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Mabandla Mkhuseli, a former African National Congress member had become a very poor man and no one seemed to be giving him the kind of help he so earnestly needed. He was so bitter and furious that his former colleagues from his most admired political party could not help him either. 

He felt so helpless, with no hope of leading a good life he had anticipated. A life he had fought for for so long, and suffered a lot in the process. 

Given his current situation, he had reason to believe that poor people in South Africa were treated like bloody dogs. Like bloody boring things that people would ignore and then discard like stinking trash. 

Despite that, he became so positive and adamant that he should do something. Anything that would ensure that he reaps the fruits of his hard work and suffering.

However on  that warm sunny day he waited there on the sidewalk for any good samaritan who could volunteer to give him some food or anything that could make him feel that he was also a human being. Obviously he was going to be happy and satisfied after all. 

He continued waiting there like a security guard and while waiting, he then remembered the 1976 Soweto uprisings. Of course the bad events that reminded him of the bitter pain and struggles of the 16th June 1976. 

That particular day seemed to have been engraved in his mind as he could vividly remember all it’s awful events. He felt as if he had only known the better days. The better years. 

But he then wondered what the current ANC top officials would say to him now. What would they say about the country’s state of affairs. And the democracy which was made possible by their blood, sweat and tears.

He wanted to ask for a favour from the current government. Anything that would make his life bearable. He felt confident that he was entitled to a good life and some compensation from the current government, but not too much. Not more than that. Not more than what he specifically wanted and needed. 

At least the government should pay for the troubles he went through, trying to pave a better life for everyone in the country, he thought, smiling wildly.

When he left the country during the apartheid era, he thought that South Africa would change for the better. But arriving back home from exile he learnt that it hadn’t changed that much. 

Even though there were changes in the government, he felt that was still the same. Or worse than before, in terms of poverty, social development as well as economic status of its inhabitants.

He detested what was happening in the country and felt that the current government could have done better, but he never stopped believing that the country owed him a lot. That the current government led by the African National Congress was bound to help him through his suffering.

He had always been an ANC member ever since he was a Soweto resident, just before the Soweto uprisings, therefore he anticipated a lot from the government. The ANC government seemed to have become his last hope. 

He actually wanted the current government to become more like a blesser to him. Yes, a Blesser, as people who give you free money are affectionately known these days. What he wanted he wanted, that was how it was. 

While in Tanzania, life was so good but after a long time he felt homesick. He was tired of being a stupid foreigner in Tanzania and missed his native country a lot. He felt like he lived there like an orphan, without any relatives and friends around him. 

How could he become happy when he missed his relatives and friends so much? How possible? How could he become happy when his relatives were brutally killed during the Soweto uprisings? However, he still felt a good sense of belonging in the proud country. 

But ever since his arrival back in the country, he deeply felt that the government owed him something, something that would make him see a beautiful life around. But wasn’t that a pipe dream? 

Although he was poor and poverty-stricken, he didn't seem to hate the previous government. The stupid government for what it did to the black people and their communities.  

Coming from exile with nothing to his name, he needed some money to survive. Lately he had been thinking of how much he would actually ask from the government. At least one million rand would suffice, he thought, nodding with a wide smile. 

Even after a month he still thought about his cockeyed idea. His absurd demand from the government and felt even more adamant and determined to pursue it. He felt that it would somehow be easy for the government to at least compensate him for all his troubles.

But he hated was the bloody corruption committed on daily basis by the people in high positions. Therefore, he wondered if they would give him what he really wanted. The special offer. He wondered if the corruption itself wouldn't be a barrier on his way to achieving his goal. 

Waiting there by the sidewalk, he missed his beautiful days. He missed everything, his dead girlfriend Mihle Ngobese who fell victim to the same Soweto uprisings. He can vividly remember the police brutality and how innocent children were shot and killed back then.

As he was emersed in his thoughts, tears started welling in his eyes. Remembering that he could not stand against those marauding gangsters disguised in police uniform, he felt so heart broken.

But he felt that during those days life was good and everything seemed to be affordable. According to him, almost everything seemed to have changed or rather difficult than the previous days. Oh God! the difficulties of life! He thought blindly. 

