptosaythathedoesn'thaveany

questionsforthedoctor.TheJudgeannouncesthat

thecourtcasewillresumetwodaysaftertodayand

thatwillbewhenNomagugu’sfatewillbedeclared.

•

•



Inganathi

ApartofmeishappythatIhavetakenthestandand

nowitisoverbutIalsocan’thelpbutthinkthat

maybeitwasallfornothing.Theworldknowsabout

mybusinessbutIwon’tgetanythingoutofit.My

fatheristheworstcase,heisreallynothappywith

howthingsturnedoutincourt–Nomaguguhas

alwayshadanupperhandineverythingandeven

todayshedidhermagic.Idon’twishtofindoutwhat

theJudgewillsay,Imeaneveryonehastheirprice

evenifsheisdeclaredguiltyshemightnotbeinjail

foralongtime.It’dbeonlyforsixmonthsandthen

she’dbeouton“parole”.Ihatethejusticesystem in

SouthAfrica,infact,wehavenojusticesystem –

lookwhathappenedwithSlindile’scase.Iam sure

thepolicearewaitingforthepeopletoforgetso

they’dletgoofthecase.

“Don'tworrytheworstisover,”hesays,takingmy

handintohis.



Iwishthatcouldcalm medownbutitdoesn’t.We

arestayinginhishouse,yesmyfatherisalsohere

butIsleepinadifferentroom inrespectofmyfather.

Heissomewhereinthehouse,shoutingandbarking

orderstosomeone.Idon’tknowwhyheiswasting

hisenergywhenallisdone,itisveryclearthat

NomaguguisgoingtowinandIwilldefinitelypayfor

puttingherthroughthis.Iknowshedoesn'tcare

abouttherestofthegirlswhoalsoopenedcases

againstherbecauseIam theonewhostartedthe

wholething.Ifitwasn’tformethennoneofthis

would’vehappened.

“Youwon’tbelievewhatthatdaughterofLuciferjust

did!”myfatherbarksasheappearsandwelookup

tohim.

“Whathasshedone?”Simbongaasksthequestion

thatfailedtocrawloutofmythroat.Ialsowantto

knowbutalsoafraidofwhatshemusthavedone,

maybesheescapedandiscomingforme–Iknow



thatisimpossiblerightnowwithhowthepoliceare

hoveringaroundherbutthisisNomaguguandwho

canblamemeforthinkingofsuch.

“ShebribedtheJudge,thesheriff,allherwitnesses

–thewholeteam!”

What?

“Butthegirlstestifiedagainsther,”Iarguegettingon

myfeet.

“Sheknewnothingthey’dhavesaidwouldstickand

whoknowstheyprobablyheldbacktangible

informationthatwouldputherinjail.”Thatis

Simbonga,heisalsoonhisfeetnow.

“NowthatIthinkaboutit,everygirlwhotookthe

standsaidalmostthesamething,”welookathim in



awe.“Theywerenotsureforsomereasonandtheir

explanationswerejustplainanddull,yessheforced

herselfonthem butnoneofthem saidanything

abouttheirfeelings,thoughtsandemotions.”

“Whywouldtheydothat?”Ifallbackonthecouch.I

knowNoziphorefusedtotestifybeforethecourt

datewasevenannouncedbuttherestofthem said

theywilltakeastandagainstthatmonster!

“Everyonehastheirprice,sheprobablyeven

threatenedthem butcouldn'tdoitwithyoubecause

ofmeandyourfather.”Whatheissayingmakes

sensebutwhywouldtheyturntheirbacksongetting

justice,thatwomanisnothingbutpain,shethinks

sheisGodandtheyareallowinghertogetaway

withit.

“WhatareyougoingtodoabouttheJudge?We

can’tpossiblyallowafraudtodeclareherfate–you

havetodosomething,”hesayslookingatmyfather.



“Don'tworry,Ialreadyhavesomethingonmy

sleeves.Ohshewillregretthedaysheputherhands

onmydaughterandeverygirloutthere,andafter

thatshe’dswearnevertoeventouchherown

vagina.”Hesoundsreallybitter.Ihaveseenmy

fatherinallemotionsbuthewasneverthisdark,I

wonderwhathehasonhismindandIhopeitis

nothingthatwillcomebacktobiteusattheendof

theday.

•••

Wearebackincourt,itisjustasfullasitwasthe

lasttimewewerehere.Ilookatmyfellowteam

matesandIdon’tfeeltheangerIthoughtIhadfor

them.Ifeelsorryforthem forsomereason.Idon’t

knowhowmuchNomagugupaidMosebuttheman

haswingsbiggerthanhisheadandhethinkshehas

everythingstashedinhisbag.Hethinksheisbetter

thaneveryone,bloodyhypocrite.Idon’tseeZobuhle

anywheretoday,Iam theonesittingnextto



SimbongatodayandNoziphoisherenexttome.

Afterafewminutesofsittingdown,wearetoldto

riseandweallstandup.

TheJud–whoawhoisthatnow?AwomanwhoI

guessistoday’sJudgewalksinandsitsinfrontof

us.MoseturnstoNomaguguwithahorrifiedfacial

expressionandIwishtoseethelookonherface.

Daddyplayedhiscardsright,nowletthegames

begin!WesitdownandwaitfortheJudgeto

addressthecaseandherconclusion.

“Iwon’tbewastingyourtimeandthecourt’stime,I

willgetstraighttothepoint,”hervoiceisdeeplike

thatofamananditcarriessomuchauthority,andI

betnoonewantstogetonherwrongsideeven

Moseisbehaving.“Aftergoingthroughthenotes,

evidence,thevictims’statementsandtestimony–

thereweresomanygaps,IknowIwasn'thereto

listentothetestimoniesmyselfbutthecourthas

madeadecision,wehaveconcludedourdeclaration



oftheaccused’sfate.Maytheaccusedstandin

frontofthecourt,”shesays.

Nomagugustandsup,notasfastasshedidthelast

time.

“Thejudgementofthiscourtisbasedonthe

evidencethatwasprovided,thetestimoniesofthe

victimsandtheirstatements,andthetestimoniesof

theotherwitnesses.Theaccusedalsopleadednot

guiltysowealsotookthatintoconsiderationwhen

wemadethefinaljudgement.NomaguguMthethwa,

thecourtfindsyouguiltyofaggravaterape...”

Thecrowdgoeswild,itfeelslikeIam inthefield

rightnow,playingforthewinningteam –Godnever

turnshisbackontheonesthatheloves.Simbonga

pullsmetohischestandIholdontohim fordearlife.

“Order,orderinthecourtroom!”theJudgescreams



whilebangingthedeskandthecrowdquietens

down.“AsIwassaying...youareguiltyandwillbe

servingalifesentencewithimmediateeffect.This

courtsessionisadjourned,”shebangsthedeskone

moretimeandmakesherwayout.

Westoodupandcheered.Thisisthebestdayofmy

lifeandIam soemotional.IgetoutofSimbonga’s

embraceandhurriedtothefronttomyfather.He

hugsmejustastightandIcandefinitelyprofess

thatheismyhero,myshieldandprotector.Ipullout

andfeelSimbonga’shandsonmyshoulders–I

wouldn'tbewhereIam todaywithoutthesetwomen,

Iam blessedandIam grateful.Wearehavinga

wonderfulmomentbutitdoesn’tlastforlong–

“Youwillpayforthis!”shescreamsandweturnto

lookatherdirection,whyisshestillhere?“Iwill

makeyoupayforthisandyouwillregretever

messingwithme!”sheislividandisfightingthe

officerthatistryingtopullheraway.



“Ihateyou!”thosearethelastwordsIutterandshe

disappears.

“Itisalloveranddon’tworryshewillhavetogo

throughmetogettoyou,”Simbongasayspullingme

tohimself.IknowIam safeandIam notworried.

“Okay,thatismycuetoleave–Iwillseeyouat

home,”myfathersayswithafaintsmile,Inodand

heleaveswithhisfriendbesideshim.Ican’tthank

him enough,hecamethroughformewhenIneeded

him themost.

“Youaregoinghome?”heasksasIfastenmy

seatbelt.

“Wearegoinghome,”Isayandhefrowns.“My

fatherinvitedyoutocometohishouse,youhosted

him sohewantstohostyoutooandmymotheralso

wantstomeetyou.”



“Butwhydidn’thesaysohimself?AndyouknowI

didn’tofferhim aplacetostayjustbecauseIwanted

apasstohishouse,”hesaysstillwearingafrownon

hisfaceandIchuckle–heworriestoomuch,thisis

notamarriageproposalifthat’swhatheisthinking.

“Youwillhavetocome,orhewon’thesitatetocome

dragyoudowntoUmzimkhulu,”Isayandheshakes

hishead.

“Andyourfatherlooksverymuchcapableofthat.”

Hestartsthecar.

“Areyouscaredofhim?”

“Who,me?NoIam notscaredofanyone,”hesays

pullingabravefacebutIam notconvinced.

“Ifyousayso,”heglancesatmeandIlaugh.He'd



makeaverybadactor,Icanjustseerightthrough

him thatheshakestothecoreinmyfather’s

presencebuthewillgetusedtoit.Ileantohisside

andplantakissonhischeek,“Thankyou,”Isayand

henodswithasmileonhisface.

•

•

•

Nomagugu

Shehadbeentransferredonthesameafternoonshe

wassentenced.Thiswasnotpartoftheplanand

shecan’tstayhereforlongeraminute,shehasto

getout.SheneedstomakeTHEM payforputting

herinthishellhole.Thewarderleadshertohercell,

itisemptylikethewallsofherheart.Shehasnever

thoughtofcryingbutnowwouldbeaperfecttime.

Shesinksonthesinglebedwithaspongethatfeels



likeapileofcupboards,sheletsheremotionstake

overbutsheisdisturbedbyasoundofthegate

openingagain.Sheleapsupandturnstolook

towardsthegatethatisopening,hereyeswidenat

thesightofthepersonwalkingin.

“Soso,whatareyoudoinghere?”sheasks,trying

reallyhardtodisguisethefearinhervoice.This

can’tbehappeningonherfirstdayhere,ithasbeen

alongtimesincethelasttimeshesawSoso–the

scaronherchinisstillverymuchvisibleandshe

remembersverywellhowSosogotitbecausesheis

theonewhoputitthere.

“HawGugu,isthathowyouaregoingtogreetyour

oldfriend?”sheaskswalkinginfurther.

NomaguguhasneverfearedanyonebutSosoisvery

unpredictable,itwasbetterthenbecausesheknew

herbutnowshedoesn’tknowwhatshelearntover

theyearsinprisonandthereisnoguardonsightso



anythingcanhappen,andnoonewillsaveher.

“Wearenotfriends,”shelooksatSosowitha

straightface.

“Youarerightaboutthatbutthatwon’tstopusfrom

havingsomefun,”Sososaysreachingforsomething

behindherback.“Theysaiditisoneofyour

favourite,”Nomagugu’seyesfalloutoftheirsockets

atthesightofthelargedildo,itlookslargerthanthe

donkey’sgenitalorgan.

“Youcan't,”Nomagugushakesherheadmoving

awayandshiftingtothewall.

Theroom istoosmallforhertogetawayfrom Soso.

“Wearegoingtohavealotofgoodtimestogether,”

shewinksanditdawnstoNomaguguthatthisisher

fate–whatshehasdoneontoothersisnowdone

ontoher.



Uthando:TwentyNine

Simbonga

AsIam driving,sheplacesherfeetonthe

dashboard,sheisaprettygirlalrightbutshe’sgot

uglytoes.Theylooklikeshestolethem from

someone,theyaresobig,wrinkledanddarkerthan

therestofherfeet.Iwanttolaugh,sheturnstolook

atmeandIjustburstoutoflaughter.“IknowIhave

uglytoesbutIam offendedthatyouarelaughingat

them,”shesayslookingupfrom herphone.I

continuetolaughandshegoesbacktoherphone.

ThemusicisplayingsoftlyontheradioandIam

reallyenjoyingthistrip.Theairhitsdifferentlyinthis

placeandtheviewisreallynice,andrefreshing.My

fatherwillhavemyheadifheeverfindsoutthatI

wenttomygirlfriend'shouse,Idon’tthinkInganathi

orherfamilyreallydigdeepintotraditionthey

probablygoonlikewhitepeopledo–ifIam her

boyfriendthenIhavegotapassintothefamily,and



therestishistory.

“Justsoyouknowyou’rethefirstpersonIhaveever

broughthomesobewarned–mymotherisgoingto

beextraclingy,”shesayswithoutliftinghereyesup.

Iglanceather,whatkindofclingyisshetalking

about?“You’redoingitagain,whydoyouoverthink

things?”shelooksup.

Ishrug,“Idon’tknowthatisjusthowIam.”

“Thenyou’reinthewrongprofession.”

What’sthatsupposetomean?Iwanttovoiceout

mythoughtsbutshequicklyanswersherringing

phoneandexclaimsinexcitement–Ijustknowthat

sheisspeakingtoNozipho.Ihaveheardthatgirlsgo

wildwheninthepresenceoftheirbestfriendsbut

thosetwoareextra.Nozipho,alone,isjustover-

enough.Iam followingwhattheGPSistellingme



andthankGodsheendsthecall,bummeritwasn’t

endedinsteadherbatterydied.Theycould’vetalked

forhoursmuchtomyannoyance,trustmeIlove

theirrelationshipbutlikeIsaid–theycanbetoo

loud.Afewminuteslater,Istopthecarinfrontof

thelarge,tallgate.

Inganathipressesthebuttonontheintercom,yeah

sheisleaningfrom herseatallthewaytomy

windowandnowIam lookingatherbutt.Ifeelthe

urgetospankherbutthatwouldbevery

disrespectfultothemanwhojustansweredthe

intercom.“DaddyIam home!”sheexclaims.The

gateopenswithouthersayinganythingmore.She

movesbacktoherseatwithasmileonherface,she

isreallyexcitedaboutbeinghome.Idriveinand

parkonthedriveway.Whenwestepoutofthecar,

bothhermotherandfatherarestandingatthe

doorstep.Sherunstothem andIstaygluedonthe

ground,scanningmysurroundings–thishouseis

huge.



“Mama,thisismyboyfriendSimbonga,”Ididn’teven

seeherwalkingbacktowardsme.Shehasherarm

linkedwithmineasweapproachherparents.

“Sanibonani,”Igreetwithhandshakes.

“Molo,Ihavebeenwaitingforyoutwo,whattook

yousolong?”hermotherisXhosa,Ishould've

thoughtofthatbecausethat’swheretheInganathi

comesfrom –thisNigerianlookingguycouldn't

havepossiblyfiguredthatonhisown.

InganathilooksatmesoI’danswer,“itwastraffic,”I

liebutitdoesn’tmattertoherasshequicklyushers

usinsidethehouse.Thebagsarestillinthecar,I

guesswewillgetthem later.

There’salotoffoodonthetable,nowIknowwhy

wegotscolded,shewentalloutpreparingthisfood

anditwould'vegonetowasteifwedidn’tarrivebut



thisistoomuchfood.“Inganathiyoustillknow

wherethekitchenis?”hermotheraddressesherin

Xhosaandsherepliesjustashermotherhad

addressedherswiftly.Iam goingtobehonestwith

you,IhaveneverheardInganathispeakinXhosa,

Zuluoranythingclosebesideswhenshe’dbe

singingsoIam abitsurprisedbyhowfluentsheis.

Shetakesthebowlofcurrythathermotherwants

hertowarm upanddisappearsdownthepassage.

“Sohowhaveyoubeensincethelasttimewesaw

eachother?”themanofthehouseasks.Welast

saweachotherthedaybeforeyesterdaybutheis

sayingitlikewelastsaweachotheramonthortwo

ago.

“Fine,”Isaynodding.

“Wouldyoulikethepotatosalad?”



“Yesma’am,”myreplyisaccompaniedbyasingle

nod.

Shelaughslightlywhilewalkingfrom herhusbandto

me,“youcancallmemamaorMawhicheverone

youprefer,notma’am,wearenotinschool.”Ismile

thankingher.

Sheisonherfeet,dishingforherhusband.Ithought

havingthefoodlaidonthetablewastoallow

everyonetodishforthemselvesbutIguessnot.“I

hopeyouarenotallergictoanything,”sheaddsandI

sayIam good.ThelasttimeIsawthismuchmouth-

wateringfoodwasthreeyearsagowhenSisanda

cookedforusonChristmasday,afterthatwedidn’t

havethatmuchfoodprepared–Iwon’tgettothe

reasonwhybecausethatisasubjectIdon’twantto

touchrightnow.Inganathicomesback,placesthe

bowlsonthetableandsitsnexttome.Myplateis

alreadyalmostfullwhensheofferstoaddmoreof

thebutternutmashwhichIkindlydecline.



“Howistherapy?”hermotherasksaswediginafter

asmallprayer.InganathiandIbothlookupbecause

wedon’tknowtowhoshe’saddressingthequestion

becausewebothattendtherapy.Sheislookingat

InganathisoIcontinuetoeat,leavingInganathito

reply.

“Itisgoingwell,”that'sallshesays.Itisstillearly

dayssothere’sisn’tmuchtosay,peoplegoto

therapyforyearsifneedtobesoitneedspatience

andimportantlysupport.Itakeherhandtogiveita

squeezeandshegoesbacktoeating.

Weallgetbacktodiggingintoourplatesandthe

foodisreallynice,Iam enjoyingit.Theyhaveareally

goodrelationship,itisneverawkwardwhentheytalk

andtheyarejustflowingfrom onetopictothenext,I

alsodon’tfeelleftout.Wearelaughinghereand

there.MrObenneboistheclownonthetableandhe

iscrackingjokeseverychancehegets.Ididn’tthink



I’deverseehim sorelaxedandtalkingfreely.There’s

lovebouncingonthetableandIcan’tgetenough,

theymakememissmyownparentswhichIlastsaw

twoyearsagoonSisanda’sfuneral.Kwandoisliving

withthem andheisattendingatthesameprimary

schoolIwenttoaswell.Healwayssoundshappy

wheneverIcalltocheckuponhim butgetsreally

sadwhenwetouchanythingthathastodowithour

relationship.Ineedtoplanforatriptogoback

home,Imissmyson.

“IgotmyresultsandIgotfourdistinctions,”

Inganathisayswithawidegrinonherface.Iam so

proudofthisgirlrighthere.DespitewhatNomagugu

putherthrough,shestillfocusedonherbooksand

didherverybest,evenonthefieldshehasnever

disappointed.

Herfathercheers,“Iam soproudofyoumybaby,”

hesaysandhermotherisjustashappy.



“Sowhenam Igettingmycar?”shesayssounding

reallyspoiledandherfatherlaughs,andwealllaugh.

“Getyourlicensefirstandwewilltalk,”heisserious.

Inganathisquirmsonherseatandsmileswidelylike

achildenteringthecandystore.

“Iam really,reallyproudofyouInganathiIwishyour

sist–”someoneclearstheirthroattocuthershort.

“Doyouwantmetodishyoumorefood?”thatis

InganathitryingtogetmyattentionbutbeforeIturn

toher,InoticeafiercestarethatMrObennebois

givinghiswifeandshesinksinherchair.

“No,Iam good,”Isaywithasmallsmileonmyface.

Theatmosphereisnolongerlight.Imighthave

spokentoosoonbecausethingshavejusttooka

differentturnandtheyalllookuncomfortable–what

isgoingonhere,whatwasInganathi’smothergoing



tosaybeforetheycuthershort?

“Ishouldprobablyclearthetablenowseeingthat

youareallfull,”shesaysstandinguptoherfeet.

Eventhesoundofhervoiceisnolongerjollyandshe

looksdifferentfrom thewomanImetawhileago.

“Simbonga,let’stakeastrollinthegarden,”Mr

Obennebosays,alsostandingupwithaglassofhis

waterinhishand.IlookatInganathiandsheforces

asmileonherfacewhichIknowisfakebecauseit

doesn'treachhereyes.Itakemyownglassofjuice

andfollowedMrObennebooutside.

•

•

•



Inganathi

“Whatwasthatallabout?”IaskwhenIam pretty

surethatSimbongaisnotonsight.

“YouknowIdidn’tmeantosayitinfrontofhim,”she

saysbusyputtingthedirtyplatestogether.Wedidn't

evengettodessertbecauseofher.

“Youtoldmenevertomentionherbut–”

“Inganathi...”shelooksupwithtearyeyes,looking

sadbutdon’tforgetguilty.

“Youtoldmeshe’sdead,remember?Sokeeptoyour

wordandkeepheroutofyourhead,”Ipushthechair

backasIstanduptoleave.



“Shedidn’tdoanythingtoyouIngie,youdon’thave

tohateher!”shecallsoutbehindmebutIcontinue

towalkaway.Idon’thateher,IhatethatIhadtolive

withouther,theytookherawayfrom meandthey

forcedmetoacceptit.PretendthatIhavealways

beenlikethiswhenIhadlostapartofme–shewas

everythingtomelikeIwaseverythingtoherbuthow

Ifeltdidn’tmattertothem.

Iwalkinsidemybedroom andmamaputmy

favouritecoveronthebedbutIdwellonit.Istripoff

allmyclothesandwrapmybodyinatowel.Itislate

now,weshould’vebeenhereduringmiddaybut

SimbongahadtoseeZobuhlebeforeheleft.Why?I

don’tknowbuthemadeitsoundlikeitwas

important.Istepinsidetheshoweranddidn’tbother

toturnonthehotwater,Ijustletthecoldwater

washawayallmyanger.Iletitrunthroughmyhair

andIfaceuptoletthewaterfallonmyface.Isee

herface,flashinginmyhead,Ifeellikescreaming–

scream forherbutIdon’t.Iswallowhardandturn

offthetap.



WhenIwalkoutofthebathroom,Simbongaisinmy

room lookingatthepicturesofmewhenIwasin

highschool.Idon’thaveanyofmychildhoodphotos

becauseshewasinthem too.Hebroughtthebags

inwithhim,it’slikeheknewI’dneedmypyjamas,I

takemycosmeticbagandwenttositontopofmy

bed.Hehasn’tturnedtolookatmesoIcontinueto

drymyhairwithanothertowel.

“Youhavealwaysbeenbeautifulandyouhaven't

changedatall,”hesaysturningtolookatme.

“Thankyou.”Itakeoutmybodylotionandthebottle

oftheointmentthatDrBoyesrecommendedIuseto

getridofthescarsonmy...you-know-what.

“Areyouokay?”hestepstowardsmeandIlookup.

“YeahIam fine,”IknowIam farfrom beingokaybut



that’sallIcantellhim becauseIcan’treallytellhim I

am not,Idon’thaveanyexplanationforastowhyI

wouldn'tbefine.

“Doyouneedhelp?”hepointstothebottlethathas

aclearliquidinit.

Ilookatitandbackathim.“Ihaveseenitbefore,all

youcandoisallowmetoseeifyou'rehealing,”he

says.Hetakesthebottlefrom mysidebeforeIcould

object,IregretwhyIwashedmyhairnowbecauseof

thecolddropsofwaterfallingontomyshoulders.

Helooksseriousasheopensthebottleandtellsme

tolayonmyback.Itellhim thatheneedstousea

cottonwoolbutitdoesn’tlooklikeheheardanything

Isaid.Ilaidstillwithmytowelpulledupandlegs

slightlyopen.IrememberthelasttimeIwasinthis

positionandeverythingthatfollowedafterthat.He

isstillwearingthatseriousfaceashekneelsdowns,

disappearingbehindmyknees.Icanonlyseethetip

ofhisheadandapartofhisface.Idon’tknowwhat



myfatherwantedtotalktohim aboutbutIguessit

wasn’tbadsincehecamebackinonepiece.

HepushesmylegsapartandIoblige,swallowing

hard.Iam stillscaredofhavinganyoneoranything

downthere,truthbetoldthatIfeelmuchsaferifitis

DrBoyeswhoislookingdownthereeventhoughshe

diditonce,Ijustknowthatshehasnointentionof

hurtingme.IfeelhisthumbonmyfoldsandIinhale

sharply.HestopsandasksifIam okay,wordsfail

mesoIjustnod.Hereachesforthebottleagainand

rubshisfingeronmyentrance,Ihearhim groanand

mumblingasorry.IknowIshouldbefeelingscared

butIfeeldifferentashecontinuestorunhisfingers

onmysacredplace.Heslowlymoveshisthumbup

tomyclit,stillIdon’tstophim –itfeelsdifferent,

reallygoodevenmyheartisracing.Ihavealways

feltwhenwekissbutnowitisintense.

Herubsmyclitmorefaster,puttingmorefriction,my

chestisheavingandIfindmyselfchewingonmy



bottom lipwithmylegsopeningwider.Iwantto

scream ontopofmylungs,tellhim howgoodheis

makingfeelbutIcan’twithmyparentsintheother

room.Iam pullingmyhairashepinchesmy

throbbingclit.Ican’tholdbackanymore,Iopenmy

mouthandrealisedasoftmoan.Itiltmyheadup

andheislookingatme,damnhim.Ithrowmyhead

back,moaningandslowlyshufflingfrom onesideto

theother.“You'resowet,”hesaysmovinghisthumb

downtomyentrance,ofcourseI’dbewetbecause

hejustappliedthatointment.Ibreatheinandout

thinkingthatheisdone,leavingmeyearningfor

morebutheisnotdone,hereplaceshisthumbwith

hislips.

IfeellikeIam goingcrazy,fuckisthisme?Ican’t

believeIhaveamaninbetweenmylegs,suckingon

mygenitalslikeheissuckingmylips.Heismaking

mefeelalotofdifferentthingsatthesametime,

onceagainIquestionmyselfasIputhandsontop

ofhisheadpushinghim down.Ihaveevenforgotten

tokeepitdown,mymoansareflyingoutofmy



mouthashecontinuestorunhistongueonclit,

swayingitaroundmyentrance,goingbackupto

suckonclit.MylegsareupintheairwhenIfeela

waveofpleasurecrawlingallthewayfrom mytoes

tothetipofmyhead,Icallouthisname,againand

againuntilmybodytenses,feelingtheneedtograb

onthecoversandscream outthatJesusisindeed

Maria’sson.

Afterthatmassiveexplosion,herisesandcomesto

kissmeonmylips.Icanfeelmypum-pum calling

forhim –Iwanthim.

“Youweresoloud,yourfatherisgoingtokillme,”he

grinsandIshyawayfrom hiseyes.Iwanttotellhim

thatIwanttodoit,thatIam nowreadybuthowdoI

dothatwithoutsoundinglikeaslut?Ipullhim down

foranotherkiss,whichiswetandsloppybuthepulls

outbeforeIcouldgetmyhandsunderhisshirt.

“IwantyouSimba,”Isaybreathlessly.



“IknowandIwantyoutoo,”IsenseabutsoIwait

forhim tocontinue.“Butnotinyourfather’shouse,”

hegrinsatmydisappointedface.

IfeelhislipsoneverypartofmyfaceassoonasI

closemyeyes.

“Iloveyou.”

HissilenceisheavysoIopenmyeyestofindhim

stilllookingatme.

“IloveyouSimbonga,”Itellhim again.



Uthando:Thirty

Simbonga

IflipmyeyesopenandIfindbigdoe,browneyes

lookingatme.Sheisnotsmilingnorfrowning,itis

justablankstarewhichIfailtoread–Idon’tknow

whichmoodshewokeupinbutshestilllooks

beautiful.Iplacemyhandonhercheekandshe

placeshersontopofminewhileslowlyclosingher

eyes.Icouldn'tleaveherbedlastnight,Islepthere

insteadofintheguestbedroom hermother

assignedtome–don’tpanic,nothinghappened.I

sleptwellwithherinmyarms.Sheopenshereyes

andsmilesforthefirsttimetoday.“Youhaveto

leave,mamawon'tbehappytofindaneatlymade

bedsoearlyinthemorning,”shesays.Iremain

silentlookingather,reminiscingherwords,overand

overagain.Iknowshemeantit,Icouldseeinher

eyesthatshewasserious.



“Iloveyoutoo,Inganathi,”Isaystilllookingstraight

intohereyes.IknowIam afewhourslatetosayit

backbutnowImeanit.Ididn’ttellherinthepastbut

Ihavealwaysfeltlikethis.

SheissmilingwidelysoIknowthatsayingitlateis

betterthannotsayingitatall.Shekissesmypalm

andshuffles,gettingoutofthebed.Ialsoneedto

getupbutIam solazy,Ineedanotherhourortwoto

curlupunderthecoverswithmyarmswrapped

aroundthegirlwhostolemyheart.Isitupandjust

likethatmyphonerings.Itakeitandlookatthe

screen,itisanunknownnumber.Theshoweris

alreadyrunningsoIguessthatismycuetoalsoget

outofherebeforethemadam ofthehousestarts

doingherroundstoaskifwesleptwellduringthe

night.Inganathisaidshe’sclingysoIdon’tdoubt

she’ddosomethinglikethat.IanswerthephoneasI

makemywayout.

“Simbonga,youarespeakingtoRyanWeymouth–



thenewlyappointedTechnicalDirector.Ibelievewe

haven’tmetbefore,”hesays.

“Yes,thoughIhaveheardaboutyouthatyouwillbe

takingDingani’splaceinthesoccercommittee.How

canIhelpyousir?”Iask,steppinginsidetheguest

bedroom andclosingthedoorbehindme.Itisa

reliefIdidn’tbumpintoanyoneinthepassage.

“Iam inDurban,Iwashopingwecouldmeetfor

breakfast.”That’sallhesays,hedoesn’tmention

anythingastowhyhewantstomeetwithme.

“Iam notinDurbanatthemomentbutIcanmakeit

thereduringlunchtimesoinsteadofbreakfast,we

canmeetforlunch.”Idon’tgivehim anotheroption.

Heistheonewhowantstomeetwithmesohewill

gowithwhatIsay–firstofall;everyoneknowsIam

busywhichisnottruebuttheydon’tneedtoknow

that;hehadtomakeanappointmenttomeetwith

meordidhethinkI’djumpbecausehesaidso?



“Oh,”heissilentforafewseconds.“Lunchisfine,I

willseeyouthen.”

Isayokaythenwebothdropthecall.Iwonderwhy

hewantstomeetbutIguessIwillhavetogotothe

meetingtofindout.Inganathiwillbedisappointed

whenshefindsoutthatIam leavingadayearlythan

weplanned.Shewantedtoshowmearoundthe

placeshegrewupin,Iwaslookingforwardtoitand

IbetIwould'velearntmoreaboutherbyjustbeingin

spacesshehadbeenathousandtimesinthepast

butthendutycallsneedtobeattended.Ihitthe

showerandchangedintosomethingcomfortable–

deminjeansandawhitelongsleevest-shirt.WhenI

openthedoor,thesmellofbaconfillsmynostrils

andgoesstraighttomystomachwhichstarts

growlingasIfollowthesmellthatisleadingmeto

thediningroom.

