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      This book is dedicated to those who may not realize they are battling a profound affliction, capable of shaping or shattering the person they aspire to be. This affliction can hold such sway that, without awareness, it can cripple both oneself and those nearby.

      

      But there is hope.

      

      Within you lies boundless potential and endless opportunity.

      

      Do not allow life’s circumstance to define you — you are deserving.

      

      You have the power.

      

      If you so choose.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DISCLAIMER

          

        

      

    

    
      The contents of this book is based on my personal lived experiences, reflections and creative expression. While every effort has been made to ensure accuracy of the details shared, I make no representations or warranties regarding the completeness, reliability, or validity of the information presented.

      References to existing individuals, organisations, or events are included for illustrative or narrative purposes only, and are not intended to defame, disparage, or misrepresent any person or entity in any way.

      Persons included in these chapters will inevitably have their own versions of these happenings, so this account is perforce the story of my reality only. In sharing this account, I am in no way intending to shame anyone. My sole objective is to share a story of hope, of survival, and ultimately triumph. I am deeply grateful to every single person who has made a contribution to my life story, and for the privilege of having the opportunity to share this story with you.

      I disclaim all liabilities for any misunderstandings, disputes, inferences, or interpretations that may arise from the content of this book.

      Names have been changed to protect the privacy of all included in this story.
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        * * *

      

      My dear children,

      Yesterday, I received the news that I have graduated with Distinction in my Master’s program. I'm still coming to terms with this reality, and while I'm absolutely thrilled, accepting that I deserve this tremendous accolade is a challenge. The journey to this point has been quite remarkable, filled with challenges that perhaps you've glimpsed but never fully understood. Now feels like the right time for me to share my story, from beginning to end.

      In sharing my journey, I hope you'll come to know me better and perhaps reflect on your own path, recognizing the patterns that shape your life. These cycles need not define you; instead, they can serve as lessons, guiding you toward growth and resilience. My hope is that my story will inspire you to overcome any obstacles blocking your own dreams.

      You, my dear ones, were my inspiration in achieving mine.

      I feel compelled to tell my story. If the words written here can help even one person transcend their own struggles, then I will have achieved my primary goal.

      Let me begin by sharing the background of my entry into this world, introducing you to the family I cherished, and the place I called home.
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CHAPTER 1


          

          
            ANNABELLE

          

        

      

    

    
      One of my earliest memories is of the recurring feeling of unease whenever birthdays or Christmas came around. Each time, we would drive up to the gates of the Cambridge cemetery in East London, and stop at the entrance to pick out flowers to lay on my late sister Annabelle's gravesite.

      My mother would always consult us when choosing the fragrant bouquet and, as we crossed through the grand wrought iron entrance to the sadness on the other side, the pain my mother felt was tangible. My sister Margot and I would distract ourselves from the overwhelming grief by erratically collecting colourful stones off other people’s graves before being summoned to assist in the routine of tidying up our own sister’s final resting place.

      I never understood why she had plain white pebbles and the blandest of head stones, but felt awkward questioning anything regarding this heartache that did not belong to me. Content with the self-assumed conclusion that the invading green weeds were easier to spot against white, we tucked into the team effort of pulling each one out individually while periodically being reminded by my mother to make sure that no roots were left behind.

      There was a neatly cemented indent in the middle of Annabelle’s grave, where an empty, dirty bowl would be begging for colour. One of us would be nominated to clean and fill it with fresh water from the tap nearby and carefully replace it in its designated spot. My mother would then retreat into her own little world as she carefully arranged each and every stem in perfect position in the vase. As she leaned back after each new addition to admire her work, I would silently wonder what her thoughts were, and as I looked at the headstone, I felt deep sorrow as I read, “Our Darling Annabelle 16.04.1959 — 11.01.1969”.

      She had been just nine years old.

      My mother was pregnant with my second oldest sister, Margot, when Annabelle passed away, so neither of us ever had the privilege of knowing this beautiful, brave sister who was my parents’ first born and my brother’s everything.