Besides, he didn't even have a place to stay since their rusty small shack was burnt down a long time ago. But who would want to believe his story? Who would be interested in helping him out? His life felt so helplessly dull and difficult.

Every evening he had to think of where he would go. Where he would find food and where he would lay his head. Soweto was not like what it used to be during their times and no one seemed to care about him. Mercy was the unknown word now. 

He had to make use of the unused sewerage pipes as his temporary shelter. Or else he would die of the cold outside. And the torrential rains. He lived there for quite a while before he decided to approach the local government for help. 

He didn't really care about the dead TRC hearings and other political activities. All he wanted was the money. How would amnesty help him? Would it put give him the much needed shelter? Would it put food on his table? He thought, with a broken heart and welling eyes.

As days went by his price seemed to escalate, but he still had to negotiate with the government first. Wasn't that too much for him to demand? 

Although he was illiterate but in Tanzania he used to be a full time general worker, earning better wages. So why did he quit? How stupid was he? What he wanted was better living conditions amongst the black communities, not the damning poverty. And not being so extremely poor and broke. 

One warm summer Wednesday, Mkhuseli decided to go to the local government at last. When he arrived at the building, he waited outside for a while. He looked rather suspicious as if he was about to rob a bank or something. 

Life was so hard for the old man like him, hence he always wondered what he would eat for the night. Yet involving himself in any criminal activities wasn’t an option for him. In fact, he believed in leading an honest life.

Being a criminal wasn't what he could do in his times, during the difficult days of June 16 in the year 1976 and he didn't wish to think of it even now. He also didn't want to think of how the late Hector Peterson was murdered. 

It pained him so much that he wanted to weep just like a weak child. The worry. The government's corruption. The poverty and his shyness. All that were so much overwhelming for him, and prodded him into deriving that ludicrous idea of his.

He took a few steps towards the local government building and then paused. He suddenly realised that he was so much frightened and didn’t really know what to expect from those seemingly busy offices.

But most of all he was anxious and concerned. His determination in seeing the government officials was far beyond him. It was beyond the bloody circumstances he had utterly experienced during the Soweto uprising. 

But why worry about that? Why now? Why not before he came there? Outside the large and fancy building there were beautiful cars in the parking area in front of it. He watched them for a second and then looked at the door where he wanted to enter. 

He seemed to believe that his social problems would be resolved without any hesitation. That his future lied in those particular offices. Probably in the hands of his former colleagues during the apartheid era.

As he entered through the open door he stopped to catch his cold breath and later went on to meet a skinny, pale lady  at the reception. And the African lady began asking him routine questions. 

"How can we help you Sir?” the lady asked, removing some papers from the table and putting them into the drawer. He felt a bit confused and didn't know what to say at first. Besides, he felt that she wasn't the person he was looking for. 

"Who are you sir?" asked the lady once again. 

"Can l meet.... Can I see the local government officials... The top officials..." He murmured, after taking some time to respond. As an after thought he said, "Please." 

He then froze in great fear and didn't have an idea as to what the lady would say next. He felt as if she would not grant him his request, so he then wanted to change his mind about the plan. But why now? How could he be shy at his last hurdle? 

There was no way of suspending himself from the reality. Of pretending that he was not in a chaotic state. He waited there at the table, and then shook his head for a moment, not knowing what to do next. 

At the reception a lot of people went up and down, in and out of the office carrying piles of papers each. Other carried the briefcases in their own hands with pride and happiness in their faces. 

The lady looked at him as if she had once seen him before. As he waited there something came up in his head. He thought of seeing the manager. Of course either the manager or the CEO. Whoever had powers to make important decisions in the local government. 

He wanted more than what he had anticipated from the start. Being in the state he was in, he finally spoke to the lady and even explained his dilemma. And that he really needed to see whoever was in charge.

Unfortunately the manager and the CEO weren't around as they had attended an important conference in Sandton, therefore he was adviced to return the following week. He stood there, so disappointed that his plan was delayed.

As he stood there, many thoughts kept flooding his mind. The long time memories of the past. And the feeling that he did not have enough time to make kids with his dead girlfriend. Yet he knew that he would never see her or his relatives again. 

