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Editorial
This being the last edition for 2021, the Writers’ Group decided to produce a ‘bumper read’ to see you over the holidays.
We hope that you will enjoy the variety of topics, some sad, some happy. We trust that the holiday season will be a
special time remembering Christmases past, beloved family and friends, and all the good times.

I Remember The Astra Tea Room Bioscope in Kimberley
by Gordon Johnson.
The Astra Tea Room bioscope was next to the Main Post Office in Kimberley. I remember the young usherette with the yellow miniskirt,
bright floral blouse, and blonde ponytail who served a small paper cup filled with overly diluted Oros and four Marie biscuits in a small paper
plate, to each patron as soon as they were seated. I am still amazed at how she could, in the dark, paper cup filled to the brim with watery
Oros in one hand and paper plate in the other hand, navigate between the feet of the patrons, without spilling a drop.
The Astra bioscope was frequented by many Post Office employees, including myself and two of my friends,
every first Saturday afternoon after payday. I remember smoking was allowed in the bioscope in the early sixties.
We splurged a big chunk of our pay on huge cigars which we puffed on after interval, while the main feature played
on the screen.
I remember the Monday mornings at work, when we discussed the latest episode of serials like The Lone
Ranger or Tarzan, which was screened after the African Mirror newsreel.
Each episode ended with a cliff-hanger, and we would speculate on
what was going to happen in the next episode.
Oh, I remember it so well!

https://www.bing.com/th?id=OIP.lnOcf1qtz3Cau7q40PrF4AHaGG&w=169&h=170&c=8&rs=
1&qlt=90&o=6&pid=3.1&rm=2
https://th.bing.com/th/id/OIP.w3tCIqz2vjEVLiOy0c8sjgHaMx?w=185&h=319&c=7&r=0&o=5
&pid=1.7

MOTHER TONGUE
by Nancy Tietz (RMT)
ALPHA AND OMEGA
(Reflecting on a
Christmas card)
by Laura Maynard.
Blessed night
Filled with light
Angels praising
Shepherds hailing.
Bright star
In the sky
Guiding
The Magi
From lands
Far and wide
To worship
The Divine King
Sovereign
Of everything.
Mother mild
Gazing lovingly
Down upon
Your
God Incarnate
Child.
Did you foresee
Him die
In agony
Nailed to a tree
On Calvary
That man
May live eternally?

Lenore Davey was a highly qualified teacher of English and Latin and would introduce appropriate quotations
from both into family life, at the drop of a hat.
For example, when her bathroom towel, which was always neatly folded on the rail was used by everyone else,
a new towel made an appearance. She told the family it was “Pro bono publico”, (For the benefit of the public).
When her husband offered a family outing to Kirstenbosch or the Museum, the boys all plumped for the
Museum. Lenore turned to her youngest, Celia and asked,
“Where would you like to go?” and Celia said
“Museum!” The response from her adoring mother was,
“Et tu Brute!” with the sadness of Caesar himself.
Her most used quotation from Shakespeare was “When troubles come, they come not one by one as single
spies, but in battalions”! At such moments everyone knew a light bulb had fused, the gardener had watered
the weeds and pulled out the seedlings, the book she was reading had fallen into the washing-up and the cat
had scratched the new cushions on the sofa.
When a new puppy came to live with them, the children were delighted and gave all their attention to Rory,
with cuddles and walkies and balls of newspaper tied to a long piece of string, with which they tried to
outsmart Rory, while Topsy waited patiently in the wings for her turn. Lenore’s comment when she saw this
scene was “Love is not love which alters when it alteration finds”.
The children took this to be a reprimand and stared fearfully with eyes and mouths wide open, to which their
mother responded “Don’t sit there like patience on a monument smiling at grief!”
One Sunday afternoon Mr Davey had his chance to retaliate after a family gathering to celebrate Lenore’s
birthday. There were her 3 sisters and 2 sisters-in-law, four aunts, several cousins, (all girls) and his great Aunt
Aggie.
Great fun was had by all, but Mr Davey was thankful that it would be 365 days before that “Monstrous
regiment of women” would descend on their home again.

IT CRASHED AT MY FEET
by Sobhna Poona

When I was little, I knew my sweet tooth would someday get me into trouble. Biscuits were my favourite tea-time treat; smothered in chocolate, or
rolled in coconut, or sandwiched with cream, or kissed with a sprinkle of icing sugar. My father would open the biscuit tin and say, “It’s empty. The
biscuit queen has struck again.”
To prevent further heists, my dad decided to hide the biscuits. He stored the treats in a large tin with beautiful colours, high up on the kitchen shelf.
I would sometimes stare at the pretty pictures on the tin, wishing my short arms could reach up and touch it. One day as I was staring at the tin, I
discovered it was covered in images depicting nursery rhymes. There was Little Bo Peep and her sheep, Jack and Jill, Old Mother Hubbard, and
Little Miss Muffet. “That tin is meant just for me,” I convinced myself. “It is like a gift with so many pictures telling wonderful stories.”
One afternoon I got comfortable on the floor, my thoughts distilling the illustrations and making up little stories of my own. I took Little Bo Peep and
her sheep on an adventure across the fields. Jack and Jill did not tumble down the hill. Instead, they filled their pail with yummy treats and ate and
sang and danced. Old Mother Hubbard had a magical cupboard that overflowed with mouth-watering treats. And her dogs were fat and well fed, as
they played contentedly at her feet. Little Miss Muffet ate yummy porridge with milk, sugar and real butter, and the spider became her best friend,
just like Charlotte and Wilbur.
As my imagination journeyed across the mesmerizing canvass, so far from my tiny reach, my eyes fell on the old broom leaning in a lonely corner
next to the murmuring fridge. Was the fridge warning me to immediately stop what I was thinking, or was it helping me carefully construct a plan
that was slowly unfolding in my head? The old rusted fridge hummed and murmured. Suddenly it went quiet and then rattled and murmured again. I
promptly decided the old “rusty” was in agreement with me, and urging me to execute my plan.
Tingling with excitement, I sprang to my feet, fear mingling with exhilaration. I felt like an elated sorcerer’s apprentice as I gleefully grabbed the
broom, gripped the wooden handle with trembling hands, and carefully moved the end of the broom towards the shelf. It was a small kitchen and a
tight squeeze for a chubby eleven year old. I struggled to manipulate the long handle, but took a deep breath and slowly steadied myself. Sweat
trickled down my neck. I exhaled, nearly knocking over a glass bowl and losing my grip. Then mustering every ounce of strength and courage, I
placed the soft bristles behind the tin, holding my breath as my arms pushed the tin closer and closer towards the edge
of the shelf.
In a room down the passage, my parents were enjoying music belting out over the radio. I paused. I hoped
they weren’t going to call me for something. Or worse still, come to the kitchen to check if supper was on
the stove because they couldn’t smell anything cooking. Seconds ticked past. I could feel my tiny heart
drumming inside my chest. Sweat dripped from my palms. I couldn’t let go of the broom. It was too late to
stop now. The tin was teetering at the edge of the shelf. In a sudden burst of confidence I made the final
push, and the tin with all its contents came plunging towards me, like a great volume of stories hurtling towards my
frightened little head. The tin crashed to the ground making a loud racket. I watched in horror as the lid flew off and
the tin, bouncing on the concrete floor, emptied its delicious contents all over the kitchen. I squeezed my eyes shut and
wondered what was going to happen next.
THE END

