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what happens, there’s a long hot day 
ahead, we’ll find out soon enough!”

As the day got hotter and hotter, 
Jackal started to squirm, telling Hyena, 
he was feeling sick to the stomach, 
when Hyena noted Jackal’s tail now 
full of cream; Jackal was bursting at 
the seams.

For once, Hyena caught Jackal out!

Jackal and Lion  
at the mountain

A long time ago, Jackal was running 
down a narrow mountain pass, 

nose to the ground in search of some-
thing to eat, when out of the corner of 
his eye he noticed someone.

When he looked upwards, he realised 
that Lion was moving straight towards 
him and cowered with fear as he knew 
that there was nowhere to go. He 
was so scared that Lion would take 
revenge on him for all the times he had 
tricked him.

Suddenly Jackal came up with a 
plan, he screamed: “Help! Help!” arms 
crossed over his head as if trying to 
protect himself from something above. 
Lion stopped in utter amazement 
whilst Jackal continued, “We must act 
quickly Lion, do you see those rocks at 
the top of the pass, any moment now 
they are going to fall on us. Please save 
us oh great and mighty Lion!”

Concerned, Lion looked upwards 
and before thinking further, Jackal 
convinced him to use his shoulder as a 

prop in an attempt to uphold the pend-
ing doom. Jackal called out: “Thank you 
oh mighty Lion, I will quickly go and 
fetch a log to strut the caving moun-
tainside, in that way we can all survive 
this!”, and off he went never to return.

So it was then that Jackal once more 
tricked Lion, and that the revenge in 
Lion’s heart grew and grew, bigger and 
bigger toward Jackal.

BOJANG 
ELIZABETH  
MOCWALAKGORO

Interviewer : 
Keitumetse Moeketsi
Area : Ikhutseng

BACKGROUND

Bojang Elizabeth 
Mocwalakgoro was born 
on the 17th of June 1932 in 
Pondrif, located within the 
Free State. Elizabeth was 
married to a man who used 
to work on a farm called 
Skaap-plaas  and for some 
time they had a good life. 
Unfortunately her husband 
passed away and she and 
her children had to move 
to her parents who were 
stationed in Warrenton.

Elizabeth feels that in 
the olden days they could 
plough and plant and had 
enough. Now everything 
she hears feels like empty 
promises, things are always 
promised but when the 

time comes to deliver there is 
nothing to be seen! She is scared 
that this project will be the same.

STORY

E lizabeth remembers how her par-
ents used to tell them various tales 

about nature and how it related to life.
She does not, however, remember 

any of the olden stories anymore but 
remembers the gist of them all; respect 
for oneself, others and specifically one’s 
environment is something invaluable 
as it goes beyond race and culture, it is 
something we all share!

RESPECT FOR ONESELF, 

OTHERS AND SPECIFICALLY 

ONE’S ENVIRONMENT 

IS SOMETHING INVALUABLE

 AS IT GOES BEYOND

RACE AND CULTURE, IT IS

SOMETHING WE ALL SHARE!



64 A River of Stories 

V
A

A
L M

YSTER
Y

sustain themselves throughout the 
month and prices never escalated, 
today is another story altogether!

Welhemina feels that at the very 
least the government is providing 
her with a pension fund which 
she can utilise to keep herself 
alive. This acts as a huge aid as 
old people cannot get employment 
anywhere anymore, even though 
life is so very expensive these days.

STORY

Welhemina does not remember most of 
the stories her parents used to tell her 
around the night fires, and neither do 
a lot of other people. This is alarming, 
because Welhemina feels that a person 
is in trouble if he/she forgets their 
cultural stories, where they come from!

Sananapo and his dog

There was once a king and his son, 
the prince Sananapo.

Sananapo was very special to his 
father and for that reason everywhere 
he went, he was always followed by an 
entourage of guards. Sananapo also 
had a little dog that used to follow him 
everywhere he went, and because he 
loved animals, the two of them shared 
a very deep bond.

One day, one of his younger brothers 
organised a hunting expedition in the 
veld and invited him to come along. 
Sananapo, together with his entourage 
of guards and best friend, the dog, 
were all too excited and merrily agreed 
to the thoughtful request.

WELHEMINA  
MOTSHABI

Interviewer : Keitumetse Moeketsi
Area : Ikhutseng

BACKGROUND

Tozana Welhemina Motshabi was 
born on the 17th of March 1941 in 
the Free State. She and her husband 
lived and worked all their lives 
within the Hertzogville district, 
some 90 km from Warrenton. 
When her husband got too old to 
work anymore, they moved from 
the farm they were living on as 
they did not have the necessary 
facilities nearby to tend to old 
person’s needs. It was around May 
1990 when she and her husband 
came to retire in Warrenton.

Welhemina remembers the good 
old days living on the farm and 
sees Warrenton, in contrast to that 
good life, as something one can do 
without. She remembers how they 
always had enough of everything, 
nowadays she needs to pay for 
everything, even water! On the 
farm, they used very little money to 

The brother was jealous of his prince 
brother and wanted the kingship to 
himself. Subsequently, while out in 
the veld, he conspired with Sananapo’s 
guards against Sananapo, and in a 
feverish moment killed Sananapo.

The brother and guards, now left 
with a body to dispose of, tried to 
feed Sananapo’s bones to his dog, but 
the dog refused to even take a bite. 
Another plan had to be made.

When the brother arrived home, his 
father, the King, asked “Where is my 
son?” upon which the brother an-
swered that he did not know. At that 
very instant Sananapo’s dog, who had 
followed the brother back home, start-
ed to sing; “Sananapo, Sananapo, they 
killed him, Sananapo, they tried to feed 
me his bones, Sananapo, but I don’t eat 
human flesh, Sananapo...”

The brother was caught out and 
relieved of any possible kingship which 
might have been bestowed upon him, all 
because he underestimated the friend-
ship between Sananapo and his dog.

WELHEMINA FEELS THAT A PERSON 

IS IN TROUBLE IF HE/SHE FORGETS 

THEIR CULTURAL STORIES, WHERE

THEY COME FROM!
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DIPUO FLORA MOROKE

Interviewer: Keitumetse Moeketsi
Area: Majeng

BACKGROUND

Flora Moroke was born on the 2nd 
of February 1972 and grew up in 
a small township at Barkly West 
called Rooi Rand, 60km from 
Warrenton. Her mother was a 
Swazi woman and her father a 
Nyase. She, therefore, grew up not 
knowing the Setswana language and 
felt lonely as a child as she could 
only speak Nyase. She also did not 
attend school at all as the school 

only accommodated Setswana. 
She did, however, try to learn the 
language at school for a while but 
found it so difficult that eventually 
she gave up and decided to marry.

She married Mr Phillimon 
Moroke who held a job at the 
Department of Water affairs in 
Bullhill. It was from here that they 
moved to Majeng in 1999 when 
Majeng was officially founded.

Initially, they lived in a shack, 
but eventually got round to 
build a proper mud house after 
a few mishaps, as building 
with mud is no easy task.

Flora enjoys the village life she is 
living in Majeng, she finds that 
it is safe and free, she does not 
need to lock the house in case of 
thievery and can walk in the veld 
anytime she wants. She does, 
however, believe that an RDP house 
and a toilette may change her life 
for the better, as the mud houses 
they are living in are not always 
as stable during heavy winds and 

rain. She finds herself having 
sleepless nights because of that.

Flora feels disturbed by the 
current stance of her surrounding 
environment. She feels that much 
more can be done to promote 
clean and beautiful surroundings. 
If something were to be done, it 
would uplift the community at 
large. Moreover, Flora feels that her 
community could greatly benefit 
from ABET classes, as literacy 
amongst older people is neglected.

STORY

Smart Jan and dumb Jan

F lora remembers her mother telling 
her cultural lore, as her mother 

really liked these types of stories.
She recalls a story of “Slim Jan” and 

“Dom Jan”.
Slim Jan once had a shack, but Dom 

Jan did not have any place to stay at all, 
for that reason Dom Jan always used to 
steal from Slim Jan.

One day both Slim Jan and Dom Jan 
went to the veld together. Slim Jan told 
Dom Jan that someone was stealing 
from him, but that he would devise a 
plan to catch the thief.

So in order to catch the thief, Slim 
Jan put a donkey in front of his door, 
a rooster on top of the house, a dog in 
the window and a cat inside the house.

Dom Jan in the mood for stealing 
again, went to Slim Jan’s house. He 
was so distracted with all the different 
animals put all over the house that 
he did not even take the time to find 
out whether Slim Jan was at all inside 
of the house. Slim Jan, hiding in plain 
sight, caught Dom Jan in the midst of 
his house, upon which time he gave all 
the animals instruction to attack the 
unwelcome visitor. He screamed; “Beat 
him up, beat him up!” at which time 
all the animals at once attacked the 
dumbfounded Dom Jan.

That is how Slim Jan found out who 
his pestering thief was.

SHE FEELS THAT MUCH MORE CAN

BE DONE TO PROMOTE CLEAN

AND BEAUTIFUL SURROUNDINGS.

IF SOMETHING WERE TO BE 

DONE, IT WOULD UPLIFT 

THE COMMUNITY AT LARGE.



SIENA STAZIE

Interviewer: Brumilda Hendricks
Area: Warrenvale

BACKGROUND

Siena Stazie was born on 24 April 1934 in 
Kuruman about 400km from Warrenvale. 
Her family lived and worked on a farm 
called Anneks Bankfontein, just outside 
Griekwastad. They were herders.

When Siena’s grandfather became too old to 
mind the livestock, the duty was passed on 
to her. In her memories it was not a pleasant 
experience, standing barefoot in the kraal made 
of branches while feeding the sheep buckets of 
“Koe-mielies”, a type of white corn kernel. Some 
days she would have to wait for the whole flock of 
sheep to walk through the dip water before they 
could head out to pasture. They would spend the 
whole day in the veld and only return when the 
sun started to set. Siena adds: “It was not as if the 
life we lived were considered to be a smooth one”.

Her grandmother prepared and cooked the same 
“Koe-mielies” for their dinner and would present 
it in one large dish (knieskottel). They would all 
eat together from that one dish. In those days 
there were no spoons or forks, you would wash 
up and enjoy the meal with your bare hands.Thabisho Sabaile
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SIENA STAZIE

Interviewer: Brumilda Hendricks
Area: Warrenvale

BACKGROUND

Siena Stazie was born on 24 April 1934 in 
Kuruman about 400km from Warrenvale. 
Her family lived and worked on a farm 
called Anneks Bankfontein, just outside 
Griekwastad. They were herders.

When Siena’s grandfather became too old to 
mind the livestock, the duty was passed on 
to her. In her memories it was not a pleasant 
experience, standing barefoot in the kraal made 
of branches while feeding the sheep buckets of 
“Koe-mielies”, a type of white corn kernel. Some 
days she would have to wait for the whole flock of 
sheep to walk through the dip water before they 
could head out to pasture. They would spend the 
whole day in the veld and only return when the 
sun started to set. Siena adds: “It was not as if the 
life we lived were considered to be a smooth one”.

Her grandmother prepared and cooked the same 
“Koe-mielies” for their dinner and would present 
it in one large dish (knieskottel). They would all 
eat together from that one dish. In those days 
there were no spoons or forks, you would wash 
up and enjoy the meal with your bare hands.Thabisho Sabaile

Her mother always told stories about her 
grandmother and of her younger days during 
the first war. When the family realised that war 
was approaching, they dug a hole in the ground. 
It took them a whole month. They then also 
started stocking provisions. When the war was 
imminent, the family moved into the hole. Her 
mother clearly remembers hearing the horses’ 
hooves trampling the ground above their heads.

It was serious circumstances and one could 
not risk a crying child giving away one’s 
hiding place. Your family could be killed 
if discovered. For this reason, Siena’s 
grandmother filled an ostrich eggshell with fat 
and applied some to the children’s tongues. 
This made crying nearly impossible and 
although cruel, it ensured their safety.

The family came out of hiding about two months 
later and found that their community had died 
away. Children and elderly folk were spread 

out on the ground, lying as still as rocks. The 
soldiers showed no sympathy and made no 
distinction between child and parent. People 
were not buried in coffins, they were wrapped 
in patchwork blankets and placed in the ground 
without any fuss. It was a terrible experience.

STORY

Siena remembers the place of the black river. That 
place where the rivers meet, just outside of Douglas, 
the place she once lived. Those two rivers, the Black 
river and the Vaal, they meet, but they don’t mix. 
They fight day and night.

The boy and the snake

There once lived a very poor family. A father, 
mother and little boy. They struggled, and food 

was so scarce that the only meal the little boy had 
was a cup of milk a day.

The mother saw that the boy only drank half his 
cup of milk and would then walk off to the kraal with 
the rest. She wondered what he was up to, but let it 
be because he had a profound love for their animals. 
After a few weeks, she decided to inspect whether 
the child was giving the other half of his milk away, 
fearing that he might starve himself.

So one day she followed the boy to the kraal and 
was shocked to find him feeding milk to a snake in 
his lap. The snake had put on weight from all the milk 
and was rather large. She saw the boy stroking the 
snake and then heard him asking, “Look how dirty 
you are Snake. Why are you so dirty? Shall I clean you 
up?” The boy was mesmerised and fondled the snake 
like you would any household pet.

The mother and father begged the boy to leave the 
snake alone, telling him that it was no pet but in fact 

NATURE HAS A WAY TO SHOW

YOU WHO IS IN CONTROL.



68 A River of Stories 

V
A

A
L M

YSTER
Y

a dangerous animal. The boy refused to listen or move 
and kept on stroking the snake. He was determined not 
to let his new friend down.

Later that day the farmer passed by. The mother and 
father explained the curious and dangerous situation 
and asked him for his help. It took a lot of effort and 
persuasion to get the boy away from the snake, but in 
the end, they managed a peaceful separation. To the 
boy’s astonishment the snake was immediately shot, 
and before he knew, the remains burned. Exactly three 
days later the boy fell seriously ill and passed away. 
People, to this day, believe that he died from a broken 
heart because of the loss of his friend.

The man with a  
taste for human flesh

Siena remembers her mother telling a story about a 
man, his wife and their baby. This family worked and 

lived on a farm very far from the main town. For them, 
an excursion to town was more of an inconvenience 
than a joyful experience.

Tired, hungry and exhausted, the family were heading 
back home on a warm day along the barren, rocky, 
gravel road. The mother asked the father to carry the 
baby for a while as she was exhausted and wanted him 
to help share the burden. As they got closer to the farm, 
the father walked faster and faster, telling the mother 
that they would catch up at the farm.   

When the mother arrived, her husband had prepared 
dinner already. She was grateful that her husband 
showed some initiative and compassion, but worried 
about her baby who had spent such a long time in the 
sun and asked after him. The father assured her that 
the baby was fine and resting and asked her to sit down 
and eat because they were all so hungry and exhausted. 
Not needing a lot of persuasion, the women called her 
mother and they started dinner.

Letlogonolo Mothibi

The husband had put a lot of effort into the food. He 
cooked livers and all tasty kinds of meat. The wife was 
staring at the embers of the fire when she suddenly 
noticed tiny little bones. She realised that they could 
only be the bones of a baby. She jumped up and started 
to look for her baby.

Rushing through the house, she could not find the 
baby and with chilling realisation shouted to her mother 
that they were eating her child! Her mother, so greatly 
startled, fell over on the spot and died.

The woman started to run as fast as she could to get 
away from her monstrous husband and ran straight into 
the farmer. She told him about the tragedy that had 
just befallen her. The enraged farmer walked straight to 
her house, took her husband by the collar and told him, 
“Since you wanted to eat your own flesh and blood, you 
will finish all of it. Every bit.” 

The monster of a man without a conscience started 
eating, not knowing that there are two sides to every 
human. We all have a sweet and bitter side and in the 

end, he struggled to finish the last pieces of his own 
flesh and blood. The farmer had no mercy though 
and forced him. The farmer tied the man to a tree 
and made him dig graves for his child and mother-
in-law. Afterwards, he handed the man over to the 
police, a little ruffled up.

Those were tough times, those times.

Every animal has his king

Hyrax King

In the vicinity of De Aar there once lived a community 
that did not respect the ways of Mother Nature. They 
had little knowledge of and showed no respect for 
their environment and resources. Day after day these 
people hunted down dozens of hyraxes. They hunted 
not because of hunger nor out of need, but greed.

One day while out on a hunt, their dogs started to 
bark uncontrollably. The leader of the hunt, full of 
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bravado, ignored the signs and ordered his men to 
continue with the hunt. Moments later hunters were 
running in all directions, dogs following suit. The 
leader, startled, looked around and saw a massive 
creature heading his way. The creature had the upper 
body of a hyrax, but the lower body parts of a snake, 
and it was coming at him with incredible speed.

The man ran to the nearest village and locked him-
self in the first house that he could find. He peered 
out of the window and saw the creature standing in 
front of the door. Their gazes met, and the glaring 
eyes of the giant animal conveyed a message, “You 
have been marked, consider yourself warned. Next 
time no door will stop me”.

Every animal has his king and nature always strives 
for balance. If you treat your resources with disre-
spect, nature will teach you a precious lesson.

Porcupine king

Siena remembers an encounter of her own with an 
animal king. She was still young and curious about what 
the grownups were up to. She never wanted to miss out 
on any excitement. So one day Siena and some friends, 
without permission to do so, followed their grandmoth-
ers and grandfathers when they left for a hunt.

The grownups were carrying knopkieries (hunting 
stick) with them while they and their dogs were 
looking for signs of porcupine. After a long time, 
they found a huge hole in the ground. The dogs were 
holding position, knowing very well what dangers 
they were about to face. They knew from experience 
that porcupine quills are not to be messed with.

Suddenly a meerkat ran past the onlookers straight 
into the hole. The dogs gave chase. Within seconds 
the meerkat came flying out with all the dogs bolting 
from the hole too.

Damion Fish

What nobody realised was that this particular hole 
belonged to the king of the porcupines. With slow and 
intentional steps an enormous porcupine stepped out 
of the hole. As the animal revealed itself one could 
see that it had the upper body of a porcupine, but the 
lower body of a snake. Hysterical people rushed in all 
directions without looking back, not even once to see 
whether the porcupine king had followed them.

While returning home, hungry and with empty 
hands, Siena’s grandfather thankfully found a tor-
toise large enough to feed the whole family. He was 
so grateful and put the catch in a bag, slung it over 
his shoulder and marched on home.

Upon their return, Siena’s grandfather opened the bag 
only to find that instead of a tortoise a snake lay inside.

Nature has a way to show you who is in control.

The river snake and the four girls

A young girl named Sara lived with her deaf mother 
in Barklands, Douglas, near the river.

Sara and her three cousins, having worked hard 
throughout the year,  decided to celebrate the end of 
the school year with some well-deserved fun down 
by the river. Sara’s mother was not impressed by 
the idea and had on numerous occasions warned her 
about the river snake and his dark ways, but the child 
refused to fear the old wives’ tales.

The girls packed a picnic basket and left for the 
river. It was a warm day and before long they decided 
to go for a dip in the water. Suddenly Sara struggled 
and called out to the other girls for help, “Something 
has gotten hold of me, my feet are immovable and I 
can’t escape!” One of the bravest cousins rushed to 
her rescue but soon befell the same fate. The two 
remaining cousins tried to come to the girls’ aid but 
eventually got stuck themselves. Fortunately, the 
last two cousins managed to wrestle free. During the 



70 A River of Stories 

V
A

A
L M

YSTER
Y

struggle, they noticed a big horse with a white fore-
head on the opposite bank of the river. He just stared 
at them. Suddenly both the horse, Sara and the first 
cousin who jumped to her rescue, were gone. It was 
as if they had disappeared into thin air.

