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Chapter 1: What was I thinking? 

 
This is the story of how my father raped me. Dear old dad. He has a face like 
Prince Charles, a personality like Simon Cowell’s, and the libido of a horny 
teenager. I think it’s fair to say that he ruined a good portion of my life for me, 
though not all of it. People are amazingly resilient, and I grew up in a country 
where the majority of people had it worse than me: South Africa. So I’m 
thankful for the many good things in my life. The part of my life my father 
definitely ruined for me is sex. That’s my theory. Maybe I would have been 
screwed up anyway. Then again, maybe not. Maybe you, dear reader, can 
help me to decide. 
 
The first time I thought of what had happened as rape, was in 2005 in 
Stikland Psychiatric Hospital in Belville, Western Cape, South Africa. At the 
end of 2005 I was interred there for the second time in two years. I’d been sent 
there because I had taken an overdose of antidepressants and amphetamines, 
and upon my release from the regular hospital in Stellenbosch, and prior to 
entering rehab in Ramot, Parow, I stayed at Stikland in the ‘depression, 
anxiety, substance-abuse  and suicide’ ward, Neuro-C.  
 
So what happened to make me start using the word “rape”  was that I was 
consulting with my physician, I mean the medical, psychiatric doctor who 
was in charge of medicating me, and of course she knew my story by then, 
and she said something starting her sentence with : “Toe jou pa jou verkrag 
het ...” – which is Afrikaans for “When your father raped you ...” and I almost 
interrupted her and said, actually, he didn’t rape me, but then I stopped 
myself because suddenly here was something I could grasp at. I’d always 
basically thought of what had happened as something else: something not 
normal, but not rape, because I seemed at the time to be a participant. A 
willing participant. But something inside me suddenly understood that this 
was a pretty good word: rape. Was I grasping at straws? Or can I honestly say 
that what had happened in 1991, when I was 18, had been rape? Repeated 
rape? 
 
I have two things that I’m confused about to this day, and I hope that writing 
it all down will make these two things clearer for me: First, am I a sexual 
cripple because of what my dad did to me? Second, was what he did to me 
rape?  
 
I am disabled as far as sex goes. Please take my word for it. The only question 
here is whether that is a direct consequence of incest? Second question: I used 
to say “I had sex with my dad”. Can I now say: “I was raped by my dad”? 
That shift from the active to the passive tense would do a lot to make the 
woman I’ve become, this woman in her thirties who is me, less tense, if you’ll 
pardon the pun. 
 



So, let’s tackle this first question: am I a sexual cripple because of what my 
dad did to me? That I’m a sexual cripple is certain. Only I know the sickness 
of my own mind, and I can promise you, dear reader, it’s rather horrible. I 
haven’t had sex for four years and if I never have sex again I wouldn’t mind. 
Long before this period of abstinence though, when I was still having sex, I 
couldn’t get aroused unless I thought of evil, sadistic scenario’s, that had to 
keep getting worse and worse to work. So yes, I am a sexual cripple. Is this 
only because of my having had sex with my dad, or did other things in my 
childhood and in my life contribute to this disturbed turn of imagination? 
 
It is possible to think that my disturbed life is due to other influences beyond 
my father. For example, I told my story to the police in 2006 which led to at 
least one person voicing aloud the opinion that other things had made me 
lose it, not just my dad. By the way, because it had happened overseas the 
police basically they said they didn’t have jurisdiction, and I should try to sue 
my dad myself. Make it a civil, as opposed to a legal matter. They got me 
however to talk with someone rather high up in the sex crimes division, and 
after spending hours telling him my story, his secretary, who was present to 
take notes, said this to me:  
“Maybe other things in your life caused your present problems. Maybe your 
being where you are now isn’t because of what happened with your dad. 
Maybe you would have been this messed up anyway.”  
 
She was referring to my situation at the time. I had been using drugs for ten 
years and had generally made a mess of life. I exploded with anger at her, 
saying that if she weren’t a psychiatrist she shouldn’t offer these kinds of 
opinions. I was that angry because for years and years I carried on as if what 
had happened hadn’t made that big a difference, and only recently had my 
full pain welled up from the past.  I was therefore angry with the secretary 
because I knew what she meant, and had spent many painful years calling 
into question the content of this initial glib reaction which she had arrived at 
in seconds. Long ago I had had the same initial reaction – OK it’s bad but not 
that bad. Um, I would like to say for the record now that maybe it was that 
bad, but maybe I just don’t like to dwell on it.  
 
It’s called denial and I think I’m still not past that stage. The result of this 
choice though is that I dwell nowhere. I don’t dwell on my past and strangely 
I have no dwelling place in life. My life is very abnormal and I like it that way, 
but it’s not sustainable. If I were able to live like a hermit in a cave it would be 
OK. I honestly don’t think I can survive for very long in the 20th century. I feel 
that the ground under me is always shifting, never still. I am after all, as a 
human being, a sexual being, and my sexual and emotional solitude means 
for me a life of solitude where I stare in awe at normal social behaviour that I 
can never be a part of. 
 



So that brings me to my second question: Is what happened rape, or was it ... 
not rape? What’s the opposite of rape? I guess most people would say sex 
between consenting adults is the opposite of rape. How about if we replace 
the words “consenting adults” with sex between “equals”? The words 
“consenting adults” conjure up the image of two equal persons at a certain 
level of maturity and independence from their own parents. In that case what 
my father and I did was not sex between equals. I met my biological father 
when I was 16, so when I had sex with him he was still a stranger to me. But 
he was sure a powerful stranger in comparison to me. He had been working 
and earning an income for many years, had been married and had had four 
children, me included. I had just finished school. He had had multiple sexual 
partners. I had never had sex. I had never had a boyfriend. We weren’t 
equals. 
 
So let’s bring back the words “consenting adults”. Was what happened 
between my father and me sex between consenting adults? Let’s focus on the 
word “adults”. I was 18. Not young enough for statutory rape. But boy oh 
boy was I young. I was mature for my age intellectually but I was in fact 
spiritually very young. I was half his age. So I wouldn’t say I was really an 
adult.  At any rate I was certainly not financially independent, which is what 
one expects an adult to be to a greater or lesser extent. I was dependent, not 
independent. I guess that doesn’t make a difference because many teenagers 
have sex although they are broke, but then usually their partners are also 
teenagers and also broke. But that brings us back to the equality issue and 
things get confusing so let’s cut to the chase. Did I consent? If I did, 
apparently it wasn’t rape. 
 
Most people imagine that “consenting” is the operative word in defining 
rape. Did I or did I not give the go-ahead? I’m sorry to say that I did, but 
maybe I was like a person with a gun to her head, if you know what I mean. 
A great mass of factors weighed down on me and moved me in an instant to 
make a decision that I would never have made at any other point in my life. 
So, did I technically consent or not? Was I technically raped or not? 
Sometimes words make a difference, sometimes not. For me I’d say I don’t 
care whether you call it rape or not, as long as you agree with me that it’s 
something terrible. Something sad. Something unfair. Something unjust. 
 
The first person I told was my first boyfriend, Fritz, who I dated from 1992 till 
1994. I told him: I had sex with my father. Those were my words. When I first 
told my mother what happened I said: I had sex with Theo. This was in 1995. 
When I first told my friends, which I started doing only last year, my words 
were: My father raped me. Having that word, rape, helped me to tell my 
friends. I would never have been able to say to them: I had sex with my 
father. Can you imagine? What would they think of me? That makes me 
think, if I did consent, then why could I not tell my friends what I had done? 
If it had been something I had been proud of I would have been able to tell 



them. But it’s not. It is something that I cannot believe that I did. It is 
something that makes me hate myself for having done it. It is something that 
is so fundamentally not who I am or who I want to be. So how then could 
anyone say I wanted it and consented to it? 
 
The fact is, something awful happened, and whether it was my choice or not, 
it has given me a deep sense of futility regarding my own ability to make it in 
this harsh world, but hey, maybe that’s just because I’m a philosopher and not 
because my dad interfered with me. I have my father to thank after all for my 
existence so maybe I should be thankful. Not blame him for everything bad. 
Hate him less. I should mention here that my dad was shot in 1995 and has 
since been a cripple. It wasn’t me. But I don’t feel sorry for him and I don’t 
think he’s suffered enough so you can blame me for that at least. But maybe 
what with him being confined to a wheelchair for the rest of his life it should 
make me hate him less. What do you think? Because I still hate him just the 
same.  
 
Back to the first argument: I should be grateful to him at least for the gift of 
life, right, if nothing else? If it weren’t for him, I wouldn’t exist, right? So it’s a 
good thing he exists, right? Well, as far as my existence goes I’m guessing he 
would have had me aborted before I was born if it were up to him. You see he 
and my mom never married, they were both teenagers when they had me, 
and judging from the fact that he was very anxious after he’d first had sex 
with me that I should tell him as soon as I got my period - so that we 
wouldn’t have to ruin our European vacation with abortion arrangements - 
that abortion to him is the obvious answer to getting a girl knocked up. He’d 
had a vasectomy after his third son but was worried that something might 
slip through from his very fertile and virile loins and impregnate his daughter 
anyway. He was relieved when I told him my period had come. No abortion 
was necessary. 
 
In this book I’m telling my story so that the same thing won’t happen to other 
girls. I’m certain now my experience is not unique. What happened to me has 
all the hallmarks of incestuous abuse, even though I didn’t grow up knowing 
my father. I felt super guilty, I made excuses for my father. I thought I loved 
him. I felt that it was my own fault. My mother, whom I told of the rape four 
years after it happened, counselled me to write this book about it, and so 
that’s what I’m doing now. I think what all abusers fear most is to be revealed 
as abusers, and so this is the only power I have ... telling the story of what 
happened to me: my story. 
 
I probably wouldn’t be able to tell this story if I weren’t on Prozac, which I 
find doesn’t lessen your burdens, just makes you stronger so you can carry 
them. My doctor told me he thought writing this book would be a good idea, 
because life is hard enough as it is without having to carry such heavy 
baggage around. Maybe writing this book will be for me the setting down of 



my burden. For me to know I had sex with my biological father and that he 
was the first man I ever had sex with is indeed a burden. It’s not something I 
can talk about often, but it is something I think about often... lately daily 
almost, or at least, at the very least, once a week.  
 
What happens is that I could be thinking of something ordinary and suddenly 
a connection would be made to the memory of having had sex with my 
father. I recently explained it to my mother like this: it’s like having a spider 
somewhere in the house. You don’t know where it is exactly but all of a 
sudden it’s there. And even when you don’t see it unconsciously you’re afraid 
because you know it’s somewhere.  
 
I’m afraid of spiders by the way. I have a huge case of arachnophobia. I didn’t 
always use to have it but when I was on drugs there was a huge rain spider 
living with my ex-husband, Marco, and I. When I was high I would stare at it 
for long times, in dread and fascination, as if by staring at it I could control it.  
 
My fear of spiders helps me to construct another incest (so close to insect) 
spider metaphor, or actually simile, since I’ll be comparing two things using 
the word “like”. So here goes, my incest spider simile: having sex with my 
father was like biting into a spider sandwich. In some respects good: yummy 
the nice soft white bread, yummy the delicious lettuce and tomato, yuck the 
horrible spider. Similarly sex with my father was like that: yummy this feels 
so nice. Yummy I’m so horny. Yuck it’s my father. I hope you know what I 
mean.  
 
In case you don’t know what I mean, let me take the metaphor, or simile, 
further: Under normal circumstances there’s no way I would eat a spider 
sandwich, and I’m sure that that is true of most people. The thought wouldn’t 
even cross one’s mind! But imagine now that all other forms of sustenance are 
taken away from you and there literally is nothing to eat except spider 
sandwiches. You would grow to love it too: if you’re really hungry you’ll eat 
absolutely anything, and a spider sandwich is not the most awful thing in the 
world. After all there’s the delicious white bread and the crispy salad and the 
tart tomato. You just don’t think about the crunchy, hairy spider. 
 
During our European trip and for some weeks after we got back to Margate, 
South Africa, I was like a person living on, and loving, spider sandwiches. 
What had seemed unthinkable suddenly became normal. I was a woman in 
love. When I finally snapped out of it I became instantly promiscuous, 
sleeping with as many different guys as possible during that South African 
summer in order to erase the memory. Cheese sandwiches, ham sandwiches, 
peanut butter and jam sandwiches, whatever.  
 
When you take away every other thing from a person, that person will live on 
the one thing that is offered them: Human beings need many things and 



human contact is very high up on the list. My super European trip had turned 
out very quickly to be an exercise in ennui. The most exciting thing that 
happened every morning was breakfast, where I would eat so much I’d feel 
sick. Then I longed for lunch, during which Theo and me would also drink 
wine and beer and other copious amounts of alcohol.  
 
Theo is my father’s name by the way, and I grew up knowing him as such. I 
also called him Theo, and my family refer to him as Theo. That’s one of the 
things that made it easy for me to have sex with him maybe... his name was 
Theo, not Dad.  
 
Anyway, after an inebriated lunch came an inebriated dinner, also delicious, 
lavish meals. Then sex. Then sleep. Then breakfast. It was as simple as that. I 
no longer wrote in my diary, we didn’t go to see any sights, I couldn’t get into 
reading... the only thing I could do was now and then secretly have a 
cigarette... at that stage as a smoker I still had to force myself to get through 
just one. That’s what I would do when the ennui got to be too bad. It was 
myself dedicating myself to evil in another way since smoking seemed at 
school to me to be an unthinkably wicked thing to do. Only the bad children 
smoked. Now that I was no longer a child I just needed to do something that 
was bad for me, and hopefully that I could get addicted to so that I wouldn’t 
continue gorging on breakfast, lunch and dinner. 
 
It happened almost 18 years ago and I am very different now at 35, almost 36, 
from the 18 year old I was then.  But even as I write this I know that I will 
need many defences against this story of mine, because I must remain 
detached and ironic or else I’ll just get really upset and spiral into a sense of 
futility. I also wouldn’t be able to tell this story if it weren’t for my mom’s 
love and understanding. I hope that the truth will set me free.  
 
A big question in my mind, which I hope to solve somehow by writing this 
account of my life, is whether my story would have been fundamentally 
different if the rape had never happened, if I weren’t one of the few humans 
who’d ventured beyond the incest taboo, if my first lover had been someone 
else than my biological father. I think it would be naive to assume that I’m not 
fundamentally altered by what I experienced... for better or for worse.  
 
In my life now I have a sense of living from day to day, from weekend to 
weekend. This I can say: I seem to have started running out of steam from the 
moment I first met my father in 1989 at the age of 16. After meeting Theo 
Cloete I just didn’t seem to have the magic touch I’d had at school up till then 
for example, where I’d always gotten top marks in all my subjects without 
having to study too hard. I was known at school as a “akademiese wrak”, a 
person who studied all the time and always came first in class. At school my 
entire identity was wrapped up in my academic achievements, which I took 
for granted. To this day I find it somewhat disturbing that although I had 



been a straight A student from the day I started school, with the exception of 
ballet, which was one of my high-school subjects (I got a C for that), in my 
final Matric exam I only managed a B for Math and Science, which I had 
wanted to make a career of.  
 
Today I’m an arts major, a philosopher, a linguist, but as a teenager who’d 
apparently had brains I thought that I had to become a scientist, like my mom. 
I dropped out of university twice... I’m supposed to be doing a doctorate in 
Philosophy, but I absconded from Stellenbosch University rather completely 
after my drug-overdose three years ago. I’m making lots of money as a 
teacher in Korea, and I feel I’ve found my vocation as a foreign language 
teacher, but this isn’t what I’d originally envisioned for myself.  So am I a 
failure?  
 
I’m a rehabilitated drug addict, a university drop-out, a marginally obsessive-
compulsive arachno-phobic agaro-phobic neurotic Prozac user (this is my 
own diagnosis by the way). Does that have something to do with my father? 
Or would my life have turned out like this anyway? I don’t like making 
excuses for myself. It’s so un-existential. But the question remains. Can you 
go on with your life as normal when something real bad happens to you? Or 
do you need disclosure, closure, healing, etc.? Do I need the whole Oprah 
treatment?  
 
This thought even occurred to my father way back then, because in the 
European summer of 1991 he said to me that he hopes that this, our having 
sex, won’t scar me psychologically, but he reckons I’ll be OK because I’m an 
open-minded girl. Another thing he said to me, and now a strong reason for 
writing this book: “Christine, moenie oor jou pa skryf nie.” That means, 
Christine, don’t write about your father. You see, at 18 I was in the habit of 
keeping a diary and writing in it frequently on our over-seas trip in Europe. 
Why have I until now, Asian fall, 2008, heeded this admonition?  
 
I think this is what lies at the centre of all abuse: don’t tell. Twelve year old 
girls might find it hard to tell, five year olds and toddlers can’t tell, young, 
powerless girls don’t tell, who knows why? But I can tell because I’m a 
grown-up now and I can’t see why shouldn’t. Goodness knows I wish 
everyone knew, because although my family now knows they don’t know 
what it was like, and I wish that colleagues, acquaintances and strangers 
knew, so that they wouldn’t keep trying to befriend me and expect me to act 
normally and relinquish my isolation. 
 
This is my story but I have absolutely no doubt that it’s the story of many 
other young girls. OK so I was raped by my father. For many years I didn’t 
think of it as rape. Is it the same for other incest victims? I thought of it as 
having been consensual. Consensual sex. Is this normal? Did I, under the 
circumstances, really have the emotional capacity to knowingly consent? Hey 



sure I was 18 – but according to the law I wasn’t old enough to sign a contract 
yet. My father said to me: “Well, you’re an open-minded girl, so I don’t think 
you’ll have any psychological scars.” At the time when he said that to me I 
thought that he was right. I did think of myself as an open-minded girl. Or 
maybe I should rather say that I thought of myself as an open-minded person. 
My identity wasn’t in the first place located in my being a girl, a female. I 
thought of myself as a mind, not a body. But now looking back I think that it’s 
not true. I mean it’s true that I’m open-minded. But now my open-
mindedness has considered the possibility of a father and daughter falling in 
love, and the conclusion that I’ve come to is that I don’t think that it’s right or 
that it’s good.  
 
