


LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

Chapter1

KHANYO

“DonotletDurbanchangeyou,”-Ithinkwe'veall

beentoldsomethingalongtheselinesbyour

parentswhenweleftvillagesforbigcities.They

havechangedpeople,mostlyJoburg,itswallowed

ourfathersbackinthe90s.Theydon'tcallit“IGoli

eligolaamadoda”fornothing.Someleftandnever

cameback.Instead,anunknownwifewouldpitchup

withabroodofchildrentoreportdeathtothefamily,

onlytogetasitetoburytheso-calledhusbandand

returnbackwherevershecamefrom.Some

respectedfatherscamebacklookinglikehobos,

speakingTsotsitaalwithnofrontteethandfake

silverchainsaroundtheirnecks.Onlyafew,maybe8

outof10,remainedthesame.

Durbanisbadtoo,butitstillhasthatstringof

decencyandreputationonit.Withgoodpeople



aroundyouandyourheadintherightplace,youcan

makeithere.Youcanachieveyourdreamsand

makeyourparentsproud.

Icould'veturnedoutokaytoo,really.Ihadashotin

thislifething,agoodone.ButImadefriends,toxic

ones,andthenIstartedmakingbaddecisions.

Really,whatweretheoddsofmeandEfeworking

out?Efeisn'tonlyaNigerianwithshadydealings,he

is35!Nineyearsolderthanme!Obviouslyaman

thatoldandcomingfrom anothercountrymusthave

awifebackhomeandoneortwoEmmanuellas.

ButbecauseIhavetoxicfriends,Nolwazitoldmeto

givethatrelationshipmyall.Efehadmoney,soI

gavehim myheart,vagina,kidneysandeverypiece

ofme.GuesswhatEfedid?Efemadeenoughmoney,

heboughthimselfabigmansionsomewhereinLa

LuciaandbroughthisfamilytoSouthAfrica.Look

artmenow!Ngiselengedwangizikhothaamanxeba

avuz'igazinjengenja(I'm leftalone,lickingmy

bleedingwoundslikeadog.)

Mytoxicfriendshaveputtheirbusylivesonholdto

nursemybroken-ass.IthankGodforthesehopeless



Queens.We'vebeentogetherfortwoyearsandwe

arestillgoingstrong.IthinkNolwaziisthemost

toxicone,she'stheonewho'salwaysleadingtrainto

thejungle.Shecameupwiththeideaofmegoingto

theclubanddrinkingmysorrowsaway.Andwell,

Gugubeingthemostconnectedandmoniedone,

sheorganizedtransportandmadesurethatweare

intheVIPsection.

Ihaveachancetohookupwithanybigshot,justto

getmyselfarebound,butI'vedrankmorethanIcan

handle.I'vebeenyelling,dancingandopeningupto

strangersaboutmypersonalproblems,whilemy

friendshookupandscorethemselvesafewrounds

andfreedrinks.

Beforegoingtothebathroom Iswallowanother

tequilashot.Idon'tknowwhereNolwaziandGugu

are,it'snowmorningandweneedtoleave.Ijump

offthebarstool,myfeetlosebalanceandIbump

againstoneofthetablesinthefrontrow.

“Watisfoutmetjou?”Oh,no!Youdon'tmesswith

thisrace.Thetableshookandalltheirdrinksspilled

onthefloor.



Thetallestonewithnofrontteethandserialkiller

earsisalreadyonhisfeet.Maybeiftheywereonly

malesIwould'vebeenabletonegotiate,butthey're

withtheirladiesandthey'realreadyswearingand

threateningtoslicemyboobs.I'm notgettingintoa

fightwithcoloured,intoxicatedpeople!

ItakeoffmyheelsandrevivetheCasterSemenya

insideme.AfrikaansinsultsfollowbehindmeasI

dashout,pushingbouncersoutofmywayand

runningoutofthebuilding.Icrosstheroadwithmy

eyesclosed,carsarehootingatmeandI'm surethat

I'm gettingmoreinsultsfrom thedrivers.

Cabsarealwaysparkedoutsidethisblockofstores

andwaitingforpeoplelikeme;thosewhoneed

urgenttransport.Mostofthesecabsareempty,only

thesilver-greyonehasthedriveratthefront.Iturn

toitandbangthewindowwiththefrontofmyshoe.

“Musgrave!”I'm yellingathim.Heneedstounlock

thedamndoors!Ihaveangrycoloureddrunkards

huntingmedown.



“Nkosazane,”-It'shim,thedriver,rollingdownthe

window.

Bakithi,Idon'thaveNkosazanetime!Onepunch

from thosepeople-Iloseallmyteeth.

Oh,thedoorshaveunlocked.Iopenthebackone

andloungemyselfontheseat.

Socomfortableforacab!

“123EssenwoodRoad,thesecondbuildingopposite

Steers,MusgraveCentre,”Itellhim aftercatchingup

mybreath.

Bethuna,heneedstomove!Whysomuchbeard

anyway,don'ttheyhavesalonswherehecomes

from?Hisafrolooksgoodandwelltakencareof,

butreally,it'ssummermos.

Aftersomuchfrowningandstaring,hefinallystarts

thecab.Ireleaseasighofreliefandleanbackon

theseatwithmyeyesclosed.Theycannotgetme

now,bloodycolouredfools!

Heh,IwonderifIhaveenoughmoneytopayforthis

cab.



“Howmuchisitgoingtobe?”Iask,silently

wonderingifhe'dacceptmyweaveaspayment.

Icatchaglimpseofhim shakinghisheadthrough

therear-viewmirroranddecidetokeepmypeace.

We'llcrossthepaymentbridgeoncewegetto

Musgrave.

--

“Nkosazane,”saysadeepvoicesomewherearound

me.Iopenmyeyesslowlyandscanaround.Oh,I'm

inacar,outsideourbuilding.

“Wearehere,”themansays.

Peoplewearsuitssoearlyinthemorning?Oh

shucks,Ineedtodiscusspaymentarrangements

withhim.

“Howmuchisitgoingtobe?”

“R3000.”

LOL.IlaughinFrench.R3000?Wasthisaprivatejet?

YesI'm drunkandIdon'thaveabrightfuture,butI

knowMaths.

“That'sdaylightrobbery,R3000foramerecab?”I



ask.

Hestands,ankles-crossed,withhiselbowbalanced

abovethecardoor.Ishenotgoingtorecalculate?

Thisistoomuchandheknowsit.

“Ifyou'renotgoingtopaymeatleastgetoutofmy

car,”hesays.

That'sevenabetteroption,buthe'sworkingforhis

family,I'm everythingbutI'm notabully.

Itakeoffmywristwatch.It'soneexpensivething

thatEfedidn'tbuyforme.Iboughtitlastyearusing

mysavings,Istillhavetheslipinmydrawer,justin

casesomeonetriestoarguethatIboughtitwithR3

645atBrowns.OneofthesedaysI'm goingtoprint

copiesofthatslipandlaminatetheoriginalone.

“I'm sureyou'llgetthatamountfrom this,”Ihandthe

watchtohim.

I'm notsureifhisstareisjudgmentalorconcerned.

Hetakesthewatchandpushesitinsidethepocket

ofhisdark-greysuit.Imustsay,Ididn'texpecthim

toacceptthiseasily.



Hegetsinsidethecaranddrivesoffslowly.Ireally

needtosleep,I'm temptedtothrowmyselfhereon

thepavementanddriftoff.Wait…isthataShembe

stickerIseebehindmycab?That'snotevenacab,

it'saC-ClasswiththeNZregistration.FatherGod,

didIhijackaNazarethmanintodrivingmehere?

Forgetaboutdrunkcoloureds,that'snothing

comparedtowhatI'vedone-towhatthismeans.I'm

soberinaninstant.Whatifhereportsmeinhis

church?I'm surehe'sgoingtotakehiscartothe

templetobecleansed.Adrunkwomaninsidehiscar?

--

THEMANQELES

WhilemostofEnemberesidentsrelocatedtoareas

closertoMandeni,theManqelesandfewothers

remainedbehindandbuiltsomethingoutnothing.

It'sfarfrom everything,governmentservicestake

longertoarrive,that'siftheyevengetthere.Butthe

villagehasprogressed,onitsownandbythosewho

resideinit.Eventhoughthey'restilltraditionallybuilt,

mosthomesteadshavebeenroofedwithtilesrather

thangrass,wallsarebuiltoutbricksandpainted.



Theystillkeeptheirlivestockandcropsmall

gardensbelowtheirhomesteads.

ZakheleManqeleleftahugelegacyforhiskids.His

deathcameshortandshocking.Buthehadlived,

lovedandlefthismarkinthisvillage.Hishomeis

thelargest,withitshighpeakaluminum windows,

peachpaintedsix-cornerrondavels,acapacious

eleven-room ranchhousestandingbetweenthem,

andthegreenishbackyard.Unlikemosthomesteads

here,hisisfencedbyround,white-paintedstones

thatopenbelowtheyardforentrance.Hewasa

devotedNazarethmanthatmarriedtheloveofhis

lifeinsidethechurchandlivedhiswholelifeserving

andlivingbytherulesofNazareth.

Bandlalethu'ssilver-greyC-Classdrivesin,around

9:30inthemorning.He'shomeearly,thisone

alwayshassomethingtolingeraroundDurbanfor.

Theyalwaysthoughthe'dmovetothecityoncehe

madeitoutoftheuniversity.Butsurprisingly,he

camebackhome.

“Didtheykickyououtofthehotel?”Nkonzoteases

him.He'swashinghiscarnexttohisrondavel.He



wasthefirstonetoreturnhomeaftertheirmeeting

inDurbanCentralwheretheyweresealingadeal

withoneofthebiggestprintingcompaniesbasedin

Mayville.

“Notreally.IcancelledmymeetingwithNdlovuInc,”

Bandlasays,walkingpasthim tothemainhouse.He

hastogreetthewholefamilybeforegoingtohis

rondaveltoreplayeverythingthathappenedtohim

thismorning.

“Mthonga!”Hiseldestbrother,Thakasa,shakeshis

handastheybumpintoeachotherinthekitchen.

Theyusuallycalleachotherusingthisclan-name,

especiallyThakasa,maybehe'sevenlongforgotten

theirnames.Keepingupwiththreebrothersandtwo

sistersmustbeajobandhalf.Nkonzocomesafter

him,they'rejusttwoyearsapart,howeverNkonzois

takingthislifethinglessseriousthananyofthem.

Bandlaisthethirdbornwithastagnantlifeand

strongestworkethic.AfterthreeboysZakheleand

MaKhumalowereblessedwithadaughter,Mawande.

Theyjustmarriedherofftwoyearsago,shewas



only22butsheconvincedeveryonethatshewas

ready.SqaloandPhethilearethetwinsZakheleleft

behindattheageof10.They're17nowandfinishing

highschool.

IntotalMakhumaloandZakhelehadsixchildren;

twodaughtersandfourboys.Thakasa36,Nkonzo

34,Bandla29,Mawande24,SqaloandPhethy17.

“Youarehomeearly,”Thakasasays,tryingtoread

Bandla’sclosed-offface.It'ssounlikeBandlato

comebackfrom Durbanthisearly.

“Icancelledmymeeting,so...”Heshrugshis

shouldersandgrabsonebananafrom thefruitbowl.

“Andyou?Ithoughtyou’dbepreparingforyourtrip

withyourwife,”Bandlaenquires,peelinghisbanana

withhiseyesonThakasa.

Heexhalesandtapshisfingersonthecounter.

That'swhathedoeswhenhe'sstressedout;his

fingersalwayshavesomethingtodo.

“I'llbejoiningherlaterintheweek,”hesays.



Bandlafrowns.Nothilehasbeenpreparingforthis

tripforawhilenow.Theirmarriagehasn'tbeeneasy,

theirfailureofhavingkidsisthemainconstituentto

Thakasa’sunhappiness.It'sbeen6yearssincethey

tiedtheknot,andoneofthereasonswhyThakasa

gotmarriedinthefirstplacewasbecausehe

wantedtohavekids.Thistripwasgoingtobetheir

breakfrom everythingthat'shappening-they'dlet

looseandreconnectasacouple.

“What'sthepointofhergoingonthistripwithout

you?”Bandlaaskswithafrown.

“What'syourpointofquestioningmebecauseyou

knowI'llleavewhenIsayI'm goingtoleave?”He's

right.Onlytheirsister,Mawande,knowshowtoget

throughhim.Outofthem all,Thakasaisthemost

stubbornone.

“AllI'm sayingis,don'tbetoohardonyourself.Itwill

happenwhenithappens,youdon'thavetostop

beingahusbandjustbecauseyou'renotbecominga

father.”HeleavesbeforeThakasacandefend

himself.Hedoesthatevenwhenheknowsthathe's

wrong.



“MthongaIcan'tdothisanymore,”hesaysbefore

Bandlatakesthecornerleadingtothediningroom.

Bandlastopsandlooksbackwithhisforehead

creased.WhatisThakasasaying?Hecan'tdowhat?

“WhatareyoutalkingaboutMthonga?”heasksand

takesstepsbackinsidethekitchen.

“I'm tiredoftrying.Ithinkit'stimeIacceptthatI'm

nevergoingtohavechildren.Sixyearsisaverylong

timeBandla.It'stimeIacceptthisinability.”Thisis

nothim speaking,it'spain.

“Takethistripwithyourwife,NkonzoandIwill

managetogether,”Bandlasays,tryingnottosound

sympatheticorhopelessasheis.

“I'llsee,”Thakasasaysandheavesasigh.There's

hope;hemightgotothistripwithhiswife.Hopefully

Nothiledoesn'thavecrazybaby-makingplans

awaitingforthem inBalibecausethatwouldpush

Thakasaofftheedge.He'salreadyexhausted,

emotionallyandsexually.



BandlaproceedstotheloungewherePhethyandhis

motherare.Hegreetsandjoinsthem infrontofthe

TV.

“Aren'tyousupposedtobeattendingyourextra

Scienceclasstoday?”heaskshissister,Phethy.

“I'm waitingforSqalo,”shesays.

MakhumaloandBandlasharealook.Sincewhendo

theywaitforeachother?Sqaloevenchanged

schoolsbecausehistwinsisterwasclingyand

annoying.Sometimestheyfightoverfriends,

apparentlySqalohasthisskillofattractingcool

friendsandPhethyalwaystagsherselfalonghis

crew.

“It'syourbirthdaytomorrow,you’returning29

Bandla!”Heknowsthisconversationverywell.Once

hismotherstartsremindinghim abouthisageit

simplymeansthathemustgetawife.Herandthe

eldersinchurchhavechosenafewpossible

matchesforhim.Heisjustnotemotionallythereyet.

“YouandNkonzoaregoingtoturnmeintoa

laughingstock,”shemumblesandpicksherwool



andresumesherknitting.

It'sclearwhereNkonzostands,he'salwaysbeen

vocalabouthisfearofmarriageandthatit'snot

happeninganytimesoon.ButMakhumalobelieves

thathe'llchange,thechurch'seldestmencantalk

senseintohishead,soshemakessurethat

everyoneisreligiouslygrounded.

“Ineedanap,”Bandlasays,gettingoffthecouch.

“CheckonSqaloforme.I'vebeenwaitingforhours,”

Phethysayswithaneyeroll.Thisisahabitshe

refusestoletgo.Sherollsherbigeyesateveryone,

evenatThakasa;theMufasaofthefamilyasmany

callhim-theKingoftheJungle.

BandlausesthebackdoorthatleadsouttoSqalo's

rondavel.It'sfirmlyshut,butnotlocked.Ashegets

nearertwodeepvoicescanbeheardexchangingnot

-toolowwhispers.

“Yoh!Arghhh!Mmm!”Moansarecomingfrom the



rondavel.WhattheheckisSqalodoinginsidetheir

father'spremises?

“Sqalo!”Bandlaaggressivelypushesthedoorand

walksintohislittlebrothernakedonthebedwith

hisbestfriend,Mpilo.Theirgenitalsareleaking,

SqalowasontopofMpilobuttheyjumpedassoon

asthedoorshifted.They'reontheirfeet,lookingat

Bandlanervously.

“Whatareyoutwodoinghere?”Bandlaasks,his

heartisbeatingbeyondnormal,hischestisdryasa

desert.

“I…I…Iwas…”Sqalo'sliptremblesandhefailstohold

backhistears.Healwaysdoesthis,it'sjustatrick

theyallknowtoowell.Hecriesandgetsawaywith

things.Butnotthistime!

“Sqaloyousleepwithotherboys?Whatiswrong

withyou?”Bandlaballshisfingersintoafistand

clencheshisjaws.He'sfightingtheurgeofpunching

boththeirfaces.

HeturnshiseyestoMpilowho'sstandinglikea

rainedchicken.Whatiswrongwiththeseboys?How



didtheyevenlookateachotherlikethat?

“Getcleaned,rightnow!”hehissesandstormsout

angrily.

Hestandsoutsidethedoorandpacesaroundwith

hisfistsballed.Whyisheevenlookingoutforthem?

HeshouldbetakingthisstraighttoThakasawho'll

callanurgentfamilymeetingbetweenthetwo

familiesandreprimandtheseboys.

Mpiloisthefirstonetowalkoutwithhisbackpack

andtailbetweenhislegs.Hecan'tevenbring

himselftolookatBandla.Sqalofollowsoutand

standsbehindBandla.

“Phethyiswaitingforyou,”Bandlasayswithout

turninghisfacetohim.

He'sdisgusted!

“Bhuti…”He'snervous.

“VoetsekSqalo!”

BandlaisjustalighterversionofThakasa.They

protectyou,comethroughforyoueverytimeyou



needhelp,butthey'renotyourfriend.Nkonzoisthe

easierone,butmaybenottooeasytotellthatyou

lovehavingsexwithotherboys.

Sqalodisappearsbeforehegetsmorethanjusta

disgustedlook.

--

Nkonzowalksinwearingonlyhisshortandsandals.

He'stwoshadeslighterthantherestofhissiblings,

withleanshouldersandSatan'spokemarksonhis

cheeks.He'sbeencrownedthemostgood-looking

one,withhiskillersmilethatmakesfemalesweakin

theirknees.

HelowershimselfonthebednexttoBandla'sfeet.

“Whyareyousosour?”heaskscheekily.

Bandlaexhalesandshiftshispillowuptofacehis

brother.Nkonzogetsalongwitheveryone,he's

hardlyeverinvolvedinthesiblingfights.Buthe

cannottellhim aboutSqalo.Hecannottellanyone!

He'lldecidehowhedealswithhim later.

“Haveyouevermetsomeoneandfeltlikeyou'vemet



them beforebutyou'veactuallynevermet?”heasks.

“No,”Nkonzosaysandstaresathim,awaitingforan

explanation.

“Youmeanyou'veneverlookedatsomeoneyou

don'tknowintheeyesandfeltdrawntothem?”

Bandlaasks.

“Well,afewtimesbutitdidn'tlast.Excusemy

language,butthiswholesoulmateshitdoesn'texist.

Peoplelearntolove,youdon'tbumpintosomeone

andfallinloverightaway.Whatyoufeelthereisonly

attraction-loveandattractionaretwodifferent

things.”Heknowsandtalksalot,that'swhytheyall

askhim foradvices.HeisaPhilosophygraduatebut

worksforthefamilybusinesslikeallofthem.

“IonlyaskedyouasimplequestionNkonzo,but

anywayIwashijackedthismorning.”

Nkonzo’seyesgrowwideandBandlaletsouta

chuckle.

“Iwasforcedbyadrunkgirlintodrivinghertoher

place.Ithinkshewasrunningawayfrom other

drunkardsinaclub,”hesays.



Nkonzocracksintolaughter.Bandlaislaughingtoo,

becausewow,thatgirlwashilarious.

“Soafterturningmycarintohercabsheofferedme

herwatchaspayment.Shewasdrunkbutbroke.”

Laughteragain!

“Butthiswatchlookshellexpensive,”Nkonzosays,

liftingthewatchup.

“IsaidIwantedR3000fordrivingher,”Bandlasays.

“R3000?!”Lord,thisisgettingtoohilarious.

“She'sthepersonI'm talkingabout,”hesays.

Nkonzostopslaughingandfrowns.Whatisthisone

talkingaboutnow?

“Adrunk?”heasks.

Bandlaexhalesdeeplyandnods.Heknowshow

crazyhesoundsrightnow,theywereraisedbetter

andtheirfutureisbright.Ifhefeelslikehe'sreadyto

lovethereareeldershe'lltalktoandhe'llchoose

inkosazanethathecanbuildafamilywith.

“I'dfallintoasintoseethatwomanagain,”hesays.



Nkonzogaspsinshock.Thisisserious!

“Whatdoyouwanttoseeherfor?Shepaidforyour

“cab”,”Nkonzoteaseswithastifledchuckle.TheC-

ClassisBandla’sfavouritecar,eventhey'renot

allowedtotoywithit,forittoreducedintoacabbya

drunkgirlishilarious.

“Iwanttogivebackherwatch,”Bandlasays.

“And?”Nkonzoliftshiseyebrow.

“Andwhat?It'smybirthday,I'lltakemyselfoutfora

peacefuldinnerwithoutyouall.”

“Withher?Makhumaloisgoingtosliceyourballs

mfanawakithi!”

TheybothknowthatifMakhumalofindsoutthat

Bandlaevenhadathoughtofentertainingadrunk

girlacrosshismind,hellwillbreakloose.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

Chapter2

BANDLA

Hissister,Mawande,wantedtocomealltheway

from Mangethetoarrangeabirthdaydinner

celebrationforhim.It'sfinallyhis29th,he'salmost

30,andthisyearhewantstodosomethingdifferent.

Hiswholelifehasbeenscripted,thedinner

Mawandewantedtohostwould'vebeennodifferent

from anyotherdinnerhim andallthesiblingshave

hadfortheirbirthdays.

He'llgotoDurban,findthatgirlandcelebratehis

birthdaywithher.It'sastupididea-that'swhat

Nkonzohasbeentellinghim sinceyesterday.He's

notgoingtohaveafuturewithadrunkardthatstays

inthecityandentertainmenforalcohol.They're

menandtheirsexualneedshavetobetakencareof.

Butthere'sawayofdoingthings.Theirfatherwas

themostrespectedmaninthevillage.Thakasahas

alreadyfollowedinhisfootsteps,nowalleyesareon

NkonzoandBandla.Expectationsareveryhigh!



Hestepsoutofthebathroom wrappedinatowel

andpickshislongnavypantandcrispywhiteshirt.

Thewatchisontopofhisbed.It'llbehisinitial

excuseofseeingthatgirlforthesecondtime.He

doesn'thavehernameoranythingtangible,except

heraddressandphysicalappearancethathehopes

todescribetosomeonewhomighthelp.

Hedressesupandspendsamomentinfrontofthe

mirrormakingsurethathisafroisneatlycombed.

Ayoungerversionofhim appearsonareflectionof

themirror.Whileeveryonediffersinlooks,him and

Sqaloarejusttwoversionsofoneanother.Sqalo

chosenottolooklikehistwinsisterandtookall

Bandla'sfeatures.Theytooktheirmother'sdeepset

ofeyes,buttheirsisrarelygray.Theyhavesimilar

bodystructure,molesbelowtheirlowerlipsand

sharpernoses.Theirspeechisrapid,whichoften

leadstostutteringwhenthey'reangry.Nkonzofound

aScientificmeaningforit,hecallsitadisorderof



somesort.

Theyhaven'ttalkedaboutwhathappenedthe

previousday.AllBandlasaidtohim thismorning

wasthatheneedstopackforalittletrip.Hisclass

teacherwasalreadynotifiedofhisabsence.That's

thethingaboutBandla,hedoesn'thaveaclear

communicationwiththeyoungerones.Hesays

“jump”andexpectsyoutoask“howhigh.”

“Bhuti,whyarewegoingtoDurban?”He'sstill

standingbythedoor.Bandla'sicyglancetoldhim

he'snotwelcomedtoenter.

“Tocelebratemybirthday,”Bandlasays,droppinga

handlotiononhispalm.Hemassagesitonboth

palmsandthenrubsitallaroundhishands.

Hespraystheperfumearoundhisneckandthen

fixeshiscollar.

Sqaloknowsthere'smoretoitthanwhatmeetsthe

eye.Bandlasaidhewantedtocelebratehisbirthday

alone,andnowallofasuddenhe'sdragginghim

along?

“Iwillconfessrighthere,rightnow.There'snoneed



formetocomewithyou,”hesays.Bandlaslowly

turnsaround.He'sbuttoninguphisshirtwithhis

eyesintenselyfixedonSqalo.

“You'llconfesswhat?”Deepdownhe'sscaredof

whatthisboycouldsay.Hetriedbyallmeansto

avoidjumpingintoconclusions.Thiscannothappen

tothem.Ithasneverhappenedtoanyfamilyinthis

village!

“Mthonga,I'm gay,”Sqalosays.

Heshutshiseyes,tryingtodigestthisbittertruth.

Hisheartisabouttojumpoutofhisthroat.Eventhe

enormousbreathhejusttookwasnotenoughto

collecthisscatterednerves.

“Sqaloyoudon'tknowwhatyouaresaying.Youare

aman,aManqele!Youhaveapenisbetweenyour

legsandthat'smeanttoproducetheManqele’s

grandchildren.Goandfetchyourbag,weareleaving

inafewminutes.”He'sdonetalkingaboutthis!

Sqalostandswithhismouthhangingopen.Bandla's

sharpeyeshutshismouthandsendshim outofthe

room lookinglikeadefeatedsoldier.



Assoonashedisappears,Bandlareleasesalong

sighandsinksonthebedwithhishandsoverhis

head.No,thisisnotpossible!

Hehastomakethisboyrealizethatit'speer

pressuremessingwithhishead.Amanwascreated

tomatewithawomanandproducechildren.

He'sbeentohotelsandhe'sdonethingsthatalways

remainbehindhotelcloseddoors.Hehasthe

contacts,hejustsaysthewordandmentionshis

preference.Thistimearoundit'sdifferent,evenEfe

isabitconfusedabouthischoice.

Hecannotexplaintohim becauseit'llleadintohim

exposinghisyoungbrother’sconfusedsexuality.

“IfIhavetopayextraEfe,Iwill.Makesureshe's

cleanandnotolderthan23,”hesays.

“Avirgin?”Efeasks.

“No.Iwantsomeonewho'sexperienced.Someone

whoknowshowtogiveagoodtime,”hesays.

“You'llsendmethelocation.Consideritdone.”

Hesighsoutintemporaryreliefandhangsup.



Noteveninhiswildestdreamshasheeverthought

he'llbehookinghis17year-oldbrotherwithayoung

prostituteonhisbirthday.Butthesoonerherealizes

thathe'saman,thebetter.IfThakasaandtheelders

findoutaboutthisit’llbeadifferentstory.Hecould

bedisownedandcutoutfrom theirfather's

inheritanceforever.

--

SQALO

He'sinafive-starhotelinthenorthcoastofDurban.

Bandla’sroom isnexttohisbuthe'sbeengonefor

hours.Hedidn'ttellhim anything,justthatthere's

someonecomingtoseehim.

There'snothingindicatingabirthdaycelebration

here.Thisisgettingmoreandmoreuncomfortable

forSqalo.

Mpilo'stextbeepsin;*THISISGETTING

FRUSTRATING.ICANNOTFUNCTIONANYMORE*

They'vebeenkeepingadistance.Aftertheygot

caughtSqalodeletedalltheircozypicturesand

wipedtheirchathistory.Thisisthelongestthey



havegonewithoutseeingeachother.Goingout

togetheranddoingsleep-overswillbeimpossible

nowthatBandlaknowsthatthey'remorethanjust

friends.

Heliesbackonbed,shirtless,andvideo-callsMpilo.

Hislipscrackintoasmilewhenhischiseledyellow

facepopsuponhisscreen.

“Aren'tyousupposedtobeinclass?”heasks.

“Howam Isupposedtolistentothoseteachers?

Youknowwhatmakesmybrainfunction,”Mpilo

sayswithpronouncedlinesonhisforehead.

Sqaloadjustsonbedandunbuckleshisbelt.He

pusheshispantandbriefsbelowhisbuttocksand

lowersthecameratohisthickeningshaft.

“Seetheeffectofyourvoice,”hesays.

Mpiloexclaimsandcurses;“Fu€k!”

Sqalochucklesandwrapshishandaroundhishard

shaft.Hebringsthephonebacktohisfaceandlicks

hislips.

“Imissyou,ntwana.Idon'tknowwhatBandla



intendstodotome,butIpromiseyou,I'llneverleave

you.”

ThedoorshiftsopenjustasMpiloconfesseshis

lovebacktohim.Sqalo'shandisstrokinghisshaft

upanddown.

It'sashort,brownskingirlwearingatightleather

pantandcroppedtop.Herpinkandgreenbraidsare

bouncingjustaninchaboveherroundass.She

couldbeSqalo'sageorabitolder,butshe's

upgradedherlookstothoseofagrownslay-queen.

Sqalo'sfirstreactiontothesurpriseguestis

droppingthecallbeforeMpiloseesher.Buthispant

isstillbelowhisbuttandhismanhoodisexposed.

“Shit!”hecursessoftlyandpullsuphispant.

Thegirlsmilesandstrutsaroundhisbed.

“I'm Ndalo,yourpartnerfortheday,”shesaysand

putsherbagonthebedsidepedestal.

“Partnerfortheday?”Sqalojumpsuptohisfeetand

looksathercarefully.

“Yes,”shesaysandpullsdownthearm ofhertop.



Herfirm cleavagepopsout.Shestartsrubbingher

palm againstherskinwhilestaringintoSqalo's

widenedeyes.

“Don'tbescared.We'lltakeitslowly.Comebackon

bed,Isawthatyourdi€kishungry.”Hertopis

completelyout,nowshe'sunstrappingthebra.

Sqaloisstrugglingtobreathe.Hisdi€kwasnot

hungryforher,itjustmeltedbehindhisbriefs.A

woman'sbodydoesn'tdoanythingtohim.Theonly

thinghedoesatthesightofboobsisimagininghis

ownchesthavingitsownpair.

“Mybrothersentyouhere?”heasks.Hisheartis

racing.Hedidn'texpectthisatall.Hethoughtit

wouldbeabeatingoranyheavypunishment.Not

this.

“Don'tworry.Hesentmetothedoctorsfirstandhad

mecheckedout.Don'tchickenoutonme,I'm getting

agoodpayoutofthis.Tellmeexactlyhowrichyour

brotheris?”Shestepsoutofherpant.Itwasa

struggletakingitoffandSqalowasshockedtosee

thatshehadnopantybeneath.



Herhandisrunningoverhistorso.He'sgluedonthe

samespot,lostforwords.

“Haveyoudonethisbefore?”sheasks,trailingher

fingersdowntohiswaist.Hisskiniscreepingupat

hertouch.

“Pleasedon'tdothis,”hebegsinalowvoice.He's

notsureifBandlaplantedcamerassomewherein

theroom andhe'swatchingeverythinggoingdown.

“JustcooperatewithmeandI'lltakeyoutothe

worldyou'veneverbeentobefore.”Shegrabsout

hisnowsoftshaftandmassagesit.

Hewincesandholdshisbreathasshemovesher

handaroundit.

“IcanpayyoudoublethemoneyBandlaispaying

you,”hesaysandinhalessharplythroughhisteeth.

Herhandsaresoftandsomehowhisshaftis

reactingtohertouchasifsheisMpilo.

“R30k?”sheasks.

Sqalogaspsinshock.BandlaispayingherR15k?Is

thathowhespendshismoney?Payinggirlsforsex.



Isthathowallhisbrothersarebehindcloseddoors?

“Idon'thavethatkindofmoneyrightnow.”Helets

outalowmoanasherfingersdrawuphisperineal

raphe.Hispre-cum dropsonherpalm andshe

bringsherhandtohermouthandlicksitoff.

Shepusheshim downonhisback.Hisshaftishard

andbouncingupwards.Mentallyhe'snotintothis,

buthisbodywantstorelease.

“Pleasegivemethebackonly,”hesays,tearinghis

eyesawayfrom hershavedmoundthat'sexposedto

him.

Heshutshiseyesandletsthepleasurehertongueis

givinghim trailsthroughouthisbody.It'sthebraids

thatkeepdisturbinghisimagination.Hewantsto

massageashavedheadandlistentodeepmanly

groans.

“Fuck.Ntwana!”Hestartspullingherbraidsand

thrustinginsidehermouthaggressively.

Thegaspsandcoughsdrawhim backtotheroom.

Heopenshiseyesandcursesagain,atthe

disappointmentthistime.Foramomenthe



imaginedherbeingMpilo.

She'smovingup,totakeitfurther.

“Iwanttheback,”hetellsher.

“Naughtyboy!”Shecomestohisfaceandsmashes

herlipsonhim.Mpilo’spicturekeepspoppinginhis

mind.They'vebeentogetherforayearandthey

promisedtoneverhurteachother.Heneverthought

he'dbeforcedtocheatonhim byhisbrotherwho

refusestoacceptthefactsoflife.

Itswallowshisshaft.It'swetandtenderinside.Its

lipshavecoveredhisshaftcompletely.Thegirlis

twerkingontopofhim andmoaningseductively.

Itfeelsgreat.He'smeetingherthrustsandpressing

deeplyinhercore.It'swarm andthat'sallanerect

shaftneedstorelease.

Shetightensherpu$$yaroundhim.It'sgrippinghim,

hisshaftissqueezedin.Heletsoutadeepgroan.

“Howisthat?”sheasks,movingherwaistincircles.

He'sbitinghislipsandmurmuringthingshecan't

makesenseof.



“Doyoulikeit?”sheasksandgiveshim thatdi€k-

squeezeagain.

“Yes!”hebiteshisliptosuppressascream.

“Don'tholdback,babyboy.Fuckme!”

Hepusheshiswaistupandholdsherwaist.Thenhe

startsthrustingintoherlikecrazy.

“NtwanaI'm cumming!”He'sscreamingand

poundinginheraggressively.

Hesitsupandflipsheroverinthedropofahat.He

givesherlastdeepstrokesbeforehisbodytenses

upontopofher.

“N..t..w..a..n..a!”Heburieshisheadoverher

shoulderandletsoutaloudgroan.Hishotcum

shootsinsideher.

Heliftshisheadupandfindsthegirlstaringathim.

Hisheartstartsracingagain.Thiswasn'tsupposed

tohappen.

Herollsoffherandliesonhisstomach.

“Fuck!”hecursesandsniffsoverthepillow.



“Areyouokay?”sheasks.

“Pleaseleave.Tellmybrotheryouaredonewithme

andtakeyourpayment,”hisvoiceisbreaking.

Shekneelsnexttohim andtriestotalk.Yesthey

startedthingsonalownote,butbothofthem hada

goodtime.Him cryingmeansherservicewasnot

great,andthatmeansEfewillcutherpayment.

“Wecandoityourway;whicheverwayitis,”she

says,rubbingherhandonhisback.

Heturnsaround,hiseyesarebloodshotandteary.

“Isaidleave!”hesayssternly.

“But…”Hepushesheroffthebed.Shelandsonthe

floorandwincesoutinpain.

“Leave!”heroars.

There’snotimetoevencleanherwetthighs,she

pullsherclothesanddressesupasdirtyassheis.

Hethrowsherbagtoherandfollowshertothedoor.

Heslamsthedoorafterherandcurlsuponthefloor,

hugginghisknees.



Heletsoutaheart-wrenchingcry.Heaskedhernot

todoitthisway!

--

BANDLA

Theysaidshe'llbeinherflatlater,around3pm.She

sharesitwithhertwofriends.Thesecurityguardhe

founddidn'tsparehim detailsofwhatkindofgirls

theyare.Heevenwentasfarascallingthem

prostitutes.

Itdoesraisequestions;whywouldarespectedguy

likehim lookforagirllikeherhighandlow,andeven

goasfarasbribingpeopletoreleaseinformation

abouther?

Well,hehashernameandabitofherbackground

information.ButheneedstocheckonSqalofirst.

Maybehehaschangedhismind.Eferecommended

thatgirl,mostclientshavepermanentschedules

withher.She'sthebestthereisinRoundasBooty

Club.Howa19yearoldbecameasexworkerisa

questionofanotherday.

He'schangedintodark-greenNiketracksuitand



sneakers.HewalkstoSqalo'shotelroom andfinds

thedoorshut.

Hethoughttheyweredone.Thegirlonlyhadtwo

hourstospare,shemust’veleftnow.

“Sqalo!”hecalls.

Silence…

It'snotlocked,heopensthedoorandletshimself

inside.Sqaloiscurleduponthefloor,naked.He'sa

messoftears.

“Mthonga,whathappened?Areyouhurt?”heasks

withafrownonhisface.

Sqalowipeshisfacewithhispalmsandslowlylifts

himselfoffthefloor.

“Whyareyoucrying?”Bandlaasks.

Sqaloliftshisbloodshoteyestohim.Hemust've

beencryingfortoolong,hiseyelidsareswollen.

“Mybrotherisdead,”Sqalosays.

Hisheartbeatsdrums.HewastalkingtoThakasa

notsolongagoandhedidn’tmentionanything.



“Whichbrother?”heasks.

“YouBandlalethu.Youaredeadtome.Iwasborn

thisway,nonumberofprostitutesyou'regoingto

sendtohavetheirwaywithmewillchangethefact

thatI'm GAY.I'llneverforgiveyou,from today

onwardsIonlyhavetwobrothers.”Heshedsanother

tearandwalkstohisbed.Heslowlyclimbsonand

pullsupthecovers.

“Sqalowait…”HewalkstowardsthebedbutSiqalo

burieshishead.BeingdisownedbySiqaloisnot

whatscareshim,he’sscaredofwhatthiscoulddo

tothefamily,toSiqalo’sfuture.

“MakesureThakasadoesn’tfindoutaboutthis.I

don’tknowhowyou’regoingtodoit,butthis

gaynessisstayingbetweenyouandMpilo.”It’sjust

acoupleofmonthsbeforetheywritetheirmatric

finals,thenhe’llmakesureSiqaloleavesandpursue

hisstudiesoutoftheprovince.Fornowhehasagirl

tofindandabirthdaytocelebrate.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

Chapter3

KHANYO

Thelookonhisfaceisofdisgust,probablybecause

I’m wearingatightandskinnytop.Idon’tknowwho

hethinksheis.Theownerofabuilding,maybe.Or

ourfather.Thismanhasbeentryingtotellushowto

liveourlivesandchasingawayourmaleguests

sincewemovedhereayearago.Nolwazialways

remindshim thathe’snotourfathernortheowner

ofthebuilding,he’sjustasecurityguard.

“NtanzihowcanIhelpyou?”Iask.It’snoteveryday

thathejustshowsupatourdoor,unlessifit’sfor

shouting.

“MrManqeleisheretoseeyou.ShouldIsendhim

in?”heasks.

IcrackmyskulltryingtorememberanyManqele

thatIknow,butIcan’trememberany.

“HesaidhewantstoseeKhanyo?”Iask.



Adeepsighofboredom.He’ssuchanoldpieceof

work.Somuchattitudeinagrownup!

“Yougavehim yourwatchandhe’sheretobringit

back.Youwon’trememberbecauseyou’realways

highondrugs.”

Mameshane!I’m everythingbutIdon’tdodrugs.

AnywayIwon’twastemypreciousbreathonhim.He

needstogetlaid.

“Tellhim tocomein,”Isaybeforeturningawayand

leavinghim atthedoor.

Guguappearswithatowelwrappedaroundher

waistandabra.

“Whowasthat?”sheasks.

“Yourfather.”Irollmyeyesandresumemycooking.

Todaywehavenoplans,soI’m goingtocookrice

andchickenstewandmakesomesalads.Welive

mostofourlivesontake-outsandalcohol.

Shejumpsonthekitchenstool,poursherwineand

chatsonherphone.She’saddictedtothem;wine

andphone.



There’sanotherknockatthedoor.Itmustbethe

manwhowantstoseeme.

“Gugugetthedoor,myhandsaremessy,”Isay.

AsrebelliousandwildasIam,Istillknowmy

mother’srecipesbyhead.Iknowmywayaroundthe

kitchen.Ifwehostaguest,whichhappensonceina

fullmoon,I’m alwaysthechef.IfI’m nottoodrunk

onChristmas,Ihelpmybrother’swifepreparelunch

forthefamily.

“Khanyo,”Gugucallsbehindme.

Igrabadishcloth,wipemyhandsandturnaround.

Myeyespopoutoftheirsockets.It’sthesuitguy

thatIgavemywatch.Thecab,Imean,C-Classdriver.

Todayhe’snotwearingasuit,he’sinawhiteshirt

thathugshismusclesandgreypants.Inhishandhe

hasthecarkeys,phoneandmywatch.

Ididn’tthinkI’deverseehim again.Nottomention

toseehim insidemyflat.

“It’syou…hello.”Idon’tknowifI’m shockedbyhis



presenceorfreakedout.Butsomethingis

happening,myhandsaresqueezingthedishclothfor

dearlife.It’shisbeard,orthatdeepsetofeyes,or

theNazarethaurahebrings.

Hislipscrackintoasmileforhalfasecondthenit

disappears.

“HiNokukhanya,”hesays.

GuguandIsharealook.Heknowsmyname?

Shembeyourchildisweird.

Nolwazi’svoicebreaksintotheroom;“GuysIfound

mydildo.”

Noooo!Earthopenupandswallowmenow.

Shestopsdeadonhertrackswithapinkdildoinher

handandstaresatthemanstandinginthemiddleof

ourkitchen.

“Oh,helloMrBeard.Youguysdidn’ttellmewehave

aguest.”

Cansheatleasthidethethinginherhand?Theman

islookingather,hedoesn’tseem tobefazedbythe

dildo,he’sjuststaringatherlikehestaresatany



livingcreature.

“I’m sorryIcameunannounced.Itwasanurgent

situation.”Heturnshiseyestome.Iguessthe

urgentsituationconcernsme.Didmywatchgive

him nightmares?

“Urgentsitu…?”

“I’m BandlalethuManqele,yourcabdriver,”hesays,

narrowinghiseyebrowtomotivatemymemory.

Irememberhim verywell.It’sjustthatIdidn’texpect

toseehim againandIdidn’tknowhisname.

“That’sanicename,”Nolwazisays.Thedildoisstill

inherhand.Evenifhewantedtoaskforwater,now

hewon’t.He’llthinkwehavedildosfloatinginside

sinks.

“Sowhathappensifyoueatwarm foodonSaturday

before6pm?”Nolwazihasnostopper.She’salready

madethiswholesituationawkwardwithadildo,now

she’saskinghim athousandsenselessquestions.

Iclearmythroat,“Guyscanyouexcuseusfora

second?”



Gugugrabsthebottleofwineandherglassand

leaves.NolwaziisstillstaringatBandla.Inarrowmy

eyesather,shethrowsbackherheadinannoyance

andleaves.

There’ssomereliefinmybones,butitdoesn’tlast

thatlongwhenmyeyesturntoMrBeardstaringat

me.

“Ummm,soMrBea…ImeanBandlalethu,whatcanI

doforyou?”

“It’smybirthday,”hesays.

ForasecondI’m notsurewhattosay.Thereareso

manypeoplewhowerebornonthisdaybutnoneof

them cametoreporttome.

ButthenI’m ahuman;“Happybirthdaytoyou…

Happybirthdaytoyou…Happybirthdaytoyou…

Happybirthdaytoyou,”Ising.

SomebodygivememyGrammyaward.Thatwas

epic,goldenbuzzkindofperformance.

“ThankyouKhanyo.”He’ssmiling,forrealthistime.

Itlastsmorethanaminute.



“Soyoucametotellmethatit’syourbirthday?”Iask.

“Andtogivebackyourwatch.”Heextendshishand

andgivesthewatchtome.

“ButIstilldon’thaveR3000topayyoufortheride,”I

say.

“Maybeyoucancomeandcelebratemybirthday

withme.”

“Comewithyoutowhere?Whatifyoukidnapgirls

andtradethem toRussiaassexslaves?”

“Thenyou’dbeonyourwaytoRussiatoday.You

would’vebeenshippedyesterdaymorningwhileyou

weredrunk.”

Ihateitwhenpeopleareright.Hehasapoint,it’s

toolateformetoactlikeacautiouscitizen.

“Whyme?Whydon’tyougoandcelebratewithyour

friendsandfamily?”Iask.

Hechecksthescreenofhisphone,fortimeIguess.

Thenhelooksup,“Iwillbringyoubackbefore6pm.

Yourfriendswilltakemycarregistrationnumber,ifI

tradeyoutoRussiathepolicewillknowhowtotrack



medown.”

Ifeellikehe’ssayingthelastsentencetomockme.I

throwthedishclothatthesinkwhilemyheadand

heartholdashortconversation.

“Okay,givemefiveminutes,Ineedtochange,”Isay.

“Changeintoadress,”hesays.

Istopandlookbackathim withmyeyebrowraised.

IsheNtanzi’sson?

“Didyoubuymeadress?”Iask.

He’spushinghislucknow.It’sgenerousofmetogo

celebrateastranger’sbirthday,andnow‘it’wantsto

dictatewhatIwear.

“Sorry…canIsitonthechairwhileIwait?”heasks.

“Yeah,sure.”

Ishouldofferhim adrinkbutIdon’tthinkwehave

anythingotherthanwineandOros.AndIdon’tthink

he’dappreciatedrinkingfrom thesameglassthat

wetouchafterholdingdildos.



TwopairsofeyesstareatmeasIwalkinsidemy

bedroom.It’satwobedroom flat,GuguandIshare

whileNolwazihasherown.

“HowdoyouknowMrBeard?”-Nolwazi.

“Ishegone?Whywashehere?”-Gugu.

Idon’tknowwhotoanswerfirstandIstillneeda

momenttobreatheandcollectmyscatterednerves.

“He’sinvitingmetohisbirthdaycelebration,”Isay

afteramoment.

“Aparty?”Nolwaziasksexcitedly.

“Idon’tthinkit’saparty.Maybedinnerorsomething.

AnywayIneedsomethingtowear,preferablya

dress,”Isay.

GuguistheGert-JohanCoetzeeofthistrio.HerandI

arethesamesize,thoughI’m abittallerthanherbut

wesharemostofourclothes.Shegoesthroughthe

wardrobeandpullsoutatealbodycondressthat

sheworelastyearforherdatewithacertain

politician.Nolwaziistwosizessmallerthanus,

she’s28,sheonlywearsourclotheswhenshewants



tolooklikeahobo.

“Nobra!”GuguyellsbeforeIdisappearinthe

bathroom withthedress.

“Nopantytoo,”IhearNolwazisayingbeforeIshut

thedoor.Ican’thelpbutlaugh.Yesthemanlooks

andsmellsrich,butI’m nothookingupwithhim.I

alsodon’tthinkhehasanythinglikethatinmind.

He’sprobablymarriedwithfivekids,ifnotmore.He

couldbeapolygamisttoo,that’showtheyare.

ThedoorshiftsopenasIdrawmyeyebrowsinfront

ofthemirror.It’sGugu,shethrowsapairofheelson

thefloor.She’sasweetheart,nowIjustneedto

brushmyhair.It’smyhairbecauseIboughtit.It

couldbelongtoadeadBraziliangrannyorstripper,

eitherwayIdon’tcare,theyalsotakethingsfrom

Africa.

Done!Itakeonelastglanceatmyreflectiononthe

mirrorandsmileinsatisfaction.Ilookbeautifulfor

myself,notforhim.Imayhavewornadressto

pleasehim sinceit’shisbirthday,butlookingpretty

whensteppingoutofthehousehasalwaysbeena



prioritytome.

MymotheralwayssaidIcaremoreabouthowmy

facelooksthanhowmyfuturelooks.Whichwas

verymuchtrue,butitworkedinmyfavoreventually.

I’m amongstamillionofunemployedSouthAfrican

youthbutIhavemeansofputtingfoodonthetable.

No,I’m notaprostitute.Idosleepwithmenin

exchangeofluxuryandmoney,butthatdoesn’t

makemeaprostitute.Menalsosleepwithwomen

forvariousbenefitsandnobodyattachesanylabel

tothem.WhatIreallydoforalivingwithNolwazi

andGuguisbuyandsellbeddingsandcurtainsfor

ridiculouslyhighprices.Wehaveourtargetmarket

thatexcludestownships.Ifwearereallybrokewe

joinnetworkmarketers,whichsometimesleadsus

intoscammingpeople.It’stoughouthere.Gugualso

planevents,NolwaziandItagalongtohelphereand

there.Otherthanthat,wedon’thavestablejobs.We

wakeupandlookpretty.

Heheardfootstepsandliftedhisheadup.Thereare

furrowedlinesonhisforeheadasifhe’sbeen



engrossedintosomethingawfuloverthatphone.

“Thatwasanhour,”hesays.

Doesn’thehaveawifeorsisters?Fiveminutesis

onehourinthewomen’sworld.

“Wemaygo,”Isay.

Hegetsoffthechairandstandsup.Mywandering

eyeslandonhisfrontbutIquicklyliftthem beforeI

looklikeafreak.

He’sstaringatme.It’sveryoddwhenhedoesit

becausehejustlooksintoyoureyes,doesn’tblinkor

turnhiseyesawayevenwhenhe’scaught.Maybe

it’snormaltostareatpeoplewherehecomesfrom.

Iturntothedoor,escapingthepenetratingstare.

“Sohowoldareyoutoday?”Iask.

“I’m ayearolder,”hesays.

That’saclever,yetverystupidwayofansweringmy

question.ButIdon’tcareabouthisageanyway.I

makeamentalnotetosendtheregistrationnumber

ofhiscarbeforeweleave.Inthiscountryyoucannot

trustanyone,notevenpastors.



It’sthesamecar,mypersonalcab.

Mthonga3-ZN-IsendbothtoGuguandNolwazi.

“Playingitsafe?”heaskswithasmirk.

Ididn’trealizehewaswatching.

“Yourinstructions,”Isay.

“Theseatbelt,”anotherinstruction.Idoastold.His

carisverycomfortable.I’m agirloffirstclassthings,

eventhoughI’m athirdclasscitizen.

Ntanziiscrossingthestreet,headingbacktothe

building,probablytopokehisnoseoneveryone’s

business.

Irolldownthewindowandwingoutmyelbowfor

him tosee.Hestandsandwatchesasthecardrives

away.Onedaythismanwillsleepandnotwakeup

becauseofunnecessarystressheburdenshisheart

with.Orhisheartwouldstoppumpingbloodand

pumpsallthesenewshegoesaroundsniffing.Then

hisorganswouldfail,thosehegossipstowillrush

him tothehospitalandthedoctorwouldturnoutto



bethesamemanhegossipedaboutandjudgedin

1997,andhe’dgivehim wrongmedicine.

“Helookslikeagoodman,”saysBandla.

Agoodwhat?Iletoutachuckle.

“Ifagossip,dictatingandjudgmentalmanisagood

one,thenIguesshe’sagoodman.”

Hejustglancesatmeandkeepsquiet.Irollupthe

window,mymissionhasbeencompleted.

“Whereishome?”heasks.

“Bergville,”Isay.

“Zwelisha?”

Ifrown,unfortunatelyhecan’tseeme,he’sstaringat

theroad.

“Yes,howdoyouknow?”Iask.

“Iguessed,”hesays.

Idon’tbelievehim butI’m notinterestedin

interrogatinghim.WeareheadingtotheNorth

Beach.It’sverybraveofmetoberelaxedlikethis,I

don’tevenknowwhereI’m beingtakento.



HeparksinfrontofLingela.I’vebeenherebefore,

onceortwice.Theyservethebestprawns.Iwonder

ifheeatsthem orwearejusthereforlambchops.

Wearewelcomedbyawhitewaiterwhointroduces

himselfasXavier.Heleadsustoatablesetfortwo

people.Seeminglytheyhavenocustomerstoday,

thebusinessisdown.

“Mygosh,it’ssoempty.Peopleareeitherbrokeor

nothappywiththeirrecipes.Imeanit’sjustthetwo

ofus,”Ibabbleout,scanningmyeyesaroundthe

emptyrestaurant.Eventheirstaffisshort,it’sjust

Xavierandtwoladies,excludingthekitchenstaff

thatIcan’tseefrom here.

“Maybe,”heshrugshisshoulders.

“Orthey’reclosingdowntherestaurantsoon.”Ilook

around,castingmyeyesonthewalls.Thereshould

beawrittennoticeorsomething.

“Aren’ttheysupposedtohaveanoticethough?”I

ask.



Hecockshisheadtotheside,“Maybetheyforgot,”

hesays.

Hehasapoint,eventhoughIfeellikehe’smocking

mebetweenthelines.

Wehaveourstarters,marinatedmussels,anddrinks.

BydrinksImeanfreshlysqueezedfruitjuice.Ifeela

lowpinchofsympathytowardsorphanedbottlesof

beverages.Itmusthurtbeingkeptinsidefreezing

refrigeratorsthewholeday.Theycouldhaveanice

tripdownmythroatandawarm placeinmy

stomach.

Themaincoursearrives.Ourcutleryiswrappedin

ribbons,theyhaveblownballoonsandturnedonsoft

Jazzmusic.Iguesstheyknewabouthisbirthday.

Oh,beforeIforget,wearehavingroaststeakand

boerwors.Yes,Icameallthiswayforaboerwors.

Prawnsareeatingthemselvesinthekitchen.

“I’m 29,”hesays.

Iwaslostinamoment.Ilookupwithaslightfrown.



“I’m reallygrown,hey,”hesays.

“Oh,yesyouare.Youareabouttoturn30,mostof

yourpeersspendtheirbirthdayswiththeirwivesand

children.”Ihavenoideawherethatcamefrom.

Buthedoesn’tseem offended.

“AndI’m spendingminewithyou.‘Most’blendsin,‘I’

standsout,”hesays.

Xavierandhiscolleagueshavedisappeared.Now

it’sjustmeandhim.Somethingisveryoddabout

this.

“Sowhydidyoubringmehere?”Iaskandraisemy

handup.“Don’tsaytocelebrateyourbirthday

becauseI’m notyourfriend.”

“Tocelebratemybirthday,”hesays.

Hedoesn’tlisten,neh?

“Isaiddon’tsaythat,”Isay.

“Whatdoyouwantmetosay.”

“TellmewhyI’m here.Youdon’tknowmeandIdon’t

knowyou.WejusthadalittleencounterwhileIwas



drunk,nothingmuch.”

“Littleencounter?Mmm.”Hecutshismeatandeats

asifhedoesn’thaveaquestionhangingaroundhis

head.Iwon’tgetmyanswertoday.

Xavierappearsagain,withachocolatecakeandtwo

bowlsofice-cream withsweettoppings.

It’shisbirthdaycake.Ismile,Idon’tknowwhy.

Maybebecausehe’sdoingthisallforhimself.Talk

aboutindependency!Heevenorderedacakefor

himself.

“Youeatcake?”heasks.

“Yes,”Isay.

Hepassestheknifetome.Itakeitandlookathim

inconfusion.

“Cutit,”hesays.

Wow.Ilaughbeforesayinganything.Mybirthdayis

onthe12thofJanuary.Ihardlycelebrateit,because

duh,Januaryisacabbagemonth.UnlessifIhookup

withsomeoneinDecemberandhe’srichenoughto



arrangesomethingformybirthday.

“It’syourbirthday;makeyourwish,blowthecandle

andcutthecake.”

Herollsuponesleeveofhisshirtandleansoverthe

cake.

“MywishisforKhanyotocutmycake,”hesaysand

blowsthecandle.

Whatthehell!Hedoesn’ttakebirthdaywishes

seriously.Iwould’vewishedforfiveLottonumbers,

richboyfriendandcardonationfrom Toyota.

“Youdon’ttakelifeseriously.”Ishakemyheadand

cutouttwopieces.Mineisbiggerthanhis,Ionly

realizeasIsitdown.He’llbestrong,mendon’tlike

cakesanyway.

Ihaven’tbeenthisfullinalongtime.Heasked

Xaviertowrapsomefoodforhim.Hesaidit’sforhis

boy.

“Nowwherearewegoing?”Iask.

Heglancesatthescreenofhisphone.



“I’m takingyoubacktoyourflat.Doyoumindifwe

startatthehotel?Ineedtograbmyjacket.”

Laughterisgoingtochokeme.Menstillusethisline?

Aretheynotsupposedtocreatetheirsasthenew

generation,Imeanourgrandfathersusedthislineto

trickourgrandmothersintotheirbedrooms.

“What’sfunny?”heasks.

“You…youarefunny.AnywayIdon’tmind,let’sgo

andfetchyourjacket.”

“Thankyou,”hesaysinaconvincinggenuinevoice.

I’m notsureifit’spretenseorhemissedthetravesty

inmyvoice.

Thedriveissilent.Itaketheopportunitytofillinmy

friendswhoarestillinthedarkaboutthistrip.It’s

funnythatIstillcan’tanswerwhoheiswhenthey

ask.BandlaManqelefrom where?Whatdoeshedo

foraliving?Maritalstatus?

“Areyouokay?”heasks.

Ishiftmyeyesawayfrom him.Unlikehim,Idon’t

finditnormaltostareatpeopleforlong.



“Justthinking,”Isay.

“Inganeengakhaliifelaimbelekweni,speak,”hesays.

Ishakemyhead,maybeit’snotthatimportantfor

metoknowallthenitty-grittyabouthim.

Wegetintohishotelroom.Timeformetopayback

fortheboerworswithmybody.LifeinSouthAfrica!

Forfeedingyoua2cm wors,menwillexpectyour

warm,cinnamon-tightcookieinreturn.Ishould’ve

known.

Hesitsonthebedandmakesaphonecall.

“I’m back,Ibroughtyoufoodandapieceofmy

birthdaycake,”hetellsthepersonwhoseresponseI

cannothear.Hisfacechangesafterthephonecall,

morelikehesinksinthedepthsofdejection.He

doestakethejacketoutofhisbag,buthedoesn’t

putiton,heholdsitinhishandsandstaresatit

absent-mindedly.

“Areyouokay?”Iask.

Helooksatmeandsnapsoutofit.Hewalksbackto



thebedandsits.

There’ssomeoneatthedoor.Hereleasesasigh

beforegoingtoit.

It’sayoungboywhoisaphotocopyofhim.Astupid

sideofmefirstlyassumesthatit’shisson,thenI

rememberthathe’sonly29,hecan’thaveasonso

grown.

“ThisisSqalo,mylittlebrother.”Helooksathim and

pointsatme.

“ThisisNokukhanya,”hetellshim.

“I’m notinterestedinyourprostitutes,”theboysays,

grabbingwrappedfoodparcelsandmakinghisway

out.Ialwayshearaboutrichkidshavingnorespect

orregardforotherpeople.Ijusthadmyown

experienceofthat.

“I’m sorry…aboutthat.He…he…heis…isgoing

through…throughsomestuff.”Heputshishands

overhisforeheadinfrustration.Hischestis

bouncingupanddown.WhenIseehiseyesturning



redIrealizethathe’sangryandhehasastuttering

problem whenhe’sfrustrated.

“It’sokay,I’vebeencalledworsenamesbefore,”I

say,hopingitwillcalm him down.

Idon’ttrusthistype,myunclehadthesameproblem

withhisspeech.Whenhegotangrywordschoked

him,he’dstamphisfootdownandsweat.Italways

endedwithsomeoneontheground,gettingpunched.

Stutteringcomeswithashorttemper.

Igrabhisface,heliftshisbloodshoteyesandlocks

them withmine.Iclosemyeyesandbringhisface

closer.Ikisshim,herespondssmoothly,hislipsare

softerthanIexpected.He’saZambuckgang.Ipush

him downonthebedandunbuttonhisshirtwithmy

lipslockedinhis.Ifeelsotinywhenhewrapshis

musclyarmsaroundme.Hesqueezesmybuttand

deepensthekiss.Iwantthistobequick,Idon’twant

ittogettooromantic,butthere’sthisbubblyfeelhis

touchgivesme.Thisthingthatneedsmetoinhale

hisscentandsavorthemoment.Somethingthat

wantstotakeandkeephistasteinme.



“Doyouhavecondoms?”Iwhisperagainsthisear.

Hecameprepared.Hesnatchesapacketandtears

itopen.

“Khanyo,”hecallsmynameinahuskyvoice.

Iopenmyeyesandlookathim.Ialwaysclosemy

eyeswhenkissing.

“Pleaselookatmewhenwekiss,”hesays.

“I’lltry,”Isay.

Heinitiatesthekissagain.There’saneyecontact

thatfeelslikeastaretothedepthsofmysoul.Like

heseesmeforwhatnobodyelsecansee.Hesees

themethatnotevenIrealizedexisted.

Hepositionshimselfbetweenmylegs.I’m warm,

wetandready.

Thealarm inhisphonegoesoff…

Hestops,looksatme,thendropshisforeheadon

mychestwithasigh.

“I’m sorry,”hesaysinalow,almost-inaudiblevoice.

Herollsoffbedandleavesmethere.



I’m notasexfreakoraddict,butdude,I’m nakedand

readytobesmashedforeatingtheboerwors.He

turnedmeonjusttoleavemewetandpantingon

bed.

Ifixmyselfandwaitforhim.TosaythatI’m pissed

wouldbeanunderstatement.

Thatstupidalarm again!

Isnatchthephonetoswitchthedamnthingoff.It

indicatesthatit’sfiveminutesawayfrom 6pm,more

likeit’sremindingorwarninghim.

Urghhh!



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER4

NOTHILE

They’dbeentoIndiaafewmonthsaftergetting

married.AsawomanwhodidCultural&Heritage

Tourism,travelingandlearningothercultureshas

alwaysbeenafunthingforher.Balihasbeenonher

bucketlistforyears,butherhusbandisn’tsomuch

intogallivantingstrangeplacesandeatingforeign

foods.Eventothistrip,he’dattemptedtopullout

twice.ThankstoBandlalethuwhokeptensuringhim

thateverythingwouldbeundercontroleveninhis

absence.

AstheycheckinatVillaPantaiKarang,Thakasais

alreadytiredandannoyed.Allhe’slookingforward

toisawarm bed.He’sfamished,snacksandfood

theyservedthroughtheentiretripdidn’tappealto

him,butnowit’swaybeyondhisdinnertime.

WhateverNothilehasplannedtoorder,hewon’tbe

partofit.Hedragsinhissuitcases,leavesthem on



theflooranddisappearsinthebedroom.

Nothilehasdashedtothebalcony,she’sviewingthe

brightandquietSanur.She’sbeenexcitedaboutthe

beach,it’sallshetalkedabout.Herbagsarepacked

withtenswimwearthatlooktoosluttyforThakasa’s

liking.

“Manqeleee!”Hervoiceechoesasshestrutsback

insidetheroom withhercheekswidelyspreadwith

joy.

Thakasastepsoutofthebathroom infreshclothes.

Eventhoughhefindsnothinginterestingaboutthese

trips,seeinghiswifebeamingwithjoywarmshis

heart.

“There’sanoutsidepool,”shebeamswithacheerful

smile.

Shedoesn’twaitforhisreply,she’sopeningher

suitcaseandgrabbingtwopiecesof‘nothing.’

“Therearepeoplethere.Someofthem areblack.We

havetomingle.”

Thakasarubshisforeheadandsighs.



“MaNtusi,wejusthada27hoursjourney.Ineedto

rest,I’m tired.”

Nothilelooksup.She’sdisappointed.

“Butwecameallthiswaytohavefuntogether,”she

says,displeasedtothecore.

“We’llbeherethewholeweek.It’snotlikethey’ll

drainupthepoolaftertoday.”Heturnstoplughis

laptopandsitsonbed.He’sdonewiththis

conversation,nowit’suptoNothileifshegoesto

thepoolorstayswithhim.

Ofcourse,shestayswithhim.Maybetherecouldbe

otherfunthingstodointhebedroom.Shecame

preparedtogetkinkyandspicy.

Sheclearstheirluggageontheflooranddisappears

withherbaginthebathroom.

She’sbeenwatchingmanymake-uptutorialson

YouTube.Notthatshewantstolooklikeabarbie,

she’lljustenhancehereyebrowsandputalipstick

on.HopefullyThakasawillbecharmed.She

squeezesherselfinalingerie,herbigtitspopping

outinaballooncleavage.Losingweighthasbeen



almostimpossible,butshe’smanagedtoburnsome

fats,finallysteppingdowntosize36.It’ssucha

hugeaccomplishment.

Alright!Sheexercisesherbreathsbeforestrutting

outofthebathroom inblackstilettos.

Thakasaisonhislaptop,respondingtotheemails.

Nothilemadeclearinstructionsthatwhilethey’re

here,he’snotallowedtodoanythingworkrelated,

exceptminglingwithpeoplethisside.Butworkis

theonlythingthattakeshismindoffhisstressful

life.

“Manqele!”Nothilecallsinadispleasedvoice.She’s

beenstandingbythebedforminutes,ankles-

crossed,withherhandgrabbingherwaistsexily.

Helooksup,hisforeheadinstantlyfurrowsintoa

hugefrown.

“Heycutie,”–Nothile.

“MaNtusi?Hhayi-bo!”

Herbodyfreezes.Thisisnotthereactionshe



expected.It’snothowtheysaidmenreacttoa

womaninlingerie.Theysaidtheirjawsdroponthe

floorandtheydevouryoubeforeyoucanevenspell

outtheword‘condom’,whichobviouslydoesn’t

applytothem.

“Sowhatdoyouthink?”sheasksinasteadyvoice,

eventhoughherchestispounding.

“You’renotgoingoutlookinglikethis,”hesayswith

fullauthority.

“I’m notgoingtothepool,wearecreatingourpool,

hereonthisbed.”

“Huh?”Hesitsup.

Nothilemassageshercleavageandlicksherlower

lip.Thakasaletsoutasoftchuckleandliesbackon

thepillow.

“Maybetomorrow.I’m tiredMaNtusi,”hesays.

Notthisagain!Healwayscomesupwithlame

excuses.

“ManqeleI’m tryinghere.Howam Igoingtoget

pregnantifyoudon’twanttomakelovetome?”



She’sfumingbuthervoiceisstillkeptlow.This

marriagehastestedherineverypossibleway.She’s

alwaysmakingefforts,ignoringsignsandsacrificing

herselfforthem towork.

“That’swhatyoudon’tgetNothile.It’sbeenmonths

sincewelastmadelove,wejustfucksothatyou

canhavemysperm.You’reannoying,pushyand

obsessed.I’m tiredofthisbabytalk,Icannoteven

breathe!”Heclapshishandsandgruntsangrily.

“Butyou’renottiredwhenyoucheat,”shesaysina

lowwhisperbeforeturningaroundandheading

towardsthebathroom.

“Whatdidyousay?”Thakasajumpstohisfeetand

followsher.

“Isaidyou’renottiredwhenyoucheat.I’m notstupid

Manqele.”

Hispalmsstartsweating,buthe’snotsellinghimself

out.He’lldeny,swearanddieifhehasto.

“Youareinsultingmerightnow,”hesays.

“Youcansithereandchattoyourside-chick,I’llbe



outofyourhairinaminute.”Sheproceedstothe

bathroom,leavinghim groundedonthesamespot

withahugefrown.

Fiveminuteslatershewalksoutinadressand

sleepers.Sheopensherbagandtakesourherjacket

andcellphoneandheadsout.

Thakasaisleftinmisery.Hewascareful,noteven

hisbrothersknowaboutthis.Howdidshefindout?

HeneedstoendthingswithNomkhosibeforethis

gettohismother’sears.He’sendedthingswithher

manytimesinthepastbuthealwaysfindshisway

backtoher.There’sapartofhisheartthatshe

occupies.Hecannotdefineitbutwheneverhetries

tostayawayhefeelsthegap.Theirrelationshipis

different.Itdoesn’thaveanyrules.It’soutofhis

normalcyandchallengingtoventureon.He’shadto

stepoutofhiscomfortzonesomanytimes.He’s

donethingsheneverthoughthe’ddobecauseofher.

Buthe’sneverfelttornbetweenherandhiswife.

He’llneversacrificehismarriageforher.Hemade

thatclearbeforetheyevenbegan,hewasnever



goingtoleaveorjeopardizehismarriage.Hewas

nevergoingtocancelhiswife’scalljustbecause

he’swithher.

Hetakeshisphoneandtypesalengthytext,

explaininghisreasontocallitoff.

**You’rebreakingupwithmebyalousytext?I’m not

acollegestudent.Whatevershityougottasayfor

yourself,you’llcomeandsayittomyfaceThakasa**

Hereadsherresponseoverandoveragain.Whyis

heattractedtoheragain?Therearemanysane

womenhecanhavefunwithifhewantstoescape

hisshakymarriage.OnethingaboutNomkhosiis

thatshedoesn’tknowherplaceasawoman.She

talkstohim anyhowshepleases.Somethinghis

wifewouldneverdo,nomatterhowangrysheis.

**Okaywe’lltalkwhenI’m backinthecountry**

Hesendshisreplyandclearstheirchathistory.At

thispointhe’snotsureifNothilesnoopedinhis

phoneorhackedhisWhatsapp.

.



.

It’sabitquietaroundthepool.Peoplehavereturned

backtotheirrooms,exceptforafewcouple

checkingouttheplaceandtakingpictures.

Hersisterhasbeensendingmessagesand

requestingpictures.Theonlypictureshehasisthe

onetheytookinaplane.Hersisadream marriage,

that’swhathersisterandfriendsthink.Theydon’t

knowaboutthechallengesshe’sfacedeversince

thefamilyraisedthebabysubject.

Shedipsherfeetinsidethepoolandcloseshereyes

toallowitscoolnesstocalm herdown.

“Hello,”thevoicesaysbehindher.

Whoeveritis,heneedstoleave.She’snotinthe

moodtosocialize.

“Fusegi,”saystheperson.

Nowsheopenshereyesandturnsaroundtosee

thisdisrespectfulperson.

It’sadarkmanwithaGerman-cutandinkedarms



peekingfrom hisshirt.Whenherfieryeyesmeethis,

hecracksintolaughter,revealingasetofpurewhite

teeth.

“Whatdidyousay?”sheasks,stillunawareofthe

joke.

“Iwasjusttestingifyou’reablackwomanfrom

SouthAfrica,anditturnsoutyouare.Unjanindoni

yamanzi?”

Shesighsoutinreliefandchuckles.He’stoooldand

tootallforsuchstupidity.

“I’m good.Couldn’tyoujustaskifI’m aSouth

Africanornot?AnywayI’m NothileKaNtusi

Manqele.”

“Marriedwoman?”Hesmirksandlowershimself

nexttoher.She’sjusttootiredtochasehim awayor

maintainthemarriedwomanidentity.Sowhatifshe

sitswithastrangemaninapool?Thakasadoesn’t

care.

“ManduloNyathifrom KwaMashu,”hesaysand

extendshishandforashake.



“AndwhatmadeyouleaveKwaMashu?”sheasks.

Helaughs,“I’m onavacation,justtoclearmyhead

andspendmymoneyonmyself.Andyouareona

honeymoon,Iguess.”

“I’m pastthatstage,”shesays.

“You’renotherewithyourhusband?”

“Iam.It’salongstory.”Heraiseshiseyebrow,but

she’snotabouttoopenupabouthermarital

problemstoamanshejustmet.

Amomentofsilencepasses,they’rejustkicking

waterandwatchingcouplestakingpictures.

“Well,I’m divorced.Itwasfinalizedtwomonthsago,”

hesays.

“I’m verysorrytohearthat.Areyoucoping?”she

asks.

“I’m trying.Onestepatatime.IknowImadethe

rightdecision,eventhoughadaptingtoanewlifeis

harderthanIthought.ButI’m enjoyingthisnew

freedom.”

“Freedom,yousay,”shechucklesandlooksaway.



“Yes,freedom.Idon’thavetosacrificemy

happinessandpeaceanymore.”

“Goodforyou.Doyouhavechildren?”sheasks.

“Yes,twodaughters,”hesays.

Whycan’tGodgiveherthesame?Nowshedoesn’t

careaboutgivingtheManqelesagrandson,evenif

it’sagirl,aslongassheprovesherworthyasawife.

“Whataboutyou?”Manduloasks.

Whydidshestartthischildrensubject?Itbringsher

nothingbutpain.

“We’restilltrying,”shesays.

Hefrownsslightlybeforecoveringitupwithhis

brightsmile.

“Areyoureadyfortheheadache?”heasks.

“I’m readyforanythingthat’sgoingtomakemea

woman,”shesaysbeforerealizinghowmuchshe’s

toldthisman,yetthey’veonlyknowneachotherfor

afewminutes.

“Tomeyoulooklikeabeautiful,humbleand



intelligentwoman.Whatmakesyouthinkitmakes

youlessofawomanifyou’renotsomeone’s

mother?”

Sheshrugshershoulders,“Isn’tthatwhatmakesa

womancomplete?Youallmarryussothatyoucan

extendyourfamiliesandhavechildrenwho’llcarry

yournames.”

“No,yourdefinitionsofawomanandmarriageare

flawed.Awomanalonedoesn’thavearesponsibility

tobearchildren,sheneedsamantodoso.Even

whenshemeetswithaman,childrenarenot

guaranteed.Youcannotblameyourselfforthat,

you’renotMotherNature,youdon’thavetheupper

handinyourlife.”

Shelooksathim andfrowns.Hecouldbeinhislate

thirtiesorearlyforties.Buthetakesgoodcareof

himself,hisbeardiswelltrimmedandyoucansee

thathe’sfriendlywiththegym.Hisblackshort

revealshislonghairylegsandanklebeltonhisleft

foot.Hedoesn’tmakeacutofmagazinecovers,

neitherdoeshemakelistofAfricanleastattractive

males.He’ssomewherebetweenhandsomeand



average,howeverhispersonalitybloomslikea

flower,andthatwhitesmileofhisbrightensupthe

worldthatsurroundshim.

“Loveisthecoreofmarriage.Youseeusfilingfor

divorceondailybasisbecausewedidn’tmarryfor

love.Wesettledforotherreasons,whenthose

reasonshavebeenfulfilleditbecameemptyand

hopeless,”hesays,hisdeepvoicesmoothened.His

massaginghisringfingerwithappreciationand

gratitude.Hehasadeepunderstandingoflifeand

descriptivewayofillustratingit.

“TrueloveneverendsNothileKaNtusi.Ithasits

highsandlows,butitalwaysbounceback.It’safire

thatcanneverbeextinguished.Itburnsinsideyou

forever.Itovercomesstormsandhurricanes.As

longasit’sthereatthecoreofyourmarriage,itcan

neverturnintoashes.”Helooksather,hiseyes

hauntedwithsadnessandpity.There’sapartofhim

thatdiedwithhismarriage,maybe.

“Unlessifit’snotmutual.Sometimeswegiveour

heartstothewrongpeople.Peoplewhodon’tneed

nordeserveourlove.Thenittakesustoolongto



realizethatandweendupgettingbroken,”hesays.

Thisistoomuchtolistento.It’stoodeep.

“Ishouldgobacktomyroom beforeIfaintbecause

ofhunger,”shesays,stretchingherarmsand

yawning.Shejustwantstoescapethistalk.She

doesn’twantittosinkin.

“Well,Ihavearoastchickenandpapinmyroom,”he

says.

Shefrownsbeforeshelaughs.

“Youarelying.There’snowayyoucould’veflown

foodfrom RSA.”

“Flown?IschooledtheseIndonesianchefs,they

don’tknowanything.”

Shewaitsforhim tosayhe’sjokingbecausethere’s

nowayhecould’vedonethat.

Buthe’snotjoking.Hepickshissandalsandstands

up.

“Wearebrotherandsisterthisside.Getup,”hesays.

Shechecksherphone.Thakasahasn’tevenchecked



wheresheis.Hemustbehappytohavethisprivacy.

Herheartistornbetweengoingbacktotheirroom

andburstinghim whilehe’scallinghisside-chick’s,

anddaringthedevil;leavingwithManduloand

enjoyinghertripassheplanned.

.

.

He’sstillawake,leaningagainsttheheadboardand

staringintospace.Thedooropensandhiswife

finallywalksin.Timereads,1:23am.Heknewthat

she’dcomeback,it’showshe’dbewhenshecame

backthathewasn’tsureof.He’sbeenplanningand

preparinghimselfforthecomingconfrontation.The

possibilityofhisfamily,especiallyhismother,

findingoutaboutthiskillshim.Itleaveshim

breathless.

Shestopsbythedoor,herhandgripsonherjacket

tightlyasshestaresatherhusband.Shelosttrack

oftime,justtomentiontheleastofwhatshelost

tonight.

“Manqe…”



Thakasasitsupaftertakingasighoftemporary

relief.

“MaNtusiplease,let’stalk.”

“Talk?”Nothileaskswithafrown.

Hegetsoffbedandwalkstoher.Hehasn’tslepta

wink.

“ThepromisesImadetoyouwhenyouagreedtobe

apartofmylifestillstand.Andthey’llstandforever.

Iloveyoumywife.IknowthatsometimesIbecome

distant.There’ssomuchpressurefrom work,at

homeand…”

“It’sokay,youdon’thavetoexplain.Letmetakea

quickshowerandcometobed,it’slate.”

Heholdsherarm andpullsherback.Theireyeslock,

hislipscurveintoasmile.

“What’sunderthisdress?”heasksandpecksher

lips.

There’sawayhebrusheshisbeardychinonher

neckthatusuallyturnsheron.Buttodayitscares

herbecausesheknowswhathewants.



“CanImakelovetomywife?”heasks,brushingher

cheektenderlywhilestaringintoherbulgingeyes.

“Maybetomorrow.I’m tiredManqele.”

It’satasteofhisownmedicine.Eventhoughhe

wasn’tproposingthisfrom thedepthsofhisheart,

butbeingturneddownstillstings.

“I’m notcheatingonyouMaNtusi.Youhaveto

believeme,”hesaysdesperately.

Shenodsandwrapsherarmsaroundhiswaist.

“Okaymyeniwami,canIgoandtakeashower

now?”

“Ithoughtyoushoweredbeforeyouleft.”

Sheclearsherthroatandkeepseye-contact,it’svery

importantrightnow.

“YouknowIlovewaterandherewearenotpaying

thebill.”

Hechuckles,“Alright,I’llwaitinbed.You’resleeping

inmyarmstoday.”

Itcouldbegenuineanditcouldbejustguilteating



him up.Butnowthey’reeven,there’snobetteronein

thismarriageanymore.

Handscaressherlowerbody.Shekeepshereyes

firmlyshutandpretendstobefastasleep.

“Ntusiyami,”hisvoicerumblesnexttoherear.Him

callingherlikethisintheweehoursofmorning

underblankets,remindsherofgoodoldtimes.

Timeswhenhecouldn’tgetenoughofher,before

havingababybecameagoalandobsessiontoher.

He’dwakeherupwithtonsofkisses,callsherhis

‘endandbeginning’,andmakesweetlovetoher.

“It’sme,umyeniwakho,vukasthandwasami.”Soft

lipsbrushthesideofherface.Involuntarily,hereyes

opens.Hiseyesarestaringathergently,likeshe’s

themostpreciousthingonearththismorning.

Hetakesherhand,entwinestheirfingerstogether

anddrawsherfacecloser.

“NginamaphuthabutIloveyou.SometimesIlosemy

tonewhenIspeak,sometimesIdon’tthinkand

sometimesIletfrustrationstakeover.Butit’sall



becauseI’m scared.”

“Whatareyouscaredof?”sheasks.

“Oflosingyou.AtthispointIthinkyouwanttohave

childrenmorethanyouwanttobewithme.AtfirstI

thoughtyouweredoingitformebecauseI’ve

alwayswantedkids,butnowithasescalated.

Akusekhomnandi,there’snojoyanymore.Imissmy

wife.”Heliftsupherchin.Hereyesareglitteringwith

tears.Thisisnothowtheybothwantedthingsto

turnout.Marriagewassupposedtobeabedof

roses.Nothilewasn’tsupposedtoopenawindow

fortheotherwoman.Shewasn’tsupposedtopush

him away.

“Let’sfixthingsMaNtusi.Let’sgobacktohowwe

were.Wedon’thavechildrenmaybebecauseI

wasn’tblessedwiththem,orit’sjustnotourtime.

Wehavetriedeverything,I’m tirednow.”

Sheinhalesdeeplyandwipesthedropoftearson

hercheeks.

“Okay,”Herheadstillscreams‘YOUDESERVETOBE

AMOTHER’butmaybesheshouldletloosefora



coupleofmonthsandfocusonmendingher

marriage.

Helinkshisforeheadontohersandsmiles.Heloves

hiswife,that’swithoutanydoubt.

“Mthongaiscomplaining.He’smissinghispancake.

You’restilltakingcareofit,right?”

Heasksthiswheneverhe’sinagoodmood.It’sjust

thatnow…coughs!!!

Hetouchesbetweenherlegs.Shesqueezesher

thighs.Itjustdoesn’tfeelright.Ormaybeshe’sjust

scaredthathemightfeelit.

Hebreathesheavilyandpullsherclosertohis

erection.

“Iloveyou,thatwillneverchange,”hesays.

(I’vebeenexperiencingeyesightproblemsthepast

fewdays.Pleaseforgiveme,I’llbebouncefullyin

time.)



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER5

KHANYO

IfinditstrangethatIdon’thaveBandla’snumber

andhedoesn’thavemineeither.Hegavemearide,

morelikeIhijackedhim intoit,thenheshowedup

thenextdayinmyflatandaskedmetogoand

celebratehisbirthday,thenitwastheendofour

friendship,flingorwhateveritwas.Hedidn’teven

apologizeformakingmehornyandnotofferingthe

serviceafterwards.Hejustdisappeared,cameback

afterthirtyminutesanddrovemebacktomyflat.No

explanation,nonothing.

TellmewhydoIcareabouthavinghisnumber?

Whatcouldwepossiblytalkaboutanyway?

Iventedtomyfriendsandtheyturnedthewhole

thingintoajoke.LikeIshould’veknownthatmenof

histypedon’tengageinsexualactivitiesonFridays

after6pm.Heshouldn’thaveledmeon,period.



“Guysss,”that’sGugu’svoiceyellingfrom thekitchen.

Todayshe’scooking,hopefullywewon’tendupin

hospitalswithdamagedintestines.

“It’sdinner,”sheyellsagain.

“Lunch,notdinneridiot,”IsayasNolwaziandIget

offbedandheadtothekitchen.

Myphoneringsjustaswestepinthekitchen.Idon’t

recognizethenumber,Istepbackandleanbythe

wall.

“Hello,”Ianswer.

“MakhanyiwhereinMusgravedoyoulive?”Holyshit,

it’smybrother’svoice.Ihaven’tspokentohim in

months,whichisn’tverystrangegivenour

relationship.Mymotherwasblessedwithonlytwo

kids.Itcould’vebeenonlyone,Ndulo,butGod

changedhismindafter14yearsandblessedher

withadaughter,me.Ndulogrewupwithhisfather

whowasverysupportivecomparedtomine.AndI

grewupwithmymaternalgrandparents,who

continuedtoraisemeevenaftermymother’sdeath.

Ididmeetmyfathertwicebeforehedied.Hewasan



abnormalmanwithabnormalfamily.Idon’thavea

relationshipwithmyweirdaunts,theyonlyreachout

tomeifthere’saceremonytakingplace.Weare

eithertoodifferentortoosimilar.Wedon’tgetalong.

Bytheway,Idon’thaveanysobstoriestotell.Ihad

averygoodupbringing,Ndulocamehomeevery

monthandgaveusmoney.EvenwhenIfinished

highschool,IenrolledforJournalism atDurban

UniversityofTechnologyandhefinancially

sustainedmewhileIstudied.Butwhenmy

grandparentsdiedtwoweeksapart,Idroppedout

andrebelled.NormallyweuniteonlyonDecember

asafamily;me,Ndulo,hiswifeandkids.Otherthan

that,wearejustsiblingsscatteredintheworldand

livingtheirlivesseparately.

WhichiswhyI’m surprisedtogethiscall.Andhe

wantstocometomyplace?It’sstrange.

“Iwillsendtheaddress,”Isayhesitantly.

Mybrotherisagrownman,asI’vementionedthat

weareadecadeandyearsapart.He’s39,married

withkidsandlivinganhonestlife.HeknowsthatI



drinkbutaroundhim Idon’tgettobeKhanyo.He’s

likemyelder,andhedoesn’ttakeshitmostly.

**Iwillbethereinanhour.Doyouneedanything?**

HetextsbackafterIsendtheaddress.

Yes,Ineedwine.

**Bringanything**Irespond.

Thissurprisevisitmakesmenervous.ThebrotherI

knowwould’vesummonedmetohishouseorhis

father’satKwaMashu.Heknowsmyliving

arrangementwithGuguandNolwazi,whywouldhe

wantstocomehere?

“Whowasthat?”Nolwaziasks.

“Ndulo.He’scomingoverinthenexthour,”Isay.

Theireyespopout.

“He’scominghere?”Gugu.

“Yes,canwecleanalittlebitbeforeweeat?”

“Yes,sure.Ialsoneedtochangeintosomething

sexyandputmake-upon.”Nolwazistillhasacrush

onNduloeventhoughhe’s16yearsolderthanher



andhappilymarried.

“Hewon’tevennoticeyou,”Gugusays.

“ThenI’m goingtodothisdanceforhim.”Sheturns

aroundandtwerks.Theygiggleandargue.Mymind

isrunningwild.I’m tryingtofigureoutwhatmade

him call.Hemadepeacewithmeandmyways.He’s

theresponsibleonewithastablejob,I’m the

hopelessrebelwithnofuture.

Wearrangethefurniture,sweepandclearalcohol

bottles.Nolwazimakesitherdutytodishupforhim

andkeephisfoodinsidethemicrowave.Second

wifevibes!

Hecallswhenhe’soutsideourbuilding,Nolwazi

offerstogoandfetchhim.Idon’tmindher,Iknow

thatmybrotherwouldneverseeawomaninher,

she’sjustalittlesister.

Wesitonthetwo-seaterandwaitinsilence.Guguis

textingherboyfriendswithaglassofOrosinher

handforachange.



Nolwaziisloudlychattingtohim astheywalk

throughthedoor.She’stellinghim abouthernon-

existentbusinessplans.Nduloknowsthatwearea

hopelesstrio,therearenobusinessplansbeingput

together.

“Longlostsister,”hesmilesandopenshisarms.

Helooksdifferent.He’slostsomeweightand

completelychangedhisstyle.ThelasttimeI

rememberhewasamanofformalwearandsuits.

Helooked,walkedandspokelikeaFinancialAnalyst

thatheis.Buttodayhe’swearingpleatedshorts,

scoopneckT-shirtandsneakers.Helookstoo

casualandcarefreeformyliking.Helookslikea

manwho’dentertainmyfriend’ssillycrush.

Ihughim andstandtwofeetsawayfrom him and

stareathim.He’slookingaround,probably

searchingforanyinappropriatesandhiding

boyfriends.

“Isitsafehere?”

I’m notsurprisedthat’sthefirstthingheasks.

“Yes,”Isay.



“Mmmm.”

HenoticesGugusittingonthecouchandsmiles.

“Gugu,right?”Heextendshishandforashakeand

thensitsnexttoher.

“Doyouneedsomethingtodrink?”Nolwazi.

Howgenerousofher?

“Ohyes,please.Ileftyourgroceryinthecar.”He

looksatme.Myeyesarewidenedathislefthand.

Whereishisring?Whydidhetakeitoff?

“NicetoseeyouBhut’Ndulo.Ineedtomakea

phonecall,Khanyocallmeifyouneedhelpwith

anything,”Gugusaysbeforedisappearinginthe

bedroom.

Nolwazialsoleavestomakeadrinkforherfuture

husband.Nowit’sjustmeandhim.

“Areyouokay?”Iaskhim.

“Ah,Makhanyi,don’tevenpretendlikeyoucare.You

changedyournumber,IhadtocallGog’Ndlelatoget

yournewnumber.”



Oh,that!Iactuallylostmyphoneearlierthisyear,I

boughtanewoneandonlyrestoredthenumbersI

couldremember.Hiswasn’toneofthem,and

besides,it’snotlikewewerephonebuddies.

“Idocare,it’sjustthatIgotcaughtupwithlife.

Where’sEmihleandLulu?IsThobekawell?”

“Thekidsarewiththeirmother.They’reokay,”he

says.

Thobekaisnowtheirmother,nothiswife?

“Caretoexplain?”Iask.

Henarrowshiseyes,“Caretoexplain???”

Okay,Iwithdrawmytone.

“Ijustnoticedthatyou’renotwearingyourring.Is

everythingalrightbetweenyouandThobeka?”Iask.

“Weseparated.ItwasfinalizedinJuly.”

Separated?Finalized?

“Divorce?”Myvoicelosescontrol.What

onearth?!



Nolwaziputsatrayoffoodandjuiceonthecoffee-

table.

“Whodivorced?”sheasks,lookingatbothmeand

Ndulo.

Neitherofusanswers.Istillneedtoprocessthis.

WeweretogetheronChristmasandtheylooked

happy.OrIimaginedthem tobe.Theyweremy

happycouple.

“It’syou?”shestaresathim.

Ilovemyfriendtodeathbutsometimesshedoesn’t

knowhowtostayonherlane.

“Yes,it’sme,”Ndulosayswithashrug.

“Ohmygosh,congratulations.Thisisgreatnews.”

TF!!!

“Nolwazipleasegiveussomespace,”Isay.

“Ofcourse,ifyouguysneedanythingjustshout.”

“ThanksforthefoodNolwazi,”Ndulosays.

“Pleasure!”



Canshedisappearalready?Iwatchuntilshe

disappearsinherroom.ThenIturntothisone...

“Youaredivorced?Whathappened?”Iask.

“Therewasathirdpersoninourmarriage.”

Shutthefuckup!Myhappycouple.

“Youcheated?”Iask.

“Isthatwhatyouthinkofme?”heasks.

“Nooffense,butmostlythirdpartiesarebroughtby

menintorelationships.AndThobekadoesn’tlook

like…”ShutupKhanyo!Whyareyouignoringthepain

inyourbrother’seyes?Inhisvoice?Thedrastic

changesinhislooks?

“Mygosh,I’m sosorrybrother.Howdidthateven

happened?”

“Ithappenedforyears,rightundermynose.Itrusted

bothofthem.Mybestfriendandwife,signswere

therebutIignoredthem.”

BestfriendasinMenzi?Godpleasefetchyour

children,blowyourtriumphfrom theeastandflyus

uptoheaven!



“Ineedsomethingtodrink,”wordsescapemymouth

beforeI’m evenaware.

“I’m notheretoburdenyouwithmyproblems.I’m

heretocheckonyou.Areyouwell?Healthy?”

“Yeah,I’m good,”Isay.

“Stillnotconsideringgoingbacktouniversity?”he

asks.

Igivehim alook.We’vehadthisconversationmany

timesbefore.

“Whatisyourproblem Nokukhanya?Doyouwantto

seeapsychologist,maybe?”

There’saknock!ThankGodIcanescapethis

interrogationforamoment.

“Letmeseewhoisatthedoor,”Isay.

Buttheuniversehasotherplans,Nolwazidashes

outoftheroom andheadstothedoor.

“Don’tworry,lwillgetit.”

NduloisstaringatherwithasmileIcannotdescribe.

“Shehasacrushonyou,”Idon’tknowwhatI’m



hopingtoachievebytellinghim this.

“Icouldbeherfather.”Hebreaksachuckleand

shakeshishead.

I’m gladheseesitthatway.Afterwhathe’sbeen

through,Idon’twanthim toturnintoNolwazi’s

blesser.

There’ssomeonehere.Hispresenceisheavilyfelt.

Myheartstartspoundingasmybrotherslowlyturns

hisheadandlooksathim.

IknowbyNolwazi’ssilencethatit’ssomeonewe

didn’texpectorneedatthismoment.

Iturnmyheadaswell.Mysensesdidn’tlie,it’shim

inhisbushy-beardedself.

Whyishehere?Todayoutofalldays?

“Eita!”Ndulosays,lookingathim from headtotoe.

He’snevermetanyofmyboyfriends,sexpartnersor

blessers.HeknowsthatI’m notagoodgirlbuthe’s

nevercaughtmered-handedwithaguy.

Bandlaclaspshishandstogetherandbowshishead.



“Mhlonishwa,”hesays.

Mylipscrackintoasmile.He’ssocute,humbleand

respectful.Ummm…Imean,whatishedoinghere?I

quicklypullmyselftogetherandfrownathim.

Nolwaziclearsherthroat,“Heishereforthe

curtains.”

“Curtains?”Iask.

There’salookshe’sgivingme.

“Ohyes,thecurtains.I’llfetchthem,”Isay.

Bothhim andNduloareconfused.Igetoffthe

couchandhurrytothebedroom.IhearNolwazi

explainingtoNdulothatwesellcurtainsandBandla

isoneofourregularcustomers.

I’m curioustoknowwhathe’shereforthistime.Isit

hissecondbirthday?Andthisthingofhim comingin

unexpectedlyhastocometoanend.Idon’teven

knowhim thatwell.

Itaketwodifferentdesignsthathecanchoosefrom.

Weonlyhavekitchencurtainsleft.Nolwazi’splan



sucksasusual.Heprobablydoesn’tevenneed

curtains.

“MrManqelewehavethesetwodesigns,asyou

knowweonlysellhighquality,thefabricusedhere

comesfrom India,”Nolwaziexplainsassheshow

thecurtainstohim.

He’sjuststunned.Hekeepsstealingglancesat

NduloandI.

Lord,hethinksthathim andIaresomething.

“Thisismybrother,ManduloNyathi.”Whatthefuck

am Iexplainingmyselffor?

Hiseyesmeltwithrelief.Hetakesthecurtainsfrom

Nolwazi’shand.

“Howmucharethey?”heasks.

“You’rearegularcustomerandyoudon’tknowthe

price?”Nduloasks.

Nolwazijumpsintorescue,“Theydifferinprices.

ThesegoforR2000,butbecausehe’sourregular

he’lltakethem forR1500.”

Whaaaaat?That’sdaylightrobbery.Hedidn’teven



wantcurtains,he’shereforme.

“Ilostyourbankingdetails,pleaseprovidethem so

thatIcanmakeanEFT,”hesays.

I’m dumbstruck.Ididn’timaginethethirdtimewe

meettobethisawkward.Mandulowillbeheretill

late.Hedoesn’thaveawifewaitingforhim athome.

Andwestillneedtocatchup,alothashappened

sinceChristmas.

.

.

THEMANQELEHOMESTEAD

Thakasajustarrivedwithhiswife.Hishanddoesn’t

leavehers.Helookshappyforachange.Evenin

picturesitshowsthattheyhadagreattimeinBali.

It’sdefinitelywhatbothofthem needed;sometime

outtoreconnect.

“IhavetohelpMainthekitchen,”Nothilesays,

untanglingherselffrom hisarms.

“Phethyisinthekitchen,helpingher.Gotoourroom



andrest,please,”Thakasaargues.

“I’m justgoingtohelpthem withafewthingsand

thengo,”shesays,givinghim anassuringlook.

He’snotpleasedbuthecannotstopherevenifhe

likes.Hestaresatheruntilshedisappears.

“Sothesparkhasbeenrekindled?”Nkonzoasks,

bringinghim backtotheroom.

“Ihaveneverlovedherless.It’sthefocusthat

shifted,notmyheart,”hesays.

“Thefocusshiftedtowho?”Nkonzoaskswithhis

eyebrowraised.

HeignoresthatquestionandasksaboutSqalo.

“Whyishestillnotbackathome?”

“He’sprobablywithMpiloandstudying,”Nkonzo

says.

“Heshouldstickwiththatboy.He’sagoodfriend,

they’llacetheirexams,”hesays.

“IcalledMawandelastnightandshedidn’tsound

okay.Doyouknowwhat’sgoingonwithher?”



“HowshouldIknow?Iwasn’tinthecountrythe

entireweek.Youshouldbetellingmewhat’sgoing

on.Didyouspeaktoherhusband?”

“Hewasn’thome,”Nkonzosays.

“Wherewashe?Hecannotleavemysisteraloneat

night.”

Nkonzoliftshishandup,“Hey,youcannotdictate

howherunshishouse.Weonlyneedtocheckon

oursister,ifshehascomplaintsthenwecan

intervene.”

“Ihavetogosomewheretomorrowmorning,maybe

wecangotoherlater.”

“Thatsomewhereismoreimportantthanour

sister?”

“It’simportantformeandmymarriage.”

Nkonzostaresathim buthedoesn’texplainany

further.He’sneverbeenthoroughlytransparentwith

them.Maybebecausehehastomaintainthegood

brotherpicture.Hehastobearolemodel,hecannot

breakandgivethem aflawedpicture.Hehastobe



perfect.

There’sacardrivingin.Nkonzopeeksthroughthe

windowandseesthatit’sBandla.

“He’sbackearly.Maybehegotrejected,”hesays.

“He’sseensomeone?”Thakasaasks.

“Ithinkso,butwe’llhavetowaitandseehowitall

goes.”

Bandlawalksinwithcurtains.Theireyeswidenin

shock.TheirmotherandNothiletakecareofsuch

things.Thisgirlissendinggiftsalready?Orit’spart

ofumbondo?

“Wheredidyougetcurtains?”Nkonzoasks.

“Iboughtthem,outofwill.Herbrotherwasthere,so

herfriendpretendedasifIwasacustomerlooking

forcurtains,”hesays.

It’snotajoke,there’snothingfunnyaboutit,but

there’sahugelaughtererupting.

“Whoisthisgirl?”Thakasaasks.He’salsolaughing



buthehascontrol.

Nkonzohashislegsspreadout,he’schokingin

laughter.

“Youwon’tknowherandthere’snothingtotellfor

now,”Bandlasays.

Thakasagiveshim alook.Bandlaisnotsecretive,

thisisthefirsttimehe’sholdingdetailsabouthis

privatelife.Itcouldbethatit’ssomethingseriousor

somethingtoowrong.

“MaKhumalotheresponsiblesonishome,”Nkonzo

yells.

Bandlathrowsthecurtainsonthetableandsinks

downonthecouchwithhishandsoverhishead.He

justwantedtoseeher,evenifitwasforafew

minutes.Ahugwould’vebeenenough.

Makhumaloappears,wipingherwethandswitha

cloth.

“LookMa-K,heboughtcurtains,”Nkonzoleadsher

tothetableandshowsthecurtains.

Bandlalooksannoyed.Hedroveallthewayto



Durbanforlousycurtains!

“Myboy,youboughtyourmothercurtains?Iwish

otherscanlearnfrom you.You’retheresponsible

andhandsomeone.”ShekissesBandla’scheeks

andtakeshercurtainsandleaveshappily.

“Isthisapartofumbondo?”Nkonzo.

“Youareannoying,”hesaysandlooksatThakasa.

“Howwasthetrip?”heasks.

“Itwaswortheverything,”Thakasasays.

“Butyoudidn’tbringcurtains,irresponsibleboy,”-

Nkonzo.

Bandlagiveshim anotherlook.He’ssingleand

miserable,that’swhyhelaughsabouteverything

underthesun.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER6

THAKASA

Helefttheofficearoundbreakfasttimeandwent

home.Notbecausetherewasanemergencyorhe

forgotsomething.Hedecidedtopopinandcheck

onhiswife.There’sabunchofflowersandagiftbag

lyingontheseatnexttohim.He’sdrivingslowly,in

silence,andlisteningtheagonyinhisheart.He

didn’tkeepthepromiseshemadetohimself.He’s

beentryingtobringhimselftomakethatphonecall

tomeetupwithNomkhosifacetofaceasshe

requested,buthealwaysendsupmakingexcuses.

Asitstands,him andherarestilltogether.Hisfear

isthathiswifemightfindoutaboutthis.They’reina

goodplacenow.Hedoesn’tneedNomkhosi

anymore,beinghomewithhiswifeisenough.It’s

thethoughtofmeetingwithherandfallinginto

temptationinsteadofendingthingsthatscareshim.



Heparksbelowthemainhouse,takesoffhis

sunglassesandstepsoutofthecarholdinghis

wife’sgifts.Hismotherisknittingontheveranda,

whensheseeshim approachingshestopsand

staresathim.

“Mntungwa!”hegreetswithasmile.

“WhatdidIdotodeservesuchbeautifulflowers?”

sheasks,adjustingherglasses.

Thakasalaughs,“Yourgenerationknowsnothing

aboutflowers.BabaonlybroughtyouTofoluxand

beads.WhywouldIscareyouwithflowers?Istill

loveyouverymuch.”

“Iwonderwhatmakesyouchildrenthinkourtimes

wereboring.Yourfatherwasmoreromanticthan

anymaninthisvillage.Look,you’reheretogiveyour

wifeflowersbutyourshirtisnoteventucked

properly.Whosechildareyou?”

Thakasaignoresthatremarkandwalksinsidethe

houselaughing.

Hefindshiswifestandinginthemiddleofthedining

room asifshe’sbeenelectricshocked.



“MaNtusi,”hewalkstoherandgivesheralightpeck

onthecheek.

Sheonlynodsinresponse.

“Areyouokay?Whydoesitlooklikeyou’vebeen

crying?”He’scheckingheroutandpanicking.His

eyeslandonawhitetubesquashedinherhand.He

knowswhatitis,they’veusedtonsofthem inthe

past.

“MaNtusiIthoughtwehadanagreement.Itwill

happenwhenthetimecomes.Themoreyoutest

andcryyoureyesoutisthemoreIfeellikeafailure.

You’rehurtingmebydoingthis.”Heputsflowers

andthegiftbagonthediningtableandsnatchesthe

pregnancytesttubefrom herhand.

“Thispressureyou’regivingusisnotnecessary.”

He’sannoyedbuthe’stryingnottoshowit.He

headstothebathroom tothrowitinthebin,onlyfor

hiseyestoglanceatitandnoticesomethingstrange

beforehedoes.

Hestopsdeadonhistracksandliftsitup,hiseyes

narrowed.Twolines?Heturnsaroundquicklyand



runsbacktoNothile.

“Sthandwasamididyouseethis?”heasks,almost

outofbreath.

He’soverwhelmedwithfear,joyandsadness.

“I’m pregnantManqele.”She’sstillshocked.Thisis

whatshe’sbeenprayingfor.Ithashappened.She’s

becomingamother.Itjustdoesn’tsinkin.Whynow?

Outofalltimes,now.

Thakasafallsdownonhisknees,holdsherlegand

burieshisheadonhertremblinglegs.

Hekeepssaying;“Thankyou…thankyou.”

Nothileliftshim up.Theyhugforwhatfeelslike

eternity.Thakasaisnotanemotionalperson,thisis

thefirsttimeshe’sseenhim thisbareandemotional.

“You’vemademeamanamongstmen.Idon’tknow

howI’lleverthankyouMaNtusibecauselovingyou

isnotenough.”Heholdshershouldersandlooksat

herwithtearyeyes.

“No,thankyouandtherestingeldersfortrustingme

tocarryoneofyourown.”Godknowshowmuchshe



wishesittobetrue.Ithasto,otherwiseit’stheend

ofhermarriage-ofherlife.

“Ifitwasn’tyou,whowasitgoingtobe?You’rethe

onlyMrsManqelethatThakasawouldeverbring.

Thereisnooneelse,therecanneverbe.”Hebrings

herfacecloser,wipestearsruiningherprettyface

andkissesherliketheworldiscomingtoanend.

Hefinallybreaksthekissandstaresintohereyes.

He’sthehappiestmanintheworld.

“Therecanneverbe,yousaid?”Nothilesayswitha

smile.Seeingherhusbandoverjoyedlikethisgives

herthesatisfactionshe’sbeenlongingfor.Nowit

feelslikeshe’ssatisfiedherdutiesashiswife.

Whateverhappens,Thakasahastobethefatherof

thisbaby.Atallcosts.Hewasjustexhausted,being

afatherwasstillinhisdreams.

“MaNtusiIchoseyouinbroaddaylight.Youaremy

endandbeginning.Inmyheartyourule.”

“ButIdon’truleyourbody,”shesays.

Heswallowshard.Shesurelyknowshowtospoila

goodmoment.



“That’snottrue,”hisvoiceisnotfirm ashesays.

Sheturnsherbackonhim andopensthegiftbaghe

brought.It’sadiamondbraceletandapairof

matchingearrings.

“She’stall,fairinskinandfullfigured,eventhough

she’sslimmerthanme.Isthatwhatattractedyouto

her?Thatshewasslimmer?”sheasksasshefits

thebracelet.Hertonedoesn’tmatchthequestion.

It’snothearsaysorsuspicions,sheknows

Nomkhosi.

“OnedayIcametotheofficetothebringyoulunch.

OtherbrotherswereinCapeTown,itwasarainy

FridaysoIthoughtIshouldsurpriseyouwithwarm

food.Shewassittingonyourlapinsideyouroffice,

Manqele.Youhadyourarm aroundherwhilefeeding

herstrawberries.”

Hischesttightens,restraininghim from sufficient

breath.Hewascaughtred-handed!Nomkhosihas

beentohisofficewhenhisbrothersareaway.How

couldhebesocareless?

“Isshestillinthepictureorit’ssomeoneelsenow?”



She’ssocalm.It’sunsettlingandnerve-wrecking.

“IwasemotionallydrainedMaNtusi.Itwasn’tmy

intentiontogothatway,Ifeltcorneredhereat

home,”hesays.

“Thakasa!”Hisnameasit’swritteninhisID?!Shitis

goingdown.Hiseyespopoutoftheirsockets.

“Iaskedifit’sstillherorsomeoneelse,”shesays.

Heavybreath!

“It’sstillher.ButItoldherweshouldstop.Ionly

turnedtoherbecauseIwasmissingyouMaNtusi.

Shedidn’tmakemefeeluseless,”hesays.

“AndImadeyoufeeluseless?”Stillcalm and

appreciatingherflowers.

“Indirectly.Youturnedyourbackeverynightifthe

pregnancytestcamebacknegative.Eveninthe

bedroom,itfeltlikewehadadutytodothings,there

wasnofunanymore.”

“Mmmm,”sheturnsaroundswiftly.Heholdshis

breathandlooksather.He’sreadyforhis

punishment,whateveritis.



“Iwantwhateverhappenedbetweenthetwoofyou

toend,forgood.Ifsomethinglikethishappens

againI’lltellMaandtheelderswillbeinvolved.Ifyou

haveaproblem withme,youtalk.Youdon’tcheat.”

“I’m sorrysthandwasami.Itwon’thappenagain.”He

holdsherhandtotestwaters.

Shesighsandkisseshischeek.

“You’resupposedtobeatwork?Didn’tyousayyou

haveameetinginStanger?”

He’srelieved.He’sbeenforgiven.Nowthefirstthing

hemustdowhenheleavesistocallNomkhosiand

endthingsforgood.

“Iwantedtoseemybeautifulwife,”hesays,kissing

herlipssmoothly.

Theywalkoutofthehouseholdinghands.

Makhumalolooksupandstaresatthem asthey

giggle,makingtheirwaytoher.

“HelloGogo,”Thakasasays.

Shefrowns,“Gogo?”

Him andNothilesharealookandasmile.



“Sheispregnant,youarehavingyourfirst

grandchild.”

Cottondropsintoabasket.Shewantstosingand

dance,butherkneeswon’tallowher.Shecanonly

ululatesandwavesherhandsupinjoy.

It’sadream cometrue.

.

.

Herecitesasmallprayerbeforeheclimbsoutofthe

carandmakeshiswayinsidetheflatthatNomkhosi

wantedthem tomeetin.Thisisgoodbye,hehasto

makeitsinkbothtohimselfandtoher.Hecannot

losehisfamilyoverher.He’scompletenow,happy

even.Itwasgoodwhileitlasted.

Hewalksintoherpacingaroundtheroom.She’s

wearingaformalskirtsuitandblackheels.Hercurly

weaveisbouncingasshemoves.She’sbeautiful,

elegantandlevel-headed.Whenshe’sintheroom

thewholeofitsmellslikeher.Shehasasignature,it

drawsyouin.



Heknowsherfiercesideandhegotusedtoit.He

lovedit,attimesitturnedhim on.Butsometimesit

scaredhim,liketoday.She’llbitehisheadoff,that’s

writteninhereyes.He’sdonethissomanytimes

before.Ithasmadehim looklikeateenageboywho

doesn’tknowwhathewantsinlife.Funnily,

everytimewhenhewantedherbackhe’djustmakea

phonecallandasktomeet.Hedidn’tneedtogo

downonhiskneesandaskforforgiveness.Insome

way,she’sattractedtohim.Sheiscontentwithwhat

theyhavegoingon.Andhe’sheretoendit,forgood,

becauseitdoesn’tbenefithim anymore.

Yes,he’sadogandheknowsit.

“Thakasa,”shecallshim byname.Unlikehiswife

whoalwaysrespectshim andreferstohim byhis

surname,thisonecallshim whatevershewants.

Hencehesaid‘therecanneverbeanotherwife’,

evenifhewasapolygamist,Nomkhosiisnota

Manqelewifematerial.

“HiNomkhosi,”hesaysandtakesadeepbreathto

collecthisnervesthatareallovertheplace.



Shewalkstothebed,sitsandcrossesherlegs.

She’sabombwaitingtoexplode.Hefeelscoldand

sweatyatthesametime.

“Iwaitedforyourcall.Whyarewebreakingupthis

timeandhowlongarewegoingtobeapart?Don’t

yougettiredofthischildishnessThakasa?”

Hehatesbeingshoutedat.Theonlywomanwho

canshoutathim ishismotherorMawande.Evenhis

wifedoesn’tshoutathim.

“Don’traiseyourvoiceatme.I’m notyourchild,”he

scoldsher.

“Thenactlikeanadult.Whythefuckam Ihere

today?”sheasks,wavingherhandsup.

“Icannotseeyouanymore,”hesays,hisvoicelosing

theanger.

“Tellmesomethingnew.”Sherollshereyesand

foldsherarms.

“Mywifeknows,shesawus,”hesays.

Shedoesn’tcare.He’sscaredofhiswife,shelearnt

thatfrom thebeginningoftheirrelationship.



“Idon’twanttolosemywifeovernothing,”hesays.

Sheraiseshereyebrow,“I’m nothing?”

“Tomeyouhavenosignificance.Ineededyou

becauseIwasn’thappyathome.NowIam,mywife

ispregnantandweareinagoodplace.Idon’tneed

anydistractions.”

Sheshutshereyes.Herhandsaretrembling.Not

thatshedidn’tknowthathiswifecamefirst,butto

becalledadistractionhurts.Theremustbeanother

waytodefinewhattheyhave,orhad.

“Iwasonlyadistractionforyourinfertilewife?”she

asks.

Bothofthem areangrynow.Howdareshecallshis

wifeinfertile?

“NomkhosiIonlyneededyoutoreleasestress.Oh

well,andsperms.Idon’tloveyouandthiswas

boundtoendanytimemeandmywifebecameokay.

Andshe’snotinfertile,evenifshewas,itwould’ve

beennoneofyourbusiness.”

Herlipstremble.She’snotfierceanddisrespectful



anymore.She’sbreakingdown.Thewholequeen!

“I’venevergivenyouanyhope.I’veneverliedtoyou.

I’m amarriedman,webothtookrisks,”hesays.

“HowThakasa?Howdoyoudoit?Howdoyoutake

someone’sheart,stepoveritandcrushit?What

makesyouthinkIdon’tgethurt?”sheasksintears.

Hischesttightens.Hedoesn’twanttofeelthisway.

“IneveraskedforyourheartNomkhosi.Youknew

whatweweredoing,”hesays,clenchinghisjaws

andtryingnottolookathertearingeyes.

“Iknowyoudidn’taskforitbutIloveyou.Iso

stupidlyloveyouThakasa.YouthinkIdidn’twant

out?Idid,butmyheartwouldn’tallowme.You

crushedmysoul,tookmyprideandleftme

suffocatinginunreciprocatedlove.”Shepullshis

armsandforceshim tolookather.Heneedstosee

thepainhe’scausedher.

“Ihadpridebeforewemet.IknewwhoIwasasan

individual.Therewasnohumanbeingthatmademe

feelcompleteuntilyoucametomylife.Iwasalone

andcompletebeforeyou.Bringbackmypride,leave



mecomplete,putmebacktogetherandthenleave.”

She’snevercriedinfrontofhim oranyman.She

alwaystakestheirbreak-upswithafullchest.She

doesn’tbreak,that’swhatattractedhim toher.She

wasstrong,levelheadedandconfident.

“MypridebackThakasa!”She’syellingandpulling

hisshirt.Hedidn’timagineitescalatingtothese

lengths.She’sgoingcrazy.

Twoofhisshirtbuttonsburst.She’sscreamingand

crying.Soontherewillbesecurityguardsknocking

ontheirdoor.It’sgettingchaotic.

Hegrabsherneckandkissesher.Heshutshiseyes

andgivesithissoul.He’stryingtosavorthislast

kiss,thislastmoment.Hepushesherdownonbed

andcontinuestokissher.She’snotrespondingto

hiskiss,she’sstillcrying,buthesuckshersaltylips

anyway.Hismoansandhercrycollaborateintoa

sorrowfultune.

Herskirthasgoneup,leavingherbarethighstohis

exposal.Hecaressesthem,hisbodyhasreactedto



familiarsight.He’shardandthick.Hesqueezesher

thighandsendshishandupper.

“I’m pregnantManqele,”–thevoicesaysinhishead.

It’shiswife’swordsthismorning.Hestops

immediatelyandlooksatNomkhosiwho’sstopped

crying.

“Ihavetogo,”hesays.

Sheholdshisarm andstartscryingagain.

“PleaseManqele,I’m beggingyou.Don’tdowhatmy

fatherdidtome.Don’tleave,I’llrespectyourwife

andspace.I’llonlydowhateveryoutellmetodo.”

Heremovesherhandslowly,takesadeepbreath

andwalkstowardsthedoor.Hedoesn’twanttolook

back.Hedoesn’twanttheimageofherlooking

desperateandcryingtobethelastimagehehasin

hismind.Hewantstorememberthebeautiful,

unbreakableandfierceNomkhosi.

Buthedoes,theireyesmeet,asharppainstabs

throughhisheart.

“GoodbyeNomkhosi.”Heswallowsbackthepain,



keepshisshouldersbroadandwalksout.

It’sover,forgoodthistime,therewillbenoturning

back.

There’saknotsittingbelowhisstomachandalump

thatkeepsrisingtohisthroat.Hiseyesarefoggy,if

herunsintotrafficcopsthey’ddefinitelyputhim

underarrest.He’snotspeeding,he’sracing.He

needstobesomewherehecanbealoneandin

touchwithhisfeelings.

Hedoesn’tevenparkhiscarproperly.Heclimbsout

withthechestofhisshirtopenedlikehe’sbeen

fought.Helookslikeamess.

“Sir…Sir…Sir,”Nomvelo,thereceptionist,keeps

calling.Shehasafewmessagesforhim.

Hedoesn’tturnhishead,hewalksstraighttohis

officeandshutsthedoor.

BandlaandNkonzocomeoutoftheirofficerushing.

“Whyareyouyelling?”NkonzoasksNomvelowitha



frown.

“OhsorrySir,IwastryingtogetMrManqele’s

attention.Butitlookslikehe’snotinagoodspace.”

Notinagoodspace?How?Makhumalocalledand

brokethegoodnewstothem.He’sbecominga

father,heshouldbethehappiestmanintheworld.

“Iwillcheckonhim,”Bandlasays.

Nkonzoreturnstotheirofficeasherushestowards

Thakasa’soffice.

Thedoorisclosedbutnotlocked.Heonlyknocks

onceandletshimselfinside.

“MthongaIhearthatyouarenot…”Hestopsand

frowns.

Hisshirtisunbuttoned-somebuttonsaremissing,

asifsomeonegrabbedhim forcefully.

He’sleaningbackonhischairwithhiseyesfirmly

shut.Tearsarerollingdownhischeeksbuthe’snot

sobbing.

Bandlasitsontheguestcouchandstaresathim

silently.Secondsturnintominutesandminutesfly.



He’sstillsittinginthesameposition,tearsare

droppingdowntohisvestsilently.He’snotmakinga

sound,neitherisBandla.He’sgivinghisbrother

spacetogothroughwhateverpainhe’sgoing

through.

Theysitlikethat.Bandlaiswatchinghim,wondering

andprayingwhateveritisnotthatbad.

Afteralongwhilehepullsthehandkerchiefoutof

hispocket,wipeshisfaceandopenshiseyes.

“Mthongawhat’sgoingon?”Bandlaaskswith

concern.

“PleasetellNkonzotoemailmethereportfrom

Stangerandtakemymessagesfrom Nomvelo.I

wanttobealone,”hesays.

“But…”HeliftshisbloodshoteyesandBandlakeeps

quiet.

“Youhaveameetinginanhour,goandgetready,”

hesays.

Bandlasighsandleaves.Thedoorisshutand

lockedbehindhim.



.

.

NOMKHOSI

Ndondo’scarpullsuphastilyandstopsinthe

parkingarea.Sheclimbsoutintightjeansandpencil

heels,locksthecarandhurriesinsidethebuilding.

Theliftistakingtoolate,sheclimbsthestairswith

herheartpoundingoutofherchest.Shehadto

speaktothesecurityguardthatwaswithher.She

washysterical.Clearlysomethingbadhappenedto

her.

“Khosi!”sheyells,runningtowardsthedoorof

Andiswa’sflat.Shemovedbacktothehousetobe

closertohome.Snalohasmovedinbutshealso

lovesstayinghomewithherfather.Mostofthe

timesit’sempty,unlessifNomkhosioccupiesitfor

herpersonalreasons.

Sheforcefullypushesthedoorandwalksinto

Nomkhosicurleduponthecouchandsobbing.



“Babe,whathappened?”Sherushestoherinpanic.

Hereyesarenowswollen.Shemust’vebeencrying

forhours.

“Whatdidhedo?”Ndondoasks,rubbingher

shoulders.

ItcanbeonlyThakasa,that’stheonlymanwhocan

breakherfriendlikethis.

“Hebrokeupwithme,”Khosisaysthroughhiccups.

Thisisnotsomethingnew;theirbreakups.However

it’sthefirsttimeKhosicriesoverit.

“Myfriendplease,I’m beggingyou,stopwasting

yourtimewiththisman,”Ndondosays.Thismakes

herangry,she’sneverbeenfondofthisThakasaguy

andherhatredforhim hasgrown.Shefeelssorryfor

bothKhosiandhiswife.He’sjustapieceofshit.

Onedaythey’llmeetandshe’lltellhim this.Nobody

messeswithhergirllikethis!

“I…I’m…I’m pregnant.”

Ndondofreezes.Shesaidshe’swhat?Noways.

“Khosibeserious,”shesays,hereyeswidened.



“MychildwillgrowuplikemeNdondo.Hemadeit

clearthathe’llneverjeopardizehismarriageand

he’sneverfeltanythingforme.”

This…sheneedstositdownandletitsinkin.

PregnantforThakasa,amarriedmanoutofall

people.

“YouknewhewasmarriedKhosi.Whydidn’tprotect

yourwombifyoucouldn’tprotectyourheart?”This

questionrubssalttoafreshwoundbutitneedsto

beasked.

“Hedidn’treachhisbreakwithacondom on,”Khosi

says.

“Thatwasnotyourproblem,”Ndondo.

“Ineedashouldertocryon,notalecture.Getmea

drink,somethingstrong.”

“Khosiyouare…”SheliftsherhandbeforeNdondo

startswithanotherlecture.

“Pleasedon’t,getmeadrink,that’sallIasked.”



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER7

KHANYO

Headleansovermyshoulder,creepingupmyskin

withloosebraids.It’stoolateformetoclosethe

laptop,she’sseenmylittleinvestigation,and

knowinghowsheis,thisisabouttoturnintoabig

deal.

“Ijustwantedtoknowwhoheisandwhathedoes

exactly,”Idefendmyselfbeforeshecansay

anything.

“Whydoyoucare?”sheasks,throwingherlegover

thecouchandjumpingovertosit.

“Idon’tcare,I’m justcurious,”Iliethroughmyteeth.

“Hun,letmebreakthenewstoyou.HeisaNazareth,

thatmeanshelivesbycertainreligiousrules.You’re

notgoingtofitin,rememberyouareaheathen.Not

onlyareyounotavirgin,youcannotkneelunless

you’regivingablowjob,youweartrousersand



weaves,youdrinkalcohol,you…”Oh,JesusChrist!I

covermyeyesandscream.

“Iknow,Iknow,Iknow.Canyoushutupnow?”I

swearthisgirlstudiedAnnoyology.

“Don’tcatchfeelingsya.Whatdidyoufind?Ishea

lawyer?”

“No,heworksinafamilybusiness.He’squite

successfulandeducated.HehasaBCom Honours.

Andthere’snohistoryofrelationships,”Isaythelast

partmoreecstaticthanIintended.

“He’snotstupid.Whywouldhepublicizehisprivate

life,especiallybeforehe’smarried?Somepeople

havewhattheycallareputation,”shesays,quoting

withherfingers.Usuallyshedoesn’tcarewhois

seeingwho,andit’salwaysgoodifthepersonis

loaded.

“Nolwaziwhyareyousoagainsthim?”Iaskwitha

frown.

“Becauseyou’refallinginlovewithhim andyouare

twoworldsapart.Idon’twantyoutogethurt.”



“I’m notfallinginlovewithhim.Hehasn’tsaid

anythingtome,”Isayindefenseofnothing.

“Girl,I’m warningyou.Chowhismoneyandhisdi¢k,

butkeepyourheartoutofit.”Shegrabsthepacket

ofLaysIwassnackingonwhileinvestigatingand

leaves.

Myheartisstandingovermybrainandscreamingat

me;“Callhim!”

HisnumberislinkedtohisFacebookaccount.He’s

oneofthosepeoplewhosharemeaningfulposts

andonlyonepictureofthemselvesthroughoutthe

year.TheboringtypethatthinksFacebookisa

boardroom.Isharejokes,sextipsandtrollmy

enemieswithmyposts.It’stheplatform forthat.

Icancallandaskwhyhecameherethatdaywhen

mybrotherwashere.Thatdoesn’traiseeyebrows,in

factitmakessensemorethanNolwazi’scolorful

braids.

Ineedtobeoutside,gettingsomefreshairwhileI

makethisphonecall.Istandinthebalconyand



pressthecallbutton.IfIdie,Idie.

It’sringing,I’llcounttofive,ifhedoesn’tanswerI’ll

waitforhim tocallbackandsayIdon’tknowwho

calledhim,itmust’vebeenacoincidence.

“Khanyo,”heanswersonthefourthring.

Mychestdriesup.Howdidheknowitwasme?I’m

confused.

“Youhavemynumber?”Iask.

“Yes,”hesays.

Whatthefuck!Hehadmynumberallthistime.

“Thenwhydidn’tyoucallme?”Ilosemytemper,my

voicerises.

“Ididn’twanttoinvadeyourprivacybeforebeinglet

in,”hesays.

ThisgottobethemostlameexcuseI’veeverheard.

He’sinvadedmyprivacytwice,arrivingatmyplace

unannouncedanddraggingmetoexpensivehotels

onlytoeatworsandice-cream.

“Okay,letmenotinvadeyourprivacyeither.Bye!”I



dropthecallandactivateflightmode.

Istorm backandheadtothekitchentopourmyself

adrink.

“Andnow,whathappened?”Nolwazioutofnowhere.

Shemakesnosoundwhenshewalks,you’dswear

she’saspyorcat.IwishBandlacanteachherone

thingortwoaboutrespectingpeople’sso-called

privacies.

“Hehasmynumber.Hehaditallthistimebutnot

evenoncedidhecallmeortext,”Itellherandtakea

longsipormywine.

“IalsohaveyournumberandIdon’tcallyou,”she

says.

She’sunbelievable,yazi.

“AreyoualsoaNazareth?DoyouhaveaGreeknose?

Doyoustutterandblinkrapidlywhenyou’reangry?

Doyoustareatpeople?”Igetinsidethebedroom,

“DoyoudriveaC-Class?AreyouMthongathethird?”

Iaskthelastonebeforeclosingthedoorand

throwingmyselfonbed.



Theidiotislaughingbackinthekitchen.Whyam I

angryagain?Becausehedidn’tcallmewithhis

phone?Hisairtime?BeingaSABregistereddrunk

canbedangeroussometimes.

ThesunissettingdownwhenIwakeup.Iwakeup

withasoreheartandinstantlyrememberthatIwas

upsetwithBandlaovernothing.Thesmellofburning

phuthuinvadesmynostrils.Guguisstillnotback

andthehopelesschefistryingtocookdinner.

Phuthuoutofallthingsshecould’veattemptedto

cook!Phuthuneedsapro,someonewithcattle-

herdingbackgroundandstreet-fightingcredit.I

covermymouthandrushtorescuethepoorphuthu.

Gosh,she’ssittingonthestoolwithearphones

tuckedinherears.Howdoesearphoneshinder

one’ssenseofsmell?Wondersshallneverend.

“SeriouslyNolwazi,areyoutryingtoburnus?”Iask,

rushingtothestoveandswitchingitoff.

Thephuthuisruined.It’sburntbeyondrecognition.

“It’sburning?”She’sonlypanickingnow.



Weareeatingbreadagainfordinner.AtleastNdulo

broughtcheeseandallthenecessities.

“Ihavetothrowthispotaway,”shesayswithher

nosecovered.

“Hhayibo,thisisnotaJenner-Kardashianhousehold.

You’llscrapethepotandwashit,”Isay.

“Noways,Ijustdidmynailsyesterday,”sheargues,

flappinghereyelashes.

Iletherbe,IknowthatGuguwillfindawaytomake

herwashit.

Myphoneisstillonfightmode.MaybeNdulotriedto

callanddidn’treachme.Somuchforhisonlysister!

Heneedsmenowmorethanever.Itmakesmefeel

badthatIhadtofindoutaboutdivorcetwomonths

later.Thisteachesmetobemoreintouchwithmy

family.

Ihavesometextmessagesfrom Bandla.Hewas

askingmetoturnthephoneonsothatwecantalk.

Hemust’vegivenuphoursago.Apartofmewants



tocallhim andsettlethestupidityout.Butthenwhy

areweevenactinglikeafightingcouple?I

overreacted,nowI’m overit,heshoulddothesame.

NolwazidecidedtotakeusouttoNandosinsteadof

orderingpizza.It’sjustmeandher,Guguisgone

withherhighprofilepeople.Sometimessheleaves

forweeks.Thatonehasstandards,sheknows

peoplewhoknowpeopleinhighplaces.Herpu$$y

hastakenhertoDubai,NewYorkandCapeTown.

NolwaziandIonlyattractthelocalrichones,notthe

nationalrichones.Theonesweminglewithare

financiallystrugglingaccordingtotheonesGugu

mingleswith.Funnilybecauseshe’snotthebeauty

ofthetrio,Nolwaziis.MaybeNolwaziiswhatthey

callthebeautywithnobrains.HerandIareonthe

sameboat.Wecannotaccompanyapoliticiantoan

importantmeeting.Imean,whatcouldwecontribute

tofirstclassconversations?

“Myauntissick,Ineedtogohomethisweekend,”

shesaysthroughthemeal.



“Isitherusualdiabetes?”Iask.

“No,theysayshe’sbeenthrowingupthewhole

week.”

“Maybeyoushouldtakehertothedoctor.”

Shenodsandcontinuestotext.Icanseethather

moodhaschanged.Herauntistheonlyparentthat

shehas,inatruesenseofspeaking.Herfatherisa

drunk,hedoesn’tknowwhetherit’s2020or1990.

SometimesheasksNolwaziwhosechildisshe.Her

motherisalsoalive,sheremarriedandherfocus

shiftedtohernewfamily.Shelivessomewherein

Soweto,hardlyevercomeshome.LuckilyNolwazi’s

fatherhadalovingsisterwhodidn’thesitatetotake

Nolwaziinandraiseherasherownfrom theageof

11.

Wefinishtherestofourfoodinsilence.IknowthatI

complainwhenshetalksalotbutthequietNolwazi

depressesme.From herewearegoingstraightto

bed,tobewrappedinownthoughtsandmisery.

CrossingtheroadInoticeafamiliarMercedes



parkedinfrontofourbuilding.Accordingtomy

sourcesthispersonisfullybasedinMandeni,he

droveallthewayheresolate?Myheartispounding

againstmychest.WhydidIpullthatstunt?Itwould

bemorehardtoexplainmyselfinperson.

“Nolwaziyouhavetotellhim thatI’m notaround.I’ll

hidesomewhereuntilheleaves.”

Assadassheis,butseeingmeshakinginmyboots

becauseofamanIprovokedcracksherup.

“SoImustlietoaShembesonandgetcursed?Istill

appreciatemylifeKhanyo.Goandfaceyourdemons,

remembertoalwaysleavearoom for

disappointments,wedon’twantarepeatof

happenedwithEfe.”

I’m notevenlisteningtoher.I’m listeningtomy

poundingheart.Mydresssuddenlyfeelstooshort,

likeImustkeeppullingitdown.It’sjustbelowmy

buttocksandbody-hugging,exposingallmyassets

astheyare.

He’sseenuscoming.Heopensthedoorandstands

byitwithhisanklescrossed.He’sinabeigesuit,



darkgreentieandawhiteshirt.Idon’twanttodrool

toomuch,he’sstartedwithhisstaring,mykneesare

kissingeachother.Ifeellikehiseyesaregluedto

myexposedthighs,butasusualit’sjustaplainstare

withnohintofemotion.

“Bandlalethu,”Nolwazigreets,wavingherhandwith

asmileonherface.

Hesmilesbackandreturnsthegreeting.Sheleaves

mestandingnexttothecarwithmyhandspulling

downthecornersofmydresslikeIwasn’tawareof

itslengthwhenIdressedup.

Hewalksaroundthecarandopensthepassenger

door.Idon’taskquestions,Igetinsideandwaitfor

him.Hesettlesonhisseat,thenlooksatme.I

pretendtobefocusedonpeopleacrossthestreet.

“Areyouwell?”heasks.

“Yeap,”Inod.

Awkwardsilencefollows.I’m pretendingnottobe

affectedbyhispresence.He’seithercollectinghis



thoughtsandhowhe’dconstructthem out,or

threatenedbymyunreadableface.

“Thecallearlier…Iwashappytohearyourvoice,

thankyou.”

I’m notlettingthesmilecreepout.Ijustnodand

keepmyeyesawayfrom him.

Hetouchesmyarm,runshisfingersonmyskin

briefly,asifhe’scontemplatingwhethertoholditor

not.Thenhepullshishandaway,buttheeffectof

histouchremainswithme.

“Khanyowhydidyoukissmethatday?”heasks.

I’m caughtoffguard.Isthisevenaquestion?Iturn

tolookathim andfindhiseyesdeeplysetonme.

“Becauseyouwereangry,”Isay,shruggingmy

shoulders.

Thisisalmostthewholetruth.IfreakedoutwhenI

sawhim thatangryandrescuedhim withakiss.It

makessensetome.

“Youkisseveryangrypersonyoumeet?”heasks.

“Yes,”Isay.



Hechucklesandshakeshishead.Igavehim exactly

theanswerhewaslookingfor,ifhewantedtoknow

anythinghecould’veaskedmethatday.NowIhave

torevisit,reviseandanalyzeakissthathappened

weeksago.

“Canyoumakecompromises?”heasks.

I’m notsurehowtoanswerthisonebecauseIdon’t

knowthemotivebehindit.

“ItdependsonwhoI’m compromisingforandwhat

I’m compromising.”

“Wouldyoucompromiseforsomeonelikeme?”

“Compromisewhat?”

“Anything,”hesays.

Thisissuchacomplicatedquestion.Andhe’snot

givingmethegroundsofthisconversation.Maybeif

heelaboratedmoreI’dhaveaclueofwhatI’m

agreeingto.

“Idon’tknowhowtoanswerthat,”Isay.

“Youknowalioncannevereatgrassandacowcan

nevereatabuck.Animalsdon’thavesituations



wheretheyhavetocompromiseandadoptforeign

stylestosurvive.Butwearehumanbeings,

sometimeswehavemakecompromises,

adjustmentsandchangestoaccommodateother

people.”

“Yes,Iknow.”InodwhereasIdon’tunderstanda

thinghejustsaid.Lionsdon’teatgrassandpeople

accommodateothers?Can’thebeupfrontwith

whateveritis.

“Athomewearesix,twogirlsandfourboys.My

fatherislate,it’sbeen7yearssincehepassedon.

Makhumalo,ourmother,isallthatwehave.My

eldestbrotherismarried,he’sexpectinghisfirst

child.Thesecondoneisfouryearsolderthanme

andjustlivinghislife.There’sagirlthatcomesafter

me,she’s24andmarried.ThenSqalo,youmethim

atthehotel,hehasatwinsister,they’refinishing

highschool.”

“That’saverybigfamily,”Isay.

Igrewupinafamilyofthree.Itwasjustmeandmy

grandparents.WhentheydiedNdulo,hiswifeand



kidsbecamemyfamily.I’m notusedtoalotof

siblings,Idon’thaveabigcircleoffriendseither.

“Comparedtootherfamiliesinmyarea,wearenot

thatbig,”hesays.

“It’sbig.Yourmothergavebirthsixtimes,”Isay.

“Fivetimes!”

Samedifference.Hismothershould’veprevented,

that’stoomanyafro-headedchildreninonefamily.

“Ialsowantsixchildren,ormore,”hesays.

Ilaugh.Ishelivinginthe80s?

“Youthinkwomenlikeyourmotherstillexist?”Iask.

Hedoesn’tanswerthateventhoughheheardme.

“AreyoubusyonSunday?”heasks.

“No,”Isay.

“Canyouspendthedaywithme?”

“Youhavemynumber,I’llwaitforyourcall.”

Strangely,itdoesn’tevenbothermehowhegotmy

number.AllI’m worriedaboutiswhatI’m goingto



wearonSunday.It’llbehardifGuguisnotback,I’ll

beacompleteflop.She’smystylist,andpresentlyI

feellikeIneedtodosomethingwithmywardrobe.

“CanIhaveyourblessingtoleave?Idon’tlikedriving

atnight,”hesays.

Thewayhespeakstome,withutmostrespectlike

I’m themostdecentpersononearth,ignitefeelingsI

neverthoughtexistedinme.

“Okay,drivesafely,”Isay.

Heleansbackontheseatandreleasesalow

chuckle.

“ThankyouKhanyo,”hesays.

Iguessthisisitfortoday.Iopenthedoor,readyto

leaveandreplayourconversationsinmyhead.Buta

handgrabsmyarm andbringsmebackinsidethe

car.

“That’showyousaygoodbye?”heasks.

“Yes,”Isaywithaslightfrown.

“CanIalsosaygoodbyemyway?”



Mysilenceisayes.Hepullsmecloser,hiscologne

hitsmynostrilsashewrapsmeinhisarmsand

restshisonehandbehindmyneck.Helocksmy

lowerlipinhisandsucksitslowly.Ikisshim back,

oureyesarelockedforthefirstminute.There’s

somethingbeyondhiseyes,maybeheseesitin

minetoo.It’slikethere’saworldofmineThat’s

hiddenbehindhiseyes.Whenheshutsthem,Ishut

minetoo.Histongueswirlsinsidemymouth,I

captureitandsuckit.Hemoansandlowershis

handstomybehind.Theheatbetweenourclothed

bodieshaswarmedallmybodyparts.Hisbreaths

aregettingheavier,hishandbehindmyneckis

pressingmeagainsthisfaceharder.It’sgetting

deeperanddeeper.Ihavetobethefirstonetobreak

it,beforethingsgoanyfurther.Weareintheparking

area,asNolwazisaid,hehasareputationto

maintain.

“Khanyo,”heliftsmychinandforcesmetolookat

him.“Pleasetakecareofyourselfforme.I’llalsodo

thesameforyou.”

“Inwhatway?”I’m confused.



“InwhateverwayyouthinkIdeserve.”

Iexhaleheavilyandnod.Istilldon’tgetitbutI’ll

figureitout,Istillhavedays.

“Thankyou,”hesays.

“SeeyouSundaythen.”

“You’renoteventakingmoneyforacolddrink?”

Huh?Ifthere’smoneyforanythingI’m definitely

takingit.

Hepullsablackwalletoutofhispocketandtakes

R200andpassesittome.Thisistoomuchfora

colddrinkbutI’m notthetypethatfeelsbadfor

takingpeople’smoney.EvenifIdidnothingto

deserveit.Idon’tfeelpoorandcry;“I’m notacharity

case.”Infact,I’m acharitycase.IwanteverythingI

don’tdeservenorworkedhardfor.Icanevensitat

thesideoftheroadandtakedonationsfrom

strangers.

“Thankyouverymuch,”Isay,foldingthenoteinmy

palm.

I’m happyaboutthemoneybutmyheartissoreasI



climboutofthecar.

“HaveagoodnightKhanyo,”hesays.

Inodandforceasmile.Myheartisbreaking,he’s

leavingandMandeniistoofar.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER8

BANDLA

Astheclockhits6pm PhethyandNothileheadto

thekitchentostartcooking.Thewholefamilyis

gatheredinthelounge,Nothile’spregnancyisstill

thehighlightoftheweek.Brothersarehappyfor

Thakasa,Makhumaloishappytohaveherfirst

grandchild,shesharedthenewswitheveryoneat

thetempletoday.She’sorderedmorewool,thereare

somanyblanketssheneedstoknit.Andclothesas

well,evenherownkidsworejerseyssheknittedwith

herownhands.Nkonzokeepsremindingothershow

friendswouldteasetheirjerseyswhentheywere

young.It’sajabtoMaKhumalo’sskillsandshe’snot

takingitwell.

“Ididn’tknowIwasclothingkidswho’llgrowgrey

hairwithoutwives.”Thisisn’tgoingtohim alone,

Bandlaalsofeelstheheat.Thakasaismarried,sois

Mawandeandshe’sonly24,SqaloandPhethyare



stillyoung.Healwaysconsoleshimselfbylookingat

Nkonzo,he’solderthanhim,34,andstillnotmarried.

He’salmost30too,butit’snotthatbad,right?And

he’sfalleninlove,eventhoughit’soutsidethe

temple.Nowhecanpicturehimselfbeingmarried

andhavinghisownfamily.It’sstillablurpicturefor

now,butit’ssomethingtosleepon.

“Idon’tneedawife.Myfather’swifeishere,doing

mylaundryandcookingforme,”Nkonzoteaseswith

agrin.Heknowsthathe’sabouttoreceivethreats.

Hismothercanevenwishdeathuponherself,just

sotheycansuffertheconsequencesoftheir

bachelorhood.She’sthatdramatic.

“OnedayIwilldieandyou’llfeelliketheworldhas

turnedagainstyou.Infact,Icannotwaitforthat

day,”shemurmurs,grabbinghercottonbasketand

leaving.

“You’llgiveheraheartattack,”Thakasasaysacross

theroom,sittingonhisbrownleatherchair.He’s

saidlittletonothingsincetheycamebackfrom

church.Hehasn’topeneduptoanyoneabouthis

breakdownintheofficeandthey’vechosentolet



him be.Heknowswheretogetthem whenheneeds

them.

“TomorrowI’llgotoMangethe,Ihaven’tseen

Mawandeinawhile,”Bandlaannounces.It’snotjust

thathemisseshissister,deepdownhefeelslike

somethingisterriblywrongwithher.Shekeeps

sayingnothingiswrongoverthephone,buthe

knowsherlikethebackofhishand,shekickedhim

outofhis‘lastborn’positionbackin1996.They

didn’tgetalongaskids,hedidn’tlikeherbecausehe

feltneglectedandoverlookedbecauseofher.He

wasonly4years,goingto5,whenshecame.Itwas

theendofhisgoldendays,hehadtotagalongwith

Nkonzowhowas10andtroublesome.Thefirst

daughterofthefamilyhadarrivedandtakenallthe

attention.ItwasalwaysWandethis,Wandethat.

Andhewasjustthere,floatinginbetween.

Buttheirrelationshipimprovedastheyreachedtheir

teens.He’slearntalotfrom her.She’sliketheir

secondmom,evenThakasaturnstoherwhenthe

goinggetstough.Shegotmarriedtoosoon,atonly

22,allofthem wereagainstit.ButMakhumalowas



onboard,anditmadethingseasierandacceptable

thatNyeziwasaNazareththatcamefrom agood

family.

“You’llpassourregardstoher,NkonzoandIhad

plannedtovisitherbutsomethingcameup,”

Thakasasays.

“Talkingaboutthingscomingup,IwillgotoDurban

from MangetheandonlycomebackMonday

morning,”hesays.

BothThakasaandNkonzoraisetheireyesin

question.Hedoesn’twanttocounthiseggsbefore

theyhatch,andthere’ssomuchthathim and

Khanyostillneedtoironoutandworkon.

“Isitthecurtaingirl?”Thakasaasks.Hedoesn’thave

aclue,thistimehe’sincompletedark.Butthat’snot

somethingheworriesabout-hisbrother’saffairs.

“Yes,”Bandlanods.

“Whydon’tyouproposeandmakethingsofficial?”

Hehasn’tpicturedBandlagettingintoaserious

relationshipwithsomeonefrom anotherreligion,or

noreligion.IthasneverhappenedattheManqeles.



Theymarrytheirtype,womenwho’llfitinandfollow

inMaKhumalo’sfootsteps.

“Makhumalowouldhaveafitseeingherdrunk

makotiforthefirsttime,”Nkonzoblurtsout.

“Drunk?Whatdoyoumean?”Thakasawithafrown.

He’slookingatbothofthem.

“Oops,Ididn’tsayanything,”Nkonzoliftshishands

apologeticallyandwalksoutoftheroom laughing.

“You’reseeingadrunkard?”Thakasaasks,turning

hiseyestotheunfazedBandla.

Hecollectshisphoneandcharger,intentionally

ignoringthequestion.He’snotreadyforthe

judgementyet.

“TellPhethytocallmewhendinnerisready,”he

says,headingtowardsthedoor.

.

.

Hehasn’tbeenabletoreachKhanyooverthephone

sinceFridaynight.He’sthoughtaboutcallingoneof

herfriendsbutdecidedotherwise.Hedoesn’twant



tolooklikeacreepymanwhostealspeople’s

numbers.

Hissisterputsaplateoffoodinfrontofhim andsits

ontheoppositecouch.

“Uyoguqelwamasunomfazi.Don’tworry,Ididn’t

cookwithKnorroxcubes,”shesays,crossingher

legsandstaringatherbrother.

“MaybeevenwhenIdohaveawifeshewon’tkneel,

lifeisunpredictable,”Bandlasays.

Mawandepicksherjuiceandtakesaloud,irritating

sipthatusedtosethermotheroff.

“Wandeyoustilldothis?IfeelsorryforNyezi,”

Bandlasayswithachuckle.Hisfaceisstartingto

melt,foramomenthe’spushedbackKhanyo’s

unavailabilityandfocusingonhissister.

“He’sastranger,atleasthedoesn’tdealwithme

everyday,”shesayswavingherhandlikeit’snothing,

butthesadnesshoveringhereyesisperceptible.

“Isitwork?”Bandlaasks.

“Idon’tknowBandla.AtfirstIthoughttherewas



someoneelsebutIhiredsomeonetokeepaneyeon

him andheassuredmethathe’snotdoinganything

funny.”

“Wande!Youhiredapersontostalkyourhusband?”

“Hewasactingfunny,whatwasIsupposedtodo?”

Sheshrugshershouldersandtakesanothersip.

Bandlashakeshisheadindespair.Hedigson

peopletoo,buthe’snevergonefarashiringpeople

tostalkothers.

“Whydon’tyoutalktohim?”heasks.

“Hesayseverythingisalright.Youknowhim,he

doesn’ttalkmuch.”

“Thisisnotlikehim yazi.Ifhe’sseenanother

womanhecancomehome,sityoudownandtellyou

likeaman.”

“Sitmedown?”Shebreaksaloudlaughthathitsthe

ceiling.

“Hecantakeanotherwife,youknowit’saccepted,”

Bandlasays,holdingbackhissmile.Heknowshis

sisterwouldneverallowpolygamy,shemadethat



clearbeforethewedding.

“Thenhecankissmegoodbye,”shesays,spanking

herhipwithalookofdisgustonherface.

“There’snodivorceinNazareth.You’llbehiswifetill

deathdoyouapart.AnywayI’veheardenoughof

yourdepressingmarriagenow,there’ssomethingI

needtotellyou.”Heputsthehalfeatenplateonthe

tableandsitsbackonthecouch.

Mawandeiscuriouslystaringathim.

“I’m inarelationship,”hesays.

“Withwho?”Shefrowns.

“AdrunkgirlIgavearidewhileshewasbeing

chasedfrom theclubinDurban.”He’sdetailingitlike

thisonpurpose.Ifthere’sanyonetheycantalkto

withnofear,it’sMawande.

“Lord,whatiswrongwithyouManqeleboys?Ifit’s

notThakasa,it’syou.”

“WhatdidThakasado?”heenquireswithafrown.

Mawandewavesthatquestionaway.Shedidn’t

meantosayitloud,herbrotherstrustandconfidein



her.Herjobistolistenandgiveadvice,nottojudge.

“Tellmemoreabouther,IwanttodecideifIlikeher

ornot,”shesays.

Hisfacelightsup.Loveiswrittenalloverhiseyes.

“Shelikesrubbingherlipstogether.Shedoesn’tlike

beingstaredatfortoolong.Shetalkswithherheart,

mostly,notherbrains.Youknowthosearethemost

honestpeople,theydon’tfilterorconstructtheir

wordstosuitthenextperson.She’sleft-handedand

shehasafunnywalk.Butshedoesn’tknowthat.”He

chucklesattheimaginationofKhanyo’sclumsywalk.

“ShehasthoseGogo’schildtendencies,Idon’tthink

shewastaughtaboutlifewithoutbeingmade

special.She’snotaresponsiblepersonandshe

won’tbe,aslongaspeopleclosetoherareokay

withit.Iwassurprisedtofindoutthatshehasa

grownbrother.YouknowI’dkickyourassifyou

startedlivinglikeawildanimal,right?”

“Hey,thisisnotaboutme.You’retellingmeabout

yourgirlfriend.”

“Yes,IwastellingyouthatshehasaGogo’schild



tendencies.Butshe’snotthatbad,wecanwork

aroundit.TheonlythingI’m worriedaboutisthat

shemightgetcoldfeetwhenwehavetofacethe

realityofourfuture.”

“Butshelovesyou,thatmeansshe’sreadytoface

stormswithyou.”

“No,shehasn’ttoldmethatshelovesme,”hesays.

Mawandefrowns,“Butyousaidshe’syour

girlfriend?”

“Sheismygirlfriend,”hesays.

Sheraisesherhandupindefeatandsipsherjuice.

Herbrothersaregettingcomplicatedbytheday.

.

.

It’scloseto13h00,he’sbeendrivingaroundand

shoppinglittlethingshedoesn’tneed,hopingthat

she’lleventuallyswitchherphoneon.Butherphone

isstilloff.Yes,hemaynotmeanthatmuchtoher,

butwhenyoumakeapromisetosomeoneyoukeep



it,nomatterhowuselessyouthinkthatpersonis.

He’sarrangedeverything,bookedaprivatetablefor

theirlunchandabeachguesthousewherethey’ll

spendthenight.Thesunissettingdownandshe

hasn’teventextedtogivehim anexcuse,that

would’vebeenbetterthanbeingmadeafool.

Maybeheshoulddowhathedoesbest,pitchup

unannouncedandfindoutwhat’sgoingon.

Hisfingersarecrossed,it’llraisesuspicionsifhe

meetswithherbrotheragain.Hedoesn’twanttobe

inthatawkwardposition,orforhim tofeellikehe’s

beingdisrespected.Luckily,it’sNtanzionduty,as

muchasKhanyohateshim andthinkshe’sagainst

theirhappinesswiththegirls,he’sveryfondofhim.

He’sdoingwhatanyconcerneduncleorfather

woulddo.Tohim they’renotjusttenantshe’s

guardingabuildingfor,heseesdaughtersinthem.

“Theotheronejustarrivedtoday,atleastshe’snot

drunk.Itwillbetoolatewhentheyopentheireyes,

oneofthem wouldbedead,”hesays,gettinginto



detailslikeusualandshakinghisheadindespair.

Bandlathankshim andheadstowardsthelift.The

dayhasalreadybeenruined.Itfeelslikeaknifewent

throughhischestandstabbedhisheartahundred

times.Maybeheraisedhishopesupbeforetheygot

onthesamepage.Hedidn’tleaveanyspacefor

disappointments.

Thedoorisopen,oneofthem isinthekitchenand

singingsoftly.Heknocksatthedoorwithhisone

footin.It’sNolwazi,sheseeshim andsmiles.

“Bandla,comein,”shesays.

Therearealcoholbottleslyingnearthesink,ahalf

glassofredwineanddirtyplatesscatteredaround.

“It’sabitofamess,Ijustgothereanditlookslike

theweekendwascrazyformyfriends,”sheexplains

inembarrassment.Hearrivedwhileshewasstarting

tocleanup.

“I’m heretoseeKhanyo,I’vebeentryingtocallbut

herphonehasbeenoffsinceFriday.”



“Ummm…letmetrytowakeherup,”shesays,

rubbingherneck.“Pleasehaveaseatinourtiny

lounge.”

Hishearthassanktohisfeet.Thisiswhathe

deservesfrom her?Shedidn’tseeinhim whathe

sawinher.Thatkissdidn’tmeananythingtoher?He

sawtheworldinhereyesandthoughtshewas

seeingthesameinher.

Nolwazistandsoutsidethebedroom doorandtells

hertogobacktosleep.

“Didn’tyousayBandlawantstoseeme?Moveout

ofmyway.”

“You’redrunkKhanyo,”Nolwazihissesthroughher

teethandtriestopushherback.Butshe’ssmaller

thanher,sheflipshertothesideandwalksout.

She’sdressedclosetonothing,herbellybuttonis

outofthecroptopshe’swearing,theshortpant

revealshalfofherbuttocks.

“Bandla,”shesaysbeforehiccupschokeher.



Shefallsbackandlandsflatlyonherbuttbefore

reachingtohim.

“TherewasacelebrationatGugu’suncle,heforced

them todrink.Well,notliterally,butyouknowhow

unclesare,”Nolwaziexplains.

Khanyohasfallenasleeprightonthefloor.

“Youcanwaitifyouwantto,”Nolwazi.

“No,Iwillleave.Thanksforlettingmein.”

Shenodsandwalkshim tothedoor.It’seasytotell

thatshe’slyingaboutthewholecelebrationthing.

Khanyodecidedtopartyfrom FridaytoSunday.The

promiseshegavetoBandlawasjustajoke.He

doesn’tmeananythingtoher-shekissedhim

becauseshekisseseveryangrypersonshemeets.

Thosewereherwordsandhechosetolaughat

them.

Hecannotgobackhome,heneedstobealone.

.

.



KHANYO

Thiscannotbehappening.Iwascomingbackfrom

Gugu’sman’shousepartySaturdaynight.Iwas

comingbackandstayingsoberformydate

yesterday.Iwasgoingtorespecthim anddressup

decently.Ididn’tdoanythingfunny,exceptdrinking.I

didn’tkissorsleepwithanyone.Ihaven’thookedup

withanymansincehespenthisbirthdaywithme.I

sweartoGod,thisisamistake.

“Whatdidhesay?”IaskNolwazi.

“Hewasbroken,”shesays.

Ohno,I’m brokentoo.Ineedtomakethisright.I

wantachancetoexplainmyselfbuthe’sbeen

ignoringmycallssincemorning.Hehasn’t

respondedtoasingletextthatIsent.

“Gugucanyougetsomeonewhocandrivemeto

Mandeni?”

“You’recrazy.Youcannotgothere,heliveswithhis

family.”



“Please,Ijustwanttotellhim thatI’m sorry.”

ShelooksatNolwazi.Iknowwhatthey’rethinking,I

saidIdon’thavefeelingsforhim yetI’m losingmy

mindoverhim.

“Mandeniislarge,howwouldyouknowwhichoneis

hishome?”Nolwazi.

“Hecomesfrom Enembe,everyoneknowsone

anotherintherurals,”Isay.

“Andwhatareyougoingtosayifyoufindhismother,

nothim?”Gugu.

They’restressingmeoutwiththeirquestions.They

shouldbehelpingwithsolutions.

“I’llsayheorderedcurtains,”Isay.

Theydon’tapprovebutthere’snothingtheycando

tostopme.I’m goingtoMandeni,I’llgivehim my

sideofthestorywhetherhelikesitornot.Evenifwe

don’tseeeachotheragainaftertoday,atleastwe

would’vepartedongoodterms.

Gugu’sfriendcamethroughwithhisoldTazz.Ihad



topayforpetrolandbuyhim sampandbeef.Itwas

justawasteofsamp,I’m notevensurewe’llreach

Mandeni.Iftrafficcopsdon’tstopusandbanthis

carfrom theroad,itsbrakeswilltotallystopworking

andwe’llcrashintoothercarsanddie.

Ihavedirections,myproblem willstartwhenIreach

thisBhudulashop,whoam Igoingtoaskfor

directions?It’sgettinglate,you’dswearthedriveris

stilldoinghisLearners.

“I’m hungry,pleasedrivethroughthegaragesothatI

canbuysomesnacks,”Gugusays.

Iwould’velostitwiththisfriendofhersifshewasn’t

here.HeturnstoTotalgarageandfillsupwhile

Gugugoestogetsnacks.Theclockisnotworking

withmeonthis,it’stickingtowards4:30pm.Myfear

isarrivingthereandfindingeveryonegonetosleep.I

can’tbotherpeopleatnightformerecurtains,they’ll

thinkI’m acriminaloradrugjunkie.

We’veturnedthecornertojoinEnembeRdwhenthis

Musaguyspotsatavernandcriesofthirst.



“Ihavetograbtwobeers,towashdownthedustin

mythroat.”

Sigh!Ileanbackontheseatandmakepeacewith

thefactthatImayhavecomeallthiswayfor

nothing.He’sparkingatthesideandhurryinginside

thetavernforhisbeers.

“Ithoughtyou’dgetmehelpfrom asaneperson,”I

saytoGugu.

“Relax,wearealmostthere,”shesays.

It’snoteasyforhertounderstandbecauseshe’snot

inmyshoes.HowcanIrelaxwhenthepersonhas

beenignoringmycalls?He’snoteveninterestedin

whatIhavetosay.

MusacomesbackwithhisCastle.He’sfollowedby

amaninrugswithmissingfrontteeth.He’smadea

Mandenifriendalready?

“ThismanisaneighbortotheManqeles,he’llhelp

us,”hesays.

Thisisarelief,atleasttherewon’tbeanystopsnow.



ThemanstartstellingusabouthislifeinDurban.He

sayshewasamanagerinoneofthefactoriesin

Umbilo.Accordingtohim hewasquitebig,heused

toappearinnewspapersandonTV.Peoplelikehim

wouldmakeyouwishyouweredeaf.Buthisstories

hasmadeourjourneyeasyandshort.

“Youarelookingforthathomestead,leavemehere

andjointhatsmallroad.”He’spointingatthe

ridiculouslygigantichomestead,Ifeelmystomach

turning.

“Therearenodogs?”Iaskhim.

“No,theydon’tkeepdogs.”

That’sminusonetrouble.Imaginebeingchasedby

dogsfrom yourex’s…well.

“Yourqueue,madam undercover,”Gugusays.

Phewww!Ididn’tthinkthisthrough.Infact,it’sthe

mostdumbestdecisionI’veevertaken.Whatifhe’s

nothome?Icannotleaveamessage,theydon’t

knowaboutme,theyprobablyneverwill.Thequiet

yardalonelooksscary.



“Goon,we’llparkhereandwaitforyou,”Musasays.

Hehasaveryuglyvoice.

Breathein.Out.Thisisit,there’snoturningback

now.Itakeabagofcurtainsandclimboutofthecar.

You’dswearIwaswalkingbyfoot,dustgotmy

shoeseventhoughIwasinacar.Mydressislong

enough,mykneesandshouldersarecovered.Ihope

Iwon’tbegettinganyfunnylooksfrom hisfamily.

Myphonevibrates:

**Donotjumpoverthosewhitestones,enterfrom

thebottom oftheyard!!**Gugu.

Am IgoingtodieifIjumpthem?Whatdotheystand

for?AnywayI’m goingtoobey,I’m justacurtain

sellerdoingbusiness,nothingmuch.

There’snooneintheyard,notevenachildplaying.

Mychestisbeatingdrumsagain.AsIwalkinthe

yardIspothiscar,reliefwashesalloverme,notfor

longthough.Ijustsawamanwalkingtowardsthe

brickhousestandingbetweenrondavels.Ididn’tsee

hisfacebutIswearhe’sthemostscariestShembe



manI’veeverseen.Butmyhearttellsmetokeep

moving,todothis.

Istandoutsidethedoorthatascaryman

disappearedintoandexercisemorebreaths.ThenI

knock,aseveraltimesbeforealady’svoiceanswers.

“I’m coming!”

Phewww!

BreatheKhanyo,it’saboutthecurtains.

“Oh,sawubonaSisi,”-It’saladyinababybluedress,

headwrapanddiamondearrings.She’sawife,that’s

outofquestion.Iswearshe’snevergrownapimple

onthatskin.She’sbeautiful,traditionalinherown

elegantwayandwelcomingwithherperfectsmile.

“Hi,mynameisKhanyo.I’m lookingforMr

BandlalethuManqele,heorderedcurtainslastweek,”

Isay.

“Heorderedmorecurtains?”shefrownsslightly.

Isshesuspectingsomething?Ineedtosticktomy

story.



“Yes,”Inodwithastraightface.

“I’m sorrytokeepyoustanding,pleasecomeinside.”

Wepassasqueakycleankitchenwithbuilt-in

cupboardsandshiningpotscookingonthestove.

There’ssomuchspace,itcould’vebeendoubledinto

tworooms.Ihearmultiplevoicesholdinga

conversationandfeelmystomachturningonce

again.

“Bhut’Bandla,Khanyoisherewithyourcurtains,”

shesays.

Hisheadrisesfirst.OureyesmeetandIswearhis

almostpopout.He’ssittingnexttoabigwoman

wearingglasses,there’sSqalonexttoher.ThemanI

sawenteringissittingonaleatherchair,hehasa

calm facethanIimagined.Theotheronehas

dimples,he’slighterthananyoneinthishouse.As

soonasmyeyeslockedwithhis,hesmiledand

glancedatBandlawho’sabouttofaintonthecouch.

“You’retheonewhosellsbeautifulcurtains?”asks

thebigwomanIassumeisMakhumalo.



“Yes,it’sme,”Isay.

“Don’tstandthere,comeandsitwhileMaNtusi

preparesadrinkforyou.”SheturnstoSqalo,“Why

arenottakingthecurtainsfrom her?She’sdelivered

them,nowshehastopackthem?”

Sqalodragshisfeetandtakesthebagfrom me.

Well,I’vemademypresence,hegotthemessage,

it’sprettyclearonhisface.

“Idon’tmeantoberude,butIhavetogo,myfriends

arewaitingformedowntheroad.Bandlathankyou

foryoursupportagain,”Isay.

“No,thankyouforsellingbeautifulcurtainstomy

brother,”saystheonewithdimplestomeandturns

toBandla.“Haveaclientcare,walkKhanyooutand

tellhertokeepsellingbeautifulcurtains.”

IfeellikeheknowssomethingaboutmethatIdon’t.

Theeldestoneonthechairisjustplayingwithhis

ringandstaringatmewithhiscalm face.

“Thankyoumychild,”MakhumalosaysasIpick

myselfuptoleave.



Bandlaalsogetsupandwalksbehindme.

Thewifeisinthekitchen,preparingaplateof

biscuitsandjuice.

“You’releavingalready?”sheasksinshock.

“I’m inahurry,I’llstaylongersomeotherday.”

“Ihopeso,haveasafejourney.”

Ismileandheadout,followedbyBandla.

“Howlongwereyouplanningtoignoreme?”Iask

onceweareinasafedistancefrom thehouseand

turnmyheadtofacehim.Hestilllookslikehemight

haveaheartattackanyminute.

“Khanyo,”hesighsdeeplyandlooksatmelikeI’m

themostcraziestpersonhe’severseen.

“YouknowwhyI’m notspeakingtoyou.You

shouldn’thavecomehere,Iwasgoingtocallyou

whenI’m okay,”hesays.

“Andwhenwasthatgoingtobe?IfIcallandyou

don’tpickupI’llcomehereagain.”Itsoundslikea

threatbutIdon’tmeanitthatway.



“Khanyo!”Hesighsagainandputshishandoverhis

forehead.

“You’releavingmewithnochoice.Imadeamistake,

andthatwastodrinkheavilythroughoutthe

weekend.ButIdidn’tdoanythingelse,Iswear.Itook

careofmyself,inaway.”

Thatseemstosurprisehim alittlebit.DidIexplain

myselftoomuch?

“I’m sorryBandlalethu,”Isay.

ThisisthemostgenuineapologyI’veevergiven

anyone.

Hereleasesaheavybreath,rubshisfaceandlooks

atme.Hisfacehassoftened.

“Howdidyougethere?”heasks.

“Guguaskedoneofherfriendstodriveme.Thecar

isparkeddowntheroad.”

“Pleasegiveme10minutes,I’llbewithyou.”

“You’llbewithme?”Iask.

“YesKhanyo,I’llbewithyou.”



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER9

KHANYO

Sleepingherewasn’tpartoftheplan.Ididn’tbring

anything,notevenatoothbrushorunderwear.Ionly

havemybagthat’sfilledwithmake-upandladies

personalnecessities.Ithoughtwe’dtalk,ironthings

outandthenI’llreturnbacktoDurbanwithGuguand

Musa.Buthehadotherplans,his10minutesturned

into5.Idon’tknowwhatlieshetoldhisfamily,but

wearehere,inaplacecalledHlomendlini,spending

anightinatwo-bedroom housethatIdon’tknow.

It’sclean,there’sabedandtwo-seatercouch.It’s

eithersomeoneliveshereorpopsinfrequentlyto

takecareofthehouse.

Hewalksin,comingfrom thekitchen,carryinga

largeplateofroastedmeatandrolls.Heboughtthe

meatonourwayhere,I’m startingtothinkhe’sa



carnivore.Idon’tknowwhatthatmeans,buthe

lovesredmeat.MaybeonedaywhenI’m richI

shouldbuyhim awholecowandlethim eatitalone.

“OnedayI’llcookforyou,”hesays.

Ijustsmileandwatchhim cuttingthemeat.Thisis

thefirsttimeI’veeverbeeninarelationshipwithout

givingconsent.Weareinarelationship,we’ve

alreadyhadourfirstfight,butneitherofushassaid

anythingaboutlove.

“HowdidyouknowwhereIlive?”heaskswitha

ghostofasmilepeepingandrefusingtocomeout.

“Icanaskyouthesame.HowdidyouknowwhereI

live?”Iask.

“Laphokukhonauthandonendlelaikhona.Idon’t

knowifthatsayingappliedtoyouaswell,”hesays.

(Lovepavestheway)

Ifeellikethisisatrickyone.Iknowtheanswer,he

knowsitaswell,butnotnow.Ipickapieceofmeat

andthrowitinsidemymouthsothatitcanbe

occupiedwithsomething.



“Angazi,”Isaywithafullmouth.

“Don’tworry,youhavethewholenighttogivemean

answer,”hesayswithasmirk.“Anywayyoulook

beautiful.”

Someoneisblowinghotaironmyface.Isayalow

‘thankyou’withmyeyespenetratingthefloor.

There’sanestofbutterfliesinmytummy,Ifeeldizzy

likeit’sthefirsttimeI’veeverreceivedacompliment.

“ButsometimesIwonderifyouknowthat,”hesays.

Blushingpaused!Iliftmyeyestohim,he’sstaringat

me,there’snosmileonhisface.

“Doyouknowhowbeautifulyouare?”heasks.

“Yes,Iknow.”That’swhatmirrorsarefor,forusto

knowifwe’rebeautifulornot.

“Thenwhydoyoubehavethisway?”Thisisabout

medrinking.

Ithoughtwetalkedaboutit.

“IsaidI’m sorryBandla,”Isay.

“Thisisnotaboutme.Youcannotdrownyourselfin



alcohol,putyourlifeindangerandbesorryto

Bandlalethu.I’m notgoingtodieonyourbehalf.”

Oh,wow!AndIthoughthedidn’thavetheboneof

judgingpeopleinhim.Don’tallreligiouspeoplethink

they’reholyandbetterthaneveryone?

“Whodoyouthinkyouareto…”

“I’m BandlalethuManqele,”hecutsmeshort.The

nerve!

Godturnthatknifeinhishandtohischest.Ifoldmy

armsandglareathim.

“You’renotmyfather,”Ibreakunpopularnewsto

him.

Thatseemstohaverubbedhim thewrongway.His

facedarkens,heblinkstentimesinfiveseconds.

“You…you…aremakingthingsharderthanI…I…I

thought.”Afterstrugglingwithhiswordsfora

minutehisspeechpicksarapidpace.“Love

shouldn’thurtKhanyo.Idon’tknowaboutyoubutI

thinkaboutyoueveryday.Idon’tdothingsIknow

canhurtyou,ImeantitwhenIsaidI’lltakecareof



myselfforyou.Notbecauseyou’remymotherorI

takeordersfrom you,butbecauseIwantusto

work.”Ialmostdidn’thearhalfofwhathejustsaid.

Hepushestheplatetomylap,wipeshishandswith

aservietteandwalksout.

That’sit?He’sangrybecauseofthissmallargument

andwalkingoutonme?

Myappetiteleftwithhim,Iendureafewpiecesof

meatandtaketheplatebacktothekitchen.There’s

amicrowave,Iputitinsideandfillaglassofwater

anddrink.Hedidn’tevenclosethedoorwhenheleft,

whatifthecriminalsofthisplaceattackme?The

nameitselfexplainsalot-Hlomendlini.

Oh,hiscarisstillhere,thatmeanshetookawalkto

getawayfrom me.MaybeIoverreacted,Idon’tknow,

withhim it’seasytobethewrongonebecausehe

hasacalm nature.Hecanoffendyouinhislow

moderatedvoiceandyou’dstillfeellikeyouwere

wrongforbeingoffended.Imusttakeabathand

mentallyprepareanotherapology.



Almostanhourhaspassedandhe’snotback.His

phoneishereonthecouch,it’sdarkandquiet

outside.IknowinhisheadthisisokaybecauseI

drink,gotonightclubsanddarethedevilwithmy

life.ButI’m scared;I’m inastrangeplace,I’m sober

andIdon’tknowanyonearound.EverytimeItryto

closemyeyesIhearfootstepsorseeashadow

passingbythewindow.Iknowit’sprobablyjustmy

imaginationbutI’m quiveringinmyboots.

Iattempttoclosemyeyesandthedoorshiftsagain.

Butit’sforrealthistime,therearefootstepscoming

in.

Isitup,holdtheblankettomychestandprepare

myselftopickanythingaroundmeanddefend

myselffrom whoeveritis.

Nx,it’stheafro-head.Wasteofmyfear!

Islidebackundertheblanketandliedown.

Hedoeshisthingssilentlyforalmosttenminutes,



goinginandoutofthebedroom.Theneventuallyhe

comestobed,pullstheblanketandslipsnexttome.

Heplaceshishandonmywaist.Istaydeadquiet

andwaitforhim togivemeanothercalm lecture.

“Khanyo,”hereleasesaheavybreath.“Ihave

concerns.ActuallyI’m scared,”hesays.

“Whatareyouscaredof?”Iaskwithmybackturned.

I’m notreadytofacehim yet.Thisthingis

complicatingbothmylifeandhis.

“ThatI’m doingallthisfornothing.Alltherisks.You

won’tcomethroughforme,”hesays.

“BandlaIcannotbeaperfectgirlfriendoverthenight.

I’veneversharedmylifewithanyone,Idowhat

worksformeandmakesmehappy.Soexcusemeif

Itaketimetoadapttothisrelationship,I’venever

beenafastlearner.”

Amomentofsilencepasses.Mywordsreplayinmy

mind.Ihavecalledmyselfhisgirlfriendanddefined

thisasarelationship.JesusChrist!

“Pleaseturnaroundandlookatme,”hesaysaftera



momentofsilence.

Ireleaseasharpbreathandturntofacehim.He’s

notjustanothermanI’m sharingabedwith,hepulls

mecloserandengulfsmeinatighthug.Ahugthat

makeseverythingseemspossible.

“Wearegoingtowork,right?”heasks.

I’vejustmeltedlikeabananaunderthescorching

sun,allIcangivehim isanod.

“I’m inlovewithyouKhanyo,”hesays.

Ilethiswordsreplay,sinkandfindaplaceinmy

heart.

Yes,he’ssaidit.Finally,hisactionshaveadefinition-

love.

Heliftsmychinup,Ilookdownbuthe’sseenit.

Damn,what’swrongwithme?

“Whyareyoucrying?”heasks.

I’m notcrying,Ihavetearsinmyeyes,there’sa

difference.He’stoogenuinewithme,it’sscary.I’ve

neverexperiencedsomethinglikethisbefore.



“Whyareyouinlovewithme?”Iaskafterhewipes

mycheekswithhishand.

“Idon’thaveareason,Ijustloveyou,”hesays.

“Well,Ihaveareason…”HeraiseshiseyebrowandI

takeapause.

Can’theletmefinish?

“Areasonforwhat?”heasks.

“Forlovingyou,”Isaywithasilent‘duh’attheend.

Hecracksaloudlaugh,cupsmyfaceandplantsa

kissonmyforehead.

Alright,Ijustconfessed,noteventhreehoursafter

pullingtheZulugirl‘angazi’stunt.

It’sbeenonlythreeweeksandalothashappened

sincethemorningIhijackedaC-Classwitha

ShembestickerandNZregistration.Maybewe

shouldgettheformalitiesoutofthewaybeforewe

goon……

MynameisNokukhanyaMayise,Iturned25in



January,andsofarIhaven’tbuiltanythingonmy

name.I’m noteventryingto.Mymotherpassedon

whenIwas15,wewerecloseeventhoughwedidn’t

livetogether.Iwaspracticallyraisedbymy

grandparentswhodiedbeforeIturned20.Iwas

alreadyapartyanimalthen,butIhadmylimits.Iwas

inDUT,abouttobeginmythirdyearinJournalism.I

onlyattendedtwoweeksofthefirstsemesterand

droppedout.Therewasnosolidreason,Ijustfelt

likeIwasonthewrongpath,notjustacademically,

everythingfeltwrong,itstilldoes,andIfeltlikeI

neededtoquit.I’m notfinanciallydependenton

anyone,butIknowmybrotherwouldputhislifeon

holdtocomethroughforme.

Am Iaddictedtoalcohol?Yes.WhydoIdrink?It

givesmepeace.How?Ithelpsmeescapethe

strangeworldthatkeepsthreateningtotakeovermy

lifeeverytimeIgotosleep.SeeingoldpeopleI’ve

nevermetinmylifeandhavingsobconversations

withthem inmydreams.Mylifeis,orwasokay

beforetheystartedbotheringmeabouttheir

sorrows,darkpastsandtears.Wouldn’tyoudrinkif



someoneshowedyougraveseverytimeyouclosed

youreyestorest?Ithoughtthey’dhavegivenupby

now,butno,theystillhauntmeeverychancethey

get.SoIdrink,bothfortheirproblemsandmines.

Idon’texpectanyonetounderstandme,andnobody

haseverattemptedtotry,untilnow.

“Ifthere’samountain,I’m climbingitwithyou.I’m

burningbridgeswithyouandjumpingfences.You

chosewellSisi,aManqelewilltreatyoulikeaqueen.

Butyouhavetobehavelikeaqueentoo.”

Irollmyeyes,he’ssofullofhimself,butitdoesn’t

makehim lesscharming.Ipullhisarmstowrap

aroundme.Queensdeservetobecuddled

throughoutthenight,right?

.

.

NOMKHOSI

30yearsofage,astablejob,ownapartmentanda

car.That’salmosthoweveryonepictured



themselvesintheir30s;havingmostofyourgoals

achievedandfinancialfreedom.Itdoesn’tmake

sensethatsomethingsillyaslovewoulddestroy

thatsenseofstability.Itwouldcrushyouandmake

youfeelworthlessregardlessofeverythingyou’ve

achievedinlife.

Hewaswearingaringwhentheyfirstmetafter

beinghostedbyamutualbusinesspartnerina

formalbusinessdinner.Hiseyeswereonher

throughoutthedinnerandnomatterhowmuchshe

triedtoignorehisintensestare,ithadabutterfly

effectonher.

Hisdeepvoicecaughtheroffguardastheyboth

headedtotheparkingarea.He’dbeenkeepinga

closeeyeonher,itwasn’tacoincidencethatthey

bothleftatthesametime.

“IsitokayifIsayMaShoyisa?”heasked,walking

behindherlikeaspy.

Awestruckandcaughtoffguard,shestuttered;

“Ummm…yeah..it’sokay.”

Hepickedhispace,reachedherandwalkedbeside



her.Hiscologne,intenseauraanddeepvoice!

Everythingabouthim spokemoney,powerand

dignity.Everythingthatshewaslookingforinaman-

excepttheringthatwasonhisfinger.

“Ihadanothereventtoattend,theplanwastoshow

facehereandleaveshortly.Buttherewasthisflower

thatkeptsaying‘stareatme.’Tellme,whatdoyou

bathwith?”

Herfaceblewhot.Everythingabouthim madeher

kneesweak,exceptthering.Heknewhowto

sweetenhiswordsandgetherblushinglikeanewly

weddedbride.

“Idon’tspeaktostrangers,”shesaid,ignoringher

thuddingheart.

“It’sThakasaManqele.Ahandshakewouldbenice

whileyouformallyintroduceyourselfaswell,”he

saidwithhishandextended.

Withasecreteyeroll,sheheldhishandandshookit.

“NomkhosiNsele,”shesaid.

Healreadyknewhername,he’denquiredabouther



afternoticingherthefirsttime.Heheldherhand

firmly,kepthiseyesonhersliketherewasamagnet

gluedinthem.

Shetriedtopullherhandbackbutheheldittighter.

SotypicalofaZulumanlikehim!

“CanthisbenotthelastdaythatIseeyou

Nomkhosi?”heasked.

Sheblushedbutquicklyhiditwitharaisedeyebrow.

“Idon’tthinkyourwifewillappreciatethat,”shesaid,

lookingathislefthand.

“It’smewhowantstoseeyou,nother.”Hisanswer

stunnedher.Hewasn’tevengoingtotrytospinher

thestoryofadivorceprocess?

“Oh,”that’sallshesaid.

Wordsfailedher,whichwasveryunnaturalofherin

situationslikethat.

“Givemeadate,timeandaddresswhereI’llpickyou

up,andI’llletgoofyourhand,”hesaid.

Onanyotherdaythatwould’veannoyedherbecause

hewasusinghismasculinepower;holdingherhand



andrestrictinghermovements.Butthatdayshe

meltedinthehandifamarriedmanandgavehim a

date.

Adatethatchangedherwhole.Thathasledtothis

momentofworthlessness,swellingstomachand

abandonment.Morningsicknessandcravingshave

kickedin.She’sapproachingherseventhweekand

herbunisstartinggrowandshowitself.Breaking

thenewstohermotherwould’vebeeneasyifshe

hadtherighttoclaim Thakasaasthebaby’sfather.

Butjustlikeherfather,he’sturnedhisbackonthem

andwentbacktoawomanthatownshisheart.

Knowinghowherfamilyis,mostlyherbrothers,a

warisgoingtobreakbetweentheNgidisand

Manqeles.They’llforceThakasatotake

responsibilityofhisactionsandprobablykill

someone.Thelastthingsheneedsrightnowisto

competewithapregnantwife.She’striedthatinthe

pastandshealwayscamelast.Thereweretimes

whenshefeltlikeThakasahadfeelingsforher.

Thosemomentswhenshe’dwakeupinthemiddle



ofthenightandfindhim staringather.Itwasweird,

yes,buttherewassomethinginhiseyesthat

strippedcoatsoffearanddoubtofftheirhearts.The

long,tighthugsthathe’drandomlygiveherbefore

theypartedways.Sometimesitfelttoodeepandtoo

genuinetobe‘nothing.’Doubtlessly,she’dfallenin

lovewithhim from theonset.Hewasmarried,yes,

buttherewasthat‘BUT’offaithsheheldonto.

“Areyougoingtokeepstabbingthepoorsaladwith

thatforkoryou’regoingtotellmewhat’swrong?”

Phumzileasks.

That’sthethingabouthermother,shecanbe

difficultfornoreasons.

“Howam Igoingtotellyouifyou’realreadybiting

myheadoff?”sheasks.

“Nomkhosi,youknowyoucantalktomeanytime.

It’sjustthatNgidihasbeengivingmealotofstress

lately.Idon’tunderstandwhyhekeepswakingupby

dawnandgoingtotherank.Ndlalifaisincharge

now.He’sold,heshouldbesittingathomeand



lettingmetakecareofhim.”

“Nicelifeproblems,”Khosimumblesbeforesipping

hermilkshake.Ifit’snotNdondotellingherabout

hernonesxistingproblemswithNdabuko,it’s

MaqhingacryingaboutAndiswarefusinghisgifts,or

SnalocomplainingaboutMondlispendinglesstime

withher.Nobodyhasrealproblemsaroundher,yet

theycomplaineverychancetheyget.

“What’swrong?”Phumzileasksagain.

Sheexhales,“Mom I’m pregnant.”

That’snotsomethingsheexpectedatall.Buther

babyisgrown,she’stakencareofherselfand

achievedalotofthingsinlife.Infactshe’s

surpassedherexpectations.

“Idon’tknowifwe,Africanmothers,say

congratulationsifourdaughtersgetpregnantbefore

marriage.Butcongratulationsmybaby,you’vemade

meproud,I’m notccomplaining.Howfarareyou?”

sheasks.

“Sixweeks,”Khosisays.



“I’m havingthreegrandkidsinoneyear.That’sa

blessing.”

It’sfulfillingseeinghermotherthishappy,but

unfortunatelyit’llbeshort-lived,shehastotellher

thetruthofherbaby’slife.

“Itdoesn’thaveafather,”shesays.

Phumzilechokesonherdrinkandlooksupwitha

frown.

“Whatdidyousay?”sheasks.

“Idon’twhothefatheris.Icannotremember,it

happenedwhileIwasdrunk.”

“Yey,yey,weNomkhosi!Whatareyoutryingtosayto

me?Sincewhendoyoudrinklikethat?Soyou

openedyourlegsformenyoudidn’tknow?Whatare

yougoingtotellthechild?”

Tearsburnhereyesbutsheblinksthem backand

swallowsthelumpforminginherthroat.

“I’lltakecareofthechildbymyself,”shesays.

“Oh,MissIndependent.You’llbeafatheranda

motherallatonce?Youthinkthatworks,huh?



Maybeyoushouldtrytositmedownandaskme

howit’sliketoraisechildrensingle-handedly.”

“Idon’thaveachoice,mom.ImessedupandIhave

totakeresponsibilityforit.”

“Well,goodluck.Nowtakemebackhome,Ihavea

husbandtocookfor.”

Thatstartedwellandendedhorribly.Butshe

expectedit,she’dalsoreactthesameifher

daughtertoldhershe’spregnantandshedoesn’t

knowthefather.

Twopeoplehadfuntogether,butonlyoneis

sufferingtheconsequencesoftheiractions.He’s

probablywithhiswife,massagingherfeetand

showeringherwithlove.Everythingisgood,he’s

movingonwithhislifelikenothinghappened.

**IDON’TPRAYTHATMUCH,BUTTONIGHTWHEN

IDO,I’LLBEASKINGGODTOMAKEYOURLIFE

MISERABLE,JUSTLIKEYOUMADEMINE.IHATE

YOUTHAKASA,UYINJA!**



Thisisthelastmessageshesendshim.Shehasto

dealandmakepeacewitheverything.Assoonasit

delivers,sheblockshim anddeleteshiscontact

details.

It’sdone.

.

.

THAKASA

Nothilecomesbackfrom thebathroom andfinds

him staringathisphone.Hewasoutofitwhenshe

lefttopee,theirbedroom lifehasimprovedsince

theirtriptoBali.Shegetsinbedandwrapsherarms

aroundhiswaist.Hereadswhateveritisonhis

phoneandthenpushesthephoneunderthepillow

andpullshiswifetohischest.He’swrappinghis

armsaroundhertighterandtighter.Hispounding

chestispressedhardagainstherfullbreasts.

“Iloveyousthandwasami,”hesays,hisheadburied

onherneck.“I’m notabadperson,pleaseforgive



meforeverythingI’vedonetoyou.Itwasn’tmy

intentiontohurtyou.”

“ManqeleIforgaveyou.Let’sjustmoveon,Idon’t

wanttotalkaboutit,”–Nothile.

Hisgriptightensaroundherneck,“Idon’twantyou

toremembermelikethat.Iwantthegoodtimesto

bethehighlightsofus.Ngiyakuthanda.”

“ManqeleI…”Herlegsarepulledapart.There’sa

hardrodslidingbetweenherthighs.Withnowarning

orwhatsoever,itpenetrateshersoftwallsand

thrustsinsideher.Ithelpedthatshewasstillmoist

from theirlastround,he’spoundingherwithlittleto

nomercy.Hismoansdeepenwitheachstroke,his

gripisstilltightaroundherneckbutshe’llsurvive.

Itdoesn’ttakelongforhim toreachhisbreaking

point.Thisonebelongedtohim,itwastosatisfyhis

temporaryneedandlessabouther.Heneededher,

nottheotherwayaround.

“Icannotpulloutbaby,I’m sorry,”hewhispers

beforelastrapidthruststhatalmosttearhercore

apart.Thenhegroanslikeabullandreleases



himselfinsideher.

Beforeshecancomprehendhislastconfusing

words,he’sonherfaceandsuckingthelifeoutof

herlips.Shelovesthisbeasty,needysideofhim.It’s

goingtobealong,litnight.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER10

KHANYO

Ifeelviolated.I’m angryandexhausted,both

emotionallyandspiritually.Thiswassupposedtobe

mynight.Mine!Theyweren’tsupposedtocomeand

robmeofmyspecialmoments.Itwasmyfirstnight

withhim,itwassupposedtobethebesttimeofour

livesbuthehadtospenditguardingme.Idon’t

knowhowmanytimeshehadtowakemeupfrom

thefloorbacktobedandfrom thedoorwhileIsleep-

walked.AtleastGuguunderstands,shemadeither

dutyandchosetoshareabedroom withmeover

Nolwazisothatshecankeepaneye.

Ineedadrink,anythingtorelievemefrom this

depressedmentalstate,butIknowthatthere’sno

alcoholinthishouse.Idoubthe’severbought

alcoholinhislife,unlessifitwasforaceremony.



Iwashopingtofindhim asleep,it’sbeenareally

roughnight,buthe’swokenup.He’sstaringatmeas

Imakemywaytothebedfrom thebathroom.He

hassexypost-sleepeyes,andthatbroadchest,Ican

lieonitthroughoutthiscoldmorning.Iclimbonbed,

restmyheadonhisarm andpulluptheblanket.He

wrapshisarm aroundmeandkissesmycheek.It’s

myfirstmorningkiss.

“Howareyou?”heasks.

“I’m good,”Isaywhatwebothknowthatisablatant

lie.

“Doyoualwayshavethoseheavydreamsorit’s

somethingyougotinthishouse?”heasks.

“I’vebeenhavingthem foryears.It’smylife.”I

cannotcontrolthemiseryinmyvoice.

“Doyoumindsharingwhatyoudream of?”heasks.

“Oldpeople,graves,herdofcowsanddeadbodies,”I

say.

“Haveyouconsultedaboutit?”

Consulted?Asinmegoingtokneelinfrontofa



sangomaandchanting‘Makhosi’whiletheythrow

bonesandspeaktoinvisiblebeings?That’snotmy

thing,I’dneverdothat,zangomasarescaryAF.

“Idon’tthinkthat’snecessary,”Itellhim.

Heholdsmyhandandpopsmyfingerjoints.Ithurts

alittle,buthe’senjoyingitsoIlethim be.Ilove

theselittlethingshedoestome.

“Ithinkit’snecessaryforyoutogettothebottom of

it.Maybethere’samessagebeingsentacross,I

don’tknow,butdreamshavemeaningsmylove.”

Itstillfeelssurreal,Ilookathim withasmileandask

him torepeathislastwords.

“Mylove,”hesayswithachuckle.

IthinkIlovehim morethanmyheadintendsto.

“So,whenarewegoingtothedoctor?”heasks.

“Todowhat?”I’m confused.Weweretalkingabout

consultingasangomajustamomentago,nowit’s

thedoctor.

“Haveyouneverheardthem say;‘KnowYour

Partner̀?”heasks,tighteninghishandonmine.



ThisisaboutHIV,right?I’m notevenoffended,Ialso

wouldn’ttrustapersonlikeme.WhatifIdrank,slept

withtenmenwithoutacondom andgotinfected?

Ohwait,whatifIdrankHIVfrom abeerorcocktail?

WhatifitwaslyingonthedancefloorandIgot

infectedwhiledancing?

“Khanyo,Ialsohavemyshort-comings.Thisisn’t

justaboutyou.It’saboutus,bothyouandI.Maybe

wecantesttodaybeforeyouleave,”hesays.

“Idon’tmind,aslongasyou’repayingthebills,”Isay.

“Howdoyoutakeme?I’llnevermakeyoupayfor

anybill.”

EvenifIwenttoToyotaand…..nevermind.Iplant

lightpecksonhischestandtrailmyfingersoverhis

smoothskin.Iwanttosnapapictureofthis

moment,sendittoEfeandthankhim forleavingme.

Hewaslikeadarkcloud,assoonashegotoutof

mylifetherewasalight.Inearlygotdepressionover

anuglymanwhoeatsJollofriceandIndomie

noodles.Bytheway,hehaddryankles.

“You’rebeautifulmylove,”hesaysrandomly.



Istopcountinghaironhischestandlookathim.

He’sstaringasusual.

“Thankyou.You’realsonotthatbad,”Isay.

Hechuckles,“Well,that’sbetterthanwhatmost

peoplesay.”

“Whatdotheysay?”Ifrown.

“Thatweareugly,onlyNkonzoishandsome.The

onewhowouldn’tletyoubreatheyesterday.”

Thosepeopledon’tknowme.Howcouldtheysay

suchathingtothisbeautiful…..soul?Isitbecause

Nkonzoislighterthanthem andhehasdimples?

Andwhothefuckstillmeasuresbeautyby

complexioninthiscentury?

“You’renotuglybabe.Youaredarkandhandsome.

Lookatwhatyougotthismorningbecauseofyour

looks?”Ipointatthegorgeousqueenlyingonhis

chest.

Hebreaksintolaughter.Ilovetherelaxed,happy

sideofhim.

“Idon’tcareabouthowmylooksaredefined.As



longasI’m cleanandpresentable.Butyou’reright

aboutonething.This…”Heliftsmyfaceandkisses

mylips.Hisaresotender,andhe’sagoodkisser,I

don’twanthim tostop.

Ithrowmylegaroundhim,grabhisneckanddeepen

thekiss.

He’sbreathingheavilyandtouchy-touchywhenwe

breakthekiss.Hisfrontisthickeningbehindhis

shortandpressedhardagainstmythigh.

“Babe,”hegrabsmyfaceagain.Thistimehislips

workonmyneck.Neckismysoftspot,histongueis

givingmetinglesandmoisturebetweenmylegs.

“Pleasehelpme,evenifit’sahandjob,”hewhispers

againstmyearinahuskyvoice.

Ididn’texpecthim tosettleforthatless,buthe

knowswhatmightworkforhim.Iremovethe

blanketandpulldownhisshort.Hisshaftsprings

out,hardandthick,withadropofpre-cum around

thehead.



Iwipeitwithmypalm andrubhisshaftallaround.I

expectedanotherbush,butluckilyhe’snottoohairy

downhere.He’smassagingmybreastswhileIgive

hisshafthandstrokes.

“BabeIwanttodoitmyself,”hesays.

Ismyhandgametooweak?Nobodyhasever

complainedaboutitbefore.

“You’llalsoplaywithyourself,”hesays.

Nowthat’sverynaughtyofhim.I’m surethat’snot

whattheyaretaughtinchurch.

He’stakingmypantyoffbeforeIevenagreetoit,

andkickingouthisshortandthrowingitonthefloor.

Nowwearebothinourbirthdaysuits.Theblanketis

alsothrowntothefloor,it’sacoldmorningbutwith

him nakednexttomeIdon’tfeelmuchcold.

Heopensmylegs,kneelsbetweenthem andsitson

hisfeet.

“It’scleanbabe,”hesays,lookingatmyexposed

corewithhishandwrappedaroundhisshaft.

It’soneofthosecomplimentsthatyouletpass.I



cannotsaythankyouonbehalfofmycookie,that

wouldbeweird.

Ipickmynippleandplaywithitwhiletheotherhand

massagesmymound.He’sstaringatme,notat

whathe’sdoing.

Islidonefingerbetweenmymoistfoldsandit

comesbackdrippingwet.Thesightofhisnaked

bodyandhardshaftaffectmeasmuchmybody

affectshim.

“Rubtheclitbabe,”heinstructswithamoan,his

handstrokinghisshaftrapidly.

Asinstructed,Irubmyswollenclitandmoanatthe

pleasurespreadingacrossmywholebody.Myeyes

shut,Idrifttotheworldofmyownandletmyhand

deliverthemuchneededpleasure.

“Don’tcloseyourlegsKhanyo,”–thevoicesnaps

meoutofmyzoneandremindsmeofthecompanyI

haveinthisroom.

Hedoesn’tunderstandthefeelingthatfirmlyshut

thighsgiveme.Icrossmylegsandcontinuestirring

mycorewithmyfingers.



Thenstronghandsgrabmylegsapart,forcefully.

Damn,Iwassoclosetotheorgasm.Thistoenailof

Satan!

“Don’thideitfrom me,”hesaysinavoiceIcannot

recognize.

“Bandlafuckoff!”Iclosemylegsagain,myclitis

aching,IneedthisreleaseandIneeditimmediately.

Hegrabsmylegsapart,again.Thistimehelifts

them uptomychest.Icannotdefeathispower,now

allIcandoiscry.Howcanheleadmeintodoing

thisandthendeprivemeoftheending?

ThenIseeafoilpacketslidbetweenhisfingersand

histeethtearingitapart.Hisotherarm isstill

restrictinganymovementfrom mylegs.Iknowhe

cannotputonacondom usingonlyonehand,I’m

justwaitingforhim toremovehisarm andthenI’ll

continuewithwhatIstarted.

“Don’tmove,”hesaysbeforesittingbackonhisfeet

andinsertingthecondom.

Thisismychance,Ijustneedaquickclit-rubthenall

myproblemsareover.



“Khanyodon’ttouchthatcookie,”hesayswithso

muchauthorityandentitlementoversomething

that’snothis.

I’m stunned.SincewhendoIneedpermissionto

touchmyself?

Heliesbetweenmylegsandpullsonelegoverhis

arm.

“I’m sorry,Icannotwatchyourlittlefingersplaying

withmycookie,”hesays.

Theentitlementthathehas!Nowmyfingersare

little…ohyes,comparedtotherodslidinginmycore,

they’reverylittle.

“Pleasebegentle,”Ibeg.Hisenergyseemstobetoo

highformyliking.

“KhanyoI’dneverhurtyou.”Hisresponseweakens

mykneesasusual.Ourlipslockinanintimatekiss

whileheslowlyinsertshimself.

Oncehe’sfullyinserted,hepausesandcupsmyface

foranothersteamykiss.

“Iloveyou,okay?Youhavemyeverything.Heart,



bodyandsoul.Pleasedon’tletmedown,Ihavebig

dreamsaboutus.”

“BandlaIlove…”Hepullsoutandthrustsbackin

again.Myvoicedriesinmythroat.Myworld

trembles,Iwrapmyhandsaroundhiswaistand

meethisthrusts.

“BabeI’m coming,hitrightthere,”Iscream,my

movementsfreezingbeneathhim.Nobodycancall

meachickenortwo-minutesnoodles.I’m awoman,

themostimportantbeingofhumanspecies.

He’shittingtherightspot,Iexplodeandcollapse

beneathhim.Hekeepsmoving,hismoansfillingup

theroom ashisshaftfillsmycore.

Somethingwarm latchesonmynipple.Iopenmy

eyestofindhim suckingmelikealittlebaby.His

strokesarenowslow,he’smovinginacycling

rhythm.

“Fasterbabe,”Ibeg.

Thisisveryselfishofme,Iknowit,butIwanttosee



howhelookslikewhenhenuts.

“Nobabe,thisstillfeelssogood.”

Ipushhim andturnoverhim.Luckily,hedoesn’t

fightme.Heliesonhisback,Iclimbontopand

crossmyhandsonhischest.

“YouknowManqele,Iwantedyourcum sobadlyin

mymouth.”

Heswallowsnothingness.Imovemywaistaround,

spellinganOinsidemycorewithhisshaft,justto

helphim markhisterritory.He’sgrabbingmybutt,

moaningandgrindinghisteeth.

“Doyouwanttonutinsidemymouth?”Iask.

Ithinkhe’sabouttopassoutrightnow;thatloosely

openedmouthandfaintlookonhisface.

“Doyou?”Iask.

WhenheopenshismouthtoanswerItwerkonhim,

myassloudlyslammingagainsthisupperthighs.

Hegrabsmywaistandattemptstositup.Ipushhim

backandridetheNazarethoutofhim.



“Fuck!”theNazarethhasbeenunnazarethad.He’s

cursing,hisfingersarediggingmywaist.Histhrusts

aredisturbingmyrhythm.Ilethim takethelead,

whenhisfacemusclesstarttensingupImoveagain.

Hislastcryandmynameslippingoutofhismouth

beforeheexplodesandtrembleswillbethepicture

I’llneverforget.

Ikisshissweatyforeheadandrolltothesideand

watchhim catchinghisbreath.

.

.

THAKASA

Nothingseemstobeinplacethismorning.He’s

alreadygrumpyandannoyedbyBandla.They’re

runningacompany,notaspazashop.Hecan’tjust

decidenottocometoworkbecausehisgirlfriendis

around.Ifthatwasthecasethenhewouldbe

missingworkeverydaybecausehehasawifeat

home.



Hewalksinhisbedroom andfindshiswifelyingin

bed,smilingatherphone.Hisclothesarenotironed.

Ishislunchevenpacked?

“MaNtusi,it’s6:48andI’m stillnotreadyforwork,”

hesays,hisvoicenotmatchingtheflameofanger

insidehim.

“AndwhyareyounotreadyManqele?”Nothileasks,

placingherphoneonherchestandstaringathim.

“Wherearemyclothes?Mylunch?”heaskswitha

hintofannoyance.

“Ibelieveyourclothesareinthewardrobe.Youcan

decidewhatyouwanttoeattodayandmakeit.Itold

MathatI’m sick.”

“Butyou’renotsick,you’reonyourphoneand

grinninglikeaCheshirecat.”

“Sowhat?You’regoingtotellherthatI’m notsick?”

That……he’dneverdothat,especiallynotnow,and

sheknowsit.

“Notonlydidyoucheatonme.NowIhavetoputup

withyouhavingsexwithmewhilethinkingabout



yourgirlfriends.AfterIsatisfyyourfantasieswithmy

bodyIhavetowakeupandprepareyouforwork?”

Herubshisforeheadandexhalesheavily.Hedidn’t

meanto,Khosi’smessagehithisnervesthewrong

way.Hedidn’twanttobeharshwithher.Whatthey

had,whentheyhadit,meantsomethingtohim.It

highlightedhislifeinacertainway.Butheneeded

hertounderstandthatitwasreallyover,thatithad

toendforgood.Hethoughthe’dbeokayknowing

therewasnowomanoutthere,whohadhisbest

wishesandunconditionalloveforhim.Hethought

hecouldlivehappilyknowingthatshefeltnothing

buthatredtowardshim.

Butseeingherthatbrokenleftawoundthatcan

neverhealinhisheart.

“Iwasn’tfantasizingaboutanyone,”hesays.

Nothileraiseshereyebrow,“Oh,youusuallypullout

whenhavingsexwithme?”

Silence!

“Youdidn’tevenuseacondom withher?”sheasks.



Heavybreath.Moresilence.

“From nextweekIneedahelper.No,actuallyyou

needahelper,someonewho’lldoyourlaundryand

ironforyou.I’llhelpwithlunchbecauseIdon’twant

MatosuspectanythingandIdon’twantyoutoeat

foodpreparedbyastranger.ButI’m releasing

myselffrom mostwifeyduties,Iwanttoenjoymy

pregnancy.”

“Ifyouwantmetohireahelperit’sokay.Butdon’t

doittopunishme,ImadeamistakeMaNtusi,I’m

sorry.”

“AndIforgiveyouDuyaza,nowchooseashirtand

goiron,it’slate.”

Heheavesasighandstandsmotionlesslyattheend

ofthebed.Nothilepicksherphone,scrollsdown

andlaughsatthememes.

Anothersigh!Hegoestothewardrobeandgrabsthe

firstshirtheseesandwalksout.

Phethyisinthekitchen,listeningtothemusicshe’s



notsupposedtolistentoandcursingalongwithit.

Godknowswhyshe’snotgoingtoschooltoday.

“Tutuareyoubusy?”Thakasaasks.

Phethyremovesherearphonesandlooksathim

withhereyesbulgingoutthinkingheheardher

cursingalongwithCardiB.

“Bhutiwereyouspeaking?”sheasks.

“Iaskedifyou’renottoobusy,Ineedmyshirttobe

ironedwhileImakelunch,”hesays.

“Oh,why?IsSisisick?”sheasks.

“Yes,shehasaheadache,”hesays.

“That’ssad.MaybeyoushouldsendacarandI’ll

accompanyhertothedoctor,”shesays.

“Thatwon’tbenecessary,”hesays.

“ButBhutiI…..”

“Tutu!”Hegivesheralooktoletitgo,leavesthe

shirtoverthechairandgoestothefridge.

Withasecreteyeroll,Phethypickstheshirtandputs

herearphonesbackon.



“Putthispussyrightinyourface

Swipeyournoselikeacreditcard

Hopontop,Iwanna…”

Ahandgrabsherarm,sheturnstoThakasa’sdead

glarefacingher.

“Whatareyousaying?”heasks.

“Ummm…it’sjustasong,sorry.”

Helet'sgoofherarm andclickshistonguein

annoyance.Whatafuckedupmorning!

(IfyouareinPTAyou'reinvitedtojoinTheBeloved

MaShengeandNdabukoHerYardnerreviewwithme

asaguestinMenlynfrom 12pm.)



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER11

THAKASA

Bandlachosenottocometowork.Hehasn’t

commentedonthat,hedecidedtolethim havehis

fun,oncehe’sdonelivinginabubblehe’lldiscipline

him.He’snotreallysurprised,withagirllikethe

curtain-girlhisbrotherwaslikelytogetconfused

andthinkwithhisdi¢k.Heseesalotofhimselfand

Khosiinthem.It’sakindofarelationshipthatputsa

lotatstake.Arelationshipthatmightshakeand

challengethefamily.HisbiggestfearisthatBandla

seemstohavefallendeeplyinlovewithher.He

knowshowharditistoreversefeelingsbecause

theyshouldn’tbeapartofwhoyouare.Thecurtain

girlisnotapartofwhotheyareandwhattheystand

forastheManqeles.AndonedayBandlahastoput

herthroughwhatheputKhosithrough,andmaybe

hewon’tbestrongenoughtohandleit.



