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Chapter 01 
I’ve always carried this idea that, upon death, our souls are split in half and passed on to new people. 

These new people will grow up to spend their lives searching for one another and how we are inside will 

set the precedence for how peaceful and happy their relationship will be. It had always been nothing 

more than an interesting idea, a fascinating paradigm that allowed me to explore the world with 

purpose even if it was for just a moment. When I walked into her life, this idea turned into a belief so 

deeply ingrained in my psyche; one would think it was etched on my bones. 

I grew up in a Christian home, and like many children before me, I decided I would do what was best for 

myself and search for my own truth. I didn’t like the idea of a supreme being that I could never hope to 

understand. Every question I put forward to my elders was met with gross ambiguity; statements like 

“He has a plan” were the staple. What they did teach me, however, was that the world is far from 

simple. The concept of the “God Head” fascinated me because never before had I been challenged to 

accept what I previously thought impossible; one plus one plus one equals one. By accepting this theory, 

I had set the path for all my future interactions with confusion. It was one of those ideas that I had to 

accept to understand others like it. If I had I not adopted this attitude; I probably wouldn’t have spoken 

to her. 

She sat at the edge of the student centre, on the hard plastic benches, clutching Alastair Rae’s 

Beginner’s Guide to Quantum Physics. I knew I had seen her before, but I couldn’t figure out when or 

where so I decided to walk up to her to have a chat about dead cats. It wasn’t my best idea, I know, but 

my reasoning was: that’s how some of our greatest memories are made. I walked over and sat on the 

opposite end of the table. She put down the book that had stood as a barrier between us and looked at 

me as if to ask why I chose her table when there were dozens of empty ones scattered around us.  

“So is your pussy dead or alive?” I asked with a smile on my face. 

“What?” she replied as she scrunched hers in confusion. 

“Schrödinger?” I replied as if to guide her into the epiphany.  

“What the fuck are you talking about?” she replied with a confused smile on her face. 

“You look like you’re halfway into that book. I find it hard to believe that they haven’t given you the 

dead cat example yet.”  

“Oh, this? I’m not reading.” 

“What are you doing then?” 

“I’m pretending to read.” 

“Because…?” 

“Because I need to look like I’m reading.” 

“You’re not giving me anything to work with here.” 



“Did you think it was gonna be easy when you walked over?” 

“Nah, I thought I’d seen your face before, so I assumed you’d seen mine. And because I couldn’t 

remember where we’d met, I just assumed I left a good impression.” 

“Some one’s rather confident.” 

“Do I have a choice?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I mean, as the guy, I have to look like I know what I’m doing, lest I get caught in your filter.” 

“My filter?” 

“Yeah, you know you get offered dick all the time. So you’re used to filtering out all the riffraff.” 

“Did you just say riffraff?” she giggled. 

“Now the only common factor I’ve seen with those that win and those that get filtered out is 

confidence” I continued. 

“Your theory is terribly flawed.” 

“Oh yeah? How so?” I asked with a challenging smile. 

“When you say ‘riffraff,’ I assume that includes the contractors on the streets that cat call all day, right?” 

“Yes ma’am” I replied, curious to see where she went with it. 

“Are they not confident?” she asked with a smile. 

“Touché” I replied with one of my own. 

“Let me educate you real quick. There is no formula for getting a girl. There is no cheat code 

conversation or ploy you can use to make them like you. The only common denominator in successful 

‘game’ is the girl. If she likes you, it will happen. All you need to do is to try not to say anything too 

stupid.”  

“Well damn. I guess the question now is, do you still like me or have I already said something stupid?” I 

asked with a cheeky smile. 

“STILL like you?” she laughed. “That was smooth; I’ll give you that. But you’re a boy; you’re always going 

to say something stupid. The operative word here is ‘too,’ as in too much for me to bear.” 

“Fair enough but you haven’t really answered my question” I replied a little anxiously. 

“I’m trying to roll a blunt.” 

“What?” 

“You asked me why I’m pretending to read. It’s so the cameras don’t see me rolling the blunt.” 

“Then where are you going to smoke it?” 



“Right here. They can’t prove if it’s a rollie or not from the CCTV footage,” she said proudly. All she 

needed was a cigar, a couple of people in the background, and you’d swear she led the A team.  

“You know those cameras don’t work right?” I replied, with a laugh. 

We sat and spoke for another 10 minutes while she finished her joint. She said she wanted to enjoy the 

rest of her trip in the safe confines of her room where she could be naked watching anime for as long as 

her heart desired and then pass out without being bothered for another 12 hours. I offered to walk her 

home. She thought about it for a second. 

“Nah that would be a terrible idea. I’d probably feel the urge to invite you in” she said with a cheeky 

smile. 

“That doesn’t sound like such a terrible idea to me” I replied, trying my utmost to be as suave as I 

possibly could while I tried to hide the overt excitement that my inner-self had projected on my psyche. 

“I said I’d feel the urge. Doesn’t mean I’d succumb to it. Besides, the most we’d do together is cuddle 

standing up for a few seconds” she said. 

“That’s just a hug though.”  

“Wow, you’re quicker than I thought you’d be. Maybe you do have potential.” 

“Well that’s not patronising at all, but I’ll take it as a compliment. How about we exchange numbers to 

keep in touch?” I said desperately clutching at straws. 

“Nah, we’ll see each other soon. Don’t think about it too much” she replied as we embraced.  

She smelt divine.  

“I feel like you just set me up for failure.” 

“How so?” 

“Don’t think about it too much? This is all I’m going to be able to think about until we meet again” I 

replied with an awkward smile. 

“Well then it’s good to know that I won’t be forgotten” she shouted back with a wave.  

She was halfway into the horizon by then. I just stood there. Starstruck. I spent the next ten minutes 

having a conversation with myself about what had just happened. Some of it leaked into the real world 

and had me looking like a schizophrenic, but I didn’t care. I had just stumbled upon a siren. She lulled me 

into a trance with her beauty, and I could do nothing but participate. 

I spent the rest of that day replaying every moment in my head. I wondered what would’ve happened if 

I said ‘this’ in a different tone or done ‘that’ with a certain look and so on. The purpose of these 

simulations was to figure out whether any combination of words and actions (or lack thereof), could’ve 

gotten her in the mood to walk with me to her place. It was clear that I had completely disregarded 

everything she had just told me and chose to believe that I alone controlled whether good things 

happened to me. Life was like a video game, in my book, and with the right combination of instructions, 

I could get her to want to sleep with me.  



No matter how poisonous I think these thoughts were, they were all subject to the same fate that even I 

will one day be subject to as well. Death. I guess it makes sense that something born from a mortal 

would also be subject to the test of time. But that’s an existential crisis for another day. As I was saying, 

before I got distracted, the idea of winning her over began to erode under the weight of everyday life, 

and the absence of her face only dug the grave for my archaic thoughts of conquest. Hours turned into 

days turned into weeks then turned into forgotten. I couldn’t even remember the look on her face when 

she first acknowledged my presence. I really liked that look. She looked confused yet confident. ‘I think.’ 

I could only remember the words I used to describe her. I was only left with metadata that my pompous 

mind had conjured up when it was bombarded by the sensory overload that was her presence. I wasn’t 

even sure that she was real, at that point.  

It was just as these thoughts crossed my mind that I got a text from my boy Luda.  

‘Did you find her yet?’ It read. I remembered the last conversation I had with him. It was laced with 

bravado to cover the sweet stench of brooding feelings. I would relay what was said but I still kind of 

care about how you see me.  

I told him I hadn’t; then I went on to organise another hangout with him. I liked our chill sessions. We 

would spend most of our time talking about absolutely nothing while we were high but there was 

always a gem in our weekend-long play dates. A point where everything just clicked, and we got a 

glimpse of what we could be. It usually left just as fast as it appeared, but it was always worth it. This 

one was no different. Snazz, Luda and I went through the paces on Friday, felt inspired and made music 

on Saturday, then completely zoned out on Sunday when we were most needed. We played Sunday 

League football, so we were always sweating out our comedowns. Well, Luda and I. Snazz always 

seemed to have something else to do. He was keen on playing, but the position he wanted to play in 

was already overflowing with candidates. It was a great distraction from the problems in our lives. But 

we always knew that the mid-Sunday Sun would bring us back to reality, and the road home would be 

shorter than the road away from it.  

I switched on my phone for the first time that weekend and immediately received a barrage of 

messages. Ok, it was like 12, but that’s quite a lot for me. I went through them all and responded 

accordingly.  

‘I’m always here for you. Don’t scare me like that again.’ 

‘Awe gents, great game.’ 

‘I don’t know. Ask your brother.’ 

You get the idea. Only when I got to the last message did my response time take a bit of a knock.  

‘Are you depressed? Or were you at some point?’ – It read. 

The number was foreign to me, but the words felt familiar. It was almost like I could hear the person 

saying them in my head, but I couldn’t, for the life of me, figure out who it could be.    

‘Who is this?’ 

The only thing I could come up with after about 3 and a half long minutes of reading that one line. 



‘One minute you’re trying to sweet talk me with quantum physics jokes, the next I’m forgotten? Men are 

actually trash.’ 

Her response time almost made me think that she was in love with me ‘til I read her profile’s status. ‘If 

you text while I’m holding my phone. I will respond. Not about that ‘wait 3 hours’ nonsense *emoji*’. I 

didn’t know if that was meant for me or if she got asked about it so often that she felt the need to make 

it her status. I decided it would be best to ignore it and figure out what to say next. I’d probably been 

“Typing…” for a good 11 minutes by then. She was either going to expect an essay or think that I was a 

perfectionist. This app often betrays me.  

‘Nah, why’d you ask?’ 

‘I was reading some of your stories on Tumblr. They seem pretty dark. Like suicidal kinda dark. Hence the 

question.’ 

‘Nah I just rolled with a group of people who had me convinced that I was just as sad as they were.’ 

‘Must’ve been some serious brainwashing.’ 

‘Not actually. I mean, I came to them with the perception that there was beauty in darkness. That dark 

stories always meant good ones. So, in a way, you could say that I was trying to siphon content from 

them. And if not content then at least the vibe.’  

The rest of the conversation is not worth mentioning. Just a few more questions, a few more bullshit 

answers, and that was that. She was back in my life. This time, I wasn’t too sure how I felt about it. I 

mean, yeah, I liked her, but she knew more about me than I did her and that had always been something 

that I’d tried to avoid. Reservation is the holy place for the trolls of this world. 

I still couldn’t figure out how I knew her. She clearly had access to my twitter account coz it’s pretty 

much the only place to get the link to my Tumblr page. If this was war, I would’ve been hauled up in my 

castle with a katana in hand, convinced that she was going to materialise out of thin air next.  

I thought long and hard about everyone I knew and the people they had introduced me to in the past. 

Nothing. It was hopeless. She had me beat, and there was nothing I could do except sit and wait to see 

how everything would fit in the jigsaw puzzle around me.  

We bumped into each other quite a bit, after that. She became what I looked forward to every week. 

She still wouldn’t tell me her name because she told me that I knew it already. She was a lot more 

stubborn than I was so I let it go.  



 

Chapter 02 
We sat and ate our Kotas quietly at the bar next to the caravan that had served us. The background 

noise from the people around us amplified the awkwardness I felt in the silence. Why wasn’t she saying 

anything? I’d tried numerous times during the walk over to get her to say more than 5 words at a time 

but nothing. It was unlike her. But then again it was the first time we’d eaten together so I assumed she 

might’ve been in her head about eating with a dude that still didn’t know her name or something to that 

effect. I mean, I had her number saved as ‘???’ for heaven’s sake. Maybe she was going through some 

shit that had absolutely nothing to do with me. That seemed more likely, but my ego wouldn’t allow me 

to accept this explanation and after what felt like forever in a day, she broke the silence. 

“How did you know?” 

“Know what?” 

“How’d you know I was hangry?” 

“Hangry?” I laughed. “Jesus that’s lame. Well, at least now I know you’re human.” 

“Stop trying to be cute. How did you know?” she snapped. I’d never seen her this aggressive.  

“I guessed. My little sister and my niece do the same thing when they’re hungry.” I was a bit annoyed 

that she had snapped at me for no apparent reason so this might’ve come out a lot more patronising 

than you’d first think. 

“Oh ok,” she replied as if my snide response had somehow calmed her down. It made absolutely no 

sense to me but all my life I’d been told that women were inherently odd so I begrudgingly chalked this 

up to her vista. I could never truly understand it unless I experienced it, so I let it go. 

We got a few beers after that, and she seemed to loosen up a bit more. I could see that she wasn’t really 

into the taste of Black Label from the somewhat strained expression she’d make whenever she took a 

sip. She didn’t absolutely dismiss it either, and I liked that.  

“You’re a wine drinker aren’t you?” I finally blurted with a nervous smile on my face, just hoping I was at 

least half decent at poker. 

“Yeah. How’d you figure that out?” she asked suspiciously. 

“You don’t seem like you’re enjoying that beer and I saw you swirling it like a glass of wine a while back.” 

“Do you think I’m smart?” she asked me. It was probably the first time I’d ever seen her this vulnerable. 

She had dropped certain hints that she didn’t feel like she was as intelligent as she led herself to believe 

but I didn’t think it was this serious. I mean, we all have the odd bout, where the feeling of inadequacy 

drenches the far-reaching corners of our souls and stings at our insecurities, from time to time but it 

never affects our daily comings and goings, so we leave it be. 



“How do you mean?” I responded. I couldn’t tell if this was a test or not. If it was, then was it the first 

one she’d sent my way? Had I been completely oblivious to the fact that I might’ve been getting vetted 

for a position I hadn’t applied for yet? 

“Oh ok,” she replied with a look of disappointment. 

“Don’t do that.” 

“Do what?” 

“Act like my question was some sort of answer.” 

“If we lived in the early 1900s and I asked you if Einstein was Intelligent, you wouldn’t ask ‘How do you 

mean.’ ” 

“Actually, Einstein didn’t have a really good public image at times and was often seen as either crazy or 

traitorous.” 

