


MY SISTERS KEEPER

My sister and | have a love hate relationship, well |
love her but she hates me. Dont ask me why, cause i
also don't have the answer. We grew up together in
the deepest parts of rural KZN.

Coming from where we came from, it wasnt easy
even dreaming beyond the lush green mountains
and running rivers that surrounded us. But for me,
the books our mother brought with her everytime
she came down from her job in Joburg gave me a
sense of adventure. | wanted to see all the places
described in those books, and | knew the only way |
could get out of there was through school.

| gave my all to my studies, | was pushed to the next
class twice, which led to me finishing school at
sixteen, my sister on the other hand was content
with where she was. | passed matric with five
distinctions and got a scholarship to study at Wits.



The whole village celebrated when | left to start my
first year.

Twenty years later | wish | hadn't left my safe village.
| wish | had been like every other girl in my village
who didn't care much about the outside world, | wish
| had been content with the obvious outcome for
most girls in this village, marry a local man who'll
leave you to take care of the home while he went to
Joburg to get a job, come back home once or twice
a year, get you pregnant and live you to raise the
children alone. Why couldn't | be content with that?

My name is Nomonde Mashile, a BCom graduate
and a convicted felon. This is my story.



MY SISTERS KEEPER

ONE

I've walked down these corridors for what feels like a
zillion times now. | dont know why | still do it when |
already know the outcome that's waiting for me at
the end of this line, | know I'll still be stuck in here, |
know I'll spend months or years before | can even try
again. This is my fifth attempt at trying to get parole,
and this will probably be my fifth rejection.

I've sat in front of the parole board and told them
why | think | deserve parole, why | think | deserve to
go out to the world as a free woman and raise my
daughter. The last time | held her in my arms she
was barely a year old, and today she is blossoming
into a young woman, and it pains me to see her
pictures and know i had nothing to do with the
woman that she is becoming. My mother has done
an amazing job raising her, but the guilt of leaving



her with such a responsibility still pains me.

| sat on the cold benches waiting for my turn to go in
and "perform" like a circus monkey, telling people
why | deserve my freedom. Truth is I'm tired of it, but
| need to clear my name, and | sure as hell cant do
that in here. As long as | am in here | will always be
the girl who tried to kill her husband, and no matter
how many times | scream I'm innocent no one will
ever believe me until there is concrete evidence. And
for as long as | am in here, that will always be just a
theory.

Shelley walks out of the office with a smile on her
face, maybe things went good in there, hopefully the
board is in a good mood today. But then again
Shelley always has a smile on her face no matter
how she feels. It's one thing I've learned about her
while | was in here, she keeps her smile on through
anything and everything, and that pisses a lot of
people off cause even when they try to hurt her they



never know if it's working or not.

She winks and walks past me going back to our cell.
I've shared the same cell with her since she got here
five years ago. To this day no one knows why she is
in here. There are plenty of theories going around
though. Some think she is here because she killed
her abusive boyfriend, others say she put a knife on
the neck of someone trying to rape her,and our
justice system being the mess that it is she's the
one who ended up in here, truth is though no one
knows, not even the officers, the best they could tell
us was that she was transferred from Cape Town.
I've stopped trying to get the truth out of her.

"Its time." An officer says poking her head out from
the door. | get up and follow her into the office. She
shows me where to sit and | do as instructed. | sit
down and look at the eight people looking at me with
judgement filled eyes. One thing I've learned over the
years is to look at their eyes and | would know if



there was hope or i should just give up. | look at
each of them and it's the same look as all the other
years. At this point I'm not sure if it's because they
really dont believe i deserve a second chance or it's
because of how high profile my case was.

"Miss Mashile, tell us why you think you deserve
parole?’ One voice seeped into my zoned out mind. |
shook my head a bit trying to get all my attention
back to this moment before me. | took a deep breath
and tried to find the right words to say, | didn't want
to repeat the same words | have said before cause
that would just be useless.

"Well, truth is, | could give you a thousand reasons
why | believe | deserve parole but it wont matter,
you'll still deny my request anyway." | said looking
down at my clasped hands. | looked up and found
them all staring at me.

"Can you read minds Miss Mashile? We didn't know



we had an extraordinary being in front of us.” One of
the men said with his husky voice. I'm not sure if he
was pissed or irritated but whatever it was, | knew it
wasnt good. | turned my eyes to look at him, trying
to show him that | wasnt really scared of him and |
was standing by my statement.

"No sir, | cant read minds but I've been in this room
so many times before | have learnt to read people's
facial expressions and know whether there is any
hope and right now | dont see any. | have maintained
my innocence for the fifteen years | have been in
here, | didnt try to kill my husband, but I know my
word alone will never be enough, I'll always be the
girl that tried to kill her husband, and right now, all |
want to do is go home so | can see my daughter
attending her matric dance. That's my only wish
really. And that's the only reason | have for wanting
to get out of here."

Silence engulfs the room and I'm pretty sure | just



fucked up my chances of getting out. | look at the
panel and for the first time in a long time | cant tell
what they are thinking. Some of them are busy
scribbling things on their notebooks and the guy
with the husky voice is looking straight at me. After
five minutes of silence | figure I'm screwed anyway,
so theres nothing | can do now that would make my
chances better so | just get up and walk out.

| close the door behind me and allow the tears to
stream down my face. | stand there for about a
minute just dealing with my emotions. The guard
walks over to me and gives me a hug. | know that
seems a little crazy to some people but fifteen years
in here and you are bound to build relationships. She
let's go after a while and wipes my tears.

"That bad huh?" She asks after a while. | take a step
back to my reality with her walking by my side.

"I'm never going to leave this place. | just need to



accept that."

"Dont lose hope Monde. Maybe this time will be
different.”

"That's what | thought the five other times | walked
down this corridor. It's never going to happen. | just
need to accept that and move on.”

She walked me back to my cell in silence. | sat there
just looking up at the cold ceiling trying to find some
motivation but | found none. I've seen people with
worse crimes than mine get out of here leaving me
behind. | tried to think what | could have possibly
done to deserve this much pain and my answer
always leads to one place, the Mashile mansion in
Houghton. | want to say | curse the day | set foot in
that place but then that would mean having to deny
the greatest gift that came from it, my babygirl.



| got to Joburg at sixteen, with a big suitcase full of
dreams and a small backpack full of hope. | guess |
should have left room for disappointment. My first
year at varsity was filled with school and
assignments, | never gave myself time to just be a
teen and do what most of my peers were doing. |
had an entire village looking at me to make sure | did
not fail, | had all the maidens looking up to me to
show them that there is more outside the green hills
and rivers we used to play at, | needed to show them
what focusing on your dreams meant, while keeping
my virtue and purity.

First year for me went by in a breeze, | studied hard
and my results showed. Second year | decided to let
my hair down a bit and enjoy my youth. On my
eighteenth birthday, my roommate Melody
convinced me to go out and celebrate being an adult,
officially and | agreed. We went club hopping just the
two of us. We first had dinner at some snazzy five
star restaurant in Sandton, her treat. From there we
went to a club downtown but it wasnt that



happening according to her, for me it was just loud
but | was enjoying myself.

We left that club just before eleven and went to
another one, but the same thing happened, it wasn't
"poppin’, we eventually ended up back in Sandton.
That club was happening, it was crowded and
getting in was a mission and a half. We made it in
and sat at the bar for about two minutes before one
of the bouncers came to tell us that there were seats
in VIP, we followed him aand joined the party that
was happening there. It was really nice, it was the
first time my birthday was so much fun. And the
people we were with were kind enough to make sure
we got back to res safe and sound.

The next morning | had an early class. Even though |
was hungover my education was important. | got to
class and | was surprised when our guest lecturer,
Paul was one of the guys we were with last night. He
recognized me too and after class we spoke a bit.



We ended up being friends, even though most

people didnt understand our friendship. He left after
three months but our friendship continued. I'd visit
him at his place and he'd pick me up and we'd go out.

| knew | was developing feelings for him when | saw
him at the mall with a woman. She was beautiful,
and well dressed. | got jealous and for the first time
ever | looked at my Jean's and pumps and | didnt like
myself. Somehow my overthinking mind convinced
itself that he didnt see me as "girlfriend material”
because | dressed like a kid.

| decided to get a job to supplement the little
allowance | got from my mother and my sponsor so |
can change up my wardrobe. | got a job as a waiter
in a restaurant and the tips were good. In three
months | had saved up enough to get myself some
basic pieces that | could wear everyday without
feeling like a fraud. | looked at myself in the mirror
and fell in love with my look.



Paul called me one night and asked me to be his
date for a family dinner he was attending. | agreed. |
found a beautiful black dress that wasnt too tight
but it looked good on me. He picked me up and we
drove to Houghton. | dont think | had ever seen a
house that big in my entire life. It was beautiful, from
the moment we drove in from the gate, it felt like an
out of body experience.

He introduced me to his family as his girlfriend.
Some of them thought we were cute but others
raised their eyebrows, especially when they found
out | was only eighteen. | mean what would a 25
years old man be doing with an eighteen years old
girl, but he didnt care. | didnt either. En though we
hadn't spoken about us being a couple, to me, it
meant he had feelings for me too. By the end of the
evening we were all lovey dovey. We said our
goodbyes and he drove me back to res. He parked
outside the gate and we sat in the car talking.



"Since when am | your girlfriend?" He chuckled and
revealed his dimples.

"Well, | apologise if that took you by surprise. Now
that we are alone, | can ask you properly. Will you be
my girlfriend?” | felt the butterflies in my stomach
doing gymnastics all over. | dont know how long I'd
waited for him to see me as more than just a friend.
At one point | had thought he saw me as his little
sister. But | was wrong.

"Dont you have a girlfriend? That lady you | saw you
with a few weeks back at the mall. Isn't she your
girlfriend?" He smiled, it was like he could hear the
ping of jealousy in my voice by just talking about
that girl.

"That's not my girlfriend. She is an old friend."

A part of me didnt want to believe him, but the loved



up part of me just wanted to stay in this bubble
forever. That night we officially became a couple. |
had told him about my purity and that | wasnt
planning on losing my virginity before | was married,
after all as a leader of intombi | had to lead by
example. He respected that and he never tried to
force me to sleep with him or do anything | wasnt
comfortable with. Our relationship was perfect, to
me atleast.

When | was doing my third year my sister had finally
made it to Joburg to study to. She went to the
University of Johannesburg, and the entire time she
was there, seeing her was a mission. I'd have to beg
and plead for her to even see me, sometimes | would
guilt trip her by telling her mum would not be happy
with us being so distant. It worked because she had
way too much respect for our mother and like me,
she didnt want to disappoint her.

"Its time for dinner." Shelley said poking her head



into our cell, bringing me out of my head. | got up
and went to the dining hall. We sat dished up and sat
down in our little corner. If theres one thing | have
been able to do since | got here, is to stay away from
the little gangs that operated in here. They have tried
to recruit me but I've always fought hard to stay in
the shadows and not step on anyone's toes. Fifteen
years later | can say | succeeded. | wonder if I'll be
able to do that for the next five years, when my
sentence ends.
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TWO

It's been a week since | sat before the parole board,
and | still havent got a response. | was right though,
this was just a farfetched dream that will never
come true.

By the time the alarm rang at 6am | was already up
lost in my thoughts. | got up and grabbed my wash
cloth and soap and followed the line to the
bathrooms. By the time | got there, the line was long.
| crossed my fingers and hoped that by the time | got
to the front the water would atleast still be warm.

My turn came and | got in with nine other women. |
took the shower at the far end of the room hoping
for a bit of privacy. Lucky for me the water was still
hot. | stood under the shower and let the water



cascade over me and tried not to think too much
about my parole, or non parole. | closed my eyes and
took my mind back to the happy moments in my life.
The moments | wouldn't trade for anything in the
world. Or maybe | would, over the years I've tried to
convince myself that all the things that have
happened were fate, that | didnt get here by mistake,
that all that happened was meant to happen. But
truth is that is just a lie that | use to make myself
better about all this.

When | turned nineteen Paul took me to Cape Town
to celebrate. Melody being the only friend | had was
excited when | told her. But she reminded me that a
man doesnt take a girl on a vacation just for the fun
of it, somewhere along the line he would want
something in return. As much as a part of me
believed her, | chose to give Paul the benefit of the
doubt, afterall we had been together for almost a
year and he still hadn't tried to pressure me into sex
or anything like that. Inspite of all the things he did
for me he was always respectful of my decisions.



We flew to Cape Town on a Thursday, even though |
would miss my Friday classes | wasnt worried, its
just one day, plus i had already asked some of my
classmates to borrow me their notes when i got
back and they had agreed. We got to Cape Town and
drove to a five star hotel, we checked in, then we we
led to the most beautiful suite, it had an amazing
view of the sea and the beach, it was like a view
straight out of a magazine. We had a quiet evening,
ordered in and watched the sea from the balcony. If |
could ever go back to one day in my life, it would be
that day. That day was more than just perfect, | was
lost in the beauty that was before me that | didnt
want it to ever end, | mean what could be better than
watching the sunset while curled up in the arms of
the love of your life?

Whole me up early the next morning and we got to
watch the sunrise. | swear God was in a good mood
when he created nature, there is absolutely nothing
like it. As soon as the sun was up Paul ordered



breakfast. We finished eating and went out shopping.
I'm pretty sure | bought out all the shops in Cape
Town, but Paul didnt mind, he told me to get
whatever | wanted. We had lunch at a restaurant by
the beach, it was my first time having proper
seafood, and | was hooked since then.

The next day | woke up to a room full of balloons
and more gifts. | had thought the trip itself was my
gift but | was wrong. My birthday was magical. In the
evening we dressed up and went to dinner, when we
came back from dinner the room was decorated in
candles and fairy lights, there were rose petals from
the door all the way to the balcony. He asked me to
marry him and | swear the world stood still. That
moment alone was like nothing | could have ever
imagined. Who would have thought my first live
would end up being the man | spend the rest of my
life with. | said yes and threw myself at him. He
slipped the diamond ring on my finger and it fit like a
glove. It was beautiful.



Somehow I'd been so lost in my own imagination
that | didnt notice that | was now alone in the shower.
| looked around and | almost had a heart attack,
Mazola and her crew were standing behind me,
watching me. | wonder how long they had been
standing there. | reached out for the towel but Jess
pulled it away. | stood there naked, with my heart
beating faster than normal.

See if this was any other person or any other crew |
wouldn't be so scared right now. Mazola and her
crew are like the elite gang that no one messes with,
everyone knows you dont step on any of their crew
members toes and live to tell the tale. They run this
prison and everyone knows it, but more than
anything they have no problem reminding us about
that. And today looks like | will be the sacrificial
lamb.

| tried to keep mg emotions in check and not show
them that | was afraid but | was failing with every



second that passes. | said a little prayer like my
mum always taught me to do when | was weary and
afraid. | took one step forward hoping to get out of
their way before anything bad happens, instead |
was met with a thunderous slap that sent me back
inside the shower, | slipped and fell flat on my butt in
the cold shower. | felt tears trickle down my face. If
theres one thing I've learnt about Mazola and her
crew, the more you resist the harder they go.

| thought that staying on the floor nursing my painful
cheek and nursing my broken ego would be my
saving grace but again | was wrong. One of the girls
dragged me by the leg and pulled me out of the
shower. They started keeping and punching me all
over my body. | could literally feel my ribs breaking. |
was in so much pain | had become numb. There was
blood gushing from my mouth and nose. My body
had bruises all over. | didnt even bother asking why
they were doing this cause | know how they operate,
they do this for the fun of it.



After they were satisfied with their work they walked
out after spitting on me. | was in so much pain |
couldn't even get up. | tried to crawl on the cold tiles
and call for help but | couldn't. It was like my voice
was gone. | decided to take a moment to get my
strength back but | could feel myself getting weaker
and weaker. | heard someone call my name, but it
was like the person was so faraway, and the louder
they called the further away they got from me, until |
couldn't hear them anymore and everything went
dark.
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| woke up to the sound of machines beeping all
around me. | opened my eyes and it was a bit dim.
There was just the light from the hallway shining into
the room.

"Finally you're up." A voice spoke somewhere in the
room, startling me. | looked around trying to figure



out where the voice was coming from but | couldn't
see anything. The person switched on the light next
to me, completely blinding me for a few seconds. |
opened my eyes again and this time he was standing
right in front of me. It was Lesego, Paul's older
brother.

| tried to sit up but my body was so bruised moving
even once was a mission full of pain.

"They did you good huh? | didnt think they would be
so thorough about this." | don't know why | wasnt
surprised he had a hand in this. Lesego has vowed
from the moment the gun that shot Paul was found
in my luggage, that he would do whatever it takes to
make sure | pay for my "crime". No matter how many
times | tried to tell him | was innocent he would hear
none of it. | cant blame him though. He was the
oldest of six kids, and since their dad died when he
was just 21 he had taken up the role of being
protector to his brothers and sisters.



"You should have told them to slit my throat, it would
have taken a burden off of your shoulders.” | said
trying hard to mask the pain | was feeling without
success.

"Probably. But then that would mean not being able
to watch you suffer inside these cold walls." He
walked around to the other side of the bed and took
a sit on the chair.

"What do you want Lesego? Why are you here?"

"l just came to see my handiwork. It's crazy how
cheap a life is in here. Put the right amount on
someone's head and in just twenty four hours the
results are in. Amazing isnt it. | wish our government
would be this fast when it comes to service delivery."

"Well you've seen it, now you can leave."

He got up from the chair and came closer to me. He



placed his hands on the pillow framing my head
between his strong muscular arms. I'm pretty sure if
he wanted to crush my head he would do it without a
hassle.

"Now listen to me and listen very well, | heard about
your application for parole, | just thought | should let
you know, it will be a cold day in hell before you walk
out of those gates a free woman. In fact you should
thank your lucky stars that you are still inside here
because the moment you walk out of here, there will
be a big ass target on your back, and when you least
expect it someone might put a bullet or even a knife
through your pretty little heart. So be glad you are
still in here.”

| felt the pillow getting wet from the tears that were
streaming down my face and onto the pillow. | knew
chances of me getting out were slim but | never
thought that someone on the outside was working
tirelessly to keep me in here. | could feel my heart



break into a million pieces. Lesego didnt make
threats, he made promises, and being a
businessman he was ruthless, so when he made a
promise he kept it, because he said a man's word is
his honour.

| watched him walk out of the room and with him
walked out all my chances of ever getting out. |
closed my eyes and tried to imagine what would
have happened if | had never agreed to go out with
Melody that night. If | had done what I'd always done
on my birthday, bake a cake and celebrate with my
family. If only | hadn't allowed her to convince me to
go out. If only.......

If only is not going to save me right now. If only is
not going to get me out of this mess. | need to find
another way to get out of here. | need to think.

| was disturbed by someone walking into the room
and for a moment | thought Lesego was back. |



looked up and it was the prison doctor.

"You're up, thank God." She said as she checked my
vitals and blood pressure.

"What's the prognosis doctor. Am | going to die.” She
chuckles a bit.

"No, you are not going to die, although whoever did
this to you did a number in you, you will not die.”

"Okay, my body hurts all over, how much damage did
they do?"

"Well, you have three broken ribs, on rib missed your
lung by just a few inches, you might have a
concussion and of course you have bruises. Other
than that, you will be fine."



"Thank you."

"Anytime, stay out of trouble." She reached into her
coat to find a pen, which wasn't there, before moving
to the pocket of her denims. | saw the outline of a
phone in her pocket and thought | should take a
chance.

"Can | ask you for a favour?” She nodded her head.
"Can | use your phone, u just need to call my mum." |
could see the reluctance on her face. "Please | wont
be long."

"You know | can't do that, its against the rules.”

"l know, but | won't tell anyone. | just need to speak
to my mum." She let out a sigh and took out the
phone from her pocket.



"Two minutes, I'll wait by the door." She unlocked the
phone and handed it to me before walking out. |
dialed my mums number and crossed fingers she
picks up. It rang for a while then went to voicemail. |
dialed again and fortunately she picked up.

"Hello!"

"Mama, its Nomonde. Unjani (how are you?)" | could
hear the lump on her throat. She's always been too
emotional for her own good.

"Oh mntanami (my child), how are you holding up?"

"I'm okay, | miss you mama.”

"l miss you too my baby. | wish you were home."



"Me too. Hows Bontle?"

"She's good, she's getting ready for her trial exams,
but you know she has your brain so I'm not worried."
She says chuckling a bit.

"That's good, can | talk to her?”

"Eish nana, she's at a study session, I'll tell her you
called.”

"Its okay mama, tell her | love her."

"We love you too baby. | pray for you every day
Nomonde, | dont know how but | know God will bring
you home soon, | know it and | believe it."

"Ngyabonga ma, i have to go Okay, this isn't my



phone. | will try and call you some other time."

"Dont take too long Monde man, | dont like this habit
of yours of taking forever to call, it worries me."

"I'm sorry mama, | didnt mean to worry you. I'll call
soon okay. | promise.”

"Good, | love you baby!"

"l love you too mama." | hung up just as the doctor
was coming back. | handed her the phone. "Thank
you." She smiled and walked out again.

Speaking to my mum was all | needed to get my
bearings back in order. | need to get out of here,
Lesego can go screw himself. | want my life back
and | will do whatever it takes to get it.
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THREE

I've spent almost two weeks in here, two weeks that

| needed to figure out a way forward for myself. Now
that | know Lesego has been working hard to keep
me in here, i thought I'd know what to do but to be
quite honest | don't know where to go from here. The
Mashile's are more powerful than most people care
to admit. When they need something done all they
have to do is snap their fingers and it gets done, so if
| am going to get out of here | need a water tight
plan.

| am getting discharged today and it's back to the
cold cell. The doctor signed my discharge papers
and a guard escorted me back to my cell. | got in and
found Shelley laying on her bed. As soon as she saw
me she gave me the biggest hug, squishing my
already sensitive bones.



"Ouch, ouch, ouch. Shelley." She quickly let me go.
"Sorry, | missed you."

"I missed you t00." | put my medication under my
mattress and got into bed.

"So what happened to you? | heard they found you
close to death in the showers." She asked coming to
sit next to me.

"Mazola happened.”
IIWhy?II
"Someone paid herto do it."

