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Introduction:

Have you ever wondered as to what is your purpose in life?.what are you born to do? Are you here to suffer all your life? Here to please those who brought you life or are you simply here to occupy space? That the question I sometimes ask myself as I navigate myself through this place called earth... let me kindly introduce myself ,my name is Nailaa Dunga am half Arabian and half zulu being that my dad is a Saudi man and my mom being zulu join me as I take you through the journey of my life... hope you enjoy......

Insert 1:

Nailaa

Dad: Nailaa

Me: Abi(dad)

As I slowly make my way to dad in the lounge, we were the only ones in the house,my brothers were all out, mom was gone to her friends place. It was just myself and daddy dearest. I sit right across from him and I look at my feet since in our religion we not suppose to look men straight in they eyes.

Dad: look at me Nailaa

I look up as he slowly smiles at me and pats his side of the couch and I move to sit next to him.

Dad: ntombiyami(my girl) today is the day that I have been dragging ever since your mom was pregnant with you. I somehow knew that this pregnancy is different.

Me: different how baba(dad)?

Dad:Oh my child you taking me back...he slowly relaxes and looks at me with so much pride and petty at the same time. At this point am so confused as to what happening with my father and my 14 year old brain cant seem to understand where is this conversation going.

Dad: In 4 weeks time you going to be turning 15 years and you know that being who we are and where we come from you were suppose to be married at 11 years old right?.... he looks at me and I nod my head. I knew that this day was coming and I guess today is the day.

Dad: Well since your mother asked me to wait four  more years thinking ill change my mind since we now reside in South Africa but tradition is tradition my child and its time I embark on the journey of finding you a spouse.... I looked at my dad and saw his features change and I somehow saw that this is also affecting him. Why is he doing it cause he already said so himself that we are in South Africa now, no more in Saudi. Isn't this why we moved here in the first place? My mom been telling me all about dad family and they traditions. School has been grilling us on the importance of being an honorable muslim girl and how to take care of our husbands. My brothers have been teasing me about this all my life and telling me how lucky I am that we in South Africa and I have a little bit of freedom. So why is my dad talking to me about this and why now? Am only 15 years for heaven sake, what am I to do with a Husband???

Insert2:

Nailaa

So mom came back and saw that I wasn't okay after the conversation with my dad and lord have mercy my mom exploded when I told her about it and went into they room and spoke to dad, sadly I don't know what was discussed cause dad still on his quest to find me a husband.

Hlumelo

My name is Mark Hlumelo Meqo and am an Opharn. I stay with my my aunt and uncle and my cousins Bhongo the smart one and Ayabonga our little girl and Avuyile the rascal. My cousins are more of siblings than cousins.

Avuyile: Ey bafo... As he barges in my room without knocking.

Me: ndicinga ukuba ndifuna indawo yam ngoku( i think i need my own space now)

Avuyile: Ay suka, its not like you have a girl over. Come on utata uyakubiza( dad calling you)

Me: oh ay what do I need to verify now, what did you do?

Avuyile: aybo nothing... we slowly made our way into the main house from the out building that I share with Bhongo. You see Avuyile is to much and sometimes the parents need me to verify a few things that Avuyile tells them and yes I do lie for the little champ.... we got in the kitchen and aunty was making lunch, I kissed her cheek.

Aunty: oh umntwana wam, ulungile?( oh my child are you okay)as she brushes my cheek like a small child and I blush..

Me: ewe mama, ndiyaphila, uphi utata?(yes mom am good,where is dad?)

She pointed to the verandah and I slowly made my way there to find the old man slouching by the recliner and drinking his scotch on the rocks.

Me: tata

Uncle: my son, did I disturb you?

Me: no I was just about to take a nap,school was showing me flames today.

Uncle: oh how is varsity?

