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Crelude

TWO YEARS AGO I stood on a hill and watched two little white coffins
go down to the ground. Two little boys who never opened their eyes or
let out a cry. I didn’t get to see their faces, but I know exactly what they
looked like.

I didn’t cry, for the first time since I got in that Sprinter, I didn’t cry for
these people. My son stood next to me, too tall for me to brush his head
and comfort him.

I watched him weep with his fists clenched and I thought to myself:
“You've been through worse, you'll be fine my boy”.

Strange isn't it? That anyone would live life like that?

And so I believed my own lie and I let him be, but he isn’t like me or
the rest of us. He probably would be like the rest of us if I hadn’t come into
his life when he was nine-years-old and trained him to be a weak man.

He has crumbled into pieces in the past two years and I have done
nothing to fix him, not because I don’t want to, but because it is beyond
me,

I have done everything I could do, but four months ago, those that
own them came to claim them back and for the first time in years I
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going back to where I found them.
will change, We will be normal people
ho their fathers really are, 0
here hoping Mghele and M
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understand why they keep

In a few hours everything
maybe our children will never know W

But no, I lie, not W
don’t kill each other.
My father taught me when [ was a lit

spasms. I still don't know if it really does
t feels like tickle and fades away.

ds to the edge 0

hen I'm sitting

tle girl to bite my hand when 1},
work but I have to bite it nume ave
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times before i
f the bath-tub for t
o
© long,

I've been pressing mY han
h a spasm.
f building and fixing and enduring. Years of]
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g in the bathroom with my hugh
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that’s how I ended up wit
years 0
this is mé, sittin
o't kill each other, or me.
t happened because maybe |,
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This is me, after
and love and sacrifice,
and his brother, hoping they wo

1 should have told Mghele the moment i
would have understood. He loves mé, I'm his beginning and his end, he’
» 1€ said

that time and time again. I've forgiven him for many things haven’t I? So wh
H 0 Wi
y

wouldn’t he forgive me for one mistake?
Mgqogi is sitting on the floor, me at the edge of the bathtub and Mghel
qhele

standing in the middle.
Ikn i
ew something was wrong when Mghele said “lets take a drive’

I thought he needed to talk, but
; when he was sti i .
drive I knew we were at a dark place. s still quiet an hour into the
I don’t know wh
seeing a sign Poir::in:e: : a;:rexasiﬂy and whose house this is but I remember
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He left me here wi
should have made “;teh"“t saying a word and it’s funny because experience
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locked the door. Mqogi. They found me in the bathroom. Mghele
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P've been looking at Mqoqi for answers, he's been looking down "
at his
feet.

“Mgoqi, I just want to know ope thing, why did YOu go to see him?”
t would be easier if I knew who ‘hiny is. F

“Like I told you bafo, he never touched her,” he answers

Mghele looks at me briefly and walks to lean on the closed door. I will
pot be joining in on this conversation until T know what it is about

“Who exactly were you trying to protect bafo? Me or her?” Mghele

. A heis
pointing at me with his head.
Mqoqi has protected me from many things, it is his duty,

it is their duty,
all of them.

But I don’t know what it is exactly that he supposedly protected me from
this time.

“He is as good as dead Mgqhele, there is no reason for this”

“No reason! He fucked my wife and you are telling me there is no reason?”

“I told you! He didn't touch her!” Mqogqi fires back.

Could this be about Sandile? This is about Sandile! Stupid pubic hairs of
satan that just won't get out of my life, no matter how hard I try to get rid of
him.

It’s time for me to speak.

“Mghele;”

“I know Hlomu, I know everything but you know what? I let it go, I let it
all go because I understood it was my fault,”

It wasn't his fault. How could he even think that?

Ilook at Mqogqi, not because I want him to say something, but because I
know he won't let his brother hurt me. I don't love him, not like that, but he
loves me and if he had to choose, a large part of me believes hed choose me
over his own brother.

“Mqoqi, leave us...” Mghele.

It's time for me to cry, that works sometimes, I've learned that men like
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them are scared of only two things. woman’s tears and a bab |
y comn.g
of a vagina. oy
“He isn't worth it bafo,” Mqoqi-
He's right, Sandile isn't worth it,
this, whatever it is.
“I know, but I want to ¢
[ wish I was the one being to

drive as far away as I can.
“ won't hurt her,
“Think about your children Mghele,”
I 1 “I said [ won't hurt her!”
) knows what I know, when Mqghele ti :

~ Mgogi sits still He
and paces to and from it means he will finish what he started, and
ole there are no happy endings. i

is my battle, not Mqogis.

ave us,” I say.
., our eyes meet the same way they did the day I found
d on walls all those years ago in Naturena.
t want him to go, because I know Mghele and how he
before. For this, he will kill me, I have always known
left ﬂ:a hotel room with the smell of Sandile

not my marriage, not this family
and
Ngy

alk to my wife;’
1d to leave, because then I'd get in th
e
Carang

fe, the father of my childre™
:nd my most painful He
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pen b2 wasn't doing all that, he battered and humiliated and reduced

an
e
[love hi
uMahlom
| name, I'min shit.

d think about his smile or smirk or whatever that beautiful

othing:
m, eve
u” he says, sitting on the floor in front of me.

n at this moment of uncertainty and danger, I love him.

The ful
ok athiman

Ilo
t he does that makes me feel like nothing else matters in his

sing of is P
1d except me- But it isn’t here, not today.
wor

“Mqhéley
His name has always fitted him perfectly. It’s like its his and nobody

1o, like even if there was another person with the same name, it wouldn’t
e "

sound as beauti
<] Jove you, he says.
 know; and this is why I refuse to hurt him.

fully as it does when their wives say it.

4 didn't sleep with him Mghele,” I lie.
1d deny it even if Sandile were here, because this is my life, my marriage

and my husband and Id be damned if I let a random man who means nothing

to me destroy it.
He takes a deep sigh and folds his arms across his chest.

“When did this start Mahlomu? The lying to me, when did it start?
You've always been the good one, the honest one in this marriage. I've fucked
up, I know that sthandwa sami, I've fucked up many times and it eats me up
every day,’

“And I'm still here Mghele, because despite everything...”

He raises his hand to stop me and says: “I know, the part I don't
understand is why you would want to be like me. Why couldn't you stay as
you were? Was it me? Did I turn you into this?”

If 1 were to be truthful, Id tell him that had he held me in his arms and
asked me to speak about Mvelo, if he had not expected me to be strong and
hold the family together, if he had not thought that them killing whoever was
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as enough, I would not have ended up in Sandije; ot

responsiblew s
i e not like u
aunt told me once, she said men are no s Hlomu, mep g7, halfh t,
May

and half animal.
She said: “If you ever cheat on Mghele, and I know yoy Worlt e,
Ase,

why would you? But if you ever find yourself in that situation, vegil
admit to it. Let him have that doubt because if anything, that doubt WI;"'er
keeps him alive, protect him, do that because if you give him, il
the picture of you and another man wil] play in hlsh
for the rest of his life.

what
it will destroy him,

every time he looks at you,
[ wanted to ask my aunt about me, about all the things that happep, "

every time [ see Linda on TV, about how every time a female petrol ﬂnendam
stands at my window I wonder if it isn’t the woman Mghele fucked. But |
didn't ask her, because at the time she told me this I was pregnant with Niya
and I didn’t know if shed come out with Mgqhele’s big eyes or Sandiles nog,
and light skin.

So I carried the child and I made a plan. I loved her even when she ws
in my womb, she kicked only for me, unlike the twins. But I was willing to
sacrifice her because she was just a little thing who could do without ever
experiencing life. 1 was going to kill her. T was going to smother her and spare
her the life she would have had had she come looking nothing like her father.

That was how far I was prepared to go for this man sitting in front of me
because really, maybe I love him more than I love myself, and that’s fucked
up.

“What are you thinking about?” he asks.

I went away for a while.

“I'm not lying to you Mghele. Yes I went to the hotel room, but only
because my dress was messed up and he promised to give me a clean T-shirt,”
I say, and sigh.

“He tried to kiss me, but that was all. I was hurting Mghele, I was going
through a lot,” I half-lie.
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wThat’s not what he told me,”

what the fuck?

« spoke t0 him. Actually he called me, said he wanted to come clean
pefore he dies,”

Yeyi yeyi yeyi what rubbish is this? Who does that?

Honestly, 1 don't understand what it is that Sandile wants from me, he
pever even loved me. My aunt was right when she said men are half-animal
pecause really, why would he want to destroy me like that?

«[ pever slept with him Mghele, I wouldn't do that to you,”

“Why Mahlomu? Why wouldn't you?”

He's still calling me by my full name? I haven't achieved anything here.

«Because I know who you are and where you come from. I know what
we've been through and how we got here. Why would you believe him over
me? Haven't I proven myself to you over and over again?”

I have, haven't I? The Sandile thing was a mistake and I'd like to think I'm
allowed to make those. The fact of the matter is, I love Mghele, and as long I
do, I will protect him with everything I have, including lies.

“He is dying,” he says, but I know he doesn't feel sorry for him.

“And that means he has nothing to lose,” I say.

We sit quietly, me wondering if he truly believes me and him just there,
looking broken and defeated.

Sandile ain't shit, he really is nothing and I'm sitting here wondering how
he could be the one thing that ends my marriage, and technically, me.

“Thando?” he asks.

Oh shit!

In take a deep sigh.

“I didn’t want another Amanda,” I say.

“Did you know about the kids?”

“No, I didn't. I only found out last week;’

I'm not lying this time but if that little bitch even opens her mouth about

11
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the Ntsika thing, I'm going to burn her alive.

I have done what I have had to do, all these years, it is my responsibuity_
I'am the concrete, the backbone, the one who always makes a plan.

“Can we go home now? They are probably wondering where we are”

He doesn't look as Mghele-ish as he looked when he entered thjg
bathroom so I'm thinking we are at a better place. But it's weird that I freqk
out when he stands up. I have a thing about bathrooms, I was kicked ang
battered in a bathroom once, and I lost a baby while at it.

He reaches out his hand and I get up, but I slip and fall and scream before
he catches me.
“Mqogi!”
I didn't see the door open, and why is Mqogi pointing a gun at his
brother?
“We're fine Mqoqi,” I say.
But nobody is paying attention to me.
I tried to fix these men,
other, because of me.
“Ntwana,” Mghele says,
Seriously?
“Hlomu, get out, getin the car and leave.”
I'm not going to do that.
“He didn't hit me Mqoqi,” I say.
Now, I know Mghele, Mgogi knows him too,
understand why he thinks he can point a gun at him,
“Would you shoot me?” Mghele.

and now here they are pointing guns at each

which is why 1 dont

Errrrr... he's pointing a gun at you broer.
“Yes, for Msebe and Langa

remember? This is how you raised

Id choose my children over Mghele any time, he knows this, it’s what hed
want me to do,

and Niya Id shoot you, you raised me
me,..”
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[ grab the car keys from his hand and run out of the bathroom.
I's about 2 30-minute drive from here to Mbuba. They have bones to
pury and [ have a lot of explaining to do.

go I leave them, guns and all, because sometimes in life you have to make

hard choices:
we weren't here four months ago, we were half-good and half-bad, and

itall started with Phakeme...or was it Sbopho and Nyanda? Sbani's twins or

“Thando or Mhlaba?
d tell you all about it, but it’s not my story to tell.
This is where it all started....way before there was a Hlomu and a Mghele,

way way before....

13
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IN A VILLAGE where witches were torched and cripples were a curse,
the news of Mthaniya’s fourth set of twins dying was met with panic.

The first set lived for only two days. The second and the rest that
followed were stillbirths but the last, according to the man who scattered
bones and saw her future when she was pregnant the fifth time, were

going to die too and they were going to take her with them.
Her family had always been outcasts in Nsikeni but Thulula loved her

anyway.

He was a tall, dark man with bug eyes and a voice so hoarse youd

swear his chest was in flames.
Mthaniya took the bone thrower’s prediction to heart and so for

the three weeks that were left before her full term, she sat belly bulging
behind the kraal and waited, next to the four graves of her dead children.

But Thulula, who always had a justification for why his children were
dying, whether it was the bad weather or an incompetent midwife, was

not going to let that happen.
People spoke of curses, of atrocities committed by his own father who

died on the night he was born, and of his stupidity for marrying a woman

14
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ther was a cripple. But Thulula didn’t care about that. His sister

se fa
u.ho;eeeﬂ 2 cripple too, born with legs that dangled like useless rubber
hadds she died before she grew breasts.
haﬂﬂt'3 watched his wife, already drained to the core by the repeated loss

o poken judgment, sitting next to those graves every day, and he
an

aded decision.
m Nsikeni was mountains and a forest away from Mbazwana and if

o leave immediately, hed be back at least two days before his
e born, that is if Mthaniya did not die from sitting and
re he came back.

What took him to Mbazwana was what he had heard from the men
who went there to fix their issues, whether it was their multiple wives
hating each other and making their lives difficult, or curing strange
diseases that even the most powerful healers could not understand.

He started the journey early one morning in a windy month in 1955,
oblivious and ignorant to what was happening beyond Nsikeni.
ok him four days, by foot and by train, and at one point near

he were t
children WeT
weeping befo

It to
Eshowe, a horse cart.

When he asked around, only one name kept coming up.

“He will help you,” they said.

“He has never failed before,” they would insist.

And when he reached the homestead, big and clean and flooded
with healthy, happy children, he sat comfortably in front of the fat man
wearing leopard skin.

“Your wife will die in two weeks, along with your unborn children.
You've already buried eight of them,” the man said.

He knew not to ask the man how he knew that so he sat and listened.

“Itis not you, it is those who came before you but you can stop it;” the
man said.

Thulula chose to stop it.

And when he returned home a week and two days later to find
Mthaniya still sitting and moping near the graves with her feet swollen

15
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and her nose two times bigger, he sat down next to her and told her. “Ii
£

children will live”
He was a different man and she noticed.
She wanted to ask him where he had been and what he had done

she desperately wanted her children to live, by all means necessary.

“[ will make you food,” she said, dragging herself to the house.

“No, cook me some meat. I will slaughter a sheep, make some
dumplings,” he said when he caught up with her in the kitchen blowing
dust off the almost wrinkled sweet potatoes.

Slaughtering sheep was for special occasions, they did it every
September, the month Thulula said his ancestors visited their home.

They lived alone, just the two of them, which is why his request
sounded strange but she adhered anyway.
That night he ate in silence while she watched.
“What are we going to do with the rest of this meat? I can't give it
away to people, they won't eat it. They already think...”
“Eat what you can and throw it away when it gets rotten,” he said.
I “It will still be good tomorrow and the day after. I'll serve you in the
morning,” she said.

He nodded and went to rest.
There was a bad feeling she couldn’t shake, but a bad feeling was

nothing compared to her desperation for her children to live so she chose
to ignore it and lie down next to her husband, expecting sleep not to
come as always.

It came, but a sharp pain and wetness on the bed came and disrupted

it. She knew very well.

“Thulula!” she patted him.

She had not made arrangements for a midwife. None of them would
have agreed to come anyway, they had seen enough death.

“Thulula, it's time,” she whispered.

He lay still, his eyes open and staring up at the roof as she struggled
to sit up.

16
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you going 10 help me?”

“ATE
- thing.

1”
“ ulula'
e ot up when she shouted his name a fourth time.

He only & j . ) ]
e had never witnessed 2 woman giving birth but he did not really

n option now so he followed her instructions, placed a bowl of
. ext to her open legs, a knife next to it and a blanket.

w from past experience that it took hours of her moaning and
screaming before anything happened. He had heard all of it

e was standing outside the room while the midwife shouted

haV
water n
He kne
oaning and
pefore wher ’

for her t0 push.
«[t won't be long, I can feel them now;” she said.

He didn't speak, just held his hands out below her vagina and waited.

It took 15 minutes of her pushing for a head to appear and three more

ushes for a small human to pop out.

«Cut the cord,” she said.

He didn’t know where to cut but he cut anyway.

it wasn't long before the next one appeared, wailing and twitching like
the first one.

They were alive, it had worked, he thought as he wrapped both of
them with one blanket.

They looked exactly like him, like his father and his father’s brothers.
One even screamed in a voice like his.

He placed the blanket on his wife’s chest and said, “Sbopho and
Nyanda.”

Except for the first two, he had not named the six other children who
had died in that same room.

“I will bury these in the kraal,” he said and left the room.

Mthaniya was not interested in knowing where her husband was
going to bury the placenta. In fact, she was not interested in him and
whatever was going on in his mind. She had two infants suckling on her
breasts and that was enough.

17
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The next morning, she found him curled next to the four graves, colg
and lifeless. It bothered her that she was more happy about her childre,
being alive and less sad about her husband being dead.

She lived with the guilt silently for a while but eventually the presenc,
of the two boys, one loud and restless with a temper and the other quie
and polite, surpassed all of it.

The big-eyed Zulu twins blended, played and went to school with
other children and with time, the whispers and suspicions faded.

Until they turned 14...

e sely 1000
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HERE THEY CALL him Professor.

At first, when he would come in once or twice a week for a few beers
and a chat, they would sit around and challenge him to a debate about
politics.

They thought he was humble, that he, a young man from a family
such as his, would sit and engage with them at a shebeen could only mean
he did not look down on them.

They started calling him Professor out of respect because they knew
how educated and intelligent he is but now, two years later, they say it to
mock him.

He still engages in those political debates, which always center
around what is wrong with the current government and why the DA
should never be allowed to rule beyond Cape Town. But now they don't
take him that seriously. Instead they go as far as betting on how long it
will take before he passes out.

Sometimes he disappoints them and voluntarily staggers out of the
Place into the street, but then they follow him out to make sure nobody
steals his shoes and beats him up if he resists.

19
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“Zulu, wake up, we're closing,” Mashaba says.

This has become his job almost every night, waking him Up ang
sometimes driving him home if none of his family members agree to Pick
him up.

He called Lwandle today because he can't drive him. His wife hag put
her foot down.

“We are running a shebeen, not a free Uber service,” she said thjg
morning, still angry about last night.

The men he had been drinking with have all gone home. They left
him passed out on the floor, face down with a bottle of Hansa still in his
hand. It is the same men he used to buy expensive bottles of whiskey for
when he first came here, until his bank account ran dry and his family
resolved to never give him money.

They buy him beer now, as a sign of loyalty but it isn’t such a big
deal because he is so deep in it that it takes only two quarts to knock
him out.

He staggers to his feet and pats his pocket as if searching for
something,

“They didn't rob me today?” he asks, a burp reaching his mouth
before he can finish talking.

“Rob you of what? You don't have shit. Your brother is coming to pick
you up. Now get away from that table! I don’t want you vomiting all over
here,” the wife says.

She lost patience with him a long time ago and not because he is
a drunk. No, without those she would not have a business to run, but
because really, what could be so bad that a young man who could be
anything he wanted to be would throw his life away like this?

People can be functional drunks but this one is beyond help and the
only thing that can save him is death. That’s what she always tells her
husband.

Mashaba, too, tried his best at first and he cant deny that his
presence brought in more customers. It even got his shebeen some

20
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odia COVErage: although he wished the stories had been more positive.

py the time Lwandle parks in front of the shebeen, they are all
outside, with Mashaba holding Sbani up to make sure he doesn't
fall on the veranda and pass out again.

They exchange looks and say nothing to each other. They know the
drill. Pick him up and carry him to the car, put him on the back seat and
qurn him 0 lie on his stomach so he doesn't choke.

It's not @ long drive, just 10 minutes from the Golden Highway to
Glenvista. It's not a hassle really, except Lwandle still has to carry him
alone from the car to the pool house and try to do it without his father
ring him. That’s the tough part.

He, t00, has tried to help him.

He took out his own savings and booked him in a rehab far away
from Joburg but that didn’t last. He was back home within four days,
sober and promising never to touch alcohol again.

He believed him, even though nobody else in the family did. But he
did because this is his brother, the one who protected him from many
things when they were little boys and the one he had always looked up

waiting

hea

to.
As he drives Sbani home, who was once named one of the most

influential under 25s in the country, he remembers the look of
helplessness on his face as they stood watching the little white coffins
being carried from the house to the graveyard, with a handful of people
humming something they couldn’t make out.

Their fathers could have fought harder. In fact, they were ready to
fight dirty and they would have won had Sbani not told them to let it go.

“Allow my children to be buried in peace, please,” he told them.

He was tired and all he wanted was to go somewhere and be alone. He
was aware of his own fault in this and wondered if the result would have
been different had he done things right.

He watched Thabitha from the top of the hill wailing and falling to
her knees as her mother failed dismally to comfort her. He wished he
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could hold her and lie that everything would be fine. If only he haq be
allowed to the funeral. His whole family, his fathers and mothers ang

siblings stood on the hill and watched with him.
Before the funeral, it had been a long week of shock and anger and

confusion and tears.

Qhawe tried to negotiate with Thabitha’s family to at least allgy,
Sbani to throw soil in the grave but that plea fell on deaf ears because
history was repeating itself. The Zulu family had again wronged the
Ngqulungas in the worst way possible.

Lwandle was the only person Sbani told about Thabitha being
pregnant. Together they tried many times to come up with a plan to break
the news to the family but there was never a perfect time or place.

It was their decision, Sbani and Thabitha’, to wait until she was far
along to avoid her having to deal with the stress from their families.

They had everything planned, where she would give birth and what
their next step would be when they were parents. They spoke about taking
Muvelo in to live with them. They were selling the townhouse and had
started viewing houses with yards big enough for three children to play.

Ultrasound pictures were pasted on the fridge, in their bedroom,
one was in his office and Thabitha had already bought “Babies on board”
stickers for two of their cars.

She wanted the nursery to be painted white because she thought the
twins could be girls, but one afternoon she came back from work to find
the room painted blue with two little cots and superhero posters on the

walls.
Her hormones weren't at their peak that afternoon so she let it go and

lay down on the couch.
He knew that meant she wanted a foot massage and she wanted it

immediately.
“People at work keep asking when I'm going on maternity leave,” she

said.
He raised his eyebrows but didn't say anything.

22
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ghe did that thing of wrinkling her forehead that she did every time
she was about to go off.

«pm pregnant, not ill. Women get pregnant all the time and they don't
Jje around doing nothing. Women in Mbuba plough fields until their
waters break.”

He looked at her and shook his head.

«That can’t be right;” he said.

“Yeah, because you grew up in a mansion with 20 maids,” she retorted.

Hed never liked the ‘rich boy’ comments but Thabitha threw them
around occasionally when she wanted to make a point.

He could have told her that they never had maids because his father
dido't want people in his house, but the family conversation was often
avoided in case it took them to why they were secretly cohabiting in the
Eastern Cape.

“Have you thought about the names?” she asked him one night.

It reminded him of how he broke the family rule by naming his first
son himself. The only thing that saved him was that he named him after
his late little brother.

«Baba names all the children in the family,” he said, prepared for an
onslaught.

“I think I prefer naming my own children,” she said.

He didn’t argue. Hed never been the confrontational type but he knew
where the names of his children were going to come from and that was it.

Thabitha moved to the Eastern Cape a few months after her uncle
almost killed Sbani. She had secured an internship at the local municipality
and planned to study further.

She was clear from the beginning that marriage wasn't her thing, at
least not until she was in her late 30s and had achieved everything she
wanted to achieve professionally.

“Pm not about to become a Zulu wife,” shed say.

Sbani himself wasn't really sure at first if he was ready to be a family
man, He had big plans for himself and felt he was too young to be called
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someone’s husband. But then the pregnancy happened. It waspt Planp,
but it happened and they were happy and they were going to mMake i
work.

They would joke about how this was easier for Sbani becayse it
wasn't his first time pulling the same stunt. The first time was out of fea,
but this time, it was about protecting the woman he loved, the gir| he
was going to stick with and start a family with away from Gauteng apg
KwaZulu-Natal and away from the hatred between their families.

They had both decided that whatever it was that their families were
fighting about had nothing to do with them. Thabitha stopped speaking
to her uncle when he accused her of spitting on her father’s grave by being
with the son of the man who killed him.

She was in love and love made enemy lines invisible. That’s what her
mother told her when she encouraged her to go to the Eastern Cape.

“It has to end. At some point it must end and if it is you who will end
it, then so be it,” her mother said.

On the day Sbani left for Qhawe and Naledi’s wedding, they agreed
that he would tell Hlomu everything, but only after both ceremonies were
done because he didn’t want to cause tension when the whole family was
excited.

He was going to tell her on Sunday after the traditional wedding, but
by then some woman had come and rattled everyone with a book she was
writing about his fathers.

Hlomu was angry, and he learned a long time ago to read her face and
i know when not to mess with her.

He thought about staying a few more days and letting things cool
, off before breaking the news but he had left a heavily pregnant woman
' behind with only two weeks left before her due date, so he left.

Telling Hlomu before the babies were born was still on the cards. They
would deal with his family first and then Thabitha’s later, after Nkosana
had decided on the date theyd go to Mbuba to pay damages.

They had only one week left before the babies came and they were
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oing to g0 through the experience together. Sbani was going to hold

her hand and rub her shoulders as she pushed. Hed already ordered five
pouquets of flowers that were going to be in her hospital ward with a
giant “Thank you’ card.

Everything was in place and perfect but when she woke up one
morning with her left leg double its size, there was no time for flowers or
giﬂm- Cal'dS.

The twins were born silent.

The call he made to Hlomu in the middle of that night was brief, just
a simple, “Thabitha was pregnant, the babies died. I need to take her to
Mbuba, with the bodies”

He left the rest to her. Nothing else mattered to him after that, neither
his family nor Thabitha’s family. He wasn't even interested in what went
wrong. He was going to bury his children next to Mvelo. Beyond that he
could see nothing.

What followed was everything they had tried to stay away from, a feud
that started before they were born, one that no one could explain. But
they both knew it was over when afterwards their phone conversations
were filled with more awkward silence than words. There was no laughter
and no crying over their loss. Each of them grieved in their own space,
dealing with their own unspoken guilt and unanswered questions.

They had to accept and let each other go because everyone knows that
these things either bring you closer or tear you apart. Their story was the
latter.

Thabitha never went back to the Eastern Cape and it wasn't her uncle
who stopped her. It was her decision.

Eventually, Sbani packed his bags and went back to Gauteng too.

He blamed everyone for everything. His mother was the source of
everything. He looked his father straight in the eye and told him he was a
killer. Hlomu too wasn't spared. Her crime was allowing things to happen
when she had the power to stop them.

And when the blame game didn’t help with the pain, he thought
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forgetting, even for just for a few hours, would help.

He found solace in the bottle and the same bottle stripped him of all
the respect he had worked his whole life to earn.

A spoiled brat who thinks the world owes him something, that
what Nkosana called him the last time Mashaba dropped him off at hj
doorstep.

At first he was patient with him and only because Zandile begged him
to be. But his stance, as his father had always stressed, was that he didn’t
raise him to be weak. That's why he can't stand the sight of him lying on
his own vomit.

“I gave this boy everything. Does he even know what had to do
to give him the life he has? Who hasn't lost a child Lwandle? I held my
12-year-old boy’s dead body in my arms, ravaged by bullets and bleeding
all over me. If Sbani can't pick himself up and deal with the shit then he
doesn’t belong in this family,” he once said to Lwandle.

But Lwandle could never give up on his brother. He decided to do
his Masters degree at Wits University for exactly that reason, to be there,
watching over a grown man who was once his hero and hoping that one
day heisn’t woken by a call telling him he was lying in a gutter somewhere,
dead.

“I want to speak to my mother,” he says.

“No, it’s 1am, Sbani. Mami is sleeping. Don’t do this.”

He always does this, drunk calls her in the middle of the night and
speaks no sense. Sometimes he just cries, and then he falls asleep in the
middle of the conversation,

“Give me the phone, Lwandle, or do you want me to wake up your
father?”

Lwandle knows, and it has happened before, that if Nkosana wakes
up to find Sbani like this, he will drag him out into the street and lock
the gate behind him. Zandile will cry and beg, Sbani will say something
about how she never stands up for him and Zandile will try even harder
because of the guilt she carries with her every day, and then it will be one
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of thos€ terrible nights.

5o he dials Hlomu's number and hands him the phone.

« wandle,” she answers.

“No, it’s the other one.”

She sighs deeply and asks him if he is okay. Hers is a feeling of defeat
pecause N0 matter how hard she tries, she knows that the decision to fix
pimself lies with himself and nobody else.

«Thank you for loving me. You are the only person who loves me
here.”

That's his line, always, and so she stays on the phone and listens and
hopes he falls asleep before Mghele grabs the phone and starts swearing
at him.

“They will kill you, Mami, one day they will kill you and they will take
your children...”

Lwandle snatches the phone away from him and hangs up. He expects
him to put up a fight but he can barely lift himself up from the couch.

“Do you know that they have a house in Muldersdrift?” he mutters
between burps.

“Who?” Lwandle asks.

“Baba, and nobody except them knows about it, not even Mami. It
has the same chair”

Lwandle knows exactly which chair his brother is talking about but
he doesn’t know about the Muldersdrift house and he knows better than
to investigate.

He locks the door behind him, because the worst thing would be for
Sbani to stagger out and end up at the bottom of the pool.
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HE WAVES AT him and carries on walking.

Their paths haven't crossed in a while.

Nkangala spends a lot of time here and even has his own keys,
Sometimes he takes one of the cars in the garage out for a spin and when
the security guard at the gate gives him a funny look, he always lies and
says it’s an instruction from the bosses. That he has to drive the cars now
and again so the engines don’t become rusty.

It’s a silly theory and Nkosana knows it, but he lets him get away with
it because he’s always had a soft spot for him. He even defended him from
his own brothers after that thing with Naledi, the thing where he gave her
R30 instead of being discreet like he was supposed to.

Tonight Nkangala is based in the yard. He knows not to go in, not
when they are here.

“Madoda,” Nqobizitha greets as he walks in. He is the last to arrive.

His presence is acknowledged with nods as he joins in.

They come to this house for specific reasons, to fight, to hide
something or to plot something.

They talk about Sbani sometimes but never the thing about Thabitha
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e e ot gt v
burnt his house dow batient with him for a while, until he
almost it : ﬂ: Qhawe allowed him to come to his house
whenever INkosana k—‘.d(ed him out, unti] he took one of his cars and
drove to the nearest 1.lquor s‘hop with Mathongo on the backseat. They
found them at the police station, Sbani so drunk he couldnt even say his
own name.

This house has existed for years. Before Nkangala earned their trust
and was rewarded with access to things and places those before him never
got close to, nobody lived here.

The longest anyone ever stayed here, before Nkangala, of course, was
the two days Mghele could not go home to face his wife.

They bought the plot for a specific reason, but then after Mandisa did
what she did, they had a valid reason to build a house to conceal what
they had buried under it.

“And then? Iphi lentwana?” Mghele asks.

“Heleft early in the morning. I told him to be here by 6am” Nqobizitha
says.

Ntsika is known for being the last to arrive, everywhere. Today is no
different.

Ngoba was against this. He said there was no need for Ntsika to know
things, at least not now. He tried to talk them out of it but they all agreed
that he needed to be a grown man, that the time for him to be sheltered
was over, especially now that he had decided to come back home and

insists on joining the family business.

It's not that Ntsika didn't know who his brothers were. It’s just that,
especially after Hlomu came and turned him into a blue-eyed black boy,
they had never involved him in anything they wouldn’t do in public.

He went back to London after the twins’ funeral but there was just
something different about being there. He came back two months later
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on a one-way ticket.

He didn't immediately tell everyone he wasn't going back by N
¢k

popping in at Sbopho Logistics almost daily.
“He's here. How far are you willing to go with this?” N
9oba agk,

Qhawe.

He doesn’t answer, probably because he too isn't sure. But thg .
good start and it will soon come out anyway so they might as we]], 8 is

They all watch him as he walks in, and he knows it's coming,

“I got lost” he says in his defense as he stands in front of them, be
the swearing starts. Te

“Fokof, let’s g0,’ Mghele says.

“Go where? And whose house is thi
again as he follows them out of the house.

“Siyokginisa isende,” Qhawe says.

s? Where are we going?” he agf,

1 the dark world.

Certain rules gover.
hem while others crumble and fall at the

Some are able to stick to t

first test.
There are sacrifices to be ma

sacrificing yourself.
You see, the thing about being a criminal
you are well aware that your chances of succeeding are

de and they all, technically, involve

is that when you go out to
commit crime,
equal to the chances of you not making it out alive.

Its the risk, the adrenalin, the ability to beat the system that pushes
some deeper and deeper into the fascinating world of doing everything
they are not supposed to do.

But this here, these people here, there is mor
just that. One would argue that they are here because
many choices available to them. Others would believe th
shaped by what they experienced as children.

¢ to who they are than
they didn't have
at their fate was
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There are many possible explanationg really and for each and
k. of these men, there was an explanation, "

They know he is near.

n here you can hear everything, even the sound of a coin droppin
i clean and clear. iy

But footsteps, never! Not even when they are five steps away from

y

Ol
1t a skill people here acquire with time.

They walk with their heels barely touching the ground, as if in fear
of what might happen or who might do what to them from behind.

They have a habit of bowing their heads too, as if they want to feel
your presence rather than see it.

He comes in, head first, and scans the room with his eyes before his
whole body is inside.

He's seen, counted and made eye contact with all of them in just a
second.

He stands leaning behind the door with his hands behind his back.

“When did you grow up?” he asks, looking at Ntsika.

Its strange that he can easily identify him. They've never met.

But there’s an endearinglook on this man’s face and Ntsikaimmediately
knows who he is, but not who he is to him and why they are here.

He looks at Mhele for an answer, but he gets nothing.

The man pulls up a chair and sits down. There are only four chairs
and nine people in this room. There’s also one table, and thats all. And so
some sit on the floor while others stay on their feet.

“They want to kick me out of here,” the man says, laughing.

Everyone laughs except Ntsika, simply because he doesn’t know
what's going on and he’s not about to ask.

He learnt a long time ago to not ask too many questions, especially

when he knows the answers aren’t what he wants to hear.
Its not that he has a problem with who his brothers are. It’s that he’s

understood from the beginning how important it is to them to protect
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him.
There has t0 be
There hastobe someone,

«ghouldn't you be celebratin
ow. That is why

g ready for

as they pmmised.
 only five years, but now it’s been 5

elf and they never understoqg

at least on€ thing good and pure about them,
at least one in them, who is nothing like Sb()pgh‘
g?” Sambulo asks.

they came here.

him outside. He will have a goog g

?

They have everythin
when he gets out of here,
It was supposed to be five years.
He kept accumulating the years hims

why.

First he e he was due to b,

released. Five more years
And then a few years later he deliberately, they believe, got himse|

caught for running a drug ring inside prison.

To say Nkosana was angry is an understatement.
They need to move on from this. Its holding them back. It’s the last

stabbed someone just months befor
were added.

remaining link.
And this man is the string connecting them to that time, a long time

ago.
“You have to get out of here, Zulu, Mghele says.

emanlaughs.
es this every time.

range how all of you have changed since the first time we met”

when are you getting married?” he says, pointing a

or. He doesn’t want to talk about it.

’s face has never left.
more at home than incarcerated.
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His hair is very short but grey strands are visibje.
if he didn't have the two scars on either side of his forehead, he
uld easily be mistaken for Sambulo, but he has Nqobizithas voice and
thlc’s intensity.
The rest of them are too quiet. The man notices and looks Mghele
pare in the eye.
| Mqhe}e responds with a low sigh and shakes his head.
The man nods.
«you're not going to pull some stupid shit again, are you? This has to
end. You have to get out of here,” Nqobizitha says.
He laughs.
Now they know he is up to his tricks again.
“what about Nandi?” Mqoqi says.
The man’s face changes immediately.
It always does at the mention of her name.
It was the main thing he asked for, that they find and take good care
of her in return for what he was doing for them.
“How is she?” he asks.
“She’s good. And a grown woman now,” Mqoqi replies.
They've always thought shed be the one reason he decided to get out
of here.
“She’ll never be a grown woman. I can't have that,” the man muttered.
There are some things they omit to tell him about Nandi. Like that
boyfriend from eSkhawini who they found out had slapped her around.
They had to deal with him and Qhawe almost missed the birth of his first
child while dealing with the damn idiot.
Nandi doesn’t know why the guy suddenly wanted nothing to do with
her but she’s moved on.
She met Nkosana by chance those years ago back in Swaziland, she
believes.
She was supposed to be off duty that night but the lodge owner had
asked her for a favour. They had important guests sleeping over and they
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needed their best chef to perform her magic. She couldn’t ¢ ¥ nogg r
The important guest turned out to be the then most eligible o thy k
of Gauteng, hely,
As fascinating as it was to meet Nkosana Zulu, she didp moon
him the way the rest of her colleagues did because culturally theg e §
related. Wer

She spent pretty much half of that Thursday in the kitchen, Bitee
was lunch and later all those men who had been discussing busine::,'t
the private boardroom all afternoon came out to the dining room,

She knew she had put her best foot forward with that steak tmarebm ﬁ
still felt a little nervous when they, actually Nkosana, specifically asked ,
meet the chef.

She’s not shy. She never has been but those men were intimidaﬁng
She stood with her hands behind her back and smiled as she recejyeq
compliment after compliment.

“What’s your surname?” Nkosana asked.

“Zulu. I'm Nandi Zulu,” she said confidently.

Shed always been proud of her name. She was named after the most
~ famous queen of her nation.

: She saw a smile on his face.

geba,” he said, reaching out for a handshake.

impressed with herself that night. It wasn’t every day that an
est loved your food so much that they shook your hand to

¥

supposed to leave the next morning and she was
day sleeping in her bachelor flat at the lodge’s staff

-
e. She understood that having it depended on her
felt so much like her real home.

‘and as she opened the door already pl'erd i
s disturbing her peace, there stood Nkosan2
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syou're not working today? What am 1 going to eat?” he asked,

No greeting. Nothing.

To her surprise, she didn’t panic or feel uncomfortable in his
resence. But it was still strange that he was standing on her doorstep,

:og to her.
talkf[lfs my day off;” she said.

“No, actually yesterday was my day off but I had to work because you
were here and so today I...” she stopped when she noticed the look on
his face.

She had seen him a couple of times on TV and in those appearances
she had never seen him smile.

In fact, the first time she saw or heard of him was on that video of a
pregnant woman who was hijacked. After that, it was on the news and
then there were those taxi stories.

Now that he was standing in front of her, he seemed totally different.

He looked over her head, managing to catch a glimpse of the inside

of her flat.
She felt a slight flash of embarrassment. Cleaning had never been her

favourite thing.

“I'm not going in. Put your shoes on, we're taking a walk,” he said.

Again, she couldn’t say no. Somehow she felt close to him, like theyd
known each other for a while.

She generally hated entertaining guests and there was nothing she
hated more than overseas tourists who took pictures of people without
asking. That was why she rarely took walks along the river. In fact, that
was why she rarely left the lodge premises.

“We're not going mountain hiking, are we? Because I'm not about that
life” she said.

“No, 'm not about that life either. Id rather be sitting in a convertible,
breathing the air conditioner;’ he said.

Normally she would have frowned upon that statement but as
arrogant as it was, he said it with such a humble tone and that puzzled
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usinessjudgmg a stranger,

. had nob
ised she o the river bank, which wasp Mg

il she real
her, until s || the way t

She followed him 2
than a kilometre away.

“How long have you

She started counting ba
s been four years.  came h

Te

been working here?” he asked.

ck in her head.

ere straight from culinary g, . .,
“Umm, B ¥ schog)

she replied.

He nodded.

“Do you speak Zulu at all?”

She shrugged.

“7Zulu, Swati... is it not the same thing? If you can speak one, yoy can
automatically speak the other,” she answered.

It was an interesting question, one she had been asked Numerqyg
times in her life.

Whenever she told people her name, they immediately assumed she
was from somewhere in KwaZulu-Natal.

Well, technically she was, it’s just that she wasn’t sure where exactly.

The one thing her mother insisted on was for her to be able to
pronounce her surname right.

“Zulu, not Tulu,” her mother would say to her.

Nkosana had been speaking to her in Zulu. Not the kind of Zulu you

hear people speaking on TV and radio, his was deeper and made his tone
sound firm even when he was being polite,

He crouched, picked upafews
in the river one after the other.

Hed quietly watch the
reached the water, ay)

before throwing the p,

mall stones and started throwing them

one from the time it left his hand until it

d then hed wait until the water was calm again
ext one,
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the same surname as theirs, especially Zuly people, her people, whom she
Knew nothing about.

“You grew up here?” he asked.

“Yes, in Manzini.”

oI see,” he said.

This time he crouched and dipped his hands in the water to wash
them.

It was still early in the day but canoes and boats were already starting
to disturb the peaceful water.

“Urgh,” she said.

She didn’t mean to say it out loud but he heard her. The look on her
face was an even bigger give-away because her face always betrayed her.
No matter how hard she tried to hide how she felt about something, her
facial expressions would tell the truth.

“What?” he asked.

She shook her head briefly.

“Tourists? I don’t like them either,” he said.

They both laughed.

“It's not that I don’t like them. It’s just that sometimes they have no
respect. They think Africa is Mars or something. If you were to hear the
comments they make in the dining room when they come back from
their ‘adventure, youd be shocked,” she said.

He was listening attentively.

“Some of them seem shocked that we wear clothes and have beds and
electricity”

She stopped when he started laughing,

“They make you angry, don't they?”

She blushed and smiled, a little embarrassed too.

She had the habit of getting carried away when speaking on something
she felt strongly about.

“What are you? An introvert?”

She shrugged.
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“Yeah, me too,” he said.

If she ever got to experience a father-daughter moment, g
it would be something like this.

They had a lot in common. £

But she was not prepared for what he said next, i

“Since you hate tourists so much and you still have to cook
every day, how about I give you a better job?” he asked.

She didn't answer immediately because it was a strange
especially coming from a man she didn’t know.

Her life was here, in Swaziland, at this lodge and the job she loyeg
much. Or at least she thought. 0

“A job where? Doing what?”

As her mind processed what was happening, she starteq feeling
uncomfortable. Who was this man anyway?

She knew he was wealthy but she didn’t know much about whg; he
did for a living except that he was in the taxi business. And from whg
she had read, the taxi business in South Africa wasn't exactly a modegt
profession.

“Anything you want,” he said.

When she looked him in the eye, she realised he was serious. But heg
be crazy if he thought shed just pack up and leave her life for something
as small as a promise of a job.

He looked at his watch and immediately threw all the little stones
still in his hand in the river.

“Think about it. I'm serious,” he said.

- From there, he walked straight to the parking lot, got in his car and

€ [magintd 1

for then,

qucstion,

ey not shared a surname, she would have thought he was trying
th her. But that would have been impossible. The vibe she
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it 100k years before she saw him again, and at that time taking his job
as no longer negotiable.
rﬁowevef’ Nkosana and his brothers had made a promise. They had
their end of the bargain and she was that end.
t0 kf;f 1 s0 as Mghele, Nqobizitha and the rest of them sit here with her

(her right now they know that taking care of Nandi is the least they
pro

ald have done.

i If her brother hadn’t done this for them, one of them would be in

her®- oy .
He found them two years after he started serving his sentence, just

weeks before that video that made them famous.

[t was a phone call that changed everything.

Hlomu was pregnant after five years of trying and Mghele was not
going to let anything stress her. Sambulo was in the process of getting
married. Things were looking up for them and they were going do
whatever it took to protect that.

They were going to kill him, they decided before they entered those
prison gates. But when he entered the visitors™ hall, they knew it would
be impossible.

By the time he sat on the bench opposite them, they weren't going to

kill him. They were going to get him out of here.

He wasn't an enemy standing in their way. He was blood. Sbopho's
blood. Their blood.

He was a little overwhelmed too but he had to man up. And to their
disbelief, he had an offer to make.

At first they weren't sure.

He was a natural joker. With him, it was hard to know when he was
serious or joking. But he was straight forward with them from the onset.

He was here because of them. The crime he had committed was to
look like them.

“From what I've heard, my father’s name was Nyanda Zulu. My
mother told me he died before I was born but she met another man after
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that and his surname was also Zulu, luckily for me;” he gy d
They had never heard of a Nyanda Zulu before, Ip, fact, g,
know anyone from their father’s side or where he came 6y, %, 'djdn,l
ity,

clear that this man was one of t’hem. Y 4
“[ have a sister. She doesn’t remember me. She was tyy,, Yea

when 1 left Swaziland. I need you to find her,” he said.

“A sister?” Qhawe asked.
“Yes, from a different father. Find her,” the man said.

They still didn't know how he found them and what he Planneg .

do next.

Nkosana was furiously rubbing the palms of his hands together, ,
habit they had already noticed they all shared with this man.

“Iknow it was one of you,” he said looking at each of them,

They kept quiet.

“But don't worry, that’s not why I contacted you. I had a good lawyer
and a good inyanga so I got five years” he stopped.

They knew all of this. They had researched before coming here. And
now it was starting to be clear to them where he was going with this, and
they were relieved more than anything,

He had three years to go.

He had a half-sister he Jeft behind
he was going to need them when he

They struck a deal,

S uld

who needed to be looked after and
got out of here,

But he’s been in the dark world {

’ P aH h.i i I

you can't put anything past a brj,,, m i lang €nough to know that |
They could have left hip, , i

’ One ap, i 3

that’s not who they are. 4 paid him after three years, but
They had to find out wh, Nyang ’

start? * Was but yp,
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son knew nothing about him except that, according to his

.« oWI ;
dis oW o priest and he died and the church had to bury him
efy e .
math @ 0bo dy knew his roots.
us
beCﬂ helf went back.
: it a Strong connection to this man whom they were all certain
|
| He 1€
~ prother they PEVer kngy: .
was d ed alot of questions but the important one was why this man
ed

do this. It couldn’t have been just about the money.
ome trouble. I'm safer here than I would be outside.
my own since [ was 14. 1 know how to survive,” the

s willing to

“ got into §
Besides: ['ve been o1
an said with a smirk.

gill, it sounded a little strange. Anywhere is safer and better than

i
PnS;I Jhele explained that they could get him out. They had connections.

They knew the right people,
But the man was not interested. The strangest part was that he laughed

it off.
Now Mghele needed to know.

“How did you find us?” he asked.

The man rubbed his hands together and looked at him.

“Mahlubi found me;” he said.

Their eyes locked for 2 moment.

The man didn’t say anything after that but Mghele knew. He could
see it in his eyes.

Suddenly he understood that this man wasn't just sacrificing his
freedom. He had turned down a deal with the devil. Perhaps because he
longed for a family, an identity. Or maybe because Sbophos spirit was

more alive than they thought.

Who Nyanda was, remained a mystery. A burden they chose to carry
on their own.

Mhlaba may look and sound exactly like them but his life growing up
was totally different from theirs.
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He went to church and sang in a choir. His father may
dead but his mother, according to how he remembered her, wasa\’e be,n
believer who prayed like a mad woman and used religion fsd aradiw
from threats to punishment. anything

She had been the wife of a priest and the one thing she wasm
to do was kill her husband’s legacy, forgetting that the same g, o
lied to her about who he was and where he came from. i hag

Mhlaba endured it until he was 14, two years after his sister Was b,
and his mother had remarried. ™

He left Swaziland but years later he ended up in jail for an arp,
robbery that happened ata place whose name he couldn’t even PrOHOunii
and had never been to.

He asked, soon after he found the Zulu brothers, to be moyeg to
Waterval in Newcastle, a prison in the middle of nowhere just to aveig
drawing attention to himself.

Although he knows about all the wives and all the kids and who dje
and who lives, none of them know about him.

“Is anyone going to explain to me this Mhlaba situation?” Ntsika asks,

“No!” they say in unison.

Nobody has time to break things down to him, not when they have
just left a prison and are trying to make sense of why Mhlaba wants to
stay there when they could easily get him out.

Nqobizitha still believes it is a bad idea to involve Ntsika in anything,
particularly because he can't lie to Hlomu and Hlomu knows that. She
would go crazy if she knew they were doing this, the same way she freaked
out when she found out who Ndoni’s father was. ‘

She already knew him as one of the family drivers who was always
present during family functions and random soccer Sundays that
involved meat and alcohol and scathamiya singing if it wasn't traditional
dancing,

She was okay with that, with his daughter being one of them, although
she could sense some intensity whenever the subject of marriage L
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mentioned-

Tll:e ij;{c:}llgisdc?ha:ifezzs t};\j[ day they met at her house, and it was

0DbO0 - Mzi
:flimi’s father came alone. 8 Meimela was fetched from Mbuba and

Hlomu would havle excused herself but Nkosana asked her to stay,
probabl)’ because he did not expect Ndoni's father to say what he said.

They we‘re already gathered in the dining room when he arrived,
Jooking anxious and worried and as always, fresh iziphandla lining his
wrists.

Ndoni says about him that if there was nothing wrong with other
people being extremely devoted to their gods, there was nothing wrong
with her father being so devoted to his ancestors.

But Ndoni knows nothing about her father except what he wants her
to know.

He greeted everyone and sat at the other end of the table, a change
of dynamics because his job had always been to take instructions from
them.

“I had spoken to Ngcobo about this, but unfortunately what hap-
pened,” he said. It was soon after the twins were buried and everything
was put on hold, including Mpande’s plans.

“None of us knew that wed end up being...”

He was disturbed by Mqoqi walking in looking like he hadn't taken a
bath in years, with a beard covering his face and his hair unkempt.

“We are listening, Mzizi,” Mghele said.

“As I was saying, none of us knew that this boy would bring us
together like this,” he said, linking his index and middle fingers together.

The boy in question would be Mpande.

“I have never had a problem with you, boMageba, you know that, we
have worked well together. We have done so many things. I have done so
many things for you and you have...”

“Khuluma Mzizi, we don’t have all day,” Mghele said.

He took a deep sigh.

43

Scanned with CamScanner



[QUNGA

“I have no problem with lomfana taking my daughter, It j Whag
both want,” he continues.

“But?” Qhawe asked.

He looked at Mpade and then at his hand.

“I will not send my daughter to a slaughterhouse, like 5 sheep, |
not do that”

“Get to the point, ndoda,” Mghele said irritably.

“You and I, we are the same. But me, I cleanse myself, | explain
and [ ask for protection. You, on the other hand, you behaye like s
people, like you don’t know how this world operates, like ever)"tbingh
have was a gift.”
They could hear him but they were lost.
“People won't tell you this but I will...”
He cleared his throat before he spoke again.
5, we do this because it is a job, to make a living. But you, youdojy

» because it is who you are, because you have thig Power
 do not understand. Where do you think it comes from?”
looked at all of them.,
thing wrong with who you are, and eventually life yjj
ys does,” he said.

when Mghele cleared his throat and askeg
wanted to stay but he touched her shoulder

Il not allow your gall to
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It wasn't something they had not heard b

, : efore. Sometimes
said as a joke, especially when they were e

younger and spent more time

pafana bakwaZulu.” hem, saying “Ninequnga nina
a .

Jt wasn't something they took seriously,

everything they did they believed was justified.
the only way they know how.

especially because
They handled things

“We are not going to be dictated to by Mzizi,” Nkosana said, stood
up and left.

However, Ndoni had already said she was not ready for marriage.
She too had her doubts about Mpande, about his lack of affection and
his detached nature. He could make passionate love without kissing and
saw nothing wrong with taking a shower immediately after.

He never told Ndoni about that meeting and they never spoke about
marriage after that. Whenever she mentions her father and what a good
man he is, Mpande nods and wonders how she would react if she ever
found out that her father is a well-respected inkabi, that he took her
through school and gave her a comfortable life with money made from
killing three rival taxi owners. He wonders how shed feel if she knew that
they were the ones who paid him to do so.

Hlomu knows all of this. She got it out of Mqghele on the same
night and she swore she wasn't prepared to deal with another Amanda.
However, he didn't tell her about what Mzizi really wanted, more so
because he too had no plans of pursuing it.

“Shit!” Nqobizitha says, startling everyone in the car.

“Gugu is in Soweto,” he says.
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CLIPPED ON IT with a rusty pinisa picture of a baby.

A baby of about two months old.

She had never seen this photograph until the day her mother dieg
and she found this envelope hidden under the mattress. She does
know when it was hidden there but she suspects her mother slipped it
underneath when she knew her death was near.

The thoughts of whether she did that hoping shed find it, or whether
she hoped for the secret to die and be buried with her, have been grappling
with each other in her mind since that night.

She’s lost and confused. Lost because she’s not sure what finding the
truth would do to her, confused because she knew her mother to stand
for truth and everything that’s right.

“Maybe there’s a good explanation. Maybe I was given to her and not
stolen.”

She’s talking to herself again. She does that a lot.

It started two months after her mother’s funeral when, after putting
up a fight, she decided to let all of it go.

The house went to her brother despite the fact that her mother had

46

Scanned with CamScanner




V

DUDU BUSANI-DUBE

Jeft it O both of them.
«put you are not a Myeza. He is;” her uncle said when she threatened
0 0 to court.

