THEIR LIVES BEFORE THE THRONE S1
EPISODE 01 (Pilot episode)

THEY held each other’s hand and walked
around their suite inside ‘ZULU ROYALE
HOTEL.” She couldn’t believe that she’d made
it this far, such a beautiful place belonged to
her! It was hers! She smiled and turned her
head to look at him and she met his gaze that
was accompanied by a beautiful smile. He
also couldn’t believe that his wife had made
it this far! Dalisu: “Your mind is thinking what
| am thinking | am sure of that.” Thembelihle:
“I can’t believe | have made it this far.”
Dalisu: “EXACTLY!” He turned and held both
ner hands. “Just look at this hotel. It’s just
neaven. It’s so beautiful, mkami.” He added
ooking back at her after he’d looked around




for the last time... Thembelihle: “It’s exactly
what | wanted and | couldn’t do it without
you.” He smiled. “You don’t have to give
speeches in here. | think the one you made at
the launch was enough.” He commented and
they laughed. Thembelihle had just launched
her hotel in Durban, the whole hotel was just
Zulu royal themed even the suites. It wasn’t
just a typical hotel but it was a dignified
hotel. A hotel with a heart imprint, culture
and roots of the Zulu people. It had different
cultural themed services. Thembelihle:
“Okay, | will make no speeches in here. This
suite belongs to me and you, there’s nobody
who'll use it.” Dalisu: “What if tourists want
to try it out, what will you do?” he asked
holding her closer to him. He wrapped his

hands around her waist. Thembelihle: “Well,



because they love to experience everything.
They will have to pay half a million to sleep in
this room.” she replied and they laughed.
“Don’t laugh, we are just that expensive
ndoda yami.” She added. Dalisu: “Yeah, you
are right. And if they want to just look at it?
‘We want to see the suite where the king and
his queen rest when travelling.”” He asked,
mimicking the English accent. Thembelihle
giggled. “Then looking around our room is
R10 000. It will be more expensive when we
cease to exist.” She replied with a smile.
Dalisu: “Yho!” Thembelihle: “Yes, Ndabezitha,
they’ll be walking around this suite looking at
our bed where we will be making love.” She
said holding his hand walking away and
Dalisu chuckled. He followed her to their
bedroom that was much more elegant than




the one they had at home. Dalisu: “I think our
room at home should look like this. What do
you say?” he asked looking at her as she
untied her doek. Thembelihle: “I think our
room at home is perfect as it is. We don’t
have copy this style, we should just leave this
one. Keeping it a special place for us.” she
said letting her twist loose. She had it plaited
on her hair, it wasn’t long. Dalisu: “I think you
are right and right now you look so appetising
without your doek on your head.” She
giggled. “I don’t look appetising with it on?”
she asked unfastening her long black tailored
garment with gold buttons. Dalisu: “You look
appetising in all levels my queen.” He
commented looking at her body. She was
wearing a red with black touch lacy bustier
lingerie, it strings were attached to the red



lacy pantyhose. She’d grew larger over the
years, the curves, breasts and bums. Her
body was totally voluptuous... Dalisu looked
at her and released a sigh. “You look
beautiful and...” he trailed off as he moved
closer to her. Thembelihle was just smiling at
him. Thembelihle: “l thought we should try
out our bedroom bed before we sleep. We've
had a long day and | know that even when
you’'re tired you won’t disappoint me.” she
said softly as she unfastened the buttons of
his suit. Dalisu: “l wouldn’t disappoint you
because if | do, you’ll be angry with me and
our sons will notice that something is wrong
with you. | don’t want us to have this meeting
with them while you have a



grumpy face.” “Okay, that means we can
begin.” She smiled and held him by his collar.
“I've been too busy old man now let’s to do
what’s more important.” She added
unfastening his belt now. Dalisu: “l told you
to stop calling me an old man, bubbles. | am
not even 70years yet.” Thembelihle: “Oh!
Please, you are old now you have two
grandsons and one on the way. And damn, |
will praise a girl who'll give me a
granddaughter.” She said covering his nipples
with her soft lips. Dalisu laughed. “What
about the son? You won’t praise him?” he
asked. Thembelihle: “What! No, | won’t do
that.” Dalisu bent his head and they shared
kiss. She held on tight to his waist. “Can you
lift me up?” She requested giggling. She was
challenging him. Dalisu stopped the kiss and



looked down at her. “Is that a challenge?” he
asked with a lazy smile. Thembelihle: “No, it’s
a punishment for saying | am getting bigger.”
Dalisu: “l was saying it in a good way, in a
romantic way but your woman hormones got
the best of you.” he elaborated lifting her up
and Thembelihle screamed. “Are you
satisfied now?” he asked looking into her
bubble eyes. Thembelihle: “Yes, | will be
more satisfied if you can move to the bed
with me towards the bed.” Dalisu chuckled
and moved towards the bed with her. She
giggled all the way to their bed until Dalisu
threw her on the bed softly. “I love that!” she
encouraged. “Don’t you love everything |
do?” he asked as he laid on top of her,
Thembelihle giggled and kissed him...



In the afternoon they were all seated inside
their mother’s dining table. They wondered
alone what was the meeting about.
Ndabezinhle: “This is unfair | shouldn’t be
here but | am stuck here.” He was the first to
complain seeing that their parents weren’t
coming out of their bedroom. They've been
waiting for them for the past 15 minutes.
Mnotho: “We all got somewhere to be
Ndabezinhle but we are here still. Mageba,
called us here so complaining won’t change
anything. “ Ndabezinhle: “I know, it's just
that as we are waiting for them | am pretty
sure that they’'re laughing inside their room.”
They all laughed. “Banele, go and call them.”
Dalingcebo said looking at Banele. He was
busy chatting to his friends on his phone.
Banele: “Hal Ngeke, ufuna ngikhahlelwe



manje.” They laughed. Mntwana: “You can
wait for the king but you can never keep the
king waiting.” Others: “WEEE!” Mlamuli: “It
always the younger ones who keeps praising
dad.” Ngcebo: “You are right about that and
not so long ago Banele was praising him.
What can you say now?” he asked and they
all looked at Banele. Banele: “Hhayi, kwahleni
nina.” They laughed. “He’s still our father and
he loves us all equally.” He added. Mlamuli:
“Well, he loves you all not me.” Others:
“HAWU!” Mnotho: “You know that’s not the
truth.” Ndabezinhle: “Dad and |, also
qguarrelled Mlamuli but that doesn’t mean he
didn’t see me as his son nor loves me. You
just have to be patient with him.” Mlamuli:
“He accepted your football life because you
proved that you could study and do football



but what can | do to prove myself in this
situation? There’s nothing.” Dalingcebo: “But
he loves your sons.” Mlamuli: “Yeah, right.
Let’s change the topic please.” He requested
and they all kept quiet... Until they heard
their mother’s laughter they then raised their
heads and stood on their feet. Dalisu: “You're
all here. Thank you.” he said sitting down,
Thembelihle sat down and their sons sat
down after them. Thembelihle: “Firstly, |
want to thank you all for coming to the hotel
launch yesterday. Your presence was much
more appreciated.” “It’s not like we had a
choice.” Ngcebo joked and they laughed.



