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BENTLEY  

 

 

The all-new Bentley GT 

Continental.  

Revel in sublime luxury of hand 

crafted electronic massage 

leather seats.  

Meticulous stitching and class 

leading seat foam technology 

set the Bentley‟s interior a step 

ahead from its competitors.  

Slouch inside the all new 

supremely designed Bentley 

GT Continental.  

Feel at Home.   

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

RANGE ROVER 

 

 

 

 

I‟m happy to say that my intuition paid 

off. I‟m securing local and international 

jobs. I can‟t complain.” 

Excitement and joy radiates through her 

flawless smile as she explains, giggling. 

Her easy rapport makes it easier for us to 

dig a little deeper. I asked the actress 

about a „special‟ someone in her life?  

“I‟m concentrating on my career at the 

moment. If Mr Right comes, then hey, 

that‟s great. But my focus is on the work 

currently.” She responds with a hint of 

gravity, an odd seriousness to her tone. 

Hmmm … 

Mmabatho recently posted a photo of her 

co-stars, Renate Stuurman and Khanyi 

Mbau on her Instagram page, 

announcing how she enjoyed partnering 

up with the ladies on the film. Her cheeky 

caption reads: „Super Fun Talented 

Ladies. Women Empowering Women. 

Ladies Run the World‟.  

She is clearly excited about how well-

received the film has been on our shores. 

Mmabatho believes that with such high 

quality cinematic productions, South 

Africa stands a chance against bigger 

international film markets.  

“This film stars and is produced by 

women. It‟s the start of a new wave of 

female empowerment in African cinema. 

We‟re just as talented as our male 

counterparts,” she demands, without a 

blink. “And this film proves it.”  

Catch the riveting film Happiness is a 

Four Letter Word in cinemas, from the 

2nd March.  

 

Mmabatho Montsho Social Media handles: 

Twitter-  @Mmabatho_Actress 

Instagram-  @ladymontsho 

She arrives fashionably early to our brunch 

meeting at the penthouse floor of her new home. 

The Happiness is a Four Letter Word actress 

Mmabatho Montsho has much to celebrate. On 

top of producing her own successful sex 

educational web series, her latest film, Happiness 

is a Four Letter Word is breaking S.A box office 

records. The smash hit rom-com looks set to 

reach R11mil in ticket sales.  

Mmabatho sat down with us to discuss her newly 

found spring in her step. 

“The stars are aligning perfectly,” she reveals 

naughtily, sipping iced tea from a champagne 

glass. “After resigning as a director on the soap 

opera, Scandal, I decided to focus solely on my 

acting career, my first love.”  

 



 

 

 

 

Interstellar 

 

 

 

 

The trouble with most space adventure epics is, it‟s often impossible to grasp all the jargon and full 

goings-on of the outer galactic world. The audience is often left having to marvel at other 

comprehensible portions of the film, like the hard-hitting emotional storylines in this case. 

To a tolerable degree, Interstellar falls victim to this mind-bending and time-bending problem.  

Director Christopher Nolan‟s new epic is an outer space adventure about relativity, wormholes, 

alternative planets and black holes. It‟s a heavy load, considering the almost three hours running time 

of the film. 

But, it‟s not all doom and outer galactic gloom – Interstellar is beautifully shot film, with great 

performance by Matthew McConaughey as Joseph Cooper, Anne Hathaway as Dr. Amelia Brand and 

Jessica Chastain as Murphy Cooper. Micheal Caine also delivers a knockout performance as NASA‟s 

lead scientist and director, Professor Brand. 

 

Set in the not-so-far-future, nitrogen levels on earth are increasing and causing disease to all crops. 

Oxygen levels are dropping. Food shortages and suffocation for humans is inevitable.   

Widower Cooper (McConaughey) is tasked by a NASA director (Caine) to lead a mission through space to 

search for new alternative planets, in which human kind might relocate to. Cooper is to travel with 

Amelia (Hathaway) and scientists Romilly, Doyle, and robots TARS and CASE.    

Cooper‟s adolescent and ingenious daughter, Murphy (Mackenzie Foy and later Jessica Chastain) 

forbids her dad to leave. She shows him that the mysterious dust patterns in her bedrooms are binary 

messages, instructing him to stay. This father-daughter conflict winds up as the film‟s main emotional 

arch.  