Inganathi’smotherisextra–whoeatsvetkoeksso

earlyinthemorning?Thebreakfastlookssogreasy



andmouth-watering.“Goodmorning,”Igreetand

sheturnstolookatmewithablindingsmile.She

looksmuchbetterthanshedidyesterdayafterthat

awkwardmoment.MrObennebocalledher

emotionallyunstablewhenIaskedwhatwasthe

wholethingabout,heevenwentasfarassayingher

instabilitygetssobaditgoesstraighttoherhead

andmessesuphersenses.Foralawyer,hereally

soundedunconvincingbutItookhiswordanyway.

Inganathicomestostandbesidesmeandtucks

herselfundermyarm.Thesmileonherfacemakes

mefeelbad,Iknowit’sgoingtodisappearassoon

asImentionthecall.

“Ithoughtyouwereleavingtomorrow.”

“ThatiswhatIthoughtaswellbutIhavetoleave

today,rightafterthis,”Isayandtheyallremainquiet.

Inganathiisnowplayingwithherfood,shehasn’t

saidawordandsheisnotevenlookinguptomeas



Iturntolookather.“Iwillmakeituptoyou,I

promise.”Shenodsabsently,Iknowshe’smore

disappointedthansad,wehadeverythingplanned

outandnoweverythinghastochangeallofa

sudden.WefinishbreakfastandInganathi’smother

declinesmyoffertowashthedishes–Iam very

domesticatedandI’dratherwashthedishesthan

standoverthepotandcook.Iwascursedinthat

department.MrObennebohasbeenveryquiet,even

whenIsaymygoodbyeshedoesn’tsaymuchbut

wishesmeasafetrip.

“Iwillcomebacktomorrow,”shetellsmeasIstep

insidethecar.Herparentshavegonebackinsidethe

houseandsheisstandingonthedrivewaylikea

loner,huggingherselflikeshe’sfeelingcoldwithher

lipspouted.

“Iloveyou,”Isaystartingthecar.

“Iloveyoutoo,”Iblowherakissasshesaysthat



andshesmiles,nowthat’swhatIwantedtoseeand

notthatlongface.

IreverseouttheopengateandhootasIdriveaway.

ItisatwohoursdrivetoDurbanbutIam notbored

asIthoughtI’dbe,thedeephousemusiciskeeping

mecompany.WhenIgettoDurban,theheathas

doubleditstemperatureandIregretwearingthis

longsleevest-shirt,Ishould'veoptedforsomething

cooler.Ryansentmethenameoftherestaurantwe

aregoingtomeetinandIam thefirstonetoarrive.I

getatableandorderadrinkwhileIwaitforhim.He

arrivesthirtyminuteslater,Ithoughthe’dbeyounger

butheisactuallyquiteold,hehasgreyhairanda

beardthatneedsshaving.Ialwayskeepmyface

cleanandthatmakesmelookyoungerthanmyage

–Ishouldteachhim athingortwo.

“Youhavebeeninthisgamesinceyouwerea

toddler,”hesays,takingaseatonthechairopposite

mine.Idon’tknowwhatheistalkingaboutbutI



don’targue.Hedoesn’tlooklikesomeonewhohas

playedfootballbefore,evenhispastdoesn’tsay

muchabouthim doinganythingrelatedtofootball

butIguessknowingpeoplewhoknowpeoplecan

openmanydoorsforyou.

“Ihavebeeninthegamelongenough.”

“Enoughtoearnyourselfacoachingpostwithouta

qualification,”hesaysandthewaitercomestotake

hisorder.

“ThatwasarrangedbyDingani,heknewmemore

thananyoneandhetrustedmewiththeposition.”

“WellDinganiisnomore,Iam thenewsheriffin

townandIdon’thaveareasontokeepyouonyour

postlongerthanyouhave.”



“ButIam currentlydoingmycertificateincoaching,I

am surethatshouldcountforsomething,”Isay,

tryingtodefendmyself.IknowIdidn’tgetthis

positionbecauseIam fullyeligible,Idon’thavethe

qualificationandthereasonwhyItookthepostwas

fortherapeuticreasonsbutIhavetheexperience–

morethanhim.

“Thatdoesn’tcount,”heshrugs,hisdrinkcomesand

hegulpsdownhalfofthecontent.“Youdon’thave

thequalificationssoyouarenoteligibletobea

coach,Icouldtellyoutogobacktoplayingbutno

onewouldtakeyounow.Iam sureyoucan’teven

runfivelapsaroundthefieldwithoutcomplaining

aboutyourburninglungsorsorelimbs–andI

definitelydon’twantyoutodieofaheartattack,”he

says,chucklingwhileliftingtheglasstohislips.

Ifeeloffended,heshould'vetoldmeoverthephone,

sentmeane-mailoralettertotellmetostepdown.

Heknowsnothingaboutme,wearetwodifferent



people.Ifthisplacewastobesetonfire,Idoubt

he’dmakeittothedoorintimebecauseofthathuge

potbellywhichIam veryconfidenttosayitisresting

onhislaprightnow.Iliftupmyownglass,emptying

everydropofthebeerinside–Ineedanotherglass.

Idon'tthinkIwilleatanything,hisfaceisugly

enoughtomakemelosemyappetitebutthat’snot

thereason,Iam stillfullfrom thatlargebreakfast

thatInganathi’smotherdishedupforme.

“Iam notreallyanicepersonSimbongabutIcan

keepyouinyourpostifyoumakesureyouloseall

yourgames,”hesaysandshiftonmyseat.Why

wouldIwanttobeacoachofalosingteam?No

scratchthat,I’dbecoachingmyteam tolose.

“Areyouhearingyourself?”Ileanonthetableandhe

isnodding.

“Loudandclear,Ihopeyouhearmetoobecausethis

isforyourowngood.Loseallgames,includingthe



tournamentfortheSABLeague.Winagameand

boy,youwillregretevercrossingme.”

“Ican’tdothat.Youmightaswelltakemeoutand

theteam outofthetournaments,”Isay,wavinghim

off.

Andheturnspink,withangervisiblyevidentonhis

face.

“Youwilldothis,Idon’tmindcrushingyouandyour

wholedream,righthererightnowandtherewillbe

nothingofyoutoremember–youwilldothis

Simbonga.”Hepusheshischairback,standingto

hisfeetandreachesforhiswalletfrom hisback

pocket.“Buyyourselfsomethingnice,youlook

starved,”hesays,takingoutthreetwohundreds

notesandplacesthem onthetable.Iam just

lookingathim,thinkingwhothehellisthisperson

andwhatthehelldoeshewantfrom me?Heleaves

mesittingtherebutIdon’tremainsittingforlong,I



standupandheadtothedoorleavingthewaiter

withmoretipthannecessary–Iam anythingbut

starved.

•

•

•

Inganathi

TheAcademyisopenbutunderdifferent

management,Iwould'vegonebacktherebutIdon’t

wantto,notyet.Noziphoisalreadythatside,they

havestartedpreparingforthetournamentbutIam

here,stuckwithSimbonga.Welltodayhedragged

meoutofthehouseandweareinthefield,andheis

trainingme.Believeitornot,Iam actuallyenjoyingit.

HeispushingmejustlikeNomag...thatwoman

wouldhave.Iam attendingtherapybutIam not

exactlyexpectingtohealovernight.Iknowthese



thingstaketimesoIam patient.Whathappenedthe

otherdaywasasignthatIam ontherightpath,Iwill

behealed–Icouldlethim in,Ialsowaswillingtogo

allthewaywithhim sothatmustcountfor

something.

“Youknowthatshewillbeplayingagainstusright?!”

Ihearhercallout.

Itisreallydarknow,thelightsarehelpingustosee

though–butwhatisshedoinghereatthistime?Oh

shoot,Iforgotthatsheliveshere.Simbongawaves

tomethathewillbebackandInod,continuingto

kicktheballthroughthepoles.WhenIturn,theyare

chattinginhush-hushesaboutsomething,sheis

smiling,lookinguptohim.Ican’tseeSimbonga’s

facesoIkicktheballtotheotherside.Heislooking

straightintohereyeswithacheesysmileonhisface,

whatevertheyaretalkingaboutmustbenice

becauseIthinktheyhaveforgottenthatIam here.

Helaughsreallyhard,Zobuhlepusheshim awayon



thechestbuthedoesn'tremainstandingonthat

spotinsteadhegoesbacktostandingjustafew

stepsawayfrom her.

Heremovessomethingfrom herbrowandheis

touchingherfortoolong,okayitwasonlyforthree

secondsbuthewasn’tsupposetotouchherinthe

firstplace.OnethingIcantellyouisthatheis

differentwhenZobuhleisaroundandIcan’thelpbut

feelapingofjealousycloudingmymind.Iam no

longerkickingtheballordoinganythingthatIam

supposeto,insteadIam lookingatthesetwopeople

wholookmuchcosierthanjustbeingaplayeranda

coachorfriends.Iknownothingaboutrelationships,

thisthingisstillnewtomebutaguyisn’tsuppose

totalkwithanotherfemalewhoisnothissisterfor

morethanfiveminutes,Simbongaherehasgone

overtenminutesandhedoesn’tseem toregister

thatwhatheisdoingiswrong–insomanylevels!

“Simba,Ineedtogethome,”Isaylookingathim and



notthatgirl.Ididn’tevengreet,shealsodidn’t

botheranditwasveryclearthatshedidn’tcare.The

onlypersonshesawishim.

“O-kay,”hesays,lookingatmelikeheislookingfor

something.“Zobuhle,Iwillseeyoutomorrow,”he

saystakingasteptowardsher–whereishegoing?

Istandinbetweenhim andher,whilelookingathim

andheexhales.

“Iwillseeyoutomorrowcoach,”shesaysovermy

shoulderandleaves.

Helooksatme,Ihavemyhandsfoldedtomychest

andlookingdamnserious,don’tforgetangrytoo.He

sighsandgoestocollectthetrainingequipment,I

rememberhim sayingthatthesestayintheroom

ZobuhleisoccupyingsoIquicklysuggestthathe

leavesthem byhisofficedoor,noonewillseethem

there.Ijustdon’twanthim inthatgirl'spresence,

whoknowswhatsheisplanning,somepeopleare



sogood–fiveminutesisenoughforaquickie.He

getsinthecar,myseatbeltisalreadyfastenedandI

am waitingforhim tostartthecar.Hesuggestswe

getsomethingtoeatonthewayandIsaywhatever,

hegetanythinghewantsbecauseIam nothungry,I

am angry–butIdon’tsaytellhim that,IjustsayI

am nothungry.

Bythetimeheparksonthedriveway,mymindis

alreadymadeup–there’ssomethingbrewing

betweenthosetwoandshameonthem fornoteven

tryingtohideitfrom me!

“Inganathi,istheresomethingwrong?”ohsoIam

notBuggieanymore?IhatethatnamebutIloveit

whenhecallsmelikethat.

Istepintohisbedroom withoututteringawordand

headtothewardrobe,thatiswhereIpackedmy

things.Itakeoutmypyjamasandwenttothe

bathroom totakemycosmeticbag–Iwillbe



sleepingintheguestbedroom tonight.

“Inganathi?”hesoundsimpatientnow.“Whatisit?”

“It'snothing,”Isayreachingforthedoorhandlebut

hestopsme.

“YouknowIloveyouright?”

“Butnotasmuchasyouloveher,”Isaylookingupto

him andhelookstongue-tied–wow.Hewon’teven

trytodenyit.

Igetoutofhisgripandopenedthedoor,hedoesn’t

stopmethistimeinsteadheburieshisfaceinside

hishands.Iwon’tlie,ithurts.



Uthando:Thirty-one

Zobuhle

Ijustfinisheddressingup,gettingreadytogoto

work;yeahIstillhavetogotoworkinthemorning

andcomebackduringmiddayforpracticesincewe

areresumingwiththetournaments.Ifastenmy

shoelacesandthereisaknockonthedoor,more

likesomeoneisbangingonthedoorandthisperson

seemstobedeterminedtobreakitdown–who

couldbesoangrysoearlyinthemorningandIdon’t

likevisitorsatthistimeoftheday.“Okay,okayIam

coming,”Isay,exhalingsharply.Ihopeitsnotthe

kids’neighbourswhoareplayingtricksonme

becauseIwon’tbeheldresponsibleforspanking

someone'schild.Iyankthedooropenandshesteps

forward,pushingmeasidetoletherselfin.Okay,I

closethedoorandturntolookather,slowlyfolding

myarmstomychest.Shehasthrownherbagontop

ofmyunmadebedandshelooksreallymad,she’s



fuming.

“WhatisgoingonbetweenyouandSimbonga?”she

asks.

“Hi,Inganathi.Isleptwellthankyouandhoware

you?”

Shebreathsoutsharply,shesurelylooksannoyedby

mysarcasm –ifwecouldgobackalittle,just

reverseafewstepsthenImustsaythatIdon’treally

understandherquestion.

“Whatisgoingon–”

“Nothing,”Isaywithmyhandshangingonthesides,

walkingpastherandtowardsmybed.Ihavetoleave

andshe’sgoingtomakemelate.



“IknowwhatIsawlastnight,”shesays,still

soundingupset.

Ilookbacktoher,Ireallydon’tknowwhatsheis

talkingaboutorissheworriedbecausewedidn’t

includeherinourconversation,seriouslyIdidn’t

thinkshehadaproblem becauseshedidn’tsayshe

did.Andwhyissheherequestioningmeandnot

Simbonga?Mysilenceseemstobecalmingher

down,thisisnotthereactionshewasexpectingfor

andthegirlthatfirstcameinherewasreadytofight

butshecametothewrongperson.Ihavenever

foughtfororbecauseofamansoIwon’tstartnow

andshebettergetherfactsstraightbeforeshe

accusesmeofsomething.

“Soyouarejustgoingtostandthereandnotsay

anything?”sheisgettingimpatientandagainIdon’t

knowwhatsheistalkingaboutbecauseIam not

juststanding,Iam actuallymakingmybedandshe

couldmakeherselfusefulbyhelpingme.



“FirstofallInganathi,Idon’tknowwhatisitthatyou

sawlastnightandsecondly,youbeinghereright

nowisgoingtomakemelateforwork,”Isay,

alreadycheckingthetimeonmyphone.

“Areyoudating,orusedtodate?WhatIsawlast

nightweretwolovers,conversingorcatchingup,

andnoneofyouseemedtobebotheredthatIwas

around.AreyouthatheartlessZobuhle?Youknow

Simbongaiswithmenowso...”

Iputmyhanduptostopherfrom sayinganother

word,Iam amusedbywhatshejustsaidbutIwon’t

laughbecausethatmightinfuriateherevenmore.I

knowSimbongacangettooclosewhenitcomesto

me,Idon’thaveaproblem withitbecauseIknowit

canneverbeanythingmorethanthat.

“Iam lesbianInganathi,”Itellher.



Shetakesastepback,Idon’tknownwhatthelook

onherfacemeansbutbeforeIcouldmakeoutwhat

itactuallymeans,sheburstsoutoflaughter.Like

sheislaughingreallyhard,Idon’tknowwhichpartI

saidwasfunnyorIdidn'tpronouncehername

correctly?Shebreathsinsharplyagain,calming

downandcomposingherself.Sheiswastingmy

time,Ishouldbegonebynow.

“You'regood,Ishouldgiveyouthatbutyoudon’t

foolme.Isthatyourfamouslinethatyoutellevery

girlwhentheyconfrontyouaboutputtingyourclaws

ontotheirmenbecauseifitisthenitprovestome

thatyouarereallydeterminedtokeepondoing

whateveritisthatyou’redoingwithmyman!”

Idon’thavetimeforthis,wheredidSimbongaget

thisgirl?Ipushherbagisintoherhandswithin

seconds,Imovetotheothersideoftheroom toget

myownbagandheadtothedoor.Ifshedoesn't

followmeoutthenIwilllockherinthenmaybewe



canfinishthisconversationlaterwhenhermindis

clearbecauserightnow,Ican’tgetanythingthrough

her.Iam alsoupsetnow,Iam anythingbutaman

stealer.Sheroughlygrabsmyarm asIreachforthe

doorhandleandIfeellikeslappingheracrossher

facebutinsteadIlashout...

“Helovesmeokay!”myvoiceshootsthroughthe

roofandhereyesglitterwithinseconds.

“What?”sheslowlyletsgoofmyarm.

“That'swhathetoldbutIdon’tlovehim likethat.AsI

havesaidbefore–Iam lesbian,Idateothergirls

andnotmen,”Ishootatherbutsheisnotfighting

anymore,ifanything,shelooksdefeatedlikewhatI

havesaidjustmadehermakesenseofsomething.

Ilookatherasshereversestothebedandwhenthe

backofherlegshittheedge,shesinksdown,Iwas



expectinghertodroponthebedbutshegoesdown

untilshereachesthefloor.Atearescapeshereyes

andshequicklywipesitoff.Shelooksreallysad,but

timeman–nowIneedtocallintosayIam goingto

belate.Isigh,walkingtothebedtositontopofit

besidesherandweareclose,mylegistouchingon

hershoulderandviceversa.ShesnifflesandIjust

letherbe.Thethoughtofdraggingheroutcrosses

mymindandIjustsmileathowstupidIcanbe–

sheneedscomfortbutIdon’tevenknowwhereto

start,willsheevenletmehugher?

“WhenItoldhim Iam lesbian,hewasn’thappy...I

thoughthe’dkickmeoutoftheteam becauseIhad

turnedhim down–youknowhowmenarewiththeir

egos,”IsaychucklingandIdon’thearasound

comingfrom her.Idon’tknowwhyIthoughtofthat

becauseknowingSimbongathewayIdonow,even

ifItoldhim thatIwasanalienfrom space,he’dhave

stillkeptmeontheteam butthatdoesn’tchangethe

factthathewashurt.ShesnifflesagainandIget

worried,isitworthcryingthatmuch?Ithought



tellingherthatIam lesbianwouldeasehermindbut

itseemstohavemadethingsworseormaybeits

somethingelse.Iwishshecouldlashoutonme

againsoI'dknowwherehermindisat.Thesunis

risingandlettingmorelightinsidetheroom –ifI

don’tleavenowthenImightaswellforgetabout

goingtowork.

“Hetoldmehelovesme...”shesays,exhaling,“butI

knowhelovesyoumore.Isawthewayhewas

lookingatyoulastnight,thewayhewassmilingand

helookedrelaxedandcomfortable–hewashappy.”

Shesnifflesagain,wipingherface.“Itoldhim that

hedoesn'tlovemelikehelovesyouandhedidn’t

eventrytodenyitwhichmeansitistrue.”

Idon’treallyunderstandhowshemustbefeelingbut

myheartbreaksforher,Idon’twantSimbongato

lovemelikethatifitisgoingtoruinhisrelationship

withher.Iwishhecouldhateinsteadbecausethisis

hurtinghermorethanithurtshim thathecan’tbe



withme.Iplacemyhandonhershoulderassome

sortofcomfort,sheisnotcryinganymoresoIthink

ofitasagoodsign.

“Youdon’thavetoworryaboutme,Iwon’tdo

anythingtoputyourrelationshipinjeopardy–ifhe

sayshelovesyouandwantstobewithyouthenI

willrespectthat.”Shenodsbutremainssilent.

Iexhalesoftly,retrievingmyhandfrom hershoulder

andwaitforhertostandupsoshecouldleavebut

sheremainsseatedonthefloor.Isighagain.Wesit

thereinsilenceforwhatseem likeforeverbefore

sheopenshermouth,“Idon’twanttoplayball

anymore,”shesays.

“Why?”Iask,failingtosuppresstheshockinmy

voice.Iknowthatsheisgoodandlovesplaying

footballsowhywouldsheletgoofthat?



“Ijust...wheneverIgetinsidethefield,mymindjust

getsfloodedwithalotofhorriblememories–the

thingsshedidtomeandhowshemademefeel.

Thattime,Igotinsidethefieldtoperform well,just

tomakeherproudthinkingthatwillmakeherlessof

whatshewas,thatmaybeit’dmakeherstop

punishingmebutthatonlymadeherworse.The

betterIplayed,themoreattentionIattractedto

myself–Iwould'veplayedbadbutshewouldn'tlet

me,”sheshakesherheadandIcantellbyherbody

languagethatsheiscryingagain.

Islidoffthebedandsatnexttoher,sheisindeed

crying.Ifeelmoresorryforher,nopersondeserves

anythingthatshewentthroughoranyothergirlsout

there.Thatwomandidmoredamagethanshe

thoughtshewasdoing,thephysicalpaincannever

becomparedtotheemotionalpainanditisworse

becausewhateveritisthatyou’refeelinginsidecan

easilybemissedbecausetheotherpersoncan’tsee

it.Isitfacingtowardsher,cupherleftcheekto

makeherlookatmeandshebatsherbigroundeyes.



Idon’tknowhowonepersoncanhavesuchbigeyes.

Iwipehercheeksdry,Idon’tknowifIam imagining

thingsbutthemoreIlookatherthemorethespace

betweenusclosesinandbeforeIknowit,Iam

breathinginherbreatheandsheisbreathinginmine.

Onemoveandmylipscanlandonhersbutliftmy

faceuptokissheronherbrowinsteadandpullher

inforatightsqueeze.

SheholdsmejustastightandthenIhearacar

drivingin.Webothpullawayfrom theembraceandI

say,“Ithinkit’stimetogoclaim yourman.”

•

•

•



Simbonga

Wearebackonthetournamentsandthingsare

lookinggoodforourteam.Nomagugu’steam hasa

newcoach,Ithinktheyrotatedallthestaffmembers

andthewholeteam wasputonacounselling

programme.Inganathitoldmeaboutherplansto

leavefootballandfocusonschool,Idon’tknowhow

Ifeelaboutthatbecauseifsheletsgothenthat

meansNomaguguwinsbutitcanalsomeanthat

sheknowswhatisgoodforherandifstayingoutof

thegamemakesherhappythenitisagooddecision

tomake.Myteam isjustasfiredupasithasbeen

beforeandIam trulyconfidentthatwehaveabright

futureaheadofus.Iam focusingonmakingsure

thattheteam playswellandIhavepushed

Weymouth’sthreatsatthebackofmymind.

Theteam isnotcompletewithoutSlindileandweall

missherbutthelastmemorieswehaveofherare

notreallyfriendlysowetrybyallmeanstoavoid



mentioninghername.Shewasagoodplayerbut

shewasalsogoodatotherthingswhichmade

thingsworseforher,Iam notsayingshedeserved

whathappenedtoherbutIhopeshelearntalesson

andifafterlifedoesexist,Ihopebythetimewe

meetagainshe’dhaverepented.Wehavewonall

gamesthatwehaveplayedsofarbutthatdoesn’t

meanwehavetotakeabreakfrom practicingbut

therewardsaregettingbiggerandbigger,andIam

thinkingofthrowinginaspadayforthegirlsand

Zobuhlecanbeinchargeofmakingsurethatthings

goaccordingtoplan.

“Youhavebeenonthatcomputersinceyoucame

back,”shesays,walkingintotheroom thatIhave

turnedintomystudywhereIdoallthepaperwork

whenIam notinmyoffice.

Ilookupandsheiswrappedinasilkywhitegown,

shecanbeneedysometimesbutIpromisednever

totouchheruntilsheistrulyready–itistorturebut



Iam willingtowait.Shewentthroughalotoftrauma

andIdon’twanttobethecauseofhersetback.

Therapyisgoingwell,Icanseebecausesheis

openingupabitmoreandshedoesn’tcrymuch

whenshementionsthatwoman’sname.Istillfeel

thatjailisalightpunishmentforherbutdeath

would'vebeentooeasyforhertoo.

“JustafewminutesmoreandIwillbeallyours,”I

sayandshesmiles.

Assheclosesthedoor,anemailfrom Weymouth

comesin–Isigh–thisgivesmemorereasonto

justgotobednow.Iclosethelaptopwithout

viewingit,thatmanthinksIwillplayintohishands

buthedoesn'tknowme.Iwouldneversetmyselffor

failure,hecancomewithhisthreatsbutIhave

biggerguns.IwentthroughalottogetwhereIam

andIam notabouttoletitgojustlikethat,andI

won’tlethim takeitawayfrom me.Iam Simbonga

Masuku,rapedornot,Iam stillaman.



Igetinsidethebedroom andsheisalreadyinbed.

Wehavebeenreallygoodthepasttwomonths,I

don’tknowwhathappenedorwhatchangedbutshe

looksmuchhappierandlessinsecure.Iwantedto

talkaboutZobuhlebutshepushedtheideaoutthe

windowandsaiditdoesn’tmatteranymore.Wehave

beengoodeversinceandifwearenotarguing

aboutnotputtingmydirtysocksinthesame

washingbasketastherestofherthingsthenwe’d

befightingoverthetastelessfoodIcooked–we

won’tbefightingaboutotherpeopleandweareina

goodspace.

“Ispoketomamaearlier,shepassesherregards.”

“Thatisnice,Imissherfood–shemustpostus

thatmouthwateringbeanscurryofhersit'dbevery

nicewithsteamedbread,”Isayremovingmyshoes.

“Yousaylikeyouaregoingtocookthatsteamed

bread.”



“IhaveyousoIdon’thavetoworryaboutthat.”

“Iwon’tslavearoundthekitchenforyou–never,

evenmymotherwouldhaveaheartattackifshe

findsoutthatIam livingwithyouandmyfather

woulddefinitelydisownme,andyouknowwhatthat

meansright?”

Ifrown,“what?”

Sheexhalessharply,puttingherphoneawayandI

walktowardsher.

“IfmyfatherdisownsmethatmeansIwon’tgetmy

carwhenIgraduate,”shesulksandIchuckle.

“Idon’tthinkhe’ddothat,ifanything,he’drathercut

offmyballsinsteadoflettingyougo,”Iflipthe



coversoffher,revealingherbarethighs–she

temptsmeallthetime,Idon’tknowifshelikes

seeingmemiserable.

“What...”shesaysaspullherlegssoshelayonher

back.Shelooksatmepuzzledascrawlinbetween

herlegsandIleanintokissheronthelips.Itisan

intense,arousingkisswithmyhandsalloverher

soft,smoothskinandsheismoaninginmymouth

withherhandsgrippingonmyshoulderandback,

pullingmeinformorebutIcan’tgiveherthat,not

yet.

Ipulloutandshebreathsoutheavily.Herlipslook

slightlyswollenandshelooksbeautifulwhenIknow

she’shornywitheveryinchofherbodyyearningfor

mytouch.“Iwantyoutomeetmyson,”Isayandshe

shoothereyeswideopenliketheyarenotalready

bigenough.“Iwanttotakeyouhomewithme,”Itell

herandshelooksintomyeyes,searchingandIhope

shefindswhatsheislookingforbecauseIam



seriousabouther.Iwanthernow,tomorrow,theday

beforethatandthedayafterthattillforevercomes

tousbecausewewillbepatientlywaitingineach

other’sarms.



Uthando:Thirty-Two

Simbonga

Shelooksnervous,shekeepsonbitinghernailsand

Iam worriedthatshe’dendupbleeding.Itakeher

handandkissherknuckles,sheheavesasighfor

theumpteenthtimeandIknowifIlaughshe’dbite

myheadoff.Idon’tknowwhatshe’sworriedabout,

itwasherwhotookmetoherparentsnotsolong

agobutshelooksworsethanhowIfelt.Ihavetried

everythinginthebooktomakehercalm downbutI

can’tgetthroughhersoIhaveletherbe.Whenwe

getthere,shewillseethattherewasnothingtobe

worriedaboutinthefirstplace.Themunicipalitystill

hasn'tdugdeepenoughinsidethegovernment's

pocketortheyhavethemoney,it’sjustthatthey’d

notusingitforwhatitismeantfor–Iseriouslycan’t

believethatthevillagestillhasgravelroadswith

potholestoo!Sighs.



“Isthatyourhouse?”sheasks,leaningforwardto

haveagoodlookatthehousethatweare

approaching.

“Yeah.”

“Wow,”shesaysstilllookingatitandIparkoutside

thegate.“It'shugeSimbonga,ifmymotherwasto

seethishousethenshe’ddropdeadonthespot.”Is

shekiddingme?Herparent'shouseismuchbigger

thanthisoneormaybeitstandsoutmorebecause

oftheotherhousesnexttoit.ButIstillbelieveher

houseismuchbiggerthanthisone.Ibuiltmy

parentsabighouse–theydidn’twanttoleavethis

placesoIbroughtUmhlangatothem –Ihadto

thankthem withsomethingforhowtheymadesureI

hadeverythingwhileIwasgrowingup.Beingthe

onlychilddidn’thelpatallbecauseblacktaxfell

ontomyshouldersalonebutIwaspaidwellsoit

wasn’tmuchofastruggleandmyparentsarenot

demandingsoitwasabreeze.



Igetoutofthecarandluckilythestreetsarequiet,if

notthenI’dhavehadthewholevillagedemanding

hugsandselfieswhichcanbetiringbecauseitnever

ends.Eventheeldersendupinvitingmeintotheir

homesbeforeIcanevenstepinsidemyownhouse

andgreetmyparents.ThatisanotherreasonwhyI

stayedaway.Iopenthegateandwentbacktothe

carsoIcandrivein.Thehouseistheonlything

modernaboutmyparent'shouse,otherthanthat

everythingisstilltraditionalandmanual.Iparkin

frontofthehouseandstepoutofthecar.The

gardenlooksgreat,Iam sureKwandotakescareof

it–itwasmychoretoowhenIwasgrowingupand

mymotherwouldalwaysmakesurethatIwatered

herflowersbeforeIwenttoschoolinthemorning

andbeforeIeatsupperintheafternoon.

IhaveInganathi’shandinmyhandaswewalktothe

door.ItoldmyparentsthatIam cominghomeand

theywerehappytolearnthenewsthattheirprodigal

sonhasfinallyrememberedthathedoeshavea

home.Iam excitedtoseeKwando,Tinawasalso



encouragingformetoseehim andseehowfarI

havecomewiththerapy.Iknockonthedoorandshe

looksatme,andIsmile.Thedooropensandmy

motherappearswithmyfatherwalkingtowardsthe

doorbehindher.Thesmileonherfaceandthetears

wellinginhereyes,makesmefeelasbadasIshould.

Shepullsmeinandhugsmetightly.Ipullaway,“I

missedyouSimbonga,”shesaysfightingbackher

tearsandsmilingwidely.

“Imissedyoutoo.Babahowareyou?”Iaskwitha

handshake.

“Iam good,weareallgood.Ngenaniningami

emnyangobazothiniabantu,”hesaysandwestep

insidebutitisnotforlong.

IhearInganathigag,shegagsagainandcoversher

mouth.“I’m sorry,”shesaysrunningbackoutside.



BothmyparentslookatmeforanswersbutIhave

none.Iam justasshockedastheyarebutitquickly

clicks–lavender!Irunoutofthehouseleavingthem

bothfrozenwithshockandfoundInganathivomiting

onmymother’sflowers,ohthisisnotgood,not

goodatall.

“Areyouokay?”Iaskwithmyhandonherbackas

sheremainsbentoverthegarden.Iwillhaveto

cleanitbeforemymothersetshereyesonit.

“Iam fine,”shesayswithhoarsevoice,shegags

againandIwaitforitbutnothingcomesout.

Iturntolooktowardsthehouseandmymotheris

standingthereintheveranda,lookingatus.

