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1. Author's Note 

This is my first endeavour at writing. In part one of Anthological Endeavours of an Ordinary Man, I have included a story titled ‘The Chosen One’. This story is so dear to me. During my schooling years, I read stories that dealt with the practice of parents choosing a spouse for their children as they grew up. I have also seen the practice in action and understood the intention behind the practice. Life was good then, and people practised and exercised good moral values. Any parent with a child who had become of age wished the best for them, especially when it came to marital issues. The intention of the practice of choosing a spouse for their children was driven by the desire to select a spouse who would be an extension of the family unit. Since most families upheld good moral values, it was assumed that any addition to the family through marriage would continue this legacy; the newly married couple would procreate and extend the family, ensuring that these moral values permeated to the extended family. The more families practised and exercised good moral values, the more they exhibited those values. 

This practice, however, is obsolete in the twenty-first century. Why? The erosion of good moral values has contributed to its decline. Also, with the demise of the tradition, the tight-knit family unit disintegrated, resulting in many dysfunctional family units. Although people have continued and will continue to procreate, nowadays, they do so amidst a plethora of positive and negative marital unions. The negative aspect, such as same-sex marriages, have become a worldwide trend and have further exacerbated dysfunction within families. 

Through ’The Chosen One’, I'm recreating the practice of parents choosing a spouse for their children, with a twenty-first-century twist. This I do purely for fictional purposes on the one hand, and on the other hand, posing a question: if we were to revisit the practice, taking into consideration our current circumstances, could we resuscitate the family unit that is surely being eroded by moral degeneration? We would need to revert to practicing and exercising good moral behaviours to reverse moral degeneration. I'm curious to see how readers will respond after reading the book. In part two of this book, I have included three short stories, and below I provide a summary for each.

Summary of the short stories:

1. Blood Money

This is a story about a girl named Nokuthula, who inadvertently cons a corrupt ward councillor, Njabulo, out of ten million rand. Unbeknownst to her, the money she steals is blood money. The ward councillor is involved in shady dealings with corrupt syndicates that bribe politicians and ward councillors to look the other way and allow them to continue their illicit businesses while evading taxes.

2. Stop the Rain

This is the love story of a girl who looks for love in the wrong places when her Mr Right is her next-door neighbour. The story traces the meanderings of Charlotte as she searches for Mr Right in the pubs, taverns, and lounges of Daveyton. She finally discovers, after failing in her search, that her Mr Right has always been her next-door neighbour.

3. Against All Odds

This is the story of a girl who makes it against all odds. Her parents tragically pass away, and she is raised by a neighbour. The neighbour’s children make her life miserable; however, she completes Grade 12 and works as a domestic worker. She befriends a domestic worker who moonlights as a prostitute to augment her meagre income. Influenced by her friend, she also begins to moonlight as a prostitute, using the money to further her studies. She enrols for a BSc degree in Chemical Engineering with Unisa, studying part-time. Eventually, she completes her degree and secures a position at the Human Sciences Research Council (HSRC) as a lab technician.
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The Chosen One



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Present Day

Aunt Nomalizo woke up very early and went about preparing a special meal for the important guest. The helper arrived early, and even the gardener was asked to come early to work on the garden. Normally the gardener didn't work on weekends, and besides, the garden was neat. Thami didn't see the need for the gardener to come, but Aunt Nomalizo was the madam of the house—what she wanted, she got. 

Around midday, the guest arrived, and Thami was mesmerised by her beauty. She stood two and a half metres tall, with a very light complexion, and her lanky frame perfectly matched her weight. Her busty bosom drove Thami nuts. Her booty was round and firm, her legs perfectly toned. Thami drooled as he gazed at the guest and concluded that he was gazing at a perfect feminine being. Her floral blouse contrasted perfectly with her beige pleated skirt. Her brown stilettoes and her matching handbag accentuated her look of sophistication. Her natural hair was immaculately plaited, and her sparkling bright eyes made her a pleasure to behold. Her high cheek bones and pointed nose complimented her sensuous lips, while her gold-studded earrings completed her sophisticated look. Thami couldn't close his mouth in amazement as he beheld such beauty. 

"Hello, Rose, my dear! It's such a pleasure to see you," Aunt Nomalizo greeted her warmly. 

