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Where on earth . . . it’s a
job tracking you all down!
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WANTED: New Associate
Editors! Must want to be
involved and actively
canvassing friends and
associates to contribute
stories. If you’d like to be part
of this team email the Editor,
Tom Henshaw at
henshaw@iinet.net.au.
P.S.: Positions are non-
remunative. We do this mag
for love as a hobby and as a
service to southern Africans
around the world - but, hey,
think of the experience!!

?

WITHOUT doubt, an essential tool for
this job is an atlas. When someone sends
in an article, or emails from some far flung
corner of the globe the first book I grab is
that one.

Different and distant places have
always held my fascination, and I’m
learning more today about places I’ve
never heard of than ever before.

Places southern Africans have
landed up in, either by design or accident.

I didn’t have much trouble finding Abri
and Nelia van Rooyen’s new home – it’s
the Seychelles – that Indian Ocean
paradise we all dream of retiring to. This

issue they tell of – among other things - the sometimes hilarious shopping
charge once the word gets out that a new consignment of toilet rolls has hit
town . . .

Pam Lewin, on the other hand lives a relaxed lifestyle in Victoria, on
Vancouver Island on Canada’s west coast. She, too, was fairly easy to
locate on the atlas.

Belinda Boyens, on the other hand, had me scratching my head.
Teaching English in a one of Taiwan’s lesser-know towns – Tungshih – had
me poring over a map of the island, off the coast of mainland China. No
way. It wasn’t there.

Neither was Brazil. Brazil, Indiana, that is, where former South
West Africa farmer Rian Kruger now lives.

I had to track that one down through the Internet. The local
Chamber of Commerce came to the rescue and now I know, roughly,
anyway, where on earth it is!

Renowned musician Albert Alan Owen got his start playing in rock
bands in Salisbury. Today he is a highly regarded musician in Britain, but
says his love of African music is as strong as ever. His reference to living in
“mid-Wales” makes the atlas useless!

Colleen Ashworth-Barker and husband, James, I had no trouble
with.

They are ensconced in Seattle, in the US. And very happy they are
too, according to Colleen’s account.

Just for something different, Associate Editor Penny Willis and
family went back to Africa on a long-awaited holiday.

Her impressions after 20 years away and daughter Kim’s initial
impressions of Africa are also in this issue.

We have some more oddball pictures – sent by various people – our
thanks to the anonymous photographers!

And it wouldn’t be right without That’s Africa! stories – those weird
and wonderful tales that could only come from one place!

- Tom Henshaw
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I  WAS born at the old Lady Chancellor, Salisbury,
which was in those days a single story building
with an iron roof.  My mother recalls it was the

hottest day on record in Salisbury, and that Doctor
Rosin was dressed only in a pair of shorts and vest for
the delivery. Rather typical dress for an October
Salisbury day! October was nicknamed the“suicide
month”, referring to the heat before the rains came.

After leaving Salisbury in ’68, I moved to
Johannesburg where my parents were also now located.

In early 1972, my husband and I decided whilst
watching our one year old daughter taking her first
shaky steps, that there was perhaps a brighter future for
her in some other country.

We got out our world atlas, and as neither of us
wanted to learn a new language, we decided we would
like to immigrate to one of Britain’s old dominions.

I am a former Rhodesian living in Canada. My name is Pam Lewin (nee Val Davies), and I
live with my husband Tony in Victoria, the capital city of British Columbia which is situated
on Vancouver Island.  The island is 480km long and covers an area of 32,136 km.. It lies off
the West Coast of Canada. There are ferry and air services to the island from Vancouver,
which is the major commercial centre of British Columbia. Vancouver is 110 kilometres away
on the North American mainland.

We picked the West Coast of Canada as it has a
temperate climate and my husband, after doing a
“recce” trip there, came home with reports that he
thought we would enjoy it.

After obtaining the necessary immigrant’s visa
we arrived here in December ’73.

The Victoria of 1973 was a delightful place.  In
fact, a real tonic after the brash and sometimes (now
frequent) violent atmosphere of our former life in
Johannesburg. The locals joked that the sidewalks were
rolled up at 10pm, and indeed it was a quiet and safe
place.

Many of the inhabitants  then, were retired
prairie folk, who were gentle courteous people with
weather beaten faces, and a not too distant memory of
surviving the depression of the 30’s.

They seemed to derive their greatest thrill of the

Prairie courtesy took
Pam’s breath away . . .

Pam Lewin

pamlewin@islandnet.com
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day by pressing a
quarter (Canadian
coin) into the palm of
my tiny daughter’s
hand.

This form of
kindness from total
strangers took my
breath away, and I
was left stammering
my thanks.

Our little girl
is now 29.  She has a
B. Math (Hons)
degree from a leading
Canadian University
and a career as a
Management
Consultant.

When Tony
and I look at her
today, we know we
did the right thing by immigrating to Canada.

Victoria is now a city of 330,000 and still has a
significant percentage of residents over age 65.

Many of the industries that we found here when
we arrived, have now closed.

It is still very much the “East London” of
Canada.

New arrivals to Canada from Southern Africa,
might consider ignoring the weather problems of
places like Calgary, Alberta and Toronto, Ontario as
both of these centres are more attractive to a new
immigrant with good job opportunities and quality of
life. Youngsters from southern Africa seem
to survive well in both of these places and are soon
into all the winter sports like skating, ice hockey and
skiing etc.

Victoria has retained much of its original
flavour and is know as the “garden city” of Canada.

Its hanging baskets on quaint Victorian light
standards are its distinctive summer trademark.

These baskets are prepared by the Municipal
gardeners each year and are much admired and
photographed by tourists to the city.

The island’s
fantastic clean air
straight off the
Pacific is something
that I find
particularly
attractive in this
industrial age.

Nevertheless, I
still long to smell
again a mopani fire
one quiet evening in
the Rhodesian bush.

My forebears were
1820 British settlers
to southern Africa
and the history of
the discovery of that
part of Africa by the
Portuguese
navigators has
always interested

me.  A few months ago Tony and I were able to take a
trip to Portugal where we saw Prince Henry the
Navigator’s School of Navigation at Sagres, and the
port of Lagos from where most of the voyages
departed on their trips of exploration to Africa.

These sailors must have been fearless brave
people, not unlike many of the Europeans who
brought their cultures and civilization to the Africa
that I knew in my youth.

I realise that many readers of this magazine are
folk who may currently be investigating certain
countries of the world with a view to settling there.

What we found enormously helpful once we
had decided on a city or area, was to subscribe to the
daily newspaper of that area.

We did this for two centres in Canada, for a
period of a year while waiting for our papers to the
processed.

This enabled us to glean much useful
information about our prospective home.

Happy hunting!

Its hanging baskets on quaint
Victorian light standards are its distinctive

summer trademark
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That’s Africa!
Don’t laugh . . . I’m on my way to fix
Zimbabwe’s transport problems . . .

THE Ferrari formula 1 racing team recently fired their whole pit crew to employ a few
young guys from Soweto.  This sudden reaction was due to a documentary showing how
young Sowetans could take a car’s wheels off within 6 seconds, that without any fancy

equipment.
Ferrari soon regretted their decision, however, young men not only changed the wheels

within 6 seconds, but 12 seconds later the car had been re-sprayed and sold to the McLaren
team.

BUT the saga CONTINUES: Since they no longer had a formula 1 car to race with,
Ferrari, still eager to compete in the race, decided to race a Sowetan Minibus complete with an
experienced (yet unlicensed) driver and fare collector, in the Grand Prix.

Of course they easily won the championship, since the minibus weaved its way through
the start grid, set off before the lights changed and didn’t bother to change the tyres when they
wore out.

On the way to victory, the new Ama-Ferrari team also managed to hijack several
competitors cars, and pick up 35 passengers at some notoriously dangerous spots, including
blind rises as well as in the chicane.

So be proud of another South African sporting achievement that will place us on the
forefront of sporting history......
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MY WIFE Nelia and I moved to Seychelles for a two-
year contract with the Ministry of Health in May 1998.
I  saw the ad in the Star on my way to work in Sandton

sitting in the traffic and  decided to apply. 
I am an architect by profession but  am employed as a

project manager for the Ministry of Health .
At the moment we are  renovating three wards of the

Victoria hospital as well as working on a number of new health
centres and a small new hospital on one of the smaller Islands. 

Nelia is studying “full time” through UNISA for her
B.Com Marketing degree which  she hopes to complete at the
end of the year.

We have actually extended our  contract to allow her to
finish her studies. 

The Seychelles consists of 115  islands . We live on Mahe
the biggest island of the group.

There are a couple of islands around Mahe, Praslin the
second biggest , Silhouette the third biggest and La Digue the
fourth biggest. As well, there are a number of smaller ones
scattered all around. 

Well as you can imagine life on an  tropical island is very
relaxing and laid-back.

At times it can get a bit too much though. We were always
joking about “African Time”, but wait till you  experience

Abri and Nelia van Rooyen now live in one of the world’s most
beautiful places. But it does have its drawbacks . . .

Calm waters: Abri and Nelia
van Rooyen are getting

used to “island time” in the
Seychelles

Yahoo!: Abri with a wahoo . . .

architec@seychelles.net

Seychelles sojourn
suits us just fine!
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“Island Time” - twice as slow. Life can be frustrating here at times, especially
professionally.

Halfway through a building project the contractor can  run out of cement, then
everything is on hold until the next shipment arrives. 

There is also no such thing as a deadline here, the locals just don’t get stressed out
about meeting deadlines or being on time for meetings etc.

We also miss a lot of stuff, there is a serious shortage of foreign exchange in the
country, being a small Island state.

Especially stuff like sport on TV,  magazines, shopping etc.
However grocery shopping is quite exciting here because you never know what

you’ll find on the shelves.
It is no use planning your  shopping because there might be no cheese for a week or

limited supply of toilet paper which causes a mad dash around the island to all the little
Indian shops to try and find what the “supermarket “ dosn’t have. 

It is not that bad though, we have lovely weather and we haven’t experienced winter
in three years.

