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Abstract

A young woman from a rural village near Kimberlsyilled by her husband in a fit of jealousy. Her
illiterate mother is summoned to the hospital tthatize the removal of vital organs — eyes, liver,
kidney and heart — for organ donation. But some bamof the family feel that their child should not
be buried with parts of her body missing. Thus bgg@i story that changes the lives of many people,

both black and white, over the following twenty sea






Kedibone
Part 1

A layer of smog formed just metres above the catedjiron roofs of matchbox houses in
Galeshewe, clothing the township in a dark blua@ldnything that could be burned to heat
up water, brew the morning tea and make the houae® was used - from coal to tree
branches to dry items from rubbish bins. The sma&Wer mattered.

It was a winter morning in this Godforsaken plaodlte outskirts of Kimberley, the city that
found its fame when the world raced to it in searttliamonds in the nineteenth century. It
was like any other South African township.

Children rushed to school in their varied cleaoné&d uniforms with rucksacks on their
backs. Men dressed in overalls of various colanitsers in shirts and ties, some in retalil
uniforms, rushed to catch the municipal busesdbatned never to be in a good mood. Some
jumped onto the few minibus taxis that ferried deal day from home to town and back.

Women, in their pure white hospital uniforms, dotiesswith pinafores in their handbags,
waitresses and cashiers attired in various unif@aiss wrestled for their space in the queues
at the bus stop.

A little further in the suburb of Hadison Park, baPickover walked slowly to the gate to
fetch the newspaper tagged to the post box. Siscetirement, this English and history

teacher whiled away time reading the Diamond Figldgertiser, underlining and circling
spelling mistakes and grammatical errors with g pen.

He would then write long letters to the editor, @damning about the declining standards of
journalism and non-adherence to journalistic ethAdter that he would visit his neighbours
and converse on what he read.

He read his newspaper sitting under the carpaviayd in the same position with a cup of
Five Roses tea next to him. He did this every dayrd seven o’clock except when it rained
or was very cold. Had it not been for a changdathes, passersby would easily have
mistaken him for a piece of art.

But back to the Galeshewe Township in the mornirgusually choc-a-bloc, a rush to get to
baaswho’s always ready to get you replaced by anatlesperate job seeker should you turn
up late. Work was scarce and you held on to whathaa. Otherwise your children would
starve.

Galeshewe also had the same history as any othashap in South Africa: set up as a
labour reserve on the outskirts of the city anditloeistrial zone, it was a village for
exclusive habitation by Africans under the admnaigbn of the Department of Native
Affairs. It also lacked the basic amenities. In sgparts of the township, or the location as
some called it, on a particular day of the weetkaetor pulling a yellow tank would come
and men in blue overalls would empty toilet buck@gsps in a yellow pick-up, dubbed



‘mellow yellow’ or akwelavan, meaning ‘jump in’ by the locals, patrolle@ ttreets day
and night.

Morning conversations at the bus stop often begémwhat people had heard on the current
affairs programme on Radio Tswana, a governmeim sddtion staffed mainly by former
teachers and set up to serve the Setswana-speakimgunities in South Africa.

Enlightened ones in the queue would buy copieb@fdcal newspaper, the Diamond Fields
Advertiser, before arriving at work. They oftenddahe paper during tea-time or before they
started duty. These were often the cledesmabalanethose who worked with pens and
paper. Others would not care about the news, theaipal bus boycotts or the imminent
visit to the city of Kimberley by the State Presitle

They wanted to get to work, do what they were axde¢o do, go back home and get paid at
the end of the fortnight or month-end, whateverdhge may be. They were simply part of a
wheel that kept turning. That's all they were —dagdizens. They wanted no trouble. They
wanted their children to have a roof over theirdsge&at, be clothed, go to school and maybe
one day be released from the bondage of poverty.

Among these was Matlholaadibona Mosadiwatlala,igy deorker in his thirties who dropped
out of high school when his father died while warkiat the De Beers Consolidated Mines.
He had to leave school to take care of his mothdmaece, whose mother also died shortly
after labour.

At first he tried going to night school to keep Higam of becoming a teacher alive, but later
gave up. Since then, he would never go to bed seliemother gave up trying to talk sense
into him. She eventually prayed for him to leave blottle alone. He never did. She also
never ceased praying for him. He was her only kenpnly child who was still living at

home apart from the granddaughter whose fathedisimet know.

Then one day when he came home from work, Matlldibesa told his mother that Diego
Da Silva, a Portuguese restaurateur in town to wherdelivered milk every morning,
needed an extra pair hands in busy times suchsiertzand Christmas seasons. He thought
his niece, Kedibone, could take up the offer arrd eame money during school holidays.
This was not something they would even think about.

Kedibone was seventeen when she started workiDg &ilva’s Food Corner. Being an
orphan, she hardly had any small change to purdiaiseelaxant like all girls her age. Her
grandmother told her that she had to take the sfighat she could be able to purchase hair
relaxant, roll-on deodorant and proper sanitaryeleyand be like other girls in the township.

“That piece of cloth you use when you are on yaysds harsh and will eventually hurt
you,” her grandmother, MmaMosadiwatlala, would say.

“Your mother died at a very young age, my child. Wé&’'t know who your father is or was.
Maybe he lives in this neighbourhood and he seasyery time you go to school or when



we send you to the shops. Anyway, | must shut wuithat irresponsible son of the devil.
God will answer for you one day,” the old womardsahrugging her shoulders.

Kedibone had to learn that she was on her own.rgavo mother and not sure who her
father was, she also had no siblings. All thatlstew was that she had an uncle and a
grandmother whose days on earth were also numbeckthat sooner or later she had to find
her way in life.

Her grandmother’s old age pension was barely entm@hep the wolf at bay for a month.
While working at the restaurant during school hayis, she was able to augment her granny’s
meagre pension.

She earned enough to buy sanitary towels to ld8ttha next holiday season when she
would be back at the restaurant. She could everhhinyelaxant and moisturiser, roll-on
deodorant and an odd pair of jeans and a blouse fales House or Bee Gees and began to
look like other girls in Galeshewe Township. Boyst started paying attention to her. But
she rejected their advances.

It was nearing the end of the Christmas seasorKadibone had been working at Da Silva’s
Food Corner on and off since Good Friday when sineechome later than usual one night.

She proceeded straight to her grandmother’s ditmeliiroom and handed her a stack of ten
rand notes. Without a word she turned around amt teethe children’s bedroom, which had
become hers since all the other grandchildren é&fadbécause they were already grown up
and were either working out of town, were marriedivang on their own.

The old woman could sense that something was wrong.

“Kedi, are you crying? What is wrong? And since yoa only getting paid next week, where
do you get this money from?”

Kedibone sobbed and said nothing.

In the middle of the night, the old woman could k@ sound of the movement of water. It
was as if somebody was taking a bath. She wolandpvent to the children’s bedroom only
to find the stark-naked Kedibone standing in a wagbasin.

“Why are you bathing at night, my child? What's wg® Say something. Please. | am your
grandmother. You can trust me.”

It was as if the grandmother had told her to cryendears flowed down her cheeks as if
sluice gates had been opened.

She cried loudly, clenched her fists and movedhaeds as if she was crying for revenge.

Her grandmother went closer, handed her a gownuerder body and hugged her to calm
her down.

“Tell me, my child. What happened?”



Kedibone took her wet facecloth, wiped her face laggian relating the ordeal.
“He raped me, grandma. He raped me.”

“Oh, my God! Who did such a terrible thing, my cf#lWho did that?”

“It's Emmanuel, Diego’s son.”

“The one who often drops you here in a red car aftek?” the old woman asked.
“Yes, grandma. He raped me.”

Kedibone started to relate the ordeal to her gratden.
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Although she was surprised, Kedibone suspectedngpithen Emmanuel asked her to
remain behind when all other workers were takendiom

“I'd like you to help me count the money,” he said.
She agreed.
“Maybe he’s beginning to trust me,” she thought.

He switched off the lights in the eating area,kiosk, the kitchen and the garage. Only the
small office where his father usually sat remailied

“Don’t worry. I'll take you home. It's just that tay my father left early, leaving this task for
me. I'm too tired. | need another set of eyes,” Eanael said.

She believed him. Anyway, it would not be for tivstftime that he would be driving into
Galeshewe Township. He often dropped off workefsuatstops nearer to their homes.

He closed all the doors.

They started counting the money; separating thesdoom the notes, putting each
denomination in separate plastic bags and befatag/down the amounts on a notepad.

“Here,” he handed over a stack of ten rand notéeto
“What is it for?” Kedibone asked.
“Just take it. | am thanking you.”
“You are thanking me for what?”

“Just take the money, Kedi. That's all | can sappSasking so many questions,” he said,
leaving her standing there in pleasant surprise.

“I'll take you home when | come back from the batbm.”



Kedibone was still in front of the table, countitng ten rand notes that he gave to her when
Emmanuel grabbed her from behind.

“What are you doing?” she asked, pushing his havalya

“I know you like me,” he said.

“Yes, | like you. But not in that way. Please doat that.”

Emmanuel kept quiet. He pushed her towards the wall

“Emmanuel, please.”

“We're just having fun, Kedi.”

“What fun? I don't like this.”

He placed his forefinger on her lips and his otierd went down to her left upper leg.
“What are you doing?”

She could not believe it when his hand went undgmker skirt, moved his hand up and
down her thigh, eventually pulling down her panties

“Emmanuel, are you crazy?”
“Just keep quiet, Kedi. Keep quiet,” he said, jalenched, voice firm and low.
She froze. She had never been touched that wayebefo

She tried to push him away but the amateur rughyaslremained where was, moving only
as and when he wished.

His index finger went underneath her panties, smakirough to her vagina.
“Emmanuel, stop it. I'm begging you. Please stdp it

He pulled out his finger from her vagina, pushirg kegs apart with his.
Tears swelled her eyes.

“What are you doing? Please let me go,” she bedgadyoice weakening.

He pushed her down to the floor. She tried to fight off but it was all in vain. He pushed
her legs apart again.

He shoved his finger into her vagina.

“Emmanuel, please don’t do that. | am begging ybe)’ voice was so weak, almost
whispering.



“I'm begging you. Please let me go.”

He unzipped his trousers with one hand and helditwn to the floor with another.
Kedibone called her late motherljgb mma, weg

He put his hand on her mouth.

She could not scream. She could not move. Shengetaesisted. She closed her eyes and
allowed everything to take place.

He pushed his erect penis around, looking for tiieaace to her vagina. She felt it moving
around, and went it in with haste.

She cried silently. No sound. Just tears.
Not even her breathing made a sound, just hiswelh when he came.

Once he had done what he wanted to do, he stoadpg®d his trousers, dipped a hand in
his pocket, took out another stack of ten randsatel gave it to her. She pushed his hand
away. He threw it at her and went to the toilee $bunted the notes. It was two hundred
rand. She put it in her bra, wiped her thighs withandkerchief and went to the toilet.

She had been in the toilet for not longer than autet when he called her.
“Come on, Kedibone. Let’s go. It's getting latevant to sleep.”
“Voetsek,” she screame@o away

She came holding a roll of toilet paper in her hand followed him to the Ford Cortina that
was parked behind the restaurant.

The trip that usually took fifteen minutes felt fhuonger that night. Kedibone could hear all
the sounds the car made when it pulled off frominitersections, when it picked up speed
and when it slowed down. She could hear when itiwéisst, second, third and last gear. It
was as if the whole trip took place inside her kkul

All that time she wished she could give the cargsiret it fly and drop her at her
grandmother’s matchbox house. But the driver cdro forever. All she wanted was to get
out the car.

At last they arrived. He tried to force a smile.
“I'll see you tomorrow. Goodnight.”

She said nothing, got out of the car, banged tloe dod headed straight to the back door of
grandmother’s house, which was always kept unlocked everybody was in.
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Kedibone thought she was dreaming when her grarftentdok out a handkerchief to wipe a
tear.

“Slaap, my kind,” she sai&leep, my child
“We will figure out what to do when we wake up fretmorning.”

Kedibone’s eyes were wide open throughout the niti whole thing was playing itself
again and again in her mind like bioscope, andyetrere it would seem more real than the
last time.

She could even sense his smell, hear his hurregttong. She could hear herself begging
him to stop. She could remember the first thrusd, laow violent it was and how disgusted,
dirtied, violated, betrayed and powerless she felt.

Kedibone was so wide awake she could even heamwihes of people leaving the township
for work at ungodly hours.

She also heard when Tebatso, their backroom bqaaids his girlfriend to her home very
early before her grandmother woke up.

She eventually fell asleep on top of the blank&lse was woken up by her grandmother with
a cup of coffee.

“My kind you’ll catch flu. Why are you not wearing anythiti MmaMosadiwatlala asked.
She put coffee on the dressing table and moveeictoKedibone.

“All shall be well. I am very sorry you have to goough this. It shall pass, my child. That
dog shall have his day. My mother can hear me tiwrgrave.”

Tears started flowing again.

“I'm sorry, grandma. | don’t know what to say or.don really sorry. Maybe | could have
left when everybody left,” Kedibone said, covermgyself with adonkey a cheap grey-and-
white blanket.

“No, it is not your fault. | can see that boy hastlyou. His father will know me tomorrow,
ek sé vir jou’

Kedibone stood up and looked out through the windbwas still dark outside. The moon
and the stars shone very bright. Up in the skysstsanphatlhalatsangethe bright morning
star that outshone all other stars and was alweeykast to disappear to give way to the sun.
She remembered the folktales her grandmother wsedrtate to her abountphatlhalatsane

Those were the days of innocence. Now EmmanueVisdehtly taken that innocence away.
She didn’t give it to him. He took away it withcagking. He took it away because he could.
He took it because he had the money to get hinofombuble. It's a rotten world this one.



“Grandma you can go back to sleep. This coffee hestold already. I'll make another one
and bring to you.”

Matlholaadibona was woken from slumber by Kedibané his mother’s conversation in the
middle of the night.

“Goodness! | had a long and tiring day at the ddfsna, it’s almost four o’clock and you
and your granddaughter are holding a conferengeslipposed to be awake at half past five.
Can’t you give me some peace?”

“Askies, my kind wasn’t aware that our voices were that higlvéke you up,” the old
woman said to her son.

“But now that you're already up, maybe as Kedibsneicle and the only man in this house,
you better come here because something very bazkehag to your niece.”

Matlholaadibona made his way to children’s bedrofinaing the two women seated on the
bed.

“Your niece arrived from work last night and neg&pt. She’s been crying the whole night,”
she said.

“Molato ke eng?” he asketlVhat's the mattér
“There is a big problem, my son.”

Turning his head towards Kedibone, he asked “Haxesyarted seeing boys? | have warned
you about being out in the township streets attriigh

The old woman interjected.

“Matlholaadibona, wait. This poor girl was kept ags her will at work after others were
sent home and then the son of the restaurant a&ped her.”

Tears started streaming down Kedibone’s face. lrsrdmother hugged her.

“Mma, what are you saying? My blood is boiling alreaBi!gaan daai hond doodmaak,”
Matlholaadibona screameldn going to kill that dog

“Wait, my child. Fighting fire with fire will not blp us. You don’t want to end in jail. And
even if we take that boy to the police he’ll getagwith it because his father has money for
the lawyers. Poor people like us are at simply@’&mercy, my child,” she said.

“Mma, are you saying that the bastard must now rapaiete and | must just let it go? Is
that what you’re saying?”

“Don’t raise your voice, Matlholaadibona. We don&ve to wake up the neighbours. What
I’'m saying is that we need to make them pay. Rigivt my daughter’'s daughter’ is hurt. She
is deflowered in a way no girl must be deflower€ke dignity of my household has been



brought down. My husband must be turning in hiwgr&8ut I'm saying that we can’t act out
of emotions because it won't help us in the end.”

Matlholaadibona had a habit of stroking his beah@rvthinking hard.
“I hear you,mma Now what are you saying? What must we do now?ddked.

“Try to leave the house and pass by those peoghtap. | know that the Portuguese man
opens his shops early. Tell him that we know wizgudened last night and we are going to
the police. Explain to him that according to oustouns, adults report children to their
parents first for their misdemeanours before theessghem on to the people of the law,”
MmaMosadiwatlala said.

“But, where does the payment comernmmé& You just said we can’t take them to the
police,” he said.

“I don’t think they want to be embarrassed. | ththky’ll want to shut us up with money.
That's why I'm saying we’ll pass there to let th&mow that we are going to the police.”

“I get the picture. But if | got my way, I'd bedtat boy until he forgets the name of the
person who gave birth to him!”

By seven o’clock Kedibone’s grandmother was alredm®gsed up and ready to go to town.

“That Portuguese man will pay. My grandchild haser been with a man before. It is not
right that she must be deflowered so violently. {lP@rtuguese man must pay. He has the
money,” the old woman said to herself.

She had the habit of saying her thoughts out loutletting out the steam when she was not
aware that someone might be listening.

“Grandma, what are you saying? Is that why yourditiwant me to go to the police last
night, that you should get money from them?” she alenost crying when she asked.

“My child, you must understand that even if we gdhe police, that dog will not go to
prison. You are only going to embarrass yourselfetling the whole Galeshewe Township
what that monster did to you. They are going tovkewerythingek sé vir joy’ the
grandmother said.

“Grandma, are you saying that making them payeasottily thing that can make them feel
some pain? What about me? This is not easy for me.”

“Kedi, | understand. But life is hardyy kind You also know that | cannot even afford to buy
sanitary towels for you. At least during schoolitiays you spend your days there and have a
meal. What will you eat here all the school holsl&#yyou are not going there?”

She stared at Kedibone, who in turn said nothing.



“My child, this world does many bad things to gialsd women. Almost every woman that
you know has a lot of bad and painful things damkdr by a man. They did not run to the
police. This is a burden all women must bear. li y@ke this Portuguese boy to the police,
you will take almost every man there and eventuadliyody will marry you. Listen to meyy
kind, in this world women carry deep scars in theinrtsed his is just the beginning. You are
still going to see the worst in this world.”

The old woman’s words, however twisted Kedibonautita of them, were beginning to sink
in.

“This is just the beginning. You are still goinggee the worst in this world.”
These words kept on repeating themselves in Kedibdread.

She started thinking about what might happen ifwgéet to the police. She thought of losing
the holiday piece-job and the embarrassment tavtiwe family if the whole township was
to know all the details of what happened last night

Her grandmother’s words kept hammering at the asither skull. But her resolve to see the
bastard pay dearly conflicted with what the old veonsaid to be the reality of a woman’s
life.

The poor girl fought with the cold and harsh réaditof her life. She thought about what
happened to the girls that were rumoured to haee baped. She thought of the women her
grandmother spoke about.

“Almost every woman that you know has been violdigcd man,” the words continued to
beg for her acceptance.

“I cannot let that dog get away with raping me jostause his family is rich,” she said to
herself.

She sat there and said nothing. What spoke thee&tweere the tears that fell on the
tablecloth as she listened to her grandmother thaurgh she could hardly hear a word of
what she was saying.

The old woman, for the first time in her life, cdulot figure out the message in her
granddaughter’s silence, or even in her eyes.

The pair was quiet. The walls said nothing eit@ly a falling pin might have cut short the
silence.

Eventually Kedibone stood up and went to her todeeiroom. After an hour when she
emerged from the bedroom she was wearing brighsleedks and white tunic, with her hair
combed and had lipstick on.

“Let’s go, grandma.”

*kkkk
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There was always a waitress at the door of theida’$ Food Corner.
Dressed in a bright orange top and black skirt,ggsbeted Kedibone and her grandmother.

“Girl, you don't look like you're reporting for dyt Not in those clothes! Tell me something.
What's happening?” asked Catherine, also a knowattetibox among the waitresses.

Kedibone greeted her, ignoring her question.

She pulled her grandmother by the hand, headingrisithe small office at the back.
Diego Da Silva was almost falling asleep when theycked on an already open door.
“Come on in,” he said, pointing towards the twotsea front of the desk.

Extending a hand, he said “You must be Kedi’s mothe

“Good morning, Mister Da Silva. No. I'm her grandiner,” MmaMosadiwatlala said.

“I'm terribly sorry to meet you for the first timender these bad circumstances. But what can
we do? Children are children. They will throw yousioup, I'm telling you,” he said, trying a
smile amid heavy breathing.

“My granddaughter did nothing wrong, Mister Da &ilwour son raped her. Don’t say
children. Talk about your child.”

“Okay. My child has put me in this, Mrs Mosadi.tBunave a proposal.”

“My surname is Mosadiwatlala.”

She looked at Kedibone.

“Must she write it down for you?” she asked.

“Nnyaa, mmalt won’t be necessary. | got it right now, Mrs déaliwatlala.”

The old woman burst with laughter.

“God help us! A Portuguese man suddenly uttersviwals in my language! He, he, he!”
Kedibone gave her a look. Then abrupt silence Walh. Diego carried on where he left.

“As | said, | have a proposal. As | said that cteldare children and you never know what
they are going to do next, this thing that happdastnight was totally unexpected. | have
always thought that Kedi and Emmanuel are good iegdgiou see?”

“I hear what you are saying, Mister Da Silva. Bug things you are saying are not new to my
ears. I'm an old woman. | may even be old enoudtetgour mother. | have seen many
incidents like this one. | have come to you with gngndchild because you are a parent. |
want to let you know, as a parent, that we arewonn@y to the police station,” the old

woman said.
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“Oh, just hold therepuma”

“I'm not done yet, Mister Da SilvaDns is op padWe are going to lay a charge of rape
against your son. | did not come here to ask far y@rmission to go to the police. | came
here to let you know that I'm handing over yourl@ho the law. That's how my people do
things. Adults don’t hand children over to the haithout telling their parents,” the old
woman said, banging the table.

“Mrs Mosadiwatlala, | think there is a way this estcan be solved without involving the
police. Please, ma’am. Let’s talk as adults andfsge can't find a solution. Please, ma’am,
I’'m begging you,” he asked, hands on hands onabletput together as in a prayer.

“What are you actually saying, Mister Da Silva?é tbld woman asked.

“What if | compensate you? | don’t mean to say gmatr granddaughter’s pain is worth any
price, but what else can a parent in my situatio?’'d

The shoulders he shrugged were almost invisibéebody covered in a mass of fat.

“Believe me,ouma If | could turn back the hands of time | couldkedast night disappear
completely. But | can’t. All I'm pleading for is & we find some understanding.”

He pulled the drawer and brought out a brown ermpeeléle put it on the table.

“There is thirty thousand rand inside this envelopeu can take it and let this incident be
forgotten.Asseblief, oumd know it's not easy to forget about somethirie lthis, but this is
the little | can do.”

MmaMosadiwatlala looked at Kedibone.

“A re ye go bua kwa ntle, ngwanake,” she said tognanddaughtet.et’s go and talk
outside, my child

“You don’t need go outside. How much time do yoedif2| can leave the two of you here.
Let me get someone to prepare a meal while | rdhegmther shop. Don’t worry, it's on the
house. I'll be back in half an hour,” Diego saithrgling up to leave the room.

The small office sighed with relief when that whafea man exited.

“Now what are you saying, Kedi? With that kind obney we can start a new life,” the old
woman said.

“Whatever you decide it’s fine with me, grandmagdibone said.
Catherine came in with a menu.

“Kedi, you're important today. What's happeningZ®Amnou marrying Emmanuel? Why is
everyone so quiet?” she asked.
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She ignored her, focusing rather on the menu.

“Cathy, you can give us today’s special? My grantiraplikes Coca Cola. You can make it
two. Please stop asking so many questions,” Kedilsaid.

Her grandmother looked at the brown envelope onable. It was sealed.
“How do we know there is real money inside?” shieeds

“If we take the money, we’ll have to open the eopel and count it. He said it is thirty
thousand rand. | think it is little, grandma. Heghincrease it.”

The old woman'’s jaw almost dropped.

“Are you mad? | have never touched more than ooestéind rand with my hands in my life
and you are saying thirty thousand is little? Youstrbe mad, little girl!”

“Oumamato us thirty thousand rand is a lot of moneytouthis family it's nothing.
Otherwise they wouldn’t have offered it. They ha¥kered us what they can afford. We must
stretch so that they can feel the pain,” Kedibaxid.s

“I hear you, my child. But this thing of asking forore is making me uncomfortable.”

“Oumamabut this was your idea. | wanted to go to thegaolAll I'm saying is that | have
gone through a lot of pain. What if Emmanuel hagagbk been doing this to other girls and
this is how they always get away with it?”

“So, how much more do you want?” the old woman dske

“Let’'s say we want thirty-five thousand rand, grenad If they don't agree, we’ll tell them
we’re going to the police station now.”

Catherine arrived with the food and the drinks.
Diego came in just when they started eating.

“Sorry | took a little bit longer than anticipatddound health inspectors at the other shop. |
think the guy who runs a shop next door must havéhe&m on me. But it was a small matter.
They always want bribes. Easy.”

He pulled a chair.
“So, what's the verdict?” he asked the old woman.

“We agree to your proposal but we think your oftelittle, Mister Da Silva. We want thirty-
five thousand.”

“What?”

“Jy het my gehoor,” she saiou heard me
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He looked at Kedibone. Her eyes were fixed on iiet side of the small office, where there
are no cabinets or anything. That’s probably wlhileeerape took place the previous night. He
could not be too sure. He didn’t ask the night-lWwatan many questions.

He looked at the old woman again.

“Did she take a bath last night or this morningdoefcoming here? | see she looks and smells
good.”

“No. She did not take a bath, Mister Da Silva. 8hly wiped her face, combed her hair and
put on clean clothes,” the grandmother said.

“I'll give you the money on one condition.”
“And what is the condition?”

“I don’t want to see her in my restaurant agaire 8tust not even come here to buy food. Do
we agree on that one?”

“My granddaughter did not rape herself, Mister Dlaes’

“| said repeatedly that I'm sorry about what hagatouma Unfortunately none of us can
change what has already happened. But that’'s mgitbamm, ouma”

“That’s fine.”

He opened the envelope that had been on the @bdewhile and started counting the
money.

“It's thirty thousand rand here. Are you satisfietd@ asked.
“Yes. It is thirty thousand. Where is the otheefthousand?”

He pulled the drawer and brought out more banksadie started counting. He counted up to
five thousand rand. He put it in the envelope ak Whe rest he put back in the drawer.

“There is your money. | just want you to know thi@s money is enough to buy me a brand
new car,” he said.

“Then teach your son manners, Mister Da Silva.”

The old woman took the envelope and put it in fzy. b
She gave Kedibone a handkerchief.

“Wipe your tears, my child. Let’s get out of thisty place.”
He rose to give her a handshake.

She ignored his hand.
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“Goodbye, Mister Da Silva,” she said.

“It was nice doing business with yoama”

*kkkk

MmaMosadiwatlala had just arrived one afternoomftbe Thursday Methodist Church
women’s prayer meeting, when she found Kedibonmgryn her bedroom.

She went to sit next to her, holding her left hanter right hand.

“My child, I know it's hard after what that Portugse boy has done to you. | wish | could do
something more to help you. | wish | could carryypain.”

The sun was nearing the western horizon.
“Don’t you have homework to do?” she asked.

“I have some homework, grandma. But | must stilsivancle’s overalls. | spilled coffee on
the clean ones by mistake. He’'ll be angry whendte gere and find that it’s still dirty.”

The old woman looked at the white overalls in theskng basin, and then at the wall clock.

“I think you must do your homework. I'll wash theseeralls. They should dry up quickly.
It's still windy outside.”

Kedibone admired her grandmother’s strength. At of sixty-three she still got around
to do some house chores without complaining. SHeewp earlier than many people in the
neighbourhood. She was always neat. She hatedhgtaya dirty house.