Banele: “And it’s a pity that we don’t have
our own suite in the hotel just like you have
one with your husband.” Dalingcebo: “Yes,
mama. We have to pay? That's unfair.”
Mntwana: “l won’t pay though, right dad?”
Dalisu: “No, you won’t pay Mntwana.”
Banele: “Hawu, Mageba. You used to pay on
our behalf when we ate in mom’s restaurant.
What will change now?” Dalisu: “You are men
now not boys.” Thembelihle: “Thank God, for
once | was holding my breath.” They laughed.
Thembelihle looked at Mlamuli and he wasn’t
laughing he was just quiet. Thembelihle kept
her eyes on him but he wasn’t looking at
anyone. He only raised his head when Dalisu
asked them pull themselves together...
Dalisu: “I have called you here because | need
to tell you something.” They sat still and




looked at him. “By this time next year | will
be stepping down as king of the throne and |
will choose one of you to take after me.” It
was September now. Thembelihle looked at
them all, and they had surprised look on their
faces except Mlamuli and Mntwana.
Thembelihle: “You look surprised.” Them:
“Yeah!” Dalisu: “What’s surprising because
each and every one of you knew that |
wanted to retire at 60 years and | am turning
61 on the 22nd of December. But | will only
retire next year September.” Dalingcebo:
“But baba why do you say you will choose
one of us?” Dalisu: “What kind of a question
is that and who should | choose if not one of
you? Answer me.” Ndabezinhle: “I think he’s
asking that question Mageba because
everyone knows that Mlamuli should take the



throne after you because he’s the first prince.
Why should we all be summoned for that?”
Thembelihle: “Hhaybo! Why should you all be
summoned? What kind of a question is
that?” Ndabezinhle: “I am sorry if | was
wrong to ask.” Dalisu: “Don’t | summon all of
you if | have something to say?” Them: “You
do!” Dalisu: “So, what’s this question you are
asking me Ndabezinhle? Do you have
somewhere more important to be
Ndabezinhle than being here?” Ndabezinhle:
“No, Mageba.” Ngcebo: “Eh, baba?” Dalisu:
“Yeah?” Ngcebo: “I hope you know that you
can’t choose me because | can’t possibly be
the king.” He mumbled brushing his Mohawk
cut short dreadlocks hairstyle. It was blonde
on the ends. Dalisu: “What can stop me?”
Ngcebo: “Hawu, baba | have a music career



that | can’t leave.” Dalisu: “I don’t care about
that because you’ll do what | say when | say
it.” He said abruptly looking at him. “Nalento
esekhanda lakho iyanginyanyisa. Indoda
ugunda zonke izinwele ekhanda noma zibe
ncane ayi lo mbhedo wakho.” (Your hairstyle
disgusts me. A man should be bald or have
short hair not your nonsense.) He added.
They all laughed looking at him as he looked
down rubbing his hair. Thembelihle: “And
you always brushing that thing don’t leave
dandruff in my dining table.” They laughed
even Mlamuli was laughing at him. Ngcebo:
“My hair is clean mama. And this hairstyle is
very expensive.” Dalisu: “It doesn’t look at
expensive though.” Ngcebo: “But
Ndabezinhle also have a fade, baba.”
Ndabezinhle: “Kwahle ke!” Dalisu: “This is



better than that.” He said pointing
Ndabezinhle first and him, last. The others
laughed. “And you say that is expensive.”
Ngcebo: “It’s expensive for real.”



Mlamuli: “Do you even pay for it?” he teased
and they laughed. Ngcebo: “Musa
ukuphapha.” Mntwana: “l love your latest
single though.” Boys: “HA! HA! HA!” They
chanted and their mother laughed. Dalisu
shook his head and sighed. Dalisu: “I DIDN'T
CALL YOU HERE TO DISCUSS YOUR
BROTHER’S MUSIC CAREER!” He exclaimed
and they kept quiet. Boys: “Sorry!” Dalisu: “I
don’t expect that any of you object when |
appoint you.” Mlamuli: “Does that include
me?” Dalisu: “Why wouldn’t? Do you have
another father that | don’t know about? You
are not my son?” Mlamuli: “I am.” Dalisu:
“Then don’t ask me useless questions.”
Mlamuli: “It’s just that-” Mnotho: “Mlamuli,
don’t start this now. Please.” He begged
looking into his eyes. Mlamuli kept quiet.



Dalisu: “l will choose whomever | want to
choose, whomever | see fit.” He stamped and
looked at them. “Does any of you have a
problem with that?” he asked standing on his
feet. Them: “NO!” They condescended.
Dalingcebo: “lI would also like to say
something, dad.” Dalisu: “What is it?”
Dalingcebo: “I have decided that | am
moving.” Thembelihle: “You are moving!”
Dalingcebo: “Yes, | won’t be working for the
municipality and the village anymore.”
Thembelihle: “Hhaybo, why?” Dalingcebo: “I
have worked here for a long time and | just
need to work somewhere else.” he
elaborated looking at Dalisu. Dalisu: “When
were you going to tell us about this?”
Dalingcebo: “After the launch.” Mnotho:
“Hawu! Ndoda.” Thembelihle: “You can’t



leave!” she exclaimed looking at him and
then Dalisu. “Ndabezitha!” she called him
out. Dalisu looked at Thembelihle and said
nothing. His sons looked him as he left
without saying another word. They sighed
when he had disappeared. Thembelihle:
“What’s wrong, Dalingcebo? You are running
away from the throne? Is that the reason you
are running away?” Dalingcebo: “Mama, | am
not running away. | have worked here and |
want to work somewhere else now.”
Thembelihle: “But you’ve always wanted to
work here for your people. You've been
looking up to your brother and followed on
his footsteps what's wrong now?”
Dalingcebo: “Nothing is wrong mama.”
Thembelihle: “Where are you going?”
Dalingcebo: “l can’t say.” Boys: “HAWU!”



Thembelihle: “Mxm, go!” she stood up and
left them. “Don’t look at me like that.”
Dalingcebo said as they all had their eyes on
him. Mntwana: “Don’t go.” Mlamuli: “You are
running away from dad, right?” Dalingcebo:
“What’s going on here has nothing to do with
me leaving.” Mlamuli: “Hhayke, let me get
going.” Mnotho: “You were supposed to
leave tomorrow, nje. All of you.” Mlamuli:
“No, | promised my boys | will take them to
school tomorrow morning. | can’t sleep
here.” He stood up after they told him they
understand. He then went to his mother’s
room. He knocked and Dalisu told him to
come in. He opened the door. Mlamuli:
“Where’s mom?”



Dalisu: “She’s not here.” He nodded and
closed the door. He marched to her sewing
room and she wasn’t there. He finally found
her in the kitchen. “I've been looking for
you.” He said standing behind her.
Thembelihle: “What’s wrong?” she turned to
him. Mlamuli: “l wanted to say goodbye. | am
heading home now.” Thembelihle: “Okay.”
Mlamuli: “Hawu, mama don’t be like that
because Dali wants to leave. He’ll be working
somewhere else it’s not like he'll leave the
country.” Thembelihle: “l bought these
snacks for the boys. Tell their mother to put
them in their lunchboxes when they go to
day care. And the cakes | baked them for
her.” she ignored his statement and put the
bag on the table. Mlamuli: “Thank you.”
Thembelihle: “l don’t even want to know why



are you leaving now because you were said
to leave tomorrow. Now, you’ll give your
father a reason to talk. Did you even tell him
you are leaving now?” Mlamuli: “I will. |
promised the boys | will drive them to
school.” She nodded and hugged him. “Drive
safely.” She said. Mlamuli: “Thank you.” he
said and kissed her forehead. Thembelihle
smiled as he walked away... He knocked on
their parents’ bedroom door and Dalisu told
him to come in. He looked at him and the bag
on his hand. Dalisu: “You are leaving?”
Mlamuli: “Yes, | promised my sons that | will
drive them to school in the morning and |
can’t break the promise they’ll be upset.”
Dalisu: “Your mother told you to come here
and tell me you are leaving? You weren’t
going to tell me?” Mlamuli: “No, it’s not like



that.” He didn’t say anything he got up and
went to his wallet. He took out two hundred
notes X2. He went to Mlamuli and gave him
the money. Dalisu: “One is for Prince and the
other is for Bongani. They should come here
next week | won’t be busy. It's been long
since | last spent time with them. It won’t do
any harm if they miss a week in day care.”
Mlamuli: “l will bring them.” Dalisu: “Okay,
drive safe.” Mlamuli: “Thank you.” He
opened the door and marched to the front
door. His brothers were seated in the lounge
watching TV and so, they walked him out... ---
EPISODE 02

