
My   City   Johannesburg     

  
My   name   is   Mpho   and   I   am   from   the   City     

I   call   it   my   city   Johannesburg.   Today   I   will   be   walking   you   
through   the   city   with   me   so   you   can   learn   how   I   survive   this   so   
called   bad   city.   Put   on   your   shoes   and   let’s   go   into   the   busy   and   
fast   paced   Jozi.   

Let   me   re-introduce   myself   my   name   is   Mpho   but   my   friends   
call   me   Mphoza   I’m   one   of   the   cool   kids,   I   am   the   first   born   of    3   
kids.   I   grew   up   without   a   father   but   uMama   does   the   best   she   
can.   She   works   for   a   Jewish   person   as   a   cleaner;   but   that’s   a   
story   for   another   day.     

Umama   likes   to   shout   in   the   morning   but   she’s   cool   she   makes   
our   lunch   boxes   for   us.   She   combs   our   hair   and   makes   sure   we   
look   clean   we   have   a   long   day   ahead   of   us.   I   think   she   shouts   at   
us   because   she   loves   us.   

Mom   -‘’Mpho   you   be�er   be   done   and   ready   to   go   out   at   exactly   
7:30   I   don’t   want   to   know   about   your   lost   books   or   socks,   make   
sure   your   sister   Thembi   is   done   also,   you   kids   are   really   slow  
and   always   make   me   late   for   work.   I   don’t   have   �me   for   this   
nonsense   man!’’   



As   the   first   born   of   the   house,   it’s   my   responsibility   to   make   
sure   everything   in   the   house   is   in   order   otherwise   I   get   into   
trouble   for   everything   that   goes   wrong.   My   sister   Thembi   is   the   
second   born   and   I   look   a�er   her,   you   call   people   like   me   the   
deputy   parent.   My   young   brother   is   taken   to   crèche   by   uMama   
since   he   is   s�ll   too   young   for   us   to   go   anywhere   with   him   his   
name   is   Dumisani   but   we   call   him   Dumi     

My   mother   does   not   have   much   money   to   spend   on   us   or   take   
us   out,   she   spends   most   of   her   �me   at   work   and   most   of   her   
money   on   rent   but   we   make   it   work,   some   days   are   good   and   so   
some   not   so   much.   

Mpho   –‘’   okay   mama   we   are   done   and   are   ready   to   go   now’’   

Today   Mama   looks   pleased   with   me.   It’s   going   to   be   a   great   day   
since   I   won’t   get   hit   on   my   head   she   does   the   a   lot   when   she   
feels   like   I   am   not   thinking.     

I   hold   Thembi   by   hand   to   make   sure   she   doesn’t   run   off   and   get   
hit   by   a   car.   We   look   le�   and   right   whenever   we   cross   the   
street.     

My   City   Johannesburg   is   a   beau�ful   place   to   be,   the   buildings   
are   tall,   and   most   of   the   buildings   are   empty.   No   one   lives   here.   
I   always   imagine   how   these   buildings   would   be   if   people   lived   in   
them.   We   call   them   abandoned   buildings.   Mama   says   I   am   



clever   because   I   see   things   people   don’t   see.   I   guess   I   am   
special.   

Some   of   the   buildings   have   people   that   live   in   them.   You   will   
find   a   lot   of   people   living   with   many   family   members.   No   child   
actually   has   a   room   here   in   my   city;   like   me   and   family.   We   rent   
a   space   where   I   sleep   on   the   floor   with   Thembi.    Dumi   sleeps   on   
the   bed   with   uMama.     

Mama   says   we   are   lucky   we   could   be   sleeping   on   the   kitchen   
floor     

‘’Huh!   Never   Baba,   I   could   never   sleep   in   the   kitchen   with   
cockroaches   and   rats   dancing   on   the   kitchen   floor;   that’s   just   
wrong!’’     

We   always   laugh   when   she   says   that.     

My   City   Johannesburg   has   so   much   culture;   there   is   no   one   you   
don’t   find   here.     

We   have   Zulu,   Xhosa,   Tsonga,   Pedi,   Swa�,   Sotho,   Ndebele,   
Venda   and   we   have   white   people.   My   mom   called   my   city   
Johannesburg   e-Goli   which   means   the   city   of   Gold.     

I’m   sure   when   they   walked   around   they   picked   up   Gold   on   the   
streets.   It’s   been   a   while   since   I   picked   up   R2   on   the   streets   
gone   are   my   lucky   days!     



In   my   city   Johannesburg,   you   find   different   people   from   all   parts   
of   Africa,   Parkistan   and   India.     

We   always   buy   sweets   at   the   spaza   shop   from   ‘’my   friend’’   
funny   how   all   the   people   who   sell   at   spaza   shops   are   all   –‘’called   
my   friend’’.   Their   parents   must   be   nice   people   and   thought,   we   
must   call   all   our   children   my   friend.     

‘’Tjo!   Imagine   having   all   these   children,   mina   a’never!’’   

Okay   we   almost   reaching   the   taxi   stop,   we   be�er   hurry   before   
we   get   late   for   school   they   might   punish   us   and   today   its   cold   I   
don’t   want   to   be   hit   by   Mr   Dlala,   he   doesn’t   play.     

Well   we’ve   reached   the   taxi   stop   now.   Do   you   know   how   to   
make   a   taxi   stop?    I’ll   teach   you   today.   I   always   teach   Thembi   in   
case   she   gets   lost.   I   will   teach   you   the   way   my   mom   taught   me,   
it’s   pre�y   easy.   

Well   you   must   make   sure,   you   don’t   climb   the   wrong   taxi   no   
ma�er   what.   Firstly   you   raise   your   finger,   not   just   anything   
finger   this   one!   

Every   finger   is   a   signal   to   which   taxi   you   want,   there   is   a   local   
finger,   town   finger   then   the   others   lead   you   to   Soweto   or   
anywhere   in   this   world.   But   one   day,   I   will   visit   my   other   friend   
who   lives   in   Sandton,   she   promised   we   would   go   to   her   house   
and   sleep   on   her   bed,   she   said   we   would   eat   ice   cream   I   cannot   
wait   for   her   to   come   and   fetch   me   and   Thembi.     



So   when   the   taxi   comes,   always   double   check   by   asking   the   
people   in   the   taxi   if   this   taxi   is   going   where   you   are   going.   You   
don’t   want   to   get   lost,   so   it’s   important   to   ask.   

It   doesn’t   take   long   to   reach   my   school,   my   school   is   very   close   
but   Mama   likes   that   we   take   a   taxi.   We   are   lucky   because,   we   
are   lucky   we   learners   don’t   pay   a   full   price   we   pay   half   the   half   
taxi   fare.   The   drivers   like   us   and   they   want   us   to   grow   up   and   be   
rich   a�er   school   so   we   can   buy   them   their   own   cars   and   houses.     

Look   here’s   my   school,   you   can’t   come   with.   But   I   had   fun   thank   
you   for   visi�ng   me.     

‘’Thembi!   Get   off   quickly   Mr   Dlala   wants   to   close   the   gates.’’   

The   end…     

  

  

  

    

  

  

    

  