Had she gone ahead with the legal fight she would have won, but
(hings Were already complicated and sour after Nqoba promised to wipe
out the whole family if they dared mess with his wife.

That did not stop them, they went for the easiest target, her brother.

it didn't take him long to turn against her too.

with Gugu’s uncle, it wasn't exactly the fact that she wasn't family
that made him suddenly resent her. It was the fact that her mother had
Jied to her brother for all those years. That he too had been fooled into
Joving 2 child that wasn’t his blood by a wicked, lying woman.

She hasn't been to Ulundi since the funeral and after the depression,
the near suicide and two miscarriages, she woke up last week and
decided since Ngoba had failed dismally to use his contacts to find out
who she was, she would do it herself.

She started at church last Sunday and all she got was an address from
2 random woman. That address and the envelope in her hand are all she
has.
She knows everything thats in this envelope. She opened it and read
the birth certificate, vaccination card, baptism certificate and her first
school report again this morning, soon after Nqoba left the house at 5am
to go wherever he was going. ‘

It says here on the birth certificate that she was born at Nkonjeni
Hospital. The birth date is correct, it’s the one she’s always known to be
her birthday. The parent name is also her mother’s name, which makes
everything even more confusing.

She has only one lead, just one, and really it could be nothing, but it
is worth a try.

She lied to Nqobizitha about her plans for today because he told her
to let it go. He keeps saying that some truths are better left unknown
because most of the time they turn out to be more painful than the lies.
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But, she thinks, he doesn’t understand how it is to not kn()ww
are. He never will. hq Yo

Chiawelo. that’s what the address on the paper says. It 3
Soweto.

Nqobizitha would kill her if he knew she risked going to ¢
alone with their child on the back seat. But she thought about Eh:tw%

so she took the smallest car they own so she wouldn't attracy atten 2
tioh

Ep iJ‘]

to herself.

She turns left on to Netshitanga Street. She’s close. They to]q Hegs
two stop signs away from the school.

“Nhluvuko Primary School,” she reads the name out louq.

She looks at the banner mounted on the school’s gate again, and the
at the piece of paper in her hand, and nods. -

t"\"as

The look on her face says she’s starting to get nervous. Thjg coud
change everything. That’s if it’s anything at all.

Number 781. She’s at the right house.

It’s been a long time since she’s been in a house this small, The gate is
locked but there’s a man in the yard, a young man sitting on a brick.

She’s already pressed the hooter before she remembers that its 5 rude
thing to do. You don't hoot at people’s gates, not in the township and not
at black people’s houses.

You humble yourself.

The young man doesnt move. He's looking at her, at the car parked
outside the gate but he doesn’t move.

She sighs deeply and checks on Shlangu. He’s still sleeping. She gets
out.

“Hi,” she shouts and waves.

“Sisi,” the man says, lazily, still sitting,

“Yes, I'm looking for someone, a woman who lives here,” she shouts
back.

He stands up and walks towards the gate. He has a limp.

“What woman?” he asks when he’s standing in front of her, the locked
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Scpumling them.
\ds him the piece of paper.

s that mean look on his face

te
s he hat

«till ha
He §ll|l ¢ = i
“Ntombi Mkhize?” he asks, looking at the piece of paper and then at
hﬂr agai[‘l.

she nods- 2

«How do you know her?

« don't, ] mean-.. I met her only once, at church years ago. They gave
methis address and said she lives here,” she says.
youd expect him to ask her what she wants from the woman but

instead he opens the gate.
“Come in,” he says, already walking back to the yard.

Ghe takes one Step further and immediately rushes back to the car.

He stops and watches her.

“No, leave it there.” he says when she starts the car.

She obeys.

«But is it safe to leave the car outside?”
He waves his hand dismissively.

“Gisi, it's an Audi. Nobody can steal a parked Audi. It has to be
hijacked,” he says, sounding a little annoyed.

She frowns and wipes Shlangu’s face with her hand. He's awake and

is looking around him frantically, his eyes wide.
It's a four-roomed house, two bedrooms, a kitchen and a lounge.

From where she’s sitting, she can see outbuildings through the kitchen
window.

“Mashego!” the man shouts.
she’s shocked. The house is so quiet, she didnt think there was

someone inside.
He calls Mashegos name three times before someone appears. He

looks like he’s just woken up from deep sleep.
“This lady here is looking for a woman who lives here. She has a

name,” he says and disappears somewhere.
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Mashego is a character himself. He's wearing only boxer ¢
looks like he couldn't care less about the woman and chjlg simn% %

e

sofa in front of him. His eyes are looking at the car parkeq QULS_D“ l},._
gate. " b
“I'm looking for Ntombi Mkhize,” she says. She’s very Uncopg,

being here.

He doesn't respond.

“Mama, whose home is this?”

Is Shlangu, and once he starts talking, he doesn’t Stop. She ok
him and hopes to get a response from Mashego. But he imme, di:::rc;;
walks out and leaves them sitting.

She is already regretting this and is now thinking that Maybe
should have asked for Nqobizitha’s help instead of trying to do thi 01:
her own.

She thinks he’s become so loving and caring. He's the tota] OPposite
of the man he used to be. When that whole thing happened with he
family, she saw a side of him shed always known existed but hag Never
witnessed.

Its not every day that your husband pulls a gun on your aunts and
uncles and threatens to kill each and every one of them if he ever sees
them again. Needless to say, it did more damage to her family relations
than it solved anything.

The door closes, someone pulled it closed and locked it from outside.

She stands up to see Mashego standing in front of her. He is dressed
now.

“No, sit,” he says.
He’s wearing a friendly face now but it’s still a bit unsettling.
“You are looking for who?” he asks.
“Ntombi Mkhize”
She still has the piece of paper in her hand.
“Who said she lives here?”
A deep sigh.

50
___—‘

Scanned with CamScanner



r

hurch, [ met herata Catholic church in Orlando a few years ago.
re on Sunday but she wasn't at church and some woman
She said I'd find her here”

king for her?”

DuDU BUSANI-DUBE

“ALC
WCn[ b&Ck the
[ ve ME this address.
1 «why aré you loo
stion!
er throat.
tions to ask her. It's personal,” she says.

Tnal que
She CICarS h

nI have ques
o think I've seen you somewhere,” he says.

Of course he's seen her somewhere. Everybody has. She doesn't
ut things have become creepy very quickly in here.

ond b
resp soon he’ll start acting up.

Shlangu is getting restless,

“No, she used to rent one of the rooms here. She moved out.”
There's a look of disappointment on her face.

awhat do you want from her?”

There's silence.
The limping man is back. They’re both waiting for an answer.

sshe said I looked like her daughter,” Gugu says.

She catches the two men looking at each other. Her instinct tells her
that coming here alone was a mistake, especially since no one knows
where she is. She left her phone in the car charging too.

“I heard she moved to Zola,” Mashego says.

The two men look at each other again and she’s trying to read their
body language, hoping it will tell her that they are harmless.

“Are you talking about a woman with grey hair, short and slim?” asks
the guy with the limp.

She nods. Yes, that’s her, short and tiny, just like Gugu, but there was
no resemblance other than that. They look totally different.

“We can go to Zola with you,” Mashego says.

. She’s tempted but also skeptical. She’s not about to get into her car
With men she doesn’t know but this is the only lead she has, the only hope
ofever finding out who her mother is.
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door. T :
r. The knock gets more aggressiy,
: :

7 ignore it.
ey o shouts.

“What?” Masheg

tside.
buy, a voice om oU

says fr

“I need to e limping e

“Go to the back!” yells
He keeps knocking. '
“Shit! These people!” Mashego 15 annoyed: .

¢ 2" he asks the limping man.

“Do you have some on you :
Heon);ds and pulls out 2 small square—shaped thing wrapped iy %

piece of newspaper from his pocket. .
The door is opened and a young man wearing a cap and sunglasee

walks in. She looks at him briefly but he doesn't look at her.

An alarm goes off. It’s Gugu’s car.

“Pll be back in a week;” she says, standing up.

“No?” Mashego says. But she’s already out the door.

She probably knows what’s wrapped in that newspaper. Gugu may be
a famous tycoon’s wife now but she knows the streets.

She moved to Durban after high school to study at what used to be
called ML Sultan Technikon. She became too excited and got caught up
in the life. The parties, the nightclubs, the flashy men and clothes, the fast
life and the consequences of it.
weﬂ{:(;?:n h;;v 2:;1);:11;5 t;i ﬁ.ﬂish her t}.lre.e—year diploma in between a

e 0 cnlal and a criminal from Chesterville.

she finished studying, she packed and went to Joburg with
no plan whatsoever, All she wanted dgrapl
b e ed was to start on a clean slate where

She ended up in f; !
chicken or beef::llt)n;r1 thig\iy:scabm aisles, asking people if they wanted

where she met Nqoba.

She walks arq
und t .
he car trying to figure out what triggered the
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finds nothing.
ady afternoon and the Soweto traffic is hectic at this time of

and buses and people are all over the place. As she tries to
hrough the overcrowded township, all that's on her mind

arm but
t’s alre
theday. To<1°
cave her WaY t

js what just happened.
ghe’s more confused and hopeless than she was when she arrived

here- Maybe she'll come back, maybe she won't.
«Mama, was that malume’s home?” Shlangu asks.
He's not his usual hyperactive self today, probably because he has no

where he is and why.

idea
o malume there.” she says dismissively.

“No, there was i
He leans back in the chair.

«gut malume was there. I saw him. He was buying something from

that man,” he says.

Oh well, kids call every man who is not their father “uncle”

s a cultural thing. They are taught that when they are young because
it's not right to call an adult person by name. But Zulu children only use

the term malume with people they know, and Nkangala is always careful.
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ing to marry.
and everybody Jaughing at him, par-

«pyE FOUND THE girl I'm go
ship for more thana

He remembers saying that :
ticularly because he couldn’t hold down 2 relation

month.

On top of that, they all told him he was too young.
ot of people see him s ai unapologetic playboy, a heartbreaker
itting to one woman.

He was once asked in 2 media interview what kind of woman
it would take to “pin him down”. They expected him to laugh when
wering that question but shockingly, he became intense.

“I don’t think she exists,” he said.

He pulls the drawstring together,
around his head and wrinkles his face, It’s th
he got home at 12am.

; He is the type that enjoys being alone and he’s be
His :Imthers know. that and they give him his space when he needs it-
H: ::{:i:ne sip from the mug and frowns. His coffee is cold.

up, walks to the kitchen and switches on the kettle.

Al
who has a problem comm

ans
so hard that the hoodie tightens
e first thing he put 0 when

en alone a lot Jately.
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This is his third cup in the past two hours,
Nobody understands his love for expensive raw coffee, when i
A and where it came from but s been there for years. s

He has the smallest house compa g
iR | pared to all of them. It’s a single-

He h'ates d(l)uble—-storeys_. Contrary to his die-hard adrenalin junkie
personahty, he is afraid of heights.

The f:)nlY reason he didn't follow her inside that bus on that day was
because it was a double-decker and she went to sit at the top.

He did try, he put one foot in but pulled back.

He had seen her three times before, so he was sure he'd see her again.
That must be why he didn't try harder, he thought hed get another
chance at it.

He could still see her through the bus window from where he was
standing as it drove off. She sat down, leaned with her shoulder on the
window and opened a book.

She was his kind of woman. If only she knew that, or knew him.

He's having his coffee black with two drops of honey and a sprinkle
of fine cinnamon. He makes up these recipes as he goes along. The smell
fills up the whole house. It smells better than any perfume.

He walks back to his desk and adjusts the lamp before sitting down.

He got this desk from Amanda for his birthday years ago, custom
made to accommodate his height.

He placed it right next to the bookshelf.

The last time she was here Mahlomu left with three of his books, two
he hadn't even started reading. It's always been like that. He buys books,
she steals them and then comes back to complain about how bad they are.

His answers are always along the lines of, “It can’t be that bad if you
read and finished it”

He slams the laptop shut and leans back on the chair, with his hands
behind his head.

He closes his eyes and a picture of her from years ago appears again.
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e, every day. He found it attractiye tha

She walked alone, every day. H " the Ueyy,
but she neyey 2 liy

Sometimes shed buy an apple or a banana, but she TR

ate the
¢ m
immediately. Shed toss them in her bag, smile and walk on.

walked past those women selling fruit on the pavement Witho

Three of those women have since died. He wonders if s
them. He thought once about asking her about them },
mind because really, what was he going to say?

He has watched her change over the years and he doe
changed for the better or worse. He believes he could h
differently, he could have protected her from a lot, kept h
of it and made her life easier.

It is the burden that he hates the most, the whole |
carries on her shoulders and knowing it is them who
things they have forced her to do to keep this family tog

Maybe he could have saved her from a]] of it had he
that emergency trip to Port Shepstone, the greatest reg

He was away for four days trying to negotiate spa
had been long since he had spent time outside noig
being in Mkholombe gave him peace and quiet, and

The whole time, all he could think about was h
just walk up to her and ask he
for him, his naturally smooth get him whatever he
wanted. But this one, she read books and greeted strangers and bought
fruit from street vendors she didn't knoy, She seemed comfortable with
herself, she walked Jike she was,

She was simple and reseryed.
love,

By the time he hag Packed to come back to Joburg, he had thought
and decided it vyag NOW or never,

OW up the next day nor the next nor the next... not
even at the byg Stop where he haq seen h

er once before on that day when
taxi drivers were op strike,

he remembm
Ut changey hig

SNt know ifshe
ave done thip,
€T away frop, all

0ad of it thy she
Put it there, the
ether.

Dot agreed to tak,
ret of his life,

Ce on that royte, ¢
Y chaotic Joburg so
time to think,

ow he was going to

I to be his woman. It had always been easy

tongue could always

She was what he wanted to know and
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o Was stationed at Faraday taxi rank byt he knew she didn't live on

¢ side of town.
tha e waited €very day hoping shed find her way to him, but she didnt

stead she found her way to ‘his brother, and of all of them, the one whc;
asthe most incapable of loving.

gefore that night at that hospital, the first time she met all of them,
he had Jistened to Mghele talk about his new girl he couldn’t go a day
without seeing.

Thered be jokes about how the first thing she bought when she arrived
ot his house in Naturena was a microwave. It was a funny one because
his ex, whom he had put through the most in the two years they were
ogether, took the microwave with her when she got tired and left him.

And when he finally met the microwave girl, he was angry. He was
angry at his brother for even meeting her and talking to her and choosing
her to be one of his casualties.

And then when he stopped being angry he started resenting her for
coming between them. For making him feel the way he felt towards the
brother who raised him, the one who taught him how to tie his shoelaces
and how to fold a slice of bread without smudging the peanut butter on
his hand.

He loved them both in different ways, yet their love, as beautiful
and strong as it was, was the source of his bitterness. But it was pointless
entertaining all those feelings, it was pointless because even if his brother
had turned her into one of his casualties, there was no way he could pick
her up and fix her and make her his after that. He would have had to let

her go anyway.

He accepted she wasn’t going anywhere when Nkosana decided to

trust her with his children.

Many years later, he finally made the mistake he had fought the
hardest to avoid making. He shouldn’t have told her the truth because
n;aw here he is, fighting again, trying to find what he can’t have in random
Places,
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He's been avoiding the calls for the past few days because h¢ ths
things would get better, but she’s here now, trying to find Somﬂhinl;gh‘
him that he can never give her. In

She stands at the door for a few seconds and looks at him bEfOre 4
walks in, slowly. She throws her handbag on the small table ang Walkste
the bar, This is not how they usually behave. 0

Normally she would have found him at tl}e door already waitj,, i
a glass of wine. Shed have snatched it from his han.d and walked pag hiny
straight to the bar while teasing him about reading yet another bOTing
book.

She is bubbly, unpredictable and edgy. She says what she wants ¢, o
and goes where she wants to go. That's the side of her he loves,

He loves that he can't control her. He can't tame her and he cart (g
anyone about her, and that’s why they work so well together. She is th
shield that protects him from being found out.

With her, he can be everything he is not.

“Are you okay?” she asks.

“I could be better,” he says.

They try not to go into conversations about feelings and empathy.
She spins the bar stool around so she’s facing him and he knows its
coming.
“Do you want to talk about it?” she asks.

No, but he closes his eyes and pulls her to his chest.
“You can talk to me, Mqoqi.”

He can’t, not this time.

They are close, despite their decision to keep feelings out of whatever
it is they are doing. But family is a sensitive subject. What is happening is

a sensitive subject. They try not to go there when they are together, as if
in denial about the real world around them.

He takes her hand and places it on his sweatpants.

T SO |
“This is the conversation you want us to have?” she asks, grabbing his |
erect penis.
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ul ]“_‘L'd ”. I
.- different when one q
Always diffe of them needs it compared to ywh
en

IS she was here last week, in tears and in need, d
ed. Today it is hi
m

ey want it:

jsin need: ,
for that, don't you think?” she asks.

hat statement could possibly be followed by her reject;
does sometimes and he respects that. jecting

s too hot

He knows t
., which she
«7d pick you up and carry you all the way there but I'm not that young

am-mﬂfe-"" he says, pulling her by arm to the door leading to the indoor

00].
P He stands behind her at the edge of the pool and pulls her oversized

fop OVEr her head.

She's 5O beautiful, so perfect with those long braids and perfectly
carved shoulders. She knows he always goes for her hair first, and she
it for him. They are thin but heavy. He unhooks her bra and throws it
1o the floor next to the top.

She waits for it. She knows the routine. Her back is his other obsession.

He always starts from the shoulders down and by the time he takes off

whatever she is wearing on her lower body, he is on his knees.

“You own bum shorts?”
She turns around and looks down at him behind her. She knows that

was a sarcastic question.

“They come out of the closet now and again, especially when I have
toleave my house at lam to attend to people’s needs,” she says and laughs.

‘Alter ego?”

“You know her better than anyone,” she says.

There’s nothing else to take off after the shorts.

“You drove all the way here with no panties on?”

“Are you complaining?”

No, he is not, not with that scent pulling him to her s
::‘t“;s '0kiss her allthe way down her back to the back of her thg

isbody is far past that, it wants what it wants and it wants it n

houlders. He
hs again
ow. He
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t she grabs his hand and places j o8
G

- to face him bu
o rn her to face o o
tries to tu der in his hand. How is it thay Won

left breast. It is warm, full and ten

i i tha
have so many things on their body

t can drive a man crazy wig,
: 5. '
v do they smell so good and why is their skip, a]""'ayg

a simple touch? Wh
50 soft and tender?
to fuck he

mﬁ?:h;:anZdy. So he runs a hand up her inner thigh. It is warp %
moist and wakes up every feeling in him. .

“Uh uh, not yet...” she whispers when he pushes her thighs apart ang
tries to slip in from behind.

“When? Let me feel it”

She doesn'’t speak but pushes his hand deeper and places hjs finger
on her clit.

“Touch it first,” she says.

Why is she trying to give him a heart attack?

“You have to make me come before I let you in,” she murmurs,

She can't do this!

“Please, I'm begging!” he says.

She is satisfied with herself, seeing him beg.

“I'll let you in if you fuck me the way I want”

She turns around to face him,

“What do you want?”

“I want the daredevil biker, not the book reader”
ear,

Her braids are the first to land on
and wide-open legs. She thinks hes
her what she asked for,

“Look at me,
inside her,

He : :
L pulls the braids when she doesn't, she squirms and opens her legs

“Tsaid look at me”

r and he wants to do it now, but she won’t let b

she whispers in his

the pool table followed by her back
about to fuck her, but he first gives

look into my eyes,” he says, pushing two fingers deep
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she does, briefly, before he pulls her up and places her agai

| She grabs his penis but he’s not there Yet. He pushes her E;]:St 'lhe
e wall and places her thighs on his shoulders, vagina in his facf :rri‘ti:
her inner thighs rubbing on his cheeks, Now he’s going to make her come
with his tongue. :

He lets go when her grip gets tighter around his neck and pulls her
to her feet.

“Trying to kill me, are you?” he whispers in her ear.

She doesn't speak; just turns around with her back on him and opens
her legs wide. She wants him now and he’s about to fuck her like there’s

o tomOrrow.

They are both lying on their backs on the floor.
She’s using his hoodie as a pillow.
“I think I'll stick with the book-reading guy next time,” she says.
“I gave you what you asked for” ;
“You're an animal, Mqoqi, with four legs and a tail. That’s what you

»

are.
He wouldn't call what they are doing cuddling but he likes the smell

of her after sex, her perfume mixed with his sweat. Her braids are messy
and tickling his chest.

She’s comfortable around him. She walks around naked so comfortably
youd swear he is the only man she’s with.

“New perfume,” he asks.

“New business venture,” she says, her face beaming with pride.

She’s a risk taker, naturally.

He raises his eyebrows.

She knows what he wants to say, so she rolls her eyes and throws her
lace bra at him, She likes going into new ventures when shes bored or
Worried about not doing anything for herself. But he doesn’t understand
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why. He thinks she’s done pretty well for herself.
But then, they've been doing this for years. One would haye

it to develop into something more with time but that woylg chqed

everything, wouldn't it?
They are so in control of it that they have no problem staying o

from each other when needs be.

He ran to her after the Amanda thing and she didn’t hesitate to e, .
him that she had told him so. She never trusted that girl from h,
There was just something about her that she found to be Missing,

There was something missing in their relationship too and she gig
tell him that.

She said: “I think you are lying to yourself. You don't love that gjrj»

\ He never gave her a straight answer but he was determined to settle.
~ Amanda was everything he wanted in a substitute for the woman he really
v e she was the total opposite of her.

tried to turn her into that woman. In fact, he loved that she
of her. She fed his hunger for adrenalin in the bedroom
t understand.

time, when they were inside each other, he felt like her
by something. It turned him on. It woke up the

d who she really was, all pieces of the puzzle
ckly.

that their sex wasn't about pleasure or love at

of her with a gun in his hand was the

even a single tear came out of her
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d‘séhe looked at him in the eye, as if daring him to do something.
He kept asking, “Why me?”
“Go ahead. Kill me like your brother did my sister.”

ghe kept S2¥ing
He felt he owed it to his brother to get rid of her for good. But also,

ihey made a pact in the beginning. There were rules they vowed to abide
¢

tever the circumstances.

wha
oF the girl he once tried very hard to love.

Ghe was also
She picks up the torn condom wrapper and tosses it in the bin.

<[ have to go back to KZN tomorrow. I don’t understand why he hates
the Joburg house s0 much,” she says, pulling up her shorts.

He's standing in front of her with his arms folded. He's still naked.

«p]l see you next Saturday,” she says, grabbing her car keys.

He frowns.
“Hlomu is my friend, Mqogi. Of course I'm coming to her mother’s

“I know but...” he says and shrugs.

She never sleeps over, just as they never go to lunches, dinners or
social events together. They don't do that kind of stuff because... what
would her man say?

“Call me if you need me. I'll probably arrive in KwaMashu on Friday
and don’t worry, I'll be well-behaved little me throughout,” she says.

As soon as the door closes behind her, he changes into a tracksuit and
sneakers. It's 3am. He has to be in Muldersdrift by 4am and this trash of
aman is still knocked out in the other room, blindfolded with his hands
tied behind his back. He pulls up a chair, sits and looks down at the man
lying on the floor. Not even the cold tiles have brought his bloody ass
back to consciousness.

He knows men like him. He’s met a lot of them and they disgust the
shit out of him,

. That they had to go all the way to Mpumalanga, with Nkangala driving
like a bloody snail, to fetch this shitface and bring him here instead of
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dealing with him there and then is what annoyed him the mqg
»a

of his afternoon and evening.
He waits, nothing happens, §0 he goes to the kitchen and com
€s

with a jug of cold water. He doesn't immediately pour it over hig pi "
: . e . , "

watches him and tries t0 imagine what his face will look like o & K,

€n h

3

es him here.

opens his eyes and se
the blindfolds first and untie the rope trouy

He decides to remove

his wrists.

He lights a cigarette, counts to three and empties the jug oy

man's head. He watches him gulp and try to jump to his feet. ‘ the
as calm as can be.

“You're not dead yet?” he says,
«Where am 12" the man asks, looking around the room for a dogy
or

window or a hole to escape.

The pain on his back and face sends him back to the floor. Mg
roughed him up before throwing himin the Jeep and sticking Ch]orofm:]
up his nose. Drugging him was Nkangala's idea. Mqoqi could have just
beaten him unconscious and driven with him on the backseat, and if
he woke up on the way, heid have beaten him unconscious again and
continued driving. But he had to bring him here alive. That’s what his

brother told him to do.
“Get up, let’s go,” Mqoqi says,

cigarette out the small window.
The man stays put, completely awake but wondering how he ended

up here and where he is. His hands are untied, so he decides totry to fight
his way out but a single punch Jands him back on the floor.
“Ngithe asambe wena nja! Get yourself up, [ don't have all day”
The man staggers up and follows, assuming there is a gun somewhere
and realising that he has been kidnapped for a reason he does not know
. It must be one of the teachers at his school trying to get rid of him, he
tl'.lmks. It happens, maybe someone he got fired or someone who wanls
his position, probably that damn woman who Jooks down on everyor
because she has two Masters degrees. She could get any job she wants but

standing up and throwing the stump of

‘ \
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¢ insists On undermining him at his own school.
He has nothing on him, not his cellphone, not his wallet. The only
. he remembers was getting out of his car to pee on the side of the
dand somebody choking him.
s already 3.30am. Mqoqi has only 30 minutes to drive from
Bedfordview 10 Muldersdrift.
«Okay, we're late so this is our ride;” he says, pointing to the bike and
: gon his helmet. _
The man looks at him and then at the bike. For a moment it looks like i
he's going (o run, but that would be pointless and he knows it. ;
“Hop on and hold on to me. You let go, you die. And no helmet for
you- :
Mgogi’s phone beeps. It’s an SMS.
“Don’t put him on the bike.”
“Why not?” he replies.
“Mgoqi!”
Irritated, he puts his phone in his jacket pocket, takes off his helmet
and tells the man to get in the car. :
“Do you want some ice cream?” he asks the man.
As shocked as he is by this strange question, the man shakes his head.
“Chicken?”
The man shakes his head again.
Mqogi shrugs and says, “Okay.”
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THIS THATCH CHAIR has been a subject of debate for th
time.

Qhawe argues it is a garden chair and therefore shoul
outside on the balcony. Nkosana doesn’t care. Mghele says
a chair, they don’t come with names and Sambulo sits on it
smokes his weed because it has wide, flat armrests where he ca
Rizla and lighter and relax.

It’s one of the many items of furniture that were randomly bought
because they had to sit somewhere when they were here.

There’s a couch from Xolie’s old house, which she believes is stil j
in the storeroom, and a fridge they used to keep in the office. Mpande |
brought some of his stuff here, including a bed when he had to move |
houses because of Gwen, and Nqoba arrived with a pool table one day. |
The rest of the stuff, they don’t remember when and where it came from. |

He grabs the thatch chair from the far corner in the dining room:
drags it across the passage and all the way to the last door on the left

The key is placed on the small square table just next to the door. .

He feels his presence the moment he walks in, a man breathing har®

3 Lo
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(errified and confused, probably already shat in his pants and
gb"io_ W ey prayer he could come up with,
pas Sﬂddoes it ;mmediately switch on the light but he knows this room by

Joesnt s€€ the man but he knows exactly where he is.
e

hea:t}. {khabela," he says.
no response except the sound of a chain rattling and a groan.

re’s : o o .
;hedrags the thatch chair across the floor until it is placed directly in
e

at of the mans . i
fro He walks back to the door, locks it and turns on the light.

apikhabela,” he says again.

The man raises his eyes and watches as he walks towards him, his
hands behind his back. The chain rattles again when he moves his feet.
He tried to put up a struggle when Mqogqi cuffed his ankles to the
chairand when that didn’t work, he cried and begged and asked questions
but got no answers.

He's been sitting here for an hour, tied to a chair, alone in the dark and
he doesn't even know why.

«Djid he put you on the bike?” he says, inspecting his face and body.

The man doesn’t answer.

“Nah, he didn’t. You found him in a good mood.”

There’s complete silence as Qhawe rubs his hands together, leans back
on the chair, leans forward to look Mkhabela in the eye and leans back
again.

He's not carrying any weapon, just a bottle of beer and a small packet
of peanuts that he keeps popping in his mouth. He takes a deep breath
and places the peanuts and beer on the floor before he speaks.

“Where were you going, Mkhabela?”

Mkhabela moves his feet again and the chain rattles.

They found him on the N12. He had already passed Nelspruit and
Was approaching Machadodorp when he stopped to take a piss. They had
been following him and knew he was driving to Rustenburg somewhere
1o meet with his kind.
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Mkhabela hasn't answered any of the questions, probably beCaus
knows they are rhetoric. Che

He has done many dodgy things in his life and he still ispy Sure oy
one of them has landed him here. ch

“Where did you tell your wife you were going? Huh? Dg you i
what I told my wife?” oy

Mkhabela shakes his head.

“[ left my house at 4am. I said 1 was going to a meej;
Bloemfontein and it’s a Saturday, imagine. I put on this shirt, 4 Whi]:
fucking shirt with buttons and a blazer and smart shoes to come here EI
left my two children sleeping. I can’t even have breakfast with them <;n
a Saturday morning because you are here, testing me. My wife hyg beey
out there in the North West for two days because her father is sick. Now
Mkhabela, can you understand my frustration?” ;

Mkhabela is lost. All he can think about is why this is happening to
him.
“Why are you doing this? What did I do to you?” he asks. The fear
his voice doesn’t deter Qhawe as he unbuttons his cuffs and rolls up hjs
sleeves.

“How am I supposed to talk to you, answer your questions, while I'm
tied to a chair?” Mkhabela asks sullenly.

Qhawe raises his eyes and stares at him.

“I can untie you. I don’t have a problem with that, Mkhabela. All I
want is for you to die with honour, seated on a chair instead of on the
| floor. I can untie you and we can fight like men but I don’t want your
: blood on my shirt. How will I explain that to my wife?”

Mkhabela must have heard the words “die in with honour” and lost it
because now he is screaming like a mad man and rattling that chain like
crazy.

Qhawe watches and waits and when it doesn't stop, he taps his kne¢
and tells him to shut up.

“Tasked you where you were going, Mkhabela. Where? The teachers

__4

Scanned with CamScanner



P e

DupU BUSANI-DUBE

ace? For the whole weekend?” he asks.
nly now, after this question that it dawns on Mkhabela who he
with. He had been confused, cracking his head trying to figure
his person was, and now it’s all clear.

confere
Its 0
js dealing

out who't o
«] know who you are. I know you.

«Yes, you do. S0 what?” Qhawe says.

They met on the day he went to do a talk with the boys. He seemed
Jike a great man, which is why Qhawe is even more pissed off.

«pid she set you up to this? She sent you to kill me?”

Qhawe looks at him and frowns. He is already irritated by this man
and it suddenly feels like letting Mqoqi deal with him would have been
better.

“No, nobody sent me to kill you. Nobody sends me anywhere. You
prought yourself here by taking those pictures. Is this something you do?
How? Do you target the kids who don't have parents? The ones that are
poor or do you randomly call girls to your office and ask them to pick up
something from the floor while taking pictures of their thighs and butts?”

Well, actually that’s how it started, but then it escalated to him showing
up at young girls’ homes with a bag of this and that and convincing
whoever he found there that he came because he was worried and wanted
to help.

Initially Nonjiko wasn’t one of his targets. She was too much of a late
bloomer, a smart child, yes, always top of her class but downright boring
with that flat chest and clueless face. All the girls her age were already
ripe and round at the bottom while she still walked like a bloody boy with
that long skirt. It was even more annoying to him that she was always
being smothered by that pompous woman who keeps selling children
false hope, telling them they could go off and do bigger things and be
better than him.

But Noni, as everyone calls her, came back to school this year looking
nothing like she did last year, curves everywhere, thick thighs, plump
cheeks and a shorter skirt. She’s now over 16 too so maybe if he had
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asked nicely, she would have said yes 10 him. That'’s what he thollght S
wouldn't be the first. | .
Hed find her with his €y€s among the hundreds of kids at ik

» n
rade 11A class, hed peep lhro‘lng

When he walked past the .(} B
nd prelend 1o be checking if the kids were beha"ing,ju%

f her pretty face.
Miss Montsho or ""hateve,h
o

mething about her fath,
r

assembly.
the window 2

he could get 2 glimpse ©
He held on for a while but then
asked for two days off; s0

married surname is,
being sick- i
y and drove straight to Noni’s home %

He grabbed the opportunit :
school. He found her in the kitchen openinga tin of fish, her gran dmoth

slouched on the sofa looking like she was never going to get up. He greeteg
r facing the TV.

her and sat on @ chai
Noni was obviously not planning to Jeave the house that evenip
because she was already in her pyjamas although it wasn’t yet dari

' outside. He stared at her and only spoke when her grandmother askeq
him to what did they owe his visit.

“[ do this with all my students, particularly the ones that I know are
vulnerable. The department wants us to keep records of all the children
who are living on social grant s0 that it can intervene if any help is needed. |
As you know, we are 3 no-fee school,” he said. I

Noni found it strange that she had struggled through her first two
iem of high school and the principal had never showed up, but now that

er father, who she has never met or spoken to sends more th i
money through Shopri i T |
ey oprite every month, the principal decid ‘

“We are fine, thank you. My father gi B0k s |

. ives u .
thingh we need,” Noni said politely. : R
€ response was
Mo not what he expected and their hostility didn’t make
easy for him so he thanked th
em and left. But he wasn't going °

let it go. He had
ctur .
about all the i*,ixmla_)_i es of many girls but Noni was the one he thought

He offered he:
r a lift home once but she said she was going © Miss

: i
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. house 10 look after her daughter.

Moﬂts 1lowfd her to the clinic on another occasion but she didn’t
He fo arked outside her house at night sometimes, hoping that
him- H;}corﬂe outside so he could catch a glimpse of her. And

payDe ShejuS[ before those men grabbed him, he had been thinking

e

¢ her the whole drive.

erd
abott 4 now he is here, all because of her and he didn’t even get to take
Af‘ e. He believes it was Miss Montsho who set these people on

i ows they are related.

. hekn
:Ih :ill resign. [ will leave the school on Monday. I will send the letter

the department 1 Mo
to That's all he can come up with. He is trying to bargain because

xplaining himself would be fruitless. He has figured that this man sitting
in front of him is obviously crazy.

“No, let’s talk about you stalking a 16-year-old girl. What were you

ing to do? Rape her?”

He rattles the chain again, out of panic this time.

«fye never touched her!” he says.

Qhawe shakes his head and rubs the palms of his hands together.

“Don't tell me about leaving the school, Mkhabela, because I know it
sonit stop you. So I can't let you go back out there and continue because
then I'm going to have to go through the trouble of finding you again and
bringing you here”

He pauses and leans back on the chair again.

“And I don't like killing old men. They die too quickly. You press a
pillow over their faces and count to six and they are gone. Mkhabela, I
don't have time for that. I'm tired of that shit. I have kids and a crazy wife.”

He stops talking and sighs.

- “There was Zandile’s father, there was Carol, and now it is you...?”

“Thave children too,” Mkhabela says. He is pleading now. He is trying
10 negotiate for his life to be spared so he can go back home and destroy
everything, all the pictures and WhatsApp messages he’s been sending
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to girls. How he explains his sudden decision to resign to hig

z \vjfe :

something he will come up with ]ater on. i by iy

“No. You don't have chi“ldren. If you did, you wouldyy, be m .
with other people’s children.

The crying and pleading starts again but all Qhawe o, is v
picks up his beer, takes a sip and puts it back on the floor.

“Would you like something to eat?” he asks when Mkhabe], ﬁnalj,,
stops crying.

“Please let me go home. People will be looking for me. The Police ,.;
look for me and what do you think is going to happen? ¢t me go, 1y
never speak to her again. I will leave Nkomazi”

Now he is trying to negotiate again but Qhawe stands UP an Jegye,
the room. He comes back carrying a long, black sock in one hang and
golf ball in the other,

He sits down on the thatch chair, puts the ball inside the sock and
waves it in the air three times before it lands between Mkhabelg eyes.
The ‘helicopter’ is always the last step. Normally it kills you immedjately if
it lands in the right place. He opens the sock, takes out the golf ball, 1ooks
atit carefully and puts it back i, The ‘helicopter’ takes off again and lands
on Mkhabela’s forehead this time,

Complete silence,

He picks up his beer and the empty packet of nuts and leaves the
room. He nods when he bumps into Nkangala at the door.

He had left his phone in the car, on purpose, There are numerous

missed calls but an Mg from Naledi is the first thing he opens.
We have q problem, it reads.
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SIBLINGS WILL TEST the shit out of you.

These are people you love. No matter how bad they are, the blood
that connects you will never allow you to hate them. You think, well, my
sister is 2 mess and I don’t want to deal with her. You believe that, until
someone puts their hands on her and you find yourself brawling and
throwing things at that person. That’s how siblings are. You'll find them
chasing each other down the street with bricks and if you dare try to take

a side, they both turn against you and end up chasing you with bricks,
together.

It’s always been like that with the Montsho sisters.

Qhawe once told Mghele that Tshedi is his biggest fan and she loves
his money but if he dared hurt Naledi and she found out, shed burn him
alive,

Naledi, Tshedi, Omphi and Lesedi may fight often and be estranged
from each other, but they have been united through and through in their
resentment for Sello. He is family by virtue of co-creating those two girls,
but if he disappeared one day, they wouldn't report him missing.

“Pour me another glass;” Tshedi says. She's been pacing up and down
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herselfalthough there are three R

el talking t© :

this room, mad as I

people here.  palf-empty b

i grabs th
Omphi grabs ! |
p e scaleind coffee mug: S

ottle of Viceroy from the oy
- : 1
he throws 111 some ice and wag,,
and

pours a Jarg
hands it to her. )
«rm done. This is it,” she say

They've resorted t0]
ow. It seems to them
ment iS some

s takes a Sip and looks at all of ther,
because they have no ide, i
that she’s made up her mind, by tha

to say to her n thing they wish could be €rageg

drama that led to this mO
history. .
frO”:Bllt Ts}fe 4i. [ think you should go out there 'arld you know. .
“No, Naledi, she’s not going out there like this. She must calm dowy
a little,” Lesedi says.
When Tshedi barge

what they were about to hear.
Its been a month since Sello’s father died. It was sudden apg

unexpected because he wasn't even that old.
By the time the day of the funeral arrived, Tshedi had shed a fey

kilograms, in just that week. The day she had dreaded and feared since
she married her husband had come, and it ambushed her.

She blamed her procrastinating nature. That ‘now is not the right
time’ thing that she always uses as an excuse.

; She knew from the beginning that she wasn't cut out for this, that she
didn't want it but she went ahead with the belief that she would get out
eventually, when the time was right.

dl:’»ut t.h.en she got comfortable. Her life was great. Sello’s infidelity
and inability to respect his vows allowed her the i
e opportunity to also be
She had the best of b |
ove i oth worlds, a man who provided security but no
an who had love ¢
€ to offer and nothing else.

Maradona was he
r first love, 8
want for her but he was what :Ii:j:a::; t exaCﬂY i, famny s

d in here at 5am, none of them were prepared fq,
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when she was in matric during one of the few times they

e.
¢ o had grown upin Mafikengand hein the village. He was nicknamed

- pecause of his outstanding soccer skills. He was a celebrity

Mar?down right, which is perhaps why he had enough confidence to
in his © a Montsho girl and declare his love for her.

aPPrOiV as 4 Tare thing to randomly run into any member of the royal
e articularly the girls, in the village.

d behind the high walls whenever they visited the village,
y so because they had everything in there and didn’t need

stuff or make a living like normal people.

to allow herself to be hidden from the
be spotted at a Jocal hair salon
b the

ily, P

They staye
understandabl
out to get
But Tshedi wasnt going
and so NOW and again she would
d the Maradonas of this world were able to gra

to g0

world,
of Supermarket an
opporfuniw-

He was that boy
everyone in the village. Whenever Tshedi came
give it to her for free and offer to walk her to wherever she was going,
the store in the care of his friends who would steal whatever they

who worked at the local general dealer and knew
to buy something, hed

Jeaving

could before he came back.
His desperation was also abused by Tshedi’s cousins. Theyd come to

the store and demand free stuff, promising to soften up Tshedi for him.

When the store owner found out, he chased him down the street with
a sjambok and it so happened that Tshedi was at the salon next door,
watching all of it.

Theres a knock. It's Mmenkwe.

“Are they still here?” Lesedi asks.

“Yes and I dor’t think they are leaving any time soon. Tshedi, why are
Yoo doing this? Do you have any idea what this will do to your father’s
image? Do you have any idea?”

She pours what's left of her drink
storms out of the room, pushing Mmenkwe

down her throat and furiously
out of the way while at it.
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They all look at each other, unsure of what tg do
Untj)
She

screaming at the top of her voice. "

“I'said I'm not going there! Did I not say that, Sello? Did} 4
that? Why are you here?”

She’s the only one standing. There are about 1¢ men jn ,
including Qhawe who drove like a maniac from Gautep,
something bad had happened. He was the first person Ntate ca;][
he realised things were about to get even more hectic, byt he hag A
to commit so he missed his calls. ey

They have a father-son relationship. It didn't start wel] by thats
they are now, at a place where Ntate trusts him with his daughters a::

t

10t t,

Yoy

e "-"u
edy,

involves him in family matters.

“Tshedi, sit down please...”

“No, Ntate, I'm not giving up my life to move to the village 1, be
Sello's trophy! That's what I've always been to him. He marrieq me foy
this!” she shouts.

Her sisters are now standing in the kitchen, unsure of what is €xpected
of them. ,

“But... you've known all along that you were going to have to do this
I don't understand why we are having this drama now;” Sello’s uncle says, :

They've always adored Tshedi, the whole family. In fact, she was

chosen for him by them. They did all the groundwork and all Sello had o
do was impress her father so he could give him his blessing.

Well, neither Tshedi nor Ntate were aware of this in the beginning but
by the time Tshedi figured it out, she was in too deep.

“You know, Sello, I always thought you were going be man enough
to leave me for your mistress one day, before all of this. But no, instead
you're here asking me to give up everything for you? No, Sello, not after
the way you treated me all these years.”

Sello is sitting quietly next to Qhawe, with his arms folded.

He arrived here two hours after Tshedi, looking like the world had

just crashed down on him,
76 |
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4 of this week he will be ordained as chief, replacing his

At [he en
father: ar a5 he knew, all he had to do was tell Tshedi the date and shed
As e did not discuss it with her, he had started

cking: Although h
w estate agents about selling their house in Bloemfontein.

thing that needed to be discussed, that it was

gtart P2

gtoafe
tHe gt that it wasn't S0

govious &YW’
Two private
girls. All they have !
So when he cam
o with pleasur

the sofa, sipping coffee.
m in their house and found everything to be

schools back in Polokwane have already accepted the

o do is show up next Monday.

¢ back home yesterday after a business trip that had

poretod ¢ than business, he was shocked to find his wife

relaxed on
He checked every 100

exactly as he left it.
“Tshedi, the trucks will b

packing?” he asked.

e here early in the morning. Why haven't

you start ed

No answer.
“Where are my kids?” he asked.

He always uses the term ‘my kid
finds it funny that he says it with such confidence.

“At school,” she said.

“I thought yesterday was their last day at t

He received no response to that.

“Where exactly are we going, Sello?”

He looked shocked.

“We're going home. What kind of question is that? You know the time
has come. What is wrong with you?”

It was that tone, that question that set her off high up to the roof.

Hes always known her to be outspoken, sometimes too much for his
comfort but he’s never known her as one with a fiery temper. He finds
her sense of humour attractive, but deep down hes always known that
somewhere under was a coal slowly turning into a flame.

s when referring to their girls. Tshedi

hat school,” Sello said.
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¢ with him she packed her childre, ot
e

n she was don

North West.
i is no

right now is there 15 queen and that

ife planned out. He's worked really harg s Not oy

the people he is supposed to lead. Clirg

main true to his heart.

tion to hurt Tshedi. He loves her toq

to my family now? Why are pg
Ople

drove home to the < 3
The situation
because he had his ]
family, his image to
But he also had tore
[t was never his inten
“What am 1 supposed to say
?” he asks.

]

going to sy
“] don't give a shit!”
“Tshedi!”
“No, Ntat

she shouts.

¢! No! It ends here and now! I want a divorce and [,
ant jt

now!”
Sello stands up and goes outside.

The men follow him.

Tshedi disappears somewhere.

Now it’s just Qhawe, Ntate and the sisters.

All along Naledi thought this was about Maradona, but now it ey
that i’s something that has been brewing for a long time. She’s only ever
seen Tshedi behaving like this twice and she knows there’s no goingb
from here. i

Maradona graduated recently. It was a big thing in the communify
:Itatc iaved about it, telling everyone that this young man was 2 tru;
h)‘::t]gei :js ‘:l:; it trli:eilant t(.) l?e ambitious. Little did he know what awails

< uvinr ;a ;, y FhlS is going to come out.

el tlCl "wth Sell.o.

Weve decided t;:tv'i‘ been discussing something.

if she doesn't want to go with us, it's fine, but *

are taking o i
4 g our children, It’s her choice”
ilence, M idiiil

Qhawe clears his throat.

‘T don't thin ;
1 -
fvolving the children in this is the right thin You
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 take them away from their mother” Qhawe says,
tural mediator but he’s torn between bein

He’s anal i ) g loya] to his . $
in-Jaw and sympathlsmg with Sello because he knows that if he waséth;.r
lll:J o5, hed do the same thing. in his
s il

ughe wants to leave me Qhawe;” Sello says,

ft sounds painful - the way he says it paints 2 picture of a pained man

They've never been close, just a few encounters that had everything to.
fowith the Montshos. But right now, he feels for him,

«pon’t make it more unpleasant by taking the kids;

«yes, don't make this even uglier!” Tshedi shouts.

she's back, with a cup in her hand.

The fact that she’s not sober makes it more difficult to reason with her.

“You want to take my kids? Well, guess what? They are not even yours,
Sello,” she says.

swhat?” Sello asks, looking shocked.

Omphi is the first to jump and pull Tshedi by hand.

“I said they are not yours! What the fuck do you think I was doing
when you were going around sticking your penis everywhere?”

She's shouting as her sisters drag her down the passage.

The tension in the room would need a sharp spear to cut it.

The confusion on Sello’s face is even worse.

“She’s just saying that, son, it's not true,” his uncle says, patting his
back.

“I know, Tshedi would never cheat on me, but what do I do now?”
Sello says.

Ntate stands up.
“Let me go talk to her. She’ll come around. She’s just overwhelmed

and scared of the responsibility that this comes with. But I don’t think
she'll hear me out with you still here. Zulu, please see them out, Ntate
says,

" Qhawe says,
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« / one?”
.»\re“;t:) [::;J:eggone. I need a strong drink afte, all
She quickly hands him a cup. . g .
He gobbles it down his throat without lookjng_ ,
“Urgh! What the hell is this? It tastes cheap”
“I don't know”
She picks up the bottle on the floor and hands it
“Viceroy? Where the heck did you get this thing
She shrugs. “Tshedi came with it
He throws it on the bed and rubs his forehead. She knows =
sign of frustration. i,

thig>

10 him,
?l)

‘T didn't mean to disturb your plans. I knoy You had 4, i
e Portyy

meeting;

“Don't worry about it. I was already on m
cancelled,” he lies and rubs the palms of his h

There’s a lot Naledi wants to say to him, but she knows j,
good mood and she thinks it must be al] the drama,

“So how long has Tshedi been cheating on her husband?”

Silence. This is a question she was not expecting,

“Tasked you a question, Naled;”

“I don’t know;” she says and folds her arms,

She knows it's been a while but she doesn’t know exactly when i
started or if they ever broke

thinks Qhawe is overreactin

Y way there by Lcalleg ad
ands together.

€ isn'tjp,

up when Sello came into the picture. But she
g because Tshedj is an adult and...
“So is this what you all do? Cheat on. . ”

“What? Qhawe, I am not Tshedi. What does this have to do withme”
“You knew and you kept quiet, Naled;”
She raises her arms,

« w
: What wag | Supposed to do? Sello was also cheating and we allkve
that”

“So?”

LS
What do You mean, ‘50'?”
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s and the three sisters walk in. Tshedi looks

0 611 . .
Jroo™ 1; rpbotllt of Viceroy and finds it still on the bed,
1he T. room for and sits next to Qhawe, arms folded. Qhawe
the e es
argl.lnd e rolls hfrn yf[hf.“‘ he has to go.
ty- * ofls @
‘Iﬂrd; pand €0 ngs at the school?” he asks. 3
W edis how 8¢ re behaving: The principal went on a course this
E'.:od the I‘IIL: ’ e will come back with something useful;” she says.
: efully
_]nrlt
fffl""ﬂd‘l 4 walks to the door. d. Hlomu said you were all
¥ enodsdh e in Durban next weeken omu said y
Jadie
.-l‘il se€ ) \“’: : od leaves the room.
[
if him " .
I Ldﬂ ]10“; yre“”Y not Sellos kids? Lesedi asks.
et
‘[_htdls ar
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AFTER A SQUABBLE over who should drive and what oy,
make more sense, Mpande lost the fight and took the whed ;:Oujd
everything to do with the fact that Mqoqi emerged from hi; hhAd
carrying a large cooler box. Ouse

Now, five hours later and about six episodes of stopping and ringz
side of the road, they take the turnoff to Nandi Drive.

on the
the kids and the wives are already here in KwaMasy

Everyone,

preparing for the big day tomorrow.
Hlomu and Langa had wanted to do this for the longest tine

celebrating their mother just for being herself and being everyones pillc
It had been months of planning, arguing over petty details and disagreeing
on where the party should be held.

Lethu was adamant that a posh venue outside the townshi
best option, to avoid “randoms” showing up and neighbourhood df“ﬂfs
embarrassing them in front of important guests. But knowing th;"
mother’s deep connection to the community, the twins insisted 002 s
marquee in the middle of the street so that is where the party i bzone

The brothers had planned to fly in on Friday morning but <"

pwaslhc
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ed church members coming to the house during the day, ang g,
nged immediately. ¢
anTth decided, probably to escape something

e to Gaba's house and only show up at G
§ oIl that was left was to slaughter the cows
whfgaba,s house is in B-Section, somewhere between 3

4 a shisanyama he owns. It stands out from 4 dista
an ple-storey on this street with bright lights,
d:;oﬂY' On either side of his mansion by town
?our,momed houses.

He bought a four-roomed house here and turned it into a five-
bedroom house, something most men in his line of work do because
going t0 bank to apply for a home loan to buy a house in the suburbs
is not an available option to them. They start their businesses from the
grouﬂd too, with cash and demeanour, and that’s it,

Gaba is one of those people who will never leave the township because
heis so rooted in the place and culture and the people that he could never
survive anywhere else. Here, everybody knows who he is and what he did
to get to where he is. It's no secret and it’s somewhat acceptable.

Aslong as whatever it is that he did to get here was done in Umbhlanga
Rocks or Ballito or Hillcrest, and the people it was done to werent draped
in melanin, it is acceptable here. It’s an unspoken truth that people like
Gaba are heroes. That’s how people view them. They take from people
who took. The people who wake up two hours after their children have
been bathed and taken to school. The people whose children are bathed
and fed and cradled by women who never see their own children get
ready for school because they have to leave their matchbox houses at the
tack of dawn to wipe floors in mansions. Gaba takes from those people,
Sometimes by brutal force, because something’s got to give, right? Theres
the word iphanta; it doesn’t mean a bad thing. It is used to refer to a man

who works v ery hard to succeed, by all means necessary. Gaba is one of
those.

entio”

I gain, that they would go

805 house in the evening

Lutheran church

nce. It’s the only
aluminjum gates and a
ship standards, are two

83

-

Scanned with CamScanner




IQUNGA

He parks his Golf 7 GTT just metres aWay from ¢
way for them to park inside. He gets out of hg o e Tivey,
assive Defender they're driving.  stang T
“Why are you all squashed in this car? yo,, cou]

rum. You are omageza anyway, he says, Peeping th, ave "
. 0
The response is a couple of swear wo u

k- Ny, %,
th!

d the . °

" and laygpgg, The, M“dc?:h

Y ;

coming out of the car.
“Come inside,” he says.
Its not negotiable. They know going ins; %

is a bad idea because it might just turn intq 5 Party, by ing Com,
in anyway. : theyf T,
Ollgy,
h

a-fld ett.

