


NdabukoHerYardner

Prologue

Everydayhesatundertheshelterbuiltafewyards

awayfromwherethetaxisrankedinthemornings.

Itwashisfavouritespot,helikedwatchingthe

morningtrafficandpassengerspushingeachother

inthequeuesandthetaxiconductorstryingto

interveneandcalmeveryonedown.

Thefirsttimehesawhershewasclimbingoutofa

schoolbus.Therewasafeudbetweenthe

municipalitybusesandthem,theMkhubataxi

association.

Hefiredshotsinfrontofthebusandthedriver

hastilypulledupatthesideoftheroadandasked

hispassengerstoalight.

Mostofthemwereschoolchildrenbuthedidn'tfeel



bad.Theyhadwarnedtheparents,itwastheir

stubbornnessthatputtheirkidsinthemiddleofa

war.

Butbeforethebusdriverclosedthedoor,agirl

holdingherbackpackcloselytoherchestandher

braidsletdownoverherleanshoulders,climbed

outandlookedaroundfearfully.

Shelookednothingovereighteenandbythelook

onherface,shehadneverbeentotheMkhubataxi

rankbefore.

Shewasinmatric.Shehadanametagloosely

hangingbeneathherblazer’spocketand

somewhereneartheschoolbadgewaswritten;

MatricClassof2010.

Hedidn'tfeelbadwhenmostofthemscatteredon

theroadandtriedtofinddirectionstotheirschools.

Butwithheritwasdifferent.Hewantedtogocloser

toherandmaybeofferheraliftinhisGolf6,but

shedidn'tlooknaive.

So,hejustfollowedslowlybehindherandsenta



threateninglooktothedagga-boyswhowere

startingtothrowtheirdirtyeyesatherdirection.

Hedidn'tspeaktoherthatday,buthehad

somethingtotakehome;hername,NdondoSibisi.

Agrade12studentinGreenlakeSecondarySchool.

Hewantedtogotoherschool,maybejustpark

outsidethegateandwatchherfromadistance,but

thatwould'vebeencreepy.Hewasbad,everyonein

theindustrywas,itwasanessentialelementto

survivethestreets.Buthewasn'tastalkerandhe

wasdefinitelynotapervert.

Itwasonlyamonthlaterwhenhesawheragain.

Shewaswithherparents,wearingchurchuniforms

andcarryingBibles.Theywerewalkingon

MagagulaStreet,comingfromchurch.Rightthere

andthen,heknewthatitwasgoingtobehardtoget

closetoher.Achurchgirlwasgoingtoaskhimto

quoteafewBibleversestosupporthislove

confessionandhewasn'tachurchperson.Inhis



lifetimehehadbeeninsidethechurchtwice,that

wasduringtheEasterseasonwhengoodieswere

servedafterchurchservicesandhewasstillalittle

boy.Hewasfamiliarwithpastorsonlybecausehe

attendedalotoffunerals.Peoplediedlikeantsin

hisindustry.

Hehadmethertwice;atthetaxirankandon

MagagulaStreet.Butsheonlymethimforthefirst

timeadayafterhesawherwithherparentscoming

fromchurch.

Histaxihadaleakingpipeandhewasstanding

withafewothertaxiownerstryingtofixthe

problem.

Shelookedaroundtherankafewtimesandthen

walkedstraighttohim.

Asdangerousashislineofworkwas,somepeople,

especiallywomen,founditsafetobearoundthem.

Andshesawhim,outofallpeopleintherank,and

decidedthatitwashimwhowasgoingtoshowher

thetaxitoMangethewithouttryinganyfunnymove



onher.

“SawubonaBhuti.Canyouhelpme?I'mlookingfor

ataxitoMangethe,”shesaidandinnocentlylooked

intohiseyeswithhope.

Hedidn'tsayanything,hejusttookherhandand

crossedtheroadwithher.Itwasabattletobreathe

andactnormalwhileshewasjustafewinches

awayfromhisskin.

“Whoareyouvisiting?”hefinallymanagedtoask.

“Studygroup,”shesaidbriefly.

“Oh,goodluck.”

Awkwardsilencefellbetweenthemafterthatshort

conversation.

Hewishedtosaymorebuthedidn'tknowwhereto

startorwhattosay.

Maybeasthedaywentbyhewasgoingtosumup

thecouragetoaskherout.Heclearedhisthroat

andstoppedjustafewfeetawayfromthetaxithat

wasloadingtoMangethe.

Shealsostoppedandlookedathim.



“CanIhaveyourcellphonenumber,please?”he

asked.

Shesighed;‘Therehewasbeingatypicaltaximan.’

“Idon'thaveaphone.Bythewaythankyouforyour

time.”

Itwasjustacommonlineallgirlsusedtoavoid

givingouttheirnumbers.

“Whenareyoucomingback?I'dliketofetchyou.”

Hisquestionwasmetbyfurrowedeyebrows.He

swallowedasherealizedhowimpossibleitwas

goingtobetoevengetachancetointroduce

himselftoher.

Sheturnedaroundandwalkedtowardsthetaxi.The

conductorrantoherandhelpedherwiththebags.

“Iloveyou,”hesaidbreathily,withoutevenrealizing

it.Hehadneversaidthosewordstoanygirlinhis

life.Hislifewasallaboutworkingandsurvivingthe

industry.

Herheadturnedbacktohimforlessthantwo

secondsandthenshecarriedonwithherlife.She



could'veheardhimandshecould'vejustturnedher

headtoseeifhewasstillthere.

Hewasn'tapatientmanbutwithherhewasgoing

totry.Nomatterhowlongitwasgoingtotake.One

thinghewassureofwasthatshewasgoingtobea

Mngomezuluwife.Ngidiwaseventemptedtotake

himtothedoctorforamentalanalysiswhenhe

startedplanninghisfuture.Hisfuturethathadher

atthecentreofeverything.

“Nhlanzekothiswassupposedtobeyourlegacy.

Youworkedthislongandthishardtogetoutof

here.Toleavethislifeandstartafresh.”Hewasin

disbeliefandhewasmad.Helovedhimlikehisown

sonanditdrovehimcrazytoseehimwastehis

timeandmoneyonsomeonehewasn'tevensure

thathewasgoingtoget.

Nhlanzekotappedhisfingersandlookedatthe

documentsinhishandscarefully.Hehadno

regretsandhehadnodoubtinhisheartthatthings



weregoingtoworkout,inhispresenceorinhis

absence.

“Thingsaregettingworsearoundhere.Ndabukois

stilltooyoung.IfanythinghappenstomeIwant

youtorunthiscompanyandwhenshe'sreadyto

takeoveryou'llstepdown,”hesaidinhisunfazed

commandingvoiceandlookedupatNgidi.

“Youcannotspeaklikethat,son,”Ngidipleaded.He

didn'tlikepeoplewhorandomlyspokeofdeath

becausemostofthetimestheirwordsturnedinto

reality.

“YouknowIlovebeingtwostepsaheadof

everything.IwantNdondotobecomfortable,tolive

thelifeofherdreamsevenwhenI'mnolonger

around,”hesaidandstaredintospacefora

moment.Hislipscurvedintoasmileasthoughts

crossedhismind.HeglancedupatNgidiwhowas

stillworriedabouthisearlierstatement.

“IfI'mnothereshe'lllivethatlifewithNdabuko.”

“Nhlanzeko!”Ngidiexclaimed.Whatwaswrongwith

him?Firstitwasthebursary.Hecreatedthe



bursaryforagirlthatdidn'tevenknowhisname

andbribedwhoeverhebribedatherschoolto

rewardittoherunderpretense.Thenitwasthe

company,BantwanaHoldings,registeredunder

Ngidi’snamebutbelongingtoher.

12January2011,hegotinhisGolf6andheadedto

KwaNdamase.Someonehadseenhersittinginthe

tuck-shopwithagroupoffriendsandalerted

Nhlanzeko.Hewasgoingtoconfesshisfeelings,

hewasn'tgoingtoholdanythingbackandhewas

goingtoproveittoherrightthereandthen.

TenminutesawayfromreachingKwaNdamasea

taxistoppedinfrontofhiscar.Shotswerefired

directlytohisseat.Theonethattookhissoulwent

throughhisskullandhediedwithinsixseconds.

Hewas26yearsoldwhenhediedanditonlytook

onebulletandsixsecondsforhimtosuccumbto

death.

Sixyearslaterhevisitedhisbrother,Ndabuko,in



hissleepjustadayafterhishuge26thbirthday

celebration.Therewassomeoneheneededtobring

home….hiswife,NdondoyamahlasePrincessSibisi.

NdabukoHerYardner

Chapter1

Ialwaystrymybesttoavoidhostingpeopleinmy

house.HavingKhosialoneforaglassofwine

alwaysleavesmewithapileofdishestowash,

misplacedcushionsandmagazineslyingonthe

floors.Ican'timaginehowitwouldbelikehosting,

notjustherandhercrazytwinsisters,butthewhole

BantwanaHoldingsstaffmembers.Butthey

insisted;“Ndondoyou'renowtheCEO,we'recoming

tothrowyouamotherofallparties.”

Motherofallparties?Iseemycupsbeingbroken

bytheever-so-clumsyNseletwins,dirtyfloorsand

lipsticksallovermycouches.Mykitchenwillbe

turnedupsidedownandI'mgettinganxietyjust

fromthinkingaboutit.



“Theiceguyishere,”Andiswa’sjoyfulscream

comesfromthekitchenpassage.Theonlytimeshe

getstodrinkisduringgatheringslikethese.She's

alreadydressedupandreadytosloshitdown.

She'sbeenrunningaroundlikeaheadlesschicken,

makingsurethateverythingissetaccordingly.

I'mnotastrictdeputy-parent,Ijustmakesurethat

shedoeswhatshecameinDurbantodo;studying.

IfIseethattallguyshewashugginglastweek

again,Iwon'tberesponsibleforwhatI'lldo.He'll

getmorethanjustaglassofwatersplashingonhis

face.Idon'thaveasisterwho'sgoingtobeplayed

bytheseDurbanhood-rats.Theyinsertsthemselves

undereveryskirtandplanttheirseedseverywhere.

Butwhenit'stimetosupporttheyrunfasterthan

CasterSemenyarunningherLondonOlympics.

Ihavebrokenthefamilycurse;Ibecamethefirst

Sibisigraduate,thefirstfemaletowearthecardinal

redgown,thefirsttwo-seatercardriverandthefirst



familymembertoaffordamansioninKindlewood

estate.Obviously,I,alongwithmyChrist-covered

parents,wantAndiswaandBahletofollowupon

myfootsteps.

“LookuptoNdondo,”–isnowthechoruseveryone

inthefamilysings.Mymother'ssisteralwaystell

anyonewhocarestostopandlistenthat;“The

Ndondowhodrivesfancycarswithnoroofsis

actuallyhernieceandsheusedtocombherhair

everymorningbeforeschool.”Ofcourse,Idon't

rememberallthatsoftnessandpampering.It

must'veslippedmymemory,theAuntVumileI

rememberwhippedmyasslikeitwasnobody's

business.

“Khosiishere!”Andiswa’sscreamagain.

Ibidgoodbyetomysqueaky-cleankitchen.Thefirst

thingKhosidoeswhensheentersistoopenmy

fridgeanddropthecontainerofmargarineonthe

floor.

Ihatebeingthisemployerbut…….



“Auntycanyoucomeherewiththemop?”Iyellloud

enoughforher,theaunty,tohearwhereversheis.

AwomanI'veseenaroundafewtimesemerges

withhercleaningequipment.Beforeyoujudgeme

fornotknowingtheirnamesjustknowthatIhaven't

beeninthecountrythelasttwomonthsandthefew

weeksthatI'vebeenbackI'vebeentryingtowarm

mynewCEOseat.

I'mnotgoodatmulti-tasking,whichiswhyAndiswa

isinchargeofallthedomesticpaperwork,hiring

andfiring.Besidesthemisuseoffinances;

sometimesshetakesthemoneywithouttellingme

andinvestsitinherobsessionofsneakers,other

thanthatIthinkshe'sdoingagoodjob.Forthepast

twoyearsthatshe'sbeenhereIhaven'thadany

headacheregardingmyhouse.Everyoneexcelson

theirjob.Thecookknowswhatherstorywiththe

potsis,whoevercleansthehousemustbeaneat-

freakherselfandthatmanI'veseenafewtimeson

myyardisfriendlywiththenature.



“Ithinkyoushouldtakethisorganizingthing

seriously.Lookatthesefluteglasses!”Khositells

Andiswawhoselipsarestretchedtoherears.My

sisterandcompliments!

“Howmucharethey?Wheredidyougetthem?They

deservetoserveonlythebestofthebestest.”She's

nowscanningDomPerignonintothetulipglass

withagrinofsatisfactionbrimmingfromherlips.

Myfriendlovesflashythingsandmorethan

anything,shelovesdrinkingandhavingfun.

Andiswastealsaglanceatmyfacewiththecorners

ofhereyesbeforetellingherthatsheorderedthe

setfromHoustonandhaditshippedfortheparty

thathappenedlastmonth,inmyabsence.

“Howmuchwerethey?”Iask.ThischildthinksI

haveagardenofMandelanotesthatIharvestfrom

everydamnweek.Shippinglousyglassesfrom

Americaforwhatexactly?Andwestillhavetofill

themwithourowndrinks?

“TheseareReedandBarton,they'reworthevery

cent,I'vebeenonthehuntforthemeversinceI



startedbreathing.Passmetheice-cubetraythere,”

Khosisays,wavingawaymyrisinganger.Iclench

myteethincomposureandexhalebreathilybefore

turningtothefreezer.

“She'scarelesswiththemoney,”Iimplytothe

organizingideashewascomingupwith.Who’d

wanttheorganizerthatorderschairsfromthe

Europe?She'sfinethereinthefilmingindustry.

MaybewhenshefinallygoestoJohannesburg,the

cityofso-calledgold,topursueherfilmingcareer

she'llunderstandthevalueofmoney.

“I'mablessinginyourlife,”shemurmursand

movesbehindthecounterbeforeIcanturntoher.

“Blessing?”Iletoutabriefchuckleandshakemy

head.Ablessingthat'sgoingtobankruptmebefore

Ievengetmyownkids?

“Yes,she'sablessing.Lookaroundyouand

rememberhowthishouselookedlikebefore

Andiswacamehereanddidhermagic,”Khosi

jumpsintoherdefense.

Ganginguponmeasusual.Irollmyeyesandpick



theimmigrant-glassandpourmyselfadrink.

WhenNakhoandNaloarrivethepartyofficially

starts.Nopartybeginsbeforethesetwobirdsofthe

samefeathermaketheirgrandentrance.It'salways

beenlikethat,theybringtheglamandthevibe.As

soonastheyenteredintheirmatchingglittering

blackoutfitsandblonde-dyeddreadlocks,Snakho

demandedtheDJtochangehisplaylistto

somethingmore-Ndondolike.

Ihadmyuptightassonthechairthewholetime

beforetheyarrivedandIwasmentallyjudging

everymovementtheguestsweremaking,butwhen

theDJturnedupPatorankingmyfeetcarriedmeto

thedancefloorandIfoundmyselfdancingand

twerking.

“YesBoss-Lady,”Snaloscreamswiththebottleof

champagneintheair.Everyonestartschantingmy

name,shepopsthebottleandordersmetoopen

mymouth.IdopartyfromtimetotimebutIdon'tdo

thesecrazythings.



MaybeIcandoitthisonetimetogetthemoffmy

backbecausetheywon'tstopchantingmynameifI

don't.

DJNeptuneburststhroughthespeakersandIfind

myselfdancinginthearmsofmyleastfavourite

associate,thearrogantXolaniMavimbelawho

thinkstheworldishisoyster.

Ishouldtakeabreakbeforethewineleadsmeinto

doingthingsI'llregretlater.

IsitwithKhosiandfewotherladiesfromthe

productiondepartment.Wearecatchingupinthe

kitchen,leavingtherestparty-animalstotheirnoise

inthebackyard.

“DoyoustillrememberthatyouowethoseTinder

guystheirdates?”Khosireallyhasnotiming.Now

she'sdiscussingmypersonalaffairsinfrontofmy

employees?Hhayikhona.

“SenzofromTransnethasbeenpesteringand

beggingmetotellhimwhenyou'regoingtobe

free,”shecontinuesandeveryone'searsare



sharpenedup.

“NotnowKhosi,”Isay,hopingthatshe'llgetthehint.

Butshe'sKhosiandthetipsyKhosihasnostoppers.

“Wedon'twanttohaveasaltybosswho'llsnapat

usoverminormistakes.Youneedtogetlaid,”she

says.

Theywanttolaugh,she'stheirTrevorNoah,butmy

icystarehasthemsippingontheirglasseswith

silentgrinsstretchingfromtheirlips.

Someonewalksin.ThankGod,theirattentionis

turnedtohimforamoment.

“Sanibonani,”hegreetsandlooksatme.It'sthe

yardman,I'mnotfamiliarwiththeirfaces,I'm

hardlyhome.EvenwhenIamheretheirbossis

technicallyAndiswa,shedealswiththemandIdeal

withrealwork.

“Ithinkthepipeoutsideisblocked,thetaphasn't

beenworkingthewholeday.CanIwashmyhands

insideand….”Oh,Andiswaneedstoattendtothis

mattertomorrowmorning.



“There'sabathroomattheendofthispassage,”I

sayandturnmyattentiontotheladiesonthetable

wholookawe-strickenforsomereasons.

“Hecleansyouryard?”Bettyasks,pointingwhere

themandisappearedwithherthumb.

“Yes,”Inodmyheadandfillmyglass.Ohshucks,

we'veranoutoftheice-cubes.

“What'shisname?”

Ilookupandfindthemstaringatmecuriously.

“Idon'tknowhisname,”Isayandshrugmy

shoulders.

Eyeswiden!

Theyshouldn'tlookatmelikethat.Ican'tknow

everyhumanbeingthereisunderthesun.It'sanot

compulsory.

“Hecleansyouryardandyoudon'tknowhis

name?”Khosi.NowshewantstobeJudgeJudy,

morethananyoneonthistablesheknowshow

crazymyschedulecanbe.She'stheonewho

arrangesit,duh.



“I'mhardlyhome,”Isayandgiveherasternlook.

Themanwalksbackwithhisglovesfoldedinhis

handandwecuttheconversationlikechurch-

gossips.Helooksarounduncomfortablyandthen

hiseyeslandonme.

“ThankyouHlasekazi,”hesays,bowshishead

slightlyandwalksoutthedoor.

Theatmosphereislightagainafterhisexit.Hehas

savedmefromthe“get-a-boyfriend”talk.Weare

nowgossipingaboutXolaniwhothoughthis

presencewouldhaveeveryonefallingdownonhis

feet.HisfatherisashareholderatBantwanaandI'll

seemoreofhisarrogantassfromnowgoing

forward.He'soneofthosewhothoughtIdidn't

standachanceatthispositionandnowhe'shereto

celebratemyvictory.That'stherealityoflife;

everyonewantstorisewithyou,eventhosewho

steppedonyouwhenyouweredown.

Theyhonormyrequest,everyoneleavesbefore

19h00andtheydon'tleavetoomuchmessbehind.



Xolaniinvitesthemtohishouseforanotherround

ofdrinks.It'sjustashow-off,Iheardthathisfather

recentlybroughthimamansion.Ihadtodrag

Andiswaoutofhiscarbackinsidethehouse.I

knowmenlikehim,thetypethatpopsexpensive

bottlesandmakegirlstwerkforthem.

“I'mtwenty-one,notfifteen.”Shethrowsherhands

upandsinksonthecouchangrily.

“There'snoneedforyoutogothere,”Isay.

“Iwanttohavefunlikeeverybodyelse.”

“Andiswa!”Mytonesendsawarning.

Sheexhalesandpicksanalmost-emptybottlefrom

theflooranddeliberatelyemptiesitintohermouth.

“Theyardmansaidthepipeoutsideisblocked.Can

youattendtoitbeforeMonday?TomorrowI'm

goingtoseeAuntVumile,”Isay.

“WhywouldyougothereonaSunday?She'lldrag

youtochurchandputyouonthespotlight.”She's

right,butIhavememorizedmyescapestrategy.I

havenothingagainstGod,infactIpraytohimevery



chancethatIget,myproblemisthepastorwho

thinksthathissonandIareamatch-madefrom

heaven.EverytimeIgotothatchurchtheystart

treatingmelikeadaughter-in-lawandtheirson's

egobuildsupintomountains.Justlikeanyother

girl,heexpectsmetojumpandtwerkattheideaof

beingmarriedtoasurgeon.Theshockonhisface

everytimeIturndownhisextravagantlunchinvites!

“DidMngomezulucomplainaboutanythingelse

besidetheblockedpipe?”sheasks.

“Mngomezulu?”I'mlost.

“Theyardman,”shesays.

“Oh!Itwasonlythat.Ishouldgetsomesleep.”Iget

offthecouchanddragmyselftothebedroom.

MondayIhaveaboardmeeting,therearealotof

expectationstobemet,somehadtheireyesonthe

positionandthey'llbekeepingtabsonmyprogress

likehawks.Iwon'tbelongatmyaunt'shouse,I'm

onlydeliveringhermedicationsandgrabbingacup

ofteatoavoidlookinglikearich-snobbishcousin,

thenI'mcomingbacktostartdraftingmyMonday



proposals.

WhenIwakeupAndiswaissleepingonthecouch.

Emptybottlesarelyingalloverthefloor.Thisiswhy

Idon'twanthertodrink,onceshestartsshedoesn't

stop.Thecleanerisofftoday,Icleareverything

withthebroomanddustthefurniture.She'lldothe

restwhenshewakesup.

I'mnotbiginthekitchen,Icookforthestomach,

notthetastebuds.IknowAndiswawon’teatthis

foodI'mleavingforher,she'llorderinorgoeatout.

Itdoesn'tbotherme,youcan'tbegoodat

everything,atleastIknowhowtobakescones.

Mytimingisperfect,thefamilyisstillwatching

somegospelshow,bythetimetheyready

themselvesforchurchI'llbelonggone.

You'dswearthatAuntVumilewasbornin

BethlehemnexttoJesusChrist.Ihavenodoubt

thatsheforcedherhusbandandkidstositand

watchthisshow.I'msuresheevendreamsofthe



almightysoninhersleep.

“IsthismyNdondo?”Sherisesfromthecouchwith

hersmilewidenedandarmsstretched.You'dthink

thatjustbecauseshe'sadie-hardChristianshe

walksaroundwearinglongrobeswith“Hallelujah”

boldlywrittenontheback,butthat'snotthecase

withMaria'scousinhere.She'sahugefanofskirt-

suitsandpantyhose.I'mnotsayingherwigsare

stillinthegame,butwhensheputsthosecurlson,

wearsherpantyhoseandblackpumps,she

immediatelythrowsallthewomeninthehouseout

ofthegame.

“Didn'tyouhearmedrivein?”Iaskwhilehugging

her.OhLord,herbodysprays!Thiswomanisgoing

tobetheBeyonceofheavenwhenshedies.The

likesofMariawillberunningtoherforfashion

adviceswhentheywanttocharmthelikesof

DavidsandHolySpirit.

“Isitnotyourunclewhohasahearingproblem?We

havetoturnthevolumetomaximumforhimtohear.

ButItoldthepastoraboutitandhe'llprayforhim.”



Yeah,right.Iwasalsoprayedforsomanytimes.

“Ibroughtyourmedication.Youhavean

appointmentnextTuesday,I'llfetchyouduringthe

day.”

Shetakesthepackage,thanksGodanddisappears

intoherbedroom.Isettleonthecouchandgluemy

eyesonthescreenwhilethinkingaboutmy

upcomingmeeting.

Acupofcoffeeandsconesdisturbme.Nomatter

whatyourdieticiansaid,whenshegivesyouher

sconesandcreamycoffeeyoueatlikethere'sno

tomorrow.Bakingdelicioussconesmustbeaskill

acquiredfromchurchbecauseallthesechurch-

obsessedwomeninmyfamilycanplaywiththe

flour.

“You'resothin.You'repayingthosepeopleenough

moneytheyshouldcookyourealfood,”she

complainswhileplaitingknotsonherhead;forthe

church'shattofitperfectly.

“Youalwayssaythat,aunty.”Imustexcusemyself

immediately,beforeideasoftakingmetochurch



forthepastortoprayformyweightstartfillingher

head.

“That'sbecauseyou'realwaysthin.Iwillpack

potatoesforyou,youneedtoeatrealfood.Doyou

havemaizemealinthatmansionofyours?”

“AuntyIcanaffordtobuy…..”Sheslidesintoherflip

-flopsandheadstowardsthekitchen.She's

throwingherhandsupandmumblingher

complaintsabout‘theeducatedyouththatdon't

evenknowhowtodoapropergrocery,allthey

knowisbuyingpizzasandFacebook.’

IhavefreshpotatoesinmyhouseandIhaveno

spacetostorehercrinkly-skinnedones.Iwas

taughtimportantlifelessonsgrowingup,oneof

thembeinggratefulforeverythingthatyouhave.

Manypeoplegotobedonhungrystomachs

everydayandmymotheralwaysadvisedusagainst

throwingawayfood.Butwho'sgoingtotakeugly

potatoeslikethese?Itwouldlooklikeaninsult,

peopleareverysensitiveoutthere.



Ileavethemonthecounterandcollectthebinbag

fromthestorageroom.Istumbleonapieceof

paperneatlyfoldedandplacednexttothelime

hand-glovesontopofanoldwashingmachine.Out

ofcuriosity,Iunfoldthepaperandrunmyeyesover

thewordswritteninside:“HOPE=Hold-On-Pain-

Ends.”

Icopythesewordsonmynotebookandmakea

mentalnotetohavethemprintedsothatIcanput

themsomewhereinmystudyroomforwhenthe

goinggetstough.

Themostimpossiblethingtodoisworkingwhile

Andiswaisplayingmusicloudandhorriblysinging

alongtoit.

IneedtofindapeacefulspotoutsidewhereIcan

workwithoutanydisturbances.Itakemynotepad

andlaptopandheadout.

Behindthehouse,hidingontheleftsideofthebed

ofasters,isatreestump.OfcourseI'veneverseen

itbefore,it'spaintedblueonthebottomandcurved



withaSTARsignonitstop.Wherehasthisspot

beenmywholelife?It'slikealittleworldof

tranquility.Thefreshscentsfromthegardenand

chirpingsoundsofthebirdsisolatemymindfrom

everythingandabsorbmeintoself.

.

.

I'mnotaheavysleeper,I'veneverbeenone,not

eveninvarsity.InZulutheysay“ayikhoinkomo

yobuthongo"andthat'sbeenmymottoeversinceI

startedhuntingdownsuccess.ButtodayIwokeup

justsecondsawayfrom7h35andIrantothe

bathroomlikeamadwoman.AtninesharpIhavea

groupofgrey-hairedmenwho'veinvestedtheirlast

centsintothecompanyandIneedtoassurethem

thatthecompanyisontherightdirection.Ican'tbe

late.IfitwasanyotherdayIwould'veaskedAunty

toironmygreysuitinsteadofthispencil,white

dress.ToputamoreprofessionallookIcovermy

shoulderswithaformalblackblazer.

Istraightenmyweaveandbrushmyeyebrows,



there'snotimeformake-up.Chop-chop!I'mout

withmybagsandrunningtothecar.

“Hlase…”Nottoday!Theyknowwhototalktowhen

theyhaveproblems.Ican'tbelateformymeeting

becauseofdomesticissues.Andwhatmakeshim

callmethisway?NotthatIhateit,it'sjustabitoff,

howeverIpreferitover“madam.”Thatonemakes

mefeellikeawhitewomanoftheApartheidera.

“TakeittoAndiswa,”Isayandsilencehimwitha

hand.Iunlockthecar,throwmybagsattheback

andhoponmyseatanddriveout.

Khosihasacupofcoffeeandamuffinreadyforme

intheoffice.Idon'tknowwhatI'ddowithouther.

MrNgidiwasreluctantaboutherbutIinsisted.I

wantedthegirlofdeadlockswho,againsttherules

ofeverycompanyintheworld,carriedouther

interviewinZulu.Sheansweredeverydamn

questioninZuluandherreasonwasthatthewhole

interviewpanelwereZulus,soshedidn’tseethe

needtouseaforeignlanguagetocommunicate.



MrNgidi,theformerCEO,worriedthatshewas

goingtomessupmyschedulesandturnmyoffice

upsidedown.ButifIwasgoingtogetaPAitwas

goingtobeher,nobodyelse!Ilikedher,something

aboutherconfidenceandsteadinessdrewmeto

her.

Sixmonthslaterhertwinsisters,SnakhoandSnalo,

werehereandworkingintheproduction

department.Iswearitwasn'tmewhoshebribedfor

themtogetthejobs.

“HowdidyouknowthatIskippedbreakfast?”Iask

andbiteahugechunkofthemuffin.Delicious!

“BecauseIknowhowyoubecomeifyouhavean

earlymeeting.Youlookgorgeouswithoutmake-up

bytheway.Japantreatedyourskinwell,”shesays.

Idoubtmyskincanbeflawlessashers,nomatter

whereintheworldIgo.Irememberbackinthe

daysI'dgotoherhouseandstealherfacialskin

productssothatIcanhaveaskinbeautifulashers.

Butshe'sanaturalchestnutandsheonlydoes

thoseskinscrubbingroutinesonceinawhile.



“Forgetaboutmyskin,thatSenzoguydm’edme.

Didyoutellhimto?’Iask.

“Yes,”shesaysboldly.

She'sunbelievable!

“Khosi!Ican'tgooutondatesrightnow.Ijustgot

promoted,mywholeattentionshouldbeontaking

thiscompanytoanotherlevel,notmen.”

“Nobodyisaskingyoutogooutduringtheoffice

hours.YouneedtochillandliveyourlifeNdondo.

Soonyou'llbe30andsingle.”

“Andwhat'swrongwiththat?’Iask.

ShepicksheriPadandswaysherhipstowardsthe

door.

“Saturdayevening.Snakhowilldoyourmake-up

andIwillbringtheoutfit.”ShestridesoutbeforeI

canobject.DoIreallyhavenosayinmyownlife?

AndwhyisthisSenzonotgoingafterthegirlsinhis

area?Ibetthey'retiredofhim.Cookie-chaser.

There'saknockatthedoor.Iletoutasighandput



awaythedocumentIwastryingtoreview.The

meetingstartsinthenextthirtyminutes,Ireally

needthistimetomyself.

It'sBab’Mbambo,thesecurityguard.

“Ndondoyegolide,”

Asmilespreadfrommyface.Thisishowhecalls

me.Hehasawarmaura.Hehasalwaystreatedme

likeadaughter.FromthefirstdayIsteppedonthe

groundsofthiscompanyasnothingmorethanjust

amarketingofficer,he'dplayfullytellmethatI'llgo

farinlife;“WenanganeyakwaSibisiuzoyakude

nempilo.”

WhenIgotthatcallfromMrNgidisayingthathe

wassteppingdownandheneededmetocatchthe

firstflightbackinthecountry,hiswordsranginmy

earslikeaprophecy.

“Baba,”Isayandstepasideforhimtogetin.Buthe

doesn’twalkin.Hestandswithafreckledsmileand

staresatmeforafewseconds.

“Youlookverybeautifultoday,youremindmeofmy

latedaughter,”hesays.



IknowthathisdaughterisaheavysubjectsoI

don'tdigmuchabouther.Ijustlistentothosebits

thathe'swillingtoshareandcelebratehermemory

withhim.

“Weshouldhangoutthisweekend.You'venever

reallyhungoutwiththeCEO,”Isay.

Hechucklesandnodshishead.Lookatmemaking

otherplansaboutmylife!Khosiwillkillme.

“There'saboylookingforyouatthereceptionarea,”

hesays.

Gosh,notnow.Who'sthatboyanyway?Idon't

entertainboysinmyworkplace.

“Tellhimtoleave,”Isay.

“Hesaidit’surgentandtrustme,helookslike

someonewhojumpedoutoftheholeandranhere.”

“What'shisname?”Iask.

Hefrownsandclickshisfingersanumeroustimes.

SometimesIworryabouthim,heshouldbesitting

athomeandenjoyinghismarriage.He'stoooldto

beguardinggates.Buthistypeisstubborn.He



brushesoffthesubjecteverytimeIsuggestthathe

retires.

“Ndabuko….yeah,Ithinkthat'swhathesaid,”he

saysandnodshisheadtoverifyhisthoughts.

Idon'tknowanyonebythatname.Ipullthedoor

behindmeandfollowhimtothereceptionarea.

Preciousislateagain,she'sstillnotonherdesk.I'm

gettingtiredoftalkingtoheraboutonething,there

aresomanypeoplewho'dliketohavethisjob.

“Thereheis,”Bab’Mbambosays,pointingat…the

yardmanfrommyhouse?

He’swearingthesamedungareeandboots.My

mindquicklyrunstoAndiswaandfearcreepsupto

mybones.

“Didanythinghappen?”Iaskbeforehecanshifthis

eyesfromBab’Mbambowho'sstaringathimasif

he'sdaringhimtodosomethingstupid.

“No,youdroppedthis.Itriedtostopyoubutyou

wereinahurry.”

Myflashdrive!WhatwasIgoingtopresentinthe



meeting?Everythingisstoredhere.MyGosh!

“Thankyousomuch.Idon'tknowhowthis

happened,IlosttrackoftimeandIwas….fuck!”I

cannotbelievethis.Ididn'tevencheckwhenIgot

here.

“It'sokay,I'mgladyougotitontime.Ihavetoget

backtowork.”HeglancesatBab’Mbambo’snow

meltedfaceandthengivesmeanodofgoodbye.

HemakeshiswayoutasPreciousrunsinwitha

fakeapologeticlookonherface.

“Myboyfriend'scarbroke…..”Ireallydon’thaveears

tolistentoherexcusestoday.Ileaveherexplaining

toBab’Mbambo.

Khosiisintheoffice,applyingpolishonhernails.

Trusthertodothistwentyminutesbeforethe

meeting.

“Iwaswonderingwhereyoudisappearedto,”she

says.

Isinkonmychairandletoutadeepsigh.



“Youwon'tbelievewhathappened.Idroppedthe

flashdriveattheyardandtheyardmancameto

bringit.Idon'tknowwhatIwould'vedone,”Isay.

Sheblowsonherrighthandtodryupthenailpolish

andthenlendsmeherunbotheredattention.

“Andthisyardmanofyoursdoesn'thaveaname?”

Ican'tbelievethisiswhatshecaughtfromallthis.I

leftabloodyflashdrivewithallourhardworkat

home,hello!

“HisnameisNdabuko.Andiswacallshim

Mngomezulu,soIguesshe'sNdabuko

Mngomezuluinfull.AnythingelseMiss-Know-

Them-All?”

“Yes.Howdidhegethereandhowishegetting

backtothehouse?”Shestaresatme.Mymouthis

hangingopen.HowdidNdabukogethere?And

mostimportantly,howishegettingbacktothe

house?It'sabout20minutesawayfromhere.

“Callhimandtellhimtowaitforthecarbytheroad.

Hejustsavedyourass,theleastyoucoulddois

providehimwithtransportbacktothehouse.In



fact,youshould'vegivenhimadayoff.Thepoor

guymust'vewalkedallthewayheretosavethe

bosswhohardlyevertalkstohim.”

I'mnotthekindestpersononearth,sometimesI

thinklessaboutothers,especiallyifIhaveno

personalrelationshipwiththem.RightnowIfeel

liketheDevil'sPA.Heshouldn'thavecomehere

afterthewayIspokeandsilencedhimwhenhe

triedtospeaktomeearlier.Itbafflesmehowhe

wasabletoignoremyunkindgesturesandcame

here.

Myhopeofgettinghiscontactdetailsdieswhen

Andiswa’sphoneringsunanswered.

“I'mcruel,aren’tI?”Isighandleanbackonthechair

hopelessly.

“No,you'reself-absorbed,”shesayswithamocking

smirkonherface.

“Soundsbetter,you'reagoodfriend,”Isay.

Sherollshereyesandblowsherlefthand’snails.



“Nowstopsayingyoudon'tknowthepoorguy.He’s

Ndabuko,youryardner."

NdabukoHerYardner

Chapter2

Ilookatthedocumentsinfrontofmethatcontain

theirbackgroundinformation.Mam’Zodwastarted

workingasacookwhenshewasjusttwenty-three,

shehadalongworkingrelationshipwithawoman

namedMrsPriyankainStangerandshespeaks

highlyofher.Shehasfourkidsandtwo

grandchildrenandsheresidesinWaterloo.

Hloniphilehasworkedinseveralretailstoresasa

cleaner.There'snothingmuchabouther.She

doesn'thavechildrenandsheliveswithherparents.

She'sonly32yearsold,Ihavetostopcallingher

Aunty.

Ndabukograduatedinaeronauticalengineering

fromWitsandhehasactuallyworkedwithAirbus



Industriesfortwoyears.Aguylikehimwouldhave

somethingabitmoreconcreteonhisnamebuthis

pastisjustblank.Allthere'shereishiseducational

background,hisresidentialaddressthatpointshim

atUmlaziandhisage;he’s27yearsold.He'snever

workedasagardenerorayardcleaneranywhere,

thisishisfirstjobofthiskindandIcan'thelpbut

feelsorryforhim.BantwanaHoldingshadalready

approachedmeandofferedmeajobwhenI

graduated,butIknowthestrugglemostyoung

SouthAfricansgothroughevenafterobtaining

highereducationqualifications.Educationisno

longerthekeytosuccess;connectionsare.

NowthatIknowalittlebitaboutthemmaybeI

shouldtakeKhosi'sadviceandtrytobefriendlyand

getclosertothem.Afterall,thesepeopletakecare

ofmyhouseandlookafterAndiswawhenI'mnot

home.They'relikefamily,HloniandMam’Zodwa

havebeenworkinginmyhouseforoverayearnow.

It'sNdabukowhowashiredaweekafterIleftfor

Japan.Hepersonallystoodatthegateandbegged

Andiswaforajobandsheendeduphiringhimto



lookaftertheyard.

“There'sastaffmeetingatthereception,just

briefingsfromthemanagementanddisciplinaryfor

afewmachineoperators.”That'sKhosiletting

herselfinwithherblabberingmouthalreadyloosely

opened.Iliftmyheadupandlookather.She

tossesmycarkeystome.“Otherthanthat,you've

reachedtheendofyourschedulefortheday,you

cangohomeandrelax.Rememberyou'regoingon

adateaftertomorrow,youneedtorestsothatyou'll

glow,”shesaysandstartspackingmybag.I'monly

goingonthisdateforher,Ijustwanthertobuzzoff,

Idon'tcareabouttheglow.

“What'sthis?”Shesnatchesthedocumentsinmy

handsandbrieflyrunshereyesoverthem.Then

shefrownsandlooksatmeeyes-widened.

“Hehasadegree?”She'saskingaboutNdabuko.I

wasshockedaswell,Iguessbookscannotbe

judgedbytheircoversforreal.

“Aeronauticalengineering,canyoubelieveit?And

he'scleaningpeople'syards!”Ireleaseasighand



pushbackmychair.It'sbeenalongday,Ineeda

coldshowerandaglassofwine.

“I’mnotsayingyouryarddoesn'tdeservehim,he’s

doingagreatjobthere,butIthinkyoucanhelphim

findsomethingmoredecent.He'scapableofmore,”

shesays.

“I'llspeaktoAndiswa,mostofthetimesIgethome

afterthey'veknockedoff,”Isay.

“Yoh,somepeopleareunlucky,thepoorguy!”She

clapsherhandsindisbeliefandcollectstheempty

teacuponthedeskanddisappears.

IdrivepastMountEdgecombePlazatogetafew

itemsandthendrivehome.Andiswahasacouple

offriendsoverandtheirconversationisheldinroof

-burstingvoicesasifoneofthemhasahearing

problem.

Idroptheshoppingbagsonthekitchencounter.

“Helloguysandbye,”Isayanddisappearintothe

spine-glassstairwayleadingtotheupperfloor.



Istripmyclothesoffandfoldthemintothe

washingbasket.Asifsomeoneknewthe

exhaustingdaythatIhad,there'sabottleofHogan

CheninBlancontopoftheFilbookbedsidepedestal.

Idownaglassbeforesteppingintotheshower.I

lovethefeelingofcoldwaterrunningdownthe

sidesofmybodylikeawaterfallanddrenching

everyinchofmyskin.Mymindjustfadesintoa

differentworld;everythingbecomesafoggyillusion.

Ittakesmymindoffeverything.IhaveanOCDandI

spendmostofthetimeworryingaboutthingsthat

don'tmattertomostpeople.

Islideintoafleece-linedhoodie,cuffedjoggersand

slippers.I'mveryluckythatIdiscoveredthat

tranquilspotbehindtheyard,thisnoisethey're

makingherewould'vedistractedme.Igrababoxof

grapesandabottleofwaterfromthefridgeand

makemywayoutside.

Andthen?WhyisNdabukosittingonmytreestump?



Ithoughthehasleft.

Whenheseesmecominghejumpsoffitandlooks

atmeabitshakenoff.

“Thisismyspot,”Itease.Buthedoesn’tgetit,

insteadhelooksevenmorefrightened.AmIthat

uptightthatevenwhenItrytocrackajokepeople

lookfrightened?

“I'mkidding.Ionlyfoundthisspotlastweek.Did

youbringthisstumphere?Wasitpaintedand

designedlikethisoryoudidit?Ireallylikeit.And

it'snexttothegarden,it'sverycalming…”

Owkaaaaay.Iclearmythroatandstop.

He'sbeenfrowningthewholetimethatIwastalking.

IsitthatweirdwhenItalk?

“Howareyou?”hefinallyasksandforsome

reasonsIhavesomanythingstotellhim.Likemy

meetingwithMrJones,signingtwonewclientsand

HlomukaLogisticsrenewingtheircontractwithus.

HowcanIforgetthefightbetweensomeguyfrom

themaintenanceandhisbabymamawhoshowed

upatthegatewiththebabyinherarmsandyelled



athimabouthispoorbedroomperformanceand

smallpenis.

“AndKhosiwantsmetogoonadatewithsomeguy

fromTransnetthisSaturday,”Isumitallupwitha

sigh.

“Adate?”Hislipiscurvedup.Eyebrowraised.

“Yeap,andshe'llkillmeifIdon'tgo.So,I'lljust

postponetakingBab’Mbambooutuntilnextweek.”

“Thesecurityguard?”heasks.

“Yes,he'slikeafatherfromtheworkplace.Ihaven't

reallyhangoutwithhimsinceIcamebackfrom

Yokohama,”Isay.

“Whoisthisguy?Hisname?”Hislipisstillcurved

uptoexpresssomethingIcan'texplain.

“SenzoMachi,Ithinkthat'swhatissaid,”Isayand

shrugmyshoulders.

Henodshisheadandcontinuestaringatme.

He'snotsittingonthestump,Iguesshe’sletting

mehaveit.Islideontopofitandopentheboxof

grapes.



“Doyoulikegrapes?”Iaskandpullouttheboxto

him.Heonlytakesafewandreturnsitback.I

guesshe'snotreallyafan.

“Youhavetheaeronauticalengineeringdegree?”I

ask.

Heclearshisthroatanddoesathingofscratching

thesideofhisfacewithonefinger.Thismanlooks

fine.Imeanit,hehasthelooksandbeneaththis

dungareeisamodelwaitingtobediscovered.

“Yes,Ido.”Helacksthepride.Hehasawhole

engineeringdegree,hello.ButIunderstand,there's

nojoyinbraggingaboutsomethingthat'sfloating

onthedustinyourhouseandbenefitingyouwith

nothing.

“I'mnotsayingIhaveconnectionsbutIknow

peoplewhoknowpeoplefromhigherplaces,”Isay.

Hiseyebrowiscockedupthewholetime.

“Iknowthatyou'recapableofmorethanjust

cleaningtheyardanddoingthegarden,”Isay.

HopefullyI'mmakingsense.



“Oh,okay.”Henodshisheadreluctantlyand

scratcheshischeekwithafingeragain.

“BringyourCV,certifiedcopiesofyourIDand

certificates,andI'llseewhatIcando,”Isay.

Hesmilesbutitdoesn'treachhiseyes.Thenhe

rubshispalmstogether.

“IappreciatethatHlasekazi,Ireallydo,butIdon't

wantanotherjob.I'mfinehereandIenjoydoing

whatIdo.”

Thisisstrange.Whyishegivinguponhisdreams

soeasily?

“You'llearnmoremoney,Ndabuko,”Isay.

“It'snotaboutthemoney,”hesaysandshrugshis

shoulders.

“Whatisabout?”I'mreallyconfused.Everythingis

aboutmoneyinthisworld.

“It'sabouthappiness,”hesays.

“You'rehappycleaningsomeone'syardfortherest

ofyourlife?”Heneedstobeserious.We'reliving

here,notpracticingtobeliving.



“Maybe,”hesaysandsmiles.Hissmileis

contagious,Ialsofindmyselfsmilingandshaking

myheadathislackofambition.

“Wheredoyouliveandhowdoyougetthere?”Iask.

“Ilivesomewhereintownandafriendalwayspicks

meup,”hesays.

It'stimeIreturnthefavour.Thisguysavedmylife

MondayandIhaven'tgotthechancetothankhim

withanything.

“Iwilldriveyouhometoday,”Isay.

Hefreezes.AmIbeingtooforward?

“Ifyoudon'tmind,”Iadd,awkwardly.

Heclearshisthroatandflashesthatfakegrinagain.

“No,Idon'tmindatall,infactI'denjoygettingyour

lift.ButI'mnotgoingstraighthome,there's

somewhereIneedtogofirst.Somewhereprivate.”

Oh!ThisisdisappointingbutIhavetorespecthis

decision.Maybehe'sgoingtohisgirlfriendandhe's

scaredthatitwillgiveherthewrongideas.



“Moregrapes?”Iask.

Heshakeshishead.

“No,thankyou,IneedtosaygoodbyetoAndiswa

andgo.”

“Yousaygoodbyetoherbeforeleaving?”Iaskin

awe.Ihopehe'snottryingtomakefunnymoveson

mylittlesister.

“Yes.She'sagreatkidbytheway.”

Iburstintolaughter.Didhejustcallherakid?

Andiswawoulddie.

“Besafe,”Itellhim.

“ThankyouHlasekazi,staywell.”

This…whydoesn'thecallmeNdondolikeeverybody

else?

“Whydoyoucallmelikethat?”Myquestionstops

himfivestepsaway.Helooksbackwithhiseyes

squintedagainstthesunthatissettingdown.

“NomashingilakaBango.Doyouwantmetocall

youNomashingilabecauseyoulivetothatone?”



HisquestionconfusesmebutI'mlaughing.

Ukushingilacanbetranslatedasflouncingoffor

modellinginatraditionallyZuluwaywhichIthink

he'sreferringto.IdoownthegroundswhenIwalk

andIcansellmyconfidenceforamillion.Asa

younggirlI'dfrequentlyget;“yazeyashingilabole

ntombi,”whereverIgoandpassagroupofmen.

Hechucklesandjogson,leavingmeburstingmy

stomach.

.

.

“Ndondoyegolide,”It'sBab’Mbambomakinghis

waytowardsmycar.“You'reinahurrytoday?”

“Urgh!Ihaveadate.Iwasjustdroppingafewfiles

forMrMavimbela,”Isay.

“Naziya!Sibisialsowantscows,youyoungpeople

thinkmoneyandcarsareeverything.Wewantcows

forourdaughters,wewanttomarryyouoffandgo

toourgravesinpeaceknowingthatwe'releaving

youinsafeplaces.”



Hewasbornin1964,marriagestillmattersmore

thananythingtohim.Irememberbackinthedays

whenMrNgidiwasstilltheCEOandwe'dsitbythe

gateandgossipabouthim.Onethingheusedto

singleoutwasthatNgidiwillremainaboybecause

hehasnowife.He'dsay;“Idon'tcarehowrichheis

orhowmanytaxishissonshave,tomehe'saboy,

uyongcwatshwangothwalofu,”(-he'llbeburiedat

12o'clock-astandardtimetoburysomeonewhois

unmarriedbackintheruralareas.)

“Babayoustillcallnowadaysmen‘safeplaces’

whereasthousandofwomendieintheirhands

daily?”Iask.

“It'sthisthingofnotmarrying,I'mtellingyou.

Nowadaysmenspreadtheirseedseverywhereand

leavechildrenbeingraisedbymotherssingle-

handledly.Inourtimeaboychildwasgroomedby

men,unclesandhead-chiefs.Andtherewasinduna

yezinsizwaineveryvillage.Doyouknowthejobof

indunayezinsizwa?”

Ineedtoputthesethingsinsidethecar,Imight

leaveaftertwohours.Lord,whydidIstartthis



conversation?

“Heguidesthevillagemenandprotectthem,”Isay.

Henodsandstepscloserwithhishandspositioned

forwardforexplanations.

“Notonlythat.Youknowwhenselectinginduna

yezinsizwawe’dchoosesomeonewithdignity.

Someonewiththerightvoiceandrespectfor

manhood,cultureandtraditions.Inourtimeinduna

yezinsizwacalledmenforimbizoeverymonthand

wewouldgroomeachotherandshareadvices.

Let'ssaythere'ssomeonewho'shavingmarriage

problems….”Lord,whyarewesayingthat?Khosiis

goingtokillmeifI'mlateforthisdate,she'llthinkI

diditonpurpose.

“We'dneveradvisehimtobecomeMikeTysonwith

thepoorwoman.Instead,we'dgivehimstrong

mixturesofherbsthatwouldkeephimupand

strongthewholenight.Umfaziotholainduku

yethusiakahluphi,umbhulenje.”

Mystomachisgoingtoburstandtheseother

securityguardswillthinkwe'replanningsomething



againstthemormockingthemforsomething.Most

ofthemarenewandnotusedtoourrelationship.

“Butsomemenalsorapedandkillwomeninyour

time,”Isay.

“Itwasn'tfashion.Youragematesaredoingthese

barbaricactsoutoffashionandthosestupid

lawyerswouldbelike‘nywenywehe'snotmental

stable,’nonsenseman!Ifyou'rementalunstable

startbypullingacow'stail-donsaishobalenkomo

thenwe'llseethatyouneedhelp,”hesays.

“Onlyifsomeonepullsacow'stailyoubelievethat

he'snotokayupstairs?”Ihavetearsrollingdown

mycheeks.

“NiyadlalaninaNdondo!Whatkindofamental

unstablemanwaitsfortherobottoturngreen

beforecrossingtheroadbutwheninsertinghimself

inawomanwithoutpermissionhe'smental

unstable?Mbhekenilohulumeni,Ndondo.

Mbhekeni!”Hepusheshisarmsbehindhisback

andwalksaway.Anotherduty;lookingintothe

currentgovernment.Heneedstobechecked!!!



Ohhell,KhosiandNakhoarealreadyhere.I'min

trouble!

“SeriouslyNdondo?”She'spissed.

“Bab’Mbambokeptmewithhisstories.WhereamI

meetingthisSenzoandwhatamIwearing?”This

wholedateishers.She'lldeterminewhatIwearand

whereImeetthisguy.

“9thAvenueWaterside.Worryaboutgettingthis

facefixedfornow,I'llgettheoutfitready,”shesays

andmarchesoff.

Nakhoimpatientlypullsmedownonthecouchand

startsscrubbingmyfacewithawetwipe.

“Nowwedon'thaveenoughtime,we'llonlydothe

basics.By4pmyouneedtobeattherestaurant,

Senzowillfindyouthere,”shesays.

Ihavetodrivemyselfthere?!

“He'snotpickingmeup?”Iask.

“Hehadtorushhismothertoasickrelative.You

canwaitforhimifyouwantto,butknowthatthe



datewilldelayandyoumaybebackhomeafter

seven.”

What?No.I'dratherdrivemyselftherethantobe

homethatlate.Idon'twanthimtogetthe“sleep-

over"ideas.

“Ithoughtasmuch.Foldyourlipsforme.”She'snot

aprofessionalmake-upartist.Somepeoplejust

knowhowtodothesethingsnaturally.Icanputa

mascaraon,laythefoundationperfectlyanddomy

eyebrows.ButIdon'tknowhowtotrimthem,Ican't

gluetheeyelashesonandIdon’tthinkI'lleverbe

abletodotheeyeshades.

“Idon'twanttobetoobright,”Itellher.

“Iknowbabe.Canyoukeepyourmouthandeyes

shut?”

I'mprobablygettingannoying.Ifollowthe

instructionsandsitstillforalmosttwentyminutes.

Beautydoesn'tonlycomeataprice,it'stime

consumingaswell.

“Done.Lookatthisdoll!”She'ssatisfiedwithher

ownskills.Igrabthemirrorfromherhandandstare



atthereflectionofmyface.Idon'trecognizemyself.

Mynoseissharper,mycheekslooklikesandwalls

andtheeyelashesaretooheavyandmoving

rhythmicallywhenIblink.

“Areyouhappy?”sheasks.

“IloveitbutIwouldn'tsurviveonthisheavymake-

upondailybasis,Ifeellikeawalkingpainting,”Isay.

“Womenareartbabe.Thisguybettercompensate

alltheseeffortwithamind-blowingorgasmandlot

ofcash.”

Iwouldn'tmindthe‘lotofcash’butthemjnd-

blowingorgasmcanmissme.I'mnotopeningmy

legsforeveryDickandTomthatIgoonadatewith.

It'lltakemorethanonedateforustogetthere.

Khosiforcesmeintoathigh-revealingwrapdress

andcut-outheels.SheinsiststhatI'mnot

overdressedandspraysmewithaGucciBambooto

thepointofnose-blocking.

“Gorepresentus,girl!”Shekissesmycheekand



startstakingpictures.Ihaveafeelingthatthis

won'tturnoutthewaythey'reexpecting.

I'mnotthatpunctualmyselfbutIdorespect

people'stime.Whatkindofamaninhisrightmind

makesagirlwaitforhimforoverthirtyminutes?I'm

onmyseconddrinknowandthisSenzoguyis

nowheretobeseen.Tomakethisevenworsehe

hasswitchedhisphoneoffaftercallingmeand

askingmetoorder.

Thefoodishereandturningcold.Wherethefuckis

he?Ihavebetterthingstodowithmytime.

“Ndondo,”thevoicecomesfrombehindandstartles

me.

Iturnaroundandfindthissweatyman,walking

barefootedandlookinglikehejustjumpedoutofa

movingtrain.

“Andyouare?”Iask.

“SenzoMachi.I'msorryI'mthislate,something….”

Lord!Lord!Lord!Whatisthis?Hisheadisahorrible



mess.Hishairlooklikeitwascutwithascissor

andsomepartswereshavenwithahair-remover.

DoIlooklikeajoke?WhathappenedtotheTinder

guyIsawinthepictures?Hedidlooklikethisbut

hewasadecentman.Hehadacar,neatafroand

colgate-whitesetofteeth.

“Iwillexplainwhathappened.CanIgetsomething

todrinkfirst?”heasks.

Igivehima“suityourself”shrug.Hedownsaglass

ofbeerIorderedforhimandproceedstomywine

andgulpsitalldown.Itspillsonhiscreasedshirt

ashetriestoswallowitallatonce.

“Iwashijacked,”hefinallysays.

IthinkIknowthisstory.I'vereaditonFacebooka

coupleoftimesinthoseworstdatethreads;aguy

getshijackedonhiswaytothedateandthelady

endsuppayingforeverythingandgivinghim

moneyforthetransportbackhome.

“Ataxiwiththreeguyspulledupinfrontofme.

Theytookmycarkeys,cellphone,walletandshoes.

Thentheyroughedmeupwithslapsandshavedmy



hairlikethis.”

“HaveyoueverthoughtofwritingforMzansi

Bioskop?You'rereallygoodSenzo,”Isayandtap

myfingersforthewaiter.

“YouhavetobelievemeNdondo.I'vebeenlooking

forwardtothisdayformonths,I'mnotspinningyou

astory.”

DeepbreathNdondo!Iliftmyeyebrowandlookat

himwhiletakingabillfromthewaiter.

“Areyougoingtopayforthisfood?Howareyou

gettinghome?”Iask.

Herubshisneckandgivesmeapuppylook.

“Iwillpayyouback,Ipromise,”hesays.

Funny!IsettlethebillandtosshimaR50note.I

hatemenwhodothis.Iwouldn'tbesurprisedifthat

wholeTransnetstorywasalieaswell.He'sgoing

straighttoblockville.

“Ndondopleasebelieveme.Iwashijackedbysome

taxiidiots,Iswear.”

“Ibelieveyouandit'sokay.I'mjustgoinghome,



pleasedoenjoyyourmeal.”Ipickmybagupand

findmywaytotheexitdoor.Ican'tbelieveIcame

allthiswaytofeedamanandgivehimtransport

money.He'sneverseeingmyfaceagain,he'llonly

seeitinthepictures.

[03/14,08:57] :Chapter3

KhosisaysSenzohasbeentryingtoreachtome

andhe'saskingtobeunblocked.Apparently,hiscar

andallhisbelongingswereleftoutsidehishouse

bythehijackers.Idon'tknowwhatkindofaprank

hewasplayingonmeandIdon'tcaretofindout.

Ihaven'tevenhealedproperlyfromSaturday’s

embarrassmentbutKhosiisalreadysuggesting

thatIagreetothesecondguy'sdate.Ineeda

monthorsotocatchabreak.

MyWednesdaywasveryshort,Ihavedecidedto

takemyselfoutwithBab’Mbamboforanevening

snackandacoupleofdrinks.He'llknockoffaround

4pm,solongI'llbeinthehouseandrefreshingmy



mind.

IfindHlonigrillingsomethingonthestove,Igreet

herandwalkpast.IguessAndiswaisn'thomeyet

whichisevengreat.

Ikickoffthehighheels,slipintomysandalsand

exitthroughthebalconydoortostandovertherails

andwatchthequietstreet.Inoticehimworking

nexttothepoolinhisdungareeandinstantly

rememberthatIhaven'tseenhimsinceThursday.

Heprobablywon'thearorseemewavingathim

overhere,Iquicklyturnbackinsidethehouseand

followdownthestairway.

“Madam,”

Gosh,notthistitle!

“It'sNdondo….iseverythingokay?”Iask.

Foramomentshelookspuzzled.Obviouslymy

relationshipwithherhasn'timprovedasminewith

Mam’ZodwaandNdabuko.Ndabukoneverstarted



onthis“madam"title,onourveryfirstinteractionI

wasHlasekazitohim.AndMam’Zodwahasgone

from“Madam"tomyname,Ndondo.

“Andiswajustcalledafewminutesago,she'llbe

homelate,”shesays.

“Whydidn'tshecallmedirectly?”Iask.

“Idon'tknow.”Sheshrugshershoulders.Ireleasea

sighofdefeat,Ihaveabadfeelingaboutthis.Didn’t

thattallboydisappearasItoldhimto?Whenwas

thelasttimeIhad“thetalk”withAndiswa?

Nowadayschildrenforgeteasily,Ineedtoremind

heragain.

“Okaythankyouforlettingmeknow,”Isayand

walkout.

MaybethistimeIneedanintervention;Khosiand

thejoinedforceofhertwinsisters.Ineedtobe

practicalinsteadoftryingtopreventnature,she's

obviouslyinthestageofsexualcravingsandthe

bestIcoulddoismakesurethatshe’swell-

informedaboutthewholething.AstheeldestoneI

nevergotanyoneteachingaboutthosethings,my



mother'sChristianitydidn'tallowhertoholdsuch

sacredconversationwithachild.Butfromavery

youngageIwasasuccess-hungrygirl,Ihadno

timeforboysuntilthatdayastrangemandecided

toprotectmeatthetaxirankduringsometaxi

fightsandprofessedhisloveformeinalow

whisperamonthlater.Inevergottoseehimagain

andKhosiadvisedmetoletgooffantasies.Mytrip

toJapanreleasedmefromalotofthings,oneof

thembeingafantasythatoneday,somehow,

somewhere,I'llmeetthatmanandwe'llhavea

fairytalelovestory.

“Ndondoyoudon'tevenknowhisname.He

probablydiedorgotmarriedorevenleftthe

country,”Khosiwouldsaywithadefeatedlookon

herfaceeverytimeItriedtoexcusemyabstention

bysayingIhadamanwaitingformesomewhere.

BeforeleavingforDUTbackin2011tofurthermy

studiesIwentbacktothetaxirankwhereIhadfirst

methimandhewasn'tthere.Ididn'tknowhisname

norhissurname.Findinghimwasamission

impossiblesinceIdidn'tevenhavehispicture.And



Ikeptaskingmyself;whatkindofagirlturnsthe

townupsidedownforamanwhoshowedinterest

inheronlytwice?I'mstillbackwardslikethat,I

believeinamansweatingtoinitiatetherelationship,

notme.

“Mngomezulu,”Igreetandliebackonthesun

loungerthat'sfacingthepool.

Hetakeshisglovesoff,putsdowntheleafrakeand

joinsme.

“Younevergetdirty?”Iaskandlookupathimwith

myeyesshieldedbythehand.

“I'mjustcareful.Howwasyourday?”heasks.

“Notbad.IhaveadatewithBab'Mbamboat5pm,

we'llhaveasnackanddrinks.Thatwillbrighten

everythingup.”

“Youlovegoingondates?”heasks.

“IlovegoingoutwithBab’Mbambo.Notthese

Durbanchancers,”Isay.

He'slookingatmewithaslightfrownonhisface.I

releaseasighandtakehimthroughmydatewith



Senzo.

“Maybehereallygothijacked,”hesaysandkeeps

hiseyenarrowedatme.He'saman,obviouslyhe

wantstodefendhisgender.

“Ireallydon'tcareNdabuko.I'mnotinterestedin

goingonaseconddatewithhimorevenseehim

again,”Isay.

Hebalanceshiselbowonthetopslatandlowers

hiseyestome.Hiscurvinglipgivesmesome

bubblyfeelingthatunsettlesmynerves.

“IfIweretoaskyououtonadate,showuplooking

decentandsettlethebill,wouldyousayyes?”

Oh,hellno.Ilaughandlookaway.Ihopedhewas

goingtolaughalongwithmebuthe'sdeadserious.

“Ndabukoyou'remyemployee.ObviouslyIwouldn't

eventhinkaboutit,”Isay.

Foramomenthe'sjuststaringatmeandnotsaying

anything.Beingaroundhimisstartingtofeel

different.Iwanttolookathimbutatthesametime

IfeellikeifIkeeplookingathisfacewhateveritis



thatpullsmetohimwillbecomestronger,andI

can'thavethat.

“Isthattheonlyreason?”Helowershiseyelids.

InodmyheadbeforeIeventhinkthrough.

“Letmegetbacktowork.Enjoyyourdatewith

Mbambo,”hesaysandleaves.

Ijustliethereandwatchhimashewalksaway.I

haven'tbeenattractedtoanymansince...sincehim.

Mynextinterestcan'tbemyownemployee,

someonewhocleansmyyardandgarden!

Idragmyselfbackinsidethehouseandsoak

myselfinabath.What'swrongwithme?Khosiwill

askifIleftmybrainsinJapan,Ndabukoismy

yardnerforChrist'ssake!

It'salmost4:30,Ilotionupandgetdressed.Idon't

wanttokeepBab’Mbambowaitingandafterwhat

justhappenedoutside,Ineedalotofdrinks.

Ifindhimsittingbythegatewithhislunchbag,he's



withthenightshiftsecurityguardsandentertaining

themwithhisstories.

I'minnomoodtoclimboutanddothegreetings,I

justhootandwaitforhiminsidethecar.

Iknowhe'sgoingtobeginwithhisstoriesassoon

ashegetsinsidethecarandI'mnotinagood

spacerightnow.Iturnuphisfavourite

Hhash'elimhlopheandhe'sbouncinghisheadas

soonashegetsin.

IdrivetomyfavouritePub&Grill,asifGodknows

thatmysoulistooheavyforcrowdstoday,thebar

loungeisalmostempty;onlyafewcustomers

sittingseparatelyandmindingtheirownbusiness.

“I'morderingasalad,mildchickenwings,waffles

andawholebottleofMoet,”Isay,staringatthe

menuinmyhand.

Idon'tdrinkduringworkingdays,Itakemyjob

seriouslymorethananything,I'monlymakingan

exceptionfortodayonly.



“Iseverythingalright,ndodakazi?”

Ilookupandfindhimstaringatme.

“Yes,”Isayandnodmyhead.

Hedoesn'tbelieveme.Iheaveasighandsitup

straight.

“Isitabouttheboyyouwentoutwith?”heasks.

Iletoutachuckleandshakemyhead.Thatoneis

enjoyinghiswarmchairinblockville.

“It'sjustoneofthosedayswhenIfeellikethere'sa

flameburninginsidemeandIjustwanttoexplode

fornoreason,”Isay.

“Whatdidtheydotoyounow?”Helooksupatthe

waiter,reciteshislongorderthenreleasesasigh

andlooksbackatme.Ialwaystalktohimabout

workrelatedissues,myfamilyandfriends,goals

andgeneralgossip.ButI'venevertalkedtohim

aboutthis,onlyKhosiknowsandshehas

convincedmethatit'smadness.

“IthinkI'mfallingforawrongperson,”Isay.

Herelaxesandbreaksabriefchuckle.



“Ialwaysthoughtyou'rethoseMiss-Know-It-All

Ndondo.Areyouscaredofmen?”heasks.

“Noooo!I'mnotscaredofanyone.”

HelikesitwhenI'mbossy.He'ssmiling.

“Thenwhatisit?”heasks.

“He'smyemployee.Andyouknowwhat'sconfusing

Baba,thefactthatitfeelsokay.Idon’thavethat

softknockinmyconscienceandIdon't….”Istop

andtakeahugebreath.Thisismadness.

“Youdon'tdowhat?”Henarrowshiseye.

“Idon'tfeelguiltyabouthavingthosetypeof

feelingstowardshim.TheonlythingIfeelguilty

aboutisthathe'smyemployeeandhe'sathis

lowest.Youknow,he'saqualifiedengineerandhe's

notemployed.Heworksformetomakeend-

meets,”Isay.

“Butwhywouldyoufeelguiltyaboutfallinginlove?”

Hesnapshisbrowsandscratcheshishairychin

withafinger.

Ican'ttellhim.It'smadness.Ican't!



“Ndondo?”He'sstaringatme.

“I…I…Ihave…”No,Ndondoyoucan'tdoit.Buthe's

staringatmeandhiseyesgivemenochoicebutto

spillthebeans.

“Iwaskindofholdingontosomeone.Idon'tknow

hisnameorwherehelives.”ThereI’vesaidit.My

deepestsecret.Iliftmyeyesup,expectingtofind

himjudgingmewithhiseyes.Khosialwaysdoes

whenImentionthis.

“You’dfeelguiltywhenyou'reminglingwithother

men?”heasks.

“Yes,likeIwaslettinghimdownorsomething.I

knowit'ssilly,”Isay.Luckilyourfoodishere.Iopen

thebottleandfillmyglassup.

“Whendidyoumeetthispersonandhowdidyou

meet?”Hisfoodisinfrontofhim.Hehasn'teven

touchedhisbeer.Iguesshefindsthis“madness”

interestingbecausetheMbamboIknowwouldbe

halfwaythroughhismealbynow.

“Taxirank,backin2010.Iwashopingthathe’d

makemoreeffortsbuthedidn't,”Isay.



“Tellmeaboutyourrelationships.Irememberyou

oncehadathingwiththatbig-headedboywhorode

ascooter.”Hepickstheknifeandslicehissteak.

Thebig-headedboyisSphamandla,theonewho

tookmyvirginitythreeyearsago,Ihateeverything

abouthim.

“Ilefthim.Hewasannoying,”Isay.

“Annoying?How?”

Deepsigh!

“Hewasjustannoying.Idon'tknowwhatIsawin

him.Hemademeangrymostofthetimes,”Isay.

“You’dbeangrywithhimfornosolidreasons,

right?”

Igivehimaninnocentlookandnodmyhead.Idon't

wanthimtothinkI'mamadwoman,itwasjust

thoseNdondomomentsthatnobodycan

understand.

“Wereyou,atanypoint,angrywithhimtothepoint

ofgettingviolent?”

Ichokeonthedrink.Ican'ttellhimthat.Ihavea



reputationtomaintain,revealingthesethings….no,I

can't.

“Didyoueverfightboysthatshowedinterestin

you?”

Itakeanotherdeepbreathandnodmyhead.

“Violently?”heasks.

“IdidslapSphamandla,”Isayandholdbackthe

detailsofthateventfulnight.EvenKhosidoesn't

know,shethinkswejustbrokeupoveranargument,

ifshewastofindoutaboutthisshe'dsendme

straighttoapsychiatrist.Itwasthesecondtime

afterhebrokemyvirginity,wediditbeforegoingto

bed,itwasoffbutIlethimfinishhisrace.Itwasthe

nextmorningwhenIwokeuptoamantryingto

inserthispenisinmewithhishandscaressing

everypartofmybody.Iflippedandattacked.He

wasn'tsupposedto.Itwasn'thisplacetodothat.I

slappedhimsohardthatmyownfingerjoints

ached.ThenIgrabbedmyclothes,rantothe

bathroomanddressedup,andIranoff.

Iwon'tmentionthatincidentwhereIscreamedata



guyformerelyaskingformycontactdetails.I

nearlybitethepoorguy'sheadoff.That’swhenI

realizedthatthisthingwasbecomingmorethan

justafantasyofataxidriver,Iwasslowlylosingmy

abilitytofunctionandsoIstartedputtingmywork

beforeeverythingelse.Idependedonworkto

mentallysurvive.

“I'mcrazy,right?”Iaskandlookathim.

“No,you'renotcrazy,”hesaysandliftshisbeerand

sips.Thenhelooksatmeagain,withpityliningup

hiseyes.

“Whyyoudidn'ttellmethis?”heasks.

“Idon'twantpeopletothinkI'mcrazy,”Isayand

shrugmyshoulders.

“Ndondoyegolide!I'dneverthinkthatofyou.Iknow

thatI’moldandboring,butIunderstandthesekind

ofsituations.”

“Thesekindofsituations?”Iask.

“Carryingthespiritsofthedead.”

What?!I'mnotcarryingdeadspirits.I'msimply



holdingontosomeoneandithaskilledmyabilityto

love.

“It'sanxietyand…”HeliftshishandupbeforeIcan

evenfinishtellinghimwhatDrMakhobatoldme.

“You'renotafighter,there'saspiritfightingmen

throughyou.Idon'tknowwhatitmeans,Idon't

wanttoscareyoubutitisagainstyoufallingin

love.”

“Whatdoesthatmean?”Iask.It'stoolateforhimto

holdanythingback,he'salreadyscaredmeby

assumingthatI'mcarryingdeadspirits.

“It'seitheryouhaveacallingtotieyourselftothe

workoftheancestorsbeforetyingyourselfinany

romanticrelationshiporyouhavebeenchosenfora

specificperson.”

IwasraisedinaChristianfamily,theancestorsand

allthese“chosen”thingsarenotfamiliartome.I

haveneverdismissedmyAfricanroots,Ijusthave

neverconsideredmyselftobesomeonewho'dbe

affectedbysuchthings.Workoftheancestors?I

can'tbeasangoma.Chosenforaspecificsomeone?



Iwanttochoosemyownhusband.

“WhatifIdon'tcommittothosedemands?”Iask.

Mynervesarescatteredallovertheplace.

“Youwillpaythousandsforyourwesterndoctors

andthey'lldiagnoseyouwiththosementalillnesses

withlong-assEnglishnames,”hesaysandthrows

theforkdown.He'sdoneactingfancy,hedigsin

usinghishands.

Ijustlostmyappetite.Ikeepfillingupmyglassand

thinkingaboutwhathejusttoldme.Ican'taskAunt

Vumileforadvicebecauseshe'lltellmyparentsand

they'lltakeittothepastorandthenthewhole

UnitedKingdomchurchwillbringaspecialprayer

tomyhouse.

Khosiwilltakemetoaclub,forcewhiskyshots

downmythroatandtellmetogetlaid.Andthe

twinswillspeakatthesametime,whateverthe

otheronethinkstheonewillagree.Iknowthey're

notintothese“ancestors”thingaswell.

“Thingswillfallintoplace,ndodakazi.Don'tletthis

burdenyoursoul,don'teventhinkaboutit,”Bab’



Mbambosays.

Ijustnodmyheadandfillupmyglass.Ihaveto

findawaytogetcontrolofmylife.Ican'tbe

controlledbydeadpeople'sspirits.Thisismylife,

I'mentitledtomakemyownchoices.

Itakeoutmyphoneandreviewmyblocklist.Deep

breath!IclickonSenzo’snumberandunblockhim.

ThenIsendhimatext,herespondsinstantly.

Iwon'tbegoinghometonight.Whateveritisthat

hauntsmysoulneedstorealizethatI'mawoman

responsibleforherownlife.Itcan'tcontrolme.It

can'tcontrolmyemotions.Itcan'tcontrolwhoItalk

to,whoIsleepwithandwhoIfallinlovewith.

“BabaIwillcallthedrivertocomeandpickyouup.”

Hefrowns.

“You'releavingalready?”

“Yes,I'mtired.”

Henodshisheadbutthelinesonhisforeheadare

stillcreased.Isettlethebillandleave.Ihopehehas

shavedallhishairandhe’swearingshoestoday.



NowI'mfeelingtheMoetsettlinginmysystemand

slowlymessingwithmyhead.Ifeelabitlighterand

happyaboutmyupcomingnight.I'mnotgoingtolet

anythingspoilthisnightforme,notevenspiritsor

whateverthey're.

“Hlasekazi,”

WTF!Iturnaroundslowly.It'shiminflesh.Whatis

hedoingherewithMrNgidi'ssons?Howdothey

knoweachother?

“Ndlalifawhatareyoualldoinghere?”He'sthe

eldestsoIexpecthimtoexplain.Aren'tthey

supposedtobeatthetaxirank?MrNgidiwas

alwayscomplainingthem.Ifthey'renotfighting

withthedriversthey'refightingwiththe

associations.

“Wewerehiredbysomeladies.They'resomewhere

doingtheirthingsandwearejustchillingand

waitingforthem,”hesays.

“Ndabuko?”Ilookathim.He'sinaTomFordstretch

-linenT-shirt,Denimjeanandblackkicks.Helooks



waytoodifferentfromtheyardnerworkinginmy

house.Whatbringshimherewiththeever-havoc

Hlomukasons?

“Newjob.Newbosses,”hesaysandglancesat

Maqhinga.

“He'sournewdriver,”Maqhingasaysandemptiesa

packetofpeanutsinsidehismouth.Whatarethey

saying?Ndabukoistheirdriver?Sincewhen?He

refusedmyoffertofindhimabetterjobonlytobea

taxidriver?

“Idon'tunderstand,”Isayandstareathim.

Hegivesthemalookandtheystepbackandgive

usspace.

“Whatisthis?”Iask.

“Ihaveresignedasyouryardner,”hesays.

“Isee,butwhy?Taxidriversdon'tearnthatmuch.

Allowmetofindyouanotherjob,somethingyou're

qualifiedtodo,”Isay.

Hechucklesandleansonmycar.Idon'tlikehow

he'slookingatme,likehehassomethinghuge



plannedinhishead.

“Thegoalistogetadatewithyou.Ihopeyou'llgive

meachanceaswellbecauseI'mnolongeryour

employee.”

“Ndabuko!”Ican'tbelievethis.Hetookmywords

waytoopractical.

Myphonerings.It'sSenzo.Irejectthecall,silence

thephoneandputitinsidethebag.

“That'snotwhatImeant,Ndabuko,”Isay.

“Youcan'tsaythat.Youcan'tchangewhatyousaid

whenI'vealreadyheldontoyourwordandgaveup

myjobforyou.”

Ireleaseasighandignorethesoul-grippingstare

he'sgivingme.

“Takeyourjobback,”Isay.

“No,Iwantyou.Notthejob.”

Myheartmight'veskippedasecondortwo.My

moistgriptightensonthebagandIstandfrozenon

thesamespot.



“Saturday,17h30beready.Ialsodeserveachance

toshootmyshot.”

Sayno,Ndondo.Sayno!

“Okay,”-mymouth.

[03/14,08:58] :Chapter4

Andiswaisalreadyrollinghereyesatus.Toherall

thisisunnecessary;“theyweretaughteverythingin

primaryschoolandifsheneedsanyinformation

she'lleasilyconsultaprofessional.”

WellI'mnottakinganyrisk,Iwanttodomypartand

Iwantdoitwell.Khosiisalreadyhere,Ithinkit'sthe

twinsthatwerejustdroppedoffbyacaboutside

thegate.She'sturning21inafewmonths,Iknow

the‘sexbeforemarriage’threatwon'twork,it's

probablyalreadytoolate,we'rejustgoingtopreach

aboutcontraceptionandcondoms.

“Really?”She'slookingatdoorwithadefeatedlook

onherface.KhosiandIbothturntothedoorand

guesswhat?There'safifthguestspeaker.She's



carryingherblack1885purseandherthickBible.

WhywouldtheyinviteAuntVumile?Thiswas

supposedtobea‘big-sisters-grooming-a-little

sister’sessionnotsome“Paul-the-apostle-says…”

kindofsermon.

“Zingane,”shesayscollectivelyandgoesstraightto

thefridge.Andiswagaspswhenthefridgedoor

opens.Whatiswrongwithher?Thiswomanalways

fillherstomachfirstwhenevershe'sherefor

somethingandthencomplainaboutallthe

‘unnecessarythings’Ihaveinthehouse.

“Isthisabeer?”SheliftsthebottleofHennesseyup

andIturnmyfacetoAndiswa.Sheneedstoexplain

thisbecauseIalsohavenoideawhatabottleof

alcoholisdoinginmyfridgeeither.

“Ndondousuyaphuza?”sheasks.

OfcourseIdrink,butthisismyfather'ssisterand

shehasconnectionstotheheavens.

“Ihadacoupleofbusinessassociatesover,”Ilie.

AndiswasighsoutinreliefandIshootalookather;

notyetlittlegirl.



Sheputsitbackinsidethefridge,ifithasanything

todowithmemakingmoneythenit'sfine.She

takesouttheyoghurt,grabsaspoonfromthe

drawerandsitsonthechair.

“So?”Khosilooksatmeandthenathertwinsisters.

Ialsodon'tknowhowwearesupposedtodothis

now.Ihaveastrangedatewithmyyardner

tomorrow,Ineedtoprepareandcomeupwitha

goodlieI'mgoingtotellKhosi.ThelastthingIneed

ishavingthisverysamesister-armygangingupon

meandbashingmeforfallinginlovewithmy

employee.Yes,Istillregardhimasmyemployee,

he'stakingbackhisjobafterthedate.Ican'tletmy

feelingsorwhateveritisthatI'mfeelingtostandin

thewayofsomeone'sbread.Asmuchashe's

attractedtome,orsimplywantinghisshotasa

humanbeingwithadi€kbetweenhislegs,Iknow

thatheneedsthisjobmorethananything.

“Andiswaareyouseeinganyone?”Snakhogoes

first.Iguesswe'redoingitrighthereinthekitchen.

ThisisnothowIimaginedit.Ithoughtitwouldbe



formal,aroundthetablewithsnacksanddrinks,

everyonelookingseriousandmatured.ButNakho

isalwayslikethis;whensomethingneedstobe

doneshedoesitquicklyandgetsoverwithit.

That'soneofthefewdifferencesbetweenherand

Snalo.Theylookexactlythesame,withthem

there'snoslimandfattwin,they'reoneperson.

Everyonestrugglestotellthemapart,italsotook

meafewmonthstoknowwhoiswho.

“MaybeIam,”Andiswasaysandshrugsher

shoulders.

Phewww!EmbraceyourselfNdondo,yoursisterisa

grownupandit'sabouttogodownforreal.

“Isitthattallboy?”Iask.

Shenodsherhead.Iguessaglassofwaterdidn't

scarehim.Hewantswhat'sbetweenherlegsand

he'llstopatnothingtogetit.

“Sex…?”Snakho.Sheclearsherthroatandglances

atAuntVumilewhoissurprisinglyveryquietand

focusedonheryoghurt.“Areyoualreadydoingit?”

“Already?Whyareyoumakingitsoundlikeit'stoo



earlywhereasI'm21yearsoldand…”It'sfuckin

early!Waytooearly.

“Ilostmyvirginityat23.You'renoteven21yet,”I

objectandgetascoldinglookfromKhosi.Well,we

agreedthatIwasn'tgoingtobringtheeNdondoout,

Iwasjustgoingtobeaconcerned,nicebigsister.I

takeadeepbreathandpullmyselftogether.

“I'monlyafewmonthsawaysoitmakesno

difference.”

Itdoesmakeadifferencebutletmekeepmymouth

shut.

“Whichcondomsdoyouuse?”Snaloasks.Health

staffisherthing,iflifehadamanualshewould've

beenaprofessionalinthatfield.

“Howisthatnecessary?Themostimportantthing

isIknowhowtoprotectmyself.”

“Doyouuselubricant?Water-basedonesaresafe

withcondoms.Makesureit'sworncorrectlyand

don'tdoanythingyou'renotcomfortablewith.”

Andiswarollshereyesandreleasesadramaticsigh.



“Don'tsleepwithhimtosatisfyhisneeds.Sexisall

aboutyou,doitforyourownorgasmandbevocal

aboutwhatyouwantandnotwant,”Khosithrows

hertoo-deepopinion.I'malsouncomfortablenow,

andAuntVumilejustliftedhereyes.

“Auntytalktoyourniece,”Snakhotellsher.

Sherubsherlipstogetherandpushesher

eyeglasseson.Istilldon'tknowwhytheybrought

herhere.Shemaybeonly42andmovingwith

times,butthisissexwearediscussinghere,aSIN.

“1Corinthians6.”Lord,Iknewit!

Shelooksatmeandthere'sthatlookthatusedto

getmeoffthecouchandpickingabroomwhenI

wasyounf.IknowthatIhavetofindmyBible

whereveritisandreadtheCorinthians.

Ipullasidethebratthatgotallofushere.

“WhereistheBible?”Iask,pullinghertowardsthe

stairway

“HowamIsupposedtoknow?”

Thischild!Sheliveshereandcontrolseverything



that'shappeninginthishouse.

“AndiswaIspentR175atCUMBookstogetthat

book.Ineedtofinditotherwisethewholefamily

willbehereandaskinghowwegotobedwithout

readingasingleverse.”

“Ithinkit’sinyourstudy,”shesays.

Werushtothestudyandturneverythingupside

down,theholybookisnowheretobefound.

“Andiswathink!”Isayimpatientlyandtapmy

fingers,tryingtocollectmymemory.Iremember

thatIlastuseditatmyparents30thanniversary

celebration.Ihaven'tbeentochurchinalongtime

andit'snotbecauseofwork.It'ssomethingabout

beinggroomedintoaparticularreligionfrombirth,

whenyougrowupyoustartseeingthings

differently;yourfaithisshakenandyouquestion

whoyouareasaspiritualbeing.Itallcomesdown

to-believingandto-betoldtobelieve.

“NowIdon'tknowwhereelsetolook,”shesaysand

looksatmedefeatedly.

“WherearewegoingtogettheCorinthians?”Iask.



Thisisallherfault.Hadshenotdecidedtosleep

withthattallboyagainstmywordwewouldn'tbe

here.Iwouldn'thaveaskedthetwinstocomeover

andtheywouldn'thavedraggedAuntVumilehere.

“WearedownloadingtheBiblefromPlaystore.

That'stheonlychoicewehave,”shesays.

Thischildissmart.Whydidn'tIthinkofthat?Soft

copyoftheBible,mostpeopleuseitthesedays.

There'sno‘openyourBibles’inchurchesanymore,

it's‘scrolldownyourBibles.’Wearemovingwith

times,Christiansandall.

They'resilentlywaitingforus.Churchmode

activated.

“Whichparagraph?”Iask.

Khosiclearsherthroat.Fuck!Hasitbeenthatlong?

Novelsaremessingwithmyhead.It'saverse,not

paragraph.

“SorryAunty,whichverse?”Icontrolthedamage

that'salreadydone.



Sheblowsoutandshakesherhead.Rotten

brother'schildren!

“19-20,”shesays.

Iclearmythroatandstartreading;“Heasks,“Ordo

younotknowthatyourbodyisatempleoftheHoly

Spiritwithinyou,whomyouhavefromGod?You

arenotyourown,foryouwereboughtwithaprice.

SoglorifyGodinyourbody.””

Silence.

She'sstaringatAndiswa.Ilikethedirectionthis

sessionistaking,we'resealingitoffwithaBible

verse.Hopefullythischildislisteningattentively.

“Didyouhearthat?”Iask,deputy-parentingasusual.

“Thisverseisn'tforher.It'sforyouandthem.”

Huh?Wealllookateachother.

“Us?”Snaloasks.

“Thefourofyousitdownhere."Shepointsdownon

thefloor.I'mnotsittingonthecoldfloorinmyown

house!Thesechairswereprobablyflownfromthe

Europejustformetolooklikearichsnobbish



womanthatIam.

Thetwinssitwithnoquestionsasked.Theydon't

discussthings,sometimestheyjustdothingsor

speakatthesametimeasiftheysharethebrain

too.

“AuntyyouknowhowfatIam,gettingupfromthe

floorwillbeonejobandhalf,”Khosisays.

“OnthefloorNomkhosi!”Hertoneisn'tbegging,it's

daringhertodootherwise.Idon'tunderstandhow

thisturnedtobeaboutus.Shewascalledhereto

helpusgroomandteachAndiswaaboutgrown

womenthings.

Khosisits.Iremainstandingbecause,well,I'm

BantwanaHoldingsCEOandIownthishouse.

“Ndondo?”Sheglaresatme.

“Idon'tsitonthefloor,”Isay.

“AndIdon'targuewithachild,youknowthatvery

well.Iletthebeltdothetalking.”

Shemustn'teventhinkaboutthat.Hhayi-bo!

“I’mtoooldforthis,”Ihissthroughmyteeth.



“Lettingsomeoneinsideyourfather'skraalat23

hasyouthinkingthatyou'reanadult?Phansi

Ndondo!”

Really?Nowshe'susingmywordsagainstme.I

wastryingtoreasonwithherniecewho'schasinga

tallboy'sdi€kalloverDurban.

IsitbecauseI'mtiredofarguinganditwon'tbenefit

mewithanythingratherthanmoreBibleverses.

“Sothefourofyouhasgatheredheretopromote

thedevil'swork?”

Huh?

“Don'tactsoconfused.Iwashereandlistening,

you'reallmotivatingmybrother'schildtosleepwith

boys;todisrespecttheGod'stemple.”

Urgh!Ireallyfailtounderstandhowtwogrown,

identicalsexual-activewomenthoughtbringing

Maria'scousinherewasagreatidea.Well,

sometimeswhenonedecidesnottouseherbrain

theotheronetakesathinking-leavetoo.

“Aunty,Andiswaisayoungadult,cravingforsex



andbeingcuriousaboutmenisnormalatherage,

wejustwanthertodoitsafely,”Snaloexplains.

Bythelookonthiswoman'sfaceIcantellthatshe

justmadethingsworse.

“Sexhappensbetweentwomarriedpeople.Noneof

youaremarried,butthat'sforyouandFatherto

discussintheotherworld,I'mjustgoingtoprayfor

youandhopethatwhateverdemonsyouhavego

away.”

“Seriously?”Khosisighsindefeat.

Sheturnstoher.Thehopelessnessinhereyes.I

thinkKhosimighthavemoredemonsthanthethree

ofus.

“Idon'tunderstandhowyouturnedoutthisway

mntakaMbongeleni.Yourfatherwassuchagentle

soul,heusedtosellhighqualitypotsintown,Istill

haveoneeventoday.He'dbesodisappointedto

hearhisdaughtertalkingaboutorgasms.”

I'mnotthetypethatmockspeoplebutI'mgoingto

laughatKhosiforthisonWhatsApp.



“Holdeachother'shandsandcloseyoureyes,”she

orders.

I'llneverforgetthisday.Whataturnofevents!

“Wena?Whyareyoustanding?They'reusingyouto

achievetheirevildoings.YouneedGod'sprotection,

sithere,”shetellsAndiswa,whohasbeenturned

intoavictiminallthis,andshequicklysitsnextto

thedevilagents,that'sus,andjoinhands.Mustbe

nice!

Myauntisthetypethatbreakstheroofwhen

praying.Shewasalwaysthelastwomanprayingat

church.Onceshestartsshedoesn'tstop.Eventhe

foodblessingprayer,whichisn'tsupposedto

exceedtwominutes,takesuptofiveminuteswith

her.

BythetimesheendsitwithapowerfulAmenI'm

dyingforaglassofwater.

There'ssomeoneatthegate.Idon'tknowhowlong

thepersonhasbeenparkedthere,hopefullyit'snot

oneofAndiswa’sunnecessarydeliveries.Thischild



knowshowtospendmoney.

“Ineedaglassofwine,”Snalosays,pullingdown

herdreadlocks.

Iquicklysnapmybrowsather,givingherasilent

warning.Idon'twanttobeinanotherprayer,for

alcoholthistime.

“Ndondothisisforyou,”Khosisays,comingfrom

thedoorwithahugeblackboxinherhands.

“Andiswawhatdidyouorder?”Iaskandmakemy

waytowardsKhosi.Thisbox,whateveritisinside,

looksdodamnexpensive.

“Idon'trememberorderinganythingunderyour

name.”Shesoundsveryhesitant.We'lltalkabout

thissomeothertime,whenMaria'scousinhasleft

becauseIdon'twanthertothinkwe'rehavinga

sibling-fightandprayforusagain.

There'sacard;“WhenIsawthispairofshoesI

thoughtofyou,”-that'swhatitsays.There'sno

nameofwhothegeneroussendermightbe.My



circleisverysmall,myaddressisprivate,Ihaveno

oneinmind.

“ArethoseSaintLaurentheels?”I'msolostinmy

thoughts,Ihavenoideawhoaskedthatbetween

NakhoandNalo.Iknowhowexpensivethislabelis,

obviouslytheyexpectmetojumpupanddownand

trythemon.ButIworryaboutlessimportantdetails

oflife,that'sjusthowIam,rightnowI'mworried

aboutthepossibilityofsomeonehavingmy

addressandbuyingmeR18700heelsbecause

“whenshe/hesawthemtheythoughtofme.”This

personevenknowsmyshoesize!

Idon'tlikethisonebit.

“Areyouseriouslynotevengoingtotrythemon

Ndondo?”Snaloasks.

“Whosentthis?”I'mfrustrated.

“Really?Thedeliverymansaidthiswassenttoyou.

Whydoesitmatterwhosentthem?Youhaveapair

ofYSL.”

Iletoutasigh.Theydon'tunderstand.Lifeisnotall

abouttheflashymaterialsandgold,somepeople



valueprivacymorethananythingandrightnowI

feellikesomeonehasinvadedmyprivacy.My

wholeaddressandshoesize!

Idon'tknowwhenAuntVumileandthetwinsleft.

I'vebeenonbedsinceIreceivedthatgiftfrom

anonymous.Ihaven'ttriedtheshoesonandI

probablywon't.IfitwassomethingelseIwould've

thrownitinthebin,butit'sanexpensivepairof

shoes,soI'llwaitforwhoeveritistoshowupand

revealthemselvesthenIwillgivethemback.

Myphoneisringingontopofthetable.Khosiand

AndiswaarewatchingsomeTurkishseriesand

gettingallemotionaloverit.Idon'trecognizethe

number,insteadofturningdowntheTVvolumeand

givethemanotherreasontocry,Iexcusemyself.

“Whoareyou?”Yes,IknowhowbitterIcansound.

Thisisnotawaytogreetaperson,butI'vehadone

hellofadaywithmyauntthinkingI'mpossessed

bydemonsandsomeoneIdon'tknowsendingmea



pairofexpensiveshoes.

“WhatifIwasaclient?”It'saman.ThelastgenderI

wanttotalktowhenI'minamoodlikethis.

“Thisismypersonalphone,Idon'ttakebusiness

callshereandIdon’ttakethematthishour.”

“Oh,”hemuttersandgoessilentforafewminutes.

“Whoareyou?”Iaskforthesecondandlasttime.

“Ndabuko.”

Iglancearoundandquicklydisappearbehindthe

bathroomdoor.Myheartispoundingagainstmy

chest,whichisstrangebecauseI'mNdondoSibisi

andpeopledon'tscareme.

“Ndabuko,hello.”WhydoIsoundlikeasickcat?

“Yousound…alittlebitrough.Iseverythingokay?”

Sigh!

“Someonejustsentapairofshoestomyhouse

andIhavenoideawhoitwas.”

“Isthatall?”



Obviouslyhethinksthisisnothingtoworryabout,

justlikeeverybodyelse.

“Ndabukosomeonesentaparceltomyaddress.

Exactlymyshoesize!”Isay,somehowevenmore

frustratedthathe,outofallpeople,failto

understandme.

“Igetit,”hesays.

Isighoutinrelief.Atleastsomeoneunderstands

me.

“Iwilljustkeeptheminmyclosetandwaitfor

whoeveritistoshowup,”Isay.

“Youwon'twearthem?”Hesoundsabitsurprised

andwounded.Washelisteningwithhisballs?

“I'mnottakingagiftfromsomeoneIdon'tknow,

Ndabuko,”Isayfirmly.

“Whatifyouknowhim?”heasks.

“Idon'tcare,Icanbuymyownshoes.”

There'sadeepsighfollowedbyabriefsilence.

“AmIgoingtoseeyoutomorrow,Hlase?”His



hopelesstonegashesthroughmyheart.I'llnever

breakmypromisesjustbecausehe'snotonthe

samestandardasme.I'llgoonadatewithhimbutI

don'tknowifI’llactonmyfeelings.

“Yes,”Isayandinhaleasharpbreath.

There'ssomethingbetweenus.SomethingthatI

can'tputintowords.Talkingtohimiseasy,heonly

needtoaskonequestionandIopenmychestto

him.I'mnotthatpersonwhoopeneasilytopeople,

thatpartscaresmemorethanthefeelingsI've

secretlydevelopedforhim.

“Namhlanjengisacelaulalewaziukuthi

ngiyakuthanda.”(Todaypleasegotobedknowing

thatIloveyou.)

Hedoesn'tendthecall,hestaysonthephoneand

listenstomysilence.Idon'tknowwhattosay

becausenobodyhassaidthesewordstomethe

wayhejustdid.Theway“he"alsodidyearsago

anddisappeared.That“ngiyakuthanda"that'smore

thanjustwords.Theonecarryingaman'swhole

soulandhisbareness.



“Areyougoingtodisappear?”Iask.Adropoftear

runningdownmycheekmakesmerealizethatI'm

crying.Awholemecrying!

“No,I'llbehere,always,”hesays.

Obviouslyhedoesn'tunderstandwherethe

questioncomesfrom,buthisword,hispromise,

givesmeaglimpseofhope.

“Thankyou,”Isayanddropthecall.NowI’mmore

confusedthanever.He'smyyardnerandbarely

makingend-meets.Arelationshipcan'thappen

betweenusbutIalso….Wait,wheredidhegetmy

number?Anotherprivacy-invader

[03/14,08:58] :Chapter5

Ndabuko

He'sbeenawakesince3:45,justturningand

tossingonbed.Thingsweren'tsupposedtobethis

way.LookingatZamafuzebreakshisheartintoa

millionpieces.Fouryearsdownthedrain!He



knowsthatit's“downthedrain”becausethings

didn'tgoaccordingtoplan.Ndlalifahaditall

figuredout,thiswasbetweenlifeanddeathandhe

hadtodoitforhisbrother.Ndlalifagothimallthe

information,whereshewasandwhenshewas

comingback.Theplanwastocharmher,geton

bedwithherandbringherhome.Itwassimple.But

no,hejusthadtoinvolvehisstupidheart.OnlyGod

knowshowthathappenedbecausehe'shadhis

eyesonFuzeforthepastfouryearsofhislifeand

she'sbeennothingbutagreatpartneranyonecould

askfor.EvenwhenNhlanzekowascomingtoohard

onhim,affectinghisworkprogressandhealth,this

womanstoodbyhim.

Itmust'veallchangedthatdaywhenalimopulled

outsidethemansionanddroppedafierce-looking

womanwithherweavebouncingbelowherneck.

Ndabukohasalwaysbeenahead-turner,besidehis

status,hislooksalonehadgirlsdroppingtohisfeet.

Butthatonewheeledherlargesuitcaserightin

frontofhim,whisperedalow“hello”withouteven

lookingtwiceathisdirectionanddisappeared



insidehermansion.Rightthereandthenheknow

thathewasinforachallenge,buthedidn'tknew

thathewasinfortheheartaswell.

Heloveschallengesandshechallengeshim.She

sayswhatshewantstosayandwhenshewantsto

sayit.Shedoesn'tlikepeopleverymuchandshe

doesn'thaveaproblemshowingit.She'sNdondo.

HerandFuzearedifferent.Waytoodifferent.He

knowsthisbecausenowhe'scomparing.Fuzeis

notawomanofquestions,she'llneverputhimon

thestandandgrillhimwithquestionsasifhe's

standingincourt.ButNdondowould.She’d

definitelyputhimonthestandandinterrogatehim

aboutamerepairofshoes.That'sthepartNdlalifa

doesn'tlikeabouther.Healwayssaysthat;“It's

Nhlanzeko'snatureofbeingattractedtodangerthat

gotyouhere,thatwomanisalioness.”

HimandNhlanzekowerefiveyearsapart.While

Nhlanzekolookedexactlyliketheirfather,

MnikezwaMngomezulu,Ndabukotookhismother's

extra-ordinarylooks.Ifthere'sonethingtheyshared

asbrothers,it'stheirdaringnatureand



stubbornness.WhenNgiditoldtoldhimwhat

Nhlanzekohadplannedbeforehisdeath,hedidn't

doubtitonebit,itsoundedexactlylikethebrother

who'dtellhimwhichshirttowearandwhichboys

tohangoutwith.Backthen,whentheywereyoung,

hethoughthewaslookingafterhimasabig

brother,butitstartedtogettoomuchashereached

histeenyears.

At21yearsNhlanzekoalreadyhadtwotaxis.Hedid

whatamandoestochangethesituationathome

whenallotheroptionshavebeenexhausted,and

Ndabukostartedbeing“justthechild"ofthefamily.

Everydecisionhadtobepassedbythehandthat

fed.Everyeveningchatbetweenhisparentswere

allaboutthebelovedsonwhoownedtaxis.Him

passinghisMathswith97%wasnothingcompared

toNhlanzekocominghomewithafullroasted

chickenandastackofmoneyforgrocery.

Hisdeathwassupposedtomakehimhappy,but

that'snothowitworkswithsiblings.Nomatterhow

muchtheythinktheyhateeachother,something

aboutlyingonthesamewombwithapersonties



youtothemforever.Hewaspulledoutofthe

campusbyNdlalifa,whoatthattimewasveryclose

toNhlanzekobecauseofhisfather,andhewasa

messoftears.Hedidn'tlikebeingthesecondbest

inthefamilybutbeingbrother-lesswassomething

hehadneverimagined.

NhlanzekohadleftallhistaxisunderNdlalifa’scare

becauseNgidiwasretiringfromthetaxiindustryto

chasegreenerpastures;nowrevealedasBantwana

Holdings.AssoonasNdabukograduatedfromWits

Ndlalifatookaflightandfetchedhim.Histaxis

werewaitingforhim.Yes,Nhlanzekoleftallhis

taxistohisname.ButhehadgonetoWitstopursue

hisowndreams,sothreedayslaterheleft

“Nhlanzeko’staxis”andtookaflighttoJoburg.

Hedidn'tlastverylongatAirbusIndustries,heonly

workedtherefortwoyearsandhisdeadbrother

neededhimhome.Thingsfellapartafterhelosthis

job,beinginthetaxiindustrywasn'thisthing,but

hehadFuzebyhissideandshewastheretopat

hisback.

Hewassupposedtoleavehimaloneafterhe



honoredhiswishofcontinuinghistaxibusiness.

Butno,theselfishNhlanzekowantedmorefrom

him.Justafterhis26thbirthdayhecametohis

dream,stillcoveredinbloodwithtearyeyes,he

askedhimtofind“hiswife;”NdondoPrincessSibisi

andbringherhome.

Oh,Ndabukowantedtodie.Hewantedtogotohis

graveandtellhimthathe'sgoingtolivehislifethe

wayheseesfit,thatthosedayswereoverandhe

nowdidn'tliveaccordingtoanyone'srules.Weren't

theyallinheaven,gatheredasahappyfamily;

mother,fatherandtheirbelovedson?Nhlanzeko

tookeverythingawayfromhim.Evenwhenhewas

deadhisparentsstillchosethebelovedsonover

him.Theychosetodieandleavehimadaybefore

hisgraduation.Whodiesfromaminorcaraccident

beforehisownson'sgraduation?Andwhatkindof

amotherfaintsfromdiscoveringthatherhusband

isdeadandneverwakesup?Shecouldn'tholdon

andliveforhim.Itwashistimetoshine,atlast,and

nobodywastheretocelebratewithhimexcept

Ngidiandhissons.It'snotthattheirtimehadcome,



itwashissuccessthattheydidn'twanttoliveand

witness.

ItsoundedjustlikeNhlanzekotowanthimwitha

womanofhischoice.Becauseuyispokiesingafi

Ndabukohadtogetintoadungareeandgumboots

andposeasapooryardnertomeetthatwoman.

Andfinallymeetingherruinedeverything,hisplans

andrelationshipwithFuze.

Shemumblessomethinginhersleepandsearches

forhischestwithherhand.She'sabouttowakeup

andNdabukowishestovanish.Guiltchewsand

spitshimouteverytimehelooksintohereyes.

“Hey,”shewhispersandsmiles.

Getittogether,Ndabuko!

“You'reawake?”heasksandplantsakissonher

forehead.

“Yes,whendidyouwakeup?”

Hecan'ttellherbecauseshe'llworryandthinkhe's

sick.



“Ijustwokeup,”helieswithoutanounceofguilt.

Therearebiggerlieshe'stoldher.Biggerthanhim

stayinginMaqhinga’shouseandsayinghe's

dealingwiththetaxirouteissuesforthepastthree

months.Liesbiggerthanapairofgumbootshidden

inMaqhinga’sgarage.

“Yourbodyfeelswarm,”shesaysandsnuggles

herselfonhischest.Heknowswhatshewants,it's

somethinghehasn'tbeenabletogivetoher

probablythelasttwomonths.ButFuzedoesn't

complain.Shedoesn'tnagandthatwaswhataZulu

maninhimenjoyedbeforemeetingNdondo.

“Whatdoyouwant?”Helowershiseyestoherand

sheblushesandlooksaway.

Hesmilesandliftsherchinupwithhisfinger.

“Fuzee,”hecallssoftly.

“Ndabuko,Iknowthatyou'retiredanddealingwith

alotattherank,”shesays,staringathiseyeslike

she'slookingatherownbeautifulpet.

“Areyougoingtobebusytoday?”sheasks.



Yes,todayhe'sgoingonadatewithNdondo.That's

whythey'rehereinthehotel,thehouseisreadyfor

Ndondo.EverythingofFuze’swaspackedand

hiddeninthegarage.

“Yes,”hesaysandburieshisheadbehindher

shoulder.Hecan'tlookatherintheeyes,notwhen

hekeepslyingtoherlikethis.

Hestartsonherneck,belowherearandgoesupto

herearlobe.Shehatesmorningkissessoheplays

farfromherlips.Buthekisseseveryinchofherand

she'senjoyingeverypartofit.

Whenhishardshaftrestsonherthighsshe

involuntarilyopensherlegsandbegshimtofu€k

her.It'sbeentoolong,eventhoughsheunderstood

butshecravedforhimeverynight,sometimeshe

waslyingnexttoherandlostinhisthoughtsand

sometimesaway,withMaqhingaorwhoever,

attendingtotheirbusinessmatters.

“Pleasesthandwasami,fastandhard.”

Heliftsherlegoverhisshoulderandobeys.He

pumpsfasterandharder.She'sscreaminghis



nameandspeakingintongues.Hisheadisfacing

up,hiseyesareclosedand…Ndondoisthere,bigger

andboldinhismind.

“Ngiyakuthanda,”hesaysandletsoutamoan.

“Iloveyoutoobabe,”Fuzerespondsbeforeher

bodyjerks.

Hegoesharder.Hisjawsaretightenedandher

nameisitchinginhisthroat.Eventuallyallknotsare

untied,hefallsdownonherchestandletsouta

groan.

“Ndondoyami,”hecries.

Fuzeislostintheworldofherown.HerNdabukois

back,emotionallyandphysically.

.

.

Hehatessmokingbutwhenthegoinggetstough

thecigarettegetslit.

“Zithinindoda?Youlooktense.Ithoughtyou'dbe

happygoingonadatewithMrsFierce,”Maqhinga

says,joininghiminthebalconywithaglassoflight-



brownliquid.

Ndabukotakesadeepbreathandleansoverthe

rails.

“IcalledFuzebyhername,”hesaysandtake

anotherpuff.

“Howareyoustillalive?”Maqhingaknows

everythingaboutwomen.He'sbeento;courtsfor

childsupport,paternitycourt,hospitalforahand

thatwasburntwithhotwaterinhissleep,prison

cellforslappingoneortwoofhisgirlfriends,under

thetreewithindunaandbeinginterrogatedfor

fu€kingsomeone'swife.He'sbeenthroughitalland

he’sonly29yearsold.

“Shewasstilloutofit,”Ndabukosays,abit

annoyedandregretful.Maqhingaisthelastperson

youcometowithyourproblems.

“Oh,Isee.Sowhat'sgoingtohappen?You'llcall

MrsFierceFuzeandcallFuzebyMrsFierce’s

name?”

“No!”Thatcameoutbreathilythanheintended.

ImaginecallingawholeNdondobysomeoneelse's



name!

“Youknowwhat,minangiwuMaqhinga,Ialways

bringfreshideasandsolutions.Wheneveryou're

abouttoslaughterthepu$$ytakeapieceofcloth

andwrapitaroundyourmouth.LikeaboKrisGrey;

50shadesorwhatevertheycallit,”hesays,taps

Ndabuko’sarmandwalksbackinsidethehouse.

Ndabukofinisheshiscigaretteandfollowshim

insidethehouse.Heneedstodressup,thelast

thingheneedsistobelatelikethatidiot,Senzo.

Torturingpeopleisnothisstyle,heonlywantedto

takehiscarandwallet,heknewthatNdondowasn't

goingtogiveaseconddatetotheguywhocouldn't

evenpayhisownmeal.ButMaqhingainsistedon

cuttinghishair,tofulfilhisstrange“havingfun”

games.AndNdlalifagotfedupwithhiswhining

andstartedslappingthepoorguy.

“AreyougoingtodriveyourcarorIshoulddrive

youtherewithataxi?”Maqhingayellsfromthe

kitchen.

“Iwilldrive,”Ndabukosaysloudenoughforhimto



hear.

“Whatifsheasksquestions?Howareyougoingto

explainyourselfbecausethiswomanseemsto

haveyoubyscrotum?”Maqhinga.

Ndabukodoesn'tanswer.Itwillhappenwhenit

happens.It'snotlikehe'severtoldherthatheis

financiallystruggling,shechosetobelievethaton

herown.

Headjustshiscollarandstaresathisown

reflectiononthemirror.Howdidhegethere?How

didhegettothepointofhurtingFuzerepeatedly

andnow,willingly.

“Bafo,”Maqhingasaysbehindhim.Nowhe's

serious,he'sthesoftbrotherfigurehehasatthe

taxirank.Theybecamehisbrotherswhen

Nhlanzekodied;they'rehisfamily.

“Zithinikanti?Ithoughtitwassomethinglight.This

ismorethanjustscreaminghernameontopof

Fuze,right?”

Ndabukonodshisheadandreleasesadeepsigh.



“What'sgoingon?”Maqhingaasks.

“I'minlovewithher,”hesays.

Maqhingagulpsdownthecontentinhisglass.

“Iknow,thisgirlhasbeenstuckwithyouforyears.

Sheputsupwithyourbullshitandhothead.”

“Nother,Ndondo.”

Whaaat??!

“MrsFierce?”He'sindisbelief.Wasn'tNdabuko

doingthistogetNhlanzekooffhisback?What's

thislovethinghe'stalkingaboutnow?

“Ireallyloveher,”Ndabukosays,breathingheavily

betweeneachword.

“WheredoesthatputFuze?”Maqhingaasks.

“Ndoda,Idon'tknow.Ireallydon't.”Hegrabshiscar

keys,cellphoneandwallet,andwalksout.

.

.

NDONDO



Alotofthingsarestrangehere.Obviously,I'mnot

judginghim.HeonceworkedatAirbusIndustries,

hecould'vesavedormaybepaidoffhisinstalments

beforelosinghisjob.Ilikehimforrespectingme,

showingupontimeandactuallydrivingmeinto

therestaurant,andforlookingrepresentable.He

alsosmellsgood.Itshowsthathemadeeffortsfor

thisdayandherespectsthethingcalledawoman.

Buthelookssouncomfortablystrange.Very

strangethatevenhiseyesaredark,there'snospark

inthem,hehasnosmirk.Ratherhelookssador

broken,Idon'tknow.Itmustbeemployment

problems.Takingawayhisjobformystupid

feelingswouldbethemostselfishthingtodo.

“DidyouthinkaboutwhatIsaid?”heasks,breaking

alongmomentofsilenceandstealingglancesat

eachother.

“Whatdidyousay?”Iask,obviouslyfakingmemory

loss.It'sallI'vebeenthinkingaboutsincelastnight.

“IsaidIloveyouandImeantit.Iknowitmight've



comeasashockbutI'vebeeninlovewithyoufrom

thefirstdayIsetmyeyesonyou.Itwasn't

supposedtohappenbutitdid.I'dbehonoredtoget

achancetoprovemywordstoyou.”

Onelongsip!Anotherone.Iliftmyeyestohimand

findhimstaringatme.Helookswaytoohandsome

inthiswhiteT-shirtandCargopant.Casualbut

drippinghot.

Oh,fuck!I'mdroolinginsteadofanswering.

“Wecan'tdoit,Ndabuko.Youhavetocomebackto

worktomorrow,ifyouwantustoworkyou'llallow

metofindajobforyouandwhenwehaveno

professionalrelationshipbetweenusthenwecan

actonourfeelings,”Isay.

“Ourfeelings?”Thesparkisbackinhiseyes.

“Whattimeisit?”Iaskafterclearingmythroat.I

wasn'tsupposedtosaythat.Idon'ttalkabout

feelingsonafirstdate,thiswassupposedtobea

“Gettoknowyou”typeofthingbutwe'realready

toodeep.

“Ndondo….”He'swhisperingnexttome.Whendid



hegetoffhischair?It'sagreatthingthatit'sonly

thetwoofusinthissection.

“Iloveyou,”hewhispers

BeforeIcanprocessmythoughtsandcalmdown

mythrobbingheart,hislipshavecapturedmineand

he'stenderlysuckingthem.There'ssomething

abouthiscologne…orisitthesoftnessofhis

lips…orhisstronghandsafelyholdingthebackof

myneck?Idon'tknowbutit'ssomethinginhim.

SomethingIdon'twanttogetawayfrom,atleast

nottoday.

“Ihaveahotelroom…”Isay,breakingoffthekiss.

Hepecksmycheek.

“AndIhaveahouse,”hesays.

“Notfar,right?”Iask.

“DependsonhowI'mdriving.”

Okay,thirstybit€h,biggestsinnerontheplanet.

You'regoingtosleepwithhimtonightandthen

forcehimtotakehisjobtomorrow.Thatwill

definitelywork.It'sawin-winsituationfromevery



angle.

RidgeEstate?Parkedinfrontof…isitahouseorjust

aseriesofrectanglesconstructedofsteeland

glass?I'mnotsurewhereIamorwhoI'mwith.

Whenmyeyesgettiredofstaringatthegeometric

pieceinfrontofmeIturnmyheadtohim.He

expectedmeto,he'swaitingformetosay

something.

“Arewegoingin?”Iask.

Hefrowns.Ialsofrown,it'snotlikeIdon'tknow

howtofrown.

“Okay,”hesaysandholdsmyhand.

Ihavealotofquestions.NobodycandriveaG-

class,ownahouselikethisandstillworkas

someone'syardner.Somethingdoesn'taddupandI

don'tknowifsteppingintothishouseisagreatidea

butI'malreadyinsideandI'mfeelingkindofsettled.

[03/14,08:58] :Chapter6



Heledmethroughthedoublefrostedglassdoors,

upthearchitecturalstairwaybetweenstainless

steelbanisterandleftmesittingonbed,myfeet

sinkingintotheicygreycarpet,withaglassof

raspberryjuiceandsomefashionmagazineI've

neverheardofnexttome.WhosaidIlike

magazines?Iwanttotalk.He'sbeengonefor

almostanhour.Somuchforafirstdate!Heknows

thatIwillgrillhimwithquestions,becauseheowes

meanswers.Whoishe?What'shisstory?

Footsteps!

Atlastherememberedthathebroughtagirlhome.

Hestandsbythedoorandclearshisthroat.Iclose

themagazineandsitsupstraightwithaglasson

mylap.Iwaswaitingfortheminutehestepsinto

thisroomandI'mnotgoingtowasteasecond.

“Whoareyou?”Iask.

Hechucklesandwalksin.Hesitsnexttomeand

staresatme;studyingmyfacewhichisobviously

pissed.



“NdabukoMngomezulu.Youalreadyknowmy

background.”

“Idon'tknowyourbackground!”DidIjustsnapat

him?Thelookonhisfaceshowsthathehas

graspedtheseriousnessofthisconversation.

“IstudiedaeronauticalengineeringatWitsand

workedatAirbusIndustriesfortwoyears.ThenI

hadtocomebacktoKZNtotakeovermylate

brother'staxis,”hesaysandstops,asifhe's

explainedeverything.

“WhywereyouinmyhouseNdabuko?”Thisiswhat

Iwanttoknowmorethananything.He'sobviously

notshortofanythingandhe'sbeenlyingtomyface

allthistime.

“IwashuntingdownthegirlIwasshowninmy

dreams,”hesays.

“Soyouchosetodoitinmyhouse?Didyoufind

her?”Iask.Hescratchesthesideofhisfacewitha

fingerandjuststaresatme.

“Ndabuko?”I'mtryingtobecalmhere.AsmuchasI

wanttoleave,tocutwhatevertiesImight'vehad



withthisman,ahugepartofmewantstospendthe

nightwithhim.Withhislies,twolivesandall,he's

stillasnackandonenightonhisdeceitfulchest

won'tkillme.Aftertonightwecangoourseparate

ways,beforeIgetattachedtotheideaofhim.He's

aliar,wecanneverbetogether.

“Ididfindher,”hesaysandpicksupmyfingers.He

rubsoverthemwithhisthumbandkeepshiseyes

gluedtome.

“She'shereinfrontofmeandshoutingatme,”he

says.

Okay,firstofallI'mnotshoutingathim.Secondly,I

wasn'tshowntoanyone'sancestorsoranything

likethat.

Iputtheemptyglassontopofthebedsidepedestal

andslideonbed.That'sitfortoday,we'redone

talkingandcoveringupourlies.We'lldowhatboth

ofusleftthehoteltodoandthengoourseparate

ways.Andiswaneedstofindanotheryardnerand

nowIneedsomeoneprofessionaltodothe

backgroundcheckoneveryonethatentersand



worksinmyhouse.

“Let'stalkNdondo,please,”hesaysaftertakinghis

shoesoff.Ijuststareatthemagazineinmyhands

andwaitforhimtogetonbed.

“No,Iwanttofuck.”I'malsoshockedbythis

Ndondo.Butliesannoymemorethanpaperstraws.

Idon'tcarewhathe'llthinkofme,atleastI'mbeing

honest.

“Iloveyou,”hesaysandlooksatme;hiseyes

burningwithhope.

“Arewedoingitoryou'redrivingmehome?”Iask.

Hiseyesshift.Hestaresupattheceilingwithhis

handoverhisforeheadforagoodmoment,thenhe

exhalesloudlyandturnsbacktome.

“Iwassick,reallysick.Iwasn'tcopingatwork,the

dreamswouldn'tleavemealone,Ihadtofindyou

NdondoSibisiandIfellinlovewithyou.”

Youknowwhat'sthemostconfusingpart?That

he'sdeadserious.

“YouseriouslythinkthatI'mgoingtobelieveyou?I



don'tknowwhoyouareandwhatyouwantedfrom

myhouse.ButIwillfuckyouandwe'llneversee

eachotheragain,”Isay.

Hegoessilent.Ipullmydressoutandlieonthe

pillowwithnothingbutlacyunderwearandbare

thighsoutonfulldisplay.

“Angifuni,”hesays.

I'mthrownback.Didhejustsayno?IknowthatI

don'thaveKimKardashian'sbodybutI'mawoman

andI'mhalfnakedforhim.Mendon'tneedyouto

lookacertainway,notwhenyou'reontheirbed,

whatmattersiswhat’sbetweenyourlegs.

Hegetsupandstormsoutofthedoor.Whatthe

heckjusthappened?He'sleavingmedrylikethis?

Itypeatextandforwardmylocationtothedriver.

I'msopissed,byhisliesandhisabilitytoturnme

down.ThefirstmanIeverofferedmyvaginaona

firstdate,withoutanyexpectations,turnsmedown?

Ineedacleansing,twowhitechickensandafat

goat.



ThehouseishugebutI'vebeentoplaces,Iwouldn't

getlostinadouble-storey.Ifindmywaytothe

stairwayandrushdown.

Ihavemyshoesinmyhands,Idon'tcarewhatthe

driverwillthink,Ijustwanttogetthehelloutofhere

assoonaspossible.

Whichwaytothemaindoor?Ithinkitwasthisone;

wepassedbythisGuernicapaintingandturned…

Stronghandsgrabmywaist.I'mforcefullyturned

aroundandfiercelystaredat.

“Wenzani?”Iask

“Uyaphi?”heasks.

“Imibuzoayibuzani.”

“Abantubayabuzana.”

Iletoutasigh.Thisisreallynotworthmyenergy.

“CanIleave?”Iaskcalmlybutmyquestionis

obviouslywrappedinawaveofanger.

“Didn'tyousayyouwanttobefuckedfirst?”The

wayheputsitmakesmefeellikesomePointcorner



-slut.ButIownuptomywords,I'mthatwoman.

“Ididandyouturnedmedown,”Isay.

Inchbyinch,hisarmhasbeenpullingme,and

beforeIcanevenrealizehowcloseIamtohis

chesthescoopsmylegsupandliftsmeup.

“Ndabuko,Iwanttogo!”Iscream.

Hekicksoneoftheroomsopenandwalksinwith

me.This“scoopingup"thinghappensalotin

romanticmovies,somewomenmayfinditcutebut

Idon't.Angiqukulwanjesdalo!IfIwanttogo

somewhereIwalkonmyown.

Heputsme…no,scratchthat,heliterallythrowsme

ontopofthebedandchargesbacktowardsthe

door.

“Ndabukodon'tyoudarelockthatdoor!”

Hegoesagainstmywordandlocksit.Myphone

vibratesinsidethebag.Itmustbethedriver.

I'mfuming.

Hestripshisclothesoffandpushesdownhis

boxers.He'sinhisfinebirthdaysuitandmyanger



seemstobeslowlydissolving.

“That'svoyeurism,”hesaysasheunhookshiswrist

watch.

“Huh?”I'mdroolingoverhisbodyandmyeyeskeep

goingtotheflesh-tooldanglingbetweenhisthighs.

IrememberasongbyIzinganeZoma-Wayigcina

NiniIndodaInqunu.Gosh,hasitbeenthatlong?My

clitisdancingatthemeresightofapenis.

“Watchingsomeoneundressesforyourownsexual

gain,”hesays.

“Huh?”I’mstilllost.Whatishetalkingabout?

“Voyeurism;thethingyou'redoing.It'saserious

offence,”hesays.

Ifighttheurgetorollmyeyes.Hechosetoundress

infrontofme,ifhehasaproblemhecantakeitto

myclit.

Myphonerings.What'swrongwiththisdriver?I'm

dealingwithaserioussituationhere.

“Soyouplannedthisday?Isawthatyou'rewearing

somelacycutethongs.”



“Ididn'twearthemforyou,”Isaywithafrown.What

makesmenthinkthey'resospecial?Ialwayswear

goodunderwear.Ihaven'tbeenwithamanforover

twoyearsbutthatdidn'tkeepmefromthesexy

underwearsection.

“Oh,youonlybroughtmethecookie?”

Nowhe'sannoying.Allthisinterrogationfora

penis?!

“I'mnotdesperate,Ndabuko.Icanjustmakea

phonecall,IhavepeopleinmyDMsandthey'dbein

myhousewithjustafingerclick,”Isay.

He'snotworkedup,missionfailed.Hechucklesand

climbsonbed.

“NgekeuphisanengesidlosakwaMngomezulu,”

(Youwon'tgiveawaytheMngomezulumeal)

Someonekillmenow!HewenttoWitsandmingled

withmenfromothertribes.Heshould'velearnt

mannersandhowtobeagentleman.

“I'mnotameal!”Inearlybitehisheadoff.

Helaughs.Iwanttoscreammylungsout.



“IfyousaysomethinglikethatagainI'mgoingto

leave,”Isay.HebetterbelievemebecauseImeanit.

“Howareyougoingtoleave?Thedoorislocked

andyourcarhasleft.”

“Idon'tknowbutIwillleave.”

Hestaresatmewithhislipcurvedupintoasexy

smirk.

“You'resostubborn.Ihopeyou'restubbornlikethis

onbedtoo.”

Didn'tItellhimthatifhesaysonemorestupidthing

I'llleave?What'sthis-stubbornonbed-thing?I'm

leaving.

“Ndondo,”hesaysandpullsmebackonbed.

“What?”Isnapandglareathim.

“Nothing.”Hesmilesandgentlypullsdownthearm

ofmydress.Heplantsawetkissontopofmy

shoulderandmyangerinstantlyvanishes.Hepulls

downthezipatthebackandpushesmeonbed.

I'mabitembarrassedwhenhetakesoutmysoaked

thong.It'llbeevenmoreembarrassingwhenIhave



tocomeintoaction,yourgirlhasneverdonethose

woman-on-topandreversecowgirlthings.Even

whenIseethosewomen-to-womenpostssharing

ideasofhowtomasterbedroomstylesIalways

scrollpast.

Hepecksmynavelandliftshiseyesuptome.

“Iloveyou,”hesays.

Heshouldn'tbesayingthis.Heknowsthatthisis

ourfirstandlasttimetogether.

Hedoesn'ttakeoffencewhenIdon'trespond,

insteadhebiteshisliptosuppressthesmile

spreadingacrosshisface.Ihopehe'snotthinking

aboutsomethingstupidbecauseI'veheardenough

ofhisignorantremarksfortheday.

“Asekhonanjeamalahle?Awuvulengibone,”he

says.

Ipickapillowandslamitontopofhishead.How

dare!Coalsinsidemyvagina?WhywouldIhave

coalsinthefirstplace?Heknowshowtokill

someone'smood,I'llgivehimthecredit.



He'schokingwithlaughter.Ithinkhe'snow

annoyingmeonpurpose.

Heliftsmychinwithhisfinger,humourisstillinhis

eyes,hegivesmylipsasoftpeck.

“IlikehowyoumakemefeelwhenI'maroundyou,”

hesaysandhiseyessuddenlygofromhumorous

toemotional.

“Ofallthingshe'sdoneforme,withandwithout

consent,choosingyouformewillremainatthetop.

I'llbeeternalgratefultohavemetsomeonelike

you.”

Idon'tknowwho“he”isandI'mnotinterestedin

thisancestorordreamliehekeepstalkingabout.

“Getacondom,”Isay.

Disappointmentflushesacrosshiseyesbuthe

quicklyblinksitawayandleansdownforakiss.

HetearsthecondomfoilwithhisteethandIwatch

cautiouslyasherollsitontohiserectmember.

“You'rebeautiful,”hesaysbeforedeeplysmooching



thelifeoutofmylips.

“Areyoucomfortablewithoutapillow?”heasks.

Inodmyhead.I'mnotcomfortablebuthim

insertinghimselfinsidemeismoreimportantand

urgentthanapillowbeneathmyneck.

Regardlessofmyhornynod,hepicksthepillowand

asksmetoliftmyheadupandplacesitundermy

neck.

Aseductivesloppykissleadstomylegopening

widelikeatollgateandhimpositioninghimself

between.Hishandsleavemyboobsandholdmy

legsup.

Hepushesin,stuckandpullsout.Hepushesin

again,movesaninchinandthenpullsout.

“Sthandwasami,”hisrough-croakingvoicebreaks

intomyearinasupposedwhisper.

I'mnotsthandwatohim,butIdon'thavetospoilthe

momentwiththat,soIlookathimandfluttermy

eyelashesinresponse.

“IfeellikeIwon'tlastverylonghere.Pleaseborrow



methisround,”hesaysashefinallyinsertshimself

infully.

I'malsodoingthisformypleasure,there'snoround

-borrowinghappeninghere.

“Yourswillfollow,”hewhispers.

“No,”IhissthroughmyteethasIcluelesslybuck

myhipsuptomeethisthrusts.

“You'repunishingme?”heasksandpushesmylegs

tomychest.Adeepstrokeforceshisnameoutof

mylips.Hefuriouslypumpsinseveralstrokesand

thenpullsoutwithaloudgroan.

“No,Ndondo,”hesaysandreversesbackonhis

knees.Mythighspressoneithersideofhisface

andhepeeksintomythrobbing,wetcookie.He's

robbingme,menandtheirtricks!

Hesweepshistonguearoundmysoftwallsand

gentlysucksmyswollenclit.

Itdoesn'ttakemuch,justhisfingerdippinginside

meandhistongueplayingaroundmyclit,Iexplode

anddriftintoatemporaryworldofmyown.



I'msnappedoutbyamangrindinghimselfontop

ofmeandcursing.

“Ndondoyami,”-thesearethelastwordstoescape

hismouthbeforehishandsomefacetransforms

intoababoon-squeezedface.

Hefallsonmychestandreleasesbreakingmoans.

Eventually,hejustliesstillandbreathesheavilyon

topofme.

Hehasrestenoughnow.Ipushhimtothesideand

rolltotheotherside.EventhoughIdidreleasemy

steambutherobbedme.Thiswasdaylightrobbery.

“I'msorry,”hewhisperswithhisfaceburiedonthe

bed.

“You'llpaymebackMngomezulu.”

Hechucklesandliftshisheadup.

“Comehere,”hesaysandpullsouthisarm.Idon't

wanttogetattachedtohim,Ialreadyhavefeelings

I’mnotsureifIwillbeabletoburyasImove



forward,thelastthingIshoulddoislieonhischest

aftersex.

“Please,”hebegsandIhavenochoicebuttoclose

thedistancebetweenusandlieonhischest.

Hestartsplayingwithmyhair.Hissilenceistoo

loud;itspeaksathousandwords.

Eventuallyheclearshisthroatandplantsakisson

myforehead.

“Let'sgotakeashower,”hesays.

“Together?”Mytoneisunnecessarilytooshocked

andhiseyesarelike;“duh,wejustfucked.”

Itwasveryawkwardshoweringwithamanwhose

di€kwouldn'trestdown.Ihadtolookovermy

shouldertheentiretimeandhe'dpurposefullyget

tooclosetomybutt.

WejustfinishedthesnackandIwanttoatleast

watchthenewsbeforedishingitoutagain.Buthe's

alloverme,hecan'tsitstillevenforaminuteandI

regretsittingonthesamecouchashim.



“Let'sgowatchthenewsinthebedroom,”he

suggests.

“Ndabukogetagrip,”Isay.

“TheonlygripIwantisfromyour…”Ishoothima

lookandhestops.He'sunbelievable,Ionlywant

thirtyminutesoftheTV,howhardcanthatbe?

“LetmetouchHlasekazi,they'restillonthead-

break.”HishandsneaksunderthegownI'm

wearing.

WeendupmakingoutonthecouchwiththeTV

presenterreportingsomeimportanteconomic

issuesthataffecteverycitizen.

.

.

Lord!Whatistheclockonthewallsaying?7:22in

themorning?Ihaveayogaclassateight.Iwas

supposedtowakeupbeforethesuncameoutand

gotomyhouse.

Andwhereisthisman?Idragmyselfoutofbedand

checkinthebathroom.Hedidtakeashower,the



clotheshewaswearingyesterdayarepeekingout

ofthebasket.

Iwashmyfaceandbrushmyteethwiththenew

toothbrushIsupposewasleftforme.Butwherethe

heckismydress?Ineedtoleave.Ican'tgoallthe

waytoKindlewoodinagown.

BeforeexitingthebathroomInoticethatheleft

waterinsidethebathtub.I'ddieifsomeonedidthis

inmyhouse.

Wait…whyisthatthingsoakinginsidethewater

looklikemydress?

Itismydressandmybraandpanty.Hisphoneis

switchedoff.

I'mshakingwithanger.WhatamIsupposedto

wear?Ishenowalaundromat?

Igothrougheveryroom,kickingdoorsopenand

yellingouthisname.Ican'tcallKhosiandaskher

tosendmesomethingtowearbecausehowwouldI

explainmypresenceatthe“yardner’shouse?”



There'sonemoreroomnexttothegym.Maybehe's

inside.It'sclosed,asifit'shardlyeveropened,and

unlikeotherdoorsit'safibreglassdoorwitharusty

lever-latch.

Idon'tyellouthisnamethistime,Ijustleanbythe

doorasmyheartdrenchesinheavymelancholy

thatIcan'texplainandlistentomythrobbing

heartbeatwithmyeyesclosed.

“Hlase…”Iopenmyeyestothesoundofhisvoice

andflytohisarms.

“Wherewereyou?”Iask,buriedonhischest.Idon't

knowwhat'sgoingonbutI'mnotmadathimand

somehowI’mgladhe'shere.

“Whathappened?”heasksandglancesatthedoor

behindme.

“Yousoakedmyclothes,nowIdon'thaveanything

towearandIneedtoattendmyyogaclassat

eight.”

“Idon'twantyoutoleave.”

Iliftmyeyesupandmeethissulkystare.No,he



can't!

“Ndabukowearenotdating.Lastnightwasgreat

but…”Akissshutsmeup.Bythetimehebreaksoff

I'mgaspingforair.

“Iwishitwassimplebutit’snot.I'msorryIlied

aboutwhoIam,gettingclosetoyouisnoteasy

Ndondo,you'renotaneasyperson.”

Iliftmyeyebrow.I'mnotaneasyperson?

“Ndlalifaistheonewhofoundyouforme.Not

exactlythathefoundyoubecausehisfatherknew

youallthistime,buthemadeplansformetoat

leaststepintoyourhouse.”

“Youreallydreamedofme?”Thisisgettingscary.I

thoughthewasjustlyingsothatI’dstay.

“Nhlanzekohauntedmeeverynight,you'dappearin

ayoungversionofyourselfwearingaschool

uniformandhe'djustsay;“bringherhome.”

“WhoisNhlanzeko?”Iask.

“Mybrother.Hediedonthe12thofJanuaryin2011.

Theyshothiminhiscaronhiswayto…”Hestops



andpullsmyhand.“Idon'twantustostandhere,”

hesays.Iguesswe'restandinginfrontofhis

brother'sroomandrevivingsadmemories.

“I'msorryaboutyourbrother,”Isay.

Hesqueezesmyhandinresponseandpullsme

downtothekitchenwhereatableislaidfor

breakfast.

“Sit,Iwillgetyourcoffee,”hesaysasifheknows

exactlywhichcoffeeIlikeandit'salreadymade.

[03/14,08:59] :Chapter7

Ndabuko

Hemanagedtokeep“MrsFierce”inhishousefor

twodays.Eventhoughshedidn'tsaytheimportant

words,hefeelslikehisliecannotstandbetween

themanymore.It'lltaketimeforhertotrusthim

againandhe'sstillhidingsomethingsfromher,but

they'llbefine.Hecanfeelitinhisbones,they'llbe

okay.

He'shummingasongashecrackstheeggsintoa



panonthestove.There'snoday-offintheirindustry,

mostlyfordrivers,buthimandMaqhingaonlygoto

therankifsomethingreallyneedsthemorifthey're

bored.UnlikeNdlalifa,who'ssuddenlyobsessed

withworkandwakingupatthecrackofdawn

everyday.

“Long-lostson,you'reback,”Maqhingateasesashe

makeshiswayinsidethekitchenfollowedbya

short,biggirlwithblondehair.OnlyGodknows

wherehefoundthisone.

Ndabukoliftsuphiseyebrow.

“Howoldisshe?”Hedoesn'tcareifthegirlis

listening.Shelookstooyoungtobedoing

sleepoversina29yearoldman’shouse.Maybe

she'sjustavarsitystudentchasingtheflashy

lifestyle.

“OldenoughtosatisfyHlomuka.”

Ndabukoshakeshisheadandwatchesashe

hoversoverthegirlandinappropriatelytouching

her.Hishandslidesinfrontofthegirl'sskirt,she's

gigglingasMaqhingawhisperssomethingtoher.



HelefthisownhousebecausehecannotfaceFuze,

hecannotstaytherebecauseshe'llcomeoverand

showerhimwiththelovehedoesn'tdeserve.

WatchingMaqhingachanginggirlseverydayand

listeningtothemscreamingathisdi€katnightis

thepricehe'spayingforstayinghere.

Hefinallyletsgoofthegirl,hegivesherafewR100

notesandkissesheronthecheek.

“Don'tgiveanyonemycookie,”hetellsherbefore

shegoesoutofthedoorandsheblushesandnods

herhead.

HeclosesthedoorafterherandwalkstoNdabuko

who'spreparingbreakfast.

“Whatareweeating?”heasksasheattemptsto

grabapieceofegg.

Ndabukoyankshishandoff.

“Gowashyourhands,”hesays.

“Ndoda,IshoweredwhenIwokeup.”Still,Ndabuko

blockshishandfromreachingtheeggs.

“She'syourgirlfriendalone,don'tfeedmeherpu$$y.



Ialsodon'tfingerNdondoandtouchyourfood

afterwards.”

“Ndondo?NotFuze?Isshenowofficiallyyouronly

girl?”

“Maqhingagowashyourhands!”

BecauseNdabukoisannoyingandhewantsthe

scoop,hejogstothebathroomandquicklywashes

hishandsasasked.

Hegrabstheplatepreparedforhimandaddsfour

morebreadslices,Ndabukothinkseveryonewent

toWitsandstudiedwithwhitepeople.Heeats

sevenslices,notthree.He'snotagirlandheisnot

tryingtomaintainafigure.

“ItakeitMrsFierceisalsofierceonbed,”hesays

andstuffstheegginsidethemouthwithhiseyes

gluedonNdabuko.

“Nobutshe'shooot.Inearlylostmysanitythere,

andyoucanfeelthatnobodyvisitsthatpalace

regularly.”



“Notnearly,youdidloseyoursanity,lookathow

moodyyou'rebecauseshe'sgonebacktoher

house,”Maqhingasaysandtheybothlaugh.

Maqhingastopslaughing.Nowhiseyesarefilled

withpity.

“There'sFuze,shedoesn'tknowwhat'sgoingon.

Don'tyouthinkit'sfairtojustcomeclean?Iknow

thatI'mthelastpersonwhocanadvisesomeoneon

howtotreatawoman,butbafothat'sZamafuze,

shehaslovedyouthroughthinandthick.It'llbe

bettertohurtherby“movingontoofast”thanto

cheatonher.”

Boththeseoptionsarebad,he'llbreakherheart

eitherway.

“AndyoucouldloseMrsFiercewhileatthisgame,”

Maqhingacontinues.

Ndabuko’sappetiterunsout.Heknowsthis.He'll

talktoFuzebeforemakingthingsofficialand

comingoutwithhisrelationshipwithNdondo.But

Maqhinganeedstounderstandthathe'snothim.

He'sscaredtodumpherbecauseheknowswhat



she'sdoneforhim.UnlikeMaqhingawhoeven

dumpsagirlinfrontofanewoneandliveshislife

likenothinghappened.

“Idon'tevenknowwhatI'mgoingtosay,”hesays

andinhalesdeeply.

“Nothingbeats-youdeservesomeonebetterand

I'mnotthatsomeone-andthenlooklikean

asshole,”Maqhingasays.

“WearetalkingaboutFuze.”

Maqhingasighsandshrugshisshoulders.

“Yeah,right.Youhavetobeniceandtrytomakeher

understand.”

Ndabukoexhalesdeeply.He’sneverbeenthose

guys,it'seasierwhenagirlbreaksupwithyou

becauseyouwalkawaywithoutanyguilty

conscience.Buthehastobreakupwithawoman

who'sbeenwithhimforfouryears,hehasn'tbeen

inlovewithherthepasttwomonthsandthatalone

breakshisheart.Fuzedoesn'tdeservethis…butshe

doesn'tdeservetobefooledeither.



Hetypesandsendsherashorttext.Theyhaveto

meetinhishouseinanhourandtalk.

.

.

Hersilkyhairistiedneatlyontopofherhead,she's

wearingashortyellowdressandsandals.Herbag

isclutchedunderherarmandshe'slostinher

phone.

WhenNdabukopullsupsheliftsherheadand

staresasheclimbsoutofthecar.

“Youchangedthelocks?”sheasks.

Heclearshisthroatandlooksaway.

“I'm…Iwas…Iwasgoingtotellyou.”Thiswillbe

harderthanhethought.Outofalldays,todayshe

chosetodressupexactlythewayshelookedon

theirfirstdate.It'sthesamedressandsame

hairstyle.

Theyhug.Hisheartisbeatinglikeadrum.He's

imaginedhowthismightplayout.She'llcryandbeg

himtostaywithher.



“MustIgetyouanythingtodrink?”heasks,still

unabletolookstraightintohereyes.

“Waterisfine.Whyareyouactingsostrange?”

Heignoresherandfetchesthedrinksfromthe

kitchen.Heshould'vedrankforthis.He'snotaman

enoughtojustdoit.

She'swaitingforhimonthecouch.Thismightbe

therighttimetotellhimwhatshe'sbeenkeeping

fromhim.Hedersevestoknow.

“Fuzeweneedtotalkaboutourfuture,”hesaysand

instantlyregretshischoiceofwords.

“There'ssomethingIneedtotellyoufirst,”shesays.

Hegulpsdownhisjuiceandlooksather.Herhands

areshakingandhe'sgettingevenmoreworried

aboutthebreakupthat'sfollowing.Shewon'ttakeit

well.

“Areyouokay?”heasks.

“Yes,I'mokay.IthinkI'mfine.”She'snoddingher

headasshesaysbuthermoisteyesspeaka



differentlanguage.

“DoyourememberwhenIcalledyouandsaidIwas

atthedoctor's?Twoweeksafteryoumovedinwith

Maqhinga.”

Henodshisheadbeforeevencollectinghis

memoryofthatday.He'sanxioustofindoutwhat's

goingonwithher.Whyshelookssotroubled.

Sherubsherpalmsonherthighsandreleasesa

sigh.

“Iwasinsomuchpainandheavilybleeding.ButI

thoughtitwasjustoneofthosemonthswhereI

get…”Sheshakesherheadandwipesthewatering

cornersofhereyes.Sheisfine,that'swhatshe

keepstellingherselfeverytimeaweakinnerher

wantstobreakdown.It'snotthatdeep,isit?

“Ihadamiscarriage,”shemanagestogetthewords

outandthenburiesherfaceinherhands.

WordsrecordslowlyinNdabuko'shead.Hewants

toprocesseverything,graspstherealityofwhathe

justheard,butshe'swailingnexttohimandhe

needstofindawaytocomforther.



“Whydidn'tyoucallme?”Hecan'trecognizehis

ownvoice.Somethinghuge,somethinghedidn't

evenknowwasapartofhim,hasbeencutinto

piecesandtakenawayfromhim.

“Howfarwereyou?”heasks.Hecouldaskher

aboutthepillbutnowisnottherighttimeforthat.

“Threeweeks,”shesaysbetweenthesobs.

“Whydidn'tyoutellme?”heasksagain.

“YouwerebusywithworkandIdidn'twanttostress

youatthattime,”shesays.

No,hewasbusywithNdondo.Hewasposingasa

yardnerandstalkinganotherwoman.

“Whatdidthedoctorsay?Whatwastheproblem?”

“Everythingwasperfectlyfine,that'stheproblem

Ndabuko;nothingwaswrong.”

Hepullsherintohisarmsandtightlyembracesher.

He'stryingnottobreakdowninfrontofher.Maybe

ifhewashomewithherthebabywould’vesurvived.

Maybeifhepaidattentionanddidn'tfallheadover

heelswithawomanhisdeadbrotherwantshimto



marrythiswasn'tgoingtohappen.

“PleaseforgivemeZamafuze,I'mreallyreally

sorry."

“Itwasn'tyourfaultsthandwasami.”

Hecupsherfaceandlooksatherintheeyes.She's

broken,somethinghehasn'tcaredtonoticethelast

coupleofmonths.

Heliftsherchinandkissesherlips.Guiltispoking

hisheartfromeveryangle.It'sallhisfault.

“Whatdidyouwanttosay?Yousaidwemusttalk

aboutourfutureandIjustwantedtoletyouknow

thatweoncecreatedasoul.Justincaseyou're

thinkingofdoingsomething,inhlawuloshould

comefirst.”They'retalkingabouttheirfuture,right?

It'ssomethingshe'sbeenwaitingforyears.

Ndabukoisshockedbyherconclusionbuthecan't

showthattoherorobjectwhatshe'ssaying.

“IwilldiscussinhlawulowithNgidi.Idon'tknow

howthesethingsaredone,”hesaysafterclearing



histhroat.

“AllIknowisthatthedamagescomefirst,before

lobola.”

Henodshishead.Thisisnotthedirectionhewas

takingbuthecan'ttellher.He'salreadybrokenthis

woman.

Sheliftshereyestohimandflutterhereyelashes

withaweaksmileonherface.

“Ihavemissedhavingyou,alltomyself,likethis.”

“Metoo,”hesaysandplantsakissonherforehead.

Thedaydidn'tgoasplanned,it'ssadandsour.

They'restilltogetherandlivingwiththescars.

Sheordersthefoodandtheyjustcuddleonthe

couchthroughouttheevening.

It's9:56pmandFuzeisfastasleeponthebed.He's

beendoingonethingsincehefoundoutaboutthe

miscarriageandthatistostareather.

HereceivedatextfromNdondoearlier,whichis



verystrange,andhehasn'treadit.Itfeelswrongto

evenhavefeelingsforher.Thesefeelingsarewhat

drovehimawayfromFuze,they'rewhatstood

betweenhimandhisbaby.Hecould'vebeenthere,

protectedFuzefromwhateverandsupportedher.

Buthecouldn'tbecauseNdondostolehisheartand

sanity.

NowordscanexpresshowsorryheistoFuze.But

morethananythinghe'ssorrytohimself;to

Ndabuko.He'ssorrythatherobbedhimselfa

chancetobeabetterfatherthanhisownfather.He

robbedhisbabyachancetobealive.Heshould've

protectedthem.Maybeifhewashere….

Hisphoneisringing.

It'sNdondo.Hishandsstartsweatingashe

contemplateswhethertoanswerornot.

Heletsitringuntilshedropsthecall.Itwasokay

whenshewasbeingNdondoandnotgivinghimthe

benefitofadoubt.

Heclicksonthetexthehasn'treadsinceitcame



through:

WHATYOUSAIDABOUTMEHAVINGFEELINGS

FORYOUWASN'TALIE.NDABUKOIHAVEFALLEN

INLOVEWITHYOUANDI'MSCARED.

Godknowshowmuchhewantedtohearhersaying

thisbutnowhecan'tevenbehappyandcelebrate.

Hecan'tevenreplytohertextorreturnhercalls

becausethatwouldmakehimanasshole.

HeliesnexttoFuzeandwrapshisarmaroundher.

Nowhe'stornbetweentwoworlds;beingwiththe

womanhisheartandNhlanzekowantsforhimand

beingwithawomanwho'dcatchagrenadeforhim,

themotherofhischild.

.

.

It'sbeenaweeksinceFuzebrokethenewstohim.

Hehasn'tbeentoworkandshehasn'tlefthishouse.

Hehadtosneakherbelongingsbackinthehouse



inthemiddleofthenightandleavethingsasthey

are.They'remakingup,he'stryingtopayforhis

sinsbutnothingisgoodenoughtoclearhis

conscience.

Hehasn'tspokentoNdondonorrepliedtohertext.

He'sscaredtoevenlogonWhatsAppbecause

she'sthereandshe'llseethathe'saliveandjust

ignoringher.Strangely,Nhlanzekohasbeenquiet.

Nobaddreamsandnopoundingheadache.

“Soyou'repayinglobolaforFuze?”Maqhingaasks.

“That'swhatshethinks,”Ndabukosaysandheaves

asigh.

“ThatmeanstheNgcobosareexpectingcows

altogetherwithinhlawulo.IsNgidiawareofthis?”

Anothersigh!

“Hewantsmetodoit.”

“Dowhat?”

“Paylobolaandmarryher.”

Maqhinga’seyespopoutoftheirsockets.Marriage

isabigscaryanimaltohim.



“WhataboutNdondo?”heasks.

“Ihavetomarryheraswell.IloveherandIhaveto

honourNhlanzeko'sdemand.”

“Polygamy?Ndabukoyoudon'tevenloveFuze

anymore.Breakupwithher,there'snoneedto

marrysomeoneoutofguilt.It'snotfaironyouand

it'sverycrueltoher.You'vealreadywastedthis

girl'slife.”

“Idon'twanttohurther.Whycan'tyouunderstand

that?”heburstsout.Thisisnoteasyforhim.Yeshe

knowsthathe'sbeingselfishandthechancesare;

NdondowillwalkawayandNhlanzekowillhaunt

himforlife.

“Butyou'rehurtingher.Thedayyoustoppedloving

herandcontinuedtokeepherinyourlifewasthe

dayyoustartedhurtingher.”

“You'reafineonetotalk,”Ndabukosays,annoyed.

“I'manassholeandeveryoneknowsit.I'ma

fuckboywaitingforGod'ssentence.Don'tbelike

me,you'llsleepandnotwakeupthenextday,”

Maqhingasays.



“Because?”Ndabukoaskswithafrown.

“Youwon'tbeabletohandletwowomen.Especially

notwhenMrsFierceisoneofthosewomen.Have

youspokentoher?”

Heshakeshishead.

“Exactly,youfailtoevenfaceoneofthemifyou're

busywithanotherone.Polygamyneedsbalance,

boy.Whateverhappensontherightshouldhappen

ontheleft.”

“IknowthatbutmybiggestfearislosingNdondo

alongtheway.Ilovethatwomanmfethu.”

“Ifyou'renotscaredoflosingFuzewhydon'tyou

justloseheronceandforall,”Maqhingaasks.

“Idon'twanttobeanasshole.”

“Butyou'reanassholealready.”

“YeahbutI'mstillbelowyourlevel,Idon'twantto

surpassyourshittyass.”

Maqhingalaughsandattendstohisbuzzingphone.

.



.

NOMKHOSI

IknowthatI'mlosingheragain.Ireallythoughtshe

wasdone,thatwasthewholepurposeforher

Japanvacation;togetoverhim.ThistimeIdon't

knowwhattriggeredit.Idon'tknowwhatpushed

herinsidethisdarkboxagain.

Thethingaboutheristhatwhenshebuildswalls

aroundherselfshemakessurethatshebuildsthem

high.Theproblemaboutheristhatshedoesn'tcry,

theonlywayIknowthatshe'sinpainiswhenshe

buriesherselfwithwork.Thisweekshe'sbeen

clockinginat6:30am,ifnotearly.Andiswasays

somedaysshecomeshomeaftereight.

Iputhercoffeeonherdeskandshedoesn'teven

noticethatI'mstandinginfrontofher.

“Ithoughtyousaidyouwerereadytomoveon,”I

sayandsnapherattentioninstantly.



Shetakesasipfromhercupandliftshereyesto

me.Idon'tneedeyeglassestoseethatshe'sinpain.

She'semptyandjustlivingtogetthroughtheday

andgetthisthingcalledlifemoving.

“Ididmoveon,”shesays.

Ineedtositdownforthis.IthoughtSenzoandher

didn'tworkout.

“Withwho?Andwhathappened?Youdon'tlooklike

someonewho'sinlove,”Iask.

Shechucklesandshakesherhead.

“Khosiyouknowmyfate.OnceIlovethemback

theydisappear.He'sgoneaswell.Butthe

differencewiththisoneisthatIknowwherehe

livesandIknowthathe'sokaywhereverheis.”

“Thenwhat’stheproblem?”I'mreallyconfused.

“Itriedtocallandtext,andIgotignored.”

“Mygosh,friendareyousurethatyouwerebothon

thesamepage?Maybehejustwantedadishforhis

sperms,youknowhowmenarelikeoutthere.”

Shereleasesadeepsighandlooksbackonthe



documentsinfrontofher.

“ForgetabouthimNdondo.He'snotworthyour

energy.”

Youknowwhat,I'mtakingheroutonawild

weekendwiththetwinsandagroupofhotguys.I'm

notlettinghergothroughthisagain,notforan

assholethatprobablydoesn'tevendeserveher.

WearegoingtoHimevillethisweekend.We'llfuck

aroundandgetwasted.

[03/14,08:59] :Chapter8

It'sactuallyfunnythatI'vebeeninloveonlytwice

thewhole26yearsofmylifeandbothtimesleftme

miserable.Ndabukomademeforgetaboutmytaxi

rankloverthatgotaway,hetookmeoutofthat

miseryandintroducedmetoanewone.Ihave

blockedhisnumberbecauseIcan’thandlethepain

ofseeinghimonlineandnotspeakingtome.I

guessKhosiwasright,allheeverwantedwasto

havemeonbedandIwasstupidenoughtofallfor

everywordhesaid.Eventhe-“I'llbehere,always.”I



thoughthewasreal,heevenbroughttheancestors

anddreamstocementhislie.I'msodumb.

Andiswaisalldolledupandsmilingonherphone

fromeartoear.Justwatchingherblushingmakes

meenviousofher.Imaybeagainsttherelationship

butIlovehowhappysheis,andsomehowIwishI

hadexperiencedthisforonceinmylife.

“Wearenotchattingaboutsex,”shesaysandI

realizethatshecaughtmestaringather.People

alwaysmisjudgeme,I'mnotthatuptight.

“Iwasn'tstaringbecauseofthat,”Isayandjoinher

onthecouch.12pmseemstobefar,Ican'twaitto

getoutofDurban,evenifit'sfortwonightsonly,I

wanttobreakfreefromtheseagonizingfeelings

thatarecagingmein.

“Anyluckinfindingsomeonetoworkontheyard?”I

ask.

“He'llstartMonday,”shesays.

“Hopefullythistimeyou'rebringingsomeonelegit.I

can'tbelieveyouletNdabukofoolusintothinking

thathewaspooranddesperate.”



Hereyesshiftfromthephoneandshelooksatme

withafrowncreasedonherforehead.

“Mngomezulu?Howdidhemakeusthinkheis

poor?”

Arethesenewstoher?Yesshedoesn'tknowhalfof

thestorybutnowwebothknowthatNdabukofaked

hisidentity.

“Hedidn'tmentionthatheownstaxis,duh!”Isay.

“Whodoesn'tknowtheNkabanhleTaxis?Haveyou

neverseenMngomezuluatthetaxirankinVerelum

orTongaat?”

Sheknewhimallthistime?!

“No!”ThelasttimeIwenttoataxirankwas

probablythreeyearsago.

“Oh,well.”Shegoesbacktoherphoneandherface

brightensupasmessagesbeepin.

WhyamIattractedtotaximen?Thatplaceismy

sourceofpain.I'vehadsomanysuitorswhoarein

thesameindustryasme.Whycan'tIgivesomeone

differentachance?



IknowthatAndiswaisjustwaitingformetoleave

andthenshe'lleithergotothatboyfriendofhersor

invitehimhere.I'vebeenadvisedtobegentleand

open-mindedabouttheirrelationship;younggirls

arelikesand,ifyousqueezetootighttheyslipout

bitbybit.Ipackmybagandchangeintoleggings

andsneakers.Thisweekhasbeenhard,I'mscared

toevenlookatmyfaceonthemirror,I'msureit's

evidentofeverythingI'vebeengoingthrough.

Khosicallsandsaysthecarisdrivingtowardsmy

house.It'soneofthe“hunks"sheinvitedtocome

withus,there'snofunifyou'redriving,sotheguyis

inchargeofthetravelling.

“Pleasekeepmyhouseclean,”I'mindirectlytelling

hernottohavesexonmycouches.Shegivesmea

thumbandwatchesasIputmyhatonandexitwith

mybags.

Idon'tknowifthistripwillachieveitspurpose,it

hastakenmeyearstogetover“him"andit'll

probablytakeotheryearsformetogetover



Ndabuko,butI'mlookingforwardtothefun.

.

.

ResortSaniPasshotel,wearefinallyhere.I've

managedtodownthreeglassesofwineandstill

remaininmy“darkmood."IthinkIwasalreadyset

upwithsomeone,he'sbeenaskingmeuseless

questionsandtryingtochit-chat.I'monlyfriendly

andentertainingthiscrowdycompanyforthesake

ofKhosi.Ifitwasn'tforherI'dbeonbedalready

andgoingthroughmyemails.

“Iwishtocometothisplaceagain,withjustyou,”

hesays.

Excusemebut…

“Whoareyouagain?”Iask.

“Ade,”hesaysandsmiles.

Inoticethathehassilvergrillz.Yeap,I'monly

seeingthistwohoursaftermeetinghim.

“Canyoutakethatthingoff?”Iask.



“Doyouhatethem?”He'sstillsmiling.Honestly,I

don'thaveanybusinesshatinghisdecorationsand

style,I'mjustcuriousbecauseI'veseenrappers

wearingthisthing.

“No.Canyoutakeitoutyourselforyouneeda

dentist?”

“Icantakeitoff,”hesaysandattemptstotakethem

out.Iblockhishandandshakemyhead.This

wholetripisaboutmegettinglooseandhavingfun.

Kissingsomeonewithsilvergrillzalloverhisteeth

hasnevercrossedmymind.Ievensurvivedthe

“goldtooth”pressureinhighschool.Buttodayisall

aboutburyingtherealNdondo,theuptightonewho

getdepressedovertaximen.

“Dotheytastemetallic?”Iask.

Hesmilesandcocksuphiseyebrow.Hedoesn't

lookbad.AllNigerianmendon't.They'rethe

epitomeofAfricanmasculinity,mostly.He'svery

tall,Ihavetoliftmyheaduptoseehisface.His

espressoskinremindsmeofthefirstmanIfellin

lovewith.EventhoughNdabukoisfairthanthem,I



thinkdarkmenareattractive.Butthatdoesn'tmean

I'mfallinginlovewiththisman,rememberIonly

givemyhearttomenwhoareassociatedwithtaxis.

“Youhavetotastethemtofindout,”hesays.

IcatchaglimpseofKhosi'sfacesittingafewfeet

awayfromuswiththetwinsandotherguys.She

cracksabriefmotivatingsmile.Irefillmyglassand

shiftmyattentionbacktoAde.

“Whydidyouleaveyourcountry?”Gosh,Isoundso

xenophobic.

“Imeanit'stherichestcountryinAfrica,”Isayto

supportmydistastefulquestion.

“SouthAfricaisthemostdeveloped.There'sso

muchpoliticalviolencewhereIcomefrom,

survivingisastruggle,andlikemanyotherAfrican

countries,there'sahighrateofyouth

unemployment.”

Inodmyhead.Ilikehowcalmheisasheexplains

this.Obviously,IhaveotheruselessquestionsI'd

liketoask,like;whereisDavidoandwhyisreligion

suchanissuebackinNigeria…theBokomoHaram?



“Areyoumarried?”Iask.

“Iwouldn'tbehereifIwas.”

Asifmencareabouttheirmarriages.

“Ineedmythrow.It'sgettingcoldhere,”Isayand

emptymyglass.Heneedstoreadbetweenthelines

andfollowmeinsidetheroom.

“Letmegowithyou.Ineedabathroom,”hesays.

Cleverboy!Iheardtheystartschoolatthreeyears

andfinishhighschoolaroundtwelve.Nigeriais

blessed.

Andthenwhoisthisguycomingoutofmyroom

lookingallshakenup?

“Doyouworkhere?”Iask.

Henodshisheadfast,beforeIcanevenfinishthe

question.Heiswearingsomewhiteoverallthing,so

Iguesshe'snotlying.

“Whyhelookedsoscared?”IaskasIwalkinthe

room.Mybagsareonthefloor,somethingI'dnever



doinmysaneself.

“Becauseyou'reintimidating,”Adesays.He'sstill

standingbythedoor,alsolookingfrightened.I'm

drunkforChrist’sake!HowamIintimidating?AndI

haven'tsaidanythingtoanyone,infactI'mthe

friendliestpersonalive.

“Didn'tyousayyouneededabathroom?”Iaskhim.

“Idid,butrightnowIneedyoumorethanIneeda

bathroom.”

Ismileandwinkathim.Howflattening?Heneeds

memorethanheneedsthebathroom.Finally

someoneischoosingmeoversomething.

“Comehere,Igboman.AreyouanIgbo?”Iask.

He'sinfrontofmeafteronlytakingtwosteps,that's

howtallheis.

“AYorubaman,”hesaysinaseductivewhisperas

hestaresdownatmyface.

IthinkIloveYorubamen.

“Letmetastethegrillz,”Isayandholdhisneck

downtome.Hesmellssoheavenly,somethingthat



makesamankissable.

Yestheytastemetallic,nowhowabouthislips?

Aren’ttheyjustsoftanddelicious?

Hereleasesamoanandpushesmebackwards.I

don'thavetheusualurgetopushamanaway,

insteadI'mpullinghimclosertomeandallowing

himtopushhistonguetomythroat.

Eeh?What'sthishardthingpokingmenow?Itfeels

hugeeveninsidehispant.

“Don'tworry,I'mnotdoingthat,”hesaysashe

breaksthekiss.Iholdhisstareandwaitforhimto

talk.

“However,I'dliketohelpyoureleasesomeofthis

stress.You'retoobeautifultobeunhappy,”hesays.

“Meaning?”Iask.

“Helpingyoublowoffbeforewegofordinner,”he

says.

“Blow…blowjob?”Iask.

“Youlovethesoundofthat,don'tyou?LetAdetake

careofyou,gorgeous.”



He'sgentleandhiswarmsmilekeepsassuringme

thatheknowswhathe'sgoingandhe'samanof

hisword.Icrackupandlaughwhenhepullsmy

pantyallthewaydownwithhisteeth.

I'veneverhadamanlickingmylegsbefore.He

startshistonguegamefrommylegsandgently

separatesmylegsandworkshiswayuptomy

mound.

Histonguebrushesandseparatesmyfolds.Ishut

downeveryunwelcomethoughtsandgetlostinthe

moment.

“Relaxbaby,Igotyou.”Ihearhisvoicewithmy

eyesclosedandfeelhisfingerslidingthroughmy

opening.WhenIflinchheshushesmeandpresses

histhumbovermyclit.

“Tonightisgoingtobethebestnightthistightbaby

haseverhad…I'mgoingtofuckyousogood…Oh,

you'resowarm…Givemethosejuicesbaby,don't

holdback.”

Idon't…ImeanIwanthimtodothisalittlebit

longer…Itfeelssodamngood…Butthenhistongue



isatitagain,Ican'tholdbackanymore.

“Ndabuko!”Thenameescapesmylipsina

shudderingscreamasIexplodeintoanotherman's

mouth.

IthinkIheardhimsay-“Heain'tshit,”-butI'mlostin

thewaveofanexplodingorgasm.

I'membarrassedwhenIopenmyeyesandfindhim

staringatme.DidIreallyhavetocallthatdog's

name?

“Youweresobeautiful,”hesays.

Iaffordaweaksmileofpretence.

“I'msorryabout…”Hedoesn'tletmefinish.Heleans

downtomylipsanddeeplykissesme.Hismember

isangeredupandhisbodyisstartingtobetrayhim.

Hewantsmeandhewantsmenow.

Butthere'ssomethinggoingonoutside.Icanhear

Nakho'svoiceyellingatsomeone,asifthere'sa

hugefightgoingon.Theyrarelyhavesibling-fights,

butwhentheydoit'sbad.Ihopeit'snotNaloand

Khosi,thosetwocankilleachother.



“Letmegocheckandcomeback,”Adesaysand

rollsoffme.Hedashestothebathroomfirstand

comesoutafteraminute.Helookscleanbuthis

hugegiantisstillpokingoutofhispant.

WhateveritisgetsevenmorenoisywhenAdegets

there.Therearemenvoicesand“msunukanyoko"

flyingintheair.Ineedtoseewhat'shappening.

Clearlyit'sbiggerthanIthought.

Itakeoffmypanty,wipemyselfanddashtothe

scene.Atfirstmyeyesareindisbelief,whatare

theydoinghere?AndwhyisNdabukobeingheld

backandKhosistandinglikethat?

Ndlalifagrabsmyarmandpullsmebehindthe

crowd.Ijustgotsoberandhimgrabbingmelike

thiswon'tbegoodforhim.Yeshe'sold,nineorten

yearsolderthanme,butI'mnothischild.

“Whoisthatman?”heasks.

I'mnotsurewhathe'stryingtodo.ThelasttimeI

checkedhewasjustmyex-boss’sson.



“Howisthatanyofyourbusiness?”Iask.

Heglaresatme.He'snaturallyicybutIknowhis

father.Hewouldn'tdoanythingtome.

TheyfinallyletgoofNdabuko,themanIdon'tknow

andMaqhinga,he'schargingtowardsus.Idon't

knowwheretheguyswecamewithhavegone.

EvenAdeisnowheretobeseen.There'sKhosi,her

sistersandtwosecurityguardsnexttothem.

“Ndondo,”he'semittingfire.Idon'tknowwhohe

thinksheis.Hehasn'tspokentomeinaweek,he

ignoredmycallsandtexts,andnowhe'sshowing

uptomytripandfightingpeople?

“Sotheybroughtyouheretobefuckedby

Nigerians?”He'sstillyellingatmeandI'mjust

foldingmyarmsandrehearsingmyoneword

answerthat'sgoingtoputhiminhisplace.

“Yes,”-istheperfectanswer.Isay,turnaroundand

leave.NdlalifacallsouthisnamewarninglyandI

hearfootstepscomingafterme.

HewalksinasIattempttopushthedooronhis

face.Thebedisallcreasedupandhiseyesare



gluedonit.

“Really?Com’on,mfethu.”Hesoundsdefeated.His

shakinghandscoverhisface,heslidesdownand

sinksonthefloor.

“Howcanyoudothistome?”Idon'tknowifhehas

ashortmemoryorwhat.He'sjustaguywhofucked

meandforgotaboutme,there'sno“doingthisto

him.”

“Whenyou'redonepleasegetoutofmyroom,”Isay

andfixthebed.

“I'mtryingmybesthere.Ialsohadmyownlife,I

can'tbeanassholeandleavethingshanginglike

that.IlostmybabyandIdidn'tevenknow.Mylife

wasplannedbyadeadman.”He'scryingandI'm

notsurewhatmynextstepshouldbe.Idon'teven

understandwhathe'ssaying.

“Hetookmyparentsawayfrommeandthentook

mybaby.Nowyou'realsodoingthistome,

Hlasekazi?You'rehurtingmelikethis?”

Deepbreath!Isitonthebedandbalancemyelbow

onthepillow.



“ThelasttimeIcheckIdidn'tmeananythingtoyou.

Yousleptwithmeandthatwasit.”

“YouhavenoideawhatI'vebeengoingthroughthis

pastweek.Mywholelife.Undertheshadowsof

anotherman.Myex-girlfriendwaspregnantand

shemiscarried.Ionlyfoundoutlastweekand

everythingjust…”Heburieshisfaceagain.Idohave

aheartandI'mfeelinghispainrightnow.Obviously

Ihavequestions,therearelotofthingsIdon'tknow

aboutthismanbutthat'sforanotherday.Rightnow

he'shurtingandIneedtofindawaytocomforthim.

“Isyourbrotherresponsibleforthat?”Iask.

“Yes,”hesays.

“Why?”Idon'tunderstandwhatthisdeadbrother

wantsfromhim.Imeanthewholepurposeofdying

istobuttoutofearth’sbusiness.

“Becauseyou'retheonechosenfromme,”hesays.

Thisthingisserious.

“WhyamIthechosenone?”Iask.

“Iwilltellyouoneday,”hesaysanddrawsinahuge



breath.Hedustshimselfupandstandsinfrontof

me.HiseyesarebloodshotandIrealizejusthow

muchpainhe'sgoingthrough.

“Ididn'tsleepwithhim,”Isay.

Heclenchedhisjawsandlooksawayfromme.

Obviouslyhedoesn'tbelieveme,theguylooked

fuckedupwhenheleftthisroom.

“IswearIdidn't,butwedidkiss,”Isayandwithhold

thedisturbinginformation.Idon'twanttohurthim

morethanthis.

“Why?”heasks.

I'mnotsurewhichreasonhe'slookingfor.WhyI

didn'tsleepwithAdeorwhyIkissedhim.

“Ithoughtyouhadleftmetoo,”Isay.

“Soyoukissedhim?”

Eer…that'swhatIsaid,mos.

“Onthebed?”heasks.

“Yes,”Isay,noddingmyhead.

“WasInotworthwaitingfor?”



“Ididn'tevenknowwhereyourheartwas.I'mtired

ofwaitingforpeoplewhonevercomebacktome.

I'vebeendownthatroadbeforeandIthoughtwith

youitwouldbedifferent.”

“I'msorry,”hesays.

“Doyouwanttobewithmeorit'sbecauseyour

deadbrotherwantsyouto?”Iask.

“Iwanttobewithyou.Iwantthatmorethan

anythinginlife.You'reonethingthatNhlanzeko

gavemethatI'llforeverbegratefulfor.Iloveyou

Hlasekazi.”

Reliefwashesalloverme.Ithrowmyselfinhis

armsandhehesitantlyhugsme.

“Iloveyoutoo,”Isayandlookupathischin.

“Ndondo,”hesaysandlooksaway.There'sa

differenceinhiseyeswhenhesaysNdondoand

whenhesaysHlasekazi.

“What?”Iask,eventhoughIknowverywellwhyhe

can'tstomachlookingatmerightnow.

“Freshenup,Idon'twanttospendthenighthere,



we'llgosomewhereelse.”

“Khosiwon'tallowmetoleave,”Isay.

“Khosi?Thebitchwhobroughtyouhereandsold

youtoaforeigner?”

Yoh!It'snotthatdeep.

“Don'tcallherabitch,”Isay.

“She'sabitchandifsheeverdoessomethinglike

thisagain…”Myeyesarewidelyopened.Ishe

threateningmyfriend?

“Whatwillyoudo?Huh?”Iask.

Thewayhelooksatmesometimesmakesme

believethatinhisheadI'mamadwoman.

“Gotakeashowerandyou'llfindmeoutside.”He

brushesmychinwithhisfingers,becauseI'mtoo

dirtyforhimtokisssinceIkissedanotherman,and

thenwalksout.

WasIreallygoingtosleepwithAdejusttogetover

Ndabuko?IdoubtIwasgoingtobeabletogetover

himbutitwasgoingtobefun.Sadly,hedidn'tget

to“fuckmesogood.”



Well,there'sanothersituation.WhenIcomeoutof

thebathroomKhosiandthetwinsarewaitingfor

me.Can’ttheyletthisoneslide?I'vebeenthrougha

lot.

“YouryardnerNdondo?”That'sKhosiwearingher

JudgeJudygown.

“Itjusthappened,”Isayandshrugmyshoulders.

“How?”Everyoneisstaringatmeandwaitingforan

answertothisone.Ican'tbringupthe“dream"

thingrightnow,they'llgocrazy.

“Wejustclickedandtalked.Aftermyfaileddate

withSenzoheaskedforhisownchanceandfrom

therewebecamemorethanjustemployerand

employee.”

KhosifrownsandlooksatNalothenatmewith

disbelief.

“Itwashim,right?Heistheonewhoattacked

Senzoandtookawayhiscarandwallet.”

HonestlyIdon'tcareaboutthatincidentorSenzo.



“I'mleaving,Khosiyou'llcallthedrivertofetchyou,”

Isay.

“Youlovehim?”Khosi.Iknowher,shedoesn'tlike

him.

“He'snotabadperson,”Idefend.

“Onlytimewilltell.Besafe.”

.

.

Hismoodhasimprovedalittlebit.Wearebackin

DurbanandIhavenoideawhereHlomuka’s

disappearedto.They'retaxiowners,theyobviously

wouldn'tsleepatthesideoftheroom,butthem

appearingeverywhereIgodoesn'tsitwellwithme.

AmIbeingstalked?

Andthisone,whyareweheadingtotheNorth

Coast?

“Wherearewegoing?”Iask.It'slateandIwanthis

hugewarmbed.

“IbookedusinBelaire,wecanhavebreakfastby

thebeachinthemorningandmaybeshopsome



weavesbeforegoinghome,”hesaysandsmilesat

the“weave”part.

Soundsinterestingbutno,thankyou.

“Wearegoingtoyourhouse.Ididn'tleaveahotelto

sleepinadifferentone,”Isay.

“Myhouse?”heasks.Whyishelookingsoshocked?

I'vebeentohishousebefore.

“Yes,drivetoyourhouse,”Isay.

“Ican't…Imean,thecleanersdidn'tcometodayand

everythingisupsidedown,”hesays.

“Idon'tcareNdabuko,I'mnotsleepinginthehotel,”

Isay.

“Let'sgotoyourhousethen.”

Thisisgettingstrange.Why,allofasudden,he

doesn'twantmetogotohishouse?Forthisweird

reactionI'mnotgoingtothehotelandI'mnotgoing

tomyhouseandexplaininghimtoAndiswa.

“WearegoingtoyourhouseNdabukooryou're

drivingmebacktoHimeville.”



Howisitpossibleforsomeonetosweatunderthis

weather?

IhateitwhenpeopledothiswhileI'mdrivingbutwe

areherebecauseofhim,Ipullupmyjerseyand

leanbackontheseat.

“WakemeupatIlalaRidge,”Isayandclosemy

eyes.

IopenmyeyesandrealizethatI'msleepinginacar,

infrontofhishouse.Ilooknexttomeandfindhim

sleepingonthesteeringwheel.Didn'tIaskhimto

wakemeupwhenwegethere?It's00:56at

midnight.

“Ndabukowakeup!”Ishakehisshoulder.

Itturnsouthewasn'treallyasleep,justlostinhis

thoughts.

“Myneckhurts.Whydidn'tyouwakeme?”Iask.

“Ididn'twanttodisturbyou.”

Ithoughtpeoplesaythisonlyifsomeonewas

sleepingcomfortably.



“Let'sgoinside,Iwanttosleeponbed,”Isayand

openthedoor.Iwillleavethebagsinsideandfetch

whatIneedinthemorning.

“Ndondowait,there'ssomethingIneedtotellyou,”

hesaysbeforeIclimbout.

Ipause,furrowmybrowsbecauseithastakenhim

hourstotellmewhateveritis,andIstaredirectlyat

hiseyesashefightstogetwordsoutofhismouth.

“It'scoldsthandwasami,what'sgoingon?”Iask.

Hegasps.

Well,Ijustcalledhim“sthandwasami”forthefirst

time.

“Iloveyou,”hesays,faintly.

He'sseriouslystoppingmeforthis?

“Iloveyoutoo.Pleasecomewiththekeys,I'm

freezing,”Isay.Helooksevenmorepuffedup.I

climboutandleavehiminthecar.

[03/14,08:59] :Chapter9

Ndabuko



HewasabletosleepwithNdondoinaguestroom

downstairs.Hisalarmwassetfor4amandhe'd

wakeupandgotoFuzeupstairs.Whenitgoesoff

Ndondoopenshereyesandlooksaroundin

confusion.HeisuponhisfeetandputtinghisT-

shirton.WhyhasGodforsakenhim?Howishe

goingtogetoutofthissituation?Ndondowasn't

supposedtocomeherelastnightandFuzewas

supposedtogotoherparentshouseearlierthis

week.Whycan'tboththesewomenlistentohim,

justforonce?

“Whereareyougoing?”Ndondoasks.

Whyissheawakeagain?Couldn'tshelethimtiptoe

out,wakeFuzeupandsneakheroutofthehouse

beforewakingup?Everythingisamess.

“Ihaveaheadache.Iwanttoeatsomethingand

takeapill,”heliesandholdshisbreathaspity

swallowsherface.

“I'msorry,ifyouneedanythingwakemeup,”she

saysandturnstosleepontheotherside.



Relief!Thatwasclose.Nowheneedstocomeup

withanotherlietogetFuzeoutofthehouse.

It'sjustafewminutesafter4,whyisthisonealso

awake?She'sunderthecoversandwatchingoneof

herfavouriteAmericanrichfamilyrealityshows.

“Ithoughtyousleptout,”shesayswhenhereyes

landonNdabukowalkingthroughthedoor.

“Idid,”hesayssheepishlyandsitsonthebed.

Wheredohestartnow?

ShelowerstheTVvolumeandtakesahugebreath.

“Itriedtocallyou,”shesays.

Helooksaway.Thingsaren'tgoingwellbetween

them,bothofthemknowthattheyhaveemotionally

detached,butthey'restillholdingon.Theyneed

eachotherandhecan'tjustdumpher.Notafter

findingoutthatshemiscarriedtheirbaby.

“Ihadtocallthedoctorafteryouleft.Iwasinso

muchpain,mywombhasn'trecoveredandIkeep

havingthesecrampsandweirddischarge.”

“Ithoughtyousaideverythingwasokay,”hesays



asguiltblindhisvisionwithtears.Again,hewasn't

theretosupporther.

“Thedoctorsaiditwilltaketimetohealandgave

mepainkillers.”

“I'msorry,”hewhispersandbrushesherhand.

“It'sfine,you'reherenow.”

Hecan'tdoit.Hecan'ttellhertoleave.Itwouldbe

cruelandunfair.

“Doyouneedanything?”heasks.

“Ineedyou,”shesays.

Hishearttakesthejab.Canhegiveherthatright

now?WhataboutNdondodownstairs?

“Ineedtofetchmyphonedownstairs,”hesaysand

kisseshercheek.

