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It is December
1972 the Matric exams are over, I am awaiting the results. Alice
van Niekerk who has been my girlfriend has been accepted into
medicine at UCT and I have been accepted into first year Zoology
and Botany at the University of the Witwatersrand (Wits). I will be
starting university in the New Year. I am at the cross roads of my
life. In retrospect I can now say quite dispassionately that force
of circumstances have pulled Alice and me apart. Malcolm is still
in the army. He has joined the permanent force as a Parabat
officer. We are on holiday in the Kruger National Park. I sent
Alice a postcard from Skukuza. Dad has redone the old Land Rover,
the engine has been overhauled, and the vehicle that has taken us
on so many bundu bashing holidays now has a new gearbox, a new
clutch, a new set of tires, a new radio and a powerful air
conditioner. For the past two days, I have been driving the Land
Rover. I have never driven a car before and now I am feeling quite
confident behind the steering wheel, I can change gears
effortlessly and I no longer stall the Land Rover when pulling off.
Dad is sitting in the passenger seat, mom and Elsabe are sitting
behind us on the back seat. Elsabe and I have hijacked the use of
the car radio. It is constantly tuned to LM radio and I have turned
up the volume because the new pop hit of a local South African band
from Pietermaritzburg called the Rising Sons, ‘How do you do’, is
now playing on the car radio. Mom wants me to turn the volume down.
Elsabe wants the volume to remain turned up, it is also her
favourite pop song, and it was Alice’s and my favourite as well.
There are impala everywhere, languishing in the shade under thorn
trees quite close to the road.

‘How do you
do….then we became …give me more….hey that’s what I’m living for…’
In Matric Alice and I shared a room, now while listening to the
lyric in the Kruger National Park I could taste Alice’s lips,
tongue and the inside of her mouth with my probing prehensile
tongue. I never ceased to be amazed by the heated interior of
Alice’s vagina. Her own probing fingers confirmed the same
sensation of heat inside my vagina. In standard ten, at night, with
the door locked, cuddling under the covers in the same bed, the
hours of deep intimate kissing and inquisitive erotic exploration
of our teenage bodies brought us to the Eldorado of the most
exquisite orgasms. During our high school at Potchefstroom Girls
High at the ages of 14, 15, 16 and 17, we were hot and as randy as
hell, and madly in love. We accused each other of being
nymphomaniacs, we were both sex mad. We had been going steady for
four years, since standard seven. Now I felt a tinge of depression,
my silence, and pensive mood had become visible.

‘Hannah are you
OK?’ My dad asked. I smiled back up at him. We were on holiday, it
was supposed to be a happy occasion, my high school years had come
to an end, and I was going to university, I had every reason to be
happy and carefree. Objectively speaking I did not have a real
worry in the world, life could not have been more perfect at that
moment sitting next to dad in the front of the Land Rover, yet
there was a bitter sweetness to the festive month of December.

‘I am happy,’ I
said to my father.

‘I am happy for
you,’ he answered.

Outside in the
open savannah woodlands the mid-morning temperature had already
soared into the late thirties, degrees Celsius. Inside the Land
Rover the cool interior was washed by the sounds of a never ending
stream of LM radio hits, both current and from the recent
yester-years of 1968, 1969, 1970, and 1971. The turbulent nineteen
sixties were now behind us and their contagion never threatened to
disturb or destabilized the stifling tranquillity that appeared to
reign in apartheid South Africa, a country that had become
increasing remote and isolated from the rest of the world.

And of course
our favourites filled the air waves:

…My Sweet Lord.
The Night They Drove Old Dixie Down. Spanish Harlem. Woodstock.
Riders On The Storm. Love Her Madly. Here Comes That Rainy Day
Feeling Again. Me And Bobby McGee. Venus. Bridge Over Troubled
Water. Let It Be. Mama Told Me (Not To Come). Get Back. I Heard It
Through The Grapevine. Crimson & Clover. Bad Moon Rising. Come
Together. Everyday People. Something. Na Na Hey Hey Kiss Him
Goodbye. Magic Carpet Ride. Cry To Me. Monsieur Dupont. Marrakesh
Express. Conversations. Angel Of The Morning. Pictures OF
Matchstick Men. Hey Jude. Might Quinn MacArthur Park Hurdy Gurdy
Man. Jumpin’ Jack Flash. Piece Of My Heart. You Keep Me Hangin’ On.
With A Little Help From My Friends. San Francisco Nights. The Wind
Cries Mary. Ramble On.