“If you walk around in clean clothes and your hainicely combed, then your house must be
spick and span too. No man will marry a woman wdionot keep her house clean,” the old
woman often said.

Thursdays and Sundays were her best days.

On these days, especially Sundays, the old womakecdothe meal township folks called
colour film. This is usually white rice, some meat and a waoé vegetables. These
vegetables would be different colours, heoour film. So they would include beetroot,
pumpkin, potatoes, carrots and spinach. The mesloftan not without mayonnaise, tomato
sauce or chutney. In most cases families wouldegaththe table to eat together at lunch
time. That would likely be the only time they udedk and knife to eat.

After waking up early to clean the house as ifdceive visitors from faraway places and
cooking, the old woman would then bathe for a longg in big washing basin before
emerging from her bedroom proudly in her red andenthurch regalia. She would never go
to church in ordinary clothes. Not even on a daledvy rains. She was the woman of
prayer, and the red and white made all the diffegzen
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When MmaMosadiwatlala got out of the gate, withibldand hymn books on one hand a
beaton the other hand, many people in the neighbowttmuked at her with admiration,
some with eyes full of envy. She was a featur&é@@township.

A beatwas a leather pillow, in most cases brown in coand usually small enough to be
held by the hand. Church members “beat” it alorg#ie clapping of hands when they sing
hymns to add rhythm.

Kedibone’s grandmother had been a member of théddett Church women’s movement,
themanyangsince she was old enough to exit the Wesley Gthikelchurch’s youth wing.

She had since handed over the blue and white Wesldgt uniform, along with the
countless T-shirts bearing the faded message “Gaetidne Way,” to her granddaughter.

Only her son disappointed her. Days when he weahtoch, she knew he badly wanted
something from her. Otherwise he flatly refused.tbtek to drinking from an early age. It
was only after a six-month stay in jail for robbiag@atholic priest that he tried to reform
himself and went back to high school to continuemgdorm Three. Teachers and other
pupils taunted him for being an old crock in thassl.

He eventually dropped out and found a piece-jathéndairy in town. He donned the white
overalls and white gumboots every day at work. téeparridge and milk for lunch. He
brought cheese and coffee creamer home every eyemean he knocked off. They
eventually hired him on a permanent basis. He niefethe dairy.

Kedibone was always grateful for the grandmothertsdd. The poor girl had never known
her mother, the mother she was told died soon giterg birth to her.

It had been two months she was violated by Emmaiiughd also been two months since

her grandmother had been by her bedside untiledhadleep. Every morning she’d hear her
grandmother tell her uncle, Matlholaadibona, najado the Portuguese restaurant and cause
a fight.

“Our child has been deflowered in a manner that hsideeply. But they have paid us the
damages. Please don't go there and fight with them.

The uncle never went.

But Kedibone heard that one day her uncle met Emwelaat OK Bazaar in town and
slapped him. It was one loud slap. People watchdubiror. The manager called the police
but Emmanuel just told them to let him go.

“Your uncle stood there. He said nothing. Emmatmael turned pink but also said nothing.
The police came and all Emmanuel said was thatdreéed to go home. One policeman
wanted to arrest your uncle. Emmanuel said he wagaing to press charges and he was not
going to make a statement. The store manager taldyncle to leave,” they told Kedibone

at the Wesley Guild meeting.
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Kedibone’s grandmother decided that the moneyah®ely received from the Portuguese
family should be used to build a house in Dikhuduitigge. She was born and grew up
there. She came to Galeshewe Township when sheéphaifter her husband died while he
was working at the De Beers Consolidated Mineswsm@ed to return to the village. At that
time her late husband’s payout was not enoughitd buen a three-roomed house. It was
sixteen thousand rand. She used one thousand tllghgir debts and invested the rest at
Barclays Bank without any idea of when she woulthdraw it.

“My child, we can now return to our real home. Ttas/nship has many strange behaviours
and rules. In the village we can keep the sheeglandoats. We can also cultivate
vegetables because yards are bigger there. Waucameswith my pension because we will
not have to pay rent.”

*kkkk

It was already dark when MmaMosadiwatlala and leéghbour, MmaBaard, got off the
municipal bus in Hulana Street on their way backbaince they left around eleven o’clock
when they went to the Thursday women’s prayer mgedt the Methodist Church.

While they were still long, these meetings were &tdlowed by visiting the sick at their
homes or in hospital. The women of thenyanowould often split into groups, depending
on the number of the sick that needed to be prégreaind where they were. Sometimes they
even brought them food and toiletries.

On that particular Thursday, MmaMosadiwatlala anddBaard decided to go to the hospital
in town because their neighbour’s teenage son bad admitted after being beaten to near
death by police officers for loitering in HadisoarR, a white suburb on a Sunday afternoon
without an explanation.

“ljoo, MmaBaard. | still can’t believe those policemeam beat up a person for just walking.
Sies, mahThe poor boy had not stolen a thing. Have youndeev bad his face looks,”
MmaMosadiwatlala asked.

“It's a shame, my friend. The sad thing is thash&l the white policeman stood there and
laughed while the two black policemen from our komabeat him up. Why did they do that?
To show the white man what they can do to their,dwaid MmaBaard, spitting on the
ground.

“What hurt mewenaMmaBaard, is that these policemen are the sanidrehiwe raised in
the location. Now they behave like possessed poeslaut to maim and kill at any given
opportunity.”

“No wonder they burn their houses and drive thetodthe location in the middle of the
night in winter like a pack of dogs,” MmaBaard adde
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“The only thing we can do now is to keep prayingtt@od hears our prayers that one day
Nelson Mandela comes out of prison to lead thissbtguMaybe we’ll no longer have to hear
about our husbands and children being killed bypiliecemen for just walking,”
MmaMosadiwatlala said.

The two women were approaching their homes, tlegirand white uniforms bright under the
giant Apollo light. Children were still playing aitle the yards, their parents also streaming
into their homes from work. Minibus taxis were hagt dropping off passengers.

“Mosadi I'm getting worried,” MmaMosadiwatlala said, léag on the gate.
“You remember about the incident with the Portuguesy two months ago?”
“Yes. | remember. How is Kedi coping,” MmaBaard egk

“She still prefers to stay alone in the bedroonsth@eekend we went to Pages to buy her
some new clothes. She also went to perm her hizenl gave her some money to visit my
sister in Alexandra. But she is still not gettirggter. She still cries at night.”

“It's going to take time, my friend. Rape causegengain inside than outside and the pain
inside takes much longer to heal. Sometimes theipaide does not heal at all,” MmaBaard
said.

“I know, mosadi But | have a bigger worry. Ke belaela gore Kedbbegile leoto,” she said,
almost whispering. suspect that my granddaughter might be pregnant

“You don’t say! What makes you suspect that?” MmaBaasked.

“Yesterday morning | found a wet patch of soil justen | went out to water my flowers. At
a closer look | realised that someone might hax@ith up and covered with soil. There are
only three people in my housapsadi It's not me. It can only be Matlholaadibona or
Kedibone. Having been through what she’s been girpshe’s the likeliest one. I'm getting
scared.”

MmaBaard held her friend’s hand.

“I'll pray for all of us tonight. If she is that wathen God help us. | don’t know what's going
to happen. We must just take it all to God in praye

*kkkk
Matlholaadibona was not used to his mother wakm@nound half past five in the morning.

“Mma,why are you up so early?” he asked.
“I have to go and see MmaPico before she goes tk.Wo

MmaPico was a member of the burial society andenatshe Kimberley Hospital. She was
almost as old as MmaMosadiwatlala, nearing retirénfghe had assisted in delivering most
children in the township.
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“Ke ngwanake yo,” she would say every time she maathild whose mother she
remembered assisting during labolinis one is my child

Most of her neighbours often sought her advice eaith matters before they could see a
doctor.

“There is no need to wake this early. | can takerymurial society contribution to hanma
Or are you in need of some pain pills?”

“No. I'm not sick,” she said, lowering her voice.
“I think there might be something wrong with youece.”
“You mean?” Matlholaadibona asked, moving his righhd above his stomach.

“I think so. Let’s pray it's just my suspiciongwanakelf it's like that, what are we going to
do?”

“My God, | don’t know what we’ll do,” he said, botting his overalls.

“This suspicion is eating me inside, but it's time face the reality. If she’s like that, we
must figure out what to do. But we can’t live wgtspicions for too long.”

The old woman reached for the door.
“Have a good daypgwanakePlease don’t say a word to your niece,” she i dopodbye.

MmaPico lived just a block away from MmaMosadiwkla house. At that time of the
morning, the streets in Galeshewe were already Withypeople going to work.

A police van passed her at high speed.

“Can’t these people think for a moment that theylddit a person walking in the street?”
she thought.

She was not aware that the police van was follomedn ambulance, also in a hurry.

“Ao Modimo wa me. A mongwe o tlhabilwe ka thipa @&p she asked herself, not aware that
she was talking loudlyOh, my God. Have they stabbed another?one

She walked faster, lest she found MmaPico alreadye g
Fortunately, she found her right at the door, retadgave.
“Dumela, mma,” MmaMosadiwatlala greeted.

“Morning, MmaMosadiwatlala. | know that when anyrof neighbours comes to my house
at this time there must be a problem. But you foonredalready on my way to work,”
MmaPico said.

MmaMosadiwatlala decided to walk with MmaPico te thus stop.
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“I'm sure you have heard that my granddaughter neasntly raped by a Portuguese boy in
town,” she said.

“Nothing stays private in this townshimosadi | have long heard about that. How is Kedi
coping? | hardly see her these days.”

“She cries most of the time. She still preferstay slone in the bedroom and she does not
talk much,” MmaMosadiwatlala said.

They upped their pace.

“But the reason | wanted to see you is that | scisghat the Portuguese boy might have left
her with a bun in the oven.”

“Oh my God, you don’t say!”

“Ee, mosadiOtherwise | would have woken up so early to came see you. What bothers
me is that the situation she is in does not makasy for me to simply ask her to come with
me to the clinic,” MmaMosadiwatlala said.

“Yes. The poor thing is very fragile. She is prolyatbnfused. I'll figure out a way around
this. Let me pass by your house when | come baxk frvork tonight.”

They reached the bus stop almost at the sameasttee bus.

“Let’'s meet tonight. Have a good day,” MmaMosadiafat greeted Mmapico, who climbed
into the municipal bus.

*kkkk

When MmaPico returned from work that evening stesed by the Mosadiwatlala household
to ask if she could go with Kedibone to the hodpdmorrow morning.

“l just want to check if that Portuguese boy did leave you with any disease, my girl,” she
said to her.

Kedibone agreed.

By half past six the next morning Kedibone wasladissed up, waiting to hear MmaPico
calling “Kedi” with her soprano outside the gate.

In no time the impeccably dressed nurse was walksitg by side with Kedibone to the bus
stop.

Kedibone realised by the way other nurses, clesésurity officers and even doctors, black
and white, greeted and addressed MmaPico, thavatsome sort of a matriarch at the
hospital.

“Martha, please take this girl for tests. She waently raped and no tests were done on her
after that. Please do all the necessary tests amgl iter back to me?” she asked a younger
nurse.
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Kedibone was taken through a myriad of tests; bkudi urine samples taken and forms
filled. The young nurse later took her back to MimcaPwho was sitting in an office that
looked very neat though she was surrounded byditelsforms, filled and blank.

She reached for her handbag, took out a ten raredamal handed it to Kedibone.
“My child, go home. I'll bring the test results tight when | knock off.”

In the evening when MmaMosadiwatlala heard som&aoneking on the door, she knew it
was MmaPico. She had been waiting for her sincerseiclock.

“Dumelang, bagaetsho. A lo tlhotse?” she greeBabd evening. How was your day
“We had a good day except that waiting is not adgfeeeling,” MmaMosadiwatlala replied.
She called Kedibone and asked her to make teadon.t

“It's not advisable for you to call her. In faciviant us to talk in privacy,” MmaPico said,
raising her left hand.

The two women decided to walk to MmaPico’s housst § stone’s throw away.

“Mosadi we did all the tests on your grandchild this mogrand | wish | had good news for
you,” MmaPico said.

“Oh, holy God! Am | going to be strong enough foisP”
“You just have to be strongiosadi God never forsakes us in times like these.”
MmaPico pushed open the gate for them to enter.

“I can’t believe this boy is not at home at thiméi of the night,” she said, referring to her
only son, Lesego.

The two women sat down. MmaPico went to the kitcéweth came back with two cups of tea.

“Mosadi firstly the good news is that the Portuguese didynot leave Kedi with any
disease. | think for that we must thank God.”

MmaMosadiwatlala just nodded and sipped her tea.
“The sad news is that Kedi is pregnant.”

At that point MmaMosadiwatlala shut her eyes fon@nment. MmaPico realised that she was
crying, albeit silently. She got closer to her déetd her hand.

“Be strong,mosadi God will never give you a cross and not blesswih the strength to
carry it. Be strong, my friend. This is the timegige all to God in prayer.”

The two women held hands and MmaPico prayed. Alfi@rshe stood up and called her
neighbour, a municipal policeman, to accompany Mmosddiwatlala to her home.
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“It's late, rra. You never know what these thugs would do.”
MmaMosadiwatlala went straight to bed in silence.
In the morning she woke up much earlier than shallysdid.

Kedibone was woken up by the sound of her grandendttmming “Modimo ha a le teng,
ha a yo mathataThere are no troubles in the presence of the Lord

She got out of bed and walked slowly to her grarithers bedroom.
“Morning, grandma,” she greeted.

“Morning, my child,” the old woman replied.

She realised that the old woman was crying.

“What is the matter, grandma?”

“I'm crying for you, my child. The tests say yoweararrying that Portuguese boy’s child in
you. | don’'t know what we’re going to do. | havewput all on God’s hands, my child.”

Kedibone stood like a cloud of ice had just fakkenher. No word. No emotion. Only tears.
She turned around and went back to her bedroontjrsipthe door behind her. Silence
enshrouded the whole house.

*kkkk

When MmaMosadiwatlala entered Kedibone’s bedrooth wepidation, hours after she had
told her that she was pregnant, she found herdn be

She looked around and upwards. Curtains were pahéddhe door was shut. The room was
dark. She lifted the blankets, starting from thachéHer granddaughter was in tears and she
realised that she had no words to comfort her.

“Kedi,” she called.
Kedibone remained quiet.

“Ngwanakeonly God knows why we are going through what weegoing through. My
heart is sore. Your uncle is angry. What that Rpréise boy did without realising is that he
has changed the course of many lives in those fewites of evil pleasure.”

Kedibone shut her eyes as if she wanted to listaome sound in the distance.

The old woman left the room as if she was walkingeggs; slow and cautious. Minutes later
she returned with two cups of coffee. She put tberthe dressing table and went to sit on
the edge of the bed. She lifted the blankets ag¢@dibone’s eyes and cheeks were now dry.
The old woman pulled the curtains to let some lighbut left the door closed.

“Ngwanakeplease sit upright.”
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She held Kedibone’s right hand with her left haBlde gave her the cup of coffee.

“Ngwanakeour lives have changed forever. We better adbeptreality now. We have to
get used to the idea that you are going to havela in the coming months.”

Kedibone sat motionless. The old woman realisetishe too had not touched or sipped her
coffee since she came into Kedibone’s bedroom.

Tears started falling again, this time from thengiother. The granddaughter remained still,
except for the blinking. Eventually Kedibone said@rd.

“Aumamal don’t know what to say. | don’t know what to.tlo

“Just be still, my child. All shall be fine. Faithifpeople like us must be foolish too. We must
believe that God will take control even when we'tlknow how. That's how we are.”

The old woman took the cup, still filled to therbrivith coffee, but now cold, from her
granddaughter, and left the room.

Kedibone retreated beneath the blankets like aigarinto a shell.

The light of the sun pierced through her windowleing in the mirror mounted on the
wardrobe. She stood up and pulled the curtain la@ddom darkened again. She got back
under the blankets.

*kkkk

MmaMosadiwatlala had been living in silent pain days when one Sunday morning she
said to Kedibone that she didn’t feel well enouglgd to church.

“It would be too bad if none of us goes to chunly, child. At least you must go and
represent us. This house cannot do without Goines like these.”

After Kedibone had left, the old woman called Matdadibona, who had been in his outside
room for the whole morning.

He came in holding a glass of beer.
“Sied You don’t even respect a day of worship,” sheeaoned.
“Askies, mmaBut | had already poured it into the glass whea galled me.”

She stood up, went into the kitchen and came ailit avcup of coffee. He also took one gulp
and the beer was gone. He took the glass bacls tmbim. He came back to the main house.

“I wonder if you are aware of the depth of the peobwe’'re now in. We have to make a
plan. Time is running out. Very soon people wikk sbat Kedi is pregnant,” the old woman
said.

Matlholaadibona went up to the transistor radidr@room divider and lowered its volume.
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“Mma, I'm a man. | wouldn’t know what to do when hendé arrives. You are also of poor
health. | suggest we talk mmangwanén Taung and take Kedi there,” he said.

By “mmangwane” Matlholaadibona was referring to dnist, his mother’s younger sister
who lived in Taung, a conglomerate of tiny villagdsut hundred and thirty kilometres
north of Kimberley.

MmaMosadiwatlala thought that her son’s idea masas. Her sister lived behind the
hospital in a village in Taung called Chief's Codtie to its proximity to the palace. If
Kedibone were to have labour pains in the middldefnight, a neighbour could even get to
the hospital, about a hundred metres away, on foot.

“Ke dumalana le wena, ngwanake,” the old woman. $adree with you, my son

She also felt relieved because, other than her girateefamily, only MmaBaard and
MmaPico knew that Kedibone was expectant. She doeildhken to Taung before she started
showing and the old woman would keep her dignitg dgsciplined mother in the
neighbourhood and in the church.

She looked at the portrait on the wall. It was\Wwedding photo. She was in white and he was
in a black suit. They were smiling, like all bridesd grooms smile on weddings pictures.
She got married to her husband when she was erghtethe was twenty-two. He was
already working at a diamond mine and her fathdrjast withdrawn her from school.

“Taking a girl child to school is a waste because will be married into another family
anyway,” her father said.

She had hopes of at least obtaining JC, the jusdificate that opened doors for some of her
peers in nursing, teaching and clerical work. Wtinenold man said she could not proceed
beyond Standard Four, her heart was broken.

As she looked at the portrait, she thought of hbevlsad always thought that Kedibone
would live her dream. She thought her granddaugierd one day finish high school and
maybe go to college, become a teacher or a nurem the hot-blooded Portuguese boy
came to shatter her dreams.

Matlholaadibona stood up and went to his room.

The house had been enveloped in uneasy silenceisiwas known that Kedibone was
carrying the child of her rapist. Only the radiaamn odd visitor broke the unending silence.
MmaMosadiwatlala had been wondering whether hardgtaughter would be able to love
the child when it was born.

*kkkk

MmaMosadiwatlala knocked on MmaBaard’s door.

“Tsena,” she saidCome on in
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MmaBaard was busy on her Singer sewing machine.

“It's just been me and this machine since this nmgnHave you seen the new teacher who
lives next door?”

“No. | have only heard about this new teacher,” Nioaadiwatlala replied.

“He’s quite a short young man. | think his pardmsight him new clothes because he only
started to work this week. All his trousers neebtecut!”

The two women burst out laughing.

“But how are youmosad?” MmaBaard asked.

“I'm well, my friend. My biggest concern is Kedishe said.

MmaBaard stood up to brew tea and they continu&thtp

“Oh, poor girl. How’s she coping? Did you see Mn@Pas you said last time?”

“Yes, | did. MmaPico took her to hospital for thests and they have confirmed my fears,”
MmaMosadiwatla said.

“You mean she is pregnant?”

MmaBaard realised the kind of problem her friend fecing.
“What are you going to denosad?” she asked.

MmaMosadiwatlala told her friend what her son ssgg. It sounded like a good idea,
MmaBaard concurred.

“Maybe removing her from this place might even hadp to heal. In Taung she will see new
people, hear new sounds and the environment ivillhge is quite different from here. |
agree with you. The sooner she gets out of thisepltne better.”

Later that afternoon when Kedibone arrived at hafter running her grandmother’s errands
in town, MmaMosadiwatlala told her about the idea.

“Grandma, as long as you are happy with that, Itdwave a problem,” she said, shrugging
her shoulders.

Her grandmother explained that she’d come backalesbhewe when she is strong enough
after giving birth, to continue schooling.

“We can rise above this setback, my child. | étdle bright dreams for you,” the
grandmother said.

Kedibone kept quiet.

Matlholaadibona was sent to his aunt to talk toamet a week later Kedibone packed her
suitcase and took the train to Taung.
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The few months’ stay in the village was pleasantiedibone. She got used to the blaring
sheep and mooing cows. She enjoyed watering thetalelg garden and seeing carrots,
spinach, potatoes and onions growing in front of Nebody was in a rush to get anywhere.
All children respected all adults. Misbehaviour wae and frowned upon. The villagers
rallied around anyone on whom the cloud of deathnyrdisaster had fallen. Kedibone began
to look forward to the village her grandmother segfgd they should migrate to. She liked
the laid back life in the village.

After being in the village for a few months she gédwrth to a baby boy and her grandmother
named him Modisa. The name literally meant the Bbepor the keeper. The boy did not
look like other boys born in the Taung District igdal. He had blue eyes, fluffy hair and a
very light skin. The nurses had seen many like leispecially when mothers had been in
urban areas and only came to the villages to gk, beave babies behind and go back to
where they came from.

Kedibone returned to Kimberley very soon after@eistmas and New Year celebrations, in
good time to enrol for the new term in school. Madwas left behind in Taung. He would be
one of the very few coloured children in the viba@ther children called him “ngwana wa
lekgowa,” which meant a white child. That was dois physical features. He looked like
none of them, but was raised like them. He spoksvw&ma, ate porridge and milk and ran
around barefooted like all of them.

Kedibone repeated Standard Eight. Even though sisdkmown to be a bright pupil, this time
she approached her studies with less vigour andhwhitne middle of the year her
grandmother suggested they move to Dikhudung, shead protest.

*kkkk

Dikhudung village was about ten kilometres wesKiofiberley on the road to Campbell. The
sparsely populated village of mud houses and feégk Imouses was on the eastern foot of the
Hill of Witches.

There were many stories why the hill had that narhe. most probable story was that the
founder of the village, the firgigosiof Bakhudu people, was a very paranoid and
temperamental man. He always consulted with tHagelseer, Rradithudi, wanting to know
who, among the villagers, was plotting to kill hifrhe latter would tell th&gosithat so and

so was the spy for the neighbouring tribe and sban Dikhudung would be attacked. In turn
thekgosiwould ask Rradithudi to create a story that trepeuated spy was a witch. The poor
fellow would then be taken to the hill to be execut

The execution would be a simple but cruel act aidgpéanged on a tree until the poor soul
departed from the body. He would then be burieal deep grave that would be filled with
stones. That is how the hill came to be known tkHBau as “Thaba ya Baloi,” thdill of
Witches

It was not only the spies who met the wrath ofdhief, Kgosi Kgarubane. Old and ugly
women who were also suspected of having causedethih of some people in the village
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would also be hanged and buried in the deep gmavdise hilltop. Th&gosiwould always,
with the help of Rradithudi, find someone to blaimethe devastating drought or the deaths
of livestock.

People hardly went up to the hill. Whoever wenthgre would be suspected of going to
consult with the evil spirits that brought bad luokthe village. Even the ones whose
relatives met their death by hanging and were durethere, never went up to the hill. All
the graves were unmarked, making it almost imptessdofind a relative’s grave.

*kkkk

Dikhudung village was also surrounded by farmiodked like an island in a sea of
greenness. No agriculture was taking place in ilteege, only the diamond digging that had
already exposed the village’s intestines to thelhand taunting sun.

On the western foot of the hill was the river thatvs throughout the year. It was along the
banks of the river where most of the digging w&sngplace. The villagers had since ceased
to fish because they would be chased away by tigeds’ security guards for trespassing.

Even without guards being around, the river codtbe accessed due to the many holes that
had been dug and left open along its banks. Maargtethey would fall into the holes.

Without the fish and water for their vegetablesnynaillagers had come to rely on selling
their labour at the diggings so that they could fmod and other essentials. It was almost
forgotten that at some point they fished, plantegetables and kept livestock. Then they had
the river.

Things changed the day one white man in a suit cdarsee thé&gosiabout the possibility of
the land being rich in diamonds. The man took samples and three months later some big
machines were brought to the village.

It has been three generations since then. Thaeiéacould no longer take their livestock to
the river. They could no longer fish. They could feich water for their vegetable gardens.
Women could no longer go to the river to wash @sttiMen could no longer bathe in the
river in the early evenings. Young men could nggemwait for young women when they
came to fetch water. Boys and girls could no lorsyam in the river when days were hot.

Without the river life changed for the worst in Bidung village.

A water hole was bored and a windmill was put ughentop of the hill, but then instead of
more wind, there was more heat and the windmill pednout very little water. The villagers
also had to share the borehole water with theisémrcattle, sheep and goats.

The situation became hopeless.

They began selling their livestock. Sheep and gibetg sold at Galeshewe Township, mainly
at the time of cultural and religious ceremonieattl€ they took to a very big auction in
Vryburg, two hundred kilometres further north oe tihad to Zimbabwe.
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Very soon there was not a single cow in the villagesheep and no goats. The only sounds
were those of heavy machines that were milkingvthege of all its diamonds day and night
as if they were in a hurry.

It was said that royalties were paidkgosi Kgarubane, the sixth in the lineage of Bakhudu
chiefs since the breaking away of the group froenléinger Batlhaping tribe.

In stark contrast, villagers were poor, even bydtamdards of the white men who sucked
diamonds out of the intestines of his land.

His son, the heir apparent, was studying at a usityein England, just like him and his
brothers. His house, with its brick fencing and te@hvalls, was a mansion.

It had been a decade since the patsto, the tribal general meeting in which royalties and
other tribal affairs were often discussed.

Thekgosioften had a reason why tpaso could not be held. In the meantime, his village
bled its diamonds and no one but he among the Bakpaople got wealthier in the process.

Most healthy-looking men toiled at the diamond dhgg. The only hope for better change
was the children for whom the Berlin Mission Sogiead built a school.

*kkkk

After disembarking from the bus that continuedtsrjourney to Campbell, Kedibone and
MmaMosadiwatlala entered the village. There wag onk entrance and a dirt road that led
to and went past the royal place, then to theatette village.

A lorry with men in blue overalls at the back pakdeaving them in a cloud of dust.
“These men work in the diamond diggings, my chikhid the old woman.

“E le gore ba epa dikgaraga?” Kedibone asketlthey dig the ground in search for the
diamonds, grandnia

“Yes, my child. This land of our fathers has beag tbr many years now. Maybe it is just
hollow underneath our feet.”

Kedibone laughed.
“Really, grandma? Won't the surface collapse jlgt hollow underneath our feet?”

“No, my child, there are pillars that hold the radfthe shaft so that the earth would not
collapse.”

“And how did you know about all these things, gnara®”

“Your grandfather worked in the diamond mines, thet shallow diggings that you see here.
He had a boss, Van der Merwe, who used to enjohaonyebrewed beer.”
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“Was Van der Merwe not a white man, grandma?” she

“Yes, he was a white man from the Orange Free Sthsefather was a mine manager and he
also became a mine manager.”

“So, a white man enjoyed your homebrew? Are yokinglabout the sorghum beer that you
always make, grandma?”

“Yes, I'm talking about the very same sorghum kibat you know. Van der Merwe used to
enjoy it. In the beginning other white men usetktbhim that it would cause him to run to
the lavatory very often. Then they came with aitsof stories. But he never paid attention
to them,” the old woman said, laughing.