 

 

Against his daughter‟s blessings, Coop leaves. If humans are to survive, Cooper and his team must 

travel through a wormhole, a tunnel in space-time, near planet Saturn, which provides an expressway 

out of the galaxy and on to possible inhabitable planets beyond.  

  

When they head to Miller's planet, an ocean world close to a black hole called Gargantua; they figure 

out that for each hour there, seven years pass on Earth - time bends through apparent laws of space 

relativity. They struggle to gather much data on the new planet, as a result of unexpected waves which 

compromise their space craft and team dynamics. After returning to the mother ship Endurance, they 

discover 23 years have elapsed on Earth. 

Cooper is now basically the same age, in appearance, as his daughter.  

Interstellar is an action filled story of love (trancending universes), family, human will and survival. Great 

performances, beautiful animated shots and powerful life lessons move the narrative along, gluing you 

to your seat. Will Cooper and his team find another planet for human kind?  

Hans Zimmer brings his A game with an organ-heavy score to intensify the emotional scenes, which are 

plenty.  

 

Filled with drama, suspense, twists, turns and a jaw dropping third act, Interstellar is a fantastic feature 

film. Two thumbs up to Christopher Nolan and his brother Jonathan for creating this visual spectacle.  

 

 

Rating:  9/10  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Jack Reacher „Never Go Again‟ – film review 

 

Audience members might feel cheated though as Reacher and Turner‟s flirtations never materialize to 

much. The film starts off suggesting the opposite; with soft giggles and conversations about romantic 

nights out - but nothing. It becomes the muted elephant in the room, lost to the intensity of the foot 

chases, gun shots and well choreographed fight scenes - with both characters showing off mastery self 

defence skills. 

 

Jack Reacher „Never Go Again‟ is indeed a well executed action thriller.  

It‟s a good night out if you‟re looking for non-stop action.  

Even in his mid fifties, Mr. Tom Cruise shows he‟s still got it. 

 

 

Rating: 7,5 / 10 

  

 

 

Tom Cruise is at it again in the blockbuster sequel of Jack Reacher.  

With an awfully cheesy title, „Never Go Back‟, director Edward Zwick (The 

Last Samurai, Blood Diamond) has crafted a gem of an action thriller – 

better than the first.   

Loner expert crime fighter and ex army Major, Jack Reacher, must protect 

Major Susan Turner (Cobie Smulders of How I Met Your Mother), who has 

been wrongly arrested for espionage. Joining them on their bullet-dodging 

narrow-escaping escapades is Reacher‟s defiant and possible daughter, 

Samantha, played by Danika Yarosh (Heroes Reborn).  

Their father-daughter story arch works. It is refreshing and well executed, 

right up until the end. Veteran writers Marshall Herskovits and Richard 

Wenk do well not to oversell it. Reacher remains the callous and 

mysterious recluse of a character. 

The storyline is simple and mostly predictable, however – with a few 

corny scenes. Susan randomly teaches Samantha how to disarm a 

mugger carrying a gun. And then she uses that exact technique on the 

villain later on.    

Besides the odd action film corn, i.e Reacher beating up half a dozen 

armed men by himself,  the action is well paced, with hints of funny 

humor in-between.   

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

With a superbly laid out cockpit and opulent interior, it is everything the driver could wish for. 

The new model is striking, with rounder edges and 400kgs lighter than the old car. As expected, this has 

had a positive effect on the handling and ride quality. 

The new vehicle is more sporty and nimble. Ride quality is now snooker-table smooth, even when the 

road surface is corrugated tar. 

With a simple but beautifully crafted interior, the infotainment system works well and is reasonably easy 

to use. Truthfully, #whispering, it does seem a little outdated compared to the latest HD and Apple pixel 

graphic command systems on the market currently. 

However, within seconds of stepping inside the vehicle, you instantly feel that the Brit car makers have 

stepped it up a few notches from the previous model.   

Inside is a fresh open air ambiance, complements of the elongated panoramic sun roof.An 18 speaker 

Meridian sound system adds fantastic surround sound melodies within the expansive interior. It‟s like 

driving a small hotel around town – a cool stylish hotel, with tires and a steering wheel.    

We tested the 250kW 4.4 litre V8 turbocharged diesel model. Needless to say, we weren‟t short of 

power. With a whopping 740Nm of torque, this 2.3 ton luxurious giant is taken from the line by its four 

wheel drive system and 8-speed auto transmission up to 100km/h in just shy of 7 seconds. 