Different
strokes for different folks…Do you come here often…Baby…Baby…

Elsabe did not
want to go to Potchefstroom Girls High so dad gave her a choice of
other boarding schools and she chose St Andrews School for Girls in
Johannesburg. Having the over-confidence and brashness of a typical
Zeeman, she took to her new school like a fish to water. Adapting
effortlessly to a social environment characterized by overweening
poshness and preoccupation with status, she adopted all the preppy
airs of private school kids who were the progeny of the English
speaking white elite. In her own mind dad practically owned the
manganese mine and we lived in palace in Hotazel, and this placed
her in the same class as everyone else at the school.

For me it was
relief that she went to St Andrews. I did not want my kid-sister to
know anything about my secret life.

At ‘Olifants’ (elephants) Rest Camp we booked into two thatch
roofed rondavels. We arrived at Olifants just after midday. We had
spent our first night at the Sukuza Rest Camp after the long
journey from Hotazel. The rest camp at Olifants overlooked the
Olifants River and from our elevated rondavel stoop we could
observe elephants on the white sandy banks of the river drinking
water. Elsabe and I were restless, dad and mom wanted to have a
siesta and dad expressing confidence in my driving skills suggested
that Elsabe and I take the Land Rover and spend the rest of the
afternoon on a game viewing drive. Heading northwards we soon found
ourselves driving through the unique Mopane Veld dominated by the
seasonal fruit bearing small mopane trees known by the scientific
name of Colophospermum
mopane. In the distance the tar road
shimmered. Bored and listless in the air-conditioned interior
Elsabe hiding behind her sunglasses showed no interest in the
surroundings. I glanced at her and this prompted her to say
something.

‘You are really
weird’.

‘I beg your
pardon,’ I replied.

‘You are
weird,’ she repeated while staring straight ahead. I wondered where
this was going.

‘I really don’t
get it,’ she said as if talking to herself.

‘What don’t
get?’ I asked.

‘Just look at
you, you have a body, hair, eyes and a face that any woman would
die for,’ she retorted.

‘What are you
implying?’

‘You can get
any boy or man you like,’ she said.

‘I can say the
same about you,’ I said.

‘Yeah, but we
not talking about me,’ she answered.

‘So, what is
the point you trying make?’ I was curious to know what she
thought.

‘I don’t know,
it’s just so weird.’

‘What is so
weird?’

‘You are not
interested in boys,’ she said, flashing me a look.

‘How do you
know that I am not interested in boys?’

‘It is so
obvious,’ she said. ‘You have never expressed any interest in the
opposite sex and I find that really weird.’

‘I have never
met the right person.’ That was all I could say at that moment, she
had caught me totally off guard.
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‘When do you
think it is a good time to start having sex?’ Elsabe asked that
night while we wilted under the thermal radiation from the white
washed rondavel walls

‘You should
postpone surrendering yourself to sexual penetration for as long as
possible,’ was my adamant answer to my sister, a fifteen year old
girl in standard eight.

‘Anyway I would
like to go on the pill next year, Marcia’s mother has put her on
the pill and she is having sex with her boyfriend even though she
is still fifteen.’

‘Well you
better speak to your mother about that,’ I said. I could just
imagine mom’s reaction.