“Grandma, you must have been adding somethingatiooier that made the white man defy
all his friends and come to your house everyday!”

“No. | used the normal ingredients that all theeosttvomen used. | just had a good hand.”
“What are those ingredients, grandma?”

“I usedditlhekwathat we gathered from the veld to make beer. Whisra season when
there are ndlitlhekwain the veld, | would use brown bread flour andviancsugar. The only
thing that | added all the time was dry yeast,” dleewoman explained.

The best homebrew was the one in whidthekwawas the main ingredients. The brewer
had to crush slightly ripditthekwaand add them to lukewarm water that had brownrsuga
and yeast. It had to be left for over a periodnad tlays to ferment and then it would have its
notorious kick.

Ditlhekwa the old woman continued to explain to her grandtiter, are wild fruits. They
are brownish when ripe and are mainly found inehearts of the country.

“We used to feast oditlhekwabut they made us thirsty. You also had to be pabecause
most of the fruit is seed, which you needed nat@aty the skin tasted sweet. Now, because
most had no patience, they eat the whole thingrandd be unable to release anything when
they went into the bush.”

“A0? So, what happened to them?” Kedibone asked nbarassed to laugh.

“Their parents had to either get someone withsihgto help loosen their stomachs or they
had to drink lots of milk,” the old woman said, ¢gning out very loud.

The granddaughter laughed too.
“But grandma, how did the white man find out abpair sorghum beer?”

“Ngwanakewe used to brew beer when there were ceremonsbsasmpho ya badimahe
weddings and when the boys came back from the raouht

Kedibone thought that these ceremonies are norratitpded by black people only.
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“No, my child. Even the white people who got bordukn all the workers were attending a
ceremony would come and look at us sing and darteenext thing they were hungry and
we have to give them food.”

“And then you, grandma, gave them your beer?”

“They wanted to taste it. | remember Van der Measking me what’'s been added to that
beer when so many people were drunk. | said nottiegvanted to taste it. He came back
the following day asking for what'’s left.”

“And then?”

“There was nothing, my child. | brewed for himtdkes one day and one night to ferment. It
must be in a closed container, normally a calabastad to be covered with something on
top and had to be in a warm part of the room.”

“So, Van der Merwe came after two days to get biglsum beer?”

“Yes, he gulped a cup full and when he was donledieed me straight in the eye and asked
how much did | want for the whole calabash.”

“How big was the calabash, grandma?”

It was this big, she said opening wide her handhtw that it might have been the size of an
oil gallon.

“He gave me five shillings for it. His workers sdid gave them half and knocked himself
with another half. Before | knew it, | had to brearghum beer for him every Thursday so
that it's ready by Friday afternoon!”

“ljoo, grandma. You have lived in interesting times!”

“Yes, my child. Even th&gosiexpected me to lead the women when we had to taetle
biggestpitsoof the year. Then they would slaughter not leas tfiventy cows and all the
women had to go to tHegotlato cook and brew traditional beer.”

MmaMosadiwatlala, on whom the conversation andctiva of the journey depended,
stopped to cast her eyes far into the horizon.aA fill.

“You know, we used to live happily here when | wasir age. Times have gone and the
world has changed.”

Kedibone didn’'t know what to say. She took out adkerchief and passed it on to her
grandmother. She went back to their original cosaton.

“So, this beer is special?”

“Yes, my child. It was special. It no longer is.ry time young men were initiated by older
men into drinking beer. Women were frowned upahdly were seen drinking. Nowadays,
everybody drinks. They even drink in public, inlfukew of children.Sieg”
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Women were homemakers, she told her granddaughter.

“O kile wa bona kae mosadi yo o nwang bojalwa aktimela bana?” she ask&tihere have
you seen a drunken woman taking good care of higtreh and husband

“Ngwanakeif you are drunk you will burn your food and itlnot taste good. You will also
fall over and kill your newborn baby. Men are bea¥hey have no food to cook. They have
no children to birth, to breastfeed or take carelbky can drink all the time. Women cannot
be like that, my child.”

“Sometimes | wish | lived then, grandma. Not now.”

“My child, God has decided that we must live noustlike those who have lived before us,
we also have a reason to be here at this momedti<Gwt a fool,” MmaMosadiwatlala said.

*kkkk

The arrival of a new family in Dikhudung had toreported at th&gotla the traditional
authority. Thekgosiand his advisors had to be satisfied that thefaevily had its origins in
Dikhudung. Thereafter the new family could settheaopiece of land that thosior his
chosen messenger would allocate them.

The year was nearing its end. Many working peoptéchildren of school-going age were at
home for holidays. But the narrow streets, mostioith were a network of pathways,
seemed deserted.

Dikhudung was vastly different from the sprawliogvhship of Galeshewe. The first thing
that Kedibone noticed was the absence of elegtqgitons in the village. And then she saw
the pit lavatories that were located hundreds dfeseaway from houses.

Unlike in the townships, there were no housesltaked the same and the streets had no
names. There was a kraal next to almost every h@wmae houses were built with mud,
others with corrugated iron and very few with cetrtarcks. Why her grandmother had
decided that they should relocate to such a ptadg,the old woman and her God knew.

After thekgosihad allocated them a piece of land, young men ¢arhelp them set up a
shack and erect a fence. The new family also hé&e iatroduced to the neighbours.

The greetings normally took a form of a traditiopedise poem, known by every member of
the clan and having been passed from generatigerteration.

“Dumelang, dikhudu. Dumelang lona batho ba go tsenka bonya mme ba goroge kwa
boyo. Dumelang lona batho ba go gonyela mo legapmiragdi nagane gore lo matlapa!”

Greetings to you, children of the great turtle/ Yahuo walk slow but get to your destination/
Greetings to you people who can retreat into ydwellé and make the foe think you are the
rock.

*kkkk*k
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It wasn’t long after Kedibone and his grandmothel helocated to Dikhudung when
Kedibone walked past the village’s only shebeenyitoll, on her way to the communal tap.

She couldn’t understand how could people be atbesim, drinking beer, at ten o’clock in
the morning.

“It's not that Galeshewe Township is better. | jagpected it to be better here since grandma
has been saying things about how people behavg Imatiile township,” she said to herself.

“Dumela, kgarebe,” said a man in his thirti€&od morning, young woman

She had been buried so deep in thought that tloe woirprised her. She had not even realised
that the cattle in front of her might be havingeader.

“Dumela, rra,” she repliedsood morning, Sir

“Are you new here? | know everyone in this villdgé | have never seen you before. Are
you perhaps a visitor?”

“No, Sir. I'm not a visitor. | live here. We havely been here for two months. We are from
Galeshewe. | live with my grandmother. My uncle kgm town and comes only on
weekends.”

“My name is Godknows Molehe. I live here. | havebéere for as long as | remember. The
bones of my ancestors were buried here. I'm theo§d@umang Molehe. Tumang is the son
of Kgosiemang Molehe. Kgosiemang was the son dléting Molehe. Itireleng was the son
of Kgantlapane Molehe. Kgantlapane was the sonoats@modimo Molehe, the man | was
named after. All of them are dead except Tumangfatiner, who is also very old and frail.”

Kedibone’s jaw had since dropped.

“I wish | knew my family the way you know yourserMolehe,” she said, remembering that
her grandmother told her that in the village fanslpigger than individuals.

“In the village we are all part of one family. Whgou introduce yourself, you have to tell
people about your parents. It is only when thepgecse your parents that they can
acknowledge you as a legitimate daughter of tHagal,” her grandmother had said while
they were still planning to relocate to the village

“I wish | too had a story to tell about my ancestdim just a plain Kedibone Mosadiwatlala.
| was born in Galeshewe Township in Kimberley.doafjrew up there. My grandmother is
old. She is a pensioner now. She was born hergmdup here. She went to Kimberley
after she married my late grandfather. We came backuse she wants to be buried here
too.”

Godknows realised that time was in flight, the sas already heating up and the cattle had
to be taken to the veld.
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“I hope to see you again, Kedibone. Unfortunatetyuist go and find a better grazing spot for
my cattle,” Godknows said.

“You better go then. Have a good dag.”

Kedibone had only walked a few feet towards the rooimal tap when she turned around to
cast her eyes at Godknows.

“What a man,” she thought.

She realised that she had been smiling all alorgnveimother woman at the tap asked her if
she had been charmed by Godknows.

“He is a good man, that one. Every mother in Dikimgiwould like him to be her son-in-
law,” the woman said.

Kedibone just giggled.

She thought of the muscular man with dark skinvaatl defined features that she just met.
She couldn’t take her mind off his easy smile aedgzt set of teeth, his confidence and his
respectful gestures as he spoke.

*kkk*

Godknows had paid Kedibone a visit several timesmiMmaMosadiwatlala started
becoming concerned.

“My children, if a man does not intend to marry ytben don’t waste your time with him,”
she said.

“Ek sé maar net,” she said one afterndam.just saying

The two lovebirds started meeting at night abdietiayards away from the Mosadiwatlala
household when Kedibone’s grandmother had falleeeps Then later Godknows came
closer, meeting his beloved Kedibone just outdigehiouse.

One night the old woman woke up with the intenwdigoing to the small house only to find
a stranger standing outside her house, holdingtaerddaughter in a way that encouraged
blood to run wild in her veins. She pretended ndidave seen them and retreated into the
main house as quickly as her reflexes could alGadknows and Kedibone realised that
they had been found out.

Kedibone asked Godknows to stay away for a coufptiaygs.
“Maybe she will think that her eyes deceived hishe asks me I'll say she’s mistaken.”

But hearts in love are like birds calling each otl@&odknows returned the next night, not
aware that the old woman had become quietly vigilaoserving her granddaughter’s every
movement after the dark.

33



The following day while Kedibone was busy with helisld chores, MmaMosadiwatlala’s
speech carried weight.

“Kedi, | have heard that your boyfriend’s fathesheerds and herds of cattle and that he’s the
only son. It's about time he stops coming into noyse when he thinks I'm sleeping. He
must marry you.”

Kedibone was caught unawares by the old womarestan.
“ljoo! Grandma, how can you say that?” asked Kediboaeright hand on her mouth.
“O nkutlwile,” she saidYou heard me

“My days on earth are numbered, my child. Your ansla drunkard. It's just a matter of
time he’ll be stabbed to death by thugs. You mesingarried into a wealthy family.
Otherwise how are you going to get out of this pty&

Tears swelling in her eyes, Kedibone looked upwards
“Grandma, we’ve just met. It's not even two mondimsl you're saying he must marry me.”

“My child, if you meet a man from a wealthy famiypu must not let go of him. That boy
must marry you,” the old woman stomped her footranfloor.

“Grandma, | was hoping to go back to Galesheweadigshd night school until | finish Form
Five. Maybe I'll get a good job after that.”

MmaMosadiwatlala shook her head.

“My child, please listen to me. | wanted you toigim school. Even my ancestors know what's
in my heart. But you know what happened and hovgotehere. We're in this village now.
You can go back to Galeshewe and attend night $cimbib you finish Form Five. But who

will take care of me?”

Kedibone told her grandmother that Godknows wascade and half older than her.

“Men have always married younger women. Your gratithr was twenty-one years older
than me. What matters, my child, is whether the n@antake care of his wife. Nothing else
matters,” MmaMosadiwatlala said.

“Grandma, | don’t know. I'll think about what yougt said. I'll talk to him too.”

“What's there to think and talk about? This is abfmllowing our traditions. It's about doing
the right thing, my child. No man enters my houseé touches a woman just to satisfy his
desires. He must marry you.”

“When your uncle comes here on Friday I'm goingeibhim. Things cannot go on like this.
He must go and tell your boyfriend’s father abdus situation,” the old woman said.
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In her early twenties, Kedibone had never had drlewyl before. And despite the age gap
that worried her from time to time, the poor gisvin love. If, for any reason, Godknows
did not arrive after she had waited for him, sh@dn a bad mood. Only a fly could touch
her. On the other hand his presence would lightardife. She wouldn’t stop smiling until

the following day.

But the grandmother was quite strict; she wouldatiotv her granddaughter’s boyfriend to
get inside the house. The poor lovebirds had torgler thenokalatree, even when it was
cold. No wonder Godknows felt that he was presstoedarry. Otherwise he would never
have any status in that household.

Then, almost out of the blue, Kedibone told hendraother that she had spoken to
Godknows and that his parents knew of his intertiboomarry her.

But at that time, the reality that her grandmothieuld have to live alone at her very old age
also pierced through her heart like a red-hot spdse old woman was also getting frailer by
the day.

“Will you at least go and collect my pills every nth at the clinic in Galeshewe?”
“Yes grandma, | will.”

For a moment the room went quiet save for a swhanhgassed in front of the house. In a
minute some uncomfortable peace returned. Butdhgersation did not continue.

“Can | make some tea, grandma?”
“Yes, my child.”

Indeed the marriage, however wonderful it was gainlge for Kedibone, was also going to
break down a beautiful relationship between thedmaother and her granddaughter. They
had been together for as long as Kedibone had deen After the death of her husband, the
old woman could have been buried in lonelinessitiaot been for her granddaughter.

A bead of sweat dropped on the old woman'’s lap.
“This tea is quite hot.”
“Grandma, you always say that heat can only beteopoised with another heat.”

The woman felt a sense of achievement that hedgearghter would get married to an
affluent family in Dikhudung. Every mother hopeati&odknows would marry into their
families.

*kkk*

Matlholaadibona arrived at Dikhudung village lateFriday night as usual.
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That’'s how he lived; weekdays he spent alone ahthuse in the township and weekends he
came to the village, with all the dirty clothes fas mother or niece to wash and iron before
going back to Kimberley on Sunday afternoons.

It was the end of the month and the people wh@gmt monthly and those who got paid
fortnightly had received their meagre wages andeviiaippy and celebrating.

Downhill was the village’s centre of fun and brayNsaspoto was the happiest woman the
villagers had ever seen. Moving up and down serkiaq@py customers and collecting debts,
she did not even have the time to put the monéyeirbag. She just counted it and pushed it
down her ample breast. She also never used to eowa the names of those who took beer
on credit. She knew them all and how much they olexd The music volume had to be high
so that the petrol generator that was providinggrosuld not be heard over the music.

People got drunk and danced. Those who have hadjenveould simply be taken home by
Tebogo and Tebogonyana, the twin brothers who vebfieMaspoto as bouncers, delivery
boys, cleaners and nobody knows what else.

Matlholaadibona, drunk as he was from town, cowltrasist the urge to pass by Downhill
and get two quarts of beer before reaching home.

He was surprised the candle was still burning wheeapproached home.

“Mma, how come you are not asleep at this time. It rbasway after ten o’clock,” he said to
his mother.

“I have been waiting for you to arrive. You musistravelling at night, Matlholaadibona.
You knock off at five o’clock. | don’t know why yoget here so late. | don’t want to bury a
child. Haven’t you heard that township thugs hawe mvaded our village? On Wednesday
an old man was found stabbed to death and alldnisipn money taken away. Next time they
will kill you.”

“Mma, these boys don’t rob men like me. They rob aficbld and frail pensioners who
cannot fight back. It's you who must not get outted yardmma I'm fine.”

He called Kedibone and gave her the milk and chéegée brought with him every Friday.
This week he also brought meat and some groceries.

“Dumela, malome,” she greeted hi@ood evening, uncle
“Dumela, Kedi.”

Expecting her grandmother to talk to her uncle &lbeu boyfriend, she quickly got out of
sight.

“Matlholaadibona, your niece here is seeing a yauag in this village,” the old woman
started.

“Mma, what are you saying?”
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“Yes. That boy has even been here,” she said.

“That boy is undermining youmma Kedibone must come here and tell me where thys bo
lives. | must find him tonight. Nobody will disresgt my mother while I'm still alive,”
Matlholaadibona fumed.

“Wait, my son. That is not the way. | don’t warduble. | want you to visit the boy’s father
tomorrow morning and tell him that his dog has seakthe line. If the young man intends to
marry Kedibone, let him do so. Otherwise he mustdemy granddaughter alone.”

“I'm sorry, mma | was just angry at the thought of you beingeipected. Tomorrow
morning I'll do as you say. But who are these pe@phe asked.

“They are the Molehe family. They live next to tiner. You'll see a big brick house with a
mokalatree in the centre of a kraal. That's where tlng. [The old man wakes up quite
early.”

*kkkk

Matlholaadibona did as his mother requeskaimakuku a ‘naka tsa kgomas his people
would describe the early morning before the brdakaavn, his head slowly rose out of the
blankets like a tortoise would out of its shell.

He went out to the small house to rinse the bladddrbrush his teeth. Then back inside the
house to wash his face and have tea. He then isdRaheigh bicycle and left.

Kedibone heard the gate closed and her heart skip|bé.

The journey to the Molehe homestead was not timaf. Ith took twenty minutes at the most.
Overlooking the river, curtained by the hill on therthern side, the homestead came only
second to the royal house in terms of size andtpels white paint was bright under the
moon and in broad daylight. Its roof, windows awdidframes were painted in maroon
colour.

Two dogs rushed to the gate and barked furiousMattholaadibona approached. A man
came to the gate that was padlocked. He orderedatpeto go to the kennels.

“Dumela rra.A nka go thusa?” a man came and askedd morning, Sir. How can | be of
assistance to yau

“My name is Matlholaadibona Mosadiwatlala. | améhtr see to Rre Molehe. It's quite an
important and private matter. That's why | wokehgfore herders started tending to the
cattle to come and see him.”

The man opened the gate and let Matlholaadibonandiér thenokalatree. After what
seemed like eternity an elderly man came walking/sbalancing with a stick, towards
Matlholaadibona.

“Dumela, mogaetsho,” he greeté&slood morning, man of our people
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“I hear that you could hardly wait until the sumues out to come and see me. What may be
the matter?” the old man asked.

“Dumela, Rre Molehe. | am the son of Mosadiwatlélaze not too far from your home with
my elderly mother and my niece. | work in town amdy come home on weekends. My
mother tells me that your son has been a regu#owiof my niece for some time now and
we thought it is important that we properly repbis matter to you before it gets out of
hand.”

The old man called the male servant who openeddbefor Matlholaadibona.
“Please tell Godknows | want to see him.”
With the wink of an eye the young man was standirfgont of the two men under the tree.

“This man says he is the uncle of a girl you hagerbvisiting these days. He is here to report
your misdemeanour. Do you know a girl called Kedibdlosadiwatlala,” the old man asked.

“Ee, rra. Ke a mo itse,” Godknows replietes, father. | know her
“Have you been visiting her regularly?”
“Ee, rra.”Yes, Sir

“That’s all | needed to know. Please make somddeas and see to it that the herders are
up'ﬂ

The meeting between old man Molehe and Matlholaadilended with an agreement that
Godknows would marry Kedibone.

Matlholaadibona and his mother consulted with otk&atives living in other towns and then
decided thabogadi the bride price, would be fifteen cows and a @pbsought in broad
daylight to the Mosadiwatlala household.

Kedibone got married to Goitsemodimo Godknows Melgha customary Magdalena
marriage. The whole village gathered at the Mosatlala household to see the bride,
ngwetsj leaving her grandmother’s home to join the nemilkaand take up the new name.

She would no longer be seen in the company of un@darwomen or with her hair or knees
exposed. She would now be a homemaker; clean teh&eep her husband fed, clean,
healthy and bear him children.

A few days later Kedibone and Godknows went toctiramissioner’s office in Kimberley to
sign and obtain a marriage certificate. They wane legally a husband and wife.

Matlholaadibona had to resign from his diary joll aome to live in the village. His aged
and ailing mother could not live alone. The fanalgo had a small herd of cattle that needed
to be taken care of. In a year most cows wouldawnig calves. The herd would have gotten
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bigger. Life had taken a turn for the best. Galegh&ownship was the past, a colourful
memory.

Kedibone and Godknows lived for a while in a set\&room in his father’'s homestead.
About two months later a house his father builtifion was complete and they moved out to
live on their own. Although it was small, it wasala brick house, one of the few in the
village.

They had no child, but were hoping to have one.

*kkk*

The second Friday of the month was a payday faeleho got received their meagre wages
on fortnights.

As usual on days like these, Downhill took the oestage. It became the village’s hive of
activity. Many men came for a cold beer to payutdbdto their daily efforts of working like
slaves for days on end, feeding their often laggrilies.

“Nna ke tlile go iteboga,” they would often be heéaaying.l’'m here to pay homage to my
efforts

Maspoto, an unrivalled busybody with a smile thegtshed from one ear to the other,
negotiated her way through her customers, her amptenot making it easy both for her and
them.

She was also a no-nonsense type, that one. Thasewsdtd her and could not pay her in time
knew that she could walk into any man’s house,@dwaitff the television when the whole
family was watching and take it away.

“Tell your husband to pay me. Then you will get ytelevision back. | did not teach him to
drink.”

Among a throng of men at Downhill, was Godknows &ha, who was as jolly as always that
evening. He had his best friend, the brown bottle.

“Carling Black Label, my friend in good times anaditimes,” he would often say before
downing a beer.

Maspoto was also infamous for dropping bombshetiswleast expected. That evening
everybody could see through her mischievous smiteraving eyes that she was about to
embarrass somebody. She seemed happier than nopst pethe shebeen.

“Molehe, | hear things about your lovely wife irethillage,” she said, and everybody went
quiet in anticipation.

Godknows’ heart started stomping.

“What have you heard? Is someone sleeping with g/l
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“No, Molehe. It is not that one. But people taiig.”
Godknows got more agitated.

“Maspoto, | don’t care whether this is your hous@at. | am becoming impatient. Which of
these men has slept with my wife,” he said, pomhis index finger like a digger’s foreman
trying to impress a young concubine.

“Rra, | hear that your wife has some numbers tattooelen inner left thigh. Is it true?” she
asked with both her hands on her hips and a msotgesmile on her face.

Godknows’ heart sunk to its deepest. He didn’'t kmdvat to say. He sobered immediately.
He looked around and realised that everybody wa.dde saw embarrassment in their
eyes. The silence went for almost two minutes. Sdreg that had been playing on the
jukebox had also gone quiet and nobody went uputanpa coin for another song, or to
repeat Yvonne Chaka Chak&kank You Mister Deejapat had already been played as
many times that evening as the poor singer’s yeauesarth.

He cleared his throat, stood up and went up to Maspie looked straight into her eyes.

“Who told you that, woman? Who told you that myevifas numbers tattooed on her thigh?”
he asked with his finger right between her eyes.

Nobody had ever seen Godknows that angry befoseets were full of flames. He was
sweating and shaking. But his speech was firm &sat.c

“Maspoto, | am asking you for the very last timeh&d\slept with my wife? Tell me or | will
kill you with my bare hands now.”

Maspoto looked at his hands, then up into his fesrgs and started shaking. She had just
turned her head towards a group of men at thedstttorner of her shebeen when Pitoro
shot out of the place like a bullet.

“That’s him,” she said pointing at the drunkard wiaxl suddenly acquired the sprinting
prowess of an antelope.

Godknows looked at the running figure that wasaalyedisappearing into the bush. He
looked at everybody, looked at the brown bottlé Heahad been drinking from. He took it
and threw it at the wall. It went like bombs exm@azh films, splinters everywhere. He looked
at everybody and raised his index finger as if las yust about to say “One word and you are
dead.”

Godknows left Downhill shebeen enveloped in unesdleyce, fire burning in his heart.

He was so angry that everybody in the shebeen @udd hear him breathe in and out. Only
a fool could not predict that either Pitoro or Gondiws’ wife would be dead meat by the time
he had finished with one of them.

With Godknows gone, it was Maspoto’s turn to tie# story of the tattoo.
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Tebogo Mogale, one of the most loyal patrons waditkt to ask for an explanation.

“Maspoto, | have never seen Godknows so angrydtifiel. If Pitoro had not bolted out of
this place, he would be dead by now. We can’t becaoed for nothing. Tell us the whole
story about this tattoo.”

“I will tell because it is you, Mogale, who is asgi You are the backbone of this shebeen. If
it was just anybody else | wasn't going to tell,/abpoto said with a cheeky look at the other
patrons, most of them still recovering from shock.

Maspoto said that it all started the day Pitoro eamher shebeen all smiles the other
morning.

*kkkk*k

“How come you are here so early? It is only nindaxk and you want to tell me that your
cattle are already out in the veld,” Maspoto asRedro.

“Maspoto, | need one quart of Black Label on crdditpay on Friday.”
“But why are you shaking?” she asked.
Pitoro wiped his face with the outer part of histha

“Maspoto, | always pay you on time. Just give me guoart and stay away from matters that
don’t concern you.”

Maspoto looked straight into Pitoro’s eyes as € shspected something. One hand went to
her waist.

“Why do | smell a rat, Pitoro?”

“Maspoto, | was almost caught in another man’s kdhgs morning. | hope that’'s enough for
you to give me beer on credit.”

“And you’re making my shebeen a stop-over?”

“Maspoto, you have just made me say somethingltivauld not say even to my closest
friend. Just zip your mouth and give me beer oditréll pay you at the end of the week
like | always do.”

Maspoto left him sitting on a plastic chair undez tree behind her house. She went inside
and came out holding two bottles. This time sheecant wearing a smile.

“Pitoro, if you tell me everything, you're not ggjio pay for these and | won't tell a soul,”
she said, putting the two quarts on a steel taofeont of him.

Pitoro looked at Maspoto, took one bottle and ofdenhesing his teeth.
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“Maspoto, you're really putting on a corner heti téll but you must first promise that you
won't let the cat out of the bag, because if anyloe®rs about this | am dead.”

“ Ga nkitla ke rothisa mmutlwa madi,” she said mowneg two fingers through her lip#ll
not let the cat out of the bag

“You know, I've been seeing Godknows’ wife for ailety
“What?”
“Hey, don’t be surprised! It's not as if I'm thedt man to have a concubine!”

“Don’t get me wrong, Pitoro. | know that most meavh concubines. It's just that it's
something one never thinks it would be done by [geppu know,” Maspoto said.

“But please zip your mouth, Maspoto. If that maarnseabout this I'll be dead, I'm telling
you,” he said, pulling two fingers across his lips.

“Anyway, this morning Godknows told his wife he wgaing to town to get some medicines
for his two sick cows. So his wife went to the tagetch water and made a signal when she
passed by my house that the man is gone.”

“And then?”

Pitoro went to the house a few minutes after takiregcattle to the veld and finding a grazing
spot for them near the river. Just after enteringkhows’ house through the front door
pretending to neighbours that he was going to fookim, he started kissing and fondling
Kedibone. They had just closed the door and hisses were down to his knees when they
heard Godknows greet Moroke, the old man who livext door.

“l jumped out of the window at the back!”
Maspoto burst out laughing until her cheeks werewith tears.
“Now what did Kedibone do after you escaped?”

“I have no idea. She must have pulled her pantelsacause it was down to her knees. We
were just about to do it.”

Pitoro told Maspoto that he and Kedibone often imadnhents of passion at a friend’s place in
town.

“This was the first time we were taking a chancéhmvillage,” he said.
“That’s a stupid chance you took, Pitoro,” she said

“But I'm telling you, Maspoto. | have never met aman who makes love the way Kedibone
does. She has the energy of a teenager. She diecas initiate on top of you until you get
crazy. That woman can make moves, I'm telling ybudidn’'t have children with Maria I'd
have left her for Kedibone long time ago.”

42



“You mean she can dish out?”
“Even you, Maspoto, can never get close to that ammin

“Pitoro you must count your worda/ena You have never slept with me. How do you know
that Kedibone can do a man better than | can?”

“Sorry, man. But since the first day | got it orthvher, | have never looked back.”
“And then how do you keep up with her energy?”

“There is an old man in Galeshewe who mixes hdrashelps to get your little man up all
night.”

And the story of the tattoo came ouit.