The two cousins rushed up to Sara’s house and 
struggled to explain to her deaf mother that Sara and 
her other cousin were trapped in the water and had 
suddenly disappeared without a trace. Sara’s mother 
and a few other villagers hurried down to the river to 
help. The girls were nowhere to be found.

Upon reflection, they realised that the river snake 
has taken on the shape of a horse. Why else would 
the girls and the horse have disappeared without a 
sound at exactly the same time?

The community wept the whole weekend long. On 
the Monday they found the pale bodies of the girls 
exactly where they went missing. The river snake had 

sucked the life right out of them, leaving them pale 
and bloodless.

The girls’ bodies had to be prepared and buried on 
that same day because there were no refrigeration 
facilities. The burial preparations were done on the 
stoep of the house.

Early on the Tuesday morning, the furious river 
snake came looking for his prey. He was in the shape 
of a snow-white ram and inspected the area where 
the girls were prepared, screaming and rolling about 
right on the spot. He went through Sara’s house with 
a hell of a ruckus, passed her deaf mother and her 
blind grandfather and then he eventually left raging 
noisily, still searching.

People believe that if he had found their bodies in 
the house, he would have destroyed the house and 
flooded the village in revenge. The river snake even-
tually found the place where the girls were buried. 

For three days he rolled, bleated and blared on their 
graves and only then went back to his home, the river.

The river snake and the water girl  

While Siena was still living in Douglas, she was 
walking over the bridge on her way home 

from work, when she saw a big crowd gathered at 
the water’s edge. Curious she went closer to have a 
look and to her amazement realised that they were all 
witnessing the marriage of the water snake and the 
water girl if you could call it that.

The river snake can change its shape to whatever 
it pleases, and this time he had the full features of a 
very attractive man, wearing a black suit with a flower 
pinned to his left pocket. Only the lower half of his 
body remained like that of a snake, his true self.

The water girl was fair and had ruby red hair, big 
green eyes and snow-white skin. She was wearing a 
white wedding dress not showing the lower half of 
her body that was shaped like that of a fish.

There they were, standing in front of everybody, 
right in the middle of the day, in the brightest of 
daylight, for all to see, tying the knot. Afterwards, 
the couple slowly and silently glided into the water 
and disappeared without a ripple.

The river snake and the pastor

A pastor and followers from his parish were head-
ing to the Vaal River on a Sunday. That day 21 

converts would be baptised in the waters. Like usual 
the people wanted to show the proper respect for the 
river master and stopped to pray before entering the 
river. By the time the pastor ended his prayer, the 
water had turned still and clear. It was taken as a sign 
of good fortune.

Thabisho Sabaile

The donkey and the vaalbos

S iena’s grandparents used to tell her a story about 
a man who had twenty-one donkeys.

The owner of the twenty-one donkeys was cruel 
and abused the animals. He repeatedly left them 
unfed and when they disobeyed him or did not work 
fast enough, he would whip them. Sometimes even 
to death.

This man had forgotten that the donkey is a holy 
animal. It has the mark of Christ on it’s back, it was 
Jesus’ means of transport.

The man had a very bad temper and beat the don-
keys so ruthless that some of them died. When that 
happened, he sold the meat to the local community. 
The man continued in this ruthless manner until one 
day he had only one donkey left. His temper once 
again got the better of him. In a fit of rage, the man 
grabbed the donkey and chopped its head off there 
and then.

This would be the very last time the man would 
ever have the chance to do such a horrid thing. That 
very moment, God turned the beheaded donkey into 
the largest, most magnificent vaalbos you had ever 
seen. It was not like the small bushes you know. No, 
as magnificent as a tree, powerful beyond measure 
and safeguarded against all violence. And that man…
that man was turned into half-man, half-snake so 
that he would sail the earth on his human stomach 
and feel all the pain he had caused throughout his life 
until the end of his days.

Thabisho Sabaile
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The moment the pastor entered the water though, 
it suddenly became all muddy and cloudy. The pastor 
knew the river snake was up to something and plead-
ed with him for a chance to baptise the new converts.

It seemed as if the river snake did not want to 
agree, but that he wanted to take at least one person, 
just one little life, just one small sacrifice. By this time 
some followers had run away because it seemed as if 
the snake just would not listen. He lay close behind 
the praying pastor, showing his bulging back in the 
river. The pastor spoke softly and with respect. He 
begged, prayed and promised to be done quickly.

Eventually, right before sunset, the water calmed. 
The baptising could begin. Behind the pastor, the 
deep water was still murky and the back of the snake 
was still bulging as it lay waiting.

All 21 new converts were baptised. When the last 
person left the water, the shallows got muddy, murky 
and cloudy again. Everyone turned toward the river 
and thanked the water snake for his patience and 
mercy. That day their faith grew stronger. It was only 
good fortune that kept them from the wrath of the 
river master.

The donkey and the vaalbos

S iena’s grandparents used to tell her a story about 
a man who had twenty-one donkeys.

The owner of the twenty-one donkeys was cruel 
and abused the animals. He repeatedly left them 
unfed and when they disobeyed him or did not work 
fast enough, he would whip them. Sometimes even 
to death.

This man had forgotten that the donkey is a holy 
animal. It has the mark of Christ on it’s back, it was 
Jesus’ means of transport.

The man had a very bad temper and beat the don-
keys so ruthless that some of them died. When that 
happened, he sold the meat to the local community. 
The man continued in this ruthless manner until one 
day he had only one donkey left. His temper once 
again got the better of him. In a fit of rage, the man 
grabbed the donkey and chopped its head off there 
and then.

This would be the very last time the man would 
ever have the chance to do such a horrid thing. That 
very moment, God turned the beheaded donkey into 
the largest, most magnificent vaalbos you had ever 
seen. It was not like the small bushes you know. No, 
as magnificent as a tree, powerful beyond measure 
and safeguarded against all violence. And that man…
that man was turned into half-man, half-snake so 
that he would sail the earth on his human stomach 
and feel all the pain he had caused throughout his life 
until the end of his days.

Thabisho Sabaile



RUTA RAKGWELE

Interviewer: Tshepang Mabote
Area: Majeng

BACKGROUND

Ruta Rakgwele was born on the 
15th of May 1965 in Kgomotso, 
a township in Moklaneng some 
80km’s from Majeng in the 
direction of Hartswater.

After growing up in Kgomotso, 
Ruta moved to Seweding, and 
thereafter some farms before 
ending up in Majeng.

Ruta lived with her mother and 
really contributed to the household. 
She always felt that her mother 
expected more of her than she 
did of her other nine children, 
and at one stage even wondered 
why she was not born as a boy.

Ruta always felt that she was a little 
different from her surrounding 
community. She always had an 
exceptional love towards animals in 
contrast to them and maybe because 
of that once found a baby monkey 
on her way to work, right next Keolopile Dikokwe
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RUTA RAKGWELE

Interviewer: Tshepang Mabote
Area: Majeng

BACKGROUND

Ruta Rakgwele was born on the 
15th of May 1965 in Kgomotso, 
a township in Moklaneng some 
80km’s from Majeng in the 
direction of Hartswater.

After growing up in Kgomotso, 
Ruta moved to Seweding, and 
thereafter some farms before 
ending up in Majeng.

Ruta lived with her mother and 
really contributed to the household. 
She always felt that her mother 
expected more of her than she 
did of her other nine children, 
and at one stage even wondered 
why she was not born as a boy.

Ruta always felt that she was a little 
different from her surrounding 
community. She always had an 
exceptional love towards animals in 
contrast to them and maybe because 
of that once found a baby monkey 
on her way to work, right next Keolopile Dikokwe

to the footpath she was walking 
on. She took it home, adopted it, 
tended to it as if it was her own. 
The monkey grew up and made 
one of the trees in the yard its 
home and upon arrival home from 
work, Ruta always used to call it 
for supper. It was very clever and 
surprised Ruta most of the time. 
She always thought to herself how 
alike it was to a human being.

The little face lightened up Ruta’s 
heart every day for three years on 
end, but one day Ruta called out to 
the little monkey just to be met by 
silence. She searched everywhere 
for her dearest friend but to no 
avail, and after some time was told 
that a very naughty boy from the 
community had given it poison he 
had gotten from other community 
members. This broke her heart as 
she truly shared a special bond 
with the little monkey. He was so 
intelligent, so human, and made 
coming home such a joyous activity.

STORY

Baboon and Crocodile

Ruta remembers how they use to 
recount so many cultural stories in 

her youth, one of those being that of 
Baboon and Crocodile.

There once lived a baboon right next 
to a river where the fruit trees grew tall 
and were full of delicious juicy fruits. 
There also lived a great big crocodile in 
the waters below the baboon’s home.

As time went on, Baboon and Crocodile 
came to be friends, talking many hours, 
Baboon up in the trees and Crocodile 
down below. Most days, Baboon would 
throw Crocodile some of the delicious 
fruits so that he could also rejoice in the 
succulent tastes of the tall fruit-bear-
ing trees.

Most nights, Crocodile would return 
home to his wife with enough fruit for 
the whole family, but his wife being a 
greedy woman, wanted more.

She asked Crocodile for Baboon’s 
liver and said that if he ate these juicy 
fruits all day long, Baboon’s liver must 
be much more delicious than all the 
fruits combined.

Crocodile felt hurt because Baboon 
was his friend, but after weeks of 
moaning and eventual threats to 
leave with his children, Crocodile de-
cided he would bring her his good old 
friend’s liver.

The next day Crocodile asked Baboon 
if he did not want to swim with him 

under the full moon because it was such 
a beautiful sight he would like to share 
with his good old friend even though 
he knew full well that Baboon could not 
swim. “I can’t swim, Crocodile, I enjoy 
the views from the treetops”, Baboon 
replied to Crocodile’s request, upon 
which Crocodile suggested he ride on 
his back.

Baboon approved the idea, and at 
sunset got onto Crocodile’s back. Croc-
odile was silent and seemed to think of 
deep things during their journey when 
Baboon asked: “Is everything alright 
Crocodile, it’s such a beautiful sight?” 
After much contemplation Crocodile 

replied: “My wife wants your liver, we 
are on our way to her, I’m sorry my 
friend!” Startled Baboon had to think 
of something very quickly and replied: 
“Crocodile, you should have just asked, 
I would give it gladly. I usually wash my 
liver every day before the sun sets, and 
leave it out to dry in those tall trees”.

Crocodile could not believe his luck; 
he got to keep Baboon as a friend and 
his wife and children, hastily he swam 

RUTA ALWAYS FELT 

THAT SHE WAS A LITTLE 

DIFFERENT FROM HER 

SURROUNDING COMMUNITY. 

SHE ALWAYS HAD 

AN EXCEPTIONAL

LOVE TOWARDS ANIMALS
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KENYADITSWE 
SUSANNA BRANDT

Interviewer : 
Keitumetse Moeketsi
Area : Ikhutseng

BACKGROUND

Kenyaditswe Susanna 
Brandt was born on the 
4th of September 1939. 
Kenyaditswe has her 
origins in Hertzogville, 
90km from Warrenton, but 
moved to Warrenton due 
to a job opportunity her 
husband had at the Fourteen 
Streams Cheese factory.

Fourteen Streams is located 
approximately 2km from 
Warrenton’s main town area 
and at the time her husband 
worked here, it consisted of 
a small community living 
adjacent to the river, right 
across from the Fourteen 
Streams railway station and 
close by the cheese factory.

back to where he had picked up Ba-
boon.

On dry land, Baboon quickly hopped 
into the nearest tree and said “Oh 
Crocodile, good old friend, there are 
no creatures that wash and hang their 
livers out to dry, you are a fool to 
think such. You might have a strong 
body, but you have no sense, go back 
to your wife and tell her that you were 
outwitted!”

Most people working at Fourteen 
Streams built themselves rondawels 
near the river, moving from 
Ikhutseng as it was much closer to 
their jobs. It was in this rondawel 
at Fourteen Streams that her 
children grew up even though they 
were not all born in this area.

Kenyaditse remembers Warrenton 
booming with life, quality shops 
everywhere, but nowadays it has 
all deteriorated. She remembers 
that Jan Kempdorp’s community 
members used to come to 
Warrenton for more variety, 
nowadays people from Warrenton 
go to Jan Kempdorp to buy the 
basics. She wishes that it was not 
so, and believes that Warrenton can 
be great again if people with good 
hearts can just stand together.

Nowadays, the community’s 
children that she once supported for 
change in the country are all over 
the municipal offices. They lock 

themselves in there, not listening 
to the needs of the community. 
Instead of change, nothing is better! 
At the very least, Kenyaditswe feels 
that she is old, and has nowhere 
else to go, she has accepted her fate.

Kenyaditswe believes that the 
only way in which positive change 
can ever happen is when people 
don’t choose leaders, but rather 
groups of people, because to build 
Warrenton up again you will need 
a lot of people, not leaders.

She believes that it is people 
that drive change and that 
leaders should make use of the 
community’s advice instead of 
trying to build Warrenton on their 
own. There is strength in people!

STORY

Kenyaditswe does not remember any 
particular story, but would like to give 
a message to generations to come; “My 
strength has left me. I tried to build the 
town with love, so my message is to do 
the right thing, to build the town with 
love yourselves.”

WARRENTON CAN BE

GREAT AGAIN IF PEOPLE

WITH GOOD HEARTS CAN

JUST STAND TOGETHER



75A River of Stories
V

A
A

L M
YSTER

Y

SANDRA CONSTABLE

Interviewer: Brumilda Hendricks
Area: Warrenvale

BACKGROUND

Sandra Constable was born 22 July 
1948 in Douglas, 180 km from 
Warrenton. Douglas was a thriving 
town with fertile soil and abundant 
fruit and vegetable vendors. She 
spent her youth there and moved to 
Warrenton with her husband after 
their wedding because of better job 
opportunities. She has been living 
in Warrenton for thirty years now.

Sandra grew up in the vicinity 
of the river, and because her 
community did not have running 
water, they had to walk and fill 
20 litre containers with river 
water for household use. Laundry 
was also directly done in the 
river to avoid further effort.

Her parents were very strict and 
gave them much more chores than 
today’s children have to manage. 
Every morning you were woken at 
4 am by which time your parents 

had, had their second cup of coffee 
already. They did not lie in till 10 am 
like the kids of today, back then you 
did not have the same privilege of 
completing school either. When you 
finished Std. 6 you left school, were 
considered highly educated and 
expected to help your parents with 
daily tasks like herding the goats.

There was no mention of RDP 
houses and a lot of effort went into 
building houses with manure. They 
used a mixture of cattle dung and 
soil to seal the walls and during 
Christmas time everyone would put 
in extra effort to make their houses 
look pretty. You would walk far to 
obtain the specific soil type needed 
and then carry it back on your 
head. Once home, it took a long 
while to get the mixture just right.

Sandra remembers a neat 
Warrenton in contrast with today 
where every corner is used as a 
dumpsite. She lived in 3rd street 

and remembers how they would 
have competitions against the 
neighbouring streets to see who 
had the neatest and most well-
maintained street. Her street won 
first place a few times as there was 
not a single piece of paper blowing 
about and everything was well kept. 
They were judged on how clean it 
was, how much effort they put in 
and how immaculate it turned out. 
The residents of the winning street 
each received a tree as a prize and 
municipal workers planted those 
trees for free. Today the same 
trees are decorated with plastic.

Not to mention water supply 
nowadays. Sandra always fills one 
bucket for emergencies because 
running water is not a guarantee 
anymore. Some days you have 
water, other days not. If you leave 
the bucket of water untouched, 
sediments begin to form a few days 
later. To think that it is meant as 
drinking water makes her nauseous.

She feels Warrenton is becoming 
a ghost town, everything is dying, 
nothing is maintained, nothing is 

repaired or respected and sewage 
is running down the streets.

When she talks to the children 
about her history, they tell her she 
was abused, that they would not 
be able to live in such an outdated 
manner, but she believes people had 
more honour, pride and an intrinsic 
feeling of value during the olden days.

The children of today show no 
respect for their elders and only do 
things that suit their own needs. 
Every adult was your parent and 
you honoured, obeyed and respected 
them. If an adult stranger asked 
you to do them a favour, like 
taking money to a certain person, 
you obliged out of respect. If you 
dared to say no and your parents 
found out about it, you would get 
a memorable hiding. Sandra says: 
“If we could live like that again, 
the world would be a better place 
because there was discipline.”

STORY

Signs of the watersnake

The elders believed in the wa-
tersnake, therefore, Sandra was 

always on the lookout for signs of him. 
You were told to stay away from the 
water at noon. Sometimes it took only 
seconds for the water to rise, another 

SHE BELIEVES PEOPLE 

HAD MORE HONOUR, 

PRIDE AND AN INTRINSIC 

FEELING OF VALUE DURING

THE OLDEN DAYS
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warning sign that the watersnake is 
near and trying to lure you in.

Other times you would be drawn 
by something strange but pretty and 
attractive like a flower, horse or even 
sausage on a grill. If you were not 
vigilant and mindful of his tricks, you 
would enter the water and never be 
seen again.

That is the way of the watersnake, it 
transforms into your heart’s desire. If 
you are wise you will run away as fast 
as you can.

LENIE 
VAN HEERDEN

Interviewer :  Nanette Flemming
Area: Warrenton

BACKGROUND 

Lenie was born in Sabie on 3 
September 1939. Her parents 
moved to Kimberley where 
she completed her schooling. 
She worked in Kimberley 
for a while and shortly after 
her wedding in 1955, they 
moved to Warrenton.

Her husband, Cas, was 
employed at the railways, 
then called Spoornet and 
today Transnet. Warrenton 
was a beautiful town and 

they were very happy here. They 
had five children, Lucas, Hein, 
Estelle, Marie and Hester who all 
matriculated here. Her two sons 
worked at the railways like their 
father and most of her children 
got married in Warrenton. The 
school dance photos of Natasha, 
whom she adopted at eighteen 
months, are still on her mantle.

She and her family spent many 
weekends relaxing at the river. 
They were not big fans of fishing 
but rather appreciated the 
tranquillity of nature and time 
spent with their children.

In Warrenweg you could buy 
baskets full of fruit and vegetables 
for only two pounds. Warrenweg 
was far better than Longstreet and 
was famous for its fruit orchards 
and vegetable gardens. The best 
time of her life was the years 
spent living on a smallholding in 
Warrenweg. Her children loved to 
visit them there and she was very 
fond of having cattle and sheep. 

Unfortunately, they had to sell 
this smallholding seven years ago 
because responsibilities, labour 
and theft became a problem.

The old hostel was located where 
Johnny More’s first garage was 
located, right next to the bottle store 
in the main street today. Magda 
Louw’s husband’s grandfather was 
the caretaker and his picture appear 
in a book that Lenie cherishes.

She is not impressed with the 
state of affairs in Warrenton. 
This is where she has lived all 
her life, where she grew old and 
where she will stay forever.

STORY

Unfortunately, Lenie recalls no stories 
or lore’s.
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KEDIBONE 
GRACE WILLIAMS

 Interviewer: Keitumetse Moeketsi
Area : Majeng

BACKGROUND

Kedibone Grace Williams was born 
on the 28th of December 1962. She 
grew up in Mammutla, a village 
located some 20km’s from Majeng. 
She was raised by her eldest aunt 
and her husband until she was 
around standard one (grade three).

She remembers her aunt getting 
pregnant again with a boy, at 
which stage finances were dire 
and her uncle had to go work in 
Potchefstroom. He stayed away 
for a long time and did not send or 
bring home any money at which 
stage Kedibone had to leave school 
in order to work and tend to her 
pregnant aunt. Her aunt gave 
birth and after a few years, her 
uncle did return to aid her aunt 
and their new son. At this stage, 
Kedibone was too old to go back 
to school again and went to live 

with her mother and father at a 
farm located near Christiana.