“I' will recover soon, father. Don’t worry
now.” She assured him with a flinch looking
at her father while she laid powerlessly on
the hospital bed after the Doctors had



worked on her arm injury and shoulder
injury. The recent war had left her arm
damaged badly from the joints of the
shoulder and the lower part of the arm. Her
father had always supported her dreams
unlike her mother who saw her fit to become
a wife to one of the well-respected men in
the village, like she had been five years ago.
Nontobeko Zondi, a 25 years old brown
skinned Zulu woman, tough inside and out.
And beautiful. She had worked on the
Military for four years serving the country
with courage and honour. “You're not going
back to the military, not now not ever.”
MaNtombela, her mother had noticed that
flinch as she had been looking at Nontobeko
with fear and concern for her daughter’s life.
“Nkosikazi, you will not make that decision



for her.” Mr Zondi, made his wife aware,
holding Nontobeko’s hand as she looked at
her mother with nothing but worry.

MaNtombela: “Baba, we need not to gamble
with our daughter’s life.”



Mr Zondi: “Serving the country had always
been our daughter’s dream and we will not
stop her.” he reminded her avoiding to bring
the past to the presence. MaNtombela: “The
Doctor said she is not fit, baba.” Nontobeko
looked at her parents quarrelling as they had
always done when she first told them about
her decision to join the military. “Baba no
Mama!” Nontobeko called them out and they
sent their attention back to her. “This is my
life and please, don’t be at each other’s
throats about it. | don’t need this right now. |
need you to support me get better.”
MaNtombela: “We are sorry Nkosazana
yoGagashi, we will help you get better
ndodakazi.” She fixed the covers assuring
that she doesn’t catch the cold. Hospitals had
always been the coldest place to be for



MaNtombela even in warmer seasons she
had always resented them. Even though
Nontobeko had been admitted to
Empangeni’s garden clinic, a private hospital
said to be the best around the town.
MaNtombela resented the hospitals still. Mr
Zondi: “Usixolele, ndodakazi.” They both
comforted their daughter and she felt safe
with them not that she was scared of the
danger at the military. Nontobeko had always
been different from the girls in the village.
While others had passion in working on their
beauty and trying to be perfect for the man
available to wed them, she had passion in
building herself, physical and emotional
strength. Getting an injury or even death is
what they always known could happen and
they could never stop it from happening so




they had never been worried or lived in fear
for themselves but maybe fear for their loves
ones. Lost and alive, loved ones. “How’s
Nandipha?” Nontobeko asked about her
younger sister, being the first child herself
and Nandipha the last born. MaNtombela:
“She is worried about you, don’t worry about
her | will be with her. | am home with her.”
“You need to focus on getting better and
follow all instructions given to you by the
Doctors.” Her father advised. MaNtombela:
“Yes, your father is right. Don’t be stubborn
Nonto we need you back home feeling much
better.” “Could you please stop making this a
big deal, it’s just an injury.” Nontobeko tried
to calm them down. “An injury that will keep
you away from the military for a long time
until your bone is completely healed.” He



reminded her what she needed not to hear.
MaNtombela: “Be sensitive, baba.” She said
to him looking at her daughter, she saw she
didn’t like the topic. Nontobeko: “Dad is
right. | just don’t know if | will survive staying
at home and doing absolutely nothing.” She
sighed looking at the rust stain the hospital
cover had. “Everything will be alright.” Her
parents comforted her. Nontobeko: “Is it
possible for me to get my own bed cover?”
she asked looking at the stain still and it drew
MaNtombela’s eyes. MaNtombela: “Of
course, | will bring them mntanami.”
Nontobeko: “Thank you.” only then she’d
removed her eyes sending them back to her
loving and caring parents looking at her with
a warm smile this time... ----—--- They were
alone in their mother’s palace. It'd been two



months since their father made an
announcement that he was going to step
down the following year.. Now, it was
December holidays and they were all back
home except Mlamuli... Dalingcebo: “Time is
against us. Why does it seem like you are
taking forever here?” He asked moving closer
to the stove where Mnotho was on his feet
frying beef sausages they were going to eat
with bread on their way to the sport ground.
All seven of them could cook, there was no
house chore that they couldn’t do. Dalisu was
against Thembelihle teaching them house
chores but she taught them anyway. ‘You
must be able to do everything on your own.’
She used to lecture them that way always
when she was teaching them while they



didn’t like it and when their father didn’t like
it.



Mnotho: “Just relax. The Chef is almost done
now.” Ngcebo: “We want to go babal!” he
exclaimed and the others chanted after him.
In favour of what he was saying. “Okay, okay!
Come with your bread and take your piece.”
He instructed them and they lined up. He
gave them the sausages, they then took their
juice bottles and left the kitchen dirty... They
were laughing while eating their bread on the
road taking them to the sportsground. They
had an informal friendly match with the boys
of the nearby village. MaCebekhulu, Dalisu
and Thembelihle had been away for three
days. They were going to return on the
following day. They went to a family friend’s
wedding in Mpumalanga... Mntwana: “Like,
serious why don’t you take me with you to
your concert in Johannesburg. | would love to



see you on stage?” he asked looking at
Ngcebo. Ngcebo was a 24 vyears old
rapper/singer and a songwriter. His career
began on his second year in varsity. He
studied Art, his father supported him
knowing that he had an interest in screenplay
writing but Ngcebo wasn’t. Music had always
been his passion and he was a good singer
just like his mother... When he told his
parents he was taking music as his career,
Dalisu wasn’t really pleased as he believed
there was no money in music unless you
become famous but he didn’t stand in his
way as Ngcebo made it clear that music was
his passion... He was a famous loved artist,
Prince Tee(Treasure) was his stage name.
Ngcebo: “You know that mom would never
allow you to go there.” Ndabezinhle: “Yes,



she won’t. Everything scares her, ‘the drunk
crowds of people Mntwana. You’ll get hurt!”
he mimicked their mother’s worried voice
and they laughed. Banele: “You’ll watch it
online after, don’t worry.” Mntwana: “That’s
unfair, | am 15 years old.” “WEEE!” They all
laughed at him as they thought, ‘as if that
was an age!” Mntwana: “You will be
performing at the new years’ eve events?”
Ngcebo: “How can |I? Where will our father
be?” Mnotho: “Why don’t we convince him
that we don’t want to be home this new
year’'s? We've always been home.”
Dalingcebo: “If we can buy tickets for him
and mom to go somewhere far from here.
We can go wherever we want to go on new
year’'s. Grandma will never stop us from
going.” Others: “Yeah!” Mnotho: “Mlamuli



will have to come to.” Ndabezinhle: “Yeah,
this bad blood between him and dad is not
right.” Dalingcebo: “If mom failed to get them
to get along again. How can we do that? Do
you think we can?” Ngcebo: “I don’t think
so.” Banele: “But Mnotho can try. Dad listens
to you.” Mnotho: “l have tried and he doesn’t
want to listen. He’s waiting for the day that
what he predicted would happen, to happen
and then | am sure that day they will get to
talk again.” Dalingcebo: “They have to fix this
because now dad will look amongst all of us
for a king. | don’t want to be a king. No!”
Ndabezinhle: “He won’t because Mnotho is
here.” Mnotho: “Dad took the throne when
he was 32 years why should we take is at
such an early age? Come on guys. We will
have to talk him otherwise.” Mntwana: “You



are 29 years that means you and Mlamuli are
old.” Mnotho: “Ay kwahle, wena!” Ngcebo:
“And he’ll remind us that grandfather took it
when he was only 21 years old and so, we
have no choice.” Mnotho: “In that case he
can choose Banele because he’s 21 years.”
Banele just laughed at him as they reached
the ground. They looked at him as he was
laughing. “Do you honestly think that the
elders will allow dad to choose a younger son
to rule while he has two older sons? No, that
won’t happen.” He made them aware.
Dalingcebo: “You are right.”