“But there is something about her that is troubhmg. She has numbers tattooed on the inner
upper part of her left thigh. It looks like a datesomething.”

“What? And you have never asked her about it?”

“| tried twice and both occasions she would geasgry | had to go home without even a
kiss. | have since given up. To this day it's silinystery.”

*kkkk*k

Godknows walked into his house like a member ofcthief’s regiment going to kill a lion
that has been devouring the livestock for a longgti

“Kedibone,” he screamed.

“Kedibone, I'm calling you! Can’t you hear?”

“I'm here in the bedroontra,” she answered from the bedroom.

He walked through to the bedroom and kicked the dwen though it was already half-open.

“Rra, why are you shouting? What's wrong,” asked Ked#éovho had been busy packing
the clothes that she had just ironed.

“You know, | thought you are a woman | could trusttle did | know that I'm living with a
snake in my house,” he said, wagging a finger Withsweat dripping from his face.

“Rra, | don’t understand you?”
“You don’t understand me? Is that what you’re sg¥ihm | speaking a foreign language?”

“Rra, why are you so angry? What happened?” her voasalready shaking.
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“Kedibone, when | married you | thought | was margya faithful woman. | thought you'd
never betray me. Now | hear from drunkards at Dalititat you have been sleeping
around!”

Kedibone realised that it was pouring and not regni

“Rra, | don’t know what you are talking about,” shedsaietreating towards the furthest
corner of the tiny bedroom.

At that time Godknows was already pouncing on Hergrabbed by her right leg and lifted
up her dress. She fell by her head on the bed.

He pointed at the tattooed numbers on her thigh.

“If you have not been sleeping with other men, lmathey know about these? Tell me!”
“Rra?”

“Answer my question, woman!”

“Maybe they heard from their wivesa.”

“What? Don’t take me for a fool, you bloody snake | look like a child to you? Eh? Do |
look like a child that you can just lie to? You wam tell me that you have walked around
undressing in front of all the women in this vikgghe screamed.

Before she could even say a word Godknows let deeofeg and lifted up his hands. Then
he clenched his fists and screamed more.

“God, please help me. | don’t want to kill this wam She is driving me mad and if she
continues lying to me I'm going to kill her.”

Kedibone’s eyes were already streaming with tears.
“Rra, I'll explain. I'm sorry.”

“Explain what? Sorry for what?”

B IR I

“You're suddenly stuttering!”

“I ... Islept with Pitoro. I'm ... I'm very soy, rra.”
“You did what? Say that again!”

Godknows invoked the spirits of his ancestors.

“Ke ikana ka Bakhudu ba ntsetsdy ears are definitely lying to me? Earth, pleapen up
and swallow me! | can’t take this anymore!”
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“Rra, | have wronged you and I'm very sorry.”

“Don’t say another word, woman!”

“Rra, please forgive me. I'm begging you.”

“l said shut the hell up,” he barked.

She was already down on her knees, hands helchtrges if she was worshipping.
“Rra, please.”

Godknows quickly grabbed her by the neck and pukkeediead to the wall.

She started screaming.

“ljoo, mma weg

He kicked her in the stomach, ribs, thighs andywbkere else. Her tiny body moved from
left to right, then down on the floor. He descendpdn her. He choked her and beat her head
against the floor. He sat on her and started pugdher face.

“Rra, you are killing me.”
He said nothing. He just continued punching her.

“I married you in broad daylight. | lost fifteer&ds of cattle and a horse on you. And you
still open your legs for another man! What do yaketme for?”

He punched harder.

She screamed more.

He punched and stood up and kicked.

Then she said no word anymore.

He kept on kicking her.

Blood started coming out her mouth and nose. Nalwame from her.
But he kept kicking, albeit with less vigour thahem he had started.
He then left the house, banging the door behind him

He sat on thetoep cupping his face with his hands. Minutes latemeat to his neighbour
Moroke’s house, where men had been drinking horeexxd sorghum since early in the
morning. He greeted called Moroke aside.

“Rre Moroke, | have done something very, very badised a hand and beat my wife. | beat
her badly.”
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Old man Moroke’s ears stood up.

“Son, you have done a very bad thing. Bakhudu ntendd raise their hands to their women.
Is she very bad?”

“Ee rra She is very bad. | think she must be taken tdtspital.”

The old man threw his eyes on the men who had &i&érg in a circle, trying to find a
younger one who was not as drunk as the rest.

“Pule, run to th&kgosiand inform him that Molehe’s wife needs to be tat@the hospital
urgently. Tell thekgosithat | humbly request that he helps with his bakki

Pule stood up and jumped on the bicycle withouti@ston.
Moroke looked at the men who had stopped the cgatien they were having.

“I want you men to hold on to Molehe. He just casied to having beaten his wife badly. He
is not allowed to move, even to relieve himselhdfwants to go to the small house, three
men must escort him. I’'m going to his house tols®ee bad his wife is. I'll be back.”

Godknows was shaking when the old man emerged fiisrhouse.
“Young men, hold on to Molehe,” Moroke repeateddnefgoing into Godknows’ house.

“Don’t let him go! One of you must run after Pulget thekgosito call the police. What |
have seen now surpasses all the brutality | hagesen in my life.”

One tear was falling down the old man’s face.

“What were you thinking, son? Are you mad or whidt®v can you beat up your wife like
that?” old man Moroke asked. He wiped a tear withduter part of his hand.

Godknows kept quiet.

“Let’s finish him, Rre Moroke. He came to you knowgivery well what he had done,” one of
the men said.

“No, my son. This matter is messy as it is. Ledwe kgosi and the police to deal with. This
man is going straight to jail. His ancestors wdogdwith him if he’s not hanged. | even doubt
that his wife will make it,” Moroke said.

KgosiKgarubane arrived in his Datsun bakkie, with Rarld his bicycle at the back.
The circle of men around Godknows had grown bigget the level of noise had risen.
There was uneasy silence when iKgmsigot out of the car.

“Dikhudu” he greeted the men.
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“Kgosi e e mpusang,” they replie@ihe reigning chief

“Moroke, is this the man who beat up his wife taithe’ theKgosiasked, pointing at
Godknows.

“This is our mankgosi He is your subject, the son of Molehe. But hievis not dead. She
is still alive and hopefully the doctors will saker life if you can help us get her to the
hospital in town quickly,” old man Moroke said.

Almost the whole village had converged to find ity Godknows was captured.

“Moroke, get the senior women to prepare MmaMoleti¢éhat we can rush her to Kimberley
now.”

“I shall do as you saygosi”

MmaKobedi and the other women went into Godknoveside. One young woman emerged
out of the house crying.

Moroke looked at a group of women who were standingide Godknows’ house.

“I need another woman to go in there and help.iBydu don’t have a strong heart, please
don’'t go.”

Another elderly woman went in.
Minutes later a mattress was taken out and placéuei back of the Datsun.

A young woman came running to tell thgosithat Kedibone’s grandmother had fainted at
her home.

“Dikhudu I thought that either | or Moroke had to go aell MmaMosadiwatlala that her
granddaughter has been beaten. Now one of yowhés tell the poor old woman the
horrible news. Now | hear that she has faintethdt woman dies of heart attack would that
gossip monger take the responsibility?”

People looked at each other.
“This young man has turned my village upside dovineékgos said to Moroke.
The kgosi sent more women to attend to Kediboneiadmother.

Moroke accompanied tHeyosiand three women, one elderly and two in theitidsr sat at
the back of the Datsun with Kedibone.

“Molehe must be held until the police come heré¢h&i | or Moroke will come with the
police. But we’ll go to them after leaving the wamet the hospital. That man must not
leave,” thekgosiinstructed the village men.
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The bakkie roared, slowly leaving the villagers etdtdg, with a cloud of smoke tailing it.
Once it got to the tarred road, it tried its besteave the village behind. After what seemed
like eternity, the lights of the city appeared &mel brightness increased by the minute until
the Datsun arrived at the hospital.

A security officer at the Kimberley Hospital’'s mantrance saw that the bakkie was in a
hurry and without asking a question, simply dirddigem to the casualty section.

One of the paramedics who were smoking at the parkbne outside the casualty section
noticedKgosi Kgarubane and rushed to him.

“Kgosi it looks like you need some help here.”
He called his colleague.

Kedibone was rushed straight to the resuscitabomrand within a minute there were
machines and pipes of sorts all over her.

KgosiKgarubane and the women were asked to make wdkidarurses and doctors to do
their work. The door was shut and curtains pulled.

“Kgosi | have a bad feeling about this,” old man Morské.
Thekgosinodded.

A neatly dressed woman approached them.

“Dumelang bagaetsho,” she greet&bod evening.

“Who is going to fill in the forms for the patient¥e need her particulars because we are
opening a file,” the woman said.

They looked at each other.

“Moroke, MmaMolehe and her husband are your neighdaoYou must accompany this
woman to open the file. Meanwhile I'll go to thelipe station.”

As Moroke stood up and followed the young womarg taore doctors went into the
resuscitation room.

“Kgosi | have a fear that this poor girl might not suevil have never seen a black person
being attended to by so many doctors in this hakpitow it's three doctors and four nurses
in that little room,” MmaKobedi said.

“MmakKobed,i, it is times like these when we havet our trust in God. When last have you
been to a gravesite?”

“It's been a whileKgosti”
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“That’s the problemmma If we don’t talk to our ancestors to talk to Gamd our behalf, we

give the space for strange spirits to come in. \Eeewot supposed to be here today. We

don’t know what got into that boy. From here I'minggpto the police. But how many of my
subjects are now possessed by the same spirit?”

Their conversation was interrupted by a nurse.

“I have been asked to inform you that the patismvery critical and that we are taking her
upstairs to the operating theatre. The doctorslairgy all they can to save her life.”

*kkkk

WhenKgosiKgarubane arrived in Dikhudung with a yellow pelican behind his Datsun, he
found that Godknows was tied to a tree and his feaealready full of blood. Men were still
sitting in a circle around him, some of them hotgsticks and knobkerries.

The crowd was smaller than when he left with Morakd the women to take Kedibone to
hospital. Some women left the moment Kedibone akert to the hospital. Children were
still hanging outside the three-lined fence, altifothey had been told several times to go
home.

Thekgosigot out of his bakkie, put on his old army hat aradked towards the men and the
man they held captive.

“Men, | have come with these two men of the lawg"daid, pointing at the two policemen
who were coming out of the police van.

“They are here to arrest Molehe. As | said that thatter cannot be dealt with in the
traditional court, | have gone to summon the paieceome to our village and do their work,”
thekgosicontinued to address his men.

At that time people were already gathering. Some=wegen on horseback.

“l told you when | left that no one is allowed tedi this man. Now | see that his face is full
of blood and his clothes are tattered. Some ofhyae not heeded my instruction. But we’ll
deal with that once the policemen have taken chiteedbigger problem.”

One of the men asked to speak.

“Kgosi if a man’s wife sleeps with other men, isn’t than allowed to discipline his wife? |
think we are wrong to involve men of the law insthnatter. We can solve this matter
ourselves. Maybkgosican impose a penalty of a herd of cattle on tras.in

KgosiKgarubane shook his head. He looked at the twiagroken flanking him and realised
that they had taken their caps off. He cast his &aek to the man who just spoke.

“Puophaa, | hear you. | hope you also remembenthah a young man marries, senior men
tell him to seek their counsel when things getajutand at home. This man has not done
that. | don't know what happened. I'm hearing tt floe first time, from you, that his wife
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slept around. Unfortunately the woman is not hergpeak for herself. But what I'm saying
is that instead of seeking help, Molehe went hontelzeat his wife severely. If we let this
go, all of you will follow his example and therel\Wde chaos in my village. This man broke
the tradition that has been respected since theermmgreat-grandfather was reigning here.”

Thekgosihad spoken.

An idiom in his Setswana language said “Lefokodadt le agelwa mosakoSubjects rally
around the kgosi’s final word

Even Puophaa knew that he could not argue witltkglosi The matter was settled.

“You can take him,” thé&gosiinstructed the policeman, who untied Godknows fthen
mokalatree and locked him in the back of the van.

*kkkk*

The sun was about to slip into the western horizban old man Moroke, accompanied by
two people, a man and a woman, entered Dikhudulageiin a white car.

Unlike the police van that left some two hoursieathat day, this one moved in slowly,
almost reluctantly.

One of Moroke’s companions, the woman, was a nairessed in white from her knees
upwards, with maroon epaulettes adorning her sleosid

The man, in a white shirt and a grey pair of tresisioked like an office worker, a clerk
perhaps. He was the one driving.

Before reaching MmaMosadiwatlala’s house, theythastop and wait for a while for a
young herder and his cattle to pass. The herd Imaolsa shut the narrow street. It must have
been twenty or so heads. Moroke winded the windmwttfe dust not to get into the car. He
looked at how the young man proudly prodded thd,Hesw he called some by their names
and how they obeyed him. He saw how well they looKénere was a cloud of dust after the
road was cleared.

The whole village was like that at sunset. Caifesep and goats had to be in the kraal before
darkness settled. Young girls were also startingage fires outside, to cook. Some warmed
water for the men who toiled during the day to wash

“We can go,” Moroke told his companions.

“Turn left at that gum tree and proceed down towdhe river. Be careful because this road
is not really a road. The car might fall into a darand get trapped. I'm too old to struggle
getting cars out of dongas. You are also in cléatines. Drive slow. Kedibone’s
grandmother’s house is the fourth one on the ritjet one with the blue door and window
frames.”
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A handful of people, mainly elderly women, werehgaed at MmaMosadiwatlala’s house.
Eyes darted towards the three people who got otliteofar, but mainly at Moroke, the
familiar one among the three, as they entered tisén

The old woman looked drained. She looked more #ugd earlier in the day. Her eyes were
also red. She was sitting on an old sofa, witlgltlblanket over her shoulders. On either side
were two women of more or less her age. She wabrgpan empty jug with her right hand.

She looked straight into Moroke’s eyes.

“Rre Moroke, are you bringing bad news? Why doueha bad feeling? What is happening
to my granddaughter?” she asked.

The nurse and the clerk looked at each withoutngpgiword.

“Mma, the doctors would like you to come to the hospithese two people will take you
there. This young woman is Sister Mathibela ansl young man is Percy Koboekae. They
both work at the hospital. | will not go back withu,” Moroke said.

The old woman looked to her left.
“God, what are those doctors going to tell me?”
The woman on the left shrugged her shoulders.

“I think you must go, MmaMosadiwatlala. Your gramaddhter has no other person to turn to.
Please, wipe you face and go with them,” the woprathe right said.

The old woman stood up and disappeared into theobed
Moroke cast his eyes at the two people he browgtiite village.

“Now that you have found Kedibone’s grandmothen leaving you. | left my home long
before noon. | don’'t even know if my cattle arghe kraal. | must also report to tkgosi
that | brought you here but that you were in atworfirst report to him.”

“Thank you very much, Rre Moroke,” the young maiusa

“Please remember to tell the old woman that Mmalkdobad two young women are at the
hospital. It's not necessary for her to ask anyere to accompany her,” he said as he got
out the door, putting on his hat.

MmaMosadiwatlala emerged from the bedroom.

“We can go,” she said to the two strangers. Ana gtee looked at the two women who had
been sitting with her on the sofa.

“Will someone stay here and keep my candle burnimygh’t know when I’'m going to be
back.”
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It was already getting dark when the car eventugdlyout of the village onto the tarred road,
facing eastwards to the city of shining stones,Hailgs and broken dreams. As the tyre
wrestled with the tarmac, the silence in the caab®e uncomfortable, quiet like a cemetery
on a Sunday noon. Even the two colleagues weré gsiistrangers who had just met. No one
bothered to switch on the radio.

Something was surely happening, MmaMosadiwatlalaght, many things going on in her
mind, emotions also raging.

“Wouldn’t they have told me if my granddaughter lubeld?”
“God of my fathers, what can be bigger than death¢ wondered.

The journey continued. The car seemed to be matirgfaster speed than many cars. Soon
some lights appeared far in the east. It must éeitly of Kimberley. The lights grew
brighter until they found themselves entering tie through Schmidtsdrift Road.

Eventually the driver spoke.

“That road is full of kudus at night. Thanks God aeren’t collided with any.”
“God is great, my son,” the old woman replied.

The nurse remained silent.

On a Sunday evening, the Kimberley Hospital seeasdolusy as any last Saturday of the
month; ambulances coming in with screaming patientstretchers and heavily expectant
mothers holding their tummies as if babies wereuabmpop out.

The nurse and the clerk led the old woman throbghtaiting patients and their families
through the wards, surgical and dressing rooms toffece where three people were sitting
on the table. They seemed to have been waiting.

“Good evening. We are sorry to have taken to sg.ldhe village is quite a distance from
here,” the nurse said to a man who looked more rtapbthan the rest.

“This is Mrs Mosadiwatlala, she is our patient’sugimother,” the nurse said, pointing to
MmaMosadiwatlala.

Everybody extended a hand to her. The importantenhan first, then the two younger men.
Also white.

The clerk was just about to leave when the impodae ordered him not to.
“Percy, you'll have to stay and assist the Sistiéh wterpreting.”

The five staffers on the table looked at each dtiesitantly. The important man took a sip of
water. He looked at Sister Mathibela.

“Will you tell her why we have called her?”
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The nurse realised that she had no choice undamgestances. She took a deep breath and bit
her lower lip.

“Mma, we had been sent to ask you to come with usetddispital because the doctors have
a very important request to make. Your granddaugétstill alive but she is kept alive by
machines. If these machines are switched off sHdé@/ino more. Do you understand what |
have just saidnmé&?

The old woman kept quiet.
They looked at each other again.
“l think she needs water,” the important man said.

The clerk poured a glass and passed it to Sisténibda. The old woman took a sip, and
another. Tears started rolling down her face. $mesl shaking. Sister Mathibela stood up,
got closer to her. She wrapped her arms aroundith@oman.

“These things happemma Once God has made His decision, we can nevetignés We
just have to accept.”

At that time the important man pushed the formstheden towards the nurse and the old
woman. Sister Mathibela ignored him.

“God is greatmma Please be strong.”

Everybody looked at the nurse. Nobody defies thgontant man.
“Sister,” the important man called. His voice wamfand low.
The nurse looked.

“The forms must be filled. She must sign.”

He pushed them much closer to the nurse.

“Mma, unfortunately Kedibone cannot be kept on the nmashforever. At some point,
maybe even tonight, the machines will have to biscked off,” Sister Mathibela said to the
old woman.

“l understand, my child. | have accepted that tgali
“That’s good, mma. But there’s another thing.”
“What's that, now,” the old woman asked.

“There are people who might die soon unless soma¢hody organs are transplanted in their
bodies. These organs must be from people who h&telied and would not need these
organs once they have died. If you agree, someedflidne’s organs can be removed and be
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transplanted into some of these people who have Wwaéging for these organs in order to
live,” the nurse explained.

“My child, are you saying that my granddaughted wé buried without some of her body
parts?”

“Mma, what I'm saying is that your granddaughter iscpcally not alive anymore. She will
not make use of her organs anymore. There are @&y need these organs in order to live.
Some of them have been waiting so long that theyust about to die unless someone
donates an organ. If you agree that some of Ke@samrgans be donated to these people,
you’d have given about seven people a second chanise. Pleasenma Think about it.”

The old woman retrieved a handkerchief from heasit® wiped her face. She looked at the
forms and a pen in front of the nurse.

“Are these the papers that | must sign to give manddaughter’s body parts to strangers?”
“Yes, mma” the nurse said.
“But, | cannot read or write. Where must | do thess?” she asked the nurse.

The nurse pointed out with all the spaces in tmen$owhere the old woman had to make a
cross and thumb print.

Everybody just looked like a spectator.
“Thank you. Can | get the forms now?” asked theartgmnt man.

“We don’t have much time. Sister, please take Ipstairs to see her granddaughter. After
that she must be taken back home. The surgeonstaitldoing their work tomorrow
morning. Percy, please see if we have enough aylermooms for the recipients. | have a list
and telephone numbers. Please call all of them tamwamorning.”

The important man shook the old woman’s hand.

“It was great meeting you, Mrs Mosadiwatlala. Undmiately | have to attend to other
matters.”

The old woman said nothing. Nobody in the room sarabrd.

After what could have been a minute or so, theath@r men followed the important man.
The nurse held the old woman by the hand.

“Let’'s go upstairsmma You have to see for yourself how Kedibone looks.”

MmaMosadiwatlala had never been in a lift befoilee 8eld Sister Mathibela’s hand tight as
the lift went up and much tighter when it openedtfem to exit.
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It was the old woman'’s first time in the intensoage unit of the hospital. Just before
entering the ward, they were required to wash theids with sanitizer. Only two people
were allowed in. The clerk remained outside.

“Sister, you know these are not visiting hoursjdghe nurse in charge of the unit.

Before Sister Mathibela could say something, thsein charge raised her left hand index
finger.

“Oh, now | remember. It's regarding that patierd ttoctors have been talking about? Is the
old woman the closest family member they could?ihd

“Yes. This is MmaMosadiwatlala, Kedibone’s grandhest”

“Okay, please come through. We have actually mdnerdo that corner. You can take her
through,” she said, pointing to the farthest corbehind the curtains.

Sister Mathibela could feel the old woman’s hanakstg.

“Mma, be strong. Put all in God’s hands. He won't feesgou.”
They got to Kedibone’s bed, surrounded by greetams.

“Are you readymmé? Can | pull the curtains?” the nurse asked.
The old woman nodded.

The nurse pulled the curtain, slowly.

The old woman held the nurse’s hand tighter. Téaosled.
“Kedibone,” the old woman called softly.

Kedibone just lay there, motionless. Eyes shut. V@& breathing through a ventilator. There
was also a monitor with a graph next to her bed.

Her face was covered in white bandages. Only hes,eyose and mouth were not covered.
The nurse asked MmaMosadiwatlala if she wante@edlse rest of Kedibone’s injuries.
She pulled the white sheet from her body. Thereevbenises and scars all over her body.

“She had four broken ribs and many internal ingurehe bled from the inside for a long time
before she arrived at the hospital. Most of tharieg were to her head. It seems she was hit
against the wall. At the moment she is brain-d&hat is why the doctors say they cannot
save her life. This pipe that you see going intorheuth and nose is all that is holding her at
the moment,” the nurse explained.

Once light in complexion, now her whole body wasebl

55



“That devil killed by child. May God save her sauld forgive the murderer,” the old woman
said.

“Mma, what are you saying?” the nurse asked.

“Anger will not bring my granddaughter back. I'mrhu feel like my heart has been pierced
with a very sharp spear. But God said we must ¥@rgur enemies. Who am | to judge? I'm

old. I'm also sitting and waiting for the graveswallow me. Sadly | buried her mother. Now
it's her turn. But who knows God’s ways?”

The old woman turned to her motionless granddaughte

“Kedibone, | don’t know if you can hear me. But &mt you to know that you will be in a
better place. | wish | had better words to say. Batl knows what'’s in my heart. | love you
as | have always loved you. You'll always live ity imeart. Very soon I'll join you in heaven
and we’ll be happy together again. Please great ymther.”

The old woman started crying. Words did not comie ©he nurse wrapped her arms around
her.

“Mma, it's okay. Let’'s go.”

She held on to the bed. The nurse in charge ahtkasive care unit realised that something
was happening. She came walking fast.

“Sister, | see that you need help,” she said tteSMathibela.

“Let’'s go, mma It's God’s will. There is nothing we can do. Weish just accept. Please let’s
go before we disturb other patients,” the nursehiarge said as the two pulled the old woman
out of the unit.

Behind the closed door, in the waiting area, whessbfas where the clerk had been waiting.

“I'm sorry, my children. But this is not easy. Slvas my only child. Her mother died after
giving birth to her. | have been living with hense she was an infant. | have no one. | can’t
count her uncle,” the old woman said, trying to lgetself composed.

“Have a seatinma Let me get you some water. Then we can leave,thrk said.
Sister Mathibela looked at the old woman. She stifisshaking, tears still flooding.
The clerk came back with a glass of water.

“Mma, it's almost midnight. If you want you can slegprgy house. We can then take you
home in the morning,” the nurse suggested.

She looked at the clerk.

“Percy, aren’t you too tired to drive to the vilagnd back to Galeshewe?”
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“I'm tired, but it's really up to our guest. | ddmhind anything under the circumstances,” he
said.

“My children, I'd rather go home than stay a nigkte,” MmaMosadiwatlala said.

*kkkk

Larry Pickover picked up the newspaper at the getdked slowly to the carport and sat
down.

“BRUTALITY: MAN ALMOST KILLS WIFE,” the front pageheadline screamed at him.
He went to page three.

Diamond Fields Advertiser February 22 1986

A 22-YEAR-old woman was rushed to the Kimberleyltais/esterday early afternoon after
she was beaten to near death by her customary leslvdnd with his bare hands.

Kedibone Molehe was transported to hospital intiaek of the bakkie of the traditional
leader of the Bakhudu people, Kgosi Kgarubaney &ie husband, Godknows Molehe, beat
her to near death with his bare hands in their hamBikhudung village, about 10
kilometres outside Kimberley on the Campbell road.

Northern Cape police spokesman, Brigadier Hansiar§waid Molehe was apparently told
at a local shebeen that his wife had been sleepiognd and in extreme anger went home
and attacked the defenceless woman.

“He beat her with his bare hands until she was ursmous. He then went to tell his
neighbour, who then reported the matter to theg#l chief,” Swart said.

Apparently Molehe was apprehended by the village wigle the chief, his right-hand man,
and some local women transported the badly beatanam to the Kimberley Hospital.

Upon arrival in the city, the chief reported the ttea to the police and Molehe was arrested
and charged with assault with the intent to do goigs bodily harm.

“The suspect is currently in police custody and agdpear soon in the Kimberley
Magistrate’s Court,” Swart added.

“My magtig,” he said to himseliMy goodneds

He moved his finger on the outside of the cupeltlittle bit warm. He drank it all in one
long gulp.

*kkk*
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Since breaking away from the Batlhaping nation, ek people had never attracted that
much attention before. Even the leader of Batlhgyg{igosi Mothibi and his royal council
had come to give support to the people they oftégrired to abalala, the poor commoners.

People had come from near and far to attend Kedilbboiehe’s funeral. There were people
with cameras and notepads. Some with microphorgedi@adphones sitting in vehicles fitted
with things that looked like flat dishes facing ieaus directions in the sky.

Men and women, in lighter and darker skins, spepkirtongues other than the one spoken
by the deceased and her mourners, had descended wilage that bore only one sun-
beaten road sign.

Ahmed Patel, the fat Indian man who ran the onhegal dealer shop in the village, had been
making unprecedented profit since the Thursdaygalieg the Saturday of the funeral. His
Dyna truck with its characteristic black diesel smomade trips daily to the wholesalers in
Kimberley, unlike before when he’d simply pack wpck in the boot of his Datsun Mark Il.

Suddenly he had to triple his stock of meat piessoft drinks in cans too.

The weather report on Radio South Africa said émeperature in Kimberley and the
surroundings would peak at thirty-five degrees DslsAt half past six in the morning the
villagers who had already gathered at the tenttihetbeen perched in front of the
Mosadiwatlala home could feel the wrath of thengssun.

Reverend James Oswald, a missionary of the Evarageluitheran Church, who had been
only the third white resident in the village, cladhis black gown and a dog collar, led the
men who carried the white coffin out of the house ithe tent.

A younger woman with a wounded voice led with tlgenh Modimo wa boikanyowhich
meant “Our faithful God”.