Inganathistandsupandstretchesherback.“I’m

sorry,”shesayswipingherlipswiththebackofher

hand.Itellhernottoworry,Iknowthesmellof

lavendertriggershertovomit–shetoldmeitonly

madehergagbutnowshedoesn'tholditbackand



shejustletsitout.Thatiswhathertherapistadvised

hertodo–shedoesn'tneedtoholdbackon

anythinganymoreandsheshouldjustallowher

bodytoletgoifneedtobe,thesamegoesforthe

tears.Ifshewantstocry,shemustjustcry.

“Iam sorryma,”shesaystomymotherbuttheold

womanislookingatmelikeshewantscutmyhead

off.IshrugandsheturnstolookatInganathiwitha

smileonherfacelikeshedidn’tthreatenmejust

now.

“Areyouokaybaby?”sheasks.

Inganathinods,“it'sthesmelloflavenderthatIdon’t

likeverymuch.”

MaturnstolookatmeandIswearwithmyeyesthat

Ididn'timpregnateher,wellnotyet,ifthat’swhat

she’sthinkingabout.Sheushersusinsidethehouse



afterexchangingafewmorewords.Babaisstill

standingwhereIlefthim,thenMashoutsfor

Kwandotocomeandgreetus.Thewaythehouseis

soquietIwassurethathewasn’thome.Heappears

downthestairs,walkingslowlytowardsusand

standsnexttohisgrandmawithhishandstugged

behindhisbackandhisheadboweddown.Heisjust

standingtherewithnoexcitementatall,thisisnot

thereactionIwasexpectingevenmyparentsarenot

happy.

“Heybuddy,”Igreet.

“Hi,”heraiseshisheadforasecondthenhedropsit

again.

“Okayum,everyonethisisInganathi–mygirlfriend,”

Itellthem andtheelderslookateachotherbefore

turningtolookatuswithsmilesontheirfaces.Well

SisandaistheonlywomantheyknewandafterthatI

haveneverbroughtanyonehome;Ialsodidn’tthink



I'dfindhersosoon.

“Itisnicetomeetyou,”Inganathisaysasshehand

shakesbothofthem.

“Simbongayoushouldhavetoldmethatshedoesn't

likelavender,lookhowuncomfortablesheisand

nowIhavetosetthetableoutsidehayikodwa,”that

ismymothercomplaining.IfIknewshe’dusethe

lavenderflavoureddetergentsthenIwould'vetold

hernotto.

Sheleavestheroom withmyfatherfollowingbehind

her,thatmancan’tstayawayfrom hiswomanfora

secondlongerandhefailstodoanythingforhimself.

Iwouldn'tbesurprisedifshestilltakesoffhisshoes

wheneverhecomesbackhomefrom doinghis

roundscheckingonthevillagers–heisapeople's

personlikethat.



“Kwando,hi.”Shegreetsandheraiseshisheadto

lookather.

“Areyoutheonewhohasbeenkeepingmyfather

awayfrom me?”heasksandInganathiisshocked

asIam.“Areyouthereasonwhy–”

“Kwando!”Isnap.Ididn’tmeantobuthecan’tbe

blamingInganathiformyfaults,sheisnotthe

reasonforanythingotherthanthatmyheartfliesout

mychestwhenevershelooksintomyeyes.

Hedoesn'tstandthereforasecondlonger,heturns

andrunsupthestairs.Isigh,thishasgonefrom bad

toworse.Ithoughthewasokay,thatiswhathetold

mewhenwespokeonthephoneandhenever

questionedmebutnowheisactingoutofcharacter.

ThatisnottheKwandoIknow,theboyIraised

wouldnevertalktoanyonelikethatandhisvoicedid

notonlylackrespectbutitwasalsolacedwithso

muchangerandpain.“Iwillgospeaktohim,letma



know.”IkissheronthecheekandIclimbupthe

stairs.ImayhavenotbeenhereforalongtimebutI

knowmywayaroundthehouse.Heisnotinthefirst

guestbedroom Icheckedsohemustbeintheother

one.Iknockonthecloseddoorandnoonereplies

soIturnthehandletoopenthedoor.

Iwalkinandheisbusyputtinghistextbooksinside

hisbags.Hedoesn'teventurntolookatmeasIlet

myselfin.Hisroom lookscleanandnothinglikehow

minelookedlikewhenIwashisage.

“Kwando,canwetalk?”

“Ican’t,gogosaidlunchisreadyandIcan’tbelate,”

hesayszippingthebagandputtingitaside.

“Iam sorry.Itwasn'tInganathi’sfaultthatIstayed

away,shehadnothingtodowiththatandIam sorry

iflookingoutforyoulookedlikeIdidn’tcareabout



you.ItisjustthatIdidn’twanttohurtyou,okay?”

Heturnsaroundwitha‘pleasefindmebecauseIam

lost’faceandIexhalesharply.IguessitistimeItold

him everything,Iknowhemighthaveseen

somethingontheinternetorthenewspapersandif

notthensomeonemusthavetoldhim something.I

thinkthatiswherehisangeriscomingfrom andhe

wantssomeonetoblame.Hecanblamemefor

everything,nooneelse,notevenhimselfbecauseI

wastheonewhowasraped,whowasamess

becauseofthetraumaandIam theonewhokilled

ourrelationshipwhiletryingtoprotecthim.Thelast

thingIwantedwastohurthim,Ididn’twanthim to

gothroughwhatIwentthroughandenduplikeme.I

hadtobreakthechainbutinthatprocesshealso

sufferedandIhatemyselfforthat.

“Sodoesthatmeanyouwillnolongerbestaying

away?DoesitmeanIcanstaywithyou?”heasks

afterIhavelethim inbutnotfullybecausesome



thingsarenotsuitabletobeheardbyhisyoungears

andIdon'twanttoruinhispuremind–Idon’twant

him tohavenightmares–that'dbecruel.

“Iwantustoworkonourrelationship,ifittakesus

livingtogetheragainthenlet’sdoit.Ijustwantyou

tobeapartofme,Iwanttoraiseyoutobeabetter

manthanthemanIam,makeyouhappybutmostof

allIwanttoprotectbutIwanttodoitrightthis

time,”Itellhim andhenodsrapidly.

“IthinkIlikeInganathi,shelookslikeaniceperson,”

hesaysandIchuckle.

“Youhaven'tseenanythingwena,she’sanangel.”

HeissmilingandIcouldn'thaveaskedforanything

more.Heismypriority,thecentreofmylifeand

from nowonIwillworkonbeingthebestdad.

“Comehere,”Iopenmyarmsforhim andhelooksat



me.

“Isitsafe?”

“Whatdoyoumeanifit'ssafe–Iam yourfather,

aren’tI?”henods.“Thencome,”Ismiletohim,he

standsupandwalkstowardsme.Hethrowshis

armsaroundmyneckandIhughim back.Iendedup

sittingonthefloorwhenIwastellinghim allthatI

couldtellhim andbeinginthisposition,havinghim

thissoclosetomefeelslikeamillionbucksand

more.NowordscanexpressjusthowhappyIam to

touchhim withoutanyfearcloudingmymind.“Ilove

youson.”

“Iloveyoutoodad.”

•••



Afterlunch,Ijusthadtotalktomyfatherandfind

outhowthethingswithregardstotheNGOhave

beengoing.Iknowaroundheretheywon’tbeshort

ofanythingwithmyfatheraround,healwaysdoes

thingstohisbestabilityandlikesplayinghero,he

evengoesasfarassavingthosewhodon’tneed

saving.Wetalkaboutsports,thecows,abouthow

muchthevillagehasn’tchangemuchsinceIlast

camehereandheasksaboutInganathi.Thereis

somethingthatIwanttotalktohim aboutbutIcan’t

seem tofindthewaytopushitthroughour

conversation.

“Thatboy,Kwando,heisagoodboybutthereis

somethingmanSimbonga.HeisdistantandIcan’t

reachouttohim,”hetellsmeandIthinkthisisthe

perfecttimetotellhim.

“Ihavebeengoingthroughsomethingsbabasoit

affectedourrelationshipasfatherandson.SoI

guessthatiswhyhehasbeenactinglikethat,”he



stopswalkingandlooksatme.Iknowhewantsto

knowwhatexactlyisitthatIhavebeengoing

through–ishetheonlythingthathaschanged

aroundhere,Imeandoesn’thereadnewspapers

anymore?“Ihavebeenattendingtherapy,fortwo

yearsnow,becauseIwasrapedwhenIwas15by

mycoach.Diskytoo,heassaultedme.”

Hebreathsinsharply,lookingawayfrom me.Iknow

Diskywashismosttrustedfriend,hetrustedhim

withmebuthesawitasanopportunitytofeedon

hissickcravings.Hedoesn'tsayanythingforagood

minute.

“Iam sorryson,”helooksuptome.Hisfacehas

fallen,Ididn’tsayanythingbecausethisisnotthe

faceIwantedtosee.Ididn’twanthim toseeitas

hisfault,Ididn’twanthim toblamehimselflikeI

don’twantKwandotoblamehimselfforourfailed

relationship.“Itrustedhim,hewasagoodmanorso

Ibelieved–Ishouldn'thaveallowedhim insidemy



housenorallowyouanyclosetohim,”hesounds

upsetnowandthisisexactlywhatIdidn’twant.

“Itwasn'tyourfaultbaba,Ineverblamedyou–that

would'vebeenwrongofme.Heistoblamebutmy

mindisnolongerthere,thetherapyhashelpedalot

andIhavemovedon.Heisnotafactorinmylife,I

meantheyarenotfactors,Iam myownpersonandI

willlivemylife.Iwillnotletthem ortheiractions

holdmeback.”

IknowIhaveforgiventhem,there’snothingbetter

thanacceptinganapologyyouhaveneverreceived,

movingonfrom somethingbecauseholdingontoit

doesn'tandwon’tbringyouanyhappinessnorpeace.

Iam atagoodplacenowthatIhavechosentobreak

offthechains,theynolongerhavetheirholdonme,I

havechosentosetmyselffreebyforgivingthem.I

madeapromisetothatboy,Ipromisedhim thatI

willcomebacktohim whenIlefthim andnowIam

back.Iwillalsokeepmypromiseatbeingabetter



father.HewillbeproudofmelikeIam proudofhim

andthismanrightheredidallhecouldtoprotectme

butsometimesyoucan’tstopfate.Itwasdestined

formetogothroughthissoI’dmeetpeoplelike

Zobuhle,InganathiandNomagugu.

“YouareabettermanthanI'deverbe,”hesays

placinghishandonmyshoulder.

•

•

•

Inganathi

Ihavebeensleepingintheguestbedroom thelast

twodays,Simbonga’smotherisworsethanmy

motherandeverymorningIwakeup,Ifindheron

mydoorstep.She’dmakeahorriblemother-in-law



butIlikeher.Ourstayhasbeenreallynice,Kwando

isgettinglessandlesscagey.Ionceaddressedhim

as‘Kuhle’andtheboylookedatmelikeIhadcussed

him andheranoutoftheroom.Simbongatoldme

thathismotherusedtocallhim likethatandIwas

verysorry,Ipromisednevertocallhim likethat,like

ever.Hisfatherhadtospeaktohim again,and

hopefullytoldhim thatIam notheretoreplacehis

mother.

Thecutleryinthekitcheniswow,Simbongareally

didalotofworkandhespentalotofmoneyto

makesurethathisparentshaveeverythingthatthey

needbutIdon’twishformymothertoseethis.That

womantreatseverythingascompetitionandshe’d

runmyfather’sbankaccountsdryjusttomakesure

thatshetopswhateverthatisinthishouse.She

mightaswellsuggestthatmyfatherbuildshera

houseinMars,that’showbadshecanget–Ihave

seenitbeforewiththestokvelladies–thedrama

neverended.Butthatwasuntilmyfathertoldherto

leavethegroup,itwasnothelpingherwithanything



anditwasmoreofaproblem tohim becausehehad

topayforthingsshedidn'tevenusebutbought

them inthenameofhavingthem.

“Inganathi,canyouhelpmewiththiswordpuzzle?”

heasksasImakemywaydownthestairs.

“Whydon’tweplayoutsideinstead,Imeanitisnot

raining,”hisfathersuggestsandtheboyfrowns.

“ThisisthereasonwhyIchosethespellingbee

insteadofsoccer.Withyouithasalwaysbeen

soccerthisandsoccerthat;don’tyougettired?”

SimbongajustburstsoutoflaughterandIsmile,

takingasitonthechairaroundthediningtable,

that’swheretheyaresitting.

“IwondertooKwando,heissobadIcan’tbelievehe

hadtimeforhisbookswhilehewasstillatschool.”



“Ibetnot,healwaysrefusedtohelpmepractice

spellingthewordsorhelpmewithanyofmyessay

assessments.”

“Itlookslikehisbrainsareinhisfeetinsteadofhis

head,yeah?”

“Yeah,”theboynodslookingathisfather.

“Iam hereyouknow.”Hehasstoppedlaughingsoit

isourturntolaugh.

“Thepoorboywould’vediedimaginehavingacoach

bothatschoolandathomephelawenaSimbonga

youneverknowwhentostop,”Itellhim.

“Ohreally?”heleansforwardtothetablewithhis

handsentwined.Idon’tknowwhatheisdoingbuthe

can’tpossiblybelookingatmewithbedroom eyes



withhissonaround.

“Yesreally,”IsaythenturntoKwando.“Yousaidyou

needhelp,”Itakeoutapenfrom hispencilcaseand

Simbongaleavestheroom.

KwandoandIcontinuewiththepuzzle.Theparents

wentout,apparentlyoneofthemostrespectedmen

aroundthevillagepassedonsothatiswhythe

streetshavebeenempty.Everyonehasgatheredat

theman’shomeanditispastsixo’clockwhen

Kwandodecidesthathehashadenoughofthe

puzzles.Hegoestohisroom andIclearthetable.

Theparentsarestillnotbackandatleast

Simbonga’smothertoldmenottocook,Idon’teven

knowwhatIwould'vepreparedforthem.Ihaven't

seenSimbongasinceheleftmewithKwando,Iwill

justgotomyroom andtakeashowerthengetinto

bed–Iwillseeeveryoneinthemorning.

Istepinsidemydesignatedroom andIclose...what



now,Ilookandheisstandingtherelookingatme.

HepushesthedooropenandIstepback.Ashe

stepsinhiseyesareonmineandIfeeltheroom

alreadybecomingsmallerforthetwoofus.He

closesthedoorandhepullsmetohischest.

“Simb...”heshutsmeupwithakiss.Histongueis

roamingallaroundmymouth,heissuckingallthe

airinmeandIam strugglingtobreathe.Ipushhis

backwhiledrawinginairintomylungs,“whatare

youdoing?”IaskbutIdon’tgetananswer.He

kissesmeagainandweareonthebedwithin

seconds.Thet-shirtIwaswearingfliesoutandI

kickoffmyshoes–myheartisgettingreallyexcited,

finallyIam gettingwhatIhavealwayswanted

but...”yourparents,”Isayafterpushinghim backa

bit.

“Theywon’tbebackforanhourorso;Iwantyou.”

Thatmakesmemeltandmyclitcontinuestothrob

excitedly.



Ipullhim intokisshim andIlovehowhekeepson

touchingmybody,tryingreallyhardnottoleaveany

partuntouched.Hehasstrippedallofmyclothing

andIam heaving,yearningforhim evenmore.I

chewonmyswollenbottom lipasIwatchhim strip

offhispants,atleastheletmeremovehisshirtbut

thewaithasbeenlongoverdue.Whenheremoves

hisboxers,Iclosemyeyesbreathinginsharply.

“Lookatme,”Ihearhim sayandIslowlyopenmy

eyes.“Iwon’thurtyou,”hetellsmeandInod,

swallowinghard–aretheyallthisbig?Iblinkandhe

isontopofmeagain,lookingdowntomeandleans

intotakemylipsagain.Myheartisbeatingfaster,is

thisreallywhatIwanted?Ifeelhim onmyentrance

buthedoesn'tenter,hestaysthereandIfeelhis

thumbrubbingmyclit.That’swhatdrivesmecrazy

andIfindmyselfmoaningagain.

Heisstilldirectlyonmyentrancethatisgetting

moreandmorefloodedashecontinuestorubhis

thumbonmyclit.Mybodyhasrelaxedbutmyheart

isstillpumping,myvaginawallsareitching,burning,



theywantsomethingandthatsomethingishim.He

slowlypushesinandIholdmybreath.Hethrustsin

slowlyandIclenchmyjawsnearlybitinghislips.I

feelhim ashecontinuestoseparatemywallandit's

likeIhavebeendrugged,Ifeelhigh.Hehumps

slowly,whilebreathingheavilyagainstmyear–this

nothingcomparedtoanythingIhaveeverfeltbefore.

ThepainoutweighsthepleasureandIam notletting

him gountilIam fullysatisfied,IwantmoreandItell

him breathlessly.HeincreasesthepaceandIsing

allthepraisesIcanthinkof.

Itfeelssodamngood,Iam slightlyangryathim for

denyingmethis.Mymoansaresoloud,Ican’teven

controlmyselfandhegroansasafamiliarfeeling

takesovermybody.Thisismuchmoreintense,

maybeIam havingastroke,Icryoutloudwhile

pushinghim offmebutheholdsontootight,

refusingtoletmego.ItrushesoutandIfeellikeI

am bouncingfrom onecloudtoanotherbutIam

heavinglikesomeonewhojustfinishedrunninga

mileortwo.Hetakeshistimetoreachhisown



orgasm,Iwishthismomentcouldlastforever,he

thrustsindeepergroaningandbitingontomy

shoulder,Iswearheleftamark.Heslidoffmeand

laidonhisback,andIshiftedtolayonhischest.I

knowwehavejustfinishedbutIwanttodoitagain.

•••

Idon’tknowwhenIfellasleeplastnight,thelight

shinesverybrightlyagainstmyeyelidsandIgroan,

turningtolayonmyback.Iflipmyeyesopenand

yawnwhilestilltryingtokickoffthesleepinmyeyes.

Isquintedmyeyesandlookedclosely.Thereare

balloonsontheroof,colouredinwhite,goldand

rosegold.Isituprightwhileinhalingsharplyandon

thewallthereisapink‘happybirthday’banner,and

thelettersarewritteningold.Ontopofthebed,just

ontheedge,thereisatraywithwhatSimbonga

wouldcallbreakfastonhislazydays–itisacup

cakewithaglassoforangejuiceandasmallwhite

envelope.



Itaketheenvelopeandthereisacardinside.‘Happy

birthdaybabe,youweresleepingsopeacefullyI

didn’twanttodisturbyou,Ihopeyoulovethe

balloons andIloveyou.’Ilookuptotheceilingthat

iscoveredinballoonsagain,Iwonderwhenhegot

thetimetoputthistogetherandImusthavebeen

reallyoutofitfornothearinghim.Ican’tbelievehe

rememberedandwentthroughallthistroublejust

forme–heisthebestandforkeeps.Myeyes

alwayshaveamindoftheirown,Ican’tbecrying

overthis.Iwipemyeyesdryandthedooropens,

Simbonga’smotherappearswithawoodenspoonin

herhand.

“Goodmorning,”shesayslookingaroundtheroom

anddroppinghereyestomethenshefrowns.

Ilookdowntomychestandoops,Ipullthecoverup

feelingreallyembarrassed.IhadforgottenthatI

sleptnaked.



“Goodmorningma.”

Shenodsslowlyandthensmiles,“Happybirthday,I

am gladyouarewithustocelebrateyourspecial

day.Youwillfindmeinthekitchenwhenyouare

donewith...”shepointsaroundtheroom withthe

spoon.

“Thankyou,”Isayasshemakesherwayout.

Ishouldexpectmyparentstocallanymomentnow,

Ican’tbelieveNoziphodidn’twakemeuptowishme

ahappybirthdaythisissounlikeher.Itakemy

phoneandthere’sfifteenmissedcallsfrom her–

shoot!WasIoutofitthatmuchthatIdidn’thearmy

phonering,whatdidSimbongadotomekanti?Iwill

havetocallherbacklaterwhenshehascalmed

downbecauseIam sureshewantsmyheadright

now.Igetoutofthebedandheadtothebathroom,

goodthingtheythoughtofputtingthebathroom

insidetheguestbedroomsaswell.Aftershowering,



Ichangedintoabrightyellowsummerdressand

tiedmyhairleavingnostrandofhairtogoonmy

face.IfirstcheckSimbonga’sroom beforegoing

downstairsanditisemptybutthereisalargeblack

boxontopofthebed.

Iam toonoseysoIhavetoseethis–‘Iknewyou’d

comelookingforme’–that’swhatthecardsays

andIsmiletomyselfafterreadingit.Myinstincts

tellsmethattheboxisminesoIopenit,insidethere

isanothercard–‘Iloveyou’–Imeltonceagain.Oh

my,Ihavejustgotmyselfanewdressandshoes,

wellitisnotoneofthosetypicallongdressesfrom

theboutiquesthatpeoplewearwhentheyaregoing

tothoseredcarpetevents.Thisoneisshort,black

butglitteryatthetopandtheshoesarealsoblack

andhaveglitterthatmakesthem sparkle.Iam too

excitedsoIstripofftotrythesethingson,noone

cantellmewhattodotodayImeanitismybirthday,

theonlydayIgetawaywitheverything.



Iputeverythingonandhegotmysizeright.Icheck

myphoneagainandtheparentshaven'tcalled,do

theyhatemenoworwhat?Ialwayswokeuptotheir

callinthemorningonthisparticularday,wellthat’s

ifI’dsleepafterNozipho’scallorcheerswhensheis

aroundbutthisyearIguessthingsaredifferent.I

descenddownthestairswithmyheartdropping

witheachstepthatItake.Ilookupwithonlythree

stepsleftandtheyarelookingatme,andby‘they’I

mean–Kwando,Simbongaandhisparentsbutthey

arenotalone,Noziphoandmyparentsarealsohere;

whoaZobuhleisheretoo?Irundowntheremain

stepsnearlybreakingmyanklesbecauseofthehigh

shoes.

“Happybirthday,”theyallsayatonceandIfeel

overwhelmed.

“Don'tbeababyandstartcrying–shedjustonetear

andwewilltakeeverythingdown,”thatcanonlybe

Noziphowithherforeverthreatful-selfsoearlyinthe



morning.

Simbongawalksuptomeandperksmylips,“Thank

youforbreakfast,”Isayandhechuckles,heknowsI

didn’teatthatcupcakebutIdiddrinkthejuice.

Ican’tbelievemyfatheralsoagreedtothis,orhis

parentstohavethisintheirhouseImeanIam justa

girlfriend,nothiswife.Igoovertomyparentstohug

them,Idon’tseeanygiftbagsonthem andIguess

everythingchangedthisyear.Noziphomakesthe

mostnoiseasImovetohugher,shewhispers

somethingaboutmyfaceglowingbutIdon’tpay

attentiontoher.Shehasalwaysbeencrazyandwill

neverchange.IalsohugZobuhlewhosehugfeels

warm.“Breakfastisready,”Simbonga’smother

announcesandwestartmoving.

“Waitma,”wehearhim saybehindus.Kwandois

standingbesideshim asweturntolookback–I

wonderwhattheyareuptonow.“Whatmoredoyou



havetosayKwando?”heislookingattheboywho

quicklydigshishandinsidehispocketandretrieves

asmallblackbox,itglittersjustlikethedressand

shoesthatIam wearing.

“InganathiObennebo,”hesaysandIshouldbeangry

athim forbutcheringmysurnamebutIam more

curiousatwhatisgoingon.Theybothkneeldown

liketheyhavepracticedit,andlookuptous,tome.

“Willyoumarryus?”thesmallboysaysandmyheart

jumpsuptomythroat.

ThepeopleIam standingwitharecheeringalready

butIdon’thearmyfather’scheer,Noziphopushes

meforwardbeforeIcouldblinkagainandIstumble

towardsthem.TheylookseriousandIjustwantto

cry,whyaretheydoingthistome?“Thinkofsaying

noandyouwillalsoloseasister,”anotherthreat

from Nozipho,sheneverknowswhentostop.

Kwandoturnstohisfatherandgiveshim thering

whilehekeepsholdofthebox.WellitisoutnowsoI



mightaswellsayyes,yestomarryingthem both.

Theyareapackage,Ican’tgettheotherwithoutthe

otherone.

“Yes,”Isaywithmymouthcoverandtheydon’t

move,Idon’tthinktheyheardme.“YesIwillmarry

you,”Isayagainandtheyarebothontheirfeetat

thesametime,IswearforasecondImistakenthem

forrobots.

HerushestomewiththeringinhishandandI

extendmyhandtohim.Myhandsareshakingbuthe

managestoputitin,itisadiamondringthatlooks

simplebutyetelegantanditfits!“Thankyou,”he

sayspullingmeinforakiss.Ishouldn'tbedoingthis

infrontoftheeldersherebutIam someone’sfiancé

andthatmademegrowsomethick-skinnedballs.I

am clingingonhim andnothingelsemattersright

now–itisjustmeandhim...andhisminihim,

Kwando.



Uthando:Thirty-Three

Inganathi

Whiledrivingbackfrom hisparent'shousetoDurban

Icouldn'tkeepmyhandsoffhim,Iam justtoohappy

andinlove!Theringonmyfingerglowsandreflects

exactlythesamewayIam feelinginside–finally

thereislightattheendofthetunnel.Icouldn'tbe

happierandIforeseeabrightfuturefilledwith

happiness,loveandlotsandlotsofsex.Wehadto

dropoffNoziphofirstandthenZobuhlebeforewe

wenttohishouse.Myfatherdidexpresshisfearsof

megettingmarriedatthisage,welltohim Iam still

twelveandIshouldbestillunderhiswing.Andgoas

farasaskinghim firstifitissafebeforeIcantakea

stepforwardbutIam nolongerthatgirl–Iam my

ownwomannowandsoontobesomeone'swife.

Usbeingundercovers,inbetweenthesheetsis

evidencethatIcan’tgetenoughofhim,youknow



whenyoutastesomethingthattastesgoodasmall

portionisneverenoughandyouendupwantingthe

wholething,wellthatisSimbongaforme.Hemakes

mefeelsogood,Ijustwanttofeelitagainandagain.

Iam gladweareherebecauseIcanscream asloud

asIwantwithnocareintheworld,hismother

would’vealreadykickedmeoutofthehouseifshe

everheardmescream thisloud.WeleftKwando

theresinceitisstillinthemiddleofhisschoolterm

soSimbongaisplanningtomovehim nextyear

becausetheschoolhewantstoputhissoninwill

onlybetakingnewlearnersatthebeginningofnext

yearsoitisjustthetwoofusuntilthen.

“Iwillgoandgetussomethingtoeat,”hesays

shiftingtogetoutofthebedandslideinhisboxers,

headingtothebathroom first.

Iwrapmyselfinthesheetsandsitupright,justasI

leapuphisphonerings.From whereIam sittingI

canseethatitisanunknownnumberandhecomes



backtothebedroom.Helooksatthescreenand

thenatmebeforeanswering.Idon’tknowwhatthe

conversationisaboutbutitlookslikethepersonon

theothersideofthelinehasalottosayand

Simbongaislisteningtothem,attentively.“Overmy

deadbodyWeymouth,justleavemethehellalone,”

hesays,Iwasexpectingtohangupbutinsteadhe

putsthemanonloudspeakerandhesays,“Don't

messwithmeSimbongaIhavetoldyoubeforethat

youwilldothisortherewillbeconsequences–I

heardyouarenowengaged,imaginewhatthe

weddingwilllikewithoutthegroom ortomake

thingsabitmorefunitwillbethebridewhogoes

MIA.”

IlookatSimbongaandheispissedoff,wellIwant

topissonthebedrightnow.Whoisthispersonand

whyishethreateninghim?Hecutsthecallstill

lookingatme,ifhecan’tseethefearinmyeyes

thenheisnotlookingcloseenough.“Don'tworry,it’s

justemptythreats–hewilldiebeforehegetstoany

oneofus,”hesays,steppingclosertothebedand



sitsdown.Heisnottellingexactlywhatisgoingon,

whatifweneedtobeworried,Imeantheguyjust

threatenedmetoo–wheredoIfitinthisor

whateverthatisgoingon?“Justtellmewhatis

goingon,”Ishifttohim,gettingonmykneesandhe

sighs.

“Hewantsmetolosealltheremaininggamesso

thattheteam won’tbeselectedfortheSABLeague,”

hetellsme.

“Butthereisliketwogamesleftandyouhavewon

themostsowhatdifferencewillitmake?”

“Idon’tknowInganathi,worseIdon’tevenknow

whathewantsfrom me.Ijustknowthatthisis

nothingaboutbusiness–it’spersonalandIdon’t

evenknowthisguywhichmakeseverythingvery

absurd.Idon’tknowwhatmakeshim thinkI’dlisten

tohim becauseIwon't.”Hesoundsandlooksjustas

upsetashewaswhenhewasstillonthephone.



Iam worried,likereallyworriedbutifhesaysIhave

nothingtoworryaboutthenItrusthim.

“Whatdoyouwanttoeat?”heasks,Iguessweare

donewiththatWeymouthperson.

“You.”Isayandhecracks,throwinghisheadback.

“Youaredefinitelysufferingfrom someDickson

syndrome.IwillmakeMac‘ncheese,”hesays

gettingoffthebed.Ihopeitturnsoutfinethistime

becausethelasttimehemadeit,Icouldn'tkeepthe

overcookedpastainmymouthanddon’tgetme

startedonthatwhitesauce.Iwilljusthavetowait

forthesurpriseofmylife.

•••



Yesterdaymarkedmylastdayonthefieldandasa

goodbyegifttomyteammatesandmyfootball

careerasawhole,Iscoredthreegoals.Tobehonest

Iwillmissthatlife,Iwillmissthefeelingofbeinga

playerinsteadofbeingafan;withorwithout

NomaguguIlovedsoccerwithallmyheart.Itwas

therewhenIneededtogetawayfrom myrealityand

Icouldbeatmybestwithoutfeelingbadaboutitbut

thatwasbeforeNomaguguhappened.Thanksto

therapy,Icantalkaboutherormentionhername

withoutsheddingatearandwithoutanyfear

crawlinginsidemymind.AndIhopesheishavinga

wonderfulstayinprison.

Iam inthehousenowpreparingsupper,Ialso

invitedNoziphotocomesowecancelebrateand

SimbongainvitedZobuhle,notthatIhaveaproblem

withitImeanthemorethemerrier.Everythingis

almostdone,knowinghowthosepeoplearelazy

theywon’tcomeinnow,theywillcomeinlate

complainingabouttrafficwhentheywererunning

lateonpurpose.Simbonga’steam didn’twinthelast



game,itwasn'tonpurpose;theywereplaying

againstusandIhadtoleaveamark.Itwasafair

game,abitofachallenge–Imeantheyhave

SimbongaastheircoachsoIwasn'tsurprised.The

coachwehaveisgoodbutshehasnothingon

Nomagugu,Iwishthatwomanjustfocusedonwhat

sheisgoodatandnotuseitasaweapontoharm

herinferior.

