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				For my children, my parents and my brothers
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				Blessed are those whose strength is in you, whose hearts are set on pilgrimage.

				Psalms 84:5 (NIVUK)
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				Introduction

				If you have ever flown to some destination, or waited for someone to land, you will know that feeling in the airport Arrivals Hall. There’s always a mix of people: some sitting, some standing with coffee in hand, some crowding near the automatic doors, others hanging back. You see friends, family, and maybe a few drivers with name boards. Everyone’s eyes flick between the glowing arrivals board and those doors. Watching. Hoping. Waiting.

				Waiting for someone to arrive.

				Arriving means more than just getting somewhere. More than just reaching a destination.

				There’s a gravity to the word “arrive”, isn’t there? Some-thing heavier beneath it, a quiet ache of longing, a sense that something is, at last, coming together. Dreams fulfilled, plans becoming real. And yet, arrivals in life are never quite what we expect. Like the shudder of a plane meeting the runway after hours of flight, life’s arrivals rarely land as we imagined. They touch down off-balance, heavier than we thought, shaped more by the journey than the destination. Because things don’t always go according to plan. Journeys get interrupted, diverted, delayed. The reasons vary, but most fall into three categories:

					At times, the problem lies in how we planned. Or failed to plan.

				Sometimes, it’s the fallout of someone else’s choices.

				And sometimes, it’s completely beyond us: illness, loss of a loved one, crime, the sudden loss of a job.

				When I first wrote this book in Afrikaans, about three years 

			

		

	
		
			
				ago, I was carrying many of those same thoughts, about detours, crash landings, and starting over. On many levels, and in so many places, I became even more aware of how the pictures we hold of how life should be, often become the maps we subconsciously use to navigate it. As before, and while writing the Afrikaans book, I was continually reminded of the unexpected places we end up at. Places that aren’t always the ones we had in mind. Some we never saw coming. Some we actively hoped to avoid. And yet, there we are. Often, that is where we are asked to pause. To wait.

				What I have learnt is that waiting isn’t nothing. It’s not just sitting still. It draws something out of us. As kids, we wait for birthdays and holidays and all the good things. As we grow older, the waiting continues. We wait at the back of long queues to pay a bill or sort out a problem. We wait for test results, for a phone call, for an answer. We wait at stop-and-go signs on long roads, for the traffic light to turn green. We wait for the end of the month, for a baby to be born, and before we know it, we’re waiting for matric results.

				In general, waiting in life has its own story. It’s the kind of story where time drags. Where “here” feels miles away from “there.” And still, we must somehow find a way to keep going.

				Since those early reflections shared on Pretoria FM, in conversations, and later in the first version of this book, I’ve heard so many more stories. Real, raw ones. Stories about broken plans, but also about stubborn hope. And I’ve had more interruptions of my own. Each one asking, beneath all the noise: what do I do when it seems or feels as if there is nothing I can do?

				A lot can happen in three years. Life keeps moving, and mine certainly has. Since writing Hoe ver nog? the journey has continued quietly, with a few unexpected turns along the 

			

		

	
		
			
				way. On a lighter note, I finally got someone to remove the tint from my apartment windows so that I can now actually enjoy the view in full colour and clarity.

				Beyond that, the road led me through moments that stretched me, surprised me, and deepened my understanding of the very things I once tried to put into words. The principles I wrote about came back to meet me, this time in deeper, more personal ways, revealing new layers of meaning I hadn’t seen before. Some of those moments and lessons have found their way into an additional chapter: Navigating the Gravel Road of Becoming.

				You will also notice that I’ve included journalling prompts at the end of each section. These are invitations, like small rest stops along the way. Sometimes when we travel, the most meaningful moments aren’t at the destination, but in the pauses. The lookout points where you stretch your legs, the quiet café where you jot down a thought before moving on, the unexpected detour that shows you something you would otherwise have missed. That’s the spirit of these prompts. My hope is that these prompts become companions, little voices reminding you to pause, reflect, and give shape to your own story as you go.

				Although I have kept to the original stories as captured in the Afrikaans book, Hoe ver nog?, I decided against a direct translation of the chapters. I also decided against a direct translation of the title, Hoe ver nog? Oor sinvol wag en verder reis. To reflect the challenges of unexpected turns and arrivals along the road of life, I decided on the title: Well, Thís Was Not on the Map: Navigating Stops, Setbacks, and Surprises.

				The chapters, as in the Afrikaans version, remain little snapshots of moments of uncertainty. Of waiting and wondering. They are pieces of the road, reminders that “arriving” doesn’t always mean crossing a finish line. 

			

		

	
		
			
				Sometimes it means sitting still. Asking new questions. Listening more closely. Travelling with less certainty, but perhaps more depth. 