"Hello, Auntie! I haven't seen you in ages! How are you?" she greeted in an angelic voice that pierced Thami's heart. 

"It's been two years since I last saw you, to be precise. Please meet my nephew, Thamsanqa. Thami, please meet Rose Maphalala," she introduced them. 

The last time Aunt Nomalizo had seen Rose was at Thami's parents’ funeral. Rose extended her hand, which felt warm as he grabbed it. 

"How are you, Rose? I'm delighted to meet you," Thami greeted her in a shaky voice. 

"I'm fine. Thank you for asking. I'm also delighted to finally meet you." Her angelic voice made him wobbly in the knees. 

"You are delighted to finally meet me? You say that as if we already know each other, and truly it is my first time laying my eyes on such a beautiful lady like you," Thami managed to speak his mind after clearing the lump in his throat. 

"I'm delighted to finally meet the person whose name I grew up knowing." 

"How do you know me?" he asked, but Aunt Nomalizo interjected before Rose could respond. "Please, let us sit down. Thami sometimes forgets his manners." 

"Please excuse me," said Thami, wanting to catch his breath because Rose's beauty intimidated him and he didn't know why. 

Sejake, the township alcoholic, went past his house and engaged him in some conversation. "Hola, Bra Thami! How about you give me a few thousands from your millions? Akere wena you are known as the Kagiso Millionaire," Sejake said jokingly. He called him ‘Bra Thami’, which was more of an accolade given to older people, yet he was younger than Sejake. He felt a little pride and pity simultaneously as Sejake was old enough to be his father. Indeed, the negative effects of alcohol abuse are devastating, he thought to himself. Maybe his financial position afforded him the respect he thought he didn't deserve. He didn't know whether he was respected because of his financial position or not, but it felt good to be respected. However, the negative effects of alcohol abuse didn't escape him, yet he didn't see himself without his Johnnie Walker Black. Does that mean that he would degenerate into being like Sejake if he continued to abuse alcohol? He knew the answer to that question, and the thought made him shudder in disgust. "I won't allow myself to be like Sejake," he muttered to himself. 

"Eish, Bra Sejake! You know gore banyana badijile di-millions tsaka—I'm flat broke," Thami joked as he took a hundred rand note out of his wallet and handed it to him. 

"Kealeboga, Bra Thami! Ketla gona go fomana two-nyana," Sejake thanked him and went merrily on his way. 

He dreaded going into the house. Rose's beauty intimidated him. He didn't know whether he was attracted to her or not. Why wouldn't he be attracted to her? She was extremely beautiful. Perhaps her beauty intimidated him because Rachel didn't compare with her in the beauty department. If Rachel was as beautiful as Rose, he would want to show her off every so often. No matter how much he dreaded going into the house, he had no option but to go back. 

He found them seated in the dining room and Aunt Nomalizo about to serve the meal. He sat next to Rose, and the aunt informed him that they would have lunch in the dining room, then drinks would be served in the lounge, where she would announce something of importance. Just then, his phone began to ring—it was Tshidi. He ignored it, hoping that she would leave him a voicemail. Rose shot him a curious glance, making him feel like a schoolboy in the principal's office called for bunking school. He brushed the thought aside and focused on his plate, which was filled with rice, roasted lamb, baked potatoes, butternut in cinnamon, creamy spinach, French salad, potato salad, and coleslaw. 

Aunt Nomalizo blessed the food, and his taste buds rejoiced as he eagerly dug in. They ate in silence, the clinking of forks and knives the only audible sound at the table. For dessert, they enjoyed a fruit cocktail topped with a dash of yoghurt. After dessert, they poured themselves orange juice and headed for the lounge. 

He had been stealing glances at Rose, and she returned them. Every time their eyes locked, they smiled at each other. She sat opposite him, crossed her exquisite legs, and sipped her orange juice majestically. Aunt Nomalizo sat next to her and began talking. "Your parents chose Rose for you." She was direct and didn't introduce the subject in a subtle manner. "As you can see," she continued, "she's marriage material. She was groomed to behave appropriately. That much is evident in the manner in which she carries herself—like a lady. I called her today so I can introduce her to you." She looked at Rose with eyes full of adoration. 

