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            Rapists are demonized individuals with uncircumcised hearts, stone hearted, and monsters driven wild by lust to rein havoc on their unsuspecting and unfortunate victims. Thus rapists have no place in the society, and the law should be harsh on them.
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Dawn died slowly, darkness slipping smoothly into early morning. Sunshine crept along the ground in long shafts of good light which kept on pushing back darkness that clung around trees. The lazy morning sunshine glistered like a sea of winking diamonds, as beautiful as a piece of molten magma, without the latter’s glowing menace. Always the huge splash of gold was split into shafts by trees. In the distance, the rolling hills of Mawatle rose misty and green.

Leaves shimmered with green brilliance as they caught the sun. The grass rippled and swayed like an undulating sea of green under the light breeze which had blown up. From a number of huts, a wisp of black smoke curling into the sky made the air heavy and temporarily not breathable. Doves were cooing and there were incessant dog barks from different spheres of the village. There was an occasional squeak and squeal of babies from neighbourhood doors followed by a lullaby.

School children could be seen darting around between the kitchen and their bedrooms. Their faces contorted into masks of boredom and uncertainty as they contemplated what shall become of them during the course of the day at school. Teachers were unpredictable, they thought, they could make school life a living hell for students for no apparent reasons. Thus there was no love lost between most students and their teachers. Teachers were viewed as bullies given authority by the government to beat the living daylights out of defenseless students.

Flt Lt. Quito Tiger Otsuka was one of the students who shared the same sentiments of teacher bullying, as his fellow compatriots. He had suffered at the hands of quite a number of teachers many a time since his primary education days, for one reason or the other. He hardly forgave his perpetrators as he termed them, heartless. He had sworn that a day will come, when he would settle scores with the supposed perpetrators. That day to come, his supposed perpetrators would be all apologies and excuses as “The Tiger” roared, he  blushed with pleasure as he thought to himself. His pleased smile gave way to a chuck of annoyance as he eyed his digital watch. Time was running out for morning school lessons, but the chilly morning atmosphere outside the fire place was not inviting at all.

It was time of the year when a blanket was a necessary companion day and night. As he poked the dying ambers into a glow again, logs hissed and spurted up flames. From various huts, he could hear laughter and heated talks. Big fires could be seen flickeringly red hot through open doors, and Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka envied such scenes so much. Where there was warmth, there was relaxation of the mind and soul, he thought. Sensing that time was running out and the warm fire place was to blame, he shot to his feet, cursed loudly as he shut up the kitchen door. He was shivering like a tree in the windy Harmattan.

He knew that dragging his feet that two and half kilometers walk to school when time was not on his side, would only result in him face the music. “Those teachers”, he exclaimed absentmindedly, as he half ran and walked along the snaking bushy path to school. He knew they wouldn’t forgive any student for late coming, as that was termed insubordination to school rules and regulations.  As such, the teachers in collaboration with the headmaster felt that the rewards should be dished to deserving pupils in bucketful. They felt that even the die-hard late comers could change for the better if such daily gifts were dangled before them.

As usual, Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka was unfortunate yet again. As he was about hundred metres from the main school gate, the school siren started wailing for roughly ten seconds. He eyed his digital watch with a sense of annoyance and betrayal. The watch read twenty to seven, ten minutes behind the school siren timer, thus it defiantly pronounced his watch an article of no reliability. He could not understand that sudden turn of events. Only recently, yes, forty minutes ago to be precise, he did tune his digital watch in line with Radio Bophelong times. Radio Bophelong time broadcasts were considered reliable, and if one’s wrist watch behaved within that exact time range, one gave himself a pat on the back. 

And there was Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka, a bitter man by now. The school siren was to blame for all the mess he found himself in. He suspected that one of his perpetrators was behind the scenario. He was a young man who had made it an article of faith to suspect those teachers always. He was just about the spitting distances of the main gate when it automatically closed. Striding towards him from within the perimeter fence was Miss Felistinah Mumba, the Integrated Science teacher. Her left hand carried a note pad, and her right hand was armed with a fat mopane whip which could send shivers down the spine of a full grown donkey.

Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka understood that lady the way he understood his heartbeat. The sight of that woman made her flesh creep. She was ruthless, and even her features seemed to support Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka’s discomfort. With a face like a cashew nut, a complete identikit picture of a gang criminal, she always wore a fatalistic look of king cobra. Her manner was that of one who knew she was all powerful and not to be defied. She was one of those teachers who did not hesitate to shoot a demoralizing dirty word to a pupil. As she reached the gate, her nostrils flared as she looked up his tensed features. Her eyes narrowed into thin slits of accusation. By then, Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka looked like a pet that had lost its master, worrying and brooding over the judgment beforehand. He tried to reassure himself that, even a heart of stone can sometimes have a streak of emotion.

