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I drove to the palace flying back from Durban. I got there to find that the Elders and my father were already in he chambers waiting for me. I walked in with Khulekani behind me and everyone turned to look at me.

Dad: Thank you for joining us son. I nodded as they discussed the village and the surrounding community projects.

Elder1: last agenda, As we have spoken about this before at great lengths since the Prince has just turned 30 and its been four years since the last incident.I think its the right time for him to settle down and marry again.Now that brought my head up.

Me: Am not understanding.. Incident??

Dad: Son you are soon going to be king of this lovely kingdom and you need a queen to help you with it duties. 

Me: baba we have talked about this so many times, its the 20th century. I do not mind helping the village and its communities but am not about to dedicate my life to the throne haven’t I suffered enough already?

Elder 2: You have The Curse which means you are the next king of Entabeni.

Me: I rather let the curse kill me than to have another woman blood on my hands. Look what happened to Smangele? SindizwA not to mention Thandaza... How many girls will ubabu Sikhosana dream that will die at my hands? How many baba?? For the past 10 years iv listened, iv obeyed and Iv followed tradition and to what extent? To what extent will these woman keep dying just because my beast doesn’t agree with them? Where on earth am I to find a woman with a pure heart in 20th century? We all have evil thoughts, even right now you’ll are thinking something sinister. So don’t sit there and tell me about getting married when we all know that somehow the beast will not agree and kill them. The beast and I are one. I am him and he is me. I feel and see all he does to those un deserving innocent woman and am not about to tell another family some fake lie on how we went hiking and got attacked when in fact am the attacker. Now if they is nothing else that you need from me. Am going and so you know I rather have it consume my humanity than to sacrifice another child just so it doesn’t unleash its full power onto us. I got up and Khulekani followed as usual.....

The Siwa household

Mrs Siwa: Ngaba uvile ukuba yonke imigudu yakhe yangaphambili yokuzama ukufumana umfazi bonke bagqibela ngokufa?( Have you heard that all his previous efforts in trying to get a wife they all end up dead?)

Mr Siwa: Ewe, kodwa bathi intombi yethu yeyona inyuleweyo sithandwa sam, yena wakhethwa ngo okhokho.(Yes, but they say our daughter is the chosen one my love, she was chosen by the ancestors.)

Mrs Siwa:Where were they ancestors all along? Its cannot be that 3 times baba, 3 times he has tried to court for marriage kwaye bonke bafa( and they all die)

Mr Siwa: fowunela intombi yethu kwaye uve ukuba ithini.  ukuba uthi Hayi kunokuba simyeke ngokuthobeka inkosi kunye nobukumkani kwaye ukuba uthi ewe kunoko akukho nto sinokuyenza ngaphandle kokumthandazela.(call our daughter in and let hear what she says. if she says No than we humbly decline the king and it kingdom and if she says yes than they is nothing we can do but to just pray for her.) she went out and found Yamkelani underneath her favorite spot by the tree reading a book.

Mrs Siwa: Yammy utata wakho uyakudinga Angel(Yammy your father needs you angel)

Yamkelani: And why the long face? Is it about me going to university next year?

Mrs Siwa: Yiza

Yamkelani

I walked into the lounge with my mother following me behind all distraught. Am  The only child of Muzi and Vuyiswa Siwa. Its a blessing because they are the most thoughtful parents that a child could ever think off. My name is Yamkelani Siwa and Am 18 years just finished my Matric and this is my story of how I became part of the famous Langa Royals. Join me as I take you through the suspenseful and magical journey that will leave your imagination rattled. I sat on the couch that I usually sit at when my parents address me and believe this is a lot of times having a school principal as a father and a nurse as a mother you tend to get a lot of “the talks”. 

Dad: what were you reading Yamkelani

Me: oh just a book on herbs and its remedies nothing big

Dad: well there is a matter that Ill like to discuss with you

Me: okay

Dad: I know your plan was to study medicine next year and I know your love for helping people. I think this is God way of answering your prayers and I need you to know that we will support you in everything and any decision that you will come too.