The second concerning factor in this vehicle is the fuel economy, or lack thereof. Highway consumption 

comes to around 8.7l/100km, while real world around town combined consumption is closer to 11-

12l/100km. 

Perhaps fuel isn‟t a concern if you‟re able to fork out R1,7m on a luxury SUV ..? 

For amusement, we took vehicle out to the wilderness, the dusty country. Predictably, the Range Rover 

feels at home out in the rugged mountainous terrains. It is a natural off roader, coming standard with 

A well-deserved applause and 

standing ovation for the Land Rover 

team on their new 2016 Range Rover 

Vogue model.  

It‟s not often that top class luxury is 

merged so perfectly with rugged hard-

core off road capabilities.     

The British car maker has certainly 

managed to pull it off with the new 

Range Rover Vogue. 

 



 

 

Range Rovers Terrain Response System, coupled with a low range capable gearbox which allows you to 

select the terrain you are traversing. You have a choice of Auto -automatically selecting terrain settings 

based on feedback from sensors all over the vehicle,(Normal, Grass/Gravel/Snow, Mud/Ruts, Sand and 

Rocks). 

The new Range Rover Vogue has little to no competition, regarding sheer luxury and off-road 

capabilities.  

Impressive also is the ample space for adult rear passengers, and a 900 litre capacity of boot space.   

Seems like the British car makers have thought of practically everything.   

So, if it is ultimate luxury in an SUV you are looking for, then the Range Rover Vogue is what you want. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In an interview recently, he expressed that he didn‟t 

view people by gender. “People are people,” he told 

Mark Terry from Hot 97 Radio. “We get so hung up 

on titles, it‟s annoying. We‟re all just humans, dude. 

Take a chill pill.” 

In that same interview the 17yr old proudly let out 

that he took home a hefty check of 6 million dollars. 

Huh? Maybe it wasn‟t such a bad idea after all ... 

Jayden may be sarcastic and nonchalant about his 

cross-dressing antics, but we have to wonder what 

his dad really thinks of it. 

Catch After Earth on ETV, starring Will and Jayden 

Smith, 12th and 17th April, 21h00.  

Son of Will and Jada, Jaden Smith has 

joined the renowned ranks of 

international models chosen to represent 

Louis Vuitton. 

It is a prestigious honour for any parent to 

be proud of. However, Jaden has been 

handpicked to represent the … wait for it 

… women‟s line. Yes! 

He is the face of the latest women‟s wear 

campaign, and couldn‟t be any happier.  

 

 



 

 

 

 

The Secret Life of Walter Mitty 

 

 

Funny man Ben Stiller directs and stars in this dreamy tale of a photo negatives asset manager who 

struggles socially because of his mind domineering day dreams. Walter is a closeted introvert who 

hasn‟t done much with his life besides spending 16 years working at Life magazine, collecting posted 

photos for the covers and articles. 

He struggles to chat up a colleague, Cheryl Melhoff (Kristen Wiig), which he‟s romantically interested in, 

so he tracks her down through a dating website. His page is stifled by the fact that he hasn‟t done much 

or been anywhere interesting.  

In the midst of their company merger and facing possible retrenchment, Walter can‟t find the magazine 

final cover photo, sent by globe trotting adventurer Sean O‟Conell, (Sean Penn). 

Confused, upset and with literally nothing to lose, Walter sets out to find O‟Conell.  

The script delivers it in such a way that it‟s evident he‟s actually on a journey to find himself. 

We‟re repeatedly reminded of Life‟s motto, through clever editing and visual ques: To see the world, 

things dangerous to come to, to see behind walls, to draw closer, to find each other and to feel. That is 

the purpose of LIFE. 

On his mission to find O‟Conell, Walter journeys out to Greenland, he wrestles with a shark, he goes to 

Iceland, he runs from a volcanic eruption and climbs the Himalayan mountains.   

 

The film is shot beautifully with gorgeous landscapes, breath taking natural scenery coupled with high 

quality edits and a great score.  

Two thumbs up for Ben Stiller‟s The Secret Life of Walter Mitty. 

 

Rating: 9/10         



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

White Palace Inn  

 

Located on the soft sands of Llandudno Beach, next door to Camps Bay, is 

this gorgeous 27 suite hotel – White Palace Inn. 