She remembers the lavish life she 
and her mother and father lived 
due to her father’s high position. 
He was the sole foreman on the 
farm and had to see to all possible 
responsibilities, as the owner lived 
in Hartswater and therefore he 
was compensated for accordingly.

After some time on the farm, Grace 
went to find other employment. 
She worked in Bullhill for a while 
and at Vaalharts Kuikens which 
was located very close to Majeng. 
When Majeng came into being, 
Grace decided that seeing as her job 
at Vaalharts Kuikens were so near 
Majeng, she would rather relocate, 
where she got a house of her own.

Grace remembers how in the 
beginning and even to this day, 
water was a huge problem. 
The whole community only 
had one windmill to tend to 
everyone’s needs. Over and 
above that, they were reliant 
on the wind to pump water.

One of the community’s beliefs 
was that if you whistled to the 
wind it would start to blow and the 
windmill would start to produce 
a stream of water. They did this 
daily, and it truly worked.

Nowadays, however, the younger 
generation does not handle nature 

with the same respect, throwing all 
kinds of disgusting things down the 
windmill, this breaks her heart as 
it seems people don’t understand 
that they need to drink that same 
water they so easily pollute.

When Majeng fell under Magareng 
Municipality the community 
spoke up regarding their water 
situation and were given a 
diesel driven pump to deliver 
underground water, but now it has 
been upgraded to a solar pump.

Grace feels that employment 
opportunities are very scarce in 
Majeng and that one could maybe 
utilise the surrounding resources 
for the financial benefit of all with 
the right skills and guidance.

STORY

Little Oxen

G race remembers many stories, but 
one she remembers fondly is a 

rhyme she was taught as a young child.

“Little oxen,
look how they stand, a team,
every one of them fat and smooth.
We are drivers, me and Jan,
each with a lath.
Twenty oxen in a row,
next to the water channel,
every one made of the best clay,
every one fit and great.
Look Swartland’s leg is off,
put a little clay on it,
another layer,
so that he can jog again”

*Note the rhyme was recited in 
Afrikaans, the above version is 
directly translated.

NOWADAYS, HOWEVER, 

THE YOUNGER GENERATION

DOES NOT HANDLE NATURE

 WITH THE SAME RESPECT
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Strongman, Dumbstrength 
and Treebreaker

A husband and his wife, living next 
to the river, unfortunately could 

not have any children of their own. 
One day while the woman was walking 
on one of her trails in the veld, she 
noticed something in the middle of the 
footpath and to her surprise, it was a 
small little baby boy.

When she got home, she immediate-
ly called her husband and told him the 
peculiar story of the child she had now 
brought home. Together they decided 
to keep the little baby boy seeing as 
they could never have any children 
of their own and his parents seemed 
long gone.

As the child grew up, the parents no-
ticed that their child had very strange 
tendencies, one of which was to fear-
lessly play with snakes even though he 
was very small in stature. So when the 
boy got older, he decided to look for a 
job to start his life.

While walking in search of a job, he 
passed another man, also in search of 
a job, and when the stranger asked, 
“Who are you?”, he replied “I am 
Strongman”, upon which the stranger 
replied in turn: “ I am Dumbstrength”. 
The two decided that they would walk 
together in search of jobs, seeing as 
they both had the same goal.

While walking, Strongman and 
Dumbstrength came across another 
stranger and asked what he was doing 

and who he was. The stranger replied 
that he was in search of a job and that 
his name was Treebreaker.

Dumbstrength and Treebreaker were 
both large in stature, but Strongman, 
contrary to his name, was quite petite.

Strongman, Dumbstrength and Tree-
breaker, having the same goal, decided 
that they would stick together whilst in 
search of jobs. Together they found a 
small little house which could accom-
modate all of them and decided that 
two would go in search of jobs while 
one remained home to cook and clean.

It was decided that Treebreaker 
would remain behind, as he was the 
last to join their clan, while Strongman 
and Dumbstrength would go out in 
search of employment.

While Treebreaker was busy with 
some chores outside of the house, a 
thief entered the house, ate all their 
food, and when Treebreaker came 
upon him and asked what he was do-
ing, the thief hit him badly and used 
Treebreaker’s own beard to tie him up 
to a tree.

Upon the return of Strongman and 
Dumbstrength, they found the house 
in shambles and no food to fill their 
hungry stomachs. They untied Tree-
breaker from the tree and decided it 
would be better to leave someone with 
more strength behind just in case the 
thief would return.

Dumbstrength was chosen as next in 
line to stay behind while Strongman and 
Treebreaker would go out in search of 

employment. His name, Dumbstrength, 
suggested he had much strength even 
though he lacked common sense.

Dumbstrength, having completed all 
his house chores, went to lie down and 
started to read the newspaper when 
suddenly the thief appeared in front of 
him. As he was caught by surprise, the 
thief overpowered Dumbstrength, hit 
him just as bad as Treebreaker, and also 
tied him to a tree with his own beard, 
after which he once again ate all their 
food and trashed their little house.

Strongman and Treebreaker returned 
to the same mess they had the day be-
fore, and after untying Dumbstrength 
and cooking something to eat, decided 
that Strongman would have to be next 
in line.

Strongman cooked and cleaned while 
his friends went out looking for jobs. 
When he was done, he decided he 
would try to relax, and went to lie down 
for a little nap.

The thief came once again to van-
dalise and plunder, but upon entering 
the house, found a man of little stature 
sleeping in the house. The thief thought 
to himself how the three friends could 
leave such a harmless man behind 
and decided to leave strongman to 
his dreaming and started at the food 
Strongman had prepared for Dumb-
strength and Treebreaker.

After eating, he decided to also take 
a little nap, as his tummy was now full 
to the brim and the little man was no 
threat to him. Strongman awoke, find-

ing the thief fast asleep and devised a 
plan. He waited for his friends to re-
turn. Three against one is much better 
than one on one.

Upon their return, Strongman in-
structed Treebreaker to take a thick 
branch of a tree, and hit the man to 
his senses, after which Dumbstrength 
lifted him up in the air throwing him 
to the ground with shattering conse-
quences. The thief totally startled, half 
run, and half limped away never to be 
seen again.
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MERLE DU RANDT

Interviewer :  Nanette Flemming
Area: Warrenton

BACKGROUND

Merle was born on 8 October 1938 
and only when she turned ten, 
did her family move to Warrenton 
where she has lived ever since. 
Merle’s father was the local police 
sergeant and served in the force 
from 1948 to 1970. She still recalls 
the tiny police house she grew up in.

Merle graduated from Warrenton 
High School after which she was 
hired by the local bank. In those 
days there were no machines, 
everything was counted mentally 
and written down by hand. Later, 
Merle was transferred to both 
Wolmaransstad and Christiana 
before once again moving back 
to Warrenton where she met and 
married Willem du Randt, her 
husband for many many years.

Merle remembers how in her youth 
they used to celebrate special 
occasions such as Christmas by 

going for wonderful picnics at 
the “vis wuif”. The “vis wuif”, 
translated as “fish wife”, is the 
area located to the left-hand side of 
the bridge (towards Jan Kempdorp) 
where the river is less rocky and 
affords one the chance to swim. 
Everyone used to join in the fun, 
bringing baskets filled with snacks 
or “braaivleis” to enjoy the day.

She remembers how the area 
where Warrenvale is now located 
used to be another favourite picnic 
spot. They used to call the area 
“the trees” or “snake river”. 
There was a wide-open patch of 
lawn on which they used to dance 
and children used to play around 
while their parents had parties. 
In springtime people would go 
there to pick wildflowers and 
evening primrose at the edge of 
the hills. It was good times!

STORY

To court in a wheelbarrow

Merle’s father was Sergeant Lock-
wood and he was known as the 

“Wipswinger” at the police station. 
He always used to tell tales of all the 
naughty children and the hidings he 
gave them when they were mischievous.

In those days the police station had 
only one vehicle to do all rounds and 
activities with, not like today. At that 
stage there was a man in jail who had 
to go to court. This man was a very 
cheeky and stubborn man who insisted 
on his citizenry right to transport and 
demanded he be transported from jail 
to court. Sergeant Lockwood tried to 
explain that the only vehicle available 
for transport was out on duty and that 
the walk from jail to court was not that 
far in anyway. At that time the court 
was still situated in Van Wyk street, but 
the man insisted once more.

Out of desperation and possibly 
frustration, Sergeant Lockwood called 
his colleague, Mpapi, to go fetch a 
wheelbarrow. Mpapi, full of laughs, 
did it, and transported the stubborn 
man all the way from jail to court in 
a wheelbarrow. Transport remains 
transport, independent of the vessel!

Leave such things behind

Sergeant Lockwood always spent his 
evenings on his stoep looking out 

meditating on the day’s happenings.
One of these nights, while he was sit-

ting quietly in his contemplative way, a 
women called Sanna came walking by. 
At this time of day, Sanna was already 
under the influence and therefore 
all the more talkative. She started a 
conversation with the Sergeant talking 
about this and that, after which he 
must have wanted to reprimand her 
saying “Sanna, jy moet die maniere 
laat staan!” translated as “Sanna, you 
should leave this behaviour behind!” at 
which she wittingly and joyfully started 
clapping her hands singing “Laat staan 
sulke dinge laat staan, laat staan, laat 
staan sulke dinge, laat staan....” a well-
known Afrikaans song translated as 
“You should leave such things behind, 
leave such things behind…”



Thabisho Sabaile
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SELINAH MOKWALE

Interviewer : Keitumetse Moeketsi
Area : Ikhutseng

BACKGROUND

Selinah Mokwale was born on the 
3rd of August 1945 and started life 
on a farm called Loudorent. From 
Loudorent she moved to Christiana 
for employment purposes, where 
she eventually met her husband 
who was then stationed in 
Hartswater. After marrying, they 
moved to Hartswater, from there 
to Jan Kempdorp and thereafter 
to Warrenton where she has 
been stationed ever since 1998.

When contemplating life in 
Warrenton, Selinah feels that 
running water in her area is a 
huge problem, as the area where 
she resides has no running water 
system. Moreover, most people 
living in this area are elderly and 
unable to walk far in order to 
collect water from their nearest 
water point. They have to walk 
so very far to obtain the precious 
resource and her legs and back, 

being so old, are unable to carry 
such weight for long distances. She 
has, therefore, asked her children 
and grandchildren to rather take 
care of the burdensome chore. Every 
afternoon, after finishing school, 
the children take a wheelbarrow to 
the water point to fill up buckets 
for their basic household needs.

Selinah feels that the ward 
counsellors do not take their 
basic needs to heart and that if all 
the elders from the community 
could call a meeting in which 
they can express their feelings 
about the state of absent service 
delivery, maybe that could help.

STORY 

Selinah believes that in the olden days, 
their parents still told them fascinating 
stories about nature, life and lessons to 
be learnt. In particular, she remembers 
her mother telling the story of a young 
bride and her unusual groom.

The bride and the 
monstrosity 

There once was a beautiful, but 
very peculiar, young woman who 

liked to fetch water from the river. The 
woman had an unusual affinity toward 
water and spent lots of time down 
by the river. One day the community 
members noticed her absence from the 
village and only later discovered that 
she married the great river snake and 
begot children by it.

The woman and her husband raised 
their children at the river, emanci-
pating themselves from the outside 
world. Only once her eldest son was 
old enough to marry, did the woman 
go back out into the world again in 
search of the perfect young woman for 
her son.

The woman, searching long and far 
until she found the perfect young lady, 
enticed the young woman to marry 
her handsome son by telling her of all 
his wonderful attributes. The girl, not 
knowing that the woman’s son was half 
man and half snake, agreed to this ar-
rangement seeing as the son was such 
a charming young boy.

The woman, following all the old 
traditions, went to the girl’s family and 
informed them of the arrangement. 
She paid the predetermined lobola, 
telling the girl and her family about the 
charming son who could not come to 
meet them as he was far off at work. 
This was of course not true at all as her 
son was merrily galavanting the banks 
of the river.

Because the woman had adhered to 
all the customs and charmed both the 
girl and her family into believing her 
story, the girl’s family allowed their 
daughter to go with the woman to 
meet her new husband.

The woman took the girl to her new 
home where she was given white linen 
to make the bed for her wedding night 
with the handsome young groom she 
had still not met. It was a very hot 
night, so the girl opened the bedroom 
doors and went to sit outside on the 
stoep in the cool breeze, awaiting 
her groom.

She suddenly noticed a large, dark 
figure moving very fast throughout the 
house. At first, she thought it was her 
own imagination, but suddenly, the 
shadow moved at lightning speed in 
her direction, grabbed her, threw her 
on the perfect white linen and lay with 
her. The girl, so startled and tired due 
to adrenal overload, fell asleep. When 
she awoke she thought she had only 
had a very disturbing dream, but look-
ing around noticed mud all over the 
room, the perfect white linen and the 
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whole of her body. She realised that 
this was no nightmare, but rather the 
horrific reality!

The girl knew that something very 
disturbing was happening and that 
these people were not who they said 
they were. She had to devise a cunning 
and inconspicuous plan to escape her 
new home as soon as possible!

Without showing any particular 
emotion, not to alert her mother in 
law, she told her that she would like 
to go and collect firewood because she 
noticed that there was very little left 
for cooking purposes. The mother in 
law, very pleased with her new daugh-
ter in law, gladly gave her consent but 
told the girl not to search too far from 
the house.

The girl was happy that her plan 
worked and could not wait to get out 
of her current circumstances. She ran 
as far as her legs could carry her until 
she could run no more. Exhausted, the 
girl took a moment to look out over 
the landscape. Suddenly she noticed a 
herder further off in the distance, and 
upon closer inspection realised that 
it was her uncle herding his grazing 
cattle for the day.

The girl’s husband, sensing that 
something might be wrong, silently 
followed her, but the girl being very 
alert noticed the shadowy figure close 
by. She thought to herself that any 
sudden movements on her part would 
alert her gruesome new husband to 
her plan. Straightaway the girl started 
to sing as singing always soothed the 
mind;  “Nao la tlhole, Nao la tlhole, hale 
gate, kedikile, kedikile keletsholo we, 
ngwana monahanyalwe hanyalwekena” 
This would make it seem as if nothing 
was wrong.

The girl’s uncle noticed the odd man-
ner in which the girl was acting, and 
asked her what the matter was upon 
which she answered: “Something very 
large, ugly, dark and very fast is follow-
ing me! These people are not what they 
seem to be!” The uncle, having heard 
of strange snake-like people living in 
the vicinity, immediately realised the 
entirety of the situation and told her to 
stop singing and to run as fast as she 
could back home. In the meantime he 
would try to deter the being following 
her. He looked for ways in which to 
buffer the being when he noticed bot-

tles lying around, he broke them into 
small pieces and put the glass shards 
in the footpath the girl was following.

The snake-like groom, not noticing 
the shards at first, swallowed some 
pieces and were cut by the rest while 
following his new wife.

When the girl eventually reached 
her home she sang “Kedikile, kedikile 
keletsholo we, ngwana monahanyalwe 
hanyalwekena”, after which she faint-
ed, unconscious to all further activities.

The snake-like groom, now also 
having arrived at the girl’s home, was 
torn to pieces by the shards of glass 
that the girl’s uncle left in his path. 
His belly was cut open, his intestines 
exposed. He died soon afterwards.

The community members, very dis-
turbed by the situation, decided to bury 
the half snake, half man in a pit, after 
which they poured petrol into the pit 
and set it alight. This was just an extra 
precaution in the event the monster 
may come to life again.

The parents of the girl, angry at 
the whole manner in which they were 
deceived, went to the girl’s mother in 
law to confront her. The girl’s parents 

asked the woman whether she was 
crazy to marry their beautiful young 
daughter off to such a monstrosity, 
but the woman did not respond to this 
question, instead, she was very anxious 
as to the welfare and whereabouts of 
her beloved son.

She ran as fast as she could to the 
girl’s house where her son should 
have been. In a frenzy, she asked the 
people standing around where her dear 
son was. The disturbed community 
members told her that her monstrosity 
of a child was burning in a pit in the 
direction the smoke was now billowing 
from. Instantly the mother started to 
run towards it.

It is not exactly known what hap-
pened next, but the community mem-
bers found the mother down in the pit, 
burning with her beloved son. Whether 
she jumped herself or was pushed by 
someone, no one knows.
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ROSY SNYDERS

Interviewer: Amoré Nel
Area: Warrenvale

BACKGROUND

Rosy is a child of Slangheuwel, was 
born there on the 21st of August 
1947, and together with her brothers 
and sisters were raised there. She 
has fond memories of growing up. 
Their house was large, had a large 
garden, fruit trees and even two 
vineyard structures. Unfortunately, 
Rosy and her family were forcefully 
removed from their home in 
Slangheuwel due to the Group Areas 
Act and made to live in Warrenvale.

She and her family’s lives were 
heavily disrupted and the new living 
courters still rough with rocks and 
veld everywhere. Even the girls 
started to tidy up, picking up rocks 
and such while as the boys were 
still at work. She remembers how 
they bought manure from Will, 
who lived on a farm where Phumla 
is now located, to make manure 
and termite heap mixtures which 
they used to build floors for their 

new home. They started with the 
gables and moved right around. In 
the kitchen was a carpet, but even 
here they tidied the parts around 
the carpet with the mixture.

Rosy remembers how they always 
walked to Long street to buy fruits 
and vegetables. Smul’s father was 
still one of the farmers they bought 
from. Long Street was filled with 
orchards, and she remembers how 
her grandparents, Grandma Lena 
and Grandpa Flip, use to work in 
some of these orchards bringing 
home the largest, juiciest peaches 
she has ever eaten. In those days, 
everything was still in abundance, 
you name it, it was in abundance. 
They were all fat and healthy and 
regularly drank Codliver Oil.

Rosy remembers how as children 
they aided the building of the 
small white Church building still 
standing in Warrenvale to this 
day. It is in this very building that 
she was baptised, went to Sunday 
School, was catechised and has 
been admitted as a member. She 
remembers how they always used 
to practice for choir in this church, 
and how they had to carry little 
pebbles on their heads to strengthen 
their stature. She even had 
photos of this, but unfortunately 
lost them as time passed.

Rosy remembers how her parents 
made them focus with intent on 

tasks such as wood collection and 
making bundles, as they would 
have to walk far distances in the 
veld to perform the task properly. 
They still had a coal oven, and 
always had to be very certain that 
the small water tank connected 
to it had water in before any fire 
was made or ameliorated. In this 
way, they always had hot water 
for the purposes of washing.

Her mother loved chickens and they 
even had some turkeys. She was 
the one with the task of collecting 
the chickens eggs and remembers 
the little bucketed with maize 
which she used as a collection bin 
so as not to break the eggs. After 
collecting the eggs, each egg was 
carefully washed before it was 
considered for use in any way.

After school, every child had to 
wash his or her own clothing. 
Before hanging the clothes out 
to dry, Rosy’s mother always 
came by to make sure that they 
rinsed it in copper sulphate water. 
Later that same afternoon, the 
clothes were ironed with those 
irons that you still needed to 
heat on the coal stove. You had 

to clean the iron beforehand, as 
if you did not, you might just 
end up with a neat black mark on 
your freshly washed clothing.

Rosy remembers how she and 
friends as young adolescents went 
to the bioscope or to dance after a 
long week of hard work. In those 
days you did everything that was 
asked of you by your parents as 
your allowance dearly depended 
upon it. Everything was done, 
the house was cleaned, the yard 
maintained, washing, you name 
it, just to enjoy a worry-free 
weekend, and all your friends did 
not cease to remind you of the 
exciting weekend that lay ahead.

