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​The Man in the Mirror.
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The restaurant was a chorus of clinking cutlery and low hums of conversation, a world away from the vibrant streets of Gugulethu where I grew up. It was a work function, an obligatory networking event, and my mind was only half-present until I saw him.

He was a distinguished man in his late fifties, sitting alone, meticulously working on his steak. But it wasn't his suit or his quiet demeanor that caught my eye; it was his hands. His long, elegant fingers held the knife and fork with a peculiar, almost delicate precision. The way he sawed the meat, the specific angle of his wrist as he brought the fork to his mouth—it was a ghostly pantomime from my childhood.
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