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That was it. | had had enough ofd@pe Town. THE cold Atlantic Ocean, the white sand
beaches, Table Mountairthe Waterfront, everything | had once found so beautiful



“That sounds nice, my Advo, but I still want my whisky that you promised,” he
insisted. “Don’t worry if you forgot to buy for me in Cape Town, there are lots of
bottle stores where we can buy. There are the Lagos and Kinshasa bottle stores in
Hillbrow that operate twenty-four hours a day. There is also a nice new bottle store
here next to Park Station called Dakar. Or, if you like, we can go to Zak Zak in
Diepkloof. That's the cheapest place in the whole of Jozi.”

“That’s fine, uncle. We’ll see when I get there.”

“Good, my laaitie. I'm sure you got an A in your law school report. I know that
you’re slim.”

“We'l] talk about that, uncle. My battery is low and my cell can cut at anytime.”
“Sharp, Advo. We’ll be waiting for you at Park Station.”

My thoughts raced as the feeling of failure and guilt seized me for the first time
that morning.

Ever since I had started doing law at the University of Cape Town, my uncle had
stopped calling me by my real name, which is Bafana, and started calling me Advo,
short for advocate.

Mama also had her expectations. According to her, 1999 was my final year at
university and, the following year, I would be starting work as an advocate. Her
simple calculation was that a law degree only takes four years to complete, hence I
was already doing my final year. She had completely ruled out the possibility that I
might fail, which I'm afraid is exactly what had happened.

I’m not sure if this denial by Mama was due to her limited Western education or
her excitement. She had left school in standard seven because she’d fallen pregnant
with me, but her ambition, as she always told me, had been to become a lawyer. Ever
since 1 started doing law she had boasted to her friend sis Zinhle that I was going to be
the youngest advocate to come out of Chi.

I negotiated my way to the next carriage in search of a toilet with a sink. The door
to the first one read engaged and T waited outside, looking at the fields through the
window.

A few seconds later a lady came out and I went in and locked the door behind me,
and started brushing my teeth. I clearly recalled the morning when everything had
fallen apart. The morning I went to check the provisional results that were posted on
the notice board of the law school. It’s not that I’d expected much, but I couldn’t
believe my eyes when 1 realised that I had failed everything except for Criminal Law.
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