Upon the arrival of the weekend, 
everyone started to straighten 
themselves out. Girls got together 

WE MAY BE OLD, 

AND WE MAY HAVE HOMES,

 BUT WE CAN STILL PLAY!
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all excited to pretty themselves 
up. In those days, they did not 
have any curlers, and hair was 
curled using dintjies; she even 
remembers the iron comb her 
mother gave her especially for 
these special dress-up events. It 
was an important affair, and the 
girls looked so very pretty. To Rosy, 
it was such a pleasure to have 
been a young girl in those days.

Where KK’s place is situated today, 
there was once a small business 
with tables outside where the 
young crowd came together. Rosy 
remembers how they used to buy 
LP’s, a huge piece of rusk called LP 
purely due to its size. The young 
people laughed, ate and enjoyed 
each other’s company. Plans were 
even made for the coming weekend!

The next weekend everyone would 
go to Bobby Moore’s shop, it was 
located where Warrenton Butchery 
is now located. Bobby sold those 
sweets with wording on them, 
those ones formed in the shape of 
hearts and such, they always used 
to call them garter sweets. Garter 
sweets always enjoyed preference, 
else drop would be bought in meter 
lengths and later divided amongst 
all. But the garter sweets, it was 
the order of the day, sweets were 
exchanged amongst friends, and 
low and behold if a boy gave you 

a sweet with the wording ‘I love 
you!’, it was the end of you!

In those days they used the bags 
maize meal were packaged in, to 
make dresses. Those bags with the 
green wording to the sides. The bags 
were washed and hung to dry after 
which they would tare the green 
wording, thread by thread, until the 
bag was plain coloured. The piece of 
material was now ironed and taken 
to Aunt Margaret to make a new 
piece of clothing. Girls got dresses 
and boys t-shirts or pants. A dress 
was viewed as stylish if it had lots of 
folds or stiffening’s as they called it, 
and for this reason, they would soak 
the dresses in starch and hang it 
out to dry so that the next day, the 
pleats would be perfectly formed. 
The girls looked so pretty in their 
stiffened dresses and the boys smug 
with the girls. Photos were taken 
all round to celebrate the event.

To Rosy, the most beautiful thing 
when looking back at those days, 
were the children. Children telling 
each other stories. She remembers 
their beautiful piece of lawn right 
in front of their house, how well 
maintained it was and how all 
the children of the block came 
together to play and exchange 
stories. They sat and told each 
other stories and later would even 
tell ghost stories just to see who 
was the most scared. She always 

felt sorry for the child who had to 
walk home furthest. Fortunately, 
before departing, all the children 
said the “Our Father” aloud as a 
refuge from the scary ghosts.

Rosy tells her children what 
wonderful years she had had 
while growing up, how in those 
days they still had so much 
respect for each other.

Teachers and educators were 
respected. She remembers how one 
day they were climbing a mulberry 
tree, and only afterwards saw the 
damage done to their clothing. 
She remembers rushing home 
and inconspicuously washing the 
shirt with Bingo soap. Fortunately, 
the shirt was spotless, as Bingo 
soap could solve all problems.

In those days, they were free, they 
could walk around, could go out, 
without being scared or feeling 
unsafe. It was not like it is today. 
No, today, all that keeps children 
alive is prayer. In those days her 
parents also used to pray for her, 
but not like now, or maybe not for 
the same reasons. In those days 
a family would spend time every 
night devoted to their beliefs, not 
like now. In general Rosy feels 
that those days were the good 
old days, that people did not 
struggle like they do today with 
the declining economy and all.

STORY

Rosy can’t remember any specific sto-
ries, but carries this lust for life with 
her even to this day and remarks how 
she as an elderly even just the other 
day played netball and did some rope 
skipping at a Military meeting. As she 
says “We may be old, and we may have 
homes, but we can still play!”
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GERT & FIEN  
WEHMEYER

Interviewer :  Nanette Flemming
Area: Warrenton

BACKGROUND

Fien was born on 8 September 1940 
and Gert on 25 April 1942. Fien 
used to live in Cradock, and Gert 
worked in Port Elizabeth at the 
time. Fortunately, he had to fill-
in for another in Cradock and met 
Fien on a train from Cookhouse to 
Cradock. The two got married and 
have been together ever since.

The young couple settled in 
Postmasburg for a while and moved 
to Warrenton in 1971. At that 
time, Warrenton’s railway station 
was in an excellent condition. It 
was the largest junction in the 
Northern Cape besides De Aar. 
It had connections to Mafikeng, 
Johannesburg, Cape Town and 
Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe). The 
train to Zimbabwe was called 
Rhodesia Express number 66 and 
Gert had to drive from Vryburg to 
Kimberley to Cape Town, passing 

many major cities along the way. 
The South West (now Namibia) 
line was unfortunately closed.

The locomotive in the municipal 
garden was the first steam powered 
train in Warrenton. When it 
eventually retired, the community 
decided to make a monument of 
it. Gert helped to move the train. 
It took them three whole days to 
move it from the train station to 
its current position and it even 
derailed a few times in the process. 
Gert still recalls that Mr Gobbie was 
the driver and Antoon O’Riley the 
stoker. Danie Ferreira supplied the 
food, and Fien prepared it for the 
hardworking men. Today Gert, is the 
last remaining man in Warrenton 
who worked with steam trains.

The local schools and hostel 
were always filled to the brim 
even though the hostel had 
thirty-four rooms. The town 
was bursting with railroad 
workers and expanding quickly. 
The railway houses were well 
maintained and provided very tidy 
accommodation for the employees.

The Vaalharts Weir was always 
packed over the weekends. If 
you wanted a camping spot 
during a long weekend, you had 
to go and park your caravan the 
previous Wednesday already. 
They always camped and partied 
with Joe Schoombie and Piet.

Once, before a long weekend, Joe 
offered to take Gert’s caravan to the 
weir and to look after it until they 
arrived as Joe was already staying 
behind, looking after Piet’s parked 
caravan as well. Gert was grateful 
for the help and went to check on 
Joe later that week. When he got 
home, he told Fien that Joe asked 
for a bottle of olive oil. Fien just 
laughed at Gert because she knew 
Joe meant cooking oil. You see, Gert 
never did the household shopping 
and had no clue about the difference 
between olive oil and sunflower oil.

On another occasion they went to 
the Weir with their children for 
a picnic just below the dam wall. 
The next moment Harry Taylor 
opened the sluices not knowing 
that they were there. Gert grabbed 
hold of the picnic baskets and Fien 
grabbed hold of little Gert. Their 
other two children had to run to 
safety on their own. The rest of 
their belongings was washed away 
downstream. They confronted 
Harry, but he insisted that he 
sounded the warning siren before 
he opened the sluices, but Gert 
and Fien are sure that he forgot 
to sound the siren because they 
know that they heard nothing!

STORY

Unfortunately, Gert and Fien do not 
recall any stories or lore’s.



Keolopile Dikokwe
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THOZAMA CYNTHIA  
MOLATLHIWA

Interviewer: Keitumentsi
Area: Majeng

BACKGROUND

Cynthia Molatlhiwa was born the 
13th of November 1956. Cynthia was 
born in Majeng and spent most of 
her upbringing there except for the 
abrupt removal of the community 
to Vaalboshoek and Thomsons 
farm. After the land claim, she once 
more moved back to Majeng and 
has been living here ever since.

Cynthia is very bothered by the 
general pollution in her current 
environment and feels that it 
is unhealthy to have dumpsites 
all over which is accessible to 
the young children, as it is a 
health hazard. The elders of the 
community believe that if they 
could get through to the youth 
members, they could make a 
change for the positive, but alas 
it seems to be a bit of a struggle. 
In the olden days, however, it 
used to be nice and clean.

Growing up, she used to help her 
parents while they were working the 
land on farms, and spent most of 
her other time herding goats 
and cattle. To this day, this 
independence and living free off 
the land is what Cynthia enjoys 
most about living in Majeng.

TO THIS DAY, THIS INDEPENDENCE

AND LIVING FREE OFF THE LAND

IS WHAT CYNTHIA ENJOYS MOST 

ABOUT LIVING IN MAJENG.

STORY

Cynthia fondly remembers how her 
grandmother used to tell them stories. 
One of her favourites is the story about 
Dimo and Tselane.

Dimo and Tselane

T selane and her mother lived happi-
ly in their comfortable little home 

in the veld. As Tselane was growing up, 
her mother used to tell her about a very 
strange and dangerous animal that had 
human characteristics he would use in 
order to trick people so as to abduct 
them and feast on their flesh.

Tselane’s mother, being very cau-
tious, but also very smart, decided that 
she would outsmart Dimo by develop-
ing a secret code only she and Tselane 
would know of so that Tselane would 
never open the door for anyone unless 
the code was used.

Tselane’s mother made up a song 
to act as their secret code when going 
out to collect some food for them so 
that Tselane would know that it was 
her mother and not Dimo, the hideous 
animal, trying to trick her into opening 
the door for him.

Every day the mother went out 
and Tselane would lock the door only 

opening when she heard her mother 
sing “ Tselana my daughter, Tselane 
my daughter, open up and come, I have 
bread for you”, after which she would 
answer: “I hear you mother, I hear 
you mother!”

One day Tselane’s mother once 
again went out to fetch some food for 
them, but what she did not know was 
that Dimo, the devious devil, had been 
watching them for some time and had 
learnt about their secret song code.

So Dimo decided to imitate the moth-
er’s voice and started to sing “Tselane 
my daughter, Tselane my daughter, 
open up and come, I have bread for 
you.” Fortunately, Tselane noticed the 
voice was much to thick and deep to be 
that of her mother’s and did not open 
the door.

Dimo, having failed to trick Tselane, 
walked away feeling defeated when he 
came upon an old friend just as devious 
as he was. His friend suggested that 
he try to make his voice softer and to 
make less of a Kwi-ti-ki sound but 
rather more of a le-le-le sound by 
eating a very hot, red onion.

Dimo did as his friend suggested but 
alas it did not work as Tselane still 
recognised the thickness in his voice, 
and therefore did not open the door. 
Dimo went back to his advisor and once 
more told him about his failure upon 
which his friend suggested he swallow 
some fire to make more of a le-le-le 
sound instead of the Kwi-ti-ki sound. 
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Dimo did as instructed and once more 
returned to Tselane’s house.

Dimo knocked on the door and 
started to sing, “ Tselane my daughter, 
Tselane my daughter, open up and 
come, I have bread for you.”, and this 
time his plan worked, Tselane did not 
recognise the difference between his 
and her mother’s voice, upon which she 
opened the door.

Quickly, Dimo grabbed the girl and 
put her in the bag he had brought with 
just in case of success.

When Tselane’s mother returned 
home, she was frantic with panic and 
fear and ran to all the people of the 
village informing them of her great loss 
to the devious devil, Dimo.

Dimo, feeling very hungry, was in a 
hurry to get home and cook the prey he 
had just caught, but it was a long way 
from home and after a while, the little 
girl started to get very heavy. Passing 
by one of the village people, an elderly 
man, Dimo asked for a bit of water to 
quench his thirst. The old man, being 
aware of Dimo’s tricks and ways, and 
the news from Tselane’s mother having 
reached him by that time, immediately 
said yes he would gladly go and fetch 
some water for him.

Dimo, feeling a bit exhausted, took 
a little nap while the old man went 
to fetch water, during which time he 
took his attention off the bag he had 
put down.

The old man, thinking quickly, silently, 
sneaked behind Dimo and let the girl 

out, after which he filled the bag with a 
swarm of bees and acted as if nothing 
out of the ordinary had occurred while 
he was away fetching some water.

The old man gave Dimo a jug of 
water, upon which Dimo thanked the 
old man and went on his way again, 
looking forward to the delicious meal 
he was about to prepare for himself.

When Dimo got home, he immedi-
ately started a fire to cook his prey on, 
but when he opened the bag in which 
Tselane was meant to be, he found 
thousands of bees, angry at the fact 
that they were dragged and bumped 
and trapped instead. They stung Dimo 
without stopping. They stung him all 
the while he was running down to the 
river, and even when inside the water 
did not stop.

Dimo was trapped from two sides 
and either had to choose to be stung 
to death or to drown. In the end, Dimo 
chose to drown as he just could not 
stand the pain the bees had caused 
so ceaselessly.

In the meantime, the old man alerted 
Tselanane’s mother as to her wherea-
bouts. The two were reunited joyously 
and lived happily knowing the demon 
Dimo would never bother them again.

THEO GOUWS

Interviewer:  Nanette Flemming
Area: Warrenton

BACKGROUND

Theo Gouws was born in 
Mossel bay on 25 July 1937. 
They moved to Douglas while 
Theo was still a baby and 
again in 1949 to Kuruman. 
He completed primary 
school in Kuruman and high 
school in Potchefstroom.

After completing school, 
he worked at the Railway 
in Henneman his whole 
life, beginning as stoker 

and retiring as an operating 
inspector. He had two children, a 
boy and a girl. His daughter works 
as an estate agent in Kimberley 
and his son is a paramedic at the 
police campus in Oudtshoorn.

His wife got ill and therefore 
they wanted to move closer to 
medical specialists in Kimberley. 
Unfortunately, the houses 
there were too expensive, and 
they decided to rather settle in 
Warrenton where houses were 
still affordable. They moved to 
Warrenton in 2002 when it was 
still a very neat town. The hostel 
and railway camp were still in 
an exceptional condition. The 
people were very nice, and he 
soon made many friends to go 
fishing and camping with.

In the last few years Theo has 
noticed the decline and destruction 
of Warrenton’s infrastructure. He 
is not sure if it will be possible to 
restore the town to its former glory.

STORY

Unfortunately, Theo recalls no stories 
or lore’s.
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DINAH 
STOMPIE DIKGETSI

Interviewer : Tshepang Mabote
Area : Ikhutseng

BACKGROUND

Dinah Stompie Dikgetsi, born on 
the 15th of May 1960 in Rodipan, 
72km from Warrenton, near 
Kimberley, does not even remember 
when exactly she moved to 
Warrenton but has been staying 
here for what feels like forever.

Her parents, originally from 
the Freestate, often moved in-
between the Freestate and Bull 
Hill. Her father was the one who 
mainly worked far from home 
on farms located within the 
Freestate, while her mother and 
the children remained back home. 
He died early in her youth and 
therefore the weight of providing 
for the family rested on her 
shoulders from a very early age.

THE MASTER OF THE RIVER

WAS AWAKE AND ONE NEVER

KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS AND

WHEN HE WILL TAKE IT.

STORY 

Encounter with a leguane 

D inah remembers that she was still 
working as a domestic worker at 

the Hunt farm when her sister, living 
in Kimberley, suggested that they go 
down to the river to catch some fish 
during her free time.

They were all set, lines, hooks, bait, 
the lot! Dinah was not entirely excit-
ed about the endeavour, to say the 
least, as she knew that she was not 
particularly good at this specific type 
of activity.

Down at the river, they threw in 
their lines and went to sit down on 
the soft sand in order to watch for 
any line movement. She sat in silence, 
just looking at the lines, the river and 
the surrounding scenery. Suddenly she 
started to notice a shadowy like figure 
moving the reeds and plants along the 
island just across from where they were 
sitting. She remained silent and did not 
tell her sister about what she had seen 
as she was still unsure of what exactly 
it was.

After staring intently at the figure to 
identify just exactly what it was, the 
shadow jumped into the river, moving 
in their direction. As it moved closer, 
she made out that it was either a le-
guane or a snake. The figure was mov-
ing so fast that only when it reached 
the middle of the river did she scream 
at her sister that something was on its 

way toward them. It was at this stage 
that she realised that it was a leguane. 
Both of them jumped up hysterically 
and started to run away. As they ran 
a chilled breeze started up and Dinah 
believed that it was the leguane that 
waved its tail over the river causing a 
chill in the air as if to chase them away.

As they were running, the leguane 
now on dry land, started to chase after 
them. But they, having the advantage, 
ran as fast as their legs could carry 
them towards the houses situated 
higher up on the river bank.

When they arrived home, they told 
everyone about their encounter. The 
people out of sheer curiosity decided 
that they wanted to see it for them-
selves and set out to where Dinha and 
her sister were previously situated. Di-
nah still shaking due to the adrenaline, 
told them to be extremely cautious as 
the master of the river was awake and 
one never knows what he wants and 
when he will take it.

She has been down to the river many 
times afterwards to gather some fire-
wood, but has never ever experienced 
such a type of event again and will 
remember it for years to come. Her 
sister, however, refuses to go to the 
river to this very day.



Keolopile Dikokwe
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SARA APRIL

Interviewer: Amoré Nel
Area: Warrenvale

BACKGROUND

Sara April was born on 21 October 
1933 in De Aar, 400km from 
Warrenton. Soon after her birth her 
parents moved to Rooidam, then to 
Modderrivier, Rondevlei, Grootkop, 
Slangheuwel and finally to 
Warrenvale.

PEOPLE STILL HAD RESPECT 

FOR EACH OTHER AND NATURE

Even though times were tough, Sara 
enjoyed her youth while growing 
up on numerous farms. She recalls 
how she would take her father 
food while he was irrigating the 
land. Before long she would be 
helping, as soon as the one section 
was watered, she would run to 
move the pipe to the next section. 
She was raised like a boy, herding 
cattle in the morning, fetching 
the herd in the afternoon and 
milking the cows once back home.

The farmer that employed her 
father was a caring man and they 
were well looked after. At the 
end of the year every employee 
and their family would receive 
a big Christmas box. She was so 
happy and satisfied to receive 
some new clothes, not like the 
kids these days who only want 
name brand shirts and shoes.

Sara’s parents did not have the 
chance or opportunity to send her 
to school, everything she knows 
she learnt from nature and people.

When Sara entered womanhood 
the grandmothers still taught 
her in the olden ways, about her 
body and the role of a woman. 
They smeared her with red stone 
and boegoe and afterwards threw 
boegoe into the river. If it spun 
a certain way, you passed the 
test and would be accepted and 
taken home. The farmer would 

give them something to slaughter 
on this special occasion. They 
slaughtered, talked, cooked, feasted 
and celebrated. Sara feels those 
were such happy days and now 
everything feels reversed and heavy.

In those days all elders were 
respected and children were 
obedient at all times, not like 
today where everybody is suddenly 
of equal age and wisdom. These 
days children have no respect 
for others or themselves, they 
are in relationships too early, 
walking around brazen in their 
ways. She would not dare look at 
the opposite sex before she was 
educated by the grandmothers.

Sara was an adolescent when they 
moved to Warrenton. Warrenton 
was a simplistic town, and 
Warrenvale did not have that 
many houses yet when Oubaas 
Bos helped them move from 
Slangheuwel to Warrenvale with 
the aid of ash-lorries. In those 
days Slangheuwel still stretched 
all the way from Ginny Hall to 
Black Ginger and Taks and Sara 
remembers how it was winter and 
she was still employed at Ester 
Modes when while still making 
pap in the boula, a truck pulled up 
and Loffie told them to pack up. 
She threw the coals out, loaded her 
life belongings and the warm pap, 
and was moved to Warrenvale.

Later on, Sara worked for Ms 
Conradie at the boarding house 
in town and remembers that the 
house she was living in was so 
small and that she had to contact 
Loffie for a bigger house. To 
this day she lives in the house 
that Loffie assigned her. Houses 
were not free and you had to pay 
the municipality one pound ten 
per month and if you missed a 
payment, Loffie would move your 
belongings outside and lock the 
door. You would have to sleep under 
the stars until you paid the bill.

