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The Shock
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How it all began ...
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Seven o clock in the evening, as darkness falls, a gentle breeze blows in from the sea, bringing relief from the scorching subtropical temperatures of the day.

The inhabitants of this city on the Indian Ocean are used to temperatures well above 30 C, accompanied by more than 80% humidity. So, the cool evening breeze is a welcome relief, but it is by no means the only refreshment on offer.

A cold drink or ice cream, together with a cool shower before bedtime, helps cool the residents down, especially in the well-off homes, where air conditioning is not enough to deal with the oppressive heat.

Through the suburb's dimly lit streets, the quick steps of a girl in a hurry can be heard. This is a regular occurrence. Every Saturday, father, mother, and daughter treat themselves to a giant ice cream cup from the Italian.

After dinner, as mum busies herself with clearing the table and cleaning the dishes, the daughter rushes down to the small Italian restaurant at the end of the street for the families' weekly ice cream treat.

The parents are concerned about the safety of their fourteen-year-old daughter on the streets all alone, but since her father is disabled, the task of fetching the ice cream ultimately falls on her.

The restaurant is only a five-minute walk from their apartment. The girl can see the advertising outside the restaurant's door when she is alerted by a noise behind her. Is someone walking after her?

Is he following her? 

She does not look around but hurries her step.

She is young and confident that she can shake off any possible pursuer in a run, if necessary.

There are no streetlights; the girl avoids the dark corners and driveways. She crosses the dark street as quickly as possible.

To her horror, she hears the footsteps behind her quicken. Panic seizes her, and she starts running as fast as she can. But it is in vain. Her pursuer is faster. He quickly catches up with her and firmly grabs her arm.

Then everything happens as fast as lightning. A fraction of a second, after her arm was grabbed, her pursuer covers her mouth and drags her into a dark driveway. She is only a few meters away from the Italian restaurant, which would have been her salvation.

He handcuffs her hands behind her back. Then, as she opens her mouth to scream for help, he gags her by stuffing some fetid textile into her mouth.

He throws her to the floor and brutally rips the clothes off her body. Greedy and ruthless. He cannot wait any longer. He starts raping her, inflicting unbearable pain upon her young, pure body.

Again and again, he thrusts inside her. Wildly and mercilessly. Like an animal. No, she thinks, not even animals are so cruel to each other.

The girl is in terrible pain, entirely at the mercy of this monster. Her only wish is that this torment should end. She can no longer feel her hands tied behind her back. She is unable to scream with the gag stuffed into her mouth. She is only able to moan softly as she struggles to breathe through the smelly cloth.

After what feels like an eternity, he finally finishes, and rolls off her. She gets her first look at her tormentor. But to her horror, he has a stocking pulled over his face, distorting his facial features into that of a monster.

He asks her to stand up, trying to disguise his voice. But she recognizes the voice. It is a familiar voice to her. She heard it only yesterday but in a completely different context.

He sees her eyes widen as she recognizes him. Then, her eyes fill with horror and disbelief. That recognition seals her fate.

He asks her to turn around. She meekly complies. Then a searing pain shoots through her head as a heavy object impacts the back of her skull.

A loud cracking sound is the last thing she will ever hear, as unconsciousness ends her suffering. Instead, it is soothing darkness that frees her of the agonies of this world and a young life cut short so unexpectedly.

That evening the worried parents become more and more worried as they await the return of their daughter. Finally, they can no longer contain their anxiety and call the police. That evening, and the following day, the police search for the missing girl but did not find traces of her.

Neither the girl, nor her corpse, nor any piece of clothing or any other articles that can be linked to her are ever found.

Officially she is considered a missing person. Her parents cannot get over the loss of their child. They are unable to talk about it, and every Saturday night, they wait in silent hope for the return of their daughter. They wish that she was standing in the doorway with the ice cream in her hand and the innocent smile on her face. It feels as if it is all a bad dream from which they cannot wake.

But the nightmare remains. Within a year, the father dies of grief, and the mother follows soon after. The family doctor, who is called upon to issue first the one, and later the other death certificate, comments that the cause of death in both cases could be diagnosed as "a broken heart."
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Change of Scenery
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The small port town of Hout Bay is an idyllic suburb of Cape Town on the Atlantic coast. The city is considered an insider tip among South Africans for a short break with its picturesque little harbor.

[image: image]

HOUT BAY FROM CHAPMANS Peak, All photos by the author

Even a former German chancellor had paid a short visit to the up-and-coming fishing village to eat fish in the Mariners Wharf grill restaurant.  

Hout Bay's name goes back to sailors who used the place as a stopover and christened the settlement Hout-Bajken in German: "Kleine Holzbucht" (small wooden bay); settlers could cover their wood requirements here. 

[image: Ein Bild, das Himmel, Wasser, draußen, Boot enthält.

Automatisch generierte Beschreibung]

SINCE THE END OF THE 19th century, Hout Bay developed into an essential South African fishing village. 