They are met at the door by a teena
He greets them but goes straight to

u“rhen d]d YO[] grow 0] tau?»
head. " Ngob

8¢ b()y Who a )

PPearg , 1.
MQhele f()r a han(;:haai:me shy

izitha says, soft] J
> SOty hitgiy,

8 the boy

§

Many times, Thjg

Dladlas, irhens they sleep

84

Scanned with CamScanner



' DuDU BUSANI-DUBE

Hlomu?”
king at Mghele.
he's fine and asks how she is,

,How is

He tells her S55% . :
e she has a brief chat with Gaba, she disappears back inside the

A nd they know she’s about to make them feel at home.

e ast saw her at Qhawe’s wedding two years ago, which means she

Jong enough without any drama. When they were dressing up

rning of the wedding, Qhawe made a joke that Omphi wasn't

0/
They !
has staYEd

the MO
ﬂz_m 1o be impressed.

They weren't supposed to know about the Omphi/Gaba escapades,
pats what Omphi had hoped for. But someone put two and two together
and the usual idiotic boy talk started. The shocking part though was that
(his woman as nothing like his previous girlfriends.

The smell coming from inside the house means they might as well sit
and relax. They will get to Hlomu’s mother’s house when they get there.

Gaba is telling a story of how one of his friends was shot dead by the

police recently and how none of the local priests wanted to perform the

urial.
: “Someone advised us to go to Phoenix and look for a place with Hare
Krishna people. He said their faith does not allow them to say no when
they are asked for help and so we thought problem solved. We even had
money prepared.”

“Hare Krishna?” Mqoqi asks, laughing.

“Yes, Hare Krishna, ndoda. We got there to find men with chiskops
walking silently around the place. When someone finally spoke to us
they looked at us like we were insulting them. Things got worse when we
offered to pay them.”

He's serious but they are laughing hard.

“So they said no?” Mghele asks.

‘It didn't get to that but we knew from the start that it wasn't going to
work out, This old guy asked us if we had firewood and asked in which
fiver we planned to throw his ashes after we burn him. We said thank you

—
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gtupid they were for even
thip.

| from Ntuzuma who hag %
Ng d 2

for. e
re Krishna religion, which |
€ad

him knowing all this stuff in the first place
him in the grave?” MPande‘as

or from Rivers of Jordan pioksf

| the money.” ing

Sty

“No, We found this conman past
vhat. He took a

was for his mother because evep
€r

TheyTe still Jaughing
«To be honest the priest thing
own church refused to bury her son. The whole church service funer,
thing was for her but W€ all know that dog went straight to hell”
They are disturbed by the teenage boY who has just turned the radi,
yolume very high.
“Luyanda!” Gaba shouts-
The boy peeps around the sliding door.
“gyitch that shit off. Thisisnot 2 nightclub! Here, go buy us someice” |
he says, throwing him car keys- :
“Ungasheli ngemot’yarni!” he shouts after him. '
Luyanda is the second eldest of his nine children. He's the only one
th him since he was five years old. It wasnt planned.
er and her

d, Gaba tormented h
y on H Jomu’s mother$

the township thug
mand his child.
g bond and a5
his child.

who has lived Wi
It’s just that after his mothe

husband until one day they
doorstep and left Nobody could blame them because

would show up at their gate any time he wished and de
He's raised him with tough love but they share a stron
much as Gaba hates to admit it, he has a very soft spot for t

“Where’s Baksteen?” Nqoba

‘They laugh.
Baksteen is the mother o
car windows with a brick. That's why

r got marrie
dumped the poor bo

f Gaba’s sixth child. She once smashed all his

they call her Baksteen-
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d. She hates me,” he says.
1 tells them about how his aunt -
(ting women pregnant and le
woman he wanted.

yes, that one - once warned

¢ the I l
aving them just because he

__ gbout ge

(ould get a_d, Wait until you are almost 40 and tired of being a pla
" (he time YOU will want to be with only one Woman and I:taztez
1‘nat. lswith her. That's when these women you are playing around with
; ;l:ﬂ W yOu flames. They’ll be over you by that time, They’ll be at a
- where they've moved on with their lives and dont give a shit about
: fhat's when you will regret this. They will make your life a living

hdth furns out his aunt was right. The possible soon-to-be Mrs here is
fealing will all kinds of drama and it has nothing to do with the exes
anting her man back.

«Nombuso, she married a Nigerian man without even telling me. And
then she went and changed my son’s surname along with hers. Now I have
 child called Nqubeko Odubekun,” he says.

That is his eighth child.

Odubekun refuses to be bullied.

Gaba doesn’t even know where they live.

Luyanda returns with ice and places the bucket in front of them. He
asks to go to Gogo’s house and for petrol money, which Gaba flatly refuses
o give him.

“Follow me, ntwana. Ill give you money,” Mghele says.

The boy follows him to the car and when he walks back to the house,
he meets Gaba at the door coming out.

“Skuif?” Gaba asks.

They lean on one of the cars and light up smokes.

Gaba is closer to Nqobizitha than he is to Mghele, probably because
:Wftair-l line has to be drawn between the two of them. Hlomu has done
c::)d Job trying to prevent a fallout between the two, which could be

ed by anything from “he beats me” to “he scares me’.
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ere they are standing, they can hear a group of boya
ed tones. They hear car doors closing ang th:lki"k
d up. The car takes off with a screech. Gab, sh':i:

From wh
to Luyanda in hush
volume being turne
his head.

“Ci, ci, i, this boy, he says.

“It’s normal behavior,” Mghele says.

Gaba ashes the cigarette 1 the ground, pulls and puffs and shakth'

head.
“No, it's this thing of growing up getting anything you wan,
kids don’t know how we got these things. They don't know how Many

could have died, siphanta,” he says.

times we
wasn't it? To give them a different g,

“But that was the whole point,

to ours,” Mghele says.
Gaba throws the cigarette stub to the ground and presses it with hjg

shoe.
 “Jjust want him to get educated, have one of those office jobs and get
to a girl from the suburbs and have kids that speak only English
KwaMashu Grandpa. That's all [ want,” he says.

ugh but he knows what he means. Criminals would rather
children become like them.

cleaning up here. You put one foot wrong
enough money off us and now they are
'Gaba. »ilgs
_cop or two on their payroll, its 8

i

~ F
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ing no filter when he is drunk. But the girl is family

.. pistorY of haw, ; have to be known, by both
his ™ ually shes going to have to wn, by both Hlomu and her
d cvcﬂ
other ook on the responsibility of sending her money every month,
abild hen the grandmother dies, sending money will not be the
if an
but lih ing he needs t0 do.
onlyuwhat did he say?” Mghele asks.
otje sal 41 must go get the child and bring her home”
uADd Mah?”
M o’ Thembeka won't have a problem with the child, as long as we
dick with the story that she is her husband’s grandchild,” Gaba replies.
s

Theres a call from Hlomu. She wants to know where they.
My wife has cooked. You can't leave without eating,” Gaba says.
“your wife? That woman'’s family has never received even a chicken

from you,’ Mghele says as they follow each other back in the house.
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R months, three weeks and twg ¢
ays,

TWENTY-THREE YEARS, FOU
that's how long she endured it.
Every breath she inhaled s
throat and shove it all the way
and eventually excrete it with all the

he hoped would turn into a fist i p,, |
€T

down to her bowel, keep it there to ro;

other things her soul and her bo &y

did not want.
She wanted to be free from the anger, resentment and regret tha j

haunted her every night she lay next to him, processing all the thingshe |

had just said before he closed his eyes and snored.

There was a time where she left him, kicked him out of their house
and shipped the twins off to boarding school. She changed the locks
disconnected the landline phone and kept the toddler close to her at all

times.

Those days she slept with her legs spread outo
the pillows and inhaled the scent of the flowery St
She could walk down the passage to the kitchen without holdin
breath hoping he won't slip and say out loud the things he said it the
bedroom when they were alone, lest the children heard and discover®
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; ood father, that he was, and he made it seen and known

was 35{6 provided without reservation. He laughed and hugged

one- Ak complimented. He bragged to anyone who cared to

¢ L:thahow the womb of his wife bred nothing but the best,

jsten & oved his ‘Nomandla’ more than all of them. She was a spitting

lohim they both were, but he looked at her more and saw her

;mage of : t;]an the extra clone of him she arrived on earth with.

more cleaft:;l1e the twins both ran to him with their arms open, he picked
Eve;);st Langa was faster so hed get to him first but Dladla would

her UP idC' an inch and grab Hlomu first. The little boy, too soft and

v.e ai,olﬂd turn around to see his mother right behind him, her arms

n::ﬂ d he would jump into them.

It wasn't always like that though. When he was still a baby, hed pick

put him on his chest, pat his back and call him by his clan

ope

him up first,

ames.
; Hed tell him that boys didn't cry, especially oMgabadeli,

oMagalelagoge njengeshongololo!

“Uyindoda wena, indoda ayikhali” hed say.

Nothing was said but they knew by the time he turned five that he
wasn't going to be shooting birds with slingshots or building string cars
and getting scars from fighting with the neighbourhood boys.

He behaved exactly like his sister, played with the same toys and spoke
with the same attitude. They were joined at the hip. Sometimes they said
the same things at the same time or finished each other’s sentences. When
one was sick, if they weren’t both sick at the same time, the other’s eyes
would hollow.

It took some time, and a little bit of resistance and denial, but it
happened. Diadla detached physically first and eventually emotionally
from his own son,

Langa moved towards his mother, an angry frustrated woman, while
Hlomu flourigheq in her father’s, a wolf in sheep’s clothing, glory.
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a divorce was the d r
Ay she ¢

ue pre nant. Th 4
e € twing y,, ¢

sked him for
tyy

The first time she a
out he had gon¢ out and g0t his colleag
d been asKing her for another baby for a while.
“I want 2 boy, hed say s he entered the bedroom every night

When she frowne® heid widen his eyes and tell her to not Pi;tr
him. Onigy
«That's not a boy: t's a waste of my surname [ want a boy wj,
family name not that...” hed say and throw his armstp""lll
Ih §

carry on the
s words could as well have been g !
ap |

the air.
He was never physical, but hi

s e———

him she wanted a divorce one Saturday morning ,
. They came back hours] ate:

toys and chocolates.

e nice places he took

knives and fists-
When she told

Jaughed and told the child

with new bicycles and plastic Dags
They spent all afternoon talki

them to and the things he bought them.
’ She had decided but every timeé she raised the subject, he would focus

full of new
ng about all th

on the children. The child was born, 2 boy he had always wanted, but
still he would not leave: She stayed, but all she thought about every time
he snored next to her was uld pack all her belongings and

the day she wo
leave that bed for good.
_three years, four months, three weeks and two
heavily breathing husband,

And then twenty
days of endurance later, she was woken by a

g to tell her something.

was stretched out

;:e ting and pressing his hand on his chest tryin
tryinl;n e ywell what was happening. His hand
resentment had ;‘::ai’ b :O :ehow she could not move. The &r&® and
was over. ysed her so she just lay there and watched until
She would
bl ;:lt;te th::l ‘2111101'6 story to all these people here; in this ni¢®
tables, but n crystal chairs and gigantic flower centre” pieces on ¢
ow is not the time o

She wouldn’t r Place.

want to shock all these speake ken
peakers who have SPOX©
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r husband would be if he was here.

¢ how happy be
erished her and how all three of his

and joy-
her colleagu
he gays and

es and the church and the stokvel

e D
Out ho i his prlde
Jawyers and needy patients and...

d]i]dre il here,
h people 874 ¢
though. Dladla would have been very happy.
ble with his arm around her shoulders.
d up and ask to say a few words. The
ks today, and then hed
was

nC. .
el cakers aT¢ right
The ext to herat this ta

1t, he was going to stan

E som-e r d’ say is how beautiful his wife loo
first g ehow they met and how he immediately knew that she
el everyoﬂf ife. Hed look at her and smile, just to make every woman
. the tent envious: He'd call their children to come to the front and hed
in 1l three of them and tell everyone they turned out the way they
2 pecause of his amazing wife. Shed smile too and try hard to look
:: I:fm the same Way she did on their wedding day when he was the best
thing that had ever happened to her.

She looks at her sister-in-law delivering a speec
she would have reacted if she had told her the truth about her brother.

«without Thembeka, this family would be nothing. None of us
would be here today. [ remember when I came back home, I had been
in Joburg for a long time working as a nurse and when I came back I
found this beautiful woman had taken over completely;” she stops and
looks at her with a smile.

[ looked at my brother and said, “What did she see in you?”

She catches herself smiling because if anyone could make her laugh in

those difficult times, it was her sister-in-law.
She once asked her when the twins Were still in boarding school if

thin§s were what they seemed between her and her husband.
Because I'm on your side. You must always know that, Thembeka.

M : :
sh: 2 e shit, they all are. That this one is my brother doesn’t matter. Heis
just like my father was shit. Even Jesus was...’

h and wonders how
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Thembeka raised her arms and told her to not even 80 there
“All I'm saying, Thembeka, is men are shit,” she said, ang ‘ha't
end of their conversation. Wag the
Mghele gives a vote of thanks just as the caterers walk i, with
dishes. It was the uncle who was supposed to thank the guests : aﬁng
them to feast, but he was drunk by the time everyone woke i Nd tgy

' n
been shouting “Asiphelele, some family members are missing” Sinj hag
e

morning. the
They learned a long time ago to ignore him.
As soon as the guests are asked to stand up and queue at the buff
her friends from church join her at the main table and Hlomy i e,
squeeze herself between them to get her attention but she fails dism,
and decides to find her husband instead.
“I hope you didn’t buy her an extravagant present without telling me»
she says, giving him a threatening look.
“No, Niya said we should buy her Dubai. Don't ask, I don't know, ghe,
eight years old,” he says.
’ Lethu appears and complains about something. Hlomu leaves then
standing there and goes to the house. She bumps into Ntsika behind the
cold room.

“MaMitshali was asking about you, she’s in mah’s bedroom,” she says
and leaves him standing there.

MaMtshali came with MaMbizana, her husband Ngcobo’s second
wife. They've been sitting in the bedroom eating scones and drinking tea
and Tab all day. They didn’t go to the tent because “their knees”. But they
did dress up for the occasion, cocktail hats and all.

“Gogo?”

She looks at him and tilts her head. She hasn’t seen him in a long time.

“My boy. Come here,” she says.

She wraps one arm, which is massive, around his neck and presses her
lips to his cheek.

“I haven't seen you for a long time. How are you? How is life over

ally

—
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¢? You live with white people now?” she says.

ocean . 4
disturbed by that wet kiss on his cheek.

en he was a boy, which means she still sees him

S5
cro T
(her® a, il @ little

Hesssed t0do this wh

o jitle boY'Y ou look great Gogo. Your hat is very nice;” he says.
) fine- ever seen MaMtshali without a doek on her head. Hes
qsika hzj itting on a bed sipping tea.
qeves - he was at her house as a little boy, she would be busy
wheneve oking something She was always busy. Sometimes, soon
deani"® k. ft, she would do all the house stuff with Lwandle strapped

zandile le : |
gfter back and hed have to look after Sbani. They spent a lot of time at
her
3 pouse in those days. . ‘
herH gidn't fully understand what was going on but being at Gogo’s
e

always fun for him because there were other kids, although
Il girls. It was warmer and felt safer than Carol’s flat.

d as he grew older that it was what made him love going to
MaMtshali's house, the fact that there were females there, something that
didn't exist in his family, or at least not permanently.

He doesn't remember much about when Mandisa came in to the
picture but he knows he never liked her. Hed lived with Nqoba most of
his life growing up and that meant living with Mandisa.

she wasn't a devil's fork-wielding wizard or anything like that but she
didn't have that warmth that came with MaMitshali's wet kisses on the
cheek or Hlomu's look that said, “You are important. I believe in you.”

When he went to the cold room, he was going to get himself a beer
but he had to abandon that plan.

“Have tea with us;” MaMtshali says.

He wants to say no but she’s already added the sugar and thrown in a
teabag. He doesn't like tea or any other hot drink.

Hessits across them.

saY&M“MbiZana hasn't said anything. She smiles at everything MaMtshali

house Was
He realise
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It starts feeling a bit awkward when they are both Sittin
arms folded, looking at him enduring the torture of ho[d,ng Wit h e
one hand and a teacup with the other.
“When are you bringing a makoti?” MaMtshali wants 4, i
Running out of here would be a great idea right now,
“Huh?”
“A makoti. You're a grown man now. I don’t want to dje befoy
grandchildren from you.”
He flashes an awkward smile but their eyes are on him,
“What's wrong? Are you one of those men who love other py,
MaMbizana asks. This is the first time she’s said something,
MaMitshali gives her a side-look.
She shrugs and says, “You never know. People from Overses
strange. Do you remember that boy? The one who went overseag o Stud

- sefln

to be a priest but...
“Sbongile!” MaMtshali says sharply.

She realises she’s being handled and stops talking.

The makoti subject is raised often to Mqoqi and Mpande, and Ntsiks
had thought he was still safe until now. In fact, that had always been b
excuse for not settling down, the fact that Mqoqi and Mpande hadn’,

“I’ll wait for you to come and introduce a respectable woman to m
one day. You have been living there overseas for a long time now, but you
must come home if you want a good wife. How long have you been living
there anyway?” Mamtshali asks.

“About nine years,” he says, placing the teacup on the pedestal.

He decides to not mention that he has come back permanenty
because then the makoti expectations might just be raised higher.

“Oh, nine years? When did you leave? Before or after that on¢, what
was her name again? The one who came after Nqobile?” MaMishali says

Ntsika looks lost.

“The one who killed herself” she says.

“Mandisa,” he says.
96 )
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. ¢ one;’ MaMitshali says and nods.
a »

“YCSa
fore;, he $3Y*: :
“et0 stands up and starts clearing away the cups and saucers.

VaMbizan?

"GOgO’

swho is
At first she’s conﬁi
coront don't know? s’he asks.

« don't know what?” he says. &

Her jaw drops just as Xolie walks in and tells them to join the other
ain the dining room for some tripe.

e
e ands up quickly; grabs a scone and leaves the room.

MaMitshali st
«yhere is Nqoba?” Nitsika asks Xolie.

«pm not sure. The last time I saw him, he was asking Luyanda to drive
ancleto Gaba's house because he had started swearing at people. Oh, and
Gumbi too because he was sleeping on the chair. And the kids, most of

them are at Gaba’s,” Xolie says.
Ntika needs someone to tell him who Nqobile is.

Lethu is a qualified advocate with her own house but her boyfriend still
has to park two houses away and send someone to fetch her from the
house.

He managed to go unnoticed all day with the help of two friends he
was forced to bring with him just so he didn’t spend all day sitting alone
quietly like a weird man. He's been complaining about that the whole
time they've been sitting in this car.

“Look, 'm fine. You can introduce yourself but don’t blame me when
they grill you she says.

& ]::t th'at's just an excuse. The real reason she’s hiding him is because
€S0t want him to get comfortable, Things are great between them
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but she has no intention of committing to their relatj sh].p.
great but she’s not about to make him an official boyfrieng “ o?}\g B,
with her family. %o:
“Oh, I forgot we're in the township, vrrrrr pha ang ally ¢ .
when a GTI drives past them at high speed. It parks right in " guh*h
tent that’s still blocking the street. °’1t0fu‘
“Its my cousin,” Lethu says,
“No, actually its my nephew. What's going on?” ol
Luyanda speeds out of the car with all the other kids Tunning :aﬂy; "hq
Someone is screaming, They are all Screaming, bim,

“What happened??”

“What happened? Phakeme? Luyanda?”

The smaller kids are all runnin
mothers. Xolie is already outside,

“What happened?”

Through all this chaos, Phakeme
clenched jaw, blood all over his T-
4 : - “Where is Gaba?” Qhawe asks

{ - “Poly Clinic. He had to take

g inside the houge screaming for ¢
eip

stands still, silent,
shirt and shorts,

blOOdshot eyes,

him there, He wasn't moving> Luyang,

= V . rYIngtO ﬁnd h i
: . el'ehefs

1. Get him cleaned up;
uk\h e " oyl
1d now all the kids are
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o she was tripped.
e » chaos moves inside the house, Sambulo 410y
hersare Jeft alone outside trying to make sense of
br0 ayhat do they mean he wasn’t moving?”
Nobody has the answer.

a Gaba appears, he is surrounded before he €ven reaches th
€S the

r.
dOO“It,S bad,” that's the first thing he says,

They wait.

«They've taken the boy to Ethekwini Hospital. T dop’
what happened there bafo, [ don't”

He's pacing up and down the yard as he speaks.

“One minute they were playing outside and the next they were all
screaming. By the time I got there, the boy was lying on the ground
pleeding and Luyanda was trying to pull Phakeme off him”

He stops.

“Hes bad, bafo. He's really bad. They put pipes in him and..”

He's the only one talking. He shakes his head before he speaks again.

“I don’t understand. How can a... how old is Phakeme again?” he asks.

“Fourteen. He turned 14 a couple of weeks ago,” Qhawe answers.

“Idon't understand how a 14-year-old boy can beat up someone like
that, So quickly? So brutally?” Gaba says.

Silence. No words are said but they all look at each other, and race to
the cars,

t understand
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THEY LEFT NTSIKA behind.

Besides his annoying questions about who Ngqobile Was ang g
sudden nightmares he has developed in the past five days, there a:
things they don't think he is ready to hear yet. ¢

When they ran to their cars that afternoon, they drove straight t,
Gaba’s house because they figured it was time to confront what they hag
been in denial about. They found Gumbi standing on the yard Jii, 2
statue, looking at his feet and the blood drying on the grass.

All they wanted to know was what they needed to do next. Ngcobo
said he knew someone. They wanted to go immediately but he said it
didn’t work like that. And so they left Gaba to deal with the injured boy
situation.

“Offer them money,” they said and trekked back to Gauteng with
their wives and kids.

Phakeme has been intense and quiet, but that’s for his mother and Dr
Masetla to handle.

“Is there a specific reason why we have to see this person at midnight?
Mgqogqi asks.

100

g

Scanned with CamScanner




' Dubu BUSAN!-DUBE

He's not sure about this, perhaps because he still doesyyy 1, li
1 1 . €liey
need to do this. To him, thege things 4 not exist, € that
e iple. Heis a realist. + M€Y are not

argate to the left. It takes them to a roa jipeg o trees
There has to be a reason why they came

denly racip with th
are shadowed by tall buildings. 2 rvip
“Are you sure weTe in the right Place?” Samby]o asks when they park
in front of 2 house.

“We are,” Ngcobo says. He's beep
they should have stopped being hard-
Mpande is also skeptical, especia

giving them lectyres about how
headed and listened to Mzizi.
lly because Ngcobo brought them

tanding in between buildings and
now they are a little confused.

They park at the gate and wait. The gate only slides open when the
clock strikes midnight. They drive in and it closes behind them,

“Ididn't expect this,” Nqobizitha says as they get out of the car.

One would have expected something totally different.

There is no sign of any people but the door o
follow each other in. It’s a beautiful house. Nothing screams “home”
about it but it's a beautiful house with a lack of warmth,

They look around but see nothing so they remain standing and wait,

When Mzimela told them about having to do this, they knew he was
serious but he was an old man who could have easily been delusional,

He didn't know much about what they did after they left Mbuba but

he knew who their father was. He convinced them it was the right thing
to do,

pens suddenly and they

He said they should do it for their own children, and their children's
thildren, They didn’t take him seriously then, and he’s dead now.
€y look up and there’s a man standing in front of them. He doesn’t
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say anything, he just walks to the left with his hands behing hiy L
Nobody tells them anything, but they follow him all the R ck,

empty room. Wiy .

He sits on the floor with his knees up.

They're not sure what to do, and he’s just lookin

Nqobizitha is the first to sit, with his knees up,

The others do the same.

“You have twins?” the man asks, looking at Mghele,

He nods.

“Sbopho and Nyanda,” the man says.
There are gasps.
“Msebe and Langa” Mghele says.

“Sbopho and Nyanda;” the man insists.
Silence.

g up at them
facing th, Map

“My children’s names are Msebe and..”

The man raises his hand, Silence,

- “You came to me. I didp ask you to come here, You walked i, h
saw was blood, all over you, all over al] of You. You dg a5 i
n't even wash your hand e

: s afterwards,” the man,
'ging my children into this?»
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plood. 1 don't want blood in my house. But you are

: dol’l‘l lUuCh
bl‘:c g%y exp]aine‘j to them who this man is and what hl)s
he b asnt fh_ Profession. They were told he could help them, that’s
ein t 15
jalty 18
§pec ing to give him a brief background and he was supposed
3 They werz gOhY they are here. It’s even more difficult because this is
tand W : :
& undersime they're doing this. : : : :
he first t kelo thing shook them a little bit but they believed it passed
Sise
ﬂt:eyldid what Sbopho Wa“ted-h 4
ef ; 1d?” the man asks.
s 14 years O
spre your WP
they are Jils
z::)f auy shake their heads at once.

o see 1 4-year-old twins. They are identical but different. One is

o reserved. They are never apart. They live under a mountain.

rcserYed. manyone around them but I can see them clearly. It’s not now

ih(:::;;lsftc’s a long time ago. | don't see them beyond 14. They disappear;,’

the man says- :
aAnd where exactly are you seeing these twins?” Mqoqi asks.

Nqobizitha nudges him so hard he lets out a loud “eyi”. As strange as
this man's rant sounds, they want to hear what he has to say.

He is obviously not talking about Msebe and Langa. Those are the
only twins in the family and they believe the twin thing comes from
MaHlomu's side of the family. So they sit and hope he keeps talking, and
eventually makes sense.

“So what can I help you with?” he asks.

They assumed hed know what they are here for. It’s not that they want
answers or explanations; they just want to know what to do next.

They all look at Nkosana.

“We need to be cleansed;” he says vaguely, as if he wants to get this
over and done with,

“Cleansed of what?”
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“The blood on our hands,” Nkosana says.

“The blood on your hands? Is that what you think thjg is? |
can just cleanse the blood on your hands and everything w;), by i

Now, Nkosana doesn’t like being talked down to, He g » %
people who aren’t straight with him. They frustrate him_ g, aiszsn,t ik E
like being judged. He's never judged himself. do\gs",E ;

“Tell us what we have to do then,” he snaps.

The man raises his eyebrows. It's more like a Wwarning,

He has already said things, like, how does he know aboyt g
How does he know about Nyanda? Even they don’t know who N Pho;

“Where were you born?” the man asks. Yandy,

“In Mbuba,” Nqobizitha replies.

The man shakes his head.
“I know that, but where were you all born?”
“Greytown Hospital. Except for Mghele, he was born gt ,
’ Nkosana says. N
‘I was born at home?” Mghele asks. He lo ks
| information, % St by tig
| “At home where?”
“In the bedroom?”
“But... why? How...?
;;i:on’.t know, Mghele. I was six” Nkosana says.
a big deal, he ;:eue;:s 1: be that thisi not a big deal I he thought it yas
parents died o i was i told him about it. Mghele was 11 when the
Nkosana wz?ﬂom they would have told him themselyes
; sn’t think it’s an ;
up, Its an issue, that's why it’s never come
In fact, he's just |
5 remembered jt . ;
B ko = 1tnow that this man js asking.

Nkosana shakes hi head, born at home?” the man says.

“I don‘t know I tl . l ‘
What my father saiq wh eiewan earlier than expected. I think that'
e ere burying the placenta in the kraal. Bu!
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2l the same night. Mah came back after three days
oot 10 i ,le 4 t00 much. That’s what my father said”
1 g . 1
t::e Mqhele irx Jains this, Mghele is looking at him with narrowed
pe \josan? (i omething he didn’t know.
aft ) placeﬂta on that same night?” the man asks,
o uburlf‘:her did. I just carried the paraffin lamp. All I remember
oyes ™ fahave peen torn into two because I remember him tying it
st i ;mmediately after that, with the baby”
wgeth . you see the baby?” the' m",‘n say.S-”
«pid ¥ . heard the cry. I didn't see it, he says.
‘No,bti’; ha was four. He can’t possibly remember that night.
Nqo it was normal to give birth at home in those days. There
ho did it out of the goodness of their hearts. But there

house on that night.
t? Where we were born? Why is it important

Besides,
re midwives w
no midwife in that
«gow is that significan

awe asks.
here is important to me. It’s all important to you,” the man

tOY"“?” Qh

“Nothing
says: ¢

There he goes again.

He looks at Nkosana.

“Do you remember anything, anything that happened when you
were 14 years old?”

“No. I was in high school. Nothing happened. It was a normal year”

He looks at Nqobizitha.

“And you?” he asks.

‘It was the year our parents were killed”

The man nods.

“You?” he’s asking Mghele.

Silence.

M i i > -
0 Ghele is not talking but his eyes are fixed on this mans, jaw

Ch 3
Sa::. He’s never talked about that incident to anyone except
» Naobizitha and Qhawe. The younger ones didn't have to
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know. They would not have understood anyway.

Sambulo found out later, soon after they left Ngudwini,

“It wasn't his fault. It was Mboni's” Qhawe says.

“ want him to tell me what he did”

“He didn't do anything. He was a kid,” Nkosana says,

The truth is, Mboni lost his mind after that. When Mghele lefy i
ead body, he could have screamed for help o n |

standing over a d .
g he turned the dead body over to lie o

straight to the police. But no,

back and then he ran.
It wasn’t the fact that the boy had killed a man that drove hip, mag

was what the boy had said to him afterwards.

All he had ever done was make the boy kill a few little animals f,,
him, and that was because his right arm was giving him problemg, He
didn’t have the strength any more.

He never left his house after that.

The only few times he got out of the house was to bury his dogs ang
pour Jeyes Fluid over the graves to prevent a smell.

They died, one by one, sometimes two a day.

Helived for almost a year after that. Towards the end, he seemed o be
getting back to normal. They even saw him passing by their grandmother
house once.

He didn't say anything or even looked in the direction of the house.
But a message came that he wanted to come over and speak to their
grandmother, with a priest,

On the first day of the 12th month, his house burned to ashes.

As for Mbongolwane, he was found on the same day Mghele killed
him,

He had epilepsy. They concluded that he must have had an episode
and fell and hit his head op something,

That was the story given at the funeral,

The ma:n’s eyes.are still on Mghele. He wants an answer.

tboni knew it was his faul, That’s why he didn’t go to the police,

ity |
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says.gives up on Mghele and looks at Qhawe,
€

qe? Is that why Mboni never went to the police?” he asks,
o1 that t(") hawe won't talk but the man won't leave him alone.
Sﬂenci-in,t come here for that. Can you help us or not?” Qhawe snaps!
x’e :ian rakes a deep sigh, as if he’s giving up. He's quiet. They're
e

pulo

quiet: tillness lasts for five minutes.

Eh;ave a gift. I didn’t ask for it. I don't want it, but I have it. Your

: is overwhelming me. You are too heavy on my shoulders. You
resence ood for me. The pictures are too clear, far too clear;” the man

n:;eg rambling on and confusing them even more.

:'it would be nice if you shared those pictures with us because we are
Jost here) Mqoqi says. Mqogi has been sarcastic from the moment they
walked in here. The man has noticed.

« see many pictures. The most clear is that of you lusting over
someone’s wife. She was never yours. She is exactly where she is supposed
1o be. Let her go,” the man says.

Have you ever heard of someone sweating razor blades? That's the
only way to describe Mqoqi right now. He wants to believe that the man
is talking about someone else but he knows he’ talking about Hlomu.

His brothers are looking at him.

He shrugs.

“Can you help us?” Qhawe again.

“Ifyou tell the truth,” the man says.

But where would they begin? And who is this man who wants to
know things that don’t concern him?

“Okay. Mboni wanted to tell our grandmother and the priest about
What Mghele did. T couldn't let that happen so I killed him. I burned his

is¢ down. Now can you help us?” Qhawe.

. Gasps! The look on Mpande’s and Mqoqi’s faces says they are hearing

for the first time. Nobody thought they needed to know. It’s all in the
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past anyway-
“The man wi

o no[’ed- ’ »
He is ig e 14 yeats old, weren't you?” the man says,
“You we

s In fact, it was on the day he turned 14. He had alreg
He was. o

g t time. K
to jail _by t;:dirlng out about what Mghele did was alsq by ¢

l;::,d a conversation between Nkosana, Mqghele and Nqob;
o L i d where t ‘

They were discussing the guitar, how an ere they were ng,

ide it. .
h]de1 t' was also the first time Mghele told his older brothers aboy;
happened every time he went to Mboni’s house.

They were no psychologists but they agreed that it was g
doing. That he had trained him, engineered him to be a killer.
child, a young troubled boy who had gone through a traumatic
was forced into things by poverty.

That is all it was and Mghele did not deserve to be
an adult made him do.

They never believed Mboni was going to want to talk. If he was, he
would have talked immediate]

Y. But Qhawe wasn’t going to take the risk
of trusting a man who was that evil.

th the dogs?” Mpande asks,

Tice, He

zith&

Mbop;,
He Was
event apg

Punished for yy

For all he knew there could have been babies in that brown leather
bag,

message about Mbonj
€ing part of it, wag
He didn't te]) anyone,
He knew wha gy

T wanting to see his grandmother, and the
g given to him to Pass on to his grandmother.
fot even Mqhele or the grandmother.
meant and whep, night came, he took that walk.
: had‘died. All he had to do was pour paraffin on

Up his T-shir g throw it on the roof, And run.
1o death, p, not Jik g walls, smoke had already suffocated
hawe paq € 1€ Was burnt aliye.

2 reag

0, 2 good T€ason. He had to protect his
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er, 0 fiX his mess, as he still does to thjg ot
brolj‘w;]at does 14 have to do with all of thjg7»

Sambulo 4
s finally figured it out, mi

gomeone ha

The man looks at Sambulo, long and hard.

s strange how you are the cleanest, very strange,” the man says

gambulo already knows where this is going, -

He has never regretted that Houghton incident, That
was to kill him.

He was too young to start driving taxis and (o, rebellious to be at
«chool, so he took a job as a gardener somewhere i Houghton. But after
working for a month, the man told him straight up that he wasn’t going
to pay him.

When he protested, he chased him down the street with a shotgun,
shouting that he was a burglar. And so, in trye suburban culture, gates
opened and dogs were let out.

He got away but he was angry. Angry enough to sneak back to that
man'’s garage a week later.

man’s intention

TELKOM BOARD CHAIR DIES IN ACCIDENT AFTER
CAR BRAKES FAIL

That was the newspaper headline the next day.

“Idon't know,” the man says.

That is strange.

“I'thought you had pictures;” Nkosana says.

Mgogi nudges him.

“Tdon't know. You have to find out,” the man replies.

“What I know is with you, things always come full circle. Whatever
Youleave behind always finds itself back to you. You should know that by
1. Don't you know that? Haven't you realised that yet?”
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Nqobizitha clears his throat.

Chances are they had realised that. But
have known what it meant? Al their IiVes have ab
survive, to be something and to own something, €en , it %‘”4

They are quiet because they aren’t sure whg,
what they expected.
“Find out what brought you here,” the map says,
But...
“And next time, bring the one you've been hiding;
Hes speaking in codes again. And Maghele is an
to stand up.
“We didn’t come here for this bullshit. Thank
not coming back here,” he says.
The man sits still as they stand up, one after the other, and follow eqgy
other to the door.
“But you will. You've already opened the lid. And what’s inside yj
strike you where it hurts most.” the man.
They stop when they realise Nqobizitha is not behind them.
He’s still sitting, facing the man.
“Nqoba,” Nkosana says.
He sits still.
“T don’t have the answers you're looking for. Go and find what
brought you here or your children will turn out like you,” the man says.
Those last words stop them at the door. They want to go back and sit
down, but the man tells them to leave his house. ‘
Ngcobo had been sitting alone in the car. He wants to know how it
went, but nobody is speaking.
“We're going back to Joburg. I'm going to drag Mhlaba out of that
prison,” Mghele says.

t
to do Next This .
I§ nﬁl

Noyed. Hg, the ;.
3

you for your time p,
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OF nicotine reaches her first, but it’s blended with a per-
cognise. She feels him getting heavier and heavier on
he knows he is near but something is amiss. It doesn't

THE SMELL
fume she doesn't re
her shoulders and s
feel like he is Jooking at her.

und. She’s waiting for him to touch her or to say
something but he doesn’t. She figures he is having one of his moments,
the ones where he just stands there and watches her. They happen mostly
when something is wrong, and a lot is wrong lately so she decides to

continue with what she is doing until he says or does something.
f him still sleeping this morning when she walked the kids to

She doesn't turn aro

She le
Mgoqfs car and then took her usual morning walk in the garden.

When she put the kids in the car she didn’t say anything to Mqoqi
except greet him, although he did look at her like he expected her to ask
something. They speak now, not as much as they used to, but at least they
can be in the same room and not be awkward around each other. After
that outburst of his, he disappeared for two days. Hlomu was the one who
found him and told him to come home, that there was a problem and

they needed him.
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He listened, but the drive back didn't take him to hig
took him to hers although he knew his brother was in the EastanO“se_ It

They both knew things between them would never be C‘Pq
What they both weren't sure of is who Mghele would b],
found out about that night.

Mqoqgi would be lying if he said he has let go of her, but
committed to his family and his loyalty to his brother by whether iy
surpasses his feelings for Hlomu or not is another story. thay

On that day he came back to the Sbani and Thabith, chaog
mayhem, he stood outside the door for a few minutes and aske 1.
what it was exactly that he was going to say to her. And when he fin
pushed the door open he knew there was no turning back. aly

He expected to find her downstairs, cooking so
glass of wine or on the phone organising something, but he didnt,

He found her in her bedroom. He had only been inside that be
twice, two nights earlier and that day Mghele almost shot himgelf ol
ago.

She was standing in front of the mirror, her back on him,
“Hlomu,” he said,

- She didn't turn around but she spoke.

- "What happened to ‘Mamj’?” she asked,

~ There wasa tone in the way she asked that made himn cn:
. mbptqm | e him cringe,

e
me jf hf::"ht
&

ang

mething, holding J

ey

i m;;%?}fﬁl' 10 that, except that he wanted things to
~7 €Y were, but he wagpyy going to say that out loud
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on he Was Joving her from afar. It was his problem

ne Wh
st jt wa° ;
zd his ?J"ﬂinow [habitha W25 pregnant;” he said, totally off topic.
.dn’[
1
. ididn’t respo” 'Hlomu Ry
she ®  talk t© me : . vl
syt led  aroun J right at that moment and his first instinct was to
he rurﬂ‘?dn,t pecause what he saw on her face was her, the Hlomu he
s put heig;-,t p that moment, in that state.
o er ’ AN nature the look on her face when she’s pushed to the
]tv_; ::,rshe doesn't ralk much butyou can feel the danger in her aura
Cdge’when She’s Sllent.

unish him for what he did but
him closer.

S her.
o o push him away and p
fragile and

wanted t
B¢ doing that, she was drawing

b b
he di 't know was by
hat S t side of her more, the

Mqhele love

PgrfCCL
Mqoqi is different.
gs at her flat and never apolo

Heis the guY who would sell dru
1o make her angrys f alive in her mind.
He loves the T€ e Hlomu who gets drunk i

middle of the day- The H ders the killing of people who

Jare mess with her family.
This was the Hlomu he
God forbid! He didn’t g0
“Listen, that shit you pulled t

care what you think you feel for me

showyou who I am,” she said furiously.
She was angry. He should have left.
But no, he took a step closer.
She took a step back.
::: need to talk about this,” he said.
as calm. She was fuming.

s the soft and innocen
gise just
to keep himsel

bellious her. Th Chihe
Jomu who or

was looking at right at that moment.

hoping for that.
he other night, I won't tolerate it! I don't
! 1f you pull that bullshit agains I will
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P quoqi.”
“You CT' e 1L;nhe chould have left. But no. He toq) an,

at, an o. Her back was almost againg; Othe,
nowhere t0 8% the &

further: She ha Ay e bl |
t co aly one speaking now. She was trying
e c())p her hands from shaking.
her step and it was met with a hard slap Wit
He took anot 1dr’t have done that! "
|dn’t have! She shouldn ' |
She shou Jomu he loves... the bad and daring one.

This was the H Py
He grabbed her upper arms and looked her in the eye. She g

The grip was 100 tight. H? noticed and.softened his h'?‘][]ld?

He seemed to be coming back to ‘lrus Senses no.w. ’ € look on g
aid hed just realised what he was doing, but he didn’t let go,

“’'m sorry, he said.

She was still fuming.

“I came here to apologise for what I said that night. I was i abag
place and you were here... I didn't mean it,” he said.

She didn’t believe him. She wished he was telling the truth becays
this ever came out, this whole family would fall to pieces. It would be te
end of them, of everything she had built over the years.

She built this family, she can’t be the one to destroy it.

She took a deep breath and folded her arms.

They were still looking at each other eye to eye.

“Hed take a bullet for you,” she said,

“I'know. 'm sorry;” he said.

Congy
He was o by

preathing and st

fage

Until he dropped that bomb, she saw him as one of the kids.

fm :.es’ they are closer, they have a connection and they are similar but
“1m to fall for her js wrong and dangerous
Mahlomy” someone sajd, : .
They both turned aroupg
She logkeg terrified :
“Yes, Mah? .
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s to know what time you're leaving for Mbuba? g,
» €

The driver warlt

gob gt koo OV long MaMnguni had been standing there or
'[hech she heard- MaMnguni followed h

QR e room. Maingl OREES €2
glom¥ 1 still, staring at the mirror in front of him and touched his
He stf: s scratch. It was left by that large diamond on her finger
ek :

(hecnsh slapped I

mu takes every morning are more about getting time
they are about exercising.
she hasn't spoken to Mghele, but she knows he is here because she
flt him «tanding behind her, and when she felt the lightness on her
houlders, she inew he had moved, without speaking or touching her.
He rarely eats breakfast these days and she doesn’t bother making it
anless he comes 10 the kitchen and sits on the high chair with his elbows

on the kitchen counter.

So much has happen
and Sbani coming back home,
birth of Mathongo and Gugu's two miscarriages.
none of these things that happened freaked Mghele out
Phakeme did.

She knows there is something he is not telling her, but she won't push,
ot this time because something about all of it makes her stomach turn.
: thOen;:t of her twins, surely Langa, left a half-eaten bowl of cereal ol top

ove. He doesrt drink milk and so he eats his cereal dry, like 2
Packet of chips,
MaMnguni once made him eat it with water mixed with sugar but he
Shup all day.
; © empties the cereal in the bin, rinses the bowl and places it slowly

. walks that Hlo
b thiﬂ-k* alone, than

ed in the past two years, good and bad. Ntsika

Niya and Mvelo going to big school, the
Life has gone on but
more than what
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on the dish rack where the rest of the dishes are dryjng_ She
behind her and she knows he isn't moving, N fey b
“Did you sleep at all?” she asks, without turning around g ¢ \
aCe 3
I
m * .
- Tatey
Y will h“ezz

He doesn’t answer her. She knows this behavior and she j
makes peace with that all the plans she had made for tog,
be cancelled.

She wipes her hands and turns around to face him. She blinkg s,
rubs her eyes with her hands and looks at him again.

He doesn't speak, just looks at her straight in the eye,

She turns back to the sink again, trying to figure out i ki
dreaming or seeing things. No, she isn’t and she’s certain. Her ney; fEe[:’
after confusion is fear. She presses her hands hard on the sink i Stn
them from trembling and swallows before she speaks.

“Where’s my husband?”

He shrugs, the same way Mghele shrugs when he sits on that high
chair with his elbows resting on that counter.

“Where is my husband?” she asks again, pressing her hands harder o,
the enamel sink to try and conceal her fear.

He rubs the palms of his hands together. She screams.

Mgqhele appears behind the man. The man immediately disappears
into the house.

He stands in front of her with his hands on her shoulders and waits
for her to compose herself.

“I can explain.” That’s all he says when she turns her back on him, her
hands still pressed on the sink.

“Did he sleep here?” she asks, her voice trembling.

He wants to explain but he isn’t sure where to start because he is still
trying to figure out which one it is that is freaking her out so much, the
strange man in her house or the realisation that he has another brother
she doesn’t know about.

“He did, but I can explain.”

Mhlaba was supposed to stay in the room until Mghele told Hlom"
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hing ghe and the kids \'?rere not supposed to see him at all, not until
eve pad § oken to his wife. But he was woken by one of the twins,
hellﬂ over hims 10 silence. And later, when he looked out the spare
standmg . dow and saw Hlomu walking in the garden, he assumed
bedroom ust be awake and somewhere in the house too. When he heard
Mqh::;:zts in the kitchen he thought it was Mghele, and so he came out
e d him- 9

apet's gO 1O the bedroom, Mghele suggests.

she shakes her head and heads for the door instead. He follows

h outside, 0Ot sure where she is headed exactly until she presses the
ef i

mobiliser.

swhere are you going, Hlomu?” He grabs her arm as she opens the

car door. .
«I need you t0 calm down and listen to me.

“No, Mghele, I need to get out of here. You brought this person I don't
know into our home without telling me?”
Now he knows what shes freaking out about but he thinks she’s

being petty and is overreacting.

«His name is Mhlaba. He is our brother, we think.”

She looks at him, shakes her head and tries to forcefully free her arm
from his grip but he grabs her by both shoulders and looks at her.

“I said I will explain everything. This is about our children. I need to
do this”

“Whose children? My children, Mghele? What did you do this time?
What fucked-up criminal shit did you do this time?”

“Can you stop screaming, please?”

He knows she won’t, not when her children are involved and def-
initely not when she knows she’s being shut out, again.

* “I want that man out of my house! Now Mghele,”

“But he is my...”

“I don't care who he is, I want him gone;’ she says-

He lets her get in the car and leave because t0 be honest, he would
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rather she doesn't know much about Mhlaba, not until they figyre ¥
g,

out.
In the conversation they had on their way here, all he could get
had met at a church in Swaziland M

him was that his own parents

It’s not a lot to go on considering it was something he had alsoy
hen he was a child. earg
he kitchen, sitting on the same high stoq] Ay

of

from his mother W
He finds him backint
his elbows on the counter.
“I've obviously been in jail for to0 long because before I left won,
were nicer,” Mhlaba says. o
“And they actually offere
But Mghele is frustrated, he has
is to get through this as quickly as possible.
“I don’t have the time Mbhlaba. We have to go”
He hasn’t explained much to him, except that he got him out of

prison because they needed to find out where Nyanda came from and

how he ended up in Swaziland.
He said it was the first step to
he came from.
“When I woke up,
me,” Mhlaba says.
“Which one?” Mghele asks.
“I don’t know, one of them.”
Langa wakes up at the crack of dawn every day. It has

thing but it’s strange that he would go straight to the guest
not say anything to his mother about seeing a stranger sleeping

d food to guests,” he says and laughs,
been since last night and all he way,

finding out who Sbopho was and where

your son was standing next to the bed staring at

always been his
bedroom and

worse,
there.

“What did he say?”
“Nothing that made sense. How old are they?” Mhlaba asks.

“Eleven.”
duce Mhlaba to his wif¢

This was not how Mghele had planned to intro
a.nd children. He was supposed to hide in the guest room until they wer®
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sneak him out and take him to the Muldersdrift

meeting to discuss their next move.

hed
and then
0 8” ; ore they &€ all
s also not what he expected. When he envisioned

on wa
her going crazy, screaming even, and wanting to know

this man. But Hlomu, as much as he knows her
ds her unpredictable and sometimes dangerous,

inside | by he hides some things from her.
hich minds him of his own mother with her commitment to
. S.he by himm as Nomafu did with Sbopho until the end.
ho was a tyrant who would wipe out anything that lived as long
This was a known fact. Nomafu knew it very well

 his family:
d to tame the beast in him. If anything, she fuelled its

e :

pous s reacti

; e saw

.tlast nigh" bout
W ol storY Ao

e ™" | out, he fin

but she pever trie

ung and whatever they or Sbopho
lives, she was as much responsible for it as he was.

ders what kind of a person Nyanda really was
anyone who shares blood with Sbopho being

fury-
They met when they were very yo
pecame in their adult
Now Mghele won
cause it is hard t0 imagine
Jet alone a priest.
othes, man. I ¢

be
agood person,
“I need new cl

thing"”
“You've been wearing orange OVer
thing?”
They both laugh. Butt
looking man, so he gave hi
“Did your father leave anything at
he came from and how he ended up in
: Mhlaba shakes his head. He never got to me
thing he knows is what his mother told him, an

an’t be wearing tracksuits, it's not my
alls for years. I doubt you have a

o turn Mhlaba into a proper-

here was no time t
ted.

m three tracksuits he had forgotten exis
all? Something to indicate where
Swaziland?”

et his father. The only

d she didn't even like

talking about him.
~ Hewas running from something, that I know;” she would say every
time he asked.

hen he turned 14

He only started asking questions about his father w
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nd started feeling like he had to keep his fists clenched a]) the ‘irne
= t

i i father. :
from landing on his step : s

stop them fr like strangling him, but he didn’t know whybe
on to him, he haq Neve, Ay
g,

him or his m : ‘ "
han:’?: bi;’;mb|em because it meant he couldn’t reprimang him, .
was

ort, skinny woman with a stutter, was t00 £

Sometimes he felt

d to pay attenti
as he never bothere S ) |
as much other. He treated him like he did not exist, 5

His mother, a sh : "
: d hard for, to notic
on the little baby, a girl she had praye € the typy,

. her son and her husband. 1
bre“;&r}]mgla:?\:;;nd not explain the sudden urge to harm his stepfygy,
didr’t understand it. The only thing that held him back from dOing i
his little sister. His mother wasn't a factor. .

The last time he saw his mother and sister was the night p, -
more than “he was running from something”. He must have irritateq hi
mother enough because she threw a shawl at him and said: “He Wanteg
to name you Nsikeni, and then he decided to die. I wasn’t going to be
dictated to by a ghost.”

It didn't solve his problem but at least it was something he could holg
on to. -

That same night, because his mother had decided to sleep with the
baby, he entered his stepfather’s bedroom and watched him sleep. He held

his breath in and clenched his teeth. Nothing was trying to stop him, not
even his own conscience.

The baby cried, that’s what stopped him, and he ran.

- He reached the Golela border the next afternoon at the back of a
truck with his tall body squeezed between sacks of manure and two

South African men who were being smuggled back home to bomb 2
nightclub in Durban,

He wasn't sure where he was

T, HE
t Wag

going but he knew his roots were in this

country that was in political turmojl,
s fathel' was dead, he
impossible byt a¢ least he

knew that, and finding his family was n¢&"
Was home, and if people here were bombiné
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e that was what he was going to do too.
hinks about a lot, where he came from and the

try where he knew no one.

I th mayb
hing® " omething het
This ! dtodoto survive in a coun
(hing® 25 going t© name me Nsikeni,” he says.
hele frowns: He's been waiting for him to speak for a while but all
oing is staring out the window.
“Nsikeﬂi? name you after that place

“Itsa place?”
afts a place where people g0 for ukggigha.”
aba knows what ukgqigha is. His Jife has been colourful enough
(o take him 10 places where he's had to believe in such things.
But they arrive in Muldersdrift before Mghele can explain further.

«you live 1arge: hey?” he says when the automatic gate slides open and
by shiny cars parked in front of the house.
getas much as they can out of him, and if they can't, the

next step is 0 89 back to Margate with him.
«This is not the welcome home I expecte

the dining room to find everyone waiting.
They could Jaugh at his joke and share pleasantries like they always

do, but not today; there is no time for that. Nkosana gets right to the

he$ o

he is met
The plan isto

d” he says when they enter

int.
“We need to know where your father came from,” he says.

The others keep quiet and look at Mhlaba. The quicker he sheds some
light, the better because today is already fucked up. Sbani made sure
of that this morning when he smashed all of the pool house’s windows

because Zandile refused to let him drive Mvelo to school.
“Why is it so important?” Mhlaba asks. Nobody has taken the time

to explain to him why he was smuggled out of jail in the wee hours of
the morning. He knows someone was paid for that favour and he has no
plans of going back there, not after seeing t here, even
though it’s been just hours.

“You're going to have to be ope

l o

how nice life is ou

n with me,” he says-
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Not that he has something t0 offer them. He is as clueless i
but something in him $3¥° if he is going to be Part of this, he hy togi’e
it. He isn't that interested in finding out who his ff{ther was. Hayiy iy
people in his Jife is enough for him because there is no denying o t}:s‘
¢
are his blood. y

Qhawe volunteers to take over.

man two days ago, somewhere on the s
e most important thing that came out of it was iy uth
Oy

father and your father were twins. Something m?st have happeneq ‘Wher
they were 14 years old because he said he couldn’t see them beyong thall:
He stops and looks like he is thinking hard. :

“Now look, bafo, I won't deny there are things that have happeneg

in this family. People have been telling us that we can’t carry on like ;g
but you know, we technically have no roots, even if we do try to conneg
with them, we can't g0 anywhere beyond Sbopho. He died before b
could tell us the important things. We've done shit, fucked-up shit, by

we're still here, thriving.. o1
“Yes, you're thriving. Not even jai
instead,” Mhlaba says.
They thought he wasn't mad about that anymore but Mhlaba’s feelings
are the least of their problems right now.
“My boy, Sambuld’s boy, he’s just turned 14 and he almost killed
someone recently? Qhawe stops when he sees the look on Mhlaba’s face.
“I almost strangled my stepfather when I was 14. That’s why I ran
from Swaziland” '
“Now you do know what I'm talking about, Mghele. Sambulo and
1, we all killed someone when we were 14, Apparently it's iqunga. It W
‘P”‘Od on to us by someone and we believe it has something to do with
our fathers. They must have done something,” Qhawe says.
~ They've discussed this and come to the conclusion that it is
‘jlezlanation. What they did when they were 14 is not important now
at they want is for their children to not do the same when theY =

“We went t0 5€€ this

Coast and th

1 could find you. It found me

the only
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. X
d“?me;ga" [ know about my father is that he was 5 priest a

nd he dj
puried DY the church... and that he wanted to AR e died

me Nsikeni”
Nsikeni?" "

5 ! k. B ot plac.e_ Maybe he wanted meto find it”

That's the furthest they have gone since they left that marys house.