When Sara thinks back now, it is 
with fondness upon those lovely 
years when a shilling still had 
value, people still had respect for each 
other and nature! Now she wishes 
she could have those years back.

STORY

Sara remembers how her mother used 
to tell them stories about Jackal and 
Wolf and bad people, but she was al-
ways most astonished at the stories of 
Jackal and Wolf.

Jackal and Wolf stealing 
barrels of butter

One day Jackal and Wolf were walk-
ing along a road when they saw a 

Butter Truck driving past. They were 
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hungry and the thought of fresh butter 
made them quiver with lust.

Jackal quickly devised a plan. He told 
Wolf that the next day, Wolf should 
lie down in the middle of the road and 
act as if dead. When the butter truck 
passes, he should remain in his dead 
position and stay that way until the 
driver picks him up to put on the back 
of the truck. When on the back, the 
idea was to throw down a barrel, which 
Jackal would then hide to avoid any 
possible unforeseen problems.

The next day Wolf did exactly as 
Jackal told him. After a few beatings, 
making sure Wolf was dead, the driver 
put Wolf on the back of the truck. Jack-
al was running along the moving truck 
signalling Wolf to roll down a barrel. 
With all his might, Wolf rolled down 
the large barrel, excited at the idea of 
the feasts they would soon have. Jackal 
hid the barrel in the tall grass next to 
the road, after which he signalled Wolf 
to jump off the truck.

When the farmer arrived in town, he 
noticed the missing Wolf, as well as 
the missing barrel and traced back on 
his steps. Jackal and Wolf noticed the 
commotion of the truck driving up and 
down the road, upon which Jackal told 
Wolf that they should rather hide the 
barrel until the driver had cooled down. 
Wolf completely agreed, as the beating 
he received earlier was still fresh in 
his mind.

The next day, Wolf, being so excited 
about the feast that lay ahead, rushed 

to Jackal saying; “Jackal, Jackal lets go 
and finish that big barrel of butter”, 
but Jackal replied; “We can’t just yet 
Wolf, don’t you know that fresh butter 
makes your tummy ache?” Wolf, having 
a great fear for tummy aches, decided 
it would be better to wait.

A week went by, and Wolf decided that 
the time was right for the long-await-
ed feast. He once more rushed to Jackal 
asking; “Jackal, Jackal, is it time yet?” 
Jackal told Wolf, that he really wished 
they could, but that his wife just had a 
boy, which he named Hoop one. Wolf 
was disappointed, but understood the 
situation and went back home.

A week later, Wolf once more rushed 
to Jackal asking; “Jackal, Jackal is it 
time yet?”, upon which Jackal once 
more told Wolf about the second boy 
his wife had just given birth to, which 
he called Hoop two, and that they now 
had to baptise the boys, so he was 
unable to take Wolf to the barrel full of 
butter. Wolf, even more disappointed, 
still understood the situation and went 
back home.

The third week, Wolf had no more 
compassion with Jackal and this time 
wilfully walked toward Jackal’s house 
saying: “Jackal, this is it, I played a 
large part in obtaining that barrel, you 
will take me to it at once, I will wait 
no longer!” Jackal seeing the anger in 
Wolf’s eyes said; “Wolf, I understand, 
but please forgive me, my wife just had 
a third boy. I named him Barrel bottom, 
but I promise you, I’ll take you tomor-

row!” Wolf was a little bit disappointed 
but agreed.

That night Wolf just could not go to 
sleep; he was so excited. So the next 
day at sunrise, he rushed to Jackal who 
was waiting on him. The two walked 
to where Jackal had hidden the barrel, 
Wolf screaming with excitement! When 
they arrived at the barrel it was empty. 
Wolf blamed Jackal and Jackal blamed 
Wolf and the two fought until Jackal 
yelped; “I know how we can find out 
who ate the butter! We both should go 
and lie down in the screeching sun, and 
take a nap. The sun will heat us up, and 
the butter will melt and bubble in our 
intestines. When we wake up, we will 
know the culprit by his runny tummy!” 
Wolf, knowing he had not eaten any of 
the butter, agreed to this suggestion 
and could not wait to see Jackal suf-
fering!

Both of them lay down in the 
screeching sun and fell asleep. But 
Jackal, having eaten all the butter all 
along and lying about the birth of his 
boys, First Hoop, Second Hoop, and 
Barrel Bottom, only acted as if sleep-
ing. Quickly he rushed to the butter 
barrel and scraped the last butter from 
the insides of the barrel, which he then 
took and smeared under the sleeping 
Wolf’s tail.

Waking up, Wolf noticed Jackal snarling 
at him and pointing to his tail. He looked 
to the back and saw melted butter run-
ning down from the top to the bottom of 
his tail, and knew he was in trouble.

Jackal snarled once more and walked 
away screaming; “I’ll never include 
you in any one of my plans again, and 
I never want to speak to you again!” 
Wolf had no defence, the proof was in 
the evidence. He could not understand, 
but knew that Jackal had tricked him in 
some way. To this day he still wonders 
about the incident and takes comfort 
in the fact that Jackal’s tummy must 
have run like a river, having consumed 
so much butter.

Jackal and Wolf  
holding the hill

One day Wolf walked into Jackal 
who was busy holding up a small 

hill. “What are you doing Jackal?” asked 
Wolf. “I am holding the hill in position, 
it’s falling, don’t you want to please 
help me?” said Jackal. “Sure”, said Wolf, 
and off went Jackal into the distance. 
Wolf stood holding the hill like this, the 
whole day.

Later that afternoon Baboon passed 
by and asked Wolf what on earth he 
was doing standing arms in the air like 
that. Wolf explained the dilemma as if 
it was not obvious to onlookers. “That is 
utter nonsense Wolf, you were conned 
by Jackal. Most probably to keep you 
at bay while he is out doing all kinds 
of sinister things! You’re ignorance 
and simple-mindedness is astonishing 
Wolf!” said Baboon.
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CATHRINE KOLWANE  
MONYENGE

Interviewer: Nanette Flemming
Area: Majeng

BACKGROUND

Catherine Kolwane Monyenge 
was born on the 23rd of June 
1966. She grew up on Kleinplasie, 
a farm near Majeng.

When she was a child, round about 
10 years of age, Catherine got a very 
peculiar illness that caused her to 
fall down to the floor with shocking 
movements and a bloody nose.

It was during one of these 
shocking attacks that Catherine 
had a dream. She dreamt of her 
grandfather, even though she did 
not know him, telling her to make 
use of the porcupine’s thickest 
quills, located near its behind, 
and to make jewellery thereof 
which she should wear daily.

At the time it did not make sense, 
but she felt compelled by the dream 
to act on the information and did 
as her grandfather had told her. 

After wearing the jewellery for some 
time she noticed that the illness 
causing her to fall down ceased.

It was after this episode that 
Catherine started to have various 
strange dreams, some of healing 
abilities, others of herbs and 
medicines, but being a child did 
not take them all too seriously, 
sometimes she acted upon them, 
and people would be healed, 
other times she just let it be.

In 1980 Catherine’s attacks started 
again and just got worse and worse 
and in 1986, she and her friend both 
had stillborn children. At one stage, 
Catherine, living with both her 
parents in the house, her mother 
also having the same attacks as she 
did, her father being very ill, and 
she herself being bothered by some 
or other spirit giving her restless 
nights, decided to start praying.

She prayed and prayed for some 
relief, for herself and her family 
and suddenly saw the greatest 
light behind which everything was 
shielded, behind which she shielded 
herself and her new-born child.

Some time passed and once 
more Catherine got very ill, was 
unemployed and struggled to 
raise her child. A sangoma came 
to her village and noticing her 
hardship, told her that she would 
help her. Catherine went with her 

to Warrenton and was trained by 
her in the ways of a sangoma, 
but still, the illness did not cease. 
After her training she once more 
had one of these attacks and heard 
voices asking “Have you come?”, 
upon which she answered “Yes”. 
The voice reminded her of her 
father’s voice but not completely 
so. Catherine had more violent 
attacks and she and her teacher 
could not understand why this 
was so, seeing as she now did 
as her ancestors requested.

The path of a sangoma is not an 
easy path, the ancestors are difficult 
and life throws various doge balls 
at one. The attacks have reduced 
with time but life and its troubles 
remain. Catherine has, however, 
become wise beyond her years as 
hardships often lead to wisdom.

In Catherine’s sangoma practice 
she utilises a lot of animal 
medicine, one of which is that 
of the Porcupine. This is a very 
strong and broad spectrum based 
medicine, none the less, Catherine 
believes, as do various other healers, 
that one should respect nature and 
the animal kingdom and should 
never utilise more than one needs. 
If one were to collect more of the 
porcupine medicine that needed, 
the Great King of the Porcupines, 
as with other animals, will come to 
haunt you, reminding you of your 
misuse and lack of respect. It draws 
darkness to follow and therefore 
all things are respected from the 
smallest ant to the largest elephant.

STORY

Lion and Rabbit

L ion was walking around various 
farms in search of a job when he 

came across Rabbit whom was also 
doing the same.

The two of them started chatting 
and Lion explained that he was an 
artisan and had many skills; he could 
build houses, do roofing, tiling and the 
lot, but had no assistant to aid him in 
the task.

Immediately Rabbit proposed that he 
could be Lion’s assistant, upon which 
Lion asked; “And what can you do”, to 
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which Rabbit replied, “I am very fast, 
can mix concrete and cement and do 
all kinds of odd chores a Lion should 
not engage in”.

Lion accepted the offer, and soon af-
terwards the two were employed. They 
built house upon house, making a very 
efficient team.

At the end of the month, Lion received 
his payment and he and Rabbit decided 
to go into town to buy themselves a 
big piece of meat and some wine to 
celebrate their new found opportunity.

Upon arriving home, Lion instructed 
Rabbit to start cooking dinner for 
the two of them, but explicitly said; 
“Rabbit, you are not to cut the meat 
into smaller pieces, the biggest piece is 
mine!” upon which Rabbit asked: “And 
this small piece?”, “That is yours!”, 
Lion replied.

Disappointed, Rabbit started to cook 
the meat. “Lion, can’t I just taste a piece 
of yours”, Rabbit asked. “No, that piece 
is mine, you’re only the assistant!” 
Lion replied.

Being hurt, but also being smarter 
than Lion, Rabbit devised a cunning 
plan. While Lion was drifting off to 
sleep every now and again, Rabbit 
took Lion’s tail and made a little noose 
in it and nailed it to the wall without 
Lion noticing.

Every now and again, Rabbit would 
tease Lion again: “Please Lion can’t I 
just have an itsy, bitsy, teenie, weenie 
piece of your meat?”, “No!”, Lion would 
reply, thinking all was well, all the 

while Rabbit was making little nooses 
in Lion’s tail and nailing them one by 
one to the wall.

Eventually, the food was all done, 
and Rabbit started to clatter pots and 
pans, setting the table for a wonderful 
meal. Once again he asked: “Lion, can’t 
I just have a little taste?”, “No, I told 
you, that piece is mine, you are just the 
as s i s tant , 
I am the 
builder, you 
have to eat 
the scraps! 
Close that 
pot!”. This 
time, how-
ever, Rabbit 
dug in and tasted a big piece of Lions 
meat, Lion very upset, tried to get up in 
order to charge at Rabbit, but struggled 
and could not understand what was 
wrong with his body, as it did not want 
to work along with his head. “I pinned 
you to the wall Lion, your greediness 
has cost you your piece of meat!”, 
Rabbit said.

Lion was very upset and had to watch 
as Rabbit ate his whole piece of meat 
on the neatly set table that was meant 
for him. After devouring the big piece 
of meat, Rabbit declared “I am the King, 
Lion, I ate the biggest piece of meat 
and I outwitted the King of the jungle!

Jackal and Hyena 
stealing sheep

There was a time of great drought, 
food was scarce and Jackal and Hye-

na were very hungry. Jackal had, had the 
farmer’s sheep in his mind for a long time 
but just did not have the perfect plan to 
avoid the farmer’s revenge, because this 

specific farmer was 
very angry at Jackal 
for some previous 
tricks he had played 
on him, and Jackal 
therefore knew 
that he would hunt 
him to the ends of 
the earth.

Jackal thought long and hard of just 
the perfect plan and in the end re-
solved to make Hyena the scape goat. 
When Jackal saw Hyena in the veld, he 
immediately enacted his plan, lowering 
himself, snout to the ground as if in 
pursuit of prey.

Hyena, noticing Jackal down on the 
ground thought to himself: “That old 
fox, he must be up to something, he 
must have some much needed food in 
the eye, and he’s not sharing it with 
me, so I’ll follow him, and see if I can’t 
also feast in his catch!” Jackal, acting 
as if he did not notice Hyena, kept on 
crawling toward the sheep kraal and 
went to lie down behind a large boul-
der. Hyena in close pursuit, got up just 
behind Jackal, upon which Jackal acted 
in surprise and said, “It’s you, you’ve 

followed me all this time, and almost 
derailed my plan, but it’s too late now, 
I’ll have to let you in on the secret, but 
on one condition, you do exactly as I 
say!” Hyena feeling ashamed of himself 
for following Jackal and having been 
caught out, did as Jackal told him.

Silently, the two waited until the 
kraal was filled with sheep and locked 
properly by the farmer himself, whom 
now could go and rest with peace of 
mind. In the depth of night the two, 
as light as feathers due to the months 
of hunger, easily jumped over the kraal 
wall. Once inside, each one grabbed a 
juicy sheep and started to feast.

Jackal, being aware of a hole in the 
kraal wall, every now and again went to 
check whether he still fitted through, 
as he knew that later on he might be 
too heavy to lift himself over the kraal 
wall. He also knew that Hyena was 
much too greedy and gluttonous, and 
when the time came, would be unable 
to fit through the hole or to jump over 
the kraal wall. This was Jackal’s plan 
all along.

When Jackal had, had just enough to 
ensure he still fitted through the hole 
in the wall, he squeezed through and 
started to scream, “Farmer, Farmer, 
Hyena is in your kraal eating all you 
fattened sheep!”, and ran off, thinking 
to himself that he was now safe and 
out of harm’s way. Jackal saw how 
the farmer, workers and dogs rushed 
toward the kraal finding a panicked 
Hyena inside. They beat the poor Hye-

CATHERINE BELIEVES, AS DO VARIOUS

OTHER HEALERS, THAT ONE SHOULD 

RESPECT NATURE AND THE ANIMAL

KINGDOM AND SHOULD NEVER

UTILISE MORE THAN ONE NEEDS.
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na until he had no strength left, threw 
him over the kraal wall and left him 
for dead.

Hyena was unable to move, but 
knew that if the farmer found him the 
next day, he would skin him alive and 
therefor started to crawl toward the 
veld just before sunrise. Jackal, having 
had a peaceful rest after his wonderful 
feast, noticed Hyena’s movement and 
thought of an even crueller plan.

Far off in the distance Hyena noticed 
Jackal lying dead still. He mumbled to 
himself: “If I get to him, I’ll bite off his 
ear, I don’t care if he is dead or not, he 
was the one that alerted the farmer!”

Jackal having heard this mumbling 
said; “Oh, so this is how you want to 
repay me for taking you along on my 
find, you eat till you’re full, and then 
scream to the farmer; “Farmer, farmer, 
Jackal is in your kraal!”, how dare you 
insult me in such a way? Look at what 
the farmer and his dogs have done to 
me, I can’t even crawl to save my life!” 
Shocked Hyena replied: “If it was not 
you, then who was it, the baboon? He 
must be taking revenge on us!”

Resolved on this thought, Hyena went 
into an absolute fury, and mustered up 
even more strength to go and find the 
old Baboon so as to teach him a lesson, 

but Jackal, called out; “Hyena we need 
to get home, once the sun is up, the 
farmer will find us, and skin us alive!” 
Hyena, remembering the beating he 
got, did not want to revisit it, and 
rather started home when Jackal once 
more called out: “Hyena, please help 
me, I can’t walk, I can’t even crawl, you 
still have enough strength, just look at 
you, please could you carry me?”

Hyena decided that he owed Jackal 
and despite his injuries, loaded Jackal 
onto his back. The cocky Jackal began 
to sing, “The ill carries the healthy, the 
ill carries the healthy”, upon which Hy-
ena having heard this murmur, threw 
Jackal off his back, and said; “What did 
you just say?” Jackal looking all hurt 
and lying on the ground immobile, 
squeaked; “I said, the healthy carries 
the ill, the healthy carries the ill”

Hyena carried Jackal all the way 
home. Upon arrival, Jackal jumped of 
Hyena’s back and started to dance all 
around Hyena singing, “The ill carries 
the healthy, the ill carries the healthy”.

It is said that to this day Hyena is still 
looking for ways in which to get back 
at Jackal!

GLOUDINA 
MITCHELL 

Interviewer: 
Brumilda Hendricks
Area: Warrenvale

BACKGROUND

Gloudina Mitchell was born 
on the 7th of June 1955 in 
the Namakwaland district.

Gloudina and her family were 
originally from Springbok 
and Gloudina remembers 
how they used to trek around 
in winter times so as to herd 
their cattle. They had to wake 
up really early, meat on the 
fire, bread and coffee all 
packed and ready, and because 
it was so very cold, the goats 
were milked right next to the 
fire before the day’s trek.

Her grandfather always 
harnessed the donkeys 
while her task was to catch 
the chickens, put them 
in small cages and 
then to hang them 
underneath the wagon. 
She remembers the 

blue mountains, pretty flowers 
and the beautiful landscape.  Her 
mother always told her that the 
pretty flowers looked just like her.

Gloudina and her family still lived 
in round Nama houses. These 
houses were still packed with 
bushes, no western materials 
were used! They weren’t very 
rich, but they were happy.

STORY

Wise council 

G loudina doesn’t have a specific 
story to share, rather good advice.

Happiness consists of three things, 
someone to love, something to do, and a 
clean conscience. Happiness is to put an 
end to selfishness, one can only rely on 
as much happiness and fortune as one 
gives away!

HAPPINESS CONSISTS OF THREE THINGS, 

SOMEONE TO LOVE, SOMETHING TO DO,

AND A CLEAN CONSCIENCE. 



Letlogonolo Mothibi
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MARIE TABI

Interviewer : Tshepang Mabote
Area : Majeng

BACKGROUND

Marie Tabi was born on the 6th 
of June 1957 in Majeng but she 
grew up with her grandfather and 
grandmother on a farm where 
they still used to herd cattle and 
wear traditional clothing.

Marie’s grandmother taught her 
the ways of the elders, how to 
be a true woman, how to make 
maize meal by grinding maize 

in-between two rocks, how to look 
after her sheep, and how to act 
properly in all types of situations.

Marie remembers her grandmother 
grinding maize meal, sifting 
it and making them delicious 
porridge. She remembers how 
her grandmother used to tell her 
that rice was only meant for white 
people and that Tlhoa, a thickened 
porridge made from sour milk, 
was much better for your health.

When Marie came into puberty, 
her grandparents taught her how 
to dress in a traditional two-
piece and how to do the dance 
of the Batswana. Girls of this 
age were never allowed to be 
around boys, especially if they 
did not want to have children at 
such a young age, therefore she 
was taught how to always take 
care of herself, and stand her 
ground around any boys. Boys 
were to be something unknown 
until much much later in life.

STORY

Leguane’s friend

Marie grew up some distance from 
the river but recalls that on the 

farm where they use to live, dams were 
spread all over. She and her friends 
always went to play near some of these 
dams, even though their guardians 
strongly advised against it.

One day, whilst playing at one of 
these dams, Marie and her friends saw 
a very, very large snake, but this par-
ticular snake was walking on four legs, 
something they had never seen before.