ShenodsherheadandincreasestheTVvolumeas

hewalksoutoftheirbedroom.

Hecannotdothis.Hecannotsolvethissituation.

HelovesNdondoandheknowsthatshe'llleavefor



goodifheeventriestoaskhertoleave.AndFuze

doesn'tdeservethis,notaftereverythingshe'sbeen

throughforhim.

Yes,he'snotamanenoughtostandupforhisshit.

Hecannotcontrolhislife,that'swhyNhlanzekohas

tomakedecisionsforhimeveninhisgrave.He

snatcheshiscarkeysandleavesquietly.Hecan't

betherewhentheywakeupandmeeteachother.

Hedoesn'twanttoseeeitherofthembeinghurtby

hisliesandunfaithfulness.

.

.

Maqhingaopensthedoorwithanannoyedlookon

hisface.Noneofhisgirlscamethroughforhim.

He'shornyandhungover,thelastthingheneedsis

tobewokenupbysomeonebanginghisdoorat5in

themorning.

“It'syou!”hesayswithasighasheopensthedoor

forNdabukowholookslikehe'sbeingchasedbya

bulldog.

“Ndoda,I'mindeepshit,”hesays.



Maqhingasighs;heretheygoagain.Hegoestothe

fridgeandtakesoutacontainerofleftovers.He

eatsanytimeoftheday,hedoesn'thavetheeating

timetablelikeNdabuko.

Hethrowsfoodinsidethemicrowaveandturnsto

thesweatyNdabuko.

“Whatdidshedo?”That'sNdondo,she'stheonly

onewhocanmakeNdabukosweatlikethisbefore

thesunevencomesout.

“They'rebothinthehouse,sleepingindifferent

roomsandIdon'tknowwhat'sgoingtohappen

whentheyfinallywakeupandseeeachother.”

Maqhinga’seyeswiden.Thisisthekindof

entertainmenthesignedupfor.Yesit'sabouttogo

down!Whyheneverbuyspopcorn?Thiswillbelike

amovie,anactionmovie.

“Waitforme,Ineedtoputmyclothesonandgeta

camera.”HeattemptstojogawaybutNdabuko

furiouslyblockshisway.Thisisnotajokeora

movie.It'shislife!

“ThisisnotajokeMaqhinga.Icouldlosebothof



them,”hesays.

“No,you'rejustscaredofMrsFierce.BafoI

honestlyneedtoseethis,maybethey'llfight

physicallyandIwanttoseewhoisstronger

betweenthem.”

Heshould'vegonetoNdlalifa,notthisidiot.He

leaveshiminthekitchenandgoesouttothe

balcony.

HecallsNgidi.He'stheonlyparentfigurehehas

andrightnowheneedsthefamilytointervene.

.

.

Ndondo

Ican'tbelieveNdabukoleftmeonbedandnever

cameback.Ionlyenteredhiskitchentwice,thelast

timeIwashereweorderedmostofourfood.But

todayIhavetowakeupandfindmywayaroundthe

kitchen.I'mwearingagownIfoundherebecause

mybagsareinhiscarandheleftwiththem.



First,Ineedacupofblacktea,andthenI'llseewhat

Icancomeupwith.Maybeeggsmixedwithtomato

relishandtoastedbread.He'llhavetogetusedto

mycookingorjointhetake-outcrewinmylife.

Khosiisworried,Ihavetosendpicturesofmyself

inaman'skitchenandwearinghisgownto

convinceherthateverythingisfine.Itlookslikemy

bestfriendandboyfriendwon'tgetalong.Khosi

likedhimasmyyardner,notthetaxiownerwholied

togetintomylife.AndNdabukorefusestosee

Khosiforanythingotherthanabitchfriendwho

soldmetotheNigerianguy.

Therearefootstepsapproachingthekitchen.I

thoughtIwasaloneinthishouse.IsNdabukoback?

Ididn'thearanycardrivingin.

IsthatIsabellaGarciaI'msmelling?Whois….Oh,

she'shereinhergorgeousselfandstaringatme

withherarmsfolded.

Longrelaxedhairtiedatthebackofherneck,



Chineseeyesandthincurvedeyebrows.Slimwaist,

widehipsandlonglegs.

Ihaven'tbeeninthegamethatmuchbutmy

instinctshavespoken.I'mjustlostforwords.

WhereisNdabuko?Isshethereasonwhyhedidn't

wantustocomehereandendedupusingtheguest

bedroom?

“Whoareyou?”Iask.

Shewaswaitingformetoaskthisquestion.She

chuckles,walksinandstandsbytheendofthe

counter.

“ZamafuzeNgcobo,Ndabuko’sgirlfriend,”shesays

andsmirks.DeepdownIwanttoscreammylungs

outandcry,butIdon'tgivepeoplethatmuchpower

overme.

“I'mNdondoSibi…”Sherollshereyesandwaves

herhandtostopme.

“Iknowwhoyouare.NdondoSibisiandyou're

Nhlanzeko’sgirlfriend,”shesaysandcocksher

eyebrowup,asifshe'schallengingmetosay

otherwise.



Yougotit,girl.

“Notreally,I'mNdabuko’sgirlfriendaswell.”Gosh,

I'dneverparticipateinthesetypeofarguments.I'm

toomaturedforthis.TosaythatIhateNdabuko

wouldbeanunderstatement.Hehadthenerveto

travelallthewaytofetchmefromHimevillewhile

leavingawomaninhishouse.

Sheblowsoutasighandwalksaroundthetable.It

lookslikeshewasreadyforme,sheknowsexactly

what'sgoingonandsheknowshowshe'sgoingto

handleit.

“Nana,yourownmandied.He'ssixfeet

undergroundintheMngomezuluburialsite.You're

notNdabuko'sgirlfriend,Iam.You'rehisdead

brother’sso-calledwifeandyou'reherebecause

he'sbeenhauntingmyboyfriend.”Shesmilesand

shakesherhead.“Andyouownwhatbelongstothe

Mngomezulus.YouhaveBantwanaHoldings,

Nhlanzeko'scompany.”

Handovertheforehead.Shebreaksoutachuckle

thatsetsmywholebodyinaflameoffire.



“Youactuallythoughtthatyouworkedfor

everythingthatyouhave,MissJapan?No,you're

whoyouaretodaybecauseofmyboyfriend’s

brother.You'veneverworkedforanythinginyour

life.”

Fightforyourman,doanythingyouwant,butdo

nottakemyworkethicforgranted.

“Ihaveneverreceivedanythingforfreeinmylife.I

workedmybuttofftobewhereIamtoday.”

Sherollshereyesandgoestothefridge.Shegrabs

asliceofcheeseandthrowsitinhermouth.

“Really?Whydon'tyougoupstairstoyour

boyfriend'sroomandcheckhisdrawers.I'msure

you'llrealizehowyourso-calledhardworkwasall

handedovertoyouinasilverplate.”

WhoisthisNhlanzeko?Whatisgoingonhere?I'm

tryingtobestrong,nottogivethisgirlsatisfaction,

butmybodyisfailingme.Ifeelweak,myheartis

poundingoutofmychest.

“Inthemeantime,Iwillgofindmyhusband-to-be

andtakehimoutforbreakfast.Hecan'teatthis



Japaneseporridgeyoucookedhere.Maybedishup

andtakeittothegrave…umh,includeboiledeggs,I

heardthatyourmanlovedthemsomuch.”She

turnsaround,swaysherhipsandleaves.

IsinkonthefloorassoonasIhearthedoorclosing.

Idon'thavetears,nothingcanhelpmeexpress

whatI'mgoingthroughatthemoment.

Myphoneisringing.Ihavenodoubtthatit'sKhosi.

ShewasrightaboutNdabuko.Idon'tknowwhohe

is,everythingIkeepthinkingIknowabouthim

changesweekly.

Withmylastdropofenergy,Idragmyselfupand

gotothestairwayleadingmeup.Idon'tknowwhat

IhopetoachievebygoingtothisNhlanzeko’sroom,

thatwoman'swordscan'tgetoutofmyhead.She

could'vejustsaidallthatformetoleaveherman

alone.

Thekeywaslefthanginginthekeyhole.Iguessshe

knewthatIwasgoingtobelieveherandcomehere,



henceshemadeiteasyformetoenter.

Myheartisheavy.BeforeIevenenterthisroomits

unsettlingaurahasmetearingup.

Iturnthekeyandslowlypushthedoor.

Istepinwithmyeyescastedonthefloor,Idon’t

raisethemuntilI'minthemiddleoftheroom.

Deepbreath!Iliftthemupandtheylandonthe

picturehangingonthewall.

Blackleatherjacket,brownknee-lengthpantand

Nikecurvedcap.ExactlyhowIknowhim.Exactly

howhelookedthefirsttimeIsawhim.

Isthishowhechosemetofindhim?Onthepicture-

InMemoryOfNhlanzekoMngomezulu?Isthishow

hewantedustomeetagain?Everythinggoes

aroundincircles,Ican'tkeepupwithmybreaths,

eventuallyawaveengulfsmeandthrowsmeonthe

floor,facedownwards.Everythingisblankafter

that…

.

.



Ndabuko

HisunclelivesinThulasi,atMandeni.Itwilltake

himhourstoarrive,that'sifhefindsitinhisheartto

come.Relativesmakeallkindofspeechesonyour

parents’funeral,allkindofpromisesthattheynever

keep.Thelasttimehesawsomeofhisfamily

memberswaswhenthewillwasread,afterfinding

outthateverythingbelongedtoNdabukotheynever

caredtocomebackorcheckonhim.

Ngidihasarrivedanditlookslikethey'llhaveto

leave.NdlalifaandNgidicanhandlethisontheir

own.They'llexplaintoNdondothatherlifeis

destinedtobewithNdabuko.Therehastobea

gentlewaythatcanmakeherunderstand.

“Ndabukoyourcarisoutside,”Maqhingasays,

walkinginwithaconfusedlookonhisface.

“Yeah,so?”Ndabuko.

“TheLandRover,”hesays.

Fuzewalksinbeforetheycanswallowthe



conversation.ShehardlyeverdrivesNdabuko’s

cars,whichiswhythey'reallstaringather.

“Babe,Icametotakeyouout,”shesays,lookingat

Ndabuko.

Noreaction,justwideneyesstaringather.

Wherearehermanners?Sheclearsherthroatand

looksatNgidi.

“MorningBaba,ninjani?”

“Wearewellndodakazi.Whereisyoursisterwife?”

Ngidiisnotabouttomincehiswords,theyboth

loveNdabuko,right?Polygamyisnotsomething

newsothere'snoneedfordramaandbeating

aroundthebush.

“Mysisterwife?”Fuzefrowns.

Ndabuko'sbreathisheldup.Theypromisedthat

thiswillbecarriedoutsmoothly,withtheutmost

respect.

“I'msureyou'vemether,”Ngidisays.

“Well,notreally.Love,let'sgo.”She'snowlookingat

Ndabuko.Hecan'tgooutwithherforbreakfast



knowingverywellthatNdondoisbackinthehouse.

Whethertheyhavemetornot,thatwillbesorted

oncethey'reallinthehouse.

“Wehavetotalk,”hetellsherandlooksatNgidiand

Nhlanzeko.Theyallstandupandfolloweachother

outofthedoor.Maqhingawasn'tinvitedbuthe

wouldn'tmissoutonthedrama.

.

.

Someonewascooking.There'sapanonthestove

andNdabuko'ssleepersonthefloor.ButNdondois

nowhereinsight.

Hecheckstheroomtheysleptin.Itshowsthatshe

wokeupandtookashower.Hetakesouthisphone

andcallshernumber.Herphoneisonvoicemail.

“WhereisMaSibisi?”NgidiaskswhenNdabuko

walksbackwithoutNdondo.

“Ican'tfindher,”hesaysandrushestothestairway.

Maybeshe'ssomewhereupstairs.

“Hlase?”Heyellsoutseveraltimesandlooksin



everyroom.Well,exceptthelockedone.Sheis

definitelygone.Ifshedidn'tseeFuzeinpersonshe

must’vesuspectedthatthereisanotherwoman.

Maybeshecametothemainbedroomandsaw

Fuze’sbelongings.

HescrollsdownforAndiswa’snumberandcallsher.

Hewashopingthatshe’llsayNdondoisbackinher

houseandhewould'vetriedtofetchher.Butasfar

asAndiswaknowsNdondoisinHimeville.Nowhe

hastocallthatKhosiwoman.

Sigh!Andiswaforwardsthenumberandhemakes

anotherphonecall.

“Yeyibhuti!Youtookmyfriendandnowyou're

askingmewheresheis?Iwantherhomeandsafe.

Donottestme!”Withthatsaidshedropsthecall.

Herclothesarestillinhiscar,shecouldn'thave

somewherefar.Butit'sstrangethatshedidn'teven

sendhimatext,lashingoutonhimorconfronting

him.



Fuzehasservedbreakfastandthesepeopleare

happilydigginginasifeverythingisokay.

“Babe,sitdownandeat,”Fuzesays.He'snot

surprisedbyhercalmness,she'llneverputhimon

thestand,nomatterwhat.She'sprobablywaiting

forhimtoexplainwhat'sgoingoninhisowntime.

“IneedtofindNdondo,”Ndabukosays.

“Andwhoisthat?”Fuzewithafrownonherface.

“Iwilltellyoueverything.RightnowIneedtofind

herandbringherbackhome.”

Home-doesn'tsitwellwithFuzebutsheletsitslide.

Thisisherhouse,herhome.

“Ndlalifa?”Ndabukosays,lookingatNdlalifa.He

foldsthelastsliceofbread,shovesitinhismouth

andgetsoffthechair.

“DoIhavetoaskyoutoo?”He’slookingat

Maqhinga.

“Wearealwaysrunningafterher,”Maqhinga

mumblesashepushesbackthechair.Ndondois

goingtobeatask;everytimetheyhavetofollow



heraroundandfightpeopleforher.

“Babawewillcallyouoncewe'vefoundher,”

Ndlalifasays.

Ngidijustshakeshisheadandpickshishatfrom

thetable.Thisisgoingtobeonehellofajourney.

Thisiswhyhenevergotmarried,womenarehard

tokeepupwith.

“LaterMaFuze,”hesaysandwalkstowardsthe

door.HehasthingstodoandNdabuko’s

spinelessnessiscostinghimmoney.

CarsdriveoutandFuzethrowsdownherforkand

takeupthestairs.SheknowsthatNdabukodidn't

bothercheckinginNhlanzeko'sroombecause

nobodyevergoesinthere.

Shepushesthedooranditopens.Oops!There'sa

situationinsidehere.

[03/14,09:00] :Chapter10

Ndabuko



ThisKhosichickiscallingagain.Itturnsoutshe's

morecrazythanhethought.Hesilencesthephone

andputsitaway.Heknowswhatshewantsand

rightnowhe'salsotryingtounderstandeverything

that'shappening.Justafewhoursagohelefthis

Hlasekazifineonbedandnowshe'sbeenadmitted

tothehospital?Howishegoingtoexplainthisto

hercrazyfriendandfamily?WhatifFuzedidn'tfind

herlyingunconsciouslyonthefloorinNhlanzeko’s

room?Theywould'vesearchedforherallover

Durbanandmaybebythetimetheyfindher

would'vebeentoolate.

It'sshockingandconfusing.Whatmadehergoto

thatroom?Andwhatmadeherunconscious?

Couldn'tNhlanzekoprotecther?Orthisisoneofhis

tricksofpunishingNdabuko?Really,nobody

deservestohaveadeadbrotherlikehim.

Ndlalifadroppedoutofschoolingrade11,some

peoplearejusttoocoolforschoolandreallydon't

neededucation,hewasoneofthose.Hestarted

drivinghisfather'staxisattheageof20,onthe

roadhe'sveryexperienced,whichiswhyhe'sthe



oneonthewheelandspeedingpasteveryvehicle.

They'reinUmhlangaNetcareHospitalinnotime.

DespitehavingotherimportantdutiesNdlalifa

knowsthatNdabukoneedsthemnowmorethan

ever.He'sthetypethatcareswaytoomuchabout

otherpeople.Ifitwasuptohimhe'dneverhurta

soul,butthat'snothowliferolls,peoplehurtthose

theylovethemost.

They'rewelcomedbyanIndianmalenurseatthe

reception.Theyhavetoexplainhowthey'rerelated

toMissSibisi,ofwhichNdabukoliesandsayshe's

herfiance.

“WehadtoadmitMissNgcoboaswell.Herblood

pressurewasveryhighwhenshecameherewith

thepatient,thedoctorisstillmonitoringher.”

Ndabukoshutshiseyesandexhalesloudly.Instead

ofgettingbetterthingsareturningworse.NowFuze

isalsolyingonthehospitalbed,probablybecause

ofhim.

“CanIseeNdondoSibisifirst?”Rightnow,atthis

moment,herealizesthathe'dneversurvive



polygamy.He'snotgoingtogetintotwomarriages

withdifferentwomen.Justaweekofdatingtwo

womenhasshownhimflames,howwoulda

lifetimebelike?

“We'llwaithere,”saysNdlalifa.Hestopsbeforethe

wardentranceandordersMaqhinga,who'seagerto

watcheverythingunfold,todothesame.

Hefeelshereyesonhimashewalksinwiththe

nurse.Hewantstolookatherbuthe'safraidofthe

hatredhemightseeinhereyes.

Beforegivingthemprivacythenurseturnstohim

withasmilespreadacrosshisface.

“CongratulationsMrMngomezulu,”hesays.

WelcometoUmhlangaNetcareHospitalwhereyou

getcongratulatedforhavinganill,angrygirlfriend

staringatyou!

Hefinallyliftsuphiseyesandlooksather.The

hatredheexpectedtofindisnotthere,she'sjust



staringathimasifhe'sastrangershe'snevermet

inherlife.Thelackofemotionsonherfacehurts

morethananything.Shelovedhim,right?Thenwhy

sheisnotangry?Whyisshejuststaringathimlike

this?

“Hlase…”Sheremovestheoxygenmaskfromher

faceandputsitnexttoherpillow.

“Don'tcallmethat,”shesayscalmly.

“I'msorry.IknowthatIhavedisappointedyou,”he

says.

“It'stoolateforapologiesNdabuko.Ionlyneedone

thingfromyou.”

“Anythingyouwant,”hesays,noddinghishead.

“HowdidNhlanzekodie?”Herquestiongagshim.

Hedoesn'tknowwhatreallyhappenedbetween

NhlanzekoandNdondo.Hedoesn'tknowwhether

theybothkneweachotherorifthefeelingswere

mutual.Andthat'sthescarypart;thepossibilityof

herbeinginlovewithhisdeadbrother.

“Theyshothim,”hesaysandkeepshiseyesaway



fromhers.

“Where?”Notthisquestion!Itwillhurther…buthe

can'tlietoheragain,canhe?

“Where,Ndabuko?”sheasksfirmly.

“Onhiswaytoyou.12January2011,heheardthat

youwereinacertainshopinKwaNdamase.He

wantedtoconfesshisfeelingsforyouanddidn't

getthechanceto.”

Sheshutshereyes,tearsstreamdownherfacelike

awaterfall.Hehasnorighttobejealous,Nhlanzeko

metherfirstandhe'sthereasonwhythey're

together,that'sifthey'restilltogether.

“I'vebeenlookingforhimallmylife,”shesaysand

wailslouder.

Twonursesruninandaskhimtostepaside.His

heartistornintoamillionpiecesashewatchthe

womanheloveswithallhisheartcryingoverhis

brother.

“MrMngomezuluwe'llhavetoaskyoutoleave.

Yourpresenceisnotgoodforourpatientandthe



baby,”oneofthemsays.

“Thebaby?”Hisagonizedvoicecomesoutina

whisper.

Nobodyhastimetobreakthingsdownforhim.He

stepsbackwardsandturnsaroundandleaves.He

canriphisheartoutandholditinhispalmuntilit

coolsdownbecauseithurtsmorethananything

he'severexperienced.

“Howisshe?”Ndlalifa’svoicesnapshimoutofhis

misery,remindinghimthathehadcompanycoming

here.

“Idon'tknow,”hesays.

Theyknowthistoneandsqueezedface,theydon't

questionfurther.

Hedoesn'ttellthemtheirnextstopbuttheyfollow

himandwaitinanotherpassage.

FuzehasthatBPthingaroundherarm.Hewaits

untilthedoctorisdonerecordinginhisfiles.

Sheknowshimlikethebackofherhand.She



knowswhatmakeshimhappyandwhatbreakshim.

Theconditionheisinrightnowiswhatshefeared

aboutthiswholeNdondononsense.

“ThankyouZamafuze,”hesaysandsitsonthe

chairnexttothebed.

“You'rewelcomebutyouhavetotellmewhosheis

andwhatshewasdoinginourhouse.”

“That'sNdondoSibisi…Iloveher.”Sayingitisnot

hardashethought.Asmuchashewantstoprotect

everyone'sfeelings,thetruthwillfreehimfromthis

triangle.

“WhatwasshedoinginNhlanzeko'sroom?”

He'sabitshockedbyherreaction.Nomatterhow

softheartedyouare,hearingyourpartnerofyears

sayingthathe'sinlovewithanotherwomanmust

evokesomekindofwildemotions.

“Idon'tknow.”Hetriestokeephisvoiceintact.It's

thetruth,hedoesn'tknowwhatNdondowasdoing

inNhlanzeko'sroom.

“Ihateseeingyoulikethis.Ifthisishowshemakes



youfeelthenIwillprotectyoufromher.Youdon't

deserveallthis.Nobodyhastherighttomakeyou

feellikethesecondbestversionofNhlanzeko.You

arenothimandyou'reenoughasyouare.”

Shehaspushedtherightbuttons.Ndabuko'sface

isburiedinhishandsandhe'ssniffingbackhis

tears.Ndondo’swords-“I'vebeenlookingforhimall

mylife"-arestillringinginhisears.Hecanstillsee

thehurtandpainonherfaceassheheardthat

Nhlanzekogotshot.

Sheknewhimandshewasinlovewithhim.Even

nowshe'sstillinlovewithhim.Again,Ndabukowill

bethebestnumbertwo,justlikehewastohis

parents.

.

.

NDONDO

Khosiishereagain,forthethirdtimeinoneday.I

don'tknowwhatshewantsmetodo.Cry?



Terminatethepregnancy?Killmyself?

Whathappenedhashappenedandthere'snothingI

candoaboutit.Mydreamswerecrushed,allinone

day.ThemanIhadbelievedwastheloveofmylife

foryearsdiedsevenyearsago,onhiswaytome.

He'sthebrotherofamanwhodatedmeforafew

daysandcrushedmyheartintoamillionpieces.

He'stheancestorthatwantsmemarriedtohis

assholeofabrother.Andtocomplicateeverything,

onemistakeofbeing“lostinthemoment"hasleft

mewithaMngomezuluseedinmywomb.Iwas

onlyinhishousefortwodaysandweused

protectionmostofthetimes.Itwasthatone

incidentonthecouchwherecondomswerejusttoo

farandNdabukowaslikeahungrylion.

Iwastheside-chick.Imagine,awholemeturned

intoasidedishbysometaxiidiot!Hehasnot

fooledmeonce,nottwice,mywholelifehasbeen

turnedintoajoke.Ihavetolivewiththeevidenceof

ourrelationship,orwhateveritwas.Hischild.



Khosihandsmeaglassofwine.Thisonedidn't

hearwhatthedoctorsaid.I'MPREGNANT.

Itaketheglassandputitnexttome.

“Imadecallsandit'strue,”shesays.

ThisonethinksIliveinherhead.Whatisshe

talkingaboutnow?Ijuststareatherandwaitfor

theexplanation.

“NhlanzekoMngomezuluisthefounderof

BantwanaHoldings.MrNgidiwasjustafaceandit

wasknownthatyou'llgraduate,workunderhimfor

afewyearsandthentakeover.”

Ineedtostaycalm.Ican'tallowthesepeopleto

breakthebrokenmeanyfurther.

“Ican'tbelievethatItrustedMrNgidi.”Mywholelife

isajoke!

“Nhlanzekowaslikeasontohim.He'stheonewho

groomedhiminthetaxiindustryandhelpedhim

buyhisfirsttaxi.Ifanyonewasinthis,it'shimmore

thanNdabuko.”



“Idon'twanttohearthatman'snameinmyhouse,”

Isay.

“Sorryfriend,butyou'repregnantwithhischildand

yourparentswillfindoutaboutit.”

I'mnotworriedaboutmymother,it'smyfatherand

auntIfear.Pregnantbeforemarriage?Whata

disappointment!

Andiswawalksin.Earphonestuckedintheearsand

fingersswipingalloverthescreenofherphone.

“Mngomezuluishere.”Withthatsaidsheturnsand

leaves.

Thisnewbehaviorisreallystartingtoannoyme.

ButIhavemyowndramainlife.Forinstance,the

uglymaninmyhouserightnow.

“Iwilldealwithhim,”Khosi.

Istopherwithmyhand.Iwillhandlethisoneonmy

own.

She'snotconvincedbutwhenIpicktheglassof

wineshebroughtherfacerelaxes.



He'sinhisdungaree,bootsandgloves.Ifthisishis

trickthenhedoesn'tknowwhoheisdealingwith.I

canfreezemyheartwhenIwantto.

Hiseyesquicklylandontheglassinmyhandand

hisfaceinstantlytransformsintoanger.Hemust

justtryme!

“Whatdoyouwant?”Iask.

“Iwantmyjobback,”hesays.

Deepbreath,Ndondo.

“Wehavefoundsomeoneelse.”

“I'llbehisassistant…youdon'thavetopayme.”

Yeahright,you'reastinkingrichswine!

“YourgameisoverNdabuko.Ifyouwantmeoutof

yourbrother'scompanyjustsaythewordandIwill

resignwithimmediateeffect.”

“Ionlywantyourloveback.Iknowit'stooearlyfor

youtobelievemebutInevermeanttohurtyou.I

loveyouwithallmyheart.”



“AndZamafuze?”Iask.

“She'sthemotherofmychildandshe'snotwell.It’s

hardtojustlethergobutI'mworkingonit.You're

theonethatIloveandwe'redestinedtobe

together.”

“Isuggestthatyouworkonyourrelationshipwith

herbecauseyouandIareover.IdidloveyouandI

didloveyourbrother.Butbothofyouhavehurtme

inthewayIcan'texplain.Yourbrotherthoughtit

wasokaytodrivemylifetohisowndirection,even

nowhestillwantstodictateme.Youontheother

hand,you'realiarandacheatingasshole.Iwant

nothingtodowiththeMngomezulusurname.”

IhopethisgetsthroughhisthickskullbecauseI

meaneveryword.I'mnotgoingtobefooledbythe

Mngomezulus.They'renotgoingtomakemefeel

lessofawomanandahardworkingpersonthatI

am.I'mnotgoingtoallowthemtotakemypower.

Hegrabsmyhands.Thatwasexpectedbecausehe

knowsnothingaboutrespect.TheglassIhadslips

andcracksonthefloor.



“Ndabukoletgoofme!”I'mfuming.Hereallyhas

thenervetoevenbegmetobewithhimwhilehe

hasn'tevengrownapairofballstoendhis

relationshipwithZamafuze.I'mnotgoingtobea

partofthistriangle.

“IloveyouHlasekazi,pleasegivemeanother

chance.”

DoIneedtospeakPortuguesewiththisman?It’s

OVER!

Onhisknees…seriously?!

.

.

Thalente

“Thalechopthecabbage,we'llrunoutofcoleslaw.”

That'sSis’Thandithrowinganotherinstruction.

Ihavetokeepremindingmyselfthatthisisbetter

thansittingathomedoingnothing.Myaunt'sfriend

gotmethisjobandI'mgrateful.It'sbehindthe

noisytaxirankandIhavetoopenmymouthand



greetpeopleIdon'tknowalldaylong.Buthalf

breadisbetterthannothing.Likeother27yearolds,

I'llbeabletotakecareofmyparentsandsiblings.

Thepensionmoneyisnotenough,evencombined,

mylittlesisterdecidedtoaddtothefamilyandgot

pregnantforhergrade10classmate.

AllthewayfromKhangelanitoVerelumtaxirankto

cookandsellfood.I'vebeenherefortwodaysonly

butI'malreadyexpectedtocookstewanddeliver

foodallovertherank.

“Thingshappenfastaroundhere,”-That'swhat

Hlelo,Thandi'syoungcousinwhoalsoworkshere

withme,hasbeensayingsinceIgothere.

It'sjustafoodshelterwithtwobenchesfor

customerswhowanttoeatin.Wegetherebefore

5amandcookrice,papanddifferentstews.Taxi

driversplacetheirorderseverymorningandfetch

them,ordemandthatwebringtheirfoodtothem,

asthedaycontinues.

I'veneverbeenafanoftaxidrivers,mostlybecause



Ibelievethattheyunderminewomen.Evenhere,

theyhavestartedwiththeir“mamazi"remarks.I

wanttodieeverytimeoneofthemdemandsthatwe

bringhisfoodtowhereheisbecauseitendswith-

“canIhaveyournumber?”

Othersarekind,theyfetchtheirfoodorsend

someoneifthey'rebusy.Liketheonetheycall

Hlomuka,hishelperalwaysplacehisorderand

fetchesit.Andhenevermakeupstorieswhenit's

timetopay.

Becausehe'sagoodpersontodayIdishhimextra

piecesofmeatbeforeIsealhisplate.

“Youneedtolearnhowtosealproperly,”Hlelosays.

Inherheadshe'sSis'Thandi'sdeputyandIhaveto

takeordersfromheraswell.

Well,I'mtheonlyThalenteintheworldwhodoesn't

haveanytalent.Ihavedisappointedmyname.I

remembertakingthe15thspotinadance

competitioninhighschool.Iwon'tevenmention

howIwaschasedoutofthechoirpracticefor

singingtoohighandmessingthesongforother



kids.

Wehavedishedallmorningordersandnowwe

havetowashthepotsandstartcookingforlunch

orders.Yes,taxidriverseatfullmealinthe

morningsandthroughouttheday.It'ssomethingI'll

neverunderstand.

“Thale!Hlelo!”

Whathavewedonenow?

“Whocookedthebeefstew?”sheasks.

Hlelowastesnosecond,shepointsatme.Ihave

theurgetorollmyeyes.Wearesupposedtostick

togetherandIwastakinginstructionsfromherwith

thatstew.

“Hereistheonewhocooked,”Sis’Thandisays,

directingtothetracksuitguystandinginfrontofthe

shelter.

“Hlomukasaysthisfoodistoosalty,”theguystells

me.

Ican'tbelievethis!ThesameHlomukaIsneaked



extrapiecesofmeatforisdissingmycooking.

“There'snothingwrongwiththefood,otherwise

everyonewould'vereturnedthefoodbynow,”Isay.

“Thalente!Yeyyey!”SheraisesupherhandandI

knowthatIhavefuckedup.Thecustomerisalways

rightblablabla.

Ihadreservedaplateofchickenformyself,weare

allowedtodoso,nowIhavetogiveittothis

Hlomukaperson.

“Givehimthisonebutit'schicken,”Isayand

exchangetheplateswiththeguy.

Wegetbacktowork.LuckilySis’Thandihastorush

somewhere,there'snotimeforhertoshoutatme.

“Ican'tbelieveyoumessedupHlomuka’sfood.Do

youknowwhoheis?”

No,Idon'tbutshe'sabouttobriefme.AndIdon't

knowhowshortone'smemorycanbe.She

instructedmeoneverything,ifthebeefstewwas

toosaltythenitwasherfault.

“Hisfatherisabouttobecometheassociation



chairmanandtheyownfivetaxisinthisrankalone.

You'reluckyitwasNdlalifaandnotMaqhinga.That

onewould'vetoldthewholerankthatyoucook

saltyfood.”

Thisthingofworshipingotherhumanbeingsis

boring.I'mluckymyleftfoot!

“TheycangetSisThandioutofthisshelterany

minutetheywant.Andwherewillthatputus?

You'regoingbacktoNgudwinitodrinkwaterwith

thegoatsandploughcrops.”

DidIsayIhavenotalent?Well,notreally.Ihavea

goodclap.I'mgoingtoslapthisgirlsohardthat

she'llseeDurbanstationlightsflickeringrightin

frontofhereyes.Whosaidwedrinkwaterwiththe

goats?Ihatebeingundermined.

“Yeysistera!”

Welookup.It'sHlomuka’serrandboyagain.What

now?!

“Ndlalifasayshecan'teatthis.Heorderedbeef



becausehewantedbeef,”hesaysandputsthe

chickenplateIgavehimonoursmalltable.

Hleloisscared.Shewantsmetogetonmyknees

andaskforforgiveness.MaybeevenruntoChester,

usemylastcentandbuyatrayofmeattospecially

cookforthisHlomukaguy.

“Whereishe?”Iask.

HefrownsasHlelo’seyeswiden.

“He'sinthatwhitequantum,”hesaysandpointsat

it.

Itakethebeefplatethathereturnedearlierand

makemywaytothequantum.Theerrandboy

remainswithHleloinsidetheshelter.

He'ssittingbehindthesteeringwheelwithhiscap

coveringhisface.Idon'tknowifhe’ssleepingor

justrestingbecausehisfatherkindaownsthisrank.

“Hey.AreyouNdlalifa?”Iaskoutsidethewindow.

Hewasn'tsleeping.Heremovesthecapfromhis

faceandfrowns.Gum?Ihatepeoplewhochew



gum,theyremindmeofgoats;alwayschewing

somethingyoucan'tsee.

“Yeah,”hesaysflatlybuthisstinkingattitudeis

muchevidentinhistone.

“Youorderedabeefplate,didn'tyou?”Iask.

“Yeah.”

Ihatethisflat“yeah"ofhis.

“Well,hereisyourorder.It'sthebeefthatyou

ordered.I'mnotgoingtolosemyjobbecauseyou

thinkyouhavetherighttojudgemycookingskills.

Everyonehaseatentheirfood,sowillyou.Ifyou

feellikethesaltistoomuchforyou,you'lleither

bringyourownfoodorwaituntilI'velearnttocook

uptoyoursatisfaction.Butyouwillnotsendpeople

toturnmeagainstSis’Thandi.”

He'sstillfrowning.Igivetheplatetohimandhe

hesitantlytakesit.Iwipemyhandsontheapron

andcrosstheroad.I'vecometoofar,twotowns

away,Ican'tlosemyjobonlyaftertwodays.

Imaginewheelingthesuitcasesandgoingback

homewithoutadime!



Sis’Thandiisbackandwearesweatingonthe

stovesandchoppingsalads.Everynowandthen

wehavetowaveourhandsatregularcustomers

andcastevileyesatMam'Ntombiacrosstheroad

becausesheissellinghotdogsandtakingsomeof

ourcustomers.

“Hlomukawherearetheboys?”Sis’Thandiasksin

anextra-cheerfulvoice.

IliftmyheadupandmyeyesmeettheHlomuka

man's.Myheartstartspoundingagainstmychest.I

hopehe'snotheretotellhertofireme.

HetearshiseyesawayfrommeandlooksatSis’

Thandi.

“They'rearound.I'mbringingyourplate,thanksfor

thefood.”

Ireleaseasighofrelief.

“Ndlalifabakithi!Therewasnoneedtowashthe

plate,theywould'vewashedit.”

Whois“they"?Hleloisnoddingherheadwitha



stupidsmileonherface.

“Whoisthisnewlady?”heasks.

Icreaseahugefrownonmyforehead.Hemustn't

dare!

Hegracefullyfrownsback.Oh,sonowweareina

frowncontest?

“ThisisThalenteMbatha,mynewassistant.Don't

leaveherstrandedifyouseeherontheroad,”Sis’

Thandisays.Istillcan'tbelieveshehasthis

cheerfulsideinher.

“Definitely.Here,getyourselvesacolddrink,”he

saysandhandsSis’ThandiaR50.

Mostofthemdothisandwenevergetanycold

drink.

Heputshiscapbackonandwalkspastmeand

Hlelochoppingthevegetablesattheendofthe

table.Ihaveacarrotinmyhand,hesnatchesitand

leaves.

“Shhhhh!”Hlelosaysandpassesanothercarrotto

me.



ItseemslikeIwillhavetokeepmyheartbeat

monitoredinthisplacebecause,wow!

Afewstepsawayheturnshisheadandlooksback.

He'schewingthecarrotandsomethinginme

believesthathedidthisonpurpose.Explainthat

smirkonhisface!

“It'sjustacarrot,”Hlelowhispers.

Itakemyeyesawayfromhimandreleaseasigh.

“Yes,butIwaschoppingit.Hecould'vetaken

anotherone,”Isay.

“He'sNdlalifaNgidi.”

Sigh!

(HlomukaistheNgidiclanname.Sorryforthe

confusion,sometimesIthinkeveryoneisZulu

)

[03/14,09:00] :Chapter11

Zamafuze



She'sstillhere,doingherbestasthegirlfriend.

Ndabukoistakingthebreakupthehardway.It's

actuallyridiculous,he'snotthefirstmantoget

dumpedanddefinitelynotthelastone.He'sacting

asifhisworldhasendedandFuze'sgoalfromnow

onwardismakingsurethatherealizesthatNdondo

isnothingotherthanoneofNhlanzeko’smany

spoilt-bratentitlements.

Hehashisbackagainsther,drowninginhissorrow

ashe'sbeenthewholeday,Fuzethrowsherleg

overhimandwrapsherarmsaroundhiswaist.

Hisbodydoesn'treacttohertouch.Annoying!She

collectsafewbreathsandremovesherleg.

“Ndabukoyouhavetogetyourselftogether.Ican't

bearseeingyoulikethisbecauseofNhlanzeko,”

shesays.

Hedoesn'tsayanything.Sigh!Shecrawlsoverhim

andstandsinfrontofhisface.



“I'mhere,justlikeItoldyoufouryearsago,I'mnot

goingtoleave.”

Heliftshiseyesandlooksather.Theybothknow

it'sover;shehaslosthimandhehaslosthimself

onsomeoneelse.Whyisshestillhere?

“WhyZamafuze?”heasks.

“BecauseIloveyou,”shesays.

“Yourloveneedstobereciprocated,whyareyou

stillhere?YoudeservebetterFuze.”

“IfIwantedtobesomewhereelseIwould'veleft

threeyearsagowhenyouturnedintoavegetable

andIhadtoputmylifeonholdtobatheyou,feed

youandwipeyourarse.”

Hetearshiseyesawayfromher.Sherealizeswhat

shehasdoneandrubsherpalmsoverherthighs.

That'snothowshewassupposedtotalktohim.

Shedoesn'ttalktohimlikethat.

“I'msorry,Iknowthatwasthehardestyearofour

lives.WhatI'mtryingtodoisshowyouhow

Nhlanzekokeepsmakingyourlifemiserable.This



Ndondothingisoneofhisstunts.”

“Idon'twanttotalkaboutit,”hesaysandpullsthe

coversoverhishead.

Awaveoffurycrashesthroughherveinsbutshe

stayscalm.Shemayhaveforgottenhowhappiness

tastedlikebuthemakeshercomfortable.He

provideslikeaman,amanherownfathernever

was.She'slivingthelifehermothernevergottolive.

Whateverittakes,shehastodoherbesttokeep

him.

“It'sbeenoveraweekNdabukoandwejustsleep.

Youdon'teventouchme!”

Silence.

“NdabukoIunderstandthatyou'reunderalotof

stressandconfusedbyeverythingthat'shappening.

ButthelastthingIwanttodoisseekpleasureelse

where.”

That'sit!Hetoleratesherpresencebecauseshe

doesn'ttalk.Shedoesn'tnag.ButthisnewFuze;the

onewhodemandstobetouchedandnoticed,is

irritating.



Hetakeshisphoneandpullsonepillow.Hereyes

growwideinshock.

“Whereareyougoing?”sheasks.

Hetakesoffwithoutsayingaword.Whenhecloses

thedoorbehindhimshesinksonthebedandhugs

herownkneesintears.

It'slate,almostnine,buthermotherwillalwaysbe

therewhensheneedsashouldertocryon.She's

alwaysthere,pattingherbackandtellingherto

solideron.

“DowhateveryouhavetodoZamafuze.Youcannot

losethatman,imaginewhatyourcousinswould

say!Yourunclesarewaitingforabakhongi.Please

pullyourselftogether.”

Theychatforawhile,bythetimeshegetsoffthe

phoneshe'sfeelingbetterthanshewasbefore.

Whosaiditwasgoingtobeeasy?Shehasputup

withthismanforyears,thiswillbeoneofthose

phaseswhereshe'llhavetoputherneedsasideand

makesurethatNdabukopullsout.Sheknowshow



aggressiveNhlanzekocanbe.

Whenshewakesupshegoestotheguestroomto

checkonNdabuko.Thebedisempty;he'sgone.

She'llapologizewhenhecomesback,probablylate

intheeveningbecausewhenhewakesupearlylike

thisitmeanshe'sgonetothetaxirankandwillbe

backlate.

Shealsohastoskipbreakfast,themanshewants

toseeisabusybee.Shegetsoutoftheshowerand

putsonherdarkgreenpeplumdress,scarfaround

herheadandlace-upsandals.

NgidiisaZuluman,hemaynothavemuchinterest

intakingawifehimselfbuthemusthavesome

stereotypical“wifematerialdresscode”

expectations.Byloveandloyalty,he'sNdabuko's

father,andtocementherpositioninNdabuko'slife

Fuzeneedsthisman'sapproval.

No,she'snotgoingweara“golddigger"tagonher

backbydrivingNdabuko’ssportcarseverytimeshe

stepsoutofthehouse.SherequestsanUberand



headstoNgidi’shouse.

Toavoidgoingthroughsecuritychecksandall,she

decidestogivehimacallasthecardrivestowards

thegate.

Itsoundslikehe'sintherushtosomewherebut

whenhehearsthatit'sNdabuko’slong-term

girlfriendheordersforhertobeletin.

Intheblacksocietywheremostmenheadto

Johannesburgtodigminesandsquatincrowdy

hostelstohaveashelterabovetheirheads,it’s

eyebrow-raisingtoseeamanthissucessfulwithout

anythingtangiblefromhisbackground,andontop

ofthathestaysalone.Whyishenotmarried?

Obviously,thewordisoutthere,keptunderbreaths,

thatNgidipracticedukuthwalatogetwhereheis.

Butthat'sthestoryforanotherday.

He'sstaringatZamafuzeasshemakesherway

towardsthewidelyopeneddoor.

“IsNdabukookay?”heasks,clearlyconcerned

moreabouttheabsentpersonthantheoneinfront



ofhim.

“He'sfine,baba,”shelieswithasmileonherface.

It'saskillshehaslearnttomasterexcellentlyover

theyears.Shecomesfromaverylargefamily;

auntsandtheirrebelliouschildren,unclesandtheir

differentgirlfriends.Everyoneisthereandshe'sthe

moststableoneinthefamily.Withallthemoney

Ndabukogivesher,allthegiftsandluxurioustrips,

she'sexpectedtoalwayshaveasmileonherface.

TheysettleintheloungeandNgidi’shousekeeper

rushesinwithsnacksanddrinks.Averybeautiful

womansheis,housekeepingwithamudofmake-

uponherfaceandabody-huggingtightuniform.

Butwearenotthere,it'sastoryforanotherday.

“Whatbringsyouhere?”Ngidiasks.

Aheavysigh!Shewearsaconcernedfaceand

takesalittlesipfromtheorangejuiceinherhand.

“HowwastherelationshipbetweenNhlanzekoand

hismother?”sheasks.



It'sastrangequestion;she'swithNdabuko,not

Nhlanzeko.

“Whydoyouask?”Ngidicocksuphiseyebrow.

“IfeellikeNdabukoneedstotalktosomeone

professionalaboutthedeathsofhisbrotherand

parents.Outofcuriosity,Ialsowanttoknowhow

mymother-in-lawwas,Ican'tgetanythingoutof

Ndabuko.Hesaystheywerenotclose.”She

accompaniesherwordswithaninnocentsmile.

Ngidican'thelpbutbepleasedaboutthisyoung

woman'sdedicationandloveforNdabuko.

“Ndabukohasalwaysbeen….”He'sstrugglingwith

agood,fittingterm.Cheeseboy?No.ModelCguy?

Notreally.

“He'seducated,moreeducatedthannecessary.

Andthathasalwaysbeentheproblem.”

“Thatheiseducated?”She'sconfused.Thisdoesn't

makeanysense.

“Hewantedtobetreatedlikeawhitechild.Hugs,

kisses,bedtimestoriesandallthatnonsense.While

Nhlanzekowasoutthere,doingwhateverheneeded



todotoputfoodonthetable.”

“Butmothersalwaysgetclosertotheiremotional

needychildren.”

“Therewasnotimeforthat.Heneededtogrowup

butherefused.Nhlanzekotried,hereallydid.He

eventookhimtooneofthenightmissions,hoping

thathe'llseelifeofablackchildasitis,buthe

wantedtobuildaeroplanes.”

Herheadisgracedwithcuriosity,butnowisnotthe

timetofishinformationaboutnightmissions.

“Sothemotherchosetherebelliousson?”Words

areabitbluntbutNgidiseemsnottobeoffended

onNhlanzeko'sbehalf.

“Nhlanzekogotthingsdone.Hedidn'tneedtobe

kissedontheforehead,abasinofwarmwaterand

aplateoffoodwereallheneededbeforegoingto

bed.Ahandsqueezeandpackedlunchwere

enoughtogethimreadyfortheday.”

Hetakesanothersipfromhisdrinkandletsthe

smileonhisfacebroadensatthememoryof

Nhlanzeko.



“Onemama-boyishthingabouthimwasthat,upto

theageoftwenty-sixhestillneededhismotherto

combhishair.Shewasawomanofperfectionand

hewasaboyofthestreets.Hewastheonlyman,in

thewholetaxirank,who'dcomeinthemornings

smellingofcoconuthairoilsandsprays.”Hebreaks

intolaughter,asifwell-kepthairisthemost

ridiculousthingamancouldeverdo.

“WhataboutNdabuko'shair?”sheasks.

“Idon'tknow.Hewasaschoolboywhospokebig

Englishwordsandworeties.”

“Really?”There'sasmileonherface,agenuineone.

Despiteeverythingthathashappenedandthefact

thatNdabukonolongerlivesthelifeheonce

dreamedof,she'sproudofhimandwhathe

accomplished.

“Yes,therewasthisonetimewhenawhiteman

fromGermanycametomeetusforacertaindeal,

NdlalifaandNhlanzekohadtogokidnapNdabuko

fromschoolsothathecouldcomeandtranslatefor

us.”



“Kidnap?”sheaskswithachuckle,thinkingthat

maybehemisusedtheword.

“Yes,kidnap.Hehadanimportantsciencethingto

attendandblatantlyrefusedtohelpoutwhen

Nhlanzekoasked.Hehadnootherchoicebutto

forcefullytakehimoutofwhatevereventitwas.”

JesusChrist!Whatkindofabrotherwashe?

Kidnappingyourownbrother!

“DidheloveNdabuko?”sheaskswhatshethinks

Ndabukoalsoaskshimselfeveryday.

“Boysarenotlikeyougirls,theydon'tsendeach

otherbunchesofflowersandglitteringearrings.He

mayhavenotshownitthewayNdabuko

understoodbutmyboylovedhisfamily.Heloved

hisbrotherandhetrustedhimwitheverything.”

“YoumeanNdondo?”She'sfightingtheurgetoroll

hereyesbutherfacesellsoutheremotions.Ngidi's

eyesareonherassheliftsthedrinktoherlipsand

gulpsdownahugesip.

.



.

Accordingtowhatshesawtheotherday,her

competitorseemstoleaveherMiss-Know-It-All

brainsoutofthekitchen.Thegirliscluelessinthe

kitchen,evenherownmothernolongercooks

tomatorelishlikeher.Nottomentionherburnt,dry

eggsthatwould'verequiredNdabukotostandup

andstompshisfootonthefloorbeforeswallowing.

Shehasgoneoutofherwaywithdinner.Creamy

samp,Frenchstirfryandchickendrummets.

Ndabuko’sfavouritecinnamonflavouredbutternut

isalmostready,shejustneedtogeteverythingto

thetable.

He'ssober,oneofthethingshehatesabouthimself;

theinabilitytodrinkhissorrowsaway.Themouth-

wateringaromacomingfromhishouseisevidence

enoughthatFuzeisstillverymuchpresent.

It’sbeendays,he'ssendingtextmessagesevery

morningwithoutfail.Hemakessurethatabunchof

flowersisdeliveredtoherofficeeveryday.There



haven'tbeenanyresponsesofar,buthe'snot

givingup.He'drathermakeafoolofhimselfthanto

letgoofhis“family.”

“Mngomezuluyou'rehome.”It'sFuze'svoicebutit

remindshimofthatdaynearthepoolinHlasekazi’s

housewhenshecalledhimthiswayforthefirst

time.

“Hey,”hesays,tryingnottosoundtooflatand

bored.

“Howwasyourday?”sheasksasshetakeshis

jacketoffhisshoulders.

“Busy,”hesaysafterclearinghisthroat.

Shegrabshishandandleadshimtowardsthe

diningroom.Foodisthelastthingtolightenuphis

moodbutabasinofwaterplacedontopofthe

tablejustforhimcauseshishearttoleapup.

“Washyourhandsandsit,”sheordersandgoesout

oftheroom.



Foramomenthe'sjuststandingthereandscanning

hiseyesaroundthetable.Thenhesoakshishands

insidethebasinofwarmwater.It'sjustwater,

there'snoneedtofeelsohonoured.

She'sbackatbeingtheFuzeheknowsandhad

onceloved.She'ssittingquietlyathersideand

focusedonherfood.

“Oneofthedriversgotarrested.Ihavetogopast

thepolicestationtomorrowandseewhatIcando.”

Bribewhoeverhefindsthereandgethisdriver

released,that'swhathemeans.

“TheyhaveafinalmeetingnextWednesday.Ngidi

willeitherbecomethechairmanorweareemptying

theranks,”hesays.

“Won'tthatleadintoanotherfight?”Fuzeasks.

“IfBhengudoesn'tstepdownthenthat'swhereit

mightend.”

She'sbeenaroundforfouryears;sheknowsthis

life.Butnomatterhowmanynightsyourman



comeshomeinonepiece,youcannothelpbut

wonderifonedayyou'llreceiveacalltogoidentify

thebody.ItwasbetterwhenNdabukohatedthislife,

Ngidididn’tlethimpartakeintofights,butnowhe's

likeoneofthem.Heleaveswithaguntucked

behindhiswaistandaGolffullofbodyguards

followinghimaround.

It'sanormaldinnertheyhaven'thadinalongtime.

Theconversationisnothingaboutthemselvesbut

they'retalking.That'ssomething,right?

Shewastemptedtoaskgoingtotheshowerwith

himbutshedoesn'twanttobepushy.Notwhen

he'sstartingtocomearound.

Hecomesbackwearingpyjamas,clearlydenying

hertheviewofhistemptingbody.

ShesmilesandgoesoverhimwithabottleofFirst

Classcoconuthairfoodinherhand.

“Iknewyouwouldn'tcombyourhair,”shesays.

Hefrownsasshepullsoutafine-toothcomb.



“Comeandsitonbed,”sheordersasshepullshis

handtowardsthebed.

“Fuzemyhairisokay,”hesays,regrettingwhyhe

didn'tshavewhenhehadtime.

“SitNdabuko!”HervoiceissteadybutthesoftFuze

isstillthere.

Heobeysandsits.

Herfingersruntenderlyonhisscalpassheapplies

thehairfood.Hiseyesareclosed,allowinghis

nervestosettledownandthesmellofcoconutto

filluphisnostrils.

Hepickshisshorthairwithacombsoftlyfromthe

frontandpullsitallthewaytothebackofhishead.

Akissonthecheekopenshiseyes.Helooksather,

everythinginhimhasbeensoften,hejustwantsto

snugglehimselfinherarmsandfeelherwarm

embrace.

“Youlooksocute,”shesayswithahugesmile

plasteredonherface.



Hepullsherintohisarms,theysnuggleintowhat

feelsliketheworld'slongesthug.

.

.

NDONDO

~Idon'tknowwhereIam.Ican'trecognizeany

familiaritiesaroundme.It'sjustanopenfieldwith

drygrassandfallentrees.Ishould'vewornmy

shoes.HowdidIleavewithnoshoeson?WhatifI

steponsharpthornsorahugesnake?Mybody

startssweatingasIlookaroundtoseeifthere's

anyoneIcanaskforhelp.

“Ndondoyamahlase,”thevoicecomesinfrontofme.

Wheredidhecomefrom?

“Hey,”myvoiceseemstopresseddownatmy

throat.Thestateheisinistraumatizing.Ican

literallyseethebulletholeinhishead.Hewasshot,

Idon'tknowhowhe'sstillabletostandonhisown.

HiswhiteUzziT-shirtissoakedinblood.



“Ididn'tleaveyou,”hesays.

IrealizethatI'mcryingwhentearsdropdownmy

neck.ButIholdittogether.

“Nhlanzeko,”Icallhisnamesoftly.Istillcan't

believehe'srighthere,infrontofme.

“Mkami,”herespondsinarelievedvoice.

“Whenareyoucomingback?”Iask.

“Iwillbehere,lookingoveryou.Ndabukowilllove

andtakecareofyou,”hesays.

InodmyheadbecauseItrusthisdecision.Hewill

keephisword,Iknowit.

“Whyareyounotgoingtothehospital?You're

bleeding,Nhlanzeko.”

Hetouchestheholeinhisheadandlooksathis

bloodiedhand.I'dbescreamingifitwasme,buthe

doesn'tseemtobefazed.

“It'sjustthisT-shirt,”hesaysandlooksathisT-

shirtwithdisgust.“It'sdirtyandsoakedinblood.I

wanttochangebutIdon'thaveanycleanclothes.

Ngiyanukanje,”hesays.



“Let'sgohome,Iwillrunyouabathandgetyou…”

Whereishenow?Hewasherejusthow.

“Nhlanzeko?”Iraisemyvoiceandlookaround.

Howcanhejustleavelikethis?Iwantedtohelphim.

“Nhlanzekooooo!”Iscreamatthetopofmyvoice

andpickupmyfeettorunafterhim.~

Myheadslamsagainstsomethinghardandthe

painforcesmetoopenmyeyes.It'stheheadboard!

I'monbed?Whereis…?No!!!

(Reminder:TheBelovedMaShengeisavailablein

bookstoresnationwide)

[03/14,09:00] :Chapter12

Thalente

Hlelothinksit'sfunnythatIcomplainaboutwaking

uptooearlyinthemorning,inhermindpeoplefrom

theruralareaswakeupatthecrackofdawnto



ploughfieldsandwatchcowskissingoneanother

insidethekraal.

Makingmyhateofmorningsworseistheonand

offelectricityintheseshacks.Ihadtobathwith

coldwateragaintodaybecausethepolicehave

beensnoopingaroundandthefactthatwehave

izinyokanyokadoesn'tallowustolightourshacks

whenthey'rearound.

I'msoreadytoanswer-howisDurban-question

whenIgethome.Theplaceofso-calledbananais

actuallykaak.

Onegoodthingaboutbeinghereisthatnobody

feelsentitledtoyourgreeting.Youcanjustpassa

50year-oldandnotopenyourmouth,andnobody

wouldcallyououtforbeingdisrespectful.

.It'snoteven5ambutthestreetsarealready

crowded;somearerushingtothetrainstationand

someareheretohopinthetaxis.AtleastI'mnot

theonlyonewithacrazybossthatdemandsmeto

beatworkby5am.



Iisolatemyselffromthecrowdandstandbythe

polewithmysweaterpulledovermyknuckles.It’s

sodamncold.Wherearethetaxis?They'vebeen

hootingsincetheclockticked4ambutnowthat

we'reherethey’renowheretobeseen.

Oh,finallyawhitequantumapproaches.Itakea

fewstepsforwardandputmyfingerup.

WhenitpassesthecrowdwithoutstoppingIrealize

thatit'sjustoneofthoseparadingonesandstep

back.

Itslowsdownandstopsbeforedrivingpastme.

“Thalente,”It'sthatcarrotmanwhosefatherowns

thetaxirank.

Thewindowrollsdown,hepeeksoutandasksme

togetinsidethequantum.

IstealaglanceatthecrowdandIknowthatthelow

mumblesareofdisapproval.

“They'realsowaitingfortransport,”Isayassoonas



Iclimbin.

“I'mnotontheroad.”

Ishisquantumflying?

“Iwasaskednottoleaveyoustrandedontheroad.

Thetaxiiscominginaminute,”heexplainsandthe

confusiononmyfacedisperses.

“Oh,thankyou,”Isayandmakemyselfcomfortable

ontheseat.Iputmybagonmylapandconnects

theheadsetsintomyphone.

“I'mhere,”hesayswithhiseyesontheroad.

“SoamI,”Isaywhatseemstobetheonlylogic

response.Iscrolldownmymusicplaylist,nowI

can'tfindmyfavouritesong.Ican'twaittohave

moneysothatIcanbuymusicfromrealdigital

stores,thisthingofreceivingsongsviaWhatsApp

as-audio000-isacompleteturn-off.

“Wholiesonthesebreasts?”heasksrandomly.

Iliftmyheadupjustashedartshisglanceaway

frommeandfocusingontheroad.

“Ibetyourpardon?”Ijustwanttohearhimrepeat



hiswords.

“Youheardme,”hesays.

Iclickinarandomsongandpress-play.Fuckthese

bloodyheadsets.Theotherearisnotworkingso

whateverthismansays,Iwillhearit.

Thenervethismanhas!He'sjustliketherestof

them.Heseeswomenasnothingotherthan

breathingsexmachines.

“Usholoukuthiengangigingqamina?”(Doyouthink

hecanknockmeout)

“Who?”Iask.

“Theonewhokeepsyouwarm.”

Idon'thavehim,hefoundsomeoneelseandwe

brokeup.ButIneedtogetthismanoffhishigh

horse.

“Yes,he'dknockyouout,”Isay.

Theloudlaughhebreaksringsinmyearsevenfive

secondslaterafterhe'sstopped.

“What'sfunny?”Iask.



Thesmilegrowsbackonhisface.Honestly,Ican't

takeanymoreofhisinsidejokes.

“IlaughwhenI'mscared,”hesays.

Weirdmuch!

“Oh,sowhatareyouscaredof?”Iask.

“I'mscaredofbeingknockedoutbyyourman,”he

says.Thelookonhisfaceistheoppositeofwhat

he'ssaying.

“Whywouldheknockyouout?”Iask.

Heglancesatmebriefly,justtotakeasightofmy

face,andthenturnshisheadbacktotheroad.He's

drivingtooslowformyliking.

“Becauseofyou,”hesaysandreachesouttohis

ringingphonefromthedashboard.

Idon'tgetthechancetoaskwhatIdidsobadlythat

mightleadintohimbeingknockedoutbymyso-

calledboyfriend.He'sonthecall,insultsareflying

outofhismouthlikeanationalanthemverses.



Allofasudden,thequantumisflyingandthetaxi

thatwasafewyardsawayfromuslifting

commutersisnowspeedingaway.

“Areyoutryingtokillme?”Iaskwhenheovertakes

thetruck.IshetryingsomeFastandFuriousshiton

me?

“Thisdogisfuckingwithus,”hesaysandapplies

moreforceontheaccelerator.Iholdontotheseat

andshutmyeyes.

Defeaninghootsareeverywhere.Wearejustpast

thebridgewhenhefinallypullsoveratthesideof

theroad.Thetaxihewaschasingisinfrontofus

andthedriverisoutwithhishandsup.

Thisonejumpsoffhisseatandchargestowards

him.IheardaboutthefamoustaxifightsandIhope

thisisnotoneofthem.

Afterafewminutesofexchangingwhatlookedlike

harshinsultsNdlalifagoestotheman'staxiand

opensthedoor.

Hehasaphoneagainsthisearandallthe

commutersthemanliftedarenowstandingatthe



sideoftheroad.Itseemslikethey'llbefetchedby

anotherone.

I'mlateforwork;it'salmosthalf-pastfive.

“StealourpassengersagainandIwillburnyouand

thisskorokoroofyours!”Ndlalifasays.

Hecomesback,stillsingingcolourfulwordstothe

man.

Hedoesn'tevenapologizetome,hejuststartsthe

caranddrivesoff.Themanheisandthemanwho

liftedmeupawhileagoaretwodifferentpeople.

Thisonelookslikehe'dkillapersonwithjustaflip

ofhisknuckles.

ButIwillmakemyfeelingsknownwhenIreachthe

taxirank.

“Youlookangry,”hesays,finallyacknowledgingthe

uncomfortablepassenger.

“Sodoyou,”Isay.

Hechucklesandhisfaceimmediatelyswitches

backtowhatIknow.



“Ihaveareason,there'sinjatryingtofuckwithus

soearlyinthemorning,”hesays.

Icouldremindhimthatpeoplearerushingtowork

andit'shimandhiscolleaguesslackingattheirjob.

Whycan'tpeoplestopanytaxithat'sontheroad?

It'sveryunfair.

“I'malsoangrybecausesomeonetriedtokillme,”I

say.

Henearlyloseshisgriponthesteeringwheel.His

facemightneverreturntoitspositionafterthis

hugefrown.

“What?Whotriedtokillyou?”Everheardof“wrong”

himselfaskingyouwhatiswrong?Thisisthesame

situation.

“You,”Isay.

Hisfrownslowlydisperses.

“Me?”heasks.

“Yes.Doyouthinkyou'reVinDiesel?”Iask.

Thefrownagain!



“Whichmonkeyisthat?I'mNdlalifaNgidi.”

AsruralasIam,IknowwhoVinDieselis.He

seemssodisgustedbythecomparison,inhismind

hehasalreadypunchedthisVinDieselmonkeyon

thejaws.

Becausehe'sanassholeIwillnotexplainwhoVin

Dieselis.He'llboilandburstifhewantsto.

HedoessomethingandthewhitePoloontheother

laneslowsdown.Thedriverrollsdownthewindow

andaskifeverythingisokay.It'sayoungmanwho

couldberushingtowork.

“Wendoda,doyouknowwhoVinDieselis?”

Icannotbelievethis!

Theguyisclearlyconfused.Who,intheirrightmind,

stopsacarinthemiddleoftheroadtoaskabout

actors?

“It'sMarkSinclair,”theguysays.

Thisoneseemstobemoreconfused.



“IsitVinorMark?”heasks,frowning.

“Markishisname.VinDieselisastagename.He

wasDominicTorretoinFastandFurious.”He'ssaid

itall,butthismanheredoesn'tseemtohave

graspedathinghesaid.

“Okay,dankiebafo.”Hefinallydrivesoff.I'mproud

ofmyselfforcausingthisconfusion,nowIcansay

Ihaveatalentofconfusingtaxidrivers.Butthat's

somethingtocelebratelater,rightnowIhaveSis’

Thanditodealwith.

“Iwillremembernexttimetonevertakeyourlifts.

NowIhavetotake…”Iliftmyheadupandfindhim

staringattheR20I'mhandingtohim.Nowhe

wantsmetobemorelate?Ineedmychangeasap!

“Ndlalifa?”Ifrown.

Hesmilesandtakesthemoney.HethinksIlike

callingouthisname?Hhayi-bothisman!

“I'msorry,uyezwa?”hesaysashefishesouthis

wallet.MychangeisR9,Idon'tknowwhattheR50

isfor.



“And?”Iask.

“Yourchange,”hesays.

“IgaveyouR20,mychangeisR9.”

Hehasastunnedlookonhisface.

“Really?Idroppedoutofschoolatgrade11and

Mathswasn'treallymything.TellThandithatyou

werewithme.”Withthatsaidhereverseswiththe

dooropened.Whenhe’sinasaferdistancehe

closesthedooranddrivesoff.

Theextrachangeisstillonmypalmwhereheputit.

I'mstunned.Mygrandmotherisnotrestinginher

grave;justwhenIwasstartingtoworryabout

moneyshesendsanilliteratetaxidrivermyway.

Snap!Ineedtohurrytotheshelter.

“SisThandiI'msorry,thetaxiIwasindelayed.”I'm

notgoingtomentionhisimportantnametogetout

oftrouble.Icanhandlemyownshit.

“Thalenteifyoudon'tgetyourselftogetherI'm

goingtosendyoubackhome.ThisisDurban,time



ismoneyandmoneyistime.”

.

.

NDONDO

IhavebeentryingtoforgetaboutthedreamIhad.I

wasbornaChristian,honouringdeadpeopleisnot

mything.Butthedreamcannotgetoffmymind.In

theworldthatIwastoldwasdemonic,dreamshave

meaningsanddeadpeoplecommunicatethrough

them.

“Areyouokay?”Khosiasksforthezillionthtime.No

matterhowmuchItrytokeepittogethershesees

throughme.ButthisisnotsomethingIcandiscuss

withher.

“IneedtoseeBab'Mbambo,”Isayandpushthe

documentsinfrontofmetoher.

“Aboutwhat?He'sonatea-break,”sheasks.

“It'spersonal,”Isayandleavebeforeshebombards

mewithmorequestions.



He'sinthemiddleofstorytellingwithhiscolleagues.

Iclearmythroatandgreetthemall.ButtheyknowI

neverdosmalltalkswithanyoneelseexceptBab'

Mbambo.Theyquicklyexcusethemselvestogive

usprivacy.

“Iseverythingalright?”heasksashepushesan

emptychairtome.

Ineverhavetobeataroundthebushwithhim.I

knowhe'llneverjudgeme.

“IhadadreamandI'mnotsurewhatitmeans,”I

say.

He'swaitingformetogoon.

“Amanwhodiedsevenyearsagocametomy

dream.Idon'tremembermostthingswetalked

aboutbutIrememberhimcomplainingaboutthe

smellingbloodonhisclothesandthathedidn't

haveanycleanclothestochangeinto,”Isay.

“Howdidhedie?”heasks.

“Hewasshot,”Isay,ignoringtheacheinmyheart.



Nhlanzekohasnotrevealedhimselftomeforyears.

ButnowthatIhavemetandsleptwithhisbrother

he'scomingtomydreams.

“Didtheycleanhimbeforetheburial?Iknowbadly

injuredbodiesarenottouched,butsomethingis

donetoremovetheblood.”

“Ireallydon'tknow.Iwasn'ttherewhenhedied.”I

don'twanttogointodetailsandIappreciatethat

he'stakingwhatI'mgivingandnotquestioning

further.

“Findoutthen.Hecametoyouforhelp,ifhisbody

wasneverwashedyou'llneedtoslaughtera

chicken,sprinkleinyongooveracleanshirtand

presentittohimsothathecanchange.”

Ipressdownthelumpforminginmythroatandnod

myhead.WhyisNhlanzekodoingthistome?My

parentswoulddieiftheyfoundoutI'mpromoting

thecultureofslaughteringchickensanddreaming

aboutdeadmen.

AndnowIhavetospeaktoNdabuko?I'vebeen

tryingmybesttoignorehimandhisconstanttexts.



IhaveinstructedPreciousnottosendanyflowers

tomyoffice.Ididn'texpecthimtobackdowneasily

sinceheknowsthatI'mcarryinghischild,buthe’s

overdoingit.Noweveryoneinthecompanyknows

thatIhaveapersistentexwhowon'tletmego.

Khosiisstillinmyoffice.Iknowshe'swaitingfor

metoopenmychestandtellherwhat'seatingme.

“Ithoughtyouweren'tcomingback.Whatwereyou

twodiscussing?”

Ican'ttellher,mainlybecauseIdon'tneedherwise

opinionsinthissituation.She’llwanttoprotectme

underherwingsandgooutofherwaytogetthe

bestpastorintownwho'llchaseNhlanzeko'sghost

away.

“Didn'tyousaytherewasalimitedSpitzsale?”Iask.

Shegaspsinshockandgrabsherphonefromthe

table.

“Andyou'reonlyremindingmenowNdondo?”She's

dashingthroughthedoorandleavingallthe



documentsonmydesk.Sometimesmixing

businesswithfriendshipisanextremesport.

KnowinghowKhosiis,shemayonlycomeback

aroundlunchtime.

Iclosethedoorandsinkonmychair.Ihavetotalk

toNdabuko,thankstoNhlanzeko!

I'mhesitantaboutclickingonthecallbutton,from

whatI'veseenheisn'tmuchfondofhislatebrother.

AndknowingthatIhadathingforhimandhe’sthe

reasonwhywemetthiswillcompletelysethimoff.

Butithastobedone,I'mwillingtoputthebeliefs

asideanddothisforhisbrother.Ahugepartofme

feelslikeit'smyresponsibility.Imeanwhywould

hecometomeifhedidn'twantmetoorganizethis

cleansingthing?

Hisphoneringsafewtimesbeforeheanswersina

voicesurgedwithrelief.

“Hlasekazi,”hesays.



Shutdownyourheart,Ndondo!

“Ndabukoweneedtotalk,”Isay.

There'sadeepsighofrelief.

“MustIcomeover?IknowthatIdidyouwrong

babeandI'mwillingtodoanythingyouwantmeto

do.Punishmeanywayyouwantbutdon't…”Iclear

mythroatbeforeherumblesevenmore.Iexpected

thisandthat'swhyIwashesitantaboutmakingthis

call.

“Ihadadream,”Isay.

Hegoessilent.

“Hehascomplaints.”ForsomereasonsIfeellike

sayinghisnametoNdabukoisoffensive.

Hehasn'tdroppedthecallsoIknowthathe's

listening.

“Heneedscleanclothes.Hecriedaboutbeingdirty

withallthebloodhehasonhisbody,”Isay.

Eventually,heclearshisthroatafteranaudiblesigh.

“Iwilltrytocallhome,”hesays.



Idon'tknowtherelationshiphehaswithhis

relativesorifhishomestillexistsbackinthevillage.

IwishIcanbetheretosupporthimbutknowing

howheis,he'llmisreadthesignals.

“ImissyouNdondo,everydaythatpassesby

withoutyouinmylifefeelslikeadecade.”

Itwouldberudetodropthecallonhim,butthisis

notwhatIcalledfor.

“Pleasesoftenupyourheartandhearmeout,”he

begs.

Iletoutalongsigh.

“Idon'thavetimeforthisNhlanzeko.It'snotwhatI

calledfor,”Isay.

Silence.

DidIcallhimNhlanzeko?Ohmygosh!

“Ndabuko?”Icallouthisnameinpanic.

“YoucalledmeNhlanzeko?”heaskssternly.

“That'snotwhatImeant.It'sjustthatI'vebeen

thinkingaboutthisdreamthewholemorningand…”



Thelineisdead.Hedroppedthecallonme?!

Icallhimagainandherejectsmycall.Isendatext

andgetblue-ticked.Okay,breatheNdondo.

IfhekeepsdoingthistomeIswearI'mgoingto

losemymind.JustasI'mpacingupanddownwith

thephoneinmyhand,someoneknocksatthedoor.

It'sjustaftertea-break,don'ttheyhaveworktodo?

Iopenthedoorandfindtheforever-cheerfulKhaya,

ouraccountant.

“Girl,Ineedyoutosigntheseforme.”He'stheonly

employee,exceptKhosiandthetwins,whorefersto

meas‘girl.’

Iblowoutasighandgoaroundthedesktomy

chair.

“Areyouokay?”heaskswithhiseyesfixedonmy

face.

Idon'ttalktomyemployeesaboutmypersonallife,

butrightnowIneedapairofears.



“Myboyfriend…Imeanex-boyfriend,isnotspeaking

tome,”Isay.

“Oh,whydon'tyoucallandironoutwhateveritis?

Orevenbetter,gotohisplace.Youaretheboss,

nobodyisgoingtobiteyourheadoff.”

“Thethingis,Idon'ttalktohim.Itwasjustthisone

phonecallanditendedwithhimnottalkingtome

aswell,”Isay.

ItlookslikeI'mnotmakinganysense,judgingby

thefrownonhisface.

“Letmegetthisstraight,youguyswerenoton

speakingterms,right?”heasks.

“No,hewastalkingtome.Iwasn'ttalkingtohim.

Andnowbothofusarenottalkingtoeachother.”I

can'tbelievethesearethekindofproblemsthatI

have.

“Thenit'ssettled,”hesaysandleansbackonthe

couch,waitingformetosignthedocumentsin

frontofme.

“Idon'twanthimtonotspeaktome.Idon'twant



himtobeangrywithme,”Iexplain.

Helooksdefeated,likemyproblemsarethemost

strangestthinghe'severheard.

“Butyou'renotspeakingtohimeither.Whatisthe

problem?”

Sigh!

Ireadthroughthedocumentsandfillthemwithmy

signature.He'saman,obviouslyhewon't

understandthis.

YesIdon'ttalktoNdabukobutIsleeptightatnight

knowingthathe'sgoingtosendmeagoodmorning

textandabunchofflowers.Butnowhe'snot

talkingtomeeither,howismenottalkingtohim

goingtohaunthislifewhenweareonthesame

wavelength?

Mylifeisamess,babydaddyisnotspeakingtome!

[03/14,09:01] :Chapter13

Ndabuko



It'sbeensolongsincehewasinthisplace.Two

yearshavepassedandeverythingstillstandsthe

same.Hisbrother'sbricksix-cornerhousejust

besidewhatusedtobeakraal;itremainsstillwith

itsdoorshutandgloomwindowscoveredindust.

Thegrassislengthyenoughtohideasnake.

Hewalkspastit,hedoesn'topenitjustlikehenever

openshisroombackinDurban.Hefishesthekey

insidehispocketandinsertsitinthedoor.This

housestillremainsthemostmodern,stylishand

biggestinthewholevillage.Therearetwo

rondavels,builtmodernlyandroofedwithtiles.It's

allNhlanzeko'shardwork,oneofmanythingshe

gotpraisesfor;renovatingthehousesandwrought-

ironfencingthehomestead.

Hisparents’pictureshangingonthewallinthe

loungewelcomehimandhetrieshisbesttokeep

hiseyesoffthem.Heopensallthewindowsand

dragsachairfromthelivingroomtothebalcony.

Hisunclemaynotevencome.He'sbeenonhisown



eversincehisparentspassedon.MaybeifNgidi

wasn'ttherehewould'vefollowedafterhisparents.

Ngidiguidedhimandmadesurethathehonoured

alltheritualsthatfollowaftersomeone'sdeath.

Heleftthegateopenedbecausehe'sstillgoingto

drivetotowntogetachickenandcandlesashe

wasinstructed.Twoyoungboysrunthroughthe

gateandheinstantlyknowsthathe'sopenedacan

ofworms.

“Malumecanwewashyourcar?”oneasksbefore

theyevengettohim.YearsagoitwasNhlanzekoin

thisposition,hewasthe“it"ofthearea.Everychild

dreamedofbeinglikeMalum’Nhlanzekoandthey

wouldoffertowashhiscareverytimehewashome.

Hiscarisclean,soheasksthemtopickdirts

aroundtheyardandrewardsthemwithR20and

fewcoins.Thewordisabouttogoouttothestreets

-“Malum'Ndabukoishome,”-andeverychildwill

wantapieceofhim.He'snotcomplaining,heloves

children,buthe'snotinagoodspace.He'salways



questionedhimselfasahumanbeing,mainly

becausehehasnotbeenabletoliveoutofhis

brother'sshadow,andhearingNdondomistaking

himforhisbrothercutdeeplyintothose

insecurities.Nothingcanverifythatandhecan't

livelikethat.Hecan'tlivewithsomeonewho

mistakeshimforhisbrother,butthenagain,he

can'tlivewithoutNdondo.Thehorriblethreeweeks

he'shadsincetheirbreak-upareproofenoughof

that.

HecallsDlokovuashedrivesouttotown,

confirmingthelistofthingsheneedstobuyforthe

ritualtakingplacelateintheevening.Unfortunately

thistimenoneoftheNgidiscouldmakeit.He

knowstheirschedulesandthattheywould'vecome

iftheyweren'ttoobusy.Buthisunclehasno

excusefornotcoming,he'sjustlettinghimdownon

purpose.Hefightstheurgetotaketheoff-rampto

Thulasiandconfronthim.He'sgrown,hedoesn't

needthem,hecandothisonhisown.



Heneedstostartatthemallandgetsomethinghe'll

eatthefewdaysthathe'sgoingtobehere.Tonight

he'snotevencooking,he'llsimplybuytake-outs

andgreetthekitcheninthemorning.Hopefully

Dlokovu’s1960’sappetitewon'thaveaproblem

withpizzasfordinner.

Aftergettingeverythinghebuyschickeninthe

marketandgoestopickupDlokovu.Healways

helpshimwiththerituals,he'sthesamemanhis

fatherconsultedfortraditionalceremonies,which

makeshimtheMngomezululongservingtraditional

doctor.

“DidyoumanagetogeteverythingItoldyouto

buy?”heasksasNdabukoloadshisbaginsidethe

car.

“Yes,Ihopethischickenwon'tshitonmyseats.”

Stillthefancyboyhe’salwaysbeen!

“Whereisthewife?”heasks.

Ndabukofrowns.

“Thewife?”



“MaSibisi.There'snothingwecandowithouther.”

Deepexhalation!

Theyhaven'ttalkedsincethatdayhecalledhim

Nhlanzeko.Heevenfailedtoupdateheraboutthe

ritualproceedings.Hecantakeanythingbuthe

can'ttakeherchoosingNhlanzekooverhim.As

stupidasitsounds,hewantsherashisandhis

alone.

“Sheneedstocome,”Dlokovutellsthesombre

Ndabuko.

Hestillhasstufftofetchinsidehishouseandthat

givesNdabukothechancetomakeaphonecall.

Forafewsecondsthey'rebothsilent,eventually

Ndabukoclearshisthroatandsaysalow“hello.”

“Whatdoyouwant?”Isherannoyedresponse.

“I'mhomeandyou'reneededfortheritual.”

Abriefmomentofsilencepasses.He'sholdinghis

breathandontheotherside,she'schewingonhis

sullentone.

“You'rehome?Whoareyouwiththere?”sheasks



withastanceofconcern.

“I'malone,”hesays.

“Idon'tknowwhereexactlyyourhomeis,maybeif

youcansendmethedirectionsandIwillcall

once…”

“Iwillsendthedrivertopickyouup.Pleasebringa

fewclothes."

She'squietforamoment,herindependentwoman

isstillnegotiatingwhethertobowtothisdemandor

not.

“Please,”hebegs.

“Okay,IhavetocallKhosifirst,Ineedatleastthirty

minutestogetready,”shesays.

Well,itwentbetterthanheexpected.Nowthe

problemisfacingher,they'llhavetotalkandtouch

onthesubjectshe'snotlookingforwardinto

discussing.

.

.



NDONDO

Andiswaisstartingtobesuspicious.Justafew

weeksagoIcalledameetingonherandpreached

aboutunplannedpregnancy.Butlookwhois

pregnantnow!Misspreacherherself.

MybagispackedandhereyesgrowwideasIwalk

intoherwatchingTV.

“Andthebags?Areyougoinghome?”sheasks.

“No,somewhereelse.Pleasetakecareofyourself

andcallmeifyouneedanything.Noalcohol,

Andiswa.Noboysinmyhouse!”Isoundlikean

irritatingparentandbythelookonherfaceshe'll

danceinvictoryassoonasIstepoutofthishouse.

“Don'ttelltheparentsthatI'mnotinthehouse,”I

saywithasternlookonmyface.

“Owkaaaay,”shepullsupherlipsandIhaveno

doubtthatshe'sjudgingmeinherhead.Yeah,Miss

Holyisn'tsoholyafterall.



Thesilver-greyHondaCamryisparkedoutsidebya

manIdon'tknowandwaitingforme.Ididn'texpect

Ndabuko'scall.Mecallinghimbyhisbrother's

nameseemedtohavebeenadeal-breaker.He's

beentoosilent,Ihadtostopmyselffrompullinga

babymamastuntandcalltotellhimthathisbaby,

inthestomach,iscoughing.

Ithinkthisdriverwasinstructednottospeaktome

becausewow,themancankeephismouthshut.

I'mnotbigonstrikingconversationswithstrangers

either,butit'saverylongdriveandhedidn'teven

caretoswitchthemusicon.

“Ineedabathroom,”Itellhim.

Insteadoftakingtheoff-ramptoNandoswhereI

canfindthebathrooms,themandecidestomakea

phonecall.

“Mngomezulu…shesayssheneedsa

bathroom…no…yes…okay.”Heendsthecall.

I'minawe.IneedNdabuko'spermissiontopee?He

hadtomakeaphonecallfirst?



AftermypeestopI'mangrilysilent,atthisdriver

andNdabuko.Ifthiswasn'tforNhlanzekoIwouldn't

havebotheredcontinuingwiththisjourney.

It'saround7:30whenwedrivethroughthegateof

Mngomezuluhomestead.It'sverydarkoutside,I

can'tseeathing,buttheemptinessofthishuge

homesteadcanbefelteventhroughthedark.The

grassishuggingmyanklesasIstepontheground.

HiscolognefillsupmynostrilsandthefeelingsI

haveburiedforweekscrawlbackandoverwhelm

me.

ThisisoneofthemostcomplicatedsituationsI've

everbeeninto.Iwonderifhedidn'tbringherhere,

youcanneverknowwiththisone;hehadthenerve

tofetchmefromHimevilleandmakemesleepin

thesamehouseasher.

Hestandsbehindme.Idon'tturnmyhead,my

nervesarescatteredallovertheplace.

“ThankyouRobert,”hesaystothedriverbefore

takingmybagfromhim.



AfterbiddinghisgoodbyesRobertgetsinthecar

anddrivesoff.Ndabukofollowsafterhimtolock

thegate;leavingmegroundedinfrontofthe

verandah.

“Let'sgoinsidethehouse,”hesaysandleadsthe

waytowardsthedoor.Iguesshe'sstillwoundedby

thatincident.

Wepassthekitchen,onthecounterthere'satray

withslaughteredchickenandbloodiedknifelying

nexttoit.

Iwanttoaskabouttherichsmellofumqombothi

butthisisnotsomekindofhousetour.He'ssliding

throughthepassagesandnoteventakingasingle

glanceatme.Ihavetopickupmypacetokeepup

withhim.

Acreamypaintedroomwithahugebedand

isolatedbookshelffilledwithbooks.Itsmellsfresh,

thewindowsareopened,youdon’thavetoaskto

knowthatitwascleanednotsolongago.

“Thebathroomisdownthispassageonyourleft.



Whenyou'rereadypleasecometothelounge,it’s

thesecondlargeroomfromthefrontdoor.”With

thatsaidheturnsaroundandleaves.

Awesome,Ifeelsowelcome!

Idon'tevenknowifI'mexpectedtowearbelowmy

kneesandcovermyshoulders.AsfarasNhlanzeko

knowsI'mhiswife,Idon'tknowwhyI'msuddenlyin

tunewiththisidea.Ifeellikeit'stheleastIcoulddo

forhimsincewedidn'tgetthechancetoloveone

another.Myparentswouldprobablykillmeifthey

foundout.

There'samanwearingumqheleandiziphandla

circlinghiswrists.Iwasn'ttold,butwhocares

aboutNdondo?Thesmellofimpephohasfilledup

thewholeyardandforsomereasonsI'mnot

unsettled.

Ilowermyselfonthecouchandgreettheman.

UnlikeNdabuko,helookshappytohavemeover.

Weevenshakehands.He'scallingmeMaSibisiand

complementingme.



“Ionlyneedyoutosprinklethebileoverhisshirt

andthenNdabukoandIwilltakeitfromthere.We

don'twanttoangeryourancestors,thismanhasn't

paidevenacalftoyourfather,”hesaysand

chuckles.Ndabukodoesn'tseemtofindhumourin

anything.Hisdeadexpressionisreallyknockingme

inthestomach.

Thechickenisnotevenplucked,howthehellamI

supposedtogetthebile?

Itaketheknifeandrinseit.Thechicken'sbodyis

stillwarmandmyheartbeatisaccelerating.

“MaSibisi,youcan'tcutitbeforeremoving

feathers,”Dlokovusaysandpassestothelounge.

They'rebusyandI'msupposedtogeteverythingin

thekitchendone,allbymyself.

Iplugthekettleofwaterandwaitforittoboil.I

havetofindeverythingonmyown,rightnowI'm

openingallthecupboards,lookingforthebasinI

canusetopluckthechicken.



Ittakesmealmostthirtyminutestogetthechicken

nakedandnowit’stimefortherealhorrificjob.The

cuttingandskinning.

Theknifeistremblinginmyhand.Yesthere'sno

headbutit'sstillachickenandI'llberesponsiblefor

takingitsinsideout.Whatifitwasamotherchicken?

Abreadwinnertoitschicksandthey'rewaitingfor

theirmothertocomehome?Whatifoneofthe

chicksissick?I'malsogoingtobeamother.I…I

can't…Ican'tdothis.

“Hlasekazi!”Thealarmedvoicecomesfromthe

doorandquickstepsapproachthecounterI'm

standingagainst.

“What'swrong?Whyareyoucrying?”heasksand

grabsmyhands,payingnoattentiontotheknife

fallingtothefloor.

“Ican'tkillachicken,”Isayandsniffbackthedam

oftears.

“Butit'salreadydead,”hesays.



Idon'tknowhowtoexplainitandIhatethislookof

confusiononhisface.I'mscared,okay!

“Fine,gotothelounge.Iwillcallyouwhenthebile

istakenoutandready.”

He'sgod-sent.Irinsemyhandsinthesinkand

hurryoutofthekitchen.

.

.

“Hlasekazi,”thevoicecallsmymeandmyshoulder

isshakentenderly.

Iopenmyeyesslowlyandlookathim.Fuck,Islept

onthecouch.IwonderhowlongI'vebeenasleep.

“I'msorry,Ididn'tmeantojustdozeoff,”Isay

guiltily.

“It'sokay.Yourmanprobablydidn'twantyoutodo

thework.Everythingwentwell.Dlokovuwillleave

earlyinthemorning.”

Wow,okay!

“Imadeyoufoodandleftitinthemicrowave.Ifyou



needanythingelseletmeknow.”Hewalksaway

withhisheadhungdownandhishandstucked

insidehispockets.

“NdabukoIsaidImadeamistake,”Isay.

Heturnsbackhishead.

“It’sfine.Idon'twanttotalkaboutit,”hesays.

“Oh,really?Youcalledmeheresothatyoucangive

mesilenttreatment?”Iask.

“You'renothereformeandyouknowit.Sodon't

actlikeyou'vedonemeafavour,”hesays.

Histoneissoharsh!Ihavetoblinkandrelookat

theNdabukoinfrontofme.

“I'mdoingthistomakesurethatyourbrotheris

okaywhereheis.Youthinkthisisanicetripforme?

Nosweetheart,I'mtryingtostayfarawayfrom

Fuze’shusband-to-be.”

Hetakesadeepbreathandstepsbackinsidethe

room.

“Iknowthatyou'resendinglobolaandI'vebeentold

thattheonlymanI'lleverownliesinthegrave.You



bothdeserveeachotherandI'mnotgoingtolose

myvoiceapologisingforameremistakeofcalling

youbyyourbrother'sname,whomI'venevershared

evenahugwith.”

“Whotoldyouthat?Fuze?”heaskswithafrownon

hisface.

Irollmyeyes,becausehe'ssoslowandannoying,

andcovermyfacewithascattercushion.

“Ndondospeaktome.Whosaidthosewordsto

you?”Hisvoicesoundsveryclosetomyface.I

removethecushionandmeethispiercingstare.

“Areyoustillwithher?”Iask.

Hiseyesshiftfrommeandthat’stheenough

response.Myhearttearsintopieces.Butwhatwas

Ihopingfor?Ilefthimforher.

“Whydidyouchoosetolietome?Youshould've

toldmethetruthandletmedecideifIwanttobein

thistriangle,”Iask.

“It'snotatriangle,Iloveyou,”hesays.

“Butyousleepwithhereverynight?”Iask.



“Nexttoher,notwithher.”

Well,I'veseenhowhighhisdriveisonbed.He

cannotfoolmeonthis.

“Aslongasyou'restillwithherandsleeping“next

toher”youandIcannotbeanythingotherthantwo

peoplewhofuckedandmadeababy,”Isay.

“Iwillbreakupwithher.Willyoutakemeback

then?”

“WillIbebannedfrommentioningyourbrother's

name?”Iask.

ThatexpressionisbackonandIknowthatthisone

isnotgoingtobesolvedinonenight.

“NdabukoyouhavetounderstandwhereI'm

comingfrom.Ineedtimetogetusedtothissetting.

ThemanIwaitedforyearsdiedandhe’sthebrother

ofthemanthatIlove.”

ThecornerofhislipcurvesupandIrealizehow

muchI'vemissedhiscutesmile.

“Themanyoulove?”heaskswithhiseyebrow

cockedup.



“Loveisastrangething,isn't?”

Helowershimselfnexttomeandpullsmeintohis

arms.It'ssowarmlyingonhischest,coveredbyhis

strongarmsandsuffocatinginhis212andshirking

smellofnicotine.

“Tellmeaboutthepregnancy.Howdoesitfeellike?

Whatareyourcravings?”heasks.

“It’stooearlyNdabuko,besidethefatigueand

naturalmoodswings,there'snothingoutof

normalcy.”

“Doyoueatenough?”heasks.

“I'mstillanormalpersonNdabuko.IeatwhenI'm

hungry.”

Hisfacemelts.Henodshisheadandplantsakiss

onmycheek.

“IloveyouHlaseandI'mgladyou'vecomehome.”

Home???

.

.



Thesoundofthedoorshiftingforcesmetoopen

myeyes.It'sNdabukowithhispillow.

Thelightcomingthroughthewindowshowsthat

it'sinthemorning.

Idon'tknowhowIgottobed,allIrememberis

cuddlingwithhimonthecouchandlisteningtohis

varsitystories.Hedidn'ttalkabouthistimegrowing

uphere,nomatterhowmuchItriedtopokethe

subject.

“Goodmorning,what'swrongwithyourroom?”I

ask.

Heslidesinbedandwrapshisarmsaroundme.His

handsaresodamncold!

“I'mcold,”hesays.

“I'mnotaheater,whatareyouhopingtoachieveby

comingtome?”Iask.

Hepresseshiserectmanhoodagainstmybutt.And

you'lltellmethispersondoesn'tsleepwithFuze?

“Icutthechickenforyouyesterday.Befairandlet

meinforafewseconds.”



“Seconds?”Iaskinshock.

“Yes,Iwillonlythrustintwiceandpullout.Ionly

wanttofeelit,pleasemylove.”

Slowly,Iliftmylegup.Heshiftsmythongaside

andholdsupmyknee.

“We'llcount,”Isayasheinsertshimself.The

responseIgetisamoan.Ashefullyentershebites

thebackofmyneck.

Hemoves…Ilickmylips,itfeelssodamngood.But

I'mawomanofmyword,wearecountingthese

thrusts.

“One,”Icount.

“No,zerobaby.”

Oh…okay!

Hepullsoutandthrustsinagain.

“One,”Isayandreleasealowmoan.

“0.1baby.”Hisfingersaredancingonmyclitand

I'mhavingahardtimecontrollingmymoans.



Weareat0.7whenheliftsmeupandturnsme

downonmystomach.Hepullsupmybottom,

placesapillowbeneathmystomachandinserts

himselffromtheback.

“Keepcounting,”hesays.

Didheneedtosmackmybuttcheekthough?

“Oh,fuck!”Iscreamashethrustsintoodeepand

rubbingmeincircles.

“Isaidcount.”Hespanksmeagain.Iwanttoyellat

himbuthisshaftisdoingthethingsthatkeepmy

voicebelowmythroat.AllIcoulddoismoan.

“CountNdondo,”hesays.

“1…5…2…Ndabuko…”Anotherspank!

“I'mnotanumber,”hesays.

Myscreamfillsuptheroom.Heslamsinfuriously

andIknowthatIwon'tbeabletoholdinfortoo

long.

“Ndondoyami,don'tyouknownumbersanymore?

Countfordaddy,”hesays.



Mytoesarecurlingup.It'scoming.Hisname

escapesmylipsasIlieflatlyonthebedandlosing

mysensesinthewaveofpinnacle.

“Ipromiseyou,I'mgoingtodobetter,”hewhispers

asheturnsmeonmybackandseparatingmy

knees.Ihavenostrengthinme,hecandoashe

please,allIknowisthatweweresomewhereat0.7.

[03/14,09:01] :Chapter14

NDONDO

We'vebeenherefortwodaysandthismanisnot

mentioningwhenwearegoingbacktoDurban.I'm

alsonotpushingbecausebeinghereisfullofbliss.

TheonlyproblemisthatIhaveacompanytorun

andmypersonalassistantisn'texactlyfondofthis

relationship.

Bytheway,I'mstarving.Hesaidhewasstarting

withdinneranhourago,IthoughtbythetimeI

wakeupfrommynaphe'dbedone.Idragmyselfto

thekitchenandwhenIpasstheloungeInoticethat

thepicturesonthewallhavebeentakendown.



Theyintimidatedme,itfeltlikehisparentswere

watchingus,buttakingthemdownisdisrespectful.

However,thisisnotthesubjectwetouch,Idon't

knowifhe'lleveropenupabouthisfamilyandI

havetorespecthisdecision.

“Areyoucookingagoat?”IaskasIwalkinsidethe

kitchen.He'sonlywearingboxers,thearomais

delicateenoughtosendmyhandinsidethecooking

pot.

Ouch!Iburn.Helaughsatmeandtakesoutapiece

ofmeat.LikeI'mhischild,heblowsoverituntilit

coolsdownandthenpushesitinsidemymouth.

“Undressandgositonthetable,”hesays.

“Undress?”Iask.

“Iwanttoeatwhilestaringatmybaby,”hesays.

Thebabyisstillinsidemystomach,it'snotevena

humanyet.Ifoldmyarmsandchallengehimintoa

starecontest.

“It'sjustthetwoofus.Ilockedthegate.Whatare

youscaredof?Iwanttohaveanaked-dinner.”



“AmIgoingtobeadessert?”

Heshakeshisheadbutthenaughtygrinonhisface

saysotherwise.

“Isitnotdisrespectful?”Iask.

“No,thisisnottheancestors’room,”hesays.

Ican'tbelieveI'mabouttohaveanakeddinnerin

hisfamilyhouse.Iwalkbacktomydesignated

bedroomandstripmyclothesoff.Mybodyhas

pickedafewkilos,hopefullyI'llbeabletoburnthem

downaftergivingbirth.FornowI'mgoingtoenjoy

everybitofmypregnancyandnotworryabout

thingsthatareoutofmycontrol.

It'sveryweirdbeingservedbyanakedman.There's

aroddancingbetweenhisthighsashewalksto

andfromthekitchen,gettingallhisdishes.

Hereallytried.No,scratchthat,he'sabettercook

thanme.Beefstew,savouryriceandGreeksalad.

It'ssuchahomelymealandthefactthatitwas

cookedbymynakedmanmakesitevenmore



delicious.

He'sstrugglingtofinishhisplatesoIgenerously

helphim.ThemistakeImakeismovingtohisside,

nowinsteadofeatinghishandsareallovermy

thighs.

“Ndabukoourdessertismelting,”Isay.

“Iwantthehotone.”Helicksthesideofmyface;

literallyrunshistongueovermyflesh!Iknewthis

wouldhappen.

“One-twoandI'llbedone.”He'salwayssingingthe

same“one-two”songanditalwaysendswithme

fu€kedtosleep.

Butthismanknowsmybody,heknowswhereto

touchandrubtomakemewet.Wedon'tgotothe

realdessert,insteadI'mscoopedtotheloungeand

putonthecouch.

Heonslaughtsmewithakissandpusheshishead

betweenmythighs.Histongueagainstmynub

alwayssendsmeintoheavens.

Hepositionshimselfbetweenmylegsanddowhat



healwaysdoes.Myscreamsareburstingtheroof

andhopefullythecoldweatheroutsideisenoughto

keeptheneighboursindoors.

“Babe…sthandwasami…pleasecomeontop.”He

sucksmylowerlipandflipsmeoverlikeIhaven't

gainedanyweight.

I'vejustsnappedoutofdi€k-mode.Mychestis

beatingdrums.Comeontopforwhatnow?What

amIsupposedtodo?YesIknowthatIhavetosit

onhisshaftandkindofmovemyass.It'sthe

rhythmthatIdon'tget,andIhaven'tbeenintothe

gyminweeks.MaybeifIknewhowtotwerkit

wouldbebetter.I'djusttwerkontopofhim.ButI

knownothing,thosethingsweretooghettoforme.

“Don'tstressyourself,Iwillhelpyou.Be

comfortable,”hesays.Insteadofbeingrelieved,I'm

embarrassed.MaybeZamafuzebounceslikeNicki

MinajontopofhimandI'mjustadowngrade.

“Justmoveyourwaist…yessthandwasami…bounce

onitbaby.”IguessI'mnotdoingtoobad,hishands



areonmywaistandhe'smeetingupwithmy

thrusts.

Ihearsomeoneexclaimloudlyandquicklyturnmy

headaround.Myheartalmoststoppedbeating.It's

Maqhinga.Godknowswhathe'sdoinghereand

howhegotin.

IjumpoffNdabuko,readytorevivetheCaster

Semenyainme,butNdabuko’sstronghandspull

mebackandpinsmeonthecouchbeneathhim.

“Maqhingagetthefuckout!”Tosaythathe'spissed

wouldbeanunderstatement.

“Isthiswhatyoutwogetuptoalldaylong?”He's

unbelievable!I'mnaked,theonlyprivacyIhaveis

Ndabukolyingoverme,heshouldbewalkingoutof

thescenetogiveustimetogetdecent.

“Maqhinga!”Histonecarriesathousandwarnings

butMaqhingastandswhereheiswithastunned

lookonhisface.Ishementallyokay?

“HeyNdabukomfana!Isthisyou?MrsFierce?”

WhothefuckisMrsFierce?OnceIgetdressedI'm



goingtokill…

“Theparentsarehere,youtwoadjournthisglorious

meetingforlater.Thatiftherewillbeanylater.”

“Theparents?”Webothask.

“MrSibisiandMrsSibisi.Deepshit,Itellyou.Where

isthegatekey?Ikindofclimbedoverthefenceto

getin.Theywanttodrivein,”hesaysandwalks

towardsthevase.HummingKhuzani'ssong,he

emptieseverythingfromthevaseandsearchesfor

thekey.

Wereallydon'thaveanychoice,Ndabukopullsme

tothebedroombutt-naked.

Okay,Ineedtobreathe.Myfatherishere?Idon't

understandthis.Imean,how?Why?Whosoldme

out?

IhearthecardrivinginandlookatNdabukofor

answers.I'magrowngirl,Ihavemyownhouseand

I’mthebreadwinnerathome.Butnoneofthatis

goingtomatter,ifthere'sanythingmyfather



doesn'tstandit'sdisrespectingChristianity.It'shis

childcommittingasinandembarrassinghisname.

“Iwilltaketheblame,”hesays.

IwishhiswordscouldmakemefeelbetterbutI

knowmyfather,thisisbiggerthanhethinks.

“Ndondo,”hestopsmebeforegoingthroughthe

door.

Abreathtakingkiss!

“Iloveyoumama.It'sgoingtobeokay,”hesays

withanassuringlookonhisface.

Ireallydon'tknow.Idon't.AllIknowisthatshitis

abouttohitthefan.

Thebishop?MykneesbuckletogetherandIstart

losingmysteps.Myfatherissittingonthesame

couchwewerefu€kingon.I'mgoingstraighttohell.

There'snoheavenforme!Notevenasneakpeekof

Maria.

“Ndondowhatareyoudoinghere?”Mymothergoes

first.Myfatherandthebishoparestaringat



Ndabuko.Hecouldn'tevenbuttonuphisshirt

properly,theyhaveseenhistattoo.Taboo,tattoo!

“PrincessI'mtalkingtoyou!”Secondname?Ihave

nooneonmyside.

“Sanibonani,”Ndabukogreets.

Silence.Ifstarescouldkillhewould'vebeenlong

gone.

“IaskedMissSibisitovisitme,”hesays.

“Andyouare?”Myfatherasks.Amanwhohas

neverliftedhisfingeronanyonebutisfearedlikea

lion.Mainlybecausemostpeoplebelievethathe's

relatedtoJesusChrist,anuncleorsomething.

“I'mNdabukoMngomezulu,”hesays.

“Wherearetheelders?Weneedtotalktothem

aboutthis.”

Evencentimetersawayfromme,Ifeelhisskin

cringeatthequestion.

“I'manelder,theparentsarenomore,”hesays.

Theattentionshiftstome.Myfather’sstareisa



burninglikeaflame.

“WhatdidIsayaboutrebelliousboyswithno

directioninlife?Didn'tIsaystayawayfrom

demonslikehim?”

Maqhingafrownsandstepsforward.He'sbeen

standingbytheentranceandgluedtohisphonethe

wholetime.

“BabaIloveyourdaughter.Iwasn'tdisrespecting

youoranything.Wehadpersonalissuestosolve

beforeinvolvingfamilies,”Ndabukoexplains.

“Families?”Mymotheraskswithamockingchuckle.

“Didn'tyousayyouhavenofamily?”Bishop

Khawulaasks.

“Parents.Hedoesn'thaveparents!Family,hehas,”

Maqhingasays,hisattitudewrappedineachword

hespitsout.

Eyesonmeagain!

“WhatareyoudoinghereNdondoyamahlase?”-my

father.

NdabukoclearshisthroatandanswersbeforeIcan



findmyvoice.

“Iaskedhertovisit,”hesays.

Heshould'veshutupbecausemyfatherisaboutto

jumponhisheathenass.

“Ukhonzaphiwenamfana?”(Wheredoyouattend

church)

Thisoneisadeterminingquestion.Iwishmy

mothercanstandupforme.Iwould'veunderstood

ifitwasAuntVumile,butwithherIdon't.Mothers

shouldalwayssideandprotecttheirdaughters.

“Ngikhonzaemadlozini,”Ndabukosays.(Ibelievein

theancestors)

Iguessthisisit!BishopKhawulaisuponhisfeet.

Meandmyhouseneedahugeprayer.

“Mam'Sibisipleasecallthedeaconandtellhim

we'reonourwayback.Ndondo,didyoubring

anythinghere?Getyourbagsandlet'sgo.”

Ndabuko'shandgrabsmyarm.Iswearmyheartis

abouttoleapoutofmymouth.

“NgizogezaamagcekeakoSibisikuqala.Ngiyawazi



umonakaloodalekilenokuthingideleleumuzi

wakho.”(I'mawareofthedamageandthefactthat

Idisrespectedthefamily,soI'mgoingtocleanse

thepremises.)

Thesilencethatfallsafterhimisthickenoughtobe

cutbyaknife.

Thenmyfatherlooksatthehandthat'sstoppingme

fromleaving.It'snotatightgrip,Icouldbreakfree

anddoasI'mtold,butIgothereonfreewill.

Iclearthedustlyinginmythroat.

“Itookdaysoffwork,Faithisholdingtheropes

whileI'mhere.”Itrynottosounddisrespectful.

They'resilent;waitingformetogetstraighttothe

pointIfearmorethananything.

“I'mnotleaving,”Isay.

Thedisappointmentonmymother'sfacewillhaunt

metillIgivebirth.ButNdabukoandthebabyare

abouttobecomemyownlittlefamilyandIhaveto

learntostandbythem.



Ilieonbedandlistenasthecardrivesoff.Idon't

knowhowI'llfacemyparentsandontopofthat,I

havetoannouncethepregnancy.

“HlasekaziI'msorry,IpromiseyouI'mgoingto

makethisright.”

He'ssittingnexttome,withhishandplacedonmy

hipanddrowninginthesamesorrowasme.

“Theywon'tacceptgoatsorwhateveryou'regoing

tooffertothem,”Isay.

Deepsigh!

“Iknowthiswon'tbeeasy,especiallywithdifferent

beliefsinvolved,butyou'recomingtothese

premisesNdondoyami.Uzongenangebhokisi

oyophumangalo.Iwillpaylobola,fetchyoubythe

crackofdawnfromyourhomeandbindyoutothe

Mngomezuluswhereyoubelong.”Heliesnextto

meandpullsmeontohischest.

“Thankyouforstandingwithme.We'llaccompany

youhometomorrowmorningwithagoat.”

Iguess“we”ishimandtheNgidis,whoseemtobe



nowhisfamily.

“Idon'tunderstandwhyAndiswasoldmeout.Yes,I

doactlikeMaria'sfirstdaughterattimesbutthat's

becauseIwanttoprotecther.”Idon'tbullymy

siblingsbutAndiswaisgoingtowishshewasnever

bornwhenIgettoDurban.

“Itwasn’ther,”hesays.

Myforeheadgrowsintoafrown.

“Whowasitthen?IknowthatKhosidoesn'tlikeyou

butshewouldn't…”Heclearshisthroatandtears

hiseyesawayfromme.

“Zamafuze,right?”Iaskandhenodshishead.

Damnit!!!

.

.

THALENTE

Thisistoocoincidental.YesterdayIgotthistaxi,

againtodayitcomesjustasIstandatthesideof



theroad.Ineverunderstandwhyhealwayslooks

soentertainedtobearoundme.It'snotlikeIsingor

crackinternationaljokesforhim.Ifanything,Iget

irritatedbyhispompousass.

Itwasbetterwhenhesentforhisfoodandmade

demandsthatwedishforhimacertainway.Now

hepersonallycomestotheshelter,sitsonthe

benchlikeabossandspecificallyasksmeto

preparehisplateandservehim.Obviously,Idon't

sayno,notevenwhenheasksmetopourhiswater

intheglassforhim.

Hetreatsmelikehisdesignatedmaidandtogetmy

revenge,Idoitwithasmileonmyfaceandthen

punishhimwithsilenceinthetaxibackhome.

Ialsodon'tunderstandhowI'malwaysthelast

passengerinhistaxi.It'slikehedoeseverythingto

getundermyskin,likestoppingthemusicwhileI'm

stillenjoyingthesong.

“Iwaslisteningtothesong,”Itellhim,openingmy

mouthforthefirsttimesinceIgotinsidehistaxi.



“Icansingitforyou,theradioisfinishingmy

petrol.”

Oh!Comingfromastrugglingfamilythatownsonly

awheelbarrowwithabrokenhandle,Ididn'tknow

thattheradiointhecarusedpetrolaswell.

“Letitbe.Idon'twanttohearyousing,”Isay.

Surprisingly,hedoesn'tsayanythingback.Weare

justafewminutesawayfrommystop,maythis

silencebeforeverheld!

“Secondcorner!”

“Iknow,”hesays.

Itwasjustaformality,hemuststopactinglikean

ass.

Hestops.

Iclutchmybagandopenthedoor.Heopenshisas

well.

Iclimboutofthetaxi.Healsoclimbsout.

Owkaaay!



“Whereareyougoing?”Iask.

“I'mthirsty,doyoumindgivingmeaglassof

water?”

Yes,Idomind.Idon'thaveaglassinmyshack,I

haveaplasticmugthatItookfromhome.

“No,Idon'thavewater,”Isay.

Hiseyeswideninawe.

“Youcanbestingyallyouwant.Butyoucan'tdeny

someoneaglassofwater.”Toosmartformyliking!

“It'smywater,Icarriedthebucketallthewayfrom

thetapdowntheroad.IcandenyyouifIwantto,”I

say.

Hedoesn'tsayanything.Hefoldshisarmsand

staresatme.

Sigh!

Hisfootstepsfollowbehindme.Whoevertoldthis

manthattheworldrevolvesaroundhimgotallofus

inahugeproblem.Nowhecan'tevenrespectmy

decisionofdenyinghimaglassofwater?!



Alltheshackslookalike.Ijustkeepinmindthat

minehasacrosssignonthedoorandmy

neighbourisaloudZimbabweanladywho'salways

shoutingatherboyfriend.

MyfollowerstandsoutsideasIunlockthedoorand

walkin.

Icontemplatewhethertogivehimwaterornot.I

knowthisisoneofhismillionstrategiesof-HowTo

AnnoyThalente.SomethingIneverunderstand.Isit

stillaboutthebeefplateIforcedhimtoeat?

Itakemytime;Ichangeintomyflip-flops,throwmy

lunchtininsidethewashingbasinandthengethim

hiswater.

“Idon'tdrinkwhilestanding,Ichoke,”hesays.

Talkaboutgivingsomeoneyourhandandthey

demandthewholearm!

“Okay,comeinside,”Isaywithmylastdropof

patience.



He'stallerthanmydoor.Hebendshisheadand

walksin.I’msorryifhisrich-asshasneverbeen

insideashack.Thisshackismybedroom,kitchen,

loungeandbathroom.It'sanall-in-oneshack.

“Youcansitonthebed,”Itellhimandquestionmy

senseofcautiousnessasafemalelivinginSouth

Africawherewomenarerapedandkilledeveryday.

IjustletamanIhardlyknowinsidemylivingspace

andlethimsitonmybedandlooklikeashocked

goat.

Hesipsthewaterandputthemugonthetable.Yes,

thetableisjustanarmawayfromthebed.

“ThankyouMaMbatha,”hesays.

“Pleasure,Hlomuka.Drivesafely,”Itellhim.

“I'mnotdrivingyet.Ineedafewminutesofrest.”

Withthatsaidhepullsthepillow,placesitagainst

thewallandliesonhisback.

Minuteslaterhe'ssnoringsoftly.He'stoobigfor



metodragoutandknowinghowearlytheywakeup

everymorningtogetustowork,Ithinklettinghim

havehisnaponmybedisfair.

Ialwaysstartbyhavingabathbeforecooking.But

todayIcan'thavethingsmywaysinceIhavean

uninvitedcompany.Iwashthericeandputitonthe

stove.IhavenofridgeandI'mtoonewtobother

peopleandaskthemtokeepmymeat.So,Iliveon

bakedbeans,tinfishandvegetables.

Icutasliceofcabbagethatwillbeenoughformy

dinnerandlunchfortomorrow.Onions,garlic,curry

powderandoxtailsoup;thesearemyonly

ingredients.There'snomouth-wateringaroma

comingfromthepotbutmyfoodisstilltasty.

There'sayawn.He'sawake?Oh,finallyI'mgoingto

havemyspaceback.

“It'slate,”Itellhim.

Heyawnsagainandstretcheshisarms.Thisisnot

“Ijustwokeup"yawn,nowit's“I'mhungry”one.I've

alreadybeentoldthatI'mstingy,Idon'twantthat



perceptionofmetosolidify.

“Doyoueatcabbage?”

Pleasesayno!

“Yes,”hesays.

InevergetanythingIwantinthislife!

Itakeaspicecontainer,Ican'tgivehimthe

TupperwareonethatIuseforspecialoccasions,

andIdishupforhim.Iknowhedoesn'tdoesn'teat

withoutaglassofwater,Iputitonthetablenextto

hisfood.

Nothankyou,nonothing.Thepersonjusttakesmy

foodanddigsin.

Hewipestheplatecleanandputsitbackonthe

table.Hismugisempty,herefillsitwithwaterfrom

thebucketandsitsbackonthebed.I'mnota

horribleperson,butwhenisheleaving?

He'stooquietformyliking.Yesheannoysme

everytimeheopenshismouthbutIalsodon'twant

himtobecompletelysilent.



“Itlookslikewe'llhavetoswipehouses.Youlike

beinghere,don'tyou?”I'mteasinghimbutthe

seriousnessonhisfacedoesn'tmelt.

“Notreally,Ilikebeingaroundyou,”hesays.

“IknowI'magreatpersontobearound,butIneed

tobatheandsleep,”Isay.

Hopefullyhecanseethepotofboilingwaterontop

ofthestove.He'soverstayedhiswelcome.

Heliftshimselfupandstandsinthemiddle.The

wayhe'sscanningaroundmakesme

uncomfortable.Ishejudgingmyshack?

“Woza,ngifunaukuvalelisa,”hesays.(Come,Iwant

tosaygoodbye)

“Youcansayitrightwhereyoustand,”Isay,

suddenlynottooconfident.Ihaveneverlookedat

himinastrangesinfulway,well,untilnow.He's

alwaysbeenanannoyingtaxidriverwhosefather

ownsataxirank.ButatthismomentIseehimasa

man,andnotjustanyman,amanwhocouldmake



melosecontrol.Thewidechest,stackedshoulders

andtheAdam'sapplethatkeepspoppingup.His

definedcheekbonesandunapologeticupturned

eyes.

“Areyouscaredofme?”

Maye!Whodoeshethinkheis?

“Noooo!”Ifulminateinascreech.

“Thenwhyareyoustandingthere?Woza

ngivalelise.”

Itakeadeepbreathandafewstepstowardshim.I

standinfrontofhimwithmyarmsfoldedandthe-

“I'mnotscaredofyou”lookboldlyportrayedonmy

face.

“IwantVinDieseltoknockmeout,”hesaysand

pullsmeintohisarms.BeforeIcanprotestI'm

squeezedtightlyonhischest.

Ababykisslandsonmycheekbeforehefreesme

fromthehug.

“Ndlalifa!”I'mtornbetweenangerandfunny

feelingsfeatheringanestbelowmytummy.



Thathugwasoutofthisworld.It'sahugthatcan

neverbehuggedbyanyotherman.

“Thankyou,”hesays.Idon'tthinkanyonecansay

“thankyou"thewayhejustdid.Whata“thankyou”!

Myfatlegsarebehindhim,handsarefiddling

beforemychest,asIseehimoutofthedoor.

Stupidgirl!Where'stherealThalente?Thisnewone

istalentedinstupidity.

Istopoutsidethedoor.Healsostopsandlooksat

me.

Nosytenants,whataretheylookingat?

“Iwillseeyoutomorrow,uyezwa?”

Inodmyhead.Heturnsaroundandleaves.

It'sstilltoday?DidtheANCstealthetimefunds?

Becausethewatchisnotworkingproperlyonmy

phone.Itwas19:38aminuteagoandnowit's19:39

insteadoftomorrow.Whatthehell!

[03/14,09:02] :Chapter15



NDONDO

Inthislifeyoumustneverthinkyouknowanyone.

MymindstillrefusestobelievethatMrNgidiwas

Nhlanzeko’s“groetman"andhe'sbehindallmy

success.Ithoughthesawpotentialinme,thathe

wasimpressedwithmyworkeverytimehepassed

thosecomplimentsandtookmeintomeetingswith

him.ButthemanwasjustkeepingNhlanzeko's

promisesandnowthatIthinkaboutit,Bantwana

Holdingsheldbackhislife.Hispassionisintaxis

andnowthathe'srunningforthechairmanposition

intheassociationandnolongertheCEO,hesmiles

moreoften.

Idon'tknowwhathedidorwhathesaidtoget

Ndabuko'sunclehere.Heheardthattheman

refusedtocomeandaskedthatwegivehimafew

minutestogohaveawordwithhim.Andhecame

backwithhim.

NeverinmywildestdreamhaveIeverthoughtthat



onedayI'dbeaccompaniedbyfourmenback

homewithawhitegoattocleansethefactthatI

hadsex.Ifwewereinthehotelorinmyhousenone

ofthiswould'vebeennecessary.ButIwasatthe

Mngomezuluhomesteadwithouttheparents’

consentandinNdabuko'sworldtheonlywayof

apologisingtoamanistosendananimal.

Ireallydon'tknowwhat'sgoingtohappenwhenwe

gethome,myfatherisahardcoreChristianthat

neverslaughters.Hedoesn'tbelieveinspilling

bloodorinthebeliefthatdeadpeople’sspiritslive

evenafterdeath.Whichiswhywehaven'tbeento

Nyandeniinthirteenyears.Thelasttimewewere

therewaswhenourgrandfatherdiedandweleft

shortlyaftertheburial.

Ithinkitwasthatdaywhenthefamilysplitintotwo.

MyfatherandAuntVumilechosetoleavebecause

theirhard-headedbigbrother,Maqhawe,insistedon

slaughteringgoatsandburningimpephotosendoff

mkhulu.Asthekids,weweren'tallowedtovisitat

NyandenianymorebecauseBab’Maqhawe

would'vedefinitelywelcomeduswithimpephoand



slaughteredchickenstolet“hisancestors”know

thatwe'rehome.

HishandbrushesmytummyandIsnapoutofmy

thoughtsandlookathim.He'snervousjustasIam

buthe'stryingtobepositiveformysake.

“Iwanttosmoke.Akuphilamakhehla?”Ndlalifa

saysbehindbehindthesteeringwheel.

“They'rebehind,”Ndabukosays.

Hestopsatthesideoftheroadandtheybothget

outofthecar.Theirsmokingbreakturnsintoa

deep,lowdiscussionthattakesalmosttenminutes.

WhenNdabukoturnshiseyestomeinsidethecarI

sendafiercestarehisway.Ican'tbelieveIhave

masteredthe“boyfriendreprimanding”stareso

earlyinarelationship.He'sgettingbackinsidethe

carwithimmediateeffect.

MrNgidiandNdabuko'sunclearrivedbeforeus.Is

itnotthemultiplesmokingbreaksthatdelayedus?



It'sjustafewticksawayfromeleven,hopefullymy

fatherishomeandnotrunninghisChristianly

errands.

IstaybehindwithNdabukointhecarasothersgo

andstandinfrontofthelockedgate.

“Sikhulekileekhaya,koBhovungane,oZibisi

zikaSishaka,ngubozokwembathazikaZulu.

Mahlase!”

Thepraisesdon'tdoathingtomyfather.He'snot

thatmanwhogetstickledbyclannames.Maybeif

theyquotedafewverses!

“LonaokhulekayouMngomezulu.UNkabanhle,

uDlakadla.UMasok'anqunungemizimbayawo!

Sizocelaisihloboesihlelayikhaya…”

Whatthehell?!!

“Ndabuko?”Ilookathim.Myjawsareonthe

ground.

“Sthandwasami?”herespondsveryunbothered.

“Whatisthis?Ithoughtwewereheretoapologize

fortheunconsentedvisit,”Iask.



“It'sallinoneprocess.Sizocelausuku,sigezebese

sibuyanenhlawulonamalobolo.”

“Butwedidn'tdiscussmarriage.”

“Wedid.ItoldyouIwasgoingtomakeyoua

Mngomezulu.”

He'sunbelievable!JustwhenIthoughthewasa

romanticgentlemanwhounderstoodwhat

communicationis.

“Ididn'tagreetoanything.Ididn'teventhinkthat

wasaproposal.Imeanwhatkindofaproposalis

that?Ithoughtitwasjustafuturereference.”

“MyfutureisnowNdondo,withyou”hesays.

“WhataboutZamafuze?BecauseasfarasIknow

youhaven'tcalledthingsoffwithherandshe'salso

expectinglobolafromyou,”Iask.

“Iwillpayforthedamagesanddotheritualsforthe

baby,”hesays.

“Doyouhavetheballstodothattoher?”Wordsjust

slipoutofmylipsandbythefrownonhisface,he’s

pissed.



“Meaning?”heasks.

“Idon'tmeantooffendyoubutIdon'tthinkyou're

braveenoughtobreakupwiththatgirl.Youkeep

sayingthatyoudon'tloveheranymoreandyou

wanttobewithme.Butshe'sstilllivinginyour

house,turningmeagainstmyparentsandrubbing

Nhlanzeko'sdeathonmyface.Ididn'taskyouto

lovemeandIdidn’taskNhlanzekotogiveme

everythingthathegaveme.I'mstillproudofmy

achievementsandhowfarI'vecome.AndIswear

Ndabuko,I'mnotgoingtoshareyouwithher.It's

herorme!”

“SosheopenedNhlanzeko'sroomforyouthatday

whenyoufainted?”

Whatdidhethink?Theworstcould'vehappenedon

thatday.Shecould'vestrangledmetodeathand

dumpedmeontherailway.Hewouldn'thavefound

outbecauseinhiseyesthisFuzeisasaint.

IonlyletthatincidentslidebecauseIwasalso

wrong.EventhoughIdidn'tknowoftheir

relationshipbutIwaspartofthereasonwhyshe



washurting.

“Ineedtomakeaphonecall.”Heuntangleshisarm

frommeandclimbsoutofthecar.

Ialsoneedtomakeaphonecall.Iwanttoknow

what'shappeninginside.Aretheyevenawareofthe

peopleoutsidethegateorthey'reignoringthemon

purpose.

Hepicksupwitharehearsedresponse.

“YouhavereachedBahleSibisi,howcanIhelp

you?”

Irollmyeyes.Yes,I'vebeencalleduptightmany

timesthanIcanremember,butIwasn'tlikehimat

theageof14.Ididn'tlockmyselfintheroom,wore

eyeglassesandreadSciencebooks.

“Comeoutsideurgently,”Itellhim.

“Isthatmysister?Well,Ican'tcomeoutrightnow.

Maybeafterafewmin…”Hhayi-bo,thischild!

“NowBahle!Iwillcounttoten,”Iclearmythroat

andchangemytone.“Don'ttelltheparentswhere



you'regoing,”Isay.

“Whycan'tItellthem?Imean…”Idropthecall

beforemorequestionsfollow.Hewantsscientific

explanationforeverythingintheworld.

Ndabukoissittingnexttome,lookinglikehe's

abouttoburstintoflames.Thingsweren'tsupposed

togothisway.IdolovehimandIdon'tmindgetting

marriedtohim.Buthewassupposedtosortouthis

lifefirstanddirectlydiscusswithmethathe's

comingtoaskformyhandinmarriage.

Bahlewalkstowardsthecarandwhenheseesthat

I'mwithsomeoneheadjustshiseyeglasses.

“Ismomawareofthepeopleoutsidethegate?”I

askafterrollingdownthewindow.

“Hello,howareyou?”hesays,directingtoNdabuko.

“I'mgoodandyourself?”

“I'mwell,thankyou.Sisi,whatwereyousaying?”

Youjusthavetoembraceyourselfforformalities

beforeengagingwiththischild.



“Ismomawareofthepeopleoutsidethegate?”I

repeat.

“Yes,”hesays.

“Whyaren'ttheyopeningforthem?”Iask.

“Ijustopenedit,theycanenteriftheywant.When

areyougoingtoCNA?Ineedafewbooksformy

research.”

Canthisconversationbeaboutme?

“Whichbooksdoyouneed?”NdabukocutsinasI'm

busydialingmymother'snumber.Ididn'texpect

hertodothistome.Ihavebeenagooddaughter,I

livedbytherulesandachievedwhatmostofmy

peerscouldn't.

“Ndondo,whatdoyouwant?”sheasksasshepicks

up.

“MomtheMngomezulusareoutsidethegate,”Isay.

“Idon'trememberinvitingthemtomyhouse.Their

goatismakingnoise,tellthemtogoandabuse

God'sanimalsfarawayfrommyhouse.”Withthat



saidshedropsthecall.Animalabuse?Really?Her

husbandcannotlivewithoutsteak,isitnotanimal

abusewhenwhitepeopleslaughteranimalsfor

butcheries?

Itrytostaycalm,Ireallydo.Butwhentheymake

theirwaybackanhourlaterIbreakdownandlet

tearsruinmymake-up.

“Sthandwasamiplease,we'llkeeptrying,”hesays,

pullingmeontohischest.Iknowhowmyfatheris,

he'snotgoingtochangehismind.Onlymymother

knowswhichbuttonstopresstogethimcalm,but

she'snotonmysideeither.Theonlywaythey'd

everaccepthimisifheattendschurchandliveby

thewordofGod.Idon'tseethathappeningeither.

Ndabukoisguidedbytheancestors,Idon'tthinkhe

evenbelievesthattherewasamancalledJesus

Christwhodiedforoursins.

“Ndondoyou'llupsetthebaby,ngicelawehlise

umoya.”

Noweveryoneiswatchinguswithpitycanopying



theirfaces.Whywouldmyfamilyembarrassme

likethis?Theycould'vejustlettheminandturned

themdowndecently.

Ieventuallygetagripofmyemotionsandtakemy

bagoutofthecar.Iwasonlyallowedtoenterthe

premisesoncethegoathasbeenpresentedtothe

family,butsincethatdidn'tsucceedI'llletmyself

inside.

“Areyougoingtobeokay?”heasks.

IwishIcangivehimsomethingmoreconvincing

thanjustanod.

“I'llwaithere,comebacktomeiftheykickyouout

ormakeyouuncomfortable.”

Well,IboughtthishouseandI'mpayingallthebills

monthly.There'snowaythey'regoingtokickme

outbutthey'llsurelymakemeuncomfortable.I

wouldn'tbesurprisedifchurchwomencomewith

Bibleslatertobringmeapowerfulprayer.

“Iwon'tgiveuponus.Pleasebepatientwithme,



I'mgoingtobringyouhomethewayyou're

supposedtocome.”Hepecksthesideofmyface

andstaresdeeplyintomyeyesuntilIreleaseallthe

tensionwithaheavysighandnodmyhead.

“Iwillcallyou.Pleasekeepyourpromises

Ndabuko,”Isay.

HeknowswhichpromisesI'mreferringto.

.

.

Myfatherhasbeenignoringmebyreadingthe

newspaperoverandoveragain.Mymotheris

sippingontheteaandactinglikenothinghappened.

Theonlywaytogettheirattentionistoannounce

thebiggernews.

“There'ssomethingIneedtotellyou,”Isay.

Momletsoutasighbeforeputtinghercuponthe

saucer.

“Baba,lendheryourattentionforafewminutes.I

hopethishasnothingtodowiththatfamilyyou

broughttoourgate.”



Well,itdoesandthere'smoretoit.

Sibisiisstaringatme.Hiseyesarepeekingunder

theeyeglassesandIknowthathe'sreadyforawar.

“I'mpregnant,”Isay.

Theybothfreeze.

Nomovementorwhatsoever.

“Ndabukowantstopayforthedamagesandstart

withlobolanegotiations,”Isay.

Sibisipicksuphisnewspaper,foldsitnearlyand

leavestheroomwithoutbreathingaword.

“Ndondowhyareyouembarrassinguslikethis?

Outofalldecentmenwhowould'vekilledtomarrya

beautifulgirllikeyou,youwentoutanddated

umageza?”Oh,thisisaboutNkosinathi,thepastor's

sonwhothoughtI'djumpontohimandoffermyself

ashissubmissivewife.

IhavenoenergytoexplainhowNdabukoendedup

inthetaxis.Shecanjudgehimallshewantsbutthe

guyhasdoublethebrainsofherandherhusband

combined.



“Whenmusttheycome?”Iask.

“Ndondoyamahlase,you'renevergoingtomarry

intothatfamily.Allyouneedtofocusonrightnow

isaskingGodforforgiveness.”Shecollectshertea

cupandsaucerandfollowsbehindherhusband.

Theyhaveleftmewithnochoicebuttogobackto

theworldtheyhavekeptmefromforthirteenyears.

I'vealwayshadhisnumberbutI'venevercalledhim

becauseIhadtochoosemyparents.

Hepicksupafterseveralrings.He'sonthelinebut

he'swaitingformetospeak.

“Bab’omdala,it’sme,”Isay.

“Ndondo?”He'sshockedbutIcanhearthe

happinessinhisvoice.

“Yes,it'sme,”Isay.

“Ndodakaziyami,areyouokay?Iseveryone

alright?”Iguesshedoesn'tholdgrudgesagainst

hisbrotherandsisterwhochosetodisownhimand

nevergobackhome.



“Yeseveryoneisfine.It'sjustme,Ihaveafew

problemsandmyparentsaren'thelpful,”Isay.

“Whatkindofproblems?”heasks.

“Imetsomeone…”I'mstrugglingtofindagood

explanationthatcouldpainthimaclearpictureof

what'shappening.Idon'tthinkaZulufatherinhim

wouldunderstandhowapenisgotinsidehis

daughter'svagina.

“Iknewthisdaywouldcome,”hesaysbeforeIcan

explain.I'mnotsurewhathemeans.Heknewthat

I'llneedhimoneday?

“AmaHlasearewaitingforyou,pleasecomehome,”

hesays.

IthinkthisallIneeded;himtoaskmetocome

home.Ithastakenmethislongtofindmyspiritual-

self.Twenty-sixyears!Iwastoldwhattobelievein

andIbelieved.Andthere'snothingwrongwiththat,

parentshavetoshowtheirkidsthepaththeythink

isthebest.It'sonlyunfairwhentheydenythemthe

chancetochoosetheirownspiritualpathasthey

grow.



IstillbelieveinGodandtheprinciplesof

righteousness.ButI'mgoinghome,wheremy

grandparentsandthosebeforethemrest,the

Sibisis.

It'snotdisrespect.Ichoosemyownpath,it'sapart

ofdecisionsIhavetotakeasagrownup,amother

andsomeone'swife-to-be.

.

.

Icannotletmypersonallifeinterferewithmywork.

Ipromisedtotakethiscompanytothenextlevel,

theownershipdoesn'tmeanIhavetoworklessand

puteverythingonFaith.

“Yourmeetingwiththesuppliershasbeen

postponedtoWednesday.Beforeyoubiteanyone's

headoff,I'mtheonewhopostponedit.Youneedto

catchabreak,don'teventhinkaboutfightingme.”

Owkaaay!Brownpaperbag?Wineglass?

“Khosiwe'reatwork!”I'mstunnedbythebottleof

wine.



“Workinwhosecompany?Yourjuiceiscoming,

babymama.Us,peoplewhoknowhowtouse

condoms,willindulgeinrealbottles.”

Ishould’veknownthisiswhatitwouldleadinto.

ButIdon'tstopherfromdrinking,shehasworked

hardtohaveafriendwhoownsacompany.

“Ndabukoownshalfofit,”Iremindherandsherolls

hereyes.Ihaven'ttoldheraboutmySaturdaytripto

Nyandeni.

“Hedoesn'tevencareabouthisshares,”shesays

andwavesthesubjectoffwithherhand.

Shetakesasipfromherglass.

“TellmeabouttheMaqhingascene.Whatdidyou

dowhenhewalkedonyouguystlof-tlofing?”

Gosh,whydidIeventellheraboutthis?NowIhave

totellthestoryforthefifthtime.

“HejuststoodthereandwatchedasIattemptedto

run.Ndabukoheldmebackandhidmeunderhis

bodyonthecouch.”Shechokeswithlaughterand

nearlyspillsoutthewine.



“Thenhewaslike-“Isthiswhatyoutwogetuptoall

daylong?Getdressed,you'llcontinuesmashing

laterbecausetheparentsarehere,”–wehadno

otherchoicebuttogetournakedbuttandleaking

genitalsintothebedroom.”Idon'tknowwhyIfind

thisfunnybecauseitwasembarrassing.Idon't

knowhowI'mgoingtofaceMaqhingathenexttime

Iseehim.

Thelaughterandwineoffice-partyisdisturbedby

theshiftingdoor.MyfacelightensupasKhosirolls

hereyesuntiltheytouchherbrain.

I'veneverhadthisguestintheofficebefore.The

lasttimehewasherenobodyknewthathewas

actuallytheco-owner.

“Nomkhosi,”heacknowledgesherandshejust

wavesherhandathimandwalksoutwithherbottle

underherarm.

“Itmustbenice!”Ndabukosaysashewatchesher

walkingoutofthedoor.I’mnotgettingmyself

involvedintheirludicrousbeef.



“Shetakescareofyourcompanywhileyou're

chillingatthetaxirank.WhatbringsyouhereMr

Mngomezulu?”Iask.

Helowershimselfontheguestcouch.

“Mattersoftheheart,”hesays.Forsomeonewho's

insidemyofficeforthefirsttimehe'snotmuch

interestedinmyexpensivebeautifuldeskthathasa

returncabinet.Everyonecomplimentsitwhenthey

walkinhere.

“Haveyoubeenherebefore?”Iask.

“No.”Thesmirk!Idon'tbelievehim.I'venever

ownedthislife,haveI?

“I'vebeenmissingyou.Rememberwehave

unfinishedclass?”Hecocksuphiseyebrow.

ThatwouldbetheW-O-TclassthatIwasjusta

blinkawayfrompassingwhenMaqhingadisturbed

us.

“You'llteachmelater,Sir.Ihopeyourhousehas

beenvacuumed.”

Whyishesighingnow?Hemustn'tdaresighonme!



“Itis,right?”Iask.

“Shemovedoutbut…”Anothersigh.Lordwhat

happened?

“Sherefusestoletmepayforthedamages.But

that'snotwhatI'mworriedabout,whatstressesme

isthatshedoesn'twantmetodothenamingritual

formybaby.Idon'twanttohaveangryspirits

hoveringovermeandIdon'twantanythingto

happentoourbaby.”

Idon'tknowwhatthismeans;“angryspirits-

anythingtohappentoourbaby.”

Butitcouldbebad,judgingbythewayhisfingers

justballedintoafistandhisfacialmusclestensing

upandrevealingthethrobbingveinonhisforehead.

“IknowthatIhavewastedhertime.Fouryears,

Ndondo.Butpunishingmybabyinsteadofmeis

unfair.”

Itlookslikewehavemorethanjustfamilyproblems.

Ireallydon'tknowhowhe'sgoingtodealwiththis,

allI'mprayingforisthatnothingharmsmybaby.
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THALENTE

Ididn'tgethistaxitodayandalreadymymoodis

sour.Idon'twanttositbehindthisoval-headed

driverwhoplaysCasperNyovest.WhoplaysCasper

Nyovestinataxi?Whydoesn'theplaymaskandi

likeotherdrivers?OrmustIsaylikeacertaindriver?

Thisoneevengivesmethechangeexactlylikeit

should.He'sscammingme.WheneverIpayIget

mychangeplusR50ontop.

I'mannoyedsoearlyinthemorning.Idon'teven

realizehowemptythetaxirankisasIwalktowards

theshelterabsent-mindedly.WhyamIevenfeeling

thisway?HasitbeenthatlongsinceIwas

entertainedbyamanthatamerehugandbabykiss

havemestretchingmynecklikeagiraffelooking

foramanwhohasn'tsaidanythingtome?

ItlookslikeI'mtooearly.EvenSis’Thandiisnot

hereyet.Iwipethewoodenbenchandlowermyself



onit.Eventhoughonlyoneearisworking,Iplugmy

headsetinthephoneandplaymusic.Icouldstart

bysweepinginsidetheshelterbutI'mtoolazy.I'll

justpretendasifIcouldn'tfindthebroomwhen

theygethere.

ThewholetaxirankwasemptywhenIgothere.

TherewereonlyfewSparworkersandtaxi

commuterswhowereheadingtotheirwork

destinations.I'mrelievedtoseeoneslimguy

joggingtowardstheshelter.

Theordershavestarted!

Hegetstomeandpullsouthisphone.Maybehe

hasanimportantcalltomake,soIwaitforhimto

getoverwithitwithanotepadandpeninmyhand.

“Bafo,isittheafroonewithabigforehead?”he

askstheotherpersonashiseyessweepoverme.

IshiftonthebenchandputasidethenotepadthatI

hadinmyhand.

Ihaveaplastic-coveredhandmirrorthatIbought



fromastreethawkerandascheapasitis,Istillsee

aclearreflectionofmyselfonit.Afro?Bigforehead?

That'sdefinitelyme,nowI'mstuckonwhogavethis

guytherighttocallmybigforeheadbig?

“Kantieyaniimzuzu?Abezephela!”(What'sthewait

for?Theymustcome.)He'stalkingabout

somethingelse,somethingthatseemstoupsethim.

His“small"foreheadgrowsintoafamiliarfrown.He

clickshistongueashedropsthecall.Thenhe

comesstraighttomeandgrabsmybagnexttome.

“Let'sgo!”hesays.

Igetuponmyfeetandgrabhisarmbeforehe

takesanotherstep.Whothehellisthis?

Helooksbackatmeandexhales.

“Youshouldn'thavecomeheretoday.Nowdo

Ndlalifaafavourandcooperatewithme."

ThementionofNdlalifa’snamecalmsmedowna

bitbutI'mnotcooperatingwithastranger.

“Bringbackmybag,”Isay.

He'ssoannoyedbutI'veseenenoughannoyed



peopleinmylifethatitdoesn'taffectmeanymore.

“Youcan'tbeheretoday.Nobodyisallowedtobe

here,”heexplainsslowly,makingsurethateach

wordsticksthroughandregisterinsidemybig

forehead.

“FineI'llgobacktomyhouse.Idon'tneedyouto

pullme,”Isay.

Hetakesadeepbreathandshrugshisshoulders.

Withintheblinkofaneyemylegsarefloatinginthe

airandI'mplacedagainsthisshoulder.Idon'teven

understandhowhedidthat,I'msize34forcrying

outloud!

“Ifyoudon'tputmedownnowI'mgoingtoscream,”

Ithreatenbuthedoesn'tcare.Hecrossestheempty

roadwithmeonhisshouldersandstopsinoneof

thefewtaxisthatarehere.

Heshovesmeinsideandclosesthedoorafterme.

Seriously?Ndlalifasentthisassholetodothisto

me?



Theassholejumpsonthedriver'sseatandstarts

thetaxi.I'veneverbeentoanydrivingschoolbutI

don'tthinkit'sallowedtospeedlikethiswhile

reversing.Therobotisstillredwhenhecrossesit

ashedrivesoutoftown.

Wearedrivingtothenorth.No,scratchthat,weare

flyingtothenorthwithataxi.EvenifIopenmy

mouthhewon'thearme.I'veheardrumoursabout

disagreementsbetweenthetaxiassociationbig

shots,soIguessthisiswhatithasledinto.WhatI

don'tunderstandiswhyamIgoingtoEverest

HeightsinsteadofCannelandswhereIsquat.

Heparksthetaxiinfrontofahazey-greypainted

ramblerhouse.

“Whydidyoubringmehere?”Iask.

Hejumpsoutofthecarandhurriestomyside.He

opensthedoorandsignalsthatIclimbout.He

looksimpatientmorethanever.

“I'mnotgettingoutbeforeyoutellmewhothehell

youare,whosehouseisthisandwhyamhere,”I



say.

“Whydon'tyoucallyourmanandaskhim?Idid

whatIwastoldtodo.”Hefishessomethingoutof

hispocketandhandsittome.Housekeys?

“Iwanttoleave,”hesays.

Withconfusionthreateningtoburstmyhead,I

climboutwithmybag.Heclosesthedoorand

rushestothedriver'sside.

Hespeedsoff,leavingmestandinginfrontofthe

strangehouselikealostsheep.

Whatthefuckishappeninghere?!!

.

.

NDLALIFA

Whatwassupposedtobeagunfightofpowers

betweenBhengu’speopleandNgidi’staxidrivers

hasendedwithadeadpoliceman.Theirrulewas

thatnotaxiwilloperateifBhengurefusestostep



downasthechairman.Andherefused,Ngidihadto

keephiswordandstoptaxisfromranking.Nowit's

gonefrombadtoworse,Maqhingagunneddown

thepolicemanandnowtheyhaveBhenguandthe

policeontheirbacks.

Thisisnotimetoworryabouttaxiusersorstreet

vendors.RightnowonlyNgidigettingtheposition

he'salwayswantedmatters,butnottoNdlalifa.

He'sworriedaboutSis’Thandi’sshelterthat

employedthewomanwhoforcedaplateofsalty

beefdownhisthroatandstolehisheart.Itmight

takeawhileforthingstogetbacktonormal.The

foodshelterensuredthathesawhereverymorning

towork,atethefoodshepreparedforhimandsaw

herintheevenings.

TheyallheadtoNgidi'shouse,somethingtheydon't

doveryoften.NdabukoandMaqhingastayafew

streetsawayfromeachotheratUmhlangaandthey

showtheirfacesatthetaxirankonceinafullmoon.

Maqhinga’smainfocusisongirlsandlivinglikean

animalalloverDurban.Ndabukomayowntaxisand



sitsbehindthewheelforafewhours,buthe'sstill

toofancytositatthetaxirankdayinandout.He

speaksadifferentlanguagefromothertaxiowners.

He'dbeinterestedincarenginesandinflationrates

whileotherswanttodiscusswhichoneisfast

betweenNkwanyana'staxiandMhlongo'ssprinter.

NgidibecametheCEOofBantwanaHoldingandhe

hadtolivelikeadecentman.So,heboughta

mansioninthesameestateasNdabukoand

Maqhinga.

Ndlalifaisolatedhimselffromeveryone,mainly

becausehehasunresolvedissueswithhisfather.

HestaysinEverestHeightsinaramblerhousethat

doesn'tevenrepresenthispocketproperly.He's

neverbeenfondofbighouses,letaloneadouble-

storeyhousethatwouldneedhimtoclimbupand

downthestairs.

“Doyoustillrememberthatyouhaveaguestin

yourhouse?”Maqhingaasksashesqueezes

himselfinthecouchbetweenhimandNdabuko.

“Whatguest?”Ndabukoasks.Ngidiissilently



listening.Nowomanhaseverbeenintroducedto

himasagirlfriendoreventheone-nightstand.Of

course,hedoesn'twanthissonstobelikehim.He

wantsthemtomarryandhavefunctionalfamilies.

“Noneofyourbusiness.WhereisFuze?”He

changesthetopic,makingNdabukouncomfortable.

“Shemovedout.Idon'tthinkshewentbackhome.

Shemustbesomewherecrying,”hesayswitha

knockofguiltinhisstomach.Heneverimagined

themendingthingsonabitternote.

“OrplanningherrevengeagainstMaSibisi,”Ngidi

says.

Theyallstareathim.He,outofthemall,

worshippedthegroundsFuzewalkedon.

“Shepaidmeavisit.Keepaneyeonher.”Hepicks

hisglassandemptiesthecontentsinsidehismouth.

It'stimefortherealdiscussion.Theonetheyall

gatheredherefor.

“Thewarhasstarted.Ineedeveryonetobe

preparedandstrengthened,”Ngidisaysandlooks



atMaqhinga.“Wena,you'llneedtocleansefirst.I'll

handlethepoliceman’scase,yourdutyistopurify

yourspiritandgetreadyforabiggerwar.”

HiseyesturntoNdabukowho'splayingwithhis

wrist-watch.

“Areyouin?”heasks.

“Yeah,”Ndabukosays.

“Nowomanthisweek.Areweallclear?”

NdabukoliftsuphisheadandlooksatMaqhinga,

whentheireyesmeettheybothfrown.Howtolive

withoutsexforaweek?

“Tomorrownightthestrengtheningwillbegin.You

canallgoseethewomeninyourlivesanddoyour

goodbyesbecausefromtomorrowonwardsIdon't

needanyfemalesmellfromyou,”Ngidisays.

Theybothnodtheirheads.Ndlalifaisquietbecause

thisonedoesn'tapplytohim.Hehasneverhada

problemstayingfarfromwomen.Maybehewas

stillunder30whenhekeptawomanformorethan

threemonths.



“That'sall,”Ngidisays,adjourningthemeeting.

Maqhingaisthefirstonetomakeaphonecalland

leave.

TheydiscussNdondo’sparentsforafewminutes

beforeNdabukoleavesaswell.

Ndlalifaremainsonthecouch,staringupathis

mother'sphotoinahugeframethat'shangingfrom

thewall.Helastsawheronhis8thbirthday,

Maqhingawasonlytwo-yearsoldwhensheleft

withahugestomachandonlyherpursewithIDand

taxifeeinside.Herclothes,lotionsandearrings,all

ofitisstillpackedneatlyinsidethesuitcasethatis

neveropenedandkeptinsidehisfather'sbedroom.

Itmoveswithhimintoeveryhousehelivesin.

Ngididecidestoexcusehimselffromtheroom.

They'vebeenheremanytimesbefore.They've

discussedher,accusedoneanotherandsome

yearstheyweren'tfatherandson.

Wholeaveswithnotracefortwenty-sevenyears,

leavinghertwosonsatthehandofamanwho



loveshistaxismorethanhelovesGodhimself?No

letter.Novisit.Shejustdisappearedandnever

lookedback.

“Ndlalifa,”hisfather'shousekeeperdisturbshimin

histhoughtsassheputsaplateoffoodinfrontof

him.

Theyshareabrieflookbeforeshewalksoff.She's

tryingherbesttobecomemorethanjusta

housekeeper,allthesethigh-revealingskirtsand

poppingcleavagethreateningtobursthershirt.

Hopefullyshe'llbefiredsoonbecausehismother

can'tbereplacedbyagirlheoncefu€kedbehind

thetaxi.

.

.

He'sanerve-wreckashedrivestowardshishouse.

WhathefeelsforThalentescareshim.It'snot

everydaythathemeetsawomanwhoforceshimto

eatbadly-cookedfoodandchallengeshimlikeher.

She'sfeistyandnotintimidatedbyanyone,and

that'swhathelovesthemostabouther.



It'salmost9amandshe'sbeeninhishousealone

since6am.Heknowsthathe'ssteppingintoawar

zone.Inhisheadshewentthroughhiskitchen,

madeherselfsomethingtoeat,lookedfor

somethingtochangeintofromhisclosetand

maybeputonhisshirt.He'sexpectingtofindher

watchingTVinthelounge.

Butthat'snotthescenehewalksinto.Hewalksin

toanangrywomansittingonthefloorwithher

armshuggingherknees.Shehasn'tmovedasingle

thinginsidethehouse.Noteventheremote.

“Hello,”hegreetsandmentallypreparehimselffora

war.

“Whereareyoucomingfrom?”Thescornful

questionhashimfeelingthethingshe'sneverfelt

before.Strangehowhe'dfinditheartwarmingto

havesomeoneinterrogatinghimabouthis

whereabouts.

“FightingBhengu’speopleatthetaxirank,”hesays

andlowershimselfonthecouchbehindher.

Thesilenceispalpable.Heclearshisthroatandshe



turnsherburningfacetohim.

“Didanyonegethurt?”Thisisnotthequestionhe

expected.WhyisshesoangrybutstillcalmAF.

Womenscreamwhenthey'reangry,right?

“Onepolicemandied,”hesays.

“Mayhissoulrestinpeace.”

Hefrowns.

Shekeepstheburningstareonhim.

“ThalenteI'msorry.Ijustwantedyoutobe

somewheresafe.Icould'vewarnedyouyesterday

butIdidn’tthinkthingswouldescalatesoquickly.I

hopeyoudidn'tfindthisdisrespectful,”henails

himselfonthecross.

“WhichonedoyouwishIdidn'tfinddisrespectful?

Youtellingthatmanyousentthathe'llseemewith

afroandbigforeheadoryouinstructingthathe

driveslikeamaniacandbringmehereagainstmy

will?”

“Both,”hesaysbeforesheevenswallowsher

questions.



Shedustsherselfupandslidesintoherpumps.

“Iwanttoleave,”shesays.

Noooo!Thereasonhewantedhertobeherewas

thathewantedtospendtimewithher.

“Canwehavelunchfirst?Please.”

“No,Idon'twantanylunch.”

Thestarecontestbeginsandlastsforafew

minutes.

“Ndlalifa?”shescolds.

“Ican'tdriverightnow.I'mtired.”

“Thencallthatmanwhodrovemehere.”

“Mybrotheristiredtoo.”

No.Nottoher!

HerhandgrabshimonthechestbytheT-shirt.Her

attemptsofshakinghimfail.Nomatterhowhard

shetriestopushhimhesteadilystandsonhisfeet

onthesamespot.

“Please,Iwanttoleave.”She'stiredoffighting.She



sinksonthecouchandburiesherfaceinherhands.

“Idon'tbiteThalente.It'ssorudeofyoutorefuse

mylunchofferwhereasIalsospenttimeinyour

roomandateyourfood.”

Sheliftsherheadup.NowthisistheThalentehe

knows.

“Ohreally?DidIaskyoutocometomyroomand

eatmyfood?”

“Yesyoudid,”hesays.

Sheballsherfingersintoafistandhissesthrough

herteeth.

“It'sjustfoodwithyourfavoritetaxidriver,”hesays

andcocksuphiseyebrowinwaiting.

“Myfavourite?”Hereyesarewidened.

“Ithoughtyoulikedme,”hesayswithhishand

acrosshischest.

“Sweetheart,noteveryonelikesyou,”shesays.

“Butyou'renoteveryone,you'reThalenteandyou

likeme.”



“Iameveryone.Whydon'tyougooutsideand

smoke?Justtoclearthefoginyourhead.”

Hisfacemeltsasthesmilespreadsonhislipsand

reachesuptohiseyes.

“Iwantahug,notcigarette.”

Sheclearsherthroatandshiftsuncomfortablyon

thecouch.He'sgother!

“Justasmallhugtoclearthefoginmyhead,

please.”He'sliftingheroffthecouchandshe'snot

resistinghardenough.Hegetsheruponherfeet

andpullsherarmsaroundhiswaist.

No,it'snotasmallhug.He'sdismantlingherribs.

“Thankyou,”hesaysashefinallyletsgoofher.

Thebullisdown,heneedstomakebreakfast

quickly.

***

THALENTE



Ilookdownatmyplateandit'sclean.Howthehell

didIfinishsomuchfood?Imustgiveittohim,he

makeseggsverynicely.Iexpectedbreadand

polony,seeingthathe'sabachelorandadriverwho

alwayseattake-outs.Ididn’texpecthimtomake

fullEnglishbreakfastonhisown.

Heclearsthetableandspendsafewminutesinthe

kitchenorganisingdirtydishesinsidethesink.So

muchenergy!

“Uyayithwalayiniindluyami?”heasksashewalks

backinthelounge.

Iignorehisstupidquestion.

“Let'sgo.Ihaveeatenyourfoodaswell,wearenow

even.”

Hefrownsandsitsonthecouch.Hepicksthe

remoteandturnsontheTV.

“Weagreedonhavinglunchtogether.Whatwejust

atewasbreakfast.Oryoueatlunchat10amwhere

youcomefrom?”

Ohnowhe'swhite,hedifferentiatesbetween



breakfastandlunch.Whatevermealyoueatonce

thesunisupit'slunch,finishandklaar!

“I'mnotplayingagamewithyouHlomuka,”Isay.

HopefullyhecanhearhowdangerousIsoundright

now.Ifailedtoshakehim,hedidn'tmoveevenan

inchdespitemeapplyingalltheenergyIhadinmy

pushes,butthatdoesn'tmeanhecan

underestimateme.

“You'llonlyleaveifyougivemeadateonwhen

you'regoingtocomeandhavelunchwithme,”he

says.

“WhatifIdon't?”Iask.

“ThenI'llkeepyouhere,hugyoueveryminuteand

kissyou.”

No,Ican'thavethat.Hishugsturnsmylegsintoa

jelly.

“Fine,IwillcomeSaturdaywhenI'moffatwork,”I

say.

Hissmileofvictoryissoannoying.Ican'tbelieve

hecorneredmelikethatandgotawaywithit.



“Deal?”heasks.

“Yes,deal.”

Whyishestandingupnow?

“Let'ssealit.”

Arewe10year-oldsnow?WhatdoIdowiththis

childishadult!

Helinkshispinkfingeronmine.BeforeIevenblink

I'monhischestagain,hishandsaregentlyholding

mywaist.

“MynameisNdlalifaNgidi.I'm35,Ihaveabrother

andanothersiblingthatwedon'tknowof,”hesays

againstmyshoulder.We'veneverdonethe

introductionsproperly,havewe?

“I’mThalenteMbathaandyourhugsmakeme

uncomfortable,”Isay,stillsnuggledonhischest.

Hechucklesandreleasesme.Phewww,nowIcan

breathe!

.

.



Ihadtoputmyfootdownandstandmygrounds

whenhewantedtocometomyshack,again.That

wasn'tapartofourdealandIwanttospendthis

miraculousday-offresting.

MyphoneringsasIlowermyselfonthebed,ready

tolistentomyneighbour'sradiountilIdozeoff.

“SisThandi,”Ianswer.

“HeyThalente.Thingsarebad,Idon'tthinkthere

willbeanyworkuntilthingscalmdownattherank.

Itcouldbedays,weeksormonths.Youneverknow,

henceI'vedecidedtogoseemyrelativesat

Manguzi.”

“Oh,okay.”That'sallIcansay.I'mbeyondshocked.

Ijustgotherenotsolongagoandnowthis?

“Iwilltransferyourfullsalarysothatyoucanalso

gohome,”shesays.

Minuteslaterthemoneyreportsintomyaccount.I

didn'tthinkI'dbegoingbackhomesosoon.

Mostofmyclothesarestillinsidethebag.Ineedto

packthedirtyonesandletthelandlordknowthat



I'mleaving.IfthetrainisfastenoughI'llbein

Stangerbefore2pm;beforethesunsetsdownI'llbe

home.

(Yourinsertwasdelayedbythethunderlast

night )

[03/14,09:03] :Chapter17
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It'sFridayandIhavewrappedmydayearlierthan

expected.IknowthatKhosiisstillaverseaboutme

andNdabukobuttodayshe'llneedtoputtheirbeef

asideandbethereforherfriend.I'mleaving

tomorrow,goingbacktoNyandenitomeetthe

familyweleftbehind,andIwanttosurprise

Ndabukowithafarewell-nightthathe'llneverforget.

Ijustpraythathewon'taskmetocomeontopthis

time.IlastsawhimonMondaywhenhe

surprisinglycametopickmeupatnight.Hesaid

hisschedulewasgoingtobetightthewholeweek



andhewantedtospendthenightwithme.

Andiswaisnotachildanymore,Ihadnochoicebut

totellherthetruthaboutmyrelationshipwith

Ndabukoandthepregnancy.UnlikeKhosi,shewas

overthemoon.Inherheadshe'sthethirdmember

oftherelationship.Ihaven'ttoldherabout

Nyandeniyet,herandBahlewillalsomaketheir

owndecisionsastheygrow.Idon'twantittogetto

thepointwhereshehastotakeasidebetweenthe

parentsandme.Oh,bythewaythey'renotspeaking

tome.Itriedboththeirphonesandneitherofthem

pickedup.Theymusttaketheirtime,Iknowthat

they'llbeneedingsomethingfrommesoon.

KhosiisgluedintoPrecious’gossipsbythe

receptiondesk,Ipullherasideandaskthatshe

comesandbriefsmeabouttheAfriTransproposal.

WegetinsidetheofficeandIshutthedoorafterus.

Mostpeoplehaveleft,thosewhoarestillhereare

alsopreparingtoleave,soIdon'tthinkanyone



wouldcomeknocking.

“What’sgoingon?”sheaskswithhereyebrowlifted

upinanticipation.

Whereisthisbagnow?

Oh,hereitis.ImadesurethatIhideitwherenoone

couldsee.Itsbagisboldlylabelled-BlerryLingerie.

Idon'twantpeopletoseemeasthesexaddictwho

bringslingerietotheoffice.They'ddefinitelythink

thatIshaginsidetheofficeaswell.

“Isawsomethingonlineandorderedit.They

deliveredtodayandhereitis,”Isayandpassthe

bagtoher.

Shetakesouttheredlingerie,checksitallaround

andnodsherheadwithasmileofsatisfactionon

herface.

“Iloveit.Butwherearethewhips?”

Whipsofwhippingwho?I'mnotAnastasiaGrey,I'm

justtryingtoshowthismanthatImayjumplikea

frogontopandmovemywaistasifithasrusty

screwsallaroundit,butIdohavethatsexanimal



insideme.Youjusthavetolookintoodeeplyand

maybebreakupwithyourcrazyexforittospring

out.

“Didyouatleastpracticehowtotwerk?”sheasks.

“No,I'llcatwalkforhimanddothevosho,”Isay.

Shelaughssohardthatshenearlytripsoverthe

couch.Isvoshonotsexy?Icandoitinslowmotion,

notlikeBabesWodumo.

“YouknowthatIloveyoumorethanlifeitself,

right?”sheasksandInodmyhead.

“Justputthelingerieon,coverwithalongcoatand

thenwhilehe'snotintheroomtakeoffthecoatand

lieonbedlikethis.”Sheliesonhersideonthe

couchandplacesherhandoverherhip.

“Nocatwalk.Novosho.Pleasehelpthewomenof

Africa!”shesays.

Well,sheknowsmenbetterthanIdo.She'switha

differentguyeachyearandItrustherjudgment.

Ipackmybelongswithherbehindmeand

preachingtomeaboutthedo'sanddon's.



TonightIplantodeliver!

.

.

IheardthatthetaxisarenotoperatingsoI'm

hopingthatI'llfindhiminthehouse,alone.

HopefullyIwon'tbumpintotrafficcopswho'll

demandmetogetoutofthevehicletosearchit.I'm

onlywearingacoatoverthelingerie,theymightjust

givemeaticketfordrivingwhilehalf-naked.

Andiswaalsogavemeafrownwhenshesawme

walkingoutinthiscoat.Ihopeshedoesn'tknow

thisstrategy,Idon'twanttobethesluttyexampleof

asistertoher.Butwithpeoplediscussing

everythingonsocialnetworks,Ithinksheknowsall

thesethings.

Okay,I'mhere.Lipstick,check!Weave,check!

Heartbeat,check!

Itakeadeepbreathandmakemywaytowardsthe

door.Icouldjustletmyselfinbuthissurprisedface

whenheseesmeathisdoorwouldbemorefun.



Iringthedoorbellandwait.ThelightsareonsoI'm

certainthathe'shome.Withthetaxifightsandall,

wehaven'tbeenincontactthatmuchthisweek,and

Ihadoneofthecraziestschedulesthroughoutthe

weekaswell.

Heopensthedoor,rubbinghiseyeslikehejust

wokeupfromsleep.Akulalwala,notwhenyou're

datingNdondo!

Istandonmytoesandkisshislips.Ittakesa

momentforhimtorespondtothekiss.Okay,geta

gripNdondo,thenightisstillyoung.

“Mngomezulu,”Igreet.Yescallingsomeone'sname

orsurnamecanbeagreetinginSouthAfrica.

“Ndondo,whatareyoudoinghere?”

Huh?Whydoeshelooksoshockedand

uncomfortabletoseeme?

Ihopehedidn'tbringherbackbecauseIswearI'm

goingtoburndownthishouse.

“I'mheretoseeyou.”Iletmyselfinsideandscan



aroundwithmyeyes.Itlookslikehe'salonebutyou

canneverknowwiththisgender.Ionceslept

downstairswhiletheothergirlfriendsleptupstairs.

Oneoftheshockingtalesthenextgenerationwill

hear.

“Areyouokay?”Iask.

Herubsthebackofhisneckandstuttersfora

minute.

“Yeah…yes,I'mokay.Ijustdidn'texpectyoutobe

here.”

Ohwell,I'mherenow.Hebetterstartexpectingit

becauseI'mheretoplayagoodgame.

“Areyouhungry?”heasks.

Yes,I'mhungryforyou.

“NotreallybutIwouldn'tmindabanana.”Thisisall

Khosi.She'stheonewhosaidImustpeelabanana

andsuckitinfrontofhimbeforebitingit.

Apparentlyitmakesthemwishtheywerebananas;

ifyouweresuckingtheminsteadofabanana.



Ican'tsayIknowhimbutthismanrighthereisnot

theNdabukothatIknow.AmIugly?Whywouldhe

becomesouncomfortableatmypresence?The

NdabukoIknowcan'tkeephishandsoffmeand

thisonehasn'tevenattemptedtograbmybutt.

Hetakesthebananaandpassesittome.Irunmy

fingersoverhishandpurposelyasItakeitfromhim.

Idon'tknowifhenoticedandchosenottoread

muchintoit.

Isitontopofthecounter,peelthebananaand

slowlypushitinsidemymouth.Irunmytongue

aroundit,suckandtakeasmallbite.

He'sstaringatme,ifhedoesn'tshifthiseyesI

swearmyforeheadwillhaveaholeonit.

“Doyouwantabite?”Iask.

“No,”hesays.

Well,MrBananait'sjustyouandmymouth,enjoy!

Hereleasesasharpbreath.

“Comeon,justeatthedamnthing,”hesays.

Thedamnthing?It'scalledabanana,avery



deliciousfruit.

“Yousaidyoudon'twantit.Whyareyoubothered?”

Iask.

He'spissed.Khosiwasright.Awomancan'teven

eatabananaslowlywithoutthemwishingitwas

theirdi€ks.

“YesIdon'twantitbutyou'rewastingtimebyeating

likethat,”hesaysandtearshiseyesawayfromme.

Thescorereads;one-zero.Igetaglassofwaterto

washdownandmentallypreparemyselfforthe

semi-finals.

“Ineedtosmoke,”hesays,clearlyfrustrated.

Maybeit'sthetaxiwarsputtinghimontheedgelike

this,butIintendtoputhiminagoodmood.

“You'llfindmeinthebedroom,”Isayandwinkat

him.

IcanfeelhisstareburningmybackasIswaymy

hipsandwalkingaway.

Khosiwouldbesoproudofherstudent,I'mdoing

verygood.



NowIhavetosleeponthebedexactlythewayshe

showedme.

Elbowonthepillow.Onehandagainstthecheek

andtheotheroneonthehip.EvenKimKardashian

poseslikethisinherphotosonInstagram.Ihave

imaginedhimwalkinginandnearlybreakinghis

jawsonthefloorasherunstothebedtotakea

closerlook.

Thefootstepsarecoming!

“Babe,whyisthelightoff?”heasksandturnsiton.

TheroombrightensupandthereisKimKardashian

onbed.Ta-da.…

Well,notreally.Hefreezesbythedoorwithahuge

frownonhisface.

“Hi,”Isay.

Heswallowshard.

“NdondoI'm…Ihave…kodwaJehovah!”Nowhis

handisonhisforehead.He'sfrustrated.



What'sgoingonhere?Hecan'tbeturnedoffbymy

stomachbecauseit'shimwhomademepregnant.

Hetakesadeepbreathbeforehewalksinslowly

andstandswithhishandsbalancedonthebed.

Guiltiswrittenalloverhisface.

“HlasekaziyouknowthatIloveyou,right?”heasks.

Lord,hecannotdothistome.Hecannotrejectme

afterI'vemadesomucheffortstocrawloutofthe

nutshellforhim.

“Babe,youlookamazing.Youarethemost

beautifulwomanI'veeverlaidmyeyeson,buttoday

I'mnotinagoodspace.See,thethingis…”He

pauses.HiseyesrunovermyhipasIsitup.“Damn!

Whosewifeareyougoingtobe?”

Heclimbsonthebedandpushesmebackonthe

pillow.

Ithoughthewasexplainingsomethingandnot

muchinterestedinme.

“Ndabukoletmeup,”Isay.



Hepinsmedowninsteadandkissesmeto

suffocation.Thelingerieisnotmeanttobe

stretchedlikethis.IspentawhoppingR350onthis,

can'theatleastletmetakeitoff?

Hehastornitonthechest.Mybreastsareoutand

cuppedinhishands.Histongueissweepingall

aroundmyneck,he'sbitinghereandthere,

hopefullyIwon'thavehickeys.I'mtoooldforthat.

Hefeelsmytemperaturebelowthewaist.Hishand

comesbacklickinganditdisappearsinsidehis

mouth.Menmustlive!

HisT-shirtfliesout,revealingnewrazormarksall

overhischest.Irespectpeople'sbeliefsbutthese

kindofthingsalwaysscareme.Iwanttoaskabout

thembutIdon'twanttospoilthemoment.

“You'remakingmedothethingsIwasn’tsupposed

todo,I'mgoingtomakeeveryminuteofthiscount.

You'regoingtoregretthis,Iswear.”

Whatishetalkingabout?Itsoundslikeathreatand

thatmakesmealittlebitnervous.



“Wozala!”hesays.

Myeyeswiden.Idon'tlikehistone.

Hescoopsmeup,wrapsmylegsaroundhiswaist

andwalkswithmeoutoftheroom.

ThisisnotwhatIhadinmind,IthoughtI'dbethe

oneincharge.

Weareinsidehisstudyroom.Italmostlookslikea

mini-library.Hisgraduationpictureisdisplayedina

hugeframeonthewall.

Heputsmeonmybackagainstthedeskand

spreadsmyleg.Thelacylingeriewillberesting

insidethedustbinafterthis,waitingtounitewith

othertrashbecausethere'snowayitcouldeverbe

fixed.

Hekneelsdownandsucksmelikeacalffeeding

fromitsmother.

Ithoughtitwouldbetheusual;himsuckingmeto

orgasmandfu€kingmetoanotherorgasm.You



know,thetrailoforgasmsformadam.Butnottoday,

hestopsjustasIstartspeakingPortuguese.

Heleansagainstthedeskandstrokehiserectshaft.

Mychestissodry,IthinkIneedtwolitresofwater.

DidIcallmyselfasexanimal?Pleasescratchthat

offbecause,wow!

“Sthandwa,please,”hesaysinastrainedvoiceand

Iknowwhathewantsmetodo.Ijustdidn'tthink

he'dwantmetodoittoday.

Islowlygetdownonmyknees.

Iholditandtrytothinkofitasabeefsausageand

notasexorganthatproducesfluid.

Asmytonguepressesonhistipheletsoutagroan

andplaceshishandontopofmyhead.

Itrytogetitallinsidemymouth,Ireallydo.ButI

faildismally.Hegrabsmyweaveout,leavingme

withtwoweeksoldcornrows.Bothhishandshold

myheadandhethrustsinandoutofmymouth.

Idon'tthinkhestillremembersthatIneedairto

survive.IfIdon'tdosomethingI'mgoingtothrow



up.He'stoodeepinmythroat.

Idigmynailsintohisskin.Heletsoutagroan

mixedwithpainandpleasureandpullsout.Ifall

downonmybuttandcatchupwithmybreaths.

HandsscoopmeupasbreathlessasIam.I'mback

onthedesk,nowwithmychestflatonit.Ohboy,

it'sgoingstraightinsidemywomb.Istart

apologizingandpromisingtobeagoodagirl.

I'llnevertrytobeasexstarringeveragain.

.

.

NDABUKO

Ndondoleavesearlyinthemorningtogetreadyfor

hertriptoNyandeni.Itwarmshistoseehermaking

alltheseeffortsfortheirrelationship.

Thepreviousnightshouldn'thavehappenedbuthe

doesn'tregretitonebit.Afterseeingheroffhegoes

backtothebedroomandsleep.Itwasabusynight.



Thepersistentringingphonedisturbshissleep.He

takesitwithhiseyesclosedandputsitagainsthis

ear.

“Thesefoolsareontheroadandtransporting

people.WearemeetingatNgidi’shouseinthenext

thirtyminutes.Beready,”Ndlalifasaysandends

thecallwithoutwaitingforhisresponse.

Hehissesacurseandjumpsoutofbed.He'soutof

theshowerwithinfiveminutesanddressingupin

all-black.Asmuchashelovespeace,Ngidiislikea

fathertohimandhe'sdonealotforpeopleinthe

taxiindustry.EvenwhenhewasrunningBantwana

Holdingshekeptintouchwitheveryoneanddid

everythinginhispowertogetridofbusesfrom

theirroutes.Thechairmanpositionbelongstohim

andNdabukoismorethanwillingtofightthe

Bhengusandkillifhehasto.

He'sthelastonetoarrive.Alltheirtaxidriversare

gatheredinNgidi'shouse.Inyangacameearlierin



theweekandstrengthenedthem.Theirheads,

chestsandwristswereslitwithrazorsandblack

powderwasinsertedintotheirblood.Theyhadto

bathwithintelezieverymorningandafternoonfor

threedays.Infightslikethisyouneedmorethana

gun.Youneedprotectionfromexternalforces.Your

bloodneedstobethickened,otherwiseyoudiefrom

amerewoundofabullet.

Ndabukoisdressedlikeallofthembuthelooks

differentfromthem.They'resweatingbullets,their

eyesareballsofflamesandcoveredbydarkness.

Jawsareclenched.Bootsarestompingimpatiently

onthefloor.Theurgetospillbloodisthreateningto

bursttheirthrobbingveins.Thisistheeffectof

intelezi.Itworksinyourconscience,eatingupevery

bitofhumanityyoumayhaveinyourheart.Itturns

youintoananimalthat'sonthehuntforblood.

Ngidialwaysmakessurethatafterthepurposehas

beenservedhegetsinyangabacktocleanintelezi

offtheirsystems.



He'sstaringatNdabukoashewalksinwithhis

handstuckedinsidethepockets.

“Wenawhyareyouglowing?”heasks.

Ndabukoclearshisthroatandrubsthebackofhis

neck.Maqhingahashisfistrolledoverhismouth,

he'spatientlywaitingfortheresponse.

“Itmustbethelotion,Ijusttookabath”Ndabuko

says.

“WellMrLotion,gotakeyourgunfromthedrawer,”

Ngidiordersangrily.Thisboyisnotgoingtofool

him,he'sbeenaroundforaverylongtime.

Ndabukotakesthegun,loadsthebulletsinsideand

cocksit.

“Putitonmyforeheadandlookatmeintheeyes,”

Ngidisays.

Verycalmly,NdabukoputsthegunonNgidi's

foreheadandgentlystaresintohiseyes.Hisskinis

brightandglowing.Obviouslyhedidsomethingthat



sackedoutintelezipowers.Andthatthingisa

woman,averypowerfulformofhumanbeing.It's

beenknownforcenturiesthatawoman’sscentcan

killthepowerofmuthi,whichiswhyNgidiasked

themtostayawayfromthemwhilefightingthe

Bhengus.

Heclickshistongue,slapsNdabuko'shandand

grabsthegunfromhim.

“WhatdidIsaytoyouwenasfebesenja?”heasks.

Someoneburstsoutinlaughter,Maqhinga.Butit

instantlyturnsintoacoughwhenNgiditurnshis

bloodshoteyestohim.

“HawuBaba!”Ndabukorubsthebackofhisneck.

GodknowshowmuchhetriedtoresistNdondo.It

wasimpossible,hehadtotearthatsexythingoff

herandwarmshimselfinher.

“Klawuklaklaamasimba?Getthefuckoutofhere

sfebe,Idon'twanttoburyyou.”

Hescratcheshisheadandstepsbackwards.His

eyesmeetMaqhinga'sandheburstsintolaughter

again.Thistimehefailstostophimselfevenwhen



hisfather'seyethreatenstoborehisforehead.

“Followhim!”

What?No!

[03/14,09:03] :Chapter18
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Nothinghaschangedthatmuch.Thevillagestill

looksthesame;mud-builthouses,cattlegrazingthe

fieldsandyoungchildrenscatteredaroundtheroad,

playingwithnocareintheworld.Ispentfiveyears

ofmylifehere.Iwaslikeoneofthem,withnothing

fancybutstillhappy.Butevenforthem,oneday

they'llhavetomovetothebigcitiestochasebetter

lives,bettereducationandbetterjobs.Itwillall

cometoanendandthey'llhavetodealwiththe

crueltiesofthisworld.

Dogsbarkingatmycardrivinginsidetheyardalert

thepeopleinside.Idon'tknowthekidsbutthey

mustbeQondani's,Iheardthathe'sthebaby-



makingmachine.Behindthreelittlehumansit’s

Bab'Maqhawe.He'snowgrey-haired,hiseyesare

heavy-liddedandwrinkledbelow.Butdespiteofhis

ageing,hissmileisstillwarmandwelcomingasI

rememberit.

He'srightnexttothedoorasIclimbout.Ithrow

myselfintohisarmsandwebothbreakinto

laughter.It'sbeenthatlong,wejusthadtolaughat

meetingeachotheragain.

“Ohntombiyami,you'resogrownandbeautiful.”He

holdsmyarmsandturnsmearound.I'mrollingmy

eyesashedoesit.I'mnot4yearsoldanymore,my

heightandweightdon'trepresentmygrowth.He

needstositmedownandaskmeadultquestions.

“Arh!AmaHlasemadoda.Howoldareyounow?

Thirty-five?”

Thirty-what?Myeyesareoutoftheirsockets.

“Bab'omdalayouneedtogetyourcalendarright.

I'mnotthatold.”



He'slaughing.Thisoldmanwillbethedeathofme!

“Iwasjustkidding.Doyouseeyourbrother's

children?Luyanda,Bandileandhisdaughter,

Zemvelo?”

Well,I'manaunt.Thefirstoneistallenoughto

reachinthebootandtakeouttheshoppingbagsI

brought.

“Doyoustillhavethecows?Wherearethey?”Iask

aswewalktowardsthefour-roomhouseinthe

middlethatisthebiggesthouseontheyard.

“They'reintheveld.Didn'tyoumisshome?”

“IdidbutIdidn'tdwellonit.”Istepinsidethedoor

andmeethiswife,Jabulile,tyingascarfaroundher

head.Itlookslikeshe'sgoingsomewhere.

“HelloMa,”Igreet.

Sheadjustshersishweshwedressandcomesto

mewithherarmsopened.

“You'reearly,Iwasstillgoingtopolishthekitchen

floorandtellthesekidstopickdirtaroundthe

yard.”



Myword!Thiswomanisstilllikethis.Ibetshe

dresseduplikethisbecauseIwascoming.

“AmIthepresidentnow?Thereisnoneedforthat.

Youstilllookyoung,unlikeyourhusbandhere.”

Bab'omdalaclearshisthroatbehindus.Thiswas

myclapback,hesaidI'mthirty-five.

“YourmotherknowsthatI'mnotold,Istillmovelike

ayoungster.”

Oh,gosh!Icovermyearswithmyhands.Isn'the

toooldto“movelikeayoungster”?

“Maqhawestoptraumatizingmychild,goand

checkyourgoats,Idon'twantanycases,”Mam'

Jabuscoldshimandgiveshimafiercestareuntil

hewalksout.

“Thisman!”She'sshakingherheadandleadingme

tothelounge.

ThefurnitureisdifferentfromtheoneIknow.Even

thoughit'snotnew,itiskeptinaverygood

condition.

Ilowermyselfonthecouchandsighoutinrelief.



Finally,I'mback.

“Welcomehome,baby.HowoldisAndiswanow?”

sheasks.

“Twenty-oneandBahleisfourteen.”

Shegaspsandclapsherhands.

“Yoh!IsSis’Vumileokay?”

“She'sokayandcrazy.Menopauseisdealingwith

herbadly.”

“Andyou?”sheasks.

Ohwell,me?Idon'tevenknowwheretostart.

MaybeletmestartfromthedayIfoundayardnerin

myhouse.That'swhereitallbegan,leadingtothis

day.

She'snotshockedasIexpected.Ifmymotherwere

tofindoutaboutallthesedetailshellwouldbreak

loose.Maybeshe'dtakemestraighttoT.BJoshua.

“Atsomepointthisboyhastorestinpeace.He'll

needtofreehisbrother.Andtheonlywaytodothat



istopresenttohimwhatwouldbelongtohisname.

Ofcourse,notyou,becauseitseemslikeyour

currentboyfriendwantsyoualltohimself.”

I'mlostandshecanseeit.Shepoursaglassof

juicefromthejugandpassesittome.

“Thisbabyyou'recarrying.”

Myeyespopoutoftheirsockets.

“Mybaby?”Iask.

“Yes,offerthisonetohim.Itwon'tmakeany

differencebecausethisNdabukoboywillstill

remainafatherfiguretothechild.”