All suites are 840 square feet on average, decked out with heated floors, 

marble finishes, granite-countered kitchenettes, 44 channel DSTV plasma 

screens and free Wifi connection.  

This Pacific Ocean coastal resort has the most direct beach access of all 

surrounding luxury hotels. Views are breath taking.  

The Seven Star White Palace Inn offers a range of water sports – surfing, 

kayaking, jet skiing, snorkelling and paddle boarding. Experience a private 

sunbathing patio and a sea-view tennis court tucked deep into the resort‟s 

mountainous ridges. Enjoy 24hr VIP-style security and lush massage 

treatments.  

 

 

 

An external elevator takes you from the 

entrance through to the hotel‟s white sandy 

private beach.White Palace Inn staff 

members share a deep passion for 

professional customer service. This keeps 

White Palace Inn at the top spot among 

award winning coastal getaways. 

Book your divine experience today. 

Tel: 021 676 6755 

Email: reservations@whitepalace.com 

Address: 147 Llandudno Rd, Sea Point, Cape 

Town  

 

mailto:reservations@whitepalace.com


 

 

 

 

 

Fast and Furious 7 

 

 

 

Psychiatrists often advise patients to lounge in front of their TV screens, detach their brains for a while 

and indulge in meaningless cinematic absurdity, as a method of relaxation and forgetting about 

problems.  

Fast and Furious 7 has all the ingredients to help in that regard.  Two hours of nonstop outlandish and 

often cartoonish action sequences, delivered from a $200 million dollar budget, may just be the remedy 

for someone looking to escape earth for a while.  

The film picks up from the end of Fast 6, where Dominique Teretto (Vin Diesiel) and his team have 

managed to eliminate Owen Shaw and save London in the process.  

But now, Deckard Shaw (Jason Statham), Owen‟s big and even more menacing bad brother wants 

revenge. 

He outsmarts Dom and Hobbs (Dwayne Johnson) at every turn, in some of the most embellished fight 

scenes, ever. Take your pick: there are car chases down mountain cliffs, crashing cars speeding head 

on, dodging bullets, surviving hand grenade explosions and a whole lot more.   

Veteran actor Kurt Russell joins the fray as Mr Nobody, a leader of a covert ops team who hires Dom 

and his crew to help him get a surveillance computer program, God‟s Eye, from an abducted British 

hacker, Ramsey (Nathalie Emmanuel). It‟s apparently called The God‟s Eye because of its ability to 

infiltrate any surveillance or digital device, and track anyone down, anywhere in the world.  

In return, Dom is to use the program to catch Shaw. 

Horror Director, James Wan, brings us a cornucopia of action sequences with dry and sometimes funny 

dialogue delivered by Roman Pierce (Tyrese Gibson).  

There are also a lot of emotional scenes, brought on most obviously by Paul Walker‟s passing, half way 

during the filming shoot. 



 

 

Two thumbs up to the writers and director for the touching tribute at the end. It is classily executed, 

bringing the film a notch higher than the average big budget street car racing action film. Mr Walker 

seems to have given this sequel heart. 

With the help of Paul‟s brothers, Cody and Caleb, and also some clever digital visual effects, director 

James Wan was able to finish Paul‟s scenes convincingly. There‟s just one scene where it‟s glaringly 

evident. The camera avoids Paul, cutting speedily in and out to portions of his face, rather than entirely - 

but a job well done.  

Fast 7 has all the makings of a fresh, cool and sassy blockbuster. Clearly on a mission to appeal to the 

wider audience, producers reeled in a number of new prominent faces. Besides Statham and Russell, 

Djimon Hounsou makes an appearance as the second villain that has kidnapped Ramsey. UFC fighter 

Ronda Rousey comes in as a no-nonsense head of security, while Thai martial arts actor, Tony Jaa, 

makes his appearance as a member of Djimon‟s team, with amazing athleticism and fighting prowess. 

Iggy Azalea, Bow wow and T Pain have small cameos.  

 

So, if you have two hours to spare on glits, glam, non-stop loud action and over the top fight scenes, 

rush to get yourself a Fast 7 movie ticket.      

 

Rating: 6,5 / 10 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

New Long Life Organic Milk 

Triple Pasteurised, antioxidant free, no growth hormone and high nutritional value.  

Not forgetting the fresh creamy taste. 

 

Long Life -The trusted family dairy brand. 