CHRISTMAS TURKEY
by Liinda Smith
IT WAS CHRISTMAS EVE AND I WAS THE TURKEY: not the baste-regularly-while-roasting-for-three-hours kind, but the kind who
has done something ill-advised. In that sense, I was a turkey to remember. It happened like this:
I had arrived, single, and at the relatively ineligible age of forty-six. Forties are bad for a woman because, one, you’re well past the
first flush of youth (indeed, flushes of a different kind are just around the corner) and two, there aren’t many widowers your age
around. So it was somewhat of a magical chance that I met Michael Brookes; three years older than I was, kind, considerate, no noxious
vices, and he enjoyed my company as much as I enjoyed his.
We met at the beginning of the new business year and instantly “clicked”. At the end of our first conversation I thought, “He’s nice. I
wonder if he’s married.” It turned out he was recently divorced, but miraculously, neither cynical nor needy. A staff team-building hike
provided an opportunity for a long fireside conversation, and soon we were actively seeking each other’s company.
As the year progressed we became recognised as “an item” and by December, Michael decided it was time for me to “meet the family”,
most of whom lived in Cape Town. We arrived at his full-to-overflowing parent’s home on Christmas Eve. Michael was almost knocked
over by a group of enthusiastic nephews and nieces and I was made to feel welcome by a sister and sister-in-law. We chatted for a
while until they were called away, one to the kitchen and one to attend to a bumped elbow and tearful face.
While Michael engaged in brotherly banter with some of the family men, I wanted to make friends with whom I had begun to hope
would later be my in-laws. So I seated myself next to an older woman whom I guessed was Michael’s mother. She asked how he and I
had met. Still star-struck and much in love, I told her in romantic detail, how taken I had been with him since our very first encounter.
My tongue loosened by the drink I had been offered on arrival. I rhapsodized about the magic of our relationship and how good it was
for both of us that he had escaped his previous loveless and dispiriting marriage. I blush to admit I even sang a few lines from
“Somewhere over the Rainbow”.
As our intimate conversation was drawing to a close, a “ta-da!” from the kitchen announced that the dinner, turkey and all, was ready.
Michael, detaching himself from some kind of scrum, claimed me back, with “Come and meet Mom”.
I responded, “Oh, we’ve already been chatting.”
“Mom’s been in the kitchen all evening,” he said. “Perhaps you’ve been talking to Aunt Mabel?” I indicated the woman who had been such
a good listener to my romantic outpourings.
“Oh,” Michael said, “That’s Mary-Ann. She’s still on good terms with the family.” I racked my slightly befuddled brain. The only MaryAnn I could think of was his ex-wife. Oh!

THE INNOCENT ONE
by Laura Maynard.
During the early 1980’s my husband injured his back, and was hospitalised. I visited him regularly.
One day when I got to the hospital, it was not yet visiting hours so I sat on a bench outside. Shortly afterwards another woman came out and
sat down beside me. I could see she was upset and had been weeping. I didn’t want to intrude so I pretended I was reading my magazine.
Obviously wanting to talk to someone, she said, “It’s as though I am looking down into a deep black hole and cannot see what is at the bottom.”
I looked up and gently asked, “Would you like to tell me what’s troubling you?”
Her eyes filled with tears again. “I am sitting here waiting for an ambulance to take our teenage son to Johannesburg. We were on holiday at
the South Coast when Chris, who is a haemophiliac, began showing signs of flu. Soon he became extremely ill, so my husband and I took him to
hospital. X-Rays and tests have been done, but the doctors cannot pinpoint the cause of the infection. They are sending him to Johannesburg
for further tests.”
Just then a nurse came out to call her, and she left.
The following Sunday I went to fetch my husband from the hospital, and bought The Sunday Times newspaper.
The main story with pictures on the front page was about the funeral of a teenage boy who had contracted the new HIV/AIDS virus, due to
having had a blood transfusion with tainted blood.
The photo of his mother was the woman I had met outside the hospital.

by Sobhna Poona
It was Christmas Eve. I was just settling down when I heard a loud knock on the CASTLE door. Fred, my butler
opened the door. To our surprise, there stood a BAGMAN in a long overcoat. He was soaked to the skin. He said
he had come a long way to find me. He had even crossed a RIVER. I invited him to sit down at the TABLE and
poured two glasses of wine. He told me he was an actor, we were related and that’s why he had sought me out.
Then he took off his coat and placed a pair of FISHNET-STOCKINGS on the table. I gasped. His pair of stockings
was the only thing he had saved before the theatre had burned down. My thoughts were confused. “If we were
related, was he after my money or a claim to my castle?”