Idon'tseethathappening.Ndabukowillprobably

losehismindifIdarementionthistohim.He

alreadyfeelslikehe'sgivenNhlanzekoahugepart

ofhislifethathecannevergetback.He'lldefinitely

refusetogivehimhisspermaswell.

“Istherenootheroption?”Iask.

“Notinthiscase,”shesays.

ItlookslikeI'mstillatthebottomofthehill,yetto

climbup.



“Yeyiwenatsheketshe!”thevoiceyellsfromthe

passage.Nowthisistheloudblackfamilythatmy

fatherranawayfrom.

“Baby-maker,”Irespond.

“Iwillslapyougreen.Getup,Iwanttoseehowtall

youarenow.”

It'sQondani,Bab'Maqhawe’sonlychild.Heusedto

bullymewhenweweregrowingupandhewastwo

yearsyoungerthanme.Menhavealwaysbeen

bullies!

“I'mtallerthanyou,that'swhatyouneedtoknow.I

thoughtyouwereatEsikhawini,”Isay.

“IarrivedyestedayafterIheardthatyouwere

cominghome.WhereisAndiswa?Areherlegsstill

thin?Ihopethechurchboysarenottryinganything

funnywithher.”

He'stheonlychild,sohe'sthesonandthedaughter

inthisfamily.Idon'tknowifhecanstayquietfor

fiveminutes.



Mam'Jabuleavestheroom,probablybecause

we'retalkingontopofourvoiceslikeidiots.

“Doyouknowanygirlwithabrokenheart?”heasks

inalowervoice.

Seriously?Irollmyeyes.

“Nowyoumendpeople'shearts?”Iask.

“Yes,Iwantsomeonewhofeelslikeherworldhas

cometoanend.Iwanttobeherhero.”

Thisboyisgoingtoburstmyintestines?Hethinks

lifeisagame.Hehasthreekidsforcryingoutloud!

“Youneedtostartactingyourageandsettingan

exampletoyourchildren,”Isay.

“Hhayi,Ndondo.Imaginelivingyourwholelifeasan

example!Ialsofiguredthislifethingonmyown,I

didn'twatchanyexamples.”

“Youhavefiguredlifeout?”Shockmeagain!

Hepushesmyshoulderplayfullyandwespendthe

nexthourtalkingandarguingoversmallthings.I

don'thavetobeabigsistertohim,he'syounger

thanmebuthethinkshe'solder.



.

.

Bab'omdalawantstotakemesomewhereafter

supper.Wehaven'tdiscussedthepurposeofmy

visityet.It'sstilldayone,there'senoughtimeleft.

“MaqhaweyouknowthatNdondolivesinthe

suburbs,shecan'twalklongdistances.Ihope

you'renottakingherfar.”

Hejustwavesheroffwithhishandandshefolds

herarmswithapissedlookonherface.

“Sheswallowedawhistle,don'tmindher,”hesays

asheholdsmyhandandwalkingoutoftheyard

withme.

“Butyouloveherlikethat,”Isay.

“WhatcanIdo?Ivowedtolovehertilldeath,”he

saysandchuckles.

I'mstillyettoseemyownparentsteasingeach

otheroversmallthingsandarguinglikethis.Those

twoaretooperfect.

“Wherearewegoing?”IaskasIrealizethatwe're



livingthehomesteadfarbehindus.

“Yourtree,”hesays.

Ihaveatree?AllthistimeIdidn'tknowthatIhavea

tree.

Weturnofftheroadandwalktowardsoldwallsthat

must'vebeensomeone'shomebackinthe80s.

“Thiswasyourgrandmother'shouse.Youseethat

treebelowthere,it'swhereyouwereborn.”

What???

“Iwasbornunderthetree?”Iask.

“Oneofthescariestmomentsofmylife.Iguess

you'vealwaysbeenonestepaheadandexceeded

expectations,”hesays.

“IthoughtIwasborninthehospital.”I'mbeyond

shocked.Whohaseverbeenbornunderthetree?

“Youwerealreadysuckingyourmother'sbreast

whenyougottothehospital.Therewasastoep

herethatIwasstandingonandwatchingaswomen



helpedyourmotherdeliver,”hesays.

“Youwerehere?”Iask.

“Iheardyourfirstcryandheldyouinmyarmsjust

aminuteafteryouwereborn.Youweredifferent

andIwassoscaredthinkingthatsomethingwas

wrongwithyou.”

“Iwasdifferent?How?”I'veneverheardthisstory

before.

“Youwereborncoveredinawhitesac.”Hedoesn't

continue.Hishandsqueezesmineasheconsumes

adeepbreath.

“Amnioticsac?”Iask.

“Yes.Iknewyouweresomethingextraordinary,a

beautifultrophyofAmaHlase.Theonlythingyour

motherallowedmetodowastogiveyouaname.I

saiduyiNdondoyamahlase.”

Thatwasheartfelt.Iwrapmyarmsaroundhimand

whispera-thankyou.

“Idon'twantanythingbadtohappentoyouand

yourmotherknowsthat.Sheknowsthatyouwere



meanttobespecial,toreachgreaterheightsand

runtheworld.Andyoudid,butnotonyourown.

Theancestorshadtointervene,henceyour

husbandhasbeenchosenbythemaswell.”

“Idon'tunderstandBab'omdala.”

“Inguboowazalwauyimbetheayikazeimbulwe.

Bukamanjeuzithwelekodwaugubazele.”(Thesac

youwereborninhasn'tbeenunveiled.Looknow

you'repregnantbutyou'restillclosedinthatsac.)

“Isitabadthing?”Iasknervously.Ididn'tthinkmy

visitherewoulddigmemorechallenges.Icame

hereforsolutionsbutitseemslikemylifeismore

complicatedthanIthought.

“It'sluckbeingbornthatway.Butcertainruleshave

tobefollowed.Idon'tevenknowwhereyour

amnioticsacwent.Onlyyourmotherknows!”

Hehardlymentionshisbrother,myfather.

Everythingis“yourmother”thisand“yourmother"

that.

“Wherewasmyfatherandwhatdidhesay?”Iask.



“Hewasaround.”Heshrugshisshouldersand

doesn'tgofurther.

“Doyouthinkyoucanhelpme?”Isoundso

desperaterightnow.I'mgoingtodoeverythingto

savemybabyandmyrelationship.

“Ihavetospeaktoyourmotherfirst.ButIpromise

you,everythingwillbealright.Youarehomenow

andI'mstillalive.”

.

.

THALENTE

I'mbackatthevillageandIfitin.It'slikeIneverleft,

IcamebackbeforeIcouldevenpronounce“nga"

thewayDurbanpeopledo.Idon'tevenqualifytobe

scaredofgoats,they'dquicklytellmetochill-I

didn'tevenstayaminuteinDurban.

Thesunheatsdifferentlythisside,tokeepmy

DurbanglowIapplycalamineonmyfaceevery

morningbeforesteppingoutofthehouse.Idon't



wanttoturngrey.

“Thalenteee!”

Who'sscreamingmynamesoloudearlyinthe

morning?Islideintomyflip-flops,tiethepaniforeat

thebackandwalkout.

Thiswomanagain!

“Makhi,howareyou?”I'mtryingtoplaya-nice-

button.Iknowthatwhateverisitthatbroughther

hereisbad.Ihopeit'snotaboutthegoatsagain.

“HowIam?You'reaskinghowIam?Yourmother's

chickensarefightingmychickensintheirown

home.”

WelcometoKhangelaniwhereneighboursfight

everyweekandstillaskfoodfromoneanother.

“Whatwouldyoulikemetodo?”Thisisanhonest

question.MustIgomakepeacebetweenthe

chickens?Ifso,whatmustIsaytothem?

“Tellyourmotherbecauseitwon'tbenicewhenI

breaktheirlegswithastick,”shesaysandturns



aroundandleaves.

Ithoughtitwaschickensthatwerefighting,why

wouldshetakeasideandattacktheotherone?Is

shenothuman?

“MaNgobeseyouhaveacaseoffightingchickens,”

ItellmymotherasIletmyselfinsidethekitchen

whereshe'scookingporridgeforElethu's3months

oldson.Themotherwenttothelibraryforaschool

researchandthegrandmotherisheremothering.

Youcan'ttellmothersanythingabouttheirlast-born.

BeforeElethudeliveredweagreedthatwewere

goingtotakethebabytohisfather'shousesothat

Elethucancontinuewithschoolundisturbed.But

whenElethucamebackfromthehospitalIbecame

avillain,theenemyofprogress.Thenappieswere

boughtwithpensionmoneybehindmyback.

Sometimesthebabysleepsonmymother'sbed

whileElethuissleepinginanotherroomand

chattingonFacebook.

GrowingupIwastoldthatactionshave

consequences,butseeminglytherulehave

changed.Elethusleepsout,getspregnantandtalks



back.Andtheonlypunishment,orshouldIsay

threat,sheevergetsis-askyoursisteraboutme!I'll

hurtyou.

“Mychickens?”Shesnapsherbrows.Badmood

already?Babiescry,mommy.Imaginebecominga

mothertotwogenerationsinonelifetime.

“MaMgengeiscomplainingthattheyhaveattacked

herchickens,”Isay.

Sheputsthelidbackontheboilingpotandopens

thedrawer.ShetakesoutayellowShopriteplastic

bag.

“BeforeMaMgengecomestoprovokemeinmy

houseshemustbringbackmypotatoes.Her

chickenswerehereyesterday,steppingontopof

myplantsandIdidn'tsayanything.”

Owkaay!Iwasn’tfuellingafightbetweenthe

neighbours.IwanttohaveapeacefulSaturdaywith

myfamily.

“Ma,pleaseletitbe,”Ibeg.

“I'mnotlettinganythingbe.Goandfetchmy



potatoes,”shesays.

IboughtpotatoeswhenIcamehere,awholesack

andothervegetables.Thecupboardsandfridgeare

notempty,atleastnotfornow.Whydoweneed

potatoesbackfromMaMgenge?

IheaveasighasItaketheplasticbagshe's

shovingtome.Thepainofbeingunemployed,I

havebecomeachildwhorunserrandsagain.

Oh,bythewayIboughtnewheadsets.Iplaymusic

onmyphonebeforecrossingtheroadandheading

toMaMgenge'shouse.

She'soutsideinhervegetablegardenandloudly

singingaZionsong.Iwonderwhathappensto

thesewomenoncetheyreach45.Theyhavemood

swingsbecomeworsethanthoseofapregnant

woman.

“Momsentmetoyou,”Itellherandwaitforablow-

up.Hersharpeyetellsmetogoon.

“Youtooksomepotatoesfromherlastweekand



shewantstocookmash,”Isay.

“Ohyes,Iremember.Tellhertocomeandcheckmy

spinachlater.”

I'llneverbuttintothesegrannies’business,ever.

Oneminutethey'refightingandnextthey're

arrangingspinachmeetings.

Ifollowherinsidethehouseandwaitasshefillsup

theplasticbagwithpotatoes.

“IwilladdextraonesforElethu'sbaby.I'msureit's

hungry,thefatherisnotsupportingandeverything

isMaNgobese'sresponsibilitynow.”

Ipracticemyrighttokeepsilent.Hereeveryoneis

intoeachother'sbusinessandtheyhavenoshame

discussingthingsthatdon'tconcernthem.

“TellhertocometodaybecausetomorrowI'm

goingtochurch,”sheremindsmeasIwalkoutof

theyardwithaplasticofpotatoesweighingdown

myarm.



Hlelocalledyesterday,thingsarestillbadatthetaxi

rank.Apolicemanwaskilledlastweekandearlier

thisweektwodriversfromtheBhengusidedied.

Theproblemwithtaxifightsisthatonlytaxi

associationscansolvethem.Thepolicearealmost

uselesswhenitcomestothosepeople,they're

dangerousandstubborn.

Ireallyhopetheyreachanagreementsoon,before

morepeopledie.Imissbeingorderedaroundby

Sis’Thandiandpreparingthatonespecialplate.I

evenmissmyshackandneighboursI'venever

spokento.

Whoah!Who'sthisimmaturedriver?WhatifIdidn't

liftmyeyesup?Hewasgoingtorunoverme.Big

shotswithbigcars,neh?

ItstopsinfrontofmeandI'mforcedtotakethe

headsetsoffandlendmypreciousattentionto

whoeveritis.Ihopeit'snotoneofthosepeople

whohijackgirlsandtraffickthem.Butsofarwe

don'thavethoseincidentshereinthevillage.



ThewindowrollsdownandthefacethatIsee

nearlysendsmeontheground.

“Hi,hello,”hesays.

No,myeyesaren'tfoolingme.Whatishedoing

here?HowdidheevenknowwhereIlive?

“Ndlalifa?”Myvoiceseemstopresseddownbelow

mythroat.

“Thalente,”hesays.

Mygoodness!It'shiminhistaxi-drivingself.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”

Hislipscrackintoabriefsmile.Thisisatest!

“It'sSaturdayonmycalendar.”

WhatSaturday?Oh,hellno!Hecan'tbehereforthat.

Imeanthatwouldbeverystupidofhim,giventhe

circumstances.OurdealstoodbecauseIhadajob,

areasontobeinDurban.

“I'lldrivetothosetreesandwaitforyou…unlessif

youwantustohaveourlunchwiththefolkshere.”

WTF!Theplasticbaginmyhanddropsonthe



groundandthepotatoesscatterallovertheroad,

eachrunningtoitsowndirection.

I'veneverbeensoembarrassedinmywholelife.

HowcanMaMgenge’spotatoesdothistome?I

wanttheearthtoopenupandswallowme.

“MaMgengeactuallyborrowed…”Fuck!WhatamI

doing?I'monlymakingafoolofmyselfwithlame

explanations.Ineedtocollectthepotatoesbefore

anothercarcomesandrunoverthem.

“Doyouneedhelp?”He'soutofthecarandbending

downtopicktheonesnexttohim.

“Wedohavepotatoesathome,justsoyouknow,”I

clarify.

“Luckyyou!”hesays.

Oh,he'sheretomockme?

“I'llgoinsideandnotcomeback,”Ithreatenandhe

justgrinslikeanidiot.

[03/14,09:04] :Chapter19

THALENTE



Ineedtobreatheandthink.Ineedtocomeupwith

aplan-howamIgoingtogetoutofhere?

It'sattimeslikethesewhenIregretbeingblack.I'm

sureat27whitegirlsdon'tneedtoexplaintheir

whereaboutstotheirmothers.Butblackmothers

treatyoulikeanadultonlywhenitsuitsthem.

MaNgobesewouldloosehermindifIjustdisappear

-inwhosehouse?

“Whyareyoustandinglikeapoleinsidemyhouse?”

Think,Thalente!

“Ijustgotaphonecallfrommylandlord.Someone

brokeintomyroomandhewantsmecomeand

checkwhatwasstolen.”Silentapplausetomyself!

Thatwasagoodone.I’magoodliar.

“Doyouneedsomeonetocomewithyou?Icancall

Bhekizithaandaskhimto…”Whooah!NotMalum'

Bhekiandhispanga.

“NoMa,Iwillmanage,”Isaybeforesheeven

finishes.



“Okaygoandgetready.Iwillwarmthebeansfor

you.”

Ican'tbelieveNdlalifajustmademelietomy

motherlikethis.Isprintoutofthekitchentothe

rondavelthatismybedroom.Ipourcoldwaterinto

thebasinandemptymycosmeticbagonthebed.

Thepanifore?WTF!Ndlalifasawmeinapanifore?I

can'tbelievethis.I'msurenowhethinksofmeasa

lazyvillagegirl.Ineedtoexplaintohimthatmy

clotheswereinanotherhouse,that'swhyIworea

panifore.Iwasgoingtochangeasthesungoesup.

Iquicklywashmyface.Ineedtoleavebeforehe

comesheretocheck.Ihavenodoubtthathe'd

comehereandtalktomymother.Thismanhas

provedtobeanidiotthat'sagainstmypeaceof

mind.

Andthen?Whythefuckisthiswatersowhite?

Calamine!

Shit,Ilookedlikeamonkey.Iwonderwhathe

thoughtofme.Potatoes,paniforeandcalamine.

Thisistheworstdayofmylife.



I'mnotsurewherewearehavingthislunchand

howamIexpectedtodressup.Fuck,I'mdelaying

myselfevenmorewiththis.Ipickoneofthe

dressesIconsidertobethemostexpensiveone

thatIown.Theankle-lengthwrapdressthatI

boughtfromaboutiqueintown.Icombmyhairand

tieabandanaaroundmyhead.Lip-gloss,body

sprayandmywrist-watchthathasbeenstuckon

00:44sinceAugustlastyear.Whyarethewatch

batteriessoexpensivethough?Peoplealwayslook

confusedwhenevertheyasktimeandIfishoutmy

phoneinsteadofcheckingitonmywrist.

Ipackmytoiletriesandafewdressesthenwalkout.

“Hhayi-boThalente,youcan'tleavehungrily.”

MaNgobesestandinginfrontofthekitchendoor.

“Iwillgrabsomethingonmyway,”Isay.

Shegivesmetheonce-overanddisappearsinside

thekitchen.Ifoldmyfistandreleasealowgroan.

WhydoIneedtoeatbeanswhilegoingoutfor



lunchwitharichtaxidriver?

ShewalksoutwithaTupperwarecontaineraftera

fewminutes.Shecoversitwithanamelessblack

plasticpacket.

Iwanttodie!

“Here!Iknowthatyouwon'tcookwhenyougetto

Durban.”

ThisisMaNgobese,Ihavenochoicebuttotakethe

parcel.Imaginecarryingcookedbeansanduphuthu

allthewaytoDurban.

OnceIwalkoutoftheyard,whereshecan'tseeme,

Iunzipthebagandtrytofittheparcelinside.The

zipwon'tcloseandIcan'tremoveanythinginside

thebag.I’mleftwithnochoicebuttocarrythe

parcelinmyhand.Thisuniversehasneverloved

me.Hopefullyhewon'tquestionthecontentsofthis

parcel.



Thedooropens,heclimbsoutandstandsproudly

withhisarmsfolded.

Mykneesstartkissingeachother,I'mlosingmy

stepsandgettingveryuncomfortable.Whyishe

staringatmelikethat?

ForthefirsttimeIdon'tknowwhattodowith

myselfwhilestandinginfrontofhim.

“Areyouokay?”heasks.

Deepbreath!

“Yeah,”Isay.

Hetakesthebagfrommyhands.Iholdtheparcel

tightlywhenhetriestotakeitaswell.Hejust

frownsandopensthebackandthrowsmybag

inside.

“What'sthat?Ihopeyou'renotarmedtokillme,”he

asks.

Ijustrollmyeyesandgetinsidethecar.Hecloses

thedoorformeandIsecretlyfeellikeagirlfriend

fromthoseromanticmovies.



Wearebothinsidethecar?Shouldn'thebestarting

itanddrivingawaybeforethelikesofMaMgenge

seeus?

“Whyareyounotdriving?”Iask.

“Iwantahug,”hesays.

Arethedoorslockedalready?Heknowsthathis

hugsmakemeuncomfortable.Itoldhim.

Ifastentheseatbeltandstareoutsidethewindow.

Heletsoutabriefchucklebeforestartingthecar.

It'salongjourney,twotownsawayfromhishouse,

butthemusichasneutralizedtheawkwardness.We

aretalkinglessandstealingglancesofeachother

more.

HemakesastopatTotalgarageandbuysthe

drinksandafewsnacks.Heonlytakestheenergy

drinkandputstheplasticbagonmylap.

I'mnotgoingtomakeamistakeofputtingdownthe

parcelinmyarm.IputthebagofLaysontopofit

andblessmytastebuds.



HelaughswhenIpasstheopenedbagofchipsto

him.What'sfunnyabouteatingchips?

“Iwilleatrealfood.”Mymindimagineshiseyes

sweepingovermycleavageashesaysit.Stupid

imagination,right?

“I'lleatrealfoodaswell.Itdoesn’tmeanyou're

healthythanme,yousmoke,”IdefendmyselfasI

unwrapthechocolateslab.

“ButIdidn'tsayanythingaboutbeinghealthy,”he

sayswithamockingchuckle.

“Ireadbetweenthelines.”

“Really?Ihaven'tnoticed.”

Andwhat'sthemeaningofthat?Iliftupmy

eyebrow.Asifhecanfeelmyburningstareonhis

cheek,heturnshiseyestomebrieflyandflashesa

grin.

.

.

Hisfacechangesaswearrivetoacarparkedin

frontofhishouse.Thefrontdooriswidelyopened



andtheTVplayinginsideisloudenoughtobe

heardfromthedriveway.

“Ndlalifawhatifit'sthosepeopleyou'refighting

withattherank?”Iask,pullingmyhandbackfrom

his.

“It'smybrothers,Idon'tknowwhatthefuckthey're

doinginmyhouse.”

Plural?Soit'snotjustonepersoninsidethehouse,

buttwoormore?

Iwanttoturnandrunbacktothecarbutweare

alreadyinside.

Therearetwodirtyplatesontopofthecounter;not

insidetheemptysink.Icanseehisjawtightening.

Whatevertheyatewascolourful,therearemeat

bonesleftontheplatesanduntouchedcucumber

slices.

Therearetwomensittingonthecouchand

watchingasoccermatchonTV.Oneofthemisthat



disrespectfulguythatscoopedmeupattherank

andcalledmybigforehead“big.”

“Youtwo,leavemyhouse!”Ndlalifasaysandthey

slowlyturntheirheadstous.Insteadofgettingoff

thecouchandleavingasthey'retold,theirfaces

breakintowidegrinsandtheireyesstayonme.

“Whydidn'tyoutellusthatyoucookedforaguest?

Whatifweateallthefood?You'reluckybecause

wehadbreadinmyhousebeforecominghere.”It's

theonewhocalledmybigforeheadbig.

Theotheroneisjustsmilingandstaringatme.I

don'tdwellonmen'slooksbuthisareoutstanding.

He'sacompensationforalltheuglyThomasand

Sandileswehavetolookateveryday.Oneglance

andyou'dassumethathe'samalemodelstepping

outofthemagazinecover.Hissmileisjusttoocute.

“Ndabukotakeyourfriendandleavemyhouse,”

Ndlalifatellshim.Iguesshe'stheonewithworking

brainsaroundhere.

Hetapsthestupidoneontheshoulder.

“Bafo,let'sgo,”hesays.



Theyhelpeachotheroffthecouch.Iguessthey're

hadsomealcoholaswell.

“Leavewiththosedirtydishesinmykitchen.Iwant

themback,cleanandunbroken,”Ndlalifasaysto

them.

Igivehimafunnylook.Whodoesthat?He'stoo

muchasabigbrother.

HeswitchestheTVoffandclickshistongue.It

seemslikethisisnotturningoutthewayhewanted.

“Doyoumindwaitinginthebedroom?Ijustwantto

cleanandsetup,”heasks.

“Bedroom?”

“Yes,”hesays.

WhyamIfeelinguncomfortableaboutthis?He

won'tbethere,mos.

“Okay,whichway?”Iask.

“You'llfindityourself;readingbetweentherooms.”

I'mtemptedtorollmyeyes.Hecanbesuchanidiot.



Ileavehimfishingtheremoteleftbetweenthe

coucheswithafrustratedlookonhisface.

Funnily,Idon'tgothrougheveryroominsearchfor

hisbedroom.Ijustfindmywaythere.

Hisbedisneatlymade;everythingiswhereit

shouldbe,pillowsaresetinaparticularorder,and

I'mhesitantaboutsittingonit.Ijustneedtobe

carefulandnotwrinklehiscovers.

Ohfuck,Ileftmyphoneinsidethebaginthecar.

Thebeansaswell,Ilefttheparcelontheseat.What

ifheseesit?

Irushoutofthebedroomtocontrolthedamage.

I'vehadenoughembarrassmentsfortheday.The

beanscan'taddtomystress.

“Whereareyougoing?”He'sputtingtheTupperware

containerinsidethefridge.Hetearedofftheplastic

bag.Mybagisonthechair.I'mnotsurewhether

I'mstillbreathingornot.

“Youfetchedmybag?”I'mfrozenonthesamespot.



“Yes,andthefoodyoudidn'twantmetosee.”

Heopenedthecontainer?Canthisdayandalready.

“Wedoeatmeatathome,”Isay.

“Sowhat?”Angersweepsacrosshisfaceand

quicklydispersesashiseyesmeetmine.

“I'mnotstupidThalente,”hesays.

“Ineversaidyouwere.”Imovetothechairandsit.

“Butthat'swhatyouimply,asifIcan'trelatetoreal

life.Idon'tliveinabubble,justsoyouknow.”He

takestwobowlsandwalksout.

Okay,he'spissedandI'mnotsurewhy.Isitonthe

chairandwaitforhimtocomeback.He'ssetting

lunchsomewhereinthehouseandnotevenasking

metohelp.

Hemakestwomoretripsandhislasttripistofetch

me.

It'sunsettlingbeingwithhimwhenhe'squiet

becauseofme.



“You'reangryatme?”Iask.

Hepullsoutthechairforme.He'ssetacosylunch

tablefortwo.Hisdomesticskillsdon'tcomplement

hisupbringing.OrI'mbeingjudgemental.

“Wheredidyoulearntocook?”Ijumptothenext

question,seeingthathe'snotansweringthefirst

one.

“MymotherleftwhenIwaseight,myfatherisinthe

taxiindustryandIhaveyoungbrother,”hesaysand

shrugshisshoulders.

NowIgetit.Ihavequestionsbutmayberightnow

isnotagoodtime.

Hedishesupforbothofusandpoursthedrinks.

“ThalenteIwantustotalkrealbusiness,”hesays.

Ireachtomyglassandtakeasip.

“I'mlistening,”Isay.

“Idon'tundermineyouasapersonandIdon'tsee

youassomeonewhoneedshelp.Iapplaudyoufor



doingwhatyoudo;wakingupeverymorningby

dawnandcookingatthetaxirank.Ithinkit's

amazing,somegirlsstandonthestreetsevery

nightandexchangetheirbodiesformoney.Idon't

judgethemeither,lifeisunpredictable.”

Itakeanothersip.I'mnotusedtothisseriousside

ofhim.He'salwaysfoolingaroundandannoying.

“Thingsmightnotgobacktonormalsoon.There's

anopeninginoneofthecompaniesIknow.They're

lookingforagirlwhocanhelpattheircanteen.I

saidIknowsomeonewhomightwantthejoband

askedthemtoholdforafewdays.Youcanaccept

ordeclineandI'llgetbacktothem.”

Wow!Oh,okay.

“That'srealbusiness,”ImumbletomyselfasItryto

digestallofit.

“Wehavemoretodiscuss.”He'sbackatbeingthe

NdlalifathatIknow.

“What’sgoingtohappenwhenSis'Thandicomes

back?I'lldropthejobandgobacktotheshelter?”



Hechucklesandsipsonhisdrink.

“Loyaltydoesn'tpaybills.Butthatwouldbeforyou

todecide.”

Idon'tknowhowmuchtimeIhavetocomeupwith

adecision.Idon'tknowifSis'Thandiwillfeel

betrayedifImovetoanotherjob.Imean,sheeven

paidmeafullsalary.Butsittingathomeisnotan

optioneither.I'mtwenty-seven,Ican'tdependon

mymother'spensionmoney.

“MustIaddthesaladforyou?”heasksandIshake

myhead.

“Okay,movingtothenextsubject,”hesaysand

clearshisthroat.Hewasn'ttaughtthefourthruleof

beingablackchild:youdon'ttalkwhileeating.

“Whydoyoualwaysgivemeahardtime?Whydid

youleavewithouttellingme?”

What?Myeyebrowsarewidenedoutindisbelief.

Washeeightyearsoldwhenhemademe?

“You'renotmyfather,”Isay.

“Yeah,butI'mnotjust“nothing”toyou.Ideserved



toknowandwehadplans.”

“Whatareyoutome?”I'mconfused.YesImayhave

beenwrongfornotinforminghimthatIwasleaving.

ButhimandhiscolleaguesarethereasonwhyIleft.

“Idon'tknow,youwillgivemethetitleyouthinkI

deserve,”hesays.

“Job-connector,”Isay.

HelaughssohardthatIendupquestioninghis

sanity.Ishenotgivingmejobconnections?That's

histitleanditsuitshimperfectly.

“It'sfine,uyezwa?”hesays,stillmockingme.

Ichangethesubjectandaskabouttherank

situation.He'scalmaboutthewholethingandby

thelookofthings,hewantsittodragevenmuch

longersothatsomepeoplecanbetaughtalesson.

Unfortunatelyit'sthetaxidrivers,conductorsand

passengersthatsufferthefinancialconsequences.

Someoftheirtaxisareoperatinginothertownsand

theirfatherownsthelogisticcompany.



Iforcehimtositdownandclearthetable.Iknow

thathewantshiskitchenspotless,hejustfedme

thethingsIseeonTV,sowhynotcleanforhim

beforeIgo?

Iloadthedishesinsidethesinkandwashthem.

Luckily,helistenedanddidn'tfollowme.After

clearingupeverythingandpackingthedishes

insidethecupboards,Iopenthefridgeandtakemy

Tupperwareout.

Wheredidheputmybag?Ihopehedidn'tpackitas

hedecidedtopackmybeansinsidethefridge.

“Ndlalifawhere'smybag?Ihavetocleanmyroom

andseethelandlord.”

Hejuststaresatme.Didmynosemoveuptomy

forehead?

“Ndlalifa?”Iraisemyvoice,hopingthathe'llsnap

outofhiszoneandanswermyquestion.

“What'sgoingon?”heasks.

Idon'tunderstandhisquestion.There'ssomething



goingon?

“Wehadthelunchthatwepromisedeachotherand

nowI'mleaving,”Isaytheobvious.

HefrownslikeIjustspoketohiminChinese.

“IfetchedyouallthefromKhangelani.Whenwere

yougoingtocleanyourroomandseeyourlandlord

ifIdidn't?”

“ButyoudidfetchmeandI'mgoingtodoallthat.”

“Thenyouhavetopayformypetrol.Ididn'tfetch

youforthelandlord,Ithoughtwe'dspendtime

together.”

JesusChrist!Ididn'taskhimtofetchmeandI'm

notpayingforpetrol,notevenforthedropofit.

“Whereismybag?”Iaskfirmly.

“Idon'tknow,”hesays.

BreatheThalente!

“Ndlalifa?”Thisisthelastwarningbefore…Idon't

knowbeforewhat.

“Leavemealone,”hesaysandwalkstooneofthe



roomsandshutsthedoorafterhim.

Owkaaay,Ineedtofindmybag.I'llwalkto

CannelandsifIneedto.Mysearchingskillsarevery

fastandeffective.Ithinkthisistheguestbedroom,

heleftitontopofthebed.

Itakeitandmakemywaytothefrontdoor.Ihate

thatwearepartingthiswaybutIrefusetobe

bulliedbyhim.

“Thalente,”–thehandgrabsmeandpullsmeback

insidethehouse.

Ihopethisisnotwhatitlookslike;afight.

“What?”Istareintohisfire-blazingeyesatacloser

distance.He'sstillholdingmyarmtightlyandI

knowthatIwon'tbeabletofighthimoff.

“Youreallydon'tseethatIloveyou?”Hisquestion

catchesmeoffguard.Iwaspreparedforan

argument,notaloveconfession.

“MaybeIdon'tshowitenough.Maybewhenyou

seemeyoujustseearandomtaxidriverwho's



alwaysonyourface.Idon'tknow,maybeyoujust

seearichman'ssonwhoneverhavetofightfor

anythinginlife.Butbehindwhateveryouseeisa

manwhoishungryforyourlove.I'minlovewith

youThalenteMbatha.”

Idon’tknowhowIlostthegripofthebagand

Tupperware.EverythingIhadinmyhandsmeetthe

floor.Thecontainerlidfliesoffasuphuthuandthe

beansscatter.Ineedtwobucketsofseawater.

Maybemyancestorsareangrywithme,becauseno

onecanhavesomanybadlucksinoneday.

HishandliftsmeasIattempttopickupthebag

andpossiblyfindawayofgettingthebeansoffhis

cleanfloor.

“Thalentelookatme.I'mtalkingtoyou,”hesays.

Ican'tlookathiseyes.Notafterwhathejust

confessed.

“WillIeverbemorethanjustajob-connector?”he

asks.

“Yes….”Wait,whatthefuckdidIjustsay?



[03/14,09:04] :Chapter20
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Beinghomewasamazing.Yes,Icallithome.But

unfortunatelyIhavetogobacktolife.

Bab’Maqhaweandhiswifearecomingwithme.

They'vemadeitclearthattheywon'tsetafootin

myfather'shouse,henceI'veurgedAndiswato

arrangeafamilydinnerinmyhouse.I'mhopingthat

we'lltalk,putasideourdifferencesandreach

commongrounds.Wedon'thavetosharebeliefs,

wejusthavetorespectoneanother.Iprayand

hopethatmyfatherkeepshisemotionsincheck.

Bab'MaqhawehashisreservationsonChristianity

toobuthe'snotasvagueasmyfatherisaboutthe

ancestors.

ThesoonertheyworktowardsacceptingNdabuko's

proposalandlettingBab'Maqhawehandlethings,is

thesoonerIcanalsofocusonmyrelationshipand

thepregnancy.

IalsohavetotalktoNdabukoaboutwhat



Mam'Jabusaid.Idon'twantanycomplicationsand

IalsowantNhlanzekotorestinpeace.Ifgivingthis

babytohisnameisgoingtogivehimpeacethenso

beit.Itwon'ttakeanythingawayfromus,atHome

Affairswe'llstillbethebaby'sparentsandwe'll

raisehimorherasourown.

Bab’Maqhaweisforcedtoeattwobananassothat

hewon'tdemandustomake“pee"stopsalongthe

road.Theyalwaysargueoverstupidthingsand

Mam'Jabualwayswinstheargument.Thisman

doeseverythingshewants,butnotwithoutafight.I

canstaywiththemallday.Iwonderhowlife

would'vebeenlikeifwestayedbackinNyandeni.

Maybewewould'veturnedoutdifferently.

“Areyousupposedtodrivewhilepregnant?”

Mam’Jabuasks.

“I'mstillonthefirsttrimesterMa,pleasedon'tturn

intoanotherNdabuko,”Ibeg.

“Hhayi-bo,wedon'twantanythingbadtohappento

ourgrandchild.That'swhywearehere,andyou



betternotrevealtheSibisistubbornnesstothat

poorboy,”shesays.

“Sibisistubbornness?”Bab’Maqhaweaskswithhis

eyebrowlifted.I'malsocurios.

“Don'tevenstartMaqhawe,youknowyourself,”she

says.

Hemumblessomethingunderhisbreathandgo

muteasMam'Jabugiveshimastare.

IdiscussedthiswithQondaniandhetoldmethat

theonlytimehismotherapologizesto

Bab'Maqhaweforhercontrollinganddictating

behaviorisduringthelatehoursofthenight.That

wasenoughformyears,Ididn'ttiptoetotheirfree-

standingbedroomtoeavesdrop.ButnowIthink

shedoesallthisonpurpose;toprovokehimsothat

the“latenight”punishmentcanbesevere.

They'veneverbeentomyhousebefore,letalone

mykindofneighbourhood.Icantellbytheway

Mam’Jabu’snoseiswrinkledupthat,nope,itlooks

allfancyandmodernbutshewouldn'tgiveupaday



ofherlifetolivehere.

“Isitdividedintotwo?”sheasks,aboutthehouse.

“Yes,”Isay.

“Howmanybedrooms?”

“Seven.”

“ForyouandAndiswaonly?”

“No,peopledocomeover.”

Shedoesn'tsayanythingfurther.She'sjuststunned,

Iguess.Idon'tthinkIliveexaggeratedly.Thereare

biggerhousesinthisneighbourhood,someofthem

don'tliveanyone,theywerejustboughtbecause

theownerscould.NdabukoistheoneIcouldsayis

exaggeratingthiswholelifething,hishouseis

ridiculous,soarehissportcars.

Andiswaisstandinginthemiddleofthelounge,

lookingconfusedandlost.Shehasn'tseenthese

peoplesinceshewasachild.Idon'tthinksheeven

rememberedtheirfaces.



“IsthisAndiswa?”Bab’Maqhaweaskswithhisarms

widelyopened.Andiswahesitantlywalksintothem

andwrapsherarmsaroundhim.

“You'resogrown!”

They'rebothstaringatherindisbelief.

“It'smy21stbirthdayverysoon,”shebragsasshe

looksuptoBab'Maqhawe’sface.Shehasmeltedin

theirpresenceinaninstant,that'showlighttheir

aurais.

“Yourfathershoulddoumemuloforyou,”

Bab'Maqhawesays.

“Likevirgins?”sheasks.

Mam'Jabuisgoingtofaint.Theword“like”hasher

eyesbulgingoutoftheirsockets.

“Pleasegetussomethingtodrink,”ItellAndiswa

withasternlook.Inthesepeople'seyesshe'sstill7

yearsold,she'sgoingtomaketheirheartsstop.

“Doyouguyswantmetoshowyouaroundoryour

feetareaching?”Iaskthem.

Thewavinghandandclenchingofjawsfrom



Mam’Jabuassheslidesdownonthecouch

answersme.Bab'Maqhaweismadeoutofsteel,

insimbiendala,he'supforit.Itakehimtothestudio

first,whereAndiswadoesallhersecretauditions.

He'scharmedbytheguitar,wespendalmostten

minutesinsidewithhimtryingtorevivetheold

guitaristinsidehim.

“Whenaretheycoming?”heasksasweleavethe

groundfloor,takingupthestairs.

“Soon.IsentAndiswaatextbeforewegothere.

Shemust'venotifiedthemthatwe'vearrived.”

“They'reawarethatI'malsohere?”He'saman,he

keepsthebravefaceon,butI'vegottoknowhim

wellduringthepasttwodays,Icantellthathe's

nervous.

“Wedidn'tgointodetailswiththembutIdon'tthink

it'saproblemsinceyou'reinmyhouseandnot

theirs.”

“Ijustdon'twanttobringanynoisearoundyouand

mygrandchild.”

He'ssweetbeyondmyunderstanding.Iknowthat



it'swrongtocomparepeoplebuthe'swaybetter

thanmyfather.He'smoreloving,moreopen-

mindedandlessjudgmental.

“Bab'omdaladon'tstressyourselfaboutthosetwo.”

I'mnotsureofmyadvicebutstressingaboutitis

notgoingtohelp.They'llbehereandthe

confrontationswillbedone.

Thepictureofmeinmygraduationgownwelcomes

usasweenterthestudyroom.Hestandsinfrontof

it.

“Qondaniheardaboutthisandhetoldme.Iwasso

proudofyou,”hesaysinamixofemotions.

“Iwishyouweretheretoslaughteracowforme,”I

tease.

Hetensesupandreachesuptoit.Heunhooksthe

frameandtakesthepicturedown.Hegoesaround

thedeskandloungeshimselfonmychair.He's

staringatthepicturelikeapieceoftreasure.I

guessthisisanotherroomwe'regoingtospendan

hourin.

“Timeflies.Thedayyouwerebornstillfeelslike



yesterday.Ican'tbelieveyou'vegrownintothis

beautiful,intelligentyoungwoman.”

Iwalkaroundthedeskstandbehindhimandwrap

myarmsaroundhisshoulders.Heliftsuponehand

andtouchesmyarmwithiziphandlaaroundhis

wristsbrushingtenderlyagainstmyflesh.

Thedoorburstsopenandmymotherstandsinthe

middleofthedoorway.

Ohhell,she'sangry.

“Mama,Ithoughtyouwere…”Ipauseandfollowher

fire-blazingeyes.

“Maqhaweletgoofmydaughter!”

I'mtheoneholdingBab'omdala’sshouldersand

he'sjustholdingmypicture.

Withoutsayinganythingheputsthepictureonthe

deskandgetsoffthechair.

“Mama!IwasjustshowingBab'omdalaaround.”I'm

soembarrassed.“BabaIhaven'tshownyoumy

bedroom,pleasedon'tleave,”Isay.



Hehasthisthingoflisteningtowomen.It'scute

withMam’JabubutIdon'tunderstanditwithmy

mother.Whywouldhejustfollowthewordofa

womanhehasn'tseenoveradecade?

“Goandgreetyourfatherdownstairs.”Nowshe's

orderingme.Herhandsareonthewaistandshe's

readyforwar.

Bab'Maqhawepassesnexttoher.Theirshoulders

touchandtheyshareonedeepstare.

“LeaveMaqhawe,”shesaysslowlyasshefinally

tearshereyesawayfromhis.

“Onedayprayforyouheart.”Withthatsaidhe

walksoutoftheroomanddisappears.

Itmust'vetouchedthenerve,she'sblinking

timelessly.

“Whydoyouhatehim?”Iask.

“Hate?Idon'thateanyone.Isaidgoandgreetyour

fatherdownstairs.”Sheturnsaroundandleaves.

Veryweird!



Ialreadyknowthatthefamilydinnerwon'tgowell.

MaybeIshould'vejustcalledmyfatheraloneand

hewould'vesortedthiswithhisbrotherprivately.

Bringingmymotherintothiswastheworstdecision

ever.IcantellthatMam'Jabuhasgotten

uncomfortableandmymotherisdoingherbestto

makeherfeelunwelcome.

“I'mtheonewhoaskedyoualltocomeheresoI

guessI’llspeak.”Ineedasipofwater.This;their

piercingeyes,myfather'ssilenceandthesideeyes

betweenMam’Jabuandmymother,itallunsettles

me.Eventhoughshehasalreadychosenherside,I

wishAuntVumilewasheretoneutralizethe

situationwithherholyjokes.

“BabaIalreadyknowwhereyoustandasfarasmy

relationshipwiththefatherofmychildisconcerned.

I'mnotgoingtoaskyoutomakesacrificesforme

ortodisregardyourbeliefstodothingsforme.All

I'mheretoaskisthatyouallowBab'omdalatobein

chargeofalltheritualsandceremoniesthatshould

takeplace.IloveNdabukoandI'mnotgoingto

breakupwithhimoraskGodforforgiveness



becauseIfellinlovewithsomeonewhoisnot

perfectinyoureyes.”

HedirectshiseyestoBab’Bab'Maqhawe,thewhole

roomturnscold.

“Youputheruptothis?Youturnedmydaughter

againstme,Maqhawe?”heasks.

“IwenttoNyandenimyself,pleasedon'tshiftthisto

Bab'omdala,”IjumpinbeforeBab'omdalacan

breatheaword.Iknewthiswasgoingtohappen.

He'salwaysbeenabadguyintheireyes.Adevil

himself.

“Right?YouwenttoNyandeniandyousuddenlytalk

backtoyourfather?”mymotherasksandshe'smet

byfiercestarefromMam'Jabu.

“Nomaguguletmentalk.Ungumfazi,stayoutofit.”

“Yeywenasqhaza!”

Owkaaaay!Andiswaneedstogotoherroom.This

iswar.

“Takeyourfoodandleave,”Iwhispertoher.

Shepoutsherlipsandfoldsherarmswhileresting



backonthechair.Nowwehavetoarguejustlike

thesepeople?

“Leave!”Ihissthroughmyteeth.

Shedoesn'tbudge.Thenoiseisburstingtheroof.

Mam'Jabuandmymotherarejustsecondsaway

fromscratchingeachother'sface.I'venever

witnessedsuchachildishbickeringbetweenold

people.

“Sheismydaughter!”Bab’Maqhawe’svoicerises

aboveeveryoneelse'sandbringstheroomintoa

standstill.

“Maqhawe!”mymotherwarnsinatrembling

whisper.

I'mnotsurewhat'sgoingon.Whyiseveryone

suddenlysoquietandnotlookingatme?

“IdideverythingIwasaskedtodo.Youmarried

NomagugubecauseyouwereabettermanthanI

was.Abetterson.Iletyoutwomarry,totakemy

daughterandplayaperfectfamilybehindtheBible.

Ihadtostartafresh.At28Ihadtostartasalittle

boy!Fromthegroundwithnothingtomyname.”



Hisvoicetonesdown.Heleansforwardthetable

andstaresatmymotherwiththecornersofhis

eyesdroppingtears.

“Youdidn'tfightforme.Youwerehappytomarry

mybrotherdespiteallthepromiseswemadeto

eachother.ButIunderstoodbecauseIwasalways

therebelliousone.Theonewithnopromisingfuture.

Youhadtodowhatwasbestforyourself.Please

tellmehowIbecamethebadguy?HowdidI

becomethedeviltobothofyou?Istayedaway,I

didn'twanttoconfusemydaughterandIrespected

alltheconditionsthatweregiventome.Shecame

lookingforme,nottheotherwayaround.Because

theherderandthefatherwillalwaysbedifferent,

evenifthey'replayingthesamerole.”

Acoldliquidflowsdownmyface,snappingme

backtotheworldIwasn'tevenawarethatIhadleft.

Andiswahasmeinherarmsandeveryoneis

standingaroundme.

Ididn'tfaint,I'mstillsittingonthechair,butmy

wholebodyfeelslikeanemptysack.



“Babayoumarriedyourbrother'spregnant

girlfriend?”Andiswaaskswithmeinherarms.

“Shhhh!”someoneshushesandIliftmyheadup.I

wantthetruth.Whatthehellisgoingonhere?

“Ndondoplease….”Ishakemyheadbeforeshe

evenstarts.Sheliedtomefortwentysixyears!

“Mamawhoismyfatherandwhoismyuncle

betweenthesetwomen?”

Silence.

Myfingersballintoafistandcrashonthejugof

juiceputnexttothestackofplates.Andiswaholds

backmyarmsandstrainsmebackonthechair.

“SpeakNomagugu,”Mam'Jabusaysandthe

awkwardnessmultiplieslikerabbits.

“Dumisaniisyourfatherbaby,heraisedyou.”She

finallymanagestogetthewordsout.

MaybeIneedtoreconstructmyquestion.

“Whomadeyoupregnant?”Iask.

Gasps!Whatdidtheyexpectmetosay?This



womanseemstobeansweringthingsIdidn'task.

“Maqhawedidbutyourfatherhadmorequalitiesof

beingagoodfatherandahusbandthanMaqhawe

was.Wewereinthesamechurchand…”Myears

cannothearmoreofthis.Hehadmorequalities

accordingtowhosestandards?Thechurchpeople?

Andheagreedtobetrayhisbrotherandhidbehind

thenameofGod?

“Mamaisthiswhatyouwantedformeaswell?To

breakupwithNdabukoandmarrysomeonefrom

yourchurchsothatwecanplayaperfectfamily?

Youreallythinkthisisokay.Lyingtomemywhole

lifeandkeepingmefrommyfather?”Iask.

“I'myourfather,Ndondo.”

Idon'thavewordsforhimatthemoment.Idon't

knowwhattosay.Heseesnothingwrongwithwhat

they'vedonetomeandBab’Maqhawe.

“Ithoughtweweregoingtobecivilaboutthisbut

asusual,youtwotreatedmelikeapieceofshit.

ThisisnothowIwantedhertofindoutbutyouleft

mewithnochoice.”Bab'Maqhawegetsoffthechair



andrestshishandsonthetable.“Now,Iwantto

performceremoniesformydaughter.Idon'tcareif

youtakeherbridepricebutyou'renotgoingtolet

thisfakeChristianityofyoursstandonthewayof

herhappiness.GoandgetVumileandyourchurch

memberstoganguponme,Idon'tcare.”

Icannotbelievethisishappeningtome.Iwatch

UtatakhoeverytimeitairsandI’veneverimagined

myselfbeingcaughtinthesamesituation.I'm

angry,bothatmyfatherwhojustturnedouttobe

myuncleandmymother.Idon'tknowhowIfeel

aboutBab'Maqhawebeingmybiologicalfather.I

haven'tprocessedmyemotionsyet.

.

.

IsleptonitandIwashopingthatwhenIwakeup

everythingwillmakesense.ButI'mstillinshock

andconfusedasIwasyesterday.Idon'tknowwhat

would'vehappenedifAndiswahadlefttheroomas

Iinstructed.Eventoday,she'stheonewhowokeup

andtookcareofBab'MaqhaweandMam'Jabu.I



haven'twrappedmyheadaroundhimbeingBaba

andnotBab’omdala.

Idon'tknowifI'mreadytohaveaconversationwith

themyet.Igrabmycarkeysandleaveusingthe

backdoor.

Khosi'stextcomesthroughasIsettlebehindthe

wheel.Idon’tbothercheckingbecauseIknowit's

aboutupcomingbirthdayparties.Sheloves

organizingeventsmorethanshelovesherjob.All

themesandideasareranpastmeandIjusthavea

lotofpersonalproblemstodealwith.Andiswais

turning21andthetwins,SnakhoandSnalo,are

turning27.Theirbirthdaysarejusttwodaysapart.

Withthem,thetwins,wealwaystrytomakethem

feelspecialaroundtheday.Themostpainfulthing

tohappentoanymotherwouldbetotakethelast

breathasyourbabiesopentheireyesforthefirst

time.Thedaybringsdifferentemotionstothem;

theycelebrateaddinganotheryeartotheirlivesand

alsomournthedeathoftheirmotherwhonevergot

thechancetoholdthem.



It'sunfortunatethatshediedjustafewdaysafter

returninghomefromGodknowswhere.Hersister,

Khosi'smother,saysshewasgonefor10years.

Nobodyknowswhereshewas,shedidn'treachout

toanyoneuntilthedaysheshowedupinherhouse

withahugestomachandnothingbutherpurse.

Shewaswelllookedafter;herskinwasglowingand

theclothesshecamewearingwerethoseof

expensivedesigns-Khosi'smotherrecalls.But

somethingwasmissinginher;thehappygirlthat

lefthometenyearsago.

Shewasn'tthesame.Shewasemotionallydrained

andemptyatheart.Shefoundthecolourfullifeshe

waschasingbutthere,shelostherself.

Twodayslatershewentintolabor.Theynevergot

toknowofthelifeshelefthomefor,deathclaimed

hersoonerthananyonehadexpected.

Behindshelefttwoidenticaldaughters,Snakhoand

Snalo.Asyearswentby,thewholeNgomanefamily

hadtoswitchbacktotheNselesurname.It



happensalmosteveryday.Peoplegivebirthandgift

theirchildrenanysurnametheyseefit,andinthe

longrunitcomesbacktobitethem.Theancestors

don'tworkatHomeAffairs,whenthetimecomes

theyclaimthosethatbelongtothemregardlessof

whattheHomeAffairspapersays.

Khosi’smotherandhersiblingswereclaimedback

bytheirrightfulancestors,thoseoftheirmother.

AndtheyswitchedbacktoNsele,togetherwiththeir

offsprings.

That'sanotherreasonwhyI'mhere,fightingformy

childtohaveatrueidentity.

[03/14,09:05] :Chapter21
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Ndabukowantstobevisited.Itriedtoreasonwith

himandtoldhimthatIhaveguestsinmyhouse,

butwhenhegetsneedythere'snotalkingtohim.It

wouldberudeofmetodrivestraightfromworkto

hishouse,andIstillhavetotalktoBab'Maqhawe.



IspothimbythepoolasIdrivein.Hehasa

slingshotinhishandandhekeepspicking

somethingfromtheground.Gosh,Ihopehe'snot

killingbirds,whitepeoplewillcallthepoliceonus.

Iparkinfrontofthehouseandruntowardsthepool.

“Babawhatareyoudoing?”Iask.

“Justlookingforsparrows,”hesays.

“Andshootingthem?”Iask.

Hefrowns.

“Yeah.”

“Baba!”I'mdefeated.

Hepushestheslingshotinsidehispocketand

releasesadeepsigh.

“Inthemorningyouleftwithoutsayinggoodbye.”

Hiseyessearchinmineforanger.He'sthelast

personI'dbeangryat.

“Allthisistoomuchtoprocessinoneday.I'mstill

shocked,”Isay.



“Iunderstand.Ishould'vefoughtforyoubutIguess,

astheysay,Ididn'thaveenoughqualitiesto

becomeafather.Icould'vedonesomethingand

foughtformyrole.Ishouldn'thavejustletthem

takeyouawayfromme.”

Iliftmyeyesuptohim.It'sstillhardtobelievethat

heismyfather,therealonewhosebloodruns

throughmyveins.

“IfIdidn'tcomehome,wereyougoingtoletmelive

mywholelifenotknowingthetruth?”Iask.

Foramomenthe'squietandrubbinghiselbow.

“Maybe,”hesays.

Myheartbreaksathisconfession.

“Why?”Iaskinalmostwhisper.

“ConsideringhowQondaniturnedout,Iwasn'tsure

ofmyskillsasafather.Iguesswords,likeaseed,

theygrowintofruition.Ididn'twanttoruinyour

life.”

Icanfeelthepainandinsecuritiesburiedinhis

voice.



“Hespeakshighlyofyou,”Itellhim,hopingthatit

willerasetheinsecurities.Idon'tknowmuchabout

himasafatherbutwhatIgraspedfromQondani's

descriptionofhisparentsisthatthey'rebothgood

people.Alittlebittoooverromantic.Butstillgood

tobearoundto.

“Iwishyoubothgotthechancetobondas

siblings,”hesays.

“He'sabully!”Webothbreakintolaughter.Ican't

believeIshareaparentwiththatidiot.

Anotherelephantintheroomneedstobe

discussed.Nomagugu.Iwanttoknowthewhole

story.

“Howlongwereyouwithmymother?”Iask.

“Icourtedherforayear.ShewasverydifficultbutI

waspatientbecauseIlovedher.Twoyearsafter

sheagreedtobewithmeshefellpregnant.Your

grandmotherfoundoutwhenshewasapproaching

theeighthweekandarrangedforhertobemarried

inchurchwithanotherman.Notjustanymanbut

mybrother.Theyhadwantedthemtomarryfora



while,notknowingthatshewasalreadydating

outsidechurch.Thefamiliestalked,Itriedtostand

upformyselfbutIwasawell-knownhavoc-maker.

Dumisaniwon,shecaredmoreaboutherfamily's

image,sotheygotmarried.Iwashappythatat

leastIwasgoingtowatchyougrow,Igottoname

youandholdyouinmyarms.Butasyougrewyour

mothergrowntohateme,shesuffereda

miscarriageandIwassuspectedofwitchcraft

becauseIslaughterandwearthese.”Heliftsuphis

armtoshowmethegoat-skinbangleswithasmirk

onhisface.

“Sotheylefthomeandnevercameback.Icould've

foughtharderbutIdidn't.I'msorryntombiyami.”

“Iloveyou,”-wordsslipoutofmylipsandstunhim.

Ididn'tplantosaythisbuttherearenoliesinit.

“There'ssomeoneIwantyouandMam'Jabuto

meet.Ithinkyou'lllikehim,”Isay.

HecreaseshisforeheadandIknowwhogracedhis

mind.

“Nottheonewhomademepregnant,”Isayandhis



facerelaxes.

“He'llshowyouaroundDurbanandyoubothbelieve

insimilarthings.He'sbeenlikeanunclethatI've

neverhad.”IknowthathimandBab'Mbambowill

getalongverywell.Iwanthimtoleavethisplacein

agoodmoodandIknowthatatriptomen'shostel

toeatinhlokowillputhiminone.

Mam'JabuishelpingHloniclean.Correction,she's

teachingherhowtoclean,andIdon'tseethis

endingwell.

“You'reback?Whydidn'tyoutellmeyouhavesuch

abeautifulgirlinyourhouse?”sheasks.

“Ma,Hlonidoesn'twanttobeastepmothertothree

kids,”Isay.

Hloni'seyesarebulgingout.IknowthatQondaniis

searchingforavulnerablewomantoplayaheroto,

butmyemployeesareoffthemarket.

“Youshouldbespeakingforyourbrother,”shesays

withachuckle.



“No,IstillwantHlonitobehere.Ifshefalls

pregnantthatwouldmeanIhavetoemploy

someoneelse,”Isay.

“Youwon'thaveanysister-in-lawanytimesoon,”

shesaysindefeat.

Hloniisstillstunned.Ileavethemtotheircleaning

foraquickshower.Myphonehasstartedbeeping

nonstop,heknowsthatI'mnolongerintheoffice

andinhismindIshould'veflownstraighttohis

house.

JustasIstepoutoftheshowerAndiswaisinmy

roomwithasmuglookonherface.

“Guesswhoishere?”sheasks.

Iopentheclosetandsearchforsomethingtowear.

SheknowsthatIdon'tlikeherguessinggames.

“MustItellyouoryouwanttoseeforyourself?”

Gosh,thischild!

“WhoishereAndiswa?”



Shesmilesandleansovermyshoulders.Inearly

fallonmybackwhenshetellsme.

“Whatishedoinghere?DidBab'omdalaseehim?”

I'mpanicking.Howcanhebesuchanidiot?Itold

himthatIwascomingtohishouse.

“Heiswithhimintheloungeandaskinghim

questions.”

OhFatherGod!Ididn'twantthemtomeetyet.I

don'tknow,butIfeellikeit'sunfairforhimtobe

interrogated,maybeifhehadMrNgiditospeakon

hisbehalfitwould'vebeenbetter.

Andiswaislaughingbehindme.Maybethisishow

shefeltwhenIbroughtthattallboyofherstothe

standandattackedhimwithquestions.Oh,Ialso

threwaglassofwateronhisface.

“Isthathowyourfatherraisedyou?”It's

Bab'omdalaaskingNdabuko.

HeanswersinalowvoicethatIcan'thearfroma

distance.He'ssittingonthecouchwithhispalms



onhiskneesandBab'omdalaisstandingopposite

himwithaslingshotinhishand.Isheplanningto

shoothim?

AhandgrabsmejustasI'mabouttostepinsidethe

lounge.

“Comeandshowmeyourmaizemeal.Ican'tfind

it.”She'spullingmeallthewaytothekitchen.

“Ma,NdabukoisherewithBab'omdala,”Isay.

“Sowhat?He'samanenoughtogetyoupregnant,

lethimman-upforhisshit.Whereisthemaizemeal?

Iwanttoleaveyouwithamahewu,youcan'tstarve

thebaby.”She'sopeningthecupboardsand

mumblingcomplaintsaboutthekindoffoodshe's

seeing.

“Ndabukodoesn'tdeserve…”Sheturnsaround

swiftlyandliftsupherbrows.IknowthatIshould

zipit.

“MntanamiIbeg,don'teverinterferewhileyourman

istalkingwithanotherman.Ifit'sawomanhe's

arguingwiththenyoucaninterfereanddefendhim.

Butwithothermen,don'tmakehimlookweak.AsI



said,he'samanenoughtogetyoupregnant,hewill

handlehisshit.”

Isinkdownonthechairindefeat.Ijusthope

Bab'omdalawilllethimgosoon.Ihopehewon't

mentionhisparentsorbrotherbecauseIknowthat

Ndabukowillloseit.

IwatchasMam'Jabuhappilymixestheporridgeon

thestovewhilehummingasong.Andiswais

somewhereinthehouse-eavesdropping.

HiscolognefillsmynostrilsandIturnmyhead

around.He'snothurtanywhere,thankGod.

“Ma,canItakeNdondosomewhere?She'llbeback

inthemorning.”

Oh,nowweaskforpermission?

Mam'Jabugiveshimalongstarethatcauseshim

toscratchhisheadandcastshiseyestothefloor.

“Inthemorningitmustbe,”shesaysandturnsback

toherporridge.

Ithoughttheylikedhim.TheyevenpreachedthatI



mustnevergetstubbornwithhim.

Itakemybagandfollowhimout.Oncewearesafe

inhiscarheburstsintolaughter.

“Whydidn'tyouwarnme?”heasks.

“Youdidn'ttellmeyouwerecoming,”Isay.

“HowwasIsupposedtotellyouwhenyoudidn't

evenrespondtomymessages?”

“That'sbecauseyouwereannoyingNdabuko.”

“I'msorryIannoyedyou.IguessIhavemissedyou

waytoomuch.”

LookingathiseyesIknowthatI'verubbedhimthe

wrongway.

“ImissedyoutoobabebutIwasgoneforus,”Isay.

HisfacemeltsasIbringitontomineforakiss.

He’smybigbaby.

Iliftuphischinwithmyfingerandstareintohis

eyes.

“Didyoutakecareofmydi€k?”Iposethequestion

healwaysasksmebacktohim.



“What?!”Hisribsaregoingtocrack.Thesemen

don'tthinkwehaveitinus.Theythinkthey'rethe

onlyoneswhocanaskusthesequestionsandget

usblushingovernonsense.

“Ihopeyoudidn'tgiveittoanyone,”Isayandsit

backonmyseat.

“Whopollutedyourmind?Idon'twantyoutogoto

thevillageagain.Buttoansweryourquestion,

Mngomezuluwaswelllookedafter,eventhough

he'sbeenhungryfordays.”

“Heshallbefed,”Isay.

Henarrowshiseye.Igivehimawink.Hecracks

intolaughteragain.

.

.

HehaspreparedalightdinnerandIthinkrightnow

istherighttimetofillhiminabouteverythingthat

happened.It'sawkwardbutatleastI'mstillaSibisi.

That'sonethingI'mgratefulfor;mylifedidn't

completelychange.



“Haveyouspokentoyourfather?”He'sreferringto

theonethatraisedmeup.

“Notyet.Ineedafewdaystoprocesseverything,”I

say.

“Babepleasedon'tcutthemoff.Iunderstandthat

you'reangrybuthestillraisedyoutothisintelligent,

beautifulwoman.Histeachingsandadvicesgot

youtothisstage,hemaybedifferentinhisown

wayandbeliefs,buthestillwantswhathethinksis

bestforyou.You'reluckytohavetwofathersthat

loveyou.”

“Iguessyou'rerightbutIstillneedtime,”Isay.

Hegrabsaglassofjuiceandgulpsitdown.His

handwrapsarounditonthetableandsqueezesit.I

hopeitdoesn'tbreak,hisgripistootight.

“Myparentswenttothegrave,theychosetofollow

Nhlanzekowithoutevensaying“congratulations”to

meonmygraduation.Idon'tremembergetting

praisesforanythingfromthem.Idon'tremember

themsayingtheyloveme.Idon'tremembermy

fatherteachingmehowtorideabicycle.Idon't



remembermymothercombingmyhairandhelping

mewithmybackpack.Idon'trememberNhlanzeko

playingwithme.Heonlycametobeattheboysthat

troubledmeinschoolandforcethesoccercoachto

putmeintheA-team.”

Okay,he'sfinallylettingmein.Thetimingiswrong

butI'mhappyhe'sconfidinginme,atlast.

“Doyouhatethem?Doyouhateyourfamily?”Iask.

“Idon'tknow.I'mhere,stilldoingeverythingto

makesurethatthey'reokayintheotherworld.Istill

camehome,pointedwheretheirgravesweretobe

allocatedandslaughteredcowstosendthemoff.I

stillburnimpephoandtalktothem.Nhlanzekohas

cameinmydreams,withhisdemandsasusual,but

atleastheremembersme.Myparentsneverlooked

back.Theydon'tcheckonme,noteveninmy

dreams.”

WhyamIcrying?Hewalksaroundthetableand

hugsme.

“I'msorrybabe.Ishouldn'thavemadetodayabout

myself.”Hewipesmytearswithhisthumbsand



brushesmyquiveringlips.

“There'ssomethingIneedtotellyou,”Isay.

Hishandsarestillaroundmebuthe’sstopped

moving.Hewantsmetotalk.

“Pleasesit,”Isay.

“Whatisit?You'rescaringme.”Herushestohis

chairandlooksatmewithafrown.

“Ourfirstbaby,thisone,shouldbegivento

Nhlanzeko.”

Hedoesn'treact.Itakeadeepbreath.

“Ifhehassomeonecarryinghisnamehe'llrestin

peace.Wejusthavetopresenthimorhertothe

ancestorsasNhlanzeko's.”

Hepushesoffhisplateandthrowsthejuicedown

histhroat.

Hewipeshishandswithaservietteandgetsoffthe

chair.

“You'llfindmeinthebedroom,”hesaysandturns

aroundtoleave.



“Ndabukowearestilltalking!”Iyell.

“I'mnotgivingmychildtoNhlanzeko.That'sthe

lastthing.Thelast!Ididn'taskhimtodie.”He

disappears.

ThatwentexactlyhowIexpected.He'sangryand

offended.

Ifinishmyfoodandcleanhisplatethentakethe

dishesbacktothekitchen.Yoh!Ihavetowipethe

tableandsweep?

He'sonthebedwithalaptoponhislap.Thisis

goingtobealongnight!

Istartinthebathroomtobrushmyteethand

releasemyself.Mybabybumpisnowvisible,Ihave

feltsomemovementsatthesides.It'sreally

happening,I'mgoingtobeamom.I'msecretly

hopingforalittleme.Ababygirl.

“Areyougoingtostayonyourlaptopthewhole

night?”Iask.

“Iwaswaitingforyoutocome.”Heswitchesitoff



andputsitaway.Thewayhe'sstaringatmeis

unsettling.

“Ididn'tmakeitup,”Isay.

Hepullsmetohischestandliftsmylegoverhis

waist.

“Idon'twanttotalkaboutit.Notnow,notever.

You'llnevermentionitagainNdondo,doyou

understandme?”

“Whatabouttheconsequencesof…”Heshutsme

withasloppykissandIinstantlylosemysenses.

Helosesthegentlenessalongtheway.He'staking

outallhisfrustrationonme.Hisfingersaredigging

intomythighs,theintensityofhisstrokeshasme

archingmybackandscreamingoutinpainand

pleasure.

Mymindshutsdownasthethirdwavebuildsup,I

feelmybodyviolentlyshakingandminuteslatermy

legsarefloatingintheair.

Hehashisdickpresseddeeplyinsidemeandhis

handsholdingmybottom.He'snotstill,he's



movingaround.

Hethrowsmebackonwhatfeelslikeabedand

wrapsmylegsaroundhisneck.Iopenmyeyesand

noticethatweareinadifferentroom.

“Babeee!”Iscreamasheslamsinsideme

mercilessly.Heshouldbeslowingdownbynow;

we'vebeenatitforawhile.

Hepullsoutandpusheshisfingerinsidemymouth.

IfeellikeaslutasIhungrilysuckonit.

“Whoisyourman?”heasks.

“You,”Iscream.

Heslamsin,deeperandharder.Thenhepullsout,

leavingmylegsshaking.

“What'smyname?”heasks.

“Ndabuko,”Iscreamagain.

Two…three…four…Iexplodeagainandhisname

slipsoutofmylips.

Hehashiskneesoneithersideofmychestand

he'sgroaninglikeabullgettingslaughtered.Iopen



myeyesslowlyandlookathim.WTF!Sincewhen

hespreadshisspermsonmybreasts?

“Whatareyoudoing?”Iaskinshock.

Insteadofansweringmehedropshisforeheadon

mineandhissweatrunsdownonme.

“You'rethemotherofMYchild.Iloveyoumorethan

anythinginthisworld,”hesays.

Somethingisjustdifferent.Thisroomwearein,it

feelsheavyanddark,asifthere'saninvisiblethird

company.

“Ndabuko!”Ipushhimoffandsitup.Myjointsare

weak,hepunishedmybodyaccordingly.Iscanmy

eyesaroundandtheylandonNhlanzeko'spicture

staringatus.Iletoutascreaminshock.

Hescoopsmeinhisarmsandwalksoutwithme.

Hegoesbacktohisbedroomandthrowsmeonthe

bed.

“Whydidyoudothat?”Iask,swallowingbackthe

lumpforminginmythroat.

“Didwhat?”He'slightinghiscigaretteandpuffingit



righthereinsidetheroom.

“I'mpregnant,smokeoutsidethebalcony,”Isay

angrily.

Hedoesn'targue.Hewrapsatowelaroundhis

waistandwalksouttothebalcony.

IcursetomyselfasIdragmybodytothebathroom.

Mywholebodysmellsofhissemen.

Iopencoldwaterandstandundertheshower.I

washopingthattakingacoldshowerwouldmake

melessdrowsybutstill,allIwantistothrowmyself

onthebed.

Idrymyselfandwalkbacktothebedroomnaked.

He'sdonesmokingandfocusedonhislaptop.I

throwmyselfnexttohimandshutmyeyes.

“Doyouwantmetolotionyou?”heasks.

Idon'trespond.Themattressbouncesasheslides

off.Afewminuteslaterhishandsaremassaging

mybackwithlotion.

“Hlasevuka!”Ihearhisvoicefromadistance.It

becomespersistentandI'mforcedtoopenmyeyes.



“DidIhurtyou?”Helooksfrightened.

“No,”Imumbleandattempttoclosemyeyesagain.

“What'sgoingon?Where'sthisbloodcomingfrom?

Babyvuka!”

Hearingtheword“blood”awakenseverysensein

me.Sweatisrunningdownhisforehead.

Irolloffthebedandnoticethebloodtrailsonbed.I

checkmybottom;I'mleaking.

Herunstothecloset,picksashirtandputsiton.

Thecontentsofmybagscatteronthefloorashe

searchesforacleanunderwear.

Ionlyputtheunderwearandagown,Icanwalkby

myselfbutheinsistsoncarryingmeallthewayto

thegarage.

I'veneverseenhimsoscared.Hishandsare

tremblingandnowI'mprayingthathedoesn'tlose

thegriponthewheelbeforewereachthehospital.

[03/14,09:05] :Chapter22
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It'sthenextmorningandI'vebeenclearedofany

infections.Thedoctordefinedthebleedingas

cervicalchangesandsaidit'snormalatthisstage

ofthepregnancy,especiallyaftersex.Yeap,hesaid

thatinfrontofeveryone.Ndabukopanickedand

calledeverylivingpersonheknows.Evenmy

motherandfatherwerehere.

MrNgidiandhissonsarestillhere,soaretheNsele

sisters.Noweveryoneknowsthathefu€kedme-I

bled-wepanickedandrushedhere.Khosihasbeen

givingmejudgmentaleyesallmorning.Idon'tknow

whytheyarestillhere.

“Ndondoisfine.Someofyoushouldbeatwork,

don'tyouthink?”That'sMrNgidibeingtheCEOhe

was.Theannoyingmanwithabushybeardand

protrudingbelly-that'showtheydescribehim.

HeislookingatKhosiandthetwins.Snakhovisibly

rollshereyesbeforepickingupherpurse.Ifit

wasn'tformeMrNgidiwould'vefiredthisonea

longtimeago.Maybetwoweeksaftertheystarted



workingatBantwanaHoldings.She'snotthetype

thatbelievesin-youdon'tbitethehandthatfeeds

you-Snakhobitesanyhandthatannoysher.

“Owkaaay,”–Snalostandsupandsnapsherthumb

andmiddlefingerwhilelookingaround.

“Yourphoneisinmypurse,”Snakhotellsher.She

knowshersisterverywell.Wealldo.Thesnapping

offingersmeansshe'slookingforsomething.

Sheclapsherhandswithreliefandleansoverme

andplantsakissonmycheek.

“Keepwell,boss-lady,”shesaysandfollowsafter

hertwinsister.IknowthatKhosi,justlikeNdabuko,

shewon'tleavemysideuntilthedoctordischarges

me.

“Whydidshedothat?”MrNgidi’squestionbreaksa

briefmomentofsilence.

Wealllookathiminconfusion.

“Theone-of-two,whojustwalkedout.Whydidshe

dothatwithherfingersandclappedhands?”He's

tryingtoputusoutofmisery,howeverwearestill



justaslostaswewere.Thefactthathestillcan't

tellthemapartisfunny,evennowhestillcallsthe

onethathesees“one-of-two.”

“Collectinghermemory.Herbrainsstayinher

fingers,”Khosisaysandwebothlaugh.That'show

Snalois,evenifshe'snotlookingforanything,she

snapsherfingerstoprocessherthoughts.

“Havetheysaidwhattheywantfortheirbirthday?”I

askKhosi.

“Ahugebirthdaycelebration.Nottheirwordsbut

mine.Imean,it'stheir27th.Weallknowhowhardit

isforthetwinstogrowupwithoutanydifficulties,

especiallywhentheyhavenoidentity.”

Iclearmythroatandgiveheralook.Wehave

unnecessarypairsofears,there'snoneedtogo

intoallthedetails.

“Whatareyougettingforthem?”Iask.

“TicketstoLira'supcomingconcert,”shesays.

“Khosi!That'swhatIwasgettingforthem.”My

word!NowIhavetothinkofanothergift.



“I'vealreadyboughtthem.VIPsection.Ialso

arrangedwiththemanagerthattheymeether

beforeshegoesonstageforpicturesand

autographs.”

“Didyoustealmymind?”Iaskinshock.Ihad

somethinglikethisinmind.Ishould'veactedonit

sooner.IknowhowmuchthetwinsloveLira,this

would'vebeenmygreatestgiftofallyears.

“Thinkofsomethingelse.I'malsocrackingmy

mindtryingtothinkaboutAndiswa'sgift,”shesays.

“Atallboythatwearsbuckethats,thatwouldbeher

greatestgiftever,”Isayandwebothbreakinto

laughter.

“Youshouldinvitehimtotheparty,whetheryoulike

itornot,moghellovesherboy.”

“Icouldgiveyouthesameadvice.”Ileadherto

Ndabukowithmyeyesandsherollshereyes.

He'sstilltuckedinthechairwithhisheadburiedin

hishands.You'dthinkweallgotrelievedtofindout

thatmybleedingwasnormal,buthimandNdlalifa

stilllookdepressedastheywereyesterday.



Maqhingawalksin,sippingfromacupofcoffee.He

standsnexttohisfatheranddrawsloudsips-hlwi

hlwi.MrNgidiisgettingannoyedbutit'shislast

born,sohedoesn'tsayanything.

“Whereisthecombo?”heasks,lookingaroundfor

thetwins.

“Theyleftforwork,”Khosisays.

“Whydidn'tyoutellme?Icould'vetakenthem

there.”

Hemustn'teventhinkaboutit.They'reofflimits!

HesmirksandlooksatKhosi.

“OrI'lljustdrivethebigsister,untangayami,”he

says.

Khosiisannoyed.Maqhingahasalwayswantedto

wormhiswayintoherbed-intoanywoman'sbed,

exceptme.Onlybecauseheknewmydestiny,I

guess.

“Ihaveacalltomake,”Khosisaysasshegetsoff

thechair.ShethrowsalookatMaqhingaandwalks



outwithherphone.

Helaughs.Idiot!

Ndabukoliftsuphisheadandlooksatme.Itbreaks

myhearttoseehimthisbroken.Idon'tknowhow

thedoctorissupposedtoconvincehimthatnothing

isgoingtohappentothebaby.

“Maqhingagetasandwichforhim,”MrNgidisays.

“Me?”Maqhinga.

Thesharpstareanswershimandhedragshimself

outoftheroom.

Nowit'sme,NdlalifaandMrNgidi.Suddenlythe

stillnessintheroommakesmeuncomfortable.

“Ndabukowhathappened?”Iguessthey'vebeen

waitingforthismoment,tohavesomeprivacywith

us.

“TheywanttogivemybabytoNhlanzeko.”

“They?Whois“they”?”I'mpissed.He'sbeencrying

bloodbecauseofwhatMam'Jabusuggested?Now



he'scallingus“they"andmakingitsoundasifwe

madeallthisupforfun.

“Butthatisexpected.Ibelieveyouknewwhatyou

weresteppinginto.It'seitherthatoryougive

Nhlanzekohiswifeandtakeyours.”

No,thisoldmangottobejoking!Givemeto

Nhlanzekoandtakewhat?He'snottakinganywife

whileI'mstillalive.

“Comeon,bafo.It'snotlikehe'lltakethechildaway

fromyou,it'sjustthehonourtohisname,”Ndlalifa

chirpsin.

“That'sthething,Ialwayshavetodothingsfor

Nhlanzeko.Ialwayshavetogive.Iknowwhat

happenedlastnightwasn'tcervicalchangesor

anythingofsort.ItwasNhlanzeko,hegotangry

becauseI…”Myeyesarebulgingout.Wewere

goingtoaddressthisinprivate.Hecan'ttellthem!

“Whatdidyoudo?”Ndlalifaasks.

“Ididsomethinginhisroom.Iwasangry,okay?I'm

tiredofhisdemands.Thisismyfirstbaby,I'mthe

onewhofu€k…”Icoughuncontrollably.Whatis



wrongwithhim?MrNgidiisalmostmyfather'sage,

whatisgoingtothinkofus?

“It'snotwhatI'mthinkingNdabuko!Becauseyou're

notthatstupid,youcan'tprovoke…”Hebites

Ndlalifa'sheadoffbeforeheevenfinishes.

“Exactly!It'salwaysabouttheMightyNhlanzeko-

“Ndabukoyoucan'tdothistoyourbrother…you

can'tspeakthiswaytohim”-I'mtiredofthis!”He

pushesbackthechairandstormsoutangrily.

Ndlalifafollowsafterhim.I'mleftalonewithMr

Ngidi.

Istareathimashetakesouthiscellphoneand

typessomething.Momentslaterhepushesthe

phonebackinsidehispocketandliftshiseyesto

me.

“YoubothneedtoapologizetoNhlanzeko.

Whateveryoutwodidangeredhimand

unfortunately,hecommunicatesdifferentlyfrom

theotherworld.Ndabukohasissues,Idon'twant

himtogothroughanotherloss.”



Idon'tlikethathedescribeshimassomeonewho

hasissues.Healsohasissuesofhisown;Whereis

themotherofhissons?Whyishenotmarried?Why

heneversmiles?

“Isheevergoingtobefreefromhim?”Iask.

“Notwhenhe'swithyou,whichcouldbeforever.

Buthecanrest,asyourvillagemothersaid,if

someonecarrieshisnamehe'llbackoff,”hesays.

Iletoutasigh.Thisisgoingtobeatoughjourney.I

don'twantNdabukotoeverfeellikeashadowwhen

he'swithmebutinthiscaseIhavetobe

Nhlanzeko'sbabymamabeforeIbecomehis.

“HewillgobacktoZamafuze.”Irestmyheadon

thepillowandfightbacktearsthreateningto

escapemyeyes.WithZamafuzeheneverhadto

competewithanyone,especiallynotwith

Nhlanzeko.Butwithme,he'salwaysgoingtofight

forhisroleagainsthisdeadbrother.Something

he'sbeendoingsincebirth.Hewantstobreakfree,

tobehisownman,butI'mhere,holdinghimback.

“Hlasee?”He'sbackandremovingmyhandsoffmy



face.NowitdawnstomejusthowmuchNhlanzeko

complicatedmylife.Whydidn'theletmebe?Why

didhehavetosendNdabukomyway?Iwasgoing

tofindsomeoneelsetolove,sowasNdabuko.He'd

bewithZamafuzeandlivinglifeaccordingtohis

ownrules.

“Sthandwasamiwhat'swrong?”heasks.

I’mtryingtoholdback;Iwipeoffmycheeks,but

tearskeepfloodingoutlikearainfall.

“IloveyouNdabukobutIdon'twantyoutolivelike

this.Idon'twanttoseeyouinpain.”

Hefrownsandshakeshishead.

“Whatareyousaying?”He'slostandfrightened.

“Ifyou'renotwithmeNhlanzekowon'tdictateyour

life.Findsomeonewhocancuthimoff,Iknowthat

sometraditionaldoctorsdothat.Right,Bab’Ngidi?

Pleasehelphim.IwilldealwithNhlanzekoonmy

own.JustsetNdabukofreefromhim,”Ibegwith

tearsflowingdownonmyface.

Iholdhishand.Whyishefrowningatme?I’m



makingsense,right?

“Ndabukowecannotgoonlikethis,”Itellhim.

Heleavesandcomesbackwithaglassofwater.He

takesmyvitaminsandfolicacidsandhandsthem

tome.

“Here,drinkyourmeds,”hesays.

“Areyouseriouslygoingtopretendasifyoudon't

seewhatishappening?Youarenothappy,yourlife

would'vebeenbetterwithZamafuze.”

“Ndondolalamufunaukulala.”(Sleepifyouwantto

sleep)

IlookatMrNgidiforsupport;surelyhegetswhat

I'msaying.

“Youdon'thavetorushintomakingdecisions.You

andNdabukoweredestinedtobetogether,andyou

can'traiseaMngomezuluchildwithanotherman.”

Ishould'veknowthathe'dsidewithhim.Hehasn't

beenwithawomaninyears,surelyhedoesn'tthink

clearly.

“Icanraisethechildalone.OfcourseNdabukowill



betherewheneverweneedhim.AllI'msayingis

that…”

“Babadidyoumanagetocontacttheminister’s

office?”Heturnsthechairaround,givingmehis

back,andgetsintothetaxiconversationwithMr

Ngidi.IguessI'mthecrazyonehere.

Thedoctordischargesmeat1pm,heconvincesme

thatnothingiswrong,everythingisperfectlyfine.

Khosicalledthecabandleft.MrNgidileftinhiscar

withNdlalifa.Idon'tknowwhereMaqhinga

disappearedto.Hecouldbesomewhere,banging

thehospital’smatron.

Thisonedrivesmestraighttomyhouse.Theradio

isplayedloudenoughtopreventmefromstriking

anykindofconversation.Whoignorestheperson

that'stryingtocalloffarelationship?NowIdon't

knowwhoismoreunstablebetweenhimand

Nhlanzeko.

Hedropsmeoffandleaves.Hedoesn'tevenwalk



metothedoororwalkintogreetBab'Maqhaweand

Mam’Jabu.

Asexpectedofher,Mam’Jabuhasablanketwaiting

forme,shegetsmefromthedoorandpullsmeto

thelounge.I'mputonthecouchandcoveredwitha

blanket.

“ButMa,I'mnotsick.”

WhoamItalkingto?She'sgoneanddishesare

collidinginthekitchen.

“SeewhyIcan'tstandher?Sheblowseverything

outofproportion.”Idon'tknowwherethisone

camefrom.He'sthrowingashadeathiswifeas

usual.

“YoushouldtellherthatI'mnotsick.Thedoctor

saiditwasnothingtoworryabout,thebabyisfine,”

Itellhim.

“Don'ttheyknoweverything?”Heshakeshishead

andsitsoppositeme.

“Well,itwasthemedicaladviceandinhisworld,

he'scorrect.”



Hewavesmeoffwithhishand;whateverthedoctor

saidwasuseless.

“Youneedtotalktothatboyofyoursanddowhat

you'resupposedtodo,”hesays.

“Herefusedtogivethebabytohisbrotherandtold

metosleepwhenIsuggestedthatwebreakthings

off.”

He'slaughing?Thisisnotfunny.

“It'sNhlanzeko'swayornoway.Andthatstandsas

longaswearetogether,”Isayinfrustration.

“Lettinggoofsomeonewhoiscarryingyourseedis

thebiggestmistakeever.I'mproudofhim,you

shouldsleepifyou'retired.”

“Waslettinggoofmymotherhard?”Idon'tknow

whyI'maskingthisbuthedoesn'tseemtomind

talkingaboutthatpartofhispast.

“Iwasthebestmanattheirwedding,itwas

compulsorybecauseIwashisbrother.Shewas

carryingmyprincessandIstoodthereandlistened

astheyexchangedvows.ThatyeariswhenI



realizedthatmenarenotbigbeastswithstone

hearts.”

“Youcried?”Iask.

“Oh,yesIdid.Butnotinfrontofpeople.Iwasn't

cryingforyourmotherbecausetherewasnowayI

wasevergoingtotouchherorlookatherthesame

way.IwascryingformychildthatIwasforcedto

giveupbeforebirth.”

Myheartmelts.Idon'twanthimtoeverleave,but

hislifeisnothereandhe'sleavingtomorrow

afternoon.

“Howwasyourrelationshipwithmyfatherbefore

hismarriage?”IseehisjawtwitchingasIreferto

Dumisanias“myfather”buthequicklypullshis

faceintoplace.Well,I'veknownhimas“myfather”

eversinceIwasborn,Ican'tjustswitchandcall

himdifferently.

“Perfectandimperfectbrothers.Itwasn'tgreatbut

wedidn'tmesseachother'slives.”

“Mymothermessedyourlives?”Iask.



Hekeepsquiet.Mam'Jabuinterruptswithatrayof

food.Sincewhenshe'sthecookhere?Someone

mustleavebeforeshegetsintotrouble.

.

.

Ndabukorefusedtobreakupwithme.Wewent

backtohishometoperformtheritualtwodays

afterIgotdischarged.Heactuallydidn'tevenrefuse,

heshutdownthetopicandactedasifitwasnever

raised.Nhlanzekoseemstobehard-headedthanI

hadimagined.Wehadtoslaughterachickento

apologizefordisrespectinghim.Imagine!Sadly,I

can'taskmoredetailsabouthimbecauseitwill

unsettlemybelovedboyfriend.Idohavewonders

ofwhatkindofapersonhewas,whatelsedidhe

lovebesideboiledeggsandfighting.Ohwell,and

me.

Bab'Maqhaweleft.HimandAuntVumilehada

privateconversationbeforeleaving,andseemingly

thehatredbetweensiblingsisworsethanbefore.



ThemostdifficultpartisthatIstillneedmy

mother'sblessing,herhusband’saswell,before

Bab’Maqhawecantaketheropes.So,I'llbegand

begandbeg.Butfornowwehavetoplaythe

perfectfamilyaswe'vealwaysdone;it'sAndiswa's

21stbirthday.

I'minmybedroom,lockedintherebecauseIdon't

wanttoanswerchurchmembers’questionsabout

myvisiblebabybump.Theparentsarealready

ashamedofme,Ichoosenottocreateanydrama

onAndiswa'sbigday.I'llcelebratewithheratthe

realparty,laterinmyhouse.Rightnowit'sallabout

prayersandgifts.

Who'satmydoornow?Ithoughteveryonewas

busy.IclosethebagofchipsI'vebeenstuffing

myselfwithanddragmyselftothedoor.

Mymom.Sigh!

Whatdoesshewantnow?



Ileavethedooropenforherandgetbackonbed.

“Ibroughtyouasliceofcake.”

Iliestill.Whyisshebeingnice?Asliceofcake

won’tchangethatsheliedtomeandhurt

Bab’Maqhawe.

“Iknowthatyoudon'tlikemeatthemoment,butI

didwhatwasbestformeatthattime.Maqhawe

wasn'twhatyouseenow.”

“Butyoudatedhim,mom!Youlovedhim,right?”

Sheglancesbehindhershoulder,clickshertongue

andpushesthedoorclose.

“Whoareyouyellingat?”Shehasthenerveto

dictatehowloudIspeakwhileaddressingthis!

“Whydidyouhurthim?Couldn'tyoumarryanother

manatleast?Someonefromadifferentfamily,”I

ask.

“You'retooyoungtounderstand.IdidwhatIdid

andGodknowsthatmyintentionswerepure.”

“WouldyoupleasestopusingGod?You'rehonestly

disrespectingwhatChristianitystandsfor.”



“Whoareyoutojudgeme?”

Oh,that'ssorichcomingfromJudgeJudyherself.

“YoudeclaredNdabukoasasinner,yetyoudon't

knowhim.ButnowIdon'tneedyourapproval;you

don'thavetolikehim.AllIneedfromyouisforyou

totalktoyourhusbandandmakehimagreetolet

Bab'Maqhawetaketheropes.HeismyfatherandI

wanthimtoperformtheceremoniesthatare

necessaryforme.”

Sheliftsherhandupdismissively.

“That'snothappening.That'snothowwedothings

Ndondo.”

“Youandyourhusband.I'mnotyou!”

“Princess…”

“No,mom!”

Sheclickshertongueandtakesthesliceofcake

shecamewith.Iwasgoingtoeatitbutit'swhatitis.

“Ineverthoughtthatonedaymychildrenwould

turntheirbacksonme.AfewdayswithMaqhawe

andhehasturnedyouagainstus.”Shetalksallthe



waytothedoorandleaveswithherpieceofcake.

Ithoughtshe'dbesorrybutno,Maqhaweisstillto

blameinallthis.

.

.

It'stheofficial21stbirthdayparty;thereareno

parentsandpastors.OnlyKhosi'smotherwillbein

thehouse,wehavepreparedaroomforher

upstairswhereshewon'tbedisturbedbyanynoise.

Thetwins’birthdayisintwodaysandshe'shereas

theonlymotherfigurethattheyhave.

AsweparkinfrontofthehouseIrealizethatwe

havemoregueststhanAndiswatoldus.The

backyardisbuzzingwithmusicandgirlsare

screamingaboveit.

“Isthisatavernnow?”Thevillagemotherinher

asks.

Wedidn'tthinkitwasgoingtobethistoomuch,

otherwisewewould'vebookedherintothehotel.

“They'llleavebefore19h00.Andiswa'sboyfriend



hassomethingsetupforherinZeros.They'llbeat

itthewholenight,it'sher21st,”Khosisays.

Isnapmybrowsandlookather.Whywasn'tItold

aboutthis?

“21st,meaningshe'snowanadult,”shesayswith

hereyenarrowedatme.

Iswallowbackmythoughtsandhelphermother

withthebags.

Theeldergirlsareinthekitchen,engagingin

gossipswithabottleofwineonthetable.

“Ma!”Snakhoscreamsasshejumpsoffthechair

andrushesintoheraunt’sarms.

“Babies,Imissedyou.”Shehugsbothofthemand

judgmentallyscanstheirbodies.

“DidyoupierceyournoseSnakhokonke?”OhLord,

ifshefindsoutwhereSnalolonkepiercedherself

she'llgocrazy.

“Youknowwhat,I'llfixyouacupoftea.”That's

Snakhotryingtoneutralizethemoment.She



dashestothekettlebeforemorequestionsare

asked.

Ndabukoishere,Andiswainsistedonhavinghimin

herparty.Hebroughthispartnersincrime.

Ididn'ttellthemthereisaneldercoming,whenwe

walkinwithKhosi'smothertheynearlydropdead

onthefloor.

Idon'tunderstandwhythey'resmokinginsidethe

house.I'veaddressedthiswithNdabukobefore.

IallocateKhosi'smotheronthecouchopposite

thempurposely.Ndabukoinstantlyclearsthebeer

bottlesonthetableandasksNdlalifatostep

outsidewithhiscigarette.

“Yourhouseisnowahostel?”sheasksassoonas

theyleavetheroom.

Khosiislaughing,atNdabukoobviously.

“It'sapartyMa.I'msorry,Ididn'tknowitwasgoing

tobethischaotic,”Isay.

“Maybeyoushouldtakemetothebedroomsothat



Icanrest.”

Snakhowalksinwithacupofteabeforewecan

leavethelounge.Shehastositanddrinkhertea

first.

“Thankyoubaby.Yourlipstickistoored,don'tyou

think?ButwhatamIsaying,youhavearolemodel

whodressesuplikeahooker.”She'sstaringat

Khosi'stightleggingasshesipshertea.Weareall

usedtoher,shecomplainsabouteverything.The

sun,theair,therainandall.

IguessMaqhingawasn'talertedofthenewguest.

Hewalksinwithaciderinhishand.

“Khosibaby….”Hestops.

Hiseyespopoutastheylandontheunfamiliarface.

Heclearshisthroatandstandsbythedoor,

scratchinghishead.

“Oh,sanibonani,”hesays.

I'mreadytomockhim,justwaitingforKhosi's

mothertosnapathimandputhiminhisplace.

Khosibaby-towhosedaughter?



Thecupleavesherhand,spillstheteaonherthighs

andcracksonthefloor.

KhosiscreamsasIscream;“Mah!”

Maqhingaisstillstandingbythedoor,confusedAF.

Whowouldn'tbe?Awomanhedoesn'tknowjust

faintedatthesightofhim.

“Maqhingahelp!”Khosicallsandonlythen,it

registerstohim,herushestowardsus.

“Getajugofwater,now!”

Snakhodashesoutoftheroomandcomesback

withabottleoficywater.AllofitgoesontoKhosi's

mother'sfaceandcauseshertomoveherheadand

cough.

“Iwillleave,Idon'twanttoscareheragain,”

Maqhingasays,slowlystepsbackwardsandleaves

theroom.

Shefinallyopenshereyesandslowlyscansaround

theroom.Thefrightenedlookisstillplasteredon

herface.



“What'swrong,Ma?”Khosiasks.

Weareallkneelingaroundher,shakinginourboots.

“Whoisthatboy?”sheasksafteramoment.

“Maqhinga?”Iask.

“Theonewhowasstandingbythedoor,”shesays.

Wealllookateachother.WhatdidMaqhingadoto

her?

“Didhescareyou?”Khosiasks.

“HelookslikeMsawenkosi,mylatebrother.So

muchlikehim,eventheheightandleanbody.I

thoughtmybrotherhascomeback.Ithought…I

thought…mybrother!”Shewailsout.

Noneofusknowwhattodoatthismoment.Khosi

holdsherinherarmsandwewatchasshecriesher

eyeballsout.

MaybeMaqhingashouldleave.Thisisn'tgood.

[03/14,09:05] :Chapter23

Bhekizitha“Ngonyama"Ngidi



Orphanedat17.Whatdoyoudo?Firstthingwould

betoholdyourauntsandunclesuptothepromises

theymadewhilethecoffinswerestilllyingnextto

theemptymattress,infrontofthecommunity.But

itnevertakesmuchtofeelparent-less,itcrawlsin

whenyou'recurleduponathinspongewithathin

rug,asyouremptystomachkeepsrumblingand

remindingyouofitshunger.

Bhekiasknownpriorhistaxirankstatusthatgave

himthe“Ngonyama"name,wasoncethere;leftin

threerondavelswithnothingbutahalfkilogramof

maizemeal.Hisfatherwasn'tapeople'sman,

politicsborehimenemies,somewereatthefront

andsomewerebehindtheshadows,onhisback.

Backthen,inthevillages,supportingacertain

politicalpartythatwasn'twhatthemajoritybelieved

indeemedyouasanenemyofprogress.Ngidi

Seniorwasthere,asoneinacrowd,dressingupin

T-shirtsoftheopposingpartyandattendinglarries

withenemies.Eventhoughthegoalwasone;

fightingforjusticeandequality,politicalpartiesstill



saweachotheras“opposing”and“enemies.”

Thepoliticalwarswererife,mostlywhenward

electionsweretotakeplace.Itwasjusttwoweeks

beforetheelections,NgidiSeniorwasamongthose

whowerecampaigningforthewardcouncilor.All

Bhekiheardwasthreegunshotsandawoman’s

short-livedpainfulscream.Afterthat,longhoursof

palpablesilencefollowed.Hestayedawake,

imaginingtheworstscenariosinhisheadand

controllinghisthuddingheartbeat.

Hewasn'ttooyoung,hewas17,hecould'vegotten

outofhisrondavelandwenttocheckonhis

parentsandhislittlesister.Buthehadnoweapon,

nobackup.Heknewhowcruelpeoplelikehis

fatherwereoftenkilledinthepoliticalworld.Sohe

waitedforthefirstrayofsunshineandcreptoutof

hisrondavelandwenttoseeif,justincase,his

motherandsisterhadsurvived.Butitwasone

bulletforeach.Thethreegunshotsheheardtook

eachsoulofhisfamily.Hewasleftallalone,with

nothingtoholdonto.



Hehadanaunt,hismother'ssisterwhohad

promisedhimahomeandawarmmealduringthe

bigfuneralthatgatheredpoliticbig-shots,useless

friends,distantfamilymembersandthecommunity

atlarge.Hisaunt-that'swhereallhishopeslied.

Butafewmonthsathisaunt'splacebroughtback

thatfeelinghehadinitiallyfeltwhilemoppingthe

bloodofhisparentsand3yearoldsister;hewasall

alone,withnobodyandnothingtoholdonto.

HisfinaldecisionwastoleaveEmanzimelenivillage,

therewasnothingleftforhimthere.Ifanything,he

wasaboywhoseparentsgotshotthateveryone

wantedtoseeandgiveapityfaceinsteadoffood.

Hisfatherdidalotofpeoplefavours,helefthis

markinmanylives,butnobodyrememberedthat

whenhedied.Nobodycaredabouttheyoungboy

heleftbehind.

Eachforhisownrise.Hehadtomakesomething

outofnothing.Itwasn'teasy.No,hehadtostartas



nobody,fromnothing.Notevenfromscratch.

Onewouldthinkgettingajobinthetaxiindustryis

easy,butit'snot.Youdon'twalkintothetaxirank

andwaveyourlicenceintheair;“Isthereanytaxi

thatneedsadriver?”

Yes,youdon'ttypeaCVandattachaffidavitand

certifiedcopiesofyourdocuments.Butyouhunt

downthejob,justlikeyoudoinanyindustry.

Unfortunately,Bhekididn'thaveanythingthatcould

piquetheinterestofthetaxiownersordrivers.He

hadtosqueezehimselfinandforceit.Hewokeup

everymorningbehindtheemptyMTNcontainer

thatwasorphanedatthemouthofTongaatPlaza,

andhewouldstandnexttothetaxis,muchtothe

irritationofsome.He'dstartshoutingtaxis’

destinations,withoutbeingasked,andhelp

passengerswiththeirluggageastheyclimbedin.

Sometimeshe'dgetleftoversfromtaxidriversand

sometimesfruitsfromgenerouspassengers.When



youdon'thaveanythingacrumpofbreadcanbe

enough.Hegrewfondofhisjob.Yes,hetookitas

hisjobeventhoughhewasn'tgettingpaidforit.

Withinafewmonthseveryoneknewhim-umfana

wamatekisi.Hekneweverytaxidriver,their

registrationnumbersandhowtheywerescheduled

totakestandsintherank.

OnedayMthethwa,amanwhoownedseveraltaxis

thatoperatedbetweenStangerandTongaat,bought

himanotebookandapen.Thatdayhestarted

earningmoneyforhisjob,eachtaxithatleftthe

rankwithafullloadhadtoleaveR5.00forhim.

Twentyfull-loadedtaxisperdaygavehimR100.

Towardsmonth-endswhenpeopletravelledhome,

otherstotheirfriendsandpartners,hewasableto

makeR150ormoreperday.

Hefoundashack,herentedandboughthimselfa

singlebed.Hewasabletoopenabankaccountand

saveeverycentthathecouldsleepon.



Astimewentby,hispositionattherankdignified.

Hewasabletotelltaxidriversthat-“ungangitsheli

umsunu,uzovalaistendewena.”Heneededtobe

harshtokeeptheminorderandMthethwawas

growingveryfondofhisabilities.Thencamethe

nameNgonyama,thekingofthebeasts.His

courageandstrengthconstantlyrevealeditselfto

thosewhoworkedunderhim.Yes,thetaxidrivers

werenowworkingunderhimeventhoughhedidn't

ownanytaxi.

OnedayMthethwaaskedifhehadanymoney

saved.Anyamountofit.

“IhaveR8460,”hesaidhesitantly.Hedidn'tkeep

trackofhissavings.Hedidn'thaveanyamount

goal,allheknewwasthathewantedtobefinancial

comfortableinthenextfiveyearsofhislife.

“Ihaveataxiandyouhavethemoney.6pmsharp.

YouknowwhereIlive.”Hetappedhisshoulder,got

insidehisCressidaanddroveoff.

Thatwashisfirsttaxi.Hisfirstfootinsidethetaxi



industry.Afewmonthsaftergettinghistaxionthe

roadhemovedoutoftheshackandrentedatwo-

roombrickhouse.

Onerandommorninghebumpedintoagirlcurled

upinthestreetcorner.Hejusthadhisdriver's

licencebuthestillwalkedtoworkbecausedrivinga

taxiwasn'tapartofhisplans.Histaxiwasokay

withitsdriverandhewasstillcomfortableinhis

rank-managingjob.

Becausehehadbeentherebefore,heeasily

distinguishedherfromotherrandomstreetpeople.

Hetookstepsbackandcalledherout;“Yeyiwena,

wozalana.”That'showhetalkedtopeople,with

littleornorespectatall.It'sahabitheneededto

developtoearnrespectintherank.Yougiveno

respecttogetrespect.

Thatwasthebiggestmistakeofhislife.As

woundedasshewas,ashelplessandbrokenas

shewas,shewasstillnot“yeyiwena.”Shewasn't

goingtobeaddressedlikethatbyamanwhojust



happenedtohavenicerclothesonandacanof

Cokeinhishand.

“Whydon'tyoujogalongandgobarkfarawayfrom

me?”Youdon'tstartafightwithahungrywoman

whoisonherperiods!

“Whyareyouhere?”heasked,unbotheredbyher

fire-blazingeyes.

Shechewedonherlowerlip.Shewaspissed.Then

shesnappedherfingers,tryingtogatherwordsthat

couldgettheannoyingmanoutofhersight.

“Ifyouarestillherebytheendoftodayplease

standbytheSTOPsignandI'lltakeyousomewhere

safe.”

Shefrowned.Thatwasnotgoingtohappen.She

wasnotgoingtoallowanothermantohavehisway

withher.No!That’swhatshewasrunningaway

from.Shehadlefthomebythecrackofdawn,

packedafewclothesandranoff.Allshewanted

wastobefaraway.FarawayfromMsawenkosi.

Shecouldn'ttakeitanymore.Hewastheirbrother,

hewassupposedtotakecareofthemandprotect



them.Itneveroccurredtoherthattheirmother's

deathwouldturnherintoherownbrother'ssex

slave.Shedidn'tunderstandwhyhechoseher.

Phumzilewastheretooandshewasolderthanher.

Maybeshehadabetterunderstandingofwhatsex

was.Wassheevengoingtobelieveherifshetold

herwhatwasgoingonbehindcloseddoors?He

wasthebreadwinnerandthemalefigurethey

consultedforeverythinginthefamily.

“I'mBhekiNgidi,somecallmeNgonyama.Idon't

wantyoutogethurt.”Hislastwordspavedandgot

aplaceinherheart.Butshewasn'tgoingtoputher

lifeinthehandsofastranger.Herownbrother

abusedherondailybasis,whowasshetothe

strangeman?

“MagcinaNgomane,”shesaid.

Hisfacemeltedintoasmile.

“IthoughtyousaidNgonyama,Iwasgoingtoask

youtosayMagcinaNgidi.Itsoundsabitperfect.”

Shemissedthejokeandjuststaredathim.He

knewthathewasn'tdealingwithjustanygirl,he



didn'tevenknowwhyhewassoworriedabouther

thathestoodmorethanaminutetalkingtoher

whereassheshowednointerestinhishelp.

“Youarethelastborn?”heasked.

Asigh!Shewasannoyed.Obviouslyshewasthe

lastbornandherparentsdidn'tevenbotherwith

creativenames.Magcinawasherbirthnameasshe

wasbornlastly.Nothingwasinterestingabouther

life,really.Notevenhername.

Hespentthewholedaythinkingabouther.His

biggestfearwaslosingher-notfindingherwhere

shewas.Anditcameintorealityashefoundthe

streetcorneremptyafterwork,withoutasingle

traceofher.Hesearchedeverywhereforherbut

shewasnowheretobefound.

Monthspassedbyandheforgotabouther.Or

ratherpushedheratthebackofhisheadand

focusedonwork.

Butyoucan'tfightdestiny,canyou?Guesswho

cametothetaxirankonDecember12?Theoneand



onlyMagcinaNgomane.Shewasworkingforan

Indiangrandmother,slavinginatitlelessjob.

Sometimesshewasthemaid,sometimesa

babysitterandsomedaysacook.Herwage

remainedthesameregardlessofhowmanyhours

andwhatjobshedidinthatparticularweek.

Shelookedbetterthanshewaswhenhefirstsaw

her.Butherattituderemainedthesame.She

wantednothingtodowithanyone.

ItwasclosetoChristmas,peoplewerereturningto

theirhomestosharetheirannualearningswith

theirfamilies.Onethingtheyhadincommonwas

thattheybothhadnohometoreturnto.

Maybethat'swhyshefinallyagreedtomeetupwith

himandtalk.Shealsolongedforcompanyon

Christmasday.

Theydidn'tclickrightaway.Shehadapastandshe

wasn'tlettinghimin.Hedidn'ttalkabouthispast

eitherbutitneverstoodinhiswayof

communicatingwithotherpeople.Heburieditat



thebackofhishead.

Butonedayhelaidhisheadonherlap,staredupat

theroofandaskedifshewasevergoingtoshare

herpastwithher.Hewashurting.Theywere

stayingtogether;shemovedinwithhim.Butthey

weren'temotionallytogether.Shewasn'tthereand

hewasn'tsurehowlongitwasgoingtotakeforher

tolethimin.

“I'drathersharemyfuturewithyouthantoshare

mypast,”shesaid.

Heturnedhiseyestoherface.

“Whatdoyoumean?”heasked.

“ImeanthatIloveyouBheki.Idon'twanttogoback,

Iwanttoleavethepastwhereitis.Iwantafuture

withyou.”

“Magcina…”Hegotupfromherlapandpulledher

forasteamykiss.Itwasn'ttheirfirstkiss,theyhad

kissedafewtimesbeforebutitwasn'tanything

meaningful.Whenheattemptedtoliftupherskirt

shescreamed.Hemovedtoofast,didn'the?He

apologizedandpromisedtorespecther.



Theystillsleptseparatelyevenafterconfessing

theirfeelingstoeachother.Untilonedaywhenthey

bothchosetogetintoxicated.Really,lifehaddealt

withthembadlyandtheywerebothwayover21.

Theyneededabreak.ThatnightMagcinacameto

hisbedbutt-nakedandtheymadeloveforthefirst

time.Ndlalifawasconceivedonthatday.

Hewasn'treadytobeafather,neitherwasshe

readytobeamother.ButMthethwawaswatching

themlikeahawk.InhismindBhekiwashissonand

hewasn'tgoingtoallowhimtokillhisownchild.He

wasfinancialstable,evenifheranshortof

somethingMthethwawasthere,therewasno

excuseforhimnottowantababy.

UnfortunatelyhepassedonbeforeNdlalifawas

bornbuthehadensuredthatnothingwasdoneto

terminatethepregnancy.Andindeed,Ndlalifawas

whatMagcinaandBhekineededtobond.Theirlove

sprungout.Bhekiboughtabiggerhouseandtwo

moretaxis.Magcina’sdaysofworryingabout

moneywereover.Shenevermadeanyfriendsand



thatwasokaywithBheki.Itmeantthatshewas

alwayshomeandlookingaftertheirson.Hehada

familytogotoeveryday.

Hissongrewandstartedpre-school.Hewasa

happychildandhealthy.Whatmorecouldaparent

want?

“Heneedsasiblingtoplaywith,”everyonesaidand

eventuallytheideaplantedinBheki’shead.He

wantedasecondbabybutasablackman,hehad

topayforthedamagesfirstandmeetMagcina’s

family.However,that'snotwhatshewanted.She

wasn'tgoingbackhome.Notthen,notever.

Shepresentedthenewsofhersecondpregnancy

justadayafterBhekiturned30.Himandherkids

wereallthatmatteredtoher.Healsowantedherto

behappy,thatwashisgoaleveryday,buthestillfelt

likehewascommittingasinforkeepingherinhis

housewithoutherfamilyconsent.Butonce

Magcinasaidshewasn'tdoingsomething,shewas



reallynotgoingtodoit.Shewasn'tgoingback

home.

Bhekitriedtodigintoherpastbutnothingtangible

cameup.

Ninemonthsflewveryfast.Theywerepreparingto

welcometheirsecondsonhome.Thewholetaxi

rankwaswaitingforitssecondson.Ndlalifawas

alreadyeveryone'sson.Ngonyamahadturnedinto

everyone'sbigbrotherandhishouse

accommodatedtaximeneveryweekend.

Maqhingacame,helookednothinglikeNdlalifaand

hisfather.ButBhekihadnodoubtthathewashis

son,heescapedeverythingbuthecouldn'tescape

NgidiSenior’smolebehindtheear.Itwasthere;

identifyinghimasaNgidi.

Theyweresupposedtobehappy.Itwastheir

secondchildandtheywerefinanciallystable.But

Magcinacouldn’tevenbeartolookatMaqhinga.

Shetookhimoffbreastmilkwithintwodaysand

demandedthatBhekihiresanannytolookafter



“thischild.”

Heignoredthesigns.Hethoughtitwasthe

pressurethatcamewithhavingtwochildren.Butas

Maqhingagrewhenoticedthattherewasno

connectionatall.Hechosetoaddresstheissue.

“HowisMaqhingatreatingyou?”Thatwashis

openingline.Thebrightsmilethatusedtobethere

wheneverNdlalifawasmentionedwasn'tthere.

“Whydon'twegivehimupforadoption?”That’s

howsheresponded.Ittookeverythinginhimnotto

pullherbyhairanddragheroutofthehouse.

“Why?”heasked,suppressinghisanger.

“Helookslikemybrother,Msawenkosi.Idon'tknow

whatkindofacurseheis.He'sexactlywhatIwas

runningawayfrom.IhatethisbabyBheki,let'sgive

himupforadoptionorjustkillhim.Youkillpeople

withthosegunsinthesafe,right?”

Helostit.Helovedher,allofher,everydayandover

everywomanunderthesun.ButnothisCHILDREN.



Nothislittleson.Aslaplandedacrosshercheek

andbecauseshewasMagcinaandshehadnothing

toloseinlife,sheslappedhimback.Hisminddidn't

registerwhathedidnext,itwasheragainstthewall

andhisfoot.

Then….

“Baba!Mama!”ThatwasNdlalifacryingatthedoor.

Itwastoolate,hehadseenthemfight.Hehadseen

hisfatherkickshismotherandthrowingheragainst

thewall.Heheardhismotheraskingfor

forgivenessandhisfathernotstopping.

Everythingchangedfromthatday.Theybothloved

eachother,theyreallydid.ButMagcinawasn't

goingtobondwithachildthatchosetolookexactly

likeherbrother-therapist.AndBhekiwasn'tgoing

tolethissonbepunishedforthesinshedidn't

commit.Hewasn'tgivingayoungHlomukaupfor

adoption.Justthinkingaboutwhatshesaidmade

hisbloodboilup.

NdlalifaturnedeightasMaqhingaturnedtwo.He



wastooyoungtonoticethehatredfromhismother.

Ndlalifamust'vebeentooyoungtonoticeeither,he

wastheonebeingcuddledtosleepandgiven

randomcheekkisses.ItbecamehardforNgidito

playtworolestoMaqhinga.Helovedhissonsmore

thananything.Hewasn’tgoingtofailthemashis

ownfatherfailedhislittlesister.

Therewasanotherbabyontheway.Heregretted

thatonemorethananything,becausetheywerenot

inagoodspace.Buthewasgoingtotrywith

everythinghehad.Therapyorwhatevermonied

peopledidwhentheyhadproblems,hewasgoing

topayforit.

Hecamebackfromworkearlyandasked

Maqhinga'snannytotakehimoutforawalk.

Ndlalifawasdoinggrade2andrebelliousmore

thanever.

“Magcina,whatdidmysondotoyou?”heasked

overaromanticlunchfortwotable.Hestillloved

her.Hewasn'tgoingtoletanotherwomanraisehis

children.Hewantedafamilywithher.Hewantedto

marryher.



“HelookslikeMsawenkosi.Iranawayfromhome

becauseofhim.Heturnedmeintohissexslave

andIgottothepointwhereIcouldn'thandleit.We

sharedamotherandafather,mybiggestfearwas

fallingpregnantwithmyownbrother’schild.He'd

threatentostopsupportingmeandsayhe'llexpose

metothefamily.”

Thereitwas.Shewasfinallylettinghiminandhe

justsatthere,frozenonhischairwithhisheart

poundingoutofhisheart.

“Whycouldn'tyougivemeasonthatlookedlike

youandNdlalifa?Idon'tunderstandwhyhehadto

looklikethatmonster.I'msorrybutIdon'tseemy

soninMaqhinga,Ijustseearapist.”

“Heisjustachild.”Hiswordsdiedinhisthroatand

gaggedhim.Hewastryingtoputonabraveface.

Hewasaman;hedidn'tcryoverthings.Butseeing

thecoldfaceonthemotherofhischildrenkilled

him.Therewasnolove.Noglimpseofhope.

Hegrabbedhiscarkeysandwalkedout.

Heneededamoment…toprocesseverythingand



just…heparkedatthesideoftheroadinthemiddle

ofnowhere.Heburiedhisheadonthewheeland

letallthepainflowoutwithhistears.

Whenhereturnedbackhomeshewasn'tthere.All

herclotheswereinthewardrobe.Nothingwas

missing,exceptherblackpurse.Shecould'vebeen

intheshopsbutsomehowheknewthatshehadleft.

Shewasrunningawayagain.

Tothisday,Ndlalifaisstillaskingforhismother.He

wantstoknowwhathedidtoher.Hehastriedto

lookforthisMsawenkosiNgomanewithno

success.Magcinanevercameback.Henevergot

tomeethischildthatshewascarryingandevery

yearhisfirstsonputshimonthestandandasks

himquestionshecan'tanswer.

Howdoyoulookatyoursonintheeyesandtellhim

thathismotherwasrapedbyherownbrotherand

thereasonsheleftisbecauseshehatedhislittle

brother?Hecan'tletthemfindout,especially

Maqhinga.Itwillkillhim.



[03/14,09:06] :Chapter24

THALENTE

Theonlydifferencebetweenworkinginthe

AfriTranscanteenandSisThandi'sshelteristhat

hereIslaveunderair-conditionersandspeak

Englishhalfoftheday.Oh,andtheworkinghours,

hereIworkfrom7amto4pm.It'sbetterthanthe

taxirankshelterwhereIhadtowakeupbythe

crackofdawnandreturnhomeafterthesunhas

setdown.MycolleaguehereisanIndianmiddle-

agedwoman,Aarti.InhermindshethinksthatIsee

herasawhiteboss-mysuperior.Thewomantries

sohardtoaccommodatemybrokenEnglishand

makemelookstupidtothecustomersby

translatingeverythingtheysaytome.Can'tshe

overdosebiryanianddie?Beingherehasmademe

realizejusthowmuchfunitwasbeingatthetaxi

rank.Ievenmissthetaxihornsandloudtaxidrivers.

It'slunchtimeandthefoodisonthehouse.That's



anotherprivilegeofworkinghere,youdon'thaveto

worryaboutcooking.Breakfastandlunchare

provided.Attheendofthedaywecollectleftovers

andgohomewiththem.Sothere'snoneedforme

tocookwhenIgettomyshack.

Isqueezemyselfinthebackroomonaplasticchair

andhelpmyselfwithroastedchickenstripesand

rolls.I'mgoingstraighttosize40.Ibingeeveryday;

milkshakes,friesandcakes.Maybetheyhaveto

givemeeverythingoncredit,becauseIreallycan't

limitmyselfwhenitcomestofreefood.

“Talent!”That'sAarti,shepronouncesmyname

withherfakeBritishaccent.

Icheckthetimeonmyphone;Istillhaveten

minutes.Whyisshecallingmenow?Ishouldstart

havingmylunchbreakoutsidethecanteenbecause

whenI'meatinginsidehereitnevergenuinelya

break.

“Someoneisheretoseeyou,”sheyells.

Hopefullyit'snotanotherunsatisfiedcustomer.I've

beenmessingthingsupeversinceIgothere.



Servingtaxidriversandrichwhiteoldiesisnotthe

same.Hereorderscomewithlameinstructionsand

demands.Ichewthelastpieceanddownitwitha

coldglassofSprite.

I'mreadytodefendmyselfwithmyLevel5English,

whoeverIdidtheirorderwrongwillsuffermy

misusedpronounsandadjectives,I'llclapbackand

standmygrounds.

Iadjustmycapandliftmyheadup,onlytobe

welcomedbyNdlalifainhisgreypantandhoodie

jacket.Whatishedoinghere?Iknowthathehas

connectionsinthisplacebutIdidn'texpecthimto

justshowupduringmylunchbreakanddemandto

seeme.He'snotevenstandingoutsidethewindow

likeeverybodyelse.Aartiopenedtheburglargate

forhimandlocatedhimontheleatherchair.

There'saglassofcolddrinkinfrontofhim.

“Itextedyouearlier,”hegreets.Howhumble!

“I’mwelltoo,howareyouHlomuka?”Isay.

Hesmilesandscratchesthebackofhishead.

UnlikeHlelo,Aartiismindingherownbusinessby



theovens,probablycheckingonherbananacake.

“YouknowhowI'mdoingThalente,”hesays.

I'vebeenusingthefamouslineforoveraweeknow;

“Ineedtimetothink.”There'snothingtothinkabout,

really.Ithinkaboutthisman.Iseehiminmy

dreamsandworryifhedoesn'treachout.Idon't

knowwhenthesefeelingssprungoutinto

somethingsoirresistibleandstrong.

“Whyareyouhere?I'matwork,orisitbecauseyou

gotmethisjob?”Irentoutasusual.Itannoyshim

whenIdothis;turninghisstatusagainsthim.

UnfortunatelyinmyheadImakesenseeverytimeI

speak.

“Icametoaskyoutocometothepartywithme

later,”hesays,calmlybutsternly.He'spissed

already,howmuchmorewhenIopenmymouthin

thatparty?

“Idon'tdrink,”Isay.

“Nobodyaskedifyoudrinkornot.Iaskedyouto

comewithmetotheparty,youcaneasilysayyesor

no.”



“Whosepartyisit?”Iask.

“SometwinsfromBantwanaHoldings.They're

Ndondo'sfriends.”

AmIsupposedtoguesswhothisNdondoisand

whatisBantwanaHoldings?

“Areyoueveninvited?”Iask.Hedoesn'tevenknow

thesetwinsnames,justthatthey'reNdondo's

friends.

He'ssmilingagain.

“Idon'tneedaninvite.6pm,okay?”Hedrinksthe

remainsinhisglassandstandsuptogo.Hecame

allthewaytoinvitemetothepartyheisn'tinvitedin?

Hescanshiseyesaround.Idon'tknowwhereAarti

hasdisappearedto.Hestandsnexttomeand

staresintomyeyes.Idon'tknowifI'mstill

breathingornot.I'msilentlyprayingforacustomer

toappearandsaveme.

“Ihavetopackthefridge.”Fuck,whyamI

whispering?Thefridgeispacked,whatamIeven

saying?



Hischestbumpsonmine.ItakestepsbackuntilI'm

pressedagainstthecounter.Hishandgoesaround

myneck,ourforeheadlinkandhiseyesdigthrough

mysoul.

“ImissyouThalente.”Intheblinkofaneyemylips

arecapturedbyhis.He'ssuckingmylowerlipand

sweepinghistongueinsideme.Hiskissistoogood

nottorespondto.

Hebreaksthekissandleavesmepanting.Aartiis

bytheovensanddoingherthing.I'venevermet

anyonewhomindsherownbusinesslikeher.But

I'mscaredbecauseI’mintheworkplaceandbeing

kissedagainstthecounterisn'texactlyrespecting

yourjob.Ialsodidn’texpectourfirstkisstohappen

likethis.

“TonightIwantmyanswerThalenteMbatha,”he

saysandwalksaway.HehasabriefchatwithAarti

beforehewalksout.

I'mquakinginmyboots.Tonight?ThatmeansI

havetobehisgirlfriendaftertheparty,because

obviouslymyansweris“yes.”Ihavebeen



rehearsingitforaweek.

“IfyoubreakmyheartI'llleaveyou.Iwon'ttolerate

lies,ratherhurtmewiththetruththantocomfort

mewithlies.NdlalifaIswearifyouevercheaton

meblablabla.”I'llprobablysoundstupid.Tonight

istoosoon.HowamIgoingtosayit?

“Howlonghaveyoubeendating?”Thevoicesnaps

meoutofmythoughtsandIlookuptofindAarti

staringatmewithaweaksmileonherface.DidI

sayshemindsherownbusiness?Don'teverpay

attentiontotherubbishIspit,sometimesIrushinto

conclusions.

“Dating?”Ifrown.

“YouandNdhlalifa.Howlongyouandhimjolile?”In

herheadshe'sloweringdowntomylevelwhereas

she'spressingthelastbuttons.Ifshekeepsdoing

thisI'mgoingtoflip.YesIcannotarguewith

MbuyiseniNdloziinEnglishbutIknowthebasics.I

knowhowtostructureasentenceandIcanhear

Englishdamntoowell.

“Isthatgoingtohelpusgetmorecustomers?”Iask.



“Huh?No,I'mjustasking.”Shechucklesandstirs

thepotboilingonthestove.

“Mindyourstew,”Idon'tsaythatloud,Imurmur

undermybreathandreturntotheicingIwasmixing

beforemylunchbreak.

.

.

Idon'thavethoselongmirrorsthatgiveyourfull

bodyreflection.ButIdon'tneedanyonetotellme

thatIlookstunning.Thiswasthelastskaterdress

instockatMrPrice.It'sanoff-shoulder,to

completetheperfectlookIputonmyfakesilver

necklace.Mycoarseafrowascombedandtiedup.I

haveoneofthosebigartificialafro-buns,Ipinnedit

onandputonhoopearrings.

I'mstilldecidingbetweenmyAll-Startakkiesand

MaryJaneshoeswhenthedoorshiftsopen.He's

early,weagreedon6pmandit'sonly6:15pm.He

shouldeducatehimselfaboutwomen'stime.

Hedidn'tevenknock.Wherearehismanners?This

ismyshack-myhouse.



“WhatifIwasnaked?”Iask.

“Iwould'vethankedmyancestors.”Hescansme

fromheadtotoeandsmiles.Imentallygivemyself

ahighfive;I'mbeautiful.

“Youlookamazing.I'mnotgoingtoletyouleave

myside,Iwantnosleazeballtouchingyou.”

Okay,chillThalente.There'snoneedtoblushlikea

highschoolteenager.

Ipickmypurseandhousekeysfromthebed.When

Iturnaroundhe'sstandingjustoneinchawayfrom

myface.Myshackistoosmall,maybehe'dtake

fivestridestoreachtotheend-side.

Hisrighthandgoesaroundmyneckwhilehisleft

armwrapsaroundmywaist.

“Ndlalifayoucannotkeepdoingthis.Ihaven't

agreedtobeyourgirlfriend.”Somehowmyvoice

disappointsmeandrefusestocomeoutwhollyand

firm.

“Iknowthatyou'llagree.”

Whooah!Fishi,uphumeniniethinini?!



“Icansayno,”Iequipmyvoicewithevery

substancethatcanmakeitbelievable.Buthe's

smilingandstaringdownatmylips.

“We'lldateevenifyousayno,”hesays.

Ishementallyokay?Wherehasthateverhappened?

Wecan'tdateifIsay…gosh,hislipstastesogood.

Mintwaffledinnicotine.Ihavemyhandsoverhis

cheeksandI'mtakingineverybitofhistaste.

“Let'sgobeforeHlomukagetsoverexcited,”he

saysafterbreakingthekiss.Myheartisracingat

therealizationofhiswords.Myeyessweepover

hisfrontandIgetaglimpseofababyarmpoking

out.Weneedtoleaveimmediately.

“Let'sgo,”Isaybreathilyandmarchtowardsthe

door.

Heletsoutachuckleandfollowsmeout.

.

.

IreallythoughtInailedthelooks.IthoughtI'dbe

outstandingandeveryonewouldrushtomeand



askwhereIboughtmydress.Imean,itwasthelast

oneinstockanditsstyleisdifferent.ButwhatI

walkintoisnotwhatIhadinmind.Ithoughtofa

birthdayparty,inanopenroomorbackyard,with

balloonsalloverandaShopritechocolatecake

surroundedbycoldrinks,fruitsandsweets.That's

howtheydobirthdaypartieswhereIcomefrom,

andwealwaysgushoverhowbeautifultheset-up

is.ButthisisapartyofTyraBanks.Theylook

similarinbodycondressesthatlookliketheycost

myannualearningscombinedwithmymother's

pensionmoney.

Weareinashadedpatioareawithseating.Isaw

MosesMabhidaoppositeusandI'msilently

wonderingifthere'sanysoccermatchhappening

inside.

Comparedtoallthegirlshere,Ilooknothingmore

thananordinarywomangoingoutforice-cream.

Theyhaveglassesintheirhands,thoseoneswith

umbrellasandslicesofvegetablesdippedinside

them.



Ndabukoishere,nexttohimisagorgeouswoman

inhighheels.EverythingaboutherscreamsM-O-N-

E-Y.Shehasoneofthosebagsthatlooklikethey

weremadeofcrocodileskin.Youcan'tfindthistype

atMrPriceandyoucertainlycan'torderitfrom

DollyWezikhwama.

Shedoesn'thavetoomuchmake-uponbutshestill

lookslikethoseperfectactressesonTV.

Iswearherweaveisstraighterthanmyfuture.

“Bafo,”Ndabukosaysandstepsoutofherarmthat

wascoiledaroundhis.

HewalkstousandbumpsshoulderswithNdlalifa.I

getawarmsmileandIcan'thelpbutsmileback.

Thedisrespectfuloneisnowhereinsight,Ipray

thathedidn'tcome.However,Ididn'timaginehim

assomeonewho'dmissaparty.

TheladyturnsherheadtousandInoticethatshe's

actuallypregnant.

“Ndlalifa,”shesaysinacknowledgment.There's

isn'tevenaglimpseofasmileonherface.



“Ndondo,howareyou?”

Oh,it'stheonewhosetwinfriendsarehavinga

party.

“Good.Whoisthat?”She'sstaringatme.Idon't

knowifshe'stiredorbored.

“ThalenteMbatha.She'smywoman,”Ndlalifasays.

Iclearmythroatandgivehimalook.Wehaven't

concludedonthatyet,whyisherushingintotitles.

“Come,let'sgoandsitoverthere,”shetellsmeand

stridestotheendoftherowbeforeIcanevensay

myfirstwordtoher.

“I'llgrabadrinkwithNdabuko,”Ndlalifasaysand

letsgoofmyhand.

IguessIhavenochoicebuttofollowMissHoity-

Toity.

There'sanemptyseatnexttoher,Imakemyself

comfortableonit.Weareabitfarfromthecrowd

anditsnoise.Iguessthat'swhatmadetense;the

crowdandnoise.Sheliftsherrightlegoverherleft

kneeandrelaxes.



Peopleingreenuniformsareupanddownwith

traysofdrinksandsnacks.Shesnapsherfingers

onceandtheguywalkstous.

Shegrabsaglassofaweird-lookingjuicewitha

sliceoflemoninsideit.Theguylooksatmein

waiting.Ialsograbaglasswithanormal-looking

juice.Itlookslikeanorangejuice,hopefullyittastes

asonetoo.

“Youlookgood,”shesaysrandomlyandsipsonher

juice.

Idon'tknowhowgenuinesheis,Ijustflashasmile

andtakeasipfrommyglass.It'sajuicewith

unnecessaryingredients,butitstilltastesgood.

“Weshouldsetadayandgoburntheirtaxis.That's

theonlywaytostopthistaxiwar.”

Okay,that'saveryweirdthingtosaytoastranger.

“Yourfather-in-lawneedstoretire.Thisthingis

affectingthewholecommunity.Canyoubelieve

thathalfofmystaffdon’thavetransport?Itneeds

toend,”shecontinues.



“Yeah,”that'sallImanagetosay.Ihaveacar

fetchingmetoworkandbringingmebackafter.I

don'tknowwhoispayingforit,IguessallAfriTrans

employeeshaveones.

“Wheredoyoulive?You'reneveraround,Ididn't

eventhinkNdlalifahadsomeoneinhislife.”

“IstayinCannelands.Ihaveabusyjob,soIhardly

gettimetogooutandseepeople.”Ialsodon'thave

moneytospendinordertomeetpeoplelikeher.

“YoumusttellhimtobuyahousenearNdabuko

andMaqhingasothatwecanseeeachothermore

often.They'relikebrothers,sometimestheyjoin

forcesagainstyou.Wealsoneedtoequipourselves

forsuchmoments,”shesays.

Ican'thelpbutlaughatherrolledfist.It'snotlike

wecanjoinforcesandphysicallyhandlethem.

“They'reabouttocutthecake.”It'satallwoman

witharoundfaceandbigbeautifuleyes.Idon't

knowifI'veeverheardanyonespeaksfastasher.

Shesaidallsevenwordsintwosecondsandthen



foldedherarmsandstaredatus.

“Isyourmomnotcomplaining?”Ndondoasksher.

“Shewantstopray,blessthemandleave,”shesays

withaneyeroll.Ndondoburstsintolaughterand

gathersherselfup.

Iguessweallhavetobearoundthetwinsontheir

royalchairswhentheycutthecake.

Ahandgrabsmeandpullsmebehindthecrowd.I

haveforgottenaboutmydateforthenight.He

wrapshisarmaroundmywaist.Ilethimbe,it'sa

partyandIdon'twanttobedramatic.

Awomangoestothefront,singing;UJesuLo

UnobubeleNami.

Thisisapartyforcryingoutloud!Guestshave

glassesofalcoholintheirhands,there'sadrunkDJ

whokeepsplayingNickiMinaj-StupidHoe.I

understandthat'ssheishappyforherdaughters’

birthday,orwhoeverthey'retoher,butsinging

aboutJesusinthisplaceisoutoforder.



Buttheysingalong.IheardpeopleloveGodwhen

they'redrunk.They'resingingontopoftheirvoices.

Thisonenexttomeisnotsinging.

“Sing,”Ipushhisarm.

“Idon'tknowthesong.”

Whodoesn'tknowsuchafamoussong?I’mnota

churchgoerbutIknowthisonewordtoword,lyric

tolyric.Ijusthappentosingundermybreath

becauseIdon'twanttomessthesongupforothers.

Icansingoneverseinthreedifferentvoices.

Finally,shecutsthesongandstandswithher

handsbalancedonthetableinfrontoftheparty

girls.Herheaddropstoherchestandoneofthem

rushestoherandenvelopesherinahug.

She'scrying.Itstartssoftlyandescalatesintoloud

wails.Bothofthetwinsarenowstandingwithher

andcomfortingher.

“Thesearetearsofjoy,”shesaysasshepicksthe

microphone.She'ssmilingthroughglittersoftears.



“Ican'tbelievemybabiesaresogrown….”Thisis

goingtobeoneofthoselongspeechesblack

relativesgiveonyourbigday.

“Thalente,”Ndlalifasays,bringingmyattentionto

him.Ishiftmyeyesfromthewomanatthefrontto

him.

“Pleasefreeme.Iwanttobehappylikeeveryone

elseandenjoytheparty.ButIcan't,becauseI'm

incomplete.PleasegivemetheanswerMaMbatha.”

Nobodyispayinganyattentiontous.Wearebehind

everyone.Hisarmisstillwrappedaroundmywaist,

there'snorunningawayfromhim.

“Ihavewaitedlongenough.Pleaselookatme,I

loveyouThalente.”

Iliftmyeyesupandmeethisstaresoftly

penetratingthroughme.Loveisnotintheair,it's

thereinhiseyesandinvitingmein.Idon'tknow

whatliesbehindthembutI'mreadytogivemyself

tohim.

HiseyesshiftjustasI'mabouttovoiceoutmy

feelingsforthefirsttime.Myeyesfollowhistothe



front.

ThewomanisstillonherlongspeechandBible

quotes.Itmustbesomethingshesaidthatgrabbed

hisattention,orratheranameshecalled.

“IhopeMagcinaisabletoseeyoufromheaven.I

feellikeGodrobbedherthechancetowitnessthe

fruitsofherwomb.Maybeonedayshe'llcometo

usinourdreamsandtellusherstory.AndIhope

thatonedayGodwillleadusintoyourfather.But

untilthen,Ishallremainamotherandfathertoboth

ofyou.Idon'tcarewhetheryouturn27or50,any

boywhowantstosaysomethingtoyouhasto

cometomefirst.”

They'rerollingtheireyesbehindher.I'mtemptedto

laugh,sheneedstoacceptthatthey'regrown

sexualactivewomenandrestbeforeherblood

pressureshootsup.

Ndlalifa'sarmdesertsmywaist.Hepushesthrough

crowdedbodiesandmakeshiswaytothefront,

wherethewomanis.Hegrabsherarmandpulls

hertotheside.Hisforeheadisfurrowedintoahuge



frown.

Ihavenoideawhat'sgoingon.Iwasabouttoagree

tohisproposal.IneedtofindNdondo,maybeshe'll

enduphiringmetocarryhercrocodilepurseforthe

night.

[03/14,09:06] :Chapter25

NDLALIFA

Hedoesn'tevenask,hejustgrabsherhandand

pullsheraside.Rightnowhe'snotthinkingstraight.

Hedoesn'tseeallthepeoplewatchinghim.

Thalente’sanswerdoesn'tmatterforamoment.

Theonlythingthatmattersishismother'sname-

Magcina.Itcouldbeanamesakeorcoincidence,

buthewon'trestuntilheknows.

“WhoisMagcina?”heasks.

Phumzileisthisthrownbackbythelevelof

disrespect.It'soneofthoseboyswhowere

smokinginNdondo'shousetheotherday.Thisone

didn'tevengreetherorshowanykindofremorse.



Andnowhejustgrabbedherhandlikethat?Asif

she'shisage-mate.

“DoyouknowMagcinaNgomane?Shewasdark,

maybetwoshadeslighterthanme,withastudnose

andascarbehindherneck.”Hesoundsdesperate.

He'sbeenlookingsincehewas16.Thisisthefirst

timehe'shadtwodotsconnecting;27yearsandthe

name,Magcina.Thefirsttimehe'severfeltcloseto

thetruth.Heneedshertoagree-tosay‘yesshe

knowshismother.’Thenhe'lltakeitfromthere.His

motherlovedhim,shelovedherkids,shewouldn't

haveleftjustlikethat.Somethinghappened,he

knowsthisbecauseheremembersexactlywhathe

witnessedtheotherday.Heknowshowcruelhis

fathercanbe,he'sseenitinhistaxirivalries.He

wasnotnamedNgonyamaformassagingpeople's

feet.

Phumzileisstaringathim,capturingeverypartof

hisfacesilently.

“Ma,iseverythingalright?”It'sKhosi.She'sdaring



Ndlalifawithhereyes;ifhedoesanythingtoher

motherhe'llhavehertodealwith.She'salways

beenprotectiveofallthoseinherlife.Beingabig

sisterrunsinherbones,that'swhyshedidn't

hesitatetobefriendNdondoandputherunderher

wings.

Surprisingly,Phumzileglancesatheronceand

nodsherhead.NdlalifaisstillstaringatKhosi.

Really,whodoesshethinksheis?MikeTyson?

She'salwaysthreateningandglaringatpeoplewith

thoseextralargeeyesofhers.MotherHen!

Thehandgrabbinghisarmbreakshiseyesfrom

Khosi.He'sbeingpulledbythewomanthatowes

himanswers,she'spullinghimoutofthevenue.All

eyesareonthem.Peoplearewonderingwhatthe

secretconversationsareallabout.Butitonlytakes

onesongtogetthembacktotheparty.

Sheletsgoofhisarmandstepsback,tohavea

goodlookathim.They'restandingbytherails



leadingdowntotheparkingarea.

“WhyareyouaskingaboutMagcina?Ourmother

didn'tmarrylegally,sonexttimejustsayMagcina

Nsele,notNgomane.”

Hischestbouncesasheconsumesaheavybreath.

Hisarmpitsaremoistanditching.Somethingabout

hismother,atlast!

“She'smymother.”Painandrelieflaceuphiseyes

ashesaysthis.There'salotgoingthroughhismind

rightnow.Fear,joy,painandmostly,relief.

“You'reMagcina’sson?!”Herhandsareoverher

head.Isshegoingtocryagain?No.

Hisheadispulledagainstafull-packedchest.The

hugistoowarmtoresistandheloveshugs.His

motherusedtohughimexactlylikethiswoman.

Shewasanaffectionatewoman,kissing,hugging

andcuddling.Everymorninghe'dwakeupanddash

tohisparents’bedroomandsnugglehimselfonhis

mother.Hewasolderandfaster,Maqhingawould

alwayssitonthefloorandstareatthemasthey

cuddledandplayedonbed.He’donlygetahugging



partneriftheirfatherwasnotatwork.Maybethat's

whyheconnectedmoretoNgidi,theyhavethat

strongbond,theoneNdlalifabrokeyearsago.Ngidi

ishisfatherbecauseheraisedhim,theyshare

bloodandworktogether.Butthat'sit.Itendswith

businessdiscussionsandasourdinnertogether,

forcedbyMaqhingaorNdabuko,onceinafull

moon.

“Shedidn'tsayanythingaboutyou.Magcina

disappearedfor10yearsandcamebackwitha

hugestomach.Wedidn'treconnect,wedidn'ttalk

aboutanything,thesisterlybondwasn'tthere.It

wasnevertherebutweweregoodbeforesheleft.A

fewdaysafterherarrivalshegavebirthtothetwins

anddiedshortlyafterdelivering.”She'scryingagain.

NotbecauseMagcinadied,andnotbecause

Msawenkosiwasfoundrotteninthebushesa

monthafterMagcina’spassing,butbecausethey

didn'tgetthechancetotalk.Therewerethingsshe

wantedtoconfesstoher,thingsshecouldonlytalk

abouttoasister.Nowshehastoraisethekids

alone,withaheavybaggageinherheart.



“I'vebeenlookingforher,sheleftwhenIwaseight.”

That'sallhemanagestosay.He'stryingtoswallow

backthelumprisingupinhisthroat.He's35,he

can'tcryoverhismotherinaparty.

“Wasshehurtwhenshecamehome?”heaskswhat

hasbeenbotheringhimforyears.Yes,hethought

hisfatherhurthismotherandburiedher

somewheretohidetheevidence.

Phumzilefrownsinconfusion.

“Notphysically,”shesays.

He'srelieved,butnotwholly.Hismotherwouldn't

haveleftthemjustlikethat.Hisfatherknows

something.

“I'mPhumzile,youraunt.”Theyhugagain,tighter

thistime.Hersisterhadasonandhe'snotjusta

boy,butafullygrownman.Maybethere'saway;

shecangetsomethingnow.WheredidMagcinalive

inthatdecadeshewasawayfromhome?Whodid

shelivewith?Thegirls,who'stheirfather?Whydid

sheleaveandwhydidshecomeback?

Butshecan'taskallthesequestiontoachild.He



looksclueless,theremustbesomeonewhohave

theinformationsheneeds.

“Whodidsheleaveyouwith?”sheaskswithasoft

stareglazinginNdlalifa'spainedeyes.Behindthese

upturnedeyesisathousanddropsoftearsheld

back.

“Withdad,”hesays.

“Ishestillalive?”

Ndlalifanodshishead.Heneverimaginedfinding

outabouthismotherthisway.Dead,leftbehind

twindaughtersthathavebeenunderhisnosefor

years.Theyworkintheproductiondepartment,in

thecompanyhisfatherranforyears,wearingblue

overallsandbootslikeeveryoneelse,andsweating

from7:30amto4:00pm.

“They'remysisters?”He'smumblingtohimselfbut

he'saudibleenoughtobeheardbyPhumzile.

“They'reyourmother'sdaughters.I'mnotsure

aboutthefather,yourmotherandIdidn’ttalk.It

wouldbebetterifyoutakemetoyourfather,Ineed

totalktohim.”She'sbeenlookingforwardtothis



dayforyears.Shewon'tbeabletosleepbefore

talkingtosomeonewhoknewMagcinaduringthe

lastyearsofherlife.

“Ishearound?”sheasks.

Hesitantly,henodshishead.Hewantstoseethe

twinsandtalktothem.Noteveninhiswilddreams

hasheeverimaginedhimselfhavingnotjustone,

buttwosisters.Theylookalike,hecan'ttellthem

apart,notthathe'severbotheredtotry.Their

namesconfusehimaswell.

“Pleasetakemetoyourfather,”shepersists.Right

nownothingmattersmorethancrackingher

sister'spast.Therearemanypossibilitiesbuther

instinctstellherthatbeforethisdayendsshe'll

knowtheidentityofhernieces.

Ndlalifacamewithsomeoneandheknowsthat

she'sgoingtobemadathimforthis.Butthisis

important,he'llhavetomakeituptoher.Hesends

Ndabukoatext,askingthathimandNdondotake

careofThalente.



PhumzilemakesacallandalertsKhosithatsheis

leaving.

.

.

BHEKI“NGONYAMA"NGIDI

It'snoteverydaythathisfirstsoncomestohis

house.So,he'sshockedwhenheseesNdlalifa

walkingin.Notalone,butwithanoldwomanbehind

him.Luckilyhishousekeeperhasgonetoherroom.

Itwould'vebeenadisasteriftheyfoundherinthe

house,probablystillinthatlacyshortthingshewas

wearing.Heisnotthatmanwhosleepswithgirls

twoyearsyoungerthanhisson,butshekept

throwingherselfathimandshedidn'twant

anythingmorethanwhatstaysinhispantsand

wallet.Sheknowshowtoseparateworkand

personalmatters.Thelastthingheneedsisforhis

sonstothinkthathereplacedtheirmother,mostly

Ndlalifa.He'stheonewhorefusestoletgo.Theone

thathefearsonedaymighttakeagunandpullthe



triggerathim.

“Ngidi,”Ndlalifasaystohimandpointsthewoman

onthecouch.

Whateverthisisabout,it'snotgood.Hismind

quicklyracestoMaqhinga.He'satroublemaker,

dramafollowshimeverywhere,andhealwayslet

himgetawaywitheverything.

“What'sgoingon?”heasks,eyeingthewoman

who'sbeenstaringathimsinceshewalkedin.

“ThisisPhumzileNsele,myaunt.”

“Youraunt?”Heliftsuphiseyebrowinquestion.

“Mymother'ssisterandshe'sheretoaskabouther

sister.Whathappenedtoher?”That'shisquestion.

Itcomesfromhimandnotfromhisaunt.It's

accompaniedbyhatred.Hisbloodshoteyesare

piercingthroughNgidiandcrushingeverylastpiece

ofhisheart.

Helooksatthewoman,theso-calledaunt,and

waitsforhertospeak.



“YouhadachildwithMagcina,mysister?”sheasks,

calmerthanheexpected.

“Children.Twosons,”hesays.

ShefrownsandturnshereyestoNdlalifa.Didthey

nottalk?

“Hewasn'tattheparty.Ndondoaskedhimnotto

comebecauseofwhathappenedtheotherday,”

Ndlalifasays.

Shelooksevenmoreconfused.

“Whathappenedtheotherday?”sheasks.

“Youfaintedwhenyousawhimandsaidhelooked

likeyourlatebrother,”hesays.

ItclicksimmediatelyinNgidi’shead.Thisisthe

sisterheheardaboutonce,ifnottwice.Itconfuses

himhowsuchanordinarypersoncanbesohardto

find.

“Phumzile?”heasks.

“Yes.Shetalkedaboutme?”

“Afewtimes.”



There'samomentofsilenceastheystareateach

otherdifferently.Bothofthemhavesomuchtosay,

somanyquestionstoask,butthere'sNdlalifain

presence.Somethingsjustcan'tbediscussedin

frontofchildren,nomatterhowoldtheyare.

“Ihearsheleftherealreadypregnant.Whydidshe

leave?”Phumzilebreakstheshortmomentof

silence.

NgiditurnshiseyestoNdlalifa.

“Son,pleasegotothekitchenandmakesomething

foryouraunt.”

Ndlalifaletsoutachuckleindisbeliefandleans

backonthecouch.Thismanthinkshecankeep

himfromthetruth.At35,really?

“Answerthequestion,Hlomuka,”hesays,relaxed

backonthecouch.He'snotgoinganywhere.

“Didyouhaveafight?”Phumzileasksasshe

realizeshowharditisforNgiditospeakout.

“No,wedidn'thaveafight.Thereasonyoufainted

isthesamereasonwhysheleft.”Hekeepshiseyes



awayfromNdlalifa.Hedidn'twanthimtoknow.Not

likethis.Whyishesostubborn?

Phumzilefightsbacktears.Sheswallowsthelump

inherthroat.Shehideshertremblinghands.But

nothingworks.

“Thatboyisyourson?”sheasksbetweenthesobs.

Shegetsit.There'snoneedforexplanations.It's

theguiltthateatsupherconsciousmorethan

anything.

“Yes,he'smyson,”Ngidisays.

“Andthegirls?”sheasks.

Hefrowns.Whichgirlsnow?

“SnakhoandSnalo,thetwinsshewaspregnant

withwhensheleft,”sheexplainswhenshereads

theconfusiononhisface.

“Arethose….”HeturnshiscreasedfacetoNdlalifa.

“IdenticalgirlsfromBantwanaHoldings?”

“They’renotjustidenticalgirlsfromBantwana

Holdings,thoseareyourdaughters.Youneedto

explainwhat'sgoingonhere?WhathasMaqhinga



gotdowithmom'sdisappearance?”Theybetternot

lietohim.Theybothknowsomethinghedoesn't

know.

“Ididn'tkillyourmother,sheleftbecauseshedidn't

wanttobehereanymore.That'sallyouneedto

know,”NgidisaysandlooksatPhumzile,“Whereis

she?”

“Shepassedonjustafewminutesafterdelivering

thesecondgirl.”

Henodshishead.This,he'lldealwithitsomeother

day,ifheeverdoes.Hepushesittothepileatthe

backofhishead.He'snotgoingtobreakdownin

frontofhisson.

“Whydidn'tshewanttobehere,withus,herkids?”

Ndlalifapersistswithhisquestions.He'snotletting

gountilhegetshisanswers.

“I'mnother,she'stheonlypersonwhocananswer

yourquestion.”

HisresponsegetsNdlalifaonhisfeet.Justincase

hehasn'tnoticed,he'stallerthanhimandhe'd

squashhimonthatcouchwithonefoot.



“Bhekizitha!”

Youcanexchangeinsults,argueanddefyyour

parentallyouwant.ButinZululand,orSouthAfrica

aswhole,thebiggestsinfoundonpage2600in

HowToBeAGoodChildbook,iscallingyourparent

byname.Youjustdon't.Itendsbadly,unlessif

you'reaSandtonchild.

“Sitdownwenanja.Youwantthetruth,right?Get

yourblackassbackonthecouchandhearit.Butif

youdaremyboy,ifyoudaretellMaqhingathis

you'llseewhoNgonyamais.”

Okay,theyshouldcalmdownbeforePhumzile

releasesthatpeeshe'spressingonthecouch.

Ndlalifasitsdownandlooksathisfather.He'sjust

secondsawayfromthetruth,somethinghe's

alwayswanted,buthe'sfeelinguneasy.Hewantsto

runawaybeforeheevenhearsit.

“Yourbrotherlookslikeyouruncle,yourmother's

brother.Youheardthat,right?Thatmotherfu€ker

wasthereasonwhyyourmotherendedupinthe



streetsofTongaat.Herapedher,fromtheageof14

tothedaywhenshedecidedtorunawayfrom

home.Ididn'tknowallthat,wedidn'ttalkabouther

pastuntilMaqhingawasborn.Asyou'veheard,

Maqhingalookslikeyourbrotherfromheadtotoe,

andforthatreasonyourmotherhatedhim.She

wantedmetokillhim.Tokillmyownson.Irefused.

Shesuggestedadoption,Istillrefused.So,shetook

herpurseandleft.”

Ngidihastoldhimthetruthhewasprotectinghim

from.He's35andtallerthananyoneinthisfamily,

thatmakeshimamanenoughtoforcepeopleto

talk,right?

Ndlalifastaresupattheceiling,blinksbackhis

tearsandblowsout.Thisisnotwhatheexpectedto

hear.Hischestisdryandaching.Hecan'tgeta

singlewordout.Hischildhoodmemoriesarestill

clearinhishead.

Itwastreat.Theirmotherlovedthem,orratherhim.

Hedidn'tnoticeanything,eventhoughtherewere



strangethingshappeningattheirfather'sabsence.

TheunreasonablescoldingtowardsMaqhinga,the

wayshenevertouchedhimorlifthimupwhenhe

cried.Thosegoodiesheateinhismother's

bedroomwhileMaqhingawasleftwiththenannyin

thelounge.Hewassevenandinhismindthethin

babywashiscompetitor.

Hisheaddropstohischestandthesniffescapes

hisnose.Hegathershimselfup,takingnosingle

glanceathisfatherandaunt,andleavestheroom

withtearsrunningdownhischeeks.Hehasa

bedroomineveryhousethathisfatherbuys,hejust

neversleepinthem.Thisonehashispictureslining

thewall.Hehasneverseensomeofthem,he

doesn'tevenknowwhentheyweretaken.

Hethrowshimselfonthebedandbringsthepillow

upagainsthisface.

--

Ngonyamaisscared.He'squakinginhisboots.He

wantsthemtosetanotherday,maybethefollowing



one.Inhisminditwasanotherboy,thedoctor

didn'ttellthemitwasthetwins.Washeeventhere?

Thatwasthepregnancyheregrettedmorethan

anything.Therewasalotgoingonandhestill

wantedtogivehisattentiontohisneglectedson.

Findingoutthatheisafathertotwogirls.27years

old,andhe'sknownthemfortwoyears.He's

threatenedtofireoneofthem,he'snotsurewhich

oneitwas.Itscareshim.

ButPhumzileisnotgoingtosleepwiththese

excitingnews.She'sgoingbacktothatpartywith

thegreatestgiftever;theirfather.MaybeMagcina

willforgiveherfornotbeingabletoprotecther,she

hasunitedherdaughterswiththeirfather.Hersons

willcomehomeandseehergrave.That's

something,right?

Herfearofmenisatrestassheclimbsinside

Ngidi'scarandfastensherseatbelt.Allthatmatters

isseeingthesmileonherbabiesfaces.

Shecan'twait.ButNgidiisnotdrivingyet.

“Whendidshearrivehome?”heasks.



“16August,”shesays.

That'sconfusing.Didn'tshegostraighthomefrom

Ngidi'shouse?Magcinanevermadeanyfriends,

notevenwithhisfriends'wives.

“Shelefthereourhouseon10thofAugust,”Ngidi

saysindeepthoughts.

“MaybeshestartedinLamontvillewhere

Msawenkosilived.”

Helooksatherwithafrown.Herfaceremainsthe

same.Oneplusoneequalstwo.Ngidireleasesa

sighandstartsthecar.

Itwasbad,wasn'tit?HefailedMagcinadismally.

--

Thenightisstillyoung,itseemslikemorepeople

cameafterPhumzileleft.Asshestepsoutofthe

carshebumpsintoNdondo.Ngidiisstanding

behindherandpoppinghisfingers.Hisbiggestfear

isthatthey'llrejecthim.They're27forcryingout

loud,they'vemadeitthisfarwithhimpresentbut

withouthishelp.



“CallSnakhoandSnalo.Ican'tpushthroughthis

crowd,”PhumzilesaystoNdondo.

Ndondoclearsherthroatandlooksawayfromher.

“OnlySnakhoishere,”shesays.

Phumzilefrowns.Theywerebothherewhenshe

left.It'stheirfancypartyandsupposedly,alltheir

drunkardfriendsarehere.

“Where'sSnalo?”sheasks.

“Shewentsomewhere.Don'tworryaboutherMa,

she'ssafe,”Ndondosays.

“Whereissomewhere?Ineedher,there's

somethingIwanttotellbothofthem.”

NdondoglancesatNgidiandrubsherhands

together.There'sathickannoyedgirlcomingtheir

way,whensheseesNgidishestopsdeadonher

trackswithhereyesbulgingout.Owkaaay.

“Ndondo!”Phumzilesnaps.

“Snaloleft,Maqhingacametofetchher.PleaseMa,

she's27andit'sherbirthdaytoday.Letherbe."Her

wordsfallondeafearsasbothNgidiandPhumzile



rushbacktotheparkingareaasiftheworldbehind

themisonfire.

[03/14,09:06] :Chapter26

Youcelebrateyourbirthday,youthankGodand

yourancestors,youreflectbackonyourjourney;

howfaryou'vecomeandeverybattlethatyou've

won.Youtryreallyhardtodwellonthepositiveside,

thegreenersideofyourbeing,butatthebackof

yourheadthere'sasoftvoicewhisperingeverything

you'retryingtoadjustinto.Theabsenceofyour

parentsthatyounevermet,yourdiplomathat's

lyingonthedust,thesicknessthatyoucan'ttell

anyoneaboutbecausethey'lloverreact,andlifeas

awhole.You'renotwhereyouthoughtyou'dbe,far

fromyourdestiny,withnothingtolookforwardto

andbarelyaglimpseofhope.

Hergrandmother'ssurnamewasNsele.Because

hergrandparentsdidn'tmarryandalltheirchildren

hadtousetheirmother'ssurname,herownmother



thatshenevermetdecidedtodieandleaveherin

thatsurname.One-of-two,part-of-the-combo,the-

other-half,twinnie,Snakho…youchoose.She'sbeen

calledallthosenamesbutherbirthnameis

SnalolonkeandNseleiswell,hersurname.Turning

27meansyou'rejustthreeyearsawayfrombeing

30.Itmeansyoushouldbeatleastquarteramileto

thelifeofyourdreams.Youshouldbecontentwith

yourself,you'reTWENTYSEVEN!ButnotSnalo,

she'sspendthelast27yearsofherlifebreathing,

eatingandwakinguptoseethenextday.Life

doesn'tmakeanysense,itneverhas,sowhynot

justgowiththewind?It'snotlikeanythinggood

evercomesoutofbeinga“goodgirl.”

Sheswallowstwoshotsandsqueezesherfaceas

thehotfluidwashesdownherthroat.Herhand

fishesouthercellphoneandshescrollsdownher

chats.HerfingerstopsatMaqhinga,thetrust-fund

fuckboythathasmadeadvancesalmostwithevery

girlinKZN.Somethingabouthimdrawsherin.She

canrelatetohiminsomeway.Itcouldbethe

“screwyoulife"lifestylethatshemightbeliving



soon.Lifeisfuckedupsowhynotbecomeafucker

andaccommodateit.

“Half?”That'showheanswers.Shereallydoesn't

mind.She'swhateveryoudecidetocallher.It

doesn'tmatter,it'snotlikeshehasanyidentity.

“Youdidn'tcometotheparty,”shesaysandgrabsa

half-drankglassofwinethatSnakholeftonthe

table.

“Iwasuninvited,”hesayswithachuckle.Hismood

andapproachoflifeisexactlywhatSnalowantsto

inherit.

“Really?HowaboutIbringthepartytoyouthen?”

Shelicksherlipsandscansaroundthedancefloor.

HerauntisgoneandKhosihascalmeddown,she's

nowhavingherfirstglassofwine.

“Don'tplaywithmeSnakho!”There'samovementin

hisbackground.Itsoundsliketheshiftingof

mattressandsomethingcrackingonthefloor.

Shedoesn'tcorrecthim,peopledocallherSnakho

andvice-versa.Shesendshimthelocationand

downsanothershot.



Ndondoispregnantandboredwithaglassofjuice

inherhand.There'sathickladynexttoherwitha

bigafro.Shedoesn'tlooklikesomeonewhocame

toparty.It'slikeshecametoplansomeone's

murderinstead;herlipskeeptwitchingforwardin

anger.

SnaloknowsthatasmuchasNdondoisprotective,

sheisnotdramaticasKhosi.Soshemakesherway

toherandtapshershouldertogethergolden

attention.

“Girl,I'mleaving,”shesays.

Ndondolooksupwithafrownonherface.

“Towhere?”sheasks.

“Maqhinga’shouse.”

Herfacedrops.Butshe'snottheonetojudge

people,especiallyontheirbirthdays.

“CondomiseNalo,youcouldbethefifthgirlhe

sleepswiththisweek,”Ndondosayswithworry

liningherface.



“Don'tworry,I'magrowngirl,”Snalosaysand

envelopesherinahugbeforeclutchingherpurse

underherarmandwalkingout.

Itdoesn'ttaketoolongbeforeamidnight-blue

PorscheCayennepullsupandhootsforher.She's

carefullytotakeasightofhersurroundingsbefore

waltzingtothecarandopeningthepassengerdoor.

Thisisit-ScrewYouLife!

“Thisisasurprise,”Maqhingasaysasshefastens

theseatbeltandadjustsonherseat.It'stodaythat

she'seversenthimatextthat'snotworkrelated.

Maybeayearhaspassedsincehemetallofthem,

theNselegirls,noneofthemhasevershowedany

interestinhim.Probablybecauseeveryoneknows

whoheisandwhatheisallabout.Hehad

concludedthattheywerethetypethatbelievesin

fairytales;happy-ever-aftersandallthatshit.

Somethingtheyknowverywellthathecannotgive.

“Well,let'sjustsay“fucklife.”Wherearewegoing?”

sheasks.



Hecapturesherfacewithafewlinescreasedon

hisforehead.Thisisnotthegirlwhohasgivenhim

acoldshouldereverytimehetriedtotalktoher.Or

isittheotherone?Hecan'ttellthemapart.

“Whathappened?”heasks.

“Nothing,really.Ijustneedtocooldownand…”A

sigh!Shepullsdownherdreadlocksandleansback

ontheseat.

“Justdrive,”shesays.

Hedoesn'taskanyfurtherquestionsheputsthe

engineintolifeanddrivesoff.

Maqhingahasalwaysbeenaboutfunandhe

doesn'tmindpayingforit.It'ssimple;hepicksagirl,

asksforagoodtime-nostringsattached,andin

return,hetakescareofwhatevertheyneedhimto

takecareof,financially.Anewpairofshoes,

weaves,booze,gadgets-they'renevertoo

expensive.Buttodayisabitdifferent.Heknowsby

thewayshe'spacingaroundhisloungewitha

bottleofPeronithatshekeepssippingstraightfrom



itsmouth.It'snotmoneythatshewants,norany

kindoffinancialsupport.Whatsheseeksisan

emotionalstronghold;somethinghecannotgive

her.

Hetakesadeepbreathbeforemakinghiswayback

tothelounge.Whenhe'sastepclosertohershe

stopsherpacingandlooksathim.

“Doyouwanttochill,maybe?There'saspotbythe

pool.”

Herresponseisputtingdownthebottleinherhand

andgrabbinghimbythejacket.Theirlipssmash

andtheybothshuttheireyestotakeinanddigest

theirexchangedtaste.Maqhinga'sjacketfliesdown

tothefloor,thebuttonsofhisshirtcrackopenand

hisbodyslowlyslidesdownonthecouch.

Theirbreathsgrowheavyasthekissdeepens.His

fingersslideatthesideofherthonganddipinside

herwarmfolds.Herubsherclituntilshereleases

softmoans.

“Twinnie,”hesaysashisfingerpausesather



opening.He'sstaringathereyes,searchingforany

doubt.Herbrownseyesjuststarebackathim

emptilyandsheslowlynodsherheadforhimtogo

ahead.

Insteadofpushinghisfingersin,hepullshishand

outandpusheshiswayup.

“Thisisnotwhatyouneed.You'researchingfor

comfortinawrongplace,”hesays.

Hereyespopoutinshock.Didshejustgetrejected

byawell-knownskirt-chaser?Wow.

“Woza,”–Hepullsherhandandtakesthestairway

withher.Hedoesn'thaveanythinginmind.Whathe

knowsisthathecannotsleepwithherifhe'snot

goingtobeabletogiveherwhatsheneedsin

return.Heplaysafairgame;awinforall.

Hishandletsgoofherandshequicklyscansher

eyesaroundthegiganticcreamy-paintedbedroom.

She'srightnexttothebed,soshelowersherselfon

itandwaitsforthemanwhojustdisappearedinthe

bathroomwithoutsayingaword.Thisisnotwhat



shecamefor,clearlyMaqhingaisnotwhatshe

thought.Shecameforagoodtime,notalonely

timeinagiganticbedroom.

There'saphoneringingsomewhereinthepillows.It

getshimoutofthebathroom;hesprintsoutina

lightningspeed.

Sherollshereyesashedashestograbit.She

wasn'tgoingtoanswerit,she'snothereforhislife.

Herejectsthecallandswitchesthephoneoffwith

asmuglookonhisface.

“Thisoldmanneedstosleep,”hesaysandthrows

himselfonthebed.

Itmust'vebeenhisfather,maybetheyannoyeach

otherwithphonecallsfrequently.Daddy'sboy!

“Sotwinnie,whatisgoingon?”Hismoodhas

lightened.Hepullsherhandandplacesitbetween

hisandgivesitaslightsqueeze.

“I'mnotheretotalk,”Snalosays.

“Comeon,you're27.Benice.I'mallears,udliwa



yini?”He'snotlettingthisgo.Notwhensomuch

sadnessstilldwellsinhereyes.He'snotherapist,

neitherdoesheknowhowtocomfortasadperson,

buthe'swillingtolisten.

Hiseyesgazeatherindemand,shereleasesasigh

andfallsonherback.Herneckliesonhisarmand

theybothstareupattheceiling.

“Idon'twanttolive.”Herwordsturnhiseyestoher.

That'snotathingtosay.Youcan'tsayyoudon't

wanttolive.Lifeisablessing.

“I'mnotlookingforwardtoanything.I'mdoingthis

lifethingformysister.There'snopurpose.I've

wantedtoenditsomanytimesbutthethoughtof

leavingSnakholost,allalone,alwaysstopsme.I

don'twanttobehere.I'mtired.”There'snosadness

inhervoice.Nohintofremorse.It'sjusttheplain

truththatshemakessoundsonormal.

“You'redrunk,”Maqhingasayswithafrownonhis

face.Thisisthestrangestthinghe'severheard.

“IdrankbutI'minmyrightsenses.Ihavenever



wantedtodoiteversinceIwas15,”shesays.

“Todowhat?”heasks.

“Living.It'sbeendrainingandpainful.IthoughtGod

woulddomeafavourandusehispowertotakeme,

butitseemslikehestillwantsmetosuffer.Maybe

there'speaceinthenextworld.Whoknows,Imight

meetthewomanwhogavebirthtome.Ialways

hearthatthedeadareatpeace.”Shechucklesto

lightenthemoodbutMaqhinga’sfaceremainscold

andhiseyesbloodshot.

Shepincheshisarmandsmiles.Whyishemaking

abigdealoutofit?

“Lifeisforpeoplelikeyou.Peoplewhodon'tcare;

whohaveitall.Homes,parents,happinessandall

this.”Shepointsaroundtheglamorousbedroom.

“Whatdoyouneed?”Hisvoicebreaks.Whywoulda

beautifulgirllikeherwantstoendherownlife?Life

isnotfairtoeveryone.Thingswon’talwaysgothe

waywewantbutwehavethings,orratherpeople,

tolivefor.

“Peace.Ineedpeace,”shesays.



Hewashopingshe'dsay“money”sothathecould

help.Butpeaceisnotsomethinghecangiveto

someone.Hedoesn'tknowpeacehimself,itwas

neverthereinhisfamilygrowingup.Hisfatherand

brotherfoughtalmosteveryday.Itoncegotsobad

thatNdlalifahadtomoveinwithoneofthedrivers.

Hismotherhasalwaysbeenthesubjectandcause

ofhisfamilyfights.Hedoesn'tremembermuch

abouther,there'snosinglepictureofthemtogether.

Heseesherinpicturesinhisfather'swall;pictures

ofheralone,withhisfatherandsomewithNdlalifa.

Snaloturnstohimandsmiles.Hersmileis

beautiful;herlowerlipisthicker,there'sadimpleon

herchinandherteethhaveatinyperfectgapatthe

front.It'sasmilethatcanbrightenthenextperson's

face,butMaqhingaknowshowemptysheisbehind

thatsmile.Hejuststaresatherwithnothingbut

pity.

“RightnowIneedanorgasmandadrink,”shesays.

“Whichonedoyouneedmore?”heasks.



Shesnapsherfingersaseveraltimeswiththat

smileofhersplasteredonherface.

“Orgasm,”shesays.

Hegrinsandrollsoffbed.He'snotgoingtodeny

herthis;somethingtomakeherfeelbetteronher

birthday.Hepullsdownhisjeanandbriefsand

crawlsbackonthebed.

Liftingupherdressisajobandhalf.Hemanages

togetitpastherhipsandjustpullsdownherdamp

thongonceandforall.Whilehishandstrokesthe

lengthofherthigh,theirlipsareconnectedliketwo

piecesofthepuzzleinasteamykiss.

Theheatradiatingfromhimtoherforceslow

moansoutoftheirmouths.Hisfingerhasreached

thecenterofhercoreandherlegshave

involuntarilyopenedwidertoallowhimtohavehis

way.

Hepushesonefingerinsideheropening.She

breaksthekisstoallowhermoanstofreelyexpress

herpleasure.



Hesoftlybitesthesideofherneckandtrailskisses

allthewaydowntoherchest.Thedressblockshim

fromgoingfurtherdown.Hegrabsoneboobout

andplayswiththenipple.

Withhiseyeshalf-lidded,lustthreateningtoburst

hisveins,helooksupather.

“Twinnie,Imaynotbeabletoholdmyself.Ilovethe

coochie,”hesays.

“Whoaskedyoutoholdyourself?”sheaskswitha

grinonherface.

Well,they'reonthesamepage.Heslidesdownand

reachesthefloorwithhisfeet.Hepullshertothe

edgeofthebedandseparatesherlegstogeta

betterviewofherparadise.Cleananddrippingwet.

ReadyforHlomuka!

Hestickshistongueinsidethecenterofhercore

andtakesalonglickfromthetopofhermound

downtoherbutthole.Herheartisracing,shewants

togetupbuthepinsherdown.



Hisfingeriscirclingaroundhersecondholeand

honestly,thisisnotsomethingshe'dconsidertoget

pleasure.That'sano-goarea,butdaaamn!

“Maqhinga…don't…”Hislipsnibbleherclitand

whatevercomplaintsshehadflyoutofthewindow.

Shecan'tsayonecoherentsentence.Thecondom

foiltears,she'sneverbeensoimpatientandhungry

foramanlikesheistoday.She'shelpinghimashe

rollsthecondomonhisshaft.

“RelaxTwinnie,Igotyou.”Herubsherclitand

pushesdownhiserectshaftthroughherfoldsand

entersheropening.Asherwarmfleshswallows

himin,hecursesoutandbiteshislip;“Fu€k,

Mama!”

Herwaistmoveswithhisthrusts.Hisforeheadis

linkedonhers;hissweatdroppingdownonher.

He'sbreathingherandshe'sbreathinghim.He's

tappingthedepthsofhercore,rubbingcornersthat

haveneverbeentouchedbefore,herscreamsare

fillinguptheroomandherlegsarewrappedaround



hiswaistfordearlife.

“Whatareyoudoingtome,Twinnie?”heasksina

tremblingvoice.Thisfeelslikesexwithadifferent

name.It'snotlikeanythinghe'severexperiencedin

hiswholefu€kinglife.

Hemoveshisupperbodyandcastshiseyesdown

totheirconnectedparts.He'sstaringathisshaft

thrustinginandout,exposingherinnerpinkish

fleshandherswollenclit.

Hedoesn'tcryabouthismother.She'snot

someoneheremembers,butrightnowthepleasure

isthreateningtobursthisveins.Hecanfeelahot

rushsurgingthroughthemandwarminguphis

wholebody.

“Mamaaaa!OhMyGod!”He'scallingallthepeople

heshouldn’tbecallingduringsuchdeed.

Thedoorswingsopenjustashebalancesonhis

toesandpullsupSnalo'swaist;hisshaftbalancing

insideherinitsfulllength.

“Ma...qhi…nga,”-Hisfather’sfaintvoicecomesfrom

thedoor,freezingallthemovementsinsidethe



room.

.

.

Bheki“Ngonyama”Ngidi

There'snowordtodescribewhathe'sfeelingright

now.Hissonsnuggledonhisdaughter;di€kin,

ballsout.Thisisnotsomethinghewillforget

anytimesoon.Hewantstoscream,topunch

someoneanddismantletheirjawswithhisfists.

Buthecan't.Snaloisyettofindoutthatshe'shis

daughter.AndMaqhingaishisboy,theappleofhis

eye.Hecanshoutathim,insulthimandthreaten

himattimes.Buthe'dneverlayhishandonhisson.

Never.Overcompensatingorwhateveryoumaycall

it,buthevowedtomakethisboyfeelspecial,to

neverfeelanygapinhisheartandtoneverwish

thathehadmorethanthelovehegiveshim.

Hestepsoutofthedoortoallowthemtodressup.

Hewantstoslideandrestonthefloor.Hisknees

arefailingtoholdhim,butinsteadofallowingthe



weaknesstocontrolhim,heholdsonthewallfor

balance.

Phumzileisdownstairs,hopefullyshedidn'thearall

thesexuallyscreamsthatwerecomingfromhis

son'sbedroom.

Maqhingaopensthedoorandwalksout.Snalo

must'velockedherselfinthebathroomoutof

shame.

“Babawhyareyouinvadingmyprivacy?”He's

pissed.

“Didyouatleastuseacondom?”

Maqhinga’seyebrowsknitafrown.Isthisajoke?

Nowhereportshissextohisfather?

“Bophela…didyouuseacondom?”heasksagain.

Nowherealizesthatsomethingiswrong.Hisfather

wouldneveraddresshimonsuchmattersandcall

himhisclannameunderthesamebreath.Thisisn't

war,whatheseesonhisfather'sfaceissomething

hecannotdescribe.



“Yes,Idid.Whatisgoingon?”heasks.

Ngidiexhalesandstaresathissonhopelessly.Why

isthishappeningtohim?WhyMagcina?Why?!

“Doyouhavetostickyourselfinsideeverygirl?

Evenyour…”Heshutshiseyesandtakesanother

breath.

“I'm29Baba,youcan'tcometomyhouseand

interrogateme,”Maqhingasays.

“Can'tyouzipupyourpantsforamomentanddeal

withlife?”

“Lookhereson,I'mnotgoingtobemiserable

becauseI'mwaitingforawomanthatmightnot

evenbealive,”heexplainsusinghishands.That'sa

shadetohisfatherwho'swaitingforawomanhe

doesn'tknowwhethershe'sstillaliveornot.But

Ngidiisnotpissedoffbythat.

“I'mnotyourson,slima.Getyoursisteroutofyour

bedroomandcomewithme.Now.”Heunbuttons

thelastbuttonsofhisshirtanddragshimselfaway.

Withafrownonhisface,Maqhingawalksback



insidehisbedroomtogetSnalo.

“Idon'tknowwhat’sgoingon.Maybepetrolwentto

hishead.Myfatherwantstoseeus.”

[03/14,09:07] :Chapter27

MaqhingaNgidi

Thatwomanwhofaintedafterseeinghimishere,in

hishouse.Shereallyhasafaintingwish,Maqhinga

wasaskedtostayfarawayfromherandhe'sbeen

respectingthat.HeguessesthisisaboutTwinnie

beinginhishouse-adramaticaunthascometo

fetchher.

Hehearshergaspinginshockastheywalkintohis

fatherandherauntstandinglikestatuesinthe

middleofhisdiningroom.

“Gotothecarwithher,”Ngidisayswithoutturning

hiseyestothem.Histopbuttonsareundoneso

Maqhingaknowsthathehasfuckedup.The

womanlookslikeshe'sbeencryingforhours,her

puffyeyeskeepgoingfromTwinnietohim.Hehas



towatchhisstepsbecausehedoesn'tknowwhat

shemightdo;somewomenarecrazyoutthere.

HepullsTwinnie’shandandwalksoutofthedoor.

Ngidi'scarisparkedbehindhisandMaqhingais

notsurewhichcarhewantedthemtogoto.

“I’mleaving,”Twinniewhispersandpullsherhand

offhis.Issherunning,really?

“Ngidiwillfindyouifhewantsyou.Don'tactstupid,

I'llbeamanandstandupforyou.”Hepullsher

back.Hecanseeitinhereyes,she'sreally

frightened.He'sneverbeenintothiskindof

situationbefore-interruptedduringsuchasteamy

sessionbyparents!Hehasanurgetobendher

downrighthereandcarryonwheretheyleftoff.Her

tinywaistfittedperfectlyinhisarm.Hlomukahas

neverbeenaccommodatedsowellandmassaged

thatwarmly.Thicklips,cleanandshaved,gripping

skillsonpointandtheheatingcorethatburstevery

knotinyourbody.Hismemberisup,justfromthe

frictionoftheirskincontacting.Howisthiseven



possible?Theyjustgotcaughtandallhisdi€k

wantsistoslideintoher?

Hegrindshisteethandreleasesasharpbreath.His

eyesarestillonher,he’scravingforeveryinchof

herbody.Andhernibblingonherliplikethatisnot

helpinghiserection.

“Fu€k,you'resohotTwinnie.”Hegrabsherhead

andunexpectedlyonslaughtherwithakiss.His

handsarealloverherbutt,grabbingandspanking,

asheshoveshistonguedowninherthroatand

moansathertaste.

Stronghandsgrabthebackofhisneck,Snalo

jumpsoffwithhereyesbulgingout.Afistlandson

Maqhinga'schin.Heturnshisheadbackinshock.

Maybehediddisrespecthisfatherandtheaunt,but

awholepunch!He'sneverbeenpunchedbyhis

fatherinhiswholelife.

“Whatareyoudoing?”Ngidiroarswithanger

steamingfromhiseyes.Hehasseenenough.This

bulls…hewillneverforgetthisday.Hischildren!

“Iloveher,”Maqhingasays,wipingtheblood



gushingoutofhiscrackedlipwiththebackofhis

hand.Hedidn'tthinkaboutit.Itjustcameoutofhis

mouth.Snaloisinshockaswell.Love?That'sa

foreignlanguage.

Maqhingalooksattheaunt,alittlebitashamedof

hisactionsbutnotregretful.He'sgoingtostandup

forSnalo,becausethisisnotthelasttimetheysee

eachother.Itwon'tendthisdayornextweek,he

doesn'tknowwhat'sgoingtohappenyetbuthe

knowsthatthisisnotit.

“NgiyaxolisaMabut…”Heexhalesandturnshis

eyestoSnalo.

“Iwanttogettoknowherbetterandseewhereour

thinggoes.I'mnottryingtomesswithher.I'llbeher

peace,”hesays.

“Maqhinga!”Snaloexclaims.

“Imeanit,Twinnie.I'llbeyoursanctuary,giveus

timetoadjustintothis…”Ngidicannotlistentothis

anyfurther.

Hesimplycannottakeit.



“She'syourbloodsister,damnit!”

Silence.Furrowedbrows.Whatthefu€kishe

talkingabout?

“Son,youhavecommittedanincest.Thisismy

daughter.Yourmother'schild.”Aslowashisvoice

iskept,itstillbreaks.Hewatchesashisson'sface

transformsfromhopefultopainful.Hestill

remembershowhe'dgethomeandfindhim,one-

yearandeight-monthsoldinnocentbaby,sittingon

thefloorwithhismilkbottleandstaringathis

motherwithhisbigbrothercuddlingonthecouch.

HisfacewouldalwaysbrightenupwhenNgidi

walkedin.He'drunintohim,happytofinallyget

someloveaswell.That'showNgidilearnttohug

randomlyandgivesoftkisses.

“Ma,whatishetalkingabout?”Snaloasks.This

wholethingmakesnosense.HowissheMrNgidi's

daughter?Howdidithappen?Maqhingacan'tbe

herbrother.

