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... be toward all that is unresolved in your heart and to love the uu,,,,.,,,,,,<> 

themselves like locked rooms and like books that are written in a very 

Do not now seek the answers, which cannot be to you because you 

would not be able to live them. And the is, to live Live the qUtl':;IIIJfI':; 

now. you will then without it, live some distant 

into the answer. 

Rilke 

Letters to a Poet 
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I grew up on kitchen 

his gun. 

he wears his face like blank feathers 

is in his throat 

breakfast fables and tea 

stories of children told how to be ..... "t ..... ..., 

of hinterland and concentration camp. 

my khaki his desert 

tells me of an 

I hear the kitchen 

I see someone r.ornol)siI3!d 

the to act 

the vOices of my children 

call in the distance. 

my son is a rooster 

behind the moon my 

a fish ... 

a a 

war 

no 

more. 
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much of the 4"'2rth, .. irl ,tlY,:::'Ii:iLIIU, was 
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the to move. It's all about space, ,,,,!::!Iril"irinn space ... 

art is also f",r.lll'Iimllnn space. 

David Koloane, 1995 
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above:~ trees. Here darkne~s was broken by s:ylized acacias bu: :~y 

reached out of the earth like questions 

'Where are :he people who lived in :he spaces?' Dan asked. They 

wen: from one hall to another; Adolph Jentsch'~ abandoned ds~srts. :he 

Coetzsrs bare of people. ,\.1aude Sumner's vacant sunr:se, Voisch6l1k 

Enslin Naude' 

'I had had no: noticed i: bsfors, said Annie Catri~.a thought of the 

Coe:zees that she joved. For fifty years they had laiel hidden in Spain 

and in France. An Anderson, no: unlike the one her£ather had owned 

The nex: hall ~Id ",ore landscapes. Look here' said Dan These 

are peoped, They drew closer. Domsai:;s's three figures in :he Karoo 

Sumner's GeIJadeIJdM \fan Heerden's PackiIJg Grapes, had people but 

they had no identty Thsy were par. of :he landscape too, She had left 

South Africa. It was an act of anger. For perhaps t!)e first time. she 

reali~ed how hsr Ii'e had bsen depleted and emp:ied 
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With an increasing pace, Catrina walkoo to the next hall. Portraits 

Irma Stern's Still life with statue, Naude's Washerwoman, a Prowse 

portrait of a black woman ti~ed simply, A portrait. Then Neville Lewis's 

Blind Malay, Claerhoul's Mother and child. When she reachoo the end of 

the room, she saw the Kottler, General de Wei She had just passed his 

wooden sculpture, NuctJ, a black woman It hit her Maggie Laubser's 

Portrait of a Shepherd. Constance Greaves confirmed it; Xhosa Woman. 

The white people were named but the black people were seen in terms 

of the work they did. 

Their voices, their stories are lost,' said Annie. It seemed that 

wherever she looked, Catrina saw it. The room spun around her Her 

whole life. the lives of many people, their stories were emptied of colour 

and richness - a tapestry that should have been textured and 

magnificent was a fabric moth-eaten and poor. 

As she turned the corner she almost bumped into the last Anton van 

Wouw sculpture She'd seen the Paul Krugerbut this was a bronze titled 

simply Bushman She stumbled back The sharp arrow scraped her arm, 

leaving a red welt 
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Have you been to the Sistine Chapel?' Flame asked, 

When she was a child, Catrina told her, she loved the Time-Life 

books her father owned, Shed fold out the double page of 

Michelangelo's God reaching his finger to touch Adam'S, Her father 

shOWed her how Adam's foreleg contained the shape of Eve. 'Where the 

knee is, one can see the OUst. then going down, the torso and the legs, 

It's quite clear' 

At the Louvre the next day, Flame went straight to the Mona Lisa, When 

she looked for Catrina, she found her standing in front of Tintoretto's 

Susannah at her Bath. She walked towards the painting but Catrina 

stood sl<lring at il. Flame moved on but Catrina remained fixed, 

Eventualty she moved on into the next gallery- When she came out, 

Catrina was seated on the central bench, looking at the Tintoretto. 

Flame sat next to her 

'The painting's sister is in the gallery in Vienna' Flame said. 'Have 

you seen it?' 

19 
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'It is like waking from a dream and forgetting It only to remember 

flashes later during the day. This painting,' Gatrina said, 'is like one of 

those flashes. ' 

On Sunday Flame called Catrma in her room. 'It's a lovely day 

Leis goto the Muses d' Qrsay, We can have lunch afterwards,' 

They took the Metro up to Boulevard and then walked across the 

Seine to the Musee. Catrina showed Flame her favourite impressionists 

in the gallery; Flame showed her the delicate pastels by Redan, Ie 

Budha with Its effervescent yellow sprinkled through the drawing They 

found a restaurant on the other side of the Seine for a late lunch. 

'I am stili preoccupied by the Tintoretto from the other day I do not 

understand it ' 

20 
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Before Catrina went to Spain, she had re-read a book on Spain by 

James Michener. Iberia. In it was a photograph 

'I opened it and found a black and white photograph of a man on a 

white horse. He looked so much like my father, my khaki father. She 

held up the photograph. 

'Why do you always refer to him as your khaki father?' Flame 

asked but Ciltrina ignored the question. 

'Something is happening to me,' she said. 

'I think your ancestors are calling,' said Flame. 
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The wolf is r.n;ISIfIIU me. I run. He runs too. I find my way to the of the house. 

He follows. I am afraid so I climb onto the roof. The wolf follows me there too. I stand on 

the down. It is too far to fall. I clutch my rag doll. The wolf is closer. 

he lurches towards me and I 

fire. The wolf is IRIJI7hir:IO I am on the 

He tosses me up into the flames. 

if 

the air. I look up and the roof is on 

and the wolf is on the roof with my rag doll. 

are 

is now. It is new. 

can 

on 

a 

A 

me. 

a it even 

a 

was 

T"U"''''''",I near 



Univ
ers

ity
 of

 C
ap

e T
ow

n

in 

cameo next \l1t::I'TJCllt'I 

me. on me 

me, 

DSIIISVE'!!(] in 

It was as if 

'I 

it is 

." 

'I was so in 

were 

if was 



Univ
ers

ity
 of

 C
ap

e T
ow

n

a 

!FOI'gWe "'" .,rnn' ... TW.'..,. 

I amsic(at tk tIW'I1Ient. I fier wea(some tIW'I1Ients 

'WilT you come aruI see me? I /ia."", sometli:ing 

I WWtt to give you. 

ljust 

21ut now tkre art tIiings I nw.st 10, nw.st say. 

'We can ~'!!iain, tk way "'" use' to 10 many 

yum'!!i0. 

myCatrina. 

Duma 

was 

It was 

It was 

us -



Univ
ers

ity
 of

 C
ap

e T
ow

n

in 

'I am 

was a 

never 

it save 



Univ
ers

ity
 of

 C
ap

e T
ow

n

saw a were 

on 

In 

in 

walTte'o on 

saw a nn,-t .. ""it 

I am in a narrow space. I think I am but aware of it. Dark and 

almost unc:on~SCi(lUS. I stir. I am aware of other near me but I am 

not 

lifted out into a 

awake. Then I am aware of the roof moved and enters. I am 

room. I awake from what seems like an anaesthetic. All is 

I have been lifted from and see a 
it is an ancient stone """f"'''f1ih.,,-.II''' carved mrrJr.RltAlv on the sides. I think I am and 

feel vety tired and weak. I 'How will I know when I am dead?' A doctor in a white 

coat takes me over to an examination table. There are two other white-coated doctors. 

No one talks. I ask my UU~'':>lIlJ/l This time I am answered. 'When don't take 

you out of the then you will know. ' I remember the others in the coffin. friend 

of was there with me, as well as other female friends. Underneath us were 

women. The reached down far below us. 

I look around the room. husband is there. He is 

tab/e. On it is all up a Victorian 

Another I look at it. This is for ' I go 

are to be 

'What time is it?' 

to whom. I look up at my husband. 

and vety sad. I sit down at a 
my sister. , 

the which 

t 



Univ
ers

ity
 of

 C
ap

e T
ow

n

He consults a wall clock. 'It is to 'he says. 

It seems much later. I am so tired. OPIJOsl'te me I notice a young woman on a 

chair. She is dressed in a and a tweed skirt. Around her neck a 

cross. I look at her and know she cannot me at a/l. She has to say. 

I ask When willI know I am dead?' 

I wake up for in a I am to die. 

isa near 

is a 

...... 'UI ... 'U in a corner 

were 

a 

seen.' 

if 

one in 
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Gatrina said, The woman lying below it. She reminds me of a dream 

She is being handed all her stories as if they are new children. I must 

find my stories; give them to Meg and Lucy. 

Yes,' said Flame 'Find a way back, The stories will lead you.' 
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sullen shade 

At her mother's funeral, Catrina had read Chri~tina Roselli: 

Woon I'm gen" away/gene ra, away to aooth"r land/and yo<! can no mere Iwld 

m~ by tll!J hand 

She took on responsibility as the elde~t, as she had always done. 

lucy just sat staring at the carpel. Meggie was there with all her 

children. The cemetery was hot; the tall pines cast a sullen shade. She 

heard a cuckoo calling. It was a Klaas's cuckoo. February is cuckoo 

month. Everyone in her family died in February. The few mourners who 

had made the trip down to Pary~, threw clods of red earth into the hole. 

She waited until the diggers had covered it up and then she took a 

plastic dome of ghas~y fake flowers and placed it where the headstone 

would be. She said sorry to her mother She knew she'd hate being 

buried in Parys more than ~he hated plastic flowers. 'Next time I'll bring 

you a bunch of cosmos,' she told her. She stood at the grave Her 

father's next to it. She had not been there since they buried him twenty 

years before. On her father'S slab of granite lay a bunch of dried 

protea~ 

They ~hared out their mother's possessions It brought it~ own 

legacy. Her mother had refused to make a list. She'd said they could 

fight about it when she was dead. So they did. Catrina didn't really care. 

She wanted to travel She let her sisters decide. There were ~ome 

furniture. some rings, a few paintings and a bushman. Lucy wanted to 

take the bushman and they had an awful row It was a way, Catrina 

~upposed, to vent their pain but it was de~tructlve They said things that 

they would take years to get over 

The bushman, a sculpture by Anton van Wouw, his bow had a 

~tring and his arrow a metal tip Her father bought it when they were 

31 
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young The veins in his hands stood up, they ran their hands over his 

peppercorn hair, It was not long before he hurt someone Meggie was 

about five when she stumbled against him as she played one day in the 

lounge. The arrow gouged her arm. She had to have five stitches. 

They divided up the art and furniture, except for the bushman. He 

was the odd man out. so to speak When everything else was dealt out 

equally, he remained There was nothing else left Meggie said they 

should sell him and share the money. But Lucy wanted him. She said 

that he should be sold when they had all died. Catrina said that Lucy 

thought that if her children did not get him, no one could have him. She 

marched off in an awful rage Catrina kept him in a cupboard under the 

stairs until they could decide what to do. They should have found a way 

of sharing him. but they never did. 