It was not until the 1980s that the picturesque town was discovered as a holiday and tourist destination. This development also increased non-South African immigrants who, attracted by the place's natural beauty, decided to settle here. However, the growing popularity of the area led to a sharp rise in real estate prices.

Some Jehovah's Witnesses have also landed in Hout Bay alongside businessmen, artists, and small businesses.

As the number of the congregation slowly but steadily increased, the religious community's leadership in Krugersdorp near Johannesburg decided first to establish a local congregation and then later build its own Kingdom Hall. 

Until the completion of the Kingdom Hall, the church gatherings must occur in a makeshift room. 

For the Hout Bay congregation, a small museum in the countryside near a park is redecorated each week to hold their church services.

To Jehovah's Witness's hardship is a virtue. Thus, they have come to terms with high property prices and the lack of financial strength of the Hout Bay chapter. As a result, they can live with this makeshift solution. 

Like its sister congregations throughout the world, the chapter in Hout Bay is a zealous community, held together by their shared conviction that Jehovah's Witnesses belong to the group of people chosen by God above all others. 

As a globally active organization, the Watchtower Society attaches great importance to the Witnesses' outward appearance, common conviction, and the clarity and uniform standard of their teachings. 

By feeding all congregations worldwide, the same "spiritual food" means that the same harmony and love in dealing with each other prevails globally.

Upon closer inspection, it quickly becomes apparent to an observer that this high standard of religious adherence is too high to obtain. In practice, the congregation members are still only human beings with the accompanying strengths and weaknesses.

Members of the congregation all display different character traits, which sometimes clash and lead to tensions within the assembly. From time to time, these tensions lurk beneath the surface bubble over open conflicts between members. To the outside world, however, a cloak of silence is spread over these tensions to present the appearance of love and unity.
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The Congregation in Hout Bay
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The young congregation in Hout Bay is settling into a routine, as specified by the global Watchtower Society's procedures and schedules. 

The schedules are distributed around the world, with program points tightly laid out. No deviations from these schedules are accepted. 

The supervising elder is responsible for assigning the individual brothers and sisters to the respective program items on the schedule in coordination with the other elders.

In the fledgling Bay congregation, there are five Elders. 

They are as follows:

Henrik Steward (55) is the presiding Overseer of the Hout Bay congregation. He has a medium build with a slender stature and a predominantly stern and thoughtful expression. Henrik is a computer scientist at a foreign company in Cape Town. He has been married for 25 years to Henni (50), a former teacher. They have a ten-year-old daughter, Tootsie, who is a pupil at Kronendal School in Hout Bay.  

Rudy Darkoven (48) is the head of the preaching ministry school, where the preachers are trained to become more efficient. His beautiful wife is named Shirley (40), a successful agent in the real estate sector. Their marriage has remained childless.

Dave Delliot (37) is responsible for the organization and management of the preaching service. An import and export company employs Dave in Cape Town.  His wife Anita (30) is German-born and works freelance in marketing. They have two daughters, Nicola (11) and Tensi (7), pupils at the same school as Tootsie.

Manur Meyer (58) is a Watchtower service leader and works as an independent sales representative. His wife, Esme (51), does not have a profession and is in unpaid full-time service of the chapter. In the terminology of the Jehovah's Witnesses, she is called a pioneer. Their son James (17) is in the senior class at a high school in Cape Town.

Kendal Grey (49) is the newest appointed elder. He is an editor at the South African television station SABC in Cape Town. His wife, Claudine (43), is unemployed and serves as a regular auxiliary pioneer for the congregation. An auxiliary pioneer must reach a smaller quota of target hours per week than a full-time pioneer.

Other members of interest are:

Ivan Steward (37), Henrik's brother. He is a regular preacher, a simple witness without privileges. Ivan works in a computer store in Cape Town and is married to Caroline (34). They have two children, Tanja (13) and Patsy (6). 

Susanne Steward (78) is the mother of Henrik and Ivan Steward. Like Esme Meyer, she is a full-time pioneer of the Watchtower Society.

Aaron Lance (32) is an atypical Jehovah's Witness since he is a Jew converted to the Jehovah's Witnesses. He and his family, Mara (29), his wife, and their son Pieter (8), moved to Hout Bay only a year ago. Aaron owns and operates a small mobile food kiosk.

Another recent addition to the small congregation is Harry Hester (52), a migrant of German origin, and his wife Ursula (44). Harry is a representative of a German company, and Ursula serves as a regular pioneer in the congregation. They have four children, Dora (16), Ferdinand (14), Timo (12), and Ben (8).  All four children attend the Kronendal School in Hout Bay.

And lastly, Peter Afrika (43). Peter is the only brother of color that attends the meetings of this small congregation. He is a laborer and works for the local government in road construction. He is married to Caro (39), a housewife, who looks after her own, and her professional neighbors' children.
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Theocratic everyday life
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Thursday, August 29th
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In the last days of winter, this largely unpopular season in Hout Bay shows once again why this is so. Wetness and coldness are supplemented by icy solid breezes from the Atlantic Ocean and unfold an extraordinary effect.