Ngcebo: “So, Mnotho as a big brother please
save us all. You've been our age and it’s fair
that you save us. Just let us live our lives.”
Mnotho laughed and tied his soccer boots
aces. “l won’t say, Mageba choose me! And
nesides | have some plans before the throne.
have a life | want to live before it because
after it. There’s no life that’s yours.” He said
getting up. “Let’s focus on the game now.
The guys are here.” He said and they
supported him. They began running around
the field before the game... They were
marching up singing victory soccer song as
their team had won the match. It was just the
six of them on the road to their mother’s
palace... “Shh!” Mnotho hushed them as he
noticed a lady a bit far from them, jogging.
Dalingcebo: “What is it now?” he asked.




Mnotho: “Don’t rush to me but we are
jogging now. | want to see who’s that woman
that’s jogging here. The body looks fine and
the legs and arms are white, the hair. Shit!”
He said pointing the lady, the brothers looked
at her and then him. They laughed and he
just looked at them. “OKAY!” They
supported. Ngcebo: “Her butt looks great.”
Mnotho: “Voetsek! Just jog.” He said running
looking back at them and they were indeed
jogging... Mnotho jogged closer to the lady
and he looked at her. He saw the woman
wasn’t taking note of him. He thought of
ways to get her to look at him... The lady
could see him jogging next to her but she
promised herself she wouldn’t turn her head.
He was just one of the typical village boys,
the annoying boys who approach every girl



they meet! She concluded. Mnotho decided
to touch her shoulder and only then the lady
turned. His small dark eyes were drawn to
her pink full lips. He closed his eyes quickly
and opened them again. He signalled that she
should take out her earphones and the lady
surprisingly did. Mnotho: “Hi.” “Hello!” Her
tiny sweet voice greeted back. Mnotho: “Why
are you jogging alone? | am pretty sure that
you are not from here. So, why are you
jogging alone in a place you don’t live in?”
“How do you know | am not from here?” She
asked looking at the road. Mnotho: “Eh, we
have strictly black people in this village not
coloureds and even if we didn’t | would know
if you were from here.” “You would?” She
looked at him with interest, the minute she
laid her eyes on him. She was certain that he




wasn’t the typical village boy. He was a man
but that didn’t mean she was comfortable
with him being around her. She wasn’t, the
man was a stranger and men are evil
creatures except her father and brothers. She
believed... Mnotho: “Yes, these are my lands
and my people, so, | know people who live
here. | don’t really know them all but |
recognise their faces. | work with them.” “Are
you their god?” she asked looking at the road
and she stopped jogging faster but slower.
“As you say ‘Your people.”” She added.
Mnotho: “l am physiotherapist and | work at
the local hospital here. | work for the
community, especially the old people.” “Oh!
Being a physio doesn’t mean that the lands
are yours.” She said looking at him now and
she saw a quick smile. Mnotho: “Where do



you live | think | will have to get you home.
It’s getting late and you shouldn’t be running
around all alone.” “NO!” She exclaimed
quickly and looked back, her eyes widened
looking at the men that were following them.
She was scared instantly as they were
following her! Mnotho looked at her and saw
the worry on her eyes as she was looking at
his brothers. He then chuckled. “Those are
my brothers. We will not hurt you, you can
relax.” He said looking at her. “How do |
know you’re telling me the truth?” She asked.
Mnotho: “It’s my duty to protect people in
this kingdom. These are my father’s lands
making them my lands, our lands with them
and so, we should see you home. Miss?” he
asked looking at her. “Danielle Nkosi!” She



replied still surprised that she was seeing the
prince of Zululand. She didn’t



really know them all but she knew their
mother and father from the news and
newspapers! Mnotho: “Okay, you don’t have
to be scared of us. We won’t harm you.” he
said looking back and signalling that they
should run faster. They did just that and
Danielle looked back at them searching for
the famous ones just to confirm that they
were really princes. And indeed she saw
them double, the football player and the
rapper...

EPISODE 03

“SAWUBONA!” The boys chanted looking at
Danielle, Mnotho and her have stopped
jogging and were waiting for them. Danielle:
“Sanibona, ninjani?” “Siyaphila, unjani?” They
asked with smiles directed to her. Mnotho
was just looking at them as he wasn’t on their



position today. Danielle: “Ngiyaphila, | am
Danielle Nkosi and you all are?” she asked.
They all introduced themselves to her and
she smiled with a nod, thinking damn! Their
mother surely had time to get pregnant!
Mnotho: “We should get her home, where
are you from?” he looked at her. Danielle:
“The neighbouring village that’s where home
is.” She replied, knowing that she couldn’t
turn them down because they sure wouldn’t
let her go alone... They began walking now.
Dalingcebo: “You live there or?” Danielle:
“No, we live in Durban with my parents and
siblings but our rural home is here. We
always come here during holidays. You all live
here?” Them: “NO!” They then told her,
Mnotho lived in the village, after completing
his studies he came back home and had been



home ever since, working for the people. He
had his house just nearby his mother’s
palace... Ndabezinhle was 25 years old and
lived in Johannesburg, Houghton, a successful
Orlando Pirates football player and a business
man. He'd struggled to study business while
playing soccer but he forced it because he
wanted to prove his father wrong and he
succeeded. He had a house in Johannesburg
and a pregnant girlfriend... Dalingcebo,
Ngcebo’s twin brother, he had also been
living in the village, he had a house far from
his mother’s palace but nearby his
grandmother’s palace. He worked for the
municipality as he had studied community
development and took sociology in details
but partly... Ngcebo, the rapper also lived in
Sandton and had a house there with multiple



girlfriends... Banele was studying in
Johannesburg and Mntwana lived with his
parents he was doing grade 10 had passed
for grade 11... Danielle: “Well, | am still
studying | will be doing my final year in
fashion design at Durban University of
Technology. | live with my parents and |
would like to comment that | like your
mother’s royal fashion sense.” “OH!” They all
chanted and looked at each other. Mntwana:
“She would definitely smile when she could
hear you say that.” Danielle: “You can tell her
| said that.” Banele: “Since you’ll be friends
with our big brother | am sure you’ll get the
chance to tell her.” he commented and
everyone looked at him with surprised looks.
Mnotho pinched him as he was rushing
things for him, Banele shrugged his



shoulders... Danielle smiled and supplied no
comment. She asked them questions about
themselves and they answered her but she
asked nothing Mnotho... And the brothers
took note of that... “This is home!” She
pointed the big family yard with a number of
houses. Mnotho: “You have a big family?”
Danielle: “Yes, even after our great
grandparents’ death the family had never
been divided and they’ve kept the culture of
coming together during December holidays.”
“THAT’S NICE!” They all said and she smiled.