Sundowner time: The view from the beach pub Beau vallon

South Africans relax at the beach pub with their favourite ‘dops”
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The sea is really warm and calm most of the time. For recreation we go game
fishing as often as our budget allows, snorkelling, swimming, scuba diving and just
relaxing next to the beach.

We live in the mountain about a 5-minute walk from  the beach and we try to
go down to the beach every afternoon for a walk and to watch the sunset.

Friday afternoons we all get together at our local hotel on  the beach for
sundowners. 

The cost of living is very high here compared to SA, especially beer, wine
and going out for dinner, so most people  tend to have a braai at home rather than go
out.

There is a local butcher who makes his own “biltong” (at R250/kg though!)
and imports meat from SA.

The  local Creole food is divine, they eat a lot of salads and fish. 
There are quite a lot of South Africans living in the Seychelles even though

about ten families returned to SA  at the beginning of the year.
The area where we live is very cosmopolitan. 
Because the Seychelles have to rely on so many expatriates for specialist

services our neighbours are from all over the world, Sri Lanka , France, Australia,
UK, Africa etc. We have made good friends all over the world in the  past two years.

We are planning to return to South  Africa in time for Christmas this year.
We are looking forward to seeing friends and family again but we’ll

definitely miss the Seychelles and this way of life a lot.

We were always joking about “African
Time”, but wait till you  experience
“Island Time” - twice as slow

Praslin in the background, taken from La Digue
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That’s Africa!

A  LEOPARD is prowling the Namibian bush sporting a glistening
silver tooth. The tooth comes care of  Dr Dennis Profitt, an
Otjiwarongo dentist, who, with veterinarian Dr Mark Jago,

replaced the broken canine tooth on the adult male animal.
It broke its upper canine tooth while trying to escape from a trap

cage.
Following two initial visits to take measurements and moulds to

prepare for root canal work on the broken tooth and to prepare the
damaged surface, the leopard  had the 4cm long silver fang fitted.

It is thought to be the is the first time a wild leopard has had such a
procedure.

The leopard was scheduled for release on the farm where it was
captured, according to The Namibian newspaper.

TWO secondary schools in Kenya’s Central province have been
closed and students sent home following alleged invasion by
ghosts, the Daily Nation has reported.
It reported that ghosts allegedly invaded a secondary school, about

120 miles north west of Nairobi and first targeted boys, who were
thoroughly beaten, causing a stampede.

Area police chief, Michael Muthike, said the mixed school had
been closed indefinitely.  He could not, however, confirm or deny whether
there were ghosts in the school.

“I am not well versed in ghost matters,” he said.
But, he said the ghosts then invaded the girls’ dormitory, showering

the roof with a hail of stones.
Teachers were also said to have taken off in fear of being attacked.
Then 300 students were sent home from a girls’ school after an

alleged attack by ghosts.
The students claimed that a senior member of the staff was linked

to the evil spirits.

Who y’gonna call . . .

Spot the new tooth guys . . .
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MEMORIES of Zimbabwe are constantly with
me. The smells, the heat, the colours, the
people. Hardly a day goes by without

something triggering a recollection.
The trip with my father to the St. Paul’s Mission

Station at Musame. Jero teaching me how to make
string out of tree bark. The Easter journeys to the
seaside at Beira. The Chimanimani mountains. Having a
“Brown Cow” at the Wise Donkey in Salisbury. My best
friends Timothy Haddon and Arthur Jackson - “Jick”.

My early years were lived in a kind of paradise.
Endless days, wandering freely in “the bush” with my
dog, Gutu.

School (Alfred Beit, Ellis Robins and Oriel) was
a temporary, daily interruption to my essentially solitary
but happy life.

An only child to parents who had emigrated in
1956, I drifted  idyllically towards an unknown future.

I had piano lessons at “The Rhodesian College
Of Music”, an extraordinary institution run by the
formidable Eileen Reynolds.

I was talented but very lazy. I drifted into the
fringe of the youthful, and ever so slightly rebellious,

. . .  but Albert Alan Owen,one of Britain's most original and visionary composers, who got
his start a 60s rock group in Salisbury, attributes much of his success  to those early days

Musician in tune with
his Welsh surroundings

rock musicians who played at the local dances.
I joined the Plebs - Rhodesia’s answer to the

Rolling Stones. Rhythm and Blues and motorbikes were
my only true enthusiasms. Jim Redman coming to the
race track at Malborough  with the “works” Hondas
inspired a love for ‘bikes that has never waned.

Come 1966 my parents knew that I had to “do
something” and music was it. I was sent to the UK to
study music. I have never been back. Sixties London
was another paradise! John Mayall, Eric Clapton and all
my other heroes were now on the doorstep.

You would never see them playing at the
Athenaeum Hall on a Saturday night in Salisbury! I was
hooked, London was a fantastic place to be for a 17 year
old R&B fan.

I was also very lucky to get to study the piano
with Harold Craxton who, knowing true laziness when
he saw it, with a single withering sentence told me to
start working or I would get nowhere!

And so I embarked on an orgy of hard work,
studying piano and composition with the finest teachers
of the day.

Nadia Boulanger, who I studied with in Paris,

AAOCOMPOSE@aol.com



12  out of africa    October  2000 http://www.outofafricai.com email: outofafricai@hotmail.com

can be honestly described as the greatest teacher of
music who has ever lived.

I became a good student and won prizes at The
Royal Academy Of Music and along with other top
students the inevitable good safe career beckoned.

Graham Johnson, an exact contemporary of
mine from Bulawayo, went on to become one of the
world’s finest piano accompanists. I went on to
become something of a loner, a “loose canon”,  in the
musical world. Successful? Yes. But even though I did
things like the Grand Finale for a Royal Gala Concert,
I have never really been part of the UK’s musical
establishment.

Instead of writing the Symphonies and String
Quartets I was trained to write, I composed a kind of
cross between African Music, Jazz, R&B and
Debussy.

Nadia Boulanger, ever wise and shrewd,
encouraged this, my real, musical
personality to emerge.

Her :  “For what it is your music
is perfect, but God help you when you
really understand what you are doing!”
was the best advice I ever had. My
solitary and unique path had been
sanctioned by the person and musician
who I admired and loved above all
others.

Was this the boy from Africa
coming back to life? I am no expert in
self analysis, but I like to think so.

I taught the piano at The Royal
Academy Of Music Junior School for 15
very enjoyable years, but as with my
composition, the conventional wisdom
that this was the best thing I could do
with my talents as a teacher was
contradicted by my greater love for the other  job in
my life - teaching at The Working Mens’ College in
Camden Town.

 At the W.M.C. I taught music, as I saw it, to
ordinary, real people. Not as an activity reserved
solely for the educated, privileged elite that went to
The Academy, but as an activity with no pre-ordained
cultural divisions.  Classical Musicians are, in my
view, often sectarian and exclusive. I am not!

I went on to become The College’s Dean Of
Studies. This was my proudest moment, elected  by

my peers to academically lead this most socially
worthwhile, interesting and radical of institutions.

In 1990, ever restless, I left the College, the
Academy and London and returned to Wales, the land
of my birth. Here I have continued my creative life as a
composer destined to remain at odds with the
prevailing cultural winds; I am, for instance, utterly
opposed to the “State Funding” of artists.

I believe in the ordinary person’s right and
ability to discriminate for him or herself. Audiences do
not need committees of “The Great and The Good” to
decide how to spend their money on the arts - and that
is essentially what The Arts Council is: a committee
that, through its tax derived, largesse dictates what the
public can hear. The question is : Who chooses the
choosers?

I have followed my own lights now for over 20
years. In spite, or is it because of, my principles, my

music is widely known and my records are
now available over the internet from
mp3.com. where I have topped their
Classical Minimalist Chart.

I still ride motorbikes and I am still in
love with the bush. Only now it is the
remote hills of Mid-Wales  where I do my
wandering.

I am still an African in my heart and in
spirit. All those, black and white, who now,
physically, live away from their homes in
Africa will know what I mean.

For the white people of Zimbabwe; the
spirit of adventure that originally took our
parents there; the openness of the people
and the landscape; the sense of wonder that
we ever lived in such a place; has shaped us
all and makes us so very different from
those who were reared in the UK. We have

seen things and felt things that outsiders can only
vaguely imagine.

My music and the personality that creates it, has
come “Out Of Africa” and much that I am, have and
will become can be traced back to my upbringing
amongst the remarkable and unique people that are
Zimbabweans.

For more information about Albert Alan Owen
visit his Website at http://www.taprecords.com

Hear his music at http://www.mp3.com/
AAOwen

I am still
an African
in my
heart and
in spirit

Zimbabwean police  manning a roadblock in the eastern town of  Honde Valley were stunned when a
man without both hands pulled up driving a truck. Abel Chikumbindi, a former pilot who lost both
hands in a plane crash, controlled the brakes, accelerator and clutch while his unlicensed wife took
charge of the steering wheel and gears. They had driven for more than 100km when they met a police
roadblock. Chikumbindi is a licensed driver while his wife holds a learner's licence. Unsure what
charge to prefer, let alone against whom between the two, police cautioned the couple and allowed the
unlicensed wife to "drive back carefully" while the husband supervised her from the passenger's seat

Driver gets a hand from his wife . . .
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ZAMBIA’S parliament has declared war on showoff politicians who take their mobile phones
into the House. Fed up with the constant disruption Chief Whip, Mr Vernom Mwaanga has
ordered the offending instrument confiscated. So far 11 have been taken from members

since a ruling introduced a rule earlier this year requiring all members to leave their cell phones at
the reception before entering the House.

“They were confiscated in order to instill asense of discipline in members and ministers.
“Parliament is meant for serious business”, Mr Mwaanga said.
“Ministers and deputy ministers are the biggest culprits. Backbenchers seem to obey the

rules”, the Chief Whip said when asked to name and shame the offenders.
Once confiscated, the phones are kept away for a maximum of one year in order, “to

sufficiently inconvenience the members so that next time they buy the phones, they will remember
not to bring them in the chambers”.