“You know what I mean though.” 

“I don’t know what you mean by ‘smart.’” 

“Yes, you do. Would you consider yourself smart?” 

“Nah not really, but that’s only because…” 

“Exactly,” she said before I could finish. “You already have a definition of intelligence in mind that not 

even you live up to so what chance do I have?” 

“Where is all this coming from?” 

“You still don’t even know my fucking name!” she was getting hysterical. All eyes were on me, and I 

couldn’t disappoint. I came over to her side of the table and embraced her. 

“It will be okay” I whispered. 

She cried for a little while. I had no idea what was causing her this much pain, but at that moment, it 

was rather irrelevant. It looked like all she really wanted was for someone to have her back. She seemed 

like the person that everyone turned to with their problems. The kind of person that people assumed 

was always ok. At that moment she was far from ok, and she just needed to be reassured that that was 

ok. 

A few moments went by before she dug her head up from my shoulder, looked me dead in the eye and 

said: “Let’s get fucked up.” 

After some jokes and a few more beers, her friends walked by and spotted us from the entrance. Now 

when I say ‘spotted’ I mean: we saw them pass and made as much noise as we could to get their 

attention without saying any of their names. We were probably at our most unnecessary when we were 

around each other.  

Now we were six. Her and I, her flatmates Mike, Nomfundo, and Sthe along with Mike’s cousin, Reggie 

(just to avoid confusion, I’ll refer to her as ‘???’. You can fill in whatever name you prefer if it makes you 



feel better). It was a party. Mike seemed to be the moreki of the squad. It looked like he enjoyed being 

the one that bought everyone drinks. This was perfect for us because we had just run out of money. 

Reggie seemed to be the kind of guy whose mere presence was an omen for wild nights. Whether or not 

this was intentional didn’t matter to me. I had just had a weird day, so the vodka shot he handed me 

was a welcome relief, no matter how hard I pretended not to want it.  

Three more shots were passed my way. All different kinds. One even tasted like cough syrup. I had no 

idea what it was but ??? had one too, so I knew that, if it killed me, I wasn’t going to die alone. Reggie 

didn’t hear me greet any of the girls, so he said “They’re rude aren’t they?” just loud enough for 

everyone at the table to hear. I told him that they greeted me as they sat down, so they weren’t as rude 

as he imagined. After I said that, Sthe turned her entire body to mirror mine. She was sitting to my right, 

and I was at the edge of the table with one of my legs on either side of the bench, facing her. Our knees 

were touching. She leaned over and gave me a hug and formally introduced herself and Nomfundo. The 

hug felt unnatural because of how we were sitting, but I liked the fact that she went out of her way to 

make me feel a little more welcome.  

??? was seated on the other side of the table in-between Mike and Reggie so when Sthe and I hugged, 

my eyes naturally connected with hers. She smiled. Nomfundo was on Sthe and I’s side of the table, but 

she didn’t really say much, so I almost forgot that she was there at one point. After the awkward but 

appreciated hug, Sthe took my hand and asked me what I was drinking. I told her Black Label, but it took 

about three attempts to get the message to her ear because of the music that was playing. Sthe was a 

little darker, a tad bit more slender, and shapelier than ??? was. With short hair and an enticing smile, 

Sthe could’ve gotten the attention of any man at that table, but she chose to seek mine. 

She stood up and looked me in the eyes as she said ‘Come, let’s go.’ I didn’t hear her say it, but she 

made it quite obvious in the way she exaggerated her lip movement. Whether or not she actually said 

the words, I couldn’t say, but I heard her loud and clear.   

With my hand still in her possession, I stood up and followed her lead. She took me to the innermost bar 

and ordered the cocktails for the table and a beer for me. We took another shot together then headed 

back to the table. I almost didn’t realise that Nomfundo was with us because of the amount of eye 

contact Sthe was demanding. I was encapsulated. 

The night went on, and I could sense I was getting closer to Sthe and drifting from ???. I kept finding 

myself alone with her, and I couldn’t tell if it was due to coincidence or coordination. We were smoking 

on the dance floor because the other’s kept breaking the cigarettes that I brought over. I didn’t have a 

pack on me, so we had to rely on looses and the smokers community. As we passed the newly lit, un-

popped, menthol, I filled the intermissions of our silence with questions. I used my interest in her 

tattoos as an excuse to touch her face. She had 3 birds in an orderly pattern running down her neck 

starting from behind the middle of her ear and ending just in line with the start of her jaw. She told me 

that she had another one, of her name, on her right ankle. The birds, she said, where her and her 

siblings. I didn’t look too deeply into it because I was more interested in the sight of her lips than 

hearing about her siblings. I told her that her lipstick was going to leave red marks on the cigarette. To 

that, she replied: “I don’t wear cheap lipstick.”  

“Oh, so it doesn’t rub off?” I asked. 



“Nope” 

“Not even if I do this?”  

“Do what?” 

I pulled her closer with her belt loop but was met with resistance when she pieced it all together. 

“Maybe when I come visit.” 

She shrugged her shoulders. We finished the cigarette and headed back to join the group. I figured I had 

fucked it all up, so I was already planning my graceful exit. I had to head home at some point. While all 

this was happening in my head, I felt her tap me on the shoulder. I looked over, and she gestured 

towards the girl’s bathroom. I nodded and watched her go in before I took my post at the entrance. 

‘I think we’re supposed to follow her in’ I thought. This sparked a debilitating debate that stayed within 

the boundaries of my cranium. Those ‘for’ the motion argued that all our research into body language 

had suggested that she was expecting me to go join her. Those ‘against’ argued that it was sheer lunacy. 

She and I had just met, so the last thing we’d want was to hear her scream at the sight of me in the stall 

with her. They agreed that such a move would either go one of two ways and the pros did not outweigh 

the cons. Fortune favours the bold but usually turns a blind eye to the buffoon. 

So I stood there and waited. She’d been in there for a little while before a guy walked right in. I think my 

presence at the door had confused him. I directed him to the guy’s bathroom. He thanked me and went 

on his way. Reggie walked by and stopped for a chat. As we spoke, the guy from the bathroom 

approached us. He thanked me again but then asked if I was straight. I told him I was to which he said 

that he had a friend who would probably find me attractive. He wanted me to give him my number to 

give to her. I figured this was probably a ploy, but I was curious to see how it ended so I gave him my 

name and number. Sthe had finally finished, so she came outside and waited for a few seconds in the 

background before proclaiming her boredom and heading towards the foosball table where the group 

had gathered. Reggie and I followed soon after. 

I remember being led by the hand to help ??? in her search for Nomfundo. She had apparently left with 

the guy that Mike had scared off with just a look and a flex of the bicep. When we found her, it sounded 

like she was being promised a white guy. I left all the girls with him and headed back to the guys. Mike, 

Reggie, and I played, laughed, and bonded around that foosball table for a while before deciding to 

leave.  I had no other plans, so I left with them. We found each of the girls with a white guy of their own 

and Nomfundo was lip-locked with hers. The man had fulfilled his promise.  

I sat in the back seat of the grey polo with my hoodie and shirt in hand wearing nothing on top but a 

deep dish grey vest that read ‘Obsessed to progress.’ Reggie drove, and Mike sat in the passenger seat. 

This made sense because Mike was probably the biggest of all of us. I sat in the back with the girls. Sthe 

sat on my lap for a moment because of the space issue. She was sitting on my hoodie and shirt so I tried 

to yank them out from underneath her so that she could be a little more comfortable but Nomfundo 

had placed ??? on her lap. Sthe moved off my lap and into the middle seat. We went to their apartment, 

so Mike could collect his bank card. ??? went inside for a little bit and came back smelling like she had 

just re-upped on her perfume.  She was feeling a bit cold on the way over so I had given her my hoodie. 



She seemed to like the way it looked on her. So much so that I made a mental note to make sure that I 

got it back from her. ‘Lest I lose another hoodie for being a nice guy’ I thought. 

We made our way to a place named Arcade Empire. Started off at the bathrooms, made our way to the 

bar, and then to the dance floor. I bumped into a girl that Sthe was dancing with. After apologising to 

her, she looked me in the eyes and started talking. She was convinced that she knew me from back in 

high school. I didn’t recognise her, so she called for backup. Her cousin came and asked if I remembered 

him. We chatted for a bit before we parted ways.  

On the dance floor, two other girls approached Reggie and me as we broke it down. They seemed quite 

intrigued by how I was dancing. So much so that they decided to mirror every step. It wasn’t too 

complicated coz I had just made it up, so we all had fun for a while, dancing like a crew until the song 

ended. I can’t remember the song nor the man that was performing it. I’m sure it was a Zef artist 

though.  

This all sounds rather odd, but a group of six black people is bound to draw attention to themselves, in a 

place like Arcade, for no other reason than for being authentic.  

??? spent her time watching us from the corner, in the shadows, her back to the table she was sitting at 

and with her drink in her hand. As we danced the night away, Sthe recorded damn near every moment 

of it on her cell phone. Mike and Reggie had wandered off into the distance, leaving me with the girls. 

Sthe and I danced together for a little while before kissing. She seemed to turn into a different person 

when the camera was on her. The kiss stopped, and I moved to her neck. She guided me behind her and 

moved her body closer to mine. We swayed our hips to the rhythm of the beat with my lips on her neck, 

her hand stroking mine, and a camera-wielding Nomfundo in front of us. At some point, they switched, 

and I found myself wrapped in Nomfundo’s arms with our lips locked and the flash from the camera 

behind me.  

A bouncer stood at the table where ??? sat and asked her if we were all of age. He didn’t really care 

about any of us though and was more focused on Sthe. He had seen her twerking on a dude that fell 

trying to do the running man in a onesie. It was all fun and games, but he didn’t seem too pleased. By 

that time, Mike and Reggie had wandered back into the scene to take control of the situation. After a 

minor argument, they settled on a price and Reggie left only to come back with a Red Bull. That sorted 

the situation, and we all went back to our previous posts. I was a little worried about ??? so I went over  

and asked her what was wrong. She told me that she felt offish the whole day and was just deep in 

thought. I let it go. 

We left not too long after this and headed to their place. More drinking, a little snacking and a lot of 

jokes filled the room with warmth and happiness. At one point, all the girls were away which left me 

with Mike and Reggie. Mike told Reggie and me that the girls wanted to sleep with us and that we 

shouldn’t disappoint him. The girls came back, and the laughter ensued again.  

One of their roommates wasn’t too happy with the noise we were making so he burst through the door 

and gave us all a long speech about how we weren’t being fair to him. It was laced with rhetorical 

questions, dramatic pauses, and badly used clichés. We all went to bed right after it. 



Reggie seemed to be putting in work with Sthe, and I wasn’t too happy with that. I tried my best to 

signal and snatch, but it was futile. They were intertwined. I had given her my black shirt, earlier, 

because she seemed cold. She was wearing that, a pair of boxers and nothing else.  

We were all supposed to sleep in the same room. There were two beds, one smaller than the other. 

Reggie, Sthe, and Nomfundo took the bigger one which left ??? and I with the smaller one. Mike slept in 

his room. ??? told me that the roommate that barged in had some sort of vendetta against her. She 

gave him shit once before because he tried to grab her ass and ever since then, he seemed to have it out 

for her. 

It was 4 am at this point, so we all went to sleep. I’d often wondered how effective human body heat 

was at curbing hypothermia. Lying there, under some warm blankets, with my arm around a girl with a 

hoodie on, I realised very quickly that hyperthermia was a very likely threat.   

My sleep was intermittent, so I’d wake up in the middle of conversations and then doze off, only to 

wake up to silence later and then doze off again. That happened a few times until I woke up to an 

interesting conversation. ??? turned to face me. With our faces moments away from one another and 

our eyes locked, we communicated our intentions to one another by breaking from the tunnel vision to 

glance at each other’s lips. We etched closer and closer together.  

She closed her eyes; I closed mine. The door opened, and another lecture ensued. This time he was 

throwing us out. As we gathered our things and Reggie apologised, he got angrier and angrier. My best 

guess was that he found Reggie’s apology patronising, so it only fuelled his rage. He had his finger 

repeatedly poking at Reggie’s temple to show us how serious he was. I broke them apart to avoid any 

further conflict, but Reggie didn’t seem too keen on fighting so I felt I could get the rest of my things. I 

got my phone, and my hoodie then left. Sthe wasn’t wearing anything under my shirt, so I left her with 

it.  

Reggie took me to his place to crash. Luda picked me up the next morning for a soccer game. 

Apparently, I’d been sending him my location throughout the course of the night.    



 

Chapter 03 
Luda and I were driving through the streets of Sunnyside; a quest to restock on the drug supplies. The 

cough syrup was first on the list, so we headed straight for the pharmacy. Laughter filled the vehicle, 

and we occasionally commented on the sheer amount of attractive women that the city was home to. 

While passing KFC, I spotted some familiar faces. Sthe and Nomfundo. It had been about a week since 

our last interaction, and we hadn’t really spoken since. I didn’t even get their phone numbers, so I have 

no idea how I planned on keeping in touch with them without ??? finding out, but I did. ??? wasn’t with 

them then but I saw no point in putting the drug run on hold to speak to them. We drove right past as I 

waved.  

After restocking our syrup supply, I suggested we check to see if the girls were still around. The car 

pulled into the shopping complex, and as we stopped to park, I heard a loud bang that came from my 

side of the car. I turned to find Sthe with her hands, face, and cleavage on the passenger side window. 

Luda was just as perplexed as I was in this situation, so I did the only thing that came to mind at the 

time. I opened my door and acted like nothing happened, gave them both hugs and then offered them 

beverages. 

We spoke for quite a while at that little complex. We actually spoke for so long that the stores began 

closing and the girls were quickly reminded of what they had come there to do in the first place. Sthe 

ran into the shop and grabbed a few items. She came back outside when she realised she had forgotten 

to get Nomfundo’s contribution then found it beneficial to ask Luda and me to contribute as well.  