" '-
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letters to Lucv 

I«F"" -.(;""",,, [o''''''' "'" [_yli.,. -. 

WI""", Iu, .. ~'¥' ,,""'" ,"""""" _I"' 
~~'" r-,="""'.!r.,. "".r.II" I'-'/'" 

if [_ ,,", "" ". '>1-10' 1 "', " """,'Y "''''-'"''' 
[""--""-~...,- .. "" '''''"''''' 
"Vi< ,,,""" "'" _ .......... '.'j'S Ji4 >1<, '"' 

""" [_ • .- """",,,", ~""...r,."..,., 0.­

"" .r".~ ""I, ... ;. "" .;.a-.. "" ""'"" .. 
",,,,-,),{ .. "", _, "'" -",«<t .. 

"" o.y 0. ... «1M .,. ~'" ",-, """" ,,.{ ... I:!{ 

_ "1"" ';'''''''-&';1- ""'-=1,"'-. 

[ "'''' { .. r ... ". X_ ... "-"'" ... .,.,. "" 

" 

Summer days by the river, My sisters and I stay with our 

grandparents when our parents go away. It IS different staymg 

there with them. Oupa works at his antique and auction shop, 

During the day we are with our Ouma. She is busy cleaning so we 

find things to do, There is not much to entertain three little girls 

from the city. Parys IS a st;',all town. There IS the river and a park, 

but we have to Walt for a grandparent to take us 

.' .' 
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I have my first lessons in gardeni'"'9' In tfle front, on either side 

of the path leading to the front ClOOr, ore t wo large date palms. 

Ouma plants flowers in tfle pockets left by tfle sawll off 

branches. In spring there are Drimulas. Unaerlleath, in beds 

around the tree, sfle plants nemesias and stocks, On either side 

of tfle pathway that rUIlS from the front gate, straight 

flowerbeCls carve a concrete rood to her front CIOor. Ouma plants 

IcelOlld poppies in beds along the path. III summer she plants 

snapdragons One! phlox. We press the snapdragons throats and 

watch tfleir mouths open OIld shut Leeubekkies. Little liOl\ 

moutfls. 

Outside the front gate a cOllal runs the lellgth of the road 

A cOllcrete bridge crosses to tfle rood. In summer water runs 

from the river to water the gardens. Leiwater. We love to sit 

there and float twigs OIld leaves and paper boats Clown to the enCl 

of the street. We flave boat races. We make Meg, the youllgest, 

wait at the bottom of the road to watch for the WiMer Lucy OIlCl 

I set our boats off ana then run down to see wflo flas wall. 

Sometimes we slip all the loose grovel of the siClewalk alld graze 

our knees, ,hen Ouma comes ana takes us inside to patcfl us up 

again. ner first-alCl box is kept in the beClSide cabinet in her 

beClroom. When she opens it, it releases marvellous smells. A 

mixture of Vicks, mentflol, Dettol ana Johnson's baby powaer. 

She has the usual plasters, cotton-wool. Ouma swears by 

Germolene, Mercurochrome, and Veraculax for any ailments. She 

also has the tiniest pair of scissors. I beg her to let me try them 

OIld sometimes, jf she IS working In her room, she lets me use 

them for a while. 
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In Oum'l's lou~e nangs 'l picture tn'lt so frightens me tnat 

I cannot go into the green lounge. It is a Van Gogh drawing done 

in charcool, of dark black lines. To my child's mind It looks II~e a 

nOrrld troll or a de mon. I cannot see the woman bending. It will 

toke me years before I see who- it IS, It leers at me fr om it s 

h'liry face, it s short body deformed, tne d~ed feet too large. I 

h<lte the long nose th<lt sticks out, one big eye The other, nidden 

by the hoir Why does she h'lve this dreadful picture) All the 

rest of ner nome mokes me feel so sofe. Her soft red bedroom 

[urt'lins, I love brusnlng tne ve lvet 'lgalnst my ehee "" 

In the kitcnen we eat hot butt ~red bread tninly spre'ld with 

Marmite. Sometin',es she gives us Nestie cheese in tubes. We 

squeeze long orange snakes into our mouths or onto our fingers 

'lnd let t nem dangle there , In tne dining room is another painting, 

I con tolerote the mon 'lnd wom'ln prayi~ over tneir horvest of 

pototoes but not the imp in tne gr£en lounge, 
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There was a man who said one could rtt:;l'l"lf'lflI7tt:; him the 

the 

he had 

lost. The the index 

he had the for three years, three years. Years that were on 

on horseback with his the reins of his 

horse and his gun held in his left hand. Until he needed it - then he moved it over to 

his hand, took and with his his index he shot at the I-fl',","., ... 

He also fired cannons. He was the bombardier who was in of the cannon. To 

fire it, he had to load it with and cannon balls. Then he had to stand 

away and 

the index 

a rope with a 

of his 

which set off the 

attached to it, a his 

hand. Then he until it released the 

that lit the (1llflCl(lWf1I~r and eXl)IOClea the load 

towards the At StclrmJDefrJ came to take the station and 

the settlement 

the last 

and 

he fired his cannon. He fired it """''''''''-"'' times that At 

so he The cannon was too but he 

Then he moved towards the hammer, lifted it back with his 

- and it was blown off. 

I 

was 
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'He did everything he had ever done before, Nothing 

stopped hirr, domg what he wonted to do. And you kno" what?' 

What?' 

He wrote about his adventure fighting the English He 

wrote without his finger' 

What did he write?' 

'He wrote a diary, a '/eidboek, about the war' 

I 
• 

40 
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T~ere's been a lot of rain 

'T ~;e darls are luI. ' 

T ~;e veld is green T~e rlaize go,dsn. stands as high as a man 

Always green and gold "ow wou,d she colour ~erworld? 

She woulc colour it red 

She arrived at OUrla's house. NUrlber 6 )..1lddle Street. It was 

deser:ed. T~;e garden was dry and dead The town hac: encroac~;ed 

There was a shop on :~;e next corner, a vet across the road People had 

noved to ths mars las~ionable sreas in new suburbs 

Parys was hot in Slimmer. She sat on the ced stoep Flies buzzed 

around her. best agains: the Ilyscresn on the w:ndows. The hum 01 bees 

trom :~e orchard dragonflies frorl the river were rerli".ders 01 the 

chi:dhood w~sre shs spent so many S_nday a:ternoons Sunday 

afternoons with ".othing:o do b_t wait lor O_ps and Ollna to havs :CJeic 

altsr-Iunc~ nap Hours of ~ea: and fiies until Oupa r~ented a"d finally 

:ook them to the river, 
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She went for a walk along the river She found her way easily, 

even after a thirty year absence She knew to walk down Middle Street. 

to turn right at Mimosa Street and then along to the place where they 

used to ride the rapids. It was further than she thought Oupa, of course 

took them in his bakkle so it had seemed a short distance 

Slue-bottle flies buzzed around her face. She heard the water. 

She walked around the next corner and there it was, The Vaal River, its 

muddiness surprised her again. She walked to the edge, stepped into a 

pool. She crossed the stones to a large dry rock. It was quiet. She 

dipped her hands into the water 

The return to Ouma's house had shaken her It was only a day since she 

walked up to the iron gate of the old house tracing the path of a strong 

woman. Her past spread before her in grimness and in joy. Thoughts of 

childhood, memories of her forebears, shapes and shadows Her stories 

and ummswered questions. She stepped back into that house, empty as 

If it held nothing but stale air. It was a liar. The spaces held ghosts, 

whispers dashed down the passage, into the bathroom, out through the 

window. She opened the back door, Up the trees they chuckled. She ran 

to the garage. The door slammed shut. It would not budge. She walked 

to the other side of the house The orange trees were still there, fruit 

wasted, lying rotting on the ground. The vegetable garden had become 

wild. Only pumpkins survived beyond the fencing, now collapsed. A 

gatepost stood as if a sentry. A pumpkin had mutated into a giant 

footstool She thought of Cinderella 

The trees still bore fruit She picked an orange: bit it open at one 

end. The pungent s~ng on her lips, the sweet juices in contrast She 

licked her fingers where the orange nectar dripped. 

49 



Univ
ers

ity
 of

 C
ap

e T
ow

n

C~trin~ spent bme in Ouma's room Unwanted furniture piled in the 

corner, her dressing table still in its original place She sees Duma in the 

main mirror 

Duma is about seven years old, has walked up from the dam. tt is 

a hot, cloudless day, She has done her chores and is off to play, She 

walks towards the dam, The road is a gravel path cle~red ~nd smoothed 

by the wagon th~t is drawn up each day to fill buckets of water. the feet 

of children, and the hooves of animals who walk up to graze on the 

sweet grass that grows in the damp shade. She sees the dam up ahead 

The grey cement walls welcome her just as if they were a happy door 

painted red, The windmill, a tatl guard She likes to sit on the wall and 

dangle her feet in the cool water. To reach up to the wall, someone, loog 

ago. placed stones against the dam w~ll, in a pile, She steps up onto the 

stones and can reach the top of the wall and grab the ladder that goes 

down into the water, She putls herself up onto the wall 

Duma would never admit it. Her life was an endless struggle, First 

the struggle was with what was deatt out to all of them The war coming 

when she was so young. She really did not remember much before it 

but it marked her life beyood. She at first found it hard. She had to put 

her wants and her dreams behind her, white men struggled for what they 

c~lled freedom She never could understand th~t freedom had to be 

fought for. Th~t blood had to be shed Surely freedom was like air -

there for taking. She used to hold her bre~th just to see how long she 

could. Sometimes when she bathed she would go under and hold it for 

as long as she could. She felt her lungs struggle, whacking her chest 

Once her brother held her head under the water when they were 

swimming in the dam, Not only did her lungs struggle, but her whole 

body lashed out trying to force him off. 
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The wardrobe was still th O!! re, She had not sl!!en it at first A movO!! ment 

caught her eye, It was <l large spider, huge - the siz:e of her hand, She 

watched it climb down the wall and to the doorway, It scuttled across Ihe 

floorboards to a pile of junk lying on the floor She did not want it to hide 

under Ihe Ihings until she had looked at Ihem, Grasping a tablecloth th<lt 

layover the pile, she swept Ih O!! spider across thO!! room 10 the fireplace. It 

disappeared into paper and dusl. She would have to hunt it down to 

chase it out or kill it It took a lillie timO!! to remove the stack of furniture 

piled in front of it The wardrobe had been untouched, SomehOliV it had 

managed 10 conceal itself behind the stack of belongings and had been 

51 



Univ
ers

ity
 of

 C
ap

e T
ow

n

overlooked. It was a good piece. early Victorian so she was sure it 

would have been sold. Since she last opened it, she had become Q 

grown woman with her own stories. her own life. She had left behind 

those days when all she longed for was Ouma's stories - until now. 