“Mghele said there is a child who can connect? Yours, Sambuo?”

samblllo raises one hand.

- B remember any of that happening and 1d like to keep it

that WaY- Let’s leave him out of this”

sisckelo is 12 now and he doesn’t remember anything about a mkhuly
ho spoke to him when he was six.

“He could be the key, that's all T'm saying. I know how these things
work, Mhlaba says.

perhaps getting him out of jail was what they needed to do but with
Mhlaba, it’s hard to tell what he will do next. They know that the most
important thing to him is Nandi, and they haven't discussed the reunion,
which could also change everything.

“I guess the only solution now is to go back to Margate, with him,”
Mqogi says, looking at him.

They all agree. The man might just experience a major breakthrough
with him there. But it will have to be next week. Lwandle is graduating on
Friday and their wives will not allow them to not be there.

Mhlaba stands up, goes to the kitchen and comes back with a beer,
which he opens with his teeth. He sits, leaning back on the couch.

‘T can't remember the last time I tasted cold beer. That stuff you used
1 bring me, I had to drink it warm because those dogs wouldn't let me
keep it in their fridge,” he says to Mghele.

‘tep'l'he atmosphere here is less tense now that they know what their next
is.

They are expecting Mhlaba to raise the Nandi issue but instead he

ks at a]] of them and sips his beer before he speaks.
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ot that SBV security

You Sh
hit in my life but T neye, ™
Wy,

“Now, which 07 B

) e serious §
stad? T've donEa
Wolmaran -in-transit heist.”

anywhere near cas They don't talk about that at all by they

They dont ansW 3 : hen that man said, 4
. ther things, when Whatey,,
thought about 1t among © eIf back to you. You should k“Wtb*

you leave behind always finds its
by now” f Qhawe meeting Naledi
hat were the odds 0 ?
Because really, W He could have kept quiet but ng,

& Mthunzi,’ Mpande says-
“g:,teu when Mahlubi came to me, be blamed you for everythin

particularly you,” he says, pointing at Mpande with his head. .

|
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13- 1k 'T":U']l

i

it & r‘x;,-d-?

y1a6 b R

v pé s |

j ] e 1S PR ikl hlt‘l‘f&h' f
') “ml"l;_i' ESTEg v rEl a0 M&’

. i diw aeio fbfi'fbf?‘i""

9 10aT ;_’lmf\f;"

Scanned with CamScanner



(Grge

HE PATS HIS pants pockets a few times, looks behind him and puts
one hand on his forehead. He's left his house keys in the car.

Oh, it's open.

“Gugu,” he shouts as he walks in.

No response.

He noticed all their cars are here when he arrived so he is certain she’s
home.

The house is clean too, as usual, which is enough proof that she is
somewhere in this house because she never leaves those “cleaner-on-call”
people alone in her house.

Nqobizitha once joked to his brothers that if he ever saw Gugu doing
so much as mopping the floor, hed take her straight to a witchdoctor
because that would mean someone had bewitched her.

He always says, “She’s not lazy, she just knows how to appreciate her
blessings”

He stops and leans on the wall separating the lounge and the dining
room, and watches.

He does this a lot, watches her giggle along with those people who
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hout these comedy shows that she Joye P
8

laugh throt TV person but she is, 50 sometimeg he "‘Iuch.

Hes not a'th her and pretends to be interesteq. on thig
s,am;{ coosl:c:f‘t";e time, when she watches one comeq i N
sits quietly and calculates the time in between the audim::?:t;;h
intt’;":lgéu red it out early, that in the first eight Minuteg g |
Jaughs come every SiX seconds. The time in between kee A

and shorter as the episode progres?es. .

Gugu has probably never notlce(jl this. She Watcheg th
entertainment. But Nqobizitha, he is a numberg man
everything is explained through an equation or graph in

Sbani got his brain.

“Hey?” she says, startled.

He doesn’t move.

“When did you come in? How long have you been
she asks as she stands up and walks to him,

Its typical of her,
bundle of energy.

“Are you okay? How was the tri
wanted to tell you something?”

He pulls her into his arms, picks her up and kisses her.
Often this is what he does when he wants her to stop talking. Bu

normally he puts her down after kissing her, which is not what he plss

to do today seeing as her feet are sill hanging in the air.
“I was worried about you

Oy
Ps getting " 'ty

O
em fy,

,Sowih -

his heyq '

iy

Standing therer

asking many questions at once and being 4 big

p? I couldn't get hold of you and |

; she says,
“Th » .
€res nothing to worry

She tries o break free fro

en he wag talking to
Wwould refer tq oy as “the po
She's short and tiny,

¢knew, a small a5 she

about,” he lies,

m his arms but he holds her tighter. ip,be
his brothers, early in their relationship
rtable”, hing
80 he gave her that nickname. And the ne?d that
s, she had bulldozed each and everythi®é

h
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ay into his life.
women in his life had always been his escape. They kept
ed from the realities of his life.

J to be something, always, something to take him away from

d.nherw

. distract
h ha
Theré

d.
ha Pene
what P f the reasons he kept Mandisa in his life for so long. She

That is O€ o '
the one thing he could point at and say, “But this is why.”

3 an excuse,
y 1 have not moved on. This is why I can’t be a good person.

ur]'his is Wh
Mandisa is that problem.”

problem
drama, and drama was what he needed. His life couldnt be

because then that would open space for it to be real. He

| have a
She was
gill and stable

couldn’t have that.
But then there was Gugu. She pushed, he fought her off, she pushed

pushed and pushed...
He remembers how, without him even noticing it, she threw him a
day party and managed to get everyone who is important to
even the taxi rank crew. No woman had ever done anything

and

pim toattend,

jike that for him.
At first he was annoyed. “How dare she?” he thought.

But as the night progressed, his anger disappeared. The night was all
about him. It was to celebrate him, his life, and had never thought of as

worth celebrating.

Gugu, with all their p
adamant that he was worth loving. She never said it,
And the more he pushed her away, the stronger she came on.

His hostility towards her, or rather his heart’s hostility towards her,
was motivated by fear. Fear that he would end up loving what he saw
when he looked at her, which was his dead wife, Nqobile.

Sometimes when they were making love, he would slip and call her
Nqobile. She never asked, she just kept loving him.

He married her because he was at that age where it looked strange
that he was still single. He also had too much baggage and Gugu looked

roblems and with all his faults, had been
she just showed it.
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like a woman who could handle a man like him, a Womap,
asked questions. Whe N
In the end he fell in love with her, with her energy, her b t
people as if she was not aware of it and her ability to be who she s ooﬁehd
society’s expectations of her. 1.d
It took him a while to realise he loved her. It was 3 foreigy b,
him, one he had not experienced in years. el‘nglﬁ
The first time she slept over at his house, he expected her ¢ o
like a typical woman trying to impress. He woke up,
and went downstairs in his pyjamas.
He sat there watching TV and thinking she was going to N
downstairs at any time, but she didn't. .
He found her still sleeping at midday. When she finally woke up,she
showered, got dressed and called a cab. Before she climbed in the car,she

stood on her toes and kissed him on the lips. And then she stood With her
hands on her hips.

i ¢
leaving e, in l‘:ie

“Pay the driver,” she instructed, pointing at the driver with her head,
And with that she was gone.

He noticed when he went upstairs that she had not made the beg,
or even bothered picking up his pants and socks, which she had thrown
around the bedroom when she undressed him and had her way with him

He shook his head and threw himself on the bed. He was smiling and
he found it strange that he wasn’t grossed out by this uncultured woman.

That afternoon, she called. You know how women, especially if they
sleeping over and sex happened too soon, would wait for the man (0
call first just to show that he is interested? No, not Gugu. She called aﬂ‘j
casually said, “U'm busy tomorrow but we'll do dinner on Monday night

Even he, a man of many words, was lost for words at that moment

A few months later she had moved in.

He didn't see it coming but it happened, It was weird for him becaust
even after she moved in, he was still subjected to take-away food 7

lived like the bachelor he had been since Mandisa died.
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it domestic. No, she wasn't abouyt that life,
u vis life, much like Nqobile used to do,
into d organising him food
starte B¢
e OI'IIY

Sh e wifely characteristics stretch
tha y

-away food 0010 g .
as just months after Mandl-sa had killed hergelf

'l:heirs wasn't much of;l:ela_honship but he had lived with her for
years and they never stopped having sex and she didn’t want other women
near him. ; ; g &
As much as tiny Gugu had impressed him in a bizarre kind of w
by being the opposite of what he had expected, he didn believe th

rdaﬁonship would go anywhere.

He had a long list on his phone contacts. Women he had been with
while Mandisa was still alive and women he had met soon after she died.

It was easy for him. Hed never had a problem flashing money to get
what he wanted.

His wealth had always been his shield. He may be broken inside but
his wallet is intact, and so it defines who he is to people he will never
allow in.

He has allowed Gugu in, but his wallet still does much of the loving
now and again.

“Thave something for you,” he says.

She looks excited. She’s a material girl and she’s not shy about it.

Nqobizitha likes it that way too because it compensates for a lot of
things hed rather not confront.

Helets her get whatever she wants and more so that he doesn’t have
10 do stuff like “talking about feelings” and all that with her.

‘ HES only ever allowed that stuff a few times, like the time she almost
orced him and when she was going through losing her mother and her
trned out to be a bunch of savages.
| ePuts her down and pulls her by her hand to the dining room table.
| Here} he Says, picking up an envelope and handing it to her.

but she brough(

after he paid lobola byt other
ed only as far a6 €mptying the

ay
eir

129

Scanned with CamScanner



|

IQUNGA

It’s a big white envelope, plain on the outside.

“What is it?” she asks, frowning a little.

“Open it

She opens it, slowly and carefully as if trying not to teq, P
out a thin pile of papers. She keeps glancing at him as she does by

“Whoa! What...2?” She looks more shocked than app’ECiati.ve

“I think you need it after everything you've been through’» he.

She looks at the papers in front of her again, and logkg iy
again. A iy,

“But Nqoba, how?”

He's beginning to worry about her reaction now, but hijg face i
showing it yet. %

“Am I going alone?” she asks.

“You can go with whoever you want to take with you,” he says,

It sounds like he is begging her to go, but she’s still too caught yp,
the moment to realise that. She looks tempted but her eyes say no,

She places the envelope on the table and looks up at him.

“The time is not right, Nqoba. I can’t go away now, not with everything
that’s happening.”

She’s wanted to go to Italy for a long time, just for the fashion and the
shopping, that’s what she always says. But Nqobizitha, although he has
promised her many times, never seemed to find the time.

“Go with your friends. I think you need a break,” he says.

This is not the Nqoba she knows. The Nqoba she knows doesn’t even
like her friends. And also, Nqoba doesn't care about Italy. But hed been
wanting to make her wish come true, it’s just that he kept forgetting
about it.

“You need to get away, Gugu, even if it’s just for a week”

He’s begging, isn't he? Of all of them, he is the one who took what %
man said harder to heart. He believes hes the one who has had to st

the most misfortunes compared to all of his brothers. And for the Ion8®"

time, he believed it had everything to do with Nqobiles spirit: The f
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(patitis 1Ot restingin peace and the fact thyg married Gugy fo, all the
reasons. : : g
wrong he has never discussed this i}, an

But. he knows he would have made som
tioned‘ it, is the loudest, but when ajope his
his ‘;(\’It:n he and his brothers were f

Yone, |f aNyone haq men-
€ joke abgy; it.

silence jg loude
ying back fro

In Company,
st.

n. Their sanity and
ir happiness.
mel;]qoba made the decision that whatever ¢
ife really is, the best thing would be fo, hi
wi
random gift. : :
The depression and miscarriage deraile her but there is no guarantee
that she won't go digging again. That is why he i

$ trying to get rid of her.
She needs to be away, at least unti] he figures out how he is going to
do this.

he truth is about whq his
m to find it firgt. Hence the

Hes never been one to believe in life being a circle, that no matter
where you go, in the end it will take you ba

ck to where you started,
especially if you broke some mirrors as you went along,

But that is where he is now, back where he started, back to Nqobile.,

Maybe now is the time to conclude that this is all he‘r doing, that she’s
rying to send him a message that her Spirit is not resting. I mean, how
is it possible that in all the women he could have m
Gugu?

“Nqoba,” she says, touching his elbow.

He rubs his forehead,

“Sorry, I was just thinking about..”

He's been lost in thought.

Tl thi it,” she says. ;
! Thlilsﬂilsmtll;:1 ]:ior:: g;nihin a)]rl the time he’s known her that .sflt*xe hasn't

“€amed and jumped around with joy when he' given her ;Sr for that,
€ appreciates everything he does for her and he loves

et that day, he met
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The idea of making someone hy

fulfilment in that. PPY makes 1y,

q
He knows she’s considering it and that in g, Ppy he
He just hopes her decision is going to be efidd e.end, shey F'”‘il
“I'll bring you some food just now;” she say Quickyy, 3Rre, "
s s
3 g‘l

He looks confused.
“You cooked?”
She rolls her eyes.

“No, Nom-Nom Kitchen. Your favourite, samp ang
tripen
s §

He laughs. s
“I should have given your family donkeys instead of s,
he says. ll thog, Cony

She looks up at him.

“Ngoba, I'm hot. I make you look good and | gave birg,
terrorist you call a child so please...” she says, raising her ha:;
walking away.

He laughs until he remembers that this, all of this, could endip,
split second if he allows the truth to come out.

His battery is almost dead, but he needs to make one important ¢,
outside where she can’t hear him.

“Nkangala.”

“Good,” he says and hangs up.
When he goes back inside the house, she’s dished up a plate of food

for him. She puts the tray on the coffee table and sits with her legs croseé
on the couch facing him, with a bowl full of lettuce and tomatoes.

“Where’s my child?” he asks.

She laughs out loud.

“What?” he asks. whett

“This is the first time you've entered this house and HOtﬁi:(iin,
your son is. He’s the first person you look for when you
replies.

The look on his face says he didn’t realise this:

thﬂ
ag
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i glangt + in from playing outside and in his hands is a live frog.
s ju Of‘]‘ Kt each other, Jost for words.
ots 0 t to see what's inside,” he says.
is p . open. I wan
HISP . to Cut it Op
g

ughs- urderous child” she says, stands up and leaves the
I
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“THAT’S NOT HOW you do it, come here.”

He’s been battling with his tie for a while now. It’s just not whe he s
He didn’t even own a tie until last week when his overzealous Uncle Lloy&
walked in with a suit cover over his shoulder.

There was no agreement between them. In fact, Lwandle hadn even
thought about an outfit for his big day. But mami was there, and mami
wanted him to wear a suit.

“I don’t understand why all of you are forcing me to do this. I could
wear shorts, you know;” he says.

Nkosana shakes his head as he fixes his son’s tie knot.

It’s just the two of them in the room.

The poor boy had planned a mother of all parties in Pretoria behind
their backs and he surely wasn't going to invite them. But now they areall
here and he knows his mothers are going to smother the shit out of him

They had already started last night with that dinner he didnt kno¥
about.

“You have to look proper and presentable, just this once,” Nkosand

says.
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pinks, this, he is doing it for his father. His father, on the other
e

pand: is doing this for him. Its a big day for both of them, for the whole
iy A walked in just as he finished getting dressed and it looked
wanted o 53y something important to him,
e het qow it seems he just wants to be in this one good moment,

[?zeriﬂg everything they are dealing with. He wants to be part of this.
consvlwﬂ] Sbani, it was expected, he had always been a proper child until

[wandle, on the other hand, kept everyone at the edge of their seats.
'Ihe)" pever knew what stunt he was going to pull next.

He's been trouble since he was young. Nkosana said it was like raising
Mghele all over again. |

“gee, this is how it’s supposed to look,” he says, patting his shoulders.

He turns around to look at himself in the mirror.

They are both silent for a while.

“ remember you looking exactly like this when I was a kid,” Lwandle

says.
He's right. They are exactly the same height. Nkosana was the same

size as Lwandle is now.
“You remember what I looked like?” ;
They are both standing in front of the mirror. |
“Yes, | remember what you looked like. You were always there, '
remember? Even when we went to bed without seeing you, we always
knew you were going to be there when we woke up the next morning.”
Nkosana drops his eyes.
He's never been sure of himself when it came to being a good father.
He knows they turned out well. That he knows and he has been proud
ofboth his sons but he gave more credit to Hlomu than himself for that.
His goal was to make sure they didn't want for anything, that they
didn't turn out to be criminals and that they stayed blind to the dark side
But what had always bothered him was what they said the first time
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they met Zandile. He concluded on that day that maybe Mone,

that important after all. And Sbani’s shenanigans have given himwas“‘l

proof of that. mﬂre
For Lwandle, being here today was not a privilege or a dreg

what was expected of him, and so he did it. But for his father, eve' tj"‘*ls

he has to do this with one of them, it is a confirmation tha¢ he s ;"Tle

On
well. ¢

Despite all the bad things he had to do to get here, he did fair}
when it came to his sons.

“Thank you,” Lwandle says.

It's an unexpected thank you. Nkosana doesn’t understang_

“Thank you for everything,” he says again.

He understands now but he’s still shocked. It’s not every day thet
son who tested you in every possible way randomly thanks you.

He nods and pats his shoulder.

“It’s fine. Let’s go, I don’t want us to be late;” Nkosana says.

But Lwandle stands still.

“Iwasn't that much of a disappointment, was 12”

The normal Lwandle wouldn’t even be bothered by that, byt with
everything Sbani has put this family through; hes been forced to look
into himself and at least be the one to give his father some pride and joy,

'Ihere-’s a b‘rief s@e on Nkosana's face. He thinks it’s a joke,

The big mirror is still in front of them.

“No, you are a boy. I was once a boy too” .

Lwandle laughs and shakes his head.

“That’s hard to believe, I dop’
- I don’t rememb i
wrong. But also, [ don’t ever B

came bacc hesays, T S€ing You really happy until Meh

Yy Wel)

the

NkOsana_ rubs his h
tncomfortable pOSiﬁ()nands together. He does this when he is put in an

“Oh, and whep Ny, :
 Hisfa 1 Niya was born, Lwandle adds,

Ce softens,
& Italways does whep his precious daughter’s name I

g _g._':'_ . et ki s 136
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ne at the perfect time.

She ca! .
3 ana believes her arrival changed him. That something

meﬂtioneh ow Nkos
Somf died when she was born.
Jin bim that with her he didn't have to fight too much to

pa
ol ‘
happmess-bani and Lwandle and Mvelo, it was different. It was a constant
with sht o raise them without their mothers. A fight to keep them
fight. A ﬁi's enemies, from his life, from the business, from the truth...
safe ,If::rtnnilghtv had they sat in that living room longer, had Hlomu not
wajked i demanded they bring her child back, Lwandle would have

diedéwam was determined. He had been planning it for months and he

was going t0 make it painful and gruesome.
The men in that house asked about the child and Gwaza lied about

pim being his nephew.

One of them seemed suspicious but he never said anything.

Gwaza had popped in to pick up a parcel and continue driving to
wherever he was going. They didn’t know him that well, but he was a good
business associate. That's all he was to them.

He hadn’t been in the house for more than 10 minutes when the door
was kicked open. Before they knew it, they were in a war zone.

At first they thought they were being robbed. It happens a lot when
you're in the gun business. But when the first thing the supposed robbers
grabbed was the child sitting in the corner, they knew they were in the
wrong place at the wrong time.

They chose not to fight, to try and explain, because it was pointless.

Atthe end of it all, there were only two people left in that room, sitting
ontwo chairs facing each other.

They had met under similar circumstances before.

?fﬂy this time, only one of them was going to leave that room alive.

Im going 10 kill you.” Nkosana said, unbuttoning the cuffs of his
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shirt,

“Today, here,” he said, pushing each sleeve up his arp,

Nkosana is not a man of many words but when he speaks, }
lies. 5 Ney,,

Gwaza wasn't a saint. But compared to Nkosana, he coulq
been one of Jesus’s disciples. Wel|

The knife was on the table not far from them. Nkosana does
a weapon, ever, unless he is going to use it.

“You've been waiting for this moment all your life, havey
Gwaza asked.

He knew it was the end but maybe having a long-overdye conver.
with his arch-enemy was going to help him rest in peace.

They had been fighting like cat and dog since they were boys. They,
was always something between them, way before Zandile made he,
choice.

“No, I haven't. And don't think this is about Zandile. If’s not, She Was
always mine,” Nkosana said, rubbing his hands together.

All Gwaza could do was clench his jaw when he heard those words,
He knew that but he didn’t need to hear it.

Whenever he thought about Zandile, which was often, he pictured
her on her knees begging for his forgiveness. Her admitting that she made
a mistake, that she should have stayed and married him because then she
wouldn'’t have had to kill her own mother. She wouldn’t have ended up in
jail. She would not have had to live in some backroom in Riverlea witha
taxi driver.

Had she stayed with him, he would have made sure she had
everything she desired. He was going to build her a house, a big one.
His father had already given him a business to run and he was working
really hard, just for her.

He didn’t care anymore that she didn't love him enough. He had
accepted that. All he wanted was for her to come to him and beg, and t¢l
him he was the better man. That was a delusion he lived with all his lif®

Not
Carry
s Yoy
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hat moment on that chair. But jt Never turneq into realit
oot Nkosana always have to win? Wiy v
why dldk - child, Gwaza. My child. Don’t You knoy
eyou 100 hing about me,” he said picking the kni
ow not u. You are nothing but a low-Jife pi

me?

Clear]
fe from ¢ 4

he tab)e.

€ce of shit Jjke your

Wu,l;nknow Ad
» Gwaza SaY*- ' :
jthed < trying to push him. He-wamed to push hj
He wﬂd and made it quick. A single stab i, the h
hesnaPP‘;ke if he pushed him hard enough,
. m;]kosaﬂa disappointed him. Instead, he
b bis arms folded. ”
at eyou have a daughter, don’t you?

M 10 a pojint where
€art, that’s q]) i was

put the knife a4i and

Silence.

«pon’t worry, I'll make sure she’s taken care of,” he sai
gp the knife again. \

This time he held it in his hand, spinning it a few tj
hisindex finger with its sharp end.

He was counting in his head.

“Look me in the eye, Ngqulunga”

He slashed the knife across his neck the moment their eyes met.
Oneslash and blood was splattered all over his T-shirt. He put the knife
back on the table and sat with his arms folded again.

The next few minutes were a battl
lungs through what was left of
bad no problem watching,
borrific than that,

He never Wanted to kill Gwaza, To him, he was nothing but a nuisance
Who tried

% force a woman to love him. And if he had to be honest, he
Gt thi he had it in him to take it as far as kidnapping his child.
Something Bheki would do,

Bu(t)o(;wme in the eye Ngqulunga,” he said. :
72 couldn’t rajge his head. It was half-torn from his neck.

d and picked

mes and poking

e to force the air in and out of the
his throat. It was a horror movie Nkosana
because he had done many things more

That Was
@,
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He was still trying though. . .
He wanted to die like a man, with his head held up high_ Buty,

cut across his throat wasn't allowing him to die like a h.efo-
The more blood that poured out of his neck, the higher ¢, soung
his attempt at breathing became. When the sound droppeq, it wag of

€dg

9

Clear
he had stopped fighting. ' .
Nkosana was still sitting with his arms folded, Wwatching,
It was like watching ice after being thrown into boiling Watey

o A »
definite and quick deterioration.

“Nyanda’yemkhonto...Yeyesa... ;

Qengeba... Majola... Macingwane...

With each clan name Nkosana uttered, Gwaza took anothe, step
closer to his death.

“Mphankomo.”

Last breath.

Silence.

He stood up and kicked the chair. The body landed on the flog,
head first, but there was nothing left in the body tied to the chair to feel
the fall.

Nkosana zipped up his jacket, switched off the light and left the roop,

They were waiting for him outside,

He didn't speak. He went straight to the Quantum parked in the yard
and sat next to Lwandle on the back seat.
The child had no idea what was going on.
He was grabbed before mayhem began.
“Do you want KFC boy?”
‘The boy nodded excited]

.

It 'hat,i beena long day and long night, but it was over now.
“You're going to be late”
Its Sbanj,

€5 standing at the door, He’s Wearing a suit, the one he wore at his
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en he was still Nkosana’s pride and joy.

jon W i
g0 ihing like he did back then. A few scars on his face, red
He 00 - teeth are the evidence of two years of self-destruction
desaﬂ’ b:en sober since sunday. Lwandle begged him to clean himself

Hi
for BT he came here to get th ;
e the fact that g em out of this room so
u; it be Jate, he walks in and closes the door.

e ™ . ¢ them in front of the mirror.
han both of you,” he says.

pwandle forces a Jaugh, Nkosana doesn’t speak.
W

.‘Mah is Paﬂlel

gometimes he ca
e time he calls her Zandile, out of disrespect.
¢

{wandle leaves and the two of them are left alone. Their relationship
jas always been awkward. They both know how deep their love for each
tely not close. They don't talk.

other is, but they are defini
Shani communicates by being rebellious and Nkosana responds with

4is fists. It has alway’s been like that, and they both hate it.

He hasn't been dumped at the gate by strangers in the past three days
hut he's only doing it for Lwandle because he begged him, and he is proud
to be here, to see this.

“Was it at that time where Lwandle went missing?” Sbani asks.

They had been quiet for a while, just standing in front of the mirror
with hands in their pockets. Nkosana nods. He doesn’t know why but he
nods. Perhaps because he is tired of everything.

“lunderstand. I'd do the same for my son,” Sbani says.

Nkosana looks at him and leaves.

iz

.Bab
}? Now that [ have a Master’s degree, are you going 10 givem
elooks at him and frowns.

- i
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p there next to yours
3 ch]ef

[]1[71)( ()ﬂiL‘C u

“Yes
cial officer 0
a frown on

[ L‘!hing-‘
ace.

finan

There’s still
as if this is something he is entjg
It gd

[wandle is little e
ay, “You sent me 10 aniversity for this”
u are hired right here
» a ’
0d righy

to. His attitude seems 10 S
«yes, I'll BIV€ you 2 .ob. In fact yo

“Chief.. K
ob.

now.
Lwandle’s face li
art tom

ghts up-

“You can st jorrow:

“Really?”

“Yes, You 5€& from home you will get on the M1 north. From there
take the Cart sreet off-ramp» which will take you to Miriam Makeb;;
Street. Drive straight until wigi Mrwebi Street and right
across there will be your office. You can take along a camp chair if you

want,’ Nkosand says.

Lwandle is lost.

«But the offices are in Braamfontein;’ he says, puzzled.

Braamfontein;’ Nkosana says-

“Yes, my office is in
He looks confused. And then he looks shocked. He frowns.
“But baba, that's Bree,
Ohhhhhh.
“Yes, congratulations You are the new C M,
- > Nk
S Q osana says-
Tiﬁ:y Cal;ief }?ueue TI:MShaH’” he says, patting him on the shoulder.
e here. They drove together from hen the
photograph-taking circus was over. (o -
3 . ¥
wandle wanted Sbani to drive with them but his father said n: That
that he i8¢

ange the fact

little moment in front of the mirror didn’t ch
d face his Pmblem >

d 3 )
runk, a disappointment who can’t be a man an
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he doesn’t have the energy anymore and he is done
ca different storys she keeps trying and she keeps being

is donei

sand !
Nko andile
mnngd away aI'ld hurt.

Puﬁhc i Ll circumstances, this would have been a big celebration
Und®

" mily dinner at Meat and Greet in Bryanston will do.
. asm Ce]ebratiﬂg Lwandle’s achievement, the main purpose of this
Be ides 3 explain the Mhlaba situation, which is why none of the
is

ering S
gt were invited-

rdat;;’lfmu JIready knows:
pack from Muldersdri
e

‘

Mghele explained the whole story when he
ft but she has made it clear she does not want

assorted meats is placed on the table. If it wasn't so

A big tray Of : .
] resenfedr it would be no different from a meal being served at a
;isaiyama in Soshanguve.
aNo beer?” Mqoqi asks.
Theres silence-

When he finally figures it out, he scratches his head and picks up a

plate. )
<]l have soda water then,” he says.

The decision to not have alcohol at this dinner was made this afternoon
shen it was clear that Shani was coming too. Honestly, nobody thought
hewould show up at the graduation and when he did, nobody thought he
ywas going to last until it was over. They expected him to disappear to the

nearest drinking hole he could find.

“I'll have lime water, please,” he says.
Its been a while since hed been part of one of these things. Most of

the time they don’t even tell him. He just arrives home to find the house
empty and figures they must be having dinner somewhere.
‘Ntwana, congratulations. I'm going to be honest with you, you

Weren't very promising...” Ntsika says.
g Hef always the one to propose toasts in moments like these. They
taking him to Margate with them on Sunday because they aren't sure
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who that man was referring to when he said “bring the o-ne YOU hay, 8
hiding”. Also, because maybe, just -mayl?e» th: S ‘_Nl“ Save thep, l}:n
trouble by telling him who Nqobile is bY_J”St blurting it out, ¢

“I'd like to propose a toast too,” Sbani sa).’S' and st-ands up,

His action is met with tension because...it’s Sbani.

“Mfethu, there are so many things I could s:fy about yoy but jt Woy
take the whole night. So I'm just going to cut it short and ¢ YOou
this is a big achievement. You've made your mother an.d father Proyg
achieved the things they never had the chance to ?chm;e and agai,;
you've polished the image of this family. People back in Mbuh, will |
at this and think, well, at least their children aren’t bloodthirsty, low
criminals who kill anything that pisses them off just because they

“Sbani!”

“No, mami, I'm congratulating my brother,” he says and ry
palms of his hands together.

“You and I, we know what a grown man’s fist feels like on oy faces,
We know abandonment and neglect and we know loss. The words silye
spoon’ have been thrown at us all our lives. We've seen the worst by the
silver spoon is supposed to compensate for all of it. Our mistakes are
never forgiven because we are not supposed to make an
is supposed to make us perfect, Qur punishments are
‘don’t be weak, how many times have you heard those

“Mfethu, this is my...”

“Tknow, I've had four of these before but guess what? I can still see
Mvelo’s face and you know what? I told him to g0 behind the house. He

pjssed me off and I chased him, He ran behind the house and I told him
that if he came near me again, I was going to slap him. That's why he
stayed there”

0ok
“life
can i .n

bs the

Y- The silver spoon
harsh. ‘Be a man
words Lwandle?”

N‘kosa.na stands up and walks oyt of the re
Zandile to follow him, but she doesn’t,

“'IWhhat’s Your point? And who askeq you?” Ntsika asks.
ad there was no point in you running ©

staurant. Everyone expects

510 point, just ike
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it you left here is still here, waiting for you”

H"si[s 1son none of his fathers have touched him yet is because
, reds

1 ace an
c place

B0 ke YO Bl

d they wouldn’t do it in front of their wives,
I’'m not running anymore. Baba,” he says, looking

,,Mqhele' 1 place called eMaweleni. It’s in Nsikeni somewhere near

¢ them what they know about the place. Nobody who knows
ganS“-A_s .| alive but someone might know the ‘urban legend’ ” he
. water on the table and walks away.

1s the glass of
4 and says, “Maybe after that we will all be less fucked

* e stops midwaY

up
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SHE DROVE GUGU to the airport.
She would not have volunteered had it not been that Hlangu wil,

staying at her house while Gugu is away, so it made sense that she p, the
one to see her off. Also, because she needed to get out of this hoyg, and
she needed to talk to someone, and Gugu was that person.
She thought that of all of them she would be the one who understang
where she is coming from. Hlomu was not on her side from the beginningl
She knew this the moment she said, “T know Xolie but think ahgy
everyone, if Sisekelo is the only one who can help...”
That’s when she put down the phone on her and they haven't spoken
since.
There are 13 children in this family but hers are the ones who art
being haunted by things that have nothing to do with them.
She had hoped that Gugu, with her having gone through the mostin

the past two years, would at least be sympathetic and not look at her like
she was being selfish.

“You know how things work in this family, we sacrifice for each othet,
Gugu said, as if it was supposed to be that simple.
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ook ™ child, Gugu. Sambulo took my child. He didn’t even
.‘TheY' st like he didn’t when Nkosana almost...”
oing to hurt Sisekelo, you know that”
know or don’t know anymore. They took my
hat they are going to make him do wherever

hlm!
ﬂght fo;osaﬂa was never 8
N sure what [

«r'm NO
A no idea W

114 and [ have :
chl]d ent, she said.

inks that mayb

children closer and

r 0
hel };ze and my children are theirs too’
are mr power t0 fight for them.
ht though, one she knew she wasn't going to win

c
e did put up 2 18
gambulo know that she will never forgive him for using

e this was her fault. That maybe she should have
stopped this thing of “all the children
’ because now it has stripped her

put she did let

her child as bait.
« told you not to touch the children. I told you many times,” she said.
she needed him to know that this was all his fault.
not be left as they are. That

He tried to explain that things could
ly chose Sisekelo for a reason and who knows what Phakeme

shopho clear
if they didn’t fix this?

could do next
She still said no but he took him anyway.
dn't help with the anger she’s been harbouring

Talking to Gugu di
especially because she doesn’t understand how

since yesterday afternoon,
she could just pack and goon a two-week holiday when things are falling

apart here. ;

Sambulo tried to make her go away too but she said no because she
could feel it. She could see by the way he was acting that something was
going on and she wasn't going to let him get rid of her so he could do as

he pleased.
The house is empty; just as she had hoped.
The happiest times of her married life have been these, walking into

an empty home and inhaling the calmness, the silence and the freedom,

She had two children in the first five years of the relationship, with
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a man who would come home in the middle of the Night o
to the guest bathroom and come to bed smelling Jjk, ke ha:lraiaht
swimming in detergent. been
He always had some type of explanation when ghe " .
like, “I was working in the warehouse all day. That place jg dust ;nt:]“gs
from floor to roof.” diy

It bothered her, but he came home every night and he loveq &

he couldn't live without her, so she decided not to nag, becayg, he

what a good husband is supposed to do.
And then she got married, and then there were other ¢
the ones he found already there were becoming grown m
one of them died, and a woman who was soon to be one
And then there was a woman in jail whom nobody kn

then her own son was talking to ghosts,
and...

lik,
dig
h]ld[en b()

€N. Ang g c];
of them dled

ew existed, ang
and then there wgg Maby
0

Sometimes all she needs is a frozen moment,
stops and she is the only one who can move. A moment where she
control how fast or how slow her movements and her thoughts are,

She wants to be ag gentle as she wants to be or as slow as she cap be.
She wants that,

She opens the bottom cupboard and pulls out a box hidden behing an
unopened set of cutlery,

A moment where time

ti : )
her head aboye the i Ty ime she feels like she can't keep

~ She can feel e

the place, Peace and quiet consuming her as she approaches
It's clean, Ips always ban

She sj
.9- 8its on the cement floor anq Tests the back of her head on the wall
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re is no shelter or shade above her. This place, this

Jace where she can be alone.
here. Nobody goes behind the house and she’s pretty
P ji plenho have been in this house numerous times

@t clue that there is a place like this one.
o in front of her is a mystery. It is not connected to the house.
’ 'Tll:th“e’ randomly built high enough to reach an average-height

Its u]lt's shoulders: . |

- B 'Storm w i re'tamer but when they
e with Sambulo: he said it wasn't. He said maybe it was just a
«r whatever’, he wasn't interested. But she was.

decﬂl’aﬂon i .
Her relationship with this place started not long after Mahlomu

T.
hind he o hot The
15" the only P

ere
ot hobO dy comes

tun]ed 30-
hanged after Mahlomu turned 30. A lot of things

A lot of things €
arted to make sense. The long midnight showers and the new guns now

and again.
sambulo never hid the fact that he carried a gun with him all the

time. He was shot and almost died once, so she understood his need
to protect himself. Before they had kids she had no problem with him
leaving it lying around for her to see, but as far as she was concerned he

never used it.
That night at Hlomu'’s birthday where Mandisa went crazy, a lot of

things started to make sense.

She held out for a few days, but the coming home late at night and long
shower thing happened again. That’s when she started asking questions,
for the first time.

“Mandisa says you are a hitman,” she said.

b H*’: thought it was a question, and even if it was it would have been a
et""l’lcal one, but he answered anyway, with a question.
What?”
Mandisa, she says you are a hitman”

‘ y

Scanned with CamScanner



IQUNGA

“Mandisa is unstable.”
That’s all he said. Sometimes she thinks he speaks SIUWIYOn

just so he can carefully craft his lies. TPy,

But at that time she didn’t know how talented he y,, . .
the whole thing happened after the Mabutho saga, she Woul &l
pressed harder for answers or a confession because really, gh, bd-hh'
Mandisa. She just hoped for the sake of her children anq her sa; ey
it wasn't as bad as she made it sound. Y thy

But her female instincts weren't in denial, so the next time b
home smelling like he was trying to conceal something, she woke
next morning and packed her children in the car. She droppegd G e
at Hlomu’s house and came back home. of

When he asked, she said they had asked to go there. Apg wh
he didn't believe her, she said it and she said it once, “Dop’ .
children with blood on your hands”

He didn't say anything, picked up his car keys and left,

It was days after that and she was sitting alone drin_kjng wine whe
the urge started growing stronger and stronger until she couldn’t flght::
anymore.

She tightened her hand around the thin stem of the wine glass, 5o
hard that she felt her palms burning. But it wasn’t enough. The urge y
for something stronger than that. g

t touch my
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]]Cr skil].

¢ from - she had got back her power and more.
as s

rOt'l‘a

h.:er felt new Al hopé was not lost. .
§ per mind: . she had <mashed a wine glass on the wall. Her own
p= jdonc™” t of six imported from France.

she pat Was partofi8se

oSS felt
“"“;:edid it an:g;cs here, she ordered them online and they were
These 3 days g0 Twelve of them in each pack.
ree

deJiV‘red \ed Riedels she was very specific about that.
She wan each X slowly and carefully, picks one piece and caresses
3

she oPeI:i she breathes in, Jets it go, closes her eyes and waits for that
s.

in her an ent where it breaks into pieces.
al mor™ s the most tender and most fulfilling.

good.

e is alwa
' ﬂleﬁf‘;;}:z::gfgs 13;./ the 13th wine glass, her throw is firmer, her
1?)":1:;6 and her teeth clenched.
sl:e caresses the 24th one longer than the others.
Her throw s slow and tender again. She stands up and walks away
(e moment its pieces land on the ground. She’s not interested in the pile
fbroken glass under the wall, so she doesn't look back to see MaSbisi

pproaching from the kitchen veranda with a broom.
But she knows she’s there. They never talk about it.

she'sin such a good mood having lunch with the wives doesn’t sound

lie a bad idea at all.
And besides, they need to talk about things. She’s forgiven them for

ot having her back, all of them, even Naledi who, instead of supporting

ber, blabbed on about how she agreed to name her own child Sbopho

because “sometimes that's what you have to do’, as if she ever asked them

fortheir support.

hmi:”;llel’o ﬁﬂon’t‘ be l.)ack today or tomorrow and if she were to be
”X:)Iile,f e with him being gone. It’s her child she’s worried about.
It Masis;,

_
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<ince Nsingizi Was born almost three
always has been but she loves Year,
e ch
i
Iﬂre,,

B \. trange W an,
O range WO |
che's &SP o e
that's the only reason she’s still her V
“Yes, -\unh".\‘ol;u says: X
es, / 4 o
ghe calls her Aunty because she's not an ol ' ,
she calls her 477 o : -
st Al ying woman who finds plea an l].
an annoying wom;
just

ens in this house. She does it in silence 'hlﬁ.,

hat hapP
. ki
nyana? 00,
Jo mfanyana because maybe she thy, I
oy Ca = in|
p where they can call each other by‘:lqh*q
i

ght and it irritates Xolie.

“Wwhere 15 mfa
MaSbisi calls Sisekel
an exclusivé relationshi
names. But &
«Why do you ask?
«1¢s a school dayand the child is not here” MaSbisi says
 think that as his mother, I dortkno i Sl’;
 SlOp agkj
ng

2. And stop calling my husband mpp,
Wenyyg,

he has o i

“And you
sabout my childrer

question:
He is not your son-in-law:

problem before but MaSbisi know,
S Whe,

This has never been a
madam is frustrated. She shoots and throws hand grenades ang Whn e
all over, she never comes back to apologise. enity

n conversations MaSbisi has with her daughter Qhayiya w,
heshome in Orange Farm on weekends, she describes her mada, e
angry woman who does not know what a good life she has. B,

“She breaks expensive glasses every time shes angry, crashes
against the wall like a mad woman. And do you know who has to :m
up? Me! Because [ don't want that good man to see how crazy his Wij‘e?n
because he'll take her to Weskoppies and I don't want to lose m; :‘
know they'll never let me stay there and look after those children. );]l: 1
;;1: 1hn: lohHlomu‘ 1 know that. She can fire me any time she. waﬁ

now that because, umdlisile, ther ! i :
e here’s no other explanation, no other!
dw:r :::tgi::r P:{I)vlv:;’ys laughs at that. She’s never met Xolie and she
3 ecause she too thinks the woman is crazy but
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g [|CTS'~'"‘ il the woman her mother cleg,
» ns
an't 8¢
e conversation with Xolie is over. It always end
i ends
na mood like this.
isekelo's room and sits on the same chair she
sat

to
she saw the bed was neatly made, meaning he did

ly lying on her back with that husband
X0 when she, Masbisi, first heard Sisekelo talking in
.d to be passing by his bedroom that night to get
m the kitchen when she heard him.

d watched him toss and turn while he
She left the room when it seemed the

ht
was pmbsh

olie

pottle froi
n the chair ant
1ake sense.

sat O

)  she asked him what the dream was about but he
rsisted and night after night, the child
e s it was sweet dreams and he would be
s back with his eyes closed and a smile on his face, And
pinh “f’ " would be tossing and turning and pulling blankets and
sws. She thought maybe she could help him. She asked him
to describe the places he had seen and people
;. whom she has never taken seriously, had
5 as a child that she could read and interpret dreams.
she expected naothing of it but she had nothing to lose anyway so she
qove her the € ise book and told her to read the whole thing.

“whoa, Fisanis what kind of people are these you work for? You must

» the cousin said after reading just three pages.

rlhn(hﬂd and run,’
d the exercise book from her cousin immediately and

el
B° | pext morn

K about it- It pe

tal
eep. Sometime:

d since she Wi

1k
MaSbisi snatche

in her handbag.

putit back
hole thing was a mista

That wi
b him? What kind of nonsense

The same exercise book is on t

ke. Taking the child and running away
was that, she thought to herself.

witl
he desk next to the chair. She’s been
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If from opening it, but the urge has been perg;q,:

trying to stop herse :
It’s been a while since she’s looked at it. She lost interest wh“lhg,

cousin couldn’t help. It wouldn’t hurt anyone, would it? Mfanyap, .
here and his mother is probably thinking about breaking more thing;nq
she sits here. So she opens it. : &

“I saw Niya in the dream, she couldn’t move. She was lying on th, b

and she couldn’t get up, she couldn’t move her legs.”
This is the latest entry. It was written two days ago.

it =1
1 . r Ta
i Pl L
i JML LA u & 2% 5l 5‘;,1.’3;,_.-"14)'_'1.
Bl 30 i on bnlages oef?

} " | "
b piry s Slh T
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that you all grew up like wild animals, yet you can’t make

/i Fecd Mhlaba asks.
complaining about being hungry since they got here this

o own f00

Hes been oiln i
g and they keep pointing at the bucket of KFC on the kitchen
mornl
fable. g home, and he was looking forward

They told him they were goin
hought it would feel like home, a warm meal cooked in

this fancy kitchen at least, but no, nobody has bothered with that.
Mbuba to him means nothing. Its a huge house surrounded by
davels and all that fancy shit but he really doesn’t feel like he is home,

ot because het

roni

ihe home he has longed for all his life.
He knows the whole story. How they left Mbuba and how Hlomu

brought them back here. How their father, Sbopho, and their mother,
Nomafu, burned to death here and they never got a proper burial because
there was nothing to bury.

They told him about that rondavel too and how it burnt down.

This boy here, the one who has been sulking because he doesn't
understand why he is the only child who had to be brought here instead
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o schoch s been asking questionsall gy
of going Jand e y‘dbe wrongif they thought they cq

i they
: t: they wanted becausé heisa child, he thinks ulg %h
W ch.s been sking 10 call his mamiza and when - '%\
tandl himself in one of the bedrooms, ‘g
wen!

Inisstrange fod theboy el uk:d who Mhlahl is or ]h‘&
from, but their €yes have been meeting and each finany tre he
stares Tight back at him- ‘ ° dg, lhth"‘

Tomorrow morning they are going to Nsikeni. 1y, b
hours from Greytown but nn.nc of lh:r? have been e, -
Kaow about it it s famous 10 the taxi business by fore "y
thought it was 3 place theyd have to go to one day beuuu):., W e,
doesnt bother them. hay n‘?y ;

They wanted 10 g0 today, but Ngcobo said he "
onight and so they had to wait for him. With Mzimel, S:nly be .
only father they have now. ne, he i i

He's been there many times.

Ngcobo taught them things their father didnt get 4,
teach them. Survival was one of those things. But also,
sometimes. He felt like they would have found their way even N
been there. He believed theyd still have taken the direction the. ¢ hadgy

See, Ngcobo s a believer. Abeliever in all things sLlPer-natl::.zllw“L
God who people go to church to pray to on Sundays. excey

He believes that those who once lived and later perisheq contj
Jiving on the other side, only with no bodies to carry them arou, di';‘:

believes they are gathered somewhere looking over those
alive. Mo

0 Moy,

‘hinq.
they shock 'him

His belief in ancestors is strong. He respects and honours them,
shughters animals often. He burns impepho and speaks to them whmh:

needs guidance. He does the same when he needs protecti
ection an
e needs to offload his sins. ’ -

He firmly believes that it is thanks to them that he has lived so long,
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e has peen filled with blood and darkne“ they hy
Ve

n!‘"ough provgh” ;
“:ﬂdh‘msood man- He hasl never claimed or tried to be one.His
’!‘Hc .s% il control- It is about having what he Wants, when ;:
3
1
o s w{}: P::sfor the Zulboy Heis poud o then,
he poldness.
ot and X
r""rlﬂn:] gl ced with some of their choices, especially the gne
P o never commit to another woman while Zandile g
ma

F‘u,n. 1 1o convinee him many times to marry.
e Jou donit have to love 2 woman to make her your wife. she
gedsaF All you have to do is provide so she can make a home for
wlove ™
e istened. He knew what h
o Neosin® never listened. He knew w at he felt and he was never
ut
1ray it
Sm:’; N;’mb" was fond of Mahlomu. In fact, he was the one who
Mqhele o approach her when he feared shed reject him, But at that
L e pelieved she was going to be just another girl, just another one of
it

M sl women. And when they talk of making her a wife started,
q
h“jn’l sure. o

i worried that she wasn't going to be able to handle the life. She

5100 innocent, too clean.

e realised that when he saw her at the Bree Street taxi rank with
Niosands children in tow years ago, when the brothers had gone to do
1ioh that was supposed to take two days but ended up taking four days
'B;ausc something had gone wrong.

She had been given an instruction to stay in the house in Naturena
yiththe kids until they came back. But no, she saw nothing wrong with
defying her man by going to work and later demanding to go to her flat,
wen sfier he, a man old enough to be her father, told her to return to
Naturena.
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.t Mghele when they came bag|
He raised 'h‘:;:l:lly stubborn but there was ,,o':i;[‘hc ln“ve'
asthatshe ™ " when he met her family during 1 gl‘ﬁ oy 4,
His WO asalazy a0 who had settled for 5 Sﬂr:j e oy
He saw her and family- g )q:“”\
rd house of Dladla was that he was a map -

o eption o
H“;:d‘, s e lmjn'd about |jg, fro, d Neyy,
pis han for cight hours a day and was satisfied with i m b%h .
rked :ursl part was that he allowed his only son to e «. thag Vg
Ti,‘:l he never \mdcrslood atall. .
the -P;hm was also the aunt who h.ad }he ——
hes addressing him. He felt she didn’t know her Place ag afh in the
whe . «ons, whom he had groomed 1o believe b o

arry such, was 2 problem. L high .h:d
gut over the years he has wald.md Vi becon som,

had never magined. He knew, as time we.m on that she Vi a"hmh‘

force, perhaps even more pomertil d“.m M o

Mahlomuhas similar feelings of discomfort towards him,

She doesn't like Ngcobo, none of the wives do. They haye ;|ev
but they have always feared his influence over their mep, T gy

The polygamy. chauvinism and his objectifying of Wom,
easily rub off on their husbands. But what they don't kngy, i: L
himself fears Hlomu. He is uncomfortable with her ability o
them, to change them and to make them see the world dilferemrnw

Theit interactions are always brief and awkward. It s , .
struggle they are both unaware of. o

Ngcobo specifically asked that Hlomu must not be involved in

“This is no place for women. Bring Sambulo’s boy,” he said,

‘They brought Sbani too, and Ntsika who is still as confused abay
what is happening as the young boy haunted by dreams he does not
understand.

“There’s someone at the gate,” Ntsika shouts.

m),woman to m
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ccting any guests, except Ngcobo who was leayi
P ey spoke (0 him. ng
m under the tree where they have been siting a]

s ;
s the gate when he realises they ar, .
w‘”;dtsika walks 10 € 4r¢ xpecting

Y LT .

”fﬂ o MI?’ |lidc ot that ended with Mvelo and Oleta dead, he has

0 pat 100 4 its people: He wasn't here but he still doespy
(hing could happen in broad daylight,

when he walks past them carrying three plastic

herself behind him with her handbag squashed

;f “115:; ow such @
an i 7 he says
ll‘sﬂt:‘h ula fa,-mmg
bﬁs, per M m but doesn't bother to stop and wait for them o
“i ¢ greﬂs the
ave called, Aunty. I would have come to fetch you
& .o all the way here,” he says.
o walking . ]
,gudﬂ yoisn't interesteds she's already unpacking the groceries on to
put Cd opening cupboards looking for pots. She looks up briefly
e ublii::es searching the kitchen when she sees two of them standing
con!
wfb' i k fi » That's all she says, and th
" here to cookfor you. ys, and they leave.
hr\hasn‘t been to Zandiles house in a while but she knows what’s
Sh:n_ Zandile confides in her.
Wéﬁat’s run out of ways to comfort her and when this whle thing
qurted, she believed herself w,hm she told her things would be okay. But
ngs have been getting worse. Every time her phone rings and

jnstead thi
ame flashes on the screen, she knows she's about to hear bad

Zandiles
pews and her cousin Crying.
Sometimes she wants to be honest with her about what she thinks

bat Zandile can be defensive and that’s always been a problem. When
she spoke to her this morning, she could feel her nose twitching because

rally, what is wrong with these people?
She leaves the water to boil and the chicken marinating and makes
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her way to the bedroom.

She didn't see him outside so she knows he muyst betn
somewhere. She stops briefly in front of the bathroom, digh . h%se
hears water running. It is probably him but maybe not, 50 sh
continue searching the house.

She finds him in the third bedroom, the smallest one Where ¢
kids usually sleep. A

He is fast asleep. Her first thought is to slap him awake b
so peaceful yet nothing like the handsome young man wj,
seriously for his age. The one she was so happy to meet sjx
was so proud of because despite everything her family had
to have him, he turned out great.

tn
%
€ deq dme
0

n]a]]

O acteq ,
years ap,

an,
to go thl’()ugh

She used to tell her own son, Mghe, that “this is someone YU shoy
look up to”.

But now... her blood boils just at the sight of him.

They told him, and she personally told him, to stay
Ngqulunga girl but he wouldn't listen to her. Look at
twice his age with this beer sponge he calls a face.

She opens her handbag, takes out her sjambok and places it op e
bed right next to his feet. And then she stands with her
looks down at him sleeping.

She loves him, she really does. She was the first person Zandile told
when she arrived back home to announce she was pregnant.

She knew it was going to cause trouble but she had always been
supportive of her cousin, and so she told her that everything would be

fine, that a child was a blessing and that it didn’t matter that she was only
19 years old, Nkosana loved her and th,
together.