Modimo wa boikanydOur faithful God,)
Re ikanya mo go wer(ae put our trust in You)
O gogile borraetsh@dYou have carried our ancestors)

Mo dinageng tsa lenyordrom hardships)

Mme re lopa ka tlhoafalgnow we are praying)
Matshego a re a bonyeng@or the blessings)
O nne Modimo wa ronéhat You stay our God,)

Mothusi mo tshikatshiken@ur Saviour in tribulations)
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Mo ditseleng tsa botshe({o our journey of life)
Goga dikgato tsa rongplease lead us)
Re tle re fitthe kwa o teng@intil we reach our destination)

Legaeng je re le batlan@he home we long for)

Re femele mo diphatse(rotect us from harm)
Re se digelwe ke seféhat we may not go astray)
Re neye se re se tlhokarfgrovide us with what we need)

Dijo le tse di aparwangfood and shelter)

Thuso e re a e lopave ask for all these)
Mo botlalong jwa gago Rrgin Your fullness, Lord)
Mme re tla go itshenkel@ve will seek You)

Re go direle ka metlhdand serve You at all times).

The coffin was placed on stand made of six chaicsfj each other, in front of the table from

which the Reverend Oswald would preach.

He cast his eyes over the mourners, with the frantreserved for the immediate family, the

Mosadiwatlala clan, with Kedibone’s grandmothererad in a checked light blanket.

Once the hymn had come to an end, a young marsatt@s a black formal jacket and a tie,

holding a hand-written in his hand, asked everyhodgke a seat.

The programme director, calledoradisiat funerals, was usually a respected individual in
the village, sometimes a teacher or a person whksmweith documents, like a clerk or a

court interpreter.

In the programme a neighbour had to be called ¢éalspand old man Moroke was the logical

choice.

He began by narrating how the young couple cansettop a steel structure next to his house

the other day.

59



“It was in January, if my memory is not failing nvehen Molehe and his wife came to settle
here. It was quite early in the morning. | remembey well that it had rained the previous
night and it was going to again rain later. Thé w@is soft for us to work on. But | called
more boys to come and help this young man becatsense he would not finish before the

rain came,” Moroke continued.

He went on and on about how good they were as heigs.

“They were my children. Unfortunately they nevedlthildren of their own. But it was still
too early to say. But whenever Molehe had problesitis his wife, he’d come to me first
because his father lived quite far, almost dowrnriverside. The two lived peacefully. Like
all men in the village, Molehe would go and quehahthirst at Downhill. But otherwise he
was a good boy. He respected everybody. He toakafdris cattle and toiled at the diamond
digging like all men his age. Kedibone was a godé.viHer house was always clean. You'd
never get into that house and not have tea, nemativ early or late it was. She spoke to

everyone with respect. Molehe never went out dof hioaise in dirty clothes.”

At that time everyone was listening carefully.

“It was quite a surprise to me when Molehe camaingmto my house, saying that he had
beaten his wife severely. It was really a sho@mistill shocked. But | must say that | have
lost two good children. We are burying Kediboneatpdnd her husband is in jail. | will not
judge him. The courts and God will do that. Theyenveoth my childrenA me a kalo,

bagaetshgd he concluded. “That’s the little | can say.”

Moradisi kept on reminding the mourners, whom he referoeasphuthegothe

congregation, that Kedibone was a young and enengetnan.

“We are bidding farewell to a young persbagaetsholLet’'s show that in the way we sing.”

When that songbird led with a well-known chorGs, a yo mathata, fa Modimo A le teng
which meant “There are no problems when God is wétfi the mourners indeed began

celebrating life.

Thenmoradisiexplained that there would be no iterm@doki the nurse, in the programme.
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“As we know,bagaetshpKedibone was as healthy as all of us before abile her last

breath.”
Thekgosj the father of the village spoke, asking for calm.

“I want to start first by acknowledging the presermdKgosiMothibi and his council in our

village. Even though this is a sombre moment, weepégased to have you hengetsha”
Then he cast his eyes at his people.

“Dikhudu, children of Batlhaping, let us allow tkaav to take its course. What has happened
here has caused pain in our hearts. It has lefithsmany questions. After this funeral we

are going to consult with our ancestors. Our vélagust be cleansed. | also want to ask all of
you not to forsake MmaMosadiwatlala. She is ourhrantl don’t expect to see her with a
bucket of water from the tap while there are yooren and women in the village. All the
children here must know that they are childrenlitadults, and that MmaMosadiwatlala

must not run her own errands in their presenceaWdere to bury our daughter, bagaetsho.

Many things will be said latePula!”

And the villagers also replied by callipgla, “Let it rain!”

And then another hymn was sung to welcome the pezdo the fore.
Reverend Oswald read from his Setswana Bible.

“Revelations chapter twenty, verse twenty-one,bhgan.

It was only him who held a Bible. There was no wseait for people to look for the

scripture.

Then | saw a new heaven and a new earth for teeHaaven and the first earth had passed
away, and there was no longer any sea. | saw thg iy, the new Jerusalem, coming
down out of heaven from God, prepared as a brideutiilly dressed for her husband. And |
heard a loud voice from the throne saying, “Now dweelling of God is with men, and he

will live with them. They will be his people, anddzhimself will be with and be their God.
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He will wipe every tear from their eyes. There Ww#dlno more death or mourning or crying

or pain, for the old order of things has passed waWa

The Reverend closed the Bible and started preachimgye were more people in tears when

he concluded than when he started.

The procession to the graveyard was led by the iRedeOswald and leaders of other
churches.

After the Reverend Oswald had said “ashes to asmab’asked the family to sprinkle soil on
the coffin and say their gratitude to the villagétgosiKgarubane askeldgosi Mothibi to
have the last word before the mourners left theeyard.

“We are all saddened, not only by the brutal kglwf our daughter by our own son, but also
by the taking that never stops. They came heradagdhis land of our forefathers. They took
all this land can give and left its wounds lookingto the skies,Kgosi Mothibi said,

pointing towards the river where the alluvial diaxdaliggings were taking place.

“Now they have disrespected us by taking organs fifee body of our daughter. Don’t they
know that we don’t cut out pieces from our peomé&be we bury them?”

He took out a brown handkerchief, wiped his face laoked at the cameras that were
focusing on him.

“Go well, Bakhudu. | just want you to know thatick peace because of what is happening to
us. Inside of me I'm like the raging waters of ower when thekgwanyapes angry Ke
huduegile maikutloGo well. May the ancestors plead with God to dppeace in our land.
Pulal”

Pula, they said in response as they dispersed, goicigtbahe Mosadiwatlalas to have
something to eat.

Food eaten at the funeral is calledgoga normally eaten without spoons and no salt added
to it. After hurriedly washing hands on basins, tmreéhe men and one for the women,
placed at the gate, people queuedifiogoga Nobody went home on an empty stomach.

The following day men, usually the sauiphiri who dug the grave, would come before the
sunrise to pull down the tent. At the same timem&n would wipe off ashes from the
windows.

*kkkk

Larry Pickover grabbed the copy of the DiamonddseAdvertiser that Magdalena had
placed on his bedside.

The picture on the front page, of happy teenagaebcating their matric results caught his
attention. He knew one of them. The boy in the h@ddas Jaco van Wyk, the son of
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Marilyn. Larry used to teach in the same schoohwir until she died after waging a fierce
fight against cancer for many years.

“She was such a darling,” he thought. The boy e gretty well under his circumstances.
It's quite sad that his mother is not around t@bedte with him. His father is such a poor
excuse for a parent. Had it not been for the faenmherited, they'd be a welfare case.”

He paged through the newspaper, red pen in hand.
He pulled his face.

“Why do they use the word allegedly where they ddwdve used apparently? The difference
is huge. | think this new editor is an upstart.”

Magdalena knocked on Larry’s bedroom door.
“Was master saying something?” she asked.
“No, Magdalena. I'm talking to myself. Don’t worfyhe said.

He looked at the transistor radio on the headbaaddremembered that it had run out of
batteries.

“Magdalena.”

“Yes, master.”

“Please remember to add batteries to the shopEnhy |
He pulled the drawer open and took out a writind. pa
“Dear Editor,” he started writing his letter.

“I have noted that you are ignoring my letters &adch seriously considering approaching the
South African Press Council.”

He realised that the tea was getting cold.

PART TWO

Dating back to the days of the diamond rush inlB@0s, The Star of the West peeps through
its rooftops into the Big Hole. Surrounded by bintgs as old as the excavation itself, with
the tramway passing along its hip, the joint i®agourist attraction of some sort.

It also meant a lot to Piet, who entered its ddorshe first time holding his father’'s helmet
when he was barely twenty. He too, was introduodtie place by his old man.
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“Don’t bang the door of a new car, son. That onenismportant rule in the man’s world,”
Piet said to Jaco as they got out of the Isuzuyréaenter ‘The Star’.

“Sorry, pa,” Jaco said, his voice lowered.

Piet led the way. He always preferred the uppearflMaybe it had to do with the pure white
old rails, or maybe not.

“I like the view of this artificial hill. You knowyour grandfather used to tell me that before
they dug up this hole, this place was once a kdypsv this view gives me an idea of how
this place could have been had there been no didsrtoere,” Piet said.

Jaco nodded.

“Your grandfather brought me here for my first driBut that's many moons ago. Now it's
my turn to bring my one and only son here,” he saidhey entered the bar.

Jaco was not sure what was his father was goiongdier for him.
“I hope he doesn’t know that I'm drinking,” he thght.
Piet tried to raise his voice.

“This place is now playing the music for you youmngys. Everybody is catering for the
‘younger market’ as if we the older guys don’t paywhat we eat and drink,” said
Piet.raising hands and making inverted commas mghndex fingers.

The Kimberley temperature in early January peagrat the mid to high thirties and in the
early evening, most windows at ‘The Star’ werd stile open.

“Let’s sit next to the window, son.”
Piet led the way.
“For the man of the moment,” he said as he puliedchair for Jaco.

“Congratulations, son! You have made me a very ¢ghroan today. | wish your mother was
still alive to celebrate your achievement with asight.”

“Dankie, pa,” Jaco said.hank you, dad

Piet raised a hand for the waitress.

“Two Castle draughts, please,” he said.

Then he looked at his son, whose eyes were alr@adyeplank vioer
“You thought I didn’t know. Didn’t you?”

“I thought you didn’t know what, pa?”
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“That you take beer, son.”

“Pa...”

Piet ignored his son’s discomfort. The waitresaugrd the beer.
“Cheers to you, son.”

A man in khaki shorts, shirt, browrelskoeneand socks going up to his knees, came up to the
two men.

“Meneer Van Wyk. Hoe gaan dit?” he asked, extendiignd to PieMister Van Wyk. How
are you?

“Hennie, long time no see! How’s it going on thenf&@” Piet tried to raise his voice above
the music.

“We’ve had too much rain than we needed recenttylifeugoes on. | can only guess that this
is your son.”

“Yes. Meet my son, Jaco. He has passed matricflyitig colours and we are here to
celebrate,” Piet said.

The man extended a hand to Jaco.

“Congratulations, young man. I'm Hendrik de Klerk.”
“Jaco van Wyk... pleased to meet you.”

“Likewise.”

“Now what’s next?”

“I'm going to the University of the Free State,tdasaid.
The man nodded.

“Not far from home. Good choice. | think you mulaachoose a career that’s not too
crowded so that you can get around the Affirmafiedon policy. If you are white in this
country, you can only secure a job if you haveaae skill. Otherwise the government will
give the job to the black man.”

Piet looked at Jaco and moved his eyebrows.
The man looked at his wristwatch.

“Let me leave you two men alone. | need to see drahe Springboks are ready to defend
the world cup. Enjoy your beer. I'm going to getsalf Klipdrift and Coke.”

“Enjoy,” Piet said, taking a sip of the Castle dyau
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“Hennie is not dumb, son. He might come acrossdigab-ass farm boy, but he has a degree
in agricultural science and another qualificatiodbusiness management. He knows what
he’s talking about.”

He knocked on the right side of his head.

“Think, son. Think.”

*kkkk*k

Thandi Mzimela, the only daughter of Sister Marggdeimela who toiled at the busy
Baragwanath Hospital in Diepkloof, Soweto, had gromto a beautiful young woman.

She was almost the same height as her mother.IS§hbad an easy smile that belied her
assertive character. Her white teeth were made@dnly her glowing dark skin. When she
smiled, her dimples deepened. Her thick hair wasys dark, shiny and neatly combed.

Unfortunately she had never met her father, heheesuld not say whether it was thanks to
his genes that she never gained weight no mattat site ate.

“I know you are beautiful, my girl. But right nownwlant you to focus on preparing for a
better future. Boys will take your virginity awapédgive you a baby. They will dump you
and move on to the next victim,” her mother said.

Thandi was a shy girl. But Sister Mzimela had alsvagid that shy people are often
scheming.

“They are quiet but they can do horrible thingsibdtyour back,” she always said about
introverts.

But Thandi had not had a boyfriend. When other mesnbf the Wesley Guild, the youth
movement of the Methodist Church, started havimafienships, she stayed at home.

One Friday afternoon when she was supposed todatterusual meeting, she didn’'t go and
her mother was surprised.

“Thandi, aren’t you supposed to be at the churc?idgister Mzimela asked.
“I'm not feeling well today, mom. I'll go next week

Next Friday came and passed. And then the nextfolh@yved by the other and so forth until
Sister Mzimela pressed for an honest answer.

Thandi relented.

“Mom, | can’t go there because I'm not too comfoteawith the way some boys are looking
at me at the guild meeting.”

“Why don’t you tell your leaders?”
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“Our leaders have boyfriends and girlfriends in godd. They'll simply laugh it off.”

That was Thandi Mzimela, a well-mannered girl wearhed all the things that her mother
had taught her.

Sister Mzimela was also brought up by a single miotfho lost her husband when he was
crushed by a moving commuter train on his way fwonk. She raised Margaret on a
domestic worker’s wage and put her through higloskiMargaret was later admitted for a
nursing course at the Baragwanath Hospital.

After finishing the course, she met a young mamfidelareyville in the Western Transvaal,
Gopolang Ditiro, an intern. He was about to quadifya medical doctor. He was two years
younger than Margaret.

“This is arithmetic, Maggy. Don’t worry about nunmibg he used to say.
“I can’t date a younger man, even if | find himrattive.”

“Do you really believe that, Maggy? | have told yaauntless times that | love you. | don’t
care about your age. What is two years anyway?”

One night Margaret Mzimela had found herself atdbetors’ quarters. The two had made
love. In the middle of the night Gopolang askedfhiend, Godfrey Kgomo, who was already
a qualified doctor, to lend them his Peugeot 40% Gar snaked through the city of
Johannesburg.

Suddenly there was a siren and blue lights. Thag Wweing pulled over.
“Curfew,” Gopolang remembered.

In his heart he cursed the government. He cursed/kedy who worked in the public
service. He stopped the car.

“Good evening, Sir and ma’am. Are you aware thatngonot supposed to be in the city after
ten o‘clock?” asked the white sergeant.

Gopolang remembered that Godfrey kept his whité aod stethoscope in the boot. He had a
plan that could get them out of trouble.

“I'm a doctor, officer. We are from Baragwanath Idital. One of the patients that | have
been taking care of is in a critical condition ante. All our ambulances are out. I'm using
my private car to go and fetch him,” he said agdteout of the car to fetch the white coat
and the stethoscope from the boot.

“And you ma’am? Who are,” asked the black constable

“I'm Sister Mzimela. I'm off —duty, but Doctor Ditb asked me to come and help him with
the patient.”

The cops looked satisfied.
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“Doc, there is not much traffic at this time of thight. Just be careful of the tsotsis,” the
sergeant said.

“Thank you, officer.”
The Peugeot 404 got back on the road.

“I hate that black constable more. It was like reswvaiting to be instructed to arrest us. The
bloody fool,” Gopolang complained.

Margaret touched his left shoulder. She pressgently.
“Don’t let him get to you.”

They continued with their journey northwards uttigy got to Alexandra Township where
they ended at a place where liquor was sold dtaalis, albeit illegally.

“I have known this place since | was doing my fiysar at medical school. | don’t think it
will ever get closed. The black police officerscalsly here,” Gopolang said.

They bought three bottles of red wine.

“The other two | will sell. We all do that. Whoevewsmes here buys more and sells to others.
This place is far,” he said.

When Margaret woke up, she had the headache afaaldeand it was already six o’clock in
the morning. She had to report for duty at sevehdad not have a freshly washed uniform.

“Gosh, what am | going to do now?”
“Honey, don’t you only need clean underwear an®top

“Yes. Are you telling me that you'll run to my horaed pick them up? My mother will kill
you. | even had to lie and say | was working dousblit.”

“No, honey. While you are taking a bath, I'll sigpash them and iron them dry.”

Gopolang was like that; fun-loving and caring. Alwat someone else’s service. When he
loved, he loved. When he made love, he made lotle aili his heart.

Little wonder then that Margaret was admitted ®ititensive care unit after she found out
that her prince charming had a string of girlfriendll of whom were treated almost the
same. She never loved a man again. A month laterestlised that she was carrying his
baby. She told him, but could see by his smile igaivas not really happy. She was not
surprised to hear that he suddenly took a tratgfEastern Transvaal. She heard nothing
from him until she heard that he had been buried.

“He was shot dead by a policeman who found himed With his wife,” they said.

Thandi understood why her mother had warned henstgaen.
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“They will dump you and move on to the next unsusipg victim,” her mother said so often
that she could even predict when she was goingytdhat.

Sister Margaret had hoped that her daughter wdulti/sat Vista University in Soweto and
would sleep at home every night. Now she had ttodgloemfontein. But children are
children. Once they have made up their minds they want to leave home, there is very
little a parent can do. After all, Thandi had nelezd away from her mother at any time in
her life; had not been out of Soweto for longentiiaee days at any point in time. The
course that Thandi had decided to study was alstanght in most predominantly black
universities. Admission into traditionally white ivarsities was also a mountain to climb for
pupils from township schools that lacked the mastibresources.

“Mom, I'm really looking forward to the university.

“That’'s good, my girl. After four years | expectwyto come back to Soweto with a B Pharm
degree from the University of the Free State. Itdall you where to work, but I'd be
delighted if you can come and work at the hosgitelrmacy at Baragwanath.”

*kkkk*k

In Soweto, the day before matric results are rel@@sa day like no other. Body
temperatures and blood pressure rise. Some paler{swith one eye open, some don’t
sleep at all. Some have nightmares. Some have dsebwrautiful dreams about their
children’s bright future and end up staying awak#l the break of dawn.

But for the youngsters who are waiting for thesuks, it's a night vigil. Music is played
until the early hours of the morning when the neaysp arrives bearing the news that would
brighten their days or shatter their dreams.

Sister Mzimela was on night duty and she had téldndi not to worry about going to queue
for the Sowetan newspaper at the taxi rank.

“Around two o’clock patients are always asleed.d and queue outside for the paper,” she
told her daughter.

Even though other youths from the neighbourhoodlgvba going in groups to the filling
stations and spaza shops at taxi ranks to waith&®onewspaper to arrive in order to get their
results, Thandi was glad that her mother relievexdoli that duty.

“Ngi ya bonga ma,” she saitlthank you, mom

By the time Sister Mzimela arrived at the Baragwhnaxi rank, across the Old Potch Road
from the hospital, the queue was already twentypleelong. About ten minutes after waiting
for the paper to arrive, there were already fifteeso other people behind her.

The spaza shop owner realised it was time to eettie waiting customers. He switched
the radio on. At that hour of the morning Johanoegs youth radio station, YFM, was
dishing out one hit after another, resembling & jokx. But who cared? Music kept waiting
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bodies moving from side to side, young hips gyatnd oldies feeling let down by age.
Youngsters danced up a storm. One would never kmogther it was because they knew
already that they’d passed or whether they didaré anyway. But danced they did.

When the white Nissan 1400 pick-up van arrived whibusands of copies of the Sowetan
newspaper, the queue had grown dramatically. Numdparthousand, even two, it snaked
from the taxi rank, past the subway up to the 8h3oEye Clinic. The spaza shop owner
screamed at the top of his voice that they shoelddiient.

“There are enough papers for every one of you.oAg ks you have the money, you will get
your paper. There’s no need to push your neighb®fter the results you'll still need him.”

Some laughed. Some jeered at him.

“Don’t waste our timeywena We want to know if our children have passed,tsae man in
his forties.

Sister Mzimela remained quiet and calm. She lo@kdtle huge Baragwanath Hospital on
her right. It looked like a sleeping giant, unlike Friday and Saturday nights when many
patients were wheeled in with scary injuries. Strew her eyes in the direction of the
morgue. The end of the painful road, she thought.

“Maybe one day my daughter will work here as a ptaist,” she thought and smiled.

It was her time to get the paper. She paid, toekpthiper and walked away. She stopped at the
gate and went in the security watch house.

“Sanibonani,” she greete@ood morning

“I want to search for my daughter’'s name on thisggaway from all those annoying
nurses,” she said to Baba Mthethwa, the night wagch

“Who are you talking about? Thandi? That one hasgd,” Baba Mthethwa said, throwing
his hands around.

Within seconds Sister Mzimela had found her daughteme. Thandiwe Rose Mzimela had
passed with a matric exemption, taking three sabj@ith distinctions.

“God is great,” she said in soft voice, almost \pkisng. Tears started flowing. Baba
Mthethwa hugged her.

“Your daughter did well, my child. I told you shadpassed.”
“Ngi ya bonga, baba,” she respondkthank you, Sir

She wiped her tears and walked back to the wartth&ueyes were still fixed on the
newspaper.
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“Sister, you'll hit the walls if you don’t look wiie you’re going,” said Peter, the ambulance
driver.
“She must have passed. Didn’'t she?” he asked.

“Oh, Peter. You are God-sent. Yes, my little gabklpassed with flying colours. | want to ask
the Sister-in-charge to go home. Will you be abldrop me off at home if you’'re not busy?”
she asked.

“This is you and Thandi’'s big day, Sister. I'll daything for you. I'll be at the ambulance
station.”

It didn’t take long before Sister Mzimela got t@ thmbulance station, finding Peter drinking
coffee.
“We can leave once you have finished drinking eeff

*kkk*

The big orange and blue letters bearing the wodidsversiteit van die Vrystaat/ University
of the Free State,” shone bright in the sun andtgreeveryone entering the university’s
main gate on the R64 road.

It was just after eight o’clock in the morning ahé@re was already a queue of vehicles going
through the security checkpoint. The visitors’ antre had the longest queue.

Judging by registration plates on cars, peopleginmtheir children to university came from
near and far. Some cars bore registrations pledes fesotho, the Eastern Cape, some even
from the former homelands of Bophuthatswana andskai.

“Winds of change,” Piet thought.

Just a decade earlier one could hardly see a ldaeknear this place. Now young black
people are all over, in their colourful attire ligeacocks. Hair styles ranged from table tops
to imported Indian hair sewn into kinky black hair.

Once the bastion of Afrikanerdom and drawing itsolar mainly from farming towns of the
Free State, Bloemfontein was fast ripening itselb¢ reaped and enjoyed by all and sundry.
Institutions of learning had their doors reluctgridpened to all races, much to the annoyance
of those who had them exclusively as their owrhattime of racial segregation.

Youths with rucksacks and student cards hangin@myards, walked past the vehicles
through the turnstiles into the university premisesemingly they knew their way around the
campus.

“Son, this is the day we have been waiting foridhwyour mother was still alive to see you
walk through the gates of the university,” Pietidai Jaco.

“I'm very grateful,pa. | also wish ma was still alive to see all this.”

He wiped a tear with his right hand.
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“You see, son. | and your mother never had the dppity to study at a university. At your
age | was doing the national service and then keain your grandfather’s shop until |
drove ambulances. | have been a farmer most offey |

“I'lll make paproud,” Jaco said.
“You better, son.”

After the few minutes of stop-go, stop-go it wasmtwally Jaco and Piet’s turn to go through
the security checkpoint.

Coming straight from Diamantveld High School in Kiarley to the university, Jaco had
never seen an institution as imposing as the Usiityeof the Free State. There were streets
and avenues within the campus, buildings everywlpeeple here and there minding their
own business, cars and bikes parked all over theepl

“Pa, this place is huge. It's almost like a town!”

“Yes, son, it's huge. It's bigger than many smalhs in the Northern Cape. They have bank
teller machines, restaurants, pubs, even rugbyackket fields too.”

They stopped to ask for directions. The young mho telped them said he was from the
town of Welkom in the gold fields. He was a thireby commerce student.

The Isuzu double cab parked in front of Huis Vermdo@ male residence named after Dr
Hendrik Verwoerd, the Prime Minister of South A&ibetween 1958 and 1966.

“This place will be your home for the next four y®ason. | want you to get settled first.
Your scooter will be here in two weeks.”

“That’s okay,pa. | must still find my way around this huge placégtco said.

“You must also see if it will be safe here. Thiag® is now open to all kinds of people, even
those who are not used these sorts of facilitiesirécooters might disappear sooner than
you can blink, son.”

Jaco ignored what his father had just said. Instegaldoked at the building that was about to
swallow him. He looked at the well manicured lanaisthe students going about their
business with sling bags on their shoulders ankisaaks on their backs.

They started taking his bedding, clothes, booksjlfaportrait and transistor radio to his
room.

“I can’t believe you have brought the Diamantvelalzer with, son!”
“Pa, please.”

“Son, you must grow up. You are no longer in highaol. Bringing a high school blazer to
the university shows that you are refusing to tebfyour childhood. You are now becoming
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a young man. Please, don't take this blazer into yoom, son. Let me take it back home.
Please?”

“Okay, pa.”

“Have you used you new bank card yet?” Piet asked.

“Pa gave me some money. | have no reason to usattenow, pa.”
Piet shook his head.

“Son, I'm surprised you haven’t rushed to the maehb try out your first bank card. There
is enough money in there for you to survive the l@moonth.”

“I'll walk to the shops tomorrow morning, pa. llstvant to feel the place out first. And
maybe make a friend or two.”

The Van Wyk men shook hands.
“Not a Sunday must pass, son. Not a single Sunday.hear me?”
“What is pa saying?”

“I heard there is NG Kerk in this campus. Don’'tdeie Sunday pass without you setting a
foot at the church unless you are bedridden, son.Rhow how | have raised you.”

“l promise you, pa.”
The Isuzu roared.
“See you in two weeks, son.”

“Tot siens, pa’ he bid his father goodbye.

*kkkk

The lecture hall was three times the size of ssd@®iamantveld High. Half the time Jaco
could not hear what the professor was saying, &vaungh his very first university lecture
was conducted in Afrikaans.

Perhaps next time | must sit on the front row,Heught.

The feeling was overwhelming. The difference waszamng. No bell rang for them to get to
class and for the period to end. No one said angtabout students making noise. The
professor addressed them as ladies and gentlemienoys and girls.
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But much to Jaco’s disappointment, all studentssrclass were white and Afrikaans-
speaking. One of his teachers at Diamantveld hadim to expect mixed race classes.

“Next year you are going to interact with peopletifraces and languages. If you are wise,
you’ll use the opportunity to learn other peopletdtures and broaden your mind,” the
teacher told them at the matric farewell.

His English teacher in standards nine and ten gpedrhired Thabo Mbeki for his command
of the English language and how he extensivelyepi@¥illiam Butler Yeats and
Shakespeare in his speeches.

Thabo Mbeki was the country’s deputy president wleco was in Standard Nine and
became president the following year when Jaco dittim

His English teacher had printed and made copidhabo Mbeki’'s inaugural speech for all
the pupils.

“My children, | want you to look beyond skin coloaimd judge a man by the content of his
character. I'm borrowing here from the great Amanmicivil rights leader, Martin Luther
King Junior. When you read Mister Mbeki’s speeaby’if see the beauty of the English
language and how this wise man has carefully ssdegbrds to emphasise things such as
power, compassion etcetera,” the teacher saidpuitie in his face and an air of confidence.