Hewaslookingforwardtoalongbath,warm food

andsomealonetimeintheancestralrondavelwhere

hecanlistentohisinnerthoughtsandreconnectto

self.HeneedsthatThakasamomentandtranquility.

Butthefirstthinghebumpsintoisastrange,chubby

younggirlwithblondeshorthair.Hereyeswiden

whensheseeshim walkinginasifshe’sjustseena

ghost.Shestepsbackwardsuntilherbackisagainst

thecounter,herhandsareshakingbutshe’strying

tohideit.

“Ummm…MrManqele,welcomehome…wouldyou

likeanythingtodrink?”sheasksasifshe’sbeen

rehearsingthequestionallday.

Itclicksinhismind.Thehelper!Wasitnothis

decisiontomake?Didn’thehaveuntilnextweek

beforehefindsher?

“Whoareyou?”heasks,hisvoiceharsherthanhe

intended.

“I’m Zolile,thenewhelper.”

Hereleasesalowsigh,shakeshisheadandleaves

herstandingbythecounterwithhertremblinghands



balledintoafist.Nothileispushinghim andshe’s

pushinghim toohardandtoofar.

Hethrowshisbagonthecouchwithoutgreetingand

takesoffhistieandwalkstostandbythewindow.

“Arewestatues?”MaKhumaloasks,irritation

reekinginhervoice.

Nothileissittingnexttoherwithherlegscrossed.

Herhandshavelongredclaws-thosefakenailsthe

likeofKhanyoandKhosireneweverysecondweek.

“IsBandlaback?”heasks,purposelyskippingthe

greetings.Thesightofhiswifeirkshim.Not

becauseofthephysicalmake-over,heknowsthat

hismothercanputanendtoitanytime,whatreally

grindshistipishernewbehavior.Itwasher

obsessionoverthebabythatpushedhim toKhosi.

HehadtobreakKhosi’sheartandlethergo.That

toreapartofhim apart,ifnotthewholeofhim.And

nowshe’ssittingthereandactinglikeitwasallhis

fault.He’sinpaintoo.Hegaveupsomethingthat

meantsomethinghecannotputintowords.He’s



hurtsomeonetostayinthismarriage.He’smadea

sacrifice.

“No,hecalledsayinghe’llbehomelate,”MaKhumalo

replies.

Him andBandlaneedtohaveaconversation,this

thingofhisisgettingoutofhand.There’sacodeof

conduct,onedoesn’tskipworkandgoesMIA

becauseofawoman.

Hereverseshiswordsforlater,whenBandlais

home,andheglancesathiswife.They’renowhere

neartowhattheyusedtobe.Thepregnancyhasn’t

broughtthehappinesstheythoughtitwouldbring.

“Aboutwhatwetalkedaboutthismorning,Ifounda

girlwhoneededajobanddecidedtohireherbefore

shegoeselsewhere.HernameisZolileNgubane,I

believeyou’vemetherinthekitchen,”Nothilesays.

“Isawher,”hesays,unabletohidetheirritationin

hisvoice.Hewantsnochubbyshortietouchinghis

stuffandcleaningafterhim.

“Youforgottotellyourhusbandthatwewentto

thoseplaceswheretheymassagepeopleformoney



andwehadafullbodymassage,”Makhumalosays.

“What?!”ThakasaturnshiseyestoNothile.Hisface

isdarkerthanusual.Angerissteamingoutofhis

eyesandburningthroughhispiercingglare.Theday

cannotgetanyworse.Nothileisdeterminedtotake

thistothenextlevel.

“Itwasjustafungirls’time,”shesayswithasecret

eyeroll.

“Mymotherisagirltoyou?Sotodayyoudecidedto

getnakedforstrangers,letthem touchyouallover

andthenbringanotheronetomyfather’shouse

withouttellingme?”He’sfuming.

MaKhumaloadjustsherglasseswithaslightfrown

creasedonherforehead.

“Youneedtocalm down.There’snoneedforallthis.

Yourwifeiscarryingyourchild,letherrelaxanddo

whatevershewants.She’lltakethesenailsout

beforeSaturday,”shesaysandlooksatNothilewith

awarm smileandrubsherhandincomfort.She’s

carryingherfirstgrandchild,thatmeansthewhole

worldtoher.Sowhatifshedidhernailsandhada



massage?Thisgirlhasdonesomuchforthisfamily,

andshejustlovesher,theyhavealotincommon.

She’satrueManqelemakoti.

“Mother,stayoutofthis!”Thakasasayswithhis

handraisedandglaresatNothile.

“Weneedtotakeadrive,later.”Heunbuttonshis

collarandleavesusingthebackdoor.

He’sdonebeingguilt-trippedandwalkedallover.

He’swillingtobeweak,imperfectandsusceptibleto

sin.

IfNothiledoesn’twanttobehiswife,he’llallowher

tobewhatshethinksshewantstobe.

.

.

KHOSI

It’sabigdeal-she’spregnantandthebabydoesn’t

haveafather.Ofcourse,she’sdisappointedher

motherandNgidi.Actually,thewholefamily.She’s

betterthanthis.MaybeifitwasSnalotheywould’ve



understood,she’srecklessandirresponsible.But

Khosiisthematuredandresponsibleone.She’sthe

onewhospeakssenseandputsothersontheline.

That’swhyhermothercannotcometotermswith

thisnewreality.Butcallingherbrotherstogangup

onherwasabitlow,wasn’t?

She’ssittingonthekitchenchair,stirringher

milkshakewithastrawwhileenduringtheirpiercing

stares.

“Iwasn’tsoberwhenAndiswaandIsmashed,butI

stillrememberexactlywhattookplaceandhow.I

justwishshe’dletmeinandallowmetotreather

likethemotherofmychild.Imean,whethershe

likesitornot,herandIareabouttobecomealittle

family.AndI’m theheadofthatfamily,”–Maqhinga.

Trusthim totwistandmakethisabouthimself.His

problemsarenotthatbig,hispresenceis

nauseatingtoAndiswa,whichisverynormalin

somepregnancycases.They’llbefineonceshe’s

givenbirth.Aboutthem becomingafamily-maybe

he’sjumpingthegun,fornow.They’renowherenear

beinginlovewithoneanother.



“Khosidon’tfuckwithus.Whomadeyoupregnant?

Anddon’tyoudaretellmethatlittletaleyoutold

Aunt,”Ndlalifaasks.He’saggressive,insensitiveand

judgmental.

“Idon’tknowwhatyouwantmetosay,”Khosisays,

shrugginghershoulders.

“Whoisthefatherofyourchild?Heneedstotakehis

responsibilities,whyareyouprotectinghim?”

“IsaidIdon’tknow.Whydoesitbotheryou?I’m old,I

cantakecareofmyself.”

“ThisisnotaboutyouNomkhosi.Thebabydeserves

toknowitsfather,youknowhowharditistogrow

upwithoneparent.Befairandownuptowhateverit

is.”

Shetoldherselfthatshewasdonecrying.Butthey

keepremindingheraboutthis.Thebabyneedsto

knowhisorherfather.It’snotfair,butwhatchoice

doesshehave?It’sbetternottoknowyourfather

thantodealwithhisrejection.IfThakasahadto

choosebetweenherchildandhiswife,he’dsurely

choosehiswife.Hedidthatalready;whenshetold



him aboutthepregnancyheleftrightaway.

“Heneedstopayforthedamages.Wedon’twant

thincows,theymustbefreshandfat.Hemust

compensateforthisHypoderm beautyandBio-Oil

freshlegs,”Maqhingasaysandreceivesadeadlook

from Ndlalifa.

“Excuseusforamoment,”hesaysinadispleased

tone.Maqhingashrugshisshouldersandwalksout.

Afterreleasingadeepsigh,Ndlalifapullsachairand

sitsnexttoKhosi.Theyhavealotincommon,

mostlytheirstubbornnature.They’renotascloseas

MaqhingaistoSnalobuttheydogeteachother.He

understandshertosomeextent,because

sometimeshercharacterreflectshisown.

“Whyareyounottellingus?”heasks,holdingher

hand.They’reeverythingbutthey’renotliars.It’s

prettyclearthatwhateveritisthatshe’shidingfrom

everyoneishurtful.

“I’m notgoingtodisclosehisnameNdlalifa.Iknow

howyouallare.Idon’twantanymoredrama,”she



pausesandbreathesheavily.“He’samarriedman

andhedoesn’twantanythingtodowithme.Iknew

hehadawifebut…”

Oh,hellno!Thisisnotwhatheexpected.

“Butyouwerehopingthathe’llleavehiswifefor

you?”heaskswithanarrowedeyebrow.

“Notexactly,butIthoughthe’dhaveabackboneto

keepitgoing.I’m tryingtobestrongbutImisshim,”

shesays.

Heexpectedanythingbutnotamarriedmanforhis

sister.Really,outofallpeopleKhosichoseaman

who’salreadycommittedtosomeoneelse.

“Marriedornot,heneedstotakehisresponsibilities

andhiswifeneedstoknowthathecheatedand

createdachildoutsidethemarriage,”hesays.

“PleaserespectmydecisionNdlalifa.Iwillraisethis

babyalone.Mymotherdidit,Icandoittoo.”

Hetried,theyalldid,butshe’smadeherdecision

andtheyhavetoletherhandleherlifethewayshe

seesfit.



“Doyouwantmetogowithyoutothedoctor?You

needtomakesurethatthebabyisfine,”heasks.

“Yes,butisn’titweirdtogowithabrothertoa

pregnancycheck-up?”

“Everythingaboutyouisweird.Getready,I’llbeback

inthirtyminutes.Ileftmywifeandsoninbed,Aunt

calledusearlyinthemorningcryingaboutyou.”

“She’sdramatic,”Khosirollshereyesandsipsher

milkshake.

“She’sscaredthatyou’llgothroughwhatshewent

throughraisingyouandthetwins.Letherdealwith

thisinherownterms,she’llcomearound.Butyou

alsoneedtotellherthetruth.”

“Iwill,justnotnow,”shesays.

.

.



THAKASA

Itwasalong,silentdriveandnowthey’reherein

FlamingoHeights.It’sathree-bedroom housewitha

highfenceanddoublegarage.He’sopeningthedoor

andgoingaroundlikehe’sbeenheremanytimes

before-he’sfamiliarwiththeplace.

“Manqelewherearewe?”Nothileasks.

“Myhouse,FlamingoHeights.”Hewalksin,takeshis

jacketoffandthrowsitoverthekitchenchair.

She’sfollowinghislead,takingintheinteriorofthe

houseandsilentlyaskingherselfamillionquestions.

“YouhaveahouseinFlamingoHeights?”sheasks.

Grabbingabottleofwateroutofthefridge,he

glancesbackatherandnods.

“Yes,”hesays.

Nothilechucklesoutindisbelief.Awholehouseand

sheknowsnothingaboutit!

“Thisiswhereyoukeptyourbitches?”sheasks.



“Yes,”hesays,withoutasinglepinchofremorse.

“Andyouthoughtit’sokaytobringmehere?Tothe

samehousethatyou’vebeenentertaininggirlsin.”

“Itwasonegirl,butnevermind,todayI’m goingto

entertainyousinceyou’vedecidedthatyouwantto

takeherpositioninmylife.”

“Wow,justwow!Soshehadapositioninyourlife?”

Maybeshe’snotstrongasshethought.Shecanno

longerhandlethisasshewanted.

“Grapesorstrawberries?”Thakasaasks,little

botheredbyhertremblinghands.

“Thakasa,”shecallssoftlybeforepullingachairand

loungingherselfonitexhaustedly.

“Whywouldyoubringmehere?”sheasks.

“Becauseyounolongerwantstobemywife.You

wanttobesomeoneyoudon’tknow,someonethat

you’venevermetandcanneverbelike.Now,doyou

wantgrapesorstrawberries?”

“Grapes,”shesaysbeforeburyingherheadinher

handsandcontrollingherbreaths.No,no,no.She’s



notbreakingdown.She’sgoingtohandlethiswitha

fullchest.

Ahandgrabsthebackofherneckandliftsherup.

Coldlipssmashesagainsthers,deeplysuckingher

lowerlipandgrippingthebackofhernecktightly.

“Mmmm,”shemoansoutofbreathandpusheshim

back.Itfeelslikeherlipisswelling.

“IfyouwanttobeasidechickNothilethenyou’ll

havetodoitproperly.”Hebitesherearlobeand

watchesassheflinches.

“You’renotgoingtoguilt-tripmeandwalkallover

me,MaNtusi.Andpleasedon’tstartsomethingyou

cannotfinish,”hesaysinalowwhisperagainsther

ear.

“Whatisthatsupposedtomean?”Nothileasks.

“Ididn’tmakeanymistakewhenImarriedyou.Don’t

trytobesomethingyouarenot.You’renother.

You’resodifferentfrom her,Iwouldn’tmistakeyou

twoeveninmydeepestsleep.”

“Youknowherthatwell?”sheasks.



“Iknowyouthatwell,”hesays.

Sheletsoutachuckleandtenderlymassageshis

beard.

“IfIwasyouIwouldn’tbesosure.”Shepicksa

grape,throwsitinsidehermouthandgetsoffthe

chair.

“Arewespendingthenighthere?”sheasks,

suddenlyokaywitheverything.

“No,justfuckingandgoingbackhome.There’sno

onearound,there’snoneedforthatlongdress.”

Shegaspsinshockandquicklypullsherself

together.

“Justfucking?”sheasks.

“That’swhatunmarriedpeopledo,isn’t?Sinceyou

releasedyourselffrom wifeydutieswe’regoingto

fuck,hiremaidsandgooutanytimewewant,”he

says.

Deepbreath.In…out!Shestepstowardswhatlooks

likeadiningroom,exercisingherbreaths.

“Didyouloveher?”sheasks.



“Iloveyou,”hesays.

“That’snotwhatIasked.Didyouloveherornot?”

shesnaps,turningaroundtolookathim.

“Icanonlyloveyou,youknowthat,”hesays.

“Yetyouboughtawholehousetobeabletospend

timewithher.”

“Itdoesn’tmakeanydifference,webrokeupandI’ll

neverseeheragain.”Hequicklyclearshisthroat

beforehisvoicebreakscompletely.

“Soyou’rekeepingmemorieshere?”sheasks.

“No,Ihavenomemoriesofher.”

Adeep,penetratingstareisexchanged.She’snever

doubtedhisloveforher,that’swhyshe’sstillhere.

Andsheloveshim,that’swithoutanydoubt.But

somethinghasshifted.Orithasbeenunveiled.And

hecannotconfrontit,notforherorhimself.Ithasto

staylikethat,buriedandignored.

“YouhavetopayZolileafullmonthsalarybefore

shegoes.”Shepicksherpurse,putsitunderherarm,

grabsthecarkeysandheadstothedoor.



“You’llfindmeinthecarwhenyou’rereadytoleave,”

shesaysbeforewalkingout.

Hestandswherehewasandwatcheshergo.He

doesn’tmovenorbreatheaworduntilshe

disappears.Thenhereleasesalongsighandlooks

around.Therearenophysicalmemoriesbutthis

housedohavealotofmemories.

Thistripmayhavegothim hiswifeback,butthisis

farfrom over.

Thedrivebackhomeisanothersilenttrip.Hekeeps

glancingatNothileandinhalingsharply.There’sso

muchtotalkaboutbuttheycannottalkaboutit.Not

now,andmaybenotforever.

It’sabitdarkwhentheygethome.Bandla’scaris

parkedoutside,meaninghe’sfinallycamebackfrom

kwaNhliziyoNgiyise.

“Whenarewegoingtothedoctorforacheck-up?”

heasks.

“Nextmonth,firstweek,”Nothilesays.



“You’vealreadygonetothefirstcheck-upwithout

me?”He’sawestruck.Theydidn’ttalkaboutitbuthe

expectedhertoincludehim ineverything.He’sthe

fatherofthisbaby.

“Yes,everythingisfine.Picturesareinourphoto

album.”Sheunbucklesherbeltandopensthedoor.

“MaNtusi,”hecalls.

Shepausesandlooksathim.

“Iloveyou,”hesays,hiseyescloudedwithsudden

fear.

“IloveyoutooManqele.Ijustneedtorestandthink

thingsthrough.”

Henodsandspendsthenextfiveminutesinsidethe

car.Whycan’ttheybehappy?She’spregnantnow,

thisiswhatthey’vebeenprayingfor,right?

From thecarhegoesstraighttoBandla’srondavel.

Heneedssomeonetotalkto,Mawandeistoofar

andlatelyshe’sbeendealingwithalotinher

marriageaswell.



“Whatifsomeonesawyou?”Bandlaisshoutingat

someoneinside.It’sunlikehim torandomlyraisehis

voiceatanyone.

“Idon’tcare,”Sqaloresponds,withhisvoiceraised

aswell.

“YouknowifThakasafindsoutaboutthisyou’llbe…”

Hedoesn’tfinish,Thakasaisstandingbythedoor

andstaringatthem.

“IfIfindoutwhat?”heasks.

BandlalooksmorefrightenedthanSqalo.Thakasa

walksinandlooksatbothofthem,silently

wonderingwhatthesecretcouldbe.

“He’sgoingtoUJ,”Bandlasays.

Sqalofrowns,“UJ?”

“IthoughtyouweregoingtoUKZNwithPhethy,”

Thakasasays.

“Notanymore.Hechangedhismind.Pleaseexcuse

usSqalo,gocleanyourself,”Bandlasays.

Cleanyourselfsoundsabitweirdbuthehasenough

problemsthantointerpretshisbrothersstupid



fights.

Bandlagiveshim alookbeforeclimbingonbed.

“Ifyou’reheretoshoutatmeaboutmissingwork…”

“No.Icheatedonmywife,”Thakasa.

Bandlasitsup.Hiseyespoppedoutinshock.

“Youdidwhat?”heasks.Notthathedidn’thearhim

thefirsttime,theremustbesomemistake.

“Icheated,”Thakasasays,sittingonbedand

heavingasigh.

“Withwho?When?Why?”

“Allthatdoesn’tmatter.Ibroketwowomen’shearts

andIdon’tevenknowwhoIam underthisThakasa

Manqelename.AlongthewayI’velostmyself,the

problem isIdon’tevenknowwhenandwhichpartof

mewaslost.”

“WhatdoyoumeanMthonga?”Bandlaisconfused.

Hisbrotherissupposedtobehappy.Thisishis

moment,they’vebeenprayingforitforyears.

“Nothileforgavemeeventhoughshe’shurt.ButI



don’tknowhowgenuinelyIdeserveherforgiveness.

Idon’tknowifI’m reallysorryithappened.Idon’t

knowifIhadachancetogobackandre-dothingsI

wouldn’tdoitagain,”hesays.

Bandlaislostforwords.Wheredoesthisleavehis

brother’sperfectmarriage?Whyishenotregretful?

“I’ddieformywife,I’dchooseheroveranythingand

anyone.Theproblem liesbetweenmeandmyself.I

feellikeI’m notgivingmyselfthebestshotatlife,

likeIdon’tchoosemyselfinmostcasesbecauseit

doesn’tmakeanysense.”

“Areyouinlovewiththeotherwoman?What’sgoing

on?”

“Icannotloveanotherwoman.You’renotgettingmy

pointBandlalethu.Thisisnotaboutanotherwoman,

oranyone.I’m talkingaboutThakasa,butyou

wouldn’tunderstandbecauseyou’veneverliveda

dayinmylife.”Hegetsup,fixeshiscollarandheads

towardsthedoor.“Ifyoupullanotherdisappearing

stuntI’llgiveyouawrittenwarning.”

“What?!”–Bandlaexclaimsinshock.



Hewalksoutandbangsthedoorbehindhim.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER12

KHANYO

I’vebeennervousonhisbehalf,Nkonzokeptcalling

andtellinghim thatthebigbrotherisfuriousoverhis

absenceatwork.Idon’tknowhisfamilybutI

understandhowstrictitskindcanbe.But

surprisinglyitdidn’tgobadlyasIthought.His

brotherthreatenedtogivehim awrittenwarningand

hismotherisstillheadoverheelsabouthercoming

grandchild.He’snowinhisroom andplanningour

nextsneakout.TheonlytimeIgetthishappyis

whenthere’sanannouncementofalcoholsale.

“IsMrBeardbehindthatsmile?”Nolwaziasks,

standinginfrontofthemirrorandeditingherface.

“Yes.Actually,myboyfriend,”Isay.

Shegasps,“There’satitletoitalready?Khanyoare

allscrewstightinyourhead?DoIneedtocallthe

mechanicwithascrew-drivertohelpyouwithloose



screws?”

BothGuguandIbreakintolaughter.Trustherto

bloweverythingoutofproportionevenwherethere’s

noneed.

“IknowwhatI’m puttingmyselfinto.Soguys,listen

up,wehavenewhouserules.”Theybothstareatme

withtheireyesnarrowed.

“NoheatonSaturdays.We’llcookfoodFridaybefore

6pm,keepitinthefridgeandironourclothes.On

Saturdaysthere’llbenowarm showers,no

microwave,noshoes,no.…”Nolwazichokesdowna

laughbeforeIcanfinish.Gugujoinsinthelaughter

andspanksherhand.

“Howmanyorgasmsdidhegiveyou?”sheasks,still

laughing.

Irollmyeyes,“Youtwobetterobeytherules,

otherwiseI’m sprinklingichibioveryou.”

“Girlyouhaveitsobad.Butyouneedtobecareful,

youmayhavetosacrificeyourlifeandhappinessto

liveuptohisstandardsandexpectations.”



“IknowNolwazi.Ican’tsayI’m readytodealwith

thatrealitybutIwanttomeethim halfway.Iwantus

towork,he’sareallyniceguy.”

“Ihopehehasnowife,”Gugusays.

“Nope.Onlythebigbrother,hehasabeautiful

pregnantwife.”

“Isheavailable?”Gugu.

I’dexpectsuchquestionfrom Nolwazi.

“Ijusttoldyouthathe’smarried,”Isay.

“Acommittedmanbringsnodrama.Andhe’srich,

soit’stwobirdswithonestone.”

“Hedidn’tlooklikethattype.He’smorelikethe

father-figuretypethatwantseveryonehomebefore

6pm andjudgeseveryonewhogetinvolvedwithhis

brothers.”Ialsosoundjudgmental;themanhasn’t

saidanythingtome.ButI’m allowedtohavea

perception,right?

“That’swhyIonlylikeMandulo,”–Nolwazi.

Igiveheralook.Doesn’tshegiveup?Mybrotheris

stillhealingfrom thedivorce,thelastthingheneeds



isaslayqueenthrowingherselfathim.

Speakingofthatsoul,Ineedtoseehim tomorrow

andtalktohim aboutwhatBandlasuggested.I’m

justgivingitatry,I’veneverturnedtoasangomafor

anythinginlife.IfManduloagreesthenwe’llboth

consultoneandseehowitgoes.

“Ithinkheneedsashouldertocryon,”Nolwaziagain,

shedoesn’tgiveup.

“Andyou’retheshoulder,right?”Guguasks.

“Youguessedright,I’m aperfectshoulderforhim to

cryon.He’stall,upthere,anddarkwithmuscular

armsandsexybeadyeyes.He’slikemyownDwyane

Wade,youknow.Idon’tevenneedtoguessthathis

dickgameisonpoint.”

JesusChrist,thisgirl!Wearenottalkingabouta

random manhere.NowIhavetothinkaboutmy

brother’sdi…no,Ican’t.

“Whereareyougoing?”sheasksbetweenthe

giggles.

Igivehermymiddlefingerandgotomybedroom.



BothGuguandherhaveplansforthenight.Mylifeis

slowlygettingboring,I’veturneddownmany

potentialdatesandnightsponsorsjustsoIcanbe

aloneinbedandchattoBandla.

HecallsafewminutesafterIsenthim atextthatI’m

finallyinmyroom,alone.

“Soyou’resleepingalone?”heasks.

“No,you’llbewithmespiritually,”Isay.

“That’snotenough.Iwanttobetherephysically.I

needyouinmyarms,rightnow.”

“Iseverythingokay?”Iask.

There’sadeepbreathandsomesilence.

MyheartbreaksbeforeIevenhearit.

“Isitaboutus?Didtheyfindout?”Iask.

“No,Khanyo.It’smybrother,theyoungestone.

He…he...”Deepsigh!

There’sadrum beatinmychest.Sqaloisdead?

Suchayoung,rudeboy.



“Helovesotherboys.He’sgayKhanyo,”hesays.

GodknowsInearlydiedofaheartattack.Whyishe

makingabottlestoreoutofacider?Imean,thisis

notabigdeal.It’snotevenadeal,it’swhatitis,

factsoflife.

“Youscaredme.Sowhat’sthematter?Ishe

strugglingwithitmentally?”

“Khanyohe’sgay.SqalosamathongaisGAY.Ifany

ofmysiblingsoreldersfindoutit’llbetheendof

him beingaManqele.He’sayoung,brilliantboy.

There’salothestillneedstoachieveinhislife.

But…it…it…”Iknowthismomentverywell.Iwasn’t

tryingtoactdumb,Ijustdidn’tseeitthisway.

SometimesIforgetthatsomepeoplestillhaven’t

acceptedLGBTIaspartofourcommunity.

“Babe,it’sgoingtobeokay,breathe,”Isay.

“I’m onlytryingtoprotecthim.Hedoesn’tknowwhat

isatstake,atleastIcanhandletheheatwhenthe

truthcomesoutaboutus.Hisstoryisdifferent.And

youwillallowmetomarryyou,right?”

Marriage?Wearediscussingthatnow?Gosh,we



haven’tevendatedforamonth.

“Bandlathat’sadifficultquestion,”Isay.

Heprobablyexpectedananswer,yesorno,right

away.

“I’m notsayingyou’llmarrymetomorrow,IknowI

stillhavetoprovemyselftoyouandgothrough

trialsandtribulations.Butam Iacutofwhatyou’d

liketohaveasahusband?”heasks.

“I’veneverimaginedmyselfhavingahusband.Idon’t

evenknowwhatIwantmyhusbandtobelike.AllI

knowisthatIloveyou,youmakemehappyandI

wanttomakeyouhappytoo,”Isay.

“I’m fetchingyoutomorrowafterwork.Makeme

happybydressingupdecently.IknowIhaven’t

broughtyouanydresses,”hesaysthelastpartout

ofmockery.Isaidtheexactwordstohim onhis

birthday.

“Whereareyoutakingme?I’llbewithmybrother

duringtheday,discussingthedream thing.”

“Iwon’ttellyou.Justbedressedandreadyaround



5pm.”

Ihopeit’snotanotherboerworsandice-cream lunch

inarestaurant.Heshouldletmepicktherestaurant

andmaketheorder,Ihaveamoresophisticated

tastethanhim.

“Girl,weareleaving,”Gugusays,peepingthrough

thedoor.

IjustbidgoodbyetoBandla,butwe’restillgoingto

chatonWhatsapp,Ineedtolendthesegirlsmy

attentionforafewminutes.

Nolwaziisdressedlikeanescort.Mostofherskinis

out.She’swearingalacytop,shortleatherpantand

knee-lengthboots.Hermake-upisonpointas

always.Strangely,I’m noteventemptedtojumpinto

thebathandreadymyselftogowiththem.

Gugulooksabitformalinthatjumpsuit,black

stilettosandneatbun.

“We’llbesharingatablewiththeMinisterandhis

team,”shesays.



“Thatdoesn’tmeanIwantManduloanyless.We’re

justrubbingshoulderswithpeopleinhighplaces,

youknowIwanttogetaseatinparliamentnext

year,”–Nolwazi.

GraciousLord,thisoneistooambitious.Aphone

beepcutsmylaughshort-R3000paymenthasbeen

madeintomysavingsaccount.JustasIwonder

aboutthesenderBandla’stextcomesthrough;

FORTHEDRESS.LETMEKNOW IFIT’SSHORT.

“Guys!”Iscream,Ican’thelpit.I’vereceivedbigger

amountsastokenofpussyappreciation,butthisis

thefirsttimeI’veeverbeengivenmoneyforthe

dress.Ameredress!Imean,Icangettendresses,

evendoublethat,from thismoney.

“TalkbeforeIgetaheartattack,”Nolwazi.

“Bandlajustsentmemoneytobuyadress.R3000,

imagine!”

Theireyeswiden.It’sunbelievable,Iknow.

“Youcangetadressandafewjeansfrom that

amount.”



Ohwell,I’m notsureaboutthejeans.

Butwhydon’tItestwaters…

ITWILLBEMORETHANENOUGH.IWILLGETA

DRESS,LEGGINGSANDAFEW JEANSFROM THIS

MONEY-Isendthemessageandwaitwiththe

phoneinmyhandforhisresponse.

Iwaitandwaitandwait….justasI’m abouttofall

asleep,hismessagecomesthrough;

HAVEABEAUTIFULNIGHTMYLOVE.

That’sthemessage!There’snocommentonme

buyingleggings.

.

.

I’vebeentothishouseafewtimesinmylife.

Mandulogrewupwithhisdad,hewasagoodman

butIdidn’tlikebeingaroundhim.Itfeltweird

becauseIdidn’thaveafather,soIlimitedmyvisits,

I’dseemybrotherwhenhecametoBergville.Ithink

he’smovedbackherebecauseofthedivorce.

Maybehishousesuffocateshim withallthe



memoriesofhim andhiswife.

Theyardistakencareofbutyoucantellthat

nobodyhaslivedhereinalongtime.Hiscaris

parkedjustbelowthefrontdoor.

Thetaxileavesmeoutsidethegate.It’snotlocked,

soIletmyselfinandyellhisname.

Hestepsoutofthehouse,topless.He’sonly

wearingashortandpush-ons.He’sreallylivinglikea

divorcedmannow.Icansmellburnteggsalltheway

from here.

“Youcameallthewayhereinhighheels?”heasks,

burstingoutinlaughter.

“Ihaveclass,”Itellhim.

“Youdidn’tfinishyourclassesbutyouhaveclass?”

Irollmyeyestilltheytouchmybrain.Areweever

goingtogetoverthis?He’sbecominganannoying

brother.Everyfamilyhasthatclassy,glamorous

auntwhoneverwenttoschool.I’m thataunt.

“WhatdidIdotodeservethisvisit?”heasks,leading



meinsidethehouse.

“Youprayedright.Whyareyouburningeggs?Whose

lipstickisonthecouch?Thesunisup,yetthe

windowsarestillclosed.Whoareyouseeing?Isit

nottoosoon?”

“Makhanyi,JesusChrist!Areyouhungover?Your

attitudetellsmeyouare,IthinkIhaveabeerinthe

fridge,”hesays.

Myeyeswiden.NotbecausehethinksI’m hungover,

butbecausehe’sofferingmeabeer.Whereismy

brother?Theresponsibleonewhodoeseverything

accordingtothebook?

“Areyouokay?Youscaremewhenyousuddenly

becomeanicebrother,”Iask.

Heburstsintoafitoflaughter.

“Fine,I’vechangedmymind.There’snobeerforyou,

goandmakeOros.”

What?!He’snotserious.

“You’rekidding?”Iask.

“Yes,I’m kidding,khi-khi-khi.NowgoandmakeOros,



IthinkIhavemuffinsandbiscuitsthere.”

He’sboringwithcapitalB.ButIdoneedadrinkand

somethingtobiteonwhileIdiscussmydreamswith

him,soOrosandmuffinsitis.

Hehasthenervetosipanicycoldbeerwhileforcing

metodrinkabitterOros.

“Sowhat’sgoingon?”heasks.

“I’m stillhavingthosebaddreams,”Isay.

“Oh,”that’sallhecansay.Idon’tthinkhe’sever

knownhowtobeasabrother.IknowI’m notan

easypersontobrother,buttherearethingshe

shouldknowandexplaintomeastheolderone.

“SoBandlasuggestedthatIconsultasangomaand

findoutwhat’sreallygoingon,”Isay.

“AndwhoisBandla?”heasks,hiseyesnarrowed.

“Thecurtainclient,he’smyboyfriend.”Itrytokeepa

straightfacebutthelookhe’sgivingmeissending

meintoafitoflaughter.



“IshenotaShembeman?”heaskswiththatslight

frownonhisface.

“Heis.Pleasedon’taskmorequestionsbecause

we’realsostilltryingtofigureitout.”

“Well,goodluckwiththat.Makesurehealways

remembersthatyouareyourownwoman,youhave

yourownbeliefsandvalues.”

Trustme,Bandlaknowsthatverywellandhe

respectsme.ButIlovethatthistall,divorcedone

caresthismuchaboutme.

“So,aboutthesangomathing,doyouthinkIshould

consult?”Iask.

“Idon’tknow.Butitwouldn’thurttotry,right?I’ll

comewithyou,Ialsoneedanswersaboutmylife.”

Seeinghim likethishurts.IneverthoughtI’dseehim

thisbrokenbecauseofThobeka.Hegavethat

womaneverythinghehad.IfIremembercorrectly

thelasttwoyearsofhernursingcoursewerepaid

forbyMandulo.AndMenziwaslikeabrothertohim,

whydidhestabhim atthebacklikethis?



“Aretheytogether?”Iaskandrealizehowpersonal

andmaybeinsensitivemyquestionis.

“Yes,”hesays.

Damn,thatmusthurtevenmore.It’sofficial,Ihate

Thobekawitheverythinginme.Infact,herandI

needtohavealittleface-to-facetalk.

“Nolwazithinksyou’reherDwyaneWade,”Isayjust

tocheerhim up.

“Whoisthat?”heaskswithachuckle.

“AnAmericanbasketballplayer,”Isay.

“Somethingsarebetterappreciatedfrom adistance,

Makhanyi.Lifeisnotblackandwhite,andpeopleare

nottransparentlikeaglass.”

Well,heneedstotellthistoNolwaziandseeifshe’ll

listentohim.He’sherDwayneWadeandthat’sit!

.

.

Istillcan’tgetoverhowgoodIlookinthisdress.I’m

notcryingovertheR650Ispentbuyingit.The



designerhadexactlymybodyshapeinmindwhen

hedesignedit.Itwasmadejustforme.

“Whatifhe’stakingyoutoNhlangakazi?”Nolwazi

asks.

Herandherpeas-sizebrains!Whywouldhetakeme

toNhlangakazi?Itdoesn’tmakeanysense.He’s

obviouslytakingmetoafancyrestaurant.

“Shutupandhelpmeputtheseshoeson,”Isay,

sittingbackonbedandtakingtheboxofmynew

heelsthatIgotatTheFix.

“Heshouldpaythebeautyfeeeveryweek.Hecan’t

bestaringatallthisforfree,”shesayswhilepushing

theshoein.

“ThatmeansI’llhavetopayagooddi¢kfeeaswell,

andIcan’taffordit,”Isay.

“Ishereallygood?Helooksliketheboringtypethat

praisesGodduringthedeed.”

“What?”Lordhavemercy,yourdaughterdoesn’t

knowwhatshe’stalkingabout.

“Doeshemuff?”sheasks.



“No,butit’sonlybecauseI’m allowinghim notto.

WhenIwantthatbeardbetweenmylegs,I’llgetit,”I

say.

“Andifhesaysnoyou’regoingtoliveyourwholelife

withoutthekhothakhotha?”sheasks.

“Thatwon’thappen,hewon’tsayno.Butevenifhe

did,Iwasn’tgoingtoleaveagoodmanover

khothakhotha,”Isay.

“Whydon’tyouaskhim straight?‘Bandlaareyou

evergoingtolickmycookiejarorImustbuya

clitoralpump?’Easyasthat.”

We’veonlybeenintimateoncebutaskingwouldn’t

hurtanditwouldbefuntogethisreaction.

“Letmecallhim andaskbecauseit’llbetoo

awkwardtoaskhim inperson,”Isayandweboth

breakintolaughter.Shereallyisabadinfluence,but

Iwouldn’tloveheranyotherway.

“Heymylove,I’m almostthere,”hesays.

Iknowthathe’slying,he’sstillwithwhichever

brotherintown.He’sbeensayinghe’salmosthere



foroverthirtyminutesnow.

“That’snotwhyIcalled,”Isay.

Nolwazicovershermouthandgigglesbehindher

hand.Iscoldherwithalookandsteptowardsthe

window.

“Iseverythingalright?”heasks,panicevidentinhis

voice.

“Ijustwantyoutoasksomethingsexually,”Isay.

Heclearshisthroat.There’sashiftingmovement

andsomeone’svoicechattinginhisbackground.

“I’m listening,”hesaysafteramoment.

“AreyouevergoingtolickmycookiejarorImust

justgetmyselfaclitoralpump?”Iask.

Silence!

Ifhebreaksupwithmeit’sallonNolwazi.Iswear

I’m goingtomakeherlife…

“Maybeyoucantellmewhattododifferentlynext

time.Itwasmyfirsttimewithyou,I’m stilllearning

yourbodyandgettingtoknowwhatyoulikethe



most.”He’sbruisedfrom thetoneofhisvoice.Men

aresuchbabies.

“Bandla,Ididn’tmeanitthatway.Youmademe

happy.Iwassatisfied,Ipromise.NolwaziandIwere

arguing,shethinksthat…”

“Bitchdon’tyoudare!”Oops,Iforgotthatshewasin

theroom.Shehasthisthreateninglookonherface

thatmakesmeswallowbackmywords.I’m nota

traitor,Iwasn’ttellinglies,shetoldmetocalland

ask.

“We’lltalkwhenwecomebackfrom mysister’s

house,”hesaysanddropsthecall.

Sister’shouse?Ithoughthewastakingmeoutina

fancyrestaurantorsomething.Howishissisterlike?

Idon’twanttobeputonthestandandgrilledwith

questionslikeIforcedhim toloveme.

I’m notfeelinggoodaboutthisatall.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER13

NOLWAZI

Guguisspendingthenightout,again.No,she’snot

goingoutfordrinksortoparty.It’soneofthose

formaldinnerswithbigshots.Whenitcomesto

moneyGugudoesn’tplaysmall.There’satendershe

wantstosecure,that’swhyshekeepspitchingupin

thesemeetingsandminglingwiththeministers.Her

bigbreakiscomingandit’scomingsoonerthan

anyoneexpects.

Sheleavesinaformalblacksuit,lookinglikean

elegantbusinesswoman.

“Bringpizzawhenyoucomeback,”Nolwazi.If

there’sahopelesspersononearth,she’sthemost

hopelessofthehopelessees.AtleastKhanyohas

herNazarethboyfriendwhointroduceshertohis

marriedsisterwithinthreeweeksofdating.Without

evenrealizingit,she’schangingforBandla.She’s

alwaysinadresswhenhecomesaround.She’snow



watchinghowmuchshedrinksandwhen.Thegirl

eventurnsdownpotentialsponsorsbecauseofhim.

Isthatwhatlovedoestopeople?Youjustbecome

submissive?

There’saknockatthedoor.

“Whatdidyouforget?”Nolwaziyellsasshemoves

herfeetoffthecoffeetableandsittingproperlyon

thecouch.Gugucanbeaboringauntattimes.

Thedooropens,footstepscomein.They’renot

Gugu’s,thatoneleftinstilettosandtheseareboots

steps.

“Hello,”adeepvoicesays.

HereyeswidenasshemeetsMandulo’s.Herown

DwayneWade!Whydidn’tsheputonhermatric

dancedress?Andherhair,ohshucks!

“Ummm…Ndulo…hello,”shestutters,runningher

fingersthroughherhairandmentallyyellingat

herselfforlookingsounorganized.

Hesmiles,there’satwinkleinhisbeadyeyes.



Lord,she’sstaring.Healwayssmellsmanlyand

expensive.

“Iheardthatyou’llbehomealonesoIthoughtI

shouldpickyouupandgohavedinnerwithyou.I’m

alsobored,”hesays.

Shejumpstoherfeet.Thisisnotadream,he’shere

infrontofherandproposing.

Well,proposingthattheygooutfordinner.

“Mygosh,pleasegivemeafewminutes.Ineedto

change,combmyhairandputmake-upon.”

Hefrownsslightlyandthenchuckles.

“Youlookfinetome.It’snotlikewe’regoingfar,I

madeareservationatStClements,”hesays.

Still,sheneedstolookgoodforhim.

“Justafewminutes,”shesays,indicatingwithher

fingersandrushingtowardsthebedroom before

evenofferinghim aseat.

Revealingorcovering?Maybeasimplejeananda



straplesstop.

Urgh,that’stoodull.

It’sbeenoverfiveminutesandshe’sstillstuckin

frontofthewardrobe.

Okay.Ahigh-waistskirt,pencilheelsandwhiteshirt.

Afinancialanalystwoulddatesomeonewholooks

likethis,right?Sheappliesaberrynudelipstickand

drawshereyebrows.

Fifteenminuteslatershewalksoutofthebedroom

lookinglikeadream.

“Aaaaand?”ShegivesManduloa180turn.

Helaughs,“Youlookbeautiful,nowIfeellikeI

could’vetakenyoutoabetterrestaurant.”

“Nexttime,”shewinksandleadsthewayout.

It’sreallyashortdrive,shewasstillenjoying

Mandulo’ssexydrivingskills.

Likeagentleman,heopensandholdsthedoorfor

her.Seewhyshe’sattractedtothisman.Young

boysknownothingabouttreatingaladyofherclass.



“Ichoseanoutdoorseating,Idon’tknowifIshould

changeit,”hesays.

“No,it’snotthatcold.”Andifitdoesgetcolderyou’ll

coverherinyourarms,sir.

Thewaitressleadsthem totheirtableandprovides

them withmenus.

“Am Iallowedtodrinkacocktail?”sheasks,staring

atthedrinkssection.

“No,”Mandulosays.

Sherollshereyessecretlyandoptsforajuice.It’s

justfortoday,he’llhavetoacceptherforwhosheis.

Shedrinksandthat’sthat.Theybothmaketheir

ordersandthewaitressleavesthem totheirprivacy.

“Sowhyareyoucrushingonabroken,divorced

man?”heaskswithasmirk.

“Youweren’tdivorcedwhenIdevelopedacrushon

you.Andyou’renotbroken,youjustneedme,”she

sayswithawidegrin.

Heshakeshisheadandlaughs.He’sflattered,no

lies.Buthealsoneedstobeanadult-abigbrother.



“YouknowwhatIthink?”heasks.

Nolwazinarrowshereyebrowandstaresathim.

“AtyourageIthinkyoushouldbelookingforasane,

fullyfunctioningman.Notsomeoneelse’sleft-overs.

Beinginvolvedwithabrokenmanwhosewife

cheatedonwithhisbestfriendwillgiveyougreyhair.

I’m notarightmanforyou,orforanyone.”

Thewaitressappearswiththeirdrinks,puttinga

pausetotheirconversation.

Assoonassheleaves,Mandulolooksatherwitha

ghostinggrin.

“IfeellikeyouandMakhanyidon’twanttogrowup.

Sixyearsfrom nowyou’llbe30.That’swhenyou’ll

realizehowhardlifeis.”Hetakesasipfrom his

glassandliftshiseyestoher.She’sbeenstaringat

him andnotsayingaword.

“30to40kuyanyiwa.It’shard.Friendsstabyouin

theback.Somearestrugglingwithdepression,

cancer,debtsandlost.Therearedivorcesleft,right

andcentre.Kidsaregrowingupandtheworldis

gettingdirtierandnotgoodforthem.Youwishyou’d



sortedoutsomeaspectsofyourlifeearlier,when

youstillhadtime,andrightnowthetimeisnoton

yourside.”

“Areyoutryingtoscareme?”sheasks.

“No,thesearefacts.20to30isaphaseofpreparing

yourselfforrealadulthood.Butyouguysareplaying,

anditdoesn’tmakeanydifference.Makhanyi

droppedoutofuniversitybecauseshedidn’twantto

graduate,findajobandbecomeanadult.Butshe’s

growingupanyway,yearsdon’tstopbecauseone

refusestobearesponsibleperson.Soonshe’llbe30,

kidswhoareinhighschoolnowwillbeinyour

positionandthesemenyou’reallentertainingnow

willbelookingforfreshblood.You’llbemiserable30

yearolds,withnoeducation,nobusinesses,nojobs,

nocars,nohousesandnomoney.”

Hereyesdroptothejuiceinherhand.Sheexhales

heavilyandsipsslowly.

“Funisn’tforever.Youhavetoownsomethinginlife

Nolwazi.Youstillhavetime.I’m notsayingdon’tlive

youryouthyears,I’m sayingsecureafuturewhileat



it,”hesays.

“Ifailedsixofmymodulesinthesecondyear,

NSFASwon’tfundmeanymore.Idon’tthinkIcan

affordthetuitionfees,accommodationandstilltake

careofmyselfandmyaunt.Idon’thaveajob,the

hustlingdoesn’tgiveusmuchmoney.”

“Ifyouhadsomeonepayingthetuitionfeesyou’dgo

backandfurtheryourstudies?”heaskswithhis

eyebrowlifted.

“Yes,Iwould,”shesays.

“Whenapplicationsopen,sendyoursandregister

thosemodulesyoufailed.I’lltakecareofthe

financesbutpleasegiveityourbestshot.Idon’t

wantyoutoendupinthestreets.AndIhavea

request,justone.”

“Okay,whatisit?”sheasks.

“Tellyourfriendtofinishherstudies,evenifit’s

online.Idon’twantanymantohaveafinancialhold

overmysister.”That’sundoubtedlyBandlalethu.He

doesn’ttrusthim,butwhocanblamehim?Menare

likethat,theylikeitwhenyou’refinancially



dependentonthem.

“Icandothat,butit’lltaketimeandalotof

convincing.Wearenottheeducationalmaterial,”

Nolwazisays.

“Andwhatmaterialisthat?”heasks.

“Thetypethatwearsglasses,speaksEnglish24

hoursadayanddrinkswaterwithcucumberslices

andshit,”shesays.

Hechokesinhisdrinkandbreaksintoafitof

laughter.

“Youreallyhaveastrange,stereotypical

observation,”hesays.

Lickingthesauceoffherfingers,sheaskshim;“So

you’renotmyDwayne?”

“Studyfirst,getajob,makemoney,dateahunkand

breakafewhearts.Reachyour30sandmeetnew

people.IthinkI’llbearound45withgreyhair,then

you’lldecideifyoustillwantmeornot,”hesays.

It’snotafairdealbuthe’snotrejectingher,right?

That’ssomethingtotakehomeandcelebrate.



.
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KHANYO

Idressedtokillonlytomeethissister.Hearinghow

wellhespeaksofhissisterIthinkherapproval

mattersmorethananyone’s.Ijustdon’tunderstand

whytheyallowedhertomarryat22.Whendidshe

enjoyheryouthyears?There’stimeforeverything

andIdon’tthinkgettingmarriedat22isoneofthem.

Datedifferentguys,gotoclubs,stealcosmeticsat

Clicksandspendafewnightsinacell.Justhavefun,

creatememoriesbeforecommittingyourlifeto

someoneelse.

AndwhywouldIownagigantichomesteadat24?I

swearthisgirlwantstodieyoung.Sheskipped

manystagesandjumpedstraightintowomanhood.

Hetakesmyhandandweheadtowardsthedoorof

abiggerbrickhousewithanopeneddoor.

“SikhulekilebokwaMyeza,”hesays,knockingonthe



door.

Ayy,there’ssomethingdepressingaboutthisMyeza

homestead.Iwaswelcomedbyashadowthrough

thegate,nowthere’sthisuneasinessonmy

shoulders.Idon’twanttobehere,period.

Agirlalmostmyage,butbiggerandtallerthanme,

standsinthemiddleofthedoorwithasmile

plasteredonherface.

“Mthongathethird,”shesays,throwingherarms

aroundBandla.

Istandasideandwatchthem goingcrazyoverone

another.Atleastshedoesn’tlooktoorural,shehas

class,justlikeme.

“Iloveyourearrings.”Oops,thatcameoutby

mistake.Nowshe’llthinkI’m weird.

Bandlatakesmyhand,“Andtheearringloveris

KhanyoMayise.”

“Isittheoneyoubroughtherelastweekoranother

one?I’m notgoodwithfacesandnames,”sheasks.

Iswear,I’m goingtostrangleabeardedmanto



death.

“Youdidwhat?”Iask,turningtohim withafrown.

“Oh,youdidn’tknow?I’m sorry,Ididn’tmeanto…”

“Wande,you’renotonmywill.EvenifIdieyouwon’t

getadime,”–Bandla.

Shecracksintolaughter.Myheartisstillpumping

hard,butseeminglythey’rejustteasingeachother

assiblingsatmyexpense.

“Khanyopleasekillhim,it’sminusonetroubleforme.

Butgetinsidefirst,Icookedafeastforyoutwo,”she

says.

“Thisonedoesn’teatmeat,Ihopeit’sjust

vegetables,”Bandlasays.

Ican’tbelieveI’m ‘thisone.’

“Ieatmeat,don’tlie,”Isay.

Hechucklesandticklesme.

“Stop,”Iwhisper,yankinghishandsoffme.

Whatishissistergoingtothinkofme?Thisoneis

nowactinglikeakid.Wehaveallthetimeinthe



worldtotickleandholdoneanother,justnotnow,

notwhenhissisterisseeingmeforthefirsttime.

“Am Igoingtogetachancetointroducemyselfto

heroryou’regoingholdhertillforever?”sheasks.

“I’m goingtoholdhertillforever,”hesaysandplants

akissonmycheek.

Someoneisblowinghotaironmyface.Ifeelso

stupidinlovewithhim.

“Okay,Igetit,youtwostopnow.Khanyocomeand

helpmeinthekitchen.”

Am Inotaguesthere?Iremovethisone’shandoff

meandfollowhertothekitchen.

Somanydishes!Indeedshe’scookedafeast.

“BecauseofyourboyfriendIcouldn’tevenintroduce

myselfproperly.I’m MawandeKaManqeleMyeza.

You’llmeetmyhusbandinafewminutes,heisstill

dressingupforhisbrother-in-law.”Shelooksatme

likeshe’sreadingmyfaceandanalyzingifI’m good

forherbrotherornot.



“Soyou’rereadytodateaNazareth?”Ididn’texpect

thisquestion.

“IguessIam,”Isay.

“Youknowhe’sinlovewithyouandhe’sgoingto

marryyouandyou’llbestuckwithhim forever?”

Nowshe’sstressingme.YesIknowallthat.I

haven’tgivenitmuchthoughtand…can’tIjustenjoy

themoment?

“Doyouthinkyoulovehim enoughtostandwithhim

throughandthrough?”

“Yes,”Isaywithnothoughtgiven.

“Ifhe’stooangryhecries,”shesays.

Nowthisisfunny.Icannotimaginehim crying.

“Ifyouwanthim tocry,provokehim andspeakwhile

he’sstutteringandtryingtoexplain.”She’slaughing.

Itlooksliketheyenjoyseeingmymancry.

“Doeshefightwhenhefailstospeak?”Iask.

“Yeshedoes,butitrarelyhappens.He’saquiet

personbynature.Themostcalm from mymother’s



womb,”shesaysandpassestwobowlstome.“I’ve

neverseenhim thishappy.Youknowhedroveallthe

wayfrom hometotellmeaboutyou.Haveyoutold

him thatyoulovehim?”

Bandlalethu!Didhereallydiscussmewithhissister

thatmuch?

“Yes,heknows,”Isay.

“Amen!”

Ilaughandshakemyhead.Theirrelationshipis

strange,yetcute.

Ihelphersetthetable.Bandlaistalkingtosomeone,

IguessMawande’shusband.She’snotbadasI

thought.Iknowthemarriedtypetobejudgmental

andannoying.Butshe’sjustayoungwifewithalot

ofjokesandastrangeconnectionwithherbrothers.

Itakeaseatwhileshegoestocallthem tothe

diningroom.

Bandlaiswalkingatthefront,behindhim isafrail

lookingmanwhocouldbeinhislatetwenties.My



eyesareonhim,he’ssayingsomethingtoMawande.

TheysitnexttoeachotherandBandlacomestome.

“Areyoualright?”heasks.

Itearmyeyesawayfrom themanandlookathim.

Hiseyebrowisraised,Iquicklynodmyheadand

starebackattheman.

“Khanyo,thisismyhusbandNyeziMyeza.Love,this

isBandla’spersonalperson.Theonewho’sdriving

him crazy,”–Mawande.

Nyezilooksatmeandsmiles.Oureyesmeetforthe

firsttimeandthere’sthisstrangeconnectionthatI

havewithhisinner-self,thecoreofhim.Hisendis

justaroundthecorner.

“Nicetomeetyou,”hesaysandlooksathiswife.

Heliftshisarm tothetable,whichgivesmealook

underhisarm.There’saredmarkindicatingexactly

wherehispleurisyislocated.It’sonhisleftlung.I

seehim strugglingtobreatheinwhatlookslikean

office…

“Khanyo!”Bandla’svoicebringsmebacktotheroom.



Icannotgettheflashbacksoutofmymind.Why

can’tMawandeseethatherhusbandissick?It’s

evidentinhiseyes.Idon’tknowhim butIknowthat

hedoesn’thavemuchtimeleft.He’sleaving.

“Iwanttoleave,”Isay,turningmyeyestoBandla.

Hefrowns,“Youwanttoleave?”

“That’swhatIsaid.NowBandla.”

“DidIsaysomethingwrong?”–Mawande.

Igrabmyphonefrom thetable,giveBandlathelast

lookandwalkout.

See,thisiswhyIdrink.Icannottellanyoneabout

whatmyheadthinksandsees,they’llthinkit’s

Savannafrom lastweekspeaking.Worse,Icannot

evenhelphim.AndI’m notevensurethatI’m

mentallyokay.Ineedpsychologicalteststoberan

onmebeforeIpayattentiontothenonsenseinmy

head.

Bandlacomesoutofthehouseafterfiveminutesof

mestandingbythecarandseeingshadows.



“What’sgoingonmylove?WhatdidMawandesayto

you?”heasks,comingtomeandholdingmyhands.

“Talktomesthandwasami.”

“Ijustwanttogohome,”Isay.

“Youdidn’tlikeher?”Hisvoicedrops.

Hesoundsdisappointed,hurtandoffended.

Iletoutasigh,“BandlaIdon’twanttobehere.”

Hestaresatmeandsaysnothing.

“Youwon’tunderstand,I’m notanormalperson,I

seethingsandhearvoices.RightnowIneedadrink,

Isawyoursister’shusband’slung.”

Hefrownsandtakesastepback.

ThisisexactlywhyIdon’ttalkaboutthesethings,

becauseofthisreaction.

“Yousawhislung?”heasks.

Clearly,he’sseeingamadwoman.

“Ineedadrink,”Isay,openingthedoorandgetting

insidethecar.



Hewalksbackinsidethehouse,Idon’tknowwhat

he’stellingthem-maybethatI’velostmymarbles.I

waitinthecar,wipingpouringtearsandtryingto

forgetwhatIsaw.I’vealwaysdoubtedmysanity,but

todaywastheworsedayofmylife.Mawandeisstill

soyoung,thiscannotbehappeningtoher.God

pleaseletallthisbeinmyhead.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER14

KHANYO

We’reatKwaHlomendlinionceagain.Buttodayit’s

different,wehaven’tspokensincedeparting

Mangethe.Islepthalfthroughthejourneyandwoke

uptodissolveinmymisery.Ithinkhe’sangry,I’m

notsure,butmeleavinghissister’shouseso

hurriedlyhaswoundedhim.Hedidn’teventellme

wewerecominghere,Ithoughthewasdrivingme

backtoDurban,butit’slatesoIdon’tmindspending

thenightthisside.

Heclearshisthroatbythedoor.Ilendhim my

attention.

“Theshowerisnotworking.IsitokayifIboilwater

foryou?”

Ididn’tgrowupinthecity,thisshouldn’tevenbea

question,IunderstandandI’m usedtoit.

“Yeah,”Inod.



Hedisappearsbackinthekitchen,leavingmesitting

onbedwithmyphoneinhand.I’vebeentryingtotell

Guguwhathappenedearlier,shehasabetter

understandingandmaturedwayofhandlingthings,

buttodayshe’sjustuselessasNolwazi.

Afewminuteslatermywaterisready,Ileavehim

changingthebedandgotakeabath.Icannotget

Nyezi’spictureoutofmymind.Myheartgoesoutto

Mawandethemostly.Shecannotbeawidowat24.I

prayandhopenoneofitwastrue.WhywouldGod,

orwhoeveritis,showmesomethingandnotgive

measolutionofhowIcanhelp?MaybeIshould

bringthisuptomorrowwhenManduloandIgo

consultasangoma.Ifthey’rereallywhattheysay

theyare,he’llbeabletohelpmebreakdownthese

visions,flashbacksanddreams.

IfindaT-shirtandputiton.He’sgonetotakeabath

aswell.We’venevergiveneachothersilent

treatmentthislong.MaybeIshouldtellhim exactly

whathappenedbecauseinhismindIhatehissister.

Ifeelbadaboutleavingherdinneronthetable,she’d



outdoneherselfforusandIdidn’teventasteapiece

ofmeat.

Hewalksin,wearingavestandshort.He’savoiding

eyecontact,Iguesshe’sstillworkedup.

“Bandla,”Icall,shiftingandcreatingspaceforhim

nexttome.

Hethrowshimselfinbed,facesupattheceilingand

blowsoutasigh.

“Areyounothungry?”heasks,notlookingatme.

“No,I’m not,”Isay.

“Okay,let’ssleep.”

I’m awestruck.Ithoughthe’dgivemeachanceto

talk.Iwasshocked,Istillam,Idon’texpecthim to

addmoretomystress.

“Sowearejustsleeping?”Iask.

“Khanyowhatdoyouwantustodo?Youdon’tspeak

tome.IknowmaybeIrushedyou,itwastooearly

foryoutomeetmysisterandbeallfriendly.Butto

leavelikethat…”Heexhalesheavilyandshiftsnearer,

closingthedistancebetweenus.Hisarmswrap



aroundme.It’sweirdbecauseIthoughthewasmad

atme.

“Myheartisbroken.She’smysister,Iloveherand

she’simportanttome.Iwasreallyhopingthatyou’ll

likeher.Butifit’smewhowaswrong,pleaseforgive

me.Andifitwasher,Iapologizeonherbehalf,”he

says.

“Nyezihasbloodclotsinthearteriesofhisleftlung,”

Iblurtout.ThelastthingIwantisforhim tothinkI

havesomethingagainsthisfamily.

He’sfrowning.Iwishtherewasabetterwayof

explainingit.

“Ihavethisthingofgettingflashbacksandpictures

ofthingsIdon’tknow.It’sscary,Idon’tknowwhatit

means,butyeah,it’smylife,”Isay.

“Youareaclairvoyant?”heasks,eyeswiden.

“Awhat?No,no,no.I’m notsureifit’srealthings,

I’veneverbeenmentallyassessed,notthatI’m

stupidoranything,”IexplainandrealizeI’m just

babblinglikeafool.



Hepullsmecloserandembracesmetightly.I

releasealongsighandsilentlylistentohisheart

beatingagainstmine.Eventhoughhedoesn’t

understand,he’snotjudgingme.

“Whatdoesyourbrothersaywhenyoutellhim about

this?”heasks.

“Hesays‘Oh’,”Isay.

Hebreaksachuckle.

“Doyouwantmyadvicethatisn’t‘Oh’?”

“Yes.”

“Consult.”

Ifeellikeeverytimehegivesanadviceit’sconsulting

asangoma.Iwasintendingtodothatanyway.Ijust

hopeclaritywillbegiven.

“I’m seeingasangomasomewhereinUmlaziwith

mybrothertomorrow.Ifthey’rewhattheysaythey

are,they’llgivemeanswers,”Isay.

“Havefaith,itopendoors.AnywayIhavetocall

Wandeandfindoutwhat’sgoingon.Shehasn’ttold

usanythingaboutNyezibeingsick.”



“What?No,youcan’t.She’llthinkI’m insane.”

ImagineherfindingoutthatIthinkIsawher

husband’slung.DoIhaveeyesorX-rays?Hhayi-bo.

“Whatifyou’renotwrong?”heasks.

“No,Bandla,justno.”Imeanit,Iwantnowomanto

crybecauseofmeandmyweirdvisions.

Henodshesitantly.Ikisshislipsandcrackasmile

ofguilt.

“I’m notgoingtoletyousleepwithouteating.There

arepiesinthefreezer,Ineedafewminutes.Doyou

wantcoffee?”hesays,gettingoutofbed.

“No,waterisfine.”

I’m notreallyhungrybutapiewon’thurt.AndIlike

beingserved,justlikethosewomenwhohaveclub

cardsatGogoNomzwezwe.Igothroughmychats

whilewaitinginbedlikeaqueen.Therearepictures

ofNolwaziandMandulooutinarestaurant.This

cannotbetrue!Itrustedmybrother,Nolwaziiseven

youngerthanme,she’sonly23yearsoldforfuck



sake.That’salmosttwodecadesyoungerthan

Mandulo.

HepicksupasI’m abouttodropandsendafurious

message.

“Makhanyiwhereareyou?Nolwazisaysyou’restill

notback?”

Huzzah,whomadethiscall?Meorhim?

“Yourgirlfriendtoldyouthat?”Iask.

Helaughsoutloud.

“Nolwazi,yourfriend,toldme,”hesays.

“Yeah,isshenotyourgirlfriend?Ijustsawpictures

ofyouandherintherestaurantallovereachother,”I

say.

“Relaxwenabaqwekatilaserank,I’m nowhereinthe

positionofbeinginvolvedwithsomeone.Letalonea

23yearoldthatwouldexpectmetogotoparties

withherandposeforFacebookcouplechallenges,”

hesays,bitingmyheadoff.



Reliefwashesalloverme.Itwouldbeveryawkward

tohaveafriendofminesleepingwithmybrother.

“Oh,sowhatwasdinnerabout?”Iask.

“Noneofyourbusiness.Whereareyou?”

“I’m atHlomendlini,”Isay.

“Whodoyouknowthere?”

“Bandla,”Isay.

“Fuck.Thisisgetting…”hestops,Ihearasigh,then

hewishesmeagoodnightandendsthecall.

Well,thatwentsouthinsteadofnorth,butwe’lltalk

aboutittomorrow.I’m relievedhe’snotactingon

Nolwazi’sstupidcrush,butIdon’tknowhowlong

he’sgoingtoabrotherandnotatypicalmanaboutit.

Thisonekeepstextingwhileweareeating.Idon’t

knowifhe’sviolatingouragreementandtellinghis

sisteraboutwhatIsaid.Idon’twantpeopletolook

atmeweirdlyandIdon’twanttodepressthem over

nothing.



Hefinisheshispieandgulpsawholeglassofwater

atonego.I’m stunned!

“Rememberyoucalledmelastnight,whatwereyou

saying?”

Lord,Ihatepeoplewhodothis.IfIaskyou

somethingbytext,respondbytext.Don’taskme

thingsIsaidoverthephoneface-to-face,Idon’thave

face-to-faceairtime.

“Idon’tremember,”Isay.

Hisstareisburningmycheek,butIkeepmyeyeson

theplateandignorehim.

“TherewasNolwaziinvolved,whichisthepartIdon’t

understand.Howdoyouinvolveathirdpersoninour

bedroom life?”

Ican’tbelievehe’sscoldingmesocalmly,yet

makingmefeellikeastupidlittlegirl.

“Nolwaziismyfriend,she’slikeasistertome,we

talkabouteverything,”Isay,shruggingmyshoulders.

“Butshe’snotmyfriend,tomeit’sjustaninvasion

ofprivacyandIdon’tlikeit.IfIwantedpeopleto



knowaboutwhatIdointhebedroom I’dgointothe

pornindustryorhavepublicsex.Ifyouhave

complaints,talktomeandlet’sseehowwecome

withthesolution.”

Ireallydidn’texpectittoblowuplikethis.Girlstalk,

everywhereintheworld.Ibelievehealsotalkstohis

brothersaboutsex.Therewasnoharm intended,

really.

“I’m sorryifyoufeltthatway.Buttrustme,the

conversationwasjustajoke.Youknowthe

stereotypesaroundyourreligion,shewasjust

curious,that’sall.”

“I’m amanoffaith,butthatdoesn’tmeanI’m stupid

oroutmoded.”

“Okay,IhearyouBandla.Canwemoveonfrom

this?”Iask.

“Notbeforeyouaskmewhatyouwereaskingover

thephoneyesterday.”Hetakestheplatesandgoes

tothekitchen,leavingmewithmymouthhanging

open.WejustdiscussedwhatIaskedoverthe

phone,whatmorethere’stodiscuss?!



Hecomesbackandgetsinbed.Thelookhe’sgiving

metellsmethat‘wearepickingupwhereweleftoff’.

“SowhatwasthequestionNokukhanya?”heasks.

Godtakemenow!

“I’m nolongerinterested,”Isay.

“Unfortunately,I’m stillinterested.”

Lord,bringyourfloods,thearkisbuiltandready.

“Nowyoucan’tspeak?”

Alright,he’sdiggingit.

“Iaskedifyou’lleversuckmycookiejar,”Isay.

“There’sapartthatyou’releaving.Itwasn’tjust

that.”

“OrImustbuyaclitoralpump.”There,I’vesaidit.

Whyishegivingmethatlook?Hetoldmetoask.

Thenhestartslaughing,he’ssoweird.

“Thepumppumps?”heasks.

Pumps?GodIcannotdealwiththisman.



“Let’ssleepBandlalethu,”Isay.

Heclosestheinchdistancethatwasleftbetweenus

andlockshishandinmine.

“Wetested,right.Soareyouonthepill?”heasks.

Ifthisishiswayofaskingmetogorawwithhim,

thenhe’smistaken.

“I’m nothavingsexwithoutacondom,never!”Isay.

Icanseethedisappointmentbuthedoesn’targue

me.Itwouldn’thavehelpedanyway.I’m nottrusting

thecontraception,manypeoplehavefallenpregnant

whileontheinjectionandpill.Doubleprotectionor

gosing‘Ameeen’atthetemple.

“Whatdoyoumeanifyousay‘never’?”heasks.

“Imeanjustthat,Idon’twanttofallpregnant.”

“Ever?”heasks.

“Fornowthat’swhatIthink.”

“You’rejusthavingfun?”

Icannotanswerthisquestionbecausehe’ll

understanditinhisowntwistedwayanyway.



“Youdidn’tanswermyquestion,”Isay.

“Ididn’t?”heasks.

Iraisemyeyebrow,he’splayingdumb.

Heexhalesandletsoutashortchuckle.

“There’snothingIwouldn’tdotomakeyouhappy,”

hesays.

Didheneedtomakemeblush?Iplantalightpeck

onhislipanduponhisnose.

“IloveyouBandla-lami,”Isay.

Helaughs,“Ownme,I’m yours.”

Well,well,well.It’sthickandharddownhere.Istroke

itafewtimes,makingsuremyeyesareobserving

hisreactiontomyhand.Hismouthisslightlyopen.

Hishandistenderlybrushingmyhead,Iguesshe’s

enjoyingit.

“Doyoulikeit?”Iask.

“Yes,”henodsandinhalessharplythroughhisteeth.

Iremovetheblanketandsqueezemyselfbetween

hislegs.Icannotgiveaheadwithmyclotheson,I



stripnakedbeforetakinghim on.

Hisshaftisbulgingbehindhisshortandbeggingfor

freedom.Isurrendertoitsdemandandpulldownhis

short.Iplantawetkissandpressmytongueonthe

tip.HereleasesalowsoundIcan’tmakesenseof

ashisstomachtensesup.Iopenmymouth,dart

overtheheadandteaseacrosstheslitofhisurethra.

AsIplungeallofitdownmythroathe’scradlingmy

headlikeamothertoababy.Hismoansarefulfilling,

IknowI’m doingitright,notthatIdoubtedmyskills

inanyway.Icuphisballs,lickandsuckthem.My

tongueswirlsaroundtheveinspoppingoutofhis

shaft,againI’m pressingitagainstthetip.Inchby

inch,Ihunchdownhiswholeshaftuntilitreaches

mytonsils.Heletsoutadeepgroanandgripsthe

baseofhisshaftwithonehandandgrabstheback

ofmyheadwiththeother.

“UlubambolwamiNokukhanya,”hesayswitha

groan.(You’remysoulmate.)

ItseemslikeIhaveunleashedthemonster,he’s



rippingmythroatapart.Eventuallyhishandleaves

myneck,Isitup,outofbreath,andcoughafew

times.

I’m stilldizzy,hepushesmedownonmystomach

withonehandandliftsupmybehind.

Somethingwarm licksmywetfolds,outofpanic,I

nearlyjumpandfalloffbed.It’shistongue!

“Thisiswhatyouwanted,right?”He’sspreadingmy

buttcheeksandslidinghisfingerthroughmyfolds.

Histonguepenetratesthroughthem andswirls

aroundmyflesh.Thestrokesofhistongueandthe

lickingsoundshe’smakingashelicksmefansthe

burningflamesoflustwithinme.Iwanthim inside

me,I’m cryingandbeggingforit.

“Bandlapleasefuckme.”I’m aquiveringmess.

Herubsmyclitwithafinger.It’snotenough,Iletout

anothercryofdesperation.

“AreweexclusiveKhanyo?Isanyoneevergoingto

touchhereorit’smine?Minealone?”

“It’syoursbaby,Iswear,it’syours!”



Akisslandsonmybuttcheek,thenheclimbsoff

bedandtakessomething,somewhere.Iremainon

myknees,impatientlywaitingforhim toputthe

rubberon.

Ifeelhistipmassagingmyclitandletoutadramatic

scream.Yes,baby!

“WhatdidyoudotomeKhanyo?”He’spushingin.

Imoaninpleasureandmovemyassbackwardsto

helphim fitin.

“I’veneverlovedanyonethewayIloveyou…I’ddo

anythingtohaveyouinmyworld…inmyarmsevery

night.”Hepausesandleansovertoplantakisson

myback.Thefirststrokesareslow,passionateand

fulfillingintimately.Thenhedeepenshisstrokesand

increasesthepace.

Theworldbeforemeswirlsaroundinthehazeof

trophiesandlights.

ThelastnameIcalloutisGod’s,beforeawave

dragsmetoadifferentplanet.



I’m turnedover,legsspreadtoeithersidesofbed

andarmspinnedabovemyhead.He’sgroaningand

havinghiswaywithmycore,ontop.Somepartsof

hisbeardaremoist,hiswholefaceiscoveredin

sweat,veinsarethrobbingagainsthisforehead.

“Iwanttostaywithyou,”hesayswithhiseyes

closed.

Iwrapmylegsaroundhiswaistandtraphim in.

“Idon’t…Idon’twanttostayathome…Iwanttostay

withyou,please!”Heburieshisheadovermy

shoulderandthrustsinharder.“Khanyoyou’rekilling

me,whatam Igoingtosayathome?You’rekilling

me!”Hispaceiscrazy.Ifeelmycoreheatingupas

heslamsinrepeatedly,withnomercy.

“Mylove!”hecriesoutandtensesontopofme.

Iwatchhim asherollsandfallstotheside,outof

breath.Hisfacialmusclesaresqueezedinasifhe’s

suckingalemonortryingtoswallowabitterpill.He

hassomanyveinsonhisarmsthatIdidn’tnotice,or

they’repulsatingnowbecausehisbodyhasbeen

floodedbyatidalwave.



Afteramomentheopenshiseyes,hisfacecalming

downbuthiseyesstillfilledwithindescribablelust.

“Thankyou,”hesays.

Iwinkandsmile.Wherehashebeenmywholelife?

That‘thankyou’wasworthmorethananyamountof

moneyI’vebeenthankedwithforsex.Helovesme,

that’swhathesaysandabigpartofmebelieves

him.Butit’snotmuchaboutthat;beinglovedandto

love.It’sabouthowthewholerelationshipmakes

mefeel.Thelittlethingshedoesandsaysthatmake

mefeelgood,enoughandworthofanythingand

everything.

I’m notlettingthisonego.Everyonewillhaveto

adjust.

“You’removinginwithme?”Iask.

Hefrowns,“Huh?”

SMH.I’m justwaitingforthedayhepromisesmean

airplane.Iwantaconvertibleoneandhe’dgiveitto

mebyfire,byforce.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER15

BANDLA

Hecouldn’thavehisgirlfriendtravellingtoDurbanby

taxisoearlyinthemorning,sohecalledThakasa’s

driverwhohadothermorningerrandstorunand

askedhim todriveKhanyobacktoDurban.It’shard

toseeherleavebecausethere’squiteadistance

betweenthem andhe’snotsurewhenhe’llbeseeing

heragain.Butthememoriestheycreatedarehereto

keephim warm.He’swhistlingashewalksintograb

whateverMakhumalohaspreparedforhislunchand

thenhe’llrushtoworkbeforeThakasabitehishead

off.

“Thisismyhouse,notakraal,”Makhumalosays,

standinginthemiddleofthekitchen.Thesunisnot

evenupbutsomeoneisalreadyannoyed.

Hestopswhistling,“I’m sorry.Goodmorning.”

Withadisgustedonce-over,shetakeshislunchout



ofthefridgeandpacksafewfruits.

“Thisisthesecondtimeyousleepoutwithouttelling

anyone,”shesays.

“ItellNkonzo,nevertheless,I’m oldMa.Icantake

careofmyself.”

“Yes,you’reold,butyourstatusisthatofaboy.

Whileyou’restillundermyroof,unmarried,you’lllet

meknowwhenyouleave,whereyou’llbeatandhow

longyou’llbegone.”

“IwasatHlomendlini,”hesayswithadismissive

shrug,hopingtherewillbenomorequestionsto

follow.

“Withwho?”Makhumaloasks,hereyesnarrowed.

“NokukhanyaMayise,”hesays.

“Sothesedisappearanceshaveeverythingtodowith

agirl.Whatkindofagirlisthat?Doesn’tshevalue

herself?”sheasks,throwingherhandsup.

Bandlasighsandopenshislunchboxtocheckwhat

hehastoday.Hecannotgobackandforthwithhis

mother,it’lljustruinhispromising,brightcoming



day.

“Whichchurchdoesshegoto?”Makhumalo.

“She’snotareligiousperson.Whydon’tIhaveany

meat?”

“Whatkindofapersonisshe?”She’snotlettingthis

onego.Yesthey’reold,butastheirmothershehas

tomakesurethattheydon’tinvolvethemselveswith

thewrongpeople.Thakasaturnedoutright,he’sleft

marksfortheyoungeronestostepon.Shehashigh

expectationsofhersons.

“Ma,I’m lateforwork,”Bandlasays.Heneedsto

escape,notnecessarilybecausehedoesn’twanther

toknowaboutKhanyo,butbecauseheknows

exactlythereactionhe’sgoingtogetandit’snot

somethinghewantstodealwithnow.

“Alrightmyboy,domeonefavorke.Dowhatever

youdowiththatgirl,whereveryoudoitandkeepit

there.Iwantnogirlthatlacksmoralsandself

respectinmyhouse,ehambaizenekanje!”

“Youdon’tevenknowher,”Bandlasaysinshock.



“Iknowenough.Ifshewasworthanything,you’d

havedonethingstherightway.”

“NewsflashMaKhumalo,Iloveherandshe’sgoing

tobeyourdaughter-in-law.”

Shebreaksachuckleandclapsherhands.

“WeNtombikaLobengula!Takeyourfoodandgo

Bandlalethu,stopdreaming.”Shedriesherhands

withaclothandwalksaway.

Bandlaisleftstunned.Justlikethat,Khanyoisabad

person.Hehasn’tevensatherdownandtoldher

abouther-therealtypeofagirlsheisandhow

muchshemeanstohim.Hethoughthewas

mentallypreparedforthisbutnowithurtsmorethan

heanticipated.

“Thatdidn’tgowell,didit?”Thakasaasks,looking

ratherpleasedbythewholething.Headjustshis

collarandbuttonsuphisblazer.

“IhavetogotoGingindlovubeforecomingtothe

officeandgettingreadyformymeetinginQuarters.

Doyouknowwhy?Becausesomeonedecidedtouse

thecompanydriverashisgirlfriend’schauffer,”he



says.

Bandlajustpeelsabananaandkeepsquiet.

“Don’tputyourheartintosomeonethatcannotbuild

afamilywithyou.Babaalwaystoldusthat,it’sone

lessonheemphasizedmorethanothers.Youcannot

pickawomanfrom thestreetsandthinkyou’lldust

heroffandturnherintoawifeandamotherofyour

children.”

“I’m notyouThakasaandmostly,I’m notmyfather.I

wasalwaysgoingtobewithawomanthatIlove,”

Bandlasays.

“I’m alsowiththewomanthatIlove.Youjusthaveto

makesurethatthewomanyouloveistherightone

foryou,thefamilyandthelegacy.Awomanisthe

backboneofthefamily.Youchoosethewrongone,

thefamilyfallsapart.Andwedon’twantthat,

DuyazaandMakhumaloworkedhardtoraiseusand

buildthisfamily.”

“Well,I’m sorryyouandyourmotherthinkthe

womanyouhaven’tmetisn’trightforthefamily.

Unfortunately,I’m goingtofollowmyheart.Idon’t



wanttoendupmiserableandshort-tempered.”He

grabshislunchboxandmakeshiswayout,leaving

Thakasaranklingwithanger.Hemayhavea

savorlesswayofputtingwords,buthe’salways

lookingoutforthefamily.He’sputthem above

everything.He’slivedhislifeforthem toobserve,

learnandunderstandwhatitmeanstobeaManqele.

Heknewfrom theageof16whathisresponsibilities

wereandhowhislifewassupposedtoturnout.

WhenhemetNothileheknewthathe’dfoundagood

thing-agoodwife.Hewasn’tlookingforhismother

inher,atleastnotwholly,buttherewasanelement

ofMaKhumaloinherthatattractedhim.‘Ifshehad

whatthewomanthatraisedhim had,shewas

capableofextendingthefamilyandtakingittothe

nextlevel.’

AndNothilehasdonethat.She’slookedoverhis

mistakes,there’salittleManqeleprinceorprincess

growinginsideher,she’smakingsurethateverybody

isfedandthehousesareclean.

“Manqele,”

Heblinksoutofhismiseryandlooksbehindhim.



She’sstandingwithalookonherface-heforgot

something.There’shischargerinherhand.

“Maybeyouneedtobuyonethat’sgoingtostayin

theofficebecause,wow.”Shehandsthechargerto

him withaslightheadshake.

Hetakesthechargeranddoesn’tletgoofherhand.

Khosiexpressedtimetotimehowmuchitangered

herwhenheheldherhandanddidn’tletgoofit.But

hecan’tletgoofthehabit,hejustholdstheirhands

possessivelyandstaresatthem untilheseesthe

bottom oftheirsouls.

“Ngiyabonga,”hesaysandcontinuestoholdher

hand.

UnlikeKhosi,shedoesn’tmindhim holdingherhand.

She’sneverreadmuchintoit-nothingabouthim

‘usinghispowertocontrolher.’

“You’rewelcome,”shesays,herlipscrackingintoa

lazysmile.

Abriefmomentpasseswithhim staringatherand

notsayinganything.



Thenheasks;“Canyoucometotheofficearound

lunchtime?”

“Yes,”shenods.

Heputshishandoverhercheek,remorseand

sadnessslittingthroughhiseyesandconscience.

“Iwanttospendsometimewithyouandourlittle

onehere,”hesays.

Well,thisopensthepregnancytalkthatthey’venever

had.Thisbabycameatthewrongtime,whenthey

wereatoddsandfightinginnerandouterdemons.

“Areyouhopingforagirloraboy?”sheasks.

“I’m hopingforahealthybaby,andtohavemywife

nexttome,”hesays.

Sheleansonhischestandwrapsherarmsaround

hiswaist.Heembracesherontheshoulders,his

heartloudlybeatingagainsthischest.

“IloveyouMaNtusi,justlikeIdid6yearsago.How

canImakethingsright?Howdowegobackto

wherewewere?Iwanttobeahusbandandagood

fathertoourchild.”Hischinisrestingontopofher



head,hiseyesarefirmlyshut.Phethyfrownsatthe

doorandslowlystepsbackbeforeshedisturbsa

moment.

“Bepresentwhereyourheartis,”shesays.

It’ssuchacomplicatedanswerorstatement.

“ButI’m herewithyou,”herespondsinagruffy

whisper.

“YetIfeellikeIdon’tknowyou.”

“AttimesIdon’tknowmyselfeither.ItfeelslikeI

threwmyselfunderthebusandIwanttogetupbutI

can’t.There’sthisforceholdingmedowninplace,in

agoodway,buttheweightonmyshouldersis

gettingheavierandIwanttobreakfree.”

Sheletsgoofhiswaistandlooksathim with

widenedeyes.

“No,noMaNtusi.It’snotaboutyouorusorour

marriage,justeverythinginmylife,”hesays.

Oh,that’ssomerelief!

“Talktome,oryourbrothers,orMa.”



Heshakeshishead,“Idon’twanttothrowmy

burdensonanyone,especiallynotyouandmy

brothers.”

“Okaylet’scancellunch,I’llbookyouintoa

psychologicalcounselor,”shesays.

“MaNtusi,I’m notcrazy!”Hiseyeswiden.

Psychological?Counseling?He’snotmentally

disturbed,whywouldheneed…?

“You’llgothere,that’sifyou’reseriousabout

wantingtosavethismarriage,Iwantanemotional

presenthusband.DrMhlongoisaprofessional

trainedcounselorthatlistensandhelpspeopledeal

withtheirmentalchallenges,”shesays.

Whydidhebringthisupinthefirstplace?Heblows

outasigh.

“Alright,I’llgobutIstillwanttospendtimewithyou

beforecomingbacktoeveryone.”

That’sanotherthingtheyneedtodiscussinfuture;

livingwitheveryone.He’sboughtahousetobewith

hisside-chick,whycan’thedothesameforher?

She’salwayswantedthem tomoveoutbutstopped



herthoughtsbecauseitwouldn’tbefairto

MaKhumalo.ShethoughtmaybeNkonzoorBandla

wouldgetmarriedthenshe’dmoveoutknowingthat

someoneistakingcareofMaKhumaloandthe

youngersiblings.

“MaybeIshouldreserveatableinarestaurant,”she

says,hereyebrowraisedathim.Hedoesn’tlike

restaurants,orgoingoutaltogether.

“Iwantaprivateseating,”hesays.

It’sbetterthancallingthewholethingoff.She

smilesandstandsonhertoesandkisseshislips.

“Yo,ngekephela!”someonecomplainsatthedoor.

Theybothturntheirheadstothevoiceandsee

Phethystandingwithaboredlookonherface.She’s

beenstandingthereforalooongtime,tryingtogrant

them someprivacy.

“I’m lateforschool,mylunchisthereinsidethe

fridge,”shetellsthem.

“Isthefridgeontopofourheads,maybe?”Thakasa.

Nothilegaspsandplayfullyhitshischest.



“PhelaIdon’twanttotraumatizemyself,Ihavea

testlatertoday,”Phethysays,makingherwayinside

thekitchenandgrabbingherlunchfrom thefridge.

“Goodluckonyourtest,”Nothilesays.

“Thankyou,sisi,”shesaysandhurriesoutthedoor

beforewitnessingmoreoftheircanoodle.

“Wereyoueverthatinnocent?”Nothileasks,turning

toThakasa.

Hechuckles,“Whatdoyoumean?I’m stillinnocent.”

“YoucanlieforAfrica!”shesays,flappinghereyes.

“Hhayibo,whatdidIdo?Anyway…”Hepullsher

closerandcoversherearwithhishandsand

whispers,“Nopantiesallowedlatertoday.”

“Manqele!”shegasps.

“SendmeyourDr’sdetailsandtimeofappointment,

bye!”

.

.



KHANYO

Okay,thisisaweirdhouse.Icomefrom therural

areas,Iknowtraditionallybuiltrondavels,butthis

onelookslikeanoldzoohutwithallthebonesand

deadanimalskins.Myeducatedbrotherhasbeen

coughingeversincewewalkedin.Themandoesn’t

care,he’sburningimpephoandlightningscented

candles.Weboughtthewhiteones,heinstructedus

toholdthem inourhandsandconnectwithour

spirits,whateverthatmeans.

“Yoh,hhayi!”I’vebeenexclaimingeversince.He’s

takinghisprecioustime,IswearifIhadtoratehis

servicetohisbosses-ancestors,I’dgivehim one

starforlettingusinandthatwouldbeit.

“Soyouhavefinallytakenthedecision?”heasksand

raiseshiseyestome.

“Yes,”IsayeventhoughIdon’tunderstandclearly

whathisquestionimplies.

“After8yearsofrunning,”hebreaksachuckleand

pullsasarongandwrapsitoverhisshoulders.



Idon’tsayanything.I’m waitingforhim toask

straightforwardquestionslikewhyam Ihereand

who’ssittingnexttome.

“Sowhatbringsyouhere?”heaskswithagrinonhis

face.

What’samusinghim somuch?IhopeNolwazididn’t

drawmeeyebrowsthatlooklikeshieldsonthecoat

ofarms.

“Well,I’vebeenhavingweirddreamssinceIwas17,

ifI’m notmistaken.ThenovertheyearsIstarted

seeingthingsthataren’treallyvisibletothenaked

eye.Justyesterday,Iwasvisitingmyboyfriend’s

sisterandsawashadowintheyardandher

husband’slungclottedwithblood.”

“Whatdoyouseeinyourdreams?”heasks.

“OldpeoplethatIdon’tknow,bloodandgravesnear

aplacethatlookslikeatrainstation.Ithasaboard

butwhat’swrittenonitdoesn’tshowclearly,”Isay.

Henodsandreleasesaloudgroan.Thenhestarts

throwinghisbonesandnarrowinghiseyestoread

whateverthey’retellinghim.



Helooksatme,hopelessly.

“Unfortunatelymyancestorswon’tallowmetohelp

you.Gohomeandconnectwiththespiritualperson

insideyou.Theyonlyshowedmearondavel,white-

paintedwithbrokenwindowontheleftandgrass

roof,”hesays.

Istillhaveafrownonmyface.One,becausehe’s

beingauselessdead-asssangoma,andtwo

becausehe’sdescribingmylategrandmother’s

rondavelbackhome.IbrokethewindowwhenIwas

drunktheotherChristmas.

“Buyawhitecandleandametalwaterbasin.Sleep

inthere,lightyourcandleandkeepcleanwaterfrom

thewaterfallinabasin.Idon’tknowhowlongitwill

takeyoubutwhenitcomes,prayoverthatwater,

prayhardandaskforclarity.You’llnevertouchany

medicineorsalt,youpraytocleanwaterandheal

people,it’syourgift.”

Whatthehell?Idon’tknowhowtopray.SometimesI

forgetamereverseofOurFather.

“WhomustIprayto?”Iask.



“God,yourancestors,MotherNature,TheSpiritof

Waterandwhoeveryourspiritleadsyouto.”

Kodwankosiyami,whoisMotherNature?HowdoI

evenstartpraying?Can’tItakeafewprayingclasses

maybe?Iknowmybrotherwouldpaytuitionfees

andextralectures.

“Pleasedosomethingabouttheblood.Yourgreat-

grandfatherkilledyourgrandmotherwithaspear.

Herwoundswereneverwashed.Also,theweapon

wasneverextricated.Ifsomeonediesbyaweapon

athome,somethingisdonetopreventitfrom

repeatedlystrikingbackandwoundsarewashed

andsmearedwithumswani.”

Whoah!Weneedtoslowdownandtakeastepback.

“HowisthatallKhanyo’sproblem?HereisMandulo,

he’solderthanmeandthoseritualthingsarehis

duty,notmine,”Iask.

HiseyesruntoManduloandcomebacktome.

“Hisfatherpaidforhim,hewastraditionallysentout

oftheMayiseancestorsandacknowledgedasa

Nyathi.Hecanhelpyou,butit’snothisduty,itnever



was.Youhaddutiesandresponsibilitiesbeforeyou

evencameoutofyourmother’swombNokukhanya

Mayise.”

Wow!WhydidImeetBandlalethu?IfIhadn’tmet

him I’dstillbedrinkingeverydayandnotdealingwith

thisdrivel.Ihatebeingsoberwithallmylife.

“Pleaseexcuseus,I’dliketohavesomeprivacywith

yourbrother,”hesays,lookingatMandulowithpity.

Ihearhim exhaleheavilynexttome.Icantellthat

he’sfreakedout,bythismanrequestingprivacywith

him andjustbeinginsidethisweirdrondavel.

I’m nothappywithhisanswersandlackof

determinationfrom hisancestors.Icansaythey’re

lazy,whycouldn’ttheyhelpme?Mybrotherisgoing

topaythismangoodmoneyfordoingnothing.Itake

myshoesatthedoorandgotothecaroutsidethe

gate.

Ineedtotalktothemanthatadvisedmetocome

here,maybehearinghisvoicecancalm medown.



“Mylove,”heanswers.

Iquicklypicksombernessinhisvoiceandaskifhe’s

okay.

“Youwereright,”hesays.

“Aboutwhat?”Iask.

“Nyeziissick.ItoldWandeaboutwhatyousaid,I’m

sorryIcouldn’tkeepsuchfrom mysister,soshe

wenttotheirfamilydoctorandaskedforNyezi’s

medicalrecords.Theycallitpulmonaryembolism,

he’sbeengoinginandoutofhospitalswhile

claimingtobeatwork.However,hismother

suspectsthatsomethingwasdonetohim duringa

familygathering,hehasstruggledwithidlisotwicein

hislife,”hesays.

Myhandsaretrembling.Ifreakmyselfout.Whothe

hellam I?ThismeansI’vebeenseeingrealthingsall

thistime.ButnowIneedtoputfearaside,Nyeziis

importanttoBandla,Icanhearthesorrowjustfrom

thewayhebreathesoverthephone.

“Icanhelphim,Ijustneedtime,”Iblurtout,tears

runningdownonmyface.Ihavefailedsomany



people,somepassedon,somearelivingwith

permanentillnessesbecauseIwascuddlingbottles

insteadofhelpingthem.HellisexactlywhereI’m

goingafterlife.

“Whatdoyoumeanyoucanhelphim?”heasks.

“I’m goinghome,I’llprayforhim anddoeverythingin

mypowertohealhim.Hisillnesswasn’tbroughtto

myattentionbymistake.IswearBandla,I’m not

goingtoletMawandebecomeawidow,Iknowhow

muchherhappinessmeanstoyou.”

“Whereareyourightnow?I’m comingtoDurban.”

Ohmygoodness,whatisbecomingofmylife?!



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER16

KHANYO

Manduloisinmyroom forthefirsttime.Idon’t

knowwhatthesangomatoldhim whenIwasgone

buthelookslikehisworldwascrushed.I’m scared

toask,maybeheneedssomespace.Heaskedtolie

inmyroom forawhilebeforedrivingtoKwaMashu.

I’m waitingforBandla,hesaidhe’sparkingoutside,

thenI’llstartpackingandpreparingformyjourney

backhome.Ihaven’ttoldGuguandNolwazianything.

Iknowthey’llfreakout,it’ssosuddenandconfusing.

Atextcomesthrough.He’satthedoor.Iputmy

hlibhasonandgoopenforhim.

Hecrushesmyribsinatighthug.

“Mylove,what’sgoingon?”heasks.I’m stillinhis



embraceandstrugglingtobreathe.

“I’llexplain,let’sgositfirst,”Isay.

Heletsgoofme,butgrabsmyfaceforaquickkiss

beforewalkingin.

“Juice?”Iask.

“No,you.”

Soweirdandunnecessary!Ilaughandshakemy

head.

Hesitsandputsacushiononhislap.

CanIbeacushion?

Isitnexttohim andreleaseasighbeforeIbegin.

He’snotshockedthatmuchaboutthehealinggift

thingandthatmyvisionshavebeenreal.Butmoving

backhomehascaughthim offguard.

“Whoareyougoingtostaywith?Forhowlong?”he

asks.

Ishrugmyshoulders,“Idon’tknowBandla.AllI



knowisthatIhavetodothistobeabletohelpNyezi

andothersthatareyettocome.”

“WhataboutmeKhanyo?HowmustIlivewithout

you?Am Iallowedtoatleastvisityou?”

“Idon’tknowBandla,we’lltalk.”

Hegetsonhisfeetandpacesaroundthesmall

passagebehindthecouch.He’smakingmedizzy.

“Ifthisisaninitiationofsomesortthenitmeansyou

couldbegoneformonthsandIwon’tbeabletosee

you,”hesayswithsomuchfrustrationandrubshis

facefuriously.

“Anditcouldbejustweeks,Idon’tknowwhatI’llbe

doingbutIknowthatIhavetodoit,”Isay.

“KhanyoIjustfoundyou.IknowthatIwantedyouto

getanswers,andI’m gratefulthatyouwanttodo

thistohelpmysister,andI’m happyforyou.ButI

don’twanttolivewithoutyou.I’m scaredyoumight

leaveforeverandIjustcan’t…pleasebabe.”

Mypoorlove,Igotohim andwrapmyarmsaround

hiswaist.He’sfreakedout;fearishauntinghiseyes.



“Don’tstress,I’llbebackbeforeyouknowit.You’re

thereasonwhyIwanttodothisandthereasonwhy

I’llfighttocomebacksoon.IloveyouBandla,what

makesyouthinkI’llletgoofallthis?”Irunmyhands

overhischestandteasehismanhoodbymovingmy

waistincircles.

Hegrabsthebackofmyneck,locksmylegbetween

hislegsandkissesmelikeit’sthelastdaywe’re

togetherinthislifetime.

Hishandstraveldownmybackandgrabmybutt.

He’spushinghiserectiontomeandbattlingmy

tongueinsidemymouth.

Iholdhisneckandpullhim downtothecouchwith

me.Ourbreathsareescalating,hishandsareall

overmybutt,he’sgettingreallywarmedup.

Someoneclearshisthroat.Hestops,morelikehe

freezes,andslowlyturnstofindMandulostanding

andstaringatus.



Fuck,Ithoughthewasasleep.

“Heybrother,”Isay,justtoputanendtothe

awkwardness.

Bandla’shandisoverhisforehead.Idon’tthinkI’ve

everseenanyonelookingthisscaredandashamed

ofbeingcaughtkissing.Merelykissing!

“Heretobuymorecurtains?”Mandulojusthadto

kickthedogwhenit’salreadydown.

“I’m sorry,Khanyodidn’ttellmethatyouarehere.

I’m nottryingtodisrespectyouoranything,Iswear.

Pleasepardonme,I’llgo.”Myeyestraveltothefront

ofhispant,he’snotawareofhowbigandprotruding

hiserectionhasbecome.IknowMandulohasseen

itaswell,judgingfrom themockeryonhisface.

“No,it’sfine,Iwasleavinganyway,”hesays.

Bandlaisstillfrozenonhisspot.Idon’tknowifI

shouldjumpinandsavethedayorlethim handleit.

“Ngiyaxolisabhuti,”herepeatshisapology.

“No,it’sallgoodMr,doasyouplease.”Helooksat

me,“Callmewhenyou’redonepacking.”



Hepusheshishandsinhispocketsandleaves.He

knowsthatI’m datingBandla,eventhoughhehasan

elementofablackbrotherregardingitbuthe’sstill

coolwithmegrowingup.Whathejustdidwasonly

tomakeBandlauncomfortable,whichisthelast

thingIneedrightnow.

“EishKhanyo!”Hesitsonthecouchandburieshis

faceinhishands.

Idon’tthinkI’llbegettingagoodbyesextoday.

Thankstothedivorced,fakeDwayne.

.

.

THAKASA

There’sasealedbottleofwaterinfrontofhim anda

boxoftissuesbythefarendofherdesk.Justin

casehecries,really,thiswomanwakesuptolisten

topeople’sproblems!

She’sstaringathim withawarm smilecurvingfrom

herlips.Yesit’swelcomingbuthe’sstillcoldasice.



“Youcanstartbytellingmeaboutyourself.Share

whatyouthinkisimportant,”shesays.

It’sanopening,abetteronethanheexpected,he

thoughtshe’daskhim straightwhathisproblem is.

“I’m Thakasa,36,andIhavebeenmarriedfor6years.

I’m thefirstchildin5siblings.I’m aproject

accountantbyprofessionandtheCEOofMthonga

Holdings,whichisafamilycompany.I’m aSabbath-

observer,IwasraisedinaNazariteChurch,soI’m a

manoffaithandteachingsofShembe.”That’sallhe

cansayisimportantfornow,heshrugshis

shouldersandleansbackonhischair.

“Tellmeaboutyourchildhood,”shesays.

Heheavesasighandreachestothebottleofwater.

Heneedsasip,justone,nothingmuch.

“IgrewupinafinanciallystablehomebutIwasn’t

spoilt.Iwasanormalolderchild,lookingaftermy

siblings,thetwothatcomeafterme,andmaking

suretheybehavedthemselves.”

“Diditcomenaturallythatyouhadtolookafterthem

oritwasyourgivendutyastheolderone?”



“ItwasmygivendutyandIdidn’tmind,”hesays.

“Youstilldon’tmind?”

Hechewshisbottom lipandthinksaboutitforafew

seconds.

“No,”hesays.

It’snotconvincingenough.

“You’remarried.Doyouhavechildren?”

Hesmiles,“I’m countingdownmonthsbeforeIhold

him orherinmyarms.”

“Wow,congratulations.Let’ssayyourfirstchild

becomesaboy,areyougoingtoraisehim thesame

wayyouwereraised?Tohaveresponsibilitiesand

dutiestolookafteryourotherchildren.”

“Definitelyno,”hisanswerisquickandsurprising

eventohim.

“Whatwouldyoudifferently?”sheasks.

“Everything.Don’tgetmewrong,Iloveandrespect

myfather.AndIlovemymother,she’smyqueen,but

sometimesIfeellikeI’m herhusband.”



“Yourthoughtsarevalid,always.Don’tletanyone

makeyoubelievetheyarenot,nomatterwhothey’re

directedto,evenifit’syourmother.”

Henodsandexhalesinrelief.Nowhefeelssafeand

regardedasanormalperson.

“Igotmarriedayearbeforemyfatherpassedaway.I

lovedNothile,Ichosehermyself,buttheprocessof

everythingwouldn’thavebeenthesameifmy

parentsdidn’twantgrandchildren.SoImarriedher

toavoidpremaritalsexandhavingchildrenoutof

wedlock.Itwasjusthush-hush,wegotmarried

within5monthsandstartedthebaby-making

process.”

DrMhlongochuckles,amusementreachinguptoher

eyes.

“Areyoureligiouslynotallowedtosaytheword‘sex’

oryoujustprefercallingitthatway‘baby-making?”

sheasks.

“Ithoughtitwassexuntilmywifegotobsessedwith

theideaofbecomingavalidwife,thenitwasjust

baby-making.Well,so…Icheated,”hethrowshis



handsupandsipswateragain.

DrMhlongoisstunnedbutherprofessiondoesn’t

allowhertobeawomaninsituationslikethese.She

hastokeepacalm faceandtrynottosound

judgmentalorholierthanthou.

“Thenthewomanyoucheatedwithmadeyoufeel

lovedandappreciatedwithoutexpectingyoutofulfill

anyduties?”sheasks.

“Therewerenoobligationsandnopressure.She’d

putmeonherlap,cradlesmyheadlikemymother

usedtobeforeNkonzocamewhenIwas2,and

she’daskhowIfeel,howmydaywasandwhat’son

mymind.”Hetakesasmallsipofhiswaterbefore

hecontinues.

“WithherIwasnevertheresponsibleonewhotakes

leadanddoeseverythingright.Idon’tknowifshe

allowedmetobesillyandfree,orIfeltlikeIcouldbe

sillyandfreewithher.There’sapartofmethat

missesheralot,butthenagain,it’snotright.Ihave

awifeandafamilytolead.Icannotteachmy

siblingsthatit’sokaytobeselfishandputyour



feelingsfirst,eventhoughtheymaybreakthefamily

andhurtyourmother.”

“Areyouinlovewithher?”DrMhlongoasksafter

observinghisfacialexpression.

“Iwouldn’tknowhowtodefinethat.Ireallyhada

shorttimeinexploringlove,onlyafewmonthsthenI

wasmarried.From marriageitwasgenerating

grandchildren-that’showitfeltlikeastimewentby

‘generating’.Thenmyfatherdiedayearlater,Ihad

tostepinhisshoesandtakecareofhiswife,

companyandchildren.Asyearswentby,his

brothers,thereweretwoofthem,alsodied.Allthe

ceremoniesandritualsandanythingthatneededto

bedonebecamemyresponsibility.Iwenttocourts

fightingmyuncles’side-chicksoverinheritances,

madesureNkonzostayedinlineandmarriedoffmy

22yearoldsister.I’m approaching40andIfeellikeI

wanttostayafloatbutthere’saforceofgravity

holdingmedownandI’m notfightingbecauseIfeel

likedrowningisokaythantogaspforairinaforeign

world.DoIevenmakesense?”Helooksather,

desperationdilatinginhispupils.Hehastomake



sense.She’strainedtounderstandeverythingand

giveanswers.It’sherjob,whatNothilepaidherfor.

“Youmakesense,whydoyoualwaysdoubtyour

thoughtsandfeelings?Itshouldn’tmattertoyouif

youmakesenseornot,aslongasyouspeakwhat’s

onyourmindandheart.”

Withrelief,henodsandleanstowardsherdesk.

“Arewedoneoryoustillwanttoaskquestions?”he

asks.

“Thisisnotaninterview.Doyoufeellikeweare

done?”

“Yes.SowhatdoyouthinkImustdo?”

“Giveyourfeelingsashotandvalidation.Ithinkour

nextappointmentwillbeintwoweeks,Ihopeyou’ll

havegivenyourthoughtsaconsiderationbythen.

ThankyouforopeninguptomeThakasa,it’sthe

firstpositivestep.”

“Seeyouthen,Ihavetogo,Ihaveadatewithmy

wife,”hesays,gettingoffthechairand

straighteninghisshirt.



Hefeelsabitlighterthanhowhewaswhenhe

walkedin.HecallsNothileashegetsinsidethecar

andtellshertogetready.

.

.

Hewasfineontheirwayhere,toDolphinCoast.

Knowingthattheyhadatablebookedwherethere’d

benopeoplestaringathim whileheeatsmadehim

lookforwardtothisouting.Butnowthathe’shere

andthere’salreadyared-hairedboyontheirbacks

askingthem aboutstupiddrinkshe’srethinkinghis

decision.He’snotacomfortablepersoninpublic

places,butsometimeshehastoputdownhisguard

anddowhatmakesherhappy.

“Sohowdiditgo?”sheasksassoonasthey’re

settledonthetable.

Heglancesatthewaiterwho’sputtingcutleryon

theirtableandlooksbackatNothilewitha

displeasedface.

Shewantstorollhereyesathispettinessbutshe

endsupsmilingandholdinghishandoverthetable.



“Akasizwanokusizwa,uhambekanjani?”(Hedoesn’t

evenhearus,howdidyougo)

“Itwasn’tbad,”hesays.

Shenarrowshereye.Isthatallhe’sgoingtotellher?

“Whatdidyoutalkabout?”sheasks.

Confidentiality!!!

“Childhood,lifeandeverythingyoucanthinkof.Are

theygoingtoserveusorwhat?”Helooksaround,

searchingforanywaiteronsight,fortunatelyhesees

noonetoscold.

“Iloveyou,”shesays.

Herwordscatchhim offguard,hiseyesdroptoher

handandheholdsit.

“IloveyoutooMaNtusi,andthankyoufortoday.I

wouldn’thavethoughtofit,thisproveshowmuchI

needyoubymyside,you’reagoodwomananda

beautifulwife.”Heliftsherhandtohislipsand

plantsasoftkissonit.

“Didyoubookaroom?”heasks.



“Youdidn’tsayanythingaboutbookingaroom,”she

says,suppressinghersmile.

“It’snotashow-stopper,wecangototheoffice

or…myhouse,that’sifyou’reokaywithit.”

“No,I’m notokaywithit,I’llbookaroom,”shesays,

takingherphoneoutofthebagandscrolling.

Hiseyesdropindisappointment.Itwasastupid

suggestion,theyhaven’treallydiscussedwhat’s

goingtohappentothehouse,buthewashoping

thatshe’llconsiderit.Andmaybe,justmaybe,they’d

useitastheirsecondhome.Hecanrenovate,

repaintthewallsandbuynewfurnitureifthat’swhat

it’lltakeforhertoseeitashishouse,nothisside-

chick’sfuckcorner.

Asheraiseshiseyestothewaiterwho’sputting

theirdrinksonthetablehenoticesafamiliarface.

Hisheartstartsracing.She’ssittingatthetable

outsidewithtwootherladiesinDurbanJulydresses.

Onewithass-touchingweaveandanotheronewith

dreadlocks.

“Areyouokay?”Nothile’svoicesnapshim backto



theirtable.Hereyesareonhishandsthathedidn’t

evenrealizeweretrembling.

“I’m o-ka-y,”hisvoicecracksout.Heballshishands

intofistsbuthisfaceissellinghim out.

AsNothileturnstotheirdirectiontwoofthem have

turnedtostareatthem aswell.

Theslim onewithblondedreadlocksstandsupand

makesherwayinside,tothebar.

“Whoarethose?”Nothileasks,shehasn’tseen

Khosi’sfaceyet.

“Idon’tknowtheirnamesbutIthinkI’veseenthem

somewhere.”Shit,hemayhavenevermetthem in

personbutheknowsexactlywhotheyarebecause

Khosiusedtodescribethem exactlyastheyare.

ThesisterthatKhosiusedtojokethatshehas

bipolarismakingherwaytotheirtablewithabottle

ofwineinherhand.

Hewantstoholdhiswife’shandtightlybuthe’s

somehowmorescaredofthemomenthiseyeswill

directlymeetKhosi’s.Hedidn’texpecttobumpinto



heranytimesoon,letalonewhenhe’swithhiswife.

“Surprise,surprise!”

Shwele!Thissisterreallyhasbipolar.Explainthat

grinonherface,andthebottleofwine,really?

“I’m Snalo,wemetattheconferenceinICCayear

ago.”

No,they’venevermet.

Buthecracksasmileandholdsherstare.

“Thisisforyouandthewife,”shesays,puttingthe

bottleonthetable.

Nothilesmiles,“Thisisveryniceofyou.Butthewife

ispregnantandwedon’tdrinkwine.”

“Oh,youareexpecting?Congratulations.This

remindsmeofmyoldfriend’sstory.”

Somuchforaprivatedinner!Nothileisinterestedin

thefriend’sstoryandSnalohasfoundaseatatthe

edgeofthetable.

“Somyfriendwasdatingthisugly,spineless

motherfu£kerwhohadawoman,astraightone.He



washerfirsttrueloveandshereallylovedhim

despitehim breakingherhearteverynowandthen.

Then,boom,shefellpregnant.Guesswhatthe

assh0ledid?Hedumpedherandwalkedoutonher

afterfindingoutthatshewaspregnant.Hewent

backtohiswomanandcarriedonasifnothing

happened.”

Nothilereleasesasighandshakesherhead.Thisis

unbelievable,shecanimaginethepainherfriend

must’vegonethrough.

“Didshecope,mentally?Icanonlyimaginewhatshe

wentthrough,dealingwithpregnancyandrejection

allatonce.”

“Myfriendwasastrongwoman,”Snalosaysand

unwrapstheknifeinfrontofThakasa.

“Thisoneisnotsharp,itcannotsliceanyone’s

uselessballs.”Thesmileonherfacedoesn’t

obversethewordscomingoutofhermouth.She’s

notnormalatall.

“Idon’thaveballsbetweenmylegs,Ihavethem on

mychest.I’lldrinkthisbottleonyourbehalf,enjoy



yourdinnerandstaylovely,”shesays,pickingher

bottleandwavingatthem withasmile.

Whenshe’satadistanceNothileturnstoThakasa

withaslightfrown.

“Thatwasawkwardbutfunny,”shesays.

“Idon’twanttobehere,”heexhalesandpushes

backhischair.“Makeittake-aways,you’llfindmein

thecar.”

“Butwecamehereto...”

He’sonhisfeetwithhisphoneandcarkeysinhand,

hislooktellsherwhathejustsaidstands.They’re

leaving,it’sfinal.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER17

THAKASA

Hehearditinhishead,orwasitinhisears,buthe

remembersthewords‘ManqeleI’m pregnant’.This

cannothappentohim now.He’stryingtofixthings

withhiswifeandtakecareofhismentalhealth.This

willruineverythinghe’sbeenfightingfor;his

reputation,marriageandfamily.Hisimperfections

willbeforeveryonetotalkaboutandjudge.His

fatherwasagreatman,surelyhe’sturninginhis

graverightnow,he’slethim down.Hismotherwill

haveafit-awholechildoutofmarriage,witha

womanthatwearsfakehair,thathasanosepiercing

andpostshalfnakedphotosofherselfonsocial

networks.

Heparksintheyard,hemightneedtodrive

somewherelater,thenhelooksatNothile.She’sstill

angryaboutdinner,itwasjustthisonce,he’dagreed



toitandallofasuddenhewantedout.Itdoesn’t

makesensetoher,shethoughttherewasa

progressthismorning.

“Iwillmakeituptoyou,”hesays,tryingtoholdher

hand.

Sheyankshishandoff,“Idon’tcareanymore

Manqele.”

Heexhalesandburieshisheadonthesteering

wheelwhilesheclimbsoutandaggressivelycloses

thedoor.

Hehastocallandasktoseeher-Nomkhosi.He

needsclarity;whatisgoingon?Howdidsheget

pregnantandhowfarisshe?Ifsheisreallypregnant

heknowswithoutanydoubtthathe’sthefather.

Despitehim beingmarriedandunavailableattimes,

shewasfaithfultohim,justlikehiswife.Iftherewas

someoneelseinthepicturehewouldn’thavestuck

aroundforthatlong.Eventhoughheneversaidit,he

didn’twanttoshareherwithanyone.Hewantedher

tobeavailablewheneverheneededher.Heowned

herwithoutanyofficialstampofownership.Itcame



naturallyandshejustrodetheboat,whereverhe

saileditto.

He’snevertriedtoreachouttoherbyanymeans.He

wasdeterminedtocutalltiesandfocusonhis

marriage.Healsodidn’twanttotaketheriskof

communicatingwithherbecauseheknewexactly

howitwould’veended…withhim backinherarms.

Noneofhismessagesgothrough,thecall

automaticallyrejectsbeforeringing,thismeans

she’sblockedhisnumber.

Anothersigh!

He’sfeelinghot,heturnsontheair-conditionersand

sitsinthecarforawhile.Wrappinghisheadaround

thepossibilityofthisnewrealityishard.Hemaybe

tiedtoNomkhosifortherestofhislife.Whatabout

hiswife?Theyaretryingtorebuildtheirmarriage

andtrustoneanotheragain,andnowthis!

Bandla’sdoorisopened,hemust’veextracted



himselffrom thenoisethatcomeswithTVsoapies

thatairatthistime.Hemakeshiswaytothe

rondavel,he’lldealwithNothile’sdinnertantrums

later,rightnowheneedstogettothebottom of

whatSnalosaidintherestaurant.Ahugepartofhim

believesthatthe‘friend’shetalkedaboutwas

Nomkhosi.

Bandlafrownswhenheseeshim walkingin.

“Romanticpartyhasendedalready?”heasks.

Theydidn’thatchoutthefallouttheyhadthis

morning,likemostsiblings,whenonespeaksand

theotheroneresponds,thefightisautomatically

over.

Thakasalowershimselfonthebedandheavesa

sigh.

“Pleaseborrowmeyourphone,Iwanttocall

someone.”

“Whydon’tyouuseyours?”

“I’m blocked.”

He’sdrowninginsorrow,him andKhanyodidn’teven



getpropertimetosaygoodbyeasherbrotherwas

around.Heneededalaugh,andthisisagoodone.

“Youareblockedbywho?”He’sstilllaughing.

“Areyougoingtogivemethephoneornot?”

Thakasa.Hewasgiftedwithallsensesexceptthe

humourone.Hedoesn’tgetmostthingspeoplefind

funny,whetherthey’reabouthim oranyone.

Bandlaunlocksthephoneandhandsittohim.He

takesthephoneandheadstothedoor,he’snot

goingtomakethiscallinfrontofhim.

“Don’tfinishmyairtime,”Bandlasaysbeforehe

walksout.

Hewalksbacktohiscar,getsinsideandclosesthe

door.Heshutshiseyesandrecitesasilentprayer

beforehedialshernumber.

It’sgoingthrough,thankGod!

“Hello,”that’sher.

Heholdshisbreathforaminute,failingtogetwords

outhismouth.



“Whoisthis?”sheasks.

Knowingher,she’sabouttodropthecall.

“Pleasedon’tdrop,it’sme,”hesays.

Silence…

“Nomkhosi,”

“IblockedyouThakasa.Doyouwanttoknowwhat

thatmeans?Idon’twanttoeverspeaktoyouagain,”

shesaysfuriously.

“Isawyoursister,”hesaysandclearshisthroat.

“Canwemeetandtalk?”

“No!”

“Ijustwanttoknowthetruth.”

“Whattruth?”

“DidImissanythingthelastdayweweretogether?”

Again,heholdshisbreath.Whatifit’strue?

“ThakasaIdon’tneedyouanymore.Mymother

raisedmeandmysisterssingle-handedly.Butdon’t

thinkyou’regoingtorunawaynowandcomeback



after18yearstoclaim mychild.”

Oh,hellno!It’strue.

“You’repregnant?”Hischesthasdriedupinstantly.

Helooksaroundforabottleofwater,healwayshas

oneinthecar,butstrangelytodaythere’snone.

Sheexhalesaudibly,“Thakasaisthereanythingelse?

Iwanttotakeabathandsleep.”

“CanIseeyou?Weneedtotalkimmediately.”

“Tonight?”sheasks.

“Yes,pleaseunblockmesothatwecan

communicatewhileI’m ontheway,thisismy

brother’sphone,”hesays.

“ThakasaI’m notyour…”–‘Hisfool’.He’sheardthis

manytimesbefore.Butthistimeit’sdifferent,he

onlywantstotalkandtoseehertummy.Nothing

more,nothingless.

“Oneandahalf-hourtotwohours.We’lljusttalk,

nothingelse,trustme,”hesays.

“Fine!”shedropsthecall.



HewalksintoabigargumentaboutTVcharacters

betweenhismotherandPhethy.Hegreetsabovethe

noiseandgoestohiswife.Theirfightsarealways

private,heknowsthatshewon’tshowhim any

vexationinfrontofhisfamily.

“SthandwaIhavetogosomewhere,”hetellsher.

Shelooksathim withafrown,“Whereareyou

going?”

“I’m goingtoDurban,I’llprobablycomebackafter

midnight.I’llexplaineverythinginthemorning.”He

liftsherfingersandbrushesthem whileobserving

herreaction.

“CanIcomewithyou?”sheasks.

“No,youhavetorestMaNtusi,you’recarryingmy

preciousbaby.”

“Okay,wakemeupwhenyoucomeback.”

Phewww!Hekissesherhand,relievedtothebone.

“Whydoesitlooklikeyou’regoingsomewhere?”

MaKhumaloasks.



HeglancesatNothile,shesmileswarmlyandshrugs

hershoulders.

“IhavetogotoDurban,it’surgentandworkrelated,”

hesays.

Nkonzofrowns,“Relatedtowhichwork?”

HekissesNothile’scheek,saysgoodbyeandleaves.

Thisoneisbetweenhim andhiswife.Howhe’s

goingtotellherthetruthofthistripisstillamystery,

there’llbenorunningawayorkeepingthisoneunder

thecarpet.

.

.

Onehourandforty-twominutesisallhetookdriving

here.He’sbeenwaitinginthecarforalmostten

minutes.Shesentatext,sayingshe’scoming.He

doesn’tknowherassomeonewhostandpeopleup

andbreakpromises.Theclockistickingcloseto

11pm andhestillneedstodrivebackhome.

I’M STILLWAITING-hesendsatext.

Justasitdelivers,there’ssomeoneatthewindow.



It’sher…hisheartstartsracingagain.Theycannever

gobacktohowtheywere,notaftereverythinghe

saidtoherthelasttimehesawher.

Damn,heforgotthemostimportantthing,water!

Shegetsinsidethecarandclosesthedoor.Hiseyes

travelalloverherbodybuthecan’tseeathing

becauseoftheplushrobe.

“Ihave5minutes,”shesays,turningtolookathim.

Shelooksincrediblydifferent.Herskinispeaches

andcream.Hecouldstare,touchandlickherface

allover.HerBantuknotslookabitmessy,yetshe

lookslikeagoddesswiththem.

He’sstaring,somethingsheusedtosayisweirdand

uncomforting.

“4minutesThakasa!”shewarns.

Hereleasesashallowbreath.

“Iwasn’tawareofthesituationuntiltodaywhenyour

sistercametothreatenmeandmywife,”hesays.

“ButItoldyouThakasaandyouleft.Youlookedat

meintheeyesandleft!Ibeggedyoutostay,forthe



sakeofthebabyifnotforme,”shesays.

Hewasn’thimself,apartofhim wasgone,buthe’s

surprisedbyhisinsulatedlisteningaswell.

“HowwelldoyouknowmeNomkhosi?”heasks.

“Idon’tknowyoubeyondthesexuallevel,”shesays.

Thathurtsalittle,buthe’snothereforhervalidation,

right?

“Howdidithappen?Ithoughtyouwereonthepillor

something.”

“Ithappenedthisway;youcalledmetoyourhouse,

askedmetogetinbedwithyouandhadsexwith

mewithoutacondom because‘itcapsyouand

hindersyourorgasm’.”

Hegobblesupanenormousbreathandtapshis

moistfingersonthesteeringwheel.

“Howfarareyou?”heasks.

“Twomonths,”shesays.

Wow,thismakesNothile’sbabyhissecondandhers

hisfirst.Nothilewon’ttakethiswell,it’sgoingto



unpinthelastnailofthemarriagehe’stryingsohard

tomakelikehisparent’s-successful.

“Asyou’vealwaysknownNomkhosi,I’m married.

Thiscomplicateseverything.WhetherIlikeitornot,

mywifeandfamilyhavetoknow.I’m notgoingto

abandonmyfirstchild,myblood.I’dneverdothat,”

hesays.

It’sjustso…howdidshefallinlovewiththisman

again?

Heartremainsthemoststupidorganinthebody.

“CanIseeit?”heasks.

Shefrowns,“Seewhat?”

Helowershiseyestohertummy.

“Imustshowyoumystomach?”Hereyeswiden.

“Iknoweverythingaboutyou,”hesaysandrealizes

howsensualthatcameout.

He’samarriedman,heshouldn’tbeknowing

everythingaboutanotherwoman’sbody.

Hetriestolookawayasshetakestherobeoffher



shouldersbuthiseyeskeepgoingbacktoher.She’s

wearingonlyabrabeneath,herswollenbreastsare

poppingoutofthecleavageandlookingluscious.

There’snobabybumpyet,butknowingherbodyas

wellashedoes,hecannoticethechanges.

“Didyouseethedoctor?”heaskswithhishand

tuckedonhertummy.He’sscared,hislifeisabout

tochange,buthishearthasswollenwithjoy.Hehad

givenup,hethoughthewasshootingblankandnow

he’sabouttowelcometwolittlehumansthathave

hisDNArunningthroughtheirveins.

“Yes,twice,mybrotherwentwithme,”shesays.

There’sapunchbelowhisstomach.He’smissed

bothhisbabiesfirstdoctor’svisits.

“Doyouhaveanypictures?”heasks.

“Ultrasoundscan?Yes,I’llsendthem toyouon

Whatsapp,”sheasks.

Hecan’tbringhimselftoremovehishandfrom his

baby.Evenifit’sthroughthemother’sskin,hewants



him orhertoknowthathe’shereandhe’llalwaysbe.

“Nomkhosi,”hesaysandclearshisthroat.

Thisishard,butnecessary.

“Ididn’twantustobedonebutwehadto,because

I’vegivensomeonearing,promisesandmyheart.

SoIhadtobeharsh,itwasbetterthatway;withyou

hatingmeandwantingnothingtodowithme.My

intentionofcomingintoyourlifewasnottoleave

youwithscars,butIdidanywayandithauntsme

everyday.”

Sheshakesherhead,“Don’tevenstartThakasa!Are

wedonehere?”

“No,wearenotdone.I’llspeaktomyfamily,it’llbe

hardforthem toacceptwhatIdidbutthey’llhaveno

choice,it’smybaby,oneofthem.Pleasedon’tblock

me,alright?”

Sherollshereyes,“Fine.”

Akiss?Ahug?

No,he’ssomeone’shusband.He’lljustsithereand

watchuntilshedisappears.Thebabywillchangea



lotofthingsandhedoesn’twanttoworsenthe

situationbyjumpingbetweentwowomenagain.

He’llgetakissandahugfrom hiswife,that’sif

she’dbestilltalkingtohim afterfindingoutabout

this.

.

.

Nothilewakesuptohim sittingontheedgeofbed.

Hedidn’twakeherupwhenhegothome,heneeded

timetogrouphisthoughtsandthinkofaway

forward.Hehardlyslept,notknowingwhatthe

futureholdsforhismarriagefreakshim out.The

possibilityofitfallingapartandhisfather’sname

beingdisgraced!He’sbeenexperiencingchestpains

throughoutthenight.

Shegoestoherfirstmorningbathroom visitand

comesbacktosnuggleonherhusband.

“Youdidn’twakemeup,”shesulks.

“Youlookedtoopeacefulformetodisturb.”

Sheshakesherheadslightly.She’snotsatisfiedwith



hisanswerbutshecan’tcomplainbecauseshehad

agoodsleep.

“Sowhatwasitabout?”sheasks.

Adeepsigh!

“MaNtusipleasedon’tleaveme.”

Shefrowns,“What’sgoingon?”

Heholdsherhandreluctantlyandlooksatherinthe

eye.

Thistimehe’stakenittoofar.Ababywithanother

womanbeforeherown!

“IwenttoseeNomkhosi,”hesays.

Shepullsherhandandexhalesheavily.

“Snalo,thegirlfrom yesterday,ishersisterandshe

wastalkingabouther.Iwasn’tawareofthe

pregnancyuntilyesterday,”hesays.

“Thakasa!”Shitisgoingdown,didshejustcallhim

byname?

Hiseyeswiden.



“Youmadeherpregnant?”sheasks.

“Itwasnotmeanttohappen,Iswear.”

“Butithappened,right?Sowhatareyougoingtodo

now?Takeherasthesecondwife?”

He’salreadystrugglingwithonewife,howmuch

morewhentherearetwoofthem?Andbesides,his

motherwouldneveracceptNomkhosi.

“Iwanttobeafathertomychild,”hesays.

“Andbeaboyfriendtoitsmother?”

Silence…

“Answerme!”sheyells.

Peoplearegoingtohearthisandwakeup.

“No,”hesayswithasigh.

“Well,thenI’llcommunicatewithherregarding

everything,notyou.”

Thisoneisashock.HesleptwithNomkhosi,he’s

thefatherandwhateveritisthatneedstobedone

hastobedirectedtohim.



“That’stheonlywaythisisgoingtowork.Butifyou

wanttoplayhappyfamilieswithher,excludeme

from allthis.TheonlythingI’llneedfrom youisa

house,financialsupportandpresencetothebaby’s

life.”

“You’llleaveme?”heasks,alarmed.

“YesThakasa,Iwillleaveyoutobewithyourlittle

family.”

Sheknowsthatcannotbeanoptionforhim.It’ll

destroyeverythinghe’ssacrificedhislifeforand

breakMaKhumalo’sheart.

“Okay,”hesays.

Sheraisesaneyebrow,“Yestowhat?”

“Iwon’tcommunicatewithher,butMaNtusiIwant

togotocheck-upswithher,Idon’twanttobe

disconnectedfrom mychild.It’sinnocentfrom all

this,”hesays.

“FirstlyIwillconfirm ifit’syourbabythenwe’llplana

wayforward,”shesays.

Whatthehell?!



“Ofcourseit’smybaby,I’m theonlymanhe’sbeen

within…”Okay,timeisnotimportantandnotworth

revealing.“I’m thefatherMaNtusi,Iknow.”

“Clearlyyoudon’tknowwomen.She’sdoingthe

paternitytestbeforethiswholethingisannounced

tothefamilyandthat’swhereitends.”

Great,anotherthingtomakeNomkhosi,themother

ofhisfirstchild,hatehim.

“Sendmehernumberbeforeyouleaveforwork,I

wanttomeetwithherthisweek,”shesays.

“Alright,”hesayswithasigh.

Sheglancesupatthewall,“It’sstill5am,let’scuddle

beforeyouwakeup.”

Acuddleisnotgoingtofixanythingandit’sthelast

thinghewantstodo.Buthegetsundercoversand

holdsher.

“Yesterdayyouinstructedmetowearnothing

beneaththedressandbackedoutonme.”Sheruns

herhandsoverhischestandstealsaquickkisson

hislips.



“So,howaboutyoumakeupasyoupromised?”She

kisseshim again,deeperandlongerthistime.

Herespondstothekissandmassageshercurvy

partstoboosthiserection,howeverhismindand

heartareabsent,hecannotfeelit.

Anotherkiss…sheridesoverhim anddeepensit

whilepushingdownhisshorttosneakherhandin

hismanhood.He’sstillsoft,shemassageshim and

playswithhisballs.Hisshaftstartshardeningtoher

softtouch.

Herlipstraildowntohisneck,hereleasesalow

moanandgrabsherbutt.

She’sgothim!

“KeepyourpromisesMthonga,”shewhispersinhis

ear.

Hegrabsherfaceandonslaughtsherwithakiss.

He’sfullyerectandpressedtoreleasehimself.He

flipsheroverandremovesherunderwear.

Hetapshisfingersonherclitandtenderlybitesher

neck.She’sdrippingwet,itcouldbehistouchorjust



thatshewokeuphorny.

Heslowlyinsertshimself,oncehe’sfitinperfectly

heliftsherlegtohisshoulderandexploresher

mushycorners,movinghiswaistaroundand

pushingdeeperin.

Shemoansoutinpleasure,“ManqeleIloveyou.”

Theyhavetomakeitwork…sacrificeswillbemade.

“Iloveyoutoo,”hewhispersinahusky,sexually

strainedvoice.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER18

KHANYO

Igrewuphere,I’vebeenonlyinDurbanforhalfa

decade,butyeer!ThefirstthingIhearwhenIwake

upisbirdschirpingandcowshavingsex?Imissmy

crazyfriendsandthetasteofwineinthemorning,

butmostlyImissmyNazarethman.He’sbeenso

downoverthephone,thishappenedwhenwejust

metandgettingtoknoweachother.I’vebeen

fightingtemptations.Thoughtsofgoingbackto

DurbanhavecrossedmymindbutIhadtoremind

myselfwhyIcamehereinthefirstplace.

I’vebeentryingtopray,toaskGodandmyeldersfor

clarityandpower,butitseemslikemyvocabularyis

notenoughforGodyet.Idon’thaveallthosefancy

namesandnicknamespeopleusetopraiseHim.At

leastIcanpraisemyancestorsandcalloutmy

grandparentsusingtheclanpraisenames.

OPhakathi,oSomthenga,oNselenduna!Iconnect



easilywiththem,it’seasytofeeltheirpresenceand

senseofprotectionfrom them throughoutthenight.

ButI’m notthereyet,dreamsstillcomeblurand

leavemewithunansweredquestions.Ineedtodo

somethingdifferentlytoday.Firstly,Ineedtoswitch

thisphoneoffandkeepmyheadclearofsocial

media.Bandlahastoholdonforme,I’llbeinhisarm

soonandit’llbeforever.Secondly,I’llgotomy

mother’sgraveandoffloadeverythinginmyheartto

her.Myheartneedstobelightandfreeofgrudges.

ThenI’llattemptmyfirstfasting.Lordbewithme,

thefruitsMandulobroughtyesterdaylooksofresh

andjuicy.Ihavetoclosemyeyesandpretendasif

theplainwaterI’llbedrinkingthewholedayisMerlot.

Theysayfastinggivesyouprayingpowers,youcan

neverunderstandwiththeaboveman,helistensto

youbetterwhenyou’rehungry.

Firstthingsfirst;phonehastobeswitchedoffand

putaway.Isendmygirlstexts,informingthem

aboutmyunavailability.Manduloiscominglaterso

there’snoneedtoinform him.Thelastandhardest



persontoinform isBandla.Cuttingcommunication

willfurtherlypushhim tothemiserycorner,butI

don’thaveanyotherchoice.

It’sringing,I’m nervousbutlookingforwardto

hearinghisvoiceonelasttime.

“HeyMthonga,”Igreetashepicksup.

“Myupperliphasbeentwitching,Iguessitwasa

signthatIwasgoingtosmilesoearlyinthemorning.

Mylove,howareyou?”hesays.

Thesmileonmyfacespreadstomyears.He

soundsbetterthanyesterday.

“I’m goodbabe,howareyou?”Iask.

“I’m tryingtobeokay.Ijustgottoworkandmy

brotherisinoneofhisshittiestmood.Ineededthis

calltobrightenupmyday,”hesays.

“Iseverythingalrightwithyourbrotherthough?”Iask.

HeusuallytalksaboutNkonzo,MawandeandSqalo.

Hedoesn’tspeakmuchoftheyoungsisterand

eldestbrother,likethere’snothingtotellaboutthem

orhedoesn’tknowthem toowell.



“Idon’tknow,Ithinkhe’sgoingthroughpersonal

thingsthathecan’tsharewithus.He’snotanopen

person,sowejustendurehisoutburstsandhelpif

hesaysheneedshelp,”hesays.

I’veonlyseenThakasaoncebutIcanalsoconclude

thathe’soneofthosegloomy,desolatebrothers

whoactliketheirgrandfathers.

“Let’shopehe’llbeokayasthedaygoesby.Anyway

Icalledtotellyousomething,I’m notsureifyou’ll

likeit,”Isay.

“WhatisitKhanyo?”heasks,alreadysounding

hopeless.

“I’vebeentryingtoconnectwithGodandmy

ancestorsbutI’m notwinning.SoIwanttotryitwith

aclearhead,Ihavetostayintunewithmyspiritual

selfandkeeptheoutsideworldoutoftouch.”

“Idon’thearyou.Whatareyoutryingtosay?”he

asks.

Phewww!ThisisharderthanIthought.

“Iwon’tbeavailableonthephoneforacouplefew



days,”Isay.

Silence….

“Bandlalami,”Icallhisnamedesperately.

ItmayaffectmyjourneyifIcutcommunicationwith

him whilewe’renotongoodterms.Ineedhis

emotionalsupport,myheartneedstobeinone

place,andthatplaceishereattheMayises.

“OkayKhanyo,pleasesendmeyourrecentpictureor

videobeforeyoudisappear,”hesays.

DisappearisnothowI’ddescribeitbutIunderstand

it’showheseesit.

“Areyouangry?”Iask.

“Nomylove,Iknowyouwouldn’tjustexcludeme

from yourlifeforfun.Ijustmissyou,that’sall.”

“I’m comingbacksoon,justholdonalittlelonger.

HaveyouspokentoMawande?”Iask.

“Yes,Nyeziisstillactingstrongandgoingtowork.

Thedoctorssayitcanbetreatedbuthisisoneof

thosecomplicatedcasesthatneedinterventionof

specialists,”hesays.



Myheartsinks.Iknowthatdoctorsandtheir

westerntreatmentwon’tbeabletohelphim.Ican

helphim andI’m thechosenonetodoit.Timeisnot

onmyside,it’stickingawayandIneedtoact.

“Khanyodon’tworrytoomuch,he’llbefine.He’s

foughtsomanythingsinhislife,he’lltriumphagain,”

hesays.

Iinhaleanenormousbreathtoreleasethetightness

inmychest.Ineedtopraytherightway,andIneed

todoitfast.

“Ireallyhopeso,hey.Sowhatkindofavideodoyou

want?Icanstripandtwerkforyou.”

Helaughs,“I’m atwork.Sendadecentvideo,Idon’t

wanttobecaughtinacompromisingsituation

becauseofawomanwho’sthousandmilesaway.”

“You’reachicken.I’llsendthevideobeforepacking

thisphoneaway.Iloveyoubabe,okay?”

“Iloveyoutoosthandwasami.Iwishnothingbutthe

best,whenyoucomebackI’llthrowyouamotherof

allparties,”hesays.



Boring!Iknowtherewillbenoalcoholinthatparty,

buttheysayit’sathoughtthatcounts,soyay!

.

.

I’vebeensnacking,lunchinganddesertingonwater

thewholedayandI’vebeenfinewithit.Butmy

brotherhadtomesswithmysalivaryglandsby

bringingalargePanarottispizzaandcashewnuts.

NowI’m wonderingifasliceofpizzacanmessup

myfasting,Imeanoneslice,justone.

“Stopstaringatthefridge,you’refasting,”hesays.

“You’rethetemptationI’vebeenprayingsohard

against.Whydidyoucomehere?”

“Sittinghomewilldrivemecrazy.I’m eventhinking

aboutgoingbacktowork,Ineedtokeepmymind

busybeforeIlosemysanity.”

I’vebeencuriousabouttheprivateconversationhe

hadwiththesangoma.There’ssomethinggoingon,

whichisnotadivorce.

“WhatdidMakhosisay?”Ifinallyask.



“Alot,”hesayswithasigh.

“I’m notbusy.”Ipullachairandsitnexttohim.

MaybeIcanprayforhisproblemstoo.

“Emihle’slifeisatrisk.She’snotmybiologicalchild,

sothere’sthisbattlebetweenmyancestorsand

Menzi’s.”

Shutthefrontdoor!

“Emihleisnotyourbiologicalchild?”Thisdoesn’t

makeanysense.Emihlewasbornbeforehim and

Thobekaevengotmarried.Iwould’veunderstoodif

itwasLulubecauseshe’stheyoungerone.

“No,”hesays.

“Howlonghaveyouknownthis?”

“Makhanyi!”HegivesmealooklikeI’m beingstupid

forasking.

Iguessthesangomarevealedthistohim.How

muchmorepaindoesmybrotherneedtogothrough

becauseofThobeka?

“Soshecheatedonyoubeforeyoutwoevengot

married?”Iaskinshock.



“AndMenziwasmybestman,”hesaysandchuckles.

“HowareweevensurethatLuluisyourchild?”Iask.

“DNAtestshowedthatshe’smine.Shetestedmy

kids’paternitybehindmyback,togetherwithher

boyfriend.WhenMenziaskedmydaughterstosleep

overhishousehewasn’tbeingafriend,hewas

bondingwithhisdaughter.”

“Brother,I’m sosorry.Ican’tbelieveThobekais

wickedlikethis.Ihopeshe’llbewatchingherback

becausewhenIleavethisplaceandI’m huntingher

down.”

“IjustwishIcanlivemylifefrom scratch.

SometimesIfeelsostupidandworthless.Idid

everythingforThobeka,evenhermother’sfuneral,I

wastheonewhopaidforeverything.Iaskmyself

everyday,whatdidInotdoforher?HerandMenzi

could’vestoppedafterthewedding,buttheydidn’t,

clearlythere’saplaceIdidn’tsatisfyforher.”

“I’vecheatedsomanytimesinmylife,not

because…”Okay,thatlook!Istopbeforethelook

turnsintoaslap.Iwastryingtomakehim



understandthatthere’snothingwrongwithhim,it’s

Thobeka’sboreholeofavaginathatcan’tbefilled.

“ManjeuHwanqauzimiselengayevele?”heasks.

(Soyouareseriousaboutthathirsuteman)

“Don’tcallhim Hwanqa.HisnameisBandlalethu

andIlovehim,”Isay.

“IthinkIlikehim.He’sgoodforyou.Butthatdoesn’t

meanhecandoashepleases,Iwantlobola.”

Speedkills!IjuststarteddatingthisguyforChrist’

sake.

“Holdyourhorses,wearenotgettingmarried,just

dating,”Isay.

“Datewhilecowsarelowinginsidethekraal,it’s

romanticthatway.”

Irollmyeyes,he’ssuchaboreyazi.

“Didyoucallyouraunts?”heasks.

Ihaveaunts?Oh,myfather’ssisters.SometimesI

forgettheyexist.

“No,whywouldIcallthem?”Iaskwithmynose



wrinkledup.

“Becauseyouwantyourjourneytoopen,soyou

needtheirblessings.Evenifyoucalloneandlether

knowthatyou’redoingsomethinglikethis,Ithinkit

willreleasesomeknots.FamilyisfamilyMakhanyi,”

hesays.

There’ssomuchsenseinwhathe’ssaying.Ineedto

callmyauntandironthingsout.

AuntHlubimust’vechangedhernumber,itdoesn’t

gothrough.ItryThenjiweanditgoesthrough.

“Nokukhanyathat’syou?”sheasksexcitedly.

“YesAuntit’sme,howareyou?”

“Besideconstantlyachingjoints,I’m fine.I’m so

happyandsurprisedtogetyourcall.Iwasthinking

aboutyoujustafewdaysago.”

Yeahright,youthoughtaboutmebutdidn’tcallme.

“Achingjoints?HowoldareyoukantiAunt?”Iask,

laughing.ThelasttimeIsawthiswomanshewasa

KhanyiMbauofthefamily,whiterthaneveryonewith



heavyeyelashesandmudsofmake-up.

“I’m turning40soon,”shesays.

Inearlysay‘asikhoesiguganamagxolo’butthenI

rememberwhyIcalled.

“IcalledtoletyouknowthatI’m homeinBergville,

tryingtofollowmyspiritualjourney.I’vebeenhaving

weirddreamssinceIwas17andthesangoma

advisedmetofollowthem andstayintunewithmy

spiritualselfbecauseIhaveahealinggift.”

“Hhayi-boNokukhanya,that’sscary.Areyou

becomingasangoma?”sheasks.

“No,I’m not.Iseethingsthatnormalpeoplecan’t

see,prayaboutthem andhealwithprayer.”

“Yuu!Sowhatdoyouneedmetodo?”Oh,shethinks

Iwantmoney.

“Nothing.Iwasjustlettingyouknow.You’restillmy

familyeventhoughIfeellikeyouandAuntHlubi

don’ttreatmethatway.”

“Whydoyousaythat?”sheasks,pretendingtobe

shocked.



“Whendidyoulastcallme?BeforeGogo’sfuneral.

WhenmyfatherdiedwhatdidIgetashischild?

Nothing,youalldistributedhisthingsamong

yourselvesandyourchildren.Yourkidsdon’tspeak

tomebecauseyoutaughtthem thatI’m anoutsider.

Ifeellikeavisitorinmyownhome,that’swhyInever

cometovisit.AndIhatethatAuntHlubi’sboyfriend

movedtomyfather’sbackroom andthrewawayhis

musicequipment.”

Well,I’vejustsaidmorethanIintended.TodayIlet

myheartspeak,Iwaskeepingsomethingsto

myselfbecauseIfeltlikepeoplewillthinkI’m selfish

ifIvoicethem out.

“NokukhanyaI…I…that’snothowitis.Yougotitall

wrong,”shesays.

“WhatexactlydidIgetwrong?”Iask.

Aloudsigh!

“Babycanyoucomehome?Weneedtotalkfaceto

face.Idon’tlikehowyouthinkofusbecausethat’s

nothowweare.Weloveyou,youareMbongeleni’s

daughter,ourbrother’sonlydaughter.”



“I’m notsurewhenI’llcome,Istillhavealotof

thingstodospiritually,”Isay.

“I’llprayforyouandaskmybrothertolookdownon

you.”

Idon’tthinksheknowshowtopray,AuntThenjiweis

anolderversionofthedrunkthatIwasafewweeks

ago.

“ThankyouAunt,I’dappreciateit.”

Ifeellighter,likeahugeweighthasbeenshedoff

myshoulders.

Manduloleavesbeforethesunset.Iplannedtohave

aprayersessionat7pm,thensleepandwakeupat

12am toprayagain.Butit’snoteven6pm andIhave

thisburningthinginmychest.Iwanttoscream at

God,cryformercyandaskmyancestorswhythey’re

forsakingme.Whathaven’tIdonerightthelast

threedays?Ievenbrewinstanttraditionalbeerand

cookedfoodforthealter.Whatdotheywantfrom

me?



I’m notgettingonmykneesandI’m notbegging

today.IwantwhatIwantandIwantitnow.IsHenot

Godofrighteousness?Whomakeswarsceaseto

theendoftheearth?Whobreaksabowandcutsthe

spearintotwo?Whoburnsthechariotswithfire?Is

thatnotHim?

“Nowshowyourself!”Iscream.

“Ihaveinclinedmyearstoyoursayings,I’vebeen

readingtheBibleoverandoveragain.Ihavenotlet

yoursayingsdepartfrom myeyes;Ihavekeptthem

inthemidstofmyheartbecauseyousaidthey’relife

tothosewhofindthem andhealthtotheirflesh.You

said‘Allyouwhoarewearyandburdenedcometo

me,andIwillgiveyouarest.’NowhereIam Lord,

withallthatIhaveandallthatIam,showmethe

light.Staytruetoyourword!Keepyourpromises.”

Iturntothecandle,it’sstillburning.Iblowitoffand

standinthemiddleoftherondavelwithmyhands

onthehips.

“Sovelenizongiyekelanje?”I’m askingtheMayise



forefathers.They’retoorelaxed.Ibrewtraditional

beerforthem,theydrankwiththeirheavenfriends,

gotdrunkandforgotaboutme?No,that’snothow

weroll.I’m notlettingthem,Godoranyone,turntheir

backsonme.

“Hey,wakeup!WakeupboPhakathi.I’m notcrying

myselftosleepanymore.I’m notturningtothe

bottleforconsolationwhileyou’realllying

comfortablyinyourgraves.Ihavepeopletohelp,

thisgiftwasgiventomebyyou.Eitheryoutakeit

backorhelpme.Thisisthelasttime,thelast

Bab’omkhulu.Areyouseriouslygoingtotreatme

likeanoutsider?AtrueorphanthatIam?Yey

ningazodlalanina,hawu!”Iwalkoutandclosethe

doorbehind.I’m notsleepinginthisrondavel,they

knowmybedroom.

Ihadaprayerplannedfor7pm,aproperonewhere

I’llbegGodandpraisemyancestorsfordying,but

myeyelidsaregrowingheavy.Ineedtorest…



~I’veneverseensuchafastgranny.TodayIcansee

herface,shesaidshe’smygreat-grandfather’s

motherandtoldmealittlebitaboutherself.She

saidImustcallherGog’MaSibiya.Istilldon’tknow

whereareheading,wearefollowingtherailwayby

foot.

“Gog’MaSibiyacanwestopanddrinkwater?I’m

thirsty,”Iask.

Sheraisesherhandupindisagreement.

Iheaveasighandpickmysteps.

“Yousaidyouhavesomewheretogo,soit’s

importantthatyoufetchmyspiritandmyhusband’s

from wherethosewhitepeopleburiedus,”shesays.

IdidsayI’m inahurry.There’sapersonIneedto

helpbutIcouldn’tdoitbecauseIhadtotakethistrip

andbringbackmygreat-grandfather’sparent’s

spiritshome.

“Wearehere…pleasewashandsmearmywounds

beforeyouproceedwithotherrituals.”She’s

standingnexttotwooldgravesthatareisolated

from therest.



“Myhusbandisontheleft…Iforgavehim,soshall

you.”

“Youforgavehim forwhat?”Iask,turningmyhead

from thelargeboardwritten-TinleyManor-tolookat

her.She’snowheretobeseen.Iscream hernameat

thetopofmyvoice.Istillhavequestionstoask.

“Gogo!!!”

Nothing.

She’sgone.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER19

KHANYO

TinleyManor!

FinallyIknowwheretheywereburied.Iprayedright

andgotanswers.Mygiftisreal.I’m fetchingtheir

spirits,cleansingthebloodandextricatingthespear

from theMayises.Thatwillpurifyouralterandopen

thingsupforme.I’llbeabletoprayandhelpNyezi,

right?That’sallIwanted.That’swhyIcamehere.I’m

doingthisformyselfmorethanI’m doingitfor

Bandla.HealingNyeziwillhealmefrom allmy

imperfectionsandfailuresofthepast.

Ihavetocommunicatewithmybrother,sothat

meansthephonehastocomeoutofthebag.The

sluttysideofmewantstocallBandlafirstandask

howmydickisdoing,butI’llhaveenoughtimeto

callhim today,Ineedtodealwithrealmattersfirst.



“MakhanyiI’m driving,what’sup?”Mandulopicksup.

“Iknowwheretheywereburied.Wehavetofetch

them tomorrowanddotheritualsthisweek.”

“Whoah,slowdown.Weneedtoinvolvetheelders,

youknowhowbusyyourMayisepeopleare,it’lltake

them daystocome.AndIthinkwe’llneedtraditional

beer,properone,andgoatsforumswani.”

“Urgh!Can’tyoumakeallthathappenbeforethe

weekends?YouknowIhavetogobacktoDurban

andtrytohelpNyezi.”

“No,wehavetodoittherightway.Pleasestop

panicking,everythingwillbealright.”

Sigh!Itdoesn’tfeellikethingswillbeokay.It’slike

I’m runningoutoftimeandIneedtoactfast,but

he’srightaboutdoingthingstherightway.He’sa

Nyathi,IneedaMayiseeldertocomewithmeand

showmehowthesethingsaredone,traditionally.

“Alright,ifyoucomethissidepleasebringmeLa

Merbodylotionfrom Woolworths,Chanelperfume

and…”



“Makhanyiyoudon’tusethoseexpensivethings,you

don’taffordthem.IfyouneedcosmeticsI’m going

togetthem from BeautyZoneandI’llgetyourusual

CamphorlotionandShieldroll-on.Anythingelse?”

Mxm!He’sthemostboringmanIknow.

“Sanitarypads,”Isay,rollingmyeyes.

“Kotex?Libresse?Always?MakhanyiIdon’thavethe

wholeday,”heasks,impatiently.

“Kotex,superpluswings.Don’tforgetsnacks,ice-

cream andcheese.”It’snoteverydaythatIaskhim

forthings.I’m averygoodsistertohave.

“You’reblessed,”Itellhim.

“No,you’reblessedtohavemeasyourbrother,not

theotherwayaround.I’llseeyoulater.”

“You’llsleepover?”Iask,alreadyexcitedtohave

someonetoannoybeforebed.

“Yes,cookproperfoodthere.”

Ohyes,Iwill!Idon’tlikecookingbutwhenIdogeta

chanceIgiveitmyall.Wearegoingtohaveathree

coursemealtocelebrateme.Yes,me.Imust



defrostthemeatandmakethemostimportantcall

ofthedaybeforethecookingstarts.

Itringsunanswered.

Itryagain,thistimesomeonehepicksup

“Am Idreaming?”heasks.

“No,you’renot.WhatmadeyouthinkIcanreallystay

awayfrom you?”

“I’m flattered.Thismeansmynyangareallyworks,

phelawenangikubizaokhambeni,”hesays.(I’m

castingaspellonyoubymuthi)

“You’rewelcometodoitoverandoveragain.

Anyway,Ihavegoodnews.Mydreamsaregetting

clear,IthinkI’llbebacksoonerthanIthought.”

“That’sgreatnewssthandwasami.SoI’m now

allowedtocomeandseeyou?”

Ummm….that!

“No,babe.Iwanttofinishthisjourneywithoutbeing

insexuallycontactwithanyone.”

“That’swhatyouthinkIwantifIwanttoseeyou?”



Ohgosh,I’veoffendedhim

Iforgethowanalyticalheis.

“Notatall,butIknowthatIwon’tbeabletobehave

myselfaroundyou,”Isay.

“IguessI’llhavetostaypatient,butit’ssohard.My

motherisnotmakingmylifeiseasyeither.I’vebeen

thinkingaboutfindingmyownplacebutIdon’twant

tolooklikearebel.”

“Whatdidshedo?”Iaskcuriously.

“Wearealwaysarguing.Shewantsmetolivemylife

accordingtoherrules.”

“Likeyoumarryinginchurch?”Iask.

Silence…

Wow,thisisexactlywhatNolwazifeared.

“Doessheknowthatyou’remyboyfriend?”Iask.

“Nowsheknows.Everyonedoes.Theyjustneedto

acceptit.”

FortheirsakeIhopetheyacceptitfastbecause

whenIgobackI’m goingtobeeverywhereheis.I’m



goingtobringhim lunchatwork,showupto

functionswithhim andposthim asmyboyfriend.

“Don’tletitbotheryou,Iloveyouandthat’sallthat

matters.I’m notbreakingupwithyouandI’m not

marryingsomeonewhoisnotyou,”hesays.

Myheartswellsinprideandjoy.Ifeelsoblessed

thatMaKhumalolovedmesomuchandboremea

boyfriend.

“Istilldon’tknowwhatIdidtodeserveyourlove.It’s

likewakinguptoadream everyday.Areyousure

whatyouhaveformeislove?”Iask.

“Doyouwantacardiologisttoslicemyheartopen

sothatyoucanseeyournamewritteninthere?”

“Yes,”Isay.

Helaughs,“Youwantmedead?Huh?”

“Ofcoursenot,Idon’twanttobeanorphan.”

Helaughsharder.Whenhe’sahappysoulheisan

extrahappysoul.Ilikehowhelaughs,inatitter,like

heshouldn’tbelaughingbuthe’slaughing.Hebursts

andholdsitbackbutcontinuestolaughanyway.



“I’m yourparentnow?”heasks.

“Whateveragirlwithadeadloveriscalled,Idon’t

wanttobethat,”Isay.

“Andyouwon’tbesthandwasami.Godwillkeepus

longersothatwecanloveandteachourgrandkids

themeaningoftrueloveandhappiness,”hesays.

.

.

MAWANDE

Shewasgoingtobeahousewife,atleastthat’s

whatherin-lawshopedfor,but6monthsintoher

marriageNyeziboughtabuildingandtoldhertoturn

itintowhatevershewanted.Aftermonthsof

draftingdownideasshefinallydecidedtoturnthe

buildingintotwosections,theupperonebeinga

coffeehouseandthebasementandouterspaceall

formingacozyCafe.Shewasn’thopingforcrowds

asitwassituatedatthesideoftheroad,nexttothe



garage,aplacenobodywouldconsidertostarta

business.Butit’sbeensurprisinglydoingwell

despitehernotbeinghands-on.

Todaywasoneofthosedaysshefelttooboredand

decidedtogoandshadowthemanagerofWandes

Express.Timejustflewoutofthewindow,before

shewasawareitwastimetocloseupandshe’d

beentherethewholeday.

Nyeziisnotatypicalblackhusbandthatexpectsthe

wifetobehomeby4pm,cooksupperandservehim.

Buttodaythere’sapunchinherconscience,Nyeziis

notwell,heshouldn’tbecominghometoanempty

houseandfixingfoodforhimself.

Shewalksinsidethehousesweatyandcallshis

name.

“I’m homebabe,”sheyells,headingtothekitchen

beforewastinganymoretime.

Andthen?Whathappenedhere?Potsareonthe

stoves,therearecoveredbowlsonthecounterand

platesstackedandreadytoserve.



“Nyeziwhocooked?”sheyells,openingallthepots

withhereyeswidened.

Theybothsharetheloveofoxtailandsteamed

bread.He’smadesomesaladsaswell.Nyezicooks

onceinafullmoon,ifMawandeistootiredhe’d

rathergoandbuyfood.Thisisreallyagoodsurprise

anditmeanshe’sfeelingokaytoday.

“Icooked.Doyouthinkthesteamedbreadiswell

cooked?”heasks,comingbehindinherkitchen

apron.He’shandsome,withhistanflawlessskin

andbushyeyebrows.He’snotamuscleboundbut

he’sbeengainingbitsofweightsincehegotmarried

andinvestedhislittlemusclesintothegym.He’sa

germophobe;alwaysinhisbest,cleanestlookand

smellinggood.Anyspacearoundhim isalways

squeakycleanandsmellingfresh.

“Idon’tknow,”shelaughs.“Howlongdidyoucook

it?”

“10to15minutes,”hesays.

Hereyespopoutoftheirsockets.

Hechuckles,“I’m kidding.Icookeditforaboutan



hourorso.”

“Oh,that’sarelief.Ithinkit’sokay.Youroxtaillooks

delicious,thankyouforcooking.”

Hehugsherandkissesherlips.Nobodyknewthey’d

beheretoday.Mostthoughtherushedhimself,

marryinga22yearoldwhenhewasalsoyoung

himself.Buthe’sprovedthem wrong,he’smoreofa

manthananyofhisuncles.

“Iranabathforyou,goandfreshenup.Iwillsetthe

table.”Heplantssoftkissesalloverherfaceand

spanksher.

“Oh,youweresofteningmeupbycooking?”she

askswitharaisedeyebrowandasmile.

“No,IneededtoremindyouhowmuchIloveyou.I

appreciateyoursupportandhowyoualwayswant

what’sbestforme.”Heholdsherlefthandand

staresattheringhegavehertwoyearsago.

“Thisorthevowsoranything,mustneverstandin

thewayofyourhappiness.Iwantyoutobehappy,

always.Idon’tcarewhereintheworldyougo,who

youarewithandwhen,themostimportantthingto



meisknowingthatmyMawandeishappy.”Helifts

herhandtohislipsandkissesherringfinger.

“Yourhusbandlovesyoumorethananythinginthis

world.Thiswasjusttoshowmyappreciation,the

twoyearsI’vespentwithyouhavebeenthemost

goldenyearsofmylife.IfIcould,I’dlivethem over

andoveragain.”

Shesmileswithtearsglitteringinhereyesandpulls

him forakiss.

“Iloveyoutoo,myeniwami.Didyoufeelanypain

today?”

Heshakeshishead,“No.”

“Letmetakeabath,indulgeinthisdeliciousmeal

andthankyouproperly.”

“Thankmeproperly?”Hebiteshislowerlipand

lowershiseyestohercurvybottom.

“Todaywearemakingbabies,”shesaysandwalks

away,swayingherhipstothesides.

Beforejumpingintothebaththere’satextindication



inherphone.It’sfrom hereldestbrother,themost

troubledone.Beingasistermakesherasitefor

them todumpalltheirproblems.Shewasonly18

whenshebeganhersisterlyduties.Sometimesit

getsheavyevenforher,butshehastobetherefor

them.Allofthem.SheknewaboutSqalo’ssexuality

whenheturned14,foundoutaboutNkonzo’s

obsessionoverThakasa’sPAtwoyearsagoand

Thakasa’sside-chickadayafterhemetherforthe

firsttime.Bandlawastheonlynormalbrothershe

had,butnotanymore,hehashisshenanigansas

well.

WANDEIMESSEDUP-itreads.

Lord,whathashedonenow?

Shedialshisnumberandcalls.

“I’m sorrytobotheryouatthisbusyhour,Ijust

neededsomeonetotalkto,”hesaysafterpickingup.

“YouknowI’m alwaysavailableforyou.Whatdidyou

dothistime?”sheaskswithworry.

“Nomkhosiispregnantwithmybaby,”hesays.



“Noways!”

“Nothiledoesn’twantmetocommunicatewithher,

soshe’llmeetwithheranddiscussawayforward.”

Whocanblameher?Atleastshedidn’tpackher

bagsandleave.

“She’syourwife,maybeyoushouldrespecther,ifit

wasmeIwould’veleft,”shesays.

“IknowWande.Myproblem isthatshewantstotest

thepaternityofthebaby,that’sgoingtodestroy

everythingbetweenKhosiandI,”hesays.

“Ithoughtyousaidthereisnothingbetweenyouand

her.”

“Yes,there’snothingbut…”

“There’snobutThakasa,you’reeitherinlovewith

heroryou’renot.Ifyou’renotinlovewithherasyou

claim,thenitwon’tbeaproblem ifyourwifeactsas

ago-between.”

“Ihearyou,Ihearyou!”hesaysandexhalesheavily.

“AnywayI’m happytobecomeanaunttotwogirls.”



“Twogirls?”hechuckles.

“PhethyandIneedbackup.Wecan’tbeoutweighed

byboys.”

“Let’shopeyourdreamswillcometrue.Thanksfor

listening,pleasesendmyregardstoNyezi,tellhim

torecoverfast,IwantustogotoMnqamlezweni.”

“Andwhereisthat?”sheasks.

“It’samen’ssecretplace.”

“Anibhorikanje!Letmebathbeforemydinnerdries

up.PleasetakecareofyourselfMthonga,that’sallI

askfrom you.”

.

.

Dinnerwascozywithafewkisseshereandthere.

Hisdinner,hisdishes!HesaidwhenMawande

wantedtowashdishes.Sosheusedhertimeto

readyherselfforaproper‘ThankYouMyeza.’When

hewalkedinsidetheirbedroom hefoundhernaked

inbed.Althoughthepaininhisupperlimbhad

resurfaced,hemanagedtolifther,wrapherlegs



aroundhiswaistandgiveherakisstoremember.

Shelaidheronthebedandkissedeverypartofher

body.

Hepushedthroughsweatandpaintomakethe

nightmemorable.Eachstrokecamewithamoan

thatMawandemistookforpleasure.Hertoescurled

upashestrokedtherightcornersofhercoreand

sheexplodedinatimidwave.Thenhekissedher

sweatyforehead,rolledtothesideandcaughtup

withhisshortenedbreaths.

Thepainwasexcruciatingandhardtopersevere.

Mawandeliftedherheadtohim squashednextto

her,hisbreathscomingoutheavyandshort,his

handholdingbelowhisribs.

“Babeareyouokay?”sheasked.

“I’m inpainWande.”Itwasthefirsthe’severcame

outsoboldandsaidhewasinpain.He’dbeena

manaboutitallalong;puttingonabravefaceand

lockinghistearsinhiseyes.

“DoIneedtocallanambulance?”sheaskedinpanic.



“Pleasecleanmefirstandthenputmeinthatwhite

shirtyouboughtmeonmybirthdaylastyear.Idon’t

wanttogotothehospitallookingdisheveled,”he

said.

Shehurriedofftothebathroom andtookatowelto

cleanhim up.Knowingthesticklerherhusbandis,

shebroughthislotionsandbodysprayand

embossedhim.

“Theambulancewillbehereinafewminutes.I’llcall

Maandletherknow.”

Heheldherhandbeforeshecouldmakeaphone

callandstaredather.Sodeeplythatitfeltliketheir

soulsconnectedthroughtheireyes.Hisfirstlove,

herfirstlove.

“Pleasekissme,”hesaid,ateardroppingoutand

rollingdownhischeek.

“Nyeziyou’rescaringmenow.Youarenotleaving

me,areyou?”

“No,I’m not.Comeon,kissyourhusband,”hesaid

withachuckle.



Shebelievedhim andwentforapassionate,soul

kiss.

Theambulancearrivedjustaminutesafterhis

motherwalkedinwithtearsrunningdown.She’s

alwaysbeendramatic.

“Pleaseholdmyhand,”heaskedbeforethe

ambulancetookoff.

HelookedbetterthanhewaswhenMawandecalled

theambulance,buttheyinsistedonhim goingtothe

hospitalandgettingapropercheck-up.

~

It’sbeenover30minutes.Theyhaven’tgotany

update.Theydon’tknowifhe’sbeingadmittedor

they’retakinghim backhome.Hismotherhasbeen

prayingandmakingcallstofellowchurchmembers

andaskingforprayers.

Finally,theIndiandoctorisback.

“Mntanami,hurryandtelluswhat’sgoingonwithmy

son?Ishecominghomewithusormakotihasto



sleepherewithhim?”MrsMyezaasks.

Thedoctorclearshisthroat,hiseyesarerunning

off…thisisnotalooktheywant.

Mawandestandsupimmediately.

“Whereismyhusband?”sheasks.

“Hewasrespondingwell,hisbloodwasstartingto

flownormallyfrom hishearttohislungs.Howeverit

seemedtohaveclottedandcloggedinhisartery.We

triedeverythinginourpowerbut…”

“Butwhat?Whereismyhusband???”shescreams.

“I’m sorry,MrMyezaisnolongerwithus.”

No,no,no!

Nyezicannotdothis!

Hecannotleaveherlikethis.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER20

Nkonzo’slightturnson.Hespringsoutofthedoor

half-nakedandrunstowardsthebighousewhere

PhethyandMaKhumalosleep.Thephoneisstillput

againsthisear,hecanhearhissister’spiercing

screamsinthebackground.

Hisknockisthatofanapartheidpoliceman,he

bangsthedoorwithhisfistandyellsforhismother

toopen.

Itdoesn’ttakelongbeforePhethyopensthedoor

wearingonlyherpanty,shelooksathim frightened.

“Whyareyouknockinglikethis?Whathappened?”

sheasks,openingtheburglar-gatewithtrembling

hands.

“WhereisMa?”Nkonzoasks,pushingtheburglar-

gateandrushingin.

MaKhumaloisalreadyinthekitchen,tyingherrobe

andsweating.Somethingisup.Thischaostakesher



backtothedayherhusbanddied,whenThakasaran

toherbedroom,screaminghernameandcrying.

Itcan’tbeoneofherkids!

“Whereareyourbrothers?”sheasksNkonzo,her

heartpoundinghardagainstherchest.

“It’sNyezi…”Nkonzosaysandfailstoputitinwords.

Theyhavetoreadbetweenthelines.

“Oh,myWande!Whathappenedtoumkhwenyana?”

Shepullsthechairbehindherandsinksonit.It

makesnodifference,Nyeziislikeasontoher.

“Hismotherjustcalledfrom thehospital.He’sno

longerwithus.”

Phethygaspsinshock,“OMG!”

“PleasewakeupThakasaandBandla,weneedtogo

therenow,”Nkonzosaystoherandlooksathis

mother.“You’llcometomorrowmorning.”

Heopensthefridgeandtakesoutabottleofwater.

TheywereallclosetoNyezi,hespoketohim notso

manydaysagooverthephoneandhesaidhewas

okay.Hewasgoodtotheirsister,hesurpassedall



theirexpectationsandwipedofftheirdoubtsabout

Mawandemarryingat22.NyezioutofalltheMyeza

people!Whynothisuselessbrother,Bhambatha,

whodrinkslikeafishandmugspeople?

Bandlaisthefirstonetowalkin.He’shearditfrom

Phethy,butwho’dreallybelieveanythingfrom that

weirdo,heneedstohearitfrom hismother.

“Ma,what’sgoingon?”heasks,hiseyesdarting

from Nkonzowho’sgulpingdownabottleofwater

tohismother.

“TheysayNyezihaspassedon,”MaKhumalosays.

No,no,no!Thiscan’tbetrue.Nyeziisthereason

whyKhanyoacceptedhergiftandgaveup

everythingtoserveandhonourherspiritualbeing.

Andhissister?!She’sonly24yearsoldfor

goodness’sake.

“How?”heasks,confusionandpainreflectinginhis

eyes.

“Theysaybloodcloggedhisarteryandhislungs



failed,”Nkonzo.

“Itdoesn’tmakeanysense.Khanyowasgetting

close,couldn’theholdonalittlelonger?Helpwason

itsway.”Heburieshisfaceandreleasesadeepsigh.

“Thisisaboutyoursister,notyourjezebel,”

MaKhumalosays,throwingadaggerathim.

Heliftshisheadup,“Don’tcallherthat.Youdon’t

knowher.”

“Idon’tgoaroundknowingeveryfloozyIhaveno

businesswith.”

“Ma,Idon’tlikeyoutalkinglikethataboutKhanyo.I

don’texpectyoutolikeallmychoicesbutIexpectto

respectthem andrespectme.”

“Heywena,don’tspeaktomelikeI’m yourfriend!”

Thakasawalksinwithahugefrownplasteredonhis

face.Hehadaroughdayatwork,aheavy

conversationwithNothilebeforebedandnowhe’s

wakingupinthemiddleofthenight,notonlytothe

newsofhisbrother-in-law’sdeath,buthisbrother

andmotheratloggerheadsaswell.



“Canyoutwostop?Mysisterissurroundedbya

darkcloudandyouareonlyconcernedaboutwhois

sleepingwithwho.”Heclickshistongueandgoesto

Nkonzointhelounge.Hedoesn’tspeaktohis

motheranyhow,butsometimeshetakesno

prisonersandletseveryonehaveit.

“Arewegoingthererightnow?”heasksNkonzo

who’sstandinglikeastatueinthemiddleofthe

room.

“Wehaveto.Mawandeneedsherfamilyrightnow.

Yaziwecould’vefoughthardertostopherfrom

gettingmarried,nowlook,she’llbescarredforlife.

Losingamanwhogaveyouaring,welcomedyouto

hisclanwithacowandsprinkledinyongooveryou

tointroduceyoutohisancestorsisthepainnobody

caneverrecoverfrom.”Heinhalessharplyand

shakeshisheadthoughtfully.“Whatiftheywant

Bhambathatoinherithisbrother’srole?Theywon’t

lethercomebackhome,”heasks.

“That’snevergoingtohappen.Iftheywanttheir

lobolabackI’llgivethem,ImarriedMawandeto

Nyezi,noanyotherfool,”Thakasasays.



“Sowhat’sgoingtohappentoher?Shecan’tstay

aloneinthatgigantichomestead,”Nkonzoasks.

Heexhalesandshrugshisshoulders.Sometimeshe

doesn’thaveanswers,buttheydon’tunderstandthat,

theywanthim toknoweverythingandfindinstant

solutions.

“Youhavetobringherbackhome.Shestillhasa

brightfutureaheadofher.Shecanfindloveagain,”

Nkonzosays.

“Youknowthat’snotpossible,unlesstheMyezas

allowit.Mawandeisnolongerours,wemarriedher

off,remember,”hesays.

Adeepsigh!Whyislifesounfair?

“IneedtodressupandletMaNtusiknowwhereI’m

goingbeforesheassumesotherwise,”hesays,

leavingNkonzoscratchinghisspinninghead.Thisis

oneofmanyreasonswhyhe’sscaredofmarriage.

Lovingsomeonefrom adistanceseemstobea

betteroption,eventhoughithasitshighsandlows.

.



.

TheywaitforThakasainthecarsilently.Nkonzo’s

fearofcommitmentjustreachednewheights.Being

leftbysomeoneyouweresurethatyou’dspendthe

restofyourlifewithisnotsomethinghewishesto

gothrough.Bandlawouldtakethatrisk,infacthe’d

swim throughtheoceanstobewithsomeonehe

loves.Hebelievesthateveryone’shappinessis

sittingontheothersideoffear.Buttodayhisbelief

isshaken;howishegoingtotellKhanyothatthe

manshewasshowninhervisions,whoseillness

motivatedhertofacethesidesofhershewas

runningawayfrom,isnowdead.Howishegoingto

jumpthatroadoffear?KnowinghowKhanyois,she

mightfeelletdownandturnherbackonherspiritual

beingagain.Thatwouldtakeherbacktopartying

throughouttheweekendsanddaringthedevilwith

herlife.Shewaslikethatwhenhefellinlovewith

her,he’dneverjudgenordictateher,buthe’sa

human,hedeservesthebestversionofherbecause

healsogivesthebestversionofhimself.



Thedriver’sdooropens,Thakasagetsinsideand

glancesatthem attheback.Theyalwaysthinkthey

canbullyhim intodrivingwhenevertheyneedtogo

somewhere.

“Fasaniamabhande,”hesaysdisgruntledly.

Nkonzopullsablanketundertheseat,theyboth

fastentheirseatbeltsandsharetheblankettocover

themselves.It’sjustaftermid-night,they’dprobably

beontheroadforthenexttwohours.He’llhavealot

ofthinkingtodowhileonthewheel,themostbeing

NothileandKhosi’ssoon-meeting.Sheusedhis

phonetotextNomkhosi,soshe’sunderthe

impressionthatshe’llbemeetingwithhim inthe

restaurant.Deepdownhewantstoalerther,but

thenhedidNothiledirty,hecan’tdropthedimeon

heragain.Sohe’sjustgoingtotossKhositothelion

andlethergetitintheneck.

.

.

Amattresshasbeenlaid,candlesarelit,Mawande

hasbeensatdownandcoveredinaheavyblanket.



Neighbourscomeandgo,condolenceskeeppouring

in.MaKhumalohasarrivedtobebyherdaughter’s

side.Shewasinherposition7yearsago,after37

yearsofmarriage,herhusband’sdeathwastragic

butnotasheartbreakingasthisone.

Agirlcomeswithabowlofporridge,she’soneof

thecousins,andputsitinfrontofMawande.

“Pleasetryafewspoons,mybaby,”MaKhumalo

begs.

Sheshakesherhead;foodisnotwhatsheneeds.If

there’sanythingshe’shungryfor,it’sherhusband’s

lovethatshe’llnevergetagain.

“HesaidhewascomingbackMama,”sheshedsa

tearandlooksathermother,desperateforanswers.

“HowcanNyezileavemesosoon?WherewillIgo?

Howam Igoingtoburysomeonewho’sinmyheart

deepundertheground?Mama….”Makhumaloshifts

closerandpeelstheblanketoffherandhugsher

tightly.Shecannotcomfortherbutsheknowsthat

it’snottheendoftheworld.

“I’m sorry,mybaby.Pleasebestrong,he’sinabetter



placenow.”

“Ourhomewasabetterplace.WhyNyezileftme,

Mama?Why?”

Pheewww!

.

.

Nyezi’sfuneralhasbeensetforaSunday.

MaKhumalowillbeattheMyezasuntilthen,therest

ofthefamilywillgoonthefuneraldaytolessenthe

crowd.They’rekeepingintouchwithMawande

throughMaKhumalo.It’sstillhardforhertoaccept

thatNyeziisgone,theyputsleepingpillsinhertea

forhertoclosehereyesandgetsomesleep.

TodayisthedayThakasa’sfearscometrue.Nothile

hasputononeofherbestdressesandhead-wraps,

todayherroadleadstotheOceanTerracetomeet

theside-chickofherhusband.

Hesaidhehasnoimportantmeetingstoday,sohe’s

justlingeringaroundandgoinginandoutoftheir

bedroom.Hewantstosaysomethingbuthecan’t



sayit.

Hewalksin,forthefifthtime,ifnotsixth.Hiseyes

gotoNothilebrieflythenheheadstowardsthe

wardrobe.

“Haveyouseenmygreypant?”heasks.

“I’m sureit’sthere,lookcarefully.Pleasesendyour

babymamaatext,tellhertobeattheOceanTerrace

intwohours,”Nothilesays.

Heexhalesandtakesouthisphone.Hecannot

protecther,that’showworthlessheis.

Herresponsekillshim:

IFYOUGETTHEREFIRST,ORDERMEATBALLSFOR

ME.XAP!

“And?”Nothileasks,staringathim.

“Shesaysshe’llbethere.”Heforgetsaboutthegrey

pantandwalksout,trippingoverhisownheart.He



wantstobethereforbothofhisbabies,financially

andemotionally.Hewantstopersonallyfeedher

cravingsjustlikehefeedsNothile’s.

That’sselfish,right?HehastoletNothilepunishhim

anyhowsheseesfit.

Heopensthedoorabsent-mindedlyandnearly

bumpshischestintoSqalo.

“Whatisyourproblem?”heroars.

Sqalofrownsandstepsaside.

Deepbreath!

“I’m sorry,”hewhispersandgoestothecupboardto

getaglassforwater.

“Whyareyounotatschool?”heasksSqalo.

“There’safunctionforoneofouroldteachers,so

nothingmuchwillbedonetoday.”

“Oh,Isee.”Hepourswaterinaglassandgulpsallof

itdown.Heputsitinthesinkandturnstoleave.

Sqalo’spaintedtoenailsattracthiseyes.



“Andthenwhatisthis?”heasks,hiseyebrows

knitted.

“Ohthis,Iwasjustcheckingitout,”Sqalosays.His

heartisracingbuthe’sputtingabravefaceon.

“Checkingitout,myfoot!Goandremovethisthing,

now.”Heleaves,shakinghisheadandgrunting

angrily.

Sqaloexpectednothinglessthanthis,buthehada

littlehopethathewasgoingtoquestionhim

furtherlyandnotjustshutitdownlikethis.He’snot

goingtoremovehisnailpolishthough,helovesit.

Hedoesn’twanttolooklikeagirloranything,but

beautifulnailsturnhim on,sowhynot?

.

.

NOTHILE

It’seasytospotherinthoselongfakehairofhers.

Anoff-shoulderdresstoshowherskintoThakasa,

right?Sheclutchesherbagunderherarm and



stridestowardsthetableshe’ssaton.

“Sorry,I’m late,”shesays,standinginfrontofher

andscanningherwithhereyes.

Khosiliftsherface,hereyeswidenatthesurprise

company.Hereyebrowsareperfectlydrawnlikeshe

hadafullmake-upsessionbeforecominghere.Her

facecontouredingoldenbrownandmatchedwith

herberrylipstick.Whatawasteofeffort!

“Lookinggoodformyhusband?”Nothileasks,

smilingandpullingachairtosit.

Khosibatshereyelashesinshock.

“No,formyself.Whoareyou?”sheaskstheobvious.

“I’m Manqele’swife.Iguessyouwereexpectinghim

here,notme.Well,heismeandIam him,sowecan

orderandtalkaboutyoufallingpregnant.”

“Oh,wow!”That’sallKhosicansay.Shedidn’tsee

thisonecoming.

“That’sexactlyhowIfeltwhenIfoundoutthat

someonewassneakingaroundwithmyhusband.I

said‘Oh,wow’,”Nothilesays.



“WasityouorThakasawhoaskedmetocome

here?”Khosiasks.

“Itwasbothofusbuthehadmoreimportant

matterstoattendandchangedhisplans.So,howfar

areyou?”

“Twomonths,”Khosisays.

“Andhowlongwereyousleepingwithhim?”Nothile.

“Whydon’tyouaskhim howlonghewassleeping

withme?”

“Becausehe’snotpregnant,youare,”Nothilesays,

givingheralookofstupidity.

“Whyam Ihere?”Khosiasks.

“Todiscussawayforward.Ifthisismyhusband’s

babythatmeansit’smybabytoo,Iwilllethim pay

forthedamagesandallowhim tobringittothe

Manqeles.”

Shesitsstill,notsureifsheshouldbegratefulor

leaving.

“Butwehaveacondition,”Nothilesays,raisingone

fingerup.“ManqeleandIwantapaternitytestso



thatwecanbesurethatyou’recarryingaManqele

blood.”

“SoThakasasentyoutotellmethis?”Khosiasks

withhereyebrowraisedandlowerliptrembling.

“Weactuallydiscusseditasamarriedcouple.I’llbe

presentwhentheydothetest,I’m surehe’llbebusy

atwork,thenwhentheresultscomeoutwe’llboth

betheretoseetheoutcome.”

“Isit?”Khosiasks,cockingherheadtothesideand

boldlystaringather.Thakasadidn’tliketalking

aboutherbutsometimeshedid.Hewouldn’tgointo

depthsdescribingher,butshehadanexactpicture

ofherinhermind.

“Yes,andthesoonerthisisdonethebetter,”she

says.

Khosisitsupstraightandlooksatherwiththesame

fakesmileshe’sbeenflashingaroundsinceshegot

here.

“Well,MrsManqelegobackhomeandtellyour

husbandthatIsaidIdon’tneedyourapprovalorhis.

Idon’tneeddamagespaymentnordoIcareifmy



babyisacceptedasaManqeleornot.Nothing

makesthesurnamespecial.”Shestandsupand

picksherpurse.

“It’sreallyyourdecisionNomkhosi.DNAtestorno

fatherforyourbaby.Youchoose,”Nothilesays

unbothered.

“I’m notdoingaDNAtestonmyunbornbaby.

Thakasaknowswhetherthisishischildornot,when

he’sgrownapairofballs,ifhe’severgoingtogrow

one,he’lladmitit.I’venevercheatedonhim.”

“Youcan’tcheatonsomeonewho’snotyours,”

Nothilesays.

Thetruthhurts,butshetriesnottolookfazedbyit.

“Whatever!Bye.”

Ifshe’sstillnotdonewithThakasaafterthisthenit’s

clearthathe’lldrivehertothegravesoon.DNAtest

outofallthings?Whatannoyshermoreisthathe

knowsthatshehasnotbeeninvolvedwithanyother

man.Everytimetheymetafteralongtimehe’d

checkthetipofhismanhoodafterfirstthrusts.God

knowswhathewaschecking,butitwasalways



followedbya‘thankyou.’Heknewexactlyhow

muchholdhehadoverherandheenjoyedpicking

anddroppingherlikeaball.

It’stimetocuttiesforeverandsheknowsexactly

howshe’sgoingtodoit.

Shejustneedsafewdays…



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER21

KHANYO

OnlyManduloandtwoofournot-so-usefuluncles

would’vegonetofetchMaSibiyaandgreat-

grandfatherfrom TinleyManorwheretheywere

impetuouslyburied.Butwhenfetchingdeadspiritsa

lotisatrisk.It’seasytoattachotherforeignspirits

andbringthem toyourhome.It’snotjustoneortwo

instanceswherethingssuddenlygowrongin

familiesafter‘ukungeniswakwabangasekho’

becauseforeignspiritsillegallyenteredandevoked

violencewithintheancestors.Sotheyhavetobe

careful,henceI’m beingstringedalongtoensure

thatallgoeswell.Thiswillbemyfirstspiritualtask.I

havetobepresentatTinleyManorandthroughout

thejourneytoensurethattheycomebackonlywith

theMayisesthatwearefetching.

Ihatemornings,butinthisnewlifeI’m adjustingto



mydaysstartingat4am.TodayI’m extraearly

becausewehavetogettherebeforethesuncomes

up.

Mandulohasbeenunderinterrogationsincelast

nightabouthisdivorce.Theseoldfolksdon’t

understandanythingaboutendingmarriagebya

pieceofpaper.He’sstilltryingtonursehiswounds,

thelastthingheneedsistoexplainhimselfto

peoplewhothinkmarriagecanonlybeendedby

grave.Atleastthey’restillsleepyandhungoverthe

sorghum beertheydranklastnight,they’resitting

quietlyattheback.

Weparkthecarfarandcontinuebyfoot.Their

gravesarenotveryfarfrom thetrainrailway,the

placeisexactlylikeitwasinmydreams.Ileadthem

totheirisolatedstone-coveredgravesandstep

asideforMalum’Mpisitospeak.

Heintroduceshimselfastheirgrandsonand

mentionswhohisparentswere.Ididn’ttrusthim to

rememberwhattosay,he’sbeenclosinghiseyes



anddrunkenlywhisperingtohimselfallthewayhere.

“ThisisnothomeNselenduna,whitepeopleburied

youherelikewildanimals.Yourfamilyiswaitingfor

youandgreat-grandma,MaSibiya,tocometoyour

rightfulhomewhereyoubothbelong.Nowcome

withme.”He’scarryingaleaf,whenheturnstoleave

weallfollowbehindhim silently.

ThenIfeelitcomingbehindus.Icannottellwhoitis

butIswearthisisanIndianghost,thefamilyburied

him hereandneverlookedback.IheardIndiansand

whitepeopleusedtodominatearoundherebackin

thedays.It’saMaharajoraNaidoo,thosearethe

onlytwoIndiansurnamesthatexist,therestarejust

clannames.

Istop,myshouldersareheavy,Ineedtotellwhoever

thisistogobackandrestwherehewas.Nowit

comesnaturally,Iletmyheartspeakwithoutmy

mindtryingtogainauthorityovermymouth.

“Whoeveryouare,wearenothereforyou.Goback

towhereyoubelong,inthenameofJesusand



forfendingMayiseancestors,Idismissyoufrom this

journey!”

WhenIopenmyeyesit’sclear,onlyMandulois

staringatme.I’m strange,Iguess.It’sgoingtotake

timeforhim andeveryonetogetusedtothissideof

me.I’m stillgettingusedtoitaswell.WhenI’m not

spirituallychanneled,Ilookatmyselfinthemirror

andask;“Woman,whoareyou?”Ithasn’tthoroughly

sunkin.

NowmyprayeristhatMalum’Mpisidoesn’tfall

asleepandforgettotelltheelders’spiritswherewe

are.Heneedstonotifythem ofeveryriverandplace

thatwepass,becauseifheforgetsevenoneplace,

they’llgetoutofthisvehicleandremainbehind.You

seewhenapersondies,onlythespiritcrossesover,

thebrainisburiedundergroundandeatenbyants.

Sotheserestingmembersdon’treallyhavebrains,

theyleftthem hereonearth.

BesidecallingUThukelaasUMgeniriver,Malum’



Mpisihasbeeninhisrightsensesthroughoutthe

journey.I’m goingtoaskMandulotorewardhim

withabottleofSmirnofflater.

“Nowweareoutsideyourhome,whereallyourkids

werelaidtorest,”hetellsthem outsidetheMayise

gate.

Mandulogetsinsidetofetchapotoftraditionalbeer

andthegoat.

NowI’m hungryandoverthiswholething.Iwokeup

bydawnandIhaven’teatenanything.Ialsohaven’t

heardfrom Bandlainthelasttwodays,hisphone

hasbeenoffsinceWednesday,whichIfindvery

strange.Ihopehe’snotgivinguponme.I’m also

worriedaboutNyezi.Notknowinghowhe’sdoingis

killingme,Bandlawasmyspy,nowI’m justinthe

darkabouteverything.

Thesmelloftraditionalbeerconnectsthelivingto

theancestors,nowthey’llknowthatwearehome.

However,there’sadisappointmentattheend,a

hugeone.Thegoatisrefusingtoeattheleaf.



IsnapoutofmyzoneasMandulositsontheground

hopelessly.

Thisisbad,reallybad.

Malum’Mpisihasheldthegoat’smouth,he’sforcing

ittoeatbutitdoesn’tbudge.Thismeansthiswhole

thingwasawasteoftime;eithertheygotannoyed

byMalum’MpisicallingUThukelaasMgeniand

stayedbackorthere’ssomethingweneedtodo.

“Sowhatnow?”Manduloasks,staringatme.He’s

exhausted,andprobablyhungrytoo.

Iletoutasighandshrugmyshoulders.

“Thisisfuckedup!Wedideverythingyoutoldusto

do,”hesnapsatme.“Askthem whattheywantusto

do?”

Idon’tknowwhathethinksIam.Yes,Idoget

accuratevisionsandconnecttotheancestors,but

I’m nosangoma,Idon’thavebonestothrowandget

answerstoeverything.

“You’renotintothis,areyou?”heaskswhenIheave

asighwithasecreteye-roll.



“I’m hungryNdulo,”Isay.

“Weallare.Butwehavetofinishthisfirst,it’s

importantforyouandthewholefamily.”

“Iwanttoeat,”Isay.

Hethinksit’soneofmyGogo’schildtendencies,but

I’m reallynotintothisanymore.

“Okay,goandeat,we’llwait,”hesays.

Nowhe’stalking,Ileavethem withthegoatandgo

insidetogetsomefood.Iwantmeat,nothingelse.

Iboiltwopiecesofchickenandeatthem withslices

ofbreadandhalf-doneeggs.AftereatingIgotomy

room andmeditate.Ineedtoconnecttomyspiritual

selfagain.Bandlaturninghisphoneoffhastakena

tollonmyemotions,Idon’tknowwhyhediditbutI

havetofinishthisjourneyIhavestarted.

ThirtyminuteslaterIwalkbacktothegateandtell

them togetanothergoat.Idon’tknowwherethey’re

goingtogetit,butweneedittocleanseMaSibiya’s



bloodandextricatethespear.Thenthisothergoat

willbeslaughteredtounitethegreat-grandparents

withtherestoftheancestors.Itwillbecookedand

strictlyeatenbyfamilymembersinsidetheyard.

That’sit.Idon’tthinkthey’llneedmeforanyother

thing.

Igotomyroom andputmyphoneinthecharger.At

thispointIcandoanythingtocommunicatewith

Bandla,justtofindoutifhe’sokayornot.Isearch

forMthongaHoldingsontheinternet,alotofthings

popupbutmyinterestisontheircontactdetails.

Thecallgoesthrough…

Idon’tevenknowwhatI’m goingtosaytowhoever

answers.

“Goodday,thisisMandyatMthongaHolding,”says

thevoice.

Atleastit’sagirl,notoneofhisbrothers.

“Hey,I’m NokukhanyaMayise.CanIspeakto

Bandla?”



“Okayma’m,pleaseholdonaminute,I’llputyou

through.”

Sohe’saliveandthere’snothingwrongwithhim.He

betterhaveagoodexplanation,wedon’tdisappear

ononeanother,hecould’vesentevenatexttolet

meknowthathewon’tbeavailableonthephone.

Thephoneringsagain,adifferentvoicepicksup.

“ThisisBandlalethuManqeleatMthongaHoldings,

howmayIhelpyou?”

“BytellingmewhyyourphoneisoffBandla.”

“Khanyo!”

Yesit’sme,Judas.

“Areyougoingtotellme?”Iask.

“Babe…Ireallydon’tknowhowtosaythis.Iwasn’t

ignoringyoubecauseIdon’tmissyou,something

happened,”hesays.

“ToNyezi?”Iask.

“Ummm…yes,”hesays.



“Thentellme.”Mypalmsaresweating.

Idon’tknowhowlongIcankeepstanding.

“HepassedawayonTuesday,”hesays.

Well,thisisitforme.Idon’twanttobeshownany

visions,everagain.Idideverything,everyfuckin’

thing!Iwasn’taskingforgoldandsilver,Iwanted

them tohelpmehealNyeziandtheyraisedmy

hopesup.

“Sthandwasami?”Bandlasaysonthephone.

Ievenforgotabouttheongoingcall,I’m stillstunned

bymyancestors’betrayal.

“Iwillseeyoutomorrowbabe,”Itellhim.

“You’recomingback?”Whyhe’ssoshocked?

“Yes,I’llfindyourworkplaceandbringyoulunch.”

“Khanyoyoucannotdothat,please,”hesays.

“BandlaI’m comingbackandthat’sit.Nowplease

switchyourphoneon,Iwanttosendyousome

nudes,”Isay.

.



.

THAKASA

Hewalksinwithbloodshoteyesandthrowshis

briefcaseonthediningtableandproceedstothe

loungewheretheTVisplaying.Luckilyhefindsonly

hiswife.Hisbrothersmustbeintheirrooms.With

Phethyyouneverknow,oneminuteshe’shomeand

nextshe’sroamingthestreets.Thatonecan’tbe

groomedandtheylethergetawaywithalmost

everythingbecause,well,she’sagirlandshe’s17.

DespiteherbeingatwintoSqalo,she’streatedlike

thelast-born.

“Iseverythingalright?”Nothileasks,lookingathim

withafrown.Theywereokaythismorningwhenhe

left.TheytalkedaboutKhosi’sdecisiontodenythe

paternitytestandconcludedthattheyhavetowait

untilthebabyisborn.Well,itwasherdecisionand

hecouldn’targueitbecausehe’scurrentlyunderher

mercy.IfKhosidoesn’twantherinvolvedand

standinginforThakasathenshe’llwalkthis



pregnancyjourneyalone.AllowingThakasatogo

andbondwiththatbabyisnotariskNothileisgoing

totake.Notonlycouldhebondwithababythat’s

nothis,hecouldbondwiththemotheraswell.

“IreceivedamessagethatIdon’tunderstandfrom

Nomkhosi,”hesaysuneasily.She’sbecomeapartof

theirlives,bothofthem canmentionhernameand

talkaboutherasifshe’snotathreatlingeringover

theirmarriage.Hehasbroughtathirdpartintotheir

marriage,somethingtheywerestronglyadvised

againstpriortheirwedding.

“Herphoneisnotgoingthrough,Ithinksheblocked

meaftersendingthetext.CanIuseyours?”Thisis

veryboldofhim,butNothileknowsthesituation

betweenhim andKhosi,andhepromisedtokeepno

moresecretsbetweenthem.Him usingherphoneto

callKhosiisanotheractoftransparency.Andhe’ll

makethecallinfrontofher.

“Sure,yeah,”shesayswithasubtlehintof

annoyance.Didn’tshesayshedoesn’tneedThakasa

andtheManqelesurnameforherbaby?Whyisshe

sendingtextsnow?



HetakesthephoneandquicklydialsKhosi’snumber.

Hereyeswidenathowfasthecouldpunchitandthe

factthatheknowsitbyhead.Buttodayshedoesn’t

wanttobepetty,she’llletitslide.

ItringsacoupleoftimesbeforeKhosipicksup.

“It’sme,don’thangup,”hesays.

Thisisnotthelifehewantstolive.It’sdraining,both

emotionallyandphysically.He’slosingsleepover

this.Buthe’sreapingwhathesow,it’swhathe

deserves.

“WhatdoyouwantThakasa?Itoldyouthere’sno

babyanymore,nothinglinksmetoyouoryourwife,”

Khosilashesout.

Hischesttightens.Suddenlyhefeelssohotlikehe

couldtearhisshirtopenandgaspforair.There’sa

jellyfreezinginhisknees.Allthishastobeadream,

abadone.

“Idon’tunderstand.Whatareyoutryingtosay

Nomkhosi?Pleasestopplayingwithme,”heasks,



hisvoicetremblingalittle.

Nothileisstandingbehindhim andlistening

attentively.Whydoesitsoundslikethere’stroublein

Paradise?No,inGomorrah.Shembeisnot

answeringherprayerssosoon!Herancestorsare

notdoingtheirmagicsoearly!Whydidn’tshemake

popcorn?Themovieisreachingitsclimaxandit’s

hotterthanever.

“Iterminatedthepregnancy,Itoldyou.Itwasnot

worthit.Nowenjoyyourlifewithyourwifeandleave

methehellalone,”Khosisays.

Hefindsacouchwithhishandandsinksdown,

tearspouringoutofhiseyeslikeawaterfall.

“Pleasetellmeyou’rejoking.Nomkhosiyoudidn’t

killmybabybeforeIcanevenholdhim orherwith

myarms.”Hisvoiceislowandfilledwithsomuch

painanddisbelief.

“Nowyouknowitwasyourbaby?GoodbyeThakasa

Manqele,thankyouforthegoodandthebadtimes.I

hopeyou’llbehappyinyourmarriagewithyour

marriagebaby,”shesaysanddropsthecall.



Hedialshernumberandcallsagain.Shehastosay

she’sjoking!Shedidnotkillhisbaby.Hisbabyknew

daddy,hefelttheconnectionbetweenthem.Hewas

goingtobeagoodfatherandlethim orherlivethe

lifethathenevergotachancetolive.

“Whathappened?”Nothileasks,almostbotheredbut

not.

“Khosikilledmybaby!”Hepicksacushionand

pressesitoverhismouth.He’salwaysbeenbroken,

buthe’sneverfeltanypainlikethisbefore,noteven

whenhisfatherdied.Hiswholeworldhasbeen

crushed.Thebushe’salwaysfeltlikehewasstuck

underhasranoverhim andlefthim inpieces.

Hiscryistoodeep,itescapesthecushionand

buzzesinthehouse.Hisfaceisamessoftears.Yes

hischildwasn’tconceivedtherightway,this

pregnancywould’veshakenhisworldandrevealed

colorsofhim thatmostpeoplehaveneverseen.But

itwashisbaby,hisblood.Theonehetouchedand

feltdrawnto.Hisfirstproofoffertility.

“Howcanshedothistome?”Hethrowsthewet



cushionawayandburieshisfaceinhishandsand

criesharder.It’salmostsadtowatchbecausehe

hardlylaysouthisemotionslikethisordisplays

brokenness.Buthe’smakingnoise…

NothilepickstheremoteandincreasestheTV

volume.Really,shecannotmisstherepeatof

Outdaughteredbecauseofsomeonewhoseheart

hasbeenmincedbyhisside-chick.Sheputsthe

packetofDoritosshewassnackingonherlapand

continuestowatchTV.

Nkonzowalksintohisbrothercryingandhiswife

watchingTVlikenothingintheworldiswrong.He

panicsandrushestowardsthem.Thakasadoesn’t

cry,atleastnotsoopenlyandpainfully.Heknows

Bandlatobeacrybabyandeasily-provoked.This

oneistheperfectonethatgetseverythinginlifeby

itsorderandmakesparentsproud.Thisonecarries

thewholeclanonhisbackandneverbreaks.

Nothileseeshim andlowerstheTVvolume.It’s

awkwardbeingcaughtinthisposition.They’rea



perfectcoupletoalmosteveryone.

“What’sgoingonguys?”Nkonzoasks.

Thakasaisamess,hecannotspeak,notthathe’d

tellNkonzoanyway.He’scriedhimselftothepoint

ofhavinghiccups.That’showmuchhecaresabout

thisKhosiwomanandtheirdeadbaby.Good

riddance!

“Ukhaliswaubufebebakhe,”Nothilesays

unintentionallyloud.(He’scryingoverhiswhoring

ways)

Nkonzoislost.One,that’snothowMaNtusispeaks

tohim oraboutThakasa.Two,whatwhoringwaysis

shetalkingabout?

“Mthongawhat’sgoingon?”heasksThakasa.

Insteadofansweringhepicksthecushionandwalks

outwithitpressedoverhisswollenface.He’snever

portrayedhisweaknesslikethistoanyone.

“MaNtusi?”NkonzoturnshiseyestoNothile.He’s

nowworriedandhurttoseehisbrotherlikethat.

Maybeiftheirmotherwashomewhateverhappened



tohim wouldn’thavehappened.

“Wehadafightandheoverreacted.Iguessmy

pregnancyhormonesaredoinganumberoneon

him,”shesayswithaslightshrug.

Well,it’sweirdandverycomplicatedtounderstand.

Hisbrotherjustbrokedownbecauseofasmallfight?

Itdoesn’tmakeanysense.

“Canyoupleasecheckonhim?Iknowhewon’t

speaktomewhenhe’slikethat,”heasks.

“Alright,”shesayswithalowsighandpicksherself

offthecouchandfollowsThakasatotheirbedroom.

Nkonzoisleftstandinginthemiddleofthelounge

withaloudTVinfrontofhim.Whatishappeningto

hisbrotherandhiswife?Healwaystriestoreach

outtoallofthem butThakasakeepsalottohimself.

Theyalsoputpressureonhim asafamily.When

theirfatherpassedonhehadtostepupandthey

startedtreatinghim liketheirfather.

Nothilewalksintotheirbedroom andfindshim lying



onbedlikeastarvedstreetkid.

“Dinnerwillbeat6:30,”shesays.

Heshutshiseyeswithhisjawsclenchedandturns

tosleeponhisstomach.

Nothileopensthedrawerandthrowsabottleofeye-

droptohim.She’snotinterestedinexplainingtothe

youngeroneswhyhiseyesarered,neitherishe.

“Nowpullyourselftogether.Ubungakhaliusafeba,

sopleaseManqele!”



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER22

KHANYO

Ithinktoiletrieswerethelastformetopack.Thisis

it,I’m checkingout.Ifeelused,IdideverythingIwas

askedtodo,Ikeptmyendofthebargainbut

achievednothinginreturn.Istillcan’tbelieveIwas

playedbydeadfolkswhoprobablyneverwentto

school.Ifeelsostupidandnaïve.Icannotshutout

thepictureofMawandeinmyhead,shelookedso

happilymarriedandtakencareof.HerandNyezi

lookedgoodtogether.Theywereapictureofperfect

couple.ClearingmypathsothatIcanhealhim was

nottoomuchtoaskfrom Gog’MaSibiyaandher

crew.It’sallIneededtovalidatemyworthy.

ButmaybeI’m toblametoo.Ishouldn’thavewasted

somanyyearsdisregardingdreamsandchoosing

thebottleoverhelpingpeople.HadIdonethings

rightwhentherewasstilltime,Nyeziwouldbestill

alive.Ithurtsevenmorebecauseunlikeanyother



personI’vebeenshown,I’m verycertainthatIwas

goingtohealhim.Iknowforafactthatitwasn’this

timetodie,Ilethim down.

Mandulowalksin,I’m nothisfavoritepersonright

now.Itlookslikehe’sreadytoleave.Hepicksthe

heavierbagandwalksoutwithoutsayingaword.I

picktheremainingonesandfollowhim out.Again,

weareshuttingdoorsandturningourbackstothe

Mayises.Idon’tknowwhenI’llcomebackagain.I

threwawaythewaterbasinandcandles,it’snouse

formetokeepdoingthisshitifnobodyisgoingto

lookoutforme.

Heshouldbestartingthecarbuthe’sstaringatme.

Ipretendtobebusyonmyphone,we’vebeen

arguingsinceyesterday.Iknowhewantsmetostay

hereandfinishmycourse,hisangeroverhismoney

andtimethatIwastedisjustanexcuse.

“Ithoughtyouwerecomingright,thattherewasa

decenthumaninyou,butnowIrealizethatIwasjust



hallucinatingasusual.”

Iscrollmyphoneandpretendnottohearorcare.

He’sbeenonmycasesinceIannouncedthatI’m

puttingdownmytools,mydecisionhasbeenmade

andhe’snotgoingtochangemymind.

“You’reaquitter.I’m notgoingtosayafailure

becauseyou’recapableofwinning,youjustchoose

notto.Whatmademebelievethatyouweregoingto

finishthisspiritualjourneywhereasyoucouldn’t

finishameredegree?Youcannotfinishadamn

thingunlessifit’sabottleofalcohol.”

Wow!That’sverysympatheticofhim.He’sreally

puttinghimselfinmyshoes.

“Pleasedrive,”Isay.

Heshakeshishead,lookingatmelikeI’m a

hopelesscase,thenswitchestheengineoffand

getsoutofthecar.

IfIknewhowtodriveIswearIwould’vedrivenoff

andlefthim here.Suchadramatic,divorced-arse!



Hefinallycomesbackafter15minutesofwalking

aroundtheyard,doingnothing.Ishouldbuymyown

car…well,inmydreams.

Hefastenstheseatbeltandlooksatme.Lord,not

thisagain!

“Youweredoingthisforyourpreciousboyfriend,

weren’tyou?”

“No,IwasdoingitformyselfandNyezi,”Isay.

“Youweredoingitsolelytopleaseyourboyfriend.

Notforyourself,notforyourancestorsanddefinitely

notforGod.Thiswasaboutlelihwanqalakho,

nobodyelse,”hesays.

I’m lostforwords.Bandlahasgotnothingtodowith

mygift.Yes,hegavemeadvicesandhelpedme

becomeabetterpersonforthisjourney.Butnot

evenoncehaveIdonethingsthatconcernmy

spiritualitytopleasehim.

“BelievewhatyouwanttobelieveNdulo.”I’m done

arguing,IjustwanttoseemygirlsandBandla.I

knowthey’llunderstandmeandnotkickmewhen

I’m alreadydown.



He’sinhisshittiestmood,Iknowtherewillbeno

stopontheway,notevenfordrinks.Heturnson

BoysIIMenanddrivesout.Peoplestilllistento

theseoldsongs?Godpleasegivemeanap.

MyGodworksonandoff.Sometimeshedoesn’t

answerandsometimeshedoes.Todaywasoneof

thoseluckydayswhereIpraytotheSonofDavid

whilehe’sinagoodmood.Ifellasleepprobablyten

minutesafterleavinghome,Ijustwokeupnow

becausethecarwasnolongermoving.Wearein

Pietermaritzburg,I’m aloneinacarfilledwithan

appetizingsmellofpizza.Hecanbeanarseattimes

butIhavethemostwonderfulbrotherintheworld.

Heboughtmyfavourite,creamychickenwithextra

cheese.Iremovetheseatbeltandsethisdashboard

asatableandfeedmyself.

Thecarisparkedinfrontofthestores,soIguesshe

wentinforalittleshopping.

Minuteslaterheappearswithaskinnyladywearing

anurseuniform.Sheremainsnexttothecar,



blushinglikeanewly-wed.