But the next day she was looking at her aunt’s dead body lying on the
bedroom floor. She had to clean the blood too while being interrogated

by the whole family about where Zandile was and if she knew that si¢
had come back here to kil her mother.

away from that
him now, looking

arms folded ang

ey were going to raise the child
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kel the sjambok lying there and decideg her
She 0 »

nea... .
aMaIﬂ k!” she screams, dellvering anoth

oetsex: er hard Slap acrog 1.
sHey, V' rss hig

2 tect himself with the duvet }, '

fac He triés ft;f:g)ain, this time with her fist. Ut she py]j it away ang
‘mi 4 hlrfc:me, what is...?”

Sr:e?abs i a?d t s Wben h_e Stops askjng Questiong and
outof the bedroom. She's right behind him (p,, “ambok occagiongp,
Ian;i“g on his back and shoulders,

“You ungrateful bastard! Do you know what we had ¢, 80 through?
poyou know?” she shouts as she chases him out of the house anq across
4 y}:dls fast and all she can do is shout, with ¢
hand, as she tries to catch up with him, He run
the direction of the tree where his fathers are
moved. They are just watching,

“Your mother doesn’t beat you but I wil]1”
waving the sjambok.

Nisika is pulled back when he says he’s going to intervene,

“This is not right. She’s about to faint!” he says,
Qhawe tells him to stop with th

he sjambok still in her
S everywhere €xcept in
gathered. They haven't

She’s still chasing him,

€ nonsense,
Itis only when Mhlaba comes out of the house with a bath towel
¥repped around his waist and asks what is going on that Mghele decides
toact,
He runs to stand j
She looks at him
hlmm Where Shap; i

n front of Nokthula and tells her to stop.

and furiously walks back to the house. Nobody
hiding in this yard but nobody is concerned about

1 thoughy she came here to cook;” Mghele says when he joins them
nder the tree,

body s shocked that this is the first thing he says, and calmly so.
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They know him too well.

They expect Mhlaba to ask but he doesn’t seem %
Car
the violence. . ‘ e m“cha
“Who is that ‘pakistan’?” he asks, with pjs hands o, “
that smirk on his face that lhe)’ all know too wel], 15 hipsl Heh

“Zandile’s cousin. Don’t even try it Mqo gi sy

They aren't interested in answering more of Mhlaba’s v,
whether Nokthula is single or not ang why she js chasty Stion,
all over the yard, so he gives up and walks bacl {0 the 5y

He finds her in the kitchen throwing rice in 4 Doy
Her face looks as angry as it was when he came oty
saw her with that sjambok. She raises her eyes once
her rice.

He stands still,

Ot

ain h() Ry I
n

of the h ¢ wattf.

and go, ba, c:n':

He raises his arms defensively but she’s not done talking,
“You should have stopped this the moment it started, It j you, all of
you. You treat these boys like you owe them something, Do they even

on this flogy before I Jet him.,”

: ind
She stops talking when she seeg the real Sambulo standing bei™
her,

: i but the
She thinks Maybe the Person she’s been talking to is Mqoqi a5
chicken in frong of her wort chop itself so she goes back toit.
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ted tO her, are we? “ Mhlaba whis
spe
clothes, Mhlaba,” Mqoqi says pers to Sambylo,
up at him but she doesn’t ask. He leaves the ki
es later wearing a Mercerise T ;?“:Chen
-Shirt and

% reld
“we areﬂt r
n gome

# uto
Gfl)df; 2 Jooks P #
No > back 30 minut

g o
PiL Ood Paﬂts
g ala took him to the mall to b
e NS & uy clothes, one of th
e with him because it’s clear he has never left th ’9t em
e '90s.

o sure exactly where they are supposed to go but they know thi
is

they 41"
is {he rlgh

 area-
gested that they go to one of his persons and ask about th
€

Ngoobo SU8
they aren't going to complicate this any further

Jace; DUt Qhawe said no,
by going yet another person who might start telling them about their

sins-
pesides, they have a clear lead. They know what place to ask for but
who is safe to ask.

they aren’t suré
gisekelo hasn't been visited by any g

is no neW information.
Shani on the other hand, is still sulking about yesterday’s whipping

and the fact that everyone acts like he deserved it.
Heexplained to them Jast night that he doesn’t know where eMaweleni

isexactly, but he knows what he knows because Thabitha told him what

her uncle told her.
“Its not just about what happen
5::51;:11: Mbuba, after your grandparents died,
er and his brothers because they Were afr

back
aboutto l‘laUSC more trouble. They did some digging and got
where your grandfather came from. My uncle said whe

the way he was: and then letit go:

back,they sai
4 said_ey said no wonder Sbopho was

. 163
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. this for years but he decided to not te]j
] t, but because he pe s fy,
Ver -,

.
%

ivestock.

if we 80 deeper We are going to

u didn’t want £ go there,” Ngcobo saysn 1}#
The,

i, and you said YO
ever.

d this place for

k people:’ Mpande.

people,” Nqoba.
ted to make this thing €asy- He would have myg,
|

ken to a few people and they would have founq "
exactly where to 80 But Mghele advised agy; I
g they could involve other People?t

n,

“We must jUSt as
«We haven't s€€ any

Mpande wan

]1d them
is was not somethin

people they work with.
and decide to ask when
hoe across her shoulders walking slowly.

’ «gawubona mama,” 0ne of them says.

place and to
it, he gaid th
especially not

They stop

they see a lone old woman with ,

The woman doesn’t look at them in the car, but she stops anyway.
«we are lost. We're looking for a place called eMaweleni,” Mghele

“She's deaf;” Sisekelo says.

Theyaren't sure how he knew th
and keeps on driving.

It a while before they see another pers
stick and rushing somewhere. He recognises
way he opens his mouth and widens his eyes when th

down.

“I've i
heard there was once a place like that. But it doesn't exis
a farm now: GO down

the young 1"

at but Nqoba presses on the accelerator
on, a young man carryingd

them, they know this by the

; says.
i The woman doesn’t answer.
|
A
i
j
{

j ey roll the window

::jymor;, it was taken by amabhunu in the 70s, it’s
s road, leave the car near the river and cross by foot,”
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ared to 163V€ the car anywhere, he knows by the way

o have to go back to Stanger and use the

then ¥ s an hour with the tar road but...”

well cross the river;” Nqoba says starting the car

A ople it’s private property, nobody is allowed to enter
. eoples

'gﬂ‘t\f"‘ Y Kk there." the young man says.

g till speaking.

o Lh?rrive off and leave him S .
ey wide and doesn’t look deep. The problem is that they
The river lsve 1o take off their shoes and roll up their trousers if they
- goin® tosh:nd Nkosana is already annoyed.
10 crosve the Quantum parked under a tree not far from the river
They lea,oung man described it like it wasn't too far from the river so
b 3 ::b};bly pe still able to se€ the car from across.
M‘Milabaf' Mghele say’s.
Hes been 100 quiet, its unusual.
gafo; Mhlaba responds.
her. He was asking him if he is okay and his

They don’t speak furt

nse meant he is.
ar from the river because they walk for about 10 minutes

it really isn't f
an iron gate written “Fourie and Sons. Private Property.

before they reach
No Trespassing - Between the gate and as far as they can see, there is just

drysugarcane, no people and no house.

“Nifunani madoda?”

They hear someone speak but they can’t see him.

“Sifuna ukubuza,” Nkosana says.

They hear his footsteps coming from the left-hand side of the
“'%arfa.ne ,ﬁeld and wait until he is visible,
hm?:;:":;_}"’ung man, just short. He carries a knobkirrie in his left

ick of sugarcane in his right. He’s wearing black gumboots
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and blue overalls. He must work here.
“What do you want? Abelungu don’t want anyone hEre,”

Sa
They all wait for one of them to answer becayge they steny is_
sure what it is that they are here to do. xacﬂy
“Isn’t this a farm?” Ntsika asks.

The man says yes but that sugarcane is all that jg left, that th
fired everyone and decided to let the land g0 to waste, - farmer
“Why?” Qhawe asks.
“Because it is ours and we have claimed it. Once the ¢]
we will send him and his sons packing,” the man says,
Interesting story but they didnt come here for that,
“We were told to come to this place. Its a lon
of eMaweleni?” Mghele asks.
He was always going to be the one to get straight to the point
“What do you want from there?” the man asks,
There’s no answer because the
there,

“The graves,” Sisekelo says.

Everyone turns to look at him, They don’t know anything ahg
graves.

“The graves?” the man asks.

“The graves;” Sisekelo says again.

It seems the man knows exactly what the boy is talking about, byt he
doesn't like it. Those graves are their ticket to getting this land back If

anyone disturbs them or comes here with a conflicting story to the one
they have used as the basis of their claim, things could fal] apart.
“What graves Sisekelo?” Sambulo asks,

“He knows the boy says, looking sideways at the man,

aim j
Im jg ﬁ“alised

g story. Haye you heg

y still don’t know what they wap; from

the river.

Idon't know but My own father to]q me a story about what haPPEHEd
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ot to be called eMaweleni, but he too waspt
as still a child himself,” the man says when

ow this PI"C;gw
e
a5 true: ;
p he SIZOFYW Jat the pank of the rl.ver.. . |
5“'eift augathere' o hushed tone; as if this is not something he is not
art ing mn
dﬂ}]e is SPBfk about.
were twins here,

g

boys. He said their father died on

ed 1 . g0
sUPP,;sc aid thereborn” he stops and squints as if trying to remember
were DO

doy :

mcthi“ ¢ S getting the story right, but there were other twins

g 00! sur - eyl died. The father must have done something

o bu o lived, only them, and then he died. They were good
these tW at my father said, but then one day, they must have

pe "o wh
1drems that;d.”” He stops when he hears gasps.

What did they do?” Qhawe asks.
e h'apd a priest. He was one of those that were recruiting people
i buih ai;d most people here believed him and followed him.
tojgiur;l?:fcfw; and stuff. The twins went to that school too. But he must
He

Juve made them angry because.. 5
siow did they kill him?”
The man shrugs before he speaks.
“From what I was told, they slit his throat and left him sitting on a

pened?

chair, bleeding to death.”

There’s silence.
The man is telling the story like it is an urban legend nobody believes,

but they know; it is a familiar one.
“Is that what you wanted to know?” the man asks, looking at Sisekelo.
Buthe isn't here. He is busy playing a game on his father’s phone.
“So what happened to the twins’ mother?” Qhawe asks.
:Ihe man sighs deeply.
b glfaﬂfﬂﬂf» the community was so angry, they burnt her house while
Inside;

Mgh
dhele pulls out 5 pack of cigarettes and lights one. Nqoba and
‘ 167
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ison. [ wasn’t relat,
d 1 prefer Pf:w“ ed to ap,
-~ v":im stories” Mhlaba says. oney
3 d now is to go b
™y forvar 80 back to Margy,,
of

e

< theirs too.
Mgogi pull out
“The twins disapraf'd-hN"b‘;jy ’:Cnows what .
im their mother told t ')
some people dai : t I don't kn M0 rup, gy : edy, h"’!mnhq
and burned to death. Bu OW everybog,, wh tayey i ey t
0w, th,
A W,

dead”
There is no looking at Sisekelo for answers g
from this. And it is a good thing because he js du? Cis g l\
what this man is saying. But they want to knbsy d ang xho‘c°"n
mentioned and if they mean anything, aboy, o, ldﬂn,l‘q}:
“You can't touch those graves. You can’t say any,; &“'ﬁ :
have a land claim here and those graves are oy, Prool;‘ aboy, "
ours,” the man says when Ngcobo asks. thyy thig) en, .
They aren't sure whether to stay or go because Bits ang
expected to hear, from a stranger who himselr Sy ;; is noy e
believe the story he is telling them, like e ¢| %
They could ask more questions but the map, fiag Oty
because he is the only security guard here. © 80 bagy i

“Nkosana,” Mghele calls.
He never calls him by name. He calls him bafo, they o
€
all eay, oty

that.
“What did Sbopho bury under that tree?” he asks,
Nkosana gives him a confused look.
“On the night I was born, you said he buried something, T,
- That he g

something together and buried it,” Mqhele says.
Everyone who was standing near him has
this face ;{nd the aura it comes vfith. e They kaay
Nkosana shakes his head.
“I was six years old Mghele,” he says.
They know what he is thinking, they are thinking it too, but they
won't talk about it further, not with Sbani and Sisekelo here.
They watch the man disappear back into the sugarcane and then they

all cross the river back to the Quantum.
169
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. with many friends. She wag the

. . She was always the one Organisip, . Wh,

jps inta :
dships , surprise birthday dinner for this frieng o, g:‘“

. Killarney was the popular hangout. It was the p, &
Her a0 | ept over. It was the place where they garp "
i~ gt?:hem qeeded an intervention, OT if one of them feeded t) ,
one o ings women di
about their life or whatever other thing 7 ciscuss when they

ratchet. ‘
But that was a long time ago.

She's not sure how but she kept losing them one by one,

It must have been at the time when she was a depresseq new}

and didn't want to talk or see anyone, or maybe it was because hrﬁefd
e

changed, her lifestyle changed.

Ithadn't been a big deal to her that she wasn’t as social or popularss

::1; used to be until this trip came. There were no limitations. She couy
2 many of her friends as she wanted, They could spend as mud
money as they wished. PRt

HE USED TO

jen
kept the frie
asmall B“‘wgether’

That ; :
Wasan instruction from her husband. He said go there and hae
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o 8 ou cam ! wha'tever You want ang
mut’“ fu it will take your mind off thingg, do whatmr

" lollllgr " would make her happy, but thig i . You
ks re, being aW2Y when she’s needed mogy

iy ; thrOUgh the list of her once-clo
F 0% he hadn't talked to most of them for a yhy) * In her he,g

Iday as if g,

°y

ifferent
- She fe
els

in her previous life as a flight attenda
nt. They becam
€

ed type
o et Rato
h so that she feels comfort ¢
ortable talking to her by

gose friends: 5 TS
rP’Ob[emS'
fe her was to let things be.

Rato's advice 0
ead of looking for a mother she doesn’t know, she should

ghe said inst
- accept that she was meant to be who she is.
put Gugu i stubborn. Gugu does what Gugu wants to do.
They talked about it extensively on the day they arrived here eight

ays ag0-
After that they focused on being happy, on doing whatever they could

forfun in this jittle island that has a population far less than that of Joburg

dlone.
The beach, the foo
half naked with no shame because nobody knows

d, the booze and the comfort of walking around
you enough to judge

jou was heaven.

Their first stop was Tsarabanjina, which was great for the first two
fays as they were looking for peace and quiet. But then it got creepy
kcause it had only one lodge and the only mode of transport was? boa_t%

On one drunken episode they started talking about what theyd do
re was a tsunami or a terrorist attack of something like that

morning theY packe

The picture wasn't a happy one and so the next
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Iheir sty there lasted for three day,
act that nobody spoke B It\"iz
h ere was one man whoge B ‘h T
ounce mojito and gin ang t: ish :i
c;v1hsat10n 50 Antana.p, Nic, 4
icken [icken since ]°°k|ng Vojt“’a,
could actually swim from ;t the ap
N ando’s. It was still good th"ugh X
ty

10
; day ago:
il 1o do with herself.

l ‘1‘\1 a5t "
M ||.mnﬂf un U - o
estit K7 o her list of desired places, b

» but shel

, shé do€ 1

N o : 11 exacty

\mdaga“ar was dld gxaCl that, aSked him to Change [he
o she at. That was when she sh

" e did 5 o
o here 277 " |t how de sperate he wanted her to go,

from ][3]:" 'ciOUS 3
Lave becdME *F * L wha money in the Zulu family? What ar,
.
five star hotel ac
ek-long commodatigy

€
cially to Ngobe.
ich she had to guess becay,

a and spend the whole afternoon
her eyebrows to0. For her thatss
erybody teased her about
they meet in the middk
r. She thinks thef
e sort. She doesnt

er.
: Her plan was to find 2 health sp
being pampered She needs to trim
st every week. When she was a young girl ever
the ‘bush’ on her face. Her eyebrows are SO thick
Others said it was cute but sOme made fun of he
make her look like a freak, an unusual creature of som
like them.
Now that she thinks about it, that sh
z:Zb‘:;: th:;lfzooéethznh{yezas because something as
But she had no ia:;:: ithad o ke a8 s I ved
to suspect she wasn't one @ m. Thef

ould have been the first sign e
as joine

unust
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ibes ant who turned against her adored her when she was 2
pes B ihing changed and shes not sure when and why,
il 50ﬂ;he pays for whatever it was that she was fed here, which tasted
Aﬁcrand fruit in one bowl, she decides to make a stop in the ladi:s’
jike ﬁsh . der her nose.
oom to its important to look good. She doesnt understang

with Gugt :
don’t wear make-up or don't do their hair. Why be
women who S i

pyou can be sup ernatural?
WheShc thinks that's why she gets along so well with Zandile. Before her

an outcast, like those two women Hlomu and Xolie were
deing her for wanting to look her best all the time.
udg;nnd besides, they had no idea what it was like being married to
oba at that time. She had to do whatever it took to keep him and since
che doesntdo the domestic wife thing, the trophy thing was her strength.
Ifbeing the ‘bright young thing’ on his arm was what it was going to
take to keep him, then that’s what she was prepared to be.
When she looks back at it now, she realises she lost herself during

she felt like

that time. :
Maybe that's why her friends shunned her, she had become someone

they didn’t recognise. She'd become a weakling, a powerless somebody.

She stops and looks. She might be in a foreign land but she’s definitely
sure she’s seen this face before.

She waits, hoping he'll raise his head but he doesn’t move, although
dhé's sure he saw her. She thinks about walking past but changes her mind
and goes to sit at his table. He's alone with just a glass of water in front of
him.

“Hi,” she says.

He looks very uncomfortable.

“Ithink I've seen you before,” she says.

He still looking down at the table.

“I'm Gugu. I'm from South Africa,” she says, putting her handbag on
the table,
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She's not shy, naturally. She'll talk to aNyone ,,
anﬂhmg, including a stranger in a foreign countr

=
.

Cve,
Y Wh() 0 ""mne

i ' ¥ 14
interest in small talk, judging by how he hasy said 5 wm:ol“ly hi“‘! J
‘ 3 ‘.
down in front of him. in, y N /
She assumes he’s shy, or that maybe he recognis Wl £

€s her fro t
kn : © Mgy,
Owsg h"n fro,n medll

-, N

But she won't leave until she finds out where she
“Hi," he says, finally.

She squints her eyes, as if trying to figure some; ing oy g
now that she’s right about seeing him before beca :

: :
Use thyy Hp :n“"r‘
French accent. By

g Uy

=

“You look familiar,” she says.
“Oh, really?” he says.

He didn’t mean to say that but he’s in a difficul Positig

" .

This is not supposed to be happening. This is a big deal. Hel :ur;iht oy, f

make sure it doesn’t happen. d to y

“Yes, I know you from somewhere. 'm Gugu,” she Says agaip, fi

He doesn't respond. But now that he's talking, she’s eye, more cyri,, M !
about him. us

“I'm here on holiday. 'm sup
abandoned me;” she says.

He's not sure if he should run out of here
will make her suspicious, But also,

posed to be with my friengd but shes

ortry to keep calm, Running
taking this conversation any further i
arisk. It’s bad enough that he didn't want to come here in the firg Place,

They were supposed to go to Italy but well.... here they are,
“A glass of white wine, please,” she says to the waiter.

This means she’s not planning to leave this table any time soon.
The waiter stands sti]l.

“Un verre de vin, s'il yous plait) the man says.

The waiter nods and walks away.

She's smiling, She looks impressed,
“You speak French?” she asks.

He shakes his head ang says: “A little”
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5. .
she shrug re you from? I'm from Joburg. No, actually I'm from

“50 wNartZliut [ live in Joburg now”

KW“Z ulu‘ds put doesn't 53Y anything,
He no erou from? 1 know you're from back home,” she says.
awhere athing right now would be to pretend he’s from somewhere
The be;’ts ot ‘back home but what the heck? This woman is hellbent

as
asloﬂg.n him talking.

o com Mpumalanga,” he says.
‘Imre’s a wide smile on her face, as if she’s just found water in a desert
e;nl::ing stranded for days. ‘
eyow! You have 1 idea how good this feels. Are you here alone?
cause ] could use 3 friend right now. I'm sooo bored,” she says.
& She’s speaking Zulu now.
Being ‘friends’ with her is not an option. As soon as she lets him go,
pe will disappear. Hes even thinking of taking the first flight back home.
«you haven't told me your name;,’ she says.
That's another problem.
«pm Tony, he says-
Tony is the Jast thing hed want to be called. Hell, he doesn’t even have
an English name. He saw the name on the badge worn by a waiter who's
just walked past their table.

“Nice” she says as the glass of white wine is placed in front of her.

He shakes his head when the same waiter asks him if hed like
something to drink. The sooner he gets out of here, the better.

Hes never sat across her like this, not this close. He's never even talked
o her before, but he knows she talks a lot and used to have a bubbly
personality.

He also knows she won't let him get out of here, not when she’s bored
and needs a victim to cure her boredom. She’s used to getting whatever
she wants and right now what she wants is company.

“What brings you to Madagascar?” she asks.
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He's been cooking up an answer to thjs e
sat here. He knew it was coming. 10n jp, hig
“I'm visiting. My brother works for the South hh:{ g
She nods and takes another sip from herigh f\frjcin ""l‘q
asking questions until this turns into a conversyy: E Shg's%bi\’
She's seen him before, shes sure of thay i ion, Eﬂ[ng hﬁ,{
that she doesn't remember where and when_
“You said I looked familiar, That's because I kn gﬁh
Suddenly she seems uncomfortable with, what ](:w- - e,
“I used to work at the airport,” he says, € jugy Said_“h-
She looks relieved now.
“I'm surprised you recognised me,” he says,
She frowns.
“We weren't exactly on the same par. Flight atte
can I say? Out of reach” Ndangs Were
She smiles briefly and rolls her eyes. Wy
“We felt small when you all walked past us in high 1,
and smelling all expensive...” Cels ang

She langhs out loud. G
He knows this is improper but he catches himself
laughing. She looks happy. He hasn't seen her happy in a1 B al p,
here must be making her happy. Ong time, Beig

“Trust me, it wasn't like that. Do you still work there#»

“No, I left a long time ago.”

He gets a little worried when it strikes him that she might jus;
what he does for a living now. He's still torn between saying he i iul: :
kind of business and whatever other lie will reach his mind first. ’

But she doesn't ask. Instead, she answers a call and rolls her eyes afier
a short conversation.

“It's my friend. We came here together to have fun and the next b
her psycho girlfriend shows up. I don't even know where that broke.as
psycho got the money to come here...”

she says,
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Kkes another sip-

that crazy
pecause ther

g her with admiration.
f water in front of him. He’s

n et type who follows her everywhere,
 with :,a Sl?th i e is this crazy idea that...” she
if sP im watchin
¢ half-empty glass 0
m because she is his
’s the right word.

y friend, but it’s all right. I don’t

at th
least favourite. He's

own

HC hat is happeﬂi
bit..- S

ng to hi
hallow if that

wanted to run out of here.
has this idea that...” she stops, as if

d they are kind of like an obsession for

ant her hanging out with me because
» she stops when he laughs

has brothers an

he girl doesn’t W

omen. Sot
h one of them and..

ight just run off wit

out Joud. 1
she's a little lost because she doesnt understand how a m
this funny- 5

“’m serious. You probably don’t know
put that's how it is. So she showed up here. I
t the two of us. Now I'mall

an can find

my husband or his brothers
dor’t know why because it
alone on an island because

wasmeant {0 be jus
they've turned this holiday into theirs and I’m the third wheel. And they
are doing all of this with my husband’s money,” she says and rolls her eyes
again.

He laughs.

Shes noticed how he tries to hold back every time he laughs, as if it’s
wrong to find her funny.

s? Just like

“So your husband lets you spend money on your friend
that?” he asks.

She waves her hand dismissively-

“H
¢ has more money than he knows what to do with. I can spend it
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on whatever | want,” she says.
% listening to her and he wonder
a— ’ S why she ke

‘his money.
I see. How dld you meet hir“? Y()ur husband“ h
Y e aa

She laughs and flags the waiter to come to her ks,
“He was a passenger,” she says. >

He’s shocked.

“Don't look at me like that,” she says, raising one b
The waiter is standing next to her. and,
“Say that again, the thing you said earlier in Fren b
He knows what she means and he canit by ch;

unpredictable and free spirited she is right now. P laugy; g
The waiter leaves after he orders another white wip, boy
“You don’t drink?” she asks. 9
He shakes his head. She frowns and looks at her watc,
“I always tell my friends, never, ever date 5 man Who. i
r i

You know why?”
“I don’t but I know you're about to tell me?”

He's now convinced that she’s not as bad as he thought she
“Anyway, the problem with men who don’t drink is thagw;?
intense and too cautious. They basically don’t have a life l:c:«:aus:ythare
don't do the ‘going out with the boys’ thing and so their life revo}vz
around you. You become their hobby. The worst thing about them is thy
they remember everything, I mean, what woman wants to be with aman

who remembers when her period is every month?”

He has no idea what she’s talking about but it’s fascinating.

She raises one finger and says, “They are also too attached to thei
mothers.”

He laughs. He can’t help it.

:What’s wrong with a man loving his mother?” He’s s

There’s nothing wrong with a man loving his mother

everything wrong with a man who lets his mother live her it i

till laughing
but ther®

17Q
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» ghe says, raising both her arms in a somewh
3 at

st sYIB°

hlm' A cgesture'

i owing. They have chemi
def‘ﬂse convers &%) istry. He would never

ation is fl

1h ir
ht.- :
e O-U‘/ges 0 and orders a double shot of whiskey.
folds her arms and loollcs at hlml.

Sh‘e e you've made me realise why I'm still single, I might as well start

.Sm ends;” he says:
maklﬂﬂ,s o well aware of his sarcastic nature but she decides to let him

e
s WY 27 she asks, raising her eyeb

g Expeﬂswe Jlcohol?” she asks, raising her eyebrows.

s not the expensive alcohol type but there is no proper beer here so

+else can he do? He would tell her the truth about where he learned
b:u ensive whisky but that’s not an option. Or he could make up a
:ton put he’s tired of lying.

He throws in exactly three pieces of ice, lifts the glass, moves it around
yis hand three times and drinks it all up at once.

When he looks at her, she has a frown on her face. He freezes.

“you've just reminded me of someone,” she says and flags the waiter
again.

He's getting worried. Three glasses of wine in just over an hour is not
good. He's relieved when she asks for iced water.

“Why are you still single? You're not bad looking.”

about saying work takes up all his

That's a tough question. He thinks
th another lie about what he does

ime, but then he'll have to come up wi
for a living,

“Because I didn’t drink until now. Hopefully my luck is about to
change after this drink;” he says, placing the empty glass on the table.

“When are you going back home?” he asks.

He expects another long answer but all he seesisah
g oﬂ;zmmediately regrets asking this question, more $

teven be talking to her.

ard face.
o because he

179

Scanned with CamScanner

2l



IQUNGA I

“There’s too much to deal with back home. It’s like going b,
That pain is the reason I came here in the first place,” she 'iaySCkm Pai.
down at her hands. iy ok,
He wants to tell her that everything will be all righ; He
could tell her what he knows but it’s not his place. Being her, hay; R

conversation with her is not his place. "g'hh
It could mean the end of him, he knows that. But she needs g,
to talk to and he’s here. Me

“I think that... I think whatever it is, you can handle it says

She's startled. She met this man less than two hours ago ang . ;
telling her this? If only he knew how deep her problems are. ¢
knew what was happening to her family.

“I'm just saying that you look like a strong woman, like someqpe wh
can rise above anything.” £

He means it. He believes it because he knows what she’s been th“’“sh
the worst being that giving birth in prison episode. ;

“I don’t know about that,” she says.

It would be good if she didn't go into detail because it looks like she
has the upper hand in this conversation. It looks like she’s able to reag)
all his corners.

“Is Tony your second name?” she asks.

He looks a little lost and then he remembers the lie he told.

“It's my main name.”

: She looks at him and then at the envelope just next to his cell phone
- on top of the table. He closes his eyes when he realises what just happened.

“It’s a beautiful name. What does it mean?” she asks.

He knows she’s not talking about “Tony. He thinks about turning
the envelope over but what good would it do now? She has already read
what’s written on it. )

Inside the envelope are his hotel keys. He’s booked in a room across
the passage from hers.

He's never been asked by anyone to explain his name before.

OW he,
Only he
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bo¥ dol explain this?” he asks and leans back on the chair,
.hat harm would it do if he just tells her the truth? They’ll
pever S€€ each other again.

B by
S;I:‘;ngs at him like he’s just asked her a dumb question before she

"It,s "

rural areas where the land is open and the air is fresh,

i1
; «ack 11 the . o »
can hear an echo without being indoors.

al's where Yo
He's Jost her there.
«Okay, if you stand outside, preferably on a hill and T

therell be an echo. It sounds exactly like you but it’s far. It’s like

1 ‘-;an, yourself speak outside yourself, like your soul speaking,” he says.
heaf(‘:fgu is many things. She’s smart but she’s not deep, she never has
i That's why t0 her, this explanation is as disturbing as it is interesting.
apkangala is that place. It’s that place where the echo comes from,”

he says-
«we used to do that when we were kids, face the forest and shout at

the top of our lungs like its some kind of competition to hear whose voice
nade the furthest echo”

“I¢s a beautiful name. Nkangala Mchunu,” she says.

How could he forget to remove that envelope? How could he?

Her phone rings. She looks at it and smiles.

“Its my husband,” she says, blushes and answers it.

This is his chance to get out of here, but the call is brief.

“We must hang out again. I'm still here for a few more days,” she says.

His plan is to go to his room and pack, take the first flight out of here
and go straight to Nqoba's house to explain himself. What just happened
here is beyond crossing the line. :

“There you are;” someone says behind him.

He turns around to see a woman with long, thick dreadlocks. Its

dear she’s not planning to join them at this table judging by the way she’s
l°°king at him.
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He knows Rato, he’s been following them around since h
“Where’s your third breast?” Gugu asks. Shes talking to the fri -
The ‘third breast’ would be the possessive lesbian. Hoy g, ‘:n -

come up with these things?
“Sleeping”
She still has that mean look on her face.
Gugu stands up.
“Ill see you again. We're staying at the same hotel anyway;” g, bt

and leaves.
It's that bloody envelope! It had the hotel’s logo on it.

“And then?” Rato asks.
“What?”
“Who is that?” Rato wants to know.
“Tony from Mpumalanga. He's nice.”
* “You can't be entertaining Tonys from Mpumalanga. Your husbang

out in hostels and taxi ranks,” Rato says.
e one who told me to have fun and do whatever I want”

and have fun. He didn’t say go be a ho,” Rato says.
' this conversation going? Where are they going?
' hone in my room. Someone called Ntombi
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1'HERE'5 SOMETHING ABOU_T the way he looks into
i peautiful and warm and sincere about the depth o
e looks at her.

There's something, another thing, about the way he watche
something deep and intense and dangerously protective,

At first he thought it was her physical beauty that messed with his
mind. Her simplicity and elegance on the outside that strangely fits so
perfectly with the strong and fearless character she is inside,

He loves her. He has from the beginning and he’s centred his whole
being around her, so when he needs to hurt someone, he hurts her.

“Your problem is that when it comes to Hlomu, you hold back. You
treat her like glass, like she isn’t capable of making mistakes and hurting
oulike you hurt her. She does shit and you pull her to your chest and kiss
her on the forehead, that's what you do. That’s why you explode;” Qhawe
once said to him,

; Healso once told him to stop trying to make up for what he did early
in thejr relationship.

“You beat her, She forgave you and came back. Stop trying to

hel' EYES, SOme-
fhis eyes when

s her sleep,
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overcompensate;” he said f the day he beat her into a miscary;.
r ing ol th ) .
That was the morning had sworn to himself thy hey

idn't see it coming. He " 0Ooi 9
He too didn't see g as he lives. He wasn't going to beay her iy

her coming in, chatting and laug},ing ke e
g gOiﬂg toa k ey
ther. But also, he wasn sk he,
Iways do when they are t0g¢ . askheryy,
zhe i);nored his calls earlier that day when he wa}f il‘:rlng with hjg kne,,
haking in Dr Masetla’ officé, waiting to hear what was wrong ... hi
S

e ; kill him.
left arm and if it was going to Libismrea
He hid that from her, the arm that wo imes theg,

, 1d a towel with his hand.
""ou:f;t :;ee?:ilenli(:)rl::otime in his sanctua"? withr 16 JVHarie him
because he couldn't even play it. Hed sneakiinto bed wiica SEEREY alreag
sleeping and if she wanted, hed make love to her and bear the pajp,

He wanted to tell her at that moment because he was scareq 5 he
waited for Dr Masetla to come out and tell him something,

It wasn't anything bad, that's what the doctor said when he came out
It was just a troubled muscle that could be fixed with patches and pills.

He was relieved and all he wanted was to go home to his wife ang
kids.

He was going to hug and kiss her the moment she entered thej;
bedroom, and then something came. He still doesnt know what jt was
but he knows it wasn't Hlomu who brought it.

He needed to act on it and she was there.

He was sure she was going to leave him when he placed her on their
b_cd with a packet of painkillers next to it, He smoked, left the bedroom
and came back when she was asleep to clean up the blood.

He knew she was going o leave, she told him that when she took

him back
Ineamait. those years ago after he beat her the first time, and he knew she

lay a finger on her as lon
he heard her and her brot

But h e
i ﬁ:n ‘:ant 80INg t0 go crazy and drive across the country to beg
e €cause he knew she had no place to run to, And so he did
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ove past three tollgates across Mpumalanga,
" lea"“‘g:[ ‘hat he had thought about her or that he stil] fe]t somet
[t W3 ¢ that he needed to get rid of the anger he harboureq ag
jorher It W‘;am d he knew she had for him.
hcr’“d chnt flinch when he banged on that door. She knew hjs wrath
edi oming from afar.

person? I thought you had left this to your brothers”

hing

ainst

oud fee 1€
an you came n

e said- iy, they could have just gone their separate ways and never
H;’l; ot’hel' again for the rest of t}}eir lives. That's what he thought
he met Hlomu but Nokzola wasn't just another girl. She had taken
: e t to know him and knew where to poke him.
nm;:ei relationship wasn't always that bad. It was often great,

They lived together for two years and he also hoped that committing
by moving in together would improve things between them, that maybe
he needed to try harder and open himself up a little more,

He changed a little, cared a little more and tried to meet his end of
the bargain.

He knew she wasn’t a bad person but he believed he was the bad one.
That's why he brought out the worst in her.

She was temperamental, very possessive and controlling by nature.
And that was the biggest problem because Mghele cannot be controlled.

He was unfaithful too and in return she attacked and vandalised and
stalked.

When she left, he thought hed give it a few days before going to get
ber back. He decided to enjoy being alone and free at least for a month
before going to beg, which wasn't going to be too hard because he knew
shed take him back anyway. -

Buton the third week, just as he was enjoying what was left of his time

himsef,  gir appeared at Bree and changed everything.

Was the end of Nokzola or whatever he thought he had with her.
ded there and then,

He doci
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On that afternoon: when Hlomu invited hjp, toh
an SMS came in just as he drove oy °fhe,-er lat -
& r%l«

him a meal,

It was Nokzola. She was telling him they wer, by ;
She wantcd to see him the next morning. She p, 4 r'ﬂg?o "av,

had to work things out. She knew he wanted 1o by ;) Bive, s %
decided she was ready too- athey 4 m TH
She was going (o come back to his house ang & ""Ld

All his faults from the past were forgiven. ey Woulg
D.\

He read the SMS twice but didn't respond,
He didn't sleep at all that night. It was a tough bay
tossing and turning and going out for cigarettes yng) :f'nc .
the next morning. s aia_.m h,m
When he drove out of his gate he wasn't syre Wher,
going until he stopped at the traffic light on Nasrec Roe €Xacy, he
between two things: taking the M1 or N1. Going to Berczd' He,, l»h
He turned right and took the M1 North, o8 Ho.,%:"
She didn't resist when he kissed her.
And on that night, years later while his wife lay brujseq
on their bed, he found himself standing on Nokzolaj d:::d bay,
Tstep,

resentment and rage in her eyes still as visible as jt Was whep p : the
e
ast

Say

her at that restaurant in Durban.
The old him would have slapped her for comin
8 Up to
P to him g

disrespecting his wife like that, but he thought he was don with
That the Mghele who knew only one way of solving things yas hat i
She did not let him in because she feared what he would 4o :5 ;Ile.
she had always been the type who would put up a fight with just h: ta
and facial expressions. bl
“What are you doing here Mqhele?” she asked.
She already knew that he knew there was no child. His brothers hag
done enough digging and had reported back to him.
“Why didn't you tell me the truth?” he asked, still separated from her

by the burglar guard.
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v f this man standing at he,

jty © | T door, ;.

au ’:5 if she owed him any, S]?E thought 1o h;‘:;‘“ns her g

“ﬁ,upﬂ:; you could mess up my life and go op 1, llve.

Ao’ Sdmes Mghele. You messed with my he,q A TOur dregpyy
. Jike [ was €TaZy- It took me years! Yearg 1 | d me 5 ng

# omd”? gerstand what she had that I didn. Why y:‘ ]“ B0 be

L u
dnot u,-.cvff Jooked at me. Do you beat her tog7 Becs lookeg ather
b ay 3‘;‘:’"1 care about this image that you portray oy, Use thats yp,

w17 w exactly who you aret” +Youand oy,
e hing him, she wanted to bring out the M,
¥, was PO Ghel,

W:s“:” a5 he was when she opened that door ang 1001(::‘;:‘?
ghe ¥ is
o~ dto ive with the guilt Nosz:lﬂ. All those years | had to ive

1 oot knowing what the child I thought I had was eating, w;nﬂ\

L o eTe

L ng and...
leep! .

y':‘; chose Hlomu over that child Mghele. It was your decision®

4 qised his hand to stop her from speaking.

r
:;ert wasa child? Was there ever a child?” he asked,
g Jaughed and narrowed her eyes at him.
ses, there Was, for three months or 5o until I realised it wasn' goin,

yring YU back. Me being excited about being Pregnant waspy "c:

[ idn't i i
(e, it "f's al;out you. I didn’t want a child. I realised that, that's why
adan abortion. L

she raised her hand this time when he tried to speak.

“gefore you start thinking I did it to get back at you, let me tell you
something. You leaving me was the best thing that ever happened to me. |
gditfor myself, It was my body and I wasn't going to carry a child I didn't
vt let alone one that could have turned out like you"

She knew she had gotten to him when he dropped his head and

Jooked down at his feet. He did that all the time, seemingly vulnerable

before the animal in him came out.

It

But she knew he couldn’t do anything to her, not when there was
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i A man does not beat Wwa

be“*'"" i Won,

o e M
home 0 your "

0 what he wel

qhele. It's 3am,” she saj d
qt there for, whateyer ;t

a.d g ey were
Jas eyes oné more time befos "

od could ever come close to 1) e
(he petrol garag® he fucked in g Omy, N, ™
other whose memory isa trixg:r i [%‘

¢ mother’s Y¢S being tearful sﬂm. )
how shed take him, only him, o0 sit wj u:tunes e
his head o0 her bosom every time he fi\g, i 4,
too quiet- fougly, Win,“q
4 Hlomu about that visit to Nokzol, by
they sat in that cinema in their hr‘; He n%m
hs. And now, after all of that, th:i:,whm hy
Aling, N

He has never tol

He didn't even when
forced him t0 reveal trut
‘miscarriage, the affairs and.--
“Good mornin} g he says.
She rubs her €yes: looks up
turns away from him-
He laughs.

“Its morning, Hlomu”
Normally he doesn't wake her. He lets her sleep until th
€ 5D copy

at him, pulls the duvet over he |,
eag
o

out.
He teases her sometimes and says, “Dont worry about the eng
end of h,

world. It will find you sleeping anyway.
He pulls the duvet but she holds it tighter.
“Leave me alone,” she whines.
He rolls over to her side of th
e bed and pulls the d
uvet 50 he can et

pupy BUSANI-DUBE

oo still dark uulz:i;k and ?;:Iso:zw:h e
o don his er with a smile on hi
. sleep and you’rc snoring,” he says.
knows she doesn’t
v e e o
e 170 o bk weeb
Slare B jsur”she ”ks'dt o “Lﬁn: her phone in the dark.
’,,e\ at i Jooking lown at her face with his h; ’
§ im but she knows it won’ 2
" be mad at him on't help. This i
d":sm vt ;:e gives WP and pushes the duvet away. e
4 o Dmgnti et isit? What do you want to do?”
y, 50 - ¢ stares. She folds h
:Zk:oesn’& speaks just star er arms across her chest and
e
s anything e just lool at him like she’s tryi
she dc-tsc,5 waiting for him to say something. g

bis I:{i:duesf‘"' Instead he touches one of her braids and rolls it around
un

. er.
M;.g«e wasa timeé where he would sit and watch her sleep and wond
oing 10 «

khc as kill her one day.
1t

7t that she infuriated him toa point ‘where hed lose control. N
st her. It was him fearing his own masculinity and the rage he Od.
ut all his life until the day she came and opened him ;
up.

enin denial abo
she doesn't know half the things but she knows his heart and that

sares the shit out of him.
e was Mboni, there was Mahlub, the Greek and allthe oth
er

hings that went Over her head, and now there is this and his children’
5

es are at the centre of it.
There are things he can overlook, secrets he can keep from her but h
'3

ows he has to choose them wisely because now it’s not about protecting
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shat’s broken.
-1 ahout fixing ¥
f;':r:" . woke her: he wllch!fi her sleep with },
her hand- irs been like that if he isn'tin beg a.n“ heey
s chest: d'she 'y r"‘:,,
hed her and wondered what he woulq ny,
P eyesand <0 him where he had been o0 hey b
ing to have (© Jlie again, but it’s not ”Ho' three wh,
involved and not when a)) h[ casy . hqi'd;;
€ Neey "

ren are

him come up with a solution b,
e

Cause jp

n, it is Hlomu.
t her involved, not now, becayg
cause panic and they can't have that. € all thig
He thought about waking her and telling he; * &oi
- T everyth; L)
thought about that look on her face that says yoy , ing, by,
ife, again- soheslipped into bed and wrapped his an;e “’mplic;;h'"h
S aroyp, ng
d b, o
: a word about w‘bat happened in ; er
g again on Monday morning to go to Margaflkeni O thy
cause where do rou .s!an explaining to yo, € Its 5 'l'lx[: they
o fix your father’s mistakes, her children U Wife thy, birg
b as much ashes filed 0 avoid it somet could be e
to keep Hlomu out of these things. mes, hag alwy, e
There was a point where being with her was the m "oy
had ever been to. But he dragged her down with him St normg] ).
Now he’s here, in their bed in the house that sh and he hyye, lhc:h!
her and hoping that at least maybe the life he has b = asked foy, f-loj'dL
is enough to make her stand by him through and t;en able to affyg her
“What are you thinking about?” he asks, . Rough:
, turning to lie on b g
S Side 39

her,

inyn

come U
But he can't g€

behind.
He has not said

are leavin,

to explain be
you g0 back t

he can face her.
. “I'm just thinking about how far we've come and
where we are now. It's great that we can walk amungo;v AT
reely with
out

anyone trying to kill us,” she says.
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tell her that now it isn't i
e ";; re chasing them. It is dead p:l;;::x;r::duslrym Mbub,

Wbl mis puried somewhere in the yard in Ml:hz fact thy b
oo oIl her jahnf}[ l:t rfun from eMaweleni an:hl )
"t "owsmls - hEI: £ 88 30 wnt o go. tnv:Ju {he thingg
Fqu-‘”l fveto the p a(ceg':]:“l‘ and tell those people Wheved and she
f.:[[:k‘ e W are t00;” he lies. They are nowhere nu::::“nf[

e 3 { J

V‘h:::his one arm around her and she turns to lay her hndshg
on

<.
g ingto

,«?::“ Jove YOU Jike the way I did the first time you got
Pl safs . niked in my
w?hf«" <old the Naturena house to that boy she met at 2
S leof nowhere when she was running away fro quol Station
o oditte him for next to nothing and only hCCausm his ‘h“ling,
ﬂflhxsmﬂlh‘f from that informal settlement to a pro, e he wanted 1o
o ckid worked for them for about a year before m, _Per home.
ever really liked Mghele and he didn’t hide ‘:Dmso" toanother
B e the aturen house sometimes. T wish wel had Eenei
" 15t 50 theyd see where it all started. And the Berea fl]::,’i. for our
too]” she

ﬂ&
1 kisses her forehead.
e had 50 little then,” he says.
-No, we had 50 much. We had everythiny
you every day: 3 lot,” she says. g we needed, including that |
she knows he wants (0 talk about something, j
sesupposed to be talking about. ing, just not the thing they
fhelast time they had a deep talk was when he explai
ory 1o her. she should have been shocked but she P! :un)ed the Mhlaba
sbout her feelings that she doesn’t want him in‘:f';'- s
r house. She may

ponest
Jethe mother-hen of this famil
ly who accommodate:
s all family stray
ys but
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IQUNGA
i oing to do it
ith Mhlaba,sh: is not B
wil Mghele unde 100d but he knows there vy
Mhlaba and Nandi will have t0 be fully blended intg e -

“Gaba s 00 Jid e 083 of hospital today> sh is farn,J"ne
They know: Sy 5 5&“
The worst thing that could have happened wag .

Jeast now they are just §OINE to pay his family ang fy ey .
anything about him again- i 4
The problem i phakeme. He refuses to go 1o ¢ ey
nothing wrong with what he did. hfrapy .
“yhatever you do: make sure you don't pass it as
ver find out who you are” she says N to th kig,

sure they n¢
Her words cut deep but he doesn't say ““Y‘hing
“I'm going to shower,” she says, already jumpin, i
But he pulls her back to the bed and kneels OvEf:Ut Ofbeg
His knees are on cither side of her legs. He ¢y oL
down into her eyes. Ps her f,

hands and looks
“Don't ever force me 10 live without you, Hlomy
" he say;

<€ wig,

His tone is low but firm.
She doesnit answer, probably because she doesnt p,
ow
Where thi,
i

coming from, s0 suddenly.
He doesn’t move his eyes. He bends over and
WI3Ps his arpyg
ol

her. He kisses her neck, chest, breasts and all the

pushes up her nightie and opens her legs wide. She m::)’ down yp, ™
s ”'IE ﬁm[

Soung

when his lips touch her clit.
She finds his hand somewhere on the bed and holds it igh
it tight, Iy
Wam,

She says his hands are always warm.
He grips her thighs tighter when she can't stay still an,
Ymore, She
Can}

stop moaning. Shes trying to find his shoulders, she wants
0 pull him
.

“Mghele.”
He doesn't answer her. He only raises his head when sh,
€ SCreams oy

loud.

192

) :';t'rali( 1o me” he whispers.
,\\'l‘" L l“J him rouching her but he's not coming
o fee) i in but he fights her 811 She grapy by,

u want. Hlomu,” he whispers,

'P["‘:whﬂl?’ he asks: He won't take his eyes off hers,
e ghele”

qh 3
_P‘gﬁ{' hert0 beg and that’s what she’s doing.

e o e whispers-
q |n§‘ts.l  her pefore she can say it back.
Hes i < her legs around his waist. He is doing her g
: o
s to her. It kills all her slrgng‘h":ny,dv"y
she

she WO s what this doe
re when every part of her body gis

¥ Bives up, and
» and then

*,-'h-, He T ing the
up 10t s z
i whatever he wants with her.
$ .
.“h:h e whisP ers when she screams louder and loud
S his arms under her head and his eyes on hers lher. Its his
at just kil]

Wilh'ng o ith a ki :
. up with a kiss every time she screams.
b’f‘Her o¢s are curling- g coming.
JistoPS and watches :etr;kHCf na[lsa]a]rt digging in.
comes an es over all of h,
er body. She trembles and

WP o w seconds and st

Htwﬂilﬂ oW S starts muvingaggin when
she of

» N pens her
He moves fas er this time, faster and more aggressi
tightening on her hair and she holds him ngfm. j[‘:i}';:hg ftds s
der. He presses his forehead on hers and dend;:l:‘ng 4
is teeth

jouder and lou
just as she feels the warmth inside her.

jogether
| know what he just did. He made love to her the same way he di
ay he did

their first time-
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phone on the pedestal, 1t
It ra

ches for his
g to answer it

He rea
wasn't §OIr
his wife:

gt was Ngoba calls
«Go where? Its 4am
“He can't reach Gugt-

Of course he ca

and she’s on a1 island, probably too drunk
n

and hay;

(o be thinking about the husband who ha
S Cause,
d he,

happiness:

ing. I have to go" h
Mghele” S
» That’s all he
says as h
€ ju;

194

not in th
in the middle ufmakj"‘ h,
ng

tl
Pagg

't reach her. It's
th, ™
e smal] hnui:s ﬂuz‘,,he
S of 'q

g t

Tee

im,
i
ongy

R
‘o

{
" m

s%m“:\

T
More.

»a.,,m:

1hi

»
y CAME HOME? 1 thought youd
youd be on a flight acro,
Ss Africy
by

o i

i ‘:k:a::; :ﬂ:‘ gjckly and looks around th

' i ! He ope i <
1§n a Wor pens his mouth but closa:(:(um‘ .CYes el
[ bet you -
gomething &
was sitting
rtable.

sent a
et hewl'h;:)ble army out to find me;” sh, ys.
, abor Vi
i ut the way she’s speakjngeisa .g?", Th
ark, alone in her own houssec're el
, is makiny
g him

've

pat she
ancomfo

“ ug-
“shut the fuck up!” she snaps
shock! She’s sitting on e
top of the ki
fom head to to€ bef i ¢ kdtchen
- he':;;:,-:: eges get stuck on h::’ ::;:: He looks at her
) ;
“How did you... When?” gure out what it i. Rk

.~ she doesn't answer.
- Instead she reaches for somethi
ing behind her.

“Gugu!”
“St
ay where you are Nqoba!” she shout:
uts.
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Js her anyway: She points jt g hi
m, e,
[ mean never, seen Ngob:
nd q0ba ftarf“l T y
iy,

He comes towart

raises his arms.
| have never a

time, ever: g
i hy
She looks at the piece of paper in her hand ang then)

it down! she s3Y% pointing him 1o the flogy wity h:'l
[

by
him_

holding- \
i

He does as hes told. »
Except for the light in the kitchen where o

the counter, {he house i$ dark and empty. She looks i i:-mng iy
of paper n her hand and then at him again. He wapyg l'm P
words are niot coming out. © Spegy b“hq
The Nqoba I know would have snatched that gup o t
ever was pointing it at him. But this js B
fucked up and all, can REVE Jay a hand on a woman, nw:
whom he resented yet still fucked. » Dot
“You know, 1always knew there was something, Yoy o5,
me everything that night. I thought you had opened wp Ed uhyg
know you were still lying to me Ngobizitha” ully by n:d
He clears his throat. !
“All this time! All this time Nqoba, you were playing
making me believe that 1 had no reason to go out and ;::;‘ my
am. You discouraged me every time, acting like you were ¢, Oty
you were trying to protect me when, in fact, you were try;ll'lcem:d‘
yourself]’ she says and looks at the paper again. g to Proteq
“What' that in your..{"
She points the gun at him.
“Shut up!” she screams.
He shuts up but his eyes are still on her left hand. Hes m
about the mysterious paper than the gun pointed at him 107€ Worrgg
“Where did you get the gun?” '
“Jesus Nqobizitha!”

p

talgy,
he
fe ang, ™%

N
even Mz‘:\
Y

out of who

pupU BUSANI-DUBE

g softly ;
) sf‘"un:u g serious about wanting him to be quiet,
% GuB " a1, so you asking me where |

o ;5 " o ¢ 180tagunjg, Stupig

B
\:" ae ay®
§ PEg it, just
r“r‘i y‘; art Jangling 1" the aif,just a5 they always do ype, he lifyg
3

e . "

- sitting down there, quietly, for

£t DO 5 uetly, for 2 while,
yh 100 pes about to $3Y something, but ow

o ¢ hes $10ps When the;
'ﬂht'c"’wk P hen thei ey
&

{ Naobile she says.