Mnotho: “Can you get some tap water for
me?” he requested and his brothers looked
at his water bottle it was empty. He smiled at
them seeing what they were looking at. They
folded their lips and looked aside... It was
dark now but as they were standing by the
gate the lights coming from the Nkosi
premises made things clearer for them...
Danielle: “Okay, come with me.” She walked
forward and Mnotho followed her. “Goodbye
guys and thank you.” she said looking back at
them. Them: “GOODBYE!” “So, when will |
see you again?” He asked looking at her as
she was leading him to tap located on the
premises. Danielle looked around before
answering him, there was nobody outside on
the yard but her mother was on the tap.
Danielle: “lI will answer you.” she said and




Mnotho nodded. “Ntandokazi? Who's this
now?” Sheila, Ntandokazi’s mother asked
looking at Mnotho. She was washing sweet
potatoes on the tap. Danielle: “Mama, this is
prince Mnotho. He saw me jogging alone and
him and his brothers offered to get me home
because | was alone.” Sheila: “Oh, thank you.
| always tell her not to go alone or at least
not jog when we are here but she’s
stubborn.” Mnotho: “l understand mama.
People tend not to listen when they do
something they're passionate about.”
Danielle smiled looking at her mother. “Did
you hear that? | am passionate.” Mnotho
shook his head and chuckled as Sheila rolled
her eyes at her daughter. Sheila: “Don’t you
want cold water?” Mnotho: “No, | don’t drink
cold water.” Sheila nodded and took the



sweet potatoes she looked at him and said.
“Have safe trip back home then prince.”
Mnotho: “Thank you.” he then looked at
Danielle reminding her of the question he’d
asked earlier as her mother was no longer
with them now. She saw it in his eyes.
Danielle: “l would like it if you jog with me
again tomorrow.” Mnotho: “Do you just jog
or workout? | can train you.” Danielle: “No, |
don’t train | prefer jogging.” Mnotho: “Okay, |
will be waiting for you by the sports ground
then, when you pass by | will join you
because | don’t know where you start.”
Danielle: “I start here.” She challenged him.
Mnotho: “l guess | will see you nearby your
home then at 4pm sharp. Don’t keep me
waiting.” He said looking at her as he was
walking away backwards... Danielle exhaled



air deeply as she looked at him walk away...
His brothers sighed as they saw him close the
gate behind him. “What?” He asked looking
at them as they began walking away.
Dalingcebo: “We were almost stoned by
some man inside the yard.” He said and the
others laughed. “You are laughing now but
you weren’t laughing when he was asking us
why are we standing by their gate.” He
added. Mnotho: “You are not lying?”
Mntwana: “No, he’s not lying he came at us
with anger and guess who ran away when he
heard the man’s voice?” Mnotho looked
among them as they were laughing.
“Ngcebo?” he asked and they all laughed
louder. Ngcebo: “Come on, | didn’t run
alone.” Ndabezinhle: “Hhayi, uyasphoxa.
Mageba must not hear about this.” they



laughed and looked at him as he was
brushing dreadlocks. Banele: “So, are you
going to date that girl?” he asked looking at
Mnotho with his bubbled eyes. Ngcebo:
“Yeah, did you come back with the number?”
Mnotho: “No, | didn’t come back with her
number.” “HAWU!” They were disappointed.




Mntwana: “She refused to give you her
number?” Mnotho: “No, | didn’t ask for her
number.” Dalingcebo: “You did a good thing
because | don’t think dating her would be
wise. Imagine if you date her and vyour
relationship turns serious unlike vyour
previous relationships. | don’t think they
would approve of her as queen.” Mnotho:
“Why are you even thinking like that because
it’'s not like | will be the king? And why are
you so worried about this thing of dad
choosing the next king?” he asked looking at
him. They all turned their heads to his
direction as if they could see him... It was
dark on the road and the little light that
would come by would only come by when
they pass by houses that had lights outside
their premises... They would pass by one or




two people on the road. Dalingcebo: “I don’t
want to be chosen that’s why | am worried.”
He replied knowing that they were high
possibilities that his father could choose him
and he didn’t want the throne. Ngcebo: “I
think Mnotho we all want you to be the
king.” Others: “Yeah!” Mnotho: “We all know
that Mlamuli is the great leader what we can
do is get them together with dad. They need
to settle the conflict between them and
Mlamuli will take the throne.” Ngcebo: “You
are right our brother is a great leader but the
truth is he’s soft.” “HE’S SOFT?” They all
exclaimed and laughed. Mntwana: “There’s
nobody amongst you who's really soft except
me and mom. Yall are like dad.” He
commented and they all looked at him. The
light showed his face clearly and he wasn’t



looking at them because he knew that their
gazes were on him... Mnotho: “Who’s your
father?” he asked and they laughed. “Hhey!
Kwahleni ukusbangela umsindo nina!” (Stop
making noise!) A drunk man of five that he
was with, commented and the other five men
who were with him supported him with
mumbling drunk words... “Usho kobani
ukuthi ‘Nina’?” (Who are you addressing?)
Mnotho asked looking back at the men, all his
brothers stopped and turned to the men. It
was dark where they were... The drunk men
laughed while the one who spoke stopped
walking and turned to face the boys who
weren’t walking now but were facing them.
He told his friends to stop walking and they
did. Man: “Ngisho kini ningobani nina?” (I am
addressing you. Who are you?) he asked



barely failing to stand on his feet but his
friends who weren’t drunk as him tried to
hold him... Ndabezinhle: “Mnotho, bayeke!
We need to get home.” The men laughed at
that statement. “Zingamagwala zinjalo lezi
zinto.” (They’re cowards) The other man
commented. Man: “Abafanyana abasalenga
amafinyila nje namasende akuhlaza.” That
made Mnotho angry as he tried to step
forward his brothers held him. Dalingcebo:
“Mnotho! Leave them alone.” Ngcebo: “Yeah,
let’s not waste our time on them.” Mnotho:
“Let’'s go!” he exclaimed and they turned
walking away quietly leaving the drunk men
laughing at them as they walked away... The
drunk man who had spoken first light the
ground with his phone and he picked a fist
sized stone nearby and he threw it on the



orothers’ direction... The stone hit Mntwana’s
nead and he groaned painfully holding his
nead. “YINI?” They all chanted looking at his
direction. Mntwana: “They’ve hit me with a
stone!” he groaned. Mnotho turned to the
drunk men and he saw that they were
running away. He quickly ran after them
without thinking... Dalingcebo: “Banele go
home with Mntwana.” He said as the others
were already running after Mnotho. Banele:
“Okay.” He said and held Mntwana’s arm...
Dalingcebo then ran after his brothers after
seeing Banele walking away with Mntwana...
Mnotho got to the men fast and he grabbed
one by his shirt the one that was struggling to
run. He didn’t even know if the one he was
holding was the one who hit his brother and
he didn’t care as he




began beating the man senselessly... He was
indeed beating the man who had hit his
brother. The others stopped running and
went back to help their friend. “Bayajwayela
laba bafana.” The drunk man commented
and added. “Asimnyise lo uyedwa.” The
others agreed and they held Mnotho. “Get up
and hit him now!” He encouraged the one
who was on the floor. And as he was on his
feet now he threw a weak punch at Mnotho’s
face. His friends chanted. “MSHAYE!" The
neighbours on the road came out of their
house and looked at the road as they've
heard the noise... The man threw another
punch at him but a stronger one this time. His
brothers came by and they got their hands to
the men who were holding their brother.
Mnotho groaned louder as they’ve let him go



