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​Dedication

This book is dedicated to my grandson Wyatt.

A little like Africa, Wyatt has endured and overcome so much and I hope that one day he will see for himself the many reasons why Africa has such a hold on anyone who has ever lived there.



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      MY WIFE CARS AND OTHER ANIMALS

    

    
      First edition. September 16, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 David Orner.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230212621

    

    
    
      Written by David Orner.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Every Book Needs An Introduction

There Is Always A Beginning

If You Got Sick

Learning To Drive

The Caravan

Some Hazards Of Rural Life

Getting Married. The Preparations.

The Suit

The Wedding

The Renault 4

Shirley Had A Little Lamb

The Rabbit And The Duck

A Government Mazda B1000

The Wolseley

Army Days, And Nights

Learning to Fly

Juliet Delta

Another Crappy Cessna

Stray Cats, Headless Birds And Brahman Bulls

The Birthday Party

Flying Fopars And Shirley’s Phobia

The Bachelor Party

We Did Not Always Get There

We Had To Live Somewhere

Vanilla Chicken

Working For A Living

Why Has That Car Got Eyebrows?

Golf, Cricket, Snakes & Witchdoctors

Man's Best Friend, Not So Much A Womans

The Hazards Of Hitch Hiking

Swaziland

Auctions And Other Dumb Ass Ideas

Sometimes They Floated

Esmeralda The Tame Hippo Who Wanted To Eat Us

Fishing

Fishing On The Zambezi

There Eventually Comes A Time To Grow Up

Mozambique

You Call That Inflation?

Pubic Hairs and Penthouse Pets

Maybe Only In Africa

And Finally: The Many Reasons Why...

​

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​Every Book Needs An Introduction
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This book is about life lived in real time long before the great unwashed thought the rest of humankind were desperate for a photo of whatever it was you had just eaten. Or worse.

It’s about growing up in Africa. 

It is a collection of recollections of growing up in time before being offended became fashionable so may be offensive to some, get over it.

There are always sad and stressful moments in life but there are not many of those in this book. The World needs less sad and more humour.

Everybody grows up, some just take longer than others, and some never really do... 

There are no heroes here. It’s just about growing up, farts and all, and for some reason there are a lot of those.

If the characters in this book bear any resemblance to actual people it is purely intentional.

It is a biography of sorts after all. 

I wrote this because I like irrelevance. I also have a good memory but it doesn’t last very long. Writing a memory down helps the remembering.

Not all memories are good but we tend to forget the bad ones.

Enjoy this trip down an African memory lane.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​There Is Always A Beginning
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My story was simple and mostly average for someone growing up in Africa. I eventually discovered that it was normal only for those actually growing up in rural Africa. 

It was only after moving to the United Kingdom many years later that I realised people grow up very differently. The environment you grow up in has a huge impact on your upbringing and how you viewed the rest of the world and its varied inhabitants.

I was 15 before I learned that not all TV programmes are set in a heavy snowstorm. One of my earliest childhood memories was of my father trying to keep a 40-foot pole, with a TV antenna strapped to the top, upright. This was in the vain hope of getting a signal strong enough to remove the snow from the picture. It never worked, and we were not bothered. 

We had a free-range upbringing.

My parents had huge balls, figuratively speaking, of course. Our free-ranging involved contact with many things that could hurt you or worse. Probably like someone growing up on the streets of London, just with different bad things. 

Despite all that could go wrong, they mostly allowed us to get on with doing our own thing. 

It was only many years later, as a parent and then a grandparent, that I realised just how big their figurative balls really were.

To put into perspective why allowing us to range freely required huge balls, it should be mentioned who or what we shared our playground with. 

We lived in a sparsely developed area of what was then Rhodesia. At the time the area was known as Sabi Limpopo. We lived on the banks of the Sabi river so why the Limpopo bit? We neither knew nor cared. 

It was an area consisting of a few pockets of cropping land interspersed with thick bush and a few irrigation canals running through the bush to irrigate the scattered bits of cropping land.. 