Most of the houses in the small harbor town are not prepared for a cold period. Nevertheless, South Africa is a warm country in its inhabitants' imagination, usually valid for most times of the year. 

For this reason, there are no well-insulated apartments with heating as in Europe. As a result, there are not many comfortable flats where you can warm up after a stay outdoors and do not have to freeze in bed or when you go to the toilet in the morning.

If you can afford it, you can install fan heaters or try to keep the house reasonably warm, centrally using the fireplace. Otherwise, many of those who suffer from the cold go to bed early. 

Thus, after eight o'clock in the evening, when the gong sounds for the news in Germany, many of the freezing South Africans are already in their first deep sleep.

However, there is still a lot of activity ten minutes before seven in the small museum hall in Hout Bay. Today, Jehovah's Witnesses' weekly service meeting takes place there, and the room, which is cold on edge, has yet to be prepared for this purpose.

The Kingdom Hall, the name given to the Jehovah's Witnesses' meeting place, must be provisionally re-furnished in the city museum in the same way as before due to the lack of an own place of worship. 

The museum is centrally located on one of the roads leading to Constantia, the M6, near a small park on Andrews Road. 

The building has one entrance on the street side and two other side entrances, leading to a side building where two separate toilet areas are installed.

The brothers will continue to weasel through the rows of chairs this evening to set up the desired order chairs in time. 

They are laying cables for microphones and speakers, setting up amplifiers and CD players to play the Kingdom Songs, and trying, albeit in vain, to bring the room temperature of 13° Celsius up to a reasonably acceptable level with the help of two flat radiant heaters.

The witnesses in Hout Bay are well organized. In most cases, they manage to complete these activities in time for the start of the event. Occasionally, however, if the brother appointed as the "keyholder" is late, further increasing the described hectic activity of preparing the room.

This situation is also the case this evening. The meeting begins with a slight delay, but then everything goes its usual course. 

After singing and prayer, the theocratic preaching ministry school begins, where the preachers are to be trained for ministry and "witnessing" in public under brother Rudy Darkoven. 

After another song, the service meeting with lectures, questions, and answer sessions on theocratic topics follow. At about nine o'clock, the discussion ends after another song and a final prayer.

Given the cold in the room - some even keep their coats and gloves on - the thoughts of those present occasionally wander because of the fatigue that accompanies them. 

The brothers and sisters then often think about the necessity of a Kingdom Hall of their own, the realization of which is still a long way off because of the small number of donations. 

To Henrik Steward's satisfaction, the current program is running smoothly and according to plan. Of course, he did not expect anything else. 

There is nothing to stop today's meeting from ending on time. After the redecoration work, those present will be able to leave the museum building quickly, without a long chat, in the direction of their apartments and with the prospect of a warm bed. 

[image: image]

TODAY HE HAS SEEN HIS dream girl. He has imagined her over a long period in his fantasy: blond hair, an open face, a slim figure. 

Restless, HE walks up and down in his darkened room. HE loves the darkness when he goes on his mental trips, but he loves blonde girls above all.

HE knows that she really exists in the perfection of his fantasy and that she is there for him. She was created for him, only for him. And she is incredibly near to him. 

But still almost unreachable – a thought that drives him mad.

HE concentrates on his favorite idea and feels how his desire grows with every thought of it. Just the possibility of taking the girl firmly in his arms and fulfilling his most frivolous wishes makes him almost insane.

HE feels how the sweat breaks out despite the cold room's temperature and knows that HE will not sleep without strong tablets even tonight. 

It is a vicious circle from which only one way leads out.

HE must realize his ideas if he wants to get better again. And that is what he wants. HE has a right to it, HE thinks. 

He has the right, just like other men that are happy with their fat wives. And HE does not love fat women, but slim young blonde girls, with whom HE can do what HE wants. Just like other men do with their fat women. 

For him, it is no longer a question of yes or no. Only a question of how. How can HE approach the object of his desire? How can HE come to this beauty to fulfill his most secret desires without attracting attention? HE does not know. Not yet. 

But HE will plan; in this discipline, HE is master.
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Friday, August 30th: 
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In Cape Town's center, the Police Station on Corporation Street is also home to the Criminal Investigation Department. Detective Inspector Mboweni Mushgabo, a wiry man in his mid-forties, who tends to be slightly overweight lately, heads the department. 

Despite long years of service and outstanding evaluations, he was only given his position after the government's transition from President de Klerk to Nelson Mandela. The hopes of the black majority supported the latter. 

After fifteen years in police service, however, a long-cherished hope for Mboweni has been fulfilled. He is the first black policeman to be appointed commissioner at police headquarters. 