Jaco secretly hoped to have a black friend or twalmost every well dressed black man
who spoke English well on television, he saw Thigteki.

However, his father despised the president. A bEmflishman, his father called Thabo
Mbeki.

Now at the university he saw fewer black faces theexpected. And they spoke languages
he could hardly understand.

Towards the end of his first week on campus hewasng for his turn to use a card
payphone and the guy in front of him spoke Englidéwas wearing a shirt and formal
trousers and had neat short hair. Maybe Thabo Mbeked like that when he was younger,
Jaco thought. But the accent told the guy he wasauoth African. Perhaps he was
Zimbabwean.

“Sorry, | took too long,” the guy said when he irsadl Jaco had been waiting for a while to
use the phone.

“No problem, Sir.”

He couldn’t believe he had just called him Sir. Bwtas too late to retract what he just said.
The guy was already gone.

*kkkk

74



A lazy early evening walk from a convenience streoss the road from the university was
spoiled by a sudden drizzle.

The evening was fine with warm temperatures anéa sky when Thandi went out to buy a
phone card and True Love magazine.

After she had just left the store, she passed tumg men she knew from the university.
One of them was a member of the Student Represen@dmmittee. She knew him because
he was one of the loudest during students’ gemeeatings and was one of the two black
members of the SRC.

“Hey, Thandi! How're you? Please come join us. Wedve fun,” Mister SRC said.
Thandi just looked ahead as if she didn’t hear him.

Mister SRC pressed the horn of the university eawhs driving. She still ignored him. He
decided to drive towards her. He stopped the gat im the middle of the road and put the
hazards on.

“Please join us, man. It's Friday evening. Whatyue going to do at the res?”
She couldn’t ignore him any longer.
“I can’t hear you. Your music is too loud,” shedsai

Mister SRC’s friend and a female companion weténgitat the back. The man had a green
bottle in his hand, probably beer. The female camgrg who already looked sloshed, was
holding a bottle containing something that looki&d tider.

Mister SRC lowered the music volume and repeatedbestion.

“I'm going to my room. | have an assignment to work I'm sorry. Maybe next time,”
Thandi said.

The man at the back opened the window.

“Hey wenaZulu girl! Loosen up, man! What's the matter wybu?”
Mister SRC turned to the back and reprimandedrlaad.

“Thandi, I'm sorry. He is like that when he is dkumut, please join us.”

She still said no and carried on walking. For sdeve metres Mister SRC drove next to her,
hoping she’d change her mind. He gave up.

Thandi was getting used to life far away from hoBleemfontein was nothing like Soweto.
But even though she lived on campus in town, sh& veechurch in the township on
Sundays. She preferred the traditional Methodistr€inwhere the singing and preaching
was done in Sesotho and IsiXhosa. Of course there interdenominational services on
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campus but nothing was like the church she gremughe wanted to see women of the
church in the red and white uniforms.

She had never been a club person, and when otleettsowt clubbing on Fridays and
Saturdays she would stay indoors.

That evening as she walked down the road backmpua from the store, she found herself
singing Brenda Fassie®oo late for mamaShe stopped herself midway, wondering why she
was suddenly singing that song with its bitter-sweessage.

Then the heavens started opening up. Goodnessirfhbad a sleeveless top on, and her
residence was still some good three hundred matvay. She’d be drenched by the time she
got there.

Suddenly a motorbike pulled in front of her.

“Hey, hop on! | know it won't protect you from thiain but it will get you to res a bit faster,”
a young white man said.

Without a second thought she jumped on the back.
“You'll have to hold me with both hands, otherwigms'll fall.”

After a minute the bike pulled in front of Huis Wewerd. By then the drizzle had become
light rain.

Thandi was not sure whether to wait at the entraf¢€uis Verwoerd until the rain stopped
or thank the stranger that gave her a ride anceleae looked at him with an unsure smile.

“Thank you very much,” she said.

“No problem,” he said, extending a hand.
“My name is Jaco.”

“My name is Thandi. Pleased to meet you.”
“Likewise.”

He asked her to stick around until rain had stoppditiough she felt awkward standing at
the entrance of a residence in which only whiteaséived, she agreed because the only
other way was to get wet and maybe even catch flu.

They started talking about what they were studging where they came from.
“I've never met anyone from Soweto before,” he said
“I've also never met anyone from Kimberley!”

They both laughed.
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Jaco asked her to wait for her while he went in.
He came back holding a sweater in one hand.

“I think you better wear this. It's not that warmyanore. You'll give it to me when we get to
your res,” he said.

She looked at him as if to ask if he was sure.

Diamantveld Hoérskool was written on the blue amitevsweater.
She took it and wore it.

“Thanks.”

The rain stopped and they walked to Huis Madeleine.

Though there were not many people outside residemc&ampus at that time, Thandi felt as
if she was being watched while walking with a wigtey.

The university community was not racially integdatBlack students and lecturers were few
and lived on campus as though they were trespasBinay were members of the campus
community but not really part of it.

On the other hand, white students and lecturemmegdo have fun. They played rugby and
cricket, had barbeque and drank beer on weekemgsstlidents had small cars and bikes and
most attended classes conducted in their own layegiery few of them had black friends,
and when they spoke to their black counterpartsag on matters they could not avoid

talking about such as course content and work.

Thandi took off the sweater when they got to thieagice of her residence and gave it to
Jaco.

“Thank you very much, Jaco. I'd be wet and freeziogy had you not stopped to help me.”
“Don’t worry. It's okay. I'll see you some othenie. Have a good night.”
“You too.”

She opened her arms wide, readying to hug him, tonlgmember that this was a white guy.
She was pleasantly surprised when he moved clogarg her.

“Goodnight, Thandi.”

“Thanks and goodnight, Jaco.”

The girl at the reception shook her head as Thapglioached.

“Wena, makgowa a mo a tlile go go bolaya,” she.3alkite people in this place will kill you.

Thandi ignored her and walked through to her room.
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*kkkk

In her room Thandi was watching a repeat of Germrsit It was her routine. After taking a
bath and having breakfast, she would go to studywio hours before coming back to the
room to watch all five episodes of her favourite@e that she could not watch during the
week. After that she would go to Mimosa Mall to @rat movie. All her Saturdays were like
that.

A commercial break had just ended when the intersigmalled.

“Thandi you have a visitor,” the lady at the receptsaid.

She went downstairs to find Jaco waiting for hdre ®as taken slightly aback by the visit.
“Hi, Jaco.”

“Hi, Thandi. How are you?” he asked.

“I'm well and you?”

“I'm doing fine. Sorry to bother you. | was wondsgiwhether you're in the mood for a walk.
| need a few things at the store across the road.”

She was not too sure what to make of this reqbesshe agreed to go with him.

*kkkk

Since his arrival in Bloemfontein, Jaco had not enadany friends. He spent most of the time
studying. Although he played rugby at the Diamalat\¥éigh School, he had not yet joined
the university’s rugby side.

The last and only time he went out with his roomeraatid other students they went to a club,
had beer and got arrested for public drinking. Theye all locked up Park Road police
station.

The cell in which they were locked up reeked oherialcohol, tobacco and sweat all at the
same time. Once police officers had locked themsome people, probably pickpockets,
claimed to know one of them and beat him just for. fThey were so scared none of them
intervened. Anyway, four of them could not standaggainst a dozen others if a black and
white war were to break out in the cell.

They did not fall asleep from midnight until thegre released at six in the morning, and

walked back to the campus without saying a woredich other. Upon arrival in his room,

Jaco went to take the longest shower he had eken ia his life. After that he took all the

clothes he had on the previous night, except tbesstput them in a plastic bag and threw
them in a dustbin. He never told his father abbatexperience.

Since then he never left campus at night. Wherrstivent out to rugby matches at the
Springbok Stadium, he stayed in and concentratddsostudies or watched the same game
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on television. Otherwise he would go to KimberleyRriday afternoons and get back to
campus late on Sundays.

They had been walking for two minutes without advathen Thandi asked a question.
“So tell me how you knew that you'd find me at ties.”

He laughed but quickly put his hand on his mouth.

“l just guessed. But | had an idea that you'rethettype that goes out a lot,” Jaco said.
“What made you think that | don’t go out?” she akke

“Yesterday when | met you most people were outrfuin in town and you're going to
your room!”

“Don’t think you know me mister! What's your surnarhy the way?”
“Van Wyk.”

“Hallo, Meneer Jaco van Wyk! Hoe gaan dit®llo, Mister Jaco van Wyk. How are ybu
They both laughed at her attempts to speak witAfekaans accent.

“My surname is Mzimela. But don’t think I'm related the Minister of Prisons, mister!”
He put his hands together and stood in front of her

“Here, ma’am. Cuff me and throw me in any of yaaitg. I'm guilty of finding your
company great!”

“Be careful what you wish for, mister. Some wiskdescome true,” she said, arms akimbo.

They were still standing on the pavement, facinthezther when a white Citi Golf pulled up
next to them. Four white young men were inside.

“Wat gaan aan hierso?” the one sitting next todifieer askedWhat'’s going on hef&
“We're chatting,” Jaco said.

“Voetsek, man! Chatting se ma se gat! Aren’t trereugh girls to chat with for you to pick
up this one?”

Jaco felt hot under the collar.
“Wat sé jy?”What are you sayiryy
“Ek sé chatting se ma se gat,” he repedtedsaying chatting’s mother’s arke

All occupants in the Citi Golf laughed. The one ibelthe driver showed Jaco and Thandi
the middle finger. The car pulled off with its opaunts laughing out very loud.
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Jaco knew then that if he was going to be frientls Whandi, he had to prepare himself for
abuse and insults.

Thandi was also not sure whether it was a goodtml@alk around the campus with a white
man.

They proceeded to the convenience store withouhgaguch to one another. But Thandi
realised that Jaco was shaking. She also wasr@tvgliat would be the right thing to do.

How would he react if she were to hold his hand sandall will be well?

At the store Jaco offered to buy her a magazinekdphone card, bubble gum or whatever
she needed.

On their way back to campus, Jaco kept looking raaldike a mouse on the run from a
hungry cat. They walked past Huis Verwoerd up tessHWiadeleine.

“After what just happened, I'm not sure whethehtm you or not,” she said.
He opened his arms and wrapped her.

“I'm sorry, Thandi. I'm very sorry. | had no ideki$ was going to happen.”
“It's okay. You obviously think well of everybody.”

His bottom lip quivered.

“I'll see you again, Thandi. Have a good weekend.”

“Jaco?”

“Yes.”

“You don’t have to see me if you don't feel likeeg®gg me. No one wants to be hated for
nothing.”

He kept quiet and left.

Later in the evening Jaco came back. Thandi cammstairs to see him. They walked
through the campus, sat under the tree and kissed.

They did so again on Sunday evening.

*kkkk

Jaco and Thandi had been seeing each other fol@winen out of the blue Piet arrived in
Bloemfontein on a Friday afternoon.

His father would not just have arrived without haycalled before. It was either he was in
town for an urgent meeting or there was somethémgpgs that he wanted to talk about.
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“Hallo, pa.”
“Hallo, seun”

Something was not quite right in the way his fatlbeked at him. They were to visit his
father’s friend, also Jaco, in another part ofditg. On the way Piet told him of a phone call
he received from the university from a concernedtad

“Pa, who is this concerned adult?”
“Seunit's not much about the concerned adult asabisut you.”

The concerned adult told Piet that his son wasggoiurt with a black girl and that he had
become a pariah on the campus.

“I'm worried that they hate him so much they’ll eng causing him harm,” the concerned
adult told Piet on the phone.

They were going to see this other friend becausgdsethe first person Piet called after the
concerned adult hung up the phone.

“Seun Oom Jaco thinks | must open up and that things lshanged. He thinks you can go
out with whoever you are in love with,” Piet saidhis son.

Jaco kept quiet. He had no idea that a simple aadtijul act of love could turn his little
world upside down.

“Can’t paand everybody just accept that | met someonedddv
“l want to acceptseun | really want to,” Piet said.
“Then what’s stopping pa from accepting? Isn’t laveatural thing?”

Jaco was weeping, almost uncontrollably, when #reyed in the quiet suburb of Daan
Pienaar.

Piet was conflicted. This was not easy. Perhapsitvife was still around, they’'d put their
heads together. But he was all alone with a youag hmgh on forbidden love.

Piet’s friend went to open the gate for them andhadiately realised what was going on. He
asked Jaco to stay in the car while he and Piet inside the house.

He had only one message for Piet; to accept thatikan unstoppable thing.

“The only battle must be against your own prejuslicay pal. It's not going to be easy. But
that’s the only battle you can fight and know tGaid is on your side.”

They went back to the car. Jaco was no longer gryie was looking at the two men who
were walking towards him. He trusted Oom Jaco. lds the only person he knew who could
tell his father uncomfortable truths and his fatiweuld still go back to him for advice.
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“Jong manbe easy on your dadsseblief, seurl and your dad were raised in a time
different from yours. Be easy on the old man.”

*kkkk

Thandi was ready as early as half past six on élyestle and Jaco were to visit his father in
Kimberley.

The sun seemed to rise slower than usual, the tadrite clock also moved with reluctance.
“Tumi, how do | look?” she asked her roommate.

“Will a white old man see even if you have takemiybest clothes to meet him, my friend?
Please, don't stress. You look amazing,” Tumi said.

But Thandi kept on going back to the mirror.

Her pitch black afro was beautiful and shiny. Heomy skin offset her pure white teeth when
she smiled. Her friends had always called her sanif@olgate smile’.

The intercom. It was Jaco. Time to go.

“You're not taking an overnight bag, my friend? Kierley is not around the corner,” Tumi
said.

“No, my friend. We're just going for the day. Wetie back here this afternoon.”
Jaco was in his jeans and a long sleeve Griquds shi
“You could have told me to wear my Pirates shiftjandi said to him.

It was Thandi’s first time going to Kimberley. Shad heard a lot about the place from her
roommate, who happened to be from Barkly West, ettty kilometres north of
Kimberley. But she was in no mood to go and sedaimus Big Hole. All that was in her
mind was meeting Jaco’s father and impressing Amifar as she knew he had to impress
her mother too.

They arrived in Kimberley just before ten o’clodihey came across military vehicles
following each other. It must have been twentyar s

“My father was once a serviceman,” Jaco said.
Thandi did not know.

“It seems there are many things | don’t know abyautr family, J. What more are you going
to tell me? That your grandparents lived in Soweto?

The suburb of Hadison Park looked more dead th&et.gqthere was hardly a soul walking
on the street. Apart from a rickety Volkwagen Beghtlat smoked and roared on behalf of all
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cars that were either out of town or locked in gams they passed no other vehicle until they
got to Number 33 Pepperboom Street.

Piet was not at home when Jaco and Thandi arrdaesh used his keys to open the gate and
the house. He was still showing Thandi around whiet arrived.

The Isuzu, it had its own sound. Jaco could heaatind coming from the café at the corner.

By the time Piet got out of the bakkie, Jaco andnith were already standing on the stoep,
waiting for him.

“Hallo, seun. Hallpma’'am. You must be Thandi.”
“Good morning, Sir. Yes, I'm Thandi. You must beds father. I'm pleased to meet you.”
“Same here.”

Jaco was pleased the greetings and introductionswadl. But he became worried when his
father decided to leave immediately afterwards.nialy Piet would sit and have a
conversation with his son the whole day.

“The agricultural union has an urgent meeting, $¢wpe to get back on time,” he said when
he left.

After three hours since he had left, Jaco’s cellghsignalled that he had a new message. It
was his father.

“Seun I'm trying. You too can see that. Please be patweth me. | won’t be back at home
until you send me a message saying you have lefipé your girlfriend will understand.”

Jaco turned to Thandi.

“I told you that my father is struggling with ac¢apce. Please be patient with him,” he said,
showing Thandi the message from his father.

Thandi was happy her presence was bringing chamteeiway Piet was thinking and how he
viewed other people. She also respected Jacolfowiag his heart amid all the risk that
accompanied their relationship.

They went to Spar to buy vegetables. She cookedad timat could last Piet days. She and
Jaco cleaned the house. He sent his father a neesaging they were cleaning the house and
cooking for him. They would leave in three hourkey¥ had lunch. The best Jaco had at
home since his mother’s death. They went to hisraad made love. Thandi made the bed.
They took a shower. She made sure the bathroonspiels and span. He sent his father
another message saying they were leaving. He hibyoregbk would get better with time. He
loved him. He loved Thandi too.

*kkkk
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Jaco and Thandi had been to Kimberley twice, wishfdther staying most of the time in his
bedroom or away on the farm, when Oom Jaco called h

“SeunI'd like to see you.”
Oom Jaco told him that Piet was not coping.

“It's not easy to teach old dog new tricks, my séour dad and | were raised in a segregated
society. Though in theory he might not have prolslewith you having a black girlfriend, in
real life it's not that easy.”

Jaco found himself at a crossroads. He either matbp going to Kimberley with Thandi so
that he could put his father at ease, or abanddassoming relationship.

Most students had accepted the love affair and seene even rumoured to be aspiring
towards mixed race relationships. Jaco and Thaadlidecome a centre of attraction and a
ray of hope for an integrated society. In a spdd¢aree months students started chatting to
them on the avenues and parks on campus. Jacofeadi@ends asking him how he
managed to get himself a black girlfriend. Some diaabying questions like whether sex
with a black girl was different. But one certaimipwas that students liked what they saw
and Jaco and Thandi enjoyed the attention.

Ending the relationship was not an option. Suddesatye militant spirit overwhelmed Jaco.
If his father wanted to live like an ostrich witisthead buried in the sand, Jaco would root it
out and let him face the inevitable reality.

The following weekend he and Thandi went to Kimégihgain.

kkkk*k

Jaco could sense that his father hadn’t just célledinto the kitchen. This was the only
room in the house in which important matters haghbdiscussed throughout all the years in
the Van Wyk household, mainly because of the prayito the fridge than anything else. No
word had been exchanged between the two men iflpfige minutes since they had
entered the kitchen.

“Trouble is certainly brewing here,” Jaco thought.

Indeed there was trouble. Even the air could streseension that was evident in every look
and breath.

“Son, this must be the last time | see that girhynhouse.”

“But pa doesn’t know Thandi. How can pa simply Baydoesn’t want her in this house,”
asked Jaco, in a tone full of surprise.
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His father’s voice got louder.

“Shut up, boy! | am sick and tired of you bringitigt girl here. This is my house and today |
am telling you for the very last time. | don’t wantsee her in this house again,” he said,
banging the kitchen table so hard that the echtdciil be heard seconds later.

He wiped a bead of sweat from his forehead wittrigist thumb, his eyes red as flame.

Jaco had never seen his father that angry befaeertheless, the young man intended to
stand his ground that day even though he felt sevedhatred towards his father for seeing
and judging another person just because she hdifgeedt skin colour.

He bit his lower lip and closed his eyes. He to@eap breath and then spoke.

“Will pa please listen to me? Thandi and | areowe and there is very little, if anything, that
you or any other person in the whole world can looud it. Please, learn to live with it.”

Piet looked away, shook his head, lowered his vargkfirmed his speech.

“Son, | lived for thirty years before you were borimave been in the army. | have sold fish
and chips at your grandfather’s shop. | have dravermmbulance up and down Galeshewe
Township. | have seen many things that you aréoysée in this world.”

He paused to take a sip of vodka that he had besekirth non-stop since Jaco had brought
his girlfriend home. He continued.

“That rainbow nation nonsense that has messedtyguhead is not the reality. It is for
television and tourists who know nothing about toantry. It is a make-believe thing, my
boy. In reality we are different people. That isywhces had to kept apart in this country,” he
said and paused for another minute.

He took another sip of vodka.

Then, loudly again: “I said take that girl out ofmmouse now or | will physically squeeze life
out of her now. Do you hear me, Jaco? Do you hearson?”

Piet was shaking as he spoke. Sweat was all ogdate that had suddenly turned pink,
making him look like someone who could just talgua and shoot the whole world before
turning it on himself.

“Pa, you are scaring me.”

“Scared or not, | don’t care. Just take that batkours out of my house now. | say now. Do
you hear me? | say now!”

Jaco shook with disbelief.

“Pa, what kind of a Christian are you? You brougiet up in the church. You never said
Dominee Koornhof was ever wrong when he said thétuamans were created in the image

85



of God. Now you have a problem with me having ablgirlfriend. Pa, do you even hear
yourself as you speak?”

If anger were flames, his father could be spitengugh to burn the whole house down to
ashes.

“I can’t believe this. My own son brings a blacklgnto my house and then questions my
Christian faith. Are you saying that | am a hypt&rson? Is that what you are saying?”

“Pa, that is not what | am saying. | was just sgythat | find it ironic that pa never displayed
racist tendencies before.”

“What? Are you now calling me a racist? Are youinglyour own father a racist, boy?”
“No, pa. | am not saying that pa is a racist.”
“Then what are you saying?”

“I am saying that pa takes me to the church wheeg teach us things that pa never objected
to. Then pa turns around and acts as if theseghirey are teaching us in church do not
matter anymore.”

“Son, are you saying that your own father is ast&cAnswer me.”
“Pa is not a racist. Pa is showing racist tendestie

“What the hell is this thing called tendency? Wisa tendency? Okay, don’'t answer that
one. But now tell me: are you saying that | amast&”

“Pa, by hating Thandi just because she is blackes@ka a racist. Yes, pa is a racist.”

His father said nothing. He clenched his fistsoJamuld hear him breathe in and out. He
knew that what he said was momentous. He had passgihent on the character of a man
who had brought him to this earth and had given éwerything in life. He moved a little bit
further from his father so that he was not witreach in case warm klapcame his way.

Then slowly Jaco gathered some courage and strelngtig his father’s brief silence. He
suddenly felt that he was ready for whatever magimhe his way.

“Pa, | have said it. Now what are you going to #dPme? Throw me out of the house?
Disown your only son? Say it, pa. Tell me what wo@ going to do to me now. Are you
going to throttle me? Say it, pa. Say it.”

His father could not believe that his son couldretagk to him like that. He shook his head
for the umpteenth time, cleared his throat and,threa lower and firmer voice he began.

“You have hurt me, boy. Today you have called macast.”

“Yes, pa. | have said it.”
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“Son, | have not finished talking.”
“Yes, pa.”

“Hey, | said | haven't finished talking. Where didu learn all these bad manners? Don't you
know that you cannot cut an older person’s speech?”

“Askies pa.”

“Askies se voet, maBon’t push me, boy. Don’'t make me say things|l vagret saying.”
The young man gathered more courage.

“Say it, pa. Say it. I'm ready to hear it, pa?”

“Don’t push me, boy.”

“l am pushing you, pa. | am pushing you. Can’t gee that | am pushing you? Say it. What
is it? You want to tell me that you are not my ragher? You want to tell me that I'm
adopted?”

His father kept quiet again. He looked away andedipweat from his face.
“Son,” he began in a lower voice.
Jaco knew that when his father was very angry hddvower his voice.

“Son, | thought that having the heart of a blackwan pumping blood in your body was
painful enough for me to live with. Now you arerging that girl into my house.”

“What did pa say?”

Piet could say no more than he had just said.deehiwo sentences, he had already said
enough for two decades.

He banged the backdoor as he left. All that Jacddcleear was his father banging the door of
his Isuzu bakkie.

*kkkk*

When Jaco looked out through the window, the ndslkeolsuzu was exiting through the
yard. He watched as the gate slowly closed. Heheatevery movement of the gate motor.
He saw it come to a halt. He wished it could opgair that the nose of the Isuzu could
emerge, that his father could come back and say, ‘8bat | said was not true’. But the gate
was shut.

In just a few minutes Jaco’s world had turned upsidwn. What he thought was the truth he
just found out to be lies, and the truth seemedraoh to digest in such a short space of
time. The young man wished it had all been a badrdr and that all would things would
return to normal. But the reality was too insistenvanish.
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Sitting on the edge of the bed with her face betwesr hands, Thandi was the first to speak
after Jaco had closed the door behind him.

“I heard everything, J.”
His eyes widened.
“You did?”

“Yes. | did. And you’re not going to lie to me. h&w your father doesn’t want me in his
house. He doesn’t want me in your life either.”

“Yes, but . . .”

“There is no ‘but,” J. | heard every word your fattsaid. He hates me for no other reason
except that I'm black. He walked out of his own selecause of me. I'm packing my few
things in my little bag and getting the hell outtlois place now,” she said, hands flying at all
directions.

“Thandi, please wait.”

“J, I'm not going to fight racism at the universdand still have it get into my love life. When
the hell am | going to get peace of mind? | samdl djetting the hell out of this place now!”

Jaco paced up and down the bedroom, both handezqgenis skull as if to stop his brain
from leaking.

“Okay, Thandi. | admit that my father is a damnisadf you've heard everything, you
probably know that I told him he’s a racist.”

“That | know, J. | also know that he’s been hidthg fact that the heart that’'s been pumping
blood in you comes from a dead black woman.”

“And the best thing you can do is leave me in thess, at seven o’clock in the evening. And
how are you going to get to Soweto at this time?abked.

“J, you know that | love you. But what I'm not peepd to do is to waste my precious life
fighting old racists like your father. With due pest to him, the man could not even come to
terms with the fact that a black woman gave hisaseacond chance to live. He had to hide it
from you for so many years.”

She stood up to switch on the lights.
“Sorry, | was not aware that it was already dadide,” he said, calmly.
She went on as if what he said did not matter.

“I can’t waste my life fighting that, J. My motheras shot with rubber bullets and teargas in
high school. She was called a kaffir by arroganitevbops who thought black life meant
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nothing. | have no time for such nonsense in tive 8euth Africa, J. I'm going to Soweto
tonight!”

Jaco stood up to switch the fan on.
“Thanks, it's getting too hot in here,” she said.

“Thandi, please don't go. At least don’t go tonighibu know me. | also thought | knew my
father. I'm confused. | still don't know what to delease don'’t leave me in this mess.”

She looked at him, at his eyes and how tears wegmbing to swell.
She held him by the hand and pulled him closeteto They both sat on the edge of the bed.
She lowered her voice.

“J, I love you and this whole thing hurts. | netteought I'd find myself in something like
this. I'm scared. I'm angry. To be honest with ybdpn’t know how I'm feeling right now.
All I know is that | love you.”

Her hand had rested on his lap and her eyes fatwsshkis hands. She realised that he was
shaking.

She kept quiet for a while. He said no word too.
“J, do you love me?” she asked.

“Thandi, | love you and you have seen that. Thele/inhite community is against us but |
still love you. | promise you now that I'm not ggito stop.”

Tears were now flowing without any care.

She tightened her grip on his hand.

“It shall be okay, J. Don’t ask me how and whendwuse | don’t know.”
He looked at her. She looked at him. Their eyekddcThey hugged.
“I'm blessed to have you, Thandi.”

“But we are in trouble, J.”

Jaco kept mum.

“J, don’t keep quiet. | said we'’re in trouble. Wifagour father comes back in the middle of
the night and throws me out in the street? Say dungg man!”

“I'm trying to think, okay!”
“Then think fast because we don’t have the timh¢ said.

“Then let’s go,” he said.
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“Go where?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Soweto? Do you think your mom wiéllt a white boy to go away?”

*kkkk*k

Piet had been gone for two days. His phone had $e&ohed off since the minute Jaco
heard the Isuzu roar out of the yard that evening.

In these two days, Jaco’s emotions had also maweed $hock to anger, to concern and
eventually, to being worried about his father’s veabdouts.

It was not for the old man to just disappear witrgaying where he was going. He was not
sure whether his father was eating wherever heowaether he was simply living on
Klipdrift and Coca Cola. Surely he also had no g®aof clothes.

