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    The old world is dying and the new world struggles to be born. Now is the time of monsters.


    Loose translation of Antonio Gramsci by Slavoj Žižek

  


  
    PART I


    MEN AT WAR

  


  
    1


    Goodbye Johannesburg


    AFTER 38 YEARS we packed a life and our ancestors and two dogs and a cat and travelled south to a stone house on a blue bay. Strange times. The English West was ruled by blond buffoons and the only news you could trust came from comedians. All faith was lost and four horsemen coming.


    But the ganja was good, and the Nissan, laden with history, on the open road. The bleached plains stretching to a range of mountains that seemed of a different substance, a strange flat backdrop, washed in grey and pink, at the stony ends of the earth. Coming to the edge of the escarpment, the edge of the continent, the massif wore a crust of snow. Then down into a shadowed valley, vineyards in fealty to conglomerates unknown.


    We came unto a border residence, a stone house on the edge of a village at the end of a peninsula. A boundary house, beset by baboons. It is in a cul-de-sac and it has no number, just a name – The Rookery. The Southern Ocean at its back, it faces Africa. A prodigious bay lies to the east, a deceptive grail, false as its name. Sail out of its mouth and you can set course for the Weddell Sea or Tierra del Fuego. To the west a rocky ridge climbs and turns, and in the crook of it, a waterfall. On still nights you can hear it from the deck. Stately eucalyptus trees shimmer below it. Sometimes a southeast wind comes roaring round the cliffs and blows its waters back like smoke towards the Atlantic.
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    Two Apes


    THERE’S STUFF going on here. The baboons have taken to sleeping in the naval yards, feeding off waste spilling from unsecured bins. Not made for urban life, the baboons are getting zapped on power lines, mown down in traffic. They’re in trouble, the baboons, and their evolutionary response is to breed faster. Females flaunt swollen buttocks of lurid pink. Teenage mothers scamper over the roofs, infants clinging beneath them like Comanche raiders. There’s teen terror, leadership wars, the shrieks of the abused echoing off the cliffs.


    They have a certain facial gesture, baboons. A big yawn that exhibits their canines. On Green Group they say the gaping mouth and display of fangs signals that a baboon is submissive, even friendly. But that wasn’t what it felt like when I walked into a big male on the narrow path up near the waterfall. He was sat back on his haunches, facing the sea. His mouth wide, he eyed me obliquely. In his right hand, toyed with, was a long curving pink erection.


    The wide world was gone. There was only a rocky path and two apes. After some time, I asked him if I might pass. He regarded his member. I spoke more urgently. He yawned. He stared out beyond the sea and the mountains into the outermost reaches of the known. I pretended to pick up a stone, pretended to throw it. His attention returned to his organ. He made a strange gesture along its curves. Like a blacksmith appraising glowing iron plucked from the furnace.
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    A Word to Residents of the Sunset Isles where Arthur Trod the Greensward with Robin Hood


    I AM AFRICAN born but English bred and so we share our bastard tongue. It is the offspring, this English, of the Saxon, Angle, Viking and Norman invasions that conceived it. We learnt the art of colonising by experiencing it.


    I say we, advisedly. I listen, look you, to English radio. I’m serious. Not exclusively, but I listen. Grateful for the BBC, I listen to In Our Time, and to PM on Radio 4. I listen to science programmes, cheery cooking shows. I listen to book discussions, to Clare Balding on nature rambles. I draw the line at The Archers.


    And every now and then, as I potter and listen, on the World Service perhaps, someone tells a story of suffering under apartheid. There is a tone the presenters employ during these interviews, a caring, dismayed tone. The horror they interrogate seems so unlikely, so distant. What unheard-of monsters would perpetrate these evils? What race of implausible barbarians would do such things?


    The answer is in the boxes that I kept close in the back of the Nissan. My father, aged fourteen, alone in Africa, can speak for himself.
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    The First Letter


    The Bucknall Steamship Lines, Limited


    25 September 1911


    Dear Ma and Pa and Family


    Just a line from Port Elizabeth to tell you of all my exciting experiences. As soon as we arrived in Cape Town I received four letters from Bedford wishing me welcome. We stopped until Friday morning and so I had a good look round. I went to the Museum and the park on the first day. I was somewhat lonely as I had nobody to go with me. Most of the people had friends they were going to see. However, on the whole I enjoyed myself.