Back then, overpopulation, inept governments, poaching, and corruption had not yet come into fashion. Animals still roamed free, safe in the knowledge that they would not prematurely end their lives in someone's cooking pot just because there was no other alternative. At the time, it was of little concern to us that buffalo were in plentiful supply and regularly frightened the crap out of the locals. Strangely, we also had rhinoceroses frequenting our playground. It would be a few more years before the odd idea that chomping on what is effectively just some old hair could raise the “standard” to new heights. 

Anything that could bite you or stomp on you until you were dead shared the same spot we were growing up in. But unlike some city inhabitants, what we grew up with would leave us alone if we left them alone.

When not incarcerated at school, our normal day consisted of getting out of bed around 4 in the morning and cycling through the still-dark bush on narrow winding paths made by the passage of many bare feet. Our daily destination was a ramshackle dairy where the farm's four cows were milked at that ungodly hour. 

Our bicycles were not like the ones you get today with many gears and made of some sort of material that would guarantee it would blow away in a gentle breeze. Ours were made of wrought iron and had no gears at all, making for heavy work on hills, of which, fortunately, there were very few.

We never learned to milk the cows, which was okay. When you are 10, pulling on a cow's teat was considered a rather disgusting pastime. But in return for jam tins full of warm, very fresh milk, we offered to crank the handles of the machine that separated the cream from the milk. 

This early morning experience proved useful in later years when people tried to tell us milk came from a bottle. We knew with a certainty borne of experience that milk came from a cow and cream from a big spinning stainless steel bowl.

The rest of our day involved wandering through the “streets” of our neighbourhood armed to the teeth with air rifles. Very occasionally, we managed to actually hit a pigeon or some other unfortunate small bird. These we would gut, de-feather, and cook over an open fire on the end of a stick. That was lunch. KFC makes that a little easier these days.

Animals were just something that were “there.” They were all part of the food chain. As were we, and to some of them, we were near the bottom of that chain. With others, we were the predator, and venison was always part of our diet, mostly in the form of biltong, which is air dried, often fly-crapped-on meat to the uninitiated.

As we got older, we progressed up the gun ladder. Many years later, due to a malady called AIDS, “Acquired Income Deficiency Syndrome” we used to, rather unsportingly, go out in vehicles at night armed with shotguns and spotlights to supplement our diet. 

It was either that or eat vegetables! The idea of eating just vegetables was, thankfully, still a long way off.

Many things we took for granted or just knew, like what leaves to avoid when wiping your butt after having a crap in the bush. We knew if you squashed a chongololo, it would not rain for a week. We squashed as many as we could, much to my father's disgust, who rather relied on rain for his crops to grow. 

A chongololo is a big black millipede that, if touched, rolled itself up in the hope we wouldn't notice it. They also stank a lot when squashed.

Growing up, many things were just a rite of passage for us. 

One such rite was crossing a river that ran behind the farm workshops. A huge tree had fallen across this river many years before. This was used by dexterous locals as a bridge to cross the river, which at times could be a raging torrent. We were less dexterous and had to do it naked. Why naked? No idea, but why not? 

We were kids, living in Africa with no responsibilities, no Ipads, no play stations, no tv, just our imaginations and the biggest playground in the World to play in.
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​If You Got Sick
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Some things in our little part of Africa were a little backward, and the medical facilities were one of those things. 

Getting sick or injured often involved finding a few Disprins and a plaster and sorting yourself out. Doctors were few and far between. 

We had just one covering most of the eastern highlands of the country—a region about the size of Wales, for those who have forgotten what an atlas is. 

The doctor was ably assisted by many rural clinics that were staffed by reincarnations of what I can only imagine Hitler's grandmother must have been like. School matrons were slightly less scary but had a very limited arsenal of medicines. 

A stomach problem, regardless of the cause, always involved some really disgusting stuff called milk of magnesia being shoved down your throat. 

Any cut or scratch, and you were covered in red mercurochrome, and God forbid you got sunburnt. Let's be honest, it was Africa, the sun shone a lot, so you were going to get sunburnt. If you did, it always resulted in stuff being slathered all over you that had a name that escapes me. But it was pink. And embarrassing, even to a ten-year-old. 