There amoogst the clutter of shoeboxes, piles of tissue paper. 

some of it wrapping foreign oqects, lay a book wrapped in tissue, tied 

with a silk ribbon. 

Her hands began to tremble She fiddled at the ribbon. The bow 

untied easily, only to reveal a knot The knot in the faded ribbon had 

been pulled tight a long time ago She struggled, then as suddenly as 

the bow untied, it came free Inside it lay, not new. but finely bound in 

leather. 
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breakfast fables and tea 

Catrina carefully opened Duma's book, her excitement high. Her diary at 

last, left to her, carefully preserved and hidden from view. The covers fell 

back easily but the pages were stiff. She placed her thumbs between 

pages and drew them open. A pile of old photographs fell to the floor. 

She left them and paged through the book. The pages were blank. In 

disbelief she paged further but nothing. It was an empty book 

The photographs lay at her feet She picked them up. They were old; 

black and white. It was only a collection of family photographs There 

was a group portrait of Duma and Oupa and the three children taken on 

a farm. Duma stood ne>ct to Oupa with her father in front of her. His 

brother next to Dupa the little sister on the ground Ouma's face was 

stiff and unhappy. The ne>ct photograph was of Duma and Dupa at a 

table. Dupa sat on the table. A young boy of about five stood on the 

outside. Duma sat, her hand reac1ing out to hold her younger son 

Catrina's father. Hewas about six months old. She could not help but be 

moved by the composition of the photograph, the divisions. 
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The other photographs were of family members. There was a group 

photographed in front of a rondave!, or a farmhouse. Catrinil ~cognised 

her father, he was a young man. He must have been home from 

university. His face shines, his eyes beam like a torch in the night of the 

other faces. He stood out from the group, contrasting with his scowling 

brother. 

There was no writing - not in the book nor on the back of the 

photographs. Catrinil had drawn a blank. Ouma was not the writer she 

was hoping her to be She wondered what happened in this family. Of 

the two sons, one ended up an ilddict the other dead by his own hand. 

She was so sure that Ouma had stories for her, that somewhere she 

had hidden them, that she was calling her to them. Experience had 

taught her much, but these stories could teach different lessons. 

Lessons that seemed so far off, so longed for. They moved her in a way 

only true things could A tear dropped onto the page Was she weeping 

for Ouma? 

No, what made her weep was being reminded of an inner life 

she'd been so familiar with that she hild chosen to forget when she had 

taken up the cause of adulthood. The reunion with the tales has given 

her a mythology, stories to live by. stories to make life possible. She had 
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found images that l1ight that might help her fathom her present 

confusion. Whatever the years had taught her about loss al1d 

compromise al1d defeat. she was here, being invited back into a life that 

was possible, a life that she wanted to make worth livil1g Somewhere 

her father had diverted the flow to the river. She was goil1g to dig a 

chal1n~, open the cOflduit back to her source. 

The velvet curtain still clung to the wall. She sat down on the floor 

behind the dressing table and hetd onto the remnant She took it, held it 

to her cheek as she did as a child. 'Duma,' she asked,' tell me about 

those days. She found if she sat very still she could still hear the stories 

They came il1 dribs and drabS - as if she was whispering them She 

would write her diary, she thought She would write what she heard, 

lIIhat she saw. Answers il1 stories. Threads for her to umavel. 

I hide in the curtain, Vllfap her memory around me, Duma's red memory. 

The bed has a dust dolly hanging from the springs If she could see it 

she'd say it was dirty. 'Cleanliness is next to Godliness,' she'd say. She 

must not see or I will not get a story. 
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I wriu on paper os if it is stone 

in Gnu tIie worft{, a wo"fUn 6at(, 

'Writiljg­

tIie lily (W, to my aft. 'WIieT\! to, 

wliicli way, a witcli ~ way. 

Lints iuerts,ju"BCu, a city. 

'11ie sun warms ways trrxUien in ou{ sfiot.s. 

JlI./I creation t:I'I1!iJtfs tIie same roals, Ion't you {now? 

'11ie stars we6 tlieir way . 

.ilIfuJavy 6f.ac{ outl.lne arowut tIiings 

separates tliem from tlieir 1f4f1ltS. 

'WordS wrouglit by men also fuwe 

6f.aci(outl.lne arowut tIiem. memory-

C01IS()1'I(Utts ant! vowefs -fear ana U:rut 

intertwind. I wriu to you in in'fIisiDu inK.. 

or in infttMt wi/'[ by so very Ilglit tliat you 

~t ~ uturs - 6f.aci(marf\e on a s/iut -

of a Cove ktter, 

sowut is str""B' Marf\e aT\! scratclies 

stone. 

my smaIl1lOte to my 1ius6ant! - '/ am B0i"8'. 

My kturs to you, Ouma's to me. 
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woman ner g~Jrled hands c~utchi~g a grubby paper Her eyes dart up as 

if to ~nd someo~e. then dow~ again in resignation 

'/lie ali wait as we ~.ave become used to coi~g over the years. V\ie 

move only when the sergeant yells. T:".e Britis:". solciers are also wOr~ 

cut. We can see t~ey toe wa~t to get ~ome. T:".ese BC€r wcmen ane 

c~ilCren are albatrosses arou~d the:r necks T~ey are thin and gaunt 

fed up from fighti~g in the blazing African sun a~d t~.e freezi~g highvele 

wi~ters. 11".is war makes less sense as ·,t cont,~ues T~.ey ~.ad already 

lost two years ago. T:".en they bumt all o~:r farms, eestroyec all our 

livestock. Still our men would not give ~p. They began fighhg a C'€w 

war. A war of blown-up train lines. smashee bricges T~.ey becalne 

invisible. so I:".e British took the wome", a~d I:".e c~.ilcren 

I can see ;t all It is ail so clear. Our lives will begin again - and 

again a~d again 

INe will bury the chilcren yet to die. We wi!1 wait for t~.e husbaxs to 

return - those who do. And then when t~.ey are selllee ane forget what 

war was like, it \Mli beg,n agal", 

Again ane again 
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She stood, as she had done before, looking at the painting, It still 

sent Q ripple of emotion down her spine. Botticelli's Prima Vera painted 

almost 500 years ago still clear, lucent She stared at the lovely face of 

Venus, in her dress resplendent with flowers, petals failing about her 

face, the very eQrth bursting with abundance. Cupid hovered above 

blindfolded, his arrow pointed to shoot indiscriminately, Mercury, on the 

left. stirred the weather clouds, the three graces dance in a circle She 

had never noticed the green man before. But there he was looming, 

threatening and grabbing. And here? Here right next to Prima VerQ 

stood Q woman. More like a ghost she seemed to be part of the lovely 

Vera, emanating from her. The green man belonged in the woods. His 

essence was sap, his element the forest. He was grQbblng at her, pulling 

her bock into the forest. Her three sisters had not noticed Suddenly she 

knew. The green man had ravished Vera Yes. It was so obvious. Venus 

in the centre, the untouched. :he virginal symbol of love. But Vera 

ravished, impregnated by Chloro. This WQS her own ghost stand,ng next 

to her. this fey thing in white. She was dying, disappearing. Catrina 

staggered back. Why had she missed this before in all the vlewlngs of 

her fQvourite painting? She looked Qgain, as if for the first time. She felt 

the feelings rise up in her throat, she felt the dizziness. Is this how it 

was? That men were rQvishers? Or were they like Mercury, his back 

turned, preoccupied with the weather. Are ali men mercurial or green? Is 

this the story of love? 
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Catrina walked through the streets of Florence aimlessly. Then 

she found she was following a monk. Whenever she turned a corner, 

there he was, She followed him past the Duomo, down the Via dell' 

Oche, and the narrow lanes past the Casa di Dante and Santa 

Margherita de' Cerchi. The monk was waiting at a corner. He was 

looking at a pocket diary, reading it with squinting eyes. The sun had 

broken through the clouds the day was warming considerably. Catrina 

walked towards him. Suddenly he looked up and began to walk on. He 

turned at the next corner, his robe trailing. She followed. The narrow 

streets of Florence brightened by the sun. Each corner held a surprise. 

A man sat making books from papier-mache. He layered thin sheets, 

brushed glue. All around him hung skins like leather but made of paper 

Catrina looked for the priest she had followed. As she turned the corner, 

she saw him He had stopped outside a pair of carved doors His hand 

was on the knocker. He let it drop once, The door opened. He 

disappeared inside. 

A few steps on, her eye fell on something that had fallen. She 

stooped to pick it up. A si~er napkin ring with the napkin - green floral 

linen She looked up, The shutters were closed. A balcony a little way 

down held flower boxes of red geranium. No window was open. She 

wondered if it had been dropped from above. No. There was no window 

directly above her. She looked at the inscription - FRANCESCA. The 

hallmark was on the right side under the twisted coil edge. She put it into 

her pocket. She wondered who Francesca was, Had she used the 

napkin the last time she had had a meaJ? 
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fJIIJ1f4 I su 
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t/it; ear£y IIW17IintI mist 

lifts off t/it; winlow. 2!ut s& will always 6e t/it;rt 
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She SilW them blink in the sunshine. She noticed a girl holding up her 

pendant. showing it to her friend. It looked like gold money - a coin She 

saw that they iltl had one around their necks She wished she could have 

one too. Then suddenly, she saw a flag on the ground. Someone was 

walking over it. She scrambted down the tree to the flag - too fast - her 

knee was scratched. It was bleeding. 

'Francesca' Corne herel' 

Her mother rebuked her but she scrambled into the gutter. She hild 

it The stick was broken; the mud ran off one side of it. But now her 

stomach was singing. She, too, hild a f1agl 

Sarah, dear Sarah. She was a mother to me too, Catrina thought 

Her senses reeled. She knew Ftame's mother and grandmother in ways 

she did not know her own I've stolen her mothers from her, she thought 

The government stole her father. 
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'He never came home,' Flame said of her father. 'He came and then 

got lost again He had to go in disguise They were looking for Mandela 

and the others. When they were caught, Mandela was already standing 

trial.' 

'What happened?' Catrina asked her. 

'He died in custody We learned of it just as the people were jubilant 

that Mandela had not got the death penalty. He fell, they told us. Tripped 

and fell My mother was not allowed to see the body. We buried him under 

an aloe near his father's kraal. He was a saint to my mother but I didn't 

really know him Then Poland came. He had been in training in Eastern 

Europe for years. I met up With him again in Port Elizabeth at a 

conference. 

Themba was born in 1982 just as Poland was recruited for MK. He 

went overseas, to Holland, every year; he had a few passports. A solution 

for us was to say we were not married. So we lived apart. Then a spiritual 

woman, who knew my father, said we should go and live in Clarens, 

Themba and me. Themba was six when he got sick By then they had 

arrested Poland on suspicion of terrorism - 18G days. They wouldn't let 

him come home when Themba died. I had to bury him myself.' 