      My memory of the facts surrounding Annabelle’s illness and eventual death is a vague blend of what I was told, what I overheard, what I surmised and, in all probability what I had dreamed over the years. Annabelle had been diagnosed with a-plastic anaemia at the early age of 4 years, presumably as a side effect of a childhood viral infection, a complication that sometimes accompanies measles. A-plastic anaemia is a rare condition that occurs when your body stops producing enough new blood cells, causing chronic fatigue, risk of infection and uncontrolled bleeding.

      Her nerve-wracking school days, despite stringent safety measures, often ended with an emergency blood transfusion after a nosebleed that would just not stop. Being the outdoorsy little tomboy she was, each day was an uncertainty and each moment she had on her beloved farm was treasured.

      Annabelle lived for the outdoors and, growing up on a farm, spent every waking moment she could with the animals — feeding them, caring for them and cherishing the very miracle of their existence. I recall a story my dad loved to tell me of Annabelle and the little lamb.

      One day, she was, as usual, out in the fields and crossed over through the rusty, barbed wire fence to the neighbour’s farm. There, finding a lost and wobbly little lamb that had been abandoned by its mother, she gently picked up the helpless creature and carried it home. There, she nurtured it and fed it slightly warmed formula milk through a baby’s bottle. By the time my father called the neighbour to let him know the lost little lamb was okay, it and Annabelle were both fast asleep under the blankets of her soft, warm bed and there was no hope whatsoever of separating the smitten pair.

      Her last few months became a desperately unfair imbalance between hospital and home as her farm days grew few and the Frere State Hospital in East London became her more tragic reality. As hope continued to fade, she was flown to the Children’s Red Cross Hospital in Cape Town, where she spent her last moments surrounded by my mother and father, my brother, and an abundance of nursing staff who had grown to love this sweet girl with all their heart. Her little body had doubled in size from the endless doses of cortisone being pumped into her blood stream in a futile attempt at defying the odds and statistics of this (then) incurable disease.

      My mother once told us that the last thing Annabelle said was, “Please take care of my pony, Pappa”. For years after her death, my mom, sister and I would frequent the East London Zoo to feed that little pony of Annabelle’s that was bringing much joy to the children, who would ride her on their visits to the park.

      In an attempt to treasure her memory, my mother meticulously compiled a scrapbook of my sister’s life from beginning to end — including each and every condolence card received upon her death. As I grew up, I would often take it off the shelf and sit quietly on the bright orange carpet in our lounge and, with the afternoon sun streaming through the cottage-pane window, I would page through it with the utmost care, in an attempt to know just a little more about this special little soul, this person who was my sister, and her brief moment of life.

      The book was filled with pictures of her smiling little face, so angelic and so brave until the very last breath. The most devastating picture for me in that book was always the one at the very end.

      It portrayed a beautiful but shattered little boy at age seven, standing with his white-blond head meekly bowed, and his hands neatly held behind his back. He stood over a grave not yet filled with shiny white stones, but with fresh, colourful flowers of every kind. The sorrow and grief in his stance were all that was necessary for me to understand fully that Annabelle’s early call to Heaven had left a trail of heartache on my family from that moment on.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            THE GARDEN OF EDEN

          

        

      

    

    
      I cannot begin to imagine losing a child to death. There cannot possibly be anything crueller for a parent to endure. How my then pregnant mother maintained her grace and sanity to welcome two more daughters into this world is beyond any expectation of motherhood I can comprehend. She was exceptionally skilled in her ability to hide pain. No matter how difficult it must have been at times, she would simply ‘just get on with it’. My father, however, was far more ‘human’ in that respect and life changed for him overnight.

      I do not know where my father was raised, nor do I know the names of his parents or how they passed on, or when. I do know that he was the youngest of three children and, although he and his brother had no relationship, his sister and he had been very close.