“Thisisyourfather.Thisisthemanyourmotherleft

27yearsago,withyouandSnakhoinhertummy.



Andthisboyisyourbrother,I'msosorrybaby.”

Nowitgetsthroughtheirskulls.Thisisn'tajoke.

Ngidiwouldn'tjustpickarandomwomanupand

drivetoMaqhinga'shousetolie.

Theylookateachotherandfreeze.Tearsare

gushingoutofMaqhinga'seyes,hedoesn'tsniff

thembackormove.Heknewaboutthesibling-not

siblings,andhedidn'tthinkitwouldbesomeonein

hiscircle.Whydidn'ttheyfindoutaboutthissooner?

Beforetheparty.

PhumzilepullsSnalointoherarmsandrubsher

back.Snalohasalwaysbeenadifficultchildto

raise,mostlybecauseshedoesn'ttalkmuch.Right

nowPhumziledoesn'tknowwhat'sgoingtohappen.

Howisshegoingtohelphergothroughthis.Ifit

wasSnakhoitwould'vebeeneasy;Snakhowould've

screamed,criedhereyeballsoutandcreatedabig

scene.Itwould'vebeeneasytowalkbesideheras

shenavigatesthisnewreality.ButSnaloisa

mysteriouschild,youneverknowwherehermindis.



Youneverknowifshe'sreallyhappyorsad.She

keepseverythingin.

NgidipullsMaqhinga'sarmandhugshimonhis

chest.He'slockinginhisowntears.Thelastthing

hewantedwashissontoactanythingclosetothat

fu€ker,Msawenkosi.Hethoughtthey'dgetherein

time,beforeheslaughtersfromhisownkraal.But

theywerelate,thedamagehasbeendoneand

there'snothinghecandotoreversebackthedeed.

“Son,wewillworkthisout.Youdidn'tknow

anything,”hetellsMaqhinga.Hereachesdownto

hiscrackedlipwithhisthumbandwipesoffthe

bloodleakingfromit.He'sdealtwithalotof

criticismforbeinga“mommy-dad"toMaqhinga.A

fatherwhohugshissonandtextshiminthe

mornings-thathavebeenquestioned.Thebiggest

tabooistellinghimthatheloveshim.Fathersdon't

dothat,notinthisenvironment.Butnobody

understandswhathe'sbeenthroughwiththisboy.

NobodyunderstandshowmuchloveMaqhinga

needs,onlyhedoes.



“HowBaba?How?Ijustsleptwithmysister.Who

sleepswithhisownsister?Whodoesthat?”

“Youdidn'tknow.That'sthebottomline.Iwillmake

thisright,bothofyouwillbecleansedandI'll

appeasetotheancestors.Ipromise.”

ThisistoomuchforMaqhinga.Nonumberofgoats

canevermakehimforgetwhathe'sdone.Howishe

evergoingtolookatSnalointheeyesandnotsee

herhalf-nakedwithhercoochielaidoutforhim?

“Maqhingalet'sgohomeandtalk.Youhavetomeet

yourothersister,”Ngidi'swordsfallonhisback.He

walksinsidehishouseandshutsthedoorafterhim.

--

Ngidiheavesasighandslowlyturnshiseyestothe

one-of-two.Twentysevenyears!Whydidn't

Magcinagivebirthandleavethembehind,justlike

sheleftothers?

“Thingolwenkosazane,”hesays.Eventhoughthey

havemetunderthesedistastefulcircumstances,

he'sstillhappytofinallymeethisdaughter.It

doesn'tmeanthattherewasnostormorthatthey



arenotdealingwiththeaftermath.Itsimplymeans

thatalighthasappearedinthemidstofdarkness.

Thereisarainbow-asymbolofhopeandnew

beginnings.Asoureldersbelieved;abridge

betweenheavenandearth.HimandMagcina.

“MynameisSnalolonke,”shetellshim,thinkingthat

maybehe'sconfusinghernamewithsomeoneelse.

Howeverhisfacesaysotherwise,thepainis

evidentinhiseyesbutthere'swarmthinthem.That

warmthshe'sbeenyearningforherwholelife.

“I'maskingyoutobemyrainbow.Anarcoflight,

thesymbolofhopeandasignofthecovenantthat

I'mabouttomaketoyourmother,intheotherworld,

thatIwillloveyouandyoursiblingsanddieforyou

ifIhaveto.”

Snalolooksatheraunt.Shegavethemtheirnames,

itwouldbeungratefulofhertoswitchtoanother

onejustbecausehernewly-foundfatherexplainsit

sobeautifullyandmakesitsoundspecial.

“I'mnottryingtochangewhoyouare.Ilovethe

namethey'recallingyou,”Ngidisaysandturnshis



eyestoPhumzilewithgratitude.“Thankyoufor

everything.Ifitdoesn'toffendyou,I'dliketocallher

Thingoandnotwhatyouallcallher.”

Phumzilenodsherhead,andadeepbreathfollows.

Allthatmatterstoherrightnowis,howarethekids

goingtogetoutofthissituation?Howarethey

goingtoforgetwhattheydidtogether?Andthatboy,

Maqhinga,isshegoingtobeabletobeanauntto

himandtreathimlikeothers?Howlongcanshe

standthesightofhim?

“Thingolwenkosazane,”Ngidiopenshisarmsand

takesafewstepsforward.Snaloreleasesthe

breathshe'sbeenholdingandwalksintoher

father'sopenedarms.

“I'msosorryNkosazaneyami.IknowIshould've

lookedforyouharderandmademoreefforts.It'sso

embarrassingtoknowthatyou'vebeenrighthere

undermynoseallthistime.Ishouldn'thavestayed

thatlongwithyourmothernotknowingwhereshe

camefrom,Ishould'veforcedthetruthoutofher.

I'mreallysorry.”



“It'sokay.WeshouldfindSnakho,”Snalosays,

untanglingherselffromNgidi'sarms.Maqhinga's

sweatstillsmellsfromherbodyandit's

embarrassingknowingthatboththesepeople,who

areparentstoher,knowthatshejustgotlaid.

“Gotothecarandwait.Ineedtospeaktoyour

brotherquickly,”Ngidisays.

PhumzilewalkswithSnalotothecar,silently

prayingthatshe'llopenupaboutherfeelings.She

can'tjustsay;“It'sokay.WeshouldfindSnakho.”

Andthat'sit.Howdidhermotherleave?Whydid

sheleave?Therearealotofquestionssheneeded

toask;thingssheneededtoknow.

NgidiwalksstraighttoMaqhinga'sbathroomand

findsexactlywherehethoughthe'dfindhim.Under

theshower,attemptingtopeeloffhisskinand

crying.

“Hlomuka,”heyellsashetapsoutsidetheglass.

ThisshouldbehistimewithSnalo,talkingand

connecting,buthe'shere,keepingherwaiting



outsidebecausehecannotleavehissoninthis

condition.

Ittakesamomentbuthefinallygetsoutofthe

shower.Ngidigrabsatowelandpassesittohim.

Theyfolloweachothertohisbedroomandwalks

overSnalo'sthonglyingonthefloor.Ngidiclenches

hisjawsandtriestokeephiseyesoffthefloor.

“Wewillgoandvisityourmother'sgrave.ThenI'll

payforthedamagesand…”Maqhingaturnsaround

beforehecanfinish.He'sreelinganger.

“Mymother?Babalet'sgodownstairsandhavea

drink.”

That'sstrange.

Ngidiwatchesasheputshisclothesonandpicks

hissister'sthongfromthefloor.Hedisappearswith

itinthebathroomandwalksbackwiththat

unfamiliarexpressiononhisface.

“Let'sgoNgonyama!”Hewalkspasthimtothedoor.

AtripdownthestairsfeelslikeMandela’slongwalk



tofreedom.Maqhingadisappearsinthekitchen

andwalksoutwithtwoglassesandcansofJack

Daniels.

Heemptiesonecanintotheglassandpassesitto

hisfather.

“Look,I'dliketohangoutbutyoursisterandaunt

arewaitingformeoutside,”Ngidisays.

Theglasshebroughtisnouse,heopensthecan

andgulpsitdown.

“Yousaidwe'llgotomymother'sgrave,howcanI

visitsomeonethatIdon'tevenknow?Wassheeven

mymother?Whydon'tyougivemesomething-

anythingthatcanremindmeofher?”

“Maqhingayouwereyoungand…”Hedoesn'tlet

himfinish.Thisiswhathisfatheralwaysdoes;

beatingaroundthebushandtrailingofftopic.

“WhatisyourbestmemoryofherandI?Iwantitto

bemymemorytoo.Whendidshestop

breastfeedingme?Wasiteasy?Iwantstories,just

likeNdlalifa.”



“Maqhingalook,yourmotherlovedyou.Ndlalifa

remembersherbecausehewasolder.Ican't

remembereverythingandIdon'tseewhyitmatters

somuch?”

“Igetthat,Baba.Trustme,Igetit.That'swhyI'm

askingyoutosharememoriesofmeandherthat

youstillhave.”Hisfather'seyesareeverywherebut

notathim.Whenarethesesecretsgoingtoend?

Whatcanbesohardthatevenwhenyoursonis29

youcannottellhim?

“We'lltalkaboutthissomeothertime.Ifyouneed

anythingcallme,Ineedtogettheothergirl.Beat

myhouseinthemorning,”Ngidisays,liftinghis

bodyoffthecouchandwalkingtowardsthedoor

withoutlookingathisson.OnlyifMaqhinga

understoodthathe'sdoingallthistoprotecthim!

--

Ngidi’sHouse

PhumzileandSnalowenttosleepinNdondo's

houseandonlycamebackthismorningwith



SnakhoandKhosi.NdabukoandNdondoalsocame,

butthey'reallowingthefamilytounitesothey

decidedtohavetheirbreakfastout.Maqhinga

hasn'tarrivedyetbutwhenNdlalifacalledhesaid

hewasgoingtocome.

SnaloiswatchingMomonNetflix,forthethirdtime,

ifnotfifth.Snakhoalwayscallsheroutonwatching

sadmovies,butthisoneisdifferent,maybe

becauseofhowitends.Nothingissweetas

revenge.She'sgluedtothescreenandinwardly

grittingherteethatsomescenes.Butshe'snot

cryingasKhosiandSnakhodoeverytimethey

watchit.

Thingsareabitawkward.Ndlalifaisinthekitchen

andpreparingbreakfast.It'salwaysbeenhisjobas

theolderchild,tocookandfeedothers.Khosiisstill

tryingtoprocesseverything,herattentionisonthe

photoalbumthatNgidigavetothem.HerAunt

Magcinathatshecan'trememberwell,lookedso

happyinthesepictures,especiallywhereshewas

withNdlalifa.Surprisingly,Maqhingaisonlywith



NgidiandNdlalifainthepictures,andnotanywhere

withhismother.Wasn'thetwoyearsoldwhen

Magcinaleft?Whydoesitnotlookliketheyever

met?

“WhereisMaqhingaandMamncane?”shefinally

asks.

“Goandhelpyourbrotherinthekitchen,”Phumzile

says,throwingalookather.Sheknowsthetruth

andhonestly,sheunderstandshersister.She

could'vedonethingsdifferentlybutit'swhatitis.

“Brother?Itsoundssostrange.”Khosirollshereyes

andmakesherwaytothekitchen.

ShehasnevergotalongwithNgidi'ssonand

Ndabuko.She'sthatpersonwhojudgeothersby

theircharacters.Ndabukoisaliar,Maqhingaisa

playerandNdlalifalooksmeanAF.

“Whatareyoudoing?”sheasksNdlalifawithher

armsfolded.Makingbreakfastinarichman's

housewasn'tinhermorningplans.

“Howdomanagetolooksomeaneverydayand

snapatpeoplewheneveryoutalk?”Ndlalifaasks



whileforkingoutsausagesfromthepan.

“Me?”Herforeheadfurrows.

“Yes,you,”Ndlalifasays.

“Maybeit'sathingfromyourmother'ssideofthe

familybecauseIdon'trememberhowmanytimesI

havestoppedmyselffromslappingthearrogance

outofyoueverytimeIseeyou.”

“Slapme?HaveyouseenhowtallIam?You'dneed

aladdertoevenreachmycheek.”

Khosipicksasliceoftomatoandbitesapiece.

“Whatever!Isawyourspecialladylastnight.How

muchdidyoupaytogether?”

Theconversationsailsoffsmoothlyinthekitchen.

It'seasyforthebirdsofthesamefeathertofly

together.Beingthefirstchildinthefamilycomes

withitsownhardshipsandresponsibilities.It'seasy

forthemtorelatetoeachotherdespitethe

judgementsthey'vemadeofoneanother.

Sadly,thingsaren'tthesameinthelounge.Snalois



focusedonhermovie,Phumzile’sanxietyisatits

peaks;Maqhingacouldwalkinanytimeandshe

hastokeepittogether.Shecannotpulla“Magcina”

onthekidsandrun.

Itdoesn'tmakesensewhyhehadtoresemble

Msawenkosithismuch.Whentheirmotherdied

MsawenkosiwasMaqhinga'sheight,aroundhis

age,andexactlylikehimfromheadtotoe.Italso

doesn'tmakeanysensewhysheissoscaredto

havehimaroundherdaughters.Heisnot

Msawenkosi,it'snotfairofhertothinkthiswayof

hersister'schild.WhathedidwithSnalowasan

innocentmistake.Bothofthemdidn'tknowthat

theywerebloodrelatedandMaqhingadidn'tforce

Snalointoanything.

Snakhofinallywalksoutofthebathroomwitha

whitetowelwrappedaroundherhead.Thisisit;

she'sarichman'sdaughter.Ndondoneedstobe

readyforaresignationletter.

“Whatareweeating?”sheaskswithherhandson



thehips.

“Ndlalifaisstillpreparingthefood,”Ngidisays.

Shefrowns.

“Don'tyouhavemaids?”

Ngidichuckles.Thisistheonewhorolledhereyes

athiminthehospital.She'ssurprisinglyveryhappy

tobehere.Shewentthrougheveryroom,choseher

bedroomandputsomeofherthingsinsidejustto

markit.

“Igaveheradayoff,”hesays.

“Youarenice.Butyouneedtostartattendingthe

gym.Isthatmymotherintheuglydress?I'mgladI

didn'ttakeafterher.”She'soverthewallandtaking

downapictureframe.

Thisoneisashiningmorningstar.Ikhwezilokusa.

Hewalkstowardsherandexplainswhereeach

picturewastakenandwhyhelookedsouglyin

them.

“Idon'tunderstandwhysheleftyoubecauseyou're

rich,”shesays,staringatMagcina’spicture



standingnexttoherfirstcarthatcameasagift

fromNgidi.

“Shedidn'tleaveme,shewastryingtoleavethe

painfulmemories.ButIhaveyouandyoursister,

nowIknowherfamilyandwhereshecamefrom.I'll

bringherback,legally.”

“Meaning?”Snakhofrowns.

“I'mstillgoingtomarryyourmothertraditionally.”

“She'sdead,sir,”shesays.

“Notsir,butBaba,”hecorrectsherwithachuckle

andSnakhowaveshimoffwithahand.

She'llgetusedtoit.

“It'spossibleKhwezi,yourauntandItalkedaboutit.

YourmothermademewhoIamtoday.SheisMrs

Ngidi,thewomanofthishouse.Nomatterwho

comes,herplacewillalwaysbesafe.”

“Whatcausedhertoleave?”

“MaybeonedayI'llbeabletotellyou.Itsoundslike

yourbrotherisdrivingin,let'sgo.”Hepullsherhand

andtheywalktothediningroomwhereNdlalifa



decidedthey'llbehavingtheirbreakfast.

Maqhingawalksinjustastheyfindtheirseats.You

cantellthathehadabadnight,it'seasytoreadhis

emotionsandgetaglimpseofwhathemightbe

goingthrough.Snaloontheotherhand,she'sjust

stirringhercoffeeandlookingcompletelyokay.

AsMaqhingalowershimselfontheemptychair

besidePhumzile,sherisesupandmovesto

anotherchair.Abrieflookissharedbetween

NdlalifaandNgidi.

“Thankyouallforcoming.ThereasonIaskedallof

youtobeheretodayisbecauseIwantedusto

officiallymeetasafamily.Rightthereisyouraunt,

yourmother'ssister,Phumzile.”He'stellingNdlalifa

andMaqhinga.

PhumzilecannotbringherselftolookatMaqhinga's

directionbutwhenhereyesmeetNdlalifa'sasmile

cracksfromherlips.

“Finally,Ihaveanaunt!”Ndlalifasays,walkingover

herandhuggingher.Happinessisoverflowing;the

familyhasfinallyunited.



Maqhingaremainsonhischairwithhishandonthe

cheek,eye-witnessingthehappiness.

“Andthoseareyoursisters…”Hisvoicetrailsoff

again.Hebreathesinandout,andcontinues;

“ThingolwenkosazaneandKhwezilokusa.”

“Newnames?Oh,okay,”Khosimocksandreaches

forajugofjuice.

“Isthereanythingelse?”Maqhingaasks.Hisvoice

bringsawkwardsilenceintheroom.

“Istillneedtodiscusssomethingswithyouraunt

andthenwe'llletyouknowofourdecisions.Butif

anyonehasaquestion,theymustfeelfreetoask,”

Ngidisays.

“AmIincluded?”Maqhingaasks.

Ngidiswallowedandreachesforwater.Thisisthe

hardestsituationhe'severbeeninto.Itwould've

beenbetteriftherewasasuitableliehecouldtell,

buttheonlyanswerhecouldgivehimwouldbethe

truthandhecan'thavethat.

Maqhingatakeshissilenceresponseasno,he



pushesbackhischairandrisesup.

“I'llleteveryonebefreeandokay,”hesaysand

walksout,followedbyshockedpairsofeyesbehind.

“Whathappened?”KhosiasksbeforeSnakhocould.

Nobodyanswersthem.Thisisn'thowneitherof

themexpectedthefirstfamilybreakfasttogo.

Richpeoplehaveproblemstoo?

“Wow!”Snakhoexclaims.

[03/14,09:07] :Chapter28

THALENTE

“Talent,pleasetakethisbagtoRaj’scarbeforeyou

leave.”

AartithinksthisisMumbaiandI'mtheAfrican

transported-maidmadejustforher.Takingbagsto

hercarisn’tanywhereonmyjobdescription,plus

I'vehadonehellofaweekend,asamoosa-eating

womanannoyingmeisthelastthingIneed.Ihada

man,a100feettallmanwithdisconnectedbeard,



leavingmeinaparty,insomestrangeplaceI've

neverbeento,withstrangers.

BeforeIcangiveAartiapieceofmymindshehas

disappearedinthebackroom.Igrindmyteethin

angerandpickuptheheavybagontopofthe

counterandtakeittoherhusband'scarwaitingin

theparkinglot.

I'veneverlikedthisman,Ialwaysfeellikehiseyes

areundressingmeandhissecretcompliments

neversitwellwithme.Myhipsaren'tallthereisto

me,Ihavebeautifuleyesandnicesetofribs.He

canfindsomethingelsetocompliment,justnotmy

hipsandbutt.

Hereheis;lickinghislipswithhiseyesgluedonmy

lowerbody.Somebodykillmenow!

“AartisaidImustbringthis,”Isay,handingthebag

over.Honestly,Ijustwanttostaboutbothhiseyes

andsellthemtothenearestnyanga.

Ashetakesthebaghishandsbrushesmine.The

foolissmiling,hethinksthisisfunny.



“Nexttimeyoudothat,Iwillslapyou,”Isay.

Hekeepssmilinglikearetard.

“Imeanit.Ngizokushaya.”Ithinknowhegetsit.

Thesmilehasdisappeared.Ihadtousemynative

languageforhimtoknowthatImeanbusiness.

“Whyareyousouptight?Doyouneedsomethingto

putyouinagoodmood?”Hishandisbrushingthe

frontofhisshort.

“Yes,butnotyouandyour1cmdi€k.”Iturnaround

andleave.Takingthistohiswifewouldn'tbesucha

badideabutIdon'twanttobethereasonanIndian

coupledivorces.

Sheistakingthemoneyfromthetill.Iwalkpasther

tothebackroomtofetchmybag.I'msurethecaris

waitingformeoutsidethegate.Taxisarestillnot

fullyoperating.It'ssochildishofmetowishthe

fighttogoonjustbecauseIhaveaneasytransport.

Acarfetchingmeoutsidetheshacksanddropping

meoffintheafternoons.Itsdriverhardlyevertalks

tome,heonlyasksifIwanttopasssomewhere

andthendrivesallthewaytoCannelandsin



completesilence.

“Talentcomehereforaminute.”

Whatnow?Mytimeisup.I'vebeenonmyfeetthe

wholedayandIneedtogotomyshackandrest.

She'sstandinginfrontofthefour-platesstovewith

herpurseunderarm.

“Thisstovewaselectric-shockingearlier.Please

testitforme,IneedtoknowifIshouldcallRaj's

friendtocheckittomorrow,”she'ssayingthislike

it'sthemostnormalthingtoaskfromaperson.For

aminuteI'mjustdumbstruck.WTF!

“Itwaselectric-shockingearlierandImusttestifit

stilldoes?”IneedtobesureifIheardcorrectlyand

it'snotthehotbiryaniIateearliermessingwithmy

hearing.

“Yes,please,”shesays,completelyokaywithher

request.

“YouthinkIdon'tvaluelife,neh?”Iaskonmyway

tothedoor.“ByeAarti,seeyoutomorrow.Wear



yourjersey,itwillbecold.”

Indeedthecariswaitingforme.It'sneverlate,

everytimeIwalkthroughthegateit'sthere,parked

oppositethegate,andplayingJazzmusicsoftly.

Yes,thedriverisold,helistenstoJazz,thelikesof

DorothyMasukaandHughMasekela.Hemustbe

somewherearound50andhehasthefatherly

welcomingauraaroundhim.I'malways

comfortableinhiscompany.

“Areyoupassingsomewheretoday?”heasksafter

we'veexchangedgreetings.

Asusual,I'mgoingstraighttomyshack.Hekeeps

hismusicsoftanddrivesoff.

Ihaven'tspokentomymotherinawhile.Lastnight

Itriedtocallbutherphonewasoff.Mommyduties

mustbekeepingherbusy.I'vemadepeacewithit,

I'mdonebeingthe28year-oldsisterwho“can't”

havechildrenandthenactslikeMaria’sbestfriend.



Peoplehavenormalizedteenagepregnancytothe

pointwhereifyou're40andpregnantitlookslike

you'redoing“underage”things.Onceyoureach25

withoutalittlerascalcallingyou“mom"andmaking

yourlifeasweethell,youquicklymakeittothelist

ofbarrensandpregnancyterminatingsquad.

It'sgoodformetostepbackandletthemdothings

theirownway.Ihopemymother'shealthwon'ttake

aknockfromthissecondroundofmotherhood.

I'mhere;gettingcuriouseyesasusual.I'msureit

baffleseveryonehowIhaveadrivertakingmeto

andfromworkinaHundaiTucsoneverydaywhile

I'mlivinginashackthatcouldcollapseany

summerifheavyrainsattack.Well,mylifehas

neverhadanybalance.Ifit'snottaxidrivers

abandoningmeinfancyparties,it’smypumps

crackingjustasIstepoutofthecar.

“Thankyou,”Isayandbidhimgoodbye.

“Seeyoutomorrow.”Herollsupthewindowand

reverses.



Itaketheshoesoffandwalkbarefootedtothe

shack.Peoplejustcamebackfromworkand

there'salongqueueatthewatertap.Ipraythatmy

bucketshavewater,myfeetwon'tbeabletostand

anotherhourinawaterqueue.

Steppinginsidetheshackafterit'sbeenlockedthe

wholedayislikewalkingintohell.I'mnotthat

womanwhowrapsatowelaboveherbreastswith

sleepingknotsonherhead,lookinglikethose

Nigeriancrazywomenfrommovies.Buttodayit's

toofreakin’hotforadressandIneedtodo

somethingaboutthishair.

I'mnotoneofthosementalunstablewomenwho

plaittheirownhairandstilllooklikefineashell.It's

notevenaskill-howdoyoudoyourownhair?Ifold

afewknots.YesI'mfolding,notplaiting,that'sfor

hairdresserstodo.

Ifreshenupandwrapmybodywithatoweland

throwmyselfonbed.Ibroughtchickenstewand

slicesofbreadfromthecanteen,sothatstoveis



goingtostayshininglikethatontopofthetable.I

onlycookonweekends.

Idon'tknowhowIdozedoff.It'sdarkoutsidewhen

Iwakeup,evenmyneighbourhasswitchedthe

radiooff.Mosquitoesarealreadyhumminga

mosquitonationalantheminsidemyroom.

Icheckthetimetoseeifthetuck-shophasn't

closed.LuckilyIstillhave5minutes,Isearchmy

bagforcoinsandrushouttogetmosquitocoils.

Menfromtheshackswhistleateverygirlandask

themout.Itdoesn'tmeanthatyou'respecialwhen

theydo.Ialwaysignorethemandusethefamous

line;“Idon'thaveacellphone,”whentheyaskfor

mynumber.Somewouldgoasfarasofferingto

buymeone.

IbuywhatIcameforandmakemywayback.Some

tenantsarealreadyonbedsandhavingthosedeep

conversationswiththeirpartners.Thelazyonesare

stillcooking.Ipassoneoftheshacksandsmell



onionsburninginunheatedoil.Iwanttoknockand

tellwhoeveritisthatheorshemustwaitforthe

cookingoiltoheatupfirstbeforethrowingthose

bigchunksofonionsinsidethepotbutthenI

rememberthatAarticomplainsaboutmycooking

skillsaswell.I'mnottheonetojudge.

Iwalkintoamanstandinginfrontofmydoor.I

wouldn'tmistakehimforanyone.Icanseehiseyes

piercingthroughmeinthedarkandIsuddenlyhave

mixedfeelingsaboutseeinghim.Apartofme

wantstohaveamomentwithhimandjustgivehim

apieceofmymind.Butanotherpartofmedoesn't

wanttoseehim.Hehasn'treachedoutsincethe

party.Hedidn'tevensendalousytext,apologizing

andexplainingwhyheleftmelikethat.Andnowhe

justarriveshereunannounced?

“Thalenteyou'rewanderingaroundtheshacks

naked?”He'shalf-yellingatme.

Naked,really?Somethingsarejustbeyond

human’sabilityofunderstanding.

Iwalkinsideandleavehimgrindinghisteethatthe



door.

“Thalente!”

Oh,he'sfollowingme.

Iputmosquitocoilsonthetable,nexttotheboxof

pizzaIdon'tknowof.He'sbringingthingstomy

shackandputtingthemonmytable.That'snotall,

hisjacketisontopofmybed.ImihlolakaJames!

“Youshould'vetoldmeifyoudidn’thaveclothes.

Whythefu€kwouldyougooutsidelookinglike

this?”He'sstillatit.

Deepbreath,Thalente!

Isearchformyscarfandwrapmyhead.Idon't

knowwhenhe'splanningtoleave,hopefullyhe'll

remembertowakemeuptoclosethedoorafter

him.

Imovehisjacketandgetonbed.

--

It'simpossibletogetsleepwithhimsittingnextto

mylegsandthelightstillon.He'snotsaying

anythingandthat'ssounlikehim.Ihadsomuchto



saytohimbuthepissedmeoffbyyellingatme.I

couldn'tbringmyselftospeaktohim.Hewronged

me,Iexpectedhimtolookremorsefuland

apologetic.Butno,he'smydictator.

He'snowgoingthroughmydishes.Thedoorisstill

opened,othertenantsmustbelongasleepnow.I

betit'sonlymewhostillhaveherlighton.

“Let'seat,pleasegetup,”hesays,sittingonthebed

again.

“I'mnothungry.”WhyamIevenrespondingtohim?

I'msleepingmos.

“Whyareyounothungry?”Stupidquestion!

“Mytummyisfull.”DoIreallyneedtorespond

though?

“Okay.CanIhavespacetorestaswell?”

Hewantstosleephere?Wait,Ineedtogetupand

seehisface.Thisisashack,mybedistinyandI

onlyhaveoneblanket.

“Huh?”Isnapmybrows.



TheplateAartigavetomeisonthetablewithslices

ofpizza.There'sabottleoffruitjuicelookingall

sweetnexttoit.I'mnothungrybutnowIregretmy

decision.

“Shift,Ialsowanttosleep,”hesays.

Okay,deepbreathThalente!

“Ndlalifayouwenttoabandonmeinapartyand

neverreachedoutafterthatnight.Andnowyou're

here,askingtosleeponmybed?”Iask.

“IaskedNdondotokeepyoucompany.Ifitwasn't

importantIwouldn'thaveleftandifitwould've

madeanysenseformetospeaktoyouoverthe

phonethenIwould'vedoneit.”

“YoutoldNdondotokeepmecompany?I'mnot

Ndondo’sgirlfriendNdlalifa.Iwastherewithyou

andyoujustleftme.Noexplanation.Nothing.”

SometimesIkeepgoingandnotregardhowmuch

painI'mfeeling.Talkingaboutthisisreducingme

totearsandI'mnotthatgirlwhocriesoverpetty

things.Oh,Ievencalledmyselfhisgirlfriend.

“ThalenteI'msorry.Thingsaren'tgoingtoowellat



home.Wehavethisnewrealitytoadjustinto.It's

bad,mostlyformyfatherandMaqhinga.”He

soundsgenuinelyhurt.

Aknockofguiltpunchesmyconscience.Noteven

oncedidIthinkofreachingouttohimandfindout

whatwashappening.Iwasjustaqueenwaitingto

beranafter.Hegotmeadamnjob,theleastI

could'vedonewastocheckonhim.

Herubshisnose,sniffsbackandmoveshiseyes

awayfromme.

“I'veabusedmyfatherfortwentyyears.”Helooks

upandblowsout.Ireachforhishandandsqueeze

it.

“Hlomukapleasedon't.I'msurethere'sawaytofix

things.Don'tletthisbreakyou.”I’mtryingto

comforthimbutitlookslikeIdon'thaveanytalent

indoingso.I'mbreakinghimevenfurther,thetears

hewastryingtoholdbackdropdowntohischeeks.

HeliftsuphisT-shirtandliesbackonthebed.I

shouldn'thavesaidanything.

“NdlalifaI'msorry,”Isayandlienexttohim.Idon't



knowwhattodo.

“Whatkindofasonfailstoseehisownfather's

pain?Ifailedtoseeeveryone'spainandheldonto

assumptionsandmademyfather'slifealivinghell.

IhaveabusedthatmanThalente,Idon'tevenknow

whereI'mgoingtostartmendingthings.”

Ihatethathe'shidinghisfacefromme.Ifeelso

uselessandselfish.Ialsofailedtothinkthathe

mightbequietbecausehe'sinpain.

“PleaselookatmeNdlalifa.IloveyouandI'msorry

Ihaven'tbeenabletobethereforyou,”Isay.

HepullsdowntheT-shirtandwipeshistearyface.

Oureyesmeet,hewantsassurance,he'snot

convincedbymywords.

“Iloveyou.”Icuphisfaceinmyhandsandplanta

kissonhislips.AsIpullbackheholdsmeand

initiatesanotherkiss.Hislipstasteabitsalty,I

smoochthem,hopingtotakeawayhalfofhispain.

Herollsovermeandslipshisarmundermyneck.I

feelhischestpressingonmyboobsandrealize

thatthetowelhasunwrappeditselfandI'mnaked



beneathhim.Myheartisonsomehorserace.

“Wait….thetow…”HecapturesmylipsbeforeIfinish.

Hismemberisupandpokingmythighs.

Whenhestartsmoaninginsidemymouthand

grabbingmyboobsIinstantlyregretmydecisionof

“wanderingaroundtheshacksnaked.”

I'veneverseenanyonetakingoffaT-shirtso

quickly.Ifailtokeepmyhandsoffhischest.

Nowhislipsareallovermybody.Thefrontofmy

pantyisdamp,I'mgettingwetwitheverytouch.His

fingerslipsthroughthelaceofmypantyandmy

eyesquicklygotothedoor.Idon'twanttofind

myselfonPornhub.

“Pleaseclosethedoor,”Isay.

Hegroansandrollsoffbed.Heclosesthedoorand

pushesdownhisjeanandbriefsbeforegetting

backonbed.NowIhaveanakedmanontopofme,

hisshaftkeepsswellingasourbodiesgrindagainst

eachother.

Hepullsdownmypantyandleavesmecompletely



naked.Whenhishandbrushesovermymoundmy

memoryflashesback.It'sajungledownthere.Fu€k,

Ialwaysmadeamentalnotetogetridofallthehair

butmystupidleftbrainwouldalwaysprioritize

otherthings.Itwouldwhispertome;“It'snotlike

anybodyisgoingtoseeyourshavedpu$$y.Chill,

girl.”

“Pleaserelax,”hewhispersintomyearashishand

struggletoseparatemythighs.

“Doyouhaveanycondom?”Iask.

Hisheadfallsbesidemyneck.Hereleasesasharp

breaththatanswersmyquestionbeforeheeven

openshismouth.

“Ihavethecheapone,”Isay.

It'snotevencheap,it'sfree.Igotthemfromthe

clinicwhilethereformyinjection,thenurseinsisted

ongivingeveryoneapacketofChoicecondoms.I

kepttheminmybagbecausekidsturntheminto

balloonswhentheygettheirhandsonthem.

“Borrowmeone,”hesays.



“It'sinsidemybag,”Isay.

Iliethere,likeachickenwaitingtobeseasonedand

throwninsidetheoven,whilehefindsthecondom

andinsertsitonhisshaft.

“Thalente,Ireallyloveyou.Ipromiseyou,youwon't

regretthis.I'llneverletyoudown.”Hiswordssound

genuine,Imeethislipsforakiss.

“Iloveyoutoo,”Isayashebreaksthekiss.

Hishandmassagesaroundmywaist.Heslipsone

fingerbetweenmyfoldsandchucklesbehindmy

ear.

“So,doyouwelcomeHlomukain?”heasks.

“Yes,Ido,”thew#orewhispersinresponse.

“Thankyou.”Hisfingersplaywithmyclitwhilehe

suffocatesmeinadeepkiss.

Mykneesgoesup.Mythighbalancesonhisarm.I

winceashepusheshistipin.

“It’sthiscondom,”hesays.



No,it’snot!MyhandsfindhisshaftandIhelphim

pushinmoregently.

“MaMbathayini?Uuuhhh!”He'sgroaningnexttomy

neck.Hisbreathsarebreakingshort.Noneofhis

questionsmakesense.

“Sthandwasamiwhatisthis?Oh,fuck.”He's

shovinghimselfdeepinsideme,hisnamestartsto

slipoutofmymouth.

“Babe?”He'scallingmewitheverythrusts.My

paranoidsidefeelshisshaftgoingdeepand

reachingmystomach.

Hepullsitout.It'sstillsolongandthick,Iwasn't

imaginingthingsthisthingisreachingtomy

stomach.Ishift,abittoofar,mybedisn'tverybig.

MyhiplandsonthefloorandIletoutascream.

“Babeareyouokay?”Hejumpsoffthebedand

kneelsnexttome.

Myhiphurtsalittlebit.Thedwarfismofmybed

reallyhelped,Ididn'tfallthathard.

“Yes,Ijustneedhelptogetup,”Isay,holdingonto



hisarmforbalance.Iexpecthimtoscoopmeup

andputmebackonbed.Butnotthestupidhim.He

pinsmedownonthefloorandliftsmylegsoverhis

shoulders.

“Thisisgoingtokillme,”hesays,rubbinghisthumb

onmyclitandreleasesasharpbreaththroughhis

teeth.

Hehasmepinneddownonthefloor,Ican'teven

movemyinjuredhipstohelphim,he'shavinghis

waywithme.Afewfuriousthrustssendmybody

intoaviolentwave.

“Argh!MaMbathayou'renotgoinganywhere.Turn

around,”hispleasedvoicebringsmebacktothe

room.Washewatchingmethewholetime?HowI

didIlook?

There'saknockatthedoor.Heisonhisknees,

lookingunbothered.

“Makhi,areyouokay?”That'smyneighbour's

boyfriend'svoice.Imust'vealarmedthemwiththat

screamIletoutwhenfallingoffbed.



“Turnaround,”Ndlalifasays,brushingmythigh.My

brainisworkingonthescaleof0.1.

“Makhi!”myneighbourbangsthedoor.

“She'salright,ndoda.”He'sliftingmyarmsup.

Peopleareconcernedandallhe'sthinkingaboutis

doggstyle.

“MakhiIwantyoutotellmethatyouareokay.”My

neighborisaconcernedcitizen.Domesticviolence

is…

“She'sokay,wearejusthavingsex.That'swhatyou

wantedtohear,nowgo.”

WTF!

“Ndlalifa,”Iwhisperwithafrownonmyface.

I'mnotevensittingproperly.Hepushesmedown

onthefloor,Ilieonmyside,heliftsmylegupand

insertshimselfwhileonhisknees.

“Babe,”Iletoutamoanashepusheshimselftothe

depthsofmycore.

Footstepsdescendfromthedoor.Ineedanew

place,I'mmovingout.There'snowayIcaneverbe



abletolookatthesepeopleintheeyes.

[03/14,09:08] :Chapter29

QondaniSibisi

It'snoteverydaythatawomanofyourdreams

slidesintoyourFacebookdirectmessagesand

initiatesaconversation.Lordknowsthathe

emptiedallhisEnglishtoher.Hepressedallthe

rightbuttons.Itwasimpossibleforhernottofallfor

theSibisicharm.

Heunlockshisphoneandstaresatthenude

picturesshesenthimthepreviousnight.His

memberisbouncingupatthesightofherbare

curvybody.Hewrapshishandarounditandgives

itafewstrokeswhilescrollingdownforhervideo.

3pmseemstobedaysaway.Hecanhardlywaitto

haveherinhisarms.

Heshutshiseyesandletshisimaginationtakehim

underherskirts.Hisshaftisswellingashismind



drawsapictureofherlyinginfrontofhimwithher

legswidelyopened,displayinghercookie-jarinfull

view.

“Zamafuze!”hegroansandquickensthepaceofhis

handaroundhishardshaft.Knotsbreakinhisbody

ashereleasesandcreampieshisownhand.

Well,damn.He'stoooldforthis.Whatisthisgirl

doingtohim?Hetakesawalkofshametothe

bathroomandstandsunderthecoldshower.

Hedoesn'tearnmuchbutheaffordstoliveand

takecareofhisparentsandkids.Twoyearsagohe

managedtogethimselfasecond-handNissanvan.

Ittakeshimeverywherehewantstogoandthat's

whatcarsweremadefor.

Hehasatwo-bedroomhouseinTownshipandhe

canaffordawarmmealeveryday.That'slife,he's

comfortableandgrateful.Thecomparisonbetween

himandhisuncle'schildrenhasneverbotheredhim.

HimandNdondoweredestinedfordifferentthings.

He'shappythathe'smadeitthisfarinlife.

--



It'sjusthalfanhourawayfrom3pmandheneeds

tofetchZamafuzefromtown.Hetriedtomakethe

houselookneatandcomfortable.Heboughtnew

curtainsandbeddings.Hehashiddenallhisugly

foodcontainersandtookoutthenewcutleryhis

motherforcedhimtotake.

HeslidesintohisAdidastracksuitandmakeshis

wayout.Hewastransparentwithher,hopefully

nothingabouthimisgoingtosurpriseher.They

hadastrongconnectionrightaway.Well,herbody

mayhavebeenthefirstthingthatattractedhimto

her,butastheycontinuedtochathefellinlovewith

herasaperson.Shesoundedlikesomeonewho

hasexperiencedenoughshitinherlifewhoisnow

readytosettledown.

Recognizingherwouldn'tbehard.Hedrivestothe

Engengaragewhereshesaidshewasstanding.His

eyeslandonherbeforeheevenparkshisvan.

She'swearingabeigedressandknee-lengthboots.

Nexttoherisalargesuitcaseandtwobags.His

foreheadfurrows,theydidn'ttalkaboutlargebags,



hethoughtthiswasaweekendvisit.

Hefindsagoodspotandparkshisvan.Hetakes

oneglanceathisreflectionthroughthemirrorand

climbsout.

“Zamafuze?”hesaysbehindher.

Sheturnsaroundwithafrownonherface.Hereyes

scanhimfromheadtotoe,thensheflashesasmile.

“Qondani,right?”Sheputsthepurseontopofthe

suitcaseandpullshimintoahug.

“Mntakwethu.IhopeIdidn'tkeepyouherefortoo

long.Youlookmorebeautifulinperson.”

Sheblushesandlooksawayforasecond.Hepicks

thesuitcaseandonebag,shetakestheremaining

onesandtheyheadtothevan.

“ThisisMshini.He'snotfancybuthetakesme

whereverIwanttogo.Letmeputyourbagsinthe

back.”

Zamafuzegetsinthefrontandrunshereyes

aroundtheinterior.Wow!Thisisn'tevena



downgrade.It'sastraightdownfall!

Qondaniclosesthebackdoorandrushestothe

front.He'sstillinawe.Allthisbeautybelongsto

him!

“You'resobeautiful,”he'sstaringatherincomplete

disbelief.HewatchesgirlslikethisonTV,evenifhe

bumpsintooneintownheneverapproachesthem

becausethey'reoutofhisleague.

“Soyou'renotevengoingtogreetyourman?”he

teases,deepdownhewantstotasteherred-painted

lipsandcaresshersoft-lookingbeautifulskin.

“IwillgreetyouSibisi.Thoroughlyandproperly.”

Hereyesdropdowntohischestandnavigates

downtohispant.

Heholdshisbreathandpraysthathisthudding

heartbeatisn'tvisiblethroughhischest.Thoroughly

andproperly?Whatisthatsupposedtomean?This

womanmustn'tcomeallthewayfromDurbanto

turnhislifeupsidedown.



“Ican'twait,”hesays,hisvoicekeptlowandsteady.

Hismoisteninghandsturnontheengineandgrip

onthesteeringwheel.

“Ididn'ttrustyou.Ithoughtyouwerebluffingwhen

yousaidyou'dvisitme,”hesays.

“Nowyoutrustme?”sheasks.

Hechuckles,hisnervesarebackinplace.

“Itrustyoumntakwethu,”hesays.

“Ihopeitstaysthatway.Itookriskbycominghere,

toamanI'venevermet,thatshouldprovetoyou

thatI'mnothereforanythingelse,butforyour

heart.”

“IappreciatethatandIpromiseyouwon'tregret

this.”

“NgiyabongaMahlase,ZibisizikaSishaka”

There'sasmilehe'srefusingtoletout.Shegoeson

andchantshisclannames;“Bhovungana…Nsuku

kaMagawula.”

Hebrushesandletshissmileout.



--

Hehasbroughtmanygirlsoverhishousebutnone

ofthemwereonZamafuze’slevel.Hehastomake

surethateverythingisperfect.Hedoesn'twanther

toregretthis.

“Areyouhappy?”heasks,staringatherasshe

scanshereyesaroundthehouse.

“WhatareyougoingtodoifI'mnothappy?”she

askswithagrin.

“Yourhappinessmatterstome,”hesays.

Sheexhalesandlooksaroundonemoretime.

“Maybewecandosomerenovations.”

Oh!Hewasn'treferringtothehouseitself.Hewas

talkingaboutthecurtains,potsandallthose

unimportantthingsthatwomencareabout.

“Well,IcannotrenovatethishousebecauseI'mjust

shelteringmyheadhere.I'moriginallyfrom

Nyandeni,that'swheremyfather'shouseis.IfI

wantabiggerhouseI'ddefinitelybuildittherefor



mykids.”

“Oh….Isee.”She'snoddingherheadslowlywitha

specificlookonherface.

“Weshouldputthebagsinthebedroom,”hesays.

“Right?Ihopeyourwardrobeisbigenoughtotake

myclothes,”shesays.

“Youbroughtalotofthem,”Qondanisayswitha

fakechuckle.Whatisgoingonhere?Somanybags

foraweekend!

“Idon'tknowhowlongI'mgoingtobehere.Ijust

wanttogettoknowyoubetterandluckyme,your

houseneedsawoman.”

Isit?Heleadsthewaytothebedroomandputsthe

suitcaseonthefloor.Hehastotakeoutsomeof

hisclothesbecausethiswardrobeisnotgoingtobe

enoughforbothofthem.

Armswraparoundhiswaistashefisheshis

clothesoutofthewardrobe.Helooksatherwitha

slightfrown-howdidshetakeherdressoffso



quickly?Hiseyesareonherswollenbreasts

poppingoutofherbra.

“Aspromised,Iwanttogreetyouproperly.”Her

handsarerunningdownhischestandtheheatis

shamefullygoingstraightdowntoSibisi.

“Ngiyaphila,”hesaysbeforesheevenaskand

Zamafuzebreaksashortchuckle.

“Ididn'taskSibisi.Iwillcheckformyself.I'mnota

nursebut….”Sheshovesherhandbeneathhistrack

pantandweighshismanhood.Hejuststandsthere

likeastatue,notsurehowtoreacttothiswildness.

Zamafuzeswallowshardastheunderwear

contentsfilluphishand.She’sheardaboutextra-

largemenandtheyaresaidtocomefromNigeria.

Ndabukoisanaverage-di£kedmanwhoisgifted

withaction.Thatmanintroducedhertomany

things,andamongthemareorgasmsandsquirts.

Qondaniseemstobeacompletedifferentcase.

Yeshedidbragandthreatenedtoripherapartover

thephone.Butitlookslikehe'soneofthosemen

whothinkthatsexisthepenisgoingthroughthe



vaginaandnothingelse.

“MaFuzeletmeundressand…”Sheshutshimwith

asloppykiss.Really?Menhavebeenshiftingour

pantiesasideandshovingthemselvesin,for

decades.

Shepushesdownhistrackpantandwrapsherhand

aroundhisgiant.

Ashisbreathspickapace,shedropsdownonher

kneesandpullshisunderweardowntohisankles

withhispant.

“Zamafuzethisisnotamovie.Ngekeukwazi

ukukhothaubudodabami!”(Youcannotlickmy

manhood!)

“YouwillhaveyourchancetospeakSibisi,”

Zamafuzesaysandtenderlymassageshisballs.

It'slong,thickandblack.He'snotstandingstill.

He'suncomfortable.Zamafuzepresseshertongue

onthetipbeforelickingaroundthehead.

“Zamafuzewhatareyoudoing?”Agroanfollows

hisquestion.Thegirlpullshiswholeshaftinside



hermouth.Itbalancesbackinherthroatandhelets

outasharpscream;“Hhayibo!!”

Shelickshisshaft,sucksthetip,massageshis

ballsandslipsherfingerthroughthecrackofhis

firmbuttocks.

He'sliterallyscreaminghislungsout.Neighbours

havetoforgivebecause,wow.

“Ican'tlickyourmanhood,right?”Zamafuzeasks

withhisshaftbelowherlips.

He'strembling.

“Khothababy!”

Amanofhisword,right?Shechucklesandsweeps

hertongueoverhisballs.

Thismanisgoingtofaint!Heneedstobeincontrol

ofhisbreaths.Hisshaftisbackinsidehermouth.

Hefeelsthewavebuildingupandhishandsgrab

herheadandbringitclosertohiswaist.

“It'sabouttorainZamafuze!”hewarnsontopofhis



voice.

Sheneedstolethimgobecause…No!It'scoming.

Sheneedstoletgoofhimbeforesomething

disgustinghappens.It'scoming!

“Zamafuzeit'sraining!”Well,itrainsrightthrough

hermouth.Hedidwarnher.

Hefloatsinamomentbeforeopeninghiseyesto

lookatthedamagehedid.

What…?

“Zamafuzewherearemy…?”

“Yoursperms?IswallowedthemSibisi.Youtaste

great.”

Shegetsoffthefloor,peckshischeekandfindsher

waytothebathroom.

Hefallsonhisbackonthebedandshutshiseyes.

Hislegsarestilltrembling.Whatisthiswoman

doingtohim?

.



.

NDONDO

I'minthishousemoreoftennow.Idon'tknowifhe

tricksmeorI'mtheonewhojustloveshisattention.

Maybeit'sbecausehecooksbetterthanmeand

Andiswa.WhenI'mhereI'mawell-fedwoman,in

everypossibleway.

Hewalksbackfromhisphonecallandclimbson

bed.

“Guesswhat?”IshethenewBahlenow?Idon't

havetimeforguessgames.We'vehadenough

surprisesthispastweek.SnakhoandSnaloare

Ngidi'sdaughtersandontopofthat,Maqhinga

sleptwithSnalo.It'samess!Ithoughtmylifehad

turmoilsbutitseemsliketheNgidissurpassme.

“Ngonyamaisretiring,”hesays.

Iguesshe'stalkingaboutthetaxibusiness,that's

Ngidi'staxirankname.

“Why?”Iask.



“Hesayshewantstofocusonhisfamily.He's

lettinggoofthechairmanpositionandleaving

Ndlalifainchargeofalloperations.”

That'sagreatthing.Thetaxiwarwasgettingboring

anditcould'veendedwithoneofthemdead.

“Youdon'tlookhappyforhim,”Isay.

“I'mhappy.He'sbeenintheindustryfortoolong

andhedeservesabreak.Buthonestly,I'mscared.

Thismeansweareonourown,”hesays.

“You'llbefinesthandwasami.You'vebeentherefor

acoupleofyearsandNdlalifawillbethereifyou

needanything,”Isay.

Hescratchesthesideofhisface.Whatisitnow?I

narrowmyeyeathim.

“Talk,”Isay.

“Thingsareabouttogobacktonormal.Fulltaxi

operations.There'ssomethingIneedtodiscuss

withNdlalifaandMaqhingaurgently.”

Urgh,Ishould'veknown!

“Howlongwillyoubegone?”Iask.



“Thirtyminutes.Ipromise,”hesaysandlowershis

headtomeandkissesmylips.

Hepicksuphisjeanfromthefloorandputsiton.Is

itpossibletocraveforaman'spresenceduringthe

pregnancy?I'mholdingbacktears,Idon'twanthim

toleavebutIcan'tbreakdownbecausethatwould

beverychildishofme.

“Don'tfallasleep.RememberyouowemeOne,”he

says.

IforceasmileandwatchasheslipsinhisT-shirt

andgrabshisphonefromthebedsidepedestal.

“IloveyouHlasekazi.”Hesucksmylowerlipand

playfullypokesmycheekbeforedashingtothe

door.

Nowit'sjustmeandtheremainingsmellofhis

cologne.IfIwasinmyhouseI'dbeoncuddledon

thecouchwithAndiswaandwatchingherKorean

series.

Ohsnap!Ihaven'tspokentomyproblematic



brotherinawhile.WithBahleandAndiswaI'm

alwaystryingtocorrectwrongandright.Ina

nutshell,I'malwaystryingtocontrolthem.But

Qondaniisfullygrown,almostmyage,withhimIlet

myhairdownandgetcrazywithhim.

Hisphoneringsunanswered.Itryforthesecond

timeandheanswersjustasI'mabouttogiveup.

“Brother,”Isay.

Heavybreaths!

Ihearhimgroaningandmyheartstartsracing.

“Qondaniareyouokay?”Iask.

Silence…

“Qondani?”-me.

Aladyscreamsouthisname.Myforeheadgrows

intoafrown.Whatthehellisgoingonhere?

“Ulibrashakamnandiisendemntakwethu….”WTF!

Iendthecallquicklyandthrowthephoneaway.

Whatthehell!

ButwhyamIsurprised?It'sjustlikeQondanito



answercallsduringsex.

Ineedaglassofwarmmilk.Ican'tbelievemy

brotherhastraumatizedmelikethis.Iputon

Ndabuko'sgown,slideintomysleepersandmake

mywayoutofthebedroom.

IknowNdabukowon'ttakethirtyminutes,there'sa

lotgoingon,Maqhingaisnotinagoodspace,so

himandNdlalifaareinvestingalotoftimein

makingsurethathe'sokay.Thisurgentmeeting

mayescalateintohimhavingafewdrinkswith

Maqhingaandcomingbackaroundmidnight.

MyheartisalwaysheavywhenI'mwalkingpast

Nhlanzeko'sbedroom.Idon'tknowwhythedooris

alwaysclosed.Ndabukodoesn'tcaretoturnthe

lightson,evenforafewminutes.

Istopafewfeetawayfromit.Iknowwherethe

keysareandIhavethisurgetowalkinside,justto

turnthelightonforafewminutes.Iknowthat

Ndabukowouldlosehismindifhefoundmedoing



this.

Iunlockthedoorandpushit.Ireachupthewall

andturnonthelight.Myhearteasesashisroom

brightensup.Hispictureisstaringatmefromthe

wall.There'salotofdustlyingonit.Ilookaround

andmyeyeslandonatoiletpaperroll.Irollafew

sheets,pulldownthepictureframeandwipeit.

IwishNdabukocanallowcleanerstocomehere

andtidyupaswell.There'sdustalloverthe

surfaces.UnfortunatelyIcannotdomuchaboutit.I

puthispicturebackinitsplaceandwalktohis

wardrobe.

Theleatherjacketisatthefront,inagreenhanger.I

can'thelpasmilestretchingfrommyface.This

manhadnostyleorwhatsoever.Wheredidhebuy

thisjacketandwhydidheloveitsomuch?

There'samirroronthewallbutIcanonlyseea

shadowofmyselfbehindthatdust.



Itrythejacketon,thesleevesaretoobigbutIcan

wearit.Ipushmyhandsinsidethepocketsandtry

topeekatmyreflectiononthemirror.

Oh,there'sapieceofpaper.Itakeitoutand

curiouslyunfoldit.

Eeeer!Isthishowhewrote?Hewrotehisnamelike

a12yearold.Ormaybehewrotethiswhenhewas

12.It'sapieceofthosebrownishjotterexercise

books.

Ichecktheothersideandtherearetwodrawn

humanfigureswithasoccerballbetweenthem.

Nexttoeachfigureisaname;Ndabukoand

Nhlanzeko.Sothismanhadahorriblehandwriting,

hecouldn'tdrawlikeotherboysandhelovedugly

leatherjackets?Ilaughandshakemyhead.Loveis

astrangething.

“Ndondo,”thevoicecomesfromthedoor.

Ijumpupinfear.He'shere?Ithoughthe'dbewith

MaqhingaandNdlalifaforawhile.Gosh!I'm

wearingNhlanzeko'sjacket.WhatamIevendoing



here?

Hewalksin.WhenhisbrotherisinvolvedNdabuko

becomesadifferentperson.It'sascarythingto

watch.Myheartisbeatinghardagainstmychest.

Mymouthhasturneddryinstantly.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”Hiscoldeyesarefixed

onme.

“Iwas…Ithought…Ndabukoit'snotwhatyouthink.I

wasjustcuriousandIcamehere.”

“Curiositygotyouinthisthing?”He'saskingabout

thejacket.He'sdisgusted!

Itakeitoffquicklyandhurrytothewardrobetoput

itback.Ireallydidn'tmeantospoilournight.Ihave

nointentionstofuelwhateverhatredthere's

betweenhimandhisdeadbrother.

He'sglaringatmeasIshamefullywalkbacktohim.

Hiseyesshifttosomethingonthefloor.Thepiece

ofpaper!

“Ifounditinthepockets.IswearIdidn't…”



“Pickitup!”

Idon'tneedhimtotellmetwice.Ibenddownand

pickitup.Hegrabsitfrommyhandsandunfoldsit.

“Whatisthis?”Gosh,Irefusetothinkthathethinks

I'mwritingloveletterstohisbrotherinheaven!

“Idon'tknow,”Isay.

Heturnsthepaperbackandstaresattheugly

drawings.

Ishegoingtostareatitforthewholehour?Ingrade

3Idrewbetterpeoplethanhisbrother.

Hewalkstothebedandsinksdownonit.It'sdirty!

Hispeopledon'tchangethisbed.

“Idon'trememberhimplayingsoccer,ever,”hesays.

Nowwearetalking?

“Maybehewantedtobutnevergotachance.First-

bornresponsibilities,”Isay,tiltingmyheadtothe

side.

Hedoesn'tcare.Idon'tthinkheevenheardme.His



wholeattentionisonapieceofpaper.

“Hedrewusonapieceofpaper,playingsoccer?!”It

soundslikehe'stryingtoletthissinkinhishead.

Heliftshiseyestome.Ohno,whyishelikethis

now?Wherearetheflamesofanger?

“There'saheartatthebottom,”hesays.

Oh,Ididn'tseeit.

Wait,ishesheddingtears?

[03/14,09:08] :Chapter30

Maqhinga

Hehonestlydidn'twanttodothis.Buthisfather

andNdlalifainsisted,andhealsoneedsthis

cleansingthingdone,maybeit'lleasetheguilt.But

goingtowherehismotherwasborn,tothataunt

whohatesgroundshewalkson,isstressful.He

triedtonegotiatewithhisfather,hewasgoingto

bookintoahotelsomewherearound

Pietermaritzburgandonlygotherefortherituals.



ButNgidisaiditwasimportantthathewentthere

andspentthenightinthepresenceofhismaternal

ancestors.

There'sacarhootoutsidehishouse.Helooks

aroundthebedroomtoseeifheisnotleaving

anythingbehind.He'llbegonefortwodaysonly,so

there'snoneedforhimtodragbigbags.

“Maqhinga!”That'shisfatheryelling.Hehurriedly

opensthefridgeandtakesoutabottleofwaterand

headsout.

It'sonlyhimandSnalogoingtoEmkhambathini;the

sinfulchildren.Soheisnotsurprisedwhenhefinds

hersittinginthebackseatwithherlaptop.Ifit'snot

asadmoviewithsomeonegettingkilledintheend,

it'ssomethingwithvampiresoraliens.She'sinto

heart-wreckingmovies.

Theyhaven'ttalkedsincethepartynight.Their

relationshipiscoldandawkward.

“Sure,”hesays,glancingatheronceand

positioninghimselfontheseatatthefront.



“Youlookgood,stranger,”Snalosays.

Ngidiclearshisthroatandglancesbackather.She

didn'tmoveinwithhimbutshepicksupwhenever

hecalls.

“What?”Snaloaskswithhereyeswidened.She

doesnoticeMaqhingabutshe'stryinghardto

forgetwhattheydidandhiswords.It'sverywrong

ofhertowishthingsweredifferent.Thisisher

brother.

“Arewegoingtolistentothosepeopleyellingat

eachotherthewholejourney?”Ngidiasks.

“Oh,themovie?I'llplugintheheadsets,”shesays

andpullsherpursetosearchforherheadsets.

Ngidisighsandstartsthecar.Hewantsanormal

relationshipwithbothofthem.It'sbeenonlyaweek

andhealreadyknowsaboutSnakho'sex-boyfriends

andcelebritycrushes.Itwasveryawkwardsitting

inagownhewasforcedintowearing,withabowl

ofpopcornonhislapandTheRealHousewivesOf

What-Whatplayingonthescreen.Ndlalifamadeit



clearthathewaswearingnogownsanddefinitely

notwatchingwomenhedoesn'tknowlivingtheir

lives.ButNgidididn’thaveachoice,Snakhocan

talkthewholeday,hewasn'tgoingtoheartheend

ofit.That'showit'slikehavingadaughter;strange

butfun.

ButSnaloisn'tanythingclosetothat.Shepopsin

randomly,staysonherlaptopwithhermoviesor

juststareateveryonequietly.Phumzilesaidit's

howsheisbutNgidistillcan'thelp,butworry.

Magcinahadmomentslikehers,whereshe'djust

keeptoherself.Andthatdidn'tendwell,shewas

lockingthepaininsideher.

“Yourmotherlovednature.Irememberhaving

picnicsinthebushes,”Ngidisayswithachuckleas

theydrivepasttheforest.

“I'mnotinterestedinyourromanticstoriesBaba.

HaveyouheardanythingfromNdlalifa?”Maqhinga

says.Clearlynobodywantshimtoknowanything

abouthismother,whyshouldhelistentotheirlove



stories?He'sdonewiththis“Magcina”topic.

“Hedrovepastmyhousebeforegoingtotherank.

Isheseeingsomeone?”Ngidiasks.Theymaynot

haveagreatrelationshipbutheknowshisson.

Wearinganironedshirtisnotsomethinghe'ddo

randomly,unlessifhe'sforcedbysomeoneor

tryingtocharm.Latelyhelookswaytoofresh,and

healwayshasthoserandomcallsthattakehimfar

fromeveryone.

“Yes.Areyouseeingsomeone?Anyonewhoisa

housekeeper?”Maqhingaasks.Heknowsthathe's

annoying,hislipiscurvedintoasmileashestares

athisfather.

Ngidishootsadeadlookathimandturnshiseyes

tofocusontheroad.

“Youhavetospeakupson.Youneedguidanceand

mentorship,especiallyifit'ssomeonewhois

youngerthanyou.”

Ngidihatesitwhenhecallshim“son”buthedoesit

anywaybecausehe'sMaqhingaandhe'sthelast-

born.Oh,scratchthat,he'snolongerthelast-born



inthefamily.

“HowaboutImentoryouonhowtomindyour

damnbusiness?I'mnotseeinganyone,evenifIdo,

it'snotsomethingI'ddiscusswithyou.”

“Thenyouwon'tmindhiringanewhousekeeperand

sendingtheoneinyourhousetomine.”He's

pushingit.It'stooobviousthathisfatherandthat

girlhavesomethinggoingon.

“Igaveyoualife.I'mnotgivingyouahousekeeper.

Fastenyourseatbelt,thisisnotyourtaxi.”

Maqhingacracksintolaughter.Hedoesn'thavea

problemwithhisfathersmashinghereandthere,

somethinghastostraintheNgonyamainhimand

whatisbetterthansex?UnfortunatelyNdlalifa

doesn'tsharethesamesentiments,hisfather

needstofindsomeonehisage.Oneofthesedays

he'sgoingtomoveinwithhisfatherandputanend

tothemadnessgoingoninthathouse.

--

Khosihasdonealottoimprovetheirhome.Bythe

timeSnakhoandSnalostartedworkingshehad



alreadyrenovatedthefour-roomhouse,extended

thekitchen,changedthedoorsandwindowsinto

aluminiumandaddedtwobedrooms.Snakho

helpedherpayoffthefurnituredebtandthethree

ofthemrebuiltthetworoundhouses.

It'sabittersweetmomentforMaqhingatofinally

sethisfootonthesepremises.Legally,he'sstilla

Nseletoo.

Phumzileisstandingontheverandawithasmileon

herface.She'sobviouslyhappytoseeSnaloand

herbrother-in-law.Maqhingastandsbehindthem

astheyexchangegreetings.She'snotlookingathis

direction,itstabsthroughhisheartbuthe'sgoingto

getusedtoit.Hedoesn'trememberanywoman

showinghimaffection,excepttheinfatuatedyoung

girlswhostillconfuselovewithfun.

“Maqhinga,”sheacknowledgeshim,hereyesare

notonhim.It'sjustformalities.

“Hey,”hesays,brushinghisneck.Bookingintoa

hotelwasabetteridea.Thisisgoingtobeawkward.



“Youwillusethatrondavelwithyourfather.You

cangoandleavethebagsinside,”shesays,

pointingattheonebelowthemainhouse.

Hetakeshisbagandhisfather'sandheadstothe

pointedrondavel.Ifithasabedhe'snotgoingto

comeoutofituntilthegoatisslaughteredandhe's

calledtodowhateverhe'sexpectedtodo.

Thefloorismaroonandpolished.Itstillhasthe

paraffinsmellandlooksslippery.Thebedwillbe

bigenoughforhimandhisfather.Hopefullythey

won'thavetheirusualproblemsofsharingabed.

Heplacesthebagsonbedandliesbackonthe

pillows.He'llkeephimselfbusyonhisphonewhile

theyarehavingtheirlittlefamilybondingtime.

Well,itdoesn'tseemso.

“Isitsafetocomein?”That'sSnaloatthedoor.She

haschangedintoshortsandsandals.Her

dreadlocksareletlooseoverhershoulders.Her



thighsare…okay,no!

Noit'snotsafeforhertocomeinbecause…wow.

“Yes,”Maqhingacroaksout.

Hopefullyhe'llbeabletoshutoutthatpictureofher.

Ifitwasuptohimhe'dcuttieswithherandnever

seeheragain.Butwhoishekidding?They'refamily

andNgidiisobsessedwiththemunitingasafamily

morethanever.Heevenretiredtofocusonhis

family.

Lord!She'sclimbingonbed.

Hewantstotellhertositfarfromhim.Hisskingets

goosebumpsasherkneepokeshisleg.

“You'vebeenscarce,”shesays.

“I'vebeenbusy.”Hiseyesarenotonher.Whydid

Ngidilethercometohim?

“Ithoughtmaybeyouwereavoidingmebecauseof

whathappenedthatday.Iknowit'sembarrassing,

that'swhyweareheretoappeaseandcleanse,but

wedidn'tknowweweresiblingsbackthen.And

honestly,Idon'tregretanything.”



Hismouthdropsopen.Heshiftshiseyestoherand

theystareateachother.

“Ijusthaveonequestion.Pleasebehonest,”Snalo

says.

He'ssweatingbullets.Theyshouldn'tbeinthis

positiononbed!Ittriggersbackmemorieshe

doesn'twant.

“Iwilltry,”hesaysanddrawsabreath.

“Yousaidyoulovedme.Didyoumeanitatthat

time?”

Shecanaskhimanything,butnotthis!Hewishes

toun-saythosewordsmorethanhe’dliketoun-

fu€kher.

“Didyoulie?”sheasks.

Hecannotanswerthis…

“Maqhinga,”Snalo.

“Ididn'tlie…Idon'tknow.IsaidwhatIfeltand...”He

shutshiseyesandsighsheavily.

“SnaloIreallyfeltlikewehadaconnection.Wedid



haveitbutIguessitwasjustbloodconnecting.I'm

heartbrokenthatIdidthattoyouasmysisterand

I'msadthatthefirstgirlIfeltconnectedto

happenedtobemysister.Istruggletoconnectwith

women-somethingalwaysdrivesmeorthemaway.

AndI'malmost30.”

“There'snotimeframetofallinlove.Ibelievethat

you'llbefine.”

“Whataboutyou?”Heshiftsuponthepillowand

staresather.

“IwillbefinethedayIknowthatyou,Snakhoand

Khosiaresettledandhappy.Well,Ndlalifaisa

grownmanandIthinkhehaseverythingfiguredout.

Dadisstrong,Idoubthe'scalledNgonyamafor

nothing.Mam'Phummyhasclosurenow,she'll

survive.”

Maqhingaistryingtostudyherface,butthisoneis

alwaysthesame.Youcannottellwhat'sgoingonin

herhead,youjusthavetobelievewhatshetellsyou.

“Youlookcalm.Ihopeyouhavedismissedthose

thoughtsyouoncehad,”hesayswithanarrowlook



fixedonher.

“Theycomeandgo.OnedayIwanttodoit,Ihavea

purposeinthislifethingandI'mhappy.Andthe

nextdayIfeelincomplete,liketheworldhasshut

downonmeandthere'snolight,”shesays.

“Ifeellikeyouhaveissuesthatyourefuseto

confront.I'vebeenthere,tryingtorecallmy

childhoodandfeelinglikethere'saworldthat's

beingkeptfromme.Ahugepartofmewasmissing.

ButNgidiwouldseerightthroughmeandmake

surethatIwasokay.He'sagoodman,agood

fatherandhecanbeyourbestfriendifyouallow

himto.Yes,sometimesheshoutsandthreatensto

killusbecausehegrewupinthetaxirankandhe's

sleepingwithyounggirls.Maybetheyoverwork

Hlomukadownthere.”

Giggles!

“Younggirls?”Snaloasks,hereyeswidelyopened.

“Youhavemetthehousekeeperwhowearsa

skimpydress?”

“Nooo!Shutthefrontdoor!”Herhandsareoverher



mouth.Whatthefu€kisshehearing?Ngidi!

“Ioncesawcufflinksinhisbedroom.Ithinkthat's

whenIstarteddrinkingvodkawithoutdash,”

Maqhingasays.

Laughterrises!

Aknockdisturbstheirgossipsession.It'sPhumzile;

hereyesareonSnalo.

“Goandmaketeafortheguests,”sheinstructs.

Snalosecretlyrollshereyesbeforejumpingoffthe

bed.PhumzileremainsbythedooruntilSnalo

disappears.

Maqhingaislyingonthesamepositionwithhis

handontheforehead.

Aheavysigh!

Phumzilewalksinandlowersherselfonthebed,

justbelowhisfeet.

Thisishernephew!NotMsawenkosi.Shewentto

hisgraveearlierandit'snotopened.Heisdead.



“Idon'thateyou,”shesays.

Ishesupposedtosaysomething?

“Yourfathertellsmethatyou'reagoodsinger.You

tookafteryourmother,”shesaysandturnsher

headtohim.

Shecandothis!

Maqhingareleasesaheavybreath.

“WhatdidIdotoyou?”heasks.

“Nothing.IguessI'vebeenhavingahardtime

acceptingthatyoulookthisway.”Herhandfishes

somethingoutofherjersey’spocket.

It'saphoto.

Shepassesittohim.Hiseyesrunoveritanda

frowngrowsonhisface.

“I'veneverdresseduplikethis,”hesays,confused

andshocked.Thispersononthispictureis

insultinghisgoodlooks.Whatthehell?!

“That'snotyou.It'sMsawenkosi,yourlateuncle,”

shesays.



Hisfacedrops.Thisexplainswhyshefainted.Heis

asplittingimageofthisman.

Silence…

Phumzileclearsherthroat.Sheshouldn'tbedoing

thisbutit'stheonlywayshecangivethisboy

closure.Andsheneedstotalkaboutthisto

someone.Maybeitwilloffloadsomethingfromhis

shoulders.

“That'sNomkhosi’sfather,”shesays.

Maqhingafrowns.Hisearsmayhaveplayedtricks

onhim.

“Yousaidhewasmyuncle,whichmeanshewas

yourbrother,”hesays.

Heavysigh!

“HewasmybrotherandhewasNomkhosi’sfather.”

Jesusareyouclose?WTF!

“Mamkhulu!Youdatedyourbrother?”Hiseyesare

abouttodropout.

“Date???”Herbrowsaresnapped.She'sdisgusted.



Owkaaay!Maqhingafrowns.

“Imean,howdidKhosihappen?Youmust've…”No!

Hestopsandjumpsoffbed.Hismouthishanging

opened.Thatexpressiononhisaunt'sfacesays

somethingelse!

“Isthattherealreasonwhyyoufaintedwhenyou

sawmeforthefirsttime?DoesKhosiknowabout

this?”

“SitdownMaqhinga.”

Fu€k!!!

“Hewastheeldest,sowhenourparentsdiedhe

becamethebreadwinner.Idon'tknowwhohe

startedwithbetweenMagcinaandI.Ionlyfound

outthathewasdoingthesametoheraftersheran

awayfromhome.Itescalatedto…”She'ssaid

enough.Thisisachild,nothertherapist.

Maqhingaisscratchinghisheadandifhekeeps

goingonlikethishe'sgoingtopeelhisskinoff.But

whodoesthattohissistersonpurpose?Hewas

supposedtoprotectthem.



“IhadahardtimeacceptingthatIwasNomkhosi’s

mother.Iresentedher,forquitesometime.”She

soundsregretful.Itmust'vebeenhard.

“Iunderstand.Itmust'vebeenhard,”Maqhingasays,

noddinghis

head.

“Youweretwoyearsoldwhensheranaway,right?”

Phumzileasks.

Maqhingafrowns…

“Mymother?Yes.”

“Doyouunderstand?Onhercase.”

Itclicks.Hishandsstarttotremble,hebrushes

themonhisknees.Isthiswhyhisfatherrefusedto

tellhimanythingabouthismother?Isthiswhy

there'snopictureofhimandhismother?

“Sosheleftbecauseofme?”heasks,lookingat

Phumzilewithbloodshoteyes.

“No.SheleftbecauseofMsawenkosi.Youhad

nothingtodowithit.Shehadabaggageofpain

thatshewantedtoforgetandleavebehind,butyour



lookstriggeredbackeverything.”

Heshakeshishead.She'slyingtohim!Hismother

hatedhim.Hisgutswererightallthistime-

somethingabouttheirrelationshipwasoff.

“Myfatherliedtome.I'mtheonewhocostNdlalifa

hismother.Ibrokehisfamily.”

“Bhekizithaprotectedyou.ThesamewayI'vebeen

tryingtoprotectNomkhosimywholelife.”

Hecalmsdownandlowershimselfonthebed.He

needsaglassofwater,orsomethingstrong.

“Whatdidyoutellheraboutherpaternity?”heasks.

“ThatherfatherwasaZimbabweanmanwho

workedinaconstructionsiteandwentbacktohis

country.”

“Mamkhuluthat'snotfair!”heexclaims.

“It'sbetterthatway,”shesays.

Whooah!Someoneshould'vetoldhimtobring

booze,weedandnyaope.Thisiswayabovehim!



--

NDONDO

Igotacallfromhome-Nyandeni.Bab'Maqhaweis

strugglingtogetholdofQondani.Hewassupposed

tosendmoneyforthekids.It'stheendofthemonth,

theyneedmoneyforschooltransportmoney,

pocketmoneyandschoollunch.Thisisthefirst

timeQondanihasfailedtofulfilhisdutiesand

Bab'Maqhaweisworriedsick.

Heblue-tickedmeonWhatsApp.Icallhimusing

Andiswa'sphoneandheanswers.

“Whyareyouignoringme?Babahasbeentryingto

callandyou'renotansweringyourphone.”

“Ummm…yeah.Thephonewasnotwithme.”Thisis

ablatantlie.What'supwithhimthesedays?Ifhe's

notansweringcallsduringsex,he'scompletely

ignoringthem.



“It'smonth-endandyouhavethreekidsQondani.

AreyoutryingtosendBabatoanearlygrave?”Iask.

“I..I…I’mgoingtocallhimback,”hesays.

Whyishestuttering?Forhisowngood,hebetter

notplaywiththatman'ssanity.Thingslikethiscan

landhiminthehospital.Icannothavethat,wejust

reconciled.

“What'sgoingonQondani?”Iask.

“EishNdondo!Thingsaretight.Ihadtouseallthe

moneytocoversomethings.ButIwilltrytogetthe

moneyandsendithome,”hesays.

“Andwhenexactlyareyougoingtoseeyourkids?

It'smonth-end,everyonehasbeenpaid,butyou

alreadyhaveusedallthemoneytocoverthingsthat

aremoreimportantthanyourchildren."

There'sawoman'svoiceinthebackground.

“Ihavetogo.Pleasedon'tworry,I'llmakeaplan.”

Thecallisdropped!

Mameshane!Ifit'sawomanthatdrivinghimthis

crazyandmilkinghismoneyIswearI'mgoingto



walkwithmyownfeettoEsikhawinianddragher

out.

Ican’thaveBab’Maqhawestressedout.He'snot

youngandlittlethingslikethesecansendhisBPto

thesky.IsendInstantMoney,coveringtheir

groceryandQondani’skids’needs.Hebettergethis

shittogetherbecauseI'mnotgoingtosupporthis

kidswhilehe'sstillalive.

[03/14,09:09] :Chapter31

Thalente

Todaywasdefinitelytheworsedayofmylife.Raj

cametothecanteenwithhismother,astheday

wentonmorefamilymemberscame.I'mnotsure

whenIturnedintotheirmaid,allIrememberisthem

throwinginstructionsatme.

“Talentwashthisglass…Talentgetmysandals

fromthecar…CanyoupassthattomeMehek?”

IswearIheardoneofthemcallingmeMehek,or



wasitinmyhead?IhavetotakethistoNdlalifa

beforehefetchesoneofthemfromthehospitaland

mefromtheprisoncell.

Iclutchmybagunderarmandclimboutofthecar.

“Haveagreatafternoonndodakazi,”saysthedriver.

Ileftmymannersatthecanteen!I'membarrassed.

HemustbethinkingthatI'mabrat.

“Drivesafely,sir.Thankyouverymuchfortheride.”

Iplasterafakesmileonmyface.

Henodsandreturnsagenuineone.

Icrosstheroadandheadtowardsmyblock.Oh,

there'sabraaismellfillingmylungsanddropping

downmysaliva.Ithoughtwewereallbrokeherein

theshacks.Imean,wepaidrent,sentmoneyhome

anddidgroceries.

Music?Arethesepeoplepartyingonarandom

Thursday?IguessI'mtheonlybrokeone.Isenthalf

ofmysalaryhomeanddidmyusualvegetable



grocery,whichIhardlycook.

IseetheNikecapbeforeIseehisface.He'staller

thananyoneinthatcrowd.Myforeheadfurrows,

becausewhyishehereanddoingbraaiwithmy

neighbourswhomIdon'tevenknow?

Theyareinfrontofmyshack,laughingandover-

talkingoneanother.

It'samaskandisongthat'sabouttosendmetothe

earogeon-aneardoctor.

Theradioissofreakinloudandthey'rejustfewfeet

awayfrommydoorthat'smiraculouslyopened.

Ithinkeveryonegetsintimidatedbyalargenumber

ofmen.Itrytowalkpastthemquietasacatbut

oneidiotseesmeandnudgesNdlalifawithhis

elbow.Igetapeekofthebeerbottleslyingontop

ofthewoodentableasNdlalifashiftsandturnsto

mydirection.

“Yesss!Imanziyami,madoda!”FatherGod,he's



screaming!What'swrongwithhim?Andwhyishis

shirtunbuttoned?Literally,hiswholechestisout!

Hewalkstome.He'ssmiling…hiseyes…no,this

man!It'sThursdayforcryingoutloudandhe

decidedtocomeheretodrinkandthrowamother

ofallbraaisformyneighbours!

“Sbutubutusami,”hesays,thatdrunksmilestillon

hisface.

Okay,Ineedtocalmdown!

“Wozauqabuleindodayakho,”hesays.(Comeand

kissyourman.)

Hisfriendsarewatching,it'sacircus.Hewrapshis

armaroundmywaistandleansclosetome.SAB-

SouthAfricanBreweryfansmyface.Howmuchdid

hedrink?

“Let'sgoinside,”Isayinembarrassmentandpull

hisarm.

IaskGodformanythingsbutaboyfriendwho

drinksmid-weekisnotoneofthem.



Hedoesn'tletgoofmywaist.I'mtryingmybestto

keepcalm.Imanagetothrowmybagoverthe

basket.

“Pleasekissme,”he'sloweringhisfacedownon

me.

FakesmileThalente,fakesmile!

“Letmeclosethedoorfirst,yourfriendsare

watchingeverything,”Isay.

HeslowlyremoveshisarmfrommywaistandI

chargetowardsthedoorandclose.

Yeboyes!!!

“IsthisRoom8?Men'shostel?Ndlalifawhat's

wrongwithyou?”Myvoiceiskeptlowbutit'ssharp

enough.Idon'twanttosoundlikeacrazywoman

whoshoutsatherboyfriend.

“Manjeuyathethayini?”(Areyoushouting)He's

smilingandattemptingtopullmeintohisarms.

“NdlalifaI'mnotplayingwithyou?”Hebettercheck

myfacecarefully.Mynosedon'tformsweatfor



nothing!

“Uyathethabonawe!Lookhey,Iwant…”Heburps

andswallows.Lord!

Hesinksonthebed,liesonhisbackandliftshis

feetonthebedwithhisshoeson.

“Iwantyoutobemine.Likemine-mine.Iwantusto

havebeautifulkidstogether.Didanyonetellyou

howbeautifulyoulooktoday?”

Idon'tanswerbecausehe'sdrunk.Drunkpeople

don'tusetheirbrains,sowhatevertheysaydoesn't

matter.

“Theyarejealousmylove.You'rebeautiful,your

eyesarebeautiful,youhavenicetitsandahuge

reversesystem.”

Reversesystem?What'sthat?

“Comehere,Ijustwanttospankit.Argh!Thalente,

yourmanlovesyou.”Hiseyelidsareshutting.My

breathisheldup-pleasesleep!

“Comehere,”hesaysweakly.Hisarmispulledout

forme.IfIwanttofreshenupandcleanthisshack



inpeace,holdinghishandwillbemysolution.

“Sleepbabe,”Itrytosoundniceandconvincing.I'm

brushinghisarmandlookingintohisalmost-shut

eyes.

“Thesepeoplebangijwayelaamasimba,”he

mumbles.

Andthen???

“Yeyiminaangibhongelwayinjaengingayifuyile!

Angithibazothibesukabethingiluhlaza?”

Ohno!He'sliftinghisheadup.Ican'thavehim

wakingup.Itsoundslikehisfriendshavescattered

outside.

“Yesbabe,we'llbeatthem,”Isay.Ihavenofuckin'

cluewhywearesuddenlyswearingandthreatening

peoplebutIhavetochoosemywordswisely.Idon't

wanthimjumpingupanddoingcrazythings.

Alcohol!Pheeww.

“Kissmethen,”hesays.

Sigh!



Ilowermyheadandplantakissonhislips.

“Iloveyou,”hesays.

He'sdrunkandshit,butmyheartstillmeltsashe

looksintomyeyesweakly.

“IloveyoutooHlomuka.Sleepnow,”Isay.

“Okay,pleasewakemeupwhenit'stimeforusto

go,”hesays.

Gowhere???

“Okaylove,”Isay.

Hecloseshiseyes.Ihearasoftsnore.Godisgood

allthetime!

Thisisthesecondtimehesleepshere.It'svery

humbleofhimtoleavehiscomfybedformyNoah's

boat,butIdon'twanthimtogetusedtoit.Ittook

medaystobeabletofacemyneighboursafterthat

eventfulnight.Idon'twanttobethatgirlwho's

alwaysfu£kingandscreamingatnightwithher

boyfriend.Ineedtokeepthecrumpsofmydignity.



Ifreshenupandputonmytracksuit.He'sdrunk,I'm

nottakinganyrisks.ThatwasthelasttimeI

botheredmyneighbourswithsexualsounds.

Hislonglegsarespreadonthebed.IuseAarti’s

bunny-chowenergyandpushhimtooneside.

HefeelsitwhenIsleepnexttohimandthrowshis

armaroundme.Khethilekhethile!

--

Ihavenoideawhattimeitis.I'mwokenupby

stronghandsshakingme.

“Thalentewearebeingflooded,”hesaysinpanic.

Iforcemyeyestoopen.He'sonhisfeet,looking

soberandshitscared.It'srainingoutside,thereare

afewraindropscomingthroughtherustyroof.It's

reallynotthatdeep,he'sprobablyhung-over.

“Sleep,Iwillputabasinundertheholespots,”Isay,

crawlingoffthebed.

Andnowwhodied?Whyarehiseyesbulgingout

likethis?HeneedstomoveasidesothatIcan



preventtheraindropsfromwettingmyfloor.

“Thalentethisthingisgoingtocollapseonus,”he

says.

Herewego,richpeopleandtheirfancyphobias!

OnlyafewtearsofMariaandallofasuddenthe

shackisgoingtocollapseonus.Really?

“Nothingiscollapsinghere.Getbackonbed,”Isay.

Ipullthebasinandsearchfordirectspotswhere

theroofholesare.Oh,there'sanotheroneonthe

table.Alunchtinwilldo.

Ipusharugbehindthedoortopreventwaterfrom

cominginthroughit.

Gosh,washestaringatmelikethatthiswholetime?

“Ndlalifanothingisgoingtohappen,”Itellhim.He

looksreallyscared,IthinkhewatchestoomuchTV-

collapsingshacksandall.OrhereadsDailySun.

“I'mnotsleepinghere,”hesays.

Nobodyinvitedhimtocomeandsleephereinthe



firstplace.

“Okay,goodbyethen,”Isay.

HegrabsmyarmjustasI'mabouttoclimbonthe

bed.

“You'renotsleepinghereThalente.Takeyourbag!”

“Ndlalifadon'ttryme!”

Andthatlook?WhydoesitlooklikeI'm“barkingat

himwhereasI'mnothisdog"?

“ThalenteI'mhungry,Iwantmeat.I'mhornyandI

needadrink.Pleasedon'tannoyme,it'sonly

00:30am.Packyourbag,I'mnotleavingyouhereto

die.”

Iknowthathe'sworriedandhisrequestcomes

fromagoodplace.Hegrewupindouble-storeys,

surroundedbymaidsandmoneylyingonbathroom

floors.He'snotusedtothislifeandhe'swatched

theworstonthenewsinhis16inchTV.ButIdon't

liketobespokentointhismanner.I'mnothischild

andIdidn'taskhimtodrink.



IpackeverythingI'mgoingtoweartomorrowat

work.He'sstandingbythedoorsothathecanrun

outandleavemetodieonmyown,justincase

somethinghappens.

Men!

Ithinkhe'stheonlypersonwhocanparkhiscarin

adistance,isolated,nexttotheroad,andstillfindit

inonepiece.

I'mnotsureifhe'stalkingtomebutI'mdefinitely

nottalkingtohim.Wedriveallthewaytohishouse

insilence.

--

It'smidnight,normalpeopleareasleep,butnothim.

He'sdefrostingatrayofsteakandgulpingdowna

canofbeer.

“Don'tyouwanttosleep?”heasks.

I'msittingonthechair,watchinghimwithmybag

onthelap.

Idon'tsayanything.He'sstandingbythestove,

lookingcalmerthanearlier.



“DidIdoanythingwrong?”heasks.

Hismemoryisveryshort,Imustsay.

“Ifit'saboutgoingtoyourhouseIapologize.Ihada

terribledayandjustneededtobesomewherewarm.

Irespectyourspace,Iguessitwasjustamoment

ofangerandstupidity,”hesays.

“IsitokayifIgotosleep?I'mworkingtomorrow,”I

ask.

“Ofcourse,Iwilljoinyouinaminute.Pleasetake

thetracksuitsoff.Iwantmycookieready,”hesays

withastupidgrinonhisface.

Ijustshakemyheadandleave.

ThisisnottheboyfriendIspilledmybeancurryand

phuthufor.

.

.

Isleptinmytracksuits.Iexpectedamannextto

mewhenIwakeup,butI'mstruckbyanemptyside.

Ijumpoffthebedandsearchformybag.06:37!!



Mygosh,Ineedtomove.Aartiwillhavemewithher

bunny-chowifIarrivelateatwork.

Idashtothebathroomwithmybaginhand.It

smellslikehim,Iguesshebathedanddisappeared

somewhere,probablytodrinkagain.

Idon'tknowwhat'shappening,timeisjustflying.

It'salready07:06,thisisadisaster!

“Ndlalifa!”Iyellonmywaytothedoorwhiletrying

totiemyafro.

Noresponse.

Heneedstocrawloutofwhateverholeanddrive

metowork.

“Ndlalifa!”

Wait…hecannotdothistome!It'simpossiblethat

heleftfortherankandleftmeonbed.

Myfootisangrilystompingonthefloorashis

phonerings.



“Sthandwasami,”heanswers.

“WhereareyouNdlalifa?Ineedtogotowork?”Iask.

“Ohshit!”

Nono,hemustn'tgivemethat!

“Whereareyou?”Iaskfirmly.

“I'minTongaatsthandwasami.Look,Iwillsend

someonetocomeandtakeyoutowork.”

“Andwhenwillthatbe?I'malreadylate.”

“Fifteenminutes.”

Whaaat?Idon'thavefifteenminutes,Aartiwillhave

mybreastsforbreakfast.

“I'msorry,Iforgotthatit'sFrid…”

Iendthecall!

Dotheyevenhavetaxisinthisplace?Ican'tbelieve

Ndlalifaisdoingthistome.

IreciteasmallprayerandsendAartiatext.Ihavea

stomachbugandIwon'tmakeittowork.I'maliar-

allthankstoNdlalifaandhisdisconnectedbeard.



I'mangry.IhatehimandIhatebeinginhishouse.

Buthisfoodisdelicious.Iservemyselfalarge

pieceofhisroastedsteak,twobreadrollsandfruit

juice.AftereatingIgobacktothecouchand

continuebeingangry.

Itsoundslikethere'sacarpullingupoutside.I

guessit'stheonehesent,Iexpectedittwenty

minutesago.

IthoughtI'llhearaknock,butno,themaindoorjust

shiftsopenandhisscaryfatherwalksin.He'sthe

samemanIsawintownwhenIfirstcameto

Durban,threateningtokillataxidriver,orwasit

anothertaxiowner,hehadanaxeinhishandandI

couldseethedevilinhimthroughhiseyes.

I'monmyfeet,eyesallpoppedoutandthesteakI

hadearlierturninginmystomach.

Hehasaprotrudingbelly,hugebeardandsharp,

threateningeyes.Heisinacrispywhiteshirt,butas

cleanandrichasheisthismanstillbelongstothe



taxirank,hissleevesarerolleduptohiselbows,

revealingtheexpensivewristwatchandgoat-skin

bangles.Youcantellfromadistancethatthisman

hastakenlivesandifyouannoyhimyou'llalso

meetyourmaker.

“Maqhingasentmehere.Areyouready?”heasks.It

doesn'tlooklikehe'spleasedaboutthis.

Maqhingaisthestupidyoungbrother.Ibethe'sthe

oneNdlalifasenttotakemetoworkandhedecided

tousehisdamagedleftbrainandsendhisfather

instead.

“No…yes…ummm…Sir,Ihavesentmybossatext,

lettingherknowthatI'msickandIwon'tbeatwork

today.”

Hefrowns.I'mabouttowetmypanty!

“What'swrong?”Hishandisfishingoutsomething

fromhispocket.Agun?No,it'sacellphone.He's

dialing,thescaryfrownisstillonhisface.

Heiscallingsomeone,Iguessmyresponseisn't

reallythatimportant,thecallis.



“Yeyiwena!Youleftasickgirlinyourhouseand

wenttoTongaattofightwithpatheticpeople?”

Hewenttofight?JesusChrist!

“Youhavetwentyminutes…Idon'tcare…Ndlalifa!

Twentyminutes!”Hedropsthecall.

Nowhe'sangryandI'mawitnessofit.IthinkI'll

needtherapy,thisissuchatraumaticsituationto

experience.

“Youseewhathappenswhenyoufallforanidiot.

Getup,I'lltakeyoutothedoctorandyouridiotwill

fetchyou.”

Itgetscomplicated!Whyisheactingkind?He

hasn'tevenaskedformynameorinterrogatedme

aboutbeinginhisson'shouse.Iwasreadyto

defendmyselffrombeingafterhisson'smoney.

“Sir,I'mnotreallysick.Ijustmadeanexcuse

becauseIwasgoingtobeverylate.”

Hisfacegoes“huh.”IknowI'mabademployeebut

I'dratherbeabsentthantohaveAartitellinganyone

who'swillingtolistenthatIcametoworklate.



“Sobothofyouandyourboyfriendareliarswho

decidewhentheywanttoworkandwhentheywant

toattackpeople?”heasks.

Thisisnolongeraboutme.I'mNdlalifa'sJesus

Christ,I'mbeingcrucifiedforhissins.

“I'mnotsurewhatyou'retalkingabout.Idon't

attackpeopleandIliedbecauseIknowhowmy

bosstreatsme.Itwasbetterthisway.”

He'sstaringatme.Myheartisabouttojumpoutof

mythroat.

“Doyouhaveafather?”heasks.

DeepbreathThalente!

“No,”Isay.

“Yourmother?Anyelder?”

“Idohaveamother.She'shome,”Isay.

“Doessheknowaboutthis?Whatareyouand

Ndlalifadoing?”heasks.

Thisisonehardquestion.Ndlalifashould'vebeen

heretoanswerit.Iknowthatweareseeingeach



otherbutthismanwantsaconcreteanswer,not

thatshit.

“I'masinglefather,ifanythinghappensIwon'tbe

abletoansweryourmother.Mydoorwillbeshut,”

hesays.

He'stalkingaboutthepregnancy.Ican'tbelieve

he'sthisworriedovera35yearoldman.YesifIfall

pregnantmymotherwon'tdealwithNdlalifa,she'll

comefortheparent,butheneedstorelax.

Heexhalesdeeplyandpusheshisphoneback

insidehispocket.

“Pleaselockthedoors,”hesaysandturnstoleave.

I'msorelievedtoseehisback.Ifollowafterhim,

silentlythankingGodandmyancestors.

“Gowell,Sir,”Isaybehindthedoor.

Henodshisheadandleaves.Ilockthedoorand

releaseasighofrelief.

--

There'sacarpullingupoutside.Ihavechanged

backintomytracksuits,I'mpacingaroundthe



kitchenwhilewaitingforthericetocook.It'salmost

12pmandthismanleftbeforeIevenwokeup.

“Thalente!”

Idon'tknowwhichdoorheusedtowalkin.Ihad

everythingplannedout,Iwantedhimtoknockfor

hours.

Ihatemyselfforcheckingifhe'snothurtanywhere.

WhydoIcare?

“I'msosorrymylove.Icompletelyforgotthatit's

Fridaytoday.IdrovepastthecanteenandtoldAarti

it'smyfaultthatyoucouldn'tcometowork.”

Whaaat?

“IalreadytoldherthatI’msick.GeezNdlalifa,I'll

havethatIndianwomanonmybackthewholeday

onMonday.Icannotdealwithherridiculousness

andherthirstyhusband.”Ithrowthedishclothon

thecounterandstormoutofthekitchen.

Hehasruinedeverything.Iwasgoingtohandle

Aartionmyown,butnowhehaspaintedmeasa

liartoher.



Footsteps!

Ahandgrabsmyarmandturnsmearound.

Helookshorn-mad.

“WhatisRajdoing?”heasks.

Oh,that!

“Don'tgrabmelikethis.Hetalksdirtytomeand

makesmeuncomfortable.”

“WhyamIonlyfindingoutaboutthistoday

Thalente?”Seriously?Hehasthenervetoyellatme!

“LetgoofmyarmNdlalifa,”Isayfirmly.

Hereleasesasharpbreathandstepsback.Iwalk

ontothebedroomwhileheturnsbacktothe

kitchen.

Istandinthemiddleofthebedroomcontemplating

whethertosleeporpackmytinybagandaskhimto

takemebacktoCannelands.

HewalksinbeforeIcanmakemydecision.He

bendsdownanduntiesthelacesofhisshoesnext



tothebed.

“Ihatewhatyou'redoingtomeThalente.Idon'tlike

itonebit.Thatmotherfu€kercould'verapedyouand

youwouldn'thavetoldmebecauseIdon’tmean

shittoyou.AslittleasImaybetoyou,Idon'twant

toloseyou.Notinthatway.”Heliesonthebedand

putsapillowoverhisface.

I'mgroundedonthesamespot,confusedashell.

Howdidhisthoughtsescalatesofast?

“Iwillgethim,uzowukhombaumuzionotshwala.”

(He'llknowwhatI'mmadeof.)Heclickshistongue

andsignalsformetogetonbed.Ihavethingsto

yellathimabout,butrightnowisnotthetime.Iget

myhugereversesystemonthebed.

Hepullsmyheadtohischestandplantsakisson

myforehead.

“Nobodyisgoingtotouchyouwithoutconsent

MaMbatha.Iswear!Notevenme.”

https://visionarywritings.com/author/11881
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NDONDO

Mypregnancyhasbeensmooththelasttwo

months.Ididhavesicknesseshereandthere,butit

wasnothinglikeinthebooks.Iatealmost

everything,didn'thavecrazycravingsuntilthenight

Idecidedtohaveice-cubes.Wow!I’venevertasted

anythinglikeice-cubesinmylife.There'sataste

theygivewhenyouchewthem,it'soutofthisworld.

IwishNdabukocouldunderstandandstopbiting

myheadoffeverytimeItakeouttheice-cubetray.

“Taste,”Isaidoneday,givinghimonedeliciousice-

cubeandhejustlookedatmelikeIhadlostallmy

marbles.Inhismindtheymakethebabycold.

TokeeppeaceintherelationshipIstealthemwhen

he'soutofsight.

HeliftshisheadasIwalkinthebedroomandhis

eyesarestrippingmystomachthat'sfullofices



open.

“What?”Iask,guiltily.

“Whycan'tyoucravefornormalthingslikeother

pregnantwomen?Ices,reallyNdondo?Dowehave

tofightaboutthiseveryday?You'regivingthebaby

pneumonia!”

“Idon'tdecidewhatIwanttoeat,thebabydoes.”I

crawlonthebedandrestmystubbornheadonhis

arm.

“WhydidIfallinlovewithyou?”heteases,poking

mycheekwithhisfinger.

“Youdidn'thaveachoice,itwasdiscussedinthe

ancestralworldandapprovedinheavens.”

“Yeah,Nhlanzekomadesureofit.”

Thisisanintensejoke.Hedoesn'tmention

Nhlanzeko'snamerandomlyandsocalm.Ithink

mysilencespeaksvolume-whathaschanged?

“Iwenttohisroomafterthedayyoufoundapiece

ofdrawinginhisjacket.Therewasmore;my

pictures,lettersandoldschoolreports.”He



releasesadeepbreathandholdsmyhandtightly.

“TherearealotofthingsIdidn'tknowabouthim.

Somanysacrificeshemadeforme.WhenIwas10,

hewas16,wewerebothyoungbuthemadeithis

responsibilityto“hustle"andgivemyfathermoney

totransfermetoabetterschool.Nhlanzekonever

sharedadeskwithawhitechild,Idid.Henever

carriedacheesesandwich,yoghurtand100%fruit

juicetoschool,Idid.Heneverwenttouniversity,I

did.Heneverhadagirlfriendthatheloved…Idid.”

Idon'tknowifIshouldjumpinandtellhimnotto

feelbad.Hisbrotherhadabigheart…well,tothose

heloved.Noneofthethingshe'smentioningwere

hisfault,hewasjustachild,andwhatever

Nhlanzekodidforhimwasoutofthegoodnessof

hisheart.

“He'sonlyaskingforonethingNdondo,achild!A

childthathedidn'tmake,becauseNdabukogetsto

doeverything.AndIwillraiseitforhim,again,

becauseIgeteverythinginlife-everydamn

opportunity.He'sgivenmeeverythingandI'vespit

onhisgraveeverychanceIget.Idon'tknowifI'm



wortheverythingthat…”

Heneedstostop!ThelastthingIwanttodoso

earlyinthemorningistocryoverNhlanzeko,yet

again.

“HelovedyouNdabuko.Hestilldoes,andhetrusts

you.Pleasestopoverthinking,Nhlanzekoknewthat

you'reasnoband…”Hishandleavesmine.

“I'masnob?”heasks.

Iburstintolaughter.Yesterdayhewenttothetaxi

rankinamaroonblazer,whiteT-shirtandtightjean.

Whichothertaxiownerdoesthat?Onlyhim,

becausehe'sasnob.

“WhatI'mtryingtosayis,Nhlanzekoknewthekind

ofapersonyouareandhelovedyoulikethat.Your

parentstoo,theylovedyou.”

Silence!Wedon'tgothere.Nottohispatents.He

loathesthememoryofthem.

“Iwanttoaskyousomething,”Isay.

Hetakesadeepbreathandholdsmyhandagain.

Imustgoaheadandtalk.



“BetweenhereandUmlazi,whereareyoulikelyto

findthepolicepatrolling?”Iask.

“Umlazi,obviously,”hesays.

“Why?”Iask.

“Well,becauseresidentsarehandfulthereand

there'salwayscrimetakingplace.”

Hegotitallright!

“Isthatall?”heasks.

“Yeap.DotheMaths.Yourparentslovedyoubut

youwerelikeIzingaRidgeandNhlanzekowaslike

UmlaziBsection,”Isayandrolloffbedtocheckmy

beepingphone.

It'sSnakho,shesaysshe'soutsidethegate.

Whateveritismustbeimportant,thisoneisnowa

richdaughterwhostaysinherfather'smansion,

doingnailsandtakingpicturesalldaylong.

“Snakhoishere,”ItellNdabukoandpickhisshirt

andputiton.Hehastaughtmethecultureofbeing

nakedinsidethehouse.Maybethat'swhyIstayin



hishousemore,becauseIwanttositinunderwear,

ornothing,andeatgoodfoodwithoutliftingafinger.

Islideintoalegginganddragmysleepers.

“Shoutifyouneedanything.We'llbeinthelounge,”

Isay.

“Don'tgossipaboutme,”hesays.

Irollmyeyes,ifhebecomesthesubjectthere's

nothingIcando,we'lldiscusshimlikeanyother

guywediscuss.

Longfurcoat,skinnyjean,knee-lengthbootsand

hugesunglasses.Everythingisexaggerated.Her

nailsarelongerthanherfingers,theymust'vebeen

inspiredbyCardiB.

Snaloisstillthetwinweknow.Thisonehasturned

intoaslay-queen.Foralongtimepeoplehaven't

beenabletotellthemapart,theydideverything

togetherandworethesameclothes.Buteversince

theyfoundtheirfatherSnakhohasbecomea

differentperson.It'sgreat,don'tgetmewrong,I



loveseeingherhappy.ButI'mworriedthatthere

mustbesomedisconnectionbetweenthetwoof

them.Forthefirsttimethey'restayingindifferent

housesandlivingseparatelives.

“Richdaughter!”Isay.

“Boss-lady.”Shewaltzaroundthecouchandsits

withonelegoverherknee.

Finally,shetakesthesunglassesoff.Aqueen!

“DidyoureceivemyVN?”sheasks,puttinghernew

Pradabagnexttoher.

“Maybe.Ihaven'tcheckedmyWhatsApp,”Isay.

Shelookssurprised.HowamIsupposedtoget

timeforWhatsAppwhileI'mbusywithmy

handsomeman?Khosiwillletmeknowifthere's

somethingimportant.

“Ohwell,Iresignedwithimmediateeffect,”shesays.

“Overavoicenote?”JesusChrist!Isshebeing

seriousrightnow.

“Yeah,Idon'thavetimetodraftletters.”



Nowshedoesn'thavetimebutwhensheneeded

thejobshewroteathree-pagesCVandattacheda

motivationalletter.

“SnakhoI'mnotrunningatuck-shop.Youcan'tjust

resignwithoutavalidreason.Ican'taffordtobe

short-staffedatthistime,”Isay.

“Babe,therearehundredsofpeoplewhoneedajob.

Youcanreplacemeinasnapofyourfingers.My

fatherisNgonyama,Idon'tneedtoworkadayin

mylife.”

Claponce,claptwice!

“Youshould'vewarnedusthatyouweregoingto

changeonceyouhavemoney,”Isayindefeat.

“Duh!Girl,thisisthelifeI'vealwayswanted.”

“Soyouaregoingtositinthatmansionyourwhole

life,eatingsaladsanddoingmake-up?”Iask.

“Wearegoingonavacation,toconnectasafamily

andspendqualitytimetogether.I'lldecidewhatI'm

goingtodowhenwecomeback.Mytoppriorityis

sheddingsomeloadoffSnalo'sshoulders.”She's



Snakhorightnow,nottherichdaughter,Khwezi.

“Whatdoyoumean?”Iask.

“Wearehalvesofeachother.I'vealwaysbeenthe

onethattakesallthehappiness,evenhers.Andshe

takesallthepain,mineandhers.Wearenaturally

thatway.”

Okay,thisisconfusing.Iknownothingaboutthe

twinsandIpraytoneverhavethem.Theyarevery

complicated,andfromwhatI'veheardherand

SnalomadeAuntPhumzile’slifealivinghell.

Snakhowouldbesickandshe'dtakehertothe

doctor,whentheygetthereSnakhowouldbe

bouncingandsmiling.Thatverymomentacall

wouldcomefromhometellingherthatSnalowas

dyingbackhome.

“DoyourememberMa'sboyfriend?Thatmanwe

usedtocallBababecausewebelievedhewas

Khosi'sfather?”sheasks.

Hewasn'tKhosi'sbiologicalfatherbuthewasa

fatherfigureintheirlives.Hewasastreethawker

andverykind.IwishAuntPhumziledidn'tpushhim



away,herlackoftrustformenendedtheirbeautiful

relationship.Maybethey'dbemarriedbynow,orI

believetoomuchinhappy-ever-afters?

“Henearlyrapedme.Like,itwasthisclose!His

fingerswerealreadydeepinsidemeandhewas

pushingdownhistrouserwhenSnalowalkedin.”

“Snakho!”I'mshaking.Whatisshetellingme?That

wasn't“closetorape,”heputhisfingersinher!My

girlwassexuallyviolatedandshe'ssorelaxed

aboutit.

“Ifocusedonthepositiveside,thathedidn'tdothe

wholething.WhileSnalofocusedonthenegative

side,thathetouchedmeandhadanintentionto

rapeme.Itshould'vebeeninmeonthatside,Iwas

thevictim,butallthepainwenttoSnaloasusual.

Somedayithastocometoanend.”

“DidyoutellAuntPhumzileaboutthis?”Iask.

“Nooo!Snalojustmadesurethathedisappeared.”

Myforeheadfurrows.NowSnalohasthepowerto

makesurethatpeopledisappear?



“Howdidshedothat?”Iask.

“Idon'tknowandIdon'tcare.I'mgladwehaven't

heardfromhimsincethatday.AndMaisbetteroff

withouthim.Ithinkmyfatherandherwill…”Bad

timing,butIburstintolaughter.MrNgidiand

Khosi'smother?Noway.

“I'mserious.He'sgoingtopaylobolaformymother

anddothewholemarryingthedeadthing.Whodo

youthinkisgoingtostandinformymother?One

thingwillleadintoanotherandsoonmyoldlady

willhaveanorgasm.”

She'slaughingwithme.Idon'tthinkanyonecan

talkaboutrapeexperienceandlaughthenext

minute.Onlyher!Maybethiswholetwintheoryof

hersisaccurate.

“Maybeyourfathercan'tevenhititright,”Isay.

“Ifthatwasthecasethenhissluttyhousekeeper

would'veresignedbynow.Idon'tsleepearly

Ndondo,Iseethingsthataren'tmeantformyeyes.”

“Shutthefrontdoor!”Ishiftfrommyseatandlean

forwardtogetaclearlookather.



“Thingsarehappeninginthathouse,girl.

Ziyakhipha!‘Yesdaddy,rightthere-fu€kmeharder.’

Andherdaddybegroaningbehindhertinybehind

andhittingitfromeverycorner.”

Yeses!I'mtraumatizedonbehalfofSouthAfrican

rebelliousyouth.MrNgidianddoggstyle!

“Nooffence,butyourfather'sstomachiskindof

huge.Howdoeshedoit?”Iask.

Shejumpsoffthecouch,crampedinafitof

laughter,andholdsthecoffee-table.

“It'sabuffalobehindthemonkey.‘Rightthere

daddy…Oh,yeahyeahyeah…”

I'mchokingwithlaughter.Isshetheretostalkher

fatherortoenjoyhismoney?

“Ndondo!”Thevoicecomesbehindusandstartles

us.

Snakhojumpsawayfromthecoffee-tableandsits

onthecouch,innocently.

Myeyesarebulgingout.Themanwearelaughing

atislikeafathertohim,andIalwaysconvincehim



thatwearenotasquadofgossipers.

“Babe?”Isayafterclearingmythroatunnecessarily

loud.

“Doyouhaveaminute?”heasksandlooksat

Snakho.“Howareyou?”heasksher.

“I'mgood.”Sheflashesanervoussmileand

glancesatme.

Igiveheralook-sheneedstochill.Shefrowns

slightlyandsquintshereyes.Igetthemessage-I

rollmyeyes,shrugmyshouldersandgetoffthe

couch.

Ndabukoisstaringatus,probablytryingtofigure

outthelanguage.

“I'mcomingback,”ItellSnakhobeforewalking

awaywithhim.

“Whatareyoutwoupto?”heasks.

“Meaning?”Ifeignconfusion.

“You'refu€kingtables,what'sgoingon?”Hemakes

itsoundsohorrible.



“Justcatchingup,”Ibitemyliptostopmyselffrom

crackingup.

“Howlongareyougoingtocatchup?Ineedmy

timetoo.”

Reallynow?Snakhohasn'tbeenhereevenforthirty

minutesandhealreadyneedshis“time,”whatever

thatmeans.

“Whydidyoucallme?”Iask.

“Ican'tfindmynavysocks,”hesays.

Thisgottobeajoke!Idon'tevenliveinthishouse

fulltime.

“Wearanotherpair,”Isay.

“Idon'tknowwhichonetowear.”Hesoundslikea

confusedprimaryschoolkid.Ican'tbelieveIcame

allthiswaytochooseapairofsocks.

IgrabthefirstoneIseeandthrowittohim.

“Youreallyneedtomovein,”hesays.

“Tohelpyoulookforsocks?”

“No,tolivewithyourman.Andiswaisreadyto



movetotown.”

She'smovingtotownandIdon'tknowanything

aboutit?

“Didshetellyouthat?”Iask.

“Ihelpedherlookforaflatbutshe'sstillgoingto

discussitwithyou.SoIthoughtitwouldn'tbean

issueifyoumoveinwithmeafterlobola

negotiations.”

That'sthe15thofthismonth.Isheserious?

“NdabukoIcan'tjustleavemyhouse!”

“Whynot?Youcanrentitout.”

“No!”

“Okay.”

Ifrownandliftmyeyestohim.Just-okay?

“Doyouwantanything?I'mgoingtotheshops,”he

asks.

“Nope,”Ishrugmyshouldersandwatchasheputs

hisshoeson.



“Laterwearegoinghome…doyouneedanything?”

heasksagain,clarifying.

Talkaboutdroppingabombshell!Wearegoingto

thevillagebecause…?

“Later?”Iask,Ineedtobesure,wedidn'tdiscuss

this.

“Yeah.I'llbebackinanhourorso,pleasebeready.”

He'sfasteninghisbeltandwalkingtothebathroom.

So,hesaysthewordandIpackandleavewithhim?

Justlikethat!

Hecomesoutofthebathroom,takeshisphone,

kissesmycheekandrushesoutofthedoor.

Iwalkdownthestairs,exhaustedinmybones.Iget

apocketofcrispsandjoinSnakhointhelounge.

“Whyisherushingout?Didsomethinghappen?”

sheasks.

“WearegoingtoMpumazilater,”Isaywithaneye-

roll.Idon'thaveanyproblemgoingtohishome,but

notoutoftheblue,unpreparedandnotgivenany



option.

“Doyouwrapyourheadanddoallthe“makoti”

traditionthere?”sheasks.

“No,Istayindoors,butt-naked,”Isay.

She'slaughing.ShethinksI'mjoking.

“Getyourselfreadymakoti.I’mtakingdadoutfor

dinner.Canyoubelievehe'snevereatenprawnsin

hislife?”

Well,Ibelieveit,he'sNgonyamaNgidi.Also,she

can'ttakesomeoneoutwithhisownmoney.

.

.

Itookanapassoonaswearrivedhere.Istilldon't

knowthepurposeofourvisit.Butwearesleeping

overandprobablygoingbacktoDurbantomorrow

afternoon.Hedidasmallgrocerythatincluded

colourfulcandlesandherbsfromthemarket.

Ipassbythebathroomtosplashcoldwaterover

myface.I'mtired,hopefullyhedidn'tbringthatman

again,Iwanttohaveanearlynight.



“Babe,you'reawake?”

Oh,Ididn'tevenseehimthere.He'shanging

picturesonthewall.Hisparents’thathetookdown

thelasttimewewerehere.

“Ithoughtwewereheretoslaughterchickensagain.

Whyarewehere?”Iask.

“No,weareheretoopendoorsandturnthelights

on.Idon'tlikemyfamilytobeinthedarkfortoo

long.”

Oh,thisisnew!

“Iaskedalltaxidriverstobringtaxissothatthey

canbehereinmybrother’spresence,thewhole

night.Thedriverswillsleepintherondavel,somein

thebackroom,sodon'tworry,youwon'tevennotice

thatthey'rehere.”

Hekeepsdroppingbombshellsonme.Nowwe

have13taxidriverscominghere?

“Whataretheygoingtoeat?”Iask.

Hefrowns.



Sigh!

“NdabukoyoumeanIhavetocookfor13people?

15includingyouandI,atthistime?”Iask.

He'sshocked.Hedidn'tthinkthatfar.Menare

confusingspecies,forreal.

“I'llorderpizzas,”hesays.

Pizzasfortaxidrivers’dinner?Really?

“I'msurewhenyouinvitedthemtoMpumazithey

imaginedgoat’sintestinesanddumplingsfordinner

andawarmwelcome.Notpizzaslicesservedbya

pregnantwomaninthebackroom.Idon'twanttobe

thatwomantoyouremployees.Marinatethemeat

andI'llcookpapandmakesalads.”

“Marinatethemeat?”Hiseyesareallout.Isitgoing

tomarinateitself?

“YesNdabuko,youinvitedpeoplehere,notme,”I

saywithasharpstare,hebetternottryme.

Theydriveinonebyone.Thenoiseintheyardis

risingandI'mnotsurewhatmyfirstmoveshould



be.DoIstayhereandfocusonmypotsorgoto

themandgreet?Ndabukojustdisappeared,leaving

metoeverything.

“Sistera!”Amanisstandingatthedoor;ingwevest

andsilvernecklaceoverit.Yeah,ne!

“Hi,”Isay,notsurehowtoaskhimwhathewants.

Heletshimselfinsidethekitchenandstands

acrossthecounter.

WherethehellisNdabuko?!

“Idon'tknowifIshould'vetakenthisto

Mngomezulufirst,butitconcernsyoumorethanit

concernshim.I’mNtethelelo,NhlanzekoandIgo

wayback.”

WhyamIgettinguncomfortableaboutthis?

“I'mlistening,”Isay,wipingmyhandswithacloth.

“Yourbrotherisgoingtopayforyoursins,”hesays.

Mybrother?Mysins?

“Whatdoyoumean?”Iask.

“It'stoolateforyoutodoanything.He'salready



fallentoodeepandhishandwillbetheonetoendit

all.”

“Whyareyoutalkinginriddles?Howdoyouknow

allthis?Whoareyou?”

“IknowZamafuze.”That'sallhesaysbefore

walkingout.

Zamafuzeandmybrother?IsitQondaniorBahle?I

don'tunderstandonethinghesaidbutIknowthatI

needtohuntdownabit€h!

[03/14,09:10] :Chapter33

NDONDO

Iwantedtodothisonmyown,butNdabuko

insistedoncomingwithme.Heplannedtobook

intoahotelsincehecannotsleepinNyandenibutI

calledBab'Maqhaweandhesaiditwon'tbean

issueifhecomeshomewithme,aslongashe

knowshisplace;thatheisisoka(boyfriend)andnot

ahusband.Thatmeanshe'llstayinsidetheroom,

notroamaroundtheyardorjoinfamilydinner,



uzoqhetha.

Tomorrowmorningwe'llbeheadingtoTownship

whereQondaniisheldhostagebyZamafuze.Well,

figuratively,he'sactuallytherebywill.He'sjustnot

thinkingwithhishead,buthisdi€k.

Itdidn'ttakeNdabukoverylongtofindoutwhat

Ntethelelowastalkingabout.Buthewaspissed

thatthematterwasnotbroughttohimintime.It

turnsoutNtethelelohadathingwithZamafuze

soonafterNdabukoendedthingswithherand

they'restillprettyclose.Idon'tknowifanybrotherly

-codewasbrokenbutNdlalifacametoMpumaziin

theweehoursofmorningthenextdayandhada

meetingwiththetwoofthem.Ntetheleloisalong-

servingtaxidriverwhomNhlanzekotrustedand

loveddearly,sofiringhimisnotanoption,they’ll

mendwhateveritisthathasbeenbroken.

Wedecidedtopasstimeintheshops,buyingfor

Qondani'skidsanddoingalittlegroceryfor

Mam’Jabu.It'salmostdarkwhenweparkbelowthe



homestead,butthekidshavebeenwaitingforus

thewholeday,they'reincleanclothesandshining

withVaseline.

They'rerunningaroundthecarandscreaminginjoy.

WhywouldQondaniwanttomissoutonthis?

SeeingthejoyontheirfacesmakeseverycentI

spentontheirclothes,foodandtoysworth.They're

fightingovershoppingbags,pullingeachother's

hairandthreateningtoreportoneanotherto

“aunty,”butI'mrighthereandIsawwhostarted

first.

AftertakingeverythinginsidethehouseIgobackto

Ndabukointhecar.Bab'Maqhaweisstillsittingin

theverandah,he'sfacingbelowthehomestead.The

outsidelightison,hecanseeeverymovementon

hisyard.Ithinkhe'sdoingthisonpurpose,he

wantsNdabukotobestuckinsidethecaruntil

Jesuscomesback.

“Howlongisyourfathergoingtositthere?I'mtired,

Iwanttorest,”heasks.

Idon'tthinkhe'llbeabletohandleallthese



boyfriendrestrictionsoftheruralareas.He's

alreadycomplainingandpissed.

“Ican'ttellhimtodisappear,he'sprobablydoingit

onpurpose,totestyourpatience,”Isay.

Heputshishandsbehindhisheadandrestsback

ontheseat.WhydidNhlanzekosendthispersonto

privateschools?

“I'llcomeandgetyouonceeverythingisclear,

okay?”Ikisshistightly-shutlipsandclimboutof

thecar.

Mam'Jabupreparedoneoftherondavelsforus.

There'sakettleandmicrowave,thebedhasclean

pillowsanditlooksveryneat.Sheevenbroughther

oldfanhere.MayGodblesshersoul!

IthoughtBab'Maqhawewould'vegotteninsidethe

housebythetimeIwalkoutofthisrondavel.Butno,

he'sstillsittingtherewithhistobaccoroll.

IfIdie,Idie!Thisistoomuchformyaeronautic

engineerbaby-daddy.



“Dude,whenareyousleeping?”IaskBab’Maqhawe.

Hebreaksachuckleandthrowsawaytheshort

pieceleftfromhistobaccoroll.

“Thisismyhouse.I'llsleepwhenIwantto,”hesays.

Isecretlyrollmyeyesandlowermyselfonthe

benchnexttohim.

“Hedoesn'tunderstandalltheserules,you'regoing

todriveyourson-in-lawaway.Anyway,Iwanttotalk

aboutQondani,”Isay.

Hereleasesasigh.IhatethatQondaniisdoingthis

tohim.Thismanisraisinghiskids,theleasthe

coulddoistomakesurethathedoesn'tworry

aboutmoney.Wholetsawomanhemeton

Facebookmoveinwithhimandkeephimaway

fromhisfamily?Ishethatdesperateforherpu$$y?

Ithoughthewassmarterthanthis.

“BabaIpromiseyou,we'lldealwiththatgirland

she'llstayawayfromhim.IknowthatI’mtheone

she'safter,inherheadIbrokeherrelationshipwith

Ndabuko.ShejustwentafterQondanitohurtme,”I

say.



“Idon'tknowNdondo.I'vebeenhavingbaddreams,

inmostofthemI'mattendingawedding.It'sabad

sign,hopefullytheSibisiswillprotectthetwoofyou

fromthisdarkcloudlingeringaboveourhome,”he

saysandIrealizehowbrokenheactuallyis.

Thisisgettingscary.Zamafuzecan'tbethatofa

threat,Imeantothepointofsomeoneendingdead!

That'sinsane.Ididn'tdoanythingtoher,Ndabuko

did.Whyissheaftermeandnotafterhim?He'sthe

onewhobrokewhateverpromisehegavetoherin

thepast.

“BecarefulNdondo,I'mnotreadytoburyeitherof

you.”Heholdsontomyshoulderandgetsoffthe

bench.IfitwasanyothertimeIwould'vemocked

him,healwaysbragsaboutbeingstrongand

unbreakable,where'shisstrengthnow?

“Youneedtohaveyourjointscheckedout,”Itell

him.

“Me?I'mokay,ifIfeellikemyjointshaveaproblem

I'llgetinsizifromKhumalo,”hesays.

Well,Irestmycase.Hecheckshisgoatsfirstand



thengotohisbedroom.Finally!

IgrabtheextrablanketMam'JabufeelslikeI'm

goingtoneedandfetchNdabukofromthecar.

.

.

ThisisthemostfrustratingjourneyI'veevertaken.

I'mscaredaboutBab'Maqhawe’sdreams-whatif

somethingbadhappens?Whatifitendsinblood?

I'malsoangryatQondani,howcanhebesostupid

andvulnerable?HegrewupinNyandeni,herded

cowsandpartookinstick-fights.Heshouldhavea

backbone,anelementofcontrolinhisbones.

IknowIshouldbeangryatNdabukotoo,he'sthe

rootofallofthis,butthenagain,heisn'tmuch

controlofhislife.Ourliveswereplannedbyadead

man,andIknowhim,Iknowhisheart,he'dnever

intentionallyhurtanyone.

--

It'satinybrick-houseaboveabusystreet,with

neighborsjustafenceawayfromeachother.His



vanisparkedinhistenfeetyardlikeithasn'tbeen

movedindays.

Theburglar-gateisclosedandthedoorbehindit

slightlyopened.Iwanttoknock,justforformalities

andrespectformybrother,butNdabukohas

alreadykickedtheburglar-gateandforcefully

pushedthedoor.

WewalkontoQondaniwashingdishesontopof

thetable.TheTVisplayingloudlyinthenextroom.

HehasnevermetNdabuko,hiseyesareallout,

jumpingfromhimtome.He'slookingforan

explanation.

“Ndondo?”He'spushingthebasinwithapileof

dishesawayanddryinghishandswithacloth,his

eyesarequestioningme.

“Where'sFuze?”Ndabukoasks,walkingpasthim

andapproachingtheroomwheretheTVsoundis

comingfrom.

“WhothehellisthisNdondo?”



“That'sNdabuko,themanZamafuzeandIare

fightingover.You'rejustabaitshewasusingtoget

me,nowI'mhere!”

Iwasangry,butIdidn'trealizeitwasthismuch,I'm

sweatingjustatthesoundofhervoice.She's

arguingwithNdabukoandhervoiceisrisingabove

theTV.

Backtothisone…

“Shetoldmethestorywhenshesawyourpictures

inmyphone.Buthonestly,you'renotthereason

whyshe'swithme.Weloveeachother,”hesays.

Lord!Whatkindofnonsenseisthis?

“You'vebeenwithheronlyforafewweeksandyou

alreadyknowher.Qondaniwakeup!Thiswhole

thingwasplanned,itwasn'tacoincidence.”Lord,

whycan'thisbraincellsdotheirjobproperly?

“NdondoIhopeyoudidn'tleaveyourmansionto

comehereandtellmewhotodateandwhatnot.

Yourpastdon’tdictatewhoIdate,yourhistorywith

MaFuzehasnothingtodowithme.Iloveherand

shehasprovenhowmuchshelovesmeback.”



JesuKrestu!Ntethelelo'swordsringinmyhead;“he

isalreadyin,toodeep.”Zamafuzeischillinginfront

oftheTVandhe'swashingdishes,potsareboiling

onthestoveandhe'salreadyconvincedthatthis

womanloveshimtodeath.Heseesnothingbeyond

thisbeautifulrelationshipthatsprungfrom

FacebookandburstintoaRomeoandJuliet

romance.Ihope,infactIpray,thatshedidn'tdo

anythingtohim.Ntethelelo'swordsdon'tgiveme

anycomfort.

“Whataboutyourkids?Yourparents?Areyoujust

goingtoturnyourbackatyourfamily?”I'm

defeated.Ithoughthe'dseethingsfromadifferent

perspectiveafterthis.

“Skoni!”

No,thebit€hdidn't!I'mgoingtopopthisbabyout

rightnowandstranglehertodeath!

Idon'tknowwhenandhowNdabukogottomeand

pinnedmetothewallsofast,beforeIcantakethe

secondsteptowardsher.

She'ssmiling,herarmislinkedonQondani's.This



isjustagametoher,howcanQondaninotseethis?

“Sthandwasamipleasecalmdown,”Ndabuko.

“She'splayingwithmybrother;makinghimwash

dishesandcookforher.He'salreadygivingallhis

moneytoher.Whatdidyougivetohim?”

Shelaughs.Fatherfu€ker!

“Sayssomeonewho'salwaysonbedwhile

Ndabukocookandserveher.Girl,beserious.You're

nottheonlyonewhodeservestobetreatedlikea

queen.”

Shemustn'tdarecomparemetoherself,even

QondanitoNdabuko,becauseNdabukoisnaturally

romanticanddomesticallyskilled.Noboyfrom

Nyandenibelievesinwashingdishesforawoman,

especiallynotaSibisiman.

Ndabukoholdsbothmyarms.NowI'mconvinced

thathecameheretoguardme.Heknewthatthings

weregoingtobehectic.

“Ifyoulovehimasmuchasyouclaimthenwhyare



younotlettinghimgotoseehiskids?”Iaskthe

bit€h.

“Sweetheart,we'llfetchthekidsandthey'llspend

theholidayswithus.Don'tsweat,”shesays.

“Overmydeadbody!”She'snotgoinganywhere

nearthosekids.Notforholidays,notforanything!

“Ndondoplease,Idon'tneedallthisnoise.Please

leave,”Qondanisays.

I'mindisbelief!

“I'mtakingcareofyourkids;thatalonepissesme

off.I'dgladlytakecareofyourkidsifIsawyour

coffingoingdowntothegrave,notwhileyou're

breathing,fu€kingwomenandthinkingwithyour

di€k!”

Hedropshiseyes.Apartofhimishurtbymy

words,butahugepartofhimbelievesthathisheart

ishere,thatwhatevercraphe'sdoingisokay.

“IloveyouQondani.Ihopewheneveryoudecideto

comebackhomeit'llbebyyourvan,withyouonthe

steeringwheel.Notsomethingelse,”Iturnmyhead



toNdabuko,“Let'sgobabe.”I'mhurt.Iwantto

screammylungsoutbutIdon'twanttogive

Zamafuzethatsatisfaction.

He'swalkingcloselybehindme,he'sprobablynot

sureifI'mgoingtoturnbackandjumpon

Zamafuze.

Whenwewalkthroughthedoorhestopsandlooks

backatthem.

“Itwasnicemeetingyousbari.Fuze,I'msorry,I

reallyam.I'vehurtyouonce,unintentionally,andI

don'twanttodoitagain,becauseifIdo,it'llbe

deliberatelyandyouwon'tlikeit.”It'sacalmthreat

butbecauseIknowhim,Iknowthathemeansit.

Zamafuzemaypushhimtoofarandlosewhatever

respectanddebtshehasoverhim.

I'mnotsurewhatmynextmoveis;howdoyouhelp

someonewhodoesn'trealizethatheneedshelp?

HowdoIprovetoQondanithathe'sbeingplayed?

EvenifIbringNtethelelohere,he'llbelieve

Zamafuzeoverhim.



IleanbackontheseatandwaitforNdabuko.He's

havingoneofhisstress-relievingsmokebytheside

oftheroad,andI'mhere,thinking;wherecanone

getice-cubesinthisplace?

.

.

SNAKHO

It's4:36inthemorning,afewdaysbeforethe

familyflytoClarens.Khosiiscomingandshe'sthe

onewho'sbeenhelpingSnakhoplaneverything.

Maqhingaisdownforanything;Spadates,picnics

andallotherthingsNdlalifaandNgidiconsider

girlishandunnecessary.Ndlalifaisstillgathering

strengthtoaskThalentetocomewithhim.Ifhe's

flyingtoanotherprovince,tostareattheunmoving

mountainsandflowingriverstreams,whichhe

neverthoughthe'ddoinhislife,itwouldbean

honourforhimtohave“hiswoman"byhisside.



Ngidiisdoingthisforhiskids,heretiredsothathe

canbethefathertheyhavealwaysdreamedof.And

ifthatfatherwearswhitegowns,putscucumber

slicesonhiseyesanddiscusseswhodrawsbetter

eyebrowsbetweenKylieJennerandMihlali

Ndamase,sobeit.He'llbethatfather.

Snakhogruntsascoldairflushesacrossherface.

Sheputsherrobeon,it'ssodamncoldandthis

hugeroomisn'tdoinganyjustice.Butshelovesher

room,it'sherdreambedroom.Finally,shehasa

walk-incloset,clothesfromherfavouritedesigners

andalltheexpensivebrandsthatsheusedto

dreamof.Sheownseverythingshe'severwanted.

AtriptoClarensisherlastdreamtocometrue.

Maybenotlast-last,thelastonewouldbetotakeall

hershittyloadoffSnalo'sshoulders,togiveback

herindividualityandhelpNgidirestorewhateverit

isthathasbeenbrokeninsideher.That'sherlast

dream-herlastduty;tobreakthebond,toseparate

SnalofromSnakho,toun-dividetheattention.Each

toherownself!



ShetiptoesallthewaytoNgidi'sroomandknocks

softlyoutsidethedoor.

“Whoisthat?”Hisvoiceyellsfrominside.

“Meee…”Shepressesherlipstogetherandherear

againstthedoor.Ishisdi€k-keeperinsidehere?

Hopefullynot.

Thedooropensafterafewminutes.He'sdressed

upanddecent.

“What'swrongMaNgidi?”Hefrownsashiseyes

landonher.Didanyonedisturbhisprincessfrom

herbeautysleep?

“No,I'mbored,”Snakhosays.

Heglancesbackinsidetheroom,checkingthe

watchonthewall.It'sdamn4:41!

“You'reboredatthistime?”heasks.

Snakhopushesherwayinsideandwalkstohisbed.

Thisoneisbiggerthananyotherbedroominthis

house.Thebedlooksvery…itiscomfortable.She

bumpsherassonitafewtimesbeforeresting



downonthepillow.

“You'regoingtobreakmybed,”Ngidisays.He

climbsonthebed,pushesherlegstoonesideand

slidesundercovers.

“Ican'tbreaksuchabigbedandbesides,youcan

buyanewone,justlikethis!”Snakhosaysand

snapsherfingers.

“Moneydoesn'tgrowontreesMaNgidi,”hesays.

“Moneyismadeoutofpaperandpaperismadeout

oftrees.Soitdoes,”she'spullingdownher

dreadlocksandrapidlyblinkinghercuteeyes.

“Doyouhaveascissoraround?”sheasks.

“CheckinthedrawersKhwezilokusa.It'snoteven5

o'clockforChrist'ssake!”

Shejumpsoutofbed.Ngidireleasesalowgruntas

thebedbounceswithhim.

She'sopeningthedrawers,leavingsomeopenand

thingslyingontop.

“Gotit!DoIneedachair?OrIcanjustsitonthe

floorandyouonthebed,”shesays.Sometimesshe



doesn'texplainherself,shethinkspeopleliveinside

herhead.AndpeoplewonderwhyNgidilaughs

aloneattimes;hiskidsareaspecialcase.

“WhatarewedoingMaNgidiomuhle?”He’s

yawning.Really?Can'tonebeafatherduringthe

dayandsleepatnight?

“Iwantyoutocutoffmydreadlocks.Snalo…Imean,

Thingo,cantakethemandextendherstomake

themlonger,”shesays,pullsthecoveroffherfather

andwrapsitaroundherselfasshesitsonthefloor

nexttothebed.

Thebluescissorislyingontheedgeofthebed,

waitingforNgiditopickitupandbecomeabarber,

byfire,byforce.

[03/14,09:10] :Chapter34

Thalente

Ishouldn'thaveagreedtothis.ThetwoTyraBanks

arehere,lookingdrop-gorgeousasever.Theother

onedoesn'thavedreadlocksanymore,shehascut



herhairshort.Nowit'seasytotellthemapart;

SnaloistheLuckyDubeandSnakhoisthemanof

thepair.Theeldersister,Nomkhosi,istheuptight

type.Shesayswhatshesays,whenshesaysit,and

thenboreseveryonewithherbigeyes.

Maqhingaontheotherhand,hethinksevery

thoughtthatcomesintohisheadisworthbeing

heardbyeveryone.He'ssittingalone,attheback,

withhisfeetupontheseatandyellingwhateverit

isthathe'ssaying.

Ngidi,ohman!He'sbeenstaringatusandnot

sayingasingleword.He,morethanallofthem,

makesmeuncomfortable.Hisstareispiercingand

deliveringamessageIcannotread.

WeareheadingtoMtHorebManorwherewe'llbe

squattingwhilewearehere.Clarensisreallya

beautifulplace,Snakhoisdefinitelythegirlyou

wantinyourcorner,shehasagoodtastein

everything.

I'mnotsurewhyexactlyI’mhere,travellingto



hotelswiththem,thiswholetripisforNgidiandhis

childrentobond.ButNdlalifathreatenednotto

comeandSnakhohadtogetonthephonefor10

minutes,beggingmetocome.

Heishere,nexttome,withhisarmaroundmy

shoulder,andlookingbored.Hekeepstellingthe

driverhowtodriveandwhentoovertakeothercars.

Yesthisisataxi,wewouldn'thavefittedinacab,

butit’snothistaxi!Heshouldletthismandrivehis

taxithewayhewants.ThisisnotKZN,he'snota

taxiownerthisside.

It'sstillearly,around1pm.Snakhohadathing

plannedout,somethingaboutclimbingmountains,

butnobodyisinterested.Wearealltired,soasmall

lunch,whichisbigbecausethey'retheNgidis,has

beenprepared.

I'mnotsurehowtodressup.YesI'mnotamakoti

butthevillagegirlinmedoesn'tallowmetowalkin

avestandshortinfrontofNdlalifa'sfather.That's

nothowthingsaredonewhereIcomefrom.



Iputtwodressesaside,hopingthatwhenNdlalifa

comesoutofthebathroomhe'llhelpmechoose.

Istandinfrontofthemirrorandapplylotionon

everyinchofmybody.Idon'tneedtolooklikethe

TyraBanksorKhosiwithherfirmbodyandtiny

waist.ButIcanglow,flauntmycurvesandmake

myafrolookpresentable.

Ndlalifafinallywalksoutofthebathroom.He's

alreadydressed.Beingamanisnotthathard;you

jumpintotheshowerforthreeandahalfsecond,

applylotiononlyonyourarms,legsandface,

withoutdryingyourbodyandslideintoyour

trousers.Chhh-chhhthebodysprayandta-da,

you'redone!

“Whichdressdoyoulikebetweenthosetwo?”Iask,

puttingearringson,infrontofthemirror.

“Ilikethemboth,”hesays.

ThisisdefinitelynottheanswerI'mlookingfor.And



whyishecomingtome?

“Ican'twearthemboth,Ineedtochooseone,”Itell

him.

He'sbreathingbehindme.Hisarmsaresnaked

aroundmywaist.

“Forgetaboutthedress.Whydoyoulooksosexy?”

Hishandsstartcaressingmybarethighs.MaybeI

shouldn'thavestoodhereonlyinunderwear.

“LookathowexcitedHlomukais,”hesays.

Idon'tbotherturningmyhead.Hedecidestopush

mybuttwithhis“excitedHlomuka.”

“FiveminutesMaMbatha.Juststandlikethis…”

He'spushingmylegsapartwithhisknee.

“Ndlalifa!”Iexclaim.

Oureyesmeetthroughthereflectionofamirror.

He'slickinghislipsandbrushingmymoundover

thepanty.I'mgettingthere,histouchmakesme

weak,butwecan't.Imean,whodoesthisbefore

familylunch?Ididn'tcomehereto…

“Ndlalifa,”nowI'mcallinghisnamesoftly.His



fingerhasslidethroughthesideofmypanty,it's

rubbingmynubtenderly.Asoftmoanescapesmy

lips.

Hepresseshisheadonmybackandreleaseslow

groansthatsendmewhoreland.Hisfingeris

workingonbringingmetoabrinkoforgasm.

“Canyouholdyourkneesformebaby?”Hedoesn't

needtoask.Ipulldownmypantyandstepoverit.

Myhandstouchmykneesandmybehindstickson

histhighs.

Herubsallovermywetfleshwithhisshaft.I'mnot

adictator,maybebecauseI'mnotanexpertand

thisrelationshipisstillnew,buttodayIneedhim

insideme.

“Ndlalifajustdoonething,”that'swhatIsay.It

doesn'tsoundwrongthisway.

“Relaxbaby,you'llgetyourthing.It'syours.”He's

stillteasingmyclitwiththetipandmylipsare

quiveringinhunger.

“Hlomukaplease,”Ibeg,almostintears.



“Whybaby?”Isthisevenaquestionheshouldbe

askingmerightnow?He'scirclingaroundmy

opening.IswearI'mabouttoreverseonthisman!

“BecauseImissyou,”Isay.

“Youmissmeormydi€k?”heasks.

Lord,thisistorture!DoIneedtoputitlikethat?

“Both,”Isay.

Hestops,liftsmeupandturnsmearound.

“Ilovethepeachonewithbuttonsatthefront,”he

says.

I'mlost.Whatishetalkingabout?Buttonsatthe

frontarenotgoingtogivemeanorgasm.Whatthe

hell!

“Thedress,”hesayswithagrinonhisface.

I'mnotdoingthiswithhim.Ipushhim,ofcoursehe

doesn'tmoveaninch,soIwalkpasthimandgrab

onedressonmywaytothebathroom.

“ThalenteIwasjustpullingyourleg,pleasecome

back.”He'srunningbehindme.Ishutthedoor,but



heopensitbecauseheishim.

“Sthandwasami,”he'sholdingmeandgrindinghis

erectshaftagainstmybehind.

Iwipemywetbottomandputmydresson.No

pantyandIdon’tcare.

“Thalentecomeon,”hisvoiceisbreaking,he's

tryingtoliftmydressup.

“You'llfindmethere,”Isay,stridingoutofthe

bathroomandleavinghimwithhisup-pointing

shaftburstingwithnerves.

--

Okay,Ididn'tthinkthisthrough.I'mgoingtojoin

thosepeople?Walkingalone?They'realreadydeep

inaconversation,whatamIgoingtosay?I'msure

they'rediscussingseriousthingsandIhavenothing

seriousthatIcancontribute,exceptmyshaky

relationshipwithmyemployers.

MaybeIshouldlurksomewhereandwaitfor

Ndlalifa.Gosh,thisruinsallmyangerplans.

“Thalentewearehere!”Snakhoyellswithher



fingerssnapping.

Theyalllifttheirheadsandlookatmydirection.I

don'thaveachoicebuttojointhem.

ThefakesmileI'vebeenputtingontoday!Ideserve

anaward.

“Where'sNdlalifa?”Khosiasks.

“He'scoming,”Isay.

Shenodsandsipsherdrink.I'venoticedthatshe's

theoneclosertohim.Theytalk,nodatwhatever

oneofthemissayingandlaughbriefly.Theyget

eachothermorethananyoneinthisworldcanever

getthem.

SnalolovesMaqhinga,Ithinkthey'reapairof

gossipers.Itcan'tbethatwhenevertheybreakinto

laughterit'stheirgoddamnbusiness,obviouslythey

laughatotherpeople.Snakholoveseveryone.She

talksalot,Ilovethatabouther.Ilovepeoplewho

talk,they'rethehappiest.

Itdoesn'ttakeverylongforNdlalifatojoinus.I



don'tneedtoturnmyheadtoknowthathe'sangry.

Icanhearthepatternofhisbreaths,Idon'tthinkI'm

braveenoughtofacehim.

“Soyou'rejustgoingtobringawomanandnotsay

anythingabouther?”That'shisfather.I'mnotsure

whathe'stryingtoaskbutIcantellthathe'seither

pissedordisappointed.Comingherewasabad

idea.I'mjustanintruder.

“BabayouknowThalente,”Ndlalifasays.Hisarmis

notaroundme,thisisdefinitelyraisingaflagfor

everyone.

“Idon'tknowanyone,”hisfathersays.

I'mnotsureifIshouldbeinsultedorjustletitslide.

Thismanknowsme,weeventalked!

Ndlalifaswingstheglassinhishandthathejust

pickedupandpointsatme.

“Okay,thisisThalenteMbathafromKhangelaniin

Ngudwini.”He'sdoneandtakingagulpfromhis

glass.Buthisfatherisnot,hiseyesarenarrowedat

Ndlalifa.Hewantsdetails.



“Talkkhehla!”Ithoughthe'dstayquietfora

moment.He'ssittingnexttohisfatherandenjoying

everysecondoftorturehisbrotherisgetting.

“Shesaysshelovesme,”Ndlalifasays,referringto

me,andshrugshisshoulders.

Nowthatbringsalleyesonme.Hisbrotherhas

stoppedmocking,hiseyebrowiscockedupatme.I

don'tthinkthey'dhesitatecomingformeifIdo

anythingtotheirbrother.

“Whyareyoutalkingasifherwordsdon'tmatchher

actions?”That'stheuptighteldersister,she's

staringatmelikeshe'sreadytosendmetothe

nearesttrainstationwithmybags.

“Maybeit'smewhodoesn'tunderstandwomen,or

thiswholelovething,Idon'tknow.MaybeIexpect

toomuchfromit.”He'sblinkingrapidly.Iknewhe

wasangrybutnottothisdegreeofquestioningmy

loveforhiminfrontofhiswholefamily.

“WhathappenedMaMbatha?”Ngidiasks.Thesame

manwhodeniedknowingmejustafewminutes

ago.



IturnmyeyestoNdlalifa.HeisANGRY!

“Whathappened?”Iposethequestiontohim.

There'snowayI'mtellinghisfatherthecauseofour

fight.AndIknowhewon'ttellhimeither.This

should'veremainedbetweenthetwoofus.

“Iwasjustpullingherlegandshewalkedouton

me,”hesays.

Thisiswastingtheirtime,theystartpassingthings

aroundandtalkingaboutotherthings.Butnot

Maqhinga,he'sstillstaringatus.

“Whatexactlywereyoupullingherlegabout?”he

asks.

“ThepossibilitythatImayshootmystupidbrother

inthearse,”Ndlalifasays.

Hisfatherlooksupwithhisbrowssnapped.

Maqhingaisrolledinafitoflaughter.

“Whatdoyouknowaboutshooting?You'restill

cryingoverMaMbathawalkingoutonyou.Puthim

inhislineMaMbatha,don'tlethisheightintimidate

you!”Ngidi.



Thisisaverystrangefamilybutokay.Fora

momentIthoughteveryonewasagainstme.

--

Thebrainbehindthiswholetripisonherfeetand

explainingtomorrow'sactivities.Snalois

exclusivelybookedintofishingwithNgidi,whileall

ofuswillbehorse-riding.Laterthere'samassage

thinghappeningandafamily’swalkaroundthe

mountain.Aslongasitmakessensetoher,I'mnot

goingtobeaparty-pooper.

“Awuphentilesisi,”(You’renotwearinganypanty,

sis)That'sNdlalifainmyear.

Ikeepmypokerfaceon,Idon'tknowwhathe

intendstoachievebyremindingmethis,andI

thoughtheisstillangrywithme.

Snakhopullsmeasideandasksthatwetakeawalk,

justtoseetheplacearound.It'sveryrefreshingto

behere.I'mgladIhadachancetoexperiencethis,

evenifit'sforonceinalifetime.

“Soyouandmybrother?Doyouthinkit'lllast?”she

asks.Thisisaveryintrudingandrandomquestion.



“Idon'tknowSnakho.Therearenoguaranteesin

life.ButIlovehim.Hemakesmehappy.And

honestly,I'veneverfeltthiswaybefore,”Isay.

Shegrabsmyhandandsqueezesit.Maybethisis

theanswershewantedtohear.

“He'smybrother,Idon'tknowhimthatmuchbutI

knowonething;he'dappreciateitifyoulethim

protectyou…againstanything,justlethimknow.”

I'mnotsurewhatshemeansbutInod.Ndlalifahad

anissuewithmenotreportingRajtohim,Iguess

this“needtoprotect”stemsfromaplacetheyall

knowabout.

Myphonebeepstwotimes.Ihavecompetitions

thatI'malwaysentering,soIhavecheckifit'snota

winningSMSaskingmetocollectmymillions.

**Awuphentile!**That'sthetext.Icanfeelhot

steamcomingoutofmynose,eyesandears.What

thefu€kishisproblem?IknowthatIdidn'twear

anypanty,andthat'sbecausehesoakedmeinthe

oneIwaswearingandthendeniedmehisblack

pipe.



“Iseverythingokaybabe?”Snakhoasks.

Thatfakesmileon!Inodandlookawaybeforeshe

seesthroughme.

“Ihopeso.Let'sSkypeNdondo,”shesays.

IloveNdondoandImissherrich,snobbishass

verymuch.SheisKhosi-litebutveryadorable.Her

andNdabukomakeacutecoupleandit'sbeautiful

towatchthembeinglovey-doveywitheachother.I

hopethebabyisfine.However,Idon'thavetimeto

talktoheronthescreen.Ihavesomeonetoshutup.

“I'mcomingback.Justgrabbingsomethingfrom

mybag,”ItellSnakhoandheadbackinsidethe

building.

I'msureIlooklikeacrazywomaninthisliftand

scaringoffthesewhitepeople.I'mpissedoff!

Ndlalifaisnot12,whyisthisevenathingtohim?

Iunzipmybagandtakeoutmyunderwear.Hehas

togoandplaymerry-go-roundifhefeelslikegetting

childishagain,Iwon'tbehisvictim.



“DoIhavetoremindyouthatI'molderthanyou?”

Hisvoicestartlesme.He'swalkingthroughthedoor

withhishandstuckedinsidethepockets.

I'mfrozennexttothebed.Wheredidhecomefrom?

Ithoughthewassomewherewithhisbrother.

He'shere,nexttomeandliftingupthedressIwas

tryingtopulldown.

Hiseyesdroptomywaist.Hegrinswith

satisfaction.

“Shame!”

Whatisthatsupposedtomean?

Hepullsmyhand.“Cometoyourspot,”hesays,

leadingmeinfrontofthemirror.

Hestandsbehindmeandputshishandsonmy

shoulders.Wearebothstaringatthemirror,onour

reflection.

“Thisisus,”hesays.

Iknow,Imeanit'samirror,thatshouldbeobvious.



“Wearenotleavingthisroomuntilyoutellmewhat

Ididsowrongthatyouhadtowalkoutonme,

despitemerunningafteryouandtellingyouthatI

wasjustpullingyourleg.Thereasonyouhadto

embarrassmelikethat,”hesays.

“YouteasedmeNdlalifaandIgotfrustrated,”Isay.

Hishandsslidedownandholdmyarms.Helooks

verycalm,whichisintimidatingonitsown.

“Thatanswerisjustsilent.Youhaven'tsaid

anythingThalente.”

Howismyanswersilent?

“Speakortakeoffyourpantyandgolieonthebed.”

What?!Thosearetworidiculousoptions.

“Whyareyouactingsurprised?Wereyounotangry

atmeovermydi€k?”

Ifheputsitthatway,thenno!

“ChoosemazikhethelaSontshikazi,”hesaysand

takeshishandsoffme.

Heleavesmetomythoughtsanddisappearsinthe



bathroom.

Thedoorisnotlocked.WhatifI…?

“IwillfindyouThalenteandbringyoubackhere.

Andifanyonetriestostopme,I'lltellthemexactly

what'sgoing,”heyellsfromthebathroom.

Doeshehavehiseyesinsidemybrainnow?

Hewalksoutofthebathroom,halfnaked.Ididlie

onthebedbutIdidn'ttakeoffmypanty.Idon'tdo

wellwithinstructions,that'swhyAartiisalways

breathingdownmyneck.

HeknowsthatIdidn'ttakeitoff,heexpectedme

nottodoit,thefirstthinghedoesistoliftmylegs

upandpullitout.

Hestandsnexttowheremyheadisandstarts

strokinghisshaft.

“Suckit,”hesays.

“Suckwhat?”Iask.

“Mydi€k,”hesays.



Hahaha!It'sajoke,right?Thatwasagoodone.

TrevorNoahmustwatchout!

“Getup,”hesays.

He'sdeadserious.WTF!

“NdlalifaI'mnotsuckingyourmanhood.It'snot

happening.Youcancallafamilymeeting,standon

topofthemountainwithhorn-speakersandtellthe

wholeworldourdirtylaundry.Idon'tcare!”

“DoIneedtogetsomeoneelsetosuckit?”

What?Isthatevenlegal?

“No,you'recrazy!”Isay.

“I'mnot.Ifyou'renotgoingto…”

Gosh,doIneedtotalktohiminPortuguese?

“NdlalifaI'mnotdoingitandyou'renotgetting

anyonetodoit.Ifyou'rehornythecookieishere,

alwaysreadyforyou.That'sit!”

Helaughs,veryloud.DidIsaysomethingfunny?

“WhatifIwanttheotherhole?”heasks.



There'sanotherhole?Iwasn'tawareofthat.

“Whichone?”Iask.

“Theonebehind,”hesays.

AmIstillbreathing?GodknowsifIrunoutofhere

I'llgomissingbecauseI'llrunfaraway,farfromthe

mountainsandlife.

“No,”Isay.

“IloveyouThalente.”

That'sveryrandom,Iexpectedthedirty

conversationtogoon.Hisemotionsalwaysdisplay

inhiseyeseverytimeheconfesseshisfeelings.He

doesn'tsayitforthesakeofsayingit.Ilovethat

abouthim.

“Iloveyoutoo.Pleaseforgivemeforacting

impulsiveattimes,”Isay.

“Weneedtimetofullygraspwhatthisis.We'llwork

outsthandwasami,wejustneedtobepatientwith

oneanother.”Heclimbsonthebedandpositions

himselfbetweenmylegs.

“Pleasekissme,”Isay.



Hesmiles.Thisisverycomfortableofme.

Hegrabsmylipsapart,downthere,andsweepshis

tonguebetweenmyflesh.

“NdlalifaIdidn'tmeankiss...me...there!”

Hedoesn'tcare.He'susinghismouthinwrong

placesbutitfeelssodamngood.He'smaking

weirdlickingnoisesandthataloneisenoughto

sendmetoheaven.

“HlomukaIloveyou!”Iscream.

.

.

SNALO

Everyonehasleft,exceptherandNgidi.They'renot

goingtoridehorseswithothers,thetwoofthem

wereexcluded.Butshedoesn'tmind,she'salways

hadthatmasculinesideinherthatenjoyeddoing

thingsthatwereconsideredtobemen's.Fishing

isn'tsuchabadidea.



“Areyouexcitedabouttomorrow?”Ngidiasksher,

testingthewaters.

“Yeah,”shesaysandgoesbackonherphone.

Heclearshisthroatandleansforwardonhisseat.

Beingafatherbecomesdifficultwhenitcomesto

thisone.Hedoesn'tseeherfrequentlyandeven

whenhedoes,theydon'ttalkthatmuch.

“Thereareafewpeoplethatyoucantalktoaround

here.Idon'tknowyourstoryandI’mnotgoingto

forceyoutoopenuptome.ButIwentthroughthis

withyourmother,Idon'twanttogothroughitagain.

Ifthere'sanythingwrong,Idon'tcarehowlightit

maybe,pleaseallowmetogetyouhelp.Idon't

wanttoloseyou.”

She'sstillonherphonebutnotfullyoccupiedonit.

Shedidn'texpecthimtotalklikethis.It'smaking

herabituncomfortable.

“Ihavealreadylost27yearsofyourlifeandI'mstill

losingmoretime.I'mbeggingyouMaNgidi,you

haveafathernowandhelovesyouverymuch.We

canfindasolutiontowhateveritis,inZulutheysay;



ayikhoindlovuesindwaumbokowayo.No

mountainistoohighformetoclimbforyou,”he

says.

Sheis…crying?Ngidinoticesthetearsandrushes

aroundthetabletoher.

“Talktoyourfather.Whathappenedmntanami?”he

asks.

Sheburiesherheadonhischestandsobsopenly.

They'reinthatpositionforthenextfewminutes;

she'scryingonhischestandhe'srubbingherback.

“Ihadanabortioninthestreets.BabaIswear,I'm

notacruelperson,Iwasn'treadyforababy.Iwas

veryyoungandIcouldn'taddtoMa'sfinancial

stressbybringinganothermouthtofeed.”Shesobs

louder.Luckily,it'sjustthetwoofthemhere.It's

publicbuttheyhavetheprivacy.

“Theywanttoremovemywomb.Itwasdamaged

andthere'snopossibilityoftreatment,”shesays.

Hetightenshisarmsaroundher.Thisisa

bombshell.Hewasn'texpectinganythinglikethis.

Notevenoncedidhethinkthatshemightbesick.



“You'reaNgidi,uHlomuka,uMlalazikaNoxhaka,

uBophela.There'snobattleyoucannotwin,Itrust

yourstrength.Butyou'llfightthisonewithme.I

promiseyou,mychild.”

Snakhohasbeenwatchingfromadistance.Thisis

exactlywhyshebroughtthemhere.Finally,Snalois

handlingherownshit,puttingherselffirstand

confrontingissuesthatconcernherasanindividual.

Thisisallshewanted.It'sdone.

Shethoughtshe'dbeleavingtomorrow,after

spendingmorequalitytimewiththem.Butthere's

noneedforhertostaynow.Theyneedtobondand

spendtimeasTHEYWILLBE.

Shetypesashorttextandforwardsittoeveryone:

**FAM,IHAVETOGOBACKTOKZNURGENTLY.**
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EventhoughSnakholeft,shehadeverything

organizedverywellandeveryonehadfun.There

werebondingmoments,loadsoffunand

argumentshereandthere.Ngidigotthechanceto

knowSnalobetter,theytalkedabouteverything,

includingwhathappenedtoNgobeseandthefather

ofherbaby,andtheyagreedongettingtherapy.It's

stayingbetweenthetwoofthemuntilshe'sreadyto

tellthewholefamily,that'sifshe'severgoingtotell

them.Maqhingaiskeepingacloseeyeonher.He

checksonherrandomly,becausehedoesn'tget

comfortablewhenhedoesn'tknowwhereher

thoughtsare.

ThalenteandNdlalifaaregoodnow.Theysorted

outwhatevernonsensetheywerefightingover.He

isnotleavingherside.Hecan'tseemtobeableto

puthishandsonhisownbody,they'reeitheron

Thalente'swaistorclaspedinherhands.It'sclear

toeveryonenowthatthisgirlisheretostay,

somethingaboutherbringsthelightonNdlalifa's

face.Heisadifferentpersonwhenshe'saround



andsheisn'teventryingsohardtofitinhislife.

Khosi'srelationshipwithNgidihasgrown.He'sno

longerjustherex-boss,he'snowheruncleand

thesepastfewweekshaveallowedhertogetto

knowhimforwhoheisbehindtheuptight

businessman.

NgidiisallowingNdabukotosendhisdelegation

andbuildarelationshipwithhisin-laws,thenhe'll

sendhisowndelegationtotheNseles.Inhlawulo

willbepaidonthatdayandhe'lllawfullytakehis

childrentohissurname.Wheneverythingisdone,

whenMagcinahasbeenweddedtohim,maybe,

justmaybe,he'lllookforsomeonewho'llsitonthe

mattresswhenhedies.

Theydecidedtograbasnackbeforeheadinghome.

ForachangeSnalochosewhichrestauranttogoto,

she'sfeedingthemseaspidersandsnails.She

sharesthesameloveofseafoodwithSnakhoand

Khosi.Thalentemadeitclearfromthebeginning



thatshewasn'teatinganyofthethingsthewaiter

brought.So,Ndlalifadrovetoanearfoodstallby

thebeachandgotherabeefburgerandfriedchips.

“Khweziwilllovethis,”Ngidisays,eatingonlyhalf

ofhisfoodandleavingsometobepackedbythe

waiter.

“Babarelax,sheisprobablyspendingyourmoney

onweavesaswespeak.That'stheonlyreasonwhy

shecutherdreadlocks;towearweaves,”Snalo

sayswithaneye-roll.Shedoesn'tcallhim“Sir"now,

he'supgradedtoBaba.Itallchangedoverthe

weekend.

“Mytaxisareontheroadtopayforwhateverthat

mykidswant.Ifit'shorsetailsthattheywant,sobe

it,”Ngidisays.

Thisisgreat.He'sdoinganamazingjobasafather

buthe'soverdoingitandKhosiisalittlebitaverse

aboutthiswholenewlifestyle.

“Onedaytheyhavetoruntheirownhouseholdsand

raisetheirownkids.It'sokaytoberichbut

irresponsibilityleadstopoverty.Snakhoshouldn't



haveresigned.Idon'tthinkitwasawisedecision,”

shesaysandsipsonherwine.

Ngidishrugshisshoulders.

“AllIwantisforhertoliveherbestlife.Ifshefeels

likeshe'stiredofworkingI'mnotgoingtoforceher

todoit,”hesays.

“Mhhhh,”-Khosi.

Snakhohasturnedintoaslay-queenandshe

doesn'tlikethatonebit.Thetwinsshehelpedher

motherraisewereresponsiblebeautyqueenswith

brains.MaybesheshouldsitdownwithSnakhoand

askheraboutstartingasmallbusiness,justsoshe

canhavesomethingonhername.

“Onalighternotethough,Ithinksomeoneneedsto

donateagymequipmenttoNgidi,”Snalosays.

Everyonebreaksintolaughter.

“Forwhat?Idon'tneedtohavesix-pack,that'sfor

MaqhingaandNdlalifa,”Ngidisaysindefense.He

doesn'tneedacertaintypeofbody,hehasmore

seriousthingstoworryabout.



“Butweneedastepmother,”Maqhingasays.Him

andSnalolookateachotherandshareabrief

laughter.

“Hopefullyitwon'tbethatjezebelyoucalla

housekeeper,”Ndlalifasays.

Gasps!Thalenteisgivinghimalookandhe's

makingsurethatheignoresher.

“No,seriouslyBaba,youhavetofirethatgirl,”he

says.

“Sincewhendoyoucareaboutanythingthat’s

happeninginmyhouse?ShewillleavewhenIwant

hertoleaveandyou'llstopmakingher

uncomfortableNdlalifa.”

“Okayokay!Everybodyrelax.Wehaveabottleof

champagnecoming,”Snaloannouncesonherfeet,

withherhandsputupinsurrender.She'sbeenina

nutshellherwholelife,mindinghersorrowsand

planningmurderersinherhead,thischaoticlifeis

newtoherbutthere'sanelementofhappinessinit.

Havingpeoplewhohaveyourbloodrunningintheir

veins,peoplewhocandoanythingforyouyetthey



fightyoulikecrazy,hastobethemostfascinating

inlife.

Shetwiststhecapofthebottleandthebubblespop

up.Theyallcheeraroundandbringtheirglasses

forward.Thisiswhatfamilyisallabout,Snakho

shouldn'thaveleft,Ndondowould'vehandled

whateversheneededtoattend.Shehasmissedout

allthefun!

“Let'stoast!”

Theyallraisetheirglasses.

“Tofitnessandhealthydiet,”shesays.

NgidiandNdlalifaonlyheardajoke;they'redead

withlaughter.Diet???

“GuysI'mserious,”Snalosays.

“Countmeout,”Ndlalifasays.

Ngidiisstilllaughing.Thalenteisfeelingguilty

abouttheburgershejustmurdered-issheeven

goingtofitinthisfamily?WhataboutAarti'sbunny-

chow?



“Okay,wearetoastingtofamily,goodhealth,unity

andpeace,”Khosisays.Nowthisissomethingthey

cantoastto,theyallclicktheirglasseswithsmiles

ontheirfaces.

Thisisanewbeginning,somearealreadytwo

stepsinsidetheirbeginnings,andthefuturelooks

promising.

Theyarenotdone.Ngidiwantsallofthem,Thalente

included,topassbyhishouse,justforonelast

moment.Atthebeginningofthistriphewasjust

doingthisforSnakhobutnowhe'sintoit,hewants

moreofthesefamilytrips,hewantstogetcrazy

withhiskids,climbmountainsandposefor

thousandpictures,he'sdownforitall.

“IsHalfevenhere?”Maqhingaasks,walkingatthe

front,NgidiisbehindhimwithKhosinexttohim.

They'reinadeepBantwanaHoldingsdiscussion,

that'ssomethingyoucan'ttakeawayfromthem;

talkingaboutbusinessatthewrongtime.

“Ican'tbelieveIcaughtafishandnoneofyoudid,”



that'sSnalo,thistopicisnowcold,she'sbeen

repeatingonethingsinceyesterday.Maqhinga

declaredthefishsick,becausethere'snowaya

healthyfishcould'vebeencaughtbyher.

“Notallofuswentfishing,sodon'tincludeus,”

Ndlalifasays.

“Yes,ifIwasthereIwould'vecaughtallthefishes

there.Ishouldteachmysonsometricks,”

Maqhingasays,directingtoNgidiwhodidn'tcatch

evenanoldshoefromthewater.

Thewholeblockwasquietbeforetheirarrival.One

isyelling,anotheroneislaughingloudlikeahyena,

inthatverysameminutethere'sanupcoming

musiciansinginghisheartout.

“FindKhweziandtellhertocomeandgetthefoodI

broughtforher,”NgiditellsSnaloasshewheelsher

suitcaseinsidethehouse.

Sheleavesitonthefloorandleaves.

Snakho’sroomisonherleft,aftertheTVroom,but



somethingfeelsdifferent,likeshe'snotallowedto

enterinsideherroom.Shestopsoutsidethedoor

andmakesaU-turn.Herheartisbeatingbeyond

normal.Somethingismissing,it’sbeenmissing

sincetheygottoClarens,surelythislightness

doesn'tcomefromtheloadshesharedwithher

father,beforethetripshehadloadsofheavy

luggages.Therewasnoglimpseofhope,shedidn't

havethesehighhopesshehasnow.Shedidn't

rememberthegoodpartsofherchildhood.She

rememberednothingpositiveaboutherself.Herlife

wasadeepseaandhersouljustasinkingship.

“WhereisKhwezi?”Ngidiaskswithafrown.

“Inherbedroom.Ididn'tcallher,”Snalosays,

fiddlingwithherfingersandstampingherfooton

thefloorrestlessly.

Ngiditakesthewrappedfoodcontainerandheads

uptoSnakho’sbedroom.WithNdlalifahereitwould

behardforhimtosneakintothecottageandhit

oneround.That'stheonlythingmissingtoputhis



moodat100.

“Khwezi!”heyellsafewfeetawayfromherdoorto

givehertheheads-up,justincaseshe'snotdecent.

“WearebackMaNgidi,”hesaysandpushesthe

door.

Theheatinsidehere!

“Areyousteaminghere?It'ssodamnhot.Here,I

broughtyour‘seathings’,”hesays,lettinghimself

inside.

Oh…she'snotonbed.There'saheavyshadow

behindhim.Heslowlyturnshisheadaround,his

eyesgouptohisdaughterhangingfromtheceiling

lifelessly

“Khwezi!”Hishigh-pitchedvoicealarmsthosewho

aregatheredintheloungedownstairs.

SnaloremainswithThalenteonthecouchwhile

Ndlalifa,MaqhingaandKhosichaseoneanotherup

thestairway.

NgidiisstillcallingoutSnakho;“Khwezi!Khwezi!

Khwezi!”Nowthey'reconvincedthatsomethingis



wrong.

Khosiisthefirstonetowalkin.Sheletsoutashrill

screamashereyeslandonSnakho’sbodyhanging

fromarope.Ngidiisholdingherfloatinglegsand

tryingtopullherdown.Nobodyknowshowlong

she'sbeenhere,butitneedsnoparamedictoknow

thatshe'snomore.

“Snakho?!”Maqhingaexclaimsatthedoor.His

headisspinning,thiscan'tbetrue!ThisisSnakho,

notSnalo!Thisonecouldn'thavecommitted

suicide;shedidn'thaveitinher.

Ndlalifawalksinandpullshisfatheraway.They

needtocallthepolice,there'snothingtheycando

orsaytowakeherup.She'sgoneanditwasher

decision.

“Maqhingacallthepolice,”heinstructs.

Ngidihastobetakenoutoftheroombecausehe

won'tstoptryingtopulldownSnakho’sbody.He's

neverfeltsohelplessandpowerlessinhislife.How

canKhwezidothistohim?Now,outofalltime?



Whatcould'vebeensobadthatshecouldn'teven

talktohersistersandbrothersaboutit?

Thepolicearrive,Ndlalifaistheonewho's

answeringallthequestionsbecauseNgidiisa

mess.ThalenteandNdondoareattendingSnalo

andKhosi.

Couldn'tshewaitforthemtocomeback?Wasither

plantosendthemtoanotherprovince,leavethem

theretohavefunwhileshecomesbackheretoend

herlife?Thebiggestquestionis;why???

Thepolicearedonewiththeirexaminations,they

havetounhookherfromtheropeandtakeher

down.Oneofthetaxidriver'swifewho'scloseto

Ngidicamehereintheblinkofaneye.

“Ngonyamayouneedtotalktoherfirstand

reprimandher,”shesaysandordersoneofthe

boysfromthecrowdgatheredinthepassageto

rushoutandgetastick.



Ngidiisnotgoingtobeabletodoit.Thishasn't

sunkinhishead.Hewantsachancetotouchhis

daughter,toaskhertowakeupandtellhimwhat

wentwrong.Heshould'veseenbehindherhappy

smile,maybeheshould'vesatdownbothofthem,

herandSnalo,andgottoknowtheminadeeper

level.Heshouldn'thavejustassumedthatbuying

hereverythingshewantedwasenough.

HefailedMagcinaandnowhe'sfailedtheir

daughtertoo.

Theboyisbackwithathinstick.It'shandedoverto

Ngidi,heneedstogetoffthatchairanddowhathe

needstodo.Thepoliceareonduty;theyhaveother

casestoattend.ButNgidi'shandistrembling,he

cannotlifthishandonhisdaughterwhenshe's

dead.Phumzilecould'vedonethisonhisbehalf,

becauseithastobedone,Snakhowasachild,in

God'seyesandintheeyesofthecommunity,she

needstobereprimandedfortakingsuchaharsh

decision,foractinglikeGoduponherownlife.



Ndlalifapushesthroughafewpeopleandtakesthe

stickfromhisfather'stremblinghands,hecan't

standseeinghissisterhangingontheropelikethis

anymore.

Hecandothis!Hestopsjustafewinchesaway

fromherandtakesadeepbreath.

“SnakhoKhweziNgidi,whydidyouhavetodothis?

Whyareyouputtingusthroughthisknowingvery

wellthatwearestilltryingtogothroughother

painfullosses?Sna…kho…!”Heburieshisfaceand

releasesaheavysigh.Heremoveshishandsoffhis

face,clencheshisjawstightlyandgivesheraweak

beating.Hisfather'swordscutdeeplythroughhis

heart;“Ndlalifa,mydaughter!”Alumpisrisingup

histhroatbutheswallowsitback.Hecannotbreak

down,nothimtoo!

It'sdone.She'stakendownandputinsideabody

bag.Ndlalifaleavesthecrowdandclimbsdownthe

stairs.Hisvisionisblur,he'sfollowinghisfeetand

hisfeetarefollowingthequietness.Hewantstobe



alone,outofeveryone'seyesthatexpecthimtobe

strong.Heisnotevensurewhereheisheading.

“Ndlalifa!”Thalente'svoicecomesbehindhim.

Itcompletelyslippedoutofhisheadthathebrought

someonehome.Sheshouldn'thavebeenhereto

witnessthistrauma.

“Iwillcalloneofthedriversandaskhimtotakeyou

toCannelands.Ifyou'rescaredtobealonetonight

youcangotoNdondo'shouse,I'llletherknow,”he

says,brushingherarmtenderly.

“Areyouokay?”Thalenteasks,staringupathim

withsadnesscanopyinghereyes.

“Ijustneedamoment.TherearesomanythingsI

havetodo.SomeonehastokeepaneyeonNgidi

andIdon'tevenknowwho.SnaloandMaqhinga…”

He'sbreathingheavily,strugglingtogetwordsout

ofhismouthbuthe'sstillstandingtall.

Thalentewrapsherarmsaroundhim.Hischest

tightens,Thalente'stighthugisalsonotmaking

thingseasy.



“Pleaseletme…”Heremovesherarmsandslides

downtothefloor.Hesitslegsflatdownonthefloor

andshutshiseyesfirmly.

Thalentelowersherselfnexttohim.Nobody

could'vepredictedthistripendingthisway.

“Whywouldsheputusthroughthis?”heasksina

low,tremblingvoice.

Unfortunately,Snakhodidn'tdothesuicide

traditions;writinglettersandsayingsubtle

goodbyes.Shedidn'thaveanylowmoments,there

werenopointswhereonecouldsay“thiswasher

breakingpoint.”Shejustendeditandlefteveryone

withunansweredquestions.

Snaloisamessoftears.Shefeltthis,formany

yearsinherlife,endingherlifepoppedinhermind

everynowandthen.Therewasnothinginparticular,

nothingshecould'vepointedoutandsaid“Iwantto

diebecauseofone&two.”Shejustfeltthedrift,the

heavyloadoverhershouldersandallthememories

ofbadthingsSnakhohadgonethrough.Herillness



wasjustaconvincingvoiceinherhead;“Nowyou

can'thavechildrentoo!”andshe'dfeeltheworld

shuttingdownonher.

Theydidn'thaveatelepathylikeotheridentical

twins.Theirconnectionwastwistedinitsownway.

BackinprimaryschoolSnakhowouldgetintrouble

andgetthepipepunishmentfromtheschool

principal,butitwasSnalowhowouldbleedonher

behalf.Shewasalwaystheretospirituallytakeher

painandmakeitherown.Itgrewwiththemand

peoplenoticed.TheytoldPhumziletosendoneof

themaway,togrowinadifferentenvironmentso

thattheextraordinarybondcouldbebroken.But

Phumzilewantedtoraisebothofthem,shewasn't

goingtogiveeitherofthemaway.Soitgrewwith

them,concealingfeelingsandsometimesswapping

thoughtsofoneanother.

DreadlockslieontopofSnalo'sbed.Snakhocut

themoutnotsolongago.Whydidsheleavethem

here?Snalopicksupasingleonestaresatit.

They'vehadthemforfiveyears,itshould'veraised



hereyeswhenshesuddenlygotridofhers.They

saidtheirhairwastheirstrengthandSnakhocutoff

her“strength”beforetakingthetrip.Sheleftitfor

herandwithhershetookhalfoftheluggageSnalo

hadoverhershoulders.
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NDONDO

Ihaven'thadtimetobeincontactwithmyown

emotions,IhadtotakecareofSnaloandKhosifirst.

Unlikeme,theydidn'tjustloseafriendorcolleague,

theyhavelostasister.Snaloishurtbutshe's

handlingitbetterthanKhosi.It'sguiltmorethan

anything,weallwishtherewassomethingwe

could'vedone.InoureyesSnakhowashappy,even

beforemeetingherfather,shewasalwaysthe

cheerfulone.Whatcould'vebeensodeepthatshe

couldn'tevenconfideinhertwinsister?Itdoesn't

makeanysense,Snaloistheonewho'salwayskept

herfeelingsandthoughtsinashell.Evenmeeting

herfather,whoisrichandcoulddoanythingforher,



didnotmoveher.She'sstillstayinginCornubia

withKhosiintheirsmallflat.Snakhohadthe

excitement,shewasfinallylivingthelifeshe's

alwaysdreamedof.Thelastcoupleweekswereher

happiest.Shehadeverything,well,that'swhatwe

thought.

“Areweservingthedriversoutside?”Thalenteasks

me.Idon'tknowwhatIwould'vedoneifshewasn't

here.Ndlalifawantedhertoleave,Ithinkbecause

theyjuststarteddatingandhedoesn'twantto

burdenherwithhisfamilyproblemsfromtheonset.

Butsheinsistedonstaying,nobodyisintheirright

mindsatthemoment,meincluded,hersane

presenceishelpful.

“Theycaneatwheretheyare,”Isay,standingnext

tothecounterwithacupofcoldteaI'vebeen

holdingfornearlythirtyminutes.

Shegathersafewplates,putsthemonthetrayand

disappears.Ihaven'tdoneanythingexcepttelling

herwheretofindthingsandwhodoesn'teatwhat.



“Hlasekazi,”-It’sthevoiceIhaven'theardinhours.

HisfocushasbeenonNgidisincewegothere.He

didn'tgetclosetoSnakho,mainlybecauseherand

allthegirlsarestillunhappyaboutthedramahe

broughtintomylife.Buthe’shurtingtoo,because

Ngidiislikeafathertohimandrightnowhe's

brokenbeyondrepairs.

“Howareyoudoing?”He'stakingthecupfrommy

handsandleadingmetothechair.

“Shattered,confused,regretful,betrayedandhurt,”I

tellhim.

Hegivesmyhandsatightsqueezeandliftsthemto

hislipsforasoftpeck.

“I'msosorrysthandwa,”hesaysandcontinues

holdingmyhands.Iguesshe'seithernotgoodat

consolingorhe'salsolostforwords.Wecannot

usethefamous“God'stimingisalwaysperfect”line

inthiscase,itwassolelySnakho’sdecisionand

timing,anditwasn'tanythingclosetoperfect.

Thalentewalksinandfreezesbytheentrance.



She'sstillnotfamiliarwithmanyfacesbuttheway

hereyesrunaroundandwidenatpeoplewhenthey

talkshowsthatshe'sjustwaitingtosettleinbefore

revealinghertalkativeside.

Ndlalifastandsbehindher.Shedoesn'tseehim.

He'stheonewho'sbeendoingeverythingthat

needstobedone,runningerrandsandfetching

relatives.Heistired,youcantellfromhiseyes.

Thalentefeelshimandturnsbackherhead.The

kisslandsquicklyonherlips,beforeshecouldturn

herfaceawayinembarrassment.

Ithinkthey'reperfect.Ndlalifaisgoingtosettle

downwithher.Theywillbuildsomethingconcrete

together.

“Areyouokay?”Sheholdshishandandstaresinto

hiseyes.

Hissilentresponsespeaksvolume.Heiswounded.

“Areyouhungry?”Sheletsgoofhishandandwalks

in,tothecupboardandgrabstwoplateswithout

waitingforhisresponse.Ndlalifafollowsinandsits

nexttous.



MaybeIshouldhelpherwiththedrinks.Shecan't

serveherboyfriendandminewhileI'mbottominga

chair.

IpourCokeforNdlalifaandwaterwithlemonslices

forNdabuko.

“Hedrinksthat?”sheasksinawe.

“Yes,Imakehimdrinkit,”Isay.

She'sstillconfused.Itakethedrinkstothemonthe

tableandjoinheragainstthecounter.Westand

sidebyside,liketwoconfusedsouls,andwatch

themeat.

Maqhingawalksinwithhisemptyplate.Iguesshe

wasservedoutside,withagroupoftaxidriverswho

havecometopasstheircondolences.

Helooksatthem,theirribsandatus.Hecould've

madeabigdealoutofthis,buttodayisnotagreat

dayforeveryoneandnobodyneedshistantrums.

“Doyouwantsomethingtodrink?”Thalenteasks



outofguilt.

“Doyouhavewhisky?”