“He must be stinking wherever he is,” Jaco imagined
He had tried many times to call his father, alain.

“Hallo. This is Piet van Wyk. | am not availabletake your call right now. Please leave a
message. | will return your call. God bless.”

Jaco left a message every time.
The greetings would later be followed by a voicgrsg “This mailbox is full.”

Jaco had also called all family members and higefé friends that he thought the old man
could have gone to. No one knew where Piet was.

He then thought that by a slight chance his fathight respond to a text message to his
phone.

“Pa, | am no longer angry at you. | have not spdkepa the way pa has brought me up. |
sincerely apologise. | beg you to accept my apobrgy come back home. | have also
decided to forgive you from hiding the truth fronenh understand that some things are not
easy to talk about. Please come home, pa. YourJsgn,”

Hours went by without any response to the text agss

Eventually Jaco went to the police station to repa father missing but was told that there
was an entry in the Occurrence Book that his fatlaerbeen there two days earlier saying
that he would be gone and had not told his family.

“He came to report that he was about to leave timwva while and that we should not be
bothered to look for him in case he is reportedsmis I'm very sorrymeneer We cannot
look for people who are not lost. If you have famdsues, please sort them out yourselves,”
said a visibly tired constable behind the counter.
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“Pa will come back home when he is ready,” he tinbag he left the cop shop.

He headed straight to Doctor Hennie Marais’ surgersee if he could verify what his father
had said about him carrying the heart of a blacknaw.

He knew that he had a transplanted heart, but lnzed/a been told that it had belonged to a
young policeman who was killed during the anti-apeid riots in Galeshewe Township. No
one had ever hinted that it might have been the loéa black woman. Not that he would
have minded.

The old doctor had been treating the family forrfdecades since he came out of medical
school in Bloemfontein. In that period he had ogersJaco’s birth. He had also certified his
mother’s death. In fact, the last time Jaco savwbtdepectacled old man was shortly before
his mother’s funeral.

“Good heavens! | can’t believe that | get to knamngthing as important as this on the
anniversary of my mother’s passing,” he said todalihas he was sitting in the waiting room
that had also been the same for as long as he cemkimber.

Save for one poster behind the receptionist’s ayytite room was just as it was the day Jaco
saw it for the first time in his life.

The ‘No Smoking’ sign had turned yellow. The othetice saying ‘Sorry, we don't write
sick notes” had also been there for as long asddddarais’ medical career.

Rose Thackeray had also been the doctor’s recegiticumm assistant since she left high
school. Her boss was even paying her son’s feles @lma mater, the University of the
Orange Free State, where he was studying medicine.

She often told patients that one day when Doctaraldavas too old to treat his patients, her
son would take over the surgery. She was cleagppyand proud that even though she was
paid a pittance, her boss had given her the mesiqurs of gifts — putting her only child
through the university.

“You can go through, Jaco. The doctor is readyytar.”
Deep in his heart Jaco knew that what his fathdrdagd was true.

“Young man, you must understand that your fathéitisld school. We, | mean mine and
your father’s generation, come from an era thataskly different from yours. Your family
wanted you to live. You were five years old thed &ad a bleak future unless a heart donor
was found,” Doctor Marais said.

The old doctor gave him a tissue paper to wipestgam his face, but he didn’t use it. A
harde Boerseuwas not ashamed to let his tears be seen.

“Doctor, do you know who this donor was?” Jaco dske
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“I cannot remember her name. But she was fromlagélwest of the city. We can look
through the old newspapers. | am certain we willl fner name and surname.”

Fortunately it was late in the evening and thereew® patients waiting to see the doctor.
Rose brought tea for the two men. Only Doctor Madxank his.

“You can go home, Rose. I'll see you tomorrow. Wieé fine,” the old doctor said.
“Good night, doctor. Good night, Jaco.”
They both continued to look through the stacksldfnewspapers.

The old doctor had the habit of keeping every edibf the Diamond Fields Advertiser in
which anything that related to medicine was rebrkée knew that an article about the first
heart transplant in Kimberley was in one of theieds he kept.

“You see, a heart surgeon was flown to KimberleyrfrBloemfontein. | was only there to
support your family. | did not participate in thpewation. But it was reported in the paper the
day after it was performed. We will find the dorsoname,” Doctor Marais said.

“In fact we must find the paper by using your aghen were you born?”
“March the seventh, 1981.”

“You were five years old when the transplant waseddt must have been in 1986 after your
fifth birthday.”

They put a pile of 1986 editions aside and lookedugh them.
After considerable searching as he saw a front pageaming -
“MEDICAL HISTORY: first heart transplant done intgi”

“Doctor, here it is,” he said as he handed overmldenewspaper to the old doctor. Tears
continued to flow from his eyes.

His picture was also in the paper. It was a pictith which he was very familiar.

A page in medical history was written yesterdathemKimberley Hospital when five-year-
old Jaco van Wyk became the beneficiary of theHiart transplant to be done in the city.

A well-known heart surgeon, Professor Kurt Morfrem Universitas Hospital in
Bloemfontein, was flown to the city to lead a t¢hat operated on Van Wyk.

Morris said that the heart, which was donated bwaman who died after being severely
assaulted by her customary law husband in Dikhudditigge outside Kimberley two days
ago, began pumping within five minutes after it wassplanted.
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“I am very happy. God is indeed great. | and myeviiéve been praying every day for Jaco
to get a heart donor. Now God has answered ourgngy said Piet van Wyk, the recipient’s
overjoyed father.

*kkk*k
After a third attempt someone answered the phone.
“Johan, are you busy? I'd like you to do me a fayosaid Doctor Marais to his youngest.

“I'm just watching a rugby game. What does pa naedo do for him?”

“I have a patient here, son. He’s almost your &iges not too well and | don’t want him to
drive home alone. Ask your mother to drop you lzaré then you can drive this young man
to his home in his car. I'll drive behind you. Pdeason.”

“Pa, it's the Griquas playing against the Cheetalsalhot game. Can’t he wait a little bit
longer?”

“He can’t, son. He’s been here for a few hoursaalye He needs to go home. | must also go
home and rest. Can’t you ask your sister to rettmedemaining part of the game for you?”

In no time Doctor Marais’ son had arrived at thegsuy. He found his father and Jaco sitting
on the sofa in the reception room. All other roomese dark. A tea pot and two cups, one full
and the other one empty, were still on the cofédxet A stack of old newspapers was on the
floor.

Johan stood there like he was there and not thehe dame time. The two men he found in
the surgery paid no attention to him, save forlthef greetings they exchanged when he
walked through the door.

Jaco was still crying, uncontrollably. The old doolvas squeezing his shoulder.

“Son, beyond the colour of our skin we are allshene. A heart pumps blood. It cares not
what race you are,” Doctor Marais said to Jaco.

“Doctor, it's not that it's the heart of a black man that's pumping the blood that courses
through my veins. It's the deception that hurts.”

“I know, son.”

“I doubt you have you the slightest idea how | feleictor. All along | thought | was carrying
the heart of a young man, a policeman who wasdkitighe line of duty. | spent years trying
to understand the morality of sending men with gonthe township to shoot at people who
just wanted to live as free as the children of Gdolv it's even worse. | don’t know whether
this heart was donated or taken without conseniv Bim | to live with all these questions?”

Doctor Marais kept quiet. He asked Johan for amqibeof tea.
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“I won't take tea, doctor. | won't take anythinghd only thing | want now is the truth. Who
do | trust to tell me that truth? You? My fathet®eomine@ Who is going to tell me the
truth? Even my mother went to the grave with thatht The people who have raised me
from the age of five have conveniently hidden tlht from me! Why?”

He threw his hands in the air.
Doctor Marais held his hands like a man in prafssing downwards.

“If I have I lived until I'm eighteen with the heaof a black woman in me, what's so
shameful about it? Why can’t someone tell me tbaiesblack woman whose body was
buried somewhere has given me a chance to live?NpWather is gone. He can't even face
the truth. This is what | mean, Doctor. It’s likeete is a war waged inside my body and the
warring parties don’t give a damn!”

The doctor stood up to bring him a glass of water.

“Son, | have called Johan to take you home. Yotdoeemotional now and that’s
understandable. | want us to talk tomorrow. I'Ngiyou a pill that will help you to sleep
tonight. Let’s meet again tomorrow morning.”

Jaco took the glass of water from Johan and toelpilh He gave Johan his car keys.
“I guess you'll be driving then,” he said.

“Yes. Pa will drive behind us. He'll pick me upyatur place after you’ve gone into the
house.”

The old doctor locked the front door of the surgamg got into his white Mercedes Benz E
Class and waited for the two young men to exifpihuking area first. He followed them.

“Truth has funny ways of coming out,” the old dactieought while waiting in his car for the
two young men to drive out.

After one minute the Volkswagen Citi Golf pulledtaid the visitors’ parking area.

PART THREE

Matlholaadibona was just about to leave when heas&aee he thought was slightly familiar
at the back gate. With trepidation, he walked talsahe visitor.

“Dumela rra,” he greeted him, extending a haadod evening
The visitor extended a hand too.

“You must be Kedibone’'s uncle.”
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“Yes, rra. | am. But please forgive me; | think | remembeurface but your name eludes
me,” said Matlholaadibona.

“I don’t blame you/sra. | come from Taung even though | work at De Bééirse here in
Kimberley. | met you at the funeral of your unabeif years ago and again when you were
there about two years ago. | think it was at arailmedend of the month.”

Matlholaadibona remembered the man.
“Your name is Motsumi. Am | right?”
The man smiled.

“Yes, you are right. My parents’ yard shares a éawith your aunt’s yard in Taung. Do you
remember the white house?”

“The one with a mud house outside? Yes! Now | refmemyou. Please forgive me for being
forgetful.”

Seeing other workers exiting the premises, Matludilaona realised that the dairy was about
to close for the day.

“Rre Motsumi, will you be able to wait for me heifeyou are not in a hurry? | won't be gone
for longer than a few minutes. You can sit on tieach.”

Matlholaadibona went into the building, took a dgustiower and came out dressed in his
ordinary clothes.

All workers at Koen Schoeman Dairy did the sameaylWwould normally dress up in their
smart clothes when they left home in the morning) thien change into blue overalls and
gumboots when they got to work. They would therettide dirty overalls home on Fridays to
be washed and ready for the new week.

In a flash Matlholaadibona was back.

“I'm sorry to keep you waitingyra. But how can | help you?” he asked the visitor.

“Rra, | have been asked by my father to look for yoautyaunt has no idea that I'm here.”
Matlholaadibona sensed something serious coming/dwys The visitor continued.

“Since the death of your uncle four years ago, yaurt depends solely on the old age
pension to survive. But now with the new baby ahboit seems she is hardly coping.”

“Rre Motsumi, o nthaya o reng,” said Matlholaadipwith his right hand on the lipSir,
this is news to me

“At least that's what my father thought. | normadjg home at the end of the month and |
can't say that | really know how my neighbours larig. But on three occasions, my mother
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bought baby’s milk which she said was meant forittle boy next door. | don’t mind
helping but I'm really worried about the little hoy

Matlholaadibona was surprised because his aunt meweplained about running out of
groceries or struggling to make ends meet. Helalsw that his mother occasionally sent
money through the post office to her sister in Tawthe kept quiet for a while, stroking his
chin with his eyes staring into the sky.

“Rre Motsumi, thank you very much for making me asvaf this situation. | honestly
thought the money my mother sends to my aunt wasgmto help her with the baby.”

“It's clearly not enoughtra.”
The visitor stood up.

“I'm also happy | found you. The last time when were together you mentioned that you
are working at a dairy in town. | thought it midye this one because there are not many
dairies in Kimberley.”

“You'’re spot onJra.”
Matlholaadibona also stood up.
“Are you not going to Galeshewe? We can walk togetb the taxi rank.”

“Nnyaa, rra I'm about to start working. I'm on night shiftithweek. But | also stay at the
mine hostel.”

The two men shook hands.

“I really appreciate your effort, Rre Motsumi. Itlo something about this,” said
Matlholaadibona.

“Tsamaya sentle, morwarre,” the visitor sah well, my brother

Matlholaadibona walked towards the Craven Stregt Rank. The half past six bus was
always full and he was in no mood to stand in g lgueue.

*kkkk

Since his mother and niece left him alone in Gae&hto go and live in Dikhudung village,
Matlholaadibona had become a lonely man. The hbadved in had also ceased to be a
home. It was just a house, a shell into which teated every evening after a long day
toiling at the dairy. He had moved into the maidre@m, the one in which his parents lived
until death separated them. After the move to thi&ge, his mother handed the house to him.

“Matlho, now you are no longer under my wings. Youst know that from now on you are
the head of this house. Please, do not let gs afignity,” she had said.
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Indeed he was. He took good care of the house eldeikclean inside and outside. The gates
remained locked during the day while he was at vaordk at night when he was sleeping. The
front door and windows were hardly seen open. Miédldibona tended to the lawn and the
flower garden every Sunday late afternoon whendmeecback from the village. The house
and the yard were always clean but there was hardhsign of life.

He drank beer with his friends, but they would mey@to his house to drink.
“My father and mother never tasted alcohol,” heoftold his friends.
They respected his wishes and would never try teenhiam change his mind.

He checked on his mother’s friends; MmaBaard andaMito. He often asked them if they
needed him to do anything for them. MmaPico ofteked him to drop letters for her at the
post office. MmaBaard once remarked that he hadrbe@ better man since he started living
on his own.

That evening when he arrived at home after meéfiotsumi, he thought about his aunt in
Taung and the burden she had of raising his niditigéschild. Coming to think of it, his aunt
was not the kind of a person who would complaire flok in all the pain without uttering a
word to the next person.

Matlholaadibona was not surprised that she hadaidta word about struggling to raise the
boy. She had always been there for the rest oéxtended family. She attended most
relatives’ funerals and contributed with the litth®ney that she had. She was consulted
every time when a cultural ceremony had to takeepl®uite often younger relatives ran to
her when their marriages ran into trouble, andvetxeld never disappoint them.

He also thought of the little boy. He didn’t loakd other village boys, except those who
were born under the circumstances as sad as hisaahideen left in the village by their
mothers who returned to the cities soon after birth

He thought of the little boy’s blue eyes, his lighown soft and curly hair and the skin pale
enough to attract attention.

Neighbours’ children called him “ngwana wa lekgdaawhite child. Matlholaadibona
wasn’t surprised by that. Other children in théage who looked like his grand nephew were
referred to as such. He never thought that neigtsbohildren intended any malice.

But he also started to imagine how his aunt restlyggled to bring up the little boy. Of
course she was no longer living alone. She hadl@ tchsing and talk to, to teach how to
greet neighbours and close his eyes when she gaad/ar. At the same time more expenses
incurred.

Matlholaadibona wondered when last his mother semtey to her sister in Taung to help
her carry the burden of raising the boy.
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“I really think mmacould have givemmangwanasomething out of the thirty-five thousand
rand the Portuguese man gave her,” he said to Himse

He struggled to sleep. He moved his hand towarelsvthdow curtain and pulled it. He
looked outside. Galeshewe Township had gone t@s@sly witches and insomniacs like
him with things raging in their heads were stillatgthat time. The sky looked perfect with
the bright moon and the stars adorning it. Not ewv@olice or ambulance siren disturbed the
peace and silence that reigned. He closed theinsiidad slid back under the blankets.
Thoughts of his grand nephew and the struggling accupied his mind. He also thought of
his mother and how she could have given her sestemn one thousand rand.

He remembered the last time he was in Taung. Hébaght his grand nephew some clothes
from Pep Store. He also had brought some grocfenidss aunt. He realised that apart from
a bag of potatoes and maize meal, there was notigfage he arrived.

“You never come to my home with empty hands. Youingel me of your father. Thank you,
Matlho.”

His aunt never said his name in full. She was itis¢ o call him Matlho, which literally
meant eyes. The nickname stuck and many people keger his full name, which had a
different meaning altogether. Matlholaadibona mélaatone who had seen many troubles in
his life. At times he wondered why he was givensacame.

“Go to the cemetery and ask your father,” his motieuld tell him every time he asked.

*kkkk

Matlholaadibona arrived at the main gate of the 'Bibastels just before six o’clock in the
morning.

It was still dark and slightly cold. Winter was epeng in.

He looked at the elderly woman who was sitting riexhe brazier with two aluminium
kettles and huge bowl of fat cakes.

He slowly walked towards her, dipped a hand ingoisket and took out a few coins.

“A nka bona magwenya a mabedi le kofi, mma?” heed9Ran | get two fat cakes and a cup
coffee, ma’am?

“You are the first customer of the day. You must Bew they push each other for these fat
cakes when they get to the hostel after night.siift only here until half past seven, and |
go home without a single fat cake,” the old womaid £nthusiastically, giving
Matlholaadibona two fat cakes wrapped in a pieca méwspaper and coffee in a foam cup.
She had not asked him whether he took it with rank with how many spoons of sugar. She
just added the ingredients.
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He had just finished eating when he heard manyegosinging in unison from the direction
of the mine shaft. The old woman looked at him.

“Those are the ones who have been working througheunight,” she said.
He wished she could just keep quiet.

He threw his eyes at the army of men in overaltslaimets with lamps steadily
approaching. In no time they had encircled the wartelking very loud, buying fat cakes
and coffee for some breakfast before going intdideyslumber.

He couldn’t believe people could laugh so loudradtevhole night of labour. Perhaps they
made noise to keep demons at bay.

Matlholaadibona moved away from the woman and bstoeners, closer to the gate.
He was still wildly looking around when he heardoéce.
“Rra, are you looking for me?”

It was Motsumi, the man who came to the dairy tte¥ipus evening to bring him the news
that deprived him of sleep.

“Dumela, rra I'm sorry to wait for you here at this time oktimorning,” Matlholaadibona
said.

He wanted to find out when Motsumi would go homé& aming.
“I'm going home this Friday when | knock off in timeorning.”

“There are few things that | would like to sendricmangwanevith you. That’s if your hands
would not be full.”

It was a common practice to send items, money eiter$ to relatives and family in the
villages through other people who worked in theesitThe practice was based on trust, even
if the messenger was only vaguely known to the eerid cases where one owned a car,
living animals and second-hand furniture could sawaally be sent with him.

“I won’t mind, rra. You can wait for me here on Friday around thiget/”

Matlholaadibona thanked him and wished him a gestl He then started walking towards
the dairy.

The main entrance of the hostel compound had beeoveey busy place. Matlholaadibona
had always known that a lot people worked at tlendind mines around Kimberley, but he
had no idea that one shift could have thousandseo.

He looked at the hostels. They didn’t look too fyeit was rows and rows of brick
structures. If anything, they were scary. He imadihow life was behind the high security
fence and the concrete walls.
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He had heard many stories about life in the sisgkehostels; naked men pushing each other
in queues for warm water showers, loud music, il services, cultural ceremonies,
sporting activities, hostel bosses and night wataimmiho took bribes to let wives and
prostitutes in at night.

He thought of the scores of men he saw earliery Hppeared to be hardworking fathers and
husbands. They sang songs of hope as they emeogedife mine gates to lighten their
spirits and to keep going. None of them died rigfless they had stolen diamonds, found a
good buyer and were never caught. Even then, tloeydahave to sell it through an
unscrupulous dealer who would make a killing thtotlge transaction, taking advantage of
the illegality of the whole process.

He pulled the sleeve of his jacket slightly to haveok at the time. It was already quarter to
seven. He picked up the pace. He had to be in\gnse'clock.

*kkkk
Friday morning in Galeshewe had a different colout. For starters, it was known that
every second Friday there was a group of workeis gdt paid. Civil servants got paid on
the fifteenth, mineworkers on the last day of thenth and scores of workers got paid every
fortnight. Those who knew they were going to reedheir envelopes that Friday usually

dressed up well on their way to work as some nmgiitgo home after knocking off and
others would only work until lunch-time before embag on long distance trips.

Conversations in buses and taxis to town wereasplively. There was always a joke to
share and people looked for every opportunity tghaand be merry. No one said a thing
about the police raids or the neighbour’s boy wad heen stabbed to death at a shebeen.

Knowing that he had to go home to Dikhudung villagter work, Matlholaadibona also
dressed up well in his Brentwood trousers, Prisbliet and two-tone Crocket & Jones shoes.
He wore his favourite Daks of London cap.

Unlike other Fridays when he would leave home \aithag full of dirty clothes that were
destined for washing on Saturday, he left with amnaepackage in his hands. He had a plastic
bag full of clothes that he was going to ask Motstattake to Taung.

When he got to the main gate of the mine hostetgsi¥ni was already waiting for him.
“Dumela, morwarre,” he greeted hi@ood morning, son of my father
“Dumela,rra.”

It was only when he saw the elderly woman who datisakes and coffee packing up that he
realised he was actually late. He gave Motsumpthstic bag with clothes.

“Please give this temmangwanelt’s clothes for that boy.”

He put a hand in his pocket and came out with dlsneaelope.
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“| also have a parcel that | would also like youake with. Please tethmangwanehat I'll
come to see her the weekend after next. And remetolggeet that little boy for me,” said
Matlholaadibona, wishing Motsumi a safe journey &ung.

He also knew that he did not have much time orhaigls. It was already after seven and his
boss must have been waiting for him. He alwaysrgtated when he thought about his boss.

The man showed no respect for his employees. Heduadhtly fired one of them just for
stealing a brick of cheese. Seeing that he hadngpth lose, the man decided to beat up his
boss. All other employees ran away instead of stapiie hail of fists that fell on their boss.
None of them made a witness’ statement to the @olibey were all in good spirits for
almost the whole month after the incident.

Matlholaadibona felt lucky when he was told that boss sent a message saying he was sick
and would only see them at eleven o’clock withitlneages.

“That means we might even go home early after dalig to the shops and hotels,” he
thought.

*kkkk

It was already dark when the taxi dropped Matlhdila@na off at the bus stop on the main
road to Campbell. There were other passengers besdimg on the same stop, also going
into the village. He could hear music from the aliste.

It must be at Downhill, he thought.

A set of headlights emerged from the other endhefillage. As they approached he realised
that it was anellow yellowlt was in a hurry.

“They got them. Maybe this village will be safe nbanother man who was walking close
behind him, said.

Many villagers had been complaining about some gouen robbing people who got out of
taxis at night at the end of the month and forthiggmaMosadiwatlala had also warned
Matlholaadibona about them.

“Ke bana ba kwa lekeisheneng ba ba tlang ka makgai@motseng wa rona,” she often
said.It’'s the boys from township who are doing thesg&ydhings in our village

Matlholaadibona concurred with the man who was m@lking beside him.

“It's good that they have arrested them. We camwtknand have these lazy scoundrels taking
our money.”

They steadily approached Downhill.

“I need to get two quarts for the morning. Are yaisio going in?” the man asked.
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“Nnyaa, rra | need to get home quickly,” he replied.

The truth was that since his niece’s death, Masldilbona was no longer fond of going to
Downhill. He often bought his beer in town befaakihg a taxi to the village. Once in a
while he would go there. But he would not sit aniakl Instead he would buy two quarts of
Carling Black Label and go home to drink it whilatehing a game of soccer on television.

As his companion went in to join others inside shebeen, Matlholaadibona carried on with
his journey. Home was no longer that far.

He could see from the gate through the window ttiatelevision was still on. In her mid
sixties, MmaMosadiwatlala still stayed up untida@nd woke up earlier than her son and
many other people in the village.

He knocked on the door.

“Tsena,” she answere@.ome on in

She had been expecting him to arrive at anytime.
“Ao, mmaYou are still up at this time?”

“Ee, ngwanakaWhat can | do? It's not pleasant to live alonengtage. | need to get new
glasses. Maybe I'll start reading again. For nomatch this box,” she said, pointing at the
television.

“But the news about children getting arrested ayidglin police cells is depressing.”

Matlholaadibona placed a bag of groceries on thiet&le took out Pace and Bona
magazines and gave them to his mother. His motebken buying the two magazines for
as long he could remember. After she had movelewitlage, it became his duty to buy the
magazines every month for her.

“Even these magazines, | don’t read everythindgnént like | used to. My eyes are really bad,
my child.”

It wasn’t only her eyes. The old woman’s health teebn a beating since the death of her
granddaughter. She had become withdrawn. She dhatteaame thin and frail. She
depended on chronic medication, which Matlholaadiblad to collect once a month at the
Kimberley Hospital.

During Godknows’ trial, she only went to court oraoed fainted when the prosecutor cross
examined him. She couldn’t bear listening to thiaitkeof how Kedibone was killed. After
that she stayed at home until fkgosicame to tell her that he had been sentenced to ten
years’ imprisonment.

“Thank you,kgosi What can | say? He is going to prison and withecout but my
granddaughter is dead and buried. I'll never seéebain,” she told thkgosithat day.
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She looked at her son.

“Ngwanakayou are old enough to get me a daughter-in-lahe’ said.
Matlholaadibona burst out laughing.

“Why are you laughing?”

“l didn’t expectmmato say that.”

“You can see that I'm getting old, my child. Veryos I'll be unable to do anything for
myself. It's a shame that | have a son who is natried at the age of forty.”

Matlholaadibona laughed again. He stood up witleowbrd and started packing the
groceries in the cupboard and milk and meat irfridge.

“Mma, I'll go to the hospital on Monday and see if hitaget you an appointment with the
optometrist.”

“Thank you, my child. But remember what | just salgbut getting a wife. We have enough
cattle in the kraal,” MmaMosadiwatlala said.

He went to bed but spent many hours staring atitieroof. He hadn’t spoken to his mother
about a visit by Motsumi and her struggling aunt aung.

*kkkk

Matlholaadibona was woken by the mooing cattle thiedbarking dog. He opened the
curtains and saw the herder entering the kraal.

The cattle the family received from Godknows’ fanfibr bogadiwhen Kedibone was
married had multiplied. On two occasions, Matlhdidana and his mother sold ten cattle at
the auction in Campbell.

“If we don’t sell them, they’ll be too many and é® will start stealing them. | also don’t
want Molefi to look after too many cattle. He i®told already,” his mother said.

But the old woman preferred Molefi to look after lsattle. AlImost everyone in the village
who had a young herder complained about calveppisaing after birth. It seems Molefi
was content with the little wage he received evaonth, the milk he took home and one calf
he was given every year.

Matlholaadibona also had a soft spot for him. Heroenquired about his health and brought
him medicines from town. He even bought him a camat and a warm military type coat to
ward off the winter cold.

The sun had not yet risen. He could hear the sofittte wind outside and felt sorry for the
old man.

His thoughts were still wandering in faraway plasd®n he heard the kettle in the kitchen.
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“Goodness! This old woman never sleeps,” he thaught
His mother always woke up when Molefi came in, @kentea and jam sandwiches for him.

There was no way he could remain in bed while hogher was up and about. He also had to
greet Molefi and give him his monthly wage.

After he got out of his bedroom and greeted hish@igthis mind drifted from Dikhudung
village to his aunt’s four-roomed house in Taungoking at his mother who was busy in the
kitchen, he couldn’t help but notice how she anddmer could be mistaken for twins had
one of them not been born earlier.

“Mma, there is a man who came to see me at work twe dgg. He is the son of the old
woman who lives in the white house nextrimangwans house in Taung,”
Matlholaadibona said to his mother, who has beenrhimg one hymn since she woke up.

She stopped humming and turned around to lookragdre
“Did he come all the way from Taung to see you?”

“Nnyaa, mmaHe lives at the mine hostel. He came to tell meuammangwanand how
she is struggling with Modisa.”

He told his mother how bad he felt that a neighldiaad to take the initiative of finding him
to let him know of his aunt’s woes.

“Yesterday morning | gave him some money to giventoangwanand some clothes for
Modisa.”