Nomfundo mentioned that they were all going to be in their flat, so she invited us over. With nothing 

else to do and the need to get my shirt back, we waited for Sthe and then headed to the flat. They 

flirted, we flirted back. It was a beautiful dynamic we had going until Nomfundo let it slip that there was 

a guy at the flat that they hadn’t seen in a while. She said that I probably wasn’t going to enjoy what was 

about to happen, so it was easy to deduce that it was ???’s boyfriend I was about to meet. “Not too bad 

considering nothing really happened between her and me.” They didn’t seem to believe me, so I left the 

topic altogether. We spent the rest of the trip discussing the world’s obsession with Beyoncé and its 

implications. 

We opened the boot and took out all of its contents with the intention of starting the party so 

enthusiastically that it’d be considered a minor riot. That’s a lie; we were drinking cough syrup and 

smoking weed, there was no chance of us doing anything we didn’t have to (well me and Luda anyway).  

The three of them walked in before I did because I was taking time adjusting all the stuff I was carrying. 

As my head made it through the door and my eyes evaluated the living room, I spotted something that 

made my heart sink. She was sitting next to him, and they were really close and comfortable together. I 

spaced out for a second and then came to when our greeting turned from handshake to embrace.  

“Bro, why didn’t you tell me that you and my girl partied together and shit?” 

“I had no idea she was your girl fam.” 

“What do you mean bra? I swear I’ve introduced you to her before.” 



“Nah I don’t remember that” 

“Baby, didn’t I bring you with me to … uhhh … Erin’s party?” 

She nodded; with a slight hint of shame, I might add. I don’t think anyone else noticed it, but I’ve been 

around her long enough to know what it meant. 

“When we went to Warmbaths?” I asked puzzled. 

“Yeah” 

As this confirmation made its way through my eardrums, I felt my entire body move as the vibrations 

from the paradigm shift made their way down to the centre of my chest. I tried my best to hide my true 

emotions because I had no idea how Tefo would react if he saw me drowning in a tsunami of guilt.  

“Oh shit, this is Reneilwe?” I chuckled. 

“Yeah! Kanti, what did she tell you her name was?” 

I glanced over at her and saw little swells of tears fill the embankments of her eyelids and knew it was 

her way of telling me that I had just unwittingly signed the death warrant for her relationship.  

“She said it was Nei, but I honestly didn’t make the connection.” I chuckled nervously. 

He kissed his teeth while shaking his head. “This is that Phone-EG thing all over again. My boy, you’re 

really stupid for a smart gent sometimes.” 

We both laughed and then headed over to the groups that I had seen gathered in the yard and living 

room. I looked at Nei, and she had a blank expression on her face. I couldn’t tell what she was thinking. 

After greeting everybody there and mixing the cough syrup, I ended up avoiding her altogether. I didn’t 

make any eye contact and avoided every situation that would lead me in her direction. It was torture. I 

couldn’t leave no matter how badly I wanted to, for the sake of Tefo and I’s friendship.  

The chillas went on without a hitch, and I found myself getting lost in drug chats with Luda, Sthe, and 

Nomfundo after smoking the joint he rolled. The girls told us of their stories with drug experimentation 

and how it affected them. They seemed all for the drugs we were for, but Sthe did mention that her 

curiosity had taken her to try some of the harder stuff and almost led her down a dark path. I don’t 

know if it was the weed talking or if Luda’s actually more empathetic than he lets on but he talked her 

through it all which steered the conversation past the depressive bits that we probably would’ve 

dwelled on, had we been sober. 

After a few more laughs and great ideas, I got my shirt back from Sthe, and we were on our way back 

home. We did what we usually do on a night out and performed an autopsy of the day. It was mostly for 

the jokes, but those kinds of exercises had a habit of helping us out with perspective. A lot of growth had 

been made based on these conversations, so I wasn’t too surprised when he brought her up. 

“So that Nei hun is your boy’s girl?” 

“Yeah, it’s a bit of a mess, bro. I think I was legitimately falling for this girl.” 

“Damn” 



“Yeah, but I guess I should’ve figured there’d be something wrong. She and I always seemed too good to 

be true. I mean I could picture it in my head and ‘cav that our demons played well together but it just 

never seemed like I deserved it, you know?” 

“Sounds like insecurities bro.”  

“Yeah, maybe you’re right. But now I’ll never get to be with her.” 

“What makes you say that?” 

“Well, it wouldn’t look too good if I dated my boy’s ex now would it?” 

“Dude, who cares how it looks. People are fickle bro. You don’t keep yourself warm with the opinions of 

others.” 

“Yeah but I can’t just throw away a friendship over a hun I’m not too sure is into me.” 

“You sound real stupid, fam. The first time you met the gent, you guys bapsed the same hun.” 

“Yeah but smashing and dating are two completely different things.” 

“You’re really not tryna hear my chat so do you, bro.” 

After a slightly awkward silence, we were back to our regular chats in no time. We laughed and 

introspected all the way home, but we never went back to the Nei topic that night. I honestly felt really 

guilty for putting Tefo in that position. He was the smartest person I knew so I anticipated him seeing 

right through my cover-up, it was only a matter of time. ‘How did I end up here?’ I kept thinking to 

myself.  

It later dawned on me that she had known who I was and what my relationship was with her boyfriend, 

but she still strung me along. The anger in my soul grew with every repetition of her name that my 

psyche needed to make the connection. I must’ve been at least about a hundred and thirty reps in when 

all the sweet memories that we had shared turned to sharp pains in my chest. With all this anger and 

hurt, I tried my utmost to be the bigger man about it. I didn’t want her to see that she had gotten to me, 

but meditation and all that other crap just didn’t seem to be working for me. It only made me angrier. I 

inevitably got to a place where I felt I couldn’t take anymore, so I picked up my phone, clicked on the 

question marks that stood in place of her name, and then felt my heart sink as she picked up after the 

first ring. It was real now. 

“Why?” the only thing I could muster the strength to say that wouldn’t cause me to fall into a rant. 

“Why what?” 

“Why didn’t you tell me the truth?” 

“What the fuck are you talking about?” 

“Reneilwe…” I responded with noticeable restraint.  

“Oh” 

“Why didn’t you tell me the truth?!” I yelled. 



“What is truth? “ 

“What?” 

“If you think about it, truth is both relative and irrelevant.” 

“Jesus fucking Christ.” 

“Just humour me for a minute, and I’ll answer all your other questions.” 

I obliged with a heavy sigh. 

“Remember that thing you told me about the magnets? How the earth’s magnetic poles are wrong?” 

“I didn’t say they were wrong. I said they were reversed and that they swap over time.” 

“Right so magnetic North is actually the South end and that changes after a certain period.” 

“Yeah? So?” 

“Think of religion and all that stuff like a compass. If you do, you’ll see that there’s no absolute good and 

no absolute evil in the world. The magnetic poles change, that could represent the morals of the world 

and how they change. What’s seen as acceptable and what isn’t. The compass is the religion. It doesn’t 

care what happens; it will still show you where the North and South Poles are. Now if you keep that in 

mind and also think about that relativity theory, you see that truth is both relative and irrelevant.” 

“What? How?” 

“Well if acceleration can mimic gravity and they are ‘indistinguishable,’ as you put it, then a ball thrown 

in a spaceship can be seen as either falling to the floor of the ship or the ship’s floor as raising towards it, 

depending on where you see it from.” 

“This is starting to sound really patronising.” 

“Just listen. So the truth is the ball is both falling to the ship’s floor, and the ship’s floor is rising to the 

ball. They’re both correct answers to the question, what is happening to the ball, right? So whether the 

ball is falling or the floor is rising becomes irrelevant. The only thing that matters is that the distance 

between the two is getting smaller.” 

“So what does this half-baked idea have to do with what I’m trying to discuss?” 

“Nothing really. I was just trying to calm you down a bit so we could talk without you saying anything 

you were going to regret.” 

*sigh* “Why didn’t you tell me?” 

“Honestly? I thought you would’ve figured it out sooner. But then I got to know you, and I knew that 

telling you was going to ruin everything.” 

“So you planned on stringing me along forever?” 

“I knew it was bound to end at some point, but I figured you wouldn’t have been the one to end it.” 

“What do you mean?” 



“Think about it? If this counts as a lie, then you were a willing participant. “ 

“How, the fuck?” 

“You didn’t even try to find out what my name was, did you? No, because you were perfectly 

comfortable with not knowing who I was. In fact, I can see now that you didn’t want to find out. Weren’t 

you the one that said that people want to believe the lies they’re told and that they only ever let go 

when they have no choice but to face the truth?” 

“Are you really trying to justify all this? I could see the glimmer of guilt in your eyes when he asked me 

about your name.” 

“To tell you the truth, I didn’t plan on any of this happening. After we first spoke, I felt really good, and I 

didn’t want to ruin it. It made me feel happy. By the time I realised how bad it looked, Tefo had already 

asked you the question. I tried to convince myself that I hadn’t done anything wrong, but it had all 

spiralled out of control, and just the idea that I concealed my name from you made me feel so shady. I 

wanted to talk to you earlier, but I understood why you were ignoring me. You must understand that I 

really did enjoy our talks. You helped me more than you’ll ever know. Goodbye Vic.” 

This felt like it would be the last time I’d ever speak to her. My heart sank when she cut the phone, and I 

just stood on my balcony in my boxers with the phone at my ear. I probably would’ve spent the whole 

night out there if my sister hadn’t snapped me out of it. She often came out to satisfy her cigarette lust, 

so the sound of her lighter jolted me back to reality. She didn’t say anything; neither did I. She always 

had a sixth sense about these things so I guess she figured that I’d come to her when I was ready to talk. 

I went back inside and zoned out while staring at the ceiling. I was shook.  



 

Chapter 04 
A few weeks went by before I saw her again. I had just gotten to a point where I could fondly look back 

on our memories together. When I saw her figure immerge from the depths of the corridor, through the 

window of the coffee shop, I felt my heart sink. I looked down at my notes and started reading furiously. 

I didn’t want to make eye contact with her, so I kept my head down, my movements to a minimum, and 

hoped that the statue technique that I used on my little brother worked as well as it used to. Granted, 

he was 18 months old the last time it did. I looked up after a while and found nothing. ‘Maybe it wasn’t 

her’ I thought. I tried to picture how our conversation would go. After pleasantries and the mandated 

minute of awkward silence, I couldn’t go any further. I drew a blank. It was probably the first time this 

had ever happened to me.  

While lost in this dark chasm of self-reflection, I felt a tap on my shoulder but when I turned to look 

there was no one there. The mini-heart attack, I was experiencing, subsided until I turned back around 

to find her sitting across from me with a coffee in her one hand and her books in the other. She placed 

them both on the table and then greeted me with a smile as if nothing had happened between us.  

“Hi,” she said as her gaze embraced me.  

“How’ve you been?” I managed to utter. It was my default greeting, and she knew it. I saw her facial 

expression change slightly to match the situation then return back to emanating warmth. 

“Not too good actually. I told Tefo about us, and he didn’t seem too happy, so he broke up with me. I 

spent the past couple weeks at my grandmother’s place, regrouping.” 

“Jesus, why didn’t you guys tell me?” 

“You think you could’ve changed anything if we did?” 

“I guess not.” 

“So what have you been up to?” 

“Marry me” I blurted. 

“I don’t think that’s a good idea.” 

“You remember the time we spent at that soccer game, where you promised me a date?” 

“The same day you called me a psychopath?” 

“Yeah, I had never been more nervous in my life. I thought it’d diminish the more I spent time with you, 

but it hasn’t. If anything, it’s gotten worse. I feel like I’m doing a balancing act and on a long enough 

timeline, I’m bound to fuck everything up.” 

“Isn’t it already fucked up?” 

“It certainly looks that way, doesn’t it?” 



“Listen I’m really flattered and everything but I don’t think I could go out with you right now. The best I 

can do is be a friend.” 

“Yeah, I figured.” 

“So, I’ve always wanted to ask but never had the nerve to: what do you believe in?” 

“You really wanna know?” 

“Yeah” 

“Well, I’ve always carried this idea that, upon death, our souls are split in half and passed on to new 

people. These new people will grow up to spend their lives searching for one another and how we are 

inside will set the precedence for how peaceful and happy their relationship will be. It’s always been 

nothing more than an interesting idea, a fascinating paradigm that allowed me to explore the world with 

purpose even if it was for just a moment. It was only when…” 

“I’m gonna stop you right there. That’s pretty and all, it’s just that the whole premise is flawed. I mean if 

we are split in two then wouldn’t that mean there’d have to be two children born for every person that 

dies?” 

“You’re assuming it’s only one half per person. Relationships aren’t always romantic. The ones that are, 

usually have the best combination of soul pieces,” 

“Wow, ok. Carry on.” 

“Well, I actually don’t know what I believe in anymore. I was raised Christian but then turned Atheist 

and now I’m like neither but both at the same time with a whole load of other shit added to the mix.” 

“What turned you Atheist?” 

“Well the inconsistency within the faith caused the change, but I think the perception that Atheism is 

synonymous with intelligence might’ve played a huge part in it. I remember reading a book that told me 

that Religion as a whole was just man’s way of trying to cheat death and explain the seemingly 

unexplainable.” 

“Jeez, so what turned you from Atheism?” 

“I don’t know really. I’d say magic mushrooms.” 

“’Shrooms?” she chuckled. 

“Yeah. A ‘shroom trip is quite spiritual you know? I’ve even heard that taking large doses after a fast 

then lying in a dark room will lead to a conversation with the ‘shrooms themselves. I’ve always been 

suspicious of that narrative because I don’t like the idea of personifying the drug. I do believe that the 

conversation takes place though. I just think it’s a chat with your subconscious. If that were true, then 

it’d explain quite a bit without the mysticism of it all.” 

“You really do enjoy talking, don’t you? I’ve noticed this before, but I don’t think you realise just how 

much you enjoy it until you’re halfway through an impromptu speech. Where you good at speeches in 

school?” 