During our winter, which I was to learn was very similar to an English summer, we were made to line up before supper every evening to be given a large spoonful of cod liver oil. This was apparently good for you, like a liquid flu jab. It tasted as disgusting as it sounds.

Very few of these medicines, using the word medicine loosely, are still around today, which leads me to believe that perhaps they were more toxic than beneficial.

On one occasion, when I was 13, while out horse riding, I fell off, as you do, and did more injury to myself than could be fixed by castor oil or a plaster. I had a bad landing and did a whole lot of damage to my back that involved being transported to the hospital on a couch in the back of the farm truck. Our telephones had a little handle on the side that you cranked to get someone's attention at a switchboard. Dialling 999 was not possible and wouldn't have achieved anything if it was. Ambulances may have existed somewhere, but not where we lived. The end result was that the airforce sent a plane to casevac me to a hospital in the capital city, Salisbury, where all the doctors were. Except ours. 

I had very little recollection of any of this due to the solitary doctor in our area dosing me up with some rather pleasant stuff that ensured reality was, temporarily, an illusion. 

My father could not accompany me as the plane they sent was something called a Trojan. A Trojan had a reputation of only being able to take off because the world was round. 

The pilot, the medic, and, of course, myself were about all it could handle and even then it only narrowly avoided removing the fence at the end of the runway.

I would spend the next two months in the hospital, and inexplicably, being 13 years old, I was considered an adult and not allowed into the children's ward. 

An adult? I was still waiting for the second pubic hair to appear to join the one that must have arrived by mistake, and my voice periodically sounded like I was overdosing on helium.

It is surprising and a little disturbing how many of my life's memorable moments involved flatulence. This hospital stay was no exception. Every morning a nurse with a clipboard would come around to hand out more pleasant stuff and always ask me if my “bowels had moved?”

I had absolutely no idea what she was talking about and just said yes, as that seemed to be the answer she was looking for. 

About two weeks later, they discovered I was talking crap—there's a pun here somewhere—and I found out what they had meant about bowel movements. 

Not having a bowel movement for two weeks is not a good thing, or so I was told, and something had to be done about it.

Their idea of sorting out my bowel movement, or lack thereof, involved something called a suppository. When they explained what this was and what it involved, I very nearly didn't need it.

It was going to get worse. The hospital I was in was a training one and full of student nurses, all around 16 years old, which would have been great if I had a few more pubic hairs. There were about 20 of these trainee nurses who were apparently missing a part of their training that involved shoving a torpedo-shaped pill up someone's arse. In this case, my arse. 

The head nurse, who I could have sworn had more hair on her lip than I had on my bollocks, told me to roll over. She then invited all 20 nurselings to watch her insert the bloody thing with what I thought was far too much enthusiasm. 

Thank God there was only one. Giving everyone a go would have scarred me for life, physically and mentally.

It was going to get even worse. 

For those who have never experienced a hospital stay when you are unable to walk to the toilet, there is a thing called a bedpan. It is not pleasant, both for the one filling it and probably slightly less so for the one emptying it.

Not many minutes after this suppository had been inserted, there were some very ominous and very loud rumblings emanating from my bowel region. Clearly, something was finally moving. 

It was time to panic, and one of the nurselings dashed off and returned with one of those bedpans, which she inserted under my butt. Did they all leave me in peace to have my suppository-induced crap? Not! They all stayed, peering at my nether region in anticipation. This would prove to be a bad idea—for them.

I’m not sure what this menagerie of future pill pushers was expecting, but what happened next probably sent half of them off to take up hairdressing. 

The rumblings built up to a crescendo, which was then totally eclipsed by the noise that followed. 

I have done some farting in my time, before and since, but this was a two-week build-up and had the help of a metal bedpan to amplify the sound. 

The noise was indescribable. Unlike most farts that build up, this was just one very loud continuous explosion similar to a very old misfiring tractor starting up and lasted for what seemed like many minutes.

It was going to get even worse. Half of the nurselings had fled after the first 30 seconds, but not before what followed the noise. There had been two weeks of hospital food festering in my bowels that had not been moving. The stench that suddenly invaded the room was almost edible. Even the head honcho nurse with the moustache had beaten a hasty exit, but it was not over.