    At night I went to the theatre with Mrs Render to see The Balkan Princess. It was fine and it did make us laugh. One old man trying to speak French said mercy buck up instead of merci beaucoup.


    Next morning, I went up town with Mr Gilfillon, my cabin mate. We walked round and then had a look at the Houses of Parliament. The caretaker took us all over and shewed us the Proclamation that the King signed last year, consenting to the Union. In the afternoon I went to Rhondebosch with Mrs Rawbone. This is where Cecil Rhodes lived. First we went to see the monument. It is a fine piece of building with four lions on each side leading up to the statue of Cecil Rhodes himself.


    Near this place was a small cottage where we had tea after our long climb. It was two miles and uphill all the way. I did the polite and gave the ladies my arm. There is some awfully pretty scenery round these parts. Those big white lilies (I think they are called Harem lilies) grow wild. We passed through a little valley with mountains on each side and flowers and trees of every kind. It was simply delightful. Then we proceeded to the house where Rhodes lived. It seemed to be one mass of brass work, all beautifully polished. The rooms were left practically the same as they were at Rhodes’ death and were very scantily furnished. You could tell he was not married.


    Well, we thought it was about time to return so we went. If we had had more time we should have gone to see the wild animals.


    We left Cape Town on Friday morning. Going round the coast it was very rough. I went on shore at Mossel Bay. It is only a small town and we walked all round. We had a cup of tea and returned to the ship in time for lunch. After we left Mossel Bay it was rough again and I am ashamed to say I was sick. Poor me. Ah me detested, how I am beguiled. We arrived at Algoa Bay yesterday, Sunday. I am going on shore at 9.30 with Gilfillan to see him off. He does not live far from Bedford and sometimes goes there to play football. I am going to farm with him if I don’t like chemistry. (Perhaps)


    I must stop now as the tug is coming along. So goodbye.


    Jim


    PS. Uncle sent me a letter here.
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    The Problem


    WRITE ABOUT YOUR PAST and the scenes will shift before your eyes as you form them. Look to documents and you’ll find yourself in another country. My mother’s German father, on the 13th day of November in the year of our Lord One Thousand Eight Hundred and indecipherable, was deemed, taken and esteemed to be entitled to all political and other rights powers and privileges, and to be subject to all obligations, of a natural-born British subject in the Colony of the Cape of Good Hope. My mother and father were married in the Union of South Africa, conjured into existence by George V, Monarch of the United Kingdom and the British Dominions, the year before my fourteen-year-old father visited Rhodes’ memorial in Cape Town. We throw names at it, this ground we call home, Britannia, Cabo da Boa Esperança, emaXhoseni, and hope they stick.


    Change is the constant. Aim a photon at two slits in a screen of gold and it will pass through both and we are resident in a stone house on a blue bay. It is all very English, oddly enough. Very colonial. We live in a dead end at the sign of the rook. Above us, up the hill to the south, are streets called Victory Row and Nelson Crescent.


    If you walk up from the main road, from the hotel where Scott and Shackleton stayed on their way to the Antarctic, the houses are white and boast rattling sash windows in their stout walls. They have little pillared verandas shaded by corrugated-iron roofs and decorated with lacy Victorian ironwork. After the stone house, as you climb the hill, are three-storey dwellings, blue and cream mostly, and cladded. The stone house stands on a boundary between Victorian colonial and post-colonial Cape Cod. Up at the top, in Nelson Crescent, the plots are narrow and steep. It’s a slum of slender three-storey mansions, shouldering each other aside for a bit more view and sun. Many are owned by UK residents. They call themselves swallows.


    And down below, in the dank storerooms of The Rookery, in the piled boxes, there’s a war on. The English are at war.
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    Adventures with Fatty


    E Company


    Kaffrarian Rifles


    Army PO


    Cape Town


    15 October 1914


    Dear Uncle,


    This time I intend to tell you all there is to be told and leave it to chance whether the censor reads it or not. I have managed after a deal of trouble to cadge an envelope from our messmate Slits Hughes. He had twenty years’ service with the CMR. Everyone seems to know him, so perhaps you have heard of him?


    As I wrote before, just as arrangements were made for salt water and I had indulged in my first wash, we had orders to move. The march was eight miles to a place called Grasplatz, and Fatty and I did not exactly have an easy time. We were on the end of the left flank and the main body would not slow down for us at the bends. We had a fine old picnic running over sand heaps and rocks with full kit on when the line turned right.


