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“A refreshingly told tale that is 
funny, insightful and provocative. 

It dares you to step outside 
the mundanity of life and � nd 

your true self.”
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T H E  B E G I N N I N G

The farm was a rainbow bubble in the middle of a fluffy 
grey-and-blonde landscape. Not only was it a lush splash of 
green, it was an oasis for the soul. A resting place. A place 
where you could find yourself – and even like who you 
found. 

The old lady there had been ill for a while. Now she was 
dying and the pain was speaking loudly in her body. She was 
surrounded by 150 years of memories collected by herself, 
and by her ancestors. The generations had moulded a home 
space through many happy times and had survived as many 
misfortunes. The old lady had birthed eight children. We 
only know of those who lived and made their way through 
life on this Earth. Some died during childbirth. Others 
died in infancy. One of the living eight was Granny, my 
grandmother. She was there at the end to care for my great-
grandmother.

There was a lot of activity in the ether that night. The 
devil’s breath was dancing and tickling the leaves. Windows 
and doors were slamming here and there. In the distance, 
a bosdassie was crying out and an owl hooted for its mate.

And that was when she slipped out of her body and 
became light and expansive and free and whole. And that’s 
when I met her soul! Granny was with her body on Earth 
and I was with her soul in spirit. Two realms separated by a 
thin veil but both co-existing. The body, the physical form, 
and the spiritual essence which brings Light and breath 
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to that body. She recognised me and picked me out of 
everyone. I was so excited. She was creating a possibility for 
me to go to the Earth Plane. To the most beautiful planet 
with the greatest opportunity for spiritual growth. To the 
place that turns your soul inside out until you find yourself 
within yourself. 

D AY  1

Angel was selected to be on shift for the transition. To guide 
Soul into the physical body and to tuck all the pieces into place. 
So Angel was there at the birth, and forever, to hold all the 
activities in the record for Soul’s eternal journey.

Today I entered my physical form in the physical realm. 
It’s horrible. There’s so much fear and tension – and noise 
and voices. So this is Earth. There is a storm outside with 
thunder and lightning, and the moon is almost full. And 
they are speaking:

‘Did you see that?’
‘What?’
‘That flash of silver lightening.’
‘Oh my goodness, Sister. This one has been born with 

a caul.’ 
‘What are these feathers doing here? Such a difficult 

birth. Kept getting stuck.’
‘Where’s the father? Where’s your husband, Ma’am?’
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They removed all the slime and the cord and did the 
checks. So this was me now. A small contracted physical 
lump of flesh. Gone was the limitless expansiveness. All that 
I knew and was and am was squashed into this tight ball. 

When all the arrangements had been made, I was taken 
back to a small room that belonged to two people. My 
parents on Earth. It was uncom fortable being so limited – 
moving around was going to become my priority. Trapped 
was not an option that rested well with me. If I could 
move around more, I could get a better idea of things and 
have more information. The box I was in did not feel safe. 
And they were tense because he wasn’t there and she felt 
neglected. I sensed that I was in the way, but this was the 
route I had chosen. This was the environment that fitted 
my contract. This was the genetic pool from which I needed 
to spring. So that was that. It simply had to be perfect, so 
accepting and moving ahead and looking after myself would 
be the way forward. My commitment to complete the task 
was set – for now.

Humans grow very slowly. If I were a lamb, I would have 
been standing on my own hooves in twenty minutes. That’s 
what I heard him say. As time passed, I grew bigger and 
I saw and felt more things. Everything was interesting. I 
made sounds and heard sounds but only spoke in feelings. 
And there was Light. 

I liked hearing the Beatrix Potter stories a lot and had 
thoughts that being an animal might have been a better 
choice. But I could still commune with animals, which was 
good. 
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Angel, Dragon and Unicorn looked at each other and smiled. 
Yes. This path was perfect for this Soul. And Angel gave her a 
whispering in her ear: ‘There is so much more, my dear.’