MmaMosadiwatlala had been quiet all along, listgrimher son.

“Ngwanakawhat are we going to do now? I'm too old nowdoK after a two-year-old.
Who will wash his clothes and look after him wheni$ sick? Now you see the importance
of getting me a daughter-in-law? She could lookraite and Modisa.”

*kkkk

Matlholaadibona was walking past Da Silva’s Foodr@owhen an idea came to him. He
decided to go in.

“Is Mister Da Silva in?” he asked the waitress.

“The older one is here. Emmanuel is not in todagjd the thin girl with light complexion.
“I'm actually looking for Diego. You can tell himrdeed to see him urgently.”

Diego’s eyes widened when he saw Matlholaadibona.

“Do I know you from somewhere?” he asked.

“Yes, Mister Da Silva. I'm Kedibone’s uncle. Do yoemember her?”
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He extended a hand to greet him.

“Oh, ja. Now | remember her. | read in the papers thawsekilled by her husband.”

“Yes. Unfortunately she is gone. Did you know tkla¢ had a son?” Matlholaadibona asked.
He shook his head.

“Is the father the one who killed her?”

“No. Shortly after what happened here we foundtbat she was pregnant. She gave birth to
your grandson, Mister Da Silva.”

Diego stared at him, saying nothing.
“Mister Da Silva, you heard what | just said?”
He shook his head and blinked repeatedly like sorm@merging from slumber.

“Yes. You are saying that Kedibone gave birth tonkanuel’s child? How do you know that
it’s his child?”

“The child is Coloured, Mister Da Silva. He hastdwbwn curly hair and blue eyes.
Everybody can see that the boy has a white fallimre are many kids like that. We're
grown up, Mister Da Silva. We can see these thirigatiholaadibona said.

Diego switched off the radio and wiped sweat framface with a hand.

“I had no idea. I'm just shocked at the news. Iladlddmmanuel knows too. Not that it would
make any difference if he knew.”

He asked the waitress who was passing near hiedtir two cups of coffee.
“I hope you'll have time for coffee.”

Matlholaadibona nodded.

“Is it possible for me to see the boy?” he askediihdéaadibona.

“To prove that he is your grandson, Mister Da Silva

“No. Not at all. | believe you. He is my grandchild

*kkkk

They were passing the hospital when Diego told Md#ladibona that he used to come to
Taung when he was still a little boy.

“My father’s friend used to be a Catholic priestéheAt that time he was the only white
person living here. But he could speak Setswamgitiwas his mother tongue.”
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The place looked very dry. Grass had lost its aolbhey passed a cow that was chewing
plastic.

“Look at the bones protruding on that cow. It hasmeat at all. Even if you try to sell at the
auction, no one will bother,” Diego said.

Almost all cows they drove past looked like that ohhey were emaciated; bones were
covered by a thin layer. Matlholaadibona wonderédtwhey were eating. Nobody seemed
to be prodding them. They just went by, seemingrshing for anything that could fill the
stomach.

They left the tarred road into a dirt road entetimg) village.

“This part of Taung is called Chief's Court. Thggabhouse is not too far from here,”
Matlholaadibona said.

Diego wondered whether the palace was also a muskhike the many houses they slowly
drove past. The dirt road was narrow and alsoofudlitches and stones. A group of young
children were playing on the side of the road.

“Aren’t they too young to be playing without an éduatching them?” he asked.

“Most of these children are living with their grgpadents. They can't run after them all the
time.”

Matlholaadibona told him that middle-aged peopleexfew in the village. Most inhabitants
were either in their twilight years or too youngo® working. By the time they are able to
work, they move to the towns and cities. They retunce they are of no use to the
employers.

Modisa was sitting on thetoepwhen the car stopped outside the house. He wdimlgah
plastic toy, saying grown-up things that peopleldaot understand.

“There is your grandson,” Matlholaadibona said tedd just before they got out of the car.
“Definitely this is not a black or a coloured chil®iego said.

Matlholaadibona looked at him and nodded.

“I told you.”

“I never doubted you,” he said to Matlholaadibona.

The old woman emerged from the house just as tleeg wlosing the doors of the car.
“Dumela, mmangwane,” Matlholaadibona greeted heggmg herGood afternoon, aunty
“Dumela, mma,” Diego saidsood afternoon, ma’am

The old woman extended a hand. She looked surpttis¢@ white man spoke Setswana.
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She invited them inside and brewed tea.
Matlholaadibona told her that Diego Da Silva wasdida’s grandfather.

“He didn’t know about the boynmangwaneHe asked me to bring him here immediately
after | told him about Modisa.”

“Erile ke mmona, ka belaela,” she saithat’'s what | suspected when | saw him

She called the boy, who was still outside, seernginglivious to the affairs of old people.
Matlholaadibona quickly stood up and went to pipktine boy.

Diego looked at Matlholaadibona and the boy.

“Will you translate for your aunty? My Setswana 'tgo beyond the greetings.”

The old woman laughed.

“Mister Da Silva | can speak English. Don’t woriaybe my English is even better than
this boy’s,” she said, pointing at Matlholaadibona.

The old woman went to school until Form I. She wasted by her neighbours to read letters
for them. Just like he did for his mother, Matlhaddédbona knew that he always had to bring
her a magazine whenever he visited her.

“I'm very sorry, mma Please forgive me for assuming.”
“It's okay. | also was surprised when you greetedimmy language.”
Diego told her that he was very sorry for whatdoa did to Kedibone.

“But children, whichever way they come, are a fyifim above. | really had no idea that she
gave birth to a child. Believe me, | would haveistssl in any way possible,” he said.

The old woman nodded in agreement. Matlholaadilobiygped in.

“Sorry Mister Da Silva, to enter your conversatibtimangwandives alone with this little
boy. She is a pensioner and | doubt she managgs this boy what he needs with that little
money.”

His aunt cleared her throat.
Realising that he might have jumped the gun, hekdyiapologised to his aunt.

“I'm sorry, mmangwaneBut | thought that | must mention that upfrontaese if it's not
said, there is no way Mister Da Silva would know tkal situation here.”

Diego raised his right hand.

“It's okay. I'm an adult. | can see with my own eythat it must be hard for your aunty.”
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The old woman called Matlholaadibona to the bedroom

Diego looked at the boy.

What a peaceful child, he thought.

He continued drinking his tea, which was alreadg.co

Matlholaadibona and his aunt emerged from the loedrafter a few minutes.

“Mister Da Silva, as my mother’s only son, I'm alsy aunt’s son. Now, as the only male in
the household at the moment, my aunt has asked g@ntinue discussing this matter with
you.”

“That’s fine. | understand. But | need to get sdmrej in the car before we leave.”
He went out and came back holding an envelope.

“It might not be enoughmma But | hope it will help you to some extent witketthings you
need.”

She smiled as she took the envelope.

“Thank you, Mister Da Silva. This will go a long wa

*kkkk

Back in Hadison Park, Larry Pickover paged throtighDiamond Fields Advertiser with
little enthusiasm, spending just a few minutes achepage.

“I wonder why the Monday paper is always thin. Mayts just sheer laziness,” he thought.
Then he got to page six.
Restaurant staff furious over Coloured boy, thedhea read.

Waitresses at a busy city restaurant are furiousrahe owner has apparently forced them to
do child-minding and not pay them for it.

Waitresses, who spoke to the newspaper on conslitibanonymity, have said that the
restaurant owner recently adopted a two-year-oldo@ed boy and has been instructing
them to look after him.

“We are forced to look after this child yet we anat paid for extra work even though we
have been employed as waitresses,” said one ofiditeesses yesterday.

Apparently the restaurant owner chooses one watesgryday to look after the boy. She
would then only be able to go home late at nigtdrahe boy had fallen asleep. .
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“This is very unfair. We all live in Galeshewe Tahiip. Nine o’clock is too late to do
anything when one arrives at home. | can’t eveip hgy child with his school work and iron
his school uniform,” another waitress fumed.

The restaurant owner has, however, denied forciagtaff to look after the boy.

“It is true that | occasionally ask my staff to pehe look after the boy. This is just a
temporary arrangement because the boy is only foerlew weeks. But it's not true that I'm
forcing them to look after him. | simply ask fofaaour.”

He also acknowledged that he is not paying thenextia work.

“I can’t pay them for extra work because whoeveike after the boy does not report for duty
at the restaurant. It's an alternative duty. Ifdve to pay them, | also have to deduct a day’s
wage.”

The restaurant owner has emphasised that he hasd gorking relationship with his staff.

“I'm quite surprised that they have decided to torthe newspaper instead of talking to me
about their concerns. They know that my door isagswopen,” he added.

He also denied having adopted the child.
Pickover shook his head.

Why would a white man in his late fifties adoptnatyear-old Coloured boy? Couldn’t he
give his parents money for food and buy him tolykeiliked him that much?

He put the paper on the headboard and reachedsfooldl tea. He drank it anyway. He
opened the drawer and took out his writing pad.

Dear Editor
| am writing this letter with the hope that it ggisblished in the Letters to the Editor page.

| have noticed, with concern, a developing habiybyr journalists to quote people who wish
to remain anonymous. This is a worrying matter liseareaders never know if these sources
really exist. We have to trust the newspaper aathiould not be such a problem because
your newspaper has, over the years, proven to letbie. However, this trend is likely to
impact negatively on your paper’s credibility, esjpdly when these unnamed sources are
used quite frequently.

He took out his trusted Oxford Dictionary to seeetiter he could use the word ‘propensity’.
Yes! He could use the word instead of ‘tendencyimalination’. He carried on.

What you need to seriously do is take into consitiam is that your propensity to quote
people who are not prepared to stick their neckst@sts our trust in your journalists. |
doubt you will deem it an ideal situation to haweiyreaders not trusting your version of
events.
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| write this letter to you in an attempt to discage you from further relying on these
sources. Personally, | have read your paper sine@d in school. | am now a retired teacher
and | still look forward to the paper every morningloubt you would like to lose such a
loyal reader.

Larry Pickover

Hadison Park

Kimberley.

He read the letter again before putting it in anedope.

*kkkk

A neighbour’s child brought a letter to MmaMosadilak. She recognised her sister’s
handwriting on the blue envelope. She looked attls on top of the postal stamp. They
were not too clear. But she could figure out thatletter was posted in Taung about three
weeks ago.

“With the school mailbag, one day our letters weihch our homes long after we have died,”
she thought.

She was always happy to receive a letter from hrsibling. She smiled as she read the
opening line.

“Even though | cannot say | will still be alive wihgou read this letter, | have faith that God
will keep me until then.”

Some things never change, she thought.

She remembered how her sister was congratulatéaeinteacher, the Reverend William
Jones, when she was still in Standard IV for wgitine best letter in the school. She has
never changed the opening line in all her lettersesthen.

But the contents of the letter took her by surprise

“Modisa’s grandfather came here and asked to takedlive with his family during these
winter months. Maybe our little boy will be speakiBnglish when they bring him back.
Mister Da Silva seems like a good man. | was qapierehensive when Matlho came with
him here for the first time.”

Matlholaadibona had not told her that he had m&t wmmanuel’s father, let alone taken
him to Taung and now the little boy was living wahwhite family!

“Ka rre a ntsetse, ngwana yo o ntsaya jang,” stezad the words loud, even though she was
the only person in the hous&/hat does this child son take meor
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Replying to her sister, she went on as if she was@of everything.
“Yes, he is a good man. He was quite hurt aftertaigason had done to Kedibone.”

She continued writing the letter, telling her sistbout a lonely life in the village and how
Matlholaadibona had become more caring since Kedilsadeath.

“He does not go to that shebeen again. He buylsd@sand drinks it here at home. I'm only
worried because I'm getting too old and he is @girsg anything about bringing me a
daughter-in-law.”

She started imagining a life with a daughter-in-Enaund. A grandchild too. Maybe a little
boy.

“Ah, this daydreaming,” she thought aloud and laadybs if she had an audience.

After writing the letter she took her walking stiakd went to the shop to buy a stamp and an
envelope.

“When is your boss dropping the mail at the poitef’ she asked the young woman at the
counter.

“He is going to town tomorrow morning,” she saiddye asking her why she didn’'t send her
neighbours’ children to the shop.

“I can’t stay in the house all the time, my girhlso need to stretch my muscles and not give
diseases a chance to relax in my body.”

*kkkk

It was almost nine o’clock when Matlholaadibonavad at home. The light was still on in
his mother’s bedroom. The winter cold had sentdaeking from thevoorkamemwhere she
had been watching television.

Matlholaadibona held the doorknob, shook it sidesvayd realised it was not locked. He
opened the door and went in.

“Mma, a o0 sa ntse o dutse,” he asked in a highpdosoice Are you still up at this tinte
His mother was still reading a magazine.
“I'm going to sleep. I'll see you tomorrow,” he dai

He had just put things in the fridge when the oteivan emerged from her bedroom in a
gown.

“Please switch on the kettle,” she said.

When that happened he knew she had something seadalk about. And he had no option
but do as she said.
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“Mma, isn’t it late to drink tea?”
“No. It's not. I've been waiting for you.”
Matlholaadibona sensed more trouble coming his Wéyat have | done now, he wondered.

“Ngwanakait’s true that as the only boy child you are li@ad of this household. But I'm
your mother and for you to go behind my back daimggs breaks my heart.”

“Mma, | don’t know what you're talking about.”
The old woman handed him a letter from his aunt.
“Did you think | would never find out?”

His hand was shaking as he read the letter. Herfeaaht to tell his mother. But every time
when he planned to talk about Modisa, somethingp&agd. He did not think she would find
out unless he told her.

“Mma, intshwarele,” he said without looking herasght in the eyePlease forgive me

She kept quiet. Though he was not looking at heicduld feel her eyes piercing through to
him.

“I was hurt and ashamed when Motsumi came to teltmatmmangwanevas struggling
with Modisa. It just happened that | was walkingtthe restaurant when | found myself
going in to talk to Mister Da Silva about the stiaa.”

“Matlholaadibona, your aunt’s letter was poste@éwveeks ago. You can’t tell me that you
had no time to talk to me about something as ingmbs this every time you came home!”

When he saw his mother’s eyes swelling with tdaes,ealised that he had struck a snake at
its tail.

“Have you sold my child’s son?”
“Mma?”

“Now you can’t hear? I'm asking you if you haveddhe child to the Portuguese man. Did
that Portuguese man give you the money?”

“Nnyaa, mmaHow can | do such a thing? All he asked for wed Modisa pays his family a
visit this winter!”

“Don’t raise your voice when you are talking to fvatiholaadibona. Don’t you dare!”
He apologised.

The old woman stood up and went to the bedroonsawieher switching the light off. He
went to the fridge, pulled out a bottle of beer.lbleked at it for a while and put it back in the
fridge. He went to his bedroom.
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Matlholaadibona had just arrived at the house ile§heewe after work when MmaBaard
came to knock on the door.

A white man driving a red car had been there.
“I think he must be in his fifties,” she said.

After she had described the red car, he figuredhattit could only be Diego da Silva in his
old Ford Cortina.

“How is your mother?” she asked.

“She is fine but seems lonely in the village. Shalways at home. She only gets out when
she leaves to go to church,” he said.

MmaBaard said the women at the church missed Mmatasitlala. Her departure left a
void. She had been an active member of the wonmeai&ment for many years. Everyone
knew that the only time she didn’t attend the wols@nayer service on Thursdays or the
Sunday service was when she was very sick.

On several occasions she declined when electeatiship positions. But she led by
example, always from the background. She went othlers to pray for the prisoners and the
sick, all the time in her red and white Methodistu@h uniform.

Matlholaadibona and Kedibone were used to havirangers coming to their home to thank
to MmaMosadiwatlala for the prayers and the adslue gave them while they were in prison
or hospital.

“Please give her my regards when you go home thekend. Tell her that I'll come and visit
her when my daughter is here. At least there wilsbmeone to look after my house,”
MmaBaard said.

“She will be very happynma”
Matlholaadibona was wondering why Diego would wangee him.

The following morning he left home much earlierrttree usually did. He wanted to pass by
Diego’s restaurant.

It was around half past six when he arrived at D&aS Food Corner, which at that time
only operated as a café. Diego was behind the eount

“Good morning, Sir. Thank God you came,” Diego daidllatiholaadibona before he could
even greet.
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“I got the message that you came to see me,” saith®laadibona, extending a hand to
properly greet him.

Diego apologised for talking to him from behind ttwunter.
“My people are only coming in at seven o’clock,” $sad.
Matlholaadibona understood, but said he too hdzetat work in few minutes’ time.

“l just wanted to make sure it was you who cameahse my neighbour could not remember
the name. She just described you and the carets omething urgent that you wanted to
see me about?”

“Not really urgent but it's important that we snicatalk. It's about the boy.”
“Do you want us to take him back to Taung?” Matdaaibona asked.

“No. He likes it here. He seems very happy. Youcame and see him. He is even able to
say some words in English!”

They both laughed.

Matlholaadibona pressed his nose and said a fewsanorEnglish, making the situation
lighter.

They both burst out laughing.
Diego said they had to talk about Modisa’s future.

“I don’t think it's a good idea for him to go batk the village. He can live permanently with
us. | mean he is my grandson and he belongs here.”

Matlholaadibona had not expected that.

“Mister Da Silva, | don’'t have an answer for youla moment. Let me go to work and think
about this. We can meet and talk later.”

They greeted each other and agreed to meet later.
Matlholaadibona had just turned to leave when Digjokly asked him to wait a little.
“Just a minute,” he said and dashed to the baakjrig him alone in front of the counter.

He looked around the restaurant. The eating arsssp@tless. The fridges and shelves were
filled with meat and drinks. The newspaper and megashelves had the latest issues.
Everything looked clean. The ceiling fans were iagnHe looked at the “No Smoking”
notice next to a cigarette poster. It looked yelkvd had faded a little.

Diego returned after a minute.

“Thanks for keeping watch. It's usually not verysgiat this time.”
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Three women aged around the age of thirty or stkeslan.
“Morning master,” they said, almost in unison.

One of the women took out a pinafore and a matctiagkfrom her bag. The other one went
to sit behind the counter. The third one startezkipg bread on the shelves.

Her straightened hair, thin eyes, fair complexiod alim figure reminded Matlholaadibona
of his late niece.

“Maybe she’d still be working for this family hadviinanuel not raped her and Godknows
had not killed her,” he thought. Lightning strikioge woman twice.

He looked at his wristwatch.

“Are you late?” Diego asked.

“Slightly. I'm supposed to be in at seven.”
Diego offered to take him to work in his car.

When they stopped at the robots, a middle-agedk blacnan holding a white child crossed
the road. They're probably going to créche. Matiadlibona’s eyes remained fixed on them
until they got to the other side.

“l think if Modisa comes to live here, we’ll takén to the same créche. But I'll take him
there myself. He’'s my only grandchild,” Diego said.

*kkkk

MmaMosadiwatlala was surprised to see Matlholaathkarrive at home in the middle of the
week.

“Don’t tell me they've fired you.”
“Nnyaa, mma. Se tshwenyege,” he said with a srbite’t worry.

Diego had spoken to Matlholaadibona’s employernte §im two days off to attend to
family matters.

He gave her the magazine and put a plastic bajgeotable.
He came home to tell his mother that Diego wanteatopt the boy.

“Ngwanakaeven though | was angry that you went with Da&ib see the child without
telling me, I'm actually happy that the Portuguésaily now know that he exists and can
help us to take care of him. As for him going te@lpermanently with them, I'm not too
sure,” MmaMosadiwatlala said.

Matlholaadibona was convinced that it would do Madgood if he were to be adopted.
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“Mma, the reality is that both you amgimangwaneare not young anymore. Taking care of
Modisa cannot be easy. If he lives with his fateéamily, there will always be someone to
take care of him.”

His mother nodded. He was right.

Of course the little boy would have a better futilvan if he were to remain in the village.
“Will they allow us to see him?” she asked.

“Yes, mma They can’t keep him away from us.”

This was quite rare, the old woman thought. Mames white families don’t want anything
to do with children like Modisa. Da Silva must bg@d man.

“Ngwanakayou also know very well that these people hawemarried the child’s mother.
Unless proper ways are followed, they have no sigiver this child. Culture is culture, my
son. Things must be done in the right way,” shd.sai

Matlholaadibona knew that very well. An ancestezletnony had to take place first and the
two families must visit Kedibone’s grave to seek permission. And then an amount of
money had to be paid to the Mosadiwatlala familp@gadito allow the child to go to live
with his father’s family.

Diego was not happy with tHegadipart. But Matlholaadibona would not budge.

“Unfortunately that's the only way Mister Da Silvehe family of the father has absolutely
no rights over the child unless that amount is paid It's our culture.”

“And what about the money | gave to your motherd'Chis bogadicome out of that?”

“Mister Da Silva nobody knew at that time that Kaahe was pregnant. Only you know why
you gave my mother that money. If anything, thahepohas to be treated as a fee for the
damages. It had nothing to do wiitbgadi”

Diego adored the boy and was prepared to do argythikeep him. But it also irritated him
that this family seemed to want to milk him as mastthey could.

“Damages? Is that what you have just said?”

“Mister Da Silva it's not the first time that a ¢dhis born out of wedlock in our community.
What normally happens is that the father’s famaysmadi a tshenyowhich you would call
damages. That gives the father’s family some righies the child but not custody. Let’s
agree that the money you have given my motherisitmages. That allows you to name the
child and see him whenever it's possible, but mstady. That you can only gettibgadiis
paid,” Matlholaadibona explained.

There seemed to be no way out except palyogadiover to the Mosadiwatlala family. But
still he was not too happy with the whole affair.
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MmaMosadiwatlala and Matlholaadibona arrived whil@as still early at the graveyard.
The sun still had an hour before it showed up.

Kedibone’s grave was at the far end of the grawkeydmaMosadiwatlala lamented the
overgrown grass between the graves and even aof wpers.

“Matlho, I think later in the day you must come aléan around your niece’s grave.”

She asked him if he remembered where his grandfatitegreat-grandfather’s graves were.
“Ao, mmaHow can | forget where my ancestors’ remains’are?

He pointed to the north of the graveyard.

They each picked up two small stones.

They arrived at Kedibone’s grave and threw theetam top, one by one.

Matlholaadibona looked at his mother with expeotatiThough he was, in terms of culture,
the head of the household, he still thought hisheohad to take the lead.

“My grandchild, we are here to seek your permissiwur son’s other family would like

him to stay with them. We think it's a good idex&ese he will have a better future. You are
also aware that the conditions under which heviadiare not very good. Please, Kedi, grant
us the permission to let them have him. Pleasenaydghild,” the old woman said.

She sprinkled snuff on the grave. She carried on.

“I have come here with your uncle, who has witndssg suffering and your son’s suffering.
He also thinks it's a good idea for your son t@ Iwith his father’s family.”

She sprinkled more snuff.
Matlholaadibona moved closer to the eastern ertdeofrave, where the head lay.

“Kedi, this is Matlholaadibona, your uncle. My néed also ask you to release the knot in
your heart and forgive the father of your son figrdake. Please forgive him. We all know
what an evil thing he did to you. We know the pgin endured. But my niece, please
forgive him and let your son not be followed by thack in his life.”

He also sprinkled some snuff on the grave.
He looked at his mother.

“Mma, | think she has heard us. All we can do now ikdleve that she has acceded to our
requests.”

The old woman reminded him to come later in therafion to clean around the graves.
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“Kedi, we are goingngwanakaYour uncle will come back this afternoon to cleaound
your house. Please remember us at all times. Righdur other ancestors to look after us at
all times,” MmaMosadiwatlala said.

They moved towards her father and grandfather'seg.alhey negotiated their way among
other graves, old and new. The old woman would atapread on tombstones. She would
then tell her son that she knew the deceased.

“Many of my friends died while they were still yogui

She would then relate how they grew up in the géland how they met their first
boyfriends, most of whom became their husbands.

“Times have really changed, my son. At that timekwew that once you marry a person,
only God would separate you when He called oneoaf ¥hese days people divorce and
marry again. That's why there is so much bad lutlearth.”

Matlholaadibona was hoping that his mother wouldbmther him again about getting
married.

They arrived at the two graves. They stood in tiddia. On the right was his great-
grandfather, the man he was named after. He wieafecond generation to live in
Dikhudung village. He had married two women after ¢lders told him that his cousin was
reaching thirty without a man or a child.

“When you marry your cousin, the cattle return toeve they are coming from,” they told the
first Matlholaadibona.

He then took his cousin to become his second witethe family escaped the embarrassment
of one of their daughters becomintgtetwa

When MmaMosadiwatlala begot a boy child, she bedgedusband that he be named after
her grandfather. Nobody had been named after hdvharwould soon be forgotten unless
someone carried his name. The boy was named Ma#ititdlona Michael Mosadiwatlala.

On the left was the grave of his grandfather, QitdWlatlholaadibona remembered him well
because he used to come to Galeshewe when heilvesrgtyoung. He remembered
particularly that the old man would bring him sweeevery time he paid them a visit.

MmaMosadiwatlala started talking to the family pach on the right.

“Autata we are here to seek your blessings. We are abonake a very important decision.
We are about to allow Kedibone’s son to live witl tamily of his father Autatg you know
very well the circumstances under which the boy ea@aseived. But we cannot live with a
knot in our heart forever. The Portuguese family &gpressed regret and shame at what
happened. Now they want the boy to live with thentheat he can have a better future. We
believe it's a good thing. We are here to seek ybessingsautata”
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She turned around and made the same plea to her.fat

*kkkk

The sun was bright and it was warmer than in tleipus two days. Larry Pickover folded
the paper and walked out of his house. He stotiteagate and returned to the house.
Magdalena could figure out that something was ogicigpPickover’s mind.

“Master, is there anything wrong?”
Pickover showed her the paper.
“Look at this, Maggie. Aren’t they beautiful?”

Magdalena looked at the picture of a plump white nvéh a little Coloured boy on the
street.

“This is nice, master.”

“Yes, Maggie. This is beautiful and | can’t undarsd why some people cannot see that
beauty. The paper says some white parents havdraitin their children from the créche
since this man brought this handsome little boyetfie

Magdalena dropped her jaws in pretence that shesurasised.
Pickover lifted the paper.

“Here, Maggie. It says the man is a well-known aesateur who has been donating food to a
shelter for abused women for the past few montlesh&t now adopted a Coloured boy and
now instead of being applauded for this, some darié threatening him, writing racist
messages on his car with spray paint!”

Magdalena shrugged her shoulders and proceededd®itee kitchen. Pickover walked to
his study, pulled out a pad and started writing.

Dear Editor

Sir, | am dismayed at the conduct of some of dloweesidents. | read the story published
in yesterday’s Diamond Fields Advertiser abouttgt businessman who has apparently been
subjected to abuse for a mere act of love and lassin

According to your paper, the man has been dondting on a weekly basis to a shelter for
abused women. He has now adopted a Coloured bolgapty from a struggling family. |
think this man needs to be applauded for his magmauns spirit. He is a wonderful example
to privileged Kimberley residents. We cannot livéuixury when our fellow citizens are in
squalor.

What | have observed is that those who are abukiisgnan are also members of various
churches in the city. Every Sunday these housesrship are always full to capacity and
most, if not all, worshippers are white. Now how cae be praying to God and still be
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racist? This does not make sense at all. Any wdtthystian should stand up and defend this
man.

| appeal to my fellow residents to desist from wglis of racism. | am also appealing to the
authorities to investigate these incidents and dptime perpetrators to book as a matter of
urgency.

Larry Pickover
Hadison Park

He read the letter again, looking for any spellimgtakes and grammatical errors. He then
counted the words to see whether he had not exdebderescribed three-hundred words
limit.

“This editor must be very happy that this time ot complaining about his reporters,”
Pickover thought.
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