The suppository did its job, but one bedpan was proving to be insufficient for two weeks of not crapping. My pleas for assistance were ignored, mainly because there was no one to hear them, even all the other patients on the ward had disappeared, at least the ones who could get out of bed. 

It was not the greatest moment of my life when they finally opened the curtains around my bed. My fellow bedridden patients still had that shell-shocked look reminiscent of the aftermath of some great trauma. 

After some very brave nurses had cleaned up the mess I was taken to another ward where no one knew me. Apparently, this was for my own protection.

Getting sick in Africa was not a common occurrence. It was a healthy place to grow up, and probably where the phrase “take two aspirin and call me in the morning” was coined, which given the rudimentary state of our medical facilities was probably just as well.

So being, for the most part, reasonably healthy we moved on to another rite of passage. Learning to drive. If you could not drive by the time you turned 12, you were looked on with some disdain by your obnoxious peers.
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​Learning To Drive

[image: image]


I learned to drive when I was ten years old. "Learned" meant in the loosest possible sense. The first vehicle I drove was one of those odd-looking construction vehicles that resembled an overgrown wheelbarrow with four wheels. The wheels at the back did the steering and were capable of turning 90 degrees from forwards. The accelerator was a long, thin button sticking out of the floor and it had a gear lever that had so much movement that it was a complete guessing game figuring out what gear you were in. I think reverse involved getting out and pushing. 

From what I recall, the engine on this contraption needed a rope to start it, and the brakes were an optional extra. The steering was completely random and based on the point-and-hope system.

Its purpose was to cart cement from whoever was making it to a canal that was being built to supply water to new cropping lands being opened—stomping on chongololos having caused some rain reliability issues. 

The workings of this contraption was very similar to the tractor my father allowed us all to continue learning on once he heard we had started driving without him. 

It was a very old Fordson Major, and starting it involved wrapping a rope around a big pulley sticking out the side of the engine and then heaving on it. 

I’m thinking that maybe starter motors had not become an option yet? 

It required considerable effort to pull the rope, and those doing the pulling got rather pissed off every time we stalled the bloody thing. We did this with monotonous regularity because the clutch pedal needed more force to push than we were capable of at 10 years old. 

There were only ever two results, it stalled or took off like a Formula 1 race car, scattering the “starter motors” in all directions.

It was therefore a huge step upwards, in terms of vehicle quality, when a year later, a teacher at the boarding school I was incarcerated at brought his Mini Moke to school to teach us to drive. Only for those of us who had reached the ripe old age of 11, though.

The Mini Moke was part of the Morris car family but didn't have a roof and looked a little like someone had stood on it. It suited the teacher's purpose, which was to load the open back with a bunch of highly critical 11-year-olds whose only job was to make disparaging comments to whoever was attempting to drive. That is until it was their turn to drive, and then it wasn't quite so funny anymore. 

My experience with the mobile wheelbarrow gave me a head start over the town kids who didn’t have the benefit of a canal being built through the town.

I would become addicted to cars—not necessarily good ones—and I blame the Mini Moke for that. Most of the cars I acquired through fair means or foul were really bad ones. But if something had four wheels and was for sale, I started sweating a little.

Once though, I bought a caravan.
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​The Caravan
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It wasn't my intention to buy a caravan, but it was attached to the car I wanted to buy. Having the caravan as part of the deal wasn't all bad, as it would serve as some sort of appeasement to my long-suffering wife when she discovered I had bought yet another car. 

I had no idea if she even liked caravans, but I figured she couldn’t hate them as much as some of the cars I had bought.

This would be the sixth car I had purchased since we got married, and she was becoming slightly miffed—not so much at the quantity of the purchases, but more at the lack of quality thereof. We had only been married just over a year at this stage.

This one, however, was going to be different. This was a car that had won the Car of the Year award. Twice, consecutively, in 1966 and 1967—more than thirty-five years ago. 

It was a Valiant, but not just any Valiant. This was the Chrysler VE Valiant, considered the Towing Car of the Year. Not the actual year I bought it, obviously. 

I bought it because it was massive, automatic, and had a long, shiny plastic, uninterrupted front seat that went back far enough to stop your butt from banging against the steering wheel. Married just over a year, remember!

