

    
        
          Red Dust Remembers

        

        
        
          T. G. Nduna

        

        
          Published by T. G. Nduna, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      RED DUST REMEMBERS

    

    
      First edition. September 2, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 T. G. Nduna.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231861095

    

    
    
      Written by T. G. Nduna.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


A note from the author: The language in this story is meant to reflect the diverse linguistic landscape of South Africa. The phrases used are a mix of Setswana, Xhosa, and Afrikaans, reflecting the characters’ backgrounds and social contexts. The translation is provided in parentheses for clarity.
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​​The Red Dust Remembers
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The taxi coughed and died on the main road, a final gasp of hot engine breath, and I stepped out onto the asphalt. The air hit me first, not with a scent, but with a presence the ghost of my childhood, a dry, mineral heat that tasted of acacia thorn and summer rain long forgotten. The sun, a brutal eye in a bleached sky, turned the tar a shimmering, deceptive blue.

I had been away for so long that my body had forgotten this feeling, the way the heat presses down, heavy and familiar, like a mother’s hand on your shoulder. My Italian leather boots, sleek and black, felt like a joke on this red dirt road. They were a lie I had become, a skin I had worn in a different life. But here, the dust did not care about the brand, only the weight of the step. And my feet, they remembered the rhythm of this place. 

They remembered the way the stones shifted underfoot, the way the road curved toward the horizon, a promise I had once chased with nothing but hope in my heart and a fire in my belly.

I pulled the brim of my wide-brimmed hat lower, a flimsy shield against the sun and the curious stares that already began to settle on me.

I was a stranger in my own home. Or maybe, I had always been. As a child, I had a restless soul, a spirit that felt too big for the small space I occupied. I would sit on the stoep of my grandfather’s house, watching the lorries rumble past, their tires kicking up clouds of red dust, and imagine them carrying me away, to places where the roads were   paved
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and the air smelled of rain and promise. My grandfather, a man of quiet wisdom and sun-baked hands, would watch me.

He would say, “Lerato, monwana o o le mongwe ga o tswale,” (Lerato, one finger cannot produce fruit), a proverb I never fully understood then, but now, its meaning echoed in my bones. The township, Khuma, sprawled out before me, a patchwork of brick and corrugated iron, a symphony of color and chaos. The houses, some painted a cheerful pink, others a faded blue, told stories I knew by heart. The sounds were a familiar chorus: the laughter of children, the distant beat of a kwaito track, a dog barking, a woman’s voice calling a name on the wind. It was a place that did not apologize for what it was. It was raw, it was beautiful, and it was mine.

I took my first step, a deliberate motion, and the dust rose to greet me, a fine powder that settled on my boots, covering the lie I wore. It felt like a baptism. It felt like coming home. But home was also a battlefield. A woman’s worth here was a simple equation: a husband, a home, a child. I had none of these in the way they understood. 

My life was a multiplication of all these things, a truth so complex it felt like a betrayal. I had built a business, not a house. I had traveled the world, not just to the city. My heart, it was a house with three rooms, and each room was occupied by a man I loved.

They were all coming. My three partners, my three lovers, the three pillars of my life. Tumi, Zakhele, and Jaco. Each one represented a different part of me, a different road I had taken.  And now, these roads, once separate, were
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about to converge here, in the heart of my past, in the red dust that remembered who I was, and who I was meant to be.

The walk to my family home felt like a pilgrimage. I passed the corner shop where Mama Thandi used to sell fat cakes, her laugh like a string of glass beads. I saw the empty lot where we used to play bok-bok, our shouts echoing in the late afternoon sun. Every corner held a memory, a ghost of a life I had left behind. But I was not here to mourn the past. I was here to claim my present, to bring my life to them, to lay my truth at their feet and see if they would accept it.

As I rounded the final bend, I saw my mother standing on the stoep, her silhouette against the setting sun a familiar comfort. She was watering the small patch of cosmos flowers she tended with such fierce devotion. The sight of her, so still and solid, made my heart ache with a love so profound it felt like a wound. I wanted to run to her, to wrap my arms around her and tell her everything, but the chasm between us, built on years of distance and unspoken truths, felt a mile wide.

She looked up, her eyes, dark and sharp, finding me instantly. A flicker of surprise, a flash of recognition, and then a softening around the edges. A smile bloomed on her face, a beautiful, rare flower.

“Lerato! O fitlhile! Ke itumetse go go bona, ngwanaka,” she said, her voice a melody I had missed more than I realized. (Lerato! You've arrived! I am happy to see you, my child).

The moment of grace was brief, a delicate bridge between two worlds. I walked toward her, the red dust a silent
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witness to my return, to the life I was about to reveal, a life that would either be a homecoming or a final, devastating departure.

The sun, a tired orange coin, slipped behind the horizon, and the first star, a tiny point of light, appeared in the purple sky. I took a deep breath, the air filling my lungs with the scent of home and the promise of a storm.

[image: ]
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​The Silent Interrogation


[image: ]


The house felt smaller, the air thicker with the weight of years and unspoken things. My mother’s hands, so quick and sure in the kitchen, fussed with the tea things, a nervous energy I knew well. She kept glancing at me, her eyes, a mirror of my own, searching for a girl who no longer existed, a life that had followed a simple path.

My grandfather, Ntate-mogolo, sat in his usual chair in the corner of the living room, a quiet presence that filled the space with a solemn authority. He was a man of few words, but each word was a stone carved with the wisdom of generations. He watched me over the rim of his teacup, his gaze like a slow, patient river, eroding my carefully constructed urban persona. I felt like a photograph, crisp and clear, but fading under the scrutiny of his silent assessment.

“You have come back a different woman,” my mother said, her voice soft, but with a sharp edge. It was not a question. It was an accusation.

I smiled, a thin, brittle thing. “The city changes you, Mama. So does the world.”

“But you are still our blood. The blood of this land,” she countered, a familiar refrain. It was the constant argument of my life, the tug-of-war between where I was from and where I was going.

We spoke of simple things at first. The price of food, the rain, the new clinic that had been built in the next township. But the conversation was a performance, a dance   around
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the elephant in the room. The real questions were there, in the pauses, in the way my grandfather’s eyes never left me. They were questions about a woman who was thirty years old and unmarried. A woman who had a lucrative business, a passport full of stamps, but no husband, no children. A woman who, by their measure, had failed to fulfill her purpose.

My grandfather finally spoke, his voice a gravelly rumble that seemed to rise from the very earth beneath the floorboards. “O setse o godile, ngwanaka. Nako e ya go feta.” (You are grown now, my child. Time is passing you by.)

His words were not a judgment, but a statement of fact, a truth as unyielding as the stones in the veld outside. I knew what he meant. He was not asking about a husband. He was asking about a legacy. He was asking about the future of our family name.

“I have not wasted my time, Ntate-mogolo,” I said, my voice steady, my gaze meeting his. “I have built something. Something for myself.”

He nodded slowly, a small, almost imperceptible motion. “A woman builds a family, Lerato. That is the greatest building of all.”

My heart, a tight fist in my chest, ached with the irony of his words. I was building a family, but it was not the kind he understood. I was building a new kind of house, with three pillars instead
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