Itakethebakingtrayfilledwithveggiesandputitin

theoven.ThatwillcontinuetocookwhileIgo

upstairstofreshenupsoIrinsemyhandsandrun

upthestairsbutIdon'tgetfarbeforeaknockcomes

throughthedoor.Ihopeitisoneofthem becauseI

haveapileofdishesinthesinkthatneedtobe

washed–Iknownoonewillwanttowashthem

whentheyarefull.Irushtothedoorwithasmileon

myfacebutitfallstoafrownwhenIopenthedoor.

“Hi,”Igreetthetwomenstandingatthedoorstep,I

haveneverseenthem beforesoIam morecurious



toknowwhattheyaredoinghere.“CanIhelpyou?”I

ask,sincenoneofthem returnedmygreetings.They

scanthesurroundingsbeforetheotheronepushes

mebackinsidethehouse.Iwanttoscream butat

thesightofthegun,IswallowwhateveritisthatI

wantedtosay.HewalkstowardsmeandIstepback.

Mylegsareshaking,thetearsarealreadywelling

insidemyeyesandmyheartisracing.Theyhaven't

saidanything,theotheronehasn’tmovedfrom

whereheisstanding,“Youtakewhateveryouwant,”

Isaywithapleadingvoice.Idon’twanttodie–not

likethis,hecorksthegunandpointsittome,and

thetearswelltomycheeks.

Bang!

•

•

•



Simbonga

Wellthingsdidn’tturnoutasIhadhoped,welostthe

lastgame–itwasveryobviousbuttheteam did

theirbestandnowwehavetogothroughsupper

withNoziphoandInganathicelebratingtheirwin

whilewenurseoursorehearts.IinvitedZobuhle

becauseIrefusetobetheonlyonetodealwith

thosetwo’smadness,IknowjusthowcrazyNozipho

cangetandInganathidoesherbesttomatchitso

it’dbetoomuchforme.NowIam drivingtoUMlazi

topickupNozipho,thetrafficisnotthatbadandI

hopeitwillstaythesameonourwayback.My

phoneringsandIreachforit,itisanunknown

numbersoIjustknowwhoitis.

“Whatdoyouwant?”that’showIanswerhiscall.

“Thatisnotthewaytogreetyouroldfriend

SimbongabutIwillletitslideandImustsayman,

yougotyourselfaprettywomanhereandshe’svery



domesticatedImeanshecookedupastorm sotell

mewhatexactlyareyoucelebrating–herwinor

yourloss?”heaskssoundingcocky.

“Whatthehellareyoudoinginmyhouse?!”Ilashout,

alreadyinsearchforanexitonthehighway,Ihaveto

makeaU-turn.

“Unlikeyou,Ikeepmypromises–Ihopeafterthis

youwilllearntolisten,”hegetsoffthephoneanda

‘herecomesthebride’instrumentalsongplays.I

gruntanddropthecall.

Noziphowillhavetoforgiveme,Inganathimatters

themost.Ican’tbelievethatfuckerwasinmyhouse,

Imeandoesheeverknowwhentostop,ifanything

happenstoInganathinotonlywillIfeelmywhole

worldcrashingdownbutherfatherwillkillme.Ican

messwithanythingthatbelongstohim butnothis

daughter,that’swhathetoldmewhenIaskedforhis

blessingsbeforeIproposedtoInganathi.Thecaris



flyingontheroadandIdon’tcareaboutthepolice

now,mymindisonInganathi–whatdidhedotoher?

Whydidn’tItakehisthreatseriously,hewas

obviouslynotplayinghideandseek,hemeantevery

wordthathesaidandnowInganathiistheonewho

ispayingformystupidity!

Butwait,Ididn’twinthelastgamesothatshould

countforsomething;theteam won’tgetintothe

league.Sowhyishedoingthis?

Igettothehouseandthesunhasgonedown.The

streetsareempty,that’swhatIloveandhateabout

thisplace–peoplemindtheirownbusinessbutyou

candiecryingforhelpwhiletheyaresittinginfront

ofthetv,mindingtheirownbusiness.Igetoutofthe

carandheadstraighttothedoor.Itisnotlocked,my

heartfeelssoreandIjustknowthatsomethingis

wrong.Ishouldn'thaveleftheralone,Ishould've

askedZobuhletostaywithherorNoziphocould’ve

stayedafterthegametohelpherfriendwiththe



pots.

“Inganathi!”IcalloutasIstepinsideandthehouse

isdeadsilent.

Iwalkinfurtherinthelounge,nothinglooks

suspiciousandthenIheadtothekitchen.Myheart

jumpstomythroatandmyvisiongetsblurrywithin

secondsasthesmellofbloodfillsmynostrils,I

haven'tseenheryetbutIcanfeelitanditsweighing

medown.Iwalkaroundthecounterandit'sherfeet

thatgreetmefirst.Icovermymouthsuppressing

anysoundthatmightescapemylips,shelaysthere

onapoolofblood.Iwalkcloserandthefuckerwas

heartlessenoughtoputthebulletinbetweenhereye.

Ican’tholdmytears,Ikeepbreathinginandout

sharplybutnoneofthatcalmsmedown.Thereare

wordswritten‘LADUMA’inherbloodnexttoherand

Ijustsinktotheground.Ifaceuptotheceilingand

scream outthefrustrationsIhavebeenholdingin.



Sheisgone.“Inganathi,”Icrawltoherandpullher

bloodybodytomychest–Iwillneverforgivemyself

forthis.“Inganathi!”

•

•

•

AttheLizovillePsychiatricclinic

Thenursesrundownthehall,theheartpiercing

scream hasn’tstop;itcomesfrom thelastroom

downthepassage.Inhersevenyearshere,shehas

nevermadeasoundandshehasalwaysbeenthe

mostwell-behavedpatientinthewholeclinic–every

nurse'sfavouritebecauseshewon’tfightthem when

itcomestotakinghermedicationsoherreaction

todaycomesasashocktoeveryone.Thepatients

arepeepingoutsidetheirdoorswaitingtoseewhat

isgoingonandwhoisbeingslaughtered,somehave



hidundertheirbedsbecausetheybelievethedevilis

comingforthem next.

Sheisfightingeveryonewhocomesclosetoher,the

painisunbearableandnoamountofscreamingcan

getridofit.Therearetwelvenursesintheroom now,

tryingtoholdherdownbutshekeepsonfightingto

getawayfrom them.Thereisnofearinhereyesbut

painisvisiblyevidentshootingthroughhereyes.

Anyonewhodoesn'tlookcloselyenoughwouldthink

itisoneofherbipolarreactionsbutitisnot,apart

ofherisgoneandthepainisintense,itrunsdeeper

thananyonecanimagine.“TakehertotheECTlab,”

thedoctorsaysashestepsinsidetheroom anditis

hardtogetheronthestretcher,andstrapherdown.

Thescreaminghasn’tstoppedasthenursespush

thestretchertothelab.Themouthguardisinserted

inhermouthandthatmuffsherscreams,shemight

bechockingbutthatisnotimportantrightnow.

Anothernurseinsertsaneedleonherarm toflush



theanaestheticintohersystem.Thedoctorturnson

theECTmachineandwheneverythingisinplace,

withonepushonthebuttontoactivatetheECT

machine–theelectriccurrentspassesthroughthe

electrodestoherbrainandherbodyshakesviolently.

Theseizurelastsfornolongerthanaminute.

“Increasethecurrent,”thedoctorinstructsandthe

nurseslookateachother.

“But–”

“Justdoit!”hebarksandthenurseobliges.

Theyshockheragainandthistimetheseizurelasts

closetotwominutes.Bythetimeshewakesup,she

won’tremembertheeventsoftoday,yesterday,the

daybeforethattilltheweekbeforethatormoreif

heramnesiagoesfurtherthanthat.



Uthando:Thirty-Four

Zobuhle

Thenewsaboutherdeathcameasashocktome,

weweregoingtohavesupperonthesamedayto

celebratetheirwinbutitwasthesamedayherlife

wascutshort.Idon’tknowhowtofeelaboutit,Iam

sadyeahbutIam hurtingthemostbecauseofthe

stateSimbongaisin.Theguyisahumanversionof

azombie,hecansitononespotandstareatthe

spaceinfrontofhim forhours.Idon’tknowhowhe

isfeelingbecauseheisstillnotopeningupto

anyonebutwecanonlyimaginejusthowbrokenhe

mustbe,Imeanweshouldbeplanningtheir

engagementpartyortheweddinginsteadof

planningforInganathi’sfuneral.Whoeverkilledher

wastrulybrutal–Idon’tknowthewholedetailsbut

from whatIhaveheardIcantellthatwhoeveritis

wassendingastrongmessage.



Thedresssheworeonherbirthday/engagementday

willbeperfect.Iam theonewhotheycansend

aroundbecauseIam theonlyonewhohasasane

mindrightnow.EvenNoziphoisbeyondherself,I

haven’tseenInganathi’sfathersincetheycameto

checkthe‘damage’andseetheirdaughteratthe

mortuary.Hermothercalledthismorningandasked

metopackherthings,Iwasalsogoingthroughher

stuffforablackdressthatshecouldwearforher

sendoff,wellthat’sifherparentshaven'tboughther

somethingelse.Simbonga’sparentsandsonare

here,theycametogrievewithhim andforthe

funeralwhichisthedayaftertomorrow.

ThedooropensandIstepbackfrom thewardrobe

toseewhoitis,andit'sSimbonga.Helooksdrained

likethereisnolifeinhim,hewalkstothebedand

sinksonit.Hismothertriedtalkingtohim butfailed,

Ialsotriedafewtimesbuthewasn'tgetting

anywhereneartalkingabouthowhefeels.Hedidn’t

evensayanythingwhenItoldhim thatIwillbe

packingherthingsandhermotherwillbetaking



everything.Iclosethewardrobeandwalktowhere

heissitting.Hedoesn'tlookmywayasIsitnextto

him,Ilovesilencebutthisonewithhim istooheavy

–hehasalwaystoldmethatspeakinghelpsand

here,rightnowhe’snotpractisingwhathepreached.

“Howareyoufeeling?”Iask,breakingthethickice.

Helooksuptomeandatearescapesfrom hiseye.

“Ithurts,”hesaysandinhalessharply.“Itismyfault,

Ishould'vedoneeverythingtoprotectherbutI–”he

breaksintotearsandIrubhisback,pullinghim to

mychest.Atleasthegotsomewherebuthestill

needstogettothepointwherehecansayhowhe

feelswithoutbreakingdownandhesureneedsto

stopblaminghimselfforit.Noneofusknewthat

thiswould’vehappenedandifitwasdestinedthen

therewasnothinghecould'vedonetostopitfrom

happening.Ialsopartiallyblamedmyselftooformy

mother'sdeathandyousawwherethatgotme.



HeraiseshisbloodshoteyestomeandIwipehis

facedry.ThisisnottheSimbongaIknow,theoneI

knowisstrongerthanthisandhe’dbeontopof

things.He’dbeouttheretomakesurethathis

fiancégetsthesendoffthatshedeservesbutI

guesslosingsomeonebringsouttheworstin

everyone.Itleavesyounakedwithnowheretohide

andIhavebeentheresoIunderstand.Ittakesone

blinkforhislipstolandonmineandIjustfreeze

withmyhandsintheair.Hebreaksawayand

whispers,“please.”Hedoesn'twaitformetoreply

beforehekissesmeagainbutIdon’tkisshim back,

hepushesmetolayonmybackandIpushhim back.

“Simbonga,no.”

“Please,”hepleadsandIshakemyheadno.

Hecollapsesonmychestandbreathsinandout.

Hisarmswraparoundmywaist,hisfingersare

literallydiggingdeepintomyfleshandIam surehe



isgoingtoleaveamark.Asheclingsonme,Ihear

him sniffle–Ihaveneverseenamancryasmuch

asheiscrying,notthatitmakeshim lessofaman

butIam actuallysurprisedandsadatthesametime.

Itbreaksmyhearttoseehim likethisandIwantto

beheretosupporthim –anythingthatwillmakehim

feelbetter.Ijusthopethatthisdoesn’tsethim back

tobeingdistantfrom Kwando,hehasworkedreally

hardtogetwhereheis,emotionally.

“IloveyouZobuhle,”hetellsmeandmyheartleaps

up.

Islowlywrapmyarmsaroundhisneckandhe

shuffles,gettinghimselfonamorecomfortable

position.“Ifwedoit,willitmakeyoufeelbetter?”I

askandhesitsupright.

“No,”heshakeshishead.“Irespectyoutoomuchto

forceyouintothis;pleasedon'tfeelcompelledto

andIam sorryforum...”



“Itisfine,”Ishifttositontheedgeofthebed.“Will

youhelpmepacktherestofherstuff?”hiseyes

glitteragainandIwavehim off,“nevermind,that

wasstupidofmetoask.”Istandupandwalktothe

wardrobeagainthenIhearthedoorclose–heis

gone.

•••

Ihatefunerals,Ihavegonetotwomanyofthem and

theybothleftmedrainedandempty.Withnothingto

gobackto,nothingtoliveforandnohome.Iam an

orphanbecauseofdeathandit’dforeverbemy

enemyuntilitdecidestotakemetoo.Thisisone

hellofanexpensivefuneralIhaveeverbeento,

therearetoomanywhiterosesthatareplaced

aroundtheroom wherehercasketisplacedin–

thoughontopofit,therearewhiteliliesandthey’re

allfreshflowers,notplastic.Itsmellslikeagarden

inhere.Shelooksreallybeautifulinthepicturethat



isdisplayedinfrontofus,shewasabeautifulgirl

withbeautifuleyesthatglitteredliketheblacksky

filledwithathousandbright,glowingstars.

Itisanintimategatheringwithonlyclosefriendsand

familymemberswhicharenotmorethanten,I

guesstheyarenotabigfamily.Noziphoisamess,

whenIfirstsawher,shelookedlikethosefeistygirls

thatyoudon’twanttomesswithandIwasoneof

thepeopleshedidn’tlikeverymuch,andshewasn't

afraidtoshowit.Maybeshesawmeasathreatlike

Inganathidid,Idon’tknow.Shestandsupandwalks

tothefronttosayherpiece,tosaygoodbyetoher

friendforthelasttime.

“MissObennebo,that’showI’daddressyouevery

timeyoubecamecheekyandstubborn.Youalways

sawthebestinpeople,Ididn’tthinkyou’dbemy

friendsinceIdidn’tmeetyourstandardsorstatus

butyoulookedpastthatandchosemetobeyour

bestfriend,yoursister,companionandpartnerin



everything.Isawyouasmylittlesisterandyousaw

measyourbigsister,wehadgreattimestogether

andwehavethebestmemorieswhichoutweighs

theworst.YouweremyeverythingandI’dhavedone

anythingtoprotectbutthistimeIfailed,”shesays

breakingintotearsbutquicklycomposesherself.“I

loveyouInganathiandulalengoxolomnganami.”

Shecriesoutandhurriesoutoftheroom witha

womanwhoIbelieveishermotherfollowingbehind

her.Thisisheartbreaking,evenInganathi’smother

iscryinginthefrontandSimbonga’shandtightens

aroundmine.Hehasshedafewtearstodayandthat

isprogress,itisexactlywhatIwanttosee–hehas

criedtoomuchandheneedsabreak.Healso

standsupandwalkstothefronttosayhispart.

“Noamountofwordscanexpressjusthowdeeply

hurtIam aboutlosinghersosoon,wehadabig,

brightfutureplannedforusbutGodalsohadother

plansforus.Inganathi,Iloveyou...andImissyou



Buggie.Thepaininmyheartisjusttoomuch,Ididn’t

spendmuchtimewithyouandIfeelrobbed–Iwant

youtocomebackandifnotthendeathmustjust

comeformetoo.Ican’tgothroughadaywithout

thinkinghowfarwewouldhavebeenwithour

weddingarrangements;thatday...youweregoingto

tellmethedateofourweddingday.Youwereso

happy,thesmileonyourfaceistheonethingI’d

neverforgetandthewayyouweresofullofenergy

justbroughtoutthebestinyouanditrubbedoffon

metoo.YoumademehappyInganathi,inadifferent

waythatI,myself,don’tunderstand.Iloveyou

sthandwasami;untilwemeetagain–restinpeace.”

Ihavealsosharedmyfairamountoftearswhenher

coffingoesdowntotheground,sixfeetunder.She

waslovedandthereisnodoubtaboutthat.

Simbonga’sparentsleftthenextdayandSimbonga

wasleftaloneinthehousesoIcametocheckon

him andfoundthehouseinamess.Idon’tknow

howonepersoncancreatesuchamessinaspace

ofafewhours,Iam surehismothercleanedthe



housebeforetheyleftbutthislookslikeawhole

month'sofdirty.Idon’tknowwhatisgoingonbut

themanIcametocheckonisnotonsight.Ithrow

thebagonthecouchandheadtothekitchen,wellat

leasttherearenodishesinthesinkbutwhatam I

sayingbecausetheyareonthecoffeetable,the

couchandthefloorinsteadofinthere.

“Simbonga!”Icallout.

Iwalkoutofthekitchenandscantheloungeagain

withmyhandsrestingonmywaist.Iwasaboutto

calloutagainwhenhedescendeddownthestairs

lookingfiredupaboutsomething.

“Whatisgoingon?”

“Thatman,Weymouthorwhateverhisnameis,is

goingtopayforwhathedid.”



Hesayssittingdownonhismessandopeninghis

laptop.Thepolicehavenoleadonthesuspects.

Actuallynoonehasbeenasuspectsincetheday

theystartedinvestigating,Simbongamusthavetold

them aboutthatRyanWeymouthguybutitseems

liketheydidn’tgetanywherewiththatinformation

becausetillnowtheguyisnotarrested.Idon’tknow

whatmakesSimbongathinkhecangetthisguy–he

sureknowshowtoplaydirtyandSimbongaisnot

aboutthatlifebutIwillhavetowaitandseewhere

thisoneendsup.Ialsowantwhoeverdidthistopay

butnotatanexpenseoflosinganotherlife,Isaw

whathappenedwhenthatNomaguguwomanwas

arrestedandIdon’twantarepeatofthat.

“Whatareyougoingtodo?”Iaskwhiletryingto

cleanupthemessthathedoesn'tseem tonotice.

“Hewantstoplaydirtyright?Thenthat’swhatIam

goingtogivehim –thepoliceareuselesssoIam

goingtotakethelawintomyownhands.Iam going



tobringInganathi’skillertotheirknees.”

Trustme,heisfightingagoodfightbutIhopehe

getstothem beforetheygettohim.Idon’twanthim

tobetheoneendinguponhiskneesinsteadof

thoseevilcreatures.

•

•

•

Nomagugu

Thelightshinesbrightly,almostblindingasshe

stepsoutsidethebuilding–shecouldfeelfreedom

inherfingertips,shecouldtasteitanditis

somethingshehasalwayswanted.Shetookanother

stepandwinced,Sosohasn’tbeengivinghermuch

ofabreakandshecouldstilltasteSoso’ssalty



juicesinhermouth.Shehasbeeneverythingbut

someone’ssexslavesbutjailtaughtheronething

alreadyandthatiskarmaisabitch.Whenshelifts

hereyesupagain,therehestandswithhishands

burieddeepinsidehispocketsbutheisontheother

sideofthefence.Thewarderpushesheruntilshe

comesfacetofacewiththeman.

“Youdon’thavemuchtime,takethisandIwillgive

youacall.Bereadytoleavethisplacetomorrow,”he

saysandherjawdrops.

Hebetternotbeplayinggameswithherbecauseit

won’tbefunny.

“Eighto’clocksharp,”hetellsthewarderwhonods

tohim andhisslidesonhisshadesbeforeturningto

walkaway.

Inherhandisapieceofpaperwithanescapeplan



andaburnerphone–patienceisvirtueandgood

thingscometothosewhowait.Godhasn'tforgotten

aboutheryetandwhenshegetsoutofhere,she

wantstomakehermarkandmakeitknownthatshe

isGod.



Uthando:Thirty-Five

AtLizovillePsychiatricclinic

Sherocksherbodybackandforth,staringatthe

glassonwaterthatisontopofthetablewhilesheis

curledupwithherkneestoherchestonthesingle

bedthathasbeenherssincethedayshestepped

intothisroom.Thewallsareplainwhitewithno

stainsonitorwhatsoeverandthat’sishowshelikes

it.Asthevoicesgetlouder,sheclingsonMrFuzzy

Wuzzy,thestuffedbearthatnooneelsedearsto

touch–ithasn’tbeenwashedinyearsbecauseifit

getsintothewaterthenthatmeansallthe

memoriessheisholdingonsodearwillalsobe

washedaway.Thebearistheonlythingshehasthat

makesherfeelclosetohome,itmakesher

rememberwhenevershelooksatitsfeetwiththe

wordswritten–‘Abbie’ontheotherfootand‘Ingie’

ontheother.



Thedooropensandshedoesn'tdaremoveamuscle

toturntolookatwhoisatthedoorbutjudgingby

thestrongsmellofmint,shealreadyknowswhoshe

is.Sheisaminuteand38secondslatetoday–

that’showcalculativehermindcanget.“Hey

sweetie,yourlunchisreadyandImadeitjustthe

wayyoulikeit,”thenursesaysasshemakesher

wayfurtherintotheroom.“Youhavetoeatbefore

youleave,”thatgetsthegirl'sattentionandshe

shootshereyestotheforeversmilingnurse.

“Whatdoyoumean?”

“Youarebeingtransferredtoanewhome,noweat

up.”

Thegirl'sfacetwitches,thevoicesaregettinglouder

astheycontinuetochantinginsideherhead–no

onewantstoleavetheplacetheyhavebeencalling

homeforthelongesttime.“Butyousaidthisismy

home,”shesayswithabreakingvoiceandteary



eyes.Thiscan’tbehappeningagain.Itiswaytoo

soonforittohappen,shestillrememberstheexact

dayshehadtoleavehome,theexactlastwordsthat

weresaidtoher,thesadlookonhermother’sface,

shecanstillfeelthegripofheraunt’shandasshe

forcefullypulledheroutofthefrontdoorwhileshe

criedforhermother“Idon’twanttogo,”shesaidbut

herwordsfellintodeafearsandbythetimeshe

openedhereyesagain,shehadanewhome–away

from everythingthatsheeverknew.Shedoesn't

wantthattohappenagain–itcan’t!

“Youwilllovethisnewhome,”thenursesayssmiling

sweetly.Sheistheonlynurseshelikesbutnottoday,

notwhenshewantstotakeherhomeawayfrom her.

Sheholdsontoherheadasitfeelslikeitisgoingto

explode,there'salotthatisgoing–thevoicesare

nowspeakingatthesametime,overeachotherand

whattheysaycanbetrueandcanbefalsebutshe

can’tmakeoutwhichoneistellingthetruth.Thereis

nospacetofitherselfin,herownthoughts,asthe

voicestrybyallmeanstotakeoverherwholebeing,



theywanttocontrolherbutshekeepsonfighting,

againandagain.AshortofLithium wouldmakeher

feelbatterbutthatthingmakesherfeeloutofplace,

eventhoughitcanquietenthevoices–italsotakes

overherbodyandshedoesn'tlikethatverymuch,

shewantstobeherownperson.

“Healsosaid...hesaid...”thevoiceschantlouder,

breakingupherspeechandthethoughtshejusthad

hasflewtothebackofhermind.Sheshakesher

headtogetitbackbutitisgone.Shelooksuptothe

nursewithbloodshoteyes–‘youcankillherand

thatwayyouwon’thavetoleave!’;‘thatapplepie

looksnice,don’tyouwanttotryitoutsweetie?’;‘I

can’tbelievesheiswearingshoesagain’;‘lookat

thatnecklace,youcanuseittostrangleherandno

onewillknow’;‘thedoorisopen–ohmyGodthe

flieswillcomein’;‘killyourself,youcan’tleavehome

again–youjustcan’t!’.Thefemaleandmalevoices

takeovereveryinchofhermindandthoughts.They

sayalotofthingsandshecouldfocusononebutit

maybelyingtoherandshecan’tthinkonherown



becausetheywon’tlether.

“Abenathi?”thenursesnapsherfingersinherface

becauseitlookslikeshehaszonedoutagain.The

girlshiftsbacktothefarendonthebed,shedoesn't

wanttoleaveandiftheywanthertoleavethenthey

willhavetodragheroutofherebecausethereisno

waysheisleavingthisplaceonherownfreewill.

Thenurselooksatherwitheyesfilledwithpity,she

iscryingagainandherfacelooksscrewedwithher

eyesmovingaroundalot.Onherworstdays,her

facecanbecomereallybad,it'dtwitchalmostlike

sheishavingastrokeandwhenshespeaksshe’d

soundalmostlikeMrBean;itusedtobefunnybut

thatwasuntilshegottoknowherandsheactually

feltsorryforher.Suchabeautifulgirlwithamind

thathasitsownfeetandbrain.Thenursewalksout

andleaveshertoeat–theywillhavetosedateher

beforesheleaves.

•



•

•

Zobuhle

Thingsarenotgettingbetter,theyareonlygetting

worse–oneofthepatientsleftinabodybaglast

night.Finallyhemanagedtokillhimselfaftermany

failedsuicideattempts.Itisasadthingtowitness

andIam gladthatIwasn'taround.Hemusthave

beenreallytiredoflivingthatkindoflife,Iwould

alsowanttotapoutwhenIstartforgettingwhich

wayisthetoiletorforgettingmyownname.

Believingaliensarerealistheworst,someare

dealingwiththeworstparanoia,Imeanwhywould

anarmyofsoldiersbelookingtokillanordinary

personiftheyarenotterrorists?Godwascruelwhen

hecreatedsomethingasmentalillnessandwhenI

dieIhavealotofquestionstoaskhim.



Idragthebucketwiththemopdownthepassage

leadingtothefrontdoorandsomeonespilledcoffee

onthefloor.Ijustknowthatitisoneofthenurses

becauseIhaveneverseenanypatientdrinking

coffeeandIdoubttheylooktwiceinthedirectionof

aglassofwater,Imeansurelytheydothinkthey’d

drowninthere.Icrouchdowntowipeofthecoffee

stainwithadampclothe,thenrinseitinthebucket

andwipetheflooragain.Ihavemasteredcleaning

andIshouldwinthe‘Cleaneroftheyear’awardat

theendoftheyear.Ifitwasn'tforme,someone

would'veslippedhereandthey’dhavehadtobury

anotherperson,atiledfloorisnotreallykindtoany

humanskull.

WhenliftmyeyesupasIturntothebucketagain,I

am metwithbrownandorangesocks,eachoneona

differentfootandtheylookdirtyandwornoutlike

theyhavespentmoretimeonthosefeetthannot.I

slowlyliftmyeyesabitfurtherupandsheiswearing

aknee-lengthyellowdresswithsmallwhiteflowers,

itisshort-sleevedandwhoa!Ibackawaynearly



fallingonmybuttbutIquicklymanagedtobalance

onmyhands.Myjawisliterallyonthefloorandshe

blinksrapidly.Herlongcurlyhairlooksunkempt,it

surehasn'tbeenwashedinalongtimebutwithand

withoutadoubtthisisInganathi.SisterMartha

comestousandpullsherawayfrom me,andthatis

whenIrealisedthatshehasastuffedgreybearin

herhandthatlooksjustasdirtyashersocks.

Sheisstumblingallovertheplacelikeadrunk

personandIam lookingatthem astheydisappear

downthehall.IthoughtIhaveseenitallbutIdidn’t

thinktheyresurrectedpeopleheretoo!Idoacross

overmychestmumblingashortprayerthanking

GodthatIam stillalive.Iquicklystandupandpull

thebucketthroughthefrontdoor.Ican’tbelieveI

havejustseenaghost,shelookedmuchfullerthan

thelasttimeIsawherbutwhywouldSisterMartha

takeherawayormaybeshesawhertoo?Working

herehasmademecrazytoo;Igotridofthewater

andwentbackinsidethebuildingsoIcantakemy

bag,andleavethisplace.



•••

Inthetaxi,IkeptreminiscingwhatIsawearlier,I

meanitwasreallyher–shewasthere.Isawsister

Marthapullherawayandthatmeansshewasreal

butwhywouldshelooksodisoriented,shedidn't

evensayawordtomeordidtheydosomethingto

hersoshewon’trememberme?Idon’tevenknow

whyshewasthereinthefirstplace,Ihavetotalkto

someoneaboutthis–thetaxigetstotownandIget

anotheronethatwilltakemetoGlenAshely.Ifshe

isalivethenthatmeansweburiedthewrongperson!

ThedrivetakeslongernowbecauseIcan’thold

myself,ifIdon’tgettherenowthenIwillstart

blabberingeverythingrightnowandImightfind

myselfbackinthefacilitybutnotasacleanerbutas

oneoftheirpatients.

Igetoffthetaxiandstartwalkingtohishouse.His

carisparkedoutsidesothatmeansheishome.I



knockonthedoorandheistheonetoopenthedoor

forme.Idon'tknowwhatIwasexpectingbutIcan’t

beheretocleanafterhim againkantiwhatIwrong

withthisguyanditdoesn’tlooklikehehadabath

today.HewalkstositonthecouchwhichIbelieve

hesleptonlastnightandhasn’tleftitbesideswhen

heneedstogotothetoilet–hehasturnedintoa

richhoboseriously.

“Areyouokay?”

“Iam notokay,”hechucklesbitterlyandnowIam

moreinterestedinknowingwhatexactlyisgoingon

inhismindbecauseIam losinghim –Iam losing

theSimbongaIknewatthispoint.“Shegotout,they

lethergojustlikethat–Ican’tbelievethis!”he

bangsthecoffeetableandIam shockedbythe

suddenchangeofhismood.Hewascalm justnow.

“Whoandwhatareyoutalkingabout?”



“Nomagugu,shegotout–itwasalloverthenews

thismorning,”hesaysandthenstandsup.Ithought

thatwomangotalifesentence.“Inganathimustbe

turninginhergrave.”

Um aboutthat,howdoItellhim thisandwheredoI

start?Ihavetotellhim right?Heneedstoknowso

hecanstopactinglikethis–Inganathiisnotdead,

insteadsheisinthatnuthouse.Iopenmymouthto

saysomethingbutheiswalkingaway,Irushbehind

him and...

“GoddamnIam soangryZobuhleIwanttokill

someone,howcantheydothis?!Howcantheylet

hergetawaywitheverythingjustlikethat?Tilltothis

pointtheyhaven’tfoundherandlockherbackinside

thatcell,andIam suretheyarenotevenbotheredto

lookforher!”acupthatIdon’tknowwhereitcame

from comescrushingatmyfeetandIscream taking

afewstepsback.“Can'twejustgetwhatweneed–

justice?IsGodthatcruelthathecanstomponmy



hearttimeandtimeagain,anddenymeeverything

thatIneed?FirstitwasSisanda,thenmy

relationshipwithmyson,thenitwasyou,Inganathi

followedsoonafterthat–andnowthis!”hesounds

moreupsetthanhurt.

“Whereareyougoing?”Iaskasheclimbsupthe

stairs.

“Iam goingtoshowerthenIam goingoutthereto

lookforthatwomanmyselfandifIfindherfirstthen

Iam goingtokillher.Markmywords,”hesays,

disappearingupstairs.