Me: okay... He gave me a letter that was all white and a gold ribbon and a blue wax seal that has been broken. I looked at the letter not understanding. Than I opened it:

𝗗𝗲𝗮𝗿 𝗠𝗿 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗠𝗿𝘀 𝗦𝗶𝘄𝗮

𝗧𝗵𝗶𝘀 𝗶𝘀 𝗮 𝗳𝗼𝗿𝗺𝗮𝗹 𝗿𝗲𝗾𝘂𝗲𝘀𝘁 𝗳𝗿𝗼𝗺 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗟𝗮𝗻𝗴𝗮 𝗥𝗼𝘆𝗮𝗹 𝗵𝗼𝘂𝘀𝗲 𝗵𝗼𝗹𝗱. 𝗔𝗳𝘁𝗲𝗿 𝗰𝗼𝗻𝘀𝘂𝗹𝘁𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘄𝗶𝘁𝗵 𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗮𝗻𝗰𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗼𝗿𝘀 𝗶𝘁 𝘄𝗮𝘀 𝗯𝗿𝗼𝘂𝗴𝗵𝘁 𝗶𝗻𝘁𝗼 𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗮𝘁𝘁𝗲𝗻𝘁𝗶𝗼𝗻 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝘁 𝘆𝗼𝘂 𝗵𝗮𝘃𝗲 𝗮 𝘆𝗼𝘂𝗻𝗴 𝗳𝗹𝗼𝘄𝗲𝗿 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝘁 𝗶𝘀 𝗺𝗮𝗱𝗲 𝗳𝗼𝗿 𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝘀𝗼𝗻. 𝗪𝗲 𝘄𝗶𝗹𝗹 𝗹𝗶𝗸𝗲 𝘁𝗼 𝗳𝗼𝗿𝗺𝗮𝗹𝗹𝘆 𝗿𝗲𝗾𝘂𝗲𝘀𝘁 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗷𝗼𝗶𝗻𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗼𝗳 𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗳𝗮𝗺𝗶𝗹𝗶𝗲𝘀 𝗶𝗳 𝘆𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗱𝗮𝘂𝗴𝗵𝘁𝗲𝗿 𝗵𝗮𝘀 𝗻𝗼 𝗼𝗯𝗷𝗲𝗰𝘁𝗶𝗼𝗻. 𝗢𝘂𝗿 𝗼𝗹𝗱𝗲𝘀𝘁 𝘀𝗼𝗻 𝗬𝗮𝗻𝗴𝗮 𝗧𝗵𝘂𝗹𝗮𝘀𝗶𝘇𝘄𝗲 𝗟𝗮𝗻𝗴𝗮 𝘄𝗶𝗹𝗹 𝗯𝗲 𝗵𝗼𝗻𝗼𝘂𝗿𝗲𝗱 𝘁𝗼 𝗵𝗮𝘃𝗲 𝘆𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗱𝗮𝘂𝗴𝗵𝘁𝗲𝗿 𝗮𝘀 𝗵𝗶𝘀 𝘄𝗶𝗳𝗲. 𝗪𝗲 𝘄𝗶𝗹𝗹 𝗯𝗲 𝗵𝗮𝗽𝗽𝘆 𝘁𝗼 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿 𝗳𝗿𝗼𝗺 𝘆𝗼𝘂 𝘀𝗼𝗼𝗻.

𝗬𝗼𝘂𝗿𝘀 𝘀𝗶𝗻𝗰𝗲𝗿𝗹𝘆

𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗟𝗮𝗻𝗴𝗮 𝗵𝗼𝘂𝘀𝗲𝗵𝗼𝗹𝗱.

I read the letter a few times.

Me: Am not understanding. I looked up to my father and saw my mother in tears.

Dad: That a letter from the king  of our kingdom

Me: But we are so far from the kingdom, we are literally another village. How do they know me?