Rivers take many turns,' she said, as she rocked, holding her 

shoulders. 'Mine fiowed uphill for a long time. I used my grief to push 

myself through my studies I qualified eventually as a psychologist My 

love of music had to take a side-line but now I want to go back and take 

cello lessons.' 

How do you forgive this?' Catrina looked at Flame, her face clear 

and lovely. Not a trace of bitterness. 

You pull yourself up by your bootstraps and just live to spite them. 

Then you realise that you are spiting yourself and you let go. Somehow I 
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had to make life and love possible.' Her story was a catalogue of pain but 

like the haemotopia, she had risen from the flames, Flame was everything 

her name represented. 

'I rode trains, travelled widely doing peace work, I proved myself, 

made my life possible. Then, after the 1994 elections, I was appointed to 

the TRC,' 

Flame sat on the ~oor, against the edge of the couch. Her body 

curved inwards, her arms wrapped around herself, Catrina looked at her 

her long hair in a plaited coil She is like a cello, she thought, not as fine 

as a violin, I10t heavy as a double bass, I10t as folksy as a guitar A cello 

woman. She is round hipped, can be held close al1d when stroked, she 

makes mellow sounds. Her russet grain mixed with tawny shade and 

darkened with care, Moments of music marked her life 

Flame had seen Poland standing under the aloe one evening The 

sun was going down and he was gazing out across the hills, The Eastern 

Cape in winter - its hills dry, the grass yellow but all around the burnished 

red of the aloes. He stood under such an aloe, a very old aloe it seemed, 

It was much taller than he. Most of the others came up to his waist. Was it 

his height? His blackness? Later she wondered why she had noticed him 

She dreamed of him. He is striding across the grass towards her, tall 

striding steps. He is carrying a dark bcx but she is afraid and wakes up 

Flame was studying at Fort Hare, Whenever she went to town she caught 

the bus. The bus station was nearer than the train station, The train was 

quicker but she got the bus instead. She liked the bustle. The crowds 

waiting at the bus stop were the usual. Women with large plastiC carry­

bags filled with packets of food, diapers shoes, Omo. She wondered why 

they took so much if they have to carry it all Men in Suits with hardly 

anything to carry. A briefcase. Women carried their lives, Babies on the 

back. Bundles on the head and the large plastiC carry bags. The bags 

must be imported especially for the women of Africa, Large woven bags of 
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blue and red plastic, Every black woman had one, He came and took the 

seat next to her, 

'Hello,' he said, sitting down 

They met again the next day at the bus stop, He sat beside her It 

seemed he just made it to her seat before the bus left as if it wasn't 

planned He made it to the only free seat left on the bus 

She did not talk, only answered questions with ayes' or a 'no', She 

looked out of the window. He watched her reflection in the glass He 

turned to face her. She looked out of the window. The veld was a dry 

brown carpet, The red aloes like candles across the hills, She looked at 

the blue sky, knowing it would meet the sea, Then the sea and the sky 

would be one in colour, Dry, cold days were blue The buS was drawing 

into the bus station. She got up, 

He stood up, made way for her to pass, Then he took his jacket off 

the top rack and moved to the exit. walking behind her. 

She did not look back as she walked down the road She walked 

looking straight ahead. He just stood at the bus stop watching her, He 

watched her stride, long and steady. He watched her head held upright 

her pale hair a shiny cap, her scali flapping behind her in the breeze, He 

watched her legs in sheer stockings - the narrow ankles holding the well­

formed calves, Her watched her backside bounce evenly with her gait Her 

sling bag marked the steps like a metronome 

When Themba died I just sat there,' Flame said. 'I dont know how 

many revolutions the sun turned nor what lime of the day or night It was. I 

couldn't have told if I was staring at the fioor or at the ceiling It was a 

long, dark death. The old kikoi on the wall ran tears down its stripes, My 

face remained dry, The mask on the wall with the mud braids was a 

poisonous spider of hate. I hated everyone I hated the world, I hated this 

room. This room that held the body of my child I hated his body - the 
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lifeless, limp, dead thing that was once warm and soft, had the smell of 

hay and sunshine. Most of all I hated mysetf with such a loathing I didn't 

know how to contain it. I just stared at that ma5k - it5 hollow eye5 holding 

all the contempt of the world for me' 

She left everything, everyone she had known, The day rose red. 

The hil15 glowed with an angry fire, She ~new it. She ~new it was burning 

her from the in5ide out but 5he could not 5top it It had to rage, run it5 

course, She had packed most of her bags the night before. There weren't 

many. The tape5try backpack, the 5ling bag the wai5t-belt. They didn't 

take long to load. She set off like a pack don~ey abandoned in the desert, 

hit with a stick to shoo it off, the scapegoat sent out into the wilderness 

She left 5iowly. Her feet moved acro5s the red sand. It wasn't as if she 

was reluctant. She couldn't be bothered to move, fast or slowly. She went 

the direction her feet took her, walking away from everything she had ever 

known. She walked away from her son's body, laid under the red earth 

and covered with stones, the same weight as the bags she was carrying. 

She carried his body weight in her bags, No personal possessions, 

nothing but necessities Even then she didn't know why 5he hadn't left 

empty-handed, No one saw her go until a small girl with huge, black eyes 

peered out from the dark mouth of a nearby hut. She just 5at there and 

watched Flame move out and towards the hills As Flame passed, the girl 

raised one small hand. 

At first she couldn't move for days, months but then for the next 

years she moved constantly, hardly ever 5topping long enough in a place 

She would hop on a train or a bus and travel for days without stopping, 

The conductors would renew her tickets when 5he had used them up 

Sometimes she would do the same round trip over and over. Sometimes 

she would move for a month or more, not ~nowing where she was going 

to, not caring Trains, bu5e5, cars, and boats. She took nothing in, did not 

notice when the language changed, She became invisible to everyone, 

even to her5elf. 
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where there is nothing 

'There was nothing for years, Flame continued. 'I also run <Jw<JY 

when I am in p<Jin,' When she returned home, Flame went to the Maluti 

Mountains, where she was born. She told C<Jtrina what happened there 

'A dove flew above the mountain dark in a storm, It lifted away my 

sadness, lifted <Jnd lit up the night sorrow. In an embrace two round huts 

sat he<Jrt to heart, a refuge on a stormy nights, And an angel or did I say it 

was a dove? White cumulus Clouds rose' It sounded strange but Catrin<J 

understood what she was s<Jying 

Give me an angel, I said, and I'll believe forever,' Flame continued. 

An angel to hold the door closed. an angel to hide me' Two arms held off 

the storm. She looked out the window The dove W<JS still there, hovering 

A fl<J! <Jpton of earth around the huts, Everything was gone opened up 

into spaces of nothing She stood intact, She walked out The storm had 

tumbled twigs, logs, leaves, and even stones But around the hut a clrcle­

a clean, cle<Jr circle as if someone had stood guard, She h<Jd prayed for 

an angel. The stones littered the ground, White stones, hail-sized stones 

so hard they would never crumble nor give way 
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It was as if Flame had known her her whole life Today Catrina 

was sad she saw it in her colours. She looked down as they spoke, at 

the purple scarf that hid the green collar on her black dress. Her heavy 

boots over dark stockings 

'I've looked at it from all sides,' Catrina said 'I don't know how to 

heal this - it's too big a wound' She said she felt it in her heart, too. 

Flame knew sadness could lose one in a desert of dry tears 

'What do you most love?' Flame said. 

'It seems to engulf me some days and wash me away,' Catrina 

told her. 'I dreamed that someone had cut open my chest VVhen I 

looked down, I S-aN a dark well of blood I turned and saw my father 

wi th a knife in his hand but then the liquid moved and I saw something 

grow from the bottom It was a deep clotted red The bud op.!ned and 

then it began to fiower.' 

She told Flame how she had searched for Ouma's story, 

unearthed the bones of her biography, but it had ended in a cul-de-sac 

'I decided to go further back, to the family history. I spent time at the 

archives in Roeland Street and scratched in my father's kist again. 
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There werO!! a few articles about Georg Fredrik Linde, Ouma's father. 

HO!! left Swellendam in the mid 1800s and trekked to Coles berg I 

thought he was the Oupa who would lead me back but he's tho!! wrong 

one,' she said It was another cul-de-sac 

Catrina had continued writing her letters to Lucy. They were like 

lines in the sand Would thO!!y O!!ver lead to anything? 'Going back is IikO!! 

the woll< of an archaeologist: Catrina said 

Flame agreed, 'The legacy of suicide IS an endless question, It 

stretches out beyond the horizon like an inviSLblO!! line of longitude One 

nevO!!r gO!!ts to thO!! end of~' 

'I remember,' Catrina told her, 'how I once visited a cave near 

Elandsbaai where indigenous people how long ago I don't know, left 

marks of their hands on the wall indelible prints It was likO!! a shrine to 

memory -I was here and so was I and me, and me too.' 

'When going back gets too much, I float down rivers,' Calrina 

continued. I love fast flowing rivers, lying in them and being carried 

downstream ' 

Catrina stepped again into hO!!r past 'EvO!!n though the surface 

thin~s had changed,' she thought 'I'll be sifting through that into the 

reality of memory' 
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dream green \vater 

Snakes WJ;m ,n rivers. Most of the riverS I know are brown, Dark 

murky water With barbels and slimy creatures I grew up near the 

Vaal R;ver, Parys waS a far cry frot\', Paris for which it was named 

and the Vaal a far river frot\', the Seine but it formed me as surely 

as the mudstone carved by ripples ar.d rapids, Papa swam the river 

every day, The Modder River, a few hundred miles away, was where 

Oupas father had fart\',ed He mrted sand from the banks of the 

river to Bloerr,fontein. But I dream of green waters, waters fast 

and floVJ;"9. The waters of childl100d hide the pain, I try and look 

into the rivers sometimes to remember. I Gannot See through the 

thickening mud I dip down into the depths, the rotting leaves and 

reeds slip through my firogers and I find a stone, It's dolomite, I 

know it from its blaCKness A meteorite banged into the earth 

nearby, the Vredefort dome, Hardness and harsh t\',oments I dip 

for another stone. This one is yellow, It'S ochre. I mn use it to 
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t wo budgies. I rerr,err,ber wken he brought them - a green budgie 

aM a blue budgi e. We called therr, Tickle and Sixpence. 
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in is rM.II1"1,1') 

MomlT\Y is Srn/U'l40 

I in tinirlrulInv Qos:piniQ. N\eQQle is sle,epU1Q in 

on 

bailoOl1S on I 

scars. 
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HOMEGROWN 

KIIR!rkl'lrin,"n is still 
town 

where dumps 
blow dirt 
so tine 

it mixes in 

We lived there 
near the edge 

where ant grew 
toa man's 
wild rabbits ran 
to their burrows 

before dogs caught them. 