I don’t think that it can happen that a child and its parent can fall in love in a 
sexual way. Because there is a bond between biological kin. There is a 
biological bond that feels like love. It can even feel like romantic love. But it’s 
not romantic love. It’s a very basic, human, natural sense of caring most for 
those who are closest to you and who are most closely related to you. My 
father philosophized on the matter quite a lot during the course of our 
“affair”, which lasted about three months I would estimate. He claimed, and I 
believed him at the time, to be wracked with guilt but unable to help himself. 
He assuaged his guilt by thinking aloud that maybe this happens more than 
we imagine: maybe many fathers are out there having sex with their 
daughters, because it seems so natural. I said that I believed him at the time, 
with emphasis on: at the time, because now I no longer think he really felt 
that guilty. Now I think he is a psychopath or a sociopath of some kind: the 
kind of person who doesn’t really have a conscience, or in whom the faculty 
of conscience is underdeveloped. Hey, maybe we’re all a bit like that. I know 
that in certain respects I am like that.   
 
Now by saying this I am not making excuses for my father because I truly 
believe that every small step he had taken in his life was a step towards 
“badness” and selfishness. He could have reasoned differently and ended up 
not deflowering me, and that would truly have been better. He could have 
reasoned then as I reason now, and I am now basically the age he was when 
he raped me: mid thirties. The point is the kind of caring one feels towards 
one’s closest kin should express itself in taking care of someone and not in 
having sex with them.  I confess that at the time, when I was 18, I thought, 
somehow, that it was possible that Theo and I were in love, even though we 
were father and daughter. But now looking back I realize that I wasn’t in love 
and definitely that he wasn’t in love, that he didn’t love me.  
 
When my ex-husband, Marco, and I first met each other we took Ecstacy 
together, and while we were on Ecstacy I told him about what had happened 
to me with my father. And his response was that my father did love me and 
he knew he was hurting me but he did love me. Now again I think that it is 
possible that Theo at the time did feel that he loved me and that he did love 



me and that he does love me now. But again I think that that is a mistaken 
idea of love. That is not what love is. Meaning sexual desire is not what love 
is. Sexual desire combined with a feeling of caring and nurturing, that’s not 
love. It’s just wrong. So I do not condone what happened. And fortunately I 
no longer feel guilty about what happened. Because I was explaining now 
that Theo didn’t really love me. He just wasn’t thinking straight.  
 
And I didn’t love him. I was on the contrary repelled by him.  My first 
impression of him was that I didn’t like him at all. Quite possibly if he hadn’t 
been burned rather badly in a fire accident at his factory, of which he was the 
manager, before I met him, I wouldn’t have felt sorry for him and even 
though he was my biological father I wouldn’t have given him the time of 
day. My first impressions at out first meeting when I was 16 were that I didn’t 
like him. But quite naturally I felt sorry for him, his hands being totally 
covered in scar tissue, some of his fingers missing, the remaining fingers not 
all working that well, the nails on his fingers hideously swollen and white.  
 
Though I felt sorry for him at out first meeting I can also say that I soon 
disliked him as a person, at first for no particular reason other than that he 
seemed like a rich snob and a pompous womanizer. Later on, as I got to know 
him, and before we had sex, I had many and varied very particular reasons 
for not liking him at all. He was a total narcissist and never got tired of talking 
about how great he was and what losers everyone else was. Despite his being 
rich and successful he was not the kind of person that I admire or want to be 
like. I really thought he was an asshole, and not in a nice way. The thing is... I 
didn’t love him as I thought I did after he had had his way with me. I was at 
that time dependent on him: we were overseas, in a strange country. He had 
all the money. He was the adult. He had all the power. 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 2: My 80’s Childhood.  

 
I was born in the seventies, a time of free-thinking and rebellion. But I’m not a 
child of the 70’s. I’m a child of the 80’s. And the weird thing is that I am opnly 
now, in the 2000’s  coming to realize it. (what do we call the first decade of the 
new century anyway ? ... my brother told me some people suggested it be 
called the ‘naught-ies’ and he thought that was cool ... as for me this seems to 
be the decade without a name ... anyway).? Ah the eighties, yes let’s bring 
them back: the TV shows, the music ... maybe not the fashion though. 
Anyway, what I love most about the 80’s is the music. The glorious music of 
the 80’s. And that’s funny because during the eighties, my school years, I 
never listened to the music of the time. I mean, I knew of it, but for the most 
part I thought it was the music of the devil. No kidding. I could listen to Cliff 



Richard though because he was a Christian. Well I guess I wasn’t the perfect 
Christian because I did actually like the music of Wham and I loved the song 
Footloose, and the movie Footloose too of course. Funnily enough I saw the 
movie Footloose at a church where my mom was attending a single parent’s 
meeting.   
 
When I was a child I had no father. My mother, Leonie Overbeek, became 
pregnant with me when she was 18 and gave birth to me when she was 19. 
My father, Theo Cloete, was 17 when I was conceived and 18 when I was 
born. I met him for the first time when I was 16 and two years later, after I 
had finished high school and he was in his thirties, he wanted to get to know 
his daughter. He took my virginity when I was 18 and looking for someone to 
give it up to.  I had one or two candidates in mind but my biological father 
sure wasn’t one of them.   
 
As a child I knew only my father’s name, Theo Cloete. I  did know  my 
paternal grandmother, Hettie Cloete, who visited me and my mom from time 
to time. I called her “Tannie Hettie”, which means, “Aunt Hettie”, but I knew 
that she was actually my grandmother.  She brought me presents for 
birthdays and Christmases and sometimes visited my grandparents, who my 
mom and I lived with until I was five years old. Theo was like a mythical 
figure, my father but ‘not there’, mentioned sometimes by family members 
like my mom and Tannie Hettie. At age four or five I knew as much as I know 
now: where babies come from, that my mom had had sex with Theo Cloete in 
a car at a drive-in movie, that I’d been conceived and born unintentionally. 
Theo was the guy partly responsible for my existence.  
 
So how did it feel to be a child born out of wedlock? Well basically, it made 
me feel special. I was born in South Africa in 1972 to an Afrikaans Christian 
family, which means I might as well have been born in a mythical country 
called “The Country of Super Puritans”.  I was kind of worried that my 
mother would perhaps go to hell for not being married when she had me, 
that’s how the atmosphere was at that time in that place. But I wasn’t really 
that concerned because I thought about the nature of God a lot and was 
relatively sure it wouldn’t be a problem.  
 
But the fact that as a child I considered at all the possibility of eternal 
damnation for my mom, and for me actually, should tell you just how 
conservative my family was, and how very different I felt from my peers. At 
that time, in that place, I didn’t know anyone else who ‘didn’t have a father’, 
or in other words, who didn’t know and had never met their biological father. 
I always got lots of interest and sympathy from my friends when they asked 
about my father and I told them I didn’t know him and that he and my 
mother had never been married. 
 



In this day and age it’s not such a big deal to be born out of wedlock, but for 
me, before I was even conscious of it, it was a big deal. My mother told me 
years later, once I had come to know my grandparents better and understood 
the conflict she had experienced with them, that my grandfather had several 
severe talks with her about how she was too young to have a child, how she 
wouldn’t be able to take care of me, etc. My grandparents wanted my mom to 
give me up for adoption, but she refused.  
 
Of course they did finally accept me into the family ... I was such a cute 
baby... no-one could help loving me. And as a little girl I was painfully sweet 
and desperately obedient, so it turned out I was actually an asset to the 
Overbeek family. Well, at least until I started doing drugs and being evil years 
later. My mother was scared to tell her parents about me at first. According to 
my father, in one of the chats he and I had over the unique circumstances of 
my birth (having sex with someone really makes them open up to you I 
guess) my mother didn’t tell her parents she was pregnant until the last 
possible moment, when she started to show a bump. I believe my father said 
it was something like seven months ... but maybe I remember wrong because 
surely she must have shown a bump before then, right?   
 
The point is, for my mom to get pregnant at such a young age and being 
unmarried, and the father being someone she wasn’t even seriously dating, 
earned her the reputation of family slut. From her side she always tried to 
raise me into thinking and accepting that sex was natural and good and not 
shameful as the Overbeeks would have it, and who knows, it might have 
worked if it hadn’t been for Theo. Sex for me now, in my thirty’s, is definitely 
not natural. Well, I don’t have sex anymore and I can’t imagine really ever 
finding “normal” sexual fulfilment. My fantasy life while I did drugs was so 
perverted it can only be described as Satanic, and now, three years clean, I 
still cannot reach a climax during my very infrequent masturbatory interludes 
without thinking of awful things that sicken me in the light of day. 
 
Up until the age of five, I was a very happy child. My aunts doted on me and 
dressed me up in their clothes, making me model for them like a rockstar. I 
lived in a big happy house, with a swimming pool, into which I fell when I 
was two. I was rescued by my grandfather.  
 
I was keen on going to school and learning how to read and write, although 
letters to me seemed so complicated I was sure I would never manage it. My 
youngest aunt was still in school herself and my older two aunts, Zelde and 
Esme, either were already teachers or were studying to be teachers. I used to 
sit with them at the breakfast table while they were doing their homework 
and pretend to be doing homework myself. It was huge fun. I covered lined 
papers with long, continuous scribbles and called it writing. I was very 
serious about it. My mother I think was at this time working at NIM, the 
council for mineral technology, which would later become Mintek. 



 
One day when I was about four or five a new face appeared for a visit. This 
was Henry Jonker, who would soon become my mom’s first husband. He had 
reddish hair and a moustache and spoke English. He seemed very foreign and 
I was intimidated by him, because I could sense something in the atmosphere 
which was no doubt the whole thing about my mom and he being in love and 
them and the family now intitiating me into the situation.  
 
Probably they were wondering whether I would accept this guy as a father, 
and whether he’d be able to cope with his wife already having a child. I felt 
very uncomfortable at the dinner where Henry met the family. I think Henry 
probably was less troubled by me than I by him. But I sort of got used to him 
and when I was five years old I was my mom’s bridesmaid at her and Henry’s 
wedding. My mom didn’t wear white. She had a lovely peach-coloured 
dress... pale peach, granted, but still, it wasn’t white. I wore a cute little 
bridesmaid dress and felt very beautiful and special and cute. I smiled 
sweetly at everyone and I was happy. I guess I felt and looked like a fairy or 
an angel.  
 
 
Not long after that, Henry, me and my mom moved into our own flat in 
Randburg, and I started school. The latter to me was the much bigger and 
more important thing. School! I firmly believed all kinds of strange things 
about school, such as for example that if you ever yawned in class you would 
get expelled. Where I got these ideas God only knows. The point is, I was so 
excited about starting school I nearly burst out of my skin, and it seemed to 
me terribly important to take it all very, very seriously.  
 
My memories of the time when my mom was married to Henry are mostly of 
school, and those are good memories. I did really well and was very 
competitive and soon was at the head of the class and making almost 
unnaturally swift progress. At home I mostly remember being scared because 
my mom and Henry had a very tempestuous relationship. Henry was a nice 
guy, I still think so, but he had a very volatile temper, and although he never 
hit me he sure shouted at me a lot. I had no idea what to make of this because 
I had always been babied and cuddled by the Overbeeks. 
 
 
It was round about this time that my sex education began in earnest. My 
mom, having grown up in such a repressed puritan family, took great care in 
explaining to me the facts of life. I don’t know whether it’s true for other kids 
but as a child I was already very sexual: I had an an natural love for my 
pillows. My thing was riding my pillows, and my stuffed toys too, I must 
confess. One beige teddy-bear in particular gave me hours of pleasure over 
the years. If my grandmother walked in on me abusing my toys or my pillows 
I was told immediately and in no uncertain terms to stop. My mother 



however explained to me that this was natural and was in fact connected to 
the whole where-babies-come-from question.  
 
When I was living with Henry and my mom in Randburg, Henry however 
did not take such a positive view of the matter ... at first. I remember getting 
shouted at for indulging myself. Stuff was still pretty unclear to me, after all I 
was only five or six years old, but I was gradually beginning to understand 
there was something taboo about what I was doing, which bwas referred to 
by my family and me as “om op die kussing te ry” (riding on the pillow).  
 
My mom must have tried to get Henry to be more enlightened about it all, but 
next a solution came which I actually don’t think was very wholesome, and 
I’m not sure to what extent it might have contributed to my current neuroses 
concerning sex. Henry and my mom allowed me to ride on their calves 
sometimes. It wasn’t as good as a pillow, but hey, kids kinda do as they’re 
instructed. I don’t remember how often it happened and it all seemed quite 
innocent to me, so there you have it. It didn’t last long anyway... certainly not 
past the age of six.  
 
Henry contributed to my sex education with the two next vividly 
remembered scenes. One day he took me up to the roof of our block of flats 
and demonstrated the workings of the male member by jerking off and 
ejaculating. He said my mom had asked him to show me. It turned out that 
my mom didn’t ask him that, and I only told her this when I was already very 
very psychotic in my thirties, hearing voices and acting insane. Anyway it 
only happened once but still, it came to bother me a lot in later years.  
 
The other thing I remember is a conversation I’d had with Henry in which he 
explained to me that the thing I liked to do with my pillows I would one day 
do when I was grown up and there would be a little boy to help me. He 
neglected to mention that the little boy would then also be a grown up so I 
had some vague understanding of myself as a grown woman and a little boy 
“doing it”. I was very puzzled. This to me is a typical instance of how grown-
ups explain sex very badly.  
 
At least my mom explained things better, that much I can remember, but still, 
everything was pretty vague for many years. I think I only figured out 
erections when I was eleven years old, and that was because of the sex scenes 
in the book “The Thorn Birds” which my mom councelled me not to tell my 
grandparents I was reading. I loved the TV series you see, and I found the 
book in my grandparents house, and read the whole thing when I was in 
Standard four, which is like the sixth grade. I could read very well and I was 
reading books intended for grown ups by the time I was ten, by which I don’t 
mean porn, but simply not children’s books.   
 



Looking back I realize that I really was very advanced for my age, because my 
peers certainly were hardly reading at all, not to speak of full length novels. 
My genre’s were mostly crime and fantasy. Ed McBain and Piers Anthony 
were my favorite authors long before I hit puberty, and in books at least sex 
finally was de-mystified. Of my sexual life that was probably the most 
satisfying period because my pillow and the sex scenes in the books I read 
conspired together to give me a great deal of satisfaction and, dare I say it, 
happiness. As I grew older I grew more circumspect about masturbating, and 
as long as the grown ups didn’t know or see what I was doing it seemed not 
to be a problem. 
 
While Henry and my mom were married, I changed school and residence a 
few times. I was enrolled in Randburg Laerskool, Randburg Primary school, 
in grade one, but by the time I was in grade 2 we had moved to Marievale, 
which was a military base. Henry was in the army, a career soldier, and 
Marievale was a military camp. I was lovely! It was a safe environment inside 
a well guarded barrier, maybe the best kind of place for a kid to grow up in. I 
could walk around and play around in the streets with no worries.  
 
Every morning I went to school in an army Bedford along with all the other 
camp kids, and in the afternoon I went to an afterschool center where I had 
my first relationship with an actual boy. I think his name was Fransie. The 
morning rides to school were really cool, travelling sometimes with guys in 
their army browns, who were all very polite and sweet to us kids. Funny to 
think they were probably out fighting “onluste” – urban protests by blacks 
against apartheid, and might be sent off to Angola to fight the communists 
who, so we were told, were urgently wanting to steal our country from us. 
I’m sounding cynical now but then it really was a cool environmenment.  
 
Nothing about the army seemed sinister at the time. Henry taught me how to 
bring out the shine in my school shoes, which had to be polished every day. 
South African schools, where you wear uniforms from day one, expect you to 
be super-neat. The trick to shoeshining was to first rub in the shoe polish nice 
and thick, and then burn it lightly with a cigarette lighter. A match would 
have done too I suppose, but Henry was a smoker so there were always 
lighters around. Then you rub in the heated shoe polish  with a brush and 
after that polished it with a soft cloth until it shined.  
 
School was pretty military in South Africa always, even including singing to 
the flag regularly. Does this all sound fascist? Well, remember, this was South 
Africa in the late seventies. My primary school was called Laerskool Tini 
Vorster. Tini Vorster was the wife of John Vorster, the torture mastermind of 
the Souht African police, whom I believe was responsible for the torture and 
death of Steve Biko, among others. He actually came to our school once. John 
Vorster I mean. It was very awe-inspiring at the time. 
 



 
My boyfriend Fransie was way older than me. He was in Standard 2, which is 
like grade 4, while I was only in grade 2. He was two whole years older than 
me. How he came to be my boyfriend I totally don’t remember. He waited for 
me every day after school and bought me an ice cream and walked with me to 
the after school center where one could play and eat lunch and wait for your 
parents to come and pick you up.  
 
One day, and I believe I’m the one who arranged it, we stopped in the middle 
of a field to kiss. It was a huge production. We both closed our eyes and 
counted to three and kissed quickly on the mouth. Because we had our eyes 
closed we bumped heads a few times before our blind mouths could connect. 
Having your eyes closed was absolutely essential though, because otherwise 
it would would just have been impossible. My heart was thumping like crazy 
and it was all super exciting.  
 
We were spotted by some other kids though who teased us subsequently and 
that was of course mortifying, but also nice I guess. I mean, what’s the point 
of a first kiss production if there’s no audience. The choice of location was 
after all an open field, which I remember being having been blackened by fire 
at the time, so there would have been no vegetation to hide us. Fransie was 
sometimes an embarrassing boyfriend to have though: he climbed up onto the 
roof of the after school center once and couldn’t climb down again, so the fire 
department had to be called to bring him down with a ladder. 
 
We moved away again to a very hot bushveld town called Thabazimbi, where 
I attended Northam Primary school. My brother was born at the same time, 
more or less, that Charles and Diana got married. I remember because my 
mom was in hospital and I was sorry that she was missing the spectacle on 
TV, which had me enthralled. Henry had to do my hair in the mornings 
before I went to school, but fortunately he had it easy. School regulations 
required all the girls to wear their hair in two neat plaits.  
 
My brother and my mom came home ... and so I met Sean Jonker, my half-
brother for the first time. Henry’s son was blessed with an awesome lung 
capacity. It wasn’t long before my nights were ringing with the sound of 
Sean’s crying. I was not a happy camper. Sean was fun to cuddle, but he was 
so ... ever present. And the diapers. Oh. My. God. Who ever could have 
imagined a cute pink bundle to be able to produce such vile excretions.  
 
Anyway, I got used to him, but I would have to also get used to being a 
single-parented family, for the first time, really, as Henry and my mom got 
divorced not long after my brother was born. Henry was still a part of my life 
however, as he had visitation rights to me and Sean and we often went to visit 
him. He gave me my last name and I guess pretty much defined the word 
“father” for me as a kid. He introduced me to people as his daughter, but I 



never called him “dad”. Instead I called him Henry, just as I never called my 
mother “mom”. I called her Leonie.  
 