M O V I N G  A H E A D

I liked Granny. It was her mother who was with me before I 
climbed onto the Light Ladder to board the bus to Earth. I 
think my Granny knows this. We haven’t put it into words, 
but it’s a definite knowing. It’s a comfortable thought and 
a strong connection with soft threads flowing between us. 
Staying with Granny was a good feeling so I decided I would 
do this as much as possible. I was two and a bit at the time 
and all I needed was Bear and my pyjamas. The rest would 
all fall into place by itself. 

Granny lived in a house full of flowers and light and 
fairies with a huge garden and freedom and biscuits. I loved 
helping Granny make biscuits. I was never allowed to call 
Granny ‘she’ or ‘her’ because Granny had said to me: ‘Who 
is she? The cat’s mother?’ There was a small riempie stool 
in the pantry and I would stand on it to add ingredients 
when told to do so. It was fun and warm and the kitchen 
AGA was on and hot. Granny stooked it sometimes. Granny 
said: ‘I’m just going to give it a quick stook.’ And then it 
got hotter. Once the biscuits were baking, the smell wafting 
through the whole house made my mouth water. We would 
have morning tea with biscuits on the sun porch or under 
the olive tree, and afternoon tea with rusks in the dining 
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room. Sometimes when guests came, the tea tray would be 
taken outside under the olive tree. Granny and the guests 
would sit there with their teacups and talk about things. 
Sometimes the guests would cry. I wasn’t invited. It wasn’t 
my business. Granny had a spare handkerchief for these tea 
times. And it wasn’t called a hankie. It had a full name, 
handkerchief.

The house was safe and I belonged there. The gate at the 
front squeaked when you opened it and there was a stone 
path up to the front door. I always checked for swallows 
there. They had a mud nest that took them ages to make. 
Granny didn’t allow anyone to disturb it because the birds 
had a long way to fly and they needed to rest in a proper 
place. Just before they left on their way north, they would 
line up on the wires to let each other know and to make 
plans.

Granny called ‘coo-wee’ when she came in from outside. 
Sometimes the clock at the front door chimed slowly. It was 
much taller than me and Grandpa wound it up. It was his 
job to do this. My own room was at the end of the passage. 
The passage had Cobra polish on the floor and photos 
of people at sport clubs, and maybe some from the war, 
hanging on the walls. 

In winter, it was freezing so there was a hottie-bottie for 
my bed. It was nice and warm. The water was boiling hot 
from the tap on the AGA. There was a gennie (generator) 
in the room near the laundry that made electricity for the 
lights. We couldn’t start the gennie for only one light, so 
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we had torches in case we needed to get up at night in the 
pitch dark.

The days flowed from one to the next and sometimes 
I went and talked to the fallow deer in the riverbed or to 
the barn owls in the silo. There was so much space and so 
many things to do and animals to talk to. Granny said that 
a farmer’s wife’s job was never done. And Grandpa said that 
a farmer’s job was never done. So they were both very busy 
all of the time.

There was a lot of work needed for the flower garden and 
the veggie patch. They both had to have a lot of attention. 
It’s where the fairies and elves lived. There were also flower 
fairies and forest elves in the veggie patch.

There was a big bag with dressing up things in the green 
cupboard in the bathroom. I loved being a fairy or an elf. 
There were different things I could wear and I could run 
around with a wand and do spells. It was fun all the time. As 
long as I was with Granny and had Bear, I was fine. I could 
even pick flowers for Granny without getting a hiding.

Dragon was pleased with this situation. This was a good start. 
There were roots here and good roots would help Soul in later 
years when the high winds and unexpected storms passed 
through. Angel took note and updated the record.
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F R O M  W H E N  I  WA S  T H R E E 

When I was three, I pulled Bear’s ears off. I had to. He 
was my best friend and I wanted him to look like me. We 
moved around a lot with my parents. We stayed in a house 
with orange dust and bollemakiesie bushes. There was a 
café down the road with a blind man. He loved to talk so I 
visited him when I could. Just before we moved again, he 
gave me a record. It was the Hippy-Hippy Shake music. He 
knew I loved dancing.

Then we moved to a type of farm. Not like Granny’s. 
We lived in a small place down near the river next to the 
orchards. It was much better than the other places we’d 
lived in because there were fairies in the woods. There were 
trees and forests and many friends to talk to. Not just fairies. 