We 
in the 

mielie lands 
stood 

like 
hard and steel. 

Mother tamed the garden 
with serpentine walls, 

rose 

to 

The canadian Hunter 
to which father subscribed 
for years in his toilet. 

on those forests, 
and lakes 

while the dust caked 
furniture and frost 

blackened camellias 
kn' .... kinn pink buds onto 

pathway. 

Thunderstorms broke summer­
soundless afternoons 
when 

after 
Snakes hid in 

near the 
but if we 
and woke Papa 

he belted us. 

I remember one 
my sister =rllR:i'lnnA<1 

her had caught fire. 
the flames 

my father her into 
the passage, rolled her up 

like a sausage in the long runner. 
Her eyes were saucers, 

round and round. 

I dreamed the house 
was set on fire by a bad wolf 

who threw doll up 
into the 
as he danced 
and 

on the end roof. 
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nowat'ld my ears Sit'lg witfl bees it'l t hem, I hold my flag up but not 

Sa high r.ow. My eyes keep lookit'lg ~p at tfle tree, 
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ran 

I am 

was 

ones 

I see a 
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']'otiay I dean out It is awfo!. 

'Do you rtmember tIit jisfif 

I fount! a grass foIi. 'Was it yours? 

Ijrass jisfi, magical crystal stutfJul witfi 6uuls, Ifiamontfs, jewelS. 

It was fount! at tIit 

tIit water ant! weds. 'I!i.t WUt!s aregreenant!g/iostfy. 

I fiate s{rulgygrun water CiCy wutis 1kc1l!JinB . 

.9l Umg green rOflli lies to tIit nortfi of tIit mountain. 

If I fofluw it, it wi!! fed me awayfrom littrt, 

into tIit wlittat fof4s, 6eyontl tIit noisy truckJ ontl miffs of tlitt city. 

I want to fofluw tfiat roat!, a tIit worft{, 

o:way. 

I want to .uap into tIit cool water, liive 

tla.uCi"9 in tIit 

I £0"9 to fiave a tlress tfiat colour. I once 

too Ikcayttl ant! fatistl, so fast. 

utuftr tIit swfaa. 

I rtmember tfiat crispness of tIit colour, tIit Jnsfiness ontl 6eauty. 

~n my {ress was rtaiy it see"",tI so compCItfUt4. 

Its fieavints.s weigfitetl me. So unI:ik:J tIit flower I once fieCcC. 

I felt farg. in it 

9fuw I fiate mysdf in tfiat bess. I fiai cfwsen tIit necK.. 

from a 6ritIaC bess iksign, coverd in tfiicf:..'1JeCgian foe •• 

lronicaffy it was tIit dostst to a wetting tfress I ever wore. 

Later, wlitn 111Ulrrietl, I wort an off-tlit-ptB {rtss from 

an ortiinary teenage 6outitpu. It wasn't a rea{ wetltfi"9 bess. 

It wasn't a rea{ wuflii"9' 

1 
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I I see 
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me 

I never worn 

I 

are 

so 

an 
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I 

I am a woman -

I 

is 

it on 
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It is a futile a~ - wlitre I CorN; from, wliere I =goi:ng. 

aff roc/i;§ escape 

tIie 6u.1l.ets of fa'Ulltlen, row men. Sfa"trs, trappers, 

tIie armies crossing jUftIs in tIie lieat, in tIie ttma. 
So wliat's aifferenul I ion't .""n fqww tfwse wlio 

"-'>_."""~._ material un{nowingfy, untliin/(jng, 

witliout care, Into my '.D9{.!(. 

'Wlio are myfuture, ami myfutile {;;neag.l 

'Down wliicli rimr wi/[ my genu 6. carriea? 

MY9"un eyes stare into an unfqwwn skJJ at otlier eyes 

fonging for c_tian. LI"" on£y onu or £We fore""r 

in a u{[ufar 6o<fy. 

I tfo wliat I tfo for me 

I takJ tIie ne:rJ step. 

'Wliat merrytJo-roumi. 

grmuffatliers , merry ionu. ~p on surging 

/own tIie river, floating, floating, 'fJKlSfie,{ up 

witli a{[ tIie otlier tk6ris, 

on tIie slior •. '11it essentiJJl 6uittf:mg 6foc/i;§ of afe . 

.l'l!il'at of generations. 

May6t tIie sun wi/[ tlry it to a 

'Do you fqww, LUCY, tliat a 6it of yeast takJn 

frmn tIiis morning's 6a1Qng, kJpt in tlie JritlBt, 

wi/[ yie{,{ ttUJllfJli raising agent for tIie wlioCt 

muntli s Ililutment of 6rea4? It wi/[ ftea an 

tntire village one njglit In May, uCt6rating 

tIie 6irtft of a new 6a6y. 

1 
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'I care,' 

1 



Univ
ers

ity
 of

Cap
e T

ow
n

our "' .... I"·DI'I·rc: I 

room. 
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now.' I 

it is 

was is 

I smear on a 
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I room. I 

in 

as we 

we 

I see us 

is I 

was 

is ever 

I 

me I 1"1"1,,, .. ,,,"1' 

we are 

our 
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'I is now. 
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uses as oc(:asional CI"Iou'S t'l1"t'lllI"Iti 

a ChlppE~ndclle-

a canteen Sicle-,cat)inlet to new 

to mt1ltl'lh 

rnt'lIr .. are ~njlli.o:;:h 5ulndcr.y 1"/\t'lCitc! are <p..r·vp..d 

at eSllec:ially in 14111'\+"'1" 

in Enlglis;h we are to 

a is 

to summon to 

is on. 

to 

arj~mrlds are 

an I to at 
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castings 

It is the early 1960s and my parents are feathering their nest, 

Papa goes to Johannesburg on a medical conference and comes 

hom~ with art or furnitur~_ Today fl£ has bought a bust of 

Nde.rtiti, It is white, fine porcelain from Sheppard and Barker in 

"Iotf Street, Jonannesblwg_ He places her on a pedestai In Oll!" 

lounge and says sne is the most beau~iful woman in the world. He 

says I am ilke ner, that I am his Nefertiti. 

Beautiful women come and go to his surgery. ;hey too want 

him to say they ar~ his Ndertiti. 

169 
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seen. 

sea are 
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me a 
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worsens. are 
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Red Poem 

here a red poem 

a red desert -

a hot sand poem 

a red and banished poem -

to a queen 

who lost her heart 

and her head -

a blue crowned head 

a queen L/ld'UU"':U 

shadows­

forces I dare not 

a red poem 

a red oxide poem 

for a blue queen 

1 
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christmas dress 

How was I to know fll' would be dead in six weeks? It is my 

fourteenth birthday The year has been gloomy enough witl1 Papa 

sick. We haven't l1ad a holiday to the seaSide, We are home for 

Christmas December is extre hot Christmas day a nightmare, 

Ouma ""d Oupa arriv" after church for lunch. Mom drives us to 

church, sits wltl1 us in the beck row, We leaye as the last hymn IS 

sung, Papa is still In b"d when We get home, The Christmas 

wrappings are strewn around tl1e lounge, the tr"" hghts off. There 

ere not many presents this year, just a few cl1eap tl1ings. I do not 

get the orenge sandals I want, nor a record player, 

from the kitcl1en the femiliw smells of roasting chicken ""d 

lamb. No turkey this year, It will be like OIl ordinary Sunday luncl1 

W" spend tl1e day Swimming in the pool at the top of the garden 

All our friends are away at the seaside, Lucy and Meggie bounce in 
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the wat~r on an inflatable plastic flarse and a lila, r get ciotfles, 

Too old for plastic horses or flarseplay for that f\',atter, I si t in tfle 

sun rubbing tanning oil on my legs. No mon~y for a record player, 

My birtflday IS on Saturday. I do not appreciate b~ing born right 

after a~r lord. No one is around even wflen we are at hom~. Ev~n 

more, I hate getting corr.bined presents. It isn't fair, I declare. 

Everyone else gets two presents -- one at birthday tirr.e and one at 

Christmas. But I get only one, No one has even asked me what I 

want 

On friday night I ask Mom about my birthday present. 

'We'll go shopping tomorrow. You must understand. There is 

no rr,oney ~ow.' 

Of course I do not understand What did they expect? r 

need new clothes and a record player. I am sure my friend, Cheryl, 

will get a record player. What will I say' We go sflapping in the 

rr,orning, It IS very hot. Mom is In a foul mood Just getting parking, 

'Where are you going' I say. Sfl~ is parking at the old end of 

town near the Indian shops, 

'We will look here for a dress for you.' 

'Are you rr,ad? Here? I wont wear anything frorr. the coolie-

ShOpl' 
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It is dark Inside. Smells of cheal' poplin and plastic shoes 

waft all-,ong the InCenSe. Mr NCidoo 's over-polite, I Can See he 

doesn't expect uS to shop here. We look through blouses and 

shorts, The dresses are bright, mostly out of fashion, too gaudy, 

Mr Naidoo brings some more from the back, They have plastic 

covers over them to protect them, 

'These are latest fashioll. I giye you a nice discount' 

One dress has lace around the collar: the other has silver 

zips sewn onto all the pockets, 

'Very fashionable, just special for a doctor's daughter,' 

I Vion't try them on, My mother stomps out of the shop, I 

follow mutely, The heat makes me perspire. Her hair is flopping, 

sticking to her scalp, the way she hates it, 

They know exactly who we are; she says, 

We vmlk the le",th of Church Street to Truworths. It is Clr­

conditioned but that does little to settie my red cheeks. Mom Sits 

mutely on a chair, I pick through dresses on a rail, take tViO or 

three daVin, 

'This olle' 

MOr:l pays for it with cash, She never uses cash always her 

chequebook. It is strange, My dress is a tent dress, Cut aViay at 
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the shoulders, from armpit to neck It flares out in a circle from 

the turtleneck. It is 011 the rage_ Bright red flov,ers against the 

blue ground_ I mov, it v,ill fit me. I 0150 mov, I v,ill neyer wear it 

The next dress I get is fa." my father's fune."al. It hos to 

have sleeves 

1~6 
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skande 

The day when the cuckoo called, it was Pa~a's fu~eral, It was there, 

at Mor<':s funeral, in the same c"metery, twenty years later r wore 

a green dre$S, I should be wMrir.g olack oot of r"sped. 

The day is hot, It is february, Thirty-five, forty degrees 

easily, The flies always buzz louder o~ hot days, People gathered, 

Ther" w"r" arguments, as always v,hen religion came into it. ,he 

domlnee did not want to bury Papa from his church. It was a 

skandi!. ,he family conSid"red th" Methodist church where r had 

been Since I was ten. The mlr,ist"r, Rev Hittler, waS prepared to 

take the service, The~ the dot1',inee relented on the conditio~ the 

coffin stcyed outside the church, Rey. Hittler would co~duct part 

of th" serVice, for the children, we are told. I wander where 

Father lea is, why can't he come? 