“Quito Otsuka, late as usual!” screamed, Miss Mumba.

“But...,” Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka tried to explain, but was cut short.

“No ifs and buts about it, you are a stubborn die-hard late comer. A fanatic who had made it an article of faith to defy the rules and regulations of the school,” screamed Miss Mumba. Her eyes narrowed and her nose sniffed like a bull dog sizing an intruder that must be salvaged at all costs.

She pressed on a green button on the remote control she held, and the main gate swung open. She motioned Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka in, and gave him a first class whipping which almost paralysed him. He spent the whole day a traumatized young man. He felt a sense of nausea develop at the pit of his stomach, as he eyed the whole lot of female teachers with contempt.

Back home the daily chores ran smoothly as usual. The women were busy at the grinding mills; sweat lay on their faces like flecks of foam. The male flock were as usual, sweating it out milking cows. In one particular compound, in the heart of the village, seated under a shade of a big amarula tree, were three middle aged men and two middle aged women. They were chatting at the top of their voices, making such incessant noise that even forced birds which had made some nests on the tree tops to flee, and seek some peace in the vicinity. The chatting camp were seated on two long wooden benches, and before them, stood a calabash half full of some stuff that looked more like rice water. The calabash was time and again lifted up and down, exchanged hands as chanting camp did rounds for a sip of the white stuff. From the look of things, the white stuff was a heavy weight among the intoxicating substances ever fermented by man by back yard brewing standards.

The five chanting camp, their skinny faces wearing a lingering grin that gave them an unmistakable aroma of someone born at the peak of famine, were in hilarity. Their breath reeked of alcohol, and indeed, the white stuff seemed to be working havoc in their nerves. They were sweating waterfalls, and that gave off an unmistakable aroma of body temperatures that could fry an egg.

One of them shot to his feet, half whistled and half danced. The other four ululated, whistled and clapped their hands. Giggling and laughing, the staggering chap disappeared into one of the huts. He brought with him a Hong Kong made Sanyo ghetto blaster. He placed it on top of a two hundred litre water container, next to the amarula tree. He fumbled with one of the cassette decks, and in no time he was through with his mission. Although rusty, the Sanyo answered throatily to his first touch. It gave off the usually jumble of bubble-gum, sounds of shebeen music. It was echoing lyrics that had men and women giggling, and beaming with glee, a sound that echoed distant past. The whole compound hummed like a beehive.

The staggering man who had brought up the ghetto blaster moved a further step from it, sneezing heavily. He looked haggard and his health was questionable. He squeezed his broad nostrilled snout like nose, turned to the other side, and sounding like a car with a burst silencer, he blew, polluting the atmosphere with brown showers. His features seemed to have been chiselled out of stone. His complexion was unhealthy, the colour and texture of a dead stale fish. He had an air of an uncivilized man coupled with an air of possessiveness. He had a long skinny face with a prominent forehead, with tare black hair close cropped and spread over his head like a skull cap. His front view, pot-bellied and balanced on those skinny limbs, gave off an unmistakeable sight of a kwashiorkor child.

That was none other than Jabulani Otsuka, a father of three. He was on the wrong side of forty, but he looked twice his age due to poor health. That was probably because of a variety of intoxicating stuff brewed in his compound, of which he drank heavily on daily basis. These included among others; illicit home brews labels such as, skopdonner, mokhankhalasa, kgaa-tsho, laelammaago, skipa-se-ntikane, khadi and segoga-matlho. The illicit home brews were renowned to reduce any fit human being to a human wreck and a maniac within a few days. Its victims, mostly the youth who could be at the peak and enjoying the best years of their lives, gave off an undesirable look of a carcass when vultures were done with it. To get addicted to that stuff was tantamount to signing oneself an urgent death warrant.

Some of these illicit brews were doctored with poisonous substances in such a way that victims died a painful slow death. The victim’s complexion would become a dull tint between pitch black and grey, like that of a rotting flesh. Lips would become bloody reddish to translucent pinkish hue, later peeling off. By then, the victim would have stopped eating, reduced to a fly weight, his hair falling off, coughing blood and eventually slip into comatose. Victims died with swollen tummies. An autopsy would reveal serious cirrhosis.

Taking a close look at skopdonner, a compound Afrikaans word, “skop” for skull, and “donner” for punish, revealed a potent and lethal drink. It went by various names depending on geographical location. Cheap and affordable, it was enjoyed by many across the length and breadth of Bophelong. It was very cheap to produce, but profitable by village standards. At one pula a litre, skopdonner rated high on many weather beaten clients’ list of preferences. To produce such a drink whose potency even astounded whiskey brewers; yeast, water, malt and brown sugar were a must. The water was warmed in large hundred litre containers and mixed with all those necessary ingredients. The mixture was then left to ferment overnight at lower temperatures. The following morning, one would have a drink which had an alcoholic strength equal to that of a dry gin.