There were hundreds of fruit trees as well and the fruit on 
the trees was very nice. It was for overseas. Not for us. They 
were wrapped in purple paper in the packing shed. Winters 
were quite damp. Like Jeremy Fisher’s house. He was a frog, 
so maybe it was different for him. It didn’t make him sick 
like me. I got jaundice and pneumonia. There was a bucket 
next to my bed to catch the drips from the rain because the 
roof was broken. And I was only allowed dry toast with 
Marmite and black tea for my liver. It was disgusting.
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E A S T E R  B U N N Y  A N D  O T H E R  T H I N G S

The Easter Bunny was going to arrive soon, so I made some 
biscuits out of mud for him and his friends. They were 
meant to turn into Granny’s biscuits, but my wand was not 
working, so I just had to wish really hard that they turned 
into chocolate overnight. I didn’t want the Easter Bunny to 
have no food for his children or to be hungry or to think 
that I had tricked him. I left them outside and the next 
morning they were gone. And I never knew if he was happy 
or cross with me.

There were yellow wood sorrel flowers with sour stalks 
grow ing all over the show. I had a sister now and we used 
to eat these stalks. They made our teeth rough and they 
were so sour that you got a pain in your jaw. We were told 
that not every thing was edible. This meant that some things 
could be poisonous and if we ate poisonous things we would 
have to vomit. If we couldn’t vomit by ourselves, my father 
would make a mixture of mustard and stick his finger down 
our throats. It seemed to work. They said it ‘did the trick’.

I heard the Beatles on the radio and really wanted to find 
them. I spent a long time in the woods looking under leaves 
and things. There was nothing. I never found one singing 
beetle, but my parents had a big record. Much bigger than 
the Hippy-Hippy Shake. If I put it on the record player, the 
beetles would sing. It was a happy feeling to dance and sing 
with them, but I wasn’t allowed to use our radiogram. But 
sometimes I did use it, and that wasn’t good. 
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Peter Rabbit taught me a song. It was called ‘Don’t rely 
on anyone … do it yourself, do it yourself, do it yourself.’ 
Rabbits often have very good advice and they don’t get 
cross. Granny would call that a good temperament. Granny 
loved teaching me new words. I think what she meant was 
that rabbits were on good terms with everyone. There was 
a poem on a piece of material in Granny and Grandpa’s 
room. It was called Desiderata. It gave clues about a happy 
life. It hung just above Grandpa’s chair. He sat there when 
he put on his shoes and socks. 

Granny knitted socks. Everyone in the family had at 
least one or two pairs of these socks. Granny called them 
‘waiting socks’ and she kept the knitting bag handy. She said 
that knitting socks helped her to stay a nice person when 
Grandpa kept her waiting. Grandpa was always late. Granny 
said it was genetic. His temperament. He just simply could 
not be on time so she made sure she never ran out of wool.

DESIDERATA

Go placidly amid the noise and haste,
and remember what peace there may be in silence.

As far as possible without surrender
be on good terms with all persons.

Speak your truth quietly and clearly;
and listen to others,

even the dull and the ignorant;
they too have their story.
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Avoid loud and aggressive persons,
they are vexations to the spirit.

If you compare yourself with others,
you may become vain and bitter;

for always there will be greater and lesser persons  
than yourself.

Enjoy your achievements as well as your plans.

Keep interested in your own career, however humble;
it is a real possession in the changing fortunes of time.

Exercise caution in your business affairs;
for the world is full of trickery.

But let this not blind you to what virtue there is;
many persons strive for high ideals;

and everywhere life is full of heroism.
Be yourself.

Especially, do not feign affection.
Neither be cynical about love;

for in the face of all aridity and disenchantment
it is as perennial as the grass.

Take kindly the counsel of the years,
gracefully surrendering the things of youth.
Nurture strength of spirit to shield you in  

sudden misfortune.
But do not distress yourself with dark imaginings.

Many fears are born of fatigue and loneliness.
Beyond a wholesome discipline,

be gentle with yourself.
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You are a child of the universe,
no less than the trees and the stars;

you have a right to be here.
And whether or not it is clear to you,

no doubt the universe is unfolding as it should.