    At Grasplatz the only things to see are empty beer bottles and tins and rocks. Our chief work is clearing sand. It sometime banks up four or five feet high in a night. Once on picket we couldn’t keep our eyes open and when the relief woke us up, we were nearly buried.


    On one of our digging expeditions, I had my first shot at the enemy. Someone shouted that there was an aeroplane. After a time I could see a small speck in the sky, and then we heard the hum of the motor. It passed us miles away going very rapidly in the direction of Lüderitz. We watched it all the way and saw it circle and return. This time it followed the railway line and we heard the Kimberley and Pretoria regiments firing on it.


    Fatty and I climbed up a sand heap and lay side by side loading our rifles. It was soon overhead and we all began to blaze away. Fatty had five shots, but of course my bolt must needs jam. By the time I had forced it open, the aeroplane was well on its way. This was the last we saw of the gentleman. Well, if we never have another chance we can at least say that we had the pleasure of firing on a German.


    I think that is all the excitement we had at Grasplatz, except the arrival of a box addressed to Messrs R Pringle & J Whyle which we were hoping was full of grub but found to our disappointment contained only the shirts and magazines from Mrs Pringle. We were also dished out with a pair of socks, a pair of bootlaces and a packet of Flag Cigarettes. This is all we have seen of the numerous comforts prepared and sent to troops in German South West Africa. I saw two cases of oranges on the station, addressed to the Kaffrarian Rifles and these were never given out to any of our men as far as I know.


    We were at Grasplatz for about three weeks when we had orders to move inland. We marched off at six o’clock feeling very strong in the legs, but before nightfall many were feeling weak in the back, I’m afraid.


    A long halt was made about nine o’clock at a place called Rotkuppe. The Pretoria Regiment prepared breakfast and dinner for us, and such quantity and quality of stuff we have never had before, mealie meal porridge and bully beef stew with coffee. It was here I came across two Bedford fellows, Mr Herman van Niekerk and a young Bouwer (David’s son). They were both looking well, as black as niggers with sun and a fair proportion of dirt, and a moustache each. The entertained us to a light lunch consisting of a packet of biscuits, with a Bedford Enterprise for a tablecloth. We talked Bedford the whole time. They are both happy and getting fat and Bouwer is a Lance Corporal.


    At four o’clock we were on the move again. This last stretch was a bit too much for a lot of our men. By the time we arrived Fatty was carrying two belts with mess tins and tunics besides his own and I had two extra bandoliers with ammunition. Fatty says if they had not stopped us in time we would have marched slap through to Bechuanaland.


    Auntie will no doubt be pleased to hear that I have just come from Communion. We have voluntary Church parade every Sunday and fellows who do not attend usually have fatigue duties to do, so it pays to go to church.


    Dr Skinner treats open veld sores with Boracic Powder. What do you think of that? Fatty and I have been in the best of health up to now and are putting on weight. I have just recovered from a second lot of blisters on my hands.


    Yesterday we were served out with puttees and most of us have cut our trousers short like football nickers. It’s much easier for walking once you get over the sun burn. We are living in tents, fourteen to a tent and are not allowed to take our boots off at night. I can sleep anywhere and anytime now. Learning things and enjoying life. Hope this will reach you after the trouble of writing this length, interrupted about twenty times. Thank goodness it’s finished.


    Love to all,


    Jim
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    A Contract


    MY FATHER used a word in describing his friends from Bedford. Forgive me, him, us. He was a child.


    A writer makes a growing, complex contract with a reader. Gambling like my father, I transcribe the words as they were written, inscribe them as they were heard. How else can we know, feel, the truth of the thing, of the times. The words are used so that we can witness what was said and done. And if there is a gun on the mantelpiece in Chapter 6, it is there for a reason.
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    Disappointed


    E Company


    Kaffrarian Rifles


    Army PO


    Cape Town


    7 March 1915


    Dear Uncle,


    You will be awfully pleased (?) to hear that the chances of your nephew being shot by anybody but his friends are few. The Kaffrarian Rifles are being used for garrison work. Fatty and I are in Blockhouse 87. It is three miles from Schankaib and about 18 miles from Garob where the column is now encamped. What do you think of the reputation of the KRs now? Fine blockhouse soldiers but nothing more? Evidently that is General Sir Duncan Mackenzie’s opinion.