There is a feeling that Zambia’s MPs are simply mesmerised with the mobile phone
technology and most find parliament a forum to show off their fashionable phones.

Who says mobile phones stuff the brain and
make you do daft things?

Whip cracks down on MP ding-a-lings

That’s Africa!
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DURING my first vacation as a teacher I decided to go and work on a kibbutz  in Israel. I enjoyed it so much
that I only finished my first year teaching (I  was supposed to work four) to return to Israel for another two
years working on various Kibbutziems, Moshaviems and doing au-pair work.

From there on I worked in and travelled to many different countries.
My dad was the one who spotted the advertisement in the paper: “Teach English in Taiwan”.

I have to admit, I didn’t have an idea where Taiwan was!
In spite of this small setback, I applied and got the job immediately.
I later realised that the woman who recruited me was a former lecturer at my old college - truly a small

world!
Totally naive and inexperienced, I had no idea what to expect.
I worked at a private American school in Changhwa with people from all over the globe as a kindergarten

teacher from 9 to 5 teaching math, computers, science, physical education, art and English (including phonics,
reading and writing).

Other responsibilities included supervising children at mealtimes, naptime, recess and field trips, organising
and attending school functions, performances, child/parent days, evaluations, judging and conferences.

I quickly became aware of the loopholes in the contract, the
different ways in which the contract was interpreted and that the
school was run by the  parents instead of the director.

This meant I had to educate the parents before I could try to solve
any problems.

But the language and culture barriers are immense.
I learnt a lot during this first year, not knowing I would  return four

years later.
Taiwan is no tourist paradise or hot vacation spot, that’s for sure!

Rice paddies, naturally, are everywhere. Seeing a family of five on a
scooter brings you up short and the millions of neon signs make you
feel like a chameleon in a Smartie box!

Pollution (which can be mistaken for fog ) is ever-present, as are

Belinda Boyens
matriculated in 1989 from

Hoerskool Standerton in
the Eastern  Transvaal. She
won a hockey sponsorship

from Normaal Kollege
Pretoria and decided to

study to become a teacher.
After her studies she got a
std. two teaching position

in  Johannesburg south. but
quickly realised that she
was too young to be in a

routine job.

Taiwan learning curve
Belinda Boyens got the travel bug soon after qualifying as a teacher. So she
took off for new fields - and found herself teaching English in the Far East

My school in Feng-Yuan

tech7777@ms46.hinet.net



email: outofafricai@hotmail.com http://www.outofafricai.com  out of africa    October  2000  15

the half stray dogs and huge rats.
Road rules/signs are seen as optional.
The noise pollution is round the clock and the

garbage trucks play a deafening classical song, letting
you know its time to run after it and  toss your trash
for the day.

Many foreigners have mistaken it for an ice-
cream  truck!

Then there are the fireworks and crackers to
scare the ghosts away.

Advertising  trucks with huge speakers play
the same advert over and over and this has to be done
loud, all day long, in Mandarin!
The following things stand out for me:
* The traffic is hectic and chaotic,
* Your apartment is everything and it needs to be
private,
* Vitamin pills and bottled water are essential,
* Stick to imported food,
* It’s an island and the weather is unpredictable
therefore you can  easily catch a cold or flu,

* It’s polluted,
* You are cut off from the rest of the world,
* Taiwanese focus on the “now” rather than the
“future”
* Everything was built as a temporary measure,
* Don’t judge things by their looks, e.g.the buildings
look like shacks but inside are riches galore.

They say all foreigners go through three stages
here:
Stage one: Wow, everything is fantastic and exotic.
Stage 2: You get disgusted with the people, culture and
island.
Stage 3: You either stay for some time or get out off
here on the first  plane.

This is my second time in Taiwan. There are
zillions of jobs around every corner. The big difficulty
is finding a professional, trustworthy employer who
can relate to foreigners.

If he/she can speak English it is a plus, and if
he/she can comprehend it, its even better.

I teach five hours a day (Monday to Friday) and

My town: Feng-Yuan - 20 minutes from Taichung, the third biggest city in
Taiwan

The view from my classroom
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make more money than on my first  “tour of duty”,
when I worked 10 hours a day (Monday to Saturday).

On the other hand, it isn’t always easy to be
alone in a country where everything is unfamiliar to
you.

Not “losing face” (a good  substitute for these
words in the western language will be “living a lie”),
is everything here. Anything is better than looking
stupid in front of others.

Taiwan’s a country where almost everybody
stares at you non-stop,  trying to get an English
lesson for free.

Luckily, sunglasses give you that few
centimetres of  privacy. Anyone starving for attention
would find Taiwan a good remedy.

Technology wise, Taiwan’s  ahead of many
countries.

There are Seven Elevens around every corner
which gives you access to a photocopier and fax
machine 24  hours a day.

I enjoy going to MTV. Here you can select
your own laser disc movies and have your own
private theatre with a big screen for the same price as
a movie ticket.The best part is you can take your own
food and beverages.

Entertainment may prove to be a big problem
and very expensive.
The three most  popular ones are KTV (singing
along), bowling and driving ranges.

I would suggest to anyone coming here for a

Above: Some of the kids in my classes
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*The people of Taiwan are among the most
friendly on the planet
and it’s their hospitality that is perhaps the
greatest asset of this island.
*Some South African products that are
available here are: Ceres and Provitas.
*Toilet paper is seldom provided in public
toilets.The problem is that they have
antiquated plumbing systems that were
designed in the pre-toilet paper era. In Taiwan
you will encounter squat toilets. It takes some
practice to become proficient at balancing
yourself.
*Taiwan has a 40-hour work week.
*Two interesting holidays:
Tomb Sweep day: They worship their
ancestors and clean the graves.
Ghost month: They believe the ghosts from
hell walk the earth making it a dangerous
time to travel, go swimming, get married or
move to a new house.
*Rather greeting someone by saying “How
are you?” many Taiwanese people say: “Have
you eaten yet?”
*Another surprise is the lack of salt packets,
if you ask for salt you’llprobably be given
pepper instead.
*The Dutch invaded Taiwan in 1624 and
established the first capital in Taiwan which
is the city of Tainan, but  were expelled  by
Cheng Chengkung.
A haircut can be a quit unique experience
since it’s accompanied by a scalp shoulder
neck and arm massage with no additional
charge.

lengthy stay to bring loads of  books (good English
literature is hard to find), music and plenty of clothing.

Shopping for clothing will be a definite headache. I
have given up on this  one!

As we all know, it isn’t hard to find the mistakes in
a country or culture.It all depends on your attitude and
focus.

At the end of the day I have to say Taiwan gave me
an opportunity to advance in life and earn good money.

Taiwan’s a stepping stone to me. As a westerner it
takes a lot of sacrifices to make it through the lonely days
with not a lot of intellectual stimulation.

TIPS ON TAIWANTyphoons and earthquakes are common - abov, some damage
near the school
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A  SUICIDAL pilot has inadvertently  turned a record profit for Botswana’s
tiny airline. Without saying how the maniac managed to total the airline’s
entire fleet of  aircraft, the Panafrican News Agency reported Air

Botswana realised record net annual profit of 68.72 million pula - more than
double the 23.7 million pula realised the previous year.

The agency said 45.03 million pula was the insurance payment after a
disgruntled pilot sneaked into one of the airline’s aircraft and managed to
completely wreck three of them in a suicide mission.

The airline has been reeling under severe management problems and pilots
and crew have left the company

However, an informant in Botwana gave this account of the event:
“The guy was the first black Motswana captain appointed to Air Botswana.

and had been a captain for about eight years.
“Towards the end of last year he was suspended from flying duties.
“On the night before the incident he beat up his girlfriend so badly that she

wound up in hospital, her admission being witnessed by my brother-in-law.
“He then went to some friends house, in the early hours of the morning and

told them exactly how he was going to destroy the Air Botswana fleet.
“The friends believed every word and phoned the police who did not react.
“At about 6am the guy managed to get aboard one of the three ATR 42’s

operated by Air Botswana, all on the hard stand at Gaborone airport, and took off,
dressed in shorts and tee shirt, security nowhere.

“Once airborne he demanded to speak to various people from the President
down to his girlfriend and was unsuccessful.

“He then treated early rising Gaborone   residents to an impressive
aerobatic display, right over central Gaborone, before lining up the other two ATR
42’s on the ground and crashing into them.

“Result, the whole Air Bots ATR fleet destroyed, leaving only a BAe 146
on charter to Air Zim.

“I first heard about (the incident) from a mate in Gabs who phoned me
0630 to tell me that some mad f***er was beating  up his house in a f***ing big
aeroplane.I could hear the noise over the phone.

Airline cashes in as
pilot destroys airline

That’s Africa!
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ettled in
eattle!

Colleen Ashworth-Barker and husband, James, emigrated to Canada some
six years ago - they recently moved across the border to the US.

Seattle Skyline: Seattle on a sunny winter's day, this one happens to be
Christmas day 1999.

ON THE anniversary of our first year in Canada, I received a card from one of my
business associates, a senior executive for a large corporation called Canadian
Pacific Rail. On the front of the card was a picture of a divergent pathway, with a

sign pointing in each direction.
One sign said “The Beaten Path”, and the other said, simply, “Off”. There were

hoards of people on the beaten path, and only two lone figures on the “off”.
At the bottom of the card were the words “I don’t know if this is such a wise thing

to do George”, and this sentiment was continued with the words, “Yes it was, Happy
Anniversary”.

If I was touched that this busy man had remembered  I had now been in Canada for
one year, and had taken the time to acknowledge this momentous occasion, I was also
overwhelmed by the words he had written inside:

“Courage brought you and your husband to Canada, and sustained you over the
past year. May you find a home where the pleasures of daily life justify the hardship of
emigration.”

I still have that card, and I still remember that first dismal, dreadful year. It is

S

colleen-barker@home.com
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indescribably painful, parting with the country that has
nurtured you. Saying goodbye forever to anything
requires courage and determination, and such a resolve
is more suited to some than to others.

Departure, however, has brought with it a certain
sense of selfhood, and I know things about myself that I
would never otherwise have known or faced.