Therefore be at peace with God,
whatever you conceive Him to be,

and whatever your labours and aspirations,
in the noisy confusion of life, keep peace with your soul.

With all its sham, drudgery, and broken dreams,
it is still a beautiful world.

Be cheerful.
Strive to be happy.

max ehrmann (1927)

S T O R I E S

After lunch was my favourite time on the farm. There 
was a shiny red dragon tin in the linen cupboard in the 
passage. This tin was full of chocolates. It was quite high 
up, so I had to use the step ladder to get to it. The linen was 
properly packed and smelled like lavender. Granny made 
little pouches with lavender she picked from the garden. 
Sometimes I couldn’t reach the tin and Granny would 
fetch it for me. She was tall. Some people said she was a 
tall woman. I could choose any two chocolates I liked and 
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then fetch my favourite book and take it to Granny’s room. 
Grandpa would be out somewhere in the veld with the buck 
or the angoras so I could snuggle under the mohair rug and 
listen to stories.

I loved Mowgli and all the animals. They were his family. 
Sometimes I wished I had a wolf mother like Raksha. Then 
I would belong to a pack and be part of something. At least 
I had fairies and Bear. That was enough for now actually. 
Granny said that one should be happy for being healthy and 
having enough water. 

Having no water was a disaster and everyone talked 
about the wind and the clouds and the rain all day. It was 
very important. When the phone rang, they asked: ‘How 
many inches?’ It was difficult to wait for rain because it 
arrived in its own time. Which could be never. Granny was 
very good at finding water. She could hold a stick and walk 
around the veld and the garden and the stick showed her 
water under the ground. And she was always right. 

Sometimes big grey clouds would build up far down 
the road and the air smelled like happiness. All the animals 
loved it! Everyone just held thumbs that the clouds would 
come their way. And when they did, there was such a 
celebration and thunder and lightning. The drops were so 
big they made holes in the sand, almost as if an antlion was 
in there. Everything woke up when it rained. Afterwards, 
the measuring tin was checked to see how much rain had 
fallen. It never seemed to be a lot. Never enough. The 
measur ing tin also had holes and dents in it from someone 
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who had shot at it with a pellet gun, but luckily all the holes 
were above two inches, so nothing leaked.

Grandpa had a lot of rifles in his office. If you opened 
the door, it smelled like guns. They were stored on racks so 
you could choose the one you wanted depending on what 
you wanted to shoot. There were 3.3s and 2.2s and shotguns 
and pellet guns. Grandpa was in the war so he knew how to 
shoot. There were boxes of bullets in the drawer. Sometimes 
if people were passing by and they needed a bed and food for 
the night, they would sleep in Grandpa’s office. There was a 
nice bed with a big jackal kaross made from all the jackals 
who had eaten Grandpa’s lambs. Granny never turned away 
a travelling person and many different people slept under 
that jackal kaross in Grandpa’s office. Sometimes Granny 
would say they were a bit unsavoury, but that we shouldn’t 
judge, especially if people were tired and hungry and had a 
long way to go. 

Grandpa also used to give out medicine at his office. 
People used to stand in queues outside. Granny said that 
Grandpa had a cupboard full of Disprins. They cured 
everything. One day there was a boy, the same size as me. 
He had worms coming out of his nose. Disprins wouldn’t 
do the trick. My father was there at the time and he dosed 
him. We always got dosed at the same time as our dog. As 
we got bigger, we would have different doses. When we 
were small, we had lamb doses, then sheep doses. I think 
calf was next. We only had vet medicine at home so that’s 
what we were given.
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Sometimes the SPCA would come in a small truck 
with animals. One day, the SPCA man arrived and took 
out some sacks. When he opened them, there were dogs 
in them with wire around their necks. I wanted to explode 
with pain when I saw this. I had to hold my breath and 
squeeze my stomach to stop the pain. My mother told me 
to pull myself together. I was actually in pieces.

I once had mice from the lab where my father worked. I 
loved them. There were quite a few, but they kept running 
away or going under the fridge or somewhere outside. They 
were soft and warm and their feet felt prickly on my hands. 
All animals were good. My father said that of all the species, 
humans were the worst. We were also a species. I was a 
species. It felt quite good to be something special.