AN ECCENTRIC RELATIVE
by Noreen Burton
Pierre had recently arrived in London from Jersey. He was unused to city life, having spent all of his twenty-three years living in a quiet rural backwater. The
lawyer who had overseen his relocation to England had arranged for him to be invited to Lady Caroline’s ball. He had been advised to accept the invitation as
this would introduce him to the cream of London society, but the lawyer had omitted to give him any advice as to dress code.
“I mean, there’s eccentricity and then there’s ECCENTRICITY, darling!” exclaimed the Hon. Pauline Fortesque to Lady Mabel Atherton, behind her fan. “Who is
he?”
The ladies, dressed in the very latest evening fashion, were seated at the Whist table in Lady Caroline’s drawing room. Both were well into middle age, which
they felt gave them the social right to judge others.
The object of their attention was a fair-haired young man of athletic build standing by himself near the piano. He was a new-comer to their social circle,
purported to be very wealthy, having unexpectedly inherited High Middleford Manor and a large fortune from an uncle who had died leaving no direct heirs.
It was quite clear to the ladies that Pierre de la Croix, for that was the young man’s name, had no idea of how an eligible English bachelor should present
himself in society.
“He’s going to find it hard to attract a suitable wife from the upper echelons of society dressed like that,” replied Lady Mabel, raking the young man from head to
foot with her cold, grey eyes, positioned under over-arched and decidedly snooty eyebrows.
“Perhaps we should take him in hand as our project for the summer, dress him and find him a wife. What do you think, Mabel?”
Pauline could picture the two of them shaping the callow youth into what she considered to be a model of attractiveness and fashion.
There was a pause while they attended to the Whist game in hand, during which time Pierre made his way to the far side of the room. People moved aside as if
preferring not to be associated with him. It didn’t surprise him.
Pierre had arrived at High Middleford Manor to find only an old retainer in attendance, so left to his own initiative, he had gone through his late uncle’s wardrobe
and dressed himself in what he assumed was suitable evening wear. It wasn’t. Even he could see that a red riding jacket, matched with a pink silk cravat, blue
waist coat and stockings and black satin pumps made him stand out like a ballerina in a farm yard.
Feeling extremely embarrassed, he decided to leave and made his way around the room to the entrance and out into the hall. As he left, he passed two young
women who had just arrived. They stared at him and he heard one of them say,
“Quel l’homme intérresant! Qui est-il?”
/Cont…

The young woman who had asked the question was Annabelle Blythe-Morrissey. She and her cousin were ‘coming out’ and were new to society. Although she
had grown up in France, Annabelle’s autocratic Grand Aunt Mabel had insisted on finding her a suitable English husband. Inwardly, Annabelle had seethed. She
disliked English gentlemen, finding them self-absorbed, boring and generally unintelligent, but she had held her tongue for her family’s sake. Now, here she was
with her cousin Maud at her first ball and the only young man that she had found even remotely interesting had just left.
A feeling of total rebellion swept through Annabelle’s heart. “Come on Maud, let’s follow him. I’m sure our carriage is still outside.” Giggling, they ran back out of
the building and bumped straight into the strange young man, who was waiting for his carriage to be brought round from the stables.
“Pardon!” exclaimed Annabelle, as she gathered herself and dropped a slight curtsy.
“C’est bon. Pourquoi es-tu si pressé?” replied Pierre, making a slight bow.
“Tu parle français!”
“Oui. Do you speak English?”
“Oh, yes! But I grew up in France. I’m Annabelle and this is my cousin Maud.”
“Enchanté, mademoiselle, I am Pierre.”
“Oh dear,” cried Annabelle. “We haven’t been properly introduced. This is so wrong! And I would like to know you better.”
All this time Maud had been staring open-mouthed, stunned by her cousin’s total lack of decorum. Now she came to the rescue.
“I know what we’ll do. Tell me a bit about yourself, sir, and if you’ll come back inside with us I’ll ask my Aunt Caroline to introduce us. After that we can talk
openly.”
And that is what they did. Having been properly introduced, Maud and Annabelle introduced Pierre to Maud’s mother. Lady Mabel Atherton was aghast and quite
embarrassed to be seen to be associated with a person of so little breeding! However, English society being what it was, once she learned of the extent of
Pierre’s wealth, his eccentric dress sense was immediately forgiven and explained as Pierre being colour blind – which he wasn’t.
By the end of the summer Pierre and Anabelle were engaged to be married. Their wedding took place on a beautiful spring morning, followed by a honeymoon in
Jersey.
On the morning after their arrival Pierre came down to breakfast dressed as he had been on the evening they had met.
“I have always wanted to have an eccentric relative. Now I am married to one,” laughed Annabelle as she kissed him heartily.