In high school
at the tender age of thirteen I made the serious mistake of
confessing my love for my best friend. I thought that our feelings
for each other were mutual because she reciprocated the tenderness
and affection that I had shown towards her. When I eventually
confided to her that I was a lesbian and that I was in love with
her she drew away from me as if she was recoiling from a reptile.
The rumour that I was a lesbian spread like a wild fire and the
expected summons to the office of the headmistress for a
tête-à-tête soon followed. Over a cup of tea Mrs Gladys Hornsley an
astute politician and pragmatist took a realistic approach to the
problem of lesbianism at an all-girl school. All the time
addressing me as Miss Zeeman, she referred to it as the eternal
problem that would never go away and that while she did not condone
lesbianism in any way, she thought it served no rational purpose to
expel or persecute lesbians as long as they don’t become a nuisance
or create problems or trigger scandals. Lighting a cigarette she
told me to be discreet in expressing my affections towards members
of my own sex. But also solemnly warned me that she will not
tolerate any kissing, hugging, hand holding or bed sharing between
girls at the school. She did not ask if I was indeed a lesbian so I
assumed she had got all the information she needed from a prior
interview with my ex-best friend. Anyway things normalized pretty
quickly and I ceased to be a social leper as most people generally
accepted my sexual status and got used to the idea that there were
lesbians in their midst. It was an all-girls school so what do you
expect? It was inevitable that there was going to be some bad
apples in the mix. This was Mrs Hornsley’s philosophy of
resignation in the face of the realities of large numbers of girls
passing through her school.

Back at
Olifants that morning at breakfast mom said that ever since Malcolm
had been in the army he had become a bookworm and he especially
loved Robert Ruark. During that December on our holiday in the
Kruger National Park I read all of Malcolm’s paperback books that
he had accumulated after leaving school. Remembering the Robert
Ruark books that I read I was later struck by Ruark’s complete lack
of critical insight into the social-political dynamics of Africa
under colonial rule. His writings showed no grasp of the social,
economic and political forces that were at work in ravaging the
continent. His African novels were a paean to white supremacy.

At night in
the stifling heat at the various rest camps in the Kruger National
Park I devoured Malcolm’s books which I had pilfered from his room.
Elsabe listened to LM radio. Every now and then she let out a:

Ooooh yeah
baby..!

Malcolm had
indeed become a bookworm. And I was surprised at what he had read.
I read Norman Mailer’s ‘The Naked and the Dead.’ And then I read
what seemed to be Henry Miller’s autobiographies or they seemed to
be his autobiographies or an exaggerated and fictionalized
rendition of his sordid autobiography which was littered with words
like ‘dick’, ‘prick’ and ‘cunt’. His writings were filled with
filth. But even so his books failed to incite any feelings of
disgust. This was the Universe of heterosexuality, the Universe in
which Elsabe wanted to be on the pill. She did not see herself as
becoming objectified as a sex object in the form of a very
delectable sixteen year old with a very fuckable cunt ready to be
impaled by some randy teenage boy’s prick.
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I think of
Easter. It is another Good Friday, a long weekend, I find myself
wondering through the labyrinth of stables, cages and animal pens
at the Rand Easter Show at Milner Park in Johannesburg. We have
come up from Hotazel for the Easter long weekend. We are staying
over at Oupa Zeeman’s home. I am twelve. I am experiencing regular
bouts of moodiness and sullenness, I am also cheeky and sometimes
quite abrasive. My mom rolls her eyes and mutters something about
the start of the terrible teens. Next year I will be thirteen and
in an all-girls boarding school. The school in Hotazel only goes up
to standard five. Boarding school is the fate of all kids growing
up in Hotazel. They have already decided my fate. I will be going
to Potchefstroom Girls High School. Malcolm is already in
Potchefstroom Boys High School.

At twelve I was
personally experiencing an intimate state of bodily strangeness, of
being suddenly different to what I used be as an individual or to
use the modern philosophical term I was in a state of otherness.
And my sense of otherness increased my moodiness, which had become
apparent to the whole family as we stood in the long queue to pay
for our entrance tickets after miraculously finding a parking into
which my father could squeeze our car. On reflection I can now see
with the wisdom of hindsight that my dark moods and adolescent
sullenness was due to the fact that I was in the throes of a
dramatic psychosexual metamorphosis orchestrated by a surging flood
of oestrogen and progesterone. The drama of glands and ganglia
within my body was invisible to me and also to the rest of world in
spite of the fact that my braless breasts were mysteriously
swelling under my black V necked T shirt and I had become, curtsy
of the Encyclopaedia Britannica, fully aware through the force of
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