his anger directed him to the men who'd
threw punches on him... There was a fight
among the Zulu princes and the common
men. The people who'd been nearby on the
road stood far waiting for the fight to end.
There was no one among them who didn’t
know how to fight, Dalisu had taught them
stick fighting and hand fighting when they
were boys. It was important that as Zulu boys
that they know how to fight... The men they
were fighting with knew how to fight but
they were losing against the Zulu princes. It
was four brothers against six drunk men.
Mnotho: “You hit my brother you drunk
retard! Udakwa kabi nja ndini!” he cursed
and the man defended himself. Mnotho
didn’t care that he was telling him he wasn’t
the one who hit him... They only stopped



beating them when they said ‘Sorry!
Mnotho: “You’ll go tell your father whomever
you live with, that Mnotho Zulu hit you and if
they have a problem with that they’ll have to
come to my father. He'll be home
tomorrow!” he instructed them with his bold
husky voice, he was panting looking down at
the men who were on the ground. They
couldn’t recognise their faces because it was
dark. “SIYAXOLISA, MAGEBA!” They all said.
The brothers clicked their tongues.
Dalingcebo: “We are leaving now take more
stones, throw them on us and we will kill you.
You’ll never be found bloody idiots.” He said
lastly and they left them as they promised
they wouldn’t do that.. The brothers all
jogged home...



”

“Take these painkillers.” Mnotho gave the
tablets to Mntwana. He was laying on his bed
after he had taken a shower. Mnotho had
just bandaged his head. “What will we say to
mom and dad?” He asked looking at him after
taking the pills. Mnotho was packing the first
aid kit. Mnotho: “We will tell them the truth
just in case they come here and complain to
dad about it. He’ll be angry if he can know
that we lied to him.” Mntwana: “Okay. | want
to come and watch TV though, don’t tell me
to sleep here now.” Mnotho: “Just rest for
now. Dalingcebo and Ngcebo are still cooking
| will call you when they’re done. We will eat
and watch TV. | want to go and take a shower
too.” Mntwana: “Okay.” He took the kit and
left... They all had their rooms inside their
mother’s house. Both twins Mlamuli and




Mnotho, Dalingcebo and Ngcebo shared the
same rooms. None of them had a problem
with that... The others had their single
bedrooms. “Can you go with me tomorrow to
Empangeni?” Dalingcebo requested looking
at Ngcebo. They were peeling butternut
seated on the kitchen table. Ngcebo: “What
are you going to do there?” Dalingcebo:
“They’re done building my house and so, |
want to check it out just to see if they did
everything as | wanted it.” Ngcebo: “Okay,
will go with you.” Dalingcebo: “Don’t tel
mom and dad about the location though.
don’t want them to find out. | just want to
have some peace there.” Ngcebo: “Do you
think you’ll be able to live forever there
without them finding out about vyour
location?” Dalingcebo: “I know | won’t but




”

they won’t find out right away.” Ngcebo:
“Okay. | won’t tell them. | can see you are
running away from dad.”



Dalingcebo: “No, | am not. And don’t throw
me under the bus when dad turns to you or
threaten you with the throne because of your
career.” Ngcebo: “Have | ever threw you
under the bus?” Dalingcebo: “No, but | know
that we equally don’t want to lead the
people.” Ngcebo: “l won’t tell them just trust
me.” Dalingcebo: “Thank you.” he nodded
and they proceeded with their cooking... Now
they’ve had dinner and they were watching
TV, debating about the dating show that was
playing on TV... “Shh!” Mnotho hushed them
and stood on his feet and Ngcebo jumped on
the remote. He pressed the mute button.
“Did you hear that?” he asked walking to the
window. Mnotho had the sharp ear among
them all. “What?” They all whispered looking

at him. “MOM IS HERE!” He exclaimed



moving from the curtain as he saw their
parents getting off their car. Everyone in the
lounge stood on their feet. Dalingcebo:
“Mntwana, sit down. You are sick.” He told
him and walked away following the others to
their mother’s kitchen that they left messy...
They left it purposefully knowing that the
maids would clean in the morning but they
didn’t know that Thembelihle was coming
back that night... They got busy quickly
cleaning up to avoid her shouting at them.
They were older now to be shouted at as
boys and they never wanted to give her a
reason to complain... But anyway, one way or
the other they always managed to...

EPISODE 04

“Hhaybo, Mntwana!” Thembelihle exclaimed
seeing the bandage surrounding his head.

”
!



She sat down next to him on the couch and
touched his head. He looked at his mother
and smiled. Mntwana: “Yebo, mama
ninjani?” he asked looking at his father as he
sighed sitting down on his chair. Thembelihle:
“Yebo, mama unjani, my foot! What
happened to your head?” Dalisu: “And where
are your brothers?” Mntwana: “They are
around the house and others in the kitchen.”
Dalisu: “What happened to your head?”
Mntwana: “l got injured today.” Thembelihle:
“We can see that you are injured how did this
happen?” Dalisu: “NGCEBO!” he called him
out. Mntwana looked back to check if he was
coming. “We are getting impatient so tell us
what happened Mntwana.” He reminded him
looking at him as he wasn’t telling them what
was happened. “Baba?” He stood next to him



and looked at his mother. “Sanibona.” He
greeted wiping his wet hands. Parents:
“Yebo.” Dalisu: “What are you doing? Go get
our bags in the car.” Ngcebo: “l was washing
the dishes.” Dalisu: “Washing the dishes for
what? Stop that, why are you washing
dishes?” Ngcebo looked at his mother and
she was looking at Dalisu. Thembelihle:
“Hhaybo!” Dalisu: “Tell whomever you were
washing dishes with to stop washing dishes
and come here all of you. | don’t want you
washing any dishes.” he instructed, Ngcebo
nodded and turned back making his way to
the kitchen. Thembelihle: “BUT | WANT MY
KITCHEN CLEAN. IT BETTER BE!” She shouted
looking back at the kitchen’s direction. Dalisu:
“Your maids will clean the kitchen in the
morning. It's enough that you've taught



cleaning against my will now they don’t have
to be in the kitchen always doing house
chores. | hate that, MaSthole. They’re not
children anymore.”



Thembelihle didn’t say anything she looked
at them as they enter the lounge following
each other in line. They sat down and greeted
their parents. They asked them about their
trip and everything else... Dalisu then asked
them when Ngcebo was back. “What
happened to your little brother? He seems to
have a problem to speak when we ask him.”
They all looked at Mnotho and he felt that all
eyes were on him. He released a deep husky.
“HAWU!”  Thembelihle: “Tell us what
happened, please. You want me to say
‘Please?’ Please, then Mnotho tell me what
happened.” Mnotho: “Eh, we saw a lady
jogging alone...” he then told them what
happened and there was silence in the house.
Thembelihle: “Did you see those men?”
Them: “No!” Ndabezinhle: “But we were still




on the other side not in this village.” Dalisu:
“Nobody saw you fighting maybe someone
who can see them?” Mnotho: “It was dark
baba. We didn’t see any faces clearly but
people walking on the road saw the fight.
They didn’t stop it.” Dalingcebo: “We don’t
have a clue who they're but maybe they'll
come here to complain because we did panel
beat them.” Thembelihle: “You did a good
thing, tsk!” they all looked at her surprised
that she was saying that. She was always
against them fighting and they actually got
into fights more often. “Yini? Why are you
looking at me?” she asked. Dalisu: “It’s
surprising to hear you say that.” Thembelihle:
“They hurt my baby.” she said holding his
head. “Do you feel pains right now?” she
asked looking at him. Mntwana: “Mama, no |



am not feeling pains. Just relax.”
Thembelihle: “Don’t tell me that because
they could have killed you. | want them found
bangijwayela kabi.” Dalisu: “How will you find
them?” Thembelihle: “l don’t know, send
men to go every house and look for injured
men. They need to pay his bills.” Mnotho:
“Mama, it’s a small injury.” Thembelihle:
“Not in my heart.” Dalisu: “They will come
here if they’re badly injured | know they will
come. Especially if one of them has a mother
she’ll feel the need to complain to me.”
Thembelihle: “How do you know, Mageba?
They saw you?” she looked at her sons and
they were looking at her. Mnotho: “I told
them who we are if they need to complain.”
Thembelihle: “You did a good thing.” She
clicked her tongue and looked at Mntwana.