“Nah not at all hey. I was way too shy for that. I did do some preaching later on in my life though. I was 

forced into doing it, but I wasn’t too bad at it if I do say so myself. What do you believe in?” 

“I don’t know. I always thought the Christian narrative was my truth until my grandmother called me out 

for shitting on ancestral worship. She hit me with a long lecture that day. Pretty much broke down 

everything about the faith that gave her doubt that it was the one and only truth. The point I remember 

most was that the person that got the ball rolling, with Judaism, was Moses. The first five books were 

apparently written by him, and if you think about it, he was raised with Egyptian beliefs, so it makes 

sense why Judaism, and the Christian faith, seem to borrow a few pieces of their story from Egypt. 

Nothing was the same. I don’t know; I didn’t think Christianity was an effective Religion for me after 

that.” 

“What would you consider to be effective then?” 

“Well, I’d say the happiness of the followers. I don’t know about you but telling people that they’re 

inherently evil just plays on the human being’s vast capacity for self-hatred.” 

“I’ve never thought of it like that. It sucks that we’ve only ever been exposed to like one religion our 

whole lives, then the lack of it.” 

“We? Hahaha nah, I’ve tried dabbling in a handful of others, but I found that even though they might 

deal with the issues I have with Christianity, they all have issues of their own.” 

We spoke about ancestral worship, playing God, and the many Deities theory. This was one of the most 

confusing times of my life. I had just proposed to my friend’s ex-girlfriend then, after I got rejected, she 

and I had a long chat about theology. If you had asked me, three years before this, to create a world for 

myself in this time, then I don’t think I’d be capable of picturing this reality. It’s safe to say that my 

childlike idealism would not survive this patch of my life.  

After class and a dozen smoke breaks, we made our way to our beloved watering hole. I hadn’t been 

there for a while, so I had to add about half an hour to my usual round of greetings, answering the same 

bundle of questions like everyone went picking for curiosity in the same garden. Nei went straight to our 

usual table, with our bags, and ordered a few drinks for us from Ongi, our favourite waitress. Ongi kept 

her company as I did my rounds and when I got back, she threatened to beat me for leaving Nei alone 

for so long.  

“I actually proposed to her today,” I responded. 

“For real? Congratulations guys.” Ongi said with a heart-warming smile. 

“I said no,” Nei chuckled while staring at me. “I see what you’re doing Vic. You’re not as slick as you 

think,” she continued. 

“Yeah, I was about to ask where the engagement ring was. But you guys would make a cute couple 

though,” Ongi replied. 

“Don’t give him any ideas,” Nei chuckled. 

I just stood there in awe of her presence. There was just something about her that made me nervously 

excited every time I encountered her. It was like I’d always have this new and seemingly impossible trait 



that I’d imagine her having and without fail she would surpass my expectations. I honestly couldn’t 

stand being away from her, but I kept my distance in fear that this novelty would eventually wear off 

and I wasn’t ready for her to be a part of my mundane just yet. I guess I tried to savour every moment I 

had with her and ration them out so that they never became a staple.  

“Are you even listening?” I heard Nei say. 

I had zoned out again.  

“Jesus, you’d think we were married,” She continued, but I think that last bit was meant for Ongi. It was 

pretty funny at the time, so I laughed along with them. We spent the rest of the afternoon fuelling our 

laughter with alcohol. A shot or two in-between every beer and we were completely fucked by 8 o’ 

clock. We called it a night after trying to salvage our sobriety with a few glasses of water. It didn’t work 

as well as we thought it would so we decided to walk to her place.  

As we stumbled into each other on the lit streets of Hatfield, we found ourselves catching the eyes of 

almost all our fellow pedestrians and a few motorists. We made our way through Sunnyside (and to her 

gate) by the will of the Odds. Carried only by our nonsensical conversations and our warped sense of 

direction. The next thing I remembered was being in her bed with my back towards her. I decided to fall 

asleep before I embarrassed myself by puking on top of her sheets. I was the little spoon.  

I woke up the next morning, and we had switched completely. I was in a burrito like blanket roll, facing 

her and she was underneath the covers with her back towards me. My best guess was that I had been 

too lazy to get underneath the covers, so I just rolled over while clutching the corner. It helped when we 

had to make the bed, but I couldn’t tell if that was my drunk self’s intention or not.  

We had breakfast, showered, and then headed back to school. 

“Why do you look like yesterday?” asked Snazz. 

  



 

Chapter 05 
‘Let’s go to the farm this weekend. Koko’s going away for a little bit and asked me to house sit for her’ 

read the text. The idea of her and I being alone together sent my mind down a dark hole that I couldn’t 

get out of without the help of my cell phone’s notification tone. It was another message from her, but 

this time it was just a bunch of question marks. I’m guessing she saw that I read the first one and hadn’t 

responded yet.  

‘Who else is coming?’ was my response. I wanted to find out if we’d be alone but tried to make it sound 

like I had expected other people to be there, just to throw her off. With my eyes fixated on the screen, I 

waited in anticipation for what the ‘typing…’ vixen had in store for me. I wondered if I had set myself up 

for failure by implying the presence of other people. I knew I had been more nervous than this in the 

past, but at that moment, I couldn’t quite remember any instances to back that claim.  

‘Lol, we’re not going to be alone, don’t worry’ it read. I honestly wasn’t surprised that she had read it like 

I actually meant it; she was smarter. A few more texts went back and forth, and we eventually got 

settled on a plan. We would meet up at our favourite watering-hole and then make our way from there. 

Contributions would be at a minimum because she would subsidise our overall expenses with the 

money her grandmother had given her. I didn’t understand the relationship between her and her 

grandmother; it seemed too casual to me.  

She told me that she had invited quite a few other people, but I’d probably only enjoy the company of 

one of them. I guess she figured that I was only ever social for survival and that I rarely ever enjoyed the 

conversations I facilitated but I have no clue as to what gave her that idea. ‘At this point, I think it’s safe 

to say that you think you know me more than I think I know you’ I texted back. I don’t think she liked 

that statement because she stopped responding after that. 

On the day we were supposed to leave, I found myself in quite the precarious position. I was in the 

middle of Sunnyside with a small, densely packed, luggage bag in one hand and a laptop bag in the 

other. I think I’d walked about 12 km’s before I took my first break. My arms were dying, and I was 

walking late. The plan was to leave at 4 pm to avoid driving at night, but for some reason or another, my 

brother decided to drop me off at the entrance of the city centre at 4:30. With my contribution money 

in my pocket and more on the way, I decided that since I had to walk halfway there to catch a taxi, then I 

might as well walk the whole way. 

They eventually decided it would be best to meet me along the way. Nei was not too happy with me 

because of the last time we spoke, but when she hopped out of the car, she darted straight towards me 

and gave me a warm embrace with an extra squeeze of care. I almost dropped my laptop. I introduced 

myself to the driver and the other two passengers, then put my bags in the boot and sat in the back.  

“Do you want me to sit in the back with you?” she asked. 

“Nah sit in the front bra. What nonsense is this?” I chuckled. 

“Fuck off” she chuckled back. 



We would spend the next hour just laughing amongst one another. I learned so much about the other 

three. The driver’s name was Rudzani, so everyone called him Ru. He seemed like a rather intelligent 

person that knew his way around music and sociology, but his humour wasn’t at the level that I unfairly 

expected it to be. His black dreads hung proudly just above his shoulders, and he always seemed to be 

smiling for some reason. The other two passengers were Tshiamo and Duke. Tshiamo had this youthful 

aura about her. She enjoyed cracking jokes and seemed to be a little smarter than she first came off. 

Duke was the unofficial leader of this band of merry brethren. I could tell just from the way he carried 

himself. His words always carried an air of progressiveness. ‘He could get things done’ I thought to 

myself. I could also tell when he wasn’t too clued up on a topic because he’d tend to waffle.  

This perfect concoction of harmony was interrupted when we picked up Nei’s cousin along the way. Her 

name was Mphumie, and she immediately made her presence known. Every word she uttered carried, 

what seemed to be, a piece of her broken heart that was hurled as a projectile to whoever was 

unfortunate enough to be the subject of her discussion.  

The next hour was probably the longest of my life. There were four of us in the back seat of a white 

Toyota Land Cruiser headed out of the province. At some point, someone suggested that Mphumie and 

Nei switch places as they differed in size a little bit so we’d be a little more comfortable if both Nei and I, 

the smallest of the lot, sat at the back.  

So there she was, sitting right next to me with her perfume intoxicating my thoughts and her touch 

sending ripples through the river of my spinal fluid. It only lasted about 3 and a half minutes but God 

they were glorious.  

“Your friends are shit Reneilwe,” Mphumie announced. The conversation that had preceded this 

statement was a boisterous chat about the beauty of hip-hop and its effects on its connoisseurs. This 

conversation was held in her presence, but no one ever asked her opinion. I guess they weren’t 

accustomed to her abrasiveness, so they needed time to get broken into her personality. I don’t think 

she saw it that way. In her view, we were intentionally ignoring her because we couldn’t stand her, so 

she decided to take her defensive positions. She and Nei went back and forth for a little while before Nei 

finally gave up and sat back in her seat, infuriated.  

This wouldn’t have bothered me if we were all sitting comfortably, but this meant that my right shoulder 

would have to support her for as long as she pouted. I wasn’t too happy with either of them at this 

point, so I stayed silent for the rest of the trip.  

As soon as we landed on her grandmother’s property, we all jumped out and made a chorus of groans as 

we stretched and clicked every bone in our backs before unloading our luggage from the vehicle. Ru 

brought out the weed and Tshiamo, and Duke got the bottles ready. Self-service bartending was the 

name of the game, so I poured myself a healthy portion of vodka, with sprite to taste, then went over to 

where Ru was rolling. He had asked me to help him make a few blunts because the sheer quantity of it 

all suggested that a sweatshop was needed. The last time I had tried to roll a blunt ended horribly so I 

wasn’t too confident when I first sat down but I’d seen enough blunts being rolled to know the 

semantics of the practice.  

By the time I had successfully rolled my first one, Ru had already rolled 3. I picked a method that was 

slow and meticulous but consistent. I remembered the conversation Lu and Snazz had about the 



inefficiency of this method, but it was the only one I knew I had a chance with so I stuck to it. Now while 

I was worried about whether I should’ve split off a piece of the rolling paper or not, Mphumie had taken 

it upon herself to regale us with a little twerk session. Duke had his phone out, so he started recording. 

“Jeez, you guys are creeps. Why is all the attention on my bum?” she asked coyly.  

“Bitch, you’re twerking! What the fuck did you think was gonna happen?” Nei barked. I had never seen 

her like this. I mean we were all thinking it, but we didn’t say anything because we knew why Mphumie 

had said what she said. Well at least I think we did, or I did rather. I assumed it was her social obligation 

to save a little bit of face. ‘We’re always so hard on sexually liberated women’ I thought. Growing up 

together meant that their relationship was bound to run deeper than any of us would ever understand. 

At some point, I left to go to the bathroom and came back to Tshiamo and Duke sitting in awe of 

Mphumie. I looked up and realised that she had her titties out. She seemed to be rubbing her piercings 

before she spotted me. She slowly put them back in her top and said: “Alright, party’s over.” 

After drinking and smoking the night away, we all passed out in our respective sleeping areas at around 

2 am. Tshiamo, Duke, and Mphumie slept in the master bedroom while Ru slept in the bedroom with 

the single bed. I’m not too sure, but I get the impression that Mphumie was trying to throw her hat in 

the ring for Duke’s affections. The problem with that is that Duke and Tshiamo had been cuddle buddies 

for about a month by then. Mphumie didn’t stand a chance.  

Nei slept in her room, and I slept on the couch in the living room. With weed, alcohol, cigarettes, and 

music still around, I had no chance of sleeping. I didn’t see the inside of a blanket for another 2 and a 

half hours or so. Nei came in to check on me a few times before going to sleep for good. I was all alone 

in a foreign place with nothing but the thought of the day I proposed to her, playing on an endless loop 

in my mind. I couldn’t help but feel guilty because of the circumstances that brought about that 

moment. I’d lost one of my closest friends for a woman I wasn’t even romantically involved with.  

I couldn’t help but feel lost in the presence of the night stars. Every bright light seemed to mimic my 

erratic thoughts, but after a while, I realised that I was just looking into the past and that none of it even 

mattered. My story was not going to be a significant one. I was just the main character of a straight to 

DVD movie.  

“Vic? Vic?! Vic! C’mon, wake up sweetie” I heard a voice call out. I woke up on the single-seater sofa 

across from the reclining couch I was supposed to sleep on. Nei had her hand on my bare shoulder. My 

shirt had come off at some point prior. I always hated it when she called me sweetie because she said it 

to everyone. At some point, I thought she only said it to everyone else to justify saying it to me, but after 

seeing her texts with her mother, I erased that thought.  

“We’re taking ‘shrooms today,” she said. My mind was still booting up after my 2-hour nap, so I was on 

autopilot until I found a cup of coffee. Once my mind had finished initialising, and I knew where I was, I 

had two small zip-lock bags handed to me.  

“Let’s get it!” yelled Duke. I think this was his first time with the drug. I remembered having talked about 

it the night before. Nei looked at me to take mine before she took hers.  

“That’s two grams you’ve just ingested” whispered Mphumie. I had only ever taken one in the past, so 

this made me a little nervous. I didn’t like the idea of not being in control but I liked the high, so I always 



kept my doses relatively low. After a few moments, I found myself looking up at Nei from her lap. She 

was caressing my head and playing with my hair. I was lost in the sensations for most of the 

conversation, so I was perplexed when I heard her say “Let’s start a cult.”  

I looked around the room with a confused look on my face and saw that everyone else’s matched mine. 

It had clearly come out of nowhere.  

“It’s a little game I play with my little brother. We create systems that replace current ones and see how 

many issues our new system would solve. It’ll be fun,” she continued once she noticed the confusion. 