Mboweni is responsible for handling violent crimes and serious offenses such as manslaughter and murder. Although he would never admit it, his work sometimes gives him a hard time. Especially when the victims are children, the images sometimes haunt him to sleep.

Even today, on his way to the office, he lets the events of the past days pass before his inner eye—another violent crime in Khayelitsha, a large township off the coast of the city. Here, efforts were made to build a structure that includes business centers, churches, schools, paved streets, and more. 

Although this has not been successful in all areas, Khayelitsha appears much more "modern" than comparable settlements, of which there are more in Cape Town. 

One of the core problems for Cape Town's administration is that despite house-building programs, the number of wooden and tin huts is increasing daily. The city was initially planned for 40,000, 150,000, and finally, 500,000 people, came in with no end to sight growth.

Mboweni is convinced that the high proportion of violent crime in the townships is primarily due to the narrowness of living and the inhabitants' social situation. Therefore, alcohol and drugs rest, providing the ideal breeding ground for the high crime rate in this area.

Yesterday, the explosive social mix was once again inflamed. The indignant neighbors of the victim lynched a suspected child molester without further ado. 

They "necklaced" him, that is, tied him up, put a tire filled with gasoline over his head, and set it on fire, after which he died in great agony. 

A cruel procedure seems to him to be ineradicable, at least if it is impossible to improve the people's living conditions in the long term.

It is just as unpromising to identify the perpetrators of such a lynching action and bring them to court. Nobody has seen or even heard anything from others. The communities in the townships stick together, and hardly anyone is willing to cooperate with the police. 

For this reason, small police stations have been set up in the townships to counteract this tendency, although success has so far been limited. 

Mboweni sighs, and his assistant Gero Hopsien, his young white and ambitious colleague, looks at him with understanding. He knows his boss, and sometimes he can even guess his thoughts, which is not exceedingly difficult in this case either.

"It is best to close the new file Khayelitsha in two weeks at the latest. That gives the public prosecutor's office the impression that we have tried in the investigation, and they will follow our example after another fortnight," he says and grins at his boss with a wink.

The two policemen have an excellent personal relationship and work harmoniously and, therefore, mostly very successfully together. Mboweni is not the authoritarian type, and Gero respects his boss despite the relaxed tone of communication that both share.

"You are probably right," he answers. "I will talk to our local representative again if any information has come to light, but I am not overly optimistic. 

Nobody there is seriously interested in clarification, and, as you know, it is infinitely difficult to prove who had what part in the killing of the suspected child molester."

"It's like the military," remarks Gero, a reservist in the South African SADF force. "You have to concentrate your available forces to achieve effective results."

"Very well, let us wait until next week. Then I will call our source there and see if anything else has come up. Today we will take time off; after all, we've accumulated enough over time to go into a well-earned long weekend."

Mboweni sighs once more, and Gero has taken note of his suggestion with a beaming face and has already picked up his car keys. But, despite the prospect of a long weekend, the commissioner's mood has not improved. 

He thinks of the small two-room apartment that he is living in with his wife Arlena in Woodstock, one of the less affluent parts of Cape Town. Under the current circumstances and the real estate prices in Cape Town, they will not fulfill their wish to own their own house in the foreseeable future. Moreover, the payment of the police has not improved significantly even under the new administration.  

Mboweni forces himself to think more positively and look forward to the happy marriage he has with his wife and the beautiful hours that the weekend holds in store for her despite all adversities. 

And it works. Mboweni turns on the car radio, hums along with the beach boys' old-timer, and waves a visibly stunned tailgater, who tries to squeeze himself into the running traffic in front of his position with a generous gesture and a friendly smile.
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Saturday, August 31st
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Saturday is a day of special theocratic activities for Jehovah's Witnesses in South Africa. In practice, this means that emphasis is laid on the so-called door-to-door service and street service in the morning preaching work. 

This week's day is a work-free day for most working people and is particularly suitable for the theocratic purpose. 

Also, the weather plays along. It is right after the previous rainy days in Hout Bay. There is only a light breeze, described as a pleasant breeze compared to the gusts in the earlier days. 

The dense cloud cover has dissipated, and the temperature is at a spring-like 20° Celsius, making the preaching service outdoors seem acceptable.

In Hout Bay, the Witnesses meet as an organized preaching service group at the home of Dave Delliot. Besides him and his family, the pioneer sisters Susanne Steward, Esme Meyer, and Ursula Hester are present with their children. Mara Lance and her son Pieter also participate in the group. 

A particular participant in this meeting is the future Circuit Overseer Tom Robbenheimer, responsible for the entire service area of Cape Town.

Today's meeting is chaired by Dave Delliot, a dedicated Watchtower Overseer. Given his superior brother's presence, he will make every effort to present the Watchtower Society publications to be offered today. Dave glances into the circle of preachers.

"As you know, today we are focusing on "The Book of Revelation" and the current issues of "The Watchtower and Awake!" magazines. Who can think of a good introduction that we could use for all three offerings equally?" Dave asks.