DINNER PARTY DISASTERS
by Nookie Middleton
As many of us do, I was reflecting on how Covid 19 has affected my life. BC, Before Covid, and PC, Post Covid. And I suddenly realised that I had
not given a Dinner Party since the first Lockdown. Almost two years ago! That led to me remembering Dinner Parties, BC.
Newly married and short of cash, we hosted a Dinner Party for four of our friends. Everyone was looking forward to the main course - fillet steak,
chips and salad. After the first course was done, I went into the kitchen where I had left six fillet steaks on a wooden board. Alack and alas, our
cat had found them first - demolished one and almost finished the second! All I had left were four fillets and in the fridge, two slices of stewing
steak.
So I prepared and served the fillet steaks to our guests, and we had the stewing steaks. I tried to subtly signal my husband not to say anything,
but to no avail. “Gosh, this is awfully tough. I can hardly cut it,” he moaned. The guests who were enjoying the tender fillet, were puzzled, saying it
was delicious. I, of course, threw my husband under the bus and told him not to be silly!
At another dinner party, I decided to serve Gazpacho Soup as a starter, as we were in the middle of a hot summer. Obviously my dearly beloved
had never heard of it and was horrified after his first spoonful. “You have forgotten to heat the soup up.” I calmly explained that Gazpacho Soup is
supposed to be served cold, giving a little “Oh what a silly man” laugh as I did so. “Hell no,” he exploded. “It’s bloody awful. I’m going to warm
mine up. Can I warm up anyone else’s?” He slept on the couch for a few days after that!
During another party with new friends whom we did not know well, I thought my husband was being indiscreet by sharing too many of our
personal details. So I gave him a small kick under the table - really not hard enough to cause the reaction he gave. He leant down, grabbing his
leg and complained loudly. “Why did you kick me so hard?” Our new friend said, “I also do that to my husband when I don’t want him to say
something!” Oh, if only I knew how to disappear into thin air!
And, of course, there were other disasters. One evening, about six weeks after the birth of our first baby, we were exhausted and decided to go to
bed at 7pm. At 7.30pm the doorbell rang and my husband answered it in his pyjamas. To our bewilderment, they were friends whom we had
invited to have supper and see our new baby! And there was the time we had just eaten supper and the phone rang. As soon as I heard the voice,
I remembered we were due to join them for a dinner party. “No, No, I said, we are just leaving. Be there in ten minutes!” Have you ever tried to eat
two large meals within an hour?
As these and other memories, flooded in, I suddenly thought that not giving Dinner Parties was one of the very few advantages of Covid 19. But I
do miss the camaraderie and friendship. Solution: Meet at the local Eatery or order in pizzas.

FOILED AGAIN
by Sobhna Poona
It was Xmas eve, and Farmer Jane was carefully folding something large in a sheet of aluminium foil. Her fingers twisted both ends of the parcel, sealing in
the contents. Then she ran her palm over the top of the mound before placing the tray in the hot oven. Outside the kitchen window, Tom, a robust turkey,
pressed his beak against the window pane. He swallowed hard as he watched the scene unfold. Then pacing back and forth, his periscope head scanned the
environment, alert to every colour and movement. Several hens arrived with a few noisy poults in tow. “Shhhh,” Tom said, as he quietened the crowd. They
were all burdened by the same terrifying question. Who was going to be plucked next?
Tom was the oldest gobbler on the farm and in his own words “had avoided being carved, sliced and drizzled with sauce, one too many times”.
“Now, now...settle down,” he said, as the hens clucked and chirped. “We must not be confused with our distant and stupid cousins, the domesticated turkey
commonly found in freezers. We are smart, wild turkeys, birds of superior intelligence and unpredictability. If we use our heads, we can all get through this
unscathed.” The colour of Tom’s head changed from white to blue to red as his emotions intensified. “Kee-kee, kee-kee!” chorused the hens as they peered
through the window. At that moment, Farmer Jane leaned towards the oven, lifted the tray with gloved hands and set it on a large trivet. The hens gasped as
she slowly unfurled the tin foil, allowing steam to puff into the air. The foil wrapping shimmered and rustled then fell open, revealing heaps of baby potatoes,
chunks of pumpkin and butternut, a smattering of colourful pimentos, sliced red onions, chopped purple carrots and plump zucchinis. Aromas of cinnamon,
butter and herbs wafted across the yard.
“Foiled again!” Tom sighed in relief. Then he fluffed up his feathers, flew into the air, circled the crowd and landed again on his powerful legs. He enjoyed the
attention; strutting about, raising his beak and displaying his long snood for all the hens to admire. The hens purred and yelped, clamouring for Tom’s
attention.
What are we thankful for?” Tom shouted jubilantly, strutting and gobbling.
“Vegetarians!” the happy hens chirped in chorus. “Vegetarians!”
Some Turkey Facts
Males are called Toms or Gobblers.
Females are called Hens.
Baby turkeys are called Poults
Turkey’s poop identifies their gender. They ingest stones to aid digestion.
Both genders cackle. Only males gobble, usually to attract a hen. Females
purr, yelp, chirp. Turkeys kee-kee when they are distressed. Poults whistle.
A group of turkeys is called a rafter.
Wild turkeys are different to domestic turkeys which are bred for eating. Wild
turkeys live for 3-5 years. Domestic ones live for about ten years.
Wild turkeys have about 5500 feathers. They can fly short distances of up to
80km per/hour. They also have powerful legs and can run up to 30km per
hour. Wild turkeys sleep in trees. They can see in colour, have excellent day
time vision and can see better than humans.

Turkeys love to be stroked, petted and cuddled. They will remember your
face and if they like you, they will come up to you to greet you. Turkeys also
love music and will cluck along with the songs.
Caruncles are the fleshy bumps that grow on the turkey’s head.
The long, red, fleshy area that grows from the forehead over the bill is a
snood while the fleshy growth under the turkey’s throat is called a wattle.
These pieces fill up with blood and turn bright red when a tom wants to
attract a hen but they can also turn blue if the turkey is
scared.
The colour of their head changes from red to blue to
white depending on their emotions.
A turkey’s wishbone, called a furcular, dates back
150 million years and has been linked to meat eating
dinosaurs.