Being as inquisitive as children often 
are, they followed this four-legged 
snake, and after some time noticed 
it had vanished into a large hole on 
the side of the dam wall. Wanting to 
see more of this odd animal, the girls 
launched a bunch of rocks into the hole 
they had seen the snake enter, but to 
no avail, it did not reappear.

Disappointed the girls walked home 
where they contemplated the specta-
cle they had just encountered. An old 

woman, hearing their conversation, 
suddenly alert, called them closer and 
told them that, that animal they saw 
had been a crocodile, and that that 
meant they had been walking on the 
wrong side of the veld.

The old lady explained to the children 
that there were two types of leguane in 
the world. The one walks on dry land, 
the other likes to be near water, but the 
one that likes to be near water always 
has a friend by its side, that friend is 
the river snake.

While it is easy to see the leguane, its 
friend is not so easy to spot, it tricks 
you and is very difficult to kill. She told 
them that whenever they see a water 
leguane, they should be extremely 
cautious because if you are not, chanc-
es are that the river snake will abduct 
you, never to be seen again.
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MATHABO  
CONSTANCE KHESA

Interviewer : Tshepang Mabote
Area : Ikhutseng

BACKGROUND

Mathabo Constance Khesa was 
born on the 4th of October 1935 
in Hartswater, some 50km from 
Warrenton. She grew up on a farm 
located in the Hartswater region, 
and lived there for most of her 
life. She moved to Warrenton only 
very recently and recalls that it 
was somewhere around 2012.

Mathabo, as other elders, are 
concerned about the state of 
her surrounding environment, 
mostly due to the health 
implications the pollution 
imposes on people in the area.

STORY

The rock that came to life

Mathabo remembers that in her 
youth, things were not as easy 

going as it is now. In those days, 
making firewood was a daily activity 
as people primarily cooked using black 
pots and fires.

Her story plays off in one of these 
wood making endeavours.

One day, she and some children went 
down to the river to make some fire-
wood. In order to cover more ground 
while scouting for quality firewood, 
they split up into two groups, she, 
however, walked on her own. She was 
actively searching when she noticed 
the perfect wood making tree, beauti-
ful branches, dry and just ready for the 
fireplace. She called out to the children 
to come and help break branches into 
sizable bundles. Three of the children 
came to her aid, but alas, they were 
not strong enough to break the beau-

tiful dry branches and gathered all the 
others to come and help.

While the children were busy making 
firewood, she decided to take a little 
nap on the soft green grass surround-
ing the trunk of the tree. Just before 
drifting into a deep sleep, she noticed 
an odd-looking rock nearby, but as 
she was already slumbering she didn’t 
bother too much to make any inquiries. 
After her power nap, she again tried 
to break some of the tough branches. 
Then she remembered the odd-looking 
rock which she picked up so as to try 
and break branches by hitting it with 
the rock. This worked, and soon they 
had lots of nice neat bundles of fire-
wood for easy transport purposes.

It was only when they were ready to 
walk back home that she noticed that 
the rock she was using suddenly came 
to life. It had a head and body just 
like that of a snake! She remembered 
when picking up the rock at first that 
she might have felt something, but 
did not pay any attention to it. Now, 
Mathabo isn’t a lady for snakes, and of 
all her fears, snakes are most certainly 
the worst. She screamed and went into 
total hysteria just at the thought of 
holding it in her hand.

The children, not knowing what had 
gotten into her, asked her what the 
matter was. She told them that the 
rock that helped them, was the snake 
now lifting its head, hissing and look-
ing in their direction, ready to go into a 
biting frenzy.

Everyone, now noticing the snake, 
went into the same hysteria, screaming 
and running in all directions, trying 
to get as far away from the snake as 
possible. In this frenzy, they dropped 
their neat firewood bundles in order 
to move faster, and even though they 
would very much have liked to take the 
firewood with, did not have the courage 
to go back and collect it.

After a while, the snake retreated, 
and the children tried to coax Mathabo 
into going back to pick up some of the 
bundles of wood they had made with 
so much effort. She was the only grown 
up around so she had to take respon-
sibility.

At first she refused due to her phobia 
of snakes but eventually got the cour-
age to at least try. As she picked up one 
bundle of firewood, she threw it to the 
ground just by thinking of the recent 
incident. This activity went on for some 
time when the children eventually 
decided to step in, they could see she 
would get them nowhere, her fear was 
just too extreme.

With a huge effort, a child at both 
the front and back of the bundles, and 
her in the middle, they eventually got 
the firewood home. It was then that 
she noticed that her whole body was 
covered in a strange rash and started 
to itch incessantly.

She thought to herself that she most 
probably would have to go to the doctor 
to sort it out. A great Ouma passing by 
told her that going to a doctor for this 
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specific ailment was not a good idea 
at all, but rather made her stand up 
straight, and threw sheep dung all over 
her body, after which her mysterious 
rash mysteriously disappeared.

Later on, she suddenly got sick and 
vomited a greenish goo. She decided 
to go to one of the community heal-
ers/prophets for advice. He gave her 
blessed water to drink, and it took her 
a whole week to recover, feeling tired 
and lethargic while all the spiritual 
poison of the snake was drained out of 
her body.

People say that she survived because 
her strength was stronger than that of 
the snake’s, maybe because the snake 
bewitched her as she impinged on its 
territory, who knows?

Some days passed, when she noticed 
that one of her briefcases, a big brown 
and black briefcase, resembled the 
snake in the incident she had tried to 
forget. The resemblance of the brief-
case to the snake was so vivid in her 
mind, that she immediately took the 
briefcase outside, and set it on fire.

To this day Mathabo is tremendously 
scared of snakes, and due to the close 
proximity of the encounter to the river, 
has never gone near the river again.

NELLIE REYNECKE

Interviewer: Amoré Nel
Area: Warrenvale

BACKGROUND

Nellie Reynecke was born 
on 5 September 1952. Nellie 
grew up in Slanghewel, 
No. 3 Adam Street and was 
one of ten children; eight 
sisters and two brothers. 
Today only three sisters 
remain, of which she is one.

Nellie recalls how as 
young people, they always 
went to St. Mathews Hall 
Friday’s after school. Mr 
Mathews was all prepared, 
a film was shown and it was 
followed by a dance which 
everyone greatly enjoyed.

Back then, children were 
obedient and respected 
their parents and the 
curfews they were given. 
Nowadays parents have 
to worry themselves sick 
about their children’s 

whereabouts, in those days 
people respected each other.

Nellie even remembers that when 
a football team or ambulance 
would pass, all observers squatted 
down on the ground so as to 
show support and respect.

Nellie started working at a 
young age because she had to 
help her mother take care of the 
household. She met her husband 
in Slangheuwel and in 1968 
moved to Warrenvale. She had 
four boys, Rufus (1971), Toni 
(1973), Ivan (1976) and Moses 
who joined the army recently.

Ivan was a talented football player 
and would travel far and wide 
to compete, he even travelled as 
far as the Paarl and was taken 
under the wing of Mr Brendan 
Thomas. On one of these events, 
Mr Thomas warned Ivan not to 
party too hard the night before a 
match in Kimberley, and to stay 

out of any mischief, but Ivan being 
the brave boy that he was, did 
not heed the warning and went 
out to see a girl. It must have 
been a passionate situation, but 
unfortunately, the girl stabbed Ivan 
with a knife and he passed away. 
This is Nellie’s greatest sorrow, 
losing a child that was only in Std 
8, so very long before his time.

She lost another son due to illness 
in 2016, it was such a short-lived 
event. He was still working and 
making promises to braai for her 
during Christmas when he suddenly 
fell ill and passed away at home. He 
was a true role model because he 
completed his education with praise.

STORY

Nellie does not have any specific story 
to leave behind, instead, she has some 
advice for the generations to come; 
“If you find your calling, follow it with 
all your heart. Apply the respect that 
you’ve learnt from your parents to 
all other people, animals and your 
environment. If you live like this, God 
willing, you will be granted access to 
heaven in higher regard.”

IF YOU FIND YOUR CALLING, 

FOLLOW IT WITH ALL YOUR HEART
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THOMAS HERALD  
VAN ROOYEN

Interviewer: Amoré Nel
Area: Warrenvale

BACKGROUND

Thomas Herald van Rooyen was 
born on the 31st of January 1961 
in Slangheuwel. He still attended 
both Sub. A and Sub. B at the 
Berlin Mission School situated in 
town just right before moving to 
Warrenvale due to the Group Areas 
Act. In those days, Warrenvale was 
still rough and wild and only First 
to Third Street, along with the new 
school on Fourth Street, existed.

Thomas only completed Std. 5 as 
he’d decided at that time that he 
had, had enough and was ready 
for the world, besides, as he says, 
he was a lazy student so it was 
meant to be. For a few years, 
he just drifted around, working 
for various employers and only 
much later, met his wife. He got 
married in 1979, shortly after 
which his first child was born.

Thomas has only fond memories 
of Warrenton, and remembers how 
in the old days things were still 
affordable, how they always used 
to buy fruit from old Piet Theron 
in Long Street and how Ikhutseng 
was still known as Kgomo ka 
beke, meaning a Cow a week!

STORY

The bottle of wine

Chrissie, Thomas’s grandma, was a 
difficult woman and succinct in her 

ways. There was never any doubt as 
to what was right or wrong. If you did 
not do as asked, you would not receive 
dinner, simple as that. If you did not 
want to go to church or attend Sunday 
school, then you knew you’d go hungry 
that night, so you never challenged old 
Chrissie as you knew you were playing 
with your food.

His grandma smuggled with golden 
dice beer to ensure there would be 
food on the table. One day she sent 
Thomas to go and buy wine in town 
for her clients, but in those days the 
rules and regulations were still very 
strict. Non-whites were not allowed 
in town at certain times and young 
boys were definitely not allowed to buy 
any alcohol.

Thomas, very aware of these rules 
and regulations, played it safe and 
convinced an old man to buy the wine 
for him. He tucked it away in his bag, 
knowing full well he had to pass the 
police station on his way home. As he 
neared the police station, he saw old 

Solly standing on the station lawn 
and therefore decided to pass by on 
the opposite side of the road. Just as 
he thought he was safe, Solly called 
“Hey, come here!”, but Thomas acted 
as if he did not hear and just contin-
ued walking. It did not work, he called 
again, and this time he had to answer 
“Sorry, did you speak to me?” Knowing 
he was in trouble, he put down his bag 
and walked in the direction of Solly, but 
Solly yelled: “Bring that along!”.

Knowing full well the repercussions 
of what would happen, Thomas, none 
the less, walked toward old Solly 
standing calmly flicking a whip against 
his leg. But just then he got the fear of 
God in him, decided that he was much 
faster than old Solly, and started to run 
for his life. He could still hear how Solly 
conscripted the rest of the police force 
to aid the capture of this fugitive as he 
turned his back.

But one boy cannot compete against 
an army and in the end, Thomas was 
captured. All he could think about was 
his grandma, how angry she would be 
now that he got caught with her wine. 
He was even more scared of her than of 
the police! All of a sudden Solly, along 
with the bottle of wine, came to sit 
right across from him and said: “Well, 
have some!” Against his will, Thomas 
had to start drinking, one gulp after 
the other. Later on there were even 
cigarettes along with the gulps of wine, 
and in the end, he was so tanked-up 

IT IS ONE OF THOSE UNPLEASANT

EXPERIENCES THAT ONE 

RECALLS PLEASANTLY WITH 

A LOT OF JOY AND LAUGHTER
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that he gave away his grandma’s ad-
dress without hesitation.

With their arrival at his Grandma’s 
house, they found the whole yard filled 
with people sitting calmly drinking 
beer waiting for their wine. As the ve-
hicle stopped, the people scattered in 
all directions, beer glasses were thrown 
down and one action motion fence 
jumping across the board. To everyone’s 
astonishment, Solly removed Thomas 
from the back of the bakkie and asked 
Chrissie whether she knew him. “Yes, I 
know the naughty little boy somewhat, 
why?” she said. Solly replied and also 
lied saying that they had picked up 
Thomas walking around town drinking, 
showing her half a bottle of wine to 
prove his point.

His grandma, just as scared as he 
was, lied without blinking, acting as if 
she knew nothing of the matter, angri-
ly sending Thomas to his room. Later, 
Thomas confronted her and asked why 
she did not stand up for him, upon 
which the difficult women just replied 
that she never said that he should 
go and buy wine from the whites or 
to take the most obvious routes, one 
should be smarter and take back roads. 
For Thomas, it is one of those unpleasant 
experiences that one recalls pleasantly 
with a lot of joy and laughter.

Boetie’s scarediness 

L iesbet, Thomas’s mother, started 
to work at Warrenton Hospital to-

gether with Eve Flemming, the matron, 
the day the hospital officially opened 
for the first time. One day, the matron 
asked his mother if she knew someone 
who’d be willing to work in her garden 
at home, at which his mother sug-
gested him. Thomas started to work 
for Dr D.F.H Flemming when he was 
still young and recalls all the various 
weird encounters he experienced while 
doing so.

He remembers Dr Flemming, and 
how he had to meticulously oil a most 
antique wooden table all the way from 
Knysna with Roulyn oil; how he joined 
Andre Flemming so many times on his 
trips to the farm in the mornings, and 
even how he and a few other men were 
once taken to Windsorton to pluck 
bloubuffels grass seeds for sowing on 
the doctors own farm.

Thomas remembers how his mother, 
some other young nurses and Eve, the 
matron, once decided to play a trick on 
Boetie, the caretaker of the Hospital 
grounds. They knew that he was very 
scared of the dark and ghosts, so they 
would act as if a patient had died and 
would ask Boetie to remove the corpse 
to the mortuary, all the while having 
one of the nurses acting as the corpse 
underneath the sheet.

A nurse beckoned Boetie to come 
and aid with a corpse as there were no 
one else to help her move the heavy 
body to the mortuary. Boetie, out of his 
comfort zone, moaned and stated that 
it was not his duty to perform such 

activities, but because the nurse was 
in dire straits, would help the damsel 
in distress.

He pushed the trolley all the way from 
the hospital, past the steel gates of the 
mortuary, right through the front door 
up until right across the mortuary’s 
corpse drawers. In the meantime, Eve 
and his mother had locked the doors 
of the mortuary, now watching him 
from the window. When Boetie turned 
around, the corpse was sitting up 
straight asking in a scary voice “Boetie 
where are you taking me?” Boetie was 
numb with fear, and tried to run away. 
He ran right through the doors, and 
when outside, took a moment to look 
at both the hospital and the mortuary 
in disbelief, but by this time the corpse 
was standing right in the mortuary’s 
door. All the nurses watched as an 
elderly man effortlessly jumped across 
walls, running, leaving broken trees in 
his wake.

He ran straight through the fence 
adjacent to the N12 and did not return 
to work. It was the joke of the night, 
but now all the gals had to perform 
the poor man’s duties as there was 
no one else to do so and he would not 
be returning any time soon. The next 
morning when the doctors arrived, they 
noticed that Boetie had not clocked in, 
which was strange because it was pay-
day and there were many tasks Boetie 
had to tend to.

As the doctors were still dumbstruck 
with Boetie’s absence, Boetie arrived in 

search of Dr Flemming. He demanded 
his money immediately and a shocked 
Dr Flemming tried to calm the very 
angry Boetie. He inquired about his 
anger and why he was so upset, upon 
which Boetie answered “I want to hear 
absolutely nothing, I don’t work with 
corpses that rise from the dead! I told 
you that I will work in the garden and 
only in the garden, not with this non-
sense of last night, this is not right!”. 
Dr Flemming enquired about what pre-
cisely had happened, upon Boetie said 
“Ask that wife of yours, she convinced 
me to move the corpse. When I turned 
around it was sitting up straight. Ask 
them! Ask them where that corpse is 
now, that corpse can talk!” Eve and the 
nurses had to explain themselves and 
Dr Flemming had a hard time keeping 
a straight face.

Boetie, possessed with anger, insist-
ed that it was no joke and demanded 
his money. It took quite some time and 
sweet talk to calm the man. He was 
even given some time off, but he never 
ever worked night shift again and has 
remained changed after that night.

The sharp and dumb sides

Thomas remembers another story of 
two friends.

One night, two friends were walk-
ing to the bar, taking a shortcut 

through the graveyard to get there. 
One of them had a little dog which 



103A River of Stories
V

A
A

L M
YSTER

Y

always accompanied them on these 
expeditions and usually ran in front.

Upon their return, after a long night 
out, they once more walked through 
the graveyard to get back home. The 
little dog was running in front and did 
not see a hole that had recently been 
dug and fell right to the bottom. The 
dog barked and barked until the owner 
noticed his absence, upon which he 
started to search for his little friend.

They followed the sound of the bark-
ing and found the little dog in the hole. 
The owner plummeted down the hole 
in order to save his friend. He would 
pick up the dog and with the help of 
his friend would get the dog to safety. 
In the end, it was a huge mess because 
both friends were drunk, and the own-
er could not catch the dog. When he 
eventually caught the dog, he did so 
the wrong side round, ass in front and 
face to the back so that the friend at 
the top was bitten every time he tried 
to reach for the little dog in distress.

It carried on like this for some time 
until the owner, now tired and des-
perate asked “Are you gonna take the 
dog or what?” upon which the friend 
answered, “ I would but you keep on 
giving me the sharp side first, why 
don’t you give me the blunt side?”

TLATLARETSI 
MARY  
GAOSEKWE

Interviewer: Tshepang Mabote
 Area: Ikhutseng

BACKGROUND

Tlatlaretsi Mary Gaosekwe 
was born on the 28th 
of September 1939 in 
Windsorton, some 30 
km from Warrenton, and 
relocated to Warrenton way 
back, even further than 
she cares to remember. 
She has been living in 
Warrenton ever since.

Mary is concerned about her 
environment and notes the 
ever present deterioration 
of her surroundings. Every 
day she is confronted with 
garbage heaps and dirty 
water running down the 
streets, causing illness as 
people and animals alike 
come into contact with the 
polluted surroundings.

STORY

Humanoid animal beings

Mary remembers one time when 
she together with her mother 

walked to a nearby digging where her 
father was working at the time. She 
and her mother walked this road many 
times to take her father some vetkoek, 
as a hungry man, is an angry man. One 
day as they were walking, they noticed 
funny shaped animals in the road, and 
she, still a little girl, asked her mother 
what these unfamiliar animals were. 
Her mother then told her that these 
strange looking animals were baboons, 
and that this specific group was very 
naughty. They used to harass children 
walking in the road, running away as 
fast as they could afterwards.

Mary was carrying some of the 
vetkoek when the baboons suddenly 
approached them, grabbed the vetkoek 
out of her little hands, and scattered. 
Mary got such a fright but at the same 
time had a chance to study them inti-
mately. She noticed that these baboons 
looked very much like people, but very 
bedraggled people, their faces resem-
bled a human being but their bodies, 
that of an animal, as they were walking 
on all fours. She asked her mother 
whether these animals could talk after 
observing their human resemblance, 
upon which her mother told her, “yes”, 
because some of the harassed children 
had reported that as they were harass-

ing them, they were screaming, “You 
stole our scorpions, that was our food!”

After contemplating this strange 
encounter, Mary asked her father 
about these bizarre animals and how 
come they resembled human beings in 
so many ways. Why an animal would 
even consider harassing people in such 
ways. This was when her father told 
her that those baboons were not really 
baboons, but rather people at one stage 
in their existence. He told her that it 
was a group of people that stayed by 
the river under the bridge for such a 
long period of time, that they eventu-
ally lost their humanity and started to 
resemble baboons.