      Although I know very little about his life before Annabelle, there are various events that he shared with me that I remember vividly in the telling. For example, his captaincy in the army, and his lifelong passion for and knowledge of animals and the outdoors.

      My father was a large man with big brown eyes and a balding head of hair. Each morning, he would painstakingly comb the very few remaining strands over his bald spot in a futile attempt to hide what loomed beneath.

      My father had a standard dress code that he obeyed every day. In winter, he wore a traditional red, grey and navy tartan collared shirt over his proudly extended belly and tucked neatly into his chocolate-coloured corduroys, and veldskoene for shoes. In summer, he would step out in a khaki Safari suit with long, woolly, grey socks, one of which would inevitably be sporting a fine-toothed metal comb, to use in case the sweat from the summer sun unhinged his thinning brown strands from their strategic position. No matter which ‘uniform’ my father was wearing, however, there was one accessory that completed each and every one: a box of twenty Chesterfield cigarettes tucked tautly into the top left pocket of that day’s chosen shirt.

      My maternal grandfather was a dogmatic, old-school man who believed that nothing came from nothing and there was no time for rest. No one was exempt. He worked like a slave, roping in whoever was in the vicinity – regardless of age or gender - to assist in his quest to build a dairy farming empire that he could leave as a legacy to his four children and their children after that. I have been told many stories about how he built his wealth from scratch through consistent self-sacrifice and physically taxing work.

      Even though he died before I had the opportunity to know him, I have always had tremendous respect for his drive and determination and for the astonishing success that was his life’s story. My childhood home, Delville Farm, was one trophy that was testament to just this. My grandfather carefully guided my father, his son-in-law, into taking over the reins so that he too, could be the provider for his family and create a safe and secure future for my mother and grandchildren.

      Growing up in an orthodox Christian home where we said grace before each meal, said prayers (on our knees) before we went to sleep, and read bible stories every night at bedtime, I always believed that our garden on the farm was, in fact, the Garden of Eden. The memory I have is that it is, to this day, surely the most beautiful garden I have yet seen or ever will see.

      In the centre of around 5000 square meters of flawless lawn, was the focal point of my paradise: our outdoor ‘dining room’. On approaching this unique feature, one would be warmly greeted by the smell of creeper vines with pale, flute-like lilac blossoms of exquisite, rich velvetiness. The thick stems formed a determined igloo, encompassing a cobble-stoned island surrounded by a man-made concrete canal about half a meter deep.

      This canal was densely populated with a variety of Koi fish that my father had nurtured from a single pair that had been given to him as a birthday gift shortly after my birth. Along with his fish, there was an impressive medley of frogs and tadpoles that would hide within the safe nest of green slime drizzled around their home. Many happy moments were spent trying to capture these cautious little creatures, stubbornly concealing themselves amongst the lily pads in an attempt to escape the homemade net my sister and I had made out of old orange bags, wire and wooden dowel rods.

      An impressive assortment of lush ferns, ‘Delicious Monsters’ and ‘Elephant Ears’ grew amid an extensive rock feature along the peripheral boundary of the canal, making each one of our explorations around it, in our polystyrene canoe, an adventure.

      For the less adventurous, a rustic, wooden arch bridge made the carrying of tea and freshly baked farm scones or ‘vetkoek’ from the kitchen to the white stone garden furniture relatively uncomplicated. The peace of teatime was accompanied by the gentle sound of trickling water, and complemented the natural aesthetics of this authentic Utopia that was my most special place.

      Deeper into my Garden of Eden was a pristinely manicured area outlined by a knee-high, white picket fence, complete with a matching, self-closing swing gate. This was my mother’s rose garden and her own sanctuary of peace. She would spend hours in there manicuring, pruning or picking a fresh bunch for our table. After church on Sundays, she took utmost delight in sharing her passion, creating a stunning bouquet with my grandmother, which graced the dining room, before we all tucked into our traditional Sunday roast.

