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For my husband 

Shaun Craig Joubert,
whose steadfast love is my 
greatest story.

You are living proof that love, regret, hope, and forgiveness are the threads that bind our hearts. Your patience has given me the freedom to dream, to write, and to share these tales. 

Thank you for being the love of my life and for every moment you stand by my side. 

This book is yours as much as mine.
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Prologue: 
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The House on Louw Street

The late-morning sun hung low over Prince Albert, casting long shadows from the gnarled almond trees onto Louw Street’s cracked sidewalks. A hush settled over the dusty storefronts: the faded green façade of the old postal office at number 12, the peeling paint of Mrs. Fourie’s tea shop across the way, the squat, corrugated-iron cottage set back behind a tumble of prickly pear. Boitumelo Nkosi paused at the wrought-iron gate of that cottage, its hinges rusted shut, its windows shuttered for who knew how many decades. Ruan van der Merwe, the architect hired to transform it into a boutique guesthouse, stood beside her, sketchbook in hand and brows furrowed against the glare.

“Historic charm,” Ruan murmured, flipping through his drawings of wrought-iron balustrades and pressed-tin ceilings. “But there’s more here than cracks and peeling render. I can feel it.”

Boitumelo didn’t. To her, the cottage was just another job waiting on the clerk’s desk at the post office: an assessment of its “deliverable potential,” paperwork bound with twine and blue pencil margins. She had agreed to escort Ruan through the building this morning — his fee included a courier’s expertise — but she had expected little more than dust and perhaps a stray pigeon. Instead, at the far end of the main room, her boot struck something solid beneath a rotting floorboard.

Ruan’s head jerked up. “What is it?”

She knelt, pulling aside splintered wood to reveal a small, rusted tin box. Its lid was loose, faded to an ochre patina. With careful fingers, she pried it open. Inside lay six bundles of letters, each tied with ribbon now so brittle it crumbled at her touch. The paper within was yellowed, edges foxed, the ink still legible: swooping capitals, an era-long hand. Decades of postmarked envelopes lay beneath — yet none had ever travelled beyond this cottage.

“Unsent,” Boitumelo whispered. Her pulse picked up. “Never mailed.”

Ruan stepped forward, peering over her shoulder. “Love letters?” he guessed. She lifted the top bundle, loosening the pale blue ribbon to reveal the first envelope, its cursive name: “Klara van der Merwe.” A descendant, perhaps — someone still in town. Or long gone.

Boitumelo stood. “These deserve to be delivered.” The words tumbled out before she could stop them. A clerk’s duty scrawled itself across her heart. Ruan’s eyes lit up.

He closed his sketchbook. “Then let’s do it. The Olive Festival begins in six days. We deliver one bundle each day, hand to the names on the envelopes. By festival night, we’ll have tracked down all six — and maybe something unexpected in between.”

The air between them crackled with possibility: the ghosts of old romances calling out from their sealed envelopes, and the promise of new beginnings stirring beneath Prince Albert’s wide-open skies. Against the distant bleat of goats and the whisper of wind through the olive orchards, Boitumelo tucked the tin box under her arm.

“Then tomorrow,” she said, voice steady, “I’ll start my rounds. First stop: the windmill farm where Klara’s grandmother used to live.”

Ruan nodded. “I’ll be there at sunrise, camera ready.” He gestured toward a towering windmill silhouette on the horizon. “Koeksisters and persimmon jam await.”

As they walked away, the cottage seemed to exhale, its secrets no longer trapped under floorboards but poised on the brink of discovery. Louw Street resumed its quiet bustle — vendors sweeping stoep thresholds, the aroma of freshly baked bread drifting from the bakery door — but for Boitumelo and Ruan, time had shifted. Six letters, six days, one festival finale. Somewhere between the dusty roads and the Southern Cross blazing overhead, an old story would finally reach its end... and a new story would at last begin.
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Day 1 Letter to Klara van der Merwe
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The first rays of sun spilled gold across the Karoo horizon as Boitumelo Nkosi eased her car off the dusty shoulder of the R407. Dawn mist clung to low-lying hollows, blurring the silhouette of the old windmill farm ahead. In the pale light, the windmill’s weathered blades turned reluctantly, creaking like an old man waking from a long sleep. Boitumelo checked her parcel of letters — six bundles, each tied with brittle ribbon — and slipped the tin box onto the passenger seat. Today’s delivery: a wartime love letter addressed to “Klara van der Merwe.”