GREY
by Noreen Burton
Veronica had left Komani well before dawn. She had been forced to stay overnight in Komani as she had been held up at work, only leaving Somerset East after
three pm. In a way, breaking a long journey through a dangerous part of the Eastern Cape had proved to be a good thing. She had gone to bed early and had time
to think about her marriage to James.
Veronica woke with an ominous feeling and a heavy heart to the sound of her alarm, well before dawn. Then she remembered – she was on her way to Kokstad to
attend the funeral of her beloved mother-in-law, Shona. Thank goodness Shona had not known of her failed marriage; it would have broken her already failing
heart.
Now her surroundings matched her life and, Veronica had to admit, matched her marriage. Pre-dawn on a frosty winter’s morning along the R56 was shades of
black and grey. Grey sky beginning to suggest a rosy dawn ahead, grey veld bleached in the valleys with the lighter grey of frost, black outlines of thorn trees
scratching into the sky and the black and white road stretching into her future.
The road wound down into a valley, still asleep under a pale blanket warning of fog and poor visibility ahead. Veronica slowed down, snapped on the fog lights and
leaned forward in her seat as if that would make it easier to see. A darker shape loomed out of the fog and Veronica braked hard, swerving at the same time to
miss hitting a cow standing in the middle of the road. Wide awake now she slowed down even more and focused on the road ahead.
Once out of the valley, Veronica’s mind wandered. She had not always loved Shona. In fact, she had not liked Shona at all when she first met her. She had adored
James and couldn’t wait to marry him and share his life. Her eyes began to fill with tears and she wiped them away fiercely and focused on the road. As the sky
lightened she was aware of a village snuggling into the side of a hill. All the doors faced east and in one or two windows lights still burned against the fading night.
Aware of stray dogs and cattle, Veronica drove past the village and into treeless undulating grassland, a sea of grey pierced by black termite mounds.
Veronica’s thoughts turned to Shona. She remembered her wedding and her embarrassment. She winced at the memory. She had not been impressed when she
found out that Shona had chosen to wear a grey silk outfit to the wedding when she knew that the colour scheme was cerulean blue and gold. She remembered
pouting and proclaiming to her mother:
“Grey! Is that a sign that she disapproves of me, sees me as a grey person – like a kitchen sink? Is she predicting a grey marriage with grey storm clouds? I tell
you, she’s giving me a message!”
Somehow Shona had found out. She texted Veronica:
“My dearest daughter, I hope that you won’t mind my choice of colour – grey for my new little dove whom I already love dearly; grey to go with your beautiful eyes.”
And Veronica had come to love her, too. They had grown closer over the years and when Veronica moved with James to Somerset East they had kept in touch
daily.
Then came the dreaded big ‘C’. Veronica and James could not bring themselves to tell Shona that their marriage was in trouble, and she died thinking that all was
well.
On leaving Maclear the scenery began to colour. The dawn was spectacular as the sun peeped over the horizon only to snuggle back down behind a layer of cloud.
Thank goodness, thought Veronica. Driving into the sun is not pleasant, especially in the Transkei with animals on the move and children setting off for school.
Cont …

With the more subdued light she was able to continue at a reasonable speed and enjoy the changing colours. Where the sun broke through the cloud and caught
the frosted fields they sparkled like a blanket of diamonds, with snowflake-like spider’s webs decorating the roadside grass and bushes. How beautiful after the
grey. Veronica’s spirits began to rise with the light and even a crazy taxi driver overtaking on a blind rise could only annoy her for a while.
Her thoughts returned to her marriage. How had it turned out to be grey? Was that because she had not made enough of an effort to keep the sparkle alive? She
had to own her part in the pending breakdown. Was it what she wanted?
The greys and blacks of the pre-dawn changed to blue-grey as the Drakensberg Mountains came into view and escorted her towards Mount Fletcher. The sun
finally got out of bed and turned the mountains blue with here and there the brilliant dazzle of snow still lying on the higher peaks. The sky grew pale as the sun
rose higher, promising warmth later in the day.
Veronica stopped in Matatiele for a late breakfast at Resthaven Guesthouse in Tayler Street. She had made good time and could afford to rest up for a few hours
before setting off on the last 75km to the funeral service later in the afternoon.
She dreaded seeing James again. He was coming from Durban where he had moved two months ago when it became very clear that there was no future in the
marriage. She sat on the veranda lost in thought, idly watching the doves as they hunted for food. “Such beautiful birds with their bright, beady black eyes in a
gentle face. No wonder they were used as symbols of love.”
“They are also grey”, she thought, “But beautiful.” Could a grey marriage be as beautiful? What would it take? Was it worth it? Was she prepared to make the
necessary sacrifices?
She watched as a male bird came bobbing after a little female, cajoling her, inviting her to come and play. The female was not interested. He obviously was not
using the right approach! Undeterred, the male became more persuasive and the female flew away. Veronica smiled. “Much like James and me,” she thought.
“Some things are just not meant to be. I have to tell him today.”
Having changed into her outfit (grey, in honour of Shona), Veronica set off on the last leg of her journey in a much brighter mood. She even sang along to her
favourite CD and arrived at the Anglican Church in Main Street in good time. She entered the church and sat quietly meditating on her relationship with James.
Yes, it was time to move on. All would be well.
Her heart ached when she saw James arrive. He looked like a lost little boy. He came to sit next to her. “Hi, Ronnie. Good to see you. Thank you for being here.”
He sat quietly for a few minutes and then turned to her. “Please can we talk after the service?”
Veronica nodded. She knew what she had to do and didn’t look forward to it.
Once the service was over and Shona’s friends had paid their respects and left, James and Veronica drove to Manora Guest House near the golf club. It was
getting dark and very cold.
Fortified with the complimentary sherry and following a delicious three-course dinner, the Manora hallmark, Veronica and James settled by the fire and had their
first really serious talk. This time it was not as feuding, heart-hurting partners but as rational adults facing a problem together in order seek an amicable solution.
They talked long into the night and by the time they said goodnight everything was settled.
Veronica climbed into her warm bed. “I shall sleep until I wake up,” she said aloud. “And tomorrow I start a new life.”
She sighed as she snuggled into James’ warm, strong arms.