There is a sense of achievement in having
worked hard and established a life
here, and  six years down this road,
I can see that we succeeded
because we learned the things we
needed: patience, endurance and
optimism.

Life has changed for us in
these six years. We still carry
South Africa around inside us, but
our memories of the Old Country
are fading, as memories do, even
those with so much love attached
to them.

We’ve redefined ourselves.
The differences between the old
life and the new one have blurred
as our new life becomes more
important, and we have started to
take on the personality of our new
home.

We are still easily reminded
of a time when we lived in South
Africa, but I know now what my
business associate meant when he
sent me that card, and some might
even find our lives ordinary now,
in its sense of contentment. The
irony is that we no longer even live
in Canada! We both have Canadian

Citizenship now, although James was in the enviable
position of being able to retain his British passport
while I unfortunately can no longer lay claim to being
South African, but this I suspect could be a whole other
story, and I digress.

My husband, being in the right industry at the
right time, was able to get, by anyone’s standards, a
“good job”, within two weeks of us landing in

Vancouver.
This job, however, served its
purpose, not much more, and a
year later he was head hunted by a
large high tech company that to
this day continues to provide us
with good fortune, and we
sometimes do the pinch test to
remind us that it is indeed real.
During his 5 years in the
Vancouver office, we were
occasionally presented with the
opportunity to once again turn our
lives upside down. Calgary,
England, Texas, California,
Denver – these are a few places
that come to mind.
I, however, was determined not to
do it again, not so soon. I had my
own career thank you very much, I
was just starting to see light at the
end of the tunnel and we finally
had enough money to own a home
again.
Besides, I thought, Canada had
been good to us, why suppose that
we would have the same good
fortune twice, when some people
never get to have it at all.

A warm and sunny July
day in Vancouver. If you
look closely you can see
Mount Baker, near Seattle,
looming in the
background. So huge that
it's visible from Vancouver
and is still covered with
snow, even at this time of
the year

A splendid white Christmas, quite rare in these parts, but we've had thr ee of them
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In other words I was scared. Especially of big
bad America, with no universal health system and no
gun control. Canada, it seems, had made me soft.

James meanwhile quietly went about his
business and then suddenly, casually announced that
discussions for him to move to Seattle had reached
fruition, and “Why don’t we check out the relocation
program and see what they have to offer, just out of
curiosity?”

Couldn’t argue with that could I? And certainly
couldn’t argue with the offer presented to us, nor with
the fact that if we were going to move anywhere,
Seattle was the perfect place: same climate, and a mere
two hours’ drive from Vancouver, so that I could go
back for a visit if I ever felt homesick.

In addition, Seattle was in a boom, the likes of
which has never been seen before, and had established
itself as a high tech hub.

About the process and the move I have only this
to say: there is no comparison between a move that you
make yourself and a move that your company arranges
for you.

Our move to Canada had left us exhausted -
physically, emotionally and financially. This move,
however, had little effect on us, except to beg the
question, why had we not done it sooner?

No doubt you are all sitting there and the only
thing you can think of at this stage is the fact that it
“rains for nine months of the year in Seattle”.

Well if you want the truth,  fact is that Seattle is
a rather wet city - rarely torrential, usually just a
friendly drizzle, but wet nevertheless.

We average about 38 inches of rainfall a year.
That’s a lot of rain, compared with 7 inches in Vegas,
12 in Los Angeles and 21 in San Francisco, which is
quite famous for its cold damp summers.

On a brighter note, it rains more in Miami (60”),

New York gets a whopping 40” and Hawaii’s 128” a
year makes that city decidedly soggy in comparison!

What’s more, because our rainfall is in the
winter months, and our summers are quite dry and
warm, we have what’s classified as a Mediterranean
climate, which has a nice ring to it, don’t you think?

Let’s face it though, people don’t live here
because of the weather, they live here in spite of it.

William Boeing could have chosen a sunnier
spot to build his planes, and our good friend Bill Gates
could have moved Microsoft to sunny Silicon Valley, or
anywhere else for that matter.

The fact is, Seattle and its surrounds, known as
the “Puget Sound”, appeals to people because it is
beautiful, vibrant, clean, safe and upbeat. In 1998/1999,
Places Rated Almanac ranked ten of America’s large
metropolitan areas, and rated us number 2 in a list of
America’s most livable cities, based on cost of living,
crime, climate, health care, education, jobs, the arts,
recreation and transportation.

This of course was down a notch from our
previous spot of number 1, but not too shabby.

The overriding presence here in the Northwest,
is an abundance of natural beauty.

Mountains dominate the skies to the east and to
the west and in the distance; at every turn of the head
there are trees and there is water everywhere, whether a
lake, a river, or Puget Sound itself, the large body of
Salt Water that extends all the way to British Columbia
in Canada, and is scattered with numerous, beautiful
forested islands, all the way across the horizon, and
most of them a short Ferry ride away.

You can choose to live in the mountains, in the
country, the city, or, that great American beacon, the
Suburbs.

Of course all this bounty does make our housing
some of the country’s most expensive, especially on the

Another travelling adventure for us, here we are in Milford Sound,
on a recent trip to New Zealand.
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Feeding the squirrels in Stanley Park,
Vancouver, was a great source of
pleasure for us, especially in the early
years.

desirable Eastside, with its proximity to Microsoft and
its reputation for being the “Technology Corridor.”

If Canada was good to us, then America, and in
particular Seattle, has been doubly so.

We have none of the heartache associated with
this move, as we did with our move to Vancouver; our
tax burden has decreased dramatically, and we along
with most other Americans are enjoying a quiet, gentle
sense of prosperity, and an unsurpassed standard of
living.

I have had the greatest luxury of all; time to
devote to studying and the pursuit of hobbies and
interests that previously existed only on the periphery.

I have dabbled in volunteer work, but have yet to
find a way to use my life, make my own difference,
place my own mark. I don’t doubt that I will; America
does that to you.

More importantly, I have a sense of belonging
this time around, and a sense too that America is a big
solid ship, not easily given to taking on water in a bad
storm, and that’s a comfort.

I think about “home” sometimes, and the path
my life has taken.

Sometimes I’ve even envied those who’ve never
left. I think about life, and choices, and how time has
swept us along, put us in places, presented us with one
option or another, even the option of not choosing at all.

We’ve traveled around the world since leaving
South Africa, visited every continent, seen enough of
other people and other cultures to know that chance, or
the choices we made, could have given us different
lives to live.

Lives with a different set of rules, different
challenges and a different type of happiness.

Sometimes you reap, and sometimes you
sow. Good times or bad, sometimes a little of each –
these are to be had anywhere, but our chance and our
choices brought us here, to Seattle, Washington, and for
now I shudder at  the thought that we may have missed
this choice, this city, this life.
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That’s Africa!
The
signs
aren’t

good for those
who stray
from the rutted

roads of
Namibia . . .
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THE road to Brazil, Indiana USA. Where did it start? I don’t know, but as the
saying go I will start at the beginning. I was born in Windhoek South West Africa
16 September 1945. The country is  now known as Namibia.

My wife, Alta, was born in Stumeb same country. We both had previous marriages that did not
work out when we met.

At that time I was a Karakul sheep and Afrikaner cattle farmer in the district Gobabis east of
Windhoek.

I had a son Christopher from my first marriage and Alta had a girl Johanie from her previous
marriage.

We met on a Saturday night by chance on a neighbor friend’s f arm during June1977, the
hunting and biltong season of old Southwest.

On the following Wednesday I went to Windhoek and promised her  that we will get married.
That 11th December 1977 it was all done.

Out of our marriage we had Pieter who was born  20 November 1978.
Namibia is a country with constant droughts and combined with my inexperience we did not

make it financially on the farm.
I started working with Sanlam as a life insurance salesmen June 1978 in Gobabis but very

soon Gobabis was too small for my way of thinking so we moved to Windhoek.
Very soon Sanlam was  too small for my way of thinking so I founded my own life Insurance

broker company in Windhoek.
I was extremely lucky and the business went so well that I had to get help in  the form of

The road to
Brazil (Indiana!)
RIAN KRUGER was determined to make it in the US - it was a long,
hard battle, but now he’s happy.

Braai time: Rian Kruger’s
looking on the bright side

again

 rian175@icqmail.com
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secretaries and
more sales
people.

One
morning a client
and friend invited
me for coffee and
asked me to
accompany the
chamber of
commerce on a
tour to Taiwan.

I was so
flattered and
accepted
immediately. My
first experience
with flying out of
the country, as up
till then my
world was South
Africa and South
West Africa.

On our way back we stopped in Hong Kong. I
think I then for the first time in my life realised that
South Africa was only a very small country in the world
and most people did not even know were it was and did
not care if it was there or not.

So, for me, from South West Africa that was only
a D-Mandate territory of South Africa it was a real wake
up call.

Then the next thing happened on the Saturday
that we had to go back.

With our last cent spent.  At the airport we were
informed that SAL had overbooked the flight and we 16
people from Windhoek was left stranded with no flight
back and most of our money spent.

SAL then put us up at the Holiday in with bed
and food paid but we were broke. There I decided that if
that is the standard of service I get from my travel agent
I can do better.

On the next Tuesday we got a flight out of Hong
Kong with Qantas, the Australian airline.

They took us via the Philippines Manilla to
Melbourne where we got the SAA flight. Then on to
Sidney, Perth, Mauritius and Johannesburg all in one

day.
My first

experience with
jetlag. By now I
know the world
was a bigger
place than I was
led to believe.

So what was
my next business
to be parallel
with the broker
company?
You guessed it - a
travel agency.

Then one day
I was told of the
Million-Dollar
Roundtable see
www.mdrt.com
and I promised
my wife Alta that
I will qualify to

go to America.
We can take the kids with and go and show them

Disney World, Mickey Mouse and the Grand Canyon.
June 1985 the MDRT were to have a family

annual meeting in Orlando and we started to work on
that dream.

This was to be a once in a lifetime experience.
Pieter was  5 Johanie 7 and Christopher 13 years at the
time and had to learn to speak English.