Dad: That I cannot answer my child.

Me: when did the letter come?

Dad: yesterday morning

Me: why are you telling me now?

Dad: I was torn between deciding for you and letting you decide.

Me: what have you decided?

Dad: to let you decide.

Me: I really don’t know what to say, am just a normal girl who wants a normal life. I never even knew that such things still exist. Yes iv read about history but this. I looked at the paper again and looked at my father.

“ i know nothing about being a wife”

Mom: Oh my child. She hugged me so tight and her tears were failing on to my shoulders.

Dad: This is a big decision Yamkelani and a life changing one. As iv said, ill support you in everything that you will wish to do moving forward.

Me: Do we like have a time stamp on when we answer?

Dad: No.

Me: Out of all the girls in the whole wild world they choose an opinionated, willed minded girl who knows nothing about kingdoms and has no ounce of royal blood?? Are they insane? Or is the Prince such a snob that no princess wants them? How on earth did they come to such a conclusion?

Yanga

Me: What do you mean you sent a letter a week ago? I looked at my parents with frustration as they deliver the news that they sent a letter to the Siwa family. A family at the outskirts of this Village that they know nothing about.

Dad: Exactly that son. We asked for the girl hand in marriage on your behalf. I laughed so much that they both looked at me as if am crazy.

Me: Its amazing how to the world am the greatest and feared CEO of Langa Enterprises and yet when I come home instead of being treated like an adult am treated like a child. Why are you both so hell bent in me getting married father? Haven’t the past thought you anything at all? What is wrong with you people. I rubbed my head in frustration as I paced around the office.

Me: What did the answer say?

Dad: They haven’t answered yet. I laughed again.

Me:obviously They don’t know if this is a joke or a neighbor pranking them or the girl has a brain and she using it. People talk outside these walls. How old is she?

Dad: we dont know

Me: What do you know?

Dad: That she is the one son. Look i know you frustrated and frankly Am embarrassed that we have to go through these lengths but this is your Life Thulasizwe now swallow it and live with it. I looked at him as my blood started boiling and my eyes turned gold. He stepped away since he knew too well what might happen. But I forced the beast down and control it thinking of something else and counting to Ten.

Me: You, A whole king, my father and a man with his own beast is afraid of me. Am your son father and you fear that I might rip you apart yet you do things that might make me lose control. Kutheni unenkani nje?( why are you so stubborn?) I looked at my lovely mother who looked at me with so much love. And I slowly calm down.

Mom: From the time I was pregnant with you, i knew that you were different. We tried for years to have a child but nothing and than you came along. A beautiful baby boy with a big heart. Never mind all the other things that are happening around you or within you. Just remember you are everything that I prayed for and more. She kissed my cheek and left the room. 

Yamkelani

Its been two days since iv asked my father to agree to the proposal that was sent. Today is the day that my uncles and the kingdom squad come over to talk about lobola. I haven’t seen the prince. I have no idea if he looks like an old grizzly bear or a normal clean human. I don’t know how old he is, if his dumb, smart or even have teeth. I sat in my room with two of my cousins Sinamele and Andiswa.

Sinamele: So vele we going to ignore the rumors? She asked looking at me as if am stupid or iv grown a head.

Me: what rumors?

Andiswa: They say the bride/the intended of the prince never makes it to the alter

Me: why?

Sinamele: They die slima(idiot) , it’s either bathwala ngabo or bayabadla( its either they use them for witch craft or they eat them) i laughed so hard that I had to close my mouth with my hand. My mother quickly walked in and looked at me laughing with tears forming.

Ma: And than?

Me: Lutho ma( its nothing) she went out and I looked at my two cousins.

Me: Its just rumors.

Andiswa: I hear he always has sunglasses on and has a big strong guy with a scar that follows him everywhere he goes

Me: His a prince ofcause he will have a bodyguard.