“Well first, we’ll need an origins story. Every religion has an origin story so where do you think we come 

from?” I asked. 

“What if we created ourselves?” Duke responded. 

“What the fuck?” Tshiamo and I giggled. 

“What does that even mean?” Nei asked. 

“Nah, think about it jho. Our main goal, as a species, is to become God and then after that, we create 

the earth again. What if we’re in like a constant loop whereby we create ourselves then for some reason 

become human again then go back to being Gods?” He responded. 

“Well that ties into the theory that our universe is going to be destroyed at some point and create 

another one in the aftermath of its destruction,” said Ru. 

“Well, now that we have that settled. What about our beliefs?” I asked. 

“We use the beliefs we share now. I mean we all believe in equality, healthy living, recreational drug 

use, and independence” Nei responded. 

“Chief, what do you mean by independence?” asked Duke. 

“Look at it this way, if we detach ourselves from the world, Mormon style, then we’re much happier. I 

mean everyone here, except for Ru, wants to eventually end up off the grid at some point in their 

future, right?” Nei responded. 

“That makes sense, but where would we stay?” I asked. 

“Right here,” she responded. 

“I don’t think your gran would be too happy with a hippy commune on her farm,” Ru joked. 

“She’s actually a lot cooler than you’d think she is. As a matter of fact, she told me Nei was going to take 

over this place one-day,” Mphumie replied. 

“Like inherit it?” Tshiamo asked. 

“Yeah but I don’t like thinking about it like that. That means I’d have to imagine her passing away and I 

don’t know how I’d take that,” she replied with tear damns filling on the edge of her eyelids ‘till they 

rolled down her golden brown cheeks. 

“We could have her killed if you want,” I joked. 



“Fuck you,” she barked.  

I hadn’t seen the tears before this. After a quick reading of the room, I apologised. Tshiamo stopped 

writing, and we all rode out our highs with jokes. She wasn’t too happy with me, and I could sense it. I 

couldn’t feel the love in her caressing anymore. At one point I could’ve sworn that she tried to choke me 

to death with one of her breasts. I couldn’t tell if I was still her favourite or not. Then at some point 

during our come down, I let it slip that my parents were foreign nationals and she couldn’t help but take 

a jab at that. 

“So you’re a girigamba? Why didn’t you tell me?” she said with a sarcastic smile on her face. 

Silence descended on the room, and after sitting up and staring at her for a second or two, I stood up 

and left with a pack of cigarettes, a couple of blunts, and a lighter in hand. I walked out the house, then 

out the gate and then I just kept walking till I reached the road. I lit the first cigarette, took a right then 

headed towards the highway.  I heard her voice calling me in the background, but I just kept walking. I 

couldn’t bring myself to turn back to her. 

“I’m sorry Vic. I didn’t mean it” she pleaded. This time it was my turn to have tears running down my 

face. She tried her best to hold me back by pulling at anything she could get a grip on. At first, it was my 

arm, but after I wrestled it free, she held on to my shirt and then my whole midsection which turned her 

into my handbrake. The others had made their way towards us. Duke and Ru pulled me to the side and 

calmed me down. I just wanted to be alone at that point, so Ru let me commandeer his room for a 

couple of hours or so.  

I put the earphones in my ears and transported myself while staring at the ceiling. I went to sleep with a 

clenched jaw. The afternoon went by, but I stayed, unmoved in the bed. Peace had finally made its way 

back to me for a little bit, but then she decided it would be a good idea to wake me. My best guess was 

that she was trying to find out where we stood in our friendship.  

“Are you okay?” she asked. 

“Of course I’m not okay. Have you ever known me to be an angry person?” I responded. 

“You joked about killing my grandmother, so I was angr…” 

“Has a white person ever called you a kaffir before?” 

“Yeah…” she solemnly replied. 

“Now you know how I feel.”  

“But why do you even care? You were born here.” 

“You made me feel unwelcome Nei! Whenever I go to visit my grandmother back home, I feel out of 

place. Whenever I reveal my heritage in my place of birth, I feel out of place. I can’t seem to find a single 

place where I actually belong! This country has afrophobic attacks like every 7 years, and all I can do is 

hope that I don’t bump into some overzealous motherfuckers that might feel like necklacing me for shits 

and giggles, and I have it easy. I’m middle class. But I watch the news constantly in hopes that I don’t see 

any of my family members on fucking fire. On fucking fire Reneilwe! Now I don’t expect you to 



understand any of this but for fuck sakes, can you just fucking think before you open your goddamn 

mouth,”  

My fist was clenched. The house had gone silent. She walked over very cautiously and embraced me. It 

was the same hug as before, just a little longer. I must’ve stood there, with my hands at my sides, for 

about half a minute before detaching and heading straight for the bed. She grabbed my hand and 

started walking out the door. I followed. She led me to her room and then tucked me into her bed. It 

was significantly larger and a little bit more comfortable than the one I was just on so my jaw defrosted. 

My fist melted into an open palm.  

She got in the bed with me. I turned to face the opposite direction and felt her arm wrap around my 

waist. For a while, we just laid there in absolute silence. The house had sprung back to life, but we kept 

still. I was getting used to it; enjoying it, in fact.  

“I’m really sorry” she whispered. She had tears in her eyes. She fished my hands out of the sea of 

blankets and brought them close to her. A kiss on each hand before she buried her face in them. I 

separated my lips to say something but the words hadn’t been organised in my mind yet, so I just looked 

at her with my mouth slightly agape. She understood. She came closer and gave me an awkward kiss on 

the cheek.  

She tugged at my waist so I rolled over to face her; I figured she wanted to talk. “I’m so sorry Vic,” she 

whispered. I closed my eyes to hold back the tears from my aching chest and then felt her lips on mine. 

A kiss in a moment of forgiveness. A kiss amidst the backdrop of hatred. Hollow at first touch but it 

enveloped me before I had a chance to think about it. A gentle, loving kiss. The longer it went on, the 

deeper it got. Ad-libbed by passionate exhales and muffled moans. Our hands dug underneath each 

other’s bodies and linked. Mine by her waist and hers by my neck. We drew each other closer and kept 

each other in some sort of vice grip. I bit her bottom lip ever so gently and skipped a heartbeat at the 

sound of her erratic inhaling. She moved her hands from the back of my neck then reached for the 

bottom of her shirt. 

“No,” was all I could bring myself to say. I took back possession of my arms, rolled back over, and fell 

asleep. She did the same. 

  



 

Chapter 06 
The next morning, the sun was peeking through the curtains, and its presence on my face forced me out 

of my dream state. My mind started running a recap of everything that had happened the night before 

when the door opened. I tried to stay as still as possible to avoid having to wake up in a relationship. 

Playing dead in a compromising situation is never a good idea, but I was banking on the fact that some 

things are accepted because they don’t call attention to themselves. If we looked guilty, then it would 

stick. Well, that was my reasoning anyway.  

While I was playing Soviet Spy, I heard a lotion bottle being flicked open. I started to think that I’d 

blended into the background. Moments later I heard the door open again, but it sounded like another 

person had entered the room.  

“Are you ready?” asked the second person. 

“Almost,” was the reply. 

I could tell from their voices that Nei was the first and Mphumie was the second person. 

“Are you ready to meet her family?” asked Nei. 

“I don’t know. She made it sound like they didn’t want anything to do with me,” Mphumie replied. 

Her voice cracked throughout her response so, by the end of it, I wasn’t surprised when I heard her 

breakdown. The sounds of her anguish were soon muffled, and their voices sounded closer together, so 

I figured Nei went over to comfort her. The mood was pretty somber.  

“He’s still sleeping. Let’s go to the bathroom.” I heard Nei say. 

I got up a little after I heard the bathroom door close. I didn’t want it to seem like I was eavesdropping, 

so I tried to keep the time between my sudden awakening and their emotional interaction as long as 

was needed for it to be plausible. Every atom in my body was screaming for a dose of nicotine, so I 

headed straight for the door leading outside and lit my first cigarette of the day. Bobby was barking, the 

goats where grazing, and birds were chirping.  

“Life gets going pretty early in the summertime,” I said to myself. 

I started to analyse the events of the night before, and that threw my train of thought into over gear. 

The thought process made its way back and forth from the voice in my head to my own. It was a 

conversation between the audible and the imaginary. Every moment was weighted with its 

connotations, implications, and reasoning.  

“You’re thinking too much,” Nei said. 

I turned around and found her dressed, lighting a cigarette while holding a cup of coffee in her one 

hand. A flood of embarrassment washed over me as I filled the silence with ad-libs while I tried to figure 

out what to say next.  



“There’s really nothing you can say to save yourself so stop trying,” she giggled.  

“Eat a dick,” I laughed. 

“I tried to, but you wouldn’t let me,”  

A sharp pain pierced through my inner barriers and struck my heart. She could sense the tone had 

changed, but I couldn’t tell if she had done it on purpose or not. A long silence then followed. The first 

few moments were the most awkward; her words seeped into the undertone of the rest of them. We 

both just looked at the scenery and tried to appreciate it. It was the kind of day that we imagined we’d 

miss most when we were on our deathbeds.  

“Hey Vic,” she broke the silence. 

“Yeah?” 

“About last night. I’m really sorry about what I said. I didn’t think…” 

“You didn’t think I would find it that offensive,”  

“Yeah, you mind if I ask why that is?” 

“When I was a little older than I’d care to admit, I was called that by my entire school. It hurt me every 

time they used that name, but I let them all use it as they pleased. Even little white kids were calling me 

that, and I guess they didn’t realise what they were saying or didn’t care. It was funny.” 

“Now when you hear it, it reminds you of them?”  

“Mostly the hurting,” 

“Kids are assholes,” 

“I don’t blame them though. I knew it bothered me, but I said nothing about it, so they felt it was alright. 

Affectionate even,” 

She put her cup of coffee down and then her arms around me. We were both facing the same direction, 

so we stayed embraced while we spoke a little, with her arms wrapped around my chest like a heartrate 

monitor. I didn’t have anything in my head at the time. I usually do, so the peace was so satisfying. She 

had that effect on me. In her absence, my mind ran marathons, and a lot of the thoughts were about 

her. In her presence, I was docile.  

“You guys are cute together,” said Tshiamo as she made her way to join us. 

“I know right? Can you please tell him?” she responded. 

“Tell me? I was the one that proposed, so I have no idea what you’re saying,” I laughed. 

“Aww, Vic you’re such a softy,” Tshiamo jibbed. 

“She rejected me, bra. Went straight to the friend zone after that so I’m sure her next response will be 

‘You’re like a brother to me.’ I’m not ready for that” I joked. 

Before I knew it, Nei was kneeling in front of me with my hand in hers.  



“Victor Jubane. Would you do me the honour of becoming my significant other?” she proclaimed.  

By this time, Ru and Duke had made it outside too, so we all laughed.  

“So what do you say?” she asked me. Her voice was significantly softer, and she was creeping into her 

timidity. I could tell that she was feeling vulnerable. Then it clicked; she was serious. It almost felt like 

they were all dancing on my chest. I pulled her to her feet, brought her close, and then kissed her gently. 

Mphumie walked out, cleared her throat, and we disengaged.  

“Oh, yes. I’m going to have to drop Mphumie off so I’ll be back in a couple of hours,” Nei announced. 

“Where you headed?” I asked. 

“Her ex-passed away on Friday so I’m taking her to go meet with the family and friends at their church.”  

We all went to comfort her, and she burst into tears. She had known this whole time that death had 

touched her inner circle but kept it to herself because she didn’t want to ruin everyone else’s weekend. 

While we were all in a sort of group hug, my mind started turning. This was probably the reason behind 

her asocial behaviour. Her wounds were still fresh.  

After dropping her off, Nei came back and joined the debauchery. She and I were the same as we’d 

always been. It was almost as if nothing had changed. The conversations were the same as before and 

the tone of them too. We just stayed closer together for a little bit longer and touched each other a tad 

bit more often. Tshiamo kept trying to pressure us into emulating the proverbial ‘relationship goals.’ 

That probably made us more likely to defy her. We were all happy, and it was going to last for quite 

some time.  

The trips to the farm became more frequent. A few more people joined us on these trips but we never 

really saw Mphumie after that. Chillz, Nei, and Praise, our resident photographers, made the trip look 

really appealing, so we often had about a dozen people requesting invites that none of us knew 

personally. The internet is a strange place. Praise and SB started going out after a little bit but we all kind 

of saw it coming. I think it was SB that actually first called Nei “Mother Nei-ture.” It stuck immediately 

because Nei didn’t like it. Once she noticed that her resistance was feeding our persistence, she seemed 

to loosen up to it. 

Nei and I often went on the farm excursion alone together. Her grandmother and I became close after a 

while. She had this air of youthfulness that she just couldn’t shake, even if she tried to. I’d never met 

anyone like her, and I finally understood why she was Nei’s favourite. When we met for the first time, 

she insisted that I call her by her first name. It took me a while to say Nova without feeling like I was 

disrespectful. They were both very patient with me.  

One night, after smoking with her grandmother, Nei felt the urge to go for a walk. That left Nova and me 

alone together. She spent her high meditating in the confines of her room. I spent mine wondering the 

halls and reciting the lyrics to my favourite fiend songs. Hours went by before Nei got back from her 

expedition. She then regaled me with a wonderful story about a beautiful woman, her desired lover, and 

the powerful man that came between them. Apparently, it was her version of Romeo and Juliet that 

ended with her and I being their reincarnations.  



We started on dinner and tried our best not to get distracted by the little snacks that came to us during 

the preparation phase. “You’ll ruin your dinner,” she said. My parents had never said this phrase to me 

growing up, but I did feel like she was mothering me for a second. Once we finished cooking, with 

minimal snacking, Nei went to get her grandmother. I was just about finished with the salad when she 

let out one of the most gut-churning shrieks I’ve heard to date. I ran over and found her in tears with her 

grandmother in her arms. I saw vomit on the sheets and an all but empty bottle of pills on the little table 

next to the bed.  