Christopher’s mother was living in Canada. As I
had custody and he was with us he could go visiting
with her in “Kamloops” north of Vancouver.

I will send him a week before our departure. I
remember so well he left with  tear in his eyes the
Friday night from Johannesburg with a promise that we
would get him in Chicago next Friday, go and have fun
I said.

All he had to do was fly to New York. Transfer
from JFK to La Guardia Airport with the helicopter and
go on to Vancouver.

His mom could get him there and put him back
on the plain a week later to Chicago O’Hare airport,
where we would meet him.

Above: Brazil, Indiana. Legend says it was named
after the country because it was in the news
around the time the town was for med, some time
before 1866. Below: The Chafariz Dos Contos
(fountain of tales) monument, a gift fr om the
Republic of Brazil as a token of friendship.
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I had it all  planned. Not much for a 13 year old
from Southwest Africa. The world looked small to me.
With the map of North America it all appeared so easy, I
really had no idea how big the world out there was and
what the kid had to do.

I have a romantic with Farming, Hunting, fishing
and rugby as sport, so with the business going very well
we had a holiday house in Hentiesbay with a boat and
4x4 in the garage, a WJ Elite motor home, a farm,
biltong factory in Okahandja and a travel agency to
make the bookings. I was a regular at the rugby
wherever it was.

What more can a man asked for. We did see the
world, and all the continents.

As you will remember South West Africa was
constantly in the news
with Independence
and the United
Nations UNTAG
during the 80s.

We did our part
in what we believed
was right at the time. I
did my share of
politics and military.

But I started to
realise very soon after
independence that we
had to make a choice
between the lifestyle
in Namibia or a fresh
start somewhere else
in the world as I was
convinced that Africa
was in the long term
not for us.

Right or wrong
we decided that we
would rather leave our
children a country to
live in, than a million
in the bank. So the
process of choice
started. Were in the
world would we go?

During 1992
we decided that we
should emigrate to the
United States of America.

With that as our goal I we then asked how. We
soon got the answers how.

I filled our first petition. It was turned down 29
days after I submitted it.

Some of our friends in Windhoek told me
straight: “You are crazy.” Others told me I was a traitor
and some admitted if, only they could, they would do it.

Ok , so now we know one way not to do it is all I
said to my wife.

We sold our possessions and property and I hired
an attorney in Indianapolis.

He made a study of my business experience and
during September 1994 we were informed that we were
accepted. I am a alien with extraordinary skills.

On 28th February 1995 we arrived in New York.
We had an American dre. some money, no job and no
idea what it would take to settle in America.

We had the plan all worked out. Johanie was to
go to Collage, Pieter to school straight away, I would
get a life insurance sales licence and Alta would take
care of the house.

We would have everything under control in no
time. Little did we know.

To get Pieter into a school he had to take a test as
the school year was near the end.

Here the year is from August to May and he was
to lose a year or gain
a year, we decided
that he could jump
the year and do it
over if he didn’t
come right with it.
He came right and is
now a student at
Purdue University
West Lafayette.
Studying to be a
Chemical Engineer.
His future is secured
In order to get

Johanie admitted to a
college she had to go
back to school and do
the final year at
school again. She has
a BA associates
degree from Indiana
Business College.
She drives a Ford
Explorer and has
adapted very well to
the American way of
life. I got my life
insurance licence, but
could not sell
anything. Then I
started to export used
trucks from here to
Zimbabwe and

Namibia. Did real well for a short time. But I was back
and forth between Africa and America and never at
home.

Then the laws in South Africa changed and I
could not do that any more. I gained a lot of weight, had
high blood pressure no energy gout in both feet and in
real bad shape.

I was ready to go back. The American dream was
no dream it was a nightmare.

I tried to lose weight just to gain it back plus the
next week. We had no more money. I was selling cars
and Alta had to work.

We would wake up in the morning with the

Above: The Clay County Historical Society
building
Below: Clay County hospital
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alarm clock dark outside take a shower and be off to
work. Get home at night, fall asleep in the chair
trying to see the news on TV.

Drag myself to bed and sleep till the alarm
clock went off again, just to redo the previous day.
Alta started to get migraine, something she’d never
had in years.

Man, we were at the end of it all.
Then one day I got an e-mail from someone in

Durban inquiring about something in Orlando.
The signature on his e-mail had a note: Lose

weight, work from home, and make money have fun.
I did not give it much attention because he was

in Durban and I was in America. It couldn’t apply to
me. Anyway, I’d had it with junk email full of empty
promises.

I helped him with what he asked. The next day
he thanked me for my help and it was then that I
thought: Well, ask him.

He told me that he worked for this American
company Herbalife and if I was interested he would
introduce me to the company in the US, as he could
work in  46 countries of the world.

He then told me that the company was
founded in 1980. The first year’s sales were $23,000.
The next year $2million and last year 1998 $1.6

billion. It is a public company traded on the
NASDAQ. The company makes no medical claims
but more than 30 million people have benefited from
it’s products and that it is a product driven company.
He told me try it out as I had a 30-day money back
guarantee. So I did.

Now this is what happened to me. I lost 75
pounds in four months. My blood pressure is back to
normal. I don’t take any prescription drugs for gout,
blood pressure or any other ailment.

I get up in the morning before any alarm clock.
As a matter of fact I don’t have a alarm clock any
more.

 I wash my car daily now I have cleaned my
office out. I have quit my car sales job.

I have introduced my sister-in-law from
Outshoorn to the business and she won a trip to LA .

She has never been outside South Africa and
can’t believe what has happened to her.

We have bought a 40 acre farm with a  5-acres
lake on it.

We are back on track.
Our dream has come true.

Contact Rian at rian175@icqmail.com

Welcome to Brazil, Indiana . . .
YOU have to hand it to those Brazilians (the Indiana kind, that is), they are nice folk. When Rian emailed to
say he’d moved to Brazil, he had me poring over my world atlas - all to no avail. Brazil, Indiana, didn’t rate
highly enough to score a mention.

So, who ya gonna call?? I hit the search engines and soon came up with the Clay County Chamber of
Commerce site.

“Help, can you tell me where you are,” I asked in a plaintive email. By return mail- an hour later,
anyway - Leslie Williams, the chamber’s secretary enlightened me.

“Brazil, IN, is located approximately 50 miles west of Indianapolis, IN on Interstate 70.  We are also
located 19 miles east of Terre Haute, IN, on Interstate 70,” she said.

Hmmm, back to the atlas. OK, so they still weren’t there, but at least I could imagine their place on the
planet now.

Another email: I need some pictures to illustrate your town.
“I do have some pictures of Brazil that you may be able to incorporate into your article. If you could

send me a mailing address, I would be happy to send those out to you immediately.”
Sure thing, says I and gave out my postal address.
A week later, a letter and brochure of Brazil (Indiana) arrived in my letterbox.
Thanks, Leslie,  like I said, you Brazilians are nice folk . . .

City Hall, Brazil, Indiana
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B O O K S H E L F

Rupert Fothergill
Bridging a conservation era
Keith Meadows
Covos Day

THE bitter-sweet irony of
Rupert Fothergill’s life is
that he became known

internationally for saving the lives
of  thousands of stranded African
animals in the rising waters of the
man-made lake, Kariba, on the
Zambezi River, only to die of a
heart attack at 62 - shortly after
saving a woman tourist from being
swept out to sea in  a punishing,
muscle-tearing Indian Ocean rip
tide on the Mocambique coast.
But the journey of this modern-day
Sir Galahad, from the freshwater
shores of Operation Noah’s Kariba
and the salt water of the Indian
includes his roles as a pioneer game
ranger in the fledgling Rhodesian
game department of the 1950s and,
10 years on, as a driving force in Operation Rhino,
saving the black rhino - not from drowning - but from
the brutal, horn-trading poachers of the Zambezi
Valley.

Typically, the endangered rhino was the only
beast to nearly do away with him, when he was
impaled and disemboweled by a cranky young male
who - understandably - misconstrued all attempts to
transport him to a safe zone.

It is this journey author Keith Meadows takes us
on in his book, Rupert Fothergill  - Bridging a
Conservation Era.
A safari operator, Meadows sets out Fothergill’s story
in linear fashion, the way one would plan a trip, or
cross a bridge.

Start at point A and go on to point B with an oft-
amusing, oft-dramatic stream of anecdotes along the
way; ranger Ron Thomson crouching beside a dozing,
healthy rhino, examining it for a non-existent drug dart
only to realise he’s fiddling with the wrong rhino; the
zebra stallion who dies breaking down a steel game
fence to deliver his thirsty herd to nearby  water.

Meadows knows his stuff, and it works,

Journey of a reluctant hero

Rupert  ruled an
animal that died
during capture
would not be
considered for
food, ensuring the
ever-changing
gang of helpers
could not take
advantage of a
rescue casualty’

beginning, as he tells it, with a 1955 telegram (Fothergil
reporting in for his first day in the game department)
and ending with a 1975 obituary (Time Magazine’s
tribute to the man who headed the rescue effort
Operation Noah - 1959-63 - and saved  more than 6000
wild animals from a watery death).

In between, it’s the life of  a man, a husband,
father and, it must be said, reluctant hero who,
nevertheless, took in his gangling and bashful stride the
queen’s MBE and the thanks of animal lovers around
the world.

Meadows first published the work in 1996, this
second edition, with emotive line drawings by
Zimbabwean wildlife artist Ian Henderson, will be
welcomed by those who missed it the first time around.

Recommended reading and a must-have in every
Rhodesiana library. - Bill Higham

(Bill Higham’s father, Jack,  befriended Rupert
while working in the Department of National Parks and
Wildlife (1963-68) and Rupert was later an occasional
visitor to the ‘tea room’  of Jack and his son Tony’s
Mercury Motors office in Eastlea, Umtali Road,
Salisbury).



email: outofafricai@hotmail.com http://www.outofafricai.com  out of africa    October  2000  29

Passions in the heat of Africa

B O O K S H E L F

Elephant Road
Maureen de la Harpe
www.elephantroad.com
Available through Zambezi Books

I T’S tough getting a book published. Just
ask anyone with a manuscript, conviction
and the burning desire to see it on the

bookshelves…
The literary world is littered with

rejection slips and broken dreams of fame and
fortune. And until fairly recently that was how
it stayed.