 
 
Back in Randburg primary school, my first school, I picked up my former life 
with my former friends where it had been left off. More than ever the 
competition was on to always be the best at school. I could not bear not being 
the best. Well OK I could bear it but if it happened I made up my mind to see 
if I could do better, and I always did. I was soon marked out as a gifted child. 
On report cards in those days we got 1’s and 2’s and 3’s etc. Well, other 
students got 2’ and 3’s, and, unthinkably, 4’s and 5’s. A one was an A, above 
80%.  A two was a B, 70% to 79%. I think I once got a 2. Usually my report 
card looked like this: 
1 
1 
1 
1 
1 
1 
1 
1 
1 
Very neat and pleasing.    
 
My mom was working at Mintek again, the council for mineral technology, 
which used to be NIM. We got our first house built in a spot called 
Johannesburg North, which was actually a misnomer because the name came 
from a con-artist who in the early days of Johannesburgs development had 
wanted to sell plots to people who thought they were buying prime 
Johannesburg land. Johannesburg North was a cool place to live. There was 
an old motor museum just up the road from us with a swimming pool, which 
I would often swim in, even though it was often dirty and green.  
 
 
At some point during my life I had made up my mind that it was my ultimate 
destiny to become a ballerina: I even made a vow to God that if He would 
make me a ballerina I would always dance to worship him. I’m embarrassed 
to admit that I had in mind one day choreographing and dancing in biblical 
ballets. Go figure. The strange thing is that I often hated to go to ballet classes. 
Maybe it was because I wasn’t finding it as easy as schoolwork. Nevertheless, 
my passion for the beauty of ballet compelled me ever onwards. Because of 
the vow I had made to God concerning ballet, ballet and religiosity went 
pretty much hand in hand for me.  
 



I didn’t really find God in our church when I was young. I tried hard to 
concentrate on the sermons but they always went over my head. This was the 
Dutch Reformed Church, one of three Afrikaans types of churches who had 
minor but, for church members, important doctrinal differences between 
them. I was struck by born-againism though when my mom, my little brother, 
and I attended one Sunday a small community Baptist church with services in 
English, which didn’t even have a church building, but met at first in a 
private residence and later in a school hall. Mark Demos was the minister. He 
made headlines a few years later for abducting his kids from his American 
wife, Amy. Mark was originally from Zimbabwe, formerly Rhodesia. He had 
studied in the United States, with the result is that I think I can honestly say I 
was converted to American style revivalist tent Christianity, albeit in an 
African setting.  
 
I don’t know whether it was on our first visit to this new church or on a 
subsequent one that I put up my hand to be born again, but it was pretty soon 
anyway. I remember being deeply moved by the sermon, which was a lot 
simpler and more direct than the Hervormde Church’s ones. Mark Demos 
always prayed at the end of each sermon and during the prayer asked people 
who wanted to be saved to raise their hands and then come forward 
afterwards. The idea was that by simply raising your hand you would be 
indicating that you want to be saved, and so it was done. After each raised 
hand Mark would say Thank You softly, so one could always tell how many 
had been saved on a Sunday even if you didn’t know who they were until 
after the prayer when they would go forward.  
 
Of course you could only be saved once, although I did in later years get 
myself saved one more time at Rhema, where you had to go forward, not 
merely raise your hand, while everyone was praying. Our church didn’t 
believe in speaking in tongues, but on an interdenominational church camp I 
attended when I was in Standard seven there was a call for people to be 
blessed with the holy spirit, which would of course manifest usually by 
speaking in tongues, and I signed up for that as well. I was prayed over by the 
laying on of hands but the tongues didn’t come. Bummer. You could say I 
was a sucker for salvation.  
 
My life wasn’t short of miracles at this age though because I prayed my way 
into high school. You see, my mom told me of a ballet school in Johannesburg 
where you had to audition to get in.  This was when I was about in Standard 
three and Standard four, and I immediatly said, yes! That is my destiny, to go 
to this school, which I imagined would be like the New York School of 
Performing Arts in Fame.  I did Jane Fonda workouts like crazy, many many 
squats to strengthen my legs, worked on my flexibility and doing the splits, 
and danced my heart out in ballet class. Still I knew I would need Gods help 
because I started ballet classes late in my life, when I was nine, by which time 
I should have already been pummelled into perfect flexibility since the age of 



four or five. I mean five is basically already old for ballet starters. Neverthelss, 
if Nuryev could start late and become famous, so, with God’s help, could I.  
 
And I did get into ballet school. It was the happiest day of my life. I sucked at 
ballet though. In Standard 8 I prayed that God would give me a sign as to 
whether I would actually become a ballerina or not, that is, whether it was his 
will that I become a ballerina or not. If in my next report card I got a B for 
ballet it would mean I would become a ballerina, it was his will. If I got the 
usual C it would mean the answer was no. I got a C. Oh well, it was God’s 
will and you couldn’t argue with God. I’d just decide on something else. 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 3: How I met my father. 
 
I met my father for the first time when I was sixteen. I was in Standard nine in 
high-school, grade 11.  The year was 1989. Two big things happened to me 
that year, 1989: besides meeting my father I was chosen as Die Kruin’s head-
girl, which was super-surprising and rather intimidating. I felt quite full of 
myself: I was the best! I was still a born-again Christian that year, maybe the 
last year I unquestioningly accepted everything my church had told me.  
 
It was towards the end of the year that I was elected headgirl. The fact is, the 
teachers, whose votes counted more than students’, voted me in. Now even 
though I was a born-again Christian I wasn’t a total dork, as is evidenced 
from my ironic acceptance speech: “It’s a dirty job but somebody’s gotta do 
it.” In 1990 I would be “Hoofmeisie”. The cream of the crop. I was happy but 
very worried... although I had been “hoofmeisie” in primary school as well, I 
still didn’t know what a hoofmeisie was supposed to do!  
 
The second big thing followed this first huge news: My father, Theo, wanted 
to meet me. I was game, but apprehensive. This was something I’d thought 
about for a really long time. And now it was going to happen. It would 
change everything. It felt weird. 
 
In the short time between when my mom told me Theo would be coming to 
meet me and the actual date it would happen, I wondered mostly this: 
whether I would like him or not. I’d had a mental image in my head for a long 
time and an idea of what he’d be like. I didn’t doubt for a moment that he 
would like me. I was a very likable person. I also didn’t hold it against him 
that he hadn’t been there for me throughout my life, and I thought to reassure 
him on this point if he should bring it up: that I understand and don’t blame 
him for not being there. 
 



The day came. I was picked up from the hostel and taken to my grandparents’ 
house in Roodepoort. I was dressed in my school uniform I think, I’m not 
sure, but I was always in uniform in those days. We waited in the living 
room. A car came. And before I knew it my biological father walked into the 
room. What I was feeling was shock and a kind of faintness, and what I 
thought was that he didn’t look like my father as I’d imagined him. I thought 
he was ugly. He looked a bit like Prince Charles. His face was to me very 
feminine and he had a weak chin. He looked like a loser.  
 
The arrangement was that my father would take me out for a meal. It was 
evening so it would be dinner. After that he’d take me back to school. So we 
got into his car and drove towards Johannesburg. I can’t remember the car-
ride specifically except that I probably relaxed as I always do in cars. It’s the 
being a passenger thing. What I’m sure my father was saying in the car was 
stuff like how good it is to meet me etc. In the darkness of the car driving 
towards Johannesburg I didn’t feel any worse than weird, if you know what I 
mean. My father wanted to know where I wanted to go. I said that I wanted 
to go to my favorite restaurant, Mike’s kitchen. It’s like a steak and ribs house 
with an awesome salad-bar. It was a franchise but I especially like the branch 
in Johannesburg, which looked like a big New Orleans double story house 
with balconies and trellises etc. For me it was the mecca of eating out, the 
ultimate treat. We went in and were shown to a table on the outer circle 
which was sort of like used to be the porch of the house, so it had a view of 
the night outside. Perfect. The weather was beautiful and I loved as I still do 
the night-air. 
 
My father took my hands in his burned-up hands (he’d been in an accident 
involving fire) and told me, looking into my eyes with those eyes of his which 
looked to me exactly like mine and told me he was so sorry for the fact that he 
hadn’t been there for me. He said, and this is more or less verbatim, that he 
would be lying if he said that he had thought of me every day for the past 
sixteen years, but that he did think of me often, and he feels sorry that it took 
his being in a fire and nearly dying to bring about our meeting each other. 
 
I again felt sorry for him and moved by his speech. I wasn’t crazy about him 
holding my hands, but hey, I felt sorry for him. So I took my hands away as 
politely as I could. He would go on talking, and then say: “Gee my jou 
hande”. Give me your hands. He turned my hands around in his and said, “jy 
het mooi hande”. You have beautiful hands. 
 
He went on to praise me high and low for being so clever and successful and 
level headed and beautiful, and he didn’t neglect by any means praising his 
own genes for having produced such a beautiful daughter. I felt strange but 
happy in a way... I could definately see that he was my father and I was 
appreciating how much he was appreciating me. But even though I was in a 
way happy it was also really very uncomfortable and almost too intense. It 



might have gone better if Theo didn’t then suggest that we change venue. I 
was surprised. But basically out of the blue he said that this place, Mike’s 
Kitchen, my absolutely favorite eating place, was basically a dump. He 
suggested that we go to his hotel, City Lodge, and have dinner there. 
 
That really upset me. I really loved Mike’s Kitchen. But my father clearly 
thought it was miles beneath him. He didn’t try to disguise how rich he was, 
compared to me and my mom, even though he had never contributed a cent 
to my education, food, housing, or anything of that sort. So off we went to the 
City Lodge and had what I felt was a very uncomfortable dinner there, during 
which Theo told me all about his family. That’s when I started thinking of him 
as an asshole, albeit a rich asshole. I totally couldn’t understand why he had 
wanted to eat here... a place which seemed to me claustrophobic and dull. He 
held my hands again and talked of how fortunate he was to have a wonderful 
daughter like me. 
 
 
That dinner seemed to last forever and it was one of the most uncomfortable 
experiences of my life. It was like I could nothing but just sit there and eat my 
tasteless food. I don’t remember what I ordered. I basically just wanted to get 
out of there and go home. Back to the “koshuis”. Back to my boarding school. 
This wasn’t how I imagined my meeting with my father would go. Not that I 
really had details in my head of how it would go if one day I met him, but one 
has ideas in one’s mind, put there by movies I imagine, of what should 
happen. For me it felt like I was meeting a stranger. It was dull, like the 
dominee (church minister) coming to visit your house. He was just another 
random adult in my life.  
 
The only thing which marked this meeting as the momentous occasion it was 
was the fact that I looked so much like him, which was disappointing because 
to me he was really unattractive. But as I said, he had this feminine face, so 
hopefully the features looked better on me then and look better on me now. I 
mean it’s not that we look exactly alike ... how can I put it ... if you’ve seen the 
resemblance between Angelina Jolie and her father John Voight, you’ll know 
what I mean. It’s traces around the mouth and face. So I knew this man was 
my father, but he didn’t feel familiar to me at all. He was just a stranger with 
my face. 
 
Finally the dinner was over and Theo drove me back to the koshuis. By now it 
was quite late, I guess it was close to 10 pm, and the school gates and koshuis 
gates were locked. Fortunately I knew of a way in. If you drove up to the 
school’s entrance, you could get down on your belly and crawl under the one 
school gate, which, being set on a slope, was higher than the other. Kids who 
sneaked out to Hillbrow at night used this entrance/ exit... not that I ever 
sneaked out of course, but I knew about it. So I told my father to drive on up 



to the school front gates, and I crawled under the gate on my belly in my 
school uniform and blazer.  
 
Theo thought this was excellent... he, being quite the rebel himself, was 
pleased I guess that his daughter wasn’t only a stuck-up prig, but was capable 
of katte-kwaad (being naughty). He laughed admiringly and so we said our 
goodbyes and I was so glad when he drove away. I made my way back to my 
hostel room. The koshuis would still have been open I guess if I managed to 
get there at a time when the doors to the dormitories were still open so maybe 
it wasn’t that late. As I remember we usually got locked in at 10 pm, when it 
was time for “lights out”. I went to my room, got undressed, and went to 
sleep. The next day was school and exams were approaching. I feel asleep. I 
woke up. I went to school. But my life had changed and I knew it. I now too 
had a father. I knew him. I felt very weird. I can compare it to years later 
coming down from drugs. But I had to go on as normal. At school the next 
day I couldn’t concentrate to save my life.   
 
I don’t remember exactly whether it was the next day that I decided to bunk 
school, or a few days after. But the point is, I decided to bunk school. Bunk 
means “stay away from” ... “stokkiesdraai”. I can’t remember ever having 
done such a thing on purpose. The fact of the matter was that I truly couldn’t 
concentrate on my studies at school. This wouldn’t have been a problem if 
exam time hadn’t been just around the corner. That meant that we had no 
classes during the day .... we went to school and stayed in one classroom and 
studied all day long for the upcoming exams.  
 
Schoolwork was quite difficult at that point. It was standard nine, which is the 
11th grade. Quite complicated math and science, and lots of stuff to memorize 
for Anatomy, which was one of my ballet related subjects. Plus also computer 
science, which I took as an extra subject after school. So I really needed to 
concentrate. What really got me down was chemistry because there was a lot 
of stuff to just learn by rote, and all pretty nonsensical in itself unless you’ve 
had years of experience as a chemist. What happens when this molecule and 
that molecule come into contact with each other ... well one electron gets 
kicked over to that orbit and then the little 2 above the C or the O or the H 
becomes a little 3 or something. There was logic to it but I had to push and 
work my mind to get the logic into it. Except my mind wouldn’t work. This is 
a feeling that came over me unfortunately again in later years at university 
and for me it was terrifying. I would try to memorize something and I 
couldn’t. I would try to read and I couldn’t remember. The stuff was just not 
going into my head, no matter how hard I tried. 
 
Of course I knew the feeling well, I mean, studying is hard and you’ve gotta 
make yourself do it, but this inability to get over the bump was entirely new, 
as was the rising panic that accompanied it. After all this wasn’t for fun, 
although I did usually enjoy studying. This was for exams. Standard nine 



exams. Final big exams before matric. And remember, after having given up 
ballet I wanted to go into the sciences... so this was my future, my career. So 
what was I to do.  
 
What bought me peace finally was the decision to feign illness the next day so 
that I could stay in my room at boarding school, in my koshuis room, to study 
there on my own at my desk with breaks for tea and coffee, to be made with 
the ever-present life-saving koshuis kettle every koshuis “inmate” had. I 
knew it was being around the other scholars that was making it more difficult 
for me to get over my mental block, and I knew if I were left alone a day or 
two to catch up on my studies alone I’d be back to normal. So the next day I 
told my friend and roommate to tell the teachers at breakfast and at school 
that I was feeling sick and would stay in bed that day. I was nervous but more 
than nervous I was truly anxious to be alone. So all the kids departed for 
school and I had a glorious morning studying and making progress with my 
chemistry from the comfort of my own bed and desk. I started feeling good 
again. The Christine study-machine was back.  
 
At midmorning the math teacher, Miss Smit, came into my koshuis room and 
informed me that I had to get dressed right away and go up to school to see 
the principal. In short, they hadn’t bought my story and I was in trouble. With 
a heavy heart and fear and trembling inside I did as I was told. I went up to 
school in my uniform, feeling mortified. Feeling the eyes of all the kids on me 
surely, for it was a small school and I was the head-girl elect. Imagine Barack 
Obama getting caught with a Monica Lewinsky even before he had been 
sworn into office. I’m not exaggerating. That’s how huge and bad it felt to me. 
I went into Mr. Van Schalkwyk, the principal’s office, and he gave me a 
moderately stern but yet fatherly and understanding talking-to. To him I said 
that it was true I wasn’t really sick, but that I had wanted to study alone 
because I couldn’t concentrate in the classroom among the other students. 
Then I went back to my classroom and sat staring at my books until the end of 
the schoolday, numb and unable to take anything in.  
 
After school there was ballet practice, always painful for this failed ballerina. 
We were rehearsing The Nutcracker. After the long long long and boring 
rehearsal (boring for me because I didn’t get to do much but prance around 
doing baby steps with the other snowflakes) I put my school uniform on over 
my ballet tights and leotard and made my weary and dismal way down to the 
the koshuis for dinner. 
 
Waiting for me in front of Huis Koot kruger, which had been my residence 
the previous year, and which was also his home, was Mr. Pretorius, the vice-
principal, a brutal man who some years later shot and killed his wife and 
himself. Mr. Pretorius’s favorite saying was: “Ek verloor nie ‘n rondte teen ‘n 
skoolkind nie”: I don’t lose a round against a school-child.  He was the kind of 
guy who, in addition to the ubiquitous corporal punishment that was 



legitimate in those days, wopuld shove the boys around and scream at them, 
or grab them by the front of their shirts and glare at their faces through his 
thick glasses, only to then throw them against the wall roughly. Everyone was 
a bit scared of him, and he sure made us all feel uncomfortable with his 
violent temper tantrums.  
 
Mr. Pretorius was clearly waiting for me. I told myself over and over: just 
don’t cry. Just don’t cry. He watched me walking all the way down from 
school, probably about three hundred meters. What a feeling for drama he 
had. Finally I reached him and he said he needed to talk to me and would I 
come into his office. No prizes for guessing what the talk was going to be 
about. He marched me silently into his office and bade me politely to sit 
down, which I did, uncomfortably, in front of his desk. All the while my 
mantra was simply: don’t cry don’t cry don’t cry. Then he proceeded to 
rearrange the papers on his desk in a very dramatic way, all the while not 
looking at me at all.  
 
What interrogation technique. He should have been in the CIA or the FBI or 
something. Then, finally finished with the preliminaries, he folded his hands 
and, in one long sentence, filled to the brim with hate, informed me that I was 
the worst headgirl ever chosen in this school and that there was no way in 
which I would ever manage to rise to my duty as headgirl and it is simply 
shocking that a headgirl, who is supposed to set an example for the other 
students should have committed such a vile affront upon the school as to stay 
away and in bed with a fake illness.  
 