EarlierIdidalittleshoppingforpeoplewho'llcome

tomournwithus.Alcoholwasn'tapartofmy

grocery.Theonlyalcoholwehaveinthishouseis

hisfather'sandIdon'tthinkweareallowedtotouch

thoseexpensivebottles.

“Idon'tthinkyou'reallowedtodrink.Nottoday,”I

intervenetosaveThalente.

Hedoesn'targue,heputstheplatesinsidethesink

andleaves.

Iwishhehadsomeonewho'llholdhishandstoo,

someonewho'llconstantlyaskifhe'sokayandbe

thereforhim.

.

.

MAQHINGA

Thehousehasn'tbeenthisquietsincetheygothere



anddiscoveredSnakho’sdeadbodyhangingfrom

therope.Everynowandthentherewouldbea

piercingscream,eitherfromKhosiorPhumzile.

Theytookitthehardest.Snalodidcry,butnotas

muchaspeopleexpected.Shehadabravefaceon.

Nevertheless,Maqhinga'sheartisnotatrest,the

Snaloheknowsbattleswithinternalbattlesand

bottledemotions.

Heknocksoutsideherbedroomwhilesilently

prayingthatshedidn'tdoanythingcrazy,like

hangingherselftodeathlikehertwinsister.

“Comein,”herhoarsevoicecallhimin.She'sbeen

cryingandthatgivesMaqhingaalittlerelief.At

leastshe'sexpressingherpain.

Hepushesthedoorandwalksin.

She'ssittingonthebedwithherkneesup.

“IthoughtIshouldcomeandcheckonyou,”he

saysandclimbsonthebednexttoher.

“Howareyoufeeling?”heasks,diggingouther



handandsqueezingittightly.

“Idon'tknowMaqhinga,”shesaysandheavesa

sigh.

“Iunderstand.ButI'mhere,weallare,you'renot

alone.You'llneverbe,”hesays.

Shesniffsandwipeshernosewiththesleeveofher

pyjama.

“Imissheralready,”shesays.

Maqhingaputshisarmsaroundhershouldersand

pullsherdreadlocksbetweenhisfingers.

“IfeellikeIcould'vedonesomething.Icould've

foughtthosesuicidalthoughtsforher,butinstead,I

allowedmyselftodrowninthem,”she'ssobbing

openly.

Hedoesn'tunderstand,butthelastthingSnalo

needsrightnowisquestions,sohejustholdsher

andallowshertovent.

“IallowedittohappenMaqhinga.Idiscusseditwith

myselfandconcludedthatdeathwasgoingtobea

solution.Mysoulagreedtoit.Thiswasgoingtobe



mybreakthrough;thepeacethatIalwayswanted.”

She'scryingpainfullyandMaqhingacannottakeit

anymore.Hegrabsherfaceandwipeshercheeks

withhishands.

“WhatareyoutalkingaboutTwinnie?”heasks.

“RememberwhenI…Itoldyouthat…Iwantedtoend

mylife?”Hervoiceisbreaking,shehashiccups,

whichmakesithardforhimtounderstandwhat

she'ssayingclearly.Buthenodsforhertogoon.

“Thoseweren'tmythoughts.I'vebeensensingher

painsincebirth.AndnowI'vefailedtodoitatlast.

AllIhadtodowastofightthosethoughtsfrom

possessingme.”

AtearescapesMaqhinga'seye.Helinkshis

foreheadonhersandbrusheshersoftcheeks.

“PleaseTwinnie,youdidn'tdoanythingwrong,”he

whispers,fightingbacktears.

“Icould'vestoppedher.Ihadachanceto…”He

needshertostop.Itwasneverherbattle!

“Shhhh!”Heputshisfingeroverherlips.



Shestops.

Theirtearyeyesmeetandtheystareateachother.

“I'mhereforyou,”hesaysinalowwhisper.

“Thankyou.”

Heuseshisthumbtowipeherfloodingtears.

“Maqhingawhatareyoudoingtomydaughter?”

Ngidiroarsfromthedoor,causingbothofthemto

lifttheirheadsandlookathimwiththeireyes

bulgingout.

“Atthistime?”heasks,chargingtowardsthemwith

hisfistsclenched.

HegetshimbeforehecanclimboffSnalo'sbed,he

liftshimupbyhisthroat.

“Baba,no!”Snalocriesout.

It'stoolate.Severalpuncheshavealreadylanded

acrossMaqhinga'sjaw.He'spinnedagainstthe

wallandslappedtwiceacrosshisface.

“NotinmyhouseMaqhinga.You'renotgoingtodo

theNselenonsensehere!”



“BabaIwasn't…”Anotherslap!Hegaspsforairand

fightstobreakoffhisfather'sgrip.Snalois

screamingforhelp.

NdlalifaisrunningtowardsSnalo'sroomwherethe

noiseiscomingfrom.Maqhingaisrunningoutof

theroomwithbloodrunningoutofhisnose.

“What'sgoingon?”NdlalifaasksasMaqhingaruns

pasthim.

Hedoesn'tgettheanswerfromhim,soherunsto

Snalo'sbedroom,hopingthatsomeonewillexplain.

TheonlythingMaqhingatakesishisjacket.For

nowhe'snotsurewherehe'sheading,buthe's

leavingthisMsawenkosimessbehind.

Maybeforgood.

.

.

Mbambojustalightedfromthebus,he'sneverbeen



toNyandenibeforebutMaqhawegavehimclear

directionsoverthephone.HethrowshisReebok

bagoverhisshouldersandtakesonanarrowone-

wayroad.

Hecould'vegonetotheNgidistoexpresshis

deepestcondolencesoverthepassingofthetwin,

buthisnewlyfoundfriend,Maqhawe,calledand

saidheneededhishelpurgently.

Therearelittlehumansrunninghisway.Hestops

underthetreeshadeandwaitsforthem.Maqhawe

didsayhewasgoingtosendkidstofetchhimfrom

thebusstop.

Theymustbehisson'skids;theboyinquestion.

He'sthereasonwhyhehadtoleaveeverythingin

Durbanandcomehere.Andforthat,hedidn'tleave

hissjambokbehind.

“Mkhulusaidwemustcomeandfetchyou,”thetwo

say,bothtalkingatonceandpushingeachother

outoftheway.

Tostopthisbreakingwar,heunzipshisbagand

distributessmallplasticbagsamongstthethreeof



them.

They'rechattingallthewaytotheSibisihomestead.

They'retellinghimabouttheirfatherwho'sgoingto

comeandfetchthemduringtheschoolholidays,

andtheirauntwhobuysthemexpensivesneakers

andPlayStations.

AssoonasJabuseeshimmakinghiswayinside

theyard,sherushesoutwithanextrachairanda

jugofjuice.

Shewasagainstherhusbandcallingamanshe

doesn'tknowtogangupagainstherson.Butthis

timeMaqhaweputhisfootdown,he'sdonetreating

Qondanilikeanegg,he'sgoingtohandlehimlikea

man.

Twonew,ageingfriendsshakehandshappilyas

theymeetforthesecondtime.

“Maqhawe,whatisthischilddoingtoyou?”

Mbamboasks,loweringhimselfontheemptychair.



“Mbambothisboyistryingtosendmetograve.At

thisageIhavetorunafterhimandbeghimto

fatherhisownkids.Slu£shavehimbyballs,”

Maqhawesays.

“Haveyoutalkedtohimaboutvisitingsomeone

whocanhelphimthrowupwhatevertheyfedhim?”

Mbambo.

“Talktohimwhere?Hisphonehasbeenofffor

ages,he'snotcomingorsendinganythinghome,”

Maqhawe.

Mbamboexclaimsinshock.Kidsoftoday!

Maqhawedidthisboyahugefavour,hetookinhis

childrentoberaisedbyhiswife,paidforthe

damagesfromhiskraalandlawfullybroughtthe

kidstohissurname.Isthishowhethankshis

father?

Theyhavetheirdinnerintheveranda,talkingabout

sportsandhowawfullytheworldhaschangedfrom

whattheyknew.

Jabuisbondingwithherorphanedgrandchildrenin



frontoftheTV.NdondoupgradedtheirDSTV

package,nowtheycanplayallthechannelsbut

theydon't,becauseWorldWarIIIbreakseverytime

theywanttochangethechannelfromthecartoons.

“Yousaidthismanhashelpedalotofpeople?”

Maqhaweasks,rollinghistobaccowithabrown

sheetofpaper.

“Dlokovuisthebestnyangawehaveintheprovince.

It'sjustthathedoesn'tappearonnewspapersand

TVslikethesenewnyangaswhoknownothing

aboutrespectingtheancestors,”Mbambosaysand

poursanotherglassofjuicefromthejug.

Maqhaweglancesbackatthedoorandleans

forwardonhischair.

“IthinkIneedamixturetoboostmybedroom

performance.Ageisstartingtoaffectmebadly,”he

saysinalowvoice.

Mbambobreaksabriefchuckle.

“Don'tyoudetox?”heasks.



“IdobutthesepastdaysI'vebeenstrugglingto

finishmyrace.I'mjustarooster,”Maqhawesays

andtheybothbreakintolaughter.

“You'restressedSibisi,nothingmuch.Ifthe

problempersistsaftersortingoutyourboy's

problemsthenyoucanlookforhelp,”Mbambosays.

“Ihopeso,Idon'twantmywifetolookelsewhere,”

hesoundsworried.Jabuhasalwaysbeenthe

happiestwoman,shedidn'tlackanything,her

husbandcouldprovide,theirbedroomproblems

startedafterQondani'sescapades.

--

MaqhawespoketoCebekhulu'ssonwhoownsa

Tazz.TheyhavetogettoQondani'shousebefore

hegoestowork,that'sifhe'sstillworking.Theplan

istotakehimtoWaterlootoDlokovu,Mbambo’s

trustednyangawho'llcheckifhewasfedalove

portionornot,andifhewas,Dlokovuwillhelphim.

Yeshe'sarecklessboy,helovesgirlsalittlebittoo



much,that'swhyhehasthreekidsfromdifferent

mothers.Buthe'sagoodfathertohiskids,heloves

hismotherandherespectshisfather.TheQondani

NdondoexplainedtoMaqhaweisnothisson.

“That'shishouse,stophere,”Maqhawesaysand

theboystopsthecarbelowabrickhouse.

BothMbamboandMaqhaweclimboutofthecar.

Mbamboiswearingahugewintercoatandblack

boots.There'ssomethinghiddenbehindhisback,

hopefullyitwon'tgettothepointwherehehasto

useit.

It'sjustafter5am,theywokeupbydawnsothat

theycanmakeithereintime.

Maqhaweknocksatthedoorseveraltimesbeforea

girlscoldshimofffromtheinside;“JesusChrist!

You'regoingtobreakthedoor!”

“Isthatyourdaughter-in-law?”Mbambomocks.

Maqhawejustshakeshisheadindismay.Imihlola!

Afterwhatfeltlikeforever,agirlwrappedinatowel



opensthedoorandscansthemfromheadtotoe

withhereyes.Shedoesn'tlookpleasedbytheir

presence.

“CanIhelpyou?”sheaskswithherarmsfolded.

“Openthedoor,wearecomingin,”Maqhawesays.

“Andyouare?”sheasks.

“Qondani'sfather.”

Shegaspsinshockandquicklyunlockstheburglar-

gate.

“Oh,I'msosorryBaba,”shesays,openingand

steppingasidetoallowthemtopass.

MbamboisfollowingbehindMaqhaweashe

stridestowardsthebedroom.

Qondaniisjusttakinganap,Zamafuzegavehim

themostwonderfulmorning.Somethingshakeshis

bodyviolentlyashedriftstosleep.

“Getup!”hisfatherordersandgrabshimoffthebed.

Hearinghisfather'svoicesnapshimoutofsleep.



Howdidhegethere?Whoisthismanstandingnext

tohimandlookingannoyed?

“Baba,”herubshiseyesandsheepishlypickshis

trouserfromthefloorandputsiton.

“Whatareyourkidseating?”hisfatherasks.

“BabaIwasstilltryingtogetthemoney.”He's

pullinguphistrouser,thesemenarestaringathim

asifthey'veneverseenanakedpersonintheirlives.

“Couldn'tyousendyourkidsthesamemoneyyou

usedtobuytheseflowersandallthechocolates

fillingthedustbinoutside?”It'sthemanhedoesn't

know.Wasitnecessaryforhimtonoticeallthat?

Hedoesn'thavetheanswerforhisquestion.

“Packyourbag,weareleaving,”hisfathersays.

No!HecannotleaveZamafuzealone.

“CanwetakeZamafuzewithus?”heasks.

Themanchuckles.Isheheretoruinhislife?

“IloveherBaba,”hesays,convincinghisfather.

“I'lldecideafterourtripifIbelieveyouornot.For



now,packyourbagQondani.”

Heshakeshisheadandsitsonthebed.Zamafuze

loveshim,he'sneverbeenlovedbyanywomanlike

this.He'shappyhere,they'llextendthishouseand

bringthekidstolivewiththem.

“I'mnotleavingBaba.NotwithoutZamafuze,”he

says.

“Youarenotleaving?”Mbamboaskswithhiseyes

narrowed.Whatisthisboytellingthem?Thatthey

wokeupbydawnandcameherefornothing?That

hesacrificedhistimefornothing?

Thesjamboklandsonhisshoulder.Zamafuzehas

beenlurkingbythedoor,eavesdroppingthe

conversation,whensheseesthesjambokbeing

pulledoutsheracesout,screamingherlungsout.

Maqhawerushestoclosethedoor.Qondaniis

behindhimandtryingtopushhimaside.

MbambothrowsthesjamboktoMaqhawesothat

hecanhandlehisson.



A25yearoldisreducedtoa16yearoldandhe

calledthisuponhimself.

Hehasaskedhisfathertokillhim,that'swhatall

rebelliouschildrensaytotheirparentstotripthem,

buttodayit'snotgoingtowork.

Hecannotfighthisfatherback,northemannextto

him.Thebeatingisgettingintenseandthey'renot

goingtostopuntilheagreestowhattheywant.

“Okay,I'llpack,”hesaysinalowvoice,suppressing

thepain.

Thebeatingstops!Hehasn'tseenhisfatherthis

angryinyears.

“Pack,rightnow!”

[03/14,09:11] :Chapter37

MAQHINGA

Heneverthoughthe'dsethisfoothere,inastrange

villagehe'sonlyheardaboutinnewspapers,tosee

amanheheardaboutinthetaxirank.Hisintention



ofcominghereisn'tcleartohimeither,hedoesn't

knowwhatheaimstoachieveorwhathe'llask

fromthisman.Allheknowsisthathelefthomelate

atnightandranbecausehe'ssearchingforpeace.

He'srunningawayfromadeadmanwhochoseto

givehimhisexactlooks.Amanwho'sdeadand

rottenunderground,buthisactionscontinueto

affectMaqhinga.Heislivingwithalabelonhis

name;amanwho'scapableofrapinghisownsister.

Therearefourmodernhomesteadsbuiltjustafew

yardsawayfromoneanother.He'snotsurewhich

onehe'scometoandthehighfenceskeephim

fromseeinganyonehecanaskbehindtheyards.

Heassumesthathisdestinationisthelargestone

builtatthecentreofothers,sohewalkstowards

thegate.Itslidesopenashestepsclosertoit.

Amanwithbeardalloverhisface,wearinga

stripedT-shirtandlongpantrolleduptohisknees,

appearswithhishandstuckedinsidehispockets.

He'snotwalkingoutofthegate.He'sstandingthere



andstaringatMaqhinga.

Thesevillagepeople,really?Whatifhecamehere

tokill?

He'swaitingforMaqhingatospeak,hiseyesarenot

onhisfacebuthisfeet.

That'sit!Theywouldn'thavemadeitinthecity,

they'retoocareless.It'sagoodthingthattheyall

decidedtoruntheirbusinesseshereandbuildtheir

homeshere.

“I'mlookingforNgcwethiMthembu?AmIatthe

rightplace?”Maqhingaasks.

“No,”hesaysandkeepshiseyesfixedonhisfeet.

“Oh,wherecanIfindhim?”Maqhingaasks.

“Onyourright,”themansays,lackinginterest.

“Thankyou,”Maqhingasays,beforeturningaround

toleave.Thisonelookslikethemainhomestead,he

assumesthatthemanhejustmetisthebigbrother

oftheMthembus,theonewhokilledMadoda

Mthembu,hisownfather.Peopletalkedabouthima

lotattherank,theassociationwantedtohunthim



downbecauseamanlikehimisanessentialintheir

industry.Buttheyheardthathewasn'tamanof

deals.Hedidn'tfightorkilltogetpaid.Hediditfor

hisownintentions,accordingtohisownrulesand

standards.

Heshould'veknownthisonewasthecorrect

homestead,ithasarondavelthatlooksnothinglike

thebuiltrondavelsinthiswholevillage.Ithas

designs;Africanclaypotsandstarsonthewalls.

Andthere'ssomethingaboutit,theintenseaura

thathumblesyouastepawayfromthegate.

Herethegateiswidelyopened,there'salittleboy

playingahugecartoyontheveranda.Hedoesn't

careaboutastrangemanwalkinginsidehishome.

Oh,themotherissittingonthechairandbusyon

herlaptop.Sheliftsherheadupforasecond,

frownsatMaqhinga,thenlooksdownatherlaptop

again.

Peopledon'tbelieveincriminalsinthisplace,do



they?

“Mvelase!”Maqhingaputshishandsup,greeting

theruralstyle.

“Babygoandcallyourfather,hehasaguest,”the

wifesays,snappingherfingersattheboy.

SheliftsherfacetoMaqhingawithabroadsmile.

“Goodmorning,Ngcwethiwillseeyouinaminute.

Youcanwaitinsidethatrondavel."

Oh,shejustassumedthatheisheretoseek!He

nodsandturnstothepointedrondavel.

There'sacarpetatthedoor,hepushesoffhis

sneakersandwalksinsidebarefooted.Areed-mat

forguestsislaidonthefloor,readyforhimtositon.

He'snotusedtopeopleofthiskindandtheirwayof

doingthings.

Afterashortwhileabrown-eyedmanwalksin.He

keepspoppinghisfingerjointsandsniffing.

Helaysagoat-skinonthefloorandsitsonit.

There'sathickyarntiedaroundhisforeheadand



skinbanglescirclinghiswrists.

“Heyndoda,”-thosearethefirstwordshesaysas

hegluestheburningcandledownonthefloor.

Maqhingathoughtthiswasgoingtobeprofessional,

inatraditionalway;clappinghands,bowingheads

andallthat.

“You'renotattendingthefuneral?”heasks,now

withhisheadupandhisbrowneyesfixedon

Maqhinga.

“No,”Maqhingasays.

Heexpectshimtoobjectbuthedoesn'tsay

anything.

“Canyouhelpme?”Maqhingaasks.

“Whatdoyouwant?Thinkcarefullybeforeyousay

anythingbecauseIonlyhaveonecandle,”hesays.

Andwhatisthatsupposedtomean?

“WhyareyouhereMaqhingaNgidi?”heasks,

emphasisingeachwordandallowinghimtogather

histhoughtsbytakinghiseyesoffhim.



Maqhinga’sheartbeatstartsracing,hedidn'twant

tobespecific,thismanwassupposedtoknow

whatheneeded.

Thecandleisburning….heneedstomakeuphis

mindandtalk.

“Canyouhelpmecommunicatetomymother?”he

asksandmentallygiveshimselfahugepunch.He

wasn'tsupposedtorunafteradeadwomanwho

didn'twanthimwhileshewasstillalive,chasingher

toexplainhimselfaboutthingshehasno

knowledgeof.

“Idon'tknowhowsoonitcanhappen.You'llhaveto

bepatient.Andyouneedtocleanseyourselfandbe

pure,theindustryyouareinisbloodyanddirty,”

Ngcwethisays.

“Icanwait,nomatterhowlongittakes.Ineedto

talktoher,”Maqhingasays.

“Youmaynotbeabletotalktoher.Thedream

worldworksdifferently.She'lldecideifshewants

youtotalktoher,”Ngcwethisays.

Thisdoesn'tsettlewellwithMaqhinga.Whatif



she'sstillthesameMagcinawhowantednothingto

dowithhim?

“Isn'tthereanyotherway?Maybeyoucangiveher

mymessage-justletherknowthatIwould'venever

hurther."Maybethat'sallhewantstotellMagcina.

Hecameallthewaytothisvillagebecausehecares

aboutheropinionsofhim.Evenwhenshe'sdead,

hestillwantshertoseehimasagoodson,nota

scarylittleMsawenkosi.Heneedstohaveatleast

oneparentthatbelievesinhisdecency.

“Youslaughteredfromyourownkraal?”Ngcwethi

asks,ignoringMaqhinga'srequest.

Ishejudginghim?Apersonlikehimshouldknow

thatitwasanhonestmistake.

“I’mnothinglikemyuncle.Wehadanagreement

andwehadnoideathatwewererelated,”he

defendshimself.Thismanmustnottesthim!He

didn'tcomeallthiswaytobejudgedbyhim.

“Whenareyouplanningtogobackhome?”

Ngcwethiasks,ignoringhisfurrowedbrows.He's

dealtwithfardangerouspeople.



“I'mnotgoingback,”Maqhingasays.

“Doyouthinkthefamilywillsurvive?Thetwin?”

HeshutshiseyeswhenNgcwethimentionsTwinnie.

Onlyifhecould'veleftwithher.He'sscaredforher,

andifheeverdecidestogoback,itwouldbeforher.

“Doyouwishyouweren'trelatedtoher?”Ngcwethi

asks.

NowMaqhingaispissed!Isthisapicnicnow?

“Isthatstillapartofmyconsultation?”heasks.

Ngcwethiletsoutachuckle.

“Justincaseyouhaven'tnoticed,yourcandlehas

burnedout,”hesays.

Maqhinga'seyeswidenashelooksatthecandle.

“Whatdoesitmeanbyburningout?”heasks.

“Itmeansthatwhetheryou'rehomeornot,your

familyissittingunderthedarkcloud,oneofyour

ownislyingcoldinthemortuary.Youareinthe

darkperiodMaqhinga,withtherestofyourfamily,

andit'llfollowyouwhereveryougountilyou



cleansewithumswani,”Ngcwethisays.

Maqhingaheavesasighanddropshiseyesonthe

floor.

Ngcwethiclearshisthroatandstandsup.Herolls

thegoat-skinhewassittingonandthrowsitatthe

alter.

“We'llstartworkingonpurifyingyoutomorrowso

thatyoucanhaveclearvisionsinyoursleep.My

wifewillgiveyouaroom,”hesays.

Maqhingadustshimselfupandfollowshimtothe

door.Hisplanwasn'ttostayhere,buthe'sgoingto

doitbecausehedesperatelyneedstoseehis

mother,evenifit'sinadream.

.

.

NDLALIFA

He'sjumpedintoconclusionsbeforeandallitdid



wastodamagehisrelationshipwithhisfather.He's

tryingnottogobacktothatplaceofpointing

fingersandblamingpeople,butit'sbeendays!

Maqhingaisnotcominghome,hisphonehasbeen

offsincethatnight,andhehasn'tdoneanybank

transactionsthatcouldleadtowhereheis.

Snalosaidtherewasasmallfight.Ngidididn'tsay

anything,hehasn'tsaidanythingeventoday.

Peoplecameinnumbersforthefuneral;oldschool

mates,colleagues,taxidrivers,relativesandfriends.

Thetentisfillingup,Ndondo'sfatherisleadingthe

service,he'sbeensurprisinglyverysupportingto

herduringthesehardtimes.

ThegravehasbeendugnexttoMagcina’s,asmuch

asNgidiwantedhisdaughtertobeburiedatthe

Ngidis,nexttohisparents,thedamagesandlobola

processcouldn'thavebeenspeedupinjusta

spaceofoneweek.

Ndlalifawho'sbeentheeyesandearsofthefamily

atthegravesitewalksinsidetheyardandheadsto



thetentwherehisfatheris.

There'sayounggirlcryingatthefront,shemustbe

anoldschoolfriend.Nobodywassupposedtocry

todaybuttearsaretoohottoholdback.Khosi

faintedearlier,whenthecoffinwastakenoutofthe

rondaveltothetent.Elderwomenarestillkeeping

aneyeonher.

Snaloissittingnexttothecoffin,hershoulders

coveredwithablanket,justasSnakho'scoffinis

coveredinone.

Ndlalifatapshisfather'sshoulderandasksfora

minute.Snaloisstaringatthemastheyfolloweach

otheroutofthetent.She'sworriedabouthersitting

here,inablanket,andnotallowedtodoanything.

Herfamily,whichshejustfound,isbreakingapart.

Maqhingadisappearedwithnotrace,Ngidiand

Ndlalifaaredistantmorethanever.Ndabukocan't

alwaysbeheretoneutralizesituations,hehashis

ownlife.



“Whereismybrother?”Ndlalifaasks,sounding

colderthanheintended.

“Isentpeopletolookforhimandtheystillhaven't

givenmeanythingsolid,”Ngidisays.IfNdlalifa

thinksMaqhinga'sdisappearanceonlyworrieshim,

thenhehasitalltwisted.Ngidihasn'tsleptthe

wholeweek,he'snevergoneaweekwithout

speakingtohisson.Hegotscaredwhenhefound

himandThingolwenkosazaneinthatpositionon

bed.Atthatmomentallhethoughtaboutwasnot

beingabletosaveThingolwenkosazanethesame

wayhefailedtosaveMagcinaandKhwezilokusa.

“Lookforhimwhere?Babawhatdidyoudotomy

brother?”Ndlalifaasksangrily.

“Ihithim,itwasn'tonpurpose.I'llneverhitmyson

likethat.”

“Maqhingawouldn'tleavejustbecauseyouhithim.

We'vetakenbulletsandknives.”

Silence…

“Ngonyama?”Ndlalifa'stonecarriesawarning.



Ngidiexhalesinexhaustion.

“HewasonbedwithSnalo.Theywereclose,too

close.IactedoutoffearandsaidsomethingsI

shouldn'thavesaid,”hesays.

Ndlalifascratcheshisfaceangrilyandblowsout.

“You'retheonlyparentthathaseverlovedhimand

seenagoodsoninhim.Hewashappyregardless

ofhowhelooksandwhohelookslike,becausehe

hadyouinhiscorner.Youbelievedinhimandthat

wasonethingthatkepthimgoing.”He'sdefeated,

Maqhingahasalreadymissedthefuneral,thereare

slimchancesofhimcomingbacktothisfamily.

Ndlalifahasneversaidthis,becausethere'snever

beenareasontosayit,butheloveshisbrother.He

cannotlivewithouthisannoyingpresence.They’ve

alreadylostSnakho,andnowMaqhingatoo!

--

Menfetchthecoffinfromthetentandcarryitallthe

waytothegravesite.Phumzilewasaskednottocry,

butshefailstoholdherselfandbreaksintoa



hystericalcryassheseesthedeepgravethather

niece,whomsheraisedfrombirth,isgoingtobe

buriedin.

Ngidiiskeepingittogether.He'stryingnottothink

abouthiscomingmorningswherehe'llwakeupand

passKhwezi’semptybedroom.Nobodywilltellhim

howuglyhisclothesareeverytimehedressesupin

themorning.Nobodywillforcehimintoagownand

callstrangepeopletocomeandtouchhisfeetwith

theiroilyhands.Nobodywillaskhimifhe'sasleep

“already”lateatnightandaskhimifhe's“still"

asleepatthecrackofdawn.

Healsohatesthathehasnobrothers,hissonhas

takenoverbrotherlydutiesanddoingeverything

thatwasn'tsupposedtobedonebyhim.

NdlalifakneelsnexttoSnaloandtalkstoher.She's

shakingherheadandcryingateverythinghesays.

Ndlalifanegotiateswithherandbegsuntilshenods

andliesdownontheblanket.



Hewrapsherwiththeblanketlikeacorpse.With

thehelpoftwoothermen,heliftsherandpasses

hertothemeninsidethegrave.Peopleknowthat

she'snotdead,she'sjustopeningthewayforher

twinsister,buttheystillcryandscareheroff.

Ngididigssandwiththeshovelandthrowsitinside

thegrave,overSnalo’sbody.Thentheyliftherup,

Ndlalifaandmenoutsidethegravetakeherandput

herontheground.

She'snotmoving!

Ndlalifascreamsforwater;aboyrushestohim

withajugandhethrowsitonSnalo'sface.Her

eyelidsstartmoving,hesighsoutinreliefandlifts

heroutoftheblanket.

HetakestheblanketcoveringSnakho'scoffinand

wrapsSnaloinit,andtakestheoneSnalohasbeen

coveredinthewholedayandcoversSnakho's

coffinwithit.

Thisisit!SnakhoandSnaloareseparated.Oneis

takenbackhome,eyesblindedbyPhumzile’shands

sothatshedoesnottakeasingleglanceback,and



anotheroneislowereddown,insidethegraveand

buried.

--

Bhekizitha“Ngonyama”Ngidi

HewalksinsidethediningroomandfindsPhumzile

wrappedinmiseryonacouch.Everyonehasgone

tosleep,he'sonlyupbecauseofhissecretvisitto

Magcina’sgrave.

“Ithoughteveryonewasonbed,”hesaysand

lowershimselfnexttoheronthecouch.

“SodidI.Whereareyoucomingfrom?”Phumzile

asks.

“Iwasjuststretchingmylegs.”

He'slyingandtheybothknowit.

“ThankyouPhumzile,”hesays.



Sheknowswhathe'sthankingherfor,andhonestly,

it'snotevennecessary.Shewasraisinghersister's

kids,itwasherduty.

“Bhekiyou'vethankedmeenough,”shesays.

“IfeellikeIoweyou.”He'sstaringatthetwins

picturehangingfromthewall.Theywerestillin

Elangenicollege,wearingsameclothesandtheir

hairdoneinthesamestyle.

“YouowemebeingagoodfathertoSnalo,”she

says,liftinghereyestohim.

“AndNomkhosi,”Ngidiaddsandnarrowshiseyes

tochallengeher.

“Well,Iguessyoucan,butjustknowthatthere'sno

pressurefrommyside.Idon'texpectyoutobemy

saviour.”

Amomentofsilencepasses,they'rebothlostin

theirdeepthoughts.

“Maqhingaismissing,”hefinallygathersthe

strengthtotellPhumzile.

“Whatdoyoumean“he'smissing"?Ithoughtheleft



onhisown,”sheasks.

“HedidbutIdon'tknowwherehewent.Heleft

everythingbehind;hiscars,importantdocuments

andhisclothes.Idon'tknowhowhe'sliving,that's

ifhe'sstillalive.”Thismanisbroken.He'sstill

standingbecausehehaskidstobestrongfor.

“He'sneverlefthomeandcutallcommunications

likethis,”hesays.Hishopesaredying.Magcina

hastodosomething.He'saskedhertowelcome

theirdaughterandtakecareofherintheother

world,andaskedhertokeepMaqhingasafe

whereverheis.Butifshe'sstillharbouringhatred,

she'llleadhimstraightintodanger.Shewantedhim

deadwhileshewasstillalive.

“He'sfineBheki.We'llfindhimandbringhimhome,”

Phumzilesaysandpullsouthishandtocomfort

him.

“Whatifwedon't?I'llloseNdlalifaand

Thingolwenkosazanetoo.Thisisallmyfault,I

drovemysonaway.”

“Bhekizitha,no!I'mnotgoingtoallowyoutodothis



toyourself.”She'spullingbothhishandsandgiving

himareprimandinglook.

“IsaidMaqhingaiscomingbackhome,okay?”

She'sstaringathim.

Aheavysigh!

“Alright,”Ngidisays,ignitinghishopesagain.

They'restillstaringateachother.Phumzileis

lookingforaconfirmationandNgidiislookingat

thisbrokenwomanwhobuildsothersup.The

womanwhoraisedhiskidsfrombirthto27.She's

thick,abitlighterthanMagcina,withplumlipsand

upturnedeyeslikeNdlalifa's.

Ndlalifa'sheavyfootstepsbreaktheirstare.They

bothshifttotheirpositionsandstareatthedoor.

“Ithoughteveryonewasonbed,”Ndlalifasays.

“Samehere,”theybothsayatonce.

Okay,thatwasveryweirdofthem!

NdlalifafrownsandturnshiseyestoNgidi.Isn't

thishowMaqhingaandSnalowerewhenhe

attackedMaqhinga?



“Thankyouforeverythingyoudidformetoday,”

Ngidisays.

Heexhalesandnods.Hopefullyhe'sreadingtoo

muchinthesituationandjumpingintoconclusions

likehisfather.Because,no!

[03/14,09:11] :Chapter38

MAQHINGA

What'sdifferentbetweenwaterfromthebathroom

andthisfreezingonefromarunningriver?Thisis

bloodyharassment!

“Amanwho'sgunneddownhundredsofpeopleis

scaredofwater?”Ngcwethimocks.Hejustjumped

insidethewater,threwitalloverhisbodyascoldas

itwasandgotouttodryhimself.Nodrama

involved!

Maqhingaonlyhashisfeetinsidetheriverandhe's

alreadycomplaining.Theyneedtobath,hereinthe

river,beforethefirstsunraycomesout.

“Thisisbullshit!”hemurmursascoldwater



drencheshisshiveringskin.

“Well,dothis‘bullshit’quickly,Ileftmywifeonbed

andthebullshitIcoulddowithherisfarbetterthan

thisone,”Ngcwethisays,clearlyoffendedby

Maqhinga'schoiceofwords.Hetakeshisjob

seriouslyandhe'sonlydoingthistohelphim.

“Areyouallowedtodothingswithherwhilehelping

me?Heyndoda,don'tjeopardizemyprogresshere,”

Maqhingaasks,finallygettingoutofthewater,

drippingwet.

“I'mmarried,”that'sNgcwethi’sanswer.Thisgotto

bethemostfrustratingpersonhe'severdealtwith.

“Exactly!Thewomanisnotrunningaway,youpaid

cowsforher.Youcan'tbefu€kingsomeoneatnight

andgettinginthesameriverwithmeinthe

morning,”Maqhingasays.

“Well,Itrustyou'llpassyourcomplaintstoheras

well.Donotlookbackattheriver,weareleaving

everythingbehind,”Ngcwethitellshim.

Hedoesn'tunderstand,he'slearntnottoquestion

anyinstructionNgcwethigiveshimbecausehe



doesn'tunderstandhimevenwhenheexplains.He

eventalkedtothewaterwhentheygottotheriver;

hethrewasilvercoininsideandpraisedsomething

hedidn'tsee,theGodofwater.Apparently,they

neededtopayrespecttoItbeforesteppinginside

itscastle;theriver.

They'reheadingbackhomeinNgcwethi’scarand

talkingaboutsports.He'sahumanbeingoutside,

normalinhisabnormalway,andsometimesvery

comfortabletotalktoaboutgenerallifeandwomen.

TodayMaqhingawillbeleftaloneintheirhuge

homestead,theirliveswon'tstopbecauseofhis

presence.Thewifeownsaspa,orisitasalon?She

workswithotherwives,butfromwhathe'sheard,

thebrothersaren'tcomfortablewiththembeing

over-dedicatedtotheirbusinessandnowthey're

tryingtofindawaytotiethemdown,whateverthat

means.

Ngcwethiandthebrothersstillrunafarmandafew

shopsinthevillageandsurroundings.Theeldest



onehashisprivateplumbingcompanyandacrazy

wife.

“Icookedlastnightandpackedthefoodinsidethe

fridge.There'samicrowaveinthekitchenandone

inyourroom.Ifyouneedsomethingfromtheshops

callNgcwethi,he'llsendadrivertopickthelist.If

youexperienceanyproblemswithwateror

electricityjusttakeMazwakhe’scompanynumber

fromthatlaminatedcertificateonthewallandhis

peoplewillbehereintheblinkofaneye.”It'sthe

wife,she'sonherfeet,withherpurseunderarm

andcarkeysinherhand.

“Thankyou,”Maqhingasaysandnods.Noneofthis

willbenecessary,hedoesn'thaveaphonetomake

callswithandhewon'tneedplumbers,evenifwater

giveshimproblems.Heknowshispositioninthis

family,he'sheretogethelp,nottomaketheirlives

difficult.

“Takenaps,”NgcwethisaysandleavesMaqhinga

confused.



Theircardrivesout.NowMaqhingaisallalone,the

onlycompanyhehasisofhisthoughts.He'sbeen

tryingnottothinkaboutSnaloorNgidiorNdlalifa.

Heconvincedhimselfthatthey’llbefine,but

knowinghowNdlalifais,Ngidi'shouseisturned

upsidedownandNdlalifaisthreateningtowipeout

thewholeDurban.

Snalo?Hedoesn'tthinkaboutherinanyotherway

otherthanthathe'shissister.Heavoidsthinking

abouthowfarhecould'vegonewithher,because

thatwouldmakehimMsawenkosi;themanhe’s

tryingsohardtodetachhimselffrom.

Heputsacushionbehindhisheadandliesdownon

thecouchwithhiseyesclosed.Godknowshow

sorryheis.Hisfather,asgrownasheis,politics

stillscarehimbecausetheybroughtnothingbut

paininhislife.Ngidiavoidsevensittingonthe

sametableaspoliticians.Andthat'sexactlywhat

Maqhinga’sexistencebroughttoMagcinaand



temporarily,toPhumzileaswell.

~“Maqhinga,”thevoicecallshimandheliftshis

headup.

She'swearingaberetandadarkgreenblouse.He

cannotseeherfacebecauseshe'ssittingwithher

backturnedtohim.

“Msawenkositookeverypieceofme.Herippedmy

souloutandleftmebreathinginadeadbody.”

Hefrownsandtriestogetoffthesandhe'slyingon

sothathecanwalktoherandseeherface.Buthis

bodyistooheavy,hecannotgetup.

“WasIwrong?IwantedhimtofeelthepainIwas

feeling.ButhereI'manoutcast,myfamilyislocking

meoutbecauseI'mtoosinfultobewiththem.I'm

allalone.”Foramomentitsoundsasifshe’sgoing

tobreakdownandcry.Butnother,shedoesn'tcry.

Notinfrontofpeople!

“Hewaswrong.Msawenkosiowesmeanapology,

asmuchasIowethisfamilyanapologyforspilling



bloodofmyown.”

Maqhingaremembersthevoice,nottoowellbuthis

memorycanpickithereandthere.

Finally,hismotherishere.She'stalkingtohim.

Everythingfeelssoright.Maybetheycan…where

didshedisappearto?Shewassittingtherejustnow.

“Mama!”hescreamsontopofhisvoice.

Shecannotdisappearonhimlikethis.Notbefore

heseesherfaceandtellsherabouthisown

struggles.

“Mama!”herepeats,closetotears.Itcan'tbethat

shestilldespisesasightofhim!~

Ngcwethiisstandingoverthecouchandstaringat

him.Heslowlyopenshiseyesandscansaround

theroom.

Hisheartsinks.Alumpisrisinguphisthroat.Not

thispainagain!Hewasheretoheal,nottogo

throughanotherrejection.

“Whatdidshesay?”Ngcwethiasks.



Hecollectshisbreathsandswallowsbackthelump

inhisthroat.

“She…sheonlytalkedaboutherself.”Thisisit!He

hatesthiswomanback.

“Maqhinga…”Ngcwethiwalksaroundthecouchand

sitsnexttohim.Hedoesn'tknowwhathe'sgoing

throughbecausehe'sneverlivedadayinhisshoes,

butheknowsthatheneedstobestrongforthe

journeyhe’sstarted.

“Youcandothis.Yourmotherwouldn'thave

chosenyouforthisifsheknewthatyouwouldn'tbe

abletodoit.”

Maqhingaletsoutachuckle.Chosenhim?Howdo

youfailtochoosesomeonewhileyou’restillalive

andonlychoosehimwhenyou'redeadand

helpless?

“I'mdoneMthembu.Thankyouforeverything.”He’s

finallycallingthiswholethingoff.Hedoesn'thavea

family,that'sit!He'llgoandstarthislifesomewhere

farfromhere.

“Well,thematterhasbeenbroughtfrontandIdon't



leavethingshanging,ever.Ifthisjobistooheavy

foryouthenfindmeyouruncle'sdaughterand

she'llapologizetotheancestorsonherfather's

behalf,”Ngcwethisays.

Hecan'tbetalkingaboutNomkhosi.That…never!

She'llneverfindoutaboutMsawenkosi.Thatwould

killheranddrivePhumziletoanearlygrave.

“Yourmotherandunclearebothoutcastsfromyour

family.They'renotwelcomedbecauseoftheir

imperfectionsandthesinstheycommittedonearth.

Ithinkshetoldyouthatshewantsanapologyfrom

yourunclebeforeanything.That'sourstepping

stone,weunitethemintheotherworldandbring

peacetotheNselealter.”

“Whyme?Whynotherfavouriteson,Ndlalifa?”

“Becauseyou'retheonechosentorewritethe

wrongs.Youdon'tlooklikeMsawenkosibecausehe

doesn'townthislook.Hegotitfromhismother's

grandfather,andDabulamanziwasn'tarapist.

Msawenkositarnishedhismemory,hencehislooks

werepassedtoyoutoliveuptowhoyourgreat-



grandfatherwas.Youdidn'tturnthiswaybychance

Maqhinga.”

Thismanknowsalot!Sometimeshetalks

nonsensethatmakessense.

“WhatamIsupposedtodo?HowamIsupposedto

doitandwhen?”Maqhingaasks.

Ngcwethireleasesabreathhe'sbeensecretly

holding.

“IhavetoletmywifeknowthatI'mleavingtonight,”

hesays.

Well,it'sreallyhappening.He'sabouttogoand

apologizeonbehalfofpeoplehe'snevermet.

.

.

NDONDO

Andiswawalksoutofthehouseandcomestothe

carasIparkoutside.WhyamIgettingabadfeeling

aboutthis?Andiswaneverhelpanyonewiththeir



bags,Imean,whatkindofwaterIcould'vebathed

with?

“Sister,youhaveaguest,”shesaysafewsteps

awayfromme.

I'mnotthatwoman…no,whoamIkidding?I'mthat

womanwhohatespeoplewhojustpopinmyhouse

toinvademyspaceundertheword‘visiting.’

“Who?”Iaskwithaneye-roll.

“Zamafuze.”

What?Ijustburiedmyfriendtwodaysago.Thelast

thingIneedistoarguewithagirlovermen.

“Youshouldn'thaveletherin.”Ican'tbelieveshe's

thiscareless.Zamafuzeisnotsomeoneyoucanlet

insidethehousewhileyou'realone,shecankillyou,

cutyouintofinepiecesandpackyouinsidethe

fridge.That'showunpredictableanddangerousshe

is.

Idon'thavethestrength.Ineedheroutofmyhouse,

rightnow.



“Ndondo!”Shegetsoffthecouchandwalks

towardsme.

IsshewearingQondani'stracksuits?Lord!

“Getout!”Isay,throwingmybagoverthecouch.

“Ineedyourhelp.”

What?Somebodypassmeanearbud!Sheneeds

mywhat-help?

“IcannotgetholdofQondani.Andbeforeyou

assumetheworstofme,I'mgenuinelyworried

abouthim,”shesays.

“Worriedabouthimorworriedaboutyourself?

LeavemybrotheraloneZamafuze,it'smeyouwere

tryingtohurt,andcongratulations,youdid

exceptionallywell.YouputBab’Maqhawethrough

hell,andbecauselifeisaweb,thepaincame

straighttome.”I'mnotevensurewhyI'mcryingmy

heartouttothiswoman.Thisiswhatshecameto

see-meatmyweakest.

“Imisshim,”shesaysinalowvoiceandtearsher

eyesoffme.



IwanttolaughoutloudbutIdon'thavethestrength.

“Youmisshismoneyandhimslavingaroundfor

you,”Isayandclickmytongue.Ifitwasn'tforBab’

MbamboQondaniwould'veabandonedhiskidsand

thefamily,forever.

“No,Imissus.Meandhim,andthelittlethingsthat

madeushappy.HeappreciatedeverylittleeffortI

made,noticedeverylittlethingIdidandcamehome

tomeeveryday.Hedidn'thavemuch;he'ddriveme

toSpurinavanandorderthecheapestmealforme.

OnFridayswhenhegotpaidhe'dorderpizza,

cuddlemeonbedandforcemetowatchsome

stupidshowcalledUgubhuLwami.”Issheaboutto

faketearsrightnow?

“Itwasn'tnatural.You,witch,madehimdoallthat,”

Iremindher,itseemslikeshe'sforgottenhowshe

gotQondani.

“That'sbecauseyoumademefeellikeIwasn't

enough-“IwaschosenforNdabukobyNhlanzeko

nywenywenywe,”shesays,mimickingme.Iwasn't

awarethatItalklikethis;throughmynose,withmy



eyebrowstwitchingandallthat.Welearntillwedie!

“Andyouthinkyou'restillgoingtobemyfuture

sister-in-lawwiththisstinkingattitude?”Iask,

pullingoutmyphone.Iwanthertohearitfromhim;

heDOESN'Twantheranymore.

“You'renotasaint…”shesaysmoreunderher

breath.IcannothearherandIdon'tcare,because

she'samadwoman.

Mam'Jabupicksupafterthethirdring.

“Ma,isQondaniaround?”Iask.

“Yes,he'sherenexttome,”shesays.

“Pleasegivehimthephone.”

IpassmyphonetoZamafuzeandwaitwithmy

armsfolded.I'mpatientlywaitingtoseeherface

whenQondanidropsthecallonher.

“Mahla…Qondani…hello?Sthandwasami…”She

checksthescreenthatjustdimmedandswipesit.

“Ihavehelpedyou,nowgetout!”Isnatchmyphone

fromherhandandshowherthedoor.



“Ifhecallsorcommunicateinanyway,pleasetell

himthatIsaidI'msorry.Ireallymisshim.”She

soundsgenuine,andforasecondIthoughtI'dsee

tearsrunningdownonherface.ButIknow

Zamafuze,thisisjustoneofherstunts.

.

.

NDABUKO

He'dlovedtostaywithNgidiandhisfamilyduring

thistimeofneed.Notbecausehefeelsindebtedto

themforeverythingthey'vedoneforhimoverthe

years,butbecausehegenuinelytakesthemashis

family.Hecanfeeltheirpainandhewantstobe

withthemeverystepofthejourney.Buttheylefta

businessbehind,heneededtoattendthetaxi

associationmeetingonhisandNdlalifa'sbehalf.

Themeetingisadjournedandtheyallheadtotheir

cars.Hehadaverylongweekendandtherewasno



timetoreallycheckonhiswoman.Heneedsto

properlycheckonNdondoandhopefullyget

somethingtotakehismindoffthings.Theyhaven't

touchedoveraweekandhemissesherlikecrazy.

Hemissesseeinghernaked,pregnantselfwalking

upanddowninhishouse.Maqhingasaiditwas

somekindofpervert’sdisorderthathewantshis

womantostaynakedeverytimeshe'saroundhim.

ButNdondounderstandshimandhiscrazyneeds.

She'sadjustedtohimandsoonthey'llbelivingtheir

nakedlivestogether.He'llhavewhathecancalla

hometogotoeveryday,notjustahouse.

Heintendstodrivepasthishousetodrophisbags

andthenheadstoNdondo'shouse.Ashedrivesout

ofthegaragewherehewasfuelinghiscar,he

noticesawhitequantumwithanorangesticker

tryingtoovertakehim.There'sanothercar,ared

Golffollowingcloselybehindit.

Somethingisnotright!Hepressestheaccelerator

anddrivespastaredrobot.



Gunsgooff!

Heneedstolosethemandthatmeanstakingevery

cornerandfollowinganyroad.

TheGolfisonhistailandfiringshots.Mosthave

borehiscarbutnobullethascaughthimyet.He

needstostayfocused!

Amanwearingblacksecurityguards'uniformis

crossingtheroad,it'stoolateforNdabukotowarn

himandit'stoolateforhimtoclearoff.

Ndabukoclencheshisjawsashehitsonsomething

hardandseesahumanfigureflyingoutoftheroad.

Hishandsaregettingmoistandtremblingoffthe

wheel.Butheneedstomove,it'samatterofhislife

ordeath.

.

.

NDONDO



Idon'tknowifIshouldgivehimahugoraglassof

waterfirst.I'veneverseenhiminthiscondition

before.Idon'tknowwhathappenedyet,butit'sbad,

hiscarhasbulletholesalloverit.

“Babe…”Owk!Hedoesn'twantmetotouchhim,not

becausehedoesn'tneedmycomfortbutmaybe

becausehestillneedstimetocollecthimself.

“I'llgetaglassofsugarwater,”Itellhim.

Hedoesn'tsayanything.Heburieshisheadinhis

handsandkeepshisheadbetweenhisknees.

Iexcusemyselfandheadtothekitchen.

He'sinaverydangerousindustry.Apersonlikehim,

whoownssomanytaxisanddothingstheydowith

theNgidistocontrolothers,shouldn'thavegone

anywherewithoutbodyguards.Idon'tknowwhathe

wasthinking,InearlylosthimthesamewayIlost

Nhlanzeko.Idon'tknowwhatcould'vebecomeof

me.Idon'tthinkIwould'vebeenstrongenoughto

handleit.I'vecreatedsomanybeautifulmemories

withthisone.He'smyworld.



Urgh!Peoplehavenotiming,who'scallingmenow?

I'mstilldealingwithatraumatizedmanwhojust

escapedfromacrocodile’smouth.

“IsthisMsNdondoSibisi?”thecallerasks.

Thissoundsveryformal.

“Yes,canIhelpyou?”I'mreadytopostpone

whateverdiscussionorproposalhewantstomake.

“It'saboutMrRaphaelMbambo.Hewasinvolvedin

acaraccident.”

No!No!No!

“Ishestillalive?”Myhandsareshaking,Imight

evendropthiscellphone.

“Unfortunatelyno,hewas….”Idon'thearwhathe

saysnext.Myheadisspinning.Mylegsarewobbly

andfailingtocarrymeup.Ineedtosit.

Bab'Mbambocannotdothistome.Hecannotleave

me.Heknowshowmuchhemeanstome!

[03/14,09:12] :Chapter39



NDONDO

Hetalkedalotabouthisfamily,especiallyhislate

daughter,Nomandla.MaybeIwashiscomfort,in

mehefoundagirlhecouldfatherandfillthegapin

hisheart.Heplayedasignificantroleinmylife,

fromthefirstdayIsteppedinBantwanaHoldings,

hetookmeunderhiswingandtreatedmelikehis

daughter.

IcannotbelievethatI'mstandinghere,infrontof

hiswife,andtryingtotellherthatitwasGod's

timingandthatBab’Mbambohaslivedhislifetothe

fullest.Thetruthis,Iwasn'treadytolosehimeither.

Ithurts!I'veneverlostaparentbeforebutnowI

knowhowpainfulitis.

It'ssurprisingtoseeNgidihere.Hejustlosthis

daughter,asmuchasBab'Mbambowashisex-

employee,heshouldbefocusingonhisfamilyand

nottryingtobethereforeveryone.

NdlalifaandNdabukoleftwiththepolice.



Everythinghappenedinashortspaceoftime,I

don'tevenknowhowNdabukoisfeeling,hehadto

pullhimselftogetherandfocusonme.

“Baba,didNdabukoleavewiththebodyguards?”I

askMrNgidiasIbumpintohimoutsidethedoor.

WeareinWaterloo,inBab’Mbambo’sRDPhouse.

He'llbeburiedbackatKwaMaphumulo,thefamily

isheretocollecthisbelongingsandarrangeforhis

bodytobetransferredtoStanger.MrNgidiavailed

himselftohelpthepolicewithinvestigation.

“NothingisgoingtohappentohimMaSibisi,”he

says,givingmethelookofassurance.NotthatI

don'ttrusthim,butNhlanzekowaskilledbyagun

andifNgidireallyhadthesuperpowersnothing

wasgoingtohappentohimeither.

“Wheredidtheygo?”Iask.

No,hemustn'tsighlikethat!Thisismymanwe're

talkingabouthere.

“They'recomingback,”hesaysabitannoyed.

“When?They'vebeengoneforhours,whatif

somethinghappenedtoNdabuko?Theyweretrying



tokillhimnotsolongagoandnowhe'soutthere

again!”I'mcryinginbulk;forBab’Mbamboandfor

howunsafethelifeNdabukoinheritedfrom

Nhlanzekohasbecome.

Ngidihashisphoneagainsthisear,helooksvery

muchannoyedbutIdon'tcare.

“Umfaziwakhouyakhalala!”(Yourwomaniscrying

here)Hepasseshisphonetomeaftersayingthose

wordsandwalksinsidethehouse.

“Ndondoyami?”He'sinpanic.Thesoundofthe

wheelsontheroadmakesmeuncomfortable.Why

aretheyspeeding?

“Whereareyou?”Moretearsbreak.Wordsare

chokingme.Whatifthey'rechasinghimagain?

“I'monmywayback.I'mokay,wehavesecurity

carswithusontheroad,”hesays.

Iwipethetearsandpullmyselftogether.Atleast

they'reguarded.

“WhatmustIbringforyou?”heasks,tryingto

softenmeup.



“BringBab'Mbambo.”ThisistheonlythingIwant

rightnow-IwantBab'Mbamboback.

“I'mreallysorryHlasekazi,”hesaysandstayson

thelineasIweepagain.

Ahandsnatchesthephone.Urgh!MrNgidi.I

understandthatthisishisairtimewearelistening

toeachother'sweepingwith,buthe'srich,this

shouldn'tbeaproblem.Wecanevenlistentoeach

other'sbreathing,itwouldn'tdenthisbalance.

“Don'tcry,”hesaysandpullsmeintoahug.

ForamomentI'minshock,thisisMrNgidi,theCEO!

“Theboywilldriveyouhome.It'snothealthyfora

womanlikeyoutobeupandcryingatthistime.

MaXuluhasthewholefamilyhere,she'llbefine,”he

says,withhishandsovermyshoulders.

Idon'tknowwhichboyhe'stalkingaboutuntila

man,almostmyage,appearswiththecarkeysin

hishand.

IguessIhavenosayorwhatsoever.Itakemybag

insidethehouseandfollow“theboy”tothecar.



--

There'salineoftaxisparkedinfrontofthehouse;I

wasdrivenherewithoutanyconsent.Thisdoesn't

sitwellwithme,ifeverythingisokaythenwhydid

theybringhistaxishere?Theynevercomehere.

Therearepeoplearoundtheyard;theHlomuka

VIPswiththeirbigguns.Ididn'tsignupforthislife!

“Mngomezuluisalmosthere,”theguywhowas

drivingmesays.Hemust'venoticedthepanicinmy

eyes.Icannotlivelikethis.Heshould'vetakenme

tomyhouse,Idon'thavetolookovermyshoulders

whenI'mthere.

Inodmyheadandwalkinsidethehouse.

--

“Youcannotdothistomeagain!”I'mstandinghere,

infrontofanunmovingpictureandcryingmy

eyeballsout.

“YoubroughtustogetherNhlanzeko.Theleastyou

coulddoistoprotectNdabukoagainstyourpeople.



TheyareYOURPEOPLE,hewantedadifferentlife

andyouforcedhimtocontinueyourlegacyandlive

thislife.Thenhowdoyoustandthere,whereveryou

are,andwatchthedogstryingtokillhim?What

aboutmybaby,OURbabyNhlanzeko?Icannot

raisethisbabyalone.Idon'twanttoloseanother

pieceofmyheartagain.WhathaveIdonetothe

Mngomezulustodeservethislife…”Stronghands

grabmyshouldersandturnmearound.Idon't

knowhowIlook,I'vebeenacryingmessthewhole

day.

Hebendsdownandliftsmylegsup.Hecarriesme

allthewaytoourbedroomandputsmeonourbed.

Hisforeheadislinkedontomine,he'sstaringinto

myeyeswhilehisrighthandentwineswithmine.

Hiseyesarebloodshot,asifhe'sbeencryingtoo.I

movemyfaceaninchupandmeethiscold,

shiveringlips.

Ifeelhiserectiongrowingandbreakthekiss.Sexis

notgoingtosolveanything,instead,it'lltakethe



painawayforalittlewhile.

“Wherewereyou?”Iask.

Heheavesasigh.I'velearntthatsomeofthethings

thathappeninthetaxiindustryarekeptfromme.

ButIstillquestionandannoyhimbecausehislifeis

importanttome.

“Iwasatthepolicestation,thenatTongaat,”he

saysandrollstotheside.

Hetakesonepillowandsquashesitbetweenhis

knees.

“DoingwhatinTongaat?”Iask.

“Ndondo!”Hegivesmealook,sniffsbackthetears

Iwasn'tawareofandstaresupattheceiling.

“Whatisgoingon?Didanyonedie?”I'mpanicking.

Hewasn'tlikethiswhenheleft.

“Ndondopleasedon'tleaveme.Imadeamistake,I

didn'thaveanyotherchoice,theyweregoingtokill

me.”

I'mlost!Tearsarefloodingoutofhiseyes,whatever

itisbad!



“WhathappenedMngomezulu?”I'mcrying,because

he'scrying,andtryingtodighishandfromthe

pillowhe'ssqueezingsothatIcancomforthim.

“IranoverBab'Mbambo….”Whaaaaat?No,this

can'tbetrue!Heisnottheonewhokilledmy

Bab’Mbambo.

“Idon'tlikeyourprank!”I'monmyfeet,tryingto

stepfarfromhimasmuchaspossible.

“Theywerechasingmeandshootingmycar.Itwas

riskyandtoolateformetostop,Ihitamanand

ran.”

Ilandonthefloor,flatwithmybutt.He'sserious,I

knowthisbecauseeverywordisaccompaniedbya

rainoftears.

“Iwouldn'tkillaninnocentmanonpurpose,Ndondo

youhavetobelieveme.”He'skneelinginfrontof

meandtryingtocapturemyface.

“Iknowhowmuchyoulovedhim.I'dneverputyou

inthispainonpurpose,IloveyouNdondo,more

thanyouknow.I'mwillingtopayformysins.Iwill

tellthepolicethetruth.”



Whooooah!Whatthefu€k-ke?

“You'lltellthemwhattruth?”Mytongueunties

instantly.

“ThatIranoverhim.Iwasdrivingabovethespeed

limitand…”JesusChrist!Thismanthinkshe'sgoing

tokillamanwhowasmypillarofstrengthandthen

leavemeandgotojailtoo?

“Whoeverwaschasingyouandtryingtokillyou

killedBab’Mbambo,andIwantjusticeNdabuko,”I

say.

“Justice?”heasks.

Nowhe'scluelessabout“justice”?

“Don'tyoucallitjusticewhenyouandtheNgidis

makepeoplepayfortheirsins?Iwantjusticefor

Bab'Mbambo.Areyouhungry?”Iask.

HenodshisheadhesitantlyandwatchesasI

strugglegettingupfromthefloor.

“Ndondo,”hecallsbeforeIwalkaway.

Istopandlookathim.



“Iloveyou,”hesays.

Itcalmsmedownwhenhelooksatmelikethat;

withsomuchlovewritteninhiseyes.

“Iloveyoumore,”Isay.

Eventhoughitdoesn'treachhiseyes,buthesmiles

genuinely.

“I'mnothungryforsomethingthat'sinthekitchen.

I'mhungryforsomethingbeneaththatdress,”he

says.

Istandstill,indefeat.

“Comehere,”hegetsupfromthefloorandpullsout

hisarmforme.

Iwalkintohisarmandrestmyheadonhis

shoulder.Awetkisslandsonmycheek,causingmy

lipstocrackintoawidesmile.

“ThankyouforbeingmypillarHlasekazi.Icouldn't

haveaskedforabetterwoman,”hesays.

Icouldn'thaveaskedforabettermaneither.Iknow

he'dneverkillaninnocentmanonpurpose,

especiallyamanwhomeantsomuchtome.But



nowIhavetofaceMaXulu,sitnexttoherand

comforther,knowingverywellthatNdabukohada

handinherhusband'sdeath.

.

.

MAQHINGA

Phumzileissweepingtheyardwhenthecarshe

can'trecognizepullsup.Asthepersonclimbsout

ofitsherealizesthatit'sMaqhingaandletsgoof

thebroomshehadinherhand.

“Maqhingaisthatyou?”sheasksasMaqhinga

walkstowardsher.Sheisabitemotionalbecause

inherheartsheknowsthatshefailedhimasmuch

asMagcinafailedhim.

“SawubonaMa,”Maqhingasaysandstopstwofeet

awayfromher.Theydidtalkthingsthroughbuthe's

stilltheboythatlookslikehisrapist-uncle.

“Youscaredus,”Phumzilesaysandnoticesaman

climbingoutofthecarandcomingtothem.



“I'msorrytocomeannouncedlikethis.Thisis

NgcwethiMthembu,Ithinkit'sclearwhathedoes.

Magcinawantsanapologyfromme,onbehalfof

Msawenkosi,”Maqhingasaysbitterly.

Phumzileisabitshocked.Shedidn'texpectthings

togetintothis.Thisisdoingmoredamage,they've

bothindirectlymistreatedthisboyforhis

remembrancesofMsawenkosi,herandMagcina.

AndnowMagcinawantshimtoapologizeonbehalf

ofMsawenkosi?

“Youdon'thavetodoit,”shetellshim.

“Ihaveto.Iwanthertoloveme,don'tI?”Maqhinga

saysandshrugshisshoulders.

ShewantstotellherthatMagcinaloveshimbut

lyingtohimisnolongeranoption.

“I'mgoingtocallyourfatherandlethim…”Helifts

hishanduptostopher.

“Pleasedon't.I'llgohomewhenI'mready,ifyou

don'tmindaccommodatingmehereforafewdays,”

hesays.



“Maqhingathisisyourhome,you'renotbeing

accommodated.Pleasemaketheguest

comfortable,”shelooksatNgcwethiwho'sbeen

scanningthewholeyardwithhiseyesandsighing

nonstop.

“Ndodana!”shegreets.

Ngcwethistepsforwardandshakesherhand.

“Youcancomeinsidethehouse,Maqhingawill

followwithyourbags,”Phumzilesays.

“ThankyouMrsNgidi,”Ngcwethisays,walkingafter

her.

Shestopswithafrownonherface.Didhemistake

herforsomeone?

“I'mhersister,”shesays,referringtoMagcinawho

could'vebeenMrsNgidi.

“Thisisaveryniceplacebutthere'snospacefor

livestock.Myfatherhadafriendaroundhere…”

Owkaaay!He'snotgoingtoacknowledgehis

mistake,that'sifhemadeany.

.



.

ZAMAFUZE

Ndabukoturnedherintoadesperatewomanthat

begsandrunsaftermen.Butthistimeit'sdifferent,

ithaslesstodowithEkhayaBazothiniSyndrome

andmoretodowithherheart.Thisisthemostrisky

decisionshe'severtook;goingtoaman'sfather's

housetosearchforhim.Qondani’sfatherhatesher,

that'soutofquestion.Ndondoalsowantsnothing

todowithherandtheirissuesgowayback,they're

deeper.Thefactis,thewholeSibisiclanand

relativeswillneverbefondofher,buttheheart

wantswhatitwants.Andrightnow,itwants

Qondani.

Sheaskedaboyshefoundatthetaxistopandhe

gaveherclearinstructions.It'salmostdark,the

clockisjustafewticksawayfrom6pm.

Herheartisbeatingloudagainstherdrychest.

She'srecitedeveryprayerthereisandnowit'supto



Qondanihowhetakesher.

Alittlegirlplayingontheverandaseesherandruns

insidethehouse.Whenshecomesbackthere'san

elderwithher;awomanwearingaredpaniforeand

beret.She'sstaringatherasshewalkstowardsthe

house.Sheiswearingaskirtthat'sjustaboveher

kneesandstilettosthatmakeitabitdifficultforher

towalkontheiryard.

“HelloMa,”shesaysshyly.Hereyesareonthelittle

girlshedeprivedtherighttoherfatherforawhile.

Maybeshedidtakethisrevengethingwaytoofar.

AllshewantedwastohurtNdondothesameway

sheandNdabukohurther.

“Yebomntanami.WhomustIsayyouare?Thisis

myfirsttimeseeingyouinthisplace,”Mam’Jabu

askswithhereyessquinted.She'stryingtocapture

anyfeatureofherthatshecouldfamiliarize.

“I'mheretoseeQondani,”shesays,nottoosure

abouttellingthiswomanhername,shemight

chaseheroutbeforesheevenseesQondani.

“Andyouare?”Mam’Jabuisnotabouttolet



someoneshedoesn'tknowinsideherhouse.Yes

thegirllooksbeautifulandinnocent,butafterwhat

“abeautifulgirl”didtohersonshe'sthreading

carefully.

“I'mNomkhosiNsele,”Zamafuzesaysandpinches

herself.

“Oh,Ndondo'sfriend?Comein,mychild.Whydidn't

youtellhertocallandtellustoexpectyou?”

Theywalkinsidethehouse.Thekidsclearfromthe

loungewhentheirgrandmotherwalksinwitha

fancyguest.Qondani’sOrlandoPiratesT-shirtis

lyingonthecouch,whichmeanshe'ssomewhere

around.

“Pleasebecomfortable,I'llgetyousomethingto

drink.HeyoNdondo,ukushonje!”She'sshakingher

headinembarrassmentandrushingouttodefrost

thetrayofchickenthighs.There'snowayNdondo's

friend,KhosifromDurban,isgoingtoeatpotatoes

andricefordinner.

Qondaniwalksintohismotherbreakingplatesin



thekitchenandfrowns.She'scookingagain?!

“Changeofmenu?”heasks,lookingatthetrayof

chickenthighssinkinginsidethebucketofwater.

“Whydidn'tyoutellmeNdondohassuchbeautiful

friends?Howembarrassingisitthatshewasabout

towalkonushavingpotatoesandricefordinner?

DoyouknowhowimportantNdondo’simageis?”

“WhatareyoutalkingaboutJabulilemfazikababa?”

Qondaniaskswithafakesigh.

Mam'Jabuclickshertongueinannoyance.

“Goandgreetwenahlongandlebe,”shesays,

wavinghimawaywithherhand.

Qondaniisstilllaughingathismotherwhenhe

walksintohisworstnightmaresittingonhis

mother'scouchwithitsbagonitslap.

“Qondani,”-She'suponherfeetandbegginghim

nottoleavewithhereyes.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”Qondaniasksinalow

voice.



“Youdon'tanswermycalls,”shesays.

Hetakesherbagthatdroppedfromherlapwhen

shestoodupandpullsherhand.

“QondaniwhereareyoutakingNomkhosi?”

Mam’JabuaskswhensheseesQondanidragging

herguestout.Aretheyfighting?

“ThisisZamafuze,”that'sallhesaysbefore

draggingheroutofthedoor.

Sheiscryingandbegginghimtolisten.

Maqhawestopsabovehiskraalandwatchesthe

scandalplayingoutinhispremises.

“Don'tevercomehereagain!”Qondanisaysand

throwsherbagtoherchest.He'sbreathingfire!

Zamafuzefallsdownonherkneesandsobseven

louder.

“WheremustIgoQondaniatthistime?”sheasks

betweenthesobs.

“Ididn'taskyoutocomehere,sodon'tincludeme



inyourproblems.”

“Iknowthatyouwon'tbelieveanythingthatIsay

butIloveyouQondani.Iwanttocorrectmy

mistakesandbethewomanyouwantmetobe.”

Qondanibreaksachuckle.He'sindisbelief.

“YoubewitchedmeZamafuze.Youtargetedmeto

getbacktomysister,”heremindsher.

“Iwasdesperate,”Zamafuze.

“Desperateforwhat?”

“Iknewthatyouwouldn'tfallinlovewithmeunless

ifIdidsomethingtoyou."

“Howdidyouknowthat?Doyoustayinmyheart?”

“Idon'tneedtostayinyourheart.Rightnow,atthis

moment,provesthat.Youdon'tlovemeQondani,

nobodyhaseverlovedme.Nobody!Youwould've

beennoexceptioneither.”

Qondanisighsheavilyandleansagainstthe

electricitypole.

“SoyoufetchedumuthiandfedmesothatIcan



loveyou?”heasks.

“Yes…”

“Talk!”

“Igratedmynailsinsideyourfoodanddroppedmy

tearsinsideyourjuice.”

Silence……

“IswearI'mnotthatcrazyQondani.ForfouryearsI

hadamanwhodideverythingformeandthenallof

asuddenthingschanged;there'sachosengirlin

thepicture,she'spregnantandgettingmarriedto

thesamemanItookinandoutofhospitals,bathing

andfeeding.”

“I'minnocentinallthatZamafuze.Whydidn'tyou

goandfeedhimyournailsandtears?”Qondani

asks.

“BecauseIwaslookingforrevenge,nothislove

anymore,”shesays.

Hehelpsherupandpicksherbagfromtheground.

“Zamafuzewearenotgettingbacktogether.I'll

nevertrustyouoranyotherwomanagain.”



Shenodsherheadwithtearsrunningdownonher

face.

“Again,I'msorryforinvolvingyouinallthis.Thank

youforshowingmethetruemeaningoflove.I'll

holdontothosememoriesforever.Ngiyabonga

Mahlase,eventhoughyouweren'tinyourrightful

sensesbutyouchosemeoverothersafewtimes.

NowIknowhowitfeelslikebeingsomeone'sall.

Haveagoodnight.”Shebendsdown,takesoffher

stilettosandwalksawaybarefooted.Sheneedsto

hurryandcatchthelasttaxiatthestop,hopefully

there'sone.

Qondaniwatchesuntilshedisappears.Shehasher

shoesandbaginhand,andrushinguptheroad

leadingtothetaxistop.It'sdark,therearenotaxis

ontheroad,thisisavillage.

“Whereisshegoingtosleep?”Maqhaweasksfrom

behind,startlinghim.

“BabaIdidn'tknowyouwerebehindme,”hesaysin

embarrassment.



“Youwouldn'thavenoticed,notwhilestaringather

hipslikethat.”

Qondanichucklesandshakeshishead.That'snot

thereasonwhyhewasstaringather.

“IsitcrazythatIfeelsorryforher?”heaskshis

father.

“WomencryQondani.Theyhavetearsfordays,

that'swhyyoualwayshearthemadvisingeach

other-‘drinkalotofwatermngani.’They'rejust

fillingtheirtanksoftearssothattheycantrapus,”

Maqhawesays.

Qondanicracksintolaughter.

“Butyoucangiveheranotherchance,maybeshe'll

beaproperwomanthistimeandnotbewitchyou.”

“Yeah,maybe.”

Hopefullyhe'snotgoingtoregretthis.

--

Zamafuzehasbeenstandinghereforalmost15



minutesnowandnotevenasingletaxihaspassed.

It'sheavilydark,therearenostreetlights,heronly

safetyisthatthere'sahomesteadnearby.If

anythinghappensshe'llscreamforhelp.

Ohfinally,therearelightsflashingaroundthe

corner.Shepicksherbag,holdsittightlyonher

chestandstepsclosertotheroad.

It'savan.Itpullsupnexttoherandthewindow

rollsdown.

“GetinsidethecarZamafuze.”

Herthuddingheartcalmsdownasshehearshis

voice.Shedidn'tthinkhewasgoingtocome,he

wasdone,shesawitinhiseyes.

Shehurriedlyopensthedoorandclimbsinbefore

hechangeshismind.

“Youcandropmeintown,I'lllookforaBnBto

spendthenightandleavetomorrowmorning,”she

saysaftersettlingontheseat.

Hedoesn'tsayanything,hereversesthecarand



drivesbacktothedirectionofhishome.

(NB:I'mawareofthedelaysfromPaxi,thosewho

orderedMaShengeearlierthismonthwillrecieve

theirpinssoon.Don'tpanic!!)

[03/14,09:12] :Chapter40

QONDANISIBISI

Hismotherisnotpleasedatall,buthisfatheris

theretotamehispumpkin.Qondanihastodishfor

Zamafuzehimselfbecauseafterfindingoutwho

shereallyis,Jabuchosetodistanceherselffrom

everything.

“Ma,whereisthebeetroot?”Qondaniasksashe

setsthecutleryontheplate.No,he'snotenjoying

thiseither,himandZamafuzestillhavealottotalk

about,butrightnowheneedstobewelcomingand

treatherlikeanyotherguest.

“Babawhoisthatauntyinyourhouse?”his

daughterasks,pullinghisarm.



There'snowayhe'sintroducingZamafuzetohis

kids.Hewasgoingtodoit,butnotanymore.

“ThatBaba’soldfriend,gotoyourgrandmother,”he

hushesherawayandhismotherrollshereyes.

“Don'tfinishmybeetroot,”shesaysbeforeleaving.

Hetakesoutthebottleofbeetrootandaddsitatthe

sideoftheplateasasalad.

Hetakesoutthecolddrinkandleaveswithitand

thetrayoffood.Hisfatherhasgonetosleep.His

friendpassedon,thishasshakenhimand

completelyruinedhisday.Ndondocalledaboutan

houragotodeliverthemessage,Jabuwantedto

tellheraboutZamafuzebutMaqhawesaidno.

Qondanishouldbeallowedtoworkonhis

relationshipwithnoexternalforces,ifitfailsagain,

itfails.Hedoesn'tneedthepressuretochoose

betweenhissisterandsupposed-girlfriend.If

ZamafuzecanproveherloveforQondani,Ndondo

willautomaticallyforgiveherforwhatevershe's

donetomakeherlifealivinghell.



Zamafuzejustfinishedbathing,she'schangedinto

hersleepingshortandlooseT-shirt.Qondaniputs

thetrayoffoodontopofthetableandtakesher

bathwaterout.

Whenhecomesbackshe'salreadyduginherfood.

Shemust'vebeenveryhungry.Hedecidesnotto

disturbherbecausewhentheytalkhewantsthem

tofocusandlaytheirheartsout.

Hegoestohisparents'bedroomtopasstime.

HismotherisstillwatchingTVwiththekids,this

doesn'tdisturbtheirprivacyinanyway.

“You'restillup?”heasks,walkingthroughthedoor.

Hisfatherisupandpuffinghistobacco.

“Isyourwifegoingtobehappyaboutyousmoking

insidethehouse?”heasks.

Maqhawechuckles,heknowsthatJabuisstill

watchingIsibaya,thesmellwouldbelonggone

whenshecomestobed.

“WhyareyouworriedaboutmywifeandI?



Shouldn'tyoubewithyourDliso?”heasks.

“Dliso?”Qondaniaskswithachuckle.

“Shefeedsyouamadliso,doesn'tshe?Sowhat's

chasingyouawayfromyourbedroom?”heasks.

Qondanireleasesalongsighbeforeliftinghisface

tohisfather.

“Idon'tknowifI'llevertrustheragain.Zamafuze

getsbitterwhenshe'shurting,whoknowswhat

she'ddotomykidsifIeverhappentohurtheras

well?Idon'twanttobewithapsychothatIalways

havetolookovermyshoulderswheneverI'mwith,”

Qondanisays.

“Areyouplanningonhurtingher?”hisfatherasks

withhiseyesnarrowed.

“Babayouknowhowlifeis,sometimeswefallinto

temptations,”hesays.

“Temptations,yousay.Ithinkcheatingisthedoor

ofallproblemsinmarriageorshouldIsay

relationships.Lies,abuse,insecuritiesandlackof

respect.Allthesearesomehowtiedtocheating.A



cheatingmanlies,hegetsinsecurebecauseoffear

thatsomeoneelsemightbedoingwhathe'sdoing

withhiswoman.Andyouknowhowinsecureman

are,they’reabusivebecausephysicalstrength

becomestheironlysourceofconfidence.Aman

whostaystruetoonewomanisunlikelytosearch

forareasontolietoher.So,ifyoufeellikeyou're

notreadytocommittoherratherleavethat

psychopathicwomanalone,youknowhow

woundedshealreadyis.”Hegetsoffbedandgoes

tothewindowtothrowthepieceofhistobacco.

“Andwhywouldyoufallintotemptationswhile

spendingyournightsonbedwithawomanlike

her?”heasks.

Qondanichucklesanddropshiseyesshyly.His

fatherbetternotcheckouthisgirlfriend!

“Thisthingisthesame,onlyfacesaredifferent,”

Maqhawecontinuesasheliesbackonthebed.

“Babamaybeyou'retoooldorinexperienced.It's

differentnje!”Qondani.

“Howso?Theonlythingthatdeterminesthe



intensityofpleasureisspiritualconnection.

Otherwise,fleshisflesh.”

“Urgh!That'sjusttheory,I'mtalkingfrom

experience.”

“Well,goaroundsearchingthehotteroneandsee

whatDlisowilldotoyou.”

Theirnot-soholydiscussionisdisturbedbyJabu.

Qondaniquicklydragshimselfoutoftheroom

beforehismotherrestartsaboutZamafuze.

Hepassesbyhiskids'bedroombeforeleaving.He

needstomakesurethatZamafuzeleavesearlyin

themorning,beforehismothercausesascenethat

willbringthewholevillage’sattentiontothem.

HeclosesthedoorandtakesonlyhisT-shirtoff

beforeclimbingonthebed.

“Areyouasleep?”heasks.

Zamafuzeshiftsandremovestheduvetfromher

face.Shethoughthewasn'tcomingback,asmuch

assheunderstandswherehe'scomingfrom,



rejectionisstillabitterpilltoswallowandablanket

ofshamestillhoversoverher.

“No,”shesaysinalow,hoarsevoice.

“You'reawarethatwearenotjustgoingtotakeoff

andforgetabouteverything.Youmadeafooloutof

meZamafuze.Youstrippedmeoffmyrightsasa

manandafather.Ican'tevenlookatmychildren

withoutguiltskinningme.Ivowedtoloveand

supportmykids,that'swhyIbroughtallofthem

here,tolivewithmyparents.Butyouchangedall

that,ungenz'impatha,”hesays.

“IwasactingoutofpainandIallowedittocontrol

me,”shesays.

“It'sstillnotjustifiable.Whatisourfirstfromhere?

WheredowegoZama?”

“Pleasegivemeanotherchance.Iwon'tletyou

downagain.”

“Whataboutmyfamily?Doyourealizethatyou

didn'tjusthurtme,youhurtmyparents,mykids

andmysister.Andallthesepeoplehavenotdone

anythingwrongtoyou.Sbaribrokeyourheart,not



us.Notevenmysister.Youoweallofusan

apology.”

“IfIdogetachance,I'llapologize.”Shewipesthe

tearescapinghereyewithherelbowandlooks

away.

“You'rebeautifulMaFuze,youshouldn'tbestooping

solow.Anyguywouldbeluckytohaveyou,those

thatletyougoareatloss.It'lltaketimeformetobe

comfortablewithyourfoodandtofullytrustyou,

butI'mwillingtogiveusanothertry.Stopbeinga

babynowandcomehere.”Hepullsherheadtohis

chestandrubsherback.

“Whydidyouwearashort?Youknowwhatyour

thighsdotome,”heasksinalowvoice,hishand

caressingherthighundertheduvet.

“ComeonQondani.”She’sblushingandlickingher

bottomlips,whichalwaysdrivesQondanicrazy.

“Givemethatdanceagain…whatdoyoucallit?”

He'stryingtocollecthismemoryandshe's

laughingherlungsoff.

“Lapdance?IneedmusictodosoandIneedtobe



inahappymood,”shesays.

“Mahlasecanputyouinahappymood,”hesays,

hishandslidingunderthewaistofhershort.

“Whyisitsowarminsidehere?”heasks,pushing

hisfingerbetweenherfoldsandinhalingsharply

betweenhisteeth.She'sthebestMahlasehasever

had.Hiserectionishardeningandthreateningto

bursthiszipper.

“Doyouknowthatyou'reagold?”heasks.

Zamafuzesmilesandshakesherhead.

“You'reagoldZamafuze.Let'sgetnakedandgreet

eachotherappropriately.Ihaven'tseenyouina

longtime,Idon'tevenrememberitsshapeand

colour,”hesays.

He'snakedwithinthedropofahatandlyingonthe

bed,watchingherasshetriestosqueezeherhips

outoftheshort.

“Whohurtyoubehindyourrightthigh?”heasks.

Itshould'vefadedawaybynow,shepaidthebest

dermatologistwithNdabuko'smoneyandsheused



togivehercreamstoremovethismark.Nobody

evernoticesitbecausereally,it'snotthatbig.It

onlymakesheruncomfortablebecausesheknows

whatwentdownbetweenherandhermotherthe

daysheleftthismarkonher.

“Oh,Iwasplayingwithmyfriends.Stillyoungand

careless.”Sheliesonhisarmandstaresathiseyes.

They'regoodnow,it'shisfamilyshestillneedsto

faceandgothrough.

“Umuhleukuthiuyahlanyanje.”(You'rebeautiful,it's

justthatyou'recrazy)He'spinchinghernose

playfully.Again,she'sblushingandtrippingover

herfeelings.Thisfeelsgreat,betterthananything

she'severhad.

.

.

THALENTE

Hejustlethimselfinsidemyshackandmade

himselfcomfortableonmybed.Ihaven'tseenhim



sincethedayheleftforhissister'sfuneral.We

spokeoverthephoneafewtimesandhewasjust

notinagoodspace.

“Howareyou?”Iask,standingagainstmyfragile

woodentable.

“Imissyou,”-he'snotansweringme.I'vebeen

meaningtoaskiftheyfoundMaqhingabuthisface

saysitallrightnow.He'sfarfrombeingokay.

“Areyoustaying?”Iask.

“Iwashopingthatwe'llspendthenightatmy

house,”hesays.

Inodandpickmybagtostartpackingmyovernight

necessities.

“HaveyouseenRaj?”heasks.

Thisisasurprisequestion!Wehaven'tdiscussed

himsincethatday.

“Notclose,heparksoutsidethegatenowand

doesn'tsethisfootinsidethecanteen.Whatdid

yousaytohim?”Iask.

“Say?Idon'tspeakIsiNdiyamina,”hesays.



Nowhe'sbeingdramatic.

“Okay,whatdidyoudotohim?It'ssounlikehimnot

tosayanythingwhenheseesmepassingby,”Iask.

“Youdon'twanttoknow,”hesays.

Igivehimalook.Hecracksabriefchucklethat

meltsmyheart.Ihateseeinghimlookinglikeasad

cow.

“PacksisiwakwaMbathaandstoptryingtothreaten

mewithyoursexyeyes,”hesays.

WhyamIsuddenlyblushing?Ithrowmylotions

insidethebagandzipit.

“Whydon'tyoumoveinwithme?”heasks.

Istopblushinginstantly.Movinginwithhim?Right

now?Thisyear?

“Huh?”IheardhimthefirsttimebutIstillneedhim

torepeat.

“Ineedyoucloseandthisplaceisnotsafeforyou.I

haveabighouse,Ilivealoneand…”Whooah!He

muststoprightthere.



“Iwon'tlivewithamanI'mnotmarriedtoNdlalifa,”I

tellhim.

“Thenmarryme,”hesays.

Iletoutasighofdefeat.Hejustmovedfrom50to

180.Reallynow?

“YourbrotheriscomingbackNdlalifa.Icannever

replacehimorfillanygapyouhaveinyourheart.”

“Ididn'taskyoutoreplaceMaqhinga.Justsayno

andenditthere.”

Arewefightingnow?Ishouldbemadeawareif

there'safightgoingonandI'llcockallmyguns.

“Youcan'tmeetmetwomonthsagoandaskmeto

marryyou.Itdoesn'thappenthatway.Ididn'tleave

hometosearchforahusband,Icamehereto

work!”Isay.

“Youranswercould'vebeenjust‘NO'Thalente,not

thiswholegarbageyou'regivingmenow,”hesays

andgetsuponhisfeet.

“Areyoucoming?”He'sstandingbythedoor,ready

toleave.



Idon'tsayanything.Ijuststandnexttomybagand

lookathim.

Heleaves.Idon'tfollowhim,insteadIunpackmy

bagandsitonthebed.Whyarewefighting?AllI

saidwasthatIcan'tmarryormoveinwithhim,and

thatmakessense,IalwaysmakesensewhenI

speak.

IwashopingthatI'llgetlaidtonight,butlife

happened.Itakemysalty-asstothedoorandlockit.

He'snotcomingback,it'sbeenover10minutes

now.

Idragmyselfonthebedandpullupthecovers.

“Thalenteopenthedoor!”It'shim.WTFishestill

doinghere?

Idon’trespond.Washewaitingformetoclosethe

door?Whyisheevenangryatme?

“ThalenteIdon'thavetimeforyourgames.Open

thedoor,I'vebeenwaitingforyouforover10



minutesinthecar.”

Hethinksthisisagame?Hide-and-seekor

something?No,I'mnotplayinghere.

Ihearhimcursing;“Fuck!”andthenit'squietfora

moment.Maybehe'sleaving….ormaybenot.

Somethinghitsthedoorandbreaksitintotwo

pieces.

Mydoor!Ijumpoffthebedasithitsagain.

Hepushesthebrokendoortothefloorandwalksin.

I'mbeyondtraumatized.Myneighbour'slightsjust

cameon,I'msureeveryonehaswokenupandsoon

they'llbeheretowatchthedramaunfolds.

“Thisiswhatyouwanted,right?Ihaveentered,I

camebacktogetmadam,nowtakeyourbag.Or

youwantmetocarryyou?”heasks.

Hashelosthismind?Hebrokemypoordoor!

Therearevoicesoutside.Thelandlordishere!I'min

deepshit.



“Whodidthis?”heasks.He'swithhiswifeand

othertenants.

“Thebag!”Ndlalifasaystome.Hisbackisagainst

thedoorwayandthelandlordisstandingbehind

him.

“Youbrokethedoor,”Itellhim.Thisshouldregister

inhishead.

“Pleasetakeyourviolentboyfriendandleave.You

aredisturbingothertenants.We'lldiscussmydoor

inthemorning.”Khumaloisanicelandlordbutright

nowyoucantellthathe'spissed.

“Aretheynotgoingtostealherbelongingshere?”

Thenervethismanhas!Hebrokethedoorandnow

hecarestoaskaboutmybelongings?

“Idon'tknow,”thelandlordsays.

“Don'tleaveanythingimportanthere.We'llfit

everythinginsidetheboot,”hesaystome.

DoIhaveachoice?He'sturnedmeintoastreet-

adult.Ihavenoplacetosleep,nosafeplacetokeep

mypersonalbelongings!



--

Weonlyleftthebedandthetable.Everythingelseis

hereinsidethecarandgoingtohishouse.Me

included,he'stransportingmetohishouse.

“Thalentethere'snoneedforyounottospeakto

me,”he'sdrivingtooslowinaquietroad.

Well,I'mnotgoingtospeaktohimuntilhefixesthis

messhecreated.He'snotgoingtotrickmeinto

movinginwithhimlikethis.

Hedrivesoutoftheroadandstopsthecar.Not

anotherstunt!I'mnotready.

“AllI'maskingisforyoutogivemeahome,”he

saysafterswitchingtheengineoff.It'sdarkand

quietouthere.

“Yousaidyouwantedlovefromme,notahome.

That'ssomethingyourparentscould'vegivento

you,”Itellhim.

“Myparentscouldn'thavegivenmekidsand

warmedmybed.Iwantthatfromyou,”hesays.



Asifthat'stheonlythingawomancangiveaman;

kidsandvagina.

“Whataboutmydreams?”

“Whatdreams?”

Thisisaninsult!SoIdon'thavedreamsinhis

stupideyes?

I'mgettingoutofthiscar.

“Thalentewhereareyougoing?”He'saroundthe

carinstantly,beforeIcaneventakesixstepsaway.

“GivemesomethingMaMbatha,I'mnotfighting

withyou,myheadisjustallovertheplace.That's

whyIneedyounexttome,lifehasturnedonme,I

don'thaveanyonewholooksafterme.Evenifit's

anemptypromiseThalente,givemesomethingto

sleepon.Please!”

Idon'tknowwhat'sgoingon.He'samess.Iputmy

guarddownandpullhisfacetome.Hekissesme

backandwrapshishandsaroundmyneck.



Wemoveback,mytonguegoingdowninhisthroat,

untilhe'sleaningagainstthecar.

Mydoorisnotfacingtheroad,Ireverseandlie

backontheseat.It'sabitwindyandcold.

Hedoesn'taskquestions,Ifeelhisfingersliftingup

thelaceofmypantyandshiftingitaside.

Herubshisshaftonmyclitandaroundmyopening.

Assoonashefeelsthemoisthethrustsin.

Hereleasesamoanandslamsinharder.

I'mgrittingmyteethandkeepingmymoansbelow

mychest.

“Mygoodness,ThalenteIloveyou!”Hisgroansare

gettinglouder.Ihavetopushhimofftheedgeso

thathecanreachhisbreakingpointsoon.Idon't

wanttobecaughthavingsexonthesideofthe

roadatnight.

Hepullsoutandwrapshishandaroundhisshaft

andmassagesit.

“Pleasegivemefrombehind.IswearI'llbefast,”he



says.

Gosh,Idugmyowngrave!

Iclimboutandholdontheseatwithmybehindout

inthewind.Lord,mybumsarefreezing!

Histrouserandbriefshaveslidedowntohisankles.

Heholdsontomywaistandinsertshimself.

“Thalentethisthingissofuckin’good.Whatdoyou

doit?”Hispaceisincreasingandhisstrokesare

gettingharder.

Hepullsoutandrubsitovermyclit.Ifeelabubble

ofairescapingandbuzzingoutlikeafart.Mychest

driesupimmediately.Hemustn'tdarethinkIfarted.

Idon'tknowwhatthefu€kiswrongwithit?Maybe

heopenedittoowide.

Heinsertshimselfregardlessofmydiscomfortand

pullsoutagain.

“Queefmyqueen,”hesays.

Idon'tknowwhatthatmeans,allIknowisthatthis

isembarrassingnowandIwanthimtobedone.



“Ndlalifapleasefinish,”Isay.

Hedoesthethrustingandpullingoutnonsense

again,andthistime,Ireleaseairforthesecond

time.Ablanketofshamehoversoverme.

Awetkisslandsonmybutt-cheek.

“It'sgreetingDaddy,”hesayswithachuckleand

thrustsinabitslower.

Iwanttheearthtoopenupandswallowme.How

canthisorganembarrassmelikethis?Greetinghim

forwhat?He'senjoyingthisandfindingitfunny.

[03/14,09:14] :Chapter41

Bhekizitha“Ngonyama”Ngidi

It'sbeenweekssinceSnakhopassedon.Thereare

timeswhenhesleepsinherbedroomandrelyon

thesleepingpills.Sayingthathemissesherwould

beanunderstatement,andthathasaffectedhis

relationshipwithSnalo.Hehasn'tbeenthereforher

asmuchashewassupposedto.Ndlalifadoesn't

cometohishouseveryoften;it'sjusthim,Snalo



andhishousekeeper,Thobile,mostofthetimes.

Khosiisbackatworkbutshecomestocheckon

themfromtimetotime.

Unfortunatelythere'snoretirementinthetaxi

industry,it'sjustawordheusesbecausehedoesn't

gotothetaxiranknorattendanyoftheirmeetings

anymore.Buthe'sstillverymuchinvolved,you

touchoneofhisboys,youtouchthesocketofhis

eye!

HetoldNdlalifatofindtheNgemas,somestupid

boysdrivingtheirfather'scrappytaxislocally.

Ndlalifadoesn'twastetime,hedigsyououtof

whateverholeyouareinandbringyoutojustice.

EvenNgonyamawasn'truthlessashimwhenhe

washisage.Butthat'sanelementoneneedsto

survivetheindustrythey'rein.Maqhingawasn't

exposedtomuchgrowingup,heonlystarted

holdingagunat21.

Ngidiputshisbestsuitonandtakeshisbriefcase

andwalksoutofhisbedroomlookinglikea



professionalbusinessman.

“Youareleaving?”Thobileasks,standingbehinda

bucketofwater.She'smoppingthepassage

leadingtohisbedroomforthesecondtime,ifnot

third,today.Heknowsverywellwhatshewantsbut

he'sgoingthrougharoughpatchatthemoment

andsexwon’tbeanysolution.

“Thingolwenkosazanewilltellyouwhatshewants

fordinner.I'llbebacklate,ifyoucan,pleasekeep

hercompanyuntilshegoestosleep,”hesays.

Thobilesecretlyrollshereyes.Shewasnot

employedtonannya27yearoldtwinwithan

underlyingstinkyattitude!

“That'sovertime,whatifIhaveplans?”sheasks.

“Thobiledon'tbehard.I’llgiveyouattentionwhen

I'malright.Pleaselookaftermydaughter,”hesays.

Herlipscrackintoasmile,revealinganarrowgap

betweenherColgate-whiteteeth.

“Mommyduties?”It'salwaysbeenclearthatshe

wantstobemorethanjustafu€k-keeper.



“Callmeifsheneedsanything,”Ngonyamasays,

ignoringhercheerfulface.He'llneversettledown

withagirltwoyearsyoungerthanhisson.It'sher

bodyhe'sgottenusedtoandhermakingsurethat

hishouselooksperfect,otherthanthatshe's

nothingspecial.Evenifshewashisage,she'snot

someonehewould'vewantedafuturewith.

HewalksonSnalowatchingTV.Shewatches

normalmoviesnow.Slowlybutsurely,she's

crawlingoutofhercreepyshell.

“MaNgidi,I'mgoingtoameeting.I’llprobablycome

backverylate,”hetellsher.

“Ithoughtyouretired.Whycan'tNdlalifaattendthis

meetingonyourbehalf?”sheasks,herfaceclouded

withdisappointment.

Shethoughtmovingherewouldbringthemcloser,

butthistimeherfatheristheonekeepingdistance.

It'sverywrongofhertocomparehowhewaswith

Snakhotohowheiswithher.Shepushedhimaway,

that'swhyheloveshermore.



“Sittingherewilldrivemecrazy.Ineedtogoout

andexersizemybrain,”hesays.

“Iunderstand,”shenodsandturnsherheadbackto

thescreeninfrontofher.

“Areyoubusytomorrow?”Ngidiasksbefore

walkingoutofthedoor.Hecanfeelthedrifttooand

that'ssomethinghedoesn'twant.

“I'mgoingbacktowork,”shesays.

“Okay,maybewecanhaveasmalldinnerherein

thehouse.Thobilewillorganizeeverything,”he

says.

“Alright,bye!”

“Don'tchasemeoutofmyhouse.”

Shelaughs.Hisheartmelts,heshakeshisheadand

leaves.

MaqhingaandSnakhoshould’vebeenhereaswell.

It'sheartwrenchingthathisfamilydinnerwillonly

consistoftwopeople.Justaweekago,hehadabig

family,theyhadatripandeveryonewashavinga



goodtime.IfSnalodecidestogobacktoKhosihe'll

beleftallalone,withonlymemoriesofhowhappy

hisfamilyoncewas.

--

NdlalifarougheduptheNgemaboys,twoofthem

areundertheintensitycareinhospitalandonewas

dischargedearlythismorning.They'renotNgidi's

concern,thosearehissons’peersandhedoesn't

fightwithkids.He'scomingforthebigfish,

NhlekeleleNgema.Themandeclaredwarbetween

hissonsandNdabuko,allbecausehewentagainst

Nhlekelele’spointintheassociationmeeting.

Ndabukoisanintellectoftherank,hehasadegree,

sowhenhespeakshebringsforwardfactualpoints

andpeoplelistentohim.It'snotanyone'sfaultthat

Nhlekeleledidn'tsendhissonstoschoolandtheir

brainsworkwithdieselthatusuallyrunsout.

“Ntusiyenkomo!Ihadtowearmybestsuitand

carrymytoolsinmyexpensivebriefcase.My

daughterthinksI'minameeting,whereasI'mjust

heretoarrangeyourmeetingwiththeMaker.How

hilariousisthat?”He'stakingoffhiswrist-watch.



Nhlekeleleistiedonasteelchairandbandaged

aroundhismouth.

“Wehavetodothisquickly.Idon'twantyoutobe

lateforyourfirstdinnerinhell,”hesays,emptyinga

stackofblankpapersfromhisbriefcaseandtaking

outhisgun.

“Wait,beforeyouleavendodayamadodahelpme

here…”HeuntiesthebondagearoundNhlekelele’s

mouthanddragsanemptychairandsitsinfrontof

him.

“Ihavethiswoman,verybeautifulandkind.Iloved

hersisterverymuch,Istilldo.IfIhadachanceto

bringsomeonebacktolife,I'dbringherback.Ihave

nodoubtthatshewastheloveofmylife-someone

Iwasmadetobewith.Isitwrongofmetowishto

livethelifeIdreamedforherwithhersister?”he

asksandstaresatNhlekelele’sbloodshoteyes.

“Ngonyamaletmego,”hesaysinlow,painedvoice.

“Amandoesn'tcryNgema,you'reembarrassing

yourself.So,doyouthinkIshouldtellthiswoman

orfindsomeoneelse?I'moldnowNhlekelele,ifI



diesomeoneneedstositonthemattress.Doyou

havesomeonewho’llsitonthemattressforyou

latertoday?”

“Mngomezuluwasn'thurt.There'snoneedforthis,”

Nhlekelelebegs.

Ngonyamaclickshistongueandpushesbackthe

chair.Hewrapsthebondagearoundhismouth

again.Hewasgoingtokillhim,butthefactthathe

refusestoadvicehimhasgrantedhimascrotum

surgery.

HepullsNhlekelele’strouserdowntohisanklesand

putsplasticgloveson.

“Wipeyourarses,people.Seenowyou'regoingto

themorguesmellingfeaces,”hesaysbeforekicking

Nhlekelele’schair.Itturnsupsidedownwithhim

strappedonit.

He'smakinghisjobhard.Hewantedthistobea

successfulsurgery,hewantedtoslicehisscrotum

intotwohalvesbeforepepper-sprayingtheopened

cut,buttheidiotisfighting.



Heputsabulletbetweenhiseyestosilencehis

dramaticsmelly-ass.

He'sdoneandfeelingbetterthanearlier.Atleast

he'sstillabletoprotectNdabuko,somethinghe

promisedNhlanzekotodo.He'snotacomplete

failure.

Hecallshisboystocleanupwhilehegoestothe

bathroomtocleanhimself.

--

NDONDO

WebidfarewelltoBab’MbamboonarainySaturday.

BantwanaHoldingstookcareofalltheexpenses,

Ndabukoinsistedonit.Hecouldn'tbringhimselfto

cometothefuneralbecausehe'sdrowninginguilt.

Bab'MaqhaweandMam’Jabuweredrivenhereby



Qondani.I’mnotsureifIwanttobe“bowedto"or

justpathetic,becauseIhaveconcludedthathe

didn'tgreetmeonpurpose.

Myparentscametoo,they'reverysupportivelately.

I'mbackontheirgoodbooksandgettingthe

breadwinnertreatment.TheMngomezulu

delegationisgoingtoNyandeniinaweek'stime,I'm

notsureifthey'regoingtoattend.Mymotherhas

someverypersonalissueswithBab'Maqhawe.

She'sagoodexampleofabitterex,Imeanwhy

wouldanyonehateMam'Jabu?Shelefthimforhis

brotherbutshedidn'twantanyonetohavehim

afterher.

IwalkinsidethetentandsearchforQondaniwith

myeyes.Hewasamongthemenwhowerefilling

upthegrave.Mostofthemhavecomebackfrom

theriverandreceivingtheirrefreshments.

Thereheis,sittingatthecornerwithabottleinhis

hand.



Ipushthroughpeopleandstandbehindhim.

“Howlongareyougoingtoignoreme?”Iask.

He'sstartled.Heputsdowntheicybottleofbeerhe

wasdrinkingandliftshiseyestome.

“Ididn'tseeyouwiththishugestomach.You'renot

recognizable.Where'syourLazarus?”He'sstillan

idiot!

Ipullanemptychairandmakemyselfcomfortable

nexttohim.

“MyLazarusisinDurban.Howfardidyourlovefor

Zamafuzego?Wasn'tIright?Comeon,thankme

bro,”Isay.

“ThankyouNdondoyamahlase,butIhave

somethingtotellyou.Iwon'ttellyouherethough,

becauseIknowthatyou'llbemadatme.Onother

news,todayyourmotherhuggedme.Wemetatthe

cemeteriesandshewashappytoseeme.”

Well,that'sreallynews.Mymotherhugging

Maqhawe’sson?Itmightrainevenmore.

“Didshesayanything?”Iaskinawe.



“No,shejustsaidIlooklikemyfatherandaskedthe

nitty-grittyaboutmylife,”hesays.

Thisisinteresting.Qondanigetsahugbecausehe

lookslikeBab'Maqhawe!

.

.

MAQHAWESIBISI

Hedecidestostretchhislegsandwalksoutofthe

yard.Henevergotthechancetosaygoodbyetohis

friend,justlikethat,deathhascrawledinand

snatchedhimwithintheblinkofaneye.Intheshort

timethattheyspenttogetherMbambowasmoreof

abrothertohimthanDumisanihaseverbeen.

He'salsohere,inhisshinysuitandthickBible.His

wife,Maqhawe’sfirstlove,iseverywherewithhim.

Peoplebowtothem,theyhavethestampof

holinessontheirbacks.PeopleseeGodinthem.

DumisanicarrieshimselflikeoneofJesus’



disciplinesandcastsstonesateveryoneasifhe's

withoutasin.

Maqhawelightshiscigaretteandleansagainst

Qondani'svanandsmokes.Mbambodidsaythat

hecamefromabeautifulvillageandindeed,the

mountainsaregreenandpeoplearefriendly.

Someoneclearsathroatbehindhim.Hewasso

absorbedinhisthoughtsthathedidn'tevenhear

thefootsteps.

Nomagugu?Whatisshedoinghere?She'snothing

likethegirlhewasonceheadoverheelsinlove

with.She'sachurchqueennow,wearinghighheels

andpantyhose,andthosewide-brimmedhatethat

couldshelterthewholevillage.

“SoyouandJabuareplayingahappyfamilywith

mydaughter?”Notthisagain!

He'shereforthefuneral,nottofightoverhis

daughter.

“NomaguguIdon'twanttofight,”hesays.



“That'smydaughter.Nothers!Andyou'renotgoing

totakemydaughter'slobolaMaqhawe,youdidn't

evenpayachickenforher.Dumisanidid.”

Hethrowsthecigaretteaway.Furyiscrashing

throughhisveins.Howdareshetriestoturnthis

intoalobolabattle?!

“Didyougivemeachancetopayforthedamages?”

heasks.

“PaywithwhatMaqhawe?Yourballs?”MaMfundisi

hasflownwiththewind.Thisrighthereisthe

Nomaguguhesharedabedwithinhisyoungyears.

“SoyouwenttomybrotherNoma?You,your

parentsandmyparents;allagainstme.Howwas

thatfair?Youweresupposedtobelieveinmeand

standbymyside.Youdidn'tchoosemeNoma,you

didn'tchooseourdaughtereither.Youchoseyour

reputation,don'tyoudaretrytopaintmeasabad

person.You’vehurtmemorethananyoneinthis

world.”

Amomentofsilencepasses.He'sglaringather,

hatrediswrittenalloverhisface.



“Itwaseitheryouorherlife.Ihadtosacrificeyou,”

shesaysaftertakingadeepbreath.

“Meaning?”heasks.

“MaqhawejustknowthatIwouldn'thavemarried

Dumisaniifitwasn'tformydaughter.Ididn'thave

anyreputationatstake,Iwasalreadyinlovewitha

rebel,”shesays.

“Iwasnotarebel,”Maqhawesays,defensively.He

didbreakacoupleofrules,defyhisfather'srules,

beatuppeoplefornoreasonandskipschool.But

whichboydidn'tdoallthat?Itwasapartofgrowing

up,hewasagoodmanwhenhereached28.

“Butyouweren'tanyone'sidealofasonandIloved

you.ButIhadtochoosetheonewhowasinmy

womb,”Nomagugusays.

“Isthereanythingyoudidn'ttellmeNoma?”

Maqhaweasks.

“Doesitmatternow?AllIwantisforyoutostop

playingahappyfamilywithyourwifeusingmy

daughter,”shesays.



“WewereahappyfamilybeforeNdondochoseto

comehome.Icannotsaythesameaboutyou.Did

“it"grow?”heasksandNomagugu’seyesdropto

theground.

“WearehappyinthevillageNomagugu.Ifyouwant

Ndondo'sbrideprizeyoucangladlycomeandtake

it.”Heleaveshergroundedononespotandwalks

throughthemazeofcarstoreturnbacktotheyard.

It'sgoodtofinallytakeheroffherhigh-horsebut

thegapisstillthereinhisheart.Dumisanididhim

wrong,heonlyneedstwowordsfromhim;“I'm

sorry.”AndthentheSibisiswilluniteandbecome

familyagain.Mbambo’sdeathhashithimhard.If

hedoesn'twakeuponeday,alltheseunresolved

issueswillbeQondani'stosolve.

.

.

NOMAGUGUSIBISI



Ifthesewallscouldtalkthey'dtellastorythat

nobodywouldbelieve.Ifanyonewastoliftupher

skirtandseethescarsonherthighs,they'dask

themselves-howisshestillalive?Ifanyonewasto

fly,invisibly,intoherbedroomatnightandseewhat

shegoesthrougheveryday,they'dprobablycallthe

policeonherhusband.

Shecouldn'twaittogetridofAndiswa,and

fortunatelyNdondogrewfinanciallyindependent

quickerthananyonehadexpectedandshetookher

sisterin.Nowshe'sjustwaitingforBahleto

completehighschoolandgoouttotheworld,then

she'llputanendtothis.

Hehasn'tsaidawordthroughoutdinner,so

Nomagugudecidedtoengagehernerdysononhis

boringtheoriesaboutthe“newworld.”Sheknows

thatthissilencehasroots,she'sdonesomething

againandshe'snotawareofit.

Bahlehelpsherclearthediningtable.Ndondo

broughtadish-washingmachinebutshealways



passtimebywashingdishesherself.

“Cometobed,”hisvoicecomesfromthedoorway,

filledwithauthorityasusual.

Shedoesn'targue,sheleavesthedishesinsidethe

sinkandfollowshim.

Heshutsthedoorafterherandpointshertothe

bed.Shehastheurgetorollhereyesbutfights

againstit.

“WhatwereyousayingtoMaqhawe?”Oh,it'sthat!

Shedidn'tevenknowthathesawthem.

“WeweretalkingaboutNdondo'slobola,”shesays.

“He’sherfathernow?Thosethingscouldn'thave

beendiscussedwithme?”heasks.

“YouarestartingDumisani!”Sheheavesasighand

mentallypreparesherselffortheworst.

“Doyouwanthimback?”Theinsecurities!!!

“No,Dumisani!”shesays.

“IraisedNdondoup,fedherandtookhertoschool.



Don'tyoudaretestmeNomagugu!Imarriedyour

cavepu$$yandsavedherfromyourfather.You

don'tknowmeverywell!”That'stheline;“youdon't

knowmeverywell."Sheknowswhathappensnext.

Henevergoesforherface,it'salwaysherthighs

anditusedtomakeherfeelluckybecausenobody

sawit.Shewasperfectineveryone'seyes.

Hetakestheelectricitywireandliftsupherskirt.

Eventhoughhealwayskeepsherfacesafe,shestill

hidesitwithherarms.

Bythetimehisangersubsidesherskinhaspeeled

off.Hepullsdownhertightandpantyandstretches

herlegsapart.

Hispenismust'vestoppedgrowingwhenhewas5.

Hepullsdownhistrouserandbriefs,histhumb-di€k

springsoutandhelowershiswaistbetweenher

thighs.

She'snotfeelinganythingandheknowsit.She

makeshimfeeluseless,hetriedcheatingtoboost

hisegobutitdidn'tendwell.



There'sabagofpegsthatstaysinsidetheir

wardrobe.It'snotforthewashinglineoranything.

Shestripshernakedandgetsthreepegs.Twofor

hernipplesandoneforherclit.She'lldeliverthat

orgasmandscreamhisnamewhethershelikesit

ornot.

Hespreadsherfoldsandinsertstheoval-shaped

TVremote.Shestartsmoaningashemovesitin

andoutofheropening.

Heclencheshisjawsatthesightofbloodonher

thighs.Butthisistheonlywayheknowshowtorun

hisbedroomandtheintenseorgasmistheonly

wayhecanpleaseher.Ifhedoesn'tkillheroneday,

it'llbetheotherwayaround.

[03/14,09:14] :Chapter42

THALENTE

Ireturnedtomyshackandgotkickedout,soI'm

hereinhishousebecauseIhavenowhereelseto

gonow.Idon'tblamethelandlord,whoknowswhat



hecoulddonext?Burndownthewholeblockof

shacks?

Themoodissour.Hehasn'tapologizedorshowed

anykindofremorse.NowIfeellikesomeoneelseis

incontrolofmylife,he'sdoingashepleases.

TodayI'mofffromworkandI'mexpectedtositin

thisgigantichouseallbymyselfanddothehouse

chores.That'swhatawomandoesinaman’s

house,right?Shecooks,cleansanddoeslaundry.

Well,IdidcleanbecauseIcannotstayinadirty

house.Buthisdirtyclothesarestillinthebasket

andthepotsareempty.Iatebread,breadandbread.

I'lleatbreadagainfordinner.

He'sbeengonesincemorning,allIkeepgettingis

lousytextsmessages.Mymotherwouldprobably

faintandwakeupinMbongolwaneifshefoundout

thatI'mnowcohabiting.

It'sexactly19:13whenhewalksin,wearinghis

blackcapandwhiteT-shirtwithagreystretchpant.



I'monthecouch,watchingwildanimals;that'sthe

onlyinterestingthingIcouldfindthroughouthis

channels.

Hestandsbehindthecouch,foramomenthe'snot

sayinganything,thenleansovermyshouldersand

plantsakissonmycheek.

“Areyouwell?”heasks.

“Mmm,”Inod.

Hewalksaroundthecouchandsitsnexttome,

heavingasigh.Itlookslikehehadalongdayat

work,heneedsawarmbathandaplateofdelicious

home-cookedmeal.

“I'vebeentextingthewholeday,”hesays.

Hiseyesareonme,Icanfeelhisstareonmyskin,

butIkeepmyeyesgluedontheTVscreen.

“Italkedtoyourlandlord,thedoorwasfixed.He

saidyoucancomeback.I'lltakeashowerfirst,you

canstartpacking.”Oh,herealizedhismistake!This

shouldbearelief.I'vebeensulkingthewholeday

becauseIwaskickedoutofmyshack.Iwantmy



ownspaceandindependence.Butallthisdoesn't

comefromagoodheart.Ndlalifaisusedtohaving

hisownway,andhealreadyhadtheseideasofus

livingtogetherandtyingtheknotovernight.

Iwatchhimleaveanddisappearinthepassage

leadingtohisbedroomwithhisheadhungupin

disappointment.Ifeelaknockofguiltinmyheart,

maybeIshouldfixsomethingforhimtoeatbeforeI

leave.Sometimeshisheadworkswithdieselbut

he'sstillmyboyfriend.

Mybagsarestillpacked.Ionlytookoutafew

thingsanditwon'teventakefiveminutesformeto

packthemagain.

Istartinthekitchen.He'lleattheeggsandwich.To

makeitlooklikedinnerI'llputforkandknifeonthe

plate.

Whenhecomesoutofthebedroomhisfoodis

ready.Icoverhisplateandleaveitontopofthe

coffee-table.Hesaysalow“thankyou"and



changesthechannel.

Ileavehimtohisdinnerandfetchmybags.Thisis

goingtobeabittergoodbye.

“Withagoat?Wedon'tknowanythingaboutthat,”-

he'stalkingtosomeoneoverthephone.He'sonly

tookonebiteofhissandwich.Istopwithmybags

inthemiddleoftheloungeandwaitforhimtofinish

hiscall.It'snotagoodone;hiscapisoff,hishand

isontopofhisheadandwipinginvisiblesweat.

“Idon'twantNgiditopanic.I'llgobymyself,”he

tellsthepersonbeforeendingthecallwithasigh.

Heputstheplateofsandwichbackonthecoffee-

tableandstandsup.Hiseyesareholdingback

something,Idon'tknowwhatitisbutitbreaksme.

“Let'sgo,”hesaystomeandtakesthelargerbag.

Itakeafewstepsbehindhimandstop.

“Ndlalifawhat'swrong?”Iask.

Hestopsandlooksback.He'sabittakenback;all

ofasudden,I'mspeakingtohimagain.



“TheyfoundMaqhinga,”hesays.

Oh,that'sgreatnews!Whyishenotcallinghis

fatherandlettinghimknow?

“Ishealrightthough?”Iask.

“Physically,yeah.Theysayhelookedfine,”hesays.

“Sowhydoyoulooksoworried?”Iask.

“BecausemybrotherhasdisownedmeThalente.

That'swhy.Canwegonow?”

No,wecan't.

“Icangowithyou,”Isay.

“Youdon'thaveto.I'llmanagealone.Let'sgo.”He

exhalesandwalkstowardsthedoor.

WhywouldMaqhingadisownhim?Imean,it'sbeen

thetwoofthemsincechildhood.Couldn'thetalk

aboutwhateveritwasthatbotheredhim?Surelyhis

brotherwould'vehelped.Ndlalifaalwaysgetsthings

donehisway.

“IloveyouNdlalifa,”Itellhim,stillstandingwhereI

was.I'mgoingbacktomyshack,butnottoday.I'm



notleavinghimlookinglikethis.

He'sstandingbehindthedoor.Slowly,heturns

aroundandlooksatme.

“Ireallyloveyou.Canwepleasecommunicate

betterandtalkaboutthingslikenormalpeople?I

hateitwhenwearelikethis,”Isay.

Heexhalesanddropsthebagonthefloor.Idrop

minetooandwalkintohisarms.It'slikeinBEFORE

THE90DAYS;acouplemeetingforthefirsttimeat

theairport.

Well,untilhepushesmebackandgrinsstupidly.

“ThankyouSphongo.It'slikeI'mbreathingunder

thewatereverytimeIfeellikeIdon'thaveyou

anymore,”hesays.

“I'mnotSphongo.Whenareyougoingto

Maqhinga?”Iask.

“Earlyinthemorning.Wereyouseriousabout

comingwithme?”Helookssodamnhandsome!I'm

notgoingtoremindhimofhiscap,helooksbetter

inhischiskop.



“Yes,that'sifyouneedcompany,”Isay.

“Idon'tneedcompany.Ineedyoubymyside.Just

yourpresencealone,itgivesmestrength.”Helifts

myhandtohislipsandplantsasoftkissatthe

backofit.

Myfacialmusclesareachingfromalltheblushing.

“I'msorryThalente.”He'ssuddenlyseriousand

staringintomyeyes.

Ididn'tseethisapologycoming.

“ButIdowishtobuildahomewithyou.Please

don'tmakemewaitfortoolong,I'malready35

Thalente,”hesays.

NowthisistheproposalIcansleepon.Hestill

needsmoreclassesofHowToBeAHumanthough.

“Ifyoubehaveyouwon'twaitverylong,”Isayand

kisshischeek.

Heletsoutachuckle.

“There'ssomethingIwanttogiveyou.It'sinthe

car.”



Ihopethiswillbeagoodsurprise.Itakethebags

backtothebedroomwhilehegoesouttothecar.

Iwashopingforapairofshoesorabagthatlooks

likeNdondo's.Sheinvitedmetoherlobola

negotiations.Itwould'vebeennicetoarrivewitha

bagthat'sinherstandard.Butno,thismanis

carryingaplasticbag.Afancybagdoesn'tcomein

aplasticbaglikethat.

“Here,”hesaysandthrowsitonthebednexttome

andwalksout.

Perfumes?They'reabout10.Icheckthebrandand

it'sArthurFord.IknowthatIsmellcheap,butfor

himtobringme10perfumesisdisrespectful.

Hecomesbackwithhissandwichandsitsnextto

me.

“Thisissomethingyougotforme?”Iask,calmly.

“Yes.Dotheysmellnice?”Hedoesn'teatlikeataxi

man.Hehasanorderofbitingbreadslices,hebites



accordingtoshapeandIfinditveryunnecessary.

It'snotlikethere'sanawardofchowingbread,I

usuallyfoldasliceinmypalmuntilitlookslikea

penisandtheneatit.

“Idon'tknow,”Isay.

“Whatareyougoingtodowiththem?”heasks.

WhatelsecanIdowithperfumes?Spraythemon

thewindows?

“Thankyouforthegift,I'llsmellnice,”Isayand

packthebottlesbackinsidetheplasticbag.

.

.

NDLALIFA

Hedidn'twakeupearlyashewantedto.Hehadto

waitforThalentewhileshedecidedhowtotieher

hair.Shetookgoodfiveminutesdecidingwhich

shoestowearbetweenapairofsandalsand

anotherpairofsandals.



Thesunisalreadyupwhentheygetto

Pietermaritzburgandshewantsfood.Theystopat

Spurandorderbreakfast.It'sgettingcloserandreal,

Ndlalifa'sappetiteisveryslim.Hekeepsthinking

abouthowimperfecthe'sbeenasabrother.There

aresomanythingsheneverquestionedabout

Maqhinga.He'sbeenfocusedonhisownwounds

ofgrowingupwithoutamotheranddidn'teven

realizethattherewasnosinglepictureofhis

motherandMaqhingainthehouse.Hecould've

thoughtbackandrememberedwhatusedto

happeninthehousewhentheirfatherhadleftfor

work.HefailedMaqhingadismally.Andmaybe

that'swhyhe'scutcommunicationwithallofthem.

Hewantsnothingtodowiththem.

“Whyareyounoteating?”Thalenteasks,worry

canopyingherface.

“I'mnothungrysthandwasami,”hesays.

Shewrinkleshernoseupwithagrinonherface.

“MustIfinishyourfoodforyou?”sheasks.

Hecan'thelpbutsmile.Shelovesfoodandshe's



notapologeticaboutit.Hepusheshisplatetoher

andleansbackonthechairandwatchesher

helpingherselfwithhisfood.They'dmakebeautiful

children.Hecanalreadyseeherinhiskitchen,

pushingahugestomachandbitinghisheadoff

overnonsense.

“Areyoustillontheinjection?”heasks.

“Yes,”shesayswithafrown.

Henodsandswallowstheremainsinhisglass.

Waitingisgoingtobeharderthanhethought.

“Whydoyouask?”Thalenteasks.Ifhetellsherit'll

startanotherfightandhe'snotlookingforwardto

that.

“Nothing.Iwasjustaskingbecausesometimeswe

don'tuseacondom,”hesays.

Hereyespopout.It'snotjusttwoorthreeincidents,

thestatementshouldbe;“sometimesweusea

condom.”

“Whydoyoulookfrightened?Youareonan

injection,aren'tyou?”Ndlalifaaskswithhis



eyebrowlifted.

Shenodsanddropshereyes.Shecouldbecareful

thanthis,bringingasoultothisunstablelifeisnot

anoption.

“Eatup,weneedtogo,”hesays.

Sheexhalesloudlyandpushesawaythehalfeaten

plate.

“I'mfull,let'sgo,”shesays.

Hedoesn'tsayanything.Whatevershe'sprayingfor,

he'snotprayingitwithher.MayGodanswerhis

prayersfirst!

--

Hewalksintoaguywithiziphandlaandthickyarns

aroundhishead.Heknowshimfromsomewhere

buthecan'tremembercorrectlywhereheknows

himfrom.Hisbagsarepacked,itlookslikehe's

leaving.



“Hlomuka!”theguysaystohimbeforehecanputs

hisfingeronwhereheknowshimfrom.

“Hi,”Ndlalifasaysabitreserved.

Phumzileappearswithawrappedlunchbox.Her

eyesstayonThalenteforabriefmoment,thenshe

looksattheguywithasmileonherface.

“Travelsafelyndodana.Thankyouforeverything,

hopefullyeverythingwillbewellfromnow

onwards,”shesaysandhandsthewrappedlunchtin

tohim.

“Wehopeso,”hesaysandturnshiseyesto

Maqhingawho'sbeenawkwardlysilentsince

NdlalifaandThalentearrived.“Staypatient,your

motherisproudofyou.”

Maqhingarisesfromhischairandwalkstheguy

out.

Ndlalifa'seyesturntohisaunt.There'safreshgoat

skinoutside,theinsideofthehousesmellsof

traditionalbeerandimpepho.



“Mawhat'sgoingonhere?AmInolongerpartof

thisfamily?”heasks.

“Ndlalifawelcomehome,pleasetaketheguestto

theloungeandofferhersomethingtodrink,”

Phumzilesaysandturnsaroundtowalkaway.

Ndlalifagritshisteeth.Heinhalessharplyandturns

hisheadtoThalente.

“Thisway!”Heleadsherfromthediningroomto

thelounge.

WhyaretheybeingexcludedfromtheNsele

ceremonies?HimandKhosiaretheeldest,yetthey

weren'tevengivenasinglewordaboutthis.

“I'mcomingback,”hetellsThalente.

Sheisstillonherfeetbythecouch.Sheknowshow

Ndlalifacanbe,hesawhisinteractionwithhis

fatherinthetrip.

“Don'tdisrespectyoureldersNdlalifa.There'saway

ofpassingyouropinionstothemwithoutsounding

likeyou'readdressingMaqhinga,”shesaysbefore



sittingonthecouch.Shedoesn'tlookuptoseehis

reaction,shetakesoutherphoneandchecksher

texts.

--

“Maqhingawantedtodothisonhisown.Itwashis

dutyandIhadnosayinwhohewantedaroundand

what'snot,”Phumzileexplains.

“Whythefu€kwoulditbecomehisdutyto

apologizeforarapist?”Ndlalifaasks.

“Thatwasyourmother'srequest.Donotstandlike

thisinthemiddleofmyhouse,”shescoldshim,

sendingathreateninglookhisway.

Maqhingawalksinthemiddleofaheatedmoment

andlooksatbothofthem.

“Iseverythingalright?”heasks.

“Babaisworriedsickaboutyou.Wehavelookedfor

youeverywhereMaqhinga.Iunderstandthatyou're

goingthrougharoughpatch,butaren'tweall



broken?WehadtoburySnakhowithoutyou,”

Ndlalifa.

“HethinksI'mMsawenkosi.Magcinahasn't

forgivenmedespiteeverythingI'vedoneforher

deadass.Shestillcan'tstomachmyface.Don'ttell

mewhatIshouldandnotdoNdlalifa,you'venever

beenhatedbyyourownparent.You'vealwaysbeen

ablessing.Evenafterpointingagunatyourown

father’shead,hedidn'tconsideryouamurderer.

ButIlienexttomysister,tryingtocomfortherfora

momentandNgonyamadoesn'tthinktwicebefore

labellingmethesamewayhisbit€hdid.”

Ndlalifabrusheshisface,releasealongbreathand

finallywalkstothechairandsits.

“Hlomukaisnotperfect,neitheramI.ButIcooked

foryouMaqhinga.Igotyoureadyforschool,

preparedyourlunchandwashedyourclothes.

Ubabahasnevertreatedyouasifyouwere

somethingelseotherthanhisson.Hewentthrough

lengthstoprotectyouandevenchoseyouover

mom.Ifhedidn'tloveyouhewould'vekilledyouas

she…”He'ssaidtoomuch.Allhewastryingtotell



himwasthathe'sloved.Theylovehimasafamily.

Maqhinga'sbrowsaresnappedtogether.WTF!

“Shewantedhimtokillme?”heasks.

“Bafo…”No,Maqhingawantsthetruth!Thisisthe

partNgidididn'twanthimtoknow.

“Okay,thebit€hcanstayinhell.Ididn'taskanyone

torapeher.I'mdonewiththisbullsh!t.IswearI’m

goingtoshootherifsheeverbringhercruelassin

mydreams.”Hecrosseshisfingersandstormsout

oftheroomangrily.

“Maqhinga!”Phumzileistryingtotalktohimand

calmhimdown,buthe'sdisappearedinthe

bathroomandslammedthedoorbehindhim.

“SeewhatyoujustdidNdlalifa!Whatiswrongwith

you?Youjusthadtocomeandmakethingsworse.”

Sheclickshertongueandinhalesasharpbreathto

collectherself.

“IsthatMagcina'sdaughter-in-lawyoucamewith?

Andwhydidn'tyoucalltosayyou'rebringingher?”



sheasks.

“IonlydecidedlastnightthatIwascoming,”

Ndlalifasays,shrugginghisshoulders.

“Isshejustawoman?”Sheisstaringathimasif

challenginghimtosayyes.

“No,sheisthewife,”Ndlalifasays.

“Great!Hopefullyshe'lldosomedifference.”

Differenceon…?Sheleaveshimwithhisfrownand

goestotheloungetoofficiallygreetThalente.

.

.

MAQHINGA

Hewenttobedearlierthananyone.It'sagoodthing

thatPhumzileisstillhoveringoverherfuture

daughter-in-lawandnotonhisbackasshe'sbeen

thelastcoupleofdays.He'salwaysyearnedfora

motherlylove,heimagineditbeingthemost

comfortablefeelingever.Alwayshavingsomeone



who'slookingoutforyoueveryday.ButPhumzile

hasproventobedifferentfromtheimaginary

motherfigurehehad.Phumzileforceseveryoneto

praybeforedinner,shedoesn'tlikepeoplewhoeat

anddon'tfinishtheirplates,shedoesn'tcareabout

anyone'sheight;shetellsyouwhattodoand

threatenstosleepandneverwakeupifyoudon'tdo

it.

Tonighthe'snotexpectinganyonetocomeinhis

dreams.Infact,hedoesn'twantanystupiddream.

He'sdonewithMagcinaandherbrother.He'sdone

everythingNgcwethiaskedhimtodo,andhopefully,

they’llfindpeaceintheotherworld.Asforhim,

peacewillfindhimifitdoes.Evenifitdoesn't,he'll

stillwakeupandmanagehisfather'sbusiness.

Peaceisnotsomethinghe'severgoingtobendhis

backfor.

Hisphonebeepsunderthepillow.Hehalf-openshis

eyesandpullsitout.



It'sNdlalifa’stextmassage:IDON'TKNOWABOUT

HERBUTDAD,SNALOANDILOVEYOU.

GOODNIGHTBROTHER.

Hereadsthetextoverandoveragain.Theydon'tdo

the“goodmorning”and“goodnighttexts.”They're

tooZuluasbrotherstodothat.Maybethisangerhe

hastowardseveryoneisnotworthit.

He'llwakeupandgobacktohislife.WhetherNgidi

apologizesornot,lifewillmoveon.HelovesSnalo-

thathe'snotgoingtobeapologeticfor.Nottohis

father,nottoanyoneelse!

Infact...**TWINNIE!I'MCOMINGHOME

TOMORROW.PIZZADATE???**

Shedoesn'treplyimmediately.Itmustbethisnew

numberconfusingher.

He'sabouttoclosehiseyesagain,hertextbeepsin;

IHATEYOU,MORON.IT'SSSADATE!!!

Heletsoutaweakchucklebeforeshuttinghiseyes

anddriftingtothelandofdreams.



~“Maqhinga!”She'syellingfromthekitchen.

They'reinsidethekitchen,Maqhingaissittingon

thefloorwithhislegscrossed,Magcinaismaking

amagwinya.Shekeepsaskinghimtogivehim

things,eventhespoonjustafingerawayfromher.

“Doyouwantone?”sheasks,slicingonecooked

gwinyaintotwohalves.

He'sonhisfeetquicklyandstandinginfrontofher.

Hereceiveshishalfandgoesbacktothefloor.

“Wearegoingtokeeptheminawarmplaceandeat

whenyourfatherandbrothercomebackfromthe

taxirank.Wozanethawulalakhouzoteta,”shesays.

Hequicklytakesthetowelnexttohisfeetandgives

ittoher.Shescanshisfaceandheavesasigh.She

grabsacloth,wetsitwithwaterandwipeshis

greasycheeks.Thenshepickshimupandputshim

onherback.Shestrapsatowelaroundhimand

startspackingamagwinyainsidea5Lbucket.

“Maqhinga?”shecallshisname.Hewasjustabout

tofallasleep,butwhenhehearshisnamehelifts

hisheadup.



Magcinaletsoutachuckleandpacesaroundthe

veranda.

“LullabyLullaby

Donotwakeandweep

Softinthecradlelie

Sleep,ohsleep

Softinthecradlelie

Sleepmydarling,sleep

Donotweep,Daddywillcomebackinthemorning.

Mommywillnotcomeback

She'llsithere,inadistance,andwatchoveryou.

Forsheistoobrokentoholdyou.Butinherheart

youshallforeverbeheld.

Sleep,ohsleep,dearestson…”Herhandissoftly

drawingamaponhisback.He'scomforted.He

feelsprotectedandcaredfor.

[03/14,09:15] :Chapter43



MAQHINGA

Hedidn'tridewithNdlalifaandThalente.Thalente

alreadyhadsomethingtogetfromtheshopsand

NdlalifahadsomeonetopassbyinDurban.He

decidedtousetaxis,insteadoffollowingthem

aroundandbecominganextrawing.

WhenhegottoDurbanhecalledoneofthedrivers

tofetchhim.

He'sbeentryingtoforgetaboutlastnight'sdream

butitkeepscomingbacklikeaflytothesewage.

Heisdone,hedoesn'tneedtolookatthingsfrom

Magcina'sperspective.Heshouldn'tbefeeling

sorryforherbecausehelooksthisway.He

shouldn'tbeunderstandingwhereshecamefrom.It

iswhatitis.However,angerkeepssubsidingbitby

bit.Hefindshimselfexcusingandwhispering

apologiestohimselfonbehalfofhismother.



Thecardropshimoutsidehisfather'shouse.He

didn'tthinkhe'dbehereanytimesoonbutafter

havingthatconversationwithNdlalifaherealized

thathisfathermaybeflawedhereandthere,but

he'salwayslovedhimregardlessofhislooksand

howhechasedtheloveofhislifeaway.Ngidijust

needstoswallowhisfearsconcerningSnaloand

himbecausehe'sdoneservingMsawenkosi’s

sentence.

“Twinnie!”heyellsfromthedoor.

Thobileisinthekitchen,forachangeshe'swearing

theuniformthat’soverherkneesandherheadis

wrapped.

Shestopsstirringwhatevershe'scookingonthe

stoveandturnstoMaqhingawithherhandsonthe

hips.

“Andthenyou?Whereareyoucomingfrom?Doyou

knowhowworriedyourfatherandIwere?”Bathong,

isshethinkingofhittinghimwiththatwooden

spooninherhand?Thiscouldturnoutbetterthan



KungFumovies.

“WhereisSnalo?”Maqhingaasks,openingthe

cupboardandgrabbingapacketofcrackers.

“Don'teverdosomethinglikethisagainbecause

you'llhavemetodealwith.”Thobileclicksher

tongueandturnstoherpot.

Maqhingamayhaveonlyheardhalfofwhatshe

wassaying,hisfocusisonthepacketofcrackers.

Hemightneedaglassofmilkwiththis.Becausehis

father’sandNdlalifa'sneat-freakyassesarenot

around,hesitsontopofthecounterandenjoyshis

snack.

“SoThobi,whodrivestheMaseratibetterbetween

myfatherandbrother?”heasksbetweenthechews.

She'sbreathingheavilynexttothestove.Itmustbe

theheat!

“IfIwantedlessonsinthatdepartment,whowould

yourecommendformebetweenthem?Youhave

experiencedboth,right?”heaskswithasmirkon

hisface.



Thobileisabouttothrowthatboilingthingonhis

face.

“I’mnotgoingtostandyourdisrespectMaqhinga.I

willtakethisstraighttoyourfatherandthistime

you’llgetmorethanjustapunch,”shesays,

sendingathreateninglookhisway.

“SorryMom,”Maqhingasaysandjumpsoffthe

counter.

Hesneaksthedirtyglassinsidethesinkandwalks

outofthekitchen.

SnalolooksupfromherlaptopandseesMaqhinga.

Herfacebreaksintocolourfulstars,hersmileis

brimmingwidely.

“IheardvoicesandthoughtitwasThobileandher

loudcalls.Mygosh,youlooksodark!Wereyou

livinginthesun?”Shewalkstohimandembraces

himinatighthug.

“Andyou'relivinglikeamadamhere.Whereisyour

father?”Maqhingaasks,holdingherhandand



sittingwithheronthecouch.

“BhekizithawenttoNdabuko'shouse.Ithinkhe'son

hiswaybacknow,”Snalosays.

“Bhekzlovespeople'shouses.It'snoteven12pm

andhe'salreadygonetopeople'shouses!”

“Bhekzisbored.Youalllefthim.Snakhoisgone

andyoudisappeared.Ndlalifahadtotakecareof

businessandfamily.Healsohadtolookforyou

andmaketimeforThalente.He'snotsomeoneyou

candependonemotionallybecausethere'salways

dutycallinghisname.”

Maqhingasighsheavilyandplayswithherfingers.

He'sdeeplylostinhisthoughts.

“Areyoustillangryathim?”Snaloasks.

“No.I'mnotangryatanyone.Iwanttomoveon,”he

saysandliftshiseyestoher.“I'msorryImissedthe

funeral.Howhaveyoubeen?”

“Somewoundscanneverheal,youjustlearntolive

withthem.She'satpeace,that'swhatI'msureof.”

“Butyouarenotatpeace?”Hesearchesinhereyes



forthetruth.

“Dadhasthebestdoctorsrecommendedtohim

andwearestartingtherapynextweek.IthinkI'llbe

fine,”shesays.

Maqhingafrowns.

“Youandhim?”

“Yeah,he'scomingtosupport.”

“That'sveryniceofhim.”

“Doyouwanttocome?”

Maqhingacracksintolaughter.He'drathergoto

MpofanaandhaveNgcwethicounsellinghim

traditionally.

“No,butI'llmovebackhomeforawhile.Ifyouneed

meforanythingIwillbehere,”hesays.

Sherestsherheadonhisshoulder.Hewrapshis

armaroundherandbrushesher.

“Regardlessofeverythingthathashappened,I'm

happythatwefoundyouguys.I'mhappytohave

youasmysister.Butlet'stalkaboutPhumz,thegirl



hasrulesforcenturies!”

“Shutup!You'veneverbeenforcedtogotothefood

stokvelandlifted25kgsofmaizemealwithher

friendsshoutingatyou.Doyouknowwhenshe

threatenstosleepandneverwakeup?”

“Thebestoneis;‘Donotstandinthemiddleofthe

doorway,you'reblockinglucks,’Ididn'tknowluck

walksthroughthedoor,”Maqhingasaysandthey

bothbreakintoafitoflaughter.

--

NgidiwalksinandfindsThobileupanddowninthe

kitchen.Yeshelovesherworkandheenjoystheir

sexualentanglement.Butsometimesheneedshis

space;hewantsthemtobeemployerandemployee,

nothingmore.That'ssomethingThobiledoesn't

seemtounderstand,shethinkshisalonetimeisher

time.

“You'reback?”Herfacebrightensup.Sheglances

around;checkingthecoast,andthenwalkstohim.

Shewrapsherarmsaroundhiswaistandstandson



hertoestokisshislips.

“Thobilethere'sachildhere,”hesays,pullingaway.

“Whichchild?Snalois27andMaqhingais30.”

“Maqhingais29andhe'snothere.”

“Heishere,disrespectfulmorethanever.”

Hepushesherarmsoffwithashockedlookonhis

face.Hewasabouttogiveupandacceptthathe's

losthissonthesamewayhelostMagcina.

“Whendidhearriveandwhydidn'tyoucalltotell

meThobile?”He’srushingoutofthekitchenand

followingthegigglescomingfromthelounge.

They'recuddlingonthecouch.Hisheartstarts

racingatthepossibilitiesoftheNselecursecoming

outonhischildren.Hecannothavethatinhis

house,betweenhischildren.

They'regigglingandtalkingaboutsomeonecalled

Bhekz.

Hetakesadeepbreathandwalksin.



“Hlomukayou'rehome?”Hestandsbehindthem.

He'snotsureofthereactionhe'sgoingtoget.

Theirheadsturnaround.There'sshockandfear

writtenintheireyes.

Snaloclearsherthroat.

“Whendidyouarrive?”sheasks.

“Now,”hesayswithhiseyesfixedonMaqhinga.

He'stryingtoreadhisemotions.

“I'mhappytoseeyou,”hetellshim.

Maqhingadoesn'tsayanything.Ngidiwalksaround

andsitsonthecouchnexttothem.

“I'msorry,son,”hesays.

“Notson,‘Dad,’”Maqhingacorrectshim.

“OkayDad.Ishouldn'thavesaidthosethingstoyou.

I'mnotgoingtoblamegrieforanything,Iwasoutof

line.Pleaseacceptmyapology.”

Maqhingasitsupstraightandrubshishands

together.Thequestionhasbeenburninghim;“Did

you,atanypoint,regrettedyourdecisionof



choosingtokeepme?”heasks.

Ngidiisthrownback.Heneverwantedhimtofind

outaboutMagcina'srequestofkillinghimbecause

heknowsthatitwasjustpaintalking,nothis

Magcina.

“No.I'llalwayschoosemychildrenaboveanything,

evenmyownlife,”hesaysandshiftshiseyesto

Snalo.They'reconfirmingexactlywhathe'ssaying;

heloveshisfamily.

“Soyoudon'tmindustakingtheContinentalbaby

andgoingoutforpizza?”Snaloasks.

Maybeshedoesn'tknowthis,butnobodyisallowed

todrivetheBentleyexceptitsowner.

“You'repushingit.Maqhinga'scarisinthegarage,

itwillgetyouwhereveryouwanttogo,”hesaysand

standsuptoleavebeforetheytakethisanyfurther.

“Somuchforchoosingusoveranything,”Snalo

mumblesunderherbreath.

“Ididn'tsayovermycars,”hesaysandleavesthem

totheirmocking.



.

.

THALENTE

Ishouldn'thavetakenalltheperfumestowork.I

wasjusttestingthemarket.WhenAartisentmeto

deliverDawn'sfoodinherofficeIdecidedtotake

onebottleofperfumewithme.

“Doyouknowhowheavensmellslike?”Iaskedher.

Sheshookherheadwithaconfusedlookonher

face.IalwaysconfusethemwhenIsaythings,it

doesn'tbothermeanymore.SoIjustsprayedher

armwiththeperfume.

BeforeIknewitIwassurroundedbyhertwo

colleaguesandIsprayedallofthem.

“Wheredoyougetthemandhowmuch?”Dawn

asked.

AftergivingitadeepthoughtItoldherIwasthe



supplierandthesellerofperfumes.Callswere

made,banktransfersbeepedinandIstarted

imaginingmyselfdiningwithPatriceMotsepe.

Well,that'sbasicallyhowImade1000outof10

perfumestoday.Iaskedthedrivertotakemetothe

pharmacybeforeheadingtoNdlalifa'shouse.I'm

notonlyscaredabouttheoutcomeofmy

pregnancytest,there'sagiftofperfumesIsold.

WhatifNdlalifawantstoseethem?AndIalsoneed

toknowhowhegotthemsothatIcanordermore

usingthemoneyImadetoday.

Imakeasilentprayerbeforedroppingmyurine

insidethetesttube.I'mnotreadytobeanyone's

mother.I'msureNdlalifawouldusethatopportunity

togroundmeandturnmeintoahousewife.Ihave

responsibilitiesandafamilytotakecareof.I'mnot

planningonhavingabroodoftaxirankoff-springs

who'llturnmylifeupsidedownandbehavelike

theirunstablefather.

Fiveminuteshavepassednow.Iwipemymoist



handsonmydressandpickthetesttube.

Oneline!Adelightfulscreamescapesmylips.I

dashoutofthebathroomtothekitchenandpoura

fullglassofcolddrink.

Cheerstous,thevirgins!

Ineedtocelebratethis.Godisreallygreat.Ifinda

trayofboerworsinsidethefridgeandanotherone

ofsteak.I'mhostingabraai,that’sit!

Honestly,thismanneedstobuynormalmusic.How

amIsupposedtodancetoKhuzani?

“Hhayibo!”ThevoicesaysbehindmeandIalmost

fallovermytwodancingleftfeet.Whyishe

creepinguponrichpeople?

“DidImissyourbirthday?”heasks.

Sigh!

“No,Ndlalifa.Welcomehome,foodwillbereadyina

fewminutes.”

Hefrowns.Ikeepmyeyesnarrowedathim.The



problemis…?

“YouarescaringmeThalente,”hesays.

Irollmyeyestomybrains.Ithinkheneedsakiss.I

standonmytoesandsmoochhissexylips.He

wrapshishandsaroundmyneckanddeepensthe

kiss.He'spushingmeagainstthecounterand

moaninginsidemymouth.Whenhisknee

separatesmylegsandahardrodstartspokingmeI

knowthatIhavetobreakthekiss.

Hewantsmore.Ishiftmyfaceandhiskisslands

onmycheek.

“Hurryandbath!Youmightgetyourselfameaty

dessertlater,”Isay.

ThankGodIshoppedenoughcondoms!Hewon't

haveanyexcusetogoraw.

Hislonglegsareoutofmysightwithasecond.Isit

normaltolovesexlikethis?

Mypaplooksandtastesnormal.Itriedwiththe

meataswell.Hotchutneyistheonlysaladthat



makessense,Ihaveafullbowlofitandtwobottles

ofsauce.

Isetthetableandpatientlywaitforhimwithmusic

softlyplayinginthebackground.

HefinallycomesoutofthebedroominaNikeshort

andwhitevest.Hedidn'tforgethiscap,Ifindit

confusingthathisfatherisaZulutraditionalman

buthedidn'tteachthemnottowearhatsinsidethe

house.

He'swatchingmequietlyasIdishupandservehim.

Mymamaraisedaqueen!

“Thalentewhatarewecelebrating?”heasks.

Ilearntabouttoastinginhisfamilytrip.Iliftmy

glassupandclickitonhis.

“I'mnotpregnant,”Itellhim.

HejustlooksatmelikeI'mcrazyanddoesn'tsaya

singleword.

“ItookthetestthisafternoonbecauseIwasn'tvery

sure,”Iexplain.



Heexhalesandpickstheknifeandcutshismeat.

“Thankyouforthefood,”hesays.

Thisdevilwastryingtoimpregnateme,wasn'the?

Myancestorsmusthavemoreconnectionsin

heaventhanhis.Ican'tbelievehe'snotevenfaking

happinessformystupidsake.

“Iboughtyoucondoms.Alotofthem.Idon'twant

ustohaveareasontogoraw,everagain,”Isay.

“Whichbrand?”heasks,lackingexcitementand

gratitude.

“Trust,”Isayandliftmyeyebrowinanticipation.

Thelookonhisfaceisworrying.

“Idon'tusethatshit.IwantDurex,”hesays.

Ithinkmyearswentdeafforamoment.Durex

condomsareclosetoR200.Hedoesn'tcum

diamondsperms,whythehellwouldIbuyhimsuch

expensivecondoms?

“YouusedaChoiceonewhenweslepttogetherfor

thefirsttime,”Iservehisshortmemory.Hemust've

forgottenwherewecomefrom.



“Iwasdesperateandhorny.”

Yuu!WhyamIgettingoffended?Myheadwantsme

tosaysomethingbutmyheartfightsagainstit.

Goingbackandforthlikethiswillonlyleadusinto

anotherfightandIdon'twantthat.

“Iwantedtoaskyousomething,”Isay.

I'mbecominganuisance!Heexhalesandlooksat

me.

“I'mlistening,”hesays.

“Wheredidyoubuytheperfumesthatyougave

me?”Iask.Hopefullyhe'snotgoingtoaskareason

formyquestion.

“Why?”heasks.

Loudsigh!Didheneedtoaskthough?

“IsmelledniceandpeoplewantedtoknowwhereI

boughtmyperfume,”Isay.

“Youdon'thavetotellthem.Theymustcontinue

withtheonesthey'reusing,”hesays.

Thismandoesn’twanttoseemybusinessgrowing!



“Ikindofsoldalltheperfumesyougaveme,”Isay

afterclearingmythroat.Hopefullyhewon'tthink

I'mungratefuloranything.Ididn'tneed10

perfumes,myExclamationoneisstillfull.

“Really?”Hisfacetransformsfromsourgrapesto

stars.He'sevensmiling.

“Yes,”Isay.

“Wow!I'mimpressed.Sowhereismyshare?”

Nowhe'slostme.Whatshare?Whatdoes‘share’

evenmean?

“Youdon'thaveanyshare,”Isay.

“Igaveyoutheperfumes,ofcourseIhaveashare,”

hesays.

Talkaboutscammers!Alwaystryingtobenefitfrom

blackbusinesses.

“Asagift.Sellingthemwasmyidea,”Isay.

“AlrightMiss-Ideas.Whereareyougoingtoget

stock?Imean,customersmustbewaitingtoplace

theirorders?”



Oops!Iranmymouthtoosoon.Istillneedhelp

fromthisman.

“GivemethesupplierdetailsandI'llgiveyouablow

job.”I'mdesperateandoutofoptions.Icannotgive

himashareofmymoney,Istartedthisperfume

businessfromtheground.

“ThalenteIswearI'mgoingcutyourhairifyoudon't

keeptheendofyourpromise,”hesays,takinghis

phonefromthetable.

Myphonebeeps.Hejustforwardedthecontact

detailstome.NowIowehimablowjob?Lifeis

unfair.
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THALENTE(18+SNVL)

Ihavetokeepmypromises.Hejustgotoutofthe

bathroom.Tomakethingsworse,hedecidesnotto

wearanything.Heliesonthebed,naked,withhis

laptopandpocketofpeanuts.Ikeepstealing



glancesatthebigdi€kthat'sabouttogoinsidemy

mouth.Maybeittasteslikehalf-cookedsteak,or

boiledwors,howeverthattasteslike.Mybiggest

worryisfailingtogivehimthepleasurehe'shoping

for.Heforgaveandforgoteverything,eventhe

“cheapcondoms.”He'swaytooexcitedaboutthis.I

don'tknowwhathisexpectationsarebutI'm

shakinginmyboots.

Googlehasamillionwaysofhowtosuckadi€k.I

don'tknowwhichiswhichandthismanwillbe

doneanytimeonthatlaptop.

Icannotcallmymotherandaskforheradvice.

That'sMaNgobese,she'sonlysuckedlollipopand

ice-creaminherwholeexistence.AndIdon'thave

anyoldersisterorsexual-wisefriends.Myonly

optionrightnowisNdondo.Ihavenodoubtthat

shedoesthesethings.Thecheeseboy’sdi€k

probablylooksbetterthanNdlalifa's.HereI'mabout

todealwithacharcoalmonsterwithballsweighing

2kg.



Hedoesn'tevennoticemetiptoeingoutoftheroom.

Ipressthecallbuttonandleansagainstthewallin

thepassage.

“HelloThalente,howareyoudoing?”Gosh,shecan

besoformal!

“Hi,areyoufreetotalk?”Iask.

“Babepleasegivemeasec,”shemustbetalkingto

Ndabuko.HopefullyIdidn'tdisturbacosymoment.

Iholdonforamoment.I'monlywearingagown,

there'snothingbeneathit.

“I'mgoodnow.Iseverythingokay?”sheasks.

There’sashiftingmovement,shemustbesittingon

thechairorsomething.

“Yes,ummmIjustneedhelp…adviceon

something.”Lord,Ialreadysoundlikeamentally

disturbedwoman.

“Okay,I'mallears,”shesays.

“Blowjob,”Isay.



Silence…

“Canyouadvicemeonhowtodoitandwhatare

thedo’sanddon’s.Imadeapromisetosomeone

andIneedtoknowthesethings.Atleastthe

basics,”Ibabbleout.I'msureshe'swonderinghow

agrownwomanlikemedoesn'tknowthesethings.

“I'mnotgoingtolie.I'mstilllearningtoo,Ndabuko

istheoneteachingmeallthosethings,”shesays.

Didn'tshegraduatefromuniversitywithMasters

Degree?Howcomeshe'snotanexpertof

everything?

“AllIcantellyouisthatsuckingissucking.You

don'tleaveyoursalivaonsomeone'sdi€k.Also,

makesureyoudon'thurthimwithyourteeth,that's

averysensitiveorgan,keepyourteethinyour

mouth.Usethetongue,lipsandhands.Andkeep

theeyecontact.”

Thisgirlisverymatured.IfitwasmeIwould've

startedoffbylaughingandmockingthestupidity

outofme.

“Ndlalifaisanexperiencedman.Don'tpanic,he'll



helpyou,”shesays.

Experiencedman,hey!Iwanttohuntdownallhis

exesandchoptheirboobsoff.Iwasgoingtobethe

firstwomantogivehimaBJ!

“Pokehistightas$holewithyourfingerandspank

thatfirmassanytimeyougetachance.”Nowshe’s

anormalperson;playfulandgiggling.Ithinkthisis

goingtobemyfavoritesnobinthewholeworld.

Idon'tthinkNdlalifawilllikemepokingmyfinger

insidehisas$holebutI'marisk-taker.

WechatbrieflyaboutourtriptoNyandenibefore

endingthecall.It'sjusttwodaysawaynowandI

cannotwaittoeatthemeat.

IbumpintohimatthedoorasIwalkbacktothe

bedroom.Hisfacerelaxeswhenheseesme.

“Ithoughtyou'veranaway,”hesays,wrappinghis

armsbelowmybuttandattemptingtoliftmeup.Oh,

heactuallydoes.Hecarriesmetobedandstands

overmewithahugegrinonhisface.



“Wedon'tsleepingownshere.”He'suntyingitand

exposingmynakedbody.

“WhatareyouhidingbecauseIknowdeepinside

you?”heasks,loweringhisheadtomythighsand

plantingsoftkissesoneach.

Hecupsmyboobandrubshisthumbonmynipple.

Mybodyiswarmingatthetouchofhishand.

“DoyouevenbelievemewhenIsayIloveyou?”he

asks,rollingmynipplebetweenhisfingers.

“Ido,”Isayandsomehowmyvoicecomesoutin

almostwhisper.

“I'mnothavingfunhereThalente.Iwishtothank

thehandsthatraisedyouandhonouryourfather's

house.Asmuchasthere'sabillionofus,menand

women,noteverybodyfindslove.Iconsidermyself

luckytohavefoundyoubecauseIknowthatIhave

indluyamiyokugugela(myforever)Iloveyou

MaMbatha,”hesays.

Ihavechills!Ifeelwarmliquidrushinguptomy

eyesandquicklywipeitbeforeitescapesthe

cornersofmyeyes.



“Pleasetrustme.NgiyacelaThalenteungithembe

nje,”hesays,hiseyesfixedonmeandcloudedwith

alltheemotions.

“ItrustyouNdlalifa,butIhaveresponsibilitiesthat

arebeyondthisrelationship,”Itellhim.

“Butwecanmakeitwork.Youhavethecharisma

andgoodbusinessapproach.Nothingcanstopyou

fromrunningyourownbusiness,evenifit'sselling

perfumesandshoes.Youcanalwaysfindwaysof

supportingyourfamily,evenunderthisroof.I'llhelp

wheneveryouneedmeto.TrustmeIunderstand

whereyoucomefrom,butyouhavetoliveyourlife

aswell.Ineedyoutobemine,notthehalfofyou.”

Ireleaseadeepsigh.Tearsfindtheirwayout.I

don'twanttolosehimandIdon'twantmyfamilyto

dieofhungereither.I'mtheeldest,mymotherisa

pensioner,wedon'thaveafatherandmysister

makesbabies.Ofcoursetheyneedme.Ihavetobe

thereforthembeforeI'mthereformyself.

“Don'tpunishyourselflikethis.Allowmetolove

youthewayyoudeserve.Iwantthebestforyoutoo



andIcareThalente.”Hisfingersentwinewithmines.

Hisfaceisloweredtomine,he'sstaringcloselyinto

myeyes.

“LookintomyeyesThalente.Ifyoucanlookupin

theskyandseethemoonshiningbehindtheclouds,

surelyyoucanseetheloveinmyeyestoo.Idon't

evenrememberwhoIwasbeforeyou.Mypastis

blankandsoismyfuture.There'snothingwritten

there;nothingtoholdonto.”

Deepbreath!

“Notthebabythough,”Isay.

“Whatdoyoumean?”heasks.

“Wecantakeittothenextstepandthefollowing

one.Butwecan'thaveababyyet,”Isay.

Heshutshiseyesandreleasesasighofrelief.

“I'mgoingtoputaringonyourfinger!”hesays

beforecuppingmyfaceandcrashinghislipson

minesandkissesmelikehe'sneverkissedme

before.



I'mlostinhislips.Hishandsareoneithersidesof

myfaceandsqueezingmycheeks.Ifeelsomething

penetratingmymoistvaginallips.Heforceshis

tongueinsidemymouthtoshutmeup.

IletoutamoanrightinsidehismouthasIfeela

thickrodslidinginsideme.

Hebreaksthekissandpullsmylegsonhisarms.I

seeitashepullsoutforanotherlongstroke.

There'snocondom,it’shardandlengthier.Itfills

mycun£beforeIevenbreatheaword.Myclitis

hardeningandthrobbing.

“Pleaserubitonmyclit,”Isayinalowvoice.

Heattemptstopullout,Iquicklymovemywaistup.

It'sbackinsidemeandtouchingmysoftwalls.

“Don'tpullitout,”Isayandinhalesharplythrough

myteeth.

He'sconfused.

Irubtheclitmyselfwhilehethrustsin.Hislowerlip

isfoldedbetweenhisteeth,hishalf-liddedeyesare

fixedonmyface.Idon'tcareaboutthefacial



expressionsI'mmakingrightnow,Ievenbecome

cross-eyedwhenhetapsaroundmyG-spot.

“NdlalifaIloveyourdi€k!”Iscreamashemoves

aroundincircles.“Pleasedon'tdothistoanyone

else.Pleaseee!”

Hedeepenshisthrusts.Ifeelthewavebuildingup

frommyspineandarchmybackupwards.

“Whosepu$$ybelongstomeThalente?”Mylegs

starttotremble.Histhumbisnowrubbingmyclit

exactlyhowIwant.

“Mine!”Iscreamout.

“Andwhosewifeareyougoingtobe?”heasks.

“Ndla..li..fa's.I'myour…”Lightsout!Mybodyis

floatingonawave,there'sawarmliquidflowing

betweenmythighs.

Iopenmyeyestohimstandingtallnexttome.His

handiswrappedaroundhisvein-poppingdi€k.He's

givingitweakstrokeswithhishand.

Hepullsmeoffthebedandforcesmedownonmy



knees.

Thepromise!Iputmyhandsoverhisthighs,he

quicklyremovesoneandplacesitonhisharddi€k.

Iswallownothingnessandstartstrokingit.He

throwshisheadbackwardsandputsonehandon

topofmyhead.

“Suckit,baby,”hesays.

Ipressmytongueonthetipandtastehissaltypre-

cum.Ipauseandlookupathim.Hislowerlipis

foldedagain.Icannotdisappointhimnow.

Icandothis.IfNdondocandoit,socanI.Iliftitup

andlickaroundthewholething.I'mcarefulnotto

leavesalivaonhim.Ilickitcleanandthenpullit

insidemymouthandimagineitasalollipop.

“Thereyougobaby!”hesaysandgrabsmyhead.

He'spushingitdeepinmythroat.

“Suckyourmanbaby!”He'snowintheworldofhis

own.Ibrushhisballstenderlyandslidemyfinger

downtohisas$hole.

HisbodytensesupbeforeIevenpushitin.



“Suckthedi€kThalente,whenyou'retiredgiveme

mypu$$y.”

Well,Itried.

Heliftsmeupandturnsmearound.Iholdontothe

bedandpushmybuttup.

Hespanksmebeforeseparatingmybuttocksand

poundingmelikeamadman.

WhenhestartscryinglikeasickpuppyIalways

knowthathe'sclosetohisbigbreak.

Heturnsmearoundagainandpushesmedownon

bed.Heseparatesmythighswithhiskneeand

strokeshisdi€kwithhishand.Hishandpaceis

quick.Hisfaceistransformingintochimpanzee-

mode.

Heletsoutagroanandspreadshiscumallovermy

cookie.There'sreallynopointindoingthisexcept

messingmeup.

“Itlookssogoodbaby,”hesays,rubbinghiscumall

overme.



“CanItakeapicture?”heasks.

Myheadisstillhangingupintheblueskies.Inod

myheadandkeepmylegswidelyopenedwhilehe

reachesunderhispillowforthephone.

Isheshootingamovienow?Iclosemylegswhile

he'sstilltakingmorepicturesandlieonmy

stomach.

Thebedfeelshisweightashethrowshimselfnext

tome.Hislipscomeincontactwiththesideofmy

neck.That'smysoftspot,Iliftmyheadupandlook

athim.

“Thatwasafullcoursemeal.Hlomukaiswellfed

andhappy,”hesays.

IthinkIshouldbeproudofmyself.B-JQueen!I

needtoteachNdondoathingortwo.

We'llhave44inthemorning
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NDONDO

Thedayisfinallyhere.Myparentsdidn'tdirectly

giveustheirblessingbutthefactthatthey'rehere

meansalottome.Wemaynotseeeyetoeyebut

everygirlneedshermotheronadaylikethis.

Dumisaniraisedmeup,regardlessofhisissues

withBab'Maqhawe,inmyheartheholdsavery

specialplace.Henevertreatedmeanydifferently,

he'sstricttoallofus.Abadbrotherdoesn't

necessarilymeansabadfather.Hopefullyafter

negotiationsthefamilywillsitdownandtalkthings

through.Everyoneisinabetterplacenow.My

motherishappilymarried-thatwomanislivinglike

aqueen.JustlikeMam'JabuandBab'Maqhawe,

thosetwoarenowlivingtheirhappy-ever-after.

AuntVumileshouldn’thavepickedsidesbetween

herbrothers,thiscould'vebeensolvedeasilybyher

butshehasplayedahugepartintherivalrytoo.

Weareallinthekitchen,discussingthemenuand



arrangementsforthedaygoingforward.

“SoIaskedBab'Ngidiandhesaidallofthemare

finewithsteak.Thalenteyoucanprepare

gorgonzolasaucetogowithitandallthesalads.

I’mhandlingthemeatandsteamedbread,”Khosi.

Thalenteisleaningbythecounterwithherarms

crossed.

“Whatisgorgonzola?”sheasks.

Ikeepgettingnegativekitchenvibesfromher.

“CanyoucookThalente?”Iask.

“Riceandcurry,yes.Butgogo-what-what,Ihonestly

needculinaryschoolfromitslowestclass,”she

says.

Everyonelaughs,includingme;theworld'sbad

cook.

“Butyouworkinacanteenmoghel,”Snalosays,

laughing.Beingarichman'sdaughterhasgotten

intoherheadtoo.Sheisonherphonemorethan

she'sinthiskitchen.She'salwaysbeenthetwin

withabadattitude,nowshe'sworse.



“Abakhongidon'tcomefromMumbai,Iworkforan

IndianwomanandcookIndianfoodmostofthe

time,”Thalentesays.

Idon'tunderstandwhyNdlalifaisnotgettinghera

betterjob.Hecanputheranywhereonthemap.

ThisthingofslavingforanIndianwomanwho

probablypaysherpeanutsdoesn'tsitwellwithme.

Sheblinksrapidlyandlooksatallofusasifshe

justrememberedsomething.

“BeforeIforget,PERFUMESguys!I'mselling

perfumes.”

Owkaaay!She'sleavingusinthekitchenand

rushingtothebedroomwheretheyputtheirbags.

“Perfumes?”Andiswaasks.

Weallshrugourshoulders.Ididsaytherewas

moretothisgirl'spersonalitythanwhatshewas

puttingonthefront.

Shecomesbackaplasticbag.Ithasbottlesof

perfumesinside.



“YouareanArthurFordagent?”Andiswaasks,

mesmerized.

“Yes,”shesaysandlooksatme.

I'veneverusedArthurFordbeforeandI'mnotthe

kindofapersonwholikesswitchingbrands.

“Youcanbuytwo;onefortheofficeandonefor

homeuse.I'llgiveyouadiscountofR10,”shesays

andputstwobottlesonthetable,infrontofme.

“IhaveneverusedArthur…”No,she'sdonewithme!

She'slookingatKhosinow.WheredidNdlalifaget

her?

“Youcantaketwoaswell.Andiswayou'llbuyone

becauseyou'reastudent.Snaloyouwillbuythree,

I'mputtingupwithyourarrogantbrothereveryday.”

Sheleavesbottlesinfrontofeachandleavesthe

kitchenwiththeremainingones.

“Weareforcedtobuyperfumesnow?Ndlalifacan

givehermoneyifsheneedsmoney,”Snalosays

withaneyeroll.

“Idon'tthinkshe'sthattype.Thereisadifference



betweenamanspoilingyouandamanpractically

takingcareofyou.Thalentewouldn'tbetakencare

ofbyamanbecausethatleadstosubmission,”I

say.

Snalogivesmealook.Iknowwhatitmeans;I’m

talkingfromaprivilegedpoint.

“Ndabukodoesn'tgivememoney,”Isaydefensively.

“Hisbrothergaveyouacompany,duh!”Snalo

mumbles.

Ihateitwhenpeoplesaythis.Iwasgoingtoruna

companyoneday,withorwithoutNhlanzeko'shelp.

“Itdoesn'tmeanIdon'twakeupeverydayandburst

myassoffmakingitsuccessful.”

Khosisighsandliftsherhandsup.

“Youtwostop.Whohascash?Wehaveperfumesto

payfor,”sheasks.

“Babawillpayforme,”Snalo.

I'mjustcrossingmyfingersthatshewon'tstop

workingasSnakhodid.Ngidiseemstobe

overcompensating.



“Idon'thavecasheither.I'llaskNdabuko,”Isay.

Whyaretheylookingatmelikethat?Ndabukois

here,parkedafewyardsawayfromthehomestead.

“Didn'tyousayawomanmustprovideforherself

justamomentago?”Snaloasks.

Nowshe'stwistingmywords.Iwasonly

emphasizingontheimportanceofhavingyourown

moneyasawoman.Dependencemakesmenthink

theyhavetherighttocontrolyou.

--

Thecookingbegins.Peoplearestartingtoarrive,

thecowhasbeenslaughtered.I'vebeenholdingmy

breaththatnobodyfightsandsofar,sogood.

Mam'Jabuandmymotherareavoidingeachother

atallcosts.AuntVumileisratherquiet,ormustI

sayembarrassed?Thedemonicbrotherwelcomed

herwithwarmhands.ShewasmeetingQondani’s

childrenforthefirsttimetoday.Theneighborshave

beenaskingherallkindofquestions,themost-

askedonebeing-whendidshegetmarried.Inthe

villageyoudon'trockupwitharingaroundyour



finger,theywanttoseecowsfirst.

“Ndondo,”Qondanicallsme,standingatthedoor.

Iexpectedhimtobealloverladies,hecallshimself

acharmer.Buthehasn'tmadeasinglemoveon

anyone.IwantedhimtotrySnalo.

“Canwetalkforaminute?”heasks.

Iwasabouttogoanddressup,butthissounds

urgent.Idrymyhandsandfollowhimout.

Westandoutsideintheveranda.He'srubbinghis

handsandstaringatmewithastrangegrinonhis

face.

“What?”Iask.

“Don'tpanic.Ibroughtsomeone,she'sinmyroom

andshewantstohelpinthekitchen,”hesays.

He'sunbelievable!

“Areyouallowedtobringrandomwomenduringa

familygathering?”Iask.

“She'sbeenherebefore.”



Oh,thissoundsgood.Ididn'tthinkhe'dmoveonso

quickly.

“IftheparentsareokaywithitthenIhaveno

problem,”Isay.

Heexhalesandbrusheshisface.Whyisheacting

weirdlynow?

“Wasthatall?”Iaskwithmyeyenarrowed.

“It'sZamafuze.Wearebacktogether,”hesays.

ForamomentI'mjustfrozen.Zamafuzeishere?

Shebroughtherbackintoourlives?Thesame

womanwhofedhimmuthiandkepthimawayfrom

hiskids.

“Youarejoking,right?”Iask.

“Unfortunately,no.MaSibisiIlovethatwoman,so

badthatwhensheexplainedherselfIunderstood

herpain.Ijusthopeshe'sgenuineandshewon'tlet

herpastcomebetweenus.”Heletsoutanother

sigh.Sadnesscloudshiseyes.I'mgettingmore

confused.Hereallylovesher,aftereverythingshe

didtohim!



“I'mnotrich,I'mpushingthroughlifeandhustling.

Amanlikemewillneverbeacceptedinherfamily.

They'reusedtopeoplelikeyourbabydaddy.We

alreadydon'thaveherfamily'sapproval,hermother

hascutallcommunicationwithher.ThelastthingI

needistohavemyfamilyhatingonustoo.You

don'thavetobeherfriend,justdon'tmakeherfeel

uncomfortable.I'mbeggingyou,dadewethu.”

Iletoutasigh.ThisisthelastthingIexpectedfrom

him.Idon'ttrustZamafuzeonebitandthere'sno

wayI'mlettinghertouchanythinginthekitchen.

“It'searlyforyoutoaskmethis.Idon'twantherin

thekitchen,nohardfeelings!”

“Atleastcomeandsayhi.Ndondoyou'remyblood

sister.”

JesusChrist!NowIhavetosayhitoher.IthoughtI

wouldn'thavetoseeherfaceatleastforthenext

twomonthsofmylife.

She'ssittingonbed.Ihavetheurgetorollmyeyes

fromthedoor.Shehasascarfwrappedaroundher



headandthosecutesishweshwedressesnewly-

weddedwiveswear.Shelooksgoodbut…

Iclearmythroatandstandbythewall.

Anelbownudge.ReallyQondani?!

“HiZamafuze,”Isay.

Shelooksatmeandsmiles.Idon'ttrustanything

abouther,eventhatsmile.

“Hey,youarestillnotdressed?Pregnancyis

treatingyougood,you'rebeautiful.”Shetakesagift

bagbehindherandpassesittome.

“Whatisthis?”Iask.

“Openit,”shesays.

Deepsigh!Iwon'tbebribedwithgifts.Iopenthe

thingandfindabeadedbraceletinside.

“Qondaniboughtthebeads,”shesaysandlooksat

himwithawarmsmile.

“Yousellbeadedbracelets?”Iask.

“Yes,Imakenecklacesandbracelets.Butit'sall

Qondani'shardwork,hebuysthebeadsandget



customers,”shesays.

Idon'tlikeherbutshe'sdoingagreatjob.Ilovethe

braceletshemadeforme,ithasamixtureofwhite

andbluebeads.

“Notreally.You'retheonewhositonthecouchand

threadthesethingsthewholeday,”Qondanichirps

in.

Zamafuzestaresathim.Hestaresback.Nowit'sa

staringbattle,neitherofthemwantstotakecredit.

“You'rebeautiful,”hetellsher.Thestaringbattle

ends!Shelostit.She'snowblushing.

“Okay!Qondaniyou'reneededoutside.Zamafuze

youcancometothekitchen,you'realreadydressed

likeamakoti.”Ican'tbelieveI'mdoingthis.Itmay

befakebutitlookssogenuineandpure.Theway

sheblushesandsmilesathimasifshe'sthe

luckiestgirlintheworld.Orit'sjustthatIlove

hustlingwomen?She'sbuildingherselfagain.

Khosiisthefirstonetoputherhandsonthewaist



andlifthereyebrows.

“Guys,thisisZamafuze,mybrother'sgirlfriend,”I

say.

Andiswabreaksintoafitoflaughter.Snalopours

wineintoaglassandgulpsitdown.Khosiisabout

tojumponherneck.

“HiZamafuze,”Thalentesays.She'stheclueless

one.She'ssmilingatZamafuzewarmlyandnowall

eyesareglaringatherlikeshe'sabackstabberor

sell-out.

“What?”shewhispers,lookingatmewithafrown.

Ishrugmyshoulders.Sheneedstorelaxandnot

inheritanyfights.

“Ithinkwecanallworktogetherfortoday.Idon't

wantanyoneoranythingtospoilmyday,please,”I

sayandfixmyeyesonKhosi.

Sherollshereyesandturnstothepotonthestove.

“Wine?”SnaloasksZamafuze.There'smockeryall

overhereyes.Itwould'vebeenworseifSnakhowas

here.



“No,thanks,”Zamafuzesays.

Andiswalaughsagain.I'mgoingtokillthischild!

“WashintshauDludlausewabawuDladla,”Snalo

says.HerandAndiswabumpfistsandlaugh.

Ifeelsorryforher.Unfortunatelymyfriendsdon't

forgiveeasily,eventodaythey'restillfrying

Ndabukoinasmallpan.

.

.

NOMAGUGU

Thereareneighboursandoldfriendswhohaven't

seenherinyears.Notonlyissheamothertothe

mostsuccessfulgirlinNyandeni,herdaughteris

marryingtotheMngomezulusandNgonyamais

leadingthelobolanegotiations.Isn'therwombthe

highlyfavouredone?

Shehastotranslateeverytimeherson,Bahle,says

somethingbecausenoneofthesepeoplecanhear

hisA-classEnglish.



Jabuisanaverage-lookingvillagewifeand

Nomaguguisabouttomakesurethatsherealizes

thatthey'reondifferentstandards.She'supthere,

twostepsawayfromthetop,andJabuisstillonthe

ground.

She'snowchangingfromthevelvetformaldress

thathadmostvillagewomenwigglingtheirtongues

out,andwearinghertieredfloral-printmididress.

ThisonewasR630;halfofthesewomen'spension.

Thebedroomdoorshiftsjustassheputsthedress

overherhead.Jabuwalksin,unawarethatshe's

invadingaperson'sprivacy.She'sabouttostep

backandleavehertoherexpensivedresseswhen

shenoticessomethingthatalmostgivesheraheart

attack.

“Nomagugu!”sheexclaimsontopofhervoice.

It'stoolateforNomagugutohideherthighs.Jabu’s

handsareoverhermouth.She'sneverseenanyone

withsomanyscarsonherthighs.Somelooknew

andswollen.It'slikesheborrowedsomeoneelse's



thighs.Nomaguguisfairinskintonebutherthighs

aredarkerthanthemannegotiatinglobolawith

Maqhaweintherondavel.

“Whodidthistoyou?”Jabuasks,she'sbeyond

shock.Shewouldn'twishanythinglikethison

anyone,notevenherworseenemy,whichisnone

otherthanNomagugu.

“Getout!”Nomagugugruntsherteethandglaresat

her.She'sneverexposedherbodyinfrontof

anyone,notevenNdondo.It'snotbecauseshe’sthe

pastor'swifeandshe'sexpectedtodressacertain

way-it'sbecauseshehasscarsthatnobodycan

findoutabout.AndnowJabulile,outofallpeople,

hasseenherhiddenscars!

“IsDumisanidoingthistoyou?”Jabuisstill

standingbythedoor,staringather.

“It'snoneofyourbusiness,getoutofmyface!”

“I’mcallingNdondo.”Jabuturnsthedoorhandle

andheadsout.

“Heywenamfazi!”Nomagugurunsafterher.

Ndondocannotfindoutaboutthis!Itwillkillher



anddestroyallthehappy-homememoriesshehas.

Theygrewupinawarmhomewithtwoloving

parents-shedoesn'twantthattoeverchangein

theirminds.

JabugrabsNdondoaside,bringingthewholeroom

intoastandstill.

“Ma,iseverythingalright?”Ndondoasks.

BeforeJabucananswer,Nomaguguappears

behindthemandslapsJabuacrossherface.

Ndondoscreamsoutinshock!

“Mawhatiswrongwithyou?Whyareyouslapping

Mam'Jabulikethat?”

Oh,no!They’repushingeachotherandgrabbing

eachother'sthroats.

“Stayoutofmybusiness!”Nomagugukeepssaying.

JabuwantstosaysomethingtoNdondobut

Nomaguguisn'tgivingheranyspacetobreathe.

Khosifinallymanagestostandbetweenthem.

Fortunately,mostvillagewomenareoutsidethe



yardtocollecttheirmeat.Otherwisethesewould've

beenNyandeni’stopgossip.Twogrownwomen

fightingoverGodknowswhat.AwholeMaMfundisi

startedthewholething!

Jabuwascalmatfirst,forNdondo’ssakeandthat

shecan'tdisturbpeaceduringaceremony.Butnow

she'sfuming,thiswomanalwaysinsultsherand

todayshe'sfinallyputherfilthyhandsonher!

“Onlyifyoufoughtyourabusivehusbandthesame

wayyoufightme,”shesays,glaringatNomagugu.

IfKhosiwasn'tstandingbetweenthemshe

would'vehurtthiswoman.

“Whoooah!Whatisgoingonhere?”Ndondoasks.

“Askhertoshowyouherthighs,”Jabusays.

Nomaguguisgaspingforair.Ndondoislookingat

herwithafrown.

“Ma,whatiswrongwithyourthighs?”sheasksand

turnstoKhosiandalltheladies.“Pleaseexcuseus

foramoment.”



Theyallleavetheroom,Andiswabringthereluctant

onebehind.

Ndondoclosesthedoorandwalksbackbetween

hermothers.

“Oneofyouneedstoexplainthisnonsensetome.I

askedbothofyoutobecivilformysakeandnow

you'reoneachother'sfacelikekids.”

Jabureleasesasighanddropshereyesin

embarrassment.Nomaguguisgroundednexttothe

bedwithafearfullookonherface.She'sholdinga

silentprayerthatNdondodoesn'tdigthisfurther.

“Mawhatiswrong?Mam’Jabusaidsomething

aboutyourthighs,”Ndondoasks.

“There'snothingwrongwithme.Ihavetogo,”she

walkstothedoorbutJabugetstoitfirstandblocks

herway.

“Liftyourdressup!”shesaysfirmly.

Thisisgettingawkward!They'refightingovereach

other'sthighs!

“Mayoucannotordersomeonetostripnaked.Her



body,herrules,”NdondosaystoJabu.

“IwilltakethistoMaqhawethen,”Jabutells

Nomagugu,hereyesnarrowedtochallengeher.

“Whatisgoingon?”NowNdondoisevenmore

confused.WhatisbeingtakenuptoMaqhaweand

whyishermothersoscared?

Itlookslikeshe'sleftwithnochoicebuttodoas

Jabusays.

“Pleasedon'tfreakout,”NomagugusaystoNdondo.

Godknowshowmuchshetriedtoprotecther

childrenfromthis!

Sheliftsherdressup,herdaughterisstaringather

scarredthighsforthefirsttime.For24years,she's

alwaysbathedprivatelyandworeleggingsbeneath

herskirtstomakesurethatherthighsdon'tget

exposedevenbymistake.

“Whyareyoulikethis?”Ndondoasks.She'sstillin

denial,thiscan’tbehermother'sthighs!Hermother

hasaflawlessskin.Herlegsdon'thaveasingle

scar,notevenastretchmark!



Nomagugutakesadeepbreathandcastshereyes

onthefloor.

“Ma!!!”Ndondo.

“Yourfather.”