Thami blinked, trying to process what he had just heard. It felt like a bombshell had been dropped on him. 

"It looks like my parents were hell bent on planning my life—no offense, Auntie. They left me tons of money, and now I find out they chose a wife for me as well. Wow, their influence extends beyond the grave. Not that I'm complaining. I mean, who would say no to such a princess?" Thami managed to say.

His aunt eyed him coldly. "Your childish mentality shows up at moments like these. How dare you speak ill of your parents? God bless their souls. They loved and lived for you and wanted the best for you. Oh, you ungrateful child!" His aunt scolded him for daring to speak ill of his parents. 

"I'm terribly sorry, Auntie. I mean no disrespect to you and my dearly departed parents. I've been nothing but the apple of their heart, and I appreciate everything they did for me. It's just that this news came as a surprise to me. I thought I would be allowed to choose a wife for myself when I'm ready—" 

"What do you mean by ‘when I'm ready’? You are 28 years old, and you are not getting any younger. You are now the man of this house now that your parents are no more. It's time you considered having a partner. I know you wouldn't say no to such a princess. You're your parents’ heir, and I think it’s time you made up your mind." 

"I understand if you're surprised by your parents' decision,” Rose said with a smile, her voice soft and angelic. “However, let me explain the idea behind their decision. My father and your father were best friends, and they believed that the best way to preserve their bond was through our union. By marrying, we would continue the legacy of their friendship, and since they’ve all passed on, I think it would be in our interests to honour their wishes." 

"How am I supposed to react to this news? At least you knew beforehand, and I'm only learning now!" Thami said in an outburst of anger. 

"Your reaction is understandable; in all fairness, you’re just finding out now that I've been chosen for you. If you need time to process this, then by all means take whatever time you need. All you need to remember is that we are both orphans, and it would be proper for us to honour our parents' wishes." 

"I think I need time to process this." 

"Sure, take whatever time you need, but don't take forever," Rose warned him. 

The ladies continued with women talk, and he retreated into his bedroom. He threw himself on the bed, gazing at the ceiling as he became engrossed in his thoughts. He was fortunate to have had parents who loved him and provided for him financially. The only painful moment in his life was when they passed on. Life surely dealt him one nasty blow, and without warning, he was left an orphan. 

After his parents died, he had to adjust to living without them. He was used to their guiding hand that always nudged him into the right paths whenever he strayed. Now that their guiding hand was no longer available, he felt lost. Their untimely departure into the world yonder weighed heavily on him. He thought he could face life without them, but it seemed impossible. Sadness overcame him as he reminisced about his parents. He thought that they would no longer have an influence in his life now that they were immortal beings, but boy was he wrong. It was commendable of them to have chosen Rose for him, though he hadn't given any serious thought to marriage. He reckoned that they knew that he would have to make that decision at some point in his life, and they made it for him in advance. Yet, he wasn't ready. 

There was Rachel to consider. She was under the impression that she was the one. She made it hard for him to consider her as a soul mate, as it was crystal clear that she loved him for his money. He needed someone who would love him unconditionally, not love him for his money. He was certain that had he been poor, Rachel wouldn't have been in love with him. She could only please a man sexually, as she equated sex with love. His mind drifted to Rose. He realised that he didn't really know her that well, but from the brief moment he had known her, it was obvious she was mature and well mannered. 

Even though he was taken aback by the revelation of his parents' wish, the real reason he had requested time to process was because he needed to break up with Rachel if he were to honour his parents’ wish. He reckoned breaking up with Rachel was going to be difficult as she wouldn't let go of him that easily. But he wasn’t going to allow her to make things difficult for him, seeing as their last conversation clearly indicated where her loyalties lay. For as long as he was regarded as the Kagiso Millionaire, Rachel will endeavour to hold on to the relationship. 

"Thami, Rose is leaving. Come say goodbye," Aunt Nomalizo called from the lounge, interrupting his thoughts. 

"I'll see her out." He opened the door, and they went out. Outside, a black Mercedes Benz S600 was parked in the driveway, and Rose pressed the immobiliser, making the indicator lights flick on and off. She opened the door and turned to look at him, her radiant smile revealing a beauty that captivated him. He reckoned Rose was probably the woman who could love him unconditionally. "I hope this isn't the last time I see you," she said in her angelic voice. 