“Makhanyiwhereisthepizza?”heasks.

DoIneedtosayit’sinmystomachorshowhim the

remainingpiecesinthebox?

Hiseyeswiden,“Whotoldyoutoeatthepizza?Iwas

goingtobuyyousomethingelsetoeat.”

WhosaidIwanttoeatsomethingelse?

“Itwasmypizza,”Isay.

“No,Ididn’tbuyitforyou.EnhleaskedforitandI

cameheretodropitoff.”He’sangry.Enhlemustbe

thenursethatlooksindebtedtoTupperwarehere,by

thecarwindow.

“Butyouboughtmyflavor,”IarguebecauseIdon’t

seemyfault.Whatwouldyoudoifyouwokeupina

carandfoundyourfavouritepizzanexttoyou?

“It’snotjustyourflavor,youdidn’tcreateit.Urgh,

damnit!”

Ishrugmyshouldersandburstaloudburp.I

shouldn’thaveeatensomuch,nowI’m feeling

sleepyagain.



“You’resoannoying!”Heclosesthedoorandturns

tohisnursewaitingforapizzanexttothecar.

Ithinkshemustjustbuythepizzawithherown

money.Shewenttoanursingschoolssothatshe

caninjectpeople,shoutatthem andgetpaidtobuy

whatshelikes.

Itlookslikethey’rearguing.Icrawlovertheseats

andpressmyearagainstthewindowatthedriver’s

side.

“YoualwaysdothisMandulo.”Hhayibo,isshe

cryingforapizza?Really,whocriesforflour?

“ItoldyouI’m drivingwithmysisterandshe’sa

dramaqueen.Pleasetakeataxihome,I’llmakeitup

toyou,”Mandulo.

Whyishecallingmeadramaqueen?Ihavenothing

todowiththeirfights.Yoh,Ican’tbelievehe’s

alreadydating.ButwhydoIsuspectthatthisnurse

isnotthegirlwhowasinhishousetheotherday?

“Yoursistermustgetalife,I’m tiredofalways



gettingpushedtothesidebecauseofher.”

Imustgetwhat?OhJesusChrist,thisonethinksI’m

oneofherpatients.NowI’llalwayseatherthings

becauseshe’stooforwardandnasty.

Irolldownthewindowandpeepout.

“Mandulooo,”Iyell.

Iseeherrollinghereyes.I’m notamonster-sister

butshe’smakingmeone.

“What?”Mandulohisses.

“Iwantchocolate,”Isay.

Hegivesmeascornfullook,“Yeyiwena!”

“Brother,pleaseee.”

Thenursereachesherboilingpointandleaves

angrily.Nexttimeshe’llleavemeoutoftheirfights.

Whoisshetotellmetogetalife?Shemustgeta

lifeaswellandstopgettingangryoverpiecesof

flour.

ManduloisangrybutIdon’tgiveafly.It’snotlike



he’sinaseriousrelationshipwiththisnurse.He’s

fuckingaroundbecausehe’sstressed.

“I’lldropyouintownwithyourbags,”hesays.

“What?Ican’tcarryallthesebagsandtakeataxi,”I

say.

“Youwill,justwaitandwait,”hesays.

It’sofficial,meandthenurseareenemies.Ilovethe

onewhowasinthehousetheotherday.Even

thoughIdidn’tseeher,Ionlysawherlipstickonthe

couch,butIcantellthatshe’sabeautifulgirl.Ihope

she’sadoctor.

Theheartless,divorcedmandropsmeonVictoria

Streetwithmybags.Ilooklikeanimmigrant

crossingtheborderillegally,it’stoolateformeto

callGuguforhelp.Ihavenochoicebuttotakea

metertaxi.Thisiswastingmytime,Ihavetotakea

taxitoMandenibefore13h00.Iwanttosurprisemy

manwithlatelunchatwork.Idon’twanthisfemale

colleaguestothinkhe’sasingleman.I’m backto

normallifebyforce.



.

.

IfIhadenoughtimeorplannedthisproperlyI

would’vecookedsomethingthanbuyingNandos

boujeebowlandCoke.Butit’snotbadforbeginners,

I’veneverboughtanyonelunchinmylife.Theypack

itnicelyforme.Irushouttogetataxitotown.

IwastedmoretimebytellingNolwaziandGuguthe

nurse’sstory.I’llprobablygettoMandeniaround

3pm andstillsaunteraround,lookingforanother

taxitotakemetotheircompanybuilding.

Luckilyitdoesn’ttakelongfortheMandenitaxito

getfull,nowmyprayeristhatthisdriverbreaksroad

rulesandspeedstoMandeni.

-

Ittookawhileformetogettransporttothisplace.

It’sanindustrialtown,withsomanyfactoriesand

informalsettlements.IfindMthongaHoldingsinthe



midstofclothingfactoriesandplastic

manufacturingcompanies.Theyhavewhite-walled,

typicalsquaredofficeswithaqueueoftrucks

parkedoutsidethegate.I’m greetedbymenlying

undertheshadesoftrucks,Iguessthey’redrivers.

Someyellformyphonenumberwhileothers

promisetogivemetheworld.I’m notflattered,they

probablydothistoeveryladythatpassesby.

Unlikemostsecurityguards,thisonedoesn’tgive

meproblems.Heasksmetofillinmydetailsonthe

guestbookandletsmein.IfitwasthoseDurban

oneswhothinkthey’reownersofthebuildingsthey

guard,hewould’veaskedformymother’sdeath

certificateandaffidavitbeforelettingmein.

ButnowIhavetodealwiththereceptionist,she

doesn’tlooktoopleased,Idisturbedheronthe

phonecall.

“DoyouhaveanappointmentwithMrManqele?”she

asks.

“Nope,I’m hisgirlfriend,”Isay.



Shechucklesandlooksatmefrom headtotoe.

“Sowhichwaytohisoffice?”Iask,fightingtheurge

totellherabouthereyebrowsthatlooklikespears

ofthecoatofarms.

“Ihavetoseethesecurityfirst,youcouldbearmed

forallweknow,thenI’llcallMrManqeletoseeif

he’savailable,”shesaysandwalksaroundherdesk

toleave.“Haveaseatthere,”shesays.I’venever

metanyonewithsuchastinkingattitudeinmylife.

Shewalksoutinheruglywedgeandfakefake-hair.

Weavesarefakehairbecausetheyaren’toriginally

ourhair,buthersisafakeoffake.It’seithershe

needsaraiseofsalaryorsheneedstoinvestin

quality.

Someoneinablacksuitappearsandwearsaslight

frownuponseeingmeonthechair.

“Hello,haveyouseenMbali?”heasks,walkingtothe

deskandleavingapileofpapers.

“Therudereceptionist?Sheleftmeherebecause



shethinksI’m carryingabombtokillBandla.I’m

onlyheretogivehim lunch,”Isay,showinghim the

Nandospaperbagnexttome.

“Oh,sorryaboutthat.Mbalicanbedramatic.Follow

thispassageandentertheseconddoor,Ithinkallof

them arethere.”

Allofthem?IhopeI’m notgoingtodisturba

meeting.Ipickmypurseandfoodbagandfollow

thepassageasinstructed.

Thedoorisslightlyopen,therearelowvoices

cominginside.Itsoundslikeacasualconversation,

thereislaughterhereandthere.

Iknockonce,oneofthem tellsmetocomein.I

knockagain.

“Umingezindlebeyini?Isaidcomein.”Iknowwith

nodoubtthatisNkonzospeaking.

Iknockagain,thistimetherearefootstepscoming.I

takeastepbackandwait.

Thedooropens,oureyesmeetandhelooks



shockedforasecond.

“Myofficeisthisside,”hesays,showingmethe

doorIpassed.

HowdoIsay‘I’m nothereforyou’respectfully?I

clearmythroatandlookathim withmyeyes

widened.

Helaughs,“I’m kidding,heisinside,comein.”

Suchacuteidiot!Ifollowhim inandsweatunder

armswhenIseeThakasastandingnexttoBandla’s

desklookinglikehejustcametoblowswitha

thunder.

“Bandlayouhaveaguest,”Nkonzosays,collecting

hisphonefrom thedeskandglancingatThakasa.

TheoneI’m herefordoesn’tlookpleasedatall.He’s

staringatmelikeI’m aghostoralien.

“Submitthatreportbeforeyougohome,”Thakasa

saysandwalkstowardsthedoor.Heglancesatme

onceandsaysaflat‘Hi’andwalksoutbeforeIcan

returnit.

NkonzopeepsinsidetheNandosbagI’vejustputon



thedeskandcriesofhungerbeforewalkingout.

Honestly,he’stheonlybrotherIlike.Sqaloand

Thakasaarecold,Idon’tneedwrittenmessagesto

knowthattheydon’tlikeme.

Imakemyselfcomfortableontheguestchair,this

oneisstillstaringatmequietly.

“Hey,I’m back,”Isay.

Hereleasesalowsighandleansbackonhischair.

“Howareyou?”Iask.

“IwasgoodKhanyo,untilIsawyouhere.Whyare

youdoingthis?Doyouknowhowdangerousitisto

turnyourbackattheancestorsandyourgift?”

HerecomesanotherMandulo!

“PleaseBandla,youdon’tknowwhatI’m going

through.You’veneverbeenappointedtohelp

anyoneandfailedthem.I’m herebecauseIthought

youcancomfortme.Ifyoucan’t,pleaseallowmeto

leavethisandfindsomethingelsethatcancomfort

mysoul.”IpushtheNandosbagtohim andturnto



leave.ThelastthingIneedistobejudgedandtold

howtofeelaboutthebetrayalfrom myancestors.

“Mylove,”handsgrabmebeforeIreachthedoor.He

turnsmearound,tolookathim.

“Youdidn’tfailanyone,butifyouquityou’llbefailing

yourself.Nowstopbeingdramaticandgivemea

kiss.”

Igivehim aneyerollfirstthenwrapmyarmsaround

hisneckandkisshim.Ihavemissedtheselipsso

much.Ideepenthekissandgrabhismanhood.

Hebreaksthekissimmediatelyandchuckles.

“Whatareyoudoing?”heasks.

“Checkingifmypropertyisstillthere,”Isay.

Helaughsandwalksbacktohisdesk.Heopensthe

foodbagandemptiesthecontents.

“Youboughtthisforme?”He’ssmilinglikeakid.

IfeellikeabreadwinnerasIwatchhim readthe

nameofthechocolateIrandomlythrewin.

“Yes,itwassupposedtobeyourlunchbutI’m late,”I



say.

“Youtoldthem you’rebuyingitforme?”heasks.

Ifrown,“Thewaiters?”

“Yes,”hesays.

Iwould’vebeenstupidtotellstrangersthat.

“YesItoldthem,”Isay.

Hissmilebroadens.Ican’tbelievehe’ssohappy

overaR65coldmeal.Icandothisoverandover

again,Iloveseeingthissmileonhisface.

Hetakesametalspoonfrom hisdrawerandstuffs

hismouthlikehehasn’teateninyears.

Hedoesn’tdrinktheCokeIboughthim,probably

becauseit’snowwarm,hedrinkshishalf-drank

bottleofwaterandwipeshishandswithaserviette.

Hetakesthechocolate.He’seatingeverythingallat

once?

“HowdoIunwrapthisthing?”heasks.



Iknowmen,I’m notthefirstonetobuyhim

chocolate,hejustwantsmetofeellikea

breadwinner.

“Tearitfrom thetop,”Isay.

Heunwrapsitandeatsonlyonesmallpieceand

putsitinsidethedrawer.

“I’lleatonepieceperday,”hesays.

Ilaugh,mencanbesodeceiving.Iknowhedidn’t

likeit,he’llprobablygiveittohisyoungsisterwhen

hegetshome.

“So,didyoutakecareofyourself,”Iaskandbitemy

lowerlip.

Hechuckles,“Yes.”

I’dbeafooltotakehiswordforit.Igotothedoor,

thekeyisleftinthehole,Ishutitandlock.

“Khanyowait,weareintheoffice,whatarepeople

goingtothink?”heasks,gettingoffhisseat

nervously.

BeingaShembemanmeansnothing,he’sahuman

andhehasneeds.OrIhaveneedsthatIneedhim to



takecareof.

“Doesitmatterwhattheythink?We’llmakesurethat

yousendyourbrotherhisreport.”Iturnmybackfor

him tozipdownmydress.

“Urgh,Khanyo!”It’sthelastkickofadyingvoice.He

helpsmeoffthedress,I’m leftinredmatchinglacy

underwearandhiseyesareabouttopopoutoftheir

sockets.

“Youworethisforme?”heasks.

“No,Iworeitforacertainguybutheturnedme

down.Hedidn’twanttohavesexwithmeinhis

office,Iguesssomeonehadbeentakingcareofhim

whileIwasaway.”

“Stopbeingdramatic.I’m justscaredthatsomeone

mightcomehereandcatchus.Youknowmybrother

cangivemeawrittenwarningorcallafamily

meeting.”

“LifeisabouttakingrisksBandlalabo,”Isay.

“Labo?”Hegivesmealook.

“Whatdoyouwantmetosay?Youcaremoreabout



otherpeople,unguBandlalabo,”Isay.

“Uh-ah,comehere.”Hepullsmeintohisarmsand

grabsmyfaceforasteamykiss.Ihavehim exactly

whereIwanthim.

Hepinsmeagainsthisdesk,hishandsstart

caressingallovermybody.Hisfrontispokingout.I

dropmyhandstohispantandunzipit.Hismanhood

springsouthardandthick.Icaresshistipwithmy

palm whilehetrailkissesdownmyneck.

“Didyoubringacondom?Idon’thaveanyhereinthe

office,”heasksinahuskywhisper.

“No,Ididn’t,”Isay.

“Thenwhatarewegoingtodo?”Hisfingersslide

throughthesideofmypantyandrubsmywetlips.

Iknowhisstatus,Itrusthim andI’verecentlytook

aninjection.NowIonlyneedtheKingofKingsto

providehisholycontraceptives.

“Idon’tknow,whatdoyouthinkwemustdo?”Iask.

Hesmiles,“Isay,letthem fightwithoutany

bulletproofsandseewhowins.”



‘Fight’soundshectic.Icamehereforslow,intimate

love-making.

“Turnaround,wehavetobefast,we’llhaveenough

timetonight.”

Hekissesmylipsbrieflybeforeturningmetohold

thedesk.Hishandcoversmymouth,nowI’m

panicking,whatarewedoinghere?

Thefirststrokesareslowandfulfilling.Myworldis

tremblingwithpleasureandlust.Butwhenhe

increaseshispaceandpoundsmelikeamadman,

I’m gaspingforair.Iwanttoscream buthishandis

pressedagainstmymouth.

“Babewhyumnandiso?”Hepullsoutandrubshis

tiparoundmyanus.

No,no,no!Iusethatonetofartandpoop.

“Waqinanjeyini?”heaskswithachuckle.(Whyare

youtensingup)

Ican’tspeak,soIspankhisthightogetamessage

across.

“Areyougoingtolistentometonightornot?”He



removeshishandformetoanswer.

“Iwilllisten,”Isay.

“Swear,”herubshishardshaftaroundmyhole,my

chestdriesup.TF!

“IsweartoGod!”Isay.

Hechucklesandputsitbackinitsrightfulplace.

Phewww!Thatwasnerve-wrecking.Icriedeverytime

mygrandmotherinsertedtheenemasyringeinmy

arse,soIknowthatI’dneverhandleadick,noteven

apencil-sizedone.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER23

Bandlawalksinwheneveryonegathersaroundfor

dinner.Heisnotexpectinganyshoutingbecause

MaKhumaloisattheMyezas,thisshouldbetheir

timeoffreedom.

“Youcan’tbringwomenintheoffice.That’s

inappropriateanddisgusting,”Thakasabiteshis

headoffbeforehecansayanything.

“Oh,really?”Nothileaskswithhereyebrowraised.

“CanIreprimandmybrotherswithoutyou

interfering?”

“PreachwhatyoupracticeManqele.Theylearnfrom

thebest,”Nothilesays,ignoringhisscoldinglook.

Heavysilencefallsintotheroom.It’ssounlikethem

tofight,everyoneisdumbstruck.

“Tutu,goandeatinyourroom,”Thakasasaysto

PhethyandlooksatSqalotodothesame.Thisis

gettingmoreawkward,ifMaKhumalowashome



noneofthiswould’vehappened.

“Well,I…IcametosayI..won’tbehometonight,”

Bandlasays,cuttingthroughheavysilence.

Thakasacould’vesaidsomething,likewherehe’s

goingandcontinuestoreprimandhim,buthe

doesn’twanttobefurtherlydisrespectedbyhiswife

infrontofeveryone.

“Ialsohavesomeworktodo,soI’lleatinmyroom,”

NkonzosaysandpickshisplateandfollowsBandla

out.

Thecoupleisleftaloneonthetable.Nothileis

enjoyingherdinnerlikenothinghappened.They’ve

hadproblemsinthepast,manyofthem,butthey

didn’tdisrespectoneanotherinfrontofthefamily

andyoungsiblings.

“Soyou’regoingtodothisinfrontofTutu?”Thakasa

asks.

“WasIlying?Youbroughtyoursidechicktothe

office,youhavenorighttojudgeBandla.”



“Ididn’tdoitinfrontofemployees,”heargues.

“Andthatmakesyouabetterperson?You

disrespectedyourselfandourmarriage.”

“MaNtusihowmanytimesarewegoingtotalk

aboutthis?IfuckedupandI’m tryingmybestto

workonourmarriage.”

“Sleepingontheflooristryingyourbest?”sheasks

withhereyebrowraised.

Theyhaven’tsharedabedsincehereceivedthe

newsofhisbabybeingaborted.

“Iwanttomournformybabyandyourhappinessis

nothelping,”hesays.

Nothilechucklesoutindisbelief,“I’m notgoingto

stopenjoyingmypregnancybecauseyoursidechick

intentionallyterminatedhers.”

“ItwasmybabyNothile,whothemotherwas

doesn’tmatter,Ilostababy!”

“Whatabouttheoneyouhaven’tlost?”Shebrushes

hertummyandfightsbacktears.Nowadeadfoetus

isgoingtostandinthewayofherhappiness?!



“You’relookingatitthewrongway,”Thakasa.

“Whatistherightwaytolookatit?You’reignoring

meandmybabybecauseyouwanttostareatthe

ultrasoundpictureofadeadfoetusandcryonthe

floor.”

“It’snotjustadeadfoetus,Ilostababy,myfirst

proofoffertilityandyou’realwaysmakingmefeel

likemyfeelingsarenotvalid.LikeIshouldn’tbehurt

becauseIcheated.”

“Ineversaidthat,Ionlysaiditservesyouright,”

Nothilesays.

Heputsdowntheforkwithdisbeliefwrittenallover

hisface.

“Itservesmeright?”heasks,almostwhispering.

“Actually,it’sfunny.Nowyou’regoingtopay

damagesforababythatdoesn’texist?”sheasks,

laughing.

Thakasapushesbackhischairandstandsupto

leave.Hisappetitehasvanished.Thisisexactlywhy

hecan’tshareabedwithher.Hispainisridiculed



becausehemadeamistake.

Nothilepicksapieceofmeatfrom theabandoned

plateandenjoysherdinneraloneinthetable.

Todaythey’renotevensharingaroom,Thakasais

preparingacouchtosleepon.Nothileclearsthe

tableandleaveswithoutquestioninghim.He’sthe

onewho’llexplainifthefamilyaskwhathappened.

Nkonzowalksintoputhisplateinthesinkand

noticessomeoneonthecouchinthelounge.He’s

longsuspectedthatsomethingwasnotright

betweenhisbrotherandwifeandtodayjust

confirmedthat.

“Mthonga,”hesays,walkingtotheothercouchtosit.

“Whatisgoingon?Whyareyounotinyourbedroom?

Pleasedon’tlie,I’m yourbrother,notastranger.”

“Pleaseborrowmeyourphonefirst,Iwanttocall

someone,”Thakasasaysafterheavingasigh.

Nkonzohandsthephoneoverandstaresathim

curiously.Whoishecallingandwhyishenotusing



hisownphone?

“Pleasedon’tdrop,it’sme,”hesaystotheperson.

“Nomkhosiplease,that’snotwhyIcalled…..Iwant

ustomeetsothatwecandiscusshowtherituals

willbedoneandwhere..…Ihavetheright,Iwasthe

father..…Whyaresocruel?Fineyou’vekilledmybaby,

nowallowmetomakesurethathim orherisat

peace…..Nomkhosiwhyareyoudoingthisto

me?...Hello….Hello…Damnit!”Helooksatthescreen,

clickshistongueandthrowsthephonebackto

Nkonzo.

“Areyougoingtoexplain?”Nkonzoaskswith

curiosityanddisbelief.

“Ithinkyou’veconnectedthedots.Icheated,shefell

pregnantandaborted,”hesays.

There’safaintlookonNkonzo’sface.

“Youcheatedwithoutacondom?”heasksand

realizeshowuselesshisquestionisatthepresent

moment.

“DoesMaNtusiknow?”heasks.



“Yes,she’smetwithher.Idon’tknowwhatshesaid

toher,butafewdayslaterIgotatextmessagethat

she’sabortedmybaby,”Thakasasays.

“Youthinkshemight’veaskedherorthreatenedher

todoit?”Nkonzoasksthoughtfully.

“Maybe.Idon’tknow.AllIknowisshemetwithher

andNomkhosiabortedmybaby.Thensheexpects

metotouchher?AyMthonga,no.I’m notsharinga

bedwithher,notaftereverythingshe’ssaidtome.”

“Butbafo,she’shurt.Youcheatedonher,ontopof

thatyoumadetheotherwomanpregnant.”

“Sowhat?Weshouldhostabraaibecause‘theother

woman’haskilledmyunbornbaby?”

“No,that’snotwhatI’m saying.I’m sayingput

yourselfinhershoes,thiswomanhasdonenothing

exceptcarryingallofusasafamilyandtakingcare

ofus.Youdidherwrong,allowhertoexpressher

angeranyhowshewantsandbeahusbandyou

vowedtobe.”

“DrMhlongotoldmenottoinvalidatemyfeelings

andbottlemypain.”



“You’reseeingatherapist?”Nkonzoasksinshock.

“Yes,MaNtusisuggestedit.RightnowIreallydon’t

knowwhattodo.Maybeyou’reright,Ishouldtake

blowsastheycome.IdidNomkhosiwrongandnow

shewon’tletmedorightbymybaby’sspirit.Onthe

otherhand,MaNtusiwantsmetobeafatherofthe

yearandforgettheotherbabyeverexisted.”

Thisisreallycomplicated.Marriageisreallynota

bedofroses.

“AtleastwaituntilMaNtusigivesbirth,you’reputting

thebaby’slifeatriskbyconstantlyfightingwithher.

Itwouldbereallysadtoseeyoulosingbothbabies

becauseyouputyourneedsandfeelingsabove

everyoneelse’s.Really,you’regoingtosendgoats

andcowstoanotherwoman’sfamilytopayforthe

damageswhileshe’shere?”

Heheavesasigh,“Ihearyou.Thanksforyouradvice,

Ihopeyou’lldobetterthanmeinyourmarriage.”

“Ifmarriageeverhappenstome,”Nkonzo

emphasizeswithachuckle.

“Comeon,ifTemaaskedyoutomarryheryou’ddoit



inasnap,”Thakasasays.

Hiseyeswiden,“Tema?”

“Yes,myPA.Theoneyoualwaysstareatand

‘accidentally’findinmyofficewhenI’m notthere.”

ThisisveryawkwardforNkonzo.Hewassurehis

feelingswereasecret.EvenTemadoesn’tknow

becauseeverythingisalwaysacoincidence.Heliked

herthefirstdayThakasaintroducedherashisPA,

buttherewasaproblem,shewasfreshfrom

marriage,ifthereissuch.HerjobatMthonga

Holdingswasherfirstbreakthroughafterasour

marriageof3years.UntilThakasaintervenedand

threatenedtogetlawenforcersinvolved,herex-

husbandkeptshowingupandsexuallydegrading

thepoorgirlbytellingherdirtylaundrytoanyone

whocaredtostopandlisten.

She’sahumbleyoungwoman,beautifulwithherbig

eyesandplump,yellowcheeks.Everytimehesets

hiseyesonherhisheartbeatsabnormally.There’s

somethingaboutherthatmakeseverythingabout

him feelsright.Shehasapositiveenergyanda



contagiousbeautifulsmile.Healsolikesthatshe’s

short,there’ssomethingsexyaboutshortgirls,

especiallywhentheylookupatyoulikeyoulivein

thesky.It’sliketheyweremadetobepickedlike

babies.

“Whydoyoulooksoshocked?You’renotsohardto

read.”

Heclearshisthroat,“SoyouthinkI’m wrongfor

beingattractedtoher?”

“Becauseshe’sbeenmarriedbefore?”Thakasaasks.

“Yes,andI’m stillavirgin,”hesays.

“Avirginthatrandomlyhooksupandsleepsin

hotels?BeseriousNkonzo.Youcan’taskanyadvice

from methough,nowyouknowhowimperfectIam.

AllIknowisthatI’llsliceyouintopiecesifyouever

hurtthatgirl.”He’sclosetoTema,theirrelationship

hasreachedabrother-sisterlevel.Heknowshowfar

she’scomeandheonlywantshertoflourishandbe

happyinherlife.She’sonly27buthasmarriedfor3

years,sufferedtwomiscarriagesandseveral

physicalabuseencounters.



Nkonzojustchucklesandleavesbeforeofmoreof

hissecretsgetunpacked.

Thakasacollectshisduvetandpillowandgoesback

tohisbedroom.HefindsNothileonherphone,

lookingunbothered.Hefoldstheduvetandpacksit

andputsontopofthewardrobe.Nothilehasputher

phoneunderthepillow,she’snowstaringathim as

hestripshisclothesofftogetinbed.

“Whatbroughtyouback?”sheasks.

“WearemarriedMaNtusi,nomatterhowrocky

thingsare,Ihavetostaynexttoyou.”

“Andwhoremindedyouthat?”

“Nkonzo,hetalkedsenseintome.”

“MaybeImarriedawrongbrother.”

Heraiseshiseyebrow,“Meaning?”

“Nothing,switchthelightoffandgetinbed,”Nothile

says.

“Iexpectyoutoseemybrothersasyourbrothers,



notpotentialhusbands.”

“AndIexpectyoutobefaithful,”shestrikesback.

Sigh!Soonhe’lllosehissanityandgetadmitted

because,wow.

Hedoesastoldandgetsinbed.Despitetherising

tensioninthebedroom,heshiftscloserandholds

her.

“Isshekickingyet?”heasks,caressinghertummy.

“Yousaidyoudon’tcareaboutthegender,”Nothile

says,insurprise.

“AuntMawandewantedgirls,I’m justinheritingher

ideas.”

“Oh,sosheknowsaboutyourways?”Hereyesare

widened.Thisisshocking.

AwholeMawande!

“MaNtusiplease,I’m tryinghere,meetmehalfway,”

Thakasasays.

“I’m justsurprisedthatMawandeoutofallpeople

couldrejoiceovermymarriagefallingapart.You



cheatedonmeandallshecaredaboutwasthatthe

side-chickgivesbirthtoagirl.”

“Pleasedon’tinvolveMawandeinthis,justdon’t!”he

says.

Howironicthisis?Shewastoldnotsolongagothat

theManqelesiblingsarehersiblingsaswell,but

Mawandehasbeenschemingwithherhusband

behindherback.Whereisloyaltythere?Asamarried

woman,sheexpectedMawandetounderstandher

painandlookoutforher.

“SundayI’m goinghome,”sheannounces.

“WearegoingtoNyezi’sfuneralonSunday,youcan’t

gohome.”

“Mysister,therealone,hasabirthdaypartyforher

daughteronSundayandIhavetobethereformy

niece.”

“You’reaManqeleandtheManqelesaregoingto

Nyezi’sfuneralonSunday.”

“I’m goinghome,kwaNgemaandthat’sit,”Nothile

insistsandpullsupthecovers.



Themattressbounces,lightturnsonagainand

coversareaggressivelypulleddown.

“Howlongdoyouthinkyou’regoingtodisrespect

mebecauseofsomethingI’veapologizedforover

andoveragain?”

“HowismenotgoingtoMawande’shusband’s

funeraldisrespectingyou?Isityouwhodiedof

rottenlungs?”

Ahardslaplandsacrosshercheek.Loudscream

wailsthroughouttheyardandwakesNkonzoupin

hisroom.Heknowsthatit’sthem.Whentrusthas

beenbrokeneverythingelsebreaksinthemarriage.

Butthesituationhefindsthem inisnotsomething

heexpected.Hisbrothersittingonthefloorwithhis

kneesupandNothileissquashedinthecornerwith

herhandonthecheek.

“Youbeather?”heasks,hisvoicetremblingwith

rageanddisbelief.

“I…Ididn’tmeanto…it’samistakeMthonga,Iswear,”



Thakasasaysandcovershisfacewithhistrembling

hands.

“Fuckyou,she’spregnantandyouputyourhandson

her?MaNtusiyouhavetherighttogotothepolice

stationandopenacaserightnow.”

Nothileshakesherhead,“Ijustneedasafeplaceto

sleep.”

“MaNtusiIwon’tdoanythingtoyou.Thisisasafe

place,”Thakasasaysclosetotears.Thisisnothim!

“Safeplace,myfoot.IrespectedyouThakasa,how

dareyouhitawoman?Notjustanywoman,your

pregnantwifewho’scarryingyourchild,”Nkonzo

asksdisgustedly.

“HewantstokillmybabysothatKhosiandIcanbe

even.Hehatesmybaby!”Nothile.

Thakasarisestohisfeetandgoestoher.

“That’snottrue,pleaseletmerectifythis,I’lldo

anythingtoshowyouhowsorryIam.”Hetriesto

holdherbutshepullsherhandandholdsonto

Nkonzo’sarm fordearlife.



“Pleasespeaktoherinthemorningwhenbothof

youhavecalmeddown,”Nkonzosayswithasigh.A

lotisgoingwronginMaKhumalo’sabsence.

“I’llaskPhethytosleepwithher,”hetellsThakasa.

Henods,fightingbacktears,andgoesbacktobed.

MinuteslaterNkonzocomesback.He’snotletting

Thakasagetsawaywiththis.

“Mthonga,really?Awholeslaptoawoman?”he

asks.

Silence…

“Whatdidshedo?”heasks.

“ShewantedtogotoapartyonSundayandItold

hershecan’tbecauseweareburyingNyezi.”

“Andyouslappedherforthat?”He’sindisbelief.So

whatifMaNtusiwantedtogotoapartyinsteadofa

funeral?It’snotlikeherattendancewould’ve

resurrectedNyezi.

“Itescalated,”Thakasasays.Hedoesn’twanttogo



intodetailsbecausethisonemighttellMawande

anditwouldaddsaltonafreshwound.Hissister

cannotbeheldaccountableforhissins.It’snotfair.

“There’snoexcuseorenoughreasontolayyour

handonawoman.Whatifshemiscarried?Doyou

knowhow….”

“PleaseNkonzo!Closethedooronyourwayout.”He

turnsandsleepsonhisstomach.

“Areyougoingtobealright?”Theylaidonthesame

womb,ofcoursehecaresabouthisold,troubled

brother.

“Yeah,”Thakasasays.

Hewalksoutandclosesthedoor,leavinghisbrother

inthephysicalandemotionaldarkness.

Thisreallyhasbeenahecticevening.Khanyodid

Bandlaafavorbystealinghim forthenight.He

leaveshisbrother’sbedroom andgoestothebig

housetogetsomethingtodrink.MaKhumaloalways

emphasizesherimportanceinthefamilyandnowhe



understandswhatshemeans.Ithasn’tbeenaweek

sincesheleftandthingsarealreadyfallingapart.

Hewalksinthekitchenmindlesslyandgets

surprisedbyNothilestandingwithonlyherbraand

towelwrappedaroundherwaist.He’scloseto

fainting,heshouldn’tbeseeinghisbrother’swife

halfnaked.

Nothileseeshim walkingin,shejumpsandalmost

trip.Thetowelfallsdowntoherankles,leavingher

thighsoutondisplay.

“Sorry,Ididn’tseeyou,”Nkonzosays,quickly

steppingbacktothedoor.

Shepicksthetowelupandwrapsitoverherbreasts.

“It’sokayMthonga,getinandtakewhatyouwant.”

“No,it’sfine.Ijustwantedsomethingtodrink.”

Nkonzodashesoutofthedoorandrushestohis

rondavelwitharacingheart.Hewasonlyuptohelp

restorepeacebeforetheyoungeronescaughtairof

whatwashappening.Thelastthingheneedsishis

brothertothinkhecomfortedhiswife,secretlyinthe

kitchen,whileshe’shalfnaked.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER24

KHANYO

HetookmetothemallofMandeniforalittle

shoppingbecauseIalwayscomehereunprepared.

LaterwewenttoKwaGcalekaforsomeKasigrilled

meat.He’saregularcustomerthere,theyhadalittle

privateset-upmadeforhim becausehedoesn’tlike

eatinginacrowdedplace.Ihadashorttouraround

theplace,IenjoyedtheKasispiritbutSappididn’t

makebreathingpleasantwithitsawfulsmellwhich

heseemednottohaveaproblem with.

There’sabigtalkcomingandIpromisedtolistento

it.Hisphoneringsjustashestepsinsidethe

bedroom aftertakingabath.It’saround8pm andit

doesn’tsoundgoodoverthephone.

“Icannotcomehomerightnow…Justmakesurethat

theysleepseparately…..Isshehurt?....Eish,alright

MthongaI’llbehomeinthemorning.”Heendsthe

callwithasighandmyeyesarewidenedwith



curiosity.

“Whathappened?”Iask.

“The…the…therewasanaltercationbetweenmy

brotherandhiswife,Nkonzowill..hewillhandleit,”

hesayswhilescratchinghisear.

IfitwasjustanaltercationthatNkonzocaneasily

handlethenwhyishestuttering?Whydoeshelook

sodisturbedandstressedout?

“Didhehurther?”Iask.

HonestlyIwouldn’tputitpastThakasa,hereally

looksmeanwithhisserialkillereyesandbigarms.

Maybehechokeslammedhertodeath.

“Huh?Ohno,hedidn’t,”hesays.

He’snotagoodliar,Icanseeitinhiseyes.He’sjust

protectinghisbrother’simage.Whythehellwould

Thakasachokeslam hiswifethough,shelooked

nothingshortofanangel.

Heblowsoutasighandsnapsoutofitandgetsin

bed.Hishandsaresodamncold,Ipullthem under

myarmsandheatthem upwithmyskin.



“WhatifItickleyou?”heasks,movingthem up,to

myarmpits.

“IfIlaughtoohardIfart,sodon’t,”Iwarnhim.

Hestops,“Yourgasistoostrong,letmenot…”

TF!Ipushhischestandhithisforehead.

“You’relying,”Isay.

“You’veneversleptnexttoyourselfatnight.You

explodeKhanyo,thefirstdaywespentthenight

togetherIwokeupandpulleddowntheelectricity

switchthinkingitwasathunder.”

I’m soembarrassed.WhyGugunevertellsmethis?

Hepinchesmyarm andlaughs.

“Youshouldseeyourfacerightnow.AnywayFart-

Boom,wehavetotalk,”hesays.

I’m soclosetokillingthisguy.Orbetter,I’lljustcut

hishairandseewhoremainsaFart-Boom.

“YouknowthatIloveyou,soinlovewehavetobe

honestwithoneanother.Comingbackhomebefore

timewasnotawisedecision.”



Herewego!IembracemyselfforanotherMandulo’s

longspeechtoboredom.

“Myfathermadesurethatwenevergotoschoollate.

Hesaidsometimesyoudothingsrepeatedlyand

theyturnintoaddictive,badhabits.Iknowpeople

whoarealwayslate,notbecausetheyalwayshave

littletime,it’sahabittheycan’tcontrol.Ialsoknow

peoplewhostartthingsandneverfinishthem,no

matterhowimportantthosethingsare.Youareone

ofthem.”

Iknewwherethiswasgoing.Hewrapsmeinhis

armsbeforeIlashoutmyemotionalresponse.

“BandlayouknowwhyIwaspassionateaboutthis

prayingthing.ItwasbecauseIwantedtoheal

people,mostlytohealNyezi.AndthefirstpersonI

wantedtohealsobadlydied?Myancestorsletme

downwhereasIdideverythingforthem.”

“You’reimpractical.Therewasnodealbetweenyou

andyourancestors.Youdidn’tdothem anyfavour.

Youtookcareoftheritualsandcemoniesbecause

youwantedtoclearyourpath.Therearesomany



patientswhodieinhospitalseveryday.Doyouthink

itwouldbefairifdoctorsresignedeverytimethey

loseapatient?”

“Nyeziwasmyfirstpatient.It’sdifferent,”Iargue.

“KnowinghowNyeziwas,Iknowthathewould’ve

lovedforyoutohealpeopleinthesamesituationas

hewas.Hewouldn’thavewantedyoutobeselfish

becauseofhim.”

Oh,wow!

“SoyouthinkI’m selfish?”Iask.

“Angithiasilwisthandwa?Yes,you’rebeingselfish

andimprudent,”hesaysandshutsmewithakiss

beforeIcanstrikeback.Thekisscalmsmedown,I

findmyselfsmoochinghislipslongerandbrushing

hischest.

Hepullsawayandstaresatme.He’snotdistracted,

there’sstillsomuchheneedstosay.

“Untilyougroundyourgiftonservingancestorsand

healingthepeopleofGod,notyourcertain

favourites,you’llbesimilartoallthesespiritual



healerswhocan’thealamereheadache,”hesays

anddropshishandtomywaist.Surprisingly,I’m just

calm.

“IloveyouNokukhanya.IwantyouandItobuilda

familytogether.Iwanttobeyourhusbandinfuture

andhavekidswithyou.ButIwantaresponsiblewife

whocanstandhergroundsandremainresolute

throughstorms.Ourkidsdeserveamotherwhohas

adirectioninlife,someonewhocanbearolemodel

tothem.”Heliftsmylegoverhiswaist,hishardrod

pressinghardovermymound.He’smakingitcozy

whilepouringhisthoughts,whichdon’tfavorme

thatmuch.

“Don’tmakeitahabittogiveupeasily.Falldown

seventimes,standupeight,likeaDarumadoll.Don’t

beaquitter,itdoesn’tsuityou,umuhle,”hesays.

HehasspokenandI’velistenedasIpromised.I

don’tknow,maybeIneedtimeforsome

introspectionandtoanalyzetheimpetusofmy

goals.Mymotivationseemstobealwayserroneous.

MaybeifIdidn’tgroundmyhealinggiftonNyeziI

would’vedealtwithhisdeathbetter.



“I’lldosomeselfintrospection,”Itellhim.

Hekissesmyforehead,hisbeardisswoopingover

myeyesandblindingme.

“Youneedtoshave,”Itellhim.

“I’m amanofGod,livingbyHisrulesthatwere

recordedbyMosesforIsraelites.Itookavowto

abideandnotshave,”hesays.

He’ssuddenlyserious.Iguessthejokewentabove

hishead.AnywayI’vealwayshadquestionsabout

thiswholeNazareththing.

“Whatelsedoyounotdoandwhy?”Iask.

“Idon’tsmoke,Idon’tdrink,Idon’teatporkandI

respectSabbath.EverybodyshouldrespectSabbath,

butsomepeoplearereadingtheirBiblesupside

down.”

AshotfiredtoChristians!Iraisemyeyebrowand

lookathim inawe.Ifwearethrowingjabsat

religionsImustbeinformedsothatIcancockmy

guns.

“Everybody?Yourealizethatnoteveryoneisa



Sabbath-observer,right?”Iask.

“Godcreatedheavenandearthinsixdaysand

restedontheseventh,whichisSabbath.Everyoneis

freedonthatday,eventhosewhoarenolongerwith

usgetachancetovisithomes.Nowimagineyour

forefathersvisitinghomeandfindingaheatoffire

liketheonethey’retemporaryfreedfrom intheother

world.”Thelookonhisfacetellsmethathebelieves

inwhathebelievesandwhatanybodysayswon’t

count.Peopletendtobedefensiveandstrongly

opinionatedwhenitcomestoGodasiftheywentto

pre-schoolwithhim.

“SoifweeverhappenedtolivetogetherI’llbe

subjectedtoalltheseruleseventhoughIdon’t

believeinNazareth?”Iask.

“RememberwhenIaskedifyou’dbewillingto

compromiseandyousaidyes?”

Lord,whydidIsaythat?Iheaveasighandnod.

“That’sit.You’llrespectmyreligionandabidewith

alltherulessetforthehouse.Inreturn,I’llrespect

andabidewithalltheChristianlyrulesyousetinthe



houseorwhateveryoubelieveisrightforyourfaith,”

hesays.

“Perfect.Firstrule,nosexbeforemarriage!”Isay,

untanglingmyarmsandshiftinganinchaway.

“Okay,whichverseMamaMkhokheli?”heasks,

pullingmebackandpushinghishandbetweenmy

thighs.

IburstintolaughterbecauseIactuallydon’tknow.I

haven’treachedthatstageofknowingverse

numbersbyhead.

“Wearenotgoingtobeperfect.Idon’tevenwantus

totry,we’lldowhatmakesbothofushappy.”

“Iloveyouhwanqalami,”Isay.

Hefrowns,“That’swhatyoucallme?”

“Mandulo,hecallsyouthatwayandhethinksI’m

doingeverythingtopleaseyou.”

“Provehim right,please,”hesays,laughing.

He’sjust…Idon’tknowhowtoexplainit.

“IloveyouBandlaandthankyouforbeingsokind



andlovingevenwhenIdon’tdeserveit.”

Heholdsmyhandandplantsasoftkissonit.

“ThemorningafterIfirstmetyouIwenthomeand

askedNkonzoifsoulmatesexist.Like,howis

possibletoseesomeoneforthefirsttimeandsee

yourworldbeginningandendinginhereyes?That

momentwhenIliftedmyeyesandsawareflection

ofyoursintherearmirrorIknewthatIwasnever

lettingyougo.Idon’tthinkI’llbeabletoeverlive

without.”

“Weareneverlivingwithoutoneanother.Trustme,

I’llneverleaveyouunlessyoupushmetoleaveor

tellmeto.”

Ourlipslockinasteamykiss.Haveyoueverloved

somebodythatamerecontactofhisskinagainst

yoursgivesyougoosebumps?

-

Thenightwasnothingshortofamazing.Just



thinkingabouthismoansduringthelove-makinghas

mesqueezingmythighsandbreathingheavily.This

taxiseemstobeswingingaroundoneplaceandI

don’tseethepassengersthedriverislookingfor.I

washavingsexthroughoutthenight,Iwanttogoto

mybedandrest.He’sgot3passengers,Ifound

them alreadyherewhenIcaughtthetaxionField

Street.Weshouldbegoing,it’snotlikehe’llbea

millionaireifhegetsafullload.

“Canyoudropmeoffhere?Ifyou’renotgoingto

Musgrave,I’lltakeametertaxi,”Isay.

Thedriverturnshisheadtolookatme.Theother

theelookatmeaswellanditdawnstomethatI’m

theonlyfemalepassengerinthistaxi.GraciousLord,

Ididn’tevenlookattheregistrationnumber.

“Areyounotthegirlthatdrankmyalcoholandthen

disappearedatClub101?”thedriverasks.

Theonesittingbehindhim looksatmewithhiseyes

narrowed,asifhe’stryingtopinmyfacetoacertain

picture.

I’m notsureifIdiddrinkhisalcoholornot.



“Yiyonalengane,”saystheotheronebeforeIcan

deny.

“Nx,yazilezizifebezaseThekwiniazobaziabantu!”

(TheseDurbanbitchesaredisrespectful)

“Hhayibo,Idon’tknowanyofyou.Dropmeoff,

now!”Isay.

Theonesittingbehindthedriverjumpstotheseat

nexttothedoorandblocksmyway.

“Shayaimotowena,bafo,”hetellstheonedriving.

Myheadstartsspinning,oneofthem hassnatched

myphonesoIknowIcannotreachoutforhelpany

otherwaythanscreaming.ButIdon’tscream more

thanaminute,mymouthiscoveredbyrough,smelly

handsandI’m pinnedagainsttheseat.

Thesepeopleweretogether,theyknoweachother

andrightnowI’m notsureifthisisevenalegally

operatingtaxi.I’vetriedtonegotiate,IknowMandulo

canpaythem whateveramounttheywantbutthey

hearnoneofit.



WhenitmergesontoN3viatherampto

PietermaritzburgIknowthatI’m approachingthe

death’sdoor.

Somethingbangshardagainstthesideofmyhead.I

getdizzyandforamomentI’m notsureifithurtsor

not.ThenIseeblooddroppingdowntomychest.

Myearlobeisburning.It’stheonewhowassitting

behindthedriver,Idon’tunderstandwhyanyone

wouldbeatmelikethis.Hegrabsmyhairattheback

andpinshiselbowonmychest.Myhandsfindhis

face,Idon’twasteaminute,Idigmynailsintohis

face.I’m notdyingwithoutafight.Whenhelooksat

himselfinthemirrorhe’llalwaysrememberthathe

killedadefenselessgirl.

“Siyajwayelalesisfebe!”It’soneoftheothertwo.

Somethingsharppenetratesthroughmyupperarm.

Morebloodcoversmybreasts.Beforemyeyesshut,

Iseethepocketknifedrippingwithmyblood,this

timeitgoesthroughmystomach.Myarm stiffens

up,painslowlysurfacesbutIwon’tbeheretofeelit

all.

“WeneedtothrowthisthingeMngeni……”



.

.

***SUNDAY***

MawandehadtosayhergoodbyestoNyeziasa

marriedwoman.Butitdidn’tendwellatall,when

theyopenedthedoortoletherouttheyfoundher

passedoutonthefloor.MaKhumalowasagainstit

from theonset,sheknewhowhardandtraumatizing

lastmomentsare.However,theMyezafamily

insistedonit,sayingitwillshedalighttoNyezi’s

journey.

So,theyopenedthecoffin.

“Talktoyourhusbandforthelasttime,”theysaidto

Mawande.

Everyonelefttheroom andclosedthedoortoallow

hersomeprivacy.Unfortunately,shecouldn’tgeta

singlewordout.Howdoyoulookatyourhusband

lyinginsidethecoffinandtalktohim asifhe’llever

openhiseyesandrespond?Shecouldn’tdoit.



Todayherhusbandisbeingburiedandshe’snot

heretoseehim off.She’slyinginthehospitaland

connectedincatheters.Thisisoneofthosesad

funeralswhereeveryoneweepsintheircorners.

MaKhumalohaslookedeverywhereforMaNtusiand

she’snowheretobeseen.Beforeheadingtothe

tenthespotsThakasaandmakesherwaytowards

him.

“WhereisMaNtusi?”sheasksinalowwhisper.

“Shewenthome.Therewasanemergency.”Hecan’t

gothroughdetailsrightnowbecauseheknowshis

mothercouldstopthiswholefuneraltoaddresshis

maritalissues.Itwillbebetterwhenthey’reallhome

andsatdown.

Nothile’sunclecalledthedaysheleft,hewantsa

familymeetingandfineincurredforthebrutalization

ofhisniece.Thistimetherewillbenohidingthings

behindthebedroom,everythinghastobelaidoutin

frontofbothfamily.Allhisimperfections,short-

comingsandinfidelities.He’smadeabadhusband,



that’sforsure,buthestillwantshiswifeback.He’ll

tryharderandrectifyhismistakes.

“Ihopeit’snotanotherdeath,”MaKhumalosays,

narrowinghereyesathim.

“No,notatall,hersisterfellsick,”hesaysandclears

histhroat.“HasTutucalledfrom thehospital?”

“Icalledherearlier,nothinghaschanged.Ijusthope

Nyeziwon’ttakemydaughterwithhim.”

“Don’ttalklikethatMa,please.”Heputshishandon

hershouldersandcomfortsher.

AsafamilytheyshouldbefocusingonMawande’s

lossbuteveryoneisgoingthroughsomething.

Nothilepackedandleftamorningafterheslapped

her.Hetriedtoapologizebutshewasfedup.Onthe

otherhand,Khanyoneverarrivedatherflatafter

spendingthenightwithBandlaatHlomendlini.The

Mandenitaxidriverconfirmedhergettinginthetaxi

andgettingoffatYMCA.Nevertheless,herbrother

hasbeencallingandthreateningtotakelegal

actionsagainstBandlabecausehebelievesthathe’s



keepinghersomewhere.NolwaziandGuguhave

openedacaseofamissingpersonandpostedher

picturesalloversocialnetworks.It’sbeenstressful

twodaysforbothBandlaandThakasa.Nkonzohad

totakecharge,bothathomeandatwork.

Bandlaappearsbehindthem,hispantrolledupto

hiskneesandcoveredwithdustfrom thegrave.At

firsthethoughtshewasjustbeingKhanyo,taking

timeoutoftelecommunicationstofocusonher

spiritualbeing,butonSaturdaywhenMandulocalled

andenquiredaboutherwhereaboutshestarted

worrying.Lastnighthedidn’tsleepawink.He

shouldn’thaveputherinataxi.Hecould’veasked

thedrivertotakehertoDurbanashealwaysdoes.

ButwithThakasaandNothile’ssituationtherewas

notimetoarrangeanything.Hesawheroffthetaxi

rankandrushedbackhome.Whatbreakshisheart

isthatitcould’vebeenthelasttimethatshesawher.

Nkonzohasagreedtogowithhim toDurbanto

searcheveryhospitalandmorgueafterthefuneral.

“Youallcan’tjuststandlikeguestshere,youneedto



worklikeothermen,”MaKhumalosaysbefore

turningherback.Thatshould’vegonedirectlyto

Thakasawho’sbeeninasuitfrom morning.

Bandla’sscreenflashesasamessagecomes

through.

It’sapictureofnewsheadlinesfrom acertainblog

sentbyNolwazi:

AYOUNGWOMAN’SBODYHASBEENFOUNDNEXT

TOUMGENIRIVERINKWADABEKA...



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER25

BANDLA

Hishandskeepslippingoffthesteeringwheel,his

faceiscoveredinsweatbuthe’salmostthere.Ifit

wasn’tforhismotherwhosuddenlycaredabout

Khanyoprobablybecauseshecouldbedead,maybe

hewould’vejumpedinthecarinhisdirtyclothesand

left.Butshecalledhim backandaskedoneofthe

Myezaunclestogivehim waterandaroom towipe

himselfandlookdecent.

Nolwazisaidit’sbadandanythingcouldhappen.It’s

beentwodayssinceshewasdumpednexttothe

riverandlefttodie.Shemust’vecriedforhelpand

askedforforgiveness.Knowingafightersheis,she

must’vefoughtbacktooandgotoverpowered.Inall

this,heblameshimself.Hecould’veprotectedher.

Hecould’vebeenabettermanandmadesureshe

traveledsafelybeforerunninghometohisbrother’s

fragilemarriage.Hefailedtoputherfirst!



Gettingoutofthecarhiskneesarefailinghim.He

callsNolwaziasheplodstowardstheentranceof

InkosiAlbertLuthuliCentralHospitalwhereit’ssaid

shewasrushedtoinanunconsciousstate.

AsheentersandfollowsNolwazi’sdirections,the

ever-presentsmellofdisinfectants,medicineand

deathhitshisnoseandprovokestearsthathe

quicklyblinksback.

HeseesNolwazistandinglikearainedchickenwith

Gugucrushedonthewaitingbenchlikeherworld

justcametoanend.Manduloisalsoinpresence,

thingshavebeentensebetweenthem sinceKhanyo

wasdeclaredmissing,butthat’sawrangletobe

settledsomeotherday.HiseyesaregluedonEfe

sittingwiththem.Whatbringshim here?Hehasno

businesswithhim onthefrontburnerbuthe’dhave

preferrediftheirpathsnevercrossedinsucha

publicspace.

“Bandla,hey,”Nolwazibreakstheiceashestands

half-wittedlyinfrontofthem.



Heblinksrapidlyandlooksather.Shelooks

hopeless,sodoeseveryone.Possibilitiesstartfilling

hishead.

“She’sstillalive,”Nolwazisays,gettinghim back

from hisdorkystate.

“Youcallitbeingalive?She’sinavegetativestate

becauseofthisshitbag.”Mandulosaysbrusquely

andgetsonhisfeettostandfacetofacewith

Bandla.“Iknewyouhadeverythingtodowithher

stupiddecisions.Whatkindofamanareyou?You

dressinsuitsanddriveexpensivecarsbutyou

cannotaffordpetroltodriveyourgirlfriendbackto

herplaceandensurethatshegetstheresafely.”

HewasagainstKhanyocomingbackbefore

finishingherspiritualcourse.Godknowshowmuch

hetalkedtoheraboutitbeforesheleft.Buthe

deservesthisangerfrom herbrother,right?Itwas

hisresponsibilitytomakesurethatshegetstoher

placesafely.Whenhecouldn’treachheronthe

phoneheshould’vepanickedinsteadofexcusingit.

“She’snotinavegetativestate!She’sjust



unconscious,”NolwazisnapsatManduloandfights

backtears.“She’salive,there’sstillbrainactivity,

she’llbefine.Iknowmyfriend,she’safighter.”

“Yes,babygirlisafighter,”Efechirpsin.

Bandlapullshisfaceandglowersathim.Babygirl?

That’swhathecallsallhiscourtesans.

“Whenmyguysfoundher,shewasdead.That’s

whateverybodythoughtbutbabygirlpulledup,”he

continues.

“Yourguysfoundher?”Bandlaaskswithafrown.

Nolwaziclearsherthroatandlooksathim witha

thinsmile.

“ThisisEfe,ummm…myfriend,”shesaysandlooks

atEfeandintroducesBandlaasKhanyo’sboyfriend.

NowEfeisfrowningtoo.

“Weweremakingcallstoeveryoneweknowand

fortunatelyEfewasabletohelpwithhis

connections,”Nolwazisays.

“WhileyouwererelaxinginMandeni,”saysMandulo,

clickinghistongue.



Hisforbearanceisreallybeingscrapedofflayerby

layer.HelovesKhanyo,hehasn’tsleptawinkintwo

daysandhealsohadpeopleworkingwiththepolice.

“Aretheygoingtoallowmetoseehertoday?”he

asks,lookingatNolwaziwho’sseeminglytheonly

personthatengageshim withdecencyhere.

“They’llallowvisitorsinanhourorso,”shesays.

“Doyouknowwhodidthis?”

“Thepolicearestillinvestigating,therearenoleads

sofar.”

“Did…did…they…”Heblowsoutheavilyandblinks

rapidly.Manduloisstaringathim,inasomehow

demeaningmanner.Hehatespeoplewhodothis,

likehavingaspeechflowproblem isstupidity.

He’llwaitforthedoctorandaskhim privately.He

movestotheemptyspaceandsits.Hishandsare

shaking,heballsthem intofistsandbowshishead

down.Everythingispossible,hehastodoeverything

inhispowertogetjusticeforhisKhanyo.Hepraysa

livingGod,onewayoranother,thosewhowere

involvedwillpaydearlyforwhatthey’vedone.But



rightnowhejustwantstoseeherandseehowbad

shewasinjured.

Anhourlaterallvisitorsareletintoseetheirloved

ones.Unfortunatelytheycan’tallgoinsideatonce.

ManduloandNolwazigoinfirst,theyseem tobe

quiteclose.Guguisnotokay,it’slikehermindshut

downbutnobodyispayingattentiontoher.Efeisa

guesttoo,andhe’swaitingforhisturn.Itdoesn’tsit

wellwithBandla,heknowsthekindofamanheis

andhe’snotsomeonehe’dwantclosertoKhanyo.

Buthehasnosayoverit,Manduloseemstohaveno

problem withhim andafterall,heistheknightinthe

shiningamour.

WhenNolwaziandMandulocomeout,shepulls

BandlaasidewhileEfegoesaheadandenters.

“Pleasetalktoher,shelistenstoyou,tellhernotto

giveup,”shebegs.

“Iwill,”hesayshesitantly.He’sneverdealtwith

anyoneinsuchcondition,someoneheholdsso



dearlyinhisheart.Seeinghermotionlessandhalf

deadmayevenkillhissoul.

HewalksinandfindsEfeholdingKhanyo’shand.

Furycrashesthroughhisveinsbuthe’sincontrolof

hisemotions.

“WhatareyoudoinghereUgochukwu?”heasks

behindhim.

“Meandbabygirlhaveahistory,”Eferesponds,

lettinggoofherhandandsteppingaside.“Inever

thoughtyouhadagirlfriend.”

“Whatkindofhistorydoyouhavewithher?”Bandla

asks.

“I’m notheretocausetrouble,myman.Ijustwanted

toseehowsheis.”Heputshishandsupandwalks

out,notgivinganythingmorethanthem having

history.

HiseyesturntoKhanyoinbed.Hewalkscloserand

staresather.There’sabondagearoundherhead,it

wassaidthatshewasstabbedfivetimesand

beatenalloverherbody.Itwasn’trobberygone

wrongoranythinglikethat,whoeverdidthiswanted



tokillher.Chancesofhersurvivalareslim,shelost

somuchbloodandfrozewithcoldfordays.How

she’sstillaliveisreallyamystery.

Hestepscloser,hesitantlyheliftsherhandand

holdsit.Ithasnolifeandnowarmthonit.Tearsfill

uphiseyes,heblinksthem back.Heneedstostay

strongforher.Nolwazibeggedhim totalktoherbut

wordsseem tobestuckinhisthroat.Ahugelump

hasblockedhisthroat,dumpingaheavyweight

downhischest.Inhissoul,deepinhis

consciousnessandspirithewantstotellhertopull

through.Whenhesaidhecannotseehisworld

withoutherinit,hemeantit.Hehasbiggerplansfor

theirfuture.There’ssomuchlovehestillneedsto

giveher.

Buthecannotsayitloud,wordsandhiswholebody

failhim.Heplantsasoftkissonherhandandturns

toleave.Beforehetakesthelaststepout,atear

dropsdownhischeekandhequicklywipesit.

Manduloisstandinginasafedistance,buthiseyes

aresharpandroaming,apangofguiltstingshis



heartandhequicklyslidesoutofsight.Maybehe

wasunnecessarilyharsheronhim.

.

.

MaKhumalostandsontheverandaandwaitsforher

sonasheslowlyapproachesthehousewithhis

headhungdowninsorrow.Shewarnedhim,andlike

usual,shewasn’twrong.Unfortunately,asamother

shehastotellitlikeitis,nosugarcoatingand

pretense.Asheepcannotswim intheriverwith

crocodiles,itendsintears.

“Howisshe?”sheasks.

Heholdsontothebenchandreleasesasighthat’s

accompaniedbylong-heldtears.

“Idon’tunderstandwhyanyonewouldhurtherlike

that,”hesniffsbacktearswithnosuccess.“Five

timesMa.They…they…stabbedherfivetimes!”

Asigh!Histearsdon’tscareheranymore.He’sa

crybabyofthefamilyandfunnily,theonewho

disobeysthemost.



“Youdon’tlistenBandla.Itoldyoutostayawayfrom

thatgirl.Looknow,you’recryingoversomeonewho

foughtwithherdrunkfriends.Theseare

consequencesofherdarkpaths.Usukelaamabhadi

ezihlaleleleeThekwiniuzowafakaemziniwami.”

(You’refetchingbadlucksfrom Durbanandbringing

them tomyhouse)

“Mama!”Thakasaexclaimsbehindherinshock.

He’salwaysknownthatBandlaisnotstrongenough

tohandlethatgirlandallthecomplicationsshe

comeswith.Butrightnowheneedstheirsupport,

nottobefurtherlypushedtoadarkcorner.

“Hey,shutupwena!He’slikethisbecauseofyou.He

learntfrom you.You’vebeenspittingonyourfather’s

graveanddraggingournameinthemud,sleeping

aroundwithloosegirlsanddisrespectingyourwife.

I’m notgoingtothatmeeting,IwanttheNgemasto

chopyourhandsoffforhittingtheirdaughter,”she

clickshertongueandturnstoleave.Butshe’snot

donewithThakasa.He’sadisgrace,a

disappointmenttotheManqeles!

“Awunambekowena!Umuntuwabolaamathumbu



nje,youhadonerole,onlyone;toleadthisfamily.

Butyoucan’tevendoasinglethingright.”(You’re

disrespectful!Givingbirthtoyouwasjustlittering

theworld)Shedisappearsinsidethehousethrowing

herhandsupandshoutingnonstop.

“Isshestillalive?”Thakasaasks,ignoringthetwinge

ofpaininflictedbyhismother’swords.

“Yes,but…”HestopsBandlawithahand.

“No‘but’,she’llbeokay.Weprayandpraisealiving

God.UDokotelawodokotelabodokotela.Idwala

labadala.UNyazilweZulu.Don’tlosefaith,remember

whattheysay.Sometimesweareledintotroubled

watersbecauseGodwantstocleanseus,notto

drownus.Youdon’tasktheancestorsorGodto

guideyourstepsifyou’renotwillingtomoveyour

feet.”

Bandlaliftsuphishead,“Youthinkthisabouther

abandoninghergift?”

“Yes,butIcouldbewrong.Youjustneedtohangin

thereandprayforher,”hesays.

AsstrangeasitisseeingThakasabeingsupportive



ofhisrelationship,hetakeshiswordandnodwitha

tadofreliefdwellingonhisgrief-strickenface.

“Ineedsometimeoffwork,”hesays.

“Uh,Mthonga,you’repushingitnow.Assoonasshe

wakesupyou’recomingbacktowork,please.”

“Iwill,Ipromise.Ijustdon’twanttobeinaworking

placeinthisdistressfulstate.”Hereleasesasighas

hethinksofthehotellifewaitingforhim inDurban.

Butheneedstobeclosertothehospitalsothathe

canbepresentwhenshewakesup-ifshewakesup.

“Willyoubeabletoaccompanymetothemeeting

tomorrowattheNgemas?”Thakasaasks.

“DoIhaveachoice?Yourmotherditchedyou,”he

says.

“Andcalledmetrash,”Thakasasayswithagrimace

butquicklyshrugsitawaybeforehesoundschildish.

HetapsBandla’sshoulderbeforehewalksoff.

.

.

ThakasaandNkonzoarriveinsuits,lookingdecent



forthein-laws.BandlaiswearingaBermudashort,

sneakersandhoodie.Helooksabitsloppyand

unpreparedfortheday,buthe’shereandit’sallthat

matters.He’ssupportinghisbrotherasit’sexpected

ofhim.

Judgingbythenumberofcarsparkedontheyard,

allNothile’sunclesarehere.Thakasa’shandkerchief

hasalreadystartedonitsduties.Hisforeheadis

sweating,therehasbeennocommunication

betweenhim andNothileeversincesheleft.

They’reledinsidethehousebyoneofNothile’s

cousin’ssons.Therearemorepeoplewaitingfor

them thantheyexpected.Theatmosphereisintense,

staresareexchangedastheysettleonthechairs

andgreet.

“Manqele,”theunclelooksatThakasawhoseeyes

havebeenfixedonthefloorfrom thesecondhe

walkedin.“Howcanwehelpyou?”

Nkonzoclearshisthroat,“Letusstartbyapologizing,

thingsshouldn’thaveboileddowntothispoint.The

unfortunateincidentthatoccurredleftallofus



shakenandembarrassed.”

“Unfortunateincident,yousayManqele.Myniece

camehomebydawnwithherbags,crying

hystericallywithbruisesalloverherface.Isthat

whatyoucallanunfortunateincident?”

That’sabitexaggeratedbutarguingwillnotchange

thepoint.

“Baba,I’m notfavoringmybrother.Notinanyway.

Hewaswrong,astheManqeleswedon’tcondone

violenceagainstwomen,”Nkonzosays.

TheuncleturnshiseyestoThakasawho’sturned

intoaninnocentsheepoutoftheblue.

“Whydidyoubeatmyniece?Whatdidshedothat

ledyouintoseeingawrestlingopponentinher?”he

asks.

Thakasaclearshisthroat,wipeshissweatyfaceand

clearshisthroatagain.

“Errr,wehadanargument.Itwasn’tsomethingbig,

butweendedupexchangingharshwords.Ilost

controlandIregretit.IregretteditthemomentI



realizedwhathadhappenedbutitwastoolate,”he

says.

“Ifyouexchangeharshwordswithyourmotheryou

beathim aswell?”anotheroneasks,glaringathim.

“No,”heshakeshishead.

“Soshewasjustanexception?Ifyoudon’tloveher

anymorewhydon’tyou…”

Hecutshim short,“Iloveher.I’m herebecauseIstill

needher.She’smywife,amotherofmychildren.I

madeamistakeBaba,pleaseforgiveme.”

“Asifthat’sall!”onethrowsacommentandshakes

hisheadwithdisgust.

“It’sunfortunatethatwecannotdiscusshowyourun

yourmarriageandcentralissueswithinit,even

thoughtheymayaffectourniece.Weareblack

traditionalpeople,weunderstandthatsometimesa

man’sheartsplitintohalveswhenheseesother

womenthathewishestoexpandhisfamilywith.

Whatweexpectfrom youisthatyourespectNothile

asawifethatyoufetchedhereandannouncedas

yourfirstwife.We’llnotstandandwatchyou



embarrassandmistreather,”theunclesays.

“Wealsodeservetobeupdatedifhe’sstartinga

polygamy,”saysanotherone.

“I’m notstartingapolygamy,”Thakasasaysquickly.

“Oh,you’rejustmessingaroundand….”

Nkonzoclearshisthroat,“WithallduerespectBaba,

onlyMaNtusicanhandlethisoneandgivesuitable

punishment.Weareallmenhere,I’m sureweall

haveourdirtylaundry,musaniukugiyangethambo

likabafo.”

Theykeepquiet.Thakasareleasesalowsighof

relief.

“Okay,we’llletthem handlethat.Butwearenot

lettinghergobacktotheManqelesunlessweare

assuredthatsomethinglikethiswillneverhappen

againandcompensationhasbeenpaid.”

“Compensation?”Bandlaaskswithafrown.

“Acow.”

Gasps!



“MaNtusigotmarriedattheManqeles.Lobolawas

paidinfullforher,nowThakasahastopayanother

cow?”Bandlaasks.

“Lobolawasn’tpaidforhertobeturnedintoaZion

drum.We’veneverputourhandsonherasher

parents,I’m sureherfatheristurninginhergrave.

Whatyoudidbrokethepromisesyoumadebefore

thewedding.IfuMaKhumaloengafeliekuzaleni,she

hastochargeyouaswell.Youhavetoslaughtera

goatandapologizetotheancestorsforthechaos

youcreatedintheiryard.”

Helooksathisbrothersandtheyalllookdefeated.

There’snothingtheycansayordo,theyhaveno

elderwiththem whocanstandupforthem.

“Itlooksliketherelationshipwehadhasbeen

destroyed.WearenowstrangersattheNgemas,”

Bandlamumbleswithdissatisfaction.“Wherearewe

goinggogetacowatthistimeoftheday?”

Theunclechuckles,“Akuphoqiukuthikube

ngeyoboya,I’m surewecancalculateandmake

agreements.”(It’snotcompulsorythatyoubringa



livecow)

“R16000isnotbad,givenhowexpensivecowsare

nowadays,”anotheronechirpsin.

Nkonzogaspsinshock,“ArewefightingnowBaba?”

“R15600?”theunclecocksuphiseyebrow.

“No,it’sfinebafo,I’llpayit,”Thakasasays,holding

downNkonzo’shand.Helooksattheuncleandasks,

“Iselectronictransferdisrespectful?Idon’thaveso

muchcashwithme.”

“No,Manqele.Iwon’tallowthattohappen.Show

remorse,gowithdrawthemoneyandbringittousto

seewiththenakedeye.”

“Wearealsothirstyasyouseeus.We’vegathered

herebecauseofyouritchyhands,insteadofdoing

meaningfulthingsatourhomes,”anotheronesays.

Thakasanodsandbumpsheadswithhisbrothers.

Oneofthem hastodrivetotown,withdrawcashand

buytwocratesofdrinks.Nkonzoexpresseshis

dissatisfactionbeforeofferingtogo.Hecallsit

beingscammedbygreedyoldfolkswhodon’teven



careaboutNothile.

“I’dunderstandiftheywantthismoneytosendher

forcounseling,”hemumbles,nottoolow,andgetsa

nudgefrom Bandla.

Themeetingisputonholdwhiletheywaitforhim to

comebackwiththemoney.Agirlservesthem drinks

andcookies.

“IsitpossibleformetoseeMaNtusi,please?”

Thakasaaskstheuncles.

“She’sstillyourwife,yousaid,”theunclesaysand

sendsagirltopassthemessagetoNothile.

Afterafewminutesthegirlcomesbackandasks

forThakasaaside.She’saskinghim tocometoher

bedroom.Hisheartstartsracingagain.Nowhe’llbe

gettingstaresfrom herauntsashecrossestheyard

towheresheis.

Hekeepshiseyesonthegroundandwalksacross

theyard.Thegirlleaveshim atthedoorandturns

back.



She’ssittingonbed,wearingaseshoeshoedress

anditsmatchingdoek.Theireyeslockforafew

secondsbutThakasaquicklydropshisandexhales.

“WhyareyoufetchingmeManqele?”sheasks.

“You’remywifeNothile,”hesays.

“Awifethatyoucheatonrepeatedlyandbeat?”

Heexhalesaudiblyandstaresattheceilingfora

moment.

“Pleaseforgivemeforhurtingyouandputtingmy

handsonyou.Icannotjustifyitorpointfingers,allI

canaskisachancetorectifymymistakesand

becomeabetterhusband.”

“You’restillgoingtostayintouchwithKhosiand

mournherbaby?”

“No,Ipromise,Iwon’t.Iwanttofocusonyouand

ourbaby.We’lldiscussawayforwardwithhercase

onceyou’vegivenbirth,youknowIhaveto

acknowledgethatbaby’sspirittoavoidspiritual

conflictsinfuture,”hesays.

“OnceI’vegivenbirth?Okay.Butyourbrotherswill



beinchargeofthoseacknowledgements,notyou.I

don’twantyounearthatwoman,oranyother

womanagain.”

“Okaysthandwasami.CanIkissyou?Ireallymissed

you,Maislosinghermindinyourabsence.”

Shesmilesandgetsoffbed.Theyembraceinatight

hug.Hishandlowersdowntohertummyand

brushesit.

“Nothilepleasedon’tevertalkaboutNyezilikethat,

hewasabrothertomeandagoodman,”hesays,

liftingherchinandstaringdeeplyintohereyes.

“Okay,Iwon’t.Nowkissme.”

Hesmilesandlowershisheaddowntoher.Her

handswraparoundhisneckandtheirlipslockina

steamykiss.
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CHAPTER26

From onefamilymeetingtoanother.Thistime

they’resummonedtoanurgentmeetingby

MaKhumaloupontheirarrivalfrom theNgemas.The

lastthingshewantedwastodealwithrebellious

childrenadayafterburyingherson-in-lawand

leavingherdaughtersurroundedbyadarkcloudat

suchyoungage.

Beforetheygototheloungewherethemeetingis

held,SqaloasksThakasaaside.He’sdeterminedto

comecleantohisfamily,livinginashellisn’tdoing

him justiceanymore.Bandlawantstostophim,this

isn’tsomethingtheyneedtodealwithasafamily

now.Butthey’reintheroom together,he’llbetoo

latetostophim.Hestandsinfrontofthedoorwith

hiseyesonThakasa’sdoorandhisbreathheldupin

histhroat.

Intheroom Thakasaispagingthroughabookgiven

tohim bySqalo.It’stitledEmbracebyMarkBehr.



“Whatisthis?”heasks,flippingpageswithafrown.

Hereadsonlyforacademicbenefits,he’dnever

wastehistimereadingabookwrittenintheearly

2000sbysomewhitemanhedoesn’tknow.

“Icangiveyouasummary,”Sqalosayswithhis

eyeswiden.

Hesighs,“Ifthisconcernsschool….”

“No,it’saboutme,”Sqalocutshim short.

“Thisbookisaboutyou?”Hefrowns.

“Notreally.It’saboutKarl,ayoungboywhofallsin

lovewithhisbestfriend,Dominic,andhischoir

master.”

Confusiondwellsonhisface,notbecauseofthis

love-trianglehe’sbeingtoldof,buttheassumption

from Sqalothathe’dbeinterestedinsuchastory.

“AndhowdoIrelatetoit?Idon’tknowKarlor

Dominicorhischoirmaster,”hesayswithhis

eyebrowssnapped.

“Youknowme,I’m Karl,”Sqalosays.

Hereleasesachuckleandglancesathiswristfor



time.MaKhumalowillfindmorethingstoshout

aboutifhe’saminutelatetothemeeting.

“OkayKarl,Ihavetogo,”hesaysandthrowsthe

bookonbedandheadstowardsthedoor.

“Bhuti,”Sqalocallsandheturnshisheadwithalot

ofaggrevation.

“I’m gay."

Hisfaceisundefinedandmurkyforaminute.

Somethinghastobewrongwithhishearingsense.

“Youarewhat?”heasks.

“I’m gay,”Sqalorepeats,lookingstraightintohis

eyeswithnostanceoffear.“Maybeyoushouldlet

everyoneknowduringthemeeting.”

“Areyoucrazy?YouthinkthisisTV?Getyourlifeon

track,I’m announcingnobullshitandgettingblamed

forit.”Heglowersathim disgustedlybeforehe

walksoutclickinghistongueanumberoftimes.

Hewalksinandbangsthekitchendoorbehindhim.

Everyoneisseatedandsilentlywaitingfor



MaKhumalotospeak.Heloudlydragshischairon

theflooracrosstheroom andsits.

“Weareheretostareatoneanother?”heasks.

MaKhumaloadjustsherglassesandlooksathim.

Thisisexactlywhatshewastellingthepreacher

about;Thakasahasnorespectforher,norespect

forhisownlatefatherandnorespectforthe

Manqelesurname.

“Maybeyoucanentertainusbytellinguswhyyougo

aroundspreadingyourseedseverywhereandbeing

MikeTysononMaNtusi,”shesays.

Nothilesipsaglassofwaterandcrossesherlegson

thecouch.Theykissed,heldhandsandhugged,but

forgivingisn’tnecessarilyforgettingandsweeping

underthecarpet.

“Wearewaiting!Whatmadeyouseekpleasure

outsideyourbedroom?WhatisMaNtusidoing

wrong?”MaKhumaloasks.

Nkonzogruntsindisapproval.

“Ifthisdoesn’tincludeusthenexcuseusfrom this



meeting,”hesays.

“Asifthere’sanythingusefulyou’rerushingtodo.”

MaKhumaloshootsalookathim andturnshiseyes

toThakasa.“ExplainyourselfThakasaManqele.”

Heexhalesheavilyandcastshiseyesonthefloor.

He’sneverbeenasubjectofthemeeting,it’shim

who’salwaysaddressingsituationsanddisciplining

others.

“IfeltemotionallyneglectedbyNothile,”hesays.

Nothileraiseshereyebrowsinquestionbut

MaKhumaloshutsherwithahandbeforeshecan

throwinherpieceofmind.

“MaNtusiisalwayshome,cookingfoodand

preparingabathforwhenyoucomebackfrom work.

You’venevercomehomeandnotgetawarm plate

offood,orwenttoacoldbedatnight.”

“Ineededmorethanthat,”hesayswithashrug.

MaKhumaloclapsherhandsandletsoutachuckle.

“Whatmorecanawomangiveaman?Hersoul?

Kidneys?”



“I’drathernottalkaboutthishere,Nothileknows

whatdroveusapart,”hesays.

“Iknow?”Nothileraiseshereyebrowsandhe

releasesanothersigh.ShelooksatMaKhumaloand

shakesherheadindisapproval.

“Manqelewillneveradmithiswrongs,letalonein

frontofpeople.Hewantstobethisperfecthuman

beingthathisfatherwas.AndI’veindirectlyhelped

him doit.Iallowedhim towalkoverme,chopmy

heartintopieces,bringhisdirtintoourbedroom and

thenshutsthedoorinthemorningandstepsoutof

thehouseaperfectman.”

“What’sreallyhappeningMaNtusi?”MaKhumalo

askswithworry.

“Onlyhecananswerthat.Insixyearsofmy

marriageI’vedonemyutmostbestasawife.”

“Thakasawhat’shappening?WhatisMaNtusidoing

wrong?”MaKhumaloasks,directinghereyestohim.

Heshutshiseyesandbreathesoutinfrustration

heavily.



“Nothing.CanIgotakeabath?”Hegetsonhisfeet

andstretcheshisarms.He’snotreallyaskingfor

theirpermissiontoleave,he’sdismissinghimself

from thismeetingeitherway.

“Wearestilltalkingtoyou,”MaKhumalosayssternly.

Hewalkspastthem onthecouchesandleaves.

Nothilegivesheralook;‘Itoldyouaboutthis’,and

leansbackonthecouchindefeat.

“Soyoutwoarejustgoingtofoldyourarmsandnot

sayanything?”MaKhumaloglaresatNkonzoand

Bandla.

“Howdoyouexpecthim tositinthismeetingwhen

youdon’twanttolistentohisside?Rathercontinue

withouthim andtakeitwhereveryouwantittogo,”

Nkonzosays.He’sneverbeenshytoexpresshis

feelingstoanyone.

“WhenareyougettingmarriedMr-Know-It-All?”

MaKhumalo.

Helaughs,“Iwasquietandyouaskedmetotalk,I’ve

talkedandnowI’m Mr-Know-It-All?”



“Youalwayshaveanswerstoeverythingexcept;

whenareyougettingmarried,”MaKhumalosaysand

looksatthequietBandla.

“Ihearyou’removingtoDurban,”shesays,piercing

him withasharpstare.

“Yes,untilKhanyowakesup,”Bandlasays

sorrowfully.

“Yoursisterhasbeenhospitalizedaswellbutyou

arenot…”

Hestopsherwithahand,“NotnowMa,please!”

He’sthesecondtoleavethemeetingbefore

MaKhumaloadjournsit.

“Hhayi-ke,namingibonebehamba,”Nkonzosays,

liftinghishandsupandgettingoffthecouchwithan

innocentlookonhisface.(I’m leavingbecauseIsaw

them leaving)

.

.

AwhilelaterNothilewalksinandfindsThakasa

lyinginbedandstaringattheceiling.



“Whydidyouleave?”sheasks,loweringherselfnext

tohim.

“Doyoureallycare?”

“Ido.Whydidyouleave?Mawasonlytryingtohelp

usfixthis.”

“OnlyyouandIcanfixus.Iacknowledgemywrongs,

Ireallydo,butIfeellikeyou’renowgatheringpeople

tobullyme.”Heputshisarm overhisfaceand

exhalesheavily.

“Mymotherhasneverthankedmeforanythinginlife,

butshe’sabletocallmenamesoverafewmistakes

Imadeinmymarriage.”

Nothilestayssilent.MaKhumalostickswithherno

matterwhat,shecannotspeakillofheraftershe’s

defendedhersomuch.

“IgetblamedforeverythinginthisfamilyandSqalo

wantstomakethatworse.Can’theseethatI’m

dealingwithalotalready?”

“Whatdidhedo?”Nothileasks.

“Hesayshe’sKarl.”



“WhoisKarl?”

“Agaybookcharacter.”

Shegaspsinshock,“YoumeantotellmethatSqalo

sleepswithotherboys?”

“He’sconfused.Hereadstoomuchfictionand

watchestoomanymovies.”

“Whatifhe’sreallygaylikeSomiziand….”

“Idon’twanttotalkaboutit.Wehavesomuchto

catchuponasacouple.”Heinhalessharplyandsits

up.Heholdsherlefthandandbrushesherring

finger.

“Thankyouforcomingback.Iknowthere’salotI

needtomakeupfor,butIpromiseyouonething,I’ll

neverputmyhandsonyoueveragain.”

“Andcheatingonme?”sheasks.

“Thattoo.Itwon’thappenagain.”

“Okay,let’sstartover.Whatwasourroutine?”

Asmilebreaksoutofhisface.

“Nooldroutines,please.Wearestartingafresh,



remember.”

“Ohwell,thatmeansIdon’thavetowakeupinthe

morningsandprepareyouforwork,cookdinnerand

doyourlaundryand….”Akissshutsherup.She

gigglesandsnugglesonhischest.

“Ismyprincessstillokay?”heasks,brushingher

tummy.

“Yes,”shesays.

“CanIgreether?”Hishandlowerstoherwaistand

brushesitswaydown.

“Yourgreetinghastogothroughme?”sheasks,

blockinghishandandfirmlyshuttingherlegs.

“That’showIputherinyourwomb,sowhynot?”He

removesherhandandinsertshiskneebetweenher

thighs.Hekissesherlipsandstaresdownather

withasmile.

“Howcanyouallowmetoplantaseedandthennot

letmewaterit?”heasks.

“OkayManqele,you’vecriedenough.ButIwantyou

tolickitfirst,”shesays.



Hechuckles,“WiththesamemouthItalkto

impephowith?”

“Don’tyoufingermewiththesamehandsyouhold

impepholidwith?”

“AttheNgemasyouwatchedbluemovies,didn’t

you?”Hesmilesandshakeshisheadlightly.“Letme

lockthedoorfirst.Ngizolimuncalonkelelisobho.”

(I’llsuckallthisgravy)

Shebreaksintolaughter,“Mygoodness,beromantic

Manqele!”

Helaughsandgoestothedoorandshutsit.

.

.

NOMKHOSI

“Hehasn’taskedyouanything?”Ndondoaskswitha

slightfrownonherfaceastheypullupatthe

doctor’s.

“Nope.ButI’m surethatMom toldhim everything.I



don’tknowifhe’sdisappointedorjustnotgetting

involvedbecauseI’m nothisbiologicalchild,”she

says.

“Ithinkyoumustprepareyourselfforthedaywhen

hefinallyasksyouaboutthepregnancy,insteadof

makingthingsup.Trustme,IknowNgidi,he’ll

stranglethetruthoutofyou.”

“Ndlalifatriedandfailed.He’smadepeacewithit,

theymustalldothesame.”

“Yourlife,yourdecisionsbabe.I’m justexcitedabout

thegender.Iknowit’saboy.Imeanallofushave

boys;Andiswa,ThalenteandI.It’llbenodifferentfor

youaswell,”Ndondosaysexcitedly.

“Andyourboysareattachedtotheirfathers,”Khosi

says,mincingthepaininhervoicewithachuckle.

“YourswillbeattachedtoMommy.It’snotabigdeal,

don’tmakeastorm inateacup.Wearehaving

anotherbaby,that’sallthatmatters!”

Shecan’thelpthesmileonherface.Ndondohas

beenapillarofherstrength.Thelastfewweeks

werehardbutshesoldieredonandfoundherfeet.



Todayshe’sfindingoutthegenderofapersonshe’s

carrying.It’sexciting,yetscary.Daysareturninginto

weeksandweeksareturningintomonths,innotime

she’llmeetthisperson.Inafewyears,10to16years,

she’llhavetositdownandtellhim thetruth.Maybe

she’llbeabadmotherforlyingandkeepinghim

awayfrom hisfather.Butshe’sdoingwhat’sbest

underthecircumstances.

“Youlooknervous,”thedoctorsays,smiling,asshe

pourscoldgelonhertummy.

“Ndondoismakingmenervouswithherchortles,”

shesays,givingNdondoaglare.

“Growaspine,Mommy!”Ndondo.

Thedoctorplacesatransduceronhertummy.

“Pleaseholdyourbreath,”sheasks,movingthe

transduceraround.

Ndondoholdsherhandtightly.She’smoreexcited

aboutthisthanKhosi.Inherheadshe’sconcluded

thatthere’sanotherboycoming.They’llhavetheir



littlecrecheofungovernablelittlemen.Andiswais

duetodeliverherssoon,it’srainingboyseverywhere

inthefamily.

“Everythinglooksnormal.Oxygenandbloodflow,all

good.”

Shereleasesashortsighofreliefandwatchesblack

andwhitepicturesdisplayingonthescreen.

“Sowearelookingforalittlepenis?”thedoctorasks

andtheybothlaughnervously.

“Well,Ican’tseealittlepenishere,”shesays.

Ndondogasps,“She’shavingagirl?”

“Yes,hereishertinyhead…”thedoctorpointsatthe

screen.

“Itoldherso!”shetittersinexcitement.

“No,yousaidit’saboy!”Khosicallsout.

“No,Ididn’t.Isaidit’llbeagirlandta-da!”

Shewipestheteardroppingfrom hereyeandlaughs

atherfriend’sprevarication.Unfortunately,Ndondo

istheonlypersonshecansharethisjoywith.She’s



havingababygirl,herownlittleprincess.Nowher

prayeristhatshecomesoutlookingexactlylikeher.

She’llbehers,andhersalone.

.

.

BHAMBATHA

Forthefirst17yearsofhislifehewasokay.Hewent

tochurchwithhisparents,obeyedtherulesand

livedasanexampletohisyoungerbrother,Nyezi.It

waswhenhelefthomeforvarsitythateverything

changed.ItstartedwithacigaretteatReswitha

groupoffriends.Afewmonthslaterhewas

smokingweedanddrinkingaswell.Bythetimehe

finishedhisfirstyearhewasaparty-animaland

heavydrinker.Afterhisparentsfailedtohelphim,he

wasofficiallydisownedfrom theMyezalegacy.He

hadtomakeends-meetandsurviveonhisown.He

madeacircleoffriendswhohadamindsetsimilar

tohis,atfirsttheytargetedsmallbusinesseslike

Kasituckshops,streetvendorsandIndianfood



outlets.Butgreedgrewastheirstandardsrose,they

wentintocarhijacking.Itmaintainedtheirlifestyles;

parties,flashycars,internationaltripsandlavish

houses.

Hedidafewyearsinjailandcameoutonlytobe

shownhisfather’sgrave.Ofcourse,hismother

blamedhim forhisdeathashishealthtookturnfor

theworstafterhewasinvolvedinthehijackingof

ReverendNkwanyanathatresultedintotwofatal

deaths.

Him andNyeziweregooddespitetheirdifferent

lifestyles.Nyezistillregardedhim ashisoldbrother

andhewashis“Ntwana”eventhoughhehated

beingaddressedlikethat.Theyweren’tclosebut

theytalkedonceinawhiletocheckoneachother.

He’sablacksheepofthefamilyandhe’snotmaking

amessoutofit.He’smakingthemostoutofthe

hatredgivenbyhisfamily.

It’sreallysurprisingthattodaytheytrustedhim to

fetchhislatebrother’swifefrom thehospital.He’s

beenhomesincehegotaphonecallthathisbrother

hadpassedon.He’sbeenbehavinghimself;noloud



music,noshadyfriendscomingoverandnoalcohol.

He’smourninghisbrotherproperly,thistimedeath

hitshim harderandhecannotpointagunatanyone

toconsolehimself.

Hedrivesaroundincircles,searchingforaparking

spotandfindsnone.Peopleareheretocheckon

theirsicklovedones,somewillreceivesadnews

andsomewillbegoinghomewiththeirrelativesin

betterconditions.

There’sashelteredparkingareareservedfor

hospitalstaffonly.Onecarisdrivingout.Itcouldbe

oneofthedoctors,ornurse’s,whohasfinishedher

shift.Hewastesnotime,hedriveshislegendary

Gushesheinandignorestheshoutingsecurityguard.

Thiscarwashisfirstbaby,thefirstthingheowned

afterhisparentstoldhim hewasonhisown.Yes,he

stoleit.Buthechangedthepainting,decoratedithis

ownwayandchangedtheregistrationnumber.It

holdsaspecialplaceinhisheart.

“That’sreservedparkingspaceforDrMchunu,”the



securityguardsays,chargingtowardshim.

Hepullsthelastpuffofhiscigarette,throwsthebutt

onthegroundandstepsonitwithhisshoe.

“Whichwaytosickwomen’sward?Mybrother’swife

gotadmittedheretwodaysago,”heasks.

“Brother,youcannotparkhere,thisisDrMchunu’s

space,theheaddoctorofthishospital.”

“I’m notdisputingthat,I’m askingwhereIcangetmy

brother’swife.IfoundthespaceemptyandI’llleave

itempty.It’snotlikeI’llparkhereforever.”The

cornerofhislipcurvesup.Shortsleevedshirtgives

apeepofhisinkedarm.It’spulledoveranobject

pokingoutofhiswaist,butnotcoveredenoughto

hidetheshapeofit.

Thesecurityguardswallowsbeforetearinghiseyes

awayfrom hiswaist.

“Befastandfollowme.Idon’twanttogetinto

trouble.”Heleadshim tothecorrectwardand

leaveshim attheentrance.



He’sneverbeenclosetoMawandeortriedtoknow

herbetter.She’sjustanotheradditionalmemberto

theperfectfamily,allobedientandperfectinevery

way.Hewasinvitedtotheweddingbuthecouldn’t

attendduetoafewfamilydisagreements,buthedid

sendthem gifts.

Hespotshersittingonherbednexttoherpacked

bagassoonashewalksin.

It’sawkward,they’veneversharedameretableasa

family.Onafewoccasionsthey’vemet,theynever

exchangedmorethangreetings.

“Hey,I’m BhambathaMyeza,”hesayswhenhesees

thefrownonherface.

“Iknow,Ijustdidn’texpectyoutofetchme.”

Notknowinghowtorespondtoherstatementor

strikeaconversation,heasksifthere’sanythinghe

needstodobeforetheyleave.

“Pleasefetchmymedsfrom thepharmacy.Idon’t

knowwhichwayitis,”shesays,handinghim apiece

ofpaper.Shehasdarkcirclesunderhereyesand

looksawfulthanhe’sseenherinrecentpictures



Nyeziusedtopost.MaybeNyeziwould’vebrought

hersomethingtoeat,oranenergydrink.Hesaw

othervisitorscarryingfoodparcelsandflowers.He

justcamehereempty-handed,itdidn’tdawntohim

andheknowsthathe’slethislatebrotherdown.

“Areyouhungry?”heasksregretfully.

“No,”sheshakesherheadandreleasesadeepsigh.

“Howwasthefuneral?”

“Itwentwell.I’m reallysorryaboutyourloss.”It’shis

losttoo,butshemustbegoingthroughmostpain

thananyone.

Heavysilencefallsbetweenthem.Hefoldsapiece

ofpaperandheadsouttofindthehospital

pharmacy.

AtextbeepsinMawande’sphoneandsheswipes

thescreentocheckit.It’sfrom Thakasa:

I’LLSEEYOUTOMORROW ANDDISCUSSAWAY

FORWARDWITHYOURIN-LAWS.IDON’TWANT



YOUTOLIVETHEREALONE,IT’SNOTSAFEWITH

CRIMINALSLIKEYOURBROTHER-IN-LAW ROAMING

AROUND.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER27

THAKASA

Nothilebuttonsuphisshirtandfixeshiscollar.

Thingshavebeengoodsinceshecameback.She’s

notsnappy,they’rebacktohowtheywerebefore

Khosicametothepicture.

“HowdoIlook?”heasks,turningtothemirrorand

lookingathisreflection.

“Likeasnack.IhopeMangetheladieswillkeeptheir

distance;theycanlookbuttheycan’ttouch.”She

standsonhertoesandkisseshislips.

“Uneskhwelebo!”hechucklesandpullsherwaist

closer.It’sbeensolongsincehefeltthisconnection

betweenthem.Hishandmassagesaroundherthick

bottom andhisbodyquicklyreactswarmlytoit.

“Don’tcooktoday,they’lleatNandosandbread,”he

says.

Shelaughs,“MaKhumalowilldie.”



“You’renotherwife,butmine.Idon’twantyouto

cooktoday,I’llbringNandosfordinner.Whoever

doesn’tlikeitwillfindtheirwaytothekitchen.”

“Okay,I’lltellthem itwasyourinstruction.Butwhat

am Igoingtodoathomethewholeday?”

“Goshoppingandeatice-cream.Watchamovieand

readabook.Therearemanythingswomendoto

havefun.I’llgiveyouamassagewhenIcomeback

later.”

“Youcangivemassage?Arealmassage?Since

whenManqele?”sheexclaimswithshock.

Hecandomanythings,shejusthasn’tbeen

exposedtothatsideofhim.Butconversationslike

thatcantakethem tenstepsback.He’snotwilling

todiscussanythingthattakethem backto

Nomkhosi.

“IhavemanyhiddentalentsMaNtusi,”hesays

dismissivelyandkisseshercheekbeforepickinga

bodyspray.

“Lastnightprovedit,”shesays,hermindgracedwith

dirtymemoriesofwhattookplacebetweenthem the



previousnight.

“KeepyourhandstoyourselfMaNtusi,”hesays,

smilingandpushingherhandsoff.“It’simportant

thatIgo,IpromiseI’llspendtherestofThursday

withyounaked.”

“I’llholdyoutothat,”shesaysandletsgoofhis

waist.

“Iloveyou.Seeyoulater.”Hekisseshercheek

beforepickinghisphoneandcarkeysandheading

out.

Hepassesbyhismother’sroom tobidgoodbye.

“Pleasedon’tberudethere,rememberMawandeis

nowliketheirownchild,wehavenorightoverher

andwhattheydecideisrightforher,”MaKhumalo

says.

“BecauseofelevencowsnowIcan’tspeakupfor

mysister?I’m notgoingtheretolistenandagreeto

everythingthey’resaying,especiallyiftheythink

BhambathaoranyonewillfillNyezi’srolein



Mawande.”

“That’sculture.Ifthat’swhattheywanttodo,then

they’lldoit.Mawandewenttheretogrowthefamily.

Nyeziisdead,theyhavenochildtogether;that

meanshishousewillbeclosed.That’snotright.

SomeonehastohelpMawandekeephisname

alive.”

“We’llsee!Keepwell.”Heknowshowmuchhis

motherlovestraditionandwantseverythingto

followculture,buthedidn’texpecthertothrow

Mawandetothewolvessosoonafterlosingher

husband.

Ashestepsoutofthehouse,hebumpsintoSqalo

makinghiswayin.They’veneverrevisitedtheirlast

conversationortalkedatall.Therearesomany

thingsheignored;likehowhe’sneverseenhim with

agirl,hisfightswithPhethyoverfriendsandthat

incidentwhenhesawhistoenailspaintedwithnail

polish.Hejustdoesn’tunderstandwhyhecan’tbe

normallikeallofthem.Andthisgaynessthing,when



doesitend?Onedayhehastomakehisownfamily.

Howwillhemakechildren?Whowillbetheirmother?

Who’llcookandmakehishousewarm?Thesexual

activities…urghno,hemustn’tthinkaboutthat.

“IsMpiloDominic?”heaskswhathecouldn’task

him thepreviousday.

“Yes,”Sqalosays,abitunpreparedtohavethis

conversationinfrontofthedoor.

“IfIeverseehim againhere,youandIwillhavea

problem,”hesays.

ThisisnotwhatSqaloexpected,hethoughtthey’re

havingamaturedconversation,buthenods.

“Icannotdealwiththisatthemoment.There’salot

happeninginthefamily,you’renotachildanymore,

youseethingsthatarehappeningandhowstressed

I’vebeenlately.ButwhenIdogettimewe’llsitdown

andtalk.Don’tdoanythingstupid.”Bythathemeans

hemustn’tdoanythingtoputthefamily’sreputation

atrisk.He’saddressingthiscalmerthanhowBandla

andSqaloexpected,maybebecausehe’sbeen

dealingwithalotlatelyandhe’sjustnotinthemood



tobecaughtupinmoredrama.

“Doyouunderstand?”heasks.

Sqalonods,“Iunderstand.”

“Sharpthen,I’llbehomelater.”

He’sabitrelievedasheproceedsinsidethehouse.

IfThakasacanunderstandhomosexualityand

accepthim forwhoheis,it’llbeeasyfortherestof

thefamilytoaccepthim.Well,thatexcludesBandla,

whom hedoesn’trecognizeasabrotheranymore.

Heplugsakettleofboilingwaterandtakesafrying

pantocooknoodles.Hepurposelyskipped

breakfastbecausehehadsomework-outtodo.

Nowhecan’tbotherhissister-in-laworMaKhumalo,

he’llhavenoodlesandjuiceandgotoschoolforhis

mid-dayMathstest.

Nothilewalksinasheemptiesapacketofnoodles

intothefryingpan.

“Ohmygosh!NowI’m convincedthatallgaypeople

knowhowtocook,”shesaysatthedoor,staringat



him.

He’snotonlyconfused,butfreakedoutaswell.Her

voiceisunnecessarilyloudandMaKhumaloisjustin

thenextroom.Bandla,yesthebrotherhehates,is

notaroundtodefendhim shouldanythinghappen.

ThakasajustleftforMangetheandNkonzoisat

work.He’sliterallyjustalonehere.

“IloveDinnerAtSomizi’s.Ishethewifeorthe

husbandinhismarriage?”sheasks,walkinginand

standingagainstthecounter.

“Sis’MaNtusi,I’m justmakingnoodlestoeatbeforeI

gotoschool.Idon’tknowSomiziandhisdinners.”

“Butbirdsofthesamefeatherflocktogether.I’m

goingtosearchandseeifthere’sanyGAY

campaignsandworkshopsyoucanbeapartof.”

“Thatwon’tbenecessary,Ihavefinalexamsto

focusonandvarsitynextyear.”

“No,Ithinkit’simportantforyoutoknowhowother

gaypeoplelikeyouliveandsurvive.Theworldis

harshouthere,you’llgetbeatenandkilledfor

sleepingwithotherboys.It’sstillataboo.”



MaKhumaloadjustsherglassesandstandsatthe

dooreye-narrowed.Whatdidshejusthearinher

house?!

“Whosleepswithotherboys?”

TheybothturntheirheadsandtheyseeMaKhumalo.

Sqalo’seyespopoutoftheirsocketswhileNothile’s

frowndisperseswithrelief.

“IwasjusttellingSqalohowharshtheworldis

againstpeopleofhiskind.There’sayoungboywho

wasrecentlykilledinDurbanforbeinggay.It’sbetter

ifheattendsworkshopswithothergaypeopleand

learnhowtheyliveandprotectthemselvesagainst

thesociety,”shesays.

“Whywouldhedothat?Mysonisnothinglikethose

people,”MaKhumaloasks,staringatherwithherire

stifled.

NothilelooksatSqaloeyes-widened.

“I’m sorry,Ithoughteveryoneknew,”shesays.

“Sqalo!”MaKhumaloraspsandglaresathim.

“MamaIwasbornthisway,”hesaystimidly.



“Whichway?”

“Gay.”

MaKhumalosweatsbulletsinaninstantandtakes

herglassesoff.Thisisnothappeningtoher.Inher

ownhouse!

“Igavebirthtoababyboy.Youhaveapenis

betweenyourlegstoproveit.You’renotgoingtodo

thatnonsensehere,myboy.Never!Ifyouaretiredof

beingachildIgavebirthto,thenpackyourbagsand

golivewheretheytaughtyouthatit’spossibleto

changewhoGodcreatedyoutobe.”

“Ohmygosh,Ma!”Nothilegaspsandcoversher

mouth.

“No,hebetterthinktwicebeforethinkingthisisa

fieldofdisrespectandevilness.Whohaveyouseen

gayattheKhumalosandhereattheManqeles?Not

evenagoatorchicken.”Sheturnsbacktothe

lounge,throwingherhandsupandshouting.

Sqaloswitchesthestoveoffandstormstothedoor.

“Sqaloyournoodles?”Nothileyellsafterhim.



“I’m nothungryanymore,”heopensthedoorand

walksoutfuriously.

“DoyoumindifIeatthem?I’m crazingsomething

cheesy...Sqalo?”

He’sgone.

Shereleasesaheavysighandopensthecupboard

togetabowlfordishing.

.

.

THEMYEZAS

TwounclesarepresentbyMrsMyeza’sside.Then

there’sMzamowho’sasontothefirstuncleand

Halalisani,acousintoNyeziwho’sbeenvotedasa

perfectmatchtoMawande.HehasaMyezablood

runninginhisveinsandhe’salreadymarriedtohis

firstwife,Thandiwe.Itwon’thinderhislifeinanyway

ifhecomesandkeepshiscousin’shousestanding.

AsabeneficiarytoallNyezi’sestates,it’simportant

thatMawandestaysmarriedtotheMyezasandnot



taketheinheritanceelsewhere.Butrightnowit’s

onlydiscussions,Mawandestillneedstomournfor

herhusbandtraditionally.

“Makotiwillmournproperlyandnobodywillfighther

overtheinheritance.Butwehaveafewconditions,”

MrsMyezasays.

Thakasaglaresatherwithamurkyexpressionon

hisface.Thisisjustwhatheexpectedfrom them!

“Andwhatconditionsarethose?Shejustburiedher

husband,”heasks.

“HalalisanihastofillinNyezi’srole.Wecannotletgo

ofKaManqelejustbecauseNyeziisnomore.She

stillhasdutiestofulfillasawifeandchildrentobear

fortheMyezas.”

There’sanapplausecomingfrom thedoor.

Bhambathawalksinwearingatight,rippedjeanand

whitesneakers.He’swearingashortsleevedshirt,

soallhistattoosareoutondisplayand‘attracting

thedevil’.

“Anikanyinama-saladomngcwabokaBafokodwa

senabelanangomfaziwakhe,”hesays,standingin



themiddleofthehouseclappinghishandsloud.

(Youhaven’tevenshittedthesaladsyouateonhis

funeralbutyou’realreadyhandingouthiswife)

“Bhambathayou’renotwelcomedtothismeeting,”

hismothersayswithdisgust.

“Thisismybrother’shouseandhe’snevertoldme

I’m notwelcome.”Hesqueezeshimselfbetweenthe

chairsofhisunclesandsits.

“Goon,I’m notheretostopthemeeting,”hesays

andthrowsadaggerlookatHalalisanilookinglikea

groom onMyPerfectWeddingacrosstheroom.

Sighsbreezearoundtheroom.He’snotsomeone

theyneededinthismeeting.Thefuneralisover,why

ishestillaround?

Thakasaclearshisthroat,“I’m sorryMrsMyeza,but

that’snotgoingtohappen.MawandemarriedNyezi,

she’snotatoytobepassedaroundthefamily.Ifyou

haveanyregrets,formallyrepresentthem tousand

we’llcompensatewhereverweshould.”

Bhambathalooksathim.He’simpressedwithhis

attitude,whichisasurprisegiventhathelooksno



differentfrom anyoneinthisroom.PerfectGod’s

saints!Hewouldn’tbesurprisediftheyallgettiled

roomswithairconsinheaven.

“That’snothowthingsaredoneManqele.You

personallyhandedherover,legallyandtraditionally

I’m amothertoMawandeandIhavetherighttotake

decisionsregardinghermarriage,”MrsMyezasays.

Herbrother-in-lawnodsinagreement.

“IthoughttheManqelesknewculture,Makoticame

heretogrowthefamilyandthatwon’tstopbecause

Nyezihaspassedon.Thelegacyhastocontinue,

shestillneedstoprovideanheirtotheMyezas,”he

says.

“Butthatwasn’taconditionbeforemarriage.Nyezi

neversetthoserulesforher.Theymarriedoutof

loveandsaid‘tilldeathdothem apart’andnowit’s

donethem apart,”Thakasasays.

Halalisanileansforwardinhisheadandwipeshis

sweatyface.Hedidn’targuewhentheideawas

presentedtohim,Mawandeisabeautifulyoung

woman,anymanwouldbelucktoshareabedwith



her.

“Butculturedoesn’tstandagainstremarryinginto

thefamilyiftheoneyoucametopasseson.I’m not

goingtodestroywhatNyezibuilt,I’llcarryonwhere

heleftoffandmakesurethathisnameliveson,”he

says.

“Yetyourwifekeepsbearingchildrenthatlooklike

Sgubuduacrossthestreet.Whatmakesyouthink

youcancarryonwheremybrotherleftoff?”

Bhambathaasksandeveryonegruntsbeneaththeir

breaths.He’snotevenpartofthisfamilyanymore,

theonlythinglinkingthem togetherisblood.

“Bhambathapleaseleaveorshutup.Thisisafamily

meetingandyouhavenoreasontobestillhere,the

funeralisover,”hisunclescoldshim furiously.

Hejustwaveshim offwithhishand.He’snot

someonehetakesseriously,notafterhesawhim

beingentertainedbyyounggirlsinhiswife’s

absence.He’sjustanotherwolfunderasheep’sskin.

“Doesthismeanoneofyouhasbeenfillingmy

father’sroletoo?”Hiseyesmovefrom hisunclesto



hismother.Hesnapshisbrowsashewaitsforan

answer.

“KaManqeleisstillyoungandchildless,don’t

comparepearsandpeaches,”MrsMyezasays.

“It’scalled‘applesandpears’,anywayI’llbekilling

anyoneIseecomingoutofmybrother’sbedroom,

unlessifit’sconsentedbyhiswife,”hesays,looking

atHalalisaniwithsmuglygrinonhisface.

Asusual,they’renotpleasedwithhisthreats.He’s

notapartofthefamilyanymoreandhe’snever

caredaboutanythingthathappensinthefamily.He

callscultureandreligionabsurd,sowhydoeshe

carenow?

“Youwantedhertoyourself?”Halalisaniasks.

“Minangiyashela,ngiqonywe.Idon’twaitfordead

relatives’wives,youcanseeI’m charming,”hesays,

flauntinghis9ctFigarochainthat’swornoveraT-

shirt.

Heliesonhisbackwithhiskneesupandclickshis

tongue.



“Kukwamsunuwenjala!”hesaysloudforeveryone

tohear.

“Bhambathadon’tdisrespectyouruncleslikethat!

Thatlanguageisnotwelcomedhere,”MrsMyeza

sayssternly.Shecan’tevenlifthereyesbecauseof

thedisgracebroughtbythischild.

“Yeah,theonlylanguageyoutalkiswhoisgoingto

fuckmybrother’swifebeforeheevenrotinhis

grave.Ayounggirlthatnevergotachanceto

experiencelifeisbeingpassedtothiswireheaded

sonofamotherlessgoat.”

Thakasacannotopenlyagreewithhim duetothe

choiceofhiswords,buthe’sonthesamepageas

him.

“Maybewecanhavethisconversationanotherday,

whenMawandehastakenoffblackclothesand

emotionallyfittomakeherownchoices.Butfornow

Ihavearequestofmyown,”hesays.

Halalisaniisnotimpressedbythisatall.Hewas

readytogohomeandtellThandiwethatshe’sina

polygamousmarriageandhastounderstandthathe



won’talwaysbehometohernaggingass.

“WearelisteningManqele,”saystheuncle,glaringat

him.

“I’m notokaywithherlivingalone.It’snotsafe,”he

saysandglancesatBhambathawholiftsthecorner

ofhislipdisgustedlyinreturnandpracticeshisright

toremainsilent.

“Iwanthertocomebackhometobearoundpeople

whocantakecareofheremotionallyandhelpher

adjusttothisnew,harshreality.”

“Wealsoloveherandwecansupporther,”Mrs

Myezasays.

“I’m notdisputingthat,butit’snotthesame.I’m not

sayingshemustcomewithmetoday,doallthe

ritualsandthenlethercomehome,”hesays.

“No,that’snothowthingsaredoneMa,”Halalisani

getsonhisfeetwithadisapprovinglookonhisface.

Bhambathaliftshisheadupslowly,throwsalookof

significancetohim andliesdownagain.

Heinhalessharplyandreturnstobackhisseatwith



histailtuckedbetweenhislegs.

“We’llseeaftertherituals.Ialsoneedtohavea

personalconversationwithMaKhumalo,womanto

woman,”MrsMyezasays.

Thisdoesn’tsitwellwithThakasabecausehe

knowswherehismotherstandsasfarasthisthing

ofMawandebeingwifedbyanotherMyezamanis

concerned.He’sfightingthisalone,wellBhambatha

isonhissideaswell,butthatwon’tcountifboth

mothersreachanagreement.

“Iguesswehavereachedtheendofourmeeting,

hopefullythefollowingonewillbearbetterfruits,”

saystheuncle,liftinghimselfoffthechairand

exitingthroughthedoor.

“Thosewhowererightfullyattendantsofthis

meeting,pleaseremainseated,agirlwillbring

refreshments,”MrsMyezasaysassheshootsalook

atBhambathaandgathershersandalsatthedoor.

“Mxm,ama-refreshmentsakwaMsunu!”Bhambatha

dustshimselfupandexcuseshimselffrom the

meetinghewasneverrightfullyapartof.He’sused



tothetreatmenttheygivehim andhetreatsthem

theexactway.There’snolovelostbetweenhim and

anyofthesepeople.

Butbeforehewalksout,hegivesHalalisanialook

thatspitsfireandbullets.Halalisanicurlsupinthe

corneranddropshiseyesshamefully.

Thakasahideshissmilewithanelbow.He’dnever

havesomeonelikeHalalisanibecomehisbrother-in-

law.Never!

Atextbeeps.Hecancheckitsincethemeetinghas

ended.

It’sBandla:

ITRIEDTOPROTECTSQALOBECAUSEIKNEW THIS

ISEXACTLYWHATYOUANDYOURMOTHER

WOULDDO.PRAYTHATYOUFINDHIM ALIVE,

THAKASA!!!!

He’sconfused.

Whatdidhedo?

WhathappenedtoSqalo?Helefthim homeandsaid

they’lltalksomeotherday.Thatsurelywasn’tsucha



badthingtosayundercircumstances.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER28

BANDLA

Criticalbutstable;nothinghasreallychanged,but

she’sinbesthandsandthat’swhatmatters.He

goestothehospitalthreetimesaday,Mandulohas

grownused,notfriendly,tohim.Despitethe

opinionshehasabouthim,hestilladvisedhim togo

homeandappeasetotheancestorsandaskthem to

fightwithKhanyo.Surprisingly,helistenedandleft

forBergvilleaccompaniedbyNolwazi.

HedropsGuguoutsidethebuildinganddrivesback

tothehotel.Sqalo’smessagebeepsinhisphoneas

hepreparesforabath.

Everythingiswritteninriddlesbuthecanpick

suicidalthoughtsfrom it.ThakasaandMaKhumalo’s

namesarementioned,it’snotclearwhattheydidor

howheendeduppackinghisbagsandleavinghome.

ThefirstthinghedoesissendThakasaafire-blazing



message,thenherushestotakeabathbefore

preparingtodrivehome.Hekeepsimaginingworse

scenariosandpartlyblaminghimself.Hedidn’tdo

anythingatalltohelpSqalo.

Hejumpsoutoftheshoweranddressesupina

snap.Aknockdisturbshim,hereleasesagruntof

annoyanceandfixeshislookandattendstoit.

Heexpectedacleanerorsecurityguard,butthere’s

oneandonlyEfe.Hisforeheadcreasesintoafrown

ashestaresathim shocked.

“Isawyoucomingin,Ididn’tknowwesharethe

hotel,”Efesayswithathinsmiletocalm downhis

nerves.

“Oh,howcanIhelpyou?”Bandlaaskscoldly.They

wereneverfriends,theirrelationshipwaspurely

business.

“DidIcatchyouatthewrongtime?”Efeasks.

“Yes,”hesayssternly.AllhecanthinkaboutisSqalo

roamingthestreetswithhisbags.



“Letmenotkeepyou,maybewecantalksomeother

time.”

“Aboutwhat?”heasks.

“Myman,Ineedhelp.Youweremybigcustomer,

eversinceyoustoppedrequestingservicesbusiness

hasbeenslow.”

Hecocksuphiseyebrow,waitingforwider

explanationbecausethishere,doesn’tmakeany

sense.

“IneedR300kurgently.Youknowme,myfriend.I

won’tdoanyfunnyshit,I’llpayyoubackbeforethe

monthends.”

“I’m notaloansharkEfe!”He’sindisbelief.Why

wouldhethinkhim,outofallpeople,wouldgivehim

money?

“Ihelpedyourgirlfriend,”Efesays.

“Becauseyouwerehelpingyourfriend,Nolwazi.I

didn’thireyou.”

“I’m justaskingyouafavor.Wearenotstrangers.”

“I’m sorry,Ican’thelpyou,”Bandlasayswithadeep



sighandclosesthedooronhisface.Nowhefeels

unsafeinthishotel,howcometheyhaveshadymen

roamingaroundandknockingonotherpeople’s

rooms?

Maybeheshouldcancelthedayshe’sextendedand

looksforanotherhotelnearby.Anotherthought

dismissesthat;he’sprobablyjustoverreacting.

Hefastenshisseatbeltandholdsabrief

conversationwiththesecurityguard,it’saguyhe

knowsfrom school.Whatsappindicatesanew

message,heopensitimmediatelythinkingitcould

beSqalo.Butit’savideowithafamiliarfaceinwhat

lookslikeahotelroom.

Hepresses‘play’andhisownfacepopsuponthe

screenwithtwonakedwomenlyinginbed.Thistook

placeaboutayearagoinOnomoHotel.Hewasstill

singlebutthatwouldn’tjustifythepositionheisin

asamanofGodandwell-respectedbusinessman.

Andthisvideohasbeenedited,there’sarecentdate

insertedontop,givingoutwrongandtwistedideas.



Whoeverthispersonis,he’souttoruinhislife.

Khanyowillassumetheworstwhenshewakesup.

Hesendsareply:WHATDOYOUWANT?

Itsingly-ticksandnotdelivers.

.

.

THAKASA

He’snotsurewhattoexpectashedrivesinand

parkshiscarintheyard.It’squiet,butNkonzo’scar

ishere,whichmeanshe’shome.Helocksthecar

andmakeshiswaytothehouse.

Hismotherisknittingonthecouchasusual,butit’s

easytosmelltroubleintheair.

“Ma,where’sSqalo?”heasks.

It’slikeshewasabombwaitingtoexplodeonhim.

Shepushesthewoolbasketasideandadjustsher

glasses.

“Thakasawhatnonsenseareyoupromotinginmy



house?”sheasks,breathingheavily.

“Whatam Ipromoting?”Thakasaasksconfused.

“Notonlydoyouburyyourdisgraceandmistreatthe

poorMaNtusi,nowyou’reallowingSqalotosleep

withotherboyshereinmyhouse?”sheasks,

pointingwithherfingersandglaringathim.Ifhe

wasstillateenagershewould’vethrownthebasket

athim.

“Youknewaboutthedisgracethisboyisdoingand

keptquiet!Whatkindofanexampleareyousetting?

Whatkindofabrotherareyou?Itrustedyouwith….”

Heleavesbeforeshecanfinishandthatfurtherly

pissesheroff.“You’returningmeintoalaughing

stock,huh!”sheyellsafterhim.

Thakasabangsthedooronhiswayoutandheadsto

hisextendedrondavel.Nothilewillhaveabetter

explanationthanthelionessthat’shismother.

Hefindshersoakingherfeetinabasinofwarm

water.She’swearingagownandlookingrelaxed,

whichiswhathewanted.Butnowhehastodisturb



herbecauseoftheurgencyofthismatter.

“MaNtusi,doyouknowwhereSqalois?Hesenta

confusingmessagetoBandlaandhe’sworriedthat

hemightharm himselfwhereverheis,”heasks.

“Isawhim packinghisbagsandleaving.Hedidn’t

sayanything,”shesays.

“Andyoudidn’taskanything?”heasks,appalled.

“HehadafightwithMaabouthissexualityandshe

toldhim tochangeorleave.”

“HowdidMafindout?Itoldhim I’dhandleitwhen

thetimeisright.”

“Ididn’tknowitwasasecretManqele.Maoverheard

metalkingtohim aboutit.”

Hisveinsthrobvisibly.Hisforeheadfurrowsintoa

frown.

“Whywouldyoutalktohim aboutit?DidIsaytakeit

outsidethisroom?”heasksfuriously.

Hereyesdropregretfully.

“Andyou’resoakingyourfeetlikenothinghappened,



yetmylittlebrotherisoutthereinthedarkwithhis

bags,”heasks.

“I’m sorry,okay?Ididn’tknowitwasgoingto

escalatelikethis.Ithoughteveryonewasawareof

it,”shesays.

“Damnit,MaNtusi,damnit!”Hebangsthedooron

hiswayoutandrunstothecar.

Nkonzostandsinfrontofhisrondaveldoorand

staresathim.Hedidn’tknowanything.Mawande,

Bandla,ThakasaandPhethyallknewaboutSqalo’s

sexualityandkeptitasecret.It’slikeahugeslapon

hisface-howdidhenotnotice?He’slivedwiththis

boyfor17years.

“There’safriendofhisthatstaysat19inChappies.

Maybeyoucanstartthere,hisnameisMangiXulu,”

hesaystoThakasa.

“Andyou’rejustgoingtostandthereanddonothing

whileyourbloodbrotherismissing?”Thakasaasks.

“No,I’m notjuststandinganddoingnothing.”He



walksbackinsidetherondavelandshutsthedoor

behindhim.

Thakasasighsandgetsinthecaranddrivesoff.

.

.

Ittookhim timetofindtherighthouse.Hehadto

askaround,getmisdirectedandbuyafewcigarettes

beforegettingtherighthouse.

Aladyopensthedoorforhim.Shehasapurseinher

handandmudsofmake-uponherfacelikeshe’s

readytogoclubbingsomewhere.

“YouareSqalo’sbrother?”sheasks,chewingher

gum likeagoatchewinggrassleftoversinthe

morning.

“Yes,haveyouseenhim?Theysayhisfriend,Mangi,

liveshere,”heasks,staringatherdesperately.

“They’reinthediningroom.Isyourfamilyso

backwardthatyoualldon’tunderstand

homosexuality?”

He’srelievedthatSqaloishereandsafe,butit’snot



thiswoman’splacetoquestionhisfamilyandhow

theychoosetohandlethismatter.

“Thanksforkeepinghim,”hesaysandwalkspast

her,makinghiswayinsidethehouse.

Shewasonherwayout,shestrutsoutinher

stilettosandleaves.

Thewholediningroom isfilledwithsmoke.He

chokesatthedoorandtriestonarrowhiseyesin

searchforSqaloamongstbodieslyingonthe

couches.

They’renotsmokingacigaretteortobaccoroll,

they’reinhalingfrom athintubeonthefloor.Fury

ridesthroughhisveinsashespotshim inNike

tracksuits,lyingnexttoabottleofalcohol.

“Thisiswhatyoulefthometodo?”heasks,lifting

him offthecouchwithhisclothes.

Hecan’tevenstandsteadily.Hisheadandvisionare

cloudedbythissmokefillingupthehouse.

Hehastopressthelastbuttonofcontrolinhisveins



andstopshishandfrom smackinghisstupidface.

Hedragshim outofthehouse,allthewaytothecar

parkedonthestreetbelowthegate.

Nowthecloudiswearingoff,he’sslowlybecoming

awareofwho’sgrippinghisclothessoaggressively.

“Bhuti,”hesaysinshockmixedwithfear.

Thakasashoveshim insidethecar,attheback,and

closesthedoor.

“Whyareyoudoingthis?”heasksoncehe’ssettled

onhisseat.

“BhutiIaskedyoutoletthefamilyknowbecauseI

trustedyou.ButinsteadyoutoldSis’MaNtusi,I’m

gaybutI’m notherSomizi.Justlikeyou’restraight

butyou’renotSiyaKolisi.Ihatewhatyoudid!I

thoughtyou’dbebetterthanBandlabutyousoldme

outcheaply.”

Hereleasesasighandstartsthecar.Obviously,

Sqaloisangryandunreasonableatthispoint.Oh,

he’salsohigh.Theycan’thaveanymeaningful

conversation.



“WearegoingtoHlomendlini.Youaregoingtohave

acoldbath,unukainsangu.Thenyou’regoingto

throwupallthealcoholyoudrank.Idon’tneedyou

toaddtomyproblems.Youbeinggayisalreadya

weightonmyshoulders,”hesays.

Sqalodoesn’trespond,heliesdownontheseats

andshutshiseyes.

Thisistheirfather’soldhouse.Bandlalikesithere,

butonlyifhe’scravinglotsofprivacy.Theyhaven’t

donemuchtochangeitbecauseitsoriginalityisa

memoryonitself.Theyhaveanauntwhopopsin

frequentlytocleanup.

HefillsabathtubwithcoldwaterandcallsSqaloin.

“Getinthebathandscrubtheweedoff,”heinstructs.

Reluctantly,Sqalostripshisclothesoff.Thakasais

standingbythedoorandstaringathim.

“Balalanawenomaulalanabo?”heasks.(Youfuck

them ortheyfuckyou)

It’saratheruncomfortablequestionbutthesharp



staretellshim hehasnochoicebuttoanswer.

“Idoboth,”hesays.

DisgustcanopiesThakasa’sfaceandhetearshis

eyesawayfrom hisnakedbody.

“Haveyoueversleptwithagirl?”heasks.

“Yes,twice.First,willinglyandsecond,Bandlaforced

me.”

“And?”Thakasaraiseshiseyebrow.

“Istilllikeboys,”hesays.

Asigh!He’snotoblivioustolife,heknowsabout

‘extra’sexualitiesbuthe’sneverthoughtapersonof

hisbloodwouldeverbeoneof‘those’people.

“Whatdoyouwantmetodo?”heasksinalmost-

whisper.Hisroleastheleaderofthefamilyputshim

inacompromisingposition.MaKhumaloisrightfor

kickinghim outbecauseintheirculture,peopleof

thesamesexcannotmateandbuildafamily.His

fatherwould’vedonethesamething-hecertainly

knowsthis-butbeforehe’sManqelethesenior

brother,he’sThakasa,Sqalo’sbrother.Canhereally



disownhis17yearoldbrotherbecauseofwhohe

decidestohavesexwith?Doesitmakesense?He

sleptwithNomkhosi,herbeingawomanmeans

nothing,hewasn’tsupposedtosleepwithher

becauseitdefiedwhattheManqelesstandfor.But

hediditanywaybecauseitmadehim happy.Sqalo

continuedtoseehim asabrother,hedidn’tsay

‘you’renolongermybrotherbecauseyousleepwith

womenyou’renotmarriedto.’Nowhehastodisown

him becausehe’ssleepingwithpeopleofthesame

sexashim.It’snotlogicallyfair!

Sqalosplashescoldwateroverhisfaceandcringes

asitdrenchesintohisskin.

“Sqalo,whatdoyouwantmetodo?”Thakasa

repeatshisquestion,louderthistime.

“Protectme.Idon’twanttodieforwhatIdowithmy

penis.MaNtusisaidI’llgetkilled.”

Heswallowshard,thisisnotananswerheexpected.

Hethoughthe’dwanttobekeptandacceptedinthe

family.

“Nobodyisgoingtokillyou,”hesayswitha



wrenchingheart.Itdoesn’tmakesensewhyMaNtusi

wouldinstillfearinhim likethis?

“I’m sorry,”hesaystoolowforSqalotohearashe

turnstothedoorandwalksout.

.

.

It’saround8pm whenThakasaparkshiscarinthe

yard.ThebackdooropensandSqaloclimbsout.He

hasallhisbagswithhim.Heheadstohisrondavel

whileThakasagoestothefamilyhouse.

Nothileissweatingandrunningaroundthekitchen

likeaheadlesschicken.

Hiswordscomebacktobitehim.Heletsouta

heavybreathbythedoor,itcompletelyslippedhis

mind.

Hewalksinandholdsherfullwaistasshestirsthe

stewpot.

“Doyouneedhelp?”heasks.

“No,I’m almostdone,”shesays,shrugginghim off.



Heplantstheunwelcomekissonhercheekbefore

headingtotheloungewherethefamilyisgathered

infrontoftheTV.

Bandlaishome?Hefrownsandgoestohischair.

“Didyoufindhim?”Nkonzoasks.

“Yes,he’sputtinghisbagsinhisroom andcoming.”

Mostsighoutinrelief,exceptMaKhumalo.

“Comingwhere?”sheasks.

“Here,tohisfamily.”

“Ishebacktohissenses?”

“Maplease,Ihadalongday.Youhaven’tevenasked

howthemeetingwentwiththeMyezas.”

“I’m notlivingwithamoffieinmyhouse.It’seither

heleavesorIleave,”MaKhumalosays.

Everyoneisshocked.Theyalldidn’tjustaccept

Sqalo,exceptPhethyandNkonzo,buteventually

theyhadtoacceptthattheycan’tchangehis

sexualityortheDNArunninginhisblood.



Sqalowalksintoaroom heavywithrejectionand

animosity.Helooksaround,ateveryone,butnobody

canholdhisstare.

“Ma?”HelooksatMaKhumalowhosefaceisanest

ofdisgustandhatred.

“OnlyoneofuscanstayinthishouseSqalo.It’s

eitheryouleaveorIleave,”shesays,lookingathim

likehe’sapieceofshit.

“MaKhumaloyoucannotleavethehouseyoubuilt

withyourhusband.Thatwouldn’tbefair,”Thakasa

says.

Sqalo’seyesfillwithtears.Heranawaybecausehe

knewthatBandlawasgoingtodosomethingafter

receivinghistext.Butrightnowhedoesn’thavea

plan.Mangi’ssistercantakehim in,butforhowlong?

Hecan’tgotoMpilo’smother’shousebecause

Mpiloisnotreadytocomeoutoftheclosetyet,and

MaMtshaliisn’ttoodifferentfrom MaKhumalo.

Thakasalooksathim,“You’restillyoungtobeon

yourown,MaNtusiandIwillleavewithyousothat

MaKhumalocanlivepeacefullyinherhouse.”



Nothile’smouthdropsopenatthepassage.She

standsmotionlesslyasshedigestherhusband’s

impulsivedecision.

“I’m alsoleaving,”Bandlasayswithnosingle

emotionattached.Him andSqalosharealook.They

don’ttalkasmuchastheyusedto.There’ssomuch

hatebetweenthem,butit’sbuiltonafoundationof

love.

“Wherearewegoingtolivethough?”Nkonzoasks.

He’scomingaswell,towhereverThakasaandSqalo

aregoing.

Phethyisonthefence.Whatwouldlifebewithout

hermother?Thissiblingunitedforceisawesomeas

ithaspouredabucketofsweatoverMaKhumalobut

it’snotthoroughlythought.

Thakasastandsup,Nothileisstaringathim withher

eyespoppedoutoftheirsockets.

“Sqalofetchyourbagsandputthem inmycar.”He

turnstoNkonzoandBandlawhoarestillseated.

“Areyoutwocoming?”



Bandlastandsfirst.MaKhumaloletsoutashrillcry.

“WhatdidIeverdotoyouThakasa?”sheasksin

tears.

“OnethingBabaaskedfrom mewasthatIprotect

mysiblings.HowdoyouexpectmetoprotectSqalo

ifIdon’tlivewithhim?”He’sannoyed,histoneis

unintendedlysharper.

“Soyouaregoingtotakeallmychildren?”sheasks.

Hepullsouthishandsanddisplaysthem onherface.

“Doyouseeanyofyourchildreninmyhands?

Accepttheassortedfruitsofyourwomborwatch

myfather’schildrenscatteraroundtheworldwithno

placetocallahome.”

Nothileshakesherheadandholdshisarm,

“Manqele,thisisnothowyoushouldspeaktoyour

mother.”

“Lethim beMaNtusi.Myvoicedoesn’tmatterinthis

house.Theymuststayanddowhatevertheywant,I

hopemyhusbandiswatchingovermeandseeing

themessheleftmein.”Shestandsupandleaves



furiously.Minuteslaterthere’saloudprayercoming

from herroom.

“Iwillcheckonher,Phethywilldishupforeveryone,”

Nothilesayswithworryandfollowsthepassageto

MaKhumalo’sroom.

Nobodysaysanythingafterwards,theyallsitas

Phethymakesherwaytothekitchen.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER29

BANDLA

Itdidn’ttakelongbeforethevideo-senderrevealed

himself.It’snoneotherthanEfe.Itdoesn’tmake

sensewhyhe’dblackmailhim foraflippin’loan.

Theyneverhadanyproblemswiththeirtransactions,

itwasallbusinessandconfidential.Hedoesn’towe

him anything!

Butrightnowhisreputationishangingonathinline.

They’remeetinginfrontofthehotelpooltohatchit

out.Hespotshim wearingalightbluekaftanand

matchingkufi.He’swithtwoothergentlemen,just

forcontrol.

“Myman,”hesayswithagrin,lookingatBandlaas

hewalksaroundthewoodenbenchestotakeaseat.

“I’m notyourman.Iwantthistobeprivate,”Bandla

says,glancingatthetwomenstandingbesidehim.

Efegivesthem anodandtheystepasidewithout



breathingaword.Theystandnotsofaraway,butfar

enoughforthem tohavetheirprivateconversation.

“Soyouareblackmailingme?”heasksEfewitha

fewlinescreasedonhisforehead.

“I’m justmotivatingyoutodotherightthing,my

friend.MymotherisnotwellbackinNigeria,Ineed

moneyurgentlyforhersurgery.”Surprisingly,he’s

rightinhisownworld,thisisjustasmallfavorthat

heneedsandit’sunfortunatethathehadtopulla

stuntforBandlatotakehim seriously.

“AndifIdon’thelpyouyou’llpublicizethevideo?”

Bandlaasks.

“I’llhavenochoicebuttodoit.”

“Andyou’regoingtomakemoneyfrom thevideo?”

Efechucklesoutindisbelief,“Youwouldn’triskyour

reputationlikethat!”

“Whywouldn’tI?”Bandlaasks,narrowinghiseye.

“BecauseKhanyowon’tthinktwicebeforeshe

leavesyou.Iknowhowsheislike,that’swhyIended

thingsbeforeshecauseddramaandinvolvedmy



wife.”

Now,thisisashock!

“Youendedthings?”heaskswithafrown.

“Webrokeupnotsolongago.”

Withahardswallow,Bandlanodsandexhales

heavily.Nolwaziliedtohim!

“Ineedcash,Icannotgotothebank,”Efesays.

“I’m notgivingyoumoneyEfe.”Hegetsonhisfeet,

readytoleave.ButEfetapshisshoulder.

“Myfriend,you’renotthinkingthiscarefully.Think

aboutyourgirlfriend,yourfamilyandbusiness.I

don’twanttotalkaboutchurch,headlineswillslam

everythingassociatedwithyourreligion.”

“Idon’tcare,”hesays.

“ButI’m sureyourfamilywillcare.”

That’snotfarfrom thetruth.Thakasawilltakeafall

forhismessanddealwiththeconsequencesofhis

actions.That’sdefinitelynotwhatheneedsinthe

midstofSqalo’sissue,shakymarriageandforever



somberlife.Anditwillcertainlypainthischurchbad;

onerottenapplespoilsthewholebarrel.

Efe’sfacebrightensupwithhopeashestands

frozenonhissteps.

“Herbrotheralreadydoesn’ttrustyou,him finding

outaboutthismay…”

Bandlagruntslowly.

“Fine!”Hehissesandturnsbacktohisseat.“ButI

wantthememorystickwiththatvideo,oranything

thatyouillegallyfilmed.You’resupposedtobea

legalcriminal,toatleastgetafewthingsstraight.”

“Howsooncanyouorganizethemoney?”Efeasks,

payingnoattentiontowhathejustsaid,he’sjust

overwhelmedwithjoyandrelief.Hislifeisbeing

threatenedandheneedstogethisfamilybackto

Nigeriaassoonaspossible.

There’sanextracompanythey’rebothnotawareof,

Gugu.She’sstandingbehindthem andlistening

attentivelytotheconversation.

“Let’smeettomorrowafternoon,R300kisalotof



money,”Bandlasays.

EfenoticesGuguandclearshisthroat.

“Sure,takecaremyman.”HisandGugu’seyesare

fixedoneachother.Shedoesn’tsayaworduntil

Bandlaturnshisheadtoherandnearlyfaintswith

shock.

“Gugu,whatareyoudoinghere?”heasks.

Sheslowlyshiftshereyesfrom Efeandlooksathim.

“Weneedtogotothehospital,”shesays.

Fearridesdownhisveins.Hefeelssweatexuding

underhisarmsandhischestpoundingagainsthis

chestlikeadrum.

“Whathappened?”heasks.

“Justcome,”shesaysandthrowsanotherlookat

Efe.

She’snotmuchofatalker,she’sneitherclosetoEfe

norBandla.EvenMandulo,he’sjustamanwho’sa

brothertoherbestfriend.HeropinionsareRands,

thetalkativeGuguemergesonlywhenthere’smoney

involved,orwhenshe’saroundherfriends.



There’snotimeforgoodbyes,notthattheywere

necessaryanyway,Bandlaliftshissuddenly-heavy

bodyandfollowsGugu.ThereisRangeRover

Evoquewithtintedwindowsthat’swaitingforher.

AsBandlarushestotheliftstofetchhisphoneand

carkeysfrom hisroom,shewalkstothecarand

talkstothemanwearingblacktuxedoanddark

shadesbehindthesteeringwheel.Theychatbriefly

beforethecarreversesanddrivesoff,leavingher

behind.

Shepacesaroundthereceptionarea,ignoring

piercingstaresfrom thehotelmanagement

gatheredaroundthefrontdesk.

AfewminutespassbeforeBandlastepsoutofthe

liftandrushestoher.

“Okay,let’sgo,”hesaysoutofbreathandleadsthe

waytotheguestparkingarea.

She’salittleMadam,sheputsherhugesunglasses

onandfastenstheseatbelt.Bandlaissweatingand



anxiousbehindthewheel,Gugu’squietnatureisn’t

helpingeither.He’simpatientlyeagertoknowif

there’sbeenanygoodorworsechangeinKhanyo’s

situation.

“WhatR300kareyougivingEfetomorrow?”she

asksrandomly.

ThequestionchokesBandla;hewasn’tawarethat

shehadlistenedtosomepartsoftheconversation.

“Just…justtothankhim…forsavingKhanyo,”hesays

uneasily.Lyingisn’toneofhisskillsandhehatesit.

“Doyoupersonallyknowhim?”

“Yes….no….”Hereleasesadeepbreathandfixeshis

eyesontheroad.

“Notallhelpisgoodhelp.Ijustfeelsorryfor

whoeverwasinvolvedinstabbingKhanyobecause

SouthAfricaistoosmall.Just9provinces,53

landports,9seaportsand23airportstoexit.”

Bandlaglancesatherwithafrown.He’sneverheard

herspeaksoplucky.Andwhydoesthissoundmore

thanjustathreat?Despiteherlivingandimmersing



herselfinasimilarinsouciantlifestyleasNolwazi

andKhanyo,she’sstillaPrimnessandelegantinher

ownway.

“Dustsettles,Idon’t!”Shepullsherphoneoutofthe

purseandtypesatextlikethekeyboardstaysinher

manicuredfingers.

Bandlakeepshismouthshut.Maybehedoesn’t

knowKhanyo’sfriendsashethoughthedoes.He’s

notoutforblood,whichseemstobethecasewith

Gugu,buthealsowantstheperpetratorspunished,

whetherbyGodorhumanjustice.Buthisprayer

definitelywon’tfallondeafears;itneverdoes.

.

.

KHANYO

I’m stitchedandeverytimeItrytomovemybody

remindsmeofit.I’vebeeninacomafordaysandI

don’trememberhalfofthethingsthattranspired

priortheaccidentorwhateverhappenedthatputme



here.Thepolicehavebeenherewiththeirjournals

andCoke-bellies,butthedoctoraskedthem togive

mesometime.Hekeepscomingandcheckingmy

responsiveness.Judgingbyhowskitterytheyare,

I’m notoneoftheirnormalpatients.Iknowexactly

whoIam despitebeingoutofthecomaforlessthan

twohours.IknowthatIwascomingfrom my

boyfriend’splacebeforeboardingataxionField

Street.It’swhathappenedafterIgotinitthatI

cannotremember.ButI’m KhanyoMayise-Makhanyi

toMandulo,myoneandonlybrother-andIhavetwo

bestfriends.ThedoctorsaidGuguwascalledand

she’sonherway.ManduloandNolwaziareaway,

that’swhathesaidwhenIaskedandhedidn’thave

moreinformationontheirwhereabouts.

I’m feelingdrowsyagain.Itmustbetheinjection

theykeepgivingmeforpainrelief.ButasIlowermy

eyelidsIseeafigurewalkingtowardmybedandmy

eyesflingopen.

TrustGugutowearculottepantsandstilettoswhile

I’m fightingformylifeonadeathbed.



“IfitwasyoudyingI’dbeinragsandcryingmy

eyeballsout,”Isayasshestandsnexttome,

blinkinghereyesrapidly.

“Fuckyou!”shesays,tearsdroppingdown.She

covershermouthandsilenceshersobs.

Icannotgiveherahug,mybodyhurts.ButIreachto

herhandandsqueezeit.Iwasn’tgoingtodie,not

underMaSibiya’swatch!

“They’regoingtopayforthis,”shesays,wipingoff

hertears.

“Babe,I’m alive,that’swhatmatters.Leave

everythingelseinGod’shands,”Isay.

Sheshakesherhead,lookingatthetubeinjectedon

myarm.Idon’tknowwhat’sgracinghermindbutI

don’twanthertodoanythingstupid.

“Nowfillmeup,what’sbeenhappening?Whereis

ManduloandNolwazi?Andmostly,whereis…”I

don’tfinish,thelastpersoninquestioniswalkingin

slowly.

Hiseyesarefixedonme.Lowerliplatchedbetween



histeethandhiseyestryingtolockbackathousand

teardrops.

Hestandsnexttothebed,hishandsaretuckedin

hispockets.Hetearshiseyesoffmeandlooks

outsidethewindow.Hischestbounces;onehand

comesoutofthepocketandtuckshisforehead.

“Gugupleasegiveusamoment,”Isay,tryingnotto

breakdownattheweaksightinfrontofme.

She’snotsurewhat’shappening,butbecauseshe’s

GuguandnotNolwazi,sheleaveswithnoquestions

asked.

NowIdon’tknowwhattosaytohim.Whatdoone

saytoacryingmanthat’slookingoutsidethe

window?

“I’m sorryIscaredyou,”Isay.Itonlymakessenseto

apologizewhentheotherpersoniscrying.

HeliftshisT-shirttohisfaceandwipesit.Stillnot

lookingatmydirection.

“You’llneverrideataxi,everagain,”hesaysand



sniffsbacktearsthreateningtoruinedhisnowdry

face.“I’llneverletanyonehurtyouagain.”

HeturnsaroundandIrealizehowworn-outhe

actuallylooks.It’slikehe’sbeendeprivedofsleep

andfoodforweeks.

“I’m happytoseeyou,”Isay,hopingtobringasmile,

oraghostofit,onhisface.

Buthe’snotdonecrying.

“HowwasIsupposedtolivewithoutyou?”He

squeezesmyhandandburieshisfaceonit.A

waterfallbreaksbehindmyeyes.

“You’renotlivingwithoutme.Notnow,notever,

pleasetrustme.”

Throughpain,Ipullhisfaceupandforcehim tolook

atme.Wearebothcrying.

“Itwasn’tyourfault,oranyone’s,Iwasabullina

ChinashopandInearlypaidwithmylife.Justlike

everyone,Ihaveapurposetofulfill,Godhasgiven

measecondchanceandIwon’ttakeitforgranted.”

“Ithoughtyouwouldn’tmakeit.Iwassoscared.I



don’tthinkI’veeverbeenthisscaredinmylife.From

nowon,Ipromisetoprotectyou,toguideyouandto

putyoursafetyaboveeverythingelse.”

Ican’thelpthesmilecrackingoffmymessyface.

He’stheone,Iknowthiswithcertainty.Ihavea

secondchancetoliveandrewritemywrongs,Ipray

nottomakeamessoutofit.

Thenheasksthequestioneverybodyisasking.

“WhathappenedwhenyougotinthetaxiKhanyo?”

“Idon’tknow,”Ishrugmyshoulders.

It’sstrangethatI’dforgetthemostimportantpartof

thecasewhereasIremembereverythingthat

happenedbeforethathourvividly.

.

.

NKONZO

Sqaloishome,allofthem are,exceptBandla.But

thingsaren’tthesamebetweenMaKhumalo,



ThakasaandSqalo.HisconsolationisthatSqalois

finishingschoolsoonandmovingoutforvarsity.

Otherwiseitwouldn’tbehealthyforhim toliveina

homethatlacksloveandcommunicationlikethis.

He’sstilldigestingeventsthattookplacethatday;

Sqalobravelystoolupforhimself,nothingand

nobodystoodonhisway.He’swhoheisandhe

loveswhoheloves,andthat’sthat!

Hethinkstohimself;maybeheoweshimselfthat

chanceaswell.Buthe’sneverimaginedhimself

lovingbeyondthetemple.He’dneverhaveahouse

that’sreligiouslydivided.Thequestionis;would

Temabeinterestedinjoininghischurch?Hehasn’t

seenanybodyelse,hishearthasonlybeencaptured

byher.

Aknockdisturbshistrainofthoughts.It’sPhethy

carryingapillowandpacketofcrisps.Heshiftsin

bedandcreatesspaceforherbecauseheknows

thatshe’llbehereforhours.

“PleaseturnonyourWi-Fihotspot,”shesays,



climbinginbedandswipingthescreenofherphone

tolife.

“Thishasnothingtodowithschoolwork,”Nkonzo

says,pullinghisphoneoutandgruntingwith

annoyance.

“It’sschoolwork,I’m doingaresearch,”shesays

withaneyeroll.

“Oh,youlogonFacebookforyourresearch?School

mustbecool!”

Shegigglesandliesonherbackwithherkneesup.

Heletsherbebecauseatthispointeveryoneistired

ofcallingheroutaboutukumisaamadoloasagirl.

“DoyourememberthatyousaidanytimeIneedto

talk,Imustcometoyou?”

“Yes,Iremember.”Hefrownsslightlyandturnshis

eyestoher.

“Idon’tliketalkingtoSis’MaNtusibecauseshe’s

Ma’sbestpillowfriend,”shesays.

Nowhe’swonderingabouttheseriousnessofthis

talk.It’seasywhenhetalkstothebrothersand



Mawandebecauseshe’sanadult.Ateenagegirl?!

Heclearshisthroat,“Well,youcantalktome.”

“Youwon’tbejudgmental?”

Ofcourse,he’llbejudgmental!

“No,”heshakeshishead.

Shereleasesashortbreathofreliefandsitsup,

huggingthepillowonherchest.

“Isitpossibletolosevirginitythroughfingering?”

Chesttightens!No,no,no!

Thisnothappening,whothefuckisfingeringhis

sister?

Hiseyesaregoingtopopout.

“Phethydidyou..…”

“Theanswerisyesorno?Yousaidyouwon’tbe

judgmental.”

Hesaidthat???

Deepbreath!

“No,”hesayswithahardswallow.



“Great!Soitdoesn’tshow?”

“Duringvirginitytesting?Idon’tknow,butIhighly

doubtit.”Hehadabottleofwateraround,he

searchesforitandgulpsdownahugesip.“Butit

doesn’tmeanit’sokay,”hesays.

“Why?”sheasks,frowning.

Whyisitnotokaybytheway?

“Ummm,becausedirthidesinthenailsandcarry

germs.The…the…the…”Howtosayvaginatoyour

littlesisterandnotlooklikeafreak?

“Thekitty-catissensitive.Youcan’tallowpeople’s

fingersinthere,wombcancerisn’tamyth.”

Didhejustsayfingeringcauseswombcancer?Well,

hedidandshe’sscaredAF.

“Wedidn’tlearnaboutthatinLifeSciences,”she

says,squashingthepillowlikeithadanythingtodo

withhergettingfingered.

“Noteverythingisintheschoolcurriculum.Youhave

parentstoteachyousomeofthethings.”

“MaKhumalocannotteachmeanything,she’dkick



mybuttrightaway.”

Theybothlaughbutit’snotfunny.Childrenshould

beabletackleanytopicwiththeirparentswithout

anyfearorshame.Butwiththeirmotherit’sa

differentstory.Nothilewassupposedtostepin

Mawande’sshoesasabigsister,butthatonecan’t

keepanythingfrom MaKhumalo.

“Canaguyfeelitifyou’vebeeninacertainposition

withaboybefore,evenifitdidn’tinclude

penetration?”sheasks.

Honestly,noblackbrotherdeservestogothrough

this!

Hisheadisscreaming‘YES’buthehastobehonest

onthisone.

“No,”hesays.

“Andiftherewaspenetration?”

Hegivesheralook,“WearenotstupidPhethy.Of

courseit’seasytotell.”

Nowhe’scurious.Isshesexuallyactiveorjust

gatheringinformationforfuturereferences.



“CanItellifaguyhasdoneitbeforeasagirl?”she

asks.

Hecan’thelp,butlaughatthisone.

“I’veneverbeenagirlbefore,soIdon’tknow.”

“Mhhh.”

Heclearshisthroat,“CanIaskaquestionaswell?”

“IknowwhatyouwanttoaskandtheanswerisnoI

don’thaveaboyfriend.”

Nowhe’sconfused.

“Thenhowdid…?”

“MnqobiandIarejustfriends.”

Moreconfusing!

“Youleta‘friend’touchyou?”heasks.

“Curiosity,”sheshrugshershoulders.

“Ofwhat?Whatareyouinarushtoknow.”

“Squirting.”

OhShembe!Thesechildrenneedtogrowunderthe

ground,isolatedfrom oneanotherbecause,wow.



Hesighoutheavily.

“Ihaveafemalefriend.”No,they’renotfriends,

she’sThakasa’sPAwhom hehasahugecrushon.

“I’llaskifshecantalktoyou,girltogirl.Idon’twant

tohavethisconversationanymore.”

“Atleastbothofushavefriendsofoppositesex.

Whereareyougoingtohookusup?CanIproposea

restaurant?”

“No!!!”Hestillneedstothinkofhowhe’sgoingto

approachTema.They’renotfriends,shetakeshim

asheremployerandnothingelse.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER30

NKONZO

Hecan’tseem tofindtherightwaytostrikea

conversationwithher.Thakasahasleftforhislate

lunchwithMrJonesafterwrappinguphislast

meetingoftheday.

She’sonthelaptop,monitoringatonsofemailsand

respondingwherenecessary.It’sjustanhourbefore

sheknocksoff.There’snotmuchshe’slooking

forwardtoexceptsoakingherbodyinawarm bath

inherthree-bedroom houseinWhiteCityandfixinga

heartymealforone.Divorcevilleisn’thardasshe

hadthought,atleastnowthatThulahasmovedout

ofherway.Shehasn’theardfrom him inoversix

months,allthankstoThakasaforhisintervention.

Funnily,Thulaistheonewhobroketheirmarriage

andafewofherribs.Hedidn’tactlikeahusbandor

someonewhostillwantedhismarriage,notto

mentionextrapartnersheopenlyhadwhilemarried



toTema,buthellbrokelooseassoonasherealized

thatshewasreallydivorcinghim andstartingover

withouthim orhisfinancialhelp.

Havingtheofficejusttoherself,she’stakenoffthe

highheelsandslidinflip-flopsthatarealwaysinher

caronstandby.Sheunbuttonsherpeplum shirtfrom

thetop,exposinghalfofherchestandlaysbackon

thechairrelaxed.Afewstraysofherhairhavefallen

overherforeheadbutshe’stooengrossedonthe

screentopayattentiontohair.

“CanIcomein?”thevoicecomesfrom thedoorand

jitterscrackhernerves.

It’sNkonzo.

“Sir,”shesays,pushingbackthechairandalmost

trippingonhertoes.

“Areyoubusy?”heasks,makinghiswayinand

standinginfrontofherdesk.

“Kindof.CanIhelp?”

“No,it’sfine.I’llseewhatItellher.”Hepopshis



fingersandturnsaroundtoleaveuneasily.

What’snew?He’sneverbeenabletoholdany

meaningfulconversationthat’snotworkrelatedwith

her.He’salwaysmanagedtomakeafooloutof

himselfeverytimehegotaroundher,nevertheless,

heneverstaysaway.

“Icanhelp,”shesayshesitantly.

Hestopsandturnsaroundwithreliefonhisface.

“Whatdoyouneed?”sheasks.

Hebiteshislowerlip,suppressingagrinshecan’t

putadefinitionto,andstepsclosertoputhispalms

flatonthedesk.

“Idon’tknowwheretostart,”hesayswithachuckle.

Hernervessettle.Shethoughtitwasserious,but

seeinghowrelaxedheisnowputsheratease.

“From thebeginning,”shesays.

“MysisterneedssomeonetotalktoandItoldherI’d

alwaysbetheretolisten.Butthethingsshewantsto

knowareabovemeasamanwho’sabrotherto

her.”



She’sconfusedbutshenodsasifshe’sfollowing

andunderstandingeverydetail.

“SoItoldherI’llaskmyfriendtohavethetalkwith

her,girltogirl,becausethere’snowomanshe’s

currentlycomfortablewithinthefamily,”hesays.

Oh,nowshegetsit.Sextalk!

“Idon’tseeanythingwrongwiththat.Askyourfriend

totalktoher,”shesays.

Silence….

Okay,maybeshe’snotbeinghelpful.

“Arrangealittleteapartyoragoodmovieforthem

andletthem talk,”shesuggests.

Hepopshisfingersandbiteshislip;dimplesdenting

hislight-huedcheeks.

“Thefrienddoesn’tknowthatI’m herfriend,”hesays.

Itcan’tgetanyweirderthanthis!

“Oh,okay,”shesays,stiflingbackherlaugh.It

doesn’tmakeanysense,buthe’sheremployerso

shehastoactlikehe’snotstupid.



“Ilied,”hesays,shrugginghisshoulderslikeit’s

understandableandnormal.

“MaybeIcantalktoher,ifsheneedsasisterly

advice,”shesays.

“Youcandothat?”He’sabouttopickthisshortgirl

andthrowherupandcatchher!

“Ifyouandherareokaywithit,”shesays.

Hereleasesasighofrelief.

“Thankyou,Shawty.Iwasn’tsureyouweregoingto

agree,Idon’twanthertolearnfrom thestreets.”

“Shawty?”sheaskswithaslightfrown.

Sopeoplearenamedaftertheirheightsnow?

He’dgivehimselfahugementalslaprightnow.He

shouldn’thavesaidthatloud.

Hescratchesthesideofhisfaceandgrins.

“I’m sorry,I’m justnotfamiliarwithyourname.What

doesitmeananyway?”

“IwasborninTema,Ghana.”



“IwasbornhereinMandeni,doesitmeanmyname

shouldbeMandeniaswell?”

Really?Thisneedsaneyeroll.

“I’m joking!Youshouldtakemethere,toyourbirth

place,oneday.I’vebeentoCapeCoastandAccra.”

“Iwasonlythereforthefirsttwoyearsofmylife,

thenmyfathercamebacktoSouthAfrica.It’snot

likeI’m aGhanaian,Ijusthavethenameofthecity,”

shesays.

“Yeah,butwecanstillvisit.”

She’dlovetobutit’shighlyimpossibleatthe

moment.There’ssomuchshestillneedstodoand

achievebeforetravellingcountries.

“Maybe,”shesaysjusttoputanendtothetopic.

Hestaresatherandgetscaught.Buthecontinues

withnostanceofshame.

Sheclearsherthroatuncomfortably.

“Sowhattimeisshecomingover?”sheasks.

Hefrowns.



“Yoursister,”shesays.

Oh,damn!HepullshimselftogetherandcallsPhethy.

Shawtyiswillingtohostthetalkinherhouse,which

isn’tfarawayfrom theirhome,allheneedstodois

organizesnacksforthem.

Can’thebeapartofthisthough?He’lljustsitand

watchthem-orher-from adistanceandnotdisturb.

“You’restaringatme.Iseverythingokay?”sheasks,

shiftinguncomfortablyonherseat.

“DoyoumindifIpickyouup?”heasks.He’salways

foughtagainsttheurgetopickherupandswingher

aroundwhentheybumpintoeachother.

Shefrowns,“Pickmeup?”

“Standup,”hesays.

Nowshegetsit.Hekeepsinsultingherheightbut

shefindsitfunnybecauseshe’salwaysbeen

temptedtopullhim andhisbrothersbybeardsas

well.

“Don’tyoudare,I’llscream,”shesays,laughing.

“Howdoyouscream?”



No,sheshouldn’tbethinkingthissodeeply.He

meansscream,asintheliteralscreaming.Notany

otherkindofscreaming.

“Ummm letmewrapup,sothatIcancleanbefore

yoursisterarrives,”shesaysawkwardly.Allofa

suddenshe’sblanketedbyshynessandfailingto

lookathim intheeyes.

“Whataboutme?MustIcomeaswell?”heasks.

“Nooo!”Herresponseisquickandbreathily.

“Iwon’tmakeyouscream,”hesays.

Herfacepalesoutandmouthdropsopen.

“Bypickingyouup,Imean,”hesays.

Fuck,sheneedstostopputtingherthoughtsinto

nonsense.ThisisNkonzoManqele,ofcoursehe

wouldn’tseeherlikethat.She’sdivorced,shortwith

plumpcheeksandnofirm religiousgrounds.

.

.

MAWANDE



She’sawidow.Thetagisattachedandwherevershe

goesit’llbeevidentforanyonetoseeandpityher.

Wakingupinthemorning,takingabathandgetting

inherblackattirewillbeherroutineforayear.This

timeclothesdon’tjustcoverhernudityorkeepher

warm,they’reaconstantreminderofherstatus–

she’sawidow.

She’sstrong,orshe’stryingtobe,butsometimesit’s

hardtosleep.Shehastodismissthoughtsand

expectationsofseeingherhusbandwalkingthrough

thedoorandsayingitwasalljustajoke.Hermother

-in-lawandNyezi’saunthavetemporarilymovedin

withher.Theyhaven’ttoldheraboutHalalisaniyet,

buthecomeseverydaytogreetandaskherifshe

needsanyhelparoundtheyard.

Therearemanyrulessetforherasawidow.She’s

currentlysurroundedbyadarkcloudandcannot

associatesherselfwiththepublicbecauseshehas

badlucks.Shecannotgotootherpeople’shouses;

shecannotcomehomeaftersunset;shecannot

attendceremonies.



Bhambathawalksinwearingblackjoggersanda

hoodiepulledoverhisface.Hismotheronlytakesa

singleglanceathim andherfaceclosesup.This

kindofdresscodeisnotallowedattheMyezas.He

looksexactlylikeacriminalthatheis.

HeputsaWoolworthbagonthecounterandlooks

atMawandesittingonthechairquietly.

“It’sascarfyou’regoingtousetomournsincewe

mournbetterwithclothingandnotbyheart.”He

takesasharpglanceathismotherandpicksbanana

from afruitbowl.

“ThanksforseeingusBhambatha.Wearewell,

hopefullyyouarewelltoo.Thanksforthescarfbut

KaManqelewilldressinthemourningattireofour

culture,”hismothersays,tryingherbesttoremain

calm andcomposed.

“Howwillitemotionallyhelphertodressupinfull

blackattire?”

Hequestionseverythinginlife,exceptcrime

becauseitbenefitshim.



“Nobodyneedsyouropinionhere,gobackwherever

youcomefrom,”hismothersays.

“Sisi,Iwantustogosomewhere.You’llmournby

heartandliveyourlife,that’swhatmybrother

would’vewanted,”hesays.

Mawande’seyeswiden.Shelooksathermother-in-

lawwho’ssecondsawayfrom exploding,andback

toherbrother-in-lawwhodoesn’tlooklikehe’sgoing

totakeanoforananswer.

“Goandchangeintosomethingcomfortable,”he

instructs.

“Bhambathadon’tcomeanddisrespectmyson’s

memorylikethis!Idon’tevenknowwhymysonwas

theonewhohadtodie.”

“ItshouldprovethatGodisn’tyourbestfriend,”he

saysandlooksatMawande.“Sisi,pleasehurry.”

“ButMawon’tappreciate….”

“ThisMapromisedyourbrothertotakecareofyou

andmakesurethatyou’reemotionallyokay.Being

confinedinthishouseanddressedlikeSatan’s



agentwon’thelpyouwithanything,insteadit’llkill

yoursoul.”

Sheshouldn’tbetrustingthisguybutshe

desperatelyneedtogooutandbreatheagain.

“Ma,canIgo?”sheasks,politelylookingatMrs

Myeza.

“Ithasn’tbeenamonthsinceNyezipassedon!”

“Butyou’vealreadyarrangedforHalalisanitomove

inwithher,”Bhambatha.

MawandefrownsandlooksatMrsMyeza.Halalisani

outofallpeople?Andwhosaidsheneedsa

substituteforherhusband?

“Ma?”shequestionswithhereyebrowraised.

“Makotiwewilldiscussthatwithyouwhenthetime

isright.”

“Therewillbenorighttime,Idon’twantHalalisani

anywherenearme.”

“ButyouhavetobearchildrenfortheMyezassince

youfailedtodosowhileNyeziwasstillalive.”



Shocktransformsherface.It’stoolateforMrs

Myezatotakebackherwords.

.

.

Shehasablackscarfwrappedaroundherheadand

wearingapoloneckanddropped-waistskirt.She’s

mourning,she’sstillawidow,butshe’snotcarrying

itwithher.Shelooksnormal,likeanyotherwomen

onthestreetsandnobodycanattachanylabelson

her.

ButshehastogetinsideablackAudiS6withaman

she’sseenlessthantentimesandnotfamiliarwith.

Andshedoesn’tevenknowwhereshe’sbeingtaken

to.

“You’reokay?”heasks,emptyingtwopiecesof

mintygum onhispalm andthrowsthem inhis

mouth.

“Wherearewegoing?”sheasks.

“Youlikevolleyball,right?There’sagroupofgirls

thattrainweeklyaroundTugelaBeach,”hesays.



SheLIKEDvolleyballbeforebecomingawife.But

whatdidsheexpectfrom him?AtriptoMugg&

Beanforbreakfast?He’snotNyezi,heonlyknows

aboutherwhat….wait,howdoesheknowher?

“Isawyoursportexcellencecertificatefrom high

school,”hesays,puttinganendtohersilent

questions.

“Ihaven’tplayedinovertwoyears,I’m notevensure

Istilllikeit,”shesays.

“Well,you’llfindouttoday.”

It’snotappropriate.Shecan’tbejumpingwithballs

beforeNyezievenrotsinhisgrave.

Thecardrivesoffbeforeshecanloudlychangeher

mind.ShehastimetostudythebrotherNyeziused

totalkabout,buthalfofhisfaceishiddenina

hoodie.

He’snotsayinganything,neitherisshe,theydrive

silently.Thakasawouldfaintifhefoundoutthat

she’sbeendrivenbythe‘criminal’.Thismanhasthe

baddestrecordinthewholeMangethe,and

surprisingly,hedoesn’tgivearatassaboutit.He’s



notdoinganythingtorebuildhisreputation,instead

he’sfurtherlydestroyingit.

Onethingshedidn’tthinkofwashowdifferentshe’d

lookfrom othergirls.Asthecarparksoutsidethe

fencedsportfield,sheseesthem intheirlonglegs

anddisplayedflattummieswarmingaround.

She’swearingaflippin’dropped-waistskirtanda

scarf.Intwoyearsshe’sgainedmorekilosthanthe

fingersofherhands,she’lldefinitelylooklikeanaunt

whocametocheeronhernieceamongstthesefit,

modelsizedgirls.

“Wearehere,”hesays,lookingatherassherubsher

armsnervously.

“BhambathathisisnotsomethingIwanttodo.I

looknothinglikethesegirlsandIcan’teven

rememberhowvolleyballwasplayed,”shesays.

“You’reheretorememberanddecideifyoustilllike

itornot.Ifyoudon’tlikeityou’llfindsomethingelse

thatyou’lllike.Butonethingyou’renotherefor,isto

looklikeothergirls.Areyouthem?”heasks.



Adeepsigh!

Sheshould’velistenedtoMrsMyeza.She’sawidow

andsheshouldbestayinginthehouseandcrying

overherhusbandnonstop.

Thegamehasalreadystarted,eventhoughteam

membersarestillmissingonbothsides.Withthe

advantageofhisheight,Bhambathacatchestheball

andstandsbythedividingnetandbouncesitonthe

courtfloorafewtimes.

Thenhelooksatthegirls.

“Ibroughtanewmember,MawandeMyeza.Who’sin

chargehere?”

Onegirlstepsforwardwithherhandraised.

“Pleasebriefherontherules,termsandlingos,and

positions.Shehasn’tplayedinalongtime.”

Thegirllooksatherandsmiles.She’stall,slim and

beautifulwithherlongdreadlocks.

“HeyWande,comecloser.”Herwarm smileputsher

ateaseandshestepscloser.



HereyeslockwithBhambatha’sshortlybeforehe

leavesthecourtandgoestoleanbyhiscarwitha

burningcigarettebetweenhisfingers.

“Mygosh,isthatyourhusband?”sheasksassoon

asthedistancebetweenthem andhim issafely.Her

nameisPearl.

“No,brother-in-law,”shesaysawkwardly.

“Ishegoingtowatchusthroughoutthegame?”

Hemight.WhoknowswhatgoesinBhambatha’s

head?

“No,Idon’tthinkso,”shesays.

ReliefwashesoverPearl’sface.It’stooearlytosay

this,butthisoneisabouttobecomehernewfriend.

Thewelcomeshe’sgettingiswarm,orisitbecause

there’samaninblackjoggersandhoodiewatching

them likeahawk?



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER31

TEMA

Phethywantstoknowtoomuchforherage,atfirst

itwasuncomfortabletacklingsexualtopicswitha

teenagegirl,butshehadtostepoutofa27-year-old

TemaandkeepherpromisestoNkonzo.Shehasn’t

doneanythingstupidyet,butatthisrateofcuriosity

she’llbegivingupthecherryassoonasshegetsto

university.

NkonzoisfifteenminuteslatebutPhethydoesn’t

seem tocare.She’swrappedinafleeceblanketon

thecouchandwatchingChannelOonmaximum

volume.Onanynormalday,Temawould’vebeen

pissedandcravingforherpersonalspacebynow.

Theclockisjustafewticksawayfrom 7pm.But

she’shadagreattimetoo;forachangeshe’s

flouncingaroundthekitcheninahalterneckdress,

withherhairtiedinahighpuffandwearingonlyped

sockstoescapebitterlycoldtiles.



Footstepsapproachasshesashaysfrom the

cupboardtoaboilingkettle.

“Babe,teaorcoffee?”sheaskswithherbackturned.

“Teababe,”Nkonzosaysfrom thedoor.

Sheturnsherheadwithhereyeswidenedandnearly

droponthefloor.Shejustcalledheremployer‘babe’,

whodoesthat?

“I’m sorry,IthoughtitwasPhethy,”shesays,

blanketedinshame.

Helooksatherwithfascination,foralong,

uncomfortableminute.

“Stilltea,”hesayswiththatgrinshenever

understands.

“Inasec!”shesays,shiftinghereyesawaytobreak

theawkwardness.Butnowshehastogetatea-bag

containerfrom thelasttopshelveofthecupboard.It

sitstherebecauseshe’sacoffee-girlandhardlyever

resortstoFiveRoses.

Whyishenotgoingtothesittingroom towatch



nakedmusicianswithhissister?

She’sstandinginfrontofthecupboardand

contemplatingwhethertojumpandgetthe

containerorwaituntilheleavesthenstandontopof

thechair.

“Doyouneedhelp?”heasks.

Helikesthis,doesn’the?Ahelplesswomanthat’sa

sizeofabite.

“Yes,”shesayswithalowsighandstepsasidefor

him,theheight-giftedone,todoamiracle.

Asshestands,she’smentallysketchingouthernext

move.Withapairofgooglyeyesfollowingher,she’d

havetogetanothercupforPhethyandmaybeadd

someoatmealraisincookies.

Likeaboltfrom theblue,herbackarchesagainst

strongarmsastheyliftherup,withnowarningor

whatsoever.Herbackisagainsthischest,hisarms

aresafelywrappedaroundherbodyandliftingher

highenoughtoreachthetopofthecupboard.

She’dliketoletoutascream-whowantstobe



randomlypickedup?Butthenagain,he’shelpedher

getthecontainer.

Nowherfeethavetouchedtheflooragainbuthis

armsarestillwrappedaroundher.

“That’senoughnow,thankyou,”shegroansinalow

voice.

Insteadoflettinggo,hetuckshisheadoverher

shoulders;softlymassagingherbareskinwithhis

beard.

“Ngisacelaukushela,”hesaysjokinglywithabrief

chuckle.(CanIaskyouout)

Asecondortwopasseswithhermouthhanging

open,thensheinhalesanenormousbreathand

untanglesherselffrom hisembrace.

Sheturnsherheadandtheireyeslock.Hisface

looksseriousthanhowhisvoicehadsounded.

“Stopplayingwithme,”-isallshecouldthinkof.

Thisgottobeagame.Heroutofallpeople!



“I’vewaitedayear,tryingtosketchoutabetter

approach.Bengifunaamagamaazofikaefananoju

ezindlebenizakhongobabengisaba.Namanje

nginovalo,ngiyakusabaukuphoxeka.”(Iwanted

betterwordsthatwould’vesoundedsweeterinyour

earsbecauseIwasscared.Istillam,I’m scaredof

disappointments)

Helooksdeadserious,theglitterofmischiefthat’s

alwaysinhiseyesisdimmedbystrangereluctance

andfear.

Wordsarestuckbelowherthroat.Noteveninher

wildestdreamshassheeverthoughtNkonzowould

hitonher.Notjustinanymanner,butsoseriousand

humble.He’sthetypethatjokesalmostabout

everything.

“NkonzoI...I…Idon’t…”Hereachestoherarm and

picksherfreehand.Whetherit’shernervesthatare

scatteredallovertheplaceorhishandreallyhas

electricwiresveiningthroughit,thesecondhishand

comesincontactwithhersshefeelselectric

shocked.



“JusthearoutwhatIhavetosay.Iwon’tbelong,I

promise.”Histhumbcaresseshertwofingersand

sheholdsbackagasp.

Hervoicecomesthroughandcarriesthequestion

husky,butaudibleenough;“WhyNkonzo?”

“Idon’tunderstandwhatyoumean,”hesays,

squintinghiseyesandtighteninghisgriponher

hand.

“I’m askingwhyyou’reaskingmeout.”

“I’llexplainifyougivemeachance,justonedate.”

“AndifIdon’t?”Shecocksuphereyebrow,suddenly

feelingincontrolandbossy.

“Inhliziyoyamiiyohlalaibalisakodwangekephela

ngenzelutho.”(Thegapwillalwaysbethereinmy

heartbutthere’dbenothingIcando)

“Ifeelemotionallycornered,”shesayswithalow

sigh.

“That’snotmyintention,Tinkerbell.”Hislipsstretch

intoathinsmile.

“Oh,todayI’m Tinkerbell?”sheasks,throwingher



headbackwardsandtearinghereyesoffhim fora

moment.Teaneedstobemade!

“I’llcallyouallthesenamesuntilyoupermitmeto

callyou‘babe’.”

Hotairfanshercheeks,hegrinswiderashestares

downatherblushingandstrugglingtocontrolthe

rhythm ofherbreaths.

“Hellofriends,canIcomeinandthrowthisinthe

bin?”Phethyasksatthedoor,liftingtheempty

packetofchipsshe’sbeenmunchingon.

They’dforgottenabouttheextracompanyleftatthe

sittingroom.

Handslinked,withonlyaninchofspacebetween

theirbodies!Thisisdefinitelygivingadifferent

picture.Tema’sattemptofsteppingawayfrom

Nkonzodoesn’thaveadesiredoutcome.

“Ithoughtyouguyswerefriends,”Phethysays,

makingherwayinwithacheekysmileplasteredon

herface.

“Wearefriends?”TemalooksatNkonzowithher



eyebrowraised.

HechucklesandglancesatPhethywho’swatching

them likeahawk.

“Tomorrowafterwork?”heasks,turninghiseyesto

her.

“What’shappeningtomorrowafterwork?”shefeigns

ignorancebutunfortunatelyforher,itdoesn’twork

inherfavor.

“Uzovumangishele,”hesays,oblivioustoPhethy’s

presence,withhiseyesfixedonher.(You’llallowme

tocourtyou)

Infrontofhis17yearoldsister!Sheswallows

nothingnessandturnstotwocupssetonthe

counter.

“Howmanyspoonsofsugarbabe?”sheasks,

directingtoPhethy.Thisishowshecallsallgirlsshe

knows,babe.

“Oneandhalf,”Nkonzosays.

Heknewshe’dturnhereyesandwidelylookathim.

Hewaitswithamockinggrinonhisface.



“IwasaskingPhethy.”

“Still,oneandhalf.”

This…!

ShesighsandlooksatPhethy.

“Howmanyspoonsofsugar?”

“Twofullspoons,”PhethysaysandlooksatNkonzo,

“Arewesleepingover?”

“No,MaKhumalowouldthrowatantrum,”Nkonzo.

Phethy’sfacefallswithdisappointment.Shelikesit

here.SheownstheTVremote,askforwhatevershe

wantsandwatchhalfnakedmusiciansthather

motherneverallowstobeplayedinherhouse.And

Temaiscool,she’shappytofinallyhavean

understandingsister-in-laworbrother’sbestieor

whatevertheyare.It’slikehavinganoldersister,

whereasNothileislikeasecondmother.

“Aren’tyoutoooldfor‘umamauzothetha’?”Tema

asks,unintentionallyloud.

“NotunderMaKhumalo’sroof.ThereI’llalwaysbea

child.”He’snotoffended,notinaslightestway.



“ItwillbelikethatuntilIfindloveandgetmarried,”

hesays,droppinghiseyestoherlefthand.

Itcould’vebeenacoincidence.Infact,itwasher

owneyesplayingtricksonher.Nkonzoprobably

wantstosmashandpass.He’samanafterall.

Marriageisnotaplaceshewishestogobackto.

Neveragain!

.

.

BANDLA

Hepaid-that’showhesawit-andtookthememory

stickcontaininghisfirstpornvideo.Hewenttosee

Khanyolateronthedayandeverythingwasnormal.

She’srecoveringwell,Mandulothinksit’sbecauseof

theceremonyhedidbackhomeandthedoctors

thinkit’stheirmagichands.Whicheveritis,Bandlais

justhappytoseetheloveofhislifebacktolife.He’s

beenthinkingofaskingNolwazitohelparrangea

little‘lifecelebrating’partyforwhenshecomesout



ofthehospital.Healsoneedstofindawayto

balancehislifebetweenMandeniandDurban.

Maybegettingahousethisside;itwouldmake

thingsaloteasierthanthishotellife.

Hisphonerings,startlinghim andbreakingoffhis

trainofthoughts.

“Myman,”

Damn!Whatdoesthisonewantsnow?

“YesEfe,”hesayswithzeroenthusiasm.

“Thingsarebad!I’m sorrytodothisbutyou’rethe

onlypersonIknowandtrustrightnow.Someone

tookmydaughterandleftanotethatthey’llbeher

newnanny.”

Isn’tthatfantastic?Itshouldgivehim andhiswife

someprivacy.

“Howisthatanyofmybusiness?”Bandlaasks.

“Ineedquickcash,mydaughter’slifeisindanger.”

Really?Maybethismanthinkshe’stheBillGateof

Africa.



“IgaveyouR300kyesterday!”

“Itwasformymother’ssurgery.”

“Idon’tcare,Efe.I’m notyourfriendanddefinitely

notyourfather.Yourproblemsareyours,notmine.”

“Please,Idon’twanttoembarrassyouandpostthis

disgracefulvideo.”

Hefrowns,“Whatvideonow?”

“OnomoHotelthree-some,”Efesays.

“Yougavemethememory…”Itclicksandhelowly

cursesout.He’sstupid,sosostupid!Fuckhim,fuck

Nigeria,fuckP-square,fuckJollofrice,fuckPidgin

Englishandfuckchannel152.

“Youaregoingtoblackmailmemywholelifeandlie

tome?Youknowwhat,gotohellanddinewith

Satan.You’renotgettinganymoneyfrom me.”

“Thinkaboutthiscarefully.”Yeah,hisreputationisat

riskblablabla!

Heshould’vebetterthantotrustthisshitbag,Efe.

“Dowhateveryoulike.I’m notgivingyouanything,”



hesayssternly.

“Mymanthink….”

Heendsthecallandreleasesalongheld,heavy

breath.

MTHONGA,IMESSEDUP!

.

.

THAKASA

Hismotherhasbeenquestioninghisleadership.

Thismorningshegotacallfrom theMyezas

complainingaboutMawande’sbehavior.Apparently,

Bhambathaisstillaroundandbadlyinfluencing

Mawandeandmessinguphermourningjourney.It’s

saidthat“Mawandeisbackonactinglikeachild,

jumpinginthestreetswithcommongirlsand

breakinghermourningrules.”Thakasahadtocall

hertoconfirm ifitwasalltrue



Indeed,itwasalltrue.Butnotbadashermother-in-

lawhadmadeitsound.Bhambathafounda

volleyballteam intheareaandtookhertheretojoin.

Mawandewasalwaysactiveinsportgrowingupand

volleyballwasoneofherfavorite.

Shedidn’tsoundlikeMawande,thewidow,overthe

phone.Shetalkedaboutalotofthings,ratherthan

herhusband’sdeath:There’sagoodfriendPearl,

ThandithebadplayerthatbullieseveryoneandSma

whoalwayscostsherteam thematch.‘Jumpingin

thestreets’astheycallithashelpedherchannelher

emotionsintopositivity.Nyeziwould’vewantedthat;

hiswifetobehappy.

So,insteadofgoingtoMangetheandfight

Bhambatha,he’swatchingasoccermatchonTV.

MaKhumalohasneverfeltsodisappointedinherlife,

butshevowstopersonallytakeactionaboutit.

She’snotgoingtoletherdaughterdisrespectthe

memoryofherhusbandlikethat.Shegotmarried

becauseshewasreadytoletgoofallthesechildish



sportsandbecomeawoman.Whichwomanofthe

housejumpsinthestreetsandchaseballs?None.

Phonebeepsinhispocket.HelowerstheTVvolume

sothathecanreadthetextmessage.Everybody

doesthat,right?

-MTHONGAIMESSEDUP.

It’sfrom Bandla.Therearescreenshotsof

conversationsbetweenhim andacertainguys

attachedafterthetextmessage.Thenthere’sa

pictureofavideo.

Heblinksacoupleoftimesandlooksatitagain.

Bandlaandtwonakedgirls.WTF!

Hegoesbacktothescreenshotsattachedandreads

theconversations.

HisbrotherisbeingblackmailedbyaguynamedEfe.

Itlookslikehe’salreadypaidtheguyR300kandhe’s

demandingmoremoneyorhe’sgoingtoreleasethe

video.

Ofcourse,hewantstocallhim andshout.Whyon



earthwouldhedotwowomenatthesametime?It’s

disgusting,justlookingatthepictureofit.Butright

nowthere’snotimeforallthat,theyhavetoprevent

thisvideofrom comingoutbecauseit’lltaintthe

wholefamilyandbadlypublicizethecompany.

GIVEHIM THEMONEY!-textmessagedelivered.

HeleavestheTVwatchingitselfandabsent-

mindedlygotohisbedroom.Heneedstothink!This

guywillforevermilkmoneyoutofBandla,aslongas

hehasthevideoofhim.

I’M NOTGIVINGHIM MONEYAGAIN-Bandlatexts

back.

He’scrazy!Thiswillruintheirimage,allofthem,not

justhis.Theyhavenootherchoiceatthemoment

buttopaytheguy.Theycanthinkofsomethingelse

later.

NothileletsgooftheT-shirtshewasfoldingand

comestohim withaslightfrownonherface.



“Manqeleiseverythingalright?”sheasks,holdinghis

handsandsqueezingthem.

“It’sBandla,”hesays.

“Whathappenedtohim?Isheokay?”Worry

transformsherfaceasshesearchesinher

husband’seyes.

Hecan’texplainit,hejustgivesherthephoneso

thatshecanseeforherself.

“Isthisathreesome?”sheasksashereyeswidenat

thepictures.

“It’sasex-tape,”Thakasasays.

“Wow,thisissokinky!”

“He’sbeingblackmailedMaNtusi.”

“Opportunistsareeverywhere,heshould’vebeen

morecareful.Thisisreallybadforthecompanyand

thefamily.”

Heexhalesheavily,Nothilewrapsherarmsaround

him andrubshisback.

There’sanothertext,Nothileopensitandreadsout



loud:

IT’SALLOVERTHEINTERNETWITHAWRONG

DATE.I’M COMINGHOME,IKNOW KHANYOWON’T

FORGIVEME.

“He’sonlyworriedaboutKhanyo?”Thakasaasks,

morepissedthanbefore.

“Itseemsso.Youhavetolethim takeresponsibility

forhisownactions,don’tgetinvolvedinthis.He

mustcallthepressandexplainhimself,notyou.”

“Buthe’sa…….”

“Bandlaisnotachild,he’s29,don’tevenstart.We

aregoingawayfortheweekend,you’renotgetting

involvedManqele.”

.

.

KHANYO

Iknowthatsomethingisnotright.I’vebeenhollow



sincemorningbutIcannotputmyfingeronit.

EveryoneIknowandloveisokay.Mandulobought

meanewphoneandI’vebeenkeepingupwith

everyoneonWhatsapp.Guguisnotaroundoftenas

others,butshesaysit’ssomethingbusinessrelated

that’skeepingheraway.Iknowher,shealwayshas

somethingtoattendwithherhighprofilepersons.

Visitingtimeisstillthreehoursaway,soI’m

surprisedtoseeBandlawalkingin.Hemust’ve

pulledafewstringsandusedhisnametobeletin.

Eitherway,I’m happytoseehim eventhoughhe

doesn’tlookhappytoseeme.

Nursesstillstareathim likethis?Havetheynever

seenagood-lookingNazarethmanbefore?

Hesitsonthechair.Idon’tgetakisstoday,noteven

onthecheek.

“Theywantyou,”Itellhim.

Heglancesbackatthetwonursesandtheyquickly



shifttheireyesandwalkaway.Awkward!

“Maybenot.I’m atrendingface,Ithoughtyou’dhave

seenittoobynow,”hesays.

“Ihaven’tseenanything.Whatareyoutrendingfor?I

hopenotforasex-tape,I’dkillyou.”

Hedoesn’tcatchthejoke.Hisfaceclosesup,he

exhalesheavilyandholdsmyhand.

Thislooksseriousthanasex-tape!He’sfreakingme

out.

“What’swrongBandla?”Iask.

“Firstly,IwantyoutoknowthatIloveyouKhanyo.I’d

neverdoanythingtoputourrelationshipinjeopardy.

ButI’m human,Ihaveapastjustlikeeverybody

else.”

“Bandlayou’rescaringme,”Isay.

“I’m goinghome,yourex-boyfriendhasavideoof

meandhe’sreleasedittothepublic.”

Therearesomanypeoplethatcanberegardedas

myex’sbutEfeisthefirstpersonthatcomestomy

mind.Hewashereafewdaysago,apparentlyhe’s



theonewhosavedme.I’m reallygratefulforthat,

butitdoesn’tchangethefactthatEfeplayedme.I’ll

alwaysbeabitterextohim,that’swhyIbragged

aboutmyrelationshipandtoldhim tonevercometo

visitmeagain.

“Efe?Howdoyouknowhim?”Iaskhim.

Herubshisforehead,“Hehasaclub,that’showI

knowhim.”

“Youdon’tgotoclubs,”Isaywithmyeyebrowraised.

There’smoretothisthanhe’slettingon.

“IwassinglebeforeyoubutIstillneededtobetaken

careofasaman.Efewasmyagency.”

Icannotjudgehispastbecausehedidn’tjudgemine,

butwow!

“SoIguessit’sreallyasex-tapeyou’retrendingfor.”

Myheartjustbrokeintoamillionpieces.Iwouldn’t

putthispastEfe,he’sanopportunist,butInever

thoughtBandlawouldhavesuchadirtypast.He

lookssoperfectinmyeyes.

“Yes,hechangedthedatetomakeitlookrecent.”



Thisiswhynurseswerestaringathim!He’sthe

recentKim Kardashian.

“Iwanttobehomeuntilallthissettlesdown.

EverywhereIgopeoplestareatme.IthoughtI’dbe

abletohandleitbutIcan’t.”

“AtMandenitheywon’tstareatyou?”Iask.

Heshrugshisshoulders,“Idon’tknowKhanyo,butI

knowthatThakasawillfindawaytosolveit.Itwas

harmlessfun,Ineverthoughtitwouldcomeback

andbiteme.”Heexhalesheavilyandrestsbackon

thechair.NowIfeelsorryforhim,Iknowhowmuch

hisfamilyhatesdisgraceandbadpublicity.

“Iwashistargetbuthedidn’tevenhidethegirls’

faces.Whatiftheylaychargesagainstme?Whatif

theyhavefamilies?”

NowI’m lost,whyisheusingplurals?MaybeIneed

toseethissex-tapemyself.

“Howmanygirlsareinthesex-tape?”Iask.

Heswallows,“Two.”

“Bandla!”



Someoneneedstowakemefrom thisbaddream.

MyinnocentBandlawouldneverdothat!

“I’m notperfectorimmunetosin,”hesays.

Idon’twanttolie,rightnowI’m justpretendingtobe

okaywiththis.I’m stillgoingtodigestitwithNolwazi

andGugu.Hhawu,changeke!Three-fuckin-some.

“Okaybabe,gohomeifthat’swhatyouthinkisgoing

tohelpyou.”



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER32

Nolwaziwalksinandgetssurprisedbyalittlegirl

crawlingonthefloor.Sheliterallyletsoutascream

atthesightofthelittlehumanbeingwithbulbous

eyesandcuteknotswithpinkribbons.

“Whosechildisthis?”sheyells.

Thebathroom dooropens,Gugucomesoutin

stilettosandtight,blacksheathdress.

“That’s….Iforgethername,butshe’swithme,”she

says.

“Youdon’tknowhername?Whosechildissheand

whyisshehere?”Nolwaziasks.

“I’m justlookingafterher.”Sherunsherfingers

throughtherowsofhernewlydonestraight-back

andreleasesashallowbreath.

“Listen,Iwon’tbearoundforacoupleofdays.

PleasetakecareofKhanyo,IhearthatBandlahas

leftDurbanafterthesex-tapescandal.”



Nolwazi’seyeswiden.Saywhat?!

“Whichsex-tapescandal?”sheasks.

“Search‘Shembemanfuckstwoebonyslu£s’you’ll

seewhateveryoneistalkingabout.”

“Oh,mygoodness!You’resureit’shim?”sheasks,

makingaruntoconnectherphonetothecharger.

“IknowBandla,pleasedon’tforgettoupdatemeon

Whatsappabouteverything,includingyouand

Mandulo.”

“There’snomeandMandulo.HethinksI’m young

anddumb.IsBandlafuckingbothebonyslu£sat

once?”Thesearchengineisnotfastenough,ads

keeppoppingupanddisturbingher.

JesusChrist!X-videoshaveitontheirnewAfrican

content.

“Ohmygoodness!Comeandseehowhugehisballs

are?Thisgirlissuckingthem likeafinish.”

“Whatisa‘finish’?”Guguaskswithafrown,there’sa

textshe’squicklytyping.

“Isiqeda,”Nolwazisayswhileincreasingthevideo



volume.

“Bona,he’sstretchingthepoorgirl’svagina.Ican’t

believehe’scapableofdoingthis.”

“Lord,Nolwazistopwatchingthat.You’re

traumatizingthepoorbabyhere.”

“Takeherandleave,Iwanttoseehowlonghelasts,”

Nolwazisayswithhereyesgluedonthephone.

Afewminuteslaterthere’satall,bulkymanwearing

ablacktuxedostandingatthedoor.

“You’reready?”heasksGuguinadeepvoice.

Gugupicksthebabyandshowshim bagsonthe

couch.

Nolwazipausesthepornvideoandlooksupwithher

eyeswidened.

“Hi,whoareyou?”sheaskstheman.Curiosityis

splashedalloverhereyes.

“ThisisMohammed,afriendofmyfriend,”Gugu

says.



“IsherelatedtoMohammedAli?Gosh,he’ssotall.

Doeshe….?”

“ByeNolwazi,Iloveyou,takecareofyourself.I’llsee

yousoon.”Shewalksoutwithhertall,bulkyfriendof

afriend,leavingNolwaziwithhermouthhanging

open.

.

.

BANDLA

“Oh,wow!Yafikaipornstar,wafikaumfendiomkhulu,

wafikaumshay’wesinqe!”

HeleansbythecarandglaresatNkonzo.Thisisnot

funny,hislifehasbeenturnedupsidedownbythis

scandal.

“Areyoudone?”heasks.

“Youshouldn’tbemeantome.MaKhumalois

waitingforyou,peoplehavebeencallingalldayand

demandinganswers.ThakasaleftwithMaNtusifor

theirweekendtrip.”



Noways,thiscannotbetrue!

“Heleft?”heasks.

“Yeap.I’dadviseyoutocallaboardmeetingbefore

addressingthispublicly.Thechurch’snameisbeing

draggedthroughthemudbecauseofyou.”

“Igetit,nowstopactingholybecauseI’m notthe

onlyonewho’sbeeninthatposition.”Heclickshis

tongueandblowsoutahugebreath.Nowhehasto

dealwithhismotherwho’sprobablydealingwith

backlashfrom churchleaders.

“Canyoucoverupforme?I’llbehomelate,tell

MaKhumalotherewasabusinessdinnerIgot

invitedto,”Nkonzoasks.

Hereallyhasnicelifeproblems,Bandlaleaveshim

standinginfrontofhisdoor,combinghishair.

Hisbreathisheldupashewalksthroughthedoor.

“SawubonaMa,”hesays

“KawkonaMa?That’swhatyou’regoingtosayafter

thismessyouputusthrough?”



“Icanexplain,”hesays,slidingdownonthecouch.

“Right,youcanandyouwill.Whatgotintoyourhead?

Can’tyoutakeawifeandsatisfyyourselfhowever

youlike?Whatkindofsickbehavioristhis?Andyou

hadtoputitinfilm fortheworldtosee.”

“Itwasharmlessfun.Ididn’tthinkitwouldendlike

this,I’m sorryMa.”

“You’vedisappointedmeandthisfamily.Idon’t

knowhowyou’regoingtomakethisright

Bandlalethu.Yourfatheristurninginhisgrave.”

“I’llthinkofsomething,”hesays.

“Whycan’tIhavepeaceinmylife?”Shestandsup

andthrowsherhandsup.“Yoursisterisjumpingup

anddowninthestreetsinsteadofmourningforher

husband.Theotherone….”Herbreathisrunning

short,sheholdsontothecoffeetablepanting

heavily.

“Ma,areyouokay?”Bandlaasksinpanicandrushes

toher.

“Don’tputyourhandsonme.”



Hesighsandstepsback.He’sstubbornbutthistime

heunderstandswherehismother’sangercomes

from.

“I’m sorryMa,”hesays.

.

.

THAKASA

Hisheartisheavy.Asmuchasheunderstands

MaNtusi’spointofview,buthestillfeelslikethere’s

somethingheshould’vedone.Bandlaisstillgoingto

takeresponsibilityofhisactionsinchurch,theleast

hecould’vedonewastotakecareofthingsforhim

inthepublic.Hehasasmoothertonguethanhim,he

would’veaddressedthisbetterthanhowBandlawill.

AndBandlaneverbeentroublesomeinhislife.He’s

hardlyeverintrouble,unlikeNkonzo.Hecould’ve

helpedhim,justthisonce!

Heglancesathiswristwatchfortimeandfrownsas

henoticeshowmuchtimehaspassedwhilehe’s



sittinghere.Nothiletakesthesetripsveryseriously,

she’llbitehisheadoffandaccusehim ofnotgiving

herattention.

Heshouldrestbecausetomorrowhe’sbeingtaken

toTheLegendarySaniPassandtakingatouraround

toenjoynature.Hewouldn’ttakeanythingaway

from MalachiteManor,buthecould’veappreciatedit

onamagazineandbeokaywithit.

Buthe’sherenow,hehastoappreciatehiswife’s

effortsofplanningthesetripsforthem.

Hewalksintotheirroom expectingtofindherboiling

andwaitingtoexplode.Butshe’slyingonherside

andwatchingsomethingonherphonewith

earphonesinherears.

“Iwasoutside,”hesays,takinghisshirtoff.

Noresponse.

Heundressesandclimbsonbed,thensheturnsher

headandtakesouttheearphoneswithhereyes

widened.



“Whatareyoulisteningto?”Heturnsherhandto

takealookatthephoneandhisbrother’sexposed

genitalswelcomehim.

“MaNtusiwhatisthis?”Hedoesn’tknowwhetherto

bepissedordisgusted.Whyonearthwouldhiswife,

outofallpeople,watchanillegalpornvideoofhis

brother?

“Mysistersentittome,”Nothilesaysregretfullyand

quicklylocksthescreenofherphone.

“Whydidyouaskforit?YouandNomceboshouldn’t

bedistributingthisvideo,you’resupposedtobe

Bandla’sfamily,nottopourpetrolonafire.”

“Manqelethisistrendingeverywhere.What

differencedoesitmakeifNomcebosendsittome?”

“You’remywife,whatdoyougetfrom watchingmy

brother’sprivateparts?”Hisvoicerises,he’slosing

controlofhisemotions.“I’dneverfindpleasurein

watchingNomcebo,oranyoneclosetoyou,being

exposedinasexualvideo.Youshouldrespectmy

brother.”

“Nowyou’reactingasifIwenttoBandla’sroom and



peepedonhim.Hefilmedhissexualdeeds,I’m one

ofthemillionviewers.Whyareyoutakingyour

frustrationsoutonme?”

“You’rebeingapervert,”hesays.

Nothile’sforeheadfurrowsintoafrown.Disbelief

swallowsher.

“Saywhat?Ididn’tcheat,impregnateandbuya

houseformysperm-dish.Don’tactlikeyouknow

anythingaboutrespect.”

“Shewasnotasperm-dish!!!”

“Oh,isit?”

Silence…

“Whatwasshe?”Nothileasksandfoldsherarms

withadeadlookonherface.

“MaNtusi,Idon’twantustofight.Tellyoursisterto

stopdistributingthisvideoandthendeleteitfrom

yourphone,”hesays.

“Iaskedyouwhatshewastoyouifshewasnota

sperm-dish?!”Nothileyellsandclapsherhandsto

emphasizethequestion.



“Don’traiseyourvoice,”hesays.

Thatmotivateshertoyelllouder.“WHATWASSHE

TOYOU,BUSTARD?”She’sclappingwitheachword.

Inasplitsecondshe’sgrabbedhim byhisvestand

yellingonhisface.

Hemanagestogetsherhandsoffhim androllsoff

bed.

“I’m notsleepinghere,”hesays,pickinghisclothes

from thefloor.

“Yes,goThakasa.Goanddowhateveryouwant,

withwhoeveryoulove.”

“Trustme,Iwill.”Hebuttonsuphisshirtwithshaky

handsandputshispanton.

“Good,makeherpregnantandshe’llabortagain,

fool!”

“Youlovedthat,didn’tyou?Iwouldn’tbesurprisedif

youhadsomethingtodowithit.”

“She’sawhore,that’swhatwhoresdo.Shecan’t

haveherownman,whatmadeyouthinkshe’dbe



abletohaveachildandkeepit?”

“Ifellinlovewithher…”No,no,no!Hedidn’tmeanto

saythisloud.

“That’swhyyouboughtherahouse?”Hertone

dropsinstantly.She’sflappinghereyesand

preventingtearsfrom crackingout.

“That’smyhouse,MaNtusi.Nothers.”

“It’sherhouse!Whendidyoufallinlovewithher?”

sheasks.

“Idon’tknow….wewereonandoff….I’m reallysorry.”

Sheexercisessomebreaths.

“Doyoustillloveher?”

“No.”

“Manqele!”

Sigh!

“Canyoulookatmeintheeyesandsayyoudon’t

feelanythingforher?”

“Whydoesitmatter?Iwanttobemarriedtoyou,I’m



notgoingbacktoherforanything.Iwantyou.”

“Itmattersifyou’renotlivingthelifeofyourdreams

withme,”Nothilesays.

“Iam livingthelifeofmydreams.”

“You’relying!”Thistimetearsgetheavierforeyelids

tohold.Theycrackoutandfalldownonhercheeks

likefloods.

Heclimbsonbedandtriestoholdherhand,but

she’stoobrokenandemotionalatthemoment.

“MaNtusiIloveyouandIwanttoloveyoutheway

youdeserve.Butthis‘husband’titlemakesithard

forme,it’shardtobeyourloverbecause

responsibilitiesofbeingahusbandoutweigh

everything.”Hedoesn’tmakeanysense;thisiswhat

scareshim aboutexpressinghisfeelingstopeople.

“Iwantustomoveoutandfindourselves,”hesays.

Hersobssoften,shelooksathim andhewipesher

wetcheekswiththebackofhishand.

“We’lltakeSqalowithus,”hesays.



“WhataboutMa?”sheasks.

“Idon’tknowMaNtusi.I’m moreworriedaboutour

marriage,Idon’twanttoloseyou,ngiyakuthanda.”

“Ifeellikewe’llbelostwithouther.Idon’twantto

moveout.”

“Ithinkwe’llfindourselvesifwehaveourown

space.”

“Youalreadyfoundyourselfwhenyoufellinlove

withanotherwoman.”

“Pleasestoptakingusback.Ididfallinlovewith

Nomkhosibecauseshegavemeachanceto,even

thoughInevertoldheranythingaboutit.I’m over

thatnow,shekilledmybaby,herandIcanneverbe.

I’m yourhusband,sheknewthatfrom dayone.

Pleasealsoacknowledgeandletthatsinkin,you

gavemearingandIgavemylifetoyou.Whenthe

sunsetsdown,I’llalwaysfindmywayhomeand

homeisyou.”

“ManqeleIdon’tknow.Idon’tknowwhattodoor

whattobelieverightnow.”



“Let’smoveout,everythingwillsettleintoplace.”

“Whatifitdoesn’t?Whatifhavingourownspace,

undernoguidance,breaksusapart?”

“Itwon’tbecauseI’m goingtoloveyouandgiveyou

thebestofeverything.”

Sheexhalesdeeply.

“WhyarewetakingSqalo?”sheasks.

“BecauseMaKhumalocannotloveandsupporthim.

Thingsarenotsmoothathome,you’veseenhow

tenseitis,Idon’tthinkit’sokayforhim tocontinue

livinginaplacelikethat,”Thakasasays.

“Idon’tknow.Ifwearefocusingonus,thenwhyare

webringingagaybrothertolivewithus?”

“It’snotimportantforyoutomentionhissexuality.

Sqalowon’tstandinawayforustoloveoneanother

andbondwithourprincessprivately.”

“Ifyousayso.”Sheshrugshershoulders,“Whereare

wemovingto?Youneedtobeclosertowork.”

“TugelaMouth?Iknowthatyouloveswimming,we

canfindahousewithapoolandenoughspacefor



threepeople.”

“No,I’llfindthehouse,notyou.”

Helaughs,“Don’tyoutrustmytaste?”

“Canyoublameme?”

“Oh,yeah?ButyoulikehowMthongatastes.”

Flip!Theconversationjustturnedlikethat.

“Ido?”shefrownsslightlyandchuckles.

“MaybeIshouldremindyou.”

.

.

BANDLA

Heshouldn’thavedrivepasttheshops.Thisisnot

somethinghecanhandle.Peopletakepicturesof

him,somegossipabouthim onhisfaceandsome

lookathim likehe’sthebiggestsinneronearth.

He’sthemosttrendingpersoninSAthisweek.It’s

notdyingdownashehadhoped,nowthey’vedug



outgirls’identityandbroughttheirfamiliesintothe

scandal.It’skeepsgettingmoreinterestingforthe

public.He’sduetoreleaseastatementinadayand

he’snotreadyatall.

There’sanotherarticle:

AMAHLE,ONEOFTHEGIRLSINVOLVEDINTHE

LATESEXSCANDAL,SAYSBANDLALETHU

DRUGGEDHERINTHEHOTEL.

Efewashisconnectiontothesegirls.Everything

wasconsented,financialtransactionsweremade

andallofthem wereintheirrightminds.Now

everyonewantstopainthim asabadguyandhe

can’tevendefendhimselfbecauseanythinghesays

canbetwistedandturnedagainsthim.

“Areyoublind?Whyareyoukickingmybucket?”

MaKhumaloasksashewalksintheloungeabsent-

mindedly.

Hesinksonthecouchanddropshisheadonhis



hands.

“Whathappened?”MaKhumaloasks.

“I’m alaughingstockMa,nomaubaniusika

kwalithandayonje.WhymustIbeexposedlikethis?

Forwhat?WhatdidIdowrong?”

“Isthatevenaquestion?Youdideverythingwrong?”

“Butam Ithatbad?Ididn’thurtanyone.Imadea

stupidmistake,yes,butwhodidIdowrongexcept

God?Whyaremysinsoutthereforeveryoneto

judgebutI’veneverjudgedANYONE.”

“Bandla,youputyourselfthroughthis.”

“That’snotthepoint.”Hehitsthecouchwithafist

furiously.“I’m acaringperson,Ma.I’m averycaring

person!I’dneverhurtanyonelikethis,nomatter

what.Youknowme,I’dneverdosomethinglikethis

toanyone.I’dneverdanceontopofsomeone’s

grave.I’dneverhurtsomeonelikethis!”Hestamps

downhisfootandcovershisface,becausehe’s

Bandla,he’sprobablynowcrying.

“Thiswillblowover,”MaKhumalosaysinalowvoice.



UntilKhanyo,hewasthemostgoodoneoutoffour.

Andhe’sright,he’sacaringperson.Asmuchasshe

wantshim tobepunishedforhissins,he’snotfor

thewholeworldtocrucify.

“WhenMa?Whataremykidsgoingtothinkinfuture

whentheycomeacrossthisvideo?Whodoesn’tdo

dirtythingsprivately?WhymustIbeexposed?My

lifeisruined,Icannotcontinuetolivelikethis.”

No,no,no!Shestandsupandgoestothecouchhe’s

sittingon.

“Pleasedon’tspeaklikethat.”She’sbrushinghis

backtenderly,whichisn’tsomethingshenormally

doestoherboychildren.

“I’llhandlethis,don’tworryaboutit,okay?Focuson

work,minangizobaqondisa.Ididn’tspendthree

hoursinlabourwardtohavemysonbelittledby

imbeciles.It’snotyourfaultthatthosetwoloose

girlsdidn’thaverespectfortheirbodies.”

“Ma!”Heliftshisheadup,“Youcan’tspeaklikethat.”

“IcanspeakhoweverIlike.You’llstayhere,I’lldo

thatpressthing,tellorganizerstobringatranslator



becauseIwon’tbitemytongueexplainingin

English.”

“No,I’llhandle…....”

“Areyouhungry?Ileftsomesampyesterday.”

No,who’severhadtheirmotheraddressthemedia

forthem?!

AndMaKhumalodoesn’tknowhowtominceher

words.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER33

TEMA

Wow,soheevenworeamustardblazeroverhis

whiteT-shirtandanewpairofjeans!Helooks

handsome,that’sthefirstthinganyonewould

commenton.He’saclean,light-skinnedand

handsomeguy.Hisbeardiskeptjustlikeanyother

guyofhisreligionbutit’snotalloverhisface.

Hesmilesasheapproacheshertable.Sheinsisted

ondrivingherselftotherestaurant.Beingso

punctualoneverything,shegothereexactlyon4pm

astheyhadagreedon.

“Am Ilate?”heasks,pullingachairandtakingaseat.

Heknowsthathe’slate;almost10minuteslate.She

giveshim alookanddoesn’tcommentonthat.

“Didyouorderforme?”heasks,rubbinghispalms

together.

