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“Yes!” the man said and the three
people hurried closer. The man, his wife
and their daughter smiled at Themba as
the policeman handed the brooch to the

man.

“We have been so worried that we had
lost the brooch that we are going to give
to our Granny Nomusa for her birthday.”

the man said.
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Two weeks later, as Themba walked
home from school, he saw a brightly
coloured article lying in the gutter. He
picked it up and saw that it was a
brooch made of many coloured

stones. It looked very expensive.
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The father and son walked home. Themba
knew that he would never again see such a big
fish.

“My son.” Gwala explained to Themba. “Ethics
are simply a matter of right and wrong. But it's
what we do that’s so difficult. It's true that
nobody saw you catch the fish except you and I.
Probably nobody even cares. And that’s what
makes it so difficult. Do we do the right thing
only when somebody is watching? Only you can
decide. But whatever you do, you will have to
live with it for the rest of your life.”
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Themba walked out of the police station, a
strange feeling of satisfaction filling his
body. His dad was right. Ethics was simply
a matter of right and wrong. And it hadn’t
been difficult to do because what he had
done was the right thing to do. He
wouldn’t tell anyone about what he had
done; not even his dad. Keeping it a
secret made it so much more valuable.
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Father and son looked at the big fish,
its gills opening and closing
rhythmically in the dim light.

“You’ll have to put it back, son.”
Mandla said. “You don’t have a
permit to catch shad.”
“Dad!” Themba cried.
“There will be other fish, son.”
“But not as big as this one!”
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To our precious

Granny Nomusa
from
‘Bongani, Lindiwe and Nand!

Themba turned the brooch over. A
message had been engraved on the
back. “To our precious Granny
Nomusa. From Bongani, Lindiwe and
Nandi.” Themba glanced around.
Nobody took any notice of him. He
slipped the brooch into his pocket,
planning to sell it and buy a new
fishing rod with the proceeds.
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Mandla Gwagwa stood on
the rocks watching his son
Themba fishing for yellowtail
and blacktail for which he
had a permit.
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“Can’t we...” Themba said, but he
sensed that any attempt at negotiation
with his father would be futile. Even
though nobody had seen Themba catch
the fish, the clarity in his father’s voice
told him that the decision was final.
Slowly he worked the hook out of the
fish’s lip and lowered it into the black
water. The creature swished its powerful
body and disappeared into the gloom.
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Themba looked around the
rocks and the beach. There
was nobody in sight. Nobody

had seen him catch the fish.
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Suddenly Themba'’s rod bent almost
double as a very large fish took the bait.
Mandla watched as his son skilfully
brought the fish to the edge of the rock
he was standing on. Very gently the boy
lifted the exhausted fish out of the
water. It was a shad, a fish he didn’t
have a fishing permit for.
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As Themba walked on, the image of the big
shad he’d caught and what his dad had said
entered his mind. He wondered if he should
speak to his dad, but then he remembered
what his dad had said. “Do we do the right thing
only when somebody is watching? Only you can
decide.”

Themba remembered what his dad had also
said; “Whatever you do, you will have to live
with it.” If he now went to his dad then his dad
would be watching him. He, Themba, wouldn’t
be making the decision. It was now up to him to
decide for himself. Nobody could make the
decision for him.
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Themba walked to the police station. He
entered the building with considerable
trepidation. Would the police accept his story or
would they accuse him of stealing the brooch?
He noticed three people, a man, a woman and
a small child, talking to a policeman behind the
reception desk.

A policeman knelt next to Themba.

“Can | help you?” he asked.

“| found this brooch in the gutter.” Themba said,
and handed the colourful item to the officer.
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“This honest young man has just
brought the brooch to us.” the
policeman said.

“Thank you so much for being so
honest.” the man said. “This brooch
means so much to us. | must give you
a reward.”

“No, thank you.” Themba said. “l only
did what was right.”
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The policeman stared at the brooch and
then called to the three people that
Themba had seen talking to a
policeman.

“Is this the brooch you are looking for?”
he said and held up the small piece of

jewellery.