Then there was mokhankhalasa. It was more of a cousin to skopdonner. To concoct it, one needed several litres of warm water, plenty of dry yeast and brown sugar. It was usually ready for consumption within a few hours after concoction. It had that potency to send one to wonder-drunk-land within a couple of minutes.

Kgaa-tsho, a compound Tswana word, “kgaa” for sudden, and “tsho” for black out, had a potency to reduce one to a maniac state within minutes if not seconds. It was known to make a full grown man run like a headless chicken, hallucinating. Most consumers usually took it in very limited quantities, just to instil some courage and harden their hearts prior to premeditated heinous crimes.

Then there was the urine colour hard stuff known as khadi. That was brewed by soaking a few kilograms of wild berries in a half full hundred litres boiling water. Brown sugar was also added to the concoction. As if to cement his task, the brewer would spice the concoction with some snuff tobacco. It would be left to ferment and concentrate at lower temperatures. The tobacco bag would only be removed if the brewer was satisfied that all the tobacco had been released into the water. As to why tobacco out of all things, the lame answer was that, its juice increased the brew’s potency. Yeah, it had that potency to reduce one to a sorry state in the twinkle of an eye.

Not to be left out was none, other than laelammago, a compound Tswana word, “laela” for bid one stay well, and “mmago”  for your mum. Bid-your-mum-stay well concoction, and strange as the name sounded, it had no respect for human nature. It was a concoction of several ingredients which never failed to remind its consumers to direct their relatives on how; they would want their estate to be divided, in case they expired before sunset. Heinous crimes such as canal knowledge of domestic animals, incest and rape were the order of the day for such consumers.

Skipa-sentikane, a compound Tswana word, “skipa” for t-shirt, and “se ntikane” it’s my right size, was another home brew with the potency to cause serious metabolism disruptions. Contrary to its name, it caused its consumers’ tummies to bloat. It was quiet torture to the whole body; causing one’s clothes look a few sizes smaller. Victims were usually found sprawled in awkward angles at the scene, struggling to talk sense.

To end the list of those body and soul torturers was segoga-matlho, a compound Tswana word, “segoga” for squeezer, and “matlho” for eyes. As the name suggested, a two hundred millimetre intake of the concoction was enough to deal ones eye balls a blow. With eye balls watery and blood shot, they would look as if about to pop out of their sockets, should one nod his head. Concocted from a variety of wild fruits mixed with warm water, sugar and some black powder found in batteries, it was potentially deadly.

The brewers cared less about the health of their clients. What only mattered to them most, was making of a quick buck at less production cost. They pointed out that the brews were strong and cheap. It was so potent that one needed only two rounds to get drunk, as compared to costly chibuku pints, where one needed to consume huge quantities before surrendering to the world of fantasy. Many were driven to this pit of hell, not by choice, but shallowness of their pockets.

Mama Otsuka through experience beat her rivals to it, in that field of brewing. She specialized in brewing of skopdonner, mokhankhalasa, kgaa-tsho and laela-mmago. She was hailed as hero, some clients called her, ‘life saver’, for one reason or the other. Her rivals’ products were only considered by the ‘market’ when Mama Otsuka’s shebeen had dried up. That meant a lot of cash on close of business for her on daily basis. For most home brewers, their products were consumed merely on credit. Thus, many a brewer hated Mama Otsuka so much, pointing an accusing finger towards her, for their failure to penetrate the lucrative market of unholy waters.

It was one of those hot days, the sun angry as ever, as it made its raging fire journey across the blue African skies. Mama Otsuka was busy as a hornet milking a citrus flower. Her compound, better suited to be called a shebeen, was packed to full capacity. A ghetto blaster was echoing its usual jumble of kwaito and rhumba music lyrics. Mama Otsuka was racing up and down, trying to make ends meet. Soon or later she could run out of stock, she thought wryly. She knew that her customers would not take it lying down. Thus, she had to act swiftly, like a bee that had accidentally come across a flower that must be milked for honey. It was month end, and she had made it a custom to milk dry her customers of their hard earned cash.

As she lifted her fat dome of a head from the raging hot brewing charcoal fire, her eyes narrowed to slits of fire, as she sat eyes on one of her arch rivals in the brewing industry, entering her yard. There was Yizo Kadzimira, popularly known as Mama Kadzimira. She was seated on the carrier of a Hamba bicycle; a big chunk of coal black flesh, with a hairy dome of a head, thick nose, big piercing mischievous eyes accompanied by a toad like mouth. A certain weather beaten middle aged man was pedalling the bicycle. He was sweating waterfalls, streaming of perspiration from every pore due to the heavy weight of his master.