There'ssomesilence.Therearenoemotions

portrayedonNdondo'sface.

“Whywouldhedothistoanyone?”Ndondoasks.

Silence…

“Ma?”Hervoicerises.

Jabugivesherasharpglare.

“Itstartedjustayearafteryouwereborn.Your

fatherhasalowself-esteem,he'snotwhatyou

thinkheis,”Nomagugusays.

“Butwhywouldhehurtanyonelikethis?Doyousee

yourthighs,Ma?Whywouldanyonehurtsomeone

likethis,repeatedly?”Ndondo.

She'snottakingitwildastheythoughtshewould.

She'scalmandaskingquestionsthatNomagugu

can'tanswer.



“Whyareyoustillwithhim?”sheasks.

“Becauseyoualldeserveawarmhome,”

Nomagugusays.

“Andwedon’tdeserveamother?Wedeservea

motherthatsleepswithamanthat'sgoingtowake

uponedayandkillherinsidetheirbedroom?”

Nomaguguonlyheavesasighandkeepsquiet.She

can'ttellherdaughterhowsheplanstoexecuteher

husband'sdeathafterBahleleaveshome,because

theplansshe’smademirrorseverymurdererthere's

outthere.Soonshe'llbenodifferentfromallthose

cold-bloodedkillersinprisoncellsshealwaysvisit

toprayfor.

“ThanksMa,Iwilltakecareofit,”Ndondosaysto

Jabubeforewalkingout,leavingbothofthemin

oneroom.

[03/14,09:16] :Chapter45

NDONDO

Iknowgender-basedviolencebecauseIwatchthe



newsandIhavemetpeoplefromallwalksoflife.

Comingfromaholyfamilylikeminethatprays

everyeveningandgoesintofastingeverynowand

then,Ineverthoughtitwouldbesomethingthat

wouldhappenundermyroof.Myfatherisapastor,

he'sburiedmanywomenwhodiedinthehandsof

theirlovedones.Himandmymotherhost

counsellingsessionsfortraumatizedindividualsin

churchandhelpthempickuptheirpieces.I'm

crackingmyheadtryingtothinkhowDumisaniis

abletostandonthepodiumeverySundayand

preachthewordofGodwhilethere'sawoman

bleeding,internallyandexternally,becauseofhim.

Ndabukowantstoseeme.Mywholedayhasbeen

ruined,Ididn'tevencaretoaskBab'Maqhawehow

everythingwent.IleftwhenSnaloandAndiswa

startedservingmeninthekraal.Idon'tknow

exactlywhereNdabukoisparked,I'mtootiredto

walkbuttakingthecarwouldbeshowing-off.

LuckilyMam'Jabugavemeherflatshoes,they'rea

littleoversizebutcomfortable.



IexpectedtoseehiscarbutasIturnaroundthe

corner,IfindtheHlomukawhitequantumparked.

Ndlalifa,MaqhingaandthemanIdon'tknoware

sittingonthecampchairs,underthetreeshadeand

chattingatthetopoftheirvoices.There'sa

coolerboxinfrontofthem,Idon'tneedtoguess

what'sstockedinside.They'rehavingalittleparty

here.

“MrsFierce!”MaqhingayellsasI'mjustafewfeet

awayfromthem.They'regivingmetaxirankvibes,

youknowhowdriversstareandyellatyouifyou're

passingatthetaxirank.

HewhistlesandIalmosttripovermytoes.Whatis

wrongwithhim?TothinkIwasprayingforhimto

returnhomesafely!

“Sanibona,”Igreet.

Ndlalifa'sstarecanbeintense.I'msureThalente

doesn'tknowthathe'shere.

“Isitheavy?Ndabukoshouldbuyyouawheelchair,”

Maqhingaagain.

Idon'tknowifIshouldbeoffendedorsharingthe



jokewithhim.Wheelchair?Forrealnow?Women

getpregnantallthetimeandnonehaseveruseda

wheelchair.

Thequantumfrontdooropens,Ndabukoclimbsout

andstandsagainstit.

“Ismywifeokay?”Ndlalifaasks.

Findme,I'mlost!He’smarried?

“Wife?”Iask.

“Shesaid“yes.”Didn'tshetellyou?”He'sbeaming

withjoy.Idon'tknowasinglejokeofNdlalifa.This

isseriousasmyheartburninthemornings.

“Mygosh!Shedidn'ttellus.Whenisithappening?”

Thismakesmehappy.AtleastnowIknowthat

she'sstayingandweareapproachingthesame

stageoflife.

“AfterBaba'swedding,”hesays.

MrNgidiisgettingmarriedtoo?Okay,Ineedtogo,

beforethatmanburnsmewithhisstare.

IcongratulateNdlalifaandwalkstothequantum.



Hehasmepinnedagainstthequantumdoorand

suckingthelifeoutofme.He'sbeensmokingsoI

knowthathe'sstressedout,probablyaboutthe

negotiations.

Hislipsslidedowntothesideofmyneck.Hebites

myfleshsoftly,Imoanandgrabhisnecktodeepen

thekiss.

“Heyheyhey!”Maqhingayellsfromthetree.

ThatagentofSatan!

Webreakthekissandcatchourbreaths.Hewants

more,sodoI.Butwecan't,becausewehavean

audiencesittingunderthetree.

“Let'sgetinside,”hesays.

Wehopinsidethebackofthequantum.Heleads

mestraighttothelastseat.Ihopehe'snothoping

forsomehanky-pankybecauseI'mnotplanningto

giveMaqhingaanotherlivesexshow.

“Yourfatherdoesn'twantme,”hesays.

“Whichfather?”Iaskwithmyeyebrowslifted.



“Thepastor,”hesays.

Well,Ican'tsayI'msurprised.Hedoesn'twanthis

wifeeither,heabuseshereverynightandleaves

herwithathousandscars.

“Butitwentwell,theyagreedonmostofthings.You

arecomingtotheMngomezulus,”hesays,hoping

toseereliefonmyface.

Ijustshrugmyshouldersandreleasealoud

exhalation.

“Iseverythingokay?”heasks,liftingmyfaceup

withhisfinger.

“He'sabusingmymother,”Itellhim.

“Who?Thepastor?”heasks,squintinghiseyes,

alreadydisbelievingme.

“YesNdabuko.Shehasscarsalloverherthighs,her

skinisseverelydamaged.Somescarsare24years

old,they'reskin-deeptothepointthatherthighs

havecompletelychangedcomplexion.”Ihaveto

bitemyliptostopmyselffrombreakingdown.

Nobodydeserveswhatmymotherhasbeen



through.24yearsofsleepingwithamonsterand

stillpretendtobehappytoyourkidsandstandin

frontofthecongregationandactlikea

superwoman.

“Babe,”hecupsmyfaceandstaresintomytearing

eyes.

“I'msendinghimtojail.Iswearhe'sgoingtospend

therestofhislifethere!”Tearsmaketheirway

downonmycheeks.Ican'tbelievemymotheris

oneofthosewomencalled“strongwomen.”

“I'mgoingtoplantcamerasintheirbedroom.Itwill

recordeverythinghe'sdoingtoherandI'llseta

projectorinfrontofthechurchandplayeverything

forthem.Afterexposinghimtoallthosefeet-lickers

ofhis,I'mgoingtocallthepoliceandhirethebest

lawyerthereisinthiscountry.IfIhavetoreachout

tothepresidentfor…”Coldlipscapturemineand

smoochmeslowly.Irespondtothekiss,tearsare

stillrunningonmyfacebuthislipsseemtobe

calmingmedown.

“Ndondoyami.”HewipesmycheekswithhisT-shirt.



Ipullmyselftogetherandlookathim.

“Yourmotherneedsyounowmorethanever.Do

notmakeherfeeluselessandpleasedon't

embarrassher.Youcancollectevidencebutitmust

beherdecisiontosendyourfathertojail.Rightnow

focusonhelpingherrebuildherconfidenceandsee

herworthwithouthim.”

“But…..”Heshakeshishead.Iswallowbackmy

defensivewords.

“There'sno‘but'Ndondo.Focusonopeningyour

mother'seyes,donotfurtherdestroyher

confidenceandtakedecisionsonherbehalf,”he

says.

Deepsigh!

“Okay,”Isay,nodding.

Hepecksmylipsandsmilesproudly.

“BythewayyoulookbeautifulMamaMngomezulu.

HowisthelittleNhlanzekohere?”Heliftsmydress

upandmassagesmytummy.

“Behaving.Noicestoday.”



Henarrowshiseye.Whydoesn'thebelieveme?I

haven'teatenanyicestoday,truetoGod!

“Whyareyouwearingafullpanty?”Hewas

checkingonthebaby,hishandsweren'tsupposed

togobelowmywaist.

BeforeIanswer,hishandslidesundermypanty

andtouchesmymound.

“Ndabukoweareinaquantum,yourfriendsare

sittingunderthetree,notveryfarfromus,”Isay

andgaspashisfingerrollsovermyclit.

“Sitonmylap,”hesays.

I'mhesitant.Whatifoneofhisfriendscometothe

quantumtogetsomething?Ialsosneakedout,the

eldershavenoideathatI'mhere.

Istandinthepassagebetweentheseats,hesits

backandunbuckleshisbelt.Thisissorisky!

Hishandsslideundermydressandshiftmypanty

aside.ThewholeBantwanaHoldingsCEOisbeing

fingeredinthebackseatofaquantum.Moments

likethishumbleme.



He'sbreathingbehindmyneck.Hisotherhandhas

goneuptomyboobs.They'renowverysensitive

buthehasawayofplayingwithmynipplesthat

sendsmedi€k-hunting.

“Don'tmakenoise,”hesays.

HowthehellamIsupposedtokeeptomyself?His

fingerisstirringinsideme.

“Ndabukoplease,”Imoan.

“Pleasewhat?”Hisfingerisrollingonmyclit,Ican

feelmynanasweatinganddemandingitsrealtool.

“Fu€kme,”Isayinalmostwhisper.

“Relaxfirst.Don'tsqueezeyourbutt,”hesays.

Iexhaledeeplyandrelaxmybody.Heseparatesmy

legsfurtherapart.Heappliesmoreforcetothe

fingers,playingwithmyclitlikeastringofguitar.

“Shhh!Cumfordaddy...Spreadthatcumonmy

fingers...Oh,shitbaby!”

Ibitemylipandsuppressmymoan.Heinsertstwo

fingersandstirmycookie.Ifeeltheheatbuilding

upfrommytoesandshootingupmylegs.It



spreadsthroughoutmybodyandIgoblankfora

moment.

Ihearhimcursinglowlybeforeremovinghishand

frommyleakingbottom.

“Letmegetapapertowel,”hesays.

Ishifttothesecondseatandleanbackwithmy

eyesfirmlyshut.Mybodyneededthis.Itwasn'tan

intenseorgasmbutitwasenoughtoreleasesome

tension.

Mypantyissoakingwet.Hehastotakeitoffbefore

wipingme.

“Weneeda“shaving”date,”hesays.

Irollmyeyesathim.Mystomachishuge,Icannot

seebelowmywaist,soitmustn'tsurprisehimifhe

findsabushdownthere.It'shisjobtoshaveme,he

mademepregnant.

“MustIkeepitforyou?”He'saskingaboutthe

soakedpanty.Obviously,Icannotgohomewitha

soakedpantyinmyhand.



“Yes,andpleasewalkmehomenow.Idon'twant

mymotherstosendoutanenemy,”Isay.

Helowershisheadtomeandonslaughtsmewith

anothersensualkiss.Hismanhoodhasrolledafist

behindhisjean.GodknowshowmuchIwantto

helphim,butweareinawrongplace,atthewrong

time.

Heputshisbeltonandfollowsmeoutofthe

vehicle.Theconversationisloudunderthetree.

NdlalifaseemstobeabitdrunkandIwonderwhat

wouldThalentesayifshesawhimlikethis.They're

notevensupposedtobehere.

“Youguysaredone?”Maqhingaasks.

“Donedoingwhat?”Ndabukofirmlyholdsmyhand

aswewalkpastthem.

“TellmywifethatI'mwaitingforherhere,”Ndlalifa

says.

Thalenteisleavingtomorrow,withtherestofus.

Whywouldhewaitforher?

“I'mnotsleepingalonetoday,”Ihearhimsaytohis



friendsbehindus.

“Ishedrunkalready?”IaskNdabuko.

“Yes,andhewantshiswoman.Bafoistiredof

sleepingalonelikeisishimane,”hesayswitha

chuckle.

Thalenteisgoingtomurdersomeone!

.

.

NOMAGUGU

Maqhawestandsinthemiddleoftheemptyroom

withhishandstuckedinhispockets.Hissiblings

andtheirkidsarehome.Heishappy,butthat

doesn'tmeanhewantsthingstobesweptunder

thecarpet.Thepersonhewantstotalktothemost

isVumile,hissister.Heunderstandsthehatred

betweenhimandDumisani.Thereisawoman

involvedandtheirparentsplayedahugerolein

theirrivalry.It'shissisterhedoesn'tunderstand.

WhatmadeVumiledespisehimsomuch?He



wasn'tthebestbrothergrowingupbutheusedto

standupforher.Heusedtofightthosewhotriedto

bullyher.He'dlietotheparentstocoverherdirty

deedsthatshedidoutsidechurch.Whywasitso

easyforhertopickDumisani’sside?

Footstepsstopsbehindhim.Heturnshisheadto

thedevastatedNomagugu.

“Sorry,Ididn'tthinkanyonewasinsidehere,”she

saysandwipesherbloodshoteyes.

“Haveyou,byanychance,seenNdondo?”sheasks.

No,hehasn'tseenNdondo.Whyisitabigdeal?

“Isshenotwiththeothergirls?”heasks.

“No.It'sbeenoveranhour,Idon'tknowwheremy

childwent.”Andthentears?Nomaguguisnotthis

weak.Thelastthingshe'deverdoistocryinfront

ofherex.

“Thisisavillage,nothinghappenedtoher,she

couldbeoutforawalk,”Maqhawesays.

“ShewasangryMaqhaweThisisexactlywhatI



didn'twant.Iknewthiswasgoingtobreakher.”

She'snowcryingopenly.

Maqhawetakesafewstepsclosertoherbutfights

againstit.Hehasnoreasontocomforther,this

womanlefthimforhisbrother.Hewasdepressed

foryearsbecauseofher.Afewshedsoftearsand

he'salreadyfeelingsorryforher?

Dumisaniwalksin,alsounawareofthesituation

he'swalkinginto.Hefrownsasheseesboth

NomaguguandMaqhaweinoneroom.

“Whatisgoingonhere?”heasks.

Nomaguguquicklywipeshertearsandclearsher

throat.There'saspecificlookhe'sgivingher.Her

eyesquicklydroptothefloor.

HelooksatMaqhawewhoboldlyholdshisstare.

“IwillsendQondanitogoandlookforher,”

Maqhawesaysandeventuallytakeshiseyesoffhis

brother.

Hewalkspastthemandexitsthroughthedoor.A

fewstepsawayheremembersthathelefthis



lighteronthestandinsidetheroomandwalksback.

HewalksonNomagugupinnedagainstthewalland

flinchingoutinpain.Dumisanihashishandsunder

herdress.Whateverhe'sdoingtoherispainfuland

forced.

“Whatisgoingonhere?”Maqhaweasks.

Dumisaniquicklyletsgoofherandpullsdownher

dress.Shelooksfrightenedandembarrassed.

“Icameforthelighter,”Maqhawesays,walkingto

thestandandgrabbinghislighter.

HeglancesatNomaguguonelasttime,hecannot

shakeoffthefeelingthatsomethingawfulis

happeningbetweenthetwoofthem.Butit'snoneof

hisbusiness.TheycameforNdondo'slobola

negotiationsandsoonthey'regoingbacktotheir

lives.

HespotsNdondocomingaroundtherondavelwith

thecornersofherdressliftedup.

Hefrownsandmakeshiswaytoher.



“Ndondo!”hecalls.

Sheliftshereyesandstopsdeadonhertracks.Her

eyesarebulgingoutasifshe'sbeencaught

sneakingintosteal.

“Wherewereyou?Yourmotherhasbeenworried

sick,”heasks.

“Oh,Iwas…seeingafriendoff,”shesaysand

widenshereyes.

Maqhawesighsoutandshakeshisheadindismay.

“DoesheknowthatIcankeephisuncleshereand

finethem?”heasks.

Hereyesareabouttopopout.

“Baba!”sheexclaims.

“Sheisinthekids'roomwithherhusband.Goand

tellherthatyou'reokay,”Maqhawesays.

“Withherhusband?Babayouleftthetwoofthemin

oneroom?He'sgoingtokillher.”She'shurryingoff

withafrightenedlookonherface.

Maqhaweisconfused.WhywouldDumisanikillhis



belovedwifewhowashandedtohimonasilver

tray?

HefollowsafterNdondo.It'snotsafeforhertobe

runningonthatspeedinherstate.

HebumpsintoDumisaniwalkingoutoftheroom.

Thedoorisleftopen,hestandsbyitandwatches

thesceneinside.

“Ma,didhehurtyou?”NdondoisaskingNomagugu.

HerhandsaretuckedonNomagugu’scheeks.

“No,”Nomagugushakesherhead.

“YouarecomingtostaywithmeandAndiswa,”

Ndondosays.

Nomaguguyanksherhandsoffandglaresather.

NowthisistheNomaeveryoneknows.

“I'mnotyourchildNdondo.Youarenotgoingto

babysitme.I'vebeenmarriedtothismanfor27

years.Hedidn'tstartyesterday,I'vebeenlivinglike

thissinceyouwereoneyearold.IknowhowI'm

goingtogetoutofthissituation,pleasestayoutof



it.”

“Whydidyoumarryhiminthefirstplace?Weren't

youinlovewithmyfather?Whydidn’tyoutakeme

andgobacktohimwhenhestartedabusingyou?”

Nomaguguexhalesdeeplyandputsherhandson

Ndondo'sshoulders.

“Lifeisnotblackandwhite.It'scomplicatedthan

youthinkandI'mnotabouttositdownwithyouand

tellyoueverydetailofmypast.Youknowwhat's

important,yourfatherisMaqhaweSibisiandhe's

lovedyoufromthedayhetuckedyouinsidemy

womb.”

Maqhaweshutshiseyesandreleasesalowbreath.

Hisheartisbreaking.Thistakeshimbacktothe

dayhefoundoutthathewasgoingtobeafather

andtothedayitwasalltakenawayfromhim.

He'snotlookingwherehe'sgoing,he'sheadingout

tohaveasmoke.Jabublockshiswayandstares

upathim.



Helooksdownandexhales.

“Mama,”hesays.

“Whatisgoingonwithyou?”Jabuasks.

“I’mjustoverwhelmed,that'sall.Pleaseprepare

water,Iwanttowashmyfeet,”hesaysandwalks

pasther.

Sheunderstands.Theirpresencemustbe

overwhelmingtoherhusband.They'rehereand

theydon'tevenlooksorry.

Shefillsthekettlewithwaterandplugsit.Ndondo

didagreatjobbybringingThalenteandKhosihere.

Notonlydidtheycookfoodenoughforeveryone,

theyhaveleftherkitchenspotless.Theyarenow

drinkingtheircidersandshedoesn'tmindatall.

“Knock-knock!”

Sheturnsherheadtothedoor.Thereisaboy,taller

thananyboyshe'severseen.Hetakeshiscapoff

andletshimselfinside.

“HelloMa,”hesays.



She’sneverseenhimaroundbuthe'srespectful,so

shepushesachairtohim.

“Howareyou?”sheasks.

“I'mfine,thankyou.”Heputshiscapoverhisknee

andbrusheshisshavedhead.

“MynameisNdlalifa.Aboyshowedmehere.I'm

lookingforThalenteMbatha,”hesays.

“Oh,sheisinthebedroomwithothergirls.Does

sheknowthatyouarehere?”sheaskswhile

attendingtotheboilingkettle.

“Notreally.It'sanurgentsituation,”hesays.

“Alright,Iwillcallherforyou.”Shetakesouta

bottleofcolddrinkandaglass.

“Yehlisaizintuli,Iwillcallher,”shesays,puttingthe

drinkinfrontofNdlalifa.

Thalentewalkstothekitchenwearingagown.

They'rehavingalittlepartyinthebedroom.She's

notdrinkingbutsheishavingfunwiththegirls.



Herfacetransformsintoshockwhenshesees

Ndlalifasittingonthechair.

“Ndlalifa!”

Heseesherandstandsup,staggeringalittlebit.

“MaMbathaIhavecometofetchyou.”He's

dragginghiswordsandhiseyesarehalf-lidded.

He'sdrunk!

“Whatbroughtyouhere?Inthisplace,”Thalente

asks.

“Myheart.Iwantmywoman.”Helickshislipsand

smilesweakly.“You'renotevengoingtogiveyour

manakiss?”

Thalenteexhales.ShelefthiminDurban,earlier

todaytheytalkedoverthephoneandhedidn'tsay

anythingaboutcomingtoNyandeni.

“Iwillcarrythebagforyou.Goandsaygoodbyeto

yourfriends,”hesaysandbiteshislowerlip.

“I'mnotgoinganywhereNdlalifa.YouknewthatI

wasgoingtobeherefortwodays,”Thalentesays.

Hisfacedrops.Hesitsonthechairagainandcocks



hisheadtotheside.

No,hemustn'tsleephere!

“Ndlalifaleave!”Thalentehisses.

“Iwillsleepwithyouhere,”hesayswithhiseyes

closed.

KhosiappearsandlooksatNdlalifawithafrown.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”sheasks.

“Whoareyou?”Heliftshisheadupandslowly

openshiseyes.WhenheseesKhosiheclickshis

tongueandcloseshiseyesagain.

“Ndlalifaaren'tyousupposedtobehome?”Khosi

asks.

“Leavemealone.I'mheretofetchmywoman,but

shedoesn'twantustoleave.Wearegoingtosleep

here,bothofus,”hesays.

Nowit'sKhosi'sturntoclickhertongue.

“You'remad.Youhaveeverydaytoseeherandbe

withher.Onlytodayshe'sspendingtimewithother



girlsandyou'reheretomakedemands?Youare

annoying.”

“Thalentelovesme.Youdon'tknowanything,”

Ndlalifasaysandburieshisfaceonhisarms.

“Yetyouareharassingher.Doyouwantmetocall

Ngidi?”

“I'mnotscaredofNgidi,”hesays.

ThalenteexhalesandlooksatKhosi.

“Idon'twanttocreateascene,Iwillleave,”she

saysandwalksoutofthekitchentofetchherbag.

“ReallyNdlalifa?”Khosiisfuming.Ifhewasn'ther

brotheritwould'vebeensafetosayshehateshim.

Butwedon'tchoosefamily.

[03/14,09:16] :Chapter46

MAM’JABU

Asusual,shewasthelastonetogotobed.Shehad

tomakesurethatthegrandchildrenweresafely

tuckedonbeds,makesurethateveryguesthad



enoughblanketsandthatallthewindowswere

closed.

ShewalksinsidethebedroomandfindsMaqhawe

smokingbythewindow.Heknowshowmuchshe

hateshimsmokinginsidethehouse,buttodayshe

canmakeanexceptionandlethimbe.It'sbeena

veryhecticday.NomaguguandDumisaniare

locatedintherondavelbelowtheyard.Vumilewas

givenaroominthemainhouse.

Shedoesn'tsayanything.Sheundressesand

climbsonthebedwearingonlyherpetticoatand

bra.

“Areyougoingtocometobed?”sheasksas

Maqhawecontinuestostandbythewindowafter

histobaccorollfinishes.

Hesighsandwalkstothebed.Hepullsdownhis

pantandgetsonbedinhisshort.

“AreyouokayMaqhawe?”asksJabu,concern

cloudinghereyes.

“Idon'tknow,mkami.”Heexhalesagainandputs

hisarmaroundhershoulders,bringingherheadon



hischest.

“IhavenobusinesswiththosetwobutIthinkDumi

ismistreatingNomagugu.Iwalkedontothe

situationIstillcan'twrapmyheadaround.Shewas

inpainJabu.Somuchpain!”heshutshiseyesand

swallowswhatseemstobeahugelump.

“Iknow,”Jabusays.

Heturnshiseyestoherwithhisforeheadfurrowed.

“Youknow?”heasks.

“Isawher.IhadtocallNdondobeforeshe

confessedthetruth.Dumisanidoesn'tdeservetobe

calledapastor,he'samonsterhidingbehindthe

Bible.”

“Whatexactlyishedoingtoher?Ioverheardher

conversationwithNdondoandmysoulhasbeen

hauntedeversince."

Jabuletsoutalowchuckleandadjuststohavea

betterviewathisface.

“You'regenuinelyworriedabouther?”sheasks.

Heexhalesandbrushesherhand.Sheknowshim



likethebackofherhand,evenifhewantedto,he'd

neverbeabletolietoher.

“She'sthemotherofmychildJabu,”hesays.

“Iknowthat,butNomaguguhasputyouthrougha

lot.Shehasn'tevenapologizedforallthepainshe

putyouthrough,”Jabusays.

“Itdoesn'tmeanIwanthertosuffer.Youknowmy

heart,Idon'tholdgrudges.”

“Andthat'swhyIloveyouMaqhawe,you'reagood

man.”

He'sblushingforamomentandfiddlingwithher

fingers.

“Yourfirstchildisgettingmarried.Howdoyoufeel

aboutthat?”sheaskswhilebrushingandpulling

herbeardplayfully.

“Myson-in-lawisnotastrugglingman.AllIwantis

forhertobehappyandwelltakencareof,”hesays.

“Doyouthinkyouraisedasonwhocoulddoallthat

tosomeone'sdaughter?”sheasks.

Hechucklesatherquestion.Theybothknowhow



Qondaniis,butthistimearoundhelooksfocused

andsmittenbyhisDliso.

“Idon'ttrusthimasahusbandbutnomanis

perfect.Ifsheloveshimrighthe’llbewhatshe

wantshimtobe.Imean,lookatme!”

“Didyouturnoutright?ComeonMaqhawe,if

Nomagugucrawledhereandaskedforyourlove

backyouwouldn'tthinktwicebeforedouble-

crossingme.”

“That'snottrue,”Maqhawesaysdefensively.

“Rememberhowthefirstyearinourrelationship

waslike?”Shesaidshewasoverthis!Theymoved

onfromthosedarkmemories.Hewasn'thimself;

hewasgoingthroughrejectionfromhisfamilyand

Nomagugu.

“YousaidyouforgivemeJabu.Ihaverewrittenall

mywrongdoings,howlongareyougoingtokeep

remindingmeaboutthepast?”

“I'mjustsaying.You'realreadystressedabouther

marriage.”



“No,you'reemotionallybullyingme.Icannotbe

immunetopeople'spainbecauseofmyimperfect

past.Ihaveneverliedtoyou.Noteveninthose

years!”He'sgettingoffbedandpickinghisclothes

fromthefloor.He'sstillcalm,andthat'sthething

aboutMaqhawe,hecouldbeangryandbreathing

flamesbutstillremaincollected.It'sonlywhenhe

walksoutonyouthatyourealizethathe'sreallyfed

up.

“Maqhaweit'scoldoutside,”Jabucallsbehindhim.

Hegivesherhisbackandwalksout,shuttingthe

doorbehindhim.

Itwasreallyalongtimeago.Sheshouldn'thave

broughtthisupbecausetheytalkedandMaqhawe

admittedandrewrotehiswrongs.Butwho'dforget

howherhusbandusedtocallherbyhisex-lover's

nameonbed?Itstartedasameretongue-slip;he'd

callNomagugu’snamewheneverhewasreaching

hisbreakingpoint.Thenitturnedintoahabit.He'd

randomlycallherNomaguguandgetangryifshe

didn'trespond.Whenshegotpregnanthe



convincedeveryonethathewashavingababygirl

andthathernamewasgoingtobe

Ndondoyamahlase.AndthenQondanicame,alittle

boywholookedlikehisfatherfromheadtotoe.

WhenMaqhaweheardthatitwasaboyhedidn't

bothergoingtoseeJabuandthebaby.Hewasmad

ather-shewasn'tNomaguguandshehadfailedto

givehimadaughterthatwastakenawayfromhim.

HecametoseeQondaniforthefirsttimewhenhe

turned5monthsoldanditwasloveatfirstsight.

Heinstantlybecamehisnewworld.Heasked

forgivenessfromJabuandpromisedtobeabetter

man.He'skeptthatpromiseforovertwodecades.

--

Nomagugusneaksoutoftheirdesignatedrondavel

assoonasDumisanidozesoff.He'sdonefeeding

herhistooth-pickdi€kandforcinghertoswallow

hercum.He'snowexhaustedandsnoringlikeacat

withhislegsspreadoutonthebed.She'sbeen



temptedtochopoffhislittledi€kwithanail-clipa

numberoftimesandfoughtagainstit.

Sheneedsawalktoclearherheadandrecollect

herself.Shewasonceanormalgirlinthisvillage,

shehadbigdreamsandacolourfulfutureplanned

outwithherfirstlove.

Shewasn'treadywhenMaqhaweaskedhertobe

intimatewithhim,buthepromisedhertheworld,

andmaybehewould'vegivenherthatworldifhe

wasgivenachance.Hewasarebel,thekindofa

boyeveryparenttoldtheirsonstostayawayfrom.

Butwithherhewasasweetheart.Theirfirstday

wasnothingshortofamazing.Itwasabitpainful

buthewasgentlewithher.He'dbitehernecksoftly

andtellhertocalmdown.

“NomaIgotyou!”he'dsayonrepeatwhilestaring

deeplyinhereyeswithpurelove.Whenhewas

donehe'dlienexttoherandbrushherhand.They'd

talkabouttheirfutureandhowtheyplannedto

growoldtogether.

Ofcourse,itwasafar-fetcheddream.Assoonas



Nomagugu’smothersuspectedthatshewas

pregnant,shecalledafamilymeetingandstrangled

thetruthoutofher.

Herfatherthengavehertwochoices;eitherto

marryDumisaniSibisiwhoseparentwerealready

lookingawifefororvisitGog'Makhabelaforafew

weeks.NoteverybodyknewwhatGog'Makhabela

did,peoplethoughtshewasahealerand

specializedinfemaleillnesses.Butitwasmore

thanthat,shehadmixturesthatshegavetowomen

togetridofunwantedpregnancies.

MarryingDumisaniwasabetteroptionbecauseshe

wantedtokeepherchildandDumisaniwasnotjust

anySibisi,hewasMaqhawe’sbloodbrother.Her

childwasn'tgoingtogrowwithawrongidentity.It

waseasyforthefamiliestoreachcommongrounds

andmarrythetwoofthem.Itwasneveraboutlove;

thattheyweregoingtodevelopthroughtheir

marriage.

Hewastryingtobeagoodhusband,hisfatherwas



coachinghimoneverything.ButafterNdondo's

arrivalthingschanged.Hestartedremindingher

thatshewasleftoversfromhisbrotherandthathe

haddoneherahugefavourbymarryingher.Itgot

worsewhenhecouldn'tperformonbedandfound

waystoblameeverythingonher.Onedayshe

summedupcourageandtoldhimhismanhoodwas

toosmall.That'sthedayhestartedputtinghis

handsonher.Ithasneverstoppedtilltoday.

“Wheredoyouthinkyou'regoing?”Thevoicestops

herdeadonhertracks.It'sheavilydarkoutsideand

everyonehasgonetosleep.Shedidn'texpectto

bumpintoanyone,especiallyoutsidetheyard.

“Didyouseethetime?”Nowthepersonisnearer

andshequicklyrecognizeshisaura.

“Maqhawewhatareyoudoinghere?”sheasks,abit

shaken.

“I'mgettingfreshair,andyou?”

“Metoo,”shesays.



Thenexttwominutesarefilledwithsilence.She

canfeelhispiercingstarethroughthedarkandher

wishrightnowistodisappearintospace.

“YousaiditstartedayearafterNdondowasborn?”

heasks.

Nomaguguisabitshocked.Shedidn'tsee

Maqhawewhenshehadthatconversationwith

Ndondo.

“Whydidyoustay?Wasitlove?”heasks.

Silence…

“Nomawhydidn'tyoucomeback?”heaskswhat

he'ssureJabuwouldslicehisballsifsheheardhim

saying.

“Iwasalreadymarriedtoyourbrother.Hehada

positioninchurchandeveryonelookeduptous.I

couldn'tletallthosepeopleandmyparentsdown.”

“Butyouletmedown?”heasks.

“Maqhawe,please!”shegaspsforairandblinks

backtears.Atleasthecannotseeher.

“You'renotevensorryNoma.Howcanyounotsee



whatyou'vedone?Howdidyousleepatnight,with

MYdaughterandmybloodbrotherononebed?

Howdiditfeeltoseemebeingrejectedbyeveryone,

includingyouithembalami,leavingmelickingmy

bleedingwoundslikeadog?Howwereyou…how

wereyouokayNoma?”Hisvoicebreaks.Hegasps

forairandreleasesalowgroan.Ithurtsdeepdown

inhisheart.Shelefthimwithunhealingwounds.

Thiswomanhurthim!

“Mydaughter.InkosazaneyamiNomagugu.Icould

dieanydayfromnowandyoutookawaymy

chanceofbeingafathertoher.Howdoyoueven

openaBibleandpreach?”

“Theyweregoingtokillher.TheykilledVumile’s

firstchild.”Shebreaksdownandcries.Shesteps

backuntilshestandingagainstthetreeandslides

downtotheground.Sheleansagainstthetree

trunkandletsoutafloodoftears.

“Whowasgoingtokillmydaughter?Whichfirst

childofVumilewaskilled?”

“Shewas16.Youwouldn'tknowbecauseyouwere



neverthere.OurparentswerecruelMaqhawe.”

Helowershimselftothegroundnexttoherand

listenstohersobsuntilthey'resubstitutedby

hiccups.

“Pleasedon'thatemeMaqhawe.Jabugaveyouthe

lifeIcouldn'tgivetoyou.Atleastyouarehappy.

Youfoundloveandhappiness.I'venevergonea

monthwithoutgettingabeatingandbeingforced

intosexualintercourse.I'veenduredobjectsof

differentsizesbeinginsertedinsidemy

womanhoodtogivemepleasure.I’veendured

insults,degradationandabuseinallforms.Be

happyIwasnothappyafterleavingyou.Beproud

I'mthisbroken.Ihavescarsallovermythighs,

that'sacompensationtoallthepainI’veputyou

through,”Nomagugusays.

Maqhawereleasesafakechuckleandbrusheshis

wristthatiscircledbyiziphandla.

“I'mnothimNoma,”hesays.

“Iwasjustsaying.Karmahasdealtwithme.I've

paidformysins,I'mstillbreathingbutitdoesn't



meanthatI'mnotdrowning,”Nomagugusays.

“Howareyougoingtogetout?”Maqhaweasks

afterabriefmomentofsilence.

“Iwillkillhim,”shesays,jokingly.

ButMaqhaweknowsajokewhenhehearsoneand

thisisn'tanyjoke.

.

.

MAQHAWE

Hewassurethathisstepswerequietasacat's.

Theside-lampbrightensupashebendstotakehis

shoesoff.Jabuissittingonthebed,wideawake

withherarmsfoldedbeforeherchest.

“Mamayou'restillup?”Hiseyesarerunning

everywhereinthehousebutnottoher.It'scloseto

23h00andshe'sbeenwaitingforovertwohours.

“Youwerewithher,right?”Jabuasks.Hervoiceis

hoarseandfilledwithpain.



Henodsandreleasesaheavysigh.

“Ijustbumpedintoherandwetalked.”He's

standingnexttothebedbecausehe'snotsureif

he'sallowedonitornot.

“Fortwohours?”Jabuasks.

“No.Maybe30minutes.”

“30minutesMaqhawe?30minutes!”

Heexhalesandputshiskneeonthebedtotest

waters.Shedoesn'tcommentonthat,soheclimbs

onandslidesundertheduvet.

“Sowhatwereyoutalkingaboutallthistime?”she

asks.

“Thepastandhoweverythingwentdown.Wealso

talkedabouthermarriage,”hesays.

“WhileI'mwaitingforyouhere?”sheasks.

Heknowsthathe'snotsupposedtoanswerthis

one.

“JabulileI'mbeggingyou.It'snotwhatyouthink,we

aretoooldnow.Wehavechildrenand



grandchildren.I'mnotaboy,you'remylifepartner

andI'llalwaysremaintruthfultoyou.Nomagugu

andItalkedaboutthepastandeverythingthatwe

neededtotalkabout.Stopactinglikeagirl,your

husbandisfreezing.”Hiseyessoftenather.He

onlymakesthisfaceforher.Itremindsherofa

brokenyoungmanshefellinlovewithtwodecades

ago.

“Whydidn'tyouaskhertowarmyouup?”Sheturns

andsleepsontheotherside.

Heshiftsclosertoherandputshiscoldhandover

herhip.

“Onlymywifewarmsmeup,”hesays,brushingher

hipandpressinghisbottomfrontbehindher.

“Tellthatwifetowarmyouupthen.”She'splaying

hide-and-seek.Shelikesitwhenhebegs.

Hishandmovesfromherhiptoherwaist.He's

massagingherallaroundherwaistandsheknows

hisnextdestination.

“Thonono!Swidilami,pleaseturnaround.Youknow

whichfaceIwanttoseebeforefallingasleep.”His



toneissofter.Shefeelshisbeardmassagingthe

backofherneckbeforehiscoldlipscrashonher

flesh.

Sheturnsaroundwithafakeannoyedexpression

on.

“Again,I'msorryforeverythingIputyouthrough.I

didn'tknowhowtodealwithpainandrejection.I

don'tdeserveyouJabu.”Hebrusheshereyebrow

withathumbandstaresather.

“I'msorryIbroughtthatup,”shesays,regretfully.

“IfitstillhurtsIguessIdeservetobereminded

everyhour.I'malsosorryabouttonight,Ishould've

calledherhereandhadthatconversationinfrontof

you,”hesays.

“Maqhawe!”sheexhalesandputsherarmsaround

hisneck.

“IloveyouMakaQondani,witheverypieceofmy

heart.”

Shesmilesandlooksathislips.Sheliftsherhead

tomeethiskiss.Itstartsasababykissandleads



intoapassionateone.Maqhawehasliftedupher

petticoat,he'ssqueezingherbuttanddeepeningthe

kiss.

Hisfingerslidesbetweenherbuttockstoherwet

castle.

“Didyoudrinkyourmedsforjointspain?”heasks.

“ButMaqhaweyousawhowbusyitwastoday.

WherewasIsupposedtofindtimeformedication?”

Hechucklesandpecksherlips.

“TurnyourbacktoSibisithen.”

Sheturnsandsleepsonhersideagain.Heliftsup

herlegandholdshismanhood.Mbambowasright,

hisperformancewasaffectedbystress.He'sokay

nowbutdrinkingimbizatostayevenmorestrong.

Heholdshismanhoodandbalancesitinher

opening.Hiserectionisnotstrongenoughyet,he

rubsitaroundhercookiewhiletappingonher

lengthyclit.

“I'msorryMamaSibisi,”hesaysonemoretime,



beforedirectinghisnowfullyerectmanhoodinside

heropening.

SometimesJabugetstootiredfromallthechores

shedoesinthehouseduringthedayandlooking

afterhergrandchildren.Shejustgiveshimhis

favoriteorganandletshimhavehiswaywithher.

Sometimesheaskshertomoveherhipsand

sometimesheletsherbeanddoesallthework.

They'rebothmoaninglikehospitalpatientsastheir

organsexchangeindescribablepleasure.

“AwungidudulephelaJabu,”heaskshertoatleast

pushbackherbutttomeethisthrusts.

Shepushesbackwardsbutyoucantellthatshe's

tired.Maqhaweturnsheraround,separatesher

legsandkneelsbetweenthem.

NowSibisiispoppingveinsandstretchedtohis

maximumsize.ItusedtothrowJabuoffbecause

sheimagineditleavingheropeningopenedtoits

size.Butthatorgancanpushoutababy'sheadand

stillcollectitsmusclesbackintoplace.

Heinsertsitinsideher.Shegaspsforairasher



castleswallowsallofit.Heliesonherchestand

squeezeshisbutt.Itpokeshersoftinnerflesh,

againthey'rebothmoaninglikesickpatients.

“Openitmama,”hewhispers.

Jabuknowsthathisendisnearer,sosheforces

himtopulloutandpersonallygrabsthehardrod

andrubsitonherclit.

“ThesewingshugSibisisogood!”He'sspreading

herlabiaminoralipswithhistipandgrittinghis

teeth.Hersisdifferent,it'sanoutievagina,andto

makeherchildhoodmoretraumatic,shehadaset

oftwodark,lengthylabiaminoralips.Shedidn't

losehervirginityat24becauseshewasanangelor

something,shehadaverylowselfesteem.She

didn'timagineherselfgettingnakedinfrontofaguy,

dealingwithherfriends’mockeryofhervaginawas

enough.

ButMaqhawechangedallofthat.Heappreciates

these“wings”andmakesherfeelconfidentabout

everypartofherbody.

“Freeme,mkami,”hebegs.He'sdeepinsideher



andswallowingbackhisdeepgroans.Itkillshis

confidencewhenhereacheshisorgasmbeforeher.

Butsometimesitbecomestooirresistiblenotto

explodefirst.

Liketoday,hejustshookandlaidmotionlessontop

ofher.

“I'm----so—rry,”-It'salowwhisper.Hisheadis

buriedonherchestinshame.

[03/14,09:17] :Chapter47

NDLALIFA

Allhewantedwhenhewokeupwastoburyhimself

insideher.Hedidtouchher,asheusualdoeswhen

hewantsamorningpanky,buttodayshepushed

himaway.Hetouchedheragain,movinghishand

uptoherbreastsandrubbinghernipples.Itdoes

thetrick,well,mostofthetimes.

“Ndlalifaleavemealone!”Todayshesaidwhile

slappinghishandsaway.

“I'llbefaststhandwasami,”hesaid,pushinghis



hardshaftbetweenherthighs.Hewasshaking,he

hadnodoubtthathewasgoingtoexplodeassoon

asshelethimin.Ofwhichsheneverdid,instead

sherolledoffbedandlefttheroom.

Acoldshowerwould'vecalmedhismemberdown,

buthewaswillingtobeg.Hewalkedoutofthe

room,naked,hishandwrappedaroundhishard

shaftandfollowedhertotheloungewhereshehad

wrappedherselfonthecouch.

“Babelook…I'minpain,”hesaid,tryingtoget

betweenherlegs.

Heliftedhiseyestoherfacewhilestrokinghis

shaftwithhishand.Onlywhentheireyesmethe

realizedthatsomethingwasawfullywrong.

“WhatdidIdo?”heasked.

“Youhavethenerveyazi!YouwenttoNyandeniand

forcedmetocomewithyou.Ican'tevenspendtime

withothergirlsbecauseofyou.Ihadtoleave

everyonebecauseyouthreatenedtodisrespect

someone'shouse.”

Hecouldn'trememberbutforhertobeangrylike



thatmeanthereallycrossedtheline.

“IwasdrunkThalente,”hesaid,hopingitwould

calmherdownalittlebit.

“WereyoudrunkaswellinCannelandswhenyou

brokethedoorafterIrefusedtoleavewithyou?”

sheasked.

Hedidn'tthinkshe'dbringthatup.Theytalked

aboutit,didn'tthey?

“Thalentengibhebhisangihambengiye

emsebenzini,”hesaid,losinghispatience.

(Thalenteletmefuckandgotowork.)

“You'restilldrunk!Whenyoucomebackfromthat

workpleasetakemetomyplace.”Thalenterose

fromthecouchandlefthimstandingwithhishand

wrappedaroundhisshaft.

Hedisappearedinthebathroomwherehelocked

himselfinsideforfiveminutes.Afterhishandhad

donehimjusticeheshamefullywalkedoutand

wenttothebedroom.

Hetriedtotalktoherbutitwasallfutilebecause



shewasthencompletelynotspeakingtohim.

Heneededtobeinthetaxirankatleastbefore5am,

sohewenttotakeashoweranddresseduptogo.

Hisdayhadalreadystartedonabadnote,hewasn't

lookingforwardtoanything.

Maybehe'scrazyorobsessed.He'saskedher

manytimesifsheunderstandsthedepthsofhis

love.Itdoesscarehimattimes,sometimeshe

panicswhenhecan'tgetholdofher.Itremindshim

ofthedayshepackedherbagsandwenthome

withouttellinghim.Thatdayhewassurehewas

losinghismind.Maybeittookhimbacktohis

childhood;havingsomeonewhomeanstheworld

toyoupackherbagsandleavewithoutsayinga

word.

Beforeleavingheloweredhisheadtoherand

plantedakissonhercheekwithhiseyesfirmly

shut.

“Thalentepleasedon'tleaveme.Ireallyloveyou,”



hesaid,stillleaningoverher.

Sheonlyreleasedasighandkeptherfaceonthe

wall.

“Iwillcomebackaround12.MustIbringyou

anything?”heasked.

Sheshookherhead.Hisheartsankdowntohisfeet.

Hetookhisphoneandcarkeysandleftwithhis

headhungdownindisappointment.

Thatwaseighthoursago.Whentheclockticked

closerto12pmheleftNdabukoandMaqhingain

themiddleofadeepconversationwithsomeof

theircolleaguesandwenttoDebonnairs.Theyhad

atrayofinhloko,papandhotchutneyinfrontof

them.OnlyNdabukowashavingadifferentmealfor

hislunch.Hesaiditwasaspaghettibolognese.He

alwaysworrieshiscolleagueswithhisweird

behaviour.Latelyhebringsabottleofblendedfruit

juicethatNdondopreparesforhim,insteadof

drinkinga2LofCokelikeeveryone.



Realitykicksinasheparksthecarinfrontofhis

house.Theclosedfrontdoorisfurtherlyfrustrating

him.Thalenteisnotjustdramatic,she'scrazy.His

biggestfearisherleavinghimandnevercoming

back.He'sneverkeptanywomanbefore,thisishis

firstattemptinaseriousrelationshipandhis

constantcravingofattentionisalreadyputtinghis

relationshipontheline.

“Thalente!”Hereleasesasighashewalksintoher

watchingamovie.

Sheturnsherheadaround,glancesathimonceand

shiftshereyesbacktotheTVscreen.Sheisstill

angry.

“Ibroughtyoulunch.ShouldIleaveitinthe

kitchen?”Ndlalifaasks.

“Idon'tknow,I’mnothungry,Iatebread,”shesays,

shrugginghershoulders.

Hewalkstothekitchenwithhistailtuckedbetween

hislegs.Heleavesthepizzaontopofthecounter

andgoesbacktoher.

Hesitsnexttoherandexhalesdeeply.Hiseyesare



onherface-helovesthiswoman.

“Idon'tlikeitwhenwefight.Ican'tevenwork,my

mindisherewithyou.I'msorryIembarrassedyou,”

hesays.

Thalenteinhalesdeeplyandsearchesforthe

remote.WhenshefindsitsheincreasestheTV

volume.

“Thalente?”

Silence…

.

.

Khosididn'tpickhiscalls,sohecalledSnaloand

shesaidtheyjustarrivedinDurbanandthey'reall

inNdondo’shouse.

Thegateslidesopen,hedrivesinandleaveshiscar

behindNdondo'sBenzG-wagon.Hewishestodo

forThalenteatleasthalfofwhatNhlanzekodidfor

Ndondo.Hewascrazyabouther,thesameway

NdlalifaiscrazyaboutThalente.Butmaybethey

wouldn'thaveworkedout,Ndabukoismore



compatiblewithNdondothanhewas.Thewayhe

didn'tconsultNdondobeforetakingdecisionsthat

concernedherentireexistencewould'vebeenthe

samewayheconductedtheirrelationship.She

wouldn’thavestayedwithhimthatlong.

They'relaughinginthekitchen.Therearescanned

picturesspreadaroundthetablethatthey'restaring

at.Itmustbethebaby'sultrasoundpictures.

Ndlalifawalksinandgreets.Khosiisgivinghiman

intenselookthatmakeshimabituncomfortable.

“WhatdidIdoyesterday?”heasks,turninghiseyes

toNdondo.

“Nothing,”shesayswithafrown.

Khosibreaksachuckle.

“Nothing?Hecametoyourfather'shouseand

harassedThalente.Heforcedthepoorgirltotake

herbagsandleavewithhimatnight,”Khosisays.

Ndlalifareleasesaloudexhalation.Thalentehas

everyrighttobemadathim.



“Pleasepassmyapologiestoyourfather,mother,

brotherandeveryonethatImust'vedisrespected.I

wasdrunk,Iwouldn'tembarrassNdabukolikethat,”

hesays

“It'snotabigdeal,don'tworryaboutit,”Ndondo

says.

“No,itisabigdeal.Youcannottreatawomanlike

property.Wehadagirls’nightandshemissedout

becauseshefellinlovewithabully,”Khosi.

Snalolaughs.She'sabitdrink.Shekeepssipping

fromamug.

“That'swhyI'mhere,she'sangry,”Ndlalifasays.

They'restaringathim,waitingforhimtoelaborate.

“Ineedafavour.”HiseyesgotoKhosi.You'dswear

she'snothissister,shewassupposedtobeonhis

sidebutshe'stheonebitinghisheadmorethan

anyone.

“Whatfavour?”Snaloasks.

“Pleasecometomyhouse.Wearyourgownsand

comedowhateveritisthatshewassupposedtodo



withyoulastnight.Iknowyou'realltired,butI'm

desperate,”hesays.

Theywaitforhimtosayhe'sjoking.Theywore

gowns,hadafewsnacksanddrinkstocatchupas

ladiesandcongratulateNdondo.Itwouldn'tmake

anysenseforthemtoweargownsandredothe

wholethingforThalente.

“I'lldowhateveryouguyswant.EvenifIhaveto

paypeopletocomeandmassageyourfeet,”he

says.

Nowhe'stalking!Snaloputsthemugdownand

jumpsoffthechair.

“Weneedabottleofchampagneandseafood

platterfromOceanBasket,”shesays.

Henods,hedoesn'thavemuchofachoice,evenif

theywantedawhale’slunghe'ddiveintothe

oceansandgetit.HeturnstoKhosi.Sheisthe

hardesttodealwith.

“Pleasesisi,Idon'twanttoloseThalente.I'mnot

perfectbutIloveher,”hesays.



Khosisighs.Thisisheraunt'sson,shecansoften

herheartforhim.

“Doyoupromisemethatyou'llnevermistreather

again.Menlikeyoumakeme…”Thereshegoes

again!

“IpromiseNomkhosi!”hecutsherspeechshort.

“Finethen.Ndondoareyoucoming?”Sheturnsto

Ndondo.

“Whynot?He'sgoingtobookourspatreatment

nextweekend,”Ndondosays.

It'stooearlyforhimtoberelieved,butatleast

they'llmanagetocheerherupforhim.Beinginlove

isreallyastrangething,nowhe'stryingtobring

backtheyesterdaythathefuckedup.

.

.

THALENTE

Ihatethathekeepsleaving.Iwantedhimtobehere



andexperiencemysilenttreatmentthroughoutthe

day.Itmakesmeevenmoremadthathe'snot

servinghiswholesentence;whenhegoesout

peopletalktohim.Nobodywassupposedtospeak

tohimtoday.

Myphonebeeps.

It'sNdondo.

**WEARECOMINGLATER**

They'recominghere?Dopeopleevencometothis

house?Ndlalifahasneverhostedanyguestwhile

I'mhere.Evenhisbrotherneverspendmorethan15

minuteshere.Thishouseishislittleworldandonly

I'mallowedtocomeandgoasIplease.

AsmuchasIwantthissilenttreatmenttodrag

longer,Istillrespecthishouseanditsrules.

Hisphoneringsthricebeforehepicksup.

“Hey,whereareyou?”Iask.

“I'mdrivingtowardsTongaat.”



HowthehellamIsupposedtonotspeaktohim

whenhe'smilesaway?Iwanttotellhimtocome

backtothehousesothatIcannotspeaktohim,

buthealreadythinksthatI'macrazywoman.And

that'snotwhyIcalled.

“Ndondosaysthey'recomingherelater.Idon't

knowwhattosaytoher,”Isay.

“Sayaboutwhat?”heasks.

“Aboutthemcomingtoyourhouse,”Isay.

“I'veneversaidIdon'twantyourfriendsinthe

house,”hesays,soundingabitoffended.

“Okay,IjustwantedtomakesurethatIdon't

overstepboundaries.”

“Areweokaynow?”

He'spushingit!Hewasn'tevenheretoservehis

wholesentence.Ifwekeepgoinglikethishe's

goingtodomorethanjusttrickingmeintogoing

whereverhewants.

“Ihavetogo.Drivesafely,”Isayandhangup.



I'mstilltypingatexttoNdondowhenIhearacar

pullingupoutside.Didn’tshesay“later”?Orlater

meansnowifyou'rerich?

Snaloisloudlychattingtosomeone.Islideintomy

flip-flopsandrushtothedoor.

Ndondo,NomkhosiandSnalo!They'reallhere,

exceptAndiswa.Andthey'recarryingfoodanda

bottleofchampagne?

Thebag?Aretheysleepingover?

“Mogheeel!”Snaloiskakdrunk.

Ifindmyselfgigglingastheymaketheirway

towardsthedoor,alreadyhalfwaythroughthe

conversationthatwecould'veeasilyengagedon

whenwearesittingdown.

“Areyouthatbored?”Ndondoisaskingaboutmy

failedattemptofbantuknots.Ionlydidtheleftside

andgottired.Ididn'texpectanyonetocome,

Ndlalifadoesn'tdeservemybeautysoIdidn'tcare

abouthim.

“Youneedtobuyawigbecausehonestly,youcan't



betraumatizingmybrotherbylookinglike

Gog’Florence,”saysKhosi.Shelooksabitchilled

today.Imean,she'sevenwearingleggingsand

sneakers.Nomkhosiisa40year-oldaunttrappedin

ayoungbody.

They'restilllaughingatmylooks.Ileadthemtothe

loungeandfetchtherequestedchampagneglasses

andplates.Iwanttoaskwhythey'rehere,looking

allcheerfulandexcited,butthenitdoesn'tlooklike

there'sareason.Maybetheyjustdecidedtopaya

visittotheirbrother'sgirlfriend.

“AndNdlalifapoppedthequestion,yousaidyesand

didn'ttellus,”Ndondosaysoutoftheblue.

SnaloandKhosilookatme,eyes-widened.

“It’snotlikewearegettingmarriedtomorrow,”Isay.

“Butit'shappening,”Ndondosays.

She'sexcitedaboutthisandpushingthetopic.I

don'twanttodealwitheveryonetellingmehowtoo

soonitis.



“Ndlalifadoesn'twanttowait.Hewantsafamily,”I

say,lowlydefendingmyselfagainstKhosi’sintense

stare.

“Whataboutyou?Whatdoyouwant?”sheasks,

beingtheaunteverybodyknows.

“Iwanttosupportmyfamily.I'mthefirstchildat

homeandthesituationisnotreallypleasant.”I

can'tbelieveI'mopeninguptothem.Idon'tlike

talkingaboutmybackgroundbecauseIalwaysfeel

likenobodyunderstandsme.

“Gettingmarrieddoesn'tmeanyou'regoingtostop

workingandchasingyourdreams.Ndlalifawants

lifetimecommitment,nottochangeyou,”Ndondo

says.

“Areyoutryingtocreateamarriedwomen'sclubor

something?”Khosiasks.

Wearelaughingforasecond.Thenshe'sserious

again.

“Youneedtogetabetterjobandgrowyour

perfumebusiness.Youcanevenstockother

cosmetics,createablogonFacebookanduse



courierstodelivertoyourclients.”

Shejustmadeitsoundsoeasy.Notthejobthough,

whereamIgoingtofindabetterone?

“IcanspeaktotheHRmanagerbutIthinkNdlalifa

wouldbemorehappytohelp.Hereallylovesyou.”

I'mstartingtothinkNdondoisNdlalifa’ssecret

agent.

“Healreadygotmeajobatthecanteen,”Isay.

“Didyouaskhimorhediditonhisown?Oneday

actlikehiswomanandaskhimthings,”Ndondo

again.

“DoyouaskNdabukothings?”Snaloasksher.

“NoteverydaybutwhenIdohewalkslikea

peacockthewholeday,”shesays.

Wearealllaughing.She'snotbadatall.Iretractmy

statement;she'snotalightversionofKhosi.Ithink

shetendstobeformalanduptightmostofthe

times.

“Whenareyougettinglaid?”Thequestioncomes

fromSnalo.It'sdirectedtoKhosiandweareall



holdinginbubblesoflaughter.She'sreallydrunk.

“Khosineedstogetclayandmouldherownman.

Whatshe'slookingforinamandoesn'texist,”Snalo

goesonandtakesanothersipfromherglass.

“AndwhosaidI'mlookingforaman?”Khosiasks

withaneyeroll.

“Areyoualesbian?”

Snalothough,shealsoneedstogetlaid.

“I'masexual,”Khosisays.

Ndondoislaughingandnotsayinganything.Maybe

sheknowssomethingthatwedon'tknow.

“BacktoMaMbatha,whatisdrivingmybrother

crazy?Ithinkyou'renotinnocentasyoulook.”

Bathong,thisBobMarley!Shemustn'tcomeforme.

IaminnocentandI'mnotdrivingherbrothercrazy,

thealcoholis.

“Thalenteisinnocent,justlikeme,”Ndondocomes

tomydefence.OneofthesedaysImustgotothis

girl'shouseandmopheryard.Suchabae!

“Innocent?You,thegirlwhowasfingeredinsidethe



quantuminthemiddleofherlobolanegotiations.”

Shutthefrontdoor!Saywhat?

“Ndondo!”Ilookatherinshock.

“What?It’snotabigdeal,everyoneknowsthatI

haveaman.Iwalkaroundwiththeevidenceofhis

spermthatwasinsertedinmyvaginabyhispenis.”

Okay,stop!Didshedrinktoo?Issheallowedto

drinkwhilepregnant?Whatshe'ssayingisnot

soberatall.

“It'sabigdeal.Like,wereyouinsidethequantum

gettingfingeredlikeaschoolgirlwho'sdatingataxi

driver?”Iask.

“Yesandyourmanwassittingunderthetreenotso

far.”

MypoorNdlalifa!Icanimaginethetrauma.That's

whyhedrankyesterday.

Snalodoesn'tgetfullwhenshe'sdrunk.She'snow

chowingthepizzaNdlalifaboughtearlier.Herfather

keepscallingtocheckifshe'sokay.Perksofbeing



alonglostdaughter!

Wehaveaspadatecomingup,Ihavenodoubtthat

MissCEOispayingforit.

Snaloisdrunk,Khosiisstilltipsy,butNdondois

actingmoredrunkthanthem.Ithinktheyleft

Andiswabehindonpurpose,thetopicsweare

discussingherearenotfora21yearold.

Theycamepreparedwithgowns,wearegatheredin

frontoftheTVwatchingalatenightmovie.We

didn'thearhimwalkinginbecausewewerebusy

arguingaboutcharacters.

“Brother!”Snaloscreamsandweallbecomeaware

oftheextracompany.

“Yourhouseishomelybutyoudon'thaveextra

roomsforus.Ladiesweneedtogo,”Ndondosays.

It'sliketheywerewaitingforhimtoarrivebefore

leaving.Khositakesthebagandclearsthecoffee-

table.Wehavecometotheendofourladiesnight.I

walkthemouttothecarandweallhuggoodbye.



“I'mgoingoutwiththegirlsnextSaturday,”Isay,a

littlebittooexcitedandloud,asIwalktohim

standinginfrontoftheTV.

“Didyouhaveagoodtime?”heasks.

“Thebest!”Istandonmytoesandstealakisson

hislips.

“Areyouhungry?”IpicktheemptybottleKhosi

missedonthefloorandapproachthekitchen.

“Thalente,”hisarmsgrabmywaist.Iturntohim

andwrapmyfreearmaroundhisneck.

“Areyouokay?”Iaskhim.

Hedoesn'tanswer,hejuststaresatme.Itclicks,

damn,Iwasn'tspeakingtohim!

“Ithurtswhenyoudon'tspeaktome.I'dratherhave

youchoppingmyheadoffandburstingmy

eardrumsthantohaveyoucompletelyshuttingme

out.”

“Youaskedforit,”Isay.

“ButIsaidI'msorry.Don'tyouhaveaheart?”he

asks.



“No,Idon't.Youtookitandmadeityours,”Isay.

There'saghostofasmile.Mylinescanbereally

good,I'mnatural.Thalentethepoet!

“You'vebeenmisseddearly.”Hecupsmyfaceand

lowershisfacetokissme.Histongueslipsinside

mymouth,gentlybutit'sdemanding.Icanfeelhis

breathsgrowingheavy.

IbreakthekissbutIkeepmyfacelinkedagainsthis.

Henudgeshisnoseonmineandexhales.

“Letmeputthebottleinsidethebin,”Isayinavery

lowwhisper.

“Giveittome,I'llthrowitinthebin.Yougoandget

readyforHlomuka,”hesaysandsnatchesthe

bottlefrommyhand.

“Waitalittlebit,Iwanttoaskyousomething,”Isay,

holdinghisarmback.

He'slookingatme,waitingformetotalk.I'venever

askedamanforthings,Ialwaysgeteverything

donebymyself.

“Ineedmoney.Lotofit.I'llpayitbackwhenIstart



makingprofit,”Isay.

Hisfaceissomehowrelieved.

“Howmuchis“lotofmoney”?”heasks.

“R3000,”Isay.

Helaughs,reallyloud.

“ForamomentIthoughtIneededtogotothe

bank.”

Heleavesthebottleonthekitchencounterand

pullsmetothebedroom.Ndondowasright,he's

pleasedandhappythatIasked.

“Thisdrawerhasthisoldwalletandthisoldwallet

hascashkeptforurgentsituations.Yourmanhasa

cellphone,youcallortextwheneveryouneed

something.Andifyouwerereallyacaringonein

thisrelationshipyouwouldn'tneedmoneybecause

mypantsalwayshavenotesintheirpockets.But

younevercheckbecauseyoudon'tcarewhetherI

gowithbombsinmypocketsornot.”Ishedone

now?Heturnstomewiththeold,fatwallet.His

dramashocksmeattimes.Bombsinhispockets?!



IcountouttheR100sIneedandgivebackthe

wallet.

Hehasastupidgrinonhisface.

“Umgezankomoawuwufuni?”heasks.(Don'tyou

wantpu$$yfee.)

ThisiswhyKhosihatesmen,theyonlyhavethree

braincells.

Igivehimamiddlefingerandwalkout,leavinghim

laughinglikeafool.Iwillthankhimproperlywhen

he'slessstupid.

[03/14,09:17] :Chapter48

NDONDO

Thiswasabadidea.Shejusttookoffhertightand

Ndabukoishere,rightnexttomeandwatching.

Thisistheinvasionofprivacyatitsworse.ButI

can'tbringmyselftoswitchthescreenoff,Iwantto

watchuntilthemonsterwalksin.Iwanttoseethe

firstthinghedoeswhenheenterstheirbedroom.

Earlier,whenIwasdroppingmom'sdetergentsoff,I



feltlikesomethingwasn'trightbetweenthetwoof

them.HewassittingonhischairwithIsolezwe,his

cupofteaturningcoldinfrontofhimandthe

sconesdryingup.Hehadthemostcoldestlookon

hisface,theoneIusedtomistakeforstrictness.

“NdondoIwanttosleep,”Ndabukosays.Hewas

againstthisfromtheonset.Ialreadyhadaperson

plantingthecamerasintheirbedroom,soIwent

aheadanddidthewholesetupagainsthisword.

“Sleep,I'lllowerthevolume,”Isayandgetasharp

eyeinresponse.He'ssoexhausting!

“Alright,I'mgoingtochargethelaptopinthestudy

andcomeback.”Iclimboffthebedandleave.Even

ifIdon'tcatchDumisanitoday,soonIwillandI'll

keeptherecordingasevidence.Mymotherwill

openhereyessoonandwe'llpresenteverythingto

thepolice.Hewillgodown!

BeforeswitchingoffthelaptopItakeonelastlook

andnoticethathe'snowintheroom.Ndabukois

goingtobitemyheadoff;Ipullthechairandsit



withmyeyesgluedonthelaptopscreen.He'sstill

takinghisclothesoff,mymomislyingonbedwith

abook,orisitaBible,Idon'tknow.

“ThisthingofyouandHadebeisstillgoingon?

Didn'tIsaystopclingingonmenwhenhugging

them?”Hereitis!Hewascoldbecausemymother

gaveHadebeahug.Hadebeisthebranch's

archbishop.He'sclosetobothofthemandhe's

married.Idon'tthinkit'saproblemifmymomhugs

him.HealsohugsHadebe’swifewhentheymeet.

Icannothearmymother'sresponse,Ijustseehim

walkingaroundtohersideandgrabbingherup.I

swearallmyprivatepartsareitchingandsweating.

Hepullsmymotherlikethat!Whodoeshethinkhe

is?

Hepusheshertothewardrobeandpinsheragainst

it.Iwanttograbmycarkeysanddrivethereright

now,butIneedtostaycalm,tonightisallabout

collectingevidenceforthisdog'slastday.

Hishandissmackingherlefthip,thesoundofhis

handagainstherfleshisaudiblebutmymotheris



notlettingoutasinglesound.Hegrabsherhead-

scarfoutandpullsherbyhairtothebed.Heshoves

herdownonherstomachandputshiskneeover

herback.

He'sstrippinghernaked?No,Ishouldn'thave

watchedthis.He'stakinghisclothesofftoo!He

turnsaround,hisnakedfrontisonmyscreen.He

hasabelly,atleastIdon'tseehismanhood.Maybe

Iwould'vethrownup.Theonlydi€kIlovetoseeis

ofNdabuko's.

Arethosenipple-clamps?He'sclampinghernipples

withsomething,herlegsarewidelyspreadapart.I

can'tbelieveI'mwatchingmymotherinthat

position.

Hegoestothewardrobeagain.Mymotherhasthe

chancetorunout;she'snottiedanywhere.ButI

guessshe'llendureforBahle'ssake,thesameway

shedidforAndiswaandme.

Hetakesabodytowelandwrapsitaroundhiswaist.



Beforewalkingout,heflipsheraroundandkisses

her.Howtwistedisthisman?Hehasthings

clampinghernipples,themostsensitivepartsof

breasts,andhehasthenervetokissherasifhe

hasanyaffectionforher!

Asthedoorclosesbehindhimmymotherpullsa

pillowandpressesitoverhermouth.She'scrying!

“Whydon'tyouleave?”I'mwhisperingwithtears

rollingdownmyface.Hedidn'tlockthedoor,whyis

shenotfreeingherself?

Hecomesbackwithabowlandputsitonthe

bedsidepedestal.Isheeatingwhilemymotherisin

pain?Hedoesn'tevencarethatshe'scrying.

No,he'snoteating.Theyhaveaguavatreeonthe

yard,Ithinkthosetwosmallgreenballsinhishand

areguavas.

Hegrabsthepillowoffherfaceandpullshertosit

up.

“You'llbrushthiswetmouthofyourstoday,”he



says.

Whatisthatsupposedtomean?YesIknowthatmy

mothertalksabittoomuch,butnottohim.She'sa

“yebobaba"wifetothisman.

“Youdon'tgettiredofembarrassingmetoHadebe,

huh?HaveIevertoldanyonehowwideyourcun£is?

HaveI?Butyougoaroundtalkingaboutmeto

Hadebe.”

Ican'tbelievethisishim.Heactuallyusedthat

word-“cun£,”yetgrowingupweweren'teven

allowedtosay“booty.”Wehadtofindamore

respectfulwordtocallit.

“Dumiyoucan't!Whatifthisthingdoesn'tgetout?”

mymothercriesout.

Idon'tknowwhatthingshe'stalkingaboutbuthe's

supposedtostop.Hepushesherbackwardsand

insertsapillowunderherwaist.Myhandsare

shaking,hersobsareaudible,sheknowsthat

whateverhe'sabouttodoisgoingtohurther.And

he'sgoingahead,disregardinghertears,bloody

monster!



Theguavas?No!Whatkindofcrueltyisthis?

“You'llpushthemoutthesamewayyoupushed

thosekidsout,”hesays.

Ican'tbelievehe'scallingus“thosekids.”Whereis

thefatherweseeduringtheday?Hepours

somethingovertheguavas,thelubricantIguess,

andhemassagesthem.Thenhespreadsherthighs

apartandinsertsthefirstoneinsideheropening.

Myownthighsarefirmlyshut,eventhoughitis

throughimaginationbutIcanfeelherpain.

Hepushesthesecondonein.She'stryingtoclose

herlegsbuthe'sslappingthem.He'sforcingit

inside,youcantellbythewayhiselbowisbent.

Hetakesthesamescarfshehadaroundherhead

andtiesitaroundherstomach.Whyissheso

powerless?Shecandosomething.Pushhimand

punchhisface!It'snotlikehe'sBigShowor

anythingclosetothat.Somehowshe'sallowingall

thistohappen,maybeit'sapsychologicaleffectof

abuse,Idon'tknow.



Heliesonhisbackwhileshe'sonherkneesbelow

him.

“BrushthatwetmouthNoma,”heinstructs.

Shebendsherheadoverhisfront,hishands

forcefullygrabherheaddown.Goshhh!Ididn't

thinktheyknewblowjobsatthisage.I'mnot

watchingthis.

“Lickthoseballsandpushthatshitinyourpu$$y

out.”

Holycrap!WhatdidIjustsee?Herpoppingthe

guavaoutandsquirting?Howdoesthishappen?

Ihavemyhandsovermyears.Myeyesareblinded

bytears.Icanhearmymother'sgroansasshetries

toaccommodatehiminhermouthandalsopush

theotherguavaoutlikeshe'sinlabour.Tofurther

confuseme,herscreamismixedwithpainand

pleasure.It'simpossibleforsomeonetoenjoy

somethinglikethis,nomatterhowfamiliaritisto

yourbody.



Ibumpintosomeone'schestandstepback,nearly

trippingovermyheel.

“Ndondo!”Hishandsgrabmyarmsandpullmeinto

position.

“Yousaidyou'recomingtochargethelaptop,”he

saysangrily,beforepayingattentiontomyteary

eyes.

“Whatiswrong?”heasks,liftingmychinupwitha

frownonhisface.

“He'sasadist,”Itellhimbeforepushingmywayout

ofhisarmsbacktothebedroom.24years!Howdo

youstaywithsomeonelikethatforthatlong?I

don'tthinkI'llbehavingsexanytimesoon.Guavas?

Idon'tthinkI'llevereatthemagain.

“Itoldyounottowatchthis!”Ndabukosays,

annoyed,ashewalksthroughthedoor.NowI'm

cryingopenlywhilehuggingapillowtomychest.

“Youhavetherecording,nowwhatareyougoingto

dowithit?”He'sstandingnexttothebedand



glaringatme.Doesn'thehaveaheart?Idon'tneed

himtobeshoutingatmerightnow.

Hesighsandclimbsonthebednexttome.He

envelopesmeinahugandpecksmycheek.

“You'retraumatizingyourself.Onlyyourmothercan

changehersituation,”hesays.

“I'mgoingtoexposehimatchurch,”Isay.

“Ndondo!”histoneisfirm.Hepushesmeoffhis

armsandglaresatme.

“Iswearonmygrandmother'sgrave,tomorrowhe'll

bewatchinghisevildoingswithhiscongregation.”

“You’redoingnosuchthing!”

LikehellIwon't!I'mgoingtochurchandexposing

hisevil-doings.I'drathersavemymother'slifethan

tosaveherreputation.

“Areyoucomingtomorrow?I'lltakeoutthesuit

you'regoingtowear,”Iask,climbingoutofbedand

headingtothecloset.

“TomorrowwearegoinghomeNdondo.Nobodyis

goingtochurch,”hesays.



Idon'twanttofightwithhim.TomorrowI'mgoing

tochurchandexposingPastorDumisaniSibisi,with

orwithouthim.

.

.

Icalledmymotherearlierandshe'sexcitedthatI'm

comingtochurch.Sheaskedmetocomewith

Andiswabutinstead,IsuggestedthatBahlegoes

withAndiswatoGetaway.Idon'twantneitherof

themtobetherewhenthebedroomsceneplaysout.

I'mstrugglingtoputmyshoesonandthismanis

notevenhelping.He'slyingonbedinhisshortsand

doingwhateverhe'sdoingonhisphone.Hissuitis

ironedandready,justincasehechangeshismind.

Okay,I'mdone!Iputmycoatonandgrabmypurse.

“I'mleaving,”Iannounce.

Heshiftshiseyesfromthephonetome.

“You'regoingabovemywordNdondo?”

NottheAfricanmansideofhim!Wetalkedabout

thisandImadeitclearthatIwasgoingaheadwith



this.ThisconcernsmyparentsandI'mgoingto

makethedecisionIbelieveisbestformymother.

“I'llbehomeuntiltomorrow.Idon'twantyoutoever

tellmeanythingregardingthissituation.Doasyou

please,”hesaysandgoesbacktohisphone.

Deepbreath!Iholdmyheadupandleave.It'stoday

ornever!

ThechurchisasIrememberit.Flashycarsofthose

whomakefatterdonationslinedupintheir

designedparkingspaces.ThelikesofKhumalo's

bakkieandZuma’sold4×4parkedoutsidethegate.

IdriveinandparkbehindaBMWx5thatIassume

belongstoXolani.Suchadramaticserviceit’s

goingtobe!AtleastnowI'mpregnant,hewon't

bothermemuch.

I'malittlebitlate,I'mgettingjudgmentallooksfor

bothbeinglateandbeingpregnantoutofwedlock.I

havedisappointedeveryone;Iwasthisgood

exampleinthecommunitythateveryoneadvised

theirdaughterstobelikemewhentheygrowup.I



wasarolemodel.

IsitatthebackwhereInowbelong.I'llhavemy

momentbeforehedeliversthesermon.He'ssitting

atthefrontinashinysuitthatwaswashedand

ironedbyhissexslave.EventhoseMasterand

Puppeteroticastoriesnevergothatextremeand

painful.He'sasadist,that'sit.

Beforehegoestothepodiumthechoirperforms

andhewalksuplikeapresident.Imakemywayto

thefrontastheygouptothestagetosing.Xolaniis

staringatmeandI'mtryingmybesttoignorehim.

“Babyyoumadeit!”mymother.

Ipauseandhugherback.Hersmileiswarmand

bright,shecanfoolthewholeAfrica!

“Yourfatherisabouttodeliverhissermon,sitatthe

front,”sheinstructs.

Baby-blueskirtsuit,blackheelsandsuit-matching

fascinatorhat.Averysmartlookingwoman.I'm

abouttostripallthisoutandleavehernakedtoher



brokenness.

“Ihaveafewwordstosaytothechurch,”Itellher.

Shefrownswithaslightsmileonherface.

“Butyouknowthatwehaveaprogrammeandyour

fatherhasafixedtime,”shesaysinalowwhisper.

“I'msorrybutI'llgoupthereandspeak.It'sforyour

owngood.”

“Ndondowhatareyoutalkingabout?”

Ihugheragainandpushmywaythroughdancing

bodiestothepodium.HethinksI'mcomingtohim,

heissendingLadyZtome.Hisrelationshipwith

herisabitweird,they'retooclose.Iunderstandthat

she'stheadministratorandveryoldinthischurch,

butthereshouldbesomeboundaries.

“Heybaby,yourfatherwilltalktoyoulater,he's

abouttodeliverasermonandcan'tchit-chatright

now,”shesaysbeforeIstepup.

“HeyLadyZ,nicetoseeyou.I'mactuallyheretotell

churchmemberssomething.Unfortunatelyit

cannotwait,pleaseaskyourtechnicaldirectorsto



playthisformeonthescreen.”IhandovertheUSB

andwalkoverthemicrophone.

Thechoirmemberssettleontheirseats,everyone

hassatexceptmymother.Ithinkshesuspects

whatI'mheretodoanditfrightensher.Icansee

thebulletsofsweatsshekeepswipingoffwitha

facecloth.

Ireallywanttobeformalandgreeteveryone

accordingtotheirseats.EvengreetBab'Ndlelawho

didn'tmakeittochurchtoday,butI'mtoopissedfor

thoseformalities.

“SomeoneisheretohidebehindGod.Mostofyou

knowme,I'mNdondoandhereismyfather

DumisaniSibisiandthereismymotherNomagugu

Sibisi.Well,I'mabitofashameforfallingpregnant

beforemarriage.Iwasraisedbytheso-calledman

ofGod.”

Therearegasps!

“Theso-calledmanofGodisnothingotherthana

womanabuser.Don'tworry,you'llwatchwhatI'm

talkingaboutandconcludeonyourown.CanIask



thekidstostepoutforafewminutes?Theunder

16,”Isay.

Mymotherisabouttofaint.Itrymybestnotto

divertmyenergytoher.Shehad24yearstoexpose

thismanbutshedidn't.Notbecauseshedidn't

haveachance,shejustchosetofind“valid

reasons”tostay.

Icheckthetechnicalteam,itlookslikeeverythingis

set.

“ThisiswhatDumisanidoestohiswifebehind

closeddoors,”Iannouncebeforeturningtotheguy

andtellinghimtopress“play.”Thenonsenseends

today!

“Ndondo,no!”mymother'svoiceyells.

It'stoolate,thescreenjustcamelive.

Andthen?Whatisthis?

Ndabuko,MaqhingaandNdlalifaplayingcards?

Peopleareconfused,soamI.Whywouldmynew

USBhaveavideoofNdabukoandhisfriends



playingcards?Icheckedbeforecominghere,the

recordingwasthere.Idon'tknowwherethisvideo

iscomingfrom.

“ThisistheonlythinginyourmediafilesNdondo,”

theguysays.

Thereareloudvoicesscreamingatme.Someare

alreadyontheirfeetandwavingmeout.Thisisnot

happening!IknowwhatIsawandmymother

knowsthetruth.

“Heabusesmymother!”I'msobrokenrightnow.

Andhe'sjustsittingthere,calmandcollectedasif

I'mthecrazyonehere.

“Ma?”

She'snotevenlookingatme.LadyZgrabsthe

microphonefrommyhandsandstartsasong.

They'renotevengoingtoquestionhim.I'macrazy,

pregnantdaughterwhocomestothechurchtoplay

videosofherboyfriend!

Coldwindisfanningmyfaceandforcingoutheld



tears.IdialhisnumberonceI'msettledinsidethe

carandcallhim.

“I'mbusy,whatdoyouwant?”heasks.

“DidyoudeleteorswapmyUSBthathadmom's

recording?”

“IthoughtImadeitclearthatI'mnevergoingtotalk

aboutanythingregardingthatmatter.Don'taskme

shit.”

He'sunbelievable!

“NdabukoImadeafooloutofmyselfinfrontofthe

wholechurch.Whoknowswhathe'sgoingtodoto

me?Tomymother?”

“Isthereanythingelse?’

He'ssocold!Ican'tbelievethisiswhatI'mmarrying.

“Ineedthatrecording,please,”nowI'mbeggingfor

myownthing.

“Idon'tknowwhatyou'retalkingabout,”hesays.

Sigh!

“Areyoutryingtoprotecthim?”Iask.



“No,letmehandlethisandstopthinkingwithyour

pu$$y.Iwon'tgiveyouanyrecordingunlessifyou

needitforcourtrequests.I'mwaitingforyouhere

attheMngomezulu,there'snofood,I'mhungry.”

“Sincewhendoyou…”Calldropped!

Fu€k!!!

[03/14,09:17] :Chapter49

NDONDO

He'sshirtless,sippingonhisHansaandstaringat

mecalmlyasIbitehisheadoff.Ihadtwolong

essayspreparedforhim,that'swhyIdrovefrom

Durbantoherestraightfromchurch.

“Soyou'renotevengoingtoexplainyourself?

You'rejustgoingtolookatmeasifI'mcrazy.Iwas

tryingtosavemymotherNdabuko,ifitwasn'tfor

youDumisaniwouldbeinaholdingcellaswe

speak.”I'msweating,pacingupanddowninfront

ofhimbarefooted.

“Hecangotojailwithoutyouexposingyour



mother'snakednesstotheworld.”Thisisthefirst

timehe'ssaidsomethingsolidsinceIstarted

shoutingathimtwentyminutesago.

“You'reworriedabouthernakedness,I'mworried

abouthersoul,”Isnapathim.

“Ndondoasoulisnotthemostimportantthingin

theworld.Whyyoupeoplealwaysexaggeratethis

breathingthing?”He'snowfurious.“Wearetalking

aboutabrokenwomanhere.Yourmother,Ndondo!

Yourfathercangotojail,openachurchinsideand

getoutforgoodbehaviourafterfiveyears.Butyour

motherwillforeverhavealabelandwhispers

behindher.‘Thatwomanwhowasboredwith

guavasandabused.’Theywillcallhertoeventsand

askhertotalkabouthermisfortunestomotivate

theworld.Doyouthinkisthatwhatyourmother

needs?”

Oh…Ididn'tlookatitthatway.Hemakessense,

howdoIreversethisbulkofangernow?

“Isthatwhatyouthinksheneedsaftereverything

she'sbeenthrough?”He'sstaringatme,hiseyes



fiercelydemandinganswers.

“No,”Isay,buriedinabubbleofshame.Ialways

thinkthingsthrough,thistimeIletemotionstake

overmymind.

“ThengotothekitchenandmakemefoodNdondo,

you'restandingheavilyonmyshoulders.”

Withatailtuckedbetweenmylegs,Iwalkoutand

headtothekitchen.NowIhatethathe'saddressing

melikeamerewifewhosedutyistomakehimfood.

He'salwaystheonecookingororderingfoodifwe

arehere.I'venevercookedbefore,I'malwaysnaked,

waitingtobeservedwarmfoodandorgasms.

Iopenthecupboardsandstareatthepacked

grocery.Hedidthevillage-kindofgrocery;rice,

maizemeal,sugarbeans,vegetablesandredmeat.

Idon'tthinkIcancooksuchsolidmeals.

Isinkonthechairandletoutafloodoftears.Iwas

wrongandhewasright,andnowIhavetocookfor

hourswhilehe'smadatme.Ideservesome

sympathy!



Ikeepcryingandhe'snotwalkingin.So,Iraisethe

volumeofmysobsforhimtohearfromthelounge.

Itdoesn'ttakelongbeforeIhearhisfootsteps

approaching.

“Andnow?What'swrong?”heasksashewalksin.

Ikeepmyheadtuckedbetweenmyarmsandcry

louder.

“Babe?”Hishandtouchesthebackofmyneck

tenderly.Slowly,Iliftmymessyfacetohim.

“Babeareyouokay?”heasks.He'spanicking,his

eyesaresearchingalloverme.

“Myheadisaching.”Ohwell,IneversaidIwasa

saint.Hetouchesmytemplewithhishand,luckily

mybodyisabitwarm.Hebuysthestoryandlifts

meup.

“Areyouallowedtodrinkpainkillers?”heasks,

wipingmycheekswiththebackofhishands.

Ishakemyhead,“No,Ijustwanttoliedown.”

Hepullsmetothebedroom,setsthepillowand



helpsmeuponthebed.Hegetsafleeceblanket

fromthewardrobeandcoversmewithit.

“Don’tworryaboutcooking,Iwillgoandget

somethingfromShisanyama.”He'ssittingnextto

meandrubbingmyshoulder.

“You'regoingtobeokay,sthandwasami.”He

soundsreallyworried,nowguiltissoftlyknocking

onmyconscience.

Ishutmyeyesandpretendtobefallingasleep.He

rubsmybackforafewminutesbeforesilently

leavingtheroom.

It'sbeenawhilesincehe'sbeengone.Maybehe's

gonetotheShisanyamatogetusfood.Nhlanzeko

mustbedisappointed,thisisthewomanheloved

dearlyandtrustedwithhisbrother'sheart,butnow

I'mbuyingsympathywithcrocodiletears.Iclimb

offbedandmakemywayoutofthebedroom.

Ispottedapacketofcrispsinthecupboard,Iwant



tosnackandwatchwhateverisrepeatingon

channel164.

AtextfromAndiswabeepsinjustasIposition

myselfonthecouch;*Bab'omdalaisherewithhis

bags.*

WhyisBab’MaqhaweinDurban?Hedidn'tsay

anythingwhenIcalledafewdaysago.Andhe

brought‘bags’whichmeanshe'llbestayingfora

while.TheMaqhaweIknowwouldn'tpackbagsand

leavehislivestockunguardedinNyandeni.

.

.

NDABUKO

Headachesarecommon,peoplegetthemevery

otherdayandtreatthemselveswithpainkillers.But

forNdondotogetaheadachesosoonafterhe

shoutedatherandforcedhertogotothekitchen

musthaveacertainmeaning.Andthatmeaning

wouldbenothingotherthanhislatebrother,



Nhlanzeko.Thecontrollinghasn'tstopped,

Mam'Jabusaidmaybeit'llstopwhenNdondohas

marriedandgivenbirthtohisson.

Ndabukositsbehindtheancestors’rondavelwith

hisheadhungdownandtuckedonhishands.

Maqhawedoesn'twanttospeedupthewedding

process,evenwiththebridepricehesaidhe’ll

acceptitintwohalvesbecausehisdaughterisnot

anitemfromthemarketthatonecanjustpayfor,

once,andpickhome.Obviouslytheweddingisnow

goingtotakeplaceafterNdondohasgivenbirth

andthatmeanshe'sstillgoingtobeinNhlanzeko's

chainsforsometime.

Theveinonhistempleisthrobbingvisibly,hiseyes

haveturnedblood-shot.Heliftshisheadand

heavesalongsigh.Theyneedtotalk,mantoman,

ancestortoliving!

Hestridesbacktothemainhouseandgoestothe

kitchen.TheTVisplayingsoftlyfromthelounge.



Hisforeheadfurrows,heleavesfoureggsboiling

andgoestocheckifNdondoisup.

Shehasalargepacketofcrispsonherlap,there

arechocolatewrapslyingnexttoherandshe’s

watchingTV.

“Areyoufeelingbetter?”Ndabukoasks.

Hereyeswiden,shedidn'trealizethathewasinthe

room.

“Theheadache?”Ndabuko.

“Oh,yes.I'mbetter.Wherewereyou?”sheasks.

“Outside.”Hebrusheshisfaceandexhales.That

wasindeedNhlanzekotryingtoproveapoint.

“Ithoughtyouwenttobuyfood,”shesayswitha

disappointedlookonherface.

“Iwillcallandaskthemtodeliver,there's

somethingIneedtobebusywith,”Ndabukosays.

“Theydodeliverieshereinthevillage?”Ndondo

asks,shocked.



“I'mMngomezulu,”hebrags.

Ndondorollshereyesandchuckles.Heliftsher

chinandpecksherlips.

“I'llbeintherondavel,whenIcomebackwe'lleat

foodandeatHlasekazi.I'msureshe'sdeveloped

spiderwebsnow.”Hewinksandwalksaway,

leavinghergrinningfromear-to-ear.

He'sbacktohisdepressedstateashetakesout

boiledeggsandpeelsthem.Maybehewould've

followedNgidi'swordsandtookawifeofhischoice

afterhonouringNhlanzeko'sdemands,buthe's

falleninlovewithNdondo,nowonhisownaccord.

Hecannotimaginehislifewithanyoneelse,she's

hissoulmatebecauseshecompletesallareasof

hislife.Inher,heseeshisbeginningandend.

Heputseggsinaplasticbowlandtakesabottleof

GlenfiddichsinglemaltthatNgidigiftedhimwith,

afterhislobolanegotiations.



Hemakeshiswaytotherondavelwhereheputsit

allatthealter.Helaysareed-matonthefloorand

lightsacandle.Hestrikesamatchandburnsa

bunchofimpephobeforeputtingitdownonthelid.

HerecitestheMngomezulupraisenamesand

greetsallhisancestorsbytheirnamesashe

remembersthem.Todayhedoesn'tskiphisfather,

hementionshisnametoo.

Lastly,hecallsNhlanzekoMngomezulu,hisbrother,

themanofthemoment.

“Ibroughtyoueggs,Imadethemexactlyhowyou

likedthem,andbroughtyouthemostexpensive

whiskyIhaveinthehouse.”Hepausesandusesa

teaspoontoarrangeimpephoonthelid.

“I'mnotgoingtodiscussmyagewithyoubecauseI

seethatinyoureyesI'mstillalittleboywhocannot

makehisowndecisions.Iappreciateyou

Mngomezulu,Ireallydo.IwishIcould'vegottena

chancetotellyousomethingsinperson,butit's

whatitis.”Again,heexhalesandtakesalong

pause.



“Bafo,ourwifeisinpain.She'semotionallypained

andIhavenoideahowI'mgoingtomeddleinthis

matter.IcannotgetNgidiinvolvedeither,theseare

theSibisiaffairsandwearestillintheprocessof

buildingarelationshipwiththesepeople.Iwantto

givethemachancetosolvethisontheirown.I

believetheycan.Butmyproblemisthatitiscutting

deeplyonNdondoandshe'scarryingyourbaby.”

Heclearshisthroatandstaresattheburninglidfor

agoodwhile.He'snotthisperson,he'sfelt

Nhlanzeko'swrathandhewouldn'twishiton

someoneelse.Buthe'sleftwithnochoice,hehas

toaskforhisinterventionbecausehisownhands

aretied.Hecouldn'tletNdondobetheonewho

“destroys”hermother'sexcuseofamarriage.He

doesn'twantthechurch,siblingsoranyonetoput

theblameonher.Hedoesn’twantanythinggoback

toNdondo.

“NhlanzekoMngomezulu.Hereareyoureggs,eat

andbefull.Itrustyou,nkabayenkosi.Whenyou've

eatenyourfavouriteeggs,havethiswhisky.Drink



asmuchasyoucan.Iknowthatyouweren'ta

heavydrinker,buttodayIneedyoutogetdrunkand

gooutthere,fightandkillforourwife'speaceof

mind.Thencomehome,you'llfindusinyour

bedroom.MhlantiweNdlunkulu!”

.

.

DUMISANISIBISI

Thechemistrywasalwaystherebetweenhimand

Zanele,thechurch'sadministratorfamouslyknown

asLadyZ.Sheisyoungerthanhim,inherlate

thirtiesandstillunmarried.

Asusual,hespentthisafternoonwithher,going

throughchurch'spaperworkanddrawingplansfor

theupcomingevents.Theatmospherewasabit

differenttoday,inanawkwardway.Shekept

stealingglancesathimandhecouldn'tescapethe

cloudofshamethatwashoveringoverhim.

Ndondohassomethingagainsthim.Sheknows



howhetreatshermother.Hisinstinctstoldhimthat

someoneelsegotinvolvedandinterferedwith

Ndondo'splans.

“Dumi,”Zanelesaidafteralongmomentofsilence.

Heliftedhiseyestoherwithasigh.

“DoyouabuseNomagugu?”sheasked,hereyes

desperateforthetruth,yetnotjudginghim.

“Idon'tabuseher,”herespondedinalowvoice,his

eyesrunningawayfromZanele.

“IwantthetruthandIwanttoknowwhy.I'veknown

youforalongtimeDumiandI'llneverjudgeyou

beforehearingyoursideofthestory,”shesaid,

takinghishandsandsqueezingthem.

“Wehaveproblemsinthebedroom,”hesaidand

grimaced.

“Whohasaproblem?Youorher?Andhowdoesit

leadtoyoubeinga‘monster’thatyourdaughter

saysyouare?”sheasked.

Heexhaled,pulledhishandsawayandrubbedhis

eyes.



“Iwassigneduptothislife.Ineverhadachanceto

fallinlove,toenjoymylifeandmakemistakes.I

wasasettlementofmyparents’debts.The

vulnerableone.IcleanedMaqhawe'smess,hewas

therebelliousonebutstilltheonewhogotaway

witheverything.Ihadtokeephischildandmarry

hisgirlfriend.ItwaseasyforSibisitoputmeonthe

lineeverytimesomeoneneededtobesacrificedto

savetheirreputation.Anditwaseasyformy

mothertoagreebecauseIwasherdirtysecret."

“Whatdoyoumeanyouwereherdirtysecret?”

Zanelefrowned.

“I'mnotaSibisi,Idon'tknowwhoIam.Buther

husbandacceptedmeintothefamilybecausehe

hadinfidelitiesofhisown.IwasraisedaSibisibut

I'mnot.Zanele,IsworeonmylifeandtoGodthatI

wasnotgoingtoraiseNdondothesamewayIwas

raised.Yes,Iwantedhertomarrysomeonewho

hasarelationshipwithGodandIwasangrywhen

shechoseataxiowner.ButIonlywantwhat'sbest

forher,inmyhouseshe'snevergoingtocleanafter

AndiswaorbesacrificedforBahle’ssins.”Helifted



hisheadtotheceilingandblinkedbacktears.

“VumileknowswhatI'vebeenthrough.I'vehadher

supportfromdayone.Ican'tsaythesameabout

theoneIwassacrificedfor.Inhismindthisisall

abouthim,IlefthomebecauseIhatehimandhis

beliefs.Idon'tcareZanele,hecanslaughtercows

andbuffalosforhisbelovedparents.VumileandI

knowthemforwhotheywere,wedidn'tjump

fencesandcarryknivesinourpockets,welived

withthemdayinandout.I'llnevertakemoneyout

ofmypocketandbuyagoat,orevenachicken,for

peoplewhoneverlovedme.Theancestorsthat

neverappreciatedorprotectedme.”

Zanelegrabbedhishandsandsqueezedthem

again.Shedidn'trealizehewasthisbroken,all

theseyears.

“IknowthatNomaguguwillkillmeoneday.I

alwaystakemyfrustrationsoutonher.Also,I'mnot

inherheart,Ineverwas.”Hechucklesandshakes

hishead.

“IfAndiswadidn'tcomeandMaqhawedidn'tfind



someoneelse,shewould'vekilledmeandwent

backtoMaqhawelongtimeago.”

“Sohowexactlydoyouabuseher?”Zaneleasked.

Heavysigh!

“Physicallyandsexually.It'sanaddiction,Idon't

know,itgivesmecontrol,”hesaid,shrugginghis

shoulders.

“Idon'tunderstandDumi.”

“IneededloveZanele,notthekindoflovethat

dependedonwhetheryoumakemistakesornot,

whetheryou'regoingtoabidewithcertainrulesor

not.Shetooksomethingfromus,meandVumile.

Withheritwasthebaby,herfirstpregnancy,and

withmeitwasmyfreedom.Maqhawehad

everything,hemaynotrealizeitbuthestillhas

everything.Jabu,Qondani,NomaguguandNdondo.

Andifanythinghappenstome,he'llhaveAndiswa

andBahleaswell.Yethewantsmetogoandask

foranapologyfromhim.Notevenoncehashe

askedhimselfwhyIlefthome.Ifhisparentswere

suchgoodparentstouswhydidVumileleavewith



me.”

ItallgottoomuchforZanele,shewalkedaround

thedeskandwrappedherarmsaroundhis

shoulders.OnethingaboutDumiisthathealways

smellsgoodandlookssmart.Shefoundherself

lingeringonthehuglongerthanexpected.

“I’msosorryDumi,”hervoicecameoutinwhisper,

abovehisear.

Heturnedhischairaroundandroseup.

Unfortunatelytheirfacesgottooclose,Zanele

staredathimandhetriedtokeephiseyesfromher.

Hewasn'tinagoodpositionandheneededtobe

alone.

“I'mflawedZanele.Thehatrednestedinmyheart

cannotbecomparedtoanything.Iwould'vebeen

normal,aweirdwomaninataxioncetoldme,but

onlymybiologicalfathercould'vehelpedme.My

mothercouldn'tdothatforme,shecouldn'ttakeme

tomybloodfatherbecauseSibisimadeconditions

beforeacceptingmeandmymothercouldn't

breachtheagreementstheyhad.Thatissomething



thatsetmeapart,itmademevulnerableand

Maqhawehasusedittoinsultmeforthedecisions

Inevertook,orletaloneapprovedof.EvenifIhada

chancetofindlove,itwould'vebeenreciprocated

onlyforashorttime.Nobodycanloveme.”Zanele’s

coldlipscrashedonhis.Hefeltarushofelectricity

inhisveins,withoutfullygraspingwhatwas

happening,herespondedtothekissandheld

Zanele’swaist.

Thekissdeepened,sodidtheiremotions.He

pinnedheragainstthedeskandsmoochedevery

tasteofher.

“Zanele!”hegaspedforair.

Herskirtwaspushedup,herthighshalfondisplay.

Notthathedidn'twanttorunhishandsonthem

andgivethemafewspanks.Hewastemptedto,

buthehadtothinkahead.

“Zaneletherearethingsyoudon'tknowaboutme.I

havetogohome,”hesaidbeforepullingawayand

fixinghisshirt.

“Dumiwewerenotdoneworking!”



Hecollectedhisbriefcaseandmadehiswayoutof

theoffice.Herpleasfellondeafears,hedidn'teven

turnhishead.Hecouldn'tstandthedisappointment

hewasgoingtofindinhereyes.

--

It'sabitdarkoutside.Bahlewillaskquestionsand

Nomaguguwillcoverupforhimasusual.Sooneror

laterhe'llhavetofaceNdondoandgiveher

explanations.Thechurchseniormembersareyetto

callhimintoameetinganddrillhimwithquestions.

Hedoesn'tcarethatmuchaboutpositionsin

church,buthecaresabouthisimagetohis

daughter.

Hefastenstheseatbeltandtakesamomentto

collecthimself.Hewillpushwhathappened

betweenZaneleandhimtothebackofhisheadas

he'salwayspushedbackherimage.Itcannot

happen!

Henoticesagentlemanwearingaleatherjacket



approachingthecar.Hewaitswithafrownonhis

face.Whocouldthisbe?Zaneledidn'ttellhimthat

sheinvitedsomeone.

Hestopsnexttothewindow,tootallforDumisani

toseehisface.Herollsdownthewindowtohear

whathewants,feelingalittlejealousabouthim

goingtoZanelewhileshe'saloneintheoffice.

“Hey,whoareyou?”heasks,hostilely.

Oneblinkandthegentlemanisgone!

Heopensthedoorandclimbsout.Howcan

someonedisappearsofast?

There'sahoot.

Hefrownsandturnstoalldirectionsbeforehe

realizesthatit'scomingfromhiscar.

Herushesbackinsidethecarandfindseverything

inplace.Hishandsaregettingmoist,therecan'tbe

ghostsinthechurch'spremises.That'simpossible!
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NOMAGUGU



It'sgettingverylate,Bahlehasgonetosleepafter

drillingherwithacoupleofquestionsregardinghis

father'swhereabouts.Asmuchasshefearswhat

willhappenonceDumisanigetshome,she'sstill

worriedthathemight'veencounteredproblems

whereverheis.It'ssounlikehimtobenothomeat

thistime.WhenshecalledZaneleshesaidithad

beenawhilesinceDumisanilefttheoffice.Their

tightrelationshiphasneverbotheredher,evenhis

secretrelationshipwiththatyoungladyfrom

Dundeedidn'tbotherher.Shedidn'tinterfere,

becausesoonerorlatershewasgoingtoleavehim,

andshedid.Shecouldn'tstandhiswaysofsexually

satisfyingawoman.Maybeit'sonlyNomagugu

whocanstandhim,onlybecauseshehasbuilta

familyandachurchwithhim,andherbodyhas

learnttorespondtothepainpleasantly.

Herheartthudsheavilyastheknockcomesthrough

thedoor.Shegetsoffthechairwithashort-lived

relief.Beforesheturnsthedoorhandleitdawnsto



herthatherhusbandwouldneverknockathisown

house.

She'swelcomedbyafaceshedidn'texpecttosee

atherdoor.Thefacenoneotherthanherfirstlove’s,

MaqhaweSibisi.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”She'shostiletohimas

she'salwaysbeen.Ithelps,beingangryathim,it

burieseveryotheremotionsshehasregardinghow

hislifeis.He'shappywithouther.Shewasshipped

tohisbrotherwho'vebeennothingbutpaininher

life,andMaqhawereplacedherwiththatdull-

lookingwoman.

“IwanttoseeDumisani,”Maqhawesays,hiseyes

directlyfixedonherface.They'reburningherskin,

evokingrestingfeelingsthatneitherofthemcan

everrevisit.

“He'snothome.Leave!”

Maqhaweexhalesandletshimselfinsidethehouse.

They'vedonewellforthemselves,theirhouseistwo

timesbiggerthanhisbrick-houseandtheinterioris

outofthisworld.Heignoreshismother'svoicein



hishead;“Wehavedecidedtomarryhertoabetter

brother.”Maybetheyknew,theyhadavisionor

something,thatDumisaniwasgoingtoturnbetter

thanhim,financially,andgiveNomaguguthis

flashylife.

“I'mheretosettlethisoutwithhim,tonight!”he

says,standinginthemiddleoftheroomand

inhalingasharpbreath.

“DoesJabuknowthatyou'rehere?”Nomagugu

asks.

“Mywifeknowseverything.Itellhereverything,”he

says.

“Oh,great!”Herhandsareonherhips.Whyisthis

leavingabittertasteinhermouth?

“Youdidn'ttellmeeverythingthough,whenwewere

together.”Honestly,shedidn'tmeantosaythis

aloud.Hadshekeptherthoughtstoherself,she

wouldn'tbegettingthislookfromhim.

“YouwerenotJabu,”hesays.

Hiswordsstablikeasword.IshetryingtosayJabu



isbetterthanher?Heloveshermorethanheloved

her?

“Meaning?”sheasks.

“Shedeservesbetter,”hesays.

Herheartdrenchesinagony.Ashardasitis,she

swallowsthebittertruthandstomachit.

“Isee,”shetearshereyesawayfromhim.“Youcan

haveaseat,I'llgetyousomethingtodrink.”

“Don'tworryaboutit.IonlywanttoseeDumisani,”

Maqhawesays,pullingthechairandlounging

himselfonit.Helooksaroundtheroom,more

carefullythistime,appreciatingeverypartofit.

“Youhaveabeautifulhouse.Iseewhyyou'drather

dieandleaveyourkidsthantoleavethisbeauty,”

hesays,pointingaroundtheroom.

Nothim!Shecanbejudgedbyeveryoneelse,

Ndondoandanyoneelse,butnotMaqhawetheman

whosespermgotherhere.

“Don'tstartMaqhawe.Youdon'tknowhalfofthe

thingsI'vebeenthrough.You'veneverbeen



threatenedbyyourownparents,forcedtomarrya

manyoudidn'tloveandhadyourbodybecomea

dailypunchingbagandaspermdish.I'mnothere

forthehouse,mydaughterhasahouseandshe

canbuymeanyhouseifIwantit.”

Maqhawedidn'tmeantooffendherthisway.He

knowshersideofthestory,it'sjustthatsometimes

angergetsintheway.

“I'msorry,”hesaysinalowly,theregretchewing

hisvoice.

“Forwhat?Thatyouletmegoandforgotaboutme?

Youletthemmarrymetohim!Yourcriminalfriends

could'vestoppedtheweddingandkilledallof

them!”

She'snotinherrightsenses.Rightnowshe's

talkingnothing,butpurerubbish.

“Youdidn'teventellmeNoma!Youmadeitseem

likeyouhadachoiceanditwashim.Idon'towe

youanyapologyforthat.Nothing!I'mjusthereto

hearhisreasons,Iwanttomoveon-whydidhe

takeyouawayfrommeknowingverywellhow



muchIlovedyou?Myparentsweren'teventhere

anymore,butyoustilldeniedmeaccesstomy

daughter,togetherwithyourhusband.Youturned

meintoamonster.”

“YouwereamonsterwaybeforeIdatedyou.”

One…twostrides,andhe'sinfrontofherwithher

arminhisgrip.

“Donotlie!Ilovedyoumorethananythinginlife.

I'veneverhurtyouthewayI'vehurtJabubecause

you.Notevenonce.Ithoughtyou'dchooseme.I

gaveyoueverythingJabu.EverythingthatIhad!”

Tearsbreakdownonherface.What'ssohardfor

himtounderstandthatshechoseNdondo?She's

alwayschoosingherchildren,shedidn'tchoose

Dumisanioverhim.

“Ifhefindsyouherehe'llbeangry,pleaseleave,”

shewhispers,wipingtearsoffwithherhand.

“Hecanbeangryallhewants.I'mheretoget

answers.AndNoma,nobodyisgoingtotouchyou

everagain.”



Thestare!It'sdeepandpenetrating.Hiseyesare

likeburningcoals,heatingupeverypartofherbody

andprovokingoutadamoftears.

“Yournoseisbleeding,”Nomagugusaysinan

alarmedvoice.Theywerestaringateachother,

silentlyexchangingalltheiremotionsandunsettled

feelingsthattheyhave,undiluted,againsteach

other,andallofasuddenshesawblooddropping

fromhisnose.

Maqhawesendshishandoverhisnose,indeed

there'ssomethinggushingout.It'sblood,his

foreheadfurrowsintoafrown.Nomagugurushesto

thebathroomandcomesbackwithadamptowel.

Shehandsittohimandhepressesitsteadilyover

hisnose.

“CallDumisani,”hesaysbeforegoingtothechair

andsittingwithhisheadloweredtothetowel.

Herhandsaretrembling,fearisstrippingdownher

nerves.WhatifMaqhawediesonher?Isheinpain?

Dumisani’sphonekeepsringingunanswered.He

needstocomehomeimmediately,hisbrotheris



hereanddying!

“No,Maqhaweweneedtogotothehospital,”she

says,runningaroundthetabletocheckhowbadit

is.

“I'mnotsick.YouneedtogetholdofDumisaniand

Vumile,oneofthemisindanger,”Maqhawesays.

“Huh?”

“Callthem!”

Vumilepicksupafterthethirdringandshe's

perfectlyfine.Nomagugudoesn'ttellheranything

aboutMaqhaweorthereasonbehindhersurprise

call.

It'sDumisanitheycan'tgetholdof.Shemakes

anothercalltoZaneleandsheconfirmsthat

Dumisanileftandhewasfine.Heshould'vearrived

halfanhourago,orso,thisisstrange.

“Anyluck?”Maqhaweasks,comingfromthe

bathroom.Thebloodhasstoppedbuthestillhasa

towelpressedbelowhisnose.

“No,”shesays.“Maybeshefoundanothermistress,



andwhoknowswhatdangersheputhimin.

Anythingtodrink?”

“Somethingterriblehashappened,Nomagugu.

PleasecallNdondo,”hesays.

“Maqhawe!You'lltalktohimwhenhedecidesto

comehome,donotboreme,please.”Sheputsher

handuptodismisshimanddisappearstothe

kitchen.

MaqhaweheavesasighandtakesouthisoldNokia

phone.Withhiseyessquinted,hesearchesfor

Ndondo'snumberandcalls.Itringsunanswered

andeventuallygoestovoicemail.

Hecannotshakeoffthefeelingthatsomethingis

terriblywrongwithsomeoneofhisblood.Heonly

cameheretotalkwithDumisani,abouteverything

thathappenedbetweenthem,becausetheangeris

notgoodforhimanymore.Hediscusseditwith

JabuandtheybothagreedthathimandDumisani

havetotalk.EvenaboutNomagugu,theytalkedand

laidtheirhonestfeelingsonthetable.

.



.

NDONDO

Theshowends,I'mtheonlyonewhowaswatching,

hewasoccupiedonhisphonethewholetime

becausethethingIwaswatchingboredhim.

“Let'sgotobed,”Isaywhilestretchingmyarms.It's

latenow,almost22h00,butIknowhewillwant

Mngomezulutobetakencareofbeforewesleep.

Mystomachishuge,I'mlazyandlessspontaneous.

AllIdonowislielikeamarinatedfullchickenand

screamlikeapornstar.

“Wearegoingtosleepintheextendedbedroom

outside.Itookallourstuffthere,”hesays.

IfIremembercorrectlythatbedroombelongsto

Nhlanzeko.JustliketheoneinDurban,hehardly

opensit.It'salwaysshutandgloomy.

“Nhlanzeko'sbedroom?”Ienquire,justtobesure.

“Yes.Don'tforgettotakeyoursnacks,Idon'twant

tobewokenupatnighttofetchchips,”hesays,like



whathejustannouncedisnotabigdealatall.

“Whyarewegoingtohisbedroom?”Iask.

“It'sabedroomintheyardandIwantustosleep

there.Isitaproblem?”

Yes,Imean,no.Butit'sverysurprising.I'venever

beentohisbedroomhere,maybeithashispicture

too.WhatifIcan'tkeepmyeyesoffitandIendup

offendingNdabuko?Idon'twantustofight,we

havecometoofartobewherewearetoday.

“Areyousure?”Iaskhim.

“Stopworrying,let'sgo,”hesays.

Well,Iguesshe'sreachedcommongroundswith

Nhlanzekoandtheyhavebothacceptedfateand

forgaveeachother.

I'mnotgoingtosayit'sgloomybecauseNdabuko

hascandleslitandrosesonthebed.Butit'sstill

heavy,likethelongdark-greencurtainsarehiding

somethingbehindthem.Isitonthebed,hishandis

entwinedonmine.Ilookaround,thereareno



picturesofhimonthewalloranythingthatbrings

Nhlanzekototheroom.Buthe'sstillhere,likeheis

inhisbedroombackinDurban.

“You'reawifehere,”hesays.

“Notyet,”Isay,rollingmyeyes.

Hechucklesandbrusheshislipsonmyshoulder.

“Butit'shappeningsoon.You’renotagirlfriendhere,

sothere’snoreasonforyoutosleepwithyour

clotheson.ThesunhassetandIdeserveafull

accesstomycastle.”

Myeyeswiden.Iknowthathe'sinthetaxiindustry

andtheirlanguageisblunt.ButmyNdabukoisa

romanticgentleman.

“Yourcastle?”Iaskwithmyeyebrowcockedup.

“Yes,mycastle.”Hebrushesmychinandstaresat

me.“Doyouknowhowbeautifulyouare?You'rea

trophy,MaSibisi.”

Everythinghesaidbeforesubside,Imeltintohis

stareandliftmyfacetohim.Hecapturesmylipsin

aslow,affectionatesloppykiss.



Thesmellofalcohol!Ididn'tseehimdrink,he'sso

sneaky.HisforeheadpushesmineuntilI'mlyingon

myback.

“Areyoucomfortablelikethat?”heasks,breaking

thekissandpullingapillowabovehishead.

Hepullsmeupandputsthepillowundermyhead.

“I'mokaynow,”Isay.

Hesmiles,strokesmycheekandslideshishead

downtomybelly.

“HeyMngomezulu,”hesaystothelittleNhlanzeko.

Hisweightbetweenmylegsmakesmybodywarm.

God,webothshouldbebondingwiththebabyand

allI'mthinkingaboutishistongueagainstmynub!

“Babalovesyoumorethanyoucaneverknow,son.

You,yourmotherandbafomeaneverythingtome.”

Ibrushhishead,thelittletraitorwhoneverrespond

tomeevenwhenIspeaktohiminArianaGrande's

voice,kicksinresponse.

Heliftshisheadtomewithhismouthloosely

opened,hishandistouchingmybellyagain.His



eyesarestrangelydark,thetwinklemyNdabuko

usuallyhaswhenwearetogetherisnotthere.He's

strange,maybebecausethebedroombringsus

closertoNhlanzeko.

“HekickedNdondo,”hesaysinadeeplowvoice.

“Becausehelovesyou,”Itellhim.

Hedropshisforeheadonmychestandletsouta

heavyexhalation.

“AndIloveyoutoo.I'mgoingtospendtherestof

mylifewithyou,”Isay.

“Princess!”helooksup,hiseyesarepenetratingmy

soul.

“Younevercallmebythatname,”Isayandcracka

lowchuckle.NowthatweareinNhlanzeko'sroom

heisopeningthe“secondnames”file.I'mgoingto

callhimEdgaraswell.

“CanIseeyou,please?”heasks,runninghishand

tothearmofmydress.

Ihelphimtakethedressoff.Heasksmetostand

onmyfeetandthentakesoffmypanty.He's



staringatmelikehehasn'tseenmeinyears,while

hishandsmeetbehindmybacktounhookthebra.

Istandinfrontofhiminmybirthdaysuit.I'm

pregnantandshapeless,however,I'veneverfelt

ashamedtobeinfrontofhimuntiltoday.

“Don’tstareatmelikethat,”Iwhisperandattempt

tositbackonthebed.

Hishandpullsmeback.Hewantsmetostandin

frontofhim,inmyhipposhape,andhewantsto

stareatmeuntilJesuscomesback.

“Princess,”hesays.

Itakealowbreathandholdhisstare.

“IdideverythingthatIdidbecauseIloveyou.I'm

sorryifIoffendedyouinanyway.Iknowyour

capabilitiesandstrengths.You'reabeautiful,

powerfulandlevel-headedwoman.I'msorryI

interferedinyourlifeandtookdecisionsonyour

behalf,withoutconsultingyou.Iwasdrivenbylove,

allIeverwantedwasforyoutoliveyourbestlife,”

hesays.



Ithinkhe'stalkingabouttheUSBsaga.Ididn’tthink

I'llgetanapology.Iappreciatehiswords,sovery

muchthatmyhandisonhischeek.

“I'mproudofyouandthankyouforbeinghere,”he

says.

Ipullhisfacetomeandkisshislips.Heresponds

tothekiss,hishandgoesbehindmyneck,theother

onegrabsmyhead.

Asheplacesmebackagainstthepillowand

separatingmylegstopositionhimself,both

candlesblowoutandleaveusintheimmensedark.

Hedoesn'tbotherlightingthemagainorturningthe

light-bulbon.Ifeelhislipscrashingagainstmine

andentwinemyhandsbehindhisneck.

Thekississensualslowandsloppy,likehewants

toleavehistastewithmeforever.Mybodyis

screamingforhim.Iwanthishandtotouchmeall

overandrubmysensitivespots.

Hislipsmovedowntothesideofmyneck.His



heavybreathsgivemyskintingles.

“Babe!”Amoanfollows.Ican'tholdbackanymore,I

wanthiminsideme.Buthe'sstillkissingmyskin,

everyinchofmybody.

Gosh,NdabukoknowsthatI'mnotafanofear

kisses.Buttodayhenibblesmyearlobeandlicks

insidemyearuntilasoftmoanescapesmylips.

Hetraceskissesallovermyupperbody,excepton

myboobs.Ndabukoisabigbaby,helovessucking

thenipples,sometimesIevenworrythathe'llwant

tocompetewiththebaby.Mynipplesarehard,I

wanthistongueagainstthem,buthe'sshyingaway

fromthem.

Okay,he'llmakeupforitdownthere.Myclitis

alreadydancingashisheadslidesbetweenmy

thighs.Ishutmyeyesandreadymyselfforthe

tickleshishairychingivesmewhenhe'smouth-

deepinmycookie.



Butno,he'sonlykissingmythighsandgoingdown

tomylegs.

“Ndabukodamnit!”Mybodyfeelslikeavolcano

waitingtoexplode.

Hedoesn'trespond,he'sholdingmyfeetinhis

hands.

“IloveyouPrincess,”hesaysinalow,painedvoice

that'stremblingwithemotions.

“Everyinchofyou…”Hekissesmyrightfoot,toe-to-

toe.“You'remytrophy,”hesaysandkissesthenext

foot.Thenhesqueezesbothofthemandstands

still.

“CanIbewithyou?”heasks.

I'mhorny,allIwantistheorganbetweenhislegs

insideme.Iscream;“Yes,bewithme.Don'tleave

me!”

Hisfingerrubsbetweenmyfolds.Iseparatemy

legsfurtheraparttoallowhimtofitinperfectly.

It'sdarkbutmyhandsfindawaytohisshaft.I



bringittomywetfleshandrubmyselfwithit.

Hemovesmyhandsupandpressesthemabove

me.Histipknocksatmyopening,mymoansare

exaggeratedandinfuriatinghim.

Hepushesitallinsideandpausestokissmybelly.I

wrapmylegsaroundhim,hepullsitoutand

pressesitovermyclit.

IswearI'mgoingtoexplodebeforeheevendoesa

thingtome.

Hethrustsinagain,circleshisshaftallaroundmy

fleshandpushesitfurtherinsidethatIfeellikehis

ballsaregoingtoslideinaswell.Hedoesn'tpull

out,hemoveshiswaistaround,rubbingagainstmy

softerspots.

Hepresseshistwofingersagainstmyclit.Ifeelit

buildingfrommybackandrushingthroughoutmy

body.Hepullsoutslowly,mytoescurlup,mybody

tremblesasthewavefinallytakesoverme.

It'snotanormalorgasm,Isplashpeealloverthe

bed.HecursesandcallsGodsimultaneously.



.

.

Islowlyopenmyeyesandscanaroundtheroom.

MemoriesflashbackandIrememberlastnight's

steamysessionsandthatI'mactuallyin

Nhlanzeko'sroom.

Ndabukoisnotnexttome.Iwasn'thopingfora

morninggloryoranything,butitwould'vebeennice

towakeupinhisarms.

Luckily,there'sabathroomconnectedtothisroom.

Idragmyselftoitandrestonthetoiletseatfora

moment.IknowthatI'mabouttoreleaseahot

morningpeethroughmyachingnana.Ndabuko

wasonhiswildestmodeyesterday.

Iendurethepainandsilentlysweartoneverhave

sexagain.Iwashmyface,brushmyteethand

nursemynanaforawhile.AndthenIheadbackto

thebedroomandputmyrobeon.Todayweare

goingbacktoDurban,I'llgotomyhouseandgive

mynanaafewdaysoff.



He'sstandingontheverandaandspeakingto

someoneoverthephone.It'snotafriendly

conversation.Istandinfrontofhimandwaitformy

kiss.

“Donotfu€kwithme!Ubuchophouzobuphatha

ngesandla,mfanawami.”(Iwillcrackyourskull,my

boy)

Myforeheadfurrowsintoafrown.Hespeakslike

this?Crackingpeople'sskullsandraisinghisvoice

likethis?

“Idon'tcarehowyou'regoingtogetitfrom

Bloemfontein,Iwantthattaxiattherankbefore

2pm,ungangihlafuneliushidiSphamandla!”hesays

totheperson.Itmustbeoneofthedrivers,Idon't

knowwhathedidbutitcould'vebeensettledina

calmmanner.

Hedropsthecallsandclickshistongue.Istep

closertohim,hepullsmeintohisarms,Irestmy

headonhischest.Somethingonhiswaistpokes

me.



“Ndabukowhatisthis?”Iask,alarmed.Iknowit'sa

gun,heownsitandIunderstand.Butitdoesn't

comeouttodecoratehiswaistwhilehe'swithme.

Itstaysinthesafe,healwaysmakessurethatthe

taxi-ownersideofhimstaysoutofourhome.

“ThisisMachusha.Iwillputhimaway.Areyou

okay?”Hepullsmeinsidethehouse,whistlingasif

nothingabnormalishappeningwithhimtoday.

[03/14,09:18] :Chapter51

Themeetingdidn'tgowell.Ndondowassnapping

ateveryone,zoningoutinthemiddleofa

discussionandtakingbathroombreakseverynow

andthen.It'stimeKhosidiscusseshermaternity

leavebecauseifthingscontinuelikethis,the

companyisgoingdownthedrain.

“Ithinkyoushouldappointsomeonetoholdthe

ropesandresthomeuntilthebabycomes,”she

goesstraighttothepointandthenwaitsforherto

argue.Shealwaysdoes.

Ndondohasherheadrestingoverastackof



documentsonthedesk.Thedocumentstheyare

supposedtobeworkingon.

“Yeah,you’reright,”shesays.

Khosiisabitsurprisedbyherresponse.Shedidn't

expecthertoagreethiseasily.

“Great!DiscussitwithNdabukoandmakean

announcement,”shesays.

Thedooropens.Theybothturntoit,abitshocked.

ThisistheCEO’soffice,youeithercalltoannounce

yourvisitoratleastknockbeforeentering.

Butit'snoneotherthanNdabukoinhisredquarter

pantandwhitesneakers.He'swearingacap.

Earphonesarewrappedaroundhisneck.

“Babe,Ididn'tknowyouwerecoming,”Ndondo

says,liftingherheadup.

Khosiremainsstillonherseat.She'snotimpressed

withthisintrusionatall.Shelikedhimatfirst

becausehewassmartandhumble,butfindingout

thathewasbringingthedeadbrothernonsenseto

herfriend'slifedestroyedeverything.



“IsitwrongifImissmywoman?”Heliftsherchin

upandpecksherlips.Thenhestandsbehindher,

hishandsmassaginghershoulders,andhelooksat

Khosioppositethem.

“Hithere,”hesays.

IttakeseverythinginKhosiforhernottorollher

eyes.Shereturnsthegreetingandcollectsher

belongingsonthedesk.

“Callifyouneedanything,”shetellsNdondoand

leaves.

Ndabukostaresatherwithamockinggrin,thenhe

shakeshisheadandkissesNdondo'sshoulder.

“Yourfriendneedsadi€k,”hesays.

Ndondoyankshishandsoffhershouldersand

turnsherheadtohimwithafrown.

“What?”Shewantshimtorepeathiswordsbefore

shegiveshimapieceofhermind.

“Maybeshe'llglowandstopbeingbitterlike

undilutedlemonjuice.”

“Youcannotspeaklikethataboutmyfriend.How



doyoueven…no,youneedtoleave!”

Hefrownsandthenbreaksachuckle.Ndondois

fuming,she'sonherfeetwithherarmsfolded

beforeherchest.

“Iorderedfoodforus.They'resettingthetableat

thebasement,”hesaysandwalksaroundthedesk

andmakeshimselfcomfortablewhereKhosiwas

sitting.

“Lunch?Atthebasement?Whataboutworkers?”

“Itoldthemtoleave.You'reMrsMngomezulu,you

can'teatwhiletherearedi€k-headsstaringatyou.”

Hepullsthedocumentinfrontofhimandlooksatit.

“It'supsidedown,”Ndondosays.

Heturnsitup,hiseyesrunoveritforafewseconds

thenheputsitbackonthedesk.

“Youshouldhiresomeonetoreadthisshitand

summarizeitforyou,”hesays,referringtothe

documentsscatteredinfrontofNdondo.

“That'sNomkhosi’sjob,”Ndondosays.

“Yourhornyfriend?”



Silence.

“Todayyouarecomingtomyhouse,right?”

“No,”Ndondosays.

“ThenI'mcomingtoyours.Ithinkthey'redonenow,

come,let'sgo.”Hestandsupandwalkstoher.

Ndondo'sbiggestfearisthathercrazyimagination

isslowlyturningintoareality.Somethingchanged

assoonastheyenteredNhlanzeko'sbedroom.That

wasthelasttimesheinteractedwiththenormal

Ndabuko.Somethingisdefinitelyupwithhis

character.

Everyoneisstaringatthemastheygetoutofthelift

arm-to-arm.Mostofthemknowwhoheisnow,but

heneverthrowshisweightaroundorgivesthem

anyinstructionastheirboss.Herarelycomeshere

andthisisthefirsttimehe'scomelookinglikethis.

Thetableissetinthemiddleofanemptybasement

withtwochairsandabunchofflowersonit.It'slaid



withdifferentdishes,fromcreamysamp,sliced

steamedbread,beefcurrytofriedchickenstrips.

There’sashiningsilvercutleryandserviettes

designedwithNdondo'snameandredhearts.

Thisisoverwhelminglyabovethetop.Ndabukoisa

manwhoslidesindungarees,leaveshismillionsin

hisaccountandbegsforajobasayardner.He'sa

manwhobuysyouanexpensivepairofshoes,

sendsthemtoyouandthenhelpsyoulookforthe

sender.Hedoesn'torderhundreddishesoffood

andhirepeopletosetthetableatthemost

uncomfortableplace.No,hetakeshisclothesoff

andcooksyoufoodinhiskitchen,andthenasks

youtohaveanakeddinnerwithhiminacozyplace.

“I'mthelastoneonthestandtoday.19h00I'lltake

thelastload,doyouwanttocomeandkeepme

company?”heasks.

“Cometothetaxi?”Sheisstunned.Awholeloaded

taxi?Everybodyknowsthatshe'sasnobandshe

likestobeprivateasmuchaspossible.Inthetaxi

she'llhavetogreetpeople,andprobablyeventalk

tothem.



“I'llfetchyou.Don'twearheels.MustIrefillyour

glass?”Hehasthisthingofaskingherquestions

andthendoesn'twaitforheranswerbeforemaking

adecision.Itgritshertits.Thiswholeweird

behaviorfrustratesher!

“Whathappenedtoyouinthatbedroom?Youare

annoying,”sheasks.

Hiseyebrowcocksup.Hedoesn'tscratchhischin,

cheekorforehead.Todayhescratcheshisearlobe,

violently.

“CountyourwordsMaSibisi.”

“Huh?”Ndondohasneverbeenthreatenedinher

life.

“Eatyourfood,”hesays.

Nowthislunchisturningsour.Well,onlyfor

Ndondo.AsfarasNdabukoisconcerned

everythingisgood,theyjustneededtogetbad

attitudeoutoftheway.

HetakeshiscapoffandputsitonNdondo'shead.

Thenhelooksatherwithhishandsoverhischeeks,



hislipscurvedintoasmile.Lovewrittenalloverhis

eyes.

“Areyouangryatme?”heasks,clearlyamusedby

herangryface.“Iloveyourfierceness,butmore

thaneverything,Iloveyoureyebrows.Whydoyou

removethemifyou'regoingtodrawthemagain?”

Thisisastupidquestion,howeverthisisthekindof

conversationtheyneededtolightenupthe

atmosphereonthetable.

“BecauseIwantthemtobeintheshapethatI

want,”Ndondosays.

“Soyougirls,ifyouhadthepower,you'dactuallykill

yourselvesandmoldyourselvesintothewayyou

wanttolook,”hesays.

It'sanotherstupidthought,butshe'slaughing.

“Definitely.Butwewouldn'tneedtokillourselves,

therearemanysurgeonswhospecializein

rearrangingpeople'sfacesandbodies.Doyou

knowKhanyiMbau?”Ndondo.

“Isthatasurname?Mbau?”him.



Really?That'sallhe'sinterestedin?

“Shelookstotallydifferentfromwhatshewas

before.Sheevenchangedherskincolour,”Ndondo

says.

He'sshocked.Hiseyesarebulgingout.

“Isn'tthatdefyingGod?”heasks.

Ndondorollshereyes.Ataxiowneraskingyou

aboutdefyingGod?Nojudgement,buttheycurse

frommorningtomidnight,surelythat'sdefyingGod

too.

“Youcankeepyourskincolour,staywithyourflat

assandbeoriginalfromheadtotoe.Ifyourheartis

notcleanthere'snospaceforGodinyou,”shesays.

“Amen!”hesays.

He'smockingherandshe'srollinghereyesagain.

.

.

Hesaidhe'llfetchherat18h30andthey'llfetchthe

lastloadfromtown,whichwillbemostlylate



factoryworkers.Andiswaisnotmakingthingseasy

withherstupidgiggles.Sheistryingtofitina

tracksuit,shecan'twearadressbecauseshewas

instructednottowearheelsandherdressesdon't

complementsneakers.

“Whydon'tyoujustjoinmeandBab’omdalafora

movie?Thiswon'tworkout,I'mtellingyou.”

“Fu€koffAndiswa!”

Sheleavestheroomlaughing.Ndondostruggles

untilthetracksuitfitin,nowshesheneedstoput

thesesneakerson!Shecan'tevenbendforafew

minutes,sherunsoutofbreathandgetsbackache.

Sheliesbackonthebedandcatchesherbreath.

“Hardtime?”Maqhaweasks,comingthroughthe

door.

Ndondoliftsherheadupandsighs.

“I'mtryingtoputmysneakerson,”shesays.

Maqhawechucklesandpicksthemfromthefloor.

Hesitsonthebedandaskshertogivehimherfoot.

“Babacanyoumassagemyheelforafew



minutes?”

“Hey!Pushyourfootin,”Maqhawesays,pullingher

ankleandpushingherfootinsidethesneaker.

Hehelpsherwithbothsneakersandtiesthelaces.

“There'sstillnotraceofyourfather,”hetellsher.

“How?Youarehere,aren'tyou?”Ndondoasks.

“YouknowwhoI'mtalkingabout,”hesays.

“Idon'tcareaboutDumisani.You'refine,my

siblingsarefine,Mam’Jabu,momandauntyare

fine.EveryoneIcareaboutisfine.”

It'sbeentwodays.Nomagugusaysheonce

disappearedforaweekandshedoesn'tgivearat-

assaboutit.Ndondoisclearlyfedup,theonly

personhecantalktonowisVumileandthat's

anothermountaintoclimb.

“WhereisMngomezulutakingyousolateatnight?”

heasks.

“Wearefetchingpassengersfromtown,”shesays.

Maqhawefrowns.



“You?”heasks.

“Yes,me.”Sheexhalesandgetsoffthebed.

“Ndabukoisactingstrange.Itriedtoignoreitbut

it'sgettingworse.”

“Howso?”Maqhawe.

“WespentanightinNhlanzeko'sbedroom,you

knowhislatebrother,andhehasn'tbeenthe

NdabukoIknoweversince,”shesays.

“That'sstrange.Haveyoutalkedtohimaboutit?”

“Baba,Idon'tevenhaveatimetotalktohimabout

anything.Heisweird.Ifearthat….”Shestops.This

willmakeherlookstupid.

“Whatdoyoufear?”Maqhaweasks,ifitconcerns

hisdaughter’ssafetythenitconcernshimdirectly.

“Thatmaybehe'spossessedbyhisspirit.Imean

Baba,everythingabouthimisstrange.Hecameto

myworkinaquantumandsetahugeunnecessary

lunchinaworkingspace.Hetalksdifferentlyand

doeseverythingstrangely.”

OkaynowMaqhaweisfrightenedaswell.Dead



spiritsdopossesstheliving,somepeopledo

unimaginablethingswhenthey'repossessed.

“Whydidyousleepinhisbrother'sbedroom?”he

asks.

“Idon'tknow,”Ndondoshrugshershoulders.

“IhavetoseeNgidifirstthinginthemorning.”

AstheymaketheirdownstairsAndiswaisrunning

uptothem.

“Mngomezuluishere,”shesays,clearlyexcited.

NdondoglancesatMaqhawebeforewalkingon.It's

goingtobeawkwardspendingtimewithhim

knowingverywellthathemaynotbehimself.

Alreadyhe'slethimselfinsidethehouse,knowing

verywellthatMaqhaweispresent.

He'ssittingonthecouch,verycomfortablywithhis

headrestingback.He'swearingajean,leather

ankle-bootsandblackNikejacket.

“Baba!”Hesitsstraightupandrubshisforehead.



“Mngomezuluwhenareyoubringingbackmy

daughter?”Maqhaweasks.He'snotcomfortable

withthisbuthecan'treallykeepthemapart.

“Oh,Ihaveasurpriseforhertonight.”Helooksat

Ndondo-theytalkedaboutthisandshemadeit

clearthatshewasn'tgoingtohishouse-hereyes

arewidenedathim.

“She'llcomebackinthemorning,”hesays.

“Inthemorning?”Maqhaweasks,turninghiseyes

toNdondo.

Shecan'trunawayfromneitherNhlanzekonor

Ndabuko.Shewaschosentothisfamilyandshe

promisedtostandwithNdabukothroughthickand

thin.Ifhe'spossessedbyNhlanzeko'sspiritshe'll

havetodoeverythinginherpowertogethimback.

“Yes,I'llcomebackinthemorning,”Ndondosays.

“Areyousure?”Maqhaweasks.

“Yebobaba,pleasedon'tforgettogoandseethe

personyousaidyouwillseeinthemorning.

Andiswawillorganizetransport.”Sheturnsto



Ndabukoandnodsherhead.Hetakesherhandand

theywalkoutholdinghands.Maqhaweisstaringat

them,scaredforhisdaughterandsadforhisson-in

-law.Neitherofthemdeservethis.

.

.

Twogirlsclimbinthetaxiandgotothebackseat,

whisperingandgiggling.Nowthey'reshortofonly

twopeople.IfitwasuptoNdondothey'dbeleaving,

it'salreadyhalfpastsevenandgreetingback

peopleisgettingtiring.

Tomakethisevenmoreawkwardforher,Ndabuko

isstandingundertheshelterwithtwododgy

lookingmen.Therankisalmostempty,whatever

they'rediscussingcould'vebeendiscussedsome

othertime.

Sheinhalessharply,unfastensaseatbeltthat

Ndabukofoundhilariouswhensheputiton,and

climbsout.Shemakesherwaytohimandhis

dodgyfriends.

Hetakesafewstepsawayfromthemandattends



toher.

“Iseverythingokay?”heasks.

“Whydidyoubringmehereifyouhadadodgy

meetingscheduledundersheltersatnight?”

Ndondoasks.

Hescratcheshisearlobeandturnstohisfriends.

“Tomorrow,majita,”hesays.Theywalkawayand

getintheirdodgyPoloandleave.

“Whyareyourudenow?”heasksNdondo.

“Oh,you'regoingtotakeMachushafromyourwaist

andcrackmyskull?”

Hesighsandholdsherhand.Withoutrespondingto

herquestion,hepullsherandtheywalkbacktothe

taxi.

Twopeoplearestillshortbuthestartsthetaxi

anyway.

“Dowehaveanyonegoingto2?”heasks,lookingat

thepassengersthroughtherearviewmirror.

“Yes,oneEzimbalini,”onesays.



“Alright.Pleasepasstheoffering,makotiwillsort

outyourchange,”hesays.

19h45isusuallyNdondo'ssnackingtime,that's

whyshehasapacketofLaysonherlapthatshe

aimstofinishwithinminutes.

“ThreeR13sandoneR17,”-R100ispassedtoher.

Shemovesasidethepacketofchips,keepsthe

lady'svoiceplayinginherhead.R13multiplyby

threeand…

“GivethemR44,it'sR56,”Ndabukosayswithhis

eyesfixedontheroad.Thatwasfast!Ndondo

countsasideR30notesand…

“R13,R17,R19.”Thisoneisforcedintoherhand.

Can'ttheygivehertimetocount?Shecan'teven

rememberthelastchangeshewassupposedto

give.

“I'mnotanaccountant,”shetellsNdabukoand

handsallthemoneytohim.

Shockedgasps!

“Countthemoneysis,wedon'twantaccidents,”one



yells.

Ndabukochuckles,“Don'tworry,you’llgethome

safe.Haseverybodypaid?”

Moremoneyispassedtothefront,inoddnumbers,

andhe'sgivingbackchangewithinminutes.

“Thisisyourman'ssourceofincome,”hetellsher

afterawhile.“Ifitwasn'tfortaxisIwouldn'tbe

whereIamtoday.”

“Iknow,”Ndondosays.

“I'mgladyouarehereandhelpingmebyeating

snackswhileIdrive,”hesays.

Ndondobreaksintolaughter.

“Thisismysnacktime,”shesays.

“Whenismysnacktime?”heasks.

Ndondogaspsandglancesbackatthepassengers.

Luckilymostofthemareontheirphones.

“Wearetakingdaysoff,”shesays,alsofeelinga

littlenaughty.

“Whosaidavaginaneedsaholiday?”



Shepuncheshisthigh,hereyespoppedoutin

shock-whatifthesepeopleheard?

“Iwanttosnacktoo.Underthattracksuit.”

“Youwill,butwe'llkeepthelightson.”

Hedoesn'tsayanythingexceptsmilingandstealing

glancesather.

Sheforgothimsayingthere'sasurpriseforher

becauseshethoughtitwasjustawayofgetting

Maqhaweoffhisback.Butarrivingtoadecorated

houseproveshiswordsright.Theballoonsare

babyblue,thereareflowers,starribbonsandevery

unnecessarydecorationyoufindindifferentevents.

Oh,there'sevenacake!

“What'sgoingon?”

“It'sababy’sbirthday.”

Shefrowns.

“Ababybirthday?”

“Yes.YourfriendshatemesoIcouldn'tinvite



them.”Heleadshertothechairandputsabeltover

herneck.MOTHER-TO-BE.

“Thisisababyshower?”sheasks.

Herememberstheterm.

“Yes,it’syourbabyshower,”hesays.

This!Whichmanhaseverthrownababyshower

singlehandedlyandbecametheonlyguestatit?

Sigh!

“It'sbeautiful,thankyou,”shesays.

Cantomorrowcomealready?Ngidiwillknowwhat

todoaboutthis.IfthisisacharacterofNhlanzeko's

livingthroughNdabuko,thenhimandherwouldn't

haveworkedout.

[03/14,09:18] :Chapter52

BHEKIZITHA“NGONYAMA”NGIDI

Ndlalifaisheretohavebreakfast,whichisa

pleasantsurprise,allhiskidsarepresentatthe

table.



“Howisthetherapygoing?”MaqhingaasksSnalo.

Hehasattendedallsessionswithher.Hispeople

aresearchingforMondli,herbabydaddywho

helpedherwiththemurder.Hehasnothingagainst

himbuthe'dloveforhimtobepresentforthe

baby'srituals.It'simportant,hedoesn'twant

anythingtoholdbackhisdaughter.

“It'sfine,Dadattendswithme,”Snalosaysand

turnstoNdlalifa.“Whydidn'tyoubringThalente?”

“She'sworking,”Ndlalifasays.

“Didshemoveinwithyou?”Maqhingaasks.

“Inherheadshestillhasherownplace-theshack

she'srentinginCannelands.Butshestayswithme,

sevendaysaweek.”Ndlalifaalwaysfindsawayof

gettingeverythingthathewants,eitherbytricksor

force.Maybeheshould'vebeentheonenamed

Maqhinga.Ngidi'sbiggestfearishavingwomen

knockingathisdoortoreportthepregnancy.

Villagewomenwillbitehisheadoff,hedoesn'thave

awomanwho'dtakecareofsuchsituationsinthe

house.Atthisage,hedoesn'thaveapermanent



womaninhislife.Forablackmanit'sunacceptable.

Hehastodosomethingheshould'vedoneyears

ago,whenhefinallyacceptedthatMagcinawas

nevercomingback,andthat'stoasksomeoneelse

out.He'sfoundher,butlayinghisheartouttoher

willbehard,she'llhaveherdoubtsandfears.

“IwanttomeetThalente'sfamilybeforethelobola

negotiationsstart,”hesaystoNdlalifa.

Everyoneonthetableisshocked.

“Why?”Ndlalifaasks.

“BecauseyouwanttomarrytheirdaughterandI

wanttoknowwhatkindoffamilyshe'scoming

from.”

“Idon'tthinkitwouldbepossible.Thalenteis

scaredofhermother,askinghertoputherlifeon

holdandcomeheretomeetyouwouldbe

impossible.”

“IwillcleareverythingfornextSaturday.”Ngidi

pickshiscupofteaandstirs.

“ButBaba…”



“WhohasspokentoNdabuko?He'ssurprisingly

veryactiveattherank.Ihearthathewasdrivingthe

‘redqueen’himselfyesterday,”Ngidiasks,atnoone

inparticular.He'sjustdonewiththeThalente

conversation.Ndlalifaisaman,that'showhe

alwaysportrayshimself,sohe'llfindawaytomake

thishappen.Saturdayhewantstomeetthemother

ofagirlNdlalifaisbringingtohisfamilyandthat'sit.

“Hehasfinallyacceptedthathe'sumageza,”

Maqhingasayswithachuckle.

“Hedidalongtimeago,hejustdidn'twanttolose

hischaractertothetaxirank,”Ngidisays.

Theconversationcontinuestoflowonthetable,it's

onlyNdlalifawhoispuffedupasifhewassmacked

ontheface.Thalente'sparentsdon'tknowanything

abouthim.Shecomesfromatraditionalfamily,this

thingofmeetingamanandmovinginwithhim

withinmonthswillbelikeaninsulttothem.

KnowinghowNgidiis,he'dprobablytelleverything

andleavenostoneunturned.He'sdoingthis,

purposefully,toputhiminanuncomfortable

position-Ndlalifathinks.



Thobilewalksin,rubbingherpalmswitha

frightenedlookonherface.Herrelationshipwith

Ndlalifaisreallyawkward,shekeepsawayfrom

everyoneanytimehe'shomeandNdlalifamakesit

hisgoaltomakeheruncomfortable.

“Iseverythingokay?”Ngidiasks,staringupather.

It'sonlyamatteroftimebeforeMaqhingaand

Snalostartwhispering.

“There'saguest,MrSibisi.ShouldIsendhimin?”

Thobileasks.

“MrSibisi?Yeah,sendhimin."He'sexpectingthe

pastor,eventhoughitconfuseshimwhyhe'scome

tohishouse.

He'ssurprisedbythevillageSibisi,Maqhawe.He

standsonhisfeet,hisforeheadfurrowedintoa

frown.Thisdoesn'tlookgood.He'sonlymetthis

manonce,hewasthemoststubbornoneduring

Ndondo'slobolanegotiations.Hopefullyhe'snot



heretosayhe'scallingoffthewedding.

“Mahlase,”hesays,pullinghishandoutforafirm

handshake.

“Ngonyama!”

Ngidipullsachairforhimbeforeloweringhimself

backonhisseat.

“YouareinDurban?Thisisasurprise,Imustsay,”

hesaystoMaqhaweandsendsameaningfullook

tohischildren.

Ndlalifaisthefirstonetoleavethetable,Snaloand

Maqhingataketheirplatesandcupsbeforeexiting.

“Yourkidsaregrown.Alladults,”Maqhawesays.

HiscalmnessgivesNgidiapinchofrelief.

“Theeldestis35andtheyoungest27,”hesays

proudly.

“Grandkids?”Maqhaweasks.

Ngidichuckles,“Notyet,buttheeldestistakinga

wifesoon.”HelooksaroundforThobileandshe

emergesbeforereceivingablastingtext.



SheaddsthecutleryforMaqhaweandpoursmore

hotwaterintoateapot.

“Letmeknowifyouneedanything,Hlomuka,”she

says,flashingasmileatNgidi.

Heclencheshisjaws,breathesinforcontroland

nodsather.ThankstoNdlalifa'spresence,atleast

she'sdressedupdecentlytoday.

“Yourdaughter-in-lawisbeautiful,”compliments

MaqhaweasThobilewalksaway,swayingherhips

tothesides.

“Oh,that'snotMaMbatha.ThatisThobile,my

helper,”hesaysandquicklyrealizeshowawfulthis

termsounds.It'scollective;shecouldbehelping

himwithlaundry,food,cleaning,nannyingSnalo-

Thobilehatesthatpartofherjob-orshecouldbea

‘helper’becauseshehelpswithhissexualneeds.

It'sjustashelteringterm,notdescriptiveatall.

“She'sthemaid,”heclarifies.

Maqhaweisn'tverymuchinterestingasNgidi

thinksheis.He'sneverhadahelperinhislife,he's

juststunnedbyeverythinghe'sseeingwithno



judgementinvolved.

“I'mhereaboutMngomezulu,”hesays.

“Oh!”Ngidifrownsandputsdownhiscup.“Is

everythingalrightbetweenhimandMaSibisi?”

“Yes,betweenthemallisgood.However,Ndondois

worriedabouthisspiritualbeing.Something

happenedwhentheywenttothevillage.”

Ngidileansforward,attentivelylookingathim.

“Whathappened?”heasks.

“I'mheresothatyoucanbeawareandmaybefind

outwhatreallyhappenedtohim.Hesuggestedthat

theyspendthenightinhislatebrother'sbedroom,

Ndondosaysthelasttimehewashisnormalself

wasbeforesteppinginsidethatbedroom.Haveyou

noticedanychangeinhischaracter?”

Ngidiisleaningbackonhischairagain,hisfist

rolledoverhismouthasthoughtstracedowninhis

head.

“IthinkIsawhimscratchinghisearandsaying

somethingabout…damnit,Nhlanzeko!”



“Doyouremembersomething?”Maqhaweasks.

“OhLord,whatdidthisboydo?!”Ngidiisonhisfeet.

Heshould'vesuspectedsomething,Ndabukohardly

drivesthetaxisorrandomlycarrieshisgunpublicly.

HecallshimBaba,NgidiorHlomuka.Hedoesn’t

callhimNgonyama,Nhlanzekodid.Buthowhewas

toknow?Ndabukoandeveryonewho'switnessed

Nhlanzeko'sancestralconductknowsthathe'snot

theonetobeprovoked.

“Hislatebrotherwasfondofyourdaughter.Him

shiftinghertoNdabukowasbecauseheknewthat

hemaynotlivelongenoughtomeetandloveher.

Asdeadasheis,he'sscandalous,uncontrollably

andhot-headed.Theyshouldn'thavewenttohis

bedroom,unlessifinstructedtodosobya

traditionalseer,”heexplains,sittingbackonhis

chairwithangerblazinginhiseyes.

“Idon'tthinkit'ssafeformydaughtertobearound

apossessedman.Heneedstoclearoffhis

brother'sspirit,forgood,”Maqhawesays.

Ngidiexhalesheavilyandpickshiscoldcupoftea.



Urgh,ittasteshorribly!

“Thanksforbringingthistomyattention.Idon't

knowwhereI'mgoingtostartbutI'mgoingtoget

himback,”hepromisesMaqhawe.Heknowsfora

factthatNdabuko'sunclewon'tevenbotherhimself

withthis,it'shisdutyandhisalone.Heloved

Nhlanzeko,morethanhe'severlovedanyboywho

didn'tbloomfromhissperm.Heoweshimloyalty,

hemadepromisestohimwaybeforehedied,and

he'skeptallofthem.Oneofthosepromiseswasto

takecareofNdabukoandprotecthim.That's

exactlywhathe’sgoingtodo,evenifitmeans

protectinghimagainstNhlanzekohimself.He'snot

lettinghimbackatNdabuko'sexpense!

.

.

NDONDO

I'mtryingtoseebeyondthischaracterandact

normalwithhim.He'slovingandfunnyinhisown

way,buthe'snotNdabuko.There'schemistry,just



likebetweentherealNdabukoandI,buthis

personalitysetshimapart.He'sauthoritative,abit

roughwitheverythingingeneralandbluntwhenhe

speaks.

Anyway,I'mcuddledinhisarms,that'showwe've

beenthelasttwohours.He'sbeenquietforsome

time,justplayingwithmyfingersandheavingsighs

hereandthere.

“Areyounothungry?”heasks.

Well,I'malwayshungry.

“Iam,”Isay.

“IknowagoodShisanyama.”

Urgh,Ithoughthe'dcooksomethingforme.

“Whereyouandyourtaxidrivershangout?”Iask,

justtoshowhimmylackofinterest.Buthe'snot

Ndabuko,hedoesn'treadbetweenthelinesor

considermyfeelings.

“Putajacketon,we'llgettake-awaysandcome

back,”hesays.

Iletoutahugesigh,“Can'tweorderapizzaor



something?”

“Wecan,ifyouwantpizza.”

Heagrees?Thisisthefirstintwodays.Ishe

automaticallytransformingbackintoNdabuko?

Ipickmyphoneandplacetheorderthenliebackin

hisarmsagain.

“Areyounotfetchingthelastloadtoday?”Iask.

“No,Iwanttospendtimewithyou,”hesaysand

kissesthesideofmyface.

Ithinkhe'sback!

“Spendingtimewithmeandgivingmelotoforal

sex?”Iask,totestwatersandtocheckifit'sreally

Ndabuko.

Hechucklesandpusheshishandundermytop.He

massagesmybreastsandkissesmycheek.

“Theybelongtomyson,”hesays,referringtothe

breasts.Iguessthisishisexcuse.

“Butthecookieisyours,”Isay.Hecan'thaveany



excusethere,that'sifhe'sbackasNdabuko.

“You'returningmeon,”hesayswithachuckle.His

fingersarerollingmynippleandmybodyhas

alreadyreactedtohistouch.

Heslowlymovesmetothesideandgrabsmyface

tokissmylips.Myhandsrushdowntohiszip,Ipull

itdownandgrabMngomezulu.Indeedhe's

provokedandstandingtall.

Iwrapmyhandaroundhimandgivehimslow

strokes.Hislipspart,hekeepsdrawingsharp

breathsthroughhisteeth.Hiseyelidsaregrowing

closer,makinghimthemosthandsomedark-eyed

creatureI'veeverseen.

“Babe,”hecallsinahoarsevoice.

“Yesbabe?”Ilookstraightinhiseyesandlickmy

lowerlip.Hegroansandmoveshiswaistbeneath

myhand.

“CanIhavethecookie?”

“Well,you'llhavetolickitfirst.”

Hegrabsmyfaceandkissesmeagain,deeperthis



time.Histongueisswayinginsidemymouth.He's

suckingmyliplikehislifedependsonitand

groaninginsidemymouth.

Ifeelhishandpushingitswaybetweenmythighs.

Hisfingerslidesatthesideofmypantyandrubs

myclit.

Idon'tknowifwehaveadealornot.Thekissis

sparkingfireinallmyerogenouszones.Hisfinger

slidesdowntomyopening,heshovesitinsideand

drillsmewithhisfinger.

Hebreaksthekiss,liftshisheadandstaresdownat

me.Myfaceisstretchingintoalldifferentkindsof

expressions.AslazyasIam,thepleasurehisfinger

couldgivemehasmemovingupmywaistand

fu€kinghisfinger.

Oh,it'stwofingersinsidenow.ButstillIwant

somethingbiggerandharder.Fingersdon'tpop

veinsandthey'renotwarm.

“Doyouwantit?”heasks.



Inod,“Yes,please."

Hestandsoverme,yanksmypantyasideand

lowershiswaisttome.Hiseyesaregluedonmeas

hepushesitallin.

“Ndabuko!”Iscreamoutinpleasure.

“Princess,”heexhalesheavilyandlinkshis

foreheadontomine.“Tellmeifyouwantmeto

stop.”

Myeyeswiden.Whatisitthathehasinmind?ButI

nod,becausehe'sgivenmethepowertoallowor

notallowwhateverheplanstodo.

Hepullsoutanddragsmypantydowntomyankles

andtakesitout.There'sactioncoming!Heputsa

cushiononthefloorandmakesmesleeponit.The

tilesarecold,butwhodiedfromcoldtiles?Exactly,

nobody!

Hespreadsmythighsapartandfirmlypresses

themdown.He'sslowatfirst,thenthegentleness

fliesoutoftheroom,he'spumpingmeand



slamminghisballsagainstmywetbottom.

Mythighsareonfire,soismyouterlabia,butIcan't

tellhimtostopbecausemyorgasmisbuildingup.

“PleasedothiswithmePrincess,”hebegsand

slowsdownhispace.Hethrustsin,wholly,and

pausestokissmylips.

“Comewithme,princess.”Hebeginshisslow,

circlingwaistmoveswhilepressinghisfingersover

myclit.

“I'mcummingbabe,”Iscream.

“Withme,please.Letit…”Hepresseshisshaft

somewhere,mytoescurlup.“Out,princess.Allout,”

hesays.

Heincreaseshispaceagain.There'sthisspothe

touches,thistimeittakesmeout,Iexplodeand

screamouthisname-Ndabuko.

Secondslaterhe'stheonecallingmynameand

groaninglikeabull.

--

Nowwearecuddlingonthebed.Thankstothe



crappyservicefromDebonnairs,ourpizzaarrived

longafterourfloorsessionhadended.Again,I'm

sufferingfromfu€k-over.Mynanaisonfire,rough

sexisn'tforsoftieslikeme.

“Wewon'tdoanythingtonight,”hesays.

Asifthat'ssupposedtohealme!

“Shedeservesapaidholiday,”Itellhim.

Hesmiles,hisusualcutesmile,andpecksmy

cheek.

“Theonlythingshedeservesisthis,”helowershis

headtopointatthefrontofhispant.

Thenot-soinnocentmomentisdisturbedbythe

dooropening.Ourbedroomdoor,whodoesthat?!

Well,Ngididoes.He'snotalone,there'sNdlalifaand

anothermanwithhim.

“Boy,wehavetogosomewhere.Packyourbag,”

NgidisaystoNdabukoandturnshiseyestothe

stunnedme.



“MaSibisiareyouokay?”heasks.

Iquicklyputtwoandtwotogether.Bab'Maqhawe

toldhimandmaybehe'sheretotakeNdabukotoa

traditionalhealer.

“I'mnotgoinganywherewithyouNgonyama,close

thedooronyourwayout,”Ndabukosays.

“I'mheretohelpyou,”Ngidisays.

“Idon’tneedyourhelp!”

Thisisawkward.I'minarobe,lookinghelplesson

thebedwithastubbornmannexttomeinshorts.

“Well,I'mnotbeggingorasking.Packyourshit,

you'recomingwithmetogethelp,”Ngidiloseshis

temperandwalksin,probablytopullhimoutofbed

andforcehimtopackhisclothes.

ButNdabukohassomethingtostophimwherehe

is.Agun.Yeap,hejustpulleditbehindthepillow

andplaceditonhislap.

Ngidi'schestbounces,hestepsbackwardsand

callshimbyNhlanzeko'sname.



ThisisdeeperandscarierthanIthought.Iwantto

jumpoffbedandrunawayfromthisman.Buthe

hasagunonhislapandbythelookofthings,he

wouldn'tthinktwicebeforecrackingsomeone's

skull,righthere,rightnow.

“Okay,letNdondoleavetheroomthenwecantalk

toyou,”Ndlalifasuggests.

“Udakiwe-kewena.Getoutofmybedroom,allof

you.I'mtryingtospendsomequalitytimewiththe

loveofmylife.”

“Nhlanzeko!”Ngidisaysinawarningtone.

Icannotbenexttohim.It'sNdabuko,he'sjustnot

himself,butforthemtocallhimNhlanzekomakesit

feellikeI'msittingnexttoaghost.

“Sthandwasami,”heturnshisheadtome.Istop,

twofeetawayfromthebed,withmyeyesbulging

out.

“Don'tbescared,I'llneverhurtyou,”hesaysinan

agonizedvoice.He'shurtbecauseI'mscaredofhim.

Idon'tknowwhetherIshouldruntothebathroom

andgobacktohim.



Inthatmoment,Ndlalifadashestohimbeforehe

moveshiseyesfromme.Thegunfallsonthefloor,

themanrushestocollectit.

He'sfightingNdlalifaandcursing.WhenIseeblood

gushingoutofhislip,Ndlalifajustpunchedhim,I

stepaway.I'mtremblingwithfear,italwaysgets

bloodywhenmenfightandIhateblood.

Ndlalifafinallymanagestopinhimdown.Heputs

hiskneeonhisbackandasksthemantopasshim

arope.

Tearstrolldownonmyface.Theyaretyinghimup.

Iunderstandbecausehe'sfightingandnot

cooperating.Butitdoesn'tchangethatinfleshhe's

Ndabuko.

“Pleasedon'thurthim,”Ibegwhilestandingagainst

thewallwithmyhandscoveringmymouth.

Hishandsaretiedbehindhisback,Ndlalifaliftshim

upandpullshim.Oureyesmeet,he'scrying,his



lowerlipisbleeding.Helookssopowerlessand

pained!

“Pleasedon'tletthemtakeme,”hesaystome.

“Pleasetellthemstop,Iwanttobewithyou.”

He'shelplessandcrying.Ndlalifadoesn'tcare,he's

oneheartlesshumanbeing.He'spullinghim

towardsthedoor.

“BabacanIpleasesaygoodbyetoher,

ngiyakucela,”hebegsNgidi.

Ngiditurnstheotherwayandshutshiseyes.

“Ndondo!”hescreamsbeforeNdlalifapullshimout

ofthedoor.

Themanfollowsout.Islidedownthewallandsink

onthefloor.IcatchaglimpseofNgidiwipinghis

eyesbeforeleavingthebedroom.

Iwantedthis.ItoldBab'Maqhawetotellthem,I

knewthatthey'dinterveneandfindasolutiontothis

dilemma.

Butithurts,sosobad.Iwasn'ttherewhenhedied,

todayjustgavemethatexperience,thatfeelingof



losingsomeonewhomeantsomethingtoyou.

Itfeelslikehe'sdyingagain.

[03/14,10:42] :Chapter53

MAQHAWESIBISI

It'sbeendayssinceDumisaniwentmissing.Butfor

afewdayshehadtopushthattothebackofhis

headandfocusonhisdaughter.She'snotcopingat

all,therecentupdatetheygotfromNgidiwasnot

goodandthathasmadethingsworse.Gettinghim

backintohimselfmaytaketime.Anothercallthat

NgidigavetoMaqhawesecretly,carriedthenews

thatNdabukohadlosthissanity.Ndondocannot

seehiminthatstate,hedoesn'tremembermost

detailsofhislifeandrumblesthingsthatnobody

canmakesenseof.Inyangathat'stakingcareof

himsaysitwillblowover,thenhe’llbeabletogo

homeandlockNhlanzekooutoftheMngomezulu

ancestry.

Ndondohastotoughenupandstaystrongforhis

recovery.Everyoneishopingforthebest.



Hewasn'tsupposedtostayinDurbanthislong,it's

alreadycausingtensionbetweenhimandJabu.

Hestandsinthebalcony,puffinghiscigaretteand

pressingthebuttonsofhisphone.HehasthreeCall

MeBackmessages,hedidn'thearthembeepingin

andhe’sabouttogethisheadbittenoff.

“Mama,”hesaysinasoftenedvoice,silently

prayingforalessbitterresponse.

“Nowyoucallme?”Jabuasks,harshly.

Well,heexpectedthis.

“ThingsarenotgoodhereJabu.I'mnotneglecting

you,”hesays.

Silence.

“Ndondoisnotwell.”

Thatgetsherattention!

“What'swrongwithNdondo?”sheasks.

It'ssounlikehimtousehischildasashield,butthe

lastthingheneedsrightnowistobeonbadterms



withhiswife,hispillarofstrength.

“Mngomezuluwastakentoinyanga,he'snot

mentallywell."Atleasthe'stellingthetruth,even

thoughit'sforthewrongreasons.

“MaybeyoushouldbringNdondohome.I'msure

thatwomandoesn'tevencheckonher.Has

Dumisanimadeanycontact?”

Maqhawe'slipscurveintoavictorioussmile.

They'regoodnow!

“No.Ithinkit'stimeIgoseeVumileandplanaway

forward.Andiswahasopenedacaseofmissing

person,butIdon'tthinkthatwouldhelp.Hiscar

cannotbetracked.Thisneedsumhlahlo,”Maqhawe

says.

“Youknowthey'llneveragreetothat,”Jabusays

withasigh.

“Ijustwanttotalktohimandmoveon.Imissyour

food,Idon’tevenknownamesofthethings

Andiswaisfeedingmehere.”

Jabucracksintolaughter.It'sarelieftohearthat,at



leastNomaguguisnottryinganyfoodadvanceson

herman.Sheistheonlyonewhoknowshowto

makehisliverandhowhelikeshistea.

“Seriously,Imissyoumywife.I'mcountingdays

beforeIsleepnexttoyouagain,”hesays.

“Imissyouaswell,sokhaya.Pleasekeepaneyeon

Ndondo,stressisnotgoodforher.Maybetryto

convincehertocomehome,”shesays.

“Okay,Iwill.”Hewon't,becauseshe'sclosertothe

doctorswhenshe'shere,itwouldbeadifferent

storyifshegoestoNyandeni.

Heendsthecallashehearsfootstepsbehindhim.

Heknowsbeforeheeventurnshishead.It'shis

brother'sdaughter,shealwayshasinteresting

questionstoask.Sometimessheeventalktohim

aboutherboyfriend.Theaudacity!

“Wasthatyourwife?”sheasks.

She'surban,buthetriestoteachhermannersand

howtobehavelikeaSibisiasmuchashecan.



“It'syourmother,youcallherMa.Yesitwasher,”

hesaysashepusheshisphonebackinhispocket.

Shewantedtogivehimheroldphone,thosethin,

flatoneswithlongscreens.ButMaqhawerefused,

he'sloyaltohisNokia.

“Ineedtogoandseeyouraunt,”hetellsher.

“AboutDad?”

“Yes,”henods.

Dumisani’sdisappearancehasaffectedhermore

thananyone.Ndondodoesn'tcareatall.Shehasn't

doneanythingtohelporevenbotheredtoaskhow

theinvestigationisgoing.She'sworriedabouther

ownturmoilthatisherlife.

“BabadoyouknowsomethingthatIdon't?”

Andiswaasks.

Maqhawefrownsalittleandthenclearshisthroat.

“Imean,everyoneischilled.Allofasuddennobody

caresaboutdad.Isthisafamilyfightorwhat?”

Todayhecannotanswerherquestions.Ndondoor

Nomagugumusttellherthetruthabout“dad"when



thetimeisright.

“Ithinkeveryoneisdealingwiththesituation

differently.It'snotthattheydon'tcare,”hesays.

Andiswaexhales,“Iguessyou'reright.Doyouwant

metodriveyou?We'lltakeNdondo'sG-Wagon.”

Maqhaweliftsuphiseyebrowandchucklesbriefly.

“We?Didn’tshesayyoumuststicktothatsmall

oneshegaveyou?”

“Urgh!Ican'teventakenicepicturesinthatcar.I'm

abouttobecomeaninfluenceronInstagram,what

aremyfollowersgoingtothink?”

Maqhawecanonlysympathizewithasadlook.For

real,whatkindofajobistheinfluencerandwhere's

Instagramlocated?

.

.

TheyheadtoVumile'shouse,it'llbeMaqhawe’s

firsttimesettingafootthereandmeetinghis

brother-in-law.Hewasn'teveninvitedtotheir

wedding.That,Vumile'spartinhisandDumisani’s



rivalry,hurtshimmorethananything.She'shisonly

sister,shewasn'tsupposedtotakesides.

“BabadoyouknowCardiB?”Andiswaasks.

Hewaslostinhisdeepthoughts,butAndiswa

doesn'tlikesilence,notfromamanwhowasn'tin

herlifeforadecadeandyears.

“No,amIrelatedtoher?”heasks.

Sherollshereyes.Hesilentlypraysthatshewon't

betoogeneroustosharedetailsonwhothatis.

“ShewasonLove&HipHop.Nowshe'smarriedto

Offsetandshe'soneofthemostsuccessfulfemale

rappers.YouknowMigos,right?I'mnotsurewhoI

likemorebetweenOffsetandQuavo.”

Henods,whatelsecouldhedo?Thesearethe

peopleshealwaystalksabout;peoplewhoarenot

relatedtotheSibisisanddon'timpactherlifewith

anything.

“Gosh!Youshouldseeyoursister'shusband.He

hascurvesandahugebooty.”

Hecracksup.HenevermetanyofVumile's



boyfriendwhentheywereyoungbutheexpected

hertohavetaste.ThewayAndiswadescribeshim

paintsanotherpicture.

Thecarparksinfrontabrickranchhouse.It'snot

bigasmosthousesintheneighbourhood,butits

mostfeaturesaremodernandtheyardiskeptneat.

There'samanontheveranda,withoutseeinghis

curvesMaqhawequicklyassumesthathe'sthe

husband.Howniceitmustbe?Hejustmeta

womanandmarriedher.Hedidn'tevenbotherto

checkwhereshecamefrom.

Hewasreadinganewspaper,butwhenhesaw

thempullinguphefoldedthenewspaperandstared

atthem.

“Malume!”Andiswagreetsecstaticallyandgoesto

givehimahug.

“IsAunthome?Herbrotherishere,”sheasksand

doesn'twaitforhisanswer.Shewalksinsidethe

house,yellingforheraunttocomeout.



“Maqhawe?”Themangetsupfromhischair,

adjustshisglassesandlooksathimfromheadto

toe.

“Ihearyouaremarriedtomysister,”Maqhawesays,

tryingnottosoundasannoyedashereallyis.

“Ohyes,Vumileismywife.I'mJonathan."Hepulls

outhishandforashake.

“Nicetomeetyou.Ihavecometotalktoher,”

Maqhawe.

Hegrantshimthepermissiontowalkinandslowly

followsafterhim.

VumileisshockedtoseeMaqhaweinherhouse.

ShedidhearthathewasinDurbanandtryingto

lookforDumisaniwhosuddenlydisappeared.But

theyhaven'thadaconversation,likesittingdownas

peoplewhocamefromthesamewombandtalked

abouttheirpast.

Greetingsareexchanged,theneveryoneclearsto

givethemspace.Well,exceptforthebrother-in-law.



Vumileshootsalookathim,ascoldingmeaningful

one,andhequicklytakeshiscurvesoutoftheroom.

Theirweddingpicturesarehangingonthewall.It

wasabeautifulwedding,Dumisanigaveheraway

andAndiswawasaflowergirl.

Maqhawetakeshiseyesoffthepicturesandlookat

Vumile.She'salsostaringathim.Shewantshimto

gofirst.

“I'mheretotalkaboutDumisani,”-that'sthefirst

thinghesaysanditthrowsVumileoff.

“Nowyoucare?”sheasks.“Oryou'rejusthereto

celebrateandwormyourwaybacktoNomagugu?”

“IhaveawifeathomeVumile.Andjustbecause

youtwoabandonedme,itdoesn'tmeanthatIdon't

care.Dumisanididmewrongbuthe'sstillmy

blood.”

“YourparentsdidyouwrongMaqhawe,notDumi.

Youdon'tknowthethingshewentthroughasaboy

becauseofyourfather.Youprotectedusfromthe

outsiders,butneverfromyourbelovedparents.You

weretheeldestMaqhawe,themostlovedonebut



youjustchosenottobethere.Andnowyouthink

weoweyousomething?”She'sgettingwarmedup.

There'ssomuchinsideherchestandshe'swaited

forthistimetocomeforverylong.Thedayshe'd

lookatMaqhaweintheeyesandtellhimhowmuch

hefailedthemashissiblings.

“Themostlovedone?”Maqhaweletsoutachuckle

indisbelief.

“Youdidasyoupleased.Stayedawayandgotaway

witheverything.Doyouknowhowmanytimes

Dumisaniwassacrificedbyyourmothertosave

you?Doyouknowhowyourfatherneverreally

lovedDumisanibutonlyacceptedhimforthesake

ofkeepinghismarriage?Whileyouwereoutthere,

huntingforhisbloodandmakingfunofhis

manhood,hewasbeingdeniedtherighttoknowhis

fatherandbeingtiedtoagirlwhowasthreeyears

olderthanhimbecausehehadsavethefamilyfrom

Goqo.”

“WhowasGoqo?”Maqhaweasks.

“Oh,youknewhimasPastorMasuku?You've



alwaysbeenself-centeredMaqhawe!”

Shedespiseshim.It'snotabouthisrivalrywith

Dumisani.No,it'sdeeperthanthatandhe'shell

confused.

“Youknowtheonlytimeweweretreatedfairlywas

whenyouwerehome?Becausetheyhadtopainta

goodpictureofthemselvesinyoureyes.Doyou

knowtheinjuriesIsufferedduringmylastteenage

yearsbecauseyourbelovedparentshaddragged

metoagrandmotherwhoruthlesslyterminatedmy

firstchild?”

Hebrusheshisheadandexhales.This…it'salotto

takein.

“IheardthatfromNomagugu.Younevertoldme

anythingVumile.”

“WherewereyouMaqhawe?”Tearsaretrolling

downonherface.Hiscluelessnessmakesherso

mad!

“DoyouhaveanyideawhoDumisani’sfatherwas?”

sheasks.



“Idon't,”hesays,swallowingbackhard.TruetoGod,

hedidn'tknowthatDumisaniwasonlyhishalf

brother.

“Youdon'tknowanythingatall?Whydidn'tyoustay

athome?”Vumileasks,wipinghertearswithher

sleeve.

“Ijustdidn'twanttobethere,”Maqhawe.

“Why?Theylovedyou,”Vumileasks.

“Didthey?Nomagugumademehappy,Ilovedher

andyouallknewthat.Ihadmyownissuesbutshe

calmedmedownandgavemepurposeinlife.Why

wasitsoeasyforthemtotakethatawayfrommeif

theylovedme?IexpectedmorefromDumisani.”

“Andheexpectedmorefromyouaswell.Iexpected

alotfromyoutoo,”Vumilesays.

“Ialsoexpectedalotfromyou.You'retheonly

sisterthatIhavebutyoujustcutmeoff.”

Deepsighs!

Somesilence.

“Iwanttofindhim.Weneedtotalk,mantoman,”



Maqhawesays.

“IguessNomaguguisfinallydone,”Vumilesaysto

herselfandheavesaheavysigh.

Maqhaweraiseshiseyebrows.

“Youknowhowtreatsher?”heasks.

“TrustmeIhaveprayedforthem,”shesays.

Heclencheshisjaws.TF!

“Andwhatdifferencehasyourlousyprayersmade?

He'sananimalhidingbehindGod.”

“Helphimfindhisrightfamilyandstopblaminghim

forthethingshehadnocontrolover.”

Aminuteofsilencepasses.Someweighthasbeen

shedofftheirshoulders.

“HowdidyoumeetJabu?”Vumileasks.

Asmilecreepsoutofhisface.Itwasalongtime

agobuthestillremembersthedaylikeitwas

yesterday.Hewisheshecould'vedonethings

differently.Maybeloveherbetterandbethereat

thebirthofhisson.



“That'shectic.Ican'tbelievesheforgaveyou,”-

Vumile.

“Shedid,butshehasn'tforgotten.Sheisagreat

mother,agoodwifeandshecouldbeagoodsister-

in-law.Shegavemeareasontoliveagain.”He’sin

loveandit'ssogoodtowatch.

“Andyou.That'syourhusband?Thatman?”

Maqhaweasks.

Vumilecracksintolaughter.Well,shehasher

reasons.

“He'sagoodhusband,”shesays,stilllaughing.

“That'sall?”Maqhawe.

“Andstable.I'mnotJabuwhochoseamanwho'd

keepherinthevillagewithgoatsherwholelife.”

“AtleastIlookgood,Idon'tgivehernightmares.”

Theylaugh.Fornowit'saboutthem,asbrotherand

sister.Afterthislittlemomentofreunitingand

laughterthey'llworryaboutDumisani.

.



.

THALENTE

He'sbeenstaringatmeforawhile.Thelastcouple

ofdayshavebeenhard,Iknewthathecaredabout

NdabukobutIdidn'tknowthismuch.He'sworried

morethanhewaswhenMaqhingawentmissing.

Hesmokesalot,that'swhathedoeswhenhe's

stressed.Nowhedoesn'tcarewherehesmokes;

bedroom,kitchen,lounge,onmyfaceoranywhere.

I'vebeenthinkingaboutmovingbacktomyshack,

I'mscaredformylungs,butIcan'tleavehiminthis

state.Also,whereamIgoingtowatchDSTVifIgo

backtoCannelands?

“Doyouwanttocuddle?”Iaskhim.He'sbeenweird

fortoolong.

“No,”hesays.

I'moffended,Icuddlehisblackasslikeateddbear,

whyisherefusing?

“Areyoubeingcuddledbysomeoneelse?”Iask.



Helaughs,outoftheblueandreallyhard.Iwasn't

tryingtobeacomedian,hereallyoffendedme.

Hestopslaughingandpullsmeintohisarms.

BecauseI'mpetty,Ifoldmyarmsandglareathim

icily.

“ThereisafamilylunchonSaturday,”hesays.

“Oh,okay,”Isay,notsureifhe’sgivinganinviteor

what.

“Yourfamilyisinvited,”hesays.

Okay!Thisoneisfunny.Weeatlunch;ameal

duringtheday.Butwedon'tdressupandgoto

otherpeople'shousestoeatlunch.Ifyoudon'thave

foodyouaskfromtheneighboursandcookinyour

ownhouse.There'snowaymymotherisgoingto

comeallthewayfromKhangelanitoeatfoodin

Durban.

Andisn'tthisashortnotice?

“Babarequesteditandhe'smadepreparations.He

wantstomeetyourfamilybeforelobola

negotiationsstart,”hesays.



“Ndlalifa!”I'mshocked.Hecan'tthrowthis

bombshellonmetwodaysawayfromtheproposed

date.

“We'llfetchthem,”hesays.

That'snoteventhechallengingpart.Telling

MaNgobeseisahugeproblem.Shedoesn'teven

knowthatI'mseeingsomeone.

“Ihaven'ttoldmymomaboutus,”Isay.

“That'syourproblem.Maybeyoushouldlether

knowbeforerestingthatbigforeheadofyourson

myarms,”hesays.

Thehoneymoonphaseisreallyover,fromkisseson

theforeheadto“restingthatbigforeheadofyours

onmyarms.”

“WhatifIdon't?”Iask,justtodarethedevil.

“Thenshe'llfindoutwhenIparkoutsideyourhome

topickherup,”hesays.

Iknowhecoulddothat,theotherhalfofhisbrain

staysinthetaxirank.



Itakemyphoneandstepoutofthebedroom.My

chestisdryashisbuttocks.Idialmymom's

numberandcallalltheMbathaancestorsto

surroundmeduringthiscall.

“MaMbatha,”sheanswers.

Whatajollymoodshe'sin!

“Ma,howiseveryone?”Iask.

“Wearegood.Sandisoisvisitingus.”Oh,this

explainshermood.Sandisoisherlatebrother'sson,

he'salittleterroristwhocandonowrongbecause

hisfatherdiedwhenhewasstillaninfant.

“That'sgreat!Ican'twaittoseehimonSaturday,”I

blurtout.

“You'recominghomeSaturday?”

No,you'recomingtoDurbanwoman!

“Ihavetotellyousomething,”Isay.

Ican'tbelieveI'mthisoldandscaredtotalktoher

aboutboyfriends.IwishIwaswhite,TalentDeClerk.

“Imetsomeone,here,inDurbanandwegetalong.”



Thelastpartisalie,Idon'tgetalongwiththattall

gumtreebutIlovehimtodeath.

“Aman?”Gosh,hertone!

“Yes,”Isay.

Aheavysigh!

“Thalenteyoucan'ttrusturbanmensoeasily,”she

says.

Ididn'texpectthisresponse.Ithoughtshe'djust

bitemyheadoff.

“He'sagoodguyandhisfamilywantyouand

everyonetocomeoverforlunch,”Isay.

“Forlunch?YoutoldthemIdon'thavefood?”

Phewww!

“It'saformalthing,morelikeagatheringoverlunch

withfamilyandfriends,”Iexplain.

“Anginayoimaliyeqhaga,”shesays.(Idon’thave

moneyforagift)

Idon'tseethislunchthingbeingsuccessful!



“Youdon'thavetobringiqhaga,it'slunch,nota

ceremony,”Isay.

“Oh,okay.Whenisit?”

“Saturday,”Isay.

“Fine.Iwillcomebutyou'llhavetosendmoneyfor

thetaxi,”shesays.

Reliefwashesalloverme.

“Don'tworryaboutthat,worryaboutwhatyou're

goingtowear,”Isay.