After this strange event, Mary start-
ed to notice their increasing presence 
far off in the distance every night 
whilst they were preparing food. She 
still wonders to this day about these 
strange human-animal like beings.
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SOFIE TEBE

Interviewer: Amoré Nel
Area: Warrenvale

BACKGROUND

Sofie was born on the 10th of March 1945 
in Grasbult, now Warrenton. Originally her 
forefathers came from Colesberg, Adamsvallei, 
and was nomadic farmers. They use to travel 
far distances with their animals in search of 
new grazing pastures and this is how they 
ended up in Dronsfield, and thereafter here 
in Warrenton. All her brothers and sisters 
were born here, and she even recalls their 
lovely mud house where they were raised.

In those days the government did not really 
heed the wants and needs of any one individual, 
houses were not given, it was built. There was only 
you, the land and God, and for this reason, there 
was fished, wood was made, and sheep and goat 
skins were used as blankets in winter to survive.

As children, Sofie remembers how they 
used to play in the termite heaps, how they 
used to burrow it out and make fires. They 
used cans as pots and pans, and when the 
bread was baked, used wire carts to deliver 
it to all the newly built dollhouses.

Those days were difficult, they did not really have 
any shoes or the right clothing, but to school, 
they had to go, it was of the utmost importance. 
She remembers how in those days, churches 
like the Dutch Reformed, Catholic and Lutheran 
Churches started schools in the area. The first 
was the school located on Nazareth Farm and the 
second the Berlin Mission School located in town.

The principal of the Berlin Mission School, a Mr 
Gadiete, was a black man and the school’s first 
principal and educator. He was very intelligent 
and could talk all the different languages and was 
a member of the Lutheran Church. Mr Gadiete 
had the biggest heart, and even though the 
school did not have any money, he made sure 
that the town’s residents gave sponsorships. 
In this way, the school got bread from Harry 
Sliep, milk from Burn Reardon and fruits and 
other foodstuffs from the residents ensuring 
that the children did not go hungry. Sofie still 
remembers how old Anna Heyns went to school 
with them every day, as she was the cook of 
the school and made sure they were all fed.

Later on, the school developed and more teachers 
could accommodate more children, this meant 
that the school could now educate pupils up until 
Std. 6, but Sofie’s sister was more fortunate and 
even completed her Std. 9. Unfortunately, Sofie was 
not as privileged and due to financial restrictions 
had to leave school early. But even this had its 
meaning, and in time Sofie discovered her talent 
through experience rather than education.

As a child, Sofie’s parents bought her a little 
sewing machine, and she never even realised that 
her playing as a child would grow deep roots in 
her heart as a grownup. She started to save money 
and recalls the money box she made herself from 
a jam tin her mother had brought home from 
her employee. She saved money in whichever 
way she could, collecting bottles, bones, you 
name it, she did it, just for a penny here and a 
penny there. Coincidently even the school made 
them save a penny each Monday, and in this 
way, Sofie saved money at school and at home.

With the money she had saved, she started to 
buy pieces of cloth and put them away. Sofie 
was not like the other clothing makers. No, she 
did not want to only make simple little dresses, 
no, she dreamed much further, till one day her 
mother bought a real sewing machine. No one 
could figure out how to get the sewing machine 
to work, so Sofie took the manual and patiently 
put the machine together perfectly. She started 
with the zigzag, plain stitching etc., and before 
long could feel the machine in her veins. She 
started with pillowcases, repairs, and afterwards 
her first dress made with the finest stitching.

After this, she was enthralled. Seeing something 
beautiful, she would just start at it and make 
it for herself. To this very day, she keeps 

THERE WAS ONLY YOU,

THE LAND AND GOD
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herself busy with her needlework and is 
even part of a youth needlework programme 
and in this way she is able to transfer her 
love and skill to the younger generation.

Sofie even remembers how in those days crèches 
were unheard of, but how it always used to bother 
her and stayed with her in thought. She lived her 
life, but always walked around with the idea of a 
crèche for the young children whose parents were 
working during the day. So one day she got on her 
knees and asked the Lord for a plan and guidance.

Sofie is a busy body and after her retirement 
could not sit still, so she started to notice how 
very many teachers were sitting around home, 
having no jobs. She called everyone together, 
and as one they marched to the municipality 
where they demanded a building for their young 
children from the Mayor. They were granted 
their wish, and even though they did not have 
any money, they had willpower, so they called 
the community together that same Sunday, and 
Monday started school. School fees were only 
R2 per child, but even that was too much for 
the poor parents, none the less they prevailed.

Later on, Sofie went to the Department 
of Education in Kimberly to register the 
school legally, and thus the name Donald 
Duck crèche was born. Till this very day, 
Sofie gives thanks to the Lord that he aided 
the whole process of getting this very 
important organisation of the ground.

STORY

Sofie does not recall any specific stories or lore’

MONGAFUNWA 
ANNAH AUGUS

Interviewer : Erna De Smidt
Area : Ikhutseng

BACKGROUND

Mongafunwa Annah Augus was born on 03 
October 1978 in Warrenton, Ikhutseng. Her 
mother’s name is Angelinah Augus, but she 
was raised by her grandmother (Rosinah 
Nombathalala Augus) and grandfather 
(Geelbooi Augus) who came from the 
Ciskei. Her grandfather used to help other 
people with prayer. They were people who 
believed in their culture and religion.

STORY

Majola en Mqombothi

In 1997, Mongafunwa Annah became severely ill. No 
one knew what was wrong with her at the time.
One evening her grandmother visited her grandfa-

ther in his dream. She told him that Annah was very 
ill and if he did not do anything about it, she would 
die. The next morning Annah’s grandfather came to 
her room and told her about his dream. They imme-
diately left for the hospital.

She stayed in hospital for seven months, but the doc-
tors could never find a cause for her illness. Desperate, 
her grandfather, being a man of God, started to pray 
for her. Everyone was shocked when she excreted two 
white snakes and a lot of blood. When she woke up the 
next morning, it was as if she was never sick. She is so 
grateful to God and her grandparents for saving her life.

Her grandfather also told her about a small red 
snake called Majola. Majola that visits you when you 
are ill and after Majola leaves you, you will no longer 
be ill. She believes that Majola came to visit her in the 
hospital that day and cured her illness.

Her grandfather also told her about Mqombothi 
beer, beer you can brew when you are having some 
difficulties in your life, such as marital problems and 
so on. After making the beer you must call upon your 
ancestors and speak to them. After speaking to your 
ancestors you will notice that things in your live are 
improving.

THEY WERE PEOPLE WHO BELIEVED

IN THEIR CULTURE AND RELIGION.



Damion Fish
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RAMAKATANA  
SETLHABI

Interviewer : Tshepang Mabote
Area : Majeng

BACKGROUND 

Ramakatana Setlhabi was born on 
the 12th of May 1953 and was one 
of eleven children. Before he was 
born his parents experienced great 
losses, one child after another 
getting very ill and eventually 
dying. When Ramakatana was 
born, he was named such as a 
measure to protect the family; his 
name, has the meaning; “one who 
protects the family”. After his 
birth, not one child got ill again, 
and six children remained.

Although the name Ramakatana 
was a blessing for his parents, 
Ramakatana believes that his 
parents did not think the name 
over long enough, as everyone 
knows that one’s name determines 
one’s lifepath and his name has 
therefore caused him lots of 
trouble. He believes that his name 
has caused all the ups and downs 

he has experienced in his own 
family struggles regarding family 
matters and situations of the like.

Rama’s grandfather, Jack Setlhabi, 
was a very powerful healer knowing 
the way of the veld intimately. Rama 
used to watch him very closely.

Ramakatana remembers how the 
elders used to make everything 
they needed themselves. When 
he and his siblings did not have 
shoes, his parents would use car 
tires and carved shoes from it for 
them to wear. They never minded 
hard work, and would toil away in 
their various plantations day after 
day so as to provide for the family 
directly from the land, they never 
went hungry. They use to believe in 
the rain and in the soil in order for 
things to grow, not like now, they were 
independent, and they were happy.

In those days they never went to 
lavish funerals like nowadays. In 
those days when someone died, 
the person would be put in a 
room and guarded until a cow was 
slaughtered, because sometimes 
dead people would rise up again, 
only to scare the wits out of 
everybody. The slaughtered cow’s 
skin would be wrapped around 
the dead body and be buried right 
in the ground without making a 
great fuss. People never use to say 
that so and so was dead, rather 
they would just say that someone 
is missing, and everyone would 
know. Afterwards, the cow would 
be prepared and people would come 
to pay respect and eat. This activity 
was performed with respect, and 
protocols were to be followed; elders 
ate first, and afterwards, children 
were allowed to eat, everyone 
stayed until all the food was eaten. 
Nobody was allowed to take food 
to their homes like nowadays.

Thinking back, however, 
Ramakatana views his upbringing 
as unfortunate and difficult even 
though he never thought so at the 
time. None the less, Ramakatana 
believes because he has an 
understanding of life’s difficulties 

and the ways of his 
ancestors, he understands 
life much better than 
most people, because such 
knowledge is invaluable.

THEY USE TO BELIEVE IN THE RAIN 

AND IN THE SOIL IN ORDER FOR THINGS

TO GROW, NOT LIKE NOW, THEY WERE

INDEPENDENT, AND THEY WERE HAPPY

STORY

Ramakatana remembers how his 
parents used to tell them stories, not 
only for the sake of telling stories but 
moreover to teach them lessons. There 
are two stories in particular that he 
likes as it teaches one the value of good 
friendship and to take heed of friends 
not always having one’s best interest 
at heart.

Jackal and Hyena  
and the pit full of fat 

I t was a moonlit night when Jackal and 
Hyena were walking around in search 

of food.
As they were walking they passed 

a water pit. Jackal, noticing some fat 
sheep in the distance, told Hyena that 
he heard of a pit somewhere filled with 
the juiciest fat and that maybe they 
should have a look in the one they 
passed a while back.

Hyena, not thinking twice, rushed 
to the pit and saw the shimmering 
white fat ready to be eaten. Without 
hesitation, he jumped into the pit, but 
suddenly hit the blackness of the water.

Jackal standing at the top of the pit 
screamed: “You fool, it was only the 
reflection of the moon that you saw in 
the pit!”.

Jackal was now free to feast on the 
sheep he had seen earlier, while Hyena, 
wet and cold, was stuck in the pit!.

The moral of the story is, one should 
always choose one’s friends wisely, as 
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some friends are very good at back-
stabbing.

The frog and the scorpion

A long time ago there was a scorpion 
who lived on a mountainside. He 

was, however, tired of his old home 
and wanted to explore other alterna-
tives and therefore set out on a journey 
to do just that. His expedition took 
him over hills and through meadows, 
across rocks and across sand up until 
he reached a great, great river.

The river was wide and the waters 
turbulent. The scorpion rushed up and 
down the river bank, trying to find a 
place where he could cross but found 
none. Suddenly he noticed a frog sit-
ting on the opposite side of the river 
and decided to ask the frog for aid in 
his dilemma.

The scorpion shouted across the wa-
ter, “ Hi Frog, don’t you want to help me? 
I so very much want to cross the river 
but as you know I am unable to.” The 
frog was hesitant and asked, “Scorpion, 
how will I know that you will not try 
to kill me?” The scorpion replied, “Well, 
if I kill you, I will die along with you 
Frog, as you well know, I cannot swim!” 
This made sense to Frog, but he still 
had to affirm his safety, “What about 
when we near the river bank, how will 
I know that you won’t sting me then?” 
The scorpion replied: “You know I will 
still drown, I am unable to swim even in 

SELEHO ESTHER  
OLIPHANT

Interviewer : Tshepang Mabote
Area : Ikhutseng

BACKGROUND

Seleho Esther Oliphant was 
born on the 20th of November 
1946 in Koopmansfontein, 
a community-based farm. 
After Koopmansfontein 
her family moved to 
Motsorogane which is 
40km’s from Warrenton and 
adjacent to the Vaal River. It 
is also near Spitskop Dam.

Esther moved to Warrenton 
in 1994 and has been living 
here ever since. Esther has a 
love and at the same time great 
reverence for her environment 
as she understands 
people’s dependence upon 
its resources and mercy.

STORY

The sangoma calling

E sther fondly remembers how she 
spent lots of time down by the river 

as a young girl. She and friends would 
often visit the river, playing all sorts of 
games only children could enjoy. She 
remembers many times going down to 
the river only to find a dry riverbed, and 
it was as if counting 1,2,3 and the river 
would just magically appear again.

Because they were all still very young 
when these events occurred, they did 
not understand it and therefore did 
not inquire about it either, they just 
accepted it as the ways of the river. 
Thinking back now, Esther believes that 

shallow water, and therefore Frog you 
can trust that you will be safe!”

The frog asked a last time: “How can 
I be sure that when we get to the river 
bank, that you won’t sting me then?” 
The scorpion explained: “When we hit 
the river bank, I will be so grateful for 
your help that I will be unable to kill a 
fellow being that has shown me such 
kindness, what type of a thank you 
would that be?”

The frog was convinced and consent-
ed. He swam to where the scorpion was 
waiting in the mud and let the scorpion 
onto his back. Scorpion moved into po-
sition using his sharp legs and prickling 
claws to hold onto Frog’s back, and off 
they went. Frog swam near the water 
surface so as to ensure Scorpion’s 
safety and swam peacefully against 
the stream until he reached the middle 
of the river. Suddenly he felt a jolting 
pain in his back and from the corner 
of his eye could still see how Scorpion 
was slowly removing his stinger. He 
felt how he was slowly paralysed, life 
draining from his veins.

He gave a last breath saying: “You 
idiot! Now we are both going to die! 
Why would you do such a thing?” Scor-
pion just shook his head and said, “ I 
cannot help myself, dear friend, it is in 
my nature!” 

Both sank beneath the muddy water 
and disappeared in the stream never to 
be seen again.

ESTHER HAS A LOVE AND AT 

THE SAME TIME GREAT REVERENCE

FOR HER ENVIRONMENT AS SHE 

UNDERSTANDS PEOPLE’S DEPENDENCE

UPON ITS RESOURCES AND MERCY
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soap that had disappeared just a while 
back. It was a sign!

Considering this, Esther decided to 
rather throw the beads back into the 
river. This incident caused her and her 
friends to run back toward the houses, 
but more importantly, towards the 
elders who could probably make more 
sense of the incident than they could.

After telling the elders the entirety 
of the events that had taken place, 
the elders asked the girls to take them 
down to the river and show them where 
it had happened. Afterwards the elders 
decided to report the missing blouse 
and bar of soap to their employer, upon 
which the employer advised the elders 
to warn the girls not to go down to the 
river again as the incident, he believed, 
was a sign of dark circumstances, a 
warning of sorts that could save the 
girl’s life.

The elders, after consultation, decid-
ed upon the fact that it was a warning 
sign and forbid the girls to go down to 
the river again as a previous group of 
young children had also been enticed 
in a similar manner, but was never seen 
again. Only whispers of the river snake 
remained on the lips of those who were 
left behind.

In those days, Eshter was still inno-
cent, still ignorant, and did not un-
derstand the proceedings of this event 
in its entirety. The foreman, noticing 
her confusion, kindly spoke with her, 
urging her again not to go down to 
the river but to rather let her friends 

do her washing for her, as he did not 
want to face her parents’ wrath in any 
unfavourable event. This persuaded 
Esther and she never went down to 
the river during the course of the 
maize harvest again.

In those days she did not have 
the capacity or rather experience to 
understand the spiritual meaning 
behind the event, but today, looking 
back, understands the hidden mes-
sage that it brought her.

Her mother’s brother was a sango-
ma but passed away when she was 
still very young. Her daughter Gloria 
and her bother’s son, however, are 
to this day sangomas and wears the 
exact same snow-white glass beads 
that Esther saw in the river so many 
years ago. It might be that as Esther 
threw back those glass beads into 
the river, she gave up the calling to 
practice as a sangoma. The calling, 
only much later, to be picked up by 
her daughter and nephew.

Esther believes that as being a 
sangoma entails various interactions 
with the river and its spirits, that 
those who have sangoma blood run-
ning in their veins are protected from 
the river snake.

it was the way in which the river pro-
tected them from the big river snake. 
The one and only river snake that all 
communities are aware of, the one 
people of old used to warn about, the 
one that made many people disappear 
silently, without a whisper whether it 
be day or night.

Esther remembers another story, one 
that played off on a farm in the Frees-
tate whilst she and some friends aided 
in a maize harvest. They worked Mon-
day to Friday and had weekends off. 
It was on one of these weekends that 
she and her friends went down to the 
river to do some washing, when all of a 
sudden, one of her blouses and a piece 
of soap mysteriously vanished. They 
searched everywhere for it and asked 
themselves who might have taken it, 
or what might have taken it, as they 
surely did bring it down to the river.

After a fruitless search, they were 
discouraged and did not feel like doing 
any further washing. Instead, they 
decided to rather play games in the 
river. As Esther jumped into the river, 
she saw snow-white glass beads on the 
bottom of the river, the type of beads 
that sangomas usually wear. She de-
cided to try and pick it up and fetched a 
dead branch from the riverbed in order 
to do so. Her friends, however, now 
decided on the fact that the river snake 
would take her if she were to take the 
beads, discouraged this activity. It was 
none the less her blouse and her bar of 

WILLA VORSTER

Interviewer :  Nanette Flemming
Area: Warrenton

BACKGROUND

Willa Vorster was born in 
Pretoria on 13 November 1937. 
His father was in the police 
force. Willa had half a year of 
education in Benoni before his 
father was tragically injured 
in an explosion at a goldmine 
and lost sight in both his eyes. 
After the accident they moved 
to Warrenton, where Willa 
completed his education.

The area between the bowling 
area and the high-water 
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being back at their place of birth 
gives them great joy, they can 
now once again be reunited with 
their ancestors when they die.

Even after so many years have 
passed, the women sent for a 
very valuable piece of paper 
they preserved for reference to 
their relocation from Majeng to 
Kgomotso, Vaalboshhoek, and 
back again during our interview.

It describes in brief how a 
delegation from the Batlaping tribe 
was forcibly removed from Majeng 
in 1975, to Kgomotso and thereafter 
to Vaalboshoek, 20km from Majeng, 
under Bophutatswana rule.

More than 650 families, mostly 
stock farmers were removed 
from the luscious green valley in 
Majeng to live in Kgomotso, an 
area arid, and unfit for grazing. 
The families were once again 
resettled to Vaalboshoek, as they 
were told a Dam would be built 
that would render Kgomotso unfit 
for any human settlements.

MARY WESI EN 
SOPHIA THABI

Interviewer: Keitumetse Moeketsi
Area : Majeng

BACKGROUND

Sophia Tabi was born on the 
9th of June 1949 and Mary Wesi 
was born on the 28th of June 
1958, both of them in Majeng. 
Both Sophia and Mary spent 
all of their lives in Majeng.

For Sophia and Mary their 
relocation from Majeng to 
Kgomotso, Vaalboshoek, and back 
again is one of the most memorable 
experiences they have lived through. 
This they see as their history, 
and in a way, their victory, as 

THIS THEY SEE AS THEIR HISTORY, 

AND IN A WAY, THEIR VICTORY, 

AS BEING BACK AT THEIR PLACE 

OF BIRTH GIVES THEM GREAT JOY

bridge was known as the ‘Upper 
Town’. His father built the first 
house in Longstreet in 1944. The 
area was mostly wild, and he and 
his friends had to take a footpath 
through the veld to school. They 
were called the children of the 
Upper Town and would often watch 
a movie at the brigadier hall.