      Just above the rose garden was a large reservoir, or, as we preferred to call it, our ‘all–natural’ swimming pool.  This unusually shaped, circular swimming pool stood about a metre and a half above the ground, and was a source of endless enjoyment. It had a circumference of around 50 metres and was painted white with ‘kalk’ (lime) on the outside to make it more pleasing to the eye. The inside was dull, rough and stone-grey, toning down the visibility of frogs and other uninvited aquatic creatures for the sake of our more squeamish friends, although such creatures were unlikely to deter my sister and me!

      Our 'pool' consisted of pure rainwater. Under my father’s proud and constant supervision, it was fresh enough to drink. He would capture each raindrop in a very high tank which he had proudly erected himself, whence it passed through an impressive filtration system housed in ‘the pool room’. Besides servicing our much frequented swimming pool, this water was also pumped into the one and only running tap we had in our house. The luxury of municipal water was one that our farm had at that time not yet acquired.

      To the left of our swimming pool was a single grassy step down, leading to a rusty swing gate, which was for keeping hungry predators out. This gate led into our vegetable garden full of organic vegetables and fruit that would be any chef’s delight. Down the centre of the rectangular-shaped area was a path made from sandy-coloured stone pebbles to allow easy access to berries, rhubarb, lettuce, cabbage, carrots and tomatoes on the left, and orange trees, guavas, lemons, peppers and figs on the right.

      All watering of this garden was reliant on nature and in extreme times of drought, a watering can would be used to ferry water from the swimming pool to ensure the survival of what had already been sown. The end of the vegetable garden was marked by an enormous mulberry tree filled with silkworms and an abundance of fruit, which we would munch to our hearts' content.

      To the right, equally impressive, was a forest of the thickest bamboo that we had strict orders to steer clear from. Quite true to the Garden of Eden, this bush was home to some of the biggest and deadliest snakes that would show themselves from time to time in the subtlest and sometimes not so subtle of ways to remind us of their existence. How we escaped the dangers of these silent slithering creatures is beyond me.

      Among my father’s most precious treasures in our garden was a rondavel cage, which he had made with a metal frame joined neatly together by a circular mesh wall. The thatch roof ensured that his prized collection of hand-reared grey, black and white fan-tail doves were protected from the elements, while a small, square opening near the top gave them the freedom to come and go as nature had intended.

      My Garden of Eden was the most peaceful place on Earth for me. When times were hard and my heart was sad, there were places in that garden I could escape to where no challenge in the world was ever too much to bear.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

          
            THE VILLAGE

          

        

      

    

    
      Delville Farm was literally in the middle of nowhere, as the closest inhabited village was Berlin in the Eastern Cape. When driving on the N2 joining East London and King Williams Town, you could miss it if you blinked.

      Berlin consisted of a butchery, a town hall, two cafés, a petrol station, a hotel/pub, a secondary school and a nursery school. The butchery would serve takeaways on certain days, where my favourite treat was always their fresh white bread sandwich with homemade butter and grated cheddar cheese. The smell and texture of that special treat was to die for! The town hall was the central gathering point where anything of significance was staged. This included school concerts, visits from Father Christmas, barn dances, bazaars, community fundraisers and more.

      The village school was small with exceptional facilities due to the commitment and dedication of community fundraising efforts and could accommodate a total of fifty-seven learners from Sub A (now Grade 1) to Standard 7 (nowadays Grade 9). Most classrooms had one or more grades per teacher which made for an interesting learning experience.

      Berlin Pre-Primary was my mother’s initiative and life’s work. The brilliance of her achievements with children within those walls was easily visible even from the parking area, as her attention to detail and beauty had made a masterpiece. The school was started on Delville Farm before Margot and I were born. Despite the treacherous 20km dirt road, parents from far and wide would drive their little ones all that way, in the hope of benefiting from Aunty Ann’s outstanding ability to teach and inspire a young child to learn. As word of mouth took wind, a subsidy was granted to build a school in the village itself. As the school’s reputation strengthened, my mother turned into a living legend within our community and became a woman who was greatly respected by all.