He went on and on for a bit longer, and I can’t recall the details exactly, but he 
was being as mean as mean could be in the interests of my own moral 
education. I sat looking at him with a blank face until finally he said: “So what 
do you have to say for yourself?” Whereupon I toppled forward out of the 
chair as a huge silent sob literally took my breath away and made me heave 
and spasm on the floor with tears. I honestly couldn’t breathe, I was crying so 
hard. I couldn’t get up off the floor. It was as if I had been felled by a grief 
beyond imagining. I was gasping for air and I tried to talk but I couldn’t. Just 
these dry spasm as my lungs lurched for breath and tears streamed down my 
face. I don’t know if I was making a sound of crying. Perhaps not. Just... I 
couldn’t breathe.  
 
Poor Mr. Pretorius. I bet he’d never seen anything like it. He was shocked and 
immediatly softened and hurried to help me back into the chair and get me 
tissues. It probably took me ten minutes before I could stop crying enough to 
tell him that I had met my father for the first time a few nights ago and since 
then I hadn’t been able to concentrate on studying and that’s why I had 
wanted to stay in my room just for a day to pull myself together. Mr. 
Pretorius said that in that case `i should have called my mom to take me 
home. I said I hadn’t thought of it. I missed supper that evening but I 



managed to get to study hall that night and I slept and had breakfast the next 
day and went to class and sort of studied there and at the end of that year I 
got an A for chemistry and physics and math and computer science and 
everything else, as usual. A C for ballet of course.  
 
I liked Mr. Pretorius a little bit more after that day, though I still must say he’s 
the kind of teacher that should never have become a teacher. He was idiot but 
still human it seemed and capable of actual passion, or else why would he 
have killed himself and his wife? If I were to compare him to my dad I would 
say he’s about a million times better than my dad, who never once showed 
me even a tenth of the compassion Mr. Pretorius showed me in the office that 
day when he brought me tissues to dry my tears and helped me back into his 
office chair. 
 
After that day I didn’t see Theo again for a while, although he called me 
sometimes at school, and during those awkward conversations he said I 
should call him Theo. I wasn’t calling him anything. Not Dad, not nothing. I 
just didn’t address him at all. Even later I didn’t. I didn’t like calling him by 
his name, although I was used to calling my mom by her name, Leonie. With 
Theo it just didn’t come. So I spoke to him always in a very roundabout way 
with only the most limited use of pronouns. Life went on and I kind of forgot 
about him. My matric resluts at the end of 1990 delivered only 4 of the desired 
and hoped for 6 A’s I’d been expecting. A B for science. A B for Math. You 
could almost say it was a tragedy. 
 
 

Chapter 4: Uvongo. 
 
After school was over, and I was finally free of uniforms and regulations, I 
wanted to take a year off, because I was really tired of studying. I’d made up 
my mind to go into medicine, genius that I was, not because I specifically 
wanted to heal people, but because I was really fascinated by the working 
human body and I wanted to learn more about it. But first I would let my 
brain rest. Since my mom and David, her second husband, and Sean, were all 
staying in Stellenbosch I had to stay with my grandparents during my matric 
year, and I would stay with them a little bit longer before relocating to 
Stellenbosch myself.  
 
Since I wanted to earn some money for myself, I decided to enquire about a 
job at the Hyperama, a gigantic shopping center close to where my 
grandparents stayed then. I had to walk about 25 minutes to get to work from 
my grandparents cluster home, but I didn’t mind. It made me feel free. The 
job at the Hyperama was mind-numbingly boring and the pay abysmal, but 
for me it felt like an adventure. I mean, I really HATED working there but at 
the same time I sort of liked hating it. The hours were really really long for 
me, especially on Friday nights when the store stayed open till 8pm. I started 



out as a till controller, which is the person who goes up to the till if the cashier 
flashes their light to say they had made a mistake. I, and the other till 
controllers, then had to inset the key and turn it so that the wrong amount 
could be taken off. It wasn’t a job that required a lot of skill. Basically you just 
had to stand around ... for a looooooong time, and now and then turn a key in 
someone’s till.  
 
Also if there were problems with checks or credit cards I had to check 
people’s ID or call my controller. This job really sucked. It was like torture. So 
boring. More exciting was being a cashier, which I got to do next. Those were 
the days long before bar codes were being scanned in, so it was like sitting 
typing numbers. And you got to see what everyone bought. It was somehow 
soothing. Being the packer, the person who puts all the groceries into plastic 
bags, was more challenging than you might think, and also mind-numbingly 
boring. Sometimes I felt like crying by about 7pm on Friday nights when the 
queus of people just wouldn’t stop. Why did I do this job? I think it was for 
the independence. Frequently in my life I pushed myself through a kind of 
hell just to taste the sweet freedom of being away from the claustrophobic 
atmosphere of my family, my school, my fascist scented country.  
 
At the hyperama I guess I really got to interact with black people for the first 
time in my life in situations that didn’t involve them being either maids or 
gardeners. One guy tried to strike up a friendship with me when he asked 
about getting him a job. I still remember his name. The first black person you 
could say I ever “met” formally. Andile. I wasn’t able to swing a job for him 
though. I mean, I told my controller there was a guy looking for a job and was 
told no jobs were available. So Andile asked me if I would phone him if I 
heard of another job and I said yes. So I kept his name and phone number but 
I didn’t get to hear of another job at the hyperama.  
 
This was 1991, three years before the 1994 fall of apartheid.  As far as jobs 
went I got lucky though because I struck up another acquaintance with an 
Indian guy who had a watch company called Malco, so I was able to quit my 
job as cashier at the Hyperama and become a watch saleslady at Malco’s store, 
or stall, in the Hyperama. So I was still hearing the same canned music all day 
long but at least again I got to do nothing except now and then sell a watch or 
fix someone’s watch-strap. Again, mind-numbingly boring. But the pay was 
better... a R1000 a month. Nowadays that would be a hundred dollars. Back 
then it was a fortune.  
 
At the hyperama I was getting R6 an hour which would have added up to 
about R50 a day and with the number of hours I worked I got about R800 a 
month. I think I worked at the hyperama for about four months and at Malco 
for about two months. I had heard later in my life that it had been rumored 
that Christine, the genius student, was selling watches in the station. No 
doubt it was meant to be a cautionary tale to scholars who would try too 



hard, but anyway, there was some truth in it after all. I would just like to 
stress that that was voluntary. If people had wanted to spread stories about 
me though my life would have given them ample opportunity later.  
 
The plan was that I would go to stay with my mom in Stellenbosch and that 
later that year Theo would take me overseas and I’d stay with him for a while 
before starting med school. While I worked at the Hyperama I was courted by 
a fellow who worked in the computer section of the mega-store. His name 
was Richard. He called me Little Miss Muffet. I went out with him to a bar 
and club one night in Johannesburg. Before taking me out he was interrogated 
by my grandfather, which he wasn’t pleased about. We went out and I 
thoroughly enjoyed myself, although I felt rather out of place. I felt free 
however.  
 
Richard bought me home at four the next morning. My grandparents were 
up. They had called the police. They thought something terrible must have 
happened. Four am in the morning was totally unthinkable as a time for 
coming home. Eleven would have been good, twelve OK, one two or three 
caused to sit up and worry. At four am, just before we came back, they had 
called the police to report me missing. Richard and me were given a talking to 
and after that I had to see him suruptitiously. When I wouldn’t have sex with 
Richard he lost interest in me. I guess he realized quickly how green I was.  
 
Once when we fooled around, which was a huge step for me anyway, on a 
night when I told my grandparents I’d be staying with a girlfriend of mine 
after attending a German class in the city, he said to me: “Wow, you’re really 
horny, huh?” I said: “What’s horny”? I guess the books I read had never used 
the word because I honestly didn’t know what it meant. Richard thought I 
was joking and when he realized I wasn’t he sighed in exasperation. He was 
distant after that and busy and didn’t want to go out and I was sad but 
accepting. As my aunt Esme and I made our way down to Stellenbosch, for 
she’s the one who gave me a lift there, kind of like a South African road trip, I 
was still pining for Richard.  
 
Once in Stellenbosch the first wave of full blown depression hit me. I had 
been kept busy for the first part of my life: every hour had been regulated 
with near military precision. Now I was finally at leisure. I had so many 
things I wanted to do. I wanted to write. But I couldn’t write. I couldn’t watch 
TV. I couldn’t sleep. I could eat though, although all food tasted awful. I 
couldn’t stop eating. I raided the fridge every half hour. I put on a few 
pounds. 
 
My mom was going through a bad patch with David, her second husband.  In 
a fit of Christian charity she had donated our house in Johannesburg North to 
our church. Mark Demos’s parents, Andy and Ruth were now living in it. My 
mom was on the verge of bankruptcy though, because David turned out to be 



a lazy good for nothing lay-about. A Christian bum, but a bum nevertheless. 
So she wrote to the church to explain her situation and say she needed to sell 
the house. The church wasn’t happy. They wrote her a nasty letter. That night 
my mother banged her head against the wall. I couldn’t sleep. Not long after 
that I decided to try smoking to wean me off my food addiction. I bought my 
first packet of cigarettes in a small corner shop in Stellenbosch. I asked for 
Paul Revere cigarettes, men’s cigarettes actually, but there were horses in the 
ads and I like horses. In those days there were still cigarette ads. 
 
I got my picture taken for my passport wearing a little make-up, in which I 
thought I looked stupid. I also thought I looked fat in the photo. And sad. 
And in that mood finally I went up to Uvongo, a holiday town on the south 
coast of what was then Natal, a tropical climate Hawaii-like province, to stay 
with my dad in his big empty house (his wife had moved out and only his 
oldest son, a teenager, named Rowan) was staying with him. The house had a 
view of the sea. A distant view but a view nevertheless.  
 
Arriving in Theo’s world was very strange for me. I hadn’t really known what 
to expect. It was like going on a blind date, I guess. Not that I want to imply 
that already there was something like a possible relationship before my 
mind’s eye. Nothing could have been further from my mind, of course. It’s 
the “blind” in blind date that I want to emphasize: When you go on a blind 
date it has usually been set up for you by people both parties to the date 
know. So in this case, my mom knew Theo and this was good enough for me. 
Little did I know that my mom didn’t like Theo very much at all. In fact one 
might say she hated him. What with his reaction to my birth, the incredulity 
he felt that it could be his child, the lack-luster proposal of marraige, as I was 
later to find out, and the total lack of support ... well. There you go. But like I 
said my mom kept these feelings to herself always with the express intention 
that should I wish to meet my father I’d be able to make up my opwn mind 
about it. Now at this stage in my life I still hadn’t really developed that urge 
that many people feel to get to know their biological parent. The first meeting 
had come upon me at a time when there was so much else going on in my life 
that I said yes without really thinking about it. In fact, I guess that has always 
been my style: to say yes, whatever, instead of thinking ... uhm, do I wanna 
do this or not. Maybe it’s just because things tended to happen to me that way 
... I went with the flow usually because I had little choice. So the set up to 
meet Theo was quite strange, and so that’s why I felt like a person going on a 
blind date I guess. Apprehensive, yet curious. I wanted to get away from the 
depression of Stellenbosch. I wanted to sort of escape from many different 
things. Since I had only seen Theo a few times so far, this would be in the 
sense the first real getting-to-know-you, getting-to-know-all-about-you time 
that I would have with my natural father. 
 
My first impression I guess was awe. Not at Theo, but at his world. Let me try 
to explain: 



 
I was said goodbye to at Cape Town airport by my mom and David, and they 
felt to me in a way like strangers too because of the time which I hadn’t spent 
with them, the new-ness of David, the new-ness of Stellenbosch. I felt I was 
saying goodbye to one set of strangers in order to go and meet another 
stranger. I felt a total disconnect from my parents at this time in my life. They 
weren’t very parenty parents. They weren’t like movie parents. You know? I 
didn’t feel like I was leaving home in other words. Stellenbosch was not home 
to me yet, so I felt like a traveller in transit in a strange place anyway.  
 
Then I was met in Durban at the airport by Theo, another stranger, my ‘blind 
date’, my natural father. Theo drove us back to his house in his old model 
shiny green Mercedes. It’s a long drive from Durban to Margate and its 
suburb Uvongo. It was a beautiful drive, much of it along the coast. It was like 
arriving in Miami, or L.A. or the South of France, or some other huge holiday 
destination. As a Johannesburg inlander seeing the ocean was always exciting 
to me, and although usually our family went to the Western Cape for 
holidays, I had been in Durban a couple of times, and in Margate maybe once 
long ago. Margate you could say is like Venice beach ... just on a smaller scale. 
This was surfer country, bikini town, laze around in the sun and getting 
brown-ville. But I wasn’t there on holiday. I was there to get to know Theo, 
my father. 
 
I visited the beach during the day to swim and tan, but with no people there it 
felt strange. Uvongo beach, though beautiful, was totally deserted at that time 
of year.  My depression stayed with me but I slowly got used to it. I started 
jogging around the house, which was hard work in that humid climate. I 
watched TV by myself during the day when Rowan was at school and Theo at 
work. On weekends Theo took me to Durban to go drinking. I saw the movie 
The Doors and was mesmerized by it. I listened to U2 over and over and 
started liking it.  Theo had the record. I had an occasional secret cigarette. I 
looked forward to the Europe trip. I don’t think my post-school depression 
ever really lifted entirely. I just learned how to live with it. As I slowly got 
used to Theo and Rowan and the scene in Margate and Uvongo. By scene I 
mean Theo’s scene. He took me drinking and visiting his buddies and we 
even went to the casino once where Theo told me bad-boy stories about 
himself and we gambled away in minutes, hell, in seconds, the cost of my 
school clothes and my ballet shoes.  
 
I did begin to trust Theo however. Two things I remember caused me to think 
him rather endearing, or sweet, if you may. I mean these things sort of made 
me smile inside and think he wasn’t so bad. One of the first things we did 
when I arrived in Uvongo was to go shopping for groceries. I was sort of shy 
to say what I though we should get, but Theo encouraged me to say what I 
wanted. I suggested Milo. It’s a kind of cacao drink you make with warm 
milk, and it was always one of my favourite things. In me and my mom and 



my brother’s budget it was sometimes too expensive though. I thought of 
Milo as a luxury. So I seriously worried that Theo would say it’s a waste of 
money. He looked at the price and said, well, it’s cheaper than a bottle of 
whiskey, and said I could get it. I thought that was funny. I guess I didn’t 
realize then that he was always saying things like that meaning it to be funny, 
but after the 100th joke about alcohol it’s not so funny anymore.  
 
The other thing I thought was endearing was Theo’s jogging technique. He 
insisted he and I go jogging in the mornings at dawn, then have breakfast on 
the balcony overlooking the sea, yoghurt and fruit and muesli, before he went 
to work. He was trying to get healthy. Looking back this memory is also 
tinged for me with judgement of him. He was trying to get into shape to pick 
up girls. Typical mid-life scenario. But be that as it may, Theo’s jogging 
technique: he had this weird five beat gait timed to a sequence of in and out 
breaths: something like “left breathe out, right breathe out, left breathe in, 
right breathe in, left breathe in”. So you went like, whoosh, whoosh, in, in, in 
through the nose, whoosh whoosh out through the mouth, in in in through 
the nose. The idea is that you developed a rhythm where the inbreath was 
different each time ... I mean on a different foot, left, then right. It was 
supposed to be hypnotic. For years after that I jogged according to this rythm. 
Neither the shopping expeditions together nor the jogging together lasted 
more than a month.  
 
I’m sure many people wonder what it’s like to meet your biological parent for 
the first time when you already are more or less grown and have your reason 
and personality pretty much formed. Many people who have been adopted 
and then went in search of their biological parent or parents, or people in 
some other way separated from, and later united with, their birth parent, may 
have had a different experience to mine on the whole, but I suspect an aspect 
of the experience must be universally the same. For me to get to know who 
my father is was like becoming a different person myself.  
 
Imagine someone comes up to you one day and says, guess what, you are 
actually the long lost prince or princess of this or that obscure little country in 
the middle of nowhere. You are heir to the throne and must come and face 
your destiny immediately. It’s sort of like that. Suddenly you realize you are 
not who you thought you were. You are, in fact, and have always been, 
unbeknownst to you, someone else.  
 
Since I can’t know for certain whether it was the same for others I’ll stick to 
the first person experience. Before I went to Uvongo, I was one person. After I 
arrived in Uvongo I was someone else. That’s the way I experienced it. I 
didn’t know anyone there, and no one there knew me. But they had the 
advantage over me for they knew of me.  I was Theo’s illegitimate daughter, 
the child he’d had long before he got married. 
 



Before Uvongo I was the class whiz, the quiet Christian bookworm, Die 
Kruin’s headgirl. In Uvongo I was a rich girl with blonde surfer brothers. 
What remained the same was that everyone found me charming. Along with 
Theo’s face and mannerisms, I had inherited Theo’s charisma. 
 
What was disorientating about this shift in personal identity was that I found 
it hard to find the pre-Uvongo me in myself. For example, I’d always been 
able to keep myself busy by losing myself in reading. In Uvongo, no matter 
how I tried, reading was hard going. It was as if books refused to yield their 
wonder to me. Frustratingly, I didn’t find many activities to replace my old 
past-times. Probably the only thing I picked up and made my own was how 
to play pool. Theo explained the geometry of it to me at the golf club, where 
we didn’t go to play golf, but, surprise surprise, to drink. I spent most of my 
time observing Margate’s bold and beautiful, my father’s circle of friends, all 
of whom were also rich, and to my mind, rather debauched, like him, yet nice 
and interesting. It was a little like being in the midst of a soap opera. Another 
new thing was skiing. Theo had a motorboat and skiing gear and on 
weekends we’d go to the river where I’d learn to ski. It was fun. No denying 
that. I could never pick up slalom skiing thought. That’s where you do it on 
one ski only, a bigger ski which works almost like a skateboard on water. 
Theo and my blonde brothers were all slalom experts. 
 