But new technologies have made it
easier – and cheaper – to go the self-
publishing route and this has has added a
whole new dimension to “getting into print”.

Those who feel their book is worthy of
greater things than a disdainful sniff in some
bean-counter-run publishing house can now
put up the money and get their prodigy  out
into the greater world.

True, they run the risk of having a
garage full of unwanted books if it doesn’t
find it’s niche, but most with the fire in their belly, the funds and promotional skills would say
it’s worth the risk.

Maureen de la Harpe is one such author. She recently self-published her second novel –
Elephant Road – which traces the steps of two English nurses who trek from the Portuguese
African  port of Beira, battling malaria and lions, to the new colony to be known as Rhodesia in
1891 which is engulfed in the Matabele rebellion.

Cut to the late 1950s, when the grand-daughter of one arrives in the country from
England and while searching for lost roots becomes entangled with a burgeoning black
nationalism and the construction of a new dam at Kariba which will displace 50,000 tribesmen
and women.

Those with a few years under their belts and a link with that part of the world (ahem, me
included) will recognise many of the places and events in the book, a blend of fact and fiction.

Younger readers will get some understanding of why we often get that faraway look in
our eyes when Africa is mentioned . . .

Maureen told an interviewer recently: “I have put into the book three passions: Africa,
history and walking. Most of all I have tried to recapture the magic of the African bush and its
wildlife and the special fascination  - for everyone who has been there – of the Zambesi valley,
the river and its floodplains.”. She does that, and more . . .  - TH

Covos Day Books, PO Box 6996, Weltevredenpark 1715 South Africa
email: covos@global.co.za

Covos Day books are also available in Australia through  Zambezi Books,  14 Aristride Ave,
KALLAROO Perth 6025 Australia Email : zambezi@echidna.id.au
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THERE is an old saying that one should never go
back, and I must admit that I was slightly
apprehensive, after such a long time out of

Africa, that I would feel like an alien on my home turf
or that my cherished memories would be soured by the
winds of change.

Of course, I expected the obvious changes that
have taken place the world over due to advances in
technology  - after all, the last time I’d been in South
Africa was when Saturday Night Fever was all the rage
and no-one had ever heard of a personal computer.

Thankfully, I never once felt myself to be
anywhere other than where I belonged.

We set off from Grantham on Saturday the 29th

of July headed for Manchester Airport. Within 10
minutes of hitting the A1 we were parked in the
inevitable British traffic jam with cars tailed back for
10 or more miles.

The 90 mile journey to Manchester took 3 hours.
I took comfort, knowing in a couple of days I’d be on
long, straight roads with minimal traffic.

Our UK editor, Penny Willis, visited South Africa for three weeks in August after 22
years away. With her were husband Terry, who had been there for a holiday once
before, and her two British born children Kim, 19, and Gareth, 17, who had never been
to Africa before. She reports on her holiday and comments on what has changed and
what has stayed the same over the past two decades.  Her daughter, Kim comments on
her African experience from a fresh point of view. Penny was brought up in Zimbabwe
then lived in Johannesburg for four years before moving to the UK in 1977.

Part 1 - The Cape

Back to Africa and
I felt right at home . . .

Our flight, booked via the Internet through http:/
/www.ebookers.com, was at 18:05 – Lufthansa to
Frankfurt then change planes to go on to Johannesburg
then Cape Town. The Frankfurt plane was roomy and
comfortable, the service was good and best of all the
drinks were free!

The flight was delayed landing at Frankfurt due
to bad weather and by the time it landed we literally
had to run the length of the airport to make the
connecting flight. Purely by luck we were allocated the
row of seats at the front of the compartment: with only
the galley in front of us we had stacks of leg room.
Row 43 it was. We were in the middle section so no
window, but hey you can’t have everything!
Sunday 30th July
I got a fairly decent night’s sleep and awoke at 5am. By
the time I’d freshened up, the sun was coming up on
the port side so I went and ensconced myself in the
flightcrew jump seat by the rearmost door and watched
my first African sunrise in 22 years. Of course, it was
spectacular even from above the clouds – the stars of

T R A V E L
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the southern sky still
visible like a first
welcome from old
friends.

By 6:30 I could
see the Zambesi
below – then the
Matopos Hills and
Bulawayo followed by
the Limpopo. There
was no moving me
from my perch and the
air hostess brought me
my breakfast back
there in her seat.
We landed at Joburg at
8am where a fair
number of passengers
disembarked, so on
the last leg to Cape
Town we could spread
ourselves out. I
quickly grabbed a
window seat and sat
transfixed as the
African landscape
unfolded below me - scrub and desert then the lush but
harsh beauty of the Cape. Already Kim was amazed at
the vastness of the place.

We landed at Cape Town precisely on time at
11am and at last I stepped out into the African
sunshine. Standing in the coach transporting us from
the aircraft to the airport building, Kim said to me:
‘Mum, take the smile off your face – your expression
hasn’t changed for 5 minutes and you’re beginning to
look insane!’ But that was too tall an order, I was just
delighted to be back.

The first obvious change to the scene I
remembered was that the colour of Customs officers
was a good deal darker than the last time I’d been
there. The vigorous use of various stamps on every
document was markedly different from Europe where
you have to beg them to put a stamp in your passport
and usually they don’t oblige!

On emerging from Customs in front of us was a
shop offering mobile phone hire. In retrospect it would
have been worth taking this up, or even buying a Pay
As You Go phone (these cost about R500) to use for
the duration.
Thankfully the efficient Germans had managed to

transfer our luggage at
Frankfurt and by
11:20 we were
through the airport
where a ‘Cape
Coloured’ gent (our
taxi driver) awaited
with a placard
emblazoned with the
name ‘Willis’. His
taxi had been booked
for us in advance by
email request to the
manager of our Cape
Town
accommodation. The
general advice to
visitors to be cautious
about using minibus
South African taxis.
Soon we were aboard
his minibus taxi and
enroute to our
accommodation at
The Place on the Bay

at Camps Bay. He gave us the full spiel along the way,
pointing out landmarks, suggesting side-trips etc.

Our accommodation in Cape Town was
arranged in a rather unusual way … I had been chatting
over the Internet over the past couple of years with a
fellow ex-Rhodesian who lives in Pietermaritzburg. He
and his wife were on an extended holiday in the UK
and Canada from May to October and though they
were staying with relatives most of the time, they were
keen to have the chance to spend some of the time
independently yet cheaply.

So as our house was to be standing empty for
three weeks we arranged that he and his wife would
stay in it and have use of my car, and in return we
stayed in his time-share in Cape Town for a week.

He also offered to make their home and car in
‘maritzburg available but as we couldn’t fit touring that
area into our itinerary, we didn’t take up that part of
their offer. No matter, The Place on the Bay turned out
to be  Five Star – we had a top class abode for nil
Rand!

Our apartment wasn’t quite ready for us so we
were led out onto a sunny terrace with a view of the
ocean and supplied with a round of drinks while we

Above: Terry and Gareth on the beach at
Camps Bay. Below: Place on the Bay - five star
accommodation that cost us nothing!
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waited. While chatting to the hotel manager, a friend of
his nearby picked up that we had just come off an
international flight.

I was already energized by the delight of being
back but Kim was shattered and Terry had a blinding
headache and a stiff neck.

Well – like magic this bloke turned out to be
some kind of chiropractor and, in our first
demonstration of South African friendliness and
spontaneity, invited Kim to be ‘treated’.

 He did some pressure point stuff then turned
and ‘cracked’ her neck – magically her previously
bloodshot eyes were suddenly bright white and she felt
wide awake.

Terry then took the same treatment – he hasn’t
had a headache or a stiff neck since!

After freshening up we took a walk along the
promenade in search of
something to eat.

All along here
were restaurants
packed with a
cosmopolitan mix of
people enjoying a long
Sunday lunch and
drinks with friends.

There was
plenty of traffic on the
road but one got the
impression they
weren’t really going
anywhere. It
was more like a classic
car rally with people in
pristine cars, some
dating back to the
fifties, out just
enjoying, and being
part of, the scene.

Across the road
was a grass verge
giving way to the
sandy but rocky beach where families and couples were
strolling or playing.

We also noted the slightly ominous presence of
armed security guards outside each and every
establishment. We were to find that the security
business is definitely a growth industry in the New
South Africa.

Nearly every house and building has signage
warning of protection by armed-response security.

We decided to eat at Blues which, we were later
find out, is an exclusive and very hip seafood
restaurant.

Sitting there at an outside table on a beautiful,
sunny afternoon with the magnificent Twelve Apostles
mountain formation behind us, and the crashing surf of
the Atlantic in front of us was picture postcard perfect.

The buzz of the other diners, the ambience,
another round of drinks had all of us feeling relaxed

and mellow in no time.
There is an African saying - you can never

shake the ancient dust of Africa from your boots - and
within a short time Gareth said that he could quite
happily live here – it hadn’t taken very long for him to
decide that he would have to come back here another
time. The magic was working already!

I didn’t need to study the menu long before
deciding on king prawns in lemon-garlic sauce,
calamari and rice.

What heaven - I hadn’t seen a decent sized
prawn for 22 years let alone eaten one. Calamari I had
not tried before - also delicious with that lemon garlic
sauce that only the South Africans seem to have ever
managed to make to perfection.

That had most definitely not changed! The
other bonus was - even though Blues is quite exclusive

- the meal for four
came to under R250
which, considering
the feast we all had,
would have cost triple
in the UK.

Following our meal
we had arranged to
meet another Internet
buddy, Mike Reeler
and also his wife,
June.

Again the Internet
friendship extended
to giving us a great
deal of useful
assistance - Mike had
put me in touch with
a reputable but
inexpensive car hire
firm in advance of
our arrival.