Andnowhowam Igoingtotellhim aboutInganathi?



Uthando:Thirty-Six

Zobuhle

Hejustleftlikethatyesterdayandhedidn’tcome

back.Ialsocouldn'twaitforhim tillhecameback,

thoughIreallywantedtotalktohim aboutthe

eventsofyesterdaybutIguessIwillhaveto

postpone.IwenttomyplaceinthemorningsoI

couldchangeintocleanclothesbeforeImademy

waytothefacility.Ihadtoputonmydetectivecap

andstartinvestigating,adeadpersoncan’tjustwalk

intothebuildingandstandinfrontofme,andIdon’t

doanythingaboutit–Ihavetodigthetruth.Ican’t

belosingmymarblesandIam tooyoungtobe

goingthroughthattrauma.Igetoutofthetaxiand

thankthedriverfordroppingatthegate,theycanbe

nicesometimesanditisbyluckthathediditoutof

kindnessandnotbecausehewantsmynumbers.

“WhatareyoudoinghereZobuhle,Ithoughtyou



weren'tworkingtoday.”That’ssisterMartha,she

keepstabsoneverystaffmemberaroundherelike

sheistheoneinchargeofthehiringandfiringbutI

am notthere.

“Whereisthatgirlfrom yesterday?”Iask,scanning

theopenareawherethepatientssittohavetheir

breakfastandsheisnotamongstthem.

“Whichgirl?”shelooksatmeabitconfused,Ihave

neverbeeninterestedinthepatientsbeforeandthis

isnewtoher.Iwouldn'taskaboutanythingbesides

gossiportheinsaneeventsofthenightbeforebut

todaynoneofthatinterestsme;Iam heretoseeone

persononly.

“Theonethatcameinyesterday,shewaswearinga

whitefloweredyellowdress,herhairwasjusta

mess...andohyesshewasn'twearingshoes,”Isay

thelastpartwhilesnappingmyfingers.Ihadtoadd

itbecauseIfounditveryweirdbutshelooked



comfortableinherunmatchedsocks.

“OhAbenathi!”that’shername?“Sheisinroom

thirteen,sheisashyonesoshewillbehavingher

breakfastinherroom untilshegetsusedtothis

place.Sheisaveryprettygirl,Iknowsheis...”Ileave

Marthatocontinuetalkingtoherself,Iam notina

moodforherstories–shesaidroom thirteenright?

Iwalkdownthepassage,thesmellofpeeisstillvery

muchstronganditisgoingstraighttomygut.Ican’t

eatinaplacethatsmellslikethisbuttothem it

doesn’tmatterifthesunisrisingorsetting,ifthere's

lightthatmeanstheyshouldbeawakeandifitis

darkthentheyshouldbesleepingbutthere’safew

thatgetitwrongmanytimes.IwillnotgetintoitI

havetofindthisgirl,IbumpintoanurseandIwave

tohim –heisoneofthosepeopleyoucaneasily

mistakeforapatientifheweretoremovehis

uniform.WhenIfirstcamehereIreallythoughthe

wasanutcasethatwasundercoverbutthatwas



beforeIgottoknoweveryonearoundhere.

Igettoroom thirteenandthedoorisclosed.Iknock

onceandopenthedoor.Theresheis.Iblinkrapidly

beforesteppinginside,herroom smellscleanand

betterthantherestoftheirrooms.Iclosethedoor

behindme–IknowMarthacalledherAbenathibut

tomethispersonisInganathiinafleshandmy

heartispumpingatthethoughtofapossibilitythat

shecouldbeaghostorwokeupfrom thedeadand

changedhername.Sheisstaringatthetrayofa

bowlofoatmealandaglassoforangejuicethat

tasteslikewaternexttoit.Iknowittasteslikewater

becauseMarthaoncefooledmetothinkthatitwas

a‘normal’juice.

“Hi,”IgreetbutIdon’tmovefrom myspot,Iwantto

beclosetothedoorshouldshetrytodosomething

funny.Ihaveseenhowviolenttheycangetwhen

theyfeelthreatened.



Sheraisesherindexfingertohermouthtoshush

meandstartsmumblingsomethingtoherself.They

havereallymessedupherhead,shelooksnothing

liketheInganathiIknew...wellthatisifitisreallyher.

Imovecloserwithcalculatedstepswithmyhead

tiltedtothesideasIobserveherfaceasitcontinues

totwitchandtwisttothesidebutshelookscalm

withherbreathingreallysteady.Thebearisinher

hands,sittinginbetweenherleglikeitisitsown

person.“Inganathi?”Icallouttakinganotherstep

andshesnapsherheadtome,lookingratherangry

forsomereason–isthisthepartwhereIrushoutof

theroom beforeshegetsherhandsonme?

•

•

•

Abenathi



Atthesightoflightthevoicesstarttalkingagain,it

istheworstpartofeverydaybutshecan’tgetthem

out–theyareapartofherasmuchassheisapart

ofthem.WhensheheardtheladycallherInganathi,

thevoicesvanishedandforthefirsttimeinalong

timehermindwasclear.Shehasbeenlongingfor

hersisterforalongtimebecausesheknewhowto

keephersane,shewastheonlypersonwho

understoodherandthevoicesinhermindandshe

managedtokeepthem awaybutsincefrom thelast

dayshesawher,thevoicescamebacktwiceashard

andtherewasnoescape.Doestheladyknowwhere

shecanfindhersister?Findinghersisterwouldbe

herfindinghersanity,hersafeplaceandherpeace.

“DoyouknowInganathi?”theladyasksandshe

doesn'tknowwhethertonodorspeak–thevoices

havedonemostoftheworkforalongtimeso

sometimesshelosestheabilitytofunctiononher

own.



Shelaysbackdownonthebedandthetearsescape

from thecornersofhereyesasshesettlesdownon

themattressthatstillfeelforeignbutshesleptlikea

babylastnight.Thevoicesgaveherabreakandthat

isthebestwelcomegiftshecouldhaveever

received.Zobuhlewalkstowardsherstillkeepinga

safedistance,shehasbeenclosetopatientsbut

shehasneverbeeninsuchasmallroom withone

soshehadtobecareful.“Areyouokay,whyaren’t

youeating?”sheaskslookingatthegirl.Shelooks

somuchlikethewomansheknewanditishardfor

hermindnottofreakout,heradrenalineisonahigh

levelandsheisnotsurewhattoexpectfrom thegirl

infrontofher.

“Ilikemyoatswithmilkandhoney,”shesaysina

lowtoneandpointstothebowl,“theyaddedpeanut

butterandIdon’tlikeit–itdoesn’tmakemefeel

nice.”

Thenursefrom heroldhomeknewhowsheliked



herbreakfast,lunchandsupper–shecouldhave

thesamethingeveryday,thepersonmakingthe

foodjusthastomakeitrightthenshe’dbehappy

buttodaytheymessedupherorder.Thisisnotwhat

sheeatsinthemorning,herbodywillrejectitbefore

shecouldswallowitdownandthereisnowayshe’s

goingtoallowhertastebudstotastethatthing.She

looksatZobuhle,wholooksuncomfortabletobe

aroundherandshiftshereyestothetray.They

could'veaddedtheLithium inthejuice,thatwayshe

wouldn'tbeabletotasteitandthenwhenitgetsinto

hersystem shewillturnintoanautomatedrobot.

Shewillbeswimmingintheclouds,freefrom the

voicesbuttheLithium willstillbeholdingherback

from herbeingherownperson.

“You'rebeautiful,”shesaysandtriestopullasmile

butsheisnotgettingitrightinsteadshelookslike

shewantstoscareZobuhleoff.

“Thanks,”Zobuhlesaystryinghardnotbeawkward



butshehasbeeninthisroom morethansheshould

haveandmaybesheiscrossingtheboundariesby

invadingherspacelikethis.“YoulooklikesomeoneI

know,”shehastotellher.

Sheshiftstolaysonherbackandthebearhasn’t

leftherhands.

“IusedtohavesomeonewholookedlikemeandI

lookedlikethem.SometimesIdidn’tknowwhich

onewasmebecauseweweresoalike,Ilookedat

heranditwaslikeIwaslookingatmyself,”shesays

withhereyesstillontheceilingandthere'sasmile

onherlipsbutitdoesn’tlookforcedliketheoneshe

pulledearlier.Thisoneismorenatural.

“Youweretwins?”Zobuhleasks,abitconfused.She

hasneverthoughtofitandInganathihasnever

mentionedanythingabouthavingatwinsisteroris

thisgirlplayinggameswithher?



“Whatwehadwasdeeperthanusbeingtwins,our

connectionwentdeeperthanthatofsisters,we

wereoneinaveryuniquewayandthatiswhatset

usapart.Iwasherandshewasme;Iam nothing

withoutherandsheisnothingwithoutme,”now

thereispainlacedonhervoicewithapinchofanger.

Sheisangrythatshehadtospendtherestofherlife

withoutherotherhalf,ithasbeennothingbuttorture

andshehasbeenholdingontotheirmoments

togetherforthelongesttimeandseeingherfacein

hermindiswhatgetshertofallasleep,identical

twinsornot,lookingbetweenthem therewas

nothingyoucouldfinddifferentaboutthem butthey

weredifferentifyoulookeddeeper.Hersisterwas

abletothinkonherownandshecouldn't.

Hersisterwashersanity,shecouldfunctionwithher

aroundandInganathinevercomplained.Herfather

didn’tlikethatverymuch,he’dalwaysscoldher

whenshe’daskInganathi’sopinionbeforeshecould

doorsaysomething.Inganathicouldn'tdoallthe

thinkingforher,shehadtobeherownpersonand



whenshefailedtodoso–shehadnoplaceinthat

house.Godgaveherabrainandshefailedtouseit

andtherewasnowaytheirfatherwouldallowhis

sanedaughtertosufferbecauseofher.Theytold

herthatherhomewaswithherauntfrom thatday

onwardsandshewasn'tallowedinthathouseforas

longasshewasalunatic.Asyoungasshewas,her

fatherdidn'tsugarcoatit,hetolditlikeitisandhe

kickedherout.Hetookawayherhome,herother

half,hersanityandpeace.

Whenthevoicesarekindtheyremindherthatsheis

important,thatshemattersbutitneverlastsforlong

beforetheanxietyrushesinandtheparanoiatakes

overhermind.Thevoicescouldtellherthatherleft

facedoesn’tlookliketherightsideandshe’dbelieve

it,sometimesthey’dsaysomeoneisouttokillher

andsheshouldwatchherbackandshe’dliterally

taketwomirrors,placeoneatthebackandtheother

oneinthefrontsoshecanseeherback.Everything

withherisoveranalysed,sheoverthinkstothepoint

whereshefeelslikehermindisabouttoexplode



andthatiswhereshe'dstayawakeforthreedays

straightwithnosleep.Thedoctorshave

misdiagnosedhermanytimes,theycalleditintense

depression,thenbipolaruntiltheysaiditwas

schizophreniabutAbenathiisnoneofthat.

“Canyoutellmeaboutyoursister?”Zobuhle

requestskindlyandsitsonthebedwhilethegirltilts

herheadtolookather.

Itisthefirsttimeanyonehaseverbeeninterestedin

knowingaboutInganathi,abouttheirtimetogether

orhowshefeels.Sheleapsupwithexcitement

flowingthroughherbonesandstartstalkingabout

howtheyusedtoplaycatchinthefrontyard,how

highInganathiusedtopushherontheswingthat

wasinthebackyard.Thegoodchattheyusedto

haveduringthelatehoursofthenight,howsheused

totellhersisteraboutthevoicesandwhattheysaid

toher.Inganathitoldhernottobelieveawordthat

theysaid,sheshouldlistentoherbecauseshe’d



neverlietoherandshebelievedherbutthatwas

takenawayfrom herthoughshedoesn'tdwellon

thatpartinsteadshegetsoutofthebedandstarts

singingachildhoodsong.

Zobuhleislaughingassheismissingallthenotes

butherwordsareright.Thenshemakesthings

worsebydancing,thatmakesZobuhleburstoutof

laughteragain.Sheistheworstdancerandshould

leavethedancingtoitsownpeople,itisbyluckthat

shehasn’tbrokenoneofherlimbsalready.Butthere

issomethingaboutherthatremindsZobuhleof

Inganathi,herchildishnatureandtheinabilitytostay

put.Thesmileisalmostthesame–theyarethe

samepersonbutnotexactly.Abenathiistiredand

hungrybythetimesheconcludesherdancewitha

bowattheendandZobuhleclapsforher.Itwas

scarytobeinthisroom withherbutsheis

completelyharmless.Whiletheysharealight

chuckle,thedooropensandSisterMarthaappears.



AbenathiissadtoseeZobuhleleave,shegetstoo

attachedtopeopleandshedoesn'tifshedoesn't

wantto,Zobuhlejustturnedouttobeoneofthe

luckyones.Zobuhleleavestheroom,promising

Abanathithatshewillbebacktomorrow–thisisher

workplacesoshe’ddefinitelybeback.Sheknows

thatMarthaistheretogivehermedicationwhich

mightknockherouttilltomorrow.

•

•

•

Nomagugu

Shehasfinallygotherfreedom andshecouldn'tbe

happier.Andsheisgoingtomakethemostwhile

sheisouthere,shehasalotofwrongsthatshe

needstorightbutshecan’tdothatonherown

becausethepoliceareouttherelookingforher.



Inganathi’sdeathisthelastthingsheexpected,the

manshehasbeenconspiringwithherleftsoonafter

shewasdeclaredguiltybutthatwasuntilhepitched

upoutofnowhereandtoldherabouttheescape

plan.Shestilldoesn’tknowwhatheplanstodowith

herbutshehasplansofherownandshehasthis

onepersonthatshedesperatelywantstomakehim

suffer.

“Inganathiisgone,nowitistimetotakeawaywhat

isdeartohim –theteam,”shesaysdiallinga

numberonherphone.HerfightwithSimbongahas

alwaysbeenaboutbusinessbuthemadeitpersonal

bysendinghertojailsosheisalsogoingtogo

personalonhim butfornowsheisgoingtohithim

onthebusinessside,takeawayeverythingandleave

him strandedbeforehittinghim onwhathurtsthe

most.

“Heyman,listenIneedafavourfrom you,”shesays

aftergettingoverthegreetingswiththepersonon



theothersideoftheline.

“NomaguguyouknowIdon’tfavoursforpeoplelike

you–getoveryourselfanddeletemynumbers.”

“Iwillpayyou!”shesaysbeforehehangsupandhe

staysonthelinetohearmoreofwhatshehastosay.

“Ineedyoutogetridofsomepeople,getthem out

ofthecountrybeforetheendofthemonthandI

wantyoutostartwithZobuhleThabethe,”shesays.

ShehaspeoplefollowingSimbonga,sheknowsthat

heisouttherelookingforherbuthewon’tfindher

andsheknowsthatZobuhlehasbeenspending

moretimeinhishouse–sheevenslepttherelast

night.

“Whatdoyouwantmetodo?”

“Sheisasoccerplayersofindsomething,an

internshiporsomethingbutmakesureitisanoffer



thatshewon’tbeabletorefuse.Iwillsendyouthe

detailsofherandtheothergirls.Expectthedeposit

beforetheendoftheday,”shetellshim.

“Itisalwaysapleasuretodobusinesswithyou

Nomagugu.”

“YouaremymanWeymouthandIwillalwaystake

careofyou,don’teverforgetthat.”



Uthando:Thirty-Seven

Nomagugu

Shehasonelastcalltomake.

“Iheardyouareback,”thevoicesaidthroughthe

speaker.

“Youknowyoucan’tholdawilddogdownforlonger

thanaminute–Iam backandIam readytomakeit

known,”shesayswithagrinonherface.

“Whatdoyouwantmetodo?”

“Iwillsendyouthephotosanddetailsofthetarget;

makesuretomakeitlooklikeanaccident,Idon’t

wantanyflopsoranyinvestigationsthatwilllead



everythingtome.”

“Youhaveknownmeforalongtimetodoubtme

Nomagugu,sendmeeverythingandIwillmakeyou

proud.”

Hersmilestretcheswiderasshecutsthecall.Sheis

theGodthatneverforgivesbutrepentswhenshe

hasbeenwrongedandthosewhohavewrongedher

willfeelherwrath,ohnoshe'snotdoneyet,there’s

moretocomeandthisisjustthebeginningof

everything.Shesitsbackonthecouchandexhales

softly–revengehasnevertastedsogood.

•

•

•

Zobuhle



It’sexactlysevendays;sevendaysandIhaven't

seenorheardfrom Simbonga.AsyoungasIam,I

swearthatguywillkillmeofanheartattack

becausehe’snotevenbotheringtosendatextto

saythatheisokayandsafe.Idon’tevenknowwhyI

worryaboutthatoldmanwhenhecanlookafter

himselfandifanythinghappenstohim,Iwillknow

aswellastherestoftheworldbutIam stillworried.

Icallhim againandittakesmetovoicemail–again.

Ihuffandfindmyfeet,IhavetodashtoworkIwill

worryabouteverythingelseafterthat.Myphone

ringsasIam makingmybedandIjumpforit,

thinkingitisSimbongareturningmycalls.

“Hello,”Ianswer,itisanunsavednumbersoIhave

tobeneutraluntiltheotherpersonsayssomething

butmyfingersarecrossedthatitbeSimbonga.

“Hi,you’respeakingtoRyanWeymouth.Am I

speakingtoZobuhleThabethe?”



Ryanwho?ThesameguythatSimbongahasbeen

accusingofkillingInganathi,whythehellishe

callingmeormaybehehascomebackwithmore

threats–hecan’treachSimbongasoheiscalling

metopassonthemessage.Wellhecametothe

wronggirlbecauseIain’tdoingshitforhim,IwishI

wasintovoodoostuffthenI’dhavekilledhim

throughthephoneandnoonewouldknowbutdeath

willbetooeasyforhim,maybeIshouldsend

lightningtocausehim tohaveastrokethenhe’dsee

thatlifeisnotheretomakefriendswithanyone.

“Whatdoyouwant?”

“ItisnotwhatIwantbutwhatIcanofferyoumiss

Thabethe,”hesaysandIexhalesharply,hebetter

talkfastbecauseIcan’tpausemylifeforasecond

longerforamurdererandafraud.“Ihavebeen

speakingtoalotofpeopleaboutupliftingtheyouth,

Iknowyoudon’thavemuchgoingon,Imeanbeinga



cleanerinthatnuthouseandplayingsoccerwithout

payisnotexactlywhatanyonewithyourstatus

wouldwanttodofortherestoftheirlives.”

Idon’tknowwhichstatusheistalkingabout

becauseIam anordinarypersonlivinglikeevery

otherperson.Thatstatusheistalkingaboutdied

withmyfatheranditwasburiedwithhim,afterthatI

havebeenmyownpersonnothingspecial.Butthat

doesn’tmeanIam notlookingforopportunitiesto

upliftmylife–Ihavebeenstuckinacanforalong

timewaitingforanopportunitytoshowitself.

“Talkfast,Idon’thavethewholeday,”Isay,sitting

downonthebed.

“IlikeyourattitudeandIam sureyouaretheperfect

personforthejob.Ihaveasmallteam inBrazilthat

islookingforaplayer,youknowhowthosepeople

areeagerwhenitcomestofootballsotheyare

alwayslookingfornewtalent.WhenItoldthem



aboutyouandshowedthem yourworktheywere

interestedtotakeyouin.”

“ButwhywouldtheytakemewhenIam justa

nobody?”

“YouhavetalentZobuhleandtheyarewillingtohelp

yourealiseit.Idon’tknowaboutyoubutIreallythink

thisisagreatopportunityandIwouldn’tletitgo.But

theballisinyourcourtmylady,”hesays.

“Iam afraidIwillnotbetakinganything.Ialready

haveateam hereandIam happyrightwhereIam.”

“IknowyourloyaltylieswiththatboySimbongabut

haveyouthoughtaboutwhatyouwant–heisgood

atwhathedoesnodoubtaboutthatbutwhereishe

now?AreyoureallyhappyZobuhleoryou’re

sacrificingyourlifeforamanwhoislivinghisbest

lifewhileyou’relivinginthebackroom?ThisisBrazil



thatIam talkingabouthereandyoudon’thaveto

givemeananswernow,youcanjustthinkaboutit

andgetbacktomesoIcanmakethenecessary

arrangementsforyou.”

Iremainsilentforafewseconds,heissureplaying

withmymindrightnowandIam afraidbecausehe

iswinning.HedidhishomeworkandthisiswhatI

needandhavealwayswanted.Ididn'tplaythatwell

toendupplayingforatownshipteam fortherestof

mylife.ThisiswhatIneedtomakemybreakthrough

butthenthereisSimbonga–hehasalwaysbeen

thereformeandthiswouldbeunfaironhim.Idon’t

knowwhattodo,Iam literallystuckbetweenarock

andahardplace.

“Letmethinkaboutitandgetbacktoyou.”

“That'sallIam asking,”hesoundsreallyhappy,

“don'ttaketoolongbutalwaysremindyourselfthat

youaredoingthisforyouandyouhaveearnedit.



UntilwespeakagainmissThabethe,”hesayshis

goodbyesandhangsup.

Iputthephonedownandlookuptotheroof.Ihave

alotofthinkingthatIhavetodobutfornowIhave

togettowork.Itakemybag,leavingthebed

unmadeandstepoutoftheroom.Outsidethereis

Ntombiandtheothergirls,theydon’tlookhappyand

Iknowwhatthisisabout.Ilockthedoorandheadto

them.

“WhereisSimbonga?Wehavebeencomingherefor

practicingandheisneverhere,”thatiswhatthey

sayassoonasIstandinfrontofthem.

“Idon’tknowwhatisgoingon,Iam alsointhedark

justlikeyouguys,”Itellthem buttheyarestillnot

happy–theywantanswers.

“Shouldwelookforanewcoachorjustforgetabout



playingfootballasawholebecausewhatis

happeninghereisnotworkingforanyofus.He

promisedustheworldandnowwhereishe?”after

Slindile,Ntombiistheonewhohasalwayshadabig

mouthwithalottosayandwithSlindilenomore,

sheisthebossnowandtherestofthem bezwa

ngaye.

“AngaziNtombi,dowhatyouwanttodobutwhatI

knowisSimbongadidn’tjustditchtheteam,hehas

thingsthatheneedstodealwithandwhenheis

donehewillbeback.”

“Youhavejusttoldusthatyoudon’tknowwherehe

issowhydoyousoundsosurethatheiscoming

back?Andwhenhecomesback,whenwillthatbe–

nextyearortheyearafterthat?”

Ihuff,thereisnowaytogetthroughherwhensheis

inherfightingmodebutsheisfightingthewrong

personandIdon'thavetheanswers.Idon’tworkin



Simbonga’smind.Ileavethem standingtherewhile

theyshoutmorequestionsthatIdon’thaveanswers

for;Simbongawhereareyou?IgetataxiandIneed

togotoSimbonga’shouse,maybehisbodyis

decomposinginhishouseandnooneisthereto

findhim.Ijustcan’thelpmyselfbutthinkofthe

worstthatcouldhappentohim.Theridegivesme

timetothinkaboutwhatWeymouthtoldme,Iwill

needtothinkmoreaboutthiswithaclearmindand

knowingSimbongaisokaywillgivemethatpeaceof

mind.

Igettohishouseandtheplacelooksdesertedlike

hehasn’tbeenhereforthewholeweek.Onthe

coffeetablethereisanote,whichIguessis

addressedtomeanditsays,‘Iam notdeadyet,still

outlookingforNomagugu.Takecareofyourself,’

that’sallitsays.Idon’tknowwhatisgoingonwith

him buthecan’tbeouttherelookingforthatwoman

onhisown,Imeanhecould’vehiredaprivate

investigatortodoalltheworkforhim.Whatheis

doingisnothealthy,nowitisjustanobsessionand



maybeithelpshim forgetaboutfocusingonthepain

oflosingInganathibutheisalsolosinghimself.The

moreheisoutthere,themoreheisputtinghimself

indangerbutwhoam Itotellagrownmanwhatto

do–hesaidIshouldtakecareofmyselfandthatis

exactlywhatIam goingtodo.

•••

SpendingtimewithAbenathihasbeengreatandthe

moreItalktoher,themoreIactuallyrealisethatshe

isnotcrazy.Yeahshehasissuesbuttheyrun

deeperthanamentalillnessormaybesheislikethis

becausetheymadeherbelievethatsheiscrazy,I

don’tknow.SisterMarthatoldmethatthedoctoris

actuallyhappyabouthowAbenathiisdoing,Idon’t

knowifIshouldcallitprogressbutMarthatoldme

thatinhercondition–peoplenevergetbetter,they

onlygetworse–soIdon’tknowwhattothinkbutI

believethatsheismorethanjustherillnessandI

wanthertorealisethat.Igetintoherroom andshe



ishappytoseeme,Ihaven’tyetseenherinher

worstandIdon’tthinkIwishto.

“Howismyfavouritepatientdoingtoday?”Iask,

makingmywayinandsheisbusywithsomething

onthepaintingboard.

“Good.”Ihavegottenusedtoheroneword

responses.Ithappensoftenwhensheisn’t

interestedintalkingbutblabsalotwhensheisin

themood.

“Whatareyoubusywith?”Iwalkaroundtohavea

goodlookontheboard.“Ohwow,”Iam stunned.

Howcanshedothat?Imeantheycalledhercrazy

soshouldn'tshebescribblingwhateverthatisgoing

oninhermind.Foraninsaneperson,theeyes

shouldbeonthechinandthechinshouldbe

somewherebehindtheperson'sheadbutthis

paintinglooksalmostperfect.“Whotaughtyoutodo

this?”Idon’tknowwhothispersonisbutshehas



givenlifetothepaintingboard.

“Me.”

IwanttoaskhowbutIdon’t,itmustbegood

practiceandlookingatthismakesmewonderwhat

moreshe’scapableof.Ihaveseenthedressesshe

wears,theydon’tlookperfectlikesheboughtthem

somewhereandtheyfitperfectlyonherbodysoa

thoughthaspoppedinmyheadthatprobablyshe

madethem herselfbutIhavealwayspushedittothe

backofmymind.ThisisexactlywhatIneededtogo

throughwhatIhavebeenthinkingabout,shecan’t

beherefortherestofherlife–shehastogo

somewherewheretheywon’tholdherbackandcall

hercrazy.Iknowherparentsarenotanoption

becausetheyhavealreadyproventhattheydidn’t

accepther,Imeanwhatkindofaparentmoveson

withtheirlivesnotknowinghowtheirchildisdoing,

theyabandonedhersoIcan’ttakehertherebut

thereisaplacewhereshecangoto.



“Abenathi,”sheturnstolookatme.“Doyouwantto

getoutofhere?”Iask.

Shelooksatme,likesheisthinkingreallyhardand

turnstolookattheboard,continuingwithher

painting.

“No,thisismyhome,”shesaysstillfocusingon

whatsheisdoing.

“Okaybutifyoueverchangeyourmind,thereisa

placewhereyoucangoandtheyarelovelypeople.

Yoursisterknewthem andtheylovedhersoIam

suretheyaregoingtoloveyoutoo,”Ilookaroundfor

apieceofpaper,Ifinditandusedthepainttowrite

theaddressdown.“Iam goingawayforawhilesoI

willbehappytoknowthatyouaresafeandyouare

livingyourbestlife.Youaretooyoungtobestuckin

thisplace–Iwishyouhadtimetoseetheworldand

beyourownperson,nothavetotakemedicationor

havepeoplefearingyoubecausetheythinkyouare



crazy.Idon’tthinkyouarecrazy,itisjustthatyou

seelifeinadifferentlightandangle.Iknow

Inganathiwould’vebeenhappytoseeyou,”she

doesn'tturntolookatmeatallandIsigh,making

mywaytothedoor.

WhenIopenthedoor,shelooksupbutwithablank

stareandIhopethisisnotgoodbye.Iwalkoutand

closethedoorbehindme.

•

•

•

Simbonga

Ihavebeentoallpolicestationstomakeitknown

thatitisimportantforthem tofindNomagugu.That

womanisadangertothesocietyandthecountryas



awhole,whoknowswhatsheisupto.Iam not

worriedaboutmyselfbutIam worriedabout

everyonewhohavesufferedinherhandsandthose

whoaregoingtosuffersincetheylethergo.They

saysheescapedbutshewouldn'thaveescapedif

theywerewatchingher.Thesepoliceareuseless,

theycan’tdoonethingandthatistheirjobbutthey

willbequicktoarrestthosewhotakelawintotheir

ownhandsbecausetheyaredoingwhatthepolice

failedtodo.Iwishexecutionwasstilllegal,

Nomaguguisawasteofspaceandshedeservesto

die!

MyphonehasbeenoffsincelastnightbutnowI

switchiton.ItriedgettingaholdofMrObennebo

andheisnotaround,heleftthecountryjustafter

thefuneral.HiswifesaysitisabusinesstripbutI

doubtit,hisdaughter'sdeathhithim hardandheis

selfishenoughtoleavehiswifetomournonherown.

Idon’tthinkheknowsthatNomaguguisout

becauseifheknewthenhe’dbeherealready,

helpingmetolookforthatdog–Ihateherwith



everyfibreinmybodyandknowingsheisoutthere

sippingoncocktailsinsteadofbeingpunishedfor

hersinsmakesmybloodboil.Myphoneisflooded

bymessagesandmissedcalls,mostarefrom

Zobuhlebutthereisonemessagethatattractsmy

attention.

‘IknowwhereNomaguguis,replytothisnumber

andIwillsendyouanaddress.’Itsays.

Iquicklyreplywithoutthinkingtwiceandanother

messagecomesinwiththeaddress.Ihavebeen

livinginmycarforthepastfivedays,alwaysonthe

roadsearchingandmostofalltryingtoforgetabout

thepain.Ijustneedsomethingtofocusonthatwill

numbthepainandalcoholisn’thelpingbutlooking

forNomaguguiswhatkeepsmefuelledupand

lookingforwardtothenextday,tomakeprogress

andeventuallyfindher.ThisaddressiswhatI

needed,IquicklyputitinmyGPSandstartedthecar.

ImakeaU-turnandfollowtheGPS.Thisisaperfect



placeforhertohide,Ihaveneverbeentherebefore

butIhaveheardthattherearen’tmanypeoplewho

usuallygotheresohidingthereislikebeingoffthe

grid.

AsIam driving,amessagepopsinandIthink

whoeversentmethemessageisfollowingupbutit

isadifferentnumberwithaphotoofZobuhleandit

lookslikeshe’sgoingsomewhere.Aretheyafterher

too?Thetextsays,‘Itoldyoutoleavethegame

beforeitcripplesyou,’itdoesn'tsaywhereorwho

sentthemessagebutIrememberthepersonwho

saidthosewordstomeandit'sNomagugu!Istepon

theacceleratorandontheintersectiontherobotis

greenbutwhenIam inamiddle,atruckcomesout

ofnowhereandwithoneblinkithitsmycar,andthe

carstartedrolling.Oneseconditwasup,thenextit

wasdown–ithappenedsofastandthenextIknew

mylungswereburningandIwasdriftinginandout

ofsleep.IfoughttheurgetoclosemyeyesbutIwas

losingandasecondlater,everythingwentdark.