My first job in Margate was as telemarketer for a time-share resort, La Cote-
d’Azur. I wasn’t very good at it because I hated bugging people. We had to 
phone people and tell them they’d won a prize, which was a weekend free at 
La Cote d’Azur, with the understanding they’d have to listen to a sales pitch 
at the end of their two night stay. It’s astounding how many people turned it 
down actually. I mean, I know it was tele-marketing, it was what it was, but 
still, a free weekend at a resort! I would have taken it if my name had come 
up on the credit card lists we worked from. The work was if possible even 
worse than packing groceries at the Hyperama. My charisma didn’t translate 
over the phone lines and I wasn’t a hard seller so my commission was dismal. 
But the surroundings were astonishing. It was like working on the French 
Riviera, or in Miami or L.A. or something. I mean, this was a holiday town. 
Sun and sea and surf in the air all day long. The shy bookworm hadn’t quite 
turned into a beach babe yet. But I felt different because I was different. A 
part of me stayed unchanged, what I would call my soul. But my personality 
altered. The part of my identity defined by what surrounded me was 
completely new. It’s hard for me to say what the new content of this identity 
was. Maybe it was just an open space that had yet to be filled. But there 
wasn’t really space for the old me in it.  
 
  
 

Chapter 5 : Switzerland 
 



We landed in Paris on a grey, cloudy day and I was immediatly amazed by 
how different it all was. I was enthralled. This was definately a different 
country. Everything was so foreign. We checked into our little hotel, where 
we would, for reasons of economy, Theo explained, stay in the same room. 
There were twin beds. The first thing I remember us doing in Paris was eating 
breakfast. Such a simple breakfast but so delicious. Bread, French bread, not 
the boring little square loaf slices I called bread, but bread with soul! That was 
the main thing basically. Bread. And coffee. And you could put butter and 
strawberry jam on it, or cheese if you wanted to. Continental breakfasts rule!  
 
The second thing I remember us doing, or maybe it was the first, because it 
was at night, and maybe we went to do this straight off the plane, like first 
thing, because I remember it was at night: So Theo said we should go and 
explore Paris. He had been there before so he would be the tour guide, trying 
to remember where everything was on the complicated map of Paris. Soon we 
found our way to what Theo called the “red-light district”, which Theo 
laughingly said might be interesting. Interesting, yeah. I was no stranger to 
South African porn ... which had only recently taken off the stars from 
nipples. And I had read plenty of sex scenes in plenty of books. But I totally 
could not see the appeal of the gyneacological exhibitions of the red-light 
district.  
 
Here were girls on posters spreading their legs as wide as possible, and using 
their fingers to spread their vaginas open even wider. I was like, OK, I get it, 
X marks the spot, insert tab A into slot B! I totally couldn’t fathom how this 
might be a turn on. Theo was laughing happily at the sight, commenting that 
it was really absurd. We also spent some time standing in front of a window 
display of leather, chains, whips and cuffs.  All very amusing. Then we found 
our way to a small bar where there was a show, not porn though, just a stand-
up comedian telling jokes we wouldn’t uinderstand at our expense. When we 
eventually got back to the hotel it was locked. We had stayed out past the 
hotel’s curfew, so we spent the rest of the night wandering around Paris until 
dawn came, sitting in shops drinking coffee and eating cake. Fortunately 
dawn came soon, because it was summer, so we had only a few hours to kill. 
Then back to the hotel. Maybe it was then that we had the bread breakfast. 
 
The next day I was ready to go and see Paris. I wanted to go to the Eiffell 
tower. Theo said it was a tourist trap and not worth the effort. OK, I said, how 
about in that case the Louvre. Whereupon Theo basically set out the plan for 
our European vacation... it turned out that he wasn’t interested in all the sites, 
but he would give me money and I could go where I wanted, while he would 
find some bar to sit in and drink and relax. Weird, I though, but I wasn’t 
going to say no to seeing Paris. So Theo gave me money and directions more 
or less as to how to get to the Louvre. Or maybe he took me there, I can’t 
remember. What I do know is that I checked out the Louvre all alone, and that 
was cool. I saw the Mona Lisa and the Venus de Milo, and it was awesome.  



 
Well, the Mona Lisa was stuck behind really thick plexiglass and was smaller 
than I’d imagined, but still, it was The Mona Lisa. THE Mona Lisa. The Venus 
de Milo was also satisfyingly real. The Louvre to me was like a temple. Wide 
open white spaces, stairs going on for ever, up and down great hallways. It 
was really really really great. I coudn’t see everything so basically I just sort of 
wandered around and let things jump out at me. I was very impressed. Theo 
came and picked me up at the appointed time we’d agreed upon, and we 
went out to have lunch. It was hugely expensive.  
 
Theo did not stop pointing out for a moment how expensive things were. A 
cup of coffee cost twenty times what it would in South Africa. So we sort of 
tried to have simple fare. It became the recurring refrain of the trip from 
Theo’s side, how expensive everything was. It made me realize that the 
compared to the Europeans Theo wasn’t as rich as I’d thought. Anyhow, no 
matter, I didn’t need expensive meals. The experience was enough.  
 
Subsequently we would buy food from supermarkets. I was again sent out by 
myself to scout for food, and I was amazed at how everything in the French 
supermarkets was in French. Different, unrecognizable brands. Go figure. It 
was almost as exciting as the Louvre. Sidewalk tables laden with fruits and 
cherries were very appealing, and I managed to buy some cherries, although 
the language issue made me feel very embarrassed. I soon realized it was 
better to communicate in Afrikaans, because the Parisiens either did not 
understand English or did not want to understand English. The Louvre and 
the Paris Library and the Notre Dame were the only sights we visited, and 
Theo didn’t enter the Louvre, as I’ve said.  
 
He went with me to the Notre Dame though. I was struck silent by the 
atmosphere of the old church. It felt as if I could breathe the middle ages. And 
that was it for Paris basically. Theo wanted to scoot over to London next. We 
talked about what else we could see, and, realizing Theo’s interests diverged 
significantly from mine, I tried to find a common ground by suggesting we go 
to a show at the Moulin Rouge. For me it would be a typical Paris spot to 
visit, and for Theo with his interest in red-light districts he could find the 
origins of red-light districts. But no, Theo explained to me, going to the 
Moulin Rouge would be basically just as expensive as going over to London 
and seeing what it was like there.  
 
I picked to forego London and see a Moulin Rouge show. We went to 
London. Theo reasoned that as an experience it would be far greater than the 
Moulin Rouge and I might never have an opportunity to see London again. So 
we crossed the English channel and arrived in London, where again we 
stayed in a single room with twin beds. The first thing I remember about 
London was switching on the Telly and getting a very weird episode with a 
surreal dwarf, which I later found out was an episode of Twin Peaks. Looking 



back I think that was a very appropriate thing to see on TV at that time, 
because over the next days my life would become pretty surreal too. The 
procedure from Paris was repeated, whereby I was given money to go out 
and see the sights while Theo planted himself in a pub for the day. I couldn’t 
find Buckingham Palace but I did go to the Beatles Museum, Madame 
Tussauds and I saw the Big Ben. The thing Theo and I did together was to go 
and see Cats. I had wanted to see The Phantom of the Opera, but was told it 
was too expensive. Cats was cool though. Really cool. I loved it. Then Theo 
got ants in his pants again and we caught the ferry back to France and got the 
train from Paris through Italy to our actual conference destination, 
Switzerland. 
 
On this train journey the trip started tasting sour to me for real. I was eaten up 
by a kind of boredom and listlessness, and I was tired and not feeling myself. 
Theo slept through the night in our sleeper compartment on the train, but I 
couldn’t sleep. I stood in the small corridor looking out the window at the 
night, feeling very strange and sick. It was depression. I’d had the feeling in 
Stellenbosch and it was back. A combination of panic and feeling so distanced 
from myself that it was hard to imagine who I was.  I couldn’t sleep, couldn’t 
think, couldn’t do anything. Every second lasted a minute, every minute 
lasted an hour. I was not a happy camper. I cannot stress enough how bad I 
felt that night on the train and how I fervently wished for morning to come or 
for something to happen to snap me out of this darkness which I could not 
explain and which I didn’t know the origin of.  
 
Morning did come, and I had gotten a few hours of sleep, and so I felt much 
better. We were in Switzerland, which was beautiful beyond imagining. 
During the night we had travelled through Italy, which looked to me run 
down and uninspiring from the train. The clear air of the Swiss landscape, the 
clear, clear waters, the brightness of it all, was to me nothing less than 
astonishing. I had never ever seen anything like it before. As we passed rivers 
and streams and water flowing through troughs in the towns I could not get 
over how clean and translucent the water was, how it flowed so strongly. 
Suddenly I was in a bettr mood, although the depression of the night before 
was still in my mind. Our destination was the small village of Witznau on 
Lake Zurich, and so we had to get to Zurich first in order to catch a boat to 
Witznau. We arrived in Zurich and the impression of cleanliness was 
imprinted even deeper in my mind.  
 
Never before had I seen a place where not a single speck of trash, not a 
ciggarette butt, not a scrap of paper, not even a match or a twig lay upon the 
cobblestones. We made our way to the boat station, where we’d have to wait 
a while for the boat to come. It was right on the water so I was happy. And 
hungry. Well not hungry so much as needing to eat to quiten my emotions 
and my mind. Everything for sale looked so delicious. As usual I felt indebted 
to Theo for buying breakfast. I think I had sausages and coffee. Very phallic 



sausages I might add. I’ve always had a weakness for them, and these ones 
looked so plump and delicious, and I’m sure they were. I’m mentioning this 
not so much to show whatever hidden symbolism might have been in that 
moment, but to show how in retrospect none of memories are free of 
connotations they would normally not have had. While I was indulging my 
need for comfort food, Theo was indulging his own ego’s needs. Sitting at the 
same cafeteria waiting for the same boat, I think, were two Swiss or German 
women.  
 
Theo started flirting with them and they flirted back, and I would not have 
noticed that one of them had a hole in her stocking, or skipants, whatever she 
was wearing, it was black and clung closely to her leg, if Theo hadn’t pointed 
it out, saying how sexy it was. Theo often talked to me about what he found 
attractive in women and about the many adventures he’d had with them. I 
inwardly rolled my eyes. What I found mildly distasteful was his attraction to 
an imagined sluttiness which wasn’t actually there. These were two relaxed, 
perfectly decent women just waiting for the damn boat like everyone else and 
enjoying the flattery of an apparently eligible man.  
 
Well I certainly didn’t see these two women as slutty. They smoked. One had 
a hole in her black skipants. They were just women. I ignored Theo as much 
as I could and let my eyes feast on the beautiful lake and the beautiful 
mountain in the beautiful sunlight. Slowly a strange thing started happening 
to me: having delved into the Celestine prophecies I can say that this was a 
peak experience. Having been a drug addict I can say it was like tripping on 
LSD. Although at this stage of my life I had never done any drugs except 
alcohol, with Theo I might add. But I wasn’t drunk that morning. Just tired 
fvrom the previous nights despair, and cast into a situation where I felt alone, 
in a good way, isolated within my own mind. The scenery became ever 
brighter and more beautiful, as if it were shouting. By the time we had gotten 
onto the boat I was in an ecstacy of beauty.  
 
I had never ever before been so overwhelmed by what I can only call the 
glorious glory of nature, the painful transcendent beauty of colours. As the 
boat travelled slowly across the lake towards the mountain, a trip of about an 
hour or more I’d say, and while Theo was off somewhere doing his thing, 
chatting up the slutty girls from the cafeteria if indeed they had come aboard, 
I can’t remember, I wished that the moment would never end. I felt an 
enormous inner peace growing around my inner despair and darkness, like a 
pearl growing around a bit of dust, making my personal sadness 
unimportant.  
 
But of course the moment had to end for we arrived at our side of the lake 
and sat for a while at yet another small outdoor restaurant under shady trees 
before we’s walk up to our hotel. The conference was being held at a smart 
hotel on one side of the village, which Theo said he couldn’t afford, so we’d 



be staying at a smaller hotel on the other side of the village. We would have to 
lug our luggae there ourselves but it was promised to be not too far away. 
First we have some lunch and beer top fortify ourselves. Or maybe it was just 
beer. Maybe I had coffee. I don’t remember.  
 
What I do remember however is finally losing my temper with Theo although 
I didn’t show it or express it. What pushed my feeling toward him over the 
edge of mild disapproval to outright annoyance was that he chose that 
moment to go on a rant about Julia. Julia was the woman he had left his wife 
for. She had been his best friends wife. I had met Julia and I thought I had the 
right to make up my own mind about her, and I thought she was really nice. 
Theo went on and on about how Julia was addicted to pills and drank too 
much, how she was weak. Her pulse feels like that of a little bird he said, 
because her heart goes to fast because of the many pills she takes.  
 
Theo wasn’t mainly concerned about her health though. Basically he was 
disappointed in Julia, who he had thought to be a strong, cool woman at first, 
but who turned out to be needy and bitchy. I remember thinking to myself as 
I sat there listen to his whiny voice and stupid, feminine face, his weak chin 
petulant and his eyes hooded and his hairline receding that this man, 
although he was my father, was really the kind of man that I absolutely 
despise, and how unfortunate it was for me that it turned that my father was 
this man. I was thinking that I couldn’t understand the source of his egoism 
and self-confidence, his playboy ways, as if he were God’s gift.  
 
Had he looked in a mirror lately? The only thing he had going for him was 
money it seemed, and he sure wasn’t gracious about it. It was really as if he 
hadn’t grown up. As if he wasn’t a grown up. But most of all I despised him 
for now suddenly hating Julia where once he told me how great she was and 
how much he cared about her. If Julia was his now his ex- girlfriend rather 
than his girlfriend, why couldn’t he just leave well enough alone. Why did he 
slag her off so? And how do you go from loving someone to hating them so 
much? I couldn’t understand it and I might up my mind to tune Theo out and 
rely on my own inner resources to enjoy the rest of the European trip. I 
remained outwardly friendly and sweet to Theo though. He was still human 
after all. And he had the wallet. 
 
We trudged on up to our hotel, which was, although not super luxurious like 
the conference destination apparently, still pretty high class. At last here was 
a place we’d settle for a while. The room was much bigger than the rooms in 
Paris and London had been... it had a lovely balcony too, with a view to the 
lake below, surrounded by trees and peaceful as anything. I reckoned I could 
feel happy here. 
 
The first thing Theo did was to take a shower. He came out with only a towel 
wrapped around him and I couldn’t help noticing, and averting my gaze 



from, the slight bulge  below his abdomen which he was not afraid to hide. 
Then I had a shower too and dressed in fresh clothes. Theo too was dressed 
when I came out of the shower (I had dressed in the bathroom as far as I can 
remember). I was still annoyed with Theo but I felt more mellow. The dress I 
had put on caught Theo’s attention. “You should wear short dresses more 
often” he said. “You have stunning legs”. I was like, duh, dude, I pratctised 
ballet every day of my teenage life for the past five years, I know what my 
legs look like and I know they’re impressive.  
 
But I felt warmed by the compliment, although I thought to myself: Man, I 
know who Christine is and I know Christine doesn’t go out her way to look 
good. I just am what I am. I’m a genius remember, not a sexpot. I was the 
kind of person who gets enraptured by the beauty of mountains, not the kind 
of person who dressed to show her legs to advantage.  
 
What we did that afternoon I’m not sure. We might have walked over to the 
actual amazingly smart hotel to check it out. Probably. Then we had more 
food. Did I drink then? Probably wine. Or beer. Or something to go with the 
meal. The point is, finally it grew dark and late and it was time to go to sleep. 
Theo was struck by an awesome idea. Why don’t we put the mattresses from 
the beds inside the rooms outside on the balcony. Then we could sleep like, 
outdoors, under the stars, enjoying the beauty of the night. I actually thought 
this was an excellent idea because I totally loved sleeping outside on camping 
trips and such and I do so love the stars and the nightsky and the night. I got 
into bed thinking, wow, I wish I could sleep outside like this more often, 
maybe every night of my life if I could.  
 
Before going to sleep Theo said he wanted to give me a hug, because he loved 
me so much. Sighing, again inwardly, all my reactions were to the inside at 
this stage, I let Theo hug me. I listened to his usual bla bla about how 
wonderful I was and how happy he was that we had finally met and how 
sorry he was for all the years that we hadn’t known each other and how 
grateful he was that we now could know each other etcetra and be together 
etcetra. Again, as I’m writing this, I can’t help but find symbolism in the 
language I’m ascribing to Theo. I mean, did he actually say he was happy that 
we could now know each other? Were those his words? I mean, he was about 
to get to know me in the biblical sense. Maybe he never used that word “ken” 
which is Afrikaans for know. But how else could he say that he was happy to 
be with me finally, with his daughter that he never knew before. Anyway, I 
was feeling yet again annoyed and just waiting for the moment to wiggle out 
of his embrace back to my side of the bed where I could commune with the 
stars and trees and the nightsky and my own thoughts. The opportunity 
didn’t present itself though. Theo kept talking. I listened. He wanted to hold 
me. He loved me.  
 



How could I deny him. I was lying on my right side, Theo on his left. He had 
his arms around me and with one hand was rubbing my back as he talked. He 
would fall silent and I’d think he’d fallen asleep. Then he’d say something 
more and rub my back again. I was really tired but not sleepy. I wouldn’t 
have been able to fall asleep like that. I was too uncomfortable mentally, even 
though the physical position was relaxing and comfortable. Gradually the 
lapses between Theo’s occasional words became longer and longer. It seemed 
he had fallen asleep while holding me. He was occasionally still rubbing my 
back though. As he fell deeper asleep the hand rubbing my back in a fatherly 
manner became a hand carressing my back like that of a lover. The distinction 
was quite real and definate. I believed 100% that he had fallen asleep and was 
now caressing his wife, soon to be ex-wife, in his slumber.  
 
Like had happened once before with his son Rowan, who he, ha ha, mistook 
for his wife while he was sleep, and whose chest he found himself rubbing 
when he woke up. I didn’t dare move. I was too embarrassed. Still the 
situation didn’t seem to me anything but an honest mistake on Theo’s part 
and I found nothing sinister in any of his actions. I couldn’t move because I 
would wake him. Physically the sensation of his hand carressing my back was 
wonderfully gentle and soothing and slow. Not sexual, just like you’d carress 
a cat. Then I realized suddenly, or knew suddenly, that he wasn’t asleep at all. 
I could sense it clearly. He was wide awake. Moreover, he’d been awake all 
along. I had only imagined he was asleep. He had known all along that it was 
me he was carressing. The sudden understanding froze me. I felt I could 
hardly dare to breathe. I didn’t want to move away any longer. That is, my 
body wanted to stay. My mind most definately did not. I realized too that just 
as Theo had been awake all along, I had been gradually getting more and 
more aroused all along, and now that I was conscious of my sexual arousal it 
was to me as if my mind and my body were two separate things, because my 
mind felt detached and cold from the shock while my body felt warm and 
purring. This state of detachment probably lasted a full five minutes, during 
which, if I had been able, I would have rolled away out off Theo’s embrace 
with silent anger.  
 