 



 

 

 

 

3 BedroomApartment in Lalucia/Umhlanga Rocks 

 

 

 

 

This sought after complex, Ilala Views Estate, 

houses a beautiful spacious 3 bedroom 

apartment, offering family living at its best. The 

triple storey apartment boasts an open plan 

fully fitted kitchen with granite tops.  

A spacious and airy free flow lounge and dining 

area lead out to gorgeous all round sea views 

from the balcony.  

Complete with three bathrooms/toilets, four 

balconies, an office area, two dining spaces 

and a remote controlled double garage. It is an 

opportunity of a lifetime.   

The main bedroom has a large en-suite, fully 

tiled bathroom. 

This prime piece of real estate lies in the highly 

sought after suburb of La Lucia, a mere 5km 

from Mt Edgecombe Golf Estate and Gateway 

Mall. The complex has undercover parking bays 

- well protected by CCTV security cameras.  

The complex boasts 360 degree beach views, 

24hr security guard presents, fully enclosed 

electric fencing and 24hr boom gate access 

control. 

 

This gorgeous apartment is a must view.  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Pop sensation Nandi Lee looked gorgeous 

on her wedding day, to music producer 

David Tonga. 

The star studded private affair hosted the 

likes of Lira, Bonang Matheba, Gareth Cliff 

and Jeannie D.    

Having being raised singlehandedly by her 

mother, Nandi asked her mom to walk her 

down the isle – a gesture that was 

welcomed by all in attendance.  

Cheers to a beautiful union of two well 

deserving artists.  

 



 

 

 

 

Luke Sikwebu Photography – images only 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Other links by Luke Sikwebu:  

www.lamlafilms.com 

https://www.facebook.com/chameleonseries 

 

Brief Background: 

Lukhanyo M. Sikwebu -  ID  8007145415086  -  Male, African 

 

Brief profile, Lukhanyo Sikwebu: 

 

*Has Marketing and E-Commerce diploma. 

*Wrote, produced and directed a feature film titled uMalusi.  It was distributed nationwide by South 

Africa‟s biggest film cinema distributor, Sterkinekor, in 2009. The film focused on substance abuse 

amongst the youth.   

*Joined South African Breweries as an Sales Account Manager, 2009 - 2013. 

*In 2013, was part of Africa‟s largest soap opera,  „Generations‟ , in the script department. 

* 2009 – 2015 wrote an education soap opera titled “D-Siders” for Mxit telecommunication network, 

via a European based company –Every1mobile. With over 250 000 readers. 

*Shoots HD digital still photographs. Professional Photographer. Portfolio at www.lamlafilms.com 

*I wrote a novel titled Maria‟s Child. The novel pertains to the psychological effects of rape.  

*2015 joined Tswelopele Productions, as Production Manager and Publicist for channel SABC3‟s TV 

show - Win a Home.  

*2016, Series Producer at Okuhle Media. 

*2017, National Head of Professional Development Projects within the Writer‟s Guild of South Africa. 

*2017, Responsible Trade Facilitator, in partnership with South African Breweries - ensuring 

responsible liquor trading within the Western Cape. 

 

http://www.lamlafilms.com/
https://www.facebook.com/chameleonseries
http://www.lamlafilms.com/


 

 

 

Thank You.  

 

Kind Regards. 

Bonus Material 

 

Chameleon – episode 1  

Link:  https://www.facebook.com/chameleonseries 

 

 

Naima stood outside room 147, in a hotel hallway. 

She matched the room number to the digits written on the back of her hand. 

147. 

 

She knocked three times, and then she waited. 

Seconds later, she heard the door unlock, with a shift and click. 

She breathed. In, out. She was ready. 

 

After 20 seconds, she pressed down the door handle, opened, and entered. 

She shut the door behind her, twisting the Yale lock till it clicked to locked. 

 

The room was dimly lit by a solitary bedside-lamp. On the bed sat a man, middle aged, sweaty and 

plump. He had only boxer shorts and socks on.  He had sandy blonde hair, balding on the crown. 

Her quarry. 

 

She approached, slowly, making no noise at all. 

 

The man regarded her with small pig-eyes and mischievous smile. 

 

He disgusted her, and yet she let the disgust evaporate. Feelings stalled and confused her – she cast 

them out. 

https://www.facebook.com/chameleonseries


 

 

She stood in the hallway, half in shadow. “How do you want me, dominant or submissive?” 