				If you are somewhere in between, between what was and what you hope will be, I hope these pages feel like company along the way. Not advice. Not easy answers. Just a reminder that even in the waiting there is meaning. And that no matter how long it takes, or how many detours appear, the road between “here” and “there” is still worth travelling.

				Christine Shaw
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				I’M ON MY WAY…
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				ONCE UPON A TIME…

				In primary school, whenever the teacher returned to class with a stack of circulars from the office, she would pause at the front of the room and ask, “Oldest and only children?” It was the universal cue for designated postmasters to raise their hands. As the eldest of four, with three younger brothers, I would dutifully lift my hand, receive the sacred paper scroll, and fold it neatly into my school bag like a responsible carrier pigeon.

				Growing up with three brothers was never boring. It taught me to survive. And not just regular survival. I am talking advanced-level, Jungle Book survival with a minor in tactical negotiation. I often found myself in the middle of high-stakes warfare. Not emotional warfare. Actual war. Mud bombs. Forts. Occupied territories.
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				The dollhouse our dad lovingly built for me? That was never the domestic dream home I had envisioned. It was a military outpost. A command centre. A bunker under siege. In the never-ending clash between playing house and playing war, war always won. Majority ruled. Democracy in its most ruthless form.

				But survival turned into learning. I discovered that no flopped cake ever flopped so badly that it could not be eaten. I can still see the three of them hanging around the baking scene, waiting for any prospective confectionery to be left for dead. I also learnt that if a toy broke, you figured out how to fix it yourself. Sometimes, it came out better than the original. Other times, it came out ... well, interesting.

				A crucial part of my self-preservation curriculum was learning to get lunch after school before the three human tornadoes descended on the kitchen. If you hesitated, your lunch became part of history. A faded memory. 

				And then there were the holidays and trips to visit our grandparents.

				Every road trip started with the four of us packed into 
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				the back seat of the family car like sardines in a tin. Back in our day, seatbelts were a rumour and personal space was a battle line drawn with elbows. Of course, there were no smartphones with games, cameras or social media to share the excitement (or lack thereof) with the world. We had window condensation to draw on and telephone poles to count. 

				Predictably, when restlessness hit, someone would lean forward and ask, “How far do we still have to go?” The reply from the front seat was always something deeply comforting and entirely vague, like, “Just over the hill”, or “Just around the bend”, with no helpful detail on which hill or how many bends remained.

				When nothing changed, the next inevitable question came: “Are we there yet?” A question to which we already knew the answer. If we were there, we would not still be marinating in the back seat.

				Backseat seating arrangements were not just about comfort. They were about strategy and survival. One brother always had to sit by the window because his stomach did not travel well. Everyone, at all costs, wanted to avoid the consequences when things went sideways for him and my dad could not find a place to pull over quickly enough. In such moments, especially when we saw the trouble coming, the question “Are we almost there?” became more urgent and the trip’s casual soundtrack quickly turned to urgent screaming and lightning-fast window-winding.

				To balance the peace, another brother sat by the opposite window. That left me and the youngest in the middle as the designated peacekeeping unit. Constantly adjusting, trading legroom like prisoners bartering for better cells. But, we lived to tell the tale. We made it through and there are plenty of stories to prove it.

			

		

	
		
			
				I especially remember the round picnic tables with their thatched umbrellas at the side of the road. My mom would unpack the padkos she had lovingly prepared. Sandwiches, boiled eggs, drumsticks. While the boys ran wild, burning off pent-up energy at those roadside stops, I would be beside myself with worry that one of them might dart in front of a car without first looking left, right, and left again, just as we had been taught in our school’s health education class. I remember the relief I felt each time all four of us were safely back on the back seat.

				Eventually, the novelty of counting white, red and blue cars, or cows, or telephone poles wore off. After a while, even that doesn’t make the road feel any shorter. You inevitably reach a point where all that is left is to sit it out until you get there. It doesn’t matter how much your legs itch to move, or your energy wants to burst out the car door and run. And yet, without fail, at some point we always arrived wherever we were going. And then the frustrations, the moments of being stuck, the tension … they all faded into memory. Arrival has a funny way of rewriting memory. Suddenly, the backseat was not so bad after all.

				One year, our parents shook things up. The day came when they treated us to something different: a train trip to Durban instead of another long drive in the family car. I was around ten years old. I remember how excited we were. Bubbling with anticipation because we were going to the sea … by train! I remember the large wicker trolley my dad pushed, stacked high with our luggage, and the thrill of stepping into our compartment and choosing our sleeping spots for the night. We sat on the green bench seats that would soon become our beds, gazing out of the window, waiting eagerly for the train to start moving. 

				Until, of course, my youngest brother, Nico, who was 
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