"That bitch! I'll deal with her." She said getting up and
pacing the floor. Shelley is protective of me. Inspite
of her ever smiling persona, when pushed, she packs
a mean punch and people around here know not to
mess with her.

| know | should stop her from going after Mazola,
but over the years I've also learnt that when she sets
her mind on something she wont stop till she gets
what she wants. | decide to lay down a bit. She told



me she was going out to get some sun. She left and
| was left alone with my thoughts.

After Paul proposed, it took just three weeks for his
family to go to mine to pay lobola. My mum wasn't
too sure about this, especially since | was now doing
my final year. As far as she was concerned, | should
finish my studies first before even thinking about
marriage. | should have listened to her, instead |
convinced her that Paul and | loved each other and
we wanted to have a life together. Eventually she
gave in and the negotiations went ahead.

On the day of the negotiations Paul and his family
proved their worth when a truck with fifteen cows
was delivered. My uncles had thought that wanting
ten cows as lobola was steep enough but Paul had
other ideas. On top of the fifteen cows he left my
mother with fifty thousand rands. Lucky for us we
lived in the rural areas so there was plenty of room
for the cows to flourish. That day wasn't just special



to me but to all the girls | led as a maiden leader.

We did all the traditional aspects of a wedding that
needed to be done within a month. We had a small
intimate wedding with just close friends and family.
For me, life was perfect. | had my sister as my maid
of honour. As much as we didn't have a nhormal
sister bond, | wanted to show her how important she
was to me.

| graduated a few months after my wedding and
being a Mashile by then meant | had the opportunity
to pick and choose where | wanted to work. | chose
to work in the family business as that would give me
enough experience and also give me ample time to
do my honors degree.

| found out | was pregnant almost a year after
getting married, | was scared, | mean | was only a
few months away from turning 21 and now | had to
add a baby to the mix. Everyone was happy though



and they were very helpful. After a while | realised
being a mother wouldn't be so bad. Afterall | had the
right support system.

When Bontle was born everyone celebrated. My
mother was happy to have her first grandchild. The
Mashile's were just as excited. Life was good. | felt
like God had sprinkled a little extra blessings into my
life, and | felt like | was floating on a cloud of
happiness.

The pain medication | took knocked me out flat.
When | woke up | felt something or someone running
their hands over my stomach moving up to my
boobs. At first | thought maybe it was a dream until |
opened my eyes and came face to face with two of
the guards. | was about to scream when one of them
covered my mouth and pinned me down on the bed.

The one who had his hand inside my tshirt got up
and checked down the hallway to make sure no one



was there. Soon as he was sure no one was there he
came back, unbuckling his belt and opening the zip
of his pants. The other one got on top of my
stomach and sat on me, holding my hands on top of
my head with one hand while the other hand covered
my mouth.

| couldn't see what the other one was doing behind
him, but | felt him pull down my pants and my
underwear. He then pulled my legs apart leaving me
exposed. Tears streamed down the side of my face.
| closed my eyes and just prayed for this to be over.
I'm pretty sure most of the prisoners in here have
gone through this, and in the fifteen years I've been
here, I've been raped so many times I've become
numb to it. Although you try and fight but the end
result is always the same, the guards always win. It
didnt make it any less painful though.

| felt the one guard shove his fingers deep into me. It
was painful but | couldn't even scream or shout. The



guard on top of me got down and stood next to the
bed, by my head with my hands still secure in his.
And his hand was still on my mouth. The other one
got on top of the bed and got on top of me. | felt him
push himself inside of me. When he was done he got
up and pulled up his pants, then he came to release
the one holding me down.

The other moved down and also had his turn. Soon
as they were done one of them threw my pants onto
the bed. The one who was holding me down kissed
me on my forehead before they walked out after fist
bumping each other. | got up and put my pants back
on and walked to the showers.

| stood under the showers and scrubbed myself
clean. Even though that was a pointless exercise
because | still could smell their sweat and cologne. |
went back to my cell and found Shelley ready to go
shower since most of the prisoners were back inside.



"Where have you been?”
"Taking a shower."
"What's wrong? You dont look okay."

"Its nothing. Just the usual, guards forcing
themselves on us.”

'l dont know how long we have to put up with this.
Why do the guards do this?"

"They do it cause they know they can get away with
it. No matter how many times we report it our pleas
fall on deaf ears."

"One day. Just one good day those men will get
what's coming to them."

"Maybe. But until then we have no choice but to put
up with this mess. I really wish | wasnt here." She
came over and gave me a hug.

"I'll go take a shower then we'll go eat." She left and
went to take a shower.

| waited for Shelley to come back and we walked



together to the dining hall. We dished up and sat
down to eat. | saw Mazola on the other side of the
room and soon as our eyes met she winked at me
with a smirk on her face.

When we were done we went back to our cells and
prepared to sleep. | got into bed and waited for the
lights to go out. We heard footsteps coming down
the hallway and Shelley and | looked at each other.
We waited to see where the footsteps would end up
and they stopped right by our cell. We looked up and
it was the warden and two guards, the same guards
that had their way with me earlier.

"Nomonde, come with me." She said looking straight
at me.

"Why? What did | do?"

"You didnt do anything, just come with me." | looked
at Shelley and she gave me a nod. If anything
happens to me she will know who | left with and they
will be held responsible for what happens to me.



| got up and put on my shoes and went to her. The
guards handcuffed me before opening the cell and
letting me out. We walked to the wardens office in
silence. She opened the door and | walked in. | was
surprised to find a woman standing by the window
looking out. The warden closed the door leaving me
with this mystery woman. She turned and faced me,
my heart started beating fast but | tried to keep my
composure.

"Nomonde!"

"Mrs Mashile!" We looked at each other and she was
still as intimidating as she was more than fifteen
years ago. She still had impeccable taste. She wore
a knee length red pencil skirt with a black blouse and
high heeled red bottoms. Looking at her now you
wouldn't believe that tiny body carried six kids.

| walked to the chair and took a seat and looked at
her.

"l don't remember saying you should sit down."



"Well this isn't your house so you really cant tell me
what to do and what not to do."” She smiled a bit, but
| could tell her smile is that of annoyance.

"You've grown some balls | see. Pretty brave for
someone who still has five more years in here."

"The five years is gonna pass anyway so....." She
chuckles.

"Right! | heard you applied for parole again." Of
course, that's why she's here.

"And let me guess, you are here to tell me that you
will do whatever it takes to make sure | stay in here
until I die? Dont worry about it, you son already told
me that."

"Actually it's the opposite, I'm here to tell you that
you are getting out. | spoke to the parole board and
they are letting you out. Without conditions. Your
release letter is being signed as we speak."

"What's the catch?" She takes a deep breath and |
know her "no conditions” parole has conditions. No
one just decides to help without expecting anything
in return, and the Mashile's, well, they know how to



play this "favour for a favour” game, and they are
very good at it.

"Its not a catch Nomonde, but as soon as you get
out there will be a bus ticket waiting for you to take
you back to KZN. You stay in your little village and
never set foot in Joburg or anywhere where my
family might be. | don't want to run into you
anywhere, and | don't want my family running into
you. Anywhere, ever, especially Paul." | chuckle.

"So basically that's the whole country.”

"Glad we have an agreement.” She grabbed her
Chanel bag from the desk and walked towards the
door. | get up and watch her sashay across the room.

"Do you ever worry about your granddaughter? What
she eats? What she wears? Anything?" She turns and
looks at me.

"You really think you can use a child to guilt trip me?
A child whose DNA proved she wasn't a Mashile?
That child? Come on Nomonde, jail didnt teach you a
single thing, did it."



"One day when the truth comes out, | hope to God
you'll be able to swallow that bitter pride that you
carry around. Bontle is your granddaughter and no
amount of fake DNA's are going to change that.
Thank you for getting me out, I'll make sure to stay
out of your way." | walk past her and walk out of the
open door. | find the guards waiting for me outside.
They escort me back to my cell. It seems my Mums
prayers have been answered, in an unexpected way
but still, they've been answered. | guess I'm going
home.
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| couldn't sleep, ever since | was told that | would be
going home after what feels like a lifetime in here, |
just couldn't close my eyes. | was afraid it would be
nothing more than just a dream. But it wasn't, | am
really going home.

The warden called me to her office and told me that
my letter was ready and my release had been
processed, | should go and pack my stuff cause in
the morning | am leaving. | got to my cell and found
Shelley laying on the bed reading a book.

"How did it go?" She asked as soon as | sat down on
my bed. "What did that old hag want?"



"I'm going home." She closed the book so fast and
sat up.

"What do you mean you are going home?"

'l am going home. My release has been processed
and | am leaving in the morning." She rushed over to
me and gave me the biggest hug. | held on to her for
dear life, and just took everything in. Everything I'd
gone through, being here for so long, the beatings
you get for not wanting to join a gang, the many
times I've been raped my body has become numb to
it, I'm finally going home. It feels so surreal.

We sat there for a while until the bell rung for us to
go have supper. We got up and went to the cafeteria.
After supper we went to take our shower and then
go back to our cells, even though | should have been
packing, | just couldn't bring myself to do it. | figured
| dont want to do all that and then be disappointed in
the morning. | will believe all this when | step out of



that big gate and smell the fresh air of freedom. |
dozed off | think around midnight.

| woke up that day like normal, prepared for work
and gave Bontle a bath. That day she seemed better,
she wasn't crying as much as the other days. For
once in a while u wouldn't worry much when | left her
to go to work. Her nanny came in about thirty
minutes before | had to leave. She seemed to bein a
good mood too.

Lesego and Lesedi showed up before | left, | could
see from their gloomy faces that something wasnt
right, but never in my wildest thoughts did | think
they were there about Paul, afterall Paul was
supposed to be in Cape Town.

When Lesego uttered the words "Paul has been
shot" | felt my world spinning. | felt like | was getting
dizzy and no matter how much | tried to stop the
spinning it just kept going. They told me they were



there to take me to the hospital to see him because
Doctors weren't sure he would make it. | knew |
should be crying, | was sad and hurt but my tears
refused to comply. Instead of crying like any normal

person it felt like | was instead breaking inside like a
flask.

We got to the hospital and Paul we were told Paul
was still in Surgery. The rest of the Mashile family
was now gathered in the private waiting room. | sat
down next to his mother, but when | looked around
the room, it was cold, not the normal cold from the
weather but the cold that emanates from some sort
of hatred that people have for you. | wasnt sure what
was going on and at that moment | didnt care, | just
wanted to see my husband.

We sat there for another couple of hours before the
doctor came out and told us that he was in Intensive
Care, they had managed to remove the five bullets
that were shot into him. | couldn't believe it, five



bullets pumped into one body, and he lived. | sat
down and said a prayer thanking God for saving him,
even though he was still unconscious but | was just
glad he was alive.

| asked the doctor if | could see him and he told me
he would come get me soon as he was fully settled
in. I'd never heard that before but what do | know, |
was just a twenty one year old who almost became a
widow. | sat down and the rest of the Mashile's,
Paul's siblings, Lesedi, Malcolm, Princess and
Palesa decided to leave. | was left with Mrs Mashile
and Lesego. She got up and started pacing. If | didnt
know better I'd think she had something on her mind.

| looked over at Lesego and the daggers he was
shooting my way made the hair on my neck stand up.
Something was really going on and no one was
telling me anything. | got up and went to get myself
coffee at the nurses station. They were kind enough
to give me a cup. When | was going back to the



waiting room | ran into Lesego in the hallway.

"l know you did this." He said blocking my way.
"What are the talking about?"

"I know you had my brother shot so you could hide
the truth of that bastard child.”

| wasn't sure if | heard right but the words kept
ringing in my head. How can my child be a bastard. |
stood there trying to find the right words to even
respond to this man but j found none. | was shocked
by Paul's shooting and now I'm being blamed for it?
What the fuck us happening right now?

"l don't know what gives you the right to call my
daughter that but I'm going to pretend tou didnt say
that, | understand you are upset about Paul being
shot but pointing the finger at me wont work. Now
please excuse me." | tried to walk past him but he
wouldn't let me.



"Paul took a DNA test, and last night the results
came back and they proved that Bontle is not his
child, that's why he came back early, and instead,
you being the sly snake that you are, toh decided to
have him killed before he could even get to his
house. As soon as the cops get the person who
pulled the trigger, your ass is toast." He turned and
walked away leaving me stunned.

I'm not sure what hurt the most, the fact that Paul
took a DNA test without even telling me or the fact
that he might die and | will be blamed for it. | called
my mother and asked her to come and bring
Amanda, my sister with her.

| got back into the waiting room and Mrs Mashile
couldn't even look at me. | felt like | was alone and
the one person that was supposed to be on my side
had chosen to betray me, and now he was laying in a
hospital bed fighting for his life. At that moment |
was angry at him. | was angry at him for betraying



my trust, | dont even know what would have made
him believe Bontle wasnt his, and for him to go as
far as getting a DNA test done, that was low.

Two days after Paul was shot cops came to the
house with a search warrant in hand. They tore my
house down from top to bottom, looking for only
God knows what. After about an hour of them
rummaging through my belongings, the Detective
came down with a gun. He said the gun was found
among my stuff, in my closet. They even told me
they had a written statement from a withess who
saw the whole shooting and the gun was just a
confirmation. | knew then that | was screwed.

| was woken up by the alarm clock ringing. | got up
and the sun was already streaming through the tiny
windows. My heart started beating, today was the
day | get my freedom. | got up and sat on the bed
looking out at the little of the sky I could see. Soon |
would be able to see the sky from every direction



without anyone interrupting me or telling me it's time
to go back inside.

When the Prison alarm sounded for everyone to
wake up, | was already packed and ready to go. |
waited for the bars to be opened so | can go take a
shower. Shelley woke up and we went to the
showers together. We took our bath and then we
went back to the cell. | wasn't sure what to wear so |
just put on the old Jean's and tshirt | had first came
in here with, they didnt fit as snug as they did before,
the only other option | had was a two piece suit k
had worn during my sentencing. That was no option
because it would just remind me of a day I'd rather
forget.

| sat there waiting for the warden or a guard to come
get me. Two female guards showed up and | got up
ready to go. They laughed at me, but it wasn't the
mocking laugh, these two had become friends, and
having a few people to look out for me helped a lot,



especially when | was feeling down.

"You are ready to go Monde?"

"Yes please, can we leave before the powers that be
change their minds." They laughed and took out a Mr
Price plastic bag that they had hidden behind them.

"Baby, no one is changing their mind, but we cant
have you going out there with old ass clothes." | took
the plastic and inside there was a long maxi dress
and a pair of sandals. | gave them both a hug and
changed into the dress. Good thing my hair is short
and manageable so | didnt have to worry about that.

Soon as | was done | gave Shelley the biggest hug.
As much as | was happy to be going home, | felt bad
for leaving her behind. | was escorted to the
warden's office and | got my letter, the guards
escorted me out and watched me as | made my way
out that big gate. | had about two hundred rands in
my pocket and | knew a bus ticket would cost more
than that, but at least | was out.



| heard the gate close behind me and knowing | was
on the other side of freedom was amazing. | looked
left and right trying to figure put where | can get a
taxi. | decided to go right. | walked for a while before
| heard a car stop next to me. | stopped and waited
for whoever it was to say or do something. The back
window slid down.

"Get in Nomonde." | looked inside the car and it was
Mrs Mashile. | was tired and the sun was shining so |
figured | might as well. | opened the backdoor and
got in. "How does freedom smell?" She asked.

"I dont know. How should it smell?”

"I wouldn't know. I've never tried to kill someone
before and got locked up.”

"Neither did I, but we are here."

The driver started the car and we drove away. We
got to Park station and he stopped the car. Mrs
Mashile took out an envelope from her bag and



handed it to me. | opened it and there was a bus
ticket and about ten thousand rands inside. | took
out the ticket and handed the money back to her.

"You don't want the money?”

"No. Thank you for getting me out, thank you for the
ticket, and the only reason | am taking it is because |
cant afford one, but the money you can keep. I'm not
that desperate.” She chuckled.

"From the looks of it you cant afford anything, at all.”

"Maybe, but one thing I've always been able to do is
take care of myself."

"Fine, whatever. Now you remember our deal right?"
"I'm pretty sure you wont let me forget."

"Glad we understand each other. Have a safe trip."

| got out of the car and wandered around a bit
looking for a bus to take me home. | got in and lucky
for me the bus wasn't full yet so | got a seat by the



window. | placed my little plastic bag on the
overheard baggage holder and sat down. A woman
came in selling fruits and fish. | bought the fish and
a pack of bananas so | can eat along the way. The
bus got full and the Marshall came in to check if all
was ready for us to go. He got out and the driver
started the bus and drove out of Johannesburg.

| watched the city go by through the window and
remembered the first time | got here. | had vowed
then to make this city my home, and for a while | did,
and one day, one sweet day | would be back. Yep, Il
be back. I'll be back to get back all that was taken
from me.

Unedited ® ¥



MY SISTERS KEEPER

FIVE

Twenty four hours later | made it to my home. My
safe haven, for now. The bus took forever to get to
Durban, and by the time it got here in the evening the
taxis going home to Ntunjambili were already
finished. So | had no choice but to wait for morning
so | can get one. It took a lot for me to convince the
security at the bus station to let me stay there until
the morning. | didnt care much for my stuff to be
stolen cause | didnt have much to begin with. | put
the little money | had in my bra, put on my Jersey
and sat down on the concrete and waited for
morning.

| couldn't sleep, no matter how hard | tried. | know |
should be used to the cold but I've never had to
sleep on the floor in jail, the blankets weren't the
warmest but they were something. Plus the bars



kept us somewhat safe.

The sun eventually came up. | wasnt even sure what
time it was cause | didnt even have something as
simple as a watch. | walked around the bus station
looking for a filling station so | can clean myself up
before going home but | found none. | walked to the
taxi rank and found a taxi to Ntunjambili with just a
couple of people inside. | paid, got in and sat down,
saying a silent prayer that my body odour wouldn't
give in just yet.

| was finally able to get some sleep in the taxi while
waiting for it to fill up. | woke up when | heard
someone banging the door. | looked around and it
was finally full. The driver got in and began the more
than two hours drive back home.

We got to Ntunjambili and by the time the taxi got to
my stop there were two of us inside. | got down and
the sun was blazing hot, | could feel it burning my



head. | took my Jersey and put it on my head so it
covers my head and shoulders so they dont get
burnt. | started my ten minutes walk to my mother's
house.

| stood by the gate and looked at my home. | could
see some of the neighbours getting out of their
houses to see who | was. Thank God for my Jersey
cause i don't think they could tell it was me. | opened
the gate and walked up to the door. It was closed. |
knocked for a while but there was no response. |
knocked for a while until a neighbour shouted that
MaGumede wasnt home.

| thanked her and sat down on the stoop. | was tired
and hungry, but | wasn't about to go knocking on the
neighbors doors, these people are nosy as hell and |
dont have the energy to explain myself to them. |
saw a kid walking by with a bucket of ice blocks on
his head and some scones in another bucket. He
stopped and | went over to him. | took my last ten



rand and bought an ice block and a couple of scones.
| guess this will have to hold me till my mother gets
back from wherever.

| went back to sit on the stoop. | saw a couple of
women walking by and | thought they were just
passing by but they opened the gate and walked
towards me. Oh God, why cant they just leave me
alone.

"Sawubona sisi (hello)" they said soon as they got
close enough.

"Yebo sanibonani." | said not lifting my head to look
at them. Lucky for me my Jersey was still covering
me just fine.

"Hhay sisi besithi sihlole nje ukuthi uright na. (We
just wanted to see if you're okay.)"

"Ngiright, ngyabonga (I'm fine thank you.)"

"Kepha wena sisi sizothi uwbani (what's your
name?)"



"Angsimuntu (I'm nobody). Niyazi ukuthi
uMaGumede uyephi? (do you know where
MaGumede is?)"

"Useskoleni uthengisa khona. Uzobuya kungekudala
(she's at the school where she sells, she'll be back
soon.)" | nodded my head hoping they would just
leave but they stood there like some naughty
children wanting to ask something they didnt know
how to ask.

"Sisi, ngabe uyindodakazi kaMaGumede? Are you
MaGumede's daughter?)"

"Cha, bangthume kuye, angmazi yena (no, | dont
know her. They sent me to her.)"

"Oh, Hhay, kulungile ke sisi, uMaGumede uzobuya
kungekudala. (Oh, it's okay, MaGumede will be back
soon.) Anyways, bye bye."

"'Bye!" | watched them walk away whispering
between themselves. Some people are brave.



They were right though, a few minutes after they left
| saw my mother walking towards the house. She
had a huge cardboard box filled with something on
her head and a bucket hanging on her hand. This is
not how life was supposed to be. By now she should
have been living in a huge house somewhere in
Durban or even Joburg, but here she was, walking
around in the blazing sun trying to provide for my
child.

| wiped the tears that had fallen down my cheeks
and watched her walk up to the house. | could see
her looking at me trying to figure out who | am. |
pulled the Jersey away from my head and walk to
her. Soon as she saw who i was she stopped dead in
her tracks. The bucket in her hand ended up on the
ground. | got to her just in time before her cardboard
box fell on the ground too. | took it and placed in on
the ground.

"Maka Nomonde." | said with tears streaming down



my face. | wiped the tears that were running down
her wrinkly face and her hands came up to hold mine.

"Nomonde mntanami, nguwe lo? (Nomonde my child,
is this you?)" She said between sobs. | nodded my
head with my hands firmly in the warmth of my
mothers hands.

"Ngimi mama, ngbuyile (it's me, I'm back.)"

| heard her take one deep breath before falling onto
her knees praying. | got down on my knees and
hugged her.

"Nkulunkulu wami ngyabonga, hgyabonga Somandla,
ngyabonga ukunglethela ingane yami siyaphila. Oh
Messiah olungileyo ngyabonga, Jehova Ngiswele
imilomo eyinkulungwane engingakubonga ngayo.
Ngyabonga Somandl|a, uwzwile umthandazo wami
futhi wangphendula. Ngyabonga baba. (God | thank
you, thank you God, thank you for bringing back my
child alive. Merciful God | thank you, Jehovah I'm
short of a thousand mouths to sing praises to you.