.



Uthando:Thirty-Seven

Nomagugu

Shehasonelastcalltomake.

“Iheardyouareback,”thevoicesaidthroughthe

speaker.

“Youknowyoucan’tholdawilddogdownforlonger

thanaminute–Iam backandIam readytomakeit

known,”shesayswithagrinonherface.

“Whatdoyouwantmetodo?”

“Iwillsendyouthephotosanddetailsofthetarget;

makesuretomakeitlooklikeanaccident,Idon’t

wantanyflopsoranyinvestigationsthatwilllead



everythingtome.”

“Youhaveknownmeforalongtimetodoubtme

Nomagugu,sendmeeverythingandIwillmakeyou

proud.”

Hersmilestretcheswiderasshecutsthecall.Sheis

theGodthatneverforgivesbutrepentswhenshe

hasbeenwrongedandthosewhohavewrongedher

willfeelherwrath,ohnoshe'snotdoneyet,there’s

moretocomeandthisisjustthebeginningof

everything.Shesitsbackonthecouchandexhales

softly–revengehasnevertastedsogood.

•

•

•

Zobuhle



It’sexactlysevendays;sevendaysandIhaven't

seenorheardfrom Simbonga.AsyoungasIam,I

swearthatguywillkillmeofanheartattack

becausehe’snotevenbotheringtosendatextto

saythatheisokayandsafe.Idon’tevenknowwhyI

worryaboutthatoldmanwhenhecanlookafter

himselfandifanythinghappenstohim,Iwillknow

aswellastherestoftheworldbutIam stillworried.

Icallhim againandittakesmetovoicemail–again.

Ihuffandfindmyfeet,IhavetodashtoworkIwill

worryabouteverythingelseafterthat.Myphone

ringsasIam makingmybedandIjumpforit,

thinkingitisSimbongareturningmycalls.

“Hello,”Ianswer,itisanunsavednumbersoIhave

tobeneutraluntiltheotherpersonsayssomething

butmyfingersarecrossedthatitbeSimbonga.

“Hi,you’respeakingtoRyanWeymouth.Am I

speakingtoZobuhleThabethe?”



Ryanwho?ThesameguythatSimbongahasbeen

accusingofkillingInganathi,whythehellishe

callingmeormaybehehascomebackwithmore

threats–hecan’treachSimbongasoheiscalling

metopassonthemessage.Wellhecametothe

wronggirlbecauseIain’tdoingshitforhim,IwishI

wasintovoodoostuffthenI’dhavekilledhim

throughthephoneandnoonewouldknowbutdeath

willbetooeasyforhim,maybeIshouldsend

lightningtocausehim tohaveastrokethenhe’dsee

thatlifeisnotheretomakefriendswithanyone.

“Whatdoyouwant?”

“ItisnotwhatIwantbutwhatIcanofferyoumiss

Thabethe,”hesaysandIexhalesharply,hebetter

talkfastbecauseIcan’tpausemylifeforasecond

longerforamurdererandafraud.“Ihavebeen

speakingtoalotofpeopleaboutupliftingtheyouth,

Iknowyoudon’thavemuchgoingon,Imeanbeinga



cleanerinthatnuthouseandplayingsoccerwithout

payisnotexactlywhatanyonewithyourstatus

wouldwanttodofortherestoftheirlives.”

Idon’tknowwhichstatusheistalkingabout

becauseIam anordinarypersonlivinglikeevery

otherperson.Thatstatusheistalkingaboutdied

withmyfatheranditwasburiedwithhim,afterthatI

havebeenmyownpersonnothingspecial.Butthat

doesn’tmeanIam notlookingforopportunitiesto

upliftmylife–Ihavebeenstuckinacanforalong

timewaitingforanopportunitytoshowitself.

“Talkfast,Idon’thavethewholeday,”Isay,sitting

downonthebed.

“IlikeyourattitudeandIam sureyouaretheperfect

personforthejob.Ihaveasmallteam inBrazilthat

islookingforaplayer,youknowhowthosepeople

areeagerwhenitcomestofootballsotheyare

alwayslookingfornewtalent.WhenItoldthem



aboutyouandshowedthem yourworktheywere

interestedtotakeyouin.”

“ButwhywouldtheytakemewhenIam justa

nobody?”

“YouhavetalentZobuhleandtheyarewillingtohelp

yourealiseit.Idon’tknowaboutyoubutIreallythink

thisisagreatopportunityandIwouldn’tletitgo.But

theballisinyourcourtmylady,”hesays.

“Iam afraidIwillnotbetakinganything.Ialready

haveateam hereandIam happyrightwhereIam.”

“IknowyourloyaltylieswiththatboySimbongabut

haveyouthoughtaboutwhatyouwant–heisgood

atwhathedoesnodoubtaboutthatbutwhereishe

now?AreyoureallyhappyZobuhleoryou’re

sacrificingyourlifeforamanwhoislivinghisbest

lifewhileyou’relivinginthebackroom?ThisisBrazil



thatIam talkingabouthereandyoudon’thaveto

givemeananswernow,youcanjustthinkaboutit

andgetbacktomesoIcanmakethenecessary

arrangementsforyou.”

Iremainsilentforafewseconds,heissureplaying

withmymindrightnowandIam afraidbecausehe

iswinning.HedidhishomeworkandthisiswhatI

needandhavealwayswanted.Ididn'tplaythatwell

toendupplayingforatownshipteam fortherestof

mylife.ThisiswhatIneedtomakemybreakthrough

butthenthereisSimbonga–hehasalwaysbeen

thereformeandthiswouldbeunfaironhim.Idon’t

knowwhattodo,Iam literallystuckbetweenarock

andahardplace.

“Letmethinkaboutitandgetbacktoyou.”

“That'sallIam asking,”hesoundsreallyhappy,

“don'ttaketoolongbutalwaysremindyourselfthat

youaredoingthisforyouandyouhaveearnedit.



UntilwespeakagainmissThabethe,”hesayshis

goodbyesandhangsup.

Iputthephonedownandlookuptotheroof.Ihave

alotofthinkingthatIhavetodobutfornowIhave

togettowork.Itakemybag,leavingthebed

unmadeandstepoutoftheroom.Outsidethereis

Ntombiandtheothergirls,theydon’tlookhappyand

Iknowwhatthisisabout.Ilockthedoorandheadto

them.

“WhereisSimbonga?Wehavebeencomingherefor

practicingandheisneverhere,”thatiswhatthey

sayassoonasIstandinfrontofthem.

“Idon’tknowwhatisgoingon,Iam alsointhedark

justlikeyouguys,”Itellthem buttheyarestillnot

happy–theywantanswers.

“Shouldwelookforanewcoachorjustforgetabout



playingfootballasawholebecausewhatis

happeninghereisnotworkingforanyofus.He

promisedustheworldandnowwhereishe?”after

Slindile,Ntombiistheonewhohasalwayshadabig

mouthwithalottosayandwithSlindilenomore,

sheisthebossnowandtherestofthem bezwa

ngaye.

“AngaziNtombi,dowhatyouwanttodobutwhatI

knowisSimbongadidn’tjustditchtheteam,hehas

thingsthatheneedstodealwithandwhenheis

donehewillbeback.”

“Youhavejusttoldusthatyoudon’tknowwherehe

issowhydoyousoundsosurethatheiscoming

back?Andwhenhecomesback,whenwillthatbe–

nextyearortheyearafterthat?”

Ihuff,thereisnowaytogetthroughherwhensheis

inherfightingmodebutsheisfightingthewrong

personandIdon'thavetheanswers.Idon’tworkin



Simbonga’smind.Ileavethem standingtherewhile

theyshoutmorequestionsthatIdon’thaveanswers

for;Simbongawhereareyou?IgetataxiandIneed

togotoSimbonga’shouse,maybehisbodyis

decomposinginhishouseandnooneisthereto

findhim.Ijustcan’thelpmyselfbutthinkofthe

worstthatcouldhappentohim.Theridegivesme

timetothinkaboutwhatWeymouthtoldme,Iwill

needtothinkmoreaboutthiswithaclearmindand

knowingSimbongaisokaywillgivemethatpeaceof

mind.

Igettohishouseandtheplacelooksdesertedlike

hehasn’tbeenhereforthewholeweek.Onthe

coffeetablethereisanote,whichIguessis

addressedtomeanditsays,‘Iam notdeadyet,still

outlookingforNomagugu.Takecareofyourself,’

that’sallitsays.Idon’tknowwhatisgoingonwith

him buthecan’tbeouttherelookingforthatwoman

onhisown,Imeanhecould’vehiredaprivate

investigatortodoalltheworkforhim.Whatheis

doingisnothealthy,nowitisjustanobsessionand



maybeithelpshim forgetaboutfocusingonthepain

oflosingInganathibutheisalsolosinghimself.The

moreheisoutthere,themoreheisputtinghimself

indangerbutwhoam Itotellagrownmanwhatto

do–hesaidIshouldtakecareofmyselfandthatis

exactlywhatIam goingtodo.

•••

SpendingtimewithAbenathihasbeengreatandthe

moreItalktoher,themoreIactuallyrealisethatshe

isnotcrazy.Yeahshehasissuesbuttheyrun

deeperthanamentalillnessormaybesheislikethis

becausetheymadeherbelievethatsheiscrazy,I

don’tknow.SisterMarthatoldmethatthedoctoris

actuallyhappyabouthowAbenathiisdoing,Idon’t

knowifIshouldcallitprogressbutMarthatoldme

thatinhercondition–peoplenevergetbetter,they

onlygetworse–soIdon’tknowwhattothinkbutI

believethatsheismorethanjustherillnessandI

wanthertorealisethat.Igetintoherroom andshe



ishappytoseeme,Ihaven’tyetseenherinher

worstandIdon’tthinkIwishto.

“Howismyfavouritepatientdoingtoday?”Iask,

makingmywayinandsheisbusywithsomething

onthepaintingboard.

“Good.”Ihavegottenusedtoheroneword

responses.Ithappensoftenwhensheisn’t

interestedintalkingbutblabsalotwhensheisin

themood.

“Whatareyoubusywith?”Iwalkaroundtohavea

goodlookontheboard.“Ohwow,”Iam stunned.

Howcanshedothat?Imeantheycalledhercrazy

soshouldn'tshebescribblingwhateverthatisgoing

oninhermind.Foraninsaneperson,theeyes

shouldbeonthechinandthechinshouldbe

somewherebehindtheperson'sheadbutthis

paintinglooksalmostperfect.“Whotaughtyoutodo

this?”Idon’tknowwhothispersonisbutshehas



givenlifetothepaintingboard.

“Me.”

IwanttoaskhowbutIdon’t,itmustbegood

practiceandlookingatthismakesmewonderwhat

moreshe’scapableof.Ihaveseenthedressesshe

wears,theydon’tlookperfectlikesheboughtthem

somewhereandtheyfitperfectlyonherbodysoa

thoughthaspoppedinmyheadthatprobablyshe

madethem herselfbutIhavealwayspushedittothe

backofmymind.ThisisexactlywhatIneededtogo

throughwhatIhavebeenthinkingabout,shecan’t

beherefortherestofherlife–shehastogo

somewherewheretheywon’tholdherbackandcall

hercrazy.Iknowherparentsarenotanoption

becausetheyhavealreadyproventhattheydidn’t

accepther,Imeanwhatkindofaparentmoveson

withtheirlivesnotknowinghowtheirchildisdoing,

theyabandonedhersoIcan’ttakehertherebut

thereisaplacewhereshecangoto.



“Abenathi,”sheturnstolookatme.“Doyouwantto

getoutofhere?”Iask.

Shelooksatme,likesheisthinkingreallyhardand

turnstolookattheboard,continuingwithher

painting.

“No,thisismyhome,”shesaysstillfocusingon

whatsheisdoing.

“Okaybutifyoueverchangeyourmind,thereisa

placewhereyoucangoandtheyarelovelypeople.

Yoursisterknewthem andtheylovedhersoIam

suretheyaregoingtoloveyoutoo,”Ilookaroundfor

apieceofpaper,Ifinditandusedthepainttowrite

theaddressdown.“Iam goingawayforawhilesoI

willbehappytoknowthatyouaresafeandyouare

livingyourbestlife.Youaretooyoungtobestuckin

thisplace–Iwishyouhadtimetoseetheworldand

beyourownperson,nothavetotakemedicationor

havepeoplefearingyoubecausetheythinkyouare



crazy.Idon’tthinkyouarecrazy,itisjustthatyou

seelifeinadifferentlightandangle.Iknow

Inganathiwould’vebeenhappytoseeyou,”she

doesn'tturntolookatmeatallandIsigh,making

mywaytothedoor.

WhenIopenthedoor,shelooksupbutwithablank

stareandIhopethisisnotgoodbye.Iwalkoutand

closethedoorbehindme.

•

•

•

Simbonga

Ihavebeentoallpolicestationstomakeitknown

thatitisimportantforthem tofindNomagugu.That

womanisadangertothesocietyandthecountryas



awhole,whoknowswhatsheisupto.Iam not

worriedaboutmyselfbutIam worriedabout

everyonewhohavesufferedinherhandsandthose

whoaregoingtosuffersincetheylethergo.They

saysheescapedbutshewouldn'thaveescapedif

theywerewatchingher.Thesepoliceareuseless,

theycan’tdoonethingandthatistheirjobbutthey

willbequicktoarrestthosewhotakelawintotheir

ownhandsbecausetheyaredoingwhatthepolice

failedtodo.Iwishexecutionwasstilllegal,

Nomaguguisawasteofspaceandshedeservesto

die!

MyphonehasbeenoffsincelastnightbutnowI

switchiton.ItriedgettingaholdofMrObennebo

andheisnotaround,heleftthecountryjustafter

thefuneral.HiswifesaysitisabusinesstripbutI

doubtit,hisdaughter'sdeathhithim hardandheis

selfishenoughtoleavehiswifetomournonherown.

Idon’tthinkheknowsthatNomaguguisout

becauseifheknewthenhe’dbeherealready,

helpingmetolookforthatdog–Ihateherwith



everyfibreinmybodyandknowingsheisoutthere

sippingoncocktailsinsteadofbeingpunishedfor

hersinsmakesmybloodboil.Myphoneisflooded

bymessagesandmissedcalls,mostarefrom

Zobuhlebutthereisonemessagethatattractsmy

attention.

‘IknowwhereNomaguguis,replytothisnumber

andIwillsendyouanaddress.’Itsays.

Iquicklyreplywithoutthinkingtwiceandanother

messagecomesinwiththeaddress.Ihavebeen

livinginmycarforthepastfivedays,alwaysonthe

roadsearchingandmostofalltryingtoforgetabout

thepain.Ijustneedsomethingtofocusonthatwill

numbthepainandalcoholisn’thelpingbutlooking

forNomaguguiswhatkeepsmefuelledupand

lookingforwardtothenextday,tomakeprogress

andeventuallyfindher.ThisaddressiswhatI

needed,IquicklyputitinmyGPSandstartedthecar.

ImakeaU-turnandfollowtheGPS.Thisisaperfect



placeforhertohide,Ihaveneverbeentherebefore

butIhaveheardthattherearen’tmanypeoplewho

usuallygotheresohidingthereislikebeingoffthe

grid.

AsIam driving,amessagepopsinandIthink

whoeversentmethemessageisfollowingupbutit

isadifferentnumberwithaphotoofZobuhleandit

lookslikeshe’sgoingsomewhere.Aretheyafterher

too?Thetextsays,‘Itoldyoutoleavethegame

beforeitcripplesyou,’itdoesn'tsaywhereorwho

sentthemessagebutIrememberthepersonwho

saidthosewordstomeandit'sNomagugu!Istepon

theacceleratorandontheintersectiontherobotis

greenbutwhenIam inamiddle,atruckcomesout

ofnowhereandwithoneblinkithitsmycar,andthe

carstartedrolling.Oneseconditwasup,thenextit

wasdown–ithappenedsofastandthenextIknew

mylungswereburningandIwasdriftinginandout

ofsleep.IfoughttheurgetoclosemyeyesbutIwas

losingandasecondlater,everythingwentdark.

.



Uthando:Thirty-Eight

Zobuhle

RightafterclosingmyshiftIgotacallfrom Aunt

Nomsa,shesoundeddistressandshesaidImust

comehome.Idon’tknowwhybecauseIwasbanned

from settingmyfoottherebutsheinsisted,saying

thatitisurgent.NowIam here,again,standingin

frontofthegateindisguise.Icouldn'treallyshow

myfacewhilewalkingdownthestreetsbecausethe

villagerswould’vesurelychasedmeaway.Iwalked

throughthegateandheadedtothehouse.Thedoor

opensquicklyafterIknocklikeshehasbeenwaiting

formebutshedoesn'tlookgood–somethingis

wrong.Andfindingherheremustmeanthatshe

agreedtomarrythatmanwhokilledmymother,she

betrayedhersisterjustforthefamilycustomsbut

whatam Isayingbecausenowthingshavechanged

–bloodisnolongerthickerthanwater–youcan

trustastrangerbutnotoneofyourown.



“Whathappened?”Ihaven'taskedhowsheis,whatI

wanttoknowiswhyam Ihere.

“He...”sheisstrugglingtotalknowandhereyesare

wateringwitheachpassingsecond,whatcouldbe

sobad?“Heisinthebedroom,”shepointsdownthe

passageandwalkspastmesurelywantingmeto

followbehindher.

Wewalktothebedroom withherkeepingglancing

atmeandIfeeluncomfortableforsomereason.

Thishousefeelscoldandempty.Itisnolonger

warm norahome,itisjustwallswitharoof.Even

theexpensivefurnitureIsawwhenIcameformy

mother'sfuneraldoesn’tglitteranymore,itislike

theywerehitbyaheavystorm orlightningandallits

valuevanishedinstantly.Iwouldn'tbuyitevenifthey

solditnexttonothing.Idon’tknowhowAunt

Nomsasurvivedinthisplacelivingwiththatmonster.

SheopensthedoorformeandIlookather,Iam not



goingintherefirst–whoknowswhatisbehindthat

door.Shegivesmeafaintsmilethatistooweak,it

doesn'tevenreachhereyesandshestepsinsidethe

room.

Ifollowbehindherandaverybadsmellhitsmy

nostrils,sendingbacktotheopendoor.Ihaven't

seenanythingbutIdon’tthinkIwishtorightnow.

“Whatthehellisthat?”Iaskher,sheisstandingin

theroom likeshedoesn'tsmellanyofthatstuff,itis

sobaditislikesomethingdiedinthere.Iwantto

vomitbutmybodywon’tallowme.

“ComeZobuhle,”sheiswavingformetocome

closer.Idon’tthinkIhavethestrengthbutIhave

comeallthiswaysoIhavetodowhatshecalledme

herefor.

Iwalkinagainwithmyt-shirtpulleduptomynose,

coveringbothmymouthandnose.Iturnonthebed



andthereheis.Thereisnothingleftofhim buthis

skeletonevenhisskinlookstoothinwithjusta

scratchIcangetthewholethingoffhisbody.Idon’t

thinkthereisanymeatleftinthere,it’sjustwater

andblood–ohdon’tforgetair.Butwhereisthat

smellcomingfrom?AuntNomsawantstoleavebut

Idon’tallowherto,sheneedstoexplaintomewhat

happenedhereandwhyheislikethat.

“IwokeuponemorningandIcouldn'tfindhim

aroundthehouse.Wedon’tsleepinthesamebed

soIwasn'tevensureifhesleptathomethenight

before.ButwhenIwalkedintothegarage,Ifound

him onthefloorbutthatwasafterahorriblesmell

greetedmefirst,Ialsothoughthewasdeadbutit

wastoosoonforhim todecomposesoIwentover

tohim andhewasgoodasdeadbutstillbreathing.

Wewenttothehospital,theydidn’tfindanything

wrongwithhim,thetraditionalhealerdidn'tsee

anythingeitherbutonethingforsureisthatheis

payingforhissinsandthatisallwegotfrom the

healer.Theycouldn'tkeephim inthehospitalwhen



therewasnothingtohelphim withsohehasbeen

hereandit'snotlookinggoodZobuhle.EachdayI

wakeupthinkingmaybeIwillfindhim deadbuthe’d

bealive,hebreathsbutdoesn’ttalk–thelasttime

hespokewasthenightbeforeIfoundhim onthe

garagefloor,”sheinformsme.

Thestorysoundssogood,Icouldmakeamovieout

ofitandgetpaidrealhardmoney.Helooksreally

badbutIdon’tfeelanythingaboutit,thismanmade

mylifemiserable,hetookawayeverythingIhave

everknown–myhome!Idon’tknowwhattosayor

thinkbuthedeservesthisandheispayingagood

price.WhosaidGoddoesn’trepentforhispeople?

HeisdoingalotrightnowandIcouldn'tbehappier.I

knowitisbadtowishanotherpersonbadbutIwish

forhim todielikeadogheis.Ifitismyforgiveness

thatheiswaitingforbeforehediesthenhewillwait

likeweallhavebeenwaitingforJesus,sonofMaria

andJoseph,tocomeback.Iam notgivinghim shit!



“Zobuhle?”AuntNomsacallsformeasImakemy

wayoutandIdon’tturntolookatheruntilwearein

thekitchen,awayfrom thathorriblesmell.“Youhave

toforgivehim,”shetellsmeandIchucklebitterly.

“Iwillnot,notnow,notever!Doyouknowwhathe

didwhenweneededhim themost,youknowwhat

he’ddotomymotherbehindcloseddoorsevery

singlenight,thewayhe’dpretendthathelovesus

whenpeoplearewatching,thewayhedidn’tthink

twicebeforechasingmeoutlikeadoginmyown

home–doyouknowAuntNomsa?Doyou?”

Idon’twanttocry,thatisthelastthingIwanttodo

rightnowandthatmandoesn’tdeservemytears,he

isnothingtomebutIsurewanthim tosuffer.Iknow

heishurtingwhilelookinglikethatbuttheemotional

painheinflictedonmeismuchmorethanwhatheis

feelingrightnow.Couldn'thejustdie?Diebeforehe

killedmymother–whydidGodhavetolethim get

awaywithit?Evennow,layingonthatbedheisstill



makingmylifealivinghell,whyisheforcingme,

puttingmeinthispositioninordertogetmy

forgiveness?Hewasneverkindandrightnowit

showsthatheisnotwillingtochange.Ifthereis

afterlifethenIfeelsorryforanyoneonthatsidebutI

am notworriedaboutmymotherbecauseIknow

thatmyfatherwillbetheretoprotecther.

“Iknow.”

“No,youdon’t.YouarejustbutteringmeupsoI’d

forgivehim andyou’dbefreefrom cleaningafter

him –Iam notdoingthistopunishyouAuntbutI

am notgoingtoforgivethatman,”Isaypointingto

thedirectionofthebedroom wejustcameoutof.

“HeisgoodasdeadZobuhle,youknowthatyou

forgivinghim willsethim freebutitwillalsosetyou

freemybaby,”shesayssweetly,Iwanttobelieveher

Ireallydobutitishardtoeventhinkaboutit.Itfeels

likeforgivinghim willmakemevulnerableforhim to



continuetohurtme.Hewillbetakingapartofme,

againandIdon’twantthat.

“Heisnotworthmyforgiveness,”Ishakemyhead

whiletakingasitonthechairnexttothecounter.

“Butyouareworthofpeace,aren’tyoutiredofall

thisangeryouhaveburiedinsideyourheart,allthe

heartacheandpain?”sheaskssittingrightnextto

me.“IcanseeitinyoureyesZobuhle,youhavetoo

muchgoingoninsideyouandyouneedtoletitgo.

Forgiveyourself,forgiveyourmother,yourfather

andhim.”ShetakesmyhandandIturntolookather.

“Iam notready.”

“Takeyourtime,Iam hereforyouandthisisyour

homewhereyourmotherandfatherare.Andno

mancanevertakeitawayfrom you,hetriedbutsee

whereyouarenow–youdeservetobehere



Zobuhle.”

LookingathermakesmerealisejusthowmuchI

missmymother.

•

•

•

Abenathi

Hernewhomelooksmuchbetterthantheclinicshe

wasinbutthetreatmentisnotasnice.Intheclinic

shegotwhatshewanted,whenshewanteditbut

heretheyaretreatingherlikeapatientandnota

humanbeing.Shetakesmoremedicationthanshe

everdidinherlifeandspendsmoretimeasleepthan

awake.Shedoesn'tevengettimetodoheractivities

–thepainting,sewing–itgetsbetterwhenshegets



herhandsintoscientificexperimentsthoughshe

doesn'tgettodoitmuchsincesheisstilllabelled

the‘unstablecreature’thatpeoplebelievecan’tdo

anythingtangiblethantalkingandactingcrazy.She

lovessciencebecauseitmakesheruseherbraina

lot,thatwayshecankeepthevoicesawaybutwith

nooptiontogetclosetoanyscientificexperiments,

sewingandpaintingkeepsherbusy.

ShereachesforthepieceofpaperthatZobuhle

gaveherandlooksatthewordswrittenthere.She

droppedoutofschoolonthe9thgradeandthatis

whereherauntlostit,shewasarebelliouschildso

shewasgoingtobetreatedassuchandshegota

fewspanksandalotofshoutingwhichheraunt

believedshedeserved.Herparentssenthertoher

auntbecauseshecouldsettheirdaughterstraight

andwhensheisdoneAbenathicouldcomeback

homebutshedidn’tneedfixingbecauseshewasn’t

broken.Thewordsmadesensebutwheretofrom

hereandhowwouldshegettotheaddress?The

fliesarehavingafeastonherfoodthatislaidona



traywhichsheknowsasbeenlacedwithmore

medication.

Thewalktothebathroom feelslikeadayandahalf,

themedicationfrom yesterdayhasn’tworeoff

completelybutshebracesherselfandtriestowalk

andlooknormal.Ithappensrarelywhereshe’dbe

actlikeanormalperson,itcouldbeonone

particularweekonceayearandafterthatthevoices

willtakeoverwaya-waya.Inthebathroom,shelooks

atherselfinthemirrorandherhairisalloverher

face.Shereachesforitandpushesittotheback,

revealingmoreofhercaramelsmoothskinwhich

lookscleanforsomeonewhohasn’twashedher

facesince...shecan’trememberwhenwasthelast

timeshewashedherface.Itcould’vebeenaminute

ago,aweekagoortwoyearsagobutitdoesn’t

matter.

Shestillremembershowtoplaitsosheplaitsone

singleknotbehindherhead,thereisafewstrandsof



hairthatisstillonherfacebutmostofherfaceis

visiblenowwhichmakesherlookdifferentandmore

sane.Shedropshereyestoherfeetandthesocks

lookdirtyasalwaysbutshecan’tremovethem,she

doesn'tknowwhybutshejustcan't.Shemakesher

wayoutandthepatientsarescatteredalloverthe

place,allofthem lookoldandsheistheyoungest–

theonewhoissaidshedoesn’tbelongherebuther

brainsaysotherwise.Thefrontdoorisopenand

thereisnonurseonsight.Shewalkstowardsitand

anurseappearsbuthedoesn'tseem torecognise

her.Shehasspentmostofhertimeinherroom so

it’dbenodoubtifthenursedoesn’tevenknowher.

Thesecurityguardiswhistlingwhilepacingupand

down,assheapproachesthedoorhesmilesinher

directionandcontinueswhistlingandmindinghis

ownbusiness.Thepatientscanmaketheirwayto

theparkbutnottothegate.Thatisforbiddenbut

shemakesherwaytherewhilelookingoverher

shoulders.Itisasurprisetoherthatshehasmadeit

thisfarwithnooneseeingher,atthegatethere’s



anothersecurityguardwhoisbusyreadinga

newspaperandshewalkstothegatewithout

lookingathim butthegateislocked.

“CanIhelpyouma’am?”heasks,squintinghiseyes

ashelooksuptothewomaninfrontofhim –when

didshegetinbecausehedidn’tallowanyonewho

lookslikehersincehisshiftstarted?

“Yes,openthegate.”Itisabitofastruggletoget

thewordsoutwithoutpausinginbetweensoshe

keepswhatshewantstosayshortandstraightto

thepoint.

Thesecurityguardclosesthenewspaperandstands

up.Hewalkstowardsherandsays,“Ididn’tseeyou

walkingin,whyareyouhere?”

“Mydog...cat...”shesaystryingtofigureoutalieto

tellbutitisnoteasy.Itisbetterwhenitisthevoices



lyingtoherandnottheotherwayaround.The

securityguardisconfused,thisisnotSPCAsowhy

wouldshebehereforherdogandcat?Butshe

looksbettertobeoneofthepatients,shemusthave

comeinduringthemorningshiftwhiletherewashis

colleaguehere.

“TheSPCAisinSpringfieldpark,Idon’tknowwhere

exactlybutIam sureyouwillfindit,”theguardsays

whilewalkingtothegatetounlockit.“Haveyourself

agoodday.”

Shelooksatthemanandtheopengate–thisisit

butwhyisitsoeasy?Shewalksoutwithoutsaying

anotherwordandwhensheisafewfeetawaythe

guardnoticesthatsheisnotwearingshoesbutis

ratherwearingsocksonly.Heshakeshisheadwhile

mumblingtohimselfashelocksthegate–anyone

whoentersthatbuildingsurelycomesoutwithafew

screwsloose.Shewalkstothemainroad,not

knowingwhichwaytogo–northorsouth?They



bothlookthesamebutshehastogettotheaddress

andtheothersideoftheroadlooksmuchbetterto

walkonsoshecrossestheroad.Acarhootsloud,

deafeningherearsandshecomestoahaltwhile

holdingontoherearsblockingthehowlingloud

soundfrom reachinghereardrums.

Thedrivergetsoutofthecar,worriedthatshemight

behurteventhoughthecardidn’teventouchher.

Thepassengeriscurioussoshealsostepsoutof

thecar,leavingayoungboyinthebackseat.Asthey

approachAbenathi,theycanseethatsheisshaking

andprobablycrying.

“Areyouhurt?”thedriverasksandAbenathishakes

herhead.

“Areyousure?”thepassengerasks,whiletiltingher

headtothesideinordertogetabetterviewofthe

girl'sface.Abenathinods.



“Let'sgetbackinthecar,westillhavetogettothe

hospital,”thedriversayswhileturningtowalkback

tothecarbutthepassengerwalkstotheopposite

directionandwhensheseesAbenathi’sface,her

chestclosesinasherbodygetstheshockofherlife.

“Baba!”shecallsoutwithherhandsoverherhead.

Thedriverisabitannoyedbutturnsback,whatis

takinghersolongandwhydoesshelooklikethat,

likeshehasjustseenaghost?Hehurriestoher,he

wantstopushthegirloutoftheroadsotheycan

continuewiththeirjourneybuthealsogetsthe

shockofhislife–itcan’tbe.Abenathilowersher

armslikeshewastoldtoandshehugsherbody,the

pieceofpaperthatwasinherhandfallsdowntothe

ground.Theboyinthebackseatshiftstositonthe

edgeoftheseat,theyhavebeenhereforalongtime

andthecarsarehootingforthem tomovesowhat

couldbesoimportantthatbothhisgrandparents



hadtogetoutofthecar?Thepassengerbendsto

takethepieceofpaperandreadswhatiswritten

there,shockwashesoverheragainandshegives

themantoreadaswell.