187 
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in one 
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a in 
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A couple come to 
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bw~hn'lIn maun1red on was 
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I turn 

dll'lrirla at 

tresses across 

dr()ODInQ arms 
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cave. 

move. 

~m~rl'!~'i:. is 

an arm, 

have me?' 

A hr!:lnil"'h 

lam me. 

course 
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summer were as 

it over 
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de(:ldE~d it was 

all 
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It course. It was 
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on 
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some 

once 

Lucy, 

'1Jiey are fiere. 

rock;jrom Iii.; father. 

the farm ant! 

lim{ tfwugIit they lim{ struckgo{t. 

!hut Mommy's sMl, 

It comes from the 1fWI!.tJi of the 'l\j:i rivtr, 

_ wllere.fie was Dom 

!JUr motIier, (jratmy usul it to tfo.m socK./. 

Sfie gavt it to Mr, ana tfim Mommygavt 

it to me. 

me 

it one 

men 

..... '''''' .... over 

as a 

it, 

was come over 

ones 

A a 

now, it 
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'What's it going to be?' Catrina asked when Lucy went silent again. 

'Holding onto what's not yours alone or letting go of the past?' 

Nelert;;;i 1'10' 

a queen of heart,_ 

desert dry and 

red he.rt. _ 

• q",,~ 01 

;as,hearts­

stolen misp'oced 

and Ixa,-en 

h • • rts 

,he sunfk>wer opens 

lOS eye 

to aOlu e sky­

eaoh day 

a be.inoi1g 

I wis·" okl heart. 

coukl be b<lm 

M_ 

204 
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if 
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it is 

car is 

ever 

are so 

Kalahari heart 

The heart of the Kalahari 

is a I<l:IMn,:,,'.ll"In tree 

with grey seed 

like the velvet grey 

of rabbit ears. 

for rain. 

The heart 

ears 

the heart hears 

the thunder. 

if 

car 
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room. 

am a 

was 

'I 

,\I,,",',,",,, it was an 

an 

it is 

me 

see 

it 

once 

on 

me 

I can 

came 

were 

scan 

cover is 
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see 

or so 

in 

It 

a 

in 
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It was sun 
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rooms were in 
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not 
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saw DOloteid 

'n Handvol uit die Hantam 

liewe, lekker Ht:I'rlTt:lI'I'l_l.'VVKI 

'n Handvol blare, 

Arm was ek en nou is ek 
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cave 

were 
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a 

saw in Tr::::lr,,...c> 

in 

a in cave. 

laeiwt:1I1 were 

was once a 

with arrows 

see it as soon as it 

answer was as 
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OeIJOE~r trees 

A 

caves 

sun set. 

It 

were 
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cave 
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cave. 
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Oe1WE!!en a 
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come 

a -a man 
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Currer>ey 

The sharnan lilt. h s head 

night w"d blows in 

loreign pollens 

~ is rnv I.ther ...... ,..,d, 

he walt. Ie< the moon's return 

This rnan.oi l call)' VOu, 

he.oi l put niLm into you 

He takes hoOl 01 rny leet 

'00 rn",~. me lit up _ but I 

am under the water 

gasp"9 

ThO " jv~r crescent grows 

nigMt egg dr~w." the t:de, 

~sh "pr" k'e. the heaven" 

I am a trerntling dei ker 

t hOn 'think 'I'C'" 

I can see rny oog tail. 

touch my.oik! ears 

The chi.1 in my bone. 

,. not w~rmed by morn"9 

In the .and II"d 

an ostrich-<09\l bead­

lake it horne to use 

as curreocy 
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A race on 
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we are new , ... -"n""-,, 
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row. 

race. 

it is is ... I ... ",~! ... KlnOC:Ke:a race is 

moves 
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is someone see 
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I am as I am 

I 

if I some I 

me a 

I wear over a 

is in I a a 

a 

it a it is 

nurse is I 

it as 

nurse murmurs in rtUMII'It') 

I see I 

nD'r'l'D'1" I room 
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was a It 

t .. """C!!F ... ""...... it. 

arm. 

nurse. 
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'I 

nurse comes 

it 

swaOj:::ue:o in OOlnOClQE:S 
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over 
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or 
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brought in books on Sooth African history. The few remaining bric-a-brac items 

went to the right side of the shop. Beth placed two old soft couches in the comer 

and people came in for coffee The old Mac/hatter's sign was painted and moved 

over to the right window next to the entrance. They added the name 

Hemmingway's and left the Madhatter'S sign with its white rabbit. She was 

attracted to the smell of coffee on Saturday morning and tired of market 

shopping, she stepped inside the shop. 

She saw Colin near the back of the shop. His outrageous tie and hat as he 

balanced on a small step ladder A sign hl.ng above him that read Books on The 

Boer War She walked over. There were a few books on the subject. One was 

new; Karel Schoeman's Witness 10 Wa~ She opened, thunbed through it On 

page 131 was a photograph of Lieutenants Mu !er and OReilly of the Free State 

Artillery and the egterryer. It was dated January, 1901, The Cape Times. She 

looked at the man on the left the man with the same name as her father. If she 

covered his moustache, he looked like her father, even her son. Next to him was 

his white horse. She bought the book. 

- . -

226 
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is 
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sense 
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across 
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a aet:eCl:IVe in 

same man. 

a 

it 

was 

same <>T"~"'"nn._n ears, 

Dlal::es come 
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was on a 

was 



Univ
ers

ity
 of

Cap
e T

ow
n

were 

sons. 

it 

same a .............. ' 

arrow 

was 

it 

own 

was on 

on one 

set 

1 



Univ
ers

ity
 of

Cap
e T

ow
n

a 
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answers, if 
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It was a new 
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A 

arrow 
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name. 
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men. women 

in 

on a 

an 

on a 

it 

were 

were 

as soon as 



Univ
ers

ity
 of

 C
ap

e T
ow

nwere 

over. 

sun rose, 

car 

some 

on 

was now 

was a 



Univ
ers

ity
 of

 C
ap

e T
ow

n

"""'" ... ,,' on a 

came- in 

on 

a 

women 

1 women 

women 

1 women 

1 

on 
a 

women 



Univ
ers

ity
 of

 C
ap

e T
ow

n

Car11or/Vtlle 879 women 

485 chi ldren 

1364 Total 

Delara~lll e 923 women 

727 cnild,en 

1650 Total 

The names go on Ellisras FIct:slJurg Glen, Hopelawn, JohanneslJUf!il , 

KlerksdOfp KrugerM orp. Uchtenbur!il , Middleburg, Mooifl\ler, Noupoort, 

Odendalrus,Ottosdal .. 

The numbers - a ru n ni~ 10tal,n ner spinning head 

2.' ~ 
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Further on another bronze Boer prisoners of war stood at the railings of a 

ship_ A Boer man with a young fighter, no more than eleven or Iwelve years old 

They were being taken to one of the far-Hung territories of the Empire. Beneath 

the statue were more plaques depicting the places to which they were sent 

St Helena, Ceylon. India, Bermuda, Barbados, also Portugal 

The statue is called Die Banneling - the exi~_ 

She stood and stared at the names and numbers again There were so 

many more 

24U 
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was a "boer-seun" on the farm of my 'Uitzoek', District 

MRmsmllrJ when the came to Harrismith in 1 BB2 for a weapon show. 

two on my father's farm and this is how I came to fall in love 

with the And so, in 1883 I talked my me go, with 

some ox wagons that were to to the 

a It was a a 

J"1aF ••••••••••••••••••••• 

........................ '/2 

a It was nncaSljlOS, a 
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was once 

an museum was a 

in it. 

me a Cal::101Ie. meon 
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are see are. 
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a on 

It was 

use 

was was 

it on an !:lIfi,QI'I"''''''' in 
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<I;ln~ln""'IA.I on 

were now a cow 
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When i: bobbed uo again her fa:her saia, Look' There's our frieM For a long 

time she thought its na.'r.e was 'our frieno The turtle do',e cailed qed swqr;, qod 

sorqr; - God cares. S~ cal'eo t~m ged-sorqr; bird~ Oupa shared ,ittle but 

fishing. Fo.' icr.y year~ he was the town cle~.~ of Parys afteruards he gave uo 

po~iti~~ and went into t!'\e antique bus;ne5S. O.e.~ he oulled ou: a 'ew treasures:o 

show he' A statuelte of a tall. sway-backed woman supe,bly glazea in weens, a 

sma!: tortoise-she'l tea cadoy, both irom the esta'e 0' an old ;ewish woman 

There were few treaSl.res i-, Parys :he okl Jew'~ oarenl~ hac brought lhe~e 

bm Ea~'em Europe, He, lhe old Jew Mr ::Jrotsky. lent he~ iathe: the mO".ey he 

needec to study med,~:11e at the University of Cape Town 
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DeIODI!e were 

set1t1ea on 
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man in an 
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man, a man 

man, a ~UIOUICI 
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It over 

a 

it as a 

in it was 

was 

were an on 

a 

own 

I was born in Pietennar,;tzbUl 1864. father had a 
W.<J'r1I'lI1I-tr~ln~jr1l'lrt business in Later he also a fann 

named "Bellevue" where I was moved from Harrismith sometime 

later and another fann. It was named Uitsoek. was 29 December 

I lived there until I was 18 years old and up with the 

could not work. my wife's uncle me work with a fanner near 

Bu/tfontein for £4110 a month. For this I had to teach school for 12 hours a 
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I was a/so the Catechism teacher and 

etc. I was also hottentot. Later I 

Niekerk and then for a Mr. Carl Pretorlus of K/i.,/n,nt",in 

will-maker 

for a Mr. Van 

where the Glen 

stands Both Mr. van Niekerk and Mr. Pretorlus 

treated me very well. When I school in 1892 for a Mr. Dr. the 

old man would not let me go. He me to a at Glen Station 

and here I am still to this 1943! 

it in 
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a 

sat 

'Dear !Flame 

J1l sellSt of recognition tnat first tUzy wfit,n I came 

waitiTIIJ· 

J1ls I ~t! towartls you, you smilet!. I almost 

rtaditt! out ant! fiuggtt! you. SOmttliing in 

'We taJq.t!. I tof4 you. JIIJl W tears ft([ into 

6'Uck:§t$ em 

Outsitlt I ""tied W urns of water 

untlsr W trees, you fWve auk foliswimming 

arount! in tliem. 

into pots untlsr my t1US ant! fiIld tIiem witli water. 

I afways IQuw wr. was a fi::piglit em a 

white /iorSt I tfit{ not ~ow 

fit, wouf4 6t owr a liuntlr.t! ant! fifty years ofit. 

Isawwta6ft 

witli Lort! !Muner 

ant! JiIlJraIiam !Fisclitr. Loter, untlsr 

;-.. - r---',,' Iaatlitrtt! ant! 

tid a cliain for you, Iik:§ we tfit{ as cliiftfnn. 

On !MotIsftr !1Ijver. 