Thank you God, you heard my prayers and you
answered me. Thank you father.)"

We stayed like that for a while as we both cried on
each others shoulders. | could feel her tears falling
down my arm and making my dress wet but | didnt
care, | was just happy to be in my mother's arms
again. She pulled away from me and looked at me
before hugging me again. She pulled away again and
held me at arms length.

"Nomonde!"
"Mama!"
"Nguwe lo Nomonde? (Is this you?)"

"Ngimi mama. (Its me.)"

We got up after what seemed like forever with the
neighbors watching us like we were performing a
show. | picked up the cardboard box and the bucket
and followed my mother to the door. She picked up



my little belongings on the stoop and opened the
door. We went in and sat down on the couch. She
held my hand and kept looking at me like | was just a
figment of her imagination.

"l cant believe you are finally home. I've waited for
this day for a very long time."

"Me too mama. I'm so happy to see you. Where's
Bontle?"

"She stayed at school, you know that girl has your
brain, she's helping the grade eleven class with their
maths." | can't believe my daughter is going to finish
high school at the same age that | did. Talk about
history repeating itself, | just pray that's where it
ends.

"| cant wait to see her."

"She'll be so happy to see you. You must be hungry,
let me go make you something to eat.”

"Its okay mama, | can make something."

"No, you just got back, just rest and I'll take care of



you.
"Only for today!" She chuckled.

"Okay, only for today. That means | have to cook
seven colors today." She said as she went away to
the kitchen.

This house has changed a bit since | was last here. It
was painted now and from the looks of it, there were
even fitted cabinets in the kitchen, and even a small
flat screen TV. | turned the TV on, even though the
screen wasnt that clear but | could see people
moving around and talking. So that's something.

My mother came back with a sandwich on a plate
and a glass of juice. The bread was buttered with
peanut butter and jam. My favourite. | took a bite and
it tasted like home.

"That was always your favourite, and | see nothing's
changed.” | laughed and swallowed. "So tell me,



when did you get out?"

"Yesterday. Paul's mother pulled some strings and
got me out.”

"Why would she do that? What does she want?”

"She said all she wants is for me to stay as far away
from her family as possible."

"Mxm, that family has a special place in hell | tell
you."

"Haw mama, that's not very Christian of you."

"God will have to be patient but I'll never forgive
those people for what they did to you. First they sent
you to jail for something you didnt do and then they
treated Bontle like she had leprosy, she was just a
child but they were so heartless."

"What happened?”

"Hhay Monde, it doesnt matter.” She said playing
with her hands and trying to avoid eye contact.

"Ma, ngtshele (tell me)"

"Eish Nomonde man."



"Ma ngyakcela, (please), | need to know what
happened.” She slowly breathed out.

"Well, after you were sentenced they called me to
come and get you because they wont be raising a
child that wasnt theirs. | asked them to give me a
few days so | can get the money cause | wasn't
working anymore, a few days after that they came
and dropped Bontle at the gate. They left her there
like some unwanted child and they left. She had no
clothes no diapers, nothing. If | wasnt home | dont
know what would have happened to her." | wiped the
tears on my face as we heard the gate opening.

| looked out the window and saw my baby coming in.
She looked so pretty in her school uniform. | can't
believe | have a child in Matric and | didnt even get to
raise her.

She walked into the house and greeted without even
looking up. She went straight to the kitchen and
came back with a glass of water. She stood by the



kitchen door and froze when she saw me.

"Mama!" She said her eyes tearing up.

"Hi baby!" She dropped the glass on the floor and
threw herself at me. She buried her head on my lap
and just cried. | wasnt sure how she would react to
me being back but | sure as hell wasnt expecting this.
| saw my mother wipe her tears and for the first time
in a long time | could allow myself to be vulnerable. |
could cry without being judged. | was home. This is
home.
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Being home still feels like a dream honestly. | can
actually wake up at whatever time | feel like, well it's
more like | get out of bed at whatever time | feel like
because my body is used to waking up at six am, so
even when | try not to soon as the clock hits six my
eyes are wide open.

I've been home for almost a month now and | can
fully say I'm gaining weight. My mother has been
feeding me at every chance she gets. | swear by the
time she is done with me | wont be able to get up
from this couch.

| stay home alone when Bontle goes to school and
mum goes to sell her wares at school. | dont think
I'm ready to face the world and have to explain to



people, especially my former teachers why | never
became all that | had wanted to become. A lot of
them had a hand in me even being able to go further
my studies. And now having to face them with
nothing to show for all their hardwork and help is
just too much for me.

| wake up every morning and help mum make her
famous vetkoeks and pies and help her get
everything ready. Soon as she leaves with Bontle |
get down to cleaning the house, doing laundry and
cleaning the yard. Luckily for me a water tap was
installed in the yard so | dont have to go down to the
river.

As much as it's nice to be home and just relax | think
its time | started my life over again. And the first
thing | need to do is get a job. | dont know who is
going to hire someone with a criminal record but |
wont know unless | try right. I've sent out some CV's
to accounting firms but | know there is a lot that |



need to do before | can fully even be able to where |
need to be. | also saw some ads in the newspaper
for waiters and waitresses but with those i need to
be in Durban to even have a chance at getting one.
Everytime | call the restaurants | get told to show up
the next morning which is impossible cause | am
more than two hours away from them.

| turned on the TV cause | had nothing better to do
since the house is clean, clothes washed and food is
ready. I'm not even sure how | can still cook after so
many years without cooking, or maybe it's my
tastebuds that are fucked up from eating all that
tasteless prison food. | decided to make myself a
glass of juice and sat down on the couch.

| flipped through the two channels that were
somewhat clear cause watching the others would
require me to squint my eyes. I've been here for
almost a month and I've already figured out what |
need to do around here, and that includes getting a



DSTV decoder. | flip to SABC 1 and find a repeat of
real goboza. Mhmm, | guess I'll be catching up on
celebrity gossip. | mindlessly watch story after story
with zero interest until | hear the presenter mention
an Amanda Mashile.

"Real life socialite and rich housewife of, well
basically South Africa Amanda Mashile had set
tongues wagging after she was gifted the latest
Mercedes G63 Brabus by her husband, businessman
Paul Mashile.”

The story itself wasnt that interesting until they
mentioned Paul, as if that wasn't surprising enough
they showed the picture of his wife, no matter how
unclear the signal might be but that picture was
clear as daylight. Paul's wife is my sister.

| sat up on the couch and stared at the TV long after
the show had ended. Shocked wouldn't even be
enough to describe what | was feeling at this very



moment. Nothing is making sense to me right now.
How did my sister end up with my husband, well ex
husband but still, how did she end up marrying him?

| dont know how long | sat there with my mind going
haywire trying to figure out all this. | didnt even hear
my mum walk in and sit down.

"Yho hhay I'm getting old, good thing today is Friday,
tomorrow | can rest." She said putting her feet up on
the coffee table. "Hawu Nomonde, what's wrong
mntanami?”

"Mama, where is Amanda?"

"Argh that one, you never know with her. She shows
up when she wants and disappears the same way.
I've already told you this, why are you asking?”

'l know you told me. But you also forgot to mention
that she is married to my ex husband.” | saw her
close her eyes and take a deep breath. "Mama why
didnt you tell me?”



"I'm sorry mntanami, you were already in jail when it
happened and trying to appeal your case | didnt want
you worrying about anything."

"Why would she do that? After everything that that
family put me through, why would my own sister turn
around and play happy families with them?"

"l wish | knew Monde. | begged her not to do it, but
you know your sister is as stubborn as they come.
She even came here cause they wanted to pay
lobola but | refused so she went to your uncle. You
know I'd never allow anything to come between the
two of you, despite the fact that you two were never
that close to begin with. | still should have told you
though, I'm sorry baby."

| didnt think after all that I've been through my own
sister would do that to me. But | guess this explains
why she never came to see me, she wasnt even
there to support me during my case. | thought she
was just being her usual distant self but now | know
it was more than that. While | was fighting for my life



she was taking over my life, living my life.

NARRATED

At the Mashile mansio in Houghton, the family has
gathered for dinner. Lesego, Paul, his wife Amanda
and the Matriarch of the family, Mrs Portia Mashile
are gathered around the dining table eating in
silence. As soon as they are done and the maids
take away the plates Mrs Mashile gets up and heads
to the lounge.

"l think I'll head to bed. I'm tired."Amanda says. She
leaves the brothers there and heads up to her room.

"What's wrong with your mother?" Paul asks his
brother.

'l dont know, probably has something to do with



your golddigging ex."
"Please don't start."

"Why? You are the one who brought that girl into our
lives and then you almost died." Paul clicks his
tongue and gets up. He leaves his brother there and
goes upstairs to his bedroom.

Lesego decides to join his mother in the lounge. He
pours himself a glass of scotch and refills his
mother's almost empty glass of wine.

"What's wrong mama. You dont look like yourself."
"Its nothing son, I'll be fine."

"I know you'll be fine, but | still need to know what's
happening with you."

"Have you heard anything about Nomonde?"

"According to my guy she is still cooped up at her
mother's house, doesnt even go out."

"Mhmm."



"Mama what's going on?"

"Do you think theres more to this attempted murder
of Paul than meets the eye?”

"Where is this coming from? It's been fifteen years,
the person responsible did their time, so why the
sudden doubt.”

"When | went to see Nomonde she asked me when
last did | see Bontle, and then she said one day the
truth will come out."

"The truth did come out mama, and we all know it."

"l know but what if...... what if we sent the wrong
person to jail? What if she is innocent?"

"Mama, three DNA tests were done, all of them came
back negative, two people who had never met
witnessed the shooting, and to top it all of the gun
used was found in her possession. How much more
proof do you need?" She took a sip of her wine and
looked at her son.

"Maybe you are right, maybe I'm just overreacting.”

"You are. Stop overthinking this whole thing."



"You are right. What's done is done. Nomonde is out
of our lives and that's all that matters.”

"Exactly.” He says giving his mum a hug, oblivious to
the lurking figure hiding behind the wall.

Upstairs, Amanda just finished taking a shower
when her phone beeps. She checks the message
and calls the person back.

"Mandy."

"Sihle, what's with the please call me this late. Don't
you have airtime?”

"l do but | needed you to call me. Anyways | have
news."

"What?"

"Your sister is out of jail. In actual fact she has been
out for almost a month now." Amanda sits down on
the edge of the bathtub.

"That's impossible. Lesego would never allow her to



just walk out just like that."

"That's the thing babe, she did. And what's even
worse, your mother in law got her out.”

"This isnt good.”

"Tell me about it. What if she comes back and wants
her life back?" Sihle asks her friend.

"That's not going to happen. Plus if she had those
plans she would ha e atleast showed up here by

NOW.

"Maybe. Anyways | have to go,keep your eyes open
babe, you never know what could happen.”

"Nothing is going to happen. If she knows what's
good for her she will stay as far away from us as
possible. | wont let her take Paul away from me, No!
| will fight tooth and nail to keep what's mine."

"Good. Cause you said it yourself, Paul still holds a
burning candle for her, and only God knows what
would happen if he saw her."

"There is absolutely no need for you to remind me
damn. I've been living under her shadow ever since



she went to jail. Inspite of all the evidence against
her Paul still wants to believe she might be
innocent.”

"Well theres nothing she can do now."

"Yes, | won, fair and square. Plus it's not like | took
Paul from her. They were already divorced when we
hooked up.”

"Right.” She said before hanging up the phone.

He phone beeped again and a message popped up.

'Hey sis, congratulations, mum tells me you are
married and happy. | cant wait to meet my nieces
and nephew. | hope they are good.’

It's a message from her sister Nomonde. She's not
sure if she should ignore the message or reply to it.
She decides against it and puts the phone away
trying to calm her nerves.



MY SISTERS KEEPER

SEVEN

Weekends in this house are a constant reminder of
my childhood. When we were growing up my mum
would wake us up early and make us clean the
whole house together. She would play some old RnB
music, when we were done we would do the laundry,
while one was washing somebody else was rinsing
and somebody was hanging the clothes on the
washing line. | always wanted to do the hanging
cause washing was never my cup of tea. Amanda
would be rinsing cause we both knew my mum
wanted clean clothes, and she was always the one
doing the actual washing.

When we were done we would go to the kitchen and
start cooking and baking. My mum would sit down
at the table with my grandmother and they would
watch us cooking and baking. Amanda loved baking



so that became her forte and | would cook. All my
mother did was give us instructions on what to do.
Even when she went to work in Joburg we still
carried on like that with grandma monitoring
everything.

Those days were some of my most memorable
childhood memories, it was mostly on those days
when Amanda and | would actually get along. Soon
as we were done with all that she'd disappear and go
be with her friends. If you had to ask me what it was
that divided my sister and |, i wouldn't tell you
because i also dont know. To this day i wish
someone or something would let me know where
everything went wrong.

| got up and put on my mum's gown and went out to
the kitchen. | found Bontle busy making soft
porridge.

"Hey baby." | said sitting down on the kitchen table.



"Hi mama, how did you sleep?”

"Like a baby." She closed the pot and turned around
to look at me.

"You know theres no need to lie. You had one of your
nightmares again.” | could see the concern in her
eyes. It's crazy how her eyes, just like mine can
never hide the emotions behind them.

"l dont want you worrying about that. | will get over
them eventually.”

"l think you need to go to therapy.”

"Il be fine nana." As much as | know therapy is a
good idea but | dont think we can afford it. Plus i
dont think I'm ready to tell a total stranger my deep
dark secrets.

"I know you will be, but it will help.”

"Tell you what, I'll think about it." | saw her lips form
into a smile. | hope to God she never loses that
beautiful smile.

| left her to her cooking and went to check on my



mum. | found her sitting on the bed with her bible in
her hands and her eyes closed. | figured she must be
praying so | tiptoed into the room, quietly pulled the
dressing table chair and sat down next to the bed. |
closed my eyes and bowed my head with my elbows
on the bed. | felt my mums one hand rubbing my
back. | heard her say Amen and | opened my eyes.

"Goodmorning.”

"Morning baby. You had your nightmares again.”
"Bontle told you?"

"Of course. She says you need therapy." | chuckled.

"She's too grown for her own good. She doesnt need
to be worrying about me when she has matric to
worry about.”

"l can multitask you know." She said walking into the
room with a tray and three bowls of soft porridge.

She put the tray on mum's lap and got in next to her
on the bed. | picked up one bowl from the tray and



we had our breakfast, joking and laughing about
anything and everything.

When we were done my mum told me to go take a
bath because we were going to town. We finished
bathing and getting dressed and we left. We got a
taxi and took the two hour journey to Durban. We did
a bit of clothes shopping. We even went shopping
for some material to make Bontle's matric dance
dress. She picked some shiny blingy material, and
knowing mum and her sewing prowess, | knew she'd
turn that material into a bomb ass dress.

We went into clicks and bought some toiletries. Over
the years | had learned to survive with the bare
minimum. My mum found me at the makeup counter
and she somehow convinced me to get some make
up. | took the necessities and we paid and walked
out.

Mum convinced us to pop into KFC for some lunch. |



seriously need to ask her where she gets the money
for all this. We had our lunch and then headed to
PicknPay to get some groceries. By the time we left
the trolley was almost spilling over. We bought
anything and everything, Bontle was in heaven cause
mum let her get as much chocolate and snacks as
she wanted.

We got to the taxi rank and found the taxi empty.
Thank God for that because we were able to load
everything in the front seat. My mum even agreed to
pay for the two seats that were filled with groceries.
When we got back to Ntunjambili the driver dropped
everyone else off first before driving home and
dropping us off. Mum gave him twenty rands for his
trouble, even though he didn't want to take it Mum
shoved it in his pocket and all he could do was laugh.

We took all the plastic bags into the house as the
neighbours watched. We unpacked everything and
packed it away in the fridge and the cupboards. We



had the KFC again for dinner. Bontle left for a
sleepover study session at her friends house. Mum
and | watched TV together.

n Ma!ll
"Yes!"

"Where do you get all the money to buy all these
things you bought today?" She smiled.

"Oh is that why you've been quiet?”

"Mum | dont want you spending money you dont
have."

"Rekax Sthandwa sam, we will be fine. When my
bosses left for Australia they left me with some
money which | saved. Then a few years ago | got
into an accident and Road Accident Fund paid so we
are okay."

"Wait when did you get into an accident, and why
dont | know about it?"

"About five years ago. | didnt want you worrying
about me, and Bontle took very good care of me.



And besides, you were in jail, there was nothing you
could do.”

| opened my mouth to say something but no words
came out of my mouth. I've missed out on not only
the good times but I've missed the bad times too. |
wasnt here to take care of my mum or my daughter.
| felt the lump of guilt building up in my throat. |
couldn't understand why life had hit me so hard.

| dont know when i fell asleep on the couch buy i
woke up when i felt my mum shaking me and calling
out my name. | opened my eyes and saw concern
written all over her face. | felt tears streaming down
my face just looking at her. She engulfed my face
between her hands, wiping my tears with her thumbs.

"Baby dont cry, it was just a bad dream. You are
home now, dont cry.” | held on to her arms.

"I'm sorry mama, | know | failed you, ngyacolisa ma



wami (I'm sorry ma.)" | saw the tears glistening in
her eyes.

"You could never fail me even if you tried Nomonde,
you didnt fail me."

"l did mama, nghlulekile ma, | did everything right but
| still failed. | finished high school, | went to varsity, |
focused on my studies, | didnt mess around with
boys and the only time | fell for one and all hell broke
loose. Ngyacolisa ma, | should have never left my
home, | should have just stayed here." | said between
sobs.

"Nomonde........

"This is not how things were meant to be, I'm the one
who is supposed to be taking care of you. | should
have been here to raise my child, | should have been
here to take care of you, | should have......... "

"Should have, could have, | get it Nomonde, but
theres no going back now. We cant change the past,
the only thing we can do is look forward. You have
your whole life waiting for you. And you are going to
live it." She says wiping my tears.



"How ma when | dont even have a job. No company
is going to hire someone with a criminal record.”

"I know that, but | spoke to MaDIlamini's daughter,
Bonsile, she works in one of those taverns in town,
she said she'll let me know when there's an opening
and then you can go and work there."

"Ngyabonga Mnguni."

"Nomonde | know you, i know the daughter i raised.
Yes i might have failed your sister somehow but |
know you. | know you didnt do this, i know you are
innocent and | know you want to prove that to
everyone but you've already lost fifteen years of your
life. Even if you prove you are innocent it wont bring
back the years those people took from you. And as
for Amanda, the thunder that's going to strike her is
still doing exercises." | smiled. "That's what | want to
see, a smile on your face. Tomorrow | will cook a
feast just to celebrate your return. It will be our own
little Thanksgiving thing."

"Thank you ma, | dont know what | would have done
without you." | said giving her a hug.



Being in jail, being raped and beaten, | had learnt to
numb the pain, but the pain and guilt of knowing |
failed this woman will forever be something | could
never get rid off.

As promised | woke up the next morning and she
was already busy in the kitchen. The aroma coming
from there was just amazing. | got up and went to
the kitchen. | gave her a hug before getting a jug of
warm water and went out to brush my teeth and
wash my face. Bontle came back and we joined
mum in the kitchen to help her cook. We had a seven
color lunch and it was amazing. My mum was a
beast in the kitchen, but then again she was a beast
at everything.

We were sitting in the lounge after cleaning the
kitchen and washing the dishes after lunch when
there was a knock on the door. Mum said come in
and a nice looking woman. She came in and greeted



before sitting down next to me.

"Bonsile, unjani Ntombi (how are you?)"
"I'm good ma, how are you?"
"Getting by. Arent you supposed to be at work?"

"No I'm off today. | came to talk to you about that
opening we spoke about." She said looking at me. I
spoke to my boss and he agreed to let Nomonde
come work with us.”

| wasnt sure if | should jump for joy or control myself
but | felt my heart doing some somersaults.

"Are you for real?" | asked her while my mother was
busy praying.

"Yes, you can stay with me at my flat until you get
your own room."

"Thank you, | don't know what else to say." She
smiled. She seems nice.



"l will pick you up tomorrow morning so we can go."
"Sis Bonsile, can | dish up for you?"

"No it's okay babygirl. I'm going home."

"Thank you so much Bonsile, God will bless you."

"Ngyabonga ma. | have to go how, mum is expecting

me.
"Please greet her for me."

"Will do. Nisalen kahle (stay well). Monde I'll see you
tomorrow morning, eight o'clock sharp." She said
and left.

"See, the God | pray never fails me." My mum said
picking up her glass of juice.

| went to bed that night excited but nervous at the
same time. Tomorrow | will be starting my life all
over again, from the bottom, but like they say, once
you hit rock bottom you have no other way to go but

up.



MY SISTERS KEEPER

EIGHT

| couldn't sleep last night. After Bonsile came over
and said she would take me with her to her new job |
was worried. For starters I've never worked in a
tavern before, and being in the city means | am
highly likely to run into the Mashile's, | just pray that
this tarven is far away from the places they frequent.

| got up early in the morning and took a bath. My
mum and Bontle helped me pack the little that | had.
Even though Bontle had to leave early for her
morning classes | was just happy she got to see me
before | had to leave. Bonsile will be here in twenty
minutes, if she is punctual. | sat on the couch with
my bags already waiting by the door. My mum came
in after getting her wares ready so she can go sell, |
pray that all the doors that were shut on my face be
opened up again so i can give this woman all that



she deserves. | dont know what | did for God to
bless me with such an incredible woman as my
mother but | pray to God | keep doing it.

She comes over to me and sits down next to me.
She takes out a bank card from her skirt pocket and
hands it to me.

"What's this?"

"This is your bank card. You gave it to me before you
went to jail." | want to laugh. It's been fifteen years
and I'm pretty sure that card has not only expired I'm
sure the bank has closed the account by now.

"Ma, I'm sure that card has expired by now."

"It did expire a couple of times but | renewed it. |
couldn't transfer the money in there into my account
so | deposited money into the account every chance
| got. A hundred rand here and a two hundred there,
I'm sure by now it should be enough to help you start
your life over." | felt tears sting my eyes and threaten
to make their way out. How did | get so lucky.



"Ma..... | dont know what to say."