He sees big eyes among the children and a shy sideways glance among the zealous pioneer sisters. They do not think of anything to say, although they are the ones who theocratically and exemplarily stand in the front line of the preachers. 

It is expected that they consistently excel in the preaching ministry with their knowledge and skill, but sometimes this does not work as desired. One would think that they are still human.

But Dave has reckoned with this possibility and quickly ends the embarrassing pause for thought. He takes his Bible and refers to a scripture that the Witnesses are familiar with:

"Let us turn to the scripture Matthew 24, verse 14. Who would like to read this passage for us?"

The hands of the children shoot up under the encouraging looks of their mothers.

"Ferdinand, would you please read this passage for us," says Dave and nods at Ursula Hester's fourteen-year-old son, who immediately stands up from his chair.

"And this good news of the kingdom shall be preached upon the whole inhabited earth for a testimony to all nations, and then the end shall come," Ferdinand reads and sits down again.

"Thank you, Ferdinand." Dave retakes the initiative. 

"How does this statement fit with our current offerings?"

Ursula has raised her hand only briefly and begins her presentation when she suspects Dave has nodded to her.

"All three of the Society's publications equally point to Jehovah's new order. The Book of Revelations explains it particularly clearly for us. After Jehovah's great day of judgment, after Armageddon, there will be a new human society dominated by justice and love. And until then, this good news will be preached all over the inhabited earth."

"Perfect, Sister Hester," says Dave, and Ursula turns red. 

Praise from the mouth of an elder is always uplifting and motivates the preaching ministry. Even Tom Robbenheimer looks at her with a smile and an appreciative expression.

However, she must register with slight displeasure how the bored children have begun to whisper. Ursula angrily nudges Ferdinand, who is talking to brother Timo, and the whispering ends abruptly.

"We can use this suggestion to make our presentation," says Dave. 

"The important thing is that we should put the message of the Kingdom first and not so much focus on the judgment day of Armageddon." 

He wanted to say a little more on this point but remembers that the group's meeting points should be kept as short as possible to gain more time for the actual preaching service. 

"Now we come to the allocation of the areas for today's street ministry. First, we will operate in the port area and divide up as follows." 

Dave divides the groups into two preachers each and considers the younger children's affiliation with their mother. 

Then follows a short prayer. The prayer is regarded as a privilege that Tom Robbenheimer is doing at Dave's request. 

Tom asks Jehovah for his spirit, guidance, and support in the conciseness needed. And then they go into the field service.

Aaron Lance cannot be present to preach the good news today. Instead, he is on the road with his mobile kiosk to generate revenue after a weak business week due to the weather. 

Hot dogs, bockwurst, South African-style farmer's bratwurst, so-called boerewors with French fries, and even a potato salad are his specialties.

[image: Ein Bild, das Gebäude, draußen, Himmel, Schild enthält.
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MARINERS WHARF IN HOUT Bay

He always buys his products and ingredients at the local branch of Pick'n Pay, a South African shopping chain, where he has already been granted a slight discount because of his regular purchases.

This advantage is very welcome by Aaron. He must calculate sharply. His business is not going badly, but it is not always easy for him to generate enough income with his small business to cover the cost of living for his family because of the continually rising prices. 

So, now he has completed his preparations. The deep fryer is hot, and all displays are draped decoratively in his small collection. The customers can come, he thinks and looks up as he hears footsteps approaching from the side.

A customer? Yes and no. So, it turns out. Like himself, brother Harry Hester from the Hout Bay congregation does not participate in the preaching service but strolls through the harbor. 

Harry Hester is a medium-sized, athletic guy with a taut posture. He has gray-white hair and blue eyes. According to Aaron's opinion, his German ancestry and his military past are evident at first glance. However, he likes the German guy, which seems a bit strange to him. 

Harry is a guy who seems to be one hundred percent German with a typical appearance, and he, a former Jew with dark hair and a first name that is just as typical for his ancestry. 

It is a contrast, and some people think they could hardly get along with each other. 

However, they get along well. Harry regularly stops by Aaron's booth to have a bratwurst and a little chat.

"Hi Buddy," Harry greets his brother from the collection and pats him on the shoulder over the small counter. 

Less of a spiritual or theocratic greeting, but even more cordial, thinks Aaron.

"Hello, Harry. I'll have your sausage ready in a minute," he says. "As usual?"

"Sure, everything as usual," Harry replies. "You know, at our age, we don't change our preferences, and I certainly don't change mine. I'm just a conservative type."

While Aaron laughingly serves him what he wants and a cold drink, he asks Harry a question that has been on his mind for quite some time.

"By the way, have I ever told you how I got into the truth?"

"No, but I would like it very much, then I don't need to speak and can concentrate entirely on the food and finish faster. 

I'd like to be gone before our preachers get here, so I don't have to worry about strange looks and questions from my wife," he says with a grin, and Aaron smiles. He appreciates the openness of his counterpart. 