THE BOX WAS EMPTY
by Michael Abdinor
As the sun slid slowly beyond distant koppies, he lowered his aching body onto the well-worn leather couch on the veranda. His brow, burnt by
the merciless sun over the years, was wrinkled but his eyes were bright and alert. I sat down next to him. Silent moments passed. In the
distance a windmill screeched in the evening breeze. The radio crackled softly in the passage.
I turned towards him and said, “I’m leaving at dawn tomorrow.”
He stood up, sighed and said “Promise to return son. This land is your heritage.”
“I will Pa, when the ‘box is empty’.”
I looked out my office window on the twelfth floor. It was Friday in the fast lane. Gym, Squash, Cocktails at my exclusive club. Dinner till the early
hours with Beth, my fiancée, and socialite friends, Malcolm and May. Golf on Saturday. Beth’s apartment for dinner and Sunday brunch for the
four of us on board my yacht El Dorado.
Feeling ashamed and gloomy, I realised I had not given much thought to Pa and the farm. Chasing profits and playing hard with my newfound
wealth in the vortex of high society was my only priority. Life was a myriad of fun, laughter and happiness.
It happened one biting cold July morning. Frost layered the rust-coloured lawn. I do not know why Beth took that route. The car was wrecked
beyond recognition alongside the railroad. She was clutching my engagement ring when they removed her body.
The small church in the country was packed to capacity. Her parents did not look my way and disappeared in the blur of black attired mourners.
My mansion was the first to go. I looked glumly at the auctioneer surrounded by affluent buyers, then left in search of a quiet place. There was
nowhere to hide, so I headed to my office. I sat on a packing crate staring into the distance, trying to fathom out this uncontrollable tailspin. My
thoughts turned to Pa and the farm. I picked up the phone but it was disconnected.
The yacht was the last to go. I did not see or hear from Malcolm and May again. My box was truly empty.
The week before Christmas I packed a duffel bag and left my modest apartment. I almost ran to my battered pick up and headed as quickly as I
could for the south bound freeway.
The tall buildings faded behind me as I chugged along the slow lane. It seemed like hours had passed before the fresh smell of country air
replaced the pungent and acidic smells from industrial smokestacks.
Cont …

Hours later the countryside changed to a familiar brown colour, dotted with rocks and khaki green scrub. Sheep huddled under the sparse mimosa
trees. I left the tar for a neglected sand road. About ten minutes later the engine noise changed, spluttered, and died. As I opened the door some of
the dust caught up with me. I choked. “Not far to go,” I said, grabbing my bag and water bottle and walking with fast determined steps towards the
farmhouse in the distance. Why was it so quiet and desolate? And no animal sounds! I heaved the rusty gate open. It had not seen oil in years. The
broken windmill leaned forlornly to one side. There were no sounds of birds in the thorn bushes.
The unlocked door to the house squeaked on its hinges. The furniture was coated with dust. A smell of decay filled my nostrils. Suddenly I turned
around, sprinted out the door and headed for the tall blue gum trees. In the family crypt was Pa’s headstone - a simple wooden cross. I placed my
head in my hands and wept uncontrollably. When I looked up into the sky, dark clouds had formed on the horizon. Thunder rumbled in the distance. A
bolt of lightning jolted me from my pain and anger. Then the rain fell in torrents and the dry veldt transforming around me, began to smell of a new
beginning.

Memories of friends passed:
Joy Frame
Joy was born in Bulawayo, Zimbabwe, where her
parents ran a hotel. She was educated at St Anne’s,
Hilton where she excelled in sport and became a
games captain. She also excelled in the sciences.
When she left school she trained as a teacher but
later pursued training in physiotherapy. She was
married and had two sons. She practiced
physiotherapy at Cecilia Makiwane hospital and
eventually became head of the department.
After her retirement, Joy joined U3A and served on
the committee. She had a great love for dogs and
enjoyed watching sports. She was a great listener
and encourager, and was involved with Lifeline
where she knew she had saved at least one life and
perhaps many more.
She later developed abdominal cancer. Unfortunately
she did not tolerate chemotherapy well and her
health deteriorated last year. She was admitted to
Lily Kirchmann where she passed away.
Joy, who maintained strong links with her family
throughout her life, left behind two sons and their
families. She was a lovely person who enjoyed life to
the full.

by Trina Sierra

Ella Heathcote
Ella passed away earlier this year following the event of a stroke in 2020. Fortunately, after the
stroke, she regained strength in her legs and right arm, and her mental capacities were very
good. Ella stayed in a comfortable cottage in Beacon Bay where she was well looked after. The
great blessing was that she had access to many books. She was an avid reader and could
converse on many subjects.
Ella was born in Malawi and had three brothers. They all attended convent boarding schools from
the age of four. She attended Salisbury High School for her secondary education and then trained
as a teacher in Primary Education. She soon met her partner whom she married, and had three
sons. One of her sons lives in Australia.
Throughout her marriage she travelled extensively. She later settled in Port St John’s with her
family before moving to East London.
She was skilled in needlework, art, and creative writing, and enjoyed gardening and poetry. She
attended creative writing and musical appreciation groups and was a member of the garden club.
When she was well, my visits to her would last nearly 2 hours, as she could engage in a constant
flow of conversation. I shall remember her with great affection.

MELANCOLIE / EMPTINESS
by Sobhna Poona
The weather was turning grim. Rain threatened
and a storm loomed. Mr Steele dropped his
head, stared at his shoes and sighed. This pair
had seen rough times. Yesterday he had been
through mud, chasing after the spy he had been
tracking. Those shoes had waded through water
after he fell off a bridge, evading bullets from all
directions. “What do I do now?” His thoughts
raced. “I have five minutes before I go into my
meeting with the President of The Firm.” So he
kicked off his shoes and made a decision. “Think
I’ll go bare foot on this one. It will certainly get the
woman’s attention.” After all, the President had
been ignoring his calls. He had been trying to
reach her on the phone all week.
https://th.bing.com/th/id/OIP.c7v3HLjO4jOlw0ISUl48AHaEK?w=185&h=104&c=7&r=0&o=5&pid=1.7

MELANCOLIE / EMPTINESS
by Neela Dhaya
He sat there steeped in sorrow, or so it appeared.
Head slumped down low
His posture suggesting he’d given up
Or perhaps he was just totally exhausted
With his head bowed down, avoiding eye contact and all
communication
Perhaps he was looking through his body
Trying to see a brighter view of the world
But he had not yet given up
For his feet were still firmly planted on the ground.