“Iwillbewearingthedressyourauntgavemein

2006forChristmas.”

TF!That'snothappening.Notthatdressthatlooks

likeasariofaconfusedIndianwoman!

[03/14,10:42] :Chapter54

NDONDO

Iputarobeonanddragmysleeperstothedoor.It's

Ndlalifa,onelookathisfaceandIknowthatthings

arestillbad.Iwishtheycanletmegoseehim.



“Ndondo,”Thisishiswayofgreetingme.He'llhave

toexcusemeforlookingthismessy.Idon't

rememberthelasttimeIsatdown,combedmyhair

anddidmyeyebrows.

“Howareyou?”Iask,steppingoutoftheroom.

“I'mgood,whatcanIsay?Babaisdownstairs,he

wantstoseeyou,”hesays.

Oh,thisisasurprise.IthoughtNgidiwascoming

backtomorrowmorningforthefamilylunchwith

Thalente'sfamily.

“What'sgoingon?”Iask.Ihaveaknotbelowmy

stomach.Ican'ttakemoreheartacheoflosingthe

Mngomezulumen.IlostNhlanzekothefirsttime

andlosthimagainforthesecondtime.Now

Ndabukowantstoleavemetoo?

“He'lltellyoueverything.Let'sgo,”hesays.

Mybreathisheldupinmythroat.I'mtryingtowrap

myheadaroundallthepossibilities.Idon'tsee

myselfbeingabletolivewithoutNdabuko.MyEDD

isaroundthecorner,he’ssupposedtobethere

whenIgivebirth.Hesaidhe'dbeholdingmyhand,



andIknowthathewouldhavebeentherephysically

andemotionally.That'swhyIneededNhlanzeko’s

spiritout.That'swhyIneededNdabukoback.

InodatNgidiandlowermyselfonthecouch.He

doesn'tlooklikesomeonewho'shadenoughsleep

oreatenhealthilyindays.

Hegoesstraighttothepoint.Ndlalifadisappeared

inthekitchen.Istilldon'tknowwhatIwastryingto

achievebycomingtosleephere.Thehousefeels

emptywithouthim.

“Youarenotgoingtogivebirththenormalway,”he

says.

Thenormalway?ThatmeansIwon'tpopthebaby

outthroughmyvagina!

“IwillhaveaC-section?”I'myettoaskwhenhe

startedtobeamid-wife.

“Youwillhaveawaterbirth,attheMngomezulus.

Ndabukowon'tbetherebutamedicalteamand

Ndabuko'sunclewillbetheretoensurethatyou're



protectedatallcosts.”

Waterbirth?TrustmeI'veseensuchthingson

YouTube,yes,everythingisabnormalwithit.

“Whosaidthat?”Iask.Thisisthemostridiculous

instructionastressedpregnantwomencaneverget.

“Nxumalo,”hesays.

Nxumaloisthenyangathat'streatingNdabuko.I’ve

nevermethim,orevenspoketohimoverthephone.

Hehashisassistantswhocommunicatewiththe

outsideworldforhim.

“Why?IsitgoingtomakeNdabukobetter?”Iask.

“No,it'sforyouandthatbaby.It'snotoutoffashion

ortrend,foryouit'sallaboutbirthingapuresoul

andcleansing.”

“IsNhlanzekothreateningtocomeforthebaby?”I

ask.Thatsoulhasproventobetheoppositeof

whatIhadinmind.AllthewondersIhadabouthim

inmyheadhavebeenanswered.Iknowexactly

howwewould'veturnedout.

“He’dneverdothat.”He’sdefensiveandoffended.I



understandbecauseNhlanzekowaslikeasonto

him.Hewantstokeeptheperfectpictureinhis

head.

“HedidcomeforNdabuko,”Isay.

“Becausehe……”Heclearshisthroat,asiftocontrol

histongue.“Nhlanzekowasnotabadperson.He

communicatesdifferentlyfromtheotherside.He

lovedNdabukomorethananything.”

“Isthereanythingyou'renottellingmeMrNgidi?”I

ask.

Asigh!He'sdefinitelyhidingsomething.

Ndlalifa’sfootstepscuttheconversation.He's

carryingaplateoffood.He'smadefullbreakfastfor

me.

“Iknowyouarestarvingthebaby,”hesays,putting

theplateinfrontofmeandleavingagain.

Thisisniceofhim.Iwasstarving;feedingabodyin

anemptysouldoesn'tseemlikeapriorityforme

lately.

“WhatdidNdabukodo?”Ihaven'tforgotten,I'm



askingbetweenthechewsandstaringatNgidi.

“NdabukotookyoutoNhlanzeko’sbedroomon

purpose.Hedidn'tknowthingswouldturnoutthis

way.It'sliketeasingadogwithapieceofmeat.But

hewasinadifficultposition.”

ItsoundslikeI'vebeenkeptinthedarkfromso

manythings.What'sthedealhere?

“We'llleavetomorrowafternoon.It'simportantthat

youwaitattheMngomezulupremises,”hesays.

“Isthatanorder?Ijusthavetoupandleave?Who

amIgoingtostaywiththere?”

“Ifhisauntdoesn'tcomethenwe'llhirea

housekeeper.”

TheauntI'venevermet?I'drathertakeHloniwith

me.Thisisgettingmorecomplicated.Ihardlyhave

avoiceinanydecisionthat'sbeingtaken.Ihaveto

flowwitheverything,becausethelastthingNgidi

needsrightnow,ismystubbornness.

“Areyoucomingtolunchtomorrow?”Ndlalifaasks.

Ididn'tnoticethathewasstandingthere,bythe



bookshelfandgoingthroughsomedocuments.

“No,I'llgohomeandcheckonmymother,”Isay.

“Yourfatherisstillmissing?”Ngidi.

Phonerings.It’smymother.

“Notyet,”Isaytohimbeforeansweringand

steppingoutoftheroom.

Therearesniffsinherbackground.Ifrownasmy

heartstartstorace.

“Mom,iseverythingokay?”Iask.

“Theyfoundhim.CatherineBoothhospital.Hewas

knockedbyacarorsomething.”

Iwasn'thopingforhishappyreturn,buthearingthis

andrealizingthatit'sBahlesniffingbehindher

crushesme.

“Ishestillalive?”Iask.

“Yes.HewasinICUbutnowhe'sout.Theysayhis

spinalcordcracked,sothatmeanshe'llbeina

wheelchair.”



God!That'sabittoomuch.

“Howareyoufeeling?Whenareyougoingtosee

him?”Iask.

“Maybetomorrow.VumileandMaqhawewentthere.

Ihavetomakesurethatyourbrotherisokay,andI

stillneedtocallandbreakthenewstoAndiswa.Oh,

andthechurchtoo.”

Itmakessense.Butmyfirstquestionwasn't

answered.

“Howareyoufeeling?”Irepeatthequestion.

“I'mstilltryingtowrapmyheadaroundit.”

Iguessthat'sallshe'sgoingtosay.It'sstillgoingto

gettough,he'llrequireextraattentionandsomeone

who'llbebyhisside24/7.

“Okay,I'llbethereinanhour,”Isayanddropthecall.

Ihavetodealwithallthisnow?WhenI'mheavily

pregnantandfightingtheMngomezulughost

battles!

.



.

BHEKIZITHA“NGONYAMA”NGIDI

It'sthenightbeforelunchwiththeMbathas.He

didn'tthinkthingswouldbethiscomplicated.The

nightbeforeheleftthenyanga’shomesteadwhere

Ndabukoiskept,hehadwethisbedandhewas

rumblingmorethanever.They'vebeenthroughthis

before,Zamafuzewasthereandtakingcareofhim.

Hewasinandoutofhospitals.Butthistimearound

it'sdifferentandNgididoesn'twantNdondotoever

seehimlikethat.Sohelplessandsick!

Hewantstotakesides,toblameNhlanzekoandcall

himadevilorangryghost.Buthecan'tbring

himselftodoit.Lifewasn'tfairtoNhlanzeko,it

neverwas,anddeepdownNgidiknowshowmuch

hecaredaboutNdabuko.It'shiswayof

communicatingthat'sdistasteful,whichiswhy

lockinghimoutoftheancestrysoundedlikeagood

planuntiltheyexplainedtohimwhatitmeans.He'll

beamongamillionlostsouls,hewon'tbeableto



communicatewithhisfamilyevenwhenhe'sin

need.Therewon'tbeanyceremoniesperformedfor

him.Allthisbreakhisheart.

Therearesoftstepscomingbehind.Theystopand

he'salreadyfeltwhoitis.They'reallhere,thekids

andher.Maqhingafetchedher,togatherwiththem

intomorrow'slunchwiththeMbathas.Thiswas

supposedtobeagoodnighttospendandhavea

gooddinnerasfamily.Buthe'shere,standing

behindthebalconydoorwithaglassofwhiskyin

hishand,lostinhisownmisery.

“Areyouokay?”sheasks,standingbehindhim.

He'snotusedtothisquestion.Nobodyaskshimif

he'sokayornot.It'snobody'sjob.He'sthefather,

notthewayaround.

Heswallowsasipandslowlyturnstolookather.

She'swearingasimplenavydress,blackpumps

andforachange,shedoesn'thaveadoekonher

head.Hersilkyhairisplainlycombedtotheback.

Shelooksabityoungerlikethis.



“Aretheyasleep?”heasksher.

“Yeah,they’veallgonetotheirrooms,”shesays.“I

askedifyou'reokay?”

Hewashopingthatshe'dletthisonego.

“Justalittlestressedout.Butthat'spartoflife,we

can'tbehappyallthetime,”hesayswithashrug

andfakegrin.

Shestepsforward.He'sstaringather,capturingall

herfacialfeaturesandstoringtheminhishead.

“Maybeyoushouldsharewhateverlittlethingthat's

stressingyououtbecauseyoulookawful,”she

says.

HepushesasidetheMngomezulubattlesandall

hissorrows.Hesipsonhisdrink,hiseyesgluedon

herandmakingherabituncomfortable.Shewants

himtoshare,right?

“Ineedsomebodytoloveandsharemylifewith,”he

says.

Phumzileisstunned.That'snotwhatshethought

thiswasallabout.Shethoughtmaybehewas



thinkingaboutSnakhoorworriedaboutworkstuff.

“Ithinkwecanbothagreeonhowharditistokeep

thefamilyintactsingle-handedly,tolistentoyour

ownheartbeatthroughoutthenightandhave

nobodytoleanonto.Tohavenoonebutyourself!”

Sheclearsherthroat;whydidshecomehereagain?

ThisthingofalwaystryingtobeMotherHen!

“Yeah,Iknow,”shenods.

Helooksaround,asifscanningallcornersofhis

spacioushouse.

“Yoursister'shouseiscoldandempty.I'venever

beencomfortablebringingawomaninthehouse,

aroundmykids.ButI'veforgivennow.I'matpeace

withherbeinggone.”

“That's…..good!”She'snotsurewherethisis

heading,shewasn'theretodiscussheartmatters

withhim,shejustwantedtoseeifhewasokay.He

justleftinthemiddleofdinner.

“No,it’snot,becauseI'mlonely,”hesays.

Shechuckles,looksaroundforsomethingtositon



butfindsnone.Okay,thiswillbeawkward!Even

moreawkwardifsheleaveshiminthemiddleofa

conversation.

“KaLindaMkhonto,pleaseletmeknowifwhatI'm

abouttosayoffendsyouinanyway.”He'sstepping

closer!Why?Whatisheabouttosay?Atthisage,

whenthey'rebothabouttohavegrandkidsand……

“Canyoucomeandrevivethefireyoursisterleft

burningattheNgidis?Idon'twanttobealone

anymore.Andyou'retheonlywomanIcantrustand

beabletoturnthishouseintoahomewith.”

Sheshutshereyesandexhales!

“I'mnotMagcina,Bheki,”shesays.

“I'mawareofthat.YouarePhumzileandI'masking

tosharemylifewithyou.Pleasebewithme.”

No,no,no!He'sgettingclosetoher.

“BhekiI'mtoooldfor…”

Facegrabbed!Beforeshecanevenblink,hislips

havecrashedonhers.Hesucksherlowerlip,

smoothlybutquickly,andthenlinkshisforehead



ontohers.

Herchestisabouttoburstintohalves.Herheartis

thudding.Akiss?Fromhim?

“Wealsohaveneeds.Emotionally,physicallyand

sexually.TheonlyreasonIwilltakeforyour

rejectionisifyou'renotattractedtomeorifyou're

notcomfortablewiththefactthatIwasina

relationshipwithyourlatesister.ButI'mnottaking

thisagenonsensefromyou.”He'sstaringather.

Afterthatstolenkissshecannotbringherselfto

holdhisstare.

“OurkidsaregrownBheki.Whataretheygoingto

say?WhatisNdlalifagoingtothinkifIgoformy

sister'sman?”

“ItoldyouwhichreasonsI'mgoingtounderstand

andmakepeacewith.Rightnowyou'retellingme

aboutotherpeople'sproblems.Ndlalifadoesn'tstay

here,hedoesn'tknowwhenI'mhungryorcold.He

doesn'thugme,hedoesn'taskhowI'mfeelingor

blushformelikethis,”hesays.

Sheblushesevenmore.Thisiswronginsomany



ways!

“Trysomethingelse,”hesays.

Sheexhalesdeeplyandbattleswithherinner

thoughts.Shecan'tdenytheattractionbecauseit's

obviouslythere.Maybeit'sbecausehe'severything

thatshethoughtnomancouldeverbe.Hemakes

herseethisspeciescalledmendifferently.

“Ihavealifebackhome,”shesays.

Thissoundsgoodenough.Imaginetwooldpeople

inalongdistancerelationship?

“Whatlife?Lookingafterhousesandgraves?You

deservemoreinlifePhumzile,”hesays.

“WhatifI'mokaywithmylifelikethat?IfIdon't

wantmore?”sheasks.

“ThenI'llletyougo,”hesays.

Thatwassurprisinglyeasyforhimtosay!

“Butyouhavetoseetheothersideofthecoinfirst.”

Oh,thereisacondition?

Sheraiseshereyebrow.



“Meaning?”sheasks.

Hedoesn'texplain,hegrabsherneck,thistimehe

doesn'tstealthekissnorsurpriseher.No,shesees

itcoming.Hiseyesgrowingsoftandhislips

quiveringashebringshisfacecloser.Shehearshis

heavybreathsandseesthedesperationinhiseyes.

Hekissesherandshewasreadyforit.Hishands

arewrappedaroundherneck.Assoonasshe

kisseshimback,heremovesonehand.Itslides

downherbackandbalancesoverherbutt.

It'salittlebituncomfortable.Shestepsback,trying

tobreakwhateveritisthatthey'redoing,buthe’s

followingherandinitiatingthekissoverandover

again,untilherbackisstuckagainstthewall.

“You'rebeautiful,”hesays,brushinghislipsdown

herneck.

Hishandismassagingherhips.There'sanestof

butterfliesinherstomach,herbodyisreacting

ungodlilytothetouchofherlatesister'sman.

“Iwon'thurtyou,”hesaysinalmostwhisper.His

handisrestingoverherfront,runningupanddown



asiftofeelhercookiebeneaththedress.

“I'llneverforceyoutodoanythingyou'renot

comfortablewith,”hewhispersinherear.

Heknowsexactlywhattosaytogethernerves

settleddown.

“Makemeamanyoursisteroncemademe,

please!”

There'sasoundcomingfromthekitchen.Herheart

startsracingoutoffear.

“Idon'twanttobeseenhere,let'sgotoyour

bedroom,”shesays.

Ngidismilesandnods.Heletsherleadthewayand

followbehindher,hiseyesareburningherbehind

andmakingheruncomfortable.

Shestopsjustafewstepsawayfromthedoorof

hisbedroomandturnsaroundswiftly.

“Orwecantalkaboutthissomeothertime?”she

suggestswhilefiddlingwithherfingers.



Ngidiletsoutachuckleandturnsthedoorhandle.

“Idon'tbitePhumzile,getin,”hesays.

Hishandlandsonherback,withoutforce,he

pushesherinside,walksinafterherandshutsthe

doorbehind.

Shesitsonthebedandlooksaround.Thisroomis

ridiculouslybig.Magcinaisonthewall,shewas

youngerandhappy-accordingtothesmileonthe

picture.

“ShewaspregnantwithNdlalifa,”hesays,following

hereyesandlinkinghisarmaroundher.

She'squiet,juststaringatthepicture.

“Peoplecannotbereplaced.That'snotwhatI'm

doing,”hesays.

Shelooksathim.

“Thenwhatareyoudoing?”

“I'mfallinginloveagain.”

Silence.



“Phumzile?”

Asigh!Shelooksathimagain.

“Weneedyou.Allofus.Yourpresenceinthishouse

canchangealotofthings.Theyneedamotherand

ahappyfather,”hesays.

“BhekiI'mtoooldfor…”Heshutsherwithakiss

beforeshefinishesthatnonsense.Hepushesher

dressup,slideshishanduptoherthighs.

Sheletslooseandallowshishandtoseparateher

thighsandgofurtherup.

Hepushesherdownonbed.Herheadlandsonthe

pillow.Herbodywantsthisbutherinsecuresideis

startingtodominate.It'sbeenyearssinceshewas

lastinapositionlikethis.

“Iwon’thurtyou,”hesays,droppinghisforeheadon

hers.

“Whatifwedon'tenjoythis?”sheasks.

She'scapableofaskingamantopulloutandstop

inthemiddleofthedeed.And,maybe,he'susedto



more.Beautifulwomenwithperfectbodiesand

flawlessskin.

“Thenyou'llletmeknow,”hesaysinawounded

voice.

Sheexhalesandnods.

It'sayes!

Hisbodywantstogetbetterofhimbutthisisnot

Thobile,oranyotherwomenhe'scrosssexual

pathswith,hecannotrushthisone.Hehastobe

patient,tomakesurethatshe'sreadyandhungry

forthisandthenhehastogiveherthenightshe'll

neverforget.

(I'LLDROPANOTHERINSERTABITLATER,FOR

SINGLEPEOPLE)

[03/14,10:43] :Chapter54

ADDEDSCENES

(CONTAINSADULTSEX)



Thedoorisshut.He'sinhisbirthdaysuit.Hairy

chest,potbellylookingroundandsexy.Hisbuttocks

-well,notthatsexy.Hiswristshaveweirdbangles

andgoatskinsaroundthem,givinghimmore

dignityasablackZuluman.

Downtohisfirmthighsandhairylegs,there'sa

monstrousshaftthat'spoppingveinsandlooking

readytodestroysomeone.

Maybesheshould'vestoodherweakgroundsand

toldhimno.It'sgettingreal.He'scomingbackto

bedwithabottle.Isitoil?Heputsitonthebedside

pedestalandcrawlsnexttoher.

She'sscared,butnotscaredasshewaswhen

Msawenkositookhervirginity.She'sscaredof

beingexposedtosomethingshewon'tbeableto

resistinfuture.

Hewantshertogetnaked.Itmakessense,they're

abouttohavesex.

But…..



“Can'tIkeepmyclotheson?”sheasks.

There'sthisthingofshiftingtheunderweartothe

side,Msawenkosiusedtodoitwhenhewasina

hurry.AtleastthatwayBhekizithawon'tseeher

scars,stretchmarksandcellulite.

“It'snotaboutourprivatepartsonly.Ineedtofeel

youPhumzile,tohaveyourfleshagainstmineand

tosweatwithyou,”hesays.

Hesaysthingsthattameher,almosteverytimehe

openshismouth.Isithischarmorthathetellsher

thingsthatherearshaveneverheardbutlongedfor?

“Iwantyounude,”hesays,liftingherdressupwhile

staringintohereyesforanysignofdiscomfort.

Shehelpshimtakeherdressoff,leavingherinbra

andhertightonly.It'suncomfortable,he'sstaringat

her.

“IgavebirththroughC-section,”shesaysquickly.

“Somecamefromfights.”

Shesexplainingherscars,whichNgididoesn'tgive

afu€kabout.Hecaresabouttakingherbraoutand



scoopinghermelons.Andthattight,it'shiding

somethinghe'sdyingtosee.

“You'reafighter?”heaskswithasmilewhile

sendinghishandstoherbackandunhookingher

bra.

“Whenprovoked,”shesays.

Provoked,right?Hepresseshishardshaftagainst

hercoveredthighs.Insteadoffightinghim,she's

fightingherbreaths.

“AreyougoingtofightHlomukatoo?”heasks,still

teasingherthighswithhishardshaft.

She'sblushing,wordsarestuckbelowherthroat.

“Yoursilenceisgold,”hesays,droppinghis

foreheadonhers.

“Bheki,”shecallssoftly,tearinghereyesawayfrom

him.

Lord,thisistoomuchforhersoul!

“Let'suncoverPum-pum,”hesays.

Phewww!Themomenthascome.Hisfingerslides



inthewaistofhertight.Sheshiftsuptoenablehim

topullitdown.

Well,thereherzebra-thighsare!Fullyexposedtoa

man.Hegetsthepantyoffandleavesher

completelynaked.

Hethrowseverythingonthefloor,pullsupher

kneesandslidesinbetweenherthighs.

Heliesontopofherandcupsherbreasts.They're

toobigforhishands.Funnily,shedoesn'tfeelhis

weight,theonlythingshefeelsisthehardshaft

restingoverherwaist.

“Hello,”hesayswithasmile.

Thisisthesideofhimtheydon'tknowattherank.

He'slikeaboy,hissmileisgorgeousandhis

bedroomeyesaresexyashell.

“Areyoutryingtokillme?”heaskswithagrin.

Oops,herthighs!They’resqueezinghim.She

loosensupandthatgrantshimthechancetopull

herthighsfurtherapart.

“Relax,willyou?”Heholdsherfaceandbrusheshis



lipsagainsthers.Thentenderly,hecapturesher

lowerlipandsucksitslowly.Shefollowshislead,

flowingwiththekisswithoutlettingherfearsstand

intheway.It'ssensualandunlockingthefeelings

shehadputatbay.Hisfingersaretrailingdownto

herneck,eachtouchleavesherfeelingwarmer,

withtinglesalloverPum-pum.

Hestops,hiseyesaregrowingsmaller.

“DoIneedahandwrittenpermissionfrom

Nomkhosi?”He'sweighingherbreasts.

ThepointisinPretoriaandPhumzileiswandering

inJoburg.Permissionforwhatnow?

Hechuckles;hercluelessnessstunshim.Helowers

hisheadtoherchestandscoopsoneboobtohis

mouth.Hesucksthenipple.

Oh,hemeantthis,suckinghernipples!

Ashistonguecirclesaroundthenipple,givingPum-

pumawarmerfeelingthatleavesherdrenchingin

sexualreadiness,amoanescapesherthroat.

HermoansfuelNgidi'senergy,hesnatchesboth



herbreasts,pushesthemagainsteachotherwhile

suckingfromnippletonipple.

Heputshisfacebetweenthemandrunshistongue

overherskinallthewaydowntohernavel.

No,no,no!Hecan'tgodownanyfurther.That's

disgusting!

Ngidisensesherdiscomfortandlooksupather.

Hesmiles,justtoputheratease.

“Idon'thavetoothpicks,whatarewegoingtodo?”

heasks.

Herbrainisworkingonthescaleoftwo,that’sifit's

workingatall.Toothpicks?Forwhat?Who'seating

themeathere?

Whoooah!

Shejumpsupandalmostknockshisjawswithher

knee.TF!

“Youcan'tdothat?”Didheevenseehowwetsheis

downthere?Imaginehimthrowingupthesalads



theyhadfordinneralloverhervaginabecausehe

wassuckingthingsthataren'tmeantforthemouth.

“Phumzile,comeon.IwanttodothismorethanI

wanttodoanythingtonight.”He'sbeggingand

slowlygettingheronherbackagain.Hereally

frightenedher.Herdiscomfortisobviousbuthe's

determinedtogiveherthisexperience.

Heplantsakissonherforeheadbeforegoingdown

onheragain.

HepushesherlegsupandleavesPum-pumonhis

face.

Histongueslidesfrombelow,justabovethecleftof

herbuttocks,followingherwetentrywaytotheclit.

Henibblesitwithhislipsbeforesuckingit.

“Yuuu!Yuuu!Hlomuka!”Screamsarefillingupthe

bedroom.AllherintentionsofkeepingherSweet

Marysidegodownthedrain.She’sgrabbingthe

poorman'sheadandgrindingherripefruitagainst

hismouth.



Herlegsstarttotremble.Sheclosesherthighsover

hisface.Helicks,sucksandfingersthewetPum-

pumtothepointwhereherbodyundergoesa

momentofstillness.Ittakesaminuteforher

sensestocrawlback.Shefeelslighter,morewet

andthirstyforthemonstrousshaftthat'sbeen

teasingherthighssincetheygotinthisroom.

Oh,shucks!Hisbeardhasdropsofhercum.How

embarrassingisthat?

Itlookslikeamucus.Cantheroofcollapseand

burythem?

“CanIwipeyou?”sheasks,buriedin

embarrassment.

“Youcanopenyourthighsabitwider,”hesays.

That'snotwhatsheasked,butshedoesastold.

“Wewon'tneedthis.”He'sreferringtothetinybottle

onthepedestal.Hisfingersareslidingbetweenher

labiasandstrokingherhardclit.

“Phumzile,can'tIlivelikethisfortherestofmy

life?”He'sbetweenherthighs,rubbinghisbeard



betweenherbreasts.Itfeelsgood,likeeverything

he'sbeendoingtoherinthisroom.

“Iloveyou,”hesays.Histipisknockingonher

entrance.

Shewantstosaysomethingbutwordsarefailing

her.Shewantstotellhimitfeelsokay,thisthing

they'redoing,shelikesit.

Itslidesin,slowly,likeasnakegoinginaholeafter

alongdayofbitingpeopleandpoisoningthem.It

fitsin,allofit,andfillsupPum-pum.Itdidn'thurtas

sheexpected,shewasreadyenoughto

accommodateit.

Hishandsslideunderthefatrollsonhertummy.He

startsmovinghiswaist,thrustinginandoutofher.

Itfeelsgood,morethananythingherbodyhasever

feltbefore.She’svocalaboutit;

“ThereHlomuka….shuuuuu….pleasedon'tstop!”

Sweatisrunningdownhisface.He'sabouttotwist

hiswaistwhiletryingtohiteverycornerthereis.



“Phumzileyou'regoingtokillme!”hecriesout,

squeezinghisfaceandfightingbacktheurgeto

explodebeforedeliveringanotherorgasm.

Thismeansshe'sdoingsomethingright?She

opensherthighsevenwider.

“WozaBheki!”shesays,buckingupherhips.

Hegroansloudly,tightenshisjawsandpullsout

immediately.

“Phewww!Cool…down…cooldownHlomuka!”He's

massaginghisshaftandpacingaround,nearthe

bed.

Hetalkstoit?Thatdoesn'tevenmatter,shewants

himinsideherandshewantstoseethatexpression

onhisfaceagain.

“PleasecomebackHlomuka,”shebegsit,nothim,

thedi€k.

“You'rechokingitPhumzile,”hesaysindefeatashe

crawlsbackonthebed.

“Havemercyonhim,”hebegs,droppinghis

foreheadonherandpushingitbackinsideher.



Everythrustiswelcomedbyascream.He's

groaningoverhershoulders.It'scomingagainand

thistimehewon’tbeabletoholdback.

“Thisspermisburningmydi€k,Phumzile!”Hisgrip

istighteningaroundherneck.Hispaceisrapidand

fast.

“Letitburnmenow.Spreaditinsideme,Hlomuka!”

Thefollowingthrustsareaggressive,deepandclit-

bursting.Hiseyesrollbacktohisbrain,hismouth

openswidelybutnowordscomeout,onlyalong

“ohhhhhh”thatdragsfromdeepfromhisthroat.

Hisbodyrestsontopofher.He'soutofit!He's

finished.Doneanddusted.Gameover!

Shestartsfeelinghisweightandpusheshimtothe

side.Herollstohissideandcatcheshisbreath.

Itfeelsgoodtobeinthisposition.Thismanlooks

thisweakallbecauseofher.Itdoesn'tleaveher

feelingusedoranything.Shefeelssuperproudof



heroldvulva,jobwelldone.

“Areyouokay?”sheasks,placingherhandoverhis

shoulder.

Heavybreaths!

“Yes,”hesaysandturnstofaceher.

Asmilecurvesfromherlips.Shecan'thelpit.He's

drenchedinsweat,hiseyesaresunkenandhislips

arestillparted.Shedidanumberoneonhim!

“Doyouneedwater?”sheasks.

“No,Ineedakiss,”hesays.

Someofhisanswers!

Shegivesaquickone.Hefrowns,andthen

chuckles.

“AmIKhweziorThingotoyou?”heasksandpulls

her.

Hekisseshertheadultway;deep,withatongue

play.

They'rebothrunningoutofbreath,Phumzilebreaks

thekissandinhalesdeeply.



Hishandisstillonthesideofherneck.He'sstaring

ather,hiseyesarewidelyopenanddiggingouther

soul.

Shesmilesathim.Hesmilesback,butitdoesn't

reachhiseyes.

Somethingisbotheringhim.

“Youmeantotellmethiscouldbethelasttimewe

spendtimetogetherPhumzile?”heasks.

Shedropshereyesandexhales.Noanswer!

“Iknowit'saharddecisiontomake.Butplease

considerwhatwefeel,theconnectionthatwehave

andthehappinesswebringoutofeachother.We

haveraisedourkidsandpaidourdebtsforbirthing

theirsouls.Nowwedeserveustoourselves,”he

says.

“Iknow,butwhatarepeoplegoingtosay?”she

asks.

“Whataretheysayingnow?”

“Trustme,I'vebeenasubjectofrumoursinthepast.

Fromnotclarifyingwhothefatherofmychildwas



tofailedrelationshipsandnotgettingmarried.I

knowhowitfeelslike.”

“Andwhichpartofyourbodydidyoulose?Anear

ortoe?”

Shegiveshimalook.Hechucklesandkissesher

nose.

“HlomukaandPum-pumstilloweoneanother.We'll

talkaboutthissomeothertime,becausetherewill

besomeothertime.Doyouneedanyrefreshment?”

heasks.

“Justsomethingtodrink,”shesays.

Hekisseshercheekandgetsoffbed.Hewalksto

thebathroomandcomesbackwithatowel.

Hecleanshimselfandher,thenwrapsanother

towelaroundhiswaistandleavestheroom.

--

Hepoursthegranadillajuiceandemptiesapacket



ofcookiesontheplate.Thistakeshimbacktothe

earlydaysofhisandMagcina'srelationship.He's

tryingtoohardtoimpress,wipingeventhetiniest

crumpsonthetrayandmakingsurethecookiesare

inorder.

Therearefootstepsapproachingthekitchen.He

liftshisheadupandlooksatthepassage.

Maqhinga’sU-turnisdeyaled,Ngidihasalready

seenhim.

“Heywena,comebackhere!”hecalls.

Maqhingastopsandcursessoftly.Slowly,heturns

aroundandwalksback.He'scarryingplates,twoof

them,andtheyhaveleftoversandmeatbones.

Wait,arethosefromhisJennaCliffordset?He

didn'tknowtheywerespecialandexpensiveto

haveuntilNdondotoldhimso.Hegotthemasa

ChristmasgiftfromoneofBantwanaHoldings

associate.

“Babawhatareyoudoinghere?”heasks.

Baba?He'sguiltofsomethingandit'smorethan

juststealingtwopreciousplatesinthemiddleof



thenight!

“I'mpreparingasnack,can'tyousee?Whatthefu€k

areyouusingmyplatesfor?Whoareyouserving?”

Maqhingascratcheshishead.Oldpeopleare

supposedtobeasleepatthistime.Whythisfather

outofallfathersintheworld?!

“Ummm…SnaloandI,wewerehungry,”hesays.He

knowsthatSnalowillcoverupforhiminthe

morning.

“Shedoesn'teattomatosauce,neitherdoyou.Who

didyoubringtomyhouseMaqhinga?”He's

forgottenaboutthesnackhewaspreparing.Even

Phumzileisnotbeingservedintheseplates.

“Jeez,son!Calmdown,you'relookinglikeanold

thwasawrappedintowelsandmakingsnacksat

night.Youdon'teatcookies,whoisthisfor?”

Hedoesn'teatcookies?Yes,hedoesn'tbutit'snone

ofMaqhinga'sbusiness.

“Idon’treporttoyou,thisismyhouse,”hesays.

Maqhingaputstheplatesinsidethesinkand



ignoreshisfather'spiercingstare.

“Gotosleepandmakesurethatyourbit€hwashes

myplatesbeforesheleavesat4am,”Ngidisays.

“4am?!”Maqhinga.

Thatlook!Ifhekeepsgoingonhe'llpunchhisface

andforcehisbooty-calltoleavethismoment.

“Okay,fine.”Heputshishandsupandpassesnext

tothecounter.Intheblinkofaneyehehas

scoopedhalfofthecookiesandstuffedsomeinhis

mouth.

“Motherfu€ker!”HisarmpassesNgidi'shandbyan

inch.Herunsoutofthekitchen,leavinghisfather

cursingandreopeningthecupboardtotakeout

anotherpacket.
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Wakinguptoamanwithablissfulsmilestaringat



mehasmeraisingmyeyebrows.Ndlalifadoesn't

smilethisbrightlyinthemorning,atleastnotuntil

hegetsamorningglory.ItisuntilIrememberwhat

dayitis.ThebigSaturday!

Ifeelatightknotsittingbelowmystomach.He

camelateyesterdaybecausehehadapre-dinner

withhisfamily.ApparentlyhisauntcametoDurban

forthis.

It'sbig,everyoneislookingforwardtoit,exceptme.

Igroanandrolloffbed.Thedriverisarrangedto

pickmeupat8am,I'llgowithhimanddirecthimto

Khangelani.SoIhavetowakeupandgetready.

“Idon'tevengetababykiss?”heasks.

Luckilyforme,nowIknowallthetricksinhisbooks.

Ijustblowhimakissandtakeofftothebathroom.

Myperiodsarearoundthecorner,Iknowbecause

oftheskinbreakoutsonmyface.AfterlotioningI

putonagownandheadtothekitchentomixan



eggmask.Idon'tknowwhereIheardaboutitbutI

remembertheingredientsandinstructions.It

must'vebeensomewhereonFacebook,those

peopleareeverything;dermatologists,lawyers,

doctors,comediansandEnglishprofessors.

Oh,he'supaswell.He'smakinghiswaytothe

kitchen,alsowearingagownandsleepers.Itwas

madeforhim,I'veneverseenagownsuiting

someonesoperfectly.He'sagown-man.

“Heylove,”Isay,abitimpressedbyhisheight,nose

andears.

“Youleftmeonbed,”hesays.

Gosh,he'sstillsulking!

Irollmyeyesandtakethebowloutofthecupboard.

“Evenyesterday,youpretendedtobeasleepwhenI

cametobed.Itdoesn'tfeedonbiryaniThalente,”he

says,pointingathismanhood.

“YoumeanifIputbiryaniinsidemyvaginayou

wouldn'twantit?”Iask.



Hejustsighsandsitsonthechair.

It'sastupidquestion,Iknow.Ijustdon'tunderstand

whyhefeelslikehispenisisentitledtomyvagina.

“Pleasedon'tscramblemine,”hesays.

He'stalkingabouteggs?

“Oh,no,thisisformyface,”Itellhimandcrackone

moreeggintoabowl.

Ithinktheysaidyouneedthewhitepartonly,but

I'mclumsyashell,ithasallmixedup.Idon'tthinkit

makessomuchdifferenceanyway,it'sjustamatter

ofcolours.

Ibeatituntilitturnsintoafoam,thenaddlemon

andhoney.He'swatchingmewastinghisfood.I

don'tlikethewayhe'sstaringatme,asifI'velostall

mymarbles.

Iclearthecounterandthrowdirtinsidethebin.

ThenIapplymymaskandgositnexttohim.

“Itwon'twork,”saysthegreatestdermatologistof

alltimes.



“Thankyouforbeingpositive,”Isay.

Hisfingeriscomingtomyface.Iblockitbeforeit

makescontactwithmyskin.OutofallmenIchose

thisone!

“AllthischildishnessbecauseIdidn'tgiveyousex?”

Iask.

“Yes,”hesays.

Well,hemustsuithimselfthen.

“Iwon'tbeabletotouchyouthewholeday.Why

don'tyoujusttakeagunandshootme?”

Iwonderifallmenarelikethis.Thisonehas

specialneeds.

Irollmyeyes,theyalmosttouchmybrains.

“I'mnotataxidriver.Idon'tshootpeople,”Isay.

Fuck,thisthingdropsdowntomyeye!DidIapply

toomuch?Isitevensupposedtobewaterylikethis?

“Areyouokay?”heasksinpanic.

Ihavelemon,honeyandegginmyeye!Ofcourse

I'mnotokay.Ipushbackthechairandrushtothe



bathroomwithmyhandovertheeye.

He'sonmyheelandaskingifI'minpain.Icannot

answer,notwhilemyeyeisburninglikethis.

Iopenthetapandlowermyfacetotherunning

water.AsIsplashitovermyface,thepainis

subsidingbitbybit.

Ifeelcoldairhittingmybutt.Therearehands

holdingmygownuptomywaist.Myeyesare

closed,I'mtryingtorinsemyfacewhileprotecting

myeyes.

He'sbehindandtakingadvantageofme.Hisshaft

isrubbingmycleftandteasingmyopening.Ididn't

wearapanty?Really!

“NdlalifaI'mtryingtogetlemonoutofmyeye.”Lord,

whyhasmyvoicesoftened?Ishouldbesternand

notbendingmyasslikethis.

“I'malsotryingtogetthespermoutofmy

scrotum.”Hecanbesopompous!

Mybodyhasalreadybetrayedme,it'swarmand



wetforhimtojustslideinandfeedthenon-biryani-

eatingdi€kofhis.

He'sslammingagainstmybehind.I'mholdingonto

thesink,temporaryblindbutdishingthecookieout.

Myoptometristwouldbesodisappointedinme.Oh,

Idon'thaveone!

Nevertheless,Ishouldbetakingcareofmyeyes.

“Sthandwasami!”He'snowpushingme,hisshaftis

burieddeepinsideme.

Ibetterletgoofthesinkandfaceanotherdirection,

beforehecutsmybigforeheadintohalfby

slammingitagainstthesink.

Hedoesn'tstop,hisarmsarewrappedaroundmy

waist,he'spushingmearoundthebathroom.OrI'm

running?He'sactuallynotpushingme,I'mtryingto

escapeandhe'scorneringme.

Ifalldownonmyknees.Hekneelsbehindme.At

thismomentI'mscreamingmylungsoff.His

strokesareconsistent,soisthepleasurehe



provides.

“Baby,please!”I'mnotbegginghimtostop.He

knowswhatIwant;hisfingersovermyclit.

Buthedoesn'tdoit,hejustincreaseshispaceand

slamsinsidemeharder.

“Oh,fuck!”Hegroansandpushesmedowntothe

flooronmystomach.Ifeelhisjissomssplashing

warmlyinsidemeandfillingmeup.

He'sdone.Areyoukiddingme?Whataboutmy

orgasm?

“Ndlalifa!”Myvoiceisstern.ImhlolakaJamesle!

Herollsoffmeandliesonthefloor,flatlyonhis

stomach.Thisman!

Hefinallygainshissensesandturnsaround.I'mon

myfeetwithmyhandsonthehips,waitingforhim

toseethedisappointmentonmyface.Heshould

seetheagonyhisfailureofapenishasleftmewith.

Hiscumisflowingdownmythighs,yetmyclitis

stillthrobbing.I'mtakinghislazypenistoMen's



Clinic!

“Youshouldsticktocalamine.Theseartificialmask

thingsaren'tyours,”hesays.

That'sthefirstthingthatcomestohismind?Really?

Ihaveproblemsdeeperthanskin.Forexample,a

manwhodoesn'tgivemeanorgasm.

“Ndlalifawejusthadsexandyoudidn't….”

Herisesup,hisdi€kisrestinglikeabanana

betweenhisthighs.There'snohope.Howbigismy

sinonearth?

“No,Ijustfuckedyou.Andwhydoyoucare?It'snot

likeyou'restillinterestedinintimacy.”

LikehellI'mnot!

“Ifyouwere,Iwouldn'tberunningbehindyouand

stealingmomentsfromyourcookielikethis.ButI

enjoyedit,umnandigirl,”hesays,winksandleaves

thebathroom.

Whatthehelljusthappenedhere?IknowI'vebeen

givinghimahardtimelately,butit'snotonpurpose



norbecauseI'vehadenoughorgasmstolastmea

lifetime.I'malwaystiredandsleepy.I'mnotfaking

it.

NowIhavetocleanmyselfafterthesexIwasn'ta

partof?

“NdlalifaNgidicomebackhere!”Iyell,exitingthe

bathroomandheadingtothekitchenwhereI'm

certainhe'sdisappearedto.

“WhatdoyouwantThalenteMbatha?”heyellsback.

“Apenis,duh!”

Hisfacewelcomesme,there'sagrinspreadfrom

eartoear.Butthere'samessagehe'srelayingwith

eyes.I'mslow,that'swhymyGrade9teachermade

mesitatthefrontnexttoaclassgenius,Istepin

regardlessofthewarninginhiseyes.Boom,his

brotherisstandingnexttohim!

Iwanttodie!!!

.

.

Ihaven'trecoveredfromtoday'smorning



embarrassment.Iranandlockedmyselfinthe

bedroomuntilhisbrotherleft.Somewhereinhis

headthewholesituationwasfunny.What'sfunny

aboutscreamingatsomeone'sbrotherand

demandinghispenisthathewasgiftedbyGod?I'm

surehisbrotherthinksI'masexfreakwhereverhe

is.

Myreputationwasruined!

Butbeingherebringsmysmileback.Theairsmells

differentlyhere.Steppingonthegroundsalone

makesmefeellikeaqueenreturningtoherhome

land.

Ihopethesepeopleareready.Thelunchissetfor

2:30pmandtheNgidisarerichpeople.Theysay

timeismoney,whichobviouslydoesn'tapplyhere,

tous.Timeistimeandmoneyismoneyaround

here.

Thecarparksjustbelowtheyard.Ithankthedriver,

it'sthesamemanwhodrivesmetowork,todayhe's

drivingNgidi'sHundae.He'shumble,always.I



shouldgethimsomethingtodrinkbeforeweleave.

HestaysinthecarwhileIgoinside.Ididcallmy

motherwhenwecrossedEnembebridgeandlether

knowthatwe'llbehereinanhour.Theyshouldbe

readyandwaiting.

SandisoisthefirstpersonIsee.He'snotevena

person,he’salittleagentofSatan.Don'tgetme

wrong,Ilovehimtodeathbuthandlingthisone

needsatleastthreesachetsofGrandpa.

“Bandile!”heyellstosomeonebehindhimandruns

tome.

BandileisMaMgenge'sgrandson,healsoemerges

fromthehouseandrunstome.

Theselittlechipmunks!Aretheycompetingina

Vaselinecontestorwhat?Andwhobuysan

innocentchildgreensneakers?

“GogosaidwearecomingwithyoutoDurban,”-

Sandiso.

They'rebothwrappedaroundmylegs.Theselittle



humanscanbecute.ButcomingwithmetoDurban?

“Hhayi-bo!WhichGogosaidthat?”Iask.

Sandisopointsatthecar,theotherone'seyes

widen.

“I'lldrive,”hesays

“I'llcountthechange,”theotherone.

They'rerunningtothecar.Myquestionisleft

hanginglikethat.Ihopewhatthey'resayingisnot

true.NotonlyaretheyshininglikeVaseline

influencers,togethertheymakeaverytoxicpair.

Thiswholelunchwouldbeamess.

Iwalkinsidethehousewherevoicescomefrom.

IndeedMaNgobeseisdressedup.Wediscussed

thesaridressissueandIconvincedhertogowith

thepeachdressandhermatchingheadscarf.Now

myproblemisMaMgenge.Idon'trememberinviting

her.Where'sshegoingwiththecolour-blocking

dressandwide-brimmedhat?IsitPondsthat's

makingthemlookliketheywokeupfromthe



mortuary?

“Sanibonani,”Igreetandpullachairbythewalland

sit.

They'restaringatme.Havetheynotseenarich

man'sgirlfriendbefore?

“Sincewhenareyouayellow-bone?”MaNgobese

asks.

“Andthisfat?”herfriend,MaMgenge,adds.

Idon'tremembersigninganysortofcontractto

staythesamecomplexion,ornottogainanyweight,

withneitherofthem.I'mshockedbytheirquestions;

Ididn'tpromiseanyonenottogetfatorturnlighter.

“Thecarisoutside,”Isay,ignoringtheirquestions.

MaMgengeturnshereyestoherfriend;“Thedog

haseatenyoureggsntombikaNgobese.”

MaNgobeseisstillstaringatme.Iwishtheycan

fightallthetime,theirfriendshipistoxic,bad

friends!

“Areyoupregnant?”MaNgobeseasks.



Shockmeagain!Infact,killmeandcremateme,

andturnmeintoholyash.

“No,Ma!I'mnotpregnant,jeez.IsaidImet

someone,itdoesn'tmeanI’mhavingbabieswith

him.”They'remakingmesoangry.Howdarethey

accusemeofpregnancy?Itookapregnancytest

twomonthsagoandIwasn'tpregnant.

Twomonthsago…?Holyshit!

Ineedaglassofwater.No,makeitthreelitres.

“Areyouokay?”MaMgengeaskswithagrinonher

face.She'denjoymebeingpregnant,wouldn’tshe?

PARTIIat21h00
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SandisoandBandilebeingonthistripwithus,

MaMgenge'scolourfuldressandmysister's



absencearethelastthingonmymind.Icouldbe

pregnant;thevillagewalking-pregnancytestsare

alreadysuspectingmeandIhavethesymptoms.

I'malwaystired,sleepyandchoosywhenitcomes

tofood.

It'sonlywhenthecardrivesinthatitclickstomy

mind.Wearehere,theparentsareabouttomeetfor

thefirsttime!

“Khehlayourskinhasdried,”that'smymother

referringtohernephew.She'sunzippingherbag

andtakingsomethingout.AbottleofVaseline?

Thischildisalreadyshininglikeavetkoekcoming

outofahotoil.

“Helooksfine,Ma,”Isay.

IcanimagineSnaloandMaqhingasharinglooksat

thetableoverthis.

“ThisismynephewandIknowhimbetter.Youlive

here,inthesebighouses,youknownothing.”She

putsVaselineonherpalm,rubsitandpulls

Sandiso’sfaceandmassagesitallover.



MaMgengethinksit'scute,shepullshergrandson

anddoesthesametohisface.

Thesekidsareofficiallythewalkingvetkoeksof

SouthAfrica.

“OpenthelastbuttonofyourshirtBandile,”Isay.

ThechildlookslikeaJehovahWitnesswhoforgot

histie.

“Forwhat?Helookshandsome,hejustneedsto

tucktheshirtinsidethetrouser,”MaNgobesechirps

in.

Betweenmeandher,MaMgengetrustsherfashion

advicebetter.Havingbothofthemhereandthe

kidsistheworstthingthat'severhappenedinmy

life.

WeareledinsidethehousebyNomkhosi.Shehas

oneofthoseAfricandesignedwrap-dresses,black

stilettoswithatouchofgoldandahugeheadwrap.

Shelookslikeaqueen.Iloveherbigsisterism.

Wearenotlate,that'sarelief.Thetableisset



outside,inthebalcony.Ididn'texpectthesettingto

bethisfancy.IfIdidn'tknowtheteamofAndiswa,

SnaloandNomkhosiIwould'vesaidtheyhada

decoratingcompanyhired,butIknowtheycould've

justputallthistogetherbythemselves.

“Wedidn'tknowyou'regettingmarried,”MaMgenge

inalowwhisper.

Phewww!

Nomkhosihelpsthekidsontheirseatsand

rearrangesthecenter-piecethathadmymother

thinkingthisisawedding.

“DoIsayMthiyangenkomoabanyebethiya

ngehlahla?”Nomkhosiasks,standingwithher

handsonthetableandawelcomingsmileonher

face.

“Ifyouwanttogoon,say;ShandukaNdaba,

Sontshikazi,Gumbilamagwala,”MaNgobesesays.

Nomkhosiknewexactlywhattosaytotickleher

fancy.

“Ohthankyou,ShandukaNdaba.Everyonewillbe



hereinamoment,theyjustwantedyoutosettlein

firstandwashdownthedust.Anyway,weare

pleasedtohaveyouheretoday.We'vebeenlooking

forwardtothisday.Thalenteonlysaysgreatthings

aboutKhangelani.”

WhatgreatthingsdoIsayaboutKhangelani?

“Thobilepleasebringtheice!”sheyells,flashes

anothersmileatusandwalksbackinsidethe

house.

Thobilewalksoutwithabucketoficesandglasses.

Hermake-upisonpoint.She’snotintheuniform

today.She’swearingatightdressandacurlywig,

lookinglikeanordinaryfamilymember.However,

shedoesn'tlookhappyinherjob.

Sheleaveseverythingonthetable,chewshergum

andwalksbackinsidethehousewithoutsayinga

word.

MaqhingaandSnaloarethefirsttoarrive.Icannot



bringmyselftolookatMaqhingaintheeyes.Ican

imaginewhathethinksofme.

Heshakeseveryone'shandbeforesittingnextto

Snalo.Idon'tliketheireye-conversationsatall.

Luckily,theauntcomesout.She'sabeautiful,

humble-lookingwoman.Theysitstillwhentheysee

hercoming.

Formalgreetingsareexchanged.Herandthe

womenonthetablesharesomesimilarities,within

asecondthere'slaughtersurrenderingthetable.

Thobilewalksoutwithastackofnapkinsandan

annoyedlookonherface.

“Canyoupleasegetappropriatecutleryforthe

kids?”Mam'Phumzileasksher.

Didshejustrollhereyesoritwasmyimagination?

Hernerveismadeoutofsteel!

Thefather-in-lawstepsoutofthehouseinablack

tuxedo.He'sthefire,he'sthesmoke,he'sthe

charcoalandtheashes!Mam'Phumzileisstaring,



soarethetwowomenonthetable.Heisthe

DuduzaneZumaoftheirage.

Heevencuthisbeard.Wow,thisdaymustbereally

important.

Nomkhosifollowsout,afterhim,andleadshimto

hischairatthefarendofthetable.

“Well,theseareyourguestsNgidi,”shetellshim

andwalksaroundthetable,comingtome.

“Thetableislikeagardenofflowers.MaMbatha,

thankyouforacceptingandpassingmyinviteto

yourfamily."HeturnstomymotherandMaMgenge.

Mymomisstaringathim.MaMgengeisnot,she’s

blushingandmessagingherfingerslikeahigh

schoolgirlmeetingaHipHopartistforthefirsttime.

“Thankyouforcoming,zindlovukazi.ButIdidn't

seeyourbags?”hesays,frowning.

“Bags?”MaNgobese.

“You'renotsleepingover?”

Iknowhe'sjustteasingthem,butdeepdown

MaMgengewishesshecould'vebroughtherbag,



extrapantiesandcinnamon.

“Well,evenifit'sforfewhours,wearehappyto

gatherwithyou.They'lltelluswhyweareallhere,

I'malsoclueless.”

Isn'thetheonewhocalledforthislunch?I'm

confusedbyhisstatement.

Khosileansovermeandwhispers;“Youneedto

fetchhim.”

He'stheonlyonewho'snothere.I'vebeen

wonderingwhat'skeepinghim.

Igetoffthechair,eyesfollowandburnmybackasI

walkinsidethehouse.

Hisbedroomhereistinycomparedtotheoneinhis

house.Thisonehashispicturesonthewall.He

wasalittleboyinmostofthem.There'sasuitcase

ofhisoldclothesontopofthewardrobe.Hisfather

kepteverything.Eventhebicycleheboughthim

whenhewasateenagerisinthegarage.Heisa

manofmemories.



Idon'thaveclothesfrommychildhood,thosethat

werestillingoodconditionwerepassedtomy

sisterorgiventorelatives.TheonlymemoriesI

havearepicturesandconstantremindersofhow

badIwasasachildfromMaNgobese.

He'sstaringatthemirror,fixedlyandmotionlessly.I

standbehindhimandputmyaroundhiswaistto

announcemypresence.

“They'rewaitingforyou,”Isay.

Heinhalesdeeplyandnods.

He'sscared?ThewholeNdlalifaNgidi!

Istandinfrontofhimandputmyhandsoverhis

suit.Helookshandsomemorethanever.Ithought

he’dbeinhisjeans,rankT-shirtandfamouscap.

Buthe'smadeaneffortforthisday.

Heliftsmyhandsandholdsthemtohischest.His

eyesarehauntedwithfearandrestlessness.

“Areyouokay?”Iaskhim.

Heexhales,“I'mscared.”



“Scaredofwhat?”Iask.

“WhatifyourmotherthinksI'macriminal?”

“Whywouldshethinkthat?”Ifrown.

“Becauseoftheindustrywearein.Youalsothink

I'macriminal,right?”

Well,Idosaythatattimes.Buthe'sthelastperson

totakemeseriously.Isaysomethingstogetunder

hisskin,thesamewayhedoestome.

“Haveyoueverseenacriminalthatlooksthis

handsome?Iknowhowthetaxiindustryworks,you

dowhatyouhavetodo,whenyouhavetodoit.I'll

neverjudgeyouandIwon'tallowanyonetojudge

you.Youareagoodman,youtakecareofme,

makesurethatIstepoutofmycomfortzoneand

chaseabetterlifeformyself.Yousupportmein

everythingIdo.YouacceptmeforwhoIam.Well,

notallthetimes.ButIknowthatyourintentionsare

alwayspure.You'renotexactlywhatIimaginedfor

ahusbandandafatherofmychildren,butI

wouldn'thaveyouanyotherwayHlomuka.”

“Oh,whatdidyouimagine?”



Iknewhe'dask.Isaidthatonpurpose.

“Amanwho'llmakesurethatIcumbeforehim,”I

say.

No,Ididn’tgetoverit.

“Ifyourmotherwasn'toutsideIwould'vetornthis

dressandgotyoupregnant,”hesays.

“IfIwasn'tpregnantalready.Let'sgo.”Ipullhis

hand.

“WhatdoyoumeanThalente?”

Heshouldbepreparinghisspeechinsteadof

askingmeobviousquestions.Hisfatherhasspun

thewholestory,nowit'slikewecalledthefamilies

togethertoannounceourrelationship.

“KKMulaudzi!RomeoandJuliet!MyPerfect

Wedding!JackandRose!Titanic!”Heonlystops

whenNgidithrowsadaggerathim.Heshould've

beenexcludedfromthislunch,period!Hejust

broughtalltheattentiontous.

Wesitonourchairs.Ndlalifahasn'tlookedat



MaNgobeseandMaMgenge’sdirection.Iputmy

handoverhiskneeunderthetable.

He'sreallyscared.It'ssounlikehim.

“Well,thisisthepersonwhogatheredallofus

here,”Ngidithrowshimstraightinsidealion'sden.

Can'theseehownervousheis?

“Atleastitrainsfrequentlythatside,”hesaysto

MaMgenge.Iguessit'sthecontinuationofa

conversationweweren'tapartof.

“Notfrequently,sometimesweusewatering

bucketsandfetchwaterfromtheriver,”MaMgenge

says.

Mymother'seyeshavebeenonNdlalifafromthe

secondhesatdown.Hiseyesaretheglassofwater

infrontofhim,he'snotliftingthemupandIthink

Snaloistakingavideoofhimacrossthetable.

“Thesunissettingdown,”MaNgobesesays,still

staringatNdlalifa.

Thisisherwayoftellinghimtospeakup.Whyis



Ngididoingthis?WhatismypoorNdlalifagoingto

say?

“Sanibona,”hegreetswhilerubbinghisforehead.

He'ssweating.

Noanswer!

Myheartisracingtoo.Whyaretheynotreturning

hisgreeting?

“TellthemwhatThalenteisdoinghere,”Ngidisays.

RightnowIdon’tcareabouttheireyes.Igrabhis

handonthetableandholdit.

MaNgobeseandMaMgengesharealook.Didn'tI

tellthemIwasseeingsomeone?

“CanIbewithThalente?Iloveher,”heasks.I've

neverseenthisnervous,yetsweetestsideofhim.

“Oh,nowyou'reaskingforpermission?Ithought

youwerealreadytogetheranddoing“things”as

lovers,”MaNgobesesays.

She'snotsupposedtobegivinghimahardtime.

Maqhinga'seyessparksatwinkle.He'slovingthis!



“I'maskingforapermissiontobuildafamilywith

her,”hesays.

“Isshenotpregnantalready?”MaMgengeasks.

Gasps!!!

Ndlalifaturnshiseyestome.He'sconfused.

“We'llconfirm,”Isayinalowwhisper.

“SowhatareyourintentionsaboutThalente?”

MaNgobeseasks.

“Iwanttomarryher,”hesays.Hewasbornready

forthisquestion.

TheylookatNgidiandMam'Phumzile.

“Well,that'swhywearehere,thekidswanttoget

married,”Ngidisays.

MaNgobeseturnstome,feariswrittenalloverher

eyes.

“Youwanttogetmarried?”sheasks.

Ndlalifa'shandsqueezesmine.Idon'tknowwhat

signhe'stryingtogiveme.



“Yes,Iwanttogetmarriedtohim,”Isaywithoutany

doubtorfear.

“We'lltalk,”shesays.

Notbadatall.She'llprobablytellmehowbad

marriageisandreferencetoherfriends’ill

marriages,andI’lljustconvinceherthatI'mreadyto

faceitall.

Iguesstheawkwardmomentsareover,peopleare

backtotheirplatesandlowconversations.Ngidi

seemstobeinterestedintherurallife,mostly

cropping.Heisaskingathousandquestionsand

MaMgengeisgladlyansweringallofthem.

“Thankyoubabe,”Ndlalifasays,squeezingmyknee

underthetable.

Ilookathim.

“Foreverything,”hesays.Hiseyeslowertomy

tummy,thenhelooksupwithawarmsmileonhis

face.

AmIreallypregnant?IwilllooklikeNdondo?Ihope



Godandmyancestorscomethroughformeagain.

Thatcrewhasmyback,theyunderstandme.

“Idon'tseespoons,”-MaNgobese.

Nomkhosirisesfromherchairandunwrapsher

forkandknife.ShedoesthesameforMaMgenge.

They'restaringatherthewholetime.

I'mnotsurewhenSandisoandhispartnerincrime

startedeating.Didn’ttheyseeforksinfrontofthem?

They'restuffingmeatinsidetheirmouthsand

messingtheirshirts.Atleastthey'rekids,nobodyis

payingattentiontothem.

“I'mnotgoingtostabfoodndodakazi,pleaseget

measpoon,”MaNgobesesays.

Ineedwater!Igrabaglassandgulpdownahuge

sip.

“KahleMaNgobese,thiskindoffoodcannotbe

eatenwithaspoon.Haveyouneverbeentoa

restaurant?”MaMgenge.

Ican'tbelieveshe’stryingtoshineatmymother's

expense!



“It'sfineMa,I'llgetthespoons,”Nomkhosisaysand

walksinsidethehouse.

Thisisawkward.OramItheonlyonefeelingthat

way?

“MmmIlovecucumberandcabbage.Idon'tgoa

weekwithoutit,”MaMgengesays,forkingthesalad

andforcingitinhermouth.

Iwanttopunchheronthefaceandtellherit's

lettuce,notcabbage.Andsincewhenshelikes

salad?Wherehassheevereatengreensalad?

ThankGod,thespoonsarehere!Mymothergrabs

oneandstartseating.

“Don'tyouknowcucumberMaNgobese?”

MaMgengeagain.

She'stryingtoohard!Snalo'seyeskeepgoingto

them.She'ssuppressingalaugh.

“I'monlyeatingwhatI'mfamiliarwith,MaMgenge.

Don'teattoomuchyoutwo,”MaNgobesesaysto

thetwochipmunkswhoaremurderingchicken



thighs.

“Letthembe.Ndlalifawasalsolikethisasachild,”

Ngidisays.

Heonlychucklesnexttome.I'veneverseenhimso

humblebefore.

Snaloispouringchampagneinherglass.

MaMgengepushesasidetheCokemymotherand

herwerehavingandasksSnalotopourforheras

well.

“TrustmeMa,you'lllovethis,”Snalosays.

MaMgengesmiles,“ThisisexactlytheonethatI

like.”

Shesips.Herfacialexpressiondoesn'tshowthat

she'shaving‘exactlythechampagnethatshelikes.’

Herfacelooksforeigntothisthing.

“Whowantsadrumstick?R2!”Sandiso.

Notafoodsaleonsomeone'stable!Mostkidsdo

thiswhereIcomefrom,puttingtheirleft-oversup

forsale,butwearenothome.He'sembarrassing

me.



“Khehla,no!”hisauntsays,givinghimalook.

Maqhingaburstsintolaughter;“He'sgoingtobea

wealthybusinessmanoneday.Ialsostartedlike

this.”

“Youarenotabusinessman,”Ngidisays.

Mam'Phumzilegiveshimalook.She'sprobablynot

usedtothewaytheytreatoneanother.Ngidismiles

andpickshisfork.

They'reweird!

Icastmyeyestotheothersideofthetableand

noticethatMaMgengehasn'teatenmuchofher

food.It'sscatteredallovertheplate.Theknifeison

herlefthand,she'sstrugglingtocutthemeat.

Oureyesmeet.Igiveherasignal-“righthand

damnit!”

Andshebetterstoppretendingtoknowandlike

champagne.She'sawell-knownCokegangmember.

“Moresalad?”Nomkhosiasksher.

Fakesmile!



Shenods,“Ofcourse,mygirl.”

“Iloveyourhat,”Nomkhosisays.

“Oh,really.Mydaughterboughtitforme.Sheworks

inahospital.”

Whyisshegivingthemtheimpressionthat

Nondumisoisanurse?NondumisoandIbothdidn't

gotouniversity,wedon'thaveprofessions.

“Thefoodisnice,whoevercookedhereshould

teachThalenteathingortwo,”-MaNgobese.

Ndlalifalaughs.ThesameguyI'vebeendefending

andsupporting.He'snowlaughingatmewiththese

people.

“Hermanwillhireachef.He'sbeendrivingtaxis

sincehewasaboy.I’msurehehasmoneynow.He

droppedoutofschoolandjoinedthefamily

business,”Ngidi.

Ifeelhimtensingupnexttome.

“Oh,hedroppedoutofschool?”MaNgobeseasks.

Ngidimust’vesaidthattoseeherreaction.Ijust

hopeshedoesn'tjudgethem.



“Yeshedid,buthe'sahardworker,”Ngidisays.

“Ihopeso.Itwouldbeapityformygrandchildren

tohaveparentswhodon'tbelieveineducation,”she

says.

“I'lltakethemtobestschoolsandmakesurethey

don'tturnoutlikeme,”Ndlalifasays.

“Andhowdidyouturnout?”Ngidiasks,glaringat

him.

Hejustshrugshisshouldersandswallowshisdrink.

“You'resuccessful,intelligentandbrave.Youturned

outwellandIknowyou’llbeagoodmanto

MaMbathaandagreatfathertoyourkids,”Ngidi

says.

Foramomentthey'restaringateachother.Ndlalifa

isthefirstonetodrophiseyes.Idon'tknowbutI

thinkhe'sgratefultohisfather.Heneededtohear

thosewordsfromhim.

“IloveyouNdlalifa,”-Ijustneededtotellhimthis

now.Helooksup,hislowerliptrembling.Igrabhis

handquicklyandsqueezeit.



Andnow?Whyaretheyallstaringatus?Theirfood

isturningcold.

“ThalentewherecanIfindabathroom?”MaMgenge

asks.

She'sonherfeetandholdingherstomach.

“IseverythingalrightMa?”Iask.

“Justshowmethebathroom!”

Isitthatherstomachisrejectingherfavouritesalad

andchampagnealready?Thisisembarrassing.

Irushwithherinsidethehouseandleadhertothe

bathroom.Istandoutsidethedoorjusttoconfirm

thatshe'salrightinside.

Isthataballoonburstinginside?Agroan!

Lord,Icannotlistentothis.

AsifhearingMaMgenge'sfartandrunnypoop

wasn'tenough,hereIambumpingintoacrying

maid.

“Thobileareyouokay?”Iask.



“He'snotevenlookingatme.Whyishetreatingme

likethis?AmInotattractiveenough?WhatdidIdo

wrong?”

I'mnotSis’DollybutIcanrubherbackandtellher

thatmenaretrash.She'llfindsomeoneelse.She

mustknowherworthy.

“Looksisi,Ihavetogo.Pleasedon'tgivehimthe

satisfaction,hedoesn'tdeserveyourtears,”Isay

makingmywaytothedoor.

Ihopeshe'llbefine.Ireallydo.

[03/14,10:44] :SEASONFINALE

Chapter56

MAQHAWESIBISI

Hecannotfeelnormovehislowerbody.Hischurch

membershavebeeninandoutofhisroom,

deliveringprayersandquotingscriptstostrengthen

him.Vumilehasgoneouttogetthemsomethingto

drink.Thekids,AndiswaandBahle,havegoneback

homewiththechurchminister.Bahleistakingit



harder,tohimhisfatherwasahero,seeinghimlike

thisbreakshisheart.Nobodyunderstandshimthe

wayhisfatherdid.Howaretheygoingtogototheir

father-and-songamesifhecan’twalkonhisown?

Howaretheygoingtoracetheirbicyclesifhecan’t

movehisfeet?

Andiswaprayedtofindhimaliveandheis.She’s

thankfulforthat,anythingelsewillbetakencareof

withmoney.She’salreadydrawnupaposter

lookingforanursewhocanstaywithhimoncehe’s

beendischarged,allfundswillcomefromNdondo’s

account.It’stheirfather,she’ssurethatshewon’t

mind.

Maqhawehasn’tsaidanything,he’ssittingonthe

chair,staringathimlyingonbedhelplessly.Yes

theyhadtheirdifferences,hetookalotfromhislife,

orhe’dliketobelieveso,butseeinghimlikethis

breakshisheart.Hecannotimaginebeingaman

andnotbeingabletotakecareofyourself.

Nowit’sjustthetwoofthem,Dumisaniisnot



lookingathimeventhoughhecanmovehishead

andtalk.It’seitherhe’sashamedorhating

Maqhawe’spresenceasusual.

“Mahlase,”Maqhawesaysafterclearinghisthroat.

“Pleasedon’tcallmethat,”Dumisaniresponds

withoutturninghisheadtolookathim.

“Ididn’tknowuntilafewdaysago,”Maqhawesays.

“Howwouldyouhaveknown?Wherewereyou?”

Dumisaniasks.

“Thismatterwasbetweenyouandmom.Itwouldn’t

havematteredwhetherIwasthereornot,”hesays.

Slowly,Dumisaniturnshishead.He’sempty,death

would’vebeenbetterthanlivinglikethis.

Nomaguguhasn’tcometoseehim.Theysaidshe’d

comebutit’sbeendaysandthere’snomessage

fromher.

“Maybeyoucould’veprotectedusMaqhawe,”he

says.

“Yourexpectationswereveryhigh,Imustsay.I’m

onlyfiveyearsolderthanyou.Iwasn’tasuperman,”



Maqhawesays.

There’ssomesilence.

ThenDumisaniliftshiseyes.

“Ihaveneverlivedmydream,youknow.Marriage,

Nomaguguandleadership.Itwasallforcedonme.

Callmespineless,selfishorweak.It’swithinyour

rightbecauseyouneverknewyourparentsforwho

theywere.Theonlypersonwhoknowshowdeep

myscarsareandhowdamagedIam,isNomagugu.

TheonlypersonwhoknowshowscarredVumileis,

it’sherhusband.”

“Andit’syouwhoknowshowmuchmyparentshurt

me.YouDumisani,thebrotherwhousedtoeditlove

lettersforme.Youknewhowmuchshemeantto

mebackthen,yetyoumarriedher.”

“ItwasthatorNdondowasgoingtobekilled,”

Dumisanisays,somehowannoyedthatMaqhawe

stilldoesn’tgethowunfairlifewastohim.

“Aftertheypassedon,whydidn’tyoucomebackto

mewiththetruth?WhydidyoukeepNdondoaway

frommeifkeepingherformewastheonlyreason



youagreedtomarryNomagugu?”Maqhawe.

Silence……

“Youwereangryatmefornotbeingasuperman

thatyouandVumilewantedmetobe?”

Deepbreathandmoresilence.

“YouowemeanswersDumisani!”

Hesighs,“Icouldn’tletNomagugugo,shehad

alreadyacceptedmeandIknewthatnowoman

wasevergoingtoacceptmeasIwas,excepther.

LettingNdondocomeandseeyouwould’veledinto

youandherreunitingandIcouldn’thavehandled

that.”

“Soyoukeptmydaughterawayfrommebecause

youwereinsecure?”Maqhaweasks.

“Yes,”henods.

“Areyouproudofyourself?Ifyoulookcloselyat

yourselfinthemirror,don’tyouseeDad?”Maqhawe

asks.

“No,Idon’t.I’mnothinglikethatmonster,”Dumisani

says.



“You’reright,youarenothinglikehim.Heneverhit

norrapedourmother.Youhavenomatchwhenit

comestocruelty.Yetyousayyouarescaredof

losingNomagugu.”

“Iamscaredoflosingher,”Dumisaniinsists.“And

I’vealwaysknownthatthedayyoucomebackto

ourlivesherandIwouldend.Whereissheaswe

speak?”Hisvoiceisbreaking.

“Don’tmakeanymistakeDumisani.Ididn’theal

fromhowherandIbrokeup,becauseitwasforced

andsheleftwithmychild.It’snothingmorethan

that,Ihaveawifeathome.”

“YoumeanifIdieyouwon’t….”

“IfyoudieDumisaniIwillcometoyourfuneralasa

guestandgobackhometomywife.”Heopensa

bottleofwaterandgulpsitdown.It’stoolatefor

brotherhood.Maybeiftheirparentswerestillaliveit

would’vebeeneasytofillthegapsandknitback

theirrelationship.Butnowsomuchdamagehas

beendone,theonlythingthattiesthemtogetheris

blood,nothingelse.



“Canyoudoonethingforme,please?”Dumisani.

Maqhawejustlooksathimandsaysnothing.But

he’slisteningandthat’senoughforDumisanitogo

on.

“MakesureI’mburiedattherightplacewhenIdie,”

hesays.

Maqhawedidn’texpecthimtotalklikethis.The

doctorssaidhe’lllive,hischancesofsurvivaland

livingalonglifearegood.

“Youarenotdying,”hesays.

“LifeisunpredictableMaqhawe.Thereareno

guarantees.”

.

.

NDLALIFA

Hemust’vebeen17whenhisfatherstoodinthe

middleoftheroadandpointedtheMchunutaxihe

wasdrivingtothesideoftheroadandorderedhim



togetout.It’dbeenmonthssincehedroppedoutof

schoolandlefthome.Hewasstayingwithfriends,

somedayssleepingintown,underthebridgeand

wakinguptowanderaroundtherank.Whenhe

decidedthathewantedtodrivetaxishedidn’t

approachhisfather,hewenttoMchunuandasked

himforajob.Hedidthatsolelytoannoyhisfather.

Ngidiusedtobeghimtocomehomeeverytimehe

bumpedintohimlookinglikeastreetkid.

Sometimeshe’dtakeataxiandlookforhimallover

thestreets.

He’dstayhomeforafewdaysbeforestealing

moneyandreturningbacktothestreets.Hewas

surethatonedayhewasgoingtobebraveenough

toputabulletthroughhisfather’sheadandkillhim.

Buteverytimehisplansstartedtoassemblehe’d

thinkofMaqhinga.HimandNgidiwereveryclose,

hewasagoodfathertohimandNdlalifacouldn’t

affordtobetheonetotakethatawayfromhis

brother.

ThedayhisfatherorderedhimoutoftheMchunu

taxiwasthedayheshowedhimwhyhewascalled



Ngonyama.Hedidn’treprimandhim,no,hefought

himasifhewasfightinganotherman.Withagun

cockedandplacedonthebed,hepunchedhim,

threwhimagainstthewallsandstrangledhimwith

hiskneepressedonNdlifa’schest.

Itwasanear-deathexperience,hespentthenext

fewdaysinanoldhousenexttoGroutville,locked

insidewithfoodandpainkillers.

Hehasnevertoldanyoneaboutthatday.Even

Nhlanzekodidn’tknow.Whenhecamebackhome

hepretendedasifnothinghappened.He

apologizedtoMaqhingaforbeingabsentand

promisedtobearoundmoreoften.Herekindledhis

relationshipwithMaqhinga,butnotwithhisfather,

andbothofthemwereokaywithitbeingbroken.

Heofficiallystarteddrivinghisfather’staxislike

anydriverthatwasemployedtodoso.Therewas

nospecialtreatmentorextrapayment,iftherewas

anything,hewasslavedmorethananyone.His

fatherwasstillangryathimfordroppingoutof



school.

Herandomlyownedagunoneday.Hehadno

enemiesanddidn’tneedagunbecausehisfather

wasthenabigshotattherank,everyonefeared

him.Hehadtheunitofbodyguardsemployedto

lookafterhim,whichautomaticallyputeveryone

relatedtohimunderprotection.ButNdlalifawent

andgotanunlicensedgunwithoutanyoneknowing.

OnedayhedecidedthathimandNgidineededto

haveanexclusivedinner.So,hehadoneofhis

friendsfetchingMaqhingatohaveastudynight

withhisyoungbrother.Thatgrantedhimachance

tocook,prepareaspecialdrinkforhisfatherand

waitwithagunhiddenbehindhiswaist.

Itwas8:35pmwhenNgidiwalkedin.Allthelights

wereturnedoff,thehousewasdarkbuthewasable

tonoticehissonstandinginthemiddleofthe

kitchen.

“Iseverythingalright?”heasked,reachinguptothe

wallandturningthekitchenlighton.



“YouareverylateBaba,”Ndlalifasaid,inhaled

sharplyandwalkedtothetablethatwassetfortwo

people.

“Washyourhandsandjoinmefordinner.Maqhinga

wenttoSihle’shousetostudywithMenzi,”hesaid.

“Oh,Ididn’tknow,”Ngidisaidwhilewashinghis

handsandgettingreadyfordinner.Itwasunlike

Maqhingatogoanywherewithouttellinghim,but

hementallyexcusedthatonetimeandembraced

thefactthathiseldestsonhadprepareddinner.He

wascomingaround;therewasalightattheendof

thetunnel.

Whathedidn’tknowwasthatMagcina’spicture

wasoneofthedecorationsonthetable.Hisheart

sunkassoonashesawit.

“Sinceshecan’tphysicallyjoinus,IthoughtI

shouldinviteherpictureinstead,”Ndlalifasaidwith

afakegrinandashrug.

Itwasjustthreeminutesthroughdinnerwhen

Ndlalifapoppedthequestion.Itwasn’tthefirsttime



heasked,theanswershehadgotinthepastdidnot

satisfyhim.

“Whereismymother?”heasked.

Ngidichokedandreachedforaglassofdrinkthat

wasinfrontofhimandgulpedhalfofitdown.

“WetalkedaboutthisNdlalifa.Yourmotherleft,”he

saidwhenhewasfinallycomposed.

“Leftorkilledbyyou?”Ndlalifaasked,glaringathis

fathericily.

“Ididn’tkillher.Ilovedher.”Hetookanothersip

fromhisglass.ThesubjectofMagcinamadehim

uncomfortableandthat,forNdlalifa,wasaflag.He

stronglybelievedthathisfatherhadahandinhis

mother’sdisappearanceandhewasreadyfor

revenge.

“Iwillraisemybrother,”hesaid.

Ngidiwasfeelingabitdizzyandsuddenlytooweak.

“Whatdoyoumean?”heasked.

Aguncameoutofhisson’swaistandpointed

betweenhiseyes.



“Son?”Hewastooweaktodoanything,allhecould

dowasleanbackonthechairandstareathisson.

“IwantmymotherBhekizitha,”–Ndlalifa.

“I…loved…her…please…son…please…Maqhinga

cannot…become…an…orphan.”Hewasgetting

weakerwitheachwordthathespitted.Thegunwas

onhisbrow-ridge,itwasjustamatteroftimebefore

Ndlalifapulledthetrigger.

“It’sfine…ifyounolongerneed…me…buthe…he

needsme.”Atearrolleddownhischeekbeforehe

totallypassedoutonthechair.ItwasNdlalifa’s

chance,hehadtopullthattriggerandendhim.It

hadbeenhiswishforaverylongtime.Buthedidn’t,

insteadhetookNgidi’sarmsanddraggedhimtohis

bedroom.Helefthimonbedandbrokehispromise

toMaqhinga.Hedisappearedagain!

Ngidiwenttotherankthenextmorninganddidn’t

tellanyoneaboutthepreviousnight’sincident.

NdlalifawentbacktoMchunuanddrovehistaxis.

They’dbumpintoeachotherattimes,butneitherof

themsaidanything.Theyweretotalstrangers.



NdlalifawouldgotoMaqhinga’sschool,camp

outsidethegateandtakehimforaswing.They’d

talkaboutgirls,soccerandmoney.Neverabout

home.Maqhingawasinstructedtolethimbeand

Ndlalifawasokaywiththeirrelationshipendingon

thestreets.Itwashealthythatway,withoutNgidiin

thepicture.

Butonedayhecamehome,withhisbagsand

everything.Hedidn’tapologizenorexplainhimself.

Hejustwenttohisroomandwokeupinthe

morningtoshadowoneofhisfather’staxidrivers.

ItwasafewweeksafterhisreturnthatMchunuand

hisbrothersbangedNgidi’sdoor.Theywerewith

Mchunu’sbrother’sfiancewhowasinhermid-

thirtiesbackthen.Ndlalifawasinhisearlytwenties.

Theywerelookingforhim,armedandreadytospill

blood.

“Whatdidyoudo?”Ngidiasked.

Hedidn’tsayanything.Hejuststoodbythewall

withhiseyesbulgingout.Thefiancewascrying



nexttotheMchunubrothers.Itlookedlikeshehad

herfacerearrangedabit,butsheworeherscarf

tightlyaroundherneck.

“Itookyoufromthestreets,cleanedyouandfed

you.Butyouhavethenervetosleepwithmy

brother’sfiance.Notonce,nottwice,butevery

fuckin’day!”Mchunuroared.

“What?!”Ngidi.

HelookedatNdlalifaandsawthathewasshaking

inhisboots.Asmuchashehaddonewronginthe

past,nobodywasgoingtocomearmedand

threatenhisson,insidehisownhouse.

“ItwasamistakeBaba,”Ndlalifasaid.

Bothofthemknewthatitwasn’tamistake.

Mistakesonlyhappenonce,noteverydaywith

someone’sfiance.

“Didn’tItellyounottoletmysondriveyourtaxis,

Mchunu?Didn’tIaskyoutolethimstaywherever

hewas?Youdecideditwasbettertotakehimin

andsellhimtoyourunsatisfiedwives?”Ngidiasked.



“Ngonyamadon’tevenstart!Thisboybeggedme

forajobandthenpaidhimselfwithmybrother’s

fianceontopofthesalaryIwasgivinghim.”

“No,youusedmyson!”

Gunswerecockedandpointedatdifferent

directions.

“Getoutofmyhouseandmakesurethatyour

slu£ofafiancenevertouchesmysoneveragain!”

IttookamomentfortheMchunustolowertheir

gunsandleave.Ifitwasanyoneelseblood

would’vebeenspilt,butitwasNgonyamaandthey

knewbetterthantostartawarwithhim.

>>>>>

Ngidichucklesandshakeshishead.He’snever

seenNdlalifasoscaredandyetexcited.Hejust

droveinlikeamaniacandthrewawhitetubeathim.

“I’mgoingtobeafather!”hesaidindisbelief.His

eyesoverhisfaceandbreathsvibratingoutofhis



chest.

MaMgengealreadybrokethenews,itwasjusta

matterofconfirming.

“IneverthoughtI’dseethisday.Ireallythoughtyou

shootblank,ImeanfromMchunu’sfiancetoallthe

namelessgirlsyou’veplayedhide&seekwith,this

waslongoverdue,”Ngidisays.Hecannothidehis

happinesseither,he’sabouttobecomea

grandfather!

Ndlalifalaughsandlowershimselfonthecouch.

Theyhaven’ttalkedaboutMchunu’sfiancesince

thatmorningwhentheycameoverwithher.

“You’veneverpunishedmeformysins,exceptthat

dayinGroutville,”hequestionswithachuckle.“I’ve

alwaysfeltlikeonedayyou’lldragmetothathouse

againandmakemepayforeverythingthatI’ve

donetoyou.”

“IwishIwasmoreopenwithyouandMaqhinga,a

lotofthingscould’vebeenavoided.Iletfear

overpowerme.”

“Whatwereyouscaredof?”Ndlalifaasks.



“Thatyou’llhateher,”hesays.

“Soitwasbetterifwehatedyou?”

“Ithoughtso,untildinner.ThatnightIknewmy

dishonestyhadcostmearelationshipwithmyson.

ThatnightIunderstoodthegapyourmotherleftin

yourheart.Iunderstoodthatafatherwillalwaysbe

afatherandamotherwillalwaysbeamother.You

cannotplayboth,nomatterhowmuchyoutry.I

understoodyourpain.”

Ndlalifadropshiseyesandexhalesheavily.

“Iknowthepainoflosingaparent.Ilostbothof

mineinonenight,”Ngidisays.“Youcarrythepain

withyoueverywhereyougo.Nobodycanfillthat

gap.”

“I’msorry,”Ndlalifasays.

“No,I’moldnowandcountingyearsbeforeI’m

reunitedwiththemagain,”Ngidisayswithachuckle.

“Notaboutyourparents,butabouteverythingthatI

didtoyouinthepast.Youhadtodealwiththepain

oflosingyourparents,beingleftbytheloveofyour



lifeandmemakingyourlifealivinghell.Idon’t

deservetobecalledyourson.”

“YourmotherandIworkedveryhard,sweating

throughoutthenight,creatingyou.Don’ttellmenot

tocallyoumyson,doyouknowhowmanyrounds

ittookto…?”

“Jeez!Stopalready.Idon’tevenwanttoimagineit.

You’retoooldforthat,”Ndlalifasayswithhishand

up.

“Oldforwhat?Nowthatyou’restillinthisgood

mood,listenup,”Ngidisaysandadjustsonthe

couch.

Ndlalifaisstaringathimwithafrown.

“I’mseeingsomeoneandI’mmarryinghersoon.”

“Noways!Babashe’shereformoney,nothingelse.

Iwouldn’tbesurprisedifshehassleptwith

Maqhingatoo.Itlookslikeshewantsapiecefrom

alltheNgidis.”

“Whatareyoutalkingabout?”

“Thatslu£youwanttomarry,shedoesn’tloveyou.”



“Don’tyoudarecallyourmotheraslu£!”

“TF!Thatslu£isnotmymother.Shedidn’teven

makeittomysheets.I’mnothavingamotherwho

twerksbehindtaxis.”

“YousleptwithThobile?What’swrongwithyou?”

“Beforeyou,”Ndlalifasaysandshiftstoopena

distancejustincaseNgididecidestodosomething.

“Shewasmyemployee.That’sthebottomline,you

don’tfuckwithmyemployees!”

“She’snotyouremployeeafter5pm.”

“Oh,thenI’mhavingawordwithMaMbatha.She

needstotieherdog.”

Ndlalifa’seyespopout.

“What?Itwasalongtimeago.”

“Idon’tcare.AnywayThobileisnotbecomingyour

mother,yourauntis,”Ngidisays.

“Myaunt?”

“Yes,Phumzile.”



“What?She’smyaunt.Youdon’tfuckwithmyaunt,

that’sthebottomline!”

“She’snotyourauntupstairs,inmybedroom.”
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SNALONGIDI

Hestilllooksthesamewayhelookedthelasttime

shesawhimnineyearsago.Fineyellowboywith

bigearsandsharpnose.Theyusedtobethesame

heightbutnowhe’swaytootallerthanher.How

Ngidifoundhimisthestoryofanotherday,theyare

herenowandtheyneedtohavetheconversation

theysworetheywerenevergoingtohave.Ngidigot

himintosomehotelinPietermaritzburg,he’llbe

hereuntilalltheritualsaredone.It’sallonNgidi;

accommodation,foodandhistransport.

He’ssaidtohavehaddroppedoutofcollegeonhis

finalyear.Hefailedallhismodulesandthebursary



thatwasfundinghimwithdrew.Comingfroman

unstablehouseholdlikehis,furtheringhisstudies

fromhisownpocketwasimpossible,sohedropped

outandlookedforpiecejobs.He’ssurviving

becausehecanaffordtorentabackroomin

Sowetoandsleepwithsomethinginhisstomach.

HisoldNikebagislyingonthefloor.He’sstillnot

organized.TheyusedtofightaboutitwhenSnalo

wentforsleep-overs,she’dfindhisbedroomlooking

likeamess,withclothesscatteredonthebedand

hisshoeseverywhere.

He’slyingonbedwithhiskneesupandfacingthe

ceiling.Hehasn’tlookedatSnalowho’sstandingby

thedoorinexpensivestilettos,tightleatherpant

andLouisVuittonpurseunderherarm.Even

thoughhe’sthoughtabouther,heneverimagined

thedaytheyfinallymeetagainbeinglikethis.Ina

hotelthat’sbookedbythefatherwho’scomeoutof

nowhere,hiswalletcontainingonlyhisIDandR300



notes.

Hethoughtitwouldbedifferent,thathissituation

would’veimprovedandmaybe,justmaybe,she

would’veseenhimandbeenproudofthemanhe

turnedouttobe.

Theywereyoungandstupidinlovewitheachother.

Yes,theydidhorrificthingstogetherandhurteach

other,buttheyalwaysspokepositivelyabouttheir

future.Hewassupposedtohaveabrightfuture,he

hadashotatit,butheruinedit.Godknowshow

dedicatedhewastohisstudies.Tothisday,he

doesn’tknowwhatwentwrong.Whatbecameso

hardthathecouldn’tachieve50%evenonone

module?

He’sashamedofhimself.He’sashamedofhis

cheapMrPriceT-shirtandbaggyjean.He’s

ashamedofhisno-namesneakerslyingonthefloor

nearhisbag.Hecannotbringhimselftolookather.

Hisfirstlove.Themotherofhischild.Hispartnerin



crime.

“Mondli,”shecalls.

Hervoicestillsoundsthesame.Shewasn’tasweet

person,shehadaweirdenergyandaverybad

attitude.Buthelovedher,withherdarkness,

weirdnessandeverything.

Hestillcan’tlookather.Hisattempttorespond

endswithhimclearinghisthroatanumeroustimes.

“Hecould’vegottenyouabetterhotel,”shesays,

herstilettosclickingnearerandnearer.“Or

arrangedaguesthouse,orsomething.ButI’mglad

youcame.Theysaidit’simportantthatwedothis

forher.”

Theyhadanagreement.Nobodywasgoingtofind

outaboutthepregnancyorthemurderoftheman

herauntdated.

“Whydidyoutellpeople?”heasks,openinghis

mouthforthefirst.Hiseyesarestillontheceiling.

“Ineededtoheal,”shesaysandsitsonthebed,

puttingherexpensivepursenexttoher.



Mondlisighsandsitsup.

“Heisyourfather?”

“Yeah,it’salongstory.ButIhaveafathernowand

twobrothers.”

“Helooksrich,”hesays.

Snalolaughs,she’sdifferent.Herenergyislight,

penetrableandfriendly.Atotaldifferentfromthe

Snaloheknew.

“Ohyes,heownstaxisandalogisticcompany,”she

says.

Henods,holdsontohiskneesandexhales.

“Ihearyoudroppedoutofcollege.Howislife?”

Snaloasks.

“Hard,”hesays.He’dtellherthathisparentsand

sisterdied,buthedoesn’twanttowhineortobuy

herpity.

“Yourfathersaidachickenisneeded.”He’sbeen

prayingthatitwon’tcosthimmorethanR100.

“Andnewbornclothes,buthe’lltakecareofit.You



justneedtobepresentandbeapartofeverything.”

“IamthefatherNalo,nothim!”hesays,

suppressingthepaininhisvoice.Thismakeshim

feelevenmoreworthless.Hewantedeverythingto

happeninhisfather’shouse,buttheytoldhimhe

neededtopayforthedamagesandbringthechild’s

spirittohissurnamefirst.Obviously,hecouldn’t,

withwhatmoney?Hecan’tevenaffordahotelroom

andadecentmealforhimself.

“It’snotaboutwhothefatheris.It’saboutensuring

thatthebaby’sspiritisrestinginpeace,”Snalosays.

“Iknow.Iknow.”HepullsuphisT-shirtandburies

hisface.

“I’msorryabouteverythingthatIputyouthrough.I

wastheworsegirlfriend,ever.Iforcedyoutoagree

intodecisionsthathadapotentialofruiningour

wholelives.I’vealwaysthoughtaboutthisday,

whenwefinallymeetinadultlife.Idon’tknowwhy

youlovedmebecauseIdidn’tgiveyouareasonto.

Butthankyouforeverysacrificeyoumadeforme.”

Hedoesn’tsayanythingnorliftuphishead.He’s



paidforeverythingthattheydidtogether.He’spaid

fordruggingheruncleandhelpingherputhimin

themiddleofafreewayatnight.He’spaiddearlyfor

payingawomanonthestreetR60tokilltheirbaby,

brutally,inherstomach.He’spaidapriceforallhis

wrongs!

“Iwanttobealone,”hesays,hisfacestillhidden

behindthet-shirt.

EventhoughSnalowantedthemtolaythingsout

andclearthepast,sherespectshisrequestand

leaveshishotelroom.

Herheartisheavy.Shedidn’twanttoshowhimbut

shepitieshim.Shedidn’twanthimtoturnoutlike

this.Mondliwasabrightboy.Hehadapromising

future.

.

.

THEFOLLOWINGDAY

She’sbeenstaringatthecupofcoldteainfrontof



herandlostinherthoughts.Attimesliketheseshe

missesSnakho.Shewould’vefoundawaytomake

thisdayfunandlessdepressing.Intwoweeks

she’llbegoingtothehospitaltofinallyhavea

hysterectomy.It’sforthebest,health-wise,andher

fatherwillmakesurethatshereceivesthebest

medicalattention.Buttherealityis,she’llnever

havechildrenofherown.Allbecauseshedidn’t

wantthefirstone.Howisthatfair?Shedidn’thave

whatittakestoraiseachildinSouthAfricaback

then.Wasitbetterforhertobringaninnocentto

suffer?

“Hello,earthtoSnalo!”Maqhingasays,wavinghis

handinfrontofherface.Hecamelateatnight,

nobodywasexpectinghimandhefoundthatfunny

becausethere’snowayinhellhewasnotgoingto

bebySnalo’ssidethroughthis.

“Isawyourhighschoolsweetheart,hejustarrived.I

thoughtitwasthatSkeemSaamdude,Leeto,”he

says.Itcouldbeacomplimentanditcouldbea

shade.WithMaqhingayouneverknow.

Mondliisanadditiontoherinternaltears.Heused



totellhertokeepherheaduphighandwearher

crownwithprideevenwhenshefeelslikethecastle

isfallingdownonher.Buthe’sthesameguywho’s

crawledtomiseryandlostallhisconfidenceto

poverty.

“Ithoughthewassomewhereintheworld,livinghis

bestlife.Butitseemslikehislifefellapart.Ifeelso

bad,Maqhinga.Iknowhisheart,he’sgoodmore

thanhe’sbad,”shesayswithasigh.

“Whatever,itisnotyourfault.Youneedtofocuson

yourself,youhavealottodealwith.Don’tburden

yourselfwithyourex’sproblems,”Maqhingasays.

“Iwasatoxicgirlfriend,okay.Atraumatizingoneto

bewithforthreeyears.MondliwasanAstudent,

hisnameshouldbesomethingbigoutthere.But

he’slivinginthebackroom,somewhereinSoweto,

andfixingpeople’selectricityforaliving.”

Maqhingasighs,exhaustedly.

“OkayTwinnie,letmegetyouarolloftissueanda

pillow.Cryyoureyeballsoutbecauseyourex’slife

didn’tcomewithamanual.Cryandchokeyourself



todeathifyouwant.”

Sherollshereyesathisdrama.

“I’mahumanMaqhinga,Ihavesomethingcalled

conscience.”

“Well,Idon’thaveit.Getupandgogetready.Are

wegoingtoeatthosechickens?”He’sgrabbing

someone’sleft-oversfromthefridgeanddiggingin

withnoquestionsasked.

“That’sMa’sfood!”Snalosays,laughing.

“We’llbothsaywedon’tknow.Ihaveyourbackand

youhavemine!”

Snaloshakesherheadandleavestogetreadyfor

therituals.ShewashopingthatherandMondli

would’vetalkedbeforestartingthis.Butclearly,

there’salottobeironedoutbetweenthemandnot

enoughtime.

.

.

Phumziletakesheroutsidetheyardwithadishof

coldwaterandbilesprinkledinsideit.She’s



standingandwatchingasshebathes.Thewateris

coldbutthere’snowayshecancheatthis.She

poursitoverhershouldersandcringeasit

drenchesinherskin.

She’stoldnottodryherself,shejustdressesupas

wetassheisandheadbackhomewithouttakinga

singleglanceback.

“We’llgototherondavelanddothenamingritual.

Tomournforyourbabyyou’llabstainfromany

sexualactivityforamonth,”Phumzilesays.She’s

stillangryatSnalofornottellingheraboutthe

pregnancy.Yesshewould’vebeenangryand

disappointedlikeanyotherparent,butshewould’ve

beenthereforher.Ngidihasbeenpressingthe

rightbuttonsandtoningherdown.

“Sexualactivities?”Snaloasks.

“Yes,youknowwhatI’mtalkingabout.You’renot

allowedtodothosethings.”

“EvenHSS?”

“Whatisthat?”



Maqhingaburstsintolaughterandearnsanicy

starefromhisaunt.

“HandSelfServices,”Snalosays.

“Idon’tknowwhatyou’retalkingabout.Butmake

yourHandSelfServicesusefulbymakingfoodfor

Mondli,”Phumzilesaysbeforeleavingthemtotheir

stupidgiggles.

Sinceit’salreadylate,shedecidestodishupfor

everyone.WithMaqhinga’slittlehelp,sheroasted

turkeyandvegetables,bakedbreadandmadea

fruitsaladwithyogurt.Sheleaveseveryone’sfood

onthetableinthekitchenandtakesher’sand

Mondli’stotheguestroom.

“Hey,”shesaysandhandshimoneplate.

Shesitsonbedwithhersandexhales.It’ssoweird

beinginthesameroomashim.There’salotthat’s

unsaid,shecanfeelit.

“Hi,”hefinallysaysafterinhalingsharply.

“It’sweirdseeingyouasanadult.”



Hechuckles.Theireyeslockforthefirsttime,only

forabriefmoment.Hequicklydropshiseyestothe

plateonhislap.

“Ididn’tlivehappily.Itwashardformetoo.Snakho

passedonshortlyafterwemetourfather.I’vehad

moredownsthanups.I’vebeenhavinghealth

complicationssinceIwas23.I’mstillattending

therapytolifttheburdensoffmyshoulders.Thanks

tomyfather,hesupportsmeineverypossibleway,”

Snalosays.Itsoundslikeshe’sjustifyingherself

butshe’snot.Shedidn’thaveiteasyeither,onlyif

Mondliknewwhatshe’sbeenthroughthesepast

years.

“Idon’tblameyouNalo.YesIwishIcould’vedone

thingsbetterinthepast,butwewereyoungandwe

areherenow,payingforthat.”Heliftshisheadup.

He’sempty,butnothatingonanybody.“Ihave

neverhatedyou,andIneverwill.Ijustdidn’twant

youtoseemelikethis.”

“Seeyoulikewhat?”Snaloasks.

“LikeIhaven’tbeentrying.Angiyenauskhotheni



Nalo,”hisvoicebreaks.Hecouldseeitinher

father’seyes,he’sassumedtheworstofhim.Like

he’swhereheisbecausehe’sadrunkordrug

addict.Likehedoesn’twakeupeveryday,queuefor

tapwaterandtravelallaroundJoburgfixing

people’selectricityoncalls.Likehedoesn’tprint

CVsandbegimpatientmanagerstokeepthemin

theirofficesjustincasesomethingcomesupand

foreverwaitfortheircalls.

“Idon’tjudgeyou.Idon’tknowwhatyou’vebeen

through,yourlifeisnotminetoinspect,”Snalosays.

Heputstheplateasideandtakesouthiswallet.He

takesaR100noteandpassesittoher.

“It’sforthechicken,”hesays.

Snaloexhalesandfoldsthenoteinherpalm.He’s

tryingtoprovehisworthyandifshedenieshimthis,

he’lltakeitthewrongway.

“Pleaseeat,wehavetodecideonthename,”she

says.

“IthoughtofTema,butthenIrememberedyou

don’tlikeforeignwords,”hesays.



“Itsoundsnice,butmaybeweshouldsticktoZulu,”

shesays.

Hechuckles,heexpectedthatandhe’salready

madepeacewithit.

“Whatdoyouhaveinmind?”heasks.

“IthoughtofThandolwethu,”shesays.

“Soundsgreat.”

“Okay,thenweareThandoNsele’sparents.”

Henodsuneasilyandkeepshisstaregluedonher.

Thesurnamethingisstillabitterpilltoswallow.He

wantedhischildtobeaMazibuko.

“IneverthoughtI’dacknowledgethatI’m

someone’smother,”Snalosays.

Heexhalesandforcesaspooninhismouth.He

onlystomachsthreeandputsthespoondown.

“IknowI’mnotagreatcookbut…”

Heshakeshishead,“It’sthegreatI’vehadinalong

time,I’mjustnothungryatthemoment.”

Hereyesdropindisappointment.



“You’restillbeautiful,”hesays.

Sherollshereyeswithasmileonherface.“It’s

make-up,”shesays.

“Make-upwithoutyourfacewouldn’tlookbeautiful.”

She’sblushing.ButunfortunatelyNgidiisinthe

roomandhiseyesarealreadyskinningMondli.

“Thisisalongdinner!Oryouguysarehaving

hawk’smeatinsteadofturkey’s?”heasks,

sarcastically.

“Ngidi!”Snalosays,secretlyrollinghereyes.

“MaNgidi,”he’slookingatherwithhisbrowcocked

up.

Snalosighs,takesMondli’splateandleavesthe

room.

Hestandswithhishandstuckedinsidehispockets.

Mondli’sheadisbowed,somethingaboutNgidi

doesn’tmakehimfeelgoodabouthimself.There’s

somethinginthewayhelooksathim,asifhe

amountstonothinginlife.Henoticeditwhenhe



pickedhimupinDurbanandfeltitwhenhedropped

himatthehotel.

“Thankyou,”Ngidisays.

It’srandomandunexpected.

Mondliliftshisheadup,hiseyesrunoverhimfora

second.

Heclearshisthroat,“Forwhat?”

“Foreverything.Everysacrificethatyoumade,

everypromisethatyoukeptandforcominghere

today.”

Notthathewasgivenmuchofachoice,buthe

didn’texpectthismantothankhim.Hehasno

reasonto,especiallyaftertakingcareofallthe

expensesleadingtothisday.

“So,tomorrowyou’releavingtheprovince?”Ngidi

asks.

“Yes,”henods.

“You’regoingtheretodowhat?Whatareyou

returningto?”



“Mylife,”hesays.

“Mmmmm.”

Thatlongmmmmdoesn’tsitwellwithMondli.

“It’snotagoodlife,youcannotrelatetoit,butit’s

whatIcanliveonatthemoment,”hesays.

“Icanrelatetoit.Butthat’snotthepoint,thepoint

isIoweyouMondli.Youkilledformydaughterand

youwereonly17.HadIbeenthere,nothing

would’vehappenedtoher.Youwouldn’thavegone

throughallthat.Sowhenyou’rereadytorelocate

andtrysomethingelse,don’thesitatetogivemea

call.”Ngidimakeshiswaytothedoor,leavinghim

withaconfusedlookonhisface.

“Justdon’ttrythatsomethingwithmydaughter,

youstilloweme,”Ngidisaysbeforewalkingout.

Well,hedidn’texpectthat.Noneofit.

Snalowalksinshortlyafterherfatherhasleft.She’s

carryingalittledressandapairofshoessmaller

thanhishand.



“ThisisforThando,”shetellshim.

Unfortunately,hecannotgototherondaveland

partakeinthenamingritual.Hetakesthedress,

squeezesitandbringsituptohisnose.

“I’msosorry!”Atearescapeshiseye.

“Mondli,please.”

Hefoldshisfistoverhismouthandsobs.Evennow,

hestillcan’tstepupandbeThando’sfather.

Snalo’sarmswraparoundhisshoulders,sherests

herheadontopofhisandexhales.
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Ngidireceivedacallearlyinthemorning,calling

himtoNdwedwe.Hewasn’tgivenanydetails,

exceptthatitwasurgentthathecameassoonas

possible.

HecannotevenwaitforthebreakfastThobilehas

preparedforhimandPhumzile.It’snothiswishto



leaveherinthecompanyofThobile,buthehasto

leave.He’stryingnottothinknegatively,ifanything

hadhappenedtoNdabukotheywould’vetoldhim,

right?HopefullySnalowillbehomesoon.He

doesn’ttrustThobilethatmuch,she’sproventobe

obsessedandjealous.Itbaffleshim;whywould

sheassumethattheyhadafuture?Hewashonest

withherfromtheonset,itwasnevergoingto

amounttoanythingotherthansex.Hadhenotmet

Phumzile,hewould’velookedforsomeoneelseor

diedsingle.Thobilehasawholefutureaheadofher.

Shedeservesaboyherage,someonewho’lltake

hertodatesandparties.

Inafewyearshe’llbelettinggoofthisurbanlife

andtakingPhumzilebacktothevillagewherehis

parentswerelaid.That’snotthelifeThobile

would’vewanted,eveniftheywerecompatible.

She’stooyoungforhim,andifheneedstosither

downforthezillionthtimeandexplaintoher,hewill.

Hedoesn’twanttobeunfairandfireherasNdlalifa

wishes.



Phumzilefrownswhensheseeshimwalkinginand

buttoninghissleeves.Shethoughtthey’dhave

breakfastfirstandshewaslookingforwardtoit.

“Iwillgrabsomethingontheway,”hesays,guiltily.

“Whenareyoucomingback?”Thisistheirlastday

together.Tomorrowmorningshehastogoback

home,toherlife.Shewashopingthelastmoments

wouldbememorableandfun.

“AssoonasIcan,”Ngidisays.He’snotinagood

space,hismindisroamingtoNdabukoandbackto

Ndondowho’sawaitingdeliveryatthe

Mngomezulus,buthemanagestoflashasmile.It’s

goodtoseeherneedyanddesperateforhis

company.

“Thatcouldbeanyday.Imightaswellleavetoday,”

Phumzilesayswithasigh.Shecannothideher

disappointment.

Ngidipatsherback,sheliftsherheadandtheir

eyeslock.

“You’renotleavingbeforeIcomeback,”hetellsher.



“ButwhatamIsupposedto…”Abankcardis

droppedinfrontofher.

Shefrowns.

“Goshopping.Gotospa.Dowhateverthingyou,

women,do.IjustwanttofindyouherewhenIcome

back,”hesays.

Shelaughs,whatelsecanshedo?Itwasjusta

matteroftimebeforethemoniedsideofhimplayed

aroleintheirrelationship.

“BhekiI’mnot…”

“Mysonsbirthdates,23-09.That’sthepin.”Ishe

notgoingtoletherspeak?Really?

“IloveyouPhumzile,”hesaysandplantsakisson

hercheek.

Aglassdropsonthefloorandbreakstheirlittle

goodbyemoment.

TheirheadsturntoapuffedupThobilestaringat

them.

“Areyouokay?”Phumzileasksinpanic.



“She’sfine.”Ngidipushesherdowntothechairas

sheattemptstostanduptogocheckonThobile.

“ButBhekiaglassbrokeinherhand,”Phumzile

saysingreatsympathy.Yesthegirldoesn’tlikeher,

maybebecauseshe’sneverworkedwithafemale

figurewhodictatedthingsaroundthehouse,but

she’samotherbeforeshe’severythingelse.

Ngidiclearshisthroat,Thobileispickingupbroken

piecesonthefloor.

“You’reright,Ithinkshe’shurt.Iwillgiveheraday

off,”hesays,hiseyesgivingThobileaspecific

message.

“Noooo!Idon’twantadayoff…Ididn’tgethurt,I

promise,”shesays.

“Iwon’tcutyourpayment.Cleanthatmessandgo

home.”

“No,Idon’twanttogohome,”Thobileinsists.

Ngidi’shandgripshardonPhumzile’sshoulder.He

clencheshisjawsandreleasesasharpbreath.He

doesn’tneedThobiletocreatedramawhilehe’snot



heretodefendhimself.Andhecan’tconfessto

Phumzilenow.There’snotime.

“Youheardher,she’sfine.Letmewalkyouout,”

Phumzilesays.

Anothersigh!

“I’llgetthebag.”

Phumzilewalksbackinsidethehouseafterbidding

goodbyetoNgidiandstaringatthecaruntilitdrove

outofsight.Theyhaven’ttoldNomkhosiandSnalo

yet.Ngidiwantsto,he’stiredofsneakingaroundin

hisownhousebecauseshe’sscaredofachild.But

Phumzileisstillnervousaboutthiswholesituation,

itwillbringalotofjudgementandcriticism.

Oh,breakfast!Ngidihasleftwithherappetite.

“Youcanclearthetable.I’mgoingtotakeanap,”

shetellsThobile.

Thobilerollshereyesandletsoutachuckle.



“Didn’tyouhearthatI’vebeengivenadayoff?You

clearthattableyourself.”

Whoah!Shecandislikeherallshewants,but

Phumzilewon’tstandthedisrespect.

“Yousaidyoudidn’twantadayoff,thatmeans

you’reonduty,”shesays,tryingtostaycalmas

muchasshecan.

“Lookhere,youmaybesleepingwithhimbecause

you’realonely-saltymagogowhosecauseofdeath

willbe“toomuchsex”,butyou’renotmyboss.I

don’ttakeordersfromyou.Itakeordersfrom

Bheki.”

“Ifthat’showyouspeaktoadults,thenyoubetter

leavethatattitudethereonthestreets,ngobamina

ngizokushayaukhumbuleumshadokanyoko

mntanami!”

Thobilerollshereyes,“TheadultsIknowdon’t

spreadtheirlegsfortheirdeadsister’smen.”

It’squickerthanthedropofahat,Phumzilepinsher

againstthewallandslapshertwice.Thobiledidn’t

imagineherweighingthismuch,allhereffortsof



breakingfreegoinvain.Phumziletakeshershoe

outanddisciplinesherlikeanoldschoolmom.

“Stayoutofmybusiness,”shetellsherbefore

lettinghergo.

Thobileisstillindisbeliefandshakinglikealeaf.

“Decideifyou’reworkingortakingBheki’soffer.

Andclearthetablewhileyoudecide,I’mgoingto

takeanap,”Phumzilesaysbeforeleavinghertoher

tremorandconfusion.Thelastthingshe’dever

acceptisdisrespectfromachild.Anychild.

.

.

NDABUKO

Herememberedawoman,shewasbeautifuland

classy.Hedidn’tremembermuchabouther,nother

exactphysiqueandvoice.Butheknowsthat

whatevershegavehimwaswarm,andhewantsit

back.Hewantshislifeback.Hemissesherwarmth.

Nxumaloisabusiveandhekeepsfeedinghimbitter



-tastingthingsthatmesswithhishead.

Nxumalowalkedinsidetherondavelcarryingan

ash-tray.Ndabukosatup.Hehadn’twethisbedand

hehadafewflashbacksinhisheadthatlinkedhim

tohispast.

“MkhuluIremembersomeone,”hesaid.

Nxumalofrowned.Hishandtrembled,heknelton

thefloorandstaredatNdabuko.

“Whatdoyouknow?”heasked.

“HernameisNdondo.CanyouaskBabatobring

herthenexttimehecomeshere?”He’sbeen

referringtoNgidiasbaba,that’swhattheytaught

himhereandhefindsitcomfortable.

“Howdidyousleep?”Nxumaloasked.

“Good,Iguess.Nonightmares,noheadache,and

mybedisdry.”

Nxumalotookadeepbreathandpouredblack

powderintheash-tray.Ndabuko’sheartsank,he

knewthathewasabouttoburnizinyamazanethat



alwaysmakehimnauseous.

“Iwillgiveyouamedicinetodrink.Itwillhelpyou,”

Nxumalo.

“Butyourmedicinemakesmedizzyandconfused.

Maybeyoushouldletmehealonmyown.Andthat

thingyouputinmyfoodgivesmeheadache,”

Ndabukosaid.

“That’showmedicineworks,”Nxumalosaid,paying

noregardtohisconcerns.

“Idon’twantanymedicine,”Ndabukosaid,shaking

hishead.

“UNgonyamaukhokhaitshelemalingobangikusiza

nje,ungenziumsebenziwamiubenzima.”

(Ngonyamaispayingmeafortunetohelpyou,do

notmakemyjobhard.)

“AndI’mtellingyouI’mfuckin’okaytoday.Getme

thepersonIwanttoseeandfu¢koffwithyour

witchcraft,”Ndabukosaid.

Hewaslosingitagain.So,Nxumalocalledtwoof

hisapprenticesandaskedthemtohelphimtie



Ndabukoup.Againsthiswill,theyforcedmedicine

downhisthroat,slithisfleshandinsertedblack

powders.

Ngidiwascalledshortlyandtoldtohurrybecauseit

didn’tlookgood.

>>>>

Ngididownsabottleofwaterbeforetakingaseat.

Hehasn’tbeentoldwhat’sgoingon,butthefact

thatNxumalocan’tkeeptheeyecontactraisesa

flag.

“Ishealive?”heasks.

Nxumalonods,“Yes.”

Hereleasesasighofrelief.

Butit’stoosoon,badnewsawaithim.

“Isedatedhim.He’sdangertoeveryonenow.Idon’t

knowhowlongIcankeephimaroundmyfamily

Ngonyama,”Nxumalosays.



Ngidishakeshishead.No,theycannotgiveupon

him.Hehasababytoraise.HegaveNdondohis

word;thathewasgoingtobringhimbacktoher.

“Nxumaloyousaidyoucandoit.Yousaidyoucan

helphim.”

“Ican,buthewon’tallowmetohelphim.It’s

impossibleformetohelphim.”

Ngidiexhalesheavily.

“Please,ifIhavetopaymoremoneysobeit.I’lldo

anythingforhimtobeokay,”hesays.

“Iwon’tlietoyouNgonyama,it’shard,butifyou’re

willingtopayextraandhiretwoofmyapprentices

toguardhim24/7,wecandoit.Ineedextrahands,

andattimesIhavetoabandonmyotherpatientsto

attendtohim.”

“Moneyisnotaproblem,justmakesurethatmy

sonisokay,”Ngidisays.

There’saghostofasmilethatNxumalosuppresses.

Hiswifewalksinwithajugofamahewuandleaves

itinfrontofthem.



“Washdownthedust,”hesays,handingajugover

toNgidi.

Heshakeshisheadandstandsup.

“Iwanttoseehim,”hesays.

Nxumalofrownsbutstandsup.Hehashisfingers

crossedfortheunknown.Theyleavethebrick

houseandheadtotherondavelwhereNdabukois

kept.

Hiswristsaretiedwitharope.Hischesthasdry

darkblood.He’shalfnaked.Hedoesn’tlookokay,

eveninhissleep.Somethingishauntinghim,you

canhearfromthewayhesnoresthatheisin

immensepain.

“Didhesayanything?Didheeat?”Ngidiasks,

swallowingbackalumpforminginhisthroat.

“Hesaidheownshorsesandhewantstoreturn

backhometothem,”Nxumalosaysinahopeless

voice.

Ngidishutshiseyesandtakesadeepbreath.



“Taxis.Hemeanttaxis,”hesays.

“Well,heinsistedthatit’shorsesandfoughtwhenI

toldhimotherwise,”Nxumalosays.

Ngidiwalkstothebedandlowershimselfnextto

Ndabuko’sfeet.Nxumaloexcuseshimselfand

leaves.

Hetoucheshistoes,staresathimandrunshis

handonhisfeet.Itcannotreleasehimfromthe

painhe’sin,andheprobablywon’tevenknowthat

hewashereandrubbinghisfeet.Buthe’sherefor

him.Always.

“NkabayeNkosiplease,I’mbeggingyou.You’re

strongerthanthis,youhavefoughtthisbeforeand

triumphed.Ihavenevermetanyoneintelligentas

youare.Youdon’tknowhowproudIamofyou.And

Iknowyourparentsareproudtoo.You’vealways

madeknowledgeandhumanityapriorityover

anything,andtrustme,Ihavelearntalotfromyou.

Yourlightshinesoneveryone,evenonthosewho

areintheshadows.Yoursonneedsyou.Ndlalifais



havingachildtoo,andthatchildneedsyou.They

needtheeducatedunclewhospeaksbigEnglish.

Everychildhastherighttohavethatkindofan

uncle.Youowethenextgenerationthat.Youarea

rolemodelthateveryonewantsfortheirchild.Do

notgiveuponus,pleasemfanawami.”

Hisfeetmove.Ngidilooksupinawe.Slowly,

Ndabukoopenshiseyesandtiredlylooksathim.

“Babathey’rekillingme…”Hiseyelidsshut.He’stoo

tired,mentally,physicallyandspiritually.

HiswordsstabthroughNgidi’sheart.He’dnever

puthislifeindanger.HewishesNdabukocould

rememberthat;he’dlosehislifetoprotecthim.

They’retryingtohelphim.That’sall.

Hisphonerings.

Hetakesitoutwiththeintentiontorejectwhoever

iscalling,butwhenheseesthatit’shisdaughter,

theappleofhiseye,hedoesn’thesitatetoanswer.

“Dadyouhavetocomehome.They’rearresting



Ma.”She’scrying,there’ssomuchnoiseinthe

backgroundthatit’salmostdifficulttohearherwell.

HecanhearNomkhosiscreamingatsomeone.

Phumzilecan’tbearrested?Whatonearthcould

shebearrestedfor?Killingafly?

.

.

NDONDO

Ndabuko’sauntmadeaniceexcusefornotbeing

abletocomeandliveherewithmeduringthistime.

IendeduptakingHloniwithme.Ihavemydoctor’s

numberonspeeddial,anythingcouldhappennow.

There’salsoaweird-lookingwomanwhopopsin

frequentlytocheckonme.She’llbeherewhenI

givebirth.It’soneofNxumalo’speople,Iguess.

“Icanbringyouices,”Hlonisays.

Shethinksme,mypregnancyandcravingsarea

hugejoke.

Irollmyeyes,“Idon’tneedicesHloni.Ineedmy



man.”

“Thisisnotyoubeingstrongforhim.Yourmood…”

“Affectsthebabyblablabla.You’remynanny,what

ifsomethinghappenstomewhileyou’redrunk?”

“I’vehadliketwo,orthreeglasses.Andit’safter

8pm.”Sheshrugsandtakesanothersipfromher

wine.

Well,she’sright.It’shertimetorelaxanddo

whatevershewantstodowithherlife.We’vegone

fromemployer-employeetofriends.She’sbeena

greatsupportingsystem.Andiswaknowshowto

choosethem.Theyardnershehiredturnedoutto

betheloveofmylife.NowHloniismorethanjusta

cook,she’safriend.

“I’mgoingtobed.IwillcallyouifIneedanything,”I

say.

Iwasn’tcomfortableatfirst.Imean,thisisahuge

homestead,therearegravesnotsofarfromthe

fence,andthatemptinessyoufeelwhenyouenter,

it’sstillhere.ButHlonidoesn’tmind,sheopensall

thehousesandcleansthem,evenNhlanzeko’s.I’m



onlycomfortablehere,inthebighouseanditssix

rooms.Idon’tknowifI’lleverattempttogoto

Nhlanzeko’sroomagain,noteventheoneinDurban.