He looked at her. “Did you take painkillers?”
she asked. Mntwana: “Yes, | did.” Dalisu: “We
will wait for them to come and if they don’t |
will find them. They must tell me who said
they should go around hitting people because
if | ask ‘my son’ they will tell me they didn’t
see it was you.” he said standing on his feet
and he left them after they’'ve agreed with
him. Thembelihle: “Everything in my house is
one piece?” “HAWU!” They chanted and
laughed. Mnotho: “We are not children
anymore mama.” Thembelihle: “Whatever!”
She stood up. Banele: “Mama, call Mlamuli
phela and tell him to come. When are they
coming?” he asked looking at her.
Thembelihle: “He’s your brother, why don’t
you call him?” “WEE!” They laughed as she
walked away.. Thembelihle had taken a



shower and was on her night gowns. She was
seated on her bed with her



phone. Dalisu was with their sons watching
TV on the lounge... She placed her phone on
her ear, it was dialling Mlamuli’s number. The
call wasn’t answered and so, she tried again.
“Sawubona, mama.” Nkosazana, Mlamuli’s
wife answered the call. Thembelihle:
“Unjani? Hhe! You don’t even call just ask
how am | doing? Am | not your mother?” she
asked pulling her bed covers. Nkosazana:
“You are mama, it’s just that, it’s been hectic
and you know how busy it gets here when it’s
December.” Thembelihle: “Yeah, | know. How
are you anyway?” Nkosazana: “I am fine,
mama. How are you?” Thembelihle: “l am
fine, where’s your husband?” Nkosazana:
“He’s taking a shower. | will tell him to call
you back.” Thembelihle: “No, there’s no
need. You can tell him that it's December




now. You should come home. Everyone is
home and you are not here.” Nkosazana: “I
will tell him mama. | think they will come-”
Thembelihle: “What do you mean ‘they’?”
Nkosazana: “Mageba and the boys.”
Thembelihle: “And where does that put you?
Don’t you share the same surname as us,
Nkosazana?” Nkosazana: “It's not like that
mama. It’s just that-” Thembelihle: “Hheyil |
don’t even want to hear your excuses. | want
you all here. You didn’t marry my son to stay
away from us. Uyangizwa?” Nkosazana:
“Yebo ngiyezwa.” Thembelihle: “Okay,
goodnight.” Nkosazana: “Goodnight, mama.”
Thembelihle hung up the call and placed the
phone aside. She prayed. She then tried to
sleep but there was a high volume of noise in
the house. She clicked her tongue and took



her phone. She dialled Dalisu’s number.
“Nkosikazi?” He answered the call.
Thembelihle: “I am trying to sleep Mageba
and you are making noise. Can you low it
down or else | will leave?” Dalisu: “Hhaybo!
You’ll leave and go where?” Thembelihle: “I
will go sleep in mama’s palace because
there’s no peace in this house. Can you give
me peace?” Dalisu: “Sorry, mama. | will tell
them to keep it down.” Thembelihle: “Okay,
thanks.” Dalisu: “Hawu, no goodnight
sthandwa sami?” the boys laughed at the
background. Thembelihle: “Hhaybo, you’ll get
goodnight from the people you are with right
now because you are not with me.” Dalisu:
“Okay, goodnight ke.” Thembelihle: “Such a
dry goodnight.” She commented and hung up
the call without hearing his response...



“Gogo!” Bongani, Mlamuli’s two years old
last born screamed running through hallway
for his grandmother. He was happy that he
was going to see his grandmother, while
running he bumped into Dalisu. Dalisu
laughed and lifted him up. Dalisu: “Hheyi!
Mageba!” Bongani: “Mkhulu!” he exclaimed
and strangled his neck into a hug. Dalisu:
“Yeah, unjani? Where’s your brother?”
Bongani: “Mkhulu, yena uphandle. Mina,
nivele nagijima noba funa ukubona yena
ugogo.” (He’s outside, | ran inside the house
because | want to see grandma.) he told him
delightedly as Dalisu was moving out of the
house with him. Dalisu: “Oh, your
grandmother? You didn’t want to see your
grandfather?” Bongani: “Hawu! Phela mina
benithi umkhulu akekho layikhaya. Hawul!



Kodwa umkhulu ushekhaya.” (I thought you
are not home.) he replied and laughed.



Dalisu: “Oh, your grandfather is leaving now
and so, he’s leaving with you. You’'ll see your
grandmother when we come back.” Bongani:
“Oh! Ashambe! Ashambe! Mkhulu.” Dalisu:
“Yes!” He threw him on the air as they were
outside the house and Bongani laughed.
Dalisu laughed after him. “MKHULU!” Prince,
three years old first born exclaimed running
from his fathers to Dalisu. Dalisu opened his
car and buckled Bongani at the backseat of
the car. He then waited for Prince... He finally
got to him and Dalisu lifted him off the
ground. Dalisu: “Hheyi! Uyasinda ke wena!”
he commented, Prince laughed as Dalisu
stepped inside the car with him. “Drive!” He
instructed Timothy, his guard putting Prince
on the car seat and his driver drove off...
Thembelihle was inside the lounge with




Nkosazana. They were having snacks and
catching up. It was a good vibe, a family vibe
that December vibe where every come
together and be happy. The maid knocked on
the front door. “Come in.” She let her in...
MaSbiya had retired as Thembelihle’s senior
maid, the younger maids she left behind
were the one running the palace now.
Hleziphi had gotten married and Thembelihle
had a personal assistant that didn’t live with
her. She called her when things were hectic.
She didn’t want a new maiden as Hleziphi
was gone. Felicity and Njongo got married
and left the palace... The maid kneeled next
to Thembelihle. “Ndlovukazi, there’s a
woman who’s here to see you.” she informed
her. “Okay” Thembelihle said and stood on
her feet. “Come!” She told Nkosazana as she




was walking out the door. She followed her,
they made their way to the woman who was
seated on the chair under the tree.
Thembelihle: “Sawubona.” Woman: “Yebo,
unjani?” she replied with an abrupt voice that
Thembelihle didn’t understand if it was
disrespect or it was her wusual voice.
Thembelihle: “Ngiyaphila, how can | help
you?” “Hmm!” She breathed and shook her
head as Thembelihle didn’t bother to ask her
how she was. “l am here to lodge a complaint
against your sons, Mnotho to be exact.” She
informed her. Thembelihle: “Oh!” she
understood now that it wasn’t her usual
voice but it was her disrespectful voice. She
was disrespecting her. “What did my son do
to you?” she asked looking at her. Woman:
“Last night he brutally beat my son and my