“Idon’tknowwhatyoueat,Ionlyordereddrinks,”



Temasays.

“Letmeseethemenuandorder.”Hepullsthemenu

andpagesthroughit,passingthesaladpagewithout

glancingtwiceatthem.

He’srunninghiseyesontheSteak&Grillpage,

whichisn’tasurprisebecausehim andhisbrothers

nevereatanythingotherthanmeat.Havetheynever

heardofgout?

Thewaitressappearswiththeirdrinksandtakeshis

order.Therearetwoemptytablesbetweenthem

andtheoldwhitewomanenjoyingatallglassof

wineacrossthem.There’sprivacy,toomuchofit!

She’sgettingnervousandNkonzocanseeit.But

he’snotstaringatheranylessdespiteher

discomfort.

“Thankyouforcoming,”hefinallysays.

Temanods,“Pleasure!”

Thisdoesn’tfeellessthananyoftheformal

meetingsthey’veheldtogether,butit’sactuallya



date.

“ShouldIintroducemyself?”heasksandchuckles.

Awkward!

“I’m NkonzenhleManqele,IwasborninEnembeand

grewupthere.I’m asecondborninafamilyof5

siblings.YouknowwhereIwork,I’m 34andIthink

I’m inlovewithagirlbutwe’llseehowitgoes.”

Thatlastlinewassounnecessary!

Shepicksherglassandsipsonhercranberryjuice.

“WhyarewehereNkonzo?”sheasks,notrealizing

howcoldshesounds.Ithasn’tsunkin,thiswhole

thing.Itfeelslikeshe’sbreakingcertainrulesand

jeopardizinghernewlyfoundpeaceofmind.

“Iwishforyoutoknowmebetter.Toknowaman

behindthesuit.Idon’tknowifwhatIhavetooffer

willbeenough;Idon’thaveanythingexceptmyheart.

It’sbeenalongtimesinceIfirstmetyouandbelieve

meifIsayIfellinlovewithyouonthatday.Butat

thattimeyouwerestilldealingwithghostsofyour

past.Ihadtogiveyouspacetohealandfind



yourselfagain.”

Herex-husband,Thula,istheghostofthepastbeing

referredto.Him andhisbrothersknowallabout

scandalsandskeletonsofhermarriage,whichis

oneofthereasonswhythisdatefeelsinappropriate.

“Ireallydon’tknowwhattosay,Nkonzo.Ididn’t

expectthisfrom you.”

“BecauseI’m aNazareth?”

“Andyou’remyboss.”

“I’m not,you’reThakasa’sPA,notmine.Healso

knowshowIfeelaboutyou.”

Hereyeswiden.IfThakasaknowsthenit’sserious

thanshehadthought.

“Soyou’reanunmarriedwomannow?”heasks.

Thequestionisratherconfusing.Heknowsverywell

thatshe’sdivorced.

“Yes,”shesaysreluctantly.

“Wereyoutransferredandwelcomedbacktothe

Dubesoryou’reonlyunmarriedonthepaper?”



“I’m TemaDube,”shesayswithaconfusedlookon

herface.ShedivorcedThula,everythingwas

finalizedandshere-registeredasMsTemaDubeat

HomeAffairs.

“MaybeonedayI’llbehonoredtomeetyourparents

anddiscussitwiththem.I’m averytraditionaland

religiousman,whichissomethingIwantyouto

knowmorethananythingaboutme.”

“Meaning?”sheasks,cockinguphereyebrowin

question.

“IloveyoubutIcannotlovebeyondthetemple,”he

says.

Oh,great!

“Thenwhyarewehere?”sheasks.

“Becauselovecanpaveaway.RightnowI’m not

askingyoutomarrymeoranything,Ijustwantyou

togettoknowmebetter,thenyou’lldecideifI’m

worthyourloveornot.”

“YoujustsaidyoucannotlovemebecauseIdon’tgo

toyourchurch.”



“No,Iloveyou,butformetobeabletotakeitto

otherstepsyou’llhavetobeinchurchwithme.”

“WhosaidIwantanythingtogotoothersteps?”she

asks.

Shejustgotoutofamarriageforcryingoutloud!

“Idon’twanttoplayhideandseek,I’m 34.I’m

lookingforsomethingsolid,Iwanttobuild

somethingwithyou,”hesays.

“Ican’tchangemylifetoaccommodateyou.Idon’t

eventhinkI’m readyforarelationship.”

“I’m beggingyou,justgiveitoneshotandseehowit

goes.I’m notgoingtoletyoudown.Ipromise,you

won’tregretit.”Feardimshiseyes.He’sgetting

rejectedonbroaddaylight.

“I’m sorryNkonzo,keepsearching.I’m notreadyfor

arelationship,letaloneonethatwouldneedmeto

joinaparticularchurchbeforeIcanbeloved

properly.”

“ComeonTema,ngekengikuphoxe.Atleasttellme

you’llthinkaboutit,I’llwaitforyou.”



Sheexhalesdeeplyandshakesherhead.

Nottoday,maybenotever.

“No,”shesays.

“Iloveyou,Tema.”

“Stillno,Nkonzo.”

Hishandstightensaroundtheglasshe’sholding

andalmostbreaksit.

“WhatmustIdo?”heasksinfrustration.

“Forgetweeverhadthisconversation.Wewereokay

withonlyaprofessionalrelationshipbetweenus,”

shesays.

“Iwasneverokaywithit,”hesays.

That’snotthepointbutshedoesn’targue.She

slidesherphoneinsideherpurseandgetsonher

feet.

“I’llaskthem topackmyfood.Ihavealotofworkto

doathome,”shesays.

“Youreallydon’tlikeme,hey?”Histoneisbruised

buthe’stryinghisbesttosqueezeinthepain.



“ByeNkonzo,let’snevertalkaboutthisagain.Icame

becauseyouaskedmetolendyouanearandIdid.

Nowlet’srespecteachother,please,”shesays.

Hiseyesdrop.Hedoesn’tsayanythingnorlifthis

headasshegoesuptothecashiersatthecounter

withherpurse.

Heshould’vestayedawayandlovedherfrom a

distance.Hisheartdidn’tgetbrokeninthatposition.

Foraverylongtimehewascomfortablewithloving

herandnotgettingherloveback,butfrom nowon

thingswon’tbethesameanymore.

.

.

MAWANDE

Hermother-in-lawwasn’tgoingtostaywithher

forever.She’sgonebacktoherhouseandsenta

littlegirlthat’sNyezi’sniecetostaywithher.Lifewill

neverbethesamewithouthim butshe’stryingnot

todwellmuchontheloss.Nyezilefteverythingto



her,sheneedstodustherselfupandsoldieron.She

cannotlethim down.

“Aunt,BabasaysImustgotoGogotoday,”says

Liyana,the11yearoldgirlthatstayswithher.

WhichBabanow?Shecannotsleepalone,it’sstill

tooearly.

BeforeshecanenquirefurtherdetailsHalalisani

walksincarryingaNikebag.He’ssixyearsolder

thanNyezi,abitchubbywitharoundbellyandAsian

eyes.Thandiweishappy,that’sallthatmatters,at

theendofthedaywewereallmadeoutofGod’s

imageandweareallbeautifulinHiseyes.

“Ndimbane,canIhelpyou?”Mawandeasks,folding

herarmsandstaringathim.

“KaManqeleizweselilibimanje,ngekengivumeulale

wedwaemziniongaka.”(KaManqeletheworldisbad

nowadays,Icannotletyousleepaloneinthis

gigantichomestead)

“Thankyouforyourconcerns,butLiyanaishereand

I’m notscared.”



“No,evenmycousinwouldturnhisbackonmeifI

lethiswifebeorphanedlikethis.”

“IsaidI’m fine!”shesayssternlyandlooksaround

forLiyanaandnoticesthatshe’sgone.Great,just

great!

Hiseyestraveldownherbodyandundressher.

She’sonlywearingasilkynightdress,shedidn’t

thinkshe’dhaveaguestsolate.

“Youshouldstopplayingvolleyball,you’lllose

weight.”

Mawandefrowns,“Pardon?”

“Umfazikumeleabenezindawozokubambelela,”he

sayswithastupidgrinonhisface.(Awifemust

havecurves)

“Pleaseleave,Iwanttosleepinpeace.”Shejustlost

allrespectshehadforthisman.Whoisheto

commentonherweight?Hiseyesarepenetrating

herskinandmakingitcringe.

“I’llsleeponthefloor,youknowit’stooearlyforyou

toshareabedwithanyone,”hesays.



“No,leavenow!”Mawande.

“Youwantmetosleepinbed?”Hesmilesandlicks

hislips.

Mawandeisdumbstruck.Thisgottobeajoke!

“Uzongishayangesiphikasenzila,umfowethungeke

ejabuleveleumasekulalaizilwembuesibayeni

sakhe.”(You’llhitmewithacollarofyourmourning

attire,mybrotherwouldn’tbehappyifspiderwebs

grewinhiscookie)

Thispersonisgettingcloserandclosertoher.She

looksbehindherandnoticesthatherphoneisoutof

reach.Andwhoshe’dcallanyway?Hermother-in-

lawinstilledthisideainthisman’shead,nowhe

thinkshecanfillNyezi’sshoesandmovein.She

can’tcallhomeeither,itwouldputunnecessary

stressonherbrothers.They’realreadydealingwitha

lot,there’sasex-tapescandaltheyneedtosolve.

Bhambathacould’vehelpedbutshedoesn’thavehis

numberanditlookslikehe’sgonebacktowherever

hecamefrom.

“Idon’tbiteKaManqele,”hesays,runninghisfingers



onherarm.

“Halalisanidon’tdothis,”shebegsandsteps

backwards.

“Ijustwanttosupportyouandmakeyouforget

aboutNyezi.”

“It’stoosoon.Pleaseusethemainbedroom,I’ll

sleepintheguestone,”shesays.

Displeasuredisplaysonhisface.

“Icould’vesleptonthefloor,”hesayswithahintof

annoyance.

Sheneedstoplayitcool.

“No,”shesays.“I’llputyourbagthere.Pleasehavea

seatsothatIcandishforyou.”

Ittakeseverythinginhertoactthiscalm and

collected.Thousandteardropsarelockedbehind

hereyes.Whywouldafamilymemberdothistoher?

Couldn’ttheywaitayearorfewmonths?

He’ssittingonthechairlikeamanofthehouse.She

quicklytypesatexttoThandiwe;FETCHYOURMAN

INMYHOUSE!



Hopefullythiswillpushthejealousybuttonsinher

andgetherhereinasplitsecondtofetchher

husband.

Sheputsarobeonandgoesbacktothekitchento

dishfortheunwelcomeguest.

It’sbeenhoursnow,there’saloudsnoringmanin

herbedroom.She’ssittingonbedinalockedguest

room,waitingforThandiwetoknock.She’ssenther

fivemoretextsandtheyallwentthrough.Whyisshe

takingsolong?Thisisherfreakin’husband,she

chosehim amongsthundreds.

Hereyelidsaregrowingheavier,it’sjustafew

minutesawayfrom 11pm.Shegoestothedoorand

confirmsthelockthengoesbacktobed.

Thisisthefirsttimeshe’severfeltunsafeinherown

house!WhydidNyezileave?Whycouldn’thegrow

oldwithher?Whydeathwassoquicktodothem

apart?



--

Shewakesuptoloudvoicesspeakingandlaughing.

Asdrowsinesspilesoffsherealizesthatit’sactually

aloudplayingradio;UkhoziFM.Whatawaytowake

up!

Shegoestothebathroom toreleaseherselfand

washherface.Hereyesarebloodshotfrom the

heavycryingshedidbeforesleeping.Luckilythere’s

abottleofeye-dropthatNyeziboughtawhileback.

Ithelpsherclearhereyesbutnothingcanclearthe

acheinherheart.Thandiweisokaywithherman

beinghere,everyoneis.

Nowshehastomakebreakfastforsomeone’s

husband!

Shechangesintoatea-lengthtiereddressanda

blouse.Thenshecovershershoulderswithablack

scarfandwrapsherheadwithadoek.

Thenewmanofthehouseiswateringherplants



outside.Shestandsbythewindowandwatches.

Can’thedropanddie?Ifthisishowthisfamilythink

they’regoingtotreatherthentheyhaveanother

thingcoming.Thakasaopeneddoorsandaskedher

tocomebackhome;shemighttakethatofferand

bidgoodbyetothethem beforehermourningperiod

finishes.

Shespreadsjam andbutteronfourslicesofbread

andcutsthem intohalvesandlaysthem onaplate.

Shecoverstheplatewithanotheroneandputsiton

thetray.Nowsheneedstoboilwaterandmakestea.

There’ssomeoneatthedoor,herskincringesbefore

shecanevenseehisface.Ifhedoesn’tleavetoday

she’dbecompelledtocallThakasa.

“Whatisthisnincompoopdoinghere,Mawande?”A

voiceshedidn’texpecttohearcomesfrom thedoor.

Shealmostjumpandspillshotwateralloverthe

counter.

Hewalksin,wearingablackT-shirtandmilitarypant.

There’saleathergunholsteraroundhiswaistanda



deadlookonhisface.

“Hesleptinmyroom,”hervoiceisbreaking.Tears

areburninghereyesandthreateningtoburstout.

“Itoldhim toleave,hewouldn’tlisten.Hesleptinmy

bedroom,Bhambatha!”Tearsbreakfreeandescape

hereyes,makingtheirwaydownhercheekslikea

waterfall.

“Didhetouchyou?”heasks,unhitchingtheleather

holsterandpullingoutaRuger57.

“No,Isleptintheguestbedroom.”Nowshe’s

shakingatthesightofagun.She’srelievedthathe’s

herebecausesheknowsthatshecancountonhim,

butshedoesn’twantanygunfightsorbloodshedin

herhouse.

“Pleasedon’tshoothim,justtellhim togo,”she

begs.

“DlanaisinkwanojamuMawande,ngizoyenza

ngendlelaabafunangiyenzengayolento.”(Eatbread

andjam,I’lldothisexactlyhowtheywantmetodoit)

Halalisaniappearsbehindhim andfrowns.Ittakes



onlyonesecondforhisshirttobesquashedin

Bhambatha’sgrip.Hepullshim likeasheeptoa

slaughterhouse,allthewaythroughthegate.He’s

arguinghiscaseandBhambathaishailinginsultsat

him.DeepZuluinsultsthatmakesone’sskincringe.

MawandequicklyscrollsdownforThandiwe’s

number.

“Wande,”sheanswersinasleepyvoice.

“ThandiweItoldyoutofetchyourhusbandlastnight

andyoudidn’tbother.NowBhambathahasfetched

him foryouandyoumightcollecthim inabody

bag.”

“What?”Nowshesoundsfullyawake.“Howcanyou

dothatMawande?Whydidn’tyousayyouwant

Bhambathainsteadofturningthem againsteach

other.”

ShedropsthecallbeforeMawandecanrespond.

“Oh,wow!”She’sleftstunnedandshakingwith

anger.



.

.

THAKASA

He’slyinginbed,finallycatchingabreakfrom allthe

crazyactivitiesNothilesubjectedhim into.Hehasn’t

calledhomeandBandlahasn’tcontactedhim either.

Everythingmustbegood,hethinkstohimself.

Maybehefoundawaytosortthingsoutonhisown,

whichisgood.They’refinallygrowingup,Nothile

wasn’twrongforsuggestingthatheletsthem beon

theirownforawhile.

“Manqeleyouhavetoseethis,”Nothilesays,coming

throughthedoor.

Itmustbeanother‘amazingplace’toseeoran

activitynottomissouton.Heappreciatesherfor

everythingshedoes,buthorse-riding,hikingandall

thoseactivitiesarenotforhim.Inanutshell,he’s

boredtothecore.

“WhatisitMaNtusi?”heaskswithhishandsoverhis



eyes.

He’snoteveninterestedtotakealookatthelaptop

inherhands.

“MaKhumaloisonthenews,”shesays.

Thatgrabshisattention.Heliftshisheadandtakes

thelaptopfrom her.

Indeed,MaKhumaloisdoingapressconference.

“Whatthehellisthis?”Shocktransformshisface.

Lucas,theirPRmanager,isstandingnexttoherand

translatingforher.Wholetthishappen?Whose

orderwasthis;MaKhumaloaddressingsuch

sensitiveissueandLucasstandingnexttoherlikea

bloodyfool!

MaKhumalo:(pointingherchest)Awami

amadodakaziawakazealaleemahhotelanamadoda.

Lucas:(Translates)Mydaughtershaveneverslept

withmeninhotels.



MaKhumalo:Fundisaniamantombazaneenuisimilo,

umfanawamiakenzangaluthoolungenziwaabanye

abafana.

Lucas:(Translates)Teachyourgirlchildrengood

behavior,mysondidn’tdoanythingoutofordinary.

SweatperspiresonThakasa’sforehead.Coming

herewasabadidea,MaKhumaloisnotaddressing

anythingbuttrashingthegirlsinasex-tape.

MaKhumalo:Minaezamiizinganezifundile,zinemali.

Azikazezenzeoshotikhathi.(Herlipcurvesupin

disgust)

Lucas:(Translates)Mychildrenareeducatedand

rich.They’venevertakenshort-cutsinlife.



Nothileispleased,she’shidinghersmile.Sofar,so

good!She’sproudofhermotherinlaw.

MaKhumalo:Ilezigilamkhubazokufikauhulumeni

aziyekazichanaseezwenilethu.Umntanamiunikwe

iblackmail,wasatshiswangezibhamu.

Lucas:(Translates)It’stheforeignersthatour

governmentletdoanyhowtheylike.Mysonwas

blackmailedandthreatenedwithguns.

MaKhumalo:Siwumndenisizovulaicala

lokudicilelwaphansikwesthunzi,okunyenokunye

akuhlangenenamuntu.Akekhoumuntuongakaze

aweleesilingwenisamantombazaneangenasimilo.

Lucas:(Translates)Asafamilywe’llopenacasefor

defamationofcharacter,therestisnoneofanyone’s

business.Everyonehasbeentemptedbyloosegirls

intheirlives.



Thakasareleasesalowgruntandwipeshissweaty

forehead.

MaKhumalo:UBandlalethuumfanaozihloniphayo,

nebandlasizomhlambululabesesiyamkhulekela.

Lucas:(Translates)Bandlalethuisawell-mannered

boy,asachurchwe’llcleansehim andprayforhim.

MaKhumalo:Niyakwaziukuthumelanaamanyala

kodwaamathubaemisebenziagcinaphakathi

kwenunemindeniyenu.Owamiumfanaakagcini

ngokuvulauzipwebhulukwe,namathubaemisebenzi

uyawavula.

Lucas:(Translates)Youcansendeachotherporn

videosbutyoucannotsharejobopportunities.My

sondoesn’tonlyopenhiszipper,healsoopenjob

opportunities.



Nothileburstsintolaughterandreceivesadeadlook

from Thakasa.

“Thisisnotfunny.Thisshould’vebeenprofessional,

ifitwasn’tforyounoneofthiswould’vehappened.”

“Manqeledon’tevenstart.Thisisallhappening

becauseofBandla,Ionlyaskedyounottoget

involved.”

“SeewhathappenswhenIdon’tgetinvolved.Thisis

whyIwantedtohandlethis.Wecannotaffordmore

scandals!”

Shesighs,“Areyouhungry?”

“MaNtusiweareleaving.”

“What?WearegoingtoSaniPasslater,remember.”

“Wearegoinghome,thiswholetripwasstupid,just

liketherestofthem.”

“Ithoughtyoulikeditwhenwespendtimetogether.

Areyouevenreadytomoveoutifyou’regoingtorun

homeeverytimethere’saproblem?”



“MaNtusi,please,notnow!”

“I’m notleavingManqele.Gohomeandplayahero

thatyoualwaysaretoeveryone,exceptyourself.I’m

stayingandcomingbackMonday.”

“Youcan’tstayalonehere.Everyoneiswith

someone.”

“MaybeIcan.ShouldIhelpyoupack?”sheasks.

Heexhalesheavily,“Yes,please.”



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER34

NOTHILE

Thebarmanlooksatherlikeshe’scrazy.

Sherepeats,“IsaidChardon.”

“Chardonnay,mam?”

Oh,smartass?!

“Justgivemethebottle.”

Finally,heturnshisassaroundanddoeshisjob

withoutquestioningher.Thelasttimeshetasted

alcoholwasinhermatricdanceanditwasjusthalf

aglassofRedds.Now,at31she’sabouttoindulge

inadrinkshe’sswornonherlifetoneverdrink

becauseshedoesn’thaveahusband.Yeap,hejust

leftinthemiddleoftheirtripbecausesomething

neededhim home.Hemarriedherbuthebelongsto

hisfamily.It’salwaysbeenthatway.Familythis,

familythat.Andshegrewfamiliartoitandlovedhis

familylikeitwasherown.Whatevertheyneeded,



shewasthereforthem.Allofthem.Maybeinsome

wayshedidhaveahandinhowthingsarenow.

MaybebecauseshelovesMaKhumalosomuch.

Thatwoman,despitehercrazinessand

unpredictablecharacter,hasgivenheraglimpseof

howitcould’vebeenliketohaveamother.She’s

nevermadeherfeellikeshewasjusta‘makoti’and

sometimesitfeelslikesheloveshermorethan

Thakasahimself.Maybeshegotsoldtothatidea

andwantedtoproveherselftobeworthyofbeing

herdaughter-in-lawandendeduppushingThakasa

away.

Butshe’lltakeonlyquarteroftheblamebecauseall

inall,theycausedhermarriagetobreak.Eventhe

lateManqele,he’snotinnocent.

Shepaysusingacreditcard,collectsherbottleand

goesbacktoherroom.Theremustbearecipeor

directionstodrinkwrittenonthebottleofthisthing.

Doesshedrinkitwithdash?Ices?Orsheshouldjust

drinkitasitis?



Lastladymoments,shepullsaglassandscansit

insideandtakesherfirstsip.

Bad,butnottoobad.Shepoursafullglassthistime

andenduresonesipatatime.

Thirtyminuteslatershe’sdrankhalfofthebottleand

isnowpackingherbagsandsinginghappily.Atleast

ThakasaManqelewaskindenoughtoleavethecar

behind.There’snothingleftforherhere,theplan

wastospendtimewithhim andgethim awayfrom

thechaos,butheleftsoshemightaswellleave.

“Ma’am,areyousureyoucandrive?”asksaman

she’sneverseeninherlifebefore.Maybeshe’sa

trafficcoporBhekiCelehimself.Ohwait,maybe

he’sRAFsponsorandhe’sworriedthatifshegets

intoacaraccidentshe’llbeherexpensetotakecare

of.

“You’reBhekiCele?”sheasks.

Hefrowns,“No.”

Stupidfool!

“Thenbye!”shesays,openingthecardoorand



stumblinginside.Thedoekmust’vedropped

somewhereorleftontopofthebed.Butherhair

isn’tthatbad,soitdoesn’treallymatter.

Shedrivesout,sayinggoodbyetotheplaceshewas

lookingsoforwardtoenjoywithherhusband.

Now,who’sthismansinginglikehe’sgotavibrator

inhisthroat?ShescrollsdowntothesongsPhethy

downloadedwithherphoneandplaysthem.

.

.

It’squartertofive,everybodyishome.Thakasais

yettoapologizetothepublicforMaKhumalo’s

choiceofwordsanduseheroldagetocoverup.He

hadtotakecareofbusinessfirstandmakesurethat

noneoftheirclientswerepullingoutorgetting

wrongimpressionofwhotheyareasafamily.

Hiscardrivesin,buzzingwithmusic:

IWASBORNTOFLEX

DIAMONDSONMYNECK



ILIKEBOARDINGJETS,ILIKEMORNINGSEX….

It’sdrivenbyawomaninbigshadesandplaited

naturalhair.They’reseatedundertheverandahasa

onebig,selfishfamily.Theirbrowsareraisedas

theywatchthecardrivesin,playingunfamiliarmusic

anddrivenbyastrangewoman.

“Whodidyougiveyourcar?”NkonzoasksThakasa

withafrown.

Beforehecananswerthedooropensandtheone

andonlyNothilestepsoutofit.

“Whyisnotcoveringherhead?”Nkonzoagain.

“Maybeshewasrobbedandtheytookherclothes,”

saysMaKhumaloturningtoPhethydancingwithher

headtothesongbuzzingthroughouttheyard.“Go

andfetchherscarf,Phethile.”

Shedisconnectsherphoneandthemusicdies.But

stillalleyesareonher.She’snowstanding

barefootedinthemiddleoftheyardandstaringat



them withherarmsfolded.

“Goandcheckifshe’smentallyokay,”Bandla

whisperstoThakasa.He’sstilllookingathiswife

withshockanddispleasure.

Shemakesherwaytothem andhemakeshisway

toherwithhisjawsclenched.

“MaNtusiyouaredrunk?”heasks.

“Yeah,sowhat?You’regoingtohitmeagain?”She

narrowshereyesandbreaksabriefchuckle.

HetriestograbherbutBandlasawitcoming;he

pullshim backbeforehecantouchher.

“Y’allneedtolistenup.Nonke!”Nothilesays,almost

yelling,andpointingherfingersateveryone.

“You’reallmarriedtomyhusband,right?Weshare

him,evenwithyouMa.”Shetapsherfingersto

collecthermemory.“UsandNomkhosi,ofcourse.

Weallshareoneman.”

ThakasayanksoffBandla’shand.

“MthongaIwon’tdoanythingtoher,Ijustwantto

takehertoourbedroom,”hesays.



“Bedroom ofwho?Whosebedroom?Thebedroom

belongstowho?”shecracksalaughandpatsher

chest.“I,NothileNgema,don’thaveahusbandthat’s

onlymine.Hebelongstohisbrothersandmother.”

ShelooksatBandlastaringatherlikehe’sasaint

from aboveanddoesn’tknowwhatshe’stalking

about.

“Thankyouforruiningmytripwithyoursex

scandals,”shesays.

Gasps!!!

Sheraisesherhandup,“Shhhhh.”

“Nothile!”Thakasaroars.

“Oh,poorhusband.I’m abadperson,right?Ihada

handinyourside-chickabortionandnywenywe

nywe.Ishouldn’tfeelanytypeofwaytowardsyour

siblingsandshouldalwaysbesupportivetothem

throughthinandthick.Butwhocaresaboutme

here?”

ShelooksatSqalo,“Doyou?”

“OfcourseIcareSis’MaNtusi.”



“Yeah,right.Butdoyouknowwhosufferswhenyou

takeyourproblemsandgivethem toThakasa?Me.

Whenyoucannottellyourmotherthatyou’regay

andratherdumpitonhim tosolveit,I’m theone

whogetssubjectedintoasullenmarriage.Theone

whosleepsnexttoamanthatsighslikeasangoma,

notbecausehe’sone,butbecausey’allproblemsare

sittingonhisshoulders.”

They’relookingsoshocked,why?

“Doyoutellthem thatyou’reokay?”sheasks

Thakasa.

“Babe….”Hisvoicelowers,nowwhere’sthekingof

thejungle?Hedoesn’twantthem toknowthat

they’retoomuch.

“Arewenotherebecauseyoufeltemotionally

neglectedbyme?”

Heswallowsanddropshiseyes.

“NewsflashManqele,there’snothingIcandoto

makeyoufeelemotionallytakencareofbecause

yourownfamilydoesn’tcareaboutyourmental

being,”shesaysandlooksatMaKhumalo.



“Heattendstherapy.Hecannothandlewhatyouall

expectfrom him.Hewantstomoveoutbuthecan’t

evenspendtimewithhiswifeonatripbecausehe

gottojumpbackhomeeverytimeaproblem popsup.

Youraisedhim likethat.Youalldid.Butattheendof

thedaynobodycaresabouthim.”

Nkonzolookslikehewantstosaysomethingbut

fightingagainstit.

“Helostachildbecausehiswhoreabortedandhe

criedforthewholeweek.Didanyofyouevenbother

tocheckifhewasokay?No.Hehadtoclearhis

eyeswitheye-dropseverymorningandwakeupto

carrymorecompany,familyandeverysortof

problem there’sunderthesun.”She’sstaringat

Nkonzoanditseemslikehiswordshavestuck

belowhisthroat.

“NowI’m marriedtoabrokenmanthatexpectsme

tobemorethanjustawifetohim andcheatsonme

onthenameofbeingemotionallyneglected.I

cannotbeabrothertohim,it’sy’alljob.”Shepoints

atBandlaandNkonzo.“Icannotbeamothertohim,

that’syourjobMa.”



Thakasaholdsherarm andlooksatherintheeyes.

Hedoesn’tlookangryanymore,hejustwantherto

bedoneandoutofsight.

“Pleaselet’sgotothebedroom,”hesays.

No!ShejumpsoffhisgripandgoestoBandla.

“YouarelookingatmeasifI’m crazy?After

everythingI’vedoneforhim andthisfamily,he

cheatedonme.Notjustforsex.Hefellinlovewith

her,madeherpregnantandboughtherahouse.But

ofcourse,noneofyouhaveeveraskedhowIfeel.

TheonlythingI’lleverbeaskedofinthesepremises

is;MaNtusiwhatareweeatingtoday?”Tearsgush

outandshedoesn’tevenbotherwipingthem.

“Oryou’redoingthistomebecauseIdon’thave

parents?Youknowthatyougavemeamother.”

“Nothile,please,don’tdothis.”Thistimeshedoesn’t

onlysayit,hegrabsherhandandliftshertohis

armsdespitetheheavyweight.

“Manqeleyouleftme!”She’skickingherlegsand

fightingtobreakfree.



Hekicksthedooroftheirbedroom open,walksin

pantingheavilyandputsheronbed.

“CallMawandeandputheronthespeaker.Iwantto

talktoher.”

“Youwillcallherwhenyou’vecalmeddown.”

“I’m calm!IsaidcallMawande,”sheyells.

“Sleep,”hesays,headingbacktothedoorand

leavingherinbed.

“Atleasthavesexwithme.”

“Sleepfirst,”hesaysandclosesthedoorbehindhim

andlocksit.

Afterramblingforafewminutes,sheturnstothe

sideandletherbodyrests.

.

.

Sqalolooksforhim allovertheyardandfinallyfinds

him sittingbehindtherondavelwithhishead

droppedinhishands.



Whenhehearshisfootstepsheliftshisheadupand

cracksathinsmile.

“Areyounotsupposedtobestudyingor

something?”heasks.

“Iam,butitcanwait.”Helooksforsomethingand

findsastone.Hedragsitnexttohim andsits.

“What’sgoingon?”Thakasaaskswithconcern.

“IwanttosayI’m sorry.”

Hefrowns,“Whatdidyoudo?”

“Foreverything.You’vebeenraisingmesinceIwas

10yearsoldandIdon’tknowhowmanytimesI’ve

causedyousleeplessnights.ButmostlyIwantto

apologizeformakingmysexualityyourstoconfess.”

Aheavysigh!

“Sqalo,you’renotaburdentome.MaNtusiandIare

goingthrougharoughpatch,buteverythingwillbe

alright.”

“Istilldon’twanttoaddtoyourproblems.Nobody

takescareofyourproblemsforyou,Ialsowantto

bethatindependent.”



“Meaning?”Heliftshiseyebrowinquestion.

“Iwanttomoveout.Notwithyouoranyone.Iknow

thatyou’llalwaysbehereifIneedyou,Ijustdon’t

wantyoutoeverchoosebetweenMaandI.Iknow

thatittakesalotforyoutodothat.”

“Sqaloyoucannotleavehomelikethat.Whatif

somethinghappenstoyouandnobodyisthereto

protectyou?”

“Whohasbeenprotectingyou?”

“Myself.”

“From whichage?”

“Idon’tknow.”

“Iwanttobelikeyou.Pleasehelpme.”

Heexhalesheavily.

“I’llthinkaboutitandgetbacktoyou.Nowgoand

doyourschoolwork.”

“Areyouokaythough?”Sqaloasksandgetsno

answer.

Heleavesquietly.



Thakasarestshisheadbackagainstthewalland

blowsoutasigh.Hedidn’tthinkithadgottenthisfar.

Thingsweren’tgoingtoflipbacktonormal,were

they?Hiswifeisbroken,soistheirmarriage.And

he’sresponsibleforit.Nothilewouldneverdrinkor

talklikethattohismotherandbrothers.

“Mthonga,”

Urgh,notthisagain!

Whyaretheylookingforhim?He’sherebecausehe

needstobealone.

Nkonzositsonthestonenexttohim andexhales

heavily.

“Howareyoufeeling?”heasks.

“I’m good,”Thakasasayswithashrug.

Amomentofsilencepasses.Boththeirstaresare

fixedintospaceandtheylookdeeplyabsorbedin

theirthoughts.

“Whenareyougettingbackinsidethetemple?”

Nkonzofinallybreaksthesilence.



“IneedtoresolvetheissueofNomkhosiandmake

thingsrightwithherfamilyfirst.”Hehasbeen

attendingchurch,butnotsteppinginsidethetemple

becauseofthesinshecommitted.Hewas

suspendedfrom thetempleaftereverythingcame

out.

“Doyoustilltalktoher?”Nkonzoasks.

“No,wedon’ttalk,”hesays.

There’sanothermomentofsilencebetweenthem.

“Ithinkit’stimetocutthechordMthonga,”Nkonzo.

Thakasalooksathim withaslightfrown.Hiseyes

arebloodshotbuthe’smakingsurethatnotasingle

teardropsout.

“Theyoungestsonstaysinhisfather’shomeand

keepsitstanding.OfcourseSqalocannotdothat,

angithibamudlangemuva?Theposition

automaticallyreversesbacktoBandlalethu.This

homeishistokeep.Youshould’veleftusafter

gettingmarriedtobewithyourwife.We’veall

messedwithbothofyoursanity.It’stimetocutthat

chordandgoourseparateways.Weareoldnow,we



cannotcontinuelivingtogether.Iunderstandwhere

MaNtusiiscomingfrom.”

“Nkonzoyou’renotmovingoutbecauseofwhatshe

said?”Thakasaaskswithshock.

“Weneedtostopdependingonyou.You’rehavinga

babysoon,areyougoingtotakecareofherandus

allatonce?Weallneedtofindourselvesbeyond

this,”hepointsaround.“It’snothealthy.Idon’twant

youtoloseyourwifeorendupinapsychiatry

becauseofme.IapologizeforallthethingsIputon

yourshoulderswillinglyandunwillingly.”

“You’renotaburdentome.You’llneverbe,”hesays.

“Thankyouforthat,butIreallyneedmyownspace

now.”

“Ifthat’swhatyouthinkisgoingtohelpyouget

Tema.”

Thatgetshisassoffthestone.It’lltakehim daysto

getoverthatpublicrejection.

“IthinkyouneedtoletmegotoCapeTownonyour

behalfwhileyouworkonrebuildingthewomanwe



havebroken.”

“Isit?SoIguessmyPAwillhavetogowithyou,”

Thakasaasks.

“Obviously,butit’llbeNkonzo-saves-the-daykindof

situation,”hesays.

“Youdon’tknowMaDubeverywell.”

Nkonzolaughs,“Relaxwenaandwatchthespace,

ngizomlandauShoti.”

Hetriedthefirsttimeandfailed,he’sgoingtotry

againandagainandagain.Attheendoftheday

Temahastobehislawfulplus-one.It’sso

unfortunatethathelovesherandshewantstorun

hillsbecauseofhowhesketchedtheirpossible

future.Butthere’snowheretohideifyou’rerunning

awayfrom yourself.

It’sgettingcolderoutside.It’sbeenalmostanhour

sinceThakasasathere,he’sabouttodusthimself

upandgojoinhisdrunkwifeinbed.

Bandlaappears,walkinglikeahopelessghost.He



thoughthecouldhandlethings,butit’sharderthan

hethought.He’stakenabreakfrom hisphoneto

avoidjournalistsandreadingeverythingthat’sbeing

writtenabouthim.

“Notyouaswell,”Thakasasays,hittinghisheadon

thewallandcoveringhisfacewithhishands.

“Angekengikubangeleiscefe,ngifunaukukutshela

njeukuthingizobaubhutiongcono.”(I’m notgoingto

beanuisance,IjustwanttotellyouthatI’llbecome

abetterbrother)

“Don’ttakeitpersonalMthonga,”Thakasasays.

“I’m not,Ijustwanttogenuinelyapologize.I’ll

apologizetoheraswell.Ireallywanttoseeyoutwo

growingoldtogether.”

Tearsrolldown,hetriestopresshislipandfight

them backbuthecarriestoomuchbaggageinhis

heart.

“Idon’tknowwhattodoanymore.”

“Takeyourwifeandleave.Getmarriagecounseling

andfocusonher.Thebrotherhoodchordshould’ve



beencutalongtimeago.Beingahusbandshould

comefirstthanbeingabrothertogrownmen.”

Hedoesn’trespondbuthopefullyheheardhim and

he’llusehisadvice.

There’sabangingsoundcomingfrom hisbedroom.

“Thakasaaa!”It’sNothile,she’swokenup.

“Pleasedon’thither,”Bandlaasksashedusts

himselfofftheground.

It’ssadthathisbrotherthinkshe’sanabuserthat

needstowatchhisactions,buthecannotblamehim,

canhe?

Hewipeshiseyesdryandmakeshiswaytotheloud

voiceyellinghisname.

MaKhumaloissittingintheveranda,shehasn’t

madeasinglecomment-strangeenough.Hewalks

pastherwithoutlookingatherdirection.

Heunlocksthedoor,walksinandclosesitbehind

him.



“Whyareyoulockingmeup?”asksNothile.She’s

notdrunkasshewaswhenshegothere.She’s

wrappedascarfaroundherhead.

“Iwantedyoutosleep,”hesays.

“No,youdidn’twantpeopletoseethatyourwifeis

drunk.Imageisimportantmorethanfeelingsaround

here,let’snotforget.”

“MaNtusi,please,ngiyacela,don’tchangebecause

ofme.You’relosingyourcharacter,Icannotblame

you,butIurgeyoutobeatleastdecent.Allthis

doesn’tsuityou.You’repregnant,youknowthat

drinkingisputtingthebaby’slifeindanger.”

“Doyouevencareaboutthisbaby?”

“OfcourseIcare,that’swhyIwantustoworkonour

marriagesothatshecanarrivetoawarm home.”

Shethrowsherselfinbed,herdressgoesupand

exposesherupperthigh.

Hepullsitdownandsitsnexttoher.

“Canwetalkwhenyouaresober?”

“Aboutwhat?Yourfamilyproblems?”



“MaybeabouthowmuchIreallyloveyouNothile.

Youaremyworld,I’m scaredoflosingyoumore

thananythinginlife.”

Sheliftsherhead,“You’rescaredoflosinglosing

me?”

“Yes.Am Ilosingyou?”heasks,turningherfaceto

him withhishand.

“IneedabreakManqele.”

“Wearenotdating,Nothile.”

“Ittookmethislongtofinallygetpregnantandit

maybethelasttime.ButIcan’tevenenjoymy

pregnancybecausenowI’m thiscrazy,obsessed

wifewho’salwaysreadytoattack.Iwanttogoaway

forawhile.”

“Whataboutme?”Thakasa.

“Idon’tknow.WhatIknowisthatIneedabreak,I

wanttobondwithmybabyandbealoneforsome

time.”

“Are…areyouleavingme?”Thepaininhisvoice

cannotbecontained.Thebrokenmaninhim



displaysinhiseyesandhe’shelpess.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER35

GUGU

AtfirstshelikedEfe,despitehim havingmoneyand

beinggenerouswithit,hewasgoodtoKhanyoand

heputupwithhercrazycharacter.Thingschanged

whenshediscoveredthathehadawifeandhehad

broughthertoSouthAfrica.Butstill,itwasn’tanyof

herbusiness,herdutywastocomfortherfriendand

helphergetoverthebreakup.Shewasgoingtofind

someoneelse,shetoldher.Andindeed,she’sfound

Bandlalethuwhoseemstobegenuineandloving

morethananymanthathasevercomeintoherlife.

Withinamonthofdatinghe’shelpedherconfront

dreamsthathavebeenbotheringherforyears.

Firststampofapprovalis,ofcourse,thathe’s

monied.Secondstamp;he’swiseandinfluential.

Andthirdone;heallowsKhanyotobeKhanyobut

stillencourageshertobeabetterperson.

There’sonlyonethingBandlawouldn’tdothough,



that’sgettinghishandsdirty.He’duseShembe

anointedwater,Vaselineandpastesastickerof

UNyazionhisforehead.Buthe’dneverspillbloodfor

revenge,he’stooreligiousandlaw-abidingforthat.

Mandulomaybe,andmaybenot,thetypethatgoes

forblood.Hedidn’tkillhisfriendafterhesmashed

hiswifebehindhisbackforyears,thereareslim

chancesofhim huntingdownpeopleandavenging

hissister.

That’swhyshetookmattersinherownhands.She’s

notastalkerbutshecangetinformation,anythat

shewants.Aredflagwasraisedinthehospital

whenBandlasawEfesittingwiththem,itwaslikehe

wasseeingaghost.Theconfrontationwasn’tvocal,

butratherexchangedwithconfrontationallooks.

Definitely,therewasmorethanwhatmettheeye

andshehadtofindoutifanyofthem hadahandin

Khanyo’saccident.Itwasjusttoobrutaltobe

robbery,whoeveritwaswantedherdead.

Bandlahadnomotivetowantherdeadbutinlife

she’smetmanywolveshidingundersheep’sskins.

Shehadtodosomedigging…



BandlahadtoomanyprivateencounterswithEfein

thepastandspentmanynightsindifferenthotels.

Them beingpartnersdidn’tmakesenseandhad

littletonopossibility.ObviouslyhewasoneofEfe’s

majorclient,hepaidhim largesumsofmoneyto

takecareofmedicalexpensesoftheladieshe

bookedandensuringthatsecuritywasalwaystight.

ThenallofasuddenhepulledoutandEfe’sfinances

tookaknock.Hecouldn’tpayrentforhistownhouse

lastmonthandwasservedanotice.

There’snolovelostbetweenhim andKhanyo.

Beforeeverythingsettleddownhiswifegota

restrainingorderagainstKhanyoafterafew

altercations.Itwasbad.Khanyowasbitterand

thirstyforblood.Well,scratchthat,she’dactually

grabthewife’swigandexchangemeanwordswith

her.Therewasnobloodshed.Maybeshewasthirsty

forwigs,notblood.

ButEfehaseveryreasontowantherdead,nowthat

she’ssnatchedawayhismajorclientaswell.Funnily,



heknewexactlywheretofindher“body.”Butatthis

stagenothingcanbeproved,she’sactingonher

instinctswhicharehardlyeverwrong.

Sheputsthebabyinbedandrollsherjointbythe

balconyslidingdoor.Thisisastatehouseandhell

maybreakloosewhenMikearrives.Heknowsabout

theEfesituationandhe’salwaysinvolvedwhere

Guguis,howeverhehasasoftspotforwomenand

children.Unfortunatelytherewasnowhereshe

could’vegonewithan11month-oldbabythatshe

snatchedoutofamovingvehicle.Don’task!

Sheleansbythedoorandpuffsupsmoke.Atthis

pointshehasnoideawhatshe’sgoingtodowith

thisbaby.ButEfehasreleasedthesex-tape-stupid

enough.HehasnothingoverBandlanow,whichisa

reliefbecausenowit’sgoingtobeafairfight.His

wifeandelderchildarestillstuckinthecountry.

Soonhispathwillcrosswithhersandhe’lllearn

whosefriendhemighthavemessedwith.Theseare

nottimestobeonherwrongside,everythingis

goingsouthinherlife;theykeepgoingincircleswith

theMinisterofStateSecurity.Shehaslittletono



sympathytonobody.

ShemetMikebeforeshemetMohammedandhe

wasjustapoliticaldrivennobody.Mohammedwas

asecretaryatCOMSEC;adepartmentthatensures

thatthegovernmentandcivilservicedepartments

electroniccommunicationsareprotectedand

secured.She’dliketobelievethathewasanhonest

servantofthedepartmentuntilcrossingpathswith

herinaformaldinnerwiththeNationalIntelligence

Coordinatingcommitteewhereshewashelpingthe

cateringteam underfakechefpretense.

She’salwaysbeentooambitiousanddiscreetly

cunning.Afterafewsexualencounters,Mohammed

waseatingoutofthepalm ofherhand.Shedidn’t

onlygetaccessatMusandaComplex,thehead

officeofStateSecurityAgency,shealsomanagedto

secureatenderforMikeasanagenttosupplyprint

andelectronicresourcestothestate.

Ofcourse,thatwasjustonefootatthedoor,they

havetheireyesonabiggerprice.Mikeandherhave

nothingotherthansharedpoliticalinterest,he’s

alreadyreachedhis40sanddivorced.Their



relationshipisstrictlybusiness,butshedoesn’t

mindholdinghisarm andlookingprettynexttohim

duringevents.

Mohammedisstillwithhislong-term girlfriendbut

theyhavetheirstolenmomentsofintimacyevery

nowandthen.Theyhaveboundariesandbothof

them respectthem.She’snotlookingforloveyet.

Mike’scolognefillstheroom beforeheenters.He

castshiseyesonthebedandseesababysleeping.

Hisforeheadfurrowsintoafrown.

“Andthen?Whoisthis?”heasks.

“Efe’sdaughter.Itookher,Iwantherfather,”she

says,staringoutsidewithnoemotionsattached.

That’sthethingabouther,she’scalm ineverything

shedoes.Whokidnapsababyandsaysshe“took

her”socalmlyasifthere’snomotherwettinga

pillowwithtearsbehind?

“Guguthishouseisunderwirelesssurveillance

cameras!”



“Medtookcareofthat,”shesayswavingherhand

likeit’snothing.“Didyougetthedocuments?”

“Notyet,butImanagedtospeaktotheITguy.”

“Andhejustagreed?”Gugu.

“Ipromisedhim moneyand….”No,no,no!

“Mikewecan’tkeeplettingpeopleplaypartinthis.I

don’twanttoowenoITfoolmoney.Ifwebreak

through,webreakthrough.Iwantnolooseends.”It

pisseshim offwhenshetreatshim likealittleboy

whocan’tthinkforhimself,butwhatthehellisshe

supposedtodoifhekeepsmessinguptheirplans?

“Ihadnootherchoice,ifhebecomesaproblem we’ll

eliminatehim,”hesayswithashrug.

Sheblowsoutasighandwalkstothebedtoshush

thebabybacktosleep.Sheeats,playsandsleeps.

There’snoneedtodrugher,she’saverygoodbaby.

“What’shername?”asksMike.

“I’llcheckitonherfather’sInstagram page.I’m not

goodwithnames.”

He’snotsurprisedbecauseheknowsthisgirltoo



well.Sheonlycaresaboutafewthingsandafew

peopleinlife.

“Sowhatdowecallher?”heasks.

“Idon’tknow,IcallherPinkybecauseshehaspink

ribbonsonherhair.”Shelooksatthebabyand

smiles.“She’sagoodbaby,Idon’tknowwhatshe

didtodeservesuchahorriblemanasafather.”

“Ifshehasblueribbonstomorrowwe’llcallher

Blue?”heasksandtheybothburstintolaughter,

forgettingthatthey’retryingtoputababybackto

sleep.

Sheopenshereyesandcries.Mikesitsonbedand

liftshertohischest.Hewasn’tluckytogetchildren

inhispreviousmarriage,butjustlikeanyotherman,

hiswishistohavechildrenofhisownoneday.Even

thoughthatseemslikeafadingdream now.

“Sowhat’stheplan?”heasks,restingthebaby’s

headonhisshoulderandrubbingherback.

Sheseemstobecalmingdown.

“Idon’tneedaplanMike.He’stheonewhoneedsit.



IhavehisbabyandIwantBandla’sR300kback.

ThenIwantnamesofthemenhehiredtotrykill

Khanyo,afterthatIwanthim lockedupfor

attemptedmurder,drugtraffickingandallothersins

he’scommittedunderthesun.”

“Doyouthinkit’sgoingtobeeasy?”Mikeasks.

“Hehastomakeiteasy,forhisownsake,”shesays.

PinkyisnowfullyawakeandstaringatMikewithher

big,innocenteyes.Hisheartsinksasrealityhitshim;

shemaynotbefreakedoutbystrangersbutnochild

deservestopayforherfather’ssins.Toensureher

thatshe’ssafeinhisarms,heplantsasoftkisson

herheadandshesmiles.

“Man,she’ssocute!”Guguexclaims.

“Yeah,right?IwishIhadmyown,I’ddoanythingfor

her.”

Okay,he’sgettingcarriedawaywiththistemporary

parentingduty.Thisisakidnappedbaby,nothisand

nothers.Theycannotbeemotionallyattachedtoher.

Thishousecannotbemistakenforahomeand



she’snotabouttoplayhappyfamiliesusing

someone’schild.

“Mike,pleasefocus,”shesaysandgiveshim alook.

.

.

BHAMBATHA

Hisuncle’svanpullsup,Thandiweclimbsoutwitha

piercingscream.Herhusbandisbleedingonthe

ground,Bhambatha’sfootisstampedonhischest

whilehemakesanunpleasantphonecallto

someone.Hekeepscursingoverthephone,whoever

itishaspissedhim more.

Hedropsthecall,slidesthephonebackinhis

pocketandgrabsHalalisaniupbyhisjacket.His

fistshavedoneenoughdamage.Hemight’vebroken

hisnoseandafewofhislimbs.Heshouldbeletting

him gonow,butanotherfoolhasannoyedhim and

he’sgoingtomakesomeonepayforit.

UnfortunatelyforHalalisani,thatsomeoneishim.



Afistlandsonhisbleedingmouth,hereleasesalow

groanandtriestoduckthenextone.

“Oh,uyavika?Ngiyislimaminangishayaumoya?”

Bhambathaasksangrily.(Ihityouandyoushield

yourface,am Isupposedtohittheair?”

Heshakeshishead,“Angiviki.”(I’m notshielding

myself)

“Good!”HethrowsanotherfistandHalalisaniletsit

landnicelyonhisnose.

Hegroansoutinpain.

“Ungangibangeliumsindo.Angifuniukukhalelwa

yindodaenamasendealuhlaza.Ungibangela

amabhadi.”

“I’m notcrying!”Again,Halalisanipullshimself

togetherandobeyshiscrazyinstructions.

Hepusheshim tothegroundandstandsoverhim.

“Yiniungenzeumsunuwena?Iaskedyounotto

botherthatwomanandyouwentanddidexactly

that.”

“BhambathaIwasaskedtogobytheelders.Ididn’t



touchher,Iswear!”hesaysascalm ashecan.He

doesn’twanttosoundbroken,thataswellmaygets

him morepunches.

“Inkingayakhounekhandaelixegayonjengempukane.

Youwantmetogobacktojail?”heasks,pullingthe

gunoutofhiswaist.(Theproblem isthatyouhavea

looseheadlikeafly)

“Bhambathalethim go,now!”Hisuncleroars,

makinghiswaytowardsthem followedbyacrying

Thandiwe.

Thismanthinkshecallstheshots.Hemightbe

sleepingwithhismotherbuthe’snothisfather.He

cannottellhim whattodo.Notafterhetoldthem

thathe’llshootHalalisaniifheeverwenttohislate

brother’shousewithoutanyinvitation.Theydared

him,nowhe’sdeliveringonhispromises.

Hefiresafewshotsintheairandtheyrunbackto

theirvan.HeturnsittoHalalisaniwho’snowshaking

likealeaf.

“Idon’twantyourdeathonMawande’sconscience,



that’stheonlyreasonI’m notpullingthistriggerand

blowingoffyourbrains.”

“Thankyou,”hesays,unabletoholdbackhistears.

“Whyareyoucrying?Ungithelangamabhadi.”(You’re

causingmebadlucks)

“I’m notcrying.”Yes,he’scrying!

Bhambatharaiseshiseyebrow.Hemustnotbe

annoyedagain.

“Unyokolo?”heasks,pointingatHalalisani’swet

cheeks.(Isthisyourmother)

“Thesearetearsofjoy,mybrother.I’m notcrying,”

Halalisanisays.

Heclickshistongueandliftshim offtheground.His

uncle’svanhasspedoffandlefthim andHalalisani

tokilloneanother.

“Don’tevermakemedothisagain.You’llgoto

Mawandeandapologize.Thenyou’llneversetyour

footinthathouseagain.Okay?”

Henods,“Yes,yes.”



.

.

MAWANDE

Anythingcanhappen.Theremightbeanother

funeralinthefamily,andthistimeshe’dbetheone

toblame.Nobodyissayinganythingtoher.Thevan

withThandiweandNyezi’sunclehascomeback

withoutHalalisani.Maybehe’sdeadandBhambatha

hasbeentakentojail.Herheadbuzzeswith

unpleasantpossibilitiesandshesinksonthecouch

hopelessly.

Whycan’tshemournforherhusbandinpeace?

Stayinghereisnotworthitifpeoplearegoingtodie

overher.Itseemslikenobodyisonhersidehere.

NotevenNyezi’smother,awomanshe’salways

consideredasherownmother.

Thedoorshiftsandfootstepscomein.Shestands

upquicklyandfixeshereyesatthepassage.



It’sBhambatha.

Sheblowsoutasighoftemporaryrelief.

“Pleasetellmeyoudidn’tdoanythingstupid,”she

says,lookingathim withdesperation.

Helooksaroundforachargerandspotsoneand

makeshiswaytoconnecthisphone.

“DoyouknowwhattimeSportSceneopensin

town?”heasks.

“No,”shesayswithafrown.DidhekillHalalisanior

not?That’stheonlythingshewantstoknowright

now.

“They’dbeopenbythetimewegetthereanyway.

PearlsaidyouhaveagamenextweekandIknow

thatyoudon’thaveanysportwear;nojoggers,no

sportbrasandnokicks.”

Nowhe’sreallytakingthisfar.Therearenojoggers

andsportbrasbeingbought.

“I’m notgoingtowearbrasandjoggers.Youwant

peopletosaymorenastythingsaboutme?”

“Oh,uzogxumangezishweshwenamaphinifa?”he



asks.(You’regoingplaywearingseshoeshoe

dressesandpanofores)

Shesighsandfightstheurgetorollhereyes.Hehas

thisthingofsayingstupidthingswiththemost

seriousface.

“Icanwearaskirt,”shesayswithasilent‘duh’atthe

end.

“Whohaveyoueverseenplayingsportinaskirt?”

She’sabouttomentionafewnetballplayerswhen

heshakeshisheadwithalowsigh.

“Wearingjoggersandsportbraswon’tmakeyou

lessofawife.Whyyouwanttomakeyourselflook

differentinanothertown?”

“Idon’twantpeopletotalkaboutme.I’m notyou

Bhambatha,Icareaboutwhatotherpeoplethinkof

me.”

Heexhalestiredly,“Alright.Pleasetakemynumber,

I’m stillaroundforafewweeks.Callifyouneed

anything.”

Shepassesherphonetohim andstandsbehindthe



couchwithherarmsfolded.Sheneverthoughtthis

manwouldcomeandstandbyher.Hedidn’teven

cometotheirweddingoranyofthecelebrations

theyhosted.He’salwaysbeenscarce,eventhough

hecommunicatedwithNyeziandhadagood

relationshipwithhim.

“Youalreadyhaveit,”hesayshandingitbacktoher.

Shefrowns,“No,Idon’t.”

“Idon’twhyit’ssavedasGeneralbutthat’smy

number.”

Indeed,there’sanumbersavedunderthename

Generalbutshe’sneverpaidattentiontoit.

“Oh,Ididn’tknowIhadit,”shesays,stilllookingat

herphonewithdisbelief.

“MaybeNyezidid,butit’snothing,justrememberto

callmeifyouneedsomething,anything.”

Hesayshe’sgoingsomewheretomeetupwitha

friend.Mawandeisrelievedtoknowthatnobody

died.Shewould’veneverforgivenherselfif

Bhambathahadkilledhim.Yes,afterlastnightshe



hateshim,buthe’safatherandhischildrenstill

needhim.

Phoneringsfrom thelounge.It’stheringingtone

shedoesn’trecognize,shequicklyrushestoit.

Damn,Bhambathalefthisphonehere.Thecalleris

sopersistent.

Shepicksup,“Hello,Bhambathaisnotaround,I’lltell

him tocallyouback.”

“Whothehellareyou?Whyareyouansweringhis

phone?”It’saladyandshedoesn’tsoundpleasedby

heransweringBhambatha’sphone.

“I’m hissister-in-law,heleftitonthechargerand

wenttoafriend,”shesays.

“You’renottellingmewhyyou’reansweringhis

phone.”

God,notanotherdrama!She’shadenoughfortoday.

“It’sinmyhouseandIwasnexttoit,”shesays.

“Nobodyanswersmyman’sphone,okay?Idon’t

knowwhatyou’reuptoorwhathe’sstilldoingthere.



ButI’lltellyouonething;I’m notgoingtoletyouor

anyonetakemyman.Don’teventrythatremarrying

abrotherbullshitwithhim.Yourhusbandisnomore,

it’sover!”

That’s……juststupid.

“Okay,sorry.Bye!”Shedropsthecallandreleasesa

sigh.IsstayinghereandmourningforNyezireally

worthallthedramashe’sgetting,literallyfrom

everyone?

Herphoneringsrightonthatmomentoffrustration

andanger.

Shepicksup,“I’m gladyoucalled,Idon’twanttobe

hereanymore.IcannotdothisanymoreThakasa.”

“Whatdidtheydotoyou?”heasksinpanic.

“WhatIcamehereforisover.Theloveisover,I

cannotstayhereanymore.Iwanttocomehome.”

There’sasigh,followedbyabriefmomentofsilence.

“Everyoneisleaving.Thingsarefallingapart,”he

says.



“Whatdoyoumean?Who’sleaving?”

“NkonzoandSqalo.Idon’tknowaboutBandlabut

hehasn’tsaidanything.MaNtusihasalreadyleft,

so….”Heexhalesdeeply,“Idon’tknowwheretogo

from here.Idon’tknowifshe’severgoingtocome

back.Idon’tknowifmybrothersaregoingtobe

okayontheirown.Imessedup,I’vedestroyedmy

family.Maisnotspeakingtome,angazinjeWande,

Ireallydon’t.”

She’stryingtodrawapictureofit;herfamilywithout

Sqalo,NkonzoandNothile.They’veneverlived

withoutoneanother.They’reonebigfamily,theylive

anddoeverythingtogether.

Istheemotionalsupportshe’slongingforeven

goingtobethereathome?



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER36

KHANYO

I’vebeensoannoying,askingthedoctorwhenhe’s

discardingme.Ifeellikeeverythingisgoingwrongin

theoutsideworld.Bandla’sphonehardlygoes

through,hisnameisstillmakingheadlines.Iguess

he’snotcopingwithallthisbadpublicity,whichisn’t

asurprisebecausehe’strendingforallthewrong

reasons.

I’m notA-okaywithit.Isawthevideo,itdisgusted

meandpokedmyinsecurities.Idon’tknowhow

longit’sgoingtotakeforthatgrossvideotogetout

ofmymind.

ButIcannotbeangryathim becausethat’shispast.

Ialsohavemineandheacceptedit.Ijusthaveto

wearabighatandmoveon.Heneedsmysupport

nowmorethanever.Mebeinghereisn’thelping

becauseIknowhisfamilyisnotmakingthingseasy

forhim either.Hegotsuspendedfrom churchforthe



periodofthreemonths,Idon’tknowhowthatmakes

him feel,heloveschurchandhenevermissasingle

one.

SisterBeewalksinwithapieceofpaperinherhand.

SheknowswhatI’vebeenpersistentaboutthis

wholeweek,shequicklyexplainsitbeforeIget

excitedthinkingshe’sdischargingme.

“I’m justheretocheckyourvitalsbeforeyourvisitor

comesin.”

Irollmyeyes.IhavesomanythingstodowhenIget

out,Ifeellikethey’rewastingmytimekeepingme

here.I’m fullybacktolifenow!Ineedtogohome,

appeasetotheancestorsandcompletemycourse.I

needtogetmylifeontrack.

Nyezi’sdeathwasjustatest,Iwillnothealeveryone

Icrosspathswith.I’vewitnessedseveraldeaths

hereinthehospitals.Doctorsbreakdown,losinga

patientishard,buttheydon’tputdowntheirtools

andgiveupbecauseofit.Theystillwalkupand

downthepassageslikethey’rebattery-chargedand



writeprescriptionsforpatientsliketheyputpensin

theirarses.

Ihavetobecommittedtomycalling,justlikethey’re

totheirprofession.

“It’svisitinghoursalready?”IaskSisterBee.

“It’soneofyourfriends,weletherin,”shesays.

That’snothowthingswork,notaroundhere.Since

whendotheycareabouttherelationshipyouhave

withaperson?Visitinghoursarevisitinghours,

nobodycanbendorignorethem.ButI’llunderstand

ifit’sNolwazi,thatonecantrickpeopleintoanything.

Ohwell,it’snotherbutGugu.Ihaven’tseenthisone

intwoweeks.She’sglowingandslayinginthishuge,

blackkimonodressandwide-brim hatthatcouldfit

meandtwowardsofotherpatients.

“Youlooklikeanevilstepmotherattendinga

weddingofherhusband’sson.”Imean,whodresses

uplikethisjusttocomeandseeafriendinhospital?

You’dswearshe’sKellyKhumalo’ssister;always



unnecessarilyoverdressed.

“I’m actuallyaverygoodstepmother,”shesays.

“Youdon’thaveahusband,youarenotanyone’s

stepmother.”

Welaughandhug.Shesmellsnice,likeamillion

Rands.Iwonderwhereshe’sbeen,Iknowitgot

everythingtodowithMikeandtheMinisterofwhat-

what.I’veneverbeenreallyinterestedinherpolitical

shenanigans;I’drathercountriceonebyonethanto

talkaboutpolitics.IvoteforANC,attendIFPrallies

andcrossmyfingersforEFFtosolvecommunity

problems.

“Howareyoufeeling?”sheasks,sittingonthechair

andcrossingherlegs.

“Physically,I’m reallyokay.Allmywoundsare

healing.ButnowIjustwanttogetoutofhere,bru.”

Shegivesmealook;thesamelookMandulohas

beengivingmewhenIraisethisup.

“No,notforBandla.Ijustwanttogetout,”Idefend

myselfbeforeshesayssomethingaboutmerushing



togetoutandseeBandla.

“Youknowyou’relying.Khanyoyoucannotdeprive

yourbodyahealingbecauseofadick.”

Seriously???

“Whosaid….?”

“I’m notarguingwithyou.I’m justsayingallowthe

doctorstodotheirjobandletBandlasorthimself

out.He’sabigman,yousawhowhehandledthose

twogirls.”

No,thisbitchdidn’t!Idon’twanttohearanything

aboutthatvideo.

“Relax!”she’schokingdownwithlaughter.Iswearif

IeverseeoneofthosegirlsI’m snatchingtheirwigs

off.Iftheyarenotwearingany,I’m cuttingofftheir

hair.

“Howareyoutakingitthough?Ihopeyoudidn’tgive

Bandlaahardtimebecauseofit.It’sanoldvideo.”

Iblowoutasigh.

“Ihadnorightto.IjusthateEfewitheveryfibrein

mybody.He’sascumbag,IwishhechokesonJollof



riceanddie.”

“Hashetalkedtoyouafterthisvideoscandal?”she

asks.

“No,Itoldhim tonevertalktomeagain.Iwant

nothingtodowiththatman.”I’m notungrateful,I

thankedhim forsavingme,butitdidn’terasethathe

brokemyheart.He’smadeitworsebygoingafter

myboyfriend.Ifourpathsevercrossagain,hebetter

facetheotherwaybecauseIdon’tknowifI’dbeable

tocontrolwhatIdotohisstupidass.

“Doyoustillrememberhisbirthdate?”sheasks.

How’sthatapartofourconversation?Ifrown.She

keepsherfacestraight.

“13August1986.”Ihatemyselfforrememberingit.I

should’vetakenitoutofmyheadthedayItookhim

outofmyheart.

“Okay,thankyou.”

Issheplanningasurprisebirthdaypartyforthe

shitbag?

“Whydoyouask?”



“Justwonderinghowoldheisforallthis

childishness.”

Iknowshe’slying.Thisoneisuptosomethingand

it’snotgood.Well,notgoodforEfeandIdon’tgivea

damn.

“What’sgoingonwithyourlife?Nolwazisaysyou

haven’tbeenaroundintwoweeks,”Iask.

“YouknowMsibi?Theactingdirector-generalof….”

Shecansaveit!Iwishherthebestofluckinher

careerorcrimeorwhateveritisthatshe’sbusywith.

“Let’stalkaboutsomethingelse,”Isaybeforeshe

takesitanyfurther.

Shelaughs.ThisishowIalwaysactwhenshebrings

upherpoliticalthings,soourfriendshipisbasically

aboutme,nother.

“Okay,tellmeaboutthehospitaldrama.Anyfighting

nurses?Orgirlbeingadmittedafterbeingbeatenby

anothergirloveraboy?”

Yes,nowthisissomethingwecanbothdiscussand

laughabout.Ithinktherewasagirlfriendwhowas



beatenbyherboyfriend’sgirlfriendbeingwheeledin

yesterday.Lifeisbiryani,Itellyou!

.

.

THAKASA

Hewantedtoknowifshearrivedsafelywherever

shewasheadingto.Shedidthat,shecalledandsaid

hertripwasgood.Nowherphoneisoff.Itmakes

sense;sheneedsabreakfrom him,shewasn’tgoing

tostayintouch.Buthekeepstrying,hopingthat

she’lltextorcall.It’sbeen4dayswithoutherandlife

ishard.Goingtosleeponanemptybedisaharsh

reminderofhisreality.Hewisheshecannotgoto

sleepandwhenhesleeps,hewishestoneverwake

up.

Nkonzoleft,hegotahouseinKwatasiandnowhe’s

busyturninganemptyhouseintohishome.Sqalo

foundaroom torentwithhisfriend.It’snotbad,he

wenttocheckitoutandhaveawordwithhis

landlordaboutthesecurity.He’shappyforhim.He’ll



havepeaceinhisroom.There’llbenoonethrowing

shadyremarksathim.Heneededhisownspace

morethananyone,eventhoughhe’sstillyoungtobe

onhisown.

Bandlaisawalkingzombie.Hedoesn’tevengoto

work,he’salwaysinbed.MaKhumalohastobeghim

tojoinwhat’sleftoftheManqelefamilyforlunch

anddinner.Beingapornstarisn’ttreatinghim well.

Bloggersandsocialmediadon’tmakethingseasy,

hehastowakeupeverydayandseepicturesof

himselfallovertheinternet.Hethoughtitwouldbea

fewdaysscandalandblowover,butitseemslikehe

haditallwrong.

Thakasahastoputasidehispersonalproblemsand

runthecompany.Hehastosoldieronandkeepit

going.AtleastNkonzoistheretohelphim.Even

thoughhe’sdoingitforhisbenefitmorethanhe’s

doingitforthecompany,buthim offloadingsome

workandflyingtoCapeTownonhisbehalfreally

helps.



Atthispointhe’slost.DoeshecontinuewithDr

Mhlongo’stherapyorletthingsbehowthey’re?Does

hemoveoutofhomeasinitiallyplanned?Noneofit

makessenseifNothileisnotthere.Hewantedtheir

marriagetowork.Whatifsomethinghappenstoher?

Whatwouldhetellherfamily?Hisbaby-whatif

somethinghappensandhe’snotthere?Hedoesn’t

wanthisbabytobebornwhilehe’snotaround.

He’sisolatedinhisbedroom,justlikeeveryone,and

countinghissorrows.There’sasoftknockonthe

door,beforehecanansweritshiftsandopens.

It’sMaKhumalo.Shecooksanddishesupfor

everyone,him included,butshehasn’ttalkedtohim

eversinceNothileleft.Shewaslikeadaughterto

her,soheunderstandswhereherangeriscoming

from.Notonlythat,thewholefamilyisbreaking

apart.

“Yoursisterhasn’tcomehomeandit’salmost7,”

shesays,walkingin.

Thakasasearchesforhisphoneunderthepillowand



scrollsdownforPhethy’snumber.

“Sowhenareyouleaving?”MaKhumaloasks,

standingwithherhandsonthehips.

“There’snopointanymore.”Heheavesasighand

shrugshisshoulders.“Idon’tknow,ifshecomes

backwe’llcontinuewithourplans.Ifshedoesn’t….I

don’tknow.”

“Ifshedoesn’tcomebackthenyouhavetotake

anotherwife.Youcannotbealone,you’reanheirand

aleaderofthisfamily.”

“Ma,Ionlywantedtogetmarriedonceandhavea

family.Istillwantustotryandworkthingsout.”

“Howareyougoingtoworkthingsoutwithsomeone

who’snotevenhere?Shechosetoleaveher

marriage.YouthinkyourfatherandIneverhadany

problems?Wedid,butIstayed.IloveMaNtusibutif

shecannothandletheheatandhelpyoubuildthis

family,thenyouneedtofindsomeonewhocan.”

“AndwhoisthatMa?WhocanloveamessthatI

am?”heasks.



“You’llfindherthesamewayyoufoundher,”she

says.

“I’m sorry,butthat’snothappening.”

He’spissingheroff!

“YouthinkI’m goingtowakeup,packlunchforyou

andcookdinnereveryday?You’re36Thakasa.”

Heexhalesheavily.Thisisn’tsomethingheexpected

afewdaysafterbeingleftbyhiswife.

“CanIbealone?”heasks.

“Yes,butpleasedosomethingbeforethisfamily

becomeshistory.”

“Iwill,”hesaystogetheroutofthedoor.

Hefollowsbehindherandlocksthedoor.Hesends

anothertext,beggingNothiletocallwhenshesees

hismessages.Hismarriagecannotendlikethis.

Itcan’tbeover!

.

.



NKONZO

She’llprobablybepissedwhensherealizesthatit’s

him andnotThakasaattendingtheassociation

eventandlateronmeetupwithSinghProperties

executivemembers.Heaskedforaroom nextto

hers.Shearrivedearlierthanhim.He’salwayslatein

everything.

HedragshissuitcaseandwalksthroughVictoria

andAlfredHotelreceptiontocheckin.

They’llbesendingthisweekendtogether,whether

shelikesitornot.That’slongenoughtowinherover.

Hegetshisaccesscardandkeysandtakesthelift

tohisroom.Whatagoodneighborhe’sgoingtobe!

He’sbringinghisnext-doorabunchofflowersjustto

sayhellotoher.

Heleaveshissuitcaseonthefloorandheadsto

room 123-7.Okay,thismaynotgothewayhe

planned.Heexercisessomebreathsbefore



knocking.

OpeningthedoorTemathinksit’saroom serviceor

oneofthehotelstaff.Whensheseeswhoitisshe

nearlyfaintsonthespot.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”sheasksinshock.Her

eyesgototheflowersinhishandandsheblowsout

asigh.

“Thakasacouldn’tcome,soIhadtostepin,”hesays.

“Soyouarehere?”

“YesTinkerbell,I’m here.”

This….shecan’tdeal!

“MayIcomein?”heasks.

Shegiveshim ashrugandturnsbackinandgoesto

thelittletabletopourherselfaglassfrom abottleof

SaintAnna.

“Theseareforyou,”hesays,tryingnottosound

nervousandbeawkward.

Heneverimaginedherbeingthishard.Hethought

they’dsitdownandtalk.Agree,disagreeandreacha



conclusion.

“Nkonzo,Idon’twantustogobacktowhatwe’ve

alreadytalkedabout.”

She’sstandingagainstthetablewithaglassinher

handandstaringathim.

Heputsflowersonherbedandwalkstoheragainst

hermeanlook.

“MaybeImessedthingsup.Icametoohardand

ruinedmychancesofbeingwithyou.”

Hedoesn’tgetit.

Shesighsandsipsherwine.

“Dub’elimthende,pleaseallowmetoprovemyselfto

youbeforerejectingme.It’sallIbeg,justone

chance.”

“Nkonzo,please!”shesayswithasigh.“Firstofall,

you’reinvadingmyprivacy.”

“Cometomyroom then,Ijustwantustotalk.”

Hemustbethinkingshewasbornyesterday!

“Youbookedaroom nexttomine,boughtme



flowersandburstintomyroom justtotalk?”she

asks.

“Yes,”hesays.

“Really?YoumustbethinkingI’m afoolyazi.Iknow

you’reherebecauseyouthinkyoucansleepwith

me.”

Hefrowns,“What?”

“It’snothappening.It’seitheryoukeepthisallabout

businessorI’m callingThakasa.”

He’sappalled.Thisishowshethinksofhim?He

reducedwhathesaidtohertojustsexualhunger.

“ItoldyouthatI’m inlovewithyou.Ihaven’tsaid

anythingaboutsex.NotthatIdon’twantit,butI

wouldn’trunafteryouandhavesleeplessnight

becauseofyouonlytofuckyouinsomehotelbefore

myunclesevensay‘EhBaba’atyourfather’sgate.”

Thathumbleshertosilence.However,he’spissed.

Maybe,justmaybe,he’stakingthisthewrongway.

“Maybesitmedownandtellmewhyyoudon’tlove

me.WhatisitthatyouwantthatIdon’thave.Tell



me,I’llunderstand.Don’tembarrassmeinfrontof

peopleandassumethingsaboutmycharacter

whereasyoudon’tevenwanttoknowathingabout

me.”He’sangry.Moreangrierthansheexpected.

Hepickshisflowersonbed,throwsthem insidethe

binbythebathroom entranceandstormsout.That

wasadramaticone!

Whatdoesshedonow?Runafterhim andapologize

orcontinuedrinkingherwine?

(FAM,THINGSWILLGOBACKTONORMALFROM

TOMORROW)
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CHAPTER37

THAKASA

Afterhavingadiscussionwithchurchleaders,he’s

compelledtoreachouttoNomkhosiagainsthis

wife’sword.Heneedstosealthatpartofhislifeand

moveon.Allhewantsistohonorthespiritofhis

baby,getcleansingandformallyapologizetothe

NseleandNgidifamily.

Obviously,hecannotreachheroverthephone

becausehe’sblockedandifhetriestouseanother

numbershedropswhenshehearshisvoice.Apart

ofhim understandswhysheactsthewayshedoes,

buthealsoharborssomehatetowardsher.Hekilled

hisbaby!Despiteofeverythingthathappened

betweenthetwoofthem,ababywasinnocent.If

shedidn’twantitshecould’vegivenbirthand

broughtittohim.



Butthisisnotatimetolethisfeelingsintoplay,he

birthedthiswholequagmire.Hedidn’tevencallto

bookanappointmentwithher.Heleaveshis

informationatthegateofBantwanaHoldingsand

drivesthrough.Hisheartisbeatinghardagainsthis

chestashetriestoenvisagethisvisitplayingout.

Thatbipolarsisterworkshereaswell,shemayhelp

thesituationescalateunnecessarily.He’sactually

steppingintoNomkhosiandherwholesquad’szone.

Andtheyallseem tobeclawsoneachother’s

business.

Hisprestigiouspresencegetstheladybehind

receptiondeskonherfeetwithawidesmilespread

onherface.

“MrManqele,welcometoBantwanaHoldings.”She’s

unnecessarilyloudanddrawinghim attentionfrom

cleaningladieswho’vestoppedmovingwiththeir

buckets.

“Areyouheretoseesomeone?”she’sasks.

She’snotgivinghim timetolookaroundandbreathe

inthisglitzybuilding.



“I’m sorrytojustpopin,isthereanychancethatI

canhaveawordwithNomkhosiNsele?”

HereyesareontheBMW keysandiPhone12inhis

hand.Hiscrispywhiteshirthugshisarmsand

almostportlytummyperfectly.Ofcourse,he’s

married,thatpieceofsatinbandhasatexturedlook

thatscreams‘I’m someone’sman’,butshe’sonly

lookingforwhoring’sake!

“Hello?”Thakasanarrowshiseyesandthegirl

quicklysnapsoutofherdroolingmoment.

“Ummm no,MissNseleisonleave.ButI’llcallMrs

Mngomezulu’soffice,maybeyoucanhaveaword

withherasthey’refriends.”It’safavortobereturned!

Hersmileismeanttotempt,sadlyhe’snotinthat

spaceofeyeinganywomanatthemoment.

He’sneverofficiallymetNdondo,buthe’sseenthat

egomaniacalwomanaroundandshe’snotsomeone

hewishestohaveaconversationwith.Buthehas

nochoice,doeshe?

“Pleasedo,”hesaystothereceptionladyandshe

rushesaroundherdeskandprodsthetelephone.



Shedidn’tevenwanthim tocomeuptoheroffice.

Shestepsoutofthelift,walkinghighinherstilettos

withaninhospitablelookonherface.Thisone

thinksshe’sMaryJacksonofHiddenFigures.

“GooddaySir.”

Oh,she’skeepingthisformal.

BreatheThakasa!

“GooddayMrsMngomezulu,”hekeepsitformalas

wellandtriesnottolookasunsettledasheis.

“HowcanIbehelptoyou?”sheasks,keepingher

eyesrightonhiswithoutasingleblink.

“IwasheretoseeNomkhosibuttheladyhere

referredmetoyou.Ithinkshesaidshe’sonleaveor

somethinglikethat.”

“Yes,sheis.”

“Ineedtotalktoher.”

“NoThakasa,notthistimearound.Gobacktoyour

wife.”



“It’sonlyaboutthebaby.Ijustwantustoarrange

theritual,Iwantthischapterofmylifetobeover.”

Ndondoclearsherthroatandtearshereyesoffhim

forasecond.

“Canyouhelpme?Ijustneedtotalk,nothingmuch.”

Sheexhalesoutheavily,“Iwillcallherandputheron

loudspeaker.”

Heblowsoutasighofreliefandwaitspatientlyas

shescrollsdownherphone.

It’sringing.Hisheartisracingforwhateverreason.

“Heybabe,”-it’sher.

“Babe,howareyou?”Ndondo.

“Good,it’sjustendless…”Ndondocutshershortand

jumpsintotellherwhoshe’swith.

“I’m withThakasa,”shesays.

There’sabriefmomentofsilence.

“Hewantstotalkaboutthebaby’sritual.”



Hegrabsthephonefrom Ndondo’shandbeforethe

callgetsdropped.

“Nomkhosi,it’sme.Ijustwantustotalkaboutthe

baby,nothingelse.”He’sdesperatelytryingtoensure

herthatthisisonlyaboutthebabybutshe’shaving

noneofit.

“Whataboutthebaby?”sheasks.

“Heorsheneedsaname,Nomkhosi.Ijustwantto

dothingsright.”

“WhywouldIterminatethepregnancyifIwanttogo

tothelengthsofnamingthebaby?”

“That’snotafairthingtosay.Inallthis,thebaby

wasinnocent.Wecreatedthatsoul,together.”

“No!”

“Nomkhosithisisnotabout…”

“Isaidno,Thakasa.Youhaveababycoming,the

oneyou’resureisyours,shiftyourfocustothatone

andleavemealone.”

“Canwemeetandtalk?Please.”



“I’m outofthecountry.”

Foramomenthe’sdumbstruck.

“Withouttellingme?”heasks.

“You’renotmyfather,Idon’tneedpermissionfrom

you.”

“I’m thefatherofyourchild!”

“Intheworldofmorons,you’dbeaking.You’reproof

thatGodhassenseofhumoryazi!”Withthatsaid,

shedropsthecall.

Ndondoshrugshershouldersandtakesbackher

phone.Shetried,itdidn’tendwell.

“Thanks,”Thakasasayswithasighofdefeat.“Can

youpleaseletmeknowwhenshe’sback.I’llleave

mynumber,Iknowshe’sangryatmerightnowbut

wehavetoacknowledgethelifewecreated.Iwant

tomoveonanddealwithotherchallengesthatlife

bringme.”

“Sure!”Hertoneisnotconvincingbutshedoestake

hisnumber.

Heheavesasighandturnstoleave.



“MrManqele,”-thereceptionladywavingupher

hand.

He’stryingnottobeamean-lookingmanthatnever

smiles,butthere’ssomuchgoingoninhislifetogo

aroundshowinghisteeth.Henodsatherandwalks

away.

.

.

NKONZO

TheyjustdidtheSinghPropertiesevent,tosayit

wasawkwardwouldbeanunderstatement.They

couldn’tevenfakeunitedfrontinfrontofbusiness

associates.He’salwaysbeenabadloser;hecannot

takerejectionwell.Whatmakesthingsevenmore

frustratingisthatshedoesn’ttellhim whyshe

doesn’twantthem totry.Infact,she’snotsaying

anythingexcept;“Leavemealone.”

TheystillhaveadayinWaterfrontandhe’sinthe

room rightnexttohers.Hehearstheshowerrunning



whenshe’sbathing,helistenstohersingingwhen

she’sinahappymoodandeavesdropsonhercalls.

Butthatdoesn’tmeanhe’slessangryaboutwhat

shesaid.

There’saknockathisdoor.Itmustbetheroom

service;heorderedbecausetheyservedwarm food

attheSinghs.

Heopensthedoortoatinkerbellcarryinga

Tupperwarecontainer.Hislipscrackintoasmileas

hestaresdownatherlookingathim nervously.

Damn,hewasplanningtobeangrylonger,whyishe

smilingnow?

“Iknowyou’renotspeakingtomebutIhopeyou’re

goingtoeatmyfood.Theywerebakedbefore6pm

yesterday,Iboughtthem onmywayhereandstored

them inacontainer.”

Womenboardflightsandtravelaroundprovinces

withfoodcontainersintheirbags?Wow,these

creatures.



Shegivesittohim andstepsbacktoleave.

“Pleasecomeinandtakeyourcontainerback,”he

says.

Thisisexactlywhatshewashopingfor.Shefollows

him inandsitsonbed.

“Youlookedbeautifultoday.”

“Oh,thankyou.”

Hetakesaplateandemptiesthesconesonit.

“IwantedtocomplimentbutIdidn’twantyouto

thinkI’m tryingtohavesexwithyou.”

Hereyesdropinembarrassment.Aresconesnot

enoughforanapologythough?

“AboutthatNkonzo,I’m reallysorry.I’m justnot…”

shebreathesoutheavily,“Itscaresmewhenaman

comesatmelikethat.”

“Likewhat?”heasksandtakesabiteonthescone.

“Withrulesanddictatingtendencies.I’vebeenthere

beforeandIdon’teverwanttogobacktothatplace

wherethere’samantellingmewhattodotobe



enoughforhim.”

Hisappetitefliesoutofthewindow,hethrowsthe

sconebackontheplateandgoestositnexttoher

onbed.

“I’m sorryyoufeltthatway.Iwasn’ttryingtodictate

youoranything.ButI’m notgoingtolietowinyou

overorwearacolorfulcoatthatI’llhavetotakeoff

inalongrun.IwantyoutogettoknowmeforwhoI

am.It’satry-justlikeIsaid.IfyoufeellikeI’m nota

manforyouthenI’llletyougo,butnotuntilwegive

itatry.”

“Whatexactlyisthis‘try’?Whatdoesitmean?”she

asks,quotingwithherfingers.

“CometomyhouseandseehowIlive.Cometo

churchwithme,meetthepeopleinmycircleand

paintapictureofhowourfuturemaylooklikeifwe

workout.”

“Andthenwhat?”sheasks.

“Thenwegetmarried,livetogetherandstarta

family.”He’stoorealisticandstraightforward,it’s

notevenromantic.



“Youdon’tevenknowifIwanttogetmarriedornot,”

shesayswithaslightfrown.

“Correction;happilymarried.Idon’tjustwantto

marryyou,Iwanttomakeyouhappy.Andformeto

beabletomakeyouhappy,Ineedtobeinmyhappy

space.”Heliftsherhandandholdsit.She’snot

comfortablebutshe’snotfightinghim either.

“IwantyoutoknowthatIloveyou.Ididn’tapproach

youbecauseIwantawifeorsomeonetomess

aroundwith.I’vealwaysfearedmarriagebecauseI

don’tlikedoingsomethingandnotgetitright.It’sa

hugestep,ifloveandhonestyisn’tthefoundationit

willeitherfallapartortherewillbenohappiness.

That’swhyIwantyoutoknowmyhonestintentions,

whereIwantustobeandhowIfeelaboutyou.I

don’twanttolie,Tema.AndIdon’twanttosleep

withyou,atleastnotnow.I’m notdictatingyou,Ijust

wantyoutolovemeandunderstandmyreligion

becauseitplaysabigpartonwhoIam.”

“WhatifItryandnotlikeit?Idon’twanttohurtyou

andputmyjobinjeopardy.”



“I’dnevercostyouajobbecauseofapersonal

relationship.Iloveyouevenwhenyoudon’tloveme

back,I’llalwaysdo.”

Hereyesaregettingmoist.Shereleasesashallow

breathandblinksrapidlywhilewipingthecornersof

hereyes.

“Idon’tknow,”shesays.

Hejustneedstopressthelastbuttonandpressit

right.

“Givemeachance,you’regoingtobetall,”hesays.

Justwhenshewaslisteningandconsidering

sacrificingoneofherSaturdaystogotohischurch

andseeifsermonsthereupliftherspirit.

Heholdsherarm andbringsherback.Hertemper

canbeasizeofherheight.

“Youcanstartbycheckingifyoucankissthese

lips.”

He’stoofast!Beforeshecanopposetheideahe’s

grabbedherneckandloweredhisfacetoher.

Lookingsocloseintohiseyesfeelssurrealand



somehowuncomfortable.Shewantstorun,butit’s

toolate.

“MaDube,ngizimiselengawe.Iwon’tletyoudown.I

justneedonlyonechance,prettyplease.”

Hejusthadtomakeacuteface,nowshecan’t

breathe.Shewrapsherarmsaroundhisneckand

initiateakiss.

Theirfirstkiss,andsheinitiatedit.Maybeshe’s

finallygivinghim achance.

Hepecksherchinandgoesuptoherforeheadand

plantsawetkiss.

.

.

SQALO

It’sMpilo’sfirsttimeinhisroom.Thisiswhathe

waslookingforwardtothemost;spendingsome

qualitytimewithhislovewithnodisturbances.

He’ssnuggledonhischestandplayingwithhis



fingers.Theyhaven’tspenttimetogetherinweeks.

“Howareyousettlinginwithoutamotherandbig

brothers?”Mpiloasks,brushinghishead.

“BetterthanIthought.ThemoreprivacyIhave,the

morepeaceofmindIget.”

“Whatdoyouintendtodowithallthisprivacy?”His

handhasslidthroughSqalo’sT-shirtandmassages

hischest.

“Icalledyouoversothatwecanfigureitout

together.”

“Ithinkbetterwhennaked,”Mpilosays.

Theyshareabriefchucklebeforelockingtheirlipsin

asteamykiss.

“I’vebeenmissingyou,ntwana.Idon’tknowhowI

wentthroughallthesedayswithoutseeingyou,”

Sqalo.

Mpiloshakeshisheadandkisseshim again.They

cannotwastetimetalkingaboutwhathasalready

happened,buttheycanmaketodayworthy.

He’shotforhim.Hejustwanttogagonthatblack



monsterandfeelhiswarm cream shootingdownhis

throat.Theirconnectionhasalwaysbeentoostrong

forneitherofthem toresist.

Theybothstriptheirclothesoff.Mpilotakesa

minutetoappreciatehisfirm butt.Tonighthe’llbe

crackingthat,hopefullySqaloboughtalltheset

becauseheonlyknowsonespeed,fast.

Theirlipslockintoanotherkiss.Nowtheirhandsare

allovereachother.Sqalograbshisshaftandrubs

itsheadwithhispalm.Amoanescapeshislips,he

throwsbackhisheadandallowspleasuretospread

throughouthisveins.

Mpilofeelsthethickrodgrindingagainsthishard

shaftandmovesalongtherhythm.

“Mmmm!”Sqalomoansastheirshaftscollideand

grindagainsteachother.

HismoansaredrivingMpilocrazy.It’sbeenawhile

sinceheunloadedinsidehistighthole.

“Doyouhavealube?”heasksbetweenheavy



breaths.

Sqalopointshim tothebedsidetable.Hishand

wrapsaroundhisshaftandgiveslazystrokesashe

fetchesthelube.

Sqaloliesonhisbackwithhiskneesupandplays

withhimself.He’safinesttributetomasculine

perfection,that’swhatMpiloalwaystellshim.He

loveshisdark-tonedbodyandhowfirm hisbehind

lookswithallthethighmusclessurroundingit.

“Ijustwanttolickyoufrom headtotoe;youlookso

damnsexy,”hecommentsashepositionshimself

betweenhisknees.

“Ithoughtyouwantedsomeass,”Sqalosayswitha

smirkonhisface.

Hegrabshishipsandscootshisassrightonhis

face.He’salwayslovedhowintoxicatingthemixture

ofhissweatyballsandbodywashsmellwhenhe’s

betweenhisthighs.Hepokesouthistongueand

giveshisbuttcrackalong,sensuallick.



“SqaloIloveyou,”herespondstohisdeepgroan.

“Iloveyoutoo,nowpleaseburstthatassopen.”

Rightonit!

Hespreadslubeonhistwofingers.Heslowly

pressesoneonhisrosebudandwatcheswith

anticipationasheflinches.

Heinsertsitandmovesitaroundhisholeslowly.

Sqalograbsthesheetsandgroanspainfully.

“Ntwana,you’reokay?”heasksworriedly.

“Yes,”Sqalonods.

Mpilopullshisfingeroutandspreadsmorelubeand

coatsitperfectlywitharub.Thenheinsertshisone

fingeragain,thistimeSqalo’sgroansisthatof

pleasure.

Maybehe’sreadyformore.Heinsertstwomore

fingers,withtheirfulllengthandspeedsuphishand

game.

“Please,”Sqalobegsformore.

Hepullsouthisfingersandgrabsthelube.Hedrops



itonhispalm andrubshisthrobbingshaft.Thisis

themomenthe’sbeenlookingforwardtothemost;

tofinallyplungeintothistighthole.

HespreadsSqalo’slegsfurtherapart.Hisblack

monsterisangrilystandingagainsthisnavel;

beggingforarelease.

Heinsertshimselfslowlyuntilhefitsfullyinwhile

theybothgroaninunison.Nowthathe’sfullyin,

tremorsthisholesendsthroughhisbodywon’tallow

him todothisslowly.

“Thisfeelssodamngood,”hegroansashethrusts

inmercilessly.

“Hitrightthere,ntwana!”SqalocriesasMpilohits

exactlyonhisP-spotrepeatedly.

“Fuck!”Heburieshisshafttothehiltandprods

deeper.

There’satinglefrom histoesandawaveclosingon

him.

No,no,no.Hecannotletthisboy’stightassturnhim



intosomenoodles.Hesqueezeshismusclesand

pullsoutagainsttowersofpleasure.

Heneedstocalm downthisbeast!



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER38

KHANYO

I’m home,stillinonepiece,andIhavenoonebut

Godandmyancestorstothank.Okay,Efeaswell.

It’snotreallymyhomebutNdulo’shouse.He’shere

withhisgirlsandwearehavingalittlefamilyreunion.

Itstillfeelsstrangetoseehim andthekidswithout

Thobeka,andknowingthatoneofthegirlsisnothis

biologicaldaughter.Weareonemessedupfamily.

“You’reagoodfather.WhenIbecomeamotherI

wantmychildrentohaveafatherlikeyou,”Isayas

heclearstheirbooksfrom thefloor.

“Youshouldbethinkingaboutcompletingyour

degree,notbecomingamother,”hesays.

IrollmyeyesandfocusontheribsI’m eating.Ican’t

goasingledaywithouthim remindingmethatI

didn’tfinishmycourse.Ishouldgethim offmyback,

applyforopen-distancelearningandfinishmy



studiesonceandforall.It’snotlikeIwasdumbor

slow,Ijustdidn’tvibewithschool.It’stimeIgoback

andsealalltheloosepartsofmylifethatIleft

hanging.

IalsoneedtoconsultandseehowIcanmend

thingswithGog’MaSibiya.IknowIhavesomany

thingstomakeupforandthistimeI’m willingto

committomycallingandsticktoitregardlessofthe

upsanddowns.

“AreyougoingtojudgemeifIgotoMandeni

tomorrow?”IaskMandulo.

“Yes,”hesaysdoubtlessly.

“ButI’m okaynow.Ijustwanttoseehim.Hecan’t

livehislifelikethis.Nobodyisperfect.”

“Idon’tcareMakhanyi.Thedoctortoldyoutotake

thingseasybuthereyouare,thinkingaboutaman

andhispornlife.”

Pornlife?Wow.

“I’m leavingforBergvillesoon.Idon’tknowhowlong



I’llbe….”

Hesighs,“DowhateveryouwantMakhanyi.But

don’tforgethowyougothere.”

Sohe’sgoingtoblameBandlaforwhathappened?

That’snotfair.

“Hedidn’thaveanythingtodowithwhathappened

tome.”

“AsIsaid,you’rewelcometodoanythingyouwant.

Umhlabathiveleusemanzi,izululiyanakulezi

zinsuku.”(Thesoilisstillwet,it’sbeenrainingthese

days)

Oh,wow!

He’sunbelievable.

Howcanhesaysomethinglikethisjusttwodays

afterIgotoutofthehospital?

“You’resomean,”Isay.

“Andyou’resostupid.”

He’snotmybrother!!!

.



.

MAWANDE

Goingtothegym andtraininghasbeenagreat

stressrelieverforher.She’sfoundnewpurposein

life;meetingwithPearlandRoyalBlueGirlshas

givenherhope.She’snotalwaysswallowedin

sorrow,she’sslowlyfindingherselfwithoutNyezi,

whichhasspreadrumorsthatshehadahandinhis

death.Sadlythiscomesfrom afamilymember.Not

tobrag,butshecomesfrom arichfamily,Nyezi’s

estateisjustaspoonofsugarinajarofhoney.She

hadnoreasontowantherhusbanddead.Thatwas

theonlymanshe’severloved,kissedandshareda

bedwith.Hewasallsheknew.Doesshemisshim?

Yes,bigtime.Buthe’sgone,he’snevercomingback

andshehastolivethatreality.Whattheyhad

togetherisgoodenoughtokeephergoing.Thelove

hegaveherkeepsherwarm atnight.Henever

slacked,hewasthebesthusbandhecouldbe,and

thosetwoyearstheyspenttogetherwerethebest

yearsofherlife.



It’sgoodtofinallybreatheandbeawayfrom that

familyforafewhours.

Thisisherfirstgameawayandoneofthebiggest

gamesofRBG.Eventhougheveryone’sfamilyis

heretosupport,shestilldoesn’tfeellonelywith

nobodyfrom eithersideofherfamilyinaudience.

Thakasawastoobusytocomeandwatchagroup

ofgirlsjumpingupanddown.Hislifeisahotmess,

itwould’vebeenunfairtoaskhim tocome.Nkonzo

isonlyreturninglaterfrom CapeTownandBandla

stillcan’tshowhisfaceinthepublicafterhissex-

tapesaga.TheMyezaswereagainstthisvolleyball

thingfrom theonset,itwould’vebeenstupidofher

toaskthem tocomeandwatchherfirstgame.The

linebetweenMyezadaughtersanddaughter-in-laws

isdrawnandverybold,andrightnowMawandeis

actingnothingliketheyexpectofher.

Oops,acatchfrom Pearl!

They’regoingtolosethisgame.Thewhole

Chatsworthcommunitycameouttosupporttheir

girlsandthey’recheeringloudenoughtodistract

RBG.



ShegivesPearlalookofmotivation.Sheonlyserved

onetimeandgotoutaftersprainingherankle.Don’t

judge,she’sonlytrainedforafewweeksafteralong

break.Thingsarenotlookinggoodforherteam but

they’restillwillingtogiveittheirall.

CW team getsanotherserve?!

Shegruntsangrilyandyellsforhergirlstogetit

together.

“Niyadliwayini?”someoneasksbehindher.(Areyou

guyslosing?)

Thisvoiceistoofamiliar,herchestturnsintoa

KalaharidesertassheturnshereyestoBhambatha

standingbehindherwithanicycoldbeerinhishand.

He’shere?Andhebroughtabeer?How?When?And

whydidhedressupinOrlandoPiratesjersey?This

isnotasoccermatch.

“AreyousurethatthisIndiancoachisnotbeing

racistandrobbingyou?”heasks,liftinghiseyesto

theIndiancoachwalkingatthesidesofthecourt.



There’ssomethingaboutthewayheasks,likehe’s

alreadyconcludedhowhe’sgoingtomurderthe

poorcoach.

“ThisisnotDelhi,”hesaysandgulpsdownhisbeer.

Thisisgoingtospiraloutofcontrolifshedoesn’t

stophim now.They’relosingfairly,notbecauseofa

coach.

“Bhambatha,no!Theyplaybetterthanus,wedidn’t

trainenough.”

Hefrownsandlooksather.Thatlook,gosh!

“Whatdoyoumeanyoudidn’ttrainenough?You’ve

beentrainingthewholeweekforthisday.Tellme

whyisPearlatthebackrownow?”

Sigh,sigh,sigh!

“It’spartofthegame;aftertheserveweexchange

positions.”

“Oh,”hesaysandstillthrowsameanlookatthe

poorcoach.

Maybesheneedstomakehim leave.Sheisinno

positiontojudgehischaracter,they’veneverspenta



weektogether,butfrom whatshe’sheardthisman

hasnopinchofpeaceinhisveins.

“Isprainedmyankle,”shesays.

Hiseyesquicklytraveldowntoherlegs.Isitfear

sheseesonhisface?Thatwouldbestrange.

“Doyouneedadoctor?”heasks.

Isn’titclearthatsheneedsnodoctor?She’sonher

feet,withherkickson.Sprainedankle,notbrokea

leg;clearlythat’swhathe’sthinking.

“No,”shesays.

“Areyousure?”

Okay,thatwasabadone,he’sreallypanicking.

“Yes,Ijustneedpainkillers,”shesaysandmentally

punchesherselfforcausinghim somuchpanic.

“Alright,sit.I’lldrivetoSparquickly.Don’tmoveyour

legsanyhow,you’regoingtomakethepainworse.”

Shenodsandfakesanacheassheholdsthrough

therowofchairs,makingherwaytoherseat.She

hateslying,butshealsocan’tbethereasonwhyhe



causeshavocinoneoftheRBGimportantmatches.

-

They’velost.Butitwasagoodgamethroughout,

theyshareagrouphugandcelebratetheirloss.

“IthinkIsawyourhusband.Wheredidhego?”Pearl

asks.

She’stoldheroverandoveragaintostopreferring

toBhambathaasherhusband.Firstlyhehasacrazy,

disrespectfulgirlfriend,andheisnothingmorethan

along-distancebrother-in-lawwho’saroundfora

mourningperiod.

“He’snotmyhusband.Itoldhim togobuyme

painkillers,hewasabouttocomeforthecoach.”

Pearlfrowns.TherewasWorldWarIIIbrewinghere

whileshewasplaying?

“Why?”sheasks.

Mawandesighs.

“Hethoughtshewascoachingunfairly.”



Thatwould’vebeenfuntowatch.WhydidMawande

sendhim away?Shedidpicksomeweirdvibesfrom

thecoachaswell.Orisitthesorefeelingoflosing

thatmakesherwishthecoachbad?

“Youshould’velethim dealwithher,”shesays.

“Pearl!”

Sheshrugshershouldersandlaughs.

Oh,he’sback!

Thatwasfast.Hehasahugepharmacybaginhis

hand.

“Howdoyoufeel?”heasks,lookingatherfoot.

Hereallyboughtherstory.

“Better,”shesays.

“Good,butyoustillneedtodrinkpainkillers.”

Aladyinknee-lengthbootsandwhiteshirt-dress

makesherwaytowardsthem withafoodcontainer

inherhand.Shelookslikeoneofthosecucumber-

eating,beauty-obsessedgirlswhodotheirnailsin



Sandtonandpreach“drinklotofwater”totheir

friendswhiletheyhaveskinglowprescriptionsfrom

thecountry’sbestdermatologists.

“Ummm…hey,”shesaystoMawandeandpassesthe

foodcontainertoBhambatha.

Oh,herhandsaresopretty,withalltheringsand

longyellownails.She’sgorgeous!

“Eatbeforeyoutakepainkillers,”Bhambathasays,

handingthecontainertoMawande.

She’sstillmesmerizedbythispieceofartstanding

infrontofher.

“Oh,thisisMawande,”Bhambathasaystothegirl

andturnstoMawande.“Mawande,thisisNondu.”

Thegirl,Nondu,flapsherlongeyelasheslikearobot

dollandlooksathim.

“Hisgirlfriend,”sheaddsforhim.

Oh,hellno!Thisisexactlyhervoice;itwaslikethis

overthephone.

“Youcalledtheotherday,right?”Mawandeasks,

lookingathercarefully.



“Yes,andyouanswered.”

She’shappyforBhambatha,justlikeNyeziwould’ve

beenhappytoknowthathe’sfoundlove.Butshe’s

notstandinghereandhavingalittlefamilyunion

withagirlthattalkedtrashytoherandcommented

onherhusband’sdeath.

“Thanks,butnothanks,”shesaystoBhambatha

andshoveshisfoodcontainerrightbackathim.She

wantsnothingthathastodowith‘herwantingto

remarryaMyezabrother’orforgettingthather

husbandisdead.She’sstillmourning,shehasto

keepherbehavior,especiallyinpublicplaces,in

check.

Sheforgetsabouttheso-calledpainfulankleand

walksbacktohersquadlookingperfectlyfine.

Nonduisconvincedthatshewaspullingthestuntof

asprainedanklejusttohaveBhambatha’sattention.

That’swhyshechosetocomeandshowthisbitch,

andanyonethatmaygetittwisted,thatthismanis

taken.



“What’sgoingon?”Bhambathaasks.

He’sstillwearingafrownofconfusiononhisface.

“Sheansweredyourphone,”shesayswithashrug.

“And???”Heraiseshiseyebrow.

“Whatdoyoumean‘and’?Ialsodon’tansweryour

phone,Ihadtosettheboundariesandputherinher

place.”

“Whatisherplace?”Ifsheknowswhat’sgoodfor

hershe’sgoingtoignorethisquestion.It’sagood

chanceforhertoshowremorseandretracther

statement.

Butno,notNondumiso!

“She’syourdeadbrother’swife,”shesays.

Bhambathashakeshisheadandbreaksabrief

chuckle.

Well,he’sonherside,soshekeepsgoing.

“Itoldhertoneveransweryourphoneagain,”she

says.

Henodswithhislowerliplatchedinsidehismouth.



“IhopeshegetsoveritsoonbecauseI’m honestly

notgoingtotolerateherattitude,”shesays.

Bhambathalooksaroundandseesanabandoned

chair.Hepullsitandputsthefoodcontainerand

medicinebagontopofit.

It’shiswallethe’ssearchingfor.Hefindsitinhisleft

pocketandopensit.

Notes?No.He’sgoingtousethismoneyforpetrol.

Helooksathissilvercoinsandrealizesthathe

couldfeedhungrychildrenatKFCwiththem.Maybe

hecansparethe50cand20c.Heneverusethem

unlesswhenhe’sbuyingplasticpacketsfrom shops.

His50cmakeR4.50c.Hecountsthe20cand10c,if

headdsthem theymake3.60c.Nowthat’sR8.10c.

IfheaddsoneR5she’llhaveenoughcoinstoget

home.HopefullyGodiswatchingandwritingthis

downonhisGoodDeedsbook,becausewhathe’s

doinghereishumanity.

Aftercountingallthecoins,heturnstoherand

handsthem over.



“Whatisthis?”sheasks,lookingattherollofcoins

inherhand.

“Nondumisoawusayaziimali?”(Don’tyouknow

money)

“I’m tryingtoaskwhatdoyouwantmetodowith

this?Throwthem inthebin.”

“Howareyougoingtogethomeifyoudothat?”

Herfaceblanksout.Whatthehell?!

HegenerouslyaddsR1.50c.

“Buysweets,”hesays.

Maybethisisajoke-Bhambathacanbeverysilly

andfunny-shecracksintolaughter.

“Whenyou’redonegiggling,goandfindataxi

home,”hesays.

“I’m nottakinganytaxi.WhosaidIwanttogohome?

Takeyourcentsback.”Shehandsthem overbut

Bhambathajuststaresatherhandanddoesn’ttake

them.

Well,shethrowsthem ontheground.Whostilluses



cents?Browncoins.

Thecolorofhiseyeschanges.Hisforeheadcreases

afewlines.Withinasnapofafingerhe’sturnedinto

ananimal.Hewasdoingthisquietlyandlettingher

leavewithsomepieceofdecencytoherself.But

nowshe’stakenittoofar;nobodythrowsawayhis

money.Hedodgesbullets,spillsbloodandplays

Fast&Furiouswiththepolicejusttohavemoney.

“Icoshe!”hetellsher.(Pickitup)

Thistimehe’snottheBhambathashe’sbeen

sleepingwithforover5months.He’sa“Wanted”

thatthepolicealwayslookfor.

“Babe,youcannotdothistome,”hertonehas

changed.She’snowasoftladywithasweetvoice.

“Sisi,Iwantmymoney.I’m stillaskingyounicely,

coshaimaliyami,”hesays.

Ummm,howtobendandpickcoinswhilewearing

highheelsyouorderedfrom Zara?

“Nondumiso!”Itsoundslikealastwarning.



Shelooksatthecoinsscatteredonthefloorand

inhalessharply.Sorry,shejustcan’t!

“Comeon,thisisnotevenmoney….”Beforeshe

swallowshersentence,there’scoldairblowing

throughhercornrows.

Shepanicsandtouchesherhead.Nooooo!She

looksathishand,thereisher26-inchBrazilian

weaveheldlikeapieceofoldcloth.

“Bhambatha,no!”shecriesout.

Heputstheweaveunderhisarm andpicksthefood

containerandmedicinebagonthechair.

“Babe,please!”shetriestoholdhisarm butgetsa

coldlookthrownherway.

“It’sfuck-off’o’clock,Nondu.”

Sheknowswhatthismeans.Howdidthingsget

heatedlikethissofast?‘Fuck-offo’clock’iswhen

he’sdonewiththeconversation,sonowshe’llhave

tolethim cooldownandthinkofastrategytoget

hisforgiveness.

“Howam Isupposedtogethome?”She’scloseto



tears,notbecauseshehastotakeataxibut

becauseshehastotakeitwithcornrowsinherhead.

Whatifshebumpsintosomeonefrom highschool?

Forallpeopleknow,she’sasuccessfulsomebody.

“Idon’tknow.Youhavebrainsinyourheadandfeet

inyourshoes.”Hetakesoffandfollowsthedirection

Mawandetook.Guiltischowinghisheartlikepoison,

hewasn’tawareofthis.He’satblowswithhisfamily

becauseofwantingMawandenottofeellikea

lonelywidow.Buthereisawomanhe’streatedasa

girlfriendandeventhoughtofgivingherhishouse

keys,furtherlypushingMawandedownandspeaking

onhislatebrotherlikehewassomeratinher

mother’skitchen.‘Hisdeadbrother’thisoneisgoing

todrivehim crazy!

MawandehaschangedbackintoherMakotilong

dressandsandals.Fortunately,shecamehereinher

owncar.She’snotwaitingforahiredmacro-bus

withtherestoftheteam.Pearlinsistedontakingthe

buswithothergirls,obviouslyforthealcoholbottles

thattheystashedundertheseats.



“Mawande,”

Herheartskipsabeat.Bhambathaisstillhere?

“Areyouokay?”heasks.

Shenodswithafrown.

“Ididn’tknowaboutthatphonecall,youdidn’tbring

ittomyattentionthatsomeoneIknowspoketoyou

thatway.I’m reallysorry.”

Ohgosh!She’snotthetypeofpersonthatwantsto

beranafterwithapologies.

“NoBhambatha,it’sfine.Ijustdon’twanttobe

aroundher,that’sall.”

“ThenIguessyou’lltakemyfoodandthemedicineI

boughtyou.”

“Alright,thankyou.Nowpleasegobacktoher,I

don’twanthertothinkwhatshe’sthinkingofme.”

“Areyougoingtobeabletodriveallthewayhome?”

heasks.

Eitherhe’sactingblindorreallyuneducatedabout

injuries.Hestillthinksshe’sinjured?Itwasjusta



littleankletwistthatpainedonlyforafewminutes.

“Yes,I’llbefine,”shesays.

“Okay,takecareofyourself.Ifyouneedanything,or

ifanyonetroublesyou,letmeknowurgently

Mawande.”

“Iwill,thankyou,”shesays.

Hegivesheralongstare,almostlikehe’sconfirming

somethingfrom hereyes,beforeturningawayand

leaving.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER39

“Wakingupwithoutyounexttomeishard.Ididn’t

appreciateyouenough.Iwassoabsorbedintowork,

familyandmyroleasafamilyleaderthatIforgotto

putmymarriagefirst.Iforgottocomplimentyou

whenyouputonyourbestdress,sometimesIforgot

toaskhowyoursisterandherkidsweredoing.Ilet

youvisityourmother’sgravealonebecauseIhadan

importantmeetingtoattendorwhatever.Ifailedto

putmyselfinyourshoes,notonceortwice,butfor

mostyearsofourmarriage.Youbecameapartof

me,ofmyfamily,andtookallofusonyourback.But

Ineverdidthesameforyou;Iexpectedyoutobea

wifetoThakasawhileThakasawasbeingaCEO.

AndwhenyoustarteddemandingababyInever

lookeddeeplyintoit.Ineverthoughtofthepressure

youmayhavegottenfrom bothsidesofthefamily.

Instead,Ifeltcorneredandstartedtoseekattention

from anotherwoman.Notjustforashortperiodof

time,sheendedupbeingathirdpersonintoour



marriageandfallingpregnant.Iendedupdeveloping

certainfeelingstowardsherandfailedtohideit

from you.Ifeltlikeyoulovedmebutyouweren’tmy

bestfriend,andIneededalittlewarm cornerthat

sheprovided.Iaccountformymistakes,

imperfectionsandshort-comings.Ihavedeeper

issuesthatonlyIcanconfrontanddealwith.Idon’t

knowifyou’recomingback,butifyoudoIpromise

tobeabetterhusband.I’lltakethistimetoworkon

myselfandprepareforourprinceorprincess.You

holdaveryspecialplaceinmyheart,youalwayswill.

Ihopethey’retreatingyougoodwhereveryouare,if

youneedanythingpleasedon’thesitatetocallme.

Mydoorandheartwillalwaysbeopenforyou

MaNtusi.

Thakasa.”

Shereadsandheavesalongsighafterwards.Her

sister,Nomcebo,issittingoppositeherwithher

youngestdaughteronthelap.

“Whatishesaying?”sheasks.



“He’ssorry.”Nothileshrugshershouldersandsips

from aglassofwater.

“Ican’tbelieveithascomedowntothis,”Nomcebo

says.They’resquashedinhertwo-bedroom house

withhertwokidsandboyfriend.TheNgemasstill

don’tknowthatNothilehaslefthermarriageand

whentheyfindouthellwillbreakloose.It’sonlya

matteroftimebeforeMaKhumaloletthem know.

“Ithinkhe’sgoingthroughalot.Hewrotealotof

things,mostlyblaminghimselfforhowthingsturned

out.”

“Yes,heshould!”

Nothilegivesheralook.Thismessagehaslefther

withmixedfeelings.It’soneofmanythatshe

receivedwhenswitchingherphoneon.

“Don’ttellmeyou’refeelingsorryforhim after

everythinghe’sputyouthrough!”Nomcebosays,

huggingherdaughtertightlyonherchestand

throwingalookather.

“It’snotlikeIwasperfect,Cebo.”Sheinhalessharply

andgetsoffbedandstandsbythewindow.



“Nobodyisperfect,butyoudidn’tcheatonhim and

putyourhandsonhim.”

“Idid,”shesays.

Nomcebofrowns.

“Youdidwhat?”sheasks.

Silence.

“Nothi,whatdidyoudo?”Hertonegetsfirmer.Her

sister’ssilencedoesn’tsitwellwithher.

“I…IdidsomethingterribleCebo.Itwasjustone

momentofweaknessandnowIstandtolose

everythingbecauseofit.”Sherunsherhands

throughherunrulyafroandsighsheavily.

“You’renotmakinganysense.Didyoucheaton

Thakasa?”Nomceboasks.

“Yes,”shenodsandswallowshard.“Idid.”

Nomceboputsthebabyonthefloorandgetsonher

feetlikeamadwoman.

“Tellmeyou’rejoking!”

“I’m not.OnthesamenightIsleptwithThakasa,if



I’m countingweeks,anyofthem couldbeafather.”

ThisisalotforNomcebototakein.Shegrabsa

mugandfillsitwithwater.Herheadisspinning,

you’dswearit’shermarriageontheline.Whilemany

mockedtheirlatemother’ssituation;from howMr

Ngemaneglectedherandmarriedayoungerwoman,

leavingherbehindwithkids,tohowpoorshewas.

Growingupwasastruggleandshediedbefore

Nomceboeventurned10.SeeingNothilegraduates

andgetsmarriedwashermostproudestmoment,

eventhoughshehasn’tbeenabletoreachthose

milestonesherself.Butshewashappythatthe

daughterofthemostunderminedwomanwas

makingitinlife.Theirmothermust’vebeenproudin

hergravetoo.

Nothilefollowshertothedoorandstandsbehind

her.Rightnowshedoesn’tneedtobejudged,at

leastnotbyherownsister.

“Whatdoyouthink?”sheasks.

Nomceboexhalesandturnsherheadbacktoher.



“What’sgoingtohappenifthechildisnot

Thakasa’s?”sheasks.

“Idon’tknow.FornowI’m prayingthatit’shis,”

Nothilesays.

“Doyouhavemoneyonyourname?Didyousave

somethingforthefuture?”

“It’snotthatmuch,maybeR45korless.Ihadaccess

tohiscards,IwasgettingeverythingIwanted,so

therewasnoneedforme…”thelookNomcebogives

hermakesherstop.

“Youknowit’sgoingtogetuglyifhefindsout,

right?”

“Yes,”shenods.

“Andyouknowthatyou’llhavenoonetoturnback

to?Youruncleswillkeeptheirdistance.”

“IknowNomcebo.I’m tryingtostaypositive.”

Nomceboshakesherhead,disappointmentis

writtenalloverherface.

“Sowhoistheotherguy?”sheasksastheyfollow

eachotherbacktothebedroom.



“WemetinBali.Itwasbrief,morelikea1night-stand

thing,andIleftwithnothingmorethanhisname.”

“Andsperm,”Nomceboadds.

Sherollshereyes,“Wearenotsureofthatyet.”

“Ineverthoughtyouhaditinyou.Soyoudidn’tleave

becauseofwhatThakasadid,you’rerunningfrom

yourownimperfectionsaswell?”Nomceboasks.

“Comeon,itwasbecauseofourmarriage.Themore

westayedtogetherwasthemoreitsank.Wepushed

eachother’sbuttons,andatthispoint,neitherofus

needsthatstress.”Shepicksthebabycrawlingon

thefloorandsitsonbed.Nomceboremainsonher

feet,staringather.

“Ithinkhe’sgoingthroughalotemotionally.When

wefirstmethewantedtobeafathermorethan

anythinginthisworld.Hewantedustobeafamily,

hetoldmethattheseconddaywemet.Heused

smilealot,foolaroundandtakemeout.Idon’t

knowwhenexactlythingschanged,buthejustlost

interestinsomanythings,includinghavingababy.”

“Youthinkit’sbecausehelosthisfather?”Nomcebo



asks.

“Itcouldbe,Idon’tknow.ButallIknowisthat

everyone,meincluded,playedacertainpartin

whateveritis.HereNomcebo,I’m talkingabout

someonewhodoesn’thaveasociallifeatall.”

“Doeshehaveanyfriends?”Nomceboasks.

“No.Hisliferevolvesaroundworkandhisfamily.”

“Doyoustilllovehim?”Nomceboasks.

“He’snolongerthemanIfellinlovewith.Maybewe

canstillworkifheworksonfindinghimselfand

whathereallywants.”

“Andifyouguysdon’twork?Whatareyougoingto

do?”

“Idon’tknow,”sheshrugshershouldersandlooks

away.

“OhGod!Nothile,Ihopeyou’renotthinkingthat

you’llmoveontoyourBalipersonandlivehappily

ever-after.”

“Ididn’tsaythat,”shesnapsangrily.“I’m goingtodo

aDNAtestassoonasIgivebirth,thentheresults



willdeterminemyfutureattheManqeles.”

“I’llbeprayingforyousis.Thisisnotgoodatall.”

Yeah,it’sbad.She’sgoingthrougheachdaywithher

breathheldup.ButunlikeNomkhosi,she’snot

terminatingherpregnancy.Thisisherbaby,

regardlessofwhothefatheris.Andshe’sgoingto

dorightbyhim orher,she’llbehonestaboutthe

identityofherbaby.It’llbreakThakasaifhe’snotthe

father,anditmighttakehim tenstepsback,butit’ll

bewhatitis.

.

.

THAKASA

Staringatthephoneisnotgoingtohelphim.His

heartisheavy,especiallytoday.Asbadastheywere,

hemissessleepingnexttoherandwrappinghis

armsaroundher.Forthelast6yearsofhislifehe’s

comehometoawarm bedandwokeuptohiswife

preparinghisclothesandbreakfast.



Theringtoneofhisphoneignitessomehopeinhim,

hepullsitandtakesaglanceatthescreen.It’snot

Nothile,hisheartsinks!

“Hello,”heanswersdisappointedly.

“MrManqele,thisisPreciousfrom Bantwana

Holdings.”

Hesitsup,hearingthatcompanynameraises

anotherglimpseofhope.

“Oh,helloPrecious.”Hedoesn’tevenknowwhothat

is,butthefactthatshe’sfrom Khosi’sworkmeans

something.

“YouwereheretheotherdayandIoverheardyou

askingMrsMngomezulutoletyouknowwhen

Nomkhosiisback.”

“Yes,yesIdidaskhertoletmeknow,”hesays.

“Iwasnotsentbyneitherofthem,butIdoknowthat

she’scomebackfrom FreeState.IthoughtIshould

bethefirstonetoletyouknow.”

FreeState?Shesaidshewasoutofthecountry?

Maybeit’sanotherFreeState.



“Thankyouforlettingmeknow.Itrulyappreciateit,

Precious.”

“That’smynumber,ifyouneedanyhelpdon’t

hesitatetocallme.”

Owkaaaay!

“I’llputthatinmind,thankyou.IfyouhaveMrs

Mngomezulu’spersonalnumberpleaseforwarditto

me,I’dliketohaveawordwithher.”

“Pleasedon’ttellheryougotitfrom me,shemayfire

me.”

“Iwon’tdothat,”heassuresher.

“Okay,inasecond.”

Assoonashereceiveshernumberhemakesacall.

He’sstillblockedbyKhosidespitehim beggingfor

them totalkabouttheirbaby.She’sbackinDurban

butshedidn’tfeeltheneedtolethim know.

“Hello,”sheanswerswithababycryinginthe

background.



“You’retalkingtoThakasa,”hesays.

“Oh,okaygivemeamoment,”shesoundsshocked.

Itsoundslikeshe’spickingthebabyupandcalling

someone.Itmustbeherhusbandbecauseshe’s

callinghim ‘babe’andaskingthathecomesand

takesthebaby.

“Wecantalk,”shesaysafteramoment,nowwitha

quietbackground.

“Yousaidyou’dtellmewhenNomkhosiisback,”he

says.

“Oh,aboutthat….Ihadtotalktoherfirst.

Unfortunately,sheaskedmenottogetinvolved.”

“Whatisherproblem?It’snotlikeI’llharm heror

anything,Iwantustotalkaboutthebaby.”

“Iguessshe’snotinterestedintalkingtoyou.”

“Okaythen,I’m goingtocontactherstepfather.

Whethershelikesitornot,thatbabywasmyblood

andI’m goingtotakecareofherevenifshewas

deniedherrighttolife.She’salreadypunishedmeby

terminating,whatmorepaindoesshewantmetogo



through?”

Ndondoexhalesheavily,“I’lltrytotalktoheragain,

pleasegivemeadayortwo.”

“No,I’m donebeggingher.Letherbe,I’lltakeitto

peoplewho’llunderstandmysituation.”Heendsthe

callandthrowsthephoneonbed.Hischestis

burning.Tearsarewellingupinhiseyes.

Heclosesthedoorandlocksit.

Fuckthislife!

.

.

KHANYO

IhadtocallGuguagainandaskhertofindsomeone

whocandrivemehere.Idon’tthinkI’llbetravelling

bytaxianytimesoon.

“Guguaskedmenottoleaveyou,”theGTidriver

saystome.

Idon’tknowwhatkindofinstructionwasthatfrom



Gugu.There’snoneedforhim towaitforme

becauseI’llbewithBandlaprobablythiswhole

morning.Anywayhelooksdodgyhimself,Idon’t

wanttofindmyselfarrestedfordrugsIdon’tknow

anythingabout.

“IpromiseyouI’llbefine,”Itellhim.“Bandlawill

drivemebacktoDurban,don’tstress.”

“Tellherthatyourefusedmyhelp,Idon’twantherto

thinkIdefiedherrules.”

Huh?He’satall,black-assman.It’snotlikeGugu

candoanythingtohim.

Itakemycurtainsandclimboutofthecar.My

brotherwasagainstthisbutIcameanyway.Thisis

thelasttimeIdisobeyhim,Iswear.

I’m walkinginthesepremisesagain.It’sthesame

oldstory;acurtaingirldeliveringanorderfor

Bandlalethu.Ihadnotimetothinkofanother

strategy.Thisman’sphonehasbeenofffordays

andIcan’tleaveforBergvillewithoutcheckingon

him.



Iwonderwhenthewifeisgivingbirth.Thisyardis

tooquietformyliking.

Icollectmyscatterednervesbeforeknockingatthe

door.Itsoundslikethere’ssomeonecookinginthe

kitchen.

Iknockagain.

“Ngiyeza!”shesays.

It’shismother.Godbewithme!

Thedooropens,oureyesmeetandshesighs

exhaustedly.

“HelloMa,”Iplastermyfacewithahugesmile,you’d

swearI’m acatseeingcheese.

“Yes?”Somuchloveinhervoice!

“I’m heretodeliverBandla’sorder,”Isay.

Isn’tshetoooldtorollhereyesatpeople?

“Don’tyousitdownandthinkoffreshideas?This

oneisboringandold.”

Okay,thatwasanastyblow.Thisold,fatwomanis

sosavage.



Iremainstandingoutsidethedoorandstaringather.

“Comein,”hertoneisnotwelcomingatall.Butat

leastI’m letin,foramomentIthoughtshewas

goingtochasemeaway.

“Umakukhonaokuvelayoangifunemfaziozozala

ezothiinjayamiidleamaqandangobaamaqanda

azeenjeniyami.”(IfyoufallpregnantIdon’twant

anywomancominghere,sayingmydogatetheir

eggsbecauseinthisinstance,eggscametomydog)

Didshejustcallmeeggs?InthatcaseI’m anostrich

egg,notjustanyegg.

Istandbythecounter,shegoestoherpotandstirs

it.Am IsupposedtofindBandlabymyself?

Iclearmythroat.

She’sannoyed.

“He’sinthelounge,”shesays.

Iwhisperalow“thankyou”andsoftlymakemyway

towardsthelounge.Idon’twanttoscratchhertiles

andgiveherareasontochasemeout.



ThisoneisdozingoffoncoucheswhileI’m losing

mymindoverhim?

“Vuka!”Iwhisperandshakehisshoulder.

“Ma,please!”hemumbleswithhiseyesclosed.

“EkisniejouMa,”IsayinmyAfrikaansaccentand

pullhisear.

Heslowlyopenshiseyes,thenhefrownsandlooks

aroundlikehe’squestioninghislocation.

“Nokukhanya,”hesaysinalowwhisper.

“Ican’tbelieveyou’rechillingonthecoucheswhile

I’m worriedsickaboutyou.”

Helooksaroundagain,forhismothernowIguess.

“Howdidyougetinhere?Mymotherishome.”

Oh,hethinksIbrokein?

“Isawher,sheletmein.”

Hiseyeswiden.

“Mymother?”heasks.

“Yes,”Isitnexttohim.“I’m scaredofyourmom,go



anddressupsothatwecanbesomewhereelse.”

“No,I’m notgoinganywhereKhanyo.”

“You’recomingsomewhere.Goanddressup.I’m

leavingforBergvilleinafewdaysandIwantusto

spendafewhourstogether.”

“ButIcan’tgoout,youknowpeople….”

Herewego!

“Bandlanobodyisperfect.You’rejustunluckythat

yourprivatedeedswereexposedtotheworld.But

there’snothingyoucandoaboutit.AndI’m not

goingtohaveaboringrelationshipbecauseofporn

lovers.Suckitup!”

“It’snotthateasy,babe.”

“You’llbewithme,trustmeifIseeanyonetaking

picturesofyouortalkingshit,I’m goingtodealwith

them theBergvilleway.”

Hesmiles,“Youlooksobeautiful.Areyoudoing

okay?”

“I’m good.Woundshavehealed,eventhoughIstill

getpainattimes.Nowit’sjustscars,Ihopeyou’re



notgoingtohaveaproblem.”

Thesmiledisappears.IknowI’vesaidsomething

wrong.Thisoneistoosensitive.

“Don’tevenstart.Iloveyou,okay?You’llalwaysbe

perfectinmyeyes,”hesays,wrappinghishand

behindmyneck.

“Letmetakeyouout,”Ibeg,linkingmyforehead

ontohis.

“Ican’tsaynoifyoumakethisprettyface.Ihave

missedyousomuch,”hesays.

Ibrushhisnosewithmylips.Hechucklesand

staresintomyeyes.

“Chauwadayisakahlebolamakhethenisi!”(Yousell

yourcurtainsinaspecialway)

Iquicklysitupstraightandclearmythroat.Isshea

catorsomething?Shemadenosoundwalkingin.

Bandlaliftsthecushiontohisfaceandlaughs

silently.

“Yes,laugh.I’m aclown,aren’tI?Butonedayyou’re

goingtoneedmetodefendyoufrom thisgirl’s



familybecauseshewon’ttellthem thatit’sherwho

“delivered”,andI’llkeepmyfunnynoseoutofyour

business.Youknowhowwedothingshere.”

Bandlastopslaughingandlooksather.

“I’m sorry.Isthefoodready?Ihavesomewhereto

go.”

Shelooksatmeasifshe’sabouttoaccusemeof

kidnappingherson.

“Whereareyoutakingmyson?”sheasks.

“Around…togetfreshair.”

“Oh,ourairisn’tfreshhere?”

No,it’snotfreshatall.

“Ma!”Bandlalooksatherwithdisapproval.

“Alright!”sheputsherhandsup.“Awuzihambele

mntakaKhumalo.”

Ithinkshe’sadramaqueen.Imagineadramaqueen

from the60s!Thisismyboyfriend,nothers.

“Dressupbeforesheroastsmetodust,”Isay.



Helaughs,“She’snotthatbad.”

Well,that’sdebatable.

(Pleasesupportafellowtenantafterreading,goto

theTheFoundationPhaseDoorChallengeandlike

TheAutumnDoor,secondonthelist)

https://www.facebook.com/meridiankarinoindepen

dentschool/



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER40

KHANYO

Itookhim toMandeniMall,didalittlecosmetic

shoppingandnowwearehereinourlittlekingdom,

he’sstillinonepiece.Yes,peopledostareathim

andsometakepicturesofhim,butthatdoesn’tkill

him.He’sgoingtogetusedtohisporn-fame.

Itakeourplatestothekitchenandpasstothe

bathroom toreleasemyself.Iplannedtostayonlya

fewhours,butI’vealreadybeenhereforhalfaday

andthismanisnotsayinganythingaboutdrivingme

backtoDurban.

WhenIwalkbackintotheroom,he’sgettingoffa

call.Idon’tlikepeoplewhodropcallswhenyouwalk

inliketheyweregossipingaboutyou.

“Whowereyoutalkingto?”Iask.

“Someclothingbrandmanagerwhowantstomeet



upwithme.”

Okay,thisisinteresting.Ilienexttohim andstareat

him curiously.

“Whydoeshewanttoseeyou?”Iask.

“Hewantssomeoneofmytypeforhisline,Idon’t

evenknowwhatthatmeans.Whattypeam I?”He

cockshiseyebrowatme.

Ican’thelpbutlaugh.Heshould’veaskedthat

managerthisquestion,notme.

“Ihopethey’renottryingtocashintoyourone

monthporn-fameandtryingtoturnyouintoamale

Kim Kardashian.”

“Whoisthat?”Hefrowns.

“Awomanthatgotfamousafterhersex-tapegot

leaked.”

Heholdsmyhand,liftsittohislipsandplantsasoft

kiss.

“Howdoesitmakeyoufeel?”heasks.

“Itmakesmefeellovedandappreciated,”Isay.



“Notthekiss,I’m talkingaboutthesextape,”hesays.

“I’m fine,”Ishrugmyshoulders.

Hesmilesbutitdoesn’treachhiseyes.Hishand

squeezesminetightly.

“Comeon,Iknowthatyoudidn’tlikeitbutyoufelt

likeyouhadnorighttogetangrybecauseit

happenedbeforeyou.”

Iletoutasigh.Ididn’twantustogothere.My

feelingsdon'tmattertowhathappenedinhispast.

“Icouldn’twatchallofit.Idon’tevenknowwhyI

watchedthatlittlepartIwatched.Ican’tgetthat

pictureoutofmymind.”

Heinhalessharplyandplantsatenderkissonmy

handagain.

“I’m sorryIembarrassedyoulikethat.Itriedtostop

Efebuthewasalwaysgoingtouseitagainstme.”

“Didyouopenacaseagainsthim?”Iask.

“Ichosenotto.Idon’twantpeopletokeeptalking

aboutthis.CourtmaydragitformonthsandIjust

don’thavetheenergy.”



Speakingofenergy….

“Whytwowomen?”Iask.

Heletsgoofmyhandimmediatelyandreleasesa

heavysigh.Hemustn’tdaredodgemyquestion!

Whydidheoverdosesex?

“Isthatanecessaryquestionthough?”heaskswhen

Iraisemyeyebrowathissilence.

“Yes,it’snecessary.Iwanttoknowifyou’regoingto

needasecondwomaninthelongrunandaskme

to…”

“Khanyo,please.Iwassingleandfree.I’m sure

you’vedonecrazythingsoutofcuriositytoo.”

“ButI’veneversleptwithtwoguysatonce,”Isay.

“AndI’veneverdrankalcoholandsleptinclubs.”

Irollmyeyes.Thisisnotaboutme,I’m nottrending

countrywide.

“I’m sorry,”hesays,pullingmebackintohis

embrace.“Mydaysoffoolingaroundanddoing

crazythingsareover.Ijustwantyou.”



Thoselastfourwordsmeltmyheart.He’sforgiven,

justlikethat.

“Pleasetakeyourtopoff,”hesaysandpecksthe

sideofmyface.

I’m notthemostsecurewomanatthemoment,I

havescarsallovermybody.Mandulosaidhewas

goingtotakemetoaspecialistthatwouldhelpmy

skingobacktonormal,butIdon’tknowifhe’sstill

goingtokeephisword.I’m notreallyawell-behaving

sisterthathe’dlikemetobe.

Iremovethetopandleavethebra.I’m getting

uncomfortableathisfixedstare.

“LuckilyIdidn’tsufferanyinternalinjuries,justskin

damagethatcanbefixed,”Iexplain.

Herunshisindexfingeronthescarabovemybreast

andmassagesitslowly.

“They’regoingtocometoyouontheirkneesand

begforforgiveness.GiveGodtime,theworldrotates

sthandwasami.”



I’m notsurewhatthismeans,helookscalm yet

soundssoconvincedofhispredictions.

“I’m justhappytobealive,”Isay.

Hekissesmyshoulder,“AndI’m happytogeta

chancetoshowyouhowmuchIreallyloveyou.”

Heunhooksmybrainasplitsecond.Forceof

gravityfailsmyboobsdismally.They’rethereason

whyIchosetosleepwithboysfrom ayoungage,

villagepeoplewerealreadyassumingthatIwasn’ta

virginbecauseofsaggyboobs.

“Areyougoingtopayformyboobjob?”Iaskhim.

Hefrowns,“What?”

“Iwantmyboobstobefirm andround,”Iexplain.

“No,Iwon’tpayforthat.”

He’ssostingy!

“I’veneveraskedanythingfrom youthough,”Isay.

“Youcanaskanything,butnotthat.Youwere

createdthisway.Idon’twantmychildrentosuck

chemicalsfrom plasticboobs.”



SometimesIforgetwhoheis,Ijustseeabeardy,

handsomefaceofaneducatedman.Iforgetthat

he’sZulu,Nazareth,ruralandselectivelydumb.

Chemicalsfrom boobs?How?

“Areyouangry?”herollsmynippleandpokesmy

thighwithhiserectshaft.

“Yes,”Isay.

“You’llgetoverit.”

Stupidass!

“Imissthecoochie.”Hepresseshishardfronton

meandlicksbehindmyearlobe.“ButI’llwaituntil

yourbodyhealscompletely,thenI’llripyouapart.”

Idon’tknowwhyhistonescares.There’ssomuch

threatandhungercarriedinhisvoice.

“Whenarewegoingtostartplanningourfuture?”He

liftshishornyeyestomeandlickshislips.

“Whenyoucomeback?”heasks.

Inod,“Yes.”

“Iloveyou,okay?”Hisvoiceisshallowandbreaking



inbetween.

“Well,Iloveyoutoo.”

Heletsoutachuckle,“Ifyoulovemethenwhydon’t

youhelpme?”

“Helpyouwithwhat?”Ifeignignorance.Lusthas

squashedhim intoaneedy,frustratedman.

Hetakesmyhandandpullsitdowntohishardshaft.

MychestdriesupwhenIfeelhowbighe’sgrown.I’d

lovetocalm him downbutit’stooearlytosubject

mybodyintoallthat.

“Mthongaheredoesn’tunderstandwhyMommyisn’t

feedinghim today,”hesaysandpushes‘him’right

intomyhand.

“I’llmakeituptoyou,”Isay,wrappingmyhand

aroundhisshaftandgivinghim afewstrokes.

“I’m scaredyou’regoingtobegoneforaverylong

time.Idon’twantustolosetheconnectionthatwe

have.”

“You’renotgoingtocomeandvisitme?”Iask.

“Iwasnotallowedtovisitthelasttimeyouwent



there.”

“You’remypillarofstrength.Idon’tthinkit’llaffect

myjourneyifIreallycommitmyselfintoit.ButI’ll

communicateandmakesureIdon’tbreakany

rules.”

“I’dappreciatethat,”hesays.

Iwrapmyarmsaroundhisneckanddeeplykisshis

lips.Hebreaksitoffafteraminuteandcracksa

smile.

“CanIstepoutforsomefreshair?”heasks.

Oh,mybodyisgivinghim someheat?

“Yeah,surething,”Isay,hidingtheproudgrinonmy

face.

Heclimbsoffbedandheadstothedoor,unableto

walkproperly.

“Iloveyou!”Iyellbehindhim.

Hedoesn’trespond,hetakeshishornyasstothe

bathroom andshutsthedoor.

ThisisthefirsttimeI’veeverwishedtobeahandin



mylife.

.

.

NOMKHOSI

Phonerings.

It’sjustanarm awaybutforherthat’stoofar.She

exercisesafewbreathsbeforepullingherselfoffthe

couch.

It’sNdondo.

“Babe,”sheanswers,pantingheavily.

“Areyouhome?”

“No,why?”

“ThakasaisonhiswaytomeetwithNgidi.”

She’spoppingthisbabythreemonthsearly!

“Whaaat?”

“Itoldyouhesaidhewasgoingtocontacthim.You

bettercomeupwithaplanquickly.”



“Ididn’tthinkhewasgoingtodoitforreal.This

idiot!”shecursesandsinksdownonthecouch.

“Goodluckwithyourmother,”Ndondosays.

She’saddingtoherstressandbeingunnecessary.

Khosibidsgoodbyeandendsthecall.

It’stimefordamagecontrol.Thakasacannotshow

hisfaceatherparents’house.She’sbeenlyingto

them andtohim,foragoodreason,butthatwon’t

countwhentheyfindoutthetruth.

Hisphoneringsafewtimesbeforehepicksup.His

backgroundsayshe’sontheroad,probablydriving

toNgidi’shouse.

“Soyouunblockedmetoday?”heasks.

“Thakasawhyareyougoingtomyparents’house?”

sheasks.

“Don’taskmethat.YouknowverywellwhatI’ve

beenaskingfrom you,”hesays.

“Ifyouwantitfrom methenwhyareyougoingtomy

parents?Weretheypresentwhenwefucked?”she



asks.

“Idon’tcare.I’m goingtodorightbymybaby

whetheryoulikeitornot.Iwasthefather.”

“Oh,really?You’resureaboutthat?”sheasks.

“Nomkhosithat’snotgoingtowork.BothyouandI

knowthetruth.Iwastheonlymanyouwere

sleepingwith.”

“Ncooh,that’ssosweet!Youthinkyouknowme,neh?

Butguesswhat,youwerenottheonlyone.”

“That’sforyouandyourbody.Youcannotexclude

mefrom mybaby’sspirit,”hesays.

Thisgoingbackandforthisnothelpingher.She

needstostopthismanfrom meetingNgidi.

“Wecanmeetlatertoday,”shesays.

“Idon’twanttomeetyouanywhere.Doyourthings

whereveryouare,butonedayyou’regoingtofeel

thepainyou’veputmethrough.You’llknowhowit

feelsliketoloseachildyouweresodesperateto

meetandholdinyourarms.”

Deebreath!



Shestayssilentlyonthephone.

“IknowhowourrelationshipwasandIunderstand

thepainIputyouthrough.ButnotevenoncedidI

everlietoyou.Youkneweverythingtherewasto

knowaboutme,Iwashonestfrom dayone.Idon’t

knowwhyyou’retreatingmethisway.”

“Asifyoutreatedmeright,”shemumblesandloudly

clickshertongue.

“IdidNomkhosi.IfIdidn’ttreatyourightyou

wouldn’thavecomebackafterourfirstbreak-up.I

couldn’tbewithyouandsometimesIgotcoldfeet,

butwhenIwasthereIwasthereforyou.Youknow

mefrom themostvulnerabledepthsofme.”

Anothermomentofsilencepasses.She’sstruggling

tofindrightwordstosum upherresponse.

“Youkilledmybaby,Nomkhosi.Mypreciouscargo,

iSphephelosami!”hesaysmournfully.

There’sastabbingpaininherchest.Whyisheso

attachedtothebabyhehasn’tevenholdyet?It’s

crazy.



“Forwhat’sworth,Ididloveyou.”

Shestuttersforasecond,tryingtofindtheright

wordstoexpresshershock.

“Whyareyouonlytellingme…”Shepausesand

looksatthescreen.It’sdead.

Fuck,hedroppedthecall.

Shetrieshim againbuthedoesn’tpickup.

.

.

THAKASA

Itwassupposedtostaybetweenthetwoofthem.

Butnowhe’shere,involvingthefamilythatwasn’t

therewhenhesneakedaroundwiththeirdaughter.

Phelohappened,that’snotsomethinghe’sgoingto

disregardnoworinfuture.Him andNomkhosi

createdahumanandhehastofacethe

consequencesoftheirnaked-game.

He’sletthroughthegate.Hedrivesinandparkshis



carinfrontofadouble-storeyresidencedesigned

withaverysophisticatedimagination.Hisheart

beginsaracebuthefixeshisshirtandkeepsit

together.

Hemakeshiswaytowardsatalldoorthatcould

accommodateagiraffeandknockswithsweaty

hands.

HeknowsNgidi.He’sawell-knownTongaatTaxi

Associationformerchairpersonandbusinessman.

Althoughthey’veneverhadadirectencounter,their

pathshavecrossed.

Buttodaylookingatthemanstaringathim atthe

door,hefeelslikehedoesn’tknowhim onebit.He

hasgreyhair,deepsetofdarkeyesandarecently

trimmedgoatzee.

“YouareManqele?”heasks.

“Yes,”Thakasanods.

“Comeinandfollowme.”Heleavesthedooropen

forhim tofollow.



Passagesarewide,witheitherAfricanportraitsor

familypictureshangingonthegreywalls.Hishouse

representshispocket;he’sgotarichtasteon

everything.That’sifallthisishistasteandnothis

wife’s.Eitherway,he’sgotabeautifulhome.

AwomaninanAfrican-printeddressandhugehead

wrapissittingonthecouchwithacupofteainher

hand.Themother!Adropofsweatrunsdownhis

spine.

Hestandsnexttothecouchwithhisheadbowed

andhandsontheknees.

Ngidiglancesbackathim beforeoccupyingaspace

onthecouchnexttohiswife.

“Youcanhaveaseat,”hesaysandshowshim one-

seateroppositethem.

He’sstaringathim asThakasasitsandopensthe

lastbuttonofhisshirtduetotheheatonlyhim feels.

“Ihadtopostponemymeetingforthis.Pleasetell

meexactlywhoyouareandwhyyouarehere,”Ngidi.



Okay,deepbreath!

Hepopshisfingerjointsandexplainshimself.

“MynameisThakasaManqele.Icomefrom

Mandeni,inaplaceknownasEnembe.Iaskedto

comeandtalktoyou,notbecauseI’m disrespectful,

butthiswastheonlyoptionIhad.NomkhosiandI

had…”Themotherjustraisedhereyebrowathim.He

inhalessharplyandcontinueswithhisnerves

scatteredallovertheplace.

“Wemetanddecidedtohavearelationship.It

wasn’tthebestrelationshipbutwestillhadit

anyway.Itresultedintoathirdpersonbeing

conceived,andthat’swhatbringsmeheretoday.”

They’restaringathim,notsayinganything.Heclears

histhroatandcontinues.

“Nomkhosihadamiscarriage,thingswereabit

messyfrom mysideatthetimeandweweren’ton

thesamepageanymore.Wearestillnot,she

refusestoseemeandtalkaboutthenecessary

stepsweneedtotakeregardingthatsituation.”

Ngidilooksathislefthand.



“You’remarriedtoNomkhosi?”

Whataquestion!

Heexhalesheavilyandshakeshishead.

“Soyoumessedwithmydaughterwhileyouhada

wifeathome?”themotherasks.

“YeboMa,butwewerebothinitwillingly.”

Ngidishakeshisheadandgrabshisphonefrom the

coffee-table.

“Letmecallthischild.”Hescrollsdownhisphone

withrageburningfrom hiseyes.

“Nomkhosiwhereareyou….tellmewhythere’sa

dark,afro-boyinmyhouse….yes,you’regoingto

explainandyou’regoingtodoitinthenext15

minutes….Idon’tknowhowyou’regoingtogethere

thatfastandIdon’tcare….15minutes!”

Thefollowing30minutesafterthatcallwerethe

mostuncomfortableminutesofhislife.Ngidi

offeredhim adrinkandhesaidhe’sfine.Buthiswife

quicklylearntthathewasturningdownNgidi’soffer



becauseofreligiousreasonsandmadehim acupof

teainstead.

“Ican’tbelievemydaughterhadamiscarriage

beforeanddidn’tevencometotellmeasher

mother.”

“She’llexplainPhumzile,”Ngidisays,pattingher

shoulder.

“Idon’tknowaboutthischildanymore.Ifshe’snot

gettingpregnantformarriedmen,she’sgetting

pregnantformenwhoseidentitiesshedon’teven

know.”

Okay,thisisnewinformation.Hisheartbreaksinto

pieces;shesleptwithanonymousmen?Whenwas

that?Hisegoiscrushed.

“She’sbeenpregnantforamanshedoesn’tknow?”

heasks.Nomkhosinevertoldhim she’sbeen

pregnantbefore.Phelowasboththeirfirstchild,so

hethought.

“She’shere,you’llaskherthatquestion,”hermother

says.



Hiseyesquicklyturntothedoor.Theygrowbigger

andbiggerastheylandonher.Hisjawisonthe

floor.Whatisthis?

“Nomkhosiyou’restillpregnant?”He’sonhisfeet

andchargingtowardsher.

“Babastophim!”sheyellsonceandNgidigrabshis

arm withinablinkofaneye.

Hepullshim backtothecouchaggressively.Buthe

doesn’tcare,allhewantstoknowishowcome

she’sstillpregnant.

“Yousaidyouabortedmybaby.Imournedforthis

babyNomkhosi.Ilostmywifeandmysanity.How

canyoudosomethinglikethis?”

“Okayyoucalm theshitdown,youngman.Thisis

myhouse,akukhonaekhayakonyoko.”

Thakasadoesn’tcare.HiseyesareonKhosiand

bleedingdisbelief,hatredandpain.

“You’rekeepingmeawayfrom mybaby?”heasks.

“WhosaidIwasn’tgoingtotellyouonceshe’s

born?”



“WhosaidIwantedtobelievethatshe’sdeaduntil

then?”

“It’snotlikeyouwantedtogetinvolvedinthis

pregnancy.Yousentyourwifeandaskedmetodoa

bloodyDNAtest.”

“Ineveraskedyoutodoanytest.Mymarriagewas

fallingapart,Ihadto…”

“Youhadtosortoutyourmaritalaffairsandstep

backfrom fatherhood,right?WhatifIdidthattest

andmybabydied?”

Hedoesn’thaveananswertothat.

“I’m notgoingtoletmybabybecomeyourproofof

commitmenttoyourmarriage.Ifyou’regoingtolet

yourwifedecideonherbeingandpulloutwhenever

youwanttoimpressher,I’m goingtodenyyou

accessfrom seeingherevenwhenshe’sborn,”

Nomkhosisays.

Heburieshisfaceinhishandsandreleasesaheavy

sigh.

“SitNomkhosi,”Ngidisays.Nowit’stimebothof



them explainwhat’sgoingonhere.

HelooksatThakasa,“Yousaidshehada

miscarriage.Nowyou’reclaiminghercurrent

pregnancyandsayingsheliedaboutabortion.”

“Andyousaidyoudon’tknowwhomadeyou

pregnant,butnowyouknowthisboyhereand

acknowledgingthatyou’recarryinghischild.”

Thakasaliftshisheadup.Hiseyesarebloodshot,

buthe’skeepinghisemotionsintact.

“Mywifefoundoutandgotinvolved.Nomkhositold

meshethendecidedtoterminatethepregnancy.I

couldn’tcomehereandpaintherlikethat,that’swhy

Isaidshemiscarried.Iinformedmyfamilyand

churchofthatunfortunateincidentandmournedfor

mybaby.I’m notperfectbutIknowthatyoucannot

speakdeathonsomeone’slife.Onmybaby’slittle

life,youcannotdothat!”Hebrusheshisface,gets

offthecouchandstormsoutwithhishandoverhis

face.

PhumzileturnsherfacetoNomkhosiwhileNgidi

followsbehindThakasa.



“Soyou’vebeenlyingtous?”sheasks.

“WhatwasIsupposedtodo?Thakasawaskeeping

hisdistance.”

“From you,nothisbaby.That’swhatyougetfor

datingamarriedman.He’smarried;hetiedhislifeto

someoneandbecameonepersonwithher.The

minuteyougotpregnantyouwerebringingababy

intoboththeirlivesandthewifewasboundtoget

involved.Whyareyouactinglikeacluelessyoung

girlnow?”

Oh,she’sgoingtocrynow.

“Youdon’thavearighttokeepafatherawayfrom

hischildbecauseyourrelationshipwithhim didn’t

turnoutthewayyouwanted.Yourdaughter

deserveslovefrom bothparents,youcannotgetrid

ofthewifebecauseshe’stheotherhalfofthisman.

Suckitupbabygirl,youknowhowharditisgrowing

upwithoutafather.”

Ngidiwalksinwithadefeatedlookonhisface.This

isn’tsomethinganyoneexpectedfrom Nomkhosi.

She’salwaysbeenabigsister,theonewhoadvises



othersandsetanexample.

“Idon’tlikethespeedheleftin,anythingcould

happen.He’sdrivingwithemotions,notsanity,”he

saystoherandwalkspasttheloungetogethimself

adrink.

“Ma?”Nomkhosilooksathermotherdesperately.

Whatmustshedonow?Shecannotdriveafterhim.

“Callhisfamily,”hermothersays.

How’sthatgoingtobepossiblethough?Thisisa

mess.Nowallshe’sprayingforisthatnothing

happenstoPhelo’sfather.Herbabycan’tbe

fatherless.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER41

Nkonzoisgettingreadytoleavetheoffice.Things

aren’texactlyhowhehopedtheyweregoingtobe,

butatleastsheacknowledgeshim asamaninher

life.Sheinvitedhim toherhousefordinner.He

shouldgofrom workstraighttoherhouse,butthen

he’sbeenthinkingofotherwaystoimpress.He’ll

buyadressforhertowearthiscomingSaturdayat

church-they’restillgoingtodiscussthechurchthing

though.

Hisphonerings.Helooksatthescreenanddoesn’t

recognizethenumber.

“Hello,”hepicksup.

“Igotyournumberfrom mutualbusinessfriend,”

saysagirlinacryingvoice.

“CanIhelpyou?”heasksinpanic.

“It’sThakasa….Hewasnotokay…Hejustspedoff…”

“Okay,calm downandtellmewhathappenedtomy



brother.”

“I…Idon’tknowifhe’llgethomesafe.Hedidn’tleave

inagoodstate.”Nowshe’scalm andmakingsense.

He’snevertalkedtoherbutheknowswhoshecould

be.Thakasaisnotopenwiththem,hedidn’teven

knowthathewenttoseehertoday.

“I’llcallhim andgetbacktoyou,”hetellsher.It

seemslikeeverythingisgoingsouthinhisbrother’s

life.

Hisphoneisringingtovoicemail.Heputseverything

backonhisdeskandrushestoBandla’soffice

whosecomebacktoworkafteraweekofhiding.

“Thakasaisnotansweringhisphone,”hesaysfrom

thedoor.

“Sowhat?”Bandlalooksathim.Histemperleftwith

Khanyo.

“Hisgirlfriendjustcalledmesayingheleftinabad

stateandshe’sworriedthathemaynotbeableto

drivehomesafely.”

“Whyishenotpickingup?”Bandlaasks.



“That’swhyI’m heretoaskyouaswell,”Nkonzo

says.

Theystareateachliketworetards.Nkonzo’sphone

ringsagain.

“Isheokay?”Nowshe’sscreamingathim.Shembe!

“I’m stilltryingtocallhim,he’snotanswering.”

“No,no,no!There’sacaraccidentontheN2,

towardsUmhlali.”Shecriespainfullybeforeherline

dies.Nowhisheartisracing,thatcan’tbehis

brother,no!

“What’sgoingon?”Bandlaasks,gettingoffhischair

withhisfacemaskedwithfear.

“There’sanaccident.Weneedtogothereandcheck

ifhewasn’tinvolved,”Nkonzosays.

Nothingcaneverpreparehim foramomentwhere

hisbrother’slifeisn’tguaranteed.Theycannot

functionwithouthim,allofthem.Ifanything

happenstohim itwouldbetheendoftheManqele

empire.Betweenhim andBandla,nobodycanhold

theropesthewayThakasadoes.Hewastrained



from birthtobeafamilyleader.Theirfatherwas

alwayspreparinghim forthetimewhenhewasn’t

goingtobearoundanymore.Whenhepassedon,

Thakasakneweverythingtherewastoknowandhe

fittedperfectlyonhisnewrole.

Sadly,hehasn’ttrainedanyofthem tofillhisrole

shouldanythinghappentohim.He’staughtthem to

alwayscountonhim.Tobeboyswhilehewasa

man;toalwaysbehislittlebrothers.Ukuthemeleza

inthekraalishisjob,onlyheknowstheirelders

from thegreat-grandparentsbytheirnamesand

praisestotheextendedlatefamilyrelatives.Onlyhe

knowshowtodividethemeatduringceremonies

andrepresentthefamily.

TheytookBandla’scar.Nkonzodidn’tevencancel

dinnerwithTema,thatwouldbeanotherissueto

sortoutwhenhecomesback.He’sbehindthewheel,

tryingtodriveasfastashecanunderthe

circumstances.

Theaccidenthappenedonthesouthboundlaneof



theN2,hiscarlostcontrolandveeredoffthe

roadway,overthebarrierandcollidedwiththecentre

pillar.Netcare911paramedicshavealreadytaken

him andrushedhim tothehospital.

Oneofthem hastoinform thefamily,butinthestate

they’reinrightnowneitherofthem hastheguts.

Theydon’tknowhowbadhe’sinjuredorifhe’sgoing

tomakeit.HisBMW 7-Seriesisdamagedbeyond

control-itgivesthem nohopeatall.

Nkonzohastobeanolderoneandcallhome.His

heartisonsomerace,he’stryingnottothinkthe

worstbutcannothelpit.

MaKhumalopicksupafterhe’striedcallinghertwice.

She’sstillstrugglingtocometotermswiththefact

thathemovedout.

“Nkonzenhle,”shesays.

“Ma,I’m withBandla,”hetakesadeepsigh.

“Oh,you’retellinghim tomoveoutaswell?”she

asks.

Sigh!



“WearegoingtoAlberlito,Thakasahasbeeninacar

accident,”hesays.

There’sascream.Hisheartbreaksintopieces.She’s

lostherhusband,shecannotloseasontoo!

“Pleaseputhim inyourprayers,wedon’tknowhow

baditisbutI’llcallyouwhenIgetthere.”

Noresponse.Herscream ispiercingthroughthe

speakerofhisphoneandstabbingthroughhisheart.

“Bhutiwhat’sgoingon?”Phethyasksaftershe’s

snatchedthephonefrom herhystericalmother.

“It’sThakasa,hewasinacaraccidentbuthe’s

alive,”heassuresher,lestshestartscryingtoo.

“Pleasegiveheraglassofwaterandthenpraywith

her,”hesaystoherbeforedroppingthecall.

They’vearrivedatthehospital.It’sliketheworldhas

justturneddark.Bothofthem arewrappedinone

griefandhopelessness.Nowthey’rewaitingforthe

doctorstobriefthem.Thewaitiskillingthem,

despiteonenursetellingthem thathe’llbeokay.



Atallwomanwithbig,swolleneyesmakesherway

towardsthem.She’sheavilypregnantbutstill

wearingstilettos,extendingheralreadytallheight.

Herdressisjustaboveherknees,revealingher

yellow,thicklegs.ShelooksnothinglikeMaNtusi,or

anywomanaManqelemancouldpursue.Butthat’s

nosurprise,right?Khanyoalsowearlongwigsand

fakeeyelashes.Theyallseem tobefallingforthe

oppositeofwhattheythoughtthey’dfallfor-even

Temaisnoexception.

“Nomkhosi,”Nkonzocallshernameandraiseshis

handtoshowhimself.

Sheknowsthem.Everythingabouteachand

everyoneofthem.Thelight-skinnedonegives

headacheanddodgesmostofhisresponsibilities.

Bandlaisthequietestone,Thakasanever

complainedabouthim.Shewasjustassurprised

whenshesawhim trendingforasextape-that’snot

abrotherThakasausedtodescribetoher.

“Isheokay?”sheasks,holdingontothearm ofthe

chairandreleasingahugebreath.



They’restaringatherstomach.Havetheynever

seenapregnantwomanbefore?

Ohshucks,theyallthoughtsheaborted.Maybeshe

madeabaddecision,butatthatmomentshefelt

likeitwasnecessary.

“Wearestillwaitingforthedoctorstoupdateus,”

Nkonzosays,stillstaringatherwithdisbelief.

That’sbetterthanwaitingforhisbodytobetaken

away,right?Shesinksdownonthechair,restsher

backandpullsaslabofchocolateoutofherbag.

Sheunwrapsitandbitesahugepiece.It’sher

weaponagainstherforever-drippingsalivaryglands.

They’restillstaringather.Thisisgettingawkward

anduncomfortable.

Phelomustbefuriousfrom alltherunningshedid

cominghere;shekicksviolently.

Shesitsupstraightandcovershertummywithher

arms.Itfeelslikeshe’splayingmapatileinsidethere.

It’sgrabbingherstomachattentionfrom thetwo



menthathavebeenstaringatherfrom thesecond

shesteppedin.Shehassomeinsanestrongkicks.

Shekickstheothersideofhertummy.Nowshe’s

convincedthatshe’sgoingtocomeoutexactlylike

Snalo.Whyisshecausingallthisdrama?Isit

becauseherfathersarepresent?

“Areyouhungry?”Bandlaaskswithconcern.He

hasn’tsaidanythingtohersinceshearrived,

understandablybecauseshewastoldabouthis

character.

“No,”shesays.

Hemakesafaceshecan’tdescribe.Seeminglyher

answerdoesn’tsatisfyhim.

Sheexplains;“Ihadaburgerbeforecominghere.I

thinkshe’sjustexercisinghermusclesandbeing

dramatic.”

Theyunderstandbutconfusionisstillthereintheir

eyes-probablywhyshe’sstillpregnant.Butshe’snot

explainingherselftothem.



There’sadoctormakinghiswaytowardsthem.They

allgetupontheirfeetandwaitwiththeireyeswidely

opened.

“I’m doctorLinford,”hesaysandflashesasmileto

putthem atease.

Butitdoesn’twork.

“Isheokay?”Bandlaasks.

“Yes,he’sokay.Hesufferedafewscrapesandcuts,

nothingmuch.”

Theylookatoneanother.That’sall?Hiscarwill

probablybewrittenoff,howcomehe’sokay?

“Canweseehim?”Nkonzoasks.

“Yes,butonlyforafewminutes.Iwanthim toget

somerest,hehasabadwhiplash.”

Thisisarelief.Thisrighthere,provesthatuNyazi

LweZululiveswiththem throughtheirspirits.

HemakesaquickcalltoPhethy,heneedstoput

MaKhumaloateasebeforesheassumestheworst



andfaint.

Bandlaproceedsandmakeshiswayinsidetheward.

Khosidisappearstofindherwaytothebathrooms;

she’sbeenholdingpeeforaverylongtime.

“Mthonga!”Bandlasaysfrom thedoorandstands

still.Hisisbreathheldupinhischest.

Yeshe’salive,butthishasbeenarudewakeupcall.

Whataretheywithouthim?Doesheevenknowhow

importantheistohisfamily?

“Comein,”hesayscalmly.Hisneckisinpain,butit’s

nothinghecannothandle.He’sjustsurprisedtosee

them heresosoon.

InsteadofwalkinginBandlaslidesdownthewall

andsinksdownonthefloorwithhisheadburiedin

hishands.

“Bandladon’tdothat.I’m okay.”

Well,he’sgoingtoneedamoment.

Nkonzowalksin.HeseesBandlahavingamoment

onthefloorbuthisattentionisonhisbigbrotherfor



now.

Heenvelopeshim ahugdespitethebandageonhis

arm.Thakasachucklesandslowlypusheshim off.

“Enough!Didyougetallthestatementsfrom Floyd?”

heasks.

“MaybeIdid.MaybeIdidn’t.Idon’tcareabout

statementsMthonga,wenearlylostyou.What

happened?”Nkonzoasks.

Heexhalesdeeplyandshiftshiseyesaway.

Whateverhappenedhurthim deeply,hecan’teven

maskhispain.

“Yourgirlfriendishere,”Nkonzosays.“She’stheone

whoinformedus.”Healsowantstoaskwhyshe’s

stillpregnantifsheaborted,butmaybenowisnot

thetime.

Hestaresathim,hopinghe’llgivedetailsofthe

situationorcallhim outforreferringtoherashis

girlfriend,buthedoesn’t.

“Okay,”ThakasasaysandgazesatBandlalifting

himselfoffthefloorwithapuffylookonhisface.



HestandsnexttoNkonzoandlooksathisbandaged

arm.

“I’m fineMthonga,”Thakasareassureshim andtries

tolifthishandtotouchhim butfailsduetopain.

“Ifanythinghappenedtoyou…”Hetakesadeepsigh

andshakeshishead.“Idon’tknowifthefamilywas

goingtosurvive.You’veheldthefamilytogetherever

sinceBabapassedon.You’vebeenourguardian

eversinceIcanremember.Itwould’vebrokenmeif

youpassedonbeforeIcantellyouhowmuchIreally

appreciateeverythingyouandMaNtusihavedone

forus.Especiallyyou.”

“UNyazilweZuluprotectedme.Istilldon’tknowhow

Isurvived,”Thakasa.

“Whatcausedtheaccident?”

Insteadofansweringheshiftshiseyestothe

entranceandstares.BandlaandNkonzoturntheir

headstooandseethatNomkhosiismakingherway

in.

“I’m goingtocallEVERYONEandletthem knowthat

you’reinthehospitalbutokay,”Nkonzosaysand



raiseshiseyebrowquestioningly.

Everyoneincludeshiswife,henodsandturnshis

headbacktoNomkhosi.Bothhisbrothersclearthe

room andgivethem someprivacy.

“Areyouokay?”sheasks.

Hetakesadeepsighandlooksaway.

“I’m sorry,”shesays.

He’sstillnotlookingather.

“I’m notgoingtoallowyouoryourwifetodoDNA

testonhernow.Pleasewaituntilshe’sborn,then

youcandoit.”

Heturnshiseyestoherbutstilldoesn’tsayanything.

“Ibelieveyou’llmakebestdecisionsasafatherand

alwaysputPhelo’swell-beingasyourfirstpriority.I’ll

domybestasamothertoo.”

“Whyareyouonlybelievinginmenow?”heasks.

“BecauseI’m fightingalosingbattle.Idon’twantmy

daughtertobebornintothistension.AndIdon’t



wanthertogrowupwithoutafatherlikeme.You

nearlydiedtoday,itwasgoingtobethesamestory

alloveragain.”Shereleasesasighandthrowsher

handsoverherface.“Idon’twanttobeabittermom.

Iwantwhat’sbestformydaughterandsometimesI

makebaddecisions.I’m stillboundtodosoasI

growintomotherhood.ButthelastthingI’deverdo

istohurtmyowndaughterandrobherthechance

tohaveafatherbecauseIcouldn’thavehim.”

Thakasa’sjawtightens.Heshiftshiseyesawayand

exhalesheavily.

“I’lldothisformydaughter;setupanothermeeting.

MaybeherandIcanfindsomecommongrounds.I

don’tmindhercuttingourcommunication,aslong

asyou’regoingtobeinvolvedinyourdaughter’slife

andnothaveyourwifestandinforyouineverything.

That’sallIwantnow.”

Thepainreflectinginhereyesassheletsgoslices

hisheartintopieces.Itwasn’tsupposedtoendthis

way.

“I’m goingtobeafathertomydaughter.Youdon’t



needtomakesacrificesoractacertainway.

Nothingandnobodyisgoingtocomebetweenme

andSphephelo.”

“Okay,”shesays.

“CanIsayhellotoher?”

Shetakesadeepbreathbeforesteppingforward

andstandingatthereachofhisleft,unharmedarm.

“Isshehealthy?”heasks,massagingherbigtummy.

“Yes,”shesays.

“HowlongbeforeIseeher?”

“Threemoremonths.”

Hesitsupregardlessofthepaininhisneckand

rightarm.Hewrapshisotherarm aroundhertummy.

“Myprincess.Imissedyourfirstdoctor’svisit,I

missedyourfirstkickandImissedyourfirst

ultrasoundscan.I’m sosorry,IpromiseyouI’llmake

sureyouhavethebestfatherintheworld.Ipromise

you,Iwillnevermissanotherfirst….”

Someoneexclaimsfrom thedoor.It’sMaNtusi



wearingahuge,disgustedfrown.

Hefreezes.Khosistepsbackandlooksatthem,her

eyesandMaNtusi’slockforasecond.

“Ithoughtyouwantedustofixthings,”MaNtusisays,

lookingatThakasawithsomuchhurtand

disappointment.

“It’snotwhatitlookslike,Iswear,”Thakasasays.

“Didn’tIwalkintoyouhuggingandsweettalkingto

her?IsshenotpregnantwhileIwastoldsheaborted

thebaby?”

“Ijustfoundouttodayalso.”HelooksatNomkhosi

desperately.“WasIdoinganythingtoyou?”

“Youexpectmetolistentothistramp?Ofcourse,

she’sgoingtolieforyou.She’susedtobeing

chowedandtossedasidefortheworthyones.”She

walksinfuriouslyandstandsoppositeNomkhosi.

“Getthefuckout!”shesays.“Yougotwhat’s

betweenhispantsandmoney.Whatmoredoyou

thinkyou’regoingtoget?Aring?Hisheart?



Commitment?Boo,turnaroundandtakealookat

yourself.”

“MaNtusi,please!”Thakasasaysfirmly.ButMaNtusi

isunstoppablerightnow.She’sangrybesideherself.

“He’snotleavingmeforyou.Letthatsinkinandget

out!”

KhosiinhalessharplyandlooksatThakasa.She’s

hurt,that’splainvisible.Everywordshesaidfounda

waytostinginherheartandleavesherbleeding

internally.

“Pleaseexcuseusforamoment,Iwanttotalkto

her,”Thakasapleads.

That’sasweetwayof“tossinghertothesideforthe

worthyone.”Shenodsandturnsaroundandleaves

withoututteringaword.

Asmallvoiceremindsherthatshe’sdoingallthis

forPhelo.Shecannotfightthewifeforfightingfor

herhusband.

ShecannotbemadatThakasafornotstandingup

forher,that’shiswife.Hethoughtshelefthim and



nowshe’sback.Inthemidstofallthat,hisdaughter

isalive.Theworldishisoyster.Hegotahappy

endingoutofbothparties.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER42

THAKASA

Nomkhosiwalksoutwithaheavyheart.Hecansee

thepainshe’sfeeling,iftherewasawayhewas

goingtostopherandprobablygiveherahug.Just

toletherknowthatNothile’swordscamefrom a

placeofpain,theydon’tnecessarilydescribeher

worthyasawoman.

“Icamehererunning,thinking‘myhusband’has

beeninacaraccident,onlytofindyouwrappedin

yourtramp’swaist.”

Hereleasesadeepsighandrestsbackonthepillow,

softlygroaningoutinpain.

“Youweren’tfeelinganypainwhileyouwerehugging

andsmellingher,”shesays.

“Thankyouforcoming,”hesaysandshutshiseyes

forasecond.“Nomkhosiliedabouttheabortion.

She’sstillpregnant,InamedthebabySphephelo.In



afewweeksI’llbepayingforthedamages,Iwant

thebabytotakemysurnamesotherewillbelobola

paymentsonceshe’sborn.”

Hereyeswiden.She’sindisbelief!

“AndIhavenosayinthis?”sheasks,foldingher

arms.

“No,youdon’t.UntilIknowthatyou’veacceptedthat

babyandtrulyforgivenme,I’llbetakingsole

decisionsregardingher.Nomkhosihasagreedtolet

mebeafathertoher,Icannotletherdownandput

mybabyinthemiddleofmymaritalbattles.”

Fairenough!Shepullsachairandsitswithafaint

lookonherface.She’sstillpregnant,thischanges

everything!Itchangeseveryplanshemade.

“Soshe’sgivingyouyourfirstchild?”sheasks,pain

reflectinginhereyes.“Andnotjustanychild,buta

daughteryou’vealwayswanted.EverysacrificeI’ve

mademeansnothing.TheeffortsImadetomake

surethatourmarriagemetallitsexpectationswere

invain.Shejustcameoutofnowhereandmadeyou

thehappiestmanontheplanet.”



Thistimeshe’snotlashingoutandscreamingher

headoff,she’slayingoutheremotionsand

brokenness.He’shurtboththesewomenandit’sthe

lastthinghewanted.

“That’s…that’snottrue.Youalsomakemehappy,

MaNtusiwearehavingachild,”hesays,tryingto

holdhergazebutfailingdismally.Hecannothandle

lookingatthepainreflectinginhereyes.It’sall

becauseofhim.

“It’shardManqele.Idon’tknowifyoureallydeserve

forgivenessbecauseIdon’tthinkyou’regenuinely

sorry.Youwanttohaveyourbreadbutteredonboth

sides.Youwantmetobeapieceofdignitytoyour

name;Thakasa’swife.Butyoualsowanttoenjoy

fruitsofyourinfidelitywithher.Youwantmeto

acceptwhatyoudidandopenmyarmstoyourbaby,

right?”

“Please,ngiyakucela.Pheloisinnocentinallthis,are

youreallygoingtocrucifyaninnocentbaby?”

Shesighsdeeply,“No.”

“Areyougoingtocomebackhome?”He’stakinghis



chance.

“Ineedtoaskyousomething,”shesays.

Helooksathercuriouslyandnodsforhertogoon.

“Iftheroleswerereversedwouldyouholdme

down?”

He’splayingwithhisringandnotlookingather.His

bodylanguagesaysitallbutshewantstohearit

comingstraightfrom hismouth.

“Manqele,wouldyouholdmedown?”sheasksagain.

Heinhalessharply,“Idon’tknow.”

Tearsthathavebeenbuildingupformonthsfinally

breakoutandfloodherface.Chanceswereslim,

sheknewthat,buttofinallyhearwordscomingout

ofhismouthhurts.It’sheartbreaking.

“That’snotfair,”shewipesofftearsbuttheykeep

pouringout.

Hisheartbreakstoobuthecannotpromiseher

somethingheknowshemaynotbeabletodo.

“IcannotlieandsayI’ddothisandthis.Butthat



doesn’tmeanIdon’tappreciateyou,MaNtusi.”

Shegetsoffthechair,shakingherhead.She’sgiven

somuch,yetreceivedlessinreturn.She’smade

sacrifices,alotofthem.IfThakasacan’tguarantee

heronethingthathewantsfrom herthemost-

forgiveness-thenitwouldbeameaningless

sacrificeforhertostayinthismarriage.

“Ithinkthisiswhereweend,”shesayswithaheavy

sigh.

“Pleasedon’tdothisagain.Youcan’twalkout

everytimeandcomebackwheneveritsuitsyou.”

“IfIstayI’llenduplosingmycharacter.Idon’tthinkI

wanttostayaroundandwatchyoubondwithher

baby,whileyouhaven’teventhoughtaboutours’

name.”

“Soyou’releavingmeagain?”heaskswithahintof

annoyance.

“Notagain,butforgood.IfthebabyI’m carryingis

yours,I’llbebacktointroduceyoutohim.Otherthan

that,Ithinkwe’vetriedourbest..”



Hisbrainneedstoslowdownandreprocess

everythingshejustsaid.

“Whatdoyoumean?”heasks.

“Whenyoufeltemotionallyneglected,Iwasfeeling

emotionallyneglectedtoo;that’swhatImean.”

Hedoesn’tgetit.Sweatperspiresfrom hisforehead

ashestrugglestogetupfrom thebed.

“Whatdoyoumean‘ifthebabyismine’?”Hiseyes

arealreadybloodshotandlockingbackburning

tears.

“InBaliwhenwefoughtandIlefttheroom angrily.”

Hefrowns,tryingtorememberthatnight.

“Imetsomeguy,wetalkedandendedupinhis

room.”

“IsthisajokeMaNtusi?”Hislipstremble.Hisface

turnsdarkerashisfacialmusclestenseup.

“No,it’snotajoke.I’m notsureaboutthepaternity

ofthisbaby,butI’llletyouknow.”Somehowshe’s

pleasedtoseethatpainonhisface.Nowheknows

exactlyhowshe’sbeenfeeling.



“You’resayingthistohurtme?”He’sindenial,even

thoughthetruthisslowlyseepinginhisheartand

cuttingthrougheachveinofhisbody.

“Ineededasavior,Iwasanemotionalwreck,andhe

happenedtobethere.Inthatshort30minutes,he

mademefeelattractiveandworthhisattention,

whichyouhardlyeverdo.”

“That’s….youcannotbeseriousMaNtusi.Itrusted

you.”

“That’stheproblem;youtrustedme,notlovedme.”

Itsinksin!Hiswifecheatedonhim.Herearlier

questioncamefrom aplaceofguilt.

“Youdidn’tevenuseacondom?”heasks,slowlylike

hisbrainsarescatteringalloverhisheadandhis

signaliscuttingoff.

“Didyouuseit?”sheasks,raisinghereyebrowat

him.

Hischesttightens,he’srunningoutofbreath.His

headisspinningandhecannotseeclearly.Heholds

belowhisleftbreastandreleasesagroanbefore



fallingbackonthepillow.

Whenheopenshiseyeshe’ssurroundedbytwo

nursesandbothhisbrothers.Nothileisnowhere

around.Hedoesn’tknowwhathappened,hethought

hewashavingaheartattackbutitseemslikeitwas

somethingelse.

“What’swrong?Theysayyoupanickedandblanked

out,”Bandlaasks.

TheybothlookscaredAF.Heneedsamoment,

maybesomeonetotalktoaswell.Buthecan’ttalk

tothem,hedoesn’twanttoputthem inthatposition.

“PleaselookforDrZaneleMhlongoonFacebook,

hernumberisonherpage,”hesayslookingat

Bandla.

BandlaquicklylogsintoFacebookandsearchesfor

DrMhlongo.Itdoesn’ttakeaminutebeforehefinds

herdetails.

“Ithinkthisisher,”hehandsthephonetoThakasa.

“Pleaseexcusemeforasecond,”hesaysandturns



hiseyestothenurses.“Am Igood?”

“Yes,Sir.DrLinfieldwillcomeandseeyoushortly,”

onesays.

“Great.I’dliketomakeaprivatephonecall,ifyou

don’tmind.”

Theyallleavehim tohisphonecall.NowNkonzois

worriedmorethanBandla.Itdoesn’tmakesense

whyMaNtusiwouldrushtothehospitallikea

concernedwifeandleavessoimmediately.Leaving

him inthestateshelefthim inanddoesn’tlookback.

Nomkhosilefttoo.Somethingbadmust’veoccurred

betweenthethreeofthem andhecan’thelpbut

blametwowomenforhavingnotiming.They

could’vesaidordonewhatevertheydidtohim when

getsdischarged.

.

.

BHAMBATHA

It’sbeenaweeksincehim andNondumisoparted



ways.Hemisseshavingheraround,buthecannot

letherthinkshecandisrespectMawandeandget

awaywithit.Hewasneverthereforhisbrother

physically,butthatdidn’tbreakthebondtheyhadas

siblings.Despiteeverythinghe’sdoneinhislifeand

allthecrimehe’scommitted,Nyezineverstopped

lookingathim asabrotherandbelievinginhim.He

sawahumaninhim evenwhennobodydid.

Heshould’vetakenthehintfrom theirlastchats.

Nyezimust’vefeltthathisjourneywascomingtoan

end.HespokeaboutMawandemostly,helovedhis

wifemorethananything.Hewantedhertobehappy

andprotected.Andhetrustedhim,thefirstrunner-

upofthedevil’sright-handman,todoit.Beforehe

rebelledtheyusedtochillandplaylikeanyother

kids.They’dmixwiththeneighborskidsandplaya

gametheycalledSoldierRace.Onewouldbea

General,thentwowouldbecriminalswhileothers

remainedhelplesscommunitymembers.Ifyou

managedtorunandcatchbothcriminalswithout

anyhelpyoubecameaGeneralofthenextgame.

Becauseofhislonglegsandathleticnature,hewas



alwayswinningtheGeneralposition.Itcamewith

theperksofsittingunderthetreeandenjoyinga

glassofSweetowhilelookingafter‘thecommunity’

andmakingsuretherewaspeace.

Itbaffleshim whyNyezicontinuedseeinghim as

Generalbecausethatwasanhonorableposition.

Theyhelditwithhighregardintheirchildhoodand

allwishedtobeGeneralinthegame.Buthegot

overitwhenhestartedcausingmorehavocthan

peaceinthecommunity.

Eventhoughpiecesareconnecting,he’sstillinawe

oftheamountoftrustNyezihadinhim.Hewas

‘Bafo’inhisphone,yetsavedas‘General’inhis

wife’sphone.Thatmust’vemeantsomething,along

withalltheirlastchats.Nyeziwantedhim tobe

Mawande’sGeneralandiftherewasatimeforhim

toshowhisgratitudeandlovetohisbrother,it

wouldbemakingsurethatMawandeishappyand

safeatallcosts.

HetextsNonduandtellshertobereadyin30



minutes.It’shisfirsttextaftertonsofmessages

andathousandcallsshe’sbeenmakingthroughout

theweek.Hereallyneedssomehanky-pankytoday

andhetrustsNondutosatisfyhiscravings.He’s

nowfamiliarwithher,that’sabetterwayofputtingit.

Hecanhaveanygirlhewants,smashthecookieand

cutsitimmediatelyafterwards.ButhewantsNondu

becausewithhereverythinggoes.Shehasan

understanding,eventhoughit’sashallowone,but

shedoesgethim.Hishousebecomesahomewhen

she’saround.Shecookshomelymeals,playsthose

oldclassicsandgiveshim agoodass.Whenit’s

timeforhim tohittheroad,shedoesn’tnagor

questionhim.Hefindsherwhenhecomesback.

However,shehastogoandapologizetoMawande

forthem tobegoodagain.He’sbroughtbackher

weaveandboughtapairofblack,expensiveheels.

It’seasytomakeherhappy.

“ButNonduyou’regoingtosaysorrytoMawande.

Wearegoingtoaddresseverythingelseafterwe

havetalkedtoherandfuckedalittlebit.I’m horny.”



Shesighs,“Sowearegoingtoemafamunow?”

“You’restartingagain.”

“Imeantthatweare….”

Hewavesheraway,“Yes,wearegoinghome,tomy

brother’shousethough.”

She’sreallynotlookingtothis.WhyisthisMawande

givensomuchcreditanyway?Isitbecauseher

husbanddiedandnoweveryonehastowatchtheir

stepsaroundherlikeshe’satrayofeggs.

.

.

Ofcourse,theydidalittleshoppingforprincess

Cinderellawhoseprincecharmingdied!

It’sannoying,seeingBhambathacaringsomuch

aboutherisn’thelpingeither.Butshe’skeepingit

together,forthesakeofherboyfriendshe’ll

apologize.

Theywalkthroughthegateandherheartsuddenly

feelsheavywhensherealizeshowbigherlifeisout

hereintheBundus.ShehasaMercedesBenz



parkedinheryard.Shereallydidsecurethebag

from Nyezi.ThismakesherwonderifBhambatha

wouldeverdothesameforher.

Mawandeisnotalone.She’swithayounggirland

mother-in-lawwhofailstokeephereyesanywhere

else,butatNondu.Bhambathahashintedtoher

everynowandthenthathisfamilydoesn’tlikehim.

Nobodyishappytoseehim.Notevenalittlegirl,it’s

likeshedoesn’tknowthisman.

Hismotherdecidedtoleavetheroom uponhis

arrival.Butheisnottakinganythingtoheart.

HesmilesandgreetsMawande.

“Ididn’texpectyou,”shesaysfirmlywithan

inhospitablelookonherface.It’sonlybecausehe

broughtNondutoherhouse.

“Sorrytojustcomeunannounced,Nonduwouldlike

toapologizetoyou.”

Doesshe?HereyesandMawande’slockfora

second,there’snolovelostbetweenthem.



“I’m sorryabouttheotherdayandaboutthephone

call,”shesayswithherlastdropofhumbleness.

“Thankyou,”Mawandesayswithasmileandlooks

atbothofthem.

“Pleasehavesometeabeforeleaving,”shesays.

Theyfolloweachothertothesittingroom where

Bhambatha’smotherisandjoinheronthechairs.

It’sjustawkward.Bhambathaisonhisphoneand

hismotherisnotevenacknowledgingtheirpresence.

“Hatingyourownchildisbithy,”Nondusaysand

grabsboththeirattentioninasplitsecond.

ShelooksatBhambatha,“I’m gladyou’renotletting

thisgetthroughyou.Somewomendon’tdeserve

wombs,it’ssad.”

“Nondu,”hewhispersfirmlyandholdsherarm.

“Whatisthistrashsayingtome?”MrsMyeza.

“Trashissomeonewhohatesherownson.Mother

Shembe!”



Mawandewalksintoarisingtensionandfrownsat

thedoor.

“JesusFuckinChrist,canwetalk?”Bhambathaasks,

grabbingthefuriousNondu’shand.

“What’sgoingon?”Mawandeasks.

Nobodyanswersher.Peoplearestillintheirhard

feelingsandshock.

BhambathapullsNonduallthewaytothecarparked

bythegate.Theygetinsidethecarandheturnsto

herwiththemostdeadlylookonherfamily.

“Whatthehelldoyouthinkyou’redoing?”heasks.

“Someoneneedstoputyourmotherinherplace.

Thewayshetreatsyouisnothealthy.”

“Youandputtingpeopleintheirplaces!Youputme

betweenyourlegs,butthatdoesn’tmeanyoucan

putmyfamilyinyourarseaswell.Wearehereto

rectifyyourmistakesbutstillusabhodlaumsununje.

Yiniinkingayakho?”

“Myproblem?Bhambathadon’tturnthisonmeand



trytomakeyourselflookbetter.I’m tryingtohelp

you.Hell,youdon’tevenlovethatwoman!”

Hiseyeswidenandafewlinesfurrowonhis

forehead.

“Thatwomanismymother.Wemaynotgetalong

butthatdoesn’ttakeanythingawayfrom thefact

thatshe’smymother.Idon’tlovemymother?What

thefuckareyoutalkingabout?”

Okay,thisisnews!

Hetoldheraboutthetensionbetweenhim andhis

family,butnowhewantstoplayagoodson.

“Ifyouweren’tabitchIwasgoingtokickyourass

forthis.That’smyfuckin’mother,Idon’tcarewhatI

saidorhowmyrelationshipwithheris.Youdon’t

comeformymotherifyou’renotme!”

Maybeshetookthingsfarwhiletryingtoplayhis

guardianangel.She’sseenhim angrybefore,butnot

likethis.

Shereleasesabreath,“Okay,maybeIoverstepped

thelineand.….”



“Toomucheducationlakuwe.Therewasnolinein

thathouse,you’renowshittingmetwiceinaweek

andmaybeIshouldshowyouthetoilet.”

Sigh!

Shekeepsquietanddropshereyestoherfisted

hands.

Heclickshistongueandopenshisdoorandclimbs

outofthecar.Sheremainsinsidethecar,surely

Bhambathacannotwaittogodisposeherlikeused

condom likehealwaysdoesaftertheirfights.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER43

KHANYO

Thingsdidn’tturnoutthewayshehadthought.Her

mistakewastodisobeyherancestorsandturnher

backonthem.Shehadtoundergotests,challenges

andmanythingsthatshecan’tsharewithanyone.A

weekafterherarrivalinBergville,shehadtodepart

andfindGog’MaSibiya’smother’shomeinthesouth

ofTanzania.Thereshewasassignedwithmany

dutiesthathergrandparentsfailedtoperform.She

spentafewweeksintheKilomberoValley,being

cleansedinthefreshwatersofMafinjiriver.

Sheneededthattranquility.Itenabledhertofind

innerpeaceandunderstandherspirituality

immensely.It’sbeenthelongestfivemonthsofher

life!

Todayisthedayshefinallycompletesherspiritual



journeyofbecomingtheprophetandhealer,Khanyo

KaMayise.Forthefirsttimeinherlifeshe’sdone

somethingandcompletedit.She’sanewperson,

withanewpurposeanddutiestofulfil.She’s

committedherselftohercallingandallowedGog’

MaSibiyatoguideher.

Manduloinvitedrelatives,herfather’sfamilyanda

fewneighboringchurches.Awelcomingservicetook

placeinthecourseofthenight.Inthemorningthey

allwenttotheriver,ledbyPastorNdlela,andprayed

theirheartsoffbeforetheywereimmerseddeeplyin

thewateraspartofthecleansingcustom.She’s

nowanofficialvotaryofEkuthulenikwamaZayoni

Church(Zion’sPlaceOfPeace)

Nowthey’recelebratingexclusivelyasafamily.A

goathasbeenslaughtered,bothMandulo’s

daughtersarepresentandKhanyo’sauntsdidn’t

leave.

Everyonewasexcitedtohaveherbackhome,except

Mandulo.Heseemstohavelosthimselfandmore



troubledthanhewaswhensheleft.Theyhaven’tgot

achancetotalk.Oneofthethingsshewantsto

knowthemostisifBandlawastoldaboutherreturn.

It’squitestrangethathehasn’tshownfaceintwo

daysthatshe’sbeenhome.

Alothashappenedinherabsence.Nolwaziisnow

inWitsandfurtheringherstudies.Shecouldn’tcome

toBergvillebecauseofclasses,butshedidsenda

giftandamessage.

Gugucouldn’tstandchurchpeople,sosheleftinthe

middleoftheserviceandpromisedtocomeback

today.Shecouldbeonherway,ifmoreimportant

thingsdidn’tcomeup.Lifehashitherhard;from

fightingSSA,sparkingawarwithNigeriansand

kidnappingalittlechild,todevelopingfeelingsfora

43year-oldmanandhelpinghisdaydreamsof

fatheringalittleprincess.NowMikeisinjailand

she’spregnantwithhischild.Theykilled

Mohammed,itwasthemosthardestdecisionto

makebuttheydidn’thaveanyotherchoice.Hewas

likeafamilytothem,atleasttheythoughtso.When

hewantedoutitwashardforthem tolethim gowith



everythingheknewaboutthem,sotheydecidedit

wasbetterifhetooktheirsecretsunderground.

16hoursbeforeMikewassentencedto10yearsin

prisonforfraud,forgeryandtheft,theyfoundout

thatshewas6weekspregnant.Thatfollowedafter

onlytwosexualcounterswithhim.Herbiggest

mistakewastoletamomentoflustblindher.It’s

beentwomonthssincehe’sbeengoneandwallsare

reallyclosinginonher.

KhanyowalksinafterashortnapandfindsMandulo

floodinghisthroatwithacanofbeerasthoughit

canfloodoutallhisproblems.

“Areyouokay?”sheaskswhileapplyingcream inher

hands.

“Yeah,”hesays.

“Itlookslikealothappenedinmypresence.When

didyoulastseeBandla?”

Heshrugs,“Idon’tknow.”

Sigh!Theyhadanagreementbeforesheleft;hewas



goingtokeepBandlaontheloopabouteverything.

“What’sgoingon?”sheaskswithconcern,tryingto

readhisface.

“Ihaveanotherchild,somewhere,”hesayswitha

heavysigh.

“Youdon’tlookhappy.”

“IhaveasituationwithNolwazi.”

OhLord!Hereallyallowedayounggirltolether

crushfoolherintoarelationshipwithhim.

“Don’tsayanything.Iknowhowyoufeel.Youwere

right;Ishould’veremainedanadultinthatwhole

thing.ButIdidn’t,nowI’m abouttobreakherheart.”

Khanyosighsheavily,“Whoisthemotherofyour

child?”

“I’m yettomeetherandmyson.Itwasaone-time

thing,wemetinBaliandthingsgotheatedina

moment.”

“Doyouevenknowhername?”Khanyoasksin

disbelief.



“Iknowhername.Howdoyoutakeme?”Hegives

heralook.

“Isthereanythingelse?Idon’tlikeseeingyoulike

this.”

“No,”heexhalesheavilyandturnstoleave.

Todaysheshouldfocusonthecelebrationsand

thinklessaboutthemanwhosephonehasbeenoff

thelasttwodays.Maybehechangedhisnumber,or

he’sbusywithwork.Itdoesn’tlooklikeMandulo

caredtonotifyhim ofherreturn.Ifhedid,Bandla

would’vecometoseeherbynow.It’sbeenfive

months,that’salmosthalfayearsincetheyparted.

He’sthefirstpersonshewantedtoseemorethan

anyone.

.

.

THEMANQELES

BandlafollowedonNkonzo’sfootstepsandmoved

out.They’rejust30minutesawayfrom homeand



twohousesawayfrom eachother.Thakasa

remainedattheManqeletraditionalhomewith

MaKhumaloandtheirnewlyhiredhelper.Phethyand

SqalobothleftforuniversityinJanuary.Phethyleft

theprovince,she’sinUJdoingIndustrialDesign.

SqalowenttoDUTtopursuehisloveofTV

production.They’vealwaysbeencatanddog,for

them itwaseasytogotheirseparatewaysandfind

themselvesbeyondthesiblinghood.

Ontheotherhand,NkonzoandBandlaarealways

together.Forthem it’shardtoliveseparately.

SometimestheyforceThakasatohangoutwith

them andlivehislife.He’sstillworkingonfinding

himselfagainwhilebeingabestdaddytohistwo

monthsolddaughter.

They’respendinganafternooninNkonzo’shouse,

havingsomegrilledmeatandwatchingsoccer.They

camestraightfrom theofficetohishouseand

placedtheirbetsagainsteachother.It’soneof

thosedayswhenallofthem hadagreatday.



“Haveyouheardfrom MaNtusi?”Nkonzoasksas

theywalkouttothebalconyafteradisappointing

matchthatendedwithdraw.

“No,”Thakasasays.Hisfaceinstantlytransforms

intohostility.

“Doyouthinkshe’sgivenbirth?”

“Shehas.Shewasduelastmonth.Iguessit’snot

mine,that’swhyshe’snotcomingback.”

MaNtusi’ssubjecthasbeenahardonetodigestin

thefamily.MaKhumalodidn’tcarewhatthestory

wasorwhopushedwhotodowhat,shejustwanted

herson’scowsback.ButThakasaopposedtheidea,

headvisedeveryonetomakepeaceandacceptthat

shewasgone.HewasaccompaniedtotheNgemas

toreportthematterandalsoaskedNothile’suncles

tokeepthedowry.Nothilehasn’tgonehome,itmust

bethefearoffacingherunclesafterthedisgrace

shedidatherin-laws.

“Anyway,howarethingsbetweenyouandTema?I

sensedsometensionintheoffice.”He’sbeenvery

protectiveoftheirrelationship,Temaislikeasister



tohim aswell.Shewormedherwayintoeveryone’s

heartwhenshevisitedchurchandendedupjoining

officially.She’sMaKhumalonewfavourite;she’s

beenpesteringNkonzoabouttheweddingevery

chanceshegets.

Nkonzodoesn’tanswer,insteadhe’slaughing.

Bandlaalsobreaksintolaughter.Itmustbetheir

insidejoke.

“You’relaughing,Iguessit’snotthatdeepthen,”

Thakasasays.

Nkonzoshrugshisshoulders,withthatmockonhis

face.

“He’swaitingformarriageandshe’sfedup,”Bandla

spillsthebeans.

Ofcourse,Thakasaisconfused.

“Bedroom services,”Bandla.

Hechuckleswithalittlefrownonhisfaceandlooks

atNkonzo.

“That’sverymatureofyou,”hesays.

“I’vealwaysbeenthematureone.That’swhyI’m the



onlyonewho’sgotawomanhere,”Nkonzosays.

Bandlainhalessharplyandgrabsacanofcolddrink

infrontofhim.It’sbeenhard.Fivemonthsagowhen

shelefthewasundertheimpressionthatthey’d

communicateandhe’dbeabletovisit.Buttwo

weeksaftersheleft,hereceivedacallfrom Mandulo

sayingthatshe’dgonetoTanzaniafollowingher

calling.

Hisworstfearscametrue.

.

.

THAKASA

Hetooksometimeoffwork.Nkonzoreferredtoitas

paternityleave,buthewastakingabreaktofocus

onhismentalheathandtodealwithhis

interpersonalandmaritalissues.HeoftenvisitPhelo

athergrandparents’house.Ittooklongforthe

grandmothertoaccepthim buteventuallyshehad

nochoice.Hepaidforthedamages;threecowsand



onegoat.Eventhoughhehasn’tfullyclaimedPhelo

asaManqele,shewasregisteredasoneatHome

Affairs.Hisfamilyhasonlyseenherinpictures,they

haven’tmetheryetbecauseofhergrandmother’s

drama.She’salittlegoddess;brown-skinnedlike

freshcoffeewithnoaddictives.Anangelthatsparks

lifeintoanythingshesetsherbeautiful,bigeyeson.

She’shisreasonforsoldieringonandwakingup

everydaywithpurposeinlife.

Leavinghisbrother’splacehedrovetotheNgidi

residenceinIzinga,wherePheloandhermotherare

currentlystaying.Againsthisword,Nomkhosihas

gonebacktoworkandleftPhelowithananny.They

wentfrom crazyexeswithunfinishedbusinessto

strangerswhoshareababyandbasicallycan’t

agreeonanything.

Pheloisbroughttohim bySnalointhelounge.Ngidi

andhiswifewenttothevillage,hepassedafew

emptyalcoholbottlesinthekitchen.He’sneverliked

nortrustedSnalo.She’sshownhim herunstable

side,notonceortwice,butsomanytimes.Evennow,



he’snotsureifshe’snotgoingtodrophisdaughter.

“Letmetakeher,”hesays,meetingherhalfwayand

takingPhelo.

Sherollshereyes,“I’vebeenanauntthreetimes

beforeher.”

“Ididn’tmeantooffendyou.”Hegoestothecouch

withPhelowrappedinafleeceblanketinhisarms.

Heliftsherlittlefingersandkissesthem.

“Whenareyoucominghomeandseeinggrandma?”

heasks,smilingather.Everythingbecomesalright

whenhehasthislittlehumanbeinginhisarms.

“Shecannotanswer,youknow.She’sonly2months-

old,”Snalo.

Forsomeonewho’sbeenanauntthreetimes,she’s

reallydumb.

Helooksather,“WhereisNomkhosi?”

“Upstairs.”

“PleaseaskherifIcanhaveawordwithher,”he

says.



“Okay,grandson.”

Grandson?Okay,whatever!

Nomkhosicomesdown,wearingleggingsandloose

T-shirt.Inherhandthere’saglassofchampagne.

Sherefusedtobreastfeedsothatshecandrink

alcohol,right?

“ThisiswhatIdon’tlike,”hesays.

Nomkhosisighswithaneyerollandsitsonthe

oppositecouchwithherlegscrossed.

“HelloThakasa,”shesays.

“MakaPhelo.”Hereleasesadeepbreathtocalm

himselfdown.Hedoesn’twanttoarguetoday.

“Iknowyousaidshe’sstilltooyoung,butIwas

wonderingif…”

“NoThakasa,youcannottakeher.She’snoteven3

months-oldbutyoualreadywanthertotravelto

anothertownandbeawayfrom hermother.”

“Youwentbacktowork,she’salwaysawayfrom her



motheranyway.Whatdifferencedoesitmake?I’m

herparenttoo.”

Shesighs,“Wearealwaystalkingaboutthis,every

fuckinday!”

“I’llbringherbacktomorrow,please.I’m notgoingto

lethercry,I’llmakesurehermilkisalwaysreadyand

checkhernappyevery10minutes.”

“You’rebeingextra,”shelaughs.“Mom isgoingto

killmeforthis,pleasemakesureyoubringherback

beforetheycomeback.”

“Thankyou,”hesaysandplantsakissonPhelo’s

littleforehead.“You’recomingwithDaddy,youheard

that?”

Nomkhosiiswatchingthem withasmileonherface.

Hewasn’tagoodboyfriendandhusband,buthe

knowsandfulfillshisroleasafatherexcellently.

.

.

BANDLA



Henoticesagirlinawhitedressstandingoutside

hishouseandslowsdown.Ashedrivescloserhe’s

abletoseewhoitis.Hischestvibrateswithtremor,

yetexcitementisshootingupinhisveins.Hehad

madepeacewithherbeinggoneandtriedtolive

withthefactthathemayseeherafterafewyears,

ornever.Nobodytoldhim anything.Hetriedtoreach

outtoherfriendsandtheybothseemedtobeinthe

dark.Mandulohadlittletonotimetodiscusshis

sisterwithhim.

Hestopsthecar,openshisdoorandstaresather.

Shewalkstowardsthecarslowly,withasmile

widelyspreadacrossherface.

Hestepsoutofthecarandopenshisarms.They

embraceinalong,tighthugbeforehegentlypushes

heroffandlooksatherfrom headtotoe.

“You’reback?”heasks,touchingherarmsand

staringatcolourfulstringsaroundherwrists.

“I’m back,”shesays,fightingbacktearsandhugging

him again.

“Isitover?”heasksoverhershoulder.



“Yes,I’m neverleavingagain.Am Istillwelcomein

yourlife?”

Heliftsherfaceupandstaresintohereyes,

disbelievingwhatshe’sasking.

“It’sme,babe.UBandlalakho,I’vebeenhopelessly

waitingforthisday.Whendidyoucomeback?”

“Threedaysago.Mandulodidn’ttellyou?”sheasks.

“No.Youdidn’tcallmeeither.”

“Yournumberwasn’tgoingthrough.Ithoughtyou

werebusyanddecidedtofinisheverythingathome

beforecomingandlookingforyou,”shesays.

“Getinthecar,thisisourhouse.”

Shefrownswithalittlesmilecurvinginherlipsand

looksattheravishhouseinfrontofher.Sheknows

him tohaveagreattasteincarsandsuits,butthis

houserighthereshowsthathehasagreattastein

everything.It’sadouble-storeywithwidepanelsof

glassandcolumnsofbricksatthesidessides,and

finishesoffitsfrontagewitharowofmanicured

gardenhedges.



“Ilivehere,”hesays.“Nkonzoisbehindthathouse.”

Shenods,“I’m proudofyou.”

Hiseyesdrop.Khanyokisseshischeekbefore

turningtotheothersideandgettinginsidethecar.

Agreyandwoodtonekitchenwelcomesher.Smooth

andsleekblackcabinetscrashupagainstthewall,

tobrightenupthemanlylookingkitchenisan

orangelightfrom theroof.

“Youcanchangeanythingyouwanttochange,”he

says.

Didshelookunimpressed?

“It’sbeautiful,mylove,”shesays.

Helooksrelieved.Hetakesoffhisjacketandputit

overabarstool.

“Let’sseeourbedroom,”hesays,grabbingherhand

andleadinghertowardsacurvedstaircase.

Itfeelslikeshe’swalkinguptoheaven.There’sa

weirdenergybetweenthem,maybeit’sbecauseof



thetimethey’vespentapart.

Themainbedroom isnothingshortofamazing.It

could’vebeendividedintotwosmallrooms.Her

pictureonthewallgazesbackather.Itwastakena

daybeforesheleftforBergville,thelasttimethey

werelayinginbedtogetherinHlomendlini.

She’sfightingbacktears.Thisisoverwhelming!

“I’vebeenwaitingforyoutocomeback,”hesays

andwrapshisarm aroundher.“Rememberyousaid

weweregoingtotalkonceyoucomeback?I’ve

beenholdingontothat.”

Thatfeelslikealongtimeago.Hisarm leavesher

waist,hegoestoashelveandtakesoutanenvelope.

“Sit,”hesays,crackinganervoussmileandlowering

himselfonthebed.

“Doyoustillloveme?”heasks.

“ThatgoeswithoutsayingBandla.OfcourseIlove

you,”shesays.

Henodsandsighsoutheavily.

“YoudidJournalism,soIthinkyourvocabularyis



betterthanmine.”Hehandstheenvelopetoher,

“Pleasecheckifmygrammariscorrect.”

She’snotaneditor!Can’tagirlgetssomesexbefore

checkingspellingandpunctuations?

Theenvelopewasnotsealed,sheopensitandpulls

outapaperinside.

Shebrieflyrunshereyesonit-asmilecreepsoffher

face.

“Whatisthis?”sheasks.

“Ididn’twriteadatebecauseIdidn’tknowwhenit

wasgoingtohappen,”hesays.

Tearsfilluphereyes.He’snotonlycomingbacktoa

house,butalettertoherunclesaswell.