“Wheredidyougetthis?”thedriverasks.

Abenathiisslowlydriftingbacktobeingherself,the

voicesareslowlycomingbackandsheisshivering

whiletryingtocollectherthoughts.

“Zo-Zobuhle,”shefinallysaysandthemanand

womanlookateachother.

•

•

•



Nomagugu

Shehasjustreceivedaphonecallfrom hiscontact

toupdateherthatthejobhasbeendoneandthe

targetisinhospital.Thingsarenotlookinggoodfor

him soitisajobwelldone.Sheisbusysippingon

herwhiskeywhilegivingherselfapatontheback.

Thingsaregoingwellanditistimetomovetothe

nextstep.Shewantstobetheonetofinishhim off,

shewantstobethelastthingheseeswhenhetakes

hislastbreatheandsendhim tohell.Afterthatshe

willbuyherselfatickettoanislandwherenoone

willeverfindher,shehasenoughmoneytosurvive

andtherearepeoplewhostillowehersoshehas

morethanenough.

Thedooropensandshenearlyspillsherdrinkatthe

sightofthemanwhoappearsbehindthedoor.He

doesn'tlookhappyandwhydoeshehavea...

“WhatdidItellyouNomagugu?Didn’tItellyouthatI



don’twanthim dead?!”heroarsandshefindsher

feet.Sheknowshowcrazyhecangetwhenheis

angry,hesuredoeslookhighandhim havingagun

inhishandmakesmattersworse.It'dtake

Nomagugualongcalculatedstepforhertoreach

forherowngun–shehastoshoothim firstbefore

heshootsher.

“Youaretoosoftonthatboy,heneedstobetaught

alesson–noonemesseswithmeandlivestotell

thetale.HewilldieandIwillbetheonetodoit!”she

shootsback.

“Overmydeadbody,Istillwanttoseehim suffer

andyouhavemessedwiththewrongperson

Nomaguguforwhatyoudid.Don’tyouunderstand

howhim beingaliveisvaluabletome?”hesounds

likeheisabouttobreakdown–ishelosinghismind

too,whocriesoveranotherman,amanthathe

hates?



“Don'tbecrazyman,justkillthebastardandwec–”

shedoesn’tfinishwhatshewantedtosayasthe

manraisesthegunandpointstoher.Hecan’tbe

thinkingofkillingher,noheisbluffing.Theymakea

goodteam andheneedsher.

“FirstofallIam notcrazy,secondlyIthoughtyou’re

themanIneededonmysidebutIcanseethatthe

faminehormonesaregoingtoyourheadandIwill

tellyounow–youarenousetomerightnow,”he

saysandcocksthegun,itdawnsonNomaguguthat

shithashitthefan.

“NoEnz–”

Bang!

Thebloodandhumanbrainpiecespainttheplain

whitepaintedwalloppositehim.Helowersthegun

andreachesforthewhiskeyonthetable.“Cheers,”



hesaysbeforethrowingthecontentinhismouth.

Thisishisgameandhewillbetheonewhosays

whoneedstoparticipateandwhoneedstobe

eliminated.



Uthando:Thirty-Nine

Abenathi

Thewomanandmanshemetleftherinthecar

whiletheywentinsidethehospitalandittookthem

anhour,24minutesand38secondstocomeback.

Herstomachhasbeengrowlingsinceshesatthere,

shedidn’thavebreakfastandsheleftherlunchtobe

eatenbytheflies.Thenursesinthefacilitymust

havenoticedthatsheisgonenowandtheyhave

sentasearchpartytolookforher.Thehospitalis

notveryfarfrom thefacilitysoitwon’ttakethem

longtogetwheresheisbutthingsworkinher

favourbecausewhenthepeoplesheiswithcome

backandtheydidn’twastetime–thecarisonthe

roadwithinseconds.Thesmallboyissittingnextto

her,heisnotyoungbutshestillcrawlstositfar

awayfrom him –sheisnotmuchofafanof

childrenandbeingaroundonefreaksherout.



ThecarparksinfrontofahouseandAbenathiwas

expectingalongdrive,shewashopingthatshe’dbe

farawayfrom thatplaceliketheaddressonthat

pieceofpaperhadsaidsowhyisshestillhere?The

womanhelpshergetoutofthecarsinceshestayed

insideevenwhenshesawthateveryonehas

steppedoutofthecar.Thewomanpullshertothe

doorandthesmallboyhasbeenstealingglancesat

thewomanwholooksexactlylikehisfather’sdead

girlfriend.Hehaswatchedmanymoviesbutthisis

thelastthingheexpectedtohappeninhislife–the

womanhasn’tsaidawordtohim andthatmakes

herevenmorecreepybuthisgrandparentsare

makingitlooklikeitisanormalthingtohavea

ghostamongstthem.

Theyallwalkinsidethehouse,theirsonisnotawake

yetbutwhenhevisitedhetoldhisparentswherehe

lived.Whatishisishisparents’sothat’swhythey

havethekeytothehouse.Abenathisitsonthe

couchatthewoman’sinstruction,theboyisscared

tositnexttoherasmuchassheisscaredforhim to



beclosetoher.Insteadofsittingdowntheboyruns

upstairstolookforaroom tomarkashisbeforehis

grandmadictatesforhim.Thewomanandmanlook

ateachother,noneofthem knowhowtoapproach

thesituation–shewasdeadsowhatisshedoing

herelookingwellandalivebutdisoriented–they

couldcallZobuhlebuttheydon’thavehernumberso

theyhavetodealwiththesituationthemselves.

“Howareyouchild?”thewomanasks,walking

towardsherbutAbenathidoesn’tanswer.Ifyouare

notinfrontofher,lookingintohereyesshewouldn't

knowifyou’respeakingtoherornot.Thewoman

walksaroundandlooksatherthenrepeatsthe

question.

“I’m hungry,”shesays,lookingatthewomaninfront

ofher.It'slikethereissomethinginherstomach

eatingupherintestinesandshedoesn’tlikehowshe

isfeeling.



“Iwillmakeyousomethingtoeat.Doyoumind

tellingmeyourname?”thewoman'sapproachis

verysoftandwarm,itmakesherrelaxandfeelsafe

aroundthesepeopleshedoesn'tknow.Shelooks

aroundandmeetstheeyesofthemanstandingover

them,shequicklylooksawayandlooksatthe

womaninfrontofher.

“Abenathi.”

Thewomannods,“yoursurname?”

Abenathithinksforawhile,thinkingreallyhardabout

whatshewillsaybutnothingpopsinsideherhead.

ShehasbeenAbenathiwithMrFuzzyWuzzynextto

her...thinkingofMrFuzzyWuzzy–whereishe?She

findsherfeetreallyfast,losingthebearmeans

losinghermemories.Sheneedsthebearwithherso

it’dhelpherremembermaybeitwillhelpher

rememberhersurnamebutwithitnotheresheis

justAbenathi,withnopast,nosisterandnoidentity.



“Whatiswrongnow?”thewomanasksatthesight

ofthegirl'sface.Didshesaysomethingwrongby

askinghersurname,shehastoknowwhosheisin

ordertoconnectthedots–shelooksexactlylike

thepersontheyknowisdeadsotheyneedanswers

butnowshelooksindistress.

“Gethersomethingtoeatmkamimaybethatwill

calm herdown,”themansays.

Thewomanwalksaway,headingtothekitchen.

Abenathiiscryinghystericallynow,whatwillshebe

withoutherbear–sheneedstofinditevenifit

meansgoingbacktothatplacethensobeit.The

manwalkstositonthecouchandswitchesthetv

on.Abenathimovestotheothersideoftheroom –

shedoesn’tlikethenoiseitismaking,itmakesher

headabitfuzzyevenwhenshecan’tthinkonher

ownshehateshavingalotofthingshappening

aroundherandshelikesquietspaces.Thewoman

comesbackwithasandwichandhandsitto



Abenathi.Shetakesitandsinkstothefloor,without

awordtothewomanshestartseatinglikeshehad

beenstuckinsomedungeonandtheydeniedher

food.Withinexactlyfourminutes,shewasdone,she

lookeduptothewomanandsaidthankyou.

“Doyouwantmore?”sheasks.

“NoIwouldliketosleep,thenaglassofwaterwhen

Iwakeup–Idon’treallylikeitwhenpeoplewake

meupfrom mysleepandthatthingismakingalot

ofnoise,”shepointstothetv.

“Iam surefrom upstairsyouwon’thearasound,sit

upandletmefindyouaroom soyoucansleep.”

Thewomanistoosweet,thereissomethingabout

herthatremindsAbenathiofhersister,yeahshe

remindsherofhersisterandnotherownmother.

Hermotherwasn’tclosetoherbecauseherfather

toldhernotto,shewasn'ttheirchildbecauseshe

wasn'tsaneenoughtobebutthiswomandoesn’t



evenknowherandshefeelscomfortablearoundher.

Thebedroom isplainwhite,thesameastheoneshe

spentsevenyearsininthatclinicandshelovesit

already.Shecrawlsontopofthebedandlaysonthe

bedfacingupwithherhandslaidonherchest.

Withinaminuteofclosinghereyes,shewasalready

snoringsoftly.Thewomanclosedthedoorandwent

downstairs.Shehastotalktoherhusbandabout

thisandfindawayforwardbeforetheirsonwakes

upinthathospitalbed.

“Shesleepslikesheislayinginacoffinbaba,itis

scary,”thewomansaysasshesettlesnexttoher

husband.

“Whoisshe?Inganathiisdeadandwewerethere

whentheyburiedher.”

“Iknow,thereismoretothisthanitmeetstheeye,



worseshelooksdisturbedmaybeitisInganathiand

theymessedupwithherhead.”

“Idoubtit,whycallherselfAbenathiifitisher?I

thoughtaboutit–thetwonamessoundsimilar,

InganathiandAbenathi,myguessisthattheyare

actuallytwins,”themansayssoundingreally

convincing.

“Butthenwhynooneeversaidanythingabout

Inganathihavingatwinsister?Simbongaalsodidn’t

sayanythingsothatmeanshedoesn’tknow,”itall

makessensenow.

“Itisamessedupsituationbutwhatarewegoingto

doabouther,shesurelyescapedfrom thehospital

andwehavetotakeherback.”

“Nowecan’t,ngiyalababa,shewouldn'thaveleft

thatplaceifshelikedbeingthere,”thewoman



arguesandthemanturnstolookather.

“Haveyoueverlivedwithamentallyunstableperson?

Thosepeopleareunpredictable,shemightwakeup

anddecidethatshewantstokillallofusandwe

haveachildinthehouse;don’tsayIdidn’twarn

you.”

Thewomansucksherteeth,stealingaglanceather

husband,“Iwillhandleit–leavehertome.”Thereis

nowayshewilltakethatgirlback,shelooks

troubledbutshedoesn'tneedahospital,sheneeds

tobeunderstood.

•

•

•



Zobuhle

Ifeelapresenceofsomeoneinmyroom soIopen

myeyesandsheishere,“ma,”Isaysittingupright

andshewalksclosertome.Theroom isdarkbutI

canseeherclearlikesheisthelightandsheis

smilingwhichmeansthatsheisatpeace.Her

presenceisoverwhelmingandIfeelmyselfalready

tearingup.“Zozo,”Ihearhisvoicecomingfrom

behindmymotherandheisheretoo.Ihavemy

parentsbothinoneroom,Godknowsjusthowmuch

Imissedthem andIwantthem tostay,staywithme

andneverleavemeeveragain.Theyappeartobe

closetome,Istillcan’tbelievemyeyesandIwantto

crymore.“You'rereallyhere?”Iwanttotouchthem

butIcan’treachtothem.

“Wearehere,wehavealwaysbeenherebutyou

weren’t.”Shemakesitsoundlikeitismyfaultwhen

sheconspiredwithhersecondhusbandtogetme

outofthehouseandshedidn’tbothertogoout



thereandlookforme.Shemovedonlikeshenever

caredaboutme.Babaisbetrayingmeforforgiving

her,heshould'vepunishedheralittlewhilelonger–

whochoosesaman’ssideoverherownchild?“You

knowwhyIwasn’thome,youbothleftmewiththose

peopleandwhodidyouthinkwouldprotectme.”I

saygettingupset,Iam veryangryatbothofthem.

“YouarestrongerthanyouthinkZozoandyou

weren'talonelikeyourmotherhadsaidwehave

beenhereallthetime.We'rewatchingoveryou,

everythingthathappenedwasmeanttohappenfor

youtorealiseyourstrength.”

“Iam sorryforwhatIdidtoyoumybaby,Iwas

wrongandIknowit–pleaseforgiveme,”sheis

cryingandmyfatheriscomfortingher.“Ihave

forgivenyou.”Isay.“Butnotwholeheartedly,”the

manIcallmyfathersaysmuchtomyfrustrationand

Isighdeeply.“Iforgiveyou,IreallydoImeanthereis

nopointofholdingontowhathappenedinthepast

againstyou.YouareinabetterplaceandIhaveto

moveon,”IsayandImeanit.“Youalsoneedto



forgiveBheki,”myfathersaysandIlookaway.I

don’twanttotalkaboutthatmanwithamentionof

meforgivinghim,allIwanttoknowishowhewillbe

punishedontheothersidethat’sifhewillgetthere

becauseheisnotgoinganywherebecauseIam not

forgivinghim anytimesoon.“Youhavetoforgive

him soyoubeabletomoveon,don’tpunishyourself

honey,heisnotworthit.Allowyourhearttoforgive,I

willresteasilyknowingwellthatyouarehappyand

wellinsideandout.”

“Idon’tthinkIcan,”Isay.“Iknowyoucan,makeus

proudandyourselfproudbybreakingthechainsthat

tieyoutothatman,”hesayslookingatmewitha

lookthatmakesmefeelguilty.“Forgivenesswillheal

youandyouwillbeinabetterplace,”shereaches

outformeandIswearIfelthertouchmewithout

heractuallytouchingme.“You'reourtreasure,oldas

youareyouwillalwaysbeourlittlegirlandwewill

watchoveryou,neverforgetusZozo,”Icanfeelit

thatheissayinggoodbyebutIdon’twantthem to

leavejustyet.Iwantustotalkaboutsomethingelse



besidesforgivenessandthatmonster.Iwanttotalk

aboutus.“Ma!”Icallout,“Dad?”–theyaregone.

•

•

•

Simbonga

Youknowwhenyouareinabaddream andyoufeel

likesomethingispullingyoudown?Wellthatis

exactlyhowIam feelinganditishardtogetoutof

thesmallboxmybodyseemstobestuckin.Iflip

myeyesopen,theroom isdark,Iblinkrapidly–am I

inhell?TheysaidthatplaceisdarkandnowIam in

adarkroom sonoonecanblamemyparanoia.

Thereissomeonewalkingtowardsme,itisall

happeninginslowmotionandIam stilltryingto

makeupmymindastowhatisgoingonhere.Next

thingthereisadoctorstandingoverme,askingme



mynameandIsaythefirstthingthatcomestomind.

“HowlonghaveIbeenhere?”Iaskwhenmyhead

hasclearedabit.

“Youhavebeenhereforaweekandthreedays,and

tobehonestwithyouIwantedyoutostayincoma

forabitlongerbuthereyouarewideawake,”the

doctorsaysbuthelookshappythandisappointed.

“Hisvitalslookgooddoctor,”thenursesaysandthe

doctornods.

Whilethenurseisbusywritingsomethingonfile,the

doctormovestostandbymyfeetandlooksatme.

“Youwereinaverybadaccidentanditisbyluckthat

youdidn’tsufferanybraindamage,likeIsaidyou

needtobeincomabutIam happywithyour

progressthoughthereissomethingelse,”hesays

flippingoffthesheetthatiscoveringmylowerbody,



“anervewasdisturbedduringthecrushso...”he

pausesforasecondlookingatmyfacefora

reactionbutIdon’tgivehim none.“...itisconfirmed

MrMasukuthatyouhaveaparalysis,youdidn’tfeel

anythingwhenItouchedyourfeet,”hesaysraisesa

mentalthatIdon'tknowit’sname.

“What...”Itrymovingmyfeetthinkingheismessing

withmebutIcan’tmovethem evenmytoes.Itis

likeIam lookingatsomeoneelse'sfeet.Thiscan’t

behappening,noitcan’t.

“Thesituationcouldbetemporarysirbuttimewill

tell.YoulookgoodsoIwillbedischargingyousoon,

putyouonawheelchairandonceyouhavefully

healedwecanstartonphysiotherapy.”

HeturnstothenurseandIam busylookingatmy

feet.Withoutmyfeet,Iam nothingandIremember

Nomagugu’swordsveryclear–“leavethegame

beforeitcripplesyou”shewasrightandshehas



wononceagain.

•••

MyparentscametopickmeupthreedaysafterI

hadwokenupandIwashappytobegoinghomebut

theywereweirdforsomereason.Mymotherseta

room formedownstairsandthatiswhereIam

sleeping.Myfirstnapathomeneverfeltsogood,

thehospitalbedwaslesscomfydespiteofhow

muchIpaidforcomfort.WhenIopenmyeyesafter

agoodnap,Iam metbythedoebrowneyesIhave

alwayslovedlookinginto,herhairisonherfacesoI

extendedmyhandtoremovethehairoffherface.I

thoughtIwasdreamingbutherhairfeelsreal,sheis

reallyhereevenherskinisjustassmoothasI

remember.Assheblinks,IrealisejusthowcloseI

am toher.

ShehascomebackformeandIcanfeelrelief

washingoverme.Ihadtogothroughthataccident



towakeupfrom thathorribledream.Sheneverdied,

Iwasdreamingthewholetimeandrightnowsheis

rightnexttome.ThereisnowayIam everletting

hergofrom nowon,Iam goingtoholdontoher

tightlyandIwillprotectherwithallofme.Theywill

havetogothroughmetogettoher.Shedoesn'tsay

anythingasIcaressthesideofherface,shelooks

peaceful,lookingdeepintomyeyeslikeIam looking

intohers.Iscanherface,lookingforthescarofthe

bulletbutitisnotthere–myBuggieisreallyhere.I

pullherclosertometokissherbutsheflinchesand

fearwashesoverherface.Iblinkrapidly,Iam inmy

houseandIam wideawakesoIcan’tbedreaming.

Myeyesfallbackonthedoeeyesagainand“Hhaa!”

Iscreamedpushingmyselfawayfrom herinsteadof

pushingher.Shelookedsoscared,sheranoutof

theroom withoutlookingbackwhileIfelloffthebed

hittingthefloorheadfirst,“Ma!”



Uthando:Forty

Abenathi

Shewokeupinherroom afterherdailynapandthe

housewasveryquiet.Evenintheloungethetvwas

off,thesweetoldladywasnotinthekitchenandthe

boywasnotinhisroom.Shehasn'tbeenableto

concentrateonanything,themedicationshewas

takingiscompletelyoffhersystem andthevoices

havebecomeaggressive–‘killyourself,you’renot

worthliving’;‘thisisyourchancetorunawayandno

onewillknow’;‘Ihavealwaysknownthatyoucannot

trustthosepeople,looksheiscomingwithaknife

behindyou!’sheturnedtolookbackbuttherewas

noonethere;‘killthem beforetheykillyou’;‘you’re

notworthy,youarestupid,dumb,slowandyou

stink!’;‘theworldwouldbeabetterplacewithout

you’;’crybaby,crythat’swhatyou’regoodatanyway’

–thevoicemocksandjustlikethatshestartsbeing

overwhelmedbyalotofemotions.



Sheneedsaplacetohide,tohidefrom herself

becauseshecan'ttakeitanymore.Sheturnsaround

toclimbupthestairsagainbutacloseddoor

catchesherattention,sheremembersquitewellthat

itwasopenthelastfewdaysshehasbeenheresoit

beingclosedmadehercurious–‘gocheckitout

maybewecouldfindatreasure’;‘adeadbodyis

whatyouaregoingtofind’;‘you’retrespassing,the

oldwomantoldyoutostayinyourroom!’;‘shewon’t

doit,she’stoomuchofascaredy-cat’–thevoices

weren’tencouragingmuchbutherfeethadtheirown

mindsoshefoundherselfrightinfrontofthedoor

withherhandonthehandle.Thedooropensandthe

room isjustasquietastherestofthehouse.

Shewalksinandclosesthedoorbehindher.Itis

white,justliketheroom shesleepsinupstairsand

thatgiveshermorereasontowalkaroundand

admireit.Thenthere’ssomeonesleepingontopof

thebed,shetiltsherheadtothesideandshehasn’t

neverseenthemanbefore.Ontheothersideofthe

bedthereisachair,from wheresheisstandingshe



can'tseethatitisactuallyawheelchairbutitdoesn't

mattertoherbecauseshedoesn'tlikeblackvery

much.Themanissleepingpeacefullyonthebedbut

whoishe?Withoutthinkingtwice,shelaidnextto

him lookingatandscanninghisface,hewasscarred

becauseoftheaccidentandthatwasfascinatingto

her.Shehasneverseenapersonlikethatbefore,he

evenhasaBand-Aidonhisforehead–itissimilarto

theonesheusedtohaveonherscratchedknee

whenshewasyoungsoshetoucheditoutof

curiosity.

Themanmoved,heiswakingupbutshedidn’t

meantowakehim up.Hereyesgobbledoutatthe

sightofhisopenedeyes,hewasstilltakinginshort

andsteadybreathslikehewasstillsleeping.The

wayhewaslookingatherwas...there’snocorrect

wordtoexplainitbutshefeltcompelledtolookat

him to.Hetouchedherandshedidn’tevenflinch–

wheredidthevoicesgo?Themanseemstobe

drawntoherinawaythatshecan’tunderstand,she

doesn’tknowhim sohowdoesheknowher–she



waswaitingforhim tofreakoutandchaseherout

ofhisroom butheisnot.Hecomescloser,hitting

herfacewithhiswarm breathe;helooksharmless

butishegoingtoeather?Heseesherfacethenhe

looksaroundandthenather.“Hhaa!”hescreams

andshepanicsthinkingshedidsomethingwrong,

hedidn’tonlyjustscream,heisalsotryingtoget

awayfrom her.

Thefearonhisfacefreakedherout,hescreamsout

againandsherunstodoorwithoutwaitingtofind

outwhathappenedorwhatwentwrong.Herwhole

bodywasshaking,shefearedforherownlifeand

shecouldhearherownheartbeatingagainsther

chestlikeawardrum.Sherunsintotheloungeand

thereisashadowofapersonshedidn’tleave

behindwhenshewentintothatroom.Shehasn’t

seentheperson’sfacebutthefearinherhas

doubledupalready.Herfacetwitchesandtwistsas

thevoiceschantinsideherheadagain,fillingher

headwithmoretheoriesandfantasies.Theperson

turnstolookatheranditisamanshehasnever



seenbefore–huh,twomalestrangersinonehouse,

whereissheandwhatisgoingon?

“Heysweetness,”hesayssoundingcalm and

anythingbutsweet.Thereissomethingabouthim

thatisunsettling,themansheleftintheotherroom

wassweetandpeacefulitisjusthim screamingthat

freakedheroutandheisstillscreaming.

Themanshedoesn'tknowwalkstowardsher,he

hasasmileonhisfaceandheisscanningherwith

interests.Hebettersaysomethingbecauseallthe

thingsthatthevoicesarefillinghermindwithare

notreallykind,theonethingshewantstodoright

nowistofindasafespace,curlupinthecornerand

crywhilewaitingforsomeonetocometosaveher.

“HeyIdidn’tknowtherewastwoofyou–Simbonga

hasalwaysbeenlucky.Thewomanheloveddied

andnowhehasbeengiftedwithanotherone?”he

chucklesandsheispuzzled,nothinghesaidmade

sensetoherbutstillitwasn'tfunny.Heiscoming



closetoherandhereyesroam around,theroom she

wasinisabittofarfrom wheresheisstandingand

onherleft...yesthebathroom!

Sherunstothebathroom andtriestoclosethedoor

butsheistoolate,themanhasputhisfootonthe

doorway,blockingthedoorfrom closing.Hepushes

thedoortoopenwindandtheforcepushes

Abenathitohitthefloorwithtearsstreamingdown

herface.“Ohsweetness,wearegoingtohavealot

offuntogether,”hesaysclosingthedoorbehindhim

andsteppingtowardsherwhileshereversesuntil

shehitsthewall.Hecrouchesinfrontofherand

says,“getintheshower,youstink!”

•

•

•



Simbonga

“Ma!”Icalloutagainanditremainssilent.

Thereisalotofpainshootingthroughmybonesand

Ijustwantittogoaway.Afterfullfiveminutesno

oneshowstheirface,notevenmyfather–didthey

abandonmealready?IthoughttheywillstayuntilI

am fullycapabletodothingsbymyself.Ipullthe

wheelchairclosetome,ifnoonecanhelpmeIwill

havetofindawaytohelpmyselfandwealllearnthe

hardwaysoIguessonmyfirstdaybackfrom

hospitalIwon’tgettoactlikeabigbabyandhave

mymotherfeedingmeherfamouschickensoupor

somethingclosetothat.Itishardtogetonthe

wheelchairwithoutstoppingafewsecondsin

betweenbecauseofthepainbutIgetitrightandI

wheelmyselftothedoor.

Thehouseisveryquiet,likethereisnoonebutthere

isasoundofrunningwatercomingfrom the



bathroom hereonthegroundfloor.Nooneever

usesthatbathroom,unlesssomeonewastoolazyto

showerupstairsortheirshowerisbroken.“Ma!”I

calloutagainbutnoonereplies.Iwheelmyselfto

thedoorandknock.ThewatercontinuetorunandI

knockagainthenitstops.Thedooropensrevealing

afaceIhaven’tseeninyears,heissmirkingsoI

guessheishappytobeherebutIdon’tclearly

understandwhyheishere,inmyhouse.Heisfully

dressedsowhowasintheshower,myeyeslook

pasthim andsheissittingonthefloor,wetand

shivering–IthoughtIwasdreaming!

“Enzokuhle,whatareyoudoinginmyhouse?”Iask,

slowlylookinguptohim andnowIrealisewhata

messheactuallyis.Helookslikehehasn’tsleptfor

days,hiseyesarebloodshotred,hehasdark

patchesunderhiseyesandhiswholefacesaysthat

heisfuckedupreallybad.

“Icametosurpriseyou–areyousurprised?”Isee



heisamusedbythiswholeideaofhim beingherein

mypresence.“Lookwhattheyhavedonetoyou,”he

pointstothemylegs,“themightySimbongahas

fallen!”hechucklesandthatmakeshim lookreally

ridiculous,don’tforgetcrazy.Whatiswrongwith

him andwherewashealltheseyears?Iwanttoask

him allthosequestionsbutnowisnotthetimeto

catchup.

“Wherearemyparentsandmyson?”

“Theyareupstairs,inapeacefulsleepbutdon’tyou

worrywehaveplentyoftimetocatchupbeforethey

wakeup,”hissmileirritatestheshitoutofmeandI

wishhecouldjustclosethedoorbecauseseeingher

facemakesmefeelsomekindofwayanditisnota

goodfeeling–Iam fuckin’angry!

“Pleasegetoutofmyhouse,”Isay,calmly.



“OhthelasttimeIcheckedyouwererentingthe

house,”hesaystryingtobefunnybutheisactually

not,Ilookathim laughinglikeanidiotthatheis.

“Youdon’tgettotellmetodoanything,nothing!”he

hasswitchedtobeingangrynowandIam fully

convincedthatheiscrazyorheisonsomething

that’swhyhekeepsonsniffling.

“Areyouhigh?”

Helaughs,likereallyhard,heishighthereisno

doubtaboutthatbecauseIhaveneverseenany

personchangingfrom beingjollytosuperangrythen

tojollyagaininaspaceofjustafewseconds.What

happenedtohim?Hewasagoodboywhenwewere

growingup,Imeanwewereevenclosefriends,Ihad

hisbackandhehadmine.Wewentourseparate

waysafterpassingmatricandIhaveneverseenhim

since.Ithoughtwe’dbeonthenationalteam

together,youknowtwogoodboysandbestfriends

from thevillagedoinggreatthingstolevelupinlife



buthenevershowedup,likeonanything-Inever

thoughthe’dbeofffootballlikeever.

“Whathappenedtoyou?”Idon’tknowwhyIsound

soworriedandsinceretoamanwhobrokeintomy

house,druggedmyparentsandson,andthendid

somethingto...Her.

“YouhappenedSimbonga,”hesays.Hehasgone

backtobeingupset,Idon’tknowwhatheistalking

aboutbecauseIhaven'tseenhim inyearssowhat

wouldIhavepossiblydonetohim withouteven

seeinghim.

“You'recrazyman,getoutofmyhouseandcome

backwhenyourheadisclearbecauserightnowyou

arenotmakingsense.”

“ThisisexactlywhatIam talkingabout,youhave

nevertakenmeseriouslyyouthinkIam dumb,slow



andnotworthythatiswhyyoutookeverythingfrom

me!Wewerebothgoodinthefieldbutyougotall

thepraises,youaretheonewhogotthefirstboots

from Disky,thefirstonetobechosentotakebein

theAcademyinJohannesburgandguesswhoalso

gottoplayinthenationalteam –Simbonga

Masuku!”

“Youdon’tknowwhatyou’retalkingabout!”Ishoot

back.

ThementionofDiskyandthewayIwaschosenfor

theAcademyjustbroughtbackpainfulmemories,I

don’tknowhehadtobejealousofthatnotknowing

whathellIwentthroughtogetallthethingsIgot.I

wasnaive,IhadnodesiretogetanyfavoursandallI

everwantedwastoplayball.Theyfooledmeto

believethatIwouldn'tgoanywhereifIdidn’tdoall

thethingstheyforcedmetodo.Ifheunderstands

thepainIwentthroughthenhewillunderstandthat

everythingthatglittersisnotalwaysgold.Isuffered



alotbeforeIgotwhereIam,notthatIdidn’twork

hardtoachieveitallbutitcamewithheavybaggage

tocarry.Itcostedmealotofheartache.

“IknowexactlywhatIam talkingaboutSimbonga;

thosebootswereminebutyoutookthem awayfrom

me!Thatcaptainpositionwasminebeforeyoubut

againyoutookitawayfrom me!Iwasthebest

and...againSimbonga,youtookitawayfrom me,you

stolemyshineandyouhaveneverthoughtofhow

thatwouldmakemefeel.Ilostmyselfwhile

watchingyoufindyourselfatmycost.Youkepton

takingandtaking,andIam fuckin’tiredofwatching

youlivingmylife!”

“EnzokuhleMashaba!”Iroar.

“Youcanrecitemyclannames,appeasewithmy

ancestorsbutIam notgoingbackSimbonga.Ihate

yousomuchandthere’snocomingbackfrom it.I

wantyoutosuffer,Iwanttowatchyoulose



everythingandwhenIam doneseeingyoufeelthe

painIfeltthenIam goingtokillyouandmyself.”He

isseriousandtherearetearswellinginhiseyes.