As mentioned, the two get along well.

And then Aaron tells him a story that makes Harry temporarily forget about his meal and the expected preacher group. 

"My father is a very successful and wealthy businessman in Durban," Aaron begins. 

"I grew up in a sheltered situation and, given his current position, in luxury. But I always had to think about the less fortunate. 

For example, the gardener in my father's house with five children could not send all the children to school despite his employment.

The costs for school fees, books, and school uniforms were simply unbearable for him. So, he brought his youngest to work, where he sat around bored or played with stones.

One day I had an idea and submitted a proposal to the gardener. I told him that I would like to meet regularly with his son Barry to teach him to read, write, and do the math was my suggestion.

The gardener agreed, and I planned sufficient time, procured some learning materials, and met Barry daily when his father was working.

The little one proved to be a brilliant child and learned quickly. After only a few months, he wrote letters and had mastered the basics, which gave him great personal satisfaction.

It went on like this for almost two more years until the gardener found another job, and I lost sight of little Barry. 

Fifteen years later, I met Mara, and we, as they say, fell in love with each other immortally. My father was angry about this. A non-Jewish woman, and a Jehovah's Witness to boot, was unacceptable to him. 

Since neither side was willing to give in, I drew the consequences and left family and religion. Lastly, there is no other option in a strictly religious orthodox Jewish family in such a situation.

In consequence, it is as if you are dying," explains Aaron. "You are cut off from your family and the Jewish community, regarded as no longer existing, and of course, no longer supported by your father. But, in no way, you know beforehand," he adds with a bitter expression.  

"I have fallen into a deep hole with Mara financially. According to her faith, we married quickly to move in together, but we could hardly afford the apartment with the bit of money she earned and my modest income as a waiter, not to mention a nourishing and healthy meal.

It may sound unbelievable, but it is true what I am telling you now. I remember it very well, and I will never forget it when, on one of those anxious evenings before the rent was due, the doorbell rang unexpectedly, and a young black man with elegant clothes and a well-groomed appearance stood in front of me.

I did not know him and asked him if he was mistaken in the door. No, the young man replied that this was not the case. 

He could understand that I did not recognize him, but he was the gardener boy Barry from back then, whom I had taught to write and do arithmetic. 

Now he was the owner of his own thriving business. When he heard of my sad development, he concluded that it was time to act on his former teacher Aaron, without whom he would certainly not have had this success.

It was like a fairy tale, Harry. He already had a completed paycheck for 100,000 Rand with him, which he pressed wordlessly into my hand, without accepting an objection, only to disappear just as wordlessly afterward. 

All I could do was shout my thanks after him; he left so quickly."

Harry has been chewing on the last piece of sausage for quite a while without noticing or saying anything. However, the story has touched him deeply. 

Sometimes you hear very unusual reports about how some witnesses have come to the truth, but this report is, in his opinion, extraordinary, almost fairy-tale.

"And you attributed it to Jehovah that you received this unexpected help, didn't you?"

"Sure, it was. This experience has strengthened my new faith. With the money, I bought the kiosk and was able to start the present business. And that's how it went."

Harry has finally eaten the last piece of sausage and looks at his watch.

"They will arrive at any moment, our sisters and brothers, Aaron. Do not take it amiss if I pay now, take the legs in my hand, as they say, and leave. Goodbye, my friend, and I wish you a profitable business."

"Thank you, with our witnesses, that will certainly not be the case," grins Aaron, "I have my experience. And during the preaching, nothing is eaten anyway." 

He rejoices in the title friend and the openness of his spiritual brother. 

Who in the congregation would dare to summon up so much trust and express so clearly his disinterest in the preaching ministry without fear of being blackened by the elders in a post-turning manner?

Then Harry has already disappeared behind a group of tourists who have just arrived by bus. Only in time before the preaching ministry group led by Dave Delliot arrives and spreads out around the harbor area.
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Sunday, September 1st
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Today spring has finally arrived in Hout Bay. The sky is cloudless in a bright blue, and the temperatures are already around 23° Celsius in the morning.

The Sunday meeting of the witnesses begins, as everywhere in the country, punctually at nine o'clock. The construction of the stage and the sound system, and the chairs' setting up are proceeding faster than usual. 

A brother from Cape Town is expected for the public talk, and the brothers from Hout Bay want to make a good impression. So, everything should be ready in time.

The speaker is brother Konrad Fischer from the Congregation Cape Town Center, who will speak on "How Jehovah gives success to our projects." 

Brother Fischer is a middle-sized man in his fifties with a belly, a light crown of hair, a pale complexion, and a stern expression on his face. 

First, brother Delliot greets those present with warm words.  Then follows the introduction of brother Fischer and the announcement of his lecture. 

The song "Sing a song for Jehovah God" is tuned in, and a prayer is said. The usual procedure for Sunday meetings with a public talk.  