    We were expecting to be used for sentry duty some time or other but not as soon as this. It’s hardly playing the game when you consider that we have done all the hard pioneering work building railway and blockhouses all along the line while most of the other regiments were having a comparatively good time down in Lüderitz. We have never grumbled at the work either, being under the impression that ultimately we would see scrapping. Fancy volunteering for this? There isn’t a man in the KRs who is not absolutely fed up to the neck, even fellows who have seen any amount of scrapping in the Boer War …


    [section missing]
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    Schrödinger’s Bullets


    HOW TO TELL you these stories, his war and mine, where we are and how we got here. I’m working with drafts upon drafts, excava­tions in layers of text, scribbles in a black notebook, rank and number, confessions made in a cell in Kroonstad. There’s a play, National Madness, written soon after I was discharged from the army, mentally unstable, emotionally immature, with tendencies towards neurosis. There’s Pure Fiction, an attempt at truth written when I was a 4 000-words-a-day man, hacking a living out of the television undergrowth. And, from the time when I was an actor and a father and PW Botha lived in fear and I was reading Jean-Jacques Rousseau, there are handwritten pages, a scribbled title, The Confessions of a Liar in a State of Emergency. Speaking plainly as a textual archaeologist of thirty years’ experience, the situation is sketchy. We are dealing with jumbled layers of evidentiary material, much of it disturbed by previous excavation.


    Even the letters, which are inscriptions of a real life lived, tell what my father wanted his uncle in Bedford to know. This was, admittedly, a lot. He was writing his way out. The notes to his mother are minimal – send cake and socks. But to his uncle, who was close to Fatty Pringle’s family, my father opens up. Arriving with ten shillings in his pocket in a brand-new piece of British real estate had invigorated him. It fed the joyful naive optimism in his veins. But even with his uncle, there are areas where he is careful. He talks more easily about an Irish boy with his head blown off than he does about class. You have to look out for it, class. Put on posh. Little gentleman. I’m getting my servant to write this. Mr Jim.


    And all the above is mined, processed, sifted and transcribed.


    I inscribe before I know why I am doing it. In the cell in Kroonstad I had a black ring-bound notebook and a pen and I wrote down what was on my mind. I was trying to make sense of things, to write my way out. Like my father staying in touch with his uncle. Writing his way out of small-town England.


    Or in. Into jeopardy.


    There is fear, I confess, in my heart. I fear the bullets. Not knowing where they come from.
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    An Awful Nerve


    Union-Castle Line


    SS Llandovery Castle


    Cape Town


    11 July 1915


    Dear Uncle


    Thanks for your note received last week. I got quite a budget altogether.


    We landed at Mossel Bay for about ninety minutes and Fatty and I looked up Mr Thompson. He was awfully surprised to see us and took us to his house for afternoon tea. Madge wished to be remembered to Phyllis. She has grown and improved a lot.


    From them we got a Bedford paper announcing the departure of Mr Pringle and J Whyle, two patriotic youngsters. Don’t you think Tommy Hall has an awful nerve to call us youngsters, especially on a concern like this? Fatty has passed his majority even if I haven’t and after all we are doing men’s work. I thought about writing to Tommy, but it would do no good. Perhaps you would talk to him and tell him what you think?


    Mr Thompson is as funny as ever and fairly made our sides ache.


    We leave here at noon today, Sunday, just a day late. The boat is, I believe, crowded. There are two Portuguese fellows in our cabin going from Lorenzo Marques to Madeira, and neither of them can talk English. I told them they’d have to learn before the end of the voyage.


    May is talking rot when she says we have done our share. She might as well say that all men who have been on active service for nine months, and who are fighting now, have done their share. Nobody has done his share until the war is over or he is incapacitated. She is only looking from the one side, her side.


    Goodbye.


    Love to all,


    Jim
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    Evidence


    DON’T TEMPT FATE, my mother used to say. He was weeks shy of his 18th birthday. The First Battle of Ypres was about to begin. He was headed for France. He was headed for fields of slaughter that would set the standard for meaningless butchery from that day to this.


    I remember the world from on top of his shoulders, coming up through the garden from the dam. The Three Hogsbacks on the left, Gaika’s Kop on the right.


    It is possible that I created this memory from a flickering snippet of 8 mm cine film: a man in khaki shorts and bush jacket, spats over his brown boots. He strides up the lawn, a toddler on his shoulders, clinging to his tweed cap.