Sinamele: I heard that the last girl that he asked to marry the day before he wanted to surprise her with a hike and a picnic and she was attacked by an animal ripping her head apart.

Andiswa: I heard that all the other small kingdom don’t want to marry they daughters to him hence You were asked.

Me: Okay girls enough. I really dont want to hear what you heard. If I want to know something ill ask him myself when I meet him now please let change the conversation. Just than my mother walk in holding a head wrap that was black and white. It had a Lion outlined with white in a black material. He helped wrap it around my head in a beautiful style than took out white Ochre and did Umchokzo( face painting) on my face making beautiful dots in a pattern. When done she inspected her work then the woman started singing in the kitchen as I walked with my cousins to the lounge. I sat on a straw mat looking down. All i could see were they black shining shoes.

Dad: This is the Lady we were talking about and that iv accepted gift for. My father pointed at me

And I lifted my head up to look around the room and saw old men and my heart sank but my smile was fixed. One of the men, I think he was the king based on the stick he was carrying smiled at me and nodded in approval. “ unfortunately the prince is not here today, I will let him know of the beauty of this flower you have gifted us with Mr Siwa” he smiled and i looked down. After the negotiations we dished out for them. Than later on we had to send gifts to them in like groceries singing and dancing. The following day they came with blankets and gifts for my family and The Prince was here wearing his White Shirt and black pants. After the gift we changed to similar outfits and he danced for me and the whole village rejoiced. After all that I was locked in a room where all the married old ladies gave me advice about marriage. I never slept a wink that night and didn’t even have time to be alone with the Prince to speak I had so many questions to ask. Early in the morning my mother came to my room.

Ma:This is still your home, its forever open for you.

Me:Thank you mama

Ma: Now represent us well my child, i raised a lady not a hooligan. She smiled and hugged me. After that We drove to the Palace with armed guards and all of my belongings. We got to a very much decorated Palace and all its people and the traditional wedding was in palace. After all the rituals were done I was now in the garden walking with the Prince and of cause the famous guard who didn’t look as bad as everyone suggested. Yes he had a scar on his left side of his face but he wasn’t scary looking at all. We were walking in utter silence. I bent down and removed my shoes and walked bare feet. He looked at me oddly but didn’t say anything. I kept my cool because I was not about to break the silence plus i liked the silence and the cold effect that the grass is doing to my feet. We walked with the guard a few feet away.

Yanga: You looked beautiful. He said out of the blue. I smiled at him and stopped and looked him up and down and than continued to walk.

Me: You looked not to bad yourself. He chuckled a smooth laugh that sounded throaty yet cool at the same time. He took out a box from his pocket as we neared the fountain. He was now standing  in front of me and I must say the Prince was beyond handsome. He has light brown eyes that are close to goldish in color. He had dark black skin that is smooth. It wasn’t to black nor too light but just right. He has a strong jawline and he flexed it when he is thinking or before he says something. He looked like Thapelo Mokoena but a with the skin tone of Fezile Makhanya. He open a the box to reveal the most beautiful necklace iv ever seen in my life. Its was sliver and the pendant was shaped like a pear and it was goldish yellow like his eyes.

Yanga: May I? I turned and he helped knot the chain. “ its looks beautiful”

Me:Thank you. We were both quiet for some time and I looked to see the guard looking the other way. I stood on my tip toes and placed a kiss on his cool cheek. He touched it as if he electrocuted and looked at me with shook. I smiled and walked back to the house, leaving him standing there rooted to the ground...

Yanga

I stood there and watched her walk to the house.

The past few days have been a roller coaster and the funny part is I liked it. I liked how she looks at me when she thinks am not looking. How she smiles at little things that grabs her attention. How she is so curious and mostly her bubbly personality. She radiates of love and laughter. I touched my cheek shaking my head and stood there praying that my family is right about this one.

Khulekani: We have to go boss, we have a meeting with the Nigerians 

Me: cancel all my meetings for the week am sure everyone is aware that I got married.