Then brother Fischer takes the platform. He arranges his manuscript pages, clears his throat, probably to check the sound transmission, and begins his remarks with a question. 

"How can Jehovah give success to our projects?" he asks after a short pause those present rhetorically. He answers his question himself with a series of enumerations. No answers from those attending are intended to be given during a public lecture.

The air in the small room quickly warmed up, and the thoughts of some of those present begin to drift away after the first few minutes of the lecture. 

After a quarter of an hour, the elder Kendal Grey looks around. As a journalist and participant in press conferences, he is aware of listeners' fatigue symptoms and believes he can already detect the first symptoms in some brothers. 

Without further ado, he gives brother Peter Africa a sign that he interprets correctly and opens the outer door for ventilation. 

Kendal is an elder, and Peter is just an ordinary brother. Nevertheless, if he wants to climb the theocratic ladder and one day be appointed a ministerial assistant, he must above all show obedience and willingness to serve. 

Be obedient and humble towards those who "have taken the lead among you," as Paul put it.

Just now, when Peter opens the outer door, suddenly another visitor to the event appears. Unfortunately, it is a disfellowshipped one who may only appear after the official beginning of a gathering. 

He is not greeted, not even by Peter, who nods briefly at him. Instead, the visitor hurriedly takes his place in the last row, which Kendal indicated with a hand signal. He will leave the room and the gathering before the end as he came, without a single word being exchanged with him during the whole meeting. 

He is a person in the status of a disfellowshipped brother, who is expected to accept without contradiction the repentance of his sins by humble appearance, compliant to his degradation to a person with whom no one speaks to and whom one does not greet. 

Until the elders have come to the conviction, he has demonstrated his repentance to their satisfaction and can be accepted again as a brother. But that may take time.

Harry Hester is also looking around, though, for other reasons like Kendal Grey. The excluded person's late arrival has not remained hidden from him, and he feels pity for the person who sneaks in with a stooped posture and wants to become a brother again.

Harry reflects on how the treatment of such brothers is compatible with the Bible account of the prodigal son's return. His father had welcomed him with a feast instead of being banished for some time without anyone talking to him.

Harry does not find a satisfactory answer and once again realizes how he has become increasingly critical of the "special teachings" of the Watchtower Society. 

With his wife, it is just the opposite. Suppose she does not understand something, or any teaching seems inconsistent. In that case, she will regularly attribute it to herself - to her imperfect understanding and lack of spiritual maturity, primarily seen as the cause of such inconsistency. 

In no way is the Watchtower Society, with its teachings that deviate from the Bible, responsible for discrepancies. Instead, society expects a firm belief, which is what Ursula practices, and in this understanding, she also educates her children.

Harry realizes that he has no decisive influence on this development, simply due to lack of time and the necessity to work to support his family. 

With the other families of the Witnesses, it is not different. The older children sit well-behaved and write or paint in the notepads they carry and listen—all under their mothers' supervision.  

The little Patsy Steward sketches big animals on her drawing pad, and Tanja, her sister, makes every effort to follow the speaker's explanations and takes notes. 

According to Harry, both girls are lovely creatures, which their parents can probably be happy. 

Tanja is the elder daughter with blonde hair, which at times looks like a mop of gold in the sunlight, and her playful little sister Patsy, who, with her sweet little face, looks like a tiny angel to him.

Nicola and Tensi Delliot sit in the same row as the Stewards. They look intensely at the speaker, sometimes with a slightly arrogant look at little Patsy, who is painting in front of him and shows little interest in the lecture. 

With them, it is different. The sisters at least pretend to listen carefully to the speaker's words and scribble in their notebooks. After all, they are daughters of an elder and know what is expected of them.

Brother Fischer is not a gifted speaker, and the 45 minutes of his presentation time is lengthy. In addition, he has a soft fistula voice, and his recitation is largely concept-based, which makes it even more difficult for the audience to follow him. 

In regular but increasingly more extended intervals, he seeks eye contact with those present. The Watchtower Society also provides this for its lecturers in its methodical instructions, but his eye contact attempts remain primarily one-sided.

And so, it comes as it must come: Despite the open door, Brother Africa collapses. He falls asleep silently. The hard work of the past week in building the roads asks its tribute. 

But his slumber does not last long. He is watched and rather rudely awakened again. The elder Manur Meyer, sitting next to him, pushes him and gives him a disapproving look.  

Brother Afrika knows what the brothers expect of him. He leaves the building, walks across the courtyard into the adjoining outbuilding into the toilet room, and freshens up cold water. 

Some of the meeting participants acknowledge the tired brother's return with a wet face with only a laboriously suppressed grin.

After the lecture and another song, "Jehovah is our King," Manur and his son James enter the provisional stage. 

James reads the Watchtower's article, "How do we recognize the true religion?" and his father asks the questions. 