      I too attended my mom’s school until I began Sub A at the ‘big’ school down the road. It wasn’t always easy being at the same school as my mother, and having to mix the roles we played in reality became an everyday challenge. As proud as I was to be ‘the principal’s daughter’, the line between doing too much and doing too little with regards to teaching your own child was very thin. To the detriment of myself, I would frequently attempt to use my position to my advantage, taking liberties that my counterparts did not have. This would often land me in a mix of compromising fall-outs with my friends, and with the ‘boss’ herself.

      The most endearing quality this tiny village had to boast was its sense of community. Everybody knew each other and everybody had each other’s back. No exceptions. The Berlin Lions Club was taken seriously with its focus on family, who were included at each event. Many happy memories were created at these events hosted in the Town Hall.

      In the centre of the village, right opposite the gravel tennis court where my mom started the Berlin Tennis Club, was a tiny, orange, face bricked Chapel that seated no more than fifty devout and loyal congregates each Sunday morning for our Methodist Church Service. My sister and I were christened in that church, in a beautiful, white-lace gown passed down the generations. Other than the rare occasion where we would drive through to the Dutch Reformed Church in King Williams Town so my dad could attend a service in Afrikaans, Sunday services at that little Methodist church were never missed.

      My dad was not a church-goer, so the trips to King Williams Town (where he was the only one to understand the sermon) seemed pointless to me. He would in any case inevitably end up snoring from beginning to end in a way that would make the pew we were in shudder. I far preferred the intimacy of our cosy little chapel, where my mother led the song with her penetrating organ playing, sending shivers of pride through my veins.  Her passion ensured that each member of the congregation would always walk out with a spring in their step.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 4


          

          
            DELVILLE FARM

          

        

      

    

    
      My earliest memories of my father’s productive farm are happy ones. We had an impressive complement of Xhosa staff, who treated our family so well you would have thought we were royalty. Every morning I was spoiled with coffee in bed, which was served on a tray my sister Annabelle had painted. This would be followed by a five-star breakfast of bacon and freshly laid eggs, for me to enjoy before going off to school. Blessing, my nanny, endowed me with the gift of the Xhosa language, which I absorbed effortlessly. Despite the mid-apartheid adversity, she loved and accepted me as one of her own and I her in return.

      Our farm was a ‘Jack of all trades’ kind of farm. We had mielie plantations, pumpkin patches and even an indigenous prickly pear harvest. My father dabbled in poultry farming and our free-range chicken coop was second to none.

      We had a fair flock of Merino sheep that kept us not only fed, but also at one point generated a steady income from wool and mutton sales. Overall, however, it was our dairy production that was the cash cow and our ‘bread and butter’.

      Back then, Model Dairy was a major corporation in East London and they would journey out to the ‘sticks’ of the Berlin farming community to collect our milk, throwing in a copy of The Daily Dispatch newspaper for us to keep abreast with current affairs.

      I loved to be part of the milking process. Armed with a tiny pink plastic cup, I would wake up with my dad at the crack of dawn and together we would make our way down to the dairy. I would take my pick, more often than not choosing a Jersey cow over a Friesland one, and tie her legs securely to avoid a nasty kick. Pulling up a heavy metal tripod stool, I would lubricate my rough tomboy hands in lanolin and set to work to obtain the freshest milk possible.

      Our primary working dairy section was significantly less primitive than that, though, and a superior selection of dairy cows would go through to the ‘big’ section of the dairy, as I called it, where they had the strangest contraptions made from a combination of rubber and glass attached to each of their teats. With the flick of a switch their milk was sucked from their udders and decanted into a humungous glass cylinder and tested. Through all this, they grazed happily on a treat of lucerne and molasses. Once given the approving nod from my dad and staff, the milk was then channelled up more tubes and into the ‘bottling room’.  Before being bottled in huge steel milk cans for collection from Model Dairy, the milk would go through a sterilization system and cooled. When the truck arrived, the barn-like doors would be flung open with a deafening thud and the freshly filled milk cans would be tossed out onto the oversized table and loaded onto the truck, while the empty milk cans were simultaneously offloaded on the other side with gigantic clangs.

