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■ CONTENT NOTE: This book contains themes of financial

 

distress, relationship breakdown, depression, and suicide. It is

written as educational fiction for adults. If you are experiencing

suicidal thoughts, please call SADAG immediately: 0800 567 567

(24 hours, free).




FOREWORD

A Note From the Author

 

This book began as an observation. Over years of research, content creation, and listening deeply to the lived experiences of South African men — in communities, online spaces, and through the stories that found their way to me — I encountered the same story, told in different voices, again and again. Men who had lost businesses. Men who had lost jobs. Men who had lost marriages. But the ones who stayed with me the most were the men who had lost themselves — quietly, invisibly, over months and years, in the silence of their own bedrooms.

What you are about to read is a work of educational fiction. The characters — Sipho Nkosi, his wife Nomsa, his friends and family — are not real people. But their story is real. It is a composite drawn from documented patterns, community conversations, and the weight of evidence in South African men's mental health research.

South African men face a particular and brutal convergence of pressures that the world does not always understand. We live in a culture where a man's worth has historically been tied, with iron chains, to his ability to provide. To be a full man has meant to bring home money, to protect his family, to stand tall in the community. These are not small things. They are the architecture of identity.

When that architecture begins to crack — through job loss, business failure, debt, economic exclusion — a man does not simply face financial hardship. He faces an existential crisis. And when that already-wounded man is then deprived of physical and emotional intimacy by his partner — whether consciously used as punishment or simply as a consequence of her own exhausted frustration — the effect can be catastrophic.

This book does not blame women. Nomsa Nkosi, the woman in this story, is not a villain. She is a human being under enormous pressure. The patterns in this book are not about fault. They are about systems — cultural, psychological, relational — that crush both people inside a struggling marriage.

Read this book with an open chest. If you recognise yourself in Sipho, please do not put it down. That recognition is not shame. It is the first moment of honesty you may have allowed yourself in a very long time.

Mr B.S. Khumalo

Johannesburg, 2024

Content Creator & Professional Researcher




Chapter 1

 

When Joburg Was Kind

"A man in love is a man at peace with himself. The

tragedy is how quickly love can become the instrument of

his destruction."

 

The morning that Sipho Nkosi bought the ring, Johannesburg

smelled like rain.

He remembered that detail for years afterward — the way the

October sky over Soweto had split open just as he stepped out of the jewellery shop, small velvet box in his jacket pocket, hands shaking even though the shop assistant had called him a lucky man. The rain came down in fat, warm drops that hit the dusty pavements and released that underground smell — petrichor, the smell of earth that has been waiting. He stood under the shop awning and watched the water run in little rivers across the parking lot, and felt, for the first time in his thirty-one years, that the world was exactly the right size.

His name was Sipho Nkosi — the eldest son of MaGumbi Nkosi,

who had raised three children alone in a four-room house on Mooki Street in Orlando West, Soweto, after his father walked out when Sipho was eight. He was the man who had saved enough to start his own small building contracting business at twenty-six, who had named it Nkosi and Sons Construction, which made his mother laugh — 'Sons? Which sons? The ones I cannot see?' — but he had explained that you name a company for what it will become, not what it is.

Nomsa Dlamini — soon to be Nomsa Nkosi — had found him at

a braai in Dobsonville three years before the ring. She had walked into that small yard in a yellow dress and immediately started arguing with his friend Bongani about politics. Sipho had watched her for twenty minutes before he spoke to her. She was beautiful in a way that was not decorative. She had a degree in Human Resources Management from UNISA. She was precise, fierce, funny, and she laughed with her whole body.

They dated for two years. Good years. 'I want a kitchen with a window that looks at a garden,' Nomsa said once on a Sunday drive. 'I am going to build you that kitchen,' Sipho said. 'You are going to build it yourself?' 'I am a builder. That is literally what I do.' She laughed and put her hand on his knee and he felt like a man who had everything.

The wedding was in March. Forty people in MaGumbi's yard in Mooki Street, a tent rented from a neighbour, a DJ who owed them a favour. Nomsa's mother cried. MaGumbi cried. Sipho did not cry because he was too busy smiling.

OEBPS/index-1_1.jpg
THE EMPTY BED

How Sexual Rejection and Money Prablems
Can Destroy a Man’s Soul .

MR B.S. KHUMALO

Content Creator & Professional Researcher





