

    
        
          Twenty Years an Ex-Pat

        

        
        
          Anna Jensen

        

        
          Published by Anna Jensen, 2020.

        

    


[image: image]

Twenty Years an Ex-Pat

––––––––
[image: ]


Tales of Settling In

[image: A picture containing drawing

Description automatically generated]

Contents

Introduction

Independence Day


Touchdown!


Where Were You?


Flappy Things


The Great Unpack or Treasures Rediscovered


Unpacking


Birthdays


Birthday poem


Christmas in 'July'


'Tis the season


Fireplaces

You Say Tomato ...


Language


Sitting on a Hard Kitchen Chair

South African's Don't Lock Toilet Doors

About the Author

​[image: image]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction


[image: ]


I awoke on 4th July 2017 to realise that I had now lived in my adopted country of South Africa for twenty years to the day. I had moved to Durban, on the east coast, shortly after getting married to my South African boyfriend, who I had met when we were both living in Cambridge, England. He'd been studying when we met and had investigated various options that would enable him to stay in England, or at the very least, Europe. However, nothing came of any of them. Meanwhile, an old family friend back in South Africa had said there was the possibility of a trainee position as a chemical engineer in the sugar company where he was part of the senior management.

As is so often with both proverbial bad pennies and the good things of God, the offer kept coming back to Craig; each time he applied or went for an interview elsewhere and was unsuccessful, this option remained in the background. Eventually, we both reached the conclusion that every other door was going to continue closing until this really was the only one left open. 

Craig took the job and headed back to South Africa to get stuck in. In the meantime, I remained at home where a wedding needed to be arranged.

Two weeks after our wedding on 14 June 1997, we found ourselves at London Gatwick airport ready to start the adventure of a lifetime. In my hand, I clutched my blue passport (as it was back then), the name Anna McNally unceremoniously crossed out and Anna Jensen written in its place.

Twenty years later and here I still am. I now have a pink passport and a green South African ID book. And I think it is the possession of both those two official identification documents that sums up ex-pat living; I'm neither one thing nor the other but am sort of both.

Several years ago, I felt God challenge me on this. I was living here in South Africa and yet still called England 'back home'. Somehow that didn't seem quite the way God intended it to be. And then I read this prophetic picture in the book of Ezekiel,  

'A great eagle with great wings and long pinions, rich in plumage of many colors, came to Lebanon and took the top of the cedar. 4 He broke off the topmost of its young twigs and carried it to a land of trade and set it in a city of merchants. 5 Then he took of the seed of the land and planted it in fertile soil. He placed it beside abundant waters. He set it like a willow twig, 6 and it sprouted and became a low spreading vine, and its branches turned toward him, and its roots remained where it stood. So it became a vine and produced branches and put out boughs.' Ezekiel 17:3-6

I was immediately convicted. Although England is the place of my birth and upbringing, I have been 'plucked' and purposefully brought to South Africa where I 'live and breathe and have my being'. Paul here assures us that God has 'determined allotted periods and the boundaries of [our] dwelling place' (Acts 17:26-28). I do not live where I do because of the person I've married or the job he has; I live here because God has chosen this to be the place where I will flourish and grow, where my roots will be well watered and deep.

As I allowed this to settle in my heart, my living here became equally more settled. I no longer hankered for ' back home' as I pursued living 'at home' here.  

Now, this isn't to say I have become South African. That will never be the case, no matter how long I live here or how settled I am. Some of the fundamentals which make me who I am are there because I was brought up in a different country to this one. Equally, however, when I return on holiday to the UK, I realise I am no longer as fully English as I was. I am, for example, an entirely South African parent (I hear myself wonder how my sister copes with her kids in the winter when it's cold and dark and raining). I don't quite fit in either place, I have the pink passport and the green ID book. But I'm not really supposed to. My citizenship is in Heaven, and it is only there that I will ever be fully 'home'.

I now enjoy the best of both countries and cultures, finding humour in our difference and comfort in our similarity. So much so that I decided it might be fun to share some of my stories from those early days. And so 'Twenty Years an Ex-Pat' was born; a blog, now little book, that tells some of the more amusing tales of settling in. I trust you will enjoy this short collection of thoughts and memories.
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​Independence Day


[image: ]


For I know the plans I have for you, declares the Lord, plans for welfare and not for evil, to give you a future and a hope Jeremiah 29:11

​Friday 4th July 1997 - my personal Independence Day. Not from the tyranny of a British Crown but rather from my life of familiarity and comfort. Twenty years ago today I arrived on South African soil with my two-week-old husband (yes, that anniversary has just been celebrated too), bound for a town 170km north of Durban which even most of his mates hadn't ever visited - or felt the need to - much less lived there.

Empangeni, home of the Tongaat-Hulett sugar mill at Felixton where Craig had been training as an apprentice process engineer since earlier in the year. Empangeni - Afrikaans, hot, dusty and distant.

We arrived at the then Louis Botha airport in Durban at about lunchtime after leaving London Gatwick the night before. Now that's a memory I shan't forget - saying goodbye to my mum and dad for I wasn't sure how long for, following Craig's family (who had been over for the wedding and who happened to be booked on the same flight home) as they disappeared down the blue-walled and -carpeted departure tunnel from where we would be ushered onto a plane that would take me from all I knew as familiar. The excitement of getting married, of being on honeymoon, of going with my man to new places and new adventures was distinctly dulled by the tears of farewell that afternoon.

But to Durban. We were collected from the airport and taken to Craig's family home on the other side of Durban where our worldly belongings, impossibly packed into an aging white VW kombi, awaited our arrival for their relocation. I think we probably had a quick cup of tea (as essential a liquid in South Africa as it is ever hailed in England) and maybe a sandwich and then we were off.

Piled, or perhaps more accurately, squeezed into the kombi, the new Mr. and Mrs. Jensen bid another farewell, albeit for a shorter time and distance, and began the two-hour drive up the coast to our City of Dreams.

The drive from Durban to Empangeni is still one of the most indelibly seared memories in my psyche. The July light, a beautiful, dusty yellow at this time of year; the green humps of the sugar cane fields; a beguiling, sparkling blue Indian Ocean; and a twisting sweep of deserted freeway leading to I knew not what. Excited to finally be on our own, thrilled at the landscape through which we traveled, alive with the new ideas and possibilities ahead. And intensely, bubblingly, sickeningly nervous. My Independence Day.
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Touchdown!

Of 

Brown oval leather

On

Muddied, churned up turf

To the sound of roars and cheers

No

Of

Black round rubber

On

Heated, hardened tarmac

To the silent, inward tears of insecurity and excitement

'Ladies and gentlemen 

We have arrived at our destination

Please remain seated until we have come to a complete

Stop'

While I wait to 

Start

My journey, my adventure

My own personal romance

My 'Out of Africa'

New bride

New place

New life

New me?
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Prayer

Lord, thank you that you have plans that are to prosper and not to harm me. Thank you that you will bring them into being at the right time and in the right way. 

Help me to trust you when the changes seem too big for me to handle, too scary for me to cope with.
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