“Areyougoingtogivethem?”heasks,holdingher

handandbeggingherwithhiseyes.Normalpeople

say‘willyoumarryme.’

“Yes,I’llgivethem,”shenods.

Hegrabsherneckandonslaughtsherwithakiss.

Assoonastheirbodiescollideandskinstouch,

connectionsparksuplikeawildfire.It’sstillthere,



thisisstillherBandlaandshe’shislove.

“Imissedyousomuch!”hesaysandkissesherlips

onceagain.

“ThankyouforwaitingMthonga,Sgagu,Mpangazith’

oziphangayo.Mnkonyeniwami.”

Heblushesanddropshiseyes.

“Didyoucutyourhair?”sheasks.

Hetoucheshisheadandsmiles.He’scute!She

kisseshislipsplayfully.

“Fillinthedate,”shegivestheletterbacktohim and

theyembraceinanotherhug.

Hesearchesforthepenanddoesn’tfinditinthe

drawers.

“Letmegocheckdownstairs,”hekisseshercheek

andwalksout.

Thishouseisadream.Afterbumpingonbedafew

times,shegoestotheensuitebathroom and

releasesherwater.Sheneedstochangethe



pantylineraswell.Whensheopensthebinto

disposeawrappedpantylinerhereyeslandona

condom foilwrapper.

“Mylove,”hisvoicecallsnearerthebathroom door.

Shehasthefoilwrapperinhertremblinghand.

Bandlawalksin,hiseyesbulgeoutandhestands

groundedinfrontofthedoor.

“Isit….Bandlawhatisthis?”Paincrackshervoice,

shecan’tevenstophereyesfrom tearing.

“Idon’tknowhowitgotthere.”

“Don’tyoudarelietomeBandlalethuManqele!”

Hewalksforward,lookingguiltyascharged,and

triestoholdherhand.

“Youmovedon?”sheasks.

“No,IswearIwasonlymasturbating,”hesays.

Shethrowsthefoilwrapperbackinthebinandfolds

herarmswithadeadlookonherface.

“Thisiswhyyoudidn’tcaretofindoutwhenIwas

comingbackanddidn’tcometomyceremonies?”



“BabeIswearthisisnotwhatitlookslike.Your

brotherreallydoesn’tlikemeandIcouldn’t….”She

raisesherhandup.

“Youcheatedonme.Don’teventrytomakethis

aboutmybrother.Youmotivatedmetogoand

promisedtosupportme.”

Heexhalesheavilyandnods.

“Okay,Iadmitit.ButIdidn’tcheat,thishappened

onlyonce.Ijustneededadistraction,somethingto

takemymindoffthings.”

“Andthatwassex?”sheasks.

Hedoesn’tanswer,he’sscratchinghisheadand

lookinglikeasickpuppy.

“GoodbyeBandla!”

Heholdsherarm,“KhanyoI’m beggingyou.Imadea

mistake,itwasmyfirsttimeandIregrettedit.”

“Thankyou,Ifeelsomuchbetter.Nowletgoofmy

arm.”

Hesighsheavilyandletsitgo.She’sleavinghim!



Hefuckedup.Thatonenightisabouttocosthim

onethinghewantsmorethananythinginhislife-

Khanyo.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER44

KHANYO

I’m angryatmyselffortrustingthismansomuch.I

puthim onthepedestalandworshippedhisass.In

myeyeshewasalwaysperfect,andIbelievedthat

weweresoulmates.Ifeelsostupid,Ilethiscalm

natureandpuppyeyesfoolme.He’snodifferent

from anyotherman;he’scrap,justlikeallofthem.

LeavinghishouseItookataxitoMandeniand

anotheronetoDurbanwhereIspentthenightwith

Guguinherflat.Yep,IevenforgotthatIhaveataxi-

phobia.Iwascryingandcountingpeople’schange.

Gugu’sproblemsarebiggerthanmine’sbutshewas

abletoputthem asideandlistentomyoutbursts

throughoutthenight.That’smysisterfrom another

mother!

Shewokeupandwenttomeetwithacertainlawyer



whom she’shopingcangetMikeoutbeforehe

finisheshissentence.Ihonestlyfeelsorryforher,I

knowitmust’vetakensomuchforhertohedge

downthewallsaroundherandallowaman,notjust

anymanbutagrandpa,tosleepandimpregnateher.

Nowshe’sabouttoraisethatchildalone,even

thoughshe’smiraculouslyfinanciallystable,ababy

stillneedsafather.

Speakingoffathers,Ineedtotexttheonewho

sharedawombwithmeandlethim knowthatI’m in

ataxifrom Durban.He’llbeveryhappytohearthat

Bandlacheatedonme.Hetoldmeso,right!Aftermy

attackandBandla’ssexscandal,hehadadifferent

versionofhim andhedidn’tlikeitonebit.This

wouldjustaddanotherounceofhatred.Iprobably

shouldn’ttellhim becauseyouknowwhattheysay;

“Youforgiveyourpartner,butfamilydon’t.”ButI’ll

tellhim becauseBandladeserveseverythingthat’s

comingtohim.

Idoalittlecosmeticshoppingbeforetakinganother

taxihome.Mylifeisnowfullybasedinthisplace,



untilIfigureoutwhat’snextformylife.Nolwaziis

furtheringherstudiesandGuguisrichwithfraud

moniesthatMikestoleforher.It’snowmewho

needstogetalife,I’m notgoingtohealpeopleday

inandout.That’snotsomethinganyonecanliveon,

notinthiscountryanditscriticalbutstable

economy.Andwithfakepastorseverywhere.It’s

hardtomakealivingoutofhealingpeople.

Igetoffthetaxiwithafewshoppingbagsandmy

overnightbag.WhenIcastmyeyesdownathome,

there’saC-Classparkedbelowtheyard.Wonders

shallneverend!Thisonedecideditwasbetterto

comeherebeforemeandprobablypaintmeasthe

wrongonetomyfamily.WhyisMandulonotchasing

him out?Ishescaredofhim now?

IwishIhadn’tleftDurban.I’m notreadytofacehim

yet.ButofcoursehisheadisfullofShembe

Vaseline,hedoesn’tknowhowtogiveaperson

somethingcalledspaceafterhe’swrongedher.He’s

goingtobeallovermyfacewithhishairyass.He

nowknowshiswayaroundBergvilleandhe’sbrave



enoughtostepinsidetheMayisepremises?That’s

newunderthesun.

Iwalkinsidethekitchen,it’sfacingdirectlytothe

loungeandeveryonecanseeme.

“Makhanyiwherethehellwereyou?”Mandulo

standsupwithafuriouslookonhisface.

Hismoodisalwayscrappy.

“IsleptatGugu’splace.What’sgoingon?”Imake

suretosendalookatBandla;hemustknowthatI

hatehim.

“What’sgoingon?You’reaskingmethat?”He

chargestowardsthepassageandBandlastandsup

immediately.Mandulowouldneverputhishandson

me,heneedstochillthatShembeassout.

“Lasttimeyouwenttothismanyounearlydied.He

runshereinthemorning,notknowingwhereyouare

andyou’reaskingmewhat’sgoingon?Doyouknow

howstressedI’vebeensincelastnight?”

Bandlawasdramatic.Igetthathepanicked,buthe



shouldn’thavecomehereandcausedmybrother

panic.Ifanythinghadhappened,itwould’vebeenon

thenews.I’m afamousporn-star’sex-girlfriendafter

all.

“I’m sorry,Ishould’vecalled,”Isay.

Heexhalesheavily,“Youonlythinkafterdoingthings,

Makhanyi.”

“I’m reallysorry.”IlookatBandlalookingallrelieved

andshit,Ifeelmyarmssweatingup.

Whyishebreathing?

“Whyareyouhere?Mr‘Imasturbatewitha

condom’,”Iaskhim.

“I…I…was…I…I...”No,fuckhisstutter!

Godknewhewasn’tanhonestman,that’swhyhe

faultedhisspeech.

“Youcheatedonme,that’sallyouhavetosayand

getout.”

Manduloturnstohim withafrownandheinstantly

dropshiseyes.



“Oh,that’sthereason?Again,youmadehertravelby

taxisandputherlifeindanger,”Mandulo.

“I…I…tried…Italkedtoher…butshewas...”Iraisemy

handupbeforehefinisheshisplay&pausetalk.

“Ifoundusedcondomsinthebathroom ofthe

bedroom youclaimedwas‘ourbedroom.’Youonly

askedmetofollowmycallingsothatyoucanbea

pornstarinpeace,huh?”

Manduloholdsmeback.“Rememberwhoyouare

now.Don’tallowthistodestroyyou.Staycalm.”

Okay,he’sright.BreatheKhanyo!

“Doyouseewhatyou’redoingintheMayise

premises?You’reheretocauseallthisnoise,”he’s

lookingatBandla.

Hekeepsquiet.

No,hemustspeak.I’m surehewasn’tquietontop

ofher.

“Whatifsomethinghappenedtoheragain?”

Manduloasks.

“IapologizeNyathi,”hesaysandinhalesasharp



breath.Hiseyesrunfrom metothefloor.He’snow

actinglikeahumblesaintandIlookcrazy.

“Justsortitoutoraskhim toleave,”Mandulosays

beforewalkingout.

Nowthisoneisstaringatthefloorliketiles

motivatedhim tothrowhisblack,uglydickaround.

Nx,andthosetwounevenballs!

“IfIdidthesamething,wereyougoingtoforgive

me?”Iask.

“I…Idon’tknow,IthinkIwouldhaveforgivenyou.”

Heclearshisthroatandliftshiseyestome.“ButI…I

would’venever…nevertossedyouonfireinfrontof

myfamily.Maybe…maybeIloveyou…too…toomuch.

ButI’dneverallowmyfamilyto…”Hestopsand

collectshisbreaths.

Nowhe’stheonehurtingmorethanme.Thisone

wouldamazeyou!

“Islippedonce.I…Ihadnoideawhatwasgoingon

anditwasjust…justsohard!”



“HowdoIknowithappenedonlyonceandmeant

nothing?”

“Wecancallmybrother,Nkonzo.”

Ofcoursethatoneisgoingtobackhim up,it’s

brotherhoodcode.

“AndhowdoIknowthatitwon’thappenagain?Next

weekImaygotoanotherprovincetowork,howIdo

trustyouafterthis?”

“I’lldoanythingyousay,justdon’tleaveme.Imade

amistake,once.Pleaseforgivemeandallowmeto

provemycommitmentandlovetoyou,”hesays.

“Ineedloyaltyaswell,”Isay.

“Wecan…wecanworkonit.”

Honestly,Idon’tknow.IfeellikeI’m throwingmyself

deeplyinthedam whereeveryonecanswim ifthere

arenoguardsaround.

Iknowhelovesme,butloveisn’tenoughifthere’s

notrust.

“Swazelihle!”Ohgosh!



Onlyhecangetonhiskneestotrickapersoninto

forgivinghim!

“I’m sorryKaMayise,”hesays.

Sigh!Hecouldn’tgetonhiskneeswhenproposing,

butnowheknowshowtogetdownonthem.

Iholdhishandup,“Getup!”

“Areyougivingusanotherchance?”heasks.

“AndifI’m not?Areyougoingtostayonyourknees

likethis?”

“Yes,”hesays.

Irollmyeyes.He’sstupid!

“Wearegoingtotalkandsetsomegroundrules,”I

say.

Hegetsupandpullsmetohischest.Cheatingchest!

“Wereallyneedtosetthem.”

Ilookathim,“No,I’m settingthem.Notyou.”

“Okay,sorry.”

Mygoodness!



.

.

NOTHILE

Allshewantedwastoleaveapeacefullife.Thakasa

neverreachedouttoherbuthedidgotoheruncles

andreportedtheseparation.Shehasn’tgonehome

becausesheknowsthatnobodyisgoingtolistento

thesideofherstory.

Shegavebirthandwaitedafewweekstoseeif

LondokuhlewouldresembleanyoftheManqeles.

Fortunately,helooksnothinglikethosepeople.She

hadtolookforManduloNyathi,whichwasn’tvery

hardtodo.Butbreakingnewstohim washardand

shewasslightlyoffendedwhenheaskedforDNA

test.Hehadeveryrighttoandshewasgoingto

conductitinherowntimeandterms,butitstill

rubbedherthewrongway.She’sdealingwithalotof

things,soisLonda.Thelastthingtheyneedis

paternitytestswhilethey’restillconductinga

thousandothertests.



Butshegrantedhim thetest,todaythey’reatDurdoc

MedicalCentretogivebloodsamples.They’re

meetingforthesecondtimeinlife,butcarryinga

thirdpersonthatbothoftheproduced.Lifeisadice

game!

Hedoesn’tlookliketheManduloshesawinBaliand

helddeepconversationswith.Helookslikeamess

andsonervous.Deepdowninhishearthemustbe

prayingnottobecomeafather.

“Whereisyourhusband?”hefinallyasksafter

they’vecompletedalltheprocedures.

“He’shome,Ileft,”shesayswithashrug.

There’satwingeofguiltknockinghisheart.

“Becauseofthis?”heasks,lookingatLondawhose

eyeshavebeenclosedsincehearrived.

“No,Ileftbeforemythirdtrimester.Thingsjustfell

apartandtherewasnoturningpoint.”

“Didyoufilefordivorce?”heasks.

“Iwaswaitingformysontobeborn.Ididn’twant



thatstresswhileIwaspregnantbecauseIknowhe’s

goingtogivemeahardtime,”shesays.

Henodsandlooksatthelittlemaninhisarms.He

loveshischildrenandchildreningeneral,butthis

onefreakshim out.He’sdonetosomeoneelsewhat

Menzididtohim.Heknowsthepain,he’sbeenthere

andthelastthinghewantedwastoinflictitto

someoneelse.

“Whatifhe’sreallymine?”Hisvoicecomesoutasa

lowwhisper.HeliftsLonda’slittlefingersandhe

slowlyopenshiseyes.Hefixesthem onMandulo’s

chest.Asmilecreepsoffhisface,hesnapshis

fingersbutLondadoesn’tshifthisgaze.

Nothilestartscryingnexttohim.

“Hey,what’swrong?”heaskswithconfusion

maskinghisface.

Didhedosomethingwrong?Shewasokayjusta

minuteago.

“HecannotseeMandulo,”shesobsharder.

He’snowconfused.Whatdoesshemeanbythat?



Hispossiblesoncannotsee?

Buthehasbothhiseyesandtheylook….oh,no!

Hesnapshisfingersagain.Londa’seyesremainon

hischestanddon’tmove.Hisheartstartsracing,

whatonearthisgoingon?

“What’swrongwithhim?”He’snowpanickingand

blowingairinLonda’seyes.Onlywhenhefeels

somethingblowinginhiseyesheblinksandshuts

hislittleeyes.

“Hewasfineafterbirth.Everythingwasnormal.I

don’tknowwhathappened,whenItookhim tohis

six-weekscheckuptheysaidhe’sblind.”

HeholdsLondawithonearm andholdsherhand.

She’shurtinganditbreakshisheart.Asaparenthe

understandswhatshe’sgoingthrough.Andhefeels

ittoo,whethertestshaveconfirmedhispaternityor

not.Nochilddeservestogothroughthis,especially

atsuchatenderage.

“Didyoutakehim tothedoctor?Didtheyruntests

onhim?Whatdidtheresultssay?”heasks.



“Theydon’tknowwhatchanged.Everythinglooks

fine.Hehasnoinjuries,nodeficienciesorgenetic

mutations.Godjusthateme!”

“Pleasedon’tsaythat.Maybeit’snotsomething

relatedtohishealth,buttous.”

Shefrowns,“Whatdoyoumean?”

“Ihavealottosortoutwithmyancestorsandsodo

you.”

Sheexhalesheavilyandlooksaway,wipinghertears.

“I’m notgoingtorunawayfrom myresponsibilities,

Nothile.I’dneverdothat,I’m hereforbothofyou.

Butmaybewecannotrunawayfrom mistakesand

past.”

“Icannotgobacktothatplace.Ican’t!”sheshakes

herhead.

“It’snotaboutyou,butthislittleboyhere.Hash

thingsoutwithhim.Ifhewantsmetopayforwhat

wedid,I’llpay.”

Shesighsoutheavily.

“There’snootherway,Nothile.You’remarriedbefore



theancestors,thatmansprinkledinyongooveryou

andtiedyoutohisancestors.Theonlywayoutis

throughhim,morethanitisthroughcourt.”

Shelooksatherlittleboyandgetsasharppainin

herheart.Whyishetheonesuffering?Whenis

Phelosuffering?Shewasconceivedthesameway

asLonda.IsitbecauseThakasaisamanand

ancestorsfavorhisgender?Whyshe’stheonlyone

gettingpunishedthroughherchild?Theyboth

cheated.

“It’sgoingtobeokay,”Mandulosays,rubbingher

shoulder.

Hisphonerings.HegivesLondatoherandtakesit

outofhispocket.Fearcreepsuponhisfaceashe

glancesatthescreen.

“Answerit,”Nothilesays.

Henods,stillengulfedinguiltandfear.

“HeyLwazi….no,Iwasn’tignoringyou…canIcallyou

backwhenI’m free….Iloveyoutoo.”Helocksthe

screenandslipsthephonebackinsidehispocket.



“I’m sorryaboutthat,”hesaysandtakesLondaback.

“No,Iunderstand,”Nothilesaysandcracksathin

smiletoputhim atease.

She’snotinagoodspaceandcertainlynotlooking

foranyrelationship.Allshewantsisforhersonto

beokay,andthatmeansshehastogobackand

kneelinfrontofThakasaforforgiveness.

.

.

MandulodroppedheroffatNomcebo’splaceand

promisedtocheckonthem thenextday.It’s

becomingcrowdedwithLonda,Nomcebo’skidsand

herboyfriendallinonehouse.

She’sbeenlookingforcheaproomstorentand

secondhandfurniturearound.Thakasadidn’tcancel

herR6500allotmentthathegavehermonthlywhile

theywerestilltogether.Thatoneisdeposited

straightintohersavingsaccount.Shealsohashis

otherFNBcardandhehasn’tsaidanythingaboutit.

Thepinisstillthesameandnofundshavebeen

withdrawnfrom it.ButsheknowstherealThakasa,



that’swhyshe’snervousaboutgoingback.He’s

calculatinghismovesandpreparingforthedayof

therealbattle.

“Howdiditgo?”Nomceboasks,walkinginwithher

daughteronthehipandabowlofporridge.

“He’sokaywitheverything.We’llbetakingLondato

aspecialistFriday,”shesays.

“IthoughthewantedaDNAtest.”

“Hedidn’tmeanitinabadway.HesaidIshouldcall

ifIneedanything,regardlessofthependingresults.”

“Hesoundslikeagoodman.”

Nothilesighs,“HealsoadvisedmetogotoThakasa

andaskhim forforgiveness.”

“HethinksthatmaybethereasonwhyLondais,you

know,blind?”

“I’m stillmarriedtohim,Cebo.He’sstillrecognized

asmyhusbandandLonda’sfather.Andknowing

howThakasais,heknowsthisverywellandhe’s

holdingagrudgeagainstme.”

“Justcallhim.Nowit’snotaboutwho’swinningor



losingandwhat’sfair.It’saboutLonda’shealth.”

Whydidshegetmarriedagain?SheputsLondato

sleepbeforetakingherphoneanddialinghis

number.Nomcebogivesheramotivatinglook

beforesteppingoutoftheroom togivehersome

privacy.

Itringsafewtimesthendrop.Shecallsagain,this

timeitringstovoicemail.

Shetriesonelasttimeandhepicksup.

“I’m inameeting,”hesays.

“Ohsorry,Ididn’tknow.I’llcalllater,”shesays.

“No,you’vealreadydisturbedme.What’sup

MaNtusi?”

Deepbreath!

“Weneedtotalk,”shesays.

“Aboutwhat?”He’sbeenwaitingforthisdayto

come.

“I’m stillwaitingforDNAresults.Hisnameis



Londokuhle,he’snow8weeksold.”

“Congratulations!”hesays.

“ManqeleIneed….”Anotherdeepbreath!“Mysonis

blind.”

“I’m notanophthalmologist.Whyareyoutelling

me?”heasks.

Tearsburnhereyes.He’ssocold!They’reboth

parents,heshouldhavesomesympathy.

“Canwehashthingsout,please.Givememy

punishment,Ijustwantmysontohaveanormal

life.”

“WhyareyoumakingmeGod?Isitbecauseofme

thatyou’refacingthoseproblems.Ididn’taskyouto

leave,youdidthatonyourown.”

“CanIcomeback?”sheasks.

“No.IaskedyoutostaywhenIwantedyoutostay

andyouleft.Wecould’vesorteditoutwhenIwanted

to,butyouwantedtodothingsyourownway.Beon

yourown,qhubeka!”Hedropsthecall.

Herheartisheavyinherchest.There’saburning



lumpsittinginherthroat.

Nomcebopeepsthroughthedoorandaskif

everythingisokay.

“PleasecallBab’omncane,”shesays.

Nomcebo’seyespopout.Theybothknowhowthat

willturnout.

It’samess!



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER45

THAKASA

Hisphonebuzzeswithtextmessages.He’sbeen

tryingtoignorehercallsbutnowshe’smore

persistent.He’sverymuchawareofhiswrongs,

Khositrustedhim tohonorhispromise.Butone

morenightwon’thurt,Pheloisnotlost,she’swith

herfather.

Him andMaKhumalogotcloseaftereveryone

movedout.It’sthem againsttheworld,forthefirst

timeinhislifehefeelslikehehashismotherinhis

corner.He’sbeenverysupportivethroughouthis

separationfrom MaNtusi.Nowit’sjusthim andher.

Thehelpercomesinthemorningandleavesat5pm.

WithPheloaroundtheyhavealottotalkaboutand

celebrate.

“DoyouseehowmuchsheresemblesPhethile?”

MaKhumaloasks,walkinginwithabowlofmaize

porridgeandPheloinherrightarm.



“No,shelookslikeme.I’m herfather,”heargues

withafrownonhisface.

MaKhumalolaughs,“Thischildisgoingtobedeath

ofyou.”

Hisphoneringsagain.Hesighsandputsiton

silence.

“Isithermother?”MaKhumaloasks.

“She’sjustworriedovernothing.”Hedismissesher

withahandandpicksthefluffyteddbearhebought

forPhelo.

“MaNtusicalledyesterday,”hesays.

DisgustcreepsuponMaKhumalo’sface.Shedidn’t

expectwhatMaNtusididtoherfamily.Sheblames

herforhersonsmovingoutandthefactthatshe

nevercametoher,shejustleft.

“Shewantstocomeback.Hersonishavingsight

problems,”Thakasasaysandtakesadeepsigh.

“Shemusttakehim toDrManzini.Sincewhenare

youaneyespecialist?”MaKhumaloasks,laying

Pheloagainstherarm andmixingascoopofher



milkwithporridge.

“Thisbabyisnotfedthereinthesuburbs.Lookat

howshe’sstaringattheporridge.”

Thakasachucklesandshakeshishead.

“Shedoesn’tevenknowthatit’sporridge,”hesays.“I

wishIcantalktohermother.”

“Aboutwhat?”MaKhumaloasks.

“Alothappenedbetweenusandweneverreally

hashedthingsout.ButI’m scaredofhowshemight

takeit.YouknowwithMaNtusigoneandeverything,

itwilllooklikeI’m tryingtofillherplaceusingher.”

MaKhumaloisabouttogivehim heradvicewhena

carloudlyhootsintheyard.

“ThatmustbeNkonzo,”Thakasasaysandgetsup

topeepthroughthewindow.

It’snotNkonzo,butawhiteHondaJazzwithDurban

registration.HeturnstoMaKhumalowithafaint

lookonhisface.



“Ithinkthat’sPhelo’smother,”hesaysand

scratcheshishead.

“What’sgoingon?”MaKhumaloasks,staringbackat

him.

“IsaidIwasgoingtoreturnPhelobackbeforethe

sunset,”hesays.

MaKhumalofrowns,“Andwhyyouwould’vedone

that?She’sbeenonlyhereforaminute.Kusamele

ngiyomlahlainyonibeseegcabaibalaleli

elisekhandakuMaGwala.”(Istillneedtogiveher

staminaforgastroandhaveherincisedbyMaGwala

forthestrawberrybirthmarkatthebackofherhead)

There’saknockatthedoor.MaKhumalocarrieson

withfeedinghergranddaughterporridge.Thakasa

heavesadeepsighandattendstothedoor.

“ReallyThakasa?”sheasks,walkingthroughthe

doorwithawrathfullookonherface.

“You’reoverreacting,”hesays.

“I’m overreacting?Youareignoringmycallsand



keepingmydaughterhereagainstmywill.”

“Thisisherhomeaswell.It’snotlikeshe’slost;

she’swithherfather,”hesaysandhideshisguilt

withashrug.

“It’saboutdamnagreementsThakasa!Youagreed

tobringherbacktoday,butnowyou’reignoringmy

callsandkeepingherhere.”

MaKhumaloappears,clappingherhandsand

exclaiming.

“Umhlolalo!You’rebothstandinginmykitchenand

arguinglikethisisaplayground.Whereareyour

mannersMakaPhelo?”

She’snevermethismother,it’ssoaudaciousofher

toquestionhermannerswhereasshe’sbeen

watchingThakasakeepPhelowithoutherconsent.

“Thakasais….”MaKhumaloexclaimsandputsher

handsoverherhead.

“Didyoujustcallthefatherofyourchildbyhisbirth

name?”

NomkhosilooksatThakasawithafrown.Wasn’the



givenanamesothathecanbeaddressedbyit?

“Laphaekhayakuyangenwa,kubingelelwebese

kuhlalwaphansikuxoxwe,”shesays.(Hereweenter,

greetandsitdownbeforewetalk)

“Thisway,”Thakasasays,leadinghertowardsthe

loungewithasatisfiedlookonhisface.

Nomkhosifollowsbehindthem.MaKhumaloisstill

clappingherhandsandexpressinghershockover

hercharacter.

HereyesnearlypopoutwhensheseesPhelolying

onablanketwithabowlofporridgenexttoher.

“Thakasawhatisthis?”sheasksandignores

MaKhumalo’sremarks.Thakasaishisname,that

cannotbechangedbyher.

“HaveaseatMakaPhelo,”Thakasasays,showing

herthecouchandpickingPheloup.

“Youfedhermaizeporridge?”sheasks,stillonher

feetandgluedonthefloorwithshock.

“Youshould’veseenhowmuchshelikedit.Maybe



Thakasashouldstartaddingmoneyformaize-meal

toherpapgeld,”MaKhumalosaysasshecollectsan

emptybowlfrom thecarpet.

“She’snoteven3monthsold.Herintestinesaren’t

fullydeveloped.Whyonearthwouldyougiveher

solidfood?”She’sbesideherselfwithangerand

thesepeopledon’tseem togetit.

“Porridgeisnotsolidfood.Ifitwasn’tforityou

wouldn’thaveababydaddytoday,”MaKhumalosays.

Thisisnotgoinganywhere,they’rejustgoingaround

incircles.

“Whereisherbag?”sheasksThakasa.

“Ummm,Idon’tthinkshecanleaveyet.Mastill

wantstotakehertoMaGwalasothatshecan

removethestrawberrybirthmarkatthebackofher

head.”

Oh,God!Shehasababywiththisman?Thisisher

daughter’sfamily?LordJesus!

“Thatmarkisharmless.BabyNhlahaditandhe

neverneededanyMaGwalato….”



“ThisisSphepheloManqele,notBabyNhla,”

MaKhumalointerjects.

Sigh!Sigh!Sigh!

“Yourmothercannottreatuslikewearestrangersto

thischild.Mysonhasbeentheresinceherbirthand

hepaidforthedamages,whichwashim

acknowledgingthathe’sthefatherandtakinghis

responsibilities.Ifyourmotherhasaproblem give

hermyaddress.”

“Ma,calm down!”ThakasasaysandMaKhumalo

turnsherfatbehindandgoestothekitchen.

“Canwesitandtalk?”heasks,lookingatNomkhosi

guiltily.

“Whyisyourmotherlikethis?Andyouallowherto

feedourdaughtermaizeporridge?Whatisshe

eatingtomorrow?Samp?”

“Stopoverreacting.Mymotherwouldneverput

Phelo’slifeindanger.Sheraised6kidsandtheyall

cameoutfine.”



“Thisismychild,dude.Nothers,”shescoldshim in

awhisper.

“Don’tcallme‘Dude’,”hesays.

Shesighsandrollshereyes.

“Whatever!Idon’twantmychildtobefedmaize

porridge.Maybeyoushouldvisitadoctorandlearn

howharmfulsolidfoodcanbeforalessthan6

months-old.”

“ButMasaidshewashungryandshereallyate,”he

says.

“WearenotdiscussingitThakasa.I’m tellingyouto

neverallowanyonetofeedmydaughtermaize

porridge,otherwise….”Thakasaraiseshiseyebrow.

“Otherwisewhat?”heasks.

Amomentofsilencepasses.They’restaringatone

another.

“I’lllethersleeptoday,pleasedon’tdoanything

stupid.Bringherbacktomorrow,”Nomkhosisays

afteramoment.

“Soyou’reokaysleepingwithoutyourdaughter?”



Shefrowns.WTF!

“You’vebeenbeggingmetoletherstayherefor

aboMaGwalaandstuff,nowI’m okaysleeping

withouther?”sheaskswithherforeheadfurrowed.

“Idon’tseewhyyou’releaving.Imean,thisisyour

daughter’shomeandweareherfamily.”

“IcandrivetoDurban,Idon’tmindit,”shesays.

“It’snotcompulsory,youknow.It’salmost7pm and

you’reawoman.It’snotsafeforyoutodriveat

night.”

“EveryoneknowswhosestepdaughterIam,you

don’tneedtoworryaboutmysafety.Justmakesure

yourmotherkeepsher1960smotherskillsto

herself.”

Hetakesadeepbreathandnods.

KhosikissesPhelo’sforeheadandwisheshera

goodnight.

HeseesheroutwithPhelowrappedinablanket.Her

andMaKhumalodon’tgetalong,chancesofthem



seeingeyetoeyeonanythingareslim.

“Idon’tlikeher,”shesayswhenThakasawalksback

in.

Heburstsintoafitoflaughter.

“She’sthemotherofyourgranddaughterandIthink

youandherarenotthatdifferent.”

“What???”

“Nothing.I’m goingtogivePheloabath.”

“Good!”

.

.

He’stakenadayoffworkbecauseNomkhosi

doesn’ttrusthismotherwithPhelo.Shethinksshe

mightfeedhersampandtrotters.

Hewalksouttodisposesanappyandseesawhite

vandrivingtowardshishome.That’sNothile’s

uncle’svan.It’ssoearlyinthemorningandallhe

wantedwastobewithhisdaughter.Theywere

certainlysentbyNothile.



Hewakeshismotherupandgoesbacktobed.

HedialsNothile’snumberandcallstofindout

what’sgoingon.

“Yourunclesarehere,”hesays.

“Nomcebogavethem acallandtheysaidthey’d

comeandtalktoyou,”shesays.

“WealreadytalkedMaNtusi.YouleftbecauseI

cheated,right?Hasthatchangednow?Orisit

becausenowyouarefacingproblemsandIhaveto

putmylifeonholdandattendtoyou?”

“Thisisnotaboutus.Mysonisnotwell,I’m sureyou

canimaginehowthatfeels.You’reafathertoo,if

Phelo….”

“Don’tmentionmydaughter!”

“IfManduloisthefatherhe’sgoingtopaywhatever

fineyouwantfrom him.”

“I’m thefatherofthatchild.Nobodyisgoingtotell

meanything.Ifyouwanthim tobefineyou’llbring

him homeandcontinuewithyourManduloinpeace,”

hesays.



“ButonlyDNAtestwilldeterminethat,”Nothilesays.

“Areyoulisteningtomeornot?Idon’tcarewhatthe

DNAsaysandIdon’twantanythingfrom yourman.

It’suptoyouwhetheryoutakeaManqelechildto

him ornot,butmywordstands.”

“That’snotfair!”

“Youshould’vethoughtaboutthatbeforeleaving.”

“Manqele….”Hedropsthecallandconnectsitback

tothecharger.Pheloisstillasleep,heneedstotake

aquickbathanddressupforwhatevermeetingis

beingheld.He’snottakinganythingfrom Mandulo,

notevenacent.Nothilethoughtshewasgoingto

getaneasywayoutaftereverythingsheputhim

throughwhereastheybothcommittedonesinand

helpedeachotherbreaktheirmarriage.

Thosehappy-ever-aftersonlyhappeninthemovies.

.

.

KHANYO



Ifoundmywaytothishouseafterhebeggedand

gotdownonhisknees.ButthelastthingI’m doingis

givinghim sexandsleepingonthatbedwherehim

andhisone-nightstandmadeout.I’m stillpissed,I

orderedhim totakedownmypictureuntilfurther

notice.

Wesleptinanotherbedroom,hethoughthe’ddiphis

blackdickyetintoanothercookiebutIclosedmy

thighsandfacedtheotherway.He’shornyand

feelingsorryforhimselfinbedandI’m blessingmy

tummywithstrawgurt;yogurtandstrawberriesand

watchingTikTokvideos.

Footstepscomebehindme,Ilowerthevideovolume

andlookathim.

“Goodmorning,”Isay.

Heignoresmeandgoesontoplugakettleofwater.

He’llsuithimself,Iincreasethevolumeandcontinue

withmyvideos.

“Chakuyalanjwabolayindlini!”Ihearhim sayand

lowerthevolumeagain.

“Kulanjwangaphansinangaphezulu,”hesays.(We



starveinthishouse,from thebottom tothetop)

Youknowwhat?I’m goingtositonthisstool,look

prettyandignorehisstupidcomments.

“Ithoughtyousaidoneofyourruleswasthatweuse

acondom,”hesays.

Ilookupfrom myphone,“Yes.”

“Butyoustilldon’tevenwantmetotouchyou,”he

says.

“I’m surewecandobetterthingsthanhavingsex.I

justgotback,showyourexcitementwithoutyour

dick,”Isay.

“Iloveyou.”

That’snotrelevanttothisargumentwe’rehaving!

“AllI’m sayingisthatsexisn’ttheonlythingwecan

dotoshoweachotherlove,”Isay.

“AndallI’m sayingisthatIloveyoumorethan

anythinginthisworld.IwishIcanundowhatIdid,

butIdon’thavethatoption.AllIcansayissorry,

untilyourealizethatIreallymeanit.”



“Sorryisjustastupidfive-letterword,itdoesn’t

meananything.It’sjusttheretosaveeveryoneafter

theyfuckedup.”

“Theysayit’sanopenstatementthatbegs

forgivenessandopensaroom forridicule.The

metronomeofagoodheartdoesn’tsettleuntil

thingsaresolved.Itdoesn’ttakeanythingback-it

wasn’tmeantto-butitpushesthingsforwardand

bridgesthegap.”

“Allthisdefinitionforsex?”Iaskwithaneyeroll.

“Forustogobacktowherewewere.Imissmy

crazygirlfriendwhosellscurtains,stealsmeaway

from homeandimmuresmeinahousewithabox

ofpizzaandwarm cookiefortwodays.”

Immurehim inahouse?Ineverheldthisman

againsthiswall.

“Don’tlie!”Isay.

Helaughs,“I’m notlying,Imissyou.Bothofus.”

Whathisdickhasgottodowiththis?ButImust

admit,it’snicebeingbeggedbyaman.Thelasttime



IwasbeggedsogenuinelywasinDurban,bya

Pakistantobuyascreen-protector.

“YekelauMthongaalwenontangawakhe,”hesays,

wrappinghisarm aroundmeandkissingmycheek.

(LetMthongafightwithhiscompeer)

“You’regainingweight,”hesaysandmywetdough

turnsintoThobeka’sChristmasdrycookies.

HismotheristwotimesfatterthanAuntCarolineon

therice,whatishetalkingabout?

“Youcan’tcommentonmyweight!”Isay.

“Oh?Whileyoucancommentonanything.Yesterday

yousaidmyoneballisbiggerthantheotherone.”

Gosh,Iactuallytoldhim thatloud?Ineedtofilter

whatcomesoutofmycutelips.

“AndI’m notevencomplaining,Icanstillwrapyour

legsaroundmywaistandsexyouintheair.”

Iwrapmyarmsaroundhisneckandjumpoffthe

stooltosnugglemyselfonhim.Heliftsmylegs

aroundhiswaistandwalkswithmebacktothe

bedroom.



Hestripsmyclothesoff,carefullylaysmeonbedon

mybackandseparatesmylegstopositionhimself

betweenthem.I’m goingtomakethisone

memorable.

“You’refuckingwithsomewet-asspu$$y,”Isayas

hetrailskissesdowntomywaist.

Heglancesatmeandbreaksachuckle.I’m goingto

annoyhisShembe-assandturnitofftoday.

Hecomesuptomyfaceandkissesme

affectionatelybeforegoingdownonmeagain.

Histonguepressesovermyclitbeforeitseparates

mywetfoldsandslidesthroughthem.

“Youshould’vebroughtamopforit!”Isay.

“Icanhandleit,”hesayswithasmileandslidesin

hisonefinger.

“Putitinyourfaceandswipeyournoselikeacredit

card.”Hechucklesandfingersmewithmore

pressure.ForamomentIlosemysensesand

scream outhisname.



“Makeitcreamybaby!Makemescream!”Isayout

ofbreathashistongueswipesonmyclitagain.

“Hhayi-boKhanyo!”Helaughsandsquintshishorny

eyes.

“Idon’tcook,Idon’tclean….”Iwasgoingtosay‘ask

mehowIgotcheatedonandgivenalettertomy

uncles’buthisunevenballsarehangingovermy

neck.

“Maybeyouneedtoputthismouthintogooduse,”

hesays,hittinghishardrodonmylips.

Iopenmymouth,hepusheshistipagainstmy

tongueandnowit’smewho’sswipingmytongueon

histiplikeacreditcard.Nexttimeremindmethat

I’m notCardiB!

He’sface-sittingmeandmylittlethroatcan’thandle

it.Onethingaboutface-sittingisthatyouhavelittle

tonocontrolfrom thebottom.He’sinchargeofmy

airbreaksandpunishingmymouth.

Hefinallyreleasesmeandclimbsoffbedtostand



onhisfeet.

“Turnaround,MsFunnyMouth.”

Ineedaglassofwater!

Hepullsmedownandputsmeagainstthebedon

mystomach.

Ihearacondom foiltearingandshutmyeyes.After

amomenthishardrodrubbingbetweenmy

buttocks.

“Thisiswheremyheartis.Imissedyousomuch,my

love.”

“Imissedyoutoo.”

Awetkisslandsonmybuttockbeforeheslowly

pusheshimselfin.

Istilllovehim withallmyheart.Trustwillberebuilt,I

reallybelieveitcanbe.Ifsomeonehurtsyou

repeatedlyyou’recommandedbyGodtoforgive

them,butyou’renotexpectedtotrustthem againor

allowthem tocontinuehurtingyou.



“Forgivenessdoesnotexoneratetheperpetrator.

Forgivenessliberatesthevictim.It’sagiftyougive

yourself,”–TDJakes.
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CHAPTER46

THAKASA

TheirhelperarrivedandtookPhelooutoftheroom,

nowtheycanhavethismeetingwithouther

dramaticcriesandThakasaputtingeverythingon

holdtoattendher.

“Son,weareawareoftheshameanddisrespect

Nothilebroughtintothisfamily.Wearepreparedto

takeresponsibilityandapologizeonherbehalf.”

“WithwhatBab’Ngema?AsfarasIknowallher

lobolacowsweredistributedamongstthefamily.

EvenNomcebodidn’tgetacent.Ihadtogiveher

moneytobuytheweddingfurniturebecauseyou

werealluseless.”

“Thakasa!”MaKhumaloexclaimsshamefully.She

didn’traisekidsthattalkbacktoadults.

“NoMa,it’sthetruth.I’m notstupid,they’regoingto

takemoneyfrom MaNtusi,whichismymoney,and



comewithittoapologize.Idon’twantanything!”

“Buttheonlywayforhersontobefineisifshe

cleansesourpremisesandapologizestothe

ancestorstherightway,”MaKhumalosays.

Hisjawtightens,hekeepshismouthshutandstares

intospace.Hisstubbornnessisathighpeaktoday.

MaKhumaloclearsherthroatandlooksattheuncles.

She’sanelder,nomatterhowshefeelsthingshave

tobedonetherightway,especiallynowbecause

there’salittleboysufferingfrom allthis.

“Twocowsandonegoat.We’lldowhatwehaveto

doforachildbutshe’snotallowedinmykitchen.

Herhusbandwillseewhereheputsher,Manqele

hadlargeyardsofland.”

Thakasagruntsangrilyandshootsalookather.

Thosetwocowswillbeboughtwithhismoney,ifit

wasuptohim hewould’vestoppedallNothile’s

cardsbutapartofhim knowsthatit’sstillhisduty

tofinanciallytakecareofher.Ifitwasn’tforhim

she’dbesomewhereinlifewithherownmoney.But

nowherunclesareheretoexploithim yetagain.



“Whatannoysmeisthatshethinksshecanbring

herboyfriendhereinmyfather’shousetojustify

himselfandclaim thechild,”hesnortsangrily.

Theunclelooksathim abitshocked.

“Youwanttofatherthechildregardlessofhis

mother’smistakes?”heasks.

“That’snoneofyourbusiness.Idon’twantMandulo

orwhoeverheistocomehere.Idon’tcarewhat

theirstoryis,butMaNtusiisawifehereand

whatevershegivesbirthtoismychild.Shecango

tocourtandfilefordivorceifshewantsto,butonce

aManqele,alwaysaManqele,untilIsayit’sover.”

Thisisnottakingtherightdirection.Thakasaisstill

inhisemotionsandvengeful.MaKhumaloflashesa

fakesmileattheuncleswholookconfusedand

scared.

“LetMaNtusicomeherefirstandfaceher

disgracefulacts,thenwe’lltalkaboutthechild

afterwards.”She’dneverallowachildshedoesn’t

knowtoberaisedinherhouse.ButThakasastill

needstimetoworkonhisemotionsandletgoofthe



anger,soshe’lllethim takehistime.

Itwould’vebeenbetterifMaNtusireachedoutearly,

beforeherpastcaughtupwithher,becausenow

she’sdesperateandlookingforinstantforgiveness,

somethingshewasn’tabletogiveThakasa.

“Arewedonehere?”heasks,lookingaroundat

everyone.

Nobodyanswers.Hetakesitasayesanddismisses

himselftolookforhisdaughter.

HedidhaverespectfortheNgemasbutoverthe

yearshe’slostit.Todaythey’recallinghim ‘son’and

askinghim tobeconsiderateandtakethem as

family.Butdidtheydothatwhenhewastheoneon

thewrongside?Didtheyseehim as‘son’orthey

capitalizedoneverysituationandfinancially

exploitedhim?No,he’snotplayingthatgamenow.

Hisdaysoftakingthesmallroadandhumbling

himselfareover.

“Sis’Thandi.”Hewalksinsidethekitchenandtakes

Phelofrom herarms.



“She’ssleepingagain,”Sis’Thanditellshim andlifts

herselfoffthechairtocontinuewithherchores.

“She’slazylikeTutu,”hesayswithagrinonhisface.

EverythingPhelodoesiscuteinhiseyes,evenifshe

turnsoutlazyitwouldbeanormalthingandhe’d

makesurethatsheenjoyseverylastbitofher

laziness.

Heputsherinbedandliesnexttoher.It’sunfairthat

hecannotlivewithhisdaughterandbepresenton

everydayofherlife.Nomkhosiishard-headed,it’llbe

hardtoconvincehertogoandstayin‘theirhouse’in

WaterwayssothathecanhavefreeaccesstoPhelo

aswell.It’shardforhim tovisitmultipletimesina

week;MaNseledoesn’tlikehim andNgidiisjustnot

someonehelikestohangaroundto.

HedecidestogiveSqaloacallandcheckonhim.

Theyhaven’tspokenindays.

“Mthonga,howarethingsinschool?”heaskswhen

Sqalopicksup.

“Good,”Sqalosayswithnoenthusiasm andhe



quicklypicksupsorrowfulnessinhisvoice.

“What’sgoingon?”heasks.

“Mpilobrokeupwithme.Idon’tevenknowwhatI

didwrong.I’vebeentryingtokeepcommunication

andspicethingsupregardlessofthedistance

betweenus,buthejustslippedaway.”That’s

heartbreakingtohear.Hisbrotherriskedeverything

forthatrelationship.

Itseemslikethey’reallunluckyinlove,eventhose

whoaredatingthesamegender,soit’snotjust

women.

“Icanrelate.AllI’m goingtoaskyoutodoistonot

loseyourselfinarelationshipthatnolongerserves

neitherofyourneeds.Lethim goifhewantstogo.

You’reonly18,thereareplentyofgirls…Imeanboys

outhere.”

There’saheavysigh.

“IalsomovedoutofthatBereaflat.Thingswere

beingsaidanditwasn’tsafeforpeoplelikeme

anymore,”hesays.



“Didanyonethreatenyou?”

“No.”

“Didtheydoanythingtoyouoranyonecloseto

you?”

“No,bhuti.Buttherehavebeencasesofgayboys

beinggangeduponandattacked.”

“Istillthinkitwould’vebeengoodifyougotintothe

universityresidence.Idon’tlikeitwhenIhavetolive

notknowingifyou’resafeornot.”

“I’llbefine,bhuti.IsBandlaaround?”Sqaloasks.

It’sasurprisequestion;hecutshistieswithBandla.

Heneverforgavehim forwhathappenedinDurban,

eventhoughBandlahasbeentryingtoprovehislove

andloyaltytohim.Nobodyintervenedintheir

tension,they’llsortitoutwhenevertheydecideto.

“Callhim,he’satworkthough,”Thakasasays.

“Iwill.PassmyregardstoMaandtellherthatIlove

her.”

Hesmiles,“Sure.Takecareofyourselfthere.”



.

.

BHAMBATHA

He’sbeenworkingonhisbiggestdream formonths

andthatwastoopenaShisanyamainhis

community.Itcameoutexactlylikehewanted.

There’sanon-drinkingarea,abar,spaciousgrilling

spaceanddancefloor.Therearesheltersandsteel

benchesoutside,forcommonvillagedrunkardsand

Wi-Fibugsofthearea.

TodayisthedayheofficiallyopensBMT

Shisanyama.DJXisonthedesk,withafewlocal

musiciansontheline-uptoentertainthecrowds

who’vecomeoutinnumbersforfreefoodand

drinks.

Whistleswelcomehim ashestepsoutofhisBMW

X6wearingaGivenchyblacktracksuitandwhite

Adidastrainers.Ashisfriendscheeronhim hedoes

alittlespin,laughsandclapsforhimself.Yes,hedid

it!



“WelcometoBadMarauderTopee,”Nathisaysashe

bumpsshoulderswithhisbestfriend.

“Nodumbass,BMTstandsforBhaMbaThabutyou

wouldn’tknowthatbecauseyouwerepracticing

onanism whilewestudiedabbreviations.”Hepushes

him offandwalkspasthim.

“That’sanacronym,dickhead!”Nathisaysbehind

him.

Theyflocktogetherlikebirdsofthesamefeather

butargueoversillythingsliketwins.

“No,it’sanabbreviation,justliketheHIVandAIDS

that’srunninginyourveins,”Bhambathastrikesback

astheybothmaketheirwaytothebar.

“HIVisaninitialism whileAIDSisanacronym.Cock

thatguninyourheadandspillyouruselessbrains.”

Everyonelaughs,Bhambathaincluded.Heknows

thatNathiismoreacademicthanhim andhesucked

Englishfrom hisfather’sdick,buthestillargueswith

him forthefunofit.

Heasksthebartendertopassthem abottleof



Martellandtonicwater.TheirVIPseatsare

exclusivelysetbehindaglassslidingdoorthat’s

lookingoverthedancefloorwhereafewgirlshave

alreadystartedtotwerktheirbuttsoff.

“IthoughtNonduwouldcome,justtocongratulate

youasafatherofherchild,”Nathisaysastheylower

themselvesontheirseats.

“Whatmakesyoubelievethatshewaseverpregnant?

ThatbitchwaslyingandI’m goingtokillherwhenI

seeher.”

Nathifrownsandtakesasipfrom hisglass.

“Whywouldshelieaboutsomethingsosensitive?”

heasks.

“Tohurtme,whatelse?Iwenttothatdick-headed

doctorandsqueezedthetruthoutofhim.They

smashed,bribedeachotherandwroteafileoflies.

Therewasnomiscarriage.”

Mnqobijoinsthem.He’smorethuggishthan

everyone.Eventodayhe’swearingsilvergrillsover

histeeth,ahugeoverlappingblackT-shirtand

saggingpants.



“What’sup?Whobribedandwroteafileoflies?”He

bumpsBhambatha’sfistandsitsnexttoNathi.

“WearetalkingabouttheirrelevantNondumiso,

uMakaSpoki,”Bhambathasays.

Heclickshistongueandfillsuphisglass.

“Ithoughtitwassomethingimportant.Whereare

thechicksofthisvillage?Icameherepreparedto

getmesomevirginwifeofthevillage.”

“ThisismyShisanyama,noteNyokeniPalace.There

arenovirginshere,andeveniftheywerehere,you’re

notahusbandmaterial,”Bhambathatellshim.

Nathipointsatonegirlwithatuckshopscorpion

tattooonherback.

“That’syourtypeMnqobi,”hesays.

Mnqobilaughs,“Didshecrayonherback?”

“Maybeitwasaballpointpen.Bhambathashould

extendthisplacewithatattooparlorbeforethese

peoplegotohellforfakesins,”Nathisays.

There’sanear-breakinglaughter.Oneofthe

waitressesservesthem grilledbrisket,boerwors,



papandrelish.Theyeatandfinishtheirdrinks,then

jointhecrowdforformalintroductionand

welcoming.

BhambathawalksuptothestageandaskstheDJto

silencemusicforamoment.

“Areyouallhavingagoodtime?”heasksandthe

crowdcheerswiththeirdrinksup.

“Idon’tneedtointroducemyselfbecauseyouall

knowwhoisthecrownedbadmarauderofthis

place.”Everyonelaughs,hisfriendshurlinsultsat

him andhe’slovingit.

There’ssilenceagain.

“Thishasbeenmydream foraverylongtime.This

isnotjustamoney-generatingbusinessforme.It’s

somethingIdidtoprovetomyselfthat

perfectionism isnotaquestforthebest,it’sjusta

pursuitoftheworstthatothersprojectonus.It

spellsparalysis.”

“No,itdoesn’t!”thevoicecomesfrom thecrowdand



theroom eruptsinafitoflaughter.

“ShutupNkosinathi,I’m adiamondwithaflawand

yourperfectassisapebble.”

Laughteragain!

“Butseriously,theexcitementofseeingyourdreams

cometrueisbeyondwords.I’m notsayingIworked

hardtobewhereIam.IstoleanddideverythingI

couldtogetmoney,”hesaysandlooksatthe

cheeringcrowdthatwasoncecelebratinghis

imprisonment.

“CrimemayhavepavedthewayformebutnowI’m

onmyfeet.Ididitonown!”Thecrowdcheersand

claphands.

“Iwouldliketothankizinkabizamioverthere,”he

looksathistwofriends.“Forholdingmedown

throughhighsandlows.Youfoolsarenowafamily

tome.”

Hedropsthemicandwalksoffthestage

accompaniedbyaroundofapplause.



Nathiwasn’tgoingtoletthismomentofbeingon

stage,holdingamicrophonelikeamotivational

speakerandlookingallhandsome,passhim by.

Hegrabsthemicandwhistles.

“Wedidit.Shisanyamaowners.Blackexcellency!”

Herollshisfistupandwhistles.

“That’smybrotherfrom anothermother.Ubaba

kaSpoki!Congratsnjayami.”Hegivesbackthe

microphoneandgoestotheDJ’sdesk.Now

everyoneisgoingtolistentoDJCoffeeandhis

housemusicthatwenttoHarvardUniversity.

“WewanttoDibalabro,thisisnotSandton.

AwudedeleuTiralapho,”Mnqobiyellsabovethe

noise.

Nathishowshim hismiddlefingerandcontinuesto

givetheDJhisplaylist.

There’saladymakingherwaythroughthecrowd.

She’swearingaslim,redturtleneckmaxidressand

blackplatform heels.Herbraidsaretiedinahigh

bunandwrappedwithaheadwrapallaroundlikean

Egyptianqueen.



Everyone’seyesareonherassheclimbsuponthe

stageandgoestotheguyinchargeofthesound

system.

Afterbeinghandedamicrophonesheturnsaround

toacrowdofhundredsandflashesanervoussmile.

“Hey…”Thisismoreuncomfortablethanshehad

imagined.HereyeslockwithBhambatha’sandhe

givesheralookofmotivation.

Shesumsuphercourageandcontinues;“Onbehalf

ofyourfamily,theMyezas,Ijustwantto

congratulateyou.ThisisourfirstShisanyamainthis

area,indeedyou’veachievedamilestonethatyou

setupforyourselfandthatinmybooks,issuccess.

Maythisdaybethehighlightofyourtriumphs.Look

backtoeverythingyou’veconqueredandappreciate

whatUNyaziLwezulu,yourancestorsandGodhave

broughtyouthrough.Savorthetasteofyour

triumphsandcelebrateyourgreatness.”

Bhambathainhalesasharpbreathandkeepshis

eyesonher.Shecameheredressedforahigh-



profiledevent,notjustaShisanyamacelebration.He

didn’tevenknowthatshewasbackfrom Malindi.

Shehaschangedtheatmospherefrom jauntyto

harmonious.

“I’m proudofyou,”shesaysandhandsbackthe

microphoneandclimbsoffthestage.

NathiisaskingBhambathaifit’sokayforthemusic

torestartwithhandsigns.Girlsinskinny-jeansand

All-Startakkiesarereadytokillthedancefloor,but

istheladyinareddressgoingtolikethenoise?

Bhambathagiveshim athumb-upandfollowsafter

Mawande.Hedidn’tinviteanyoftheMyezas

becauseheknewnoneofthem wouldcome

knowingthekindofacelebrationhewasgoingto

throw.

Hishearthasswolleninjoyseeingatleastone

personfrom hisfamilyshowingupandsayingthose

wordstohim;“I’m proudofyou.”

Hefindsherinthenon-smokingareabeingtaken

careofbyoneofthewaiters.Themusicisveryloud



from theotherside,butherethere’ssometranquility.

She’stheonlynon-drinkerhere,soshe’sjustalone

withhercold-drinkandplateofpapandmeat.

“Mawande,”hepullsachairandsits.“Ididn’tknow

youwerebackfrom yourvacation.”

“IhadenoughofKenyaandcamebacktocontinue

withlife.ThenIheardMasayingyou’reopeningyour

Shisanyamaanddecidedtocome.”Oh,hismother

knewandevenspreadtheword,butshedidn’tcome?

“Ireallyappreciateit,”hesays.

Mawandelooksaround,toappreciatethewholearea

andnodswithasmile.

“Yououtdidyourself,itlooksmorelikearestaurant

thanaShisanyama.”

“Itried.”Hisgrinswithprideandshrugshis

shoulders.

Shetakesonelastsipofherdrinkandputsherfork

andknifebackontheplate.

“I’llbeyourregularcustomer,thisisgood!ButIhave

tocheckmyemployeesatWandesandgobuyMa’s



wheatmalt.”

Healsogetsupfrom thechairasMawandecollects

herphoneandpursefrom thetable,readytoleave.

“Iknowyourpeoplearenowwalkingoneggshells

becauseofmypresence,”shesayswithachuckle

andextendsherhandforaformal“congratulations”

shake.

Insteadofshakingherhandhepullsherforahug.

“ThankyouMawande,”hesaysasherarmswraps

aroundhiswaist.

“Imeantit,I’m reallyproudofyou,”shesays.

Helowershiseyestoherface,beforehethinks

twiceaboutit,hecupsherfaceandsmasheshislips

againstherswhilehisrighthandroamstheexpanse

ofherback.He’slostinthemoment,hisheartis

beatingfasterandfaster.Afterthismoment,

whetheritonlylastforafewsecondsandnever

again,heknowsthathismindwouldneverromplike

acriminal’s,orthatofamerebrother-in-law.



Herhandtenderlypusheshischestandhiseyes

opens.Thenithitshim;hejustkissedhislate

brother’swife?

“Mawande,I’m sosorry.”Therimsofhiseyesare

inflamed.He’stryingtomakeitmakesenseinhis

ownhead,butnothingexplainshisheartbeat.Isit

evenabeat?Hisheartisthreateningtobursthis

chestandleapouttothepalm ofherhand.

“Iwasjust….”Sheliftshereyesthataremaskedwith

fear.

“Itshouldn’thavehappened.I’m sorry.”Withthat

said,sheturnsaround,releasesadeepbreathand

shamefullywalksout.

Heremainsstandingthere,paleandguilty-stricken.

Shecanstillsmellherfrom hislips,wavesof

tremorsarethrashingthroughhishands.

Whathashedone?Ruiningthingswiththeonly

personwhoseesahumaninhim.

Nathiisyellinghisnamesomewhere.Heneedsto

getittogetherinstantly.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER47

NOMKHOSI

Ndondocalledhertoherofficeandsaiditwas

urgent.Sheknowseverythingthere’stoknowabout

work,soshejustknowsthatsheeitherheard

somethingandwantsthem togossiporNdabuko

didsomething.BabyNhlaisonlytwobutNdabuko

alreadywantsanotherchild.Whocanblamehim

though?Nhlamayhavehisbloodbuthe’sachildhe

madeforhislatebrother.Ndondojustneedsto

makepeacewithitandforgetaboutbeingaCEO.

Shepushesthedoorwithherelbowandwalksin

withtwocupsofcoffeeinherhands.

“What’surgent?”sheasksassheputscupsonthe

desk.

“Thetextmessageyoureceivedfrom Thakasa.What

wasitsaying?”

Sheknewit!Sherollshereyes,takeshercupand



sitsontheguestcouch.

“HewantsmetomovetoWaterways,imagine!”

Ndondo’spupilsdilateinshock.Saywhat?

“Forwhat?That’slike,30minutesaway,”Ndondo

exclaims.

“Hesayshe’snotcomfortablecomingtomy

parents’housefrequentlyandit’srobbinghim time

withhisdaughter.”Sherollshereyesandtakesasip

ofhercoffee.

“Sohe’sgoingtomoveinwithyouaswell?”Ndondo

asks.

Sheshrugshershoulders,“DoyouthinkIknowhow

hismindworks?Kidsalwaysgrowwiththeirfathers

livingaway,inbigcities,andonlyseeingthem once

inawhile.”

“That’swhatyouwantforPheloaswell?”Ndondo’s

eyeswideninshock.Yes,shegrewupwithboth

parentsandhersonisalsogrowingupwithboth

fatherandmotherunderoneroof.Butshecan

imaginehowitmustbelikeseeingyourfatheronce



inafullmoonandneverhavehim tuckyouinbed

andreadyoubedtimestories.

“BothMom andNgididon’tmindifhecomesaround

toseePhelo.He’sjustdramatic,”Khosisays.

“Dramatic,right?Thatcomesfrom someonewho

wasfightingforMaqhingatohavefairrightsoverhis

son?That’sexactlywhatyourbabydaddywants

too.”

“Igetit,butmysituationistricky.Thismanhas

playedmeoverandoveragain.Whatifhewantsme

goliveinWaterwayssothathecantakeadvantage

ofme?”

Ndondochokesdownalaughandnearlyspillsthe

coffeeinherhand.

“You’reagrownasswoman!It’snotlikeyoucan’t

tellhim no,youjustchosetoopenyourlegs

everytimeheaskedyouto,”shetellsher.

“Don’tjudgeme,bitch.I’m justtryingtoprotectmy

heart,IknowI’llneverfitinhisworldandnowIhave

nodesireto.”



“ButPheloneedstofitinhisworld,thisisn’tjust

aboutyou.Youandhim needtofindcommon

groundsandcreateanarrangementthatbenefits

Phelomorethanyourselves.”

Khosisighsandfinisheshercoffeebeforeitturns

cold.She’salwaysprayedthatherchildrenhavea

fatherfiguresothattheydon’tgrowuplikeher.

Thakasaiseverythingshewishedforinababydaddy,

buthowdoessheseparateafatherofherdaughter

from theThakasathathurther?It’snoteasyas

peoplemaythink.

AcallcomesthroughandNdondoattendstoit.

ShehaslatelunchwithSnalo,thenshe’llknockoff

earlysothatshecangohomeandreleasehernanny

forhergrantcollection.

“Thatwasyourcall,”Ndondotellsher.“Precious

saysthere’ssomeoneatthereceptionlookingfor

you.”

Shefrowns,“Whocoulditbe?Ihopeit’snotThakasa

wantingtotakePhelooutforice-cream.”



“Ice-cream?Ishethatbad?”Ndondolaughs.

“Theywerefeedinghermaizeporridge.I’m noteven

sureifitwasrealporridgeorstiffpap.”Shetakes

emptycupsandleavesNdondoinstitches.

It’sapitythatshecannotcontrolwhathappens

whenPheloisattheManqeles.Shecamebackwith

incisionmarksatthebackofherheadandaround

hernavel.TheexplanationThakasagaveherhadno

scientificmeaningtoit,sotoheritwasdonejustto

hurtherbabyovernothing.Nottomentionthewool

stringsaroundherwriststhat‘preventherfrom

losingweightifpeoplecomplimentherbigbody.’

Havingababyfrom thatfamilyisheadacheonits

own.

Shethrowsthecupsinsidethebinandtakesaliftto

thegroundfloor.Astheliftdoorsopenhereyesland

onawomanholdingababywrappedinablanket.

HerhearttakesaleapasPhelo’simagecrossesher

mind-didsomethinghappentoherdaughter?And

whois….ohhell,no!



WhatisThakasa’swifedoinginherworkplace?Now

she’stakingthingsfar.Toofar!

Preciousgivesheranervoussmileandpretendsto

befocusedonherlaptopwhilehereyeskeep

stealingglancesatNothile.

Sheexercisesafewbreaths,pullsherblouseover

herchestandmakesherwaytoheronthecouch.

“Goodday,”shesaysformallyandstandsinfrontof

her,tallinherconeheels.

“Nomkhosi,”Nothileliftshereyestoher.

She’snothingliketheangrywifeshemetsixmonths

ago.Butthatdoesn’tputheratease,thiswomanis

likeavampire.

“Thisismyworkplace,”shesays,heavingasighand

scanninghersurroundings.Sofartheyonlyhave

twoaudience;Preciousandoneofhercleaning

gossip-partners.

“I’m notheretofight,”Nothilesays.

Shefrowns.

“Thenwhyareyouhere?”Hereyesgotothebaby



wrappedinablanket.It’saboy,acuteoneinablue

romperandpom-pom hat.ThisisPhelo’sbaby

brotherandshedoesn’tevenknowhisname.

Sheshiftshergazefrom thebabytohismotherand

raiseshereyebrows.

“What?I’m nolongerwithThakasa.Weonly

communicateifitconcernsthebaby.”

Nothileinhalessharplyandrubshernosewiththe

heelofherpalm.Motherhoodispullingherbytits;

shehasdarkcirclesunderhersunkeneyes.Itmust

belackofsleep.

“I’m nothereforthat,”shesaysandtakesanother

breath.Nowwhateveritisthatbroughtherhere

looksseriousandlessaboutfighting.

“Ineedyourhelp,”shesaysanddropshereyesto

thefloor.

“Wena?Youneedmyhelp?Areyoulookingforajob?

Wearenothiring.”Nomkhosifoldsherarmsand

givesherasternlook.Whatkindofhelpcoulda

worthywomanpossibleneedfrom awomanwho’s

notworthofanything?



“RightnowIdon’tcareifyouinsultme,remindmeof

everythingIoncesaidtoyouormarryManqele.My

sonissick,helosthissightbeforeheturned6

weeksandIneedManqeletohelphim.”

Thisisevenmoreconfusing.

“Andhowam Igoingtohelp?”

“Youcantalktohim,”shesaysandKhosi’seyes

widen.

Isthiswomanhearingherself?

“I’m notanythingtoThakasa.Whywouldheneedme

topressurehim beforehehelpshisownchild?”

Asigh!Sherunsherhandsthroughhercornrows

andreleasesasigh.

Nomkhosiraiseshereyebrow.Whatisthis?

“Hehasconditionsandthey’renotfair.Londa’s

paternityresultscamebackandhe’snotManqele’s

son.Hisbiologicalfatherisagoodmanandhe

wantshisrightsasafather.ButManqeleonlywants

tohelpLondaundertheconditionthathelivesatthe

Manqelesandhisfatherstaysaway.”Shelooksat



hersonandfightsbacktears.“Ican’thavemyson

raisedbysomeonewho’snothisfather.Iknowhow

hardthatis.ManqeleandMaareholdinggrudges

againstme,Ican’thavemysonraisedbythem.”

Maybesheshould’vesatdownforthis.

Thakasaisnowhismother’sbestfriendandthey

don’treallytalkunlessifitconcernsPhelo.

“Hewantsmyunclestopayafineoftwocowsanda

goat.Manqeleknowsthatthosepeoplewouldnever

doanythingforme.It’lltakethem ayeartoraise

moneyforthosecows,thatiftheyevencare.”She’s

asecondawayfrom breakingdown.Asmuchas

Nomkhosidoesn’tlikeher,seeingherinsuchpainis

understandable.She’dlosehermindtooifPhelo

wascaughtinthesamesituation.

“Whydon’tyoupaythatfineyourself?”Khosiasks.

“Hesaidhewon’tacceptit.Obviouslythemoneywill

reporttohim ifIwithdraw.ThemoneyIhaveinmy

savingsaccountisenoughformetosustainaliving,

nottobuycows.IcannotaskLonda’sfathertopay

formysins.He’sstillgoingtobefined,ifManqele



finallyallowshim tocorrecthiswrongs,andhe’s

payingallthemedicalexpensesforLonda,”shesays.

Phewww!Thisoneishard.

“Whydon’tyoutalktohisbrothers?”Khosiasks.

Sheshrugshershoulders,“Iftheycaredthey

would’vetalkedhim outofitbynow.I’m onmy

own.”

“Ireallydon’tknowifhe’sgoingtolistentome.AsI

said,ourcommunicationisnowstrictlyaboutthe

baby.”

Nothilelooksather,pleadingwithhereyes.

“Hehasababytoo,maybeifyoutalktohim from

thatperspectivehe’sgoingtounderstand.”

“Youwantmetoemotionallyblackmailhim using

mydaughter?”

“Ifit’sgoingtosaveanotherinnocentchild’ssight,

wouldn’tyoudoit?”

Right!Sheexhalesheavilyandlooksatthebaby.If

tableswereturnedshe’dhavedoneanythingtoget

herdaughterhelpedaswell.



“I’m notpromisinganythingbutI’m goingtotry,”she

says.

“Thankyousomuch.”

“Youstillhavemynumber?”

“Yes.”

“Let’skeepintouchthen.”Nomkhosiliftsherselfoff

thecouchandpicksLondaforher.

“Bealright,babyboy,”shetellshim,guiltstrikinghis

consciencelikealightning.Atthebottom ofallthis

isherfallinginlovewithamarriedmanandgetting

pregnant.MaybeNothilewouldn’thavecheated,she

would’vebirthedahealthyManqelechildand

nothingwould’vegonewrong.Therewouldn’tbethis

somuchhatredbetweenherandThakasa.

Nothilepickshercellphoneandthebabyblanket,

thentakesthebabyfrom Nomkhosi.

Theypromisetostayintouchandpartways.

.

.



It’sthefollowingdayandshehasn’tfoundawayto

talktoThakasa.Theclockisticking,Nothile’shopes

arenowonher.

Whatlineisshegoingtouse?

‘Phelowantstoseeyou?’-No,she’stooyoungto

requesttoseepeople.

‘Shefellandbrokeherarm?’-Thisonewilldrivehim

crazy.Hemaynotevengiveherachancetotalk.

Maybesheshouldjustgivehim whathewants,only

forashortperiodoftime,untilshe’sabletoget

throughhim.

HEY.I’M GOINGTOTAKEPHELOTOWATERWAYS

ANDSEEIFSHELIKESTHEHOUSE.

Well,Pheloistooyoungtolikeandnotlikehouses

butthemessageisalreadygone.

Hecallsimmediately.

“I’m goingtoknockoffandcomepickyouup.Idon’t



knowifyou’regoingtolikeherroom,Iwasn’tbeing

advisedbyanyone.Ifthere’sanythingyoudon’tlike

we’llchangeit.”

Heneedstorelax,really!

“OkayThakasa,thankyou.”

“IsawasaleofhernappiesatClicksbutI’m notsure

ifthey’dbestillopenwhenIleavework.”

“She’sstillcoveredforthismonth,there’snorush,

othersaleswillcome.Andiftheydon’t,you’llbuy

withtheoriginalprice.”

“Oh,okay.I’m goingtoyoualllaterthen.”Hesounds

toohappyforsomeonewhojustwantedhertomove

toWaterwayswithnohiddenagenda.

Ndondowalksinwithadocumentinherhandand

frownsather.She’snervousashell,thishasnothing

todowithher,it’snotherplaceatall.Theirmarriage

wastheirs,it’sonlytheirfamiliesthatcanintervene

andhelpthem.Butthenshehadahandin

destroyingthem,that’swhyNothilecametoher,

right?Shewantshertocontinueherroleasthethird

partofhermarriage,justlikeshewasfrom the



beginning.

“Andthen?”Ndondoaskswithafrown.

“I’m goingtoWaterways,tonight.”

“Whaaaat?”

Shesighsoutheavily.

“IneedtotalktoThakasaandgoingtothehousehe

wantsmetobeatwouldhelpmesoftenhim up.”

“Forawomanwhocalledyouallsortofdirtynames

underthesun?”Ndondoasks.

“Andherson;that’sthemostimportantone.It

must’vetakenalotforhertocometome,youknow

howmuchshehatesme.”

“Oh,soyou’regoingtospendthenightwithhim and

givehim sexsothathecan‘softenup’?”Ndondo

raiseshereyebrow.They’vebeendownthisroad

before;hertakingthismanbackandmaking

excusesforhim.

“WhosaidI’m goingtosleepwithhim?”sheasks.

“Becausethat’showPhelohappened.Youcannot



continuelivinglikethis.What’sgoingtohappen

whenyou’vesoftenhim upandheforgiveshiswife

andcastsyouasideasusual?You’regoingtocrya

victim ofhisdickagain.”

Thatstruckanerve.Sheinhalesadeepbreathand

scratchesherhead.

“Whatdoyouwantmetodo?Seriously,whatmustI

do?”sheasks,curledinfrustration.

“Youwerenotresponsibleforwhathappenedto

theirmarriage.They’rebothadultsandthey’re

responsiblefortheirownactions.Thakasacheated

withyouonhisownterms,that’sonhim.Shealso

cheatedbecauseshedecidedto.Ithasgotnothing

todowithyou.”

“Hersonlostsight,Ndondo.IfshebelievesthatIcan

helphim it’sworthashot,”shesays.

Ndondosighs,“Sheemotionallyblackmailedyouand

itworked.Goodluck,Ihopeitworksinyourfavor.”

TheyalwaysargueaboutThakasaandshenever

listenstoher.ButthistimeitlookslikeNdondois

reallygivinguponhersanity.



.

.

Hermotherdidn’tapproveofherdecisionbutNgidi

quicklyremindedherthatshe’sagrownwomanand

shemustbeallowedtodecideonherdaughter.It’s

allthankstohim thatshe’shere,stuckinthekitchen

andlisteningtoamanhavingagrownconversation

withhisdaughterintheotherroom.

Nothilejustsenthera“Hey”onWhatsapp.She

probablywantstoknowifshe’sspokentohim ornot.

I’LLCALLYOUTOMORROW-shesendsareplyand

putsherphoneonthecounter.Shehastowarm up

themeattheyboughtontheirwayhereandserve

him.Ndondowouldprobablycallhercrazyandsend

hertoamentalinstitution.

Phelohasfallenasleeponhischest.Sheputshis

plateonthecoffee-tableandtakesPhelofrom him.

“I’llputherintheotherroom,”shesays.

“Whynotthemainbedroom?Hersleepingcotis



there,”heasks.

Shegiveshim ameaningfulstare.

“Okay,goandcomebacksothatwecantalk,”he

says.

He’sgoingtospinherthesameoldstory,butthis

timeit’llhavesometwistsbecausehe’sgoingtolie

aboutlovingher.Shereleasesasighandwatches

herdaughtersleepingpeacefully,withzerocarein

theworld.ThenapictureofNothile’ssoncrosses

hermind.From thewayshelooked,shehardlygets

anysleep.Itcouldbeoverthinkingandnotknowing

what’snextforherbaby.

HowtwistedaretheManqeleancestors,really?

Sheturnsaroundandbumpsherfaceintohischest.

“MakaPhelo,”hesaysinalow,deepvoice.

It’s“I’m sorry”time,butthistimeshe’llbe

participatingforadifferentvision.

“She’sasleep,”hecracksashortsmileandholdsher

hand.“Wehavetotalk.”

Shenodsandfollowshim withherhandclaspedin



histothelounge.

Hehasn’ttouchedhisfood.Maybehedoesn’thave

anappetite,justlikeher.

Hehasthisthingofholdingpeople’shands;he

hasn’tletgoofhersevenafterthey’vesatdown.

“Iknowyou’regoingthinkdifferentlyfrom whatmy

intentionsreallyare,”hesaysandtightenshishand

aroundhers.

“MakaSphephelo,Idon’tthinkI’vehurtanyoneinmy

lifemorethanI’vehurtyou.Yetyou’veprovenyour

lovetomefrom thedayyoulaidinmyarmsforthe

firsttime.YougavemeSphephelo,mynewworld.I

don’tknowifI’deverbeabletorepayyoufor

everythingyou’vedonetomakemefeellikea

greatestmanintheworldandformakingmea

father.”Hepausesandtakesadeepbreath.His

handissweatyandslippery,buthe’sstillholdingher

hand.

“You’reagoodwoman.Nothingyoueverdidmade

youworthless,valuelessandnotgoodenough.You

werejustawomanthatfellinlovewithamanwho



hadcommitmentsandexpectationstoliveupto.If

there’sanyonewholackedvaluesandworth,it’s

me.”

“Thatmakesmefeelsomuchbetter,thankyou!”

Shepullsherhandandcoversherface.Thisis

stupid!

“Imeanit,MakaPhelo.You’reagoodwomanandI

wishtobeamanyou’vealwayswantedmetobe,”

hesays.

“It’stoolateforthatThakasa.”

“Howisittoolatewhenwearebothstillbreathing?”

Sheliftsherfaceupandgiveshim aneyeroll.

“I’llalwaysbeasecondbesttoyou,Iknowthatvery

well.”

“Theysaywhenyoursoulisready,itsmatewillbe

standingrightinfrontofyoureyes.”Hesmiles.

Shedoesn’treturnit,insteadshestaresathim

vacantly.

“Rightnow,it’syouwho’sinfrontofmyeyesand

mysoulisready.”



“Isit?”sheasks.

“Yes,”henods.

“Idon’tthinkyou’rereadyasyousay.”

Heraiseshiseyebrow,“Meaning?”

“WhyareyounotallowingNothiletopaythefineyou

wantedfrom herfamily?WhatitiswasPhelothat

losthersight?”sheasks.

“Don’tspeakaboutmydaughterbeingblind.”

“I’m notsayingshe’llbeblind,I’m justmakingan

example;whatif?”

“Don’tsaythataboutmydaughter.Idon’tcareif

you’remakinganexampleornot.Don’tmentionher

nameand‘blind’inonesentence.Ifyou’retalking

aboutNothile’schild,talkaboutherchild,Phelohas

gotnothingtodowiththat.”

Thatwentsouthreallyquickly!Shenodsandtakesa

breath.

“Whycan’tyouletthebabybewithhisbiological

father?Chargehim afineandlethim payforthe

damages.Justfreethepoorboy,hedoesn’tdeserve



this.”

“Youdon’tknowwhatI’vebeengoingthrough.You

don’t,Nomkhosi.That’swhyit’ssoeasyforyouto

tellmewhattodoandhowtodoit.”

“Whatareyougoingtogetinreturn?That’smy

question.Afteryou’vepunishedherandtookherson

away,whatareyougoingtoget?”sheasks.

Heshrugshisshouldersandpickshisplate.

He’sdonetalking!

“Thakasa?”

“What?I’m notgoingtochangemymind.Ididn’task

hertoleave,weweregoingtofindawayforwardas

peoplewhowereoncemarriedandinlove,she

choseherpath.Ialsocheated,butdidIleaveher?

No.ThatpersondroppedabombshellonmewhileI

waslyinginthehospitalbedandtoldmeshewas

goingto‘letmeknowifthechildwasmine.’Then

monthslaterI’m receivingacall;‘mysonis

Londokuhleandhelosthissight.Mybabydaddyis

goingtopaywhateveryouwant’.”



It’sabitfunnywatchinghim mimicNothile.

“Thingsdon’tworklikethat.Iwantherunclestopay,

outoftheirownpockets,andthenIwantherto

comehomeandadmitherwrongsinfrontofthe

wholefamilyandchurch.JustlikeIdid.Thenshe’ll

behumbleandletmedecideifIwantthefather

involvedornot.”

Well,thenhe’sleavinghernochoice….

“I’m goingtokeepPheloawayuntilyousortit.Idon’t

wanthertobeinthemiddleofthesegrudges,”she

says.

Hiseyeswiden,“Youcannotkeepmeawayfrom my

daughter.”

“Eatyourwings,Thakasa.”

“Nomkhosiyou….”ShepickstheTVremoteand

increasesvolume.

Hehasthewholenighttothinkaboutit.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER48

KHOSI

Phelolikedthehouse,that’swhatherfathersaid

aftergivingheratouraround.ButNomkhosiisstill

onthefenceaboutmovingin.Comingheredidn’t

workoutthewaysheexpected.Thakasahasn’tsaid

anythingaboutacceptingthatLondaisnothisson

bybloodandfreetotakehisrealfather’ssurname.

Herdecisionstandsaswell.Asmuchasshehates

usingPhelotosolveproblems,thistimeThakasais

givinghernochoice.

Hewalksin,stillnotdressedupforwork.Hecomes

andstandsbehindherassherinsesPhelo’sbottles

inthesink.

“Youlookgoodwithascarfaroundyourhead,”he

says.

“It’scold,that’stheonlyreasonwhymyheadis

wrapped,”Khosi.



“Butyou’reamothernow.I’m notsayingit’samust,

butwrappingyourheadwhencomingtoPhelo’s

homeisasignofrespect.”

Nowhehasherattention.Sheturnsaroundwitha

frownonherface.

“I’veneverseenyoucomingtomyhomewithyour

headwrapped.Orrespectmustonlycomefrom a

woman?”sheasks.

“That’snothowthings….”Sheshutshim withahand.

“I’m notyourwife.Ifyoucometomyhomewithyour

headunwrapped,I’llalsodothesame.”

Astarebattlebegins.Heneverwins.Hisword

doesn’tstandwithherandit’sfrustrating.

“Areyounotgoingtowork?”sheasks,breakingthe

uncomfortablestare.

“No.Iwanttospendthedaywithmydaughter,

NkonzoandBandlaarethere.”

“Oh,IguessIcangotoworkand……”Hegiveshera

lookthatshutsherup.

“Whycan’tPhelospendthedaywithbothher



parents?”heasks

Phewww!MaybeinhismindPhelois5yearsold.

“Didyouthinkaboutwhatwetalkedaboutlast

night?”sheaskshim.

Hisfacechanges.Hetakesastepawayfrom her

andexhalesheavily.

“Thakasa,Imeantit,”shesays.

Helooksbackather.Herfaceremainsglacialas

sheholdshisstare.

“Hecannothavetheboy.I’m doingthisforhis

innocentsoul.IfMaNtusiwantstotakehim tothis

Manduloman,shecandosoandtheycanraisehim

together.Butthatwouldn’tmakehim anythingother

thanaManqele.”

“You’resayingthesamethingyousaidlastnight,

justcalmerthistime.Areyougoingtoaccepther

apology?”

Henods,“Yes.”

That’sbetterthannothing,butit’sstillnoteverything.

However,shetriedherbest!



“Thankyou,”shesays.

Hestaresatheragain.Sheturnsbacktothesink

andrinsestheremainingbottle.

“WhataboutwhatItalkedabout?Didyouthink

aboutit?”heasks.

Sheignoreshim andwipesherhandswithacloth

beforeturningaroundtohim standingafewinches

awayfrom her.Nowthisisawkward!

“MakaSphephelo,”heliftsherchinwithhisfinger

andforceshertolookathim.

“Ifyouwantmetostayheresothatyoucandothis

then….”

“No,that’snotwhatI’m doing.”Helowershisfaceto

her,inchbyinch,untilhislipsaresoftlybrushing

againsthers.It’sexactlywhathe’sdoing.Andlikea

foolshe’skissinghim back.Hishandholdstheback

ofherheadashedeepensthekiss.Itdoestoher

whatitalwaysdid.

Alothaschanged,butbetweenhim andheronlya

fewthingschanged.



“Pheloisturning3monthsinsixdays,”hesaysina

lowwhisperandchasesherbigeyes.

“Areyouhealingdownhere?”Hishandbrushes

belowhiswaist.

Breathe,Nomkhosi!

“That’snoneofyourbusiness,”shesayswithout

muchfeistiness.

“It’smydaughterthatyoupushedout,ofcourseit’s

mybusiness.”Hisarm wrapsaroundherwaistand

pullsherbodytohisuntilthere’snoinchofspace

betweenthem.

“It’sbeenalmostayearbutyoustilldrivemecrazy.

Pleaselookatme,Iloveyoureyes.”

Deepbreath!Sheliftshereyestohim andthey

displayallherweaknessestohim.

“MakaPhelo…”He’sloweringhisfacetoherand

aimingforanotherkiss.Phelo’sloudcrypierce

throughtheirears.Nomkhosiquicklypusheshim off

andrushestothebedroom,leavinghim withafirmly

standing,hardschlong.



It’shisprincess,butdamnyouchild!

.

.

KHANYO

Thingsdidn’tturnoutthewayIexpected.Icame

backonlytodiscoverthatmyboyfriendcheatedon

meafewdaysbeforeIcameback,thenheproposed

tomeandgavemesparekeysofwhathecallsour

house.IgaveMandulotheletter,eventhoughwe’re

stillworkingonbuildingtrust,lobolanegotiations

willbeheldinamonth.

Asifthat’snotenoughtoturnmylifeupsidedown,

Nolwaziiscallingmecrying.Ididsayhercrushon

Mandulowon’tendwell.Lookwhat’shappeningnow,

hehasawholechildwithsomeoneandlosingfocus

ontheirrelationship.

Thegoodisthathejustarrived.He’sdepressedand

homemore.I’m readytoblasthim formessingwith

myfriend.



“Makhanyi,”hewalksinwithacoupleshoppingbags

andleavesthem onthekitchentable.

“Ijustgotacallfrom Nolwazi,”Isay.

“Urgh,sherantoyou?”Hebettergethistongueright.

Nbodymesseswithmyfriends!

“Istilldon’tknowwhothemotherofyoursonisand

what’sherstory.Whenisshebringingthechild?As

anauntIhavetherighttocheckifthoselittletoes

resembleanyofours.”

Helaughs,eventhoughhiseyesremaindarkand

lifeless.

“WedidaDNAtest,he’smyson,”hesays.

That’sgoodtohear,Iguess.ButIstillneedtosee

themotherandletherknowthatmyfriendhasbig

butt.

“Youdon’tlooklikesomeonewhojusthadhisfirst

son,”Isay,tryingtoreadhisemptyeyes.

“It’scomplicated.Ifuckedup.”Hereleasesasigh

andwalkspastmetothesittingroom.Ifollowafter

him todigmoreinformation.



“Howisitcomplicated?”Iask,loweringmyselfon

thecouch.

Anothersigh?Gosh,isitthatbad?

“Hismotherismarried,”hesays.

Myearsgottobedeceivingme!

“Tellmethehusbanddiedfiveyearsago,”Isaywith

myeyespoppedout.

“She’snotawidow.She’ssomeone’swife!”he

emphasizes.

“IsthehusbandinJohannesburg?”Thisistheonly

thingthatwouldmakesense;him tobeinafarcity

andnotperforminghisdutieswell.Youknowthose

typeofvillagehusbandsthatleavetheirwivesand

kidsinthevillage,gototheminesinJohannesburg

andnevercomebackhome.

“Londokuhlelosthissight,hismotherisneeded

backatherin-lawsandherhusbanddoesn’twant

meanywherenearhim.”

“Doesheknowthatthebabyisnothis?”Iask.

“Heknowsbutculturallyit’shisson,untilhedecides



otherwise.”

NowIunderstand,thisiscomplicatedandheavyto

dealwith.

“Whatareyougoingtodo?”Iaskhim eventhoughI

canseethathe’sranoutofsolutions.

“Iwenttohermother’shomeandgaveheruncles

themoneyrequiredforthecowshewantsasafine.

ButNothilesaystheyhaven’tboughtthecowsyet.”

Wait,Iknowthatname….

“Nothilefrom where?”Iask.

“Manqele,that’sherhusband’ssurname.They’re

basedinMandeni,maybeyou’veheardofMthonga

Holdings,that’sherhusband’scompany.”Heneeds

toslapmebacktolife!Can’theconnectthedots?

He’stalkingabouthisfuturebrother-in-law’sfamily.

“YousleptwithBandla’sbrother’swife?”I’m inshock.

Whatonearthishappening?Thewife,thatangel

face,waspregnantwithmybrother’schild!

“Areyousure?TherecouldbemanyManqelesin

Mandeni.”



“NothileisThakasa’swifeandThakasaisBandla’s

eldestbrother,”Isay.

Hecursesunderhisbreathandscratcheshisface.I

wonderifBandlaisawareofthis.Ifso,ishestill

okaycreatingarelationshipbetweenthesetwo

families.

“Ididn’tknow.WemetinBali,shewaswithher

husband,Inevergottoseehim,theyhadafightand

shesatinthehotelpooloutsidemiserably.”

“Andyouwereherknightintheshiningarmor?”Iask.

“Iinvitedherforsomepapandchickenandone

thingledtoanother.Itwasn’tmyintentionatallto

breakhermarriage.”

I’m dumbstruck.Idon’tknowwhattosay.Even

thoughI’veonlyseenNothileonceIknowthatshe’s

adecentwoman,atleastshelookslikeone.Andmy

brother,withouttakinghisside,isagoodmanwho

justhappenstobeunluckywhenitcomestothe

mattersoftheheart.

“MaybeyoucantalktoBandla.”Myeyeswiden.Now

IhavetointerfereintomattersIhadnoknowledge



of?

“Please,yournephewcannotseeMakhanyi,”hesays.

“IknowbutIcannotinterfere.”

“Please!Maybeifyoutalktohim andhetalkstohis

brotherandaskshim togivemeachanceto

apologize….”Sigh!

“Okay,I’lltry.”

“Thankyou,mother’sdaughter.”

Irollmyeyesandgetoffthecouch.Indeed,life

rotateslikeawheel.

“Ifherefusestohelpdon’tblamehim,remember

thatyou’veneverlikedhim.You’realwaysmaking

hislifedifficult.”Ileavehim miserableonthecouch.

Whatdotheelderssayagain?Don’tshitunderthe

treebecauseonedayyoumightneeditsshade.

IjusthopemyBandlawouldbehissweetselfand

puteverythingasideforthesakeofmynephew.

.

.



IneverthoughtonedayI’dbedriventomy

boyfriend’splacebymyownbrother.Desperate

timescallfordesperatemeasures.Him andNolwazi

talked,they’rebackongoodterms,atleastthere’s

somethingpositivegoingoninhislife.There’saray

ofsunshineandI’m gratefultoNolwaziforstanding

byhisside.

I’m carryingmyovernightbagandapackof

condoms.Imightneedtousemyprivateorganto

softenthismanup.

There’sacarIdon’tknowparkedinfrontofthe

house.Imakemywayinwithmygriptightened

aroundthebag.

Iwalkintoashort,plump-cheekgirlsittingonmy

creamy,expensivecouchlikeaqueen.IswearI’m

abouttostranglethisMashatodeath!

“Whatareyoudoinginmyhouse?”Ithrowthebag

andeverythingIhadinmyhandsonthefloor.Justin

caseshethinksthere’ssomethingshecando.

“Hello,”shegreetscalmlyandadjustsherselfonthe

couch.



“Yes,hello.Iaskedwhatyou’redoinginmyhouse?”I

swear,ifshecontinuestogivemethatlooklikeI’m a

crazyperson,I’m goingtopickherupandthrowher

outofthewindow.

“Babe,”handspullmefrom behind.It’sBandla.

Iyankhishandsoffandturnmyfire-blazingeyesto

him,“Whoisthis?”

“That’sTema,”hesays.

Am Isupposetoknowherbyname?Isshefamous,

maybe?TemaKnowles?

Nkonzoappearsandwalkspastustoher.Helifts

herfaceandplantsakissonherlipsbeforesitting

down.

Oh….Iwasdramatic.

“Youshould’vetoldmeyouhadguests,”Iscoldthe

onenexttome.

“Ididn’tknowyouwerecoming.”

Whatdoeshemeanhedidn’tknowIwascoming?

Thisismyhouse,hetoldmeso,Idon’tneedto

reportmyarrivaltohim.



“It’sstillyourfault,”Itellhim.

Thegirllaughs.IfitwasmeI’dbemad,Iguessshe

justdoesn’thavedramainherblood.

“Areyoutwodone?”Nkonzoasks.

IlookatBandla;arewedone?

Nkonzopincheshisgirl’scheekandtheybothsmile

atoneanother.Iguesswearetheonlydramatic

coupleinthiscountry.

“Babe,that’sKhanyo,sheholdsmybrother’sheart,”

Nkonzo.

That’ssweet.IlookatBandla,hesmilesandholds

myhand.

“Don’ttrytobeus,”he’sdramaticAF,whosaid

smilingwasinventedbythem?

“Anyway,thisisTemaDube,soontobeManqele.

Youtwoaregoingtohelpeachotherin

MaKhumalo’skitchen,”hesays.

She’ssmiling,IwonderifsheknowstheMaKhumalo

that’sbeingtalkedabout.



“I’m happytomeetyou,”shesays.

“Pleaseforgivemeforthatdramaticscene,itwas

Bandla’sfault.I’m notacrazyperson.Didyousee

mybedroom?”Iaskher.

“No,”shesays.

Ipullmyhandoffthisone’sandpickmybagfrom

thefloor.

“Come,I’llshowyou.”Oh,mypicture,didheputit

back?

Ilookathim,“Didyouputmypicturebackonthe

wall?”

“No,yousaidImusttakeitdownuntilfurther

notice.”

Andhelistenedtome?Sigh!

“Let’sgoTema,”Isay.

It’sbeenlongsinceIhadagirltohangoutwith,

withoutanysourtopictodiscuss,justchillingand

talkingaboutwardrobesandmen.Guguisgoing

throughthemost,Nolwazihasherupsanddowns,

andI’m alsodealingwithmyownissues.



“Sohowlonghaveyoutwobeentogether?”Iaskas

weclimbupthestairs.

“Sixmonths,goingtoseven,”shesays.

“That’saverylongtime,ImeaninSouthAfrica

relationshipsdon’tlast.Whenisthewedding?”

“Wehaven’tsetthedateyet.ButI’lldefinitelyinvite

you,that’sifyou’dbearound.Iheardthatyouwork

withpeople,”shesays.

I’m black,Idon’tneedaninvitetoattendawedding.

Astandingtentisaninvitation,thisisnotAmerica.

ButIappreciatethehonor.

Ithrowmybagonthebedandopenthewindows.

“Imadehim buyanewbed,”Itellher.

“Why?”sheasks.

“BecausehecheatedonmewhileIwasaway.Never

putyourtrustonthesemen,sleepwithoneeyeopen.

It’sliketheywerebornforsex,”Isay.

“Bornforsex?Thatdefinitelydoesn’tincludeNkonzo.



Sexisaforeignwordtous.”

Huh?Whatisshesayingtome?

“Don’ttellmeyou’restarvingthepoorguy.”

“It’stheotherwayaround.”

Shutthefrontdoor!

“What?!”

“Hedoesn’twantustohavesexbeforemarriage.”

“Andyou?”Iask.

“Sixmonths,girl.Six!That’showlongI’vebeen

kissingandhuggingthismanwithwetpanties.”

Nofreakin’way!Wecannotletthesemendictate

whentheyshouldhaveourcookies.Ourmothers

havebeenthere,donethat.Notus,wearewomenin

charge.

“Manipulatehim,”Isay.

“Huh?”

Isitonthebedandlookatherinnocentface.

“Menmanipulate,blackmailandtrickwomeninto



havingsexeveryday.You’reyellow,youhavethe

cleavage,hipsandroundbutt.Shave,smellniceand

putyoursexyunderwearon.You’llhavehim

anywhereyouwanthim tobe.”

Shelaughs,“Whatifherejectsmeevenafterall

thoseefforts?”

“Thenyou’llemotionallyblackmailhim.You’llbe

returningafavorandrepresentingallgirlsthatwere

trickedbymenintosex.”

Webothlaugh.Itakeoutmyphoneandlogintothe

internettosearchforalingerieonline.Nkonzowill

havesexbeforemarriageinhisnextlife.

.

.

Afterpollutinghisfiancé’smind,wewentdownto

thekitchenandpreparedalightmealfordinner.

BandlaandNkonzoareveryclose,they’relivingtwo

housesawayfrom eachother.IthinkI’llbeseeing

hisfacealotwhenImoveinhere.Temaisvery

humbleandbeautiful.Iwouldn’tmindsharing

MaKhumalo’skitchenwithher.



Iclearthetableandleavedishesinsidethesink.It’s

late,IstillneedtospeaktoBandlaaboutLonda.I’m

notsureifheknowsthatManduloistheonewho

madehisbrother’swifepregnant.

IknowMandulowrongedhisfamilyandIdon’t

expecthim tofeelsometypeofway.Butthisismy

brotherwe’retalkingabouthere,Londaishisonly

son,hedeservesachancetofatherhim.

“Mthonga,”Isay,walkingthroughthedoor.We’ve

movedbacktothemainbedroom,butthat’stheonly

ruleI’vebentforhim.

“WhatdidIdotobecalledsonicely?”Heshiftsand

extendshisarm forme.

Imakemyselfcomfortableinhisembracebefore

breakingthenewstohim.

“Thisisasmallworld.WhyonearthwouldMandulo

dosomethinglikethisknowingwhatpainitcan

causetoaman?”

He’saskingthewrongperson.

“Thosequestionscanbeansweredlater.Rightnow



alittleboyissufferinginthemiddleofit.”

“MaNtusiknowswhat’sexpectedofher.Culturally,

that’smybrother’ssonandhe’sexpectedtobe

broughthome.”

“Howisthatfairthough?Yourbrotherhasachild

withanotherwomanandnobodyaskedthatwoman

tohandoverthechild.WhymustMandulogiveup

onhisoneandonlyson,simplybecausethemother

ismarried?”

“Didyourbrothergivehisfriendthatbackstabbed

him hisdaughter?”heasks.

“Hehadalreadybondedwithher.Sheknewhim as

herfather,itwouldn’tbefairtojustcutties.And

besidethat,ThobekasecretlyletMenzifatherhis

childwithoutmybrother’sknowledge.”

Hesighsandbrushesmyshoulder.

“Canwenotgetinvolved?”heasks.

“Bandlawe’retalkingaboutmynephewhere.Ican’t

justbrushitaway.”

“Whatdoyouwantmetodo?”Nowthisisthe



questionIwantedtobeasked.

“Talktoyourbrother,”Isay.

“He’smybrother,notmyfriend.”

“Youcanstilltalktohim though.”

Hesighs,“I’lltry,butattheendofthedaythisishis

decisiontomakeandthere’snothinganyonecando

ifhewantstheboytoremainaManqele.”

“That’sallIask.Doyouwantakiss?”Iask,wrapping

myhandsaroundhisneck.

“Iwantitandmore.”

Sotypicalofhim!



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER49

BANDLA

Aftertwodaysofnotshowingupatwork,Thakasa

isfinallybackandlookingrefreshed.Hedidn’ttell

them,hisbrothers,anythingabouthim andKhosi

beingbacktogetherorwhateveritisthat’s

happeningbetweenthem.Butthat’snosurprise,

they’realwaysthelastonestofindoutabout

anythingconcerninghispersonallife.He’sbuiltthat

boundarybetweenhim andallofthem ashis

siblings.Maybetodayistherightdaytoaddressthe

Manduloissue.He’sinoneofhisgreatestmoods.

“Whatarewecelebrating?”heasksasBandlawalks

in,followedbyoneofMaGumbi’scook-girlswith

containersofdumplingsandtrotters.

“Mysuccess,”Bandlasayswithateasesmileonhis

face.He’sstillcalledacheaterandremindedofhis

mistakeseverynowandthen,buthe’shappydespite



thatlittlediscomfort.

“Whatsuccess?”Thakasaasks.

“Mebreathingissuccessonitsown.Howhaveyou

been?”HetakesaseatwhileThakasaclearshis

desktosetthesurpriselunch.

“Goodforyou,Mthonga.IsKhanyofineand

successfulaswell?”

Hechuckles,“Yes,she’sgood,althoughshehasher

momentsbutIloveherlikethat.”

“Whatmoments?”Thakasa.

“Islippedafewdaysbeforeshecameback.You

knowherancestorsworkovertime,Igotcaughtright

away,”hesays.

It’snotfunny,buttheybothcrackintolaughter.

“YouknowI’llbeblamedifthisgetstoMaKhumalo’s

ears,right?Whatwereyouthinking?”

“Iwasstressed,herbrotherisahardnuttocrack.At

firsthelikedme,butthenthingshappenedandhe

startedreallyhatingme.I’dtrytocallhim while

Khanyowasawayandhe’djustshutmedownand



nottellmeanything.Evenwhenshecameback,he

nevertoldmeanything.Iwasinthedarkabout

everythinganditallgottoomuchforalonelyman.”

Thakasashrugshisshouldersandslicesthe

dumpling.

“He’sjustprotectinghissister.Yourememberhow

longittookustoacceptthatMawandewas

marryingNyezi.”

Bandlanodsandtakesadeepbreath.

“Actually,that’swhyI’m here,becauseofher

brother,”hesays.

Thakasaraiseshiseyeswithhismouthfulland

looksathim questioningly.

“Youdon’tknowhim butyou’vesurelyheardofhis

name,”hesays.

Thakasakeepshiseyesonhim.Nowhe’scurious

aboutthisbrother;ishefamous,maybe?

“ManduloNyathi,”Bandlasays.

Forkdropped!Whattheheck?



“Who?”Hisvoicealreadyreeksanimosity.That

nameruinedhismarriage,orratherthecrumpsofit.

Whatever,hehatesthatperson.

“ManduloisNokukhanya’sbrother.Hegotdivorced

earlylastyearandmetMaNtusiinBaliwhilegoneon

avacationtoclearhishead,”Bandlaexplains.

“Hiswifeprobablylefthim forsleepingwithother

men’swives.”

Bandlaclearshisthroatandtakesasipofhisdrink.

Thakasaraiseshiseyebrow,“Ihopeyou’renothere

totalkforhim becauseBandlalethuI’m goingto

throwthisdumplingonyourfaceifyoudarethink

thatyoucanworm yourwayintohisheartthrough

this.”

“That’snotwhatI’m tryingtodoatall.Idon’tcareif

Mandulolikesmeornot,hissisterstillsleepsnext

tomeeitherway.Ijustwantwhat’sbestfor

everyone;you,him andthebaby.Andthat’syou

handingthebabyovertherightwayandgiving

Manduloyourblessing.”

“Overmydeadbody!Lingawalicoshwezinkukhu



Mthonga.They’regivingmemorereasonsnotto

wantthisManduloguyanywherenearme.He’s

sendinghissistertosolvehisshit,ontheotherhand,

hisgirlfriendistellingNomkhositokeepPheloaway

from meuntilIagreetoherdemands.They’re

twistedandclever,Ijustwanttoseehowfarthey

cango.”

Hecanlookatithoweverhewants,butKhanyo

wasn’tsenttosolveanything,sheonlypleadedon

herbrother’sbehalf,whichisn’tabadthingtodoas

asibling.ButMaNtusiandNomkhosi?They’reeven

meetingwitheachotherandtalking?

“MaNtusiwenttoNomkhosiandtoldhertokeep

Phelofrom you?”Bandlaaskswithafrown.

“Shedid.Shewasthereatherworkplacewithababy,

cryingandplantingideasinherhead.”

“Howdidyoufindout?”Bandlaisstillconfused.

From whatheknows,MaNtusihatestheairthat

Nomkhosibreathes.

“Precioustoldme,”hesays.

“Whoisthatnow?”Bandla.



“BantwanaHoldingsreceptionist.”

“Howdoyouknowher?”Bandla.

“I’veknownherforawhile.Shegivesmeinformation

whennecessary.”

“Aspy?”HeshrugshisshouldersandBandla

reachestohisglassandsips.Oh,Nomkhosi,you’re

goingtofiresomeone!

“Whyareyoustalkingyourbabymama?”Bandlaasks.

“Isaid‘whennecessary’.Idon’tstalkher,there’sno

needto.”

“Foryoursake,Ihopeyou’rebeingtruthful.”Bandla

exhalesandlooksathim,pleadingwithhiseyes.

“Mthongapleaseallowthesepeopletotaketheir

babyandleaveyoualone.”

“Iwanthertoownuptohermistakesandthenwe’ll

figureoutawayforward.”

“Ithoughtyouwereoverthismarriageandher,”

Bandlasays,confused.

“Icannotbeunmarriedtoher.Icannotreversethe

vowsImadebeforetheLordandancestors.She’s



mywifeandthat’sit.”

Heprobablyshouldn’taskhim thisbut….

“WhataboutNomkhosi?”heasksandThakasa’s

facequicklyturnsfrom coldtoafflicted.

“I’lldorightbyher.IloveherandIwantherandmy

daughterhome,”hesays.

“Doesitmeanyou’regoingtobecomeafirst

Manqelepolygamist?”Bandlaasks.

“Ihatedtheideaofit,believeme.ButIcannotkeep

hurtingNomkhositopleaseher.Ineedtoputanend

toit.WhatIwantfrom MaNtusiisforherto

acknowledgehermistakeandacceptNomkhosiand

Phelo.Thenwe’llfigureoutwhat’sgoodforLonda,

butIknowthathe’sgoingtohaveproblemsifthey

takehim tohissurname.”

Itseemslikehe’sgotitallfiguredout,buthis

stubbornnessstillwantsMaNtusitosufferalittlebit.

“YouknowMaKhumalodoesn’tlikehernowandwill

treatherfunnilywhenshecomesback?”Bandla

asks.



“Madoesn’tlikeNomkhosieither.I’m sureherand

Dadweren’tperfecttoobuttheystayedtogether,”he

says.

“DoyouthinkNomkhosiwillagreetobenumber

two?”

“She’snotnumbertwo,Iloveher.OnethingIknow

forsureisthatNomkhosilovesme,crazilythat

sometimesIeventhinkshewasbroughtintomylife

forapurpose.Iwasnevergoingtobeokaylivingmy

wholelifeknowingthatIlovedsomeoneandnever

gotachancetoshowthem.ButIwaswillingtodoit,

forthesakeofmymarriage.Butnow,it’snoskinon

mynose!”

Phewww!Aglassneedstobefilled.Whata

revelation!

“NkonzowillleadthedelegationtotheMayises.I’m

notgoingtohaveanytalkwithyourbrother-in-law,”

hesays.

Bandlasighs.Nowhe’satthecentreofthisweb.It’s

importantforhim tohavehisbrother’ssupport,as

muchasit’simportanttoKhanyotohaveher



brother’ssupport.Hopefullythiswon’tcauseany

crackintheirrelationship.

.

.

MAWANDE

Nomatterwhatshedoes,atthebackofherheadit

rings;shekissedhim!Thebrotherofherlate

husband,shekissedhim.Thatshitcannotbe

undone.She’sbetrayedherhusband,withhisown

brotheroutofallpeople.Bhambathawasprobably

drunk,sheshould’vebeenadamnsisterand

stoppedhim.Butno,shewassuckinghislipslikea

lollipop.

Nowit’salldone.She’sfuckedupandit’stimetohit

theroad,beforethisreacheshermother-in-law’s

ears.AndbeforeBhambatha’sgirlfriendshowsupto

scream atherandsayshewasright.Mawandehas

provenherinstinctsrightbykissingherman.

Shecanrunherbusinessfrom home,Enembe.



Stayinghereisgoingtocausemorebadthangood.

Shedragsthefirstsuitcase,leavesitonthefloorin

theloungeandfetchesanotherone.MrsMyezaleft

forThursdaywomen’sprayermeeting,it’llgiveher

anexcuseastowhysheleftwithouttellingher.

Shedragsinanothersuitcasewithabagbalanced

underherarm.And,thereheis,onhercouchina

blacksweaterandNiketrackpant.Herheartstops

foraminute.Whatishedoinghere?

“You’releaving?”heaskswithalookshecannot

describeplasteredonhisface.It’snotapleasant

one,neitherisitcoldglare.

Shestandsstillanddoesn’tsayanything.

“Mawande,areyouleaving?”He’sfirmerand

standingonhisfeetnow.

“Yes,I’m leaving,”shesaysaftertakingadeep

breath.

“Why?”Guiltswallowshim,hesinksbackonthe

couchandreleasesasharpbreath.“Becauseof



me?”

Yes,becauseofyou!

“No,notbecauseofyou.Iwasgoingtoleaveevenif

thekissdidn’thappen.”Ohshucks!Didshehasto

mentionthatthough?

“Iregretittoo,”hesays.

Thatshouldn’thurtbutitdoes.Heregretskissinga

widow.Herfaceisunabletomaskthepain

reflectinginhereyes.

“Ionlyregretitbecauseyou’remylatebrother’s

wife,”hesaysandstaresatherfortwo

uncomfortableminutes.

“Idon’twantyoutoleave.”Hesoundsdifferent,ina

painfulway.Butshecannotstay,notwhenshe

doesn’tknowwhosheisaroundthisman.

“Ihaveto.It’snotyourfault,don’tbeatyourself

aboutit,”shesays.

“You’reallthatIhave.”Hebrusheshisnosewithhis

handandinhalessharply.“Ifyouleave,it’soverfor

me,I’m backonthestreets.”



“Whatdoesthatmean?”Mawandeasks.

Helooksup,hiseyesareinflictedwithpainbuthe’s

nottheonetobreakdownordisplayhisemotions

likethat.

“ItmeansIcannotsay‘I’m goinghome’oranything

likethat.Ifyouclosethesedoors,formeit’sover.I

dohaveahousebutitdoesn’tmeanIdon’tlike

havingaplaceIcallhomeandafamily.”

She’ssoft-hearted,naturally.Thisbreaksherheart,

shedidn’tthinkhecared.He’snevershownit.She

thoughthewasokaybeingout-castedanddisowned.

Hestillmadeit,he’snotshortofanythinginlife,

exceptthatpartonly.

“YougavemethatandIruinedit.JustlikeI’veruined

everythingelseinmylife.Ishouldn’thavekissedyou.

Ididn’tthinkit’lltakethingsthisfarandI’m sorry,”he

says.

Mawandeexhalesandlowersherselfnexttohim.

“Ikissedyouback,”shesays.

Henods,“Iknow,I’m notyourtype,youwishitdidn’t



happen.”

Silence…

Helooksather,she’sstaringathim.

“Mawande?”There’salittlefrownonhisface.

“Iregretitbecauseyou’remylatehusband’sbrother

andthat’swhyI’m leaving.Idon’twantittohappen

againandIdon’tknowifthatcanbeguaranteedifI

keepseeingyou.”

He’sblownoff,heblinksrapidlyandlooksather

again.

“Youdon’tregretitbecauseI’m knownasathug?”

heasks.

“Iknowyouasa‘semi-restaurant’Shisanyama

ownerandasupportingbrother-in-law.Notathug.I

don’twanttoruinthat,you’vebeensogoodand

supportivetomemorethananyone.”

“Youcannotruinanything.Itcanneverhappenwith

me.I’llnevertreatyoubadlyunderany

circumstance.”Hesaidthattooquick,she’s

awestruckandfailingtoholdhisstare.Thingsaren’t



supposedtobethisawkward,that’swhyshe’s

leaving.

“Idon’twantyoutoleave,”hesaysforthesecond

timeandholdsherhand.

“ButBhambatha,whatifwedoitagain?”sheasksin

almostwhisper.

“Idon’tknow,”hesaysandpullsherarm overhis

shoulder.“Maybewedon’thavetowaitforanother

daytoseeiftheworldisgoingtoendifwedoit

againornot.”

“Bha…mba…tha!”Hereyesgotohislipsthatarejust

aninchawayfrom hers.

Theirlipslock.Hishandholdsthebackofherneck

andpullshercloser.Hishandcaressingherneck

alonegivesherchills.Hisbreathiswaffledwith

nicotineandmint.Shewelcomeshislipsandsucks

them slowlyandpassionately.Hishanddropstoher

waist,heholdshertightlyandpushesherback

againstthecouch.

“Mawande,”hepronouncesinatwosecondbreak

beforehekissesheragain.



It’ssteamy,passionateandfilledwithenergy.Until

hismanhoodgetsexcitedandgrowshardbetween

theirbodies.Heneedstogetoffthepoorgirl.

He’salittlebitembarrassed.Maybeifhewas

wearingajeanitwould’vecoveredhistoo-forward

member,buthe’swearingatrackpantandit’svisibly

standinguplikethearm ofababy.

“Areyouhungry?”heasksawkwardly.

“Hungry?”Sheclearsherthroat.

Herealizestheambiguityofhisquestionandquickly

rectifiesit.

“Imeanfood.Yousaidyoulikedgrilledmeatfrom

myShisanyama,Icantellmyboystobringyou

some.”

“Ohthat,yes,I’m hungry.”

Hestealsaglanceather.He’shungrytoobutthisis

nothispottoeatfrom.

“Yourkissesareeverything,”hethinksoutloud.

Shegaspsanddropshereyes.



“You’rejust….”Heshouldprobablyleaveithere.He’s

makingthingsmoreawkward.Itmakessensewhy

Nyezimarriedherandlovedhersomuch.He’dhave

donethesametoohadhemetherfirst.

She’sabeautifulwoman,soeasytofallinlovewith!

“Areyoureallyleaving?”heasks.

“Yes,butonlyforacoupleofweeks.”

Ithurts.Hecannotevenhideit.Butit’swhatitis.

.

.

TEMA

Theyarewhatanyonewouldcallaperfectcouple.

She’sbentalotofherrules,changedherlifestyle

andsacrificedalotforthisman.MaybeKhanyowas

right,foroncesheneedstogetwhatshewantsand

getitherway,onherowntime.Sheappreciateshim

havinggoodintentionsaboutherandonlywanting

thecookieafterhe’sputaringonherfinger.But

comeon,she’snot17,thatpathhasbeenwalkedon



beforeanditneedsservices.

She’swearingalongcoatoverthelacymatching

underwearthatKhanyoforcedhertobuy.Onething

aboutherthatNkonzoprobablyknowsandkeeps

pokingat,isthatshe’sinsecure.Thulamadesureit

sinksinherheadthatshe’scoldinbedandher

smellycookieiswidelyopenlikeacave.Heusedto

cometoMthongaHoldingsandscream allthose

insultsforeverybodytohearaftertheirmessy

divorce.Maybethat’swhereNkonzo’sfearcomes

from,shethinks.She’sbeendoingalotofkegel

exercises,eatingplainyogurtandlotofgreens.

Nkonzostepsoutoftheshower,wrappedinatowel

andlooksatherwithafrown.

“Wagqokaamajaziebusukusiyaempiniyini?”(Why

areyouwearingacoatatnight,arewegoingtoa

war)

“No,”shesayswithanervoussmileandshakesher

head.



Hekissesherlipsandwalksout,probablytohis

officetodosomework.Theyalwaysfightabout

everythingindoors.He’slearningthingsabouther

andshe’slearningthingsabouthim too.Thingsthey

probablywould’vesurprisedeachotherwithafter

gettingmarried.

Maybesheshouldfollowhim there.Khanyosaid

“there’snoplaceandtimeforthisthing;anywhere

andanytime.”

Sheknocksonceandpushesthedoor.Indeed,he’s

onhislaptopandreadingsomething.

“Wetalkedaboutthis,”shesaysatthedoor,trying

nottoscream andcauseascene.

“ButI’m notworking,babe.YouseeI’m onmyfeet

andjustreadingthisdocumentthrough.”

Itdoesn’tjustifyanything,he’sworkingontheirtime,

butshe’snotlookingforanyargumenttonight.She

closesthedoorandsoftlywalkstowardshim in

frontofthedesk.



Shewrapsherarmsaroundhiswaistanduntiesthe

towel.Hegaspsandlooksatherasthetowelfalls

downonthefloor.

“Whatdoyouwanttosee?”heaskswithagrinand

bendsdowntopickitup.

Temablockshishandandstepsonthetowelwith

herfoot.

“Okay,what’sgoingon?”heasks.

Deepbreath!Sheunbuttonshercoatslowly,withher

eyesfixedonhisconfusedface.

Heswallowshard,“Tema,no!”

Shepushesthelaptopandjumpstositonthedesk

withherlegsslightlyparted.

“Doyoulikewhatyousee?”sheasksashedrools

overherbubblycleavage.

“Comeon,wetalkedaboutthis.”He’sstanding

betweenherlegsandembracingher.Hisbody

wantsadifferentthingfrom hismind.Hewasn’t

wearinganythingunderthetowel,hewasstillyetto

wearboxersandvestbeforegettinginbedwithher.



Hisshafthasstoodupagainsthisnavel,looking

beastyandstarved.

“I’m notavirgin,Mthonga.Icravemorethanjust

yourlips,”shesaysandstealsaquickfrom hislips.

“Iwantyoutotouchmehere.”Shepullshishand

anddirectsittothecastlebetweenherthighs.

“Andmakemeahappywoman,”shesaysand

Nkonzoinhalessharply.

“Idon’twanttowaituntilthewedding.Iwantyou

now.”Herwhisperissexyenoughtoloosenallhis

buttonsandgethim scoopingherupinhisarmslike

ababy.

Theymakeittothebedroom,heputsheronbedand

pushesherlegsfurtherlyapart.Theirlipslockinan

intimatekisswhilehetriestopulldownthelacy

thongstandingbetweenhim andhercookiejar.

“You’resowet,”hesays,tappingherfoldsand

there’sthatwetsoundshehates.

“Getawipe,”shetellshim.Thulahadalotto



complainabout,thisisoneofthethingshedidn’t

like.

“Forwhat?Aren’tyouwetforMthonga?”Nkonzo

asks,playingwithherdrippingwetfolds.

Heshutsherwithakissandkeepshisfingertapping

herclit.Hisshaftisnowhardandclosetobursting

thoseveins,buthe’sstillnotsureifhe’sdoingthe

rightthing.Thereareprocedureshewantedto

followbeforedoingthis.Hewantedtodoeverything

rightandhewantedtheirfirsttimetobespecial.

“Youreallywantustodothisnow?”heaskseven

thoughherbodyhasalreadytoldhim.

“Yes,”shesays.

Hekissesheragain,forgratitude.Herollshernipple

withathumbandbitesherneck.Shemoansout

softly.

“MaDube,”hewhispersinherearandclearsthefog

inhisthroat.“Areyouonbirthcontrol?”heasks.

“No,”shesays.

“Ufunangigqoke?”(Youwantmetoputacondom



on)

“Iloveyou,”shesays.

Heliftshiseyestoherandforamomentthey’re

staringateachother.

Heliftsherleg,pushesthetipofhisshaftoverher

clitandrubsher.

“Iloveyou,tinkerbell,”hesaysbeforeseparatingher

wetfoldswithhisfingersandpushinghishardshaft

in,slowly.

Herbodytensesupashisshafteffortlesslyslidesin.

Heliftshiseyestoherandspanksherhip.

“Loosenup,Iwon’tberough,”hesays.

Okay,shetakesahugebreathandrelaxes.

Hetuckshisheadoverhershoulderandgroans

deeplyashisshaftthrustsdeeplyinhercore.

Hisbodyisshattering.He’sbeeninsideherforless

thanfourminutesbuthisbodyisalreadyfailingto

handlethebundleofpleasuredishedforMthonga.



“Babe!”Temascreamsashethrustsinfuriouslylike

heintendstoripherapart.

Hebiteshershoulderashetrieshisalmostbestto

stayinthegame.Shemoanspainfullyandcallshis

name.Histeetharenowsinkingintoherfleshand

he’snotevenawareofit.Allhissensesareknotted

andawaitinganimmediaterelease.

Hisbodygivesin.Heburstsinsideherandreleases

aloudgroan.

Histeethleaveamarkonherskin,herollsoffand

liesonhisstomachwithhisheadburiedinshame.

Amomentpasses,he’spantingheavilynexttoher

andshe’slyingonherbackcreampiedandstillhorny

AF.

“You’renotfuckin’seriousNkonzehle!”

Heliftshisfacetoherandexhalesheavily.He’s

sorry,morethananything.

“Ihaven’tbeeneatingwellandit’sbeenalongtime

sinceIwaswithawoman.Idon’tknowhowthis



happened,Iwas….”Okay,heneedstocutitandjust

apologizes.

“I’m sorryMaDube.Ipromiseyouthesecondround

willbebetter.”

“Yesitwillbebetterbecauseyou’lllickmefirst,”she

saysfuriously.

Hisfacepalesout.Saywhat?Herfacesaysshe

meansbusiness.He’slickingitandthat’sit!



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER50

NOMKHOSI

ShewalkstoPreciousonherdeskandleavesafew

messages.

“Ifanyoneasksformereferthem toSnalo,”she

says.

Preciousnotesitdown,thenshechewsherpenand

looksather.

“Ididn’tthinkyouhadameetingoutoftowntoday,”

shesaystoKhosi.

“It’sapersonalmeeting,”Khosi.

Sheleansforwardandlowershereyesbefore

whispering.

“Areyoumeetingthatwomanwithababyagain?”

sheasks.

Nomkhosiraiseshereyebrowinshock.Sincewhen

they’refriends?Herprivatemeetingsarenoneof



Precious’business.

“That’sall,youcangobacktowork,”shesaystoher,

givingherameaningfullook.

“Ummm,sorry.”Shegoesbacktoherseatand

pretendstobebusyonherlaptop.

Nomkhosishakesherheadindisbeliefbefore

struttingawayinherstilettosandwalkingouttothe

parkingarea.

She’snotfriendswithNothile,thatmightneverbe

possible,butthey’rebothmothersnowsotheyhave

toleavethepettinessanddramabehind.

BecauseThakasahasbeenalloverDurbanrecently,

shethoughtitwouldbeabetterideaifshe

personallydrovetohersister’shouseinHardingand

hadone-on-oneconversationwithher.Obviouslyher

‘sexualrelationship’withThakasa,orwhateverhe

calledit,hasdugherintoadeeperhole.She’snow

caughtbetweentheirmaritalproblemsandit’stoo

lateforhertobackoutnow.



EventhoughsheknowsthatNothilemightfeelabit

insultedbyherbuyingLondaawintertracksuit,she

couldn’tresistthatcuteboyishthingwhenshesaw

itatEarthChild.

Shecallsbeforedrivinguptothehouseandlets

Nothileknowthatshe’sarrived.

Thingsarestillawkwardbetweenthetwoofthem

eventhoughthey’vebeenholdingcivilconversations

onWhatsappthelastcoupledays.

“Hey,”shesays,walkingtoNothilestandinginthe

verandawithatoddlersittingnexttoherfeet.

“Hi.Ithoughtyou’dcomewithPhelo,”Nothilesays

withalazysmile.

“Mom thinksit’sherchild,Ikindaaskpermissionfor

everything.”Nomkhosihaseverythingsheneverhad,

butthistimeshedoesn’tfeelsometypeofway

towardsher,she’shappyforher.Herdaughterhasa

lovingfather,aprotectivegrandmaanduncleswho’d

killforher.Londamayneverreceivethatkindoflove

butshe’swillingtobethebestmotherintheworld.



Theywalkinsidethehouse.Nomceboissittingon

thecouch,lookingreadytopukeherlunchatthe

sightofthewomanthatbrokehersister’smarriage.

ButNothilequicklyreprimandsherwithalookand

asksNomkhositohaveaseat.

“Thisismysister,Nomcebo,andthesearehertwo

daughters.”

Nomkhosilooksatherinacknowledgementand

doesn’tsayanything.It’seasytofeelherbadvibes

from thatmean,uglyface.Fortunately,shedidn’t

comeheretomakefriendswithanyone.Thisis

strictlyaboutLonda.

Nothilelooksathersister,“Pleasegiveusaminute.”

Nomceborollshereyesbeforepickingheryoungest

daughterandpullingtheotheronetotheroom.

“Don’tmindher,she’shavingabadday,”shepicksa

cushionandsquashesitinherhands.“Myuncle

called,theyfinallyboughtthecowsbutcouldn’tget

thegoat.”

“That’sbetterthannothing.Soyou’regoingback?”

Nomkhosi.



“They’llgoonmybehalf.IknowMaKhumalo,I’m not

inagoodemotionalspacetodealwithheratthe

moment.”

Khosiclearsherthroatandheavesasigh.

“IthinkThakasaneedsaglimpseofareality,”she

says.

Nothilelooksathercuriously.

“Iknowit’shardforyoutobeawayfrom yourson.

AsamotherIunderstand,butattimesyouhaveto

dowhatyouhavetodotogetwhatyouwant.”

“Idon’tunderstand,”Nothilesays.

“HewantstobeLonda’sfather,right?Thenpackhis

littlebagandgoleavehim inhisoffice.”

Whooah!That’ssoundsabitdramaticandplain

stupid.

“No!Idon’twantmysontobemistreatedbythat

man.”

“I’llkeepaneyeonhim.Ijustwanthim to

understandwhatthisisallabout.Ababy!”



“No,no,no.Whatifhekillsmyson?”Nothile.

Khosichuckles,“Comeonnow,he’saparent.Andhe

hasasoftspotfortheselittlehumanbeings.”

“Khosi,no!”shesighs.“Ithinkhe’sgoingtobeokay

ifmyunclepaysthefine.Idon’tneedtopullallthese

stunts.”

“Butthat’snotallyouwant,right?AsfarasIknow

thefineisanapologytotheancestorsandthen

there’sanacceptanceforLondatothefamily.What

abouthisrealfather?”

Shesighsheavily.

“Lifehasneverfavoredme.AttheendofthedayI’m

notgoingtogetanythingmyway.Thakasawillhave

theupperhandtodecidewhat’snextforme.”She

smileslazily.“Thisisalessontoyoutoo,justincase

youeverdecidetomarryhim.”

.

.

THAKASA



It’sanormalTuesday,he’satworkandlooking

forwardtospendingtimewithhisdaughterafter

work.Khosidoesn’tliveinWaterwaysYET,but

anytimehecallsandaskshertogotherewithPhelo,

shedoes.Todaywasoneofthosedays,hecalled

andaskedtobewithhisfamily,sheagreed.With

Mawandebackhomethere’slesstoworryabout

concerningMaKhumalo.She’sbondingwithher

daughterandThakasawillbebondingwithhis

daughtertoo.

Hehasthirtyminutestospare,sohetakeshislunch

andgoestoBandla’soffice.

“DidSqalocallyou?”heasks.

“Yes,wetalked.Ithinkweneedtositdownandtalk

facetoface.Buteverythingisgood,hesounded

okayandoverthepast.”

“That’sgreat.Ihopeyouguyscanworkitoutandgo

backtohowyouusedtobe,”hesays.

“I’llgoseehim onFriday.IknowwhatIdidhurthim,

maybeIshouldbuyhim acar.”

“Youcan’tbuyapology,”Thakasasays.



“I’m notbuyinghisapology.He’s18,doinghis

degreeandhasn’tgotanyonepregnantyet.”

Thakasaopenshismouthtospeakbuthequickly

shutshim down.“That’snotthepoint,he’sdone

greatforhimself.I’m goingtogethim aPolo.”

“WhataboutTutu?Youknowshe’sgoingtocry

Zambeziriver.”

“I’llgetheranewlaptop.”Theybothlaughbecause

theyknowthatPhethywillhavenoneofthat.She’ll

scream favoritism andsulkthewholewinter.

Nkonzoaggressivelyopensthedoorandstands

withhiseyespoppingoutlikehe’sseenaghost.

Thenthesecurityguardappearsbehindhim witha

littlebabyinhisarmsandabag.

“Andthen?”BothBandlaandThakasaask

simultaneously.

“MrsManqeleleftthis,”thesecurityguardsays,

handingthebabytoThakasa.

“What…but…wait…”Heputsthebaby’sbagon



Bandla’sdeskandstepsbacktoleave.

“Sorrysir,Ihavetogobacktomyjob.There’sa

lettersheinsertedinthebag.”

“Nothileiscrazy.Whatisthis?”Helooksatthebaby

peacefullysleepinginhisarmsandlooksathis

brothersforanykindofassistance.

“Nkonzodon’tjuststandtherelikeafool.Fetchmy

phone!”Heturnshisfire-blazingeyestoBandla

behindthedesk.“Openthebagandreadthatletter

tome.”

Thisisinsane!Whatishesupposedtodowitha

baby?

IHOPEYOU’REGOINGTOBEAGOODFATHERTO

HIM ASYOUBADLYWANTEDTOHAVEHIM AS

YOURSREGARDLESSOFTHETRUTH.MYUNCLES

WILLBETHEREONSUNDAY,PHYSICALLYIWON’T

BEWITHTHEM,BUTSPIRITUALLYI’LLBETHERE.

I’M SORRYABOUTEVERYTHINGTHATHAPPENED

BETWEENUS.



GOODBYE,MANQELE

No,no,no!Hepushesbackthechairandstandsup.

“Ineedtofindher.Ihopeshe’snotthinkingabout

doinganythingstupid.”

Bandlalooksatthebabyinhisarmsandraiseshis

eyebrows.

“Whereareyougoingtoleavehim?”heasks.

“Canyoulookafterhim forme?”

“Mthonga,I’veneverhadababybefore.Whatam I

goingtodoifhewakesupandstartscrying?”

Oh,fuck!Helooksaround,hisworldisnotthatbig

now,helowershimselfbackonthechair.

“Nkonzohowlongdoesittakeyoutogetadamn

phone?”heyellsfuriouslyandtheboyinhisarms

openshiseyesforthefirsttime.Hisheartstopsfor

aminute.Henearlydropshim onthefloor.Hislittle

eyesarefixedonhisface.

“Bandla,he’slookingatme,”hesays,almost



whispering.

“Canhesee?”Bandlaasks.

“Idon’tknow.”He’sshitscared.

Nkonzowalksinandgiveshim thephone.

“CallNothileandputheronloudspeaker,”he

instructs.

Nkonzocallstwiceanditsendshim straightto

voicemail.

“CallMawandeandtellhertocomehere

immediately.IneedhertobabysitwhileIgofind

Nothile.”

Bandlaraiseshishandup,“That’sabadidea.You

knowhowMaKhumalois,thisbabyisnotwell,the

lastthingheneedsis…”

“Ok,Ihearyou!I’llmakeanotherplan.”Helooksat

Nkonzo.“Can’tyouaskTematotakehim toher

houseandlookafterhim forafewhours.”

“Wehaveplans.Whydon’tyouaskNomkhosi?”

Nkonzo.



Whendaysaredarkbrothersarefew!Hetakeshis

phone,exhalesheavilyandscrollsdownfor

Nomkhosi’snumber.

Phewww!

“MakaPhelo,”heclearshisthroat.

“Hello,I’m ontheroad,what’sup?”Khosiasks.

“Areyougoinghome?”

“Yes,”shesays.

“Look,I’llbeinWaterwaysin40minutes.It’surgent,

pleasebethere,”hesays.

“What’surgent?”

Deepbreath!

“CanyoudowhatIaskandnotquestionmefor

once?”

“Youneedmyhelp,so….”

Fuck!!!

“Okay,I’m goingtoexplainwhenIgetthere,”hesays.



“Sure.I’llgohomeandtakePhelothen.”

Hesighsoutinrelief,thanksherandendsthecall.

“You’regoingtodumpthebabywithher?”Nkonzo

asks.

“ShouldIleavehim withyouinstead?”They’reso

annoying!

“No,Iwasjustasking.”Nkonzoliftshishandsupin

surrender.

“I’llmakeafewcallsandseeifanyonecantraceher

down,”Bandlasays.

“I’dappreciatethat.I’llstayintouch,Ihavetohurry.”

Nkonzobringshiscarkeys,hetakesLonda’sbag

andleaves.Hopefullyhe’snotgoingtocryuntilthey

reachWaterways.

HetriesNomcebo’sphonebutshedropsitaftera

fewrings.Damn!

.

.

NomkhosibathesPheloandputsherinafluffy



jacket,pinkleggingandsocks.Thisisthepartshe

likesthemostaboutmotherhood;dressingPheloup

andtakingpicturesofher.

Thakasawalksintothem takingselfiesonthecouch.

Hehasababyinhisarm andabag.

Nomkhosi’smouthdrops.Heinhalessharplyand

looksatherfearfulwhilestandingbehindthecouch.

“Whoisthat?”Nomkhosiasks.

“It’sLondokuhle,”hesayswithhiseyesdropped.

“Oh,”that’sallshesaysbeforeturningbacktoher

littleprincessandtakingmorepicturesofherwhile

she’ssuckingherfingersandlookingallaroundher.

“Canwetalk?”Thakasaasksbehindher.

“Yes,goon.”She’stiltingherphoneandtryingto

capturePhelo’sbestlook.

“IthinkMaNtusiwantstoharm herself.Sheleftthe

babyatthegateandleft,”hesays.

“Oh,congratulations.Areyouhappythatyougotthe

babynow?”Khosiasks.



“Don’tdothat,please.Canyoulookafterhim fora

fewhours?IfanythinghappenstoherI’llnever

forgivemyself.”

“Whydon’tyoutakehim toyourMom?”sheasks.

“Iwill,justnotnow.”

“I’m sorry,butIcan’t.Thisiswhatyouwantedand

yougotit.”ShepicksPheloupandsitswithheron

thecouch.

“Ithinkyouneedtochangehisdiaper,Daddy,”she

tellsThakasa.

HelooksatLondaandfrowns.Ohboy,youdidn’t!

“Canyouchangeitforme?”

Nomkhosichuckles,“No.He’syourwife’sson,that

makeshim yoursontoo,isn’t?”

Sigh!Hepeepsthroughtheblanket,indeedthere’sa

funnysmellcomingfrom thislittleman’spants.

“You’reagreatfatherThakasa,”Khosi’svoice

catcheshim offguard.“Don’tletanotherperson’s

actionschangethat.Thislittleboyneedshismother,

notyouandnotme.Healsodeservestohavea



relationshipwithhisrealfather.Youneedtoforgive

yourself,letgooftheangerandacceptwhatyou

cannotchange.”

Henods,lookingatLondastaringathim blankly.

He’sapeacefulbaby,unlikehisdramaprincess.

“Nothileissafe.Italkedtoherafewminutesago.”

Saywhat?!

“Youtalkedtoher?”heasks.

“Yes,she’sgonehometomeetwithheruncles.If

youwanttokeepthebabynowthestageisyours,”

Khosisays.

“He’sinnocentinallthis.”

“I’m gladyounowrealizethat.Nowdotherightthing

andsethim free.”

Heshakeshisheadindisbelief.Yesshemakes

sense,butwow!

“Soyou’renowfriends?”heasksher.

“No,wejustfuckedthesameman,”shesays.

Oh,that’showshecallsit?



“Sowejustfucked?”heasksinabruisedtone.

“Yeah.Whatelsedidwedo?TakePheloandgiveme

thebaby.Inthemorningyouhavetogoandface

yourwife.Lookhowfardeepfuckingamarriedman

hasgottenme?”

“Stopsayingyoufuckedme.”Hegivesherthebaby

andpicksPheloup.

“Whatevermakesyousleepatnight.Order

somethingwe’regoingtoeatfordinner.”She’s

makingherwaytothebathroom tochangeLonda’s

diaperandmakesasecretcalltoNothile.

Theymanagedtoputbothbabiestosleep.He’snow

realizinghowfarhe’stakenthingsandhonestly,this

isfarfrom thelifehewants.Hecan’tbefeeding,

bathingandputtinganotherman’sbabytosleep

everynight.Heloveskids,butthisistoomuch.

“Areyouokay?”Khosiasks,loweringherselfonthe

oppositecouch.

“No,”hesays.



“IunderstandyouandIfeelbad.Butattheendof

thedaywedidNothilewrong.Nothingjustifieswhat

you,specially,didtoher.Nothercheating,nother

gettingpregnantandnotherrunningawayfrom

home.Nothing.Youbothcheated,foryourown

reasons,andgotbabiesoutofmarriageequally.”

“IknowandI’veapologizedtoheramilliontimes,”

hesays.“Ithinkweneedtositdownandtalk.”

“That’sallyoucould’vedoneallthistime.Thank

you!”

Hesighsanddropshiseyestothefloorthoughtfully.

“It’sokayforthemarriagenottowork.Lifegoeson,

it’slife,”shesays.

“Whatifoursdon’tworkaswell?Idon’twantto

makeahobbyofmarryingwomenandlettingthem

leave,”heasks.

“Wearenotgoingtohaveanymarriage,sodon’t

panic,”Khosisays.

“Wearejustgoingtokeep‘fucking’,”heasks,

quotingherterm withhisfingers.



“No,wearefuckin’co-parentingThakasaManqele

andthat’sit!”shesays.

Hesmiles.Itdoesn’thavetoturnhim onwhenshe’s

beingharshandrudetohim,butitdoes,especially

aftertheroughdayhe’shad.

“ButIwantmore;yourhandinmarriage,yourwarm

cookieandmorebabies,”hesaysandgetsadirty

lookthrownathim.

“Inyourwetdreams!”shesays.

“DoyouknowwhatIdotoyouinmywetdreams?

Trustme,ifIdoyouhowIdoyouinmydreams

you’llneedawheelchairandpainkillersthenext

day.”

Hardswallow!

“WehavekidsaroundThakasa,”shesays.

“Theydon’tevenknowtheirnamesyet.Comehere!”

Shegiveshim alookandlooksatthebrightscreen

ofherphone.

Hisbreathnexttoher?What’sgoing…..ohhell,no!



“TellmeI’m lying,”hesays,liftingherchinup.

“Thakasastop!”

“JustsayI’m lying.”

Sigh!

“You’renotlying.CanIchatwithmyfriendnow?”

sheasks,fightingtheurgetorollhereyes.

“Uzobhebhekaphela,”hesays,spankingherhips

andmovingawaywithastupidgrinonhisface.

(You’regoingtogetfucked)

Shereleasesadeepsighandcrossesherlegsto

keepthatthrobbingclitcalm.

AtleastshegotwhatherandNothilewanted.And

shedidn’tgetfucked.

Shefinallyhassomecontrol,butwhat'snext?



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER51

THAKASA

He’soutsidetheNgemahomesteadbeforethesky

fullybearsoutthesun.Ifitwasn’tforKhosihe

doesn’tknowwhathewould’vedone,andthankGod,

Londaisnotacrybaby.Khosimadehisbottlesto

makesurethatnothingmakesthem fightontheway.

He’snotconnectedtohim asheistoPhelo,and

that’sbecausehe’slivingproofofwhathiswifedid

tohim.Butholdinghim inhisarmswasn’tbadashe

hadthought.Hedidn’tfeelanyresentment,justa

hollowfeelingof‘heshould’vebeenmyson.’

Witheverythingthathappenedbetweenhim andthe

Ngemauncles,he’snotsureifhe’sstillwelcomedas

ason-in-law,soheparksoutsidethegateandcalls

Nothile.

AfterthecallhegoestothebackandgetsLondato



thefrontseat.Nothiletakesherprecioustime

comingout.She’sreallydeterminedtotesthis

patience.PrecioussaidsomethingaboutNomkhosi

rushingtomeetwithsomeone,nowthathethinks

carefullyaboutit,Nothilemust’vebeentheonewho

calledhertothatmeeting.He’sgoingtoaddress

that,amongotherthingsthathewantstotalktoher

about.

It’sbeenmonthssincehelastsawher.She’slosta

lotofweight,probablysomeattitudeaswell.Her

headiswrappedwithascarf,shelookshorrible,like

shehasn’tsleptoreatenwellinweeks.

Sheopensthedoorandclimbsin.Thakasastays

quietlyandlooksoutsidethewindow.

Shesits,glancesatLondaonceandfoldsherarms.

Oneofthem hastosaysomethingtostartthisoff.

Thakasainhalesdeeplyandshiftshiseyestoher.

She’snotlookingathisdirection,buthestaresat

herregardless.



“You’renotevengoingtoaskhowheslept?”heasks.

“I’m surehesleptwell.Hewaswithhisfather,wasn’t

he?”

Oh,sheonlylostweight.Attitudestillcomesinbulks.

“MaNtusi,”heexhalesandadjustsLonda’sheadon

hisarm.“Whyareyourunningaround?WhydoI

havetochaseyoulikeIaskedyoutocheatandget

pregnant?”

“Ididn’taskyoutochaseme.Iaskedasimplething

from you;chargemewhatyouwantandallowmy

sontobeacknowledgedbyhisownancestors.But

no,yousethighdemandsknowingverywellthatmy

familywouldneverdoanythingformeifit’snot

beneficialtothem.YouknowthatIonlyhadyouand

myself,withoutyou-I’m onmyown.”

“Theproblem withyouNothileisthatyou’dnever

admitandownuptoyourmistakes.Nowthatit’s

youwho’sattheirmercy,they’dneverdoanything

foryouandblablabla.Butifit’smeinyourposition

youruntotheirarmsandlicktheirfeet.Nothing

changes,IwantthosecowsandIwantthem from



RaphaelNgemawhotookmylobola.”

“You’llgetthem,”shesays.

“Great!”

Heavysilencefallsintothecar.Londabreaksitwith

hiscryandNothiletakeshim toherchest.

“Mysonisnotwell,Idon’twanttoargueoverhis

head,butmaybeI’dnevergetachancetoaskyou

thesequestions.”ShecoversLondawithablanket

andreleasesasigh.

“IforgaveyouManqele,”shestartsandThakasa

raiseshiseyebrow.

“IdidnotsayIforgot,IsaidIforgaveyou,whichIdid.

Ibookedyouintotherapy,plannedtripsforusand

treatedyourfamilylikeitwasmyown.Yousaidyou

fellinlovewithNomkhosiandIaskedyou,notonce,

ifyouwantedtobewithher.”Heleansbackonthe

seatandlooksatherattentively.

“Iasked,Manqeledoyouwantpolygamy?Yousaid,

no.Iasked,doyouwanttobewithher?Yousaid,no.

Butyouknewverywellthatwaswhatyouwanted.I



gaveyouoptions,Iwasneveracrazywife,neither

wasIclose-minded.Beingcheatedonhurts,now

youcanattesttoit.Whydidyouhurtmewhereas

youhadoptionsnotto?”sheasks.

Hedoesn’tsayanything.Shegiveshim astareuntil

herubshisbow-ridgeandexhalesaudibly.

“Ikeptmakingeffortsforustowork.Thatnight

whenLondawasunintentionallymade,youhad

turnedmedownanddidn’tevencaretocompliment

thelingerieIwentoutofmywaytoimpressyouwith.

Idon’tthinkyou’veeverlovedme,youonlyloved

beingmarriedtome.”

“That’snottrueandyouknowit,”hesays.

“Itistrue!YouknowthatNomkhosiwillneverattend

churchwithyou.She’llneverwrapherselfinlong

dressesandscarfs,andkneelforyouinfrontofyour

family.She’llnevercookforyourgrownbrothersand

nurseyourmother’sfeelings.That’swhyyoudidn’t

wanttomarryher,youarescaredshe’llbruiseyour

perfectManqeleego.Butyoucouldn’tappreciatethe

factthatIwasthereanddoingthat,youcheatedon



me,madeherpregnantandhitme.You’rean

asshole!”

Heblinksacoupleoftimesindisbelief.Washejust

calledanasshole?

“You’recursingoveryourson’shead.Areyou

mentallyokay?”

Shethrowsherheadbackandletstearsflowdown

herface.

“AtthispointIdon’tthinkIstillneedtherapy.You

needitmorethananyone.”HetakesLondaand

continuesstaringatherweirdly.

“You’reamothernow,somethingsneedtochange.

Youcan’tkeepbringingupthingseverytimewetryto

sitdownandtalk.”

“Ijustwanttoliveanormallifewithmyson.Isthat

toomuchtoask,Manqele?”

“No,exceptthatyou’renotaskingbutblackmailing

meintoit.Idon’twanttofightusingyourson,but

I’m notgoingtobeguilt-trippedbyawomanwho’sa

sinnerlikeme.”



Sheburiesherfaceandsobslikealittlebaby.It’s

beenhard;beingsquashedinNomcebo’shousewith

herboyfriendandfinallycomingbackhometoher

furiousuncles.Shethoughthavingababywould

bringherpeace,butinstead,ithasturnedherlife

upsidedown.

“Sowheredowegofrom Sundayonwards?”heasks.

Shecalmsherselfdownandwipesherfacewiththe

sleeveofhergown.

“Whatdoyouwantmetodo,MaNtusi?”heasks.

“Ijustwanttoliveanormallife.Idon’twanttogo

backtoyourmother’shouse,Iwanttoworkand

raisemyson,evenifhe’sblindforever,Iwanthim to

haveagoodlife.”

“Youhavetogotomymother’shouse.There’sno

wayaroundit.Aboutyourownhouse,we’lltalkafter

Sunday.”

“Thankyou,”shesayswithasighofrelief.

“There’ssomethingelseI’dliketoaddress,”hesays.

Nothilelooksathim curiously.Sheknowsthathe’s



goingtoaskherpermissionanyday,butshe’snot

lookingforwardtothatday.

“YouandNomkhosi,”hesays.

Deepbreath!She’snolongerangryather,even

thoughshecan’tconsiderherafriend,butshe’s

acceptedthatNomkhosiisapartofherlifeand

there’snothingshecandoaboutit.

“Whataboutmeandher?”sheasks.

“Whatareyouupto?Precioushasbeentellingme

aboutyourprivatemeetingsandvisits.”

Okay,waitaminute…

“WhoisPrecious?”sheaskswithafrown.

Hereallyshouldn’thavementionednames.How

doeshegetoutofthisnow?

“Manqele,whoisPrecious?Whyisshetalkingabout

meandNomkhosi?”Nowshe’sfurious.Didhego

from NomkhositoPrecious?Whatthehellisgoing

on?

“Ididn’tsayshewastalkingabout…”Liar!He’sonto

someshadynonsenseagain.



“Whatareyoudoing?”heasksherasshescrolls

downherphone.

It’squiteobviousthatshe’smakingacall.

“MaNtusi….”Nomkhosi’svoiceonloudspeakercuts

him short.

Nothile:Whereareyou?

Nomkhosi:Didyouseethetime?I’m stillinbed.

Nothile:Doyouknowanyonebythenameof

Precious?

Nomkhosi:Ummm,no.Ionlyknowtheonewho’s

workingatourreception.

Nothile:I’m sureit’sherwho’sbeentalkingaboutus.

Youneedtocheckher.

Nomkhosi:Sayyou’rejoking!Shewasquestioning

meyesterday,askingwhoIwasmeetingwithandall

thosethings.

Nothile:(LooksatThakasa)She’sahiredspy,your

babydaddyknowsherbetter,I’m surehe’sgoingto

explaintoyouwhatbusinesshehaswiththatgirl.



Nomkhosi:I’llbedamned!Igotthatgirlajob,are

youkiddingme?

Thecalldrops.Thakasa’sphoneringsandhegives

Nothilealook.

“You’renotgoingtoanswerher?”sheasks.

Hesighsandputsthephoneonsilence.He’lldeal

withNomkhosiwhenhegetstoWaterways,knowing

howsheis,there’sdramawaitingforhim.They’ve

beendoingsowellsincePhelowasborn,thisis

goingtotakethem astepback.

“Whyareyoudoingthis?Ididn’thireanyonetobea

spy.”

“Idon’tcare,shehasournamesinhermouthandI

don’tevenknowher.You’remessy!”

Well,hehastoownuptothat,eventhoughit’s

Preciouswhokeptfeedinghim informationhedidn’t

askfor.

.

.

KHANYO



Ihaven’thadanyundesirabledreamsinawhile.In

fact,Ihaven’tbeenthatspirituallycommittedafter

theceremonyofthankingtheancestors.I’vebeen

dealingwithotherpersonalissues;Bandla’s

cheating,Mandulo’sbabymamadramaandGugu’s

pregnancy.

ButlastnightIwastakenbacktomyworldof

spirituality.However,itleftmeconfusedand

frightened.Idon’tknowBandla’sfather,noteven

from apicture,butthemanIsawinmydream hada

resemblanceofBandlaandlookedlikeaNazaretine,

withabushybeardandkeptafrohair.Hewasdoing

laundryinthemiddleofarunningriver.There’s

somethingunsettlingaboutit.ThenIhadanother

sceneofsomeonecuttingThakasa’shair.Iknow

thathairsymbolizesstrengthandcuttingis

prohibitedintheirchurch.So,Iwokeuptodayand

wenttopraybytheriverbeforespeakingtoanyone.

Itwasn’toneofmypowerfulprayers,somethingwas

lackingandIjustcouldn’tpullup.



MaybeIneededtopraywithBandla,whom Isuspect

thesedreamsarelinkedto.That’swhyI’m here,in

hishouse,waitingforhim tocomebackfrom work.

I’m notinagoodmoodbutImadeaneffort.Imade

cottagepies,stickywingsandchakalakafordinner.

Hisclosetwasmessy,Ididhislaundryandsortedit

out.Ihardlyspoilhim andmakehim feellikeablack

maninarelationship.

Hewalksintotheroom inthemiddleofmy

meditatingsession.Idon’tknowwhathethinksI’m

doing,heswitchesoffmymusic,AlexisFfrench-

Radiate.

“Whatareyoumourningfor?”heasks,throwinghis

bagonthetable.

Iheaveasighandopenmyeyes.

“Iwasmeditating,”Itellhim.

“Oh,”hesayswithaconfusedlookonhisface.It

doesn’tringabell.

“Nexttimeyoushouldn’tdisturbme.”Istandupand



foldtheblanketIwassittingon.

“Howwasyourday?”Iask.

“Itwentfrom badtogoodwhenIwalkedintothis

beautifulface.”Hecomestomeandpeckmylips.

“Youdidn’ttellmeyouwerecoming.Anditsmells

niceinhere,whatdidyoucook?”

“IcomeandgoasIplease,yousaidthisismy

house.”Hechucklesandkissesmycheek.

“Ofcourse,it’syourhousesthandwasami,”hesays.

“Imadepiesandwings.Takeashower,I’lldishup

andthenwe’regoingtopraytogether.”

“Iseverythingokay?”Hecupsmyfaceandsearches

throughmyeyes.

“Ihadweirddreams.Didyourfatherhaveascarover

hislefteye?”Iask.

Hefrowns,“Yes,hehadanaccidentatwork.”

Phewww!

“Isyourbrotherokay,theeldestone?”Iask.



“Yes,he’sokay.Whatdidyoudream of?”

“Someonewascuttinghishair.Idon’tthinkit’sa

goodthing.IalsosawamanthatIthinkisyour

fatherdoinglaundry.Weneedtopray,foryouand

yoursiblings.”

Familymeansalottohim.Iseehisface

transformingintofearwithinasnapofafinger.My

dreamsareneverinaccurate,butthistimeIwish

they’rewrong.Idon’twanttoseehim inpain,ever.

Afterdishingupandleavinghisfoodonthetable,I

gototheguestbedroom Iclearedfortoday’sprayer

session.Ilayaleopardkangaonthefloorandplace

aglassofwaterwithR1insideatthecentre.I’m not

lookingforwardtoit,somethingislackingandI

cannotputmyfingeronit.ButI’m goingtotryforhis

sake.

Iclosethedoorandprayforpowerandclarity.

Somethinghastocomeup,Idon’tknowwhat,butI

cannothaveNyezi’sstoryrepeatsitself.Ididn’tsign

upforfailureandheartache.Iwanttohelppeople.



“Babe?”hisvoicecatchesmeoffguard.

Iopenmyeyesandlookatthedoor.He’sdone

eatingalready?

Hetakeshissandalsoffatthedoorandwalksin.

“Didyoueveneat?”Iaskhim.

“No.”He’salreadybrokenbeforeheevenget

clarificationofwhat’sgoingon.

“Itwasjustadream andwe’regoingtoprayabout

it.”

Henodsandkneelsnexttome.Iholdhishandand

givehim asmile,hopinghe’llloosenupalittlebit.

“Ibroughtcandles,foryouandallyoursiblings.Six,

didIcountright?”Iask.

“Yes,”henods.

“IthoughtIcountedwrong.Yourmotherreallyloved

thelaborward.”Thejokegoesabovehishead.Sigh!

Iopenapacketofcandlesandhandthem tohim.

“We’regoingtolightthem andpray.Maybeyour

fatherwillcometooneofyouandgiveclarity.”



Icovermyshoulderswithawhitegarmentandopen

theBible.TheysayyouletHim leadyourprayer,you

don’tprayandleaveHim behind.

“2Corinthians4:6readasfollows;Godwhosaid,

‘Lightshallshineoutofdarkness,’istheonewho

hasshoneourheartstogivethelightofthe

knowledgeoftheGloryofGodinthefaceofChrist.

Amen.”

“Amen,”hesaysandinhalessharply.

Ilovehim fortherespectheshowsforwhoIam and

whatIbelievein.

“Iloveyou.Pleaselighteachofthem sothatwecan

pray,”Isay.

“Inasequence?”heasks.

“Yes,from youreldestsiblingtotheyoungestone.”

“PhethyandSqaloaretwins.”He’ssmiling,even

thoughhedoesn’tletitcrackoutfully.

“InyourheadPhethyisthelastone,so?”Isaywith

aneye-roll.

Hechuckles,“Yeah,she’safamilypet.”



Ithinkthatfamilypetisnowawildanimaltherein

Johannesburg.She’sgoingtosurprisethem,Iwish

shecomesbackasaninspiringrapper,wedon’t

havemanyfemalerappersinSA.

Helightsthecandlesfrom hisleft-Thakasa,tohis

right-downtoPhethile.

“DearLord,astheeventsofthedayandthoseofour

dreamscontinuetounfold,weseekyourclarityand

protection.Comefullyintooursituation,asfamilies

andindividuals.Sortoutourmuddledfeelingsand

fearfulthoughts.Translateourdreamsand

pleadings,andmayweunderstandyourfaithful

response.Inthepowerandtheglory!”Afteropening

webothpraytogether,from ourheartstoour

Creator,inourlanguages.WithmyeyesclosedIfind

hishandandholdit.He’sgoingtoneedme.

Toughdaysarecoming.

“Nokukhanya!”

There’saproblem,Iopenmyeyesandlookathim.



“Onecandlefell.Doesitmeananything?”He’s

panickingandpickingitup.

“No,itmust’vebeenthetiles,”Idon’tknowwhatI’m

saying,allIknowisthatIhavetokeephim calm.

Hestrikesthematchandlightsitagain.Hedrops

waxonthefloorandglueitdown.

Thecandlewickburnsandcracklesasifsomeone

droppedwateronit.Withinasecondithasdoused

out.It’sthesecondonefrom right,Ifeelaknot

sittingbelowmystomach.

“Issomethingwrong?”heasks.

Yes,somethingisterriblywrong.

“Ithinkit’sbecauseIboughtthem from the

tuckshop.Maybetheyexpired.”Hefixeshis

narrowedeyesonme.Idon’tknowwhat’sgoingon

butIknowthatadarkcloudishoveringoverhis

familyandhecannothandleit.

“Let’spray,”Isay.

“No.I…I…wantto…to…knowwhat’sgoingonKhanyo.

You…you…wenttoTanzaniaandimmersedin…inthe



rivera…as..aclairvoyant,sangomaandnyanga.It’s

yourjobtodefinethesethingsandtellme.”

Heneedstobreathe,shoutingandstutteringatme

isnotgoingtosolveanything.IfIsayweneedto

pray,thenweneedtopray,periodt!

“CloseyoureyesBandlalami,”Isaycalmlyandhold

hishand.

Hereleasesasigh,bowshisheadandcloseshis

eyes.

DearGod….



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER52

BANDLA

Hestilldoesn’tknowwhat’sgoingon,sohe’sonhis

kneeseveryeveningandeverymorning,prayingfor

hisfamilyandKhanyo.Theycannotgothroughwhat

theywentthroughwithNyeziagain.Shefeels

responsibletohelp,yetshedoesn’thavepower

becausenoclarityhasbeenunveiledtoher.She’s

isolatedherself,tobewithherspirit,and

commencedatwodaysfasting.

Eventhoughthingsaren’tsmooth,Sundaythere’sa

ritualthinghappeningandhewantsSqalotohave

hiscarbeforetheday.Phethywon’tbecoming

home,whichhasworkedonhisfavorbecauseit

would’vebeenchaoticwhenhegivesonlySqaloa

car.Itsoundsunfairbuthereallydoesn’tseethe

needtogiftan18yearoldgirlwithacar.She’sin

anotherprovince,Godknowswhatshe’dgetupto

withacarunderhername.It’srisky,andintermsof



responsibilitySqalohasmorematurityand

understandslifebetter.Hedidhislicenserightafter

matric,searchedforaplaceonhisownandbought

furniturebyhimself.Yougivehim moneyandhe

getsthingsdoneinasnap.WithPhethyit’sdifferent,

shechowedregistrationfeeandclaimedthatshe

gotmuggedinJHBCBD.Thakasahadtodepositit

directlyintotheinstitution’saccountbecauseshe

endedupcreatingtoomanystories.She’snow‘thee

girl’onInstagram andslayingwiththeridiculous

allowancethatThakasagiveshermonthly.

Hegothim ablueVW Pologummy-bearthathe’s

convincedSqalowilllove.It’sagreatcartostartoff

with,him andtheothertwohadsecond-handcarsas

theirfirstcarsandtheygotthem afterreaching21.

Hopefullyhe’llbegratefulandthey’dfinallyleave

everythingbehind.Outof5siblings,healwayshada

softspotforSqalo.Notonlydotheylookalike,but

hecouldrelatetohisstruggleswithinthefamilyas

well.Phethyhasalwaysovershadowedhim,justlike

hefeltovershadowedbyMawande.Sohe



understoodwhenSqalowantedtohaveadistant

relationshipwithPhethybecauseeverythingwas

alwaysabouther.Theyfoughtabouteverything,

evenfriends,Phethywouldtakehisfriendsand

becometheappleofeveryone’seyeasusual.

He’smovedoutofhisBereaflattoBarcelonaflats

onPlayfairroad.Apparently,othertenantsweren’t

comfortablelivingwithhistypeandlaidacoupleof

complaintsbeforeissuingthreats.It’snotclearhow

theymadeothertenantsuncomfortablebutBandla

isgoingtohavethatconversationwithhim,

hopefullythey’llgetalong.

Sqaloopensthedoorafterapersistentknockand

exclaimshappilyasheseeshisbrother’sface.

“Heeeeey,”hethrowshisarmsaroundBandlaand

hugshim.Hisattitudeseemstohavechangedalot.

That“hey”wasdamntoolong,hedidn’tspeakthis

wayafewmonthsago.

“Areyougood?”Bandlaasks,walkingintoacouple

ofboyswearingpinkgownsandmudsofmake-up.



“Yes,I’m great.Ididn’tthinkyou’dcomeup.Meetmy

friends,”Sqalointroduceseachoneofthem.Their

namessoundsabitridiculous.Vusiminaj?What’s

that?

“Haveyoupacked?”Bandlaaskshim,shiftinghis

eyesawayfrom agroupofVusiminajs.

“Yes,butyou’renotsittingdownandhavingadrink

beforewego?”

Heshakeshishead,“No.”

“Why?”Sqalofrowns.

“Becauseno,Sqalo.”Helooksaroundtheirlittle

loungeandseesnobookshelf.

“Whereareyourbooks?”heasks,turninghis

unfriendlyfacetohim.

Sqalosighs,“OhmyGod,youthinkwealwayshang

outlikethis?Theyjustcametosaygoodbyeand

finallycelebrateourfreedom.Thelastcoupleof

weekshavebeentorturingandscaryforus.”

“Isitsafeherethough?”heasks.

“Yeah,wehaven’thadanyaltercationswithanyone.



Hereeveryonemindstheirbusiness.”

Henods,abitguiltyandsadforthem.Livinginfear

becauseofwhoyouchoosetosleepwithmustbe

stressfulandscary.

“Ifanotherincidentoccursandyoudon’tfeelsafe,

don’thesitatetocallmeorThakasaorNkonzo.I’m

sureifwetakeittotheMetrosenior-superintendent,

Nyambose,he’llcomeupwithasolution.”

“That’sverysweetofyou,thankyou,”oneofthem

says,poutinghislips.

“Pleasure,”heturnstoSqalo.“Let’sgo,Iwantusto

startsomewhere.”

Sqalopickshisbagbehindthecouchandhugseach

oneofhisfriends.

“I’m goingtocallyou,ntwanas,”hesays,blowing

them akiss.

He’sinabettermoodthanhewasaweekafter

Mpilobrokeupwithhim.He’smadenew,gorgeous

friendsandlifeisallaboutbooks,havingfunand



jugglingallofitwithdifferentbeautyonlineclasses.

IftheygeteverythingtheyneedbyendofJune,

they’regoingtoopenasalontogetherandrollsome

cashwhilegettingthosedegrees.

Bandlaistakinghim totheVersaillesRestaurant.

Yes,he’sbeenherebefore,buthewaspayingfood

outofhisownpocket.Hecouldn’torderprawn

cocktail,prawnsandbasmatirice,herbmash

potatoesandicecoffeefrappeallononeday.He

hadtoeatonatightbudget.Butnowhisbrotheris

here,theyhaveatablebookedandafriendly

waitressattheirservice.

“You’reonlygoingtoeataburger?”heasksBandla

withafrown.

“Yeah,Ican’tseeanythingIlikehere.”He’sstaringat

themenufullofsalivatingfoodandhecan’tsee

anythinghelikes.Godhavemercy!

“TrytheirRibeyesteakwithMadagascangreen

peppercornsauce,”Sqalosays.

“Madagascangreenwhat?No,thankyou.”

Sqaloburstsintoafitoflaughter.Afewmonthsin



Durbanandhe’salreadyforgottenwhoheshareda

wombwith.

“IdecidedtofetchyoubecauseIreallywantusto

talk,Sqalo,”Bandlasaysafterthey’vereceivedtheir

drinks.

“Iknow,I’vebeengivingyouahardtime,”Sqalosays.

“It’snotevenaboutthat.Igotacallfrom Thakasa,

tellingmethatyouarelivinginfearbecausesome

peoplearenothappy,orcomfortable,withyour

sexuality.ThatbotheredmebecauseIwasoneof

thosepeople,Itreatedyoulikethem andwentasfar

assettingyouupwithagirl.”Hesighsdeeplyand

sipshiscolddrink.

“Ididn’tknowbetter.I’veneverhadahomosexual

siblingbefore,Ijustpanickedandthoughtitwas

somethingIcouldsortout.ButIendeduphurting

youandlosingyou.So,I’m sorry,from thedeepest

ofmyheartIapologizeforwhatIputyouthrough.I’d

neverhurtyouonpurpose,youknowIlookoutfor

youandcare.Wearebrothers,”hesays.

Sqalotakesadeepbreath,picksaservietteand



pressesitonhiseyes.

“Ireallydidn’tmean….”Hestopshim withalittle

chuckle.

“I’m notcryingbecauseyouhurtme,butbecause

I’vebeenpunishingyouforsuchalongtimeeven

thoughIknewthatyoudidwhatyoudidbecauseyou

werescared.Andyouwerescaredbecauseyoulove

me.Shitcould’vehappened.Ijustgotawaybecause

itallhappenedwhilebhutiwasgoingthroughhis

ownroughpatch.Hedidn’thavetheenergytofight

me.Iknowwhereyoucamefrom andIappreciate

youforbeingthesweetestone.”Hepickshisglass,

sipshisicecoffeefrappewithastrawandclearshis

throatdramatically.

“Butyougetitnow,right?Idon’tdofishsandwich,I

dosausages.”

Bandlafrownsandcoughs.

“Whoah,holditrightthere.I’m 30,you’re18,Idon’t

wanttohearanythingaboutyoursexlifeand

sausages.Hha,hhayi-bo!”

Sqalolaughsandchangesthesubject.He’snever



apologizedtoKhanyoaboutwhathedidwhen

Bandlatriedtointroducethem atthehotel.

“Howismysister-in-law?”heasks,quoting‘in-law’

withhisfingersanddiggingintohisprawns.

“She’sfine,”Bandlasayswithasigh.

“IknowherandIhaveneversatdownandtalked.

Shehasadifferentpictureofme,Icalledhera

prostituteandI’veneverapologizedforit.Iwas

angryatyou,itwaswrongofmetoinsultherthat

way.IfyoucangetustositdownonedayI’dliketo

apologizetoherinpersonandgettoknowher

better.”

Bandla’slipscrackintoasmile.Itneverbothered

him becauseKhanyowasabiggerpersonaboutit,

buthe’shappythatthey’rebothreadytomove

forward.

“She’sagoodcook.Abitcrazyattimes.Butshe’sa

reallygoodperson,onceyougettoknowheryou’ll

surelyloveher,”hesays.

“I’m sureIwill.You’reglowingalittlebit,thatmeans

you’reinsofthands,”Sqalo.



“Softhands,yeah,sometimes.Iactuallywantyouto

sleepovermyhouse,Ihavesomethingforyou,andI

wantustohavesomethinglikeaprayerwithher.”

“Aprayer?”Sqalofrowns.

“It’snotaboutyoubeinggay.Therearesomeother

thingsweneedtoprayabout,youchurchdrop-out.

Yourwell-being,protection,schoolandfamily.”

Sqalolaughsatthe‘churchdrop-outanddefends

himself.Ithasn’tbeeneasyadjustingtolife,hehad

toletalotofthingsgo,hismotherincluded.

“HowisMom?”heasks.

Bandlasighs,“She’sgoodandhappywithMawande

home.”

“Mustbenice,”Sqalotapshisfingersforthe

waitress.“CanIhaveaglassofwater,please.”

Oh,well….

.

.

MAWANDE



Sqaloishome,drivinginandoutinhisnewcar,and

callingoldschoolmatestoshowoff.Everyone

seemstobehappywithoutMaKhumalohome.She’ll

bebackonSaturdaywithsomeofherrelativesto

welcomeMaNtusibacktothefamily.It’s“uchakide

uhlolile,imambayelukile”situation.Mawandeis

frying3kgpotatoesinthekitchenandsingingloudly

inthekitchen.

“Hey,what’sthis?”

Ohshucks,thisonedidn’tgotoWaterways,he’s

herespoilingallthefunofbeinghomewithouta

mother.

“I’llthrowitout,”Mawandesays.

“Yourphonehasbeenringingnonstop,”hetellsher

beforewalkingaway.

ItmustbePearl.Theirfriendshiphasgottentighter

overthemonths.Sheclearsdirtonthetableand

throwsitoutbeforeThakasacallsMaKhumaloand

tellsherthatherhousehasbeenturnedintoadump.



Shejoinshersiblingsintheloungeandscrollsdown

tocheckallthecallsandmessagesshemissed.

Nonecomesfrom Pearl,it’s"General"who’sbeen

calling.

“Yourin-lawswantyouback?”Nkonzoasks,sitting

withTemainhisarm.

“Ummm,no.”OhLord,she’sbeingawkwardaboutit.

There’sthisunsettlingtextthatsays:CHECKDOWN

THEROAD.

WhatdoesBhambathameansheshouldcheck

downtheroad?Hecouldn’thavepossiblycamehere

becausethatwouldmakethingsworsethanthey

alreadyare.

“WhenisPhelocominghome?”Bandlaasks.

“Idon’tknow.HermotherandIaren’ttalking,”

Thakasasayswithashrug.

“Why?”Nkonzoaskswithafrown.

“It’salongstory.”That’sallhe’sgoing

togivethem andtheyknowit.Hetakesouthis



phone,theystrikeanotherconversation.

Mawande’sphoneringsagain.Shesilencesitand

looksatherbrotherswithhereyeswidened.She’s

neverbeensneakyinherlife.Bhambathaisreally

testingherbrothers!He’sparkeddowntheroadfor

what?Whodoesthat?

“I’m goingtothetuckshoptobuyairtime.Iwantto

callPearlback.”

Thakasafrowns,“You’rewalkingtotheshopfor

airtime?Can’tyoubuythroughthebank?”

“Letmetopyouup,mybrokesister,”Nkonzosays,

pullingouthisphone.

Mawandegasps,“No,no,no!Iwanttostretchmy

legs,really,it’sokay.”

Theylookatoneanother,confused.

“Oh,okay,thengostretchyourlegs,”Nkonzosays.

Phewww!She’sneverbeensofreakedoutbyaman

likethis.Itfeelslikeshe’sanaughty16year-oldgirl.

Shekeepsherfriesinthemicrowave,emptiesthe

cookedoilintoabottleandleavesthepaninsidethe



sink.

Changingherdress,really?DeepbreathMawande.

Shechecksherfaceonthemirrorandtiesascarf

aroundherhead.He’sstillherbrother-in-law,if

anyonecatcheshersittinginhiscarwithnohead-

wrapthey’llassumetheworst.ShespraysLady

Millionaroundherneckandunderarms.

“Okay,focusMawande,”shesaystoherself,patting

hershoulders.Shesnatchesherpurse,takesaR20

noteandheadsoutofthehouse.

HiscarbonblackX6isparkeddowntheroad,just

twohomesteadsawayfrom theManqeles,whichis

eyebrow-raisingonitsown.He’splayingNathi’s

favoriteBlackCoffeealbum;AfricaRising.

WhenMawandewalkstowardsthecarheturns

downthemusicandclimbsouttoopenthedoorfor

her.She’snotpleasedbyhispresenceatall,it

showsonherface.



“Sawubona,”hegreetsher.

“HiBhambatha.”She’sstaringoutsidethewindow.

“Sibangani?”heasks.(Whatarewefightingabout)

“Nothing.Whyareyouhere?”Mawandesays,turning

herfacetohim.Hehasshavenhisheadbaldand

trimmedhisbeardshorter.Helooksdifferent,more

likehe’smiraculouslymaturedoverasingleweek.

“I’m herebecauseyouarehere.Whyareyouhere?”

heasksher.

Sigh!

“I’m visitingmyfamily.ItoldyoubeforeIleftandI

notifiedthefamilywhenIgothere,"shesays.

“Youleftbecausewekissed.Soourkissisthe

reasonwhymybrother’shouseislocked.”

Sheexhalesandleansbackontheseat.Theytalked

aboutthis.Hewaspartofthereasonwhysheleft

butit’snotdeepashenowmakesitsound.

“Idon’twanttobethereasonwhymybrother's

housecrumbledown.You’rehurtingme.”Mawande

looksathim,helooksdeadserious.



“IcannotdenythatIfeelsomethingforyou.IfIhad

theliferemoteinmyhand,I’dflipthroughthe

channelsandswitchmylifearoundtobecomea

potentialmanyoucancontinueyourlifewith.ButI

knowwhyyou’rerunningforthehills,anyonewould.”

“Whatdoyoumean?”Hervoicecomesoutinalmost

-whisper.

“ItriedtositdownwithMa,butitdidn’tworkout.I

don’thavethequalities.”Hegrinsandshrugshis

shoulders.He’susedtorejectionandcriticism,but

latelyit’sbeenstingingandcuttingdeeplyinhis

heart.

“Youdon’thavequalities?Bhambatha,I’m notajob

postoraprizetobewon.”

“That’snotwhatIwastryingtosayatall,”hesays

apologetically.

“Youdidn’tgotoyourmothertoapplyfora

competition?I’m aprizetobewon,right?Because

yourbrotherpaidlobolanowallofyoucantake

turnswithme.”

“Mawande,that’snot….”



“Whatisitthatmakesonequalifiesasmynew

husband?Whatarethequalities?Whatwasyour

motivationspeech?”

Hesighsandrestshisheadbackonhisflattened

palmsagainsttheseat.

“Don’tyouthinkIdeservetohaveavoicetoatleast

mentionwhatkindofamanIwantwhenI’m readyto

haveanotherhusband?Youthinkit’sallliesinyour

mother?”

“Mawande,IsimplyaskedherwhatIcandoto

becomeabetterson,abetterbrotherandabetter

future-husband,andshesaid‘nothing’.”

Shethrowsherhandsup,“You’reherebecauseyou

thinkIleftbecauseofthestupidkiss.Okay,yesIleft

becauseofit,sowhat?Youshouldn’thavekissed

me.YouweresupposedtobemyGeneral,notPrince

Charmingwhokissesmeinthemiddleofthe

conversation.”

“Iunderstandthatand….”

“Youweresupposedtostayawayfrom meafterthat

becauseItoldyouIdidn’tknowifI’dbeabletostop



thatfrom happeningagaininfuture.Butyouarehere

wearingHawaiianshirts,tatteredjeansand….”

“They’renottattered,they’restylishlyripped,”he

says.

“Idon’tcare,youareherewearingHawaiianshirts,

tatteredjeansandlookinglikeapotato,justtotest

me,”shesays.

Hecracksintolaughter.He’shadhisfairshareof

women,buthe’sneverbeencalledapotatofor

shavinghisheadclean.

“I’m tryingnottolookatyouasanythingmoreor

lessthanabrother-in-law.Butyou’renotmaking

thingseasy,Ihadtosneakoutlikealittlegirl.For

what?Forwhat,Bhambatha?”

Hesnatchesherwavinghandandpullshercloser.

Thespacebetweenthem closesastheirforeheads

link.

“Idon’thaveananswer.Idon’tknowforwhat,allI

knowisthatI’veterriblymissedyousomuch.I

understandwhywecan’tbearoundeachother,but

thenagain,it’snotwhatmyheartandbodywant.”



Shetakesadeep,longbreath.Talkingtoomuchis

notwhosheis.Thiswholethingisfrustrating,she

praysaboutiteveryday.

“I’m scared,”shewhispers.

“Don’tbe.I’m hereforyou,alwaysgoingtobe,

regardlessofhowthingsturnout.”Hislipstenderly

brushagainsther.Heinhalesherscent,looksupin

hereyesandtheylockwithhersinabriefstare

beforeheshutsthem andsucksherlipslowly.

Hishandbrushesbehindherneck,he’smoaning

softlyandtryingtocaptureherlipsfrom everyangle.

Shebreaksoff,breathingheavilyandburiesherface

withherhands.She'sdoneitagain!They'rekissing,

notaccidentalnow,butonpurpose.Thisisfucked

up.

“IthinkI’vefalleninlovewithyou,inaveryhard

way,"hesays.

Shelooksathim withherheartpoundinghard

againstherchest.

“That’s…Idon’tknowwhattosay…Iknew,I



mean…God,Bhambatha,youdidn’thavetosayit.

Howdoyouexpectmetoreact?”

“JustsaywhenIshouldpickyouupfordinnerand

wheredoyouwantustogo.Ipromise,Iwon’tshow

upintatteredjeans.”

Shelaughs,“They’renottattered,Iapologize.”

“Youhurtmyfeelings,sowhattime?You’remaking

upforit.”

“IfI’m abletocomeupwithastorytomybrothers,

it’llbe4:30pm.Gosh,Ihatesneakingoutandlying!”

“I’llmakeitworthallyourefforts,”hesays.

Hereyesdroptohisjean.Okay,that’sonesensitive,

impatientdipstick.Alwaysreadytostandupandsay

‘hello’toanyonethatrubsskinwithdaddy.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER53

BHAMBATHA

Stangerisaveryconfusingtown,youjustdon’t

knowwhat’sgoingonwithanything.ItsU-Savelooks

likeadevelopingPakistantuck-shop.Hewasn’teven

surethey’dfindadecentrestaurant.Heexpected

someCurry&Ricethingwithwoodendesksand

sweaty,Indianwomanrunningaroundandshouting

atwaitresses.TherearealotofIndiansinthistown.

They’restreetvendors,hawkers,taxidriversand

robbers.

“HaveyouneverbeentoStangerbefore?”Mawande

asksastheysettleontheirseatsinsideMozambik.

“Ihave,justnotforrestaurants,”hesays.

“Oh,whathaveyoubeenhereforthen?”sheasks.

“Heists,”hesays.

Yeah,right?Shegrabsthemenuandpagesit

through.Thisiswhoshegoestosecretdinnerswith?



They’venevertalkedabouthislifestyleorpast,she

justchosetotrusthim nottodoanythingwhileshe's

around.

“Mawande,areyouokay?”heasks,loweringhiseyes

tryingtoreadherface.

Shesighs,“Yes.Sowhatareyoueating?”

“Thepeanutstheygaveus,”hethrowsthem inhis

mouthandstaresatherasshetakesadeepbreath.

“I’m talkingaboutfood.Whatareyouordering?”

“Whateveryou’rehaving,”hesays,shiftinghiseyes

tothepacketofpeanutstheyreceivedatthe

entrance.

“Alright,I’m havingstuffedgreenolives,grilled

calamaritubesandtentacleswithchickenlivers.”

Wait,can’tshechooseachicken?Hesawchicken

onthemenu.

“Idon’twanttubesandtesticles.Iwantchickenand

dumpling.”

Didhejustsaytubesandtesticlesinsteadof

calamaritubesandtentacles?



“ThisisMozambik,notsomefood-shelterintherank.

Theydon’tservedumplings,”shesaysinalowered

voice.

“Fine,Iwantrice,”hesays.

“Coconutrice?”

“No,rice-rice.”

Sigh!

“You’resohardtoeatwith.”She’slaughingand

shakingherhead.Nyeziwasverysophisticatedand

classy.He’dtakeheroutandbuyherfoodshe’s

neverevenseenonTV.Withthisoneit’sliketakinga

villageboytotherestaurantforthefirsttime,yethe

hasallthemoneyintheworld.Heevenownsasemi

-restaurantShisanyama.

“Howisbusiness?”Mawandeasksafterplacing

theirorders.

“ShisanyamaisdoingbetterthanIexpected.Some

areslacking,somearepullingup,butit’sallgood.”

“You’redoingprettyamazingforyourself.Your

mothermustbeproudofyou.I’m suresheis,but



shejustwon’ttellyou.”

Hechuckles,“You’reagoodperson.Ilovethatabout

you.”

“Whatdoyouloveaboutyourself?”sheaskshim.

It’sadifficultquestion,hedoesn’tknowhowto

answerit.

“Youdon’tknow?”sheasks.

“Na,Idon’t.Whatdoyouloveaboutme?”

“You’reprotective,youspeakyourmindanddowhat

makesyouhappy.”

He’sblushing.

“WhatIdon’tlikeaboutyouishowyoutalk,”she

says.

Thegrinonhisfacedisappears.

“HowdoItalk?”heasks.

“Youcursealot,youargueandraiseyourvoiceat

yourmother.”

“Butshepushesmetodoso,”hesaysdefensively.



“You’refailingthefirstprincipleofbeingablack

child.Neverraiseyourvoiceatyourparent.Inher

eyesyou’realwaysgoingtobeachild.Andshehas

everyrighttobemadatyouforthechoicesyou’ve

madeinlife.Nomotherwantstoseehersongoto

jail,especiallyaftershe’ssentyoutouniversityand

raisedyouwell.Itmustbeheartbreaking,shemust

bequestioningherselfaswell.Wheredidshego

wrong?Youhadalldoorsopenedbutyouchosenot

toenterasingleone.”

He’sgettingworkedup,“Areyoujudgingmeright

now?”

“I’m sayingIwantyoutoshowyourmotherthat

you’resorryandyouwanttobepartofthefamily.I

knowyouthinkshedoesn’tcare,butshedoes.

That’swhyshecantalkcrapaboutyou,butassoon

assomeoneelsetriestotalkaboutyoushestrikes.

Youlaidinherwombfor9months,shehadonlytwo

kidsandnowonlyoneleft.”

Hechucklesindisbelief.

“Mymom hasneverdefendedmefrom anyone,not



evenmyuncleswhothinktheirchildrenarebetter

thanme,”hesays.

“WhydoyouthinkherandMaNtanziarenolonger

friends?”

Well,he’sneverbeeninterestedinhismother’s

friendsandenemies.WhoisevenMaNtanzi?

Heshrugshisshoulders.

“MaNtanzikepttalkingaboutyouatthetempleand

spreadingrumorsaboutyou.Therewasahugefight,

everyonewastalkingaboutit.”

“Verbalfight,right?”heasks.

“No,physicalfight.Mkhokhelihadtositthem down

andtalktobothofthem.Butitwastoolatefortheir

friendshiptoberekindled.”

Aknotsitsbelowhisstomach.Hismotherisall

thingsbutshe’snotratchet.She’saverywell-

behaved,respectedwomaninthecommunity.His

fathermust’veturnedinhisgravewhenallthat

happened.

“ThatbreaksmyheartbecauseIdon’tgivetwofucks



aboutwhatpeoplesayorthinkofme.”

Lord,thatlanguage!Can’thesayhedoesn’tcareina

normalway.

“Butyourmothercares,you’reherson,”Mawande

says.

Hereleasesadeepsighandpushesbackhischair.

“Ineedamoment.”Hewalksoutthroughthe

restaurantbalconydoorandstandsoutsideforfresh

air.

Maybeshetookittoofar.Nowshedoesn’tknow

whethertofollowandcheckhowheis,orwaitfor

him tocomeback.

Theirfoodarrives,ittooklongenough.

“Finally,Ithoughtyouguyswerestillwaitingfor

stockbecausewow,”shesays,grabbingwrapped

forkandtearingthestupidservietteoff.

“Wearesorry,mam,”saysthewaitress

apologetically.



She’stakingoutherfrustrationsonawrongperson.

“It’sgood,thankyou.”Sheheavesasighandputs

downthefork.Shecannoteatnotknowingwhat’s

goingonwithhim.

Justasshepushesbackthechair,hewalksbackin.

Reliefwashesalloverher.Paintinghim asabadson

wasn’therintention,shejustwantstoseehim and

hismotherdoingbetter.Nyeziwould’vewantedthat

too;hisfamilytobeunited.

“Areyouokay?”sheaskshim,tryingtoreadhisface.

“Ismoked,I’m good.”Hepullshisplateandindulges

intohisfood.Helooksup,studiesherfaceand

exhalesheavily.

“Ismokeanddrink.I’vebeenintoitforyears,Idon’t

thinkthatpartofmylifecanchange.Icanneverbe

Nyezi,butIcantrytostepupandbeakindofaman

youcanbeproudof.Iloveyourcompany,yoursmile,

youreyesandeverything.I’m notproudofitbecause

you’remysister-in-law,butIcannotcontrolmy

feelings.”

Hereyesdroptothetable.It’sbeenayearsince



Nyezipassedon.Hetoldhertobehappyandgo

wherevershewantstogointheworld.Butshe

cannothelpthequestionsinherhead.Wouldhebe

happytoknowthatshewantstobehappywithhis

brother?

“WheredoIstand?”heasks.

Sheblushes,“Withwhat?”

“Mawande,nowyouwantmetogobacktothe90s

andaskif‘uyangifakanomauyangikhipha’?”His

handgoesoverthetableandholdshers.Hedoesn’t

looklikethetypethatholdshands,hisnervoussmile

looksweird.

“Wearegoingtotakeitslowly.I’m nottryingtostep

intomybrother’sshoes,I’llletyoufindyourselfand

beindependentoutsidemarriage.Ifyouwantmeto

stepback,Iwill.”

“Youdon’tlooklikesomeonewhostepsback

easily.”

Hechuckles,“Guiltyascharged.ButI’lltreatyoulike

aqueenandtakecareofyou.Insteadofaskingme

tostepback,you’dbebeggingmetostaywithyou.”



Shethrowsherheadbackandlaughs.

“Begyou?”sheasks.

“Mawande,”heclearshisthroatandtakesasipfrom

hisglass.“Mbhemuhereknowsalltricksofthe

trade.”

“Whoismbhemu?”sheasksinaloweredvoice.

Hesmilesandbiteshisbottom lip.Gadzooks!She

picksherglassandsipsshyly.

“Whenareyougoingtosayhellotohim?”heasks

withasmirk.

“Bhambatha,yourfoodisdryingup.TellmbhemuI

sentmyregards,”shesays,shiftingherfocustoher

plate.

Hecracksintolaughterandeatshisfoodaswell.

Thisisdefinitelygoingsomewhereandhe’sexcited

toseehowitturnsout.However,heneedstoseehis

motherandtrytotalk,again.Hearingthatshecutoff

afriendbecauseofhim reallyshiftedsomethingin

hisheart.She’sthelastpersonintheworldto

defendhim,orsohethought.



.
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THAKASA

MaNtusifinallycamebackhome.Shedidn’tcome

alone,herunclesandauntswereaccompanyingher.

Theymadesuretochoosetheskinniestcowsinthe

farm.Youcouldn’ttelliftheirgoatsaresickor

hungry,theylookedsounhealthyandfragile.Itwas

alldoneonpurposeandThakasawantedtokick

them outwiththeirstupidanimals.ButNkonzo

quicklyremindedhim whyitwasallhappening.It

wasneveraboutcowsandgoats,theyarenot

desperateforallthat,theycanbuycowsiftheywant

them,itwasallforLonda.

SonoweveryoneknowsaboutNothile’sinfidelity,

theywerehere,feastingonthecowthatwas

slaughteredtoappeasetheancestorsforher

cheating.Shedidn’tjustloseeveryone’srespect,

everyonemakesfacesandwhisperswhentheysee



her.Yet,Thakasaiswalkingaroundwithadaughter

thathegotoutsidetheirmarriageinhisarm happily

andeveryonecannotstopcomplimentingthem.

Fatheroftheyear!Nobodycaresifhecheatedornot.

It’shercheatingthathasturnedscandalousand

publicly.

Ontopofthat,hewantsafamilymeetingtomorrow.

Everyoneknowswhatthatisabout.Evenifshestill

wishedtoarguetheidea,nowshe’slostallthat

power.

Honestly,shedoesn’tknowhowlongshe’sgoingto

stayinthisplace.Mawandeistryingherbestto

makeherfeelbackathome,butthingsarejusttoo

different.

SheputsLondainbed,tomorrowbeforethemeeting

Thakasawilltakehim tosomeprominentmembers

ofthetempleforaprayer.He’snotthatbadwithhim,

buthe’snotlovingasheistoPhelo.Thisiswhyshe

wantshim toagreetoMandulofullyclaimingLonda

ashisson.He’sbeenverycalm hereatthe



Manqeles,evenlaughedwhenMawandepokedhis

cheeks.Butthefactis,he’snotoneofthem andshe

doesn’twanthim tobe.He’saNyathi.

She’spacingaroundthebedroom thatsheknows

Thakasawillnotusetonight.There’snodivorce,not

intheirtypeofmarriage,butitcandefinitelyend.

She’smarriedtothisman,thatwon’tchange,but

shedoesn’tseehowthey’regoingtomoveonfrom

thisone.Lovehasended,boththeirheartsarein

tatters.Hehurtherandshehurthim back,50/50.

Thakasawalksin,closesthedoorbehindhim

becauseit’sabitwindyoutside,andunbuttonshis

shirt.

“Isheasleep?”heasks,lookingatLonda.

“Yes,”shenodswithasigh.

“Whydon’tyouletMawandekeephim forthenight?

Pheloisnotsleepinghereaswell,weneedtotalk

andIdon’tthinkyouknowhowtodothathealthily.”

“No!”shesays.



“Notowhat?”Heraiseshiseyebrow.

“He’snotsleepingwithMawande,”shesays.

“Soyou’regoingtotreathim differently?Ithought

weweresortingoutthatmesstoday.”

“No,Manqele.Whereareyougoingtosleep?”

Hefrowns,“Here,inmybed.”

“Whataboutme?”sheasks.

“WearestillmarriedMaNtusi.We’vesharedabed

for6years.Itdoesn’tmeanwe’regoingtobe

intimate,unlessifyouwanttogoandsharearoom

withMaKhumalo.”

“Whoah,noways!”Theybothlaugh,unexpectedly,

anditbecomesveryawkward.

Hetakeshisshoesoffandsitsonbed,carefulnotto

wakethebabyup.

“MaNtusi,”hesays.

Shelooksathim withherbreathheldinherchest.

“I’m notleavingyou.Areyouleavingme?”Thisisthe

questionthat’sbeenhangingovertheirheads



silentlythewholeday.

Shefeelsherchesttightens.Whataquestion!She

sitsnexttohim andtakesadeepsigh.

“Idon’twanttobehere.Familiesgotinvolved,things

willneverbethesame.Myfamilyhateyouandyours

hateme,it’samess!”

“Idon’trememberaskingyourfamilytomarryme,

soIdon’tcareiftheystilllovemeornot.Icareabout

yourfeelings.Iknowthatwehurteachother,butI

stillsaywhatIsaidtoyou6yearsago.Onlydeath

candomeapartfrom you.”

“WhataboutLonda?Areyougoingtolethim bewith

hisrightfulancestors?”sheasks.

“There’snothinglikethat.Yourkids’rightful

ancestorsarehere.”

Shesighs,“Manqele,youknowthere’ssomething

youcando.”

“Idon’twanttodoit.Londaissafehere,withus.

Mandulo,orwhoeverhisnameis,mustgofinda

singlewomantoimpregnate.”



Lord,thisisnotgoinganywhere!

“Okaythen,you’regoingtobuildusourownhouse,

asyourauntsadvisedyou.”

“Iwilldothat.Infact,Iwantedustolookatthese

housesandseeif……”

“No,I’m notdone,”shesays,pushinghisphoneaway.

“IfLondaremainsyoursonbyfire,byforce,thenyou

cannottakeasecondwife.”

Hisfaceflushesup.Whaaat?!

“Youcan,butyouwon’thavemyblessing,”she

clarifies.

“That’sSphephelo’smother,notjustanyone,”he

sayswithafrown.

“Andthat’sLonda’sfather,notjustanyone!”she

says.

“Idon’tknowthatidiotandIhavenointerestin

doingso.I’m tryingtokeepmycool,butyouare

pushingmetolosemytemper.”

“ExactlyhowIusetofeelwhenyoubrought

Nomkhosiup.Thedifferenceis,I’m notinlovewith



him.He’sgotalifeofhisown,kidsandagirlfriend.

I’m willingtoletyoumarrytheloveofyourlife,onlyif

youletMandulodorightbyhisson.Iknowculture,

I’m notsayingyou’reamonster,I’m simplyasking

youafavorassomeoneyouhurtandclaim tolove.

Assomeonewho’swillingtoliveherwholelifeina

lovelessmarriageandwatchherhusbandweds

anotherwoman.”

Heshutshiseyesandinhalesadeepsighfrom the

bottom ofhislungs.

“Iloveyou,MaNtusi,”hesays.

“Whatabouther?”sheasks.

“Honestly,Ilovebothofyou.”

Tearsfloodherface.Heholdsherhandand

squeezesit.

“Idon’thaveareasontolie.Ican’tletyougo,

ngiyakuthanda.You’remywife,myfirsttrue-love,my

smile-keeper.”

“Youdon’tsmilethough,”shesays,wipingtears.

“Myheartdosmile.WhenIcomehometoyou



watchingthatstupidIndianchannelwithyourears

blocked,myheartsmiles.Ihateyourtrips,especially

whenyouwantmetoswim,butIbadlymissthem

whenyoudon’tplanany.Iloveitwhenyouopen

youreyesinthemorningandcheckifI’m stillasleep,

thenyouslipoutofbedslowlyifyouthinkI’m still

asleep.Ilovehowyousmellaftertakingabath,I

loveyourthickthighsandfullbreasts.Iloveyour

smile,Iloveyourfood,Iloveyourobsessionwith

earrings.ThingsmayhavehappenedbutIstilllove

you.Istillwanttospendtherestofmylifewithyou.”

She’shappytohearthis,butshe’snotsureaboutthe

future.

“Manqele,doyourememberhowyouwereafter

findingher?Youdon’tknowhowtobeamantotwo

peopleequally,”shesays.

“Thingsaredifferentnow.Ipromiseyou,weare

goingtocommunicatemore.Ifwehaveto,monthly

we’llhaveafamilymeetingandtalkopenlyabout

anythingconcerningthefamily.”

Shesighs,“Youguysalreadyplannedthis,didn’t



you?”

“No,shedoesn’tknow.”

“Huh?”Nothilefrowns.

“I’m goingtotalktohertomorrowmorning,weare

notonspeakingtermsfollowingthatPrecious

thing.”

“AreyousleepingwithPrecious?”sheasks.

“MaNtusi,howcanyouaskmethatquestion?I’m

notthemosthonestmanonearth,butIdon’tgo

aroundsleepingwithanyoneinaskirt.”

Sheshrugshershoulders,“Iwasjustasking.”

“Sowhatareyousayingabouthavingasister?”

“Okay,goaheadwithyourplans.She’sthemotherof

yourchildandI’m not.”

“You’rePhelo’smotheraswell.Andyou’restillgoing

togivemechildren,right?”

“Ifailedtodosofor6years,whywouldIsucceed

now?”

“Thatattitudeiswhatbroughtusheretoday.Please



don’tgothereagain,wearegoingtohavemore

childrentogether.Andifwedon’t,wehaveeach

other.Iloveyou,mywife,okay?”

Shenods,“Iloveyoutoo.”

Hesmiles,notjustwithhisheart,itspreadsonhis

faceaswell.

“Sowherearethehouses?”sheasks.

“Oh,thehouses….”



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER54

KHANYO

Iwokeupfrom myeventfulnapandcalledhim.He

saidtherewerethingsheneededtodo,someofhis

relativeshaven’tleftsoheneedstobehometohelp

out.It’sjustadayaftertheywelcomedhisbrother’s

wifebackhome.ButItooknoexcuses,Imadeit

soundurgent-notthatIlied-butnowthathe’shereI

cannotbringmyselftobreakittohim.

Ihughim,that’sallIcando.I’m notGod,Icanhelp

whereIcan,butHiswordisfinal.WhatIknowisthat

Icangivethisonestrength,hopefullyTemacanbe

thereforNkonzoaswell,becauseThakasawillneed

them movingforward.He’sranoutofstrength,a

thinstringthatheheldontokeepthisfamily

togetherwillbreaksoon.He’llwanttohandoverthe

ropesandgrovelintoadarkplace.Morethan

anyone,he’llbedestructedbecausehe’sendorsed

himselfaseveryone’ssuperman.



“Babe,what’sgoingon?”Bandlaasks,lookingatthe

whitegarmentI’m wearing.Iprobablyshouldtakeit

offsinceI’m donepraying,beforeideasof

comfortinghim alternativelystrikemymind.

“Ijustwantedtoseeyou.”Icannotcontrolhow

strainedmyvoicesounds.

He’sannoyed,butbecauseit’smehecannot

expressit.

“ButKhanyoItoldyouwewerebusyathome.Now

they’llthinkI’m dodgingworkorbeingdisrespectful.”

“Areyouhungry?”Iask.

“Yes,”hesays,tooquicklyformycomprehension.

“I’m talkingaboutFOOD,”Iclarify.

Hesmiles.Myheartmelts.IknowIwon’tbeseeing

thischeerfulfaceforafewcomingweeks,soI’m

goingtoenjoyitwhileitlasts.

“You’rehandsome,”Isay.

Hefrowns,“Don’tsaythat,I’m aman,notagirlwho

justboughtnewleggings.”



“Ahandsomeman,that’swhatI’m saying,not

disputingyourgender.”

He’stryingnottoblushbutthetwinkleinhiseyes

sellshim off.Thisgenderlovesthingstoo.They

wanttobecomplimented,cuddledlikebearsand

massaged.Theyjustdon’thavethegutstoadmitit.

“Doyouwantafootmassage?Iknowyou’vebeen

onyourfeetsinceyesterday?”Iask.

“Yes,Ido.Butwhyareyousonice?”Hefrowns,

althoughhelooksverymuchamused.

“I’m alwaysnice.Takeyourclothesoff,allofthem,

andlieinbed.I’llgetmyArnicaoilfrom thebag.”

“Pleasedon’tkillme,Imadeamistake,”hesays.

Idon’twhethertolaughorcry.HereallythinkI’duse

massageoiltokillhischeatingasswhilethereare

somanykniveslyinginthekitchen.

“Takeyourclothesoffandlieinbed,Bandlalethu,”I

say.

Hesmilesandunbuttonshisshirt.Ithinkhelikes

howIsoundwhenI’m irritated.



Ichangeintoamididressandgetthemassageoil.

Mymindcannotgetoverthatdream.ItoldSqalonot

torespond,butIguesshisfather’svoicewaslouder

thanmine.

Hecalledhim twice;“Sqalosamathonga.”

Myheartleapttomythroat.Ibelievethathecould’ve

sortedouthisrelationshipwithhismother,even

thoughshe’salreadybreathedsomanyhurtful

wordstowardshim inthepresenceoftheancestors.

Onceyourmothersays“iyangihluphalengane”,your

lifeislikelytocrumbledown.It’sacurseindisguise,

everyoneknowsit,butourmotherslettheir

emotionsspeakbeforeweighingtheconsequences.

Manqeledoesn’twantanyonetobotherhiswife.

Thakasawasabletomendthingswithherwhilehe

stillhadtime,eventhoughhewasn’tawareofit.

Nowtheoldmanisfurious.

IcriedassoonasIheardhisvoice.

“Sqalodon’trespond,”Isaid.



Buthecalledhisnameagain,“Sqalosamathonga!”

Iheardhisvoice,deepinmysleep,respondingtohis

father.

“Baba,”heanswered.

Iwokeupcoveredinsweatwithmyheartpounding

hardagainstmychest.

Iprayedforhim,thelittleboywhoseonlydisrespect

tohismotherwastobesexuallyattractedtothe

samegender.

ButtherewasnothingIcoulddo-umbizileubaba

wakhe,wasabela.

Bandlakneelsnexttomewithabottleofwater.He’s

butt-naked,asIinstructedbeforeemotionsgot

betterofme.

Myhandsareshakinguncontrollably.Icannotdo

this,IthoughtIwasstrongbutI’m not.

“Nokukhanya,whyareyoucrying?”He’sscared.

.



.

THAKASA

Hecalledher,shedidn’tpickup,ashe’dexpected.

Sohesentheratextthatgotblue-ticked,buthestill

drovetoWaterwaysanyway.Heknowshow

dramaticshecanbewhenprovoked,andherealizes

hismistakeofassociatinghimselfwithPrecious,but

nowtheyneedtotalk.Realtalkthathe’sbeen

dreadingsincethedayhefirstrealizedthatwhathe

hasforherisnotsomethinghecangetridof.

Heopensthebalconydoorandwindowsforfreshair,

andkeepsthepizzaheboughtinsidethefridge

whilehewaitsnervouslyforher.

Shehasn’trespondedbutheknowsshe’llcome.

Evenifshewon’ttalktohim,oraccepthisapology,

butshe’llcomeoutofrespect.

Indeed,acarpullsuphalfanhourlater.Hispalms

startsweating,thisisthemoment!



Heelsclickonthetilesasshestrutsinwithan

inhospitablelookonherface.

“Whereismydaughter?”sheasks,lookingaround

forPhelo.She’llbedamnedifthismancameallthis

waywithouttheirdaughter-theonlythingthat’s

linkingthem together.

“IleftherwithMawande,”Thakasasays.

“Oh,thenwhyam IhereifPheloisnotaround?”she

askswithafrown.

Hetakesadeepbreath,standsupandwalksaround

thecouchtowhereshe’sstanding.

Hetakeseverythinginherhands,withnoamountof

force,andputsitonthecouch.

“Nomkhosi,”hesays,holdingbothherhandsand

inhalingasharpbreath.“Imissyou.Imissus,just

meandyou.”

“Thakasa,youcameallthewayfrom Mandenitodo

this?”She’sdefeated,honestly.

Heplaceshishandonthesideofherface,she

respondswithadeepexhalationanddropshereyes.



“YouwantPhelotogrowallteethbeforelettingme

inthecoochie?”

Shemoveshishandoffherface,yanksanotherone

offandgoestothecouchtogetherstuff.

“Ihaven’tsleptwithanyoneinmonths.Thelast

personIwaswith,wasMaNtusi,beforesheleftme.

Angikazengigange,Ipromiseyou.”

Really?Sherollshereyesandpushesherpurse

underarm.

“Idon’tcarewhatyoudowithyourdick,Thakasa.

Juststayawayfrom mycolleaguesandbeaman

enoughtogetinformationstraightfrom me.”

“Okay,I’m sorrybabe,Imeanit.”

Nomkhosifrowns,“Babe?Hhayi-bo.”

“Iloveyou,”hesays.

Asmuchasshe’salwayswantedtohearhim toss

thesewordsintheair,shecannothelpbutwonder

aboutthetimingofitall.

“ByeThakasa,callmewhenyouhavemydaughter.”

Shewavesherhandandwalkstowardsthedoor.



Hishandgrabsher,she’snotsurprisedatall,thisis

hisstyle.

“Soyouthinkgrabbingmy…”Hegrabsherfaceand

onslaughtsherwithakiss.It’ssosuddenand

unexpected,butsherespondstoitcalmerthanshe

musthave.Whenhishandstartsplayingbelowher

waist,shebreaksthekissandgiveshim alook.

“I’llonlyputthetipin,IjustwantMthongatofeelit.

Please,MakaPhelo,ithurts.”He’sbreathingheavily

andtryingtopulldownherskirtwithoutundoingthe

zipperattheback.

“You’regoingtotearmyskirt,andwearefacingthe

openbalconydoor,”shesays.

She’ssofteningup?Hefeelsaveinpulsatingonhis

shaft.Hewalksbehindher,lustgettingthebetterof

him ashestaresherbutt.Shespanksandsqueezes

it.

“Thakasa,stop!”Agiggleescapesherthroatwhile

she’stryingtobeearnestaspossible.

“Ifitwasuptomeyou’dbemodelingnakedforme.I

swearI’dcum beforeIeventouchyou.”



Sheentersthebedroom andstepsasideforhim to

walkin,thenshutsthedoorbehindthem.

Shehasn’tlostallherpregnancyweight.Havinga

childchangedsomepartsofherbodythathewas

accustomedto.He’sneverseenthecelluliteonher

thighs,gettingridofitwilltaketime.Herbutt,that

hestronglybelievesturnshim onmorethan

anything,haveamapallover.

“Doyouneedhelp?”He’salreadybutt-nakedand

massaginghisbeastlyshaftthatlooksreadyto

commitmurder.

“No,I’m good,”shesays.

Hecomesandhelpshertakeherclothesoffanyway.

Hishandsstartsqueezinganypartofherbodythey

cantouch.Hedoesn’tseem tobetakenbackbythe

changesonherbody.

“Doyouseethedamageyou’redoing?”heasks,

pointingathishardshaftwithagrin.

SheswallowsandshiftsherstareGfrom hislower



body.Hestartsrubbinghimselfagainstherthighs

andrunninghistonguearoundherneck.She’s

whimperinglikeasickcat,separatingherlegsto

allowhishandfullaccesstohercoochieandletting

thetingleshistonguegivesherspreadalloverher

bodylikeelectricwaves.