      Very little in our pantry was bought from shops. We had our own bread, milk, eggs, butter, fruit, vegetables, chicken, lamb and beef. Every Sunday after church, my mother, with Blessing's help, would prepare a feast complete with fresh farm meat, roast potatoes, rice and gravy, and at least three or four vegetables to go with it. An equally impressive dessert, lovingly baked from scratch, would end a meal fit for a king. While this weekly experience stood as a beacon that filled us with gratitude for what our land had bestowed on us, water was very scarce, and bottled water was not yet on the market. Each morning Blessing would take a bucket, walk out to the rain water tank outside, and decant only enough drinking water for that day’s consumption. The drinking water bucket was kept in the kitchen and covered with a lid to prevent unwelcome creatures adding to our daily dietary intake.

      Even our ablution water was a chore. A flushing toilet or running bath was unheard of and the toilet would have to accumulate with waste before it warranted a bucket of precious water being tipped into the cistern to take the ghastly smell away. There was only one window to air that dark and dingy loo. It was a vertical slider that opened into the dining area. Needless to say, it was far more pleasant to contain the smell in the designated room. At least it was a very big room.

      A hot bath was a treat in our house and every other day I would share a 3cm deep warm bath (thanks to boiling a kettle) with either my mom, dad or sister, while hair washing was saved for Sundays, and managed over a partially filled basin with a plastic cup to rinse.

      Just inside our ‘Garden of Eden’ were two big and beautiful Norfolk Pine trees that would be our landmark from kilometres away. My sister and I were given a monkey rope at least nine metres long, which my dad hung from one of the highest branches of another magnificent old tree outside the garden toward the chicken coop. Every metre or so, the rope was knotted and a really big one tied at the very bottom, on which we could sit as we jumped onto it to swing.

      My sister and I came up with the most creative ideas on how to enjoy that rope, and we gave each knot a number. Number one, for example, was when one of us sat securely on the first notch, both hands firmly on the rope, holding on tightly, while the other would stand on the ground and hold the rope with both hands and spin her around and around as fast as possible. We would hold on like mad with both eyes shut tight, so that we would get dizzy, and then, as the rope had been spun so tightly that it was beginning to curl up in spastic tension, it was released, and we would spin the other way before jumping off back onto terra firma, completely drunk with excitement. Number two would be something different, and so on. As the novelty of a number wore thin, we would invent another, more thrilling challenge for it, which ultimately led to us using a long ladder and hold the rope while jumping off the shed roof, whose height was equivalent to a double story building! We would hang upside down as we swung to and fro, shrieking with delight!

      My sister lived with my grandmother in East London as a weekly boarder so that she could attend the girl’s school where my mother had been deputy head girl. The five-year gap between us stirred up such sibling rivalry that, for the sake of my grandmother’s sanity, my mother felt it best that I stayed at home.

      I missed my sister so much when she was away that when she was home we would be best friends just long enough to convince my mother to allow us to move into the same room together. Once all our furniture, clothes and toys had been shifted and perfectly settled into one big happy sisterly space, the proverbial walls would cave in and boundary lines would be drawn up with either a ball of string, chalk or furniture, clearly dividing one half of the room from the other. Often my mother would slap the ultimate punishment on us and order us into separate rooms once again.

      During the week, having the privilege of spending my carefree afternoons on my beloved farm, I joined in wherever I could with the general running of things. I would be on the tractor ploughing, planting or harvesting the crops.  I would be assisting in the docking of the lambs' tails to prevent disease, assisting in herding the sheep into a different grazing field, or simply entertaining myself with the wonderful innovative toys made for me by my beloved Xhosa friends.