We all squeezed in
to Mike’s car and
headed down to the

Victoria and Albert Waterfront where the old docks are
being redeveloped. – an eclectic mix of music, street
theatre, restaurants, pubs and late-night open shops.

We left the kids watching the show outside
while we older ones headed for the Ferryman’s pub.

When we parked the car a black guy wearing a
dayglo waistcoat approached us. Mike gave him the
nod and we went on our way.

He explained to us that in the recent past, the
car protection racket had got way out of hand and had
dissolved into violence and gang wars.

The solution had been to make them semi-
legitimate and the system was basically that you
agreed to have your car looked after by these guys and
assuming you find it in good condition upon your
return, then you give the guy a few coins.

The system seems to work quite well. At least,
we always found our car in one piece.

The old Victoria and Alfred  harbour basins and
quaysides have been converted into a premier
fun destination. Photo City of Cap T own website:
http://www.ctcc.gov.za/
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By the end of this first day – apart from the
beauty and charm of Cape Town – I had already
encountered on 3 or 4 occasions the real essence of
what I had missed about Africa in the years away – the
spontaneous, unguarded friendship and fellowship.
Monday 31st July.
Our hire car – a smart Toyota Corolla was delivered
and we chose to take ourselves out on to the Cape
Peninsula.

So we set off in glorious weather to start off
what was to be an magical day. We headed first to
Chapman’s Peak to find it had  been closed off –
apparently it’s unlikely that it’ll be opened again due
to the frequent, dangerous rock falls on that road.

However, we were able to get fairly far up and
we were rewarded with a dazzling view. We all could
quite easily have sat
there for an hour or
two but other views
beckoned and we
were soon off again.

We travelled
inland then back out
to Kommetjie and
Scarborough then on
towards the Cape of
Good Hope Nature
Reserve which
contains the Cape of
its name and Cape
Point. We stopped off
at an Ostrich farm for
lunch and ate such
delights as ostrich
salami, pastrami and
paté.

Then on to the
Point – within
minutes of entering
the reserve we were
greeted by a troop of
baboons who
provided
entertainment for a
short while. At the Point itself, one has to
make a fairly steep ascent to the lighthouse but of
course it was worth the effort of the walk. It was very
busy up there considering it was low season – it must
be chaotic at peak tourist season.

While there was no obvious line where the
Atlantic and Indian Oceans meet and mingle, as there
is at Gibraltar where the Mediterranean meets the
Atlantic, the view was utterly spectacular.

In the shop flanking the car park, for R30 there
were facilities to send email complete with postcard
pictures of Cape Point, Good Hope etc. We were to see
Internet connections all around SA ranging from small
booths to iCafes, far more numerous than you see in
the UK.

Next stop was the penguin colony at Boulder’s

Beach near Simonstown. What an absolute delight!
Even as we approached there was a penguin jauntily
strolling along side of the road. Really cute for a visitor,
though apparently some locals regard them as pests.

These African penguins are unusual in that they
are the only type of penguin that colonize the mainland
– all others frequent islands.

These arrived in the early 80s following an oil
disaster.

On approaching the walk above the beach we
were treated to the sight of ever increasing numbers of
penguins which, as everyone knows, are natural
entertainers with their lopsided gait on land and their
speed and grace in the water.

It was like stepping into a Disney cartoon. There
were many newly hatched young and what a noise the

adults make – they
sound more like very
loud donkeys!
On departing we took
careful note of the
signs in the car park
to check under our car
before moving!

We could have
stayed there for hours,
but it was late
afternoon and we still
had a visit to make
and, mindful of safety
considerations in the
New South Africa,
wanted to be back in
Camps Bay before
dark. We
continued on to Fish
Hoek where we
visited another email
friend, Gus Kingma  -
and his wife Auriol.
So I put yet another
face to the electronic
communication that
had gone before. Yet

again I immediately felt as if I was with old friends.
So… after this first day and a half – what are my

impressions of the New South Africa?
It is still one of the most beautiful places on

earth. The people are still the most friendly, hospitable
and open that I have ever come across. So what is
different?

We feel less safe – but not worryingly so. There
are black people in large numbers in areas where one
would never see them before.  Poverty is no longer
hidden in the townships – it is there for all to see.
Tuesday 1st August
Kim and Gareth went to spend a day at the University
of Cape Town while Terry and I went into Cape Town
city centre. This was my first ‘raw’ experience of post
‘freedom’ South Africa.

penguins . . .  are natural entertainers
with their lopsided gait on land and

their speed and grace in the water.  It
was like stepping into a Disney

cartoon.
“ ”
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The once pristine Adderley St is now a street
market. White faces are sparse in the throng. When we
went to get cash from an ATM in a shopping mall, on
the floor about 5 metres in front of it was a thick red
line. No-one is allowed to cross the line while the
machine is in use and there is a security guard close by
to enforce it. This system was used extensively
throughout SA – though often there was only a line and
no guard.

We had lunch at a terrific restaurant called
‘Under the Plumtree’ in the basement of the Cape Sun
Hotel. It was unbelievably cheap yet comfortable. The
ambience was that relaxing sort that encouraged one to
linger. Again, this is a South African speciality – I
haven’t been to any casual style restaurant anywhere
else in the world that achieves that combination of
atmosphere, light, sound, delicious food… that
indefinable something.

Kim and Gareth had an enlightening day at UCT
– Kim had emailed in advance and had got a timetable
of lectures and permission to spend time
there.

They were fascinated that there
were several power cuts to which
peoples’ reactions caused barely a
ripple. Plainly they were quite used to
them!
Wednesday 2nd August
The weather was very overcast so no
point in going up the mountain today.
We opted to go to the museum. After
consulting the map, Kim led us there.

Strangely Terry’s sense of
direction, which is usually unerring,
went completely to pot the whole time we were in SA.

This man can take a quick glance at a map of
almost any European city and lead us to all the sights
with hardly a look at it again all day.

Well, his magnetic field must be all shot to hell
in the Southern Hemisphere because yesterday he
couldn’t even find the car park where we’d left the car
never mind the car!

Even more strangely, my usually hopeless sense
of direction improved dramatically and I found the car
park and car. Better still, Kim turned out to be a totally
ace navigator instinctive terms, map reading and
directing. I welcomed relinquishing the navigator hat to
Kim today and in our subsequent journey around South
Africa, that’s for sure! It made for much less marital
strife!
Thursday 3rd August
The weather was better today so we headed for the
mountain – but no luck- the wind was strong North
Westerly and it was deemed unsafe to run the cable car.
Still, the view, even from the cable station was pretty
special!

We then went to the Waterfront with the
intention of taking a trip out to Robben Island but,
weirdly, because the swing bridge across to the booking
office was stuck open – a chap was futily banging a
rivet or two with a hammer – no tickets were being sold

that day. No-one seemed to consider improvising by
selling tickets elsewhere, so the catamaran donated by
friends of Nelson Mandela to show as many visitors as
possible where he had been incarcerated remained tied
to the dock for the day.

So we went to the aquarium instead. Once
again, I was overwhelmed by the way people engage
here, even in the most minor communications. I asked
one of the staff if they had any calamari ‘on the hoof’,
so that I could take a look at what I had so enjoyed
eating at Blues a few days earlier.

Surprisingly they had none in the aquarium
other than as feed for the bigger fish. I went on my
way, then while I was sitting viewing the shark tank the
man to whom I had enquired about calamari appeared.

He had gone to the trouble of having diagrams
of calamari faxed to him from God knows where, then
had tracked me down to give the faxed sheet to me.
Friday 4th August
Departed Cape Town. All the week at the Place on the

Bay cost us was an exorbitant R240 for
laundry! This house-swop was an arrangement
that paid off handsomely even if the price of
getting our washing done seemed a bit steep!

We filled up the car for the first time. Oh
what a pleasure to pull up at the pumps and
say: ‘fill her up’, sit there while your tank was
filled, oil and water checked and windscreen
washed. Then pay a third of the price for the
petrol that we do in the UK plus a tip for the
attendant, of course!

We headed for Hermanus in pursuit of
whales. On arrival we pointed the car towards
the sea …not a ripple suggesting anything

remotely like a whale. For lunch I had a mega dagwood
– now there’s something I hadn’t seen in any Wimpy in
the UK. The meal for four cost R80. Not bad! The
equivalent in the UK would have been about £12
(R120)

Then we patiently sat and waited and watched -
and watched and waited – nada!

I went off for a wander and found the Whale
Crier of Hermanus. A real eccentric wearing a
sandwich board and a black trilby hat decorated with a
whale fin. He carried a kind of mini-didgereedoo,
which I later found out was called a kelp horn,
allegedly to call the whales. He gave it a blast while I
was standing with my back to the sea talking to him.

Suddenly he said that he could see a whale. I
turned around – not a sign – yeah right, I said!

As he seemed to be the only diversion we were
like to see that day, I headed back to the car to get the
camera.

Gareth and I headed back towards the whale
crier chappie and as we approached, judging by the
knot of people gathered on the cliff top,  it became
apparent that there was an attraction out to sea! Sure
enough there it was! What an amazing sight! What a
tremendous privilege to see these creatures!

We spent the next hour spotting whales and saw
four altogether. They were quite far out to sea but with

The house-
swop ...
paid off
handsomely
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the binoculars we could see them in detail. Apparently
they come in very close when they are calving. We
weren’t that lucky but were delighted just the same.

These whales that come in to the southern
African coast are Southern Right Whales, called such
because they were the ‘right’ whales to catch and kill.
Well, the ban on whaling is an international change
that has had a wonderful pay-off for South Africa.
They come in from the end of July till the middle of
September. This fantastic
resource should be
marketed heavily in the
Northern Hemisphere
where people have long
summer holidays at this
time of year. At the
moment the South Africans
count their winter as low
season. There should be no
low season in the SA
climate.  Sadly, its tourist
industry has never reached
its full potential what with
it being an international
pariah before ‘freedom’
and now the crime scale
scares off potential visitors.