Everything is followed up exactly as prescribed by the Watchtower society. Children are given priority in the requests to speak. They are happy to read the answer as it is written down in their Watchtower and receive appreciative looks from parents and other brothers and sisters.

After the Watchtower's joint study, a small service meeting, called Meeting Point, is held. Officially, this is a voluntary project, but almost all will stay there, probably to avoid attracting unwelcome attention.

They let the leading brother divide them into small teams of two to participate in the door-to-door service or the meeting's street service. 

After a presentation by the agile brother Delliot and prayer with the request for Jehovah's blessing, the Witnesses sit down in their cars.

This time, Harry cannot avoid the field service, if only to endanger the family's peace. He goes from house to house with his children and offers the residents, some of whom are angry about the disturbance of their Sunday, the combination of Watchtower and Awake! Magazines. 

Ursula preaches with pioneer sister Susanne Steward. Despite her advanced age, Susanne is still a shining example in the preaching ministry for all Good News publishers. 

The two sisters of faith want to make return visits to "interested people" together today. Among the Witnesses, "interested persons" are those fellow citizens who have accepted a publication and have not expressed a fundamental opposition to further contact with the Witnesses. 

The preachers make return visits with them until they, at some point, agree to a Bible study or expressly ask not to be revisited.

Soon, after about thirty minutes, Harry can see only a few teams. The remaining parts of the original group disappeared after one hour. 

He has been reasonably successful today and, like his children, has distributed some publications. That should be enough, he thinks and decides to end his current ministry. 

Harry buys something for dinner, which his service-obsessed wife, who, unlike him, regularly concentrates entirely and exclusively on preaching, does not do. He then goes back home with the rest of his family.

[image: image]

TODAY HE SAW HER AGAIN. And this time, close to him. HE had to pull himself together to stay calm and not to attract attention. 

The blonde, gently flowing hair so close in front of him, the cheerful giggle that could be heard from time to time, her movements, and her attractive friendly face. 

HE imagines the fresh scent of her slim, sporty body, the soft curves; maybe she even put on a light perfume that matches her youthful freshness.  

HE must now keep his hands firmly closed so that nobody notices his trembling. All these considerations are about to drive him mad. 

She represents a single provocation for him, and the girl's mere presence is already more than HE can bear. HE is challenged beyond what is bearable for a normal man. A fact that must be understandable to everyone, even to herself.

Today, HE will draw up a final plan in the evening, which will end his desire, threatening to throw him off course. At least for the time being.
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​​Monday, September 02nd
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Yesterday's spring day turned out to be a temporary phenomenon. Today winter has returned once again. Cold weather prevails in the morning. It is raining cats and dogs, and a sharp wind is whistling from the southeast. It is the South-Eastern, notorious for the Cape region. 

For Hout Bay, this is a typical weather caper in the transition period. Naturally, nobody goes out on the streets in such weather unless it is necessary.

With Aaron, it must be. He looks at his wristwatch—time to leave. For him, the weather must not play a role today. He has already bought his goods yesterday and is under pressure to sell as much as possible.

Aaron has dressed up thick and goes out with his kiosk despite the adversities of the weather. In the pouring rain, he builds up his displays. Perhaps a customer can be seen despite the external troubles. 

And indeed, as the rain eases off a little, a figure in a raincoat and a baseball cap appears in front of his kiosk. 

A strange combination thinks Aron. He only recognizes the person concerned when he raises his head under the tent roof's protection and greets him with a "Hi Aaron," smiling.

It is Tom Robbenheimer, the future Circuit Overseer. 

"Hi Tom," Aaron replies, "what brings you to the harbor on Monday morning in such weather?"

"I had a lot of work to do at the customs office in the port, and I thought I'd stop by a brother's place where a snack of warm specialties awaits me," says Tom and smiles.

"If it only takes a little while, I can serve you a delicious bratwurst with fries. Maybe with a cool drink, or better in this weather, a tea or a mulled wine?"

"Bratwurst and mulled wine? A strange compilation, but I want to try it," laughs the designated future Circuit Overseer.

While Aaron prepares what he wants, the two of them chat about the development of Hout Bay, the congregation's growth, and the small-town building projects. 

Tom asks Aaron about his spiritual background, and Aaron talks about his Jewish family in Durban, leaving the gardener's little son's story out of modesty. This is because he does not want to put himself in a good light.

He tells Tom his story in a modified form: Converted from the Jewish faith, disowned and disinherited by his father, then the unexpected encounter with a rich man he had previously schooled and who helped him at a crucial point.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
ol ﬁw'

"IN THE
KINGDOM HALL





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
&





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image005.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image004.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image007.png
Al rights reserved. No part of the book may be
reproduced n any form or by any means,
electronic, mechanical, or otherwise, without the
prior written permission of the copyright holder.

Author: Will Cook
Interpreter: Gerda Kinsey
Print: PRINT ON DEMAND, Cape Town






OEBPS/d2d_images/image008.jpg