’41:11 et his eyes:

+ feal in |
Wre;e sbout ber What did she look like? Did she haye , sh
-rdl arp
1she 35!5
'tfr‘le J ocsﬂ““

pid gHrYs IIs her eyes and says, “Of

G Ys, cours
pen she 1O e my eyeby

and ‘ ned bul how tall was she? Was she thin tog? gc:)m a:_z
she was short and thin and had thick eyebroys ';Sht hlhu
» - ohe had

swer.
thick eyebrows?” she asks.

i
" here 5ays

00.
o ¢

jose 100
the floor. Itis clear he !
ey 98 as now realised what that piece

¢ 5
dﬁfs’:’e «id Ngobile looked like her grandfather, as in her motper:
g S WLV strang,reall strange that a girl would quk ljlr‘s
y andfather put that’s how it always was in her family. It was gl e
inyour (amily, where everyone looks alike)” she says and st ;:l
st e gunin her hand. ps. She
tarns OUL YOU don't just look alike but you help each other too, All
you YU wives and every other person I've met through you. They al]
et youdetroy L They all helped you build this lie that ;m
e Jiving”
“eave them out of this Gugu”

!
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th the kitchen cupboards. The sioye jq

IQUNGA

he only thing

ece of paper at him. It hits him
She throws the P! on the fige in well sed for this kitchen.
i ):g h}:‘- i she says pointing at 1L with her eyeg dP r:“! s she wants, whenever she want it
pen its s ing. He picks i wha ing to offer Nqobile but sh,
: t shes staring. He picks it up g 1S . vthing t© she was b,
He hesitates bul OWly ang i e E ad anyt having nothing together 3PPY. He v

e o were haPPY

picture. ng, in her teen. ) a They id he wasn't looking for her
s Nqobile. She looks yo:. & s he thinkg, becy % o0 1 ing if P sai i bl e in Gugu at firg, He
her, she was older than this. Use e L found Gugt: Bt that would pe p,
e ’un‘s atit fora while and for a momeng his i e f rif"f efs © with 3 gun to his head. d
He s lind it w, I nouse in Winchester Hills” he says ang -

cture of her, not even one. This is the

¥ in 0@
W edatd
since the day she died. of ked 3

't have a pi first g, " e
docsn “m"‘ﬁ g G e WO"

ory of her.
her, ;: :;:::Ib.);k to his senses when Gugu clear he, theg ) | ,;16 ;mlrts-h we live in the same ‘Irea?' she asks, And (e «
up at her. . L Ky l°°l| g th3 patit WaS she who ch.osc this house. )
"I ot whatyou think>” he S3y% O ignores that uestion and keeps talking,
But he is not convincing, probably because he 01 sy Ngob 15 il youns- Shed just turneq 20 and came here 1, Joburg
thinking right now. Whay e “she mek So she met a L:idy who introduced her to ths man, 3
“i(’s not what I think Ngobizitha?” y\k’"l‘ mr«ho Jived alone in Winchester Hills, a rich man? he Stops, s
Hesquict G )
“Do you love me? Have you ever loved me in a]] these Years? ﬂ.mhﬂsm neededa housekeeper so she took the job, She thought shey
Ito you, Baba'kaShlangu? Who am 2 she asks. i th.,n “Th e while saving money to go to tertiary. She wanted to study, " he
She sounds more pained than angry now. ,mkl‘:i' ooks up s if tTYing to remember something,

o hemistrys L think that's what it was called,” he says.
ger, o Bn:,;ks at her feet, they are still dangling.
" O 1o g He herata friends house. No, actually it wasn't a friend. It was 2

“You're my wife.”
She bites her lower lip, probably to contain her ap,

herself from saying something. et
“You are Gugu. You're my wife. You're Muna’kashjangu- | worked for: 3 taxi owner. She knew someone there, that's why she
Their eyes lock for a moment. She drops her eyes, Teapg fall :M {he house. SO when she had to leave, my boss asked me to drive
them. ;" home.”
“Sit down!” she shouts when he attempts to stand up. Hestops and looks at her.
He puts the picture down on the floor. Her facial expression hasn't changed, making him wonder if telling

his sory won't set her off even more.
“[m not sure if I was interested there and then but she was a woman
10 | was a man and it was just the two of us in that car so I asked her

“How did you meet her? Tell me how you met,” she says.

He stares ahead of him, at the stove at the far end of the kitchen, Ity
ared gas stove. It cost an arm and a leg but Gugu wanted it. He knew she
didn’t want it for cooking and she was honest enough to tell him that i out, She said no””
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ck of cigarettes fr R
ulls out 2 packol om hy,
He stops- P! he pack and lights a ﬁElrp“:

t
asmall lighter !mn\. :
“l et it 0 and didn't 5€€ her for weeks after thay | " by,

and chasing after a womy, -
had too much goi? on T
down on me: judging by the house I dropped her Oﬂ_u%%
o = and rubs off the ash thay a, ", b,
my priorities: he says s at st gy .
¢ a “continue” but she’s i d‘du o,

He expects 1© hea n
‘with her fect floating i1 the air, her ankles crosseq_ aking jhupz;\
“[ forgot about her,” he says and puffs out Smoke gy

He'ssilent. She’s waiting. His phone rings. He switeh
it on the floor next him. She looks a little shockeg b ito

- bumpcd into her again about three months 1a[¢y thig ang
needed me. She was stuck in town. I decided to 4 hr.
knew her and [ wasn't going 1o Jeave a woman sy :{
have happened to her. nhu\x :

“She was nicer that day. She even asked me abgy, oy
all that. But she never told me where she was from, o m; S“'“n,,
Joburg. She avoided that subject and 1 thought it i hwhy she g
really know me- And besides, I figured she was being :Ca e she o
she needed something from me” ice onyy tidy

He looks at the cigarette butt in his hand and s
if asking something. She doesn't flinch, so he aims ap,

ll\in

is
atige l‘"k&

A d°:'ks Up g hey i
Kkitchen sink. It goes in. TOws it g,
Normally Gugu would go mad. She hates cigarettes
nicotine, especially in the house. and

“When we arrived at that house, where she worked, she ;
She said the owner was away on business. He was away mnln\nled ein,
“I accepted the invitation and when I walked in, | wassto( they;
house was nothing like I had ever seen before. I thought it wsfu“"hi
for anyone to own a house that big.” he says and looks arou:; "Y‘Mnu,
own house. him, at hig
“She noticed and I think... [ think she was laughing at me

he gy
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-|JU""MW where this old man gets hig -
; YUt lkny,
al
Y She tool
W@ ughed that. She l00k me o a tour ang gy,

ot P man would walk in and find me there , . "Tile I
Py T she assured me that would oy happers < the
*:( .—u"‘e' |: n-ht was coming back.  that gp,
o e o painting® all over the walls. I know noy

p .m"‘i il ] didn't know that then. They were - Painting,
“;nsi“”‘ Hlme ingless
“{ gme prandy and gave me a cigar to Smoke,

5 .1

!ﬂ:.hr rou: she was doing that 1o the poor old man, Sh:hwm ®
"ih'ng‘ lI| js face i hard
W aden Iy ats what drew me to her, the fact that she yaq &idk

M hink She was naughty and impulsive. She loveq

lable- ddictive,” testing lmig

o0 people: She was addictive,” he stops. s
:;_(hf"“hi put the Bu down next 1o her on the counter, g,

Goge L noW and for a moment he thinks about Slandiln e
‘ put I se€ his eyes and body relaxing again, £ and
B it 1, He wants to do this.
Fsis stll i

nger at house. Wi
He Z than [ should have in that h 8 had i
| stay’ 47 he stops and smiles briefly. on that

same 957 to do this. He's ne
. He's n. i
mﬁf really wants 0o ver told this story to anyone, i

 died. .
nﬁrVGﬁ: has been quiet throughout. The look on her face is not giving

shing aW3Y about what “?e.s thinking or how she feels,
q had someone 1 was seeingat that time, Obviously. I mean, [ was i
yers old. Doyou know what she did? She found her and terrorised ,_hz
apout of her. )
“Tobe honest with you, I couldn't keep up with Nqobile. She was like a
 You never knew what to expect from her. We were married within
wo months: That was one of her episodes. She told me to accompany
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ere and the next thing I knew, we we

her somewh =
d said, ‘Prove that you love at j,
looked at me an meh - - i

He stops. He lights another cigarette. All the while }ting % iny
red gas stove.  hig ey, Mowe
“She was just...” he stops and puts his handg i Co
“She was just... her craziness was faSCinanng and. his h‘ad_
say no to her, not ever. I just pulled out my |y and \»ov *imin

: 8.]
like that, without anyone knowing. When [ a5py he: 8ot %rf‘%udh_l
dismissed me, saying we could deal with that later” aboy, lob:d‘ %

Gugu looks a little disturbed by all this byt shes
She didn’t come here for that.

“She still stayed at the Winchester Hills hoyg, b
own place and I had always been in small busines; |

the rank but I still drove a taxi occasionally, whep, my bo,
when Nkosana needed me to stand in for him, Ss Needeg

“So I moved to the township and I started a sma]) tuck
live with Ntsika because he had to go to schoo] and [ wyg
home so it made sense.”

He throws what’s left of the cigarette in the sink again,

“Nqobile came to my place all the time byt some
Winchester Hills when the man was away. One day,
said, “There’s a lot of money in this house”

Gugu raises her eyes. Nqoba raises his hand.

“I was already a criminal. She just didnt know about ¢, | Wasn'
anything serious though, just the usual boys will be boys king # s1nl¢
She showed me where the safe was,” he says and looks to his Jeft a:mhi
wedding picture hanging on the wall.

He specifically asked that the picture be hung there, just before ¢
moved in.
Gugu loved this house before they even walked in for the viewing,
She wanted it and it was not negotiable.
“I dismissed her and laughed it off. If I was going to steal something,

Yy

Not ap,,

Ut by

“shop, |
3
OPeating ::-:

times [y
out of the blue shﬂ
" She

hey
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my wife, let alone steal from her employer, Sh

at and I dismissed her every time’ e
on his wrist. Gugu bought it for him on their
was still limping from that Amanda ordeal at

oin involve
't Sd it twice after th

jon’ the watch

He 1% versary. He

ﬁfst'yar
he was full of life, but she could also be

e -ﬁ‘“;s un. She was fon- §
It vas one of those people youd describe as moody. There were

Mﬁng‘;’hm it would be difficult for her to even get out of bed. She would
Gmes o me OF anyone for that matter. Shed be angry, really angry.
) aried me- Actull ¥ burt but 1 loved her. I think I wanted to fix
“I:ore than anything I wanted to be her saviour but in the end I was
psible for her death.
ot took 1€sS than a year tog¢

4 her pehaviour: One minute shed
otremely miserable and cold. That's when

hes
ther before I got really frustrated with her

be too happy and the next shed be
I found comfort in Mandisa..”

hc stops.
Soon
“Marld
a regular client,” he says.
Gugu looks confused. He looks into her eyes, as if trying to tell her

something without uttering the words.

“What?”

He nods. ‘

“You were already going to prostitutes at 22 years old Nqoba?” she
asks, horrified.

There's a smirk on his face.
“Well, I had already turned 23 when I met her but it wasn't like that. 1

mean, it wasn’t an official transaction kind of thing but.. * he stops when
he realises there is no explanation he can give that will make sense.
having 2 conversation,

'He’s also just realised that they are now
shés started to ask questions.
‘Anyway, Mandisa was nothing like Nqobile but at that time she was

the sun will come out.
jsa wasn't really my girlfriend. She knew I was married. [ was

that
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my distraction, until that thing happened,” he say,

His face is hard again.

Gugu looks down at her feet before she starts

“I know what happened after that. But, Ngoba, YOug.
the reason we are here. Why? Why didn’t yoy just wajy, OW thy, "
saw me? Why did you do this to me?” she asks, Away By

He shakes his head. | My

“You have to believe that I love you Gugu”

She shakes her head in response.

“No, you love the person I remind you of, [ hoq o &
acknowledge me, Nqoba. Even after we were married, | hador: You 4,
to love me. You don't know this but I got pregnant on PUrpoge beg yo,
I thought that would make you love me. But instead You hateg bm
more” e evey

She’s emotional again. He takes a deep breath.

“Thank you for that. Thank you for my son,” he says,

They had made so much progress from that time but noy it seem
like they are back where they started. This conversation is almost like thy
one, the one that happened in their bedroom, in their old house along
time ago. Only this is one more intense and more honest.

“I left Madagascar last night. I took the last flight out. My former
colleagues at SAA were able to find space for me at last minute. I left Rato
there,” she stops.

His face is blank.

It’s already morning but they both haven't slept since yesterday so
nobody cares to point out that it was actually two days ago.

“I got a WhatsApp message that she got my message that I waslooking
for her. She was specific that she doesn’t have a daughter my age but ifI
still wanted to see her, we could meet somewhere.

“I thought about telling you but I knew you were going t discourﬂj:
me. That's why I came back. I was here yesterday afternoon and from
airport, I went straight to Soweto. I didn’t even call Zandile.
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ani Mall, she was shocked. She gave me the
y ived 8 hen We met at that church, as if I was a ghost
W o gave mene 4 her handbag and showed me this,” she says,
0

g PE A Tyi the floor.
o hind 7 e still 1108 on
o e P i what T was talking about, look at her. Her
; meé,

abul

PO‘ dshe Aa?
e at picture and [ knew exactly who I was looking

th
' 1frmv.e when 152"
T looks UP-
li: shcwld hel’ the stor'}’
q 10 connec
| 1d me he
. 1sb at she to
d‘t::erc isno way that 1 <0 .
i § matric- My mother rai :
gieP - rﬁﬁcate," she stops and sighs.
myb‘f‘hthi aking that maybe my aunt was lying. Maybe they just wanted
my brother. I don’t know but that sounds like a better

out my mother but in the end it was clear
he was not specific about the
t years older than me

ab
tion between us. S
r daughter was about eigh
uld be hers. And besides, she disappeared after
sed me since I was born. She even had

gt rdof ”me and

,;plamti‘m- ‘ ) o
mpected him to jump 10 and tell her what he knows but he’s quiet.
«Can you do tWO
He nods.

“Anything;” he says-
“Find out who I am, she says.
He opens his mouth to say something but stops himself. He rubs his

hands together.
“The second thing?” he asks.

She looks him in the eye.
“Let me go Ngoba.”
“What?” he says, shocked.
Eéestands up. She doesn't reach for the gun this time.
sh:g,:i! No! Anything but that.”
= k:le:‘:n;e hand to stop him from coming nearer.
. 1 always thought I'd never leave you. I always thought it
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( because maybe youd kill me o ,

would be difficul - .
know what Nqoba? I'm leaving you. I don't G 'nyth
Secide to kill me; its fin€ but that would be you likj:, whay U,
. B yoy, 4, lfk
LN

away from him-
He takes another step-
“You're not leaving me,
[ am,” she says-
I'm starting t0 $¢¢ th

Gugu”

¢ dark Nqoba on his face b
t hey
4

hard to suppress him-
=Bafor a voice S3YS behind him. ng,
It's Ntsika. 0
“Nandi has been calling everyone. She’s tryin
Madagascar. I got worried because your phone is fﬂf‘ Eety,
5 ay,
Bh

Neither of them saw him coming. He entereq
the j
Olise
fr
om,

back.
“q got the spare keys from Qhawe,” he says, realis;
Ng thay

as to how he got in- the §
He spots the gun next to Gugu on the counter """k,
Gugu grabs it and places it on her lap. and logks at
Nisika came here because as soon as that call fi N
Nqoba ran out of ‘Mqogi’s house like a crazy man Tom Nklngn‘
He didn't explain anything, just that Gugu ha.d di e
he was going to kill Nkangala for letting it happen 1s3ppeared 4p4
Nisika wants to ask what is going on but the : =
the look on Nqoba’s face says he shouldn't inrerrcrzlm Gy
. The cars start arriving, Mqhele after Qhawe, N.k
right behind him. » NKOsana and gy,
;Tcll them not to come in here or I'll shoot them,” sh :
k‘_kh:‘n[ :‘EY walk in anyway, one after the other. Thse i
i fmr when they see the gun pointed at th Y all stop at the
would be if she started firing. em. The worst thing
“I gave birth in jail, in a
, in a cold prison cell bex
cause of you, all of
Your

BUS lap 1pg
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. He is the leader here, isn’
at Nkosana s isn't he?
. |a<"“"’ ' her home and beg her to come back, 1o l‘:nd he hag
. ; ) is,
"j.h:l“’ [(‘r'f‘ ot your [,vount-e. If there is anyone this fam;],
Sew . put for you £0-- Tn g

rue..
You all lied to me. All of -
you!” sh,
€ shouts and

ove except Nqoba. He stays still eve h
n O“Eh

is me " ott
18 thats "
’T:‘ﬂ- (,ui:‘ru‘ Mqhek?
b B hey all ™
e g at him nOW:
r‘“w  her, right? And you didn't try to stop him wh
me. You were all there, negotiating lobola angd n he
ar wedding and yet you knew!” Standing
% .’Iheywould explain that they di
¢ answersher ey did the back
¥ -«W‘j"r' ‘oﬂdud‘d there was no connection. But that ,:e” ?nd
more, that while she was here putting up with th, mfgh‘
ilys ! were doing background checks on her. € shit of
farnt he decided to leave, th i
«n after & , they did everything j
w:: ningher back to this mess. rything in their
ka" oesnlt know.” she says, pointing at Ntsika with th,
4(|;ug\l- please: ot like this,” Qhawe pleads. < .
ayouare IyiB 10 him, like you have been lying to me;” she sa
ewdS justa kid. He doesn't h:?vc to know,” Mghele says. 7
s angry and may be telling Ntsika the truth is her
pehrting them like they hurt her will make her feel better Tevenge,

She panics ‘when she sees Nqoba walking towards her, as if the
g gunin

rhmd s mem‘mglcss-
Ngoba!” Nkosana says-
«ponit worr¥; it’s not loaded,” Nqoba says.
e grabs the gun from Gugu and slips it on his waist, right next
» ext to

5
pereve”
13

#
¥

ow he

yother gUn hanging there.
He knew all along that it wasn't loaded. H

e realls -
siound his freedom butat what cost? y wanted to do this.

Heturns and Jooks at his brothers.
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e my wife somewhere

“You can £ [havet? ki

Fischer Drive, he can?
part Everything hes W"::p
.
d

by "
s i falling apart right in front o, sop, Tk
is

g

As they drive along Bram
s falling 3

how everything ¥
over the )

r-a

together
Strange!
it inally happen®
He used t0 pIcture it all in his head. What it woy],
uth. How shed immediately "e; bej
et

finally Jearned the I
him somuch (hat shed spitin his face and tell him h,
that had ever happe € w;

These thoughts:
Jove. When he was h
their son or pu!
d 1o push the scene 1o the back of hi.
rry about but his guilt was too is min
ht hed lose his mind, m“)’b:lmng'
ut it’s nothing like that at all, even
that the truth is out. But hel's i

not l'tti"shq.

he doesn't feel as bad as h,
€ thoy
ght b,
3

y though:
qud

ned to her.
or pictures in his mind, always

olding her in his arms Came ;
tting him to sleep,

made ight

her playing with " OF When
He always (1€ ‘
it was nothing (o w0
He always thoug
brains out with a gun: b
He fecls lighter now

go. Never.

The first thing sh
divorce and he knew she meant it.
“Where are we going Ngoba?” she
o ? asks wh

familiar. He doesn't answer her. en the route Starts ¢
ﬁe turns left into Netshitanga Street. Nhluvuko Prij .
{he right, He parks right at the gate of number 781 rmay Scl
They' ;:e changed the paint colour but the gate 2
It hasn't been long since she was here. el rundown
She looks a him. i -
‘Come,” he says opening the door.

e said after his brothers left was th,
at she y,.
anteq
X

100 is g
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lo

u,ke her
il day. LHC""
the wory e g
™
afiey,
R
dang Pt

low hi
is
Oy

o

%

12
¥
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say®

on his face. He expects her to do as he

use hes not willing to answer any. $ays and
en. When she was here the first time,

to open it for her. The front ;hehw o

00T is alsg

o
ing mar
ad on her back, he directs her to the

same sofa she

imping man or that other one in bo;
¢ the bedroom- She’s meeting h.,x;::':"-‘»
e third

bi €O heir eyes meet, Som
ei i s,
3 et t ething happens, so,
cery i mething

o
n.
each other,” Nqoba sa)
ys matter of facuy

ed.
10 sit on the sofa opposite Gi
ugu. He instru,
Icts

i and g0¢S
Gugu $© they are both sitting si
it next 1 sitting side by si
y side, facing

gu expected, that they were

L comi

, king Nqoba how he knew abnut?ﬁ'hem.

start bY telling you how you two are connected,” o

. looking T?: Ntombi. “You had a child at‘ :;‘37’3-
ere were two nurses. Th i

. They had the
same

W  last thing Gui
is is U

perort e bother 2¢
E

” he says:
gl KwaNongom:
m\f"
,ﬂ; b0 e knows about all of that. She's never forgott
en how

ds. She
re to her. One of them
even accompani
panied her to

purses we
n the mortuary.
astillborn,” he says.

J1hosE
L rdead babY i
“four child was
,ihcdfoPS her eyes-

deep breath.

N‘i”bl takes @
«fhats what you were told,” he says and |
, looks at both of
them.

Wy

jiakes them @ little while to follow.
Frcept that boy you saw at the mo
rtua
yas stolen by those two nurses,” he saysr:njzom e
pS.
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They look 3
“That child
They look at

hen all hell bre: ;
And ! ill through it all, quietly as Ntomp,

IQUNGA

t each other:
 sitting here next 1o you. Righ, -
each other again. * he ;‘h‘
aks loose.

He sits st X i Sto,
f on the sofa and cries s
and Gugu curls hersel her heary Oy, Oup Sy
He sits still. = \
«what's going on here?’ )
It's the limping man. He’s just run in here,

No answer. 5 bikicsi
“Aunty!” says the man. Ntombi has locked htrs .
Y elfip the

¢ heard are her cries.
Lh‘l'm:l's going on man?” the man asks, dr%’n,"
Nqoba raises his face, only to be met by a sh ocked
“Are you...?” the man asks. ace,
“Please give us some privacy,” Ngoba says.
He leaves but they know he’s still in the yarq,

It takes a while before Ntombi comes back ang si
is still curled next to her.

“How do you know all of this? How do You kno
asks, in between sniffs. She’s been wiping her tears wi
her head when they arrived.

“I went and found out the truth. Gugu asked ity
he says.
Its that statement that makes Gugu sit up immed;
“You're doing this for me? For me Nqobizitha?»
She’s screaming at him. She’s obviously angry.
“I'm doing this because you wanted to know the
“How long have you known? How long have
from me?”
This might just turn out worse than he expected. He g
answer her because she might start throwing things at him, ecides noy ,

ts dow" "y

Ny,

thyg ;
do thy for i

WIS trygge
th a doek h

ately,

truth” iy
You beep hiding thiy
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A1 not true!” Ntombi wails.

i ,.oc‘II'“ " of this but he is worried because the most difficuly
.1h':w,,|chms The part that connects all three of them in thig ‘i"ing
e, come
“ [
isY patifhe is going to tell the truth he might as wel] tell itall,
g";t chided:ﬁer (hat will have to sort itself out. He is tired of Tunning,

ns

(haPPE oerying: o
s ﬂimn will have to forgive him. At least, he hopes, knowing
He his :j:sh' er is gONE and will never return will give her some Xind
i he’
0sTE" 5 until they have both composed themselves before he
He (art talking again. But he can't help noticing that the two of

S|

[ﬁ,rngul;u and Ntombi, have not looked each other in the eye since he
NE: the neWS ther daughter;” he
W‘N[ombi' ou had ano , he says.

[
Jd

zr::;’ie s both their faces. Nt?mbi is stunned, Gugu is numb, He
(s for her to spca.”k but she doesn't.
“knew her too,” he say-&
This is dangerous. If his brothers were here, theyd talk him out of
(oming clean oo this one. It could turn really bad, especially if he Jeaves
thing out.
Now they are just sitting here watching him. He looks at Gugu but
dhe's just blank, lost somewhere.
“I met her here in Joburg”
Ntombi starts weeping again. He waits. Nothing.
“Her name was..”
“Ngobile,” Ntombi says.
Silence, not even a slight reaction from Gugu.
“Yes. I never knew who she was exactly and where she came from. She
never told me. Had I met her now, I would have made sure she did. But
we were both very young then. We were reckless too. We lived life like we
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were going 10 ¢ forever..” He stoPs and rubs his han, -
They are wailing hey
She had big dreams. She came here because she -
something of hersell and ! wEs going 1o help her gq 0 ted o,
difficult with her: She wasn't.. 2Ly, llvn%
He stops 3g3in Hes trying to find an easier and quicy,,
the point. The sooner he gets this over and done with, th, b "
He has just broken ™ women at once, turned their ‘Vorld:"" L
B UPSide i,

in a short space of tim
He knows he can't help them pick up the pieces, even i
“We got married not long after we met.” h
“What?" Ntombi is stunned.
Ifonly she knew \what was yet to come, this wouldr’t both
“Yes, it was a spontaneous thing. I'm sure you knew tha :;2"
ut

e Wanggy b

My
was all good until..” "e‘-ﬁ
“Ngoba,” Gugu 3y
He stops talking and looks at her.
“Get me out of here” she say’s.
They are confused. She said she wanted the truth.
Ntombi looks at her.
“I've heard enough,” Gugu says.
“This is not just about you. I want to know what h
3
daughter, Where is she?” Ntombi asks. Ppened 1o my
He's not sure what to do, listen to Gugu or continue telling th,
Gugu stands up. He follows her. 8 the truh,
“We'll be back now,” he says when Ntombi also stands
and stays in the house. Up- She lstens
Not far from where they are standing in the i "
: yard is the limpj
He is looking at them suspiciously. € Amping i,
“Nqobizitha, whatever you do, do not tell h
d er the
Nqobile died,” she says. truth about hoy
He is shocked. This is not what he expected.
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and” he ST

2" e :‘dr;ﬂ'f' Pushcd a human being out of your own
& ||b\-i0\15 v):ll undeﬁ:md that you killed her child. Doy,
% oman 1 alks back to the house. o't
M . she sz)‘s"l a few seconds, trying to fathom out what jug

" ere they left her, still weeping.

rt‘mS‘ in the moment he sits.

E ‘1:"[51] my brothers. It was just the two of us and some
449 tj‘[ﬂ ow who signed as our witnesses. If it makes any
e i dl Jike YU {0 know that [ really loved her,” he says,

Tt oes-

;?‘IJ‘IHT ":;:t:,- Ntombi asks-
AW Gugn- She raises her eyebrows. He sighs.
H!Jo‘?u . She left. ] came home to find her gone one day and she’s
s dant * he says

. :
r‘\ﬂ‘:“;:u *drit bother to 100k for her?” Ntombi asks.
A i

b, Looks at Gugu 2gain- »
‘}:i‘h 4 Butin the end I figured she didn't want to be found.  let her

P‘Thm'ssii:m:e, long silence.
Ngoba €80 56 the limping man through the open curtain. He's still
ering the yarc. ‘

“How Was she? When she was with you. Was she well?” Ntombi says,
ghe was fines just moody.
whe was fines” he says.
Now that he’s been derailed from where he planned to go with this,
gralinle harder to flow.
e looks at Gugu before he answers every question, simply because
jedoesnlt know where t0 g0 with this now. He's already told the first lie,

Jich was not part of the plan when he arrived here.
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There’s a long silence.

Ntombi sighs.

“It’s been too long. I had given up. Someone like b, »

Ngoba is stuck on the ‘someone like her’ part,

“They said there were two possibilities, that shey cither
die young,” she says. live long

'lhelookonthcirfmuystheyminu;eda,kw
talking about. What the,

Had she not died, Nqoba had always believed shey be hig
they would have a couple of children, grown kids, by noy, Wife ang

Her moodswingswouldhaveimpruvedassheaged_HeW
found out where she was from and they would have gone 1, her haye
to pay lobola. famjy

This woman, Ntombi, would have been his mother-in-Jay, i
have been great. They would have had a good life together, i

He doesn't believe in that ‘not meant to be’ theory. Not meant by vy,
exactly?

But now he also knows that Nqobile was raised by her grandparen;
Ntombi had her when she was 15 years old and she grew up know
her grandmother as her mother. Ntombi left home and she [eft Ngobile
behind.

But she did come back later on.

“When she left, everything was prepared for her to go to eSabuyaze?
she says, with a blank look on her face. '

They are lost.

“It was the last option. There was nothing more that could be done.
We had to accept it. She was young but the calling was too strong. The
signs were there from when she was a child”

“Signs of what?” Nqoba asks gently.

She looks up at him.

“Signs that she had a calling. She was supposed to go for her training.

she
mh"ler:%"w

o
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¢ her to finish school first, although s K
¢ A ., she was a smart child, very smart a schm;Pl Betting yoyy,
ey gI;ul we woke up on€ day and she was gone. we l?)nd thehady

Ought sheyg be

j,f:'“s't s been £0° long,” she says.
bﬂﬂq"ba knew that 1»?‘1‘;1 ¢ wasnt exactly normal, but 5 ¢
ot what he saw in her. calling? No,
is : i
dv‘w pought she was going to be 2 sangoma?” Gugy asks

omb 2O e
«put the way Ngoba explained it to me, it sounded like she hag p;
g Gugy $4Y*- 1 ) 'polar
wrhat’s What people say now. But my brother was
hdl“?d exactly like Ngobile and my grandfather and th eﬂ:: :h Sga;‘;;:e
ipey became sangomas. They were completely healed;” Ntomb sz er
s the gsual contrast between what's African and what's Western ys.
NobodY really knows which one heals, or what the real truth bef;ind
ali gand mental illness is. But whatever works, works.
whether it is using man-made measures to control your body, which
(he way Was made to function naturally, or the belief that you are

qgmewhat beyond what is meant to be human, whatever works, works.

14id that for my child, not you. And Ntsika,” she says.
way. Nqoba, not knowing whether to speak

ake in everything that just happened.
hugs between her and Ntombi.

They've been quiet all the

ornot, and Gugu just trying tot
There were no mother-daughter
It wasn't the kind of reunion youd expect, perhaps because the poor

woman didr't even know she had a daughter and Gugu, well, she was 0ot
loking for a mother. She had that all her Jife. She was just hungry for the
tnth, wanting to know exactly what happened. Maybe they will be close

e day, maybe not.

“T'm not sure whether to be happy or sad?” she says.
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He doesn't respond, simply because he doespyy
“The two nurses, one of them was my Motherz~ oW Wwhay
He nods. T sheagy, Oy,

“I wonder who the second one was?” she says,

He clears his throat before he speaks.

“Your aunt.”

She doesn't understand.

“That's how she knew It was her idea” Ngoba -

Silence. e

*About Nqobile, did you keep anything of hers? Cloth,
she asks. esor som,

He shakes his head. She must be looking for 7 qh"’l.‘
of connection. Mething, som,

“What about where she lived? That house yoy told )
she used to work at? Is it still there?” she asks. Me aboy, "

He gulps. She’s waiting. © one

Don't do it! Don't do it Nqoba!

She insisted. He tried really hard to discourage her b
and when Gugu wants something, she doesn't stop ungj)
people who bought it must have removed all the safes exc
is hidden by their wedding photo.

“You said you loved it. You insisted on it,” he says,

He just did it!

“It’s our home.”

Ut she w"“'di

she geyg Th:

“Plihe ong
ay

216

Sreds

45 RAISING the issue of starting a practice, a smal] One, even if
2 ' :
gf Kfm the south- . .
{;hﬂ“‘ hoping that she can do that with two kids who are just ove
F n" bocause this not how she planned to end up. e
i ould even go back to being the old Naledi, the wo,
d an

Jybe she €
MlPe pendent and followed her own path,
p0v® 7 omething she discusses with her husband because she

" s sat

W:;hm they bought this house, he sat back and let her make all the
Jeisions- it’

! il 4 “Whatever you want, it's your house. You are Boing to make
Jurhome” e

e familiar. It had happened before. Mqhele did it when

mu feared she would end up being just a wife and mother. He

yiahlol
od her when she started the restaurant but he made sure she was

npport
olved in name only.
Qhawe didn't want to leave the south so they had to find one in these

prts of Gauteng. And so, after going through more than 10 potential
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IQUNGA f: l;:mgd it, a reunion, when in fact they
" h . i rincipal. 1 o
) s and open yards, the Mrs finay,, . whatt ai's appointment as p ipal. 1ts sad thay
pomes ith brick 2l Y gy, i85 eprate L2 | orrifc car accldent but from e
one* one Y7 BE5L L ing you want” ke 0y died 2 chool back anyway. el
His response ™ but this new one was U ndP L 1ding king forward to thi
Jass house not sq st really looking is weekend
They left ::: SOL "1 always had good taste in hou&:":"‘ngo ';(::r hz; aledi W:‘L ~cedis life, who might o might not be mg::“
ve - Hey; AL ; e .
w?“’dc ,;:.d ; i ‘ . e, l}’“' ot w’: e’ ™ n‘-.ed if he's coming but judging by how he ana
m-;q:M_ D ted on wide SUITS fm! ogedn plan. spe | b | 't f"“ﬁremef she is hoping he is g0ing to understand how
i ain i e . -
furniture shopPiné aiid ;hmgmg: lfh’aul ccorating, M wig i SAwaY® o8 d show up-
bz ok ‘and watched; Prov of ajl(mi;:lflhat his harg - o N s s ey with the details and all they know is that she is
; ¢
and diry 25 it 35 peen, was able to make the most 1mponanlrk- h]“‘)d, ‘:‘}ﬂ";‘ pasbee” i':)CC  this happy in years.
is life hapPY: ——— ) p%lth, Lzs':n 39 has! e suite ase and places Mathongo on her hip,
Life has changed $0 much v ys of being careg, s osed ™ ming, it could be anything. She presses his cheeks
cople who fought about stupid things- o e ing SO 1 is mouth and pulls it out. Its paper. 1
P She has changed. shes taken her position in this famil, Heis® : cefully open - He ears
. i 10
married to the mediato® amlj( that is why s:e P:Cks and Bo;:vl:he ong ”,‘bffg sees: nis days running around and asking questions,
-« needed and doesn't as questions when her husp, len, i nds his CR
Sh-; l‘;‘:r::hirin bed at the crack of dawn. a0 taleg ::l # op s::i him to lear® Tswana. Qhawfe :’as against it but she
an N N X ) K =
He always claims itsa family thing and she believes hjy, Bec e " and taught him am.’w:gi !:::a;e T\e\:tbzgs ﬂthaf‘ th: N
ily thi ith. use ( her power in this - e fact that she
herself has family things to deal W e g question RETPOTE
First it was that Lerato bullshit and the realisation thag th " ous ewife witha Dr title before her Tume,,
i played e Qhawe wasn't angry at her, even after she mlde ‘f'°"'in ism,wa TS sbopho, she shouts, hoping he'll hear her wherever
had divulged information out of trust. him gy, w * s house-
Maybe it was because she took it upon herself to fix things, ¢ V". i o ;2" he shouts back.
that nonsense Lerato was trying to do. ey s‘ydaes this all the time, respond to her in Zulu even though he
(3 r
The old Naledi would have beaten the crap out of her but she it Hﬁmnds Tswana. He speaks the language only when he is in the
and spoke to her, with MaMenkwe and Ntate present. o !h West because his cousins and grandfather don't compromise.
o jorth- " A
: Lerato had to choose Petween Lh:'a family and her annoying cbreadel N " aren't leaving yet but she wants to pack everything in the car,
with the Zulu family. It didn't seem like a difficult choice until it becyy, 1§ yuding the childrem> S0 that when Qhawe arrives, they just get in the
clear that her mother had to choose too. X s dgo.
R i . qrand 5%
And so just like that, it died. She chose to let it go. But the relationship He was supposed to be here an hour ago. He called to say Gugu
't been found and he was leaving Nqoba's house, which isrit far from

was still not there. It will never be there without trust.
This is why they did not invite her to Mpumalanga for the famiy

218
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Sometimes she feels guilty about this, b, i
family affairs when there was so much going op jp, thig ding ;
father constantly sick and that Tshedi thing thay . famjj,, 5 he
a subject of gossip, she can't abandon her own, fami Mage i g ""15\
arc things she knows are being kept from her. Tp,;, ¥ Ang beg o by
been going to and from KwaZulu-Natal so often W'hghs like why dq"hm

children in the past month. Ot thej, Bey
Qhawe explained but he was a bit sketchy, . i,

everything once it's all sorted. P"’h'li;ed A y
“I don’t want you to panic. This thing is hard ¢, © 1y

do with us finding out where our father came from> XPlaip by it

That's all he said. She half understood becays, o
wondered about their past, especially because he s: she tog hag
find out where his name came from. " wil] Brow Ofte,

Pang

She thinks about calling him because jt’s getting [440
calling to ask how far they are. But she decides against jy_ S;"d SVeryg,,
to make it seem like she’s rushing him with her own fam; € dg,, w!h
he’s obviously dealing with an emergency. And besides, a ily thip 5 v nt

him to come to Mpumalanga with her, she’s sjj a u'nj,"’uch she wa;"
about the Tshedi issue because he made it clear that g5 m“ntornro,hb]tx
trash, it didn't give Tshedi the right to cheat on hjm, e a5 s, i:
Naledi had a problem with that sentiment.
She tried to argue her case until the ‘So youy cheat on me ;
to hurt you?’ question came. She knew better than 1o answe:"‘:'l ha
reasoning that her sister deserved happiness too remained al:}: but e,
wasn't said out loud. * Though

Her phone beeps. It’s him.

“I've told the driver to take you to Mpumalanga. I'm caught yp»

That’s all the SMS says. She calls him back but he doesn’t ﬂ-n:ve
he wasn’t such a good husband and if his family wasn’t so dramatic, n;,H
would have concluded a long time ago that there was another woma;,s ‘

At least she knows he’s not a criminal anymore. That helps her :h;ep
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a cheating criminal would be too muh
pecats® 10 deg)
ot to her fath
¥ i have 10 explain to her father why the son b, never hag
e wh not. a
"'::’::lhe gate with her two children, one eXt to hey
and

“‘“&:l" = b der if
' ut wonder i is doj
¢ can't help er if she is doing Verything

o
o
ya i ed and how he blames the whole family g, 1.
T gani d‘“:i what Phakeme did to that child makes);,:r] his
ares o are no different from all the children in this {m::’k

o5 5
h
ys, W N 3
bl:} e sh ouldn't push them more to the Montshg side thap
4

i e. » Mhlaba- All she knows i; lhha: he is a long-Jost brother

e r::d< g up a few months ago and they accepted him int,, their
o

'):‘ inds him 2 bit “ﬂ“m.mg- ?EYI‘;; g - ly Once but she got o
efin®  gnows everything al .out em, including her childreq’s

8! lha“' they warmed up to him, even though they did not know

e mhzf even more uncomfortable,

3 re we going to see Agape?” Sbopho asks,

daand brushes his head with her hand.

m‘;,,:gs been normal, the whole Zulu family would be driving

Had [a]ﬂﬂga right now; because that's how they are. Marrying one of

,MPM"M marrying all of them.

i Khulu?” Sbopho again.
ows he's about to name them one by one so she looks at him

o ™

pem M
“And
She kn 5

dsaps, “Yes: everyone.

'HE alks a lot. His talking wouldn't be such a big deal if he had a
a voice, not that hoarse screech like Nqoba and Mabutho and
.::;': Mhiaba has that same voice too. If he didn't, he'd be a double of

mbulo. .
This trip reminds her of the first time she took it with Qhawe and how

221

Scanned with CamScanner



IounGa

he whined all the way about how hot Mpu'ﬂllan
along this river and watched the women washing cl] Wag,
same week he asked her to marry him. Othes
It was too soon. everything happened too i
would marry him over and over again and love p; ¥ wit,
then and loves him now: im iy,
She still thinks it was fate that they met op, thar g
everything happened exactly as it was SUPposed 1o, :Yln K;
knows what Tlhabane would have ended up doing i, ;
for that moment. She even forgave Ntate because no her,
what a parent would do to protect her childre, T(;,
would kill and torture for them, she's sure of thg, 5S¢ fuyy
“That’s Mme Qo' car!” Sbopho shouts.
Omphi was probably the first to arrive because .
i

punctual. Tshedis car is there too, parked next 1o Lesedyy ¢, thay, Uy,
Oroljy,
Park ,

Sy

The driver drops them off in the yard and drives o
the gate. ut to
“Not this Jeep again, is he going to park there all wegge,
It's Omphi, she says, as Sbopho jumps into her i ndy~
“Qhawe will be here tomorrow morning. He'ly leav; o
not knowing for sure if that’s the truth. N she s,
“What are you feeding this child?” Tshed; says, tak;
Mathongo from her. g the Sleepiy,
The house smells like home because it is after all Lese, dis ]
looks around and realises Ntate is not here but she <an feel so, Ouse,
like there is something her sisters are not telling her. e tensigy,
“Where is Agape?” she asks.
Nobody answers her. They are too busy focusing on her kids
She notices that Tshedis girls are also not in the house byt th.e s
nes

on the coffee table are hard to resist.
“Who baked these? Because I know you three can'’t even turn on g,
e

oven,” she asks.

pupU BUSANI-DUBE

i her 5o she grabs

__, attention © # Second scone
) ,-Y':‘: one of the bedrooms. The three other bags ir::;:
e room floor.

""""E‘wt makes her close the bedroom door and lie op,

'ch She wants to ask why but he doesny Bive her :'jh:
om3 <
2 15 Nrate there? The last time I spoke to him, they 1
there” ove you: wife. [ miss you. I'm sorry I have to zzk“:"

M re

¢

re bt e you-"and agrees to statements, Sh,
f e uestions ents. She doesnt
L f‘k':“!:,wn questions before they say goodbye. L
:J o w»‘r the screen and wonders if she shouldn' Push harder,
oks ‘lclS things slide because Qhawe is 50 good, and the lzml
e he small things slide because he makes up for them

o™ t
Jois Jet \w a marriage is supposed to be? She asks herself this

s this ©

A jmes- .

P wmt.”dan‘ with the doubts, she picks herself up ang sets to
she’ she brought presents. She'll hand them out

fher > m
W ieces for who! ; :
Jjher ™ resent so that her sisters won't have the opportunity 1

e

g Fhﬂw she always gets their children expensive stuff they,

h e
o about

" can't afford.

thers:
/1, ogh leads her to the backyard and there with her are Tehedrs
ing all over the one womarn she decided she never wanted to
h ver ¢
‘ﬁ)wn in her entiré life. '
“» epes meet the woman smiles. Naledi storms back inside the
Their

e

N'TV"M‘ s she doing here?” she asks furiously,

i sisters, who have gathered in the kitchen, ignore her and pretend
sebusy with something.
'Whydldn'l anyone tell me she was coming?” she asks.

“Jhisis a family reunion, isn’t it?” Lesedi mutters.

she looks at Tshedi.
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“1didnt know.” Tehedi says. raising her armg i, -
Her mother was the last person she expected B nee
Jeast she and Omphis decided on the day [»ey ot
camp that they wanted nothing to do with her 2
showed no remorse for abandem_ng them.
“Its my house¢, Naledi” Lesedi says and goes on 1, o
grabs something. o the "
“The least you could have done was tell me”
“Would you have come if I had told you?”
“That's n’m the pcml.' Naledi says angrily,
She's wondering if Qhawe knew about this, if s

Te,
Ner in, 1h.,.'~
Ore S0

shesayy.

to cancel on her at the last minute. why he g
“Ntante is coming with MaMenkwe? Do you thin g,
be comfortable with this?” ey are

“Like I said, Naledi, it's a family reunion i
This is not how she thought this was going to 0.1

to be a great weekend with her sisters and their kigs, Nowis Sup,

she escaped the Zulu family drama only to find herselg i w

awkward situation. i
She decides she is not going back to the yard, not with

there and she sure as hell is not letting her children neay hey thay Wony,
She peeps through the window and sees that the driver 1
“Don't even think about it!” Omphi says. She o Uw: stil] thery

thinking. Whay sheg
“We are your family. Respect us enough to not Tun bacy

mansion to escape us,” Omphi says. 10 yoy,
Naledi knows this could turn ugly if she packs her thip,

children and leaves. She also knows that even Qhawe would '?dukﬂh

it, so she sits down and helps herself to another scone, Jidgeherfy
“Don't just sit there. Peel those potatoes,” Tshedi instructs

She rolls her eyes. She can't even remember the last :

timq
dusty potatoes. She buys them already peeled from Woulwnred::! .

it fegyy 0
even oy
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er money for this weekend's food ang

Bave it
ot and bought some dusty potatoes, pr obably to
owned supermarket. L

i)

el she been here?” she asks as she empties half i, i
long

L abig plastic basin. .
st ors, NoW she knows it's worse than she thinks,
47, o€ ;ns“m‘ Tshedi says: with a sigh.
e Cs 1o scream but Ntate has just walked in, with i
jwant ike shes just come from a magazine Phcm},um She
o moTous but today is a bit extreme. e
| of them and is extra nice. Ntate, on the other i
de wgs et holding the remote control and wat, Ching Aning]
Ay o h:s for some ted and takes a scone.
pt ¥ pese are really nice” he says, but suddenly looksike hetjuq
mmr‘“uh"“g and immediately puts the scone back on the oliic
ake him his tea.

ik

<€ e
" e 1t ask about Qhawe.

He dD:Ssn" a5k about the elephant in the room 00 but he knows, ]|

He ot it they are going to have to call her inside soon and dea)
o,(hifzm has to be dealt with.
m‘:’wn Lesedi made the decision to go back and get her mother, she
e ke 4 for Ntate’s permission nor her sisters.
apefound her mother exactly where they left her, sober this time, but
th; (il efused to come with her. She said she had nothing to offer her,

itwas 100 late to fix things and she warned her before she even stam;
e asn't prepared to talk about who her father was,

“He loves you, doesnt he? I know he does. He wouldn't be Montsho
ifhe dide't. That's his problem. It always been his problem;” her mother
gid.

Lesedi wanted to know what the ‘problem’ was but her mother had

¥

po

| mde it lear that she didn't want to discuss this further,

And then, three months ago, a woman carrying nothing but a plastic
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school. She found her sittip,

T awas on that Monday that the principal didn'
the course in Rustenburg so it was hectic. !

Lesedi looked at her mother once and didn' ask o
her in her car and drove her h.) her house, Agape
immediately and they have been ms:pafablg €Ver since,

But they haven't talked. They_ haven't discusseq Fone
she left. All Lesedi told her was whe, .
and how she couldn't face Ntate after that, she found iy
from home as possible and decided it was better 1o “”‘""Jc : By
The last of the serving bowls are put on the dining oo, el
Matebello walks in. Naledi notices she looks cleaner dﬂdl'n "ﬁlej“
she did the last time she saw her, but that still doesn’y s :: c
the broken woman she mel two years ago, e pd%“
She sits at the far end of the table, in between the
straightens the tablecloth with both her hands. dren, o
Nobody wants to speak first, not even Ntate.
“Are we going to eat or what? " Matebello says.

Everyone is shocked that she speaks first. They eXpected
withdrawn or show some kind of guilt, especially bein, 8 here M_rr to
who she has not seen since the day she left him to rajse four Chil::‘n

o

etun g

“Stiong,

nn&,,‘

Ay

e"ﬂd«

drunk and why he £
Oung the

A
legy
's.

his own.
“Children, go eat outside,” she says.
They listen and leave, Agape pulling Mathongo by hand,
“I'm Matebello,” she says, looking at MaMenkwe,
Itis strange that MaMenkwe is the one looking down at the plage
front of her when she should be the one without shame, By Matebeul:
has always been like this. Ntate knows that too and that’s why he Wont
even try to test her.
“Tm the one with a story so I'm going to speak,” she says and clears
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her g o

showed up 3t T % N the 3 )

':'fh( <tarf room wearing ":7':’ ""‘:i ":: 2 skirt thy, 1001‘::‘14,.. 0% ched alcohol in two years, not since my gils found e
‘borrowed, judging by the salety PID ON the waist, i g e e m:«*“ conversation.

o1 seis twitching-
Bt n u know me. You know [ had never touched alcohol

, YO 2
o M rnls:';’] cft you” she says, her eyes fixed on him. He stares back
W o
yHE” - nothing:
L 2y ‘:odid because there are situations where a woman must
 yes you, my daugh d d that. §

arriage: I'hope - 2 R
. Jeave in the middle of the night with nothing but the clothes
e 10

hav ok You Jeave your children behind not because you don't love
our bd use it is the selfless thing to do”

ut bcgik es her head. Omphi is already weeping,
edi L,( easy. | swear it wasn't easy for me, leaving you behind. 1
all four of you. I pushed you out of my vagina and the pain
ng. | wiped your shit, fed you from my breasts and wiped
scus with my own fingers, but I still had to leave you behind™
you” :el Jooks at Ntate. He's still looking right into her eyes. But she is not

S(ar him. The only people she believes she owes this conversation in
he.rEroﬂ m to are her daughters.

s-; wasn't happy, and Lesedi, yes, it was that fact that led me to another

e
Nl
gt wash
ed you-

x Sy

c,unah

§ s

man's arms.” ) :
“Wwow, mother, you!” Omphi says, shocked,
Matebello raises her hand to silence her.
“I had an affair for that reason and that reason only. Had it been your
futher who did it, would you be here judging him?”
Silence.
“I came back. In fact, I never left. I came back and I was a good wife
and then [ had you two” she says, pointing at Omphi and Naledi.
“But that didn’t change anything. In the end, I had to leave, and I
wasn't going to take you. [ wasn't going to do that to you”
“You left a man to raise four children on his own,” MaMenkwe says.

A
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It's shocking that she’s even speaking.
“Did I make these children on my own? Is e not

the difference, sesi? What's the difference betweer, m "
o T

father”

The conversation would be easier if the gitle
Niates rage wasn't SO visible. Werepy o
“Don'’t be so angry, Montsho. I'm Pouring m

telling you my truth”

g
Y hean o,

and him? They had one parent present and that h ﬂls;"x“ t‘rim
Ppen, ur
d

“Tell them who Lesedi’s fath...” He stops an, s e .
you had an affair with, Mati.” Sighs, “Toy .
This is what Lesedi has wanted to know fo, th
right now she isn't sure anymore because... € Past
“I'm not a Montsho, so who am I?” she agks; Yearg by
“No, you are a Montsho. You are a Montshe, 1
Matebello says firmly. 0, like all o
Tshedi stands up and leaves the table. Of them, i thew
resents her mother the most. She had to take over e  she jg e one
wanted was to be a normal teenager. €r role Whep in"hn
she

She comes back with a bottle of wine,
ignores the look Ntate gives her.

“It's Baboloki,” Matebello says and picks up a dish;

“Mama, are you serious?” Tshedi asks, stunned. =

She’s serious. They know that because her face sa

“Of all people, mama? That drunk? That man w,:s il

the laughing stock of the village?” Omphi says. i
“Yes, that one. He made me happy when I wasn’t”

€ Spoon,

already ©OPened, 3nq y
'nug 8
e

made gy, fing
ly

Naledi remembers Ntate Baboloki, but only vaguely, s,
* ON€ must yy,

been about eight years old when he died.

Her memories are of him laughing and chasin,
around the yard. She remembers how hed make them do mip;
concerts for him and how he always wore a green beret. S
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unger brother and the complete oppasite of him,

tures of him in Ntates house and nobody ever
ere is one picture of him at the oldest shebeen in
he wall. He is wearing the same green beret with

1€ ¥O!
ny ict

pout ot
29 s hun
£ e ‘| essed 10 his mouth.
¥ mun“k‘j nay have been from the royal family but he was for the
pole!

f“rll el onlya few tir.ncs, he and Matebello, and it wasn't he who
1 mwmr She pursued him.

e ew the moment his brother brought her home that she wasn't

X o different. There was something eccentric about

|, She was tot
Jieved his brother brought her home for that reason, that it

it ¥
"“Hc
g @) bl
e belig
» sﬁ‘jnc"' was in love with' herasa pzlrson but she curbed his curious
o and he couldn'’t stop h:ms.eli That's why he lay with her.
He never Kknew Lesedi was his. In fact, she was more like his brother
an she was like him.
. But Matebello always knew, and when she left knowing for sure that
o was never coming back, she decided it was best to leave everything
pehind, including the secret she'd been carrying for years.
[t was never her intention to hurt her husband but maybe knowing
(hat One of his four precious girls wasn't really his would be the biggest
and most interesting thing to ever happen to him.

She hated that about him, that he was that type of man who never
took risks; one ‘who toed the line and did what was expected of him, all
the fucking time.

She left because she wanted more. She wanted to live more and not be
served and pampered and worshipped.

Even when things didn't go well for her, when she didn't find that
thing she was looking for and life dealt with her the worst way it could,
she never wanted to go back.

She saw Naledi in a newspaper once and immediately knew that it
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nfant she left behind.
¢ owes Lesedi an apology, and mgq

ybe
ill do the best she can with herxh‘ sy
her biggest goal will be to get id of that freckje_g gr‘"dchul- bul!
gaga over. He makes her uneasy: Teckleq. dre, by,

Oh, speak of the devik g ,;:«q
ht to Ntate and offers him a b Ty

was her, the i

here now and she

He goes straigl
return it because what kind of disrespect is this?