Me: better than I have imagined.... he chuckles

Uncle: that my boy, I knew you will adjust to change.... they was silence for sometime, it wasn't an awkward silence but the kind that if you are looking in you will wonder what going on with these two. I was in my own thoughts and sure he was enjoying his alcoholic drink... for a few more minutes we stayed in utter silence then he gets up from a slouching position to a sitting one.

Uncle: I wanted to ask you if you working this weekend?

I scratch my head trying to think if am scheduled in for one of the two jobs that I have. Its not because I cant afford or if we poor.My uncle and Aunty are very rich but I want money of my own,yes I get an allowance plus my parents inheritance plus a few shares at Techno Tek but still want to work or else ill b joining  Avuyile at every party that he attends. After a few minutes I decided am not working and if I am than ill just be sick.

Me: No am not working

Uncle: Good I want you to drive me to Newcastle, am thinking of going into transportation and there is a guy I want to talk to there about this idea. 

Me: No Problem...And then we fall back to silence and he continues with his drink as am thinking about this place we going too. Am used to driving him around sometimes, Iv heard a lot about Newcastle from Ndumiso some guy we studying with, his another party animal. He always talk of Black Rock Cassino ,Cousins and Scrap yard. I guess ill be checking out those places when I get there....

Aunty: lunch is ready guys... she shouted from the dinning area...

Uncle: I wonder what she made now... he said as we got up n I just smiled. Ayabonga and Aunty always experiment with food and we they genie pigs. Sometimes the food is good and sometimes its beyond awful. In we went to enjoy our lunch.

Insert3:

Nailaa

Me: ay ke jazzy I don't know what you want me to say ke? I was walking down the road with my best friend Yasmeen whom I call Jazzy because of her name means Jasmine.

Jazzy: your dad is simply crazy, oh ay imagine trying to find you a husband. Hello we are 14 turning 15 and this is South Africa... this is rape... yazini I think am sticking to becoming a lawyer when am done with this hell whole ,to help people like you. Maybe there is a law against this?... she looks at me waiting for me to answer and before I could she rants and rants. That Jazzy for you. She asks questions and answer them herself and she speaks so fast sometimes I get lost in her conversations but quickly find ground again....

Me: All I know am not marrying anyone here in Newcastle and be stuck for the rest of my life. Hell no!! We continued walking to the library. The distance wasn't to far but our school bags were  killing our backs. When we reached there we returned the old books we took and went for new books. Now being a muslim girl means somethings you just have to read about. As much as everyone learns via Tv or have friends who tell them things, we learn with books. For sex, abuse and power we have Virginia Henly. Crime we stick to Sharon Sala who also goes by Dinna Mccall. Reading is our life, we take two different books sometimes we take the same just so we can discuss the plot at length, basically that our life. At least Jazzy dates every now and then when she goes to see her mother for holidays at kilbarchin.

Jazzy: I want something feisty and sexy to read...she skim read books of Jude Devaraux...

Me: yazi with the amount of books you read that are feisty one will swear you auditioning for prostitution. I hide away since I have the two books that ill be reading and will be able to hide since dad doesn't like me reading...

Jazzy: vele ngiyi prostitue ka bae( I am my man prostitute) we made our way to check out and made our way to pie city so my big brother can pick me up and drop Jazzy by the rank since her family allows her to use public transport. That another thing that my father has going, me not using public transportation. We waited 5 minute for Araan he hooted since he has hazard light on and his still on the road. We ran and quickly got in the car.

Araan: salaams( greetings)

Jazzy and i: salaams(greetings).... we drove in silence to the rank and dropped Jazzy off and now was just myself and him.

Araan: dad has people coming over this weekend for a visit... Araan looked at me via rearview mirror.

Me: I so hope its not someone else who looking to marry me, am just tired of this whole finding a husband thing, dad should just leave it and let me be in peace.

Araan: well as much as I don't agree with dad and you still small but its for the best,look at your cousins all married at 15 and living the good life and they husbands are treating them good all thanks to dad, so I trust he will find you someone that will love and cherish you cause that what you deserve.