“Ngiyakuthandamawomntanami,uyezwa?”He’s

professinghislovealotlately.Therewasatime

whenshedidittooanddidn’tgetananswershe

desired,butnowshegetsawe-struckand

dumbfoundedwhenhesaysit.

Hepusheshertothebed,“Lalangomhlane,ngibuke

sthandwa.”(Lieonyourbackandletmesee,love)

“Seewhat?”sheasks,snappingoutofthebubbleof

pleasure.

“Ifthedoctorsdidn’thurtmypoodle,”hesayswitha

smile.

Hebringsherkneesup,separatesherwetfoldsand

peepsin.

“Theystitchedyouhere?”heasks,rubbingtheside

ofheropening.



It’suncomfortablehavingyourvaginainspectedby

yourbabydaddy.Butthey’readultsandshe’sshared

abedwithhim morethanherfingerscancount.

“Yes,”shesays,inhalingadeepbreath.

Herubsherclitwithasmirkonhisface,“Didthey

touchthemainswitch?”

Oh,Lord!Shefirmlyclosesherthighs.

“You’resoannoying!”shelaughs.

“Whyareyoushuttingmeout?Iwanttogreet,this

coochiedidagreatjobpushingmyprincessout,”he

says.

Shedoesn’tresistwhenheseparatesherlegsagain.

Heliesflatlyonthebedwithhisupperbodyand

pullsherthighstothesidesofhisface.

“Hello,pussy-doll!”Herubshiswholefaceoverher

mound.

Shecan’thelpbutbreaksintolaughterashishairy

facetinglesherwetflesh.

“Stopbeingsilly!”sheplayfullyhitshisheadand

opensherlegswider.



Herclitsmoothlyslipsintohislipsbeforeawarm

tonguelicksendsashockofwavesthroughouther

body.

“Babe!”She’sunawareofherwordsduringthis

heatedmoment.

Hefullylatchesonherclitandlabiallipsandshakes

hisheadwithalowmoan.Hegivesheralong,all-

cornerlickbeforehesucksherclitagain.

Shetriestosmashhisskullbyfirmlypressingher

thighsoverhisface,tryingtofightwavesofpleasure

threateningtounscrewallhersenses.

“Thakasa,p-l-e-a-s-e.Pleaseeeee!”

Hehearsnoneofherpleadingsandlickshisclitlike

adogtryingtofinishsoupbeforeotherdogssee.

He’sasecondlatewhenheremoveshisface,he’s

alreadyavictim ofheavyfloods.

“Damn!”hechucklesandwipeshislipswithaT-shirt.

Nomkhosiisstilloutofit.Heturnshertosleepon

herside,liesbehindherandliftsherlegupfora

scissorposition.



Hedirectshisfuriousmemberfrom behindand

slowlyslipsitinsidetheholeofjoy.Hepullsout,

takesaglanceathismanhoodandslipsafinger

insideher.Itcomesbackmoist,helicksitdryand

thrustsinagain.

“Whatareyoudoing?”sheasks,pullinghishand

aroundherwaist.

“JusttastingifwhatMthongafeelsiswhatittastes

like,”hesays.

“You’recreepy!”shesays.

“Youmademe,sonowI’m yourbitch,”hesays.

Shegigglesandshutshereyesashethrustsintoher

softcornerswithpassion.

Hepushesherdownonherstomach,liftsherhips

upanddoggiesher.Hehatesthispositionbecause

italwaysendshisgamebeforetime.Butshelikesit,

itgetsherscreamingwildly.

Shestartsshakingherbutt,hestopsmovingand

allowshertorotateshercoreanyhowshelikes.

“Thakasa!”shecries,lyingflatonherstomachand



pantingheavily.

Heliftsherupagainandpoundshermercilessly.Her

coretightensaroundhisshaft,heincreaseshispace

andpinsherwaistdown.

“No-mkho-si!”hegroansoutashefinallygetshis

release.Hestaysinsideherforamoment,emptying

everylastdropinsideherandcatchinghisbreath.

Hepullsoutandrollsovertotheotherside.Their

eyeslockforamoment,shedoesn’tlooklike

someonewhojusthadthebestsexofherlife.

“HowdidIthinkIwasgoingtolivewithoutyou?”He

cupsherfaceandkissesherlipstenderly.

Shebitesherbottom lipandkeepsherindescribable

stareonhim.She’sfallenbackintohistrapagain.

Ndondowillbesodisappointed.She’snotbreaking

thechain,insteadshe’sbecominghissperm dishall

overagain.

“MaNtusiandItalked,”hesays.

Theymadeup-expectedlyso-andhe’shereto

releasehimselfbeforegoingbacktoher.



“She’sbackhome.Weareworkingonourmarriage,

takingitonestepatatime.”

Shenods,“Congratulations!”

“Butshe’snotmovingbackhome.Wearelookingat

thehouses,there’soneinthisneighborhoodthatwe

mightconsider.”

Sheremoveshisarm aroundherandrollsoffbed.

She’snotevenheartbrokenbecausehe’susedher

againandsucceeded,it’sherownstupidityand

weaknessthat’sshattersher.Shewasdoingsowell.

MaNtusiandIwereinagoodspace,notthatshe’s

nothappyforhergettingherhusbandback,but

Thakasakeepsprovingherwordsright.She’snot

worthy!

“WhyareyoucryingMakaPhelo?”Thakasaasks,

followinghertothebathroom.

Shetriestoslam thedooronhisface,buthequickly

putshisarm ontheframetoblockit.Itslams

againsthiswristbone,almostbreakinghishand.

HispainfulgroanstopsNomkhosi.Sheopensthe

doorwithherheartpoundinghardagainstherchest,



andcheckshishand.

“Areyoualright?”sheasks.

“Yeah.”Hegrimacesasherfingersrubsonwrist.

“I’m sorry,Ididn’tmeantohurtyou,”shesaysina

fear-filled,apologetictone.

“MaybeIdeserveit,”hesays.

Well,he’sright,hedeservesmorethanadooronhis

wrist.

“Ngisacelaukulungisaamaphuthaami,”hesays.

(CanIrectifymymistakes,please)

“Howareyougoingtodothat?”sheasks.

Hetakesadeepbreathandholdsherhand.Helooks

intohereyes,they’repainedandmoistwithtears.

“You’llnevershedanothertearbecauseofme,”he

says.

Sheraiseshereyebrow.

“NgisacelaukubayisihlobonabakwaNsele.”(CanI

berelatedtotheNseles)



“Youhaveawife,Thakasa,”sheremindshim.

“AndIhaveyouaswell.Iwanttocommitmysoul,

myheartandmyentirelifetothisbeautifulthingwe

havegoingon.I’m tiredofplayinghideandseekwith

you.Ithurtsmeasmuchasithurtsyou.”

Shechucklesandshakesherheadindisbelief.

“Sowhatareyousayingexactly?”sheasks.

“Pleasemarryme,becomemysecondwifebylaw.I

loveyou,Ireallydo,Ican’tevenfightit.”

“IfNothiledidn’tgiveyouachancetodothis,would

youhavesaidallthis?”sheasks.

“Eventually,Iwouldhavesaidit.”Hisfacedoesn’t

showmuchconfidence.He’snotsureifhewould’ve

doneiteither.

“Whenwas“eventually”goingtobe?”sheasks.

“Idon’tknowNomkhosi,allIknowisthatRIGHT

NOW IwantustobefamilyandIhaveablessingin

doingso.AndIloveyou,thatmattersmorethan

anything.”

Sheshutshereyesandtakesadeepbreath.



“Youcannot,Thakasa,youCANNOThaveyourbread

butteredonbothsides,”shesays.

“Youarenotbreadtome.IloveyoumorethanIcan

explain.Thatdoesn’tchangehowIfeelabout

MaNtusi,vice-versa.You’vebeenpatientwithmefor

solong,Iwasn’tthemanyoudeservedbutnowI’m

willingtotrymybesttoshowyouhowmuchyou

meantome.”Heholdsherhandandlooksather,

maskedwithfear.

“Pleasedon’tturnmedown.Thisdaymeansalotto

me,I’m alwaysgoingtorememberitfortherestof

mylife.NgiyakuthandaMakaPhelo,withallmy

heart.”

Deepsigh!Shefeelscornered,he’snotgivinghera

minutetoprocessherthoughts.Thisisn’tjusther

decisionalone,NdondoandSnalohavetothrowin

theirtwocentsaswell.Notthatshe’lllistentothem

anyway,buttheyhavetosaysomething.

“Weareallgoingtositdownandtalk.You,MaNtusi

andI.Howaboutthat?”He’sdesperate.

“I’llthinkaboutit,fornowIneedwipeyoursticky



spermsoffmythighs.”

Hesmiles,“WhydoyouneedtobathbecauseI’m

stillgoingtomessyou?”

“Whotoldyouthat?”sheaskswithaneyeroll.

“Intoemnandiiyaphindwa,awukwazilokho?”Justas

heattemptstotouchhermoistcookie,hisphone

ringsinthebedroom.

“Thankyourancestors,”hesays,spankingherand

walkingaway.

“InyourheadyouareBambino,”shemuttersasshe

proceedsinsidethebathroom.

“Imakeyoucry!”heyells.

Nomkhosilaughs,gettingatoweltonurseher

coochie.

Thakasachecksthecaller,itwasNkonzo.Whatnow?

Theycanbesoannoyingandtimeless.

Hecallshim back,becausehe’salwaysgoingto

jumptotheirdemands.



“Nkonzoufunani?”heasksassoonasNkonzopicks

up.

“Igotacallfrom someone,Idon’tknowwhosheis,

I’m losingmymindrightnow.”

“Talk,what’sgoingon?”Thakasaasksimpatiently.

“TheyfoundSqaloinacarnextMatigulubridge,I

don’tknowifhefoughtwithsomeoneorhewas

involvedinacaraccidentorifsomeonetriedto

hijackhim.Bandlaisalmostatthescene,he’lltell

mewhat’sgoingon.”

Thatjustdoesn’tmakeanysense.Sqalohadclasses

todayinDurban,heleftMandeniintheweehoursof

morning.He’snotaviolentperson,he’sachild,his

carisnotflashyandhedoesn’tknowanyonein

Matigulu.

“Okay,I’m coming,”Thakasasays,droppingthecall

withshakyhands.

Thiswashisbigday.Itwassupposedtobe.He

doesn’tevenknowhowbadlyinjuredhislittle

brotheris.



Nomkhosiwalksintohim dressingup,looking

absent-mindedandfrightened.

“What’sgoingon?”sheasks.

“Idon’tknowwhathappenedtomybrother.”He

doesn’texplainwhichbrother,hismindseemsto

havedesertedhisbody.

“Canyoudrive?”sheaskshim.

“PleasegohomeandmakesurethatPheloisfine.I

don’tknowifanyonethereisintherightstateof

mindtotakecareofher.”

“ButI’m notwelcomedthere.Imean,MaNtusiis

there,yourmom….”Hedisappearsintothebathroom,

shehearswaterrunningandsighs.

What’sgoingon?Howisgoingtopopupwhile

Nothileisthere?What’sthesituationwaitingforher

there?

“Nomkhosi,move!Whyareyoustandingtherelikea

statue,Isaidgohomeandmakesurethatour

daughterisokay.”

Hereyeswiden.She’sneverseenthissideofhim.



Didhejustaddressherlikethat,likealittlechild?

“Don’tshoutatme,Idon’tevenknowwhat’sgoing

on,”shesays.

“Nottoday,Nomkhosi.DowhatItellyou,please!”

His‘please’isnotbegging,it’sdeliveringawarning.

Hegivesheralook,shetakesadeepsighandheads

backtothebathroom.

Thisisnothowshepicturedthisdayturningout.

Somethingbadhashappened!



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER55

BANDLA

Thewomancalledhim first.Sqalomentionedhis

nameandaskedhertosearchforhisnumber.It

wasn’thijackingbecausetheyleftthecar.Itwasn’ta

fighteither,therewerethreeofthem,grownmenin

hoodiesandbigsunglasses,hecouldn’tfightthem

notknowingwhathewasbeingattackedfor.Itdidn’t

makesensewhytheykeptaskinghim whyhesleeps

withothermen.Howdidthatbecomeabusinessof

strangers?Herecognizedthevoicesbuthecouldn’t

puthisfingeronthem.Onekepthittinghisankles

withagolfstick,theyhadhishandstiedtogether.

Bandlaarrivedbeforetheparamedicsandpolice.

Yeah,SouthAfricanemergencyservices.Sqalo

askedtobewithhisbrotherprivately,soBandla

askedeveryonetostepback.

Hewasn’tbleedingthatmuch,buthiswholeface

wasswollen.Theystabbedhim twowoundsinthe



stomach.Theyweren’tthatbad,whichmade

everyonebelievehestillhadtime.Itwasn’tthatbad,

theythought.

Bandlastoodnexttohim withallhisfacialmuscles

tensedup.He’dbeendownthatroadwithKhanyo,

nothinghurtlikeseeingyourlovedonebecominga

victim ofhooligans,fornoreasonatall.

“Doyouknowwhodidthis?”heasked,hisvoice

breaking.

Sqaloopenedhismouth,wincedinpain,andtooka

deepbreath.

“Bhuti,pleasepullthisthingout,it’shurtingme,”his

voicecameoutstrongerthanhelooked.

Bandlafrowned,“Whatthing?”

Sqalodroppedhiseyestothesideofhiswaist.

Bandlafollowedhiseyesandsawascrewdriverdug

intohisflesh.

Hewantedtoscream atthestupidcrowdthat

surroundedthescene.Firstthingtheyshould’ve

donewastoremovethescrewdriver.ButSqalo’s



faintvoicebeggedhim notto.“PleaseMthonga,

removethisthing.”Heshuthiseyes,squeezedhis

faceandwincedpainfully.

“ButSqalo,whatif…?”Sqaloopenedhiseyesand

beggedhim again.

“It’shurtingme,”hecried.

Bandlahadnochoicebuttoreleasehim from pain.

Heclenchedhisjaw,tookadeepbreathandpulled

thescrewdriverout.

“It’sout.Nowyouhavetoholdonuntilwegettothe

hospital.Everythingwillbealright.”HewipedSqalo’s

foreheadandbrushedhishead.

“Thankyou,”Sqalosaid.

“Sqalodon’tcloseyoureyes.Theambulanceis

here.”

Heputhisthumbup,butshuthiseyesanyway.

Nothinglookedsuspicious,eventhoughBandla

wasn’tcomfortablewithhim closinghiseyes.Until

hecoughedandtookanenormousbreath.

“Areyoualright?Theparamedicsaremakingtheir



wayhere.”

Sqalodidn’trespond.Hiseyesremainedshut,with

hisheaddroppedtohisshoulder.

“Sqalo,”Bandla’sshakyvoicecalled.“Mthonga

please,don’tdothis.”

Thenhestartedshakinghim violentlyandscreaming

forhim towakeup.

“Pleasestepaside,”saidamanbehindhim.But

Bandla’semotionsweretoohigh,theyhadtoget

him offSqalo’sarm.Hewasn’tcrying,hekept

screamingandshouting,askingwhodidthattohis

brotherandswearing.Morethanmournful,hewas

furious.

Sqalowasdeclareddeadonthescene.Awoman

whofoundhim gaveherstatement,whichreally

didn’tgiveanyclues.Shedidn’twitnessmuch,only

Sqaloknewwhathappenedtohim andhowhegot

toMatigulufrom Durban.

Nkonzocalledforanupdate.



“Bafo,what’shappeningthere?Thakasaisonhis

wayaswell,”heasked.

“BookaflightforPhethiletocomehome,”Bandla

said.

Therewasascreechingoftyres.Nkonzo’scar

swervedofftheroadbuthewasabletocontrolit,

andthankGoditwasn’tsuchabusyroad.

“Nkonzoareyoualright?”Bandlawaspanicking.He

couldn’tlosetwobrothersinoneday.

Nkonzobreathedheavily,“Where’sSqalo?”

“He’sgone.Theykilledmybrother.Hedidn’teven

reach20,howisthatfair?”Bandla.

Nkonzoknewthatmomentthathe’dneedtostay

strongforthefamily.HecalledThakasabeforehe

calledMawande.ThentherewasPhethywho

neededanswersbeforeagreeingtotakeaflight

backhome.

.

.

NOMKHOSI



Thelastthingshewantedwastoarguewith

MaKhumalo,soshetookalittlebandanaand

wrappeditaroundherheadandworeaknee-length

skirtsuitforrespect.Justassheturnedonto

EnembeRd,Thakasacalledhim.Shedidn’tneedhim

tospititout,hisvoicesaiditall.

“Theykilledhim,”hesaid.

“Ohmygoodness,I’m sosorry.Icannotimagine

whatyou’regoingthrough.Whereareyounow?”

“I’m atthepolicestation,from hereI’llfetchhis

belongingsinDurban.Don’tleavebeforeIcome

home,Phelowillbethereuntilthefuneral.”

“Okay,pleasegetsomeonetodriveyou.Idon’t

want….”

“I’m fine,Nomkhosi,”heinterrupted.

“Butyoujustlostyourbrother.Howcanyoubefine?

Pleasedon’tdoanythingstupid,yourdaughterstill

needsyou.”

“Iwon’t,kodwaalikhoizinyanelemvubuelingadliwa



zingwenyakucwebeisiziba.”(Butnopondremains

clearafterthecrocodileshaveeatenahippocalf)

“Whatdoyoumeanbythat?”Nomkhosiasked,

uncomfortably.

“I’llgetthem,anyonewhowasinvolved,evenifhe

orchestratedasinglephonecallanddidn’ttouch

him.ButI’llfindoutwhotheyareandIwillkillthem.”

Hesoundedtoocalm forhertoexcusehiswords

withpainandanger.Theystuckatthebackofher

head.Herbrothersarenotsaints,Thakasahasevery

righttokillthosewhokilledhisbrother,butmaybe

shelovedthereligiousmanmorethantheheartless

onesheheardoverthephone.

.

.

It’savillage,soeveryonerushedtocomfort

MaKhumalouponhearingwailscomingfrom her

house.Peoplearecominginandout,pouringtheir

condolences.Mawandeisstillhysterical,she’slost

twoimportantpeopleinaspaceofayear.The

candlehasbeenlit,MaKhumaloissittingonthe



mattressandcryinghereyeballsout.

Nomkhosidoesn’tknowanyone.Sheparkshercar

belowtheyardandmakesherwayin.There’sa

groupofwomengossipingintheveranda,she

greetsthem andwalksinsidethehouse.

There’snooneinthekitchenbutshehearsasoft

sobcomingfrom theloungeandmakesherway

there.Shemakesherwaytherethinkingshe’llat

leastgetanideaofwherePheloisandwhoshe’s

withsinceeveryoneisintherondavelwith

MaKhumalo,butshefindsagirlinaschooluniform,

whom sheassumesknewSqalofrom school.

Shestepsback,mentallyconsideringtocallNothile,

onlytofindherinthekitchen.

“Oh,you’vearrived,”Nothilesays,pluggingakettleof

water.SheglancesatNomkhosiwhoseemstobe

confusedandlost.

“They’rewithmeinthebedroom.Manqelecalled

andtoldmeyouwerecoming,”shesays.

“Yeah,hesaidImustcomeandlookafterPhelo

sinceeveryoneisstillinshockandmourning,”



Nomkhosisays.

Nothilechuckles,“That’snotwhyyouarehere.Did

youagreetobecomehiswife?”

That’sadifficultquestiontoanswer,especiallyto

her.

“IsaidI’llthinkaboutit.”

Nothilenodsandtakestwobottlesoutofthesink,

onebelongstoPhelo.

“They’reonthesameformulamilk,”shesays

randomly,withasmile.“Youcanusethekettleafter

Imaketheirmilk.You’llfindeverythinginthe

cupboards,Idon’tknowifbreadswillbeenough.”

“Wait,I’m notheretomaketea.ThakasasaidImust

comeandlookafterPhelo.I’m notevensupposedto

standinginthiskitchen.”

Nothilechuckles,“Welcometothefamily!See,I’m

notallowedtomakefoodforMaKhumalo,shehates

thegroundsIwalkon.Sobefore‘theedaughter-in-

law’MaDubearrives,you’retakingcareofeverybody.

Manqele’sbrothers,hismom,sistersandneighbors.



That’showlifeisaroundhere,youhavetobethere

foreveryone.”

Nomkhosididnotexpectthat.She’snotapartof

thisfamily,yet.Herfamilydon’tevenknowthat

she’sattheManqeles.

Nothileleavesherstandingagainstthetable,

perplexed.Becauseshe’samothertoo,shebrings

Pheloforafewminutestoseehermother.

“Oh,youjusttookabath?”Nomkhosiasksthethree-

montholdPhelo,liftingherupandkissingher

cheeks.

“HowisLonda?”sheasksNothileafterhavinga

momentwithherdaughter.

“Hisappointmentistomorrow,butotherthanthe

unknown,he’sokayandgrowing.”

“That’sgoodtohear.”ShegivesPhelobacksothat

shecanstartonherduties.

“Here,removethatlacethingonyourheadandput

thisscarfbeforeyougetjudged.”Nothilegiveshera



scarfbeforeleavingwithPhelo.She’swatching

Showmaxandmindingherownbusiness.Nobody

needsheranyway,soshe’sjustchillingwiththe

babiesinherbedroom.

Nomkhosihardlycooksinherhouse.Athomethey

haveahelperandhermotherisaverydomesticated

woman.Duringfamilyfunctionsshealwayshave

Snalo,ThalenteandNdondointhekitchen.Here

she’sallaloneandexpectedtomaketeafor

everyonethatcomesin,whileboilingriceand

choppingstewingredients.

Sheputsplatesofbreadononetray,tea-setonthe

otherandthere’sakettleofboiledwateraswell.So

thismeansshe’llmakethreetripstotherondavel

sincenobodyisheretohelpher.

Sigh!

Thereareaboutfivewomensittingonreed-mats

andhavingaconsolingconversationwith

MaKhumalowhoseemstohavecalmeddown.

“ThisisPhelo’smother,”MaKhumalointroducesher



assheplacesatrayonthefloor.Shelooksabit

impressedbyherlooktoday,thankstothescarf

Nothilegavetoher.

“Oh,doesn’tPhelo’smotherkneelthough?”one

womanasks.

Ohhellno,she’snotgoingonthefloorwithher

kneesjusttogivethem food!

“Youknowhowourboysare,theychasebeauty.”

Really,Makhumalo?Nomkhosiinhalessharplyas

sheputsaplateinfrontofeachwoman.

“Ohmakoti,pleasemakelemonteaforme,”one

womansays.

Nomkhosifrowns,“Likeboiledwaterwithlemon

slices?”

“No,boiledwaterwithlemonleaves.”Weirdmuch!

“Thetreeisoutside,behindtherondavel,”

MaKhumalosays.

“Juiceforme,please,”anotheronesays.

OhLord!Nowthey’reattherestaurant,choosing

from themenuandorderingfrom awaitress.



Justasshefinishservingdemandingwomen,

Bandlapullsup.He’swithtwoothercolleaguesand

amanwho’sarelative.

Nowthebreadisfinished.IfshewasinDurbanshe

would’vemadeafewcallstogetthem,buthereshe

hastofindalternatives.

Nothilewalksintograbafewfruitsandabottleof

water.

“Pleasecookuphuthuaswell,someofthesepeople

don’teatrice.RevPhunguladon’teatKnorroxcubes,

aswellasBandlalethu,sojustusespices.”

Nomkhosisighsandtakesanotherpotforuphuthu.

Thisisnotthelifeshesignedupfor.

“WhenThakasagetshere,givehim abasinofwater

towashhishands,wellallofthem havetowash

hands,butwithThakasait’saneverydaything.Dish

hisstewinthisbowl.”Sheopensthecupboardand

showsNomkhosithebowl.“Anduphuthuonthe

plate.Fillaglasswithwaterandputhisspoon

inside.”Shetakesatrayfrom thecupboard.“Thisis



histray,nooneelseusesit.Oh,andhedoesn’tsiton

thecouch,hesitsontheleatherchair.You’llpulla

coffee-tabletoservehim on.”

“That’s…crazy.Idon’tdoallthatinmyhouse,”

Nomkhosisays.

“Well,thingsaredifferentaroundhere.He’sno

longerjustaboyfriendorsexpartner,he’sthefather

ofyourdaughterandyourhusband-to-be,right?

Trustme,youdon’twantMaKhumaloagainstyou.

Respectherhouseanditsrules.”

“WhereisNkonzo’sfianceandBandla’s?”Nomkhosi

asks.She’stiredbeforesheevenbegins.

“They’llcomeiftheirmenaskthem to.Nothingis

expectedfrom them thatmuch,especiallythe

goldenMaDube.She’llgethere,lookallcuteand

cuddleupinbedwithhermanallday.”

Nomkhosichucklesindisbelief.She’dbedamnedif

theytriedthatwithher.Imagineservingacouple

that’scuddledupinbed!



Peoplefrom church,MthongaHoldings,school

teachersandrelativeskeeparrivingtopasstheir

condolences.Thakasahasarrivedtoo,hiscaris

parkedoutside,buthehasn’tcometocheckon

Nomkhosi.She’sbeenonherfeetallday,withno

breakorhelp.Mawandehasn’tcomeoutofher

room,she’sdestructed.

Theyfinallywalkin;Thakasa,hisbrothersandtwo

othermen.He’sinadeepconversationwithanother

man,hedoesn’tevenacknowledgeherbendingher

backinthekitchen.

Shegetsalow‘Hello’from Bandlaashefollows

otherstothelounge.

Atlonglast,wheneverythingisdoneanddusted,a

shortgirlinastylishhead-wrapandtea-lengthdress

walksinwithacoupleofshoppingbags.

“Oh,hello.”There’salittlefrownonherface,likeshe

needsanintroductionorsomething.

“Hi,”Nomkhosisays.



Theystareateachotherforamoment.

“I’m TemaDube,Nkonzo’sfiance,”shesays.

“Phelo’smother.”That’safitdescriptionfornow,

justPhelo’smother.

“Nicetomeetyou,”Temasayswithasmile.“Your

daughterisbeautiful,Iloveher.”

“She’salittleprincess,abithandfulbuthardnotto

miss.”TheybothshareabriefchucklebeforeTema

announcesthatshe’sgoingtochangeinNkonzo’s

bedroom.Maybeit’shertrickofdisappearing,who

knows!

Nomkhosidishesformeninthekitchenand

preparesThakasa’sspecialtray.It’sawkward

walkingintoaroom ofmourningmen.Insteadof

pullingtablesandspendinganextraminuteintheir

presence,sheleavesThakasa’strayonthetable.

Theythankher,butnoneofthem looksurprised.It’s

liketheyexpectedhertoservethem,asifit’sher

dutyanyway.



“Weshouldcompileagrocerylist.”It’sTema,

peepingthroughthecupboardsinthekitchen.She

didn’tdisappear.

“MaybeyoushouldaskNothilebecauseI’m clueless,

andI’m leavingtoday,”Nomkhosisays.

“Idon’tthinkleavingisagoodidea.Khanyoisonly

comingonFriday,Idon’tknowifMaisgoingto

allowMaNtusitobeinthekitchen.”

“MaKhumaloisonthemattressandthisisn’tabout

her.Peopleneedtobetakencareof.”

“Exactlywhyyoushouldstay,”Temasays.

“Youdon’tknowhowdramaticmyfamilycanbe.I’ll

bebackforthefuneral.”Beforeshecanswallowher

lastword,Thakasaclearshisthroatbehindthem.

“Ineedaglassofwater,”hesays.

Temaquicklyfindssomethingtodobythesink.

Nomkhosiremainsonthesamespot,witha

dishclothinherhands,lookingathim.

HiseyeskeepgoingtoherandbacktoNomkhosi.

Hewantshertogetwaterforhim,insteadofhim



askinghisbrother’sfiancetostepasidefrom the

sink.

Shefinallygetsitandtakestheglassfrom hishand.

Temalooksuncomfortable,maybebecause

Thakasaisadifferentversiontoday.

Hetakestheglassfrom Nomkhosi.

“IsentsomeonetogetyourclothesinWaterways,”

hesays.

“What?YousaidI’llbehereuntilyoucomebackand

nowyou’vecomeback.Mymotherdoesn’teven

knowthatI’m here.”

“Weneedyouaround,”hesaysandleavesbefore

shesayssomething.That‘we’solidifieswhat

Nothiletoldherearlier.It’shim andeveryone,he’s

notjustThakasaathome.

Indeedamanshedoesn’tknowarriveswithher

bags.It’salittleuncomfortabletoknowthataman

hadanaccesstoherwardrobeandevenpicked

underwearforher.Couldn’tThakasacallSnaloand



askhertobringherbags?Okay,shewould’ve

refusedbecauseit’sThakasa,butthisdoesn’tmake

anysense.

Aftertalkingwiththemanforafewminutes,

Thakasawalksinandtakesherbags.

“Come,”he’sleadinghertoaguestbedroom.She’s

tired,fedupandlongingaglassofwine.

Thewardrobeisfilledwithsleepingblankets.He

takesthem outandpilesthem ontopofthe

wardrobe.

“Areyougoingtoworktomorrow?”heasks.

Hewantshertosayno.

“Yes,”shesays.

“You’llsleephere.”Helooksather,tryingtoreadher

facebutitremainscalm.Butyouneverknowifher

calm isreallycalm orshe’sjustcalm tolookcalm.

“I’llsleepwithBandlaandNkonzo.Areyougoingto

beokay?”

Really,someonepassedon,everythingfeelsheavy,

peoplearecrying.



“No,”shesays.

“Mawande’sroom isnexttothisone.AndI’llbea

phonecallaway.”

Shekicksoffherpush-onsandthrowsherselfinbed.

“I’m tired,”shesays,closinghereyesandinhalinga

deepbreath.

Thakasamassagesherfoot,“Iappreciateyoubeing

here.IknowI’vewrongedyourparentsbybringing

youhere,butI’llrectifythat.”

“Thakasawhatyousaidearlierdidn’tsitwellwithme.

Whatareyouupto?”sheasks.

“Someonehastopayforthis.Ibheshunembatha

kuzohlalaphansifrom today.Thiswasthelaststraw,

nowyoumesswithmyfamily,Idowhatanyman

doesoutthere.I’m donebeingkind-heartedand

alwayswillingtolisten-lettingthelawtakeits

course.Theykilledmylittlebrother,I’m goingtopay

anyamounttofindthem beforethepolicedo.”

Shesighs,“Whycan’tyoupaysomeoneelsetodoit?

Whydoyouhavetogetbloodinyourhands?”



“BecauseMakaPhelo,Iwanttoseeeachandevery

oneofthem taketheirlastbreath.Iwantmyfaceto

bethelastthingtheyseebeforetheydie.”

Hismindismadeupandshecan’treallyblamehim.

Ifitwasherbrother,shewould’veprobablykilled

someonetoo.Allshecanprayforisthatallthese

intentionsandthoughtsdon’tchangewhoheis.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER56

KHANYO

I’m home,callitrunningawayorwhatever,butI’m

heretryingtomakepeacewithwhathappenedto

Sqalo.IhadthislingeringfeelingofguiltthatI

neededtogetridof,throughprayerandmeditating.

TodayIpromisedBandlathatI’dbewithhim,to

supportandgrievewithhim,butsomethinghas

comeup.Mandulowasadmitted,Iunderminedthe

amountofstresshewasgoingthrough.Justashe

washealingfrom Thobeka’sscandals,hediscovered

thathehasasonandhe’sgotnorightoverhim.

Todayhe’sbeingdischarged,asmuchasIwantto

beasupportivegirlfriend,mybrotherhastocome

first,he’sgotnooneelsebesideme.

Icleanhisroom andcooklunch.MaybeIhaven’t

beensupportiveenough,it’sbeenMEformonths

andmonths.He’shadtonursethespecialchildand

disregardhisownproblems.



There’sacardrivingin,whichissurprisingbecause

Manduloisinnoconditiontodrive.OrI’m

exaggerating?Igotothewindowandpeepthrough.

Idon’tknowthecarbutMthongaontheregistration

makesmesuspectthatit’sBandla.I’m confused;

whyishehereinsteadofpreparingforthefuneralon

Sunday?

Iwashalfnaked,Igrabatowelandwrapitovermy

chestandgooutsidetocheck.

He’snotevenallowedtocomehereashepleases.

Hedoesn’tdoit.That’sdisrespectinourculture.

InsteadofBandlalethu,hisbigbrotherstepsoutof

thecar.Ihavenothingagainsthim,buttheguy

doesn’tlookfriendlyatall.Maybehisfacehurtsifhe

smiles,helookscold,chancesofManduloever

seeinghissonareslim.Helookslikehe’s

aggressiveinbed….okay,stopKhanyo.

“Hi,”thisfeelssoawkward.Ihaveonlyatoweland

bum-short,thisismyfuturebrother-in-law.

Hetakessomethingfrom thecarbeforehereturns

mygreeting.2Lofwaterandonewhitecandle.



“SawubonaKaMayise,”hesaysturningbacktome.

He’sheretoseek?Whydidheneedtocomeallthe

wayfrom Mandeni?

Hestandsanddoesn’tsayanything.Iguesshe

wantsmetotellhim whattodo.

“Youcanfollowme,”Isayafterclearingmythroat,

unnecessarily.

Hefollowsme.Ileavehim insidetherondavelwhere

Idoallmyprayersandconsultations.

NowIhavetodressupandmentallypreparetosee

aclientinhim,notabrotherofmyboyfriend.

Damn,Bandlashould’vesaidsomething.

Icallhim quickly.

“Babe,howarethingsthatside?”Iaskhim.

“Good,Iguess.”He’sbeencalm throughoutthis.Or

isitmewhoexpectedhim tobeatypical

Bandlalethuwhocriesandbecomesallsortof

thingswhengoingthroughpain?I’m nothappywith

howhe’shandlingSqalo’sdeath.Iwanthim tocry,

that’showhedealswiththings.



“Yourbrotherishere,”Isay.

“Really?”Whyishesoshocked?

“Yes,withabottleofwaterandwhitecandle,”Isay.

Hesighs,“Itoldthem aboutyourdream,Iguesshe

wantstoknowmore.Hedidn’ttellmeanything

aboutcomingthere.”

“WhatifManduloarriveswhilehe’shere?”Iask.

“They’lldealwithit.Ican’tstressmyselfabouttwo

grown-ups,”hesays.

Aybo!Mybrotherissick,andtinycomparedtohis

brother.Hewantshim tokillmybrother.Ifhetries

anythingI’m callingthecommunityonhim and

sayinghe’sathief.

Isaygoodbyeanddressupfortheconsultationand

prayer.God,pleaseguidemethroughthisone!

Itakemyseatonthematandlookathim leaningby

thewall.

“You’regood?”Iaskhim.



Hegivesmeanod.Hisstareisunsettling.

IopentheBibleandquoteaverse;“Isaiah41:10,Do

notfear,forIam withyou;donotbedismayed,forI

am yourGod.Iwillstrengthenyouandhelpyou;Iwill

upholdyouwithmyrighteousrighthand.”

He’sstaringatme.Rightnowthere’snoGodinhim,

notthroughChrist,notthroughShembe.Hesmells

bloodandhatred.

“Pleasecloseyoureyes,andpraywithme,”Isay.

Hedoesn’tsayanything.

Iclosemyeyesandstartpraying.Hedoesn’tpray

along.WhenIopenmyeyeshedoesn’tlooklikehe

closedhiseyesforasecond.

“You’rehereaboutyourbrother,”Isaystrikinga

matchandlightinghiscandle.

“Yes,”hesays.

“Howdidheleavehome?”

“Hewenttostudy,”hesays.

“Really?That’ssolelywhyheleft?”



Heclearshisthroatandadjustsonhisseat.

“Therewasafightconcerninghissexuality,Matold

him toleaveherhousebutItoldhim notto.But

eventuallyheleft,foundaroom somewhereand

rentedthroughouthisgrade12,”hesays.

“Sohewaskickedoutbyanelder?Someonewhose

voicemattersmorethananyone’s?”Iask.

Hesighsandnods.

“Therehastobesomewaytobringhim backhome.

Yourmotherhastoaccepthim backsothathecan

unitewithhisancestors,”Isay.

“Withagoat?”heasks.

“Yes,andopenhearts.”

Henods,withuncertaintythistime.

“Yourmothersaidafewdistastefulwordsthatstuck

totheelders,overandoveragain.Yourfathercame

totakehisson,tobenexttohim andcloserto

reprimand,sincehiswifeconstantlycriedaboutthe

troubleshewasgettingfrom Sqalo.”

“That’sbullshit!Babaisfuckingwithus.Sqalo



is…wasonly18.Inallthathecouldn’tconsiderthat?”

IdogetquestionsthatIcananswer.Ionlydeliver

whatIcansee.I’m notamedium,Icannottake

questiontoandtakeanswersfrom deadpeople.

“I’m sorry,”thisisallIcansay.

“Didhegiveyouanycluesonwhokilledmy

brother?”

AncestorsarenotFBIs,atleastnotwhereIcome

from.

“No,”Isay.

“Sohe’suseless?”

Ican’tsaythataboutmyfuture,latefather-in-law.

“Canyouprayforit?”heasks.

“Ican’t,becauseit’llbeunderyourinstruction.I

listentotheguidanceoftheinnergrandmotherin

me.”

He’snotsatisfied.MaybehecameherethinkingI’m

ananswertoallhisproblems.ButunfortunatelyI’m

not.



“You’reangry,”Isay.

“Yeah.Somanydogstogetandnotsomuchtime,”

hesays.

There’sanothercarcoming.It’smybrother’s.Iknow

howitsenginesoundslike,believeitornot.Myheart

isabouttoleapoutofmythroat.

“Wouldyoulikemetoprayforyoutomakepeace

witheverythingthathashappened?”Iaskhim.

Hechuckles,disbelievingly.

“No,”hesays.

Itakehiswaterandprayforit.Iknowhe’snotgoing

touseit,hewasherefornamesthatIdon’thave.

“Mixitwithyourbathwaterandpraybeforeyou

sleep,”Iinstruct.

“Mmmm okay,”hesays.

I’m wastingmyprayerhere.Thismanisnotabout

themaninheavenorhisancestors,he’soverthem,

he’sdone.

“Travelsafely,”Isay.



Inwardly,I’m prayingthatMandulohasgonetohis

room.Idon’twantthem tomeethere.MaNtusi

needstobepresenttosortouthermess,notme.

Heputshisshoesonoutsidethedoorandwalks

away.Ishouldbehavingamomentofsilence,butit

soundslikethere’ssomethinggoingonoutside.

Mandulowasdroppedoffbyoneofhisfriends.They

weresayingtheirgoodbyeswhenThakasastepped

outoftherondavel.From pictures,Londalookslike

hisbiologicalfather,itdoesn’ttakelongforThakasa

toknowwhohe’slookingat.

Hegoesstraighttohim.Iwanttoscream forhelp,

butthenIrememberthatmybrotherisstillaman

andhe’dwantmetolethim handlehisownshit.I’ll

justwaithereandwatch.

“Mandulo,right?”heasks.

Mandulonods.He’sapologetic,he’sbeenfrom the

dayhefoundout.Mybrotherwouldn’tintentionally

destroyanotherman’smarriage,itwasjusta

momentofweakness.



“Let’stalk,outsidetheyard,”Thakasasays.

Don’tbestupid,Mandulo,hewantstobeatyou!

“I’m notwell,canwetalkwhenI’m okay.Manqele,I

nevermeanttodisrespectyou.”

“Outsidetheyard.Youdidn’tpostponefuckingmy

wife.”

WTF!WhyisManduloputtingdownhisbag.Ishe

outofhismind?

“Mandulo,gotoyourroom!”Isoundlikeanold,

divorcedwomanstrugglingtoraisekidsalone.

Theybothturnandlookatme.

“He’ssick,”Isay.

“It’sfine,Makhanyi.”

Fine,where?He’slostsomuchweight,onepunch

from thismanhe’dbeontheground.Unlessifhe

planstopullhim byhisbeard.

I’m followingthem.Ineedtoseewhathe’sgoingto

dotomybrother.



Andthisfriend,he’sdrivingaway?I’dneverkeep

friendslikehim,ifyoutouchoneofmyfriendsyou’re

touchingme.Idon’tcarewhattheydid.He’sa

coward!

“Makhanyi!”Manduloturnshisheadandscoldsme.

I’m notgoinganywhere.Thakasamadevowswith

hiswife,Mandulodidn’towehim anyloyalty,he’s

fightingthewrongperson.

“You’vebeenplayinghappyfamilieswithmywife?”

heasks.

“Ididn’t.Iwasthereforababy.”

“Whosebaby?”heasks.

Silence.

“I’m askingyouaquestion.”Ihatehim!Can’thesee

thatmybrotherissorry?

“Mybaby,”Mandulosays.

“Imarryawifeandyoumakebabieswithher.What

am I?Yoursponsor?”

“Itwasamistake,”Mandulosays.



“How?Youfellontopofherandyourclothes

miraculouslypeeledoff?”heasks.

Mandulodoesn’tsayanything.Iwanttosnatchhim

awayandanswerallthesequestionsonhisbehalf.

“Irespectmybrother’sgirlfriendandherhome,

that’stheonlyreasonwhyI’m beingciviland

decidedtohavethisconversationoutsidetheyard.”

Mandulonods.ForthatIdon’thatehim thatmuch,

he’snotbeatingmybrother.

“IloveLondokuhleandIlovemywife.Icanmake

surethatyouneversetafootnearthem.Butfor

Londa’ssake,I’llallowyoutohavearelationship

withhim.Strictlywithhim.You’reluckythatyour

sisterisabouttobecomeoneofus,youcango

throughher,insteadofme.”

“Doesthatmeanhe’lltakemysurname?”Mandulo

asks.

“I’m stilltryingtogainhissightbackandyouwant

metoevokemoredramawiththestupidancestors?”

I’m cringing!YesIgetthathisfatherdisappointed



him,butthat’snotawaytotalk.

“I’m sorryaboutyourbrother,”Mandulosays.

“Thanks.”

Ireleaseasighofrelief.Itcould’vewentleft,fora

momentitdid,butthankstome,thebrother’s

girlfriend,nothinghectichappened.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER57

THAKASA

Forthefirsttimeinhislifehe’snotworriedabout

howthefamilyis,orifthearrangementsforthe

funeralareproceedingwell,orhowhissiblingsare

holdingup.He’saway,crashinginhotelsandholding

privatemeetingswithprivateinvestigators.He

hasn’tseenPhelointhreedays,itfeelslikealifetime,

hehasn’tspokentoneitherMaNtusinorNomkhosi.

NkonzohadtofetchPhethyandhandleeverything.

Thakasaisnotthere,he’snotcalling,buryingadead

Sqaloisnotthatmuchofapriority.Whatmatters

rightnowisthateachandeveryheadthatwas

involvedinthemurderofhisbrotherischopped.And

he’sjustastepcloserintofindingthem.

There’sagroupofstudentsthatharassedSqaloand

hisfriendsforquitesometimeattheirplaceof

residence.Buttheywerejustbeingkids,bullying

eachothertofeelbetteraboutthemselves.Hecan’t



possiblyhuntdownagroupof18yearoldsandkill

them.Andtheydidn’tkillSqalo,theywereallatthe

campusonthedayofhisdeath.Iftherewasanyone

whocouldanswerhalfoftheirquestionsitwould’ve

beenNdlazi,thesecurityguardthatsawSqalo’s

everymovement.Butsurprisingly,heresignedtwo

daysaftertheincidentanddisappearedintothinair.

Orsohethought.

Theygothim justashesettledbackinhisvillage,

abouttostartanewjobasthesecurityguardinone

ofthehighschoolsinthearea.Hehadsome

explainingtodo.

NotevenoncehadThakasathoughthe’dtieaman

oldenoughtobehisfatheronthechair.

Herollshissleevesuptohiselbowsandpullshis

ownchair.HehasNdlazi’sphoneinhand.

“Mybrotherleftthebuildingat9:17,youwereon

dutythatmorning,andat9:19youweremakinga

phonecalltothisnumberthatdoesn’texistanymore.

Twodayslateryouhandedoveryourresignation



afternotshowingupforwork.Caretoexplainwhy

you’rebeingshady?”

“Ididn’tkilltheboy.Ihavenothingtodowithit,”

Ndlazisays.

“You’reansweringthequestionwrongly.Iaskedwhy

you’rebeingshady,”Thakasasays.

“Ihadplanstorelocatebackinthevillageandwork

locally.There’snothingshadygoingon.”

“Whowereyoucalling?”Thakasaasks.

Heopenshismouthandstuttersforaminute.“My…

mycousin.”

“Whydidyourcousindestroyhissim card

immediatelyaftermybrother’sdeath?Whatdidyou

twotalkabout?”Thakasa.

“Idon’tknow.Itmust’vebeenacoincidence,”he

says.

Thakasaleavestheroom.Hewantstoscream,butit

wouldbeawasteoftime,there’sanumberofmen

campingoutsidethisabandonedhouse.

Hecomesbackwithacleaver.He’sdarkerthan



usual,hiseyesarebloodshot.Hekeepswiping

sweatonhisforeheadwithhisarm.

HetakesNdlazi’sshoeoff,theleftone.

“Youmove,Imissandyoupay,”hesays.

“No,no,no!IswearIdidn’tdoanything,”Ndlazicries

whenherealizeswhat’sabouttohappen.

Thakasashutshiseyeswithhisjawstightens.He’s

neverkilledbefore,he’sonlyslaughteredagoatand

acow,notawholehumanbeing.

“WhatwasthecallaboutNdlanzi?”He’sgivinghim

onelastchance.HeknowsthatNdlanzididn’tdo

much,heonlyhelpedtheresponsibleones.

“Iwascallingmyfriend,askinghim tobringme

lunch.”He’schangingthestory.Heneedsalittle

motivation.

Thakasabiteshislipandliftsthecleaverup.Itcuts

twoofNdlanzi’stoes,bloodspillalloverhispant.

“Shit!”hecursesandthrowsdownthecleaver.No

killertriestowipetheirpantsbeforetheyevenkilla

person,buthedoes,hecan’tstandNdlazi’sbloodon



hisexpensiveG-StarRawjean.

“Areyougoingtotalkorwhat?”heasksafterwiping

hispants.

He’sstilltryingtodealwithpain.He’scryinglikea

littlekid.

“Dropnames,Ndlanzi,”Thakasasayspickingthe

cleaveragain.

“Theypromisedmeajobinexchangeofhissoul,”he

says.

Thakasa’sjawtightens.Hisbrotherdiedforabloody

securityguardjob.

“Names!”hesaysinalmostwhisper.

“InnocentMavundla.”

Everythingstops.Hisbrain.Hisheart.Innocent

Mavundla?That’sMpilo’suncle,someoneSqalo

consideredhisownuncleaswell.He’slikefamilyto

them,evenwhenthekids,SqaloandMpilo,

misbehavedinprimaryschoolthey’dlogheadswith

him todisciplinethem.

“He’stheprincipal,right?”Thakasaasksaftera



minuteofzoningout.

Ndlanziisintoomuchpain,thequestionwentover

hishead.

Thecleavercutsbetweenhisforehead.Ascream

followsandonegunshot.

Thakasafallsonhiskneesinfrontofadeadman

andcries.Hisfathermadehim dothis.Hewasa

goodsonalmosthiswholelife.Hedidwhattheytold

him todo.Heabidedbytheirrulesandput

everyone’shappinessfirst.ThisishowManqele

thankshim?Afterraisinghistwinsforeightyears,

he’stakingoneofthem insuchacruelway.

He’smadehim someonehe’snot,becausefrom

herehe’shuntingdownInnocentandeveryonehe

senttodohisdirtywork.

.

.

MaKhumaloalmostlosthermind.Thakasa,outof

sixofthem,hasalwaysbeenthemostlevelheaded



one.Heknowswhattodoandwhatnot.He’sthe

onewhoinstillstheManqelecustomsandrulesinto

others.Him disappearingfordaysbeforehislittle

brother’sfuneraldidn’tmakesense.

Buttodayhe’shere,andhopefullyhe’sgotadamn

goodexplanationwhyhe’sonlyhometoday.

“MaKhumalo,sitstill,youcannotraiseyourvoiceon

themattress,”oneoftheneighborstellsher.

Shesits,butshe’snotlettinggo.NotafterThakasa

disrespectedherlikethis.Shesendsforhim tobe

called.

Bandlaisthattheyoungestboynow,andthemost

emotionalone,ifitwashim whopulledthesestunts

maybeeveryonewould’veunderstood.

“Yeyiwena,wherehaveyoubeen?”sheexplodesjust

asThakasawalksin.

Hedoesn’tanswer.Hescratchesthesideofhisface

andstaresatthesheetpulledoverSqalo’sclothes

thatawaithisbody.

“Iaskedyouaquestion.Yourbrothershavegoneto



fetchthebody,andyou,theeldest,isnowheretobe

seen,”shesays.

Thakasaturnshiseyestoher.Theybleednothing,

buthatred.

“Youkickedmybrotherout,”hesays,calmerthanhe

looks.

“Ididn’t.Sqalovisitedhomewheneverhewanted,”

MaKhumalodefendsherselfbuthereyesare

paintedwithsuddenguilt.

“Youkickedhim outbecausehewasgay.Yousaidit

withyourownmouth,Ma!”

“Iwasangry,”shesays.

“Youkeptsayingit.Youknewwhatyouweredoing.

Hecarriedyourcursesonhisback.Wearehere

becauseofyou.Youcalledforthedeathofyourown

son.”

MaKhumalostartscrying.Everyoneisquiet,

probablyrecordingthewholecircuswithmental

camerasforhotvillagegossip.

“Sqaloturnedmeintoajoke.Iwasneverabad



parenttohim.Iraisedallofyoutherightway.My

heartbledforhim,Icriedeverynight.”Shewipesher

facewithascarfandlooksatThakasa,“Untilyou

haveachildthatchoosestoliveaforeignlifethatno

oneinyourbloodlinehaseverlived,thenyoucan

comebackandpreachtome.”

“Soyoudon’tregretit?”Thakasaasksindisbelief.

“Sqalowasmyson,youdon’tknowhowmuchpain

I’m goingthrough,youdon’thaveasonthathasyour

bloodrunningthroughhisveins.”

Hesighs.Whydidheforgethowthiswomanis?

Nowthisisacompetitionofsons.

“Sqalowaslikeasontome.Iknewhim morethan

you.Infact,Iknowallyourchildrenmorethanyou

do.Allyoudoiscontrolourlives,nothingelse!”

“You’reaccusingmeofbeingabadmother,Thakasa?

AfterIraisedyoutothistall,stupidmanyouare

today.”

“Oh,I’m stupidnow?”

NkonzowalksinandtapsThakasa’sshoulder.He’s



exhausted,physicallyandemotionally.

“Please,don’tdothis,”hebegs.

“She’scallingmestupid,”Thakasasayswithafrown

onhisface.Todayhe’sstupid.

“Weneedyououtside,”Nkonzosaysignoringthe

stupidargumentbetweenthem.

“No,thiswomaniscallingmestupidaftereverything

I’vedoneforher.”Hesoundsandlooksdifferent.

TheThakasaeveryoneknowswouldnevercallhis

ownmother“thiswoman.”

“Mthonga,uncleiswaitingforusoutside,”Nkonzo

says.

Onlythenhetakesastepback,buthe’sstill

frowninglikehewantstoknockMaKhumalodown.

NkonzogoestoMaKhumalotohaveawordwithher.

Sqalo’scoffincannotbetakeninsidetheyardbefore

MaKhumaloletseverythinginherheartoutand

welcomeshim backhomeasherson.

There’saphoneringing.Mpilo’smotherquicklygets

upandgoesoutsidetoanswer.Aminutelater



there’sapiercingscream outside.

Afewwomenrushouttocheckonher.Itcan’tbe

thatshe’sstillcryingforSqalo.

“UmntakaMa!”she’shysterical.Someonehaskilled

herbrother!

Thakasaiswalkingaroundthekraalwithhishands

tuckedinhispocket.Hereachedouttooneperson

he’sjudgedhiswholelife,Bhambatha,andhemade

suretotieallhislooseends.

Nkonzomakeshiswaytohim.Everyonehas

gatheredatthebottom oftheyardwhereagoatand

Sqalo’scoffinare,exceptThakasa.

“Bafo,youhavetocome,wecan’tdothiswithout

you,”Nkonzosays.

“SqaloknowsthatIlovehim.Idon’tneedtousean

innocentgoattotalktohim whenhe’sdead.I’m not

comingthere,”hesays.

“Youdon’tevenwanttoseehim?”Nkonzoasks.

“Idon’twantadeadpictureofhim tobethelastin

myhead,”hesays.



“You’renotcoming?”Nkonzo.

Hesighs,“No.”

“Areyouokay?”

Heshrugs.

Nkonzostandsstill.Hisheartisheavy,him and

Bandlaneverhadtodosomuchontheirown.

“Malumedidn’twanthim tocomehometoday

becausehediedbyaweapon,butIsaidno,”hetells

Thakasa.

“Youdidwell,hedeservesapropersendoff.Paste

hiswoundswithumswaniandmakesureTutudoes

everythingaccordingly.”He’snotsayingitnow,but

he’sproudofhowNkonzosteppedupandgot

everythingtogether.

MaKhumaloiscryingagain.There’ssomuchnoise

intheyard.Thakasagoestohisbedroom andshuts

thedoor.HesawMawande,butdidn’tseePhelo,

whichmeansKhosileftwithher.Hedoesn’teven

havetheenergytocallher,hejusttexts;BRINGHER



FORTHEFUNERAL.

Heliesinbedandreleasesaheavysigh.He’skilled

allofthem,heshouldhavesomesortofreliefnow

buthe’shurtingmorethanever.

MaNtusiwalksinafteramoment.She’scarryinga

trayoffood,shecanstillserveherhusband.

“Manqele,wherewereyou?”sheasks.

There’snoanswer.He’slyingonhisbackwithhis

eyesclosed.Buthe’snotasleep,hispinkfinger

keepstappingonhischest.

“Areyouokay?”–MaNtusi.

She’strulyconcerned.Thistimesheknowsthathe

wasn’twhoring,thequestionis;wherewasheand

whohewaswith?

“Comehere,”hepullsouthisarm forMaNtusi.

Foramomentshe’shesitant.Theyhaven’thugged

ordoneanythingintimatesinceshecameback.

Eventuallyshecalmshernerves,closesthedoorand

liesinhisembrace.Heopenshiseyesandlooksat

her.



MaNtusidoesn’trecognizeherhusbandinhim.It’s

likeshe’sstaringatacompletestranger.

Hislipscomeclosertoher.Herheartstartsbeating

loud.Hesmasheshislipsonher,hishandstarts

grabbingonherwaist.

Shebreaksthekiss,“WaitManqele,we’renot

supposedtodothis,yourbrother’sbodyjust

arrived.”

“Please,MaNtusi,Ineedyou,”hebegsandpullsher

foranotherkiss.

Shecannotresisthim.He’sgoingthroughpain,ifher

bodyiswhatheneedstoreleasestresssobeit.

Heyanksherpantytothesideandsneakshisfinger

insidehercookie.She’smoist,butnotenoughfor

him toslidein.

Hecontinueskissingherandfingeringher.Hisbody

wantsarelease,buthismindisstilloccupiedby

manydarkthoughts.

Hestops,sighsheavilyandburieshisfaceonthe

pillow.



“Manqele,I’m hereifyouwanttotalk,”MaNtusisays.

“Iwantthepaintogoaway.”

“Giveittime,”shesays.

“Now,MaNtusi.Iwantittogoawaynow!”hesays.

Sheexhalesheavilyandkeepsquiet.Sheknewhe’d

blamehimself,butshedidn’tseehischaracter

changingovernight.He’sadifferentperson,thelook

onhisfaceisscary.

“WhydidyoudisclosehissexualitytoMaKhumalo?”

Oh,they’regoingtherenow!

“Whatareyoutryingtosay?”MaNtusiaskswithher

eyebrowssnapped.

“Ifyouhadgivenmetimetohandleittherightway

Mawould’veunderstood.Shewouldn’thavekicked

him outandsaidallthosehurtfulthings,”hesays.

MaNtusichucklesindisbelief.

“Soshe’snotresponsibleforanythingthatshedid,

I’m theonewhocausedallofthis?”sheasks.

“Homosexualityisforeigntous,shedidn’tneedto



findoutinthemiddleofthekitchen,therecould’ve

beenabetterwaytoexplainit.”

“Soyou’resayinghe’sdeadbecauseofme?”she

asks.

“Whydidyoutreatthem thatwaybecauseyouwere

alsocheatingonme?Whydidyoumakea17year

oldsufferformysins?”heasks.

She’sstunned!Nowhe’sgoingtobringupthepast?

Shedidallthatwhileshewasstillhurt,andshe

nevercheatedonhim foranyspecificperiod,it

happenedonceandshefellpregnant.

“Mysonissufferingformysinstoo,”shesays.

“It’snotthesame.He’snotdead.Sqalois,”hesays.

“Sowe’refightingnow?”sheasks.

“No.Whatdidyoucook?”Hechangesthesubject

andscratcheshishead.

She’snotcomfortable.Nowthismanistryingtopin

hertoSqalo’sdeath.

“We’removingoutafterthefuneral,”hesays.



Hereyeswiden.Saywhat?!

(IfyouorderedBabyMomishandhaven'trecievedit

kindlyhalaatmeon0637108652)

.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER58

MPILO

He’sanemotionalwreck.Beforetheystarteddoing

thingstheirbodieswantedtodo,theywerebest

friends.From lowerprimarygradesthroughouthigh

school,theyweretight.Hewashis“Ntwana”before

hewasalover.Asmuchasnobodycanbelievehim,

theirbreak-uptorehishearttoo.Hehadtodistance

himselffrom Sqaloforthesakeofhisinheritance.

Yes,hechosemoneyoverhistruth.

He’slosthisuncleaswell,inthemostcruelway.

Sqalowould’vecomfortedhim throughthisgrief,but

he’snotherebecauseit’sthedayofhisfuneral.

Hearrivesinadustypinksuit,eventhoughthey

nevercross-dressedSqalostilllikedfashionatits

finest.Theyweren’tonbesttermswhenhepassed

on,butbothintheirheartstherewerenohatred

nested.Circumstancespulledthem apart,Mpilohad

tochoose,hechosetheinheritancehisbiological



fatherleftinthehandsofhisuncle,forhim tobe

abletogotouniversityandkeephismother

financiallysustained,hehadtobreakthingsoff.

Thakasastopshim beforehereachesthetent.While

allhissiblingsaresmartlydressedfortheirbrother’s

funeralservice,he’sinbaggyjeansheworewhenhe

repaintedhismother’sroom,andanunbuttoned

short-sleevedshirt.

“Whatbringsyouhere?”heasksglaringatMpilo.

Sqalobledtohisbrother.Thakasawasthescariest

tocomeouttoabouthissexuality,yethebecame

themostunderstandingone.Heknowseverything

thatwentdownintheirrelationship.

“IlovedSqalo,”Mpilosays.

Thakasa’sstareremainsgluedonhim.Hebreaksa

chuckleandletsamomentofheavysilencepass.

“Leave,”hesaysinaslow,deepvoice.

“Bhut’Thakasa,please,Ijustwanttosaygoodbye

forthelasttime,”Mpilobegs.



“Mpilonhle,listentomewhenItalktoyou,don’t

pushmetodosomethingIhavenointentionsof

doing.Ungangiqali!”

Mpiloexhalesheavily,glancesinsidethetentand

seesthecoffinwithafuneralwreathontop.Tears

burnhiseyes,notevenoncehadheeverthought

he’dloseSqalothisway.

“CanIsaygoodbye?”hebegs,tearsrunningdown

hischeeks.

“He’sdead.Hedoesn’ttalk,hedoesn’thear,he

doesn’tfeel,hedoesn’tthink,hedoesn’ttaste.You

hadachancetosaywhateveryouwanttosaywhile

hewasstillalive,butyouchosetobreakhisheart.

NowleavebeforeImakeyouleavewithyourjaw

broken,”Thakasasays.

Hesniffsandwipeshisface,hisheartisbroken,but

hehastoacceptthathe’snotwelcome,andnot

disturbSqalo’sfuneral.

Theygoonwithouthim.Hesitsunderthetreeshade,

afewyardsawayfrom thecemetery,andwatches



asmendismantlethecoffinandlowerdownhis

bodydowntothegrave.Theyfilluphisgravelike

they’dbeenwaitingforthisdaytocome.

Hebiteshishandtosilencehissobs.They’re

dispersingfrom thegrave,leavingSqaloallalonein

hisgrave.He’llneverseehim again.He’llnevergeta

chancetoexplaintohim whyhehadtokeep

distance.Itwasn’tover,notforgood,hewould’ve

gonebacktofixthingswithSqaloaftergraduating.

Hehastocryhereandmakesurehereleasesallthe

pain,becausewhenhegetsbackhomehe’llhaveto

pullhimselftogether.Hadheknownthathisuncle

woulddiesosoon,hewouldn’thavebrokenthings

offwithSqalo.Nowhisinheritanceautomatically

goestohismotherandhe’slostSqalo.

Itwasallfornothing!

.

.



THAKASA

Mostrelativeshaveleft,exceptforafewauntswho

arelingeringaroundforgossip.Nkonzoreturned

backtoworkwithTematotemporarilyholdthefort

whileThakasafindshimselfthroughgrief.

“Soshesitsinherbedroom andtextsherboyfriends

onWhasaphuthewholeday?”oneoftheauntsasks.

She’snotreallyrelatedtothem,hermotherhadan

affairwiththeirfather’sbrother,becausehewasa

forwardManqeleandstupidinlove,hetookherinas

hisdaughter.

“No,it’sFacebook.That’swhereallloosewomen

findmen,”HleziphiManqelesays.She’sthe

daughteroftheirgrandfatherthathegotfrom

Johannesburg.

“Yuu,Ihopeshedidn’tbringHIV&AidstoThakasa.”

Speakingofthedevil!Hewalksin.Hedidn’tsleepat

homeagain.Hestandsbythedoorandstaresat

them.



“Khehla,wherewereyou?”MaKhumaloasksgetting

offthecouch.She’sbeenworriedsick.Thelastthing

shewantsrightnowistoloseanotherchild.

“Areyouallgossipingaboutmywife?”heasks.

Silence.

“Okay,whyareyouallstillhere?Thefuneralwas

threedaysago.OrImustextendthehouseandbuild

youroomssinceyou’renowmovingin?”

“Thakasadon’tspeaklikethatwithyouraunts,”

MaKhumalosaysinshock.

“Theymustpacktheirthingsandgo.Myaunts

wouldn’ttalkaboutmywifelikethat.”Helooksat

them disgustedly.“Hleziphihasfourdifferent

babydaddies.Zandiledoesn’tknowwherehersare.

Ifshepaidattentiontowhoimpregnatesherwiththe

sameeffortsheputsintomybusiness,maybeshe

would’veknownthefathersofherkids.”

Gasps!

Hleziphiisthefirstonetostorm outofthehouse

angrily.She’sneverbeendisrespectedbyachildlike



this,inherentirelife!

Othersfindwaytotheirsuitcasesandstartpacking

aswell.

MaKhumaloisstaringatThakasawithsomuch

disappointment.Theywereheretocomforther.

“Khehla,whatis….”Thakasawrinkleshisnoseand

frowns.

“Don’tcallmethat,”hesays.

“Talktoyourmother,what’sgoingon?We’reall

goingthroughpain,youmaynotbelieveitbutwedo.

Butyou’reactingdifferentfrom everyone,”sheasks.

“Youkilledmybrother,that’swhatgoingon,”hesays.

“I’m abadmother,yousaid.Ididn’traiseyouallwell

andI’m ignorantaboutmodernthings.Kodwa

akekhoumamaofunaukubonainganeyakheibuya

ilelengomhlanekadeiphumeihambangezinyawo.”

(Butnomotherwantstoseeherchildleavingonhis

ownfeetandreturninghomelyingonhisback)

Thepainhe’sfeelingblindshim from seeingothers’

pain.Hismotherdoesn’tcare,that’showheseesit.



“I’m leaving,”hesays.

“Whereareyougoing?”

Hedoesn’tanswer.Heturnsaroundandleaves.

MaKhumalosinksdownonthecouchandprays

softly;“MaThonga,Nyazilwezulu,pleasekeepmy

childrensafe.”

Rightnowshedoesn’tcarewheretheygoandwho

they’rewith,shejustwantsherchildrenalive.

ThakasawalksintoMaNtusifoldingapileofhis

clothesonthebed.Hehasn’tslepthomesincethe

funeral.Hedidn’tevensendatext,sohe’sexpecting

anythingfrom her.

Hestandsbythedoorandstaresather.

MaNtusiliftshereyes,“Wherewereyou?”

She’scalmerthanheexpected.

“YesterdayIsleptinWaterways,”hesays.

Shekeepshereyesonhim.Ifthatwasthecase

Nomkhosiwould’vetoldher,nowthere’snoneedfor



them tohideanythingfrom her.

“WhichWaterways?”sheasks.

“Ididn’ttellNomkhosi.Iwantedtobealone,”hesays.

Shesighsandsitsdown.

Thesoftlookonherfacepermitshim towalkinand

sitnexttoher.

“Let’sleavetoday,”hesays.

MaNtusifrowns.

“Today?”Theytalkedaboutmovingout,butnotso

soonafterthefuneral.

“Today,Idon’twanttobehereanymore,”hesays.

MaNtusisighsandholdshishand.He’sgoing

throughpain,sheunderstands,buttheydon’twant

tomakeanymistakes.

“Wecannotleavehomelikethat.Weneedyour

mother’sblessingandtobeaccompaniedbythe

ancestorsaswell,”shesays.

“No,Idon’twantto…”



“Manqele,”shecallsandThakasastopsandlooksat

her.“Sqalolovedyou.Hetrustedyouwithhislife.

Don’tdoanythingthat’sgoingtomakehim feelbad

orresponsibleforyouractions.Rememberhe’sstill

withus,wejustcan’tinteractwithhim anymore.”

“I’vedoneworsethingsthanmovingoutofhome,”

hesays.

“Thingslikewhat?”Shefrowns.

Hesighsandpullsherforahug.

“Wearenotleavingtoday,Manqele,”shetellshim.

There'snoarguingwithherbecauseshehasapoint.

“Okay,Ihearyou.Butwe’lleventuallyleave,Iwantto

focusonmyfamily.”

“Whichone?”sheasks.

“Ionlyhaveonefamily.You,Nomkhosiandthe

kids.”

Shechucklesandlooksaway.Hecupsherfaceand

turnsitbacktohim.

“Imissyou,”hesays.



“HowdoyoumissmewhenI’m righthere?”sheasks.

“Imissoursimplelife,beforethedramaandfights.

Youdidn’tgivemeachild,butyourpresencegave

meareasontowakeupeverydaywithmyheadheld

uphigh.Whycouldn’tyouseethat?”heasks.

“Ididn’twanttodisappointyourmother.Shewanted

tobeagrandmother,itwasanhonortoyourfather

whoblessedourmarriage,”MaNtusisays.

“Youdidn’tallowmetobeme.Youneglectedmy

emotionalneeds.Iaskedyoutoletitgosomany

times.Itoldyouitwasokay,wedidn’tneedachild,

butyoucorneredmeeverychanceyougot.You

mademefeellikeafailure,likeweweren'tenough,

andIhatedeverymomentofit."

Tearsburnhereyes.Shehasababynowthatshe

neverplannedfor.Shedidn’tdrinkanything,she

didn’tsleepacertainwayorsetdatesoncalendars.

Itjusthappenedfrom God’swill.

“WhenIwentoutIwashappierthanIwaswhenI

returnedhome.Nomkhosiwasn’tgoingtobe

anythingmorethansomeoneIreleasedstresswith.



ButshegavemesomethingIwaslongingfor,tobe

treatedlikeamanthatwasnotanheirthatneeded

toproduceachild.IneverliedtoherandsaidIdidn’t

loveyou.SoIkeptgoingbacktoher,eventually

feelingsdeveloped,Ifoundmyselfcallinghertosit

andchat,withnosexinvolved.I’m sureyou’veseen

thecaringsideofher,she’sareallygoodwoman.

Justlikeyou.BeforeIknewitIhadcrushedboth

yourhearts.Idon’tknowifyou’lleverbecomplete

again.I’m notevensureyoustillloveme.”

MaNtusireleasesalongheldbreathandasks,

“You’resureshelovesyou?”

“Nomkhosi?”heasks.

Shenods,“Yes.”

“Ithinkshedoes,”hesays.

“Shedidn’thaveafather.Makesureyou’renotfilling

upacertainvoid.I’m notsayingthisasyourwife,but

assomeonewhounderstandsthevoidofnothaving

aparent.Nomkhosidoesn’tlooklikesomeonewho

settlesforanythingthatlifethrowsather.Butwith

youit’sdifferent,morelikeyourpresenceinherlife



rubssomethingoffher.”

Heinhalessharplyandpullsapillowtohislap.He

squeezesitandstaresatthewall.

Hewouldn’tknowwhattodoifhediscoversthat

whatNomkhosihasforhim isnotreallove.Alothas

happenedbetweenthem;risks,sacrifices,

challengesandlifechanges.He'sheretoday,inthis

situation,becausehefellinlovewithher.Feelings

havetobemutual,genuinely.

.

.

NOMKHOSI

Shedidn’tattendthefuneral.Outofconcern,her

motheradvisedhernottosendPheloforthefuneral.

She’llgoforthecleansingritualswheneveryoneis

emotionallyokaytolookafterher.Obviously,

Thakasadidn’ttakethatwell,he’sgivingherthe

silenttreatment.It’sbeenafewdaysnow,he’snot

callingortextingtocheckonPhelo.Toavoidlooking



likeadramaticbabymama,Nomkhosihasdecided

tolethim.

Preciouscallsfrom thereception.Shestillhasajob

atBantwanaHoldings,thankstoSnalo’stemporary

goodheart.Shebeggedforhertobegivenawritten

warning.

“Someoneisatthegatewaitingforyou,”shesays.

“Oh,okay.”NomkhosifrownsandlooksatNdondo

who’sstandinginfrontofherwithtwosetsof

lingeriewaitingforheropinion.

“Someoneisatthegatewaitingforme,”shesays.

“Who?Didyoucallthesecuritytoconfirm identity?”

Ndondoasks.

“Theywouldn’thavecalledPreciousiftherewas

somethingfishy.”

“You’reright,Ihopeit’snotPhelo’sfatherbecause

wehaveplans.”

“It’snotthatone,he’snotspeakingtomethese

days,”Nomkhosisayswithaneyeroll.

“Mayitstaylikethatforever!"Theybothlaugh.It’s



awkwardbecauseNomkhosineverreallyliked

Ndabukoeither,sheonlywarmeduptohim recently.

HewasshadyAF,lyingandplayinghide&seekwith

Fuzeandherfriend.Nowthetableshaveturned,she

fellforamarriedmanandNdondohearsnoneofit.

Thakasa’scar?Shenearlytripsoverherstilettos.

He’sthelastpersonsheexpectedtobeseehere.

Andwhyishenotdrivingin?He’sbeenherebefore.

Sheopensthedoorandclimbsinsidethecarwitha

slightfrownonherface.Nothilesaidhewasn’t

handlingSqalo’sdeathwell.

“Hi,”shesayswithherstarefixedonhim.

“Whereisyourbag?”

“Mybag?”Shefrowns.

“Iwantustotalk.”

Strange!

“IwaswrappingupafewthingswithNdondo,”she

says.



“MustIwaitforyou?”heasks.

“Yes,ormaybeyoushouldgohomeandpickPhelo

upanddrivebytogetmeafterwards.”

“Iwanttotalktoyou.I’m notinagoodspacetosee

ababy,”hesays.

Nomkhosifrowns,“Yourownbaby?Youthink

parenthoodcanbeswitchedonandoff.”

“No,”hesighs.“Babiesaresensitive.Idon’twanther

topickanybadenergyfrom meandgetsick.”

“Okay,givemeamoment.”Shedoesn’tunderstand

hisreasoning,butshe’snotgoingtoforcethings.

Ndondowalksinsidetheofficeasshepacksher

laptopandsomedocuments.

“Whoisit?”Ndondo.

“Thakasa,”shesays.

“Whatdoeshewant?”

“Idon’tknow,hesayshewantstotalk,”shesays.



“Ihopehe’snotheretobreakupwithyouforthe

milliontime.”

Thathurtsalittle.No,notalittle,itreallyhurts

becausethere’sahugechanceofitbeingthetruth.

She’sdraggingherselftohiscar.Yes,theyarenotin

arelationship,eventhoughhe’striedtopursueita

numberoftimes.Butshe’snotreadyforhim todrop

herlikeahotpotatoagain.

“Areyouokay?”heasks.

Shenods,“Yeah.”

ThedrivetoWaterwaysisfilledwithheavysilence.

He’sbackwithNothileandseeminglytheirmarriage

isstableagain.Thewordshesaidtoherthelast

timehebrokethingsoffstartsringinginherhead.

Heputsherbagonthecounterandfillsaglassof

waterinthesink.Shetakesalittlesipandahuge

breath.

“Thakasa,areyoubreakingupwithme?”sheasks.

Hiseyeswiden.He’sstandingbehindthecounter



andstaringather.

“No,butwe’renottogether,howcanIbreakupwith

you?”

Sheshrugs,“You’vedoneitbefore,wewerejust

fucking,butyou’ddropmeeverytimethingswent

smoothinyourmarriage.”

Hedropshiseyes.He’snotproudofit,eventhough

heneverliedtoher.

“Doyouloveme,Nomkhosi?”heasks.

Shefrowns.Thisisaquestionsheexpectedatall.

Surelyhedidn’tbringherheretopursueherfora

relationship,ormarriage,sosoonafterhisbrother’s

funeral.

“Whydoyouask?”sheasks.

“BecauseIwanttoknow,doyouloveme

Nomkhosi?”He’sstaringather,notsparinghereven

amomenttocollectherthoughts.

“Yes,Ido,butthatdoesn’tmeanI’vedecidedon

becomingyoursecondwife,”shesays.

“Whydoyouloveme?”heasks.



Asigh!

“BecauseI’m stupid,Iguess.”

Hewalksaroundthecounterandpullshertothe

couchinthelounge.Hesitsnexttoherandpullsher

headtohischest.There’satight,warm embraceshe

givesher.Foramomentshefeelssafeinhisarms,

likethey’rehome,whereshe’dwanttobewhenthe

sunsetsdown.

“Iwanttosearchforyourfather.”

Sheliftsherheadupandlooksathiim,eyes-widen.

Whatdidhejustsay?

“Huh?”Shefrowns.

“IknowIcanfindyourfatherifIputmoneyintoit.

Helpmesearchforhim,please.”

“Thakasa,heleftbecausehedidn’tcare.WhymustI

followhim around?He’sprobablyhappilymarried

withotherchildrenthatheloves.Idon’tneedhim.”

“Youcan’tsayyoudon’tneedsomethingthatyou’ve

neverexperiencedhowit’sliketohave.He’sthe

grandfatherofmydaughter,forhersake,Iwantto



knoweveryonewhosebloodrunsinherveins.What

ifshegrowsupandmarriesoneofyournephews

andyoudon’tknow?”

Shesighs.Doesitnotbotherherthatshe’snever

seenherbiologicalfathereveninpictures?Itdoes,

butshepushedittothebackofherhead.Now

Thakasawantstodigdeeplyintoherlife.Phumzile,

morethananyone,hatesdiscussingthisissue.

“Iloveyoutoo,MaZikode.”

She’srelievedtohearthis,butnotsomuchwhen

sheremembersthathe’snowforcingherandher

mothertoconfrontthepastandlookforamanwho

plantedaseedandleft.
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CHAPTER59

NOMKHOSI

He’snotleaving.He’sstillsittingonthecouchwith

anemptyplateoffoodinfrontofhim.They’venever

spenthourstogetherwithoutPhelosinceshewas

born.Thisisthefirsttimeandshe’salreadyfeeling

likeabadmom forspendingtimewithherfather

whileshe’snothere.

“WeshouldfetchPhelo,”shesays.

“No,”hesighs.“Ican’tbearoundher.I’llseeher

whenI’m okay.”

“Iknowyouthinkshe’stooyoungtoknowyouand

realizewhenyou’renotaround,butThakasathat’s

yourdaughter,she’snevergonethislongwithout

seeingdaddy,Iknowshemissesyou,”Khosisays.

“Imisshertoo.YouthinkIdon’twanttospendtime

withmydaughter?She’swhatIneedrightnowbutI

can’tbearoundher.”



“Why?YoulivewithLondaandhe’sokay.It’snotlike

there’sadarkcloudoveryou,youjustlosta

brother.”

“AndIkilled,”hesays.

Nomkhosistopsdeadonhertracks.Thathastobe

ajoke!Shetoldhim nottodoitwithhisownhands.

“Areyouserious?”sheasks.

Hesighsandnods.Oh,hellno!

“Whatdoesthatmeanforyou?”sheasks.

“IthinkI’m done,withalotofthings.Thatwasthe

lastnailintomycoffin.RightnowI’lljustfollow

whereverlifeleadsme.”

Thisisheartbreakingforhertohear,becauseas

muchasshedidn’tbenefitfrom thatsideofhim,she

stilllovedthedisciplineandchurchgrounded

Thakasa.

“Whataboutwork?”sheasks.

“Nkonzowilltakeover.I’llfigureoutwhatI’m going

todo,maybeapplyforajobsomewhereelseand…”

Heexhalesheavilyandburieshisfaceinhishands.



“Pleasedon’tforgetandlosewhoyouare,”shesays

holdinghishandsandkneelinginfrontofhim onthe

couch.“Idon’twantmydaughternottohaveadad.”

Helooksather,pain-struck.

“Whataboutyou?Doyouwanttobewithoutme?”he

asks.

“I’vebeenwithoutyoubeforeandI’m stillstanding.I

justdon’twantmydaughtertoexperiencethesame

thingIexperienced,”shesays.

“Sowithus,wasiteverathingoryou’rejustfilling

thevoidofafatherwithme?”

Hereyeswiden.Shestandsupandchucklesoutin

disbelief.

“Whatmakesyouthinkyoucanbeafatherfigureto

me,oranythinglikethat?Youdon’tsupportme,

eitherfinanciallyoremotionally.Youdon’ttakecare

ofmeinanyway.Oryouthinkyourpenisaloneis

enoughformetoforgetthatIdon’thaveafather?”

sheasks.

That’stouchedthenerve.Hedidn’texpectthatatall.



“IfIneededamantofillthefathervoid,Iwould’ve

gottensomeonebetterthanyou,becauseICANget

him ifIwant.You’reagoodfathertoyourdaughter,

butthat’sit,you’venevertreatedmegoodenough

formetofindsolaceinyou.”

“Youdidn’thavetoattackme,Ididn’tmeanthatina

badway.IknowthatI’m notperfect,I’m farfrom it,”

hesays.

“I’m notattackingyou,I’m justtellingyouthatyou’ve

neverplayedanyroleofafather,orevenofa

boyfriend,tome.Don’tthinkthere’savoidyou’re

fillinginmylife,youhaveyourownissueswithyour

parents.Don’tyoudaretrytoactlikeyou’rebetter

thanmebecauseyouhadbothparentsgrowingup,

becauseinactualfact,youraisedyourselfandtheir

kids.Youalsohavedaddyissues,that’swhyyou’re

livingyourlifetryingtoimpressamanthat’snot

evenalive.”

“Okay,dropit.I’m sorryImentionedit,”hesays.

Shemumblessomethingunderherbreathandwalks

away.Furyiscrashingthroughherveins,beforethis



escalatesfurther,sheshouldleave.

“Nomkhosi,”hecallsaftertheasshegrabsherbag

andtypessomethingquicklyonherphone.

“What,Thakasa?”shejeersathim.

Hestandsinfrontofherandlooksatherfire-blazing

eyes.

“IsaidI’m sorry,”hesays.

“Forwhat?”sheasks.

“Foreverything.”

Sherollshereyesandlooksaway.Heholdsher

hand,shehatesandlovesitwhenhedoesthat.

“CanIdriveyouhome?”heasks.

“Ialreadyrequestedfrom Bolt.”

“Cancelit.I’lltakeyouhome.”

Thistimeshedoesn’thavemuchtosay.Shecancels

therideandfollowshim outtothecar.

HetakestheRidgesideDriveexit.They’renot



speakingbecauseshe’sstillpissedandhe’dprefer

nottohavehisheadbittenagain.

“We’regoingtoGetaway?”sheaskswhenheturns

ontoMedigateRd.

“IthoughtyouandPhelomightneedsomethings,”

hesays.

“ButIalwaystellyouifPheloneedsanything.Idon’t

wanttogotostores,Iwanttogohome,”shesays.

“CanIgetyousomething?”

Shefrowns,“Why?”

“Ijustwanttobuyyousomething,”hesays.

“YoufeelguiltybecauseIsaidyou’veneverdone

anythingforme?Really,youhaveahugeego.Idon’t

wantanything,pleasedrivemehome.”

“That’snotfair.I’m everything,butI’m notastingy

man,Itakecareofpeopleinmylife.Youhavenever

allowedmeto.”

Shepracticesherrighttoremainsilentandstares

outofthewindow.



“Ifeellikeyouwantedmetocommittoyoubutnow

thatIwantto,you’rebackingout.Wasitallfor

nothing,Nomkhosi?”heasks.

“I’m backingout?”Shefrowns.

“Yes,youare.Whenam Igettingmyanswer?”he

asks.

“IjustfeellikeI’m notaManqelewifematerial.

That’snotme;servingpeopleonmyknees,dishing

onpersonalizedplatesandwearingscarfs.”

“Youdidthatforoneday,onlyone!AndIneversaid

you’llstaywithmymother,wehaveourownhouse,

you’dbeexpectedtobethattypeofwifeifwe’re

home.”

“Butthat’sthetypeofawifeyouwant,right?That’s

whyIwasdumpedoverandoveragain.”

“You’remakingexcusesforme.Idon’thavea

problem withhowyouare,thisishowImetandfell

inlovewithyou.Idon’twantyoutochange.”

“Youwantatraditionalwedding?”.

Hefrowns,“That’stheonlyweddingIknowand



recognize.”

“Whatifthingsdon’tworkout?Willyouletmego?”

sheasks.

Hekeepshiseyesontheroadanddoesn’trespond.

Thisisexactlywhyshe’sundecided.Gettingmarried,

specificallytoaManqele,isalifetimecommitment

thatyoucan’tstepoutfrom.Ifyou’rein,you’rein.

Thakasa’sviewsonmarriagearebackwardandvery

strict.

HeparksoutsidethegateattheNgidiresidence.He

dideverythingnecessarytostaycleanaftertaking

lives,buthisheartstilldoesn’tallowhim totouch

littlebabies.

“TellPhelothatI’llseehersoon.Imissandloveher,”

hesays.

“Alright.”Shetakesherbelongingsandopensthe

doortoclimbout.

Heholdsherhand.Sheturnsandlooksathim.

“Hey,Iloveyou,”hesays.



Shechuckles,“I’llkeepthatinmind.”

“Seriously?”He’soffended.

“There’snoneedformetosayanythingback

becauseyou’vealreadyconcludedthatIhavefather

issues.Bye!”

Heheavesasighandsitsinsidethecarforagood

whileaftershe’sdisappearedinsidethegate.

NomkhosiwalksintoNgidiandhermom watching

TVwithbowlsofsoupinfrontofthem.

Snaloissomewhereinthehousesinging.She

seemstobefocusingonthehappysideoflife.

Everythingseemstobeperfect,excepttheMondli

part.They’reonandoff;unpredictable.

“Whodroppedyouoff?”Phumzileasks.

“Phelo’sfather,”shesaysandsitsonthecouch.

Somethingistroublingher,Phumzilequicklypicks

thatup.

“Pheloissleepinginherroom.”



Nomkhosinodsandheavesasigh.

“What’swrong?”PhumzileasksloweringtheTV

volume.

“Ma,where’smyfather?”

Ngiditurnshiseyestoher.Theybothlookshocked

thatsheaskedthatquestion.

“Itoldyouheleftandwelostcontact,”Phumzile

says.

“Whyareyounotlookingforhim?Bab’Ngidihas

connections,hecanfindhim.Whyareyouso

relaxedwhileyourdaughterdoesn’tknowher

father?”sheasks.

Ngidiclearshisthroatandasks,“Whereisallthis

comingfrom?”

“Baba,I’m grown,Ihavemyownchildnow.Whyisit

notimportanttohertofindmyfatherandintroduce

metohim?He’smyfather,Phelo’sgrandfather!”

“Shetried.Somepeoplearejustnevermeanttobe

inourlivesforareason.You’regrown,beautifuland

successful.Youdon’tneedhim,”Ngidisays.



“You’rewrong,Ineedhim.”Sheturnshereyesand

looksatPhumzile,“Ma,Iwantmyfather.Get

somethingsolidtostarton,I’llsearchforhim by

myself.”

Ngidiwrapshisarm aroundPhumzile’sshoulder.

TheywatchasNomkhosiangrilystormsoutofthe

room withherbag.

“Iknewthisdaywouldcome,”Phumzilesayswitha

heavysigh.

Ngidicaressesherarm andplantsasoftpeckonher

cheek.

“Maybeit’stimewetellherthetruth.She’sgrown,

thesethingshappen,Iknowit’llbehardbutshe’ll

understandwhyyoukeptquiet,”hesays.

“Whatifitdestroysher?”Tearsburnhereyes.She’s

notready.She’sdoneherutmostbesttoraisea

strongdaughter,thiswillsurelyturnherintoa

brokenwoman.

.

.



MAKHUMALO

She’snowallalonesinceThakasasenttheaunts

packing.Neighborsdocheckonher,butthey’renot

persistent.Theyonlycomearoundbreakfasttimeto

scoresometeaandscones.

Mawandeishome.She’severythingonewouldask

from adaughter.Lessdrama,morerespect.

Sometimesshe’slazy,butthat’snothingcompared

toPhethile.Thatonebottomschairs.

MaKhumalowalksinandfindsMaNtusiinthe

kitchen.Sheusuallyleavesandcomesbackwhen

she’sclearedtheroom.Buttodayshewalksinand

staresatherwithherarmsfolded.

“I’llbedoneinaminute,”MaNtusisayswiping

Thakasa’stea-setandpackingitinsidethecupboard.

“Where’syourhusband?”MaKhumalo.

MaNtusifrowns,“HewenttoseePhelo.”

“Oh,Iwonderwhenthey’revisiting.Sphepheloand



hermother,”MaKhumalosaysmaliciouslywhile

eyeingher.

“I’lltextherandfindoutforyou,”MaNtusisays.

“You’lltextwho?”sheasks.

“Nomkhosi,Ithoughtyouweretalkingabouther,”

MaNtusi.

“You’reherfriendnow?”She’sbesideherselfwith

shock.

“No,we’renotfriends.Wejusttalk,afterallweare

nowsharingamanandwe’remoms.Theworldmay

haveturneditsbackonme,butIstillhavepeople

whotreatmehumanly.”

“Don’tevengothere.Youdidthattoyourself,”

MaKhumalosays.

“True,IguessIexpectedtoomuchwhileIhad

nothing.Youonlyhavetwodaughters,Ionlyhadthe

righttocallyouMabecauseImarriedyoursonandI

waswhatyouconsideredaperfectwife.Bloodis

thickerthanwater,andIdon’thaveyourbloodinmy

veins,myownmotherdied.”



“I’vealwaystreatedyoulikemydaughter,”

MaKhumalosaysinawe.“Nowyouwanttousethe

factthatyoudon’thaveamothertojustifythe

disgraceyoubroughtthisfamily.”

“ThakasaandIareeven,hecheatedfirstandgot

someonepregnant,”MaNtusisays.

“Yes,andIstoodbyyouthroughoutthatsituation.I

didn’ttalktomyson,Icouldn’tstandhissightandI

calledhim names.Iwassupportinganothercheater,

nizifebenobabili.Idon’tfavoranynonsensicalchild,

I’lltreatyouexactlyhowItreatanyonewho

disappointme.”

“ExceptthatmypunishmentislongerbecauseI’m

notyourchild."

“Andyourmotherdied,goon,playyourcards,

MaNtusi.”

Tearsburnhereyes.Theyusedtobeclose.Asmuch

asshewantstobeoutofMaKhumalo’syard,she

stillwantsthingstogobacktonormalbetween

them.

“I’m sorry,Ma,”shesays.



“I’m nyonyiMa.Whatgotintoyourhead?Your

husbandmaycallmeabadmother,butyouknow

mebetterthananyone.I’vebeenamothertoyou

morethanI’vebeenamothertohim.Itaughtyoua

fewthingsaboutthislife.Idon’trememberyou

sittingdownwithmeandtellingmeaboutyourflaws

inmarriage.Youleavewheneveryoufeellikeleaving

andcomebackwithnoexplanation.I’m justa

picturehere.”

“Butthisisstillmymarriage,Idealwithmyemotions

thewayIseefit,”MaNtusi.

“Soit’snotyourmarriagewhenit’sThakasawho’sat

fault,youneedmethere?”

MaNtusisighs,“No,that’snothowit’slike.”

“I’m goingtocallwomentocomeandprayforthis

family.”Shewalkstowardsthepassage,throwing

herhandsupandmumblingtoherself.

“CanImakeyouacupoftea?”MaNtusiasks.

“No,Idon’twantit,”sheyellsatthepassage.

“WhatifIaddextramilk?”



“Still,no.”

“Okay,I’llmakeitlaterthen.”

Thakasawalksinwearingahugefrown.“Whowere

youtalkingto?”heasks.

“ToMa,”shesays.

Sincewhenshe’sMatothem now?

“Aboutwhat?”heasks.

“Tea,”shesays.

Hewalkspastthekitchentotheloungewhere

MaKhumaloandhissistersare.He’sbeenavoiding

Phethybecausehedoesn’tknowwhattosaytoher.

Hehasn’tbeenthereforherasabrother.

“Tutu,”hestandsbehindthecouch.

Phethyturnsherheadandlooksathim.She’sa

dramaqueen,sothisisobviouslyabigdeal.Shelost

hertwinandshe’snotgettingenoughsupportfrom

thesepeople.

“Comehere,”Thakasapullsouthishand.Shegrabs



itandstandsup.Theypulloneanothertoherroom.

Aminutelatertherearesobscomingfrom theroom.

She’sbeengivenaplatform tocryinbulk;forSqalo,

fortheiPhoneandforanincreaseofmonthly

allowance.

MaNtusiwalksintotheloungewithatrayoftea-set

andputsitonthecoffee-table.Shecomesbackwith

aplateofbuttercookiesandsitsnexttoMawande.

Hatingherwasawasteoftime,Mawandereally

doesn’tcareorinvolveherselfinfamilyfeuds.She’s

beengreathelpwithLondasinceshecametovisit

home.Orhasshecomebackforgood?Nobodyis

askingher.MaKhumaloisstilldealingwithalot,but

soonerorlatershe’llconfronther.

“Thisismyfirsttimewatchingthisseries,

Bhambatharecommendedit,”Mawandesays.

“That’syourbrother-in-lawwhowasinprison,right?”

MaNtusiasks.

Shelaughs,“Yes,buthe’snotthemaincharacter.He

didn’tbreakoutofprison.”



“Hecould’vedoneit,whyareyouputtingitpasthim?

That’swhyhelikeswatchingthesecriminalthings,”

MaKhumalointerferes.

Theydon’tsayanything.WentworthMilleristhe

maincharacterandallthiswasscripted,it’snota

truestory.Bhambathasimplylikedtheseries,like

everyone,ithasnothingtodowithhischaracter.

Mawandegrabsacupandmakesherselftea.

“SonobodyisgoingtoaskifI’m hungry,you’reall

justgoingtoeatlikeyou’resittingwithapicture?”

“HawuMa,youcould’veaskedifyouwantedsome

tea,”Mawandesaystakinganothercup.

“Iaskedandshesaidshedoesn’twantit,”MaNtusi

says.

Mawandestopswithaslightfrown.

“Ididn’tsayanythingaboutcookiesthough,”–

MaKhumalo.

“Soyouonlywantcookies?”Mawandeasks.

“No,andteaaswell,youwantmetochokeanddie.”

Mawanderollshereyes.Luckily,sheunderstands



everyoneinthisfamily,nothingsurprisesher

anymore.

Atextbeepsinphone:WHENSHOULDIPICKYOU

UP?

Gosh,she’sstilltryingtofigureouthowshe’sgoing

togetoutofthehouse!Shemightneedsomeofthe

PrisonBreaktricks,becausebothThakasaand

MaKhumaloarehomenow.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER60

KHANYO

He’ssittinginfrontoftheTV.Idon’tknowifhe’s

watchingitorit’swatchinghim.I’m worriedabout

hislackofemotions.Iexpectedhim tohaveatotal

breakdownafterSqalodiedinhishands,that’s

typicalhowheis.

“Babe,”Isay.

Helooksatme.Iaskhim,“Areyouokay?”

“Myfeetarecold,”hesays.

He’snotansweringtherealquestion.Iwasn’tasking

abouthisfeet.Hedoesn’thavegood-lookingfeet,I

shouldmakesureheneverwearssandalsinfrontof

myfriends.Speakingofthosesouls,Ishouldcheck

uponthem later.Nolwazi’sboyfriendisnotwell,she

shouldbecomingtoKZNtotakecareofhim.Iwant

hertoproveherworthyasafuturesister-in-law.I’m

thattypeofasister.



Icomebackwithapairofsocksfrom thebedroom

andgivehim.Hedoesn’twearthem,heputsthem

besidehim andcontinuesstaringattheTVblankly.

“Didyouseekanykindofemotionalhelpaftergoing

throughwhatyouwentthrough?”Iask.

“No,”hesays.

Iraisemyeyebrow.He’snotthetypethatneglects

emotions.

“Therewasalotgoingon.Thakasawasn’tthere,

NkonzoandIhadtoholdhandsandmakesure

everyoneandeverythingwasokay.Therewasno

time,andIdon’twanttoheal.”

Hedoesn’twanttoheal?Whatkindofastatementis

that?

“Whatdoyoumeanyoudon’twanttoheal?”Iask.

“BecauseIkilledhim,Khanyo.”

Whatthehell?!

“No,youdidn’t.”

“Hewasalivewiththescrewdriverstuckinhim.He



could’vesurvived,Ishould’vewaitedfor

professionalstoremovetheobject.Everyonesawit,

hewasn’thurtthatbadly,Ikilledhim.”

“Butheaskedyoutoremoveit.Hewasinpain.You

didwhatanybrotherwould’vedone.”Hearinghim

shiftingtheblametohimselfbreaksmyheart

becausebothhim andIknowthetruth.Sqalo’stime

hadarrived,therewasnoturningback.

“I’llneverforgivemyselfforthat,Khanyo.Never!”

“Butbabe…”Heshakeshishead.

Istopandreleaseasigh.He’snotbeingfairto

himselfandtomewhohastodealwiththisstrange

versionofhim.

“How’sThakasaholdingup?”Iask.

“Idon’tknow.Iknowhehatesme,Ijustfeelsorryfor

Nkonzobecausehedidn’tdoanything.”

“Whydoyouthinkhehatesyou?”I’m perplexed.To

meitdidn’tlookthatway,heevenavoidedaphysical

altercationwithManduloinmypresencebecausehe

respectedthatIwashisbrother’swife.Imean,



girlfriend.

“Hedisownedus.MeandNkonzo,”hesays.

Forgiveme,butIthinkthey’rebigbabieswhoare

confusedaboutwhotheirfatherreallyis.Hedied,

likeRIP.

“Hejustdoesn’tcare.Idon’trememberhim asking

ushowwearesinceSqalopassedon.Hedoesn’t

checkhowweareholdingupwiththecompany,our

personallivesandgrief.”

“Doyoucheckhowheisholdingup?”Iask.

Helooksblank.

“Doyou?”Iaskagain.

“I…Ido.I…I…did.”Oh,mymanisstuttering.Just

knowheonlystutterswhenhe’sintrouble,angryor

explainingsomethingwithfrustration.Neverduring

sex,oranyofhishappymoments.It’slikehe

chooseswhenhisspeechdoespause-and-replay.

“Really?”IknowaliarwhenIseeone.

“Khanyo,youdon’tknowhowhecticthingshave

been.ButIdidcalltocheckwherehewas.”



Bathong,ifyouaskwhereIam you’recheckingup

onme?Thisisbrandnew.Straightfrom thebox!

“He’sbeenaCEOsincehewas29,right?Withthat

hehadtobeahusband,asonandmostlyafamily

leader.Buthestillcheckedonyouandmadesure

youwereokay.Twodays’nyananjeof

communicatingwiththefuneralparlorpeopleand

sortingouttheinsurancepaperwork,suddenly

thingsaretoohecticthatyoucan’tevencheckon

otherpeople?”

Hestandsupandthrowsmysocksonthefloor.“It…

it…wasmorethan…that.Gosh,you…you…are…

makingmehateyourightnow.”

Hateisabigword.I’m nottryingtounderminethe

amountofstressthatcomeswitharranginga

funeral,butIknowforafactthattheyhadpeople

runningaroundtogetthingsdone.

“He…hedied…”Hesinksbackonthecouchand

burieshisfaceinhishands.ThisistheBandlaI

know.

Isitnexttohim andtrytotouchhim buthedoesn’t



wantmeto.HesobsinhishandsandIsitnextto

him helplessly.

Thenhestopsandlooksaroundforsomething.His

carkeys.Hegrabsthem andstands.

“Bandla,you’renotdrivinginthisemotionalstate.

Whatif…?”Hewalksaway.

Ijumptomyfeetandyellbehindhim.Thakasa

almostdiedinacaraccident,Sqalodiedinthecar,

andnowhewantstohavehisturn?

“Whereareyougoing?”I’m behindhisheel.Weare

nowmakingnoiseanddisturbingpeaceofthisquiet

neighborhood.

“Youmakemefeellikeabadbrotheralloveragain.

I’m doingmybest,okay?”Hethrowsthecarkeyson

mychestandwalksoutofthegatefuriously.

WasIinsensitive?Thisisthefirsttimehegotto

spendtimewithme,heneededcomfortandI

wantedhim tobesomethinghe’snot-thatisbeinga

protectivebrother,it’stheotherwayaround.Bandla

getsprotected,he’sthesecondbabyboyofthe

family.Thakasacreatedthem tobethisway.I’m



surehedoesn’tmindwhentheyexpecttoomuch

from him.

IcallTema.Idon’tknowwhoelsetocallandreport

to.MaKhumalowouldroastmyassbeforeIcan

evenspelltheword“Bandla”.

“Hey,sister,”Temapicksup.

“Hi,”I’m alwaystheonewithproblems.OrI’m

dramaticvele?“Whereareyou?”Iask.

“WejustleftforZimbali.”

Nicelife!

“IthoughtNkonzowouldbehometoseeifhis

brotherarrives.Hejustleftthehouseangrily.”

“Didyouguyshaveafight?”sheasks.

Isigh,“Sortof.I’m worriedabouthim becauseheleft

hisphoneandcarkeysbehind.”

“Maybehe’sjusttakingawalktoletoffsomesteam.

Docallifhedoesn’tcomebackafteranhourorso,

I’llletNkonzoknow.”



“Alright,thankyou.”

Thisisfrustrating.I’veneverhadtodealwitha

“walkingout”boyfriendbefore.I’m stilllivinginfear,

weallare,hisbrotherwasmurderedandnoarrest

hasbeenmade.Whatifsomethinghappenstohim?

Fearstartbuildingup.I’m quiveringandrocking

myselfontheveranda,staringoutsidethegate.

Whatifsomeonekidnapshim andkillshim likethey

didtohisbrother.Whatifit’snotevenastranger,

butsomeoneheknowsandadores.Whatifthere’s

someonewho’sjealousofhim outthere;afake

friend.

~Amanisgoingtowalkthroughthegateallsmiles.

It’llbeahappyvisit,that’showit’lllooklike,except

thathe’llbeaccompaniedbymeninhiding.Allthat

forhishard-earnedmoney.

Gunshotsstartblazinginmyears,they’redeafening,

I’m screamingforhelp.Idon’tknowhim andIdon’t

knowwhohe’scometosee.There’sblood

everywhere.Amanisdead.Hediedforhishardwork.



Buttherearemorebodiesontheground.“Pray

Khanyo!”Iwantto,butIcan’t,I’m scared,”~

“Whodoesshelivewith?”awhitewomanasksas

sheforcesadropofwaterdownmythroat.

Idon’tknowwhoanswersher.I’m surroundedbya

numberofpeople.There’sapolicevanpullingup.

EveryoneispanickingandIcannotevenremember

howIstartedscreamingforhelp.

“Nobodyisdead.See?”saysoneofthem.Mywhite

neighbors,Ididn’tthinktheycare.He’sconvincing

me,somehow.Ofcourse,nobodyisdead,myeyes

workjustfine.

Theofficerarrivestouswithaconfusedface.

“Wearesosorry.Itseemslikewewastedyourtime,

shewashallucinating,”thewomanholdingmesays

apologetically.

“Hallucinatingorlyingaboutacrimescene?”Thisis

notoneofthoseCoke-drinking,patientones.This

mustbeoneofthosewhowenttothepoliceforce



forrevenge.Youknowthe“criminalskilledmyfather,

soIwanttopunishthem infuture”typeofpolice.

“Ihadavision,”Isay,openingmymouthforthefirst

timeafterbringingthewholeneighborhoodintoa

standstillwithmyscreams.

“Soweareherebecauseyou’rehighondrugs?

You’rewastinggovernmentresources.”Hepicksme

upaggressively.Itrytoholdonto‘mywhitemom’

butMrOfficerisnotplayingwithus.I’m probablythe

firstpersonhe’severarrested,he’stryingtomakea

nameforhimself.

“I’m atrainedseer.SometimesIgetvisions.It

happenedthattheypanickedandcalledyoufor

help.”

He’shavingnoneofit.He’spullingmetowardsthe

van.

“CanIgetmycellphoneandcallhome?”Ibeg.

“Soyou’renotevenhome.Uvukwaubungoma

obungekhoemkipitweni?”

Jeez!Oneeffectiveserviceandhe’salreadyacting



likeSAPSeverhasanythingserioustododuringthe

day.Heprobablycamefastbecausewhitepeople

called.BackinBergvillewecallthepoliceandthey

arrivewhenwe’veevenforgottenwherethecrime

scenewas.

“You’regoingtoregretthis.”Thisisawarninghe

shouldn’ttakelightly.Notonlyam Igoingtotellmy

richboyfriend,I’m goingtotellGuguandprayfor

MaSibiya’simmediateresponse.

Yeah,I’vebeenarrestedforlyingaboutacrime

sceneandwastinggovernmentresources.

Idon’tevenknowonejailsong.Ican’tbelieveI’m a

26membernow!

.

.

MAWANDE

She’spackedhertoiletryandovernightbag.It’sbeen

averylongtimesinceshespenttimewithaman.

She’snervous.Also,shestillneedstoletthese



peopleknowthatshewon’tbesleepinghome

becauseof‘anurgentbusinessthing’shehasto

attend.

“Whydoesitlooklikeyou’releaving?”Phethyasks.

“Abouttime!”MaKhumalo.

Shefrowns,“Youdidn’twantmehere,Ma?”

“Youhaveyourownhouse.You’recrowdingus,”

MaKhumalosays.

Shelaughsherassoff.Notthiswomanwantingher

outofthehouseat25anddoesn’twanther30+year

oldsonstomoveout.

“MaNtusiandThakasaareleavinginafewdays.

You’regoingtomissmewhenyou’reallaloneand

miserable.”

MaKhumalolooksatMaNtusi.She’shurt,but

becauseshe’swhosheis,sheputsacoveronit.

“You’releavinginafewdays?”sheasks.

MaNtusilooksatherhusband,unfortunatelyhe’snot

speakingtoMaKhumalo,soshehastoanswer.



“No,wearenotleavingyet.Maybeinamonth,orso.

Wecan’tleaveyouwithafreshgrave,”shesays.

NewstoThakasaManqele!There’saslightfrownon

hisfaceashelooksathiswife.

“Idon’twanttobeanyone’sburden.Ifyoualready

madeplansofmovingoutthendoittherightway.”

“Ma,youcan’tstayalonesosoon.Iknowyouhate

me,butIdon’twanttoloseyou.Youjustlostason,

youneedpeoplearoundyou.”

HereyeswanderupthewallandstayonSqalo’s

pictureforamoment,thensheglancesatThakasa

andsighs.

That’stheendofit.Nobodyseemstomind

Mawandeleavingwithabagat7pm beforedinner.

Oh,maybeshegotrelievedtoosoon.

“Wande,uyaphi?”Thakasaasks.

Shestops.Blinksrapidly.Heavybreaths.

“There’sanurgentthingIwanttoattendatWandes

tomorrowmorning,”shesays.



“I’lldriveyouinthemorning.Don’ttravelatnight

alone.”

“I’m nottravellingalone.”Alleyesturntoher.Great,

justgreatMawande!Nowtheywanttoknowwho

she’stravellingwith.

“Afriendispickingmeup,”shetriestocoverup.

“Shemustcomeandgetyoufrom thehousesothat

Iknowwhotodealwithifanythinghappenstoyou.”

MaNtusifrowns.Hedealswithpeoplenow?Orhe

meantprayer-wise.

Mawandestandsfrozenonthesamespot.Howto

getoutofthisonenow?

“It’samalefriend,”shesays.

MaKhumalo’sfacetransformsintoawe.

“Doesyourhusband’sfamilyknowthatyouhave

malefriendsnow?”

“Mawande,youcango.Callmewhenyougetthere,”

Thakasainterferes.

MaKhumalojeersathim andlooksbackat



Mawandeforananswer.

“Dotheyknoworyou’reputtingmeintrouble?”she

asks.

“Ifanyofthem hasaproblem withherhavingfriends

ofherchoicethentheymustcometome,”Thakasa

says.

“I’m nottalkingtoyou!”MaKhumaloscoldshim.

Phethyrunsofftoherbedroom andshutsitbehind.

Toomuchdrama,thisiswhysheprefersNewYork

overthem.Onedayshe’llmovetoNewYorkand

Skypethem twotimesaweek.

“Pleasedon’tfightoverme.Ma,I’llcallyoutoowhen

Igetthere,”Mawandebegs.

“No,Thakasaisright,tellthatfriendtocomeandget

youhereinsidethehouse,”MaKhumalo.

“Oh,there’ssomethingIeversayright?”Thakasa.

MaNtusisighs,“Manqele,stop!”

“No,thiswomanhasbeeninsultingmeevery…”

“ButIsaidstop,you’rebeingverydisrespectfulright



nowandyou’renotachild.”

“Nevergotachancetobeone,”hemumblesand

turnstohisphone.

Silence.

“CanIgo?”Mawandeasksinalmostwhisper.

“Go,Ihopehedoesn’thaveoneeyeandhe’sready

tofacetheMyezas,”MaKhumalo.

Phewww!Thatdraggedlongenough.Bhambatha

mustbewonderingwhat’skeepingher.

.
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BHAMBATHA

He’sstaringatherwithconcern.Mawandeadjusts

ontheseatandsighsoutheavily.

“Theywantedyoutocomein,”shesays.

Silence.

Sheturnsandfindsapairofeyesstaringthrough



hersoul.

“Andnow?”sheaskswithaslightgrin.

“No,I’m listening.Theywantedmetocomein

and…?”heasks.

“Well,Ikindagavethem acluethatIwasgoingout

withamansoThakasabackedoff.ButMa,yoh,she

nearlybitemyheadoff.”

“Howlongarewegoingtodothis?”heasks.

Mawande’seyeswiden.

“Whatdoyoumean?”sheasks.

“Idon’tknowaboutyou,butIloveyou.I’llgetalotof

backlashforit,butyouacceptingmemeansthe

worldtome.Icanstandagainstallodds.”

Thisistheconversationshe’sbeendreadingthe

most.She’stryingherbesttoreservewhatshefeels

forhim.

“Didyoutalktoyourmother?”sheasks.

Hesighsheavily.

“Itdidn’tgoanywhere.Shedoesn’tbelieveinmeand



it’sokay.”No,itdoesn’tsoundokay.He’shurting,

eventhoughhe’stryinghisbesttotakeitashisfate.

“Doyoublameher?”She’stryingnottosound

judgmental.Toherfamilyisfoundationofeverything.

Iftheydothis,theyneedtohaveaconcrete

foundationtofallbackto.

“Icomefrom averyknittedfamily.Welookoutfor

eachother.NomatterwhathappensIknowI’ll

alwayshavemyfamilyinmycorner.Icannot

imaginemyfutureandmyownfamilybeingthe

otherwayaround.Idon’twantit.Idon’twanttohave

amanandpossiblefatherofmychildrenwho

doesn’tbelieveinfamily.Makethingsrightwithyour

mom,pleaseBhambatha.”

“Idon’tknowwheretostart,”hesayshelplessly.

He’samanofmanytricks,she’sfeelingsorryfor

him.

“We’llfiguresomethingout,babe,”shesaysand

adjustsherearrings.

He’sstaringatherandshe’snotawareofwhatshe

saidyet.



“Sisi,”hesays.

Sheturnswithafrown.Shewas‘sisi’before,but

nowitsoundsweirdcomingfrom him.

“Whatdidyousay?”heasks.

“When?”She’sconfused.

“Yousaid‘babe’tome.”

Oh,snap!It’sawkward,everythingaboutthem sitting

hereandgrinningateachotherlikeCheshirecats.

“You’remybabe,aren’tyou?”sheaskssmiling.

“That’s…that…comehere.”Hewrapshishand

aroundherneckandbringsherfacecloser.Their

lipslockinabrief,sloppykiss.Hishandlowersand

liftsherarm aroundhisneck.Hekissesheragain,

suckingherlipsslowlyandreactingtothetasteof

herscentedlipglosswithheavybreaths.Hewants

morewitheachsecondthatpasseswithherlips

lockedinhis.Hefishesforhertongue,avein

twitchesuparoundhismanhood.Hebringsher

closer,hishanddropstoherwaist.He’ssuper

turnedon,everythingabouthergiveshim chills.



There’saknockonthewindow.Mawandequickly

breaksthekiss.Herheartispoundingheavilyand

it’snottheBMTeffectalone,there’sfearaswell.

Itcomesagain.There’satallshadowstanding

outside.Theyshould’vedroveoffassoonasshegot

insidethecar.

Bhambatharollsdownthewindow.Aflashlight

flickersontheirfaces.

“It’sme,”Bhambathasays.

IttakesamomentforMawandetorealizethatit’s

noneotherthantheMufasaofthefamily.

“What’sgoingonhere?”heasks.

Bhambathajustholdsherhandandsaysnothing.He

doesn’tknowhowhe’sgoingtodefendwhatthey’re

doing,buthegother.

Hiseyeslandonher,shecan’tkeepthestare,her

eyesdrop.

“NowthisiswhatIhateaboutyou,Bambatha.Idon’t

careaboutwhereyouandIstand.Youdon’t

disrespectmyfather’shouselikethis.Youdon’tpark



yourcardowntheroadanddothis.”

“Wewereabouttoleave,”Bambathasays

apologetically.

“That’snotthepoint.Mysisterisnotyourtypical

floozies.Don’tmesswithheronthestreets.Do

thingsdecently,foronce.”

HelooksatMawandewhostillcan’tlookathim in

theeyes.

“What’swrongwithyou?”heasksher.

“Wewereabouttoleave,Thakasa,”Bhambathasays.

“Itoldyouthat’snotthepoint.Ifyoulovemysister

thenletyourfamilyknow.Shewasyourbrother’s

wife,treatherwiththatdecency.”

“Okay,I’m sorry,”Bambatha.

Hedidn’thaveagreatday,theapologygoesabove

hishead.

“MustItellMaKhumalothatyou’recuddlingmenin

carsoutsideherhouse?”

“Yourlifewouldbeover.Ikeepyoursecrets,you



keepmine.”

Bhambathawantstolaughbecausethisisthe

Mawandehealwaysdealswith.Thakasaonthe

otherhandseemsshocked.

“Itellyouthingsinconfidence,”hesays.

“AndI’m tellingthisinconfidenceaswell.I’m trying

toexplorethefeelingsIhaveforBhambatha.Zipit!”

HelooksatBhambatha,“Idon’tlikeyouasabrother-

in-law.You’repollutingmysister.”

Bhambathacracksintolaughter.

“Heyman,zipit.Otherwisewe’llmakeyoutrend

beforeyoucanevenspelltheword‘sorry’.”

Theylaugh,bothofthem.

Nowit’sMawande’sturntobeshocked.Herbrother

islaughing,notjustwithanyone,butBhambatha

Myeza.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER61

KHANYO

CallingBandlawasuselessbecauseIknewheleft

hisphoneinthehouse.InMandeniIdon’tknow

anyone,exceptTemaandNkonzowhosenumbersI

don’tknowbyhead.SoIcalledmybrother,ifhe

doesn’tkillmetodayI’llthrowasurvivalpartyand

inviteeveryone.

He’sstillgoingbackandforthwiththestation

commander,threateningtosuethem for

disrespectingandabusingme.Nowthey’reclaiming

tohavenotknownanythingaboutthekindofa

personIam.Apparently,Ishouldhaveasignificant

look;iziphandlaandizinyongo,andwearcalamine

onmyface.FunnyenoughItoldthatuglygiraffe

overandoveragainthatIwashavingvisions,buthe

wantedtoimpresswhitepeoplesohearrestedme.

IfeelbadforalwaysdraggingMandulointomy

messthough.He’snotwellyet.Iwaitonthechairs



whilehegoesbeserkonthepolice,ifIhadmyphone

withmeIwould’verecordedthewholescenefor

socialmedia.Blackonblackhate,theywould’ve

neverarrestedmeifIwaswhite.

“Mylawyerswillbeintouch,”Mandulosaysbefore

turningtomeandinstructingmetogotothecar

outside.

Bandlawalksthroughthedoorwithhisjacketin

hand.Hisfaceiscoveredinsweat.Lord,there’s

anotherdramacoming.Thisisthe100thtimeI

encounterproblemswhileinhis‘care.’

Ihearasighfrom Mandulo.

Herewego…

“You’refinallyhere?”Hisquestionisajabonitsown.

BandlaislookingatmetryingtocheckifI’m fine.I

don’tknowifI’m angryathim orhappytohavemy

freedom.

“Whathappened?”heasks.

Mandulopointsatthepolicemanonthefrontdesk,

“Askthem.”



Heturnstome,“Makhanyi,let’sgo.”

IclearmythroatandlookatBandla.He’shurting,

andthat’sthelastthingIneedforhim rightnow.

“Go,I’llbringyourbagtomorrowmorning,”hesays.

“Areyoufeelingbetter?”Iaskhim.

Henods.I’m notconvinced,butthere’snothingIcan

doforhim.It’soneofthosesituationswhereyou

hopeone’sfamilywillhandlethings.

“Nyathi,I’m sorry.Thiswasanunfortunateincident,I

wasn’tinthehouse,IfoundoutwhenIgothome

from mybrotherwhohadbeencalledbyoneofour

neighbours.”

“Okay,”Mandulosays.

Bandlasighs.

Iguessthat’stheendoftheirconversation.Wehave

toleave,he’lleitherenquireaboutitfrom thepolice

orleaveaswell.

Itfeelsgoodtobeoutsidetheworldagain.Thatwas

Khanyo’slongwalktofreedom.Ican’tbelieveI

nearlyspentanightthere.Mygoodness,Iwould’ve



diedinthosetinyrooms.

“He’snotabadperson,”ItellMandulo.Iknow

Bandlahashisimperfections,butIhatehow

unfortunateeventskeeppoppingupandpaintinga

badpictureofhim tomybrother.

“Ididn’tsayhewas,Ijustdon’tunderstandhim asa

man.Butthat’snoneofmybusiness,ifyou’rehappy

I’m happy.”

That’swhatpeoplesayiftheydon’tbelieveinyour

relationship-ifyou’rehappy,I’m happy.

“I’m sorryImadeyoudriveallthisway.Howareyou

feeling?”

“PhysicallyI’m well,mygirlfriendsendsmelonglists

ofhealthyfoodtoeat.”He’ssmiling,soam I.Ilove

Nolwazi.“ButIcan’thelpfeelinglikeoneofthese

daysI’llhavenoreasontokeepholdingon.”

NowIdon’tunderstand.

“Meaning?”Iask.

“Lookatme,Makhanyi.What’sgoingrightinmy

life?”



“YourrelationshipwithNolwazi.”

Heshrugs,“Yeah,butthat’sit.Mybiggestfearisthat

mymindmightfailtocarrymebeforeIgetachance

toshowmysonhowmuchIlovehim.”

It’seasytohelpaphysicalillperson,yougivehim

paintabletsorinjection.Anemotionalillpersonis

hardtohelp.

“Maybeyouhavetogetcounsellingorsomething

likethat.”

Heshakeshishead,“Ijustwantmylifeback.”

Mybrowssnap.

“Don’ttellmeyouwantThobekaback?”Hemustn’t

dare!

“Imissmylife,nother.RightnowIdon’tknowifI’m

comingorgoing,”hesays.

“AndwheredoesthatputNolwazi?”Iask.

“Nolwazihasawholelifeaheadofher.She’sgoing

tohaveabrightfutureandIprayshebecomes

happy,evenifshedoesn’tendupwithme,”hesays.



“Doyouloveher?”Iask.

“Ido.Butmorethanthat,Icareabouther,”hesays.

“Don’tbreakherheart.Shereallylovesyou.Doitfor

her,takecareofyourmentalhealth.”

Hesmilesfaintly.Idon’tknowifhegetsitorhestill

wantstodwellonnegativity.

“Maybeyoushouldcometochurchoneofthese

Sundays.”

Heburstsintolaughter.

Thatwasnotfunny.Imean,I’m notwhatIwasa

yearagobecauseofprayers.

“I’m serious,”Isay.

“Fastenyourseatbelt,Makhanyi.”

.
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BANDLA

Hearriveshomebeforetheclockstrike9pm.He



lookslikeamess.He’snotcompetingwithMandulo,

butnowitdoesn’tsitwellwithhim thathe’salways

theretorescueKhanyo.Nowhe’squestioning

himselfasaman.Addingtohissorrowsishowthe

situationisathome.It’slikeSqalo’sdeathbrokethe

familyapart.There’snowarmthathome.Nounity.

Somearenottalking.Everyoneisdoingtheirown

thingandnotconsideringothers’feelings.

MaKhumaloseeshim first.She’sstillupbecause

shewaswaitingforhim.MaNtusihasgonetoput

Londainbed.Mawandewentout.Phethyislocked

inherroom,doingGodknowswhat.Nkonzowentto

Zimbaliwithhisfiancé.Thakasaissittingthere,not

speakingtoanyone.

“WhereisKaMayise?Isshealright?”MaKhumalo

askswithconcern.

“Herbrothertookher.She’salright,”Bandlasays.

“Whataboutyou?Youdon’tlookfine.Areyou

hungry?”

Hesighsandsitsonthecouch.

MaKhumalorubshisbackandbegshim toeat



something.

“Oryouwantsweet-potatoesfrom yesterday?Ikept

them inthefridge,I’lljust…”

“Ma,please!”hesighs.

“Whomadeyouangry,myboy?”

“Everyone,”hesays.

MaKhumalo’seyeswiden.Shedoesn’thavea

favourite,butwhenitcomestohim herheart

developsasoftspot.

“Notyoutoo.WhatdidNtombengcweleKhumalodo

thistime?”sheasksreferringtoherselfbyherbirth

name.

Thakasaglancesatherandgoesbacktohisphone.

“Whycan’twegetalong?It’slikeSqalo’sdeathdrove

thefamilyapart.Iregretbuyinghim acar,and

removingthescrewdriverbecausehe’dstillbealive

today.”

Thakasaliftshisheadandlooksathim.Theydon’t

talkastheyusedto.Therehasn’tbeenatimewhere

theysitdownandhealoneanotherabouthowSqalo



left.

“Mthongathere’snothingyoucould’vedoneto

preventhisdeath.Yourmotherneedstotake

responsibilityforherwordsandactions.Ifitwasn’t

forherSqalowouldbealivetoday.”

“Youburnimpephoandtellyourfamilytotakemeas

well.”

Bandlahitshisheadwithfrustration.Hestarts

groaningandshakinghisbody.Thisishisbreaking

point.He’sgaspingforairandsweating.Thereare

notearsbutpainalloverhim.

Thakasajumpsoffhischairandcomestohim.

MaKhumalohasmarchedforthebottleofwater.

“Bandlawhat’sgoingon?”He’stryingtocalm him

down.Theyhaveneverwitnessedhim doingthis.It

looksscary.

MaKhumalosprinkleswateronhisface.Hewriggles

outofThakasa’sgripandstormsout.Hegoesto

Sqalo’srondavelandliesonthefloor.

“Ma,youcan’tthrowwordslikethataround.Wejust



lostabrotherandnowyouwanttodietoo,”Thakasa

saysindefeat.

MaKhumalo’sbrowssnap.

“Youdon’tcare,”shesays.

Hesighs.“WheredidManqelefindyou?”

“SameplaceMaNtusifoundyou.”

TheyrushoutandfollowBandla.

Theyfindhim lyingonthefloor,notcrying,but

lookingdevastated.

“Bandlalethu,”hismothercallshim atthedoor.

Hedoesn’tanswer.

“Mthonga,”Thakasa.

Still,noanswer.

Hereachestothewallandswitchesthelighton.

Booksareneatlystackedintheircase.Sqalo’s

pictureinhisschooluniform isfacingthedoorfrom

thetopofhissmallstudydesk.Hisscentisstill



everywhereinthehouse.HissuitcasesthatNkonzo

fetchedfrom Durbanareleaningbythewallnearthe

wardrobe.

Thakasasitsonthebed,looksaroundandinhales

sharply.

MaKhumalohassteppedinsidebutherdistanceis

stillaheartbeatawayfrom thedoor.

“Ididn’tagreewiththechoiceshemadebutIloved

him.Istilldo,he’llalwaysbemybaby.”

Thakasaturnshiseyestoher.He’sexhaustednow.

Hedoesn’twanttofightanymore.

“Itwasn’thischoice,that’swhatyoudon’tget.Just

likeyoudidn’tchoosetobebornattractedtoa

Manqelemanandtobestubborn,healsodidn’t

choosetobeattractedtowhoeverhewasattracted

to,”hesays.

“Istillwantedhim tobeaboythatIgavebirthto.

We’llneverresolvethisifyouwantmetolie.Unlike

you,I’llneverlietoanyone.Evennow,here,infront

ofhispictureandhopefullyhisspiritaswell,”she

sayssteppingclosertothedesk.Sqalo’spictureis



staringbackather.

“Myboy,Ididn’tlikethechoicesyoumadeinlife.But

thatdoesn’tmeanIwantedyoutodie.Youweremy

baby,alwayswillbe.IforgiveyouandIhopeyoucan

forgivemetooforthecarelessthingsIsaid.”

Nobodysaysanything.Bandlaisstilllyingonthe

floor.Thakasaisstaringatthepicture.

“There’snoschoolforbeingamother.Youjustdoit

thebestwayyouknowhow.Iguessmybestway

wasn’tyourbest,soIapologizeforthat,”

MaKhumalosaystoThakasa.

“Yourbestwayofbeingamotheristocallme

stupid?”heasks.

“Iacceptthatmytonguemaybeslipperyattimes,

but…”

“Notattimes,Ma,”Bandladisagreesandsitsup.

“Definitelynotattimes.Everytimesomeonetellsyou

thatyou’rewrong,youjustloseit.Sqalocouldn’t

evenexplainhimselftoyoubecauseyoudon’thave

listeningskillsatall.”



“Andyouhavethem?”sheasks.

“I’llanswerthatwhenthediscussionisaboutme.

Todaywe’retalkingaboutyou.”

“Alright,goahead,”shepicksSqalopictureand

wipesitwithherhand.“Justknowthatifyoutellme

somethingonyourfeet,I’lltakeitonmyfeetaswell.

Don’texpectmetositdown.”

“DoesitmakeeverythinginvalidifI’m onmyfeet?”

Thakasaasks.

“Yes,”shesays.

“Okay,nowwe’resittingdown.Whatisitgoingto

takeforyoutoacceptourpartners?”

“Youhavemany.Whichoneareyoutalkingabout?”

Thakasachuckles,“Ihavetwo.Mywife,MaNtusi.

AndPhelo’smother.”

“Whodidn’tIaccept?”sheasks.

“Phelo’smotherwhodoesn’twantatraditional

weddingandalsoMaNtusibecause…”

“Phelo’smotherneedstobegroundedandyou’re



failing.Sheneedstolearntorespectyou.”

“Sherespectsme,”ThakasacomestoKhosi’s

defense.

“Maybeinbed,”shesays.Bandlaholdsbackhis

laugh.

“BandlalethuturnedKaMayisefrom beingastripper

intoabeautiful,God-fearingwoman.”

“Shewasn’tastripper,”Bandlaargueswithafrown

onhisface.

“Mypointis,ifhechangezyourcharacter,Phelo’s

motherisgoingtorespecthim andstaygrounded.”

Bandlanods,“Iagree.Listentoher.Respecther

opinions.Andmostofall,loveher.”

Thakasalaughs,“Areyoutwoseriouslygivingme

relationshipadvice?”

“Ifyoubalancethingsoutwithbothyourwomen

we’llhavelesschaoshereathome,”Bandlasays.

“ChaosisMaNtusi?”Thakasaasks.

“Trustme,thelastthingweneedhereistheangry



MaNtusi.Pleasedon’tunleashthatcrazywoman

everagain.”

“I’dwakeupinthemiddleofthenighttocheckifI

wasstillalive.”

Laughter!

“Sowhenareyoucomingtochurch?Ithinkyouneed

tolearnaboutpolygamyfrom yourelderssothat

youdon’tmessthingsup.”

Hescratcheshishead,“Church,Ma?I’vedonealot

ofthings,Idon’tthinkIstillhaveaplacethere.”

“Youdo.Thatwayyoucanaskforforgivenessand

changeyourways.”

“Idon’tknow.Ireallydon’t.”

Bandlaisstaringathim.Hecannotdropoutof

churchnow.37yearslater?!

.
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BHAMBATHA



He’sneverreallyputhismindintoituntilnow.She’s

here,inhishouse,somehow,hehastokeephis

brother’sstandards.Whichislikecompetingwitha

deadbrother.Hedoesn’tevenknowwhatshelikes.

Womenaredifferent,somelikehome-cookedmeals,

somelikepizzaandsomeprefertobetakenout.

Insteadofguessingandlookinglostinthekitchen,

hedecidestojustaskherstraightup.

Heclearshisthroat.Sheturnsherheadtohim.They

bothsmile.Silly!

“So,whatdoyouliketoeatanddrink?”heasks.

“IfIsaychamomiletea,beefstewandsteam bread

areyougoingtomakeit?”

Hewrinkleshisnoseandchuckles.

“Nottoday.ButIcangetsomeonetomakeit

tomorrowandbuyyourtea,”hesays.

She’sflattered.

“Givemewhateveryouhave,”shesays.

Hestandsstill.Staringatherlikeshe’saprecious

stone.



“What?”Sheblinkslikeanowlinthesunshine.

“Ihavebraaileft-oversandbreadrolls.”He’snotthat

fondofhomeandhouselife.

“Aslongasit’snopork,”shesays.

That’sarelief,althoughhefeelsbadaboutbringing

herheretofeedherleft-overs.Hementallyplansa

breakfasttriptomakeupforit.

Hewarmsupbeefsausagesandgrilledchickenthat

Nathimadeadaybefore.Nathiwouldprobablytroll

him forfeedingawomanleft-overs.Hemakestea,

eventhoughit’snottheoneshelikes.Someone

from hisfriendscamewithRooibosteabags.Maybe

someonesaidteaboostssexdrive,becausewhy

elsewouldoneofthosefoolsdrinktea?These

teabagsareprobablythreemonthsoldorso.

Really,Bhambatha?From left-overstoexpired

teabags.IfThakasafindsoutaboutthishe’d

definitelychophim withaheaver.

Heservesherandsitsbesideher.He’sneverbeen



thisscaredtohaveawomanaroundbefore.As

muchasMawandehasacceptedhim withhis

imperfections,hestillneedstoupholdherstandards.

“Idon’ttrustyourtea,”shesays.

Hisheartraces.Shecantellthatheusedexpiredtea

-bagsfrom thecup?

“Wheredidyougetteabags?Iknowforafactthat

youneverdrinktea,”sheasks.

Hechokesdownlaughter.

“Whatdoyoumean?Ibuyteabags,I’m ahuman.”

Shegivesheraside-eyeandbringsthecuptoher

lipstohaveafirstsip.Somethingstrikeshismind,

hiseyeswiden.

“WaitMawande.”Shefrownsandlooksathim.

“Expiredteabagsdon’tkill,right?”

“Seriously,Bhambatha,youmademeteawith

expiredteabags?”

“Idon’tknowifcoffee-shopsarestillsellingteaat

thistime.Ididn’twanttodisappointyou.”



Sherollshereyesandsips.

“Mawande!”hegasps.

“I’m notgoingtodie.Teabagscanbeusedevena

yearaftertheirexpirationdate.Aslongasthey’re

keptinasealedcontainerwithnomoisture.”

Relief!Relief!Relief!

“NowyoucaneatandstopstaringatmelikeI’m

JudgeJudyofpeople’shospitality,”shesays.

Hedoesn’ttrusthimselfwithaguestlikeher.Now

thathe’srelieved,hetakeshisplateandtheyeatin

frontoftheTV.

Mawandecleansupaftereating.Hehasgoneto

shower.Shehastheopportunitytotourthehouse.It

showsthathehadwomencominghere.Stylish

curtains,ceramicvases,Africanfaceabstract

canvasonthewall.Onlyawomancandothis.There

arestringlightsinthepassages,shefeelslikea

princesssteppinginsideacastleforthefirsttime.

Hereyeswidenwhenshebumpsintoahome



aquarium towardsthediningroom.He’skeeping

guppies?

“Helikesfishes?”shemutterstoherselfkneelingin

frontofthetankandwatchingrainbowfishes.

“Doyouwanttofeedthem?”Hisvoicecatchesher

off-guard.

“Ummm yes,”shestandsupandtakesapacketof

pelletfishfoodfrom hishand.

“Whydoyoukeepthem?”sheasks.

“Tolookfancy,”hesays.

Shestaresathim.

Hedoesn’tlaugh.That’stheonlyreason,it’snotlike

he’sgoingtoeatthesefishessomeday.

“You’reweird.”Shethrowstheguppiestheirfood

andkneelsdowntowatchthem eat.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER62

TEMA

It’sSaturdayafternoon.Theywenttochurchasa

family,witheveryoneexceptThakasa.Eventhough

Nkonzoisn’tsayinganythingabouthim,sheknows

thathisbrother’snewcharacterbothershim.He

instilledfamilytraditionsintothem,yethe’sthefirst

onetodefyallofthem.Nobodyknowswhenhe’s

comingbacktowork.Temahasbeenmanaging

thingsaroundtheofficewithnosingleupdate.Now

she’sbasicallyworkingwithNkonzo,which

sometimesgetweirdbecauseasmuchastheytryto

separatebusinessfrom pleasure,beingina

confinedspaceforeighthoursadayleadsinto

somefondlingandforbiddenscenesbehindclosed

doors.

Todayshecalledeveryoneandinvitedthem for

dinnerat7:30pm.Thakasaandhisfamily–it’llbeup



tohim whohebrings,andBandlaandhisplus-one.

PhethyhasgonebacktoJoburg,Mawandewentto

Mangetheandnevercameback,soit’llbethe

brothersandtheirpartners.She’schangedintoa

shirtwaistdress,flip-flopsandankaraprint

headwrap.Potsarecooking,she’srestlessinthe

kitchenasshetriestogeteverythingdone.

“CanIhelp?”Nkonzoaskscomingfrom behind.He’s

beeninhisstudyburiedinsomework.Thakasa’s

absenceisfeltbyeveryoneintheoffice.

“No,babe,goandrelax.I’llmanage,”shesays.

“Whydidn’tyoutellKhanyotocomeearlier?”

“She’scomingfrom herbrother’shouseinDurban.

AndIwanthertobeaguest,justlikeeveryone.”

Hisphonerings.Hegrinswidelybeforeanswering.

Hiseyesareonher,itmustbesomeonetheyboth

likehearingfrom.

“Wait,I’llgiveherthephone,”hetellstheperson

beforegivingherthephone.

Sheglancesatthescreenbeforeputtingthephone



againstherear.

“HiMa,”shesays.

“MaDube,everyoneisdressingupandgoingtothe

dinnerIwasn’tinvitedto.”

Shesmileswithalittleeyeroll.

“You’remourningnje,andIwantedtounitethe

siblingssothattheycanspendsometimetogether.

Youknowhowtoughthingshavebeen.ButIhave

somethingplannedforbothofustomorrow.”

Nkonzofrowns.Hedidn’tknowaboutthoseplans.

“Itbetterbesomethingnice.Whatdidyoudotoget

Thakasatoaccepttheinvitation?”

“Beforewebecamethein-lawshewasmybossand

myfriend.”

“He’sbringingbothhiswomen,bereadytobea

peacemaker.”

Tema’seyeswiden.He’sbringingtheNomkhositoo?

Issheofficiallyafamilymembernow?

“NoMa,Idon’twanttobecaughtinbetweentwo



fightingwomen.”

MaKhumalolaughs,“IknowMaNtusigetsattacked

bydemonsattimes,butshe’scertainlynotthattype.

Ifanyfightbreaksthereit’llbebetweenThakasaand

Phelo’smother.”ShesaysandimitatesNomkhosi,

“Thakasadon’tdothis.ThakasaIwantthis.Thakasa,

Thakasa,Thakasa!”

Temabreaksintoafitoflaughter.Sheknows

MaKhumaloverywell.Somethingmust’vehappened

betweenherandPhelo’smother,likeapetty

disagreement.Theyallstartedthere;Khanyo,her

andlatelyMaNtusi.MaKhumalolikesgivingpeoplea

hardtime,evenherownkids.

“Enoughgossip!”Nkonzosayssnatchingthephone

from herearandfinishingtheconversationwith

MaKhumalo.

.

.

THAKASA



They’regettingreadyfordinneratNkonzo’shouse.

They’llfindNomkhosithere,itwasn’thissuggestion

butMaNtusi’s.Ifshe’sgoingtobepartofthisfamily

sheneedstoknoweveryoneandunderstandhow

thingswork.

“I’m givingyoufiveminutesnow,”hesays

impatientlyashewalksintoherstilldoingwhathe

leftherdoingtenminutesago;wrappingherhead

andbrushinghereyebrows.

“I’m almostdone,”shesays.

Heknowsthatshe’sjustbluffing,sohesitsonbed

andwatchesherlikeahawk.

Londamoveshishandsandscratcheshisface.He

triestocoverhim withablanketbuthe’snowawake

andlickinghislittlelipsforhismilk.

“I’vetakenhisbagandallbottlestothecar,”

Thakasasayspickinghim up.

“He’sgoingtoscream,”MaNtusisaystryingtohurry

up.

“Onlyifyouweren’ttakingthewholedaytomarinate



yourself,”hesaysandgetsoffbed.

“I’m notmarinatingmyself,andbeside,Ihavetolook

beautifulinyourarm toneutralizetheview.”

Helaughs,“Wow!Let’sgobeforeIchangemymind

andhidemyuglyfaceinthisroom.”

Londa’seyeslockwithhismother’sasThakasa

headstowardsthedoor.

“HeyKuhlekamama,”she’ssmilingandsnapping

herfingersathim.

Hiseyesshiftfrom herfacetoherfingers.Herheart

races,shesnapsherfingersagain.“Wait,Manqele!”

ThakasastopsandlooksatLondaonhisshoulder.

MaNtusipointsherfingerbetweenhisbrow-ridge,he

blinksandshutshiseyes.

“OhShembe,he’sseeingmyfingerManqele.He’s

seeingmyfinger!”

“Wait,areyousure?”Theygobacktothebedandlay

Londadown.Theytesthim withtheirfingers,then

flashdifferentcolorsinfrontofhim,hiseyesfollow.

MaNtusiiscrying.ThakasaiscallingLonda’s



optometristandconfirmingifwhattheythinkis

happeningisreallytrue.

He’sinstructedtoflashalightonhisface.Hedoes,

Londa’seyessquintbutfollowthelight.Thisisit,his

sightisback!

“Pleasebringhim onMondayforfurther

examination,”saysDrMcineka.

MaNtusiisstillcrying.Hepullsherforahug.

“Itoldyouhewasgoingtobealright.Theancestors

wouldn’thaveforsakenyou.Youcamehereinnocent

andgavetheirhomethewarmththeyneeded.You’re

morethanjustawifehere,you’rethebackboneof

me,MaKhumalo’sfrenemyandherfirstdaughter-in-

law.NowthemostcaringmotherIknow,

ngiyakuthandamkami.”

“Iloveyoutoo,Manqele.Thankyouforeverything.”

Shewrapsherarmsaroundhiswaist.Thakasa

kissesherlipsandwipesherwetcheekswithhis

hands.

“Nowbothofyouarecrying.Londaiscryingforhis

milkandyou’recryingforme,”hesays.



MaNtusichucklesandmovesoffhischestwitha

smile.

“I’m notcryingforyou.MaybelaterIwill,”shesays.

Hebiteshislip.

“NowI’m noteveninterestedinTema’sdinner,Ijust

want‘later’.”

Thewatchistickingforward,buttheyhave

somethingtoprivatelycelebratebeforeleaving.

Thakasagoestothecartogetonebottleofmilk

whileMaNtusistaresintoherson’seyesand

wonderingifheknowsthatshe’shismother.

.

.

THEREUNION

Bandlaisthefirstonetoarrive,withoutKhanyo

though.He’salone,wearingagreypantandgolfT-

shirt.Anyonecaneasilytellthatthingsaren’tokay.

“WhereisKhanyo?”Temaasks.



Khanyoistheonlywomansheknowsandgetsalong

withinthisfamily,ifPhethyisn’tincluded.She

doesn’tknowMaNtusithatwell.She’smet

Nomkhosi,buttheirlittleencounterdidn’tbuildintoa

friendship.

“She’scoming,”Bandlasays.

Nofurtherquestionisasked.Ifhesaysshe’s

comingthenshe’scoming.Temaisabitrelieved,

shesendsatexttoKhanyotoconfirm,andindeed

she’sonherway.

HedisappearswithNkonzotothebalcony.

Everythingissetbutshe’sstillrestless.Thisisher

firsttimehostingaManqeledinner,everything

needstobeinorder.

“Tema!”Thakasa’svoicecomesfrom thedoor.

Shesmiles,“Heeey.”

Theyhug.MaNtusistandsasidewithhersoninher

arms.Sheseemstoberelaxedthanhowsheusually

is.



“Howareyou?”TemaasksandtakesLondafrom

herarms.

“I’m good,howareyou?”MaNtusi.

“Notcomplaining.Yourboyisgrowing,helooks

handsome.”

“Babiesgrowfast.You’llseeitoneday,”shesays.

TemachucklesandgivesLondaback.“Isheonany

treatment?”

“No,actuallyhe’sfine.Everythingisperfectlyfine

withhim.”ShelooksatThakasaandsmiles.

Hesmilesbackather.Okaaay!

“Ithoughthiseyeswere…”Thakasacutshershort.

“Theydidn’tdisappointinthisparticularsituation.

He’sokaynow.”He’sreferringtohisancestors.He

hasn’tforgiventhem forSqalo’sdeathyet,butfor

thisinstancehe’sgrateful.

“Sodoyouneedanyhelporyouareasuperwoman

asusual?”MaNtusiaskswithacheekysmile.

Temachuckles,“Notreally.Isentinvitationsnotfor



youtocomeandwork.You’reguests.”

“Asusual,”MaNtusichucklesandrollshereyes.

ThakasagivesheralittlesmirkandtakesLonda

from her.

“Ithinkyoutwoneedtotalk,”hesays.

“Manqele,Istillneedtofeedhim hisbottle,”she

says.

Hewalksaway.“I’m nothandicapped,I’llfeedhim.”

ShesighsandturnsbacktoTemawithherhandson

thehip.

“Soyourbossthinksweneedtotalk.What’sup?I

thoughtweweregood,”sheasks.

“Ireallydon’tunderstandwhyyou’realwaysacting

upwithme.WhatdidIdowrong?”Tema.

“I’m alwaysactingup?Youtooksidesinsomething

thathadnothingtodowithyou.”

“Whatside?”Temafrowns.

“MaKhumaloandIhadobviousissuesandyoutried

yourutmostbesttousethattoyouradvantage.I



alwaysfeltlikeyouwerebeingthisglorifyingwife

andsnubbingme,whoatthemomentwasthe

underdog,andyougotawaywithit.”

“MaybeyouandIhaven’tsatandintroduced

ourselvestooneanother.Letmetellyousomething,

ifyoueverseem meglorifyingsomeoneknowthat

I’m justreciprocatingthatglory.Heearnedit.Ifyou

seemebeingsubmissiveknowthatI’m being

treatedright.IjoinedchurchbecauseNkonzohad

provenhimselftome.IfellinlovewithMaKhumalo

because,despiteherjudgingmeatfirst,she

eventuallywelcomedmewarmly,withmyscarsand

everything.I’vebeenmarriedbefore,thatyouknow,

sothelastthingI’lleverdoistoinvolvemyselfin

someoneelse’smaritalissues.Ihadnoreasonto

choosesidesbetweenyouandMaKhumalo.Iknow

howtoughmarriagecanget,soI’llneverjudge

anyone.IfyouopenedyourhearttomeIwouldn’t

havekeptmydistance.Igaveyouspacebecauseit

lookedlikeyouneededit.”

“Soyoudon’thaveanythingagainstme?”MaNtusi.

“Geez,MaNtusi,youshouldbeshowingmearound



andteachingmetheManqeletraditionsand

techniquestosurvivetheMaKhumaloseasonal

fever.Notfightingme,Ihavenothingbutrespectfor

you.”

Shelaughsandopensthefridgetogetsomethingto

drink.

“IwishIhadthosetechniques.Buttrustme,she’s

notbadassheseems.I’vebeenlivingwithherfor

years,luckilyforyouNkonzomovedoutearly.You’ll

survive,shelovesherfamily.”

“JustlikeThakasa.He’safamilyman.I’m happyto

seeyouguysbacktogetherandhappy.”

“Trustme,ittookalotforustogethere.IthoughtI

wasdone,Ithinkwebothdid.Butmarriageisnever

easy,wehadtosticktoourvowsandforgiveeach

other.”

“You’rehappy?”Temaasks.

“Whenyou’reatpeace,happinessbecomesan

automaticthing.Ilovemyhusband,”shesays.

Temanodsandsighs.



“DoyouthinkNkonzowilltakeasecondwifeone

dayaswell?”sheasks.

“That’saconversationyoumusthavewithhim.Just

communicateeffectivelysothatyoudon’tfind

yourselfinmysituationoneday.”

There’sacluckingofstilettosasthepersonscuttles

in.Theybothturntheirheadstothedoor.

TheoneandonlyNomkhosiinawhiteclinched-

waisttopandblackpencilskirt.Whitetopanda

baby?Thismustbeawell-manneredbaby.

Reliefdwellsonherfaceashereyeslandon

MaNtusi.

“Am Ilate?”sheasks.

“Yes,seeminglyeveryoneisrunninglate.Wealso

gotherefiveminutesago.Whyareyouwearing

white?”MaNtusiasksputtingawaythedrinkshehad

inherhandandtakingPhelo.

“It’smyfavourite.Phelogetsthedrill,”shesays.

“CanIhaveherforadayandyoutakeLonda,

becausewow!”Theybothlaugh.



“YouandMaDubehavemetbefore.Noneedfor

introductions,”MaNtusisays.

Theyexchangeformalities,huganddiveintoa

normalconversation.

“Where’sLonda?Igotyourmessage,”Khosiasks.

“He’swithothermenoutside.Thisisthehappiest

dayofmylife.Istillcan’tbelieveit!”

“I’m happyaswell.Hopefullythoselittleeyesdidn’t

gainvisionforhim toseewomenwhenhegrows

up.”

MaNtusilaughs,“Iwantadaughter-in-law,hemust

puthisvisionintogooduse.Iwantnouglygirlinmy

house,hemustlookcarefully.”

“Hhayi-bo,youcan’tchooseforhim,”Temasays.

“Whynot?I’llpullaMaKhumaloifhethinks

otherwise.”

Laughtererupts!

TemacallsNkonzotothediningroom.Everyone



comesinandgathersaroundthetable.Khanyo

hasn’tarrivedandBandlaisworried.

Phelosnugglesontoherfather.It’sbeenawhile

sincethey’veseenoneanother.LondaisonKhosi’s

lap.MaNtusiishelpingTemadishupandserve

aroundthetable.

Thelastguestfinallyarrives.Temaholdsbackher

scream.Nowdinnerhasofficiallystarted.

“Whatkeptyousolong?”sheaskshuggingKhanyo.

“Ihadtostartsomewherebeforecominghere.Hello,

everyone.”

Theygreetherback.SheplantsakissonBandla’s

lips.Alleyesturntothem.Shedoesn’tcare,even

whenThakasastaresatherlongerthananyone’s.

ShesitsnexttoBandlaandlooksateveryone

aroundthetable.

“YouknowMaNtusi,right?”Tema.

Shenods,“Yeah,theface.”

“That’sPhelo’smotheroverthere,NomkhosiNsele.

Youknowyourfuturehusbands,there’snoneedfor



metointroducethem.”

“Yeap,”shesighsandreachesforaglassofjuice

andgulpsitdown.

“Ithoughtyouweren’tcoming,”Bandlasaysin

almostwhisperpinchingherhand.

Shesmilesfaintly.

“Iwouldn’thavedisappointedtheDubeprincess.

Howareyou?”

“Happynowthatyou’rehere.”

“Good.AreyougoingtodrivemebacktoDurban

later?”

Hefrowns,“You’regoingback?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Becausemybrotherissuicidalandhe’stheonly

familyIhave,soIhavetokeepaneyeonhim.”

“Ididn’tknowthat.What’swrongwithhim?”Bandla

frowns.



“Askthem;thehappyfamily.”

There’samomentofsilence.

Shelooksatthem;MaNtusi,thebabymamaand

Thakasa.

“Youallgotahappyending,right?Everyoneis

laughing;kikiki.Theonlypersonwho’sstill

sufferingfrom thetriangle…orwasitarectangle?

It’smybrother.Theonewhogothim intothismess

isnowlivingahappily-ever-afterinherpolygamous

marriage.”

“ButItoldyourbrotherIwasstillsortingthingsout?

Youdon’tsleepwithsomeone’swifeandthen

threatentokillyourselfwhenthingsdon’tgoyour

ownway,”Thakasasays,slightlyirritated.

“Andyou’regoingtotakeyourprecioustime

becauseyoudon’tcare.MaNtusishouldbefighting

forrighteousness.”

“Myhusbandagreedtolethim havearelationship

withLonda.Mymainprioritywasmyson’shealth.

Whatdidyouexpectmetodo?”MaNtusisaysin

defense.



“Youtookmybrotherforaride.Hehadtomaintain

youuntilyourhusbandtookyouback.Nowthat

thingsaregoodyou’renotkeepingthesameenergy

toensurethathegetsachancetoseehisson.”

“Mygoodness,areyoubeingseriousrightnow?I’m

married,Idiscussthingswithmyhusband.Mandulo

shouldbepatient,Londaisfine,hejustgainedhis

visionback.”

“Didyoutellhim thatoritwasjustforyouand

‘Manqele’tocelebrate?BecauseI’m Londa’saunt

andasfarasIknowhe’sblind.”

Thakasaisnowfedup.

“Okay,you’renotgoingtogobackandforthwitha

seniorwifeofthisfamily,”hesaysfirmly.He’snow

enraged.Thiswassupposedtobeafamilydinner,

notacourtofcustodycase.

Khanyopushesbackherchairandgathersherbag

andcellphone.

“I’m notsittinghereandwatchingthis,”shemutters

furiously.



Bandlagetsoffhischairfreakedout.Thisshouldn’t

begettingoutofhandlikethis.

“Babe,pleasesitdown.”

“I’llnevergetmarriedtoafamilythatcausedmy

brother’sdeath.”

Hefrowns.Howcanshesaythat?Nowhe’sbeing

heldresponsibleforsomethingheplayednopartin.

Painreflectsinhiseyes.

“Don’ttalklikethat.Thiscanbesorted,”hesays

followingherbehind.

“I’m tellingyou,Bandlalethu.Ionlyhaveabrotherin

thisworld.Nooneelse.Ifhediesbecauseofyour

brotherandhiswifeI’m notgoingtobepartofthis

family.You’dhavetochoosebetweenmeandthem.

Imeanit!”

“Canwetalk?”heasks.

“Yes,butnotinthisridiculousdinner.Ifyouwantme,

comewithme.”

Hestopsandglancesback.Everyoneislookingat

him.Thakasa’seyesaresharplikeasetofneedles.



Theyhavenothingbutbrewinganger.

“Khanyo,please!”

“Bye,Bandla.”

Hesighsandfollowsherout.

“Wow!”someoneatthetablesays.

Everyoneisstunned.Whatdidjusthappen?Bandla

leftfamilydinnerforawoman.
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CHAPTER63

Alongmomentofsilencepasses.Nobodybreathes

aword.Eventuallythere’ssomemovement.It’s

MaNtusileavingwithaservietteoverhereyes.She’s

crying.Sheneverthoughtshe’dbesheddingtearson

thisday;thedayhersonfinallygainshisvisionback.

Butheresheisnow,cuddleduponthebathroom

floorandcryinghereyesout.

“CanIcheckonher?”Khosiasksdirectingat

Thakasa.

Hedoesn’trespond.He’sstillfuriousaboutthe

dramathatjustunfolded,andthefactthatBandlalet

hiswomantalkanyhowwithhim andthenleftwith

her.Hecanstandbeingtalkedtothatwayby

Nomkhosibecause,well,she’sthemotherofhis

childandhelovesher.Buthecan’ttakeitfrom

anyoneelse.

NkonzotakesLonda,Khosileavesthetableand

headstowardsthebathroom.



“IhavetocheckonKhanyo.”Temapushesbackher

chairandleaveswithherphone.HerandKhanyotalk

everyday.Sheknewthatherbrotherhadmovedback

hometobeclosertoher,butshedidn’tknowthings

werethatbad.

Thakasatakesasipfrom hisdrinkandwipeshis

foreheadwithacloth.

“Don’tmakehim choosebetweenusandher.It’s

unfair.Helovesher,”Nkonzosays.

“Shemadehim choose.Notme.Andhe’llchoose

her.”

“Hedoesn’thaveto.Pleaseletthemanseetheboy,”

Nkonzobegs.

“He’sgotweak-assancestors.WhatifLondaloses

hisvisionunderhiscareagain?Ididn’tsayhe’ll

neverseethebaby,IsaidIwillletthem havea

relationshipthroughhissister.Alltheyneedtodois

waituntilI’m surenothingwillgowrong.Londaisa

verysensitiveboy.”

“Butitkindalookedbad.Imeanallofyouaregood

now,it’sjusthim.Wearenotaselfishfamily,that



shouldneverbeapictureweportraytopeople.If

MaNtusicanacceptPhelo’smotherandloveher

childwithnoboundaries,surelyyoucandothe

same.”

“I’m notgoingtobefriendswithhim.AndifKhanyo

callsI’m goingtotellherthesamethingI’vebeen

tellingheroverandoveragain;‘I'llletyouknowwhen

it’ssafeforhim tovisit.’Theirancestorsnearlykilled

herforthatuselessgiftofhers.Theycouldn’tdoone

thingright;protectingherbrotherfrom marryinga

loosewoman.NowImustsendababythathas

ancestorsbattlingoverhisheadtothem?”

“Thenadvisehim whichstepstotakeinorderto

makethingsright.Iknowyouknowhowthingsare

done.Youwerefortunateenoughtohaveafather

whotaughtyoueverything.That’sachild-headed

family.Theydon’tknowanything.Evenher

discoveringthatgiftwasbecauseofBandla.Thisis

goingtotakeatollonBandla.Idon’tknowaboutyou

butI’m notreadytoloseanotherbrother.”

Temawalksbackin.Theyimmediatelycutthe

conversation.Nowthey’rejustgoingtoeatand



depart.

NomkhosifindsfindsMaNtusicryingonthe

bathroom floorandexhalesbeforetouchingher

shoulder.

“What’sreallygoingon?”sheasks.

MaNtusiwipeshereyesandsniffsbacktears.

“Ineverusedherbrother.Manqeleneverstopped

maintainingmeashiswifeevenwhenIwasaway.

ManduloandIbothwantedthesamething;Londato

befine.”

“I’m reallysorry.Maybewhenbothofyouhave

calmeddownyoucantalkthingsthrough.”

“Ican’ttalktosomeonewhobehaveslikethat.She’s

nowfightingwithme.Imaynotbecommunicating

withthem regardingthebaby,butI’vebeentalkingto

Manqeleaboutit.HeknowsthatIwantLondato

knowhisfatherandherecentlyagreedtoit.NowI

mustjeopardizemymarriageandson’shealthto

nurseherbrother’smentalhealththatwas…”



Khosiinterferes,“Ihearyou.Justcalm downand

haveaconversationwithThakasa.Idon’tthinkit’s

healthyforLondatohavebothancestorsandliving

familiesfightingoverhim.”

Shegetsupfrom thefloorandgoestothemirrorto

cleanherface.

KHANYO

Excepthim askingmeifI’m hungryalongtheway,

ourjourneyhasbeenfilledwithsilence.Wedofight,

butsilenttreatmentisnotourcodeofconduct.Ifeel

badforruiningTema’sperfectdinner,butmy

emotionscaughtflamesofangerwhenIsawthat

happyfamily.Manduloisnowtheonlybadguy,they

alldecidedtoworkthingsoutandkeephim inthe

dark.Iexpectedsomethingfrom Nothile,from whatI

heardsheknowsmybrothertosomeextent.She

shouldbefeelingsomesympathytowardshim.DoI

regrettalkingtoherthatwaybecauseshe’sthe

seniorwife?No,atthatmomentIwasaddressing



mybrother’sbabymama.

Hisphoneringsagain.Heignoresitandkeeps

driving.

“Itcouldbeimportant,”Isay.

“Khanyo,please.I’m tryingtothink,”hesays.

“Thinkaboutwhat?”Iask.

“Aboutthiswholething.Youarguedwithmybrother

infrontofthefamily.Khanyo,that’sthemost

disrespectfulthinganyonecandoinmyfamily.

Whenitcomestohim there’salinethatnobody

crosses,andyoucrossedit.NowIhavetothinkhow

we’regoingtomakethingsright.”

Thisisunbelievable!

“Bandla,Idon’tcareaboutyourbrother’segoright

now.Didyouhearmesayingmybrotherisnot

copingmentally?”Iask.

“Iheardyouverywell.Ifyouhadletmehandle

thingsandnotdisrespectmybrotherthings

would’vebeeneasy.Nowwehavetostartby

apologizingtohim beforetalkingaboutLonda’s



case.”

“HecanholdthatagainstMandulo?”I’m shocked.Is

thathowcold-heartedheis?

“Idon’tknowifyougetit,butyou’reanelderatthe

Mayises.You’reanaunt,Mandulo’ssister.You

representthefamily.Ihatetosaythis,butonthis

one,Thakasahasthelastword.It’shiswayorno

way.Throwingtantrumswon’thelp,ifhesayswait,

youwait.”

“Idon’tthinkhecares.AndIdon’tthinkyoucare

aboutmyfamilythesamewayIcareaboutyours.”

“Italkedtohim,Khanyo.Whatdoyoumean?”He’s

seriouslyactingconfusednow.

“Imeandosomething,manupforme.Ican’teven

beawayfrom homebecauseIhavetotakecareof

mybrother.Hehasn’tbeenworkinginoveramonth,

youknowthat.That’sthesamemanyouwantto

sendyourbrideoff.IfhediesIhavenoone.Literally

noone!”Myemotionsarerunningwildandthat’sthe

lastthingIneedwhilewe’reontheroad.

“DoyouthinkhavingLondaisgoingtohelphis



situation?Hisissuesarebeyondthissituation,”he

asks.

“Doyouthinknothavinghim ishelping?”Hecannot

answerbecausehisquestionwasn’twellthoughtin

thefirstplace.

“Areyougoingtohelpme?Bandla,Ialwaysbendmy

backwhenitcomestoyouandyour…”

Hesighs,“Iwill.Okay?Iwillturnagainstmyfamily

foryou.”

Ifhethinksputtingitthatwayisgoingtomakeme

feelguiltythenhe’smistaken.I’m verymuchhappy

tohearit.Hispainisalwaysmypain,it’stimehe

returnsthefavor.

WearriveatMandulo’shouse.Theoutsidelightsare

turnedon,whichmeanshe’shome.

IturntoBandlabehindthewheel.

“Areyoucomingin?”Iask.

“No,”hesaysandsighs.



“Justcomeandgreet.”

“I’llswingbytomorrow.Whattimeareyougoing

backtoBergville?”

“He’sfetchinghisbloodtestresultsfrom the

hospitalat13h00thenwe’llleave.”

“I’llcomebefore13h00then.Pleasesendmeatext

whenyou’reinbedsothatIcancall.”

Ikisshislips.Ittakeshim asecondtokissmeback.

Idon’tknowhowhe’sgoingtofacehissiblingsafter

walkingoutonthem,heseemsbotheredbyit.

Mostly,mearguingwithhisbrother.It’slikethe

biggestsinofthem all.

“Drivesafely.Iloveyou.”

Henods,“Iloveyoutoo.”

MyheartbreakswhenIseehim drivingawaybut

ManduloandNothileputusintothis.I’vedonemy

besttostayneutralbecause,tosomeextent,I

understandThakasa’sanger.Butifyouthrowmy

brothertothewolvesI’llcomebackleadingthepack.

He’slyingonthecouchcoveredinafleeceblanket.



Myeyeslandonthebeerbottlehiddenunderthe

table.

“Whowashere?”Iask.

“Hellotoyoutoo,Makhanyi.”

Ithrowmybagonthetableandslidedownonthe

couch.

“Ithoughtweagreedthatyou’llmaintainahealthy

dietforthiswhile.”Istareathim.Helooksslightly

drunk,IknowIshouldn’tbejudginghim butIcan’t

helpit.

“Itwasjustonebeer,”hesays.

“Yeah,andnextit’llbetwo,thenvodkaandweed.A

yearlaterit’llbenyaope,”Isay.

Hebreaksintolaughter.

“You’redramatic.Howdidthedinnergo?Ithought

you’dcomebacklaterthanthis.”

“Ileftbeforeitstarted.”

Hesighs,“Whatdidyoudo?”

“Londawasthere.Thakasa’sdaughterandher



motherwerealsothere.ShehadLondaonherlap,

thebabymama,whileherdaughterwasonher

father’slap.Yourbabymamawasonwifeyduties.

Everyonewaskiki’ng,soIcalledthehappyfamilyout

andIwastoldeverythingisfinebecauseLondahas

regainedhisvision.Thakasacaughtfeelingson

behalfofhiswifeandIleftwithhisbrother.”

“Heregainedhisvision?”He’ssatup.Hisforeheadis

creasedintoaforehead.

“Apparently,yes.ButIdon’tthinkwe’llseehim

anytimesoonbecauseofwhatIdidtoday.”

“You’llhavetoapologize.Idon’twantanyproblems

withthatfamilyagain.”He’sunbelievable!

WhydoIhavetoapologizeforspeakingup?I’m the

onewho’salwaysheretolistentohisproblems,

whichincludethatbabyboy.

“I’m notapologizing,”Isay.

“Makhanyi,thatmanisgoingtobeinmyson’slife

forever.I’m notsayingyoudidabadthingbecauseI

knowwhoyouareasmysisterandIloveyouto

death.Butsometimesyouhavetoapologize



becauseyouchoosepeaceoverbeingright.That’s

whatIaskfrom you,formeandhim tobeatpeace,

apologize.”

“Iactuallydidn’tsayanythingtohim.Iwas

addressingyourbabymama,”Isay.

“Don’tsaythat.JesusChrist,he’llthinkIwanther!”

“He’syourbabymama,thatwon’tchangebecause

he’sinsecure.”

Helaughsandliesbackonthecouch.“NowI

understandwhymom neverlikedyouraunts.Aunts

arealwaysaproblem.”

“Whatdoyoumean?I’vebeenniceformonths.But

foryou,I’llapologizetoyourbabymama,even

thoughI’m notsorry.”

“Thankyou.Whyihwanqalakhodidn’tseeyouin?”

“Comeon,youdon’tlikehim.He’sobviously

avoidingyou.”

“DoIhavetolikeanotherman?”heaskswitha

chuckle.

“Notnecessarily,butyoudon’thavetobenasty.”He



alwaysmakesthingsawkwardforBandla,

understandableso,Istillthinkhecantrytomeethim

halfway.Wouldn’thebeinLonda’slifeasanuncle

aswell?

“Didyouorderanyfood?”Iask.

“Yes,butIdidn’tleaveanythingbecauseIthought

youwereeatingwhereyouwere,”hesays.

Yawn!DidIsayIdidn’tregretmyactionsonebit?

Well,scratchthat,IactuallywishIcould’vewaited

untilIhadeatenbeforepoppingoff.

.

.

BHAMBATHA

Hemaybetryingtoohard,buthavingfriendslike

Nathimeansyou’realwaysmakingstupiddecisions

andafooloutofyourself.Todayhe’sherewitha

breakfasttakeawayandbunchofflowersbecause

Nathiquestionedhissenseofromance.Helefthis

carattheShisanyamaandcamebyfoottoavoid



attractingattention.

They’redoingtheirthing.It’sofficial.Theytext

everydayandaddresseachotheraslovers.Butthat

doesn’tchangethefactthatthishouse,bedroom

andeverythinginsideitwasboughtbyhisbrother.

He’llneverdisrespecthismemorybysharingabed

thatheboughtwith‘hiswife.’They’lldotheirthingin

hishouseandhotelsuntilthey’rebothreadytocome

outtothefamily.

Sohe’sjustdroppingoffherbreakfastandleaving.

Sheopensthedoorwearingagownandrubbingher

eyes.

“Hi,”she’sstillsleepy,whichlookstoosexyonher.

“Areyougood?”heasks.

He’sstaringinsteadofwalkingin.

“I’m good,Bhambatha.”She’sstillsulkybecausehe

wokeherupbeforetime.Unfortunatelythey’restill

sneakingaround,ifshe’shereit’llbetheirnorm.

“Ibroughtyoubreakfastandflowers,”hesays.

“Thankyou,"shesays.



Helooksaroundandfindsachairtositforaminute.

He’snotjustgoingtoleave;she’snotbadtolookat.

“Doyoulikethem?”heasks.

“Ofcourse,Iloveflowers.”

He’shappy.Nathiisn’tsuchafoolafterall.

“SoIdon’tgeta‘thankyou’hugbeforeIgo?”

Shedragsherfeetfrom thebasewhereshewas

puttingherflowersandcomestohim.

“Mawande,comeon.”Helaughsandpinchesher

nose.“YouknowIwasupbefore3am andI’m not

sulking.It’s6:25andyou’reactinglikeIwokeyouup

inthemiddleofthenight.”

“Idon’tlikebeingwokenupbyaphonecall,”she

says.

“Whatdoyouprefer?”heasks.

Hersulkyfacebreaksintoasmile.

“Akiss,orahug,ormore,”shesays.

“More?”Heliftshiseyebrow.



“I’dliketogobacktobed.Whenam Iseeingyou?”

She’stryingtochangethesubjectbuthisfacestill

showsmuchcuriosity.

“I’llseeyoutonightsothatIcanwakeyouupthe

wayyoulike,"hesays.

“Whichwayisthat?”Shefeignsconfusion.

“Bywarmingthesausageinthemicrowave,”hesays.

“Warmingthesausage?”

“Isende-ke,"hesays.

Hereyeswiden.Shepullsherhandfrom hisgripand

triestogetaway.Helaughsandpullsherback

betweenhislegs.

“Youdon’thavetousevulgarlanguage,”shesays.

“Okay,I’m sorry.Pleasegivemeahug,Iwantto

leave.”

Shewrapsherarmsaroundhiswaist.Bhambatha

pullsherchinupandbrushesherlipsgentlywhile

staringintohereyes.Thenhesucksherlowerlip

andshutshiseyes.Herlipsaresoftandaddictiveas

usual.Hishandholdsthebackofherneckashe



fishesforhertongueandonslaughtsherwitha

passionatekiss.

“Whatisthis?”thevoicecomesfrom thedoor,

shocked.

Mawandebreaksthekissinstantlyandstepsback

fearfully.Theydidn’thearanything,andwhere'sMrs

Myezagoingsoearlyinthemorningdressedupfor

occasion?

“Ma,”Bhambathasaysgettingoffthechairand

brushinghisfacewithaheavysigh.

“Whatareyoudoinginmyson’shousewithhis

widow?”She’sstandingastepawayfrom thedoor

withahuge,disgustedfrownonherface.

“Ibroughtherbreakfast,”hesays.

“Andfedittoherwithyourmouth?Whosaidshe

neededyourbreakfastthatwasboughtwitha

bloodiedmoney?Nyezileftmoney,shedoesn’tneed

yourdirtymoney.”SheturnshereyestoMawande

andshakesherheadslightlyindisappointment.

“Whatkindofbreakfastisthat?”sheasks.



“Eggs,beefsausagesand…”MrsMyezaclapsher

handsbeforesheevenfinishes.

“Nowhewantsyoutopaywithyourbodyforlousy

eggsandsausages?Butwhyam Idisappointed?

That’showheworks;takingadvantageofeveryone,

evenhisownfamily.”

MawandeglancesatBhambathaanddoesn’tget

anysolidreaction.Butshehastodefendhim this

once.

“Hewasn’tmakingmepayforanything,”shesays.

“Isawhim holdingyouandshovinghistonguedown

yourthroat.It’shightimethishousegetsaman,

thugsarenowdoingastheyplease.”

“Whatdoyoumean?”Mawandeaskswithafrown.

“It’stimewerevisitandfinishtheconversationwe

hadayearago.Youneedamaninthishouseand

youneedhim fast.”

Mawandeisabouttofaint.Hereyesareallout.Fast?

Whatdoesthatevenmean?

“I’m notreadytoremarry,”shesaysandlooksat



Bhambathaforsupport.

“That’sfine,butthishouseneedsaman,”Mrs

Myezasays.

“It’smybrother’shouse.Youcan’tdecidewholives

herewithoutMawande’sopinion,”Bhambathasays.

“Don’tinvolveyourselfinthis.Youwerenevera

brothertohim.Youwereuseless,justlikeyou

alwaysaretoeveryone.Idon’twanttoseeyou.I

don’twanttotalktoyou.Iwillnotansweranything

toyou,Idon’tknowwhyyoudidn’tdiewhenyouhad

pneumoniaat6monthsold.”

“Ma,comeon!”Mawandesaysstandingbetweenthe

twoofthem.Thingsareescalatingreallyfast.

“Listenherebitch,Imaynotbeperfectbutatleast

I’m notyou.Trytoeatmake-upsothatyoucanbe

prettyinside.”

Mawandegasps,“Bhambatha!Youcan’tcallyour

motherabitch.Wetalkedaboutthisandyou

promisedtochange.”

MrsMyezaturnstothedoorfuriouslyandleaves.



There’sastarebattlebehind,Mawandeisfuming.

“Really,Bhambatha?”sheasks.

“She’sconstantlytellingmehowshewishesIwas

dead.Thatmakesherabitch,”hesays.

“Okay,I’llseeyouaround.”

“Areyoukickingmeout?”

“Bhambatha,please.”

Heexhalesheavilyandwalksout.Mawandecloses

thedoorbehindhim andsighs.

Whatisthewayforward?Howisshegoingtobring

peacebetweenmotherandson?WhyNyezididn’tdo

itbeforehedied?

(SmsTBBABFA89to34877.T&C'sapply)
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LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER64

KHANYO

ItoldBandlathatIwasgoingtothehospitalwith

Mandulotoday,sohiscallsurprisedmethismorning.

Hewantsustomeetatthisparticularrestaurantin

town.Hedidn’texplainanything.NowIhavetopack

mybagsearlierandgotothatrestaurantbefore

comingbackforMandulo’shospitalappointment.

It’sabitcoldtoday,Iputmysweaterandknee-

lengthboots.

“I’llbebackinanhourorso,”ItellMandulowho’s

gluedtotheTVscreenwatchingatennisthing.He

hassomewhiteboytendencies.

“Okay,”hesayswithoutshiftinghiseyesfrom the

screen.



Bandlabetterhaveagoodexcuseforthis.Hedidn’t

mentionanythinglastnight,hesaidhewasgoingto

comeandvisitMandulobefore13h00.

ThemetertaxidropsmeoutsidetheGrillJichana

wherewearemeeting.Icalloutsidetheentrance

andaskhim tocomeout.

“Hey,”hegreetsandhugsme.

“Hi,youlooklikeyou’reuptosomething.Whyarewe

here?”

Hechucklesandpullsmyhand.Beforeweturn

towardsthetableIseeher.NowI’m moreconfused.

Whyaretheyhere?DoesThakasaknowaboutit?

“What’sgoingon?”Ilookathim.

“Pleasegreetfirst,”hesays.

Iwasgoingtogreet.I’m notthatill-mannered.

“Hello,MaNtusi,”Igreet.

Shesmiles.Idon’tknowifit’sgenuineorfake.

“Hey,unjani?”sheasks.



“I’m good.”I’m stillonmyfeetandstaringattheboy

inherarms.Nowhe’sgrowntoresemblemymother

somuch.

“Am Iallowedtoholdhim?”Iask.

“Ummm yes,”shesayshesitantlyandlooksat

Bandla.

“Youcanholdhim foramoment.Iwanttotakehim

toyourbrotherwhileyouandMaNtusitalk.”

Talk?Shockmeagain!

“Doesyourbrotherknowaboutthis?”Iaskhim.

“Heapprovedit.It’snotlikeLondawillbesleeping

over.Yourbrotherisnotgoingtoburnimpephofor

him oranything.They’lljustmeetandspendsome

timetogether.”

“YouarrangedthatforMandulo?”I’m getting

emotional.Idon’tknowwhichcardheplayedforhis

brothertoletthishappen.Heprobablycried,Iknow

forafactthatThakasacanbehardoneveryperson

underthesunexcepthissiblings,anywayI’m

grateful.



“Thankyou,”Isayandbrieflykisshim beforetaking

mynephewandholdinghim inmyarmsforthefirst

time.

“HeylittleNyat…”Ohgosh,thisisawkward!Icannot

saythatbecausehe’sactuallyaManqele.

“Heyboy,whyareyougrowingsofast?”Ipeelthe

blanketoffandsithim onthetable.

“Whatdoyoufeedhim?”IaskNothile.

“He’sonS26.Icheatandfeedhim Nestuum cereal

attimes.”

Nowonderhe’sgettingsobig.Ifhewasrightfully

mynephewIwasgoingtobuyawheelbarrowfor

him.

“Andwhatarethesestringsonhiswrists?”Iaskher.

“Theyprotecthim from badspirits.Manqelegot

them forhim.”

Oh,fatheroftheyear!

I’m anauntforathirdtimenow.Theonlydifference

rightnowisthatI’m anaunttoababyboyand

everythingiscomplicatedregardingourrelationship



withhim.Mandulohasn’teventoldtheNyathifamily

yet,becausewhat’stheretoreport?‘Ifucked

someone’swifeandgotherpregnantandnowI’m

payingforitthroughmyson?̀

“Okay,it’stimeformetogo,yousaidyou’regoingto

thehospitalat13h00.”BandlatakesLonda,my

handssuddenlyfeelempty,sodoesmyheart.

Aquestionstrikesmymind,Ilookathim;“Doyou

lovebabies?”

Heslightlyfrownsandchuckles.He’sholdingthe

babylikeapro.

“Yes.Youwanttogivemeone?”

“Iwantustoadoptone,”Isay.

Nothilelaughs.Theybothdo.Iguessit’snota

possibilityattheManqeles.Theywantyoutopop

theirbabiesoutofyourwomb.

“Iloveyou,”hesaysgivingmealookthat

emphasizessomething.Iwasgoingtoapologizeto

Nothilebecausemybrotheraskedmeto.



HeleaveswithLonda.Therearemenusonthetable

andcolddrinksalreadyordered.

“You’repaying?”Iaskturningmyheadtoher.

“Yes,”shesays.

Well,IguessIcanorderanyexpensivemealhere,

herhusbandisrich.Ireadthroughthemenuwhile

tryingtomemorizehowI’m goingtoapologize

withoutsoundingdefensiveofmyactions.

“Khanyo,Ineverusedyourbrother,”shebreaksthe

silence.

Ilookupabitalarmed.She’sheretoclarifythatpart?

“Ineveraskedhim foranything.Hedideverythinghe

didoutofhisownwill,”shesays.

“I’m sorryifthat’showyouseeit.From howIlooked

atthingsyoukindofusedhim.”

“How?”Sheknitsherbrowsatme.

Iclosethemenuandpushitaside.

“Okay,let’sbreakitdown.”

Shesitsupstraightandstaresatme.



“Youdidn’ttellhim thatyouwerepregnantuntilyou

discoveredthattheotherwomanwasstillpregnant,”

Isay.

“BecauseIdidn’tknowwherehelived.Areyoubeing

seriousrightnow?”shesnaps.

“However,youmanagedtofindhim whenyou

neededhim.”

“BecauseLondawasborn,”shesays.

“Andyouthoughtyourmarriagewasover.Wereyou

goingtotellhim iftheotherwomanhadn’tbeen

pregnant?”Iask.

SheblinksrapidlyandsighslikeI’m beingdramatic.I

giveheraminutetoanswerandshedoesn’tsay

anything-I’m right.

“Whenyoufoundhim hedideverythingforyou.He’s

asweetpersonbynature.EvenifLondawasn’this

sonhewasstillgoingtohelpyouifyouneededhelp.

Butassomeonewhohadtimetoknowhim better

andunderstandhowhislifeis,Iexpectedyoutobe

lessharshonhim.Youcan’tusethe‘married

woman’cardnowthateverythingisgoingalrightin



yourlife.That’showIsawit,youarenowhappyand

don’treallycareabouthisfeelings.”

“Trustme,I’m motivatingManqeletoletthem havea

relationship.”

“Ifyousayso.Whatareyouhaving?”Iopenthe

menuandreadthroughdesserts.

“Manqelejustlostabrother.It’stakingatollonhim.

Thelastthingheneedsismepersuadinghim tofix

thingswiththemanIsleptwith.I’m motivatinghim

andgivinghim timetobreatheaswell.”

“Thewayyoufeeltheneedtobesoftonhisfeelings,

isthesamewayIfeeltheneedtoprotectmy

brother’s.”

“Okay,ifyoufeelthatwaythanIapologize.Ireally

don’twantustobeenemies.Welovebrothersand

you’retheauntofmyson.Ifthere’sanyoneItruly

wanttohaveahealthyrelationshipwith,it’syou,”

shesays.

“Wearenotenemies.I’m avocalperson,that’showI

dealwithmyemotions–Ispeakup.Withthatsaid,

I’m sorryfordisrespectingyouyesterday.You’re



theeseniorwifeandmorethanthat,you’reLonda’s

mother.”

“Truce?”sheasks.

Ilaugh,“Yes.Wesoundlikekids.”

Nowthatwe’vetalkedthingsthroughwecangetto

knoweachother.

“Youmadethem moveout.I’m sograteful,Iwas

tiredofthatHlomendlinitinyhouse.”

“Mygoodness,Ididn’tmeantochasethem out.I

waskindofdrunk.”

Saywhat?Ichokeonmysaliva.

“Youweredrunk?You?”Iask.

“I’m notstrongasIlook,andManqeledidn’tmake

thingseasyforme.I’m aworkinprogress.”

“Areyouhappythough?Ishetreatingyouright?”I

ask.

“Well,mostpeopledidn’tseeusgoingforwardafter

Londa’sbirth,butwearehere.He’streatingme

betterthanhowItreatedhim whenIfoundoutabout



Phelo’smother.”

“That’sbecausehe’schannelingalltheanger

towardsMandulo,”Isay.

“AllI’m sayingis,he’shandlingthingsbetter.Weare

stillwifeandhusband.Bedroom lifeisn’tawkwardat

all.”

Nowthatshe’smentionedit…

“Helooksrough,”Isay.

Shefrowns.

Hhayibo,Ihavetobreakitdown!

“Imean,helooksraaaaaf,”Isay.

“Ohmyword,no!”Shebreaksintolaughterandhides

herface.

“He’sgotthisdictatingthingaroundhim,whichis

onlycuteinthebedroom bytheway.”

“Noteveryday.Hehashismoments.”She’sstill

laughing.

Ican’tbelievewe’rehere,discussingherbedroom

lifeafterwhathappenedyesterday.



.

.

MAWANDE

Thisdayhasbeendisturbingfrom morning.She

cannotclearherheadandnotthinkabout

Bhambathaandhismother’sexchangeofwords.

SomethingneedstobedoneandNyeziisnothereto

doit.Thelastthingshe’sgoingtodoisgetina

relationshipwithBhambathaandmakeanenemyof

hermother-in-law.She’snotdividingthisfamilyany

further.

Shemakestwophonecallsandtakesafleece

blanketandliesonthecouchinthelounge.

MrsMyezaarriveswithinablinkofaneyecarryinga

lunchboxandpainkillers.

“KaManqele,what’swrong?”She’spanicking.She’s

lostmanyimportantpeoplethroughdifferent

illnesses,thelastthingshewishestogothroughis

losinganotherlovedone.



“Myheadisaching,”Mawandesays.

“Okay,wakeupandeat,you’lldrinkthesetabletsand

liedown.It’llbebetter,”MrsMyezasays.

Shelazilysitsuponthecouchandtakesthelunch

boxfrom her.She’snotevenhungryorsick.Itwasa

strategytogetherhere.

There’sacarpullingupoutside.Despitetheirlittle

argumentearlyinthemorning,whenshecalledand

saidshewassickBhambathahadtodropeverything

hewasdoingandcome.He’salsocarryingabagof

medicineshegotfrom thepharmacyand

McDonald’sfoodiebag.

Hisfacetransformsintoafrownwhenhewalksinto

hismothercuddlingMawandeonthecouch.

Whywouldshecallhim hereknowingverywellthat

him andhismothercan’tstandeachother?

“Ibroughtyousomemeds.WheremustIleave

them?”He’sstandingbythedoor,notsteppingin.

“Pleasecomein,”Mawandesays.



“No,I’m notinterestedinbeinginsulted.I’llleave

theseonthekitchencounter,”hesays.

“Bhambatha,pleasecomein,Iwanttotalktoyou.”

Hesighs.He’sonlygoingtositacrossthatwoman

becauseherespectsMawandewhoalwaysaddress

him withrespect.

AssoonashesitsMrsMyezastandstoleave.

It’sgoingtobeatoughevening!

“Ma,pleasesit,Iwanttotalktobothofyou,”

Mawandesays.

“Youheardhim callingmeabitch.Idon’twanttobe

inthesamespaceashim.Idon’twanthim to

breathemyair,”shesays.

“Formysake,pleasesitMa.It’snothim whoasked

youtocome.”

“Yousaidyouaresick.I’m hereforthat,nothing

else,”MrsMyeza.

“IfItoldyouthetruthyouwouldn’thavecome.Why

doyoudespisehim somuch?”Mawandeasks.



“Askhim,”shesays.

Bhambathafrowns,“Shemustaskmewhat?You

can’texplainwhyyouhateyourownsonandwish

deathonhim?”

“Ihaveareasonandyougaveittome,”hismother

says.

“Bycallingyouabitchonce?You’realwaysbitchy

towardsme!”

Nobodyexpectedit.It’squickerthanastriking

lightning.Beforehecanevenblinktwice,aslap

landsacrosshisface.

Mawandegaspsinshock.

MrsMyezaisnotdoneyet.Shetakeshershoeoff

andhitshisheadasmanytimesasshecanbefore

heshieldshisheadwithhishands.

“Ma,pleasecalm down,”Mawandetriestopullher

back.Shedidn’tcallthem heretowrestle,whatthe

hell?!

“Repeatwhatyoujustsaidandyou’llseewhatI’m

madeof.”



Bhambathadoesn’tsayanything.Hewipeshishead

andstandsuptoleave.

“Sityourassdown,”hismotherorders.

“I’m notsittingdownandallowingyoutohitme

becauseyouknowIcannothityouback.”

“Letmespeakyourlanguagethen,fuckin’sitthat

blackassonthecouchbeforeIwhoopitgreen.”

Mawandegaspsinshock.Whatonearthisgoingon

now?WhyisMrsMyezasuddenlyghetto?

“Bhambatha,please,”shesays.

Hesitsdown,chucklingoutindisbelief.Thisisthe

firsttimeinhiswholeexistencethathismotherhas

putherhandsonhim.

“KaManqeleyouwanttoknowwhyIhatethischild,

right?”

Mawandenods.BothherandBhambathaareseated.

MrsMyezaisstillonherfeet,breathingheavily.

“BecauseIlovedhim toomuchthatIwasreadyto

losecertainpeopleforhim.AndIdid.Ilostfriends

andrelativesthroughhim.Morethananyone,Ilost



myhusband.”

Mawandefrowns.Howdidsheloseherhusband

throughBhambatha?AsfarassheknowsMrMyeza

diedmuchinlovewithhiswife.

“Whenthefamilywantedtotrainhim tobe

responsiblelikeallotherboysbornfirstathome,I

refused.Isaidthey’reabusingmysonandasked

them tobeeasyonhim.Hedidn’thaveany

responsibilitiesgrowingup.Ialwaysmadesurethat

allhisneedsweremet.Ididn’ttreathim any

differentfrom Nyeziwhowasthebabyofthefamily.

Imadesuretheywereequal,hewasagoodexample

tohisbrother,orsoIthought.Askhim,youcan,he’s

righthere.Askhim ifheeveraskedanythingfrom

me,evenifhisfatherwasagainstit,anddidnotget

it?”

MawandelooksatBhambatha.He’snotsaying

anything,whichmeanshe’snotdisagreeingwith

what’sbeingsaid.

“Ialwaysfoughtpeoplewhocommentedonhis

character.Whensomeonetoldhisfatherthathe



wassmokingIthreatenedtoleaveifhetouched

evenmyson’sstrayofhair.Iwasthatmother,he

couldn’tdoanythingwronginmyeyes.Thenhe

killedhisfather’sbestfriend,RevNkwanyana,forhis

carwithhisfriendsandwenttojail.”

There’sabriefpause.

Heregretsthatincident.Eventhoughhedidn’tknow

itwasRevNkwanyanaanddidn’tpullthetrigger,he

stilltakeshalfoftheblame.

“AtthattimehisfatherandIwerenottogether.We

werenotsharingabedanymore,butforNyezi’ssake

wehadtokeepthepictureshining.Hisfatherhad

cutBhambathaoffafterhefailedtostayinrehab,

andasusual,everyonewaswrongandmysonwas

right.Hisfathergotsick,Iwasstillprotectingmy

sonwhowasbehindbarsforkillinghisfather’sbest

friend,animportantchurchleader.Iblamedthe

floodsinMozambique,highpetrolpricesand

everythingunderthesun,exceptmyson.Hejust

neededtime,peopleweren’tbeingkindtowardshim,

Isaid.”



“Iknewmymotheringskills,Ihadraisedagoodboy

for17years.Itwasprobablyademonandhis

father’sstricthand.Imean,Nyeziwasraisedbyme

aswellandhewasagoodboy.Therewasnoway

myfirstsonwasgoingtodisappointmeafter

everythingIwentthroughforhim.Iwassureofit.

Hisfatherdied,peoplelaughedandsaidRev

Nkwanyanadeathdidnotgoinvain.”

Hiseyeshavedroppedtothefloor.Mawandeis

listeningattentively,eventhoughhereyesare

burningwithtears,she’skeepingittogetherand

playingherlisteningroleperfectly.

“Hegotoutofprison.Amotherwaspatientlywaiting

forherpreciouslittleboytocomeoutandprove

everyonewrong.Askhim whathedidwhenhegot

outofprison,”shetellsMawande.

Shecannotopenherthroatandaskhim.Sheonly

staresathim foramomentandlooksbackathis

mother.

“Hemademeregreteverything,includinggivingbirth

tohim.Heopenlyprovedmetobeafooltobelieve



inhim.Inmyentireexistencenobodyhashurtme

morethanthischild.Myonlymistakewasgiving

birthandlovinghim unconditionally.”

Heavybreaths!

Amomentofsilencepasses.

“NowyouknowwhyIdon’twanthim anywhereinmy

space.Inurturedadogthatwasgoingtocomeback

andbiteme.Hehandedmethescissortocuthim

off.NowhecannotsithereandaskwhyI’m bleeding

becausehestabbedme.”Shetakesheremptylunch

box,readytoleave.

“Ma,wait,”Bhambathastands.

Sheheadstowardsthedoorandnotgivehim a

secondofherattention.

“Lethergo.Givehersometime,”Mawandesays.

Hesinksbackonthecouchwithblood-shoteyes

andreleasesaheavysigh.

“Bhambatha,whatwentwrong?”Mawandeaskshim.

HepullshisT-shirtoverhisfaceandliesbackonthe

couch.Hedoesn’trespond,soshedoesn’tpersist.



Thehealingjourneymaybetougherthanshe

expected.Butatleastoneofthem openedup,that’s

something,right?

“Doyouneedaglassofwater?”sheaskshim.

Heshakeshishead.

Phewww!
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LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

BONUSINSERTOF65

THAKASA

He’squiet.That’showhe’sbeensinceshecame

back.Heseemstobedeeplyengrossedintheworld

ofhisown.

Londahasfallenasleep.Hesleepsinhiscotand

doesn’tbotherthem thatmuchatnight.He’sagood

baby,evenwhenhewasn’twellphysicallyhewas

stillbrave.

“Whatareyouthinkingof?”MaNtusiasksgettingin

bedwearinganightdress.

Hesighsandslidesundercovers.

“Ihavealotofquestionsinmyhead.Idon’tknow,

maybeI’m scaredorjustcrazy,”hesays.

“Talktome,I’m here.”Herhandsholdhiswaist.He

releasesasighandturnshisfacetoher.

“Areweevergoingtohavekids?Meandyou?”he



asks.

Well,thatwasunexpected.She’sthoughtaboutitas

wellbutquicklypushedthethoughtback.

“Youwantachild?”sheasksslightlyguilty.She

cameheretobuildthefamilyandsofarshehasn’t

beenabletodoso,technically.

“No,notreally.Youknowthere’snopressurefrom

myside.ButI’m wonderingifwewilleverhavea

babytogether.Sixyearsisaverylongtime,wetried

everythingandthenone…onemoment…andyou

conceived.Itdoesn’tmakeanysense,ifIdidn’thave

PheloIwould’veconcludedthatI’m notfertile,”he

says.

“Wearebothfertile,”shesaysholdinghishandand

squeezingitundercovers.

“Thenwhat’sgoingon?Whydoesyourwombreject

me?”heasks.

Shedeeplyexhales,“Likeyou’vealwayssaid,it’ll

happenonGod’stime.”

“Whatifitdoesn’thappen?Ever?”



“ThenNomkhosiwillgiveyouchildren,”shesays.

“Wehaveourownmarriage.YoudowantLondato

havesiblings,right?”

“Yes,”shesays.

“WhatifIfailtogetyoupregnant?”heasks.

“Manqele,you’reoverthinking.There’snothingwrong

withyouandI.MaybeIstressedyououtandIwas

toohardonmybody.Nowwearebothemotionally

okayandIthinkwehavelearntgreatlessonsfrom

everythingwe’vebeenthrough.”

“Whathaveyoulearnt?”Heraiseshiseyebrow.

“ThatIshouldalwaysconsideryourfeelingsand

ensurethatwe’rebothemotionallyonthesame

pagebefore…well,IjustlearntthatIshouldworry

moreaboutyourfeelingsthanotherpeople’s.”

Hechuckles,“Idofeellikeyoulovemymothermore

thanme.”

“Icanneverloveanymanmorethantheonewho

givesmethis.”Herhandcaresseshismanhood.He

breaksalittlechuckleandstealsaquickkissfrom



herlips.

“Youoweme,remember?”Helowershiseyesand

picksherchinwithhistwofingers.

“Okay,Ishouldn’thavebroughtthatup,nowyou’re

rememberingolddebts.Whatdidyoudoformeto

oweyou?”Shefrowns;feigningamnesia.

“Yousaidyouweregoingtoletmehavesomelater

theotherdayandwhenyoucamebackyouwent

straighttobed,”hesays.

“Youdidn’teventouchmetoshowmethatyouwere

stillinterested.”

Hesmirks,“Youwantedmetotouchyou?Ithought

youweretired.”

“Yes.Orbetterjustslipitinsideandwakemeup

withaspank.”

“You’regettingruined,mywife.”He’slaughingout

loud,whichisn’taveryfamiliarsight.

“Doyouwanttheinnocentme?IcanbeNothy,the

girlyoudefloweredsevenyearsagointhehotel

room.”



Heblushes.Yes,Thakasablushes.

“Myheartbrokewhenyoustartedcrying.Iwantedto

stopbutyoutoldmetocontinue.”Hetakesadeep

breathandstaresatherforaminute.“Iloveyou,

Nothile.”

“Whyareyoucallingmebyname?Ifeellikeaside-

chick,”sheasks.

Helaughs,faintlythistime.

“I’m gladyou’restillhere.Thankyou,babe.I’m

blessedtohaveyouinmylife,”hesays.

“Weshouldhaveananniversaryweddingafteryour

secondwedding,”shesays.

Heinhalessharplyandrubshishead.

“Idon’tknowwhenthatweddingwillbe.Phelo’s

motherisdriftingawayandIdon’tevenknowwhy.”

“Didyoutalktoheraboutit?Maybeshe’sgoing

throughsomething.”

“Idon’tknowhowtotalktoherifsheshutsmeout.I

don’tlikefightingwithneitherofyou.Maybeshe

needsspacetothinkthingsthrough.Maybeshe



lovedmeasasnack,notsomuchasapotential

husband.”Hisinsecuritylevelsareskyrocketing

today.

MaNtusijustchucklesandshakesthetopicoff.

Nomkhosiisagrownwoman,she’llmakeher

decisionwhenshe’sready.Whethershemarries

Thakasaornot,they’llalwaysshareabondandtalk.

“Shhhh!”hecovershermouthandpusheshimself

furtherinsidehercore.

Well,shetoldhim tojustslipitinbutshedidn’t

meanduringthecuddling.Nexttimeshe’llarm

herselfwithafullpanty.Maybenot-she’slovingit.

“Whyareyoucrying?”hewhispersinherearwhile

stirringhercoresteadilyandslowly.

“You’reshaggingmesonice!”

Hehitsrepeatedlyintohersofterinnertissuesand

spreadsherbuttcheeks.Alowgroanescapeshis

throat,hebitesherlowerlipsoftlytostophimself.

Shewrapsherhandsoverhisheadandfurtherly

widensherlegs.Hisfacetensesup.Histhrustsstart



beingmoreharder.Helocksherlipsintohistostop

herfrom screamingandwakingupLonda.

Hebreaksthekissforaquicksecondandsays;

“Dedela,mama.”Thenhecontinueswiththesame

pace,hittingeachcornerandrubbinghersensitive

spots.

Hernailsdigintohisskin.Herlegscoilaroundhis

waist,restrictinghismovementsandlockinghim

insideher.

“Thakasaaaa!”

“Nothile.Mama!”

Everythingbecomesafoggymemorytobothof

them astheygetlostinthecloudofpleasure.Both

soakedineachother’ssexualfluids.

.

.

NOMKHOSI

She’shuggingherkneesonthefloorinherbedroom,



rockingherselfbackandforth.Pheloissleeping

withthwgrandparentsintheirroom.Shetoldthem

shewasgoingtobeokay;shejustneededtimetobe

alone.

Butit’snotthateasy.Shewasn’tlookingfora

relationshipwithhim.Butlikeanyotherchildshe

hadpicturesofhim,inherhead,andshewassure

thatshe’dmeethim oneday.Justtoseeherother

parent.Anychildwantsthat.Butnowforherthat’s

notevenareality.Herfatherislyinginthegraveand

he’snotjustanyonebutherownuncle.Howcanhe

besocruel?Him andhermothersharedthesame

womb.Heshould’veprotectedhissistersinsteadof

violatingthem.

She’samessoftears.Shereachesforherphoneon

thebedsidetableanddialsThakasa’snumber.It’s

thefirstonethatcomestohermind.She’salways

beenthereforhim whenhe’sgoingthroughthe

mostaswell.Orratherhervaginahasbeenthere.

Eitherwayshe’salwayslistenedtohiscriesand

comfortedhim intimeofneed.

Itringsandringsandrings.Nobodyanswers.She



triesagainandthistimeherejectsthecall,which

meanshe’sbusy.

Whyisshecryinglouder?He’swithhiswife,

probablymakingoutandhavingfun.Theydeserve,

right?It’swhatmarriedpeopledo.Well,ifthere’sno

naggingside-chicksinthepicture.

Ndlalifaisalsowithhiswife.He’dbethesecond

personshecalls,butthat’sanotherpersonwho

doesn’tneedhercallsatthisperson.

Ndondowillpanicandcallhermotherwhichisthe

lastthingsheneeds.

‘Getittogether,Khosi.”Thoseareherlastwordsto

herselfbeforesheclimbstothebedandsleepson

herstomachsobbingsilently.

.

.

THAKASA

HecleansMaNtusiandslidesinbednexttoher.

Thisispromisingtobeagreatday.Itjuststartedon



ahighnote,orwasithighsexdrive?

“Pleasewakeupanddowhatyoupromisedyou

weregoingtodo,”shesays.

It’saboutwork.Hegritshisteethandturnstosleep

onhisstomach.

“I’llgo,”hesays.

DuringMthonga’sexcitedmomentshemadesome

promisestoher.Twoofthem beinggoingbackto

workandmendingthingswithGod.

“Alright,Iwillgetyourclothesandgoprepareyour

lunchbox.”Shegetsoffbedandlooksforherdress.

Heknowshe’snotgoingtobackoutofthisone.He

shutshiseyesandenjoysthelastmomentsofthe

comfortofhisbed.MaNtusileaveswithhisclothes

toprepareforhisfirstdaybackatwork.He’slooking

forwardtoit.Howexciting.Yawn!

Itstrikeshismindthatherejectedincomingcallsthe

previousnightandsilencedhisphone.

Hegoesthroughallthecallshemissedandnotices

thatNomkhosicalledaswell.It’ssounlikehertocall



him lateatnight.Damn,heshouldn’tbeignoring

calls.He’safatherforgoodnesssake.Whatif

somethingwaswrongwithPhelo?

“Pickup.Pickup!”he’smumblingtohimselfasher

phoneringsunattended.

Eventually,aftertwoattempts,shepicksupwitha

lazyhello.

“Ijustsawthatyoucalled,”hesays.

“Yes,lastnight.Sorry,Idon’tknowwhatIwas

thinking,”shesays.

“Waseverythingalrightthough?”

There’salowsigh.“Yeah,”shesays.

“Nomkhosi,youdon’tsoundokay.”

“I’m okay,”sheinsists.

“Okay,whenshouldIsendmypeopleover?”heasks.

Silence…

“Nomkhosi,whycan’tyoumakeupyourmind?

We’vebeentogetherfor…”



“Noteverythingisaboutyou,Thakasa.Idon’tcare

aboutallthat;yourcows,howlongwe’vebeen

fuckingandallthat.Idon’tgiveaflyingfuck.Idon’t

wanttotalkaboutlobolanegotiationsorwedding.”

“DidIdosomethingwrong?Idon’tunderstand

what’sgoingon,”heasks.

Shesighs,“Ihavetogotowork.Phelohasranoutof

shampooandwetwipes.”

“Okay,shouldIbringyouanything?”He’sgetting

worried.Theyshouldbeworkingontheir

relationship,noweverythingisoutintheopen.He

doesn’tneedtohidehisfeelingsforheranymore.

“No,”shesaysdismissively.

“Nomkhosi,”hesayswithadeepsigh.“Idon’tknow

what’sgoingon.Idon’tknowifIdidsomething

wrongoryou’regoingthroughyourownpersonal

things.ButIwantyoutoknowthatIloveyouandI’m

goingtowaitforyoutocomebacktome.Nomatter

howlongittakes.Ifyouneedanythingpleaseletme

know.”

“Okay,”shesays.



“NgiyakuthandaMamakaPhelo.Pleasebealright.

CanIcomeseeyoulater?”heasks.

“No,”hervoicesoundsfragileandfaint.

Hisheartbreaks.Whycan’tshetalktohim?

MaNtusiwalksin.Hesighsheavilyanddropsthe

call.

“Areyoualright?”sheasks.

“Yes,”helieswithabrokenface.

“Whowereyoutalkingto?”

“Nomkhosi,Idon’tknowwhat’sgoingonbutI’m not

goingtoletitspoilthemorningyou’vemadeso

greatforme.”

Shecocksuphereyebrow.

“Itdoesn’tlooklikeyou’renotlettingitspoilit

though,”shesays.

“I’m not,”heinsists.

Sheputshisshirtonahangerandstandsnexttothe

bedlookingathim.



“TherearegoingtobesomerulesManqele,”she

says.

Didn’ttheyestablishthatthough?

“IlikeNomkhosi.Butifshe’snotwillingtobeawife

herethenthere’llbenohide&seek.I’m notgoingto

putupwiththat.”

Oh,thatwasn’texpected.

“Ifshe’swithyouthenIwantittobeofficialsothat

wecanhavehealthylivingarrangements.I’m not

goingtohaveyoucryingoverMaZikodeinmybed.

You’llgotoherhouseandcrytherewithher.If

you’rehereit’sallaboutme.Doyouunderstand?”

Henodshesitantly.

“Sowhatdoyouwanttocarrytoworkforlunch?”

sheasks.

“Anything,”heshrugshisshoulders.

“Polonyandbread?”

Hefrowns,“No!”

“Thenwhatdoyoumeanbyanything?”



Okay,thisisnotgoingtobeagreatmorning.

“CanIhaveyesterdaysleftoversandanyfruityou

canpack?”

Shenodsandleaves.

Nowheneedstodigestthenewruleshejustlaid.If

Nomkhosidoesn’tagreetomarryhim thatmeans

it’llbetheendofthem.Isthatevenpossible?

.
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TEMA

Thingshavebeenlesstenseatwork.Shehastime

tobreatheandgrabquicklunchwithNkonzo,which

barelyhappenedwhileThakasawasaway.She’s

gratefultowhatevermotivatedhim tocomeback

work.Herethey’rebossandemployees,Thakasa

knowshowtokeepfamilyaffairsoutofthe

business.Evenwithhisbrothers,whenit’stimefor

businessthat’swherehekeepsit.Othersmaysay

he’sabitstrict,butthat’showyougetthingsdone

whenyou’reworkingwithyoursiblings.

“SoItalkedwithmom andThakasa,we’llbe

cleansingthiscomingweekend,”Nkonzosaysinthe

middleoftheirlunchbreakatNandos.