"No need to say anything Monde, | knew one day
you'd walk out of that hell hole and this was just a
way for me to make sure that you will be able to
start afresh.” | threw myself at her and gave her a
hug as tears ran down my face. Everytime | think I'm
stuck in the bottom with no way out a light always
shines through. Maybe God hasn't deserted me after
all. Or maybe the prayers of his favourite girl keeps
me going.

Bonsile showed up with ten minutes to spare. | said
my goodbyes to my mum and we left. We got to
Durban and headed straight to Bonsile's flat. It wasnt
too big, just a two bedroom flat with a small kitchen
and lounge and a bathroom. Honestly though in my
opinion it was huge even though she didnt see it that
way. She showed me to one of the bedrooms.

"My roommate went home cause she's pregnant and
about to pop any day now, so you will use this room



for now."
"Thank you."

"Rest a bit. We'll go to work around two. You can
make something to eat from the fridge, it's not much
but its something.”

"I will, thanks."

| walked into the room and put my bag down on the
chair. | sat on the bed and said a little prayer just as
mum instructed. Lucky for me the bed had all the
necessities so | didnt have to worry about that. | got
on the bed and tried to sleep but my body just
wouldn't obliged. | decided after a while to go to the
kitchen and make something to eat. | found chicken
feet in the freezer so | decided to make that and
some pap.

| finished cooking and dished up, | sat on the couch
and turned on the TV, thank God this one is not like
the one at home, the people are clear and visible,



and there are plenty of channels to choose from. |
heard a door opening before Bonsile walked into the
lounge.

"Something smells good." She said walking to the
kitchen and opening the pots.

"l couldn't sleep so | decided to make something."

"Chicken feet, my favorite." She dished up and came
to sit down.

We finished eating and showered. She told me to
wear black jeans and a black top and sneakers. | did
as she said and grabbed a jacket, just in case it gets
cold later. We left the building and took a taxi to
Durban Central. We got to the club and | chuckled as
we walked in. My mum called this a tavern
meanwhile it's a whole club.

We walked in and went straight to the office. | could
see some of the girls working here had on heels and



short dresses. | hope to God | dont have to wear
those cause | know a whole night in heels and mini
dresses with men groping me would just not work
for me. We got to the office and Bonsile knocked. A
male voice came from the other side saying come in.
We went in.

"Sanbonani.” She said soon as we got in. There were
two men in the office. One of them was sitting on
the chair and the other was standing. | wasnt sure
which one was the boss but | could tell the one
standing was a bit fidgety. The one sitting down
looked up when we got in. He looked at Bonsile then
at me before looking back at her with a look that
said speak without uttering a word. "Uhm this is the
lady | told you about. The one who will take Nqobile's
position at the bar." The guy sitting down turns to
look at the one standing and | could have sworn |
saw fear rip through his body.

"Yeah bozza Nqobile quit on Friday so | need



someone to fill in for her. And since Friday we have
the event | figured we needed to get someone as
quick as possible." He said and the tremble in his
voice was unmissable.

"Can she mix drinks?" The guy sitting down asks,
and by now | have already gathered that he is the big
boss.

"We will teach her. By the end of this week she'll be a
professional cause getting a new bartender right
now would take time, and time we dont have."

"Okay. But if she fails you will follow her out the
door.”" The big boss said going back to the laptop in
front of him. The, | assume manager looked at me
and | saw daggers coming my way. | knew then |
couldn't fuck this up.

We left the office and Bonsile led me to the staff
room where some of the other girls were sitting.

"Why didnt you all warn me the boss was here?"



Bonsile asks the girl. Some of them giggle like
naughty school girls.

"Well surprise babe." One of them answers.

"Mxm. Anyways this is Nomonde, she'll be replacing
Nqgobile. Nomonde that is Tisetso, we call her Titi,
that's Wendy and Zanele." Bonsile says pointing out
each girl.

'l already have someone who is coming to take
Nqobile's place, Thulani agreed to it." Tisetso said
looking at me like | was a mound of dirt mixed with
POO.

"Well too late, the big boss approved it so..."

Bonsile showed me my locker and | put my things in
there and followed her out while the girls mumbled
behind us. If there is one thing jail taught me, if girls
dont like you, especially those you will be in close
proximity with, you need to make sure you know
your story and look over your shoulder all the time.



We got to the bar and Bonsile showed me all that
needed to be done. How to mix all the drinks. The
club even had an inhouse cocktail that was
apparently a best seller, all | had to do today was
master that one and I'll be good for the day. People
started coming in around five in the evening, by
seven the place was halfway full. It's a Monday but
people are already thinking about alcohol,
judgemental | know, | just dont understand why
people are so obsessed with alcohol. Anyways its
their lives and their money so who am | to judge.
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The week went by pretty quickly, but | am happy to
say | have mastered atleast ninety percent of the
drinks. The inhouse cocktail had become my
specialty. The girls weren't as welcoming but Bonsile
told me to focus on my job and forget them, which
works for me. The tips are rolling in too. Turns out
people like to spend when they dont know you, they



try to impress maybe even hoping that will get
something in return. | blame my tiny body for all this
because being petite, people assume I'm a small kid.
I'm pretty sure they would faint if they found out |
was quarter to thirty six years old.

Friday came and the place was buzzing, the even
was happening tonight and apparently the who's

who of Durban and Mzansi would assemble here. If
you asked me what the event was for | would tell you.
| just knew it would be big. The waitresses wore
shorts with black pantyhose underneath, heels and
tiny cropped tops. | dont know if | could last the
whole night with those heels.

Bonsile and | wore our normal black Jean's, with
some black corset tops that revealed too much of
my boobs, well they weren't fully out there but still. A
few minutes before the doors opened the manager,
Thulani called us for a meeting. The big boss was
here t00. | guess this event really is important.



"Okay ladies and gentlemen, you all know how
important tonight is, we cannot afford to have any
mishaps. There will he bouncers at every corner so if
something seems off alert them." He said looking at
each of the waiters and waitresses. "Bonsile and
Nomonde, service at the bar needs to be quick and
precise. So with Nomonde being new, | will also help
out at the bar when it's too busy. Are we clear?” We
all mumbled and nodded. "Glad we understand each
other. Now go back to work." We clapped our hands
and went back to our posts.

The good thing about having Bonsile as my teacher
is that | live with her, so the lessons dont end in here
but even at home she would make sure | practice
making drinks. Soon as the doors opened the line
outside was already so long. It's a pity some of
those people will have to enjoy the event from
outside .

Working in the bar was a breeze, | didn't have to deal



with pervert minded customers, and those who
came to the bar really tipped well. We were halfway
through the night when | looked up from mixing a
drink from a customer and came face to face with
my sister. | froze for a second but | remembered this
was my workplace. | handed the drink to the
customer then turned back to my dear sister.

"What can | get you ma'am." | saw a smile creep up
on her face.

"You know I've been sitting over there thinking this
person looks familiar, and lo and behold it's my big
sister. lwele lam. (My twin.)"

"You can either order something or move aside,
there are customers behind you."

"What? You dont want to catch up with your dear
sister?”

"l am at work right now Amanda, if you want to catch
up make an appointment. Please move aside." | took
an order from a customer standing next to her. |
asked Bonsile to swap sides with me so she can



serve Amanda if she does decide to order.

After ignoring her for a while she eventually decided
to leave and go back to her table. We continued
serving and working, and | was honestly beginning to
enjoy this job. The fast pace and having to
remember every little detail about a drink was just
exhilarating. The event went on until the wee hours
of the morning. | dont know when Amanda left but
sometime during the night she disappeared.

By four in the morning the bouncers had to literally
drag some drunk patrons out the door. Soon as the
last one was out everyone found a seat to throw
themselves on. The place was dirty and there were
glasses all over the floor. Thulani and the big boss
came in from the office all smiles. | guess the event
was a success.

"Okay people gather around.” Thulani shouts while
clapping his hands to get everyone's attention. We



all gathered on one couch by the wall. "Well done to
all of you. Today was a raving success. We literally
made our seventy percent of our monthly target in
one day." There were whistles and hands clapping all
around.

"Like Thulani said, well done. You all did a great job.
And Nomonde, Congratulations o not cracking under
pressure.” The others clapped for me and of course
there were those who were hoping | would fail, and
lucky for me, my mother serves a living God. "Today
is Saturday and we all know we will be busy again.
So we will work today and tomorrow and take the
day off on Monday. The club will be closed so you all
can rest." We clapped again. "Dont worry about the
clean up, just be here tomorrow by three so we can
open the club, get your stuff, your transport is
waiting outside.” The big boss said, crazily enough |
still didnt know his name, everyone calls him big
boss since never had the urge to even ask anyone.



We grabbed our stuff and got into the taxi. We were
dropped off one by one. By the time we got home we
weren't straight to bed. It felt so good to just sleep. |
thought I'd be up by my usual six am but | didnt. |
slept through the morning. We woke up around
midday and took our baths. As much as that sleep
was refreshing my body was still mildly tired. | was
done bathing and sitting in the lounge waiting for
Bonsile to finish dressing up when there was a
knock on the door. | got up and opened the door. |
swear trials and tribulations always come when
things seem to be looking up.

"Nomonde!" | wasnt sure if | should answer him or
shut the door in his face, but | also knew the latter
option wouldn't work because he had his foot
halfway into the house. Also how the hell did he even
find me, because | know for a fact Amanda did not
tell him.

"Paul!”



MY SISTERS KEEPER

NINE

He stood there like he had just come face to face
with a ghost. How did he even know | was here? |
swear these people are determined to make my life
a living hell, as if the past fifteen years haven't been
traumatic enough.

"With all the money in the world you couldn't afford
to buy a car that would tell you that you are going
astray?" He walked past me and stood in the middle
of the tiny living room. He looked around disgust
written all over his face. | guess his rich ass is
wondering how a living room can be smaller than his
ensuite bathroom. He turned to look at me after
scanning the surroundings and clearly being
unimpressed.

"l need you to stay away from my wife." | chuckled. |



should have known Amanda would pull a stunt like
this.

"So what did my dear twin sister say | did to her?"
"You know exactly what you did."

"And yet again | ask, what did | do to her?" He walked
closer to me and stood inches away from my face.
Even though he has always been a bit taller than me
he never could intimidate me.

"My wife came back to the hotel last night with
alcohol all over her and she says you are the one
who threw it on her so | will tell you this one time
and one time only, stay the fuck away from her." |
sighed and looked him square in the eye. Its crazy
how his eyes havent changed one bit, their make
that is, but now they were cold and deadly. The love
and light he once held for me now was no longer
visible, not even a tiny trace of it.

"Tell me something Paul, when did you become
stupid?” | saw his jaw clench and his fists curl into a
ball next to him. But | stood my ground, cause one
thing | knew about him, he has never been one to put



his hands on a woman, but then again the Paul |
knew didnt seem to exist anymore.

"Nomonde, I'm warning you."

"You still havent answered my question. When did
you become stupid, was it a gradual thing or you just
woke up one day and stupid was a part of your
personality?” | did say fifteen years is a long time for
a person to stay the same. His curled fists opened
up and one made it's way around my neck. He
pinned me on the wall while | gasped for breath. |
held on to his arm trying to remove it from my neck
but he was stronger than me.

'l wont repeat myself Nomonde. Stay away from my
wife. Are we clear?" He hissed under his breath. |
could feel my lungs getting deflated because they
weren't getting enough oxygen. He eased his hold a
bit until he fully let go of me. | crumbled down on the
floor as Bonsile tiptoed towards the kitchen and
came back with a pan. She wacked Paul on the head
with it, he stumbled a bit and held on to the back of
his head, clearly in pain but still standing.



He turned around and charged towards her but She
ran around the lounge making sure there was some
form of furniture between them.

"I've already called the cops, they will be here soon.
So if | were you | would leave before the Mashile
name gets plastered on all the front page news
because one of them finds pleasure in putting his
hands on a woman." She shouted while standing
behind the couch with the pan still in her hand. | was

still crouched on the floor trying to get my breath
back.

Paul touched the back of his head and then looked
at his fingers. He clicked his tongue when he saw
the blood. He wiped his bloody hand on the couch
before opening the door and walking out. Bonsile
immediately ran to the door and locked it then came
to me to make sure | was okay. She helped me up
and | sat on the couch.



"Are you Okay?" She asked as she went to the
kitchen to get me a glass of water. She came back
and sat down next to me as | drank the cold water.

"I'm fine. We need to get to work before we get
fired."

"You need to put a polo neck on." | got up from the
couch and looked at myself in the mirror that was
hanging on the wall. She was right. | need to put on
something that will cover my neck and my bruises
since my neck was now turning blue and purple. If |
was light skinned I'd probably be red by now.

| went to my room and looked through my clothes
trying to find something that can cover my neck.
Lucky for me | found a polo neck. | changed my
tshirt and put on the polo neck. | walked out and
found Bonsile waiting for me. We left, took a taxi and
went to work. | spent the night trying to put the
incident with Paul to the back of my mind. | never
thought I'd see the day Paul ever put his hands on
me, but here we are.



| continued working. My mind had even forgotten, or
at least tried to, the incident earlier. Even the bruises
on my neck were becoming less painful. | saw
Amanda walk in with a bunch of women. You
couldn't miss the smell of money with each step
they took. They were wearing luxury from head to
toe, even their weaves screamed top quality. | saw
Amanda looking at me and winking, | guess Paul told
her what happened.

They took a seat in the VIP section. The waiters
literally raced to be the one to serve them. | decided
to ignore them and focus on my work. As | had
expected, it wasnt long before my sister made her
way to me, | counted down from ten to one trying to
calm myself so | wouldn't find myself doing
something I'll regret. | need this job.

"Sis wami. What's with the polo neck, it's almost
thirty degrees outside.” She said with a smirk on her



face.

"What drink would you like?" | asked with the most
professional smile on my face.

"Oh sis, why so professional. Anyways we would like
for you to come to our table and take our order
there." She turned and swayed her hips back to her
table. | decided to ignore her and serve the people
before me.

Waiters kept coming to me to tell me that the table
was waiting for me and | kept telling them | was
busy. They were beginning to be pissed at me
because they were losing tips all because of me. As
if i said i wanted to serve those women. | saw a
waiter talk to them before he went up the stairs to
the office. | knew what that meant, I'm probably
going to lose my job tonight, all because of my sister.

The waiter came down with the big boss and led him
to the VIP table. He spoke to the ladies for a while
before marching over to the bar.



"Nomonde, please follow me." He turned and walked
back upstairs to the office. | put down the glass |
was holding and followed him. | looked over at my
sister and she and her friends were looking at me
smiles all over their faces. | never thought having
money also came with an evil heart, but here we are.
Or maybe the evil heart has always been there. The
money just made it more visible.

| got to the office and the big boss was sitting on his
chair. | closed the door and the music from
downstairs literally dissapeared. | guess this room is
sound proof. | stood before him and waited for him
to say something first.

"Please explain yourself." He said not even looking at
me.

"l dont know what to explain sir." He looked up and
sat back on the chair resting his head on it.

"Why won't you serve those women? Do you know
the kind of tips you are missing out on?" | chuckled,



he clearly doesnt know my sister.

"With all due respect sir | know my sister, chances of
her even giving me a tip are zero to nil. She might
even find something stupid to complain about and
then | would have to pay their bill for giving them
mediocre service, so no thanks | would much rather
not."

"Who is your sister?”
"Amanda.”

"Amanda Mashile?"
"Yep, that's the one.”

"Okay that explains the surname. But how do you
have the same last name when she is Mrs Mashile
and you are Miss, she's your sister in law?"

"No she's not, it's a long story."

"Mhmmmm. So | take it theres bad blood between
you?" He asked, his curiosity clearly visible.

"You can say that."

"Okay, go back to your post, I'll be down in a few



minutes." | turned and walked out breathing a sigh of
relief. Thank God my job is still safe, for now that is.

| went back to the bar and continued on with my job.
The big boss came down after a while and came
over to the bar. He got a bottle of wine and opened it.
He told Bonsile to put it on his tab. He poured a

glass for me, another for Bonsile and one for himself.
We did a toast then downed the red liquid like it was
juice. I haven't tasted alcohol in such a long time |
was surprised | kept it down.

| saw my sister come over to the bar fuming. She
and her friends have been here for almost an hour
and the only thing they ordered was a bottle of wine.

"Radebe, what's happening with my complaint?” She
asked looking at the big boss. He smiled and looked
at her while he balanced himself on the counter with
his hands.



"Nothing is happening with your complaint Mrs
Mashile." She chuckled and crossed her arms across
her chest.

"Do you know who | am Mr Radebe? If you dont |
would suggest you take my complaint seriously or
else you might wake up one day and this club will be
history."

"Threatening me wont help your case Mrs Mashile,
I'm not going to fire one of my best bartenders just
because you have a problem with her. If this place is
too much for you, you can use the same door you
used to get in and get the fuck out." To say Amanda
was shocked would be an understatement. Her face
said it all. Not only was she shocked she was
embarrassed too. | guess that whole 'do you know
who | am line" always gets her what she wants, not
today though.

"You dont know who you just messed with Radebe,
my husband will hear about this and this little rat
infested hellhole you call a club will be down on its
knees by the time he is done with you." | looked at
the big boss and he had a smirk on his face.



"Tell your husband to give it his best shot. Now pay
for that bottle and get the fuck out.”" She closed her
mouth that was wide open and headed back to her
friends.

She got her purse and threw a few notes on the table
before she marched out with her little entourage
following behind her. I'm not sure if the waiters were
impressed or pissed at having lost out on what
might have been a huge tip. Oh well, | didnt care
really cause at this very moment | was on cloud nine.
It was kinda nice to see someone put Amanda in her
place.

As soon as they had left the big boss went back to
the office.

"Remind me again what just happened?” Bonsile said
getting closer to me. | smiled and just looked at her.
She took two shot glasses and poured some tequila
on them, she handed one to me and we gulped them



down. | was so happy the bitter liquid felt like soda
on my throat.

"I've never seen my sister that embarrassed before."

"l think Lungelo has a crush on you." | frowned and
looked at her. | dont know any Lungelo.

"Who is Lungelo?”

"The big boss. You are telling me you've been here a
week and you still dont know your boss's name?”

How could | have possibly know his name when
everyone calls him big boss. But | guess today is a
good a night as any to finally put a name to the one
person who could make my sister breath through the
wound. Lungelo Radebe is my new hero and he
doesnt even know it. Superman who?
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TEN

Ever been on a cloud that seems so far up in the sky
you dont think you'll ever come down? Well that has
been me the entire week. Seeing Amanda being put
in her place just somehow ignited a feeling of pure
joy from deep within my soul.

This weekend | will be off so | decided to go home
and see my mum and daughter. The pay is great but
the tips are even better. | decided to start at the mall
and get Bontle some shoes for her Matric dance.
And | knew just the perfect pair. | took a taxi and
headed to Gateway, | got to Steve Madden and
searched around for the shoes that Bontle has on
her phone. | asked the assistant to help me and she
showed me. | almost jumped for joy when | saw that
they were on sale. | told you this week has been
perfect.



| bought the shoes, paid and headed out. | went to
PicknPay and bought a few groceries and things we
might need at home. | finished my shopping and
took a taxi home. By the time | got there my mum
was already back from selling so | didn't have to wait
outside in the hot sun. | got in and hugged my mum.
She was sitting in the lounge with her feet up on the
coffee table. | decided to boil some water so | can
give her a foot massage. Mental not, | need to get
her one of those home foot massages so she can
relax like the queen she is. | came back with a bowl
of hot water and a cloth, | put some Epsom salt in
there to help her relax.

"So how is going?" She asked while | massaged her
feet.

"Good, so good in fact that my boss told Amanda
where to get off when she came to the club.’

"What! What did that spawn of satan do this time?" |
laughed.

"Ma, she is your child and you are not satan.”



"Hhay you never know, if Mariah could get pregnant
with Jesus via the holy spirit, maybe that also
happened with me, except this time the devil was the
one doing the work."

"Ma you cant say that."

"Argh, | know, | just cant help feeling like | failed
Amanda, somewhere somehow | must have done
something wrong."

"Amanda is a grown woman, whatever she does, she
is fully aware of it. You cant blame yourself for it."

"I know, so what did she do?"

"She tried to embarrass me in front of her friends,
my boss put her back in her place pretty quickly. She
left the club fuming.”

"Serves her right. You know she's never even brought
her kids here? | swear this girl has no idea the kind
of karma she is digging up for herself."

"Argh forget her, she will remember home when the
time comes. So | bought Bontle some shoes for her
matric dance.”



| took the plastic bag from the couch and showed it
to her. | swear her smile went all the way up to her
ears. She took the shoes out and looked at them.

"They are so beautiful, she'll be so happy.”
"l hope so. She has a picture of them on her phone.”

"She'll fit them when she gets back, her dress is
almost done, just a few amendments here and there
and she'll be good to go."

"Good, atleast that's one less thing she has to worry
about. Then she can fully focus on her exams."

Speak of the devil and he shall appear. Bo the
walked through the door clearly tired with her school
Jersey over her head to shield her from the sun. She
threw herself on the couch face down.

"Hectic day?”

"You have no idea. | swear these exams will be the



death........ " she stopped talking when she got up and
saw the shoes on mums lap. The joy in her face was
evident. "Gogo?"

"Hhay hhay, these are mine hawu.”" Mum said hiding
the shoes behind her. Bontle rushed to her and gave
her a hug while tickling her. "Bontle ngzokshaya man
ngyeke (I'll beat you leave me alone.)" She said
between giggles. Bontle managed to get the box of
shoes and ran back to sit down on the couch. She
opened the box and her screams filled the room.

"Oh my God these are perfect, how did you know?"
She asked looking at me.

"l have my ways." She threw herself at me and gave
me the biggest hug.

"Thank you mummy." She sat back down and wiped
her tears. She couldn't stop looking at the shoes. |
was happy she was happy. These are the moments
I've always prayed to see and experience.



Bontle went to get her dress and put it on together
with her shoes, and | shed a tear just looking at her.
She was so beautiful, my baby is all grown and she
is turning into an incredibly amazing human being.
How did I get so lucky though.

After admiring herself for a good thirty minutes she
went to do her homework while my mum went to
take a nap. | decided to start on supper. | was busy
chopping vegetables when my phone rang. | looked
at the number and | didnt know it. | picked up.