Khulekani: No problem. I walked back with only one person in my mine Yamkelani and somehow that didn’t piss me off at all.

Somewhere at Entabeni Village 

“ yehlisa umoya Phakamani” ( calm down, Phakamani)i paced around the house in agony trying so hard to be calm but I just couldn’t.

“  uthi ushadile ma....ubone kahle?” ( you say he got married mother, did you see properly) 

“ son, why would I lie to you?” I looked at my mother as she was calm as a cucumber.

“ we need to do something fast because Yanga cannot be crowned the next king”

Yamkelani

Today is the wedding night and lord am not ready. I went in the bathroom and soaked myself in all the bath salts that my mother gave me. After I was done I took the fresh organic lotion she gave me and applied it than I opened up the small bag she told me to open and took out the most revealing clothes that iv ever seen. I wore the black short nightie that was only lace and had pink fluffs at the bottom. I than got in bed quickly and pretended to sleep. Later on I heard Yanga walk in and heard the shower running after a few minutes he came in bed as the bed gave away. He came closer to me and tried to spoon cuddle me. Out if nowhere my body started to shake. I felt my body tremble from head to toe in fear.

Yanga: Please stop and try to relax I won’t do anything to you. I tried but I just couldn’t stop trembling. He got out of bed. Went and flipped the lights on.

Me: Am sorry it just that.....

Yanga: No need to explain... he cut me off. “ look I know that you mother told you somethings about the wedding night but am not so old school or traditional. You not ready and I am not ready. Now breathe and try to sleep. I was only cuddling because I was cold and you kind of made my bed warm. 

Me: But the sheets, they will come for the sheets in the morning.

Yanga: we will deal with that in the morning. For now am exhausted and am sure you are too. Let just try to sleep that all. If cuddling makes you uncomfortable than ill keep on my side of the bed okay. I looked down so embarrassed. Its not that am not okay with it actually i liked feeling his smooth skin next to mines its just that Iv never been in one room with a guy never mind to share a bed.

Me: Iv never slept with a guy. I blurted it out and hid under the blanket.

Yanga: I know, I can tell. Well sometimes a guy and a girl can share a bed and do nothing but cuddle which is what I need today. Think you can manage that? I looked up from the blanket and nodded.

Yanga: let me explain something to you. Am as humane as you are. In this marriage we voice things. This bedroom is the only room where you can scream, shout and lose all your manners with me. Hell if you want to bite me you can.

Me: bite you? I laughed feeling a little better

Yanga: trust me one day you will understand what I mean. He smiled showing a dimple I never knew he had.

“ look This is how our marriage will work.Am as clueless as you are about this marriage thing but I do know what expected of you. Scratch all the crap those old ladies told you. Be who you are. Be what your parents has brought you up to be. Don’t shy away from me and most definitely don’t pretend with me. Let make a deal” he walked closer to the bed and I moved to make space for him as he was now on my side.

Me: okay

Yanga: when we in our chambers or when it just the two of us you will give me the most authentic you ever. You will speak your mind and you will voice anything and everything. Il give you all the respect you need and in return Ill ask for the same. We will talk about our most uncomfortable things and we will always tell each other the truth. When we in here we will find solace in each other after a long day of trying to navigate life out there” he pointed towards the door. I nodded as I looked at him as his eyes changed color to a stronger shade of gold.

Me: your eyes are changing

Yanga: They do that time to time. Now do we agree?

Me: Yes but will you be able to do the same? They was silence as he thought it through.

Yanga: Yes ill try my best to be as authentic as I could be but keep in mind that they are things that are meant to be exposed to a person after sometimes because we fear being rejected.

Me: But if I give you the real me than you should do the same. He smiled showing his perfect white teeth.

Yanga: I think am going to like you as a partner. How old are you?

Me: should you have asked that before marrying me? I looked at him smiling as he chuckled.

Yanga: I should have. You have a soul of an older person but you look in your teens.
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