I ran to the other room, got my phone, and then ran back. My hands were shaking in, what seemed to 

be, anticipation. I had never been in a situation like this before so when I tried calling the emergency 

services, I dialled the wrong number at first and then only got it right on the third attempt. I remember 

her shouting instructions, but neither of us really knew what to do so none of our decisions made sense. 

I felt powerless. It took about half an hour for the police to get there and the ambulance followed soon 

after. By that time Nei had lost the urge to cry. She was rocking her grandmother back and forth in a 

pain-filled silence. I’ll never forget the look on her face. She seemed almost angry, and there was 

nothing I could do about it. I just stood in the doorway and watched her.  

We were asked to leave the room, so we went and stood in the kitchen together. I just held her close 

while she found her tears again. Her parents were on the way, but it was going to take them a couple of 

hours to get there. This was not how I expected to meet them. For some reason, my mind kept 

wondering how her father would take the news that she and I were a couple, on the same day he lost 

his mother. I thought about the first time I dropped her off at home. I got out the car to help her with 

her bags, and she almost freaked. I didn’t get to hug her; she told me that her father would’ve shot me if 

he saw me touching her. It was a little embarrassing because Praise, Lu, and SB were in the car with us 

that day.  

Her mother arrived first, so we explained the situation to her. She gave us her keys and told us to go 

home. My best guess is that she wanted to create the perfect environment to facilitate her husband’s 

healing and my presence prohibited that. As soon as we got in the car, Nei put her seatbelt on and then 

curled into a fettle position. She cried herself to sleep. After an hour or so, I could start to feel the toll 

that the long journey home was taking on me. My eyelids felt like boulders, my yawns increased in 

frequency, and my concentration levels were shot. I wanted to open the window so that the breeze 

could jump start me back to life but she was sleeping. I didn’t want to disturb her. 

I pulled over at the next fuelling station and purchased a couple of energy drinks. As the caffeine made 

its way through my bloodstream, I could feel the cogs starting to turn. After less than 5 minutes, I was 

on a whole new plane of mental processing. Then it hit me. Nova’s death was on my hands. I was the 

only one capable of stopping it, but I didn’t even notice anything was wrong. ‘Is she going to blame me 

for it?’ I wondered. When people grieve, they often latch on to anger, and in this situation, she was 

almost entitled to blame me. I tried to dismiss my train of thought as ludicrous, but the plausibility of it 

all kept gnawing at me. Whatever her reaction, things were never going to be the same again.  

By the time we got to her estate gate, I had convinced myself that those were the last moments I was 

going to spend with her. The security guard let us in once he saw her sleeping in the passenger seat. I 

pulled up to the garage door and found her little brother waiting by the window in what looked like the 

living room. I picked her up and headed towards the door. I motioned for him to open it for us and after 



overcoming what looked like confusion, he let us in, pointed me to her room, and headed back to the 

living room. I tucked her in and went to explain. 

It was the first time he had ever seen me, but here I was, delivering the news that his grandmother had 

died on my watch. I could see the tears forming in his eyes as I did. I could feel my heart breaking all 

over again as the moment dragged on.  

“So you just sat there?” he asked. 

“I’m sorry. I…”  

“Why didn’t you do anything?” he cried.  

“You could’ve saved her!” he continued. 

“Get out! Get out of my house!” 

I went to the car and prepared to end the longest night of my life. The last bit of the caffeine had just 

worn off, and I could feel the boulders return to my eyelids. Before I could doze off into the abyss, I felt 

a knock on the window. It was Nei. I guess the shouting had woken her up. 

“I’m sorry about my little brother. He doesn’t process emotions very well. You two are a lot alike,” she 

smiled. 

Her voice sounded defeated, and the smile didn’t last longer than it needed it to. She seemed drained.  

“Let’s go back inside. It’s cold out here,” she said as she took my hand. Before she had finished her 

about-turn, I pulled her back. 

“He’s right you know,” I remember saying. “I could’ve saved her, but I was so caught up in my high 

thoughts that after a while, I forgot she was ever there.” 

“Stop being an emotional masochist. The only person that could’ve stopped Nova from doing something 

was Nova. I’m sure the fact that she did it while she knew you were distracted and I was out is no 

coincidence,” she replied. 

“You really want to feel guilty, huh? Let’s go to sleep,” she said after a moment or two. 

Before we got into bed, she pulled me close and kept her lips near mine. For a little while, we just stood 

there and took each other in. She looked like she wanted to say something for a second but then kissed 

me instead. It was unlike any other kiss we had shared because it started intensely and just got more 

passionate from then on. She went to take my shirt off. 

“I don’t think this is a good…” 

“Shhh,” she interrupted.  

After she took my shirt off, she started on hers. I stood there in awe of her everything. Her golden 

brown skin, her bohemian style belly ring, and the eye tattoo on her elbow. She was perfect. The pink 

bra made it difficult to concentrate on her, but I did my best to ignore it until it needed attention. We 

kissed again. Her nails ran across my shoulders and up my neck while tremors ran down the rest of my 



body. I didn’t quite know what to do with my hands, so I held her waist with the one and rubbed her 

back with the other.  

“Is this your first time?” she asked. 

“That obvious?” 

“Yeah, you seem nervous” she giggled a bit. “Alright here’s the really sexy bit. Take off your jeans,” she 

continued. 

I tried taking them off before realising that I needed to take my shoes off first. 

“First time wearing the pants too?” she giggled. 

“Maybe,” I laughed, but she shushed me soon after. 

When it came time for her to do the same, she made it look effortless. In my defence, her pants weren’t 

as tight. We continued kissing, and I could feel the intensity rising; I’m sure she could too. My right hand 

made its way to her bum. I gripped one half firmly and heard her moan. I decided to concentrate on that 

area without overdoing it. The other hand rubbed the other half before I squeezed both. Another moan; 

though this one was more emphatic. I slid my hands up her back and got to her bra. The unclipping was 

a lot quicker than I thought it would’ve been. 

“I thought you said you haven’t done this before,” she said between kisses. 

“I’ve done some things,” I replied. 

I cupped her breast and felt a little underwhelmed by her reaction, so I started kissing her neck as I 

rubbed her nipple between my fingers. Her nails were starting to get a little less gentle on back. She 

moved her one hand to stroke the shaft through my boxers. I’d made my way to her chest and squeezed 

the one, with my mouth on the nipple, while I rubbed the other with my other hand. We were passing 

the point of no return. Her moans and breathing got deeper, and it only made me want her more. I 

picked her up and threw her onto the bed. She let out a short ‘woo’ before covering her mouth and 

giggling.  

I kissed her on her lips, then on her neck, then all the way down her stomach, then on her thighs, and 

then on her lips. Her black underwear was pretty wet. I reached for them, and she lifted her pelvis off 

the bed so I could take them off. I kissed her between the legs, and she let out a loud moan. I worked 

my tongue around and noticed the difference in reactions as I did. Clitoral stimulation resulted in a very 

pleasurable cacophony of sounds, but when I thrust my tongue as deep as I could go, she let out sounds 

that bore an air of anticipation. My hands worked her breasts as I alternated between the two major 

sounds. I had heard somewhere that writing out the alphabet on the clitoris would help, so I did. She 

seemed to react most to M and W. I brought my right hand down from her chest and curved it inside her 

while my tongue wrote my version of the alphabet on her clitoris with a few extra M’s and W’s scattered 

around. She seemed to love it.  

She took fistfuls of my hair and pulled me closer to her. Her thighs began to clench and release 

sporadically; I couldn’t breathe for the most part. The clenching got longer, and her leg began to tremor. 

The moaning got higher in pitch, but it soon sounded like she had just run a marathon because the 

breathing took centre stage as the moans were relegated to the auxiliary. She rested for a bit, but I 



continued, a little slower than before. After a while, she reached for her drawer and pulled out a string 

of condoms. I stopped to look but left two fingers inside her and rubbed her clitoris with my thumb. 

“First time my ass,” she said as she ripped one open and handed it to me. 

“Probably the only gift porn has ever given me. This is where you take over,” I said. 

She giggled then pulled me up to kiss her face. I could feel her moisture soak my boxers as we did. She 

flipped me over and took them off. It was my turn to thrust my pelvis off the bed. She stroked the shaft 

as she looked at me. Teased me with a lick or two and then made it disappear into her mouth. The visual 

alone was enough for me, but the sensation was like nothing I’d ever felt before. The sound of her 

gagging a little was a bit off-putting at first, but it soon turned into my blue pill. She took it out then 

licked and sucked each ball for a while. I thought it couldn’t get better.  

She took the opened condom from my hand and put it on for me. She then sat on top of me and slowly 

rubbed her clitoris with my tip before putting it inside her. It felt warm. She started off slow at first then 

gradually picked up the pace as she went. I was in awe. I tried thrusting in synch with her while she did 

but she told me to stop; I think I might’ve been fucking it up. We went from her being on top to me 

being on top, and I quickly realised how tiring the top could be. We switched to a couple of other 

positions that I’d seen in some of my favourite videos. The one I wanted to try the most was one I called 

the Ray J. She was on her stomach, and I came from behind. Her legs were straight but she was still 

moving her bum, and that did it for me. I was done not too long after that. We tore off about 2 or 3 

silver squares right after the other. By the time we had gone through them, we were both unbelievably 

sweaty. 

We dried off with a nearby towel.  

 “This is the part they usually edit out of the porn flicks,” she giggled “That wasn’t half bad for your first 

try,” she said. 

“Is it always this tiring?” I asked. 

“I think we might’ve gone one round too far. Do you mind if I ask how you were still a virgin?” 

“It wasn’t on purpose at first; I just couldn’t close. After a while, my expectations for it got too high so I 

wanted the moments leading up to it to be perfect,” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“No, this was amazing for me. But why now?” 

“I don’t know. I guess after losing her, I didn’t want there to be any regrets with us,” 

We fell asleep soon after.   



 

Chapter 07 
I woke up to a symphony of odd sensations. The smell of coffee filled the room, the sound of keystrokes 

echoed in a long crescendo, and the mattress was moving to the rhythms of, what I gathered was, the 

soothing vocals of Sohn. I opened my eyes, and she was seated upright, in the bed, with earphones in 

and a laptop on her knees. Her fingers hit the keys with, what felt like, an air of self-assurance. My 

sudden movements did nothing to deter her rhythm. It seemed her train of thought matched the speed 

of her fingers.  

I looked over at her screen and immediately noticed the document title at the top of her screen; 

“Novae" it read. The dark words that sat beneath it told me that she was not dealing with her grief as 

well as she seemed to be. The piece read like a manifesto that had been soaked in sadness. Her eyes 

were red, but I didn’t know if that was because of the weed, the screen, or the feeling that sat between 

betrayal and bereavement.   

When she finally noticed that I had been fixated on her screen, she quickly shut her laptop as she said: 

“It’s not finished yet.” After an awkward moment or two, she suggested that we shower before deciding 

how to go about the rest of the day. We were about halfway through the shower when she started 

crying. In my soapy state, I held her close and let her know that it was all going to be alright.  

“You don’t know that” she barked. 

“You’re hurting. I can’t claim to understand, but I know. How do we make this better?”  

“Better?” 

“It’s never going to be the same, but it can be better than this. Short-term? There’s nothing we can do 

about that because it’s all reactions but how do we ensure healthy grieving?” 

“You’re trying to intellectualise this? Are you fucking serious? Do you know how insensitive you sound 

right now?” 

“It hurts me to see you hurting. All I want to do is to try to figure out what our plan is. I can’t just sit here 

and…” 

She broke our embrace. 

“Our plan? Are you fucking kidding me? Did she teach you how to ride a bike? Did she teach you about 

relationships? Did she teach you the alphabet? Did she help you through almost every relationship 

problem that you’ve ever had? You met her a few months ago; I grew up in her house. She was the first 

mother I’d ever had. Fuck you, bra!” she said with her tears temporarily ceasing. 

I tried hugging her to calm her down, but she refused my affections. After staring at me for, what felt 

like, years, she got out the shower, dried herself off, and then headed straight for her room. I finished 

showering, dried myself off, and then headed to her room to get my clothes. I found her halfway 

through her lotion routine, so I pulled mine out too. In silence, we hydrated our skin suits. She got 



dressed before me so she was in the kitchen while I was still lacing my shoes up and wondering what the 

plan would be.  

The door started opening by the time I was most of the way to it. She was holding a cup of coffee and a 

pack of cigarettes but then handed them both to me.  

“I don’t want you to think I’m a bad host,” she said.  

She always made it a point for me to know that just because she was angry at me that it didn’t mean 

that she didn’t care. It never seemed like a conscious effort, and that made me happy, but I hated being 

the cause of her pain. My heart broke every time I did but it was never intentional and that frustrated 

me even more. It seemed like every time I was in her presence; I was almost predestined to say or do 

something that would inevitably upset her. I was walking on sunshine and eggshells.  

She pulled a joint out from the depths of her sock drawer. I asked her about it, and she told me that she 

had stashed quite a few joints around for times like these. I took a couple of sips of my coffee and 

immediately thought she was trying to kill me.  

“It’s filter coffee! Have you never had it before?” she laughed. 

“Only once and that was by mistake.” 

“Let me guess. You were in a hotel room with your mother’s money and decided to order room 

service?” 

“Something like that,” 

We went to the balcony and lit a cigarette. The head rush cleared my mind of what had just happened. 

She was smiling again by the time we were done with the joint. For a second, you could bet your house 

that she was unhinged from the shackles of grieving and was floating overhead.  

The plan for the day was to get her to her flat so that she could collect some of her stuff. My phone had 

been off for the past 12 hours, and I was dreading having to explain everything to my mother. That 

became the next item on the agenda. We were going to have to head back to the farm to participate in 

the funeral arrangements. I wasn’t ready for her father.  

“I want you to read something,” she said solemnly.  

“Novae?” 