One day at the kraal outside the milking shed, a bull 
climbed on top of a cow. It was a huge bull and I thought 
it was resting its feet on the cow. My father told me that 
this was called mating. They were mating which meant that 
they got stuck together for a bit until they had enough. He 
said the bull had a penis and the cow had a vagina. This 
was how they got stuck. When the calf comes out, it also 
comes out of there – where they got stuck. Once a calf got 
stuck and my father had to stick his arm in the cow’s vagina 
and pull it out. I wanted to tell Granny about mating, but 
she just asked me to tell her some happy things that I’d 
done that day. She asked me to rather collect eggs. I thought 
that talking about mating wasn’t interesting to Granny, so I 
stopped talking about it. 



D Y A N  B E L O N J E  |  1 9

I loved collecting eggs. They were down at the hen 
house. The jackals sometimes tried to get in and catch the 
chickens. The eggs were in straw and feathers. Nice and 
brown and warm. There was a special tin with a wire handle 
for collecting eggs. The hens were always frightened. I never 
really made friends with them. Maybe I looked like a jackal 
to them. The stables were near the hen house. The horses 
went to the veld during the day and slept in the stables 
at night. They were like unicorns except that they had no 
horns – none that I could see. But if you pretended, they 
were there.

When I was back at my parents’ house, I sometimes 
played at the houses behind the packing shed. Other people’s 
children also played there. There were some matchbox cars 
and small plastic tractors. We could make roads in the sand. 
One of the children had a grader, which helped a lot. We 
could also take fruit from the packing shed and eat it behind 
the shed. Sometimes we would be in trouble because the 
fruit was meant for someone else overseas. 

Sometimes when my father was lying down on the floor 
reading a magazine, he would ask my sister and me to play 
with our matchbox cars on his back. But when his hair got 
caught in the wheels, he didn’t like it anymore.

One day, I had to go to the doctor. I didn’t feel sick or 
anything, but my mother took me all the way into town to 
see a one. The nurse said I had to lie down. She said she was 
going to check me for something. My mother kept asking 
about veedee. It was a new word, so I had to remember it 
– veedee. The nurse didn’t say anything. She looked cross. 
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I must have done something wrong. I was biting my teeth 
and holding my breath again. Anyway, there was no-one 
to ask about that story, so I just thought about something 
else. I wanted to go to the river and sit there by myself. It 
was nice and quiet and when I was by myself, I couldn’t 
do anything wrong and it wasn’t my fault. Whenever 
I felt scared or tense, I would pretend I was in the forest 
or at the river. I left my body where it was and took my 
feelings to the woods. The sound of the water was one of 
my favourite things. Granny always said it was a babbling 
brook. Sometimes a man came to sit with me at the river. I 
never knew his name or who he was, but he was nice to me.

Granny said it was difficult to describe the sound of the 
fire. Many times we sat at the fire after my bath and listened 
to it crackle and pop and hiss as the logs fell and Granny 
took the bellows and puffed the fire up. Like a dragon. 
It was a roaring sound when it got going. Granny and 
Grandpa each had their own chair in the inglenook. One on 
either side of the fireplace. The radio was there when they 
wanted to listen to the news or the weather. Granny loved 
the night sounds. There were owls and frogs and crickets 
and bosdassies. 

And the sky. The Milky Way was the biggest treat. And 
the Moon. I couldn’t sleep when the Moon was full. My 
eyes were wide awake like an owl. 

Dragon, Angel and Unicorn had a meeting. They were all 
pleased with her progress. Dragon said the grooming was going 
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well. He said: ‘She is on feeling terms with nature and that is 
where Spirit lives and moves.’ 

T U R N I N G  S I X  A N D  G O I N G  T O  S C H O O L

I liked to make my own Jungle Oats. There was a chair 
in my parents’ kitchen that I could stand on to reach the 
pot. Measuring was very important to making it just right. 
I loved the story in one of Granny’s books about Shaka 
Zulu. Shaka used to make a bowl with his hands and ask 
his mother, Nandi, to pour porridge into his hands to make 
him strong. He also used to run barefoot on dubbeltjies 
(devil’s thorn) to make his feet tough. I tried that once, but 
never again. It was too sore.