Lesedi stands up and pulls him by arm o the |
amazement of everyone sitting around the table, tche, .
As to when this man got here, nobody knows. ich g
just go 1o Ntate and shake his hand? Sigh. )
Lunch continues in silence, with only the sound
man whispering something in the Kitchen. .
Naledi isn’t one to clean up or do dishes but being ;
as her mother is worse than being domestic, so she B in the .
to the kitchen with three plates balancing on her 4 Standg wp an;m
at the Spur so she knows how to do these (h:'m, She vy nn“‘ts
to take a closer look at this man whose expensive a';TBS. She algy e,
dining room when he walked in. ershave feq s
“Yep, that's her” Lesedi says to the man the mo e
Naledi frowns. MENt she yip
“He was asking about that creepy Jeep? Lesedi says, in
Naledi nods and shrugs. If it was up to her, the driv;
she knows the drill by now. T would legy, by
“Mmm,” the man says and goes back to looking into Lesedj
They are so in love. Lesedi is so happy so maybe it hmd" eyes,
her that the ‘mmm’ the man said sounded like some!hinsg ::]d::hmhn
¢ had hexy

hake, N,
.

And to .

Of Leg,
edj
ang
o

waitress

before.
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E GOING?”

oing anywhere.” Mpande says.

tight dress, stilettos and glossy make-up-

ncil dressand black camisole earlier when
ure the meeting was going well. It took

HERE'S SH
sghe’s not g
she's dressed Up:
She was. wearing a cream pe!
was strutting around, making st
¢t used to this stuff.

she
d to her, “You can have any job you like. I'll pay you what

hera while to g¢

Nkosana sai

uneed”

But Nkosana d
any job that she |
although she wasn't re
couple of months, at le:
her own place.

She didnt want to be perc
she never told the brothers how
were treating her.

At first, the staff didnt know her su
one of the brothers girlfriends. And whe!

oesn’t own a hotel or a restaurantso there really wasn't
iked. She joined the communications department,
ally sure of her job description. That lasted onlya
ast until she stopped living in hotel and found

eived as a spy or teacher’s pet, which is why
badly her colleagues in communications

rname, so they assumed she was

n they did find out her surname,
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more. Not to hy
they undermined her even er face bug the

and;;:l‘::;s willing to learn but nobody gave her g, . Coulg
Nkosana must have sensed that she was unhg et
10 her desk and offered her a new position as hjg Pers:o he "’Entn the
He had never really had an official PA. People n:
1o do to keep his professional life in order.

5,
. Asgje, Ay
Just gig Wh"lw th
ipe,
At first she was clumsy, messed up meeting g ates

minutes in some of them. Her job as Nkosana’s py last forgey to
of weeks. Soon after that he unexpectedly announceq h:d only . e,
for a while, if not for good. So then she became & bwa_, Euin::'%
Nkosana went on sabbatical with his wife. TYbody; N ey
“What did you do, Mpande?” Mqogi asks, Whey
What did he do?

They stood here, on this hotel balcony, watcheq the
get out and walk all the way to the hotel entrance, Theyw, ,}'pi"k Iheq,
he came out again, with her this time. alted. Ang [)m;
They watched them walk back to the Parking o, },
passenger door for her like a true gentleman, © OPening
They watched him getting into the car, turn the ke
when the car didn't start. e Panickig
Mpande had a creepy smile on his face at that mo,
my
caught it before it disappeared. i Maogi
“Mpande, she’s a grown woman,” Ntsika says.
’[}hcyd.o this all the time. Ntsika has never approved,
'J"hcy sit and wait as the guy goes as far as
ﬁddl;}n? wrrlh s‘mlner#ing. He raises his arms, a sign of defeat,
’f}, €5 stli.: s:n:g in the front seat, looking uncomfortable,
€y watch the guy get back inside th it i ivers
scratching his head, ‘They wait, 1 L et

Minutes later she gets out of th T
hotel entrance, € car, furious, and walks back to t

Opening the bonne 34
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s. His brothers are looking at him. Ntsika is the only
ld. The others are here waiting to hear why “we hate’

¢ laugh!

d
Mo horrifie

who i€

B0 is girlfriend’s car and she’s pregnant,” Mpande says.
» they all say at once. _ o
o iuey know why they hate him so they go back inside and

Now ; inking their alcohol.
ot o Naobizitha, Mdhele, Qhawe and Sambulo have been gone

Nkosm:' ,,:lh Mhlaba. The meeting they came here for, which was
‘L z:t:s r::;w;y, ended hours ago but they are booked in this hotel for two

M;]::fi.ls leaving tomorrow morning. She insisted on coming along,
robably because she had plans of her own.

They sit still, quietly, when she barges in and throws herself on the
couch between Mpande and Ntsika. She’s changed into sweatpants and
djyp(ﬁ‘ ) X

“[ thought you were sleeping;” Mqoqi says.

She frowns and looks at the mess on the coffee table in front of her.
And then she grabs an open bottle of whisky and drinks straight from the
bottle.

“Easy now,” Ntsika says, gently taking the bottle away from her.

They look very guilty and they’re too quiet.

“I'm done with men,” she says.

They're quiet.

“I was supposed to go out with this guy tonight and you know what
happened? His car wouldn't start. Do you know why? He didn't have
petrol. He drove all the way from Port Shepstone with no petrol and has
the audacity to lie and say his tank was full when he arrived here. After
that, do you know what he suggests?”

They shake their heads

“That we leave the car in the parking lot and go chill in my hotel room.
Does he think I'm stupid? I mean, what happened to taking a girl outona

«ohhh

233

Scanned with CamScanner



IQUNGA

’ \ith her? Who does that i

fore trying t¢ sleep o
date bef ith a car that has n® petrol? It was all planneqy ‘°lng,,a
i N ! He piy, St
ond he thinks ['m sTUPIc: o,

They are nodding in agreement as she rants. She pley
U the
I""ur. E

again and they Jet her this. time. Mqoqi hands her 5 slice of
she frowns after 13king 2 sip-
“For your throat,” he says-
“Do you have 2 cigare. 7
“No!" they all say at once.
Whisky is fine but they aren't about to turn her intg 5 ni
She doesn't even smoke- COting i
“Why can't men be normal human beings? Why? Oy e i,
Tabad..? Just g
“Nooo.”
“Okay, so why? Why do I always end up with dndgy i
remember that guy I went out with? The one I met in Cape T, ots? py, i
all the way here to take me out on a date. We connected, evO“’n. oy
great, and then the next thing, he avoids my calls and thag we : ,,' Sy
Well, that one, he was in the closet and he t atgeted ;s it
money. Let’s just say his trip back to Cape Town was long andﬂmen Wi
“I'm getting old. That's why I can't find a man. I'm too ok _”"“ﬁi
That ‘nooo’ sounds again. She’s been ranting ang !h.
listening, particularly because they have no idea why she js 5o €}
All these men she thinks have rejected her were not g00
they protected her from them.

That’s what her brother told them to do, protect her from th
€ world,

even if it meant overdoing it. But it's more than that. She’s the g;
never had. They are overcompensating. T

“Let’s go out and have fun. A club or something”
serious. That big grin on her face means she’s serious ,

YVe beey
Worked,,
d for her g,

she says, she

ThWhere? Weare in Port Edward, for crying out loud,” Ntsika sa
¢y are. She leans back on the couch again when her bubble buy:s(s
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he fridge and comes back with a half-empty bottle of
to t

asik?
N * he says, Opening the wine. She grabs the

3 hisky for you. ¥
P o MO ¥ And then she holds it close to her chest and stares shead.

gt~ why”
'&ﬁ: gy ot 1Y

Noo: ostponing her reunion with Mhlaba who, by the way,

7 ists.

't ﬂcndek:?;;::‘o allow her to come on this trip, they thought
when lh:lown and tell her everything, with Mhlaba present, but the
‘ﬂ- right yet- So they decided that maybe it was best to g0 to
with what they had to deal with.

back to Joburg tomorrow and how they have
who is in this same hotel, for the whole night

deal

ate first and i
Wi will be fiying
‘ﬂ ed 10 hide Mhlaba,

dhalf 2 day is @ mystery-
§ Nkosana and the others arrive back at the hotel just before 10pm

and they o't even get out of the car. They summon the three to come
Jownstairs and get moving.

Nobody has bothered to explain things to Nisika but after the Nsikeni
incident and learning the truth about Nqobile, he knows his time of being
treated like one of the children is over. Now he is here with his brothers
tryingto uncover the truth about a man whose voice and touch he doestit
even reme: mber.

The only time he has ever felt like he was being touched by a mother is
whenever Hlomu pats his back. He doesn't even remember what Nomafu
smelled or sounded like.

They park outside the same gate. It still feels as strange as it did the
first time that this house is situated here.

“Are they going to open?” Mhlaba asks.

“Yes, but at midnight,” someone says.

They are 30 minutes carly. They all use the time to call home and
check on their wives and children, except for Ngoba. He let Gugu go-

235

Scanned with CamScanner



IQUuNGA

it s S
a dl;:;'::::::;; to her walking awa}’l but hes not he wm

her adivorce. He'll let her go for now while (!]ey are sortiy, ning o
and when it i done, he will sttend (o her wish, the o, PBthigy By,
for, that he gives her Ngobile’s bones-. 1‘"‘3 Sh,ngw

He hasn' told his brothers sz but he knows |

impossible. With that woman b!.lrfed u.,ndemga,h herg

no telling which bones are Ngobiles. He's tempteg to
Ngobile has proven t0 be an unp]ti.san[ ghost whe
peace. That's why she led him_ to her sister and her mother
Maybe all she wants is to rest in peace. Maybe Ny, ombi o at
said she had a calling. Maybe that's why all these thi"gs p Hij
The gate slides open and Nqoba feels his heart bcmnapp‘“-
‘here for Sbopho and Nyanda and whatever it is thay they Pi:a;l.
[

wil
rely ity

re|
try thoygy
WD,]-[

and his brothers. He is here about his own problems, aboy lol
he can't find peace. He thinks all the bad things happen lou}:'lh fmhl:
im ang
Nop,

of his brothers realise that.
They stand in the same dining room and wait. st
©oks ang fegls

exactly the same, like a dungeon with no soul.
Mhlaba is about to ask again when the man appears, Again,
say anything. He just walks past them and they follow, Exc;ht doegyy
leopard tail he has over his shoulders, everything aboyt him _Pl ff)r the
same, including the clothes. He sits on the floor, they sit in frols Still th,
knees up. Nt of hip,
“I thought you were better than using a child” he says,
Sambulo immediately knows that he is talki ing about Sisekel
felt guilty about it since the moment he made the decision ¢ 0. He by
with them to Mbuba. © take hip
But the man is past that. He is looking
is nodding.
“Good,” he says,

at Mhlaba and Ntsika ang
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e do now?” Mghele wants to know.
o because they already know far more than they knew
re here. Now he just wants this man to get to the
m how many goats to slaughter and how many graves to
an go back to their normal lives.
Jooks at him. He always has this look in his eyes when he is
like he is the cause of this, as if all of this is centred around

{0 him,
d heis
Do you T

the key.
emember your mother?” the man asks him.

f course. How could he forget his own mother?

ods. Of
.}.i;o:‘, made her cry?” the man says.
He shakes his head. That he does not recall. He remembers how her

would be glassy sometimes but she never let the tears flow. And
if she was crying, he is sure it wasn't his fault. He never did

hing bad to her.

Yl"w}ml do you remember?” the man says.

«I remember sitting with her under the tree in Mbuba and how shed

brush my head and sometimes hold me close to her chest. She never said

anything, shed just hold me”

The man nods and looks at Mhlaba.
“And you?”
“I don't remember anything or anyone, he lies.
He may not have met his father but he knows exactly where he came
from and why he ran. The man knows but he lets him off for now.
They have noticed his anxiety and how he seems like he wants them

to get out of his house as soon as possible.
“It’s too late for you but you can still do something for your children.

Go back to Nsikeni and dig up those graves. Theres eight of them, four

sets of twins”
He doesn't look up at them because he has no time to deal with their

shock and confusion.
“You grandfather is there too but don't dig him up. Leave him. Take
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-an find in those graves and b, "
hslerer L‘ﬂm 1o this 0nes twin,” he UTY it ung,,
father’s house. N + 1€ S2Ys, poing

Nkosana stands up but Qhawe pats his ar, |
out and speak to him. He finds him outside, iy b, n
“I saw this coming.” ng, e "

Thats the first thing Mghele says. Ever since
something being buried by his father and thy, Nsik:’faha i,
suspecting this was the case. nj lhing_ o M

He’s not sure if he is angry or not. He just knows % s

one is supposed to find out about things like thig, 1, &q“hﬁl
* fle

8o

is iy not

better not to know. lhi,-,h i hoy,

“Let's go back inside. We have to get this over andq wy
ONe with»

5‘)’5”‘ knows his brother too well andlhal'swhyheisn.‘ e
him to go back to sit in front of that man is a 800d ide,, H"exfconv,-n :
to finish smoking and together they walk back (o the mo' Waitg f"”un.
brothers sitting exactly as they were when they left thees M to fip, the;

They sit quietly and wait for the man to continue,

“You,” he says, looking at Mhlaba.

“Go get your father and take him to Mbuba, Isiboph,
kugagekile, tie them back together. Your grand-father u.avﬂunen
way to make the tie. If he hadn’t, none of you would be hmf ed 4 Tong

They know this means going to Swaziland to get NM da
wherever they are. But there are stil] many questions to ask anda! bone,
is lingering in Mghele’s mind is whether his twin was . s'ﬁm’ one thyy
Sbopho killed him. orn or if

He barely manages to get the words out of his mouth ang
question while trying to suppress the rage that’s making his hand_:Sk the
“He did what he thought was right. Imagine if there was -
of you?" another one
It stll doesn't make sense to then, Sbopho loved his children, all of
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© do,,. Shel,
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uld have done anything to protect them and killing one of

b 3 ::,nclh"’g he would never have done. And why did Nomafy
wis

nse now. It all makes sense why she had those lone

It ' with Mghele.

pﬂyz:hal why Mghele was the one who brought us back home? Back 1o

B

" Maodi a5Ks.
ot of things are starting to make sense.
A

{he man doesn't say anything. He expected them to figure that out

the start.

“And Hlomu?”
The man raises his hand to stop Mqoqi from going further.

speave that woman out of this. The same thing your father did to your
other S what you have done to her. Fix this because you know she will
ill you all for her children,” the man says.

All of the things he has said have made sense except for this one.

Atleast now they know what to do, dig up graves and bury everyone
inone place.

“Are we supposed to dig up the graves and leave Nsikeni just like
" Mpande says.

“Nsikeni is not your home. It's your grandfather’s. This one,” he says,
pointing at Qhawe, “has made sure of that”

ltmust be all the goats he keeps slaughtering.

“Go get your father’s brothers and bury them in one place. This is
why he is coming for your Kids. After that, go cleanse yourselves. I'm sure
Mzimela told you that” he says and stands up. But he stops and looks
at Nkosana, who has been silent throughout. He is angry and he has no
plans of doing what this man is asking them to do. He is tired of Sbophd’s
shit,
“Why are you so angry? You got the gift you wanted. She came and

she healed you. So what are you angry for?”
Nkosana knows what and who she asked for. All those nights he lay
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nd dreamed about how it would be if he s
;i‘::ew:mn Xolie was pregnant the first and secong .
l\e]ly"and hoped that was n.rH:\.l-) “‘,:,(n :;UOmu ﬁnanv e :ktd:::
crossed his fingers thatone © the babies she ,f,,]s c‘fryi,,g < iegnln\ -
he had given up when he saw her face glowing anq hir ‘&And}m

Brow;

the second time, only for his wildest dream to come trye
He is the only one who understands what the Man i
3
Xeept Nt;:

Tany,
me, ht;ﬂ thy

The others are lost so they stand up and get ready 1o leave, ,

l:.:nd what do T do about Nqobile?” he asks,

The man stops, like this is something he has been Waiting
entered this room. But he doesn't immediately address Naob :r Singe A
at Ntsika and then back at Nqoba. He oy

“Cleanse this one. She won't rest until she knows him g .
come back to haunt him.” With that the man leaves the Toom, s T Wy

The drive back is mostly silent. There is so much to ta -ab
Kknow that, but they all agree that they aren’t £0ing back 1o Pon‘g' they
They have their wallets and phones with them. The clo, e Warg

ll fing g .
way home. thejp
Mhlaba and Mqogi will go straight to Swazilang, T
ill still find it. e was
tombstone. Hopefully they will s

“Was Nqobile the one who always cut my hair?™ Nitsika asks, Th
about to reach Pietermaritzburg and nobody is Prepared to angwe, him,

Nqoba remembers how she would cut Ntsika’s hair and how he le;i
reprimand her for it all the time because a woman shouldn't be touching
aman's head, even if he is only nine years old.

“I'm going home,” Mpande says.

They agreed that they are going back to Joburs

8- Mghele was clear that
all he wants is his wife and his house.

They all feel the same. They want to go where their peace is, where
everything is normal and certain,

DuDU BUSANI-DUBE

» morning. bodtii . . "
s 1 day they would argue about this or simply ignore him
ond ":' changed. Things are more complicated now. They are
13\
 hing®
o g indivdusl® i rank. Only two taxis d
o™ ® rop him off at the taxi ran] ly are parked under
They 0
» yfbuba aisle.

It fine. Drop me off here, I'll find my way there,” Mpande says.
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He sits still, with his hands knotted and his thypyy,

mouth. s Presseg i

“How did you get in here?” she asks, sitting P d o

her room. She knows Mpande, she loves him and she* k‘“g
€
way of doing things but this, no, this is new. nsedk’hisu?“::
“ took a taxi.”
“A taxi from where?”

“From Pietermaritzburg”
“Okay, but how? Why are you in my room? I tho
? uy

South Coast?” e Were on g

Ndoni asks too many questions. That’s one of the thip,
him about her sometimes. He is here in her room at her?ﬂh“ arm
‘What does it matter how he got here? Aty houge

How is it that she hasn't made peace with

: the fact
anything, when he wantsand how he wants? But he zxpeq::“ ‘he P
He came here first, to her room, because he didn't want her bu'm iy
and acting like this was the first time she’s woken up to ﬁn:-lu;,g el
im in the
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ey had that big fight about why he takes a shower

g hen 1 .
4-"’]" 5id l:f:f hey've had sex. He didnt want to talk about it but she
i

p i and he got angry- )
e 3 she want him to explain that? Why would anyone want

!
V‘"“.h!. wo! out the Carol issue? Nobody does, not his brothers and
o wlk :hnm» Carol is in the past.

P no e preset and future and he thinks she must stick to that.
xdon! is ot 0 MATTY him and have his children and yet she is still in
@ .!nzs“‘: 1o work him out like he’s some kind of puzzle.

s lifer u‘::i; 4 that on that Wednesday a year ago when he picked her

: 3 n"'ht airport. When he took the Pretoria direction instead of
W w":;bufg' she didnt ask. They were not going to his house, that she
’”h'“f?ou( she didn't ask where they were going.

':;\-h,,g re we going?” she asked only when they took the
 off-ramp and drove across Tembisa. He cleared his throat

oy
o

Ohfm(sfonlti

ot didrt speskc
she was starting to worry but thought maybe wherever they were

ing was surprise, 2 good romantic surprise, which isn't something
jat happens often with Mpande. They had had a fight that weekend, one
of his things that she didn’t understand.

She had gone to Moyo with a friend. A friend he knows and has met
pecause he insists on Kknowing each and every person in her circle.

some of her friends say he makes them uneasy but she believes they
are just imagining things. That they feel uncomfortable around him
because he is, after all, Mpande Zulu.

However, she cannot deny that her life has changed since shes been
with him. It worries her that he has this obsession with detail. He seesand
knows everything... and everyone.

He's jealous too. So much that she fears talking to him about anything
{hat involves her chatting to or even knowinga male person.

She had been single for three years before him. It was by choice. When
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d of four years died she took it harg,

" e
on again until she mey thig o Neve,

Buth i

her boyfrien
could love another pers

hapm’szv; sily marry a man she doesn't love wholeheartedly
really hard to get her n

work t Tembisa end, 1) e 4 wor fortable future. The bigger picture includes comfort
us trip past Tembisa ended behip, ! of acom
mrm)m::;md, He parked and told B ” a hish f h‘d&, ﬁ,.hcs and progress in life.
nothing but ap! olloy, h.,:nc* hig security it sure but she felt a little bit of excitement. She decided that
ar s ol elbing sk - Oy o by she wi‘:s‘ already there, she may as well seize the moment.

She did a:nsu  He put one arm around hey un ti] were the o she w,d herself from his arm around her waist and rushed a few
right a;‘g;:fulde;i K arand iad Saited fir him [:'-lldg,.s ang ,:lq,, - She 'r:rro"‘ him. She stopped and spun around with her arms open
his head. " Spe T awa) - ;

“Where do you think we should put the braaj irca_;-.:t b dir"’s (|0$Ed";ls u’llrhy::B to breathe in all the air at once.
Cl 3
She was confused. ke, Hestood an wa. id, jumpi
“I'm thinking a small park over there, for oy, kjdsand A « know! I know! fhe said, jumping up and down.
court. What do you think? be ten He waited to hear it. il i
She shook her head. s < want a Japanese garden! almed.

“What are you talking about Mpande?™
Her worry was that he sounded too ser; ous. e
something but was not telling her anything, Was L’“ing "
“Our house. We'll build our house here,” ler
“We're already building a hous:
said.

He was lost.
She put her hands on her hips and looked around, as if' thinking hard.
“t will be a normal garden but with a Japanese theme... over there!”
she pointed to the left.

“we'll have lots of water features! But no tall trees. 1 don't like them.
They attract snakes. The house will be in the middle 50 that we have
cnough space at the back and in front. And can we have the garagesat the

he saig,
e? But you alreag
)4 havg ah,
Ol‘st.l

She wants things to be discussed in thijs relan'onship

issue of children, which she knows she can neyer B g l"'““Jud.-ng the wop of the holusc_? Lik? have a driveway that goes up? I know it can work”
o Ut has p, o 1y She didn't give him a chance to answer or suggest anything before
. " . ing off again to the right this time. He followed slowly.
A lot of things worry her about him, especi. rushing off ag; .
Alo IOy, y SPtclaﬂy the fay that p, “Do you want a bar in the house?” she asked, looked at him and
the time when she says jump he asks how high, and ¢, 0st of T ¢
2 en there are laughed, as if shed just remembered something.
moments when he won't even answer her calls, thoge A 8 - <
Ndoni ot what you would wsgall ‘Okay, okay, we'll have a coffee shop for you here;” she said.
A yo ¥ expect from Mpange, She expected him to retaliate with a sarcastic comment
But then again, the truth about men

but he just
smiled and looked at her. She was still rushing and he was following
slowly behind her. He was just looking forward to when she got tired and
atleast stood in one place.

is that they neve, ma
rry the
you expect from them, They go for the one who make i
L S their heart beat
Thats the difference between

men and women, Mep,
the bigger picture, They want what pover lok »

“And over there... will be the pool! I want a big one, oval shaped with
they want and they want it now, They

alapa and a small bar”
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had expensive weaves.
4 like that- They
sruu-\"

hroat
He aeared his "_ e asked when the look on his face &

. o, He Ked her 0 comb her hair once
on€ (hat has e hing about yarious forms of
chat's WTOTE* ted t <8 cone: S he started preac
WhE T looked kS he wantec {0 53y something be P i when 3
uncnm\""“bl" . hz‘;: o regre - 4 black
a1 el chape?” she said dismissively, v 3
kay. the? 5

as if sh, 'hh:“" in e quantit
. : h:dm‘as'\(mn gunak:a\ng quantity
e W“md eal
un in & 1 before” she said, as if g, ‘\ost\"\“

eve! but, s
ot that ['m# fan of swimming bul, you know, | hag p, !

R in. tiful; she said, staring up
ung e ey iAW dear and beatt
strange: * 1o Rhodes. There were no trips evey 407 5\\’“""‘
” “unull\ACﬂ' Ps to D“"baz. y n
l::;: as abways "7 b body d for gy At nly one sy, he said.
she calls et father Mrizh €Y1 2 fxs\ unless she g ad, et a1 of him 10 say this- here,
.\; rectly. Thats the only time she calls him ‘baba’ rey, s typic P woid looks different {0 everyone, everyw L
’“m%‘mﬂhmﬂ was still on his mind. He wanted to say j i 4 knoW but « they are. You know, 1 used 1o hate being stuck
d;" him to that place. The place where e feels she d, ’“rvc,‘ they o wher
[

ive her
he E;::WIE right. Their taxi drivers work l.he hardest in Deceme 3
L ther amiles. ncloding P 21 on holiday somewhere by gy
sometimes the grivers end up working double shifts, drivin, ®beagy.
(he night between provinces and end up having to sleep at (he sBlh
road, inside the taxis. I(s normal in the industry, it' the life,

M,eud\n% ‘1’ .
i MD ::\ss‘ \nteresting things. Most of the girls 1 grew \»:.p wuh'au
petter ;,,‘cbo Jy's baby mamaandl didn't want to end up like that.
oW S 4
‘:‘;‘:iﬂq:‘:\c\h\ch Mbuba, 1 cealised that it's better than anywhere 1
anted 1© be. There may be nothing exciting {here, nothing to do and no
Jaxuries but the place i8 rich with people. That is its wealth, the people.
The humility: the support system and the wisdom from people who have
pever set footin school. 1 learned 1o appreciate that} she said.
Again, she took him to that place. A world he wished he had
.xpemn:ed.
His older bro

thers knew exactly who they were and what
responsibilities were growing up,

felt ike 1 was- 1 don't know, destined for bigget things,
€]

e}
ide of the
1t used to be theif |ife, except Mpande's experience of thy

brief compared 10 his brothers. life Wy

She sat down on the ground, finally.

He stood and watched her, unsure whether he should sy
stand because really,the place was nothing but an open veld 100 Ot jug
Oh, what the heck! He sat next to her as she lay on her b‘a ewi their
arms behind her head. her as tough as they were. Nkosana was
{he father, Nqoba was the provider and Mgqhele the nurturer. But he was
floating somewhere. He was neither Nkosana the father nor Nisika the
baby.

There was a small frown on his face, as if wondering wh
would comfortably sleep on their back on the ground A:dv;: . ;“YW
- esides, hig

head was shaved and the stones and dry gr.
ass weren't havi
his scalp. a ke hi\vmg et

As much as his older brothers accepted their lives and learnt to raise
themselves, his was a different story.

He secretly longed for the family structure. The mother-father
thing. The extended family thing with cousins and aunts. The sweet

He crossed his arms behind his head

_ to protect hi and lay on

hisback next to her. None of the women heis:dclohl:s:s::l}i\) ’ilhy
would ever
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y grandfather.
dmother and grHnPY grandfather. Dryp) uncjeg
He wished for that.
ba too.

gnn
Its.
mn}lz Jonged for Mbul
He was 100 young o clearly remember hjg Mo -
father’s voice but when hewasa young boy, he lop, ed f, fae o
‘woman brushing his head and placing bread with g " thy, N Svgy
in front of him. ut b
His memory wasn't vivid but he rememberey the,
in Mbuba. His mother made mahewu. There Sy umeu Oy
mahewu brewing in the house. Wayg g bu'h
Now and again that sour smell visits him_ . rem,
always make him put black vinegar in a bow] ang Sitg Mg, i
to chase away flies. TR0 gy ey
He remembered her touch 100 because he was the
it the longest. e whe
All his brothers are two or three years apart by
already four years old when Ntsika was born, 1, ot ‘nm hip, He
Jongest. He got 1o stay at home with her the longegt w:_be the bihyw“
were at school. ile o) the Ulh?!
What he never understood though was why he i
play with other children. Even when he starteq going 1o oy
was five years old, Mqoqi never let him out of his g; ght. N:Chmal h
all of them out of his sight. 0sang Neve
Its things he got to understand when he wag older.
Its also the things Carol used against him, She ky
emotionally desperate, that he may have been ures €W he Wy

g

Rever gy

un
brothers but he was still a lost boy. ded by Protectiy,
He thinks all of them, the women who have com,
saw right through him. and gone, hoy they

Some of them try to push and others
their patience and endurance, He thinks
Gwen had she kept up the charade muc!

just leave, like he isnt Wworthy of
that maybe he would have loveg
h longer instead of immediately
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’ g \:::h ‘;‘h’:n do. She wanted things from him, the same things
et pim do to her. Maybe if she had been patient and stayed
s he would have gotten himself to open her thighs and
*° hile longer d
P qgnalibe shevanied:
h"';c Jay there on the grass with Ndoni next to him, he thought
T 1and how he believed a woman's breasts were suppased to feel
d"““L o i until he touched a girl his age.
ﬂ.(lvl:zmtmbued how Carol would whisper, “Say you love me” in
Hzn heavy breathing and sweat. He could not say it so afterwards
lﬂ 25 mad as hell Shed shout and scream and call him stupid. But
Edb: oing back although he never understood why.
b'k;ij, was something warm about Carol's touch. She was thick and
she was the best cook and her hair smelled nice. She always made
- he was fed.

He just couldn't stay away from her but he knew he didn't like seeing
per naked. He didn't like hearing her moan and scream his name. He
pated it and he never told anyone about it.

Carol did instruct him not to say a word to anyone but that's not why
e kept quiet.

He kept quiet because he didn't understand if he was a victim or a
willing participant. This was a woman. There was no way he could be a
victim in this, it wouldn't make any sense. But still, he didn't like it, he

didnt want to be part of it.

It took Mghele walking in on them for it to end.

Carol could have crawled outside and called the police after he was
done battering her but then she would have had to explain why she had a
l4-year-old boy on top of her.

When Mghele was done with Carol, he asked, “How long has she
been doing this to you?”

It was then, right at that moment, that it dawned to him that he was
allowed to cry about it. She was a grown woman, old enough to be his
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mo(hﬂ-amd o comments like, “You look older thap,
I st

ur
4 "You're 0 mature compared to boys your 5 ag,

- e
oy, 'quull an .
You' was the staring and watching, | e 4

d then ther
M[Orublt eventhen but he had to r;sptct her. She wag ml'l\ e ‘\,,,’
uncom ted to look after him a ety
his brothers trus nd Nig; th,
agreat nanny hi "'he., ‘tn\

Y- -
"“‘silm,d hem “abafana bami’
The first time he felt something was the day she shouteg ¢
bathroom for him {0 bring her s03p from the kitchen, o om
pathroom door and Put his arm ',m'f"d the door to hand he, \rh‘d
“Come in. she shouted. He didn't move. The next thing he € S0q,
door was pulled open and Carol stood there, naked. He frog,. h_kn
stretched out and the s03p 11 his hand. » his
When she took the soap from his hand, she ran her fip,
his palm while looking into his eyes before walking back 1o ::s ﬂnn!
everything exposed. "h"m._
He didnt know what he felt after that but he knew he wasnitg
to feel it, not for Carol. He had never seen a naked girl before, i :Fpn“ "
Jet alone a grown woman. € flegy,
Carol had a way of brushing his shoulder. Sometimes wh
Lalked, she brought her face too close to his. He would feel thip, en she
she did that. 85 Whep
The first time, she did everything herself. When she was g,
told him, “You're a man now.’ one, she
They don't talk about Carol, at all.

Hes never thought about telling Ndoni about it because whay
would it do? Where has one ever heard a man whining about 3 wgood
giving him sex? Whether it was wanted or not isn't a factor, Thasmn
most important thing to men, isn't it? Sex, and they spendl thei sliu“
trying to get into any vagina that’s willing to let them in. '

He watches Ndoni rummaging through her suitcase trying to find
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she never unpacks. Even when she is at his house,
3 oot and she gets dressed and undressed from it.
that dearly needs ironing and offers to sneak him
and finds him in his yard. But he isn't

cour father?” he asks.
house, she says, like it should be obvious.
big 2

ds uP‘;chl Pl sneak out the same way 1snuckin”
pack m“ng {0 do that, not when he has woken her up and had her
shes ‘;:S’:a‘ 6am. He knows this, which is why he pulls her into his
g °:d Kisses het. ;
i‘"“_, ke yoU out of that dress but 1 respect your father’s house. Go
‘;:lo‘be\i 1 know you love your sleep. I'll come pick you up later; he
e

m‘shc Knows this face and he uses it to soften her all the time. He leaves.
oes back to bed and hopes he makes it out of the yard alive.

e i“n_\ people are always assuming they are safe, he thinks as he

CrEwS the door handle. ‘Why they think they can leave their doors like

nis, without security gates, puzzies him.

The kitchen is oak with a massive gas stove and double-door fridge.
Therés even 3 washing machine. He thinks and shakes his head at how
yell this man, whose house was once a dilapidated pile of mud, lives now.

He built this house with the money they paid him for that Mahlubi
{hings which he failed to carry out anyway. He was one of the first people
who came 1o them to ask for 2 job when they came back to Mbuba. They

gave him one only because they were trying to make peace.

The walls in the passage are lined with pictures of Ndoni and her two
brothers who dorit even try to hide that they hate him.
The door at the end of the passage is clearly the main bedroom. He
Knows this because there is a veranda behind it.

Hés sleeping. Waking people is not his style so he walks in slowly and
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tries to find a place to sit. But men like Maigi i

because they know. P witp, one
“Zulu'™ he says, quickly slipping his hang g

remembers he hid his gun in the wardrobe las "'gh:r the -

here and she doesn't even know that he carries o : Becay, h’?w W
“Why would you want to pull a gun on me Mitios i\
He’s found a place to sit on a small Wooden ﬂc-m

under the dressing table. )| thy
“What do you want? What are you doing i

my daughter?”

d

[
my h""‘nnm,

Ifhe had found him in the dining room, he Woulduyy, e
this. But something is wrong, something is clearly wro, 'Paqiqu‘
because he knows these people. "B ang , , Blik,

“I'm here to talk,” Mpande says. il

“Let me get dressed.”

“No! Stay away from the wardrobe Mziz;*

“Does Nkosana know you are here?”

Nkosana wouldn't let this boy come here and do g h
But he can't even call him because his phone is o, the ;ht knm“"u(
where Mpande s sitting. B, ney, 6

“I want to talk about the day you and your fri,
Nsikeni to look for us,” Mpande says.

Mzizi looks everywhere except in his direction,

“That is all in the past. You know that. We all

“Forgave who Mzizi? We never wronged you,
had nothing to apologise for

Mpande has always believed that. That People placed sho,
their shoulders and that it was unfair and unjust.

But it's now become a problem, a big problem because oy it
that they burning his mother alive wasn't enough, The, had o
chikdren too. e

“What were you 80ing to do if you had found us there? Were You

ends frop, here ey
o

forgave €ach ohgy
We were jusy g, We

Pha’s sipg o
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pus?”
‘nsmknllo“‘u cantt live your life like this. You can't always be seeking
e 'luluﬁr.ngs happened and they weren't good for anyone. We've ]|
ge

poved ““a‘ takes a deep sigh and switches off Maizi's phone when the
Mpar

S Sats,:;l.. 1t's the dishonesty that I have a problem wit Mzizi, That
A u delivered at my brother’s house, telling us we dont cleanse
it ’:md all that nonsense. You knew where you got all that bullshit
”‘”'«i::!kjng about how you weren't going to send your daughter 10 3
"m“:hltrhl’\”t? ‘The same daughter who knows nothing about you™
512D§My daughteris...”

“Your daughter is going straight to the slaughterhouse. I'm tired of
s shit. She's going to have children that look exactly like this” he says,
pointing at his own face.

«Baba,” a voice says from outside the bedroom. They both know who

x Is.l-m on the phone,” Mzizi says, before she asks who he is talking to,
Mpande stands up, opens the balcony door and says, “Akunaqunga
engizoligeza. Your daughter will breathe it and fuck it and give birth to it”

He leaves via the balcony.

Mzizi knows the time has come to make that call, because this is his

daughter.
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example of that. She controlled his mind and made hig
- \.{cc‘d desperate by constantly refusing 1o be his girlfriend.
pid ™ was the only female in his life and he knew that she
s B father. Sbopho would do anything Nomafu asked him 1o
N“?‘\:; \ike he fived for her.

e lF\ cery i

thet
. moth

. whenever som

= eone would come to the house, always after
i~ Nomafu and Sbopho would sit together and have a hushed
Jmght
p

son. But when the person was at the gate, Nomafu would o
:ﬁ:“ inthe bedroom and not come out until after the person had

The G

HE REMEMBERS THE day she was born like it wag yesi
He wanted to be the first to hold her, to look. i erday,
her the name he had always had in mind. He fei¢ th:

knx always happened like that and he heard everything because he's
‘« been a light sleeper.
lMH-: eas the one who ran to his parents’ bedroom to wake them when

ob came. Fe saw it long before they reached the gate.
o
0 her o

He told his parents. “Lets run”
iy he could see in his mother’s eyes that she wasn't going anywhere.
g de her, sh - ﬁas...m"‘i,,,‘ But o
his brother’s seed that made her, she was his gift el
It was his grandmother's name. He knew that becy,
it slip once, but not to him.

s there in his father's eyes too. It was as if they had been expecting
se hjg Mothe, . His father’s last words to him were, “You are a man now. You are in
That story, that there hadn't been a girl born ip thei f;

charge of your brothers”, which he said ashe pushed him out of the house.
than 100 years, was something he overheard when his l'al}:“ Y in ey
T

At first, because he was just a boy himself, those last words were the
to a strange man who had come 10 their house in the midde ll\k;“I only thing that kept him going. The pride. The knowledge that his father
to collect some guns. That man is a cabinet minister ney,, ofthe Righy trusted him with sucha great task and the power that came with it Those
The man said, “So many boys?” . were the things that made him proud of being the eldest, the heir fittingly
His father replied, I don't make girls. Neither diq my f pamed Nkosana.
grandfather” ther g,

Nkosana was still a young boy then, just intg his te,

father wasn't his friend so he wasn't going to go to him and

He knew when he ran out of the house with his youngest brother
NS, ang py
details.

strapped on his back that when those people were done, there would be
nothing left. Everything his parents had worked for would be gone and so
would be their comfortable life that was better than any child's in Mbuba.

‘There was nothing valuable to inherit but he had his name and he had

ask for More
But he found that interesting. Not that he wanted 5 sister. No, |,
fine with his brothers and besides, he found girls to be controlling o

8- Zandile

1o live up 1o it.

1t didn't take long before things got really tough and he started
254
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resenting his father, hating h‘f" for ’]““ l'Q"Cfully Pu"'ling .
hen he knew staying only meant deap, “nw
the house Wld have said no. He should have dragged oy,
H:s:orunm the door to follow her children, Thae ‘:r b o, ki
r“’*‘B‘ut s;(’rh" was a coward. It didn't take Nkosan, ]Dnit he N iy W
father, who Was known and feared by eve o e
his own : : % ne,
who held hisown wife's hand and died with her whe,, %ng :II?; h,
g
h".HeH never do that to Zandile. Hed die before e g e rd
He wanted to be nothing like Sbopho. He 1, anted
things his father didn't. He w.lnttd to be an honest .
honest living, @ good man with no blood in hig b,
father a girl, a beautiful, s(zﬁ-lltaﬂed hum;,‘, hAEing who gt "
happy and cries when she’s hurt. One wht.v is incapabe of p}\‘whe’l *
A person whose skin is soft and whose mind is strop 2. Wsicy h"n:
He was going to love and protect her and neye, -
revolve around him or any man. A person he would die o, ; her oy
who wouldn't die for him because that's not how i s‘-lpp:)s““ ion
woman should never have to die for a man. ed 1y be.y
And when she came, he wanted 10 be the first to holg her
he insisted that all of them drive to Durban when the Q“' Thays vy
Hlomuss sister. He wanted to be the first to look into her ey“:m' from,
had to respect his brother. Ut he il
When they all looked at him for a name, he didn’t hesitate,
“Mthaniya. Her name is Mthaniya Zulu” he said as he held her, 1.
arms. in hig
Her eyes were exactly like his, She looked exactly like a1 of
a large part of him wished she had come out looking like her Mother g
Sbopho. 3
With all that, his love for her can never be measured. 1t i infinie

and uncapped. She reaches something in him that he never knew exisied
before she came.

one
ar)
la:achi"" :1h"‘
\
o Whe Mag, he
5. He o, eq

them ang
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sometimes that hed love his brother's child more thay

scares 1™ hildren. But his brother’s children are his too and that

It < own d

3
:‘,krs it ﬂ:“:c heir love for scrambled egg with all three peppers. Its just

5_1 doesnt make it as well as Hlomu makes it. Maybe that's why
andl :,ok,n up and run down the stais, straight into his arms,

:-‘E\Wf“ here, all the kids, for the past two nights. Mghele wanted
s « time with Hlomu. He wants to tell her everything. Xolie is
5 al“:; Gugu s gone. Naledi is happy to get a break from Sbopho.

And s0 nOW he’s sitting here at the table watching Zandile try to do

best with those scrambled eggs. He knows they'll come out tasting.
b bl and to be honest, he can fry his own eggs, but his wifes efforts
Iw""l and so he eats whatever she feeds him. She knows she’s a horrible

gu: but she still tries and he loves her for that.
M.ngc call the kids,” she says.

They've been playing outside since they woke up. He stands up,
opens the door slightly and whistles. They all come running in, Mabutho
Jeading the pack.

They settle on the sitting room floor because Zandile has no time for
children messing up her glass dining room table.

Two slices of burnt toast, scrambled eggs, bacon and mushrooms,
that's what each plastic plate contains except for Phakeme's, who doesnt
eat bacon.

By the way Mabutho is looking at his plate, Nkosana knows he is
about to say something honest and offensive to Zandile.

“Mabutho, go wake Niya up;” he tells him, just to get him out of the
roort.
‘The boy drops his plate quickly and races up the stairs.

By the time Zandile joins everyone in the sitting room, Sisekelo and
the twins are already on their way to the kitchen to wash the dishes.
They cleaned their plates because they are at that age where food is food,
whether the mushrooms are floating in dodgy soup or not.

‘wl?‘
iy 1S

oM
aogry 2"
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alone.

p” he
;]pcps“k‘ her mother bul‘lhere isno reason
and eat breakfast, especially when Nkosang hep ton,
her plate down and heads upstary 5 hepe o,
back to his food and ignores the f 3
him with his eyes wide.

1 standing next 1© : g A
sul': s only when Zandile shouts .hls name  thge " l‘uuh"‘1
ing is not right. He finds Zandile seated 5 th € rea,

e e,
feet. edge 0,-”: thy
1d ask if something is wrong if Zanije e,

ile’s face dig ]
Il "P'l

Jownstairs
Zandile puts
Nkosana §0¢

Ct thy, .

someth
near Niya$s
He wou!
tell him that. :
«pthaniya, what's wrong?
“She says she can't move her legs” Zandile says, Tooki
How does a seven-year-old child who was perfecy ng wrywnp
o sleep last night wake up not feeling her legs? ¥ fine thn"! "
not until he pinches he, e She
ard g .

%Md/

ASETLA IS here with a team of specialists. Even Naledi is wearing

she hasnt done in years.
d at the hospital, they didn't know how to explain it,

hing wrong with her. She couldn’t walk and

pRM :
rubs, something

When they arrive
except that there was somet

doesn'tflinch.
He looks at Zandile, she’s looking up at him,
they didnt know how and why.
That the person at reception kept asking for the child's parents angered

Something is wrong, very wrong.
Nkosana even more. They've been here at this hospital many times. before
and surely they know them by now.
Mqhele and Hlomu arrived just when he was about to lose his temper
and blow up. And then the rest of them. They all went inside the ward,
Jooked at Niya, some touched her legs and then they were gone, all of

them, including Mghele.
Hlomu has been trying very hard to ignore her mother’s question

went [«
Nkosana doesn’t believe it,

about where Mhele is.
She would tell her if she wasn't so confused and shaken. She thought

she knew this family. She thought it belonged to her and that she shaped
who they have become. But last night, as Mghele sat on the floor and she
on that single chair, she realised she hasn't achieved much.
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ha\'s“"‘”" them and tied them to, e

gether ),
She may e wihio they ety bep et g
ies  pile of wood: but 7 Delong g gy, * et

(o claim them- i just
o from Zandile came Just as she wag

1d her last night. They had ney "8 1o
thing Mghele to! dep N
;\:l?dda)'md lept through the day: When he woice . ina:h e,
o1 he wanted was food: . ) Cafe
He wasn't speaking of smlllns. He just ate hig G ) .
have things to tell you, a lot of things, but I need —— tolg -
< Wey |
!y

e,

mn%‘;r hat, he went and locked himself in his sancy,..
She thought that maybe he was playing his g¢, 'l_’{’c
destress but no, he was sitting on the floor staring ¢ the g Mt

Itis the only thing that belongs to Sbopho that they hay Hnle time,
ifhe didn't make a mistake by bringing it here. Maybe b s?‘\o:lwo"d"rd
it back in Ngudwini because if it wasn't for it, he wou], dnt hay, d haye ™
murderer at only 14 years old. e bec“mh
He thought about many things, about his mother ang oy

and about how everything seemed to come back to being abour ;.H]om,,

Why would Sbopho kill his own child? No, it’s not possible im,
father, He knew him and he knows that his children were B w- Mot hig
just as their children are their weakness. eakneg;
He tried to push away the thought about how it would bei
had lived, what his name would be and what hed be like, p

ut it
coming and coming until he punched the wall so hard that his k"udk:lz

Fhis tyiy

bled.
He's always found twins to be weird creatures.
Every time Langa is visiting, he can't stand the sight of him and
Hlomu standing next to each other. When Langa and Msebe get sick at

the same time or finish each other’s sentences, it freaks him out, but they
are his children so he tries as hard as he can to hide it.

He only left the sanctuary late at night and he knew hed find Hlomu
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He delayed their talk b:uus? he kn:w that shed immediately
g with the next step. He wtsr-n sure “f he was ready for that, to
come \.\m15 life that he had built, a life that is as close to normal as his
am‘":] nistory €an 8%

] e everything, from what people at the rank had been saying

o what Mzimela said, Mzizi’s demands to the man on the South.

, "
for Y3 Nsikeni and Mboni.

Co’::]:\;] of it she wasn't hearing for the first time, but she got stuck on

> where the man said their children would turn out like them if
the PI';“,‘ fix what his grandfather did.

WYS‘:\L pressed his head hard on her chest and told him to do what
peeded tobe done. ’

“There’s a reason, Mghele. There’s a reason why you are the one who
ook this family back to Mbuba”

He understood her.

«Remember how you didn't hesitate? You could have said no but you
gidn't;” she said.

“[ was doing it for you he replied.

She wasn't going to argue with him. That would have been petty. So
she brushed his head again and told him, “Go get your father's brothers,
bury them where they should be buried and let’s move on. I'm tired”

He knew what she meant by ‘tired and he didn't blame her.

Now she's sitting here looking at her daughter who, despite the fact
that she has suddenly become a cripple, is playing with a cell phone like
nothing is wrong.

Masetla has come back three times with no explanation except that
her spine is intact.

“It must be a nerve somewhere;” he keeps saying, But he isn't sure and
they can see it in his eyes.

The last time he came, Hlomu's mother stood up again and led them
in yet another prayer that sounded like a plea for a miracle.
Hlomu had to move her lips and pretend she was praying too lest
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per mother caught s with her mouth closed and cey

er of

heathen- d d do 3

Zandile who paced up and down, with pe -

er

It was

at the top of her voice 27
n

!

%WM‘ they were done, they went back to thejy Ve iy
z Cony
biting their nails. in
Her mother announced that she had!called mfiun; and N
praying too. The same mfundisi who always asks when Hiom, Pil }le\m
are going to be baptised whenever they are visiting K, m“h"s hilgy,
grandmother takes them to church. U ang U\:
“Langa says the driver is dropping him at the entrancen ir
He’s been pestering Hlomu to visit him in Ghana aU’ “"‘“lher
Year ang

been making excuses.
He got on the first flight he could. Hlomu js dreadip ’
is 4,

because again, she’s going to have to shrug when he asks wh o
Shes going to be forced to open her mouth and spea i 4 hap
been trying to avoid since she entered this ward in the mo,.n~wI ing she
"My love!” Niya screams, stretching her arms oyt g
Earlier the psychologist asked to speak with her alone b
take even 15 minutes. Naledi came back to telf them thf g didny
distressed or confused, and that was what puzzled 4 isny
e the Psychologigy the
Langa goes for her legs too, as if something j
. 3 g in the w,
rhrll him whether they are working or not. He sits next t':)’Z'::{;_J‘ouk 20
the greetings and hugs are done. He wants e
2 te
i 0 ask, Hlomu knoys 50 she
“Are they going to let us sta i
iy here all ? ¥
e g night? Because I not leaving
Y -
i fou lcan sray.herc. This is my new room,” Niya says
5 still a basic hospital warg, Nobody h i
fowers because realy.. Y has come with balloons o

Say;,
shey
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d stopping a few times to lay herp, ‘q"'lu,‘
i"di o
N

{
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1old hours 380 that normal visitirq; ho% did not ap?ly to
ey ¥ ' has been insisting on everything being done to Niya by
m

.47 He Jained thoroughly.
"”im,sw be &P <he whispers to Niya and Kisses the top of her head.
g “Is "‘qu.m:o‘ at home. There’s no bedtime here;” she argues.

“But this 1$

- R W

Nn’b'ab 2 said he was coming.... N

B “f ot coming back. Just sleep!” Hlomu snaps.

'H!i:aws her mother and brother’s eyes are on her so she doesn’t

Sh;:ir girection. She focuses on getting Niya to sleep.

k-:(.rhm kind of a man leaves. his wife and child in hospital and goes...”

«Mah, please stop, not now”
The last thing she needs is to explain herself, or Mghele or this family

nd all the shit that it comes with.
’ «How is Gugu?” Langa asks, just to kill the tension.
That's another thing Hlomu doesn’t want to talk about. The last thing

Gugu said to her before she left was, “I can't anymore.”
she didn't say anything in return but she thought about the many
\imes she had said the same thing to herself, and yet she is still here.

She looks at Zandile for some kind of help.

“She’s fine. She just needed to be away for a while;” Zandile lies.

Gugu told her this was the end and she didn't even try to stop her
because she too felt guilty about being part of the lie.

She didn't know anything about the Winchester Hills house being the
same one that Nqobile worked at, or the woman from church being her
real mother, but she knew why Nqoba married her and that is the one
thing that hurt Gugu the most.

Nkosana walks in. He doesn't greet anyone or look around the room.
He goes straight to Hlomu and tells her he has to take Niya.

“To where?” Hlomu asks. She’s already panicking.
“Mghele spoke to you, didn’t he?” Nkosana says.
He did but he didn't say anything about taking Niya or any of her
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anywhere- .
d“li‘:wre are you taking ‘her E“kﬂsana?

“We're running out of timé, he says, pulling the b,

hen he starts lifting her up that Hiom™ . "

It is only W d he doesn't either, Th, sits I
her. She doesn't speak an  They o lunk shd 3
while. - ; X

ch

s eyes fora
other's eyes 10! and holds Niya even tighter.

“No!” she says
“Hlomu;” Nkosand warns.

 aid no Nkosana!”
He walks around to her side of the bed. She shifyg ¢,

Zandile stands up and grabs his arms.
“You're going to pull my child out of my arms
Did you hear me? ] said not my child!”
He ignores her and looks at Zandile.
“Zandile, get off ‘me!” he snaps.
Langa gets up whena struggle ensues with Niya in the
pulling half of her body and Nkosana the other,
Hiomu’s mother is already standing behind the door, .
Nkosana from walking out with Niya. » Feady (o blogg.
“Where is Mghele? Where is he?” Hlomu is screaming ang
hard as she can but it is clear she is going to lose. As she fig ﬁghlinga,
take her eyes off Nkosana’s because she knows that as longas " .e doesn;
him in the eye, he will not get more aggressive. 5 looking
Inthe end, he wins, He is carrying the cryi :
door ying fhe crying Niva as he walks g
“Mah, I respect you, Don't make me d ine I’
Mother doesn’t move. osmeting IR Tegret,” he sayy,
"Whe.rt are you taking her?” she demands to know,
st i o o
o BT B G onto the couch when the door is pushed
“Let’s goJ” he says.

the Othe, sde

Nkosina? 1 saig "
)

iddle, by,
u
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s closed and they are gone- )
e doof J1d chase them down the hospital passage if Hlomu wasn't
g "":1 " or on her stomach waling. ,
L ¢ Mghele? Someone call Mghele!” she keeps saying.
) -wm:z‘;hone has been off since noon.
Mghe’ ; ollows them shouting Nkosana's name.
7andi " s Xolie} Langa says, pressing the cell phone against her ear,
.HL‘:[: v;n louder and pushes Langa’s hand away. She doesn't want to
§he cn
e thecall
g Langa droP
qwering BULW
«is Xolie.” he says,
returned, breathing heavily as if she’s been running,
i “They took the children. They took all of them! They even went to
r to take Mathongo!” she says.