    And yet, as we speak, I can almost feel the prickly grain of that cloth against my palms. Just as I can re-create the texture of the belt he wears – a worn, simply fashioned strap of lion skin.


    [image: ]
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    Fun with Fatty in Funchal


    Union-Castle Line


    RMS Llandovery Castle


    At sea, a day’s journey from Plymouth


    19 July 1915


    Dear Uncle


    If I want to catch the outgoing mail I must post on board so here is another letter from the boat. We arrived at Madeira on Monday morning and I sent my last letter from there. Now I must tell you of our doings at Madeira and since.


    My half section and I had decided to be thrifty and not do the trip up the mountain which cost 18 shillings a head. Then just before we went ashore, Mr Green asked us to join his party and informed us that he had tickets for us. He is a partner in a firm of furniture makers at Cape Town and he is travelling with his wife and two daughters to England.


    We arrived on shore after watching numerous small and large boys diving for tickeys and sixpences. We were then taken off to the station in a motor to await the arrival of a smelly dirty piece of apparatus they called a train. I was a bit nervous at first but was at last prevailed upon to climb in. I was promptly thrown in the face with a bunch of flowers, and a small boy, of the same colour skin as myself, demanded a penny. I gave him one and was thrown with more flowers. This lasted as long as my supply of pennies did, then we both grew tired.


    Well, we duly arrived at the top of the mountain, passing on the way through the most gorgeous scenery, and had breakfast, the second that day. After a rest and an argument with our guide, we tobogganed down the mountain with much speed. Fatty caused excitement by wearing a straw hat, about a quarter of the ordinary size (as worn by a clown in a circus), which he raised to everybody as we passed.


    We got on board after nearly being washed overboard in the tug and were off again at noon. There has been a strong headwind ever since we left and we expect to arrive in Plymouth tomorrow afternoon. We do picket night and day looking for submarines. About thirty men volunteered to do it (after being asked) and Fatty and I are on from 12 to 2 pm and from 4 to 6 am. We’ve seen about a dozen different boats today.


    Love to all,


    Jim
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    The Anomaly


    HE CAME TO AFRICA with ten shillings in his pocket, my mother told me. I did not know him and I can’t even remember when I first read the letters. I suspect that I was a teenager when someone showed me the big one, the one where he says that walking through bullets and exploding shells makes you feel quite exquisitely mad.


    I only read the full sequence with proper attention when a chance meeting at the Market Theatre led to a BBC commission for a radio play, Dancing with the Dead. It was based on his letters. And it was only after the play was broadcast that I came upon his article about surviving the sinking of the Galway Castle. That’s where he gives an alternative version of the bullet’s trajectory.


    His youngest son from his first marriage, Robin, who once played for a Border rugby team that beat the All Blacks, is buried at the bottom of the garden my mother planted on the farm between the Three Hogsbacks and Gaika’s Kop. I was one of the men who carried the coffin.


    Years before, when Robin was still himself, I told him about the differing versions. He was surprised.


    Dad always told me, he said, that it was an English bullet.

  


  
    14


    Home 


    St Mary’s Street Whittlesea


    Cambs


    6 August 1915


    Dear Uncle


    Here we are once more in dear old Whittlesea1 and every­body seemed mighty pleased to see us. We landed at Plymouth about four on Friday and got our luggage through the customs by about six and onto the train. We reached London at midnight and put up at the Great Western Hotel, leaving next morning for Liverpool Street and Whittlesea. We were hung up at March for about two hours and just as we were getting back on the train Dad walked past me and started talking to Frank Ford, telling him that Sonny was coming home. Then he turned round and saw me and fell on my neck. He is looking very well, but much shorter than I expected.


    By the time we got home all the family had collected itself together. I don’t think anybody has changed much. Mother looks rather thin and Mike and Doris are much more grown up than they need to be, but otherwise just the same. May is 5 foot 11 inches and I am half an inch taller than that.


    Dad seems to be doing well in his billet. He has already had an increase, and quite a considerable one, so that is satisfactory. Verily, it’s an ill wind that blows nobody any good. Fatty is very amused at the way everybody talks in their sing-song way. The girls say that I put on posh because I don’t talk like that, so I suppose very soon I shall have to drop into the old ways again.