Around 4pm we
headed on toward
Swellendam where we
were to meet Kelly, the
daughter of my flatmate
from Salisbury days. Kelly
had booked us into a
charming B & B called
Herberg Roosje where our
accommodation was a
converted barn with a high
thatched roof and a real
fire. We cleaned up and
went to supper. Once again
the prices seemed
unbelievably low to us who
are used to UK prices.
R210 for one starter, two
humongous pizzas, linefish
(carp) plus side dishes. I
had what was called a Cape
Trio – lamb curry, stewed
venison (springbok) and
bobotie with rice and all
trimmings All this plus
numerous rounds of
Castles and 2 bottles of
delicious wine – Van
Loveren for those who are
interested – I can heartily
recommend it!

Kelly arrived at about 9pm and what a
delightful young woman she is! We all chatted easily
and Kim and Gareth found they had much in common

with tastes in music and film.
Saturday August 5th – The Garden Route in a day!
Had a terrific breakfast at the B & B, then went to see
the Klippe River Hotel where Kelly worked.

It’s like a huge farm homestead, which indeed it
was in an earlier incarnation. Real luxury – but you
need big bucks to stay there.By 10 we were headed
eastwards towards the Garden Route. Heading along
the N2 at 140kmh the scenic promise of the Garden

Route was not too evident.
I suppose you have to take
it really slowly and stick to
the smaller coast roads, but
just kept on speeding on
and on.
We eventually came off at
Knysna Heads, stopped
awhile and checked out the
view – but it was
unmatched by anything we
had already seen around
the Cape Peninsula.
Next stop was Plettenburg
Bay. Following signs to the
beachfront we spotted one
pointing to ‘Whale
Lookout’ We pulled up and
there it was!! Only about
60m offshore – what an
incredibly amazing sight!
We sat at a beachside Café
ate our lunch and watched
the whale who did some of
its tricks, “spyhopping” -
where the head is held
clear out of the water and
the whale appears to look
around putting on a real
show for us. What a
pleasure – I was
completely captivated.
The family had to literally
drag me away to the car
where we hit the gas and
headed for our planned
overnight stop - St Francis
Bay on Cape St Francis
just west of Port Elizabeth.
We were using an
excellent little pocket
book from The Portfolio
collection which is
available free in most
accommodations
throughout South Africa.
There is one listing
recommended B & Bs,

one for country places and another listing retreats
such as private game lodges. More info at http://
www.portfoliocollection.co.za.

The Whale crier of Hermanus
. . . said that he could see a

whale. I turned around – not a
sign – yeah right, I said!“ ”
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TOUCHING down in Johannesburg was a strange
experience. I think it was only as I looked out of
the aeroplane window to see the sprawling

brown and gold countryside that seemed to stretch for
hundreds of miles that I realised that it was all real.

Southern Africa has always been a place of myth
to me, as my vision of it has been wholly shaped by my
mum’s childhood stories and from books written by the
likes of Coetzee and Lessing.

It was a fictional place, and it was quite
unsettling to realise that reality would probably be quite
different to my ideal.

Additionally however, the stories of South Africa
I had heard or read unearthed a number of massive
contradictions that I hoped to resolve during my trip, for
example, if the people are among the most generous and
hospitable in the world, how can racial hatred still be
such a strong divisive force?

And how can it be possible or justifiable that
people who have the equivalent wealth of my parents
(who are still paying the mortgage on a 3 bedroomed
semi) live in luxury, while thousands still live in
shantytowns.

I am told that it all comes down to culture and
history.  History that I am obviously aware of.  Though
with every South African I’ve met previous to this trip,

I haven’t been able to help but get feeling that

Kim Willis, a student of  politics and economics at the University of Bristol
visited Africa for the first time in  August when she
holidayed there with her parents and brother. These are her impressions.

Confronting the reality
of my place of myth

Kim Wills: Spending a week in
Cape Town was a most lovely

experience.

everything would be so much better here if people
started to look forward to the future as opposed to
remaining embittered by the past.

One of the first things I noticed as we touched
down in Cape Town was the row of massive villas with
swimming pools and huge gardens, set against the
backdrop of rows upon rows of DIY ‘homes’ that didn’t
even look fit to be used as a garden shed.

Immediately, one of my fears about South Africa
was confirmed.

The second thing I was struck by however was
the overwhelming beauty of the place.  Strong rugged
mountains towered over a magnificent city that is
bordered by white sands and the tumbling clear Ocean.
I had never seen anything quite like it before.

With the beautiful weather, the blue skies and the
sunlight dancing on the waves, I could have happily
spent that first day of exploring the Peninsula simply
admiring the view from the Chapman’s Peak road.

Even my 17-year-old apathetic brother, Gareth,
told me he felt inspired!  We continued on  to the Cape
point however, and continued to be amazed by the
views and simply baffled by the abundance of wildlife
that would randomly walk out into the roads!

You’ve got to understand, as a born and bred
British girl the sight of monkeys and baboons sitting
happily on the roadside, with ostrich farms as common



email: outofafricai@hotmail.com http://www.outofafricai.com  out of africa    October 2000  37

as sheep and with penguins toddling through the town at
Boulder’s Bay, I definitely had that “We’re not in
Kansas anymore, Toto” feeling.  It was wonderful.

One of the first things to strike me about the
people was the overwhelming friendship that was
immediately offered by all we met.

With my thoroughly English mindset, my
reaction has always been to greet undue kindness from
strangers with a degree of suspicion, yet we have been
overwhelmed with help and advice not to mention offers
of drinks, meals and even places to stay from people my
mum barely knows ever since we arrived.

Having friends here certainly makes me feel like
less of a tourist and much
more at home.  Though
saying that, the place that
we are staying at in Cape
Town is hardly what I
thought of to be typical
Africa.

Camps Bay is
housed by beautiful
surroundings - the town
itself could easily be
mistaken for any
exclusive Spanish resort,
Puerto Banus in the Costa
Del Sol for example.

The main street is
lined with Mercedes and
BMWs, with the palm
trees from the gorgeous
beach on the one side and a la carte restaurants on the
other.

Gareth and I did however have trouble finding a
bar to have a drink in, meaning one that was not a
restaurant!  This actually proved to be quite difficult,
until we found ‘Baraza’ next to ‘Blues’ seafood
restaurant. Wicked place this, funky
house music, good cocktail list, waitress service and
clearly the coolest youth clientele Cape Town has to
offer. The girl sat behind us was clearly a model, while
the group at the table opposite were designer clad from
their Diesel shoes to their Prada bags, and after a few
White Russians and Strawberry Daiquiris, me and Gaz
liked to think we were right at home!

Spending a week in Cape Town was a most
lovely experience, visiting museums and aquariums,
shopping at the Waterfront, eating in the best restaurants
and meeting some lovely people.

Though just from walking down Adderley Street
and through some of the city centre shopping malls, it
was clear that the pristine and glitzy Waterfront was
sadly by no means the norm, though it was definitely
where I felt safest and most at home.

One of the most memorable experiences of Cape
Town however was from mine and my brother’s visit to
the U.C.T.

Just walking past the rugby pitches toward the
magnificent Jameson building, I was so excited to hear a

cheesy song by ‘N-Sync’ blaring out of some random
student’s bedroom window, I could have been back in
Bristol! (the university I attend).

The student fashions were almost identical to
home, and the same laid back coffee drinking baguette
eating attitude prevailed, with the distinct
multiculturalism only adding to the vibrant flavour of
the place as opposed to being a point for division.

At the end of the day we were pleased to be
invited to a South African politics lecture about the
transition from apartheid to majority rule, where we
found ourselves sharing a lecture theatre with black
people, Afrikaans, Americans, Germans, and Indians,

all of whom were keen
and interested to
challenge the lecturer
and learn the facts about
this difficult time.

The lecturer
encouraged questions
and the debate, and in
this forum open-minded
intelligent discussion
between ethnic groups
seemed both natural and
fruitful, leading me to
believe that there must
be hope for South Africa
despite the bitterness and
racism that appears to
prevail among the
generation who are the

current landowners and economic leaders of this
country.

From the second we left Cape Town our trip took
on a whole new dimension, driving over the mountains
and through valleys along the open road, following the
coastline of the Indian Ocean as far as Port Elizabeth, I
really felt I was seeing the raw beauty of this country
which I had immediately fallen in love with.

Later on in trip one of mum’s friends, Gail, was
to tell me that Africa has a way of getting under your
skin like nowhere else in the world, and from
experiences like this; driving the garden route, watching
whales in Hermanus, paddling in the surf at Plettenburg
Bay, it’s easy to understand how people can become so
passionate about this country.

Another thing that struck me while travelling the
Garden Route was the sheer diversity of landscape and
culture and people that South Africa has to offer, in a
way that is far more intricate than a simple division
between black and white.

In Swellendam everything from the log cabin we
stayed in to the mountainous surroundings, the look of
the people and the taste of the food simply screamed of
the German Rhineland, while in St Frances Bay with
the abundance of white thatched roofed cottages, it fell
eerily like we had stepped out of Africa into a Swiss
alpine village!

We were baffled by the abundance of wildlife
that would randomly walk out into the road.
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Melktert

Short crust pastry base (2 medium or 1 large). Bake until

golden brown - 160-170DegC gas oven. +/- 30 minutes.

Filling:

a) Boil together

4 cups milk

1 Tbs butter

b) Mix together

2 Tbs plain flour

2 Tbs cornflour

1 Cup sugar

2 eggs

1 tsp Vanilla essence.

Method:

Add “a” to “b” slowly, stirring well all the time. Return

mixture to saucepan and re-boil to thicken, again stirring

the whole time. Fill pastry case(s) and sprinkle with

cinnamon.

H O M E  C O O K I N G

Do you have a favourite South African recipe?. If you have, why not
share it with readers of Out of Africa International?? Email it to

outofafricai@hotmail.com and we’ll publish it here.
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Cheeky promotion

to boost the bottom line . . .

OK, so we don’t know where these pictures came from, But Nando’s is something of an
institution in SA - so we’re guessing they were taken there. Either way, we thought they

would bring up the rear quite nicely!!