MELANCOLIE / EMPTINESS
by Linda Smith
Oh, how sad! Lonely, despondent, absolutely empty inside. What road
must he have walked to become this way? It doesn’t happen overnight.
It takes years of disappointment, and hopeful beginnings that go wrong.
And he is alone; he feels utterly alone. He doesn’t even have shoes.
Nothing and nobody is his. Have even his enemies deserted him,
thinking him of no consequence? No sunshine anywhere. Poor man!

CHRISTMAS CRACKERS
EXCUSE THE PATRONS
by Noreen Burton
Jerome entered the huge Customs and Immigration hall and stared. He had never seen
THE BIRD
so many people surrounded by piles of suitcases, trunks, back-packs and bulging holdalls. They were all jostling for a place in the various queues which led to patient officers
sitting behind desks. Not only were there throngs of people, but more people arrived
constantly and pushed their way forward.
Jerome watched in amazement. He noticed that while the people struggled to keep
control of their baggage, the few who were permitted to pass beyond the officials left
their bags behind. These were removed by porters. What was going on?
One of the porters noticed Jerome standing without any baggage and came over to
speak to him.
“Can I help you, young man?” he asked with a smile that lit up his face.
“Oh, thank you,” replied Jerome. “I was sent here but I’m wondering if I am in the right
place.”
“Yes, you are, Jerome. We’re expecting you. You must excuse the patrons. They just
don’t understand that they must leave all their baggage behind before they may enter
Heaven”.

Father Christmas and Mary Christmas were having a tiff.
Mary: You told me it was over long ago.
Father Xmas: Yes dear. That's true. I did visit my exgirlfriend's house. It's my job, you know.
T’was the night before Xmas, and Mary Christmas was
helping Father Christmas load the sleigh. Mary looked up
into the sky and said: “Looks like rain dear".
Mary Christmas: Doctor, Doctor. Santa is stuck in the
chimney?
Dr: Don't worry Mary. It's just a case of Claustrophobia.
Quiz questions:
 What do you call Santa’s little helpers? Subordinate
clauses.
 What’s every parent’s favourite Christmas Carol? Silent
Night.
 Who hides in the bakery at Christmas? A mince spy!
 What did Adam say the day before Christmas? “It’s
Christmas, Eve!”

WOODEN FLOORBOARDS
by Noreen Burton
Your four feet tap out a unique sounding ‘click’
As you seek to find where I hide;
And with wagging tail and brown, loving eyes
You contentedly curl up at my side.
The floorboards are silent – you’ve gone on your way.
I’m bereft, incomplete and so sad;
But I know that you’re now in a much better space
So I smile through my tears and am glad.

THE BIRD
by Linda Smith
They gave me a turkey. Me, a single person renting a shared room in student accommodation. What was I supposed to do with it?
Where was I even supposed to keep it? There was one fridge shared by six of us, two to a shelf. In the fridge door, cheese,
milk, etc. was marked with our initials to ensure we didn’t consume each other’s by mistake. As for the freezer section, well,
being in need of defrosting, there was scarcely room for a packet of frozen peas, let alone a bird bigger than I was from waist
to hip.
My apartment was clearly not an option, so I went to a married friend who lived nearby. She had a real house and would surely
have a proper chest freezer with enough room for my turkey? And besides, she had a kind heart and wouldn’t let me down. I
arrived, arms wrapped around the large bird, in desperate need for help. It turned out her freezer was almost full, in
preparation for a large family Christmas. However, between her Christian charity and my single-mindedness we managed to
wedge the bird into a corner among the other frozen items.
A friend who lived in Las Vegas had invited me to spend Christmas with her family. What a wonderful solution, I thought. The
whole family would be there, parents, siblings, nephews and nieces, so instead of freeloading, I could make a meaningful
contribution to the Christmas dinner.
At only $39 for a flight to Las Vegas, it was clearly the best option for joining my friend for the Christmas break. Packing,
however, presented a novel problem. The average suitcase is designed for items to be packed flat, and a turkey is distinctly
three-dimensional. Fortunately, I have inherited a good deal of practicality from my mother. I eyed the student backpack I used
for carrying textbooks as I cycled to and from campus. It seemed about the right size for an armful of frozen bird, and, since
the flight was only half an hour, no thawing would take place before I arrived at my destination. So, with a small suitcase for
clothing and a backpack for the bird, I set off for the airport.
At the airport, I proceeded with all the normal stuff, you know how it goes, and this was pre-9/11, so things were much simpler
than they are now. Then I put my backpack on the conveyor belt to be scanned before boarding. When I got to the receiving
end, the airport official asked me, in a tone of extreme puzzlement, “What is in your bag?” Imagining the x-rayed image of
jumbled bones, I responded in a small voice, “It’s a turkey.” He was too stunned to do anything so allowed me to proceed.
At least it wasn’t a partridge …

COVID CHRISTMAS
By Nancy Tietz
In the 1st hour of Christmas
I was woken by my Truelove
With a pot of tea.
In the 2nd hour of Christmas
A knocking-elbows kiss
Was what he gave to me.