Granny always said that a thirst for knowledge was why 
we were humans. She never really said I was a species though. 
School was where I would get this knowledge. Because I was 
five, I needed to let them know I was coming so they would 
have space for me. We had to wear a uniform and a hat 
and take things in a small suitcase, like pencils and crayons 
and a small beanbag. It was a huge place with lots of other 
children like me − some my size, others bigger. We were all 
going to look for knowledge there.

Some people were friendly. Others weren’t. There were 
teachers who told us what to do and a bell would ring when 
we could go outside and eat the food that we brought in a 
packed box from home. The teacher said I kept daydreaming. 
It wasn’t really a dream. It was just that some of the fairies 
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had come with me and they kept asking me questions and 
jumping around. Once I told the teacher this and she told 
me to stop lying and that I would be punished for lies. So 
the fairies had to behave. They said that if I ignored them 
for long enough, I would lose all my magic and my wand 
would disappear. They would take it back. That was scary. 
So I had to choose between two punishments. 

I remembered that in the Peter Pan story they had said 
that every time someone says ‘I don’t believe in fairies’, a 
fairy drops down dead.

Luckily there were other things happening, like my tooth 
which was loose. I kept wiggling it. If you put your tooth 
in your shoe or your slipper or somewhere else if you don’t 
have either of these, then the mouse would fetch it and give 
you money. These mice built furniture with human teeth. 
I’d never seen one, but they collected a lot of teeth because 
everyone at school sold their teeth to the mice.

Then we moved again. I left everything behind. The river, 
the forest and all my secret places. We moved into town. 
There was no space for secret spaces except in cupboards. 
And the fairies took my wand. I was on my own. It was 
horrible and I was always sick, coughing and wheezing. 
Being sick was a bad thing. It meant you were in the bad 
books. You had to be good and not be a problem at all. 
Like being invisible. Sort of like a human fairy. And you 
couldn’t get in the way because everything cost money and 
my parents didn’t have enough money. 

My mother was strict about money and about germs. 
Everything had to be clean and neat. Just like Little Mrs 
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Tittlemouse in the Beatrice Potter book. If I could be clean 
and neat and not use any money, I would be perfect. But it 
didn’t happen.

Sometimes I couldn’t breathe and just wanted to be at 
the farm with Granny. But I couldn’t go there because of 
school. I had to wait for the school holidays, and these took 
a long time to arrive. Sometimes I would practise holding 
my breath to see what would happen. Maybe I would 
disappear? But I just stayed exactly where I was. My parents 
had a lot of fights. It could have been my fault or my sister’s 
fault or my mother’s fault. It was scary. You just never knew 
what would happen next. If it was you, there was a hiding. If 
it wasn’t you, there was a hiding or some shouting, whether 
you were in the wrong or not. A lot of shouting and door-
slamming. Then I would think about other things and leave 
my body and just pretend I was OK. Looking sad was not 
good, so I looked happy and stayed out of the way.

I had a hamster and a chameleon, which was fantastic. 
They were good friends. I could tell them everything and 
they just listened. 

In the mornings at school we had to say the Lord’s 
Prayer. It was about a father in heaven who sorted out 
peoples’ problems, but only if you prayed. I’d never heard 
of this person. My parents said it was rubbish. This was 
Earth and we were mammals and that was that. Some of 
my friends at school got German measles. It didn’t matter 
if you were German or not, because the people who didn’t 
speak German got measles as well. I decided to do the 
Lord’s Prayer so that I wouldn’t get sick and cost money. It 
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must have been too late or I didn’t ask for the right thing, 
because I got it anyway and had to stay away from school. 
The good thing was that I didn’t get mumps when that was 
going around. So maybe the praying worked for that. 