My body however was as aroused as it had never been ever in my life before 
or since, and this I can say honestly. How can I describe it? My genitals were 
screaming to be touched. I imagine it’s what a really debilitating hard-on 
must feel like. The need was as strong as an urgent, bladder bursting need to 
pee. Never before and never since have I felt like that. In my mind I saw a line 
between good and evil, and I knowingly stepped over to the side of evil. 
Perhaps I was already such a dark soul deep inside that I understood the 
fascination pure evil has for me, personally. The same thing that gets me 
curious about the stars and the lake and the sky and nature and God gets me 
curious about evil. That’s the only way I can describe it. My mind yielded to 
my body. It suspended me.  
 



I was now just a human being, I was just here. There were no consequences. 
None that would have to be face in the next few minutes. I wished that Theo’s 
hand would move down. I wanted it. I really did. But I wasn’t me anymore. I 
was my hard-on. I was yielding to evil. Eventually Theo’s hand found its 
mark and it was delicious. But fortunately it also served to break the spell, for 
with the edge taken off my horniness I snapped back into myself, and gently 
rolled away and closed my eyes desicively and after a long long long long 
long long time fell asleep. 
The next morning the previous night seemed unreal. But for the fact that Theo 
and I were both silent, all would have seemed normal. I started writing in my 
journal. I started writing about what happened, as if it was the result of a 
mistake on Theo’s part, a case of mistaken identity, which would never 
happened again and which could therefore still be salvaged. I was writing in 
a light hearted tone. Theo looked at me writing and said to me with a sad face 
and a sad voice, one that differed from the irritating whiny voice of the day 
before: “Moenie oor jou pa skryf nie.” Don’t write about your father. I tore out 
the page. It was thrown away. I wrote about my feelings in general and not 
about specific facts. I wrote something like : I feel weird. 
 
Theo had to go to his conference. I had the day to myself. My associations 
with Switzerland had been from childhood the animated series Heidi, the 
little girl who lived with her grandfather in the mountains. I went for a walk 
and found a hill to climb. Appropriately, there were goats on the hill, with 
little bells around their necks. Just like Heidi’s goats. It was a grey day. 
Outside and inside me. The weather had clouded over and Switzerland no 
longer looked as bright as the day before. I sat down on the hill for a while, 
feeling the atmosphere very intensely. The village-like, pastoral atmosphere 
of this small Swiss Hill was somehow the complete opposite of my inner 
detached mood. I truly felt distant from everything, myself included. I found 
it supremely ironic that in this innocent setting I should have now finally the 
carnal knowledge I had so long craved, and that it had been my father of all 
people who would be the first person to touch me. To literally touch me in a 
sexual way. He was the first male who had gotten his hand in my panty.  
 
 
For so long I had felt so excluded from the world that I was convinced other 
teenagers were taking part in: making out, fooling around. I had only French 
kissed two guys before this day, and that only out of desperation, not because 
I liked them that much or because I felt myself to be their girlfriend. Both of 
them had wanted to take it further, but I was like, uhm, no dude, do you 
really think I’m gonna give it up to you? I really was hoping for someone who 
loved me to have first crack at me, if you’ll pardon the pun. Well, at that point 
I didn’t imagine that anything further would come of it. I just know that I 
thought to myself, God, I hate you. I don’t mean I hate me, Christine, I meant, 
God, the Creator, I hate You. I thought, how could you let me be in such a 
situation? It sure ain’t pleasant. 



 
That afternoon another surreal thing happened. I found a pool table down in 
the hotel basement and was practicing my pool moves by myself when one of 
the balls got stuck. I went to call someone. A chubby janitor responded to my 
plea, got the poolball unstuck, and then tried to kiss me. I pushed him away 
with the pool cue held before me in both hands. He departed, making me feel 
like I was in a weird dream. Had I drunk a potion to make me irresistable or 
what? I was, strangely, suddenly more upset by the janitor trying to kiss me 
than by Theo copping a feel from his daughter. Theo came back eventually 
and I told him about the janitor. Theo laughed. I found that a bit 
incomprehnsible but let it go.  
 
Suddenly it was as if the previous night hadn’t happened. We went out to 
dinner at the smart, expensive hotel, which really was a very impressive 
place. It seemed to sparkle with gold and was nothing short of decadently 
luxurious. I met the other conference goers. Most of them had bought their 
wives along for the trip. Everyone found me charming and one fellow said I 
reminded him of the Mona Lisa. We ate delicious food. I drank glass after 
glass of wine as if it were cooldrink.  
 
Eventually Theo and me walked back to the hotel, and he was in such a 
convivial mood that I found it hard to be angry at him. I was feeling pretty 
convivial myself too. At one point during the dinner Theo had come over to 
me and confided to me that he had pissed in one of the flowerboxes outside 
the hotel’s entrance, reason being that the Swiss were so perfect he just felt he 
had to do it. It struck me as funny. Honestly, it really did. But I think maybe 
my defences were somehow lowered by alcohol.  
 
On the way home, the two of us basically lurching, so drunk were we, we 
stopped to admire the view and somehow I got into a discussion of theology 
with Theo. I was trying to explain to him I think why I had no doubt that God 
exists, whereas Theo was propounding a more atheist point of view I think. 
That’s how remember it. The discussion seems strange but I could always 
readily convinced to speak about God. I think the discussion of my passion 
served to further lower my defenses and everything seemed downright 
regular. Theo said to me: “You know, you’re really an open-minded girl. I 
don’t think what happened will leave you with any psychological scars.” I 
silently agreed with him. What had happened the night before was crystal 
clear in my mind but somehow it didn’t seem to matter.  
 
We got to the hotel. I got into the bed on the side of the windows, far away 
from Theo. He said to me: I’m sorry about last night. Please come and lie 
down with me for a while. I promise you there will be nothing sexual. Like a 
blind idiot I agreed. In my defense, I was really very drunk and I was feeling 
drunk in a happy way. So we got ready to sleep, side by side, but ended up 
kissing. I kissed him. I kissed my father. I swirled my tongue all around his 



tongue and I enjoyed it. He was probably groping me as well, but I wasn’t as 
horny as the previous night, just drunk and happy and wicked and loving it. 
Let me please stress I was enjoying the wickedness of it. I was like, o my god 
I’m being so bad but it feels so good. But as with the previous two guys that I 
had french kissed I had no intention of giving it up. So I laughingly pushed 
Theo away and got up and went to my bed, saying we should get some sleep, 
as if he were a naughty kid whom I was indulging. 
 
I fell asleep right away. I was that gone.  
 
The next thing I knew, and this  was like an instant splicing together of two 
different films: a romantic comedy flashing over into stark holocaust footage, 
I was wide awake and sober and Theo was on top of me and his erect penis 
was trying dumbly to enter where it had obviously wanted to go all along. 
Instantly this changed everything. For there was a universe of difference 
between intercourse and fooling around, and this didn’t make sense to me at 
all. I was violently angry, righteously angry, and I pushed Theo away hard 
with both hands and screamed at him: Get back into your bed! Then I turned 
and went back to sleep. I was angry through and through. No one would 
have been able to fuck me that night, I was just so cold and disgusted. The 
next morning I didn’t say a word to Theo.  
 
While the men were at the conference the women and me were taken around 
Switserland by an attractive young bus driver. One of our stops was a 
monastary where the monks walked around in cowls like in The Name of the 
Rose, and I saw a statue of a black madonna. I looked at it and it met my 
mood. A black madonna. It seemed to have been born from the black evil 
inside me. Unimaginable evil. I mean, this was hard-core evil. And it was 
calling my name. The monastary matched my mood exactly. Everything felt 
epic, as if centuries had gone into the making of this day. I thought in my 
heart to God, God I hate you now. If evil tries to claim me, I’m not gonna 
resist because it’s your fault that you led me into this. From now on, since you 
didn’t protect me, I will be evil. You’re my friend no more. What did I mean 
by this? I personally think it was more of an occult moment than a sexual 
moment. I wanted to hurt God as I had been hurt. 
 
The bus driver and I chatted on the way back, because he was the same age 
more or less as me. He offered to take me around Switzerland the next few 
days. I said I’d ask my father and let him know. Back at the hotel I saw Theo. I 
told him with black hatred in my heart that I’d been invited to go sight-seeing 
with the young bus driver and that I intended to go whether he liked it or not. 
Theo agreed that it was probably the best thing. 
 
For the next few days I stewed in my own evil with the naive young bus 
driver at my side. I felt sorry for him. If he only knew what a disgusting 
monster was riding with him in the car. Someone who’d french-kissed her 



own father. Like Oedipus, I wanted to harm myself. I did it with the bus 
driver. Obviously this guy was gonna try to get into my pants as well and I 
vowed to give it up to him, but it turned out I couldn’t. I was so deeply 
disgusted with myself that not a single moment of our Swiss road trip was 
free for me of the deepest agony. Nothing touched me. I only pretended that 
it did. Eventually the bus-drivers company also became unbearable and I 
begged him to take me back. When I saw Theo he told me two things: that 
he’d found even cheaper hotel accomodations , closer to the smart conference 
hotel, right opposite it in fact. Second he was sorry. He’d been suffering. He 
loved me. Maybe if he could only do it once he’d get it out of his system. In a 
dream state I consented, because his face seemed to me suffused with 
suffering. In an upwelling of Christian love I told him that I forgave him, no 
matter what happened, and I loved him, no matter happened. We went 
upstairs and he fucked me. This time I wasn’t aroused. Not in the slightest. 
Foreplay consisted of Theo putting a towel under my bum so as to not dirty 
the hotel linen. Upon further consideration, he also folded another towel and 
used that to elevate my hips, which according to him made the angle better.  
 
Afterwards, as they say in novels, I stepped into the hotel shower and sat on 
the floor while water fell on my head. I was so tired. Anyway, it was done, 
and I reckoned in for a penny, in for a pound. I had been curious about sex for 
so long, so I was gonna do it ad nauseum. Somehow even though it was 
supposed to be only this one time I knew that Theo and I would be fucking all 
over Switzerland and Turkey and Greece and wherever we went on this 
holiday, because no one here knew us. I thought to myself I might as well 
enjoy it. And I did. I totally enjoyed it. Go figure.  
 
Years later in Stikland, a mental hospital, where I was confined twice as a 
patient, a fellow patient who’d been abused as a child confided to me that he 
had enjoyed it. I totally knew what he meant.  I so enjoyed fucking Theo. I 
really got into the swing of things. I tired the old man out. But I didn’t enjoy it 
in a natural innocent way. I enjoyed it in a sick perverted way. I enjoyed it 
because it was so sick. I think the reason why I consented so easily is because 
the mere fact of my father wanting to fuck me was already as bad as bad 
could be. That’s not the way it’s supposed to be.  
 
Dear reader, please imagine your parent or parents asking you to have sex 
with him her or them and you’ll see. Even if he hadn’t fucked me, how could I 
ever have looked my so-called father in the eyes again after this confession? 
Maybe having sex with him made it easier for me to go on, because as he was 
coldly doing his thing that first time I could indeed look him in the eyes. 
Looking at his eyes, which looked then and now to me almost exactly like 
mine... looking at his eyes looking at mine while I had sex for the first time 
ever is a memory that I hope will one day be erased forever from my mind 
and my heart and my soul. 
 



 
 
 
 

Chapter 6: Rebel rebel 
 
One of the most difficult times in my life was when I was in love with my 
father and we were back in Uvongo. I now wore short dresses, make up and 
jewellery. But Theo was never around. At night I would lie awake in bed at 
night until the early morning hours. Theo usually came home at around four 
in the morning. Just in time to take a shower and go to work.  
 
I knew very well where he had been because he told me all about it. He was 
out searching for a new girlfriend. Trying them out, so to speak. Of course he 
saw that this upset me and in his way he reassured me that he still found me 
sexy. He would describe each chicky that he was seeing according to her 
height, weight, hair color and personality. But he said to me: “But you know 
brunettes are my favorites” in a flirty way, which was supposed to set me at 
ease, and it did. I thought he was looking for a legitimate girlfriend as a cover 
for us being lovers. 
 
There were at least three or four candidates and he discussed with me the 
merits of each one. Once I even went on a ‘date’ with him to one girl’s house. 
They were just meeting there and chatting. She had long straight brown hair. 
Afterward, in the car, driving back, Theo expressed his opinion of her to me. 
If I remember correctly, he liked her but ‘wasn’t sure’. At this period of time 
Theo and I still slept together occasionally, usually when I initiated it. To me 
he was like my boyfriend. Yet, because of our unique situation, being father 
and daughter, it was to be expected that he would also be dating women his 
own age.  
 
The successful new candidate for Theo’s new love however was nowhere near 
his own age. Her name was Carol. She was 24. Her parents disapproved of 
Theo. This Theo found exciting and funny. He enjoyed sneaking her away 
from her parents and fooling around with her behind her parents’ back. She 
was blonde, thin, successful, pretty. Funnily enough her looks resembled 
Princess Diana in a way... short hair, clear skin, wholesome personality. I say 
funny because I’ve said already that Theo resembles Prince Charles. Anyway.  
 
Carol died in 1995. She never knew that the man she married had had a 
sexual relationship with his daughter which had continued for a while even 
after he started dating her. She was married to Theo only months after they 
met. When she was killed they were living on a farm, and during that time 
there were a lot of farm killings in South Africa ... black people taking revenge 
on the white ‘Boere’. That was one version of the farm killings history of that 
time. I reckon the farm attacks were crimes of opportunity ... here were rich 



white people with no dogs and no alarms to protect them. It’s practically an 
invitation. What Theo and Carol were doing farming I’ll never know. I mean 
he was the manager of a cement factory and she was the manager of a Coke 
factory. Theo was very impressed that she was a manager at such a young 
age. Anyway I guess they wanted to go colonial. At least Theo did. I don’t 
think Theo much enjoyed working. He just would get an idea into his head 
and then just do it. Like ... em, I feel like fucking my daughter, I’m gonna do 
it. Em... I feel like buying a farm and settling down as an owner living of 
someone else’s sweat, so let’s do it. I mean what did he know about farming? 
I don’t even know what kind of farm it was because by that time, when he 
had married Carol and become a farmer, I didn’t want to know anything 
about him. I had totally written him off as a collossal mistake.  
 
But that was all later. At first in that time, the last third of 1991 in Natal, Carol 
was just one of the candidates Theo was making his mind up about. She was 
the blond, I had met the brunette and there were a few others that I didn’t 
meet. So during the day Theo was at work at the cement plant and from there 
he’d go on a date and from there he’d come home at four in the morning. If he 
still had juice left in him that’s when I could get a bit of him. Yes. Sex. Making 
love. Kissing. Loving. At least in my case. I loved him. I was in love with him. 
I wasn’t worried about the other women because I thought I was the love of 
his life.  
 
It kills me now to think of how desperately I needed him back then, how 
pathetically I needed something, anything from him. Even after he had met 
Carol and was in a relationship with her, I would still go to his room as soon 
as he came home from her place. Need I say more? This is the hardest part to 
think about. I didn’t care about anything. I was so unhappy I couldn’t do 
anything.  
 
It soon became apparent that Theo was in love with Carol. As much as he is 
capable of being in love. I say this now because in 1995, only a few years later, 
he wasn’t destroyed by her death and had a new girlfriend very soon, despite 
having been paralyzed from the waist down in the shooting at the farm. A 
bullet had struck his lower spine, and he’s been in a wheelchair ever since.  I 
don’t think Theo really understood love. But he convinced himself Carol was 
the perfect girl for him. And she fell hard for his charms.  
 
Soon Carol was an everyday feature of life in the Cloete household. Most 
nights she stayed over, which certainly put a damper in my sex life. I played 
the part of daughter well though, and encouraged her when she spoke to me 
of her feelings to Theo. She was a really sweet person.  
 
During that time I spent a lot of time visiting with Julia, Theo’s ex-lover. The 
one who he left his wife for. His best friend’s wife. Julia was fun to be around. 
She was like a character in a soap opera ... the kind of person that I had only 



ever encountered on TV. She was rich and didn’t need to work, but after 
seperating from her husband Louis she was going through an existential 
crisis. She was also still in love with Theo and she hated Carol. She referred to 
her as the ‘mouse’. Theo also did not cut off Julia completely. He still flirted 
with her. Incorrigible. Was it round about this time that Julia one night came 
and attacked Theo’s Mercedes with a pick-axe> I’m dead serious. She was in a 
state. She was shouting up at him from outside his door, hurling invective in 
a drunken rage. I wasn’t there to witness it. I can’t remember where I was or 
exactly when it happened. But it happened, God’s honest truth. 
 
What was this strange power that this balding, potbellied, burn-survivor had 
on women. I swear he was really not an oil painting in the looks department. 
It also wasn’t just his money and success. He was the classic Don Juan, 
promising all his love so sincerely you couldn’t help but believe it. When his 
light shone on you, you were a princess, the most beautiful and enchanting 
creature alive.  When his attention was withdrawn from you, it was like the 
sun going down on your world, or coming off drugs. 
 
His sons also suffered from this on / off light of affection. One day they were 
the best boys ever, the next he would be screaming and yelling at them like a 
madman. Rowan, my eldest brother, suffered this stoicly. Julian the middle 
brother was the peascemaker. Tertius, named for being the third Theo always 
explained, was the hellraiser. They were in their teens and pre-teens. I think 
Rowan was 13, Julian 11, and Tertius nine. They lived mostly with their 
mother of course. Except for Rowan. For a long time Rowan and I were 
basically staying at Julia’s house, because Rowan was friends with Bernie, her 
son, and I was friends with Julia.  
 
Anyway, back to Carol. As they became increasingly more and more 
involved, I became increasingly depressed. I remember vividly one day when 
the three of us went for a walk on the beach ... Theo and Carol, holding hands, 
about half-a mile ahead of me, laughing together like young lovers. As I was 
walking behind them, looking at them, I had the most awful feeling. I was 
totally resigned. There was my lover, but he wasn’t mine. And I could see 
finally that he loved Carol more than me, and so I altruistically let go of him 
and let him be happy with her, because that’s what I do for people I love. I 
also remember clearly one day driving somewhere with Carol in her Ford 
bakkie (the same vehicle I would a few months later regularly take out for 
joyrides while Theo and Carol were away on vacation) and her asking me if I 
was OK with their relationship and everything? Yes no totally I said. You 
guys are so perfect for each other. Carol said: “To tell you the truth, it’s all 
moving so fast ... I mean he already said he loves me.” Inside I was thinking, 
yes, he does that quite easily. No man was so free with his ‘I love you’s’ as my 
father. But I wasn’t going to disillusion her of course. She was a nice person, 
so I wished her well in my mind. I wasn’t like Julia, crazy with jealousy. If I 



hadn’t been Theo’s daughter and if our love hadn’t been ‘forbidden’ and 
‘impossible’, I probably would have been. 
 