    Tonight we are going up to London for the weekend. While we are up there we intend to inquire about the various regiments. I have concluded that we should have no difficulty in getting a commission in a short time but have not quite decided on it yet. As soon as the tug came alongside at Plymouth there was a man after us, representing the Inns of Court Officers Training Corps. He gave us an introduction to the OC in London and asked us to call there. He says, having had nine months active service, we would get a commission in six weeks. I don’t think we shall take it on though. It would mean separation for sure and Scottie McDonald and some of our East London friends are coming over to join the Black Watch, and we could get together and make things fun. Moreover, the officers they are taking on now are a pretty weak-kneed crew with lots of swank and nothing else much. They may be alright when it comes to scrapping, though. Anyhow, if you are worth anything they promote you from the ranks, even while in training.


    Love to all,


    Jim


    I hope Dot is better. Thought something would happen as soon as I went away.
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    Evidence of Absence


    WHEN I ASKED HER about the olden days, my mother talked about going to the sea. How they walked next to the oxen from Viedgesville to Coffee Bay. And at night, she’d say, we slept under the wagon. Like your father did when he was training for the army. She always mentioned that. My query wasn’t about him. It was about the mystery of the olden days. But she made the connection often enough for me to remember it.


    Here’s another memory. A small boy’s secret raid.


    There are no fathers. They do not exist. I go into my mother’s room. On the left is the big double bed. On the right is the bathroom with bath, bidet, lavatory and basin. In front of me is a wooden window that the sun shines through. Below the window is a tin trunk. Battered, green. I lift, carefully, the hinged lid. The trunk is full, but I don’t rummage. I don’t even touch. I stare at the strange, crafted, atavistic pouch on the folded tweed of his kilt.
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    Getting Lucky


    A Company, 3rd Battalion, London Scottish


    Richmond Park Camp


    Roehampton, Surrey


    24 September 1915


    Dear Uncle,


    At last I have a little time to let you know how things go about us. I don’t know how much I told you before so I am rather at a loss to know how to start.


    As I mentioned in my note last week we went up to London to meet Mr and Mrs Gorton. By the time we arrived it was too late to go to the theatre so we took a tram to the Strand. We had supper at the Corner House, Lyons’ latest and nicest place. Then we talked South Africa until further notice. I think they are right to say you must come to England to realize what this war really means. People in South Africa never will.


    We expect to go off to France any time now. We are being hurried through our musketry course, which, in the ordinary way, a man does not do until he has been in the regiment about four months. Some time ago the Colonel asked to see the men from South Africa. He made us a nice speech saying he was proud that we had come all this way to join the Scottish. He said he knew we were eager to get to the front. He considers us trained men and will see that we are sent out with the next draft. When we came we hardly expected such good luck as this. It will be just as well to get over there before the really cold weather sets in. Then we can settle down and let the climate take its course. Fatty does not want Mrs Pringle to know until we are actually about to leave, so please keep mum about it.


    Fatty and I take advantage of nearness to London and are gradually doing the sights. Last Sunday we went to the zoo. It was very nice but I’m afraid we don’t appreciate that sort of thing so much as those who have never been out of England. There are so many of the animals and birds that we have seen in the wild state.


    It’s raining today for the first time for a month. Up to now we have been having glorious August weather, quite hot in fact. I think we are browner now than we were before we left Africa, but I expect we shall soon have rosy cheeks. You can always tell a recruit by his white face. When they do burn, a white patch is left on the right forehead, where the bonnet comes, which results in a piebald effect.


    In order to accustom us to working in the dark, night operations are held once a week. They are carried out all over the park. We are told to march to a certain place by compass and when we arrive there at a given time, have to act on our orders. They vary it sometimes, by giving us trench digging all night. They are also fond of Swedish drill, and instruction is given daily to the various companies. Gott straffe Sweden.


    I don’t feel inclined to write any more just now and so must say goodbye.


    Give my love to all friends.


    Your affec. nephew,


    Jim


    Could you let me have the recipe for Nimtol Dentifrice? I don’t care to use any other.
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    Mom and Dad


    SOMETHING ELSE my mother said. Something I remember because, I suspect, it was about the English not being as clean as South Africans. Clean South Africans like me and my mom. My father used to tell her, she said, that when his parents moved to Sheffield during the war, they were given a council house. It included the first inside bathroom they had known. So they kept their coal in the bath.
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