Ngidi’ssilenceisstartingtoworryme.Hehasn’t

updatedmeaboutanythingtoday.ButrightnowI

needtorest,I’llcallhiminthemorningandfindout

what’sgoingon.Also,Ineedacarsenthere.Hloni

doeshaveadriver’slicense,soitmakessensefor

ustohaveacarhere.

~~~

“Princess,”

Notthismanagain!Whyishehere?After

everythinghe’sdonetomeandNdabuko?

Thenerve!

“Iloveyou,”hesays.

Ikeepmyeyesonthetrees.Ihavesomuchtosay,

yetnothingtosaytohim.Doesheevenknowwhat

lovemeans?



“IknowthatyouthinkIdon’t.ButIdo,waytoo

much.Areyoureadytobecomeamom?”

I’mnotdoingsmalltalkswithhim.Thosewhocare

andtrulylovemeknowthatI’mreadytobecomea

mom.

“Saywhatyouwanttosayandleavemealone

Nhlanzeko,”Isaywithaneyeroll.Itannoyshim

whenIdothis.Hethinksit’sdisrespectfulmore

thanablackchildcallinganelderbyname.

“Weneedhelp,”hesays.

“Youandwho?”Iwillhelptheotherperson,nothim.

“Theylockedmeout.Icannotgetinsidethere.That

motherfu…”Igivehimasharplook,hepausesand

exhales.WhatamInow?Histaxirankfriendhe

speakstoanyhowhewants.

“I’msorry,”hesays.

He’sveryhumbletoday.Orisitdesperation?

“Pleasefetchhimandtakecareofhim.They’re

hurtingmybrotherandIcannothelphim.They

wanttoseparatemefrommyfamily.”Hisvoice



breaks.Heturnshisbacktome,rightnowI’mnot

sureifhe’scryingorwhat.

“Lovehimandnursehimbacktolife.Heneeds

you.”

“Nhlanzekoyoucausedallofthis!“Iscream.Whyis

heactinglikeaconcernedbrother?Hecreatedthis

mess.

“Princess……”

“No!Youmadeourlifealivinghell.Ifyoueverloved

meyouwould’veletmebehappy.”

1stvoice:Ndondowakeup!

2ndvoice:Pleasehelpus.

1stvoice:Ndondo…Ndondo…

2ndvoice:Weneedyou.

Somethingcoldrunsovermyface.Ablanketof

drowsinesspilesout.I’minbed.Hloniisstanding

overmewithajugofwater.Itwashervoiceand….a

dream.



“Whowereyoufightingwithinyourdreams?Lord,

doyouneedwater?”

“No,Ijustneedamoment.”

Whatthehellwasthatallabout?Nhlanzekoinmy

dreams,again?Whyismylovelifesocomplicated?

[03/14,10:45] :SEASONFINALE

Chapter59

NDONDO

I’vebeengettingalotofbanknotificationslately.I

knowandtrustAndiswa’smanagementoffinances,

butitjustbafflesmewhyshewouldkeep

transferringsomuchmoneytotheseaccountsI

don’tknow.

Andnowshe’snotpickingupthephone?Thischild!

Icallheronelasttime,andluckilyshepicksup.

“Sis,”shesays.

“What’sgoingon?”



“Withwhat?”sheasks.

“Withmoney.Whoareyoupaying?”Isay.

“Oh,Iwaspayingfordad’swheelchairandthe

nurse’soutstandingamount.”

Whattheheck?Didn’tthisDadcomeoutofthe

hospitalwithawheelchair?

“WhatnurseAndiswa?Whatwheelchair?”lask.

“It’samotorizedwheelchairforoutdooractivities.I

hiredanursewho’llhelpmomlookafterhim,”she

says.

Thischildisnottestingmysanitysoearlyinthe

morning.She’snot!

“WithmymoneyAndiswa?Youboughthimafancy

wheelchairandhiredanurse?”

“Ummm…Ididn’tthinkitwouldbeaproblem.He’s

ourdadand…”

JesusChrist!

“He’snotmydad.Youwillreturnthatwheelchair

backandgetmemymoney.Ifyouwanttokeepthe



nurseforhimyou’llpayherfromyourownpocket.

Areyoukiddingmerightnow?”

“That’snotfair!”shesays.

“Askhimifheknowsanythingaboutfairness.Do

notspendmymoneyonthatman.”Idropthecall

andgrababottleofwater.Icannotbelievethis.

Iwonderhowmymotheriscopingwithhimbeing

inthehouseanddemandingherattention.Lord,I

hopeshe’snotsharingabedwithhim.

“Ndondoyouneedtocomeandseethis,”Hloni

saysbehindme.

Iletoutasigh,“NotnowHloni,please.”

“It’sagreensnake,”shesayssoblithely.Maybein

herheadasnakeisafish.Whywouldasane

personbethisecstaticaboutseeingasnake?

“Where?”Iaskwithadrumbeatinmychest.

“It’sinyourbedroomandcoiledaroundthebedleg,”

shesays.



IswearI’mgoingtopeeonmyself.Wasittherethe

wholenight?

“Weareleaving.Grabyourthings,wearetakinga

taxiandleaving.”

Shefrownsandthenbreaksintolaughter.What’s

funnyaboutthis?Ifsnakesgoinandoutofthe

roomsastheyplease,thenit’snotsafeforusto

stayhere.

“It’sanelderofthisfamily,”shesays,holdingback

herlaugh.

“No,it’sasnake.”TF!Therearenoeldershere,a

snakeisasnake.

“It’sharmless,”shesays.

Igiveuponthisgirl.Maybeshewasawitchinher

previouslife.

“I’mserious.It’saharmlesssnake,justfindout

whatmessageit’sheretodeliver,”shesays.

Ohno,it’sgettingworse!

“Ittalks?”Iask.



Sherollshereyes,“No,Imeanyouhavetoconsult

aseer.”

“I’mnotaMngomezuluyetandI’veneverbeentoa

seerbefore.”

“Thesnakeisinsideyourbedroom,that’snota

mistake,whateveritisdirectedtoyou.”

No,I’mnotdoingthiswiththeMngomezulus.It’s

toomuch!

“MaybeIt’slinkedtothedreamsyou’vebeen

having,”shesays.

“Nhlanzekocannotcomeinasnakeform,”Isay

hesitantly,withafrownonmyface.Thisis

confusing.Allofit.

“Can’the?Youknowhimbetterthananyone.”

Ilookatherandsheshrugshershoulders.Maybe

I’mtryingtobeindenial,Nhlanzekocouldeven

comeinalionform.Iknowhimverywellnow.I

don’tknowhowthey’redealingwithhimthatside.

“Soweareleaving?”sheasks.

“IcannotlivewithasnakeandIneedtogohome



andcheckhowmymotheris,”Isay.

“AndNgidi?”sheasks.

Idon’tknowwhyshefearsNgidisomuch.

“He’llcomeandremovethesnakebeforewecome

back.Thebabywon’tsurviveifIgetbittenbya

snake.”

“Itdoesn’tbite,”shesays.

Irollmyeyes.Nowshe’sthesnake’sbestfriend?

Wearenotsharingahousewithasnake,that’sit.

.

.

Hloniheadstoherfriend’shouseandItakeacabto

Ngidi’shouse.Idon’twantittolookasifI’m

ungratefulorrude.I’llletthemknowthatI’mbackin

Durbanforafewdays.Iwanttoseemymother.

Also,theyneedtoensuremysafety.IfNgidineeds

tobegNdabuko’suncletogoconsultwithhim,so

beit.Icannotlivewithsnakes,harmlessornot.

Cabsaresupposedtobefasterthantaxis.Butthis

onestillneedstobetakentothegarageandhave



thetyrespumped.Ishould’vecalledAndiswaand

askedhertosendacar.Thisthingoftravelingin

people’scarsistiring.

Whatisthisdriverdoingwithapetrolattendantnow?

Hisservicesucks.

AsIdropmyeyestothephoneIseeanobject

flyingtothecar.Didsomeonethrowa…no,it’sa

bird.Adeadone.Ithitagainstthescreen,diedand

rolleddown.Whattheheck?!

Thedriversawit.He’srunningtowardsthecab.I’m

notsurewhethertoremaininsideorgetoutto

checkwhat’shappening.ButmaybeIshouldjust

stayinsideandlethimdealwithit.Thescreenhas

acrack,that’showhardthebirdhitit.Itdoesn’t

makeanysense,really.Outofallcarshere,ithasto

cometothisone.

Hegetsinsidethecar.Hedoesn’tapologizeforthe

delays,hejustasksaboutthebird.



“Ijustsawitdroppingdead,”Itellhim.

“Iseverythingalrightathome?”

I’mnotsurewhetherhe’sbeingniceorintrusive.

Thedeadbirdgotnothingtodowith…shit!Whatam

IgoingtodowithyouNhlanzekoMngomezulu?

“It’smydeadhusband.Drive.”

Aminutepassesandhehasn’tstartedthecar.I

lookupandfindhimstaringatmewithhiseyes

bulgingout.Whatnow?

“Ipaidforthecab,youneedtogetmetomy

destination,”Isay.

“ButMissSibisi…”Oh,heknowswhoIam.Even

great,heneedstodrive.I’mnotsurewhat

Nhlanzekomightdonext.Ngidineedstodo

somethinganddoitfast.

Itlookslikeeveryoneishere.Maqhinga’scaris

parkedbehindNdlalifa’s.Asunitedastheymaybe,

theydon’tspendmuchtimetogetherathome.

Maqhingahasmovedbacktohishouse,which



meansSnaloisnowscarcehere.HerandMaqhinga

areinseparable.AndNdlalifaliveshislifeaway

fromeveryone.He’salwaysbeenlikethat.He

startedthisadultingthingearlierthananyone.

Khosiisalsohere?Somethinghashappened.They

alllookreadytoskinsomeonealive.

IsearcharoundtheroomwithmyeyesandIdon’t

seeNgidi.

“Whatisgoingon?”Iaskinpanic.WithNdabuko

gone,mymindisalwaysimaginingtheworstoutof

everysituation.

“WhatmakesmeangryisthatItoldBabatogetrid

ofthisgirl.Butnobodyeverlistenstomearound

here.Nowwehavetodealwiththisdrama?”

I’mnotsurehowNdlalifaisansweringmyquestion.

Whois“thisgirl”?Andwhathasshedone?

“Khosi?”Iraisemyeyebrow.Sheisthelevel

headedonehere.Ineedanexplanation.

“Thobilehasarrestedmom,”shesayswithasigh.



Ngidi’sdi¢k-slash-housekeeper?Whatthehell!

“Why?”Iask.

Thisdoesn’tmakeanysense.Mam’Phumzileisnot

ajailmaterial.

Khosisighs,“It’saboutBab’Ngidi.”

I’mlostandwanderinginthejungles.HowisNgidi

thecenterofallthis?

“ApparentlyMaiswithBabanow.Dating,asina

couple;boyfriendandgirlfriend,”Snaloexplains.

Snakhodidpredictthis,I’mnotsurprisedatall.

“AndThobileisobviouslybeingabitterex.Wedon’t

knowhowitstartedbutMahasanassaultcase

openedagainsther.”

Myword,thisisbad!

“Bitterex?Sheshouldn’thavemixedbusinesswith

pleasure,itendsintears,”Maqhingasays.There’sa

cardrivingin,thegaragedoorisslidingopen.

“Ihopethisistheirboyfriend.Heneedstosortthis

out,myauntcan’tspendanightinacell,”hesays.



Weallwaitwithoureyesgluedtothedoor.Thisis

thedramaIlefttheMngomezulusnakesfor?Idon’t

knowwhowaswrongbutNgidineedstoget

Mam’Phumzileoutanddealwithhisdi¢k-keeper

beforeKhosiintervenes.Morepeoplecouldgoto

jailwhilesomeonegoestothehospital.Itwon’tend

well.

Hewalksin,holdinghisjacketinhishand.Youcan

tellthathe’snotready,orhe’sscared,ofwhat’s

abouttogodown.

Hegreetsbutnobodyreturnshisgreeting.Weare

allglaringathimasifhe’stheonewhosentThobile

tothepolicestation.

“Whathappened?”heasks.

“MomwasarrestedbyThobile.Youtwoare

dating?”Khosi.

“Yourmotherwaswaitingfortherighttimetotell

you.Andno,wearenotdating.Weareinloveand



planningafuturetogether.Iwillgochangeandgo

tothepolicestation.”

Khosinods.Idon’tknowifsheacceptsthis

relationshipornot.She’swaytooprotectiveand

aversewhenitcomestopeopleenteringlivesof

thosesheloves.

“We’llwaitforherthen,”Ndlalifasays.He’snot

givingNgidiachoice;it’seitherhebrings

Mam’Phumzilehomeorhe’llhaveallofthemto

dealwith.

Hiseyeslandonme.Hefrowns.Didn’theseeme

thiswholetime?

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”heasks.

“Icametotalktoyou.Youarenotreachableon

yourphone,”Isay.

“No,you’resupposedtobeinMpumaziandwaiting

togivebirth.”He’sshoutingatme?Ididn’taskhim

tosleepwithThobileandchoosesomeoneelseto

planhisfuturewith.

“Therewasasnakeinmybedroom,”Itellhim.



“Sowhat?Youmeantotellmethatpeopleleave

theirhomeseverytimetheyseesnakes?Ndabukois

fightingforhislifeandallyou’reaskedtodoisstay

thereanddeliverahealthybaby.Isthattoomuchto

ask?”

Icannotspeaktohimwhenhe’slikethis.I’veseen

himfrustratedlikethismanytimesbefore.Iworked

withthismanforyears.We’lltalkoncehe’scooled

down.

Hedisappearsupthestairsandweallscatter

aroundinrelief.Iknowhe’llsortitout.I’mheading

tothekitchentograbasnackbeforeleaving.

Ndlalifaisalsomakinghiswaytothekitchen.

“Whydidyoucomeback?”heasks.

Ihopehe’snotthinkingaboutshoutingatmeas

well.

“Therewasasnake,”Isay.

“That’snotgoodenough,”hesays.

“AndI’vebeenhavingdreamswhereIspeakto



Nhlanzeko.”

Hestopsandlooksatmewithhiseyebrowraised.

“HewantsmetofetchNdabuko.Idon’tevenknow

whatitmeans.WhileIwasinacabonmywayhere

abirddroppedonthecabanddied.”

“That’sstrange.Whywouldhewantyoutofetch

Ndabuko.Imean,he’stherebecausehe’sgetting

treated.”

“That’snothowheseesit.Hesaysthey’rehurting

himandhecan’tgettheretohelphim.Haveyou

seenhim?Ndabuko?”

“Yeah,acoupleweeksback.Hedidn’tlookgood.”

Yesthey’reprotectingmefromwhatever,butit’s

beensolong,Ialsoneedtoseehim,evenifit’sfora

fewminutes.

“YouthinkNhlanzekoiswrong?”Iaskhim.

Igetnoanswer.He’schewinghisbottomlipand

poppinghisfingerjoints.Idon’tthinkhestill

rememberswhathecametothekitchenfor.

.



.

Maqhingadrivesmehome.I’mnotsurehowIfeel

aboutseeingDumisaniforthefirsttimeafterthe

accident.Ifmymotherwasn’thereIwouldn’thave

come,Idon’tknowifI’lleverforgetwhathedidto

mymother.He’sasadist.Idon’tknowhowone

reachesthatlevelofcruelty.Anditmadehimhappy

whenshecriedoutinpain.

“Areyoualright?”Maqhingaasks.

I’mfarfrombeingalright,butInodtoputhimat

ease.

“Thankyouforthelift,”Isaybeforegettingoutof

thecar.

Nowbeinginthesepremisesfeelslikeenteringa

devilzone.Thepainmymomhasgonethrough

behindthesewallscannotbecomparedtoanything.

IwalkintoBahlepushinghiminsidethelounge.I

knowthathehasanexperimenttorun,ora

researchtomake,thisisnothowhespendshis

afternoons.Andhe’stooyoung.Maybeitwas

selfishofmetotellAndiswatofirethenurse,my



momandBahlewillsuffertheconsequences.

“Ndondo,”Dumisanisays,hisfacebrighteningup.

ThelasttimeIsawhimwasinchurchwhenIwas

tryingtoexposehim.

“I’mhappytoseeyou,mybaby,”hesays.

Bahleisstandinglikeastatuebehindhim.

“Gotoyourroom,”Itellhim.

Hedisappearswithinaminute.

Nowit’sjustmeandthisman.Idon’tknowwherein

thehousemymotheris.

“Whenareyoudue?Icannotwaittomeetmy

grandchild.”

“Hewon’tbeyourgrandchild.YouandIarenot

related.”

Hiseyesdrop.Helookssothinandpale.Karma

reallydoesn’tforgetanyone’saddress.

“Iknowwearenot.ButI’myourhalfuncle,that

couldcountforsomething,”hesays.



He’smyhalfuncle?Whatisthatsupposedtomean?

“Youaremyhalfuncle?”Iask.

“I’mnotaSibisi.WhoIamstillremainsamystery.

Butthat’snotimportantrightnow,canwetalk?I

knowthatyouhateme,andyoushould,there’sno

excuseforhowItreatedyourmother.Ijustwantus

totalk,”hesays.

“Talkaboutwhat?Youwanttotalknowbecause

youcannotwalk.Whatistheretotalkabout

Dumisani?”

“PleasetellmewhatIneedtodoforyoutocallme

“dad”again,”hesaysinabreakingvoice.

Thismancanact!

“Die,”Itellhim.

Ineedtofindmymother.She’sthereasonwhyI

camehere.

.

.
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It’s10aminthemorning.Hesleptatthehotel

becausetherewasnowayhewasgoinghome

withoutPhumzile.Heswitchedhisphoneoff,they

keptcallingandaskingwheretheirmotherwasand

hecouldn’ttellthemthetruth.Thobiletookher

precioustime.Hehadtopersonallygoandbegher

tocometothepolicestationandwithdrawthecase.

Nottomentionthemoneyhehadtoofferherand

theexpensivedrinkheboughtforthepolice.

Phumzileisleavingtoday.Theyweresupposedto

spendqualitytimetogether.Hewantedthatmore

thanhe’severwantedanything,butthere’ssomuch

that’shappening.

They’vebeensittinginthecar,insilence,fora

momentnow.She’seitherwaitingforhimtoexplain

Thobileorshe’smadathim.Whicheveritis,he’s

scared.

“I’msorryIcouldn’tgetyououtintime,”hesays.

Silence.



“It’snotwhatyouthinkbetweenThobileandI.I

don’tknowwhatshetoldyoubutherandInever

hadanyrelationship,”hesays.

“Whatdidyouhave?”sheasks.

Thisquestion…howtoanswerit.

“Wehadanarrangement.I’mamanPhumzile,I

haveneedsandshewasthereandokaywithit,”he

says.

“Sheisachild,youngerthanyourfirstchild.What

kindofamanareyouBhekizitha?Whatexample

areyousettingforNdlalifaandMaqhinga?That

theymusthirevulnerableyounggirlsandtake

advantageofthem?”

“IwasNOTtakingadvantageofher.Wehadan

arrangementandIhaveneverforcedmyselfinto

her.Shewasokaywithwhatshegotoutofitandso

wasI.”

“Whatdidshegetoutofit?Falsehopefromaman

oldenoughtobeherfather?”

Heinhalesdeeplyandstartsthecar.



“Areyouhungry?”heasks.

Phumzilefoldsherarmsandstaresoutsidethe

window.Hedidn’tthinkshe’dbecomeamother

aboutthiswholesituation.It’sdifficulttoreason

withamothersideofher,she’llneverunderstand

becausetoherThobileisavulnerable,innocent

younggirl.Shedoesn’tknowthatthe“vulnerable

younggirl”woreshortskirtsandfishnetstoseduce

him.Shedoesn’tknowhowshe’dletherselfinside

hisbedroomwhilehewasdressingupandplay

withherboobs.Itwasn’tvulnerability,shewanted

somethingandshegotit.

.

.

Ndlalifaiscleaningthekitchenwhiletheothertwo

watchTV.Khosimust’veleftforwork.WhenSnalo

seesherauntwalkinginsherunstoherandgives

herarib-crushinghug.

“Ican’tbelieveyouspentanightthere.Didtheygive

youanyblanket?”

“Areyouokay?”Maqhinga.



“Areyouhungry?”Ndlalifa.

Phumzilesmilesweakly.She’stired,hungryand

sleepy.Butrightnowsheneedstopackherbags

andgobackhome.Hertimehereisup.

“I’mfine,children.Whoisdrivingmehome?Ihavea

friend’sfunctiontoattendlater,”sheasks.

“Ndlalifa.He’sthelessbusyone,”–Maqhinga.

“Andyou’rebusywithwhat?”

“Withbusypeoplethings.”

Phumzilesmilesandshakesherhead.

“Orjustgetmeadriver,aslongasIgethome.

Snalocomeandhelpmepackmybags,”shesays.

Snalofollowsafterher.Ndlalifareturnstothe

kitchentofixsomethingquickforher.

“Areyouokay?”Maqhingaasks.

Ngidifrowns.

“YesI’maskingyou.”

“IjustneedanapandthenI’llgoseeNdondo,”he



says.

“That’sall?”Maqhingaasks.

Hegiveshimalook-toletitgo.

ButnotMaqhinga.

“Whatifsheleavesyou?”heasks.

“Yourmotherleftme.Lonelinessdoesn’tscareme

anymore,”Ngidisays.

“Youdolookscaredtome.She’sbeenyourplaceof

comfortforashortwhile.You’vebeenglowingin

themorningsandeagertocomehomeevery

afternoon.Youwerelonelyforyearsandhugging

yourselfeverynight.Surelyyou’reusedtoit,butit

doesn’tmeanyouareokay.Youneedher.Deep

downinyourheartyoudon’twanthertoleave.

WhenyoucomebackfromNdabuko,orNdondo’s

pregnancydrama,orNdlalifa’sstubbornness,or

Snalo’sbrattytantrumsandmyinnocence,you

needsomebodytoleanon.”

“MaqhingaI’mnotgoingtoapologizeforthethings

thathappenedinthepast.”



“Iftheyaffecther,maybeyoushould.Thobile

is/wasyoursperm-dishandrightnowyou’renotthe

onedealingwithherrejectionaftermath.Auntistoo

oldforthis,youknowwhatshe’sbeenthroughand

youweresupposedtobedifferent.”

It’suptohissontodecide,Maqhingahastoldhim

thetruth,he’sdonehisfatherduties.

Ngidisighsandclimbsthestairs.

Hewalksintheguestbedroomandfindsherand

Snalopackingclothes.

“MaNgidicanyougiveusamoment?”heasks.

Snaloputsthedressonbedandleavestheroom.

HetakesthebagfromPhumzile’shandandputsit

away.Thentheystandandstareateachother.

“Iunderstandwhereyou’recomingfrom-Ilookbad

fromyourposition.I’matypicalmanwhotook

advantageofayounggirl.”

“BhekiIdon’twanttodothis.Ithinkwearetooold

tofight.”



Heexhales,takesherhandsandsqueezesthemon

hischest.

“Donotletthepastcloudyourjudgment.Notevery

younggirlwhosleepswithanoldermanisforced

ortakenadvantageof.Donotletwhathappenedto

youmirroreveryone’slife.I’mbeinghonestwithyou,

ThobileandIhadasexual-consentedrelationship.

Maybesheexpectedmorefromit,Idon’tknow,butI

nevergaveheranyhope.Itwasjustsex,moneyand

nothingelse.”

“Couldn’tyoufindanolderwomanforyoursexual

desiresthough?”Phumzileasks.

Ngidismilesandlowershisforeheadtohers.

“Wouldyouhavebeenokayifitwasanolder

woman?”

“No,but….”

“Thenletitgoandunpackyourbags.Idon’twantto

bealone.Notatthistime.”

“BhekiIpromisedGladysthat…”

Hishandsgrabherbutt.Hereyespopoutinshock.



Hishugefrontpressesagainsther.Okay,he’sdoing

thisonpurpose,tocuthershort.

“IsitGladysorme?”heasks.

Gosh,Gladysisagoodfriend.Theyareintwo

stokvelstogether.Andlastweek,justlastweek,she

helpedherfindacheapchickenfoodsupplier.

Andtheonewho’ssupplyingherwithorgasmsis

staringatherandwaitingforananswer.

“OkayI’llstayafewmoredays.”

[03/14,10:45] :SEASONFINALE

Chapter60

NDABUKO

Hefeltthewetnessassoonasheopenedhiseyes.

Hedidn’tneedtotouchhispanttoknowthatagain

he’dwetthebed.Hefellasleeparound3:30pmthe

previousday,Nxumaloalwaysmakessurethathe

overdoseshim.Hejustwokeupnow,eighteen

hourslater.Hisbodyfeelslikeitwasranoverbya



truck.Histhroatissore,theyforced2Lofmedicine

downhisthroat.

Hescanshiseyesaroundtheroom.There’sabowl

ofcoldporridge,twolemonsandasugarcontainer

onthetable.Oneoftheapprenticesmustbearound,

waitingforhimtowakeup.Hewashopingtosee

Ngidi,orNdondo.Whydidtheybringhimhere?Why

isNgidinotsavinghimfromthesepeople?Evenif

hewantedtoescape,hisbodywouldfailhimbefore

hemakesitoutoftheyard.

“CanIhavewater,please?”heasks,hisvoice

croakingoutandhurtinghisthroat.He’shopingthat

someonewouldhearhimandcome.

Andwell,Nxumaloisintheroom.

“Ndabuko,”–He’scarryingaclay-pot,there’sahot

steamingmedicineinside.Itsunsettlingsmellhas

filledNdabuko’snostrilsandhe’sabouttopukehis

intestinesout.



“CanIhavewater?”heasks,coveringhismouth

withhishand.

Nxumalopicksajugandgoestothewaterbucket

leaningbythewall.Ndabuko’seyesareonhim,he’s

watchingashepoursadropofstrangeliquidfrom

atinybottlethatcameoutofhispocket.

“Drinkandeatyourbreakfast,wehavealongday

ahead,”hesays,handingthejugtoNdabuko.

Ndabukoputshismouthonthejugandpretendsto

bedrinking.Nxumaloisstirringthehotclay-potand

mumblingtohisexternalheadvoices.

“WhenisBabacomingtoseeme?Didyoutellhim

aboutNdondo-thatIwanttoseeher?”

Heexhalesloudlyandpoursmedicineintoacup.

“Hislifedoesn’trevolvearoundyou.Andhe’snot

yourfather.Youdon’thaveafamily,that’swhyyou

arehere.That’swhyI’mtreatingyoulikemyown

son.Iknowyourpain,Iknowhowitfeelsliketo

havenobodylookingafteryou.”Hegetsupfromhis

knees,picksthebowlofporridgeandmixesitwith

brownsugar.Thenheslicesthelemonand



squeezesitinsidethebowl.

“Ndondo,orwhoeveritwas,isprobablyoutthere

andgallivantingwithothermen.You’vebeenhere

forweeksandnotevenoncehasshecometo

checkonyou,”hesays.

FearstripsdownNdabuko’snerves.Heknows

Ndondo.Heremembersmostoftheirmemories

togetherandnowheknowsexactlywhoheis.But

whyNdondohasn’tcometocheckonhim?How

trueisthis?

“DoessheknowthatI’mhere?”heasks.

Nxumalochuckles,“You’renotacelebritybutyour

nameiswidelyoutthere,youareNdabuko

Mngomezulu.Aboywhoownsmorethantentaxis

andasuccessfulcompany.Everyonewhoknows

youknowsaboutyourdisappearance.”

“DidyoutellBabathatIaskedtoseeher?Shewas

pregnantwithmychild.”Hisvoiceistrembling.

There’salumprisinguptohisthroat.Ndondowas

hisfamily.

“Idid.ButIdon’tthinkhemadeitapriority.



Ngonyamaisallaboutmoney,ifyouweren’twho

youareIdoubthewould’vegottenclosetoyou.

Yourabsencebenefitshim,business-wise.Were

younotallinoneroute?”

“Wewere,”Ndabukosayswithafrown.

Hesighs,hopelessly.

“Iwillmakesurethatyougetwellandreturnback

hometomakesurethatyourtaxisaregivenafair

operationattherank,”hesays.

“Isthereanythingyou’renottellingmeMkhulu?”

Ndabukoasks.

“Idon’tlikesayingthingsthatI’mnotsureof.I’ma

spiritualpersonandIcarrymyancestorsonmy

back.IpayattentiontowhatIletinmyearsandspit

outofmymouth,”hesays.

“WhatdidyouhearMkhulu?”Ndabukoasks,

impatiently.Theporridgeonhislapisgettingcold.

“ThatalltheMngomezulutaxiswereevictedfrom

therankbythemanagementandchairperson.”

Ndabukoinhalessharplyandclencheshisjaws.



Nxumaloisobservinghisfacethroughthecorners

ofhiseyes.Ngidihaseverythingintheworld.Two

sons,bothrootedinthetaxibusinessandwealthy.

Alogisticcompanyandluxurioushousesallover

Durban.Hedoesn’tdeservethebenefitsofthe

Mngomezulutaxis.

“Iwillmakesurethatyouhealandgobackhometo

fightforyourlegacy,”hesays,tappingNdabuko’s

shoulderashedigsinhisporridge.

“ThankyouMkhulu.Idon’tknowwhatIwould’ve

donewithoutyou.ItsucksthatIhadtofindoutthis

way,buttheywereneverafamilytomebyblood,at

somepointtheyweregoingtocastmeout.”

Nxumaloshakeshisheadandbrusheshisshoulder.

“Don’tspeaklikethat.Thisisyourhome,youcan

leavethepastandstartover.Maybearoundhere,I

canspeaktothechiefaboutthelandand

Mashimane,ourrankchairperson,abouthowtoget

youontheroutethisside,”hesays.

“That’ssogenerousofyouMkhulu.I’dappreciateit.

EventhoughIdidwetthebed,butIthinkyour



medicineisworking.Youwereright,itwilltaketime

butI’mdefinitelyintherighthands,”Ndabukosays.

Nxumalonodswithasmileonhisface.Mkhulu

Gqabazaisopeningdoorsandmakingsurethatthe

Nxumalolegacyliveson.Thisisastartofanew

journey.Ndabuko’stestimonyandpresencewill

makesomuchdifference.

“They’llbringwarmbathwaterandchangeyour

bed,”hetellsNdabukobeforewalkingoutwiththe

wholeworldsittingonhispalm.

Ndabukoputsthebowlaway,restsbackonthe

pillowandreleasesaheavysigh.Allthatmatters

rightnowishislife.Hehastopusheverythingback

andstayfocused.

Thedooropens,Magadlelawalksin.He’soneof

Nxumalo’strustedapprentices.Hewas22whenhe

cameheretopracticetobecomeasangoma.His

futurewaspromising,hehadastrongancestor-

strongerthananyancestorNxumalohadever

encounteredinhislife.Hispowerjustdepletedand



depletedovertheyears.It’sbeenover25yearsand

he’sstillhereandtrainingtobecomeasangoma.

Heputsabasinofwateronthefloorandasks

Ndabukotogetsoutofbed.Ndabukotakesoffhis

clothesandshylygoestotheothersideoftheroom,

wherethebathwaterisput.It’sjustwater,agreen

barsoapandapieceofoldclothasatowel.

HefreshensupwhileMagadlelachangesthebed.

“Gadlacanyoufindmeapenandapieceofpaper?”

heasks.

“Forwhat?”Magadlelaraiseshisbrows.

“MkhuluistreatingmeandI’llbebettersoon.Alot

ofthingsareabouttochange,Ihavealotof

planningtodoandI’mthetypethatputthoughtson

thepaper,”hesays.

There’sasmileonMagadlela’sface.

“ThisiswhatIwanttohear.Youaresopositiveand

fullofhope,”hesays.

Ndabukosmiles,weakly.

“ItrustMkhulu,youguyshavebecomemorethan



healerstome.Youshould’vegivenuponmealong

timeago.Imean,attimesIwantedtokillanyone

whocamenearme.I’msureI’mthemostdifficult

patientyouhaveevermet.”

“Notreally,we’vehadworstcasestodealwithin

thepast,”Magadlelasayswithachuckleandwalks

out.

Ndabukowrapsasarongaroundhiswaist.It’sthe

onlythinghecancoverupwithbecausehisclothes

arewetandstinking.Hetakesthecupofmedicine

waitingforhimontopofthetableandmixesitwith

hisdirtybathwater.

Magadlelawalksinshortlyafterheliedonbed.He’s

carryingapenandapieceofpaper.Ndabukonods

gratefullyandflashesabriefsmileasMagadlela

collectsajugofwaterandthemedicinecup.

Hescribblesdownafewwords,tearsoutasmall

pieceofpaperandsquashesitbehindhiswaist.

Thenheliesonhisstomachandwritesdownhis

plans.He’smovingtoNdwedwe,buildingahouse



nexttotheNxumalohomesteadandifit’dpossible,

sellafewtaxisandbringtherestthisside.

“Whatareyouwriting?”Someoneroarsfromthe

door.

HeliftshiseyestoNxumalo.Hesmilesandturnsto

lieonhisback.

“Iwasnotingdownmyplansbeforethemedicine

kicksin,”hesays.

“Whatplans?Thisisnotschool,wedon’twritehere.

Givethatpapertome!”Hegrabsthepaperfromhis

handaggressivelyandrunshiseyesoverit.

Afewsecondspass,hisfaceismeltingand

breakingintoacheerfulsmile.

“Oh,Iforgetthatyou’retheeducatedtype.Letme

leaveyoutoyourthing,Ngonyamacalled,hesaid

he’sonhiswayhere.”

Ndabuko’sfacetransformsintohostility.

“Todowhathere?”heasks.



“Tocheckonyou,Iguess.”Nxumaloshrugshis

shoulders.

Ndabukobreathesinandouttocollecthimself.

“Okay,lethimcome,”hesays.

Nxumalowidenshiseyes,staringathim.

“Yousoundabitworkedup,yetcalm?”heenquires.

“Mkhulupleasestayoutofit.Thisoneisbetween

himandI.AndIwilldrawthelinetoday.Aftertoday

pleasemakesurethatheneversetshisfoothere

again,unlessifit’snotaboutme,”Ndabukosays.

“I’llalwaysrespectyourdecisions.”

.

.
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AblackHyundaiCretawithDurbanregistration

parksbelowtheNxumaloyard.Ngonyamasteps

outinhisscotchshirt,formalblackpantandshiny

monkstrapshoes.Todayit’snotMagadlelawho



welcomeshiminsidethehomestead,Nxumalo

personallywalkshimin.

“It’sgoodthatyouareheretoseeforyourself,”he

sayswhileshakingNgidi’shand.

“Didsomethinghappen?”Ngidiasks.He’salways

expectingsomethingregardingNdabuko’ssituation.

“Yes.He’sbeenco-operatingthelastcoupleofdays

andit’sworkinginhisfavour.Yourboyis

recoveringNgonyama,”hesays.

It’sdisbeliefmixedwithreliefthatwashoverNgidi.

“Isheawake?”heasks.

“You’rewelcometogoandcheckforyourself,”

Nxumalosayswithagrinspreadingoutonhisface.

Ngididoesn’tevenbothertogreetthepeople

queuedoutsideoneoftherondavel,heheadstothe

onethat’skeepingNdabukowithNxumaloonhis

heel.

He’sonhisfeetasifhewasexpectingaguest.He

stilllooksthinandpale,buttodayhelookslikehe



hassomestrengthinhim.Andhelookssane.

“Ndabuko!”Ngidiwalkstohim,grabshisarmsand

looksalloverhim.Thenhepullshimtohischest

andtightenshisarmsaroundhim.

“Youareokay?Myboy,finally!”

Ndabuko’shandgrabshisshirtandthenpushes

himback.

“Whatdoyouwant?”heasks.

“Ndabuko,it’sme.I’msohappytoseeyoulooking

better.Youdon’tknowhowworriedI’vebeen.”

“You’renotmyfather.You’renotmyfamily.You’re

nothingtome.Tellwhyareyouhere.Whatdoyou

want?”Ndabukoasks.

ThisisallconfusingforNgidi.Nxumalosaidhewas

okay.

“IknowthatIdidn’tbirthyou,butthatdoesn’t

changethatyou’reasontome.Bloodornoblood,

you’remythirdson,”hesays.

“I’mnotyourthirdson,I’mmyparents’secondson

andthey’redead.Ihavenofamily.Don’tpretendto



carebecauseIknowyoudon’t.Theonlythingyou

careaboutismymoney,right?LookNgonyama,I’m

gratefulthatinyourheadyouraisedmeupand

helpedmebecomewhoIamnow.Butitendsnow,I

don’twantmytaxisunderyourmanagementandI

don’twantyouanywherenearBantwanaHoldings.

Juststayoutofmybusiness.”

“OkayIunderstandthatmostthingsdon’tmake

sensetoyouatthemoment.We’llworkitout.

Focusongettingbetterfornow.I’mproudofyou,I

reallyam.”

Ndabukosighs,putshishandsoverhisheadand

turnsaroundinfrustration.

“I’mbetter,Mkhuluismakingsureofthat.Ineed

youtofu¢koff,gotothoseyousharebloodwith

andbeafathertothem.Maybeattendafew

parentingclassesandlearnhowtobecomeagood

father.I’mnotyourson,Ineverwas.Youdon’thave

asonwhowenttouniversityandobtainedadegree,

doyou?Getoutofmyface.”Heliftshiseyesto

Nxumalowho’sstandingbythedoorwitha

shockedface.



“Mkhulugetthisdogoutofhereandmakesurehe

nevercomesnearmeagain.Hadhenotcomeand

ruinedmygoodlifeIwouldn’tbeheretoday.It’sall

becauseofhim,”hesays.

NgiditurnstoNxumalowithshock,hurtand

disappointmentcloudinghisface.

“I’msorryHlomukabutyouhavetoleaveifthat’s

whathewants,”Nxumalosays.

No,no,no!Thiscan’tbehappening.

“Ndabukoyoudon’tmeanallthesethings,”Ngidi

says,lookingathim,hiseyesbeggingformercy.

WhatbreakshimevenmoreisthattheNdabuko

who’sspeakingistheoneheknows.It’sthesane

Ndabuko.

Ndabuko’slipcurlsupindisgust.

“Don’tI?LeaveBhekizithaNgidi.”

NxumalotapsonNgidi’sshoulderandpointshimto

thedoor.

“Leave,pleaserespecthim,”hesays.

.



.

It’safterdinner,SnaloleftwithMaqhinga.Theysaid

they’regoingtoalatenightprayer-Maqhinga’s

words,buttheyleftinfancyclothesandtalked

about‘sloshing’,soPhumzileknowsthattheyare

outandpartying.Bhekiisstillnothome,sosheis

allaloneinthishouse.It’sbiganduncomfortableto

beinalone,giventhatthere’snothingcalleda

neighborinthesekindsofplaces,everyoneisliving

theirlivesinisolation.

ShedecidestodoironingwhilewaitingforBhekito

comehome.Thobilehasn’tcometoworksincethe

dayofafightandPhumzilehasn’tbotheredtoask

whethershestillworkshereornot.Asmuchasshe

doesn’twanttobejealousbecauseofherage-

she’stooold,butthere’safeelingdeepinsideher

heartthatdoesn’twantThobileanywherenear

Bhekiorthishouse.

It’sgettinglate.Shefoldsalltheclothesandleaves



themtobepackedinthemorning.She’sbeen

hesitantaboutcallingtofindoutwhereBhekiisand

whenhe’llbehomebecausesheknowshowmuch

hehasonhisplate.Stayingwasthebestdecision

she’severmade.

Bhekineedshimhere.

Shecallsandthephoneringsnotsofaraway.She

opensthebedroomdoorandsheissurprisedbya

manlyinginbedwithhisshoesandeverythingon.

“Ididn’thearyoudrivingin,”shesays,walkingin

andclosingthedoorbehindher.

Shetakeshershoesoffandclimbsonbedtolie

nexttohim.

“Howwasyourjourney?”sheasks.

Hedoesn’tsayanything.Hishandisstilloverhis

face.Hekeepsreleasingheavybreaths.

“Bhekiyou’rescaringme.Whatisgoingon?”

“Ialsodon’tknowPhumzile.Idon’tknowwhatis

goingon.”



Okay,thisisconfusingandscary.Thelasttime

BhekiwaslikethiswaswhenSnakhopassedon.

Doesthismean…?No.

“IsNdabukoalive?”sheasks.

“He’salive.Buthehatesme.”

That’s….unexpected.NdabukoandNgidiandthe

hatewordbetweenthem?

“Whydoyousaythat?”sheasks.

“Becausehetoldme.HesaidI’mnothisfather,”he

says.

Shesighsandtakeshishand.It’strembling,that’s

howemotionalheis.

“Ndabukoisnotwell,youknowthatverywell.He’s

notinagoodmentalspace,whyareyoubelieving

him?”

“Hemeantit,Phumzile.Thewayhelookedatme

whenhetalked,andthethingshesaidtome.I

knowthatI’mnotperfectasaparent,I’mahuman

andI’mboundtomakemistakes.ButIlove

NdabukolikeIlovemyownsons.Ipromised



Nhlanzekoandheknowsthisinhisgrave,I’ll

alwayslookoutforNdabuko.”

“Hewasnotinhissenses.Hedidn’tmeanitBheki.”

Heshakeshishead.There’saveinthrobbing

acrosshisforehead.

“HesaidI’mnothingtohim,thatIdon’thaveason

whohasadegreeandInevermeantanythingto

him.”

Phumzilesighs,“Youknowhimbetterthanme,yetI

knowthathe’llneverflaunthiseducationorstatus

toanyone.He’sneverdonethatbefore.Youknow

howhumbleandrespectfulthatboyis.Goandtake

abath,I’llwarmyourfood.”Shebrushesthesideof

hisfaceandclimbsoutofbedandleavesthe

bedroom.Hehastogetoverthis.Yes,hiswords

mayhavehurthim,butmorethananyone,heknows

Ndabukobetter.Aslongashesaysthingsthat

don’tmatchuptotheNdabukotheyallknow,he’s

stillnotokay.

Shewarmshisfoodandputsaplateonthetray.



Becausehe’sstressedout,it’sfairtogethimone

beertogowithhisfood.

Shereturnsbacktothebedroomwithhisfood.He

lefthisshirtonbedandshoesscatteredonthe

floor.Men!

Sheremovessocksoutoftheshoesandtakes

themtothecloset.Shedoesn’twanttodisturbhim,

she’llputclothesinthebasketoncehe’sdoneinthe

bathroom.

Shefoldstheshirtandfeelssomethinginthe

pocket.It’sasquashedpieceofpaper.Shecan’t

crucifyhimbecauseshealsokeepsslipsinher

pocketsandusedairtimes.Butthisisnoneofthose,

it’sahandwrittenpaper.

**I’MSCAREDBABA!PLEASECOMEANDSAVEME

ASSOONASYOUCAN.**

Sherushestothebathroomwiththepaperinher

hand.Itcould’vebeenanyofthekidsandmaybe

Bhekididn’tevenreadwhatitsaid.



He’sjuststeppingoutoftheshower,drippingwetin

hisbirthdaysuit.

“Whatisthis?”Phumzileasks.

Ngidifrownsandtakesatoweltowipehishand.

“Itwasinyourshirt,insidethepocket,”Phumzile

says.

“Idon’tputthingsinmyshirtpockets.”Hetakesthe

paperwithafrownonhisfaceandreads.Thefrown

grows.

“ThisisNdabuko’shandwriting,”hesays.

Nowthisisconfusing.Hesaidallthosethingsto

himandthenslippedanoteinhispocket?

“Hewantstobesavedfromwhat?”Phumzileasks.

Silence.

He’sreadingthenoteoverandoveragain.

Hisfaceisturningevendarker.

“Bhekiwhat’sgoingon?“Phumzileasks.

She’snowpanicking.



“Getmemyclothesandmyjacket,”hesays.

“Bheki?Whereareyougoing?Whatishappening?”

“Idon’tknowifit’sMagadlelaorNxumaloorhis

wife,butsomeone’sassisgettingkickedtonight,

thereinNdwedwe.”

Okay…someoneneedscalmdownhere.

“MyclothesPhumzile,”hesays.

[03/14,10:46] :SEASONFINALE

Chapter61

It’saftermidnight,everyonehasgonetosleep

exceptforMagadlelawho’supforhisownspiritual

reasonsandsingingintheyard.Awhitequantum

pullsupbelowtheyard.Severalvoicesareheard

talkingandwhateverthey’resayingisclearlynot

good.It’saboutguns,bulletsandknives.They’re

planningsomething.

Magadlela’sfirstinstincttellshimtorunbecause

clearlythesepeopleareheretoattack.Butthen



againheremembersthatMkhulu’slifeismore

importantthanhis.Hepicksamacheteandwalks

towardsthevoices,slowly,withoutmakingasound.

“Magadlelawhyareyouwalkingasifyouhave

soresunderyourfeet?Iseverythingokay?”

Wait,heknowsthisvoice!WhatthehellisNgidi

doingherewithaquantumfullofpeoplewhotalk

aboutgunsandallthatstuff?

“Ngonyamavisitorsarenotallowedhereatthis

time,”hesays,turningaroundandstandingup

straightwithsomerelief.

“WhosaidI’mvisiting?AndI’mnotNgonyamato

you,angiqanjwangaunyoko.”(Iwasn’tnamedby

yourmother)

“Whatisgoingon?”He’snowconfused.Whydoesit

soundlikeNgidiishereforwar?

“You’lltellmeMagadlela,”Ngidisaysandturnsto

mensmokingnexttothequantum.“Takethisone

Dladlaandmakesurehedoesn’tgoanywhere

beforewecomeback.”



Takehimforwhat?Whyarethey…no,no,no!

“Don’tholdmelikethis,”hesaystothemanwho

justgrabbedhisarmsandpulledhimasifhe’s

pullingastubborngoattothealter.

Themandoesn’tsayanything,hejustpusheshim

insidethequantumbyforceandgetsinafterhim.

“WhatdidIdo?”heasks,fearridingdownhis

nerves.Hehasn’tdoneanythingwrongtoanyone.

Hehardlygoesanywhere,hestayshereanddoes

choresthroughouthisdays.Eventohishome,he

hasn’tbeenthereinovertwodecades.Hewas22

whenhecamehere,ayearagoNxumalo’swifesaid

hewasturning49.

Apprenticesarenotallowedtoreturnhomebefore

theyhavefinishedtheirpracticingcourse.His

motherdiedtwoyearsafterhecamehere,he

wasn’tallowedtogotothefuneralbuthemourned

forher.Overtheyearshisbrothershavestopped

comingtocheckonhim.Hedoesn’tknowifthey

havechildren,oranythingabouttheirlives.Hehad

agirlfriendbeforecominghere,Nonhlanhla



Ngobese.Theyhadsomethinggoodgoingon,but

sadlyhecouldn’tgiveherhisall,hehadtodivide

himselfbetweentwoworlds.

Shehadaskedtoseehim,shesaiditwasimportant.

Heknewwhyshewantedtoseehim,orhe

suspected.Shewasgoingtocutthingsoff,itwas

longoverdueandhe’dseenitcoming.Nobody

understoodhim,himselfincluded,healsodidn’t

understandhimself.Thereweretimeswhenhe

didn’twantanyonearoundhim,noteven

Nonhlanhla.

Hiscallingcameatnight,thedaybeforehewas

goingtoseeNonhlanhla.Hewalkeda3-dayjourney

byfoot,comingheretoNxumalo,themanwho’d

beencalledtotrainhimbecomewhathisancestors

wanted.

HisbrothertoldhimthatNonhlanhlagotmarrieda

yearafterheleft.Shemarriedsomeonefrom

Khangelani,hervillage.It’seithershewaswiththat



Mbathamanduringtheirrelationshiporshemoved

ontoofast.Onethingthatbothershimisthathis

brothersaidNonhlanhlahadachild,eightmonths

afterheleft,andherhusbandpaidlobolaforthat

childtomakeherhisbytradition.

Hisbrothersaid,withnodoubt,thatthechildwas

hisbecauseshelookedexactlyliketheirmother.

Helooksforwardtothedayhefinallyfinishhis

courseandgoouttofindNonhlanhla.Shedoesn’t

owehimmuchandhehasnoentitlements,buthe

deservestoknowhischild.Hewasn’tthebest

boyfriendandhisfamilyblamedherforeverything

wrongthathappenedinhislife,buthedeservesto

knowhisoffspring.

Themaniseatinganapple,he’scuttingitwitha

pocketknifeandthataloneisdeliveringamessage

toMagadlela.He’sdyingtoday.Hewon’teversee

hischildwithhiseyes.Hecouldprayandcallhis

ancestors,especiallyGog’Ngoneni,shewashis



strongestancestorandshelookedoutforhim.But

overtheyearshe’slostconnectionwiththem,that’s

whyhe’shere,Nxumaloisstilltryingtorevivehis

gift.

“Ididn’tdoanythingwrong,”hetellstheman.It’s

liketalkingtoabrickwall.Ormaybeit’shisfirst

timeeatinganapple,hisfocusonitistoomuch.

.

.

***INSIDETHENXUMALOHOMESTEAD***

NxumaloopensthedoortoNgidistandingwith

severalmenbehindhim.Herubshiseyesannoyed,

hiswifeissittinguponbedwithhereyesgluedto

thedoor.She’swaitingtohearwhoisdisturbing

theirsleepatthistime.

“Ngonyama?”Nxumalosayswithafrown.After

whathappened,hedidn’texpecttoseeNgidi

anytimesoon.

“Ngaqanjwaunyoko?”Ngidiasks.(WasInamedby



yourmother)

Ngidiandeverybodyknowsthatyoudon’t

disrespectinyangalikethis.

“Areyoucrazylikeyoursonnow?You’reheretoget

treatment?”heasks,angergettingthebetterofhim.

“You’renotshapednicelyNxumalo,getdressedand

takemetomyson.Oneofthemwillkeepyourwife

companywhileyou’regone,”Ngidisays.

NowitdawnstoNxumalothatsomethingisup.

ThisNgonyamaisnotthetrustful,desperateman

who’sbeenwillingtodoanythingandeverythingto

havehisrank-sonsaved.Hebroughthisunrulytaxi

rankpersona.

“Whateveritisthatyouwanttodiscussyoucan

comebackinthemorning.Andyouknowthatyou

can’tseeNdabuko,hetoldyouthatheneverwants

toseeyouagain,”hesays.

Ngidiisgettingannoyed;hekeepsrubbinghisnose

andsniffing.

“Maybeyourwifedoesn’ttellyou,you’renotshaped



nicelyMkhatshwa.AndtheseboysI’mwitharetoo

youngtobetraumatizedbyyourthinthighs.Get

dressed,bedecent,andthencometalktomelikea

man.”

Themenbehindhimaresteppingcloser.Their

silenceisgruesomeandloud.Nxumalocansense

thedarkaurasurroundingthem.He’sdealtwith

peoplelikethembefore.Theydon’tcomeatnightto

attackhim,theycometobecleansedand

strengthened.

Hewalksbackinsidethehousewithhisthudding

heartkeptincheck.Hiswifeissittinginapetticoat

andstaringathim,awaitinganexplanation.

“Whatdoeshewant?”sheasks.

Nxumalograbshistrouserandputsiton.Clearly

Ngidididn’ttakeNdabuko’srejectionwell,he’snow

heretofight.Hewasn’treadyforthis,it’ssucha

desperatemovefromNgidi.Butheknowsthathe

hasNdabukoinhiscorner.He’lltellhim,infrontof

histhugsthistime,thathe’snothisson.



“Iwilldealwithit.Juststayhere,I’lltellMagadlela

tocomeandguardyou,”hetellshiswifeandbreaks

adryroothepullsbehindthebedandputsthe

pieceunderhistongue.

“Baba,mustn’tIscreamforhelp?”thewifeasks.

She’sabouttoreleasethishotpeerighthereonbed.

“Andwakeupmyancestors?Breakthisandslipit

underyourtongue.Nothingisgoingtohappen,”he

says,makinghiswaytothedoorwhilezippingup

hisjacket.

Hewalksoutandfindsthatthere’sanadditional

presence.It’sMamba,hisapprentice.OneofNgidi’s

menisholdinghimbyneck.

“Whatshouldwebeawareof?”heasks.

Mambamustn’tdareopenhismouth!Theoutside

lightisn’tbrightenoughbutsurelyMambaseeshis

deadglareandhegetsthemessage.

Butit’sadeadglarevsagunmassageonhisback.

Mambahastochoosewhichonehefearsthemost.



“Openhismouth,hehassomethingunderhis

tongue,”heblurtsout.

Hejustsoldhimout?Thismaneatshisfood,stays

inhishouseandtakeinstructionsfromhimfora

living.

“Yeyiwenamfazi…”Beforehecanhurlinsultsat

Mamba,amanhaspushedhimtothewalland

grabbedhisthroat.

“SayAaah,”themaninstructs.

Hekeepshismouthshuts.There’sareasonwhyhe

slippedapieceofrootunderhistongue.It’sforhis

protection,MambaTheIdiotwasn’tsupposedto

sayanything.

Ngidistepscloser.Heturnsontheflashlightinhis

phoneanddirectsittoNxumalo’sface.

“You’renotachildNxumalo,wearenotgoingtobeg

youtoopenyourmouth.SayAaah,damnit!”Ngidi

saysimpatiently.

Nxumalokeepshismouthshut.Well,untilaslideof



thegunmassageshischeek.Heopenshismouth

widelyasifhe’sopeningupforadentist.

Ngidipullsthepieceunderhistongueandthrowsit

downonthegroundandpressesitwithhisshoe.

“Anythingelse?”TheyaskMamba,stillpressing

Nxumaloagainstthewall.

“Thebandaroundhisarm,that’sall,Iswear,”

Mambasays.

Nxumaloisstrippedoutofeverythingthatmakes

himuntouchable,allbecauseofMamba’sbetrayal.

HasheforgottenwhatNxumalodoestothosewho

betrayhim?

TheypullbothhimandMambatoNdabuko’s

rondavel.Hopefullythemedicinedidn’tmakehim

losehisconsciousness,heneedstowakeupand

tellthesepeoplethathehasputhistrustinMkhulu,

he’ssafehereinhisnewfamily.

It’slockedoutside.NgiditurnshisheadtoNxumalo.

“Youlockhiminside?”heasks.



“Yes,”Nxumalosays.

Afistlandsonhischeek.Thiscould’vebeenthe

reasonwhyhewetthebed.He’ssick,there’sno

bathroominsideandtheylockhiminside

throughoutthenight.

“Wenaawungazi,ungizwangendabanjebuntombi

bomfaziwakho,”Ngidisays.(Youdon’tknowme,

youonlyhearaboutmelikeyouhearaboutyour

wife’svirginity)HeaggressivelypushesNxumaloto

thefrontsothatheunlocksthedoor.

Theywalkinandturnthelighton.Ndabukoisfast

asleepinbed.There’saplateofdrysampthatonly

achickencouldfindappetizing,andabigjugof

strongmedicinenexttoit.

Ngidiwalkstothebedandshakeshisbody.

“Ndabuko,wakeup,”hesays.

IttakesamomentforNdabukotomove.Ngidi

keepsshakinghimandcallinghisnameuntilhe

finallyopenshiseyes.



“It’sme,”Ngidisays.

Ndabukoseemstobeconfused.He’slooking

around,ateveryonewithafrownonhisface.

Nxumalocoulduseabowlofpopcornrightnow.

Justtowatchitallgoingdownagain.

“Son,heforcedhiswayin.Itriedtostophimbuthe

didn’tlisten,”heexplainstoNdabukoand

intentionallysniffsoutbloodtoshowhimthatNgidi

reallyforcedhiswayin.

“Ididn’tthinkyou’dcome,”NdabukosaystoNgidi.

“NeitherdidI,”Nxumalosayswithasigh.Ngidiis

exhausting,he’sactinglikeateenageboywhogot

dumpedbeforeValentine’sday.

“Doyouthinkyou’dbeabletowalktotheendofthe

yard?”Ngidiasks.

“I’mnotsureIcanmakeitthatfar,”Ndabukosays.

NowNxumaloisabitconfused.Whyarethey

talkinglikethis?WhyisNdabukoeventalkingto

thisman?

“SizwetakethatoneandgofindNdabuko’s



clothes,”Ngidiinstructsandoneofhismenwalks

outpullingMambabehindhim.

HehelpsNdabukoup.

“There’saquantumoutside,I’llbewithyoushortly.”

Heturnstohismenandasksoneofthemtocarry

Ndabukotothecar.

“Ndabukoyoucan’tleave.Wehave…youhave

plans.Andyoustillneedtogetbetter,”Nxumalo

sayswithhiseyeswidened.Thiscan’tbe

happening!

“Puthiminthebackseat,”Ngidiinstructs.

Nxumaloisnotgoingtostandandwatchthem

kidnappinghisNdabuko.Heturnstofollowthem

butNgidiblockshiswaywithhisfoot,causinghim

totripandfall.

Heyells;“Ndabukothinkthisthrough.He’sgoingto

killyou!”

Thedoorcloses,theyhavetakenhimaway.He

wantstorunafterthembutNgidi’sheavyfootis



pressedbehindhisneck.

Mambaisbroughtback,accompaniedbythesame

Sizweman.Nxumaloisstillfightingtoescape

Ngidi’sfootwithnosuccess.Hisbreathisrunning

out,soishiscryingvoice.

“What’syourname?”NgidiasksMamba.

“Mamba,”hesays.

“Yourmothercarriedyoufor9monthsandwent

throughlaborpainsonlytonameyouaftera

snake?”

Sizwebreaksintoanear-breakinglaughter.He’s

lovingthis.

“ListenMamba,Idon’thavemuchtime.Getevery

medicinethatwasusedtotreatNdabukoandany

medicinethat’sreadyforuse.Idon’tcarewhatit’s

for,youhave5minutestodoso.Sizwewillgowith

youtomakesurethatyoudon’tleaveanything

behind.Don’tforgetrazors,”Ngidisays.

Sizwedoesn’twasteasecond,hepullsMambaout



ofthedoor.

Nxumalostopsbreathingandshutshiseyes.Ngidi

doesn’tremovehisfoot.Nxumalo’stoescurlup,his

bodyshakesandhiseyesrollback.

Still,Ngididoesn’tremovehisfoot.

“You’renotagoodactorNxumalo.Whenyouwant

metoremovemyfootyou’llsay‘tshilotshilo

sengivuthiwe’andI’llhelpyoutobed,”hesays.

Nxumalobreathesoutenormouslyandopenshis

eyes.Hemumblessomethingunderhisbreath.

“I’moldNxumalo,Icannothearyouifyouspeaklike

ahornywoman,”Ngidisays.

“Isaidtshilotshilosengivuthiwe,”Nxumalosaysa

bitlouder.

Themansittingontopofthetablechokesdowna

laugh.OnlythenNgidiremoveshisfootandlifts

himupandpullshimtobed.

“You’renotaco-operativepatientsoI’lltieyouup,”

Ngidisaysandtakestheropetheyusedtotie

Ndabukowithandtieshimup.



MambaandSizwearebringingdifferentbuckets

andtiedblackplasticbags.Theyarecominginand

out,collectingeverything.Thelastparceltobe

broughtisNxumalo’swife.

Heregainsstrengthwithinasecond;he’sfightingto

breaktheropesandgetstohiswife.

“Behave.YourwifeandMambatherewillmixallthe

medicinesforyou,”Ngidisaysandtakesapacket

ofrazors.

Hedoesn’tcarewherehe’sslittingNxumalo’sflesh,

it’sanywherehecaninserthisrazoron.

“Don’tdoitonmyface,peoplewillthinkI’ma

Mpondo,”Nxumalobegs.

Ngidigoesstraighttoface.

“Doyouknowhowsmartthosepeopleare?Why

wouldanyonemistakeyouforthem?Youandyour

quarterbrain!”

HeopensonemuthipacketthatSizwehandstohim.

“Notthatone!”Nxumalo’swifescreamsoutinpanic.



Ngidistops,“Why?”

“It’sforattractingwomen,”shesays.

“Didyoutellhimnottogivemysonmedicinesthat

madehimsickoryou’reonlybeingopinionated

today?”Ngidiasks.

Silence.

HeinsertsmuthiinNxumalo’sbleedingcuts.The

wifehasherhandsoverherhead,she’swailingout

asNgidicontinuestoinsertmuthialloverher

husband.

“God,they’lltakemyhusband!”

Sizweisabouttobursthisstomachwithlaughter.

He’senjoyingeachandeverymoment.

DifferentpowdersareputinNxumalo’sbody

regardlessofwhatthey’reusedfor.

“Mayhimwhohealsbehealedtoo,”Sizwesaysas

hepassesamixtureofallmedicinestoNgidi.

“SayAaah,”Ngidiinstructs.

Nxumalopresseshislipstightlytogether.Heneeds



alittlemotivationandSizweismorethanwillingto

remindhimwhyheshouldobey.

Hiswifescreamsatthesightofagun.Itturnsto

herfaceandshequicklypullsherselftogether.

“Tellyourhusbandtoopenhismouth,”hetellsthe

wife.

Shewalkstowardsthebedwithasoakedpetticoat.

“PleaseMkhatshwasayAaah,”shebegs.

Again,Sizweisrollingonthefloorwithlaughter.

EventuallyNxumaloopenshismouth,Ngidipours

themedicinedownhisthroat.

“Wecanpaybackallyourmoney,please.My

husbandmaynotrecoverfromthis,someofthese

thingsareonlyusedundercertaininstructions,”the

wifebegs.

“Don’tyouhaveamuthitoattractbadspirits?

Attract,notchase,”Sizweasks.

“Huh?”Ngidiisconfusedaswell.

ItlookslikeNxumalohaspassedout.Hismuthis



mustbepowerful.

“Nyokanyoka?”SizweturnstoMamba.

“No,”Mambasays.

“Don’tlietome,Icanmotivateyoutospeakthe

truth.”

Deepsigh!

“Iswear,son.Wedon’thavethatkindofmedicine,it

hasneverbeenrequestedbefore.”

“Thengivemewoza-wozaforwomen.Ithink

Nxumalo’swifeheredeservessomeattentionon

thestreets.”

Thewife’seyesbulgeout.

“I’mmarried,”shesays.

Sizwechuckles,“Andbored.Youcan’tbeeatingthe

samemeateveryday.”

“I’mhappywithmyhusband,”sheinsists.

“Comeon,givemybrothersachancetothis

thickness.”



Ngidigiveshimawarningglare.They’renothereto

lustoveroldwomen’sthickness.

TimeistickingandtheyhavetoputNdabuko’s

healthfirst.Nxumaloisstillunconsciousinbed.

Theythrowawaytheremainingmedicineandleave

thewifecryingonthefloor.

“I’mcomingbackformymoneyinafewdays,”

Ngidisays.“Ifhedoesn’thaveit,he’llpaywithyour

life.Icannotkillanyanga,butIcankillyou.And

him,andeveryoneelseinthisyard.”He’spointingat

Mamba.

“Youdon’tdareme!Youdoalittlebackground

checkbeforescammingmeattheexpenseofmy

son’shealth.”

He’sdone,fornow.They’retakingMagadlelawith

them,he’llsayeverythingtheydidtoNdabukoand

onlycomesbackoncehehasfullyrecovered.

Heissittingbehindthedriver,sweatingandsilently

prayingtohisancestorsforrescue.



.

.

***THENEXTMORNING***

Maqhinga’scardrivesinjustafterNdlalifa’s.They

bothdon’tknowwhat’sgoingon.WhyisNgidieven

here?Theygrewuphere,inWaterways,butthey

haven’tbeenhereinyears.Ngidirefusedtosellor

rentoutthehouse.Itstoresalltheirchildhood

memoriesandthoseoftheirmother.

“Doyouhaveanyideawhyweareheresoearlyin

themorning?”Maqhingaasks.

“No,heonlysaidit’surgent,”Ndlalifasays.

Theymaketheirwayinsidethehouse.It’squietand

emptyasit’salwaysbeenaftertheirmother’s

disappearance.

“Hlomuka,wearehere,”Ndlalifayells.

Heopensthefridge,hopingtofindabeeror

something,butthere’sonlyabottleofwaterand

leftovers.



Ngidiappears,he’sincreasedshirtasifhespenta

nightinaprisoncell.Didheevensleep?

“What’sgoingon?”Ndlalifaasks.

“Ndabukoishere.Ifetchedhim.”

“Hehasrecovered?”Maqhingaasks.

Theydidn’texpectthisatall.

“No,that’swhyyouarebothhere.Ineedtofinda

traditionalhealerwhocanundoeverythingthat

Nxumalodidtohim.Butyou’llhavetomakesure

it’ssomeonelegit.”

Ndlalifafrowns,“SoNhlanzekowasright?”

“I’mafraidso.He’sneverstoppedlookingoutfor

him,eventhoughhedoesthingsinhisstrange

ways.”

“DidyoukillNxumalo?”Ndlalifa.

“No,Icannotkillanyanga,butI’llmakesurethathis

lifeislikealivinghell,”Ngidisays.“Also,there’sa

manhere,oneofhisass-lickers.Ibroughthimhere



tomakesurethatthenewhealerwillknowwhat

he’sdealingwith.”

“Whatifhegivesusthewronginformation?”

Ndlalifaasks.

“Hehasadaughterandhe’snevermether.I’llfind

herfirst,he’llgivemeNdabukoandI’llgivehimhis

daughter.IfNdabukodies,sowillhisdaughter.”
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Ndabukohaswokenup.Hedoesn’tlooklikehewas

fedatall.He’stwosizesdown,withdrylipsand

sunkeneyes.Self-blamewon’ttakethemanywhere

now,theyhavetofindahealerandtheyhavetofind

himfast.

“Ineedtomakeaphonecall,”Maqhingasays.He

getsoffbedandwalksoutofthebedroom.

Heshouldn’thavetrustedNxumalo.Heshould’ve

madethiscallfromtheonset.Ndabukowould’ve

beenbetterbynow,that’swithoutanydoubt.



“Ithoughtyou’dcallearlier.Ievenwokeupto

chargemyphoneatmybrother’shouse.Idon’t

knowwhathappenedtoourelectricityhere,my

brotherisyettocomeandfixit,”hesaysbefore

Maqhingaevengreet.

Buthe’slearntthateverythingisrandomand

strangewiththisman.He’sbeyondhuman

understanding.

“GoodmorningMthembu,”hesays.

“HiMaqhinga.You’restillinDurban?”

“Ummm…yes,”Maqhinga.

“Alright,I’llgototheoffice,somethingneedsmy

attentionurgently.I’llbebackbythetimeyouallget

here.”

Okay…heknows.WhyisMaqhingaevensurprised?

Hewasalsoexpectinghimwhenhewentthere.

“Justsoyouknow,there’ssomeoneelse.Hewasn’t

broughthereonhiswill,it’scomplicatedbutI’ll

explainwhenwegetthere,”hesays.

“Theotheroneneedsmemorethantheotherone.



Seeyouwhenyougethere.”

Callended…

Whichotheroneandwhichotherone?Asfaras

MaqhingaknowsonlyNdabukoneedshelphere.

Hewalksbackinsidethebedroomandalleyesgo

tohim.Atthispointeveryoneisdesperate.

NdabukoaskedthemnottoletNdondoseehimin

theconditionhe’sin.Likeanyman,hedoesn’twish

tobeseenbyhiswomanlookingthisweak.And

morethananyone,Ngidiisdrowninginguilt.He

justputallhistrustonNxumalo,henever

questionedhimevenwhenhesawNdabukogetting

worsebyday.

Heneverspentadayortwowithhimbecausehe

putbusinessbeforehislife.Hefocusedonmaking

surethatthebusinessdidn’tslackinNdabuko’s

absence.EvenwhenNxumaloindirectlydemanded

moremoney,hepaiditwithnoeyebrowsraised.He

dependedonmoneytosolveeverything,amistake

mostpeoplemakewhentheyhavelotofmoney.



“WehavetogotoMpofana.Ngcwethiisexpecting

us,”Maqhingaannounces.

“YoutalkedtoNgcwethiMthembu?”Ndlalifaasks.

“Ihavehisnumber,hehelpedme,remember?We

don’thavemuchtime,let’sgetgoing.”Hedashesto

thebathroomtopacktoiletriesforNdabukowhile

Ndlalifahelpshimgetoutofbed.

“Whatarewegoingtodowithhim?”Ndlalifaasks

Ngidi,pointingatMagadlelacurledupatthecorner

oftheroom.Isitpossibleforamantokeepcrying

likethis?Theyhadtokeeppromisinghimabulletin

histesticlebeforeheshutup.Butitwouldn’ttake

timebeforehestartcryingagain.

“He’scomingwithus,”Maqhingasays,walkingin

andgrabbingtheNikebagonbed.

“Ngcwethi’sinstruction,”hetellsthembeforethey

evenask.

“I’mnotstayingbehind.Notthistime,Ndlalifahas

togobackandtakecareofthingsathome,”Ngidi

says.



“There’snoneedBaba,ifNgcwethiwasascamhe

wouldn’thaveletmeinhishome.Ihadnomoney,

noclothes,nofood,nothing.Buthewelcomedme

andgavemethehelpIneeded.Hewon’tharm

Ndabukoinanyway,Ipromiseyou,”Maqhingasays.

ItwilltakealotforNgiditoletNdabukooutofhis

sightandtrustastrangerwithhislife.Whatifit

happensagain?Hewon’tmakeitthesecondtime.

“BabawearetalkingaboutNgcwethiMthembuhere,

notjustarandomperson.Gobackhome,Aunt

mustbewonderingwhereyouare,”Ndlalifasays.

“NdlalifaImadethatmistakeonce,I’mnot…”

Maqhingasighs,“IwillbethereBaba,I’llstaywith

himuntilherecovers.Ipromise,Iwillbringhim

homealive.”

“IfanythinghappensMaqhinga,IswearI’mgoingto

blowoutthatMthembu’sbrainandfeedittoyou.”

“Aslongasyoudon’tboilit,Ilikemybrainfried,”

Maqhingasays.

Ngidiclickshistongueandtakeshisphoneandcar



keysfromthebed.

“Whyareyousittingtherewena?Mustwewaitfor

youwhileyoucry?”heasksMagadlela.

Hequicklygetsupandtiestheropethat’sfastening

histrouseronbehalfofabelt.

“Lookatyou,lookinglikeanyaopemanbutyousay

youhaveagift.Waithere,I’llgetyoudecent

clothes,”Ngidisays,shakinghishead.

Hehadasuitcaseofoldclothesstashed

somewherehere.Hehatesthisman,yes,buthe

can’tlethimgoallthewaytoMpofanalookinglike

this.

NdlalifahastakenNdabukoandleft.Ngidi

disappearedtothegaragetofindclothesfor

Magadlela.

Fornowit’sjustthetwoofthem.

“So,wereyouallowedtohavegirlfriendsthere?”

MaqhingaasksMagadlela.

“No,”hisresponseisquickandaccompaniedbya



headshake.

“Youweretherefor25years.Youmeaninthose

yearsyou’veneverhadnum-num?Oryouhad

alternatives?”Maqhinga.

“Whatisnum-num?Ifyoumeansexualintercourse,

thenno.”

Maqhingaexclaimsinshock.Itsoundsreally

interesting,likeaprisonlife.Ormaybenot,they

fuckeachotherinprisons,andsometimesguards.

“Youmeanyoursacisfullof2010spermsand

beyond?”

Magadleladoesn’tsayanything.Howdoyou

answersuchquestion?Andthisboyishalfhisage.

“Soyourmasterhadtherighttosexandyoudidn’t?

Itjustbafflesme,howdoyouevengoayear

withouthavingsex?Peopledothat?”

Ngidiiswalkinginwithshirtsandtrousersstacked

overhisarm.

“Voetsekwena,takethebagstothecarandstop

askingrubbish.”



Maqhingaalmostjumpupinshock.Hequickly

takesthebagandrushesout.

.

.

NDONDO

Idon’tknowwhyIhaveabadfeelingaboutNgidi’s

lastcall.Imean,ifsomethingbadhadhappenedhe

would’vetoldmerightaway.Buthejustsaidhe’s

onhiswayandIshouldexpecthimaround11h00.

“Andiswacanyougetmeapacketofchips,I’m

feelingabitstressed.”

Icanseeherrollinghereyes.Ourrelationshipisnot

whereitusedtobe,wehadafalloutafterthe

wheelchairargument.I’mstillnotbuyingDumisani

anexpensivewheelchair,butI’mpayingallhis

medicalexpensesandthatincludesanurse.Ihad

tohireherformymother’sandbrother’ssake.

“Whyareyourollingyoureyes?”Iaskher.

“Becauseyou’reslavingmearoundandIdidn’t



makeyoupregnant,”shesays.

“Askingyoutogetmeapacketofchipsfromthe

kitchenisslavingyou?”Iask.

Shedragshersandalsandwalksawaysinging.

Momalwaystalkstoheraboutthis,singingloudin

themiddleofaseriousargumentispuredisrespect.

Igetoffthecouchandfollowafterher.

“I’mgoingtobreakyourstickylegsifyougiveme

anattitude,wenanopopi.”I’mbesidemyselfwith

anger.

Shelooksatme,putsherhandsonherhipsand

raiseshereyebrows.

“I’msureyoucan,hippopotamus.”

Didshejustcallmeahippopotamus?Shemanages

toescapetheappleIthrowather.Idon’tknow

whenHloniranin,Ijustseehergettingbetweenus

andpullingAndiswaback.

“Seriously,haveyouseenapregnantwoman

fightingbefore?Areyoutryingtokillthisbaby?”



She’sstaringatmewithangeranddisappointment

writtenalloverher.

Andiswafoldsherarms,“Yeah,askher.Iwasalso

surprised,Ijustsawaballoonjumpingatme.”

Nowshe’scallingmeaballoon?Icannotstopthe

tears.I’veneverbeensodisrespectedandashamed

byapersonbefore.

“Geez,Andiswagotoyourroom,”Hlonisaysand

asksmetogositonthecouchwhilesheprepares

measnack.

IwantafightingmatchwithAndiswaafterI’ve

givenbirth.I’mnotgoingtobeamaturedoneabout

this!

I’mfeelingalittlebetteraftereatingtheburgerand

chips.Igotothebathroomandwashmyface.I

don’twanttolooklikeacrybabytoNgidi.I’m

strong,Idon’tletemotionsgetthebetterofme.I

applysomeredlipstickandwearmycurlyhair.

“Wow,boss-lady,youlookhot,”Hlonisaysfromthe



door.

“I’mshamingthedevil,”Isayandwebothlaugh.

“Bytheway,acarjustpulledup.Ithinkit’shim,”

shesays.

Lord,thisgirl!

“Andyou’reheretohide?Couldn’tyoulethimin

first?Ngididoesn’tbite,Hloniphile.”Thisgirlis

unbelievable!You’dswearNgidioncepointedagun

atherandaskedhertoraiseNelsonMandelafrom

thegrave.

Iletherbeandleavetoattendtomyguest.

Idon’tbuybeer.Ndabukousedtobringhisown

whencominghere.Idon’tknowwhattoofferthis

man.I’mverycertainthathewon’tdrinkAndiswa’s

redwine.IrememberthathedrankGlentea,

hopefullyIhaveapacket.

Ihavetodoeverythingbymyself.Rinsingcups,

fillingsugarcontainer,boilingwaterandeverything.

Mybreathisrunningout,mybackisstartingto



ache.

Iputthetrayonthecoffee-tableandsitonthe

oppositecouchandreleaseahugebreath.

“Ithoughtyouhadahelper.”

YesIdo,she’shidinginmybedroombecauseshe’s

scaredofyou.

“She’sbusy,theotheronehadanemergencyat

home,”Isay.

“Isee.Andyou,howareyoudoing?”heasks.

“Idon’tknow,it’slikelivinginfearandexpecting

anythingtohappen.”

Henodsandsipshisteauntilitfinishes.Idon’t

knowifhe’sscaredtotellmewhateverhecameto

sayorit’sjustnotthatimportant.

Hefinallyputsdownthecupandclearshisthroat.

“IcameheretoupdateyouaboutNdabuko’s

condition,”hesays.

Myheartbeatisaccelerating.Iwaitasheadjusts



hiswrist-watch.

“WehavetakenhimtoahealerinMpofana,”he

says.

“Why?WhathappenedtoNxumalo?”I’mconfused.

Heexhalesloudly,“Thedreamyouhadwasa

warning.IwishIhadtakenNhlanzekoseriously.

Nxumalowasonlymakingmoney.Hemadehim

sickintentionally,sothatIcouldkeeppayinghim.

He’snotgoodbutwegotthereintime.”

I’monmyfeet.Iwanttoyellandpunchsomeone.

“Didn’tyouknowthisNxumaloperson?”Iask.

“Idid.HetookadvantageofthesituationandI’m

goingtomakehimpay,”hesays.

“Sowhereishenow?Howwelldoyouknowthis

newhealer?”

“Maqhingaknowshim.He’sgood.”

TF!HetrustsMaqhingaoutofallpeople.

“Ineedtogothereandbebyhisside.”

“MaSibisiyoucannotgothere.It’stooriskyforyou



to…”

Gosh,heknowsme,weworkedtogetherforyears.

I’mnotgoingtobackdown.

“Babawhetheryouapproveornot,I’mgoingthere.I

waskeptawayfromhim,andlookwhereweare

today.I’mnottakingthatrisk,I’mnotputtingmy

trustonyourhealersagain.”

“Hedoesn’twantyoutoseehimlikethat,”hesays.

“Ilovehimunconditionally.ThelastthingIcare

aboutrightnowishowhelooks,Ijustwanttobeby

hisside,that’sall.”Isthattoomuchtoask?They’ve

beenkeepingmeawayfromhimallthistime.I

couldn’tevenspeaktohimoverthephone.

Howisthatfair?WheredotheythinkIgetmy

strengthfrom?

“Howisyourfather?”heasks.

Iwipethetears,“Idon’tknow…I’mgoingtopackmy

bagsandcallsomeonewho’lldrivemethere.”

He’sfeelingsorryforme,notbecausehe

understandshowIfeel,he’sjustreactingasaman



towardsawoman’stears.

“Who’sgoingtherewithyou?Youknowthatit’snot

safeforyoutotravelalone,”heasks.

“Whocouldcomewithme?Khosiisbusyatwork,

Snalowentto…”Tearschokeme,Ican’tspeak.I

feelstrongarmswrappingaroundmeandIbreak

downonhischest.

“I’llorganizesomeonewhocancomewithyouand

callMaqhingatolethimknowthatyou’recoming

there,”hesays.

Icantellfromhisvoicethatthiswasn’tanoption.

Hehasnochoicebuttomaketheimpossible

possible.

“Thankyou.I’llpackmybags.”

.

.

Acarhootsoutsidethegate.Busikhayaand

Mazwakhearestandingintheyard,whileNgcwethi

isattendingtohisnewpatientinsidetherondavel.

Theydon’tgetinvolvedinhisworkathome,butthis



oneisdifferentbecauseitinvolvesMaqhinga-the

onlypatientwhohaddinnerineveryhouseandgot

introducedtothekids.Theyarenotfriends,butthey

wouldn’tshuttheirdoorsonhisfaceatanyhour.

Theirkidsknowhim,heknowsallofthemandtheir

wives,andhe’sbeentotheJamafarm.

Thesickguyishisbrother,notbyblood,andthe

otheroneisconnectedtotheminsomeway.

Ngcwethihasanswerstoeverything.Accordingto

him,everythinghappensforareasonandeveryone

thatcomesintoourlivesisapartofourjourneyto

ourdestinies.

Ndabukocould’vebeenbroughttohimsoonerbut

Magadlelaneededtoberescued.Andbecause

Ngidiisgoingtoneedhiminthenearfuture,hehad

tobetheonewhomeetsandrescueshim.

“Openthegate!”Awomanscreamsoutsidethegate.

“Andthen?”Busikhayaasks.

They’regrownnow,theystillarguebuttheydon’t

fight.



“Idon’tknow.Goandopenthegatebeforeshe

breaksitdown,”Mazwakhesays.

BusikhayaeventuallyacceptedthatMazwakheis

olderthanhim,hedoesasinstructed.Hegoesand

opensthegate.HefindsacarwithDurban

registrationparked.Nexttoitisafancypregnant

womaninalongbrowncoat,bigcurlyhairand

sunglasses.

“CanIhelpyou,madam?”Busikhayaasks.

Shewalksclosertothegate.Hassheeverbeenout,

inthesun?Shedoesn’tlooklikesomeonewhoeven

usesatoilet.Surely,she’snotfromanywhere

aroundMpofana.Shelooksdifferent,likeshe

breathesflavoredoxygen.

“Whereismyfiancee?”sheasksandtakesoffher

sunglasses.

Okay,she’sahumanbeing.Anormalone.Andshe

goesthroughthingslikeanybodyelse.Youcantell

fromhereyesthatshe’sbeenthroughalotand

she’sbeencryingthewholeday,ifnotaweek.

“Whoisyourfiancee?”Busikhayaasks.



“NdabukoMngomezulu,hewasbroughthereby

Maqhinga.”

Hecouldaskherquestionsbutshe’snotina

positiontoanswerquestionsrightnow.

“Youcantellhimtodrivein,”hesaysandleavesthe

gateopenedwidely.

Thecardrivesin.There’sanotherwomanwithher.

ShehopsoutofthecarandlooksatBusikhaya

who’sstandingwithMazwakheandwatching.

“Whereishe?”sheasks.

“I’mnotsureifyoucangotohimrightnow.You

canfollowmetothathouse,Mazwakhewilllet

themknowthatyou’rehereand…”

“No,IwanttoseehimandIwanttoseehimnow!”

shescreams.

Busikhayaisnotfamiliarwithbeingscreamedatby

awoman.Hestandsstill,inshock,andfrowns.

“Ndabuko!Maqhinga!“



Whyishehereagain?Nontobekowascookinga

dumplingforhim.Hecould’vejuststayedthereand

watchedhercookinsteadofcomingtothisdrama.

Theotherwomangetsoutofthecarandtriesto

calmherdown.Zanamuhlaispeekingthroughthe

curtain,shewastoldthatthereisawomancoming

butnobodytoldheritwouldbeacrazyone.

Maqhingaemergesfromtherondavelandrushes

towardsher.Shecriesevenlouderwhenshesees

him.

“Hey,Ndondo?”Maqhingasays,pullingherintohis

arms.

She’snotcalmingdown.ShewantstoseeNdabuko,

notlater,nottomorrow,butnow!

Ngcwethistepsoutoftherondavelandsignalsfor

Maqhingatocomewithher.Busikhayaand

Mazwakhearestillwatching.She’spulledinsidethe

rondavelwhiletheotherwomanstaysbackwiththe

driver.



Anotherscream.Whatnow?She’sseenhim.

“I’moutofhere,”Busikhayasays.

“SoamI,”Mazwakhesays.

NdondofelldownassoonasshesawNdabuko

lyingonareed-mat.Itwasn’tbecausehelooked

horribleandthin,seeinghimaliveoverwhelmedher

andthecrampsshe’sbeenhavinglatelycameback

heavily.

“Ndondoareyouokay?”Maqhingaasks.

She’sstilllyingonthefloorandcryingpainfully.

“NdondoyamiI’mfine,”Ndabukosaysweakly.He

wantstogetupandgohugher,buthisbodyistoo

weak.

“Maqhinga,she’sinlabor!”Ngcwethi.

“Whaaaat?”Itdidn’tregisterinMaqhinga’shead.In

laborasin-abouttopushthebabyout?That’san

emergencyhe’sneverbeenapartof.

“Icannothelpher,youneedtotakehertothe



hospitalandyouneedtodoitfast,”Ngcwethisays.

“Waitaminute,Ndondoyou’regivingbirth?”heasks,

justtobesure.

“Mywaterjustbroke…pleasegetabeltandtiemy

waist…Iwanttopee…MaqhingaIwanttohotwater.”

Thisisserious.Heneedstomove.Ifhedoesn’tget

helpontimeNdabukowillneverforgivehim.
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Therehaven’tbeenanyupdatefromMaqhingain

thelasttwohours.Hesaidhe’llcallifthedoctors

tellhimsomething,hisquietnessmeansthat

Ndondo’scervixisstillnotdilating.It’sathingthat

thewesterndoctorscandealwith.Ngcwethiknows

thatshe’llbeokay,butwithNdabukoit’sadifferent

story.Hehasn’teaten,he’sjustlyingonhisback

andstaringupattherooflikehe’slosthisworld.

Ngcwethiwalksinwithapillonhispalmanda

glassofwaterinanotherhand.Zanamuhla



suggestedthathegiveshimVitaminstoboosthis

appetite.Hecan’tjustgoonahungerstrike,notin

hiscondition.

“Drinkthis,youhavetoeat,”Ngcwethisays,

handinghimthepillandwater.

“Idon’twantpills,IwilleatonceIhaveanupdate

fromMaqhinga,”hesays.

Ngcwethisighsandsitsnexttohim.Ndabukois

stressedoutandheunderstandshisposition.It

mustbeevenmorehardonNdabukobecausehe

cannotbethereforherandhewon’tbethereto

welcomehisson.

“She’llbefine,Ipromiseyou.”Ngcwethiputshis

handoverhisshoulderandlooksathissunken

eyes.Hehasnostrengthinhim.Restlessness,

overthinkingandhopelessness,alltakeahugetoll

onhim.

“Icannotimaginewhatyou’vebeenthrough.Not

justforthecoupleofpreviousweeks,butfromthe

dayyouwerechosentocarryyourbrother’slegacy

andgiveupyourdreams.Itmust’vebeenhard.”



He’smetpeoplewithallkindsofcallingsand

destinies,butNdabuko’sstoryisdifferent.Asmuch

asheunderstandstheancestorsandtheirtwisted

ways,hecannotdisregardhowtheyhave,orjust

howhisbrotherhas,inconveniencedhislife.

“Youmusthavefeltlikeyouwerelivinginthe

shadows,”hesays.HishandisstillonNdabuko’s

shoulderasifhe’stryingtopasshimsomestrength.

Ndabukohasn’tshiftedhiseyes,they’regluedon

therooflikeithasasolutiontohisproblemswritten

onit.

“Mywholelife,”hesays,inhalingasharpbreath.

SeeingNdondobreakingdownonthefloorand

cryingoutinpainwhilehejustlaidonthemat

helplessly,brokehimfurtherly.Hecouldn’tevenget

upandgohugher.Sheneededhim,shestilldoesin

thehospital,andhecannotbethereforher.Hewas

supposedtobethere,holdingherhandthroughout

thedeliveryprocess.

NowMaqhingaisthere…notthathe’snotgrateful,

butitwassupposedtobehim.Hewasn’tsupposed

tobeuselessandgettingeverythingdoneforhim



byothers.

“Yourwholelife?”Ngcwethiasks.

“That’swhatIsaid.Itdidn’tstartafterNhlanzeko

died.Healwaysmatteredmorethanme.Hisneeds

weremetfirst.Everythingwasabouthim.Iwasjust

aboywithacuteroomandexpensivetracksuits,”

hesays.Maybehe’sangryathimselffornotbeing

abletobethereforNdondoandtryingtofind

someoneelsetoblame.Butstill,thisisthehonest

truth.

“Whoboughtyouexpensivetracksuits?”

“Nhlanzeko.Heboughteverythinginthehouse,”he

says.

“Whydoyouthinkhedidthat?Buildingyouacute

roomandbuyingyouexpensivetracksuits?”

Ndabukoexhalesbreathily,“Becausehecould,”he

says.

“Andhewantedto,”Ngcwethiadds.He’snota

shrinkbuthehasbrothers,peoplehetalkstoand

forcestotalkwhenhefeelsliketheyaredrifting



away.Hisshouldercanbesomeone’stocryon.

Ndabukoliftshiseyes,withafewlinesfurrowedon

hisforehead.He’salikeableguy,justlikeMaqhinga.

OrisitbecauseNgcwethihasasoftspotfor

Maqhinga?

Hechuckles,“Don’tlookatmelikethat.Hecould’ve

notdoneallthosethingsifhedidn’twantto.”

“I’mnotbeingungrateful,”Ndabukosaysindefense.

HimandNhlanzekowereinabetterplace

before...beforethatnight.Hetriesnottothinkabout

it;howNdondomust’vedealtwiththesituationand

howeverythingwentinhisabsence.

“Thenhowdoyoudescribeyourfeelings?”

Ngcwethiasks.

Well,hewasn’ttoldthathecameheretoseea

shrink,eitherway,hedoesn’tmindtalkingand

answeringallhisquestions.

“I’moverthepast.IknowthatNhlanzekolovedme

andIreallywishwehadacloserelationshipas

brothers.Ican’tsayanythingaboutmyparents

becausethey’renotheretoanswerthequestions



thatIhave.RightnowIjustwanttobelong…tohave

afamilyofmyown-byblood.Ndondoismynew

start,ifanythinghappenstoherorthebaby...”He

exhalesloudlyandrubshisfacewithhishand.

Ngcwethigetsit;he’sscared.

“Youwantustogotothehospital?”heasks.

Ndabuko’seyespopout.It’snotwhathewants,but

he’ssurprisedthatNgcwethiwould’veconsideredit.

“Iwould’velovedto,butIdon’twanthertoseeme

likethis,”hesays.

“They’regoodat‘throughthickandthin’,mostof

them.It’sus,men,whodon’tstayaroundwhenshit

hitsthefan,”-Ngcwethi.Hegetsupfromthe

reedmat,goesbacktohissideandsitsonthechair.

“Howdoyoudealwithher?Ithoughtmywifewas

crazybutafterwhatIsawtoday,IthinkZolwandle

isjustanangel.”

Ndabukocracksasmile.Hisfirstsmileinalong

time.Foramomenthismindisnotdominatedby

fearandmisery.



“Ndondoisnotcrazy,she’sactuallyverylevel-

headed.She’stheCEOinoneofthemost

successfulcompaniesinDurban.She’susedto

beingabiggerandlastvoice,butIknowhowtopin

thebossladydown,”hesays.

Ngcwethichucklesandshakeshishead.

“Idon’tthinkI’dbeabletohandlethat.Ourwives

oncemadeR250kprofitfromtheirbusinessthis

otherDecemberanddisappearedthewholeweek,

leavinguswithkids.Theyswitchedtheirphonesoff,

onlypoppedintoposttheirpicturesinbikinisand

readourtexts.Thatwasthemosttraumaticweekof

ourlives.”

Thisisn’tajoke.Youcantellthatit’ssomethinghe

doesn’twishtogothroughagain,but…theheck!

“Whatdidtheysaywhentheycameback?”

Ndabukoasks.Heshouldn’tbelaughingsohardin

hiscondition.He’llcrackhisachingribs.

“Nothing.That’showIknewifmywifeeverbecame

amillionaireI’dbedoomed.”Hisphonevibratesin

thepacket.Itshouldn’tbeswitchedoninsidehere,



butthere’sanimportantcallthey’vebeenwaiting

for.

“It’sMaqhinga,”hesaysbeforewalkingoutofthe

rondavelwithhisheadbowed.

Heanswersitoncehe’soutofthedoor.

“Anynews?”heasks.

“He’sfinallyhere.Ihaveneverseensuchabrave

baby.Allkidscrywhentheyareborn,especially

whenthey’reborninSouthAfricawheretheir

motherseattheirSassagrant.Butthisonedidn’t

makeasound,hejustopenedhiseyesandsucked

hisfist.”

“Wait,what???”Ngcwethiisinshock,whichbaffles

Maqhinga.Thebabyisbrave,he’sreadytokick

someassandchoosewhohelaughswith.He’s

readyfortrafficcopsandrudepassengers.Thisis

asonofataxiownerafterall.Whyisitaproblemto

Ngcwethi?

“Maqhingadidyousaythebabydidn’tcry?”heasks.

“Yes,butit’sbigandhealthy.”



“That’s…awesome.Howisthemother?”His

awesomedoesn’tsoundawesomeatall.

“She’sokay,justtired,”Maqhingasays.

Heinhalessharply,“Okay,contactherfamilyandlet

themknowassoonaspossible.Theyneedto

come.”

Hepushesthephonebackinsidethepocketand

spendsthenextfewminutesstaringintospacelike

he’stryingtoputamillionpiecestogether.

He’sworkedveryhardtocheerNdabukoupand

makehimfeelabitpositive.Andnowhehastotell

himthis?He’sverycertainthatthishasgotnothing

todowithNdabukoandhisancestors.Theseare

knotsandunresolvedissuesfromtheSibisiside.

Hehastogivehimanupdate.Heswallows

nothingnessandwalksbackinside.Ndabukohas

satupandleanedbythewall.Heheardthat

somethingisn’tright.



“Whatdidhesay?”heasksanxiously.

“Yourboyhasarrived.They’rebothfine,”Ngcwethi

says.Hisfacedoesn’ttellthegreatnewshe’s

breaking.

“And?”Ndabukoasks,sensingthatthere’smore

thanwhathe’slettingon.

“Thebabyhasn’tcried,butit’snotsomethingyou

mustworryyourselfabout.Ifthebabywas

surroundedbyhostility,argumentsandfights,it’s

verycommonforitnottocry.It’snotabigdeal…”

Heclearshisthroat;itcouldbeabigdeal.“Hewill

cry,thefamilyjustneedtotalkandputasidetheir

differences.Thesethingshappeneveryday.”

It’sthefirsttimehe’severexplainedsomethingso

fastandstilldidn’tmakeanysense.Ndabukois

staringathimandhiseyesarefailingtoholdupthe

stare.Hemadeapromise.

“IaskedMaqhingatocallthemother’sfamily,I’ll

haveawordwitheveryoneoncethey’rethisside.I

don’tblowmyownhorn,youjusthavetotrustme,

nothingwillhappentoyouandyourfamilywhileI’m



here,unlessifit’sGod’swill.”

Ndabukosighsandnodsuneasily.

“Doesyourofferstillstands?”heasks.

Ngcwethifrowns.Hecannotremembertheoffer,

somethingelseneedshimurgently.

“I’dliketogotothehospitaltomorrow.Iwanttosee

them,”Ndabukosays.

“Okay,we’llgo.Ihavetoseethatmanyoucame

with.We’lltalklater.”Herushesoutofthedoorand

leaveshissandalsbehindasifsomethingispulling

himtoMagadlela.

.

.

Hesitsonthefloor,Magadlelaisonthebedand

staringathim.He’sstillscaredofanythingand

anyonethatcomesaroundhim.

“Magadlela,”Ngcwethisays.

Silence…

“Youlookabitshocked.Aren’tyouMagadlela?”



Ngcwethiasks.

Hecan’tpinhowheknowsthisboybuthe’sseen

himbefore,whetherinreallifeorinadream.

“Iam,”hesaysafterclearinghisthroat.

“Youarenothappy,Isense,”Ngcwethisaysand

blowsoutahugesighthatshakeshisshoulders.

“Isthistheendofme?You’reworkingwiththemto

killme?”Magadlelaasks.Thesequestionshave

beenburninghimsincehewasabductedfromthe

Nxumalosbuthecouldn’taskNgidiandhismen.

“Nobodyisgoingtokillyou,”Ngcwethisaysand

heavesanothersigh.Hedrawscirclesonthefloor

withhisfinger,they’reinvisibletoeveryone’seye

excepthis.

“So,16July1992youlefthomeandtookajourney

oftheancestors?”Hedoesn’twaitforMagadlela’s

answer.Hisfingerhasmovedtoanothercircle.“I

seeyouwalkingallthewaytoNdwedweinaspace

ofthreedays.”

NowMagadlelafrowns,“Yes.”



Ngcwethididn’tneedhisanswer.Hewastellinghim.

“There’snotimeframe.Itdependsonone’s

ancestor.Andyourjourneywasveryshort.Two

yearsandyouwereoutandbackhome.”

“That’snottrue,Ilost….”Ngcwethilooksupbefore

hefinishes.

“I’mreading,it’snotcomingfrommyhead.I’mnot

lying.Yourjourneyonlytooktwoyearsandyou

wereoutandbackhome,”heinsists.

Magadlelaisnotamanofmanywords.Heletshim

believehisownlies.

“Assoonasyouweredoneyoukilledyourmother.

1995September11.”

Magadlelastandsuponhisfeet.Hemaybesoft

spokenbuthe’snotgoingtoallowthisboytothrow

accusationsathim.

“You’reoutofline,youngboy,”hepointshis

shakingfingeratNgcwethiwho’sstilldrawinghis

circlesandfrowning.

“Withyourassistance,yourgrandmother,Ngoneni



Gina,wastransferredandcapturedattheNxumalos.

Twodayslater,13September,yougotareportthat

yourmotherwasnomoreandyouweretoldtocut

yourhairtomournforher.AmIlying?”

“You’renotlying,butIdidn’ttransfermy

grandmothertoNxumaloandIdidn’tkillmy

mother.”

“Butyoudid.Whydoyouthinkyourfamilyhates

you?”

No,thiscan’tbepossible!

“Maybeyouweretrickedbutthatdoesn’tchange

thefactthatyou’reresponsible.Ihatetobreakitto

youbutyou’llnevergainyourpowersback.Allthat

isleftforyouistogobackhomeandmakethings

rightforyourgrandson.”

“Huh?Grandson?Whatareyoutalkingabout?

Nxumalowillgetmypowerback.”

Ngcwethisighs.Thisisgettingexhausting.

“Thesamepowerhe’susingtohisadvantage?”He

chucklesandshakeshishead.



It’salltoomuchforMagadlelatotakein.He’sstill

indenial.

“Wherewereyouin2005to2006?”Ngcwethiasks.

2005to2006?Thatwassuchalongtimeago,

obviouslyhecannotremember.

“Imust’vebeenattheNxumalos.That’swhereI’ve

beenthepast25years,”hesays.

“Didn’tyouagreewithmethatyoulefthomein

1992July16?”

“Idid,”hesayswithafrown.

“Thenwherewereyouin2005and2006?”

Hesits,scratcheshishead,standsandpaces

around.Whycan’theremember?Theremustbe

somethinghecouldrememberandgivetothisboy

asproof.

“TheanswerisinyourhandsMswati,”Ngcwethi

says.

Hestops,hisconfusionisgrowing.Heopenshis

palmsandstaresathishands.There’snoanswer,

except….scars.



“Whathappenedtoyourhands?”Ngcwethiasks.

Again,he’scrackinghisskull.He’shadthesescars

foralongtime.Nxumalo’swifesaidhewas

attackedbyagoat.

“Iwasattackedbyagoat,”hesays.

Ngcwethishakeshishead,“Youweretoldso,you

don’tknowanythingaboutyourself.You’rea

nyanga’sservant,that’swhatyou’vebeenthelast

25years.2005to2006youwereinNxumalo’snight

army,that’swhyyouhavescarsthatyoucan’t

rememberhowyougotandtwoyearsthatwent

aboveyourhead.”

“Idon’tunderstand,”hesitsonbedandburieshis

faceinhishands.Whyarethedotsconnecting?

Whyisthisboymakingsense?Nxumalocouldn’t

havedonethat!

“Youseewhenateacherteachesastudent,his

biggestwishisthatthestudentreacheshigher

heightsinlife,justsohecanpointatheroneday

andsay;‘Thataccountantwasmystudent…Itaught

thatengineerMathematics.’Butwithusit’s



different,it’slikeweareinpolitics,thosewhoarein

higherpositionswanttostaythereforever.It

doesn’tmatterhowmuchtheytrainyouorlikeyou,

ifyou’reathreattotheirpositiontheyeliminateyou.

It’sdogeatsdogworld.”

“Noooo,”–that’sallMagadlelacouldsayrightnow.

Justno,thisisn’thappeningtohim.He’sbeen

patientthislongbecausehethoughtNxumalowas

honest.

“Anyway,Iwasbroughtherebytheissueofyour

grandson.Iknowyouhaven’tmetyourdaughter,

hopefullyyou’llsearchforherwhenyouleave.Your

grandsonwillbetakingover,in18yearstocome.

It’simportantthatyoufixtheissueofhermother’s

surname.Notthatshewashijackedfromyour

ancestors.No,hermotherandstepfatherdid

everythingaccordingtothebook.It’syourgrandson

whocomplicateseverything.Hisdominating

ancestorwon’tbeaMbathaorNgobeseorNgidi.It

willbeaGina.”

He’snotbornyet,that’sallhecouldgrasp,

everythingelseconfuseshim.



“Ngidi?Howdoesitconnecttothis?“heasks.

“You’renotfarawayfromyourdaughter.Everything

happensforareason,you’renotherebychance,

Godandtheancestorsplaneverything.”

Isthatsupposedtosimplifyeverything?

.

.

NDONDO

Thisshouldbethehappiestmomentofmylife.I

shouldbehuggingmysonandkissinghimallover

hislittleface.It’shismoment,he’sfinallyhere,with

hispinkcheeksandbighands.They’restillrunning

testsonhim,theysuspectthatsomethingiswrong

becausehehasn’tcriedandit’sbeeneighthours

sincehewasborn.I’mnotputtingitinmyhead.

He’llcrywhenhehasareasonto.Myfocusison

pumpingmybreasts,Istillhavenomilk.Ireally

wanttobreastfeedhim.Ihavegonethrough

unimaginablepaindeliveringthisbig-handedlittle



man,itwon’tbefairtorobmyselftheexperienceof

havinghimpullingmybreastsatnight.Andthisis

myonlychance,I’mnothavinganotherchild.Istill

don’tknowwhat’sgoingtohappenwhenIneedto

releasemyself.Peeingaloneisaproblem,Iprayall

thewaytothebathroom,onepeedroponthe

stitches-mylifeisover.

Maqhingawalksinwithamahewuandabagof

fruits.

“IjoinedaNewMommiesgrouponFacebookand

sawapostsayingamahewugivesenergyafter

givingbirth.”

Joinermommy’sgroup?WhyamIevensurprised,

thisisjustlikehim.

Hiscompanyhasbeenthebest.Ididn’ttrusthim,I

thoughthe’dpullaZulumanstuntandkeephis

distancefromabirthgiving-woman.Buthe’sbeen

here,togetherwiththewomanNgidihiredtolook

afterme.

“Yourmotherishere,”hesays.



“Really?”Ididn’tthinkanyonewouldcome.I’m

milesawayfromhome,everythinghappened

unexpected.

“Yeap,herandeveryone.CanItakeSandla

Semfenewithme?”heasks.

“Maqhingayou’llnotgivemysonyourtaxirank

nicknames.HisnameisNhlanzekoandyoucannot

takehim.He’sstillunderthedoctor’swatch,”Isay.

“IjustwanttodrivetoSpar,downtheroad,andbuy

himnicethings.”

Irollmyeyes,“Whatnicethingsforanewborn

baby?”

“Danone,purityandpolony.”

Ireallydon’tknowwhatthefutureholdsformyson.

He’llbeforcedtoeatdumplingandusubeforehe

eventurns1.

“Hecan’teatthatbeforeheturns6monthsold.”

“Whynot?”

I’mgladmymotherishere.Hequicklyleavesthe

roomafterexchanginggreetingswithher.



“Suchabigboy!I’msurprisedyoudidn’tgivebirth

throughC-section.Helloboy-boy.”

Reallythiswoman?I’mhere,happytoseeherand

shedoesn’tevenacknowledgeme.

“Myhusbandndzena,”she’snoddingandsmilingat

thesleepingbaby.

“Mom,I’mhere,hello!”Isay.

“Oh,heyyou.Ican’tbelieveI’magrandmother,amI

nottooyoung?”

Thesepeoplewantmyvaginatocrackapart.I’m

notsupposedtobelaughing.

“Momyou’regoingtoyour50s.Thereare32year

oldgrandmothersoutthere,”Isay.

“Thatdoesn’tchangethatyoumademeolderthanI

am.ButIlovethiscuteboy…mfanakagogozi

ndzena.”

Gosh,thisisastartofanewchaoticjourney.

I’mabouttotellheraboutmystruggleswith



breastmilkandothercomplicationswhenAndiswa

walksin.She’snotalone,she’spushingsomeonein

awheelchair.

Mymooddropsfrom100to0.Ilookatmymother

andshejustgivesmeashrug.

“Myword,he’ssotiny,”Andiswasquirmsand

leavesthemaninawheelchairnexttomybed.

“Thisbabyisbig,mostbabiesaretinierthanhim,”

momsays.

Shelooksatme,“Areyouokay?Howwasit?”

Deepbreath,Ndondo.

“Andiswawhatishedoinghere?”Iaskher.

Shefrowns,“He’sheretomeethisgrandson.Ican’t

believeyoutwoaregrandparentsnow.”

Thischilddoesn’tlistenwhenIspeak.Orshe’s

plainlydisrespectingme.

“ThisisnotmyfatherandIdon’twanthimtotouch

mybaby.”

“Ndondo!”sheexclaims.



“Gethimout,”Isay.

Hepushesthewheelchairforward.Thisisatest!

“Please,mychild.I’llneverharmmyown

grandchild.”

Oh,really?!

“Yetyouharmedyourownwi…”Momcoughs

beforeIfinish.Andiswaisstaringatus.

Soisthemanatthedoor,NgcwethiMthembu.How

longhashebeenstandingthere?
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NDONDO

Ididn’tthinkmyparentswouldlistentosomeone

likehim.ButIguessalothavechangedsincethe

familyreunited.OrmustIsaysinceIdiscovered

thatthey’renotperfectastheyclaimed.Mymother

isobedientenoughtopassbabyNhlatotheman

withanimalskinsandyarnsallaroundhisarms.



Dumisaniseemstohavelosthistouch,maybeit’s

becauseofawheelchair,hehastoobeyeveryone

now.

HepinchesNhlabelowtheneck,hedoesn’tletouta

sound.Trustme,nurseshavedoneeverythingto

provokehim,evenwhentheypouredcoldwater

overhim,hedidn’tcry.

“WhatisgoingonBaba?”heasksDumisani.

Hedoesn’tunderstandthequestion.Ifeellike

AndiswabroughthimheretospitemeandnowI

can’tchasehimoutbecausethere’sanotherguest.

“Whyisthebabynotcrying?”Heturnshiseyesto

me,thenbacktoDumisani.

“Youtwoneedtotalk.Youcannothavesomuch

hatredagainstyourgrandfather.”

Grandfather?Whatonearthishetalkingabout?

“He’snotmygrandfather,”Isay.

Ifheis,inanymanner,heretojustifyandstandup

forthismanthenhimandIwillhaveaproblem.



“Putyourdifferencesasideandreleaseallthis

angerandhateyou’reharboringagainsthim,”he

says.

Iliftmyheadup,readytogivehimapieceofmy

mind.

Hestopsmebycockinguphiseyebrow.Ican’t

explainhimasaperson,somethingabouthimis

justrare.Hisfacialexpressionstelltheirown

message.Hisbrowneyes,whenfixedonyou,gives

goosebumps.

“Beforeyourangerharmsthebaby,forever,”he

says.

Idon’tthinkhe’sbluffing.Nhlaisstillinhisarm,he

keepsmassaginghistinyheadwithhishand.

“You’reamothernow,there’sahumanbeingyou

shouldputfirst,beforeeverything.Ndabukowants

tocome,yousawhowbadheis,youandthisbaby

arehisstrength.Ifnotforyourson,thendoitfor

him.”

Ilookatmymother.She’sanelder,sheshouldbe

showingmeawayforward.Andthisisherhusband.



HerandIknowwhyIhatehimsomuch.

Shepullsdownherskirt,standsupandputsher

handovermyshoulder.

“Protectyourchild,atallcosts.”Shecastshereyes

toAndiswastandingacrosstheroomandgluedon

herphone.

“Let’sgivethemamoment,”shesays.

Whatdoesitmeantoprotectyourchildatallcosts?

Doesitmeanspend25yearsinanabusive

marriageforthesakeofawarmhomeforyour

children?Whataboutyouasamother?Who

protectsyou?

AndiswatakesNhlafromNgcwethiandfollows

aftermymother.

“I’llleaveyoutoit.”Ngcwethisaysandtakestwo

stepstowardstheexit,thenlooksbackatDumisani.

“You’renotlost,youneverwere.”Hewalksout.

Whydoeshespeakinriddles?



IturnmyheadtoDumisani,“Whatishetalking

about?”Iask.

“IhopeMaqha…yourfathercananswerthatforme,”

hesaysandswallowshard.IneverthoughtI’dsee

thedayhecallsMaqhawemyfather.Itcomeswith

lotofpainoutofhismouth.

Nowwearebothquiet.I’mnotsureifI’mexpected

togofirstandsay‘hey,Iforgiveyouforabusingmy

mother.Doyouwantanewwheelchair?Icecream?’

It’sweirdbecauseI’mdoingthisformyson.I

wasn’treadytospeaktothisman,oreventobein

thesameroomashim.

“Maqhawe…yourfather,hewasthefirstpersonwho

heldyouafteryouwereborn.Henamedyou

Ndondoyamahlase,yourfirstname.”Heclearshis

throatandlooksatme.Icannotlookathiminthe

eye.AllIseeisamonster,notthestrictfatherwho

raisedmeup.

“AndInamedyouPrincess,”hesays.

I’mnotsurewherethisisheading,orwhatthislittle



talkissupposedtojustify.

Hetakesmyhand,Iallowhimto,andhewrapsmy

handaroundhisfinger.

“You’ddothis.Wrapyourhandaroundmyfinger

likethiswhilestaringintomyeyesandkickingyour

legs.You’regoingtohavethosemomentswithNhla,

they’repriceless.Makesyoufeelworthy,likethere’s

someonewhoseesthewholeworldinyoureyes

andlovesyouunconditionally.”

Idon’tsayanything.Allthosesweetmemoriesare

atthebackofmyhead,packedinhopethatoneday

they’lldisappear.

“Notmyparents.Notmysiblings.Notyourmother.

NobodyhadevermademefeltlikeIwasloved,

worthyorspecial.Youwerethefirstpersonwho

mademefeelthatway,”hesays.

I’mstillholdinghishandandlisteningattentively.

“I’mabadperson,I’vealwaysbeenthatway.I

projectedmyfears,insecuritiesandworthlessness

onothers.Especiallyonthosewhowereweaker

thanme.Butwhenyoucametomylifeyou



changedahalfofme.Withyouinmylife,Iwasn’t

completelybad,Ihadagoodsideinme.Asidethat

couldsitinatablesurroundedbyhundreds,

motivateandgivehopetoothers.Despiteof

everythingthatwasdonetome,Ilookedforwardto

holdingyouandshushingyoutosleepatnight.You

weremybabyandinyoureyes,Iwasahero.”

Sigh!Ipullmyhandandpushbackmyhair.Idon’t

knowwheretheBrazilianwigis.Maqhingaprobably

packeditinthebag.Thereisnotimeforit,Ihave

milktopumpout.Motherhoodisalreadypullingme

bytits.

“Whatwasdonetoyou?Wasitdonebymy

mother?”Iask.

“No,”hesays.

Istareathim.Hisanswerisnotgoodenough.He

needstoexplain,I’vebeenforcedtogivehimthis

chance.

“Irealizedayearafteryouwerebornthatthehappy

familywasjustafront.Yourmotherloved

Maqhawe,sheneverstoppedandmostly,shenever



lovedme.Shewasnodifferentfromanyperson

thatwasinmylife.”Heinhalessharplyandstares

up,blinkingrapidlytofightbacktears.

“Thereisnohappyfamily.Yourmotherwas

unhappyfromdayone,fromthedayshewas

arrangedtobreakupwithMaqhaweandmarryme.

AndI’vebeenbrokensincechildhood.Ipaidformy

mother’sinfidelitywitheverythingthatIhad.My

heart,mypeace,mybodyandmentalwell-being.

MarryingyourmotherwasoneofthepricesIhadto

pay.”

Thisissurprisingbecausehe’salwaystoldmebest

storiesaboutmygrandparents.He’dnevermadeit

lookliketherewereanykindofhardships.

Andtheyhaveneverbeeninlove-that’sanother

bitterpillIhavetoswallow.

“Ifyousaygrandma’sinfidelity,whatareyoutalking

about?”Iask.

Aveinisthrobbingacrosshisforehead.He’s

clenchinghisjawsandlockinginthousandtear

drops.



ProcessthisslowlyNdondo.

Theoldwomancheated,gotpregnantandgot

caught.Becausetheimagewasimportanttothe

Sibisis,shewasforgivenandherillegimatechild

wastakenintobeaSibisi.Maybeundercertain

termsandconditions,weallknowmendon’tforgive

cheatingthateasily.

“Wereyouabused?”Iaskhim.Myvoiceislaced

withconcernthatsurprisesme.Istillcareforthis

monster,itraisedmeupandtreatedmelikeits

child.Thismonsterismyfather,whetherIlikeitor

not.

Hissilenceandbloodshoteyesgivemetheanswer

Ineeded.

Hewasabused.

“Inwhatway?”Iask.

Heshakeshishead,“Icantellyoueverything,but

notthat.I’msorry.”

“Butwearesupposedtotalk,”Isay.



“You’renotangrybecauseIwasabused.Wearein

thissituationbecauseItreatedyourmotherbadly,”

hesays.

“Yes,butyou’remyfather,soIdeservetoknow

whatmadeyouamonster,”Isay.

“I’mnotyourfather.Ihavetoldyou,myown

insecurities,fearsandworthlessnessdrivemeto

violence.”

Thisisnotgoinganywhere.There’ssomethinghe’s

keepingtohimself.Idon’tknowifmymother,or

anyone,knowsaboutit.

“Whyareyounotlettingmymothergo?”Iask.

Heshutshiseyesandswallowsback.

“YourmotherunderstandsSibisi,themanofGod,

sheunderstandsBabakaNdondo,thefatherofher

children,andalsounderstandsDumisaniwho’s

behindcloseddoors.”

Threeinone?Wondersshallneverend.

“AndwhoisDumisanibehindcloseddoors?”Iask.

“Agood-for-nothing,angry,insecureandwounded



littleboy.”Thattookalotforhimtoadmit.Hehas

hishandoverhiseyes.Hischestisbouncingasif

he’scontrollinghisescalatingbreaths.

I’mstunned.Thesilencethatfollowsgivesbothof

usachancetochewoneverythingwejusttalked

about.

Forgivenessdoesn’tcomeeasily,it’salong

progressthat’sgoingtorequireLOTSofchanges

andtests.Youcannotabuseandhaveasideofthe

story.Youcannotkillandhaveasideofthestory.

Youcannotrapeandhaveasideofthestory.

There’sabuse’storyandthevictimsstory.Those

aretwosidesofthestory.Therestarejustifications

andexcuses.

Rightnow,Ihavetoputabuseaside,it’sformy

mothertodealwith.Ihavetodealwithreality;I

havetwobrokenparents.Onewasbrokenfrom

childhoodandhedecidedtobreaktheotherone.

Andbecauseofthisdiscovery,Ihavebeenbroken

too.DoesthatmeanIhavetobreakNdabukoas



well?No,Ihavetofixthesituationandhealfromit,

thenmoveon.

“WhathappenedtoyouthatSunday?Howdidyou

getanaccident?”Iask,breakingalongmomentof

heavysilence.

Heexhales,“Irememberleavingtheoffice,Iwasin

thecarandreadytodriveout.Therewasaperson,

orashadow,Idon’tknow.Hewastall,wearinga

leatherjacket,Icouldn’tseenhiswholebody.But

hecametothecar,stoodbythewindowand

disappeared.Ireversedanddroveout,itfeltlikehe

wassittingatthebackandcontrollingme.”He

pauses,IthinkmydilatingpupilstellhimIdon’t

believehisstory.

“Iknowitsoundsstupid.Butthat’showithappened,

Ikeptdrivinganddriving.Idon’tremembermuch

aboutthatnightorhowIendedupinthehospital.”

Hesoundsdesperateformetobelievehim.

Inod,justtostophimfromexplainingfurtherly.No

matterhowheputsit,Iwon’tbelievehim.

“Andhowareyoucoping?”Iask,lookingathis



wheelchair.Itmustbehardadjustingto

dependency.Hereliesonotherstodothingsfor

himnow.

Hedoesn’tanswerthat.Ireleaseasighandask,

“Youandmom?”

“Idon’tknowwhereweare.Shehasn’tspoken

aboutdivorceorsendingmeaway.”

“Away?Where?”Iask.

“Whereverdisabledpeoplearekept.”Thisanswers

myinitialquestion.He’stakingithard.

Icannotspeakonmymother’sbehalf,butIdon’t

thinkshe’dsendhimtoshelters.Thatwouldbetoo

scandalous,mymotherisawomanofimage.

“AndiswaandIhadafightbeforeIcamehere,”Itell

himjusttodrivetheconversationtoadifferent

direction.We’vediscussedenoughdepressing

issuesfortheday.Ifeelabitlightknowingthatthe

confrontationisdoneandover.Whatleftis,howdo

wemoveonfromthis.

“Shetoldme.Didyouhither?”



Hither?Thatlittleliar!

“No,I’myettohither.I’mfiveyearsolderthanher

andshehasthenervetocallmenamesandgivean

attitude,”Isay.

Hechuckles,“Youcannothither.Findanotherway

ofpunishingher,youknowbetterthantouse

violencetosolveproblems.You,AndiswaandBahle,

haveagoodrelationshipassiblings.”

“Butshe’sdisrespectful,”Isay.

“Becauseyou’veneverdrawntheline,you’rethe

queenandshe’stheprincessinline,”hesays.

“DoyouthinkImusttakethecarandcuther

allowancethismonth?Urgh!Buthowisshegoing

togotoschool?”

Hedoesn’tsayanything.He’sjuststaringatme

withhiseyebrowraised.

“Don’tlookatmelikethat.Ihadtheworsttimeof

mylifewaitingforthebustogotocampus.Whatif

shegetsmuggedwhilewaitingforit?Orevenworse

getkidnappedand…”Hislooktellsmetostop,I’m



crazy.

“Icannotdothat.Therehastobesomethingelse,”I

sayindefeat.

Hechuckles,lookinglikethehappyfatherIonce

knewandbelievedin.

“HowareyougoingtodisciplineNhla?”heasks.

Gosh,Nhlaisnotevenone,Ican’tbethinkingabout

thatnow.

Ishrugmyshoulders,“Takehisfavoritetoy.Idon’t

know,I’llcrossthatbridgewhenIgetthere.”

“Hewon’tcareabouttoyswhenhe’s15,thenwhat?”

Irollmyeyes.Really,there’snoneedtopushthis.

“Idon’tknow.I’llfigureitout,”Isay.

“OnlyifI’dbetheretowitnessit,”hesayswitha

chuckle.

“Don’tworry,you’llbe…”Andnow?Whereisthe

5yearoldcryingfrom?Thewholewardisliterally

buzzingfromthathoarsevoice.



Andiswawalksin,shedoesn’thaveNhlawithher.

BeforeIcouldask,Ndabukowalksinwithhiminhis

arms.Hisclothesdon’tfit,hehadtousethelast

holetofastenthebeltaroundhiswaist.Hedoesn’t

looklikehe’sbeenfedinweeks,hiseyesaredeeply

sunkenandpale.Hischeekbonesarepokingout,

makinghimlookadyingpatientthatrefuses

medication.Seeinghimlikethisbreaksmyheart,I

knowthatifitwasmeinhispositionhewould’ve

donesomethingsooner.

Butthemostsurprisingandattention-grabbing

thingaboutthiswholescenarioisthatNhlaisthe

babywithanuglycry.It’shimwhoiscrying!

Idon’tknowifIshouldtakehimandtrytofeedhim

orlethimcryforamoment.

Hesitsonthechairfacingmybed,restsNhlaonhis

armandliftsuphishand,theirfingersentwine.It’s

cutetowatch,sonandfatherbondingforthefirst

time.Buthehasn’tlookedatme,andthatdoesn’t

settlewellwithme.



“Heybabe,Ididn’tknowyou’dcometoday,”Isay.

Heglancesatmyfather,whomI’dlongforgottenhe

wasinthehouse.

“Igotpermissiontocome,”hesays.

Idon’trecognizemymaninhim.Yeshe’snotloud

andchatty,especiallyaroundmyfather,buthe

doesn’tsoundthisshyandweak.

“Andiswacanyouexcuseusforamoment,”Isay.

She’sonherphone.Ihavetorepeatmyselfbefore

shehears.Sheplugsherearphonesandpushes

Dadoutoftheroom.

“Ishelight-skinned?”heasks,nowsoundinglikethe

NdabukoIknow.

It’sasillyquestion,babiesarerarelybornintheir

skintone.

“Idon’tthinkso,hisknucklesaredark,”Isay.

Henods.

Thensilence.

He’sstaringatNhlaandkissinghisrolledfistevery



nowandthen.

“He’sasleep,”hesaysafteramoment.I’mnewto

motherhoodbutIknowthatthebabyclosinghis

eyesdoesn’tmeanhe’sasleep.

Heputshimnexttomeandreturnsbacktohis

chair.

Again,wearesittinglikestrangers,intotalsilence

withnoeyecontact.

Eventuallyheexhalesandliftsuphishead.

Hegoesfirst;“NdondoI’msorry,foreverythingthat

hashappened.Aboutyourfather,leavingyoualone

whileyouwerepregnantandstressingyouout.I’m

sorryIwasn’therewhenNhlacame.Imadebad

decisionsandprovoked…”Hestopsandrecollects

himself.

“Weshouldn’tbehere.Youdon’tdeserveaman

wholookslikethis.Nhla’sroomshould’vebeenset

upbyme.Thisisthetimewhereyouneedmethe

mostbutI’mnohelp.I’mjustuseless.”



Idon’tunderstandwhyhe’dfeelthisway.Noneof

thisishisfault.I’mtheonewholethimdown.

“Ndabukoifthere’sanyonewhoshouldbe

embarrassedhere,it’sme.Ishould’vebeen

cautiousandmadesurethatyouweregettingthe

helpyouweresupposedtoget.Idon’tblameyou

foranything.Ifanything,Iappreciatethatyou

foughttobewithmeagain.You’renotonlyNhla’s

hero,youaremyherotoo.Iloveyousomuch.”

Helooksrelieved,justalittlebit.Memoriesstill

haunthim.

“I’mgladyoustayedaway.Thatplacewashell,they

would’veprobablyheldyoutooandkilledourson,”

hesays.

“I’mhappyyousurvived.Ihavedepressingfamily

issuestoresolve,butyourpresenceandthislittle

man’shere,isallIneedtostriveforward.Bythe

way,hedoesn’thaveasecondname.”

Hiseyeswiden.Whatdidheexpect?Ihaven’thad

timetothinkofnames.It'sbeenhell.Goodgrace,

wehadhisfirstnamebeforeeverythinghappened.



(BelowisMelissaGoliath’sbook,afreshvoiceon

thestreets.Ifyou’dliketohaveacopypleasedo

contactherandplaceyourpre-order.)
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Chapter65

THALENTE

Thishasbeenacrazyweek.Ndlalifahasbeen

spendingalotoftimewithhisfatherand

sometimessleepingoverandonlypassingbyinthe

morningtogivemeababykissandgototherank.

ButhighlightingmyweekwasafightwithAarti

yesterday.Icookedawholepotofstewanddidn’t

tasteitbecausechickenstewtasteslikeboiled

mushroomsinmymouth.Orderswerereturnedand

AartiactedasifIhadsetthewholeIndiancontinent,

orcountry,onfire.Shecamegunblazingatmeand

threatenedtofiremerightonthespot.Because

nowI’mpregnantandIhavewhattheycall

‘pregnancymoodswingsandcravings’,Iusedthat



tomyadvantageandtoldhereverythingI’vealways

wishedtotellher.FromherbrokenEnglishthatshe

thinkscouldqualifyhertohaveaconversationwith

EFFleaders,toherhairthatdropseverywhereinthe

canteenbecausesheisthebossanddoesn’twear

caps.Whatshewasn’treadyforwasbeingtoldthat

herfamoussconesactuallytastelikevetkoeksthat

lackyeast.Istoodwithmyhandsonthehipsand

toldhernewsbeforestormingtothebackroomand

cryingcollectivelyforabadstewandmymanthatI

hadn’tspenttimewithindays.

Tearsboughtmeeveryone’sforgiveness,including

unsatisfiedcustomers.Theydidn’taskforrefunds,

insteadtheyaskedtobegivenanythingtheycould

havefortheirlunch.Butthatdidn’tgetmeoffthe

hook,notaftertellingAartihernews,peopledon’t

liketruth,shehadsomethinginstoreforme.

Paymentcut.Howunfairisthat?ButI’ma

businesswoman,Ihaveaperfumecompany.Oh

well,notreallycompany,butIhavemyownmoney.



Sadlymoneydoesn’tbuyhappiness.Trustmeyou,I

haveR5000inmyaccountandI’mstillunhappy.

Beingrichdoesn’tmeanwearehappy.No,westill

havetosleepaloneinhugequeen’sbedsurrounded

byairconditioners.

It’ssuchasadreality.Ididn’texpectthingstoget

realsofast,I’mstilladjustingtopregnancyand

needhimmorethanever.ButnowthatI’mhere,

livinginhishouse,hehasmoreimportantfamily

mattersandcommitmentstoattendto.Itdidn’t

dawntomethatIwasdating,notonlyataxiowner,

butabusinessmanwhotravelsaroundtheprovince

andgoesbacktobackinmeetings.

Openingmyeyes,notbecausethere’sstupidalarm

crackingmyeardrums,butbecauseI’vehadenough

sleep,isonethingI’mthankfulfortoday.It’sacold

Saturdaymorning…andIhaveapairofeyesstaring

downatme?

He’snotundertheblankets,whichmeanshejust

cameinthemorning.Andjudgingbythecapand



strongcolognesmell,he’sgonetotherank,hadhis

full-mealbreakfastandthencamehere.It’s

probablyaround9amorso.

Heleansover,kissesmyforeheadandshiftsnearer

tohavehisarmswrappedaroundme.Thisisa

goodwayofwakingup!

“Howareyouandmylittleone?”heasks,planting

anothersoftkissonmyforehead.

“Wearegood,”Isay.“Whendidyougethere?”

“Early,”hesays.

Whenwasearly?Accordingtomywatchit’sstill

earlyevennow.

“I’mcold,”hesays.

Idon’tknowifthat’shiswayofaskingfor

permission…

“Getinbed,”Itellhim.

Hetakeshiscapoffandslidesinbed.Hisbodyis

cold,Igrindmywarmbodyagainsthim.Hetightens



theembraceandexhalesawarmbreath,givingme

chillsdownmyneck.

“Ndondogavebirth,”hesays.

Icantellthathe’shappyandall,butthere’s

somethingelsethat’seatinghissoul.

“That’snice,probablywhySnalocalledlatelast

night,”Isay.

“Yeah,it’saboy.Thereweresomecomplications.

Thebabydidn’tcry,butitwassortedout.”

Idon’tknowwhatthatmeans,butifitwassorted

outthenIguessdetailsarenotnecessaryfornow.

“Howiswork?”Iask.

“Hectic,”hesays.

Itdoesn’tlooklikehe’swillingtoelaboratefurther.

Andwell,Idon’towntaxis,Icannotrelatetohiskind

of‘hectic’anyway.

“Andfamily?”Iask.

Hisfingertapsonmyarm,he’snotlookingatme

buthe’sverymuchpresenttothisconversation.



“Ndabukoisinsafehandsnow.Ndondohas

deliveredsafely,AuntandBabaarefine,andthe

kidsarebehaving,”hesays.

Idon’tthinkSnaloandNomkhosiwouldappreciate

beingcalledkids.

“Thefamilyisokay,”hesays.

I’veaskedenoughquestionsnow.Isnugglemyself

andrestmyheadonhischest.

“Doyoumissme?”heasks.

“Yes,Imissyou.Whenisallofthisblowingover?”

AsmuchasIunderstandthatfamilycomesfirst

andhowdemandinghisindustryis,Istillcravefor

hisattentionandpresence.

Thetightsqueezehegivesmetellsmethathe

understandshowIfeel.

“WhenNdabukoisbackonhisfeetI’mgoingtolet

himandMaqhingaholdtheropesforawhile.Idon’t

wantustolivelikethis.Youareimportanttome,I

hatetosacrificeourtimeandmakeyoufeellikeyou

arenotmyfirstpriority.I’mnotneglectingyou



sthandwasami.”

“I’mnotangryNdlalifa,”Itellhim.

Hisshiftshiseyestome.Icantellthathe’sstillnot

okay.Maybeit’sguiltyortheburdenofhavingall

theseresponsibilitiesfacinghim.

“You’recarryingmychild.You’rehere,warmingmy

houseandI’mnotherewithyou.Youdon’tknow

gratefulIamtohaveyouinmylife.Idon’ttakeyou

forgranted.”

He’snotasweeter-talker,letaloneagenuine

apology-maker.Thisissodifferentandwarmto

hear.

“Iloveyoumorethanyouthink.Youaremylife

Thalente.”Hishandlowerstomybutt,hesqueezes

meandpresseshisfronttome.It’sbeenawhile,

justfeelinghisshafthardenedbehindhispantis

enoughtohavemeallsteamedupandwet.

IwanttokisshimbutIhaven’tbrushedmyteeth.I

hatemymorningbreath,Ican’tforceitonsomeone

else.



HishandliftsupthelooseTeeIsleptinandtravels

aroundmylacyunderweartosneakinmywetfolds.

“ImissedyouNdlalifa.”Myvoiceiswobbly.I’mthat

horny.Iwanthistouch,I’mcravingforhistasteand

sillysexwhispers.

“Thalenteyou’rewet,”hesays,pleasantlyshocked

ashisfingerdigsdeepinmyflesh.

“BecauseIhavemissedyousomuch.Ican’t

believeyouarehere,IloveyouHlomuka.”

Hedropshisheadovermyshoulderandreleasesa

lowsigh,“Oh,sthandwasami.”

Hepushesdownhispantandbriefstobejust

abovehisknees.Ishovemyunderweardownand

kickitoutofmyankles.

Hetapshisthickerectonmyclit,sendingtinglesall

overmybody.Hepushesmylegsup,nottoohigh,

justenoughtohavemywomanhoodclearathis

disposal.Andthenheenters,slowly,whilestaring

intomyeyes.



Oncehe’sfullyin,heletsgoofmylegsandcomes

uptomyface.Hegrabsmyheadandonslaughts

mewithadeepkissdespitemytwosecondsof

disapproval.Histhrustsarecalculated,with

mediumpressureappliedandlowgroansvibrating

outofhischestnowandthen.

“Pleaseholdmebaby,”hebegs,husky,inmyear.

Iwrapmyarmsaroundhim.

“Withyourthighs,”hewhispers.

Oh,mybad!Itraphiminwithmythighs,itrestricts

thelengthofhismovements.ButIguesshelikesit

thisway,he’sbreathingheavily,thewebofhisveins

arepulsatingaroundhisarms.

Everythrustpenetratesdeepinmyinnerflesh,

givingmybodyticklingpleasureandwarmth.Ilove

thesmellofhiscolognecombinedwithsweatand

oursexualscents.

Hiswaistismovingsmoothly,ourbodiesfitted

togetherlikeaperfectpuzzle.



“Babepleaseuntangleme,”hisvoiceislowand

shaky.He’snowuncomfortableinthepositionthat

herequested.Hecannotapplyanymoreforceto

histhrusts,notwithmybigthighswrappedaround

himthistightly.

“Thale…shuuu!”Itightenmylegsfirmer.Hegrabs

myhairandtightenshisjawstofightbackwhatever

istryingtofloodhimout.

“MaMbathaplease,Idon’twanttofinishyet,”he

begs,tryingtoescapeandpullout.

Ipushmywaistupandholddownhishead.There’s

agroanthatescapeshismouthashisshaftdipsin

thedepthsofmycookieonceagain.

Hisearisjustafewinchesawayfrommyface.I

nibbleonthelobeandcirclethetipofmytongue

aroundit.Hereleasesacry,asharp-tonedgirlish

one.

Hiswholebodyhastensedup.Itlookslikehe’s

abouttomeethismaker,wellforaboutaminute.

Thenhegroansagainashereleasesthelastofhis

loadinsideme.



Herollstothesideandshutshiseyes.Hisbodyis

stillrecovering,hisfingersarestillshaking.Nowit’s

myturntostareathim.

---

Hestepsintothebathtubandwrapshisarms

aroundmywaist,puttingmebetweenhislegs.He

feltintoanapandIdecidedtocometakeaquick

bathwhileheslept.Butitseemslikehewas

sleepingwithoneeyeopen.

“Whydidyoudothattome?”Icantellfromhis

voicethathelikedit.

Ijusttiltmyheadbackwardsandhandhimthe

loofah.Hewashesmyboobswithhischinovermy

neck.

“Whotaughtyoutotrapaman’sdi¢kinsideyou?

Youknowthat’sillegal.”

Hehasalawyer,he’sNOTalawyer.That’sdefinitely

notillegal,Icanbetmylifeonit.Eventhejudge

wouldask;‘Whatwasyourpenisdoinginsideher

vagina?’



“IcantrapwhateverIlike,”Itellhim.

“Oh,soyoulikeit?”He’smockingmenow.His

memberiserectingbehindmybutt.I’mnothavinga

secondroundnow.I’llhaveitafterbreakfastandhe

bettermakesurethatit’s‘ladiesfirst.’Thefirstone

wasjustatreat.A‘thankyouforsurprisingme.’

“Maybe,maybenot,”Isay.

Hekissesthesideofmyneckandcupsmyboobs

up.Thisisnotapartofgivingsomeoneabath.

“Areyouokay?”Iusethecozymomenttoask.

Heexhalesandliftshisheadup.

“Babiesarecomplicated.Whathappenedwith

Sandlawasaneye-opener.Asparentsweneedto

beready;mentally,financiallyandspiritually.Idon’t

wanttoputmychildindangerofanysort.”

Okay,we’lldiscussthebaby’snamelater.Sandla?

Whattheheck?Babieshavenicenamesthesedays,

namesthatstartwithvowels(AEIOU.)

Parentingiswhat’sbeenbotheringhim.It’stoolate

forhimtogetcoldfeet,hisseedisalreadygrowing



insideme.

“Youarescared?”Iask.

“No,I’mnot.Ijustwanteverythingtobehowit’s

supposedtobe.Idon’twantanymistakes.Idon’t

wantanycomplications,”hesays.

Idon’tknowwhathappenedtoSandl…gosh,Ineed

tocallNdondoandfindoutwhat’sthebaby’sreal

name.Butwhateverhappenedtothatbabyscared

theshitoutofthisman.

Heexhalesheavily,“MaMbathacanIaskyou

something?”

Soundsserious.

“Yeah,”Isay,shallowly.Histoneissuddenlythick

andheavy.

“Howwelldoyouknowyourself?”heasks.

Thisisaratherconfusingquestion.Iwouldn’t

mistakemyselfforanyone.Nomatterhowbigthe

crowdis,I’llalwaysknowthatI’mtheonewithabig

foreheadandfatass.

“Iknowmyselfverywell.Doyouknowyourself?”I



ask.

“Thalente,”heheavesasigh.Heprobablyneedsme

tobemoreseriousthanIam.

“Yourroots.Areyousureofyourroots?Idon’twant

ourchildtohaveanycomplicationsregardinghis

identity,”hesays.

Inod,hehasapoint,butIdon’tthinkthisgot

anythingtodowithNdondo’sbaby.

“Iknowmyroots,”Isay,mytonesharperthan

intended.

“Thingshappenbabe.Sometimesourparentskeep

thingsfromusandtheycomebacktohauntusin

thelongrun,”hesays.

Iknowexactlywhat’sgoingonhere.Iknowhim

enough.Imoveoutofhisembraceandstepoutof

thebathtub,grabbingthetowelandstormingoutof

thebathroom.

I’mangry,hurtandviolated.He’sbeenMIA,not

becauseofhisfamilymatters,butbecausehe’s

beendigginghisclawsintomyfamily.I’mnothis



taxirivalries,Idon’twanttobeinvestigatedlikeI’m

somecriminal.

“Thalente,”he’smakinghiswayinsidethebedroom.

Idon’tturnmyhead.Iliftmyfoottothebedand

lotionit.

Hestandsbehindme,silentforabriefmoment,

thenheclearshisthroat.

“IwasjustmakingsurethatyouarewhoIthought

youwere,”hesays.

He’sunbelievable!

“Likeanundercover?Oraspy?”Iask,throwingmy

handsupintheair.

“Notlikethat.Itwasaninvestigationandyourname

poppedup,”hedays.

Iputmyhandsonthewaistandstareatthisaward-

winningdetective.

“Ididn’tknowyouwereacop,”Isay.

Hedropshiseyes.



“Whatinvestigationwasthat,detective?”Iask.

“Canwesit?”Heholdsmyarm.Ipullitbackand

holdmywaist.

Hesighs,“Itwasaboutamanthathelpedaman

thatwassupposedtohelpNdabuko.”

Anyanga?HowthehellamIconnectedtothose

fakenyangas?

“SoyouknowthatyouarenotaMbatha?”heasks.

LikehisballsI’mnot!

“IamaMbatha.”

“Notbyblood.”

He’sgettingoutofline!

“Looksthandwasami,Iwasn’ttryingtoinvadeyour

privacy.It’sjustthat…”

“Justwhat?”Iask.Morelikebitehisheadoff.

“Itwasawin-winorlose-losesituation.Theman

hadtomakesurethatNdabukorecoversandin

returnwewouldn’tharmhischild.”Hepausesand

exhales.Hishandisontheforehead,he’swiping



invisiblesweat.

“I’mlistening.”Ifoldmyarmsandkeepmystare

burningathim.

“He’snevermethischild.He’sbeenworking,or

‘training’attheNxumalossincehewas22.He’s49

now.Hisfamilyneglectedhimyearsago,nowthe

onlythinghe’slookingforwardtoisfinallymeeting

hischild.Soourplanwastogethischildfirst,to

makesurethatheco-operates.”

ItsoundslikesomethingJackfromGenerations

woulddo.It’stwisted,andtothinkthatI’minlove

withamanwhogoestosuchtwistedlengths!

“Thalentewhereisyourfather?”heasks.

MyfatherhasalwaysbeenMsiziMbatha.I’venever

hadaproblemansweringthisquestion,evenafter

discoveringthetruth,IwasokaywithwhoIwas.

“Hepassedaway,”Itellhim.

“Thalentepleaseworkwithmehere.Myfatheris

waiting,hewantsanswers.Doyouknowwhere

yourbiologicalfathermightbe?Doyouknowwho



heis?”heasksdesperately.

“Themanwhodonatedaspermleft,ifthat’swhat

youwanttoknow.Heleft!”

“WasheaGina?”heasks.

“Iheardso,”Isay.

“You’rethechildwearelookingfor,inexchangeof

Ndabuko’slife,”hesays.

Ilaughoutloud.NowwhatamIsupposedtodo?

Tiemywristsandhandmyselfover?

“Shouldn’tyoubetapingmymouthandpointinga

gunatme?”Iask,takingacombandcombingmy

hairrightinfrontofhim.Idon’tcareifhegetsT.B

anddiesforafewhours.

Heliesbackonbedandleansagainstthe

headboard.Igoonwithmybusiness;combingmy

hairanddressingup.I’mstarving,Ineedtogetfull

beforethekidnappinghappens.AtleastI’mgoing

tobekidnappedbythefatherofmyunbornchild,

he’sgrantingmeachancetolookbeautifulandget



everythingdone.

“Breakfast?”Iaskhim.

Heshakeshishead,“No.”

Well,he’llsuithimself.Igrabmyphoneandgoto

thekitchen.

IfryfoureggsandtwoRussians,spreadsixslices

ofbreadwithmargarineandfillatallglasswithicy

juice.Iswallowasliceofcheese,andanotherone,

andanotherone,thenIputthreeonmyplate.I’m

eatingfornowandforthebaddaysahead.

I’mtemptedtocallmymotherbutIdon’tknowwhat

I’llsaytoher,andIdon’twanttoworryher.Ihaven’t

wrappedmyheadaroundmybiologicalfatherbeing

aliveandpracticingwitchcraftsomewhere.Andthat

he’slookingforwardtomeetme.Didn’theleavea

pregnantyounggirlandneverlookedback?Ifhe

knewaboutmewhyheneverreachedout?

There’sacardrivingin.Ndlalifaisdragginghimself



tothedoortowelcomewhoever.Ithrowdishes

insidethesinkandtakeatubofice-creamoutof

thefridgeandaspoon.

Thatsoundslikehisfather.They’remakingtheir

wayinsidethehouse.AllIwanttodorightnowisto

finishthevanillaflavour.I’lldealwithrealitylater.

They’restaringatme.Icanfeelpiercingstaresafter

theirabruptpausebythedoor.

“Ndlalifayousaid.…”

“IsaidIhaveMagadlela’sdaughter?Yes,andyou

arestaringather.”

“MaMbatha?”-hisfather.

“Yebobaba,”Ndlalifasays.

There’salowcurseandatongueclick.Iunderstand

theirfrustrations,butNdlalifahasmuchbigger

problems.

VanillaflavourportionjustfinishedandIdon’tlike

thechocolateone.

“Sowhatareyougoingtodo?”Iask,turningmy

headaroundandstaringatNdlalifa.



Heglancesathisfatherandscratcheshishead.

“It’syourcall,ifyouwantustolethimgo,wewill.If

youwanttomeethimandtalk,we’llarrangeit.He’s

currentlyinMpofanawithNdabukoandhishealer,”

hesays.

“I’mnottalkingabouthealers.I’mtalkingaboutiice-

cream.Whereareyougoingtogetthevanilla

flavoredone?”Iask.

Helookslikehe’sjustbeenslappedbyghosts.

Surelyhecaninvestigateandfindoutwherehe

couldfindvanillaice-creamaroundhere,fast.He’s

anFBI,remember.

“Oh,IguessIwillgoandbuyit,”hesayshesitantly.

“Youguess?”Iask.

Hisfatherhandshimhiscarkeys.Idon’tthinkhe’s

fullyawareofwhat’sgoingon,buthe’sobeying.He

walksoutofthedoorspeedily.

Nowit’sjustmeandhisfather.

“Sawubonababa,”Igreet.



Heclosesthedoorandwalksin.Enoughsexis

treatinghimgood,hehasaglow.

“Malukazana,”hesays.

Ismile.He’smyfather-in-law,whatelsecanIdo

whenhespeaks,smilelikearetard.

“CanIofferyousomethingtoeat?”Iask.

“No,sitdownandrelax.IsNdlalifatakingcareof

you?”

“Hedoes,”Isay.

Henodswithaproudsmileonhisface.Butit

disappearswithinafewseconds.

“IneedtotalktoyourmotherMaMbatha.”

IknewthisdaywouldcomebutIdidn’tthinkit

wouldbenow.Idon’tthinkmymotherisready

either.

WhydidNdabukohastogo,specifically,tothat

nyanga?Itjustunfoldeddeeperissues.Issuesthat

werebetterleftuntouched,forthesakeof

everyone’speace.
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NDONDO

LeavingNdabukoinMpofanawashardbutIhadno

choice.Ngcwethihasproventobeanexpertin

whathedoesandhispromiseswerethat,inaweek

ortwoNdabukowillcomebackhome.Thenwe’ll

traditionallyintroducethebabytoNhlanzekoand

theancestorsanddoallthenecessaryrituals.

Istilldon’thavemilk,Itriedeverything;pills,black

teaandjuices,stillnothing.ThedoctorsaidImust

keeptrying,butinthemeantime,Ihavetofeedhim

formulamilk.Hehasaverybigappetite,I’mnot

sureifI’llcope,IneedtorestbuteveryhourIhave

tomakebottles.Breastfeedingwould’vemademy

lifeeasier.MaybeIshouldaskAndiswatolookfora

nannywhocanhelpme,eventhoughit’sstillway

toosoon.

WearesettoleaveforNyandenilatertoday.Allof

us.It’stimeforthefamilytohavearealtalk.



There’sanewbaby,Dumisaniisinawheelchairand

Andiswaisstartingtobehavelikeabrat.Ifelders

failtoputtheirdifferencesasideandconfronttheir

pastthisisgoingtoaffectus,thenextgeneration,

badly.

Butbeforeweleave,there’sawelcomethingthat

wasorganizedbySnaloformeandbabyNhla.They

haven’tmethimyet,soI’mexpectingalotof

privacyinvasion,interviewaboutlabor,dramatic

giftsandzeropeace.

I’mgettingNhlaready.He’samanofthemoment.I

puthiminafluffynavyromper,mittensandbear

beanie.That’sit.AsmuchasI’dwanthimtodress

upinsuitslikeValdoandwearcapslikeuncle

Ndlalifa,he’sstillwaytoolittletofitinany.Andmy

momisonmybackaboutkeepinghiminwarm

warmclothesandwrappedinblankets.

“Areyoudonewithhim?”Andiswa.

She’speekingfromthedoor,lookinglikeamodel

goingforamagazinecovershoot.



“Ummmyeah,”Isay.

Wearestillawkwardaroundeachother.I’mno

longerangry,eventhoughIfeellikeshe’sstillangry

atmeforsomereasons,Ijustworemybigsister

bootsandlookedatthingsfromherperspective.As

muchasit’sDumisanionthewheelchairandnotus,

itstillaffectsus,orshouldIjustsayherandBahle,

mentally.InhereyesIhavethepowertomakeher

fathernormal,Icanbuythisexpensivewheelchair

andhe’dbeabletogotoparksandrestaurantswith

her.Shedoesn’tknowthathisproblemsgobeyond

legsmovement.

Shewalksinwithacheerfulsmilespreadingonher

face.ShegoestoNhlaandliftshimup.

It’sInstagramtime!That’swhereheraunt-hood

startsandends.Shetakeshimwhenhe’sfedand

clothed,snapspictureswithhimandreturnshim

backwhenhestartscrying.

“Wearegoingdownstairs,”shetellsmeafter

snappingadozenpictures.

“Wraphiminablanket,he’llcatchcold,”Isay.



“Alright.Dressupfast,I’llbringhimbackifhestarts

crying.”It’sawarning.Iknowshe’snotbluffing,she

won’teventrytocalmhimdown.

“IjustneedtochangetheT-shirt,”Isay,standingin

frontofthemirrorandrunningmyfingersthrough

myhair.

Shewearsahugefrown,scanningmewithhereyes.

“Whatdoyoumean?Youneedtotakeashower,

dressupandputmake-upon,”shesays.

It’stheglamorousauntspeaking,she’snotputting

herselfinmyshoes.

“Idon’thavetimeformake-upAndiswaandIjust

tookashoweranhourago,”Isay.

“Mygosh,youaregoingtolooklikethose‘new

moms’,”shesays,rollinghereyesandwalkingout.

Howdo‘newmoms’looklike?Ichangeintoanother

looseT-shirtandtiealazybunontopofmyhead.

WalkingisstillaproblembutI’mtrying.Mystitches

areslowlyhealingandlesspainful.Islideintoflip-

flops,grabNhla’sbottlesandfollowthemout.



ThalenteandNdlalifaarrivedfirst.Hewasdropping

heroff,thengrabbedtheopportunityandwalkedin

togreetNhla.Yes,greet.Hetookhimtothebalcony

totalktohim.Idon’tthinkthisbabywillbenormal.

He’sloudlytalkingtosomeoneoverthephoneright

nowandtellinghimaboutthebaby.

“Doyouthinkhe’llworkinthetaxiindustry?”

Thalenteasks.

“Who?BabyNhla?”Iask.

Shenods.She’sgainingalotofweight,evenmore

onhercheeks.

“No,Ndabukowon’tallowthattohappen.Hehad

bigdreamsofhisownthatwereneverachieved

becauseoffamilybusiness.Hewon’tputhisson

throughthesamething.”

Weobviouslywantwhat’sbestforoursonandwe

won’tstandoninhiswayifhedecidestojointhe

taxiindustry,butthatwouldneverbehowweraise

him.Iwantmysontotraveltheworld,obtain

qualificationsandmostlyliveasafelife.



“Youknowthere’saceremonyplannedtocelebrate

hisbirthandNdabuko’srecovery?”

“Whatceremony?”Iaskwithmyeyebrowraised.

“Taxirankkindofthing.Slaughteringasheep,

drinkingbeersandmaybespinningthetaxiwitha

babyinside.”

No,that’snothappening!Nobodyisspinningataxi

withmysoninside.

Shechokesdownalaugh.

“I’mkidding,butthere’sasheepthinganda

celebrationassoonasNdabukocomesback,”she

says.

WemovetotheloungeandjoinAndiswaonthe

couch.There’sacardrivingin,itmustbeKhosiand

Snalo.

“So,isitscaryastheysay?”Thalenteasks.

“Laborpains?Absolutelyfuckin’painful.Giving

birthislikeahugerelieffromthem,”Isay.

“Whataboutthe…”sheside-eyesAndiswaandrubs

herlipstogether.Iknowwhatshe’sasking,it’snot



badasshethinks.

“You’llsurvive,”Itellher.

“Butdotheycutwithascissorandsewitback

togetherlikeapieceofcloth?”sheasks.

“Yeah,”Isay.

Hereyeswiden.Andiswa’sheadisup,she’sstaring

atmewiththesameexpressionasThalente’s.I

hopethisisenoughtomakehercondomise

everytimesheopensherlegsforaboy.

“Yooh,whatifitdoesn’t…youknow…whatwill

happen?”Thalente.

“Peoplegetstabbedandstitchedeveryday.Flesh…”

“Stabbed?”bothofthemsayinshock.

IthinkitsoundsscaryifIputitthatway.Nursesare

notcrazy,theydon’tstabyourvagina,thatwasjust

anexample.

“Ijustmeanthatithealsandgoesbacktonormal,”I

say.

“Ohmygosh,whatifstitchesburst?”Andiswajust



hadtomentionmyworstnightmare.Iwalkten

minutesonthestaircasebecauseI’mavoidingthat.

Idon’twanttoloseastepandburstmystitches.

“Thenitwillbeeastandwest,”Isay.

Shelaughs.Thalentehasherhandsoverher

cheeks.It’sfunnyseeingherthisfreakedout.Seven

monthstogo,thenshe’llhaveherownexperience.

NdlalifawalksbackinwithNhla.I’msurprisedhe

hasn’tcriedinovertenminutes.Thisonesuckles,

sleepsandcriesforaliving.Maybewhattheysayis

true;ifyouscreamloudduringsexyougivebirthto

aloudcryingbaby.Remindmetomoanquietly

fromnowonwards,that’sifIeverengageinsexual

intercourseagain.

AndiswatakesNhlafirst.Shecouldbeagreataunt,

onlyifthebabydidn’tcryandshitonitself.

NdlalifaleansoverandkissesThalente’scheek.I

guesshe’sleavingustoourgirlything,Khosiand

Snaloareatthedoor.



“NdlalifaIdon’twanttogivebirth,”Thalentesays.

Ndlalifaisjustshockedasanyonewouldbe.Imean,

whatwouldyousayifyourpregnantgirlfriendtold

youshedoesn’twanttogivebirthoutofnowhere?

“Youwanttostaypregnantforever?”heaskswhat

anyonewould’veasked.Buthe’spissingThalente

off.

Shesnapsherbrows,“Notostayingpregnant

forever.Notogivingbirth.”

She’scrazierthanIthought.

Ndlalifaglancesatmeforclues.Ican’ttellhimthat

I’mresponsibleforthissuddenfear,Ijustshrugmy

shouldersandkeepastraightface.

“Sowhatareyougoingtodo?”heasksThalente.

“Idon’tknow.You’llseehowyougetyourbabyout

ofmystomach,”shesays.

Hesmilesandkissesheragain.

“Okay,I’llmakeaplan.Doyouwantabirthday

cake?”



“It’sherbirthday?”Andiswaasks.

Thalenterollshereyes,“Blackforest.”Sheturnsto

Ndlalifaandtellshimnottoforgetherice-cream.

Cravingsarealreadyincontrol.Hekissesheragain,

abitlongeranddeeperthistime.Gosh,Ican’t

believeI’mstaringatpeoplekissing.AmIthat

lonely?

KhosiandSnaloenterasNdlalifaleaves.AsI

expected,theyhaveacoupleofbagsintheirhands.

Ahugeboxofwhateverisleftonthefloor.They

bothrushtoNhla.Snaloisthefastest,shepicks

himfirstandpeelstheblanketoffhim.Mymother

wouldcallthepoliceonme.EvenifIlethimcryfor

aminutewhiledoingmythings,sheasksifI’m

tryingtokillhim.Notcoveringhimwithablanketis

afirstdegreemurderaccordingtoher.

“Coverhimup,”Ipreachlikemymotherandgetside

looks.

“He’sonly5daysoldguys,”Isay.

“Butstill,yousoundandlooklikeagranny,”Snalo.



Andiswaburstsintolaughter.

“Tomeshelookstired,”Khosisaysbeforetakinga

seat.ShelooksatmewithworryandasksifI’m

okay.Okayisjustawordtoputheratease.Ineed

mymanandafunctionalfamily.Nhlaalsoneeds

hisfather.Ican’tevencallhimandhearhisvoice.

I’mfarfrombeingokay.

“Doeshesleep?”sheasks.

“Twohoursandwakesup.HecriesKhosi,it’slike

he’scompensatingforallthosehourshedidn’tcry.

IthinkIneedanannytoatleastgetabreakduring

theday.”

“Iwas22whenIgavebirthtoyouandIdidn’tneed

ananny,”–that’smymother’svoicecomingfrom

thekitchen.Idon’tknowwhenshegothereand

whyshe’scomparingmetoherself.

“Youcouldn’taffordananny,”Iyell.

“Whatever!”

They’relaughingbehindtheirhands.Whatever?

Whosemotheristhat?Dishesarecollidinginthe



kitchen,Iguessshe’sheretocook‘realfood’asshe

definesit.

“Anyway,howwasitlike?”Khosisays,openingthe

firstbag.Idon’tknowwhatkindofjacketisthisbut

itlookscute.Idon’tthinkNhlawillbewearingit

anytimesoonbecauseofapuzzleofzippers.

“Itwasass-bursting,”Isay.That’sasimplewayof

puttingit.Again,Thalenteisflinching.

“Butitdidn’tlookthatbadwhenKhloewasgiving

birthonKeepingUpWithTheKardashians,”Snalo

says.

“DoIlooklikeKhloeKardashian?Ihaveseven

stitches.”

Gasps!TheythoughtIwasexaggerating?Labor

wardisnotaspa,arsesburstinthere.

“Atleastyouwon’texperiencethis,Ndlalifawill

makeaplanforyou,”Isay,lookingatThalentewith

asuppressedlaugh.

Sherollshereyes.SnaloandKhosiarestaringat

herwithcuriositysplashedovertheirfaces.



“Whatplanishegoingtomake?”Khosiasks.

“He’llgetthebabyoutofherstomach.Shewon’tgo

intolabornorgivebirth,”Isay.

“That’swhathepromisedyou?”Snaloasks.

“Guysstopstressingmeout.Ihaveenough

problemsinmylife,”Thalentesayswithasigh.

Problems?Weknowthatshelostorleftherjob,and

that’snotaproblembecauseshe’swell-connected

now.Allsheneedstodoissubmitherdocuments

andshowupforwork,sheknowsthat.

“What’sgoingon?”Iask.

Shepullsaslabofchocolateoutofherpocketand

unwrapsit.Imisshavinganexcusetoeat

everythingunderthesun.

“Iwasadopted,traditionally.”

Oh…that’sshocking.

“AndthefatherIthoughtabandonedus,meandmy

mom,turnsouttobealiveandkicking.Hehada

calling,orwhatever,andleftforinitiationbefore

findingoutaboutthepregnancy.Idon’tknowwhat



happenedtherebuthe’ssaidtohavebeentherethe

pasttwodecadesandsevenyears.”

JesusChrist!Whatdoweevensaytoher?She

wrapsthechocolateandputsitbackinherpocket.

“Hewishestomeetmeoneday,hefoundoutabout

methroughhisbrothersandI’vebeenhis

motivationtosoldieron.Ireallydon’tknowhowto

feel,apartofmewishestoseehimbutthenagainI

don’twanttheMbathastofeellikeI’mungrateful.”

Khosireachesouttoherandrubshershoulders.I

canonlyimaginetheconflictwithinherself.

“Howdoesyourmotherfeelaboutit?”Iask.

“Theirrelationshipwasnotgood.He’sachaptershe

thoughtshehasburied.Shesaidit’suptomebutI

knowthatI’llberevivingbackpainfulmemories,”

shesays.

“HaveyoutoldNdlalifaaboutit?”Khosiasks.

Sherollshereyes,“He’stheprivateinvestigator

whorevealedthewholethingtome.”

AmIsurprised?Ndabukohuntedmedown,



pretendedtobeapooryardnerandstalkedmefor

months.They’renotjusttaxiowners,they

investigatepeopleuntiltheyknowallcolorsoftheir

underwear.

“Theydon’tknowanythingaboutprivacy,trustme,”

Isay.

“Theydo,”Snalo.

Webothlookather.Shemustn’tdaredefendthem!

.

.

It’sprettyintense.Greetingswereformally

exchangedshortlybeforesilencefellintotheroom.

Makingthismeetingevenmoreawkwardis

Andiswa’spresence.Istilldon’tthinkit’sagood

ideatoinvolveherinsuchcriticalfamilymatters.

Butmominsisted.OnlyBahlewasexcused,he’s

withFuzeintherondavel.Ihaven’tcheckedupon

herandQondaniinalongtime.Butthey’restill

livingtogether,thistimeshe’snotkeepinghim

awayfromhiskids.Ifanything,she’stiedhimdown

andturnedhimintoaone-womanman.



AuntVumilesipsadropofwaterandclearsher

throat.

“IguessI’llgofirst,asmostofyouknow,Ihadmy

ownunresolvedissueswithourparents.Idon’t

havebeautifulmemoriesofthisplace,whichiswhy

Ichosetostayaway.Ithadnothingtodowithyou

Maqhaweinparticular.Thisplace,homeandall

thatsurrounditrepresentpaintome.Thewoman

whowasmyplaceofcomforthurtmethemost.”

ShetakesanothersipandlooksatBab’Maqhawe.

“Youdidn’tfeelwhatwefelt.Youhadaplaceof

comfort-ahome,andwedidn’t.Iheldthatagainst

you,inmyheadyouwereabetterchild.Youhada

betterversionofwhotheywere.Theyprotectedyou

fromthedarksidethatonlyDumiandIknew.

Henceyouarehere,burningimpephoand

slaughteringgoatsforthem.Youareproudof

them.”Sheleansbackonthecouchandreleasesa

hugebreath.Ofrelief,maybe.She’ssaideverything

thatwasinherheart,andI’mgladeveryonelistened

attentivelywithoutdisturbingher.



“I’llstartbythankingyouallforcoming.Iknowthat

you,brother,shouldn’tbetravelinglongdistances.

Andthekids,thankyouforteachingthemunity.

Somethingthatweneverhad.”

IglanceatAndiswaassheturnshereyestome.We

areunitedbutwearestillsiblings,sowehaveour

moments.

“Vumile,Idon’tknowifwhatI’mabouttosaywill

answeryoubutIhopeyou’llbeenlightenedonwho

Maqhaweis.Hadoneofyoudiedyearsago,I

would’vesoldacowandarrangedadecentfuneral.

Mournedforthreemonthsandperformedthe

cleansingritual.AyearlaterIwould’veslaughtered

acowforyourfirstceremonies.Iwould’velitwhite

candlesandcalledseerstopredicthowyouarein

theotherworld.Andifyouhadanyrequests,I

would’vehonoredthem.Youknowwhy?Because

wecanchangeouraddressesbutwecannever

changethebloodrunninginourveinsandwhoit

connectsuswith.Youarestillafamilytome,

whetheryoulovemeornot.”

IthinkAuntVumilewasanswered.Theroomfalls



intoanotherlongmomentofsilence.

“I’msorryIwasn’tabrotheryoubothwishedIwas.

Thetruthis,therewasnobetterchild.Ihadmyown

issueswiththem.Icanalsosaythatneitherofyou

werethereformetoo.I’msorrytoputyouintothis

Nomagugu,butyouknowhowhardIhaditinthe

streets.Buttheblamegameislongoverduenow,I

justwantallofustomoveforward.DumisaniandI

aregrandpasnow.Ourkidsarepoppingbabiesleft

rightandcentre.”

QondaniandIexchangelooks.Ionlyhaveonechild,

he’stheonewho’spoppingbabies.AndAndiswa

shouldn’tbelookingsoentertained,she’ssexual

active,thatcouldbeaniceadditiontothis

discussion.

“Wedon’thavetobefriends.Butwehavetomake

surethatweraiseourchildrenandgrandchildren

withlove.”

Ican’tbelieveittookthemdecadestorealizethat

theyarenotenemies,theyonlyhadacommon

sourceofpain.Everyoneisonboard,it’safresh



start…untilDumisanirevealssomethingthatsends

allofusinawaveofshock.

“Yourfatherrapedme,”hesays.

There’samomentofstillness.Nobodymovesnor

saysaword.Onlyheavybreathsslicethroughthe

heavysilenceandbearlifeintotheroom.

Mmotherturnstohimwithafrown.

“Dad!What?”Andiswa.

Iknewitwasn’tagoodideatoinvolveherinthis.

HowamIgoingtomakeherforgetthis?

“Whileourmotherwaschainedandphysically

torturedthroughoutthenightforherinfidelity,Iwas

holdingthefortforherinbed.AndIwasonly7

yearsold.”

Andiswaletsoutasharpcry.Mam’Jabuquickly

attendstoherandpullsherintoahug.

“Don’tcryAndiswa,I’mjustasbad.Ididthesame

toyourmother,”Dumisanisays.

I’veneverseenanyonecutsacrysoabruptlylike

shewascryingforamovie.



“What???”Andiswa.

“Yes.That’swhyI’msittingonthischair,unableto

walk.I’mbeingpunishedformysinsandmy

mother’s,”hesays.

WhyamIfeelingsorryforhim?Tearsareburning

theirtripdowntomycheeks.

“Ijustwanttoknowwhomyfatherwas,sothatyou

andBahlecanknowyourtrueidentities.Thenyou

canseewhattodowithmeforabusingyour

mother.”HiseyesjumpfromAndiswatome,then

helooksatBab’Maqhawe.“Punishmethewayyou

seefitfortakingyourfamily.”Lastly,helooksatmy

mother.

“Don’tmournforme,instead,haveacelebration

whenI’mgone.Justdomeonefavorwhenyou’re

movingon,leaveAndiswaandBahlewithNdondo.I

knowshe’lltakecareofthem,Idon’twantwhat

happenedtometohappentomykids.”

Mymother’sfaceremainscold.Meanwhile,meand

AuntVumilearesobbinglikewidows.Andiswais

angryasIwaswhenIfoundoutforthefirsttime.



“AndiswaandBahlearetheSibisis.Justlikeyou,”

saysBab’Maqhawe.

Huh?Heneedstoexplain.Themostimportantthing

toDumisanirightnowisfindingoutwhoheis.

“Whatdoyoumean?IknowthatI’mnotyour

father’sson,”heasks.

“Yes,youaremygrandfather’sson,whichmakes

youmyfather,inaway.”

Damn,mygrandmotherhadanaffairwithherfather

-in-law.Shesleptwithbothfatherandson!

“That’sjustfuckedup,”Qondanisays.

“Bro!”Ishakemyhead.Myfatherhasturnedoutto

bemyhalf-grandfatherandhalf-uncle.Andmy

uncleisnowmyfather.

Bahleknocksandstandsatthedoor,lookingatme.

Iquicklygetupandgotohimbeforeheheadsany

ofthisconversation.

“Yourbabyiscrying,”hesays.



Ihearhiswailsallthewayfromtheveranda.He

must’vecriedforawhilenow.PityIcannotrunto

therondavel,eventhoughmyheartisbreakingwith

eachwail.

Ithoughthe’dsleepforawhile.

IfindFuzeonherfeetwithhiminherarms.

“Whathappenedbaby?”Itakehimfromherand

carefullysitonthebed.

“Hehasangerissues,nobabycrieslikethis,”she

says.

“Youhaven’theardhimcryduringabath.Hebursts

theceiling.”Iputhimonmychestandrubhisback

incircles.Itcalmshimdown.Myeyesgoupto

Zamafuzewho’sstandingwithherhandsonthe

hipsandwatchingus.

Didshegainweight?TheFuzeIknowisshapedlike

theKardashians;tinywaistandcurvybottom.

“Whereisyourfigure?”Iask.

Sheclearsherthroatandturnstoarrangenothing

inthewardrobe.



Hell,no!

“Qondanididyoutoo?”Iaskinshock.Nowonder

Bab’Maqhaweaccusedusofpoppingbabies.

“Itwasn’tplanned.Itjusthappened,”shesays.

“Mybrotherneverplansanythinginlife.”Wow,I

don’tknowifit’saccuratetosaycongratulations.

Thisisafourthchildfromadifferentwoman.

SEASONFINALE

CHAPTER67

THALENTE

IthoughtbynowIwould’vecometomydecision.

ButI’mstilltrappedbetweenarockandahard

place.I’maMbatha,Iwasintroducedtothemas

theirchildandraisedasone.Eventhoughtheir

blooddoesn’truninmyveins,theirdoingsand

traditionsshapedmetobewhoIamtoday.Imade

peacewithmybiologicalfatherbeingsomewherein

theworld,walkinghispaththatIwasnevergoingto

comeacross.Butnowhe’scrossedpathswith



Ndabuko,leadingtoagruesomeencounterwith

Ndlalifa.Hisson-in-law.Itcouldn’tjustsailoff

smoothly,withoutpastsbeingdug.No,notwiththe

Ngidis.Theyhadtostalk,snifflikedogsanddigout

things.AndnowI’mhere,caughtbetweenstaying

loyaltotheMbathasandfinallyfacingthemanwho

createdme.

Ahandrestsonmyhip,bringingmebackfroma

trainofthoughts.Ididn’trealizethathehaswoken

up.Hefoundmetakinganapandjoinedme.He

randomlypopsinduringthedaytocheckonme.

Somedayshedoesn’tgotoworkatall.Ihaven’t

beenokaysincethedayhebrokethenewstome,

pregnancyemotionsdon’tmakethingseasyeither.

Ihavemoredownmomentsthanups.

“Whatareyouthinkingof?”heasks.

Iletoutasighandturntofacehim.He’slettinghis

beardgrow,whichmakeshimlookabitolder.But

it’snoneofmybusiness,theuglierhelooks,the

firmermypositionofbeingthebeautifuloneina



relationshipbecomes.Everyonewilllookatme

whenwegoouttogether-thecuterone.

“YouknowwhatI’mthinkingabout,”Isay.

There’saflashofguiltinhiseyes,butitquickly

sweepsawayashebringshisfaceclosertomine

foralightpeck.

“Don’toverthink,youknowstressisnotgoodfor

youandthebaby.Youarenotunderanypressure,

you’llgomeethimwhenyou’reready.”

FunnyhowhealwaysmakesitsoundasifIdon’t

havetheoptionnottomeethim.

“Imightnevergoandmeethim,”Isay.

Henarrowshiseye.Igivehimashrug.

“It’sanoption,Icouldlivemylifeasitwasand

forgetabouthim.It’snotlikeIneedhim,”Isay.

“Thalente,he’syourfather.Ofcourseyouneed

him,”hesays.

“Needhimforwhat?”Iask,narrowingmyeyesback

athim.



“Thisislifebaby.Youdon’tknowwhatthefuture

holds.Yourmotherlefttheballinyourhands,itmay

lookuselessfornow,butonedayyou’llwishyou

could’veusedit.You’llforeveraskyourself“whatif”

andnobodywillbetheretoansweryou,”hesays.

Sigh!Thisisexactlywhatmakesthiswhole

situationfrustrating.Ineedclosure,becausenow

he’sfoundandhe’swillingtomeetme.Ihave

questionsforhim,Ithinkmymotherdoestoo,even

thoughshemayneverexplorethatoptionbecause

ofhertiestotheMbathas.

“Doeshelooklikeme?”Iaskhim.Idon’tlooklike

mymotheroranyonethatIknow.Soithastobe

him,Ididn’tdropfromatree.

“No,he’sugly,”hesays.

Iliftmyheadandlookathimwithmyeyebrow

raised.

“Andyouarehandsome?”Iask.

“Youletmefuckyouwithoutacondom,you’re

willingtobearalittleme-tolettheselooksmultiply.

SoIamhandsome,oryouarestupid.”



He’snothandsomeandI’mnotstupid.

“Callitafavor.Doyouwanttoscratchmyhead?”I

ask.

“No,”hesaysquickly.

Irollmyeyes.Ineedtowashmyhairtoday.

“Maybetomorrowyoucantakemetohim.That’sif

Idon’tchangemymind.Doweneedtomakean

appointmentwiththehealer?”Iask.

“No,he’snolongerinMpofana.Heisfinishinghis

treatmenthome,”hesays.

“Home?”Iask.

“MyfatherhasahouseinWaterways.Because

nobodylivesthereIdecidedtotakehimandkeep

himthere,”hesayslikeit’sjustanothersmallissue

thatdoesn’tconcernmethatmuch.

“Youdidwhat?”Iask,uponmyassandglaringat

him.

“Heneededapeacefulplace.He’sbeenthrougha

lotand…”JesusChrist!



“He’snotyourfatherNdlalifa.Youcannotmake

suchdecisionswithoutconsultingme.WhatifI

didn’twanthiminmylife?”I’mbesidemyselfwith

anger.Ifeellikemyveinsareabouttoburstopen.

WhatamItohim?Ababythatcan’tmakeherown

decisions.Mymotherletmehandlethisonmyown

becauseshetrustsmyjudgement.

“It’snotlikeIbroughthimhere.Ijustgavehima

placetostaywhilehewaitsforyoutomakeyour

decision.”

Jeez,hedoesn’tgetit.

“Itwasn’tyourplace.Justbecauseyouareyour

father’sfirstsonandheputsyouaboveeverything

andeveryone,itdoesn’tmeanyoudictatemylifeas

well.Youarenotinarelationshipwithababy,you

foundmewith32teeth.ImakemyOWNdecisions,

youdon’thavetomeddleinmylife.”Ishakehisarm

offandstormoutofthebedroom.AtthispointI

don’tknowiffoodcancalmmedown,butIwilltry.I

makemywaytothekitchenandsnackonalarge

packetofchipswhilewaitingformyfoodtowarm

up.



I’mlostinmythoughtsandreviewingmyanger

towardsNdlalifa.Ididn’toverreact,right?He

should’vecommunicatedwithmebeforerescuing

andplayingsontomyfather.Hishandslidesinside

thepacketandpicksafewchips.Idon’tcareit’shis

money,Iclosethepacketandshiftittothefarend

ofthetable.

Heletsoutachuckleandoccupiesaseatnextto

me.

“Whereisthecomb?”heasks.

He’snotgoingtobribemebyscratchingmyhead,

herefusedwhenIasked.

“LeavemealoneNdlalifa,”Isay.

Hegivesbackthechipshetook,withoutany

hesitationIgrabthemandthrowtheminmymouth.

“Hehadnowhereelsetogo.Hisfamilyhateshim

andhecan’tgobacktoNxumalo.He’llfigureitout

whenhe’sbackonhisfeetandinhissenses,Iwas

justtryingtohelpthegrandfatherofmychild.”

“Haveyoueveradmittedwhenyouarewrong?”I



ask.

“I’mnotsayingIwasright,”hesays.

“Whatareyousaying?”

“I’msayingpleaseforgiveme.”

“Youhaveafunnywayofsayingit.”Irollmyeyes

andputthepacketofchipsbackinfrontofus.

HejuststaresatitandIcontinueeatingsilently.

“Sthandwasami…”

“IwillgoNdlalifa.ButIneedtocallmymotherfirst.”

Hesighsoutinreliefandgivesmealightpeckon

thecheek.

“Iloveyou,doyouknowthat?”heasks.

“Idon’tknow,”Isay.

Hiseyeswiden.

“You’veneverboughtmeflowerslikeothermendo

fortheirgirlfriends.”Idon’tknowwherethisis

comingfrom.Idon’tevenlikeflowers.

Hedoesn’tsayanything.Iguessthatcutdeeply.I



takemyfoodoutofthemicrowaveandtwospoons

andgetbackonthetable.

“You’rehungry,china?”Iask.

Hefrowns.Ipassonespoontohimanddigin.I’m

scaredofthecallI’mabouttomake.I’mtakingmy

mothertenstepsback.

.

.

SNALO

Thiswasarandommeet-up.Shehadwantedto

makeacallfordays,butwashesitantbecause

thingsstillremainstrangebetweenherandMondli.

Buteventuallyshedialedhisnumberandaskedfor

themtomeetupintown.He’shereonabusiness

adventure-accordingtoNgidi.Snalodidn’tquestion

thenatureoftheirbusinesscollaboration,deep

downshewasjusthappythatNgidiwashelping

himwithwhatever.

TheyhaveacozytableatAtaska,whilewaitingfor



theirfoodSnaloisindulgingintheicybottleof

CoronaExtra.Mondliiswatchingherquietly.

“Areyousureyoudon’twantasinglecider?”she

asks.

“Yeah,I’mgood,”hesays.

Sheputsdownherbeer,foldsherarmsandstares

athim.Shefeelsabitlightandbubblytoday.

“Sowhat’sbeencooking?Youaresuddenlybackin

Durbanandlookthisgood,”sheasks.

Hiseyesrunaway.He’sgrownshyeventoher.She

keepshereyesonhim,bitingherliptosuppressher

smile.

“I’mtryingtogetonmyfeet,”hesays,almost

inaudible.

“Ithoughtsinceyoudon’thaveanyfriendsaround,I

mustbecomeyourfriendandshowyouaround.

Friends,withorwithoutbenefits.”Shesipsherbeer

andcracksalowlaugh.Isshealreadydrunk?

Luckilythewaitercomeswiththeirfood,hehasan

excusenottorespondtoherandkeepbusywithhis



plate.

“I’mnotboring,Ipromise,”shekeepsgoing,

sendinghimtoafewburps.

“Wearenotenemies,arewe?”

Helooksup,shakeshisheadandsays,“no,weare

not.”

Shesmiles,broadlyandbrightly.She’snotwearing

anywigtoday,justherdreadlocksletlooseabove

hershoulders.She’swearingveryminimalmakeup;

lightpinklipstickandeyeliner.Hereyebrowsareleft

totheirnaturalshape.Toacertainextent,shelooks

liketheSnaloheknewandloved.

“Good.Ihaveplansforthenight.Thesearemy

streets.Weneedjackets,fulltank,cooler-box…”she

looksathim,there’ssomethingsneakygoing

throughhermind.“Maybeweedandapacketof

condomstoo,”shesayswithherpupilsdilating.She

knowsthisisveryextraofher,they’renotevenin

thatcomfortablepositionwitheachother.

“Ithoughtyou’vechanged,”Mondlisayswithahint

ofirritation.



“It’syouwhohavechanged.You’reintheshell,

morelikeyouarebreathingbutnotliving.MaybeI

canhelpyourememberwhoMondliwas,”shesays.

Hepullshisface,inaweofhersuggestions.

“I’veneverbeenawildperson.IdideverythingIdid

inthepasttoaccommodateyou.Maybethisisthe

realme,youjustdon’tknowme,”hesays.

“I’mjusttryingtomakeyoufeelgood,”shesays

withastanceofregret.Shethoughtiftheydid

thingsthatusedtomakethemhappyintheir

childhoodtheMondlisheknewwouldcomeback.

Mostlybecausesheblamesherselfforeverything

thathappened.

“Smokingweedandhavingsexwithyouisnot

goingtomakemefeelgood,”hesays.

“WhatcanIdo?”

“Youcannotbringmyfamilyback.Youcannotundo

mypast.Theonlythingyoucandoisletmebe.I

don’twantthattoxicrelationshipback.”

Sheraisesherforkbuthequicklystopsherfrom



lashingout.

“Youareinagoodplace.Iwantthattoo,formyself.

Pleaseallowmetohaveit.”

Shepicksherbeerandgulpsitalldownherthroat.

Hewatchesherquietlyasshepushesbackher

chairandstridestothebartoordermorebeer.

She’sinagoodplace,that’swhathesaid,butnow

watchingherdrowningherselfinalcoholgiveshim

adifferentperspective.

Thesurgerywentwell.She’sfullyrecoveredand

nowattendingtherapywithherfather.Normalagain.

She’sreallyprivileged,everythingrunssmoothlyin

herlife.

“Sowhodoyouthinkisgoingtodateme?”This

questioncatcheshimoffguard.Helooksupand

findsherstareburninghim.

“Whatdoyoumean?”heasks.

“Imeanjustthat.Whodoyouthinkisgoingto

acceptmeandmypastandthefactthatI’llnever

beabletoproducekids?”



“Youcanhavekids,thereareeggdonorsand

surrogates.It’snotlikeyouarepoortoaffordother

means.”

“Youdon’tgetit,doyou?Iwanttosmoke,drinkand

dowhateverthehellIwant.Lifehasn’tbeenkindto

metoo.Youcanstillshapeupyourlifeandhave

children.Ican’t.Andyouhavethenervetotellme

thatI’minagoodplace.”

People’seyeshavestartedtowandertotheirtable.

Hervoiceisn’treallylow.

“WhyarewehereNalo?”heasks,hisvoicefirmbut

keptlow.

Sherestsbackonthechairandreleasesasigh.

Onlythenheseestearssheddingfromthecorners

ofhereyes.

“Ijustfeelleftout,bymyfriendsandlife.EverydayI

seebabyNhlaorNdlalifagushingoverhispregnant

Thalente.Itplantsandwatersthatseedof

worthlessnessasawomaninmyhead.”

“Okay,I’msorry.Whatdoyouwantustodo?”



Sheshrugshershoulders,“I’mnotsure.”

“Maybeacuddleoragoodmovie?”heasks,forcing

afriendlysmile.

“Andbeers.Wearegoingtoyourhotelroomor

whereveryouarestaying.Ifyouleftanygirlthere,

bettertextherandtellhertodisappearfromearth.I

don’twanttostabanyone,”shesays.

Heshakeshisheadwithhislipcurvingup.She’s

stillSnalo.SomeofhisfriendsusedtocallherMiss

Bipolar.Shehasn’treallychangedthatmuch.

“Wearenotanitem,”hesays.

“I’mjustplayingmybabymamarole,Iwillneverget

achancetogiveanymanheadacheandcause

unnecessarydrama.Youaremyoneandonly

chance,”shesays.

Thathurts.Maybeshe’sdoingitonpurpose,justto

makehimfeelguilty.

“I’msorryNalo,”hesaysagain.

.

.



THALENTE

HeopensthedoorformeandIstepoutlikearoyal

queen,withhugesunglassesandajacketovermy

shoulder.InmymindIhadanimageofanold

orphanedhouse,notthiswellkeptmansion.Iswear

itlookslikesomeoneliveshere.Ithasatouchofa

woman.There’sawarmthingaboutit.

HeleadsthewayandIfollowbehindwithmy

thuddingheart.Mypalmsaresweating.Itfeelslike

I’minsomekindofKhumbul’Ekhayaepisode.I’m

notsurewhatkindofamanI’mabouttomeet.

IthoughtIhadaminuteorsoafterwalkingthrough

thedoor,butthemaniswaitingforusjustafew

stepsawayfromthemaindoor.Helookslikehe’s

beenlivinginajungleforthepasttwodecades.

Eventhoughhelookscleananddressedup

decently,youcantellbyhisunrulyhairandmissing

teeththatlifehasdealtwithhim.

I’mgroundedafewstepsawayfromhim.Myeyes



aretravelingalloverhim,whilehisareglued

specificallytomyface.Ndlalifaisstandingaside,

allowingustodowhateverwethinkofdoing.

“Youlooklikeyourgrandmother,”hefinallysays.

I’mnotsureifthat’sacompliment,Idon’tknowif

mygrandmotherwasuglyorbeautiful.

“Mychild!”Hestepsforwardandextendshishand

tome.

Handshake?Iguess…

Myeyeswidenasourhandscomeincontact.Even

theplumber’shandsdon’tfeelthisrough.Iturnhis

handupandlookatit.Hequicklypullsitawaybut

he’stoolate,I’veseenhisscars.

Ndlalifaclearshisthroat,“Love,thisisMagadlela.

Yourmothertoldyouabouthim.Baba,thisis

Thalente,yourdaughter.Iwillbeinthekitchen.”

Hewalksandturnsontothepassageand

disappears.Nowit’sjustmeandthisman.

“Ithoughtwelookedalike,”Isay.Thisisn’t

somethingIplannedtosayfirst,butitseemsto



havetoneddowntheheavymood.

“No,I’mugly,”hesays.

Atleasttheyhadmirrorswherehewas.Iwalk

behindhimtothelounge.Ihavesomanyquestions

forhim.Whyisheaccusedofkillinghismother?

Andwhydidn’thesendevenalettertomymother?

Isitonasinglecouchwhilehecurlsuponthefloor.

Idon’tknowwhatitmeans,it’sjustuncomfortable

tolook.

“So,wefinallymeet,”Isay.

“Itfeelslikeadream.Myforefathersdidn’t

completelyabandonme.Alltheseyearstheykept

youaliveandprotectedyou.”

IbelieveIwasprotectedbytheMbatha,butI’mnot

goingtobursthisbubble.

“Canyoutakemebacktothefirstdayyoumetmy

mother?”Iask.

“Iwasnotanormalboy,”hebeginswithasigh.Isit

backonthecouchandlistenwithmyhandonthe

cheek.Therearemanyloopholesinhisstory.He



remembersmymotherandhowhe’dneglectedher

asherboyfriend,andhowhisfamilydislikedher

becausetheybelievedhisweirdbehaviorwasher

fault.HedescribeshisjourneytoNxumaloasthe

longestwalkto‘freedom.’Hisbrotherswere

supportiveatfirst,butafterthreeyearsthey

stoppedvisitinghim.ThenNxumaloandhiswife

becameallthathehad.There’saperiodoftwo

yearsthathedoesn’trememberliving.Hehasscars

hecan’texplainandsinshedoesn’tremember

committing.Thesaddestthingisthathecould’ve

killedhismother,chancesareveryhighbuthis

memoryislow.Oritwashinderedonpurpose.

Asmuchashewasabadboyfriend,he’sadmitted

thatmorethanonce,butIbelievemymotherwasa

badgirlfriendtoo.Shemovedonamonthafterhis

disappearance.Sheneverbotheredtosearchwhere

hewasortriedtofindoutifhewasokay.Imean,if

Ndlalifadisappearsoutoftheblue,I’llerectboards

onthestreets,puthisfaceintrainstationsandtaxi

ranks,andprobablylosemyleftfootbeforegiving

uponhim.



Ndlalifahaspreparedlunchanddrinks.Blesshis

soul.He’sawkwardaroundMagadlela,sowe

indulgeinourlunchinsilence.Ihaveadutytoset

upameetingforMagadlelaandMaNgobese.Ithink

hejustwantstoapologize,nothingelse.But

knowingmymother,she’llbloweverythingoutof

proportionanddragthepoorman.He’sstill

mentallyfragile,heunderstandsverylittleaboutthe

outsideworldandlife.MaybeI’mdevelopingasoft

spotforhimbecauseI’veheardhissideofthestory.

Andhehasnoone.WhenNgidiwantshishouse

backhe’llbehomeless.NowIrealizeI’mnotthat

rich,Icanonlyaffordtorentashackforhim.

.

.

“Areyouokay?”Ndlalifaasksasweheadbackto

hishouse.I’vebeenoverwhelmedwithdifferent

emotions.Idon’tunderstandhowancestorswork,

whycouldn’ttheyprotecthim.Imeantheirson,

theirownblood,lastlivedhislifeat22.They



watchedhimbeingmisusedandexploitedbya

strangerfor27yearsanddidn’tdoasinglethingto

rescuehim.Buthestillglorifiesthemandthink

they’reshit.

“I’mjusthungry,”IsaytoNdlalifa.

“Girl,youjustateanhourago.”

Iturnmyheadtohim,heglancesatmeonceand

fixeshiseyesontheroadwithasmilecrackingout.

“Ifyoucan’taffordmeNdlalifasayit,”Isay.

Helaughsoutloud.SometimesIthinkhesays

thesesillythingsformetobitehisheadoff.

Weareinthedrivewayandthereareflowerpetals

scatteredatthesides,leadingtothefrontdoor.

“Andnow?Who’sgettingmarried?”Iask.

“Idon’tknow,”hesays.

Ihopethisisn’tsomekindofprank.I’mnotinthe

moodforgames.

Heholdsmyhandaswemakeourwayinsidethe



house.Lord,whatisgoingonhere?Didaflorist

moveinorsomething?Thewholehouselooklikea

flowergarden.

“Ndlalifawhatisthis?”Iaskinshock.

“Flowers,”hesaysandturnstothekitchen.Leaving

melookingaroundthehouselikeanidiot.

Hecomesbackwithabunchofflowers.My

GraciousLord.Iswearthere’sanestofbutterflies

inmytummy.ThisisnotBonangorPearlThusi,it’s

me-ThalenteMbatha.It’smylife,notamovie.

“Beautifulladyforbeautifulflowers.”Andheruinsit

justlikethat!

“Youshouldwatchromanticmoviesinsteadof

soccer.It’s‘beautifulflowersforabeautifullady’,”I

saywithaneyeroll.

Hesmiles,“Idon’thavematric.Eitherway,these

areyourflowersandIloveyou.”

“Impregnatemealready.”Istandonmytoesand

kisshislips.

“Ialreadydid,”hesaysandwinks.



(I'msorryaboutyesterday... )

SEASONFINALE

CHAPTER68

NDONDO

Wecanhavedifferentbeliefsandstillrespectone

another.It’snoteasy,especiallyifyouliveunder

oneroof,butrespectisakeytoanydoor.Bahlehas

beeninspectingmywristandconsultinghis

sourcestofindoutifwearingadeadgoat’sskin

won’tdamagemyskin.EventhoughDumisaniand

mymotherareagainstcrueltyagainstanimals,they

didjointheceremonyandgavemetheirblessing.

I’mofficiallyMaqhawe’sdaughter.

Ndabuko’sunclecalledafewdaysagoandasked

metobringthebabytohim.Maybehethinksthe

worldrevolvesaroundhim.I’venevermethim.He

distancedhimselffromNdabukowhenheneeded



himthemost.Andnow,allofasudden,hewantsto

meetmyson.

Anyway,babyNhla’sumbilicalcorddetached.Mam’

JabusuggestedthatwekeepituntilNdabuko

comesback,thenbothofuswilldecidehowand

whereweburyit.I’vebeenexpectingacallfrom

NgidiorMaqhinga.Thewaitiskillingme.Iwantto

knowwhenmymaniscomingbackhome.I’vebeen

takingcookinglessonsfromMam’Jabu.Iwantto

spoilhimrotten,personallydohislaundryanddo

whateverdutyawomandoesforherman.

ItakebabyNhlatobedandgototheverandatojoin

Qondani.Zamafuzeisstillagirlfriend,andina

traditionalhomelikemine,agirlfriendisnot

expectedtodoanychoresuntilabakhongihave

beensenttoherhome.

“Haveyouservedmadam?Pregnantwomenget

hungryeveryminute,”Iask,loungingmyselfonthe

benchnexttohim.

“Shehasawholegoodieshopinsidetheroom,”he



sayswithachuckle.

“I’mgladyou’retakingcareofher.Butthequestion

is,forhowlong?Imean,youhavethreeother

babymamas.Itcan’tbethatallthreeofthemwere

wrong,youarejustawrongmanforanywoman.”

“Thanksforhavingfaithinme,tsheketshe.”

“AmIlying?Youimpregnateandleavewomen.”

“Zamafuzeisdifferent.She’stheoneI’mgoingto

haveafuturewith.”

Oh,thissoundsinteresting.

“Youhavegaveplansforthefuture?”Iask.

“I’mgoingtomarryZamafuze.Babahasgivenmea

plot,I’mmovingoutandgettingmarried,”hesays.

“You’relying!”

“Ifthebusinesspicksupinthenexttwoyearswe’ll

befinanciallystable.Ijustpraynothinggoeswrong,

Iwanttomakethatwomanhappy.Iknowsheloves

glamorousthingsandsoftlife.”Hisfacebrightens

up.Mygoodness,theboyhasgrown.Hehasgood

intentionsandbigdreams.I’mveryproudofhim.



“Youdon’tneedtwoyears.Youneedagood

marketingstrategyandifyoudon’tmind,Icanhook

youupwithsomeone.Youcanworkwithgood

Africandesigners.”

“Youcandothat?”heasks,hiseyeswidened.

“Anythingtohelpabadassbrotherout,”Isay.

“I’mnotthatbad.Iwasjustirresponsiblehereand

there.AnywayIsawyourfriend,Khosi,witha

marriedman.YouknowMthongaHoldings?She

waswithamarriedbrotherwhoistheCEO.”

Mychestdriesup.Ithoughttheywerediscreet.

Whywouldtheybeseentogetherinpublic?

ThakasaManqelecomesfromaverystrict

Nazarethfamily.Idon’tknowwhyhe’swithKhosi

andwhysheallowshimtotortureherlikehedoes,

allIknowisthathe’smarriedandheisnotleaving

hiswifeanytimesoon.

“Idon’tknowhim,”Isay,silentlyprayingthathe

doesn’ttakethetopicanyfurther.

“Theydon’tLOVEBEYONDTHETEMPLE.Shemust

becareful.”



Iraisemyeyebrow,“Howwelldoyouknowthem?”

“Thakasaistheeldest,there’sNkonzoafterhim

andBandlalethu.Idon’tknowtheirsisters,butone

ofthemisatwinwiththeyoungestbrother,Sqalo.I

knowhowwellrespectedtheyareandhowdeeply

religiousthatfamilyis.Nomkhosiisabeautiful

woman,Idon’tknowwhatdealshehaswith

Thakasa,butthatmanwillneverdoanythingto

defyhisfamilyandwhatitstandsfor.She’llget

hurt.”

Well,she’sbeenhurtalready,anumberoftimes.It

onlytakesonephonecallforhertoforgiveandgo

backtohisarms.You’dexpectafiercewomanlike

Khositoputherselffirstandprotectherheart.In

Zulutheysayindluyegaguiyanetha,theself-worth

activisthasfallendeeplyinlovewithamarriedman

who’smadeitclearthathe’llneverleavehiswifeor

marrysomeoneoutsidethetemple.

“Ihavetocheckonmyson.Youknowhesleepslike

asecurityguardonduty,oneminutehe’sasleep

andnexthe’sup.”I’mjustrunningawayfromthe

Thakasatopic,I’vediscusseditmanytimeswith



Khosiandunfortunatelytheheartwantswhatit

wants.

.

.

Phonerings.Maqhinga’snameflashesonthe

screenandmyhearttakesaleaptomythroat.

“Maqhinga,”Ianswerwithtremblinghands.

“Ndondoyami.”

Myheadreplayshisvoicetwotimes.Hotliquid

rushesoutofmyeyes.

“Areyouthere?”heasks.

I’mindisbelief.I’vebeenwaitingforthisdayto

come.Tofinallyhearhisvoicewhenhe’sbackin

hisbody,mindandspirit.

“Mngomezulu,”Isayinabreakingwhisper.

“Theothersideofthebedisempty.Theysay

indondoyamiwentbacktothevillage.Idon’tknow

ifthevillageboyshavetakenmyplaceinherheart.”

Gosh,mycheeksareonfire.I’mblushinglikea



newlywed.

“YouareinDurban?”Iask,suppressingaloud

screamthatthreatenstoescapemythroat.

“No,I’mhome,inMpumazi.”

“Givemeafewhours.”

IcheckNhlaandfindhimsleepingpeacefully.This

givesmeenoughtimetopackourbagsandboilhis

water.IknowAndiswaisgoingtogivemeahard

timebeforesheagreestodrivemetoMpumazi.But

it’snotlikeshehasanyplans,shedoesn’tknow

anyonearoundhere.

“Whyareyourbagspacked?”Momasks,walkingin

withafrown.

“Ndabukocalled.He’sback.”

“Sowhat?Youarejustgoingtopackandleave

withouttellinganyone,”sheasks.

Sigh!

“ObviouslyIwasgoingtotellyou,”Isay.



“When?Whenyouareinthecaranddrivingout?

NdondoyouarenotaCEOhere,youareachild.”

ThisisapointwhereIshutupanddomything.I

prepareNhla’sbottlesandpacktheminhisbag.

BythetimeIfinishthere’sagroupofangryadults

waitingformeinthelounge.Idon’tknowifthe

familyisreallyunitedorwearejustplayingahappy

familyforonce.Eitherwayit’sgoodtoseethem

together;Dumisani,AuntVumileandBab’Maqhawe,

allsharingaroomandlaughingtogether.Mam

Jabuandmymotherarenotthebestoffriendsbut

they’reciviltowardseachother.

NhlaisawakeandrestingonDumisani’sarms.I

gaveAndiswapermissiontoorderanew

wheelchair,Ihopeit’llbedeliveredsoon.

“Sit,”Bab’Maqhawesays.

Idon’trollmyeyes,Isitandlookatthemwithzero

patience.

“Youareleaving?”heasks.



“Yes,”Isay.

“Atthistime,withalittlebaby?”

Idon’tsayanything.

“YoucannottravelwiththebabyatnightNdondo.

It’snotsafeforhim,”hesays.

Withmyeyebrowsraised,Iask;“Whatdoyou

suggestIdo?I’mnotsleepingwithoutseeing

Ndabuko.”

Helooksatmymother,sheshrugshershouldersin

responsetohissilentquestion.

“Wearenottryingtokeepyouawayfromhim.We

understandhowhardit’sbeen.ButNhlanzeko’s

safetymustcomefirst.Qondanicanbringhimin

themorning,he’llstaybehindwithhis

grandmothers.”

“ButBabaIcannotleavemybabybehind.”Icannot

beseparatedfrommyson.Ndabukomustbedying

tospendtimewithhimaswell.

“Ndondo!”Dumisanithepastoremerges.Ilookat

himandfindthestrictfatherglaringatme.Iknow



hedoesn’tnegotiatewithachild.

LeavingNhlabehindfeelslikeI’mchoosingaman

overhim.Thisisthefirsttimehesleepswithoutme.

Iknowhedoesn’tknowmeyet,butwhatifhe

sensesthatI’mnotaroundandcriestodeath.

“Seriously?What’sgoingtohappenwhenyour

maternityleaveends?You’regoingtocrythewhole

dayintheoffice,”Andiswaasks.She’sso

insensitive.Idon’tbotherrespondingtoher,I’m

goingtocryasmuchasIwant.

Idon’tcommentonherspeedeither.Ijustpraythat

wedon’tbumpintotrafficcops.

It’s22h28whenwearriveinMpumazi.Icall

Maqhingatocomeandopenthegate.Myheart

swellsinecstasyasIseeashadowcrossing

behindthebedroomcurtain.

“Andiswayou’resogrown,”Maqhingasays,eyeing

Andiswawiththirst.



“Really?”Thisoneblushes.

Ilookatbothofthem.Maqhingamustnottestme!

Thisisachild.

“Shecouldbeyourdaughter,”Isay.

Hebreaksintolaughter,“I’monly29forfucksake!”

“Still,youshouldn’tbecommentinglikethat.She’sa

baby,”Isay.

Andiswarollshereyesandwalkstothedoor,

leavingusbehind.

“You’resleepingintherondavel.Idon’twantyou

anywherearoundAndiswa,”IsaytoMaqhinga.

“WhatifIhavegoodintentions?”heasks.

“Idon’tcare.Takeyourgoodintentionstoyour

thousandfuckbuddies,”Isay.

Helaughs.I’mnotjokingwithhim.Andiswaisoff

limits.Iknowhowhetreatswomen-likesperm

dishes.

AsuncomfortableasitistoleaveAndiswawith

Maqhinga,Ihavetofindmyman.



“Ifhedoesanythingtoyouscream,”ItellAndiswa.

Maqhingalaughsfromthekitchen.Andiswaisvery

comfortablearoundhim.Sheshouldn’tbe.He’s

olderthanher.

Iknocksoftlyoutsidethedoor.Ihopehe’snot

asleep.

Footstepscometowardsthedoor.

Thehandleturnsandthedooropens.Hereisthe

cutesmileIhavemissedforsolong.He’sgained

backsomeofhisweight.Hisheadisshavedand

bald.Hesmellsheavenlyandlookshandsomein

rippedjeansandunbuttonedshirt.

“Hey,”hesays.

EarthtoNdondo!

Iclearmythroat,“Hi.”

Myvoicejustcroaksout.Mylegsfeellikejelly.I’m

literallyjustdroolingoverhim.

“Areyoucomingin?”heasks.



Damnit.Istepinside.Heclosesthedoorbehindme.

“Iwashopingthatyou’llcomewithmyboybutI

understandthat…”Igrabhisheadandsmoochhis

lips.Hischuckledisappearsbetweenourlocked

lips.Hetastesthesame,hisbodyreactstomine

warmly.Sixweeksrule,damnit!

Wearepiledonbed,ourlipsarelocked,ourbreaths

escalatingandsteaminguptheroom.

IpushhimasidewhenIfeelhisexcitedorgan

pokingoutofhisjean.Itstillworks.Witheverything

thatwentdown,nothingwasguaranteed.

“Ihavemissedyousomuch,”hesays,brushinghis

lipsagainstmyneck.

Itouchhisface,runningmyfingersonhisjawline

justtofeelthathe’sreal.

“Ican’tbelieveyouareback,”Isayinalowwhisper.

“Iwasn’tgoingtoleavemysonfatherless,”hesays.

“Andme,right?”Iask.

Hesmiles,“Yes,andmytrophy.”



Wekissagain.Brieflythistime.Idon’twantitto

leadmetotemptations.Mystitchesrecentlyhealed,

mycervixisstillgettingbackintoplace.

“Whatreallyhappenedbabe?”Iask.

Hisfacechangesinstantly.Heholdsmyhandand

playswithmyfingers.

“Isitimportantforyoutoknow?Imean,weare

okaynow,wesurvivedthestorms.Yougotclosure

andIgotadeeperunderstandingofeverything.My

parents,Nhlanzekoandmychildhood.Allwehave

todonowisstartover,onacleanslate.Nhlanzeko

isrestingpeacefully,yougavehimanheir-

someonewhocarrieshisname.”

Itmakessensewhenheputsitthatway.Idon’t

needtoknowwhathappenedindetails.Themost

importantthingisthatwesurvived.Notwithout

scarsandbruises,butwearehere,ineachother’s

armsagain.

“Okay,let’sjustmoveon.Whilewearestillonthat,

yourunclecalled.HewantstoseeNhla,”Isay.

“Thatoneisfullofshit.Ngidiistheonlypaternal



grandfatherofNhlathatIknow.Howisyour

father?”

Sigh!WheredoIevenstart?

“HewentbacktoNyandeni.Ileftallofthemthere.I

cansayhe’sfinebecausehe’sbreathingandIdon’t

knowwhatIcandotohelphim.”

“Isitthatbad?”heasks.

“Badisnotevenaword.ButI’mprayingforthebest.

IfnotGod,theancestorswillintervene.”

Hewrapsmeinhisarmsandplantsakissonmy

forehead.

“It’sgoingtobeokaysthandwasami,”hesays.

That’swhatI’mhopingforaswell.

“IwishmysonwasherebutIunderstandyour

father’sconcerns.Howbigishenow?”Hisvoiceis

sore.Thisremindsmetocallmymother.Ihaven’t

checkedontheminthelasthour.

“Iwillshowyouhisvideos,letmecallmymother

first.”Iscrolldownmycontactsandcallher

number.Itringsacoupleoftimesbeforeshepicks



up.

“I’mgoingtoswitchthisphoneoffnow,”shewarns

inannoyance.

“Ijustwantedtocheckifhe’snotcrying,”Isay.

“Andifhe’scryingwhatareyougoingtodo?”

Irollmyeyes,“Mom,isheokayornot?”

“He’sokayNdondo.CanIsleepnow?”She’s

irritated.

“Okay,goodnight.Iloveyou.”

Calldropped…

Iletoutaheavysighandopenthegallerytoshow

himNhla’svideos.WhenIliftmyeyesIfindapair

ofamusedeyesstaringatme.

“What’sfunny?”Iask.

“Youareabeautifulmom.Mysonisblessedto

haveyou.SoamI,youarethereasonwhyIfought

tocomeback.You’renotjustaprettyface,there’sa

strongwomanbehindthisbeauty.”

“Babe!”I’mblushing.



“Iwanttoholdyouinmyarmsthroughoutthenight.

Iwanttofeelyourheartbeatingagainstmine.”He

pullsmeclosertohischestandgivesmealight

peckonthecheek.

Iclickonthefirstvideo…he’snotdoinganything,

justsleepinginhiscot,butwewatchandlaughlike

wearewatchingthemostinterestingmovieofthe

century.

.

.

MAQHINGA

She’ssittingontopofthetablewithherlegs

crossedandstaringathimasifshe’scalculating

everymovehemakes.

“Doyouwantsomefruitsalad?”heaskswithhis

backturned.

“Don’tyouhaveSavanna?”sheasks.

Maqhingaturnsaroundwithhiseyeswidened.

She’sonly21.Ndondowilleathimaliveifhedares



toofferherbabysisteralcohol.

“Ihavemilkandjuice,”hesays.

Throwingherheadbackwards,shelaughsoutin

mockery.

“DudeI’mover18,”shesays,stilllaughing.

“ButyouknowthatNdondowillkillyouifshefinds

out,”hesays.

Sheglancesatthepassageandlooksbackathim.

“Ndondoissleepingnow.Shewon’truinherfirst

nightwithMngomezulubynannyingme.Butif

you’rescaredwecantakeitandgodrinkinyour

room.”Shejumpsoffthetableandstraightensher

dress.

“You’remakingmelookbadyazi.”Hecomplains

whiletakingasixpackofSavannaoutofthefridge.

Shehelpshimbytakingthebowloffruitsaladhe

prepared.Theymaketheirwayoutofthehouseand

headtotherondavel,closingthedoorbehindthem.

It’safancyrondavelcomparedtotheonesin



Nyandeni.It’sfurnishedmodernly,withgigantic

windowsandartdecorationsonthewalls.

Shedoesn’twaittobetold,shemakesherself

comfortableonthebedandtakesoneSavanna.

Maqhingaisstillpullingdownthecurtainsand

clearinghisshoesfromthefloor.Whenheturns

aroundAndiswaisonhersecondSavanna.

“Damn,areyoudrinkingtodrownsorrows?”heasks

inawe.

“Maybe,”shesays,shrugginghershoulders.

“Youare21,whatsorrowsdoyouhave?Missinga

class?”

“IhavebiggerproblemsMaqhinga.Areyounot

goingtositanddrink?”

Hechucklesandsitsnexttoher.

“Iwillhavemysaladfirst,”hesays.

“Ididn’tseeyouassomeonewhoeatssalads.You

arethedumplingtype,”shesays.

Hiseyeswiden,thenhebreaksintolaughter.He’s

notasaladpersonbutthatdoesn’tmeanhehatesit.



Andit’sclosetomidnight,hecan’teatadumpling

atthistime.

“Youarejudgmental,”hesays.

“No,I’mnot.Ijustknowtaxidriversverywell,”she

says.

He’snotataxidriverbuthedoesn’tcorrecther.

Insteadhestaresatherandaskswhatexperience

shehaswithtaxidriverstoknowthemthatwell.

“Myfirstboyfriend’sbrotherwasataxidriver,”she

says,givinghimashrugandsippingherSavanna.

“Firstboyfriend?”Hedidn’texpecthertohave

historyinthedatingdepartment.Hethoughtthe

boyfriendNdondowantedtoburnalivewasherfirst.

“Theonewhotookmyvirginity,”shesays.

Helaughs.That’sallhecando.Ifitwashissister

hewould’vebeenangry,that’sforsure.Butasaguy

heunderstandshowitworks.Hewas16whenhe

firstbrokesomeone’svirginityandshewasonly15.

“What’stroublingyou?”heasks,shakingoffthe

virginitytalk.



Shesighsandputsdownherdrink.

“Myparents’marriageisover.Dadisanass#ole.”

That’snotsomethingheexpected.Hethoughtit

wasschoolrelatedorsomethingtodowithboys.

“I’msorrytohearthat,”hesays.

“YaziIneverthoughtthethingsIreadaboutin

newspaperscouldhappeninmyhome,tomy

mother.Ithitsdifferentlywhensomeonecloseto

youisavictimandyoudidn’tdoanythingtosave

her.”

Hereachesouttoherhandandholdsit.

“Andiswayouareyoung.There’snothingyou

could’vedone.Youhavenofaultinthis,”hesays.

“IstillfeellikeIfailedbothofthem.Myfatherhas

neverbeennormal.Signswerethere,theirbedroom

doorwasalwaysshutandwewerenotallowed

inside,underanycircumstances.I’mherdaughter

butI’veneverseenhertakeashower.Anormal

motherwouldcallyoutobringherashampooora

towelwhileinthebathroom.ButI’veneverseenmy



mothernaked,likenever.”Shecovershereyesand

sniffsback.

“HowdidIfailtopickthisup?Whatkindofa

daughteramI?”Maqhingapullsherintohisarms

andembracesherinatight,warmhug.

“Pleasedon’tcry,it’sgonnabeokay,trustme.”

“Ithurts.Mymotherhadtoswallowbacktearsand

wearasmileforoursake.Shesacrificedher…”He

pressesherheadagainsthischestanddrawsa

maponherback.

“PleaseAndiswa,”hewhispers.

Foramomentshe’ssobbingonhischestandhe’s

rubbingherback,tryingtocalmherdown.

Thensheliftshermessyfacetohim.

“CanIspendthenightwithyou?”

Hiseyeswiden.Ndondogaveawarning.Them

spendinganightinoneroom,ononebed,will

surelypaintadifferentpicture.

“Youcan’t.Ndondowillhavemylungsfor

breakfast,”hesays.



“Idon’tcarewhatNdondothinks.I’m21,Icanmake

myowndecisions,”shesays.

He’sthrownbackandmuted.

“ButIcanleavebeforeshewakesupifyou’re

scared,”shesays.

“HhayiAndiswa,whatifIgettemptedtodothings

toyou?I’mamanandyou’reagirl.Unlessifyou’re

willingtosleeponthefloor.”

“I’msleepingwithyou.”Withthatsaidshethrows

herlegoverhimandstealsakissfromhislips.

She’sthrowingstonesatthesleepingbulldog.

“Yourlipsaresoft,”hesays,lickinghislipsand

sendinghiseyedowntoherexposedthigh.

“Allmylipsaresoft,”shesays.

Hiseyeswiden.

“Really?”heasks.

Shekisseshischin.Heletsoutasoftchuckle.

“Youcantastebothandfeelthem,”shewinks.



Hegrabsherneckandsucksherlowerlip.Hishand

travelsdownandliftsupherdress,clearingitspath

tohercookiejar.HepullsasidetheG-stringand

feelstheso-calledsoftlips.

Indeedthey’resoft.Agroanescapeshisthroat.

Stolensexhasalwaysbeenthebestandthisisa

goodtemptation.

“Idon’thavecondomsyazi,”hewhispers.

“Sowhat’sgoingtohappen?Wearepostponing

this?”Shelicksthesideofhisface.Thetricksshe

hasinhersleevesareshockingfora21yearold.

“Areyounotscaredofme?”heasks.

“Youdon’tlookstupidandIknowmywaytothe

pharmacy,”shesays.

Heignoresthesoftvoiceinhisconscienceand

stripshernaked.Sheputsheronherbackonbed

andtakesoffhisshirtandkissesher.Hehasto

makeitworthherwhile.Passionate,slowand

fulfilling.

“AndiswaIdon’twantanyonetothinkItook



advantageofyou.Ifyoursisterfindsoutaboutthis

I’llbedead.”

“It’smybody.Pleasestoppanicking,it’sturningme

off.”

Hechucklesanddropshisheadonhersandkisses

heragain.

It’sjustthisonetime.Nobodyisevergoingtofind

out.He’seightyearsolderherandshe’shis

brother’ssister-in-law.

EPILOGUE

NDONDO

Wehavecometoofartobewherewearetoday.It

wasn’tabedofroses,wehadmoredownsthanups.

Wesurvivedstormsandhurricanes.Withscarsand

bruisesshapingusupforthisday,andchallenges

makingusstrongerthanwewere.

Ididn’tgettomeethiminpersonbutIhaveaclear

pictureofwhoandhowhewas.Wecouldhave

worked,theysaylovepavestheway,butIcansayit



withmyheadhelduphighthat;NhlanzekoandI

werejusttoodifferent.I’mgladheplannedmylife

andarrangedagoodmanforme.Yes,mylifewas

plannedbyadeadman,buthehadmybest

interestsatheartandforthat,I’llalwaysbegrateful.

Oursonjustturnedthreemonthsold.Helooks

exactlylikethemanofaleatherjacketinpictures.I

swearI’mmarringintothemostweirdfamily.But

he’safreshstartforNdabuko,morelikehe’sgetting

tolivewiththeoldNhlanzekoalloveragain.

Speakingofthatinnocentsoul,hishoarsecry

welcomesmefromthedoor.Ishouldbedressing

up,weonlyhavefortyminutesleft,butIcan’tfocus

ifI’vebeenawayfromhimfortoolong.

“Whyishecrying?”Iaskinpanic.

He’sinThalente’sarmsandcryinghislungsout.

“Lord,Ndondo!Didyouseethetime?”sheasks.

“Ijustneededtoseehimbeforewegotothe

venue.”



“Hejustwantshismilk.It’sstillhot.Nowgoback

anddressupbeforeNdabukosendsanarmyhere.”

Ileanover,wipehistearsandkisshistinyforehead.

“Mommylovesyou,okay?”He’sjustsocuteand

innocent.Ican’tstayawayfromhim.He’smy

everything.

Andiswawalksinwiththebottle.Sherefusedtobe

abridesmaid.Shebackedoutonthelastminute,I

hadtoaskacolleaguetostandinforherandbeg

thedesignertoadjustthedress.Ihaven’tasked

what’sgoingonwithher,latelyshe’sbeenhiding

herselfinherroomandnottalkingtoanyone.I

understandthechanges,it’shardtoacceptthatour

parentsseparated.Dumisaniisnowlivingin

Nyandeni,momishereinDurban.Weknowthey’re

nolongertogethereventhoughtheyhaven’tfiled

fordivorce.ButIdon’tthinkthat’ssomethingeating

Andiswa,somethingelseisbotheringher.

ThalentetakesthebottleandfeedsNhla.Hecalms

downandsucklehismilk.

“Youcanleavenow.Oryouwantmetocallyour



mothers?”shesays.

Sheknowshowdramaticthosetwowomencanbe.

Iwasokaywiththembeingcatandmouse,now

thattheyhaveformedthisnewfriendshipthey’ve

becomeapairofungovernableadults.

Igobacktothebedroomandendurepiercing

staresfromtheglamorousSnaloandKhosiwho

canhardlywaitfortheactualceremony.

“Who’sgoingtoputmeinadress?Ialreadyknow

who’sgoingtotakeitout,”Iask.

Themake-upgirlsgiggle.Imustbethemost

annoyingbridethey’veeverworkedwith.

Ihaven’tlostallthepregnancyweight,whichiswhy

Ichoseaballgown.It’snottootight,ithugsmy

upperbodyperfectlyandcupsupmybreasts.

Dumisanigavemeadiamondbracelet.It’snotjust

anybracelet,itwascustom-madeforme.Hisgiftof

goodluckandlastgifttomeasaSibisi.Bothof

them,himandBab’Maqhawe,willwalkmedownthe

aisle.



Twogirlshelpmeinthedressanddothelast

touchesonmyface.Ihavefourbridesmaids

wearinglongduskypinkdresses.Threeofthem

havethesamehairdo,onlySnaloisrockingher

dyeddreadlocks.Nomkhosiisobviouslymymaid

ofhonor.Icouldn’thavechosenabetterperson

otherthanmybestfriend.Ihaven’theardanything

aboutThakasainthelastcoupleofweeks,Ihope

thistimetheirbreakupisforgood.

Ireallydon’tknowwherethetimewent,weare

almostfifteenminuteslate.Nomkhosiwasalready

acceptingathousandcallsbythetimeweleftthe

house.

Wekeptitsmall,withcloserelatives,colleagues

andfriendsonly.We’llinvitemoreguestsforthe

traditionalwedding.Iwantedthisonetobe

romanticandprivateinHighfieldHouse.

Thebridesmaidshaveentered.Nowit’stimefor

Qondani’sprincesstoopenthewayforme.

Bab’Maqhawe’shandgrowstightaroundmine.I



wishBab’Mlambowashere,torejoicewithmeon

thisday.Iknowthathewould’vebeenproudofme.

Hewould’vegavemehiswiseadvicesand

blessings.Ihopeheforgaveusforwhathappened

tohim.

“IwishyouallthebestNdondoyamahlase,”

Bab’Maqhawesays.

“Alwaysrememberthatyouhaveafamilythatloves

you.Ifyouencounterproblemsandthey’retoo

heavyforyou,don’tbescaredtocomeback,”

Dumisanisays.

I’mnotgoingtostartcryingnow.Ifightbacktears

andhugbothofthem.They’renotperfectbutI

knowthey’lllosetheirsoulsbeforetheyallow

anyonetotreatmebadly.

“It’stimeforyoutogotoyourhusband,”

Bab’Maqhawesays.

Dumisaniholdsmyfreehand,Bab’Maqhawe

pusheshiswheelchairbehindandweapproachthe

entrance.Myinsidesarefrozen.Whenmyeyesset

onhimstandingnervouslyinadark-greytuxedo,



mykneesgetwobbly.Hiseyesarefixedonmeasif

it’sthefirsttimehe’severseenme.

HeshakesDumisani’shand,thenBab’Maqhawe’s.

“Iwilltreatherlikeaqueen,”hesaysbeforethey

cansayanything.

“I’llholdyoutoit,”Bab’Maqhawesayswithasmile.

Dumisanihandsmeoverbutbeforelettinggoofmy

mindhesays;“Iloveyoumntanami.”

Iglancebackathimandsmilewithtearsburning

myeyes.Ilovehimtoo,Idon’tknowwhathe’s

goingtodotogetmymother’sforgivenessbutI

wantbothofthemtobeokay.Theyhavechildren

together.

“You’rebeautifulMakaNhla,”Ndabukowhispers

andgivesmyhandasqueeze.

Imakeittothefrontwithburningcheeks.This

wholesnackofamanisabouttobeofficiallymine.



“MyYardner…wemadeit!”Ididn’trealizeIwas

sayingthatloudbeforetheapplauseerupted.

“Ndondoyami,”hesaysinavoicelacedwith

emotions.

Weareabouttokisswhenthepastorclearshis

throat.

Oh,snap!

.

.

THALENTE

I’mfivemonthspregnantbutyou’dswearI’mabout

togivebirthorcarryingtwins.Theweddingis

beautiful,Ilovedtheirvowsandhowdeeplyinlove

theyare.Theirstorydeservestobetelevised.From

ayardnertoarichchosenhusband.It’ssucha

beautifulstory.Iwishminewasliketheirs,butI

foundloveatthetaxirank.Wewereenemiesbefore

webecamelovers.Ourswasverydramatic,not

someprincecharmingandprincesskindofstory.



ThefightsinCannelandsshack,potatoesand

beansscandal,taxiracesandpregnancy.Itall

happenedinashortspaceoftime.ButIdon’thave

anyregrets,Ilovethattallmaninablacktuxedo.

Hekeepsstealingglancesatme.Iknowhethinks

I’mhungryorsleepy.Butnoneofthatisthecase

here,I’monlycravingakiss.

Myphonevibrates.Thepastorisstillquotingfrom

theBibleandgivingthemadvices.Iquietlyexcuse

myselfandwalkout.

It’smymother.Shecouldn’tmakeittothewedding

becauseofothercommitments.

“Thalentetheyknow,”shesays.

Icanhearthepanicinhervoice.

“WhatareyoutalkingaboutMa?”Iask.

“Yourfather.Hisbrothersknowthathe’soutand

theywanthimdead.”

Whatthehell?Magadlelahasbeenthroughalot,he

doesn’tneedthischaos.



“Don’tworry,he’ssafewhereheis.IwilltellNdlalifa

toupgradethesecurityaswell.”

“Pleasemntanami,he’snotinnocentbutwhatever

happenedwasnothisintentionandhehadnoidea

whathewasdoing.”She’sgrownveryprotectiveof

him.It’seitheroutofguiltorbecause‘oldflames

diehard.’Imanagedtoarrangetheirmeeting

withouttheMbathasfindingout.Hetoldherhis

storyandsheunderstoodhim.Nowwhat’sleftis

formetobetransferredbacktomyrightful

surname,Gina.NdlalifawantsittohappenbeforeI

givebirth,sohe’sdoinghisutmostbesttohelp

Magadlelagetbackonhisfeet.Thisisnot

somethingtheMbathasexpectedbutthey’ve

alwayshadmybestinterestatheart.Thisisforthe

babythatI’mcarrying,it’simportantforhimtobe

introducedtotheGinaancestors.

Doesn’titfreakmeout?Well,itdoes.Evenwhenit

kicksormovesinmytummyIalwayswonderifit’s

nottakingmybonesandopeningisigodloinsideme.

IswearI’vehearditsighlikeNgcwethiacoupleof

times.ButNdlalifathinksI’mparanoidandmaking



itseemasifhisbelovedsonwon’tbenormal.He

won’tbenormal,I’vemadepeacewiththat,butI

lovehimmorethananythinginthisworld,before

he’sevenborn.Iwould’velovedhimevenifhewas

bornavampire.

There’sanululation,didImissaromantickissing

scene?Irushinandfindthemwrappedinatight

huginfrontofthesmilingpastor.

“Theyhavekissed?”Iasktheladysittingbythe

entrance.She’soneofthoseglamorousladiesIsee

whenthereareboardmeetingsinBantwana

Holdings.

“Yes,”shesayswithasmile.

“Shit,Imissedout.”Itiptoebacktomyseat.She’s

silentlylaughingbehindme.Iusedmyconnections

togetanewjob.Ifyou’rewellconnectedlikeme

youdon’tgoaroundprintingCVsandbeggingborn-

irritatedmanagerstotakethem.Peoplelikemejust

submittheirCVs,documentsandbanking

information,andthenshowupforworkthenextday.



IgotpermanentwithintwoweeksandI’maboutto

haveapaidmaternityleave.

NowwehaveMrNdabukoandMrsNdondo

Mngomezulu.Ihavestrongarmsholdingmywaist

aswerejoiceandcelebratethenewlyweds.

“Shouldn’tyoubedancingwithoneofthe

bridesmaids?”Iaskhim.

“Ican’tdance,”hesays.

That’sjustanexcuse.Maqhingacan’tdanceeither,

buthe’sthere,jumpingupanddown,kickinghis

legsandtwerkingtohispartner.

“Ican’tdanceeither,sowearejustgoingtomove

likeZionmemberstoasadhymn?”Iask.

Hechucklesbehindmyear,“Maybeweshouldtake

classes.Inafewmonthsitwillbeusatthealter,

makingourloveofficialbeforeGodandvowingto

loveeachotherthroughthickandthin.”

“IthoughtyousaidyouonlywantaZulutraditional

wedding?”

“Iwantallweddings.Zulu,white,Indianand



Japanese.Aslongasit’saboutyouandItyingthe

knot.”

Iturnaroundandkisshim.We’vebeenarguing

aboutthewhiteweddingsinceforever.Hedidn’t

wantitandIwantedtheglam,thebeauty,tolook

likeamermaidandbecomethecenterofattention

foronceinmylife.

“IloveyouHlomuka,”Isay.

“NotasmuchasIloveyou.Wearespendingthe

restofthislifetimetogethersthandwasami.”

Thisisnotluck,I’mabundantlyblessed.Wearejust

aperfectmatchmadefromheaven.

.

.

Shewasoneofthebridesmaidsandshecouldn’t

waitforhersister’swedding.Well,untilaweekback

whenshefinallywenttoconsultthedoctorabout

fatigueandrandomsicknesses.Herworldcame

crushingwhenthedoctortoldhershewastwo



monthspregnant.Kanjani?She’sonly21yearsold

andnowsingle.Everyonehastoldhertowalkin

Ndondo’sshoes;tofocusonherstudiesandmake

anameforherselfbeforegivingboysachance.Her

parentsarealreadyatodds,howisshegoingto

facethem?Suchembarrassmenttothefamily.

Ndondogotpregnantbyaguywholovedher,and

nowhe’smarriedher.Whatabouther?Thefatherof

herchildisnotonlyeightyearsolderthanher,he’s

awell-knownfuck-boy.Itwasthatnightonly,when

shegaveherselftohim.Shewassupposedtobuy

morning-afterpillsthenextday,butshedidn’t.Her

mothercalledearlyinthemorningandaskedherto

fetchherfromNyandeni.Therewerealotofthings

happening.HerfathermovingoutoftheirDurban

house.ShehadtodrivetoNyandeni,deliveringhis

belongings,twodaysinarow.AndtherewasBahle

whowantedtomovetoNyandeniwithhisfather.

NdondohadjustreunitedwithNdabuko,shewas

stilllivinginabubbleinMpumazi.Andiswa

inheritedalltheresponsibilities,herrawsexual

encounterwithMaqhingawasjustthelastthingon

hermind.



Shemakesherthirdtriptothebathrooms.Oneof

thethingsshestruggleswithisnausea.After

throwingupalmosteverythingincludingher

intestines,shesitsonthefloorandleansagainst

thebathroomdoor.Whyher?WhatifMaqhinga

deniesthebaby?Whatthen?Ndondoisgoingto

financiallysustainthebaby,butshecannotfatherit.

Shescrollsdownhercontacts.Herfingerstopson

Maqhinga’snumber.ShestoleitfromNdondo’s

phone.Theyhaven’ttalkedormetafterthatnightin

Mpumazi.Itwasjustaone-nightthinganditended

thereastheyhadpromisedeachother.Hegaveher

R300forthepillsandaskedhertogobacktothe

mainhouseat4:15am.

Hetrustedherasmuchasshetrustedhim.Maybe

becauseshe’sayoung,intelligent,citygirl.He

thoughtshe’dmakeitatopprioritytostayonthe

safeside.Butlifehappened,shegotwrappedin

familyproblemsandforgottopreventnaturefrom

takingitsplace.



**HiMaqhinga,thisisAndiswa.Weneedtotalk,

today!**

Shethoughtitwilltaketimeforhimtoseeitbut

withinfiveminutestherearetwoblueticks.They

areheadingbackhomeforlunchandcake-cutting.

Mam’Jabuhasbeengivingherstaresthatsend

shiversdownherspine.Maybesheshould’veworn

ajacket,eventhoughNdondowould’vetakenitas

aninsult.

Mam’Jabuismakingherwaytowardsheraspeople

scatteraroundtheyard.

Thisoldwoman!She’llmakethingsobviousifshe

runs,soshewaitswithherarmswrappedoverher

swellingtummy.

“Andiswa,”shecallsafewstepsawayfromher.

“Ma?”JesusChrist,makehergoaway!

Shelooksatherfromheadtotoe,hereyebrows

furrowedalittle.



“Youdon’tlookokay.Yiniinkinga?Weqeumlilo

washa?”(Youjumpedthefireandgotburnt)

Themostirritatingmotheroftheyearawardgoesto

her,shehasnocompetitors.

“I’mokay,”Andiswasaysinafoggyvoice.

“MmmmIreallyhopeso.PleasefetchNhla’sextra

diapersandablanket,”shesaysbeforeturningand

walkingaway.

Ahugesighofrelief.Damn,thesevillage

gynecologists!

There’samessagecomingthroughasshe

searchesforNhla’sbag.It’sMaqhinga,hewants

themtomeetoutsidethegate,inacertainwhite

quantum.He’sNdabuko’sbestman,they’llbe

lookingforhimsoon,shehastomakeitsnappy.

Sherushesoutofthehouseandwalksaroundthe

marqueewithoutattachinganyunnecessary

attentiontoherselfandsneaksoutofthegate.

Shespotsthequantumandrushestoit.Heopens



thedoorandclosesitafterher.He’sbeendancing

closetoNqobile,thebridesmaidwhostoodinfor

Andiswa.Maybethere’ssomethinghappeningor

waitingtohappenbetweenthetwoofthem.But

she’snotjealous,isshe?

“Whydidittakeyouthislongtogetbacktome?”

shesnaps.

“Hey,holdyourhorses.Iwasbusy.What’sthis

about?Youknowyoursisterisgoingtokillmeif

sheevenseesmesittinglikethiswithyou.”

Deepbreath!Hereitgoes…

“Iforgottogotothepharmacythatday.Myfather

decidedtomoveout,mymotherwasthrowingout

hisbelongingsandIhadtodrivetoNyandenitwo

daysinarow.”

Thisisnotsomethingheexpected.Hispalmsstart

sweating.Headjuststhebow-tieandlooksather

withhiseyesbulgingout.

“WhatdoyoumeanAndiswa?”heasks.

“Ihaven’tgotmyperiodssincethatday,”shesays.



“Kanjanimanje?You…AndiswayouareNdondo’s

sister…thiscannothappen.Itjustcan’t!”Heburies

hisheadonthesteeringwheelandchantsa

thousandno’s.

Tearsmaketheirwaydownonhercheeks.She

didn’tdothispurpose.She’snotevenreadytobe

someone’smother.BeinganaunttobabyNhlaisa

jobonitsown,howmuchmorewhenshehasher

ownbaby?Theonethat’sgoingtoneedher

attention24/7.

“Iwantedtotellyouthat,IhavetogobeforeMam’

Jabususpectssomething.”Sheopensthedoorand

leaveshimburiedonthewheelandsobbingsilently.

Hisheadisaching.Eyesbloodshotasifhejust

murderedsomeone.Hefixeshisbow-tieandmakes

hiswaytothemarquee.He’sNdabuko’sbestman,

hetrustshimasabrotherandaroundhisfamily.

Butit’sallabouttocometoendwhenhefindsout

thathemadehis21yearoldsister-in-lawpregnant.

Allthisbecausehecouldn’tsayno.Hecouldn’t



keephispantzippedup.

“Bafoareyouokay?”Ndlalifaasks.

Henods,“Yeah,ngisharp.”

Ndlalifapatshisbackastheymaketheirwaytothe

fronttable.TheyhavetocongratulateNdabukoand

revealthegifttheygotforhimandhislittlefamily…..

NDABUKOHERYARDNER

THEEND

Aloudknockbangsonthedoorintheweehoursof

morning.Ngidiisfastasleep,hehadalongday

yesterdayandPhumziledoesn’twanthimtobe

disturbed.Shequietlyslidesoutofbed,putsher

gownonandmakesherwaytothedoor.

“Snalowhatisyourproblem?”sheasksinirritation.

“Ma,therearepeoplehere.YouhavetowakeDad

up,theyarenotheretoplaygames.”

Shefrowns,“Whoarethosepeople?”

“Ndondo’sparents.”



Shestartspanicking.NdabukoandNdondowere

supposedtocomebackfromtheirhoneymoon

yesterday.Maybesomethinghappenedontheir

wayhome.

Sherushesbackinsidethebedroomandshakes

Ngidi.

“Bhekiwakeup!”Shedashestotheclosetand

grabshistrouserandT-shirt.

“What’sgoingon?”Ngidiasks,rubbinghiseyes.

“Ndondo’sparentsarehere.”Shethrowshisclothes

tohimandtakesoffhergownandputsonadecent

dressaswell.

Theyfolloweachotheroutofthebedroomandrush

downthestairs.

WelcomingthemintheloungeisNomagugu’sred

face,thepacingJabuandNdondo’syoungsister

curleduponthecouch.

“Goodmorning,”Phumzilesayswhiletryingtoread

theirfaces.



Snaloislurkingbythekitchenandwhisperingon

thephone.

“Goodmorning?There’ssomethinggoodaboutthis

morning?Actuallyyou,theNgidis,don’thaveany

respectformyfamily,”Nomagugublowsup.

NgidistandsbehindPhumzileconfused.Phumzile

forcesasmile,turnsbackherheadandaskshimto

sit.

“Canweallcalmdownandsit?Snalowillmakeus

tea,thenmaybewecangettothebottomof

whateveritiswithoutkillingeachother,”Phumzile

suggestshumbly.

NomaguguslapsAndiswa’sarm,“Yeyi!Yeyi!Does

hestayhere?”

PhumzileandNgidisharealook.They’reconfused.

TheseareNdabukosin-laws,theyexpectsome

respectfromthem.

“Idon’tknow,”Andiswasays,almostwhispering.

Anevilchucklecomesfromhermotherwho’sput

herhandsonthewaist.



“Jabuareyoulisteningwithme?Shedoesn’tknow

wherehestays.NgonyamaIneedtoseeyourboys.

Iwanttoknowwhomademydaughterpregnant.”

“Whaaat?”PhumzileandNgidibothsayinshock.

ThisisNdondo’syoungsister,whywouldanyof

theirsonsseeawomaninher?

Ngidistepsoutofthehouse,scrollingdownhis

phonewithbulletsofsweatrunningdownhisface.

ThefirstcallgoestoNdlalifa.

“Getyourassinmyhouse,now!”Hedoesn’twait

forhisanswer,hedropsthecallandcallsthenext

one.

“Yourassinmyhouse,rightnow!”

He’spacingupanddownoutsidethedoor.Hiseyes

arefixedonthedriveway,he’sreadytokilloneof

them.InsidethehousePhumzileisenduringallthe

backlashdirectedtoherfamily.Deepdownshe

knowstheculprit,it’sjustthatshedidn’texpecthim

tochowsoclosetothefamily.Ndabukoisabrother



tothem,hissister-in-lawisliketheirs,heshould’ve

protectedthisyounggirlfromboys.

TwentyminuteslaterNdlalifa’scardrivesin,bothof

themareinside.Maqhingaiswearingahoodie

jacketandcoveringhalfofhisforehead.

“What’sgoingon?”Ndlalifaasksastheyreachto

theirangryfather.

“Getinside,”Ngidisays.

Theywalkin,hefollowsbehindthem.Snalois

preparingteainthekitchen,whenshesees

Maqhingasheclenchesherteethandpointsher

headtothelounge.Maqhingapullsthehoodieover

hiseyesandputshistremblinghandsinsidethe

pockets.

“Standthere,don’tmove,”Ngidiinstructs.

NdlalifafrownsandstandsnexttoMaqhinga

behindthecouch.

“Whichonebetweenthetwo?”NgidiasksAndiswa.

Sheclearsherthroatandlooksup.Hereyeslock



withMaqhinga’sbelowthehoodieforasecondand

sherealizeshownervousheis.

“Speak!”hermotherroars.

“It’s….it’sMaqhinga,”shestuttersandpointsathim.

Phumzilegetsupquicklyasalightningandstands

infrontofMaqhinga.

“Bhekicalmdown,please.”

Ngidiisblockedbyher,hewould’vegrabbedhim

andgavehimafewpunches.

“Isitburningbehindyourunderwearwena?Thisis

achild,afuckin’childMaqhinga!”

“BabaI’msorry,itwasamistake.”

“Mistakeyamasimba?I’mwokenupatthistime

becauseofyou.IsthisnotNdondo’ssister?Huh?”

Phumzileraisesherhands,“PleaseBheki,sit

down.”

Heclickshistonguebeforereturningbacktohis

seat.Everyoneissatandcalmnow.

“Maqhingadoyouknowanythingaboutthis?”



Phumzileasks.

Maqhinganodsuneasily.

“Didn’tyouknowwhoshewas?”

Deepbreath,“Iknew.Ithappenedonlyonce.I’m

sorry.”

Phumzilesighsandshakesherhead.Sheturnsto

Andiswa.

“Howfarareyou?”

“15weeks.”

ShelooksatMaqhinga,“Haveyoutakenhertothe

doctor?”

Silence…

“Didhetakeyoutothedoctor?”sheasksAndiswa.

Silence…

Allthreewomenstartshoutingatonce,toboth

AndiswaandMaqhinga.

“Hhayibo,what’sgoingonhere?Ma,Mam’Jabu,

Andiswa,whyareyouallhere?”Ndondoasks.The



roomfallsintosuddensilence.She’sstandingwith

Ndabukobehindher.Theycameherebecause

Snalosaidthere’ssomethinghugehappeningand

theyneededtohurry.

“Yoursisterispregnant,”hermothersays.

NdabukoquicklysnatchesNhlafromherarms.

“Sheiswhat?”HereyesgotoAndiswa.She’s

shakingwithanger.She’sbeentakingthischildto

therapistsandbegginghertoopenupabouttheir

parents’breakup,whereasshe’sbeensour

becauseshe’spregnant.

“Andthebaby’sfatherisMaqhinga,”Ngidiadds.

Sheshakesherheadandlaughs.

“No,no,no.That’salie.Maqhingayouwouldn’tdo

suchathing,right?”sheasks.

He’snotlookingather.He’snotgivingherthe

confirmationshe’sdesperatelyinneedof.

“Maqhingacomeon!”Herbodyisfailingher.Not

herlittlesister.Maqhingaoutofallpeople!



THEEND!!!