Me: I don't even know what to do with a boyfriend and now am getting a husband, speak to him, he listens to you. We pulled in the drive through and he turned in his seat and looked right at me and smiled

Araan: look am also not happy about this but rules are rules. Now hold you head up high and put on your scarf cause this Jeep here might be our visitors... I sorted my scarf since I always take my Pradha(face covering) and scarf off when am in his car since its dim.. he opened the door and gave me a little squeeze as we walked in the house. This is what i love about all 8 of my brothers,they adore me to bit and pieces and they are loving and kind and sometimes when dad tries to be a little extra they swoop in and save my day. Being the last born has made me so spoilt and I love it just that am not snobby or else mother will slap it out of me. When we walked into the kitchen we were greeted by my mother cooking aroma and her and the helper moving about in the kitchen

Mama: shesha uzongisiza lana(hurry up and come help me) i dropped my bag on the floor and help her marinate the meat then when i was done i let it set. I washed my hands and when to my room and took of my Abaya(muslim dress) scarf and pradha and then threw myself on the bed. I sat there looking at my purple ceiling with white dots trying my hardest to listen to the conversation by the lounge. But all I could hear was my mom shuffling about in the kitchen. The door opened and when I looked at the door I saw a guy, so I quickly jumped off my bed and moved to the side next to the curtain to hide from this strange guy standing by the door with his mouth hanging open in shock as if his stuck.

Insert 4

Hlumelo

We left for Newcastle at around 11 and got there at about 3.. we stopped at woolworths and got two bunches of flowers for my dad friends wife and I understand she has a daughter. We got some drinks and bread and all types of cakes we saw on the shelf. Its was just because we didn't want to get there empty handed. We drove to Hill-drop and saw the most beautiful ranch house by the far right. Literally they is only 15 houses in this place. We drove in the drive thru all along listening to Jazz and got to the gate and they buzzed us in. Uncle: beautiful house don't you think.

Me: yeah but its so isolated

Uncle: I love the peace and quite away from the noise of the world, is that a zebra back there.... I turned to see a zebra and just a few feet away they was an ostrich. Ay these people are living the life man. We got off and a tall colored man walked to us with a smile on his face

Uncle: aw Shabbier my man, how are you? They shake hands and hug and dad looked at me

Uncle: This is my nephew more of a son to me Hlumelo, this is Shabbier Dunga... the king of transportation in the KZN region.

Me: swabona baba( greetings) we shake hands

Mr dunga: you have a good looking nephew my friend, come on in make yourself at home.

Me: you have a beautiful home sir

Mr dunga: thank you but call me Shabbier... we walked into the most beautiful lounge ever. The right side of the wall was windows and the other wall where a tv was suppose to be was a wall full of muslim writing beautifully displayed. The couches we light blue and grey. The other wall was full of books and just in the middle was a long coffee table with scatter questions around it.

Uncle:beautiful house indeed

Mr Dunga: thank you very much. While we were settling in and they were conversing a short lady, I guess a maid came in with muffins and juice and cold drink and place it on the coffee table and left. A car drove in and I heard some talking in the kitchen while uncle and Mr Dunga were laughing and enjoying themself. I sat there for awhile and felt the need to go to the bathroom. I shifted a bit but couldn't keep it anymore.

Me: excuse me where the bathroom.

Mr Dunga: down the hall, fourth door on your left. I made my way there and peed than I saw a green door out off all the doors in the hall, this is the only green door and I was intrigued. I try the door and its opens and they no sound so I walk in and I see the most beautiful girl iv ever seen in my life as I move in and she hears me and looks at me them she jumps off her bed and go hide behind the curtain. I stood there still adjusting to what I have just  seen and I finally get ahold of myself

Me: uhm Hi and sorry, I was looking for the bathroom

Her: its opposite my door... she answers in the most sweetest and low voice and she still hiding behind the curtain. I adjust my eyes to everything in the room and I must say its either she color blind or she just a confused person. The color skims don't match yet the decor is on point.
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