"Hello!" | heard some shuffling of something on the
other side but the person wouldn't speak. "Hello!" |
shouted.

"Oh hey, sorry about that." He said.
"Who is this?"
"Its Lungelo, why arent you at work?"

"Because I'm off this weekend. You said that." |
could feel my heart beating fast, what if | lose my job?



Oh God.
Iloh!ll
"Is everything okay?"

"Yeah everything is fine. | must have forgotten.
Sorry."

"Its okay. Maybe you need to rest.” | heard him
chuckle.

"Funny, my mum told me the same thing."
"Then you should listen.”
"Maybe I will. Enjoy your weekend."

"l will, thanks." He hung up.

I'm not sure what that was even about.



AMANDA

Fifteen years | had peace and harmony in my life. For
the first time ever | didnt have to worry about my
sister overshadowing everything | did. And now that
she is out of prison | feel like she is back to torment
me. As far as | know she was supposed to stay
home and never set foot anywhere where the
Mashile's might be, but now she is working at my
favourite club in Durban. | literally fly there most
weekends just for the vibe. And how she has ruined
that. And that Lungelo who thinks he is God has no
idea who he is messing with.

Paul flew back to Joburg soon as he confronted
Nomonde about the little white lie | told him, |
couldn't even tell him about Lungelo and his
shenanigans. And by the time | flew back to Joburg
he had already left the country on business. And his
phone is not going through. | hope to God he is not
with that slut he's been seeing lately.



| dont know when my life went wrong. | had
everything perfectly planned out after my sister went
to jail and Paul got out of his coma. Seduce Paul, get
pregnant and then get him to marry me. It took a
while for me to get pregnant, but when | did | lost the
baby before lobola negotiations happened. | had to
lie to Paul that | was still pregnant until after
everything was done. Lucky for me he wanted the
lobola and wedding to happen within a month.
Perfect for me.

We got married and a few days later | faked a fall
down the steps of his mother's house in Houghton,
which "resulted" in my "miscarriage”. After that he
treated me like a fragile egg, playing right into his
hands. A few months later | fell pregnant with my
daughter Princess. Paul being untrusting since my
sister lied to him about Bontle being his child he
decided to have a DNA test done. When the results
came back positive he was so happy, if i had
demanded the moon at that point he would have
brought right down to earth. But i settled for a house



in Sandton.

His mother didnt understand why we wanted to
move out but for me, | didn't need too many eyes
watching over me. Everything had to go according to
plan. A couple of years later | fell pregnant again,
this time my little Prince was born. The excitement
in the family was beautiful. The first of the next
generation of Mashile man was born. Although the
sisters-in-law had sons they weren't really Mashile's,
but my son was the heir to everything. Life was
perfect. Until it wasn'.

One night | woke up to go check on the kids, Paul
wasnt in bed so | decided to go check on him in the
study. He was there sleeping on the couch. | didnt
want to wake him so | decided to put a throw over
him. | was about to do that when | noticed that his
laptop was on. When | tried to switch it off the video
started to play. It would have been an easier pill to
swallow if he had been watching porn, but no, he



was busy watching old videos of himself and my
sister, and then it dawned on me, no matter how
hard | try, he will never love me the way he loved her.
Inspite of her being in jail for trying to kill him he still
pined over her.

| left him there and tried to gather myself. | went to
sleep angry, angry at him and angry at her. Why did
she have to be so perfect in everyone's eyes? Even
my own mother refused to handle my lobola
negotiations because she was loyal to her. Now my
husband was still holding out a torch for her. When
will she lose? How long do | have to live in her
shadow?

The door opened and my son and daughter walked
in dragging their suitcases, why are they even back,
they should be in school.

"What are you guys doing here? Shouldn't you be at
school?"



"Relax mum, we will stay out of your way, we thougt
you would be on a girls trip somewhere." Princess
answered while her brother went up the stairs with
his headphones on.

"That's beside the point Princess."

"Its a long weekend mum, we cant be at school
alone. If you feel we'll be an inconvenience to you I'll
ask the driver to take us to grandma's.” She said
trying to walk out the door.

"No, baby this is your home, you know | love having
you here." She rolled her eyes and dragged her
luggage upstairs.

Who am | kidding, | was never meant to be a mother.
For some people motherhood comes naturally but to
me it's a struggle, if the kids arent noisy they are
fighting, and if it's not that then they are just
naturally irritating. And now that Nomonde has
ruined my favourite club | cant even fly down to
Durban so | will have to tolerate my kids for a whole
weekend. Plus | dont have the energy to be judged



by my "perfect” mother-in-law. God give me strength.
Argh.

Unedited ¥ ¥ ¥ @
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ELEVEN

Spending the weekend with my family was all |
needed. | got back to work the following week ready
for just about anything. | got to work and found
Bonsile already there. | greeted and went to change, |
locked my stuff in the locker and went back to the
front. | joined Bonsile at the bar and helped her dry
the glasses.

"So how was your weekend?" She asked.

"Perfect. After the drama with Amanda | needed to
be with my family."

"Good, I'm happy for you. Although Lungelo seemed
to be moody since tou weren't here.”

"Why would he be moody, I've been here for less
than a month." | wasnt sure if this sudden mood she
is talking about was good or bad. | just hope | wont



lose my job because of it.

"You really are blind arent you? The man has a crush
on you. | mean he has started spending more time in
the club than before. He used to come here twice a
month at most and now he is here almost everyday,
and the only thing that has changed, you joined the
team." | laughed.

"Come on, you mind is on a fast train to nowhere
Sweety."

"If you say so. And speaking of which......." she said
looking at the entrance. | turned to see what had
caught her attention and it was Lungelo.

He walked in with a guy who looked almost like him.
They walked past us and greeted before going up to
the office. | did notice the guy smiling at Bonsile
though. | looked at her and she had a smile
plastered on her face as she watched them go up
the stairs. | waved my hand in front of her and she
blinked before looking back at me.



"Speaking of crushes, who is he?" She blushed and
continued working.

"That is his brother. Muzi Radebe."
"You have a crush on him, dont you?"

"Well not a crush per say, we are in a relationship,
although no one knows about it." She said with a hint
of sadness in her voice.

"Why not? If you too live each other then what's the
problem?”

"Well, his wife died a year and a half ago. We started
seeing each other six months after so he thinks it's
too soon for people to know about us because of
that."

"So you have to stay hidden like some sort of a
mistress?’ She shrugged her shoulders but | could
see she was hurt.

The bar phone rang and | picked it up.

"Monde can | please have a six pack of Heineken in
the office please. And some food from the kitchen."



He said before hanging up. | looked at the phone
before putting it back in its place. How did he even
know | would answer the phone? And what food
does he want.

| took the alcohol and put it in the ice bucket then
filled it with ice. | took it upstairs to the office. |
knocked and heard him say come in. | walked in and
he was seated with his brother and Thulani
discussing something. | placed the bucket on the
table.

"Thank you. Welcome back by the way." He said and
opened a bottle of beer.

"Thank you. You didnt tell me what food you want."

"Surprise me." He said with a smile. | must admit he
has a beautiful smile. With a single dimple on his
right cheek.

"As long as it's got chilli." His brother said. | smiled
and walked out. | went back to the bar.



"If you want this guy to take your relationship
seriously you need to make him realize that you are
not the type of person to be hidden. If he really loves
you he shouldn't be afraid of what other people say."
| told Bonsile.

| walked to the kitchen and ordered a dozen peri peri
wings, wors and some steak with chips, pap and
chakalaka on the side. | went back to the bar and
started working. Since Bonsile had started the early
shift she would knock off earlier than me so | had to
prepare myself to man the bar alone after she's gone.
Hopefully Thulani will be in hand to help.

Soon as the food was ready | took it upstairs. |
handed them the food and went back downstairs.
People were starting to flock in. Lucky for me it was
midweek so I'm pretty sure it wont be busy, but then
again this is Durban.
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By the time my shift finished | felt like my feet had
needles pricking them everytime | took a step. We
cleaned cause we didnt want to come in too early
tomorrow. | went to the locker rooms to get my stuff
while everyone was already on their way out. Thulani
and Lungelo came down the stairs after cashing up.
| walked out and almost had a heart attack when |
couldn't find the staff transport. They left me. How
the hell am | supposed to get home now? | dont even
have the number for a cab.

| stood there trying to figure out what to do. | saw
Lungelo and Thulani walk out, i went back to them
while they locked up.

"Hi, I need your help.” They turned to look at me.

"l thought you'd left?" Lungelo said looking behind
me.



"Yeah the transport left me. Can you call me a cab.”
"No need for that. I'll take you home."
"Thank you but a cab will do.”

"Dont waste your energy Monde, he wont take no for
an answer. I'll see you guys tomorrow." Thulani said
and walked to his car. He drove off as Lungelo led
me to his car. He opened the door for me and | got in.
| told him where we stay and he drove there.

"So how was home?”
"It was great. | miss them already.”

"Besides Amanda, how many other siblings do you
have?"

"None. It's just her. | have a daughter though.”
"Really? You look to young to have a child."
"Ha ha ha very funny." He laughs.

"What's funny.”

"I'm old shem."



"Well your mother must have the strongest Gene's.
You dont look a day over twenty five." | chuckled. No
one has ever said that to me. Welk | do look young
but | doubt | look like an under twenty five.

He got to my place and dropped me off. | thanked
him and got out of the car. He waited until | was
inside the building before he drove off. | got to the
flat and took a shower. | went straight to bed after. |
need as much sleep as | can get.

AMANDA

The family is hosting a dinner tonight to welcome
back my dear sister in law Bonolo, she has been
away studying in the states. She doesnt like me very
much. The little time I've been in her presence hasn't
been nice. She thinks she breathes out flavoured



oxygen.

Paul drove the kids back to school yesterday and he
came back late in the evening. With the kids gone |
can have my peace back. This house was way too
noisy for my liking. | got ready to drive to that house.
| know Paul wont even come to pick me up, I'm sure
he is there already.

| drove to Houghton and sure enough his car was
already parked outside. I'm sure the guest of honor
was here already judging by the laughter coming
from the house. | walked in and the mood was jolly
and happy. | grabbed a glass of mimosa from the
waiter passing by. Yes, there is a waiter at a family
dinner. This woman is super extra. | saw her walk
down the stairs and she walked straight to me.

"Amanda, you are late." My dear mother in law said.

"My apologies ma, | got caught up at work." She



faked a smile.

"No worries. The guest of honor is not here yet." She
said and walked away. | went upstairs to the guest
bedroom and threw myself on the bed. | sat there for
a while before Paul walked in.

"What are you doing in here? The party is downstairs.
Come on, Bonolo is almost here." He said and
walked out. | sighed and got up. | went downstairs
and the music was already off. | forgot this was a
surprise party. Lesego came in and announced that
Bonolo was outside so we had to hide. | went to the
kitchen while everyone was busy trying to find a
hiding spot.

| heard them shout surprise while | gulped down my
second glass of mimosa. | went out to join the party
and people were busy hugging Bonolo. She saw me
from the corner of her eye while hugging Paul. Her
smile turned to a frown soon as she saw me. She
picked up her smile soon as Paul let go of her and



she kept on hugging people.

We sat down for the dinner and she went on and on
about her time at Harvard, as if she was the first one
to make it to Harvard. Mxm, bloody show off. | got
up after dessert and went to the bathroom. | peed
then powdered my nose. When | walked out | found
Bonolo standing against the wall with her arms
crossed across her chest. I'm not ready for whatever
drama she brings.

"Welcome home. It wasnt the same without you.
Congratulations on your degree t00."

"Its a Master's degree honey. I'm surprised you are
still here, | thought Paul would have dumped your
ass by now."

"Ever heard the term till death do us apart?”

"Where you're concerned, | doubt that term holds
true. Someday Paul will see right through you and
then he will dump you out with the trash cause that's



where you belong." | chuckled and walked closer to
her.

"Sweety, you've been singing that same song for
years now and yet I'm still here. This little torch you
are still holding for my sister will burn out eventually,
just you wait." She walked closer to me and stood
inches away from my face.

"That torch | hold for your sister will always burn
bright. I've never believed she tried to kill my brother
and | still dont believe it now. Nomonde is ten times
the woman you will ever be. You can wear expensive
clothes and perfume but that perfume will never be
enough to stop the stinking smell that comes from
your evil heart. You are nothing more than an
opportunistic and gold digging trash. And one day,
everyone will see right through you." She said before
walking back downstairs.

| hate her. This family has never fully warmed up to
me but they've always been civil. Bonolo on the other
hand has always been a cold hearted bitch, her



return is only going to make my life more
uncomfortable. | need to get rid of her, quick.
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MY SISTERS KEEPER

TWELVE

If anyone had to ask me why | slept for less than
three hours | probably wouldn't have an answer. Last
night, well this morning | knocked off super late or
super early depending on how you look at it. We
knocked off at three thirty in the morning and |
ended up falling asleep a few minutes past four. Its
six thirty now and I'm already up. I've been trying to
close my eyes and will my body to sleep but | have
been failing.

| gave up trying and decided to go clean the house
and make breakfast. | first went to the bathroom and
washed my face then brushed my teeth. | got to the
kitchen and cleaned up before moving to the lounge.
By the time | was done | was too tired to make a
proper breakfast so | just made soft porridge. |
dished up and went to sit in the lounge watching



cartoons. | bought free minutes on Vodacom and
called my mum. We chatted for a while and then |
spoke to Bontle. She was in a jovial mood cause
some boy had asked her to be his date to the Matric
dance. After speaking to her | said a little prayer
thanking God for these two people in my life. He
alone knows their faith and prayers kept me through
the toughest days of my life.

Bonsile walked in from her room and went straight
to the kitchen to dish up. | didnt even know she was
home. | thought she'd be with her boyfriend. She
came in and sat down on the other couch.

"l thought you'd be with your man."” She looked at me
and chuckled.

"Well | took your advice. | told him I'm tired of being
hidden. Then | gave him an ultimatum, either we let
people know we are together or we end things."

"So what did he decide?"



"He tried to make me see "reason” on why it was
important to keep our relationship private.”

"There is a huge difference between being private
and being kept a secret.”

"And that's exactly what | told him. No one knows we
are together so how is that a 'private’ relationship?
Mxm, that man thinks he's the only one walking this
earth. There are plenty fishes in the sea.”

"True, but give him time, maybe he'll come around.”

"Yeah well | wont be waiting around for him to come
to his senses."

We finished eating and she went to take a shower.
Since she was taking the early shift again tonight
she had to leave before me. | could feel my eyes
getting tired. | set an alarm for two hours later and
took a nap on the couch. Hopefully | can get enough
rest to keep me up tonight.

| woke up even before the alarm rang. | went to take



a shower. | didnt even see Bonsile leaving. | finished
bathing and wore my uniform. | was putting on my
sneakers when | heard a knock on the door. | hope
it's not Bonsile's boyfriend. | left the bedroom and
went to open the door. | was surprised to find
Lungelo standing in the doorway.

"Hey, what are you doing here?"

"l came to pick you up.” He said walking into the
house. He looked around and I'm pretty sure he has
never been in a flat this small.

"You do know there are taxis right." | said and he
turned and looked at me. He was smiling, and his
dimple was visible.

"Well | was in the neighborhood. So | thought I'd give
you a lift." | could bet my entire months salary that
he is lying, but | decided not to drag his little lie
further than it needs to be.

"Okay then. I'll go get my bag." I left him there and
went to my room. | combed my short hair and went
back to the lounge with my sling bag strapped



across my chest. | found him sitting on the couch
watching the cartoons. "I'm ready." He got up and
switched off the TV.

We walked out and he took the keys from me and
locked. He led me down the stairs instead of us
taking the elevator. We live on the fifth floor and he
expects me to take the stairs. Atleast we are going
down and not up.

"So tell me who is Nomonde Mashile." He asked as
we went down the stairs.

"Well, what is it that you want to know?" I've never
had to tell a stranger who | am before. Not even
when | was working have | ever been asked to say
who | am. But what's scary now is having to tell
someone that | spent the last fifteen years of my life
behind bars.

"Everything. You seem like a smart beautiful woman,
why are you working in a club?”



"l need the money."
"Come on. That cant be all.”
"It is actually.” | was getting a bit restless.

"Okay, I'll let it go, for now."

We walked to the gate and he tagged us out. He
opened the car door for me before getting in. He
drove until we got to work. Thank God for the dark
windows in this place, | wont have to deal with the
gossiping if people had to see me getting out if his
car.

| opened the door and got out. | was trying to rush in
before him but he somehow caught up to me with
his long strides. We walked in side by side. | tried not
to look at the staff who were looking at us sideways.
We parted ways when | went to the locker room to
put my things and he walked up the stairs to the
office. | came back and found Bonsile with a huge
grin on her face. | tried to ignore her but it was just



impossible.

"Say what you want to say Bonsile and get rid of that
smile on your face."

"Do you have any idea how good you look together
though.”

"Stop daydreaming.”
"I'm not. You look so cute together.”

"Stop talking about me and this none existent crush
you've been seeing. Has your man called?”

"Speak of the devil." She said looking at the door. |
looked and saw Muzi walking in. He walked up to the
bar.

"We need to talk." He said as he sat down on the
chair.

"Il give you some privacy." | tried to walk away.

"No, stay. I'm sure whatever he has to say he can say
in front of you." He walked around the counter and



came into the bar. He looked at Bonsile and grabbed
her by her waist bringing her close to him. He kissed
her with all eyes on them. He pulled out after a while.

"Is that public enough for you?" He asked and | saw a
huge smile form on her face. She kissed him again.
He pulled out and jumped over the counter and
walked up the stairs to his office.

"So, you are officially Muzi Radebe's girlfriend.”

"l guess so." She said with a huge ass grin on her
face. I'm a sucker for love and this one seems to be
a potentially great love story.

BONOLO

I've never liked Amanda and I've never been able to
pretend to like her. The rest of my family might
tolerate her but | could never pretend. And that was
just when she was just Nomonde's sister, mybhatred



for her became worse when she married my brother.
| might have been in High school at the time but |
was old enough to know that something didnt make
sense with Nomonde's arrest and subsequent
sentencing. And what Amanda marrying Paul fueled
my suspicions even more. Somehow | always felt
like she had something to do with it. But being a kid
at the time no one was willing to listen to me.

After she was sentenced | vowed to study law so |
can get her out. She was more of a big sister to me
than my own sisters were. Yes we had a normal
relationship as sisters but everyone felt the need to
look at me as a child and thus treat me like one.
Even my own brothers have a hard time seeing me
as an adult even now. Everyone calls me Princess,
yes it's my name but | still prefer Bonolo cause it
sounds grown.

Nomonde was the kind of person | could tell all my
secrets to. Even when i had my first crush she was



the first person i told. | was heartbroken when she
was arrested, it felt like I'd lost a huge part of my
heart. | left home and went to study in the States
mostly because | needed to be far from my family, |
was angry at them for not believing her, i was angry
at them for not fighting for her. | guess a part of me
is still angry. But i chose to fuel my anger on to
something positive. Now that Nomonde is out of
prison i will prove her innocence, and then help her
sue the shit out of the police department and the
Mashile family. Yes | will make sure they feel the
pain for every single day she spent in that hellhole.

| went to the police station earlier armed with a court
order from a dear friend, that allowed me to have
access to all of Nomonde's case files, including the
DNA tests that were conducted on Bontle, which
made everyone believe she wasnt a Mashile. And
that's something else my family will have to pay for,
allowing a Mashile child to suffer while they lived
lavish.



| got all the case files and loaded them up in my car.
| drove to my new offices. | thought about leaving
the files there but | decided against it. | decided to
take them to secret location, Lord knows how many
people are hoping for the truth to stay buried, and if
they find out | have these files they will do anything
to destroy them.

Once | was sure the files were safe | drove home. My
mother was hosting another family dinner. This
woman sure has time on her hands. | need to get her
a boyfriend. Cause these family dinners are nothing
more than a sham.

| drove in and found everyone already seated. | sat
down too and dished up. We ate with conversations
happening few and far in between every scoop of
food. The staff brought out desert so | asked them
to bring champagne too. Of course my family was
surprised about that. Everyone got a glass. | stood
up and faced them.



"Family, thank you for lending me your ear. | have
news. As of this morning | have been granted a court
order giving me permission to reopen Nomonde's
case." | heard them gasping, but my eyes were
focused on Amanda. I'm not sure if it was fear or
panic | saw in her eyes, but i know it wasnt good, for
her that is.

"Are you out of your mind Princess?" My mum asked
as she out down the glass of champagne.

"No mum, I'm not. Nomonde was tried and
persecuted for something | personally believe she
didnt do. So | am going to help her prove her
innocence. And once that is done, | will help her draw
up a civil suit against the force and this family."

I've never seen my family this she'll shocked before.
The Mashile name alone tends to send fear down
people's spines, but I'm a Mashile, so even though
people fear my family, | dont.



"You've been gone for so long that you've forgotten

what family is. You want to side with someone who
tried to kill your brother? Really Bonolo." My brother
Lesego said. | could see he was angry, the clenched
jaws and lines forming on his forehead and the side
of his face were proof of that.

"You seem to forget Bontle is family too. But you had
no problem turning your back on her and sending her
mother to prison.”

"BONOLO!" Lesego shouted and hit the table. He
stood up with his fists clenched and balanced on the
table. He looked at me straight in the face with his
eyes full of rage.

"You can shout till Jesus comes back brother, but
you know I'm just as stubborn as you. | will prove
Nomonde's innocence and there is absolutely
nothing you can do about it."

| walked out leaving them there unable to even
speak. If | ever had doubts about this before, they
are gone now. | will prove Nomonde's innocence,



even if it's the last thing | do.
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MY SISTERS KEEPER

THIRTEEN

"Bonolo, what the fuck is wrong with you?" My dear
mother shouted as she barged into my office. Ita
crazy to think | just finished my Master's less than
two months ago and | came home to a job and a
corner office. The joy's of being a struggle hero's
daughter, a lot of things come easy.

"Goodmorning mother, how are you this morning?”

"Dont bullshit me Bonolo, what was that crap you
said last night?"

"Its not crap, | plan on pursuing this to the very end. |
need to find the truth.”