I've 6ten ruufi:ntl1iis journois. 

It was tl(!lCtfy one liunt!ret! years oeo, 

fast "i¢t, fit, fouolit in W 6attfe. 

6yco-incwna. 

'Dear !Flame, tfWnKyou for sliowiTIIJ me W 

roatl6acK., 

ran 
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maroon bruises 

On the journey back to Cape Town, Joe and Catrina stopped at Springfontein to 

\lisit the concentration camp site and cemetery 

The station at Springfontein was like a Victorian country station Broekie 

lace and corrugated iron painted maroon Looking out at the lonely station 

platform, her eyes met those of a street hawker selling mealies and oranges The 

trains carrying the women and children stopped here - cattle carts, 

'Cattle carts, trenches and concentration camps - the gift of the English to 

the wand' said Joe, 

251 
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a cross as as a 
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over 

Christina Maria 

beloved 

and Willem 

b. 30 Dec 1901 

d. 3 March 1902 

more names 

it 

so 
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no one 

was 

me-
. ..,,, ...... ,,, ....... it.' 

as if are 

no 

a 
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was on 

'I 

a 

It is me. I am 

no 
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or 
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so 

to 

where was 

was 

over 

new 
I was 

as 
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us -sons 

TllI'ln&:lr~ never us 

a \AI!::IT&:II,\/ 

A DlaCK-SnC)UIClerE!O 

was 

me 
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saw 

I dream of Ouma. I am at home. Her house is filled with lots of children 

and Ouma has come to She is 94 years frail but still active. I 

am so around with the .... ,..",.,,..,,., chores. Ouma has to 

up with me. I can see she is 

what I am and she has that 

I can see she is worn out. The house is full. There is chaos with 

I have to go 

lam 

and the children around with her. When 

very late and the children are It is 10 o'clock at 

is still not cooked. I it into the oven 

We are in a 

itis 

and the chicken 

me. It 

has been two or three now and I am n\J~!nMm/Jnnr feel like .'U':t'A.<Il'11it1ln 

Ouma is on her bed but needs to drink and eat. 

know I am but in 

mine. her a drink in a I take it 

to her. I know she is very weak. I know she is her the tell 

her I will her to eat soon. I lie down next to her and my 

arm around her. I tell her I know she is and that it is OK. sisters and 

their children come in. I shout at them to go away and leave us. Can't 

see that Ouma is 

to tell her that she is that I know and that it is 

me. the We 

are on a cosmic ride As we hold on to one the whole 

universe tunnels around us and in a of colour. 

as she is gone and I am back at home. I am next to her 

bed. It is the bedclothes are down. The bottom sheet is 

where she 

A tooth, old and lies in her bed. 

It was 
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WBllKEtO over 
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over a 
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I am a museum. .... .:.,"1'\10 come me,' 
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summer 

",...,. ... "he in a over a COIJPE~r 

a more seasons 

a mil"li~tl 
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same 
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is 

on 

now. 

some canvas 

was 

was 

are 

as if 

a 

It was warm a 

walke~d ""a":li .. ...,IC! it. 

so 

alassE~s were 

.... n,uln'a" in 

it. was no one, OJY""'''''''' 

It was warmer 



Univ
ers

ity
 of

 C
ap

e T
ow

n

was was use it 

on 

'I someone 

own. 
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across 

once 

1 

a corner. It 

were 

It 

'The red heifer left on the field 

of Mssrs. H.N. Brown and sons 

will be sold to expenses 

if not collected 30 Nov. 1901.' 

sea 

was a 

even 

women in 

a 

'nt'll ..... ''''' ... ·,,'I'1''I was 

were 

:::II1'1"1,1"'1&:I'~ on 

if 
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now 

12 
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own 
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war. 
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in a maze. 

A new 

was 

us 

or a 

someone more 

seun 

as someone 

van 

us, 

IYUlc::IY'C, a 

was DOlSSI~)le. 

it 

new 

us, 

us, in our 

'I 

come 
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in 

was "'h,"' .. "' .... ; an on 

It in 

In when President arrived the of the ne~70tlatl(ms, 

the train stOIODB'd at Glen Station. He and friends of his stood on the ",,,,m u", We 

held a sheet of Horrocks Linen. We stretched it between two On the 

sheet were black letters two foot 

GOD GUIDE YOUR NEGOTIATIONS 

The President's to in front of our linen sheet 

and the President lowered his window and '7hank Thank 

was 

over 

in 

it more 

as 

in 
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in 

were 

was 

war, 

On the of the Comm. Olivier gave orders that al/ 

clothed and that the horses must be saddled. 

We were 

Molteno and 

our salvation. The 

cannons and 5000 men, had 

wheels to mask their sound. 

miles horse from the 

the 

force in 

This was to be 

under General with six 

wet ox-hide belts around the wagon 

the from east of Molteno 

so that could attack us in a .~/Jfnn.·;R before aa\IDfE~aK from the 

west. It was :-iwrmflV 

of the war. 

a 

December 1899 and it was also the first battle 

it 

names 

a 
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sense 

on WE~e~:erld h .. ",,~,;,.,. 

on 

a wltaal:Doom 

It is a 

We came across a small camp of women who were from 

The women were the roots of a tree into 

flour. were Jukskeis. When the roots were follicles aDlJearea 

which were cut off. All the were then roasted and 

then up for coffee. gave us some of the to make coffee. 

We blew up like balloons but otherwise came to no harm ... 

a 

it was a 

on 

kettle was on the 

sleE~Din'a in 

on the rnnrn,,:,n of the 

n"JrJH""m~'" were still 

nVIJ;m;~.<: Now their little camp was in a direct line of fire between 

water kettle and the 

that 45 canon and our canon. All at once the howitzer fired but 

the bomb went over the and landed on of the kettle! It made such a 
hole that a horse could have been buried in it! It was worth the OAI1tII'lmB'n 
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IMth th<lir buneMs of I><ld,-kJtMS, ;Gmmbiing !Mlugh Ii", b8(D eri-wim tence and 

running around the 1liII. Their hOrses P'lJit;d over th e wh(~e ten,-e and ga/loptld 

awayl Ofth~ kett~ the ", l'IilS nothing!D M found! p40 

She wanted to throw up her hands some days It was as if she was 

living his life When would she write the story she wanted to write? She 

could almost hear him. He was bitter as he offered the argument he 

always used: thinllS did not go as badly for him as they would for her if 

she failed to complete this journey 

Did you ever think of Martha your wife and the childr<!!n? Sh<!! 

wanted to throw it at him. In one hundred and fifty pages he never 

mentions the children He makes a note, an aside, that he married 

because he could not get a perm:onent position in the :ortillery Then war 

broke out :000 his life beg,m. He must have known where they were He 

:ofter :0 _, fought to the end, a biffereinder. Th<!! photograph she found 

amongst her aunt's was of him at the end of his life, his boots hung up. 

He is sitting outside his rond,lVei, :osleep in :0 chair. And Milrth:o? She is 

sitting there with him, shelling peilS A woman s work is never done 
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Sometimes s,~e was glac he was not here - 'neither him nor his 

sons She'c rubbed up agains: enough bitterness. Bitterness at t"e 

Erglish stained the fabric of the Afrikaner " esr: A: toe Englis.", but also at 

Ol".e anot.~er T"e war :"ad se: fam:lies one against anoher As :.",e 

iJit/Areinrlers d'agged it In:o a t.",:rd year and guerrilla warfare brothers 

betrayed or.e anot.",er 

0'"",/ "r~s";..\,,t .~'LlfJ" r ."),'~ 1m rr,,;.'" go I", Bi"""r;{rx;,'&,r;. T .... &re ':101& .''''qa.'''' ,'10''3 

.., th e :;""'''''' '-''''0 ,"rj ~' U ,.,,, R:,i'w:,y &,rerju if, 8h&.',o/0.",.if .' b9t" .,&1.' La.·d 

M,},.,r, ,Dr~s,-oont Steyn, ,Dresrt.'!'t I(IW;;"', ,,";r[l/; o," ~~-CI"' r, " Ic 

Abraham Fisc.",er. t.",e attorney-general of the Free State, Now :,~e 

ceba:e raged agains: his grandson, Brsm, at SteHenboSC;h U".iversity. You 

scratch the sueface r.d u".derc.es:h i: fear of :.",e u".known a".d betraya. 

from one's own kind. T"ey wan:ed :0 sward :"im an honorary doctorste 

there :"ad been a demon~tra:,on ane: a young lee:!urer ",ad bee~, hurt. o,er 

li:e :hreatenee:. Joe ~aie it was fear. Fear ane: angs:. T",is:s mis-diree:tec. 

a~ger, he explainec.. 'T.~ey are angry with Je Klerk for :,~e betrayal oft.~e 

Afrika".er nation but ca"".o: expres~ it. He's left them in the lurch They 

fear ::"e blacks, are angrf t.",ey have control but :t is not politically corree:! 

:0 say open:y :ha: they hate them So it is e:irected at Fischer, the oce who 

betrayec them before. These are :he ones left wit" unresolvee snger ".ot 

able to come to terms wlh it now' 

As she rd JOe drove the highway~ and byways of her land, she 

wone:erec how the bombarcier ,~ad endurec the vast spaces, the heat. At 

the Gariep, he hae: turnee: west. [le:ing along a 'oae: tha: ran along :,~e 

base of s hill He lea".ed in:o the con:ours of the slope. The veld ws~ 

sca:tered with :ow--growlng bushes ac.d the road lit:ered with sma,1 s:ones 

Jongas cu: across his path regularly a~,d he took his hO'~e off the rose 

when it stumbled over the stones 

All aloeg the route s,~e coulc mark his :rads - Sancdrift 

S:rydenberg Vosberg, Phi:ipstown. Petrusville, Houwater. Here the wor:d 

was ~,eglected as if by GOG, Fences sagged posts le:1 over. He 10 lowee: 

the wagon road nex: to the rai:way li".8. The few ~heep there were, hae 
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gone to feed the army. Here was RlJenosferbult, il ridge of rhino, 

resembling a rhino A diep vlakte a rantjie. In the Watert)erg he reported 

trouble with baboOlls; 

V""Vuuron.o;k,'oo{ was a typical TmmV"DI farm whGrG a oozGn (}C morr 

klmil" " I"ed in " group bocallse of the ,¥atGr thoro. A< th~ burgl",r., trekka:! 