In a flash, the bicycle’s front wheel hit a rock and slipped. It kneeled over, and both master and her servant fell with a sickening thud that sent the brew consumers murmuring. Nobody cared to help the duo. Mama Kadzimira was the first to rise to her feet. She cursed loudly and swore to Mama Otsuka’s customers. She was a strapping lady, a huge frame who walked with the swagger of someone accustomed to brutality. She gave Mama Otsuka a quick glance, a double take, eyeing her the way she would eye a fly in her stew. Dressed in a two piece blue overalls, and putting on homemade car tyre sandals, she made for the multitude gathering of home brew consumers.

Her face was a complete picture of a dragon, her huge blood shot black eyes alarmed question marks. She stood still before the booze drinkers, who by now had temporarily suspended gulping their drink to stare at the robot like woman before them. They stared at her as if she had sprouted horns. She produced a khakhi paper from one of her pair of trousers’ back pocket. She pursed her lips and made a rude noise. There was a dangerous gleam in her black eyes, and those who were indebted to her, felt an immediate sobering effect, as she summoned them one by one to her. All paid their dues without any ifs and buts, but Jabulani Otsuka. Mama Kadzimira could knock the living day lights out of any man, if she felt it a necessary tonic to settle scores. Thus, she was not to be undermined at any cost, unless one wanted a taste of first class pugilism. She had an impressive knock out record by village fighting standards that emphasized on serious battering and brutality. She was infamous, and had made a name at the village police office for wrong reasons.

That was to be witnessed that day. When Mama Kadzimira signalled to Otsuka to honour his debt as well, Otsuka grudgingly dismissed ever owing her anything. He even called Mama Kadzimira names, to the shock of Mama Otsuka’s customers. Jabulani Otsuka had a loose tongue when drunk. He was renowned for hurling obscenities that were enough to send the old folk rushing to church in shock. And when sober, he would be all apologies and grovelling excuses. That day he made a grave mistake that cost his life. To insult Mama Kadzimira openly like that, before mischief loving kids of the neighbourhood, was like spraying petrol to the fire. Her offenders usually got more than what they had bargained for.

As Jabulani continued mumbling some nonsense machine gun fast words, she gave him a fatalistic look. Her breadth wheezing through her fat covered lungs, she burst out in an uncontrollable boiling rage.

“Jabulani! Moron of a pig! You call me names. You occasional drank at my place on credit, and today you tell me that I’m renowned for brewing rubbish that tested more like pond water”, she roared, her face a complete viper’s scowl.

“Who do you think you are anyway, are you not simple a mosquito weight in the brewing industry? You are infamous for producing junk that can’t even entice a cockroach. When we talk of pure brewed products, my dear wife Mama Otsuka is the only backbone of this village. I thought you had come to salute her, there she is”, said Otsuka sarcastically. His voice greatly magnified, seemed to set fire works on Mama Kadzimira’s nerves.

She knew very well that, that particular household of Jabulani Otsuka regarded her with contempt. She cast a quick glance at Mama Otsuka, and caught her giggling. She concluded that, beyond any reasonable doubt, she was dancing to the tune of her husband’s humiliating poison and battering of her soul. She swore that, she would teach that household a lesson they will never forget, after all, she was Mama Kadzimira, the iron lady of the village.

“Jabulani! Enough is enough, an over fed rat always thinks he can challenge the elephant to a wrestling match!” She screamed. Her blood shot black eyes, were windows revealing a cold and ferocious ruthlessness that, had kept most people flinch from her. She made for the seated boasting Jabulani’s throat. She clutched it with her vice grip like left hand tightly. She dragged him a few distance from the flabbergasted onlookers.

Jabulani made a noise like a hornet trapped in a bottle. He looked like a snake cornered by a mongoose. Mama Kadzimira balled up a strong right fist, swung her arm back, and instantly with the force of a sledge hammer, brought it crushing on the bridge of Jabulani’s nose. She let him go, and propelled by that momentum, Jabulani fell with a sickening impact. His breath escaped out of him with the hiss of a punctured tyre. Mama Kadzimira kept growling, demanding her payment. On the other hand, Jabulani protested and groaned heavily, his head felt light. He opened one eye slightly to gauge the distance from which his tormentor stood from him.

Satisfied with the distance, he sprang to his feet. Mama Kadzimira cursed loudly as she saw her big catch slip through her fingertips. Little did she know that he was not fleeing as such, but was preparing for a more bloody fight. He went behind one of the huts, and brought an axe with a light handle. The axe blade looked as sharp as a machete. He seemed determined to ensure the writing of her opponent’s obituary at all cost. Mama Kadzimira became a little bit uneasy, felt like taking to her heels, thought the better of it, but gave up the idea as she sized Jabulani. She mumbled some obscenities and curses. She made it clear to his opponent that, if he wanted blood, she would give him plenty.