She had mapped out the farm’s history on her morning route: established in the late 1930s by Willem and Klara, the couple who’d fallen in love over persimmon preserves and stoep teatime. Locals said that when Willem shipped off to join the South African Artillery, Klara tended the land alone, sending him jars of jam and tender notes until the day he never returned. The farm passed into the care of their children, then grandchildren, but the tale of that last, unsent letter had drifted into half-remembered folklore — until now.

“Good Morning, Ms. van der Merwe”

The farmhouse front door opened before Boitumelo even reached for the knocker. A slender woman in her late sixties — salt-and-pepper hair pulled into a loose bun, eyes the colour of smelted copper — stood on the flagstone stoep, hands folded expectantly.

“Ms. Nkosi?” she asked, voice both warm and wary. “You’re not from the hotel survey?”

“I’m Boitumelo Nkosi, post office clerk,” Boitumelo replied, extending a hand. “You’re Helena van der Merwe?”

Helena inclined her head. “Yes. My grandmother’s farm. I live in Port Elizabeth now, but I come back for the harvest.” She gestured toward the windmill. “Mornings here are my favourite.”

Boitumelo smiled. “I thought you might recognize the name. I have something that belonged to your grandmother.”

Helena’s expression shifted — curiosity mingled with caution. “Something from Klara?”

“From the cottage on Louw Street,” Boitumelo said, lifting the first ribbon-bound bundle from its box. “This letter was written during the war, but never sent. I believe it’s addressed to your grandmother — her maiden name, Klara van der Merwe.” She slid the envelope across the stoep.

Helena’s fingers trembled slightly as she picked it up. The paper felt thinner than expected, the ribbon faded to pale cornflower blue. On the front, in looping script:

My Dearest Klara,
If these words find you, then I have found the courage to tell you what my heart could not whisper before.
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Unfolding the Past

They sat at a small table under the verandah’s shade. Boitumelo poured tea from a chipped enamel pot — strong, with hints of cardamom — and handed Helena two steaming cups. Late-season persimmons, still firm and tart, lay in a ceramic bowl between them.

Helena took a steadying breath. “No one ever spoke of unsent letters. Mother said they were a myth — family legend, at best.” She untied the ribbon and unfolded the parchment. At once, the script — a mixture of flourished capitals and careful italics — seemed to sway with life.

My Dearest Klara,

The days grow longer, and each dawn I awaken missing you more than the stark dawn of a solitary Karoo morning. I remember how you smiled as we pressed persimmons into jam — the gentle tint of sunset captured in each jar.

Helena’s eyes blurred. She swallowed. “He mentions persimmons.”

Boitumelo nodded. “He loved how she made jam from the first fruits each autumn.”

Helena read on:

I long to return to your side, but the world asks more of me than I ever imagined. I fear that when this war ends, I may no longer be the man who left. But know this, my heart is unchanged: I will come back to you, or I will write again from beyond the sea if fate carries me elsewhere.

Tears brimmed in Helena’s eyes. She paused, tracing the neat swirls of ink. “My grandmother always told me that her first fiancé — Willem — was lost at sea. They never spoke again after he shipped out.”

Boitumelo leaned forward. “This letter was never sent. It stayed hidden in that old cottage — untouched — for nearly eighty years.”

Helena closed her eyes, breathing in the scent of tea and persimmons. “So he did love her... and he never had the chance.”

Bridging Two Generations

They sat in silence as the wind stirred the
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