The man‟s voice was weak, almost shy. “Dominant baby. Bully me,” he answered, excited as a child with 

a new toy. 

She stepped forward once more, allowing her face to become illuminated. 

She was striking - down right beautiful in fact. Her eyes slanted gorgeously; giving her a mild oriental 

look. Her cheekbones gave her an air of cool austerity. Her mouth was unexpectedly sensual – full 

lipped and supple. She wore black gloves, complemented by a figure-hugging little black dress, 

highlighting her agile form. Her hair, which she wore short, was slicked back. 

She spoke as she moved closer.“You pathetic idiot. You loser.” 

 

“More.” 

 

“Filthy swine. A nobody. You make me sick.” 

 

The man‟s eyes sparkled. He was in absolute paradise. He felt a twitch in his groin. 

 

“You like that, when I treat you like the scum you are?” 

“Yes,” he said meekly. 

“Good, because you disgust me. I pity you.” 

It was all part of the seduction, he thought, as she stood at the edge of the bed now, yearning for her. “I 

know, love. I‟ve been a bad boy.” 

“Get on the floor.” 

“Now?” 

“YES, NOW, moron. Do you even speak English?” 

“Okay, okay.” The man‟s voice quavered slightly.  

She smelt his fear, however artificial. She enjoyed the scent. “Get on the floor, right now.” 

 

The man shuffled from his position at the foot of the bed, and knelt on the carpet. 

“Get on all fours,” she instructed. 

The man did as she said. “Don‟t hurt me too bad, baby. Don‟t leave any scars, okay?” 



 

 

 

She circled him till she was behind, with a view of his hairy chubby back. 

“What are you?” she queried. 

“Like you said, I‟m a disgusting loser.” 

He attempted a quick glance over his shoulder at her. 

A swift kick to his ribs sent a clear message. “Did I say you could look at me?” 

“No,” the man whimpered. 

“I can‟t hear you.” 

“No, I‟m sorry,” cried the man, with a painful giggle. 

“Good. You don‟t deserve to look at me. You don‟t deserve to see anything.” 

“You‟re right, absolutely, my baby.” 

“Good! Now we‟re getting somewhere!” She said with false cheer. “Good doggy. Not as dumb as 

everyone thinks.” 

The man shivered with self-hating pleasure. His pupils dilated. He was about to have the time of his life. 

A gorgeous looking cheeky prostitute, in a six star-hotel, away from home – what more could a man ask 

for? He thought, obeying her every instruction. His mind had gone to a dark place, but he wanted to be 

there. He was no victim. 

 

She climbed onto his back, saddling him. 

 

“Over the last two years, you raped and killed Danielle Peters and Sindiswa Mkhize,” she whispered into 

his ear. “And got away with it.” 

 

His body tensed immediately. He made an attempt to rise. 

In less than a second, Naima‟s rope was out and wrapped around his hairy neck. She didn‟t let him 

answer. She tied the knot extremely tight, as if to snap his neck with it.  

He gasped for air desperately, rolling his eyes to the back of his skull. 

His mouth gaped. He bucked like a horse attempting to shrug off its rider. 

But her hold on the rope was like a vice - strong as steel. She tied the knot even tighter. 



 

 

He wriggled on the ground, trying to get her off. They hit the wall, wrestling. His face flushed to a 

dangerous shade of red, his eyes looked fit to pop. His blood screamed in his veins, screaming for 

oxygen it would never get. Naima made sure of that, gripping forcefully. 

He wriggled desperately, falling to one side. 

It was futile. She hung tightly on to him and clipped the rope knot tightly with cable ties, which she‟d hid 

inside her glove. 

She hopped off him, and watched the dirty rapist struggle alone with the rope. 

 

He gasped painfully for air, trying to grip the rope with his fat fingers. His face was swollen, turning 

bluish purple.  

 

“You have all the money in the world, with your sleazy night clubs,” said Naima, looking around, making 

sure there weren‟t any traces of her left behind. She breathed heavily, catching her breath. “I‟m sure 

you have plenty women. Why rape and kill young girls?” She looked around the room, almost oblivious 

of the man begging for his life. She couldn‟t risk a trace of evidence. 

He gulped agonizingly, uttering words that sounded vaguely like, “I‟m sorry. I‟m sorry.”   