Fortunately some vestige of self-preservation opened up a new door for me. 
Rebellion. What Theo didn’t realize perhaps is that parenting is to a large 
extent a matter of “monkey see, monkey do”. I had learned from Theo how to 
drink, to party and not worry. How to be a free spirit. How to laugh at people 
who are slaves to their inhibitions. How to defy convention. How to challenge 
the universe. I had learned how to be an open minded girl. This girl took her 
open mind and used it to discover what many other before her had known. 
Partying. This came really hard to me. It was truly against my nature. Now, in 
my thirties, I have again reverted to my natural serious disposition. I get very 
nervous at parties and I don’t really get it. Before 1991 and now again after 
sobering up, parties to me are a form of torture. It’s like a duty you have to 
perform: being happy, laughing, having fun. 
 
My entrance into the party scene was, however, dancing. Or let’s rather say 
music. The reason why I had wanted to be a ballerina was to translate the 
feelings music inspires in me. I have always had the ability to be totally 
carried away by music. In the 80’s I totally didn’t understand the music of the 
time. My loves were classical music and Christian music. I knew all the words 
to all Don Francisco’s songs. I never really liked Amy Grant though. She was 
way too commercial. Almost a popstar. Not a true Godly artist. I remember in 
highschool being totally freaked out by the music the other kids were 
listening to. For example ‘We’re on a road to nowehere’ seemed to me totally 
sinister and evil. The girl who was lisetning to it, asked to listen to what I was 
listening to on my headphones. It was music by a group of Franciscan 
modern day monks ... very beautiful, then and now. She went wild when she 
heard it and asked me how I could listen to all this Christian shit. I was totally 
intimidated. I was intimidated and afraid of the contemporary music of my 
time. 
 
So going out, alone I might add, to bars, getting myself a beer or two, and 
then hitting the dance-floor, was an education.  Gradually I came to 
understand, to love, to adore, to worship. Thank God for that. The small bar I 
went to regularly had a cover artist on guitar with a drum set in the 
background so that’s how I learned many rock, reggae and alternative 
classics. At home I listened to Theo’s record, U2, the Joshua tree again and 
again until I couldn’t get enough of it. Theo was a little stuck in the past music 
wise I realize now ... his favorite song is the Eagles classic ‘Wheels in the Sky 
keep on Turning’. These days I like to think of the implication that for him the 
wheel will turn, and his sins will come back to visit him. Theo didn’t really 
move beyond the seventies, but I did. All the way into the nineties with the 
rudimentary beginnings of hip hop in 1991. I preferred the classic rock 
standards played by the cover guy, but I could also dance to Vanilla Ice and 
‘Let’s talk about sex baby’. Ha ha. 



 
 
 Somehow I finally got over Theo and started falling in love again with boys 
my own age. I was working, I was smoking, I was drinking, I was dancing. 
All on my ownsome lonesome. As December came around I ran into a crowd 
of my old high-school friends who had come down to Margate to party, and I 
partied with them. I certainly wasn’t partying either more or less than they 
were. I was in short, being pretty normal actually. Now I was the one who 
came home at four in the mornings.  
 
AsTheo became more and more enamored of Carol, I became more and more 
resigned. He raved about her all the time. He would say things like: “Carol 
and I can’t keep our hands off each other”, which made me feel really sick to 
my stomach. Later on, Theo also would start comparing me to Carol: “Why 
can’t you be more like Carol? She’s so successful. I mean look at her; manager 
of the Coke plant at age 24. She’s really a remarkable woman”. Well, as Theo 
wasn’t really an intellectual, but more of a practical, material man, he 
probably couldn’t really appreciate how gifted I was intellectually. That’s 
what I think now. Because all that Carol had going for her was the confidence 
that comes naturally to some people, especially people who have grown up in 
a loving home with two stable parents around all the time. Carol owned her 
own house at age 24. But her parents had a pretty big house too. Theo and I 
drove past there once, before the relationship became serious, stalking her. 
What I mean is, Theo would say to me, let’s go for a drive, and I’d sit in the 
car and listen to him as he stopped in front of Carol’s house and told me how 
wonderful this woman was. Then after he’d finished waxing lyrical to me and 
glowing with love for her, as I were his buddy and he were telling me, buddy 
to buddy, about the girl he was infatuated with, he’d take me home, leave me 
there up to my own devices, and jet off to another activity, his fatherly duty 
apparently done according to him. He’s slotted in half an hour of quality time 
with his daughter. 
 
So what were my own devices? I was left at home a lot, so I watched some 
TV, made myself stuff to eat, went to visit Julia, went dancing and drinking at 
night, and went to work. That’s because Theo thought the time had come for 
me to get a job. He suggested I apply at Mike’s Kitchen in St.Micheal On The 
Sand, the next town over.  As he had recently bought himself a sporty new car 
to impress Carol with (Julia thought the car was ridiculous ... way too cheap), 
Theo said I could use the old green automatic Mercedes to go to work in.  
 
Now Theo and I had made a deal in Europe: he said that if I wanted to I could 
stay in Europe a while and go around exploring and backpacking for myself, 
on my own, or I could go back to South Africa with him, earlier than planned, 
and then he’d buy me a car to make up for cutting the promised European 
trip short.  I had thought about it for a while, considering both options as 
cool, but finally decided that I would prefer the independence of having a car 



and being able to go around on my own. Uvongo was really a tiny little 
suburb with just a few suburban little grocery stores and a small Italian 
restaurant with only a few tables, an antique shop, someone’s home boutique, 
that kind of thing. So if I wanted to visit Julia in Margate I had to walk. It was 
miles, but I had lots of time. How did I get to the bar to go drinking and 
dancing? With an old moped I bought from one of Rowan’s friends for some 
ridiculous price like a 100 bucks. It was a pretty ridiculous vehicle. It had no 
torque to go up the many hills between Uvongo and Margate, so often I 
would push it up the hills. I might as well have been riding a bicycle. But it 
was faster than a bicycle. Of course sometimes it wouldn’t start, especially if it 
rained, which is why I guess I spent so much time at Julia’s, sleeping over for 
the night if I couldn’t go home. Or I’d just go on partying till dawn, which 
wasn’t that hard to do, and get a lift from someone or something.  
 
So I was asking Theo about the car he had promised. We went to look at a few 
used cars, but Theo said that cars down in the South Coast are afflicted with 
rust and not a good buy. He said we should buy a car in Johannesburg. I soon 
started feeling I was pestering him about the car, but he had promised. And I 
really needed a car, or else I was confined to Theo’s big empty lonely home, 
pining for him, smoking outside on the balcony surruptitiously and listening 
to U2 over and over. Of course I could read... I got a few books from 
somewhere, I can’t remember if I had joined the library. But I had the hardest 
time reading, because I couldn’t concentrate. Besides the kind of books I liked, 
crime and thriller and spy novels and such, always had sex in them and it 
made me horny. In books I got the inspiration to try and give Theo my first 
blow-job. He enjoyed it so much he came in my mouth without warning, and 
laughed when I went to the bathroom to spit his ejaculate out of my mouth. I 
thought that was very insensitive of him, and I can’t get the sound of his 
merry laugh at my disgusted face out of my memory. 
 
So Theo and I finally came to an agrreement regarding the car he’d promised 
me: for every rand I make on my own he would add a rand, and so I could be 
earning my own car. I felt I must have misunderstood him in Europe where 
he’d told me he’d buy me the car outright. I mean, the reasoning, as I 
understood it, was that Theo was going to take me on a long three month 
holiday in Europe to make up for the fact that he was never there in my life. 
So the European trip was cut in half and to make up for this promise he 
would let me stay there alone for another month and a half, leaving me 
enough money for the rest of the vacation. I did forego that in favor of the car. 
Now he made me feel as if I was the one insisting on him buying me a car, as 
if it was my idea. Honestly I would have foregone the stupid car if it weren’t 
for the fact that I was going crazy staying at home alone or walking miles to 
get to Margate or struggling with my moped. 
 
So that’s how the plan came about that I should start waitressing at Mike’s 
Kitchen, and Theo would buy himself a new car, and I could use the 



Mercedes to get to work. Now cast your mind back dear reader, to when Theo 
and I first met. I wanted to go to Mike’s Kitchen, my favorite franchise. At the 
time he said this place is a dump, let’s go somewhere decent. It makes me 
wonder if he didn’t just take me back to City Lodge for dinner thinking he 
could get me into bed then already. To this day I don’t know if Theo is a 
molestor or not. I’m the only one I know of, but he did tell me Rowan and he 
slept in bed together and he woke up caressing Rowan’s chest, thinking it was 
his wife, haha. I don’t know but maybe the explanation for all Theo’s 
inconsistencies is simply that he doesn’t think or make connections. So I got 
the job waitresing at Mike’s kitchen. The job was hard because I was very 
nervous, but the free Mike’s Kitchen staff meals were heavenly. The things I 
used to crave I could now get for free. Super thick chocolate milkshakes, 
amazing cheeseburgers. Sigh, heavenly. 
 
So of course as I started earning money I spent more of it going out drinking 
and dancing. Although it wasn’t part of our agreement, I’d use the Mercedes. 
By the way, the other waiters and waitresses at Mike’s kitchen thought of me 
as a rich girl because I came to work in a Merc, albeit an old one. The owner 
also thought it was strange. As for me, I just felt ridiculous driving this 
dinosaur of a luxury car from the mid eighties to work as a waitress. But 
that’s what life with Theo was like. Everything was upside down, and deep 
inside I guess I thought it was interesting and funny. Sort of surreal and 
hilarious. 
 
I did eventually get my car. I went up to Johannesburg and my grandparents 
helped me pick it out. Actually my grandfather. Theo finally forked out the 
whole amount. R8000 rand for a 1984 Volkswagen Passat, skyblue on the 
outside and royal blue velvet faux velvet seat covers on the inside. I liked it 
because it was blue. My grandfather thought it was the best option as a car. It 
had a lot of miles on it, but it was a reliable car.  
 
I drove the car back to Margate, giving some old schoolfriend and her friends 
a ride to SA’s premier holiday destination so we could share petrol (gas) 
expenses. We had some trouble along the way. We had to stop twice. Once 
because a tire gave out and we needed to buy a new one, because the spare 
was only good for driving slowly for a few miles. By the way, Margate is 11 
hours drive from Johannesburg. Fortunately the AA came in and saved the 
day, and eventually I got me, my passengers, and my new car, my wonderful 
new symbol of freedom to Margate. 
 
 
Theo of course had also paid for driving lessons for me before I even started 
driving the Merc to work. I got my drivers licence first time ‘round, although 
my instructor was very nervous because at the driving test I forgot my 
learners licence at home and so I drove the driving examiner from Port 
Shepstone to Uvongo as my test to go and get my licence. The examiner and I 



had a cooldrink at home and drove back to Port Shepstone to my very 
nervous Indian driving teacher. He bought me a pack of his mom’s samoosa’s 
because I’d passed. Before getting formal driving lessons from this Indian 
guy, I got informal lessons from Carol’s co-worker, a chap with carrot red hair 
who’se only redeeming feature was that he loved U2. Carol and Theo set us 
up. Redhead was the first guy, besides my father, that I made out with, 
French kissed, properly. I didn’t like it and he was pissed at me for leading 
him on but not being into him. I admit I was using him for the driving 
lessons.  
 
So now finally I could go to work in my own car and finally I had freedom. 
Free at last. I worked hard and spent all my money on going out and dancing 
and drinking. Eventually I started working at another steakhouse in Margate 
and I got a job at La Cote D’Azur as a receptionist again. I didn’t quit 
waitressing because the tips were good, so I was working two jobs and 
partying hard. I was proud of myself. I was hardcore. Like I said, I didn’t ever 
have a hangover going to work, because usually I either vomited the bight 
before, or else I danced all the poison out my system. I wasn’t even 19 yet. I 
was eighteen, working two jobs, and getting drunk every night. It was hard, 
but not that much harder than studying for A’s. You just force yourself to 
keep going, no matter how tired you are. At least I didn’t have time to feel 
depressed. 
 
Meanwhile Carol had moved in with Theo, me and Rowan. One big happy 
family. Theo and I still occasionally got it on when we were alone. But it was 
always at my instigation. Sex was how I could get his attention and love and I 
was working hard to be really good in bed. Theo was always very impressed 
with quality of our sex. I also never had any complaints later on in life.  I 
really was very good at sex. It just took me the longest time to figure out that I 
actually wasn’t getting anything out of it except a kind of pride at my abilities 
to seduce, entice, and satisfy. In all my relationships I worked very hard at 
sex. I was a total prostitute, and a very good one, except I was working for 
free, unless you can count self-esteem as compensation. 
 
One evening Theo announced at a so-called “family dinner”, catered by 
Gladness and attended by myself, Rowan, Carol and him, that from now on 
the rule was that Christine has to be home before twelve at night. I was like, 
you’re kidding, right? I didn’t take it seriously for a moment. The next day I 
came home at four am as usual. The others were heading to the river to go 
and ski. Carol asked me what time I had come home. I said, 4 am. Everyone 
departed and I got dressed for work at La Cote d’Azur. Just as I was about to 
leave, the entire Cloete caravan turned into the driveway. Theo rushed 
upstairs to my room. They had made it halfway to the river when Carol told 
him Christine had come home at four am. Theo proceeded to scream at me 
hysterically, like a man possessed. Spittle was dripping from his lips onto his 
chin. His chin was trembling.  



 
I honestly can’t remember exactly what he was screaming, except that he was 
now apparently very upset that I had defied him. To be quite honest, I had 
never for a moment thought he had seriously meant to set a curfew for me. I 
mean honestly. What kind of person would do that? Fuck his daughter saying 
it’s OK and natural because he wasn’t bound by stupid rules and 
conventional morality, and then setting a curfew for that same daughter as if 
he were a law-abiding, conservative concerned father and family man. It was 
fascinating. I think I wasn’t even scared as he was screaming at me, because I 
was too fascinated by the strangeness of his mind. I thought that he had 
thought of me as open-minded, ergo independent. I thought he wanted me to 
be independent and open-minded. Wasn’t this the example he himself was 
somehow setting? I think it’s then that the poisoned love potion left my 
system finally. Theo ended his tirade by saying that I loved him too much, 
and then kissed me passionately. I think that was the last time we kissed. It 
was the end of the affair. Theo the lover had departed and Theo the fighter 
took his place. By fighter I mean tyrant. At least, he tried to be a tyrant. But it 
was just too pathetic to work. I did exactly what I wanted to do. Did he 
honestly think that I wouldn’t, that I would stop drinking, stop sleeping 
around, stop being a disgrace just because he wished it so? I had spent a 
lifetime caged. Now I was going to be free.  
 
I got very very very drunk every single night. What I mean is that I vomited 
every night. The advantage to vomiting is that you don’t have a hangover in 
the morning. You’re ready to keep going. I took quite a few guys home. Not 
all simultaneously, but in some cases almost. I once had one fellow in bed 
with me while another was sleeping down in his car which was parked in the 
driveway. I was anyone’s porn fantasy, the girl who could take’em all. I was 
selective however. I didn’t do everyone. I wasn’t Debbie. But still. I had sex 
with three different guys within the space of a month and let about ten others 
feel me up. For this born again virgin that was pretty much as debauched as I 
could get.  
 
Then finally the party was over. Theo had taken Carol away on a romantic 
holiday, leaving me in charge of the house. Picture any teen movie where the 
parents leave the house to their kids. Anarchy found a toe-hold in Uvongo. 
Theo and Carol came back earlier than planned, and discovered how I’d been 
letting things go. Alcohol was gone, the house littered with full ashtrays, and 
worse of all, they discovered that I’d been wearing Carol’s panties. Carol was 
very upset. I said that I didn’t have money for panties. It was true. I spent all 
my money on alcohol at the bar at night. Theo thought that I’d been letting 
my boyfriends wear his underwear. Actually it was also me that had been 
wearing them. I honestly had no panties, or no clean ones anyway. I should 
have bought some with the money I was earning, but I couldn’t be bothered.  
 



Theo kicked me out of the house, but not before I left voluntarily. He kicked 
me out and I ran away simultaneously. I slept at a friend’s house that night 
and maybe the next, and soon after that I drove myself back to Johannesburg, 
to my grandparents. I stayed with them for a bit before heading down to 
Stellenbosch. My grandmother cried when she realized I had been secretly 
smoking. My grandfather told me desperately that I should pray to Jesus 
Christ to help me to stop smoking. 
 
The next year I started med school, or tried to. I didn’t see Theo for many 
years although we had contact over the phone regarding matters of my 
student loan. The next time I would see him would be four years later. I only 
went to see him because I thought he would be on his death bed. Then, when 
I saw him again in his wheelchair all cheerful and brave, I, can you believe it, 
fell for him again. In his hospital bed he squeezed my hand and told me he 
was truly sorry for what he had done to me. I said to him it was no problem. 
 