~!Or>g.,id. ti10 Vilal River, """-JilgSt thG thorn tro~" tha Er>gIi.h.o;hOi !oIIIJOm fwm 

~cro.,., II", r"" with lheir Lyddite CD110m. Til" rldga', rOCKY IfJdg~ .• hm:J 101, (){ 

baboons (" i/ery irnluiMiv. f)Ilirr;flIIj. Th" Ern;"'h too/( 1/", baboons lor B""r~ N id 

~ied mightily w~h Lyddte as thG 800m movO<! !>long th~ rfy~r unhind. red.' We 

w.rr loid I1OW. il!l illo"l) the ridl}es, the "aboons stOO<! [);mgh/. A., .'OOn ~" 1/", 

LyJ;J~~ bOOlbs burst til"Y an disapp&arod. To th& E"fJ1im ~ sa&mod ~., .' ,,<]1) ~., 

IlJO bOOlbs bllf'St the Boers were IPlfl. ooly to "PPf'!X D mom""t /8t..,-, ,t~nd"'9 

"pdghl a littl . WilY "!oniJ the ridge. until ~le Ilflxt bom/; buest.' And so ~ '¥""t "1Id 

[.,' [)II"" Til ~ ~rlflmy w"sted many bomt" there' p79 

When he crossed the Karoo to the Northern Cape, he came across 

a terrible sight A baboon was hung on a gate post, spread-eagled. It was 

a warning to the troop. VVhen he was here it was winter - colder than 

USUill. Snow faits were reported across the Northern Cilpe and Free Stilte, 

places that did not usually get snow She wondered when he learnt of his 

wife and children bemg sent to the concenlration camp ilt Norvills Punt 

He doesn't say, On August 16'- they got to OmkeriJoek. It was deserted 

but for il few local peasant farmers The next day there was no food. They 

reached a rocky ledge where there was il stone house. It WilS, but for a 

shO!-!!p and two piglets, empty. The soldiers had been the week before, the 

headman told them. He was enraged. The English hild burned the huts 

and slaughtered the animills All of them except thrO!-!!. They had escaped, 

He wrote in his journal, 'This is lIIhat the so-cililed civilised English 

do The upholders of the faith, the leaders of the Christian world' 
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koppies and sphinxes 

Joe and Catrina headed to Calvinia along the line he described from 

Kimberley to De Aar. The landscape changed and there were pointed 

koppies. As they drew closer, the koppies changed into a huge sphi~x 

looking west, His descriptions of the veld still held 

In that p~rt of ffJ ~ KIJlU(), Ihe ro<ri w~" Iov~ly but IfIway" gravlii ~ik~ flflliiy 

grourYi dislfll"']r~~d sl()ne). TlJ~ ~""h of Ihs ",lids we", covs",d ";HJ liltI~ 

bu"",," (()r "hrubS! whitlJ th~y c~~ ~ tIJ",e·lh()m budJ. TlJM~ Hille ffHu·IIHJm 

bushe" grow IDg~IIJ ~r in dumps Nld ber"~n IIJM' th8 gr()und is Mre. W/",n 

)'Ou I~~v~ th~ rolld ~nd rid~ IhrouglJ ih8S8 ~us!res, YDur hDrSe oontinuiJAy 

stumbles Nld trips ~s the wilDi8 pI~ce is tunn&/i€id by'mi08 pi04 

They drove along in that clear light that is so distinctive of a late 

Karoo afternoon honeyed so that they. too, looked sweet She read the 

journal out loud, 

Our Corom,mdo g()1 I() C~lvini~ wlJiGh !j."s t() ih~ SO<1HJ of a long mount"", 

8 bitlii<~ lI~ val Hili wi iligller. 
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Calvinia is typical of the Hantilm towns with the distinctive towering 

white Dutch Reformed Church and Victorian stoeps with people sitting in 

the afternoon sun 

Here Il>6y met & man, a Bast~r, named Abram £sao. \'11>0 hod 0 soddi" _ 

m8k"'9 busineu. He "as the only me '''''' 0 kicked r;p a groat fuss alloo! th~ 

Boo," eommoodo. Hi> ... as rnk~n into custOOj. A patrol look him away'"' tn., 

ord&c 01 F8&)) van der M~fY,". wh~ ',,"s appointl>d by ~rjzog 8S LMddroSl 01 

Ca,Yini •. On the \'lay. Abram trie d to " s,'ape &ild was shQl. dead by too 

lJOOygoard. T/W5 1$ on~ cA the msllers Ihal Lord KHe/lener h~,'d ~ver to hfN~ 

Loorldros F&a)) VS)) der M~!W8 appear !:xifore coun c~.rg<!d wffh "",,,,",r plO!i 

The Hantam Hotel was down the road It was once called the Royal 

Hotel. Ron, a Yorkshireman, was watching rugby As they walked into the 

red and wood-pilnelled room. her eye followed the light to the arches 

across the other el1d. Throogh the arches the room opened to another - a 

billiard room. A moment ago she was reading from a document, words 

written 100 years ago She was enquiring about a place she had no idea 
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about The next she was in the very room her ancestor had described, 

Ron poured her a sherry 

Ws st8ysd i<1 C,wioi8 fIX th",~ d8yS H~,e Wloothill>l e,'se happelled 

th~t I w8nt to mentioo, The hotelier "'8' 8 miill naloo Wa,'te", He had a bar 

liNed ",'!h 8R KiMS 01 strong dri"" Now Comm, Ni~uwJudt reG'oned that, any 

group olcomm.n(1o, would h.vs SOm" mM 8m<X1gstlh~m ..00 Ionq lor a sip 

or mor8 01 drink, plOT. ,'t would 08 YJYiS8b., 10 gel rid or!h~ strollll dn'n', H8 

Ihen thollyht up a plan He would h~Y8 th8 ,;!)ole coml"""<Xl Sl8M i<1 "single 

"00, ThBn they would mov~, one oy OM, Ihrough the 100m post th~ openillil 

that was OO1woon th8 bar.M th8 Wli~rd ,,;1000, They 'NJvid e"c/1 g~t 8 q,'ass 

01 drillk, ,'I. ~1'l"'" every""" h.d ~one t!Kough, Ihe", was stin dri"" r~mailling, 

th8Y woukf re(Je&t the PTOCfJSS Tits", w., ~ cooss'" r.,/iow..t.o said th8t he 

had not yst had hi' dn'nk Comm, Nieu'NJudt siood th~,e with nis ,e",>over 

and told the man to just driM Y~M ~s by lI1en he could "" !oog~rdirfer~Male 

H8 refusoo, SO NleuWJudI held his re .. oiYer to the miill, The m,," said 00.' 

and sw&llowsd '~the Y~n8 Ely th8t &ffemoon ",>e could gel ""!y ,'me 

prof) 

Out the back an elongated building stood in the shade of two old 

pepper trees. They were so huge, they could easily be a hundred years 

old It was obvious, This was a stable. It was long with five openings: the 

middle door had a gable. On each end of the building was a matching 

gable, This was where the horses would have been stabled along with Jan 

and the other groomsmen Oupa and the burghers had stayed inside the 

Royal Hotel, 
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gu 1l-111ctal silence 

Joe ~Cld C~tr;n~ went o~, to the Brandwater Basin to stay at a guest"farm 

near Fouriesburg. The last time ~er grandfather was here w~s over a 

century ago. How much, she wondered had it ch~Clged, 

They we:!t for a \'Valk. It was e~r:y ~Cld cold 'Ni~,ter had r_s~ed i~, to 

taunt the early spring, They walked ~Iongside the orchard~ of apples am 

peac~es ,~, :ew blos~oms pushed brave pink faces into the c:~ill They 

walked through t~e farm-school playgrourxJ and thro~g:- a g~te OCl the far 

side. A track fodowed the cu;ve of the ridge dowCl ;oward~:he river. She 

jUllped across boulders ~Cld hopped down. T~e river was silent and cold 

A copse of silver poplars stood in gun-metal s:lence. Only the wil!m''''; 

Vl<Jre in ear,y leaf. Not~ing moved, a:!d the, she saw a spotted priClia dart 

up on:o a reed It ble ..... aCl alarm and flicked off clicking loudly She t~ought 

of a favourite poet Mary Oliver. and why s~e wakes early. This ..... as a 

place, like Herlla~,u~. to ..... ake early,:o bea_ty. Back at the farmho~5e she 

had heard t~e rooster cro ..... befo.'e s~nrise and t~en afterwards the 

can~rie~ in the top of the blueg~m :~ees The hadedas wit- their h~untiClg 

", 
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Had he tried to call her and her ears were closed to the voices of 

grandfathers, shut to the language? Is that why Ollma acted as 

intermediary? She knew the cleft - the severance of the stream, where 

the river was diverted She knew to lead her there, to take her to the river 

and point Ollt the blockage, the damming up, Together they beheld the 

spillage together, the wasted fields 

The highway between Clarens and Founesburg is called God's 

Highway Sandstone cliffs glowed, Bewitching hour, said Joe, There's a 

Pierneef wherever yoo look, They stopped at a sentinel called The 

General for a photograph, Jacob Hendrik Pierneef was born in Pretoria in 

1886, the son of a poor builder and not well educated During the Boer 

war, his family retllrned to Holland where he began painting, He came into 

contact with the old Dutch masters, and he returned to South Africa to 

become a full time painter Ouma and her family had also fied the Boer 

War, but were too far removed from their Dutch roots to go to Holland_ 

They sought shelter here in the foothi~s of the Maluti Mountains_ 

They missed the tllrn-off to Carolina Lodge and found themselves at 

the border post, Caledonspoort. The Lodge was doser to Fouriesburg 

than they'd realised, They turned around The mountains looked like 

furnaces fired for the night. They glowed over the pink grass of the 

hoagland as they drove the car down the road to the farmhouse, A 

rhebud stud its head up from the long rooigres 
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lucy 

II was July al'\d Lucy had arrived in Cape Town Sh O!! had one day with her, 

to give her the book. HO'W to do it, she didn't know Thel'\ it dawned. The 

perfect place, the sellil'\g the history. It was there the English army had 

set off 10 stamp out the rag-tag army of the Boers Lord KitchO!!l'\O!! r had 

stayed there It would be a circle She told her to get dressed for tea, she 

would pick her up at three 

As they drove up 10 Ihe pale pink hotel, the Mount Nelson, the 

familiar columns, a bizarre sight greeted them. Santa Claus was climbing 

the pillars 'VVhat on earth? Lucy said. The guard at the el'\trance, dressed 

in military khaki and pith helmet, explained that it was Christmas in July. 

The table was laden. Ptrtlt fours and cucumber sal'\dwiches were set 

out on damask lil'\el'\, with fruit cakes and kookslsters Scones, cream al'\d 

strawberry jam Indian waiters served tea in solid si!ver..vare She poil'\ted 

Lucy to a comer of chintz and linen Chairs. The walls were lined With 

Thomas Bowler prints. The waiter took thO!!ir ordO!!r Earl Grey and Lapsing 

Souchol'\g tea. They were to help themselves to the eats 

At one end of the room a huge oil painting of Lord Kitchener She 

thought of the painting Lucy had, the oil her father had bought at 

Shepherd and Barker's. She had hung it in hO!! r dining room Visitors 

wal'\ted to kl'\ow why she had a portrait of Stalin 

At the other end, a 100 table with a large arrangement of flowers, 

strelitzias and flame lilies. 

Catrina gave Lucy the book. 
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