Armed and looking dangerous, Jabulani strode towards Mama Kadzimira with the axe clutched to his right hand, like an army general who was sure of carnage. He eyed his perpetrator with contempt. He was sure of himself, like a cave man that had subdued a wild animal, and was contemplating the tasty stew it would make for dinner. Mama Kadzimira stood motionless, but watchful like a cornered black mamba. As Jabulani seethed with furry, and raised the axe to slice her opponent’s head, she ducked. The sharp blade missed her dome of head by a hair’s breath. Her reflexes snake like; she pulled from her hip pocket, a long shiny homemade knife.

There were squeals of surprise, gasps of horror, and cries of disbelief, as the long blade sank onto Jabulani’s left armpit. He let out a howl of pain and fell with a thud, blood gushing out like water from a burst pipe. He began to shake uncontrollably, as if an icy wind were chilling him to the bone. In a pool of blood, he expired.

The booze drinkers sensing what had become of Jabulani, gathered some courage and started accusing Mama Kadzimira. She stared back, her face a complete identikit picture of a seasoned murderer. Little did she know that, Mama Otsuka had been so touched by the slaughter of her husband in broad daylight. She had tried to keep calm and let the law take its course, but could not quieten the anxious beating of her troubled heart. Acting like a mechanical robot that had suddenly got a life of its own, and was going berserk, she picked up a pick axe handle and made for Mama Kadzimira who was caught off guard. She swung it high, and brought it landing with an ear splitting impact on Mama Kadzimira’s occipital bone. Huge as she was, her bulky frame crumbled with a thud, like a rhino mowed down with a shower of bullets from a poacher’s rifle.
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The police Toyota hilux pick up van came to an abrupt halt with a squeal of tortured tyres, breaking the bee-hive like uproar of the youthful evening at the Otsuka’s compound.  In the distance the wailing siren of an ambulance could be heard, disturbing the otherwise tranquil youthful evening atmosphere. The atmosphere surrounding Otsuka’s household gave an unmistakeable strong aroma of a horrendous movie scene. There were screams and wails of horror, followed by barking and low mumble of voices that diminished to nervous whispers.

There was a middle aged woman screaming hysterically. She was shaking like a tree in a stormy weather. The woman jerked so violently, it seemed her limbs would be dislocated. Two elderly men clutched both her arms in a vice grip like way. Her face was a perfect picture of sorrow. She looked at the three police officers with an air of possessiveness. She was confused like a mother hen when you try to get hold of one of her one day old chicks. She gazed at the police officers as though they were beholding a revelation of the kingdom of heaven. One of the police officer summoned a certain weather beaten young man to the pickup. After a short conversation, he made straight for the weeping woman.

He produced a pair of hand cuffs, and motioned to the two men holding the screaming woman, to hand her over to him. In a flash Mama Otsuka’s wrists were clasped behind her back. She was dragged to the waiting pick up, and locked up while investigations continued at the bloodbath like scene of the accident. Within a couple of seconds, an ambulance had arrived and collected what mattered most to the hospital services. It left with a screech of burning tyres accompanied by an ear splitting wail. The police officers satisfied with their findings at the scene of the incident, drove away to their base in the company of four of Mama Otsuka’s customers, as well as the late Mama Kadzimira’s bicycle chauffeur. 

Weeping bitterly and his heart jolting and thrashing in his chest like trapped animal trying to escape, was Flt Lt. Quito Tiger Otsuka. He stood next to one of the huts, like a poor starving creature in a burning desert, whimpering in spasms of fear and disgrace. His plump youthful face had lost its softness and became flushed, like the face of a person who had just arrived at a decision to do something terrible painful, but also very necessary.

Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka tried to imagine life without the support and love of his dear parents. He knew that, he and his two elder sisters were doomed to fail. He gasped aloud, and sucked in more fresh air to try to steady his nerves. His slant eyes were round and glistening with amazement, as he considered the unattended boiling brew water in the huge metallic vessel. That raging hot brew water had been the source of life for the entire family. As far as his mind could recall, he blossomed from childhood in the mid-eighties, in that atmosphere of home brews. The compound was always packed to capacity, and money flowed in, in abundance.

Now the future seemed bleak, and he was uncertain as to whether, he will continue with his junior certificate studies. The same applied to his sisters, would they make it out in their O level studies, he doubted. If there was a woman he had loathed most, it was the late Mama Kadzimira. She reviewed her as the worst thing to have ever walked under the sun, a living symbol of hostility and a nuisance, born to cause havoc. He recalled that, it was only recently that, he had suffered at the hands of that robot, for no apparent reason.  Mama Kadzimira had accused him of giving her an accusing cold lingering stare. To her, that implied contempt; a hint that it had been a toss-up whether she emerged from her mother’s womb either as a boy or as a girl, in accordance with the interpretation of Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka’s stare, she had said.

Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka had tried to distance himself from such malice, but all odds were stacked against him. He had pointed out that, he was fascinated at the way her bicycle chauffer cut sharp bends at hair raising speed, a fit that was amazing in such bushy and thorny paths. Mama Kadzimira had objected to that, accusing the Otsukas of ill-bred behaviour, looking down upon her household, as if there were God’s chosen few. She had advanced towards him; her manner was that of one who knew she was all powerful, and not to be told telltales. Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka knew that, to survive the imminent onslaught, he had to sprint as fast as his poor legs could carry him, but he was not the type of a sprinter to write anything much home about.

Swearing and calling the Otsukas names, Mama Kadzimira had given Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka a chase. There was great race in the bush. A cloud of dust had risen, as she went after him like a thunderbolt. He had run hell for leather, his body contorted in such a way that, it could fit into a twenty five litres water bucket. In the twinkle of an eye, Mama Kadzimira, a good sprinter as she was, had caught up with the poor boy. The tonic he got for the healing of those eyes, Mama Kadzimira had accused of insulting her dignity, were an ordeal that had haunted him for life. That treatment had distanced him from most of the female folk. In them, he saw evil and the devil himself, a spirit which needed to be crushed brutally.

Now as he sat there starring into space, contemplating the future, Mama Kadzimira continued to haunt him. Her monstrous act had done the family a double blow. It had taken from the family, a great statesman and a valiant man, he thought wistfully, as he regarded his butchered father. And it was that monstrous act that, had forced her mother to act the way she did. Coming from a querulous society where only the muscular survived, there was nothing much her mother could have done. He thought that if he had been developed big enough, and sharpened his karate skills to first class street fighting tactics; he could have given Mama Kadzimira a dose of her own medicine, as well. He consoled himself by making a vow that, the day his karate skills sharpened to the level of Bruce Lee, all his perpetrators would wish if they had never been born.

His trains of thoughts were interrupted by a flock of mourners who trickled into the compound, accompanied by sobbing and wailing. Among the flock of mourners, he noticed the presence of his grandmother. She was wailing hysterically like a tortured hungry dog. Her thin tobacco tinted brown teeth lined up like a broken candy. Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka had watched the scene in a hide out by the corner of one of huts, with fascination. His heart was dark and brooding, and his eyes revealed a troubled soul. Why was the old lady crying, were those not crocodile tears, he shuddered as his mind raced. That old lady had not been in speaking terms with his father for a donkey’s years. She had accused his father of neglecting her. As her first born son, it was Jabulani’s custody to see to it that, his mother was taken care of, she had said. She had pointed out that, if Jabulani defied the cultural norms, he was free to do so, but warned that, his lifestyle would fall apart over night.

Jabulani had not taken kindly to that, falling short of whipping the old lady in a broad day light. He had openly told her, to pack and go wherever she cherished most. He had labeled her, a ruthless witch, a dark cloud of heartache and confusion to his household. He had warned her, never to set foot again in his household, even if misfortune struck. Thus, Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka’s granny had left their household in tears, screaming obscenities at every one. Among the three sisters of Jabulani, only one, who was married in Megaleng village, stood by his brother. She had openly told the other siblings that, to err was human, thus, there was no reason for them to hold grudges against their brother. She had met with his brother, and found nothing odd with his reaction, because his was provoked to the extent of almost running mad. From the meeting, Jabulani had learnt that, his other two siblings had vowed never to set foot at his compound, unless he had become civilized. Jabulani had told his dear sister that, the duo should jump into the nearest lake and have a swim to cool off their heads.

Now as he sat starring at that whimpering old witch, accompanied by those two identikit pictures of gang witches she called daughters, and a horde of other unscrupulous villagers, he seethed with rebellion. He knew that those three, and other so-called next of kin were actual destined for his parents’ little, but promising wealth. He wondered as to how long, will he suffer at the hands of women. He thought of his father’s downfall; a woman was behind it, his mother’s predicament too, was engineered by a woman, and his schooling days were disastrous because of female teachers. Now guess what, women were at it again, reining terror as they pleased, he thought melancholy. 

The brutal slaying of Jabulani Otsuka and imprisonment of Mama Otsuka came as a horrifying Good Friday Holiday package for their two daughters. The duo, Wabo and Belinda Otsuka, were boarding students at Bochena High School in Bochena village. Bochena was a stone’s throw south west of Mawatle village. Wabo, who was a doing her final year, was on the right side of eighteen years. She was tall, lanky but graceful young lady blessed with brains. She was light in complexion, with a frame of coal black hair. She was very gentle and obedient. She had a soothing voice and a warm smile.