 

“You will be sorry, buddy, just now,” she responded, nearly satisfied that the room was clean.  

 

20 seconds later, his body fell limp to one side, breaking a glass table. He was gone. 

She checked the time on the radio-clock beside the bed – 23h20. 

The pig lay slumped on the carpet. She looked at him for a minute. Satisfied, she scanned the room 

once more for traces. 

As usual, she‟d left none. 

With that, she turned and quietly approached the exit. 

Her gloved hand opened the door. 

The hallway was empty. She scanned it, looking left and right.  

She slipped out, made for the elevator. She got in and pressed the ground floor button. 

She‟d done a good job, she felt – one less scumbag in the world. 

The elevator pinged as its doors opened to the lobby. 

 



 

 

The reception clerk was absorbed in a magazine. 

“Night,” Naima said in a tone designed to be ignored. 

“Night,” answered the clerk, not looking up. 

 

She exited into the night, becoming one with it. 

At top speed, Naima rode her motorbike over the freeway, back home. 

 

Home was a modest cottage-style house on the outskirts of town, with huge electric gates. 

 

Welcoming her was her hefty best friend and Rottweiler, Ginger. He barked, excited to see his boss.  

 

She parked and hopped off her bike, patted and kissed her dog lovingly, and got inside. 

 

The interior comprised of an eclectic mix of photography and famous quotes. Naima had framed photos 

of all sorts - her own work and that of other photographers. The place resembled an art studio, only 

without the paintings. 

 

She took her gloves off and shot straight to the basement. 

She punched a secret code to open the steel door.  

She got inside. It was cold room, dimly lit by LED lights. 

Two assault rifles and a Beretta 9mm pistol laid neatly on a coffee table beside the entrance.  

 

Up on the wall was a photo of the fat man from the hotel. Beside the image was a newspaper article 

with the heading: Community Protests as Millionaire Nightclub Owner Gets Away with Rape Charge, 

Again. 

 

Naima took a red marker and crossed his face with it. 

She noticed bruising on her knuckles as a result of the rope and stranglehold. It hurt a bit. She'd have to 

cover it somehow, perhaps with make-up. 

 

She turned off the lights, and walked up to her bedroom. 

 

 

 

The next morning, at Woodstock Art College, Naima stood in front of a class, teaching. The day was 

warm and windy – humid too. 



 

 

She wore a silky white blouse with black pants and heels. 

It was her Creative Writing class. This was her second favourite class to teach, after Photography.  

 

Siyabulela, a tall stick figured bouncy teen, stood beside Naima, reciting his poem to the class. 

 

 

Karma  

 

No bad deed goes unpunished, no good deed unrewarded. 

Every act is recorded. Earth’s journalists report it.  

Listen to your intuition. Listen to your heart.  

It knows better than the brain, it’s the voice of God, as gorgeous as art.  

Follow the righteous path and enjoy an amazing life.  

Karma dissects and slices like a surgical knife.   

Follow the darker path, welcome misery and pain.  

Welcome a life of shame. No sunny days, just rain.  

What goes around comes around. It’s a law, it won’t change. 

There’s no escaping blame. Karma will come knocking again. 

 

The class gave him a lukewarm ovation. 

 

"Thank you Siya," said Naima, conjuring half a smile. "That was good, very good in fact. But you were 

supposed to give us four paragraphs. I asked for four stanzas. You gave us just one. I wanted a long 

poem, with more wordplay - oxymorons, puns, alliteration and so on. 

 

"It rhymes, Miss," he objected, folding his crumpled piece of paper and slyly observing the bruising on 

Naima's knuckles. “It‟s insightful and it rhymes tight, Miss. I‟m spitting knowledge up in here, yo.” 

“No you‟re not,” one of the students griped - a chubby and cheeky young lady with thick glasses. “It was 

supposed to be way longer, and we don‟t all believe in Karma, douchebag. Some of us believe in God, 

not in the universe or your silly karmic universal laws.” 

 

“Wait, hold up Sindi,” Naima mediated. “Don‟t criticise yet. We‟ll have a debate when everyone‟s had 

their turn.” She turned back to Siya, who‟d just discreetly given Sindi his middle finger. “More word-play 

next time. Do your homework properly, please - completely. Go take a seat. Good effort though.” 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Oxymoron


 

 

Naima turned to the rest of the class. “So, who's next?" 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 