“Oh,that’sprettysoon,”shesaysinawe.

“Wehaveaweddingtoplan,remember?”hesays.

“Yeah,aboutthat,doIneedThula’sfamilyover?”she



asks.

Hefrowns,“Need?No.Buttheycancomeandwatch

memakingyoumine.”

Hecanbeextraattimes.

Shelaughsandshakesherhead.

“Sowhat’stheprocess?”sheasks.Theyhadagoat

thingattheDubeswhereshewaswelcomedbackto

thefamilyandherreturnwasannouncedtothe

ancestorssothatwhensheleavesfortheManqeles

sheleavesasaDube.

“You’vebeenmarriedbefore,youknowwhatthat

means.Sobeforeyouofficiallystepinsidethe

Manqelepremisesyouhavetobecleansed.All

thosehandsthathavetouchedyoubeforehaveto

betidiedoff.”She’sstoppedeatingandstaringat

him.Hegrinsandasks;“Whydon’tyouaskelder

womenatchurch?Youshouldknowthesethings.”

“Isthatwhyyoudidn’twanttohavesexwithme

beforemarriage?BecauseIwasn’tclean,”sheasks.

“Ididn’tsaythat.Youaskedmeaboutthewedding



processandIjusthighlightedwhatIthoughtyou

didn’tknow,”hesays.

“You’renotansweringmyquestion,Nkonzenhle.

Wasthatthereasonwhyyoudidn’twanttotouch

me?”

“No,”hesays.

Hisvoiceisnotconvincingenough.Well,inherears.

“Thenwhy?”sheasksfiercely.

“Wearehavingsexnow.Whydoesitmatter?It’sall

inthepast.”Theydon’tfight,that’snothowtheir

relationshipis.

“BecauseIforcedyou.Ihadtoseduceyoulikeaslut

beforeyoutouchedme.”She’sgettingwarmedup.

Thisdidn’tmakeherangryuntilnow.Well,simply

becausenowshe’sgottentothebottom ofit.

“Let’seatandgobacktotheoffice,”hesuggests

anddigsinwhatremainsofhisfood.

She’snoteating.Really?Womenarerarebeings.

Whyisshewarmedupaboutsomethingthathas

longpassed?Whyisitevenrelevant?



“Soyou’regoingtogetcleansedtoo?Imeanyou

haveto,youwerenotinnocentbeforeme.”

Heshouldn’tbelaughing.It’snotfunnybutherface!

“Iwasinnocentbeforeyou.WhodidIsleepwith?

Youbrokemyvirginity,”hesayslaughing.

“Stoplying!Ifoundyoualreadyused,”shesays.

Helaughsharder.Sometimeshedoesn’ttakeher

seriously.Why?Isitbecauseshe’sshortandhe’s

tall?

She’snotspeakingtohim inthecar.He’snot

mindingiteitherashe’stunedintoacertainradio

stationandkeepingupwithwhat’shappening

aroundtheworld.

“You’renotaniceperson,”shesays.

She’sbeenstaringathim forawhiletryingtogather

herthoughts.

“WhatdidIdo?”heaskswithasmirk.

Shehatesitwhenhedoesn’ttakeherseriously.



“You’remessy,”shetellshim hopingit’llstrikea

certainnerve.Thatsmileonhisfaceisannoying.

Helaughs,“Okaybaby.”

Didhejustsayokaytoher?Deepbreath,Tema.

“DoyouseewhyIdidn’twantustohavesexbefore

marriage?”heasks.He’sparkingthecar.They’re

almosttenminuteslatefrom theirlunchbreak,but

whocares?Thakasajustgotback,hecannotbark

from dayone.

“Yes,Iseewhy.Youneededtohavemecleansed

withagoatfirstbecauseIhavemyex-husband’s

handsalloverme.Mtchewww!”Shepullsherface

andthrowsadeadlookathim.

“Andyoucatcheasily,”hesays.

Whatwasthat?There’sablanklookonherface.

“Whatisthatsupposedtomean?”sheasksannoyed.

“Itmeansthatayichamiamanzikapawpaw,”hesays.

(Itdoesn’tshootblank)

Moreconfusion.



“Whatareyoutalkingabout?”Shehasafrown

plasteredonherface.

“ItmeansthatImadetherightchoice.You’reworth

the34yearsIwaitedtomeetyou.”

She’sblushing.Where’stheangernow?Lord,but

howcanshenotblushwhenshe’sgotsuchacute-

pieforaman.He’sevenmorefinethanher.Clean

face,dimplesandhellacutesmile.Butshe’sgotten

usedtoit,peoplestareathim morethanher,

especiallyladies.He’slikethoseInstagram most

lustedboys.

Hehugsher.Slowlyhiswordsaresinkingin.His

handconfirmsitwhenitcaresseshertummy.

“Nkonzo,Ididn’tgetmyperiodslastmonth!”She’s

onpanicmode.She’sgettingmarriedsoon,this

could’vewaited,right?

“Don’tworry,yourperiodsarekeptinasafeplaceby

theMthongas.They’llgivethem backtoyouafter9

monthswhenyoubringtheirgift.”

Thisman!Hethinksthisisajoke.



“Nkonzo!”She’sdefeated,honestly.

He’ssmiling,allhappyandproudofhimself.Yes,

theydidn’tprotectthatmuch,but…it’snotfair.

.

.

THAKASA

Hewastoldnottocomeandherespectsthat.But

she’sallhehasbeenthinkingaboutthewholeday.

That’snottheenergyMaNtusiwantsfrom him when

hegoesbackhome.Soheneedsclosure,whichis

whyhe’sstandingherebeingsubtleseducedby

Preciousatthereceptionwithabunchofflowersin

hishandandagiftbag.He’sbeentryingtobeof

morefinancialusetoher,notjustPheloalone,but

shehasalmosteverything.Shedoesn’taskhim for

moneybecauseshe’sgotherown,yetsheimplies

thathe’snottakingcareofherfinancially.Tohim

that’saninsult,he’dbailoutofmanythingsbutnot

takingcareofhisfamily.



He’sfinallyletthroughafterhe’sstoodatthe

receptionforever.Therewasaboardmeeting,he’s

bumpingintomeninsuits.Somehe’sseenaround,

hencethestopsandgreetsbeforehereachesthe

lifts.Ndondodoesn’tlikehim thatmuch,sobeing

toldtogotoherofficefeelslikeatest.Hehastogo

throughherbeforegettingNomkhosi.

It’sher,Ndondoandtheloose-screwedsister.How

great!

“Sanibonani,”hegreetsashemakeshiswayinafter

knockingtwice.

“Thakasa,”that’sanacknowledgementfrom Ndondo

beforeshepicksafileandleavestheoffice.

Snaloremainsseated.Shehasn’tlookedupnorsaid

anything.Didn’tshethreatentokillhim theotherday?

“I’m heretoseeyou,”hetellsNomkhosi.Herface

alonetellsthestory;she’sfarfrom beingokay.

“Okay,”shesayswithaheavysigh.

Snalostopswhatevershewasdoingonthephone



andlooksup.Asmilecracksfrom herlips.Too

manyfakesmilesinthisplace!

“HiPhelo’sfatherfigure,”shesays.

Isthat‘figure’supposedtoimplysomethingorshe’s

justbeinghercrazyself?

“HiSnalo,”hesays.

Shegathersherthingsandleaveswithoutsaying

anythingfurther.She’saninterestingcharacter,

really.

Nowit’sjustthem.Heputstheflowersonthedesk

andthegiftbagnexttothem.Thenhesitsonthe

chairandlooksather.

“IdroppedSphephelo’sthingsoffandcamehere.

Whydidyouplaitherhair?”heasks.

“Girlsplaittheirhair,”that’sheranswer.

“Isitnotpainfulthough?”heasks.

“I’m hermother,Iwouldn’tputherthroughpain.”

She’sgettingdefensiveandhewasn’teventryingto



startafight.

“Butyou’dputmethroughpain,”heswervesthe

subjecttowardswhatbroughthim here.

“Iputyouthroughwhatpain?”Sheraisesher

eyebrow.Todayisnotadayshewantstogoback

andforthwithhim.

“Ihadtocomeherebecauseyou’renottellingme

what’sgoingon.Idon’tknowwhyyoudon’ttrustme.

I’m notthebestpartnerbutI’veneverliedtoyou

aboutanything.”

Shesighsandleansbackonthechair.Babydaddy

dramaisthelastthingshewantstodealwith.

“Ican’tgohomeandbesourtomywifebecauseof

myissueswithyou.It’snotfaironher.Ihavetodeal

withwhateverIhavetodealwithhereandsquashit

beforegoinghome.”

“Ihaven’tdoneanythingtomakeyousourtoher,”

shesays.

“Butallthiscontributetomymood.Ican’tbehappy

knowingthatthingsarenotokaythisside.”



“SoIshouldlaughandbehappyevenwhenI’m not

becauseyouhaveamoodtokeepwithyourwife?”

“Whyareyounothappy?That’swhatI’m tryingto

ask,”hesays.

Sheshakesherheadandprodsherlaptop.Thisis

useless;him,hisflowersandwhateverheboughtin

thatbag.

“Maybethat’snothowIshould’veputit.WhatI’m

tryingtosayisthatyourpainismypain.Your

happinessismyhappiness.Ijustwanttobeherefor

youifthere’ssomethingyou’regoingthrough,”he

says.

She’sworking.Herattentionisonthescreenofthat

laptop.

“Ifeelsostupidrightnow,”hesaysandgrimacesat

thesightofherworkingwhilehe’sheretocheckon

her.He’stryinghisbest.

“Ialwaysopenuptoyou.Ialwaysconfessthings

thatnotevenmybrothersknowabout.”Hechuckles

andshakeshishead.“Mymaritalissues,family

issues,everything.”



She’slisteningbuthereyesarefixedonthelaptop.

Heimitateshimself;“Nomkhosi,Ihadafightwith

mymom.MaNtusiandIarenotokay.Mybrotheris

goingthroughthis.Ihavecommittedmurder.Itell

youEVERYTHINGandIfeelsostupidbecausethat’s

obviouslynottheleveloftrustyouhaveinme.”

Sheliftshereyesandlooksathim.Everythingshe’s

goingthroughisshowinginhereyesbutshe’snever

beenthetypethatbreaks.

“Beforeanythingelse,youweremybestfriend.Orso

Ithought.”Heblowsoutasighbetweenhishands

andshakeshishead.Itfeelslikeahugeslaponthe

face.Everythinghe’sbeenthroughwithheramounts

nothingtoher?Hemayhavenotbeenthebest

partnerbuttheyweregreatfriends.Theytalked

abouteverything.Evennowhestilltalkstoher.Not

evenhisbrothersknowabouthiskillingspree.He

toldherbeforedoingitandafterdoingit.Whatcould

besobadthatoutofallpeopleshecannoteventell

him?

“Ifeelsostupidrightnow!”Heshutshiseyesfirmly,



tearsrolldownhischeeksandhequicklywipes

them off.No,he’snotgoingtoweepinsomeone’s

office.

Hegetsoffthechairaggressivelyandturnstowards

thedoor.

Shestopshim abruptly;“Thakasawait!”

Hedoesn’tturnhishead.Hisemotionsaretoohigh,

hejustwantstogetinthecarandbreathe.

“Iknowthetruthaboutmyfather,”shesays

unexpectedly.

Heturnshisheadandlooksather.

“MsawenkosiNsele,”shetellshim.

Hefrownsandstepsbacktoherdesk.Thisdoesn’t

makeanysense.

“That’sgreat,right?Soyourmotherwasmarriedto

him orshejustdecidedtousehissurname?”He’s

confused.

“That’stheirsurname.Theyweresiblings;sisterand

brother.ShewasrapedandIwasborn.Ifeellikea

bookcharacter.Itfeelslikeanightmarethat



someoneisgoingtowakemeupfrom.”

He’sindisbelief.Thefrownonhisfaceisnothelping

thesituation.MawandeandTutuarelikehisown

babies.He’dkillforthosetwogirls.Eventhefact

thatBhambathasweatsontopofhissisterdoesn’t

sitwellwithhim.Yesshe’smarriedandallthatbut…

ThankGodnobodyistouchinghisTutuyet.He’d

probablychopsomeonetodeath.Hecannotbegin

toimagineitbeinghim whotouchesher

inappropriately.

“FirstthingIdidwhenIgotajobwastodoibhayi

ceremonyforauntMagcinaandisihlanguceremony

forhim.LikeIslaughteredawholecowformy

mother’srapist.Andsheneversaidanything,Ifeel

likeabombwaitingtoexplode.”

“CanIgiveyouahug?”heasks.

Shesighsandgetsoffherleatherchairandwalks

aroundthedesktohim.

Heembracesherinatighthug,fondlinghernewly-

doneSweet&Sourhairdo.Foramomenthe’sjust

lettingherbreatheonhischest.



“Ithinkifeveryonewhoknowsyouwastogather

hereandsayonethingaboutyou,they’dallagree

thatyou’reastrong,intelligentwoman.ButIdon’t

wantyoutocarrythatonyourshoulders.You’renot

arock,awusiyonaimbokodo,sometimesyoubreak.

Youdon’thavetobestrongforpain,especiallythis

kindofpain.Iftheknifeistoomuchtohandleallow

yourselftobleed.Nobodywantstoknowthattheir

parentwasabused.IunderstandyourpainandI’ll

understandifyouneedspacetowrapyourhead

aroundthisthingcalled‘men’.”

“Idon’tknowwhatIwanttodo,”shesayswithasigh.

Herubsherback,“That’sokayaswell.I’m sorryfor

notcheckinguponyousooner.Icareaboutyou

Nomkhosi,alotthanyouthink.”

“Thankyou.I’llbealright,I’m justgoingthrough

shockandallthat.”

Heplantsasoftpeckonherforeheadandtakesthe

giftbagheleftonthedesk.

“Sowho’sthismanofyourswhobreakshiswaiston

stage?”heaskstakinganenvelopeoutofthegift



bag.

“Whichman?”sheasks.

“Theoneyouwanttosleepwith?Idon’tknow,he

saysastupidthingaboutadoringandyoubecome

wet,”hesaysandgivesherthreeticketstoaconcert

inEllisPark,Johannesburg.

“Miguel?”Hereyespopout.HowdidheknowMiguel

wascomingtoSouthAfrica.

“Yougotme…?Mygoodness,Thakasa!”She’s

excited.Nothingmattersatthismomentexcept

theseticketsinherhand.

“You’regoing?”heaskswithagrin.

Obviouslyshe’sgoing.Ittookhim alongtimeto

figureoutthebestgifthecouldgiveher.

“Areyoukiddingme?I’m goingtheretwodays

earlier.I’m takingNdondoandSnalowithme.Ineed

adress,ohmygoodness,myhair!Ineedtobuya

newweave.”

He’swatchingherstressoutaboutlookinggoodfor

anothermanandsmilingwithsatisfaction.



“It’sstilltwomonthsaway,youknowthat,right?”he

asks.

“You’resoilingmymood.Thankyousomuchforthis.

Ineededsomethinglikethistoliftmymoodup.”

“Sodoyoupromisetoneverlieandsayyou’reokay

whenyou’renot?”

Shenods,“Yeah,I’lltrytoopenupmore.”

“Andtoremovethatthingonmydaughter’shead?”

heasks.

“No,whywouldI?Thewholepointofhavinga

daughteristopracticehairstylesonherheadand

dressheruplikeadoll.”

“I’llgetyouarealdolltopracticeyourdullhairstyling

skills.”

Okay,youcanbuyMiguelconcertticketsandbring

herflowers,butdon’tthrowjabsatherhairstyling

skills.

“You’regoingtoleavemyofficecryingThakasa,”she

says.

Helaughsandraiseshishandsup.
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LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER67

NOLWAZI

Sheacedherexams.Ifanyonetoldherayearago

thatshe’dbesopassionateaboutHealthSciences

shewould’veprobablylaughedherassoff.For

someonewhocomesfrom herbackgroundit’sa

shamethatshehadtobebeggedbyamantodo

somethingaboutherfuture.Educationwasapriority,

sheshouldn’thaveletlifewastehertime.She’sgot

responsibilitieswaitingforherathome.

Hercolorfulresultscallsforacelebrationbutshe

cannotbefullyhappybecausethe“loveofherlife”

hasn’tbeenwell.Healwaysaskshernottoworry

abouthissituationandconvincesherthathe’s

alright.Butshealwaysgetsadifferentversionofthe

storyfrom Khanyo,whichhasseenherpackingher

bagsandleavingforKZNforthelongweekend.



Asabaddiethatsheis,she’llgohomeonSunday

afternoonafterspendingtwodayswithMandulo.

Shedecidednottotellhim thatshe’scoming,

Khanyoassuredherthathe’llbeinDurbanforthe

weekend.BecauseofhiscurrentconditionKhanyois

alwayswithhim,theyfullyresideinBergvilleand

regularlycometohishouseinDurban.Hopefullyher

arrivalwillbeagoodsurprise,youknowhowbad

thesethingscango.Sometimesyoutrytosurprisea

manwithanunannouncedvisitonlytoberewarded

withanunpleasantsurpriseyourself.

Guguistheonefetchingherfrom theairportwith

oneofherright-handman.Okay,thatsoundstoo

gangster.Butit’soneofthosemenemployedbyher

jailedbabydaddytoguardher24/7.OnlyGodknows

howshegotherselfinvolvedinsuchacomplex

situation.Goodlifecomesatapriceinthiscountry.

She’snowheavilypregnantanditdoesn’tlookgood

onher.Hopefullytheacneonherfacewillbetreated

aftergivingbirth.Nolwazigivesheratighthugand

tellsherhowbighertummyis.



“Khanyosaysyoueatpeanutbutterandmayo

sandwich.What’sthat?”sheasks.

Gugulaughs,“Youtwodon’thaveanyimportant

familyissuestotalkaboutexceptmycravings?”

“Don’tturnyourselfintoahottopic,wewerenot

gossiping,bitch.Howisthepregnancytreatingyou

though?”

“It’sbeenatestofstrengthbutI’m gettingusedto

it.”

“Isthereachanceofhim cominghomeearlierthan

expected?”

“Yes,prisonbreak.”

ThemanonthewheelchucklesandglancesatGugu

throughtherear-viewmirror.

“I’m kidding,”shesaystoNolwazilaughing.

What’sthesecretjoke?Andthisthingofprison

break,hopefullyit’snottrue.ThisisSouthAfrica,not

amovie.DailySunwouldreleasestorythenextday

withsomestupidheadlinelike;OldGrandpaSlyzes

OutOfPrison.



“Ihopeyou’renotsleepingwithhim,”Nolwazi

whispersandsignalsatthedriverwithhereyes.

Shelaughsharder.Toounpredictable!Youcannot

fullytrustthisoneandherjailedbabydaddy.

“Sowebothendedupwitholdmen?”sheasks.

“Iwasalwaysgoingtoendupwithmysoulmate,”

Nolwazibrags.“Anddon’tcompareMandulotoyour

man.Ishenotapensioner?”

Theybotheruptintoafitoflaughter.

“DoesMandulobelievethathe’syoursoulmate

though?”AsmuchasMandulohasbeenagoodguy,

Guguisstillnotconvincedthatheseesanyfuture

betweenhim andNolwazi.

“Whywouldn’thebelieveit?I’m beautiful,sexyandI

lovehim.”

“Idon’tdoubtthatforasecond,Nolwazi.ButIdon’t

wanttofindmyselfhatingmyfriend’sbrotherone

day,sojustironthatout-findoutwhathisplans

are.”

“Okay,AuntGugu,I’lltalktohim.”Nolwazisays



rollinghereyesandsippingfrom thecanofenergy

drink.

Khanyoleftasinitiallyagreed.She’sgoingtospend

theweekendwithBandlatogivethem spaceto

cuddleandbond.Perksofdatingyourfriend’s

brother!

Mandulowenttoseeafriendandwillbebackany

momentfrom now.HehasnoideathatNolwaziisin

hishouse,orinKZNforthatmatter.Shehas

preparedalightdinner;peachkebabs,roastedpork

andgreenbeans.Shedidn’tactuallymakeitherself

butit’sthethoughtthatcounts.

Shetakesofftheapronsheworetosetthetable.

Domesticskills!

There’sacardrivingin,shequicklygoestothe

bedroom whereherbagsareandpeelsherdressoff.

Yes,she’swearingalingerieunderneath.Shecovers

withalongcoatandcatwalksbacktothekitchen.



Thedoorhandleturns.Hewalksinwearingajacket,

CargoshortsandNiketrainers.Helooksbetterin

pictures,honestly.

“Surpriseee!”

Hestopsdeadonhistrackswithafrownonhisface.

“You’renotdreaming,it’sme.”

Hewalkstowardshersittingontopofthekitchen

counterlegs-crossed.

“Nolwaziwhatareyoudoinghere?”heasks.

Shedoesn’tsayanything.She’sstaringathim witha

smileonherface.

“Nolwazi?”Henarrowshiseyebrow.

Sheexhalesadeepbreathandslidesdownfrom the

counterwithadispleasedlookonherface.

“Ithoughtyou’dbehappytoseeme,”shesays.

“I’m happy,Ijustdon’tunderstandhowyougothere,

shouldn’tyoubefocusingonyourstudies?You’re

doingyourthirdyearsoon,yourmodules…”

Anotherdeepbreath!



“I’m notyoursister,I’m yourgirlfriend,Mandulo.

You’reseeingyourwoman,notalittlesister.”

Guiltflashesthroughhiseyes.He’sneverreallyleft

theprotectivebrothershellandfullytransformed

intoaboyfriend.

“Babe,”hesaysguiltilyandpullsherarmstothe

sidesofhiswaist.He’sabittipsybutcanhideitwell.

Khanyodoesn’twanthim todrinkandhonestly,it’sa

bitunfair.He’salwaysbeenabletomanagehis

alcoholintake.Butitnevergoeswellwithmeds,

obviously.

“Ididallthisforyouandallyoucareaboutisstudies?

Ihaveallmyprioritiesstraightenedout,I’m agrown

woman.”She’sstillangryaboutthereactionshegot.

Mandulotriestokissherlipsbutshetiltsherhead

totheside.

“Icareaboutyourfuture.Iwantyoutobesuccessful

andindependent.Iwantyoutogoanywhereinthe

worldandlivethelifeofyourdreams.”

Thishasbeenhis‘vision’oftheirrelationshipfrom

dayone;hergoinganywhereintheworldandbeing



happy.He’sneverincludedhimselfinherfutureand

that’saredflagshechosetoignore.

“Doyouloveme?”sheasks.

Hesnapshisbrows,“Whatkindofaquestionisthat?

Ofcourse,Iloveyou.”

“Asyoursister’spreciousfriendorasyourwoman?”

sheasks.

“Both,”hesaysandwalkstowardsthepassage

leadingtothebathroom.

“Whydowealwayshavetotalkaboutthis?”heasks.

“Becauseyou’realwaysinsinuatingthatyouwon’tbe

withmeinthenearfuture.”

“Nolwazi,you’restillgoingtomeetfine,youngboys.

I’m notgoingtostandinyourwayorstopyou.”

“SoI’m easytoletgo?”Hervoiceisbruised.Itmay

notcomefrom abadplacebutnowomanwantsto

heartheirboyfriendsayingtheywouldn’tfightfor

them.

“Ididn’tsaythat.IjustsaidI’llneverstandinyour

wayofhappiness.”



“You’remyhappinessbuthereyouarestandingin

myway.”

Hetakesoffhisjacketandthrowsitonthebed.

Thenheturnshisheadtoherstandingwithafierce

lookonherfacebythedoor.

“Whydoyouwanttoputyourselfthroughthis?”he

asks.

“Throughwhat?”Shefrowns.

“I’m depressed,physicallyfrailandsexually

inadequate.Whycan’tyouusemeforfinancial

benefitsandspitmetothesideafterwards?I

wouldn’tmind,you’restillyoungandhasfarmoreto

achievethanbeingtrappedinthisrelationship.”

“Mandulothat’snotallthereisto…”Heinterferes

beforeshecanfinish.

“ThisisnottheManduloyouhadacrushon.You

don’tdeservethesebrokenpieces.Ihatebeinga

burden,especiallytoa24yearold.That’snotfair,

Nolwazi.”

“Youdon’tgettodecideforme,Mandulo.Youdon’t



knowshitaboutmyheart.IloveyouandI’m not

goinganywhere.”

He’sstunned.

“Nowdowhateveryoucametodoandcometothe

tablefordinner.Ididn’tcomeallthiswaytobe

dumped,you’remyboyfriend.Idon’tcarewhat

challengesyou’refacingatthemoment.”Sheturns

andleaves.

“Nolwazi….”Shetakesthekitchencornerand

disappears.Heblowsoutasighandwalksintothe

bathroom.

Maybeallowingthisrelationshiptohappenwasa

mistakefrom theonset,eventhoughhe’salways

stoodbyhiswordofgivinghertheworldtoenjoythe

waysheseesfit.Manygirlswouldtakethis

opportunityandrunwithit.Whydoesshewantto

stickaround?

Whatcould’vebeenaromanticdinnerfortwohas

turnedintoasourdinner.She’sdishedhisplateand

arrangedhisutensilsonthesaucer,butshe’snot



speakingtohim.

It’sbeenalongtimesincehewasinthesettingof

thiskind.Candles,rosepetalsandagoddesssitting

oppositehim inalongcoat.

“Thankyouforthis,”hesayswithanervouschuckle.

There’snoresponse.

“Whatareyouwearingunderthatcoat?”He’strying

tobreaktheice.

Silence.

“Thefoodisreallynice.Wheredidyoubuyit?”

Shesighs,“Idon’twanttotalktoyou,don’tyouget

it?”

“Butwecan’tsharethetableandnottalk,”hesays.

“Tryit,”shesays.

“Comeon,Idon’twantustobelikethis.Ididn’t

meantobreakyourheart.Icareaboutyou.”

“Mxm!”shepopsthechampagnebottleandpours

onlyinherglass.



“Tomymiserableheart,”sheraisesherglassand

toastsintheairthenbringsittoherlipsforasip.

Manduloisstaringatherthewholetime.Hisfaceis

expressionless.Hismindseemstoberoamingafar,

yethiseyesaregluedonher.

“Feelingsorryforthegold-digger?”sheasks.

Hetakesamomenttoanswer.

“YoulovedmewhenIwasmarried,lovedmewhenI

wasdivorced,lovedmewhenIdiscoveredthatI

impregnatedamarriedwomanandlovedmewhenI

lostmyselfindepressionandphysicalillnesses.

You’rejust24,I’m 40.I’m tryingtounderstandwhat

isitthatIhavethatyoufindsoworthyand

interesting.Obviouslyit’snotmoneyorgoodlooks.

Whatdoyouseeinme?”

Suchaneasyquestion!

“Iseemyfutureinyoureyes,”shesays.

Okay,hedidn’texpectthatanswer.Nobodyhasever

saidthattohim,notevenhisex-wife.

Hegetsoffhischair,walksaroundthetableand



kneelsbeforeher.Hereyeswiden.He’snot

proposing,ishe?

“Pleasegivemealittletimetoputthesepieces

together.Youdeserveawholeman,”hesays.

Shesmilesandblusheslikeanewlyweddedbride.

Yes,she’sforgivinghim.Everyrelationshiphasits

upsanddownssodon’tlookatherlikethat.The

manisonhiskneesforher,thisisthefirstshe’s

experiencingthis.

“Idon’ttakeyouforgranted.Thankyouforalways

beingthereformeandlovingmeatmylowest.”

Hegetsupandlowershisfacetoher.They’reinthe

middleofdinner,hepecksherlipsandgiveshera

smile.

“Stillwanttoseewhat’sunderthecoat?”sheasks

andstartsunbuttoningthecoat.

Hegetsasneakpeekofhercleavageandgasps.

He’sstillaman,hisbodyreactstothesightofpecky

breastsandhertinywaist.She’sthetotalopposite

ofThobeka.She’sthetypehe’dcarrytobedwithone

arm andsexwhilestanding.



“You’reokaytodoit,right?”sheasksashesitsback

onhischair.

Hiseyesdroptohisplate.Hischestbouncesashe

takesadeepbreath.

“Mandulo?”Sheraiseshereyebrow.

“Ihaven’tbeenintimatesinceyouleft,soIdon’t

know,”hesays.

Whyisthatbringingasmiletoherface?Sohedidn’t

believeintheirlovebutstayedfaithfulregardless.

“Wearegoingtotry,I’llbegentle,”shesaysand

winksathim.

Hecracksintolaughter,“Tableshaveturned,neh.

Okay,we’lltry.Youlooksupersexybytheway.”

“Iknow.I’m alwayssexy,”shesays.

Theatmosphereinstantlychanges.They’renow

chattingastheyeat,therearelaughsinbetweenand

winks.

“Didyoudrink?”sheasksasMandulopullsheroff

thechairgivingherapuffofwhateverbeveragehe

had.



“Justonebeer,”hesays.

“Aren’tyousupposedto…”

Heinterferes,“You’renotmysister,rememberyour

ownwords.Nowactlikemywomanandwrapyour

sexylegsaroundmywaist.”

Shelaughsandwrapsherarmsaroundhisneck.He

liftshertohiswaistandheadstowardsthebedroom.

Thetableisleftmessyinthediningroom,butwho

cares?AuntKhanyoisnothome.

“Youdon’tweighanything.AssickasIam itstill

feelslikeI’m carryingafeather.Areyoueatingatthe

res?Doyouneedgrocery?”

Shelaughsandhidesherheadoverhisshoulder.

Gently,heputsherdowninthebedandtrailskisses

alloverherchest.

“Youlooksexy,”hesays.

Hiseyesarefilledwithlust.Helooksreadytodevour

her.HetakeshisT-shirtoff.He’stryingtogainback

hismusclesbutit’snoteasyatall.

“You’regoingtobounceback.”She’ssittingbehind



him andrunningherhandsonhisback.

He’snotconfidentenoughtoturnandfaceher.He

hateshoweasilyhisbodygotknockeddownbypain.

“Mandulo,Iwantakiss,”shesays.

Hehastoturnandlookather.She’sonefeistylittle

girl.

Hersmileiswelcoming.There’ssomethingnon-

judgmentalandwarm aboutit.

Helinkshisforeheadonhersandgentlykissesher

lips.She’stoosexyforwords.Hishandcaressesher

boobs,shearchesherbackandreleasesashallow

moan.

Hebreaksthekissandchuckles.Herreactionis

everything.She’snotmakinghim feellessof

anything,eventhoughsheknowshissituation.

Helovesherlingeriebutheloveshernakedness

evenmore.Hekisseshershoulderashetakesitoff.

“AreyounotscaredthatI’lldieontopofyou?”He

asksthatasajokebutNolwazireceivesitdifferently.

“Don’tjokeaboutdeath,”shesays.



Henodsandwhispersanapology.Hewrapshis

handaroundherneckandturnsherforasteamy

kiss.

Hepushesherdownandslidesbetweenhislegs.

Hishandsstartcaressingeverypartofherbody.

“Putthecondom onandletmetakecharge,”she

whispers.

“Icandoit,justrelax.”

“No,Iwanttoride.”

Hechuckles,pecksherlipsandrollsoff.Hereaches

tothedrawerforapacketofcondomsandtakes

one.She’sstrokinghisshaftandgentlycaressing

hisballs.Nowhefeelscomfortable.

“Letmeknowifanythinggoeswrong,”shesaysas

shehelpshim insertthecondom.

Itbreakshisheartthatshe’slivinglikethisbecause

oflove.There’snohappiness,therearerisksin

everything.Hismentalandphysicalhealth,andhis

sexuallife.Hecanonlyconfideinhisdoctorabout

someofhisissues,nothissister.Nolwaziknows,he



thoughtshe’dfindsomeoneelsebutheresheis.

He’sbeentreatedofeveryinfection,iftheproblem

persistsit’llmeanhewascursed.

HebiteshislowerlipasNolwazislowlyinserts

herselfandmovesherwaisttorightfullypositionhis

shaftinsidehercore.

“Aaah,baby!”hemoans.

Shelowersherfaceandkisseshislips.Thenshe

sitsup,grabsherboobsandbouncesontopofhim.

Hisbodyneededthis.He’sspankingherthighsand

groaningwithpleasure.

Shecrossesherhandsoverhischestandcirclesher

waistaround.Hersoftwallsareburyingand

squeezinghisjoystick.He’sgoingcrazy,callingher

byeverypetnameunderthesunandmaking

ridiculouspromises.

She’sridingit.Twerkingandbouncingonit.She

likeshowhelplesshesoundsandlooks.

“Awwwbaby!”heshutshiseyesandtightlybiteshis



lowerlip.

Nolwazi’sownsensesarebeingpulledbyextreme

pleasuretoalldirections.Shemust’vetaken

screaminglessonsfrom Pornhub,becauseherlittle

screamscanwakeupadivorcingcoupleandtempt

them tobangoneanother.

“Areyouclose,baby?”Manduloasks.Hiseyesare

stillshut.Hishandsaresqueezingthebedcovers.

Shedoesn’tanswer.Shedidn’tevenhearhim.The

soundoftheirgenitalscollidingandthepleasure

thatcomesfrom itisallshehears.

Aminutelaterherbodyshatters.Shescreamshis

nameandsplashesherjuicesalloverhisthighs.

Hegentlypusheshertothesideandreleasesasigh.

IttakesamomentforNolwazitoopenhereyesand

lookathim.Realityhitsher.

“Areyouokay?”sheasks.

“Yes.”Hisjawtwitchesashemovesuptoremove

thecondom.

“Mandulo,you’re…”Yes,he’shorny,butnottothat



extent.

“You’reswollen?”sheaskseyeswidened.Thisisnot

happeningagain!

Hedoesn’tsayanything.Thatdriveshercrazy,there

mustbeanexplanation.Thisiswhatshe’shadto

dealwithfrom thebeginningoftheirrelationship.

Penetrationhasalwaysbeenanissuefrom hisside.

“Ithoughtyourdoctorwasdealingwithit,”shesays

hidingherfury.

“I’m sorry,Nolwazi.”

Sigh!

“HowcanIhelpyou?Idon’twantyoutobesorry,I

wantustoworkthisouttogether.”

“Imadeonestupidmistake,Nolwazi.Unfortunately

Godalwayspunishmedifferently,likeI’m nothis

child.”

Whatishetalkingabout?Shefrowns.Helimpsto

thebathroom andslamsthedoorbehindhim.

Maybeit’stimeshetellsKhanyowhat’sgoingon

withherbrother…



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER68

KHANYO

Iwokeupat3am andIhaven’tbeenabletosleep

sincethen.I’vebeentossingandturning,andtrying

tomakesenseofthingsastheyare.I’vebeenwith

Mandulotohisdoctor’sappointmentsandnothing

likethisevercameup.Ormaybetheychosewhatto

discusswhenIwasaround.Ican’tevencallhim and

askquestions.Idon’tthinkhewantsmetoknow,I’m

hissisterandthisishissexuallife.Itwouldbetoo

embarrassingifhefindsoutthatNolwazitoldme.

Handstouchmywaistandliftupmypyjama.We

sleptnaked,IdressedupafterNolwazi’scall.I’ve

neverheardhercryingforanyman,nowIknowthat

hercrushwasactuallyrealloveandIhavetodo

everythinginmypowertohelp.

“Areyouokay?”Bandlaasks.

Isigh,“Yeah,justbeenunabletosleep.”



“Whyareyoulying?”Hepullsmetohischestand

kissesmycheek.He’sstillsleepy,andhornyIguess,

helookssexywithhiseyeshalfclosed.

“Kwenzenjani?”heasks.(Whathappened)

Ishouldn’tbespreadingmybrother’sbedroom

issues,butthismanismybestfriendandmybrains

attimes.Iknowhe’llthinkofsomethingandguides

meonthethingsIneedtodo.Prayerisn’toneof

them.Notinthissituation.Theyhavenobusiness

havingsexinthefirstplace-sexbeforemarriage

thing.I’dbewastingGod’stime,maybethisishow

hewantstopunishManduloforsleepingwithagirl

he’snotmarriedto.

“Talk,”hesaysandpokesmewithhiserectshaft.

NotthismorningMthonga,mommyisnotinthe

mood!

“Igotacallfrom Nolwaziinthemiddleofthenight.

Shewasintears,”Isay.

“Didtheyhaveafight?”heasks.

“Notreally.Itwassomethingelse.Something

concerningtheirsexuallife,”Isay.



“Oh,that’snoneofourbusinessthen.Wehaveour

ownsexuallifetoworryabout.Likehowhungry

Mthongaisrightnow.”

Honestly….sigh!

“Bandla,stop.Thisisserious,mybrotherissick.”I

shiftfrom hishornyassandpullupmypyjamapant.

“Therewillbeadifference,trustme,”hesays.

“How?Who’sgoingtobringthatdifference?”Isee

he’stakingthislightly.

Hechuckles,“IcannotcallHisnamewhileI’m inthis

position,comeon.”

Oh,it’saboutUnyaziLwezulu.Idon’tdoubthisfaith

inanywaybutthishasgotnothingtodowithwhat

Manduloaskedhim toprayfor.

“Hismanhood…is…itgetsswollen.”TodayI’m the

onewhohasastutteringproblem.“Nolwazisaysit’s

beenlikethatsincetheystarteddatingbutthey

foundawayaroundit.Shethoughthe’dbehelpedby

nowbutthey’restillfacedwiththesamedilemma.”

“I’m confused,”hesaysfrowning.



“Soam I.Ithoughthewasjustdepressedaboutthe

divorceandLonda’sissue.ButnowIdon’tknow

anymore.”Howdidhislifeturnintothismesswithin

ayear?Youknowwhat,IblameThobeka.Allthisis

herfault.

“DoyouthinkThobekaisbewitchinghim?”Iask.

“Hisex-wife?”

“Yes,”Inod.

ThelookonhisfacetellsmeI’m stupid.Butwhy

wouldIputanythingpastthatwoman?She’sLucifer.

“Hasheevertalkedaboutaskingforgivenessfrom

theManqeles?”

Hebana!AretheyGod’scousinskanti?Howmany

timesdoesheneedtoapologizeforaconsented

one-nightstand?

“He’sdonethatsomanytimes,”Isaydefensively

andabitannoyed.

“ToThakasa,yes.Buthe’snevercametoapologize

toourancestors.MaNtusiisThakasa’swife.Their

unionwasregisteredatHomeAffairs,jointbythe



ancestors,blessedandstrengthenedbyGodand

UnyaziLwezulu.That’snotsomethingheshould’ve

takenlightly.I’m notsayingthat’sthereasonwhy

he’shavingtheseproblems,butifhedidn’thave

them beforesleepingwithMaNtusithenheshould

lookdeeplyintoit.”

“Hhayi-bo,wasn’tMaNtusiawareofallthat?Asfar

asIknowthatblessedmarriedwomanwenttomy

brother’shotelroom,nottheotherwayaround.”

“Okay,thatmakesalotofsense,you’reright.”Now

he’smockingme.

Sigh!

“Whydidn’tthesamepunishmentapplytoThakasa’s

babymamathen?Him andMaNtusicommittedthe

samesin,”Iask.

“You’rereallyinterestedoryou’rejustcollecting

pointsforyourowngender-equalitydebate?”

Phewww!

“I’m interested,”Isay.

“Okay,firstlyIdidn’tsayyourbrotherwasbeing



punished.Isaidit’sapossibility.Idon’tknowhow

muchThakasaprayedwhenhefoundoutthatyour

brotherhadimpregnatedhiswife.Idon’tknowhow

muchhecriedandwhichancestorreacted.Icannot

besureofanything.ButwhatI’llsayrightnowis

you’recomparingapplestopears.Phelo’smotheris

notamarriedwoman,she’scarryingnomark.

Thakasamaybemarriedbuthenevertiedhimselfto

anyone’sancestorsotherthanhisown.Hisdutyasa

soninthefamilyistokeepourfather’snamealive.

EvenifhedoesthatwithPhelo’smother.Heknows

hispowerandheunderstandshisposition.Ifthe

tableswereturnedandhewasinMandulo’sposition,

Londawouldn’thavelosthissightinthefirstplace

andhe’dbeaManqele.”

I’m stunned.Dumbfounded.Justtosaytheleast.All

alongIthoughtthesituationwasunmendable.

“Wow!”That’sallIcansay.

Justwow.

“Itallcomesdowntothewisdom afatherpassesto

hisson.Andnooffensesthandwasami,butLonda



issafeasaManqelethanaNyathi.”

WhydoIfeellikemybrotherisbeingundermined

here?We’veallestablishedthefactthatThakasais

amanipulatorandabully.

IwishIcanchallengehim onthisonebutIcannot

putmynephew’slifeatrisktoproveapoint.I’lltell

Mandulotogoandkisshisfeet.Theworldishis

oyster,weareheretowitnesshim geteverythinghe

wants.

Anarm wrapsaroundme.Ireleaseadeepsighto

calm downmytits.

“Don’ttellhim thatyoudiscussedthiswithme,”he

says.

Igivehim alook.I’m notthatstupid.

“Motivatehim toconsulteldersfrom hisside,ifthey

don’tknowwhattodoI’llfindawaytomake

Thakasaguidehim,”hesays.

Thakasa,MrKnowItAll.I’m surehe’dbemorethan

happytogiveorders.



“Idon’tknowhowIfeelaboutyourbrotheranymore,”

Isighandrestmyheadonhischest.

“Idon’tthinkheowesyourbrotheranythingexcept

humanity.Butlet’snotinvolveourselvesinthis.I,

personally,havenoillfeelingstowardsyourbrother.

He’sagoodmanwhojustmadeamistake.Ilove

youandIwanthim tobeokayforyou.”Hislipsland

onthesideofmyface.Ireleaseadeepsighandlink

myfingersintohis.Weshouldbeminimizing

people’sissuesinourbedroom butitseemslikewe

areinthemiddleofthestorm here.

.

.

BHAMBATHA

He’sdressedup;Cubancollarshirt,Denim shorts

andRafSimon’sblacksneakers.Helooksgreat,he

alwaysdoes,buttodayheshouldhavedressed

differently.Hedoesn’tlookapologeticinthose

clothes.



Mawandeclearsherthroatatthedoor.She’sgother

purseandeverything.She’stheoneaccompanying

him becausehismotherandunclesdistanced

themselves.

“I’m ready.Weshouldgo.”Hereyeremainsonhis

chain.Hecanleaveitbehindthisoneday.Thelast

thingtheNkwanyanaswanttoseeistheirfather’s

killerrockinga9ctgoldFigarochain.

Heemptiestheremainsofhisbeerandtakesa

bottletothekitchenbin.

Shedoesn’tapproveofhim drinkingbeforefacing

Nkwanyana’sfamilybutifthisishiswayof

gatheringcouragethenshehastolethim be.

He’sbeenquietallmorning,whichissounlikehim

whenMawandeisaround,nervesarereallywrecking

him.

“Asambe,”hesayscomingfrom thekitchenlooking

unsettled.

Shenodsbutstandsstill.

Hefrowns,“Wande,asambe.”



Shegetsdownonherknees.There’sascarf

coveringhershoulders.

Oh,Lord!

“UsidelenganiNkosikangaka

Buyelakithiusithethelele

Obababethubonaabasekho

Sithwele-kethinaizonozabo

ShayaNkosiuphozise,wena

Sonilesiyavumaebuswenibakho

SingabakabaniumasilahlwanguweNkosi

BuyelakithiNkosiyoxolo.”

Hedidn’trememberasinglelyric,shewasjust

singingalone.Thistookhim backtohischildhood

whenfaithwasstillthecenterofhisbeing.He

enjoyeditwhileitlasted.

Sherecitesasmallprayerandtheybothstandup.

Hiskneeshurtfrom theunplannedkneelinghejust

did.



“You’reagoodwoman,”hesays.

Healwaystellsherthis.Nowitsoundslikeaverse

morethanacompliment.

Theyheadoutwiththeirhandslinked.She’sgoingto

doeverythingtosupporthim,exceptopeningher

mouthwhentheygetattheNkwanyanahomestead.

That’shisissuetohandle,hisalone.

MawandedidcalloneofMrNkwanyana’sdaughters

toletherandthewholefamilyknowoftheirvisit.

Therewasnoproblem overthephone,shesaid

they’dbewaitingforthem.

“Bhambatha.”Hereyesareonhiswaist.They’re

widenedtotheircorners.

Helooksather,followshereyesandquicklypulls

hisshirtdown.

“Seriously,you’recarryingagun?”

“Idon’tknowwhatthey’regoingtodo,”hesays.

“Doesitevenmatter?Anyreactionfrom them is

justified,”Mawande.



Hefrowns,“Whatdoyoumean?Nobodyisjustified

tohitme.”

Sherollshereyesandsighs.

Hegetsoutandcomestohersidetoopenthedoor

forher.Nowshecanonlypraythatthisgoeswell.

Hismotherwillmakeherrealizethathe’sgrowing

andtakingresponsibilityofhismistakes.

He’sbehindher,Mawandeinhalesasharpbreath

andknocksatthedoor.Thereweremultiplevoices

comingfrom inside,theyquicklysilencewhenshe

knocks.

Noziphoopensthedoor.She’stheoneMawande

talkedtooverthephone.Shewasjust23yearsold

whenherfatherdied,tosayshehatestheman

standingbehindMawandewouldbean

understatement.

“Youcancomein,”shesaysafterexchanging

greetingswithMawande.Hereyeslockedwith

Bhambatha’sonceandhernosewrinkledup.



There’sactuallyawholefamily,evenanangry

lookinguncle.It’safullhouse.Bhambathainstantly

regretsagreeingtothis.Nathidoesn’tevenknow

he’shere.Obviouslyhe’dneversellhim outbutbeing

constantlyaccusedofsomethingyoudidn’tactually

doisinfuriating.EveryoneheardthatBhambatha

wasatthesceneandquicklypointedathim asthe

killer.HadheseenthatitwasNkwanyanainthecar

hewould’vedonehisbesttosavethesituation.But

hedidn’tknow,Nathihadalreadyshothim whenhe

sawthestickerofhiscarattheback.Itwastoolate.

Nkwanyanawasdeclareddeadandtheyallwent

down.

Mawandegreets.Theyrespond.

“Sanibona,”hegreetstoo.

Noresponse.

Hepullsbackandshutshismouthtoo.Mawande

giveshim alook.

Well,thisisgettingawkwardanduncomfortable.

“ThisisBhambatha,mybrotherfrom theMyezas,”

shesays.



Brother,really?Hisbrowfurrows.

Mawandegiveshim anotherlook;‘thisain’tthetime!’

“Iknoweveryoneisinpainanditwashardforyouall

toagreetomeethim.Forthat,I’dliketothankyou.”

Herhandbrusheshisknee.“He’sgotsomethingto

say.”

Throatscleararoundtheroom.Alleyesturntohim.

Mam’Nkwanyanahasn’tlookedup.Thisboywas

likeasontoher.Sheonlyhasgirlchildren,ifher

husbandwasn’taroundandsheneededsomeoneto

fixabulbinthehouseshe’dcallBhambatha.Tobe

here,lookingathim asthekillerofherhusbandis

unbelievableandscaring,tosaytheleast.Whoto

trustinthisworld?

“Ummm…Icannotundothetragedythathappenedor

erasethepainmyactionscausedthisfamily.I

cannottakeanyofthatback.AndI’llunderstandif

yourejectmyapology,butIwantyouguystoknow

thatI’m reallysorry.I’vebeenregretfulfrom dayone.

Ididn’twantBab’Nkwanyanatodie.”

Nobodybreathesaword.Girlsdon’thavemuchto



saytohim.Ifhecan’tundoitthenthere’snopoint,

theirfatherisdead.

“Ma,wouldyouliketosayanything?”Mawandeasks.

Shethoughtshe’dbesittingandlettingthesituation

playout,butshehastobeamediatorbecause

nobodyseemstobetoointerestedintalking.

Mam’Nkwanyanadoesn’trespond.Instead,she

coversherfacewithascarfandleavestheroom.

Oldwounds!

Bhambatha’sheadbowsdown.He’sashamedof

himself,genuinely.

Thentheunclestandsup.He’slivid.Hetakesafew

stepstowardsBhambathabutoneofthegirlsstop

him halfway.

“Babomncanecalm down.”Sheholdshim back.

She’stheoldestdaughterofNkwanyana.

“Iprayedforthishooliganwhenhewas6months

oldanddyingfrom Pneumonia.Hismothercalled

everyonecryingandaskingforprayers.HadIknown

Iwould’veprayedforPneumoniatotakehim there

andthen.”



Hishiderises.Mawandeshiftsclosertohim.This

doesn’thavetoturnugly,heshouldtaketheblows–

hedeserveseverything.

Coldwatersplashesonhisface.It’sthefurious

uncle,hejustthrewabottleathim.

“Well,fuckyou!”Heliftshisarm andwipeshisface.

He’sstillsittingthough,Mawandeisholdingher

breathnexttohim.

“Boy,whatdidyoujustsay?”theuncleasks.

“Isaidfuckyouforthrowingwateratme,”hesays.

“Bhambatha!”Mawandegrindsherteeth.They

talkedaboutthisbehavior!

Theuncleslapshim.Thingsareabouttogotoa

wholenewlevel.Mawandequicklystandsup.The

Nkwanyanasistersruntothedoor.

“Wasitnotenoughthatyoukilledourfather?”

Noziphocries.

“Bhambathadon’tmove!”–Mawandeyells.

“No,lethim killmejustlikehekilledmybrother.”

Howfamousisthisline!



“I’m notfightingyou.ButIdon’tlikeyourhandonmy

face,sopleasestop,”hesays.

Theuncleputshishandonhisfaceagain-another

slap-deliberately.

There’sascatteringofchairs.Mawandescreams

Bhambatha’sname.Thingsarehappeningtoofast,

she’snotevensurewhoisgrabbingandwhois

hitting.

Mam’Nkwanyanacomesoutofherroom.Things

havegottenoutofhand.

“Bhambathawhatareyoudoinginmyhouse?

Uyangihlolisa?”

Hegetsofftheuncle’sgripandfixeshisshirt.MF!

“Ma,Ididn’tdoanything.HeishittingmeandI’m

justprotectingmyself,”hesays.

Theuncle’sbloodisstillhot.Hewantsafight,

Noziphohascomebacktocalm him down.

“It’snotenoughthatyoukilledmyhusband,now

you’reheretodisturbourpeaceandtofighthis

brother?”



“Ma,Idon’tthinkhewasdoingthatatall.Unclehere

gottooangryandthingsescalatedreallyfast,”

Mawandeinterferes.

“Takeyoursexpartnerandgetoutofmyhouse,”

Mam’Nkwanyanasays.

Well,newstravelfastaroundthisplace!

“Wearesorry,thisisnotwhatwecamehereforbut

weunderstandeveryone’sanger.Nisalekahle.”

Bhambathaleadsthewayout.Surprisingly,he’snot

angry.Justunhappyaboutthewetsleeveofhisshirt.

“Ineedtochange,”hesaystakingitoffandleaving

histattooedbodynaked.

“Really?You’reonlyworriedaboutclothesafterthe

chaoswecausedthere?”Mawandeasks.

“OfcourseI’m sadaboutthesituation,butI’m even

sadderaboutmyshirt,”hesays.

Shesighs,“Drivemehome.”

“ButIdidn’tdoanything.Oryouwantedmetosit,

notdefendmyselfandturntheothercheek?I’m not

Jesus.”



“Ididn’tsaythat.I’m justannoyedbyyourlackof

concern,”shesays.

“Youwantmetocry?”heasks.

Sheshakesherheadindisappointment.

“Areyouevensorry?”sheasks.

“Mawande,howcanyouaskmethat?IfIcouldundo

onethinginthislifeitwouldbethatday.Nkwanyana

waslikeanuncletome.”

“Okay,whokilledhim?”sheasks.

“Itwasachaoticscene.AllIcansayisthatIdidn’t

pullthetriggerandkillNkwanyana.Andnowthat

doesn’tmatter,he’sdeadandweallwenttojail.”His

phonebeepssavinghim from thisconversation.

There’sabrocodehecannotviolate.Theydon’tsay

names.One’smessiseveryone’smessandthat

standsuntiltheyallgotograve.

Ashereadsonhiseyebrowsfurrow.

“What’sgoingon?”Mawandeasks.

“Maisinvitingmeforisijingi.Idon’tknowwhenwas

thelasttimeIateit.That’smyfavoriteoutofallZulu



traditionalfood.”

“Sheinvitedyoutoherhouse?”Mawandedoesn’t

seem excitedasheis.ThisistooniceofMrsMyeza,

andwherethehelldidshegetapumpkin?

“I’m shocked.Ididn’tevenknowshehadmy

number.”He’soverthemoon.Thisapologything

must’veworkedforreal.

.

.

***FIVEMINUTESEARLIER***

MrsMyezawastryingtoshifthermindfrom the

wholeNkwanyanaandBhambathathing.Ifitwasup

tohershewouldn’tworryaboutanythingthathasto

dowithhim.Shetriesherbesttoshuthim outbut

cuttingthecordwithsomeonewholaidinyour

wombforninemonthsisnotthateasy.Sometimes

shefindsherselfsittingupinthedark,duringdeep

hoursofthenight,andthinkingabouthisfuture.

He’seithergoingtoendupinjailordead.Neitherof



thosepossibilitiesgiveheragoodsleep,even

thoughshe’swishedhim deathsomanytimes.

Herphoneranginthemiddleofherwardrobe

packingandshequicklyattendedtoit.

“HeywenamfazikaMyeza!”ItwasMam’Nkwanyana

blowingoverthephone.

“Yousentyourbratheretocomeanddisrespectus

ontopofeverythinghe’sdonetothisfamily?”She

waslivid.

“OhLord,whathashedone?”Deepdowninher

heartsheknewBhambathawasgoingtomessitup,

butshehadtoletMawandeseethingsforherself.

It’snotthatshedoesn’tbelieveinBhambatha,

there’snothingtobelievein.

“HewasfightingBabomncanehere.Thistimeyou’re

notgoingtogetaway,youandyourbrat.Iwantyou

tocomeandapologizetomyancestorsforallthe

noiseyoursoncaused.Bringagoatorwearetaking

thistotheChief.”Withthatsaidshedroppedthecall

leavingMrsMyezastunned.



She’shadsomany‘laststraws’momentswiththis

boybutthisoneistheLASTofthem all.

Sparetherodandspoilthechild-maybeshe’sguilty

ofthis.Sheneverdisciplinedthisboy,letalonesit

him downandtellhim hewaswrong.Defenseisnot

disciplinary.

Manypeopletoldherhewasgoingtoturnintothis,

becauseinganeemiselweiyahlupha.Him andMyeza

wantedasonanditwastakingtoolongforherto

getpregnant.Hecameasagiftandablessing,but

hechosetolivehislifeasacurse.

Mawandecannotfixhim.It’sherwhohastobea

mothersheshould’vebeenadecadeago.Myeza

toldherthis-onedayshewasgoingtoregrethow

sheraisedthisboy.

Shetookanemptybowl,covereditwithalidandput

itonthekitchencounter.Shewasbesideherself

withanger,evenbreakingamopwithheroldknee

feltlikenothing.Thenshecalledachildtocomeand

typeaveryshorttextforher;
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LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER69

KHANYO

IdecidedtogiveManduloaphonecall.Sundayis

toofarandNolwaziiscountingonme.

“Makhanyi.”Icanhearfrom thetoneofhisvoice,he

soundssodown.

“Hey,iseverythingokay?”

“Yeah,”hesays.

He’slying.

“Iwasthinkinghere,beforeyougobacktoworkwe

shouldgoandfixthingswiththeManqeles.”

Amomentofsilencepasses.

Thenhesighsheavily.“Buttheydon’twantme

anywherenearthem.”

“Thiswon’tbeaboutLonda,butaboutyousleeping

withThakasa’swife.Justapologize,whenthey’re



readytoletyouhaveLondatoyoursurnamethey

will.Ijustwantthisbehindyou.”

“Idon’tknowhowtogoaboutthat.I’veneverbeenin

thiskindofsituationbefore.”

True,andIwonderwhatisitthatwasgoingthrough

hismindwhenhefuckedawholeNazarethwife.I’m

sureshehadapieceofcow’sskinaroundherwaist

showingthatshe’straditionallymarried.Heignored

allthatandwentaheaddippinghisnowsickdick

intoher.SMH!

“It’stimeforyoutotelleldersfrom theNyathiside.

I’m surethere’ssomethingtheyshoulddobefore

whateveryourtokenisleavesthepremises,”Isay.

“Whatiftheyturnusdown?”heasks.

“It’suptothem,there’snothingwecanaboutitbut

onthebooksyou’dhaveapologized,”Isay.

Heexhalesheavily,“I’llseewhatIcando.”

“AndthisthingofThobeka,broIthinkyoushouldbe

informingtheundergroundgangaboutwhat

happenedbetweenyoutwo.Shewasn’tjustyour



wife,youknowtheycanbiteyouiftheynolonger

seeheraround,”Isay.

There’samomentofsilence,thenachuckle.

“Haveyoubeendiscussingmewithihwanqa?”he

asks.

Thathwanqaisbusycooking,he’snotevenwithme

atthemoment.Butyeah,hetoldmeallthis.

“Ummm…no,”Istutter.

“Oh,soyou’veinheritedthestutteraswell?Tellhim I

appreciateit,I’llusetheadvices.”

He’snotangry?!

“SoI’m allowedtodiscussyouwithhim?”I’m

surprised.

“No,dumbass.”

“Butyoujustsaidyouappreciatehisadvices,”Isay.

“IdobutIdon’tappreciatemynamebeingasubject

ofyourpillow-talk.Findsomethinginterestingtotalk

about,”hesays.

Irollmyeyestilltheytouchmycoronalsuture.



“Okay,fine.Whatdoyouwantmetobringyouwhen

Icomeback?”Iask.

Helaughsoutloud.It’ssogoodtohearhim laughing

foronce.

“Youdon’twork,Makhanyi.Idon’twantanything

from imaliyomgovozo.”

Whatthehell?I’m droppingthedivorcedMF.Hecan

besuchacrackheadattimes.

Footstepsapproach.Iturnmyirritatedfacetothe

doorandseeabeardedman.Whyishestaringat

me?

“What?”Isnap.

Hiseyeswiden.

“Whathappened?”heasks.

Sigh!Thisbeardedmanismyfuturehusband.

“Manduloisannoying.Youwon’tbelievewhathe

saidwhenIaskedhim ifIshouldbringhim anything

whenIgoback,”Isay.



Hisfacetellsmetogoon.

“Hesaidhedoesn’twantanythingfrom imali

yomgovozo,”Isay.

Heburstsintoafitoflaughter.

There’snothingfunnyhere.I’m notherespreading

mylegsandgettingpaidforit.

Hestepsinsideandclosesthedoor.Ishedone

cooking?Idon’twantalazyhusband.

“Awugovozesimlaye,”hesays.(Spreadyourlegs,

let’sspitehim)

“Bandlathisisnotfunny,”Isay.

HewinksatmeandtakesoffhisT-shirt.“Uzoba

umfazionjanionqenaukugovozelaindoda?”(What

kindofawifewouldyoubeifyou’relazytospread

yourlegsforyourman)

Ipickapillowandthrowitathim.Hedodges.MF!I

jumptohim.Hecatchesmeandthrowsmebackto

bed.

Hepressesmyhandsovermyheadandstaresdown

atmelaughing.



“Uyeyisakodwaukumithauyakusaba,”hesaysand

pullsdownhisshorts.(You’recheekybutyou’re

scaredofgettingpregnant)

“I’m nothavingsexwithoutacondom,Bandla.”Itry

tositupbuthepushesmedown.

“Soyou’rehavingsex?”Heraiseshiseyebrowwitha

smirk.

“Yourdickisout,so...”Ihatewhathe’sdoing;turning

hislustintomine.

“Butyoucansayno,”hesaysandsneakshisfinger

undermythong.

“Notreally.Mybodyisyourproperty.”Ohbitch,your

wholefamilyisdisappointedinyou!

“Irespectmypropertythough.”He’snowtalking

softlyagainstmyearandmylegsarespreadwide

likeatollgateopeningforabigtruck.Idon’tdeserve

achairatthewomenempowermentmeeting.

“Youdon’thaveto.Youcanexploitthisproperty,”I

sayinahushedtone.WinnieMadikizelaMandela

wouldbesodisappointedinwhatIdowithmy



woman’srightthatshefoughtsohardfor.

“NgiyakuthandaKhanyo.”Hislipsgentlypullmy

earlobebeforehistongueswabsdownmyneck.

Ifeelmycoozelipsstretching,there’sahardrod

gentlyslidinginandahandgrabbingmybuttcheek.

“MypeoplearecomingThursdaymorning.I’m ready

foranything.Myfamilyisreadyforanythingfrom us.

Theyknowthatyou’remysunshineandsunset.

Injabuloyamiyonkeisezandlenizakho,KaMayise.”

Okay,thisisnosextalk.Ilookathim,he’snot

movingbutstaringatme.

“Yourpeoplearecoming?”Iask.Wehaven’t

discussedthat.Howdidhedecidewithoutme?

Hepullsoutandthrustsinagain.Amoanescapes

mymouth.

“Kumnandi?”heaskspullingoutandthrustingin

again.

“Aah…yes!”

“Nakimikumnandi.”



Hedoesn’tpulloutthistime,heliftsmylegupand

steadilyreelsitinsidemycore.Everythingbecomes

amemory,mypresentandmyfutureishisdick.I

wantnomotivationalspeakertotellmeaboutletting

amantakeadvantageofmybodyblablabla.Iknow

whatI’m doing,thisismybody,okay!

.

.

BHAMBATHA

Thecarparksintheyard.MrsMyezatakesherseat

andhidessomethingunderthetable.She’stryingto

hideherangeraswellbutfailingmiserable.There’s

aknock,shereleasesaheavybreathandsitsstill,

withoutraisinganysuspicion.

Mawandewalksinfirst.Hereyesarerunningallover

theroom;shesuspectssomething.Thedelinquent

walksinafterherhalf-naked.Eventhataloneis

disrespect,he’sbeenparadingthestreetswithno

shirton?HowcanKaManqeleallowthistohappen?

He’spollutingher,thisisexactlywhytheynominated



Halalisanitotakeher.Bhambathaistoobadforher.

“Oulady,”hesays.

Deepbreath.

“Sit,”shesays.

Mawandefrowns.MrsMyezalooksather,“Canyou

fetchmypotatoseedsfrom MaShandu?”

“Potatoesdon’thaveseeds,”Mawandesayswitha

frown.

“MaShanduknowswhatI’m talkingabout.Getme

slicedbrownbreadonyourwayback,”shesays.

Mawandeisnotconvincedbutshewastaughtbetter

thantogobackandforthwithanelder.Sheturns

andleaves.

Bhambathaopenstheemptybowlandlooksathis

motherwithhisbrowssnapped.Hethoughtthey

werefinallygettingalong,what’sthispranknow?

“YousaidImustcomeoverforisijingi,”hesays.

“Yes,Idid,”hismotherresponds.

“Butthebowlisemptyoryou’restillgoingtodish?”



heasks.

“Areyousurprised?Thebowlisemptylikeyour

head,”shesaysandpushesoffherchair.

Heheavesasigh.Mawandedidsaythiswastoo

goodtobetrue.Thisoldwomanisplayingprankson

him whilehe’sgenuinelytryingtomendtheir

relationship.

Shetakesthebowlandleavesitinsidethesinkthen

sheshutsthedoorandlocksit.

Andnow?Hefrownsandlooksathercomingback

tothetable.Shetakessomethingunderthe

table…mopstick?

“Whatareyoudoing?”heasks.

He’sstillchillingonthechair.

“Iwantyoutogetupandfightme.”Withthatsaid

thesticklandsoverhisleftshoulder.He’sshocked,

whatthefuckdidhismotherjustdo?

“Areyouseriousrightnow?Ifuckin’apologizedand

youarehittingme?”



Itlandsandcracksonhisforehead.Bloodinstantly

gushesout.Nowherealizeshowseriousthisis.He

pushesthetablebetweenhim andhismother,

askingherwhathedidwrong.

Hestopscountingasthestickbeatshim alloverhis

headcountlessly.Bothhisforeheadandearlobeare

bleeding.Hecandoanythingbutnotfighthisown

mother.Herunstowardsoneofthebedroomsand

findsitlocked.Akettleisthrownhiswayandithits

hiselbow.

“MaNdlovu,whatdidIdo?”Thisisgettingtoomuch

tohandle.Hismotherisnotaviolentperson.

“Pickupmykettle,”sheinstructs.

Hermopstickhasbrokenintopieces.That’show

muchpainhisbodyhashandled.

“Youaretheonewhothrewitatme,”hesays.

That’sexactlytheanswerhismotherwanted.Itwas

atrap.Shethrowsachairathim.Awholechair!

“Okay,justkillmeifthat’swhatyouwant,”hesays.

“No,youpullthatgunoutandfinishme.Youalready



killedme,Bhambatha.Howmanypeoplehaveyou

turnedagainstme?HowmanytimeshaveIcried

becauseofyou?”

“Butthat’swhatI’m tryingtorectify,”hesays.

“YouorKaManqele?BecauseI’m seeinghertryingto

makeyouahumanbeing.Youhavenointerestin

changingyourcharacterorbehavior,andsoonyou’ll

bedraggingherdowntoyourdump.”

“Okay,canIleavenow?”Hemovestwosteps

forwardandstopswhenherealizesthatshe’s

pickingavase.Thiswomanreallywantshim dead.

“You’renotgoinganywhere.Cleanthismessup

first,”shesays.

Hefrowns.Whattheheck?She’stheonewho’sbeen

throwingthingsaround.

Hestandsstill.Brokenpiecesofamopstickflyto

him andhequicklybendsdowntoclearthemess

shecreatedwhilebeatinghim up.Heshould’vebeen

awhiteperson,noneofthiswould’vehappened.

“Nx!”He’snowpissed.



Sadly,there’snothinghecandobecauseshe’shis

mother.

Hegetshisthirdslapintheday.Thisgottobesome

fuckeduptestofpatienceandrespect.

“Entlekkantizishaphingawe?”Hestopswhathe

wasdoingandstandsuptofacehismother.

“You’retalkingtomelikethat?”Shepicksan

umbrellaleaningonthewallbythekitchencorner

andgiveshim afewwhoops.

“Openthedamndoor!”Bhambatharoars.

“Takeoutthatgunyoubroughttomyhouse,shoot

methenopenthedoorandgohaveabraaiwithyour

friends.”

Someonescreamsatthedoor.There’saknockat

thekitchenbackwindowaswell.

“Ma!Bhambatha!”That’sMawande’svoicecrying

outside.Sheknewsomethingwasupanddidn’teven

reachMaShandu’shouse.Shecamebackonlyto

findthedoorlockedandhearBhambathapleading

withhismother.



It’sbeenamomentnow,shehadtoaskhelpfrom

theneighbours.MaMdluliarrived,she’stheone

knockingatthewindowandshoutingatMrsMyeza.

Pooroldwoman,herhighbloodpressureisgoingto

rise.

“You’regoingtokillthechild,MaNdlovu.Openthis

doornow!”sheshoutsinherfunny,squirmyvoice.

She’sa85yearoldwomanwitha16year-oldvoice.

Finally,thedooropens.TheyexpectBhambathato

dashoutofthedoor,butnobodycomesout.

Mawandewalksinfirstandfindsthekitchenupside

down.There’sagunontopofthetable,Bhambatha

iscleaningtheobjectsscatteredonthefloorand

he’sbleeding.

“OhShembe,whathappened?”

Noresponse.

Thishastobethefirsttimeshe’sseenhim this

angry.He’sbreathingfire,andbythelookofthings,

hedoesn’tevencareaboutthebloodrunningdown



hishead.

“Ma,youhurthim likethis?”She’sindisbelief.

“Aw,MaNdlovu!Wasthisnecessary?”MaMdluliasks.

She’stheoldestwomaninthevillage,mostofthese

wivesgrewbeforehereyes,MaNdlovuincluded.

“Necessary?MaMdluliIshould’vedonethisa

decadeago.Thisboyisdisrespectful,isibozinje

sengane.”

Mawandeinhalesasharpbreath.Thisisareally

hardsituation.ShecannotoffertohelpBhambatha

cleanupbecausecleaningispartofhispunishment.

“No,whatyoushould’vedonewastotakehim back

towherehewascreatedbeforethingsgotoutof

control,”MaMdlulisays.

Thereseemstobeasilentconversationbetweenthe

twowomenandMawandeisdyingtoknowwhatthis

isallabout.

“Heneedstobeseparatedfrom whateverhislife

wasinitiallycreatedwith,”MaMdlulicontinuesina

hushedtone.Bhambathahasleftwithadust-pan,



Mawandeislistening.

(Notlengthylikeusualinserts,I'llpostanotherpart

ofittomorrow♥ )
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CHAPTER70

MAWANDE

Bhambathahasleft.Hedidn’tsayanything,noteven

toher.Hegotinthecaraftercleaningupandsped

off.

Shetakesadeepbreathandturnstotheshattered

MrsMyeza.Shedoesn’tlooksatisfiedasshewas

afterbeatinghim.Isshefeelingguiltybecauseshe

badlyhithim orbecauseofwhatMaShandusaid?

“WhatwasGogotalkingabout?”Mawande

questions.

Insteadofananswershegetsasigh.

“Ma,areyoukeepingsomethingfrom me?Imean,if

there’sawayhecanbehelpedtobecomeabetter

personthenwhywouldyouignoreit?”sheasks.

“It’scomplicated,KaManqele.Pleasemakemeacup

oftea,headacheiskillingme.”



“Youbrokethekettle,remember?”

Shehitsherforeheadandsinksdownonthechair.

Shewasreadytoswitchsympathyoffwhere

Bhambathaisconcerned,butnowshehastolive

withthefactthatshescarredherson’sforeheadand

possiblyinjuredhiselbowwithakettle.However,it

wouldbetypicalweakofhertoreachoutandask

him tocomebacksothatshecannursehiswounds.

“I’llfetchmykettle,butfirstweneedtotalkMa.I

havesomethingtotellyou,”Mawandesays.

“Ialreadyknow.Youtwohavebeenparadingthe

streets,holdinghands.Everyoneknowsthatyou

choseathugoveradecentHalalisani.Myson’s

houseisfinished!”

That’sabitdramatic.Shehasneverbeenwith

Bhambathaanywhereinpublicholdinghands.

MrsMyezalooksatherindisbelief.

“Why,KaManqele?You’regoingtobeawidowtwice,

I’m tellingyou.”

Sheswallowshard.Thatonecutdeep.MrsMyeza



shouldn’tbetalkinglikethisaboutherownson.

“That’swhyIwantyoutohelphim,”shesays.“Idon’t

thinkthishasanythingtodowithhim replacing

Nyezi.Hereallylovesme.”

MrsMyezaletsoutachuckleandclapsherhands.

“Bhambathaandlove?TheoneIcarriedinmywomb?

Ay,KaManqelemusaukuphuphaemini!”

“There’sagenuinepersoninsidehim.Ifyoucangive

him achanceaswellyou’dseethat.”Shereachesto

hermother-in-law’shandsandholdthem.“Please

allowustobe.Idon’twanttobeanyonebeside

beingaMyezawife,andBhambathaistheoneI

wanttobewith,notHalalisani.”

“Haveyoutoldyourmother?”MrsMyezaasks.

Sheclearsherthroatandsitsback.

“Ithoughtyou’dtellher.Imean,you’rethemother

and...”

“Nope.I’m notgoingtoMaKhumaloandtellingher

I’veshiftedherdaughtertomygangsterson.You’ll

havetodothatyourself,”MrsMyezainterferes.



“ButMa,she’llunderstandifitcomesfrom you,”she

begs.

“No,you’reagrownwoman.Youhaveyourown

house,thiswasyourdecisionandit’llremainthat

way.”

Wow!Okay.

“CanyouhelpmewithBhambathaatleast?Dowhat

MaShandutoldyoutodo.He’syoursonandhe’s

readytobecomepartofthefamilyagain.That’s

whatyouandBabawanted,right?”

“It’scomplicated,KaManqele.”Sheheavesadeep

sigh,“Bhambathawasconceivedthroughtraditional

routes.Myezawantedason.Webothdid,andit

wasn’thappening.Therewasatraditionaldoctorwe

wenttoseetomakehim happen.”

“Butthat’snotabadthing,right?Peopledoitallthe

time,”Mawandesayswithaslightfrown.

“Notatall,desperatetimescallfordesperate

measures.”

Mawandestaresathercuriously.



“What’stheproblem?Howdidthataffecthim

growingup?”sheasks.

“Wedidn’tfollowallinstructions.Itwasn’tintentional.

Bhambathawasacompletenormalchild,things

changedwhenhewenttovarsity.Bythenitwastoo

lateforustogobackandfixthingswithBaba

Nxumalo.Him andMyezahadafall-outwaybefore

Bhambathakilledhiscousin,Nkwanyana.It’s

impossibleformetogothereandaskhelpfrom him

now.”

Oh,Lawd!Whydoesheneedtobeconnectedtothe

Nkwanyanas?

“Can’tyougethelpelsewhere?”Mawandeasks.

“No,he’stheonlyonewhocanhelpmebecause

everytraditionaldoctorhasadifferentwayofdoing

things.Oratleastsomeonewhoinheritedhisbags.I

justknowthatinsimba(commongenet)waskilled

andhaditscertainpartstakenout.Idon’thavefull

information,Ididn’tpayattentiontowhatwasdone,

Iwaslookingforwardtotheproduct.”

“Thewildcat?”Mawande’seyeswiden.



“Yes,amaleone.”

“Soisitlivinginsidehim makingbehavewildlyor

there’samissingritual?”

“Missingritual.”Shesoundsguilty.“Hewasagood

boy,Ididn’tthinkitwasnecessary.WhenIthought

maybeitwasnecessaryhehadkilledNxumalo’s

cousin.”

Talkaboutshootingyourownfoot!Onlyif

Bhambathaknew.

“Wow!”She’sspeechless.

MrsMyezalooksupdesperately.

“NowyouunderstandwhyIprotectedhim even

whenIshouldn’thave?IknewhowIgothim-the

sacrifices.He’smybaby…”Tearsblindhervision.

Shebreaksdowninfrontofherdaughter-in-law.

“Iknowhemessedup.Buthedidn’tkillNkwanyana

intentionallyandhedidn’tknowaboutallthese

things.He’sadecentguy,hejustneedshelp.”

“Hemesseditupforhimself,”MrsMyezasays

wipingtearsoff.



“Didyouknowabouthisissueswithhisfather?”

Mawandeasks.

“Theydidn’tgetalong.Myezawantedmorefrom him

andIstoodontheway,”shesays.

“Ithinksonsneedtheirfather’slovemorethanus.

Bhambathahasscarsfrom therejectionhegotfrom

hisfather.”

“Hisfatherlovedhim.Hedidn’tagreewithmany

thingsthathedidbutIknowhelovedhisson.He

wasabitstrict,evenwithNyezi.Youknowblack

fatherswanttheirsonstogrowaspecificwayand

bestrong.”

“Hedidn’tneedtomakehim feelbelittledtoshow

thatlove.Hewashurt,he’sstillhurting.You’rethe

onlyparenthehasnow,Iknowhe’shurtyoudeeply,

butawukhoumgqomowokulahlaumuntuMa.

Pleasehelphim andgivehim anotherchance.”

Shesighs,“Okay.Butpleasepromisemeonething,

you’renotgoingtochange.”

“He’snottryingtochangeme,butIpromiseyou

ngekengishintshe.”ShesmilesandbrushesMrs



Myeza’shand.Theyhaveanagreement.Nowshe

hastofindoutwherehewent.

.

.

BHAMBATHA

Nathistepsoutofthehousewearinggownand

sleepers.It’s3:43pm;softlifethingsandshit.He’s

carryingacupofcoffeeinhishand,justlikehis

whiteneighborsinthemornings.

HesipswhilestaringatBhambathafuriouslygetting

outofthecarandmakinghiswaytothehouse.He

hasnoshirton,somethingmust’veterriblywent

wrong.

“Amagata?”heasks.(Isitthepolice)

“Yilomfazikababa,”Bhambathasayswalkingpast

him andclickinghistongue.(It’smyfather’swife)

NathifrownsandtriestorememberapictureofMrs

Myezaasheknowsher.She’sagrownwoman,

umagrizza.



HefollowsbehindandfindsBhambathapouring

coldbeerdownhisthroat.

“Yousaidyourmothermoeredyoulikethis?”he

asks.

“Yeah.”

Hechuckles.Whatonearth?No,helaughsoutloud.

Bhambathascoldshim,“It’snotfunny,shenearly

killedmeandthere’snothingIcoulddobecause

she’smymother.”

“Butwait….sheBatistadyoubru,”Nathilaughs

harder.

Bhambathaclickshistongueandwalksaway.He

disappearsinNathi’sbedroom whereheopensthe

wardrobeandgrabsanuglyshirtandputsiton.

Nathifollowsagain.Hewantsthewholestory.

Bhambathaglaresathim walkingthroughthedoor.

Heliftshishandsup,“I’m notlaughinganymore.”

Bhambathasitsonthebedandreleasesadeepsigh.

Ifitwasanyotherdayhewould’velaughedaboutit

too.



“Whathappened?”Nathiasks.

“Idon’tknow,that’swhatmakesmemad.IthoughtI

wasdoingsomethinggoodbyapologizingtothe

NkwanyanasbutclearlyI’llneverdoanythinggoodin

hereyes,”hesays

Nathi’seyebrowsarefurrowed.

“Nkwanyana,theRev?”heasks.

Ohwell….

“Iwentthere.MawandeaskedmetoandIreally

neededtoapologize.”

“IfMawandetellsyoutojumpyou’regoingtoask

howhigheverytime?”

“Nowyou’rebeingapunkas$.Youknowtheywere

likefamily,Ineededtoapologizesomeday.”

“Sodidtheyforgiveyou?”Nathiasks.

“No,theunclefoughtme.Youknowwhat,I’m tired.I

wanttosleep.”

“Notinmybed,bru.Ihavesomeonecomingoverin

twohours.Whydon’tyougototheguestroom,I’ll



makeyouahotcupofcoffee.”

Bhambathaclickshistongueandleaveswithone

pillow.“Fuckyouandyourcoffee!”

“Painkillers?”Nathiyells.

Hegiveshim themiddlefinger.

Nathilaughs,that’swhathe’sgoodat.

.

.

MandulositsbelowtheManqelehomesteadunder

thetreeshade.Hedidn’tcomewithanybody.He

didn’ttellhiselders.Todayhejustwantstotalk,

maybeThakasawillunderstandhim betterifhe

takeshim downthetimelineofhislifeandwhat

transpiredthenightLondawasmade.

There’sacardrivingupthesmallpavedroad,he

standsupandwalkstowardsit.Itcouldbehim or

oneofhisbrotherscomingfrom work.

Mandulostopsthecaranditslowsdown.The



windowrollsdown,Thakasalooksoutwithafew

linesetchedonhisface.

“Canwetalk?”Manduloasksrubbinghishands.He

tooktherisk,ahighone,thismancancallpeopleto

attackhim ifhewants.Peopleinruralareasdon’t

likestrangersintheirspacethatmuch.

“Nyathi,whatareyoudoinghere?”heasks.

“Ionlycameheretoseeyou.Ihaven’ttalkedto

anybodyelse,”Mandulosays.Heknowshowquickly

thingsmaygosouthifhisintentionsaremisread.

“Whydidn’tyoucometotheofficeorcall?Whyare

youbeingcreepy?Ufunanila?”

Hesighs.

“I’m sorryifIcrossedtheline.Ijustwantedustotalk,

Ididn’tthinkanythingthrough.”

Thakasastaresathim foraminuteandreleasesa

deepexhalation.

“Ihaveababyinthecar.Givemeafewminutes,I’ll

beback,”hesays.

Thisisbetterthananargument.He’llwaitfor



whatevertimehetakes.Hegoesbacktohis

comfortablespotunderthetreeandwaits.

ThakasatakesPhelooutofthecarandgrabsher

bag.Withherinhisarm,hegoestothemainhouse

wherehe’sconvincedhe’llfindhismother.Indeed

MaKhumaloissittinginfrontofthetrayofbeans

removingdirtandrottenones.

“Isthatmysisterwife?”sheasksdustingherhands

offandstandingup.SheusuallyreferstoPheloas

mnakwethu;agirlshewould’vesharedManqelewith.

Phelowrapsherarmsaroundherfather’sneckand

refusestogotohergrandmother.

“Wuu,thisishowshe’slikenow?”MaKhumaloasks

indisbelief.

ThakasakissesPhelo’scheekandbegshertogo.Of

course,shedoesn’thearanythingandshewantsno

grandmother.Shestartscryingandhidingherface

onThakasa’sshoulder.

“Okay,I’m notgoinganywhere,”hesaysguiltilyand



sitsonthecouchwithher.Hedoesn’tgettospend

muchtimewithhisdaughter.Heneverwantedtobe

afatherthatseeshischildgotobedthroughvideo-

calls.

Hepushesthemilkbottleintohermouth,shestarts

sucklingandgrabbinghisbeard.

“Doesshecrawlnow?”MaKhumaloasks.

“No,notyet,”hesays.

“Sheshouldcomehome.You’llsee,itwon’teven

takeheraweek.Londaisyoungerthanherbuthe

holdshisownbottleand…”

Thakasasighs,“There’snocompetition,Ma.She’ll

crawlwhenit’stime.”

“Teachhertoholdthebottle,”–MaKhumalo.

“Shedoesn’tneedto.I’m hereholdingitforher.Now

I’m scaredtoleaveherwithyoubecauseyoumay

startteachingherhowtosweep.”Hepicksthe

blanketandwalksouttolookforMaNtusi.

MaNtusiiscomingoutoftheirbedroom doorafter



puttingLondatosleep.Whensheseesherhusband

comingshestopsandwaits.

“You’reback?”sheaskswithasmile.

Thakasakisseshercheekandwalksinsidetheroom.

“Howwasyourday?”

“Notbad.MaKhumaloisinagoodmoodtoday,

she’sbeenagreathelp,”shesays.

“That’sgood.Minewasruinedafewminutesago,”

hesays.

MaNtusiraiseshereyebrowandstaresathim.

“Nyathiisoutsidetheyard,”hesays.

MaNtusi’seyesnearlypopout.Thishastobeajoke.

WhywouldMandulocomeherewithoutbeingasked

tocome?

“Hewantstotalktome,”Thakasasays.

“Ummm…you’regoingtotalktohim?”

“Yes,ifPhelosleeps.She’sstillonsomeprincess

mode,”hesays.

MaNtusitriestotakePheloandsherefuses.“Ohmy



goodness,she’ssoclever!Nomkhosididn’ttellme

shenowchoosespeople.”

ShetakesoneofLonda’stoyandthenpullsher

armsout.Thistimetheprincessdoesn’trefuse.

“You’llhavetosneakout,”MaNtusisayswhile

distractingPhelowithmoretoys.

Thakasawaitsuntilallherfocusisonthetoysand

thensneaksout.Doingallthisforamanthatslept

withhiswifeisafavor.He’ssacrificingtimewithhis

family.

Hechoosesnottoinform hismotheraboutit.He’ll

tellherafterthey’vetalked.Hegoestothetree

belowthehomesteadwhereManduloisseated.At

leastheknewhewasn’twelcomedtostepinsidethe

premises.There’ssomethingheknows!

“MydaughterwillcrywhensherealizesthatI’m not

around.Let’smakethisquick;whatbringsyouhere

besideyourTucson?”heaskswithhishandstucked

insidethepocketsofhisblackformalpant.



“I’m heretoaskyoutoallowmetocomeand

apologizetoyouandyourfamily,”Mandulosays.

“SothatyoucanhaveLondokuhle?”Thakasa.

“No.Myapologywouldhavenothingtodowithhim.

Iwanttoapologizefortouchingwhatwasnotmine.

Forsteppinginsideacastlethatbelongedtoyou.I

knowwhatthatdoestoaman.Ishould’veavoided

it.”

Thakasafrowns,“Whatdoyoumean‘avoidedit’?”

“She…shewasn’tthinkingstraight.Icould’ve

stoppedbeforethingswenttoofar.Ididn’tthinkI’d

everseeheragainnorthatthere’dbesomething

comingoutofthatsituation.Icomfortedherthe

wrongwayandIregretit.”

“Didn’tyouseearingonherfinger?”Thakasaasks.

“Isawit,”Manduloswallowshard.

“Sowenawavulelaminaindlelakumfaziwami?”

Thinkingaboutitmakeshim angryalloveragain.

ThatsamenighthesleptwithMaNtusiandtheyhad

sex.



“Yourejectedher.Shewascrying.Iwasjusttryingto

bealistenerandthenshekissedme.Iwasalittle

drunkandmiserableatthetime.”

“You’restillmiserable,”Thakasainterferes.

Mandulonods,“Okay.Butthingshappenedhowshe

wantedthem tohappen.Wehadsexonthecouch,it

wasaquickieanditendedthere.Iwastheretotake

mymindoffthings,nottomakebabieswith

someone’swife.Imadeamistake.”

Thakasachuckles,“Soyou’resayingmywife

seducedyou?”

“Iwastryingtocomfortherwithfoodandjustahug,

butshewantedmoreandIwasnotinasoberor

goodspacetoputherbackinhersenses.”

“Andyoufuckedher?”Thakasaasks.

Sigh!

“Yes,andwebothregretit.”

“Ifyouweregoodatityourwifewouldn’thave

cheatedandleftyou.Mywifewould’veleftmefor

youaswell.”



Mandulonodsandreleasesaheavysigh.“Okay!”

“Learnhowtobeamanbeforecominghere,”he

says.

“Youcanbelittlemeorsaywhateveryoulike,I’m still

sorryandIacknowledgemywrongs.Ifitmakesyou

feelbetterthangoahead.Mylifeisfallingapart,and

ifthisisoneofthethingsIhavetofixtohavemylife

backthenI’ddoanything.Ineverhadamother

growingup,shegavemetomyfatherandmyfather

passedmetoboardingschool.Idon’thavebrothers.

Ihadtofigurethingsoutonmyown.I’llnever

comparemyjourneyormeasuremymanhoodto

yoursbecausewearenotthesame.Idon’thavea

wife,mineleftmeandyoursiswithyou.Imaybe

sexuallyweakasyouputit,butnowIhaveagirlwho

lovesmeandacceptsmewithmyflawsand

weaknesses.Iwanttobeagoodmantoher,that’s

whyI’m heretryingtofixmymistakes.”

Abriefmomentofsilencepasses.Manduloreleases

adeepsighandshakeshishead.

“YoucankeepLondokuhle,justallowmetofix



whereItouchedandbroke,Iwanttomoveon,”he

says.

Thakasa’seyesnarrow.Didhejusthearthat?This

maniswillingtogiveupLonda.

“Justraisehim well.”Heblowsoutandlooksupin

thesky.ThenhelooksatThakasa,eyesblood-red

andasksinahoarsevoice;“Sowhat’syourprice?”

“Nokukhanya.”
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THAKASA

HestandsatthedoorandwatchesasMaNtusisets

thepillowsandtakeshischargerofftheplug.

“Comehere,”hesaysafteramoment.

MaNtusiturnswithaslightfrown.Thatcaughther

off-guard,shedidn’texpecthim tocomebackso

soon.MaybeNomkhosimetwithhim halfwayto

takePhelo.

“Ihopeyouweren’tbreakingroadruleswiththe

baby,”shesays.

Hislipsstretchintoasmileandheshakeshishead.

Sheexpectedhim tobeabitmoodygiventhat

NomkhosiunexpectedlyaskedforPhelo.Thereisa

newunclesituation,they’regoingtoMelmothforthe

weekendtovisitthatuncle.It’soneofthose

complicatedfamilydiscoveries.



“Areyouokay?”sheasksrunningherhandsoverhis

chest.

Hechuckles,“Yes.”

Weird!

“Ithoughtyou’dbepissedorsomething.Firstit

was…Mandulo,andthenNomkhosiwantedPhelo,”

shesays.

“DespiteallthatIstillcomehometothisbeautiful

face.WhywouldIbepissed?”

Hotairflushesdownhercheeks.

“Isee,”shesays.

“You’rebeautiful,MaNtusi.I’llneverrejectyouin

anyway.I’m attractedtoyou.Iloveeverythingabout

you;yourvoice,yourbodyandyourconfidence.”

She’smissingsomething.Where’sallthiscoming

from?Shepullshim tothebedandunbuttonshis

shirt.

“I’m sorry,Ntusiyami.Ifyoudidn’trespectyourbody

Iwouldn’thavefoundyouavirginat24.Iknowhow

godlyyoutreatyourbody.Iknowhowmuchvalue



youhaveforyourselfasawoman,”hesays.

Sheinhalesadeepbreathandsitsnexttohim.Did

Mandulogointodetailsofeverythingthathappened?

Ifhedidthenhe’sdumb.

“I’m stillmadthatsomeoneindulgedintothis

thickness.Thisisallmine,”hesmilesandgrabsher

arm.“WhywouldyoufeellikeI’m notattractedto

you?”

ItseemslikeMandulospilledthebeans.They’re

reallytalkingaboutthis.

“Manqele,youloveNomkhosi.Youhadpicturesof

herhalf-nakedinyourgallery.Isawthem andwhenI

triedalingerieyoudidn’tevenlookatmeformore

thanasecond.Youjustsaidyouweretired,”she

saystryingnottosoundpained.Ithappenedlong

timeago,everyonehasmovedon.

“ButnowIunderstandthatIcanneverbeher.Ican

onlybemyselfandappreciatewhicheverportionof

yourheartyougiveme.BecauseIloveyou,Manqele.

Useyikhokonkekimi.”

Heinhalessharplyandholdsherhands.Everyounce



ofpainshefeelsstingsinhisownheart.

“Youcanneverbeher.Idon’twantyoutobeher.

You’reenoughthewayyouare.Youmademeaman

Iam today.Youhavestoodbymethroughgrief,

financiallossandfamilychallenges.Youhaveloved

mylovedonesliketheywereyourownfamily.You

helpedmerunthishouseholdandmadesureIhada

safeplacewhenIreturnedbackfrom work.You

gaveyourinnocencetomeandallowedmetogrow

withyou.I’m averyluckymanandI’m notashamed

ofourjourneyandimperfections.I’m notashamed

toadmitthatIloveyouandmybiggestfearisstill

losingyou.Nobodyknowsusthewayweknow

ourselves.Don’teverthinkI’m notattractedtoyou

becausewhenIsaidI’llloveyoutilldeathdous

apartImeantit.I’llalwaysbeyourhusband,

MaNtusi.”Hecupsherfaceandwipesoffdropping

tears.Thenhekissesherlipstenderly.

“ManduloandItalked.Wereachedanagreement

regardinginhlawulofrom hisside.Ialsopaidatthe

Nseles,”hechucklesandliftshiseyestoMaNtusi.

“Hesaidhe’swillingtogiveupLondatofixhislife



andmoveon.ButIdon’tcareabouthisfeelings,he

fuckedmywifeonthefreakin’couch.”Nothile’seyes

drop.

“Idon’tknowwhyhethoughtitwasokayforhim to

diphispink-fingerinmycookiebecauseyoucame

backhornyandcravingrealsexafterthatncikidane.”

HesneakshishandunderMaNtusi’sdressandtaps

hisfingersoverhermound.

There’snotimetogothroughtheshadehejust

threwatMandulo,shegaspsasthefingermassages

hersofttissues.

“Whomakesthispussycoughup?”heasks.

Sheblushes,chucklesanddropshereyes.“It’syou.”

“Good!SoIonlycareaboutyourfeelingsasfaras

Londaisconcerned.Doyoustillwanthim totake

aftertheNyathisurname?”

Shethinksforamoment.Hisfingerrubbingherclit

doesn’tmakethethinkingprocessfast.

“Iwantthem tohavearelationship.Idon’twanthim

tocallaNyathiwhilelivingattheManqeles.”



Thakasaraiseshiseyebrow.Sheheavesadeepsigh,

“Idon’twanthim tobequestionedbyotherchildren

ortofeeldifferentfrom Pheloandourotherchildren.

He’llknowManduloashisuncleuntilhe’sold

enoughtounderstand,”shesays.

Thakasanodsanddipshisfingerinsideherwarm

core.

“You’resowet.Wereyoumissingme?”heasks.

“Yes.YouknowwithLondaintheroom it’shardto

evengetmorningglory.ItrustNomkhositofeed

you.”

Hepausesandlooksather.“Yousaidweshouldn’t

bringanythirdpartyintoourbedroom.”

“Okay,sorry.”Shechucklesandkisseshislips.Their

kisslingersforalittlewhile,hishandisgrabbingher

hip.

“Areyougood?”heasks.

“Yes,”shesaysinawhisper.

“Mmm.Good,good?Youdon’tneedanything.Not

evenmoneytospendirresponsibly?”



MaNtusicracksintolaughter.Hekisseshercheek

andchuckles.

“Well,sinceyou’vebroughtitupmaybeIshouldstart

thinkingaboutatrip,Londaisgrownnow,wecan

travelwithhim.Nomkhosicantagalongtoo.”

Hedoesn’tsayanything.Hishandrubsagainsther

nippleasheinhalesadeepbreath.

“She’snotmarryingmeanytimesoon.Ithoughtyou

onlywantedustobefamilywhenshe’sagreedto

becomeaManqelewife.”

“IneversaidIdon’twanttoseeher.She’sPhelo’s

motherandItrulyadmireher,”shesays.

“Iseethat,ImustsayI’m surprisedandscaredat

thesametime.Howdoyoufeelaboutyourother

sisterwives?”heasks.

Hishandisdowninhercoozeagain.Herbodyis

warmedupandgrowingdesperateofhistouch.

“KhanyoisnotagentlepersonbutIdon’thave

anythingagainsther.Weareallcreateddifferently.

She’sgoodtoBandla,that’swhatmattersthemost,”



shesays.

He’smassagingaroundherwaistandstaringather.

It’smoistbetweenherthighs,he’sstillplayingwith

herwhiletryingtoholdadeepconversation.

“AndMaDube?”heasks.

MaNtusichucklesandshiftshereyesaway.He

pokesherthighwithhiserectshaft.

Gasp!

“Youstilldon’tlikeher?”heasks.

“No,Ihavenothingagainsther.Ijustthought

Nkonzowouldmarrysomeonedifferentfrom her.

She’srougharoundtheedgesandNkonzois…he’s

justhandsomeandhumble.He’sdifferentfrom

everyoneIknow,”shesays.

Thakasachucklesandpullsherfacecloser.He

onslaughtsherwithadeepkissandliftshertolieon

hischest.

“She’sagreatwoman.Ican’twaittomeettheirlittle

one.Ihavenodoubtthatfatherhoodwillchange

Nkonzoforthebetter.”



MaNtusiblinksacoupleoftimesandstaresathim

disbelievingly.

“She’spregnant?”sheasks.

“Thereareyettoannounceit.”

“Wow!”

Thisissurprising.Butwhy?It’snotlikeherand

Temaarecloselikethat.

“Nobodycanreplaceyouaroundhere,babe.Don’tlet

otherpeople’sjourneyintimidateyou.Wena

ungumfazikaThakasa.”Hepecksherlipsandstares

intohereyes.Somethingismissing-hecupsher

faceandkissesher.

Hebreaksthekissandsmiles,“Tequiero.”Hiserect

monstrousmanhoodpenetratesbetweenherwet

folds.Helockshislipsintohersandliftsherkneeup.

Amoanescapeshisopenmouthasherubshistip

againstherswollenclit.Tosuppressthesoundhe

lockshislipsintohersinanothersteamykiss.

Thenheflipsoverandlaysheronherback.Hepulls

herlegsapartandinsertshimselfbetweenher



thighs.Hedirectshisshaftintoheropeningand

pushesin.

Withababyintheroom everymoveornoisethey

makehastobemoderated.Heshutsherwithakiss

whilerockinghishipsinputtingmorepressureto

thepaceofhisshaft.

“ThisiswhatIwanted,Ntusi,”hewhispersagainst

herearandreleasesalowmoan.She’smassaging

hisheadandbreathingheavilybeneathhim.

“There’ssomuchwarmth.Imissedthispartofus-

youfeelsogoodmkami.”Theireyeslock,MaNtusi

smiles.Hepullsoneofherhandandsuckstwoof

herfingers.

It’s…..she’sturnedon.

“Giveittome,Manqele!”

Oops!Noise.

.

.

KHANYO



ForthefirsttimeinmyrelationshipI’m inthedark

aboutalotofthings.Bandlasaidhislobola

delegationiscoming,Iknewnothingaboutit,now

Manduloknowsaboutitaswell.

“Idon’tunderstandhowyoubroughtgroceriesand

preparedforguestsIdidn’ttellyouanythingabout.”

I’m stillatit.I’vebeendrillinghim withquestionsand

complainingsincemorning.

“Ifyoudon’twantthem tocomejusttellmeandI’ll

passtheword.”

Ishestupid?OfcourseIwantBandlatopay

for…ummhbreakingmyvirginity,butImustbepart

ofthedecisionaswell.

“Iwantthem tocome,”Isay.

“Thenstopmakingnoise,you’regoingtobeavillage

wifesoon.”

Ifrown,“Villagewife?”

Myboyfriendhasafancyhouseinaminisuburb.

Whatishetalkingabout?



“Yourhwanqaisnowtheyoungestson,Thakasa

doesnotwantyoutoleavethepremises.Andhe

wantstheweddingbeforethisyearends.”

Owkaay,pause!

“You’rekidding,right?”Iask.

“Unfortunately,no.Wehavetomakesureeverything

concerningyoureldersisinorderbeforewewed

yourancestorsintotheirs.”

“WhatifIwantedawhitewedding?”Iask.

Hesighs,“Idon’tknow,Makhanyi.AllIknowisthatI

needyoutheresothatmysoncanknowaboutme.”

“Butyoucan’tletThakasadictatemylifeforyour

owngain.”He’sunbelievable.What’sgoingto

happeninourmarriageisbetweenBandlaandI.

“Butyoulovehwanqa,whyisthisaproblem?Ican’t

behardonthem whileI’m attheirmercy.”

“WhatifIdidn’twantthiswholeancestorwedding

thing?It’satrap,lookatyourbabymama.”

“She’snottrapped.Nothilehasnevercaredabout

me.Itwasjustsexthatproducedahuman.”



Urghhh!Ican’tbelievethis.Ineedtocalloneofmy

friendsandtakemymindoffthings.

“Don’tbeangry,Iwon’tletyoumarryintothatfamily

ifyouhavedoubts.I’llneverdothattoyou.”

Hemustdropit.IloveBandla,everyoneknowsthat,

butIdon’twanttobetrappedanddictatedby

Thakasa.

“I’m goingtocallGugu,”Isayleavingthetablewith

myphone.

Iknowhe’snotabadbrotherandhe’sunder

pressuretofixthingswiththeManqeles-he’sgoing

therewithagoatsoon-butgivingThakasafalse

hopethatI’m goingtostaywithMaKhumaloisnot

thewaytogo.I’m notgoingtobeavillagewife,let

alonestaywithMaKhumalo24/7.

“Girlfriend,”Isitwithmylegscrossedonthebedand

placethecellphonebetweenmyknees.

“Babe,what’sup?”Guguasks,herfacepoppingon

thescreen.



Issheeversittingandnoteating?

“Alot.TheManqelesarecomingoverthis

Thursday,”Isay.

Shegaspsinshock,“What?!”

“Iknowit’sshortnotice,Ijustfoundoutaswell.”

Shefrowns.Yeah,that’smylife;confusingAF.

“Whosebabyisthere?”Iask.Icanhearababy

playinginthebackground.Hersisstilldrivingher

nutswithfoodcravingsfrom thecomfortofthe

umbilicalchord.

Sheseemstakenaback.Hereyeswidenasthey

searcharoundthehouse.

“Gugu,didyoustealthebaby?”Iask.

Shelaughsuncomfortably.Iknowmyfriend,there’s

someshitgoingonthatIknownothingabout.

“You’llhateme,”shesays.

“Ialreadyhateyou.Talk!”

Sherubsherfaceandsighsoutloudly.Nowshe’s

makingmeanxiouswithallthatnervousnessonher



face.

“Rememberwhenyouwereattackedandnearly

killed?”Thatfeelslikeadecadeago.Ialwaystryto

keeptraumaticeventsatthebackofmyhead.

“Mmm-mmmh,”Iencouragehertogoon.

“ItwasEfe.Ihuntedhim down,kidnappedhis

daughterand…hiswifeendeduphospitalizeddueto

heartcomplications.”

Ohmygoodness!

“You’renotserious!”Iknowshe’sasneaky,

mysteriouspersonbutkidnappingababyistoo

extreme.

“I’m serious.IwantedtoreturnthebabybutMike

grewattachedtoher.Wehadherinthehousefor

threemonths.Peopledied,Efewaslookingforhis

babyhighandlow.ThenIofferedtohelphim in

exchangeofthenamesofthepeoplewhodidthatto

you.Wehadadeal,IgaveBandlathenamesandhe

dealtwiththem hisownway,thenIfoundEfe’sbaby.

NowI’m herheroineandgodmother,eventhoughI

hateherfather.”



It’samovie-thisoneplaysonTVscreens.Efehada

downfall;allhisbusinessescollapsed,helosthis

propertyandcars.He’snowanordinaryNigerianguy

makingends-meetinaforeigncountry.Am I

surprisedthatheorganizedpeopletokillme?No.

Am IsurprisedthatBandla‘dealt’withthosepeople

anddidn’tsayanythingtome?Hell,yeah.

“Soyou’rewithEfe’sbabythere?”Iask.

“Yes,themotherandItalk.Iwasgoingtotellyou

butalothappened.Beingagodmotherisoneof

thosethingsthatkeepmesane.”

Iunderstandthisbetrayal.Iknowitsoundscrazy,

butIcanexcusethisone.Gugualwayshavemy

backandIlovehertodeath.

“Areyougoodthough?Doyouwantmetocome

overandhelpyouspendyourmoney?”

Shelaughs,“Youcancome.There’smorewhereit

comesfrom.”

Wow,richkidsofKZN!

“Bitch,you’rethehappiestwomanonearth.Bandla



borrowsmehiscreditcardandtakesitback,

imagine!”I’veacceptedthatsoftlifeisnotforme.I

alwayshavetolookatthepricefirst,Ican’tjustdo

myshoppingandnotcrackmyheadwithMaths.

“Urgh!Youfoundlove,Ifoundmoney.Happiness

foundyou,andformeinreturn,Ilostallmy

happiness.”

“Isn’tMikeyourhappiness?”Iask.

“He’sthefatherofmybaby.Ilovehim butnotinthat

way.Iwantanormalmanwho’llbumpintomeatthe

passage,lockhiseyeswithmineandfallinlove.I

wantabeautifullovestory.”

Issomeonegoingtotellherornot?

Iclearmythroat,“Thatonlyhappensinmovies,

honey.”

“Mxm!You’resuchabore.”

“JoinTinder,youmightfindyourselfawhiteman.I

wantawhitesbari.”IknowIlikethesoundofmy

ownvoice.ButnowI’m fallinginlovewithmyown

ideastoo.



“Infact,I’llcreateaprofileforyou.Don’tworry,I’ll

includethatyou’repregnantsothatwedon’tmislead

anywhite,richman.”

“Dude,Iwantablackman.YouthinkI’llgofrom

Thoriso’sblackdicktoawhiteone?”

Waitasec….

“WhoisThori…”Whereisshe?Imadethisvideo-call,

shecan’tendit!

(SMSTBBABFA89TO34877.T&Csapply)
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CHAPTER72

THAKASA

Hecalledameetingwithhisbrothers.Sincetheyno

longerstayathomeitisheldearlierthanusual.

They’reinNkonzo’srondavel,Temaisinthekitchen

withMaKhumalo.

Bandlaisthelastonetowalkin.Thisisaverybusy

andintimidatingweekforhim.He’stakingthefirst

steptowardsthefuturehe’salwaysdreamedof.It’s

scaryandexcitingatthesametime.Soonhe’llhave

theloveofhislifenexttohim,andit’llbeforever.

“Iseeyou’reglowinginsteadofMaDube,”Thakasa

saystoNkonzowithagrin.

Nkonzosmiles,“Happinesslooksgoodonme.”

Thakasapatshisshoulder.Outofthem all,he’sthe



leasttheyexpectedtosettledownandbidebythe

rules.Well,atleasthalfofthem.

“Youaregoingtomakeagreatfather.Ican’twaitfor

him orhertoarrive,”hesays.

Nkonzoswellsinpride.He’sproudofhimselffor

makingThakasa,whoislikeafathertothem,proud.

“Andhowarethingsinyourside?”Thakasaasks

Bandla.

“Everythingisgood.I’m justnervous,”hesays.

“Whyareyounervous?You’reintheprocessof

marryingthegirlyoulovemorethananythingand

anyoneinthisworld.”

“Idon’twantanythingtogowrong.Imessedup

once,Idon’twanttodoitagain.”

Nkonzofoolsaroundforamoment,tryingtogivehis

brotherwordsofencouragement.He’sbeenthere,

heknowstheemotionsthatcomewithchoosingthe

rightoneandnegotiatingwithherfamily.Itcanbe

stressfulbutit’swortheverymoment.

Thakasaclearshisthroat,grabbingboththeir



attention.

“Wehavetotalkaboutthefutureofthishome.My

father’shousethathebuiltthroughsweatandtears.

Andourmotherwhonowneedssomeonewhocan

lookafterherandkeepthishomewarm.”

Theydon’trespond.They’rewaitingforhim toget

straighttothepoint.Andtheyjustdon’tdisturbhim

whenhe’sseriousandtalking.

“MaNtusineedsherownspacenow,butyouboth

knowhowmuchshecaresaboutMaKhumalo.She

can’tjustleaveourmothertostayalone.”

Nkonzoraiseshiseyes,“Ithoughtyouguysalready

boughtahouse.Macangetahousekeeper.”

“Shehadatotaloffoursons.Whyshouldweall

desertourmotherandhireastrangertostaywith

her?Thishomeneedsawife.”Hiseyesjumpfrom

NkonzotoBandlawhohasn’tbreathedawordsince

thissubjectcameup.

“MaNtusihasheldittogetherforthelastseven

yearsanditwasn’tevenherplace.Ididn’twantto

moveoutbecausenobodywasreadytosettledown.



Noweveryoneistakingawife,thingsshouldbeset

straight.”

Bandlaheavesasighandleansagainstthe

headboardbitinghisthumbnail.

“Babomncaneremainedatthemainhomestead

afterhisbrothersmovedout.It’salwaysbeena

traditionherethatthelastsonremainshomewith

hiswife.”HisgazegoestoBandla.Hefixesitonhim,

notsparinghim asecond.

“Sqaloisnomore.Evenifhewasstillaliveroles

would’vebeenreversedbecauseofwhohewas.We

needasolution,Mthonga.Youareone,”hetells

Bandla.

Outofthem all,everyoneknowswho’salwaysbeen

lessfondofstayinginthevillage.Hehasonelife

andonechancetoexperiencelifeoutsidethevillage

hegrewin.

“That’sunfair,I’m notresponsibleforSqalo’s

passingorhissexuality.WhymustIstaybehind?”

Bandlaasks.

“Becauseyou’reautomaticallythelastbornof



MaKhumalo’ssonsnowandIthinkitmakessense

foryounottomoveout,”Thakasasays.

“Whydoesn’titmakesenseforyoutostay?You’re

goingtohavetwowives,onecanstayherewhilethe

otheronehasahousesomewhereelse.”

“ThatmeansMaNtusimuststayhere,because

Nomkhosiwillneversurviveaday?Well,thatsucks

becauseI’m notevensurewhatthefutureholdsfor

us.Nowmyquestionis,whenwillMaNtusigeta

breakifshe’sgoingtoholdKhanyo’s

responsibilities?”

Heavysigh!

“You’reaManqele,thesoonersheunderstandswhat

thatmeansthebetter.Youarenotgoingtochoose

betweenherandthisfamilybecausewearenotan

option.Youcanfollowherbehind,havesexlike

rabbitsandwhispersweet-nothingstoher,butyour

protectioncomesfrom here.Youcannever

disregardthatandyouwillNOTdisregarditbecause

therewillbeconsequences.”

“Ididn’tdisregardanything.Shewasjustfightingfor



herownfamilyandIwantedtoshowhersupport.

Youalsofightforus,whycan’tshefightforher

brother?”

“Angazi,allI’m sayingiswearenotanoption,”

Thakasasays.

Bandlasighs,“Alright,Ihearthat.WhatIdon’t

understandiswhymustIstayinthevillagewhileI

wasbornthird?”

“Becauseit’swhatyoushoulddo,Bandlalethu

Manqele.Ididmyjobasthefirstborn,Nkonzodoes

hisasthesecondinlineifneededtobe,you’realso

goingtodothesame.Weallhaverolestoplay.I

wanttomoveoutwithmywifebeforethisyear

ends.”

Bandlashakeshishead.He’sbeingbullied,he’s

alreadyboughtahouseandturneditintoahome.

“Well,ifnobodyagreestostayherewithMathenI’ll

takehertocomeandlivewithmeandMaNtusi.

ThesedoorscanbeclosedforallIcare.It’snotmy

responsibilitytokeepthem open.”

Hetakeshisphoneandslipsitinsidethepocketof



hisjean.He’sspoken,toobeyornottoobeyis

entirelyuptoBandla.

Hemakeshiswaytohisbedroom,MaNtusiwas

takinganapwhenheleft.Londaisteethingand

unwell.Hopefullythey’llsleeptoday,MaKhumalo

madeanecklacewithakeyandrubbedsomeburnt

herbsonhisgums.

Hisphonerings,hestepsbackbeforeitdisturbsand

wakesthem up.It’sNomkhosi-sounexpected!

Thingshavebeenfoggybetweenthem,ifthat’sthe

correctterm todescribepeoplewhoareignoring

eachotherwithoutasoliddisagreementorfight.

He’sbeentryingtobesupportive,heevensuggested

therapyforherandhermom aftershediscovered

thetruthaboutherfather.Buthiseffortsseem tobe

futile,they’redisconnectedanddriftingfurtherapart.

AtthesametimeMaNtusiseemstobemoresold

withtheideaofhavingNomkhosiasthesisterwife.

Heleansbytheoutsidewallandanswers.

“MakaSphephelo.”



Sniffs!

Hismindisbombardedbyfearinstantly.Hisgrip

tightensaroundthephone.

“What’swrong?”heasksverypanicky.

“He’sdead…theykilledhim.”She’ssobbingbetween

words,it’snotclearwhoshe’sreferringto.

“Nomkhosi?”Histonethickens.What’srunning

throughhismindrightnowishisdaughter’ssafety

andhers.Anythinghappensifyou’reinthetaxi

industry,he’salwaysonedgeabouttheirsafetybut

helearnttotrustNgidi.

“Ngidi…theyshothim…he’sgone!”

Shockingbutnotentirelynewintheindustryhewas

in.Buthowdidanyoneevengonearthatmanwitha

gun,pullthetriggerandshoothim dead?Hewas

oneofthoseuntouchableones;alwaysonguardand

armed.

“I’m sosorry.Whereareyourightnow?I’m coming

togetyouandPhelo,”hesays.

“No,wearesafe.Thepoliceandbodyguardsare



here,”shesays.

“Whereweretheywhenhegotshot?I’m coming

there,”heinsistsashechargesinsidethehouseto

gethiscarkeys.

“No,Thakasa.Ihavetobeherewithmymother.The

houseisfullyguarded,I’llcallyouifIneedanything,”

Nomkhosisays.

Hestopsandexhalesheavily.

“Doyouknowwhodidit?”

“Maqhinga,NdabukoandNdlalifawillfindoutsoon.”

“Okay,MaKhumalowillbethereinthemorning.I’m

sosorry,pleaseletmeknowifyouneedsomething.

Istillloveyou,Nomkhosi,andIwon’tstop.”

Sheheavesasighandsayshergoodbye.She’s

goingthroughsomethingandThakasacomeswith

somethingshedoesn’twanttodealwithatthe

moment;amarriageproposal.

Hereleasesadeepbreathandturnsaround

to…MaNtusi!



She’swokenupandstaringathim.Yeseverythingis

intheopenbuthedidn’tmeantodeclarehislovefor

anotherwomaninfrontofher.Hewasjustcaught

upinthemoment.

“Iseverythingalright?”sheasks.

Reliefdwellsonhisfacewhenherealizesthatshe’s

notpissed.

“Nomkhosi’sstepfatherwasshotandkilled.I’m

sorry,Ishould’vefinishedthecalloutside.”

“What?Issheokay?”Shesitsupwithhereyeswiden

inpanic.

“Idon’tthinkshe’sokay.Hewaslikeafathertoher.

Butshe’llbestrong,Iknowher,”hesays.

“Thisissad.I’llcallherinthemorningandcheckon

her.”Sheglancesoutsidethewindowandrealizes

thatit’sgettingdark.

“Whydidn’tyouwakemeup?Iwassupposedto

startcookingdinnerthirtyminutesago.”

“MaDubeandMaarecookinginthekitchen.Relax,

youdidn’tsleepwelllastnight,”hesays.



Shefixesherheadwrapandgetsoffbeddespitethat.

ShestillhastoboilwaterforLonda’sbottleand

preparehiscereal.

“MaNtusi,relax.Theyknowyoudidn’trestenough,”

Thakasasays.

“No,I’m justgoingto…”Hegrabsherarmsandturns

heraround.Helowershisheadandcapturesherlips

inashortsteamykiss.

“I’m stressed,”hesays.

Confusiondwellsonherface.

“Huh?What’sstressingyou?”Shefrowns.

“I’m unsureaboutalotofthings.Thefutureofthis

family,NomkhosiandI,andmostlythedreamsI

keepgetting.”

Okay,she’scompletelylost.Shetakeshishandand

pullshim tothebed.Sheholdshishand,warmlyand

comfortingly.

“NomkhosiandIarenotdoingwell.Shehasn’tsaid

anythingaboutmarriage,recentlyshe’snoteven

talkingtomeassomeonesheconsidersspecial.



That’snumberone,”hesaysandtakesashortpause.

MaNtusiinhalesdeeply.Shewasawareofthisbut

shethoughttheyhadalittleargumentorsomething.

“Thenthere’sasituationofMaKhumaloandthe

futureofthishome.Bandlaisjusttoosoftforthat

girl.Heneedstotoughenup,thesewallsandallmy

father’slandbelongtohim.”

“YouthinkKhanyowillagreetocomeandliveinthe

village?”

“It’snotarequest.It’sanorder.Iwantustomove

outbeforethisyearends,”hesays.

“Oh,nowyou’retalking.”

Hesmileswithalittlefrown.

“WhatdoyouwanttodotomewhenMaKhumalois

notaround?”

“I’llserveyoudinnernakedandtwerkforyou,”she

says.

Hebreaksintoafitoflaughter.

“Stopplaying!”Hestopslaughingandholdsher

handfirmly.



“I’vebeenhavingtheseweirddreamsofmyfather

givingyoualittlebabyboywrappedinablanket.I

don’tknowwhatthatmeans.I’m scaredtoget

excitedbecauseIhavetriedforyearstogetyou

pregnantandI’vefailed.”

Alittlegaspescapeshermouth.Sheholdsoverher

waistandlooksatThakasawithhopebrighteningup

hereyes.

“Idon’twanttogiveusfalsehope.I’vebeen

disappointedsomanytimes.”Heheavesasighand

liftshiseyesupforasecond;blinking.

“We’vebeenhavingthebestsexofourlives.MaybeI

didcatch,whoknows,”MaNtusisaysunabletohide

herexcitement.

“I’m justscared.Idon’twantustotest,Iwantthings

tobethewaytheyare.I’m happytocomehome

everyday.Ilookforwardtoit.”

Shesmiles,“Comingbackhomewasthebestchoice

I’veevermade.I’m fallinginlovewithyoueveryday.”

“Wozala!”hesaysgrabbingherwaist.



Aknockfrom thedoordisturbsthem.It’sBandla,he

needshisbrother’sattention.

.

.

MaNdlovuMyeza

It’sbeenoverthreedecadessinceshecametothis

placeforthefirsttime.Thedifferencenowisthat

she’snotwithherhusbandandshe’sheretoface

hisenemy.Theirfightstartedovercoins,Nxumalo

wantedmorethanwhatwasagreedon.Heacted

likeBhambathawashishand-madeproduct,they

hadtoforevergroveltohisstinkyfeetforever.Soto

putanendtoit,Myezadrewtheline.

MaybeNxumaloknewthatthey’llneedhim oneday.

They’reindebtedtohim.Shecannotignoretheissue

nowbecauseBhambatha’scharacterisnotshaping

upforthebetterandnowhe’sheronlyson.Hehas

tohelpMawandecarrytheMyezaname.



Shedidn’texpecttofindhousesinthispoor

condition.Traditionaldoctorsmakealotofmoney.

Nxumalohadalotofapprenticesandcustomers.

Butit’sbeenalongtimesincesheheardfrom him or

anythingabouthim,thingshappen,traditional

doctorslosetheirpowers.Maybehe’soneofthose,

itdoesn’tlooklikehehasacentfrom whereshe

stands.

“Pleasewaitformehere,”shetellsherdriverasshe

fixesherblouseoutsidethecar.

Thedrivernodsandclosesthedoor.MrsMyeza

takesadeepbreath,clutchesherbagunderarm and

approachestheNxumaloentrancebelowtheyard.

Onerondavelhasthesmokecomingout.Shemakes

herwaytoitandgreetstwostepsawayfrom the

door.

Afemalevoicetellshertocomeinside.There’sso

muchsmoke,eventhewomaninsideiscoughing

nonstop.Shestopsandtakesasecondtoanalyze

herguest’sface.



“You’reheretoseeBaba?”sheasksanddoesn’twait

forananswer.“Ukwaguqa.Leaveyourshoesatthe

doorbeforeentering.”

Withthatsaidsheturnsbacktotheboilingpotinthe

fireplace.Somuchhospitality!

MrsMyezaleavesthekitchenandgoestoahut

whereNxumaloissaidtobe.She’snervous,nolies.

Butthisissomethingshehastodoforheronly

survivingson;thechildwhowasachildofher

dreams.

Themaninsidethehutishummingandgrinding

something.Itmustbemuthi.MrsMyezaleavesher

shoesatthedoorasinstructedandgreetsloudly.

There’ssomesilence,thenalittlecough…

“Comein,”hesaysinahoarsevoice.

MrsMyezabendsatthedoorandstepsinwithher

headbowed.There’saguestmatrolledandleaning

bythewall.Heinstructshertolayitonthefloorand

sits.Thenhestudiesherfacecarefully.There’san



escapingchuckleofmockery.

“IsthisNtombenhle?”heasks.

Deepbreath!

“Yebobaba,”MrsMyezaresponds.

“Unyawoalunampumulo,hhe?Tellme,whatbrings

youhere?”

Hereyesdrop.Shewasneveragainsthim beingpaid

whatwasduetohim,itwastheexploitationofher

husband’smoneyshewasagainst.

“Thechildisgrownnowandhehasverybad

behaviorissues.Itriedrehab,policeputhim injail,

churchleadersprayed.Nowyou’retheonlyonewho

canhelphim.”

Nxumalogrinswithsatisfaction.Whatagreatwayto

starthisday!

“AndwhatmadeyouthinkI’llbeinterestedinhelping

youafterwhatyourhusbanddidtome?Thanking

mewithaplateofshit.”

MrsMyezasighs,“Please,Sothondose.Iwillsettle

thedebtandpaywhateveramountyouwant.He’s



theonlychildIhaveleft.”

“You’rewastingyourtime.Igaveyouclear

instructionsandyouchosetodefyme.Ingane

iyihlongandlebenjengawe.”

She’sgettingfedup.Shedidn’tcomeheretoget

insulted.

“Canyourefermetosomeonewhocanhelpme?”

sheasks.

“You’resittingoppositethatpersonandhe’s

refusingtohelpyou.Youhavemoney,right?Letit

helpyouthen.Goandbuyhim help.”

Tearswellupinhereyesbutshe’snotgoingtogive

him thatsatisfaction.Shetakesadeepbreathand

standsuptoleave.

Nxumalostaresatherlegsandmentallydrawsa

pictureofwhat’saboveherkneesupwards.

“Sit.Maybewecanhaveanagreement,”hesays.

MrsMyezafrownsandhesitantlysitsbackonthe

mat.

“I’m listening.”She’swillingtopayanyamountfor



Bhambathatogethelp.

“Itsmellsdifferentlysinceyouwalkedinhere.I

alwayshavetoenduremywife’sbadodourandher

pudendathatsmellssmoke.”

Hereyeswiden.Whatdidshejusthear?Shedoesn’t

knowhiswifetobeoffendedonherbehalf,butwhat

kindofamanwouldspeaksobadofhiswife?

“Myezaisnomore.I’m surethere’saspiderweb

betweenyourlegsnow.”

Ohhellno!

“Whatdidyousay?”Hertoneissharp.She’salready

feelinginsultedandviolated.

“Whenyou’rereadyformetohelpyoursonyouwill

callmesothatIcangetridofthewifeforafew

days.Thenyou’llbringR500andcomeherewearing

nopanty.”

“Nxumaloareyououtofyourmind?”Shegrabsher

thingsandstandsupfuriously.“I’m tellingyourwife

allthisnonsenseyoujustspewed.”

“I’m notscaredofmywife.Youarescaredoflosing



yourson.Goandthinkaboutit.Don’tforgetyour

shoesoutside.”Hepickshisgrindingstoneand

grindshisherbshummingalowhymn.

Shehasadifficultchoicetomake.Shedidn’tthink

she’dbeleavingthishutwithalumpstuckinher

throatandtearsburninghereyes.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER73

KHANYO

Igotacallearlyinthemorningsayinghe’sonhis

wayhere.Ididn’texpecthisvisit,weusuallydiscuss

itbeforemeetingandwealwaysspendtimeinour

houseatMandeni.Idon’thavearoom to

accommodatehim hereinBergvilleandheknowsit.

Manduloishere,Icannotdisrespecthim bybringing

amanin.Icannotdisrespectmyancestorslikethat

either.Sowearejustgoingtositinthecarlikerich

schoolkids.Isheevenallowedtoseemebefore

lobolanegotiationsbegin?Alright,maybeI’m

dramatic,thatonlyhappensbeforethewedding.

I’m anxiouseven,hedidn’tsoundokayoverthe

phone.I’vetakenabath,dressedupinamini

drawstringbodycondressandsprayedmymost

expensiveperfumethatIbargainedwithaMuslim

mantogivemeondiscount.

“Washeqezaekuseniuyaphi?”Manduloaskssitting



inthekitchentableandhavingbreakfastChef

Khanyomade.

“Thisisnotshort,”Idefendmydressthat’sjust

belowmybutt.

“Itisshort.You’reabouttobecomesomeone’s

wife,”hesays.

“Yes‘aboutto’,I’m stillenjoyingmylastgirlydays,”I

say.

Heshakeshisheadandeatshisfood.“Younever

listentomeanyway.Sowhereareyougoingand

whenshouldIexpectyouhome?”

Bathong,it’snineinthemorning.Iknowmyway

aroundthevillage.

“Bandlaiscoming,”Isay.

“Heaskedyoutodresslikeaslutforhim?”

I’m rollingmyeyestoheavens.Iknowslutswho

wearchurchuniformsbutthat’snotthepoint,thisis

mylastyearofwearingshortdressesandpants.I’m

goingtohavefunwhileitlasts.

“Nolwazidressesuplikemewheresheis,”Ibreak



thenewstohim.

It’ssosatisfyingwatchinghisfacerightnow.Rude

awakenings!

Hebreaksintounexpectedlaughter.What’sfunny?

“Nolwaziisnotmarryinganyone.Youcan’tcompare

yourselftoher,”hesays.

Mxm!Igrababottleofmilkanddrinkallthe

remainingmilk.I’m beinghisannoyingsibling,he

mustenjoymewhileIlast.

“Howareyougoingtopicksomethingifitfalls?Your

wholeasswillbeout.”He’sstillworriedaboutmy

dress.

“Istandtall.Idon’tbend.Idon’tbreak.Idon’tback

down,”Iraptuckingearphonesinmyearsand

connectingthem intomyphone.

“Nobodyisgoingtotakeyouseriouslyandcometo

consulthere.”

“I’m nottheonewhoneedhelp.WhydoIneedto

dressuplikeanunwhileI’m noteveninthe

consultationrondavel?”



Heliftshishandupinsurrenderandcontinueswith

hisbreakfast.

“Youknowwhattheysayaboutbeingtoohappy?”he

asksbetweenthechews.

“Yes,youlivehappilyever-after,”Isay.

Helaughs,“No,itendsintears.”

Somebodygivethisdivorcedmanhistikoloshesso

thathecanstarthiswitchcraftprofessionally.

Myphonerings.It’sBandla,Iguesshe’sarrived.Igo

tothebedroom andanswer.

“HeyBandlalami.”

“Heybabe,I’m parkedovertheroad.Pleasebringme

somewater,Iforgottobuyit.”

Ihatemypoorass,nowIhavetofindanoldbottle

ofAquelleandfillitwithtapwater.

Mandulohasgonetothebedroom.Iyellmy

goodbyesandleavewithabottleofwaterandmy

phone.



He’sleaningbythecarandstaringatme.Istart

walkinglikeaVictoriaSecretmodel;swayingmy

hipsandcalculatingmysteps.

I’m gettingcloserandhehasn’ttakenhiseyesoff

me.Yougogirl!

Waitaminute,didIjustseehim rollinghiseyes?

Whatkindofamanrollseyesatasupermodel.

“You’renotimpressed?”Iask.

“No.”Heturnsandopensthecardoor.Theoneat

hisside,nobodyopensthedoorforme,I’m hurt.

Iopenitmyself-mypoorhands-andgetinsidethe

car.

“Hey,areyouokay?”I’m askingabouthissanity.I

mean,whowouldn’tbeimpressedbyme?

“Yes.Whataboutyou?Whereareyouruncut

dresses?”heasks.

Ilookatmydress.Whereisitcut?Whenwasitcut?

“Whatdoyoumean?”Iask.

“You’renotwearinganything,Nokukhanya.Areyou



horny?”

Whoah!IknowthisisnothowIshoulddresspublicly

buthello,checkwhereI’m at.

“I’m home,Bandla.AtMYhome.ThisiswhereI’m

freetodoanything.IcanevenwalknakedifIwant,”I

say.

“No,youwon’t!”

Owkaaay….?!

“CanIgetakiss?”Iasktestingwaters.Forsome

reasonhelookspissedmorethanIthoughthe’dbe.

Hereleasesadeepbreathandturnshisfacetome.I

meethim foralightkiss.Helooksstressedout,my

fingersreachtohisfacialhairandplaywithitwhile

hetriestogethiswordsout.

“There’ssomethingIneedtotellyoubeforethe

negotiationsbegin,”hesays.

Oh,mypoorheartisbeatinglikeadrum.Whatdidhe

do?Ihopehedidn’tpullaThakasaonme;getting

someonepregnant.Aswiveswedon’tlikethat.I,

personally,willleavehisblackassrightaway.



“Talk!”Ialreadysoundlikeawifewhogotcheated

on.

“Youknowwehaveahousearoundtown?”heasks.

Inodwithmystarefixedonhim.

“Wecannotstaytherefulltime.Thakasais

threateningtotakeMaandleavewithherifnobody,

betweenus,theManqelesons,agreestomarryand

remainhome,”hesays.

OhJesusChrist!Mandulotoldmethis,whyam Istill

notready?

“Idon’twantmyfather’shousetocollapse.That

wouldbeselfishofme.ButIcan’tstaytherealone,I

needyourhelp.Ineedyounexttome.Iknowwehad

dreamsbeyondlifeinavillage,wecanstillachieve

them,I’llmakesureofit.”

“Soyoucameallthiswaytoaskmetobeavillage

wife?Ontopofthattostaywithatickingbomb,

MaKhumalo,everyfreakingday?”

“Isthisloveconditional?”heasks.

“No,”Isay.



“Butwhydoesitsoundlikeyou’renotgoingtomarry

meifIstayinthevillage?”heasks.

“Youexpectedmetocelebrate?SoIwillbethewife

whoknowswherethespoonsareduringfamily

gatherings.Theonewhobrewtraditionalbeerand

slaughteredchickenswhileTemaandeveryoneelse

comeonthedayoftheceremonywearinghighheels

from Zaraand….”HesighsbeforeIfinish.ThemoreI

thinkaboutit,theclearerthepictureofmyselfasa

villagewifeaftertwoyearsbecomes.

“Iloveyou.Idon’twanttomarrysomeoneelseor

addathirdpersontowhatIalreadyhave.Please

carrymyburdenswithme,I’ddothesameforyou.”

AlthoughIdon’tunderstandthethirdpersonpart,

butIfeelsorryformymannow.

“Arewegoingtogoouteveryweekend?”Iask.

Hechuckles,“Yes.”

“Okay,I’llmarryyouandcomestaywithyou

whereveryouare.”Isoundveryromanticrightnow.I

shouldbehiredtowritemessagesonValentine’s

DaycardsatShoprite.



“Somypeoplearestillwelcomefordiscussions?”he

asks.

“Hell,yeah!”

Imaginehowbaditwould’velookedonmeif

abakhongiendedupnotcoming.Wehaveourown

paparazzihereinthevillage;verytrainedandalert

aboutthings.

“Ididn’tsleeplastnightthinkingaboutthis.Thank

yousomuch,sthandwasami.I’lltellMaaswell,

she’llbesohappy.”Thereliefandhappinessonhis

faceisenough.

“Nowgodressup,Iwantustogototown,I’lldrive

youback.”

ThistimeIwon’tevenarguewithhim.Hedoesn’t

liketheVictoriaSecretmodelinmeandthere’s

nothingIcandoaboutit.

Ihavetochangeandgetreadyforanotherexpensive

shoppingtrip.

.

.



MaNdlovuMyeza

Itwasatoughdecisiontomake.Todayshe’sleaving

herhusband’shousetosharehishoneypotwith

anothermanforhersontogetthehelpthathe

needs.Sheneverthoughtthiswouldeverhappento

her.Shecan’tcryforhelpbecausethere’snohelpto

cryfor.Shegotherselfintothismess.Shegother

ownsonintothisdilemma.Nowit’stimetosolveit

andshe’lldoitalonesinceMyezaisnomore.

SheinstructedherdrivertogetNxumalo’snumber

andaskedhim nottobreatheawordtoanyone.

Todaythesamedriveristakingherbacktothat

place,inthemorningwhenthedealhasbeensealed

he’llbefetchingher.It’sashamethatshestillcalls

herselfawomanafterwhatshedidtoNxumalo’s

wife-callingherhusbandandmotivatinghim toget

ridofher.Thisisadisgrace!

It’snowdark,beforeenteringthehomesteadshe

callsMawandeandtellsherthatshe’ssleepingover



arelative’shouse.Sheswitchesthephoneoffafter

thatcallandgripsherovernightbagtightlybefore

goingthroughtheentrance.

Herdriverflasheslightsandhootsbeforedriving

away.Hewon’tbetoofar,onephonecallandhe’llbe

atherrescuewithinablinkofaneye.

Stronghandsgrabherasshewalkspastthekitchen.

Shealmostscreamsoutinfear,butaroughlaugh

putsheronease.

“Youscaredme,Nxumalo,”shesays.

“It’sme,don’tworryyou’resafehere.”Hishandis

uncomfortableonherbuttandmassagingher.

She’sholdingherbreath.“Let’sgetinsidethehouse.

Idon’twanttostandinthecoldfortoolong.”

“Youcan’twait,huh?”He’schucklingandgrabbing

herbutt.

She’sgettingfedup.Shestopsandyankshishands

off.

“I’m notyourwife.I’m onlyherebecauseI’m

desperate.OuragreementwasR500andthedeed



once-off.Mybodyisnotyourplayground,”she

snaps.

Helistensforafewminutes.Theygetinsideoneof

thecrackyrondavels,hetakesherbagandputsiton

topofthewoodenman-madetable.There’saplate

ofLemonCream biscuitsandajugofFusionjuice

waitingforher.

“Areyoueatingfirst?Iknowyou’llbehungry,”he

asksstandingbehindherandwrappinghisarms

aroundher.There’sasmellcomingunderhisarms.

Didheevenbath?

“I’m nothungry,”MrsMyezasayslookingatthebed

she’llbespendingthenighton.Therearefourbricks

balancingitup.Someoneofherweightmight

collapsewithittothefloor.Whataboutbedbugs?

“Nxumalo,youdon’thaveabetterbed?Whatis

this?”sheasks.

Nxumaloisoffended.Hespentthewholeday

cleaningandeventookoutsomenewblanketsfor

her.Somethinghe’dneverdoforhiswife.

“Don’tinsultmyhome,Ntombenhle,”hesaysbitterly.



MrsMyezatakesadeepbreathandsitsonthebed.

Hetakesoffhisshirt,revealingahairychestand

waisttiedincolorfulyarns,thenpullsdownhispant.

Hehasoneofthoseredcheapunderwearfrom free-

market.Asthinasheis,hestillhasapotbellyfrom

allthemedicineshedrinksdailytoprotecthimself

againstevilspirits.Helookslikeachildsuffering

from malnutrition,likethoseAfricanonestheyput

onposterswhenbeggingforAmericandonations.

“Youbroughtthemoney?”heasks.

“Yes,it’sinsidemypurseinthebag.NxumalocanI

askaquestion?”

“Mmmh,goahead,”hesays.

“Doyoualwaysdothistoyourwife?Doessheknow

thatyousleepwithdesperatewomenwhoneedyour

help?”

“Thishoboshacannoteatpapeveryday.That’s

boring.Ineedtotryoutdifferentdishes.”

“I’m notadish,”shesaysfirmly.

Hechuckles,“WaituntilIdevouryou.You’llbe



cominghereformoreonyourown.”

Shedoesn’tfindhumorinit.Helaughsalone.Then

heinstructshertostandup.

“Ihopeyoudidn’twearanunderwear,”hesays.

Hishandsneaksunderherlongskirtandgrabsher

honeypot.Whenhefindsitcoveredinnothingbuta

bushofpubichair,helickshisdrylipsandsmiles.

“Myezaisstupid.Hediedandleftsuchameatytwat

behind?Well,we’llfeastonitonhisbehalf.”

“Don’tmentionmyhusband!”

“Okay,takeyourclothesoffandlet’sstartworking.”

Everythinghesaysisturningheroff.Howcanaman

besounattractiveanddirty?

“Youwon’tcryaboutachingjoints,right?You,old

women,boremewiththat,”hesays.

Shedoesn’tsayanythingexcepttakingheavy

breathsbeforelayingonherbacknaked.

Nxumaloclimbsontopofherandlowershislipsto



herforakiss.MrsMyezatitsherheadtotheside

anddodgesit.Sohekisseshercheekinsteadand

goestoherear.Hiswettonguelicksherearlobe,

leavingdropsofsalivainsideherear.Oh,she’s

definitelylosingherhearingafterthis.

Luckily,hestopsandswabsdownhernecktoher

breastswiththatwettongueofhis.Justdropsof

hersalivaleftonherskinfeellikeadeadlyvirus.

Hepincheshernipplesandstartschewingthem like

undercookedpiecesofredmeat.There’sno

pleasureinwhathe’sdoing,heclearlydoesn’tknow

howtodoit.Butsheshutshereyesandletshim

continue.Hishandslidesbetweenherthighswitha

pieceofalum stone.Heinsertsitinheropening.

“Closeyourlegsfirmly,”heinstructs.

“Nxumalowhatdidyouputinside?”sheasksin

astonishment.

“Justanalum stonetomakeittight.I’lltakeitout

afterafewminutes.Wheredoyouwantmetotouch

you?”

Whoasksawomanthisquestion?



“Wheredoyoutouchyourwife?”MrsMyezaasks.

“Thatpudendaknowsme,Idon’tneedtotouchher,I

justpushmysnakein,”hesays.

“Dothattomeaswell.Iwantyoutofinish,”shesays.

No,notNxumalo.Hestillhasapointtoprove.He

licksherwholefacelikeacatandeveninsertsthe

tipofhistongueinsidehernostrils.She’sstilldryAF!

Afewminuteshavepassed.Surelyhervaginais

intactnow,hetakesthemeltingstoneoutand

insertshisfinger.

MrsMyezamoansdeeply.

Hechuckles,“Youhaven’tfeltanything,Ntombenhle.

You’restillgoingtoscream yourlungsoff.”

Itwasn’tthepleasureshefelt.Hehasuntidynails,

hewasscratchingherhoneypot.

Hepullshisfingeroutaftersometimeandstretches

herlegsfurtherapart.

“Mmmh…Ishouldmarryyouandmakeyoumy

secondwife.It’snotfairthatsuchameatytwat

decoratesyourthighsanddon’tgetfucked.”



Anotherturnoff!!!

“HereattheNxumalosyou’llbehappyeverynight.I’ll

evenleavemyfirstwife’sbedroom andsleepwith

youeverynight.Hersisold,wrinkledanditfarts.”

“Stopdreaming,Nxumalo,”shesaysannoyed.

Hegrinswidely.She’llswallowherwordssoon;she’ll

bebegginghim tomarryher.

HespitsinheropeningandrubshistipwithVaseline.

Hissmilehasstretchedtohisears.

“Thiswillbethebestnightofyourlife,Ntombenhle.

Whydon’tyouallowmetokissyou?”

‘BecauseI’m notsureyoubrushyourteeth,’her

heartsayswhilehermouthstaysshut.

Hismanhoodisreallybig;longandthick.Ittakes

timeforittoslidein.

“Doyoufeelit?”heasks.

MrsMyezamoansoutherresponse.Hechuckles

andpullsouttoteasehersomemore.

Againstherbetterjudgment,herfoldsaregetting



moistandreadyforthedeed.Shedoeswanthim

insideher.Devilmuch!

“Bereadynow,Ntonbenhle,”hesays.

Shewrapsherarmsaroundhiswaistandkeepsher

eyesshut.

Hepushesthetipinandslowlygoesininchbyinch.

Oncehe’sfullyinsertedhelatchesonhernippleand

chewsit.There’sbothpainandpleasure.

Amoanescapeshermouth.Nxumalolooksupand

smiles.

“Getset,Ntombenhle.Areyouready?”heaskswith

hishandsgrippingherhips.

“Let’sgo!”He’snotgentle.Notslow,butnottoofast.

Ifhedidn’tsmellbad,andifhelookedabitattractive,

andifthishappenedoutoffreewill,maybeshe

would’veenjoyeditmore.

.

.

ShewasNxumalo’ssextoythewholenight.Shedid

getsomepleasureoutofit,butthisissomething



she’llneverforgiveherselffor.Myezaandherwere

nolongerintimateatthetimeofhisdeath,buthe

wasstillandwillalwaysbeherhusband.Iftherewas

someonewhodeservedasliceofhiscakeit

would’vebeenoneofhisbrothersorcousins.

“Areyouokay,mam?”Herdriverasks.

Shegulpsdownabottleofwaterandsighs.No,

she’sfarfrom okaybutthatisn’tsomethingshe’ll

everdiscusswithanyone.

“Drive,Benjamin.I’llstartatthedoctor’soffice,”she

instructs.

Nofurtherquestionisasked.Thevehicletakesoff.

Shescrollsdownherphoneandstopsat

Bhambatha’snumber.Itringsafewtimesbeforehe

picksup.

“Hello.”He’sshockedtogetacallfrom hismother

soearlyinthemorning.

“Bhambatha,it’sthatbitchwhogavebirthtoyou,”

shesays.

There’saheavysigh.Trustmotherstobringup



thingsyousaidwhileangryandapologizedfor.

“Ihearyou,Ma,”hesays.

“Listen,tomorrowwearegoingtoseeatraditional

doctorwho’sgoingtohelpyouandIhaveabetter

relationship.Bereadyat7am,”shesays.

“Witchdoctor?Idon’tassociatemyselfwiththose.

You’llgoalone,”hesays.

“Thisisnotarequest.I’m tellingyou,wearegoingto

visitatraditionaldoctorandthat’sit.”

“Sorry,Ma.I’m notvisitinganywitchdoctor,I’llbein

Richard’sBaytomorrow.”

“Heywena!Bhambatha…where’sthisboy…areyou

stillthere?”Shelooksatthescreen,thecallendeda

fewsecondsago.

“Oh,Nkosiyami!”



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

CHAPTER74

THAKASA

It’seasytogethisbrothersoffhisback.Ifhe’scold

theystayaway,ifhedoesn’tsayanythingtheydon’t

ask.Butathomethingsaredifferent,hehasawife

andason.Hehasamother,adramaticoneforthat

matter.Heneedstopullhimselftogetherorisolate

himself.

HefindsLondasleepinginbedandliesonthepillow

nexttohim.He’sstillfullydressed,evenhistieis

stillon.Hehasamotherofallheadaches.Londa

lookssopeacefulnexttohim;soinnocentand

carefree.Hedoesn’trememberhimselfbeingatthat

stageoflife.Heremembershisearlyteens,peace

wasalreadyastrangewordtohim,hewasalready

manning-upbythen.

MaNtusiwalksin,herbrowsslightlyfurrowasher



eyeslandonherhusband.It’sunlikehim tocome

homeandnotstartinthekitchentogreet.

“Manqele,”shesaysstandingnexttothebed.

Heexhalesheavilyandshiftshiseyesfrom Londato

her.There’saveinthrobbingonhistempleand

pronouncedlinesofstressetchedonhisbrowridge.

“Areyouokay?”MaNtusiasks.

“Ihaveaterribleheadache.CanIskipdinner?Iwant

tobathandsleep,”hesays.

“ButyouknowhowMafeelsaboutsomeone

skippingprayeranddinnerwhileinsidetheyard.I’ll

giveyoupainkillers,you’llbefine.”

“Idon’twanttobefine!”

MaNtusi’sheadtitstotheside,hereyebrowcurves

upasawestruckherface.

Thakasasighsandbrusheshisfaceinfrustration.“I

wanttosleep,please.”Histonesoftensandbegs.

MaNtusisitsonthebedandholdshishand.

Somethinghappenedtohim,hewashappywhenhe

lefthome.



“Whathappened,myeniwami?”sheasksworriedly.

“Imissmydad,”hesays.

Shedidn’texpectthisone.He’snevercriedforhis

fatherbefore.EvenwhenhediedThakasawasthe

onewhocomfortedothersandbecameapillarof

theManqeles.

“Whydoyoumisshim?”sheasks.

“There’ssomuchIstillneededtolearnfrom him.

TherearethingsIfailtohandleandgothrough

alone,”hesays.

“Butyou’remarried,youdon’thavetogothrough

anythingalone.I’m here,”shesays.

“Iknow,mylove.Butit’snoteverythingthatIcan

sharewithyou.SometimesIneedamanwhogave

birthtometotellmewhattodo.Hetaughtmetobe

strongbuttherearethingsthatIfailtobestrongfor.

Ineednewstrategiestodealwiththem.His

teachingsandmyownheartarefailingme.Idon’t

knowwhattodo.”

Amomentofsilencepasses.



Thenshesighs,“Doyouwanttotalktosomeone

professionalatleast?”

“No,IwanttosleepMaNtusi.”

Shenods,“I’llbringyourfood.”

“Thankyou.”Heturnsandliesonhisstomach.

MaNtusibrusheshisshoulderandsighsbefore

takinghersonandleaving.

MaKhumalostaresatherasshewalkspastthe

kitchentoputLondainbedinPhethy’sroom.It’s

almosttimeforprayer,where’sThakasa?

Shefollowsbehindwithherhandsonthehips.She

heardthecardrivingin,obviouslyhe’shomeandhe

didn’tevenbothergreeting.

“Where’syourhusband?”sheasksMaNtusi.

“Oh,he’snotwell.Hehasaheadache,sohewon’tbe

joiningusforprayeranddinner.”

“Sickpeopledon’tpraynow?”

“He’sresting,Ma.”



“That’swhatyoutwowanttoteachLondokuhle?

Thatit’sokaytodisappearfrom familyprayersand

dinner.No,surelyhecansacrificeafewminutesto

prayandeat,thenI’llgivehim somethingforthe

headache.”

MaNtusidecidestoletmotherandsonhandleit.

SheshushesLondabacktosleepwhileMaKhumalo

leavestosortoutThakasa.

“Kuyangenwala?”MaKhumaloasksatthedoor.

Thakasa’sgroanisenoughpermissionforherto

pushthedoorandletsherselfin.

“Whyareyousleeping?Didn’tyouseethetime?”

“Ma,please!Ihaveaheadache.”

“Thatheadache,whendiditstart?”

“Awhileago.”

“Come,we’llprayforit.”

“Idon’twantprayers,Iwant…”Heholdshisbreath

andpullsapillowtohisface.



“Whatdoyouwant?”MaKhumaloasks.

Hereleasesthebreathheheldforasecond.“Iwant

Phelo’smotherback.”

“Didshebreakupwithyou?”

“Yes,”hesaysandinhalesasharpbreath.

“She’llcomeback,letherbreathe,wealldealwith

griefdifferently.”

“IlostmybrothertoobutIdidn’tdumpher.Ma,my

heartisnotmadeofstone,Idofeelpainwhenshe

hurtsme.”

“Soyou’regoingtolieandsayyouhaveaheadache,

causeMaNtusipanicandcryonherbedthroughout

thenight?Trustme,she’llleaveyouaswelland

thirstymenouttherewon’twasteanytimetocatch

her.You’llbecomeazombie,youknowhowyour

wifebecomes.”

“That’swhyIneedtorest,Ihavetogetmyemotions

togetherandbeemotionallypresentwhereIam.

MaNtusiandIareinagoodplace,Idon’twantto

ruinthat.”



“Butyou’realreadyskippingprayeranddinner.

You’regoingtoruinyourmarriageagain,obviously.”

“Ilovethatgirl,I’m notpretending.Ireallydo.Iwish

shecanseepastmymistakesandallowme…”

“Thakasa!”hismotherroars.

Hesighs,“Okay,I’llcomeshortly.”

MaKhumaloshakesherheadindisappointmentand

walksout.

There’sonlyonepersonhecantalktorightnowand

becalm.Hissister…heliesonhisbackanddialsher

number.

“Duyaza,”Mawandeanswers.

“Hey,areyoubusy?”That’showallofthem begin,

shealreadyknowsthatthere’ssomethinggoingon.

“Wecantalk.What’sgoingon?”sheasks.

“Webrokeup,”hesays.

“YouandMaNtusi?”

“No.”



Shesighs,“I’m sorry.Whatwasthereason?”

“Shesaidsheneedsspace.Idon’tunderstandwhat

kindofspacebecausewedon’tstaytogether,I

rarelygettospendtimewithheranyway.

Bengingasonaiscefekuye.Welasthadsex….”

Mawandecoughs,hetakesadeepbreathand

pauses.Sometimesheforgetsthatshe’safourth

born,only25yearsold.

“I’m sorry,I’m justgoingthroughalot.Thisisthe

firsttimeIgothroughsomethinglikethiswithher.”

“Butyouguyshavebrokenupmanytimesbefore

andfixedthings,”Mawandesays.

“She’sneverbrokenupwithme.Maybethere’s

someoneelse.Idon’tknowwhattothink.”

“Ifthere’ssomeoneelseareyougoingtoaccepthim

andrespecthim likeMaNtusididwithher?”

Mawandeasksoutofcuriosity.

“Excuseyou?Wehaveachildtogether,I’m not

lettinganymonkeycomeandgroannexttomy

daughter.I’llsortNomkhosiout,Iknowshe’lllether

guarddownintime.She’smine!”



“Whatdoyoumean?Howareyougoingtosorther

out?”Mawande.

“Iknowhercirclenowandmyforefathersapproveof

myseedbeingnurturedbyherwomb.I’llgivemy

daughterasibling.Eventuallyshe’llhavearingon

herfingerandit’llbeme,thefatherofherchildren,

whoputit.”

“Isthatevenlegal?”Mawandeasksinastonishment.

“Isitlegaltobreaksomeone’sheartwithouta

reason?NomkhosiknowsthatIcannotlivewithout

her.Shesawmetryingtobreakthingswithherso

manytimesandfailing.She’sdoingthistotorture

me,that’sall.”

“Yoh!It’salmosttimeforprayer,pleasebeokay.

Thinkofeverythingyou’vesurvived,youcannotleta

womanaskingforspaceturnyouintoazombie.Eat

andliveyourlife.”

Hesighs,“Thankyou,mntakama.”

He’snotokaybuttalkingtohissisteralwayscalms

him downandputssomesenseintohishead.



HelogsintohisbankappandtransfersR10000to

NomkhosiNsele.Herfamilycanaffordthefuneral,

themostluxuriousonethiscountryhaseverseen,

buthe’llthrowinhisfivecentsaswell.

Hefollowsupwiththesms;“PLEASELETMEKNOW

IFIT’SSHORT.MYHEARTISWITHYOU.

ULIPHATHEKAHLEIKHEKHELAMIMAZIKODE.”

.
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MAWANDE

Shehaddinneralone,whichisn’tanewthingtoher.

It’sbeenthatwayeversinceNyezipassedon.

Sometimeskidsdocomeandkeephercompany

andsometimestheirmothersrefuse.‘Akazalanga

nganiezakhe,’that’sthequestionshe’sheardbeing

thrownaroundafewtimes.

Bhambathaagreedtogotothenyangawithhis

motherandseeminglyeverythingwentwell.Mrs

Myezahasn’tsentanymessages,Bhambatha



droppedheroffandleftforwhateveremergency.

Yes,theytraveledtogether.Thatcountsfor

something;there’salightattheendofthetunnel.

Gettingacallfrom Thakasahasgivenhersomething

elsetothinkaboutotherthantheMyezabitter

relationships.Personally,she’sneverdisregarded

thefactthatherbrothers,anyofthem,could

becomeapolygamistoneday.ButThakasawasthe

onewhowasalwaysanti-polygamy.Heonlywanted

togetmarriedonce,havekidsandlivehislifewith

onewoman,MaNtusi.

Butnowallthathavechanged,hewantsasecond

woman.He’salreadydrawnapictureofhisfuture,it

fitsallthreeofthem andtheirkids,andnowthat

Nomkhosiisbackingouthe’scrushed.Hefeels

powerless.It’sanotherdream crushed.Dream after

dream,likeaseriesoffailures.

ButcanNomkhosibeblamedforbreakingthingsoff?

Notatall.ShewastherethedaySqalodied,fora

dayshegotaglimpseofwhatbeingaManqelewife

entails.Everyoneacceptedtheirrelationship,there’s

nosneakingaroundanymore,whichhasbrought



newlighttotheirrelationship.Maybethatlightburnt

someofhercomfortzones,ormaybeitbroughtlight

intothingsthatwereinthedarkbefore.Anyway

she’sgone,maybenotforeverbutThakasais

hurting.MaNtusiisabouttogetcaughtinthemiddle

andshe’llhaveherowndramatospare.

Owww,dearLord!Thisistoomuch.Eventhecrazy

Khanyodoesn’tbringthismuchdramatothefamily.

Well,Temahasalwaysmindedherownbusiness,

workedwiththebrothersprofessionallyandstayed

outofdrama.

“Areyouokay?”thevoicecomesfrom thedoor.She

liftshereyesandreleasesasigh.She’sbeenlyingin

bedandthinkingaboutallthedramathatsurrounds

her.Nowhere’ssomeonewhocanputanendtoher

distress.

“Yeah,I’m okay,”shesays.

Hewalksin,takeshisshoesoffandsitsonbed.She

didn’tevenknowthathewascoming.He’sstillnot

comfortablewiththem doingthingsinhisbrother’s

house.



“Youlookedsodeepinyourthoughts.What’son

yourmind?”heasks.

Shedoesn’ttellhisbrother’sbusinesstoanyone.

“Iwasthinkingaboutyou,”shelieswithasmileon

herface.

Hisupperlipcurvesupinaghostofasmile.He’s

cute,abitthuggishinthoselongcamouflagepants

andblackhoodiebutshewouldn’thavehim any

otherway.

“I’m here,don’tthinknomore.”Hepullsherforahug

andkissesherlipsaffectionately.Thenhesighsand

liesonherlap.Abitheavybutthey’vedonethings

from differentpositions.Sometimeswithhiswhole

bodyontopofher.Thisisnothing.

“DoyouthinknowMaandIaregoingtobeokay?”

heasks.

“Yes.Sheknowswhatshe’sdoing.Whoknows,

maybeyou’llbecomingtochurchwithusaswell.

Hebreaksintolaughter.Churchandhim?Nope.

“Ilovemylifethewayitis.”



Well,shewasjusttestingwaters.

“Sowhatdidthemando?”sheasks.

“Youdon’twanttoknow.Ihavetosleephome

today,”hesays.

Sillyherforthinkinghewasgoingtosleephere,with

her!

Somethingstrikeshismind.Helooksupather,

“Babe,whatdidyouwanttotellmeearlier?You

lookedtroubled.”

Sigh!Benjaminmadeherswearonherfather’sgrave

butshewasgoingtotellhim anyway.Maybenot

todaybecauseshedidn’twanthim tonotgowithhis

mother.Shedidthemostforhim togetthis

Nxumalo’shelp.

“Didyounoticeanythingweirdwiththeman?”she

asks.

“Yes,he’suglyandveryunpleasanttobearound.”

Shelaughsatthat.

“AnythingyounoticedbetweenMaandhim?”she

asks.



Hefrowns,“No.”

“Nothingatall?”

Hesitsup,“Justtellmewhat’sgoingon.”

“Ithinksomethinghappened.Mablurteditout,”she

says.

“Somethinglikewhat?”

“Sexualviolation.”

Hefrowns,“Waitwaitwait,sexualviolationtowho?

Bywho?”

“Yourmotherwassexualviolatedbythatnyanga

beforeheagreedtohelpyou.There’shistory

betweenhim andyourfather,whenhe…”

He’suponhisfeet.

“Bruh,you’retrippin’!You’recrazy.Sexualvio…?To

mymother?Areyouseriousrightnow?”

Sheexpectedareaction.Shealsowentintoan

emotionaldeformationafterconfirmingMrs

Myeza’swhereaboutsfrom Benjamin.

“IalsocalledBenjaminandaskedifheeverdrove



Mathereandhesaidyes.Shesleptthereand

instructedBenjamintopickherupinthemorning.”

“WhothefuckisBenjamin?Whyareyoucalling

aboBenjamin?”

“He’syourmother’sdriver,theoneNyezigotforher.”

He’sscratchinghisfaceandpacingaroundtheroom.

She’sactuallyfreakedoutalittlebit.There’sagun

onhiswaist.Hestillhasn’tlearnttoleaveitinthe

car.

“ThatsamemorningIfoundyourmothercryingin

herbedroom.Sheblurtedoutsomethingaboutbeing

thatnyanga’ssexualslavethewholenightforyou

to…”Heslidesdowntothefloorwithhishandsover

hishead.“…foryoutogetthehelpyouwere

refusing,”Mawandesays.

“No,no,no!Nobodytouchesmymother.Nobody

takesadvantageofher.NOBODY!”

“Okay,mylove,butwehavetobecalm.I’m still

tryingtocollectalltheevidence,tomorrowI’llgoto

yourmother’sdoctorbecausethat’swhereshewent

thenextmorning.Iguessshewantedtodotests,



justtobesafefrom sexualtransmitteddiseases.”

Hisbrowsfurrowed.Tearsrundownhisface.His

headisspinning.Bloodboilinghot.Hisveinsare

threateningtoburst,heneedstopunchsomebody.

NotMawandethough….thewall.

Mawandegasps,“Bhambatha!”

“She’s56.Mymotheris56yearsold.18May1964.

Doyoufeelme?She’sanoldwoman.”

“Iknow,baby,”shesays.

He’syellingather-thewrongperson-togethis

frustrationsout.

“Shehasthisfuckin’thing…whatisitcalled?

Arthritis.”

Mawandenods.She’swellawareofthat,butshe

neverthoughthekneworcaredaswell.

“She’sagrown,fragilewoman.Doyoufeelme?SoI

don’tcarewhatmyfatherowedhim,Idon’tcarethat

hecreatedmeorwhatever,anyonewhotouchesmy

motherisputtingmebacktojail.Badaboom,bada

bing,Idon’tcare.It’sfuck-offo’clock,he’sshuffling



offthemortalcoil.Tonighthe’sgoingtosuckthe

kumara!”

“Idon’twantyoutogotojail.”Tearsarewellingup.

Apartofherregretstellinghim beforethepolice.

Thishurtsherasmuchasithurtshim,MrsMyezais

amothertoher,butshedoesn’twanttoloseanyone

inthenameofjustice.

“I’vekilledinnocentpeoplebefore.I’m notgoingto

bescaredwhenit’stimetokillacuntthatdeserves

it.I’dbedamned!”

“Soyou’rereadytoleavemeandgotojail?”she

asks.

“I’m alwaysreadyforanythinginlife,Mawande.Loya

msunuhadhislastbreakfasttoday.Kusasa

amapharishiayogxabhaeleleeqhweninjenge-

sausage.”Heliftshishoodieoverhisface,wipes

tearsoffandwalksoutwithhisphoneinhand.He’s

callingsomeone….Nxumaloisdead!

Mawandeisstillsittinginbedwrappedinmiseryand

regret.Outofeverything;murderplanning,curses

andzerochangeincharacter,she’sonlyworried



abouthim goingtojail.Theonlythingshedoesn’t

wanttocomeoutofthissituationisanarrestof

someoneshe’sgrownsocomfortableandinlove

with.

Buthe’sreadytoleaveheranytimeforjail.He’snot

scaredofbeingawayfrom her.Whattheyhave

togetherisapriority,buttherearethingshe’dput

aboveitanytime,anyday.He’dnevercompromise

forit.He’llalwaysdothingsthewayhe’salways

donethem,herbeinginhislifedoesn’tchangethat

andithurts.

Thedoorcloses,he’sgone.Hemightandmightnot

comeback.

Tearsareblindinghervision,herfingersdialthefirst

numberthatcomestoherhead.

“Mawande,”heanswersbreathingheavily.There’sa

huffinginhisbackground.

“Hello?”hesayswhenshedoesn’trespond.

Mawande’shandisstilloverhermouth,she’strying

nottobreakdownandcryoverthephonebecause

Thakasawillbejumpingintothecarandcomingto



Mangetheintheblinkofaneye.

“Yes,it’sjust…”shesniffsbacktears.

Hegroansoutinpleasureasthefemale’svoicecalls

outhisnamedemandinghisattention.

“I’llcallyouback,”h

esaystoheranddropsthecallmoaning.

Whattimeisit?Thissucks.Sheshouldn’thave

calledhim atthishour,obviouslyhe’sstillmakingup

toMaNtusiforallthebullshit.
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CHAPTER75

BHAMBATHA

Heaskedthewifetoleave,hedidn’tcarewhether

shesawhisfaceornot,atthatmomentnothing

matteredmorethanlookingathismother’sabuser

intheeye.IttookNxumalotimetorealizethat

somethingwaswrong,itwasuntilhesawthegunin

hishand.

“MfanakaMyezakwenzenjani?”heaskedsittingup

andputtinghisveston.

“Standup!”Hisknucklesweresorefrom punching

walls.Tearswerestillburninghiseyes,hisheart

tooheavyinhischest.Nothingcouldeverpreparea

childforthesexualviolationoftheirparent.He’sthe

firstborn,theonewhoshould’veprotectedhis

motherafterthedeathoftheirfather.Buthe’sbeen



nowheretobefoundandthisiswhereithasled.His

motherwastakenadvantageofbecauseshewasan

old,defenselesswomaninneed.

“Whydidyourapemymother?”heaskedonce

Nxumalostoodupinhisscotchshortandingwe

vest.

“Ineverrapedyourmother.”Hecould’veconvinced

him ifhewasstupid.Butnah,hesawrightthrough

him.

“Whatdoyoucallwhatyoudid?”heasked.

“Ididherafavorandshereturnedit.Yourmother

knowshowmuchyourfatherowedme.”

“I’m goingtodoyouafavoraswell.”Hethrewarope

andpointedagunathim.“Tieyourankles,makeit

tightsothatyouwon’tbeabletomove.”

Nxumalofrowned,“Why?”

“Sothatyouwon’tbeabletomove,whydoIneedto

repeatmyself?”hesnapped.

Nxumalopickedtherope,lookedatitandshookhis

head.Hewasnotpreparedtotiehimselfwitharope,



that’sbadluck.

Bhambathafiredagunandpurposelymissedhim.

Themuzzlereportandrecoilwerereducedbya

silencer.Neighborsheardnothing,eventhosewho

heardsomethingthoughtitwasadrum or

something.

Nxumalofelltothefloorandquicklytiedhisankles

together.

“Isaidtiethem tightly.Yourhandsweren’tshaking

whentheywereallovermymother,”Bhambatha

saidharshly,hisvoicehoarseandcloakedinpain

andanger.

Nxumalotrembledandtriedtotiehisanklestighter.

Bhambatha’sCombatbootlandedatthesideofhis

face,hisjawsstartedbleeding.

“Mfana,don’tangermyancestors,”hethreatened.

“Therearenoancestorshere.Ancestorsdon’tstay

indirtyplaces.Thiswholeplaceisarapescene.

Shutthefuckup,there’snoancestorhere,you’re

delusional.”



Hetookouthandcuffsandcuffedtogether

Nxumalo’shands.“DoIneedtotapeyourstinking

mouth?”heasked.

“Please,let’stalk.Wecanresolvethis,Ibroughtyou

tothisearthson,”Nxumalopleaded.

“Eyeyey!You’renotGod.Youdidn’tcreateshit,

excepttheseuselessmedicinesofyours.”Hewent

tothetableandturnedthelampoff.Heusedhis

phoneforlight,Nxumalowaslyingonthefloorwith

bothhishandsandfeettied.

“Youlivelikeawitch,youdielikeawitch.You

rememberhowcommunitiesusedtokillwitches

backinthedays?”

Nxumalocried,“Let’stalk,mfana.”

Bhambathadidn’tlisten.Hedidn’tcare.Hewas

goingtodoitheartlesslyandbrutally.Hetaped

Nxumalo’smouth,walkedtothedoorandlockedit

from theoutside.

Hesprinkledpetrolonthegrassroofandsetitalight.

Hedidn’twaitnorlookback,helefttherondavelin

flamesanddroveoff.



.
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He’sbeendrivingaroundLembedeStreetlookingfor

thisbuildingandgettinglost.This‘lifeexpert’issaid

toworkfrom here,10thfloor.Hedoesn’twaitforthe

lift,heclimbsupthestairs.

Hetookashowerbuthedidn’tchangehisclothes.

Helookslikeacriminalwithahoodieoverabeanie

andbloodshoteyes.Oh,he’soneanyway.

Hedidn’tcallorbookanyappointment,he’sjusthere,

he’sgotbothcashandcreditcard-howeverthey’ll

wanthim topay.

Hebumpsintoheratthedoor.Shelooksexactly

howheimaginedhertobe;dark-skinned,fitandtall.

She’sbreathingeducation-flavoredairwiththose

specson.She’swearingoneofthosefakeafrowigs

andbabypinksuit.

“Gentleman,canIhelpyou?”Itlookslikeshe’sgoing

outforlunchorsomething.Shehasherbag,car

keysandphoneinhand.



“Howmuchdoyouchargefortalking?”heasks

takinghiswalletout.

Shelooksconfused.

“Didyoumissorcancelyourappointment?”

“Thisismyappointment.Ineedyourhelp,I’m

desperate.”He’sbeingvulnerableanddesperate

withastranger.Butit’sherjob,isn’t?Shesignedup

forthis.

“Iwasgoingoutforlunchwithmyfiancee,maybe

youcanwait…”

“Idon’twanttowait,Ihavetogohomeandfixthings

withmymother.Shewassexuallyviolatedbecause

ofme.”

Shesighsindefeatandturnsbacktothedoorofher

officewiththekey.Thishasneverhappenedinher

entirecareer,peoplebookforsessionsandpay

upfront.

“Here,”sheshowshim aleatherchairandsits

behindherdesk.

Hesits,hishandsareshakingalittlebit,killing



Nxumalodidn’teasethepainorreleasetheanger

boilinginsidehim.

“Wouldyoulikesomewater?”DrDlamini,the

psychologicalcounselor,asks.

Heshakeshisheadandrubshishandstogether.

“I’m BhambathaMyeza,”hesaysandliftshiseyesto

her.

There’sacoldchillrunningdownherspineastheir

eyesmeet.Helookshungryforblood,there’s

somethingpokingoutofhiswaist.

“I’m abadson,acurse,disappointmentanddisgrace.

Mymotherhaslosteverythingbecauseofme;

friends,relatives,husband.Everythingthatmeant

theworldtoher.Afewdaysagoshelostherdignity,

allbecauseofme.”Hetakesadeepbreathand

shakeshishead,takenbackbythepathhechose

andhowithasaffectedhismother.

“I’m selfish,Doc.Mymotherdideverythingforme,I

didn’tcare.Ihadnodankie.Ineverreciprocatedthat

love.Ijustwantedmyfather.Ionlycaredabouthis

validationandattention.Mymotherhasbeenthere



formesincebirth.She’salwayshadmyback,loved

meanddefendedmetirelessly.Ineverappreciated

that,itwasnormalformetotakefrom herandnot

giveback.Iwassoinvestedingettingmyfather’s

attention,goodorbad,Ididn’tpayattentionnorcare

ifmymotherwashurting.Ihatedherwhenshesaid

shewisheditwasmewhodiedinsteadofmy

brother,butnowIrealizethatIhadnoreasonto.She

wasright,Idon’tdeservetolive.Idon’tdeserveher

asamother,Idon’tdeserveanything.”

DrDlaminiopenshermouthtospeakbuthecutsher

in.

“Imaginebeingsafefor56yearsandthenget

sexuallyviolatedwhenyou’reclosetothegrave,only

becauseyouwanttohelpyoursonwho’sneverdone

asinglethingtomakeyouproud.Adirty,uglyman!

Shehadtoendurehim doingashepleaseswithher

bodythroughoutthenight.HowdoIeverforgetthat?

Myfatherdied,Nyezialsodied,I’m theonlymaleshe

hasleft.Ididn’thavetograduate,Ididn’thavetogo

tochurch,Ididn’thavetogetmarriedandproduce

grandkids,Ididn’thavetostayhomeandcleanthe



yard.Ialreadyfailedallthat.Ionlyhadonejob;to

protectmymotherfrom beingviolatedbycruelmen

outthere.Imanagedtoprotectmybrother’swife,

someoneIhardlykneworhadanyrelationshipwith.

ButwithmyownmotherIfailed,shewastreatedlike

ahelplesswidowbythat…”Heballshishandintoa

fistandbumpsitonthedesk.

“Okay,pleasestaycalm.Youcantakeresponsibility

foryourmistakesbutnotforwhatanothermandid

toyourmother.”

“Howcanonepersonbesobad?There’snolight.

HowdidIbecomesuchuselessmotherfucker?My

motherisawaitingtestsfrom doctorsbecausethat

mandidherdirty.”Hegetsuponhisfeetand

brusheshisface.“HowdoIlivewithmyselfknowing

thatImademymotherbecomeastatisticofvictims

ofsexualviolation?”

HeturnstoDrDlaminiandstaresather.She’s

lettinghim releaseeverythinginhischest,it’safirst

steptowardshealing.

“Aren’tyousupposedtobegivingmeanswers?You



knoweverything,thisisyourjob,right?”

Shenods,“Yes,It’smyjob.”

“Thendoit.HowdoIlivewithmyself?”heasks.

“You’veacknowledgedthatyouneedhelpandyou

knowexactlywhathasledyoutothispoint.Nowyou

needtoopenyourselftoforgiveness-forgive

yourselfand…”

Hesighs,“Wereyouevenlistening?Ihaven’tdone

anythingtomyself.WhydoIneedtoforgivemyself

asifIbrokemyownankleintentionally?Ifailedto

protectmymotherandnowshehastolivewiththis

nastyexperienceofbeingfuckedbyamanshe

didn’tlovethewholenightbecausesheneeded

help.”

“Forgivingyourselfmeanstakingaccountabilityfor

yourmistakesandseparatingwhoyouarefrom

whatyou’vedone.It’llenableyoutomakenecessary

changesandgrowfrom yourexperiences.Oncethat

isdone…”Hesighsagainandsitsbackonthecouch.

HepullsouthiswalletandtakesR100notes.He

doesn’tevenbothercountingthem,heputsthem on



herdesk.

“ThisismorethanwhatIchargeforonesession,”

saysDrDlaminihesitantly.

Heslideshiswalletbackintohispocketandwalks

out.Shetriestostophim,therearethingsshe’dlike

him todoathomethatmighthelphim.Buthe’snot

inlisteningmode,shetakesthemoneyandchecks

herfiancee’sangrytextsonherphone.Phewww,

whataday!

.

.

MAWANDE

She’swokenupbyThakasa’scall.Shedoesn’teven

rememberwhenshefellasleep,shewasdetermined

tostayupthewholenightandwaitforacall,or

anything,from Bhambatha.

“Hey,I’m sorryaboutlastnight,”hesays.

“Iunderstand,itwaslate.Areyouokay?”sheasks.



“Athome,yes.Inlife,no.Butthingsaregoingtobe

okay.Whataboutyou,whydidyoucall?”

“Iwasjustgoingthroughthings.It’snoteasy,Ithink

Imessedupbigtime.Bhambathahasbeengone

sincelastnight.Idon’tknowwhereheis,maybehe’s

injail.”

“Whoah,whathappened?Didhedosomethingto

you?”heasks.

“No,Itoldhim somethingandhewentnuts.I’ve

neverseenhim likethatbeforeandnowIregreteven

tellinghim.”

“He’sasoldier,Iknowhe’snotstupid,he’sgoingto

behomesafe.Wait,areyounowlivingwithhim?”

Agiggleescapeshermouth.Isthatevenhis

business?

“No.Butifwedidwoulditbeaproblem?”sheasks.

“Yes,theyhaven’ttoldusanything.Ithastobe

officialanddoneright.”

“Ijusthopehe’ssafe.I’m notreadytoloseanother

man.”



“He’llbeback,trustme.Ifyoudon’thearanythingin

thenexttwohourscallme.”

Thatgiveshersomekindofsolace.Herbrotherwill

behere,sheknowsthatnobodyreallycaresabout

BhambathaintheMyezafamilyexcepthismother.

Shetakesashoweranddressesupbeforesittingin

frontoftheTVwithabowlofJungleOats.It’s

morningnewsandoneofthetopstoriesisabouta

traditionaldoctorwhowasburntaliveinhishome.

Herheartstartsracingwhentheymentionhim by

name,famouslyknownasBab’Nxumalo.Thepolice

areabouttoinvestigate,they’refollowingallthe

leads.

“OhGod!”shesighsbreathingheavilywithherhands

shaking.

Whyishenotreturninghertextmessages?Whatif

MrsMyezafindsout?It’llcompletelydestroytheir

relationship,shemightevengetblamedforpushing

him tocommitcrime.



Herphonerings.It’shim.Shealmostbreathesher

lungsout.

“I’vebeensoworried.Whereareyou?”sheasks

pickingup.

“Sisipleasecomeoverhishouse.Somethinghas

happened,”sayssomeonewhosevoiceshecan’t

familiarize.

“Happenedtowho?Whoareyou?Whyareyouusing

hisphone?”

“I’m Nkosinathi,pleasecomeoverandtalktohim.

I’vemanagedtogetallthegunsbutIdon’tknow

what’snext.He’ssuicidal.”

Whaaaat?!

“No,no,no!Pleasedon’tlethim takehislife.Istill

needhim.Noneofthisishisfault.”She’srunningto

thebedroom tochangeshoesandgethercarkeys.

Herheartbeatisfasterthanherpace.Jointsare

failingher;shefeelsweak.Thisishermess,hadshe

kepthermouthshutnoneofthiswould’vehappened.



.

.

Oh,she’sseenthismanbefore,he’saclosefriendof

Bhambatha.Helooksjustasdevastatedassheis.

Helplesseven.

“Whereishe?”She’salreadywalkedpasthim

towardsthebathroom that’sshut.

“He’sthere,”Nathisaysstandingbehindherwitha

lowsigh.

Shetakesadeepbreathandknocks.“Bhambatha

pleaseopen.”

There’snoanswer….

“Please,it’sme.”

Nothing.

Nathireleasesasighbehindherandwalksafew

stepsaway.

“Mylove,I’m here,letmefeelwhateverpainyou’re

feeling.Ifit’sdeaththatyouwantopenandletusdie

together.”



Aminutepasses,thedoorhandlemoves,heopens

andletsherin.Sheclosesthedoorandturnstoface

him.Hiswhitebathroom wallshavetrailsofblood

onthem,soarehisknuckles.Punchingwallsagain!

Helookslikeamess.He’sstillwearingthesame

clothes.

Shetriestohughim butherefusesandgoesto

standbythewindow.He’sbarefooted.Thisisthe

mosthorriblestateshe’severseenhim in.

“Whatdoyouwantustodo?”sheasks.

Silence.

“IcanaskNkosinathitogiveyourgunbackbutmy

questionishowisthatfairtomeandyourmother?”

“Youdon’tknowwhatI’m goingthrough.Your

motherhasneverbeentouchedbyanyonethe

wrongway,”hecloaksoutheavily.

“Shedidallthattohaveyoubackinherlife.Nowyou

wanttokillyourself.That’snotfair,Bhambatha.”

“Idon’tknowhowtogoon.Iruinedthewhole56

yearsofherlife.Shehastowakeupeverydayand



livewiththis.Mymotherisreligious,sherespects

herbodyandwouldneveruseittobenefitanything.I

havedevaluedher,destroyedhersouland…”

Mawandetakesafewstepsforwardandstandsin

frontofhim.Shedoesn’ttouchhim though,she

foldsherarmsandstaresathim.

“Howdoyouwanttogobackhome?Inacoffin

accompaniedbyagoatoryouwanttogotherenow

andlookatyourmotherintheeyeandsay,“Ma,I’m

sorry”?”sheasks.

Deepbreath…

She’swaiting.

“Iwanttogohome,”hesays.

“Inwhatway?”sheasks.

“Iwanttolookatmymotherlikeachildandaskfor

forgiveness.”

Hehadtowanthismother’sforgivenessonhisown.

Hehadtoseehismistakesandunderstandhowfar

hismotherhasgoneandisstillwillingtogoforhim.

Apologizinghadtobehisdecisionforittobe



genuine.

“Iwanttogobackhome,”hesays.

Mawandewalkscloserandhugshim.Thistimehe

allowsherto.

“I’m sorry.”Heburieshisheadoverhershoulderand

releasesadeepbreath.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

SEASONFINALE

CHAPTER76

BHAMBATHA

He’sbroughthomebyhislatebrother’swife,

Mawande.They’vetraveledtogether,mostlyatnight,

fortheirpersonalreasons.Todaythingsaredifferent

though,it’saboutfamilymorethanaboutthem.It’s

aboutrestoringpeaceattheMyezas,unityand

forgiveness.He’shumble;sittingbelowthegatewith

hisheadburiedbetweenhisknees.IfNathididn’t

comeontimehecould’vedied,Mawandecouldbe

insidethehousetoreportnewsofhisdeath.Itwas

impulsiveness,he’dnevertakehisownlife-ithas

nevercrossedhisminduntiltwohoursago.

Mawandecomesoutofthehousewithaphone

againstherear.Heliftshiseyesandlooksatheras

shegetsnearer.Hisbrotherfoundherfirstandleft,



nowshe’stheoneforhim too.

Hecan’tapologizeenoughforeverythinghe’sdone

toshakeherworld.

“I’m sorry,”hesaysonceagainandexhalesheavily

andcastshiseyestotheground.

Shealmostwentthroughitagain-thatpainoflosing

alovedone.It’snotfair,sheaskedhim morethan

onceifhewasreadytoleaveherandhefailedto

reassureher.

“She’scoming.Ididn’ttellheraboutthesuicide

attempt.”Sheglancesatthescreenofherphone

andreleasesasigh.“Itwasyou,right?”

She’saskingaboutNxumalo.

Henods,“Yes.”

“Okay,”sherubsherhandstogetherandblowsout.

Ifthere’sanytimetoendwhattheyhaveitwouldbe

now.She’sawomanofGod,righteousnessand

morals,andBhambathaiseverythingshe’sagainst.

He’sregretful,notforkillingNxumalobutfor

disappointingherthismuch.



“Icanmakethingsright,”hesaysinalowwhisper.

Justthinkingaboutgoingthroughcomingdays

withoutherupsetshim deeplyinthestomach.

“Didanyoneseeyou?”sheasks.

Henods,“Yes,thewife.”

“Bhambatha!”shesighsheavily.

“Cansherecognizeyou?”

“Idon’tknow,”hesays.

“Iguessyoumightgotojailasprepared.Idon’teven

knowwhyI’m stressingmyselfaboutit,you’ve

alwaysbeenreadytoleaveme.”

“That’snottrue.I’m scaredoflosingwhatyouandI

havetogether.SometimesIactimpulsively,

especiallywhenI’m angry.”Hegetsupandtouches

herarm.Sheforceshereyestomeethis.She’s

hurting!

Sheexhalesheavily,“Idon’ttrustyou.”

“Whatdoyouwantmetodotoprovemyselfto

you?”heasks.



“Don’tgotojail,”shesayslikeit’shiscall.Hedoesn’t

gettodecidewhetherhe’sjailedornot.

“Dowhateveryougottadotobearound.”She’s

tellinghim tobribesomeone,orkill,ordestroy

evidence.Whateverhehastodo.

“Anddon’tsayanythingtoMa.Allthiswillkillher

soul,figureitoutandbringnothingbutpeaceinher

life,”shesays.

Hisfingerscaressherskinontheupperarm,his

eyeshavenosparkbutthey’restillpenetratingher

soul.

“Whataboutus?Wheredowestand?”Histoneis

kneadedwithfearanduncertainty.

“Istillloveyou,”shesays.

Hepullshertohisembraceandrestshischinontop

ofherhead,eyestightly-shut.

“I’m reallysorry,mylove.Ididn’tmeantoputyou

throughallthis.Ididn’tmeantodragyouintomy

mess.Iwantnothingbut…”

Someoneclearsherthroat.Mawandequicklybreaks



awayfrom hisembrace.

It’sMrsMyezastaringatthem.Theydeservethat

stare,theyaredoingtoomuchinpublic.

“Youdidn’tsleephome,”shesayslookingat

Bhambatha.Shehasn’theardaboutNxumalo’s

deathyet.

“Therewasanemergencyatwork,”hesays

scratchinghishead.

“Wheredoyouwork?”sheasks.

HeglancesatMawande,sheslightlyshrugsher

shoulders.

“Don’tlookather,you’retalkingtome.Itookyouto

someoneforustogethelp,youagreedandIspent

mymoneyonthatmanonlyforyoutobreakallthe

rulesanddisrespectmeagain.”

“I’m sorry,”hesays.

Thisisit,she’sdone.Thisiswhereshestopstrying

tomotherhim.

“Ihavenothingelsetosay.Iwishyounothingbut

luck,mychild.Ihopeyousurvive,”shesays.



Tearsburnhiseyes.Lookingathismother’seyeshe

seesnohope,noanger,justplaindisappointment.

“Iwanttocomebackhome,”hesays.“I’llbeasonto

you.Iwanttomakeyouproud.”

“It’stoolate,afterthestuntyoupulledonmelast

nightIdon’tthinkI’llever…”

“Itwasamistake,”-Mawandeinterjects.

Theybothlookather.

“HecametomyhouseandIbeggedhim nottoleave.

Iwasfeelinglonelyandscared,”shesays.

“Whydidn’tyoucomeandsleepwithmeifyouwere

scared?”MrsMyezaasks.

SheglancesatBhambatha,he’sstillshockedatthe

lie.“Ineededhim withme.Itwasmorethanjust

physicalsafety,”shesays.

MrsMyezalosesit.

“KaMaNqeleyouknowhowimportantyesterdaywas

forme.Howcanyoubesoselfish?Puttingyour

sexualneedsabovethisfamily’speaceandunity!”



“I’m reallysorry.I’lldomybesttofindsomeonewho

canhelpyousincethisonewasn’tcarriedouttoits

fullinstructions.”

“OnlyNxumaloknowshowtohelpus.Otherswon’t

knowwhathedid,he’stheonlybest.”

“Pleasegivemeafewdays,IpromiseyouI’llfind

someonewhocanhelpwiththis.Mybrotherknows

peoplewhoknowpeople.”

“I’llcallNxumalofirstandaskifthere’sanydamage

controlwecando.”

“He’sdead.”

“Who?”

“Nxumalo.Itwasonthenewsinthemorning,a

houseburntwithhim inside.”

“How?”Disbeliefdwellsonherface.Shelooks

faintlyforamoment.

“Ithinkitwasanaccident,”Mawandesays,hereyes

brieflylockswithBhambatha’s.Heclearshisthroat

andlooksaway.

Hismotherlooksathim.Itwouldbebadofherto



thinksoillofherson,butwouldn’thedoit?Hedidn’t

likeNxumalothatmuch,hequestionedand

challengedeveryinstructionhelaidout.

“Doyoureallywanttocomebackhome?”sheasks

him.

“Yes,”henods.

“You’reawareofwhatthatmeans,right?Thereare

ruleshereandeveryonehastoabide.”

“Iknowthatbut…”Hepausesandtakesadeep

breath.“Pleaseallowmetohavemyownspiritual

journeyandbeliefs.Idon’twanttobemadefeelless

becauseIdon’tdowhateveryonebelievesisright.”

“Bhambathaifyoustillwanttocommitcrimeand…”

Hecutshismothershort.That’snotwhathemeant.

“That’snotwhatImean,I’m sayingdon’tforce

religiondownmythroat.I’m goodinthat

department.”

Hismothersighsoutindefeat.Justlikeanymother,

shewantedGod-fearingchildren.Shehastoaccept

thatheisherson,butbeforehe’shersonhe’safully



independenthumanbeingwhocanmakedecision

forhimselfasfarasfaithgoes.

“Iwillcallyouruncles,they’llguideusonwhich

necessarystepsdowehavetotaketoreconcileyou

withbothmeandyourfather.Youowehim apology

aswell.”

“Soyouforgivehim?”Mawandeasks.

ShesmilesandlooksatBhambatha.Eventhough

she’swisheddeathonhim,vowedtonevershareher

spacewithhim norcallhim herson,butthisboyis

hers.

“Iwillcookisijingiforyou,”shetellshim.

Bhambatha’seyeswiden.Isijingiagain?Helikesit

but…

“No,thankyou,”hesays.

“Ahh!Nowyou’rescaredofabroom-stickbutyou’re

alwayscarryingguns.I’llcookisijingiforyou,

MaShandugavemetwopumpkinslastweek.”

“Ma,Istillhavebruises,myperfectbodywasruined.

Iswearifyoudowhat…”Hismotherwaveshim off



withahand.Everyoneknowsthatshe’snotachild-

beater,shewaspushedovertheedge.

“Yourruinedyourbodywithtattooslongtimeago.It

lookslikeSatan’stemple,”shesays.

Mawandeburstsintolaughter.Bhambathais

complaining,followingbehindhismother.Thisis

exactlywhatheaskedhernottodoaminuteago;

imposingherbeliefsonhim.

“Thisiscommonknowledge,I’m notdraggingyouto

churchorforcingBibleversesdownyourthroat,

tattoosareSatanic.Youwon’tseeheavenwithall

thatinkonyourbody,”shecontinues.Thisisher

house,she’snotgoingtoberestrictedonwhatto

sayandwhat’snot.

“Ithoughtonlythesoulwenttoheaven.You,church-

goers,God’sclassmates,alwayssaythebodyisjust

‘clay’andwillremainhereonearth.Sowhat’swrong

ifIchoosetodecoratemyclay?”

Mawandechirpsin,“Mostsinsarecommitted

throughbodies.Itdoesn’tmeanthey’llbeexcused

justbecausethebodyisnotthere.”



“Howdoyouknow?You’veneverdiedbefore,”he

asks.

“ShereadstheBible,”hismothercomesin.“Ifyou

didthesameyou’dknowthat.Yourbodyisthe

templeofGodandyourheartis…”

Hesighs!Whatdidhejustgethimselfinto?Two

God’sagentsagainstone.Thisisabouttobecome

hislife,eveninthebedroom.

Whilehismotherdeliversasermonwalkinginfront

ofthem,hegrabsthebehindofMawande’s‘temple

ofGod’.Shegaspsandyankshishandoff.

Sheturnsherheadandscowlsathim.Hekeepshis

facecalm andshowsherathumbinsertedbetween

hismiddleandpointerfinger.

Thisoneisheretodestroyhermoralsandturnher

intosomethingsheneverthoughtshewas.Howdid

hemovefrom wantingtokillhimselftomaking‘I’ll

fuckyou’signs?

.

.



NOMKHOSI

Temacametothefuneral,togetherwithMaKhumalo

andallthebrothers.MaNtusicouldn’tmakeit,

Thakasabelievesinspiritsandallthatsohedidn’t

wanthertocometothefuneralandfetchbadspirits

thatwillharm Londa.Butshedidsendher

condolencesandcheckeduponNomkhosialmost

everymorning.

TheycamebearinggiftsforNgidi,whichwillnever

makesensetoNomkhosi.Blackpeoplealwaysdo

that;gettingadeadpersonblanketsandflowers.

BothThakasaandMaKhumalocamewithblankets

togiveherdeadstepfather.Itwasgoodgesture

though,especiallyfrom MaKhumalo.Herpresence

allowedhertogrieveasmuchasshewanted.Phelo

wasinsafehands,shedidn’thavetoworryabout

her.

Temacamewithabucketofscones,helpedinthe

kitchenandservedpeopleafterthefuneral.Itgavea

lotofpeoplesisterwifevibes,somethingshe’sstill



tryingtodistanceherselffrom.

“Thesepeoplehavealreadyacceptedyou.Theysee

youasoneofthem.Howareyougoingtobreakall

theserelationships?”Ndondoaskedherthenight

afterthefuneralandshehadnostraightanswer.

Thenshereceivedanothersum ofmoneyfrom MrT

Manqele.Ndondodidn’tevenknowaboutthefirst

one.

“Iaskedhim forspacebuthe’sstillinmyspace.He

wakesmeupeverymorningwithromantic

messages,callstosayhemissesmeandsendsme

money.Idon’tknowwhatelsetosaytohim.He

doesn’tgetit.”

Ndondorolledhereyes,“He’sdoingwhatyou

enabledhim todo.”

“Whatdoyoumean?”sheasked.

“Becauseyourbreak-uplinewas;“Istillloveyouand

I’llcomebacktoyou,butIjustneedabreak”.You

weren’tfirm ashewaswhenhetoldyouwerea

sperm-dish.”



Ndondowasright.Sheneedstosettherecord

straight,evenifitmeanslyingaboutherfeelingsfor

him.Heneedstobackoffandtheonlywaytodoit

istobefirm andheartless.

***

Shewantedthem tomeetatarestaurantbut

Ndondotalkedheroutofit.Itwouldlooklikeadate

andhermotherwon’ttakeitwellsinceithasonly

beentwoweekssincetheyburiedNgidi.Sothey’re

meetingintheirhouseatWaterways.Shecame

wearingHlomukaLogisticsworkclothes.Yes,she

hadtohonorNgidi’slastwishesandjointhefamily

business.Ndondounderstoodwhensheresignedat

BantwanaHoldings,onedaytheyhadtogoseparate

waysbusiness-wise.Theirfriendshipstartedas

work-relatedbutnowthey’remorethanthat,they’re

family.

Shewalksintohim settingthetable.Thereare

covereddishes,litcandlesandabunchofflowersat



thecenterofthetable.Oneturn-offistheShembe

instrumentsplayingsoftlyinthehouse.Ifshewasn’t

tryingtobreakupwithhim thiswould’vebeen

romantictosee.He’swearingthekitchenapronand

softlyhummingtotheinstruments.

“Hi,”shegreetsandstandsawayfrom thetable.She

can’tbedistracted,notnow.

“MaZikode,”hesayssmiling.

Deepbreath,Nomkhosi.

“Icameheretotalk,”shesays.

“Iknow.Comeandhaveaseat,we’lltalkthrough

dinner.”

“No,Idon’thavetimeforthat.”

Hesighs,“It’sjustfood.Imadeaneffortandthisis

howyouthankme?”

“YoucangoandcookforMaNtusi.I’m notyour

wife,”shesays.

“Youwillbecomeonesoon.”Helooksatthetable

andrearrangessomething.“Ratemeoutoffive.”



“Thakasa!”shesnaps.

He’snottakingherserious.

“What?”heasks.

“Wearenottogether.Whatdon’tyouget?Stop

sendingmemoney,Iworkandmakemyownmoney.

Andstopcopyingmessagesfrom Googleand

sendingme.Youwouldn’tbethatromanticevenif

yourlifedependedonit.”

Helaughs,“ButI’m trying.I’m makinganeffort.You

knowhowmuchIloveyou.”

“I’m overit.Idon’thavefeelingsforyouanymore.I’d

appreciateifyoustartactinglikePhelo’sfather,not

likeRomeofrom thenovel.”

Hestaresatherforagoodminute.Shecamehere

totearhisheartapart,didn’tshe?

“WhatdidIdo?”heasksinapainedvoice.

“Nothing,youdidn’tdoanything.Ijustwantmorein

lifethanbeingyoursecondwife.I’m capableof

becomingmorethanthat.Icanbetheonlywifeto

someoneoutthere.Icanhavesomeone’swhole



heart.WhymustIlimitmyself?”

Heblowsoutandpullsachairtosit.Thisfeelslikea

punchontheface,aftereverythingthey’veworked

throughthisiswhatshebringsup?

“You’vealwaysknownthatI’m amarriedman,I

alreadyhaveawifeathome,”hesays.

“NoteverychoiceI’vemadehasbeenthebest.What

Icandoisturnmylifearoundanddobetter.And

that’sexactlywhatI’m doing.”

“Leavingmeisdoingbetter?”heasks.

“Yes,”shesays.

“Ifuckedyouforayear,gaveyouababyandfucked

yousomemore,andnowyouthinkthere’ssomeone

betteroutthere?”

“Precisely.Infact,thereissomeonebetterthanyou.”

“Who?”Heraiseshiseyebrow.

“Noneofyourbusiness.Youjusthavetorespect

people’sdecisions.IfIsayIdon’tneedyouinmy

spacestopsendingmemoneyandmessageslike

we’reanitem.Ididn’tdothattoyouafteryoucalled



measperm-dish.”

“Soyou’restillholdingontothat?Youalsohidthe

pregnancyfrom mebutyoudon’thearmebringing

thatupeverytimewefight.”

“Wearenotfighting,I’m tellingyoutobackoff.”She

takesoutherphone,logsintoherbankingappand

transfersbackhismoney.

Itreportsinhisphone,hechecksthenotification

andhisfacetransformsintoshock.

“I’llonlyacceptmoneyfrom youifit’sour

daughter’s,”shesays.

Hegetsupfrom thechairandcomestoher.He

holdsherarm andpullshertohischest.He

embraceshertightly.

“Pleaseforgiveme.Idon’thaveacrystalballtosee

intothefuture,maybeifIdidIwould’vewaitedtillI

metyou.ButonethingI’m sureofisthatIloveyou

andIwanttospendmylifewithyou.”

Sheinhalesadeepbreath.Herheartisintatters,

there’snodenyingthelovesheseesinhiseyesand



feelsthuddinginherownheart.Butsometimesyou

havetostandagainstyourownhearttoseethe

othersideofthegrass…maybeit’sgreener.

“IwantsomeoneIcanbetheonlywomantoand

you’renotthatperson.Allowmetofindmyselfand

exploretheworld.You’renotwhatIwant.”

“That’snotfair.You’vegotmeaddictedtoyou,you

insertedyourselfinmyheartandnowyouwant

someoneelse.”Hisvoicebreaks,justlikehisheart.

“Ididn’tinsertmyselfintoyourheart.Youleftyour

wifeandchasedaftermeoverandoveragain.”

“Yougaveyourselftome,”hesays.

“Well,nowIhavesomeoneelsetogivemyselfto,”

shesays.

“You’remourning,”hesayswithafrown.

“Icomfortedyouwithmybody.What’sdifferentifI

usethatsamebodytogetcomfortfrom someone

else?”

Heletsgoofher.“You’resleepingwithsomeone?”

“It’snoneofyourbusiness.YousaidIgavemyselfto



youandI’m sayingI’m readytogivemyselfto

someoneelsenow.”

“You’reawhore,”hesaysangrily.

“Notyourwhorenow,I’m someoneelse’swhore.”

Shegrinsandthrowshercellphoneinsidethebag

andzipsit.

“Whatareyougoingtogivehim?Yourbackhole,

becauseIfinishedthisone?”Hepointsatherfront.

Herlowerliptrembles.Thatonegotintohernerves

asheintended.

“Youpaidacowforit,bitch!”

“Ididyouafavor,youweren’tavirginwhenIgot

you.”

“Whatevermakesyousleepatnight,gobacktoyour

wifeandleavemealone.”Sheshowshim themiddle

fingerandturnstowardsthedoor.

“He’snotgoingtomarryyou,whore.Ifanythinghe’ll

fuckyouandleave.You’rejustagoodfuck,youare

goodatopeningyourlegs…”Abagfliesstraightto

hisface.Shechargesbacktohim.Hesteps



backwardsandlaughs.

“I’m awhorebutyou’restillherebeggingmeto

marryyourass.WhatmakesyouthinkIwantacheat

forahusband?You’redumb.”

“That’showyoucallsomeonewho’sdickhasbeen

downyourthroatandupinyour…”Ahotclaplands

acrosshisface.Thesecondonefollowsandblinds

hisvision.

“Nomkhosi!”Heblocksthethirdoneandholdsher

arms.

“Whyareyouhittingme?IfIhitbackyou’regoingto

runtoyourbrothersandpoliceandcryabuse.”

Shepusheshim offandpicksherbagfrom thefloor.

She’sfuming.

“Nomkhosi,whyareyouhittingme?”herepeatsthe

questionfollowinghertothedoor.

They’rearguingallthewaytohercar.Nomkhosiis

notapologeticaboutputtingherhandsonhim and

he’sthrownovertheedge.

Shegetsinsidethecarhurlinginsultsathim.



Neighborsarestandinginbalconiesandwatching.

Somehavecalledthepolicetocomeandsolvethe

madness.

Hejumpsinfrontofthecar.“Runoverme.Killme,

Nomkhosi!”

Shestartsthecar.Neighborsstartsscreamingat

them.There’sapolicevehiclepullinguponthe

driveway.Nomkhosiswervestotheleftanddrives

pasthim.Shepassesthepoliceonhighspeedand

fleesthescene.

***

MaKhumalowasthelastoneremaininginthedining

room.She’sabouttogotobedwhenThakasawalks

in.MaNtusisaidhewenttoWaterways,theythought

he’dsleeptherebuthe’sherewithahandkerchief

overhislefteye.

“Whathappenedtoyou?”sheaskswithafrown

gettingoffthechair.

“MakaPheloslappedme.Myeyekeepstearingup,



I’llseeadoctortomorrowmorning.CanIsleep

here?”

“Wait,what?Whoslappedyou?”MaKhumaloasks

withhereyebrowsraised.

“Nomkhosi,”hesayswithaheavysigh.

Shepacesaroundtheroom withherhandsonthe

hips.Thensheputsherglassesonandscrollsdown

forBandla’snumber.

“Bandlalethu…yes,I’m fine…tomorrowmorningcome

pickmeupanddrivemetoPhelo’sgrandmother’s

house…hey,don’ttrytopsychoanalyseme,I’m fine…

Ijustwanttogooverthereandtalktothewoman

whohelpedmegivebirthtoThakasa.”Shedropsthe

callandgruntsangrily.

“Ma,whatareyouupto?”Thakasalooksatherin

confusion.

“Idon’thaveachildwho’sapinchingbag.Phelo’s

motherisnoteatingbaconandsaladsinthose

mansionstobeatmyson.Iwasaloneinthelabor

ward.”



“Maifyougothereit’llcausealotoftension

betweentwofamiliesandIdon’twantthat.”

“Herbeatingyouhascausedthattension.It’stoo

late,myboy.”

Sigh!!!
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KHANYO

Lobolanegotiationswereheld.Nkonzocamewith

twootheruncles,Thakasaissaidtobegoing

throughthings.Doesn’thealwaysgothroughthem?

I’m gladhedidn’tcomethough,imaginethetension

betweenhim andMandulo.He’dneveracceptthat

hegotunderhiswife’sskirtandplantedaseed.A

partofmeunderstands,Ialsohatethefaceless

chickBandlafuckedinmyabsence.

Anyway,todayI’m aguestattheNyathis.Weare

hereforthefreemeat,it’soneofthoseinstances

whereallthreeofustogether.Manduloinvitedboth

GuguandI,Nolwaziwasalreadyherepracticing

illegalwife-duties.He’sdoingacleansingceremony

forhisgrandfatherandformallyreportinghisdivorce



totheancestors.Therewasasangomaperforming

ritualslastnightandnowpeoplearehereforthe

goatmeat.

“Imightmoveawayforawhile,”Gugudropsthe

bombshell.

“Whatdoyoumean?”Nolwaziasks.

I’m alsocurious.

“Outofthecountry.I’m notsurewhereyet,butI’lllet

youknowbeforeIleaveandwe’llstayintouch.”

“Howlongwillyoubegone?”–Nolwazi.

“Itcouldbemonths,ayearoryears.Idon’tknow

yet,”shesays.

“IsMikegoingtobewithyou?”Iaskcuriously.

Shelaughs,“Maybe.”

Youknowwhat,IwashmyhandswithJik.

Nolwazi’seyesareoutoftheirsockets.“He’llescape

from prison?”sheasks.

“Notliterallybutwemighthavetolielowforsome

timeandletthingsblowoff.”



“Ifeellikeyourlifeisamovie.Itshouldbeshownin

cinemasandwe’lleatpopcornwhileitairs,”Isay.

Sherollshereyes,“Asifyoursisheadingtoabetter

direction.You’reabouttobecomeavillagewifeand

staywithamother-in-lawinthesameyard.”

Urgh,shemustn’tremindme!

“Apartofmecan’twaitbutI’m alsoscared.There’ll

benoturningback,Mandulowillhandmeoverand

I’llenterattheManqeleswithacasket.”

“Akist,dumbass,”Nolwazisays.

Wealllaugh.I’veneverseensuchadisrespectful

daughter-in-law.

“Whatever,butI’llbechangingmysurnameforever.

Thosepeoplewillburymenexttotheirancestors,

awayfrom mymother.”

Guguexhales,“Yeah,thatsoundsheavy.ButI’m

proudofyouandhowfaryou’vecome.”Shelooksat

Nolwaziandrubsherarm.Bigsistervibes!

“Infact,I’m proudofbothofyou.Nolwaziyou’re

finishingyourdegreenextyear.NowI’m startingto



thinkweweretoxictoeachother.Nothingwentright

duringourflat-sharingdays.Wewerelikeabunchof

unstablebeings.”

Again,welaugh.

“IthinkIneededlove.EversinceBandlacametomy

lifeI’vebeenabetterperson,”Isay.

“Youalsofollowedyourancestorspath.Howisthat

goingsofar?”

“Istillgetvisionsandpray.I’vehadafewpeople

comingtoseekandIbelieveIhelpedthem.Butit’s

notasbigaspeoplethoughtitwouldbe,”Isay.