After buying it, I had to get the car—and the bothersome caravan—home to the farm, which was over three hundred miles away. This was to prove a simple task for the 1966 and 1967 Towing Car of the Year. It was only after I got it home that things got a little more complicated and tense on the marital front.

With the caravan parked up, doing duty as our spare bedroom-come-dog box (for my dog and me on occasions), I decided to do a quick service on the car. I had never driven, let alone serviced, an automatic. 

I drained the gearbox of some strange pink-coloured oil and replaced it with good old reliable gearbox oil, thereby rendering the car a stationary garden ornament—albeit an extremely ugly one. 

Who knew an automatic gearbox had its own special strange pink-coloured oil?

So now the car had become valueless, and the caravan, by virtue of being the last man standing, had doubled in value—or so logic dictated. This, of course, over-miffed my already over-miffed wife.

All was not lost, though. I discovered that if you revved the engine really high, it did actually move, after a fashion. So I sent my wife off to sell it to a nurse she knew, who we’d heard was looking for a car. 

The nurse ran the local clinic servicing all the farms in the area, and my wife got to know her after taking on the role of farm midwife—not just to humans either. More on that later.

To give her her due, she did get rid of it but didn’t come home with any money. 

This was probably just as well, as the next time I saw the car, it was parked behind the clinic with many chickens making use of the front bench seat for slightly less sanitary pursuits than fornication. The tatty cockerel pecking at the aerial probably would have disagreed with me.

For the sake of my marriage, I wisely decided that my enthusiasm for buying slightly overused cars should be curbed. At least for a few months. 

Sadly, the car I eventually replaced the Valiant with would start my wife’s lifelong hatred of little French cars. I have no idea why it started with this particular one because it, unlike many others, actually worked.

Cars were an important part of our lives because we lived on a farm in the middle of absolutely nowhere. Our farm was part of a community of many other farmers, and it came with a few challenges—not the least of which was having nowhere to go when you ran out of milk or, God forbid, beer. 

Because of the remoteness of our farming community, “going shopping” was never just a simple affair. It required a lot of planning and forethought to happen successfully.

Some years later, I had a Russian friend whose wife went shopping one day and never came back. He blamed it on the stress of shopping, not the fellow she went shopping with.

The closest supermarket was forty miles away, and a shopping trip was never just about shopping. It invariably included a stop at the local golf club for lunch and a quick drink. It was never a good idea to go shopping without your wife.

This was clearly demonstrated by a farmer friend of mine, who, on one memorable occasion, came to town the same day as I did. By himself. I was there for shopping. He was there to pick up the end-of-month wages for the farmworkers.

I wisely got home a few hours after midnight. He got home three days later, after his wife finally tracked him down at a casino two hundred miles away. 

We didn’t see him for at least two months. I never did ask how much of the wages he managed to work his way through at the casino, and he never volunteered the information. Given the period of his absence and abstinence, it was probably most of it.

Sadly, his was a lesson not learned, and the club was to prove the greatest test of marital harmony since Adam said, “Go on, just eat the bloody thing.”
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​Some Hazards Of Rural Life

[image: image]


Being in the middle of nowhere was somewhat of a stumbling block when we decided to get married just over a year earlier. Our options for a wedding venue were extremely limited. The local golf club was our sole choice—not the marital test centre forty miles away, but our local farm community one. Though, on occasions, it was a close second in the cited reasons for divorce or days of non-communication.

We, or rather, only me, as I was told on numerous occasions, were not much into the pomp and ceremony of weddings, but some rules still had to be complied with if you wanted a vicar to marry you. We didn’t have a civil option to fall back on, mainly because there wasn’t one. The local resident witch doctor did not qualify. Who knew?

A quick visit to the vicar, followed by lunch and dinner at the golf club on the way out, and we were all set—complete with a list of instructions for what we had to do in order for him to do the deed.

One utterly confusing (at least for me) part was the reading of the banns. This rule meant we had to be in church for them. I think it had something to do with the part in the ceremony where the vicar asks everyone if they can think of any reason why the couple shouldn’t get married. I’m guessing it was to ensure no one actually said
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