“Yeah,” 

We went inside and found her laptop unlocked. She said her brother probably got something off it while 

we were on the balcony. I read the piece. Every thought on the page matched the excerpt I read. In it, 

she said that she was tired of all the messages from her Christian friends and family. They all painted a 

scene where she and her grandmother were reunited at some later point in time. Nova was a strong 

believer in the idea that there was nothing after death. I figured that Nei probably felt that the messages 

blighted the memory of her first mother.  

She said she felt unsatisfied with the religions she had to choose from, so she wanted to start her own 

one, and scattered across the pages was all the knowledge I had shared with her over the course of our 



time together. What I thought was nothing but conversation pieces, she gathered and used to justify her 

then worldviews. Everything was centred on our mortality and enforcing that ideal onto the world. Her 

anger coloured the undercurrent of the entire piece. I don’t know if she knew it or not but her views 

kind of resembled those of the ancient Egyptians.  

“What did you think?” she asked as she re-entered the room. She had left because she didn’t want to 

see my knee-jerk reactions but rather to hear my honest review without any facial-cue spoilers.  

“This is quite dark,” was all I could say. I don’t think she liked that that was all I thought of it. She had 

spent most of the evening toiling away at this error-laden manifesto, and all I could say was that it was 

dark. I think what she didn’t like most of all was that I wasn’t wrong. The piece resembled something 

that one might find in the ancient world. It was just too macabre to become the powerful religion I knew 

she wanted it to be. People often threw themselves into religion when they faced difficult times so, for 

someone like her, creating her own one was the next logical step. We argued about it for a little while 

before we finally decided to get started on our day.  

The next few months were hellish for us both. Her uncle tried to protest the will, but something changed 

his mind; I think it was her father. During this time, we fought a little more than we usually did. We were 

both pretty stubborn but relied on our reasoning to guide us. Our flaws were hidden under layers upon 

layers of rational discussion. We both had the ability to justify pretty much everything most would 

consider irrational. Body language was sometimes the only way to tell what we were really feeling 

behind the thick mist of Socratic reasoning.  

Nova’s death had made her more sensitive to her own mortality, and I don’t think she liked that feeling. 

Discrete irrationality plagued her daily comings and goings. The balance of respecting a death in the 

family and going about your day is a very delicate one, so I figured that the fuel for a lot of the fights was 

her guilt from the moments where she seemed to forget that she was grieving. The cult conversation 

was the battleground for most of them.  

We spent so much time talking about it that we eventually hashed out all the finer details of it all. The 

idea behind the new religion was to encourage introspection. The origin story was a supernova that 

gave birth to the fundamental elements of our matter’s makeup. The goal was to guide people to peace 

with the truth of the universe. We planned on writing material and selling it to cover some of the 

operating costs. We were both writers so this made sense to us. The contributions from other members 

could only take us so far. The farm was going to be the base of operations, and we were going to have 

regular ‘shroom rituals. Luda and Snazz were well on their way to becoming psychologists, so we 

convinced them to be our resident shrinks. A thorough evaluation would be given to initiates before 

they were accepted. Guided introspection under the influence of strong psychedelics had been 

researched but not extensively. Plus, with shrinks, we knew as much about the initiates as we possibly 

could. 

The hype we got from the farm trips was used to catapult our new religion to the forefront of social 

media conversations. SB became our lawyer, Tshiamo our accountant, Duke our head of administration, 

Praise and Chills our photographers and promoters, and all our other friends in positions that we 

thought suited them the best. We were an organisation. Mother Nei-ture was our leader, and I was her 

defacto understudy. She was a lot more charismatic than I was. As laid back as I was during social 

gatherings, I was quite the tyrant when given the power, and we figured that would be off-putting for 



most would-be initiates. What I lacked in charisma, I made up for with organisational understanding. I 

was Peter and Mary Magdalene all at the same time.  

After a few months of getting sorted, we finally stumbled onto notoriety. ‘Millennials Start Their Own 

Religion’ was the title of the first article on our organisation. It was more of a light-hearted article, so it 

put more effort on its whimsicalness than it did on representation. We didn’t get much respect from 

mainstream media after that article and that set the tone for the conversations that were being had 

about us, but it did give us clout. We lived in a world where social media was the platform for most 

movements and we as so-called ‘Millennials’ were quite adverse at using these forms of technology to 

further our own personal agendas. We were fast becoming a household name. The spike in recruits 

brought about more problems than it solved. We needed to house them all, so the infrastructure was 

our next step. 

I’d like to think that it was because we had a brilliant accounting team, marketing team, and the like but 

the truth is, the generosity of the people solved almost everything for us. We had donors from around 

the world, government grants for our environmentally friendly facilities, and some of our initiates even 

sold all their possession to be a part of us. We were in a purple patch. 

Soon, our little backward cult in the middle of nowhere became a community. We had our own food, 

our own water and electricity, and even our own stimulants. We believed the mind to be a tool that 

needed constant sharpening which came in many forms. We started building a computer facility (which 

was usually occupied by our social media team), a reading facility, and even a dojo. We didn’t have a 

resident sensei, so I had to fill in for him on a few occasions.   



 

Chapter 08 
I remember being in the administration office when I first saw the news. ‘Could Vic Be Starting a Militia?’ 

The headline said. The photo was of me leading some initiates in a martial arts session. Everybody in the 

room turned to face me. Whispers filled the silence that I couldn’t bring myself to quell. I left the room. 

After this story broke, I thought the people of the world would see through the fallacy and listen to my 

side of the story. Naïve. 

The criticism of our religion became harsher, and the never-blinking microscope of the media was 

fixated on our campus. I could feel the eyes of the world burning holes through my faith in humanity. 

The right thing to do was to bear the brunt of their criticism and hope that it all blew over eventually. 

Nei told me to fight them at every step, but I figured the truth would come out eventually. 

Months turned into years, and I was still being hounded. It seemed like the more I let them be, the more 

ridiculous their stories got. It was like the plausibility of the first accusation was the foundation for my 

possible guilt in other cases, according to the court of public opinion. It snowballed into something none 

of us ever thought possible. ‘Vic and I Slept together - 14 year old’ said one headline. At some point, I 

was being blamed for anything that happened anywhere near me throughout my time on earth. Nova’s 

death being the most prominent. I think, apart from the molestation accusations, my supposed 

involvement in Nova’s death hurt Nei the most. It got so bad that I was asked to step down from my 

position in the church. None of the people that I once knew, wanted to know me; Nei and I were in 

rocky waters, and the papers just didn’t stop printing. 

I was the click-bait king of the country. Behind closed doors, she supported me every step of the way. 

During press briefings, she had to distance herself from the debacles. The reputation of the organisation 

needed to remain untainted, regardless of how false the accusations were. I had to isolate myself from 

the camp. My weekly rituals were done alone. Nei would visit, but with all her obligations, we couldn’t 

spend more than two hours together per week. I thought this would be the most painful time in my life. 

How I wish this were true. 

December 31st, 2021. The world stands still as the JSE building is demolished with people still trapped 

inside. 4 days after my birthday, I’m at my younger brother’s house celebrating his. We were in the 

middle of a fierce game of ‘Alcoholic 30 Seconds’ when the alerts made their way through the room. My 

face was the most wanted in the country, maybe even the world? They made me responsible for it all. 

Every deadbody that was pulled from the rubble and every family that was destroyed by it was used by 

the populist politicians to warrant a manhunt. I didn’t even make it to the door before I was tackled. My 

baby brother, my host, and my captor were all the same person.  

The police rushed over as soon as the call was made. Intelligence Agents didn’t even hesitate to start 

working on me. One of them seemed particularly motivated. He later told me that his little sister had 

just gotten an internship at the JSE building and was preparing the office for the annual New Year’s Eve 

party when the explosions went off. They took me to the armoured car. My ribs, my jaw, and three of 

my fingers were already broken by then so it wasn’t as swift and smooth as you might think.  



I was taken to a black site where the work could continue. They honestly seemed convinced of my guilt. 

I was the devil’s incarnate in their eyes. It seemed like they had carte blanche where I was concerned. 

They wanted to know if this was the first of a string of attacks. They wanted answers but didn’t want the 

ones I was giving them. It seemed like they just wanted to justify their hatred of my kind. Girigamba’s 

what they called me.  

I could hear my little brother’s screams from the other room. Every decibel was a dagger that pierced 

through my eardrums and went straight to my soul. I hated them. Every last one of them. “Leave him 

alone!!” I screamed. I’d been screaming what felt like days, so nothing but a wince left my lips. They 

laughed. One of them swaggered on over to my chair and pulled out his dick. “I’ll shut him up,” he 

boasted. He pushed my chair over; I landed on the side of my face. I tried my best to scream and shout, 

but they all just laughed at me. He cut out the bottom of the chair and cut me while he did. I’d never felt 

so much pain in my life. “Shut the fuck up!” he shouted.  

“That’s enough!” said a familiar voice. They obeyed. I blacked out. For what felt like a lifetime, I was 

free. I simply forgot about everything else and started a new life in the confines of my mind. The next 

thing I remembered was waking up to the feeling of drowning. I could only see out of my right eye at 

this point. Everything was fuzzy for a moment as I adjusted to the new pirate-like vision. I looked at the 

door and saw them all leave, but there was some silhouette in front of me. I was upright in my chair 

facing him, but it took a little while before I could focus on his features. The pain, the discomfort, and 

the lights all fought for my attention, but I knew I had to focus on him.  

The coughing subsided. “Take your time, my boy,” he said. A bottle of water materialised in front of my 

lips, and I took every sip I thought I was going to need. “Easy, easy, you’ll drown, ntwana.” I definitely 

knew this voice, but I couldn’t remember where I remembered it from. My little brother’s screams had 

almost become white noise. I had to concentrate just to pick them up.  

“Could you…” my voice was almost gone so I had to reconfigure it to make it at least somewhat audible. 

“What?” he replied. 

“Could you… tell them to stop… please,” every piece of that sentence carried parts of my soul. I hoped 

he didn’t ask me to repeat myself. I decided to close my eyes to incubate them a bit before I tried to 

make out his features again. 

“I already did bra. They’re not even in the room right now.” 

“Seth…”  

“Cut the feed,” he shouted. I heard a distinctive click before the screams stopped abruptly.  

“What?” 

“I’m sorry to be the one to tell you this, but your brother died two days ago. Those were just 

recordings.”  

I was numb. All out of tears and heart to break. I couldn’t help but feel a little jealous of him. Old habits 

die hard.  

“How?” 



“Blunt force trauma. One of these fuckers went too far and kicked him in the back of the head,” 

We sat in silence for what felt like hours. I guess he was allowing me to soak it all in before the 

extraction process started again.  

“I don’t mean to be disrespectful, but I’ve got a job to do. I need you to look at me, Vic.” 

I tried to open my eyes again. The sweat from my brow stung my eye a bit, but my threshold for pain 

had been increased, drastically. It took a little while before my vision got better.  

“I was so close… to falling asleep,” 

“Do you remember me, boy?” 

I looked up and found him standing in front of the mirror. He was making hand signals across his neck. 

His goatee was dyed brown. It took me a while before I recognised who he was. I started laughing when 

I did. He looked back, a little perplexed. 

“Tefo-lani…” 

“No one calls me that anymore.” 

“What… what am I doing here, my guy?” 

“After varsity, I got picked up by the NIA. They had me working odd jobs until we started hearing chatter 

about a small organisation. Something about trying to replace the Vatican. I looked into it. Only to find 

out that you and Nei had created something very dangerous. We did a thorough analysis of the entire 

organisation and found that you were the biggest threat. It’s nothing personal, my boy. I still love you 

two. A job is a job, right?” 

“So the…?” 

“Yeah” 

“and…?” 

“Yeah” 

“You mean… you killed my brother just because… of a suspicion?” 

“All I did was write the militia story. I had no idea that people were going to jump on the bandwagon like 

that. It just got to a point where you had to be dealt with,” 

“You wrote that story?” 

“It was supposed to justify some regulations we were going to implement to put a ceiling on the amount 

of power you could potentially have. You didn’t play ball,” 

“I… didn’t play ball?”  

“All our research suggested that you would attack our campaign head-on, whether you knew what the 

real agenda was or not. Why didn’t you fight back?” 

“Twisted sense of nobility I guess. So what happens now?” 



“Now? Well, no matter how badly I want to see you walk free, I’m afraid that’s not going to happen,” 

“I figured as much. We wouldn’t be having this conversation if that were the case,” 

“Yeah. These guys aren’t going to take it easy on you. The reason they emptied our stomach contents 

before you got here is that they didn’t want you making a mess while they went to work. I can only 

ensure that the sodomy doesn’t happen, the rest is out of my hands,” 

“Thank you.” 

“You want to say goodbye?” 

“No video. I don’t want her to see me like this,” 

“I don’t think you’re in any condition to write, bruv.” 

“When was the last time you did?” 

“Other than work? It’s been a while,” 

“Bust out that pen then. Let’s get started,” 

It’s been a week of this now. We’ve managed to squeeze writing the letter in-between extraction 

sessions. My hands are too far gone to write a word so Tefo’s typing it for me. So if this sounds a little 

more detached than what you’re used to, then you can blame his editing. I don’t know why I’m giving 

you the story of my life. At first, I thought it was the perfect way to extend the breaks between beatings, 

but I don’t think that’s the case anymore. Maybe I wanted you to see how I saw everything we’ve been 

through. Maybe I wanted my story to live on; you know, immortality and shit. Maybe I wasn’t ready to 

die just yet. In either case, I feel a sense of resolution washing over me. I didn’t have the longest life but 

meeting you was probably the only reason for it. I don’t know what awaits me on the other side. I’ve 

always wanted a long and painful death so I could prepare myself but I’m still scared. I can’t bring myself 

to succumb to the comforts of religion. Ours is a little less comforting than the relics.  

I’m happy I got to meet you. Your presence in my life has brought me to places within myself that I 

never knew existed. I’ll love you till the end, and maybe beyond. Goodbye Mother Nei-ture.  