"Not at all. I will definitely keep in touch, or who knows, I might be seeing you for the rest of my life, hopefully." 

"I would definitely love that. I sure look forward to seeing you again, Thami. Bye-bye." 

"Bye, Rose." 

She got into the car and started the engine; it roared into life, and she reversed out of the yard. She hooted as she drove off, and Thami waved goodbye. He went back into the house and found his aunt waiting for him in the lounge. 

"You have to seriously consider taking Rose as your wife. I will inform the uncles so the lobola negotiations can begin." 

"Not so fast, Auntie. She agreed to give me time to process this, and I really do need time. Please, Auntie." 

"I don't get you. She loves you and will readily say yes to your marriage proposal, yet you keep saying you need time," she pointed out. 

"I know it's hard for you to understand, but I will decide in no time. I promise I'll let you know once I've decided." 

"Promise?” she asked. 

"Pinky promise," he assured her. She went into the kitchen to chat with Mavis, the helper. As Thami made his way to the bedroom, his phone rang. It was Rachel.

"Hi, Rachel!" he answered as he shut the door and slumped onto the bed. 

"Are you still angry with me?" she asked. 

"What do you think?" 

"I think you are still angry. You have the right to be. I was insensitive, and I'm sorry. Please come over so I can apologise appropriately," she begged. 

"No." 

"Pretty please," she begged again. 

"Okay, I will come." He caved. He needed to break up with her, and the opportunity presented itself. He knew how she would ‘apologise appropriately’, as she so aptly put it, and funny enough, he couldn't wait. 

On his way there, he decided to return Tshidi’s call. 

"Hi, lover boy! I thought you’ve forgotten about me," said the voice on the other end.

"How could I?" 

"Well, you didn't answer my call." 

"Sorry about that,” he said. “I was busy with something." 

"Why don't you come over right now?" she asked. 

"I can't. Why don't I see you tomorrow instead?" 

"Fine, but come after two. I have to go to church." 

"Then after two it is, sweet cakes."

After knocking on Rachel’s door for a few seconds, she came to open the door for him, her Dolce & Gabbana perfume strong on his nostrils. She wore a G-string and a blue kanga. The kanga was wrapped around her breasts, barely concealing them. 

"We have to talk—put on something appropriate," he said as he pushed past her. She closed the door and headed straight for the bedroom, undressed, and called for him. He was greeted by a naked Rachel as he entered the bedroom. His manhood stiffened. She stared at his bulging trouser, smiled, and said, "Your thingy missed me... and I missed it too." 

"Rachel, we have to talk." 

"We'll talk after we make love," she whispered, pulling him closer and kissing him. He gave in to the temptation, and they made wild, passionate love, as they always did when they were together. He wanted to discuss the issue of the chosen one, but she only wanted sex. They always had different expectations—like when he wanted to talk, she wanted sex. It was their incompatibility that troubled him. His was caught between the pleasure of the moment and the nagging urge to end things with her. 

When they finished, he lay panting, trying to form the words, but nothing came out. She rested her head on him, kissing him softly, while his hands caressed her back. To his frustration, his body reacted once again. It was as if his manhood had a mind of its own.
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He woke up the following day still dazed by Saturday's events; Rachel had really worked her magic on him. He went to her with the sole intention of breaking up with her, but they ended up doing what they always did when they were together. Rachel had always liked money and sex—a deadly combination. While he enjoyed her sex addiction, he detested her love of money. He knew that his indecision was threatening to become an albatross around his neck. His parents had chosen a beautiful woman for him, and what does he do? He procrastinated to commit to marrying her. This woman succumbed to the fact that she would be married to him, and in honouring his parents’ wishes, he needed to marry her. Instead, he still messed with Rachel. His uncertainty confused him. He wasn't sure if he loved the woman chosen for him; he only met her a few hours ago. 