Her younger sister, the sixteen year old Belinda, was a young lady possessed of a new world grace that was evident in the way she carried herself. She was coffee brown; slim with well-shaped legs, springing from a behind that promised to be full before long. She was classically beautiful. She was of average intelligence, and was doing her fourth grade. Those two were the loveliest gifts from God, the Otsukas felt dignified and proud of. They were born again Christians who could not hurt a fly. Even though their parents still held steadfast to the past, which encompassed among others; ancestral and idolatry worship as well as consultation of witch doctors, they whole heartedly welcomed their daughters’ spiritually clean lives.

The Otsukas had time and again subscribed to Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka, her sisters’ new doctrines of leading a holy life, lest he ran astray like the prodigal son in the Holy Bible. Fuelled and empowered to take the bull by its horns, her siblings had tirelessly took time to witness to him who Jesus was, and how significant his death on the cross of Calvary meant for humanity. Naughty and rebellious as he was, he had quashed their teachings. He had complained bitterly to his parents for sponsoring her siblings’ verbal war of words on him. He failed to understand one thing; the fact that Jesus Christ was a righteous man, but sacrificed his life for the good of mankind. Thus the holy war her siblings had declared on him was an act of true love meant to save him from spiritual death. Everyone was born a sinner, and salvation was only guaranteed when one accepted Christ as his Lord and saviour. Her siblings, generous and loving as they were, had sleepless nights over what shall become of him, should he distance himself from the Mighty Lord; the Lord of lords, the way, the truth and life. It was no secret in their hearts that, should they lose that battle, it would see his life slide into the mud of substance abuse, fornication, sooner or later.

Their parents, adjusting in a snail’s pace to their daughters’ Christianity vision, had advised their daughters not to give up their fight for the truth. Mama Otsuka had time and again, reminded them, “...lovely girls, Quito is at your mercy, do not give up. You know his weakness and his strength, thus groom him the way you think it would not bring shame into this household in future. How happy will I be, if he can walk your walk and talk your talk...”

––––––––
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Jabulani Otsuka was laid to rest on a windy Saturday morning, five days after his gruesome murder. His household was filled to capacity by people from all walks of life. His three children were weeping bitterly, their bodies shuddering as if with a high fever. Their eyes were slits of fire because of excessive sobering, and their faces were perfect pictures of sadness. They had wept until the depths of their hearts ached. Their father meant everything to them. They longed for his fatherly love, the way growing things needed water.

Now Jabulani had departed to the world of unknown, the world of darkness never explored by anyone, but the Lord Jesus Christ, he who defeated the spirit of death.  He resurrected on the third day after burial. For their father it was a terrible tragedy, they thought melancholy. From their knowledge, he had never accepted Christ as his Lord and Saviour, and the writing was on the wall that, he had missed the flight to heaven. The Holy Bible was clear, all sinners no matter how rich, poor, popular, educated or famous, had no place in the kingdom of God. Salvation was the only ticket to heaven, but nothing else. One had to carry his cross and follow Jesus, no cross, no crown. One’s faith had to be augmented by works, because the bible made it clear that, faith without works was dead. It was too bad for their father, they thought. The dirty work had already been done, done by someone who had always been something of a walking time bomb, which finally exploded ensuring that Jabulani’s ticket to hell is guaranteed.

The three looked like pets that had lost their master; confused, worried and brooding over a cloud of uncertainty about to cling them for life. Not far from where they stood at the grave side, was their mother. She was handcuffed and escorted by four plain clothes police officers. She was in bad shape. Her face was pale, as though carven out of ivory. Her body which used to hang in fat folds of flesh was reduced to fly weight. Her scraggy breasts swung limply, like half empty wine skins. Mama Otsuka felt crushed, as she thought of what the future held for her three children. She had lost appetite since that fateful day. She had been reduced to a ghost of her former self.

She felt weak as if she had run a marathon race. She felt such a shuddering of sadness that, tears filled her sunken eyes, completely blinding her. Thoughts kept searing across her mind with the force of steam locomotive pistons. The pain of it was real, as though burning logs had gutted her. Her mind raced, she wondered as to why she took the law into her own hands. Sometimes it was better to hold on to one’s rage because the consequences of giving in to it, may be stronger than one bargained for. She did the worst, an eye for an eye, even defying the Holy Bible. Many a time her daughters had cautioned her against the spirit of revenge. She recalled that, it was only recently when they talked at length about that Matthew 5v 38-48.Judgement was the Lord God’s responsibility because he was a fair judge.