son is in the hospital now. He’s injured and
so, | request that your son pay for his medical
bills.” She lied, his son was at home, yes
injured but not at the hospital. Thembelihle:
“Oh, what did your son do to get brutally
beaten by Mnotho?” Woman: “He was
minding his business on the streets and your
son senselessly beat him.” Thembelihle:
“Mama, you need to understand that you
can’t just rock up here and accuse my son of
beating your son for walking on the streets.
His father will not even sit down to listen to
that nonsense.” Woman: “You call what | am
telling you nonsense?” she raised her voice.
Thembelihle: “Don’t raise your voice at me.”
Woman: “Why not? If you were in my shoes
you were going to raise your voice at me and
that wasn’t going to be a problem but



because | am just a villager, | can’t raise your
voice at you to express my anger?”
Thembelihle: “Hhaybo!” she chuckled and
looked at Nkosazana she was just looking at
the woman with a surprised look. “The thing
is, you are implying that my son is crazy but |
am not raising my voice at you. You are
implying that he’s crazy because you’ve just
told me Mnotho beat your son for walking on
the road. Only a crazy person can do that.”
She added looking at her. Woman: “No, only
an arrogant person like your sons can do
that. They think they’re gods. They can beat
anyone, anytime and that will go unnoticed
because they’re princes? That will not
happen!” Thembelihle looked around
irritated by this woman, shouting at her. She
saw Mnotho with Ndabezinhle making their



way to the gate wearing sport gear.
“MNOTHO!” She called him out and



they both turned to look at her. She signalled
that they should both come to her. They
walked to their mother...

EPISODE 05

IT had been two months since Nontobeko
returned home from the hospital. She had
suffered great pain from her arm injury, not
just physical pain but also emotional pain.
“You’ll have to stay away from the military
for at least six months or even a year...” the
Doctor had informed her and not even once
had Nontobeko gone to bed without thinking
of the Doctor’s instruction. The words clung
on her mind painfully. Nontobeko was
looking forward to going back to the army
but the calculated time of healing she had in
mind turned out to be more than what she
had calculated. “Should | prepare tea for you,



dad?” Nontobeko asked her father as he sat
his big tall body on the couch for a rest after
a long day at work. Her father, dark in
complexion, tall and big but handsome for an
old man. He worked at Richards bay working
for Eskom. He was the main breadwinner and
the true head of his house. He was a
respectable man in the village of Ngolothi. A
rural village rich in farming but still not
without struggling families. Along with his
wife and two daughters they lived in an eight
roomed house, the yard of his home big
enough to cater two families but instead his
vard had their main house, surrounded by
three huts, the kraal for the cows and
beautiful trees with different fruits. Mr Zondi:
“Oh, Ntonto mntanami, you worry too much.
Why don’t you go and lie down? Your sister



will make the tea.” Her father said to her
rubbing his worried neck, closing dark eyes.
Nontobeko: “Baba, Nandipha went to mom’s
workplace to help her out. My arm is fine
now baba. | can cook and clean but pity not
good enough for me to go back to the
military.” He looked at his daughter with pity
rather than worry. He hated what Nontobeko
was going through he wished he could do
something to help her but he had no
superpowers to perform miracles. Mr Zondi:
“Don’t you worry my child. You will go back
just... be... patient.” That was all he managed
to say to his daughter. He wasn’t too sure of
Nontobeko being able to be patient as she
had always been much different from her
younger sister. Nontobeko smiled with a nod
and marched to the medium sized kitchen to



prepare food and tea for her father. She had
done all the house chores and cooked to
ensure that her mother relaxes along with
her younger sister when they get back from
work. Her mother worked as a domestic
worker for the third queen of the
KwaMadlebe kingdom. Her husband had
pleaded with her not to work but she saw fit
that she works after Nontobeko first left
them for the military. It'"d been the hard time
for the entire family, including the extended
family to let Nontobeko go to do what had
always been known to be the ‘men’s job’. The
hardest thing to accept was what had pushed
Nontobeko leave her family and joined the
army. ------ “Sawubona, mama.” They greeted
the lady and she just nodded. They looked at
each other and Ndabezinhle shrugged his



shoulders. They look at their mother next.
Mnotho: “What's wrong, MaSthole?”
Thembelihle: “This woman says that you
brutally beat her son as he was just minding
his business walking on the road. Why did
you do that, Mnotho?” “HAWU!” He was
surprised and he looked at the woman. “Do |
look like a crazy man to you?” he asked
abruptly. Woman: “l am an elder and so,
speak to me with respect.” Thembelihle
laughed. “Hhaybo, | am the queen but did
you speak to me with respect mama?” she
asked looking at her. Woman: “l don’t have
respect for people who see themselves as
gods.” Mnotho: “You know what, get out of
my mother’s premises because you clearly
don't know why vyou came here.”
Ndabezinhle: “Your son and his friends



disrespected us for laughing and minding our
business while walking on the road. When we
didn’t give them attention they chose to
throw a stone at us and so, it



hit our brother. What were we supposed to
do then? Smile and let your drunk son go?”
Woman: “That’s not what happened, he told
me that he didn’t do anything to you but you
still went on and beat him.” Thembelihle: “I
think it would be best that all my sons come
back and you bring your son here then we
can talk and listen to what really happened.”
Mnotho: “And it would be much best if he
comes along with his friends and right now,
you owe my mother an apology.” Woman:
“For what?” Mnotho looked at Ndabezinhle.
“For disrespecting her.” Nkosazana told her
instead as the woman was on her feet now.
Woman: “I am not sorry and | need you to
pay for my son’s medical bills.” Mnotho: “We
have bruises too but we didn’t ask for any
medical bills. And public hospitals and clinics



are free.” Ndabezinhle: “We just hope that
you’ll apologise better to our mother when
dad is in front of you. But now please, leave
us.” he showed her the way to the gate. The
woman clicked her tongue and left them.
Thembelihle: “Hhaybo!  Angikaze ke
ngidelelwe kanje kulo nyaka!” she stood on
her feet and left without looking at her sons...
“Do you think it's safe for you to go by that
village after what happened?” Ndabezinhle
asked as they were exiting the gate of the
palace. Mnotho: “I am not scared of anyone.”
Ndabezinhle: “Why don’t you just take her
and bring her to the sportsground. She can
round the ground and go back home early.”
Mnotho: “Those guys are injured and useless
| will be fine just go workout. You must not
sleep just because you are on holidays. The



season will open soon.” He tapped his
shoulder and Ndabezinhle laughed with a
nod. They then jog separately.. “l hope |
didn’t keep you waiting for too long. | was
just helping my little sister with something.”
Danielle explained to Mnotho as he was
standing under the tree waiting for her.
Mnotho: “No, it hadn’t been a long time.
How are you?” he asked moving away from
the tree. They walked away together.
Danielle: “I am fine and how are you?”
Mnotho: “l am fine you’ll jog a distance that
you’'ve jogged yesterday?” he asked looking
at her. She was totally beautiful now that he
was seeing her clearly in the light. She was a
tall, slim curvy coloured woman with long
blonde curly hair. She had her, her hair tied
up. Her skin was purely light skinned.




Danielle: “No, | jogged a long distance
vesterday and | should return home early
because dad doesn’t like the idea of me
jogging alone.” Mnotho: “You can tell him not
to worry now because you have a jogging
partner.” He told her and they began jogging
slowly. Danielle laughed and replied. “1 will
sure tell him, prince.” She said looking at him
and she saw the bruises, they weren’t too
visible because of his skin colour but Danielle
could see them and she didn’t know how to
ask what happened. Mnotho chuckled.
“Don’t call me prince, | am Mnotho.