He wanted to make the lady aware of how he was feeling about the painful loss. In a few minutes he was gone. 
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Chapter 2
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Three days later Mabandla was back at the local government offices again. He related his personal issues to the lady once again, not revealing much about where he actually lived. And not what he desperately wanted from the officials. 

She looked at him for the third time and immediately felt for him. She wanted to know where he lived. Did he have the children? Was he married? What pained her son much was the state he was in. She felt it was wrong for a human being to be in that state and that he truly didn't deserve it. 

Crying, she removed a piece of toilet paper from the pocket and wiped her moistened eyes. Lindiswa had never felt the way she did at that moment. And she was even prepared to help him. 

As a victim of the Soweto uprising herself, she was very hurt by what he had gone through and wanted to inform him that she fully understands his predicament. At her age of fifty something, she had put everything that happened in the past behind. 

She felt like telling him that she suffered a lot during the uprisings too, but she couldn’t do it because she was still at work. Obviously it wasn't the right time for that. But on the other hand it could help her as well in order to heal internally this time. 

On that day the manager was available in his office but other officials were out. The appointment had already been made for him since the last day he came over. He waited there at the reception until he was given permission into the office. 

The manager, Jackson Nkosi wore transparent spectacles. He was tall, dark in complexion and a slender guy by nature. So when he went to knock at his office door he allowed him in and offered him a seat. That was after a brief greeting that occurred between the both of them. 

The manager didn’t seem to show any interest or mercy for him. He had already sensed that whatever brought him there was likely to become chaotic. Whether he had eaten or not that day, it was none of his business. 

"How can I help you sir?" The manager's tone sounded rather rude than he expected and he wasn't aware. Usually most local government officials didn't care about anyone, whether one was poor or not. 

"I need some help Sir..." Said the old man and had even emphasized his dire life conditions to him. After that explanation the manager responded that he couldn't help him and that one million rand was too much. 

"But the government has funds to help the community, isn't it?" He wasn't afraid anymore. The manager studied the man for a moment and then uttered a few words.

"Funds for what? Funds for the people like you? Hey don't take chances here man." 

The old man felt hurt and wasn't interested in saying anything again. But he kept waiting there as if something would come out. 

Looking closely at the manager, he realised that he knew him from Dube, another township in Soweto. He felt like smashing everything inside the office but he braced himself and became human. 

But why? How could he be treated like a dog? Like a non living organism? He wondered, still feeling hurt. He wept softly because that's not what he had expected. Although he cried but the tears were unmistakable. The innocent tears were not part of him of course. 

He wanted to tell him that he would find him one day. He seemed to immediately harbor ill feelings towards the same manager. Maybe if he hadn't known him... Or maybe hadn't he seen him there he assumed he couldn't have thought or felt something as horrible as he did now for him. 

Maybe.... Maybe he could have walked away in case it was someone else. He hoped he would deal with the situation, but not physically. He felt silently aggressive with himself but still didn't want to remember the past. He was terribly impatient. 

"Uyabona wena..." He said pointing a finger at him dismally. His desperate chance to get what he wanted hit a snag. 

But the manager himself had failed him too. What did he expect from the corrupt officials? However, the manager demanded him to go or else he would call security to escort him out. 

"But what I know is... The government's officials are corrupt, right?" The old man said and he turned around to lead his way to the door.

"But one million rand is too much man." That's the manager. 

"Is it less than what you misuse everyday? Come on let's be realistic man." 

The manager didn't know what to say to him that time. What he knew was that the old man was telling the truth. He decided to look away, waiting impatiently for him to leave. He waited at the door step until the manager and himself had exchanged the bitter words. 

And at last the manager said, "Hayi maan voetsek hamba apha." 

Then the old man thought about the drainpipes that he would sleep in that night. He was tired of living there alone with the unknown street kids. That life... That kind of life... He wondered, bitterly hurt. 

He wondered if the manager was aware of where he now lived. Oh God! Did he care about that? He sighed. What was it with these government officials that made them feel that life revolves around them alone? He regretted taking his chances with them. 

He wished he shouldn't have done that. Those stupid official! And their stupid corruption. He still didn't wish to say anything to that particular official and to his problematic friends. A minute later he moved like one mighty being, and swayed and swung like the breathing sea. 
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