"Everyone knows the truth Bonolo." She muttered
between clenched teeth.

"The truth according to you and whoever framed
Nomonde, and my guess is that daughter in law of
yours is behind it."



"What are you talking about?" She asked, her
curiosity obviously piqued.

"I'm talking about that good for nothing Amanda, |
have a feeling she is behind this whole thing, and |
will prove it, even if it's the last thing i do."

"If you really believe that then why would you make
an announcement in front of the whole family, with
the person you suspect right there? What if she does
something to harm you?"

"Then you'll know where to look. I'm not stupid ma, if
my gut is right, Amanda right now is probably trying
to cover her tracks. And if she is then it's highly likely
that she missed something the last time."

"And you're banking on that to catch her?" She asked
as she pulled the visitors chair back and sat down.

"Yep.

"Fine, I'll let you do what you need to do. But I'm
assigning a guard to you. If you are right then you
might be in danger.”

"Thank you but | dont need one."



'l wasnt really asking." She got up and grabbed her
bag. "And you better forget about that suing
business."” She said and walked out.

Suing is exactly what | will convince Monde to do
once l've proven her innocence. Nothing can being
back the years she spent behind bars and away from
her babygirl. | took out two pictures from my drawer.
One was of me as a teenager, | think | was about
seventeen or eighteen and the other was a picture of
Bontle | stole from Instagram. Putting these pics
side by side was like looking at the same person.
Bontle looks exactly like me, so this business of her
not being a Mashile will never sit right with me until
this part is explained.

My boss knocked on the door and told me to get
ready to go to court. | grabbed my notes and files
and walked with her to her car. We got in and the
driver drove to court. | had this uneasy feeling

through out the court proceedings that someone



was watching me. | kept looking over my shoulder
but | couldn't see anything or anyone unfamiliar, just
strangers in a courtroom.

When we drove back to the office | noticed a navy
blue Tazz following me. I didnt think much of it, we
went to the mall to get some lunch and the Tazz
parked in the same parking lot, just a few spaces
away. Again | thought my brain was just on high alert
for whatever reason so | chose to ignore the feeling.
| knew something was up with the Tazz when we
drove out and the same car was following us. We
got to the office and only then did the car drive past
the building.

Soon as | got to my office and texted mum and told
her that I'd need the guard before | knock off work
today. Maybe | am a bit paranoid right now but I'd
rather be safe than sorry. And whoever that is, if they
think they can intimidate me then they clearly dont
know me.



AMANDA

I've been pacing up and down this little flat for the
past hour now. | still dont know why Thabang is not
back yet. How long does it take to steal evidence
from a police station. Evidence that's probably
gathered enough dust for us to have a desert right
here in Joburg.

| heard a key turn in the door and | let out a sigh of
relief. | watched the door waiting for him to walk in.
When he finally did, he had nothing. This has to be a
joke right? But for his sake | hope it's not, my life is
on the line.

"Thabang, please tell me this is a joke. Your hands
are empty." He dragged his feet and threw himself
on the couch. The way he threw himself on that



raggedy old ass thing I'm sure a spring probably
popped out.

"The evidence is gone!” | felt my temperature rising
with every word he spoke. | swear if anyone would
test me now they would think | have Corona.

"Gone where?" | whispered, the words barely leaving
my mouth.

"According to Bra Moss, a woman came to the
station last night with a court order and demanded
the evidence. You know no one would disrespect a
court order so they gave her everything.”

| felt my feet turn to jelly. | held onto anything | could
find until I got to the couch. | sat down and tried to
calm my mind and heart down. I'm screwed. If
Bonolo has all the evidence then I'm screwed. Yes
we covered our tracks, but that girl is like a dog with
a bone. She wont stop till she finds what she is
looking for, and right now that's my head on a platter.



"If the woman who has the evidence is the same
woman you say is after you then we have only one
option, we have to send her to meet her maker." |
turned to look at him. Why am | the only one with
brains in all this.

"Do you know who she is? Did you even think about
that before you opened that mouth of yours and
uttered those words? If it is Bonolo and then
something happens to her, the Mashile's will bring
this country to a standstill until whoever is
responsible is found, and then they will kill us."

"Oh come on, they kept your sister alive in jail for
fifteen years."

"And for any normal person she would have been out
in less than five years. No one touches Bonolo until |
have a solid plan to get that evidence away from
her." | grabbed my bag and walked out.

| requested an uber and it took me to the mall. | took
my car that | left there and drove to Sandton. | got
out of my car and walked to his offices. His PA



wasnt in his desk so | just got into his office. And lo
and behold | found his PA, on his knees sucking his
dick off.

"If you're going to do that in the office the least you
can do is lock the door.”" The PA quickly got up and
ran out. Malcolm pulled his pants up and fastened
his belt.

"What do you want Amanda?” He said walking
around his desk and taking a seat.

"We have a problem.”
"If it's about my brother then | dont want to know."

"Its not about your brother, it's about your little sister
Princess and her little announcement last night."

"What are you afraid off? Bonolo will get bored soon
enough, plus you covered your tracks so theres
nothing there. Right?" He questioned looking up at
me.

"You mean OUR tracks? Anyways It depends on how
you look at it. She has the evidence.”



"What do you mean?”

"She might have obtained a court order and now the
evidence is in her posession.”

"You cant be serious right now."

"I'm dead serious. You better get that little girl on a
leash before all hell breaks loose."

"Dont threaten me Amanda. You and | are both
screwed if she even finds an ounce of evidence."

"l think you are more screwed than | am. Think about
it, what will the country think when they find out that
young charismatic presidential hopeful, Malcolm
Mashile, the answer to the youths prayers is actually
a dick loving playboy who caters to the needs of the
most powerful men in our society. Who do you think
is going to vote for your party then? And if they find
out how far back this little hobby of yours goes, nc
nc nc. Get that little girl on a leash Malcolm, dead
serious. I'm not going to lose my life because of a
little spoilt brat."



| turned and walked out and found his PA pretending
to type something on her laptop. It's such a pity
seeing girls like her go through this BS, thinking they
can get Malcolm away from his wife meanwhile he
doesnt even like her. This is just a cover up for his
sexuality.

Fifteen years ago when the country was really
homophobic, blackmailing him was easy, but now
our society has evolved, not entirely but still, its
evolved. For his sake though, | hope he gets that
little girl in check, otherwise pictures of him sucking
different dicks will be splashed across all the major
Sunday tabloids. Come to think of it, if | leaked the
pictures now, the family would be too busy putting
out fires to even think about Bonolo's little tantrum,
and that will be enough for me to get her out the way,
permanently. Yeah, this could work.



NOMONDE

Ever since Muzi publicly claimed Bonsile it's like their
relationship started all over again. Now they are like
teenagers in love. It's beautiful to see her happy
without having to hide it. She even spends more
nights with him than in this place.

| got home late as usual and went straight to bed
last night. People in Durban dont sleep honestly. Its
midweek and the club was just as busy as any
weekend, and the fact that its month end already
isnt helping much.

| woke up in the morning and cleaned the house and
did the laundry. | took a bath and just waited for the
time so | can go to work. | looked at the message
from the bank notifying me about my salary being
paid and i still cant believe i made this much money
in my first month working. It's still surreal.



| heard a knock on the door and | went to open. |
found Lungelo standing there with a chicken licken
plastic bag.

"Hi, what are you doing here?"

"l was in the neighborhood so | thought I'd bring
some lunch." He said lifting the plastic up.

"Right!" | moved aside and let him walk in. | got two
plates from the kitchen and two glasses. | found him
going through the channels on TV.

"Why dont you have Supersport?”
"We dont really watch sports.”

"Well, I do." He said putting the remote away. |
opened the plastic bag and dished up for us. |
handed him his plate. "So I'll miss the game?”

"Apparently so. Did you come here to watch soccer?”
"Maybe."
"You should have stayed in your house then.”

"You're right. Let's go." He got up with his plate and



drink.
"Where are we going?"

"To my house. We will watch the game there." What?
Is he high on something? "Come on, the game starts
in fifteen minutes and my house is twenty minutes
away." He said while standing by the door. There has
to be something wrong with him.

| got up and took my plate of food and followed him.
| locked the door and we got into his car and drove
to his house. Something might be wrong with me
too, why am | even going to this mans house? Where
does my brain go where he is concerned?
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MY SISTERS KEEPER

FOURTEEN

Mornings are Gods way of saying heres one more
chance, to live, to start over and blah blah blah. |
dont remember the last part but that's what my mum
always told us growing up. She always said
Yesterday is gone, enjoy today and prepare for
tomorrow. And I've lived with that my whole life.
Even when | was in jail it was my daily reminder.
With all the hell that happened in there, these words
became my anchor and calm in the middle of the
storm.

| woke up and stretched my arms. | don't know when
| fell asleep but the last thing i remember is
celebrating Chief's win with Lungelo in his house. |
looked around and there is no way in hell this was
my bedroom. It was a beautiful room with nude
coloured paint with splashes of colour here and



there. | looked at the clock on the side of the table
and the numbers 7:30 were boldly visible. | sat up so
fast remembering | didnt go to work last night. Holy
fuck.

| quickly got up and opened the first door i saw and it
was a closet, i presume this must be a guest
bedroom since the closet didnt have much stuff in it,
just towels and a bathrobe. | grabbed the bathrobe
and opened the second door where | found the
bathroom. This room is huge. | quickly jumped in the
shower and got out in less than ten minutes. |
opened the cabinet and found some women's
toiletries. | decided to use them. The owner will just
have to forgive me.

| went back to the bedroom and put on my Jean's
and tshirt. My sneakers were sitting pretty by the
door. | made the bed before putting them on and
walking out. | walked down the stairs and smelt
something coming from somewhere. | decided to



follow the scent and it led me to the kitchen. Lungelo
was busy on the stove cooking something with his
headphones on. He was topless with just shorts and
slippers on. | wonder how many times he works out
in a week, I'm pretty sure its everyday, theres no way
in hell he got all that definition and muscles from
playing around in the gym once a week.

The lion head tattoo on his back seemed to follow
his movements every time he used his muscles. | sat
down on the highchair and rested my chin on my
curled up hands and watched him move around. He
turned after a while and almost dropped the pan
when he saw me there.

"Hey, you're up.” He said almost sounding
disappointed while pulling the headphones away
from his ears.

"Hi, how long have | been sleeping?”

"Long enough to miss work." He put a plate in front
of me and dished up the scrambled eggs.



"I'm sorry."

"Dont be, you looked tired and | didnt want to wake
you. | called Thulani and told him that you weren't
feeling okay." He poured a cup of coffee and placed
it in front of me with some toast and sausages,
mushrooms, tomatoes and cheese. | havent had a
breakfast like this in forever. Although | am grateful
to him for calling Thulani I still couldn't help over
thinking about the money | just lost. The tips alone
would have gone a long way.

| picked up the fork and started eating. | could hear
him talking but | had no idea what he was saying. My
brain was still trying to process the fact that | just
lost a shitload of money that could have gone a long
way in helping Bontle when she gets to varsity next
year.

"Anyways | was thinking of getting a couple of
strippers to give you a lap dance.”

"That would be nice."



"And then we can have a threesome with one of
them."

"Cool."
"You're not listening to me are you?"
"Right.”

"Nomonde!" He half shouted bringing me back to the
present.

"What?"

"Did you hear anything | just said?" | tried to filter my
mind to figure out what he said but all | could come
up with was strippers and threesomes. Why would |
even be thinking about that? But | know I'm not
letting these words leave my head.

"I'm sorry, | just have a lot on my mind."
"Like what?"
'l missed work."

"I know that. It's just one day Nomonde, it's not a
train smash.”

"No, but | did just miss out on some good tips.”



"Its just money. You can make it back tonight."
"That's easy for you to say."

"Okay tell you what, since you missed work because
of me, how about | pay you for the night.”

"Thank you but no thanks. I'm just overreacting.
Thank you for breakfast. | need to go home and get
ready for my shift."

"Ok, I'll drive you." He gets up and heads upstairs.

| take the plates and put them in the sink, | open the
tap and the hot water cascades over the oily stains
and drags them down to the pits of the sewage. |
finish cleaning up and go around the downstairs part
of the house. Yesterday | didnt get time to do a mini
tour. With every nook and cranny | walk into | cant
help but admire the beauty of this place. It's a
beautiful house, charming but modern, art fills the
walls in just the right spaces to make it interesting.
There is what looks like a whole gallery of black and
white pictures on one wall. It looks like a family tree
with two pictures of some old people at the top and



followed by rows and rows of different people's
photos in frames. I'm guessing they are the Radebe
family.

| walk around till | get to what looks like a study or an
office. Well the thousands of books in oakwood
cupboards pretty much confirm that. I get in and go
through some of the books. He has an amazing
collection of masterpieces, from the Pilgrims
Progress by John Bunyan from the sixteen hundreds
all the way down to new and amazing writers like
Simphiwe Molaba, Yvonne Maphosa and Busisekile
Khumalo. You cant really tell what his proper taste is
but I'm sure | could be locked in here for months and
| wouldn't miss the outside world. Well maybe |
would miss my mum and Bontle.

| grabbed Fallen Candle by Busisekile, people with
proper connections, the book isnt even out yet but
here he is with it resting pretty in his study. He needs
to share the secret. | take the book and head to the



couch. | move the papers that are occupying the
couch to one side and sit down. | read the first page
and close it again. If | start now chances are | wont
be able to put it down and then I'll miss work again.
This one needs my full attention.

| put the book on the armrest of the couch and pick
up the papers laying on the couch. | go through them
and realize these are the clubs books. Now me being
me, two things can capture my attention and make
me get lost in them, amazing literature and numbers.
| go through each page one by one. | put them
together in piles on the floor. Something doesnt
make sense.

"Hey, I'm ready we can........... " he stops dead in his
tracks when he sees me on the floor. | dont even
know when | grabbed a pencil but | have it in my
hand and I've circled and underlined so many
numbers. "You're busy.”

"I'm sorry, numbers are my favorite thing in the



world." He chuckles and comes to sit on the couch
behind me.

"No problem, so what did you find, | cant seem to
make sense of anything there."

"Arent you supposed to be a businessman?” He slips
down from the couch and sits next to me.

"Even Bill Gates has an accountant. So what's
happening there."

"Well, this is just an assessment, maybe you will
need a professional to look at these, but | think
someone is stealing from you." | see his jaw clench
and release.

'l thought as much.”
"So you knew that already?”

"I had my suspicions, but you just confirmed it." He
takes out his phone and calls someone. "Yeah bafo, |
need your auditor guy to do an audit of the
club............. Yeah, before the Joburg one opens, |
need to know what's going on....... Sharp.”" He hangs
up. Atleast he's getting a proper assessment and not



taking my word for it.

He gets up from the floor then helps me up. We pick
up the papers and put them back on the couch. |
pick up the book and try to master up enough
courage ask him for it.

"No!" He says before | can even say anything. | guess
the book being in my hands was a dead giveaway.

"l haven't said anything yet."
"If you want to read it, you'll have to do it here."
"l have work."

"You have off days. Besides, it took some major
begging and pleading for me to even get that so we
cant have people getting hold of it before it actually
comes out." He takes the book from my hands and
puts it back in the shelf.

"What happened to chivalry?" He throws his head
back laughing.

"Consider this chivalry." He puts his elbow out for
me to hook my arm in. | do it and we walk out



together. "Dont sulk, this is just another way to have
you back in this house again, besides it was kind of

nice to have some laughter in here." | smile and look
away.

We get into his car and he drives me back to my
place. He drops me off and drives off. | get into the
apartment and find Bonsile in the kitchen cooking. |
look at the two plates she has set up and | know
Muzi is probably here.

"Oh thank you, how did you know | was hungry?" She
laughs and grabs the plate away.

"Girl dont even, pretty sure you got fed where you
came from, topped with some Vitamin D." She winks
at me.

"I'm going to get ready for work."

"We have atleast five hours before we have to be at
work. Spill. Where were you?"

"Don't you have company?”



"Il let it go.......... "we are disturbed by a man's voice
coming in from the passage.

"Babe what's............ shoot.”" He pops out to the
kitchen with his underwear on and nothing else.
"Oops." He turns as quickly as he came and goes
back to the bedroom. Bonsile and | look at each
other and try to muff our laughs with our hands.

"l think | need to lock myself in my room till he goes
before things get awkward."

"You are a star.” She picks up the plates and walks
to her room. | grab my bag and head to my room too.
| text Bontle just to check up on them and she
assures me everything is fine. | promise to send
them money the next day before she has to go and
study. | must admit, this taking life a day at a time
was a good idea. And maybe it won't be so bad
afterall.



NARRATED

In Joburg, Bonolo is in her office working when her
brother Malcolm comes barging into the office.
Instead of saying anything he starts pacing up and
down huffing and puffing.

"If you wont say why you are here please leave." She
says looking back at the files in front of her.

"Princess, please let go of this investigation of
yours." He says stopping to look at his little sister.

"Which one?" She asks not taking her eyes of the
files.

"The one on Nomonde. I'm begging you please let it

go.

"Why? My gut tells me that she was framed, all |
have to do now is find out how and by who. And you
being here right now makes me believe you know
something.” She looks at him while she plays with
her pen.



"I dont know anything, I'm just worried about you,
what if this thing leads you to some dangerous
people, what then? | dont want to lose my sister.”

"You can relax brother, mum already got me security
so you have nothing to worry about.”

"l guess, but promise me if things get complicated
you will let it go."

"I'll try." He smiles at her and walks out.

Malcolm walks to the parking lot and gets into his
car. He picks up the envelope laying on the
passenger seat next to him. He opens it and looks at
the compromising photos in them. The little note
written "tick tock" at the top reminding him of all he
could potentially lose if these ever got out. If the
public found out that he was having sex with the
President of the country, chances of his party being
elected into the highest office in the land would go
up in flames.



One thing his father has always wanted, and what
was his dying wish was to see a Mashile walking the
corridors of The Union Building as President of
South Africa, of all his siblings he knew that was just
his father's way of trying to push him to pursue his
political interests, and it worked. For years he had
built up a following, mostly from the youth who were
ready for change, and this was the year he felt The
South African Youth Party stood a chance against
the ruling party, but these would throw all his
hardwork down the drain.

He took the photos and got a lighter from his pocket
and lit it, he took the flame to the photos and
watched them go up in smoke. He opened the door
and threw the burning papers onto the ground and
watched them turn to ash. Soon as he was sure the
photos were gone and the wind had sent the ash
scattering everywhere he closed the car door.

"Damn you Amand, Damn you!" He said hitting the



steering wheel with the palm of his hand. What was
he supposed to do now? If this was anyone else they
would be six feet under by now, but this is his little
sister, he cant kill her. Or could he?
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MY SISTERS KEEPER

FIFTEEN

Lungelo was clearly serious about getting an auditor
to go through the clubs books. By the time we got to
work the next day there was commotion happening.
People weren't sure what was happening and why,
all they said when we asked is that some nerdy guy
showed up with a briefcase and asked for the clubs
books and he's been locked in the office for hours
now.

We decided to focus in work and let the guy do his
job. It was the weekend anyway and it would be kak
packed today, plus there's some artists coming so
we will have to drink a bunch of energy drinks just to
get through the night.

As expected the crowds starting streaming in



around ten. The thing about clubs that I've noticed,
the fun doesnt begin until after ten towards midnight,
so we know once the clock hits 9:30 we know the
people are coming. And for us it means the tips are
coming in too.

| havent seen Lungelo since | got here and the
auditor has been in the office for almost twelve
hours now. He did order some food and one of the
waiters brought it up to him. | saw Lungelo come in
behind a crowd of rowdy and probably already drunk
girls, he was looking at them like they were crazy.
For someone who owns a club shouldn't he be
happy that they are here to spend money.

He went past us and went to the office. The auditor
left the club just before midnight. | wonder what he
found. Hopefully it's not too bad, cause when |
looked at the books yesterday it seemed like the
theft had been going on for a while.



When the last patron's left around four in the
morning we started cleaning up. Bonsile and |
together with the other bartender made sure the
glasses were clean and everything was in its rightful
place before we left. Even though we didn't have to
do the cleaning now, it helped make sure we can
come in a little later the following day.

We went to get our bags and got ready to leave
when we found Lungelo and Muzi sitting around the
bar with the others standing before them. It looked
like a meeting of some sorts. We decided to join the
crowd and find out what's happening.

"Is everybody here?" Muzi asked looking around. We
turned and looked around too and from the looks of
it everyone was here, except Thulani of course since
he was helping with the pre opening of the Joburg
club.

"Since everyone is here, I'm sure you are all
wondering what the guy who was locked in the



office was doing the whole day, well he is an auditor
and he is here to audit the club. Theres been a
revelation that happened recently, | found out that
someone was stealing from the club. I've suspected
this for a while now but a reliable source made me
realize it was true." He said the last words looking at
me. If | was any lighter my cheeks would be tomato
red by now, but | thank God and my mother for my
chocolate skin.

One of the waiters raised his hand up to speak.
Lungelo nodded his head allowing him to speak.

"Boza, manje kuzowenzakalani uma umthola
lomuntu obhathulayo (what will happen when you
find the person who is stealing?)"

"We'll cross that bridge when we get to it.

For now | need you to go home and rest. We have a
long day tomorrow." He said and the crowd started
dispersing. | was about to follow suit when | felt his
hand on my arm. He waited until everyone was a bit
further away before he spoke to me. "Dont leave, I'll



be out just now." He said then walked up to the
office.

| got out and found Bonsile waiting outside too. The
staff was also waiting for the staff transport to show

up.

"I wonder who is brave enough to steal from
Lungelo?” One of the waitresses said to no one in
particular.

"Whoever it is better make sure their funeral policy is
up to date.” Another one answered.

"Oh come on, stop exaggerating, Lungelo is nice, the
worst that could happen is the person going to jail."
Another replied as they made their way to the taxi
that was already parked. Bonsile and | looked at
each other and laughed.

"Umijolo is nice neh."” She asked with a huge ass
smirk on her face.



"Good thing | am not dating."

"Keep telling yourself that, but one day I'll be a flower
girl at your wedding." | burst out laughing, and just
then Lungelo and Muzi walked out and locked the
doors.We got into their cars and drove out.