      Having a white skin in the old South Africa, and innocent of the horrid political truth of it all, meant that, as a five-year-old, I was ‘blessed’ with some profound privileges. For example, no matter what game I chose, we would play it, and it was always ‘my turn’ when it came to taking turns. I was most certainly always in the driver’s seat when I felt that we should play with the innovative go-cart that my dear little friends themselves had knocked together for me from scraps of wood lying around. These little guys would take delight in pushing me up and down that very long dirt road until I had decided I had had enough. I cringe at the recollection of my entitled behaviour now with the same dread I do when someone scrapes their nails down the blackboard of a classroom.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 5


          

          
            APARTHEID

          

        

      

    

    
      My father was an Afrikaner and proud of it. Although I cannot pretend to know his political views or opinions, suffice it to say that my Xhosa friends were not welcome in our home. Ever. Least of all in my bedroom. My precious friends were a significant menace to my father, who would feel nothing about hauling out the sjambok to caution the little blighter who had forgotten the boundaries, no matter what the reasons might have been for their ‘lack of judgment’.

      I recall one such time, when my mother had actually paid me to stay home from school, as I was sick. These were the days before computers were even thought of, and the two television channels we had were only broadcast after 6 pm. After doing all the puzzles I had in stock, and exhausting all the creativity in me, there was little else left as entertainment while I was house-bound.

      My father spent most of his time out and about on the farm and as loneliness set in, I took it upon myself to sneak out of my window and down to the rural dwellings my grandfather had built all those years ago to house the valuable people that were responsible for the success of our farm. As I got there, I found Noxolo, Blessing’s daughter, with whom I shared a birthday, and who was my very best pal. It didn’t take much to convince her that she should come and play at my house, as I needed entertainment.

      I snuck her in through the window and both of us, tucked snugly into bed, played cards, ‘read’ stories and, as our imaginations took over, the next thing we knew we had moved my metal spring bed below the handmade imbuia wardrobe my grandfather had made, and were taking turns at somersaulting off the top of it onto the bed.

      We were in stitches of mischievous laughter, and having the best time ever, when I heard the thud of my father’s heavy footsteps gaining their usual, slovenly drone of momentum and depth as he made his way with purpose up the long, wood-floored passage towards my bedroom door.

      I could not help Noxolo escape quickly enough, nor could I hide her adequately in such a short space of time. My father grabbed her and gave her such a beating in front of me that I wailed loudly, which angered him even more. My beloved and brave Noxolo, however, shed not even a hint of a tear as she bore the punishment he had justified in his own mind to be an appropriate one for the sin she had committed of being in his daughter’s room.

      I do not know precisely when I started hating my father with every inch of my being. I don’t know if, truthfully, I ever liked him at all, but that day, that moment, is a vivid memory I have of what I perceive pure evil to be. Feeling nauseated to the core, I made a conscious decision at that moment never again to invite any of my friends into my house.

      My father would show ‘love’ by giving me animals. I adored my little creatures and cherished them with the same nurturing, consistent devotion that perhaps in some way I felt I needed to be shown by him, but never was. I had my own pet pot-belly piglets, monkeys, kittens, woolly lambs, calves, chickens, ducklings - who would be cordially invited by me to share my bath time with me. Jenny, my beloved pet goat, who followed me everywhere I went on the farm for years, was the safe and reliable friend I desperately needed.

      My father would also come home from time to time with a puppy as a gift for me. With the exception of one of them, whom I had named ‘Teddy’, which he accidentally drove over with our bright yellow Chevrolet, my father ended up shooting every single pup he gave me, as they started ‘chasing the sheep’.

      Jenny, my gorgeous goat’s fate was just as barbaric – although not at the hands of my father. She was butchered in her pen, just 30 meters from my bedroom window, by poachers looking for a meal. Her inedible remains were left as brazen evidence for us to discover along with her two unborn kids.
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