A week of Christmas in South Africa
So, in this way the rest of the day
passed in a blur, from a pot of tea, to
a knocking elbow kiss, to booster
pills, to nitrile gloves and masks,
social distancing, virtual concert,
dinner with turkey and stuffing,
flaming pudding, chocolates,
memories of long ago and ‘A
partridge in a pear tree!’
RMT 2021

In the 3rd hour of Christmas
My Truelove gave to me
A pot of booster pills for my immunity.
In the 4th Hour of Christmas
He gave me multi-colour masks
(To Prevent Police arresting me.)
In the 5th Hour of Christmas
My Truelove gave to me
A pair of nitrile gloves
To keep me virus free.
In the 6th hour of Christmas
At my Truelove’s mild insistence
We attended a service at our Church
Strictly keeping social distance.
In the 7th hour of Christmas
My Truelove switched on the TV
For a Christmas Carol Concert
We attended virtually.
In the 8th hour of Christmas
My Truelove said to me
I’ve had enough of Christmas
Let’s have pre-prandials!

http://clipartlibrary.com/img/752816.gif

On the first day of Christmas my true love sent to me a hadeda in a tall tree.
On the second day of Christmas my true love sent to metwo braai chops
and a hadeda in a tall tree.
On the third day of Christmas my true love sent to methree boerewors
two braai chops
and a hadeda in a tall tree.
On the fourth day of Christmas my true love sent to mefour Castle beers
three boerewors
two braai chops
and a hadeda in a tall tree.
On the fifth day of Christmas my true love sent to mefive koek-sis-ters
four Castle beers
three boerewors
two braai chops
and a hadeda in a tall tree.
On the sixth day of Christmas my true love sent to meAn invitation to a bring and braai.
On the seventh day of Christmas my true love ate with
me10 koeksisters
8 Castle beers
6 boerewors
4 braai chops
while the hadeda sat in a tree.
ANON
ANON

GLOBAL WARMING AND ME
By Linda Smith

Oestrogen: you don’t know how much it’s doing for you until you don’t have it any more. Well, you do still have some, but
not enough. For the first fifty or so years of our lives we women do just fine: we beat our male counterparts in surviving
from conception to birth and from birth through childhood. As teenagers fewer of us are likely to commit suicide or die
from avoidable accidents. And then we go on to live, on average, about five years longer than our male counterparts.
Indeed, in almost everything except musculature, we are the stronger sex.
Then we hit menopause. Mother Nature comes and whacks us for any overweening attitudes we may have developed
through the decades. There we are, just minding our own business, going about our daily routines, and the weather, it
seems to our unsuspecting selves, starts behaving most erratically. One night we might be playing the piano, for example,
and find the evening growing uncharacteristically warm. We may discard a cardigan -- after all, Beethoven can be quite
energetic stuff, so it’s to be expected that one would work up a bit of body heat -- but when the cardigan is followed, piece
by piece, by other outer garments, it certainly seems to be an exceptionally high temperature for an autumn night. And
thus our trial begins.
It has been said that horses sweat, men perspire and ladies glow. There have been times, however, when that glow has
been lighthouse-power incandescent.
Which brings us, perhaps unexpectedly, to global warming. Are the gentle sex contributing to the raising of the earth’s
temperature? The population explosion since 1950 has resulted in there being twice as many people (including
menopausal women) as have ever previously populated the earth. Just think: each of us women-of-a-certain-age is
producing our own micro-heatwaves several times a day all over the world! Is it then any wonder that the earth’s mean
temperature has increased significantly in the past few decades? We bear significant responsibility, ladies, even though the
cause is beyond our control.
Of course, we recognise that power generation and industrialisation are major contributors. However, there lies within our
power (no pun intended) an eco-friendly solution, revolutionary but affordable. It would not involve meddling with those
pesky hormones that, although they are the cause of our frequent individual heat waves, are to be meddled with at our
peril. All we would need is a small portable device capable of storing and converting the heat energy we produce numerous
times per day. This energy could then be transferred to the national power grid.
While projections have yet to be made concerning the benefits of offsetting menopausal heating by reducing traditional
power generation, it is well within the bounds of possibility that we may appear in future textbooks as the initiators of the
Oestrogen Revolution.
Womenkind, arise!

THE SUBVERSIVE ELEMENT

by Linda Smith
I am the subversive element. You wouldn’t think so if you were to look at me: conservative hairstyle, minimal make-up, unremarkable clothing
in unobtrusive colours; the kind of woman who would not be noticed and not be missed; the ideal woman, in fact, to be a spy, or…anarchist.
Spying doesn’t really appeal to me, a fact for which the movie industry is largely to blame: bombs and high-speed chases in exotic cars, to say
nothing of the physical and fashion requirements. No. Anarchy, however, is a more appealing kettle of explosives. I’m not talking about the
slogan-shouting, mall-plundering type of activity: that’s so common as to be cliché. I’m talking about making changes that are …aesthetically
pleasing, and morally defensible.
Take schools, for example. They consist mostly of straight lines and rectangles, bricks and cement. The only living, green thing to which
learners are exposed to, is sports fields. A miniscule nod to horticulture may be made at the entrance closest to the principal’s office, but those
hundreds of young eyes and minds have nothing – but nothing – to stimulate their aesthetic sense.
This will not do. I shall submit to it no longer. I hereby undertake to be the flower-bomber, the colour vandal, the arts anarchist. No-one will
suspect me: I shall be so understated they won’t even notice me. While everyone is drinking their tea after some mind-numbing presentation on
school finance or the latest changes to the curriculum (complete with acronyms), I shall slip out and paint an office foyer wall bright pink, then
quietly return, dish towel in hand, to assist with the washing up.
Or, with the aid of someone more digitally savvy, I shall hack into the departmental documents and rewrite them in non-stupefying prose. My
aim, on my good days, would be to rise to elegance and humour.
Perhaps other staff members will feel twinges of sympathetic rebellion. Just imagine: teachers and principals could become double agents,
bilingual in Departmentalese and the richness of sensuous speech. Since those who have never learned to use their eyes and ears in subtle,
non-pragmatic ways are unlikely to even be aware of our subversion, we would be able to enliven a new generation without the current
incumbents even noticing the changes.
Does this sound impractically, foolishly idealistic? I am heartened by a recent indication that I am not the only quiet anarchist, and that it is
possible to get away with sheer cheek even at a national level. Surely, it was a person familiar with Kaapse graffiti who named the muchneeded load-shedding App, “Eskom se Push”. Sir, I salute you!