"l didn't you serious about getting an auditor.” | said
breaking the silence after a while of driving in silence.

"Well | need concrete proof before | do anything
else.”

"So what will you do when you find the person?”

"l dont know yet. Let's get the truth first then we'll

See.

"The others seem to think you will kill the person.”
He laughed as he parked the car in front of my
building.

"I'm not a killer Nomonde. Anyways forget about that.
| have a request.”

"What?"



"l need you to work with the auditor and figure out
what's happening.”

IINOpe!II
IIWhy?II

"The last time | opened any accounting book was
over fifteen years ago. I'm pretty sure accounting
has evolved since then"

"Well you were able to figure out that someone was
stealing so what will stop you now." What would
stop me really? | mean accounting has always been
my favorite thing in the world. "I'll pay you double."

"And my tips?" He chuckles.

"Okay, double plus double your average weekly tips."
| put out my hand for him to shake and he takes it.

"Deal.” He laughs.
"Great. I'll pick you up in the morning."

"Its morning already.” He looks out the window and
sure enough there are streaks of the sun announcing
its entry.



"Okay I'll pick you up around lunchtime. You'll be
working at my house."

"And work?"
"Don't worry yourself about that."

"Okay then. Let me get some sleep.” | said my
goodbyes and got out of the car.

| got to the flat and took a shower before getting into
bed. | sent Bontle a text telling her to enjoy her day
and give mummy a big hug for me. | know by now
she's about to wake up and prepare for church. My
mother used to refuse to compromise on that when
we were kids. Church was non-negotiable and | am
glad she isn't compromising much with Bontle.
Being in jail also taught to believe in a higher power
and a higher being otherwise | wouldn't have
survived.
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| woke up five hours later and took a bath. | had a
banana and sent Lungelo a text that | was ready. It
wasnt even midday yet but i was ready. I'm not sure
if the excitement was being with him again or just
the thought of doing something | loved.

He showed up less than thirty minutes after | texted
him and he drove us to his house. We found the
auditor with papers sprawled out on the dining table.
He introduced me to him and we got down to work.

We worked for hours and hours and somehow | got
lost in the numbers. Although they didnt make much
sense but we were able to narrow everything down
and get a clue as to what happened. It turns the
stealing has been going on for a while now, about
two years to be exact. All we had to figure out now
was how the money was stolen and where it went.

| was busy looking at some invoices when they were
taken from me. | looked up and Lungelo was



standing in front of me clearing the table.

"l was still using that.”

"l know. But it's late, you need to rest. And you need
to eat.” He took the documents and placed them in a
drawer and closed it. | was tempted to take them out
again but my grumbling stomach reminded me that |
actually havent eaten the whole day so | let that
thought go. | followed him to the kitchen and sat on
the highchair while he dished up. He placed the food
in front of me.

"Thank you." It looked delicious, it was simple rice,
stew and some steamed veggies on the side. A man
who can actually cook proper food is a while
different breed of top tier men, in my opinion anyway.
He sat down next to me with his own plate and we
ate.

"So, tell me, when did you know you loved numbers?”



"Ever since | was a kid. There was always something
fascinating with seeing numbers and trying to make
them make sense. | was way too smart for my own
good.”

"So why didnt you become a Mathematician, that
looks like fun?”

"Maybe. But | loved accounting more. Besides it
seemed like the easier option, | could get a job
sooner thus being able to help my mother and make
life easier for her."

"So were you able to do it? Make life easier for her?"

"Almost. | brought a piece of land with my first three
months salary, | was going to build her a huge
mansion but that didnt pan out. Life got in the way."

"Knowing what you know now, and if you had to go
back in time and change anything, what would you
change?”

"l want to say everything but that everything would
also mean my daughter wouldn't exist. So | dont
think I'd change anything. Maybe be a bit more
cautious on who | allow around me and not trusting



anyone, but other than that....." | shrug. "Every
mistake is a lesson learnt right?"

"Right." He took the plates and placed them in the
sink. "Come on, let's go watch a movie."

| followed him to the lounge and sat on the couch
while he grabbed a throw from the other couch. |
took the remote and switched on the TV. We
watched some romantic movie that was playing on
Netflix. It was fun and cute. | dont know why he even
put it on cause halfway through he was already
yawning. Men and trying to please women, it's funny
to watch.

Soon as the movie finished | needed to pee. | got up
and went to the bathroom. | ce back and he had
already put on another movie. | bumped my little toe
on the cor or of the coffee table and I'm quite certain
my soul just left my body. | flinched in pain and sat
down. He lifted my foot up and put it on his lap and
tried to massage the pain away.



"Is it getting better."

"It is, but not fast enough.” He laughed and lifted my
foot up to his mouth and kissed my little toe. | could
feel myself blushing, | just hope to God he cant see it.

"And now?"

"Well that is actually working." He started kissing my
toe faster making me laugh. "Okay | think I'm fine
now." | said trying to calm my laughing.

He looked at me with a smile on his face and his
dimple making an appearance. I'm not sure what this
man is doing to my insides but | think I like it.
Although logic and common sense are telling me to
take it slow but my heart and vagina also have their
own ideas. And right now it looks like logic and
common sense are slowly fading away.
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MY SISTERS KEEPER

SIXTEEN

| woke up cuddled in Lungelo's arms. And by the
looks of it we were still on the couch with our
clothes on. Thank God. | tried to get up but his arm
tightened around me. | looked up at him and he had
his eyes closed. | need to pee and | couldn't wake
him up. He looked like a peaceful decadent slab of
dark chocolate. | wonder how he is so dark but Muzi
is light?

He stirred a bit and a frown formed on his face. |
wonder if he is having a dream or a nightmare.

"Its rude to stare." He said still with his eyes shut.

"And it's very rude to stop a girl from peeing so early
in the morning." He laughed and his cute dimple
revealed itself.



"You could have just said that."

"Well | thought you were sleeping and | didnt want to
wake you."

"So you'd rather mess up your bladder.” He said as
he loosened his grip on me. | got up and rushed to
the bathroom to pee.

| finished and washed my face before walking back
to the lounge. The lounge was empty so | just
assumed he must have went up to take a shower. |
decided to also go up and take a bath in one of the
guest rooms.

| finished with the shower and went back downstairs.
| took out the documents from the drawer and had
them sprawled out on the table. | made myself a cup
of coffee and got down to work. A few minutes later
Lungelo came down in sweats and a tshirt.

"l am going out to get breakfast. | would ask you to



come with but it looks like those papers won." |
smiled as he kissed me on the forehead before
walking out.

| kept working while waiting for the auditor to show
up. He finally showed up after about twenty minutes.
We got down to work while waiting for Lungelo to
come back with breakfast.

"l think I just figured this out.” | said looking at the
invoices and receipts before.

"What did you find?"

"Well, it looks like whoever was stealing didnt
necessarily take money, but they ordered more stock
than was needed but the extra stock never made it
to the club because the sales dont match up with
the ordered stock.”

"So whenever an order was placed, the club paid for
the extra stock but the person responsible took the
extra stock for themselves."



"Yep, and from the looks of it, they only did that with
the expensive bottles.”

'l see that. And some of those extra bottles were put
down as damaged.”

Just then Lungelo came in with breakfast and placed
it on the kitchen counter before coming over to us.
He sat down and we explained everything to him.

"So who do you think did this?" | asked seeing as he
was silent with his eyes glued to the documents.

"Only one person is responsible for making orders."
"So what are you going to do?"

"Mhmmmmm. | dont know. But thank you for this.
Hlophe, thank you for your time."

"l would love to take the credit for this but the lady
did most of the work." He said getting up and
gathering his things. He took out his card and placed
it on the table in front of me. "If you are available, |
might have a position for you at the firm." | smiled



and looked at the card.

He shook hands with Lungelo and then walked out. |
got up and dished up the cold breakfast and put it in
the microwave. Lungelo came back and we sat
down to have our food. | could see the wheels
turning in his head. Maybe that waiter was right,
maybe whoever did this just messed with the wrong
person.

"Penny for your thoughts." He looked up from
playing with his food and | could see his jaws were
clenched.

"Its nothing. | need to go somewhere."
"Okay, I'll go get dressed.”

"No need, stay here. I'll be right back.”" He got up and
grabbed his keys from the counter then walked out
leaving me alone. | pray whoever is responsible for
this runs as fast as they can.



LUNGELO

Two things have the ability to piss me off, liars and
thieves. Especially the ones who lie to me and steal
from me. After | left the house | went straight to
Muzi's place. | found him waiting for me at the gate.

| picked him up and we drove to Joburg. Since the
one person | suspect of stealing from me is. To think
i trusted him enough to let him be in charge of the
club in Joburg, only for him to betray me.

"So | spoke to Khanya, he has people watching
Thulani to make sure he doesnt disappear.”

"Thank you, but you didn't have to involve him." He
chuckled.

"He is your big brother, he also wants to help you."

"Yeah and then he will remind me of his 'help'’
everytime | see him."



"You know him. So what are you going to do to that
bastard.”

"We have a long drive to Joburg bafo, I'm sure a plan
will come up somewhere along the way."

"So | left the warmth of my womans thighs for a plan
less plan? Nice."

"Can you please not talk about Bonsile like that to
me. She's still my employee you know."

"Whatever."

We got to a garage and bought some snacks and
drinks before getting back on the road. By the time
we go to Joburg a plan had still not formulated itself.
| needed to make Thulani pay without killing him, he
needs to know and tell everyone else what happens
when they steal from me. People think I'm too nice, |
guess even nice people have a breaking point.

We drove straight to the club premises and lucky for
us there were still some of the construction guys



there. We got in and | must admit, the place looks
rather amazing. We walked up to the office and
Thulani was sitting on the chair with his feet up on
the desk. He quickly got up when he saw us come in.

'Bozza, | didnt know you were coming." He said
coming around to shake our hands.

"It was a last minute trip. Let's go for a ride."
"To where?”
"A supplier | need you to meet."

"Okay." He grabbed his phone from the desk and
followed us. We got into the car and drove to a
warehouse in downtown Joburg.

We got out of the car and walked in. Muzi hit Thulani
on the back of the head with the back of his gun
sending him tumbling on the floor. We dragged him
to a chair and sat him on it.



"Why do you guys like to have fun without me?" That
would be our big brother Khanya Radebe, ruthless
lawyer extraordinaire. "So what do we have here?”
He asked wrapping his arms around us and drawing
us close to him.

"What are you doing here?"

"l came to have some fun too. So how do we do this?
| was thinking we should start by cutting off his
tongue.” | told you he was ruthless.

"And how is he supposed to tell us why he stole from
us and who he was working with?"

"Oh yeah there's that. Okay we start from the bottom
then." He grabbed a baseball bat from the corner
and gave Thulani one big whack on his knees,
waking him up real quick.

He groaned and looked around before he saw us
standing there.

"Bozza, what's happening?" He asked while trying to
ease the pain on the back of his head with his one



hand while the other massaged his knees.
"You stole from me. | want to know why?"

"Hha bozza, angazi ukhuluma ngan (I dont know
what you're talking about.” Khanya whacked him
again and he screamed.

"Yeah you have to tell us something, otherwise he
will keep doing that. And if you keep saying you dont
know you will make him angry and who knows, you
might find yourself without a tongue."” Muzi told
Thulani who was groaning in pain.

"Bozza I'm telling the truth, | dont know anything."

"Okay, this is taking forever, | have dinner plans with
my wife so here's what's going to happen.” Khanya
says before he goes to the lone closet standing
against the wall and he comes back with a rope that
he ties around the screaming and pleading Thulani's
legs and hands. "We will leave you here to think
about what you have done. In the morning welll
come check on you and if your head is still not
screwed on straight then I'll personally gut you.”



He ties a gag around his mouth and we leave him
there. This is why | dont like telling anything. Khanya
likes to go into big brother mode whenever anyone
of us us in trouble. He thinks he is superman even in
his old age. Although he won't admit it, he is getting
softer.

We drove to his house to greet his wife and our
niece and nephews. My phone rang while | was
playing with the kids. | saw Nomonde's number flash
across my screen and | smiled, before | remembered
| left her alone in my house.

"I'm sorry." | said when | picked up the phone.
"Why?"

"For leaving you alone with no explanation.”
"And then forgetting | exist?"

"I could never forget you even if | tried.”

"Charming, but I'm still here, alone, in your house."



"Pretend its your house and run around naked." She
laughed. | love her laugh. Although sometimes when
she smiles or laughs you can tell she is holding
something back, but when she does laugh, like fully
laugh without holding anything back, it's a beautiful
sound.

"And what makes you think I'm not naked right now
and laying in your bed?"

"Prove it." She chuckled.

"l didnt say | was naked, | jus asked what makes you
think I'm not."

"Come on." | pleaded.

"Come now Mr Radebe, you need to atleast take a
girl out on five dates before you can ask for nudes."

"Okay, so where would you like to go? For dinner?
Lunch?"

"I have to sleep, now, your bed is very comfortable by
the way." She said before hanging up. | smiled and
looked at my phone as if she would jump out of it.



"Weeeeeh udlisiwe wena (you've been bewitched.)"
Khanya said coming around to sit on the couch with
the kids jumping around.

"So what if | am?”
"So when am | meeting this girl?"

"Not anytime soon, knowing you she will go running
the other direction when she sees you." He laughed.

We got up and said our goodbyes before heading to
a hotel. Sleeping here would be easier but we need
to wake up very early in the morning and it wouldn't
be right to wake everyone up that early. We got to
the hotel and booked our rooms then headed to the
bar. We ordered our drinks and sat down.

"So what do you think Khanya will do to Thulani?”
Muzi asked before sipping his drink. | was about to
answer him when a beautiful woman joined us at our
table. She didnt look like the normal slay queens
considering her dress code.



"Gentlemen, I'm sorry to disturb you. My name is
Bonolo Mashile." Muzi and | looked at each other
before looking back at her.

"What can we do for you?" | asked, my curiosity
piqued.

"A friend of mine told me that you guys run Durban.”
"You make it seem like we are drug dealers.”

"I'm sorry that's not what | meant. | know you have
connections, you know people, | need you to help me
find someone.”

"Hire a Pl Miss Mashile." | said and raised my hand
to call a waiter over and order another drink.

"I would but this is more complicated than that, |
need to find someone and if | hired a Pl it would take
forever." I'm pretty sure that's a lie but I'll let her be.

"So who do you need to find?"

"Nomonde Mashile or maybe she is using Vilakazi
cause that's her maiden name."

"So who is she to you?"



"She is my brothers ex. She was in jail.for the past
fifteen years for his attempted murder but | am
trying to prove her innocence."

I'm not sure which part was more shocking, the fact
that Nomonde was in jail for attempted murder or
that she was an ex wife to a Mashile, THE Mashile's.
| mean she did say it was a long story when | asked
her about sharing the Mashile surname with her
sister. | knew Amanda was a Mashile by marriage |
didnt think Nomonde was a Mashile by marriage too.
But then again what did | expect. This is a fucked up
mess. Why wouldn't she tell me anything though. I'm
not a judgmental person, or am I?

"So gentlemen, will you help me or not?" Muzi and |
looked at each other and nodded

"We will help you Miss Mashile." A smile formed on
her face. She shook our hands and went back to her
table. | knew | should have done a background check
on her.



MY SISTERS KEEPER

SEVENTEEN

Comfortable beds should be a necessity. Heck,
government needs to make sure everyone has a
comfortable bed to sleep in every night. This bed
feels like a cloud. Comfortable and just right. Last
night after speaking to Lungelo | fell asleep without
even trying. | don't know when last | had a proper
good sleep. But this bed though, well I'm not sure if
it's the bed or the environment I'm in. Either way | am
glad to have actually slept this time.

| opened my eyes and the sun was already shining
through the window bringing its warmth and glow
inside the house. The Joy's of having private
property, you dont even have to close the curtains at
night. | felt something heavy on my waist. | looked
down and it was an arm. The scared little cat in me
thought it was someone who had broken in until |



turned slowly and found Lungelo snoring next to me.
| took a deep breath when | saw it was him. | wonder
when he came back.

| slowly moved his arm and got up. | went to the
bathroom and peed before taking a shower. |
wrapped a towel around me and went to the guest
bedroom. | lotioned my body and put on some fresh
clothes. | headed downstairs to make breakfast. |
finished cooking and put everything on a tray to take
upstairs.

| turned around and found Lungelo sitting on the
highchair with his elbows resting on the counter
watching me, giving me a freight. | smiled and put
the tray in front of him.

"Why are you up so early?" He asked as he threw a
sausage in his mouth.

"Its almost twelve o'clock.”



"Exactly, its still early.” | dished up for myself and sat
down across from him.

"So where were you?"
"Joburg, | had some things to take care of."

"Mhmm. So you left a stranger in your house and
went to another province? What if you came back to
an empty house." He smiles as he chews and his
dimple makes an appearance.

"l know where you live. Besides | trust you."

| smile trying to figure out what he is hiding. See in
the few weeks that I've known him, he is readable,
when he wants to be, and right now he is hiding
something. It seems like he has a lot going on in his
head. | wanted to ask what's going on but | also
didn't want to impose. We might be spending more
time together but that doesn't mean | have to stick
my nose in his business.

We finished breakfast and | took the plates and



washed them while he went upstairs to, | guess take
a shower. | finished up and went up to the guest
bedroom to pack my stuff. Even though it's been fun
being in this little bubble it's time | went back to
reality. | took my nag and went back downstairs.

| put the bag on the floor and sat down on the couch.
| put the TV on and played some music. He walked
down the stairs looking like he was stepping into a
music video. He walked to me and sat down. He
lifted his one leg and rested it on the couch and
faced me.

"Can we talk?" | turned to look at him with my heart
beating faster than a horses hooves at the Durban
July. | looked at him straight in the eye.

"What's wrong?"

"Nothings wrong. | found out something when | was
in Joburg. In fact | met someone who asked me to
help them find a, close friend, | guess.”



"Okay, so what has that got to do with me?" "The
friend they are looking for, is you?" | know for a fact |
have no friends in Joburg. The only friend | used to
have severed ties with me when | went to jail, my
sister knows where | live so there is no way in hell
anyone would be looking for me.

"l dont have friends in Joburg, so maybe whoever
that was made a mistake."

"l dont think so. They seemed certain that you were
the one they are looking for."

| racked my brain trying to figure out who would even
take the time out of their busy life to look for me. |
know its not the Mashile's. Those ones probably
have people following me and watching my every
move, so it cant be them. So who could possibly be
looking for me and why?

"Okay, so who is it that is supposedly looking for me
cause | cant figure it out.”



"She said her name is Bonolo Mashile, apparently
you were married to her brother.”" My heart went
from sprinting to slow motion in less than a second.
When | went to jail Bonolo was fourteen years old. Of
all the Mashile's she was the only one who had faith
in me when | said | was innocent. Back then it felt
good to have someone from that family believe in
me, but | knew eventually everyone would poison her
against me and she wouldn't look at me the same
way again. So why is she looking for me now? |
cleared my throat and tried to bring my mind back to
the present.

"Why.... Why is she looking for me?" | asked. A part
of me, the scared part of me feared that maybe she
told him about me going to jail. If theres one thing
I've always feared when it came to people finding
out about my past is the judgement that comes with
it. No matter how many times you can sing the
innocent song, truth is people never see beyond
what is in front of them. People only believe what
they see, and if | tell someone | was in jail for fifteen



years and why, their minds will immediately go to me
being a criminal, everyone will believe that, it's not
always that an innocent person spends that long in
jail. Just when | thought my life was.coming correct
something had to derail it somehow.

"She said she wants to help you prove your
innocence." | felt the my lungs deflate. He knows, so
how long till the judgement and distrust begin? Even
though | was planning to tell him, someday,
eventually, this is not how | had hoped he would find
out.

"Can you take me home. | need to get ready for my
shift tonight." | got up and picked up my bag from
the floor. | turned to look at him and he was still in
the same spot. It didnt look like he had any plans to
get up. "Please.” | whispered.

He sighed and got up. He walked toward me. With
every step he took | could feel my tears sting my
eyes. | bit my bottom lip trying to stop myself from



letting them fall. He put his hands on my upper arms
and brought me close to him before engulfing me in
a hug. Wrong move on his part cause now his shirt
will be stained with my tears.

| pulled out after a while, even though his hands
were still holding on to me. He pulled me back to the
couch and | sat down. He went to the kitchen and
came back with a glass of water. | drank and took a
deep breath trying to figure out how I'm going to tell
him all this without sounding like some crazy
woman.

"I know this is hard for you but we need to talk about
this." | kept my eyes glued to the water in front of me.
As much as | know | am innocent, seeing judgment
or maybe pity in people's eyes is not something | am
ready for.

"I dont want to talk about this. Not now."

"Okay, when you're good and ready then. But what do
| tell Bonolo?”



"Nothing. Tell her you haven't found me."

”Okay."

He got up and grabbed his car keys and i thought we
were leaving. | took my bag and prepared to leave.
He took my bag and threw it on the couch.

"And now?"
"We're going to get lunch.”
"l have to get to work."

"No you dont. You have the entire week off to work
on that audit, and a week is not up yet. So what do
you feel like, seafood or pure junk?" He said that so
calmly like he didnt just find out I'm a convicted
criminal. Where is the judgement? Where is the pity?

"Uhm, | think junk will do."

"Perfect, let's go." He held out his hand and we
walked to his car.



The only other people who've never judged me or
looked at me some type of way for my past are my
mother and daughter. Bonsile, although she knows
since we grew up in the same village, she's never
brought it up so | wouldn't know how she feels about
it. But | guess now | can add one more person on the
list of people with little or no judgment to give.

LUNGELO

Nomonde and | really went too hard on the junk food.
We went out to buy as much junk as we can possibly
find. We had our lunch before she passed out on the
couch. | picked her up and took her upstairs. | came
back and cleaned up in the lounge and put the
leftovers in the fridge.

| decided to do some work while she slept. I'm glad |
didnt push things earlier and force her to tell me
things she wasn't ready for. After Muzi and | drove
back down after speaking to Bonolo. We ended up



not sleeping in the hotel. | got to the office and
called to let him know we arrived safe.