She thought of her children. With their father dead, their mother facing capital punishment, they were destined for a rude awakening in life. Her eye lids were heavy. She managed to throw a quick glance at her children as the mourners were preparing to leave the grave yard. She motioned them to her side. Her heart was pounding in agony. Bitterness and frustrations welled the same heart into her mouth. She tried to find words to console her groaning children, but her tongue declined to move, completely sabotaging her. She tried very hard to find the right words until she could mumble something.

“Wa...bo, Be...Be...linda, Quito, stop crying, my beloved ones. Everything will be okay”, she said in a weakly voice.

“Ma...Mama, but they are going to hang you, so...so nothing will be okay...nothing, nothing at all!” wailed Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka between sobs.

“No! No! Quito. I can assure you together with your beloved sisters, I cannot be hanged. My children get me clear, I cannot be hanged!” stressed a visibly shaken Mama Otsuka, on the verge of tears.

“Mu...mum, if they cannot hang you, they will slap you with a life sente...,” Wabo could not finish, as she broke into convulsive sobbing and wailing.

“Wabo babe, cool down, the Lord, the God of Abraham, the God of Job, the God of David, will see to it that your mum is not shunned from public life for long,” said Mama Otsuka soothingly, she was like a surgeon soothing a nervous patient about to undergo a major surgery.

“Mama, now I have no one to stay with. Wabo and Belinda will be returning to Mawatle. What will become of me, mama?” cried Quito.

Mama Otsuka was not only touched by her last born’s comments, but completely crushed by losing the grip of parental responsibility of her cherished children to the unpredictable, and at times, cruel and evil world.  She considered the three, as her greatest highly prized gifts, God had assigned to nurture and guide until ripe enough to fend for themselves. As fate paid tax to no man, a misfortune had struck, thus she had failed the Lord of Abraham, she thought in between sobs. Her heart was pumping like the engine pistons of an overloaded truck. There was an unhealthy tinge of wildness in her eyes that betrayed a troubled spirit. She was thinking fast, to come to a sound answer to Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka’s problems. To her, his problems needed immediate attention. She knew that one and only son of hers very well. He needed proper grooming and guidance. If he were to stay with a family where he had things his own way, she was very sure to have some kind of a monster out of that boy. It was better to bend a stick when it was fresh, because when it had dried, you could not bend it without breaking it. Her trains of thoughts were disturbed by Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka’s persistent questions and complaints.

“Mama, what shall become of me?” asked Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka.

“Quito babe, remember that you are doing form two here. You are only left with six months to complete. If you do well as usual, you will be joining your sisters at Mawatle High School as well. So study very hard. Don’t worry about tomorrow, the Lord of Lords will cater for tomorrow for all your needs, as well as for your sisters,” Mama Otsuka said, her thoughts swinging gently like an uncertain breeze.

“Mama, you have not answered me fully. Are you saying, I should just fold my arms at home, and wait for God to deliver my needs?” Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka asked on the verge of tears.

“Quito babe, you are now fourteen, but it still takes you ages to understand me. Tell me, do you prefer to do your O Levels at Mawatle High School living at the hostels, or at Kwazo High School as a day scholar under the care of your granny, or study at one of Lukwashi High Schools living with your aunt in Megaleng? I must make it clear that, you have to complete your Junior Certificate here at Mawatle CJSS. Your granny will be staying with you and your sisters. Everything will be provided for you and your sisters. Do not ask me, by whom, God is with you,” said Mama Otsuka in a soothing voice.

“Did you say I shall stay with granny? Do you mean the one in Botshabelo or that old witch?” he barked, trembling at the thought of ever having anything to do with his late father’s mother.

“Quito! Mind your language. Behave yourself babe. My mum will take care of you,” she clarified.

“If I pass JCE, I would prefer to do O level in Lukwashi, staying with aunt,” he said.

“Quito babe, do pass with flying colours and have the world at your feet. Your mum will be free as a bird by tomorrow,” said Mama Otsuka, her face to his, her warm breath fanning his neck. 

As the dialogue between Flt Lt. Quito Otsuka and his mother gathered momentum, her daughters gave her a long stare of admiration. Her voice greatly magnified, and the confidence with which she addressed them, seemed to dispel any sense of fear which had taken refuge into their minds, since the death of their father. Their minds had been like a frightened squirrel in a cage. Their mother had stressed time and again that, God the Lord of Lords will take care of them. God never forsook his children. He blessed him, he who came in the name of the Lord. His wisdom was shown to be true by all who accepted it. The two daughters were now optimistic and assured of everything becoming positive in life, as long as God was in control. They were really consoled and revitalized.

Their satisfied expression swiftly changed to a startled apprehension, as the police officers motioned their mother to aboard the fifteen seater minibus that, had earlier on brought her in from prison. The officers had felt that, separating those three from their mother at that initial stage of their conversation
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