  



 

Chapter 09 
Victor was a weird guy. He spent most of his free time in his own head, often spoke to himself, and 

sometimes wiped his bum while standing up. He hid behind his extroverted side. He had an intense 

understanding of human behaviour and was incredibly socially awkward. His favourite books were non-

fiction, but he wrote fictional stories. He was either incapable or unwilling to exercise self-control. He 

was the most honest liar I’ve ever met. He was unequivocally lazy yet capable of unmatched 

determination and focus. He epitomised the duality that we all live with. He was a paradox. He was 

human. He was perfect. 

He was the second born of his immigrant parents and the first born on foreign soil. He grew up hating 

himself for not fitting in. Language was a major issue for him. For some reason or another, he just 

couldn’t quite grasp his mother tongue nor the language of the land in which his family had relocated to. 

English was his only leg to stand on when it came to communicating with others. He grew up around a 

lot of white children, but by the time he turned 21, he had no white friends left.  

When I first met him, I thought he was loud, obnoxious, and insensitive. It was at a birthday party for a 

friend of Tefo and his. I was Tefo’s plus one. He stared at me quite a bit that day. I don’t think he 

thought I noticed but I did. I thought it was pretty creepy at first, but there was something about his 

eyes that made me warm up to him. The way he looked at me and everyone else, almost made it seem 

like he loved us already. When we spoke, I immediately noticed his high aptitude for humour and I 

thought that was cute. As we kept talking, though, I realised that he was a little too funny for my liking. I 

couldn’t tell when he was being serious or not. His jokes were his defence mechanism, and I truly 

believe that that is how he communicated with people at that time.  

We parted ways, and I figured that we would see each other a lot more often; we went to the same 

school after all. We met early on in the holidays, so I wasn’t surprised that he had forgotten me by the 

time first semester came around. It felt like he popped out of nowhere. I was sitting at a table, by 

myself, and then he was just there. He made it clear that he had no recollection of meeting me but that 

he did recognise my face. I was slightly insulted but curious. We spoke for a little bit, and then I went 

home. He was definitely into me, but I wasn’t sure how to handle that. I just figured I’d ghost on him and 

we’d be better off for it.  

After a while, he just kept popping up everywhere that I had to do quite a bit to avoid him noticing me. 

It wasn’t fun. I saw him walking on the side of the road one time, and he looked like he was having the 

time of his life. He had his earphones in and was dancing like no one was watching so everyone noticed. 

My family thought he was crazy. I thought he looked fun to be around, so I got his number off of Tefo’s 

phone and started texting him. I didn’t avoid him after that.  

My relationship with Tefo was a very complicated one. He was unapologetically hyper intelligent, so he 

always let me know when I was either wrong or irrational; a lot of the time, those two coincided. I 

remember bumping into Vic after one of our more brutal fights. I wasn’t the best person to be around, 

but the poor guy tried his best to cheer me up. I hadn’t eaten all day, so that plus the fight helped make 

me one of the least pleasant people to be around that day. Vic took me to his favourite Kota place then 



bar. I’d been stalked before, so this immediately brought up red flags. I was not going to be made to feel 

like a helpless victim of the desires of another man, so I guarded up. He then let me know that I was just 

predictable. He was a little sassy with it, but it melted my defences. I was completely vulnerable. I cried 

in front of him for the first time that day. His words were generic, but he did all the right things.  

We ended up getting drunk with my roommates after that. He kissed both of the girls, and that made 

me angry for some reason. I knew I had no right to feel that way but emotions rarely ever listen to 

reason. I detached myself from the group for the rest of the night, but we ended up in the same bed at 

the end of it. We almost kissed that night, but one of my roommates kicked him out. There were a few 

close calls where he and I almost hooked up, but he kept deflecting. I was glad he did, but it almost felt 

like he knew I was with Tefo.  

Tefo didn’t like my nickname and insisted on addressing me by my full name, so when it finally clicked to 

Vic as to who I was, he was hurt and understandably so. I had nothing to say, so I waffled. I don’t think 

he liked that. I told Tefo about Vic and I. Tefo wasn’t too happy with either of us, but he was most upset 

with me. We broke up not too long after that. I spent time at my grandmother’s place. Nova, my 

grandmother, told me to follow my heart. Vic proposed when I got back. That let me know that he 

wasn’t upset with me anymore.  

I can’t say I remember Tefo and Vic ever being in the same place after that. Tefo kind of just 

disappeared. Vic and I got closer and closer as the time went by and eventually hooked up. It was after I 

had insulted him. I’d never seen him so upset. Whenever he was upset, he would retreat into himself. I 

liked that about him because it meant he wasn’t going to say anything out of anger. I was the opposite. 

I’d grown up in a home were fighting was the norm and most of my previous relationships reflected 

that.  

He was obsessed with the ancient world. His favourite TV shows all had something to do with the past. I 

always joked that he was born in the wrong millennium. His love for the ancients made its way into our 

conversations. I learned about the cults of Dionysus during a chat about feminism, Sparta during a chat 

about the US, and Egypt during a chat about Christianity. He loved his ancients. 

When Nova died, I knew two things: I had to throw myself into something, and I had to make sure that 

her memory lived on. Starting a cult wasn’t a new idea, but it was an odd one. People tend to put the 

label of heresy on anything they feel uncomfortable with. I knew that no matter how open minded I 

thought my parents were, I was going to face some resistance. Between grieving, arguing with my 

parents, and trying to hash out the details of this new religion, I was completely drained.  

My uncle felt that the land could’ve been beneficial for the family, so he didn’t approve of me bringing 

my “little friends” there and turning it into a commune. He fought tooth and nail to stop me. My dad 

didn’t like how he went about it and stepped in to protect me. He wasn’t too happy with my idea, but he 

was less happy about how his brother was treating his daughter. They fell out of favour because of it.  

After we got over the hurdles, we started making significant progress. We got a bunch of bunk beds to 

replace the beds we had in the house. We could fit about 30 people in there after that. Vic did quite a 

bit of the work by himself. He even dropped out to focus on it. He had been telling me that he wasn’t 

happy with his choice in fields, but I felt that he was trying to make up for his self-imposed guilt. He 



thought my family blamed him for not being able to foresee what happened but no one but my aunt 

did.  

We played on the momentum of the farm visits we later dubbed “Hippie Trips.” Everything we were 

doing helped me with how I was feeling, but it also extended my grief period. Vic was my rock. I called 

him Peter for a while after that.  

Our relationship became a bit more open after about the third time he cheated. His lack of self-control 

almost destroyed our movement before it reached maturity. I loved him more than anything in the 

world, but there were quite a few times I didn’t like or even hated, him. A pregnancy scare with one of 

his side-bitches almost broke me. 

When we had become rather influential, xenophobic attacks started flaring up. He was very vocal about 

his stance and made it clear to the world that he expected the country’s leaders to do more about them. 

His words were charged, and his movements were almost inflammatory, but people listened. He always 

said he spoke outside of his capacity as a leader in the Novae movement, but people couldn’t help but 

associate us with his off-the-cuff statements. This made it that much easier for people to believe that he 

was starting his own army with our initiates.  

Accusations came quick and fast. It all snowballed until he was seen, by the public, as the reincarnation 

of Hitler. Since being vocal about his grievances is what put him in that position, he felt he needed to be 

quiet to combat them. This only made people more likely to believe the stories. The fact that he was 

known to be a loud individual made his silence seem guilt ridden. Having only one side informing them, 

the people chose to believe the stories. I begged him to fight back, but it almost seemed like he had lost 

faith and resigned to his fate. We couldn’t be together like we used to, after this.  

After the JSE attack, the writing was on the wall. He disappeared. There was no word of his capture, so 

people just assumed that he was on the run. It didn’t feel right to me. He would’ve made an attempt to 

contact me before he did.  

A few weeks later, Tefo came into contact with me. He handed me an envelope with a letter in it. He sat 

with me while I went through it; the same letter that makes up the first 8 chapters of this book. It read 

like a memoir. I couldn’t put it down. I could feel where it was headed, but I read on in hopes that I’d be 

wrong but I knew Vic too well. One of the worst things you could ever tell a mother-to-be is that her 

love has passed on. I never got to tell him that he was going to be a father. I was waiting for the right 

time, only to have run out of it. Tefo told me that his death was not an easy one. He endured weeks of 

the unspeakable and then drowned to death in a basin. Apparently, they had left him upside down, with 

the tap running, unattended. They planned to kill him with a blood eagle, but negligence spared him.  

Tefo told me that he planned on avenging him. He wanted to expose everything. He is said to have killed 

himself days later.   



 

Chapter 10 
My name is Reneilwe. I am 82 years old, and I’ve lived a life that most are privy to. The father of my first 

child was instrumental in the birth and the rise of our church. If I had it my way, it would have been a 

spinoff of the beliefs held by the Egyptians of antiquity. He planted the seeds that would give me the 

material to conceive such a radical idea. He then moulded the idea and gave it the tools that it needed 

to not only survive but to thrive in a world like ours.  

The world was a very dark place, and religion offered people a way out. You got to free yourself from 

the fear of death and become part of a community, a part of something larger. The problem was that 

these religions failed in one way or the other and caused more harm than good. This left a gap for a 

movement like ours to grow.  

I remember an article he once wrote about suicide that touched me particularly.  

He wrote: 

My friend Tefo once said to me: “If someone tells me that they want to kill themselves, I’m not 

stopping them.” I was taken aback by that because the human condition forces us to believe in 

the preservation of life. When we get people that voluntarily choose to end their own lives, our 

knee-jerk reaction is to condemn the act and the people that commit it. Like all human beliefs, 

however, there is always an exception. If we find out that someone has killed themselves in the 

belief that they were saving a loved one then we condone it; praise it even. If another person is 

said to have been under extreme pressure to go through the unthinkable, then we can relate to 

it. Cleopatra’s suicide is still seen as the nobler choice as opposed to captivity and later 

humiliation. The problem is that there are two kinds of people that commit this sort of act: one 

really wants to disappear while the other merely wants to be seen. There are people on this 

earth that would benefit from the warmth that comes from human empathy. These are usually 

the people that try as a cry for help. The other people are convinced that death is the only 

solution. These are all philosophical ideas though. The real question is, what happens when 

someone you know tells you that they want to commit suicide? On the one hand you know that 

their death will affect those closest to them but on the other hand, you know that they are truly 

suffering. Do you then try to encourage this person to endure years of torment so that you, and 

the others around them, don’t feel bad? Can you really tell someone that they have no right to 

leave this plain of existence and then turn around and tell another person that they are stupid 

for staying in an abusive relationship? Can we equate the two? Are you considered weak for 

letting go or for holding on? The ultimate cutting of the losses.  

For years, you’ve all believed that Vic was nothing more than a terrorist. The narrative was too strong 

when the story was fresh. I spoke to some of my closest advisors, and we all swore an oath to take the 

truth to the grave. The unity that was shown in the wake of his supposed terrorist attack led us to 

believe that the truth was better left unsaid. When it comes to the masses, the truth is irrelevant; the 

narrative is what counts most. I reconsidered releasing the letter a year after his death but the progress 

we made caused me to rethink.  



Years later, I’ve seen my son grow up with the belief that his father was the vilest human being that 

walked the streets of our nation’s capital. The ultimate supervillain. I’ve seen the movement turn into an 

organisation and then into a machine. We have degraded into factions, with each founding member 

having their own, and war has broken out amongst them. I’m not releasing Victor’s letter in the deluded 

hope that we will change our ways; too much has been invested in these wars for that. I release this 

letter in hopes that those that come after us can contemplate on what could’ve been had history not 

chosen to condemn him. It is my sincerest hope that a lesson is given to the young. What that lesson 

may be is entirely reliant on you as an individual. 

I leave you with the story I told Victor, all those years ago. 

Once upon a time, in a land far away, there lived a young woman named Karabo, and she was 

the fairest in the land. She was betrothed to the evil Prince Lesego, but her one true love was 

Tumi, the son of a sheep herder. Tumi could do nothing but stand and watch as his true love was 

taken away by a man more powerful than he, or at least that’s what her mother told her. Karabo 

knew Tumi better than most, and she also knew that even though he was not born of noble 

blood, his chest was home to a noble heart. 

The two concocted a plan to make her less appealing to the Prince. The problem was that the 

Prince was not interested in her because of her beauty, but because she was the wisest and 

brightest among her peers. The star crossed lovers decided to train her jealous sister Palesa to 

take her place. The two sisters were equal in beauty, but Palesa was dwarfed by her lack of tact 

and wit. 

With two weeks to go before the Prince announced the name of his bride to be to the rest of 

the world, the three set off to work. With every day of labour, the two lovers fell deeper and 

deeper for one another. The night before the Prince was due to make his big announcement; 

the Prince made his way to Karabo’s father’s home. He had been visiting the other candidates 

throughout the week but saved Karabo’s for last. While dining with her family, he noticed that 

Karabo was not displaying all the traits he had seen in her the first time they met. Palesa was 

now the one he wanted to spend the most time with. By the end of the night, he had made his 

decision and announced his impending marriage to Palesa. The lovers were ecstatic and married 

as soon as they could. 

They seemed destined to live happily ever after but the Prince soon noticed his mistake. 

Angered by this deception, he hired witches and mercenaries to murder the treacherous young 

lovers. They were caught, separated, and due to be tortured but died of heartbreak at the mere 

thought of the other’s death. The mercenaries, satisfied with their work, went about their days 

as if nothing had ever happened; it was just another job well done. 

Legend has it that the witches, moved by the lovers’ last words to one another, cast a spell to 

ensure that the lovers would be together again, one day. They’re doppelgangers walk the earth, 

oblivious to their destiny. It is said that only when they know each other absolutely, will these 

old soul’s be reminded of their love for one another. Another chance to live happily ever after.  

No one truly knows what happened to Prince Lesego. In an attempt to save her own life, Palesa 

told the King what the Prince had done. The King condemned the actions of the Prince and 



banished him from the kingdom. Rumour has it that he later became a witch so that he could 

get his vengeance on the young lovers for robbing him of his bride and his crown. 