Naledi's SiSte
She grabs the phone from Langa and goes into the corridor to answer

s it but it rings again a second later. He thinks about
hat will he say? She probably wants to ask about Niya.
shoving the ringing phone in Zandile’s face. She's

: “Hlomu! Hlomu, get up! There’s no time to be rolling on the floor
when you dori’t know where your children are!”

“Mah, please,” Langa says.

“Not Its time for her to be a woman, not this...” she says, pulling her

up.
It takes a few minutes before she composes herself and tries to call

Mghele again. His phone is still off. She leaves a voice message in which

she says nothing, except screaming.
Shed call Xolie because she’s usually the first person she calls, but she

knows.
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THEY COULD HAVE gone back. Nomafu wanted them, o,
She said: “Why are we here, Sbopho? Why are we liv'";g i
Like this, when you have a home? M thig tiny
The tin was what she called the single room they were .
Mkhumbane. nting
She hated it. She hated that there were too many people in
too many men who drowned in alcohol and thrived on Violence,
they had no dignity left. The white men had taken all of g

the women in the black men's lives who were at the receivi:‘d i
'8 end of

that Place,

reclaiming that lost dignity.
Every morning, the men left before the sun came out and trekked
town to be treated like dogs. And when they came back in the eveni 5
it was the women they returned to who were treated like dogs, by mmn
Sbopho was never like that. He loved and respected his wife b :m.
lf.new that part of him was slowly dying, and that the longer the sutaShE
in Mkhumbane, the sooner he would turn out like the others, La)l‘(c ﬂ:ed
neighbour who was once spotted by domestic workers I\angi.n 1:"
madams bra and panties on the washing line in Glenwood, M
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the room next to theirs, was as tall as a
as hair dye and before that other thing
diamonds on the soles of his feet.

o, the M3t living in
khit 'his <kin @ black
jights lked like there were S

he W +d. The white man came home to find his wife gyrating
e“o:.ni“g like she had never moaned for him before, and
E stions. He paraded him on the streets of the Westville

it

¢ penet
Mut  hapP

& oint.

gt nakf‘t;i ’:‘:k‘fd but the white man never dared to tell them the
C e an!o: them he was 2 thief. The gardener wasa thief who stole his
h. He l:l{oo 4 and tried to organise a gang to rob his house.

qoney 3 \he death of Mkhize as they knew him. He never looked for
Tml.w * He drank, fucked whoever was horny and said not a word
aix)ul how he was a fetish 1o a brunette woman who got more
kisses from a husband who bought her expensive cars and

ot

o anYOM
anches than

old necklaces.
Nomafu didrt want such things to happen to her man, for his pride

4nd honour {0 be taken away by people who, without the guns and their
ility to unite through the hatred they possessed, were nothing but weak
ins that could fry and burn under the Durban sky.

In fact, she would have personally walked to that building in
sherwood where Sbopho washed windows and mopped the floors if
any of those green-eyed women tried anything with him. She would
have gladly joined Nomthi in jail. Nomthi was the first friend she made
vhen they arrived in Mkhumbane and was arrested in the middle of the
night for almost strangling her madam's teenage son to death.

Nomafu kept raising the issue of going back to Nsikeni and Shopho
kept ignoring her.

She said, “That is your home. They won't do anything to you. You will
tell them why you did it, why you and your brother had to do it and they
will understand”

But she didn't know the half of it. Sbopho without Nyanda was a
ticking timebomb. Their mother knew. She may not have known what it
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d to make sure they liveg bty
e hem a7 planted atrec on op o u.e Wy
el Jay she pushed them gy e em,
separate from cach other” dog,.

ey
: n across the rive LT
N warl T and .
 gid. Sbophe * i
But ﬂ‘:fm surfaced. He waited for hours ang 2, iy
sasthefirst time hth;\\lhttnalfml in his g, a:d!d }l:'}'.lk
. ruing and €V 100K back he g
,\;qgudmmwasm planned. It wag e iy
guitar ‘“d‘l’“":“‘ UYINg 1o excyp, - e
od 18, that in | his running ang 1. d
d he had just turn ; S ¥
::i“gh: wasnt going 1© Jo was change his name, Jes, h ing, the g,
0t

€ forgg, , - e
ot

hed spen
Himlanding

wa}igwdmm wasrL meant 10 be permanent. He o -
put Nomafl happened and for the first time, his 0018 ey
ace.

mm:ht:::dn’t hesitate when he asked her to run wy th hiny

had been trying to get out too. That place was 100 smy| Sy a

2 girl ke her. ) 0 tagy, o
Butasit turned out, 3 girl like her couldnt hand]e what

Ngudvwini cither. The city lights and the demons thgy cam,waf

would have either broken her or turned her into a i With they

already one monster between them and as much as iy ras(u; Thm\m

scared her 100 because she wanted it to live and a part of he:led her

fixit. Wm,dm
They arrived in Mbuba when she was 18 years old ang "

pregnant. Sbopho had no choice. It was either they left that dre,, dglu

or she lefthim and took the only thing he shared blood wigh, Place
The man with the mole over his left eye was a #00d frieng 5

also from Mbuba and was all too happy to give them the Imd.m:““

undle had died and left it deserted. t his
Shopho had his own reservations about him. He didn't like -

Passi
g
Plany,, d}-:.
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s and he didn't understand why they called each other
afu

Nom
MJ‘::“ e his surn

ame Was Mzimela.
ahead and took up the offer. He found comfort in
! n'gflll and completely, that if he ever found out that Mzimela
-*‘"s'“mmfzcr s wife's heart, hed kil him without hesitation.
aany g b; ause Nomafu stopped nagging him about going back to
i h:ll“d about his dead twin.
o 4 their first born Nkosana and laughed about how
ame!
hY {‘oo\it 4 like his father. Life was good, humble but good and
i ¢
T‘e.lons before they had Nqobizitha. He came with eyes bulging
oice exactly ke his and a name directed at all the people who had
o 2" \est Shopho, from Nsikeni to Ngudwini.
rﬂ‘de was still standing and he had conquered all his enemies.
kemk \hree more years before Nomafu's belly started swelling
jin but it Jidn't make her skin glow and her breasts perky this time. It
ortured et Tt swelled her ankles and peeled her skin, hunched her back
nd blackened her tongue.
shopho knew. He knew because it kept him awake at night. It kicked
every time he entered the room and it brought many things, mostly his
brother's presence and the smell of his mother's chest.
He told Nomafu, “I think there is two of them. ‘That is why you are
having so much difficulty”
Nomafu was decisive. She had always been.
“We can only keep one;” she said.
“But we can't..”
“We can;’ she said firmly.
“This is our ehild, Nomafu. We can't just...”
“Unless you go and find out what your father did, we can only keep
one,’ she said.
Shopho tried, he tried to fight and reason but he had already told
Nomafu too much, The eight that died, how he and Nyanda got to live
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mation that the peaple of Nsiken; vol,

the info

:‘fh:]v were growing up- They I?I:_;t:r: about their trip;::td to th,
went tosleep One night and nevet | l;: d Ay, o,

Nomafu wasn't going t© take any risk- One hag 10 go
th:LShl hose the one that cried the loude's[ and with g, o at
tightened her hands around the other one’s throay herselp, - 0seq

Sbopho cried when he buried it, but it was Taining hasg she
old Nkosana couldn't see the tears from the rain_ so ““7

He tied the placentas logclher..dug and buried them, - .
1ree before taking his wife to hospital. & pl‘“l‘d

He named the chosen one Mghele, a crown,

He looked no different from the other twa by —
reminded him of Nyanda the most. He smirked the wﬂy‘; the one th
eyes moved like his used to do, and that scared Sbophe, e dig angy,

He loved him and he looked at him, but he could p, ey "
hold him like he did with Nkosana and Nqobizitha, There w8=t him“lftn
about this baby that made the palms of his hands swmas 5
‘nightmares. )

But he was the apple of his mother’s eye. Nomafy loveq the
he was her only child. She took him to that tree at every chantrown .
and she fed him from her breast longer than all their chj) dren ¢ she goy

Sbopho was only too happy when her belly starteq oy i
three months later.

It wasn't that he got her pregnant on purpose but jt
was going to detach. She didn't. Soen after she popp e:g:::f thatshe
went back to the one she loved the most. out, she

@

et
It gaye hir:

"8 2gain

“I should never have told you anything,” the man says,
It too late for that now. He should have run the moment they showed
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p.In fact, he should have kept his mouth shut the first

t
* ; aw lht:;ers have not been here in weeks. Sometimes the oldest
i hefar™ Ubul it's only to give him his R500 salary for making sure
i comes ::Y who have claimed the farm don't go in and do as they
.mtsf
(e ther hand, the claimants aren’t even bothered because he is
on thﬂh ;¢ land, which will be returned to them anytime from now.
!,wdinl‘;h le ;sl of both worlds, but now these people who he thought
He ”us‘ random strangers are here to complicate things.
“reﬂe \hought they were good people when he met them but now, how
dragged him out of his house in the middle of the night, demanding
lMlhe (akes them 1o the graves has completely changed his perception.
mﬂrﬂ,gy weren't even carrying weapons. They were just aggressive even
in the way they spoke.

«go what happens to us now? What happens to our claim?” he asks.

This is the most important thing to him. They can have their bones
put only after he and his people get their land back.

“We just want what we want," Nqoba says.

“But there are trees over those graves,” he says.

He knows this could backfire on him because they might hurt him
when they get there and find no trees. The trees were there initially, for
years, but they were all cut down when the white man wanted to use the
space for a borehole. That was when they found the graves. They found
the first set of bones, the second and the third before they decided to stop
digging.

They didn't tell the white man what they had found. They would have
ad the deaf old woman not told them whose bones those were. She told
them to put them back and rebury them. They did and then lied that they
couldn't dig deeper.

It took years before the decision to claim the land back and every
grave counted.
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Nobody expected that these people would come
J en those who knew abo 2k,
they existed and even U Ut thep, o
10 connect them to Thulula. But the deaf old womay ::ve ng‘,‘:‘i "
first time she saw a face in the newspaper that e blo, W. She kl:%
her mother had come home one morning and to)q her :: of the 4 W the
oy
there. g
“They died, again. I'm not going back there” e, mick Sty
night.
She was the midwife who had delivereq an
habiesbefore and she was tired of Putting corpses or, sy,
But the deaf woman knew theyd come back, ap, dih, thap; as chr\ci,,g
her in a state of dementia but her mind cleared fora ey diq, !y:“"
went back to flying crocodiles who cat feathers anq g S ang M
It is Qhawe who picks up the first pick. Nobody
start digging but h‘: kfm\jvs what lies underneatp, the py \,,h%l
calling him and he is digging fast because he is despera € of Soil. 2
“How many are here?” Nkosana asks the man, €10 get 1 it is
“Nine. The father was also buried here, The Mother vy
They already know that, that thing about history 'tpa;: < burigge
to be honest, they find it more annoying than anything i ing j
If it wasn't for their children, they wouldn’t bother, e
“Oh, and the cripple, I heard her brother fetched 1,
reburied her here too. She was just a child thouy; gh, nine er boneg
says.
His problem is that he likes volunteering informat ion but
spent his life thinking the whole thing was nothing byt 5 talal.so.h:h“
used to scare them. € the elders

They don't say anything. They dig and dig until the f;
i rst sky
It must be Sbophos father. It's big,” Qhawe says. Follition,

her ),
iy
hea)y

to B0ag, d they
tolq R

ang
OF S0 the may

.® ..
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Ldown! : 3
,S@;K:::wl going 1o sit down, Naledi. Not when 1 dor't know where they
dren”

. children- . .
'\.\k:;q went 10 dig up the graves. “Thats the only explanation? Hlomu

7 heret” Naledi asks.

4ot know the place. s somewhere near Stanger} Hiomu says.

) Ac::‘hv are we sitting here? Let's go there;” Gugu says.

F‘i‘:'c canlt just drive to some place we don't know in the middle of the

oo
m!-"_“.s casy for you to say, Zandile. Your children are grown men] Xolie

9 Ihey wouldsit burt them, would they?” Naledi asks, looking at
Hlomu-

Hiomu shakes her head but the uncertainty is written all over her
{ace. The fact is she knows them and what their children mean to them,
putshe hasnit sat down and thought about how much they would sacrifice
for them because really, who knows how far they would go?

They came to Mbuba straight from hospital.

First, it was Naledi who came running into the ward, looking like she
was about to have an anxiety attack. She tried to call Qhawe but his phone
was off. She tried calling all of them.

And then it was Gugu. Mqoqi arrived at the house she’s renting in
Ballito and asked to take Hlangu somewhere. She refused because first of
all, how did he find her and why would he want to take her child anywhere
when she clearly told them to leave her alone?

At first he sounded like he was begging and then his face turned to
the one Nqoba always had when he was still trash of ahusband. She knew
there and then that this man had not come in peace. Hlangu was already
in his arms and even Gugys cries didnit stop Mqoqi from putting her

child in the car and driving off with him.

She would have called the police but she learned a long time 2go that
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police are not exactly who you go to when shijy hits
She called ‘Tony; the only person she cap € fan in
alk o gp, " thig

ese g,

ignored her call, something he never does.
He listens to her and he always gives her sound 4g,. s, by
know half of it. Sometimes she wants to tel]] him - Vlc.c. bu| he ]

stillthe father of her child and she will always protec hi::s by, Nq;:ﬂ'u
i

The first call she made was to Hlomu becays,. T
know what was happening, it was her. But the Phonny
Langa and she could hear Hlomu wailing in the ba € wag
Zandile and all she said was, “They took aj] g kf:f’z: X o

- We Calleg
8

Mbuba now”
She wasthe first to arrive. There was nobody in the
rd ang
the

was dark so she decided to wait outside the Bate. As g, h
have the keys, she does not know. But honestly, she has OW she g e
with this place. She detests the heaviness of jt on her gp, Never
They found her parked outside and withoye askin, Culders
Xolies intensity and Naledi’s anxiety that whatever ,-‘g' she “ould seq
than she thought. as, it Was b
Hlomu was the one who sat them down and filleg -
weird story about what their husbands have been doin fthem in op thig
mabes Stories about dead twins and a man Gugy hasg or the tthree
They are not going to hurt the kids, are ¢ hey?” Nal :;VEr hearg op
Nobody answered her because as much as all of the, Jsthed gain,
‘men would die for their children, they know the mons, M know thyy those
thighs for almost every night. ters they Open thejr
And so they wait because they know that wh aty
end up here, un . ever they do, they o
o Ip der that tree where they sit and laugh and drink bz:::[l
Xolie and Hlomu sat here, on this couch, Jj i
years ago when they agreed that whoever shot, ::;ESJ;:;S;M i
should be killed, They knew it was £0ing to hay ¢taand Myelo
how it was going to be done, Ppen and they didsit care

Ny
°'ln:qed
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sit wondering if their own children will come bacic home,

No¥ 'Mlyhap?‘"s after they bury everyone here?” Gugu asks,

'Sa"’:l;] move on. Hopefully we will be normal people, Zandile says,

l\:knf""s none of them buy that, not after everything they haye lived

£

W‘:‘hg:' iigh‘s outside are what make all them rush .to _thc door. They are
1o run oot when Sambulo pushes all of them inside, locks the door

‘b‘;ﬂ uts the keys in his pockets

an :t avoids looking at Xolie and walks to the kitchen, grabs something

e ed in a newspaper from the cupboard and walks back to the door.

“gambulo!”

He ignores whoever is calling his name,

They reach the door before he does.

“Move away,” he says.

They don't.
“You are making this difficult. We just want to do what we have todo

and it will all be over,” he says,
They don't move,
“The kids are fine. They are outside;” he says.

They don't move.
“Sambulo!” a voice says from outside. It i hoarse. It is Nqobas.

It won't be long before the brothers figure out that something is
wrong, Sambulo could easily walk out of this house but he wouldn't dare
put his hands on any of these five women blocking the door in front of
him. His brothers would kill him for that.

“If you do anything to the children, Sambulo, I will set this house on
fire and T will kill you, all of you!” Xolie says angrily.
He shakes his head.

“We are going to bury the bones, thats all. We cant do it without

them, all of them, otherwise it will be pointless;” he says. i
Hlomu is the first to slowly move away from the door The ot

don't budge.

275

Scanned with CamScanner



y

IQuNGa

king down at her feet and if her han
ough strength 1o convince the o::,s Weren,
Naledi. Please let me g ers g, . “N‘ﬁ
hesse ke n-,e“"em
He has not once addressed or looked at hjs o do n
they are past that stage where he can g, Fr‘l ife be h
uch in the past three months apg en e, 1-?"“@ ;
butnow he has 0,40 this. Ang y o/ they ,* hy
o not matier. What he cart ang ::;;v‘r ALN
Neve, h:’: he
hi

She is lool

shaking, shed have en
“We don't have much time,

knows that t
been alot, way too ™
able to fix it in future,
breaks while doing it, d
his children turning out like him.

“sambulo”

Its Hlomu. She’s still leaning against the wall, |
feet. » 1o0king dow,,
“You can't do it, not tonight” she says. "

Sambula is tired of this. He will get out of this h
window if he has to and frankly, he is getting an noyed
“Bafo!” Mpande says. He came in through the k.-'
they all thought was locked. Sambulo shrugs helpless tchen
“We don't have time ndoda,” Mpande says “-'senux
“You can't,” Hlomu says in a low voice. *
They would stand here and entertain her stubbo,
have time for that, not today. That's why they told M";"CSS. but they g,
from wherever she is because they know he gets stuq’ dde 10 stay fo aw: '
The fact that instead of staying in Joburg, these v::lv around hey, !
all the way here to fight them is infuriating, as if th, es decided 10 drive
their children in any way. €Y would ever harm

“Mpande, wait!” Hlomu says.

He stops but he doesn’t pl: i i
for more than two seconds. plan on listening to whatever she hasto say

You cax:n'l doiit, not tonight. You have to call Thando”

He hasn't heard that name in a long ti fr .

about her. 8 time. In fact, he had forgotien

OUse thy
ough ,
he

door, whig,
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o

aqpand®’?
.,1,1; Hlomu $3YS:
-
» she says:
she would tell him everything right now but this isn't th

it time: not when they are like this. Now all she can hope for is u.:l
;i‘ gile will have her back when the time comes to face the consequences
of whatt

Mpan
ot all of them,
Thando is even a factor in this.

wThando?” Naledi asks.

She met her briefly but she remembers her clearly.
“Hlomu, please don't tell me;” Zandile says, with her hands over her

hey did together.
Je and Nqoba leave the room but the wives know some of them,

will walk back in here any time from now to ask why

head.
“she called three days ago. Twins. Is there wine in this house?” Hlomu

asks, walking to the kitchen.
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“I JUST WANT to know why. Why Mahlomuy?"

He's been asking this damn question over apg over 5

be clear to him now that he won't get a straight answer,

five women have formed a united front ang it is cle
anybody can say will change that,

It wasn't really planned. Zandile and Hlomy knew they
Xolie was willing to be in shit with them, and Gugu ang Na
they were going to be in shit with them too when they logkeg
faces and knew there was more to it than what it Seemed |jke, il

They've been sitting here, like this, on this four-
than two hours with these men sitting across them,

Bain, sh
0t when
ar that pg

ﬂu]d
hese
hing

Seater couch fo, More
stunned,

spoke to her.

Zandile has been explaining that they didn!
Thando having Mpande's
heard and understood,

! t know anything aboy
children, not until 5 few days 3go. That being
Mghele still wants to know why they did what
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him. They will never tell anyone. But they didn't have
| him. solid lie so they have stuck to saying, “Her

did.
et it tel
e e come up witha i
re not good,” and thats it. ) . ‘
3 nswl’le he brothers walked in, eyes wide, they did not expect this.
i

ough time to
entio!
When
“Thando has <! i
followed bY a:::,::,gd .bul she didn’t say it, she wouldn't dare. Whether
. T:s:: are Mpande's or Ntsika's will be discussed between her and
the ;hllt |:1 future, far away from these people.
w-ri;a}edi,” Qhawe says. )
she would say something if she had a clue what was going on, ‘u:ept
Hlomu and Zandile paid Thando to disappear and now she's back
lh-‘:\ mysterious children, she doesn't know anything more. But she chose
:::it on this side of the room because it was the right thing to do. She had
1o support the wives because in this family, sometimes there are sides and

s children. They are twins™ That was all Hlomu said,
a

you have to be loyal to one.
“You couldn't tell me Hlomu? Not even me?” Mghele asks

“There was too much going on. I thought.,.”

He doesn't let her finish. He stands up and walks out the door with
the pack of cigarettes already out of his pocket and in his hand.

Its a good thing Nsika is not here. Hlomu ordered him to leave with
the kids and he didn't protest, not after he heard the name ‘Thando. But
Hlomu told him to go because she knew he would want to protect her and
that meant him confessing to what he did.

And so they are here, waiting to hear from Nkosana, Maybe they
will come back with those children and maybe not, depending on why
‘Thando kept quiet about it all these years,

“Did you know she was here this whole time?” Sambulo asks.

Hlomu and Zandile look at each other, They've been doing that since
this interrogation started, looking at each other first before one of them
answers.
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hard against the wall and slides down to the floor.
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ck
“No, she only called three days ago, and only because o, ofis S her b]:“ cheeks, she remembers the Qhawe who bought
- ' tuy: > n n 2
has been sick.” Hlomu S37% side 100, surely o L ke hands © e her a Maserati. The man who bought her a mansion
He stands up and goes :u et et :uh angd try 1o Wit ers and 1: ces just 50 he could apologise for his stupidity. This
y vomen have em a]] m, | per! er fen! i
senseof }:}cl': :‘f:::;‘ e in this oom. these Yta,:h ‘ :;J di mbed ‘:’an 4 as he is, is like a tattoo she can never erase. Si?: 10st
:f':y:' Xolic asks. This i the only time she can gry. ¢ ar|, ‘ o wn;:Zins her that she knows, without a doubt, that nothing will
o here at the crack of dawn, b, . 5t & | dit
v f why she is sitting g 2 » being ; tan im that. . g
i::ua something she had nothing to do with. e Togate G per hanE o things,  lot of things from cars to houses to millions to
al ~she wasnit here for Mpande. She didn't hesitate taking There : hasever wished for, but none of them matter at this moment.
- ing ! .
and Jeaving for a second” l'ho.\Ey ) hmEh" ¢ is stuff no one can fix with money.
s shit Mghele says, looking down at her on the floor.

“But Hlomu...” ) fr.‘\- aMonl-shﬂf
“No, Xolie, you of all people should not be judging me» M] s the bedroom door before standing in front of her and
He lof

“Whats that supposed o mean” 4 to help her up. She doesnt accept it, but she gets up
. ¢ his hand to help her up.
“Itmeans what youand I iu‘mw, prityee h?w known since ye arrj, “a‘hmgz:: goes back to the lounge.
in this family. We do whatever it takes to keep it together, Thyy i Wh"nved anyway has not called an d the sun is already out, 5o there will be no
smash glasses against walls. That is why I drink at 6am* Y You NkD“{“: o today.
il e . il of bon J
‘The moment she arrives back in Joburg, she’s firing Mlebisi, i burtt;g‘)‘udn_( ‘we be making traditional beer?” Zandile asks.
e

has just decided. That the boys love her is shit she doesn't G
anymore. The woman has no respect, going around telling p, e
business like she doesn't know where her job description beg; Ople her

aboyy This is something they have all thought about, but they are in no
mood to be wifely when they are being treated like outsiders in their own

» Sand ¢, .
“Go back to the lounge.” Mghele says wh nds, family.
pmg: e s when he meets Najegi in the “After we are done.” Mghele says. They didn't see him come in.
'ﬂw); were both rushing to the bedroom where all . “You were supposed to come here in three days, but here you are,” he
been placed. Mathongo is crying hysterically, which the children have says, answers his ringing phone and leaves the lounge.
wakes up every morning, Y which he does When he All of them look at Hlomu. She rolls her eyes. Mghele's attitude is the
“Youre not allowed to be with them, not until we are d east of her problems. All she wants to know is why Thando decided to
P ® are done,” he 5 . : | h ot.
Eimhptbios e e o sy e g
le opens the bed, inei " out what she an il , .
i door, rushes inside and locks it behing him g They of all peaple know that they wouldrt do somethinglike this without
s a few seconds before Ma(hongn stops crying. ey peopl
She knew wh; i avalid reason.
Pl goi‘:g::,:pi!:c:zld I::Ese vov;s r\:lo years ago that she was { “Hlomu, Mqoqi is at our house. Do you need anything?” he asks as
¢ challenges but she never imagined { )
be this dark and weird. gined them to | hewalks back in.
| “More clothes for the kids.” That's all she says.
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8 at oy

sm‘; ::r:w opens her mouth to say something but Xg;.
“She gave them the kids? " Naledi asks.
All the other wives

hmhe, he.

Jook at her and she knows shes
u““kg
d

‘ a4
ucstion. g " ),
¢ She has another question but she'll hold it for p,, h‘ciu;e
this isa lot. Wow,
“Bafo”

He doesn’t move his cyes away from them.
This is what he’s been doing since they walked into that e
near Southgate, staring at these two children he didnt Know he ;ip lodg,
a few hours ago. ad ungj
“Mpande, we have to leave now. Are we going to leave he, like
Mqogi says.
Taking the twins from her was never up for discussion, Th
going to take them whether she agreed or not, but J“vi,—‘, hﬂy Were
weeping like this is too much. B her hep,
“At least talk to her. Assure her that we will bring thep, back>
says. He's been trying to reason with his brother since they + Mgog
especially because Mpande has made it clear that he blames Ttht here,
all of this. ando fo
“I went to her. I went all the way to Botswana to find her and e,
to come back, and she didn't tell me she was pregnant. How the fuc: her
I'supposed to excuse her in all of this?” i
: Th}:y didn't have an answer, so they did what they came here -
rove her to Mghele’s house and left two men outsidy
¢
didn't leave. 0 make sure she
They asked about why she accepted the money and all she said was

thig
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dit As much as she resents Hlomu for what she did, she
4t she neede! n“'m tell the truth.
e 20 e come back here was it not for her child. Her life
where she comes from. She loves her children and she has
i gu"‘j back ide them, to keep her life private from outsiders.
m;nigzd » hl,, when her mother was still alive, but now she’s dead and
| was ‘E‘:]on e in a country she has never considered to be her home.
Thand® ‘f :hl have held out for a while longer, with her mother’s money

e ;‘ousg. She could have stayed there until the boys were older and
and fhe‘:w“h her baking business.
mnun‘rJ Owi would not have survived, she knows that. He had always
brcﬂB: happy. active child until three months ago...

All she wanted was to get him proper healthcare, specialists and all
that, and the only way she could do that was by asking Hlomu for more
money. Mpande, or Nitsika for that matter, didn't have to find out. She was
going to do what she came here to do and go back to Botswana quietly.

But now this....
“we'll be back in a few days. You should be fine here” Mqogqi says to

h
fnows
Sl

o would never hav

her.
He is the last one to leave the house and as hectic as things are,

he still feels sorry for this woman whose life, he knows, is about to be

complicated.
The twins are on the backseat with Mpande, and he is still staring at

them, the frail one and the healthy one.
“She named my children Owami and Olwami, yin'leyo mfethu?”

Mpande says.
Under normal circumstances that would have been funny but not

now. It is met by silence.
Mqoqi, while frantically looking for something in the cubbyhole,
cannot help but worry about how Nkosana has been too quiet and insists

on being the one driving since they left Mbuba.
He knows that there is more to why Thando was paid te disappear.
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t bring himse™ 0 77 11 - ’
That is whyh M‘;":; work?” Mgodi asks, inspecting (1, Charg dile,
- 1
Do aut of the cubbyhole: " by,
has just fishe t?” Nkosana asks, e

hone is that
i does. WhOSC PR he kitchen drawers, 1y e

« found it in oné O

o e says. PrEsSing it a few times '(:‘ Hlop,,
Mghele’s old phone: heck ip ‘f:
charging- " in the water wh,
He dropped his only phone in Y were g,

= Y Wery
Maweleni last night, and he sn't about t0 do that soq iy rogg o
el 1 put my sim card in here and use this untj haye time ;. hin&
0 by
hone,” he says. ) . b
nf“;:e (wins are already sleeping and Mpande j5 sitting ‘°°kins
Oy
window. ” B Nt the
“They need names,” he says and continues looking ¢ the w
He wonders what he would have done had Thando told 1, Ndoy,
being pregnant. Maybe he would have committed 1o her, mayb:r aboy,
thinks about Ndoni and how he is going to tell her this, if she 7ot He

itorifshe will use it as her way out of their relationghjp, Wwhich ha: (hqpt
een

|
[
[

dragging on and on.
He will deal with Thando later. He is sure of that. After what g
to him, he doesn' care what his brothers think. These g, are gy - Jid
back to Botswana and that’s that.
“Eyi Mqoqi? Are you selling nyaope now?” Nkosana says,
“No. I have people in my life, unlike you,” he answers,
The phone has been beeping with incom;
switched it on not more than a minute ago.
“This is Hlomu’s old phone,” he says. He knows this because 1
screensaver is a picture of her and Langa. ¢
Everyonechanges their phoneevery two or three years but p,
She keeps hers until theyb‘ltraﬂy die on her,
phone number.

The first two SMSs are notifying him abouyt 3 voicemail from Thob;,

not 8oing

18 messages gince

0t Hlomy,
and she never changes her
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er lately. o :
1 hof voicemails from numbers he doesn't recognise, a
a coupl®

bout one of the truck drivers being off sick, something
‘:he cigar lounge he frequents and another from a

pecn avoiding
re’s
Tl
text ent at
eve ut a clearance sale.
b"’r {he messages are old and he realises they aren't his as he
The rest ©!
em.
e;(hroushl;': phone away right now, but there's nothing else to do in
Hed P‘:. two people who aren't interested in talking. They still have
this car W so he might as well.

rive, : ;
hau;sh to ,:cssases date back to four years ago when Hlomu was using this
4

vhﬂ;:“e rc’s one from Langa gossiping about some family member. He

skips to the next one. It’s also from Langa complaining about Andy and
his lack of romance.

There are more, conversations with Thobi, Zaba, Lethu... there
jsn't really anything in them, but it fascinates him how girls can make
conversation about pretty much anything under the sun.

His eyes get stuck on the one that was not repliedto, especially because
there is a red dot right next to the number, showing that it was blocked.

“It’s been a while. I found out today that your friend Thobi
is dating the owner of that club, imagine, the odds :-) I
know for you it was a mistake but for me it will remain one
of the best nights of my life. We will alwa ys have Ballito. PS.
Your daughter is beautiful. A part of me was hoping that...
anyway, all the best on your marriage. You really do love
him. I understand and I'm letting you go”

He reads the message five times and he still can't believe any of it.
Maybe it was sent to a wrong number. That's what he is thinking. But
there’s Thobi’s name it, and Thobi is dating that old white businessman
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who owns a muplmfnsuuﬂnts and clubs in Ballite,
But also, it doesn’t make sense....

Ndoda, kwenzenjani?” Nkosana says.
He looks at him, and then back at the SMs, anidd
“I'm fine bafo. I've just remembered. How are we

children?” he lies.

Nkosana doesn't answer. Instead he stares ahead oy
of him because that is what has been b"‘hcn'ng him o the roag -
get Sbani’s children, that he has to do. It’s just thay he' g alcmg He ton,
Ngqulunga people, and they are always trying to get i her Of kil - o
Maqogi is still holding the phone in his hand, the 1S way, 8 the

still staring back at him. He unblocks the nump, Mysteriq, .
¢ €0 Saves gy, S beaares
Sun

hen g hin,

8oi i
Ngto Bet Sb‘n
Ty

wITH HIM, IT’S not so much about what he has gone through in this

ife but what he has seen.

{ He could have pulled Zakithi away from that dirty old man but

| he didnt. He stood there and watched. He didnt wait for her to finish
because he didn’t want that thing to be between them. He saw her, but

' shedidn't see him.

{ He watched her press that pillow hard on that old shit’s face and he

' couldnt understand the feeling he himself was feeling. It was wrong that

he wanted to say to her, “Press harder” He knew that but it still didn't

change the fact that it was what he wanted.

Ifhe had to be honest, he went inside that house tokill his grandfather.
Itate him up that he was the reason his mother ended up in jail, but it ate
him up even more that he had accepted sweets from that man.

It was their secret, Zandile’s father, he and Lwandle. Every time there
was a function in Mbuba, he would come, and then when the yard was
t00 crowded and their fathers were too busy to pay attention, the old
man would call them to the back of the house and give them a packet of
butterscotch sweets, a whole packet.
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ot lttle boys and the old man would joq)
nqw;ﬁ::s::;:t-mﬁs coarse wrinkied hands, """ thei
and Tl;:u‘; ' know who he was, not until their mothe, et
He didnt talk moch but the 0ok in bis eyes gy " Sback
¢ them. Sometimes theyd catch him staring o them bhe wag
by

happy to se
P )‘!d

immediately ook away. )
The packet of sweets they would hide under the Mattreg,

it with Mvelo late at night when they were alone in thejr htdroo,n shay,
main house. n thy
They never told mami or their fztfler about their Moments ..
old man. He never told them to keep it a secret, but they jus, kie, th the
shouldn't tell W they
It was that anger and guilt and the feeling of beins used

Sbani storming out of Nokthula’s house that night and driving sn,-‘“ haq
the Ngcobo house. He heard what Nokthula’ mother said anq b, u: Eht1g
he owed it to his mother to get her justice. OUght
The part about Nkosana kneeling for that man. ., sigh. Thy
even want to think about. It had him sweating and grinding his ety

Lwandle stayed in the car. He was on his phone anq didi .
attention when Sbani said hed left something there. Pay
There were still drunkards in the yard, singing and dr‘inking what was

left of the day’s alcohol.
He walked in unnoticed, not that he tried to hide from anyone,
When he heard the sounds down the passage, he thought the old man
was snoring and it irritated him a bit that hed have to end hi
because he really did want to look him in the eye when h,
breath.

But it wasn't snoring he found. It was Zakithi wearing a taffeta dress
and flying doek. She wasn't even standing over him. She was sitting on
the bed, pressing the pillow down over the old man's face with her elbow,

He was still alive because his arms were moving and he was trying
hard to pull up his knees, as bony and crooked as they were.

t he didy,

m in his g| eep
e took his Jast
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' es weren't looking anywhere in particular, maybe at the
“‘T“ s {ﬂ; + maybe just nowhere, but they were open and aware. She
Wmiﬂ*& to herself maybe or to the dying man twitching underneath
:jdbo""' desperate to hear what she was saying, but he couldrit risk

Shart m;wr open any wider lest she saw him and stopped.
ushing rhc‘ and knees stopped moving before the arms. All that was left

The {::unds but he knew there was no life left in that dirty old man.

“H';h:a]kgd out of the house, straight to the car and drove the opposite
- oction from home. They were going to look for Nkosana. They didn't
= where but they knew they had to find him.

knﬂ}‘:‘ thought he saw Zandile's car driving in the opposite direction but
he doubted it was her in it. They did not expect her to leave home after
everything that happened earlier that day.

He's never told any bout that night, not even L dle or Thabitha.
Sometimes he drinks to forget about things like Mvelo's dead face, things
Jike the night he opened that room looking for his father only to be met
by a dead man tied to a chair. He never told anyone about that, just as he
pever said a word about not wanting to go to boarding school at only 11
years old to again have to fend for himself when he had just found mami.
Things that had him tossing and turning since then until now, like how
mami’s eyes sometimes look defeated but light up when she sees him, as if
heis the only thing keeping her here. His father loves him wholeheartedly
but ever since he was a little boy he knew. He could see it the moment he
walked in that there was blood in his aura, his eyes would say it out loud.
And 50, as a motherless boy with two motherless boys look up to him,
hed put his arm around both of them and pull them close. They needed
to be protected and protection was all he could offer.

He drinks because he wants to suppress all those things, but
when he is drunk, he wants to talk about it to those men at the shebec_n
because with them, he isn't sitting on any pedestal. He is no genius, his
education means nothing to them and he is no perfect young man. He

(4
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who drinks himself into a stupor ang
re

Pass,
e is just like them, all of he, s O

B,

uy

ut e O

s trash, a failure who -
floor in his ng'hz'::}: a beer and tell him uyahhery ey ,\::
listen. T:Ihej J"‘:n maybe they would have healed i they

His e kept them away from his father’s and “‘“’ilha‘s A V_e¢ He
would have left the country if it was necessary. Mily, ™
wai.::’ ‘ta,:': is here, carrying them in a p]asfic b“?‘ He wen, .
because he did what his father has been telling him t g, for the putm {

. Be a man. 3
)’eﬂ':u wontt tell him or anyone what he did to get the bones -
he gig

blaci garb,

" ay
Nigh, 8¢

ic vl ab after this.
o “:“\:r’l’i‘:’t;:': same tree with his knees up ang the
bag. ::I ch:; feet. He hasn't eaten or gmnk anything since last
He watches the car approaching and he knows the firg, thing N
father will ask is what is in the bag, and may.be, just Maybe, whey hrs
opens the bag and shows him the bones of his g'a“dchildrgnl he w‘e

understand why he had to crumble into pieces before Picking himself..p

and starting again.
Maogi is the first to climb out of the car and walk around ¢, the
backseat. He pulls out a child, about five years old or 50. Mpande dlimb,
out with another one.
€ must think p, i

Nkosana furiously walks straight to the tree. He

drunk, again.
“What's in the bag?” he asks.
“My children,” Sbani says.

He knows the frown on his father’s face, and his father knows the

frown on his son’ face.
“Iwentand got them, Let’s do this and move on with our lives”

With that, they follow each other to the rondavel where the sacks
have been sitting since Jast night. They are all creamish-white, except the
one with Nyanda's bones, It is yellow with a small print of the Swaziland
flag and ‘Maize Meal written in bold, black letters.
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digging.

they can start dig|

alu‘}:‘: aditional beer will start tomorrow and goats
N

| be all over.
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NOBODY QUESTIONED WHY he left today when th
here only tomorrow afternoon.

He volunteered and he insisted on going alone b
to think, which wasn't entirely a lie because that’s wh,
throughout this drive from Greytown to Durban,

They all think it will soon be over, once the man arrj
does what needs to be done. Then they will all go back
continue with their good lives.
Thats what the man told them when the
said, “You have to act quickly. Do what I tol
will be fine after that.”
That is why they went ¢razy going around grabbin,
from  their mothers, They decided there was no tim -
negotiate with them, that theyd apologise later,
Niya stood up and walked th
house.
But Mqogi has found him;
knows his brother and how he

€Cause he n

e
at he’s been ded

doi..g

Ves in Mbuyp,
an
t0 their hoygeg an, :

y called him about Niya, g
d you to do and everything

their chilre
€ 10 explain o

¢ moment they entered the Mbuba

self in an even bigger problem because he
operates.
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1 hope that after this, they will have more conscience, more
They man life and if anything, more peace.
iy il " nows his brother, no reburying of bones or slaughtering
put M‘lt{']"‘swp him from skinning alive anyone who messes with
wi
of 93°
Hlom <laughter Hlomu too. and most probably himself.
Hed ~kson the pavementa few metres away from the gate and sends
He P
Jtext for her
“prive in. £
This is lows even for him,
sliding open.
’J":j:-; only ever been here twice but this is the first time he has entered
(heyard of this man’s house because he may be trash, and he has accepted
that about himself, but he still has some respect for the poor guy.
He sees her standing upstairs on the balcony outside what he believes

o come out.
the coast is clear,” she replies.
but he drives in anyway because the gate is

is the main bedroom.

She’s wearing a short, black satin robe, probably with lingerie
underneath because he can see her whole left thigh from here.

He doesn’t want to come inside so he parks at the end of the driveway

J and waits in the car.

She gives up eventually and walks back inside the house.

“You can come in. He’s overseas,” she says, standing outside his car
window.

But he unlocks the car instead and when she stands still, he gets out.

“What’s going on?” she asks.

She can always tell by his body language.

He ignored her for a week and now he’s here, he didn't even tell her he
was coming until he was passing the Marianhill tollgate.

“What's going on? Is Hlomu okay?” she asks, because, apart from
what is between them, Hlomu is their only connection.

He nods and lights a cigarette.

“We are not in a relationship Mqogi. You can't just rock up;” she says,
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angement. It always beg, 1
im. They have an 7% een ik,

i towarn him- 71 L. U
5 “:lxke hat but this is importan " . hay He

hmHl thinks of her as friend more than anything, It g .
e

ng that fascinate him. But love has ncv.:r come. Not that N, in he,
::d‘loﬁnd tin her. He has, as awkward as it would be 1o b’ing Bt )'I‘WQr
G)n!

s family. But it h:
° She toois not trying 1© find it .
Their first one-night stand was at Hlomu's 30th e

just had a moment with Hig, ¥ Pary,

those years ago. He had just ha " M thet n

10 :’::n hat he still loved her like he did the first time h “wc::ﬁn" o
e

Joburg CBD. in ghe

It wasnit planned. They just happened to lock eyes, share

/as never come.

0 another. 2 joke
one thing led to another. ; ang
ti
They had known each other for along time but there v, 't ‘

1o attraction whatsoever. From the outset, Hlomu had made hing,
berficnds htthe Zl brothers were T it She did g, %
to be caught in between when things got sour. 10 haye
“Why are you here Mqogi?”
‘She knows now that this is serious because he hasn't tried to i
or spank her ass since they've been standing here. He's Quiet, S, “-h"
and puls him by hand 0 it on the ground, behind his cqr. " SEhs
= r};ou freak me out when you're like this. I like the ‘in <ontrol*
Its meant to be a joke, but he doesn't laugh.
“So0 what's the story?” she asks,
“What happened in Ballito?”
}S{I:e; :::z\;:j.d'mcy arein Ballito right now, so what does he meany
garetic stub on the grass and folds his ar, i
chest. All of a sudden this whole thing is making hi il
has never seen him angry, just frus(ratfd and snngn ”;’ e
She is one of the people i L ometimes
as he is. Its always goE:)d fo h:tg peer he woulda hurt a fl, o ery
© someone who believes You are a good

M‘loqi
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mless human when in fact you are deadly.

£ that, not tonight- _

hﬂ;[?n Ballito Thobi? You took Hlomu to Ballito. What

en

what BaPPE o e aks.

I\lPP"“d that ﬂ‘i“:“:s (hat night, more so because it was the only time she
Thobi rfm:“r friend without scary men guarding them and without

= w‘%h ev“y five minutes. They even drove in her car, a strange

“u:‘g.:g it was not bulletproof or all that shit she thought was

jerl

innocent: har

an
pes ot

went ©
Mghele ¢
thing €07
;.cﬂ!-‘nm was years ago Mqogi. What is this about?”

appened”
'S::l]::l)x::u};lx‘:.hey ‘were going to have sFezmy sex. That's what she
was hoping for, not this whining about her taking Hlomu to a restaurant
yeﬂ;:f‘:-he knows how stubborn he is.
“Okay, I picked her up from KwaMashu, we drove here, the restaurant
is two streets away from here.. 2
“And then?”
“And then we had drinks and dinner and...”
“What happened after you bumped into Sandile?”
She looks at him and frowns.
“I'mlistening...”
Shed forgotten that they had bumped into him.
“He came to us but Hlomu brushed him off and he left”
Hes looking at her, and she knows he wants more details than that.

“Hlomu is... You know how she is,” she says and shrugs.

“So 1 went to speak to this guy 1 know from way back and left her at
the table. She was fine. She was just not as social as I was, as usual, but she
had her glass of wine there and some biltong so...”

“Did she go anywhere while you were doing whatever you were
doing?”
She looks ahead of her, as if thinking hard, and then she remembers.
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wentto 8641€ creambut she spilled it on 1o, q
e L rey

~shirt” i
4 someone B¢ “;ﬂ use she doesnit like where this g -
she stop¢ “Dm;u s she can't S3Y anything more. She n:‘:ht
pim 304 < t of this the moment eeds g
lwk:ﬂ:mu She should have thought Sandileg Nam,

<ven t0 her by on¢ of the waiters, | asked
was white and the stain was big” or j
stood up and S opening the car door.

She wants 10 convince him- shes lying but he doesnt Wi "
happened so there is N0 reason for him t0 not believe her, Hey o at
::tp:d the car by the time she's up on her feet. ady
s »

“Mqogi open the window!

He doesn'. She has 10 choice but to open the gate when he oy
hooting frantically-

“Dort call Hiomu, he texts her, as she throws herself on the beg_ .

could she not have suspected anything? low

Shes already tried calling Hlomu three times but her phope

straight to voicemail. Boes

- .

1f someone were to ask him why he’s doing this, hed not have an ang;

because he too does't know whether it is his loyalty to his brother o o

love for Hlomu that led him here. hiy
He wanted to put him on the bike across the highway, but he de:

the chair because this is personal. He touched his family and an i

does that ends on that chair, Toents

But this is complicated. This is not team i i
i, work. It is something he has

What is disappointing though is that he found him here. He would s

h
ave preferred a more colourful confrontation than to be staring at
ataman
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" didn't e’ &
hosteriousl security jght to this room

it Jed him stral 5 3
esc? and \ne“o pipes of ‘rmachines or all those things that keep people
e are

whose soul is lont
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own xes:“-:‘e‘ st and parked outside, but his wifes
s hot

b‘mglmwen‘ » nddh:he‘d been coming here every day so he figured
c p

something- X s
D;e Jisiting someone in a hospice after midnight but
al to

u e =
“{:'s ot nofm! o selling him to her ‘clients, who made him and
. 00!

a Pco«ple-s houses through windows at night and steal
into

. ’l;‘Vs to meat in the freezer.

ter this hospice through the front door because he knows

ds take their jobs. 1t was through the fire

g dead alive. Hes just lying here, breathing and scrawny

g:»;léomg 1o die, that Mqogi Kknows, but he's comeall the way here so
ght as well do what he came for. _ .
He waits, but still msunu doesn’t wake up and Mqoqi doesn't have
ecause he has 0 be in Margate by morning, So he pinches him and
when that doesnt help, he slaps him hard on the face.
His hand hurts. It Janded on that sharp cheekbone.
Good, he's awake.
“Khabazela!” he greets.
sandile coughs and looks around the room.
Maqoqi knows this is going to be harder than he anticipated because
what's he going to do with a ‘breathing corpse?
“Lale?” he says.
“No, she is at home with your daughter;’
For a moment Sandile looks like he is falling asleep again but a slap
across his face brings him to life again.
He stopped chemotherapy month ago, His wife, Nokwanda, begged

him to try harder but he had decided that leaving this earth is better than
living this life in pain.
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He sent that message to Hlomu soon after he
prostate cancer because he wanted to tie up loose ends. dhg"“ltd
he'd want to do that with her, she is a reminder of his, c;fhm © Sen,,
he could do what he wanted, when he wanted. o ht}'day © thyy

He was always the type to test limits. Whep, he h “h,
pregnant, he hoped that Niya was his, not because pe ‘:‘I'd thyy sh,
by some taxi-owner thug but because it would be inter a"_lcd 0 b * Wy
had lived to see another day. NG Thap, led
To him. Hlomu was always that girl he coulq i i hy
stages. He was barely a man when they started dating an; tnal o hig
crossing throughout his life, in his 205 and 305, and p, their Pathy lte
Something always seemed to bring them together,
However, what he doesn’t understand is wh;
here by his bedside instead of this man.
“Which one are you?" he asks, in between heavy breg, hi
“I'm the one whos here. Did I not tell you to stay awal ing.
Now he knows which one tis. Its that bloody testoay... from
of akid who caused a scene at Gateway Mall when he triedmne-tra’)' thug
If it wasn't that he knew the kid had seven brothers :,0 hug Higpy,
taken him on. 1€ Would by,
“What do you want?” he asks.
This is a risky attitude for a defenseless man to have.
“Did they tell you how long you have. ,.?” Mqoqi asks.
No normal person would ever ask this question.
“What do you want?” Sandile asks again, because he can maj,
this attitude. He has nothing to lose except his life, the end of wh'mau"a.ill
be any time between now and next week. ich eouid
B
y.
“What happened in Ballito?” Mqogi asks.
:Whal does it have to do with you? I know you are not Mqhele,”
Did you fuck her?” Mqoqi asks.

OW on his 4
gy

Y itis not gy,
lom
U sity,
ny

hery»
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He gdoesn't want toknow the answer but that's why he came bere, bt
o There's 2 slight smile on Sandile’s face. His teeth are yellow,
“Hlomu ?s not ha woman you Su;k ‘She‘s the type of woman _—
 time with, whisper sweet things in her ear as she comes w0d place
‘M’ head on your chest when you're done. She’s the type you wa:l \
away with, the one you want to love and keep forever, Clearly )rou‘:
prother doesn't know this”
«1 asked you if you fucked her Mkhize!™
“Have you asked her the same question Mageba?™
Where does a man who was half-dead 20 minutes ago find such
confidence?
‘When he left Mbuba to ‘deal’ with this, Mqogi never imagined
it would go down this way. He was going to have the upper hand and
maybe, just maybe, he would have put him on the bike. But this doesnt
give him the kicks.
“I'll let you die in peace but you've pissed me off and I know Lale will
need a shoulder to cry on when you're dead”
“Zulu, stay away from my..”
“You won't last a week,” Mqogqi says and walks out of the room without
looking back. Mghele will never know about this and neither will Hlomu.
He opens the SMS again and deletes it this time, along with Msunu's
numbers.
Now he has to drive to the South Coast to fetch that man who has
promised to turn him into a good person, for once in his adult life.
He wants to stay away from Thobi, get over his feelings for Hlomu
and tell everyone what he did with Amanda.
Three women are complicating his life and none of
As to how Hlomu, the woman everyone trusts and would lay down
their lives for, could do all these things beats him. Paying Thando to g

? Cheating on Mghele? How?
ng with him? Why

them is his.

does all this shit make

away
And what the fuck is wro
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him love her even more?
He must get his life in order, that’s what he thi;
Ggarette and make his way to the parking lot.
Its way past midnight and if he wants to m
morning, he’s gonna have to drive like a maniac to
“Traised you Mqoqi,”

inkj
Mg as he hgh
. £
ake it |,
o
Margaye. Mbuy, by
He stops. He knows that voice, and that intens,
Hed turn around and face him, but instead h
they are standing side by side.
“Bafo,” he says.
He has never feared his brother,
“Skuif” Mghele says.

€ Presen, bek;
€ stands apg h"_"d him,
Ungj

not even in his darkest Mo,
ents,
Last one.” he says and offers the remaining half tg ;

The car is parked in front of them, but they have noy .

‘This is what we used to do, remember? When we cou,]r:“-“d-
2 pack of cigarettes, do you remember those days?" Mghel | renating

- ele,

Normally this would be something they laugh abgyy. Bi

not laughing.  Mabele 5

“Mghele what is happening? Why are...2~
“I sent a driver to Margate, don't worry about that now”
He takes three pulls and offers the cigarette back o h'm’.

He watches him as he
pulls and puffs and

ground. pufs and throws the stompie 1o the
) “Do you remember all those times [ came home with food, Al
times [ went across the river and came back with bread or chick. i
those other things that you all enjoyed 50 much?” B

Mqogi turns to look at him. He's
about.

“You were still youn
folloy

really not sure what he’s talking

g- Maybe too young to remember.
4 - You used to
W me, crying asking where I was going. 1'd chase you away and tell

300
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TS back home.” he says. il '

¥ Maodt Joesn't remember any of that, he was still 1oo Young and so
h happtﬂed {0 him between then and now.

2 < was protecting you,"

1 was protecting all of you. Thad a responsibility. I was a kid toobut [
foew me being older meant T'had to look out for you. You needed me so
had to do whatever needed to be done to make sure you, al] of You; et
\aken care of. 1 knew gogo wasn't going to live long"

He hears the word “gogo’” and figures that this conversation is about
“\mdwini. That's the only gogo they've ever had. The only grandparent
they ever knew.

“I've watched you grow, and you remind me of me. We are so similar
and yet so different. Its like we are one person, except you dorit beat &

women and you read books and you are always there when needed..”
Mghele says and stops.

“What's happening bafo?”
“Would you betray me Mqoqi? Given a chance would you betray
me?” he asks.
“Betray you?”
“Yes, would you betray me?” he asks, looking him in the eye.
‘There’s silence.
s not that Mqoqi is not sure about his answer, it's that this is a
question that doesn't need to be asked or answered.
Their trust and loyalty to each other can never be questioned. Never.
“Id never betray you Mghele. You're my brother,”
Tt would be easier for him if he knew what this was about.
“Would Hlomu betray me?” Mghele asks.
Now he knows.
“Give me the car keys, 'm driving Mghele.
He gives him the keys.
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But if he knew this would end with him pointing a
brother, maybe he would protest.
Sandile can die, he deserves it.

Bun at his

R ——
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