Willa lived on a farm named 
Witrand, right outside Warrenton 
next to the Vaal River, for thirty 
years. The noise of the Vaal River 
always reminded him of the sea. 
On his last day in that house, 
he admired the beautiful view, 
wondering if he would ever see it 
again. He was very sad to move 
into town when he sold the farm to 
Bruce Hunt who transformed his 
house into a luxury guesthouse. It 
is now called White Waters, and 
tourists do a lot of fly fishing there.

His father, despite his blindness, 
was the owner and manager of a 
garage called Auto Spares. Later on, 
they moved the business to a new 
building that his father designed 
and obtained a loan from BP at 1% 
interest to open a garage. They were 
the only petrol station in town and 
were also licensed to sell guns and 
ammunition at one point. There 
was another garage, De Bruyn’s 
Motors, that repaired and serviced 
cars. Villa applied for a B-Comm 
degree at the University of the 

Orange Free State but in 
the end decided to help run 
the family business instead.  
Willa’s father eventually sold 
the business to Paul Burger.

Willa’s wife, Wilma, 
completed her final three 

years of education at 
Highschool Warrenton. Willa 
was good friends with her 
brother when developing an 
interest in Wilma. She left to 
study further and would 
come home only to visit her 
family. Willa was a shy guy 
but plucked up the courage 
to walk over one evening and 
asked her if she would stuff 
the holes in his socks. Wilma 
looked at him and asked if 
that was his way of asking 
for her hand in marriage, to 
which he said yes.

STORY

Unfortunately, Willa recalls no 
stories or lore’s.

THE NOISE OF 

THE VAAL RIVER 

ALWAYS REMINDED 

HIM OF THE SEA
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These farmers, once rich, living 
their lives close to nature, were now 
poor and dependent upon white 
people for jobs to tend to their very 
basic needs as their new home did 
not have the grazing capacity to 
sustain their large herds of cattle.

The Batlaping delegation fought 
for the right to return to their 
former home so as to clean and 
restore their ancestors’ burial 
grounds, and after some time 
obtained the permission to do so.

Sophia and Mary remember that it 
was around 1996 when the newly 
elected government purchased 
the farm Majeng was located on, 
and after many discussions in 
Kimberley, and some occupation 
of land that was met with 
resistance, were allowed to once 
again make Majeng their home.

Even though Sophia and Mary 
are extremely happy to be back in 
their homeland, they do express 
a great need for service delivery.

STORY

The three billy goats

There were once three Billy Goats, 
Little Billy Goat, Middle-sized Billy 

Goat and Great Big Billy Goat. The three 

wait for his brother, Middle Sized Billy 
Goat, as he was just a small little goat 
and his brother would be coming by 
later, much bigger and juicier than him.

The dwarf, being very greedy, decided 
to rather wait and let Little Billy Goat 
pass without harm.

Middle Sized Billy Goat noticing his 
brother peacefully grazing on the other 
side of the river, instantly decided that 
he would also dare to take on the dwarf 
guarding the bridge.

Reaching the bridge, he decided that 
the warnings were just that, warnings 
with nothing based on reality, as his 
little brother seemed to pass the bridge 
effortlessly. He gave his first step onto 
the rickety bridge which started to 
make all kinds of creaking sounds only 
getting louder and louder with each 
step he took.

Suddenly out of nowhere, the dwarf 
appeared, saying: “Who dares cross 
my bridge?”, upon which he answered, 
“It’s only me, Medium Sized Billy Goat, 
I’m looking for something to eat”, the 
dwarf replied, “Oh I’ve been waiting for 
you, I haven’t had any breakfast yet! 
Goats are my most favourite treat!”

Thinking quickly, Medium Sized Billy 
Goat wondered why the dwarf had been 
waiting especially for him and thought 
to himself that it must have been his 
little brother who promised the dwarf 
a much larger and much juicier goat. 
Instantly he followed in his brother’s 
steps, suggesting the dwarf rather wait 
for his older brother, Great Big Billy 

goats grazed in an area adjacent to a 
large river in a luscious green valley.

Due to a drought, the three goats’ 
lush valley slowly turned into an arid 
desert. Hungry in their barren valley 
they noticed that the grass on the other 
side of the river looked very green, tall 
and luscious in comparison to theirs.

Alas, there was only one way in which 
to cross the raging river, and that was 
to pass over a rickety bridge that was 
guarded by a very ugly and peculiar 
looking dwarf, and which very much 
liked to eat goats.

Little Billy Goat being overcome with 
hunger, decided that he would not wait 
any longer, and disregarded all the 
warnings he had heard about. When 
he reached the bridge, he decided he 
would pass it by moving stealthily so 
as not to alert any dwarf-like being he 
was warned against, but as he gave his 
first step, the rickety bridge started to 
make all kinds of creaking sounds, one 
step after the other, the sounds just 
got louder and louder.

Suddenly, out of nowhere there ap-
peared a very ugly looking being, saying: 
“Who dares cross my bridge?”, upon 
which he answered, “It’s only me, Little 
Billy Goat, I’m looking for something to 
eat” The dwarf replied, “Oh no you’re 
not, instead, I’ll eat you. I haven’t had 
any breakfast yet! Goats are my most 
favourite treat!”

Little Billy Goat, with a pounding 
heart, devised a plan and told the dwarf 
that if he was the dwarf he would rather 

Goat, who was much larger and juicier 
than he was.

The dwarf’s greed once more got the 
better of him and he decided he would 
wait for his grand prized breakfast, 
Great Big Billy Goat, to come by, whilst 
Medium Sized Billy Goat, feeling very 
relieved, quickly rushed over the rick-
ety bridge to join his brother in the lush 
green grass on the other side.

Great Big Billy Goat saw both his 
brothers on the other side of the river 
peacefully grazing and jealously de-
cided he would wait no longer to cross 
the bridge. He rushed to the bridge and 
without hesitation started to walk over 
the rickety bridge.

Suddenly out of nowhere, the dwarf 
appeared, saying: “Who dares cross my 
bridge?”, upon which he answered, “It’s 
me, Great Big Billy Goat, who dares to 
ask”, the dwarf replied, “I’m the dwarf 
who guards this bridge, I’m the dwarf 
who’ll be eating you for breakfast!”

Great Big Billy Goat, said: “Oh you’re 
not, just wait and see!”, and as the 
dwarf came rushing with a speed at 
Great Big Billy Goat, Great Big Billy 
Goat with his large and strong horns 
just tilted his head downward and with 
minor momentum pushed the dwarf 
right over the bridge down into the 
raging waters below.

The dwarf was never seen again and 
all the animals of the land could pass 
peacefully to and fro never to feel hun-
ger or fear of the dwarf again.
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MIRIAM 
KEROTSE LANDRY

Interviewer : Tshepang Mabote
Area : Ikhutseng

BACKGROUND

Kerotse Miriam Landry was born on 
the 13th of June 1929 in Barkly, 60 km 
from Warrenton. After marrying her 
husband she moved to Warrenton 
and has been living in Warrenton 
ever since. She used to live in Station 
road which has since been changed 
to Magile street, but remembers 
how before moving to Warrenton, 
her parents use to tell her about the 
town as her father used to work on a 
farm close by.

At one stage, her father took her 
and her mother to the farm he 
was working on in the Barkly 
area. Cultivars such as matabele 
and maize were cultivated on this 
specific farm, but she never did 
physical work in the lands as she 
did not have the physical stamina to 
do so. Other families worked in the 
fields while she had to be content 
with kitchen work.

She has been working in kitchens for 
as long as she remembers, but when 

she turned 70 years old, decided to 
go on a well-deserved pension. Alas, 
the government did not aid this 
well-deserved pension but rather 
told her that she should go back to 
work, this saddened her very much.

Her aunt was the one who told 
her where she came from, not her 
parents. Therefore she would like to 
be buried near Barkly on the farm, as 
she never quite got used to the type 
of people living in Warrenton.

STORY

Pap and snakes

M iriam does not remember any pe-
ticular story, but remembers one 

time her aunt made thin/watery pap 
and put it on her head for what reason, 
she cannot remember. She remembers 
walking away from the house up to a 
nearby hill, when all of a sudden snakes 
appeared out of nowhere. They gave 
her such a fright that the pap fell to 
the ground in her hysterical attempt to 
get away from them.

JOB VISAGIE

Interviewer : Tsepang Mabote
Area : Majeng

BACKGROUND

Job was born in 1956 in 
Witputs near Boetsap, some 
30km’s from Majeng. Job 
does not remember the exact 
time he arrived at Majeng, 
but remembers that it was 
round about the time Thabo 
Mbeki was president of 
South Africa. He likes living 
in Majeng; life is simple; 
if you are good to people, 
people are good to you!

He was raised on a farm and 
lived with both his mother 
and father while helping on 
the farm. When he was old 
enough he decided that it was 
time to go out in search of his 
own employment 
and found a job 
on an agricultural 
estate which had 
a large dam.

One day he was called by one of 
his friends from the fields saying 
that his little boy had gone out 
to play by the dam, but was now 
drowning. Job rushed to the dam, 
but upon arrival found that instead 
of his son, the boy who had tried to 
save his son, had drowned. It is an 
experience that Job will never forget 
and has stayed with him to this day.

STORY

Job does not remember any particular 
story, but remembers the valuable life 
lesson his parents had taught him and 
wishes the younger generation would 
take note of; “Respect your mother and 
your father and your days will become 
longer, disrespect them, and they will 
soon be cut short”.

RESPECT YOUR MOTHER AND YOUR FATHER

AND YOUR DAYS WILL BECOME LONGER, 

DISRESPECT THEM, 

AND THEY WILL SOON BE CUT SHORT
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JANNET COETZEE

Interviewer: Amoré Nel
Area: Warrenvale

BACKGROUND

Christine Jannet Coetzee was born 
on the 3rd of May 1935 and grew up 
in Warrenton.

Christine was in the Berlin Mission 
school for a short while and 
remembers that it was situated 
where the Telkom buildings are 
standing today, it was both her 
school and church, the Lutheran 
Church. She remembers all kinds 
of things, like Mr Voster’s filling 
station, that it stood where Tau 

Mills are situated today, and how 
Mr Voster and his wife used to 
stay in a flat above the station. She 
remembers Volkskas bank before 
it became Absa, Rosensteins, Mr 
Moore’s shop and Van der Merwe 
Liquor store adjacent to it.

She completed her primary 
education in Kimberley, the little 
school situated in Nu Main Street, 
and her high school standard 
8 diploma at William Prescott 
High School.

She got married in 1956 and moved 
back to Slangheuwel where she lived 
till 1969 but because of the Group 
Areas Act, were forced to move 
to Warrenvale.  Her children also 
attended the Berlin Mission school 
in town until a new school was built 
in Warrenvale.

There was a shortage of teachers 
at the Warrenvale school, so her 
husband, also a teacher at the 
time, suggested that his wife 
work part time seeing that she 
at least had Grade 10, until they 
could appoint a new teacher. 
Eventually, the part-time position 
changed into a permanent post 
and afforded Christine 20 years of 
teaching service.

Her father and brother loved music.  
Her father played the guitar and her 
brother piano.  Mr Ortel, who loved 
drinking as well as music, used to 

summon her father and brother 
to play background music for his 
self-written songs when he had 
too much to drink.  One of these 
songs went like this; “Its nobodies 
business but my own, if you ride an 
aeroplane and I ride a Terraplane 
(that was the name of his car) Its 
nobodies business but my own”.

STORY

Haunted dairy

One evening Christine and her 
mother had to walk to her sister’s 

house who lived one street down from 
them. The street was dark and they 
had to walk past the dairy to get to her 
sister’s house.  This wasn’t an ordinary 
dairy, it was haunted. It was believed 
that the owner of the dairy was a mean 
man who mistreated his workers and 
that some of the workers had even 
been beaten to death.  It was these 
poor workers who patrolled the path in 
front of the dairy at night, so you had 
to be careful when considering to pass 
at all.

The closer she and her mother got 
to the dairy, the harder her mother 
squeezed her little hand.  All of a sud-
den, just as they started passing the 
dairy, she noticed a man with a pitch 
black jacket walking next to them. She 
tugged at her mother and pointed to 
the man walking next to them with a 

shiny bucket full of milk. She and her 
mother got shivers down their spines, 
but kept on walking, too scared to even 
run. The man walked a few steps behind 
them.  If they slowed down, he would 
slow down, if they stood still, he would 
stand still. It was as if he didn’t want 
to pass them. They stood there for 15 
minutes hoping that he would pass 
them. Eventually, he started walking 
very slowly, feet dragging, passing 
them with his shiny bucket glistering 
in the moonlight. And just like that, 
the man disappeared without a trace, 
nowhere to be seen.

When she and her mother realised 
that this was no ordinary man, but a 
ghost, they realised that all those sto-
ries the people told were entirely true. 
In shock, she started running ahead of 
her mother, unable to stop. The terror 
and shock were too much for them to 
bare, they were silent for a long time, 
unable to tell people about their ter-
rifying night. It took her a long time 
before she could talk about the event 
in a controlled manner.
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JEANETTA KHATRINA  
BARENDS

Interviewer: Amoré Nel
Area: Warrenvale

BACKGROUND

Jeanetta Khatrina Barends was 
born on the 28th of November 
1940 at Koegas in Namibia, close 
to Keetmanshoop, approximately 
900km from Warrenton.

Khatrina recalls how when she 
was still a child, they worked at 

an asbestos mine, which was still 
legal at that time, to earn extra 
pocket money during the school 
holidays. She only found out much 
later how harmful asbestos can 
be, but by that time it was already 
too late and to this day she still 
lives with the consequences.

Khatrina grew up with her brothers 
and wanted to do everything 
they did, from saddling mice to 
barbequing tortoises. They used to 
walk barefoot all day long, whether 
it was cold or hot.  In the winter 
months, they used to wrap their 
feet in cloth when they had to go to 
school and made small fires along 
the way to heat up their feet. This, 
of course, caused them to be late 
for school and they would then 
have to face the headmaster who 
would give them hidings. They 
used to give him awful nicknames 
because of this. In summer they 
wrapped cartons around their 
feet to protect them from the hot 
sand. On her 14th birthday, her 
grandmother bought her, her first 
pair of shoes and she so loved 
showing them off to everyone.

In those days her mother still made 
dresses for the girls and shirts 

for the boys using flour bags.  It 
was neatly designed, stitched and 
then dyed.  Her brother insisted 
on not dyeing his shirt, because he 
believed that, that was how real 
cowboy’s shirts looked, but when 
he got to school, he was teased by 
the other children when they saw 
the five-pound mark on his shirt. 
That was the very last time he 
wore an undyed shirt to school.

Her mother also used the material 
of her father’s old pants to make 
new pants for her brothers. When 
her bothers received their first 
pair of bought pants, they bragged 
just like she did with her first pair 
of shoes. They never had pants 
with pockets before, so they walk 
around with their hands in their 
pockets all day long. This irritated 
her father so much that he insisted 
that his wife sow them shut.

When her grandmother was not 
home during the day, because she 
worked as a midwife, Khatrina 
and her brothers used to get really 
hungry and started stealing chicken 
eggs. They boiled the eggs and 
then made porridge in the same 
water. Day after day they ate eggs 
and porridge and day after day 
her grandmother was puzzled as 
to why the chickens were lying 
so little eggs when they had been 
fed more than enough. They never 
told their grandmother the truth, 

because they liked having that little 
bit of extra food in their bellies.

When there were no eggs to eat, 
they ate porridge and hard fat 
that they got from the farmer’s 
wife. Her grandmother would send 
her to fetch a bucket full of hard 
fat from the farmer’s wife every 
now and again, and she recalls 
how her grandmother always 
complained about the farmer’s 
wife who sometimes only sent 
half a bucket and at other times 
full ones. She never realized that, 
that only happened when it was 
Khatrina’s turn to collect the 
fat. She was always worried that 
her grandmother would one day 
confront the farmer’s wife and 
realise that it was her stealing 
the fat before returning home.

They never had the privilege of 
drinking coffee or tea while growing 
up, each child had his or her own 
goat that had to be milked every 
day. It makes her nauseous now 
just thinking about how much 
milk they used to drink per day. 
She also recalls that when a goat 
was slaughtered, the children got 
the small intestine and reticulum 
to cook in their dollhouse.

Khatrina and her cousin decided 
that they were tired of only getting 
sauce to eat in comparison to 
the elders who always ate such 
succulent pieces of meat. So they 

IT WAS GOOD DAYS, 

THOSE DAYS, 

AND LIFE WAS FULL OF JOY!
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stole the meat out of the pots while 
it was still cooking, wrapped it in a 
cloth and went to hide in a trough 
near the house. They so enjoyed 
their stolen pieces of meat.

Their lives were very different 
from the lives of children 
today and that’s why she still 
believes to this day that a child 
that steals is a hungry child.

They had to work hard and get 
by with very little in life, but 
they were well behaved. No one 
needed to speak twice, not like 
one needs to do with the children 
of today. No, back then, if they 
did not listen, they were sent to 
their bedridden grandmother 
who pinched them badly. As she 
says; “We had a very different 
upbringing to the children of today”

Khatrina believes that her days 
were good days, she had a 
childhood without violence and 
murders.  As young girls, they 
used to walk to dances at night and 
never felt scared or threatened, 
not like today. It was good days, 
those days, and life was full of joy!

STORY

Khatrina can’t remember any specific 
stories, but would like to convey one 
message to the children of today; “Stay 
truthful to the Lord, you can trust Him.”

EVA  
MAMONTSANE  
MAHOME

Interviewer : Tshepang Mabote
Area : Ikhutseng

BACKGROUND

Mamontsane Eva Mahome 
was born on the 25th of 
December 1936 in Breyten, 
Mpumalanga, 600km from 
Warrenton. Even though 
her mother came from 
Smidtsdrift, 150km from 
Warrenton, she was born 
far from her hometown. 
Her mother died early 
in her youth and she 
was brought up by her 
grandmother. She has been 
staying in Warrenton for 
a very long time now.

As all other elders, Eva 
is concerned with the 
state of her surrounding 
environment. The 
deterioration and 
carelessness of people 

cause unnecessary pollution and 
this spreads disease amongst 
her community members.

STORY

Culture and good luck

When Eva was much younger 
than now, she used to work in a 

vegetable garden adjacent to the river 
in Longstreet. One day, whilst walking 
home, she saw a massive snake. At 
first, the snake resembled a car tyre, 
pitch black, lying dead still in the mid-
dle of the road. She was inquisitive as 
she had to pass this object in order to 
get home, and therefore moved closer 
to investigate the nature of the object. 
When almost upon it, she immediately 
realised that this object was no tyre, 
but rather a snake, a very long snake 
indeed, all curled up.

She flinched and turned around at 
once, there was no way in which she was 
going to pass this peculiar snake, she 
would rather take another route home. 
While walking back, she mentioned this 
unusual snake to passers-by, some of 
which told her that it must have been 
a mamba, and that the fact that it did 
her no harm and it was black meant 
that it was not angry, because if it 
had felt anger towards her vibration, it 
would have surely bitten her. None the 
less, it was a good thing that she took 
another road instead, rather safe than 

sorry. The people also told her, that 
were the snake to have any additional 
colours other than black, its anger may 
have caused her death and that its 
utter blackness was a stroke of luck.

People say that if you come across such 
an event in your life and no harm befalls 
you, it means good luck, and for that 
reason, she did not need to leach any 
poison physical or spiritual out of her 
body. The fact that this belief is also 
firmly rooted in her culture, also means 
that harm will not easily befall her in 
such instances.

PEOPLE SAY THAT IF YOU COME

ACROSS SUCH AN EVENT IN YOUR

LIFE AND NO HARM BEFALLS

YOU, IT MEANS GOOD LUCK
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