The next time I went to the farm, Granny and I went 
for a walk in the veld. The sun was nice and warm and 
the bushes and trees smelled like home. We passed some 
angoras and looked up at the mountain where the black 
eagles lived. I asked Granny about this prayer. She said that 
no farmer could sleep peacefully or live without faith. It 
would be impossible. And how could we be so arrogant to 
think that we controlled everything? What this meant was 
that there was hope. Granny and Grandpa went to church. 
Granny said that it wasn’t important to listen to what people 
had written. It was important to make up our own minds 
by looking at the flowers and the birds and the night sky. 
That was enough proof.

They did a lot of praying in the drought years, but the 
drought carried on and it was very, very bad for everyone, 
including the animals and plants. They were so hungry 
and thirsty. Sometimes the vervet monkeys would climb 
into the dining room and take fruit off the sideboard. And 
thirsty kudu and impala would fall into the swimming pool 
at night. The swimming pool was actually a reservoir, but 
we swam in it and it had no shallow end. Once a buck fell 
in, Granny said that it was tickets. It couldn’t get out. It 
was so sad. And there was no rain. Every day people prayed 
more and more. It was as if the fairies had taken the rain 
wand and hidden it. 
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The veld was dry and the wind was hot. It was called the 
devil’s breath. The devil was having a good time breathing 
there. I decided to stay away from the devil. He was horrible 
and had no feelings for animals and plants and birds. He 
did whatever he wanted. Granny liked to say: ‘Whatever 
will be, will be. Ke sera sera.’ 

Granny learned to wait when Grandpa went to fight in 
the war. He went away just after they got married. There 
were the war years and the drought years. Granny said 
that there was no point in complaining. These were called 
circumstances. You just had to take root or die in these 
times.

When my sister and I were small we were taught about 
consequences. If you did something, there were conse-
quences. The consequences were not always easy to work 
out because they were never the same. And we weren’t sure if 
they were good or bad. But mostly, they were bad. You were 
in trouble. Circumstances and consequences were different 
because you weren’t always to blame for the circumstance, 
but mostly the consequence was your fault. Like the circum-
stance of measles. It was there, but the consequence was 
that I got it and that was my fault.

One day my mother called us into the kitchen. We 
thought that this would be the wooden spoon. But it wasn’t. 
She told us that we were going to have a brother or a sister. 
I suppose this was a circumstance. 

After my brother was born, we had less than no money 
and didn’t go to the farm for Christmas. We went to stay at 
some people’s house at the sea. My father said we needed to 
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hunt white mussels for food. It was freezing. We had to go 
into the water and wiggle our feet backwards and forwards 
and then feel the shell of the mussel. After that, we took 
it out of the water and had fun and enjoyed ourselves. We 
were doing something good. We made some decorations 
out of the mussel shells with glue and glitter. And they 
looked quite nice.

My sister and I had bought each other a Christmas 
present with the coins saved in our plastic UBS (United 
Building Society) pigs. It was so funny and we laughed and 
laughed because we both bought each other exactly the same 
thing! It was a rag doll with ‘Hug Me’ written on the front. 

I loved the feeling of sand under my feet and the smell 
of the sea air made me feel happy and light. Listening to 
the sound of the waves at night was my favourite. It was a 
whooshing, humming sound. The same as when I put my 
hands over my ears when my parents were fighting. At the 
sea I didn’t need my hands, I could just lie there and listen. 
Sometimes I wondered what it would be like to be hugged. 
But I wasn’t sure if I was the kind of person anyone would 
want to hug. I think you had to be wanted first and then 
hugged second. It seemed like that was the order of things.

Unicorn looked at Dragon and Angel and said: ‘Interesting 
how this Soul is learning about poverty consciousness. In her 
agreement, she asked to be shown abundance, so this she must 
learn. She will learn to trust that her needs will always be met, 
but not necessarily her wants. And there is a big difference 
between arrogant demands and humble gratitude.’



“Often people would pop in to talk to Granny about 
personal stu�  under the olive tree. � is is where 
problems were solved. � ey found a way forward. 
Granny used to take her knitting out at times like 
these. Not socks. � is was jersey time. She could knit a 
pattern with raglan sleeves and sort out their personal 
stu�  at the same time. She always said that there was 
nothing that a good cup of tea and an honest chat 
couldn’t solve.”
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