"You're alive, nice of you to let me know." He said
soon as he picked up the phone. I'm pretty sure next
to the word dramatic in the dictionary there is a
picture of Khanya.

"We are fine Bhuti, stop exaggerating.”

"Stop exaggerating? Are you for real? You left with
no goodbyes this morning, no updates to let us know
you're safe. What the fuck is wrong with you two?"

"Okay you can stop worrying now, we are home and
we are safe.”

"Mxm, you know if anything happens to you your
mother will come down on me like a ton of bricks."

"I'm literally ten minutes to forty years old, | am not a
child.”

"Try telling MaMtolo that. So what's up.”

"Nothing much, | need a favour.”



"What?"

"There is a girl there, her name is Bonolo, she's
working on a case, | need you to help her.’

"What kind of case?”

"Wrongful imprisonment case. Shelll fill you in on
everything."

"Fine, I'll talk to her but I'm not promising anything.
What did you say her name was again?”

"Bonolo Mashile she apparently works for........
"Mashile, hhay, | dont mix with those people.”

"Hawu Bafo, ngyacela. This is very important to me.
If you love me and you want to see me get married
and have kids in the near future you will do this for
me." | hear him whistling and | can bet my last
money he is dancing. This idiot. And that time he is
supposed to be the big brother.

"Awu oBhungane bajabulile madoda, sebaze
bakutholele intombi (the Bhungane's must be happy,
they even got you a girlfriend.)" He said in between
laughter. And | know | will never hear the end of this.



"So will you help me?”

"Sure, just to see you bring an actual woman to
Mamtolo, | would fight a shark to see that happen.
Send me this girls details." He said then hung up.

| immediately texted him Bonolo's number and
where she worked. | know Nomonde might not be
ready to deal with this but that doesnt mean we cant
work behind the scenes to help her out. | hope she
doesn't get offended by it. | decided to also take a
nap since doing work wasn't working. | went up to
the bedroom and got in behind her and put my arm
over her waist and pulled her close to me.

Unedited ¥ @ ¥ @



MY SISTERS KEEPER

EIGHTEEN

Over the years I've learnt the importance of
boundaries, knowing what to say and when to say it
saved me from a lot of situations while | was in
prison, situations that could have got me into a lot of
trouble. But knowing how to stay in the shadows and
being able to read situations helped me a lot.

Lungelo has been patient with me, although | know
he wants to know the truth he hasn't been pushy
about it. | know eventually | will have to tell him
something, I'm just not sure if I'm ready for it. Or if I'll
ever be. Yes we are somewhat close, and he has
been a gentleman throughout but he hasn't said
anything about his intentions or whatever he hope's
to get from all this. | just dont want to jump into
conclusions and end up looking like a fool.



Another thing | learnt in prison was the ability to
shove feelings and emotions to the back of my mind
and pretend like they don't exist but I've also realized
that doing that served me well in prison, but | am out
now, and | cant continue living in fear and pretending
all is well when it isnt. I've been contemplating
seeing someone | can talk to about all these buried
emotions cause if | am not careful they might just
rise in moments when they shouldn'.

My week off that Lungelo gave me ends in three
days. So | go back to work on Monday. My mother
told me she has a funeral to attend eMlazi but she
feared leaving Bontle alone since people might break
in if they know she is alone. | thought about going
home but | figured Bontle coming here was also a
great idea. We could spend the weekend together.
And this is Durban, there is plenty to do. We could go
to the movies or the beach, or whatever she wants to
do.



My mother and Bontle are arriving in Durban in a few
minutes. I've been waiting for them at the rank. |
cant help the excitement | feel soon as | see them
getting off the taxi. | rush to them and give them
hugs. After exchanging all the necessary
pleasantries Bontle and | walked mum around until
we found a taxi going to eMlazi. We waited until the
taxi was full and it drove off before we walked over
to get a taxi to the flat. We made a decision to pass
by a McDonald's and get some dinner since we
couldn't decide who should cook.

We bought the food and got into a taxi and went to
the flat. When we got in Bonsile was already on her
way out. She greeted Bontle and said her goodbyes.
We put the burgers and chips on plates and sat
down in the lounge. Bontle had already put on a
music channel. We finished eating and she showed
me the latest dances that were all the rage right now.
| didnt even know she could dance like that. Even
though | tried, i realised an old person like me had no
business dancing to Amapiano when mbhaganga



and soul were available.

We sat up for most of the night catching up. By the
time we went to bed it was almost morning. We
woke up around six, lame my mother for making this
one such an early bird. | went to the kitchen to make
breakfast while Bontle made the bed then took a
shower. When she was done | took my bath and got
dressed. To day we were going to start at the mall
and watch a movie then go to the beach for a mini
picnic.

We got to the mall and walked around window
shopping. | bought my baby some things. Lungelo's
extra pay was coming in handy. We were going past
an iStore when | noticed Bontle looking at the
laptops. | decided to drag her in even though she
didnt want to. We looked around and | must admit,
these things are expensive. But | also know that my
baby will need one for school next year. I'll just have
to find a cheaper alternative.



"These laptops are freaken expensive, you could buy
a car with the price of one." She whispered to me,
making sure the sales assistant doesnt hear her.

"l think you are just buying the name with these.
Let's go so these people can stop following us." We
linked our hands and walked out.

We went to pick'n'pay and bought some things we'll
need for the beach picnic. | paid and we walked out
to get a cab to take us to the beach. | saw Lungelo
before he could even see me. A part of me thought
about hiding from him but Muzi saw me before |
could do that. | saw him show Lungelo where | was,
and the fact that we were going towards each others
direction didnt help matters.

"Nomonde, what are you doing here?" Lungelo asked
giving me a hug.

"Just getting some stuff, Bontle and | are going to
the beach for a picnic.”



"Bontle?" He asked confused.

"That would be me." My forward daughter said
holding out her hand towards Lungelo. Lungelo
smiled revealing his dimple and took her hand.

"Nice to meet you Bontle, I've heard so much about
you." | dont remember telling him about my daughter.
Or did I?

"And I've heard nothing about you. So who are you?"
She asked studying him from top to bottom. | could
tell Lungelo and Muzi were somehow impressed
with her boldness, but | wasn't.

"That's no way to talk to an adult Bontle."
"I'm sorry. | just want to know." Lungelo chuckled.
"Its okay. I'm just a friend of your mum’s."

"Friend as in friend friend or friend as in you could be
my future stepdaddy?” Myzi was laughing while |
was imploring God to open the ground and let it
swallow me whole.

"BONTLE!"

"Okay, sorry hawu, | was just asking."



"I'm sorry we need to get going.”" We left them there
and | dragged Bontle by the arm and | didnt let go till
we were outside the mall. | was so embarrassed. |
could feel my cheeks burning from the
embarrassment.

We took a cab and it dropped us off at the beach. |
took out the throw | had gotten from the flat and laid
it out on the ground then sat down and laid the food
out. Jontle took off her clothes and she was left with
her swimsuit. | was watching the waves when | felt
her kneel down next to me and hug me.

"Ngyacolisa ma, i didnt mean to embarrass you in
front of your friends." | sighed and kissed her arm.

"Its okay baby, but please dont ask people questions
like that. It's not nice."

"I'm sorry. But | wouldn't mind having him as my
stepfather.”" She said letting go of me and going to
sit on the other side.



"Bontle!”

"I'm just saying mama, he's cute. And he looks like
he has a crush on you."

"Can we talk about you and leave me alone?" She
laughed.

"Il let it go, for now."

"Thank you."

We had fun at the beach. Bontle swam, well more
like pretended to cause all she did was dip her feet
in the water then run back when a wave came. We
took lots of pictures. Her phone takes really nice
pictures. | need to get myself a phone with a camera
too so | can save all these memories.

Since we couldn't watch a movie in the morning we
decided to watch it when we came back from the
beach. By the time we went back to the flat it was
almost ten on the evening. We didnt need to cook
since we are at the beach so when we got home we



just took showers then went straight to bed. | saw a
message on my phone just before | slept. | opened it
and it was from Lungelo.

'Hope you had fun at the beach. | like Bontle, she
seems like a smart kid, but then again, she has your
genes. Goodnight.'

| smiled like a retard after reading the message. |
looked at my sleeping baby and kissed her sleeping
ass on the cheek. She is one smart cutie, too bold
for her own good but still smart. | said a little prayer
thanking God for giving me a child from his
favourites list. He really did come through for me on
that.



MALCOLM

The thing about secrets and lies is that they never
stay buried, no matter how many times you feel the
grave with soil and even put concrete on top, the
truth will always find a way to seep out and reveal
itself.

The dumbest thing I've ever done in my life was hide
who | was from my family. My family might not be
the most perfect, well on the inside, cause on the
outside we are a picture of pure perfection, but know
they would not hate me just because | am attracted
to men. Being bisexual is not a crime, so why
couldn't I tell them that?

| kept asking myself that question over and over
again and the answer always came to one thing and
one thing only, my political career. | chose to live a
lie just to fit into the political spaces. But to my
surprise | found a whole lot more people within this



space who were just like me, who hid who they are
for the sake of their careers and to be seen as
normal to the outside world. And in them | found
friends and lovers.

If this was all about me i would let Amanda die with
those pictures whatever she felt she wanted to do.
But the problem is too many people would suffer if
the truth ever comes out. This is a scandal that
would ripple through the parliamentary corridors like
boiling water, burning anything and everything in its
wake. I'm not prepared to lose my career cause that
would mean taking other people down with me.

| sat in my office awaiting feedback from my guys
that | sent out to watch my sister. No, | dont want to
have her killed, | just need to get my hands on those
files then everything will be Okay. My phone rang as |
took the last sip of my brandy.

"Cruise, what's going on?"



"Brazzo, your sister is at a restaurant in Rosebank."

"Food is an essential need Cruise, why are you
surprised?”

"I'm not. Its who she's with that's surprising.” | sat up
on the chair now curious to hear these news.

"Who is she with?" | aske pouring another glass of
brandy.

"She's with Khanya......." | held my breath going to
God Cruise wont say Khanya Radebe. "Khanya
Radebe." He said and | felt the air leave my lungs.

I've never been so scared in my life. Khanya is
ruthless, not just in the courtroom but outside too.
Just a couple of days ago rumors started spreading
that he had cut off some guys balls and shoved
them down their throat because they stole from his
brother. Even though there was no evidence to prove
that it was him but anyone with half a brain knows
not to mess with the Radebe family. Khanya is just
as ruthless as his late father who was a taxi boss.
That man was feared by many, even in high places.



When he died people thought they could do

whatever they wanted but no one was prepared for
the second coming of Radebe through his oldest son.
Khanya is everything his father was and more.

Radebe senior had no qualms fixing his problems
even with people seeing, and that's what made
people fear him, Khanya on the other hand uses the
law to his own advantage. He knows which lines to
cross and which ones to bend to achieve what he
wants. But most importantly him and Lesego hate
each others guts, so ultimately he hates all things or
people with the name Mashile, so why would he be
meeting with my sister?

| hung up the phone and rushed out to my car. |
drove to Rosebank to see for myself. | got to the
restaurant and asked for a table a bit far where they
wouldn't be able to see me. | was able to see them
talking, their conversation was intense one moment
and the next they were laughing. What could they



possibly be talking about?

| decided to master up enough courage to go say hi.
Soon as Khanya saw me he smiled, not a happy to
see you smile, more like a condescending, the cat
that got the milk smile. Something big was going on.

"Malcolm Mashile, my future president.” He said
getting up holding out his hand for me to shake. |
took it.

"Its too soon for that Radebe. Bonolo, what are you
doing here? With him?" Khanya laughed and looked
at my sister as he sat back down. | hope for his sake
he is not cheating on his wife with my sister.

"Brother, Khanya and | are working on a case.”

"Oh, which case is that? Dont you have people to
help you at the law firm?"

"l do, but this is a personal one. Khanya is helping
me with Nomonde's case."



Have you ever seen droplets of rain rushing down
the windshield of a car during a heavy downpour?
That's what my forehead felt like at that very
moment. | could feel the sweat dripping down from
my head.

"Malcolm, you are sweating, are you okay?" Khanya
asked looking at me but the smirk on his face clear
as daylight. Bonolo got up with a serviette and wiped
the sweat from my face.

"I'm fine. | just didnt take my pills for my high blood
pressure. Goodnight." | left them there and stumbled
to my car, | dont even know how | found my car in
the parking lot. Bonolo wasn't playing when she
decided to do this. Khanya has never been one to
give up, if he wants the truth he never stops till he
finds it.

| need to get my hands on those files or else | might
have to bury my own sister. There is no other way.



MY SISTERS KEEPER

NINETEEN

Teenagers who wake up early are a different breed |
swear. | woke up at half past six to find Bontle
staring at me like she was seeing me for the first
time. It was both creepy and cute in my opinion.

"Its kind of weird waking up next to you." She said
looking down at me.

"Tell me about it. But since you woke up early why
am | not getting breakfast in bed?" She laughed and
laid back down on the bed.

"Hha ma, I'm the guest here, if anyone should be
getting breakfast in bed it's me."

"Who is the adult between you and me?" | asked
looking at her. She mumbled something before
getting up.



"l cant wait to be an adult too then | can demand
breakfast in bed from you." | laughed as she walked
out to the kitchen. Knowing her, she will make
porridge just because | asked for breakfast in bed.

My phone rings from under my pillow. | pick it up and
see Lungelo's name flash on the screen. This phone
is so loud even Bontle can hear it all the way from
the kitchen, that's why she is busy screaming for me
to pick it up. | press the green button and put the
phone on loudspeaker since my speaker has mood
swings. Sometimes when | speak to anyone they
can't hear me even if | can hear them, so when I'm at
home it's easier to just put the phone on
loudspeaker.

"Hello.”

"I hope I'm not disturbing your sleep?” His deep
husky voice bellowed from the other side.

"No, | was up already."



"Good. | was calling to see if i can take you and
Bontle out for breakfast.”

"Yes, yes you can." Bontle said walking into the
bedroom. | swear this child needs prayer. Lungelo
laughed and for some strange reason all | could
think about was his one dimple.

"I'm sorry about that, my daughter can be a bit
forward for her own good."

"Hhay ma, the man asked a question and all | did
was answer. Yes we would like breakfast please.”
She said speaking into the speaker.

"Ok then, I'll be there in thirty minutes. Be ready." He
said and | could tell he finds all this amusing.

Soon as he hung up | threw a pillow at Bontle who
was laughing her lungs out and jumping around.

"l still want my breakfast wena phaphelina.”

"Shem you will eat your soft porridge alone mine I'm
going to order bacon and eggs." She said sashaying
out to the bathroom.



| smiled looking at her thanking the heavens that
inspite of all she's been through she can still laugh
and just be a teenager. Annoying and headstrong at
times but still happy. And that's all | could ever ask
for.

Lungelo showed up thirty minutes later as promised.
We got into the car and Bontle wouldn't stop talking,
even when | asked her to keep it down. It was kind of
nice to see Lungelo being so accommodating and
answering her questions. We got to the mall and
Lungelo led us to Mugg 'n' Bean. We sat down and a
waiter placed the menus in front of us.

We had our breakfast and | must admit Lungelo is
good with Bontle, but then again she asks a
thousand questions per minute. | even found out
Lungelo has a degree in Bio Chemical Engineering
and he only did it cause his father wanted him to
have a proper career but he had his heart set on



being a business man, which he was able to achieve
after getting his degree.

After breakfast we drive to eMlazi to fetch my
mother since she was going back home. When we
got there we waited for her in the car and | could tell
soon as she walked up to us that she has so many
questions. | introduced her to Lungelo and made it
clear he was just my boss. But the scoff she made
after that was clear enough to say she didnt believe
anything | said.

She got in the car nonetheless but | could see on the
rearview mirror she had her eyes set on Lungelo the
entire time. He even noticed too and | could tell he
was getting uncomfortable. Bontle on the other hand
was busy giggling under her breath.

We went back to the flat to get Bontle's things then
Lungelo drove us to the taxi rank so they can get a
taxi home before it gets late. Lucky for us when we



got there the taxi was almost full. | stayed with them
for a while, waiting for the taxi to get full. When the
last person got in | said my goodbyes.

'l like Lungelo, | think he'll make you happy." Bontle
said before getting in the taxi and closing the door. |
watched as the taxi drove out of the taxi rank. | went
back to Lungelo who was parked across the road. |
got in and he drove me back to the flat. | invited him
in for a cup of tea and he obliged.

He sat in the lounge while | made some tea. |
brought him a piping hot cup of tea and sat across
from him. | watched him as he sipped the hot tea
while trying to master up enough courage to say
what | needed to say.

"I'm ready." He put the tea down and looked at me.
"Ready for what?"

"To tell you my story. Every single piece of it."



Ilokay.ll

| told him everything from beginning to end. And by
the time | was done, he was sitting next to me
holding my hand while tears freely flowed from my
eyes. Until that moment | didnt realise how much |
had bottle up. | figured if there was ever any hope of
us even having a relationship then | would have to
tell him everything, even the things my family knew
nothing about.

| told him about the beatings, being locked up in
solitary confinement just because a gang leader
thought I looked at her funny or the warden got told |
was misbehaving, | told him about the rape that
would happen every other week and the many
abortions that resulted from it. | couldn't even look at
him because | felt ashamed. Even though | knew
none of what happened was my fault | still couldn't
help feeling the shame.



He held me in his arms as | cried. My tears weren't
just tears of pain, they were also tears for the
children | never got to bring into the world because
they were not conceived right, it was tears for their
little souls that never got to even breath an ounce of
the outside air, it was tears for all the time | tried to
be strong while a guard was huffing on top of me
slowly ripping my apart every shed of my
womanhood and innocence, or what was left of it.

Maybe this wont fully heal me or make the
nightmares go away, but maybe it's a start. Maybe
this will be a step closer to me finding some closure
and living my life without feeling like | have failed in
life. Maybe, just maybe this is the beginning of the
rest of my life.



NARRATED

In Johannesburg, Khanya is at home with his wife
and kids when he gets a call that his offices have
been broken into and someone rummaged through
his files in the office. The security guards got alerted
when they heard the alarm ringing from his office.
Whoever it was that broke in tried to open the safe
without realizing that the safe alarm would go off if
anyone put in the wrong password three times in a
row.

Khanya left his wife and drove to his office building.
He found the guards as well as the cops already
there trying to figure out how the person got in and
out without anyone noticing.

He walked around over the files and documents that
were strewn all over the floor trying to find a clue as
to what could have happened. After running his eyes
around the office he turned to the cops and gave



them his statement. He answered whatever
questions they had. He knew this was a waste of his
time but he needed to comply with the law even
though he was pretty sure nothing would come of
their investigation.

Soon as they were satisfied with whatever they
could get from him, they left. He punched in the
security override on the safe before resetting the
password. The safe opened and he took out the files
on the Mashile case he was working on. He knew
then that the break in was as a result of his
involvement in the case.

Khanya has never been the type to back down from
anything. If there was one thing his father instilled in
him, it was to never fear, especially when he knew he
could win. He tried to figure out who would want this
case dead and buried but no one came to mind. No
one knew he was working on this case except his
brother Lungelo and Bonolo. And then he



remembered Bonolo told Malcolm about the case,
he even had a hard time convincing her to keep
anything that involves the case to herself. She had
tried to reason with him, that she had to tell his
family about the case so that of anything happened
to her then they would know where to start looking.

As valid as her reasons were, it also opened her up
to being a target because if more people know it
would be harder to figure out who would they to
make the case go away, so she had to watch what
she said and to whom she said it. Stubborn as she is
she agreed to keep her mouth shut, but not before
she had told Malcolm.

Khanya put the files back in the safe before he drove
to the South African Youth Party offices. He saw a
lone car parked out in front of the building. He drove
in and parked next to it. He got out and walked into
the offices. Although it was late the front door was
unlocked. He pulled out his gun from the holster and



corked it before taking slow strides and checking
every office until he made it to the one he was
looking for.

He heard voices coming from the office. Although he
couldn't hear what they were saying he could tell the
voices were loud and angry. He heard footsteps
coming from the office and walking towards the
door so he hid behind the PA's desk and waited for
whoever was walking out to disappear. Soon as they
were out of sight he heard something breaking in the
office. He walked towards the slightly opened door
and saw Malcolm pacing up and down, frustration
emanating from every part of his body.

He stood there just watching him with a smirk on his
face. He heard him mumble Bonolo's name and then
cussing. Until that moment all he had was a hunch,
but now, now he was sure that Malcolm was
involved in the case. He wasnt sure how, but his guy
told him that, and his gut has never failed him.



He turned and walked away unseen. He knew then
that this little side hobby he had taken on had just
become his main priority. But first things first, he
needed to make sure Bonolo was protected. Even
though she had the guard her mother provided, be
would still feel better if one of his own people were
watching her and keeping her safe.

He got into his car and drove away feeling like the
cat that got the milk. For years he has waited for an
opportunity to make the Mashile's pay for their
involvement in his father's death, and now he just
found it.

Unedited ¥ @ ® @



MY SISTERS KEEPER

TWENTY

| sat in the waiting room of the doctor's office, my
appointment was in thirty minutes but I'm early. I'm
nervous. Although I need to do this I'm still nervous.
This is a stranger that I'll be telling my business to.

| keep tapping my foot and biting my nails. The
receptionist is busy talking to someone on the
phone, laughing out loud. | wish | was that carefree
again. And just living life with no fears or anxiety. But
i guess this is step one to getting all that back.

After a somewhat nerve wracking twenty minutes
the doctor walks out with another patient. She walks
her to the door before heading back to the
receptionist and checking her appointment book.
She closes it and turns to look at me before walking



over.

"You must be Mrs Mashile?" She says holding out
her hand. | shake it and make a mental note, | need
to change that name.

"Yes, that's me."

"You're early. | just need to finish up some things in
the office | will be with you in ten minutes.”

"Okay." | smile and she walks back into her office.

Ten minutes felt like a lifetime. At last she walked
out and invited me into her office. | walked in and her
office was quite spacious and homely. | guess that's
why she is so popular, the moment you walk into the
office it's just a calm and relaxing space. | sat down
on the couch and waited for her to sit across me like
they do in the movies, instead she sat on the carpet
with her notebook on the coffee table. She smiled
when she saw the confused lo