“Don'tyouthinkIhavesufferedenough?Iam ona

damnwheelchair!”

“Nothatdidn’tbreakyouenoughlikeSisanda’s

deathdidn’tbreakyouorbeinginprisonfor

somethingyoudidn’tdonordidInganathi’sdeath

breakyouSimbonga–youarestillherewillingto

fighttogetbackonyourfeet.Youkeeponbreaking

meeachtimeyougetbackupbecauseIfailedtodo

it;youmanagedtobreakmebutIam failingtodoit

toyou.Whyareyoudoingthis?”

“Enzowhathaveyoudone?”mymindisstillstuckon

thatSisanda’sdeathdidn'tbreakmesothatmeans

hewasbehindit?Inganathi’sdeathtoo?SoIhave

beenblamingthewrongpeoplewhileheistheone

whohasbeendoingthis–why?!



Ilookuptohim andheisworsethanamess,heis

cryinghystericallyandIfeelanythingbutsorryfor

him.Thereisbangingonthedoorupstairsanda

faintvoicescreamingforhelp,thatshouldbethem –

theyarealive.Andsheisstillshivering,lookingall

paleandsad.Iam stillveryangryattheideaofher

beinginmyhousewhenIdon’tknowwhosheis

becauseonethingIknowisthatshemaylooklike

InganathibutsheisnotmyBuggie.Iwilldealwithit

afterthisEnzohasleftmyhouse,heisalsoanother

problem Idon’tevenknowhowtosolveandheis

highsothatmakeshim unpredictable.Idon’teven

knowhowmuchhehaschangedovertheyearsso

heisgoodasastrangerrightnow.

“Ihaven’tdoneanythingyet,”hesaysreachingfor

somethingbehindhisbackbutbeforehereveals

whatitis,hestartsgaggingnotlikehewantsto

vomitbutmorelikeheisinpain.Hegroansholding

ontohischestandthegunthatwasinhiswaistfalls

tothegroundbeforehefallsontohisknees.



“Heyareyoualright?”Iask,hedoesn'tlookgood–

whyisbloodcomingoutofhismouth?Ilookupand

thegirlisonherfeetnow,fearverymuchvisibleon

herface.Enzoisgroaninginpain,hesoundslikea

bullbeingslaughteredandthebloodistrailingdown

tohischinwithafewdropsonthefloor.Ifhe

overdosed,shouldn'tthebloodbecomingoutofhis

noseandheshouldbeholdingontohisheadnothis

chest.Buthecan’tdie–Iwanttoknowwhatreally

happenedtoSisanda,Ihavebeenlookingforclosure

andIhaven’tfoundit.Hecanhelpmewiththat

that’swhyhecan'tdie.

“Hey!”heisonthefloor,gaspingforair,thewayhe

isholdingontohischesttellsmethatiswherethe

painiscomingfrom.“Hey!”shequicklysnapsoutof

itandlooksatmewithherbigeyesgobblingoutof

theirsockets,sheremindsmealotaboutInganathi

andIcan’tlookather.“Goopenthedoor,theone

theyarebangingonandtellmymothertocallan

ambulance,”Itellherandshedoesn'tmove.“Hey!”

shejumps,lookingstartledthenshestartsmoving.



Shewalkspastmeandclimbsupthestairs.Myeyes

arestillonEnzo,IwishIcouldhelphim helooksin

somuchpainandIdon’tthinkIwillbeabletobear

watchinghim die.Thesmellofhisblood...isjust,itis

thesameaswhenIwalkedintothehousetofind

Inganathionthefloor,layingonthepoolofblood–

pale,coldanddead.Footstepscomefrom behind

meandEnzohasstoppedmoving,hiseyesarewide

openbutthere’snolightinthem –heisgone.No

onesaysanything,Kwandocomesinfrontofme

andthrowshisarmsaroundmyneck,Ihughim back.

Momentslater,theparamedicsarehereandthey

declarehim dead.Agroupofotherpeoplecometo

takehim awayinablackplasticbag.There'salot

thathashappenedinthelasthour,Ihavejustfound

outthatthere’sanotherInganathi,thepersonI

thoughtofasmychildhoodfriendwasactually

jealousofmenotonlythatbuthealsokilled

everyonethatIhaveeverlovedandIdon’tdoubtthat

hewasworkingwithNomaguguandWeymouth.He

alsodiedinfrontofmyeyes;withallofthatgoing



throughmyheadagainandagainthereisonething

thatweighsoutalltheotherthingsandthatitwhyis

thisgirlinmyhouseandwhynoonetoldmeabout

her?!

“Weweregoingtotellyou?”mymothersays.

“When?”Iam veryupsetevenmyvoiceishigher

thannormal.Idon’twanttoshout,Irespectmy

parentsverymuchbutIam angryman.

“Wewerewaitingforyoutosettleinbeforewe

burdenyouwithanotherproblem.”

“Ohshe’saproblem?”Ilookatthegirlandsheis

lookingintospace,busymumblingtoherselfwith

herfacetwistingallovertheplace.“Whatisgoingon

hereandwheredidyoufindher?”Iheardthereisa

nuthouseclosebyandthisgirlrubsmeofflikea

personwhohasafewscrewsloose,thereisno



adultpersonwhoactslikeher.

“She...wefoundherontheroadandshelookslike

InganathisoshehastobeInganathi’stwinsister.

Sheisnotthatbad,”mymothersayslikesheis

tryingtoconvinceherselfmorethanmeandmy

fatherissilentlikehedoesn’twanttobeapartof

thisconversation.

“Iam notinterestedmotherandIdon’twanttofind

outifsheisbadornot.Iwantheroutofmyhouse,

Kwandogogetmyphoneifthosepeopledon’twant

tocomeandgetherthenIam takingherback

myself,”IsayandKwandorunsofftotakemyphone

from theroom thatIam currentlyusing.

“Simbonga,pleasedon’tdothis.Seeyouarealready

upsettingher,”shepointstothegirlwhoiscrying

now.



“Iwanthergonema,doyouknowhowherbeing

heremakesmefeel,doyouknowthepainIfelt

whenIrealisedthatsheisnotthepersonIthought

shewas–Iwanthergone!”Itakethephonefrom

Kwandoandcalledacab.

“Babapleasetalktohim,shedoesn’twanttogo

backtothatplace,”shegoesontobegmyfatherbut

helookslikesomeonewhoagreeswithme,Iam not

keepingthisgirlherenomatterwhattheysay–she

isleaving.

“Thecabishere,let’sgo.”Insteadoflookingatme

sheislookingatmymotherwithasadface.“Hayibo

asihambe!”Ishoutalreadyheadingtothedoor.

Thereisnothinganyonecantellmetodo,ifmy

motherwantstokeepherthenIam leaving,shewill

havetochoosebetweenherandmebecauseIam

notwillingtostayinonehousewithapersonwho

remindsmeofadeadpartofme.SomeonethatI



willnevergetback,ithurtstobearoundherthanto

actuallythinkofhowmuchImissInganathi.Thecab

headstoGlenLandsandsheislookingoutsidethe

windowstillcrying.Hersadnessisrubbingoffon

menowbutIam workingonbuildingawallaround

myheart,Ican’tbefeelingsorryforher,Ican’t.We

arriveandthedriverhelpsmeoutofthecar.She

remainsatthegate,afraidtowalkinbutIdon’thave

timeforhernonsense.

“HeyIdon'thavethewholeday,come!”Ishoutand

thesecurityguardlooksatmelikeIam theonewho

iscrazybetweenthetwoofus.

Idon’tknowhowthesepeoplestayinaplacethat

smellslikethisbutthatisnotafactorrightnowand

itturnsoutthattheyhavebeenlookingforthisgirl

foroveraweeknow.Theywereworriedbecause

whenhermedicationflushesoutofhersystem it

canmakeherveryparanoidandaggressive–that

gotmethinkingbecauseshewasnothinglikethat.



TheladywhointroducedherselfassisterMartha

pullsthegirlawayandthegirlturnstolookatme

withtearsstreamingdownherface,shedoesn'tlook

likesomeonewhoishappytobehome.Inmyhouse

shelookedlikesomeonewhoisleavinghomeeven

whenthatwasn’tactuallyherhome.Idon’tknow

whatishappeningtomebutitsuddenlyfeelswrong

toleaveherhere.



Uthando:Forty-One

Simbonga

WhenthenursecomesbackIaskhertoshowme

thedoctor'sofficeandshegladlyshowsmetheway.

Iam theheroinhereyesnowandsheisforever

smiling.SheopensthedoorformeandIthankher.

Thedoctorisanoldwhiteman,withagreybeard

andabaldhead.Heispleasedtomeetme,newsfly

aroundhere,Ihavebeenhereforlessthantwo

minutesandhealreadyknowsmyname.

“Iwantedtofindoutaboutthegirl,whoissheand

whysheishere.”

Hesighsandtakesoffhisspectacles,“Shewas

diagnosedwithschizoaffective,asicknessthat

doesn’tgetbetterbutgetsworseandshehasbeen

inthecareoftheprofessionalsforsevenyearsnow.



Sheisournewpatientheresothatiswhyitwas

easyforhertogomissing,”hesays.

“Howbadisshe?”

“ItishardtosaybuttrustmeSimbonga,shecanget

worseanditwasveryriskyforhertobeoutofthe

buildingwithouthermedication.Ifshefeels

threatened,shecaneasilyattacktodefendherself–

shewouldn'tbeherselfbutit’dbethevoicestelling

herwhattodoevenindangerornot,ifshefeels

threatenedthen...”

ButwithEnzointhehouseandshedidn’tfeel

threatened,Imeanhispresencewasreallynot

friendlyatallsowhydidn’tsheattack–doesthis

doctorknowwhatheistalkingabout?

“Sheisanythingbutnothingofthethingsyouhave

said,”Itellhim.



“Whatisthis?”

“Don'tgetmewrongitisjustthat,whenshewasat

myhousenotatonepointdidshegetaggressive,

evenmymotherspeakshighlyofher,Ireallythink

thisisnotasitseemsandmaybetheproblem isnot

onlywithhermentalityitgoesdeeperthanthat,”I

sayasIabsentlythinkofhowherfacewaswhen

sheleftmyhouseandhowcomfortableshewas

aroundus,andhowshewasuncomfortabletobe

here.

Shewascryinghereyeballsoutwhenthenurse

disappeareddownthepassagewithherandIcan’t

helpbutthinkthatshedoesn'twanttobehere.Itis

notaplaceshewantstobein,notthatanyone

wouldwanttobeherebuthowcanapersonfeelat

homeatastranger'shouse.Ipauseforasecond,

rewindingmythoughtstowhereIactuallythought

thatshefelt‘athome’inmyhouse–sowhatifthat



iswhatsheismissing,itcan’tbethepillsthatthey

aregivingherthatkeephercalm,shewascalm in

myhousebecauseshewasathomeandthatis

exactlywhatsheneeds!Ilookatthedoctorandhe

isoblivioustoknowwhymyfaceislikethis,likeI

havewonamilliondollars.

“Canyoutakemetoher?”

Hedoesn’targue,heleadsmedownthehallthrough

theroomsofotherpatients,itisdarknowso

everyonemustbesleeping.Heopensthedoorfor

meandIpeepin,sheisonherbed.Thereshelays

onherbackwithherhandsonherchest,from where

Iam Icanseethatsheisindeepsleep,apeaceful

sleepthateveryadultcravesfor.Ihavemadeupmy

mind–Iwon’tleaveherhere.

•••



“Makesurethatshetakeshermedicationandcall

meshouldanythinghappen,”thedoctorsaidwhenI

toldhim thatIwillbetakinghispatientfrom him.He

wasn'thappywiththatbuthehadnothingtosay

becausefrom nowonIam hernextofkin.Idon’t

knowwhoputherinthatclinicbutnoonewaslisted

asherguardian.Ifshediedorsomethinghappened

toher,theyhadnoonetocall,Iknewpeoplecanbe

heartlessbutIdidn’tthinkitwasthisbad.Ispoketo

myparentslastnightaboutthistripIam planning

fortoday,Abenathidoesn'tknowaboutityetbutI

am sureitiswhatsheneeds–herhome.

“Iwanttotakeyousomewhere,”Itellherandshe

doesn'tlookcomfortabletobearoundme,itmust

bebecauseofhowIbehavedyesterday–Iwasjust

tooangrytokeepmyemotionsincheck,everything

wasjustthereatthesametimeandIdidn’tknow

howtoreact.Ihavenoexcusefornotapologisingto

herso,“Iam sorryforhowIspoketoyouyesterday,

itwaswronganduncalledfor.”Shelookstobe

thinkinghardaboutwhatIsaid,Idon’tthinkIam



evergoingtogetusedtolookingatherwhileIam

stillmourning.

“Iam sorrytooformakingyouangry...”shesaysbut

itlookslikeshewantstosaymorebutitdoesn’t

reachhermouthandinsteadshenods.

“Okaylet’sgo.”

MyfatherwantedtodriveusbutIdeclinedhisoffer,

Iam verykindsoIgotsomeonetodriveus–itisthe

sameashittingtwobirdswithonestonebecauseI

savedhim thetripandIhiredsomeonesothey’d

makeaquickbuck,Iam allaboutupliftingpeople

andcreatingjobsisanotheroneofmyspecialties.It

isalongdrivesincewearesittinginsilence,each

personmindingtheirownbusinessandthoughts.

Whenwearrive,Iwasabouttofallasleepthat’show

badthemedicationIam takingcanget.Abenathi

looksfazedatthesightofthehouse,sheisblinking

rapidlywhileeveryinchofherbodyremainsfrozen



andgluedtotheground.

Ipresstheintercom toannouncemyarrivalandI

don’tsaythatIam withsomeone.Idon’tknowhow

theywillreactsincetheydidn’tmentionanything

abouther,Inganathialsodidn’tsayanythingandI

hopetheydon’tchaseusoutatthesightoftheir

daughter.ThegateopensandIwheelmyselfin,

AbenathiisfallingbehindandIgettothedoorwhich

opensbeforeIcouldevenknockandMrObennebo

istheonewhoopenedit.

“Simbonga,whatbringsyouhere?”hedoesn'tsound

rudebutsurprisedbymypresence,hethoughthe

gotridofmewhenweburiedhisdaughterandsaid

goodbyetoeachotherbuthethoughtwrong,Iam

hereforhiswife’sbeansstewandsteamedbread.

Thatwilltakemeforevertoforgetaboutsohebetter

chillbecauseheisstillgoingtoseethisfacefora

longtime.



“Iam herewithsomeone–”Iturntolookbehindme

butsheisnotthere,Icheckonmyleftandright

she’snotthereeither.

MrsObenneboappearstoandsays,“youwillfind

herontheswingbehindthehouse.”Ilookatherwith

alookmixedwithshockandsurprise,Imeanhow

canshebesochilled,Ithoughtshe’dfreakoutand

scream ‘witchcraft’orsheknowsaboutherdaughter

beingalive.Ilookatthemannexttoherandhisface

isuncleartome,Idon’tknowwhatitmeansbutI

don’tthinkheishappy.

IwanttoknowwhatisgoingonandIwantevery

littledetailofit.Iwheelmyselfaroundthehouseand

sheisontheswinglikehermotherhadsaidbut

she’sisnotswinging.AsIgetcloser,Icanhearher

sniffingandshesuresoundslikesomeonewhois

crying.Igetinfrontofherandsheisamesseven

herhairisamess–Ishould'veaskedoneofthe

nursestofixitbeforeweleft.



“Areyouokay?”Iaskandshenods,Idon’tthinkshe

understandsmyquestionwhatIwanttoknowis

whysheiscryingsoIrephrase,“Whyareyou

crying?”

Shewipesoffthetearsonhercheeksandsniffles

onemoretimebeforesheopenedhermouthto

speak,“Imissher,”shesays.Imisshertoo.“Inever

gottosaygoodbyetoherthenandIdidn'tgettosay

goodbyetohernowthatsheisreallygone.Hetold

meIwillseeheragainifIbecomeagoodgirl,ifI

becomelikeherbutIdidn’t.Healwayswantedmeto

belikehersonowwithherdead,doeshewantme

deadtoo?”sheasks,breakingintotearsagain.

Idon’tknowwhatishappeningbutthe‘he’couldbe

herfatheranditcomesasashocktomeforherto

refertoherfatheras‘he’.Shedoesn'thaveany

connectionwiththemanandIknowthathehasa

handinthat.Hecalledhiswifeemotionallyunstable



whenshementionedsomethingaboutInganathi’s

sister.Idon’tknowwhathehasagainsthisdaughter

butnohumanbeingcanbethisheartlessandthrow

awaytheirchildlikeshenevermeantanythingto

them.Ireachouttoher,towipeherfaceanditlooks

likesheiscalmingdown.

“Doyouwanttocomein?”Iaskandsheshootsher

eyestome.

“Am Iallowedto?”

Idon’tknowwhythisquestionhitsmethesameway

aswhenKwandoaskedmeifitissafeforhim to

hugme,sheisherparent'sdaughterandshe

shouldn'tbeaskingifsheisallowedtoenterherown

home.Sheshould'vegrownupwithhersisterwith

bothherparentsbyhersideinherhomewherethey

areallin.Nomatterhowdifferentshemaybe,they

didn’thavearighttoexcludeherforthatandifmy

guessiscorrectthanI'dsaythatthisiswhatdrove



herovertheedge.Shemighthavebeenslowthan

hersisterbutshewasn'tmentallyill.Itmusthave

beentheemotionalabuseandtheconstantpressure

from herfatherwantinghertobe‘normal’andact

likehersister.

“Ofcourseyouareallowedtoandwewon’tleave

untilyousetyourfootinthathouse.Theyoweitto

youandwearegoingtofightforitifweneedto,”I

sayandshenodsrapidly.

ShefollowsbehindmeasIheadtothehouse,we

aregoingtousethebackdoornowsinceitwilltake

usforevertogettothefrontdoorwithmeina

wheelchairorwecouldsayIam justtoolazytogo

aroundagain.Thedoorisopenandwemakeour

wayin,thereisnooneinthekitchenbutthereare

potsonthestovesoIknowthathermotheris

preparingsomething.Iam gladshedidn’tscoldme

tomakeitknownthatIshould'vetoldherthatIwas

comingsoshe’dpreparesomethingnice.Wefind



them intheloungeandtheybothstandupaswe

walkin.ThemoodislessintensethanIthought.

Hermotherisalreadyintears,shetoothinksitisnot

safetohugherdaughter,Icanseeathowsheis

contemplating,shedoesn'tknowifsheshouldandif

shecanthenwillAbenathiallowhertotouchher.Mr

Obennebotriestopullastraightfacebutthere’sa

lotofemotionsgoingaround.Idon’tthinkthereare

morewordsthatneedtobesaid,theyoweittotheir

daughtertoletherknowandfeelthatsheisloved

andthatshedoesn'tneedtobemoreorlessofwho

sheistoqualifytobetheirdaughter.Hermother

couldn'tholdbackanymore,shepulledherdaughter

inforahugandshecriedlikeshecriedforInganathi.

Suchaheartbreakingsight,sharpbreathsare

comingfrom MrObenneboanditwon’tbelonguntil

heshedsafewtearstoo.

“Iam sosorrymybaby,Ididn’twantyoutogo,I

shouldn'thaveletyougolikethatandIshould've



foughtforyou.Iloveyou,Iloveyousomuch,”her

mothersayscuppingherfaceafterthattight

squeezethatshe’dcallahug.

“Iam sorrytoo,”MrObennebosaystakingastep

towardswherehiswifeanddaughterare.“Iam sorry

forhowItreatedyou,youaremydaughterandit

wasnevermyintentiontohurtyoulikethat.Iam

evenashamedtosaythatIam yourfather,Ifailed

you...”Itoldyouheisgoingtocry,“Iam sorry,

pleaseforgiveme,”healsopullsherandhugsher

fordearlife.Iwipethetearsinthecornerofmyeyes

asIwatchthem continuewiththeirreunion.Iam

sorrytobetheonetobreakthisbeautifulmoment

butIam hungry.

•••

Ifeelasharppainshootdeepinsidethebonesofmy

lowerbodyanditjerksmeoffmysleep.Iquickly

openmyeyesandIam shockedtodeathtoseeher



sittingonmylapbutfacingtheotherway,whenand

howdidshegetinhere?Sheturnstolookbackat

meandshelooksjollyforsomereason.“They

moved,”shesayspointingtomyfeetandherface

showsjusthowfascinatingitwaswhenshesaw

that.Iriseupabit,balancingonmyelbowsandshe

getsoffmeandthebed.Ilookatmyfeettryingto

movethem buttheydon’tmove,Iguessitwasjusta

reflexbutthepainishorriblypainful.Iturntolookat

herandshelookssmart,noshelooksbeautiful.

“Whereareyougoing?”Iaskseeingthatsheiswell

dressedveryearlyinthemorningevenherhairlooks

cleanandtiedintoaneatponytail.Ibethermother

workedhardtogetherhairlikethat.

“Wearegoingtochurch,”shesaysexcitedly,looking

atherprettydress.

Ilookatherthinking‘we’aregoingtochurch?Isthat

whyhermotherwassopersistentthatIalsosleep



overlastnight?ShesaidsomethingaboutAbenathi

beingindistressifIleftwhenItoldherIcouldn't

sleepoverkantishewasuptosomething.Ihaven't

beentochurchinyears,Idon’tthinkIrememberhow

itevenlooksinside.

“Myfa-therbroughtthisforyoutowear,”shepoints

tothegreysuithangedonthewardrobethatlooks

two-sizes-too-bigIwilllooklikethesuitiswearing

meandnottheotherwayaround.ButIam still

stunnedatthatsheaddressedherfatheras‘my

father’,alotchangedinaspaceofjustafewhours

butIam gladabouttheprogress.ThoughIstill

wonderwhatwould’vehappenedorwhatwouldthey

havedoneifIdidn’tshowupwiththeirdaughterat

theirdoorstep–wouldtheyhavelookedforher?

SheleavesandIdragmyselfoutofbed.Ineedto

eatsoI’ddrinkpainkillers,Ialsoneedtoseethe

doctor,Idon’tthinkIam goingtosurvivethissharp

painifitcontinues.Itislikemylegsarebeing



electrified,itisreallybad.Thesuitdoesn’tlook

shabbyatall,itisabitbigbecauseitwasmadefor

hisbodyanditisnotaonesizefitallkindofmake

butIlookgoodinanexpensivesuitwhichIbelieve

it’sworthwould'vefedhalfofKwaMashutownship.

Inthediningroom,MrsObennebodidn'tdisappoint,

thefoodlaidonthetablecouldbeservedtoaking

andhe’dlickhisfingersafterwipinghisplateclean.

“ThankyouSimbongaforwhatyoudid,Idon’tknow

howI’deverrepayyouforbringingourdaughter

home,”sheisnotabouttocryagain,Ihaveseen

enoughtearsanditisbyGod’sgracethatIsleptlast

nightafterseeingMrObennebo’scryingfaceand

let’sjustsayheshouldn'tthinkofcryinginfrontof

toddlersbecauseIdon’twantanyone’schildtobe

traumatized.

“Itisfatema,ifIdidn’tfindherthensomeonewould

haveandshewasgoingtofindherwayhomewith

orwithoutme.”



“Thatiswhywearegoingtochurch,tothankthe

Lordandaskforforgiveness.Thereisalotofwork

thatstillneedstobedonebutweareallwillingto

putintheworkandmakeupforthelosttime,”she

takesherhusband'shandandtheysmileateach

other.

Abenathiisnotreallyinterestedinthehearttoheart

conversationthatisgoingonhere,herattentionis

onthefoodandsheisthefirstonetostandup,

sayingweneedtoleaveorwearegoingtobelate.

ShelookshappyandthatiswhatIwantedforher.

“Withthisoutoftheway,Ithinkitistimewefocused

onmakingthatwomanNomagugupay,”IsaytoMr

Obenneboandheturnstolookatme.

“Didn'tyouhear,sheisdead.”



•

•

Zobuhle

Bhekidied,Ifinallymanagedtoletgooftheanger

andhatredIhadforhim andhediedjustlikethat.

SomepeoplewillshockyouItellyoubutthatisnot

somethingIwanttofocuson,myangerandpain

wasburiedwithhim andrightnowitistimeforme

tomoveon.ThefirstthingIam movingontois

checkingonSimbonga,Iwasoffmyphone,Ididn’t

evenseethathewasinvolvedinacaraccidentand

afterIsawthenewsIcaughtthefirsttaxiIgot.I

can’tbelievehenearlydiedandIdidn’tevenknow

aboutit.Weymouthhasbeencalling,Idon’twantto

talktohim,IwanttoseeSimbongaandIam not

leaving–Iam stayinghere.IknowIwillnotendup

inthebackroom fortherestofmylife,Iwillactually

endupsomewhereandIrefusetotakecornersto

mysuccess.



Iknockonthedoor,noIactuallybangedthedoor

anditopens,Simbonga’smotheristheonetoopen

thedoor.

“Hima,Iam heretoseeSimbonga,”Itellherandshe

issmiling,suchalovelywoman.

“Theyarenothere,youhavejustmissedthem –

theyareatthebeachbutifyougotherenowyouwill

findthem,”shesayswiththatsweetsmileofhers,I

don’tknowifsheknowsthisbutIloveher.

“Okaythankyou.”Iam offlikethatwithouteven

findingoutwhois‘they’butIam sureit'shim and

Kwando–thefatherandsondayoutkindofthing.

Iam literallyrunningdowntothebeach,ithelpsto

beaplayerandhaveahighstamina.Inafew

minutesIam atthebeach,Idon’tknowwhichside

theyareatanditistimetoblowmycoverandruin



thesurprisebecauseIhavetocallhim tofindout

wheretheyare.Icallhim andhetellsmetheir

location,itlooksliketheyhavejustarrived.Irun

againtotheIlocationandIguessedcorrectly

becausetheyareoffloadingthestufffrom theboot.

IcometoasuddenhalfwhenIrealisethatheis

actuallyinawheelchairthenthereis...isthat

Abenathi?Whatisshedoinghere?

Iapproachthem withmyeyesscanningthem,Ihave

metKwandosoheisnotshyorawkwardwhenhe

seesme.Abenathiisstandingonthesideofthecar,

lookingcuteindeminshortsandapinkvest,don’t

forgetthosebrownsocksthatshedoesn'tseem to

beabletowalkaroundwithout.

“Younearlyburiedme,”hesaysafterIaskedwhat

happenedtohim.

“Don'tjokelikethat,youknowIstillneedyou.”



“Ohyeah?Ithoughtyouweredoingjustfinewithout

me,”hechucklesbutheisnotfunny,Ialmostgota

heartattackwhenIreadabouthisaccident.They

saiditwasbadsoIquicklythoughtoftheworstand

truthbetold,Iam gladheisstillalive–there’salot

thatIam goingtoneedhim tohelpmewith.

Wemovethethingsclosertothebeach,theyhavea

smallcoolerbox,abasketwhichIthinkhasfoodin

andbeachtowels.AbenathiisactingshyIdon’t

knowwhybecausewewerebestfriendswhileshe

wasatthefacilityorisitbecauseSimbongaishere?

Kwandoisthefirstonetogotothewater,itisquite

achallengetogetSimbongathroughtheheavysand

andKwandowasn’twillingtowastehisprecious

time.WefinallygetcloseenoughandIstand

besideshim whileAbenathistoodontheotherside.

SheislookingatKwandoprobablyyearningtodo

whatheisdoingbutthosesocksarenotgoingto

work,nottoday.



ImovetohersideandSimbongaisdiggingforfood

inthatbasket.

“Youwillhavetoremoveyoursockssowecanget

yourfeetintothewater,”Isayandsheshakesher

head.“Trustme,itfeelsamazingandIdon’twant

youtomissoutofthat.Doyoutrustme?”shelooks

straightintomyeyesbutshedoesn’tnodnorshake

herhead.“Ifitdoesn'tfeelgoodthenyoucancurse

metohelloranythingworsethanthat,”Simbonga

laughswhilemunchingonhissandwichand

Abenathismiles,wellatleastIam gettingsome

where.

Iremovehersocksandthosenailsneedtobecut

butwewilldealwiththatlater.Shedoesn'tlook

comfortable,thesandisgoingthroughhertoesbut

herfaceislike‘thisistheworstthingthatcould

happentoalivingperson’.Itakeherhandandpull

hertothewaterbeforeshecouldthinkofputtingher

socksback.Wereachthewetsandandshewishes



shehadwings,Ihaveneverseenanyonewithso

muchfearontheirfaceforjusthavingtheirbarefeet

inthesand.Thewatercomesandwashesourfeet,

shescreamsjumpingfrom onesidetotheother.

ShewantstogetawaybutIwon’tletherandwhen

sherealisesthat,sheclingsonmyarm –Idon’t

knowhowtofeelaboutthatbutIam feelingallnice.

Anotherwavecomesandsheisnotasdramaticas

shewasthefirsttimebutthereisstillaglimpseof

fearonherface.ShewillbeokayandIwillbeokayif

shecanholdmelikesheisholdingontomeright

now.“Howdoesitfeel?”Ilookatherandshelooks

uptome.Godsaveme,whatchangedfrom thedayI

lastsawherbecausethisisnotthesameperson

andthisisnothowIfeltabouther.“Itfeelsbetter

thanIexpected,”shesaysandIsmile,shesmiles

too.Ilookatherfeetandhertoesaredigginginto

thewetsandohwellshehasfalleninlovewithit

alreadyandmyjobhereisdone.Ileaveherwith

KwandoandIrunbacktoSimbonga.



“Youstillowemeanexplanationofhowshego

here,”Isaysittingdown.

“Youneedtotellmewhyyougavehermyparent's

addressinsteadofherparent'shouse.”Ishootmy

eyestohim,howdidhefindoutaboutthat?Iguess

thereisalotoftalkingthatweneedtodo,Ialso

heardthatNomaguguisdeadsoIwanttoknowhow

hefeelsaboutthat.

“WewilltalkbutthereisonethingIwanttotellyou–

youbetterkeepyoureyesoffher,”Ipointto

Abenathi,“Isawherfirst.”Iaddandhediesof

laughter.

“What?”heisstilllaughing.

“Yeahyouhadyourchancewithoneofthe

Obennebosistersandnowitismyturn,”Itellhim,he

thinksIam beingfunnykantiIam not,Iam actually



serious–IknowIfeltsomething.

“Iwishyounothingbutthebestanddon’tworry

aboutmeIwasn'tlooking.Istillhavealotto

overcomesoarelationshipisthelastthingonmy

mind.Isawthewayyouwerelookingatherand

damnyou’rewhipped,”hesaysandlaughs,and

whenIsaylaughImeanheislaughingreallyhard

andIfeelmyselfgettingupsetbutIfindmyself

laughingaswell.

Amomentlater,myheadisonhislapandhishand

runsovermyhead.Righthereismysafeplace,my

peaceandsanity–theysawanenemyinhim butin

him Ifoundabrother.

•●THEEND●•