“Why?Istheresomethingblockingyoumaybe?”

Nolwaziasks.

“IthinkeverythinghappensinGod’stime.Ifollowed

everyinstructionthatwaslaidoutforme,ifthere’s

somethingmissingthenit’sfrom theirside,”Isay.

Guguhugsmeontheshoulders.“Everythingwillbe

fine.Pleaseincludemeinyourprayers.Justmy

safety,”shesays.

“Areyouindanger?”NolwaziandIask



simultaneously.

Shelaughs,“No,youtwoneedtochill.”

“You’llgiveusheartache.”IsayandlookatNolwazi,

hopefullyI’m notoversteppingtheline.

“Yousleptherelastnight?”Iasktheobviousandshe

nods.

“WithMandulo?”

“Yes.”

Iraisemyeyebrow,“Areyougood?”

Guguisconfused.It’sfamilymatters!

“Yeah.Wearenotdoinganypenetrationthough,just

oralandtoys.”

“Toys?”Igaspinshock.

“Manduloisopenminded,that’soneofthereasons

whyIfellinlovewithhim.”

Indeed,heisopenminded.Idon’tthinkI’llever

introducesextoystomybedroom life-imagine

Bandla’sfategotakingaknock.



“I’m happy,”shesayswithasmileconvincingly.

“Ishehappyaswell?”Guguasks.

“Ithinkso,”shesays.

IreallyappreciateherbeinginMandulo’slife.He’s

hopefulagain,there’ssomethinghewantstolivefor,

he’srealizedthathisworlddidn’tendwithThobeka.

AndIfinallyhavethego-aheadtocommunicatewith

MaNtusiregardingLondaonhisbehalf.Eventhough

he’llbeinhislifeasanuncle,halfabreadisbetter

thannothing.He’lldohisbest,whenLondaisold

enoughtounderstandhe’llbetoldthetruthandit’ll

beuptohim ifhewantstotaketheNyathisurname

ornot.Theyallagreedon16;MaNtusi,Thakasaand

Mandulo.They’llwaituntilheturns16totellhim.

I’m happywiththeoutcomeofthesituation.

.

.

MAKHUMALO

Bandlahasbeentryingtoconvincehertogoback



home.Hethinksthisisabadideaandit’llcause

tensionbetweenfamilies.Butisn’tNomkhosithe

onewhostartedit?EvenMaNtusi,Thakasa’srightful

wife,hasneverputherhandsonThakasa.Howis

Phelogoingtorespectherfatherifhermotherturns

hisintoapunchingbag?

There’sagate-intercom andannoyingguard.He

wantstoknoweverydetailbeforeopeningletting

Bandlaparkin.He’sjustasecondawayfrom asking

theirbloodtypeandweight,that’showpettyheis.

HesearchesBandlaandthecarthenallows

MaKhumalotogothrough.Bandlawantsnothingto

dowiththedrama,he’sjusthereasthedriver,

nothingelse.

Shewalkspastoneoftheboysstandingbythe

gardenandgreetshim.It’stheolderone,hereturns

hergreetingrespectfully.

“Isyoursisterhere?”sheasks.

“Yebo,she’sinside,”hesays.



Helookssomuchlikehisfather.Hopefullyhe’s

doingokayandcarryingthefamilyforwardashe

should.

Thedoorisopen,shegreetsloudlybeforeletting

herselfinside.Thisisahugemansion,theflooris

twotimeslargerthanhers.

Ndlalifawalksinrightafterherandofferstogiveher

aseatwhilehegetshismother.

PhumzilewalksdownafteramomentwithPheloin

herarms.Nomkhosiisgettingreadyforwork,she’s

runninglate.

Pheloseesheruncleandstartscryingforhim.It’s

eitherhim orThakasa,shelovesthesetwomen.If

ThakasaisnotaroundshethinksNdlalifaisher

father.Hetakesheranddisappearsinthekitchento

gethersomethingtoeat.

Phumzilegreetsandsitsdown.She’slostpeople

whowereclosetoherbeforebutthistimeithits

harder.Thepainisdifferentbutshe’stryingtokeep

ittogetherforthesakeofthechildren.Maqhingais

notcopingatall.He’sfoundcomfortinthebottle,



Andiswaistryingherbesttobethereforhim butit’s

gettinghardereachday.

“I’m sorrytocometoyourhouseunannounced,I’m

heretoseeyourJohnCena,”MaKhumalosays.

Phumzilefrowns,“MyJohnCena?”

“Theonewhobeatsmyson.Iwanttoknowwho

gavehertherighttoputherhandsonmyson.”

“Nomkhosi?”Phumzileasksinshock.

“Yes,shedamagedmysonseyeandIwanttoknow

why,”shesays.

Phumzileisbeyondherselfwithshock.Shecertainly

didn’traiseanabuser.Nomkhosiknowshowshe

hatesabuse,inanyform ofit.

“Ndlalifacallyoursisterhere,rightnow!”sheyells.

InsteadofmarchingupthestairsNdlalifadials

Nomkhosi’snumberandcallsher.

Thehelpercomeswithjuiceandbiscuitsbutneither

MaKhumalonorPhumzileeat.They’reimpatiently

waitingforNomkhositocomedown.



Shefinallywalksinlookingreadyforworkinblack

pencilskirt,whiteplunge-neckshirtandcorsetheels.

Hermotherinstructshertositdown.Shesitsand

putsherpurseonthelap.

“YouphysicallyinjuredPhelo’sfather?”hermother

asks.

Shefrowns,“Ummm…no.”

“Andshe’saliartoo.”MaKhumalothrowsherhands

up.“Thakasacouldn’thavefakedaneyeinjury.”

“Ohthat,Ididslaphim twice,”shesays.

Hermothergasps,“What?!”

“Hewasinsultingmeandgoingonandonwithit,”

shesays.

“Whycouldn’tyouwalkaway?Whatgaveyouthe

righttoputyourhandsonthefatherofyourchild?”

Phumzileasks.

“Ma,don’ttakehisside,youdon’tknowthefull

story,”shesays.



“Ifitwashim whobeatyouIwould’vetakenyour

sidetoo.Idon’tcondoneabuse.I’llneversidewith

anyonewhothinksit’sokaytocommunicatethrough

slapping.Don’tyouhavelegstowalkawayfrom

someonewhoinsultsyou?”Phumzile.

“Ididwalkawaybuthedidn’tstop,”shesays.

“Mysondoesn’tgoaroundinsultingpeople.He

lovesyou,whywouldheinsultyou?Tellusthetruth,

wereyoudrunk?”MaKhumaloasks.

Nomkhosiisleftstunned;hermouthishangingopen.

“Shedrinks,right?”MaKhumalolooksathermother.

Phumzileexhalesheavily.“Occasionally,everyyoung

persondrinksnowadays.”

“Notmychildren!”MaKhumalo.

Phumzilesecretlyrollshereyesandturnshereyes

toNomkhosi.

“Youshouldgoandapologize,”shetellsher.

“Seriously,Ma?Youdon’tevenknowwhathewas

sayingtome.”Tearsrundownherface.She’dnever

giveanyonethesatisfactionofhertears,butsitting



hereandgettingblamedforreactingtoThakasa’s

insultscutsdeeplyinherheart.Ithurts.

“Iwanthertocomeandapologizetohim personally.

Thisisnotacceptable,Idon’twanttoholdany

grudgeagainstyoubecauseyou’remy

granddaughter’smother.I’llexcuseyouthisonce

becauseIbelieveyoumadeamistake.Youdidn’t

haveagoodexampleofhowamanshouldbe

treated.”

Phumzile’seyeswiden,“Andyoursonhadagood

exampleofhowawomanshouldbetreated?”

“Yes,that’swhywehaveMaNtusiathome,”

MaKhumalosays.

“Hestillcameaftermydaughterthough,right?”

“Theycameaftereachother.Yourdaughtercould’ve

walkedawaywhenshefoundoutthathewas

marriedbutitseemslikesheneverwalksawayfrom

anything.”

Phumzilegetsupwithherhandsonthewaist.

“He’snotgettinganyapology.Tellhim togoandsee



thedoctor,andthengotohispastorstolearnhow

tocontrolhistongue,”shesays.

“Oh,Iseeshelearntitfrom you.Nexttimesheput

herhandsonmysonthere’llbeawrestlingmatch.

I’m NtombengcweleKhumalo,uThakasa

angimfebangamina!”

“Okay,thankyou.Haveasafetrip,”Phumzilesays

wavingheraway.

NdlalifaappearswithPheloandafrownonhisface.

MaKhumalohaswalkedoutofthedoorangrily.

“What’sgoingon?”heaskslookingatNomkhosi

who’sfixinghermake-upthroughtearyeyes.

“Talktoyoursister.Idon’twanttodealwithangry

motherswhosechildrenshe’sbeaten.Ididn’traisea

hoodrat,”PhumzilesaystakingPheloandwalking

away.

NdlalifaremainsstandingandlookingatNomkhosi

foranexplanation.

“Youarebeatingmennow?”heasks.

Nomkhositakesadeepbreathandwipescornersof



hereyescarefully.

“Hecalledmeawhore,saidnobodyisgoingto

marrymebecausehefinishedme.Hesaidhedid

meafavorbypayinginkomokamamabecauseI

wasnotavirginwhenhegotme.HesaidI’m only

goodatopeningmylegsandIthrewmyselfather.”

Shepausesandtakesanotherbreath.“Itriedtowalk

awaybuthekeptpokingatme,andIslappedhim.

AllIsaidwasIdon’twanttobewithhim anymore,I

wantsomeonebetter,”shesays.

“Howmanytimesdidyouslaphim?”Ndlalifaasks.

“Twotimes,”shesays.

“Nexttimeknockhisteethoutifheevercallsyoua

whore.”

Shefrowns,“Youcondoneviolence?”

“Alltheway!Don’tletanyoneshitonyou.Youdid

him afavorandgavehim achild.He’safather

becauseofyou.Andifhewantshiscowbacktell

him tocomeandgetitfrom me.Washeavirgin

whenyougothim?”



Shelaughs,“Ofcoursenot.”

“Ifhewantsavirginhemustgoandpickonefrom

hischurch.Areyoustillgoingtoforgivehim andgo

backtohim?”

“No,notthistime!”sheshakesherhead.

.

.

THAKASA

Hewalksoutofthemainhouse,thetimereads;8:22

am.MaKhumaloleftearlywithBandla.He’sabit

embarrassedthathismotheristherefightingfor

him.Sadly,onceMaKhumalomakesuphermind

there’snotalkingthroughher.

Hewalksoutoftheguestbedroom andbumpsinto

MaNtusi.

“Manqele?”She’sshockedtoseehim home.

“Morningbabe,”hesaysnotlookingather.Hiseye

isstilltearingandblood-red.



“Ithoughtyouweren’thome,”shesayswithher

eyebrowraised.

“Icamelate,Ididn’twanttowakeyouup,”hesays.

Shelooksathim carefully.

“Whathappenedtoyoureye?”

Herubsit,“I’llseeadoctorbeforeIgotowork.”

“Iaskedwhathappened.Areyousickorwhat?”she

asks.

“Yes,it’sbeensoresinceyesterday,”hesays.

Shedoesn’tbelievehim.

“Where’sMa?”sheasks.

“HeleftwithBandla.”

“Shedidn’ttellmeaboutit.Wheredidtheygo?”

Helooksawayandignoresher.

“Manqele,what’sgoingon?”

Deepbreath!

“NomkhosiandIhadafight.ShehitmeandMais

pissed.Shewenttohermother’shouse.”



Whoooah!Sheblinksrapidly.

“Shehityou?”sheasksindisbelief.

“Yes,Isaidafewthingstoherandshelostit.Itwas

prettynasty,”hesays.

“Areyoutwookay?Idon’tunderstandthis,”shesays

walkingtotheTVstandandtakingherphone.

“Shebrokeupwithmeafewweeksago.Ithought

yesterdayshecalledmetofixthingsbutsheonly

wantedtobragaboutthenewmanshehasandhow

he’sbetterthanme.”

“Younevertoldmeanythingaboutthebreakup.As

farasIknowNomkhosiisgettingmarriedtoyou.”

“Yousaidyoudon’twantmetobringourissuesto

you.Ididn’twanttoupsetyou.”

MaNtusisighsandshakesherhead.Thiswhole

dramahappenedrightunderhernoseandshedidn’t

catchawindofit.

Shescrollsdownherphone,stopsatoneparticular

pictureandgivesthephonetohim.

Hewipeshislefteyeandlooksatit.“Whatisthis?”



“Venueforouranniversary.Idon’twantittobetoo

big,”shesays.

Henodsandgivesherphoneback.

“Sowhatdoyouthink?”sheasks.

“Ididn’tknowyouwerealreadyplanningit.Ilove

everythingyoulove,sendmetheinvoices.”

Shesmilesandpullshisbeardplayfully.Hechuckles

andstaresather.Helovesseeingherthishappyand

carefree.

“Oh,isthereanyoneyou’dliketoaddtotheguestlist?

Ihavealltherelativesandfriends.Maybeyoucan

addyourbusinessfriendsandemployees.”

“No,Ionlycareaboutyourpresenceontheday,”he

says.

“IinvitedNomkhosiaswell.I’llfindoutifshe’llbe

comingwithsomeone,”shesays.

“Youdidwhat?”Hisbrowsfurrow.

“IinvitedNomkhosi,themotherofyourchild,”she

says.



“Idon’twantherthere,”hesays.

“Iwantherthere.Youmadeherfamily,shehasyour

child,andI’m notgoingtostoptalkingtoherand

wantingheraroundmeandLondabecausethings

didn’tworkoutbetweenthetwoofyou.Iwantour

childrenthereandPhelocomeswithapackage;her

mother.”

Hedoesn’tsayanything;hehasnocomeback.

“I’llmakebreakfast.Whattimeareyougoingtothe

doctor?”

“Eleven,”hesays.

Shegoestothekitchenscrollingdownherphone,

probablylookingformorevenues.

He’sexcitedabouttheanniversarycelebration.But

there’sthisonethinghe’snotlookingforward

to…Nomkhosi’sattendance.He’llhavetostandthere

andsayhisvowstoMaNtusiinherpresence.Yes

she’salwaysknownthathehasawife,butwhatif

watchingthem exchangevowssolidifiesherdoubts?

Whatifthatconvincesherthatshemadetheright

choice,beingasecondwifeisnotgoodforher?He



needstomakethingsright.Theycanworkthings

throughintime,beforethingsfallapart.

Hetypesamessagequickly;

CANIBOOKUSINTOARELATIONSHIPCOUNSELOR?

Hismessageonlyticksonce.There’snoprofile

picture.Nolastseen.He’sblockedagain!
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MANDULO

He’sbeenwaitinginbedthewholehour.Gigglesare

stillcomingfrom thediningroom;thesegirlswon’t

stopgossiping.Atlonglastthenoisediesdown,he

fixeshiseyesatthedoorwaitingforNolwazitowalk

in.KhanyowilltakecareofherselfandGugu.There

areenoughblankets,hecleanedtheguestroom for

them,andluckilyit’snotclosetohisbedroom.He’ll

havethefreedom tocelebratewithhisgirlfriend

withouthissistereavesdropping.

“Bye,”–voicessayoutsidethedoor.

Nolwazigiggles,thenhehearsfootstepsdescending.

DidtheyreallyaccompanyNolwazitothebedroom?

Girlsaredramatic.

“You’restillawake?”Hereyeswidenatthedoor.



“I’m waitingforyou,”hesays.

Shesmileswithaslightfrown.

“Oh,okaythat’snice,”shesays.

Hechucklesandpullsouthishandforher.Hewalks

rightintoit,hepullsherdownandkissesherlips

withsomuchaffection.

“Okay,whatmadeyousohappy?”She’sleaningover

him andrunningherfingertipoverhiseyebrows.

“Doingtheceremoniesandhavingasangomatelling

methatmyforefatherswelcomeditandrejoiced.

AndhavingeveryoneIlovearound;mysisterand

kids,eventhoughLondacouldn’tbehere,and

mostlyyousthandwasami,”hesays.

“I’m happytoseeyouhappy.Itlooksgoodonyou;

youhaveaverybeautifulsmile.”

Hissmilebroadens.Hepullshertositonhiswaist

andholdsherhipswhilestaringintohereyes.

“I’m notgoingtoholdbacknow.Ageisjusta

number,you’veshownmetheloveIdidn’teven

knowexisted,Iwanttoloveyoubackwitheverything



Ihave.Howyouheldmyhandthroughoutthesepast

coupleofmonthsstillgetmedizzytothisminute.

Howyoustoodwithmeinsicknessandinhealth,

likewe’vealreadystoodinfrontofthepriestand

madevows,Iappreciatethat,thankyou.”Heholds

herhandandgentlystrokesherfingers.

“Howyoutackledmysexualdemeritsleftme

stunned.You’rewiserthanyourage.You’reloving,

mindfulandaccepting.You’reeverything.”

Sherollshereyes,“YouknowI’dswim across

oceansforyou.”

“AndI’dclimbmountainsforyou,”hesays.

Sheleansherheaddown,theirlipslockintoanother

kiss.Hishandsrubherperkybreastsunderaloose

T-shirt.

“Doyouwantustotryagaintonight?”heasks.

Adeepbreath.

“Idon’tthinkI’m readytowatchyougothroughpain

becauseofmeagain,”shesays.

“IcansayIwasn’tcomfortablebackthen,butnowI



trustyouenoughtoletyouknowwhenIwant

somethingtostop.Let’sgiveitatry,prettyplease.”

Shebitesherlip,asmileisthreateningtocrackout.

“Wereyouthinkingaboutsexthewholeday?”she

asks.

“Doyoublameme?Lookatyourself,umuhle,”he

says.

“Okay,searchwhatyouwantandgetit.”Shegetsoff

hiswaistandliesdownonherbackwithherarms

spreadtothesides.

Helaughsandstartsundressingher.It’slike

undressinganunconsciousperson,shedoesn’teven

moveherarms.

“Soyou’rejustgoingtolieherelikeachickenwaiting

tobeslaughtered?”heaskspullingdownherlacy

thongandkissingherupperthigh.

“Am Inotgettingslaughtered?”sheasksliftingher

kneesup.

“No,wearemakinglove,siyathandananje,”hesays.

Heliesbesideheronhissideandmassagesher



nippleswiththepalm ofhishand.Theirlipslockinto

akiss,histonguechasesafterhers,hesmooches

eachofherlipandmoanssoftlytotheheat

eradiatingfrom herbodytohis.

Helowershislipsdowntoherearandlicksbelowit,

thenhesucksthesideofherneckwhilefondlingher

nippleswithonehand.

Hecomestoherfaceandkissesherlips.Nolwazi

grabshiserectmanhood.Hechucklesandbreaks

thekiss.

“You’renaughty.Letmetastehowsaltyyougot

downhere,”hesays.

Shewrinkleshernoseupandgruntsdisgustedly.

“Don’tyouwantataste?”heaskswithachuckle.

“No,thankyou,”shegigglesshakingherheadfirmly.

“Why?Doyouhateyourself?”heasks.Hepullsher

legsapartandkissesbothherthighs.

“Ilovehowthecookiesmells.Sorawandaddictive.”

Yeah,hehashisstrangemoments.Hecanturninto

anabnormalalieninnogivenmoment.



“You’reweird,”shesays.

“No,I’m comfortable.”Hepusheshisheadbetween

herthighsandsweepshistonguebetweenherfolds.

Shebitesherlipandfixeshereyestohisevery

movement.

Hesucksherclit,likeachildsuckingonthenipple.

Herbackarches,shereleasesalowmoanand

brusheshishead.

Heinsertshispointerfingerandrubsherinnersoft

tissues,herpleasureknotsrift.Juicyfluidrunsdown

hishand,hecontinuessuckingherclit.She’s

tremblingandscreaminghisname.

Assheregainsherselfback,heliesontopofherand

insertshisshaftinheropening.Theireyeslock,his

aresqueezedwithlustandhersareweakfrom the

firstorgasm.

“Iloveyou,”hesaysinalowwhisper.“Pleaselookat

meintheeyes,IwantyoutoseeeverythingI’m

goingthrough.”



He’smovinghiswaist,forthefirsttimeinalong

timehismanhoodhasfilleduphercore.Insteadof

worryingaboutthenextsecondshe’senjoyingevery

momentofwhat’shappeninginthenow.

Heliftshisupperbodyandbalancesonthebedwith

hishands.Hisstrokesarelow-pacedbutgetting

deeperanddeeper.

“Nolwazi…”hecallstogetherattentionoffhisshaft

andbacktohisface.

“Yesbaby?”Sheliftshereyes.

“Iwon’tletyoudown.”He’sthrustingdeeperand

hittingeverycornerinarotatingmove.

“Areyoustillalright?”sheasks.

“Yes,ifthere’sanythingthatfreaksmeoutnowis

howwarm youare.”

Shesmiles,“Youloveit?”

“Iloveit,sthandwasami.”

Heliesonherchestagain.Nolwaziwrapsherarms

andlegsaroundhim.Theirbodiesfitintoeachother

likepiecesofthepuzzle.



Histhrustsareaccompaniedbylowmoans-he’s

gettingtoowarmedupandimpatient.

“There’snooneelse,Mandulo,”shewhispers

againsthisear.Hispaceseemstobeinfuriatedby

herconfession.

“NakimiakekhoomunyeLwazi,”hesaystearingher

coreapart.(There’snooneelseformeaswell)

“Ngidla-keNyathi,”shesaysandbiteshisneck.

Hischesttensesup.Hepoundsintohergroaning

deeplyandstaringatherwithhiseyespoppedout

likesomeoneisstranglinghisneck.

“Baby?”shecallshim softly.

“Yeah,baby,”heresponds.

“You’reokay?”

“Huh?”hesaysabsent-mindedly.

“Baby?”Nolwazicallsagain.

“Yeahbaby.”Hiseyesareabouttodropoftheir

sockets.Helookslikesomeonewho’sseeinga

ghost.



“Areyoualright?”Shesqueezeshervaginalmuscles

andgripsonhisshaft.Hebiteshislowerlip,teeth-

sinkingintohisflesh.

“Whatareyoufeeling?”sheaskshim.

“Heaven!”hecriesandburstshisfluidsinsideher.

Hisbodystraightensandgoescompleterigidontop

ofher.

“Nolw…azi!”Hereleasesanenormousbreathand

dropshisheadonher.

Therewasnocondom,she’sstickywithhissperms.

“Whydidn’tyoupullout?”sheasksfondlinghishead.

“Ijust…areyounotonbirthcontrol?”heasks.

“Iam,buttherearenoguarantees,”shesays.

“We’llgetmorning-afterpills,I’llneverputyourfuture

injeopardyonpurpose.”

Amomentofsilencepasses.He’sstillinserted

insideher,hisshaftisshudderingandreleasing

morewarm fluidinsideher.

Finallyhepullsout,he’sdrippingjuicesandleaving



herwetaswell.

“Thankyou,”hesaysandplantsakissonher

forehead.“Forstandingwithmethroughitall.Now

youcanbragaboutyourmantoo.You’llhave

somethingtotalkabout-Iknowyougirlstalkabout

everything-you’llhavenothingtobeashamedof.

Umshiniusuyasebenza,”hechucklesandpecksher

lips.

“Am Igettinganotherround?”sheasks.

“You’regettingeverythingyouwantinthisworld.

Anything!”

Shesmiles.Hekissesheragain.

Godisgoodallthetime!Lovealwayswins.Ohwell,

mostly.

.

.

NKONZO

HeattendedaneventatNorthcliff,beforetakinga



flightbackhomehedecideditwouldbeagoodidea

topayhislittlesisteravisit.Thakasarenteda

bachelorflatforherwhichsheshareswithafriend

they’veonlyspokentooverthephone.

Hefindsdirectionsanddrivestherewithafew

housenecessitieshethinksshemightneed,anda

fewgoodiesofcourse.

There’snobackandforthbetweenhim andthe

security.Heproducesproofofidentityandthey

searchforhim ifthetenanthe’slookingforisin,and

indeedPhethyarrivedamomentbeforehim coming

from oneofhermanyshoppingtrips.

Thewaythesecurityguardspokeabouthislittle

sisterdoesn’tsitwellwithhim.Her“oneofmany

shoppingtrips”,isPhethyheretostudyortolivelike

Bonang?

Hetakesalifttothe6thfloorandgoestoherroom

withhishandsweigheddownbyshoppingbags.

Thedoorisslightlyopen,there’sagigglingvoice

cominginside.It’sPhethy,hewouldn’tmistakethat

voiceforanyone’s.Apartofhim stillcan’tbelieve



thatshe’sgrownsoquicklyandlivingbyherselfina

differentprovince.Timeflies,hey.

Heknocksonceandletshimselfinside,onlytobe

welcomedbyathinlight-skinnedboywearingshorts

andlongsockswithpush-ons.

“Am Iintherightroom?I’m lookingforPhethile

Manqele,”heasks.

Theboy’seyeswiden,herubshishandstogether

andlooksatthepassage.

“Doyouknowher?”Nkonzoraiseshiseyebrow.

“Ummm,yeah.Immagetherforya.”He’sgotfake

Americanaccentbutthat’snoneofNkonzo’s

business,allhecaresaboutrightnowiswhothehell

isheandwhathe’sdoinginPhethy’sroom.

Sheappearswiththesleevesofhersweaterpulled

overherhandsandherhandstuckedonhercheeks.

She’swalkingslowly,notrunningintohisarmsashe

envisioned.

“Hi,”hesayslookingatherfrom headtotoe.



“Bhuti,”sheleansonthewallandstopsafewfeet

awayfrom him.

“What’sgoingon?Who’sthisboyIfoundhereand

whatishedoinghere?”heasks.

“Ummm…he’smystudy-mate.We…wewere

doing…ummhassignments.”Shedoesn’tstutter,

Sqalodid,nowonlyBandladoes.

“Whoisthatboy?Thinkofanhonest,straight

answerandtellme,”hesaysfirmly.

“Iswearheonlyarrivedlastnighttospendthe

weekendwithmesinceNosiwenthome,”shesays.

“Tospendtheweekendwithyou?”Hisbrowsfurrow.

Thishastobeajokeorprank.

Shefiddleswithherhandsandlooksathim with

puppyeyes.

No,thatwon’tworktoday.

“Packthesethings,”hesaysandmarchestowards

thedirectionoftheboy.

Phethyremainsgluedonthesamespotwithher

eyesbulgingout.Shecan’twarnChristianbecause



it’lldriveNkonzoevenmadder.

Nkonzotapstheboy’sshoulderandsignalsforhim

togetsoffthecouch.He’sshakinglikealeaf.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”heasks.

“IbroughtPhethy’sbook,sheborrowedmeafew

daysagoandIcouldn’t…”

“Boy,heyboy!That’smylittlesister,whatareyou

doinghere?”

Christiantakesadeepbreathrubbinghistrembling

handstogether.

“Wearedating,”hesays.

“She’sheretostudy.Doesyourmotherknowthat

you’reherelookingforawifeinsteadofstudying?”

“I’m notlookingforawife,”hesays.

“Thenwhatareyoudoingwithmysister?”-Nkonzo.

“Weare…dating.”

Nkonzograbshim byclothesandpusheshim tothe



wall.Hecould’vepunchedhim,onlyifitwasnot

illegaltoinstillmannersintotoday’skids.

“Doyouknowwhosheis?”heasksthroughgritted

teeth.He’stremblingwithanger.

“Ireallylikeher,Ipromiseyouwearenotdoing

anythingwearenotsupposedtodo.Iunderstand

thatsheisinkozazaneandIrespectthat,”Christian

sayssuddenlylosinghisfakeaccent.

“You’lldateincampusandmalls,notinsideher

room.Doyouunderstandme?”hesays.

Christiannodsfearfully.Heletshim go,withina

minuteChristiangetshisbagandrunsout.

Hesitsonthesinglecouchshakinghisheadin

disappointment.HeknewthatPhethywantedto

knowthingsbiggerthanheragebutthisoneblew

hismindaway.

“I’m sorry,”shesayssoftlybehindhim.

Hesighs,“Sitdown.”

Shequicklysitsandlooksathim withhereyes



widenoutoftheirsockets.

“Whyareyoudisappointinguslikethis?Youknowif

itwasThakasawhowalkedinhereyou’dbeonyour

wayhomeandthatboywouldbeinthehospital?”

“Everygirlhasaboyfriendaroundhere,”shesaysin

subtledefense.

“You’renoteverygirl.Whydoyouneedaboyfriend?

Whenthetimeisrightyou’llmeetamanwho’lllove

youandmarryyou.”

“IwanttoexplorebeforeIexpire.”

Helooksatherstunned.ThisisnotMaKhumalo’s

littlegirl.

“Areyoustillgoingtoattendthereed-dancethis

year?”There’snobetterwaytoaskthis;ifshe’sstill

avirgin.

“Ofcourse,I’m nothavingsexwithhim,”shesays.

Relief!

“Keepitthatway.I’m notsayingdatebutifyoudo,

doitcarefully.”



“Iwill,”sheassureshim.

“Nowyou’vepissedmeoff,Iwon’tgiveyouthegiftI

boughtforyou.”

“That’snotfair.Whatdidyougetme?Reversinga

giftisasin.”

“Abiggersiniscohabitingat15.”

Phethyfrowns,“I’m not15!”

“Whatever,I’m takingmyiPadbacktothestoreor

givingittoSphepheloorLonda.”

“They’rebabies,”shesays.

“Exactly,they’rebabies,notadults,theydeserve

gifts.”

Tearswhereareyou?There’sanemergency!

.

.

NOMKHOSI

She’shavinglunchwithNjabulo,thewarehouse



manager.He’sthefirstmaleshegotclosetoexcept

herbrotherswhenshegotintothecompany.He’sin

hismid-thirties,veryhumbleandprofessionalinhis

work.Ndlalifadidn’tcometowork,they’restill

dealingwithgriefintheirowndifferentways.He

callsherjustasherlunchisabouttoend.

“Youneedtocometohomeimmediately!”There’sa

hintofpanicinhisvoice.

“What’swrong?”Thesecuritywastightened,butshe

can’thelpandnotliveonedgeafterwhathappened

toNgidi.

“It’sPhelo…Idon’tknowwhat’swrongwith

her…she’sbeenthrowingupandcryingsince12.”

Shepushesbackherchairandmarchestowardsher

officetograbherbelongings.Njabuloisrunning

afterheraskingifeverythingisokay.

“Whereisshenow?”she’saskingNdlalifa.

“Maistryingtoputherinbed,shegaveherthe

medicineandsheseemstobegettingsleepy.”

“OkayI’m coming,”shedropsthecallandturnsto



Njabulowithpanicwrittenalloverherface.

“Mydaughterissick,Ihavetogohome,”shesays.

“Don’tworry,I’llletRubyknowandmakesure

everyoneisaware.”

Shethankshim andrushesout.Phelodoesn’tget

sickregularly,she’saveryhealthybaby,sohearing

thepanicinNdlalifa’svoicegaveherafright.Itmust

bebad.Shegetsinthecaranddriveshomelikea

maniac.

Shegetshomeandfindshermotherdressedup

withherbaginhand,andNdlalifaholdingthe

wrappedPheloandherbag.Itlookslikethey’re

headingout.

“Wearegoingtothedoctor,”hetellsher.

ShedropsherbagandtakesPhelo.

“Isitworse?”Shepokeshercheeks,Pheloopensher

eyesbrieflyandshutsthem again.Shelookstoo

weak.

“I’m worriedaboutherbreathing,it’ssofaint,we



betterhavehercheckedbythedoctor.Maybeit’s

morethanjustthrowingup,”hermothersays.

“Baby?”SheshakesPhelotryingtogethertoopen

hereyesandseethathermotherhasarrived.

Ndlalifarubshershoulder,“Heydon’tcry,she’s

goingtobealright.”

TheyleaveinNdlalifa’scar,shecannothelpthe

tears,Phelowasokaywhensheleftinthemorning.

Howcanshefallsickandgetsoweakwithinafew

hours?Itdoesn’tmakeanysense.

Sphephelowasadmitted,hertemperaturehad

skyrocketed,shewasdrowsyandhardtowake.Her

skinpaledduetononstopvomiting.Adriphasbeen

placedintoherfoottoherveintogiveherfluids.

Nomkhosiisinherlowest,thisisherfirstmoment

ofasickchildasamother.NdlalifadrovePhumzile

backhomeandpromisedtocomebackwithafew

ofherlady’snecessitiessinceshemightbeinthe

hospitalovernight.

They’reatoddswithPhelo’sfamily,thisisamess!



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

SEASONFINALE

CHAPTER79

THAKASA

He’sbeenfeelingdownthewholeday.Assoonas

hisdayendedhepackedhisbelongingsanddrove

straighthome.Butitlookslikethatwasn’tagood

idea,herehe’ssubjectedintotheanniversary

celebrationplanning-somethingheknowsnothing

about.

“Iwasthinkingofivorydrapeswithadashofsequin

andmirrorworks.Orsparklingcrystals.Whatdoyou

think?”

Hechucklesandpullsherintohisarm.Heplantsa

kissonhercheekandwrapsherinhisembrace.

“AreyougoingtogetmadifItellyouthetruth?”he

asks.



Shesighs,“You’renotinterested?”

“No,it’snotthat,butIthinkitcancutussomeslack

ifwejusthireaprofessionalevent-planner.Ionly

knowhowtoplanaboardmeeting-withthehelpof

MaDube.I’m lookingforwardtotheday,I’llwearmy

BottegaVenetatuxedoandwaitformybeautiful

bride.”

Shelaughs,“Bride?It’snotawedding,weare

celebratingourmarriage.”

“Oh…whatarewegoingtodothen?”heaskswitha

slightfrown.

“Celebrateourmarriagewithourfriendsandfamilies,

that’sit.It’smorelikeaparty.”

“Mmm!I’lljustfollowyourlead.Doyouwantmeto

buyyouanewring?”

“Nope,butdogetmeanexpensivegift.”Sheliftsher

facetohim andkisseshislips.“Ihaveagiftforyou

aswell.It’llchangeourwholelife.”

“Whatisit?”Helooksathercuriously.

“It’ssomethingyou’vealwaysdreamedof,you’ll



havetowaituntilthatSundaytofindout.”

Hisphoneringsbeforehedigsdeeper.He’snota

giftinghusband,neitherissheawifethatbearsgifts

everynowandthen.Thismakeshim evenmore

excitedabouttheiranniversary.Heneedstopaya

visittoacardealershipsoon.

Heglancesatthescreenanddoesn’trecognizethe

number.HegentlyremovesMaNtusiandanswers.

“Thakasa!”-thecaller.

There’sonlyonewomanwhocancallhim sofiercely

byhisname.

Heclearshisthroat,“Hi.”

“I’m atthehospital,Pheloissick,they’refeedinghim

withatubebecauseshe’sdehydratedandcan’teat

anythingwithoutthrowingup.”

Hesitsupinpanic.

“Whichhospital?Whendidshe….”

Nomkhosicutshim short.“Listen,ifanything

happenstomydaughterI’llpersonallyplanyour

death.Yousentyourmotherhere,shecamelikea



wrestlerandwentbackandforthwithmymotherin

mydaughter’sandancestors’presence.Twoold

women,Phelo’sgrandmothers,exchangingwords

andnowmydaughterissick.You’realwaysmindful

ofwhataurapeoplebringaroundyourchildren

exceptwhenit’syourmother.”

Hestutters,“Nomkhosi…I…Iswearthat’snot…it’snot

what...”

“Iwantmydaughterokay.Doctorscan’tfindany

tummyinfectioninher,yourfamilycausedthisand

youmightpayforitifsomethinghappenstomy

daughter.”Withthatsaidshedropsthecallleaving

Thakasa’sforeheadfurrowedintothreelines.

“What’sgoingon?”MaNtusiasks.

“Sphepheloisinthehospital.Theysuspectmy

mother’saggressionforit.Ididn’tsendMathere,I

don’tknowanythingaboutwhattranspiredwhenshe

gotthere,”hesayspickinghisshirtandputtingiton.

“Whatarethedoctorssaying?”MaNtusiasks

lookingathim frightened.

“Theycan’tfindwhat’swrongwithher.I’m going



there,Idon’tevenknowwhichhospitalthey’rein.”

“Pleasekeepyourphoneon.I’lltrytocallheraswell

andaskMatostartpraying.”Theyhugbefore

Thakasarushesoutwithhiscarkeysanddashesto

thekitchentoinform MaKhumalo.

MaKhumaloadjustsherglassesandlooksathim

runningintothelivingroom likeanill-manneredboy.

Whorunsinsidethehouse?!

“Pheloissick,”hesayspantingheavily.

“Theymustbringherhomeandletusasherfamily

seewhattodo.”

Hesighs,“Ma,it’sserious,mydaughteris

hospitalizedanddoctorscan’tfindanyinfectionthat

mightbecausinghertothrowup.Didyougothere

anddisruptpeaceattheNgidis?”

“Iwenttheretotalktothemotherofyourchild…”

Urgh!Heknowswhat‘talking’meanstohismother.

“Ifshedoesn’tgetbetterwemighthavetogoand

apologizetothem.”



MaKhumalo’seyeswideninawe.

“ApologizeforaskingwhyPhelo’smotherslapped

you?”sheasks.

“Forthenoiseyoucalled.Idon’tevenwantto

discussthis,ifwehavetoapologizewewill,my

daughtercomesfirst.Youhadnoreasontofight

withhergrandmother.”Heturnsandleaves

MaKhumalostunned.Talkabouttheungratefulchild!

“UkushayekancaneuMakaPhelo,kushoukuthi

ubumdelelanjengami!”sheyellsafterhim andclicks

hertongue.

.

.

NOMKHOSI

She’swatchingherdaughterfallasleepafter

spendingafewminuteswithher.SeeingPheloso

weakandsickbreaksherheart,thisisoneofpainful

motherhoodrealities-watchingyourchildsickand

notknowingwhattodotohelpher.Thedoctorsaid



she’llbealrightbutlookingather,evenalittlechild

cantellthatshe’sfarfrom beingokay.

SherunsherfingersthroughPhelo’shairasshe

startssnoringsoftly.There’sahumanstanding

behindher,heavyonhershouldersandtall.

It’snoneotherthanPhelo’sfather,amanwho

insultedheranddegradedhermorethananyonehas

everdone.

“Thakasa,”shesaysturningherheadtohim slowly.

“Howisshe?”heaskswithhiseyesfixedonPhelo.

“You’rehere,notfixingthemessyourfamily

caused?”

“Babeit’slate,Icanconsulttomorrowandfindout

what’shappeningwithher.RightnowIjustwantto

seeher.Issheinpain?”Hewalkscloserandleans

overPhelo’sbedsorrowfully.

“Babeorwhore?”Nomkhosiasks.

“Canwenottalkaboutthathere?Idon’twanther

conditiontoworsen,”hesays.

Nomkhosisighsandshiftstoallowhim tohavea



momentwithPhelo.Theyhaveastrongbond,she

candenyeverythingbutnothisloveforhisdaughter.

HepicksPhelo’shandandplantsasoftkissonit.

“MaMkhutshanakaSodondokaNcungu,

MaMnkonyeni,MaDuyazaomhlophe

njengezihlabathizolwandle.Granddaughterof

Zakhele,uMkhont’odlaizimbangi,

uNozikhawundanezimcel’usheleningesinene.We

apologizeifthere’sanythingthatmadeyouupset.

AllI’m askingisforyoutobeokay.Daddyisgoingto

fixwhateveritisthatwasbroken.”Hekissesher

littlehandagainandreleasesadeepbreath.Phelo

unconsciouslychewsandturnstosleeponherright

side.Hegentlypatsherbackuntilshesnoresagain.

Heturnshishead,hiseyeslockwithNomkhosi’sbut

shequicklyshiftshersaway.Shecan’tstandhim!

“CanIstaywithyouguys?”heasks.

“No,I’llcallyouifthere’sanychange,”shesays

coldly.

“Canwestepoutsideandtalk?”



“No!”shesaysfirmly.

“Okay,atleastunblockmeandreadmymessages.”

“Yourtimingisoff.Pleaseleave!”

HeinhalessharplyandglancesatPhelothenleaves.

Hereallywantsachancetoclearupwhathesaid

whenhewashurtandangry.

.

.

NOTHILE

KhanyowassenttotakeLondaoutforshopping.

Hisunclewantstobuysomethingforhim.Even

thoughThakasahadalittleproblem withhim getting

clothesfrom Mandulo,theydidreachanagreement

thathe’dbeallowedtodoeverythinganuncledoes.

Evenbirthdaypartiesandschoolevents,he’dattend

tosupportasan‘uncle’orsendhissisteronhis

behalf.

Khanyohasafewdaysbeforereturningbackto

BergvillesoshewasaskedtohelpNothilewith



shoppingforLonda.Sheknowseveryshopand

everystreetofDurban.They’regettinghootsand

smilesfrom cashiers.She’snotjustbuyingfor

Londa,she’sbuyingherownthingsaswell,whichis

unlikelytobeaninstructionfrom Mandulo.Butit’s

herbrother’smoney,whocansaywhat?

Finallythey’retakingabreakatoneofthecheap

restaurantsintown.Theyservegrilledchicken,two

saladchoice,friesandcold-drinks.

“I’m notusedtosuchplaces,”Nothilecomplainsas

shestepsonthedirtwithherheel.

“You’rearichhousewife,Idon’texpectyouto.This

iswhereIusedtoeatwhenhavingbhabhalazi,they

havenicesauces,”Khanyosays.

“Idon’tevenlikechicken,”Nothilesayslooking

throughthetwo-pagemenuwithsomuch

displeasure.

“Tryitwithhotchipsand330mlCoo-ee,”Khanyo

says.

Shecan’thelpbutlaugh.Shelastchosesuchmeals

atheryouthyears,waybeforemeetingThakasa.



“Chickenmakesmenauseous.I’lltrysomethingelse,

maybepizzaorasliceofchocolatecake,”shesays.

Khanyolooksatherwithafrown.Bythewayshe’sa

badbabyholder,Londaispullingeverythingunder

herguardandshedoesn’tevendoanythingaboutit

exceptsaying;‘baby,stopit!’

“Areyoupregnant?”sheasks.

ThesmileonNothile’sfacesaysitall.Thakasa’s

dream wastrue,she’sabouttoturnfourweeks

pregnant.

“Areyou?”Khanyoraiseshereyebrow.

“Yes,butI’m stillkeepingitasecret,Iwantto

surpriseManqelewithapositivepregnancytestat

ouranniversarycelebration.”

Ashersoon-to-besisterwifeshethoughtKhanyo

wouldbehappyforher.She’sfinallypregnantwith

herhusband’sbaby,it’sadream cometrueforboth

ofthem.Thisisgoingtobethebiggestpregnancyin

thefamily.

“Londaisnotevenone,”Khanyosays.



“Thatdoesn’tmeananything.He’sstillmybaby,

peoplealwaysgetbabiesthatare…”

“No,itmeanssomething.You’regettingyourselfand

Thakasaababyofyourdreams.Whatifyouendup

neglectingLondawhilerejoicingoverthe‘right’

baby?”

“Iwon’t.Icanlovebothmybabiesequally.And

Londawillbegrownbythetimethisbabycomes.If

neededI’llgetananny.”

Khanyosighs,“Manduloisgoingtobeworriedwhen

hefindsout.Ihopeitwon’ttakehim backtothat

depressedplace,helovesLondalikehe’shisonly

child.”

“Manqeleloveshim too,”Nothilesaysdefensively.

“Oh,Ibet!”

Beforethisturnsnasty….

“Okay,let’schangethesubject,”Nothilesuggests.

Khanyosighs,“Right.SowhatshouldIexpectfrom

marryingintotheManqeles?”

“Losingthe‘I’andunderstandingthatyou’renotjust



Bandla’swifebuteveryone’spillar.Familycomes

beforeeverything,sacrificesandcompromisesare

made,”shesays.

Khanyo’seyeswiden.Thatsoundsevendeeper

comingfrom theseniorwifeherself.

“Oh,andyouobeyallthehouseruleswhetheryou

believeinthem ornot,”Nothileadds.

“Yeah,Bandlatoldmeaboutthat.I’m already

practicingcoldfoodonSaturdaysinhishouseand

thenosexthing.”

Nothileburstsintolaughter.

“Ididn’tthinkBandlawasastrictobserver,”shesays.

Khanyofrowns,“Isn’tThakasaalsoone?”

Nothilelaughsevenmoreandopenshercold-drink

ignoringthequestion.

“Isn’tthatasin,havingsexduringthecourseof

Sabbath?”Khanyoaskswithagasp.

“KaMayise,nobodyisperfectinthisworld,especially

notmeandmyhusband,”Nothilesays.



That’sit!Khanyowantsmorefood,specificallyfries

withextrasauce.Maybeanotherlegofchickenas

well...

.

.

THAKASA

It’sthenextday,Nomkhosihasn’tsaidanything

regardingPhelo’scondition,whichmeansshe’snot

gettingworseorbetter.He’sseenGog’Zikhaliand

sheadvisedhim togoandmakepeacewiththe

Ngidis.Hisunclesarenotavailableatsuchshort

noticesohehijackedNkonzoanddroveMawande

allthewayfrom Mangethetocomeandrepresent

hismother.Rightnowthey’rejustgoingtheretotalk

withtheheadofhouse,Ndlalifa.He’llsayhispriceif

hewantssomethingorjustapologizeaboutthe

noisetohisancestorswithoutrequestinganything.

AllthishappenedtoosoonafterthedeathofNgidi,

thatfamilyisstillunderadarkcloud.

“Ican’tbelievethisweek.FirstitwasPhethyand



nowyou,don’tyouguysgettiredofdrama?”Nkonzo

askscomingbackwithacanofenergydrinkfrom

thegarage.

“WhatdidTutudo?”Thakasaasks.

“She’sjustbeingagirl.AnywayIboughtaniPad,I

don’tknowwhotogivebetweenPheloandLonda.

Who’solder?”

“Phelo,butnotoldenoughtoownaniPad,”Thakasa

says.

“Well,I’llgiveittoher,she’smydaughterIcangive

heranythingIwant.It’llbeherwelcomebackgift

whenshecomesoutofthehospital,”Nkonzosays.

Mawandechirpsinfrom theback,“Thatwouldbe

nice.I’llgivemychildreneverythingtoo,regardless

ofage.”

“You’rehavingchildren?Withwho?”Nkonzoasks

withafrown.

“WithBhambatha,”Thakasaanswersbeforeshecan.

Silence…

“Really?”Nkonzoafteramoment.



“Ummm,yesreally,”Mawandesays.

HelooksatThakasawithhiseyebrowraised.“Am I

theonlyonewho’sshockedbythis?”

“Probably,yes,”Thakasasays.

“Wow!”

Anothermomentofsilencepasses.Thecardrives

offandheadstoDurban.Thisfamilyisheading

everywhereexcepttherightdirection.

“WhatreallyhappenedbetweenyouandPhelo’s

mother?”Mawandeasksafteramomentchanging

thebittersubjectofherandBhambatha.It’lltake

timeforeveryonetodigestandswallowit.

“Wefoughtbutitwasn’tournormalfight.Itgot

prettynastyandsheendedupslappingme,”

Thakasasaysandtakesadeepbreath.That

situationcould’vebeenavoided,hecould’veacted

betterthanhedid.

“Andyoustillwanttomarryher?”Nkonzoasks

shakinghisheadindisbelief.

“She’snotperfect,neitheram I.Whatmattersisthat



shelovesmeandIloveher.”

“SeemslikeI’m theonlysanepersoninthisfamily,”

Nkonzomumblesandturnsupthemusic.

TheyarriveattheNgidisandfindNdlalifaand

Phumzilewaitingforthem.They’rethepeople

they’reheretosee-mainones.

Nkonzotakesthelead;greetsandintroduces

himselfandMawande.

“Weheardthattherewasabitofadisagreement

betweenourfamilyandyours,”hesayslookingat

Ndlalifa.

“That’showyoucallinsultingthemotherofyour

child,callingherawhoreandsayingyouwantyour

cowbackbecauseyoudidn’tfindheravirgin?”

NdlalifaasksandshiftshiseyestoThakasawho’s

eyeshavebeenfixedonthefloor.

“IspokeoutofangerandIneversaidIwantedany

cowback,”hesays.

“Good,becauseevenifyouwantedityouwerenot



goingtogetitback,”–Ndlalifa.

“Wearenotheretofight,wewantpeace.Wealso

understandthatMacamehereunannouncedand

createdanunpleasantscene.Ifthere’sanywayyou’d

likeustodotoshowourapologizesletusknowand

we’llarrangeit,”Nkonzosays.

Phumzilereleasesasighandsitsupstraight.Ifshe

letthisgoonNdlalifamightcauseevenmore

damagebetweentwofamilies.

“I’m notamotherwhofavorsachildevenwhenshe

makesmistakes.Nomkhosiisawell-disciplined

childbutI’m notgoingtodefendherforwhatshedid

becauseIdon’tknowhowsheactswhenshe’swith

Phelo’sfather.WhatIwashopingwouldhappenis

thatmeandMaKhumalowould’vetalkedlikeadults

andhelpourchildrenresolvetheirissues.Evenif

they’renotgettingmarriedanymore,it’simportant

forthem tobeciviltowardsoneanotherbecause

theydecidedtobringahumanintothisworld.”

Nkonzonods,“That’sverytrue.”

“SowewelcomeyourapologyandI’dliketo



apologizeonmydaughter’sbehalfaswell.Her

behaviorwasunacceptable,”Phumzilesays.

“Dowehavetopaysomething?”Mawandeasks.

“No,”–Phumzile.

“Yes,”Ndlalifasaysincontradiction.Phumzilegives

him alooktoshutup.

“Wearemourning,Bab’Nhlekotoldustostay

peacefullyandtheydisturbedthat.Obviouslythey

havetooffersomethingifthey’reserious,”hesays.

“No,we’vetalkedaboutitanditendsthere.Idon’t

wantustostartthetendencyofchargingone

anotherformistakes,”PhumzilesaysandNdlalifa

sighsindefeat.

“Thankyouverymuch,”Nkonzosayswithreliefand

getsuptoshaketheirhands.

Mawandedoesthesame.Theson-in-lawremains

seatedwithhisheadbowed.NowifPhelodoesn’t

getbetteratthehospitaltheymightbecompelledto

takeMaKhumalo’sadviceandbringherhome,atthe

Manqeles.
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NOMKHOSI

She’sexactlywheresherefusedtobeaboutayear

ago;communicatingwithMaNtusiregardingPhelo.

EvenwhenPhelogotdischargedfrom thehospital,

MaKhumalodemandedthatshe’sbroughthometo

bewithher‘rightfulfamily’,itwasMaNtusiwho

arrangedforhertobefetched.Thakasahasn’tsaid

anythinginawhile,whichisactuallygood.Once

Phelogotthere‘theydecided’,MaKhumaloandher

belovedson,thatPhelowasonlygoingtoreturnto

hermotherafterherfather’sanniversarycelebration.

KnowinghowPhelogetswhenthere’stension

betweenfamiliesNomkhosidecidednottofight

them,she’llcomebackwithPhelotoday-it’sfinally

MaNtusiandThakasa’sbigday.



MaNtusistillinsistsonherbeingthere.Howcloser

they’vegottenovermonthsdidn’tallowhertoturn

downtheinvitation.

“T-strapormuleheels?”sheasksSnalowavingtwo

pairsofshoes.

“Mule,”Snalosays,notevenlookingatthem.She

doesn’twanthertogobecauseshe’sscaredthe

anniversarythingmighthurther.Maybeayearago,

whenshewasstilldelusionalandhead-over-heelsin

lovewithThakasatheiranniversarycelebration

would’vehurther,butnowshe’sinabetterplace

withheremotions.AndMaNtusideserveseverything

that’shappeningtohernow.

Sheliftsthedressupandturnstoreturntothe

bedroom.

“Youevendesignedadressfortheiranniversary

celebration?”Snaloasksbehindher.

Sherollshereyes,“Ican’tbeuglyandruintheir

pictures.”

“You’reabetterhumanthanme.Iwould’verocked

upinbaggyjeansandANCT-shirt,”Snalosays.



Sheburstsintolaughter,that’ssolikeSnalo,she’d

definitelydothat,nodoubt.

“HaveyoutalkedtoMaqhingarecently?”sheasks.

Snalosighs,“Yeah,afewdaysago,hewassober.I

thinkhe’llcomearoundintime,Kingneedshim.”

“Ngidiwouldbesodisappointedinhim.Iunderstand

thathe’shurting,butwastinghimselflikethisisn’t

helpinganyone.Ndlalifaisjustaclickawayfrom

losinghissanity.Theyshouldbeworkingtogether

andhelpingeachothergoingforward.”

“Iknow,let’sjustgivehim alittlemoretimetoget

himselftogether.HewastheclosesttoDad.”

Ngidi’sdeathreallyleftagapinthefamily,ahuge

one.Moreespeciallyfortheboys,hesingle-handedly

raisedthem.Hisbrotheraswell,Nhleko,theyjust

foundoneanotherandnowhehastofigurethings

outalone;whetherhechangesthesurnameornot,

howhe’sgoingtofitinthefamilyandallthat.

Lifewillneverbethesameagain,bothathomeand

inherpersonallife.Hermindhasbeenmadeup,

she’snotbecomingaManqele’ssecondwife,



especiallynotafterThakasastoodthereandcalled

herawhore.She’llhavewhatNdondoandThalente

have;stablelifepartnerwho’lldedicateshislifeonly

toher.Ifshecangetovernothavingafatherinher

life,surelyshecangetoverThakasaaswell.

Finallylook;redsequinedprom dress,muleheels

andblondeshorthair.Shecutherhairpurposelyto

indicatehernewjourneyinlife.Mostwomendothat

whenstartingover;theysymbolizeitbyremoving

theirhair.She’stryingthattoo,maybeit’llwork.And

shorthairlooksgoodonher,shedoesn’tregretitat

all.

Thedriverpicksherup.She’sgoingtherealone.She

could’vetakeneitherSnaloorNdondo,butthosetwo

arecapableofcreatingunnecessaryscenesandruin

Nothile’sbigday,whichisn’tsomethingshehasany

intentionfor.

She’sabitlate,there’saShembeoldmanwho’s

alreadyspeakingatthefront.Everyoneisseated.



Pheloisnotwearingthedressshesentwithherbut

aturquoisetutudressandbeadedneck-piecethat

lookslikeMaNtusi’s.LittleLondaisdressedupina

tuxedothatmatchesThakasa’s.They’realmostlike

aperfectfamily.MaNtusioutdidherselfwith

decorations,you’dswearit’saweddingandnotjust

acelebrationdinner.

Nomkhositakesaseatatthebackrowoftables,

everyone’sattentionisonthespeakeratthefront,

she’salmostunnoticeable,whichisgood.His

brothers,sistersandmotheraresittingatthefront

row,alllookingresplendent.

She’swatchingattentively.Everyoneisgivingtheir

pieceofadvice,congratulatingandsayinghow

amazingtheyare.Mostlyit’speoplefrom church

andtheManqelelong-distancerelatives.Theylook

happy,MaNtusihasbeensmilingnonstop,she’sa

glow-getter.She’swearingafloor-lengthAfrican

designedbridaldressandalargeZulubeaded

isicholowithchandelierearrings.She’sgotminimal

make-uponherface,justthetouch-upsand



mascara.Thisisherday,andshe’sthehighlightofit;

from hermagnificentdresstohersmilethat’sworth

aking’sransom.Eventheforeverlongfaceof

Thakasameltedtoday,heflashesasmileeverynow

andthen,andholdshiswife’shand.

Theironedayoffairytale.It’snowtheirtimetotake

thestand.Nomkhositakesadeepbreathandcasts

hereyestotherightsideofthefrontrows.Tema’s

eyesareonher,whentheystaresmeetshecracksa

smileofacknowledgement.Pitysmile!

Nomkhosismilesbackandfixeshereyesbackto

thecustomizedbride&groom wingbackchairs.

Thakasaisupwithamicandcreepingsmileonhis

face.

“Iaskedhertohireanevent-plannerwho’djustname

herpriceandgeteverythingdonebutsheinsistedon

doingeverythingherself.I’m stillshocked,Imean,

thisismywife!”Helooksaroundwithadisbelieving

smile,peoplearelaughingtheirlungsoff.“I’m not

sureIknowwhoImarriedanymore.Maybeshe’s



evenagoodsingerandIdon’tknow…”

MaNtusiinterjects,“I’m agoodsinger.You’veheard

mesing.”

“Ummm...okay,let’smoveon.Yououtdidyourself,

thankyouverymuchforthisday,”hesays.

MaNtusipuckersherlipsindisappointment.

Everyoneeruptsintolaughter.

“I’m kidding,you’reagoodsingerandyoulook

beautiful,”hesaysandtakesherhandforasqueeze.

MaNtusiblushes.

“SevenyearsagoonthisdayItiedmylifetoyouand

vowedtoloveyouwitheverythingthatIhaveand

everythingthatIam.Ihaven’tbeenperfect,Iwas

neverimmunetosinandimperfections,butthispast

yearhasproventomethatourloveisstrongerthan

life,MaNtusi.Idon’tknowwhattosay,I’m nota

poeticpersonnoram Icreative,soI’m justgoingto

thankyou.Thankyouforlovingmesoboldlyand

carryingmyfamilylikeitwasyourown.Thankyou

foryoursupportthroughouttheyearsandresilience.

Thankyouforcompanionshipand…thankyoufor



makingmeaman.”Hetakesadeepbreath.Shyness

takesover,hedropshiseyes.MaNtusismilesathim

encouragingly.

“IstillloveyouthesamewayIdidthefirsttimeIset

myeyesonyou.Thingsmayhavehappened,and

mightstillhappen,wedon’tknowwhatthefuture

hasstoredforus,butthere’sonethingthatwill

neverchange,andthatismyloveandpromisesto

you.Ipromisedyouforeverandthatstandsuntil

forevercomes.”

She’ssheddingatear.Thakasagetsdownonone

kneeinfrontofher.

“HappyAnniversary,mylove.”Hegivesheraredbox

witharibbon.Shewhisperssomethingexcitedly,

probablyaskingifsheshouldopenitrightaway,and

Thakasanodsather.Sheopenstheboxgrinninglike

aCheshirecat.It’scarkeys,shescreamsoutinjoy.

BMW 2-Series,that’sthegift.Shedidaskforan

expensiveone,butthat’snotall,there’smore.Ago-

spend-mecardwithawrittencheque.

“Iknowyou’reworthmorethanthis.Thisisagiftfor



eachandeverysingledayyou’vespentwithme.7

years,365daysperyearandR100foreachday.

That’s(7)365×100.Thankyou,sthandwasami.”

Womenaregasping!Menareclappinghands.

Thakasa’slipsarelockedintoMaNtusi’s-loveisin

theair.

MaKhumaloisblockingeveryone’searswithher

piercingululation.MaNtusishylyholdsthemicand

takesthestand.

“Firstandforemost,I’dliketothankeveryonewho

cametocelebratewithustoday.Idon’tknowifI

would’vemadeittothisdayifitwasn’tforMa.

ThankyouMaKhumalofortakingmeinandtreating

melikeyourchild.Orevenmorethanyourchild,”she

saysandchuckles.“Yoursoncomplainsthatyou

lovememorethanyoulovehim.Iloveyoutoo,

you’rethemotherIneverhad.Thankyouforhelping

mefigureoutmotherhoodandhelpingmebecomea

goodwifetomyhusband.Withoutyouradvicesand

lessonswewouldn’tbeheretoday.”

Thakasaclearshisthroat,“It’souranniversary,not



yoursandhers.”

Everyonelaughs,MaKhumaloincluded.

“I’m savingthebestforthelast,”shetellshim and

relaxesonthechairwithasmileonhisfaceand

staresatherasshegoesontothankalmost

everyoneinthefamily.

“HappyAnniversaryMthongawendlovu.Duyaza

omhlophenjengezihlabathizolwandle!”

Thakasatoucheshisfaceandlaughs.Whata

contradiction!

“Well,inmyeyesyouare.AndIloveyousomuch.

Thankyoufordoinglifewithme,Mthonga.Thevows

Imadesevenyearsagostillstandtoday.I’m still

goingtorespectyou,honoryourwordandsupport

yourdreams.I’m stillgoingtoloveyoutilldeathdo

usapart,”shesaysandsignalsforNomceboto

bringhersomething.Alittlegiftbag.Thakasa

chuckles,that’ssmallercomparedtowhathegave

her.Didn’tshesayit’llbethebiggestgift?

“Ihaveasurpriseforyou,”shesaysandgiveshim

thesealedenvelope.



“I’llshareitwithhim,”Phethysaysloudlyandrushes

toThakasa’sside.Itcouldbemoneyandherbrother

doesn’treallyneedit.

“Irememberyou’vebeentellingmethesepastfew

years,beforeLondaandSphephelocameintoour

lives,thatGodwillanswerourprayersintimeand

thatIshouldleaveeverythinginhishands.Igrew

impatientandweendeduptakingdifferent

directionsinlife.Itaffectedourmarriage,inavery

bigway.Indeed,youwererightmyeniwami,outof

everythingthatyouare,yourleadershipcannotbe

questioned.IhaveseenthegoodnessofGodina

hopelessplace.Whilewehadeveryreasontobreak

up,wesortedthingsoutandstayedinourmarriage.

HappyanniversaryMthonga,andcongratulationson

beingafatheragain.”

Hefrowns.Shedirectshiseyestotheenvelopein

hishand.Heopensitquicklywhilethewhole

Manqelefamilystanduptorejoiceoverthenews.

Thakasalooksstunnedandspeechless.The

ultrasoundpictureistremblinginhishand.



“Yourdreamswereaccurate.Wearehavingababy!”

MaNtusibeamsandwrapsherarmsaroundhim.

Sheleansdowntohisearandwhispers;“Iknow

what’sgoingthroughyourmind.We’lldefinitelydoa

DNAtestto…”

Hedoesn’tletherfinish.Hegrabsherneckand

onslaughtsherwithakiss.Hedoesn’tpubliclygets

affectionatethismuch,buttodayhasbeenthebest

dayofhislife-he’svulnerablewithhiswife.

NobodycallsMaKhumalotothestage.Nobodyhas

everprogrammedhim,itwon’tstarttoday.It’sher

son’sanniversary,nowshejustfoundoutthatshe’s

abouttobecomeagrandmotheragain.

ShestartsoffbyrecitingalltheManqelesurnames

andhuggingherson.Thenshesingsandturnsthe

wholethingintoaprayingsession.

“Thisfeelslikeadream.Mysonisfinallygoingto

haveachildhe’salwayswanted.Achildmyhusband

dieddreamingtomeet.Ourprayersdidn’tgoinvain.

FinallytheManqeleshaverememberedus,they



rememberedtheirsonanddaughter-in-law.Their

realmakotiwhowassprinkledwithinyongoandgot

insidetheManqelepremisesinbroaddaylightwitha

kist.”Shesingsagainandstartsdancing.Everyone

ishappyexceptNomkhosiattheback.Butshe’s

sittingstillbecauseshedoesn’twanttoruin

MaNtusi’sdayinanysortofway.Nothing

MaKhumalosaidwasuntruebutshe’soldenoughto

knowwhenthingsaresaidtospiteothersandshe’s

notplayingthatgameattheexpenseofher

daughter.

Thebuzzeventuallydiesdown.Nkonzotakesupthe

stageandsayshisfewwords,sodoesMawande.

Thenit’scatchingupmomentforthechurchgoers

andrefreshmentstime.Caterersareservingthe

tablesandrunningaroundlikeheadlesschickens.

“MakaPhelo,”thevoicequakesnexttoherandshe

turnsherheadtotheawe-struckMawandestaringat

herlikeshe’satthewrongplace,atthewrongtime.

“Hi,Iwasinvited,”sheclarifiesquickly.



“Ummm…Iknow.”Shestilllooksshockedthough.

Theystareatoneanotherforaminutebefore

Mawandebreaksthesilence.

“Youcutyourhair?Didyougetpermissiontodo

so?”sheasks.

“PermissiontocutMYhair?No.Isitanewlaw?”

Nomkhosiraiseshereyebrow.

“Ummm…no,nevermind.Pleasecometothefront,

don’tsitatthebacklikeastranger.”

“No,I’m goodhere.Pleasegetmemydaughter,”she

says.

Mawandenodsreluctantlyandwalksawayfrom her

table.She’stryingtostaycollected,reallydoingher

best.

.

.

Whatadayitwas!Everyonewillbesleepingathome,

justtocelebratetherestofthedaywithThakasa.

EvenKhanyocame,whichrarelyhappens.



There’sanothercardrivingin.Maybeoneofthe

relativeswhoneedaplacetosleep,sotheythink.

Butit’sPhelo’smotherwhostepsoutofthecarwith

herheaduncoveredandmakesherwaytowardsthe

house.Witheverythingthatwasgoingon,Mawande

didn’tgetthetimetotalkwithherbrothernorget

PheloasNomkhosihadinstructed.

“You’reonlycomingnow?”MaNtusiasksmeeting

heratthedoorlookingshocked.Shedidn’tmeet

eachandeveryonefrom theguests.

“No,Icamelateandsatattheback.Everythingwas

beautiful,letusknowwhenyou’veofficiallystarted

planningevents.Andcongratulations!”

MaNtusichuckles,“Thankyou.MaybeManqelewill

allowmetolookintoitifItakeitasahobby.”

ThakasaappearswithLondainhisarms,hejust

bathedandputPhelotosleep.Hiseyesrun

everywhereexcepttothetwowomenstandinginthe

kitchen.

“ShewastellingmethatIshouldstartplanning

events,asajob,”–MaNtusi.



ThakasalooksatNomkhosiwithhiseyebrow

furrowedbuthedoesn’tsayanything.

“ActuallyI’m heretogetmydaughter.Idon’tknowif

IshouldstartbygreetingMaKhumaloandasking

permissionfrom her.”

MaNtusifrowns,“Ofcoursenot.Icanjustlether

knowthatyouarehere.”Shetouchesherhips,

feelingthetextureofthedressandgasps.

“Ayisenhle!LetmegoandtellMathatPhelois

leaving.”

Sherushesofftotheloungeleavingtwoestranged

parentslookingatoneanother.

“Youlookbeautiful,”–that’shisopeningline.He’s

nothappyaboutthehaircutbutatthisstageoftheir

relationshiphischoiceofwordsmaycomeacross

asdictatingandcausemoreharm.

“Ifyouevergettimepleasegivemeafewminutes.I

justwanttotalktoyou,evenifthere’sadivingwall

betweenus.”

Shedoesn’trespond.Hedoesn’tunderstandboth

hervoiceandsilencebuttodayshechoosessilence.



MaKhumalowalksinfollowedbyMaNtusiwho

makesaneyecontactwithNomkhosiandshrugs

hershoulders.There’sdramacoming!

“MakaPhelo,where’sthedoek?”MaKhumaloasks.

Shedoesn’tsayanything.Heranswertothatmight

bedisrespectful;they’veneverboughtheranydoek,

whichoneisMaKhumalotalkingabout?

“Can’tyoutakethebabyinthemorning,MaZikode?

It’slatenow,”MaKhumaloasks,suddenlylooking

verycalm andhumble.

“No,I’dliketotakehernow.Iwanthertosleep

homewithherfamily,”shesays.

“Weareherfamilyandshelikesithere.She’seven

gainedweight,”–MaKhumalo.

“I’dratherhaveherinasafeenvironmentwhere

nobodynitpicksoverherforbeingunplannedand

bornoutofwedlockthantohaveheregaining

weight,”shesays.

“Ididn’tnitpickoverPhelo,she’smygranddaughter,”



MaKhumalosayssharplyanddefensively.

“Mymotherisnotalwayscarefulwithherwordsbut

I’m surethat’snotwhatshemeant,”Thakasa

interferestakinghismother’sside.

“You’rebothright.CanIpleasehaveherandleave?”

shelooksatMaNtusiandMaNtusirequestsfrom

MaKhumalowithhereyes.

“It’snosecretthatshewasbornfrom

umantshontshanaandneitheroneofyouplanned

her.SoifIrejoiceoverthepregnancynewsthatboth

myhusbandandIwantedthatshouldn’t…”Mawande

clearsherthroatbeforehermothergoesanyfurther.

“Canwesitdownandtalkaboutthis?I’m sure

there’samisunderstanding,”MaNtusibegs.

Thakasalooksdefeatedanddumbstruck.

Mawandetakesadeepbreathandspeaksup.They

don’tobeybuteveryonedefinitelylistenswhenshe

talks.

“Pleasejustapologize,Ma.Asagrandmother,asan

auntandasafather,Ibelieveourjobisnotto



remindchildrenhowtheycameandiftheywere

wantedornot.Weshouldbeprotectingandmaking

them feelequallyloved.”

Nobodysaysanything.MaNtusisighsandwalksout

tofetchPhelo.

“Thishurts,”Thakasasayswithadeepsighand

biteshislip.

“I’m sorryyoufeltlikeIwasnitpickingovermyown

granddaughter.Ilovethatlittlegirl,she’s…I

apologize,I’m sorry,”MaKhumalosays.

There’sthatmomentofdisbelieffrom Thakasaand

Mawande.

“It’scool,pleasetellMaNtusiI’m waitinginthecar

outside,”Nomkhosisaysandturnsaroundand

leaves.

Loudexhalations!

“Ithinkmyguardianangeldrinks,”Thakasasays,still

staringatthedoorwherethewomanwhousetobe

hisbestfriendandcomfortzonedisappeared.
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It’sbeenafewweeksafterMaNtusi’sbig

announcement,thingsaresmoothathome.Cows

weresenttotheMayises,theyreceivedaletterof

izibizoandnowTema’sweddingpreparationsare

takingplace.Thisisdefinitelyoneofthebiggest

yearsfortheManqeles,andobviouslythebusiest

withmanyshockers.

Speakingofshockers,Mawandeaskedforaspecial

dinnerthatwouldgathereveryone.She’saMyeza

now,it’sverybossyofhertorequest

dinners/meetingsfrom theManqeles.ButMaNtusi

putittogetheranyway.Temahasarrivedwith

Bandlaandhersoon-to-behusband.Khanyoisstill

notthatmuchinvolvedwiththefamily,sheknows

she’sabouttospendtherestofherlifewiththem

andusingthistimetoenjoyherlastmonthsof

freedom,becausethat’swhatyoulosewhenyou



becomeaManqele.Mostofyourfreedom,ifnotall

ofit.

“Doesanyoneknowwhatthisisabout?”Bandlaasks

pullingachairandtakingaseat.

NkonzoandThakasaknow,butit’snottheirplaceto

tell.ThakasainstructedMawandenottobring

Bhambathayetandwaituntileveryonehaswrapped

theirheadsaroundtheideaofhim beingher

husbandbeforeinvitinghim tofamilydinnersand

gatherings.

“Let’swaitforher,she’lltelluswhywearehere,”

Thakasasays.

Itsoundslikethere’sacardrivingup,hopefullyit’s

her,they’vewaitedlongenough.

“WhenisPhelovisiting?”MaKhumaloasksThakasa.

Linespronounceonhisforeheadasheheavesa

deepsigh.It’sbeentough;goingthislongwithout

seeinghisdaughter.Buthedecidedtogive

Nomkhosispacetocooldown,maybewhenshe’s

calm shecanopenherheartagain.



“MaNtusisaidhermotherpromisedthatshe’llstill

visit,”hesays.

MaKhumalothunders,“Shepromised?Whosechild

isPhelo?”

“Well,itseemslikeNomkhosiisnowquestioningus

asafamilyandsafeenvironmentforSphephelo.I

knowwhatyousaidmayhavebeenreceivedwrongly

butnowIjustfeellikemychildisbeingputinthe

middleoffights.”

“Whydon’tyoutakehertocourt?”MaKhumaloasks.

“BecauseIdon’twanttofightwithher.Ihaveababy

coming,Iwantpeace,”hesays.

MaKhumalosnortsangrilybuthismindismadeup.

He’snotgoingtofightwithanybody,especiallynot

Nomkhosi.Thatwouldputhim intheamountof

stresshedoesn’tneedrightnow.

MawandearrivesdresseduplikeaMyezamakoti

sheusedtobewhenNyeziwasstillarrive.

MaKhumaloishappyaboutit,shewastiredofher



carryingherselflikealittlegirl.

“Bandlatakeapictureofher,Iwanttoshow

MaZikalala,”shebeamsandpointsMawandeatthe

chairnexttoher.

“Idon’thavebattery,”Bandlasays.

“Stopbeingjealousandtakeaphotoofyoursister.

IfIneedtopayyouforyourdataIwill.”

Bandlalaughs,“Cameradoesn’tusedata.I’lltake

pictureslater.Canweeatnow?I’m starving.”

“Yourwomanshouldbeherecookingforyou.

MaNtusican’tbefeedingyouwhileyourownwoman

isparadingthestreetsinshortsskirts.Isshestilla

healer?”

“It’sjustfoodthatIasked!”Bandlasaysfumingand

roughlypushesbackhischair.

“Guyscanwenotfighttoday?”Mawandeasksabit

shockedbyherbrother’sreaction.Everyoneknows

howMaKhumalois,whyishetakingwhatshesaid

totheheart?

Heleavesthetableandwalksout.Everyoneturnsto



Thakasa,hehastodoorsaysomething.Buthe’s

justleaningbackonhischairlookingabsent-minded

andunaffectedbyanythingthat’shappening.

“CanIcheckonhim beforewecontinue?”Nkonzo

asks.

Nobodyanswers.

Heleavesthetableaswell.

Thisisn’tgoingwellbeforeitevenstarts.Temais

beingaquietguestasusual.Deepdownshe’s

feelingguiltyofwhatKhanyoisbeingaccusedof

sinceshecamelateandMaNtusihadalreadydone

everythingbyherself.She’scarryingaprecious

cargo,MaKhumalowillcomeforeachoftheirheads

iftheyoverworkhertofeedtheirmen.

Nkonzocomesback,there’sacarleaving,hefailed

toconvinceBandlatocomebacktothetable.

“Ithinkweshouldgoahead,”hesaystakinghisseat.

There’sashufflingsoundofplatesbeingpassed

around,thenMawandeclearsherthroatandgulps



downaglassofwater.

“SoIhavedecidedthatI’m notleavingthehousemy

husbandbuiltforme.”Eyeswidenaroundthetable.

“I’llstaythere,fulfillallthedreamsIhadwithhim

andcontinuehislegacy,”shesays.

“Andyou’lldoallthisalone?”–MaKhumalo.Which

youngwomanhaseverrunahouseonherown?

“Nope,that’sactuallyanannouncementIcameto

make,”Mawandesaysandrubshernosenervously.

Theystayquiet.Tooquietforpeace’ssake!

“Ihaveletsomeoneinmyhouse.”Thisisabetter

wayofputtingit,hopefullytheyaregettingit.

“Shouldn’ttheMyezasbetheonestellingusthis?”

MaKhumaloasks.

“Theywill.IjustthoughtitwouldbebetterifIbreak

thenewstoyoufirst,”shesays.

“Sowhoisit?”MaNtusiaskswithafullmouth.She’s

stillinherfirsttrimesterbutherappetitehas

dramaticallyincreasedtothepointwheresheeats

everythinginsightandalwayshasasnacknextto



her.

“Hisbrother,”Mawandesays.

“Nottheonewhowenttojail,right?”MaNtusiasks

withhereyeswiden.

“Him.Hehaschanged.Ipromiseyou,he’sagood

man,”Mawandeconvincesdesperately.

Thakasadoesn’tlooksurprised,MaNtusiraisesher

eyebrowathim andhejustshrugshisshoulders.

“Dowehaveasayinthis?”Nkonzoasks.

Mawandeshakesherhead,“Notreally.I’m aMyeza

now,remember.”

Asigh!

“MaNtusipleasegetmypaintablets,Ithinkthis

headacheisheretokillme,”MaKhumalosays

unexpectedly.

There’sanawkwardsilence.

MaNtusipassesLondatoTemaandleavesthetable

tofetchthetabletsfrom MaKhumalo’sbedroom.

“So,Mawhendoyouthinkyouwanttomeethim and



thefamilytodiscussthings?”Mawandebreaksthe

briefsilence.

MaKhumalosighsandlooksatThakasa.Hissilence

istooloud.

“You’renotgoingtosayanythingtoyoursister?IfI

talkyou’llsayI’m heartlessandIdon’tknowhowto

speak,”sheaskshim.

“You’rehermother.Idon’thaveaproblem withwho

shedecidestobewith,aslongasshe’shappyand

notdoinganythingtodisrespectNyezi’smemory,”

hesays.

MaKhumalobeginstosweatastorm.What’swrong

withthesechildren?FirstitwasBandla,thisone

didn’tdoanythingtoreprimandhim forwalkingout

from thefamilydinner,andnowhecan’tputhis

sisterontheline!

“You’relettingacriminalinyoursister’slife?That

boykilledReverendNkwanyana,whatifiqungarises

andhekillsyoursister?”Dramaticasusual!

Thakasashrugshisshouldersandpourshimself

somejuice.



“IfanythinghappenstomydaughterI’llholdyou

responsible,”shehissesangrilyandgrabsthebottle

oftabletsfrom MaNtusi’shandandswallowstwo.

MaNtusipassesheraglassofwaterandgoesback

toherseat.

“Ma,I’m agrownup,Thakasaisnotresponsiblefor

whatIdowithmylife.Talktomeifyouhavea

problem,”Mawandesays.

Thakasaisunbotheredanddrinkinghisjuice.He’s

notevenemotionallyavailableatthetable.

“I’m notgoingtotalktoyouaboutanything.Yousaid

wedon’thaveanysaybecauseyouareaMyeza.Tell

MaNdlovuthatherandIhavetotalk,”shesaysand

pullsherplate.She’sdoneandeatingherfood.

That’showitends.MaNdlovuowesheran

explanation.That’sthesameboyshecan’tcontrol,

nowshe’sshiftinghim toherdaughter.Whatanerve!

“Babeareyouokay?”NkonzoasksTemainalow

whisper.

“Yes,”shenods.



Thingshavebeenabittense,she’sboundtoget

freakedout.

“Pleasedon’tstarvemygrandchild,MaDube.Why

areyouplayingwithfoodandnoteating?”

MaKhumaloasks.

Shechuckles,“I’m eating,Ma.”

“Pleasedo,Iwillmakeamahewuforyoutomorrow.

Evenifyoudon’thavefoodreadyinthehouseyou’ll

easilyfillyourstomachwhilecooking,”–

MaKhumalo.

She’snotsureabout‘fillingherstomachwith

amahewu’,butwhatcanshesay?Shesmilesand

nods.

.

.

BANDLA

He’sgettingreadyforwork.HedidcallMawande

beforegoingtobedandapologizedforwalkingout

ofdinner.HealsofoundoutaboutBhambatha’s



involvementwithhissister.Apparentlytheoldertwo

alreadyknewaboutit,andseeminglythey’ve

acceptedit.Hehashisconcernswhenitcomesto

Bhambathabutnobodyisperfectinthisworld.

MawandesupportedhisrelationshipbeforeKhanyo

evenstoppedpartyinganddrinking.Hehastogive

them thebenefitofadoubtandbesupportiveas

well.

Hemakeshiswaytothekitchenbuttoninguphis

shirtandnoticesThakasa’scarpullingup.It’svery

unusualforhim tocometohishousesoearlyinthe

morning.Maybeit’sabouthim stormingoutof

dinner.Heunlocksthedoorandgoesbacktothe

countertopreparehislunch-box.

“Mthonga!”Thakasawalksindressedupforwork.

“IthoughtI’dseeyouatwork,”Bandlasaysbitinga

sliceofbread.He’scurrentlylivinglikeabachelor

butit’llchangesoon.

Thakasapullsthechairandsits.

“No,Idon’twantustobringfamilyissuestowork.

Areyouokay?”



“Yeah,I’m okaynow,”Bandlasays.

“Sowhatmadeyouleave?ThefoodissueorthatMa

spokelikethataboutKhanyo?”

“Both.ThisiswhyIdidn’twanttostayathomeafter

gettingmarried,becauseoftheseslightjabsthat

shethrowsaround.Idon’tthinkKhanyocantakeit

lyingdown.Mylifeisgoingtobechaotic.”

“Maisold,Bandla.Oldandkindoflonelywithout

Dad.Weareabigfamilyandthere’salways

somethinghappening;stressingherout.Idon’tthink

she’sthekindestpersononearth.Shedoessay

thingstomeaswell.ButIdon’tthinkweshouldlet

hergetunderourskin,she’sourmotherandour

wiveshavetolearnfrom ushowtohandleher.Let’s

practicealittlebitofpatiencewithher.”

Bandlasighsandtakeshissausagesoutofthepan.

Maybehe’snotsothick-skinned,thingsdogetto

him,especiallyifKhanyoisbeingtossedinthe

middle.

“WhyisKhanyokeepingdistanceanyway?”Thakasa

asks.



“Ithinkit’satwo-waystreet.Youareinvolvedinthe

Ngemaaffairs,oryouwerebeforethingshappened.

NkonzoisalsoverymuchinvolvedintheDube

affairsastheson-in-law.Ifthere’ssomething

happeningtherehemakessurethathegetsus,his

family,theretosupportTema.EvenwithPhelo’s

mother,ourfamiliesmayhavearockyrelationship

butifthere’ssomethinghappeningthereyouwillget

allofusthere,supportingherintimeofneed.But

withKhanyoit’sdifferent,wearenotafamilytoher

family.Maybebecauseofherbrother’sissue,Idon’t

know.ButIthinktheenergymyfamilygivesheris

thesameenergyshegivesback,whichisfair

enough.”

“OhBandla,stopbeingalackey!I’m notgoingto

jumpandgosupportMandulo’sceremoniesor

whateverhedoessothatKhanyocanacknowledge

thatshe’smarryingintotheManqelesandnotthe

otherwayaround.”

“Thenlet’snotbesurprisedifsheskipsourdinneror

function.Youcan’tgivetwoandexpecttenin

return,”Bandlasaysandputseverythingbackinthe



fridge.“Shedidcometotheanniversarycelebration.

Maybeyoudidn’tseeher,justlikeyoudidn’tsee

Phelo’smother.”

Theconversationistakingadifferentdirection.

Thakasatakesadeepbreathandpeelsabanana.

“Shehatesyou,”Bandlarubsitonhisfaceand

laughs.

“Ididn’twanthertocome.Iknewsomethingwas

goingtohappenandcausemoretensionbetween

us.ButIdidn’tthinkitwouldbeMaanditwould

involvemydaughter,Ithoughtmaybeitwouldbe

whatIsaytoMaNtusiandhowitwouldplant

anotherseedofdoubtinhermindaboutmyfeelings

forher,”hesays.

“IthoughtsheknewaboutMaNtusifrom dayone.

Youwantpolygamy,youcan’tbescaredtoexpress

yourlovetotheotherwifebecauseofanotherone.It

doesn’tmakesense.”

“Iknow,Ijustdon’tthinkwearecurrentlyinagood

placeforhertowitnessallthat,”hesays.

“That’snothowitworks.MaNtusiwillbepresentat



yoursecondwedding,ifit’sstillhappening,andshe

willhavetowitnessitallaswell,”–Bandla.

Sigh!

“Doyouthinkthesecondweddingisstill

happening?”Bandlaagain.

“Ifit’snotNomkhosithenIdon’tthinkIwillget

marriedtoanotherwoman,”hesays.

“Well,atleastyouandMaNtusiarehavingchildren

now.Nothingwillcompelyoutotakeanotherwife,”

Bandlasays.

“Iwishitwasthateasy.AnywayI’m lookingfor

venuesforPhelo’sfirstbirthday.”

Bandlafrowns,“She’sabouttoturnonealready?”

“Intwomonths,yeah.Iwanttoplanearly,”hesays.

Bandlalaughs.Hefindsthisdesperatesideofhis

brotherfunny.Nobodyknewhecouldbethisweak

becauseofawoman.It’sanevilthingtowishforbut

lifewouldbefunnyifNomkhosihurthim moreoften.

“Areyoutryingtoscorepoints?”He’schokingdown

alaugh.



“You’rebeingdumb.It’smydaughter’s1stbirthday,

ifNomkhosiissureaboutthisco-parentingthing

thensheshouldproveitnowandworkwithmein

planningourdaughter’sbirthdayparty.”

“Shedoesn’twanttobearoundyou.Whydon’tyou

divideplanningtasks;findthevenueandlether

comewithdecorationsandfood?”Bandlaasks.

“Wehavetoworktogether.Nomatterhowmuchshe

hatesme,shecreatedachildwithmeandwehave

toraisehertogether,”hesays.

“Idon’tthinkitmeanshavinglunchanddiscussing

partythemeswhilelookingateachother’seyesand

lustingover...”

“Youdon’thaveachildBandla,shutup.Youdon’t

knowanythingaboutparenting,sopleasesaveyour

adviceandmakesureyoudon’tcometoworklate.”

Hegrabsanotherbananaandstormsoutofthe

house.

Bandlashakeshisheadandlaughs.



He’salmostdone.Hestillhasfiveminutestospare.

Thakasaneedstobestronganddealwithlife.Who

saiditwasgoingtobefair?

HescrollsdownandcallsKhanyo.

“Mmhhh!”That’showsheanswers.

Hemust’vewokenherupanddisturbedherbeauty

sleep.

“Morning,mylove.Howareyou?”

“Good.Mmmhh,”shemoans.

“Wakeup,sthandwasami.Didyouseethetime?

Whatkindofawifeareyougoingtobe?”heteases

goingtothebedroom totakehisbelt.

“You’resoannoying!Howwasdinner?”Nowshe

soundsawake.

“Idon’tknow.Ileftbeforeitstarted.Whydidn’tyou

come,Khanyo?Myfamilyisnowaskingquestions.”

“Whatquestions?Youdidn’ttellmetocome,”she

asks.

“DoIhavetospellitout?IfIinform youabout



somethingthatmeansIwantyoutocomewithme.”

“Urgh,Bandla!Youarenotapoet.Don’tspeaktome

inmetaphors,”shesays.

“Okay,areyougoingtobemorepresentand

involvedinmyfamilynow?I’m tiredofdefending

us,”heasks.

“Ifyouaskmenicely.ButIdon’tfeellikethere’sany

rush,I’m goingtobeavillagewifefortherestofmy

lifeanyway.”

“You’regoingtobeawife.Mywife,notavillagewife,

unlessifyou’replanningtosleepwiththewhole

villagewhilemarriedtome.”

“That’snotabadthingeither.Listen,there’s

somethingyouhavetohear.Ohmygoodness,

Bandla!”

Damn,fiveminutesisalmostover!

“Whatisit?”heasks.

“DidItellyouaboutMzwandile?HewenttoJoburg

in1999leavinghiswifeandkids.Youknow

everyonethoughthediedintheminesor



something.”

“Didn’thedie?”Bandlaasks.

“No,waitforit!Sohiswifeendedupgettingasex

toywithtwolegs.Theyhavetwokidstogether,she

tookhim inandmadehim theheadofMzwandile’s

house.Guesswhathappenedlastweek?”

Helaughs.Thisstoryistoopredictable!

“No,”hesays.

“He’sback.Nowthewifeislivingwithbothmenin

thehouse,botharerefusingtoleave.It’sawoman’s

polygamything.”

“Polyandry,”Bandlasays.

“Yes,that’stheword.You’remywalkingdictionary.”

Helaughs,“Pleasewakeupandbrushyourteeth.I’ll

callyoulater.”

“Nobaby,I’m horny.Letmepositionmyselfwell,

thenbreakmysex-callvirginity,”shesays.

Hegasps,“Khanyo,didyouseethetime?”

“It’syourfather’scompany,whyareyoupanicking?



Look,I’m lyingonmybacknow,nakedandwetfor

you.”

Aveininhismanhoodthrobs.“Comeon,”he

whispers.

“Wrapyourhandaroundthatbeautifulmonsterand

playwithit.”

He’sstandinginthemiddleofthekitchen.Thisjuicy

phonecallorhisbrother’sinstruction?

Deepbreath!

“Let’sdoavideo-call,Iwanttoseeyou,”hesays.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

SEASONFINALE

CHAPTER82

NOTHILE

She’satHlomukaLogisticsforthefirsttime.She

could’vesentthedriverthesethingsthatPheloleft

behindbutshewantedtopersonallyseeNomkhosi.

There’snoannoyingreceptionistlikePrecioushere,

she’swelcomedbyabubblywomanwhochit-chats

andleavesheratthedoorofNomkhosi’snewoffice.

“Ithoughtyouwerejokingwhenyousaidyou’re

coming,”Nomkhosisaysliftingherfacewithasmile

asshewalksinwithalittlepinkbag.

“I’m here!”shesaysandmesmerizesaroundthe

office.“YouhaveabeautifulofficebutI’ddo

somethingaboutthesewalls.”

Nomkhosirollshereyesandlaughs.



“Yesmam,pleasegivemeaquote,”shesays.

Nothilemakesherselfcomfortableontheguest

couchandpusheshershoesoff.

“I’m kidding,yourbabydaddyblue-tickedmyrequest

ofevent-planninganddecorating,”shesays.

Nomkhosigivesheralook,she’snotpleased.“You

should’veinformedhim,notaskpermission.He’s

tooself-centeredandselfishforthat.”

MaNtusinarrowshereye,“I’m awifeandI’m

pregnant,maybehe’sjustconcernedthatI’ll

overworkmyself.”

“No,Thakasaonlycaresabouthimself.Idon’tknow

whatdemonspossessedmetowantsomething

withhim.MaybeIwasusedbythedeviltoturnyour

worldupsidedown.”

MaNtusisighsandputsPhelo’sbagonthedesk.

Shedoesn’thavetoaskanymore,theyhavebroken

upandbythelookofthingsNomkhosihatestheair

Thakasabreathes.

“Whatdidhedo?”sheasks.



“HerefusedtogivemespacewhenIaskedforit.I

calledhim toWaterwaystoexplainwhatitmeansto

givesomeonespaceandheblewup.Hecalledme

everyderogatorynamethereisunderthesun.I’ve

neverbeeninsultedlikethatinmylife.”

“Insulted?Maybeyoumisunderstoodhim,he’s

everythingbutnot…”Nomkhosistopsherwitha

hand.ThisisexactlywhatMaKhumalosaid.Just

becausehe’sdecentathomedoesn’tmeanhe’s

decentwitheveryone.

“YourManqeleisnottheThakasaIknow.Withyou

he’saman,aleaderandhusband.Withmehe’sa

littleboywithspecialneedswhothrowstantrums

andactslikeyoubrokehisfavoritetoywheneveryou

chooseyourselfoverhim,”shesays.

“Butyoustillmadeachildwithhim,”Nothileargues.

“Idon’tregretmychild,she’smylife.ButIwishIhad

herwithanotherman,especiallyafterher

grandmotherstoodinfrontpeopleandtalkedlike

thatabouther.”

“Itwasn’taboutPhelo,shedidn’tmentionany



names,”Nothiledefends.

“Shedidn’thaveto.Myfamilyhadanargumentwith

herandsheavengedbyattackinghowmydaughter

cameinpublic.Pheloisnotthefirstchildinthe

worldtocomeunplannedandfrom asecret

relationship.I’m achildofrapeandastepchildatthe

Ngidis,butnobodyhasevermademefeellikeIwas

different.I’dratherhavemydaughtersurroundedby

unrelatedpeoplewhoseeabeautifulgirlinherthan

tohavehercuddledbyagrandmotherwhoseesa

productof“umjolo”andunplannedpregnancyin

her.”

Nothilenodswithaheavybreath,shegetsit,she

reallydoes.

“I’m reallysorryaboutthat.Iwilltalktoheraboutit.

Maybeshedidn’tthinkitthrough.Butpleasebelieve

me,Phelowillneverbetreateddifferentlyathome

whileI’m around.Ithasneverhappenedbefore,

MaKhumalojusthadoneofthosecrazymomentsof

hers,”shesays.

“Honestly,youaretheonlyreasonwhyI’dbe



comfortableeversendingmydaughtertothe

Manqelesagain.Youareagoodmother,maybe

Londawasjustatesttoyourmotherhoodandafter

GodsawyounurturingthatboylikeaKangarooHe

thought;‘Whatagem,thiswomanhastocarrymore

ofmychildren!’thenboom,Londaisnotevenone

andyou’repregnantagain.”

Nothilecracksintolaughter.

“AndthistimearoundI’m notscaredofanything.I’m

goingtoenjoymybigbellytilltheend,”shesays.

“That’swhatIwanttoo,ifIevergetpregnantagain.

WithPheloIwascryingeverynight,scaredofhow

she’llgrowupwithoutafatherandallthat.Idon’t

wanttogothroughthat,ifIeverfallpregnantagain

itwouldbewithamanI’m sureIhaveafuturewith,”

Nomkhosisays.

Nothilechuckles,“Inmarriage?”

“Notnecessarily,butinastablerelationshipwith

someoneIknowisgoingtobethereevenifwedon’t

workout,andstillgivemerespectasthemotherof

hischild.”



“Allthebestinyoursearch,”Nothilesayswitha

mockinggrin.“Anyway,howisyourmotherholding

up?”

“BetterthanIexpected,she’sastrongwoman,”

Nomkhosisays.

“Idon’tknowifI’dsurvivewithoutManqele.I’m not

thatstrong.”

“Youlefthim andsurvived,”Nomkhosisayswithher

eyebrownarrowed.

“Itwasdifferent.Deathistheendoflife,youcan

neverseethepersonagain,”Nothilesaysshrugging

hershoulders.

Theopeningdoorcutstheirconversation,amanin

crispywhiteshirtandfitjeanswalksin.Heseesthat

Nomkhosihascompanyandstopstwostepsaway

from thedoor.

“Ididn’tknowyouarebusy,”hesayslookingat

Nomkhosi.

“Don’tworry,I’llcometoyourofficewhenI’m done

here.Pleasegetthemuffins,I’llcomewiththe



coffee.”

HenodsandlooksatNothile.Hesmileswarmly

revealingasetofwhiteteethwithanarrowgap.

“Hello,I’m Njabulo,”hesays.

NothilelooksatNomkhosiwithhereyeswidened.

Whyishetellingherhisname?

“ThisisMaNtusi,Phelo’sfather’swife,”Nomkhosi

comestotherescue.

Nothileclearsherthroatandleansbackonthe

couchuncomfortably.

“Oh,I’m happytoknowher.Maybewe’llseeher

aroundmoreoften,”hesays,glancesatheragain

andheadsoutwithhisheadheldabovehisbroad

shouldersboldly.

“DidIdisturbsomething?”Nothileaskswithhereyes

stuckatthedoor.

“Wehavesomeworktodotogetherbutit’snot

scheduledfortoday.Wejustneedtochasethe

deadline.”

“Overmuffinsandcoffee?”–Nothile.



Nomkhosichuckles,“Yes.Wearecolleagues,that’s

prettynormal.”

“Yournormalisnotnormal.Helooksgoodbythe

way,”shesays.

“He’ssweettoo.”Nomkhosisaysandpullsthebag

tocheckwhat’sinside.There’sacoupleofclothes

shedoesn’tknowandthatbeadedneck-peacePhelo

woreattheanniversarycelebration.

“Thankyouforthis.Iloveit!”

“Igotitfrom ZamafuzeBeads&Jewelry,”Nothile

says.

Nomkhosifrowns,“Theoneintown,GreyStreet?”

“Yes,myaunt’sdaughterownsitbutwearenot

close.Iheardshe’sgettingmarriedthisyear,

NomceboandIaren’teveninvited.”

“You’rerelatedtotheNgcobos?”Nomkhosiwithher

eyesbulgingout.

“No,hermotherisrelatedtous,shemarriedtothe

Ngcobos.It’salongstory,butyeah,ifyouneed

jewelryyoucancheckinherstore.”



Nomkhosilaughsshakingherheadindisbelief.

“Iwillaskheraboutyou.She’sgettingmarriedto

Ndondo’sbrother,myfriend.Ididn’tknowyoutwo

arerelated,thatexplainsthecurvesandbooty.”

Nothilerollshereyes,“Idon’thaveatinywaist

though.”

“Becauseyou’repregnant,duh!”Nomkhosisays.

Sheshakesherhead,“Ineverhadit.HavingLonda

madeitevenworsebutI’m notworried.Manqele

doesn’tcareaboutmyfatpaunch,heonlycares

aboutwhat’sbelowit.”

Theybothburstintolaughter.

.

.

Shedidalittleshoppingandheadedbackhometo

startondinnerpreparationsbeforeThakasacomes

backfrom work.Shetooklongerthanexpected,

hopefullyMaKhumalowon’tbiteherheadoff.She’s

stillflauntinghernewcar;drivinganywhere,evento

buyapacketofsaltintownfornosolidreason.



“Thiscarisgoingtobethedeathofme!”says

MaKhumaloclappingherhandsandstaringatheras

sheentersthehousewithshoppingbags.

“I’m sorry,Ma.Didhetroubleyou?”

“No,youtroubledme,Londadidn’tbreakany

promises.Yousaidyou’llbebackbefore3pm,it’s

almost4pm now!”

“Igotheldup,I’m sorry.I’m goingtorolladumpling

andboilchickenfordinner.DidLondaeathis

porridge?”

“Yes,hisnannyfedhim,angithi?”MaKhumalo

deridesandpeepsinsidetheshoppingbags.

“HawuMa,howmanytimesdoIneedtoapologize?

AnywayIsawPhelo’smothertoday.”

Sheignoresthatandtakesaslabofchocolatefrom

theshoppingbag.MaNtusiknowsthatshehasa

sweettoothandit’sgettingworsewithage.It’spure

luckthatshestillhasmostofherteeth.

“Ithinkwhatyousaiddidmoredamagethanwe

thought.She’shurtingonbehalfofPheloandshe



thinksyouintentionallysaidwhatyousaidbecause

ofwhathappenedbetweenyouandhermother.”

“WhywouldIfightmyowngranddaughtertogetto

herandhermother?”MaKhumaloasks.

“Shedoesn’tknowyouthatwell.Maybeyouhaveto

reassureher,unlessifyoureallyseePhelo

differently,whichwouldbesadbecauseherand

Londaaren’tthatdifferent,”shesays.

“She’scrazy,”MaKhumalosaysdismissivelyandsits

onthechaireatingherchocolate.

“Ma,it’sserious.Shesaidshe’dratherhave

strangerssurroundingherdaughterthanforherto

becuddledbyagrandmotherwhoseesaproductof

umjoloinher.”

ThatalmosttakesMaKhumalo’sbreathaway.How

canNomkhosispeakthatway?She’sPhelo’s

grandmotherbyblood.

“IhavenothingbutloveforSphephelo.It’ssocruel

ofhertosaysuchthingaboutme.”

“Maybeyouhavetodosomethingtomakeher



comfortablesendingPhelohereagainwithout

worryingaboutherbeingpubliclyembarrassedor

lookeddown.”

MaKhumalosighsandgetsoffthechair.Sheleaves

thekitchenandgoestoherbedroom.Nomkhosiis

takingthingstoofar.Howdareshedeemsherasa

haterinherowngranddaughter’slife?!

ThakasaarrivesandtakesabathwhileMaNtusisets

upfordinner.It’sbeenalongday,allhewantsisa

warm meal,steamysexandlongsleep.Heputson

hiscasualclothesandgoesbacktothekitchenwith

Londawhojustwokeup.

“Ihaven’tseenmyfather’swife,”hesaysputting

Londainhischairandpullinghisowntosit.

“She’sbeenlockedinherbedroom sinceItoldher

thatNomkhosiisnotcomfortablesendingPhelo

herebecauseofwhathappened.”

“YouwenttoseeNomkhosi?”Heraiseshiseyebrow.

“Yes,”shenods.



Asigh!

“Letmecheckonher.”Hepushesthechairandgoes

toMaKhumalo’sroom.Heknowshowmuchhis

motherlovesPhelo,she’sjustnotgoodwithwords.

Heknocksatthedoorandwaits.

“Ma,it’sme,”hesaysafteramoment.

MaKhumaloopensthedoorandgoesbacktoher

bedandcontinueswithherknitting.

“Dinnerisready,”hesaysandsitsnexttoher.“What

madeyouupset?”

“Whydon’tyouaskyourbabymama?ShethinksI

hatemygranddaughter!”

“Shecomesfrom adifferentbackground.I’lltalkto

herbutIneedyoutobealittlemindfulofwhatyou

sayandbeopenminded.I’m notinsultingyou,we

areabouttobecomeabiggerfamily,youhaveto

findawaytoaccommodateeveryoneandmake

them comfortable.Youwanteddaughter-in-lawsand

grandchildren,right?”



Shesighsandnods.

“Nowallthatishappening.BandlaandNkonzoare

gettingmarried.AndBandla’swifeisnotgoingtobe

likeMaNtusiandMaDube,butstillyou’llhaveto

coexistwithher.”

“Whatdoyouwantmetodo?”sheasks.

“Iknowyoustandbyyourtruth,butnoteverytruthis

agoodtruth.Ifsomethinghasapotentialofhurting

thenextpersonit’sbetternottosayit.Especially

aboutthekids,don’ttalkaboutthem ifit’snot

positive.”

“Hhayi-ke,Ihearyou,”shesaystakingadeepbreath.

“Sowhatisthis?”heaskslookingatthepieceof

clothshe’sknitting.

“AlongskirtforKaMayise,”shesays.

Thakasachuckles,“Isthisagoodfabricthough?You

thinkshe’sgoingtoloveit?”

Sheraiseshereyebrow,“Areyoutryingtosayit’s

ugly?”

“No,notatall.I’m sureshewillloveit.Let’sgo



beforeMaNtusisendsanarmy,”hesaysholding

backhislaughandstandswithhishandheldoutfor

her.

.

.

KHANYO

Ican’tbelieveI’m standinginfrontofthemirrorand

wrappingmyheadwithascarf.IonlydothiswhenI

gotobedwithanewhairstyle,butthistimeI’llbe

walkingaroundinaheadwrapthewholeweekend.

TheManqeles,orshouldIjustcallthem outby

names;ThakasaandMaKhumalo,complainedthat

I’m notshowinganyenthusiasm asaMakoti-to-be.

Well,I’m abouttoprovethem wrong.Iknow

MaKhumalohasnofaithinme,she’llbeamazedby

mydishes.I’m aChefinmaking,myrecipesare

readyforthem.

“Babe,it’salmost2:30pm,”Bandlasayscomingfrom

thedoor.I’m almostdone-I’vebeen‘almostdone’

thepasthour.



“I’m takingbagstothecar,whenIcomebackbe

doneoryou’llwalktoENembe,”hethreatensand

leaves.

OnlyifhewasThakasa,I’dhavemyownBMW and

R100foreachdayIliveonthisearth.

IpackmycosmeticsandtakeonelastlookbeforeI

rushtothebathroom.Ihearthedooropeningand

him shoutingmyname.Irushoutandputacoat

overmyshoulders,makotilooknailed!

He’sracingtothedoor.You’dswearwearerushing

toworkorsomething.IthoughtI’dhaveachanceto

buyafewthingsintownbuthe’sdrivingstraight

home.

Itfeelssostrangebeingherefornoreasonandto

knowthatI’llbeherethewholeweekendwith

MaKhumalo.Bandlatakesoutourbagsandgoes

withthem tohisrondavel.Igotothemainhouse

andfindLondaplayinginthekitchen.He’sgrowing

tallandlosingsomeweight.Hismotherwalksinjust

asIpickhim upandkisshischeek.



“You’rehere,”shesayssmilingandstandingbehind

thetable.

“Yes,Bandlacouldn’twait.SowhatshouldIdo

first?”Iask.

“GoandgreetMa.We’llstartcookinglater,maybe

around4pm,”shesays.

“Okay,I’llgowithmyboy.”Iputhim onmyhipand

gotothelounge.Mymother-in-lawisreadingabook.

Ididn’tknowshewasabookworm.

“HelloMa,”Igreetandsitonthecouch.

SheliftsherheadupandIseehereyesrunningall

overme,checkingmeoutbelowglasses.

“Whatdidwedotodeserveavisitfrom you?”she

asks.

Idon’tsayanything.Idon’tthinkanyanswerIgive

wouldberight.

“I’m happytoseeyou.Youshouldbearoundmore

often,there’saweddingtoprepareforandMaNtusi

can’thandleeverythingalone.YoucanseethatI’m

oldanduseless.”



“Noproblem,I’llcomebutIdon’tknowhowtobrew

umqombothiandallthat,”Isay.

“Ithoughtasmuch.YoulookamazingbutIthinkyou

mightneedtochangeyourexpensiveskirt.Luckily

youfellinlovewithmyfavouriteson,I’llalwayslook

outforyou,”shesays.

Aremothersallowedtohavefavorites?Eitherway

I’m happytobelookedoutfor.

Shetakessomethingnexttoher,it’sintheplastic

bag,shepassesittomeandtellsmetoopen.

Nowwhatisthis?Aragrugforwhat?

“That’syourskirt,goandchange,”shesays.

IswearthisisthemostugliestskirtI’veeverseen.I

wouldn’tbuyitevenifitwasR2.

“Thisisbiggerthanme,”Isaylookingattheugly

thinginmyhands.

“It’snotbig.Ialwaysmeasuremydesignswithmy

eyesandtheyfiteveryone.”

That’snotpossible.Notevenlegendaryfashion

designersmeasurethatway.



“IdohavesomethingIcanchangeinto,”Isay.

Bandlawalksinandlooksatuswithaslightfrown.

“IknittedaskirtforKaMayise,”MaKhumalotellshim.

Idon’tknowifshe’stestingmeordeadserious.

Evenherownskirtisbetterthanthisone.

Bandlatakesitfrom myhandsandlooksatit.I

knowmymanhasasanefashionsense…

“Wow,Ma!”hesays.

Ilookathim,there’snothing‘wow’aboutthisskirt.

“Thankyou,that’sverysweetofyou.Pleasegoand

fitit,babe.I’m sureit’lllookamazingonyou.”

I’m beyondshocked.Doesn’theseewhatIsee?

Unbelievable!

IleavewithLondaandgotoBandla’srondavelto

change.MaNtusifrownsasIwalkpasthereatinga

bowlofpopcorninthekitchen,butshedoesn’task

anything.

Hehasamirror,good!Iputhismother’shideous



skirt.Whatamixofcolours!Ilooklikeawalking

SouthAfricanflag.It’snotthatbigthough,ithelps

thatI’vegainedafewkilosthatI’m noteven

interestedinburningdown.

Iwalkbackinsidethemainhouse,MaNtusilooksat

meonceandbreaksintolaughter.

“I’m gladwe’llbeindoorsbecause,wow!”shecracks

up.

“Iknow,”Irollmyeyesandwalkpastthekitchento

thelounge.Idon’tknowifIshouldgivethem atwirl

orjuststandstraightupsothattheycanseehow

awfulIlook.

“Wow!”Bandlaagain.He’sstartingtosoundlikean

ambulance,there’snothingjaw-droppingaboutme

rightnow.

“SoIwanttocookchickenparmigiana,Idon’tknow

whichsidepeoplearegoingtolove.Mashed

potatoesorgreensalad?”

Theyfreeze.DidtheythinkIcan’tcook?Bandlais

slowthen.



“ThisisnotDurban,KaMayise.Cookriceorpap,

you’llcookthosethingsinyourshackwithBandla,”

MaKhumalosays.

“You’llloveit.I’llmakegreensalad.Thanksforthe

skirt.”IkissLonda’scheekandleavehim on

Bandla’slap.

I’m cookingchickenparmigiana,Bandlahastodrive

totheshopsandgetmeeverything.

Theywantedmetocome,I’m herenowtheyshould

embraceme.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

SEASONFINALE

CHAPTER83

THAKASA

Theyhaddinner,notanormalone.Luckilytomorrow

morningthey’llbeleaving,thisweekendhasbeena

confirmationthatonceBandlamarrieshe’llmove

outwithMaNtusi.Khanyocomesfrom acomplete

differentbackground,andinsteadofadjustingtothe

Manqelelifestyleshe’smakingthem adjusttohers.

“Ican’tbelieveIhadleavesfordinner,”hegruntsas

heundressestogetinbed.

MaNtusichuckles,“Butitwasdelicious.Ilikehow

shedidhersteak,Ijustdidn’tliketheolivesinher

salad.”

“Shecould’vemadesavoryriceorsomething.We

don’tdodietsaroundhere,weeattofillour

stomachs,nottolooksexy.”



“Okay,let’sappreciatetheefforts.Shedidgreat,

betterthananyoneexpected,”MaNtusidefends.

Hegivesheralook,“That’sverywarm ofyou.Totally

differentfrom howyouwelcomedMaDube;with

Khanyoyoucan’tfindasinglefaultinanythingshe

does.”

Ifsherespondstothisanargumentmaystartand

she’snotlookingforwardtothat.Londaisasleep,

sheneedsacuddlefrom herhusband,notafight.

There’ssometruthinitthough,she’swarm to

KhanyothansheistoTema.It’snotevenbecauseof

Londa,from thefirstdayshecamedisguisedasthe

curtain-sellertheyexchangedpositiveenergy.

“Getinbed,”shesayspullingupcoversforhim.

Thakasaputshisphoneontopofthebedsidetable

andgetsinbedwearinghisshortonly.

“Yourbodyiscold!”MaNtusistatesrunningher

handsalloverhisupperbody.

“Thenwarm itup,”hekissesherneckandwrapshis

legaroundhers.

“Sohowwasyourday?”sheaskshim.Theyspent



thewholedaytogether,hedidn’treallygoanywhere

todayexcepttheshopsbutshestillneedstoaskas

hiswife.

“Idon’tknow.Howwasyours?”-him.

“Itwasgood,whenIgotNomkhosi’scalltellingme

thatPhelocanstandonherownitbecamebetter,

andnowthatI’m inyourarmsit’sexcellent,”she

says.

Adeepbreath!

“Idon’tknowthisandI’m Phelo’sfather,”hesays,

hisvoicewoundedandreekingannoyance.

“Maybeitskippedhermind.Shehadadinnerthing

shewasattendingwithNjabulotoday,”MaNtusi

says.

Hisforeheadfurrowsintoafrown.

“Whoisthat?”heasks.

“Anew,veryclosefriendofhersthatsheworkswith

atHlomukaLogistics,”shesays.

“Oh,Ididn’tknowshemadefriendsalready.Let

alonemalefriends.”



“Hedidn’tlooklikeashadyperson.Isawhim inher

officetheotherday,he’syoungandgood-looking.”

Hisveinsarethrobbing.Hecanburstatanysecond.

HisembracearoundMaNtusihasloosenedand

neitherofthem isevenawareofit.

“Youwenttheretocheckmen’slookortogiveher

Phelo’sbag?”heasks.

MaNtusisecretlyrollshereyes.He’sthefineoneto

ask,didn’theattendafunctionandcheckedout

Nomkhosi’slooks?

“I’m justsaying.Evenifheeverhappenstobe

aroundPheloIdon’tthinkhe’dbedange…”

Heabruptlycutsher;“Don’tevengothere!My

daughterdoesn’tworkatHlomukaLogistics,there’s

noneedforhim tobearoundclownsthatworkthere,

unlessifsomeoneistestingme.”

“Areyoujealous?”sheaskshim.

“Idon’tunderstandyourquestion,youbroughtthis

upandnowI’m reactingasyouwantedmeto.That’s

notjealousy,we’retalkingaboutmydaughterhere.I



wantnomanaroundher.”There’smoreintoitthan

heletson.Hisnostrilsareflaredoutinanger.He’s

livid.

MaNtusichuckles,“Ijustwanttoknowifyou’restill

intoNomkhosiornot.It’smybusinessasmuchas

it’syours.”

“I’m notcomfortablediscussingthatwithyou.Yeah,

youknowthatIloveherasmuchasIloveyou,but

youdon’thavetoknowdeep.Idon’tthinkit’sfair.

EvenyousaidthatImustn’tbringmyissueswithher

toourbed.”

“Iknowbutitwouldn’thurttostayupdated,”she

says.

Hetakesadeepsigh.

“IwantherbackbutIdon’tknowwhat’sgoingto

happen,especiallynowthatthereareothermen

involved.Itdoeshurtbutlifeisn’tover,you’restill

hereandyoucompletemeinyourownway.Maybe

inanotherlifeIwouldbehermanandI’dbeableto

makeherstay.”

“Sothatshewon’tbetheonethatgotaway?”she



asks.

Eventhoughhedoesn’tfullyunderstandthe

questionhenods,“Yes,”hesays.

“Mmmh!”sheturnsthelightsoffandsleepsfacing

theotherside.

Hereleasesadeepsigh,shiftsclosertoMaNtusi’s

backandwrapshisarmsaroundherwaist.Ifthere’s

anythingthatmakeseverythingfeelsokayrightnow

it’sthispreciousgiftfrom hisfather.

“Hashestartedmoving?”heasksinloweredvoice

andbrushesthebackofherneckwithhislips.

“Notyet,it’sstillearly,”shesays.

Hepresseshisbottom frontonherandtenderly

bitesherearlobe.

“Maybeheneedsalittlemotivation,”hesays.

She’signoringhim,purposely.There’snoresponse

from herbody,atleastnotexternally.

“Areyoutired?”heaskstryingtoturnheraround.

“Yes,”shesays.



“Kancanenjemama.”He’spushinghisfingers

betweenherthighsandforcingherpantyaside.

“Youdon’thavetodoanything,”hebegs,dippinghis

fingersbetweenherfolds.Hebitesthesideofher

neck.

Eventhoughhercoreiswarm andwet,there’sno

clearresponsefrom her.

“I’m tired,Manqele,”shesays.

“Whydon’tyoujustsayawufunibecauseIknowthis

isjustanexcuse?”heasks.

“I’m notNomkhosi,Ican’tbemakingsexeveryday,

it’satiringsport.Maybeyoudoneedtoconsider

takingasecondwife,evenifit’snotherbecausethis

istoomuchforme.EverynightIknowI’m getting

laid,beforeIwakeupit’sthesamestory.Mybodyis

notgoingtohealyou.”

“Ithoughtwewerebothenjoyingourselves.Ididn’t

knowyoufeelthisway,”hesays.

“Idoenjoymyselfbutthisnewroutinecamewiththe

breakup.Youhavetofindnewhealingtechniques



becauseI’m notgoingtoserveyousexonmybehalf

andforthe‘onethatgotaway’aswell.”

Hereleasesadeepsighandturnsontheside-lamp

onherside.Hewantstolookatherintheeyes.

“MaNtusisitup,wehavetotalk,”heinstructssitting

upandleaningbackontheheadboard.

“ItoldyouthatI’m tired,”shegrunts.

“MaNtusi!”hevoicebecomesfirmer.

Shesighsandsitsup.Shepullsthecoversuptoher

shouldersandleansbackonthepillow.

“Idon’twantustogobackthere.We’veworkedtoo

hardtobewherewearetoday.Don’tmakeithard

formetocomehomeagain,I’m beggingyou,”he

says.

“WhatdidIdo?”sheasksnonchalantly.

“Don’tpretendlikeyoudon’tknow.Umaungafuni

nenkomoyakhothaniawufuni.Don’tbringissuesto

bedandthenpretendlikeI’m theonewhohave

issues.I’m notasexaddict,Ijustlikehowwe’ve

beenconnectingtheselastfewmonths.It’snot



aboutNomkhosi,ifitwasaboutherIwould’veasked

youtowearadifferentcharactereachtimewemake

love,”hesays.

Shesighs,“Ijustthought…nevermind.”

“Idomind,wearehavingaconversationandI’d

appreciatetohearyourthoughts.”

“Ifeelliketheattentionyou’regivingmehas

multipliedbecauseofherabsence.Idon’twantto

getusedtoitbecauseyou’restillgoingtofightfor

herandthingswillhavetogobacktonormalonce

she’sback.”

“Sowhatdoyouwantmetodo?GotoWaterways

andsleepalone,”heasks.

“No,”shesays.

“Youwantustosleepindifferentbeds?”heasks.

Sheshakesherhead,“No.”

“Youwantustohaveasextimetable?”heasks.

Sheshakesherheadangrilyandbreaksintotears.

“No,Manqele!”



He’sconfused.Hepullshertohischestandwraps

hisarmsaroundher.

“Okay,ifI’m wrongthenIapologize.Idon’twantto

hurtyouanymore.”

She’sstillcrying,there’snoexplanation.Hehasto

calm herdownbeforeshewakesLondaup.He’s

rubbinghershouldersandplantingsoftkisseson

herforehead.

“Pleasemkami,don’tfloodmewithtearslikethis,I

knowit’snoteasy.”

“IjustwanttobesurewhereIstand.IloveyouandI

onlyknowhowtoloveyou.Iprayforyou,Manqele.”

“Youstandinmyheart.Iloveyoutoo,MaNtusi.

Pleasedon’tletwhat’sgoingonbetweenmeand

otherpeopleaffectourmarriage.IfI’m doing

somethingyoudon’tliketellmeinarespectful

manner.”

Sheexhalesandwipeshertears.

“Okay,I’m sorryI’m justtooemotionaltoday,”she

says.



“Let’sjustcuddle,I’m sureMthongacanunderstand

thatmamaisnotinthemoodtoday.”

Shechuckles,“Maybetomorrow.”

Henodsandbrushesherarm.Itmaytakeawhilefor

hismembertoacceptthestarvationbuthe’llgo

throughthenight.

.

.

Hewokeupearly,changedLonda’sdiaper,tookout

trash,ironedhisclothesandpreparedhislunchbox.

MaNtusi’salarm wentoffbuthequicklyswitchedit

offbeforeitwokeherup.

HehasboiledLonda’swater,filledtheflaskbottle

andrinsedhismilkbottles.Hewantedtomake

somethingquickforherbeforeshewakes;a

sandwichorabowlofcereal.ButKhanyohas

occupiedthekitchen,nowit’shardforhim togoin

thereandmovearoundashepleases.

Khanyonoticeshim passingthekitchenforthe

secondtimeandrealizesthatmaybeheneeds



something.It’sjustthetwoofthem upfornow.

“Doyouneedanything?”sheaskshim.

“IjustneededfruitsoracerealforMaNtusi,”hesays.

“Breakfastinbed?”

“No,”hesayswithaslightfrown.

Ohwell!Sheopensthefridge,takesoutyogurtand

grabstwospoonsfrom thedrawerandclearsfrom

thekitchen.

Thakasalooksaroundthekitchenforbowls.He

sweatsbeforefindinganythinginthekitchen.There

aresomekitchenapplianceshe’snotevensurehe

canuse.Herunsthetap,leavesitrunningandlooks

insidethefridge.Cerealorfruits?Sigh!

Heputsapearandtwobananasinaplate,then

makesabowlofCornflakes.Maybeyogurtaswell.

Khanyotookit,thatmeanswomenloveyogurtinthe

morning.

MaNtusi’seyesflutteropenashewalksthroughthe

door.Theywidenasthesunraysshinebrightlyinto



them.

“Whattimeisit?”sheasksinpanic.

“Don’tworry,I’m sorted.”

Herbrowsknit,“Whatisthat?”

“IwantedtomakeyousomethingtoeatbutIdidn’t

knowwheretostart,soIoptedforthis.”He’s

embarrassed,obviouslyMaNtusiisabetterpartner

thanhim,shewould’vemadebetterbreakfastifthe

roleswerereversed.

MaNtusigiggles,“Thankyou,myhusband.Letme

gotothebathroom first.”

“CanIhavemymorningkiss?Ihavetodashtowork,

maybeI’llpopinduringtheday,ifyouwant

somethingbytheshopsletmeknow.”

“Okay,haveagreatday.”Shepeckshislipsbriefly

andgoesoutrushingtothebathroom.

.

.



NOMKHOSI

There’snothinggoingonbetweenherandNjabulo.

Nomatterhowmanytimessheexplainsthis

NdondoandSnalostillseeabrightfuturebetween

them.He’sacolleagueandthefactthathe’s

employedbyHlomukaLogisticsmakesitimpossible

forthem tobemorethanfriends.

“AnywayIreceivedaletterfrom Thakasa.Idon’t

knowwhyhecouldn’ttextorcallme.”

“Didn’tyoublockhim?”Ndondoasks.

“Hecould’vefoundalternativesinsteadofwritingme

letterslikeweareinthe80s,”shesays.

“Babeyouknowwheremydustbinis,throwthat

thingaway.He’sprobablyboredwithhiswife,”–

Ndondo.

“Wehaveachildtogether,Ican’tblock

communicationforever.”

Ndondorollshereyes,“Letmegoputmysonto

sleepwhileyousithereandfallbackintohistrap.”



Sigh!

ShewaitsuntilNdondodisappearsandgoestositin

thebalconywiththesealedenvelopesignedbyMrT

Manqele.

Anotherdeepsigh.

Sheopenstheletterandreadswithherbreathheld

up;

**

MakaSphephelo

Idon’tknowwheretostart.Ihavesomuchtosay,

somanywordsinmyheart,butpresentlyeverything

seemstobeatsixesandsevens.MaybeIshould

startbysayingI’m sorry,foreverythingthathas

happenedintentionallyandunintentionally.IwishI

cantakesomeofitback,Itastedanddigestedita

littlebittoolate.YouareangryatmeandI

understandwhy.Idon’tdeserveyou,Ineverdid.

WhenyousaidyouwantedsomeonebetterIlooked



atmyself,Iintrospected,andtookamomenttolook

backatus.YouandI,weweremeanttobebutwe

nevergottobebecauseinthislifenoteveryonegets

everythingtheydesire.Itwastoolatewhenwemet,I

alreadyhadalifeandyouhadyours,eventhough

youwerewillingtoletmein,itwastoodifferent

from mine.Lovingyouwould’vebeeneasyifIwasn’t

ThakasaManqele.YouaresoeasytoloveMaZikode.

Yourplayfulspirit,yourhumbleyetfiercecharacter,

yourgoodfellowshipandabilitytolovebehindthe

scenesanddoitcompletely.Honestly,I’venever

knownalovelikethis.Iknowthekindoflovethat

accommodateseveryone,I’m notsayingIdon’tlove

thatkindoflove.No,Iloveit.Iwasraisedthatway;

tolovecomfortablyandpermanently.Tolovefor

myselfandforeveryone.Butourswasdifferent

becauseIhadtobeselfish.WhenImetyouandfell

inlovewithyouIknewthatourlovewasn’tthekind

thatwasgoingtocaterforeveryone.Infact,itwas

goingtoeitherdestroyeverythingIhadorpersonally

destroyme.Andindeed,ithasdestroyedme.My

heartisworntoshreds,I’m scaredforthefirsttime

inaverylongtime.Idon’tknowhowI’m goingto



everforgetyoubecauseyouliveinthere-inmyheart.

Icarryyouaroundwithme.It’shardbutI’m tryingto

liveabalancedlifeeventhoughI’m nowstandingon

onefoot.Imisshowyouholdme.Imissourdeep

late-nightconversationsandhowvulnerableyour

presencemakeme.Ithoughtaftereverythingwe

wentthroughPhelowasfinallygoingtobethe

reasonourlovemadesensetoeveryone.Butit’syou

whohaspulledback.Youhaveleftme,Nomkhosi.I

don’tknowhowtolive.Peopleareaskingquestions

andIdon’thaveanswers.Whilesomepeopleget

theirforever,youandIdidn’tevengethalfadecade.

Ukukuphathakungihlulile,uthandolungihlulile,

namanjeinhliziyoyamiiyabalisa.Ngiyathatha

ngiyabeka,kubuhlungukuyaqaqamba.Idon’tknow

whototurnto,myemotionsarestuckinaplace

that’sjusttoodark.Evenifyoudon’tknitback

tattersofmyheart,canIhavemyfriendback?

**

Ahandtapsonhershoulder.It’sNdondo.Sheblows

outandkeepsherfacedown.



“You’recrying?”–Ndondo.

“I’m just…Idon’tevenknowwhyI’m crying.”She

can’tfindanyserviette,shewipeshereyeswithher

fingersandblowsoutanothersigh.

“Hegottoyou.Ohmygoodness,Khosi!”Ndondo

exclaims.

Sheshakesherhead.Hedidn’tgettoher,it’sjust

thatshecan’tstopthetears.
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THAKASA

Heknewimmediatelyassoonashegotunblocked.

Hewasabouttoknockoff,hecheckedhis

messagesandrealizedallofthem hadgonethrough.

Hedidn’twasteanysecond,hecalledrightaway.He

didn’tknowwhathewasgoingtosay,justhearing

hervoicewould'vebeenenough.Buttheyhada

conversation,shedidn’tshoutathim ormention

anythingabouttheircurrentrelationshipstatus.They

talkedaboutPhelo,shesenthim videosofherand

hetooktheopportunitytoasktoseeher.Shesaid

yes,thatalmostfeltlikeadream.

He’scalledMaNtusiandletherknowthathewon’t

behomeontime.Buthedidn’tmentionanything



aboutgoingtoKhosibecauseheremotionsarevery

highlately.Hedoesn’tknowwhethershestill

welcomestheideaofhim withNomkhosiornot.

Thispromisestobeonehellofapregnancy.

Nowhe’sonhiswaytoWaterways,becausehe

doesn’tknowhowlonghe’sgoingtobetherehe

passesbySteersandgetburgers.He’snervous;

whatifthingsdon’tgoasheexpect?Canhehandle

anotherrejection?Hetookitprettybadthelasttime,

evensaidthingsheshouldn’thavesaid.

Shegotherefirst,hercarisparkedoutsideandthe

maindoorisopen.Heexercisesafewbreaths

beforeclimbingoutofthecar.He’sreallyscared,

there’sadrumbeatrollinginhischest.Hehastobe

mindfulofwhathesaysandhowhesaysit.Healso

needstoclearhismother’snameandpitchPhelo’s

firstbirthdayideasthathe’salreadycomeupwith.

Hewalksthroughthedoorwithonehandinhis

pocketandanotheronetuckedbehindhisneck.He’s

tryingtolookconfident,likeheknowswhathe’shere



tosay.Thenhenoticesthelittleprincesscrawling

towardshim withjuicysalivarunningdownherchin

andsuddenlyforgetseverything.Hislipsstretchinto

ahugesmile,heholdshisarmsoutandcallsher

name.

“SphephelosikaBaba!”Heliftsherupandpecksher

wetlips.Thisisthelongesthe’sgonewithoutseeing

hisdaughterandhe’dforgottenhowitfeelstohave

herinhisarms.Howshecompleteshislifebyjust

beingherself.

Eventhefactthatshe’shittinghisforehead

completeshim.Beingafathertothisgirlisfulfilling.

He’sfeelingguiltyforlettinghisissueswithher

mothercomebetweenthem.

“Babamissedyousomuch!”hetellsher,even

thoughhedoesn’tunderstandwhathe’ssaying,his

tighthuggivesheraclearmessage.Babiesalso

understandbodylanguage,shestartsstaringathim

intheeyes-they’reglitteringwithtears.Shit!Hecan’t

cryinfrontofhisdaughter.

“Iloveyouandyourmother.Iwanttobeyourdaddy



everyday.Doyouwantustolivehere?Me,youand

mom?”Hekisseshercheekandchuckleswhen

Pheloshiftsherattentiontosomethingelse;

ignoringthequestion.

“Babamissedhisgirls,”hecontinues.

Nomkhosiclearsherthroatstandingbythe

bathroom door.Ittakesadeepbreathandaminute

forhim toturnhiseyes.

She’shurting.It’swrittenalloverherface.Andshe’s

notcertainaboutbeinghere.Thelettergottoher,

Ndondowasright;she’sfallenbackintohistrap.

“Sawubona,”hesaysandtheireyeslockforalong

minute.

Shesighs,“Yebo.”

“Ididn’tthinkyou’dcomewithher.Thankyou,Ireally

missedher…andyou,”hesays.

Noresponse.

She’sstaringintohissoul.Whythisoneparticular

man?Outofallmenintheworld.Womendate,

dumpanddate.Attheir30stheychasehappiness,



evenifitmeanschangingmenlikeunderwear.Only

happinessmatters.She’shadmorebadtimesthan

goodtimeswiththisman,yetshe’sherereadyto

listentohisundyinglovedeclarationandgetfucked

again.Hehasawifeathome,theonehe’svowedto

lovetilldeath.Hiswifethatgotimpregnatedby

anothermanandstillcamebackhometoraisethe

childunderhisroofwithhim.Sheknowsforafact

thatifthismanevergetsforcedtochoosebetween

herandhiswifehe’dchoosehiswife.

Yes,heloveshertoo.Shebelieveshim.Shemakes

him happyandinherhe’sfoundaplaceofcomfort.

Butknowinghim thewayshedoes,sheknowsthat

ThakasaManqelewillneverleavehiswifefor

anyone,notevenforhimself.

“Doesshehavefavoritecartoonsyet?”heasks

amidsttheintensestarethat’ssendingcoldshivers

downhisspine.

“Shewatchesanything,”Nomkhosisays.

Hechuckles,“BetterthanLondawhowantstowatch

theSunlightdishwashingliquidadvert.Wedealwith



consequenceseverytimeitgoesoff.”

That’sawaytogo.Mothersarealwayspassionate

indiscussingbabies.

“Can’tyourecorditorsomething?”She’slaughing.

“Itdoesn’tevenplayfortwominutes.Heneedsto

loverealcartoons,notbriefadverts.”Hegoeswith

PhelototheloungeandswitchestheTVon.She’s

stillenjoyinghertimewithherfather,theirissues

canwait.Thakasasitsandplayswithheruntilshe

findsatoythat’sworthallherattention.

Heleavesherplayingbyherselfandgoesbackto

hermother.Hecanseeherfrom wherehe’s

standing.

HetakesNomkhosi’shandandgoestothestaircase

andsitsonthefirststep.Sheremainsonherfeet,he

holdsontoherlegandliftshiseyestoher.

“Howhaveyoubeen?”heasks.

“Fine,”shesaysandtakesadeepbreath.

“Iwasnotfine.Iwasmissingyou,butmorethan



anythingIwasfeelingguiltyabouteverythingthat

happenedthelasttimeIsawyou.”

“Okay,”shesaysfoldingherarmsandlookingaway.

“Nomkhosi,whydoIfeellikewe’veletpeoplecome

betweenus?YeswewereneverperfectbutIfeellike

externalfactorsarenowplayingaroleinthis.Firstly

mymother,Iknowshe’ssomehowhelpedthe

situationgetsworse.Thenthere’syourfamilyand

friends.Iknowtheydon’tlikemeandtheymaybe

motivatingyoutobreakmyheart.”

Sherollshereyes.“Youblameeveryoneexcept

yourself.”

“Idoblamemyself,bigtime.That’swhyI’m here

layingmyselftoyouandaskingforforgiveness.”

“Yousaidyoudon’twantmyloveback,youonly

wantourfriendship.”

“Ididn’tsaythat.Isaidifyoucan’tlovemeback,can

weatleastcontinuebeingfriends,”herectifies.

“Ourfriendshiphadbenefits.Idon’tunderstandhow

youwanttobefriendswithawhore,”shesays.



“I’m sorry.Idon’tknowhowI’llevertakethose

wordsback,becauseItrulyvalueourfriendshipand

Iloveyou,”hesays.

Shesighsandstayssilentforamoment.He’s

staringather,desperatelywantinghertogranthim

forgiveness.

“Pleasegivemeonelastchance.IfImessthingsup

thistimeI’llletyouleave,”hebegs.

“You’llletmeleave?ThisiswhyIdon’tlikeyou,

Thakasa!”

Hiseyebrowknit.“Youdon’tlikeme?”

“Yes,Idon’tlikeyouatall.Idon’tknowwhyandhow

Ifellinlovewithyou.I’m agrownasswoman,you

can’t‘letme’dothingsthatconcernmylife.I’m not

yourchild.”

Helooksdownandchuckles.

“Okay,I’m sorryaboutthattoo.Doyouthinkmaybe

weneedarelationshipcounseling?”

“No,IthinkyouneedtochangeManqele,”shesays.

Hislipsstretchintoasmile.



“Wangibizakamnandi.”

“Mxm!Whatdidyoubring?I’m hungry,”sheasks

turningaroundtowalkaway.

“Yimakancane,”hetakesadeepbreathandtightens

hisgriparoundherleg.“WhoisNjabulo?”

Shefrowns,“Huh?”

“Njabulo?Whatishetoyou?”

“He’smycolleague.Whyareyouaskingmeabout

him?”

“I’m justcurious.”Hebiteshislipandstaresather.

Emotionsarelockedbehindhiseyelids.Justthe

thoughtofherwithanothermaninternallybreaks

him intopieces.

“Didyou…”Adeepbreath!Heswallowshardand

forceshiseyestomeethers.“Didyousleepwith

him?”

“EvenifIdid,youandIwerenottogether,”shesays.

“Soyoudid?”Hisvoiceshattersinpain.

“No,Ididn’t.Butyou’renotentitledtomyvagina,



refrainfrom askingmesuchquestionsifwearenot

together.”

Hestandsupandholdsherarm.Theireyeslock,

she’sangryathim andsomehowitturnshim on.He

smilesandtearshiseyesawayfrom herfora

second.He’sblushing.

“Whyareyousmiling?”She’sirritated.

“I’m justhappytobeabletoholdyoulikethisagain,”

hesays.

Sherollshereyesandpullsherhandback.Buthe

grabsheragain,hishandisaroundherwaist.It

slidesunderherpanty,shegaspsashisfingerstap

ontohercookiejar.

“There’sachildhere!”sheexclaimsfrightfully.

“Laterareyougoingtoletmecheckhowyou’ve

beentreatingher?”

Hereyelashesflutterrapidly.

“Check?”sheasks.

“YouknowwhatImean.Canwesleephere,please?”



“Ididn’ttellMa,”shesays.

“Ididn’ttellMaNtusieither,butthat’swhatphones

arefor,right?”

Shedoesn’trespondbutshe’snotwalkingouteither.

Hewalksbehindher,holdingherwaistandtypinga

longtexttohiswifeexplaininghimself.

Phelohastheloungetoherselfandshe’smaking

surenottoleaveanythinginorder.Shehasthe

remoteinhandthatshe’stryingtohittheTVscreen

with.

HeboughtthishousebeforetheyhadPhelo,there’s

somuchthatneedstobedonetomakeitchild

friendly.

Nomkhositakestheremotefrom herhandand

moveshertostandbythecouch.Insteadofcrying

Phelomakesaface;she’sabitcheeky.Thakasa

watchesattentivelyhowKhosireactstoit.He’s

protectiveofhisdaughter.

“BeingBabyNhla’sstudentisgoingtogetyourlittle

assspankedbeforeyoueventurnone,”Nomkhosi

warnsPhelogoingoverthecoffee-tabletofixthe



mess.

“Whospanksyou?”heasksher.

“Nobody.I’m notnaughty.”

Helaughs,“Icantestifyagainstthat.”

Sherollshereyesandwalksawaytofetchthemop

towipethemilkPhelospilledalloverthefloor.

HetakesPheloandputsheronhislap.Justlikeany

otherchild,hisphonequicklygetsherwhole

attention.Itgoestoherear,armpitandwetmouth.

Buthetrustshisdaughter,shewouldn’tdamagehis

phone,right?Heputsheronthefloorandfollows

thedirectionofNomkhosi.

Theybumpintoeachotherbythekitchencorner.

Nomkhosifrowns,

“AreyoufollowingmearoundandleavingPheloin

chargeafterwhatshe’sdone?”

Hegrabsherwaistandliftsherup.Shetriesto

wriggleherselfoffhisarmsbuthe’stoostrong.She

givesupandwrapsherarmsaroundhisshoulders



whileherlegswraparoundhiswaist.

“I’m notgoingtoletyoufall,”hesayswithhiseyes

lockedintohers.“CanIkissyou?”

“No,”shesaysweakly.

Hechasesherlipswithhisuntilshehasnowhereto

turnherface.Theykiss.Atfirstsherespondslazily

tothekiss,heputsherdownandpinsheragainst

thewall.Hiskneegoesbetweenherthighs,hetucks

herneckinhishandsandkissesherdeeper.Her

energymatcheshis,theirlipspassionatelylockand

theirtongueschaseoneanother.Hishandgrabsher

hip,hedoesn’twanttoletgo,hewantstoripher

clothesoffandlayherrighthereonthefloor.

Buttheymadealittlehuman,sheclimbsonhisleg

andhequicklyletsgoofhermotherpantingheavily.

“Iwasn’treadytobeafather,”hesayspickingPhelo

up.Nomkhosicracksintolaughter.She’sturnedon

aswell,herbodyalwaysbetraysher,butrightnow

it’sPhelotime.

“UyangichazaMamakhe,”hesaysleaningoverher

faceforaquickkissbeforeMadam Phelodismiss



themeeting.

Nomkhosifrownswithasmileonherface.“Areyou

20now?Whatkindoflanguageisthat?”

“It’salovelanguage,”hesays.

Sheshakesherheadandwalksawaywithastupid

grinonherface.Everyoneclosetoherwillwash

theirhandswithSavlonantisepticliquidwhenthey

findoutaboutthis.SnalomayevenaddJik...this

timeshepromisedthem shewasn’tgivinghim

anotherchance.

.

.

NKONZO

AtthehouseofMthongaIIlifeisprettysimple.They

sayacouplethatpraystogetherstaystogether,but

inthishousetheydoeverythingtogether.Theywork

together,praytogetheranddolifetogether.Tema’s

pregnancymaynotbefamousattheManqeles,but

really,she’shavingasmoothjourneywiththe



unconditionalsupportofherhusband-to-be.Inthe

shadowsshe’sbeingtreatedlikeaqueen,onething

shelovesaboutNkonzoishisabilitytoseparate

himselffrom thecrowd.Asmuchashehasan

elementofcontrolanddictatorship,heknowswhen

tostopandlethiswomantakethelead.Women

lovefeelinglikethey’reincontrol,soeverynowand

thenhetakesthebackseatandletsTemadowhat

shethinksisright.Likeanyothercouple,theyfight,

andhormonesarenotmakingiteasy.Butoneofthe

rulesintheirhouseis;nomatterhowmuchtension

thereis,everyissueisdiscussedandresolved

beforebedtime.

Todayhe’snotsurewhathedid,hopefullyhe’llhear

itbeforetheygotobed.Shedishedforhim andwent

totheguestroom andlockedherselfthere.Heate

dinneralone,itwaskindofharrowing.Hemissed

home,howthere’salwaysdramawithhismother

tryingtocontroleverythingandeveryonearoundthe

table.Butthisispartofgrowingup,hisparentslived

alonebeforeThakasaandallofthem came.Surely



theyhadthesemomentstoo.Astimegoesonthey’ll

haveabroodofchildrenandthishousewillbefilled

withjoy.

Hestandsnexttothesinkabsent-mindedlyafter

washinghisplate.Ifhecallshismothershe’lleasily

catchthesorrowinhisvoice,andknowing

MaKhumaloheknowsthatshe’llaskhim tocome

homeanddefinitelytrollTemaforstressingher

baby.Herbabiesareherstostressandtaunt,once

otherpeopledothesameshecomesforthem

gunblazing.

Softhandstouchhisarm.Heturnshishead,his

eyeslandonhisnowcalm-lookingfiancee.

Hedoesn’tsayanything.Shestandsinfrontofhim

andrunsherhandsonhisarm.Hereleasesadeep

sighandbrushesoverherhand.

“Talktome,”hesays.

Shestandsonhertoesandstealsaquickkissfrom



hislips.Hechucklesandstealsakissfrom hertoo.

“Youfinishedmypeanutbutter,”shesays.

Hefrowns,“No,Ididn’t.Idon’teveneatpeanut

butter.”

“Thenwhofinishedit?”

“Ghosts,maybe.”

Sherollshereyesandwrapsherarmsaroundhis

waist.

“SoI’vebeenthinkingaboutourfuture,”shesays.

“Mmmh!I’m listening.”

“Wouldyoueverconsidermovingaway,maybetoa

differentprovinceorcountry?”

Hefrowns.

“Whyareyouaskingmethis?”

“BecauseIthinkitwouldbegoodforusifwemoved

somewhereelseafterthewedding.Ican’tbeyour

brother’sPAmywholelife,andyoudefinitelydon’t

wanttobewalkinginyourfather’sshoesand

workingunderyourbrotheryourwholelife,right?”



“Notright,Iactuallydon’tmind.That’sourchildren’s

legacy,”hesays.

“SowearestuckinMandeniourwholelives?”she

asksmournfully.

“Baby...”Hereleasesasigh,“Iknowyou’renotused

toabigfamilyandsometimesthingsgettoomuch,

butI’llprotectyourpeaceatallcosts.”

“That’snotthepoint.Iwantustomoveawayfrom

everyone.Let’sbuyahouseinDurbanorPretoria,

openanotherbranchofMthongaHoldingsonthe

othersideofthecountry.Thatwouldmakeyour

fatherproudaswell,”shesays.

“Idon’tknow,babe.Thatwouldbeahugestep,I’m

notevensureIwanttobeawayfrom myfamilythat

much.”

“Canyouatleastthinkaboutit?I’veseenhow

familiesgetinvolvedinpeople’smarriagesandruin

everything.ThisismysecondmarriageandIwantit

tobethelast.IfanythingeverhappensIwanttotake

fullresponsibilityforit.Iwantittobemyfault,or

yours.Idon’twanttohatesomebody,especiallynot



anyonefrom yourfamily.AndIthinkthat’spossible

withsomedistancebetweenus.”

“Ihearyou,I’llthinkaboutit.Wasthereanythingelse

botheringyou?”

Shesighs,“Yes,thepeanutbutter.”

“Babe,themoreyoueatsomething,thequickerit

finishes.Canthisbabycomeoutalready?”

“Youwereinnorushputtinghim inthere.Keepthe

sameenergy!”

“ButtodayIwanttorushyou,”hesays.

Shefrowns,“Rushme?”

“Hanky-panky!”

Canherushalready?Thispromisestofulfillthe

peanutbuttercravings.
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It’sjustafewweeksbeforehegetsmarried.Nerves

havekickedin,hefearedthisstageoflifebutthere’s

nodoubtinhisheartthathe’sfoundagoodwife.

Beforehetakestimeoffworkheneedstodiscuss

hisfuturewithThakasa.He’sstillinhisoffice,

beforeleavingNkonzogoestohim withleftoversof

hislunch.

“YouandMaDubearedrivingseparatelytoday?”he

asksasNkonzooccupiesaseat.

“Bandlaliftedher,Ihavetogosomewherebefore

goinghome.Shehatestheroadandsheneededto

rest.”

“Ithoughtyouwould’vetoldhertoresignbynow,”he

says.



Nkonzochuckles,“Idon’tthinkthat’swhatshe

wants.We’venevertalkedaboutitbutIthinkevenif

sheresignsitwouldbebecauseshe’sfoundanother

job.”

“She’spregnantthough.Youmakeenoughmoney

forhertostayathomeandnotwakeupeveryday

likeumfaziwephanta.”

“Shewilltakematernityleavewhenit’stime.I’m

actuallyheretodiscusssomethingwithyou.”

Heraiseshiseyebrow.He’stryingtofinishwhathe’s

doingquickly,everyonehasknockedoffexcepthim.

Thisbetterbequick.

“We’vebeenthinkingaboutmovingtoPretoriaafter

thewedding,”Nkonzosays.

“Honeymoon?”heasks.

Nkonzoshakeshishead,“No,permanently.”

“Idon’tunderstand,”hesays.

“Rememberweoncetalkedaboutexpandingthe

company.MaybeIcanmoveawayandworkon

that.”



“Evenifweexpandthecompanywe’dopenabranch

hereinKZN,notPretoria.Andwewouldhaveto

employfullstaff,wecan’tjustsplit.”

“Okay,maybethenIcanjustfindanewjobthat

side,”–Nkonzo.

“BothyouandIrefusedtoletBandlamoveto

Durbanaftergraduating.Whochangedthescript

andmadeitokayforyoutoleave?Thisisour

father’sbusiness,alegacyforourchildren,andI’m

notgoingtorunitalone.Ifyoumoveawaythen

Bandlahaseveryrighttoresignandgoforhis

dreamstoo.”

“ButIhaveplayedmypart…”

“Whodidn’t?Istartedworkinghereattheageof23,

myfatherwasjustamanager.Ihadadegreeandhe

stillinsistedonmeworkinghereasanerrand-boy

becauseheknewthisplacewouldbealegacythat

we’dpassdowntoourkidsandgrandkids.14years

ofhardworkandyouthinkIhaven’tplayedmypart

here?Ifthat’showthingsworkthenIshouldbethe

firstonetoleave.”



Henodsandeatshisfood.He’snotthat

disappointed,hewantedtogiveitatryforTema’s

sake.Heloveshavinghisownplaceandprivacy,but

he’sneverthoughtofbeingathousandmilesaway

from home.

Asfarasthemanagementofthecompanyand

familymattersgo,Thakasahasthefinalword.Itis

whatitis;TemahastoforgetaboutPretoriaand

acceptthepackagethatcomeswithmarryinga

Manqele.

.

.

THAKASA

MaNtusiislyingwithherfeetonhislap.It’salmost

23h00andneitherofthem hasgottenanysleep.

SeeinghowfreeThakasawas,shetoldhim toget

themassageoilandmassageherfeet.Men’shands

shouldalwaysdosomething,hecan’tjustsitthere

andstareather.



“IthinkyouwererightaboutMaDube,”hesaysand

takesadeepbreath.

Sheraiseshereyebrow,“Whatdidshedo?”

“NkonzowantstomovetoPretoria.IfitwasBandlaI

would’veunderstoodbecausehe’salwayshatedthe

village.NkonzoandIwerehell-bentinkeepinghim

hereandwesucceeded.Nowallofasuddenhe

wantstomovetoPretoriaandevenconsiders

resigning.”

Shutthefrontdoor!

Hereyesarewidenoutoftheirsockets.

“Iknewshewasgoingtodosomethinglikethis.

ThisgirlwasborninGhana,raisedinTembisa,

marriedatInandaTownship,gotdivorcedand

movedtoMandeni.Nowshe’smarryingNkonzoand

youthinkshe’sgoingtostickaround?She’sa

vegabond.”

Thakasachuckles,“No,Ithinkshe’sjustscaredof

commitment.Shecan’tevencommitherselfinto

stayinginoneplace.”



“Andmarriagetoo,”MaNtusiaddsandrollshereyes.

Yes,sheunderstandsthatherfirsthusbandwas

abusive,butstill,Temadoesn’thavewhatittakesto

beawife,aManqeleoneforthatmatter.Khanyocan

survive,shetrustsher.Khosiaswell,she’sfamily-

oriented,whichisanecessaryqualityofbeinga

Manqele.

“Let’sseehowNkonzohandlesthisone.Ihopeshe

willgoaheadwiththeweddingandacceptherfate.I

don’twantittogotothepointwheremybrotherhas

tochoosebetweenhislegacyandher.Hereally

lovesher,”-Thakasa.

“Whethersheleavesornotthechildshe’scarryingis

aManqeleandwillberaisedasone.”

Hepullsherotherfootandsqueezestheheelwhile

rubbingthearch.“Ihopeitdoesn’tgettothat

becauseIreallylikeher,Iwouldn’twantustofight,I

knowwhatshe’sbeenthroughinlife.”

“Ithoughtyou’dputNkonzofirst.He’syourbrother

forcryingoutloud.He’sbeenthroughalottoo.”

“Whathashebeenthrough?”heaskswithachuckle.



“Youshouldknowwhathe’sbeenthroughinsteadof

knowingwhatyourPAhasbeenthrough.Lookat

yourself!”

Helaughs,“You’remakingmelooklikeabadbrother.

Am Idonenow?I’vemassagedbothofyourfeet.”

“Iwantsome-more,”shesays.

“Younevergivemesome-morewhenIask,”hesays

pushingherfootoffhislap.

“You’renotbeingtruthful.WhenhaveIeverdenied

yousome-more?”

“Notevensome-more,you’vebeendenyingmesex

andIdon’tevenknowwhatIdidwrongbecauseIhit

anyspotyoutellmetohit.”

Sheplayfullykickshim,“Stop!You’reabstaining,it’s

goodforyourhealth.”

“Abstaining?”Heraiseshiseyebrow.

“Well,inthisbedroom.Idon’tknowwhenyouarein

Waterways.”

“Comeon,ourconnectionwasgreat,you’rethicker

andtighter.Ifstayingawayfrom thatleadstogood



healththanI’drathergetsick.”

Shelaughs,“Thenwho’dfatherourchildren?”

“Nkonzo,”hesaysandclearseverythingandlies

nexttoher.There’ssomethingimportantheneeds

totellher,andmaybenowistheonlyrighttimetodo

so.

“MaNtusi,”heholdsherhandandrubsherfingers.

Hereitcomes!

“IknowManqele,youtwoarebacktogether,”she

saysandheavesasigh.

“Ummh,yeah.Butthere’ssomethingelse.”He’s

staringather,tryingtoreadheremotions.

“Okay,I’m listening.”

“IwanttosendadelegationtoaskforNomkhosi’s

handinmarriage.”

“Didsheagree?”sheasks.

“No,”hesays.

Shefrowns.



“Howareyougoingtodothat?”

“I’lljustdoit.Ifsheturnsthem backthen…Idon’t

know.Idon’twantittolooklikeI’m stilldoingthings

behindyourback,yougavemeyourblessingto

marryher,nottofoolaround.”

“Idon’tthinkthat’ssmart,butyou’reagrownman

andyouknowyourgirlfriendbetterthanIdo.”

“Thankyou,”hesaysandpullshercloser.Hekisses

herlipsandlooksdeeplyintohereyes.

“Don’teverdoubt,evenforasecond,thatIloveyou.

You’remyforever,”hesays.

“Provethattome.”

“How?”

“Event-planning.”

Hesighs,“Notnow.Canwetalktalkaboutitafter

you’vegivenbirth?”

“Whatifwetalkaboutitandyoudon’tagree?Ineed

yourword.Areyougoingtoletmepursuethisand

seewhereitgoes?”



“Weareabouttohavetwokids,ifyouinsistondoing

itthenwearegoingtolaysomegroundrules.Like

howmanyjobsyoucantakeandwhichdaysyou

can’tcompromisebecauseofwork.Iwantmykids

togrowinawarm homewiththeirmom around.”

“IpromiseI’llalwaysputthem first,”shesays.

“Andmetoo,right?"

Shelaughs,“Yes,myfirstson.”

“Yourfirstsoniscold.Pleasewarm him alittlebit,

maybewe’llbeabletosleepafterwards.”

It’sverylate,Londaisasleepandthey’vetalked

abouteverything,there’snothingtheycandoexcept

havingsomeadultfun.

“Howbaddoyouwantit?”Sherubshislegwithher

foot.

“Verybad.IfIgetaccessImightsleepwithMthonga

insideyou.”

“Let’sseeifyou’llrememberallthatoryou'llpass

out.”Shegetsup,kneelsandpullshisshortdown.

Heinhalessharplyasherhandmassagesaroundhis



manhood.Hishandreachestohernipplesand

tweaksthem.Herswrapsaroundhismanhood,

slidesdowntoitsbaseandswirlsuptothehead.He

pre-ejaculatesandhowls."Oh,yes!"

.

.

**

It’sFridaymorning,everyoneisgettingreadyfor

workexceptSnalowhotookadayofftospendtime

withMaqhingawhojustrecentlycamebacktolife.

Thingshavesettledbacktonormal,thereareno

moreriotsatthetaxirank,sotheyreleasedthe

securityguard.Whenthemanwhorangthe

intercom introducedhimselfasPhelo’sgrandfather

theyjustopenedthegatewithoutthinkingtwice.

Butit’snotjustoneman,therearefourofthem.

Theyleavethecaroutsidethegateandstandjust

twofeetawayfrom itrecitingtheNgidiclannames.

“What’sgoingon?”Phumzileaskstyinghergown

andrushingdownthestaircase.



“MaybeNdlalifaispullingaprank,”-Maqhinga.

“No,thatsoundsmoreserious,”Khosiargues.She

wasjustgettingherphoneandcarkeys,readytogo

towork.

PhumzilegoesouttocheckfollowedbyMaqhinga.

Herbrowsfurrowwhenhereyeslandonfourmenin

suitswiththeirheadsbowedbythegate.

“ThisneedsyouandNdlalifa,”shesaystakingastep

back.

“Whoarethesepeople?”–Maqhinga.

Noanswer.

Sherushesbackinsidethehouse.

Thegirlslookatherwiththeireyeswiden.

“Whowasexpectingpeople?”

“Me.Aramexdeliverypeople,”-Snalo.

ShelooksatKhosi,“Andyou?”

“Noone,”sheshrugs.

“Therearepeoplehereandtheylooklike



abakhongi.”

Eyeswiden!

“IsitPhelo’sfather?”Bothofthem askKhosi

simultaneously.

“Ummh…no.Idon’tknowanythingaboutthis.Itcan’t

bethem!”There’ssomuchconfusiononherface.

HerandThakasadidn’tsleeptogethereventhough

theysleptinonehouse.Theytalkedabouthim

changinghischaracterandpossibilityoftherapy.

Nothingaboutlobolawasmentioned.

“They’retheonlyManqelesweknow.Onesaidhe’s

Phelo’sgrandfather,”Snalosays.

“Okay,letmecallhim andfindoutwhat’sgoingon.”

Shequicklyunlocksherphoneandnoticesanew

messagealert.

It’sfrom him:

“I’M DOINGTHISBECAUSEILOVEYOUANDIKNOW

YOUDESERVEBETTERTHANWHATYOU’VEBEEN

GETTING.IFEELLIKEIHAVEN’TBEENBREATHING



SINCEIWOKEUP,PLEASESAYYOUKNOW THEM.”

“Wow,Thakasa!”she’sstunned.

Snaloandhermotherareglaringher.Maqhingais

walkingbackin.Theyneedanswers.

“Yeah,hesentthem,”shesaysinashatteringvoice

andkicksoffhershoesandmarchesupthe

staircaseangrily.

“Ican’tbelievethis!”–Snalo.

Maqhingasighsindefeat,“DoIletthem inorgive

them adatetocomebackagain?”

“Letthem in,Ithinkyoucanallnegotiateherethen

lobolacanbedeliveredattheNseles.Callyour

brotheranduncle,theyneedtobehereaswell.”

Thismeanseveryone’sdayiscanceled.What’s

confusingeveryoneishowcomeKhosididn’tknow

anythingaboutthis?Aretheybacktogetheragain?

She’supstairsinherroom andnotwillingtoexplain

anythingtoanyone.



Ndlalifaarrives.Everythingishappeningfastand

unexpectedly.HehadtogofindNhlekofrom his

placeofworkandbeghisbosstogivehim afew

hoursoff.

Maqhingahasputachairontopofthetableandsat

high,whichisdisrespectfulinfrontoftheguests.

He’snotdrunk,what’sgracinghischildishmind?

“Bafoputthechairdownandsit,”Ndlalifasaysina

firm voice.

Nhlekodoesn’tknowhowtodisciplineMaqhinga.He

feelslikeit’snothisplace.Hejustmetthem and

doesn’tknowthem thatwell.

“I’m onlygettingdowniftheygiveme

inkwelamthini,”Maqhingasays.

Ndlalifafrowns,“What???”

“Shhh!”Heplaceshisfingeroverhislips.There’s

ingqaqamazinyothatneedstobepaidbeforeanyof

them speak.He’sbeensittinghereforalmostan

hourwithhismouthshut,Ndlalifamustn’tcomewith

hisstupidassandruinhisgame.



“Lethim be,”NhlekotellsNdlalifa.

Theysitonthechairs.Maqhingaremainsontopof

thetable.

Greetingsareexchangedandintroductionsbegin.

Ndlalifadoesn’tlookhappybutthisisabouthis

sister’sfeelings,nothis.HehastoacceptThakasa

ashisbrother-in-lawwhetherhelikeshim ornot.

“WewouldlikeMrNgiditoclimbdownsothatwe

cantalk,andalsoopenhismouthwithwhatever

amountisrequired,”oneofthemensays.Hegoes

tothesamechurchasThakasa,oneofManqele

Snr’soldestfriends.

Ndlalifahasneverdonethisbefore,andNhlekoon

theotherhandwantshim totakethelead.

“R500both,”hesays.

Maqhinga’sfaceturnspurple.Wtfiswrongwith

Ndlalifa?

“Mmmmhmmmmh!!!”hepointshisfingerathim

angrily.Hecan’tbreaktheruleandopenhismouth

now.IfNdlalifaiscleverenoughhe’llincreasethat



amountimmediately.

“Okay,R1000,"-Ndlalifa.

Stillcheap,butbetterthanR500.

Abagfullofmoneyistakenout.Onemancounts

tenR100notesandplacesthem infrontofNdlalifa.

“WeaskforMrNgiditoclimbdownandtalktous,”

hesaysonhisknees.

NdlalifalooksatMaqhingaandheclimbsoffthe

tableimmediately.

“Youneedtocountaswell,”hetellsNdlalifa.

Ndlalifaisnotbotherednorimpressedbythemoney,

oranythingthat’shappeninghere.

“Okay,okay,I’m herenow.Wecanstart,remindme

whichflowerdidyoursonseehere?Wehavemany

ofthem,”-Maqhinga.

“HernameisNomkhosiNselebutsheliveshere,so

wewereaskedtocomehereandgetthedirections

from thefamily.”

“Okay,11cows,”–Maqhinga.



“Thisisnotourfirsttimehere,Hlomuka.Wedidpay

thefirstthreethatincludedukugezaumuzi.”

Helaughs,“Oh,thatmeansyouowe8now.”

Nhlekoclearshisthroat,“Icannotrecognizeanyof

them.Maybethey’redifferentManqelesoreven

chancers.Kindlycallyoursisterandletherconfirm

tousifsheknowsthesepeopleornot.”

NdlalifastandsupbeforeMaqhinga.Hewantsto

seeNomkhosi,shehastolookathim intheeyes

andconfirm tohim first.

Hefindsherbarefootedandpacingaroundherroom

likeamadwoman.Sheseeshim walkingthroughthe

doorandstops.

Heavysigh!

“Iknowwhatyouwanttoknow,”shesays.

“Okay,thentellme,”Ndlalifa.

“HewasgenuinelysorryandIgavehim onelast

chance.Igavehim ahardtimethough,hestillneeds

toprovehimselftome.”



Ndlalifafrowns,“Sothisispartofhim proving

himself?”

“Ithinkhe’sjustscaredthatI’llleavehim again,”she

says.

“Can’tyouleavehim afterhe’spaidlobola?”

“Ican,trustme.”

“Thenwhat’sthepoint?”

Shesighs,“Respect,that’sthepoint.”

“Alrightthen,let’sgo.They’rewaitingforyou.Cover

yourhead,thepointisrespectafterall.”

He’sdisappointedinher,andhehaseveryrighttobe,

she’sbeenventingtohim aboutherrelationship

problemseversincePhelowasconceived.

Shewrapsascarfaroundherheadandgoes

downstairstojointhem inthelounge.It’sthesame

menwhowerecomfortingThakasaonthedayof

Sqalo’sdeath.

“Areyouwell,ndodakazi?”Nhlekoasks.

“Yebo,”shesayswithhereyesdropped.



“ThesepeoplearecallingthemselvestheManqeles

andtheyweresenttoyou.Doyourecognizethem?”

Fuckyou,Thakasa!

Thisstuntisoneofmanyreasonswhytheyalways

fight.

“Doyou?”-Ndlalifa.

Deepbreath.Inandout!

“Yes,Iknowthem,”shesays.

“Thankyou,that’sallweneededtoknowfrom you.

Youmaygo.”

Shewalksoutandmurmursacurse.It’sdonenow,

there’snothingshecould’vedonedifferently

becauseitwould’veledtodrama.

Shegetsinsideherroom andshutsthedoor.Now

morethanever,she’sscared.Shejustaccepteda

marriageproposal,soonshe’llbesomeone’ssecond

wifeandsomeone’ssisterwife.Nottomentionbeing

MaKhumalo’sdaughter-in-law.



LOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

THEEND

ThakasawokeupinWaterways,todayhisdaughter

isturningoneyearold.It’sbeenexhaustingweeks

ofplanningandendlessfightswithhermother.

Yesterdaytheyfinallyagreedoneverythingand

focusedongettingreadyforthe1stbirthdayoftheir

princess.MaNtusihelpedbyorganizingdécor,her

event-planningpassionisgrowingandthere’s

nothingThakasacandoifshehelpsplanfamily

events.

Thepartystartsat12butthey’reawakebefore6am

andpanicking.Thakasahasbeenonsomestrictdiet

ofsomesort;eatingalotoffruitsandpeanuts.He’s

attendingthegym andleadingasurprisinglyvery

healthylifestyle.BothNothileandNomkhosihave

talkedaboutit,theyactuallyfindithilariousand

believeit’sjustapassingphase.

Hestepsoutoftheshowerwithatowelwrapped



aroundhiswaistandgoestoNomkhosiwrapping

giftsonthebed.She’swearingagown,and

hopefullythere’sonlyherunderwearbeneathit.

Pheloisstillasleep,shewokeupat2:44andkept

herfatherupuntil3:30.Nomkhosiwasdeeply

asleep,heknowshowimportantsleepisforher

beautysohedidn’tdisturbherandjuststayedup

withPheloalone.

“Ididn’tsleepwell,yazi.”

Khosiraiseshereyebrow,“Whathappened?”

“Sphephelowasupandplayingat2am,”hesays.

Nomkhosilaughs,“That’sbeenmylifeforayear

now.Welcometomyworld!”

“Ah,comehereandwelcomemeproperly.”Hepulls

heroffthebedandkissesherlips.Theirsexlifeis

kindofslow,ittookheraweektolethim inafterthe

lobolanegotiations,afterthatithappenedonceina

bluemoon.Thingsarebetterandbrighterat

MaNtusi’sbedroom,that’swherehegetssatisfied

themost.

“Thisisaveryimportantdaytome.Youwipedout



alltheinsecuritiesanddoubtsIhadaboutmy

manhood.Iprideinmyselfverymuchforthisday,”

hesaystoher.

“Andyou’redoingagreatjobasafather.You’re

present,I’m happyknowingthatmydaughterhasa

differentlifefrom mine.Ithankyouforthat,”she

says.

“She’smylife.”Heunwrapsthetowelandstandsin

hisbirth-suit.

She’sseenhim nakedmanytimesbefore,butnotin

themorningwhiletheirdaughterissleepinginthe

nextroom.Shecouldwakeupatanymoment.

“Ayearagoonthisdayyouwentthrough

unimaginablepaindeliveringwhatIcalliSphephelo

samitoday.Iwanttodaytobedifferent,Iwantyour

bodytoexperiencethecompleteoppositeofwhat

youwereexperiencinglastyear.”

Ahugeswallow!Hisshaftisalreadythickand

bouncingup.

Hebitesthesideofherneck.Amoanescapesher

throat.Thenhewhispers;“Pleaseallowmetosay



hello.”

“Okay,butwehavetobequick,Phelowillwakeup

anymomentfrom now,”shesayswithherneck

stretched.Histonguelicksherfleshandsends

tinglesthroughoutherbody.Heuntieshergownand

findsherbra-less,hesqueezeshernippleandrollsit

withhisthumb.

“Youknowthatyouareabouttobecomemywife,

right?”Helooksintohereyeswhilebrushingthe

backofherneckandplayingwithhernipple.

“Yeah,”shesayswithamoan.

“SoyouhavetounderstandmyneedswhenI’m

sharingabedwithyou.There’sadroughtseasonin

thisbedroom,thingshavechanged.Don’tyoufeel

meanymore?”

“Idofeelyou,”shesaysinalowwhisper.

“Thenwhydoyourejectme?You’rescaredoffalling

pregnant?”Heslidesherpantytothesideandrubs

herclitwiththeheadofhisshaft.It’swetalready,he

rubsbetweenherfoldsandbouncesituponherclit

again.



“Huh?”Helockshiseyesintohers.She’swherehe

wantedhertobe;hornyAF.

“Yourcommentsarestillstuckinmyhead;whatyou

saidaboutmetheotherday.SometimesIjustfeel

likeyouinvitemeheretodothingsyoucan’tdoto

yourwife.”

“Andwhatarethosethings?”Heinsertsonefingerin

hercoreandrotatesitinsideher.She’sdrippingwet

andhe’sburstingwithlust,butthisisthe

conversationtheyneedtohave.

“Doyoureallywantmetogointodetails?”

“Yes.Iwanttoknowifanythingwedomakesyou

uncomfortable.IsaidwhatIsaidoutofanger,you

saidyouweregoingtolookforanothermanandI

didn’twantthat.Idon’twantyoutosleepwithother

people,ifitwasuptomeI’dhunteverymanwho’s

puttheirthingsinyouandchoptheirheads.”

“Whydoesitmatterifwearenotanitem?”sheasks.

“Idon’twanttoshareyouanditmakesmehappyto

knowthatyou’vebeenfaithfultome.Itmakesme

comfortabletosharemyselfwithyouandgoasfar



asIcan.”

“Okay,Ihearyou.”

Hekissesherlipsandpullsdownherpanty.He

needsherinfulldisplay.They’restandinginthe

passagebecausePhelosleptintheirbedroom.

Doorsarelockedandit’sstillearlyinthemorning,

there’snopossibilityofanyonearrivingatthe

moment.

“Let’sgotothecouch,”hewhisperstoherandlifts

hertohiswaist.Hetakeshertotheloungeandlays

heronthecouchwithherlegsseparated.

Hegoesdownonher.Afewlickssendhertothe

cloudofjoy.Hemuffsheruntilsheburstsonhis

face.

Quickly,beforeshebouncesback,heinsertshis

shaftandpushesituntilhisballsbalanceonthe

perineum.

“Lastyearpushedharder,sotodayI’llfuckyou

harder.Okay?”Hesmilesdownather.

“Okay,”shesmilesback.



Theyshareabriefkiss.Shefeelshisshaftpokingin

thedepthsofhercoreandletsoutashallowscream.

Heliftsherlegtohisshoulderandpoundsherlike

heaimstoriphercoreintopieces.

Herbrainstartsfloating.Shecan’tmakeoutwhat

she’ssayingtohim orwheresensationsarepulling

her.Herorgasm buildsupfasterthansheexpected,

sheseesdoubleofhisbeardedfacebeforelosing

controlofhermuscles.

“Ah,baby!”hecriesandincreaseshispace.Helets

herlegdownandliesontopofher;breathingherair

withtheirbodiessweatingtogether.

Heslamsinsideherharderandgritshisteethfirmly

beforelettinghisbodyloosenup.Hiscum fillsher

core,hegruntsloudlyandpusheshisshaftfurther

insideher.

They’restilllyingonthecouchwiththeirbodies

collidedontooneanother.Aloudcrycomesfrom

thebedroom,Nomkhosimovesunderhim tryingto

breakfree.

Heholdsherdown,“Wait,you’regoingtobreakmy



penis.”

“Oh,sorry!”

Hechucklesandpullsout.Hishandbrushesher

cookie-jarandgivesherclitanotherrub.Heplantsa

softkissonherlipsandgetsup.

“I’llcheckonher,don’tworry.”

.

.

MANTUSI

Everyoneisreadyfortheprincess’firstbirthday.

EvenPhethyishome-that’showhugeitis.

Mawandewillmeeteveryoneatthevenue,whichis

Thakasa’sbackyardatWaterways,there’sbeen

sometalkthatshe’llbebringingBhambathatothe

party.It’llbehisfirsttimeattendingaManqele

familyeventandhopefullytherewon’tbeanyissues.

Bothfamiliesarenowawareofhisrelationshipwith

Mawande.



Khanyohasgrowncomfortablewitheveryone,

exceptThakasaofcourse.Chancesofthem ever

gettingalongareslim,bothofthem arestubborn

andneitheroneofthem wantstobowdownforthe

other.Buttheycanshareadiningroom andwatch

TVtogether,that’ssomethingright?

MaKhumaloisnothardonherastheythoughtshe

wouldbe.Maybeit’sbecauseKhanyodoesn’ttake

anythingtotheheart,shehasastrongunbreakable

character.

“Ohmygoodness,lookartthisboy!”shechimes

happilyandtakesLondafrom MaNtusi’sarms.She’s

gainingalotofweight,butthat’snotacommentyou

canmaketosomeonelikeher.Whatevershe’s

eatinginBergvilleisnotgoodforherbody.

“He’snowgettingfatagain.”Butit’sacommentshe

canmaketootherpeoplebecauseshe’sKhanyo.

She’scommentingonLonda’sweight.It’snot

offensivetomakeweightcommentsonbabies,right?

Talkaboutapotcallingthekettleblack!

“He’snaturallybig,”MaNtusisays.



“YeahIknow,mymotherwasbigtoo.CanIleave

withhim?BandlaandIaregoingnow,I’m surehe’d

lovetogetthereearlier.Angithibaby?”Londajust

staresather.

“Youcan’tcallhim Bandla,yourkidswilldothe

samething.He’sManqeleandBandlainyour

bedroom,”MaNtusitellsher.

“Comeon,that’shisnamemos,”Khanyoargues.

“I’m alsoNothilebutyoudon’thearManqelecalling

melikethatinfrontofpeople.Youarehereby

instructedtostartpracticingcallingyourfiance

Manqele.”

“Ohdamn,okaymadam!”

Shelaughs,“Nowyouknow.Letmegetthisboy’s

bagthen.”

Shegetsthebagfrom herbedroom andfinds

KhanyoalreadywaitingoutsidethecarwithLonda.

Shekisseshischeekandbidsthem goodbye.She’s

almostreadytoo,she’llbefollowingthem inafew

minutes.



Shegoestoherbedroom towrapherheadstylishly

andputherearringson.Thakasaiscalling...

“Manqele,”sheanswers.

“MaNtusiwhereareyou?IthoughtLondawouldbe

herebynow,otherkidsarealreadyhereandPhelo’s

brotherhasn’tarrived.”

“He’scomingwithBandla,Iwokeuplate,”shesays.

Aheavysigh!

“You’restillhome?”

“Yesbutweareabouttoleave.Justwaitingfor

NkonzotocomeandgetMa,thenPhethyandIwill

comewithmycar.”

“Okaypleasehurryup.Comewithwarm clothesfor

later,itmightbecold.”

“Alright,bye!”sheendsthecall.

Wherewasshe?Okay,earrings.

Herfaceisoily.Thisisgoingtobeoneofthoseugly

pregnancies.Shepowdershernoseandapplies



mascara,that’senoughmake-upfortheday.Alright,

goodtogo!

Nkonzohasarrived.HopefullyMaKhumaloisdone

dressingup,shecantakeforeverbutyoucan’t

recognizeanyeffortwhenshe’sdressedup.No

shade!

Shewalksintoherstandinginfrontofthemirrorand

adjustingherdress.

“Ma,areyoudone?”sheasks.

“Notyet,tellNkonzotogivemeafewminutes.I

can’tbeuglyinmygranddaughter’spictures,whatif

Idon’tgettoseehernextbirthday?”

“Don’tspeaklikethat,Ma.You’restillgoingtowait

forallourchildrenandtheirgrandchildren,”MaNtusi

saysandleavestodeliverthemessagetoNkonzo.

He’snotanywhereinsight,thatmeanshe’sinhis

rondavel.Notaplaceshe’dgotorandomly,infact

notanyofherbrother-in-lawsprivatespaces,unless

ifit’snecessary.



Sheknocksatthedoorwhichisslightlyopen.

There’snoanswerbutshecanhearthatsomeoneis

inside.

“It’sMaNtusi,I’m sentbyMa,”shesays.

Therearefootsteps.

Heopensthedooranddropsdownhiseyes.Too

late,she’salreadyseenthathe’sbeencrying.So

weirdforanewhusband!

It’sbeenonlyamonthsincehegotmarried,he’s

stayingwithhiswife,everythingshouldbeokay.

Therewasnodramaintheirwedding,itwas

beautifulandmemorable.

“Iseverythingokay?”sheasks.

“Yeah,tellMaI’m cominginafewminutes.”He

attemptstoshutthedoorbutheronefootisalready

inside.

“Nkonzowhat’sgoingon?”Shewalksinandstands

withherarmsfoldedstaringathim.She’snot

leavinguntilhetellsherthetruth.

Hereleasesadeepsighandgoestositonthebed.



“It’shard,”hesaysandburieshisheadinhishands.

Shewaits.

There’snoexplanationcoming.

Sheasks,“What’shard?”

“Provingmyselftosomeoneeveryday.IfeellikeI’m

drowning,andwhenshesayssorryIforgive,but

thenshedoesthesamethingalloveragain.Idon’t

knowwhattodoanymore.I’m justtryingmybest.”

“Whatisitthatshedoes?”Thisneedshertositand

theonlyplacetodosoisthebed.

Shesitsandlooksathim tryingtofightbacktears.

“Littlethingsshedoes.Iunderstandthatshe’sbeen

hurtbeforebutwearemarriednow,thereshouldbe

adifferencebetweenadoubtfulgirlfriendandawife.

Ican’tbetryingtowinmywife’strust,she’smarried

tome.”

“Nkonzothisisthehoneymoonphase,youarenot

supposedtobecrying.Youshouldbehappy.”

“Myhappinessisalwaysshort-lived.Ineverthought

onceImoveoutofhomeI’dmissmyfamilythis



much.”

Sherubshisback,“Maybeit’sthepregnancy.Give

hertime,ifshecontinueswithherattitudeevenafter

givingbirththenyou’llhavetomakeadecision.”

“Whatdecision?I’m married,Ivowedtoloveand

staywithmywife.”He’slookingatherwithmoist

eyes.He’sthemostfree-spiritedbrotheroutofthem

all.Helaughsalotandmakessureeveryonearound

him isokay.Seeinghim sobrokenbecauseofTema

isinfuriating.

“Takeanotherwifeormovebackhome.Thatway

youcangetallthesupportyouneedandmaybeshe

needsafewlessonsonhowtoactasaManqele

wife.”

“Ican’ttakeanotherwifebecausethefirstoneisnot

behaving.Whatifthesecondonedoesthesame

thing?Iwilltakeathirdoneagain.I’dratherwork

thingsoutwithherandgiveitmyall.”

“Thenmovebackhome.Doorsarealwaysopened

foryou.”

“Idon’tknow,I’llseeastimegoeson.”Heblowsout



asighandwipeshisface.Hecanputasmileon

throughouttheday,hopefullyTemawon’traisetheir

privateissuesinfrontofhisfamilybecauseit’ll

becometheirissuestoo.

“Thankyou,”hesaysandlooksather.“Whatabout

you?Areyoualright?”

“Yeah,I’m good.Justcravingsandnausea,nothing

hectic.”

“Youandmybrother?”

“Everythingisgood.”

Theyexchangeabriefstare.

“Trustme,alliswell,”sheemphasizes.

Henods,“Okay.”

“LetmegobeforeMaKhumalothinksI’vebeen

swallowedbyMaGumede’stikoloshes.”

Nkonzolaughs,“Youtwowillbearrestedforgossip

oneday.”

“It’snotasecret,everyoneknowsaboutthe

tikoloshes,”shelaughsandwalksout.



.

.

Thislooksbad.Everyoneishere,herandPhethyare

literallythelastonestoarrive.Shehastofind

Nomkhosiandapologize,itwasn’tintentionalatall.

Sheorganizedthedécorandshe’shappyaboutit.It

screams,“ThePrincessBirthday.”Kidsarealready

runningaroundwithballoons.Thereareclowns

entertainingthem withtheirfunnydancesandall

kindsofgames.It’sjustakidsthing,they’rehereas

adultstocongratulateKhosiandThakasaforraising

a1yearold.

ShebumbsintoMawande.Lookingallgood,nohead

-wraptoday,datingBhambathamustbeamazing.

“HelloMrsMyeza,”shesays.

Mawandesmiles,“Hey,you’relate.”

“WhatdidImiss?”

“Yourmother’sprayer.”

Theybothlaugh.SoundsjustlikeMaKhumalo!



“WhereisNomkhosi?”sheasks.

“IthinkIsawhergettinginsidethatroom,”Mawande

showsherandwalksontowherevershe’sgoing.

She’sbeentothishousebefore.It’sadouble-storey

withslidingdoors,doublegarageandaspacious

kitchenthat’soccupiedbyatwo-doorfridgeand

Mieleappliances.Ithurtsthatshegotallthiswhile

shewasjustaside-chick,andshewasslavinginthe

tinykitchenwithHisensefridgeforhisfamily.But

she’sforgiventhem,right?Shehastogetoverit.

She’sgettingherownhousetoo,Thakasawillmake

upforit.

Thedoorisopen,sheletsherselfinandwalksinto

Thakasashovinghistonguedownherthroat.His

handsaresqueezingherbutt.It’saprivatemoment

but….

“Ummm…hello,”shesays.

Thekissbreaksquickly.Neitheroneofthem can

lookatherintheeyes.



“Iwantedtoapologizeforbeinglate,Mawande

didn’ttellmeyouhadacompany.”

“Sorryaboutthis,Iwasjustgettingmycellphone

and…”Phewww!

“Andhekissedyou.It’sfineyouarebecominghis

wifetoo.Iseverythingokay?Foodanddrinks?”

“Yeah,Ihavepeopletakingcareofthat,”Nomkhosi

saysandgrabsherphone.Thakasaisstillstanding

withhiseyesdropped.Shemakesherwayoutand

tellsMaNtusitofollowhertothebalconyonceshe’s

done.

Herhusbandstandsthere,nexttothebed,withhis

erectionpokingout.

“You’renotgoingtogreetme?”sheaskshim.

“Hi,”hesays.

“Hi,areyougood?”Shechuckles,“Whyam Ieven

asking?Youareclearlynotokaybetweenyourlegs.”

“Thisfeelsawkward!”hesighs.

“Andit’sthelifeyouchoseforus.Healandcome

joinyourdaughter’sbirthday.”Sheturnsaroundand



walksaway.

It’snottheirparty.Theyjustsitandwatchkidsplay.

Someparentsarehelpingtheirkidswithgames,

Pheloissnuggledonheruncle’ship,Ndlalifa.She’s

stillcaughtbetweentwomen;herfatherandher

uncle.

It’snotawkwardasshethoughtitwouldbehaving

theManqelesandtheNgidisunderoneroof.There’s

noobvioustension,MaKhumaloandPhumzilehave

sharedafewjokes.

Phelohasaunts,uncles,cousinsandagrandfather.

Andeveryoneofthem lookssophisticatedand

monied.It’salottotakeinwatchingeverything

goingdown.Nomkhosihasbrothers,theyholdher

handandjokewithher.Hermotherlookshappy

today,sadnessisstillthereinhereyesbutyoucan

seethatshe’sahappymother.

HerandThakasahavesomanythingsincommon,

oneofthem ishavingthefamilyloveandsupport.

YesKhanyoisthereforLonda,MawandeandPhethy



too,butthat’sdifferent.Nomcebodoesn’thavewhat

alltheseauntshave.Theirlivesaredifferent,even

differentfrom Mawande’sbecauseshehasbrothers

who’dkillforher.

Damn,sheshouldn’tbesittingherecomparingher

lifetoothersonherhusband’sdaughter’sbirthday!

“Thankyou,”someonesays.

Shesnapsoutandlooksather.It’sNomkhosi.

“Thankyouforhelpingmeraiseher,andforallowing

hertohaveafather.Ittakesarealwomantodo

whatyoudidforme.Ifearedshewouldn’thaveher

fatheraroundbecauseofhowshecame,leastdidI

knowthatshe’llgrowupwithtwolovingmothers.”

Gratitudeiswritteninhereyes.Everythingshefelt

walkingintothishousefadesaway.Nomkhosimay

haveitallintheeyesofastrangerbutshe’shadher

owndifficultieswithlifetoo.

“You’rewelcome,”shesays.

Adeepbreathandachuckle.

“Andthankyouforallowingmeinyourhusband’s



life.Iknowit’snoteasybutjustknowthatI’llnever

intentionallydisrespectyou.Iknowwhoyouareand

whereyoustandinhisheart.I’veknownthatfrom

dayone,he’snevermadeitasecret.”

Adeepbreathfrom hertoo.

“It’lltaketimetogetusedtoit,especiallynowthat

he’syoursasmuchashe’smine,butwe’llcoexist.

Youinspiremeinsomanyways,I’llenjoyhavingyou

inmylife.”

“Rolemodel?”Nomkhosiaskswithasmirk.

“Well,kindof.”

There’ssomecommotion.Itlookslikethereare

peopledisturbingtheparty.Police?!

“What’sgoingon?”theyaskoneanother.Thakasais

rushingtothebraai-areawheremostguysare

gathered.

Thepolicearegoingtheretoo.

Whatthehell?!

Theypullsomeoneaside.



“Whoisthat?”Khosiasks.

“Mawande’sbrother-in-lawslashhusband.Thisis

bad!”–MaNtusi.

Itlookslikethey’retakinghim.Mawanderunsafter

them askingwherethey’retakinghim.She’scrying

andbegging.

MaKhumalohasherhandsoverhermouth.Whata

shame!

Everyoneisaskingquestions,nobodyhasanswers.

“Thakasakhuluma!”hismothershouts.

Beingtheeldestalsorequiresyoutoknow

everything,youjustcan’tbecluelessevenwhen

situationsdon’tconcernyouthatmuch.

“Theyaretakinghim tothestationtoaskaboutthe

traditionaldoctor’sdeath,Nxumalo.”Helooks

different,notinagoodway.Morelikehe’saboutto

murdersomeone.

“Wait,who?”someoneasksfrom thecrowd.Shehas

ababystrappedonherback,she’stheonlynormal-



lookingwomanfrom Khosi’ssideofthefamily.No

weave,nomake-up,nohigh-heelsandnoZulu

mincedwithEnglish.

“Nxumalo,hewaskilledafewmonthsago,”Phethy

answers.

MaKhumalogivesheralook.She’ssupposedtobe

inthejumpingcastleorplayingswings.Thisisan

adultmatter.

“Hewaskilled.Oh,wow!”Thalentelooksrather

impressed.Shepushesherwaytowhereher

husbandis.

Thatmancannotgotojailforkillingsomeonewho

stole25yearsofherfather’slife.Thatcan’thappen!

“Babe,”shepullsNdlalifatotheside.

“I’m standingwithothermen.Can’tyoustickwith

womenandseemelater?I’m notgoinganywhere.”

“Oh,stop!Someonejustgotarrested.”

“Takentothestationforquestioning,notarrested,”

hecorrectsher.

“Whatever!Youknowhe’sbeingaccusedofkilling



Nxumalo.”

Ndlalifafrowns,“Nxumalo?”

“Theoneandonly.Ineedhim tobesaved,whether

hekilledhim ornot,he’sinnocent.”

“Okay,andhowam Isupposedtomakehim

innocentifhe’snot?”

“Thesamewayyoudoforyourshadydealings,”she

says.

“What?Ihavenoshadydealings.”He’slaughing.His

wifehasspoken,eventhoughhehasnoideawho

theguywithtattoosis.Hedidsomethingnoteven

Ngidiwasbraveenoughtodo-killingNxumalo.

Justiceneedstobeserved.

Thekillerisinnocent!



REPERCUSSIONSOFLOVINGBEYONDTHETEMPLE

KHANYO

Youknowwhenyou’rehurtandtryingtohealyour

painbybeingangryattheparticularperson.Yeap,

that’smerightnow.I’m angryatGugufor

disappearingonus.Wehadadeal,infactshemade

adeal.Shewasgoingtoinform usbeforeleaving

andthencontactustoletusknowwheresheis,how

longshe’llbethereandbriefusoneverythingthat

happened.Weareleftwithsomanyunanswered

questions.StrangelyMikehasbeenconfirmedtobe

stillinprison,whichleavesuswithsomany

questions.WhydidsheleavethecountryifMike

didn’tescapefrom prison?What’stherealissue

here?What’sgoingon?

NolwaziisstressedasIam.I’m worried,hurtand

disappointed.Foryearsthisgirlwasmypillarof

strength,sheassumedtheroleofabiggersister

eventhoughshe’sthesameageasme,that’show

protectivesheis.ItwasourturntoprotectherandI



guessshedidn’ttrustusenough.Ihaveconnections

toomos.Well,ImeanIcangetthem ifIwant.

Anyway,movingon.I’m takingthegirlsoutforlunch,

andbythegirlsImeanMawandeandPhethy.I’m

theirrichbrother’swife-to-be.Heaskedmetowork

ongettingtoknoweveryonebetter.Ialreadyknow

theMufasaofthefamily,andTemahastoldme

everythingaboutNkonzo.Godhelpthem work

everythingout!Iunderstandwhyshe’sscared,it’s

somethingshecanworkonandI’m gladNkonzois

withhereverystepoftheway.

SonowIhavetogettoknowMawandeandthelittle

bratbetter.IknowabratwhenIseeone.Birdsofthe

samefeatherrecognizeoneanother.Iwaslikeher

growingup,minuspassionandmoney.

“What’sthisrestaurant?”sheaskslookingaround

withahugegrin.Shelovesthingstoo!

“Royale,Bhambatha’sfriendownsit,”Mawandesays.

Itsoundslikeshe’sbragging,whichisdefinitelyvery

fitting.It’sahugemilestonetohavebeach



restaurantsownedbyblackpeople.

Itaketheopportunitytoask.I’m heretogettoknow

them afterall.“HowisBhambatha?”Iask.

“He’sgood.Great,actually.”

“Didthosepoliceofficersapologizeforaccusinghim

ofmurder?”

Shelaughs,“Dothateverhappeninthiscountry?

Thewifechangedherstatement,apparentlythere

wasnooneattheirhomethatnight.Strange

enough!”

I’m notjudgmental,Iknownothingaboutthelaw

exceptthatnooneisaboveit,butthissoundstoo

shady.Thewifewasthreatened,period!NowI’m

scaredofthisBhambathaperson.

“I’m happyforhim.Nowhecantakecareofyouand

giveyousomelove,”Isay.

“Well,hewantsmetomoveinwithhim.Thatmeans

I’llbemovingtothesuburbssoon.”Herfacebeams

withjoy.

Funnilyhersisterisrollinghereyes.I’venever



sensedanycloserelationshipwiththem,whichis

strangebecausethey’retheonlygirlsinthefamily.

“Areyoutwookay?”I’m older,Icandisciplinethem.

“Yes,”Mawandesays.

Phethyyawns,“Really?Shedoesn’tknowshitabout

meandshedoesn’tgivetwofucks!”

Okay,languageNazarethprincess!

“Whatdoyoumean?”Mawandefrowns.She’s

shockedasIam.

“Doyouknowme?”Phethyasksher.

She’sstillfrowning,“Duh!You’remysister.”

“Becauseweshareparents,otherthanthatyoudon’t

giveshit.EvenSqalodidn’tlikeme,onlyBhut’

NkonzoandSis’Temacareaboutmeinthisfamily.”

Wow,okay!

Shegrabsherdrinkandnoisilydrinksfrom thestraw.

“Yeap,yeah,that’sthetruth.I’dexcuseyouSis’

Khanyobecauseyouareyettobecomemyfamily

legallybutyoualsodon’tcarewhetherBhut’Bandla



checksonmeornot.Doyoueveraskhim about

me?”

Ican’tbelievethis!

“Yes,Ido.Iaskifyou’refineanddoingwellinyour

studies,”Isay.

“Andthat’sit?Howabouthetakesaphoneandcalls

metosaygoodmorningorgoodnight?”

HonestlyIdon’tknowhowtodefendhim.Intheir

eyesshe’sstillalittlebaby,Idon’tthinktheygivetoo

muchattentiontoherlife.

“Canwetalkaboutthis?”IlookatMawandeandshe

nods.

“Phethywhat’syourmainissuewithher?”Ican’t

believeI’m thepeacemakerinthisfamily.

“Shecaresaboutallmybrothers.Idon’tknowifI’m

theproblem ortheyare.I’veneverseenmysisteras

someoneIcanleanonto,beforesheevengot

marriedshewasclosertoallthesiblingsexcept

me.”

IlookatMawande,“Wereyouawareofthat?”



“No,”shetakesadeepbreath.“Itwasjustnatural.I

alwaysgetalongwithpeopleolderthanme.”

“Sqalowasolderthanyou?”Phethy.

“Heopeneduptome.MaybeIdon’tknowhowtobe

asistertoasister.Idon’tknow.”Mawandehurts

easily.Icanpickhintsofheartbreakfrom hervoice.

“It’snottoolate.Youguyscanstilltry,you’reone

blood,youcan’tholdgrudgesagainstoneanother.”

ShenodsandlooksatPhethy.

“I’m sorry,Ididn’tknowyoufeltlikethat.I’m goingto

makeaneffort.”

“Startbylisteningtometellingyouaboutmy

boyfriend.”

Ummm…Idon’tthinkso.

“Aboyfriend?”MawandeisaManqeleafterall.

“Yes,wearejustcruising.”

“Areyouaboatnow?Areyouhavingsexwithhim?”

“Notyet.”



“Whatdoyoumeanyet?”

“Idon’tknowifIwanttotryitornot.Ipromised

NkonzoIwon’tdoit.”

Waitaminute,whatonearth?

“Nkonzoknows?”Iask.

“Yeah,hecaughtmered-handed.”

MawandeandIlookatoneanotherstunned.

Childrenoftoday!

.

.

MyhouseisnexttoNkonzo’s.Yes,myhouse.

Bandlastillliveshereandhe’llkeepthishouseeven

aftertheweddingasourplaceofsanity.Ichange

intoashirtdress;oneofthefewclothesthatstillfits

me.It’sstillearly,Bandlacomeshomearound5.I

havetocatchupwithTemabeforecomingbackto

startwithdinner.Idon’tknowwhyIdidn’tbring

somethingfrom therestaurant.



Nkonzo’shouseisnotevenfiveminutesaway.Ido

needabitofexercisetogetbackinshape.

IknowthebalconydoorisneverclosedsoIuseitto

enter.

“Girlings!”Iyellmakingmywaytothekitchen.

Nkonzotoldmetobecomfortableinhishouse,I

openthefridgeandgrabtwoslicesofParmalat

cheese.

“Ithoughtyou’dbebacklate,”shesayscomingfrom

theroom,draggingherfeet.She’snowheavily

pregnantandwalkinglikeapenguin.

“No,Mawandehadtogosomewhere.Howareyou?”

“I’m good,justexhaustedfrom sleepingallday.”

“Missingwork?”Iask.

“Yes,andmyhusband.”

“Oh,okay!Wozanazo.”Ipullthechairandsit.I

haven’tseenhermentioningherhusbandwitha

smileinalongtime.

“Basically,we’vebeentalkingtosomeelders.I

understandwhyhe’sfrustratedwithme.Ijustwish



wecould’vedatedlongerbeforejumpinginto

marriage,butweareprogressing.”

“Progressing?”Iaskcuriously.

“Iknowwhathedoesn’tlikeandheknowsmy

triggers.We’veconnectedagain,sexlifeisgood.”

“Okay,I’m achildstop.”

Shelaughs,“I’m tellingyou.He’sevencanceled

takingmetothevillage.”

Irollmyeyes.I’m abitdisappointed,Ithought

Nkonzowouldforcehertogoandbecomeavillage

wifetoo.

“Givehim moreattitude,”Itellher.

“AndgolivewithMaKhumaloandMaNtusi?No,

thankyou.I’dratherbehaveandseethem on

Christmas.”

“Whydotheyscareyousomuch?Especially

MaKhumalobecauseshelovesyou,”Iask.

“Everyoneisintoeachother’sbusiness,I’dbecrazy

ifIstayedinsuchenvironment.Idon’twantmy

mother-in-lawinvolvedinmymarriage.Ialready



haveinsecuritiesandtrustissues,myconfidence

wouldbecrushed.Ithastakenalotformetolove

again.”

Inod,“Yeah,Iunderstand.”

Thatsharpabdomenpainagain.

“Don’tyouhavepaintablets?I’vebeenhavingthis

sharppaininmyabdomen,”Iask.

“Letmecheck.Howlonghasitbeenthere?”She

goestothedrawerandtakesabottleofpillsout.

“Sincemorning,butit’snotthatbad,Ijusthatepain,”

Isay.

Igetoffthechairandpourmyselfaglassofwater.I

swallowthepillsandfeeltheimmediateneedofthe

toilet.WhatdidIeatattherestaurant?Therewas

nothingstrangemos.

Igetinthebathroom andsitonthetoilet-seat.I’m

pushingbutnothingcomesout.WhenIcheck

myselfbeforeflushingthetoiletInoticeaverysticky

fluiddroppingfrom mycookie.Hebana!

“Girl,youneedtotakemetothedoctor.Something



iswrongwithme.”I’m tryingnottopanic.

“What’swrong?”sheasks.

“Idon’tknowwhetherit’skidneysorbladderor

stomach,butI’m inpain,”Isay.

She’sconfused.Soam I.

IfeelbadformakingapregnantwomandrivebutI

havenootherchoice.Wedrivepastmyhouse,Igrab

myjacketandphonefrom thecharger.

There’sonlyonemanseeingthedoctorwithus.The

nurseregisteringcomingpatientsquicklyassumes

thatTemaistheonewithaproblem.

“It’smewho’sheretoseethedoctor,”Isay.

“Oh,sorry.CanIhaveyournameandsurname?”Ifill

inmydetailsandpayupfront.

“Whatareyouherefor?You’resick?”sheasks.

“Ithinkso.”

She’sconfused.Whowouldn’tbe?



“Ihavepaininmykidneysorbladderorstomach.It’s

somewherethere,andIhadaveryweirdfluid

comingoutofmyvagina,”Isay.

Shelooksatmefrom headtotoe.Nursesand

thinkingtheycanseeHIVcrawlingonyourskin!

“Followme,”shesays.

Wefollowhertotheroom,shetellsmetositonthe

bedandTemaonthechair.

AfteramomentshecomesbackwiththeBP

monitorandthinwhitetube.

IgetmyBPcheckedandstandontheweightscale.

Bandlahasitinthebathroom butI’venevercaredto

check.Iclosemyeyesandwaitforhertotellmeto

stepdown.Myweightisforhertoknow,Iknowhow

Ilook.

“Pleasepeeandtakethistest.”

Umhlola!

“Pregnancytest?”I’m inawe.

“Yes,pleasehurry.Sisi,justkeepaneyeonherfor

me,”she’stellingTema.



Wow!Temaaccompaniesmetothetoilettotake

thepregnanttest.I’m notlikingthis.Ican’tbe

pregnantnow.Ihaveaweddingcomingupand

manygreatthings.

IgiveittohertoholdwhileIwashmyhandsinthe

sink.

Ihearhergasp.

“Whataretheresults?”

“Twolines.”

Noways!Thistestcamewithitslines.

“You’repregnant!”

“Iknowwhatitmeans.”Idon’tknowwhethertofaint

noworwaituntilIgethome.

Thisnursealreadyknew.Shedoesn’tlooksurprised

atall.

“SoI’m pregnant?”Iask.

“Yes,andgivingbirth.”



Nowstopthesunandeverything.Thiswomangot

jokes!

“Pleaseremoveyourunderwearandlieinthebed.

Dociscomingtocheckhowfaryouare,I’llbookyou

intothehospital.”

“I’m notpregnant,”Isay.

“Youarepregnant.”

“Yesnow,butIhaven’tbeenpregnanttothepointof

givingbirthtoday.”IlookatTemaandshe’smore

pregnantthanme.Thisispurewitchcraft!

Idon’tdisobeythenurse,Ilieinthebedandwaitfor

thedoctor.Temastepsoutoftheroom andnames

calls.Thedoctorcomesanddoeshisthingstome.

“You’regivingbirthtoday.Yourcontractionsare

closenow.You’llbeadmittedtothelaborward

immediately.”

Istilldon’tgetit.

“HowcanIbepregnantandnotknowfornine

months?Wherewasmybelly?”Iask.

“DoyouhavePCOS?”



“RightnowIdon’thaveanything,notevenmy

commonsense.”

Hechuckles,“Doyouhaveanormalmenstruation

circle?”

“No,youknowhowbirthcontrolinjectionsare,”Isay.

“Youweren’tconsciousofthepregnancysigns.

Hormonefluctuationsandpolycysticovary

syndromecanleadtoencryptpregnancy.YourhCG

doesnotaccumulateinanormalwaythatgives

awayclearpregnancysigns.It’sararepregnancy

casebutit’snotnew.Yourbaby’sheartbeatis

normalandhealthy.”

Mylifeisover!IseethelifeIknowanddreamedof

flashingrightinfrontofmyeyesandbecoming

history.

.

.

It’s23h33,I’m lyinginthepostnatalward’sbedwith

abrandnewlittlegirlwrappedintheblanketthat

Temadonatedtome.Icriedforhours,everynurse



wasannoyedbymebutIdidn’tcare.Theysay

Bandlafaintedwhenheheardthenewsthrough

phonecalls.Idon’tknowhowtruethatis.I’m yetto

seehim.Idon’tknowabouthim butnowthatI’m

holdingherinmyarmsithassunkinthatI’m a

mother.Thislittlegirl’slifedependsonme,there’s

nothingIcandotoreversethesituation,she’smine.

Thesearerepercussionsoflovingbeyondthe

temple.

Ikeeptouchingherfingersandthenfreakoutwhen

shemovesthem.Idon’tknowifI’llbeabletosleep.

WhatifIsleeponherlittleface?Thehospitalbedis

toosmallforbothofus.

Someoneishere.Iseeherthroughmyeyelids

foldingdown.He’sstandingnexttomybed,staring

atmeandthebrandnewgirlinmyarms.

“Khanyo,”–it’shim.

Iopenmyeyesandlookathim.I’veneverseenhis

eyessobulbous.

“I’m here,”Isay.



“Thisisher?”

No,it’snother,Iborrowedsomeoneelse’sbaby.

“Canyoubelieveit?”Iask.

“NowIdo.Icouldn’tsleepwithoutcoming.Howare

you?”Hiseyesareonthebrandnewgirl.Thefearin

hiseyesisgoingtobreakstitchesinmyvaginaapart.

“I’m good,learningtobreastfeedandallthat.

Tomorrowyouhavetogobuyherclothes,bathsets,

blanketsandset-uparoom forher.”

“WheremustIbuyallthat?”

“Idon’tknow.You’llaskinthemallorgetMaNtusito

helpyou.”

“Okay!”Heshutshiseyes.

“Theysaidthey’llprovidefreecounselingforus,”I

tellhim.

“I’m notstressedorsad.Ijustdon’tknowwhatto

say.”He’stearingup.“CanIholdher?”

“Yeah,becareful.”Igivethebrandnewgirltohim.

Heliftsherclosertohisfaceandstaresather.



Therearethousandemotionsgoingthroughhim.

“HelloNtandoyethonga.”Hisvoiceislowered,Iraise

myeyebrow.

“Thatsoundsboyish,”Isay.

“No,itdoesn’t.”Hepullsdowntheblanketalittlebit

andcontinuesstaringatmydaughter.“HeyNtando.”

She’sonlyafewhoursold,Ican’tbelievehewants

hertoreturngreetingsalready.

“Ican’tbelieveI’m afather.She’ssobeautifuland

perfect,”hesaysandlooksatmewithasmile.

“WhendoyouthinkIgotyoupregnant?”Wow,the

prideinhisvoice!

“Ninemonthsago,”Isay.

“Thisisamagicbaby.”

Well,Iagreewiththat.Iunderminedtheimportance

ofcondomsuntiltoday.

“Thankyou.I’dletyouhijackmeoverandover

again.”

“Ididn’thijackyou.”



“Youdid.”

Urgh,MakaNtandodon’tgetintosillyarguments!

THEEND!!!

THANKYOUTENANTS.