Indecision wreaked havoc in his mind, as there was no doubt that Rose loved him. If only he could learn to love her, then his perceived dilemma will be sorted. He had noticed that his feelings were conflicted when he was around Rose. Her beauty was overwhelming, and he knew he shouldn't be attracted to her because of her beauty alone, but because of his parents’ wish. They wanted to extend their friendship through their offspring, which wasn't common, though a very noble gesture. He noticed that he was developing feelings for her. Perhaps there could be some sort of chemistry, something he didn’t have with Rachel. He had to find a way to break up with her. Aunt Nomalizo popped into his bedroom as he made his bed.

"Morning, Thami!"

"Morning, Auntie!"

"Did you sleep well?"

"I slept well, considering the events of yesterday."

"If there was another way of letting you know, believe you me, I would've opted for it." 

"I'm not blaming you, Auntie. Whichever way, I needed to know, and thank you for initiating it."

"I'm delighted you see it that way. Just do the right thing. That's my advice. Anyway, Mavis isn't coming in today, so I made breakfast for you; it's in the microwave. I'm going to church; I'll be sure to ask the Good Lord to help you see the light." She gave him a pat on the shoulder and exited. 

He went into the kitchen and found the breakfast in the microwave. After devouring it, he went into the lounge, opened the CD rack, and took out a James Ingram CD. He popped it into the CD player, and the speaker came to life as he pressed play on the remote. He slumped onto the sofa, sipping a glass of freshly squeezed orange juice while the lyrics of James Ingram soothed his soul...

Tonight I look at you and you are so beautiful

There's so many things I wanna say

Wish I could show you now, how far I'd go

Just to prove my love will never fade

I'd steal the stars above

But that would still not be enough

Chorus

Let me love you this way

By never letting go until my dying days

Let me love you this way

By staying near your side always

And as the years go by you’ll know in your heart

Girl, this feeling that I have is real

And if you asked me for the whole wide world

I would get it, borrow, beg or steal

But would that make you see

Just how much your love really means

Would it truly let you know?

Chorus

Let me love you this way

By never letting go until my dying days

Let me love you this way

By staying near your side always

Girl, I wanna be

More than a man

Who loves you for just one night

Oh, let me show you that’s not the way I am...

A knock on the door brought him back from his dream world that James Ingram had transported him to. He opened the door and found Sifiso at the door, wearing his blue overalls. He came around every Sunday to wash his cars. 

"Hey, Sifiso." 

"Sure, Bra T'man." 

"You are right on time. Take the keys and do your thing." 

Sifiso went to the cabinet keyholder, took out the keys, and went out. His mind wandered back to James Ingram's lyrics and wondered if Rose would let him love her. His feelings for her were becoming strong, as he couldn’t stop thinking about her, which was surprising. He hoped that time would tell. He recalled that Lebo had invited him, and he called him. 

"Heita, T'man!" Lebo greeted. 

"Howzit, my broer?" Thami enquired. 

"Ek is double dolly, broer." 

“Are we still on for today?”

"Yes, for sure," Lebo answered. 

"Good, I will bring the bottle." 

"Don't worry about the Coke; I've got some in the fridge." 

"Sure, my broer. See you second half," Thami said and hung up. 

Just as he hung up, Rachel called. "Hey, you!" he answered. 

"Hey, sweetheart! I'm listening to Eddie Zondi's Sunday Repertoire. Want to come listen with me?" She enticed him. She knew he liked listening to Eddie Zondi's show on Metro FM. Just the two of them—that was a sure recipe for another session of sex. He had to refuse because he was endeavouring to garner up enough courage to break up with her. 

"Sorry, love, but I can't." 

"Why, are you still angry? You said we needed to talk—let's do that." 

"I wanted to talk yesterday; instead, you wanted sex. How do I know this is not you just trying to drag me to bed?" 

"I promise, no sex today. Just come over, please," she begged. 

"Or is it money that you want?" he asked. 

"I just want you," she answered. 

"Not today. I'll see you tomorrow." He hung up. Bravo! He managed to evade her, though his manhood was urging him to go. He decided to ignore it. Besides, he needed to be with Lebo and Tshidi later on. He checked on Sifiso, who had finished washing the BMW 750 and the Range Rover and was almost done with the Audi A6. He decided to take the BMW 750 and locked up the house. He instructed Sifiso to lock up the garage when he was done and to leave the key in their secret hiding place. Aunt Nomalizo had her own keys to the house. 
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