What happened in those years between the end of 1991 and the summer of 
1995? Quite a few things. I was now a hybrid of scholar and rebel, although it 
took me a long time to get back into the scholar thing. Med school didn’t go 
well. I never went. The only lectures I remember attending was one on the 
dangers of Thalidomide, and an April Fool’s class where the lecturer tried to 
convince us that there were muscles in the brain. I also recall a chemistry class 
where the lecturer inhaled helium and spoke in a funny voice. This same 
lecturer was astounded when I turned up for a chemistry tutorial after having 
missed about nine in a row. After that I quit meds. Continued to study Italian, 
which later came in very useful. Also I switched to B Soc Sci and studied 
archeology, African studies and Ancient Roman History. Ancient Roman 
History was amazing, and I found my academic legs there once more. But 
archeology and African studies were eye openers. I once asked my 
Archeology Professor, on a dig we went to in Langebaan on the west coast, 
whether there was for him any conflict at all between how the Bible explained 
creation and what archeology tells us about the evolution of man. He thought 
a moment, then said “Nope”. That impressed and surprised me. I’d been led 
by Christian pamphlets to believe all kinds of terrible things about the 
proponents of evolution. Yet this chap seemed sensible, and the confidence I 
felt coming from him in that simple “nope” stayed with me. Now I believe in 
evolution. Still do.  Only a little while before that though, in Switzerland, 
when Theo and I went to a marine museum and he commented on a 
dolphin’s skeleton having shoulderblades, saying that he can’t get how 
people don’t believe man evolved from animals, I was shocked. As for 
African studies: I wrote a long essay on the causes of African Poverty, 
wherein I learned for the first time about African debt, the International 
Monetary Fund, and the World Bank, and the interrelationship between 
Africa and the rest of the world. Now I believe African debt should be 
cleared. New start. The essay was horrendous to research and I poured my 
heart and soul into it. The lecturer wrote underneath my mark of 70%: “You 



have understood much and written even more.” That’s the funniest comment 
I ever got in academia. For once I didn’t mind not getting an A outright 
because I really felt I learned a lot. What also stayed with me from African 
studies is that way Africa and it’s people gets depicted in the media as savage 
... noble savages maybe, but savages nevertheless. In the 80’s there was a 
program on SA TV, ‘Shaka Zulu’, and this got deconstructed in African 
studies. In contrast to the bold African warrior portrayed in popular culture, I 
have come to learn that Africa is actually a peaceful continent, wracked with 
misery. The words from a song come to mind “It wasn’t roaring it was 
weeping”. I grew up constantly afraid of black violence. Never did I 
understand the structural violence of apartheid until I was outside the warm 
embrace of the Overbeek family. Now it’s hard for me to think of South 
Africa’s past without a sense of deep horror coming up inside me. 
 
Theo was deeply racist. He had Gladness jailed for stealing. In fact he wasn’t 
paying her a living wage, and took the price of a new shirt out of what little 
salary he gave her because she has burned a shirt of his ironing. After his 
conversion to Christianity many years later, after becoming paralyzed, he 
referred to black people as people of the mud, created not by God but by 
Satan. This is hearsay because at that stage if Theo came looking for me, as he 
occasionally did out of the blue, my mom kept him away, taking him out to 
dinner to chat, saying Christine was very busy and unavailable. This was after 
I had told her what happened, and she told me that it was only with the 
greatest difficulty that she managed to refrain from strangling Theo at these 
meetings. 
 
As for me, in 1992 I met Fritz and my promiscuity came to an end. I was in a 
faithful and happy relationship with him for two years and it ended amicably. 
I will forever be indebted to Fritz for helping me survive those first years after 
Theo. Fritz reckoned I should study law, which is what he was doing, because 
I had the mind for it. And so I did. I was so successful at it in 1993, my first 
year, that I thought I had found my vocation. I got 83% average for first year 
law and won the prize for best law student in the first year. I was elated and 
vowed to study even harder in my second year. But it wasn’t to be. The vague 
sickness eating at me returned in my second year and after getting one bad 
result in the law of wills and testaments, I spiraled into a panicky state where 
I could do nothing ... again that feeling from my second last year at school 
came back. I couldn’t study, and studying was the only thing I had so I had 
nothing.  I managed to pull back from it that time by starting to play guitar, 
write morose lyrics, and becoming mystical. I had an AIDS test vicariously, 
because Fritz, who was still my good friend, had a test done before he took 
his next relationship to a sexual level. Before me he had only slept with his 
high school girlfriend, who he was sure was a virgin. But I was definately an 
AIDS risk, Theo having slept around with goodness knows how many 
women in his time, women who no doubt had slept with many others, etc. 
And then there was the unprotected rebellious holiday sex in Margate with 



partners that I didn’t know and whose surnames I never learned. At least I 
remember their names. Anyway Fritz’s test came back negative and since we 
had been having sex for two years I knew that put me in the clear as well. But 
the strange thing is I was disappointed that I wasn’t going to die. Which I 
now realize is not normal. While waiting for the test results to come through, I 
imagined myself bravely dying of AIDS, and the world became a much easier 
and more beautiful place for those few days. 
 
The mysticism of those days, that time, that year, the lyrics, the music,  
playing guitar, being solitary and increasingly broke, would leave me wide 
open to the appeal of the second most tempting escape in the universe after 
suicide: drugs. 
   
 
 
 
 

Chapter 7: Drugs. 
 
It all started at a Duplex tour, which I went on to earn money for my studies 
as the loan Theo had organized for me and the bursary from his company 
were now basically being withdrawn from his side because I didn’t continue 
my medical studies as planned. Theo was upset at my failure and didn’t want 
to support me financially anymore. 
 
Duplex is an import export company that sells stuff in Botswana and 
Zimbabwe and Namibia. I left the country for the second time, not headed to 
Europe but to Botswana over the December holidays of 1994.  A funny thing 
happened on the way to the Duplex tour. I was nearly arrested for shoplifting. 
Salad. I stole salad. Before we all left on the bus to Botswana, we were taken 
to the shopping mall to get snacks and stuff. I had been saving money by 
occasionally shoplifting. I was trying to eat healthy and maintain my slim 
form, so what I would do quite frequently is load up at the salad bar, weigh 
my purchases, and then add some more to the little salad bowl so that I’d 
have a saving of about 25%. This time I got caught, but because the amount of 
money was so little, and because I cried and pleaded and told the 
supermarket security guys I was just about to leave for Botswana on a Duplex 
tour, they let me pay the difference and let me go. It was in this shocked state 
I finally left on my first sales trip in Africa. 
 
Botswana was wonderful.  But also terrible. For the first time I felt like I was 
in Africa. I was surprised at how deserted the country seemed. But nature of 
course was amazing. Until much later in my life I never realized how the vast 
expanse of open blue sky is such a rare thing in the world, something that you 
really only see in Africa.  The quality of blue is different. Screaming blue, 
beautiful blue. And at night the sky is covered, littered with stars.  



 
We stayed in an old farmhouse that was like a version of Miss Havisham’s 
house in Great Expectations.  It was an amazing throwback to the colonial 
fifties, and I found it wonderfully romantic and inspiring. At night I would 
listen to distant drums (seriously) and the hum of mosquito’s while sweating 
in my bed in the heat. The only way to survive Botswana in the height of 
summer is by moving slowly in the day, drinking lots of water, and taking a 
cold shower before going to sleep. Temperatures regularly reached 42% 
Celsius during the day. 
 
The environment and the friends I made were a wonderful adventure, but the 
work was exhausting. I was a terrible salesperson, perhaps not being 
materialistic myself, and I would be more likely to sit on my suitcase of 
demonstration items and smoke a cigarette, or go and read a book in a cool 
restauarant overlooking the thorn trees and sparse shrubbery than drag my 
bag and suitcase full of pots and pans, appliances, knives and forks, 
flashlights, pepper spray guns, and educational toys into yet another 
establishment and pack them all out, tell the story of each item, take orders 
and pack them back again. The pace of life in Botswana was extraordinarily 
slow, but we Stellenbosch salespeople worked 10 hours a day: in the day in 
the business districts and evenings going door to door at people’s houses. I 
think I made the least money on that tour out of all the people there, but at 
least I made some money.  
 
Why I’m telling this story here is because it was here that I first heard about 
diet pills being able to give you a rush. A friend told me of his drug 
experiences, which included everything, and of the effects each different drug 
has on you. I was fascinated and repelled. “Aren’t you afraid of getting 
addicted?” I asked. “No” my friend replied simply. Up to that time I had only 
smoked marijuana, and usually my pot trips were difficult for me: fraught 
with anxiety. Theo used to say that marijuana was only good for sex and 
music. Marijuana for me was good for philosophical flights of thought, but it 
didn’t make me feel better, and I though that most of the other drugs would 
similarly have a bad effect on me, making my natural anxiety and fear even 
greater. 
 
That Duplex trip happened at the end of 1944, beginning of 1995. Halfway 
through 1995 I quit my law studies and went on another Duplex trip, because 
I was about to become absolutely broke. I had also reverted to my partying 
ways, or tried to, and became for a short while a semi-goth. I died my hair 
black and got a nose piercing and that was about it. I was reading horror 
stories and trying to write a horror story of my own. My depression peaked in 
that I hated everything about life, how shallow it was, how meaningless, how 
sickening. I worried about my future and I worried about myself but I had too 
little energy to really try and figure out a way to save myself. I felt doomed. I 
attended law classes sporadically, and found it extremely hard to study. What 



I did instead was write pages and pages of my thoughts about life, the 
universe, everything, and myself. I argued with my flatmate, a white Muslim, 
who had converted to Islam after meeting Cat Stevens in London. I was 
agnostic for a short period in my life. I tried to convince him that we don’t 
need God. He said to me why would I willingly wish to miss out on so much? 
I was puzzled by the happiness on his face as he talked about God. Of course 
I had had this happiness before, but now I was more Sartrean. Trying to live 
honestly with the possibility that God might not exist. My flatmate gave me a 
book by Hermann Hesse to read called Steppenwolf. This book proceeded to 
change the course of my life completely.  
 
Shortly after reading this I went on another Duplex tour, this time to 
Botswana. A few days into the trip the trip suprvisor called me aside one day 
and told me: “We had an urgent message from South Africa. Your father has 
been shot. He’s still alive, but if you want to go back to see him you can cancel 
this trip and go with another guy who’s driving back to Pretoria tomorrow.” 
So I went to see Theo for the first time since Margate 1991. This was now 1995. 
I expected to see him on his deathbed to say goodbye. 
 
To tell the truth I was happy to get away from the Duplex trip. The news 
about Theo left me feeling numb. It took some time to process. I was in bad 
shape at the time anyway, since I had just quit my studies for the second time, 
and I was in a deep state of depression. I wrote lots of great poetry during this 
time though, before I heard about Theo being shot that is. Unfortunately I got 
rid of all this poetry, patrly because it was a little crazy and also a little too 
painful,, and anyway I kept losing track of things during this time. I was 
worried, even before the Duplex tour that I was going a little mad. The 
mystical feeling from the Aids test had come back in full force. I was into 
vampires and werewolves and I made myself believe fervently that I might 
become a vampire, that maybe vampires were real. The poetry I wrote was a 
lot about the moon, about sadness and depression, about the feeling of 
sinking deeper and deeper but finding something serenely beautiful in the 
depths where you can sink no deeper. Before quitting law I used to spend my 
days trying to sleep, and my nights writing, thinking,, and walking around 
outside. There’s a small wooded hill near Stellenbosch and called Pappegaai 
berg and I made myself climb it in the middle of the night because I had to get 
away from my horrible feelings of craziness, alienation and hate.  It was later 
explained to me, years later, in Stikland, the psychiatric institution, that this 
kind of behaviour is the manic phase of manic depression. I’m telling about 
my state of mind prior to the Duplex trip here so as to illustrate the weird, 
detached state I was in. This state made it impossible for me to work. And in 
fact in Zimbabwe I hardly worked at all. I went to a park every day in the 
middle of the capital and sat there writing poetry and panicking. I saw maybe 
three businesses during the day where I was supposed to be seeing about 12 
to fifteen. I faked invoices and orders to be cancelled later to make it seem like 
I was working. So when the trip supervisor called me aside to tell me about 



Theo being shot I at first thought he had found out about the faked invoices 
and was going to give me a scolding for being such a bad worker. So I was 
happy to be leaving the Duplex tour, but I felt sorry about Theo. I felt sorry 
for him. Later the information became clearer, that is before we left, this other 
guy who was just quitting the Duplex tour outright, and I. It emerged that 
Theo was OK but the bullet had struck him in his lower spine, and it looked 
at this stage like he was going to be paralyzed from the waist down, no-one 
knew for how long, but there was a good chance the damage would be 
permanent.   
 
On the long trip back to Pretoria, where Theo was in hospital I imagined how 
broken a man he would be by this: he had been such an active person, water-
skiing and such. I resolved to help him try and keep his courage up.  It turned 
out he didn’t need cheering up. He was quite cheerful already. I mean it was 
strange. I had never seen anything like it before. Maybe it had something to 
do with his recent conversion to Christianity.  The ‘prayer heals’ kind.  
 
Theo wasn’t on his deathbed by the time I saw him. Where he was was in a 
rehabilitation facility of the hospital where patients who have a physical 
disability are taught how to cope with their disability and receive counselling 
and such.  I was very apprehensive walking into Theo’s unit. I hadn’t seen 
him in four years. I wasn’t sure how I felt or how I was going to feel. What I 
wasn’t prepared for is how I suddenly felt an upwelling of love inside me 
when I saw him there, lying in his bed, familiar smile on his familiar face ... a 
little older but still much the same looking. In fact I had probably changed 
physically more than he did. At this stage I still had my nose-ring. I wore a tea 
cosy as a hat because it looked cool. It really did. It covered hair I rarely 
washed. I was in a sort of grungy, dirty, goth phase. I felt lofty and poetic.  
 
The first thing Theo said to me, again immediatly taking my hand in his, like 
at our first meeting so long ago, seven years ago in fact, was this: “Look at 
what I have to do to see my daughter again.” It was a joke. Very poignant 
really. Theo’s demeanor was soft and calm. I said something like, “how are 
you doing”. Whereupon Theo told me that he was doing well, considering. 
He was first in his rehab class, so to speak. The nurses were all crazy about 
him. Never had they seen someone make such fast progress. He needed 
something like 80 hours of rehab, and he had already learned how to get into 
and out of his wheelchair from the bed, using his arms only. I was to witness 
this procedure a couple of times during that and subsequent visits. And I 
must say I was impressed. Although it’s not the sort of thing one likes to 
watch I made myself observe him silently struggling into and out of the 
wheelchair, dragging his upper body with the strength of his arms and 
maneouvering his useless legs with his hands.  Once in the wheelchair he 
would laugh and joke and do tricks and wheelies with the wheelchair. 
Anyway, he said, he wants to learn to be independent as soon as possible, 



because anyway every day of his stay in rehab was costing him so many 
rands. His face became very serious as he spoke of this financial loss.  
We didn’t speak about Carol. Theo did however, again taking my hand, 
squeezing it with deep feeling, tell me how very very sorry he was about 
what he did to me. I said it was OK, I forgave him then and I still forgive him. 
In my own head I felt anyway that our relationship had been consensual and 
that he had nothing really to apologize for.  
 
I was staying with friends and would visit him again the next day. That night 
I thought of writing him a letter telling him how much I love him and how 
deeply it had affected me to see him again. I never wrote the letter and soon I 
was glad I didn’t, because the pity I felt for him was soon replaced by an even 
more overwhelming feeling of animosity towards him on subsequent visits. 
 
How this animosity first came about was like this: When I went to visit him 
next he already had a crowd of visitors. His bedside table was laden with 
flowers. These were friends from his church. They spoke to him about the loss 
of Carol. He told them touching stories about her and their life together. He 
said: “I miss my wife, but I will survive. Nobody else would ever probably 
love this crippled burnt old man, but if love comes my way again I know 
Carol would want it for me.” His friends praised him for his fortitude. They 
spoke of how Carol was now in a better place. The one person said, and I 
remember this very clearly,because I wasn’t familiar with this strain of 
doctrine, that everyone in heaven was the same age: young adults. They told 
Theo he would one day be able to rejoin Carol in heaven and they would both 
be young again and happy together for ever after. They talked about his 
paralysis, and about how Jesus Christ would heal him if he believed and 
prayed, and they believed and prayed enough. Theo said “I will walk again”. 
Later on he also made the promise that he would be the first person with 
lower body paralysis to drive across Africa on a motorbike. This was his new 
dream. He would do it just to show it could be done. He did more wheelies 
with his wheelchair, laughed and joked, and I decided to give him and his 
church friends some space. It wasn’t like I was included in this conversation 
at this stage. Christianity was a phase I had passed through and left behind 
but I wasn’t going to rain on his parade. Besides, I felt awkward. 
 
There were seven other people in Theo’s ward. I decided to go and talk to and 
cheer up the worst looking case of the bunch. Whereas Theo had a party of 
half a dozen around him, some other patients had one or two visitors. But 
there was one guy who had no visitors at all and no flowers on his bedside 
table. He was paralyzed from the neck down, he told me. We chatted for a 
little while. This guy looked very depressed and sad and numb and I felt 
really sorry for him. I decided that just by acting normal and being kind to 
him I could brighten his day ever so little. Give him a human smile to let him 
know he was still human. Actually I was starting to enjoy conversation with 
paralyzed-from-the-neck-down guy, when Theo suddenly barked from his 



side of the ward: “Christine, get back here now. You never see me and now 
you’re wasting the little time that we do have together.” Nevermind that his 
visitors were still there, and that I hadn’t been included in their conversation. 
It was like old times. That was when the anger and animosity immediatly 
stabbed my heart again. I was nothing but angry at him, and I apologized to 
paralyzed-from-the-neck-down-guy and went over to the Theo’s bed with 
righteous anger. I said to him, quite vehemently and immediatly: “You know 
Theo, you’re not the only person here in pain. But right now you have lots of 
people paying attention to you, you have more flowers than anyone else on 
the ward, and you are more cheerful than anyone else.” It was true. Theo’s 
laughter and jokes were the only laughter and jokes in what was otherwise an 
extremely solemn atmosphere. I told him: “I was talking to a young man now 
who is half your age and who has lost the use of his entire body except for his 
head. Seeing that you seemed to be OK I was really just trying to cheer him 
up!” Theo’s face immediately went from indignation and anger to contrite 
seriousness. “You’re right. I’m being selfish. It’s just that I love you so much 
and I’ve missed so much the time we have wasted apart.” 
 
The funniest thing. Although Theo would never fuck me again, or anyone else 
for that matter, I mean he was going to pee into a catheter for the rest of his 
life, the old feeling of him getting into my head and getting me all confused 
was still there. It was like he could press on my weak points instinctively. So I 
also said I was sorry. Theo’s friends left eventually and so did I. I visited Theo 
a few more times, and each time it seemed to me that behind his facile 
laughter and brave face was a new malicious visciousness I’d never seen 
before. He didn’t seem sad or defeated at all. He went from being holier than 
thou I shall walk again and those who did this shall be hanged, to praise for 
himself for being so extraordinary under the circumstances to vitriol about 
people in his life and losers like the other people in the rehab ward who he 
swore he would never be like. It was like ha was battling life and insisting 
that this would not get him down. He would triumph. He would stronger 
than ever before. He would give up farming and go back to what he does 
best: “Managing people”. His words. By the time it was time for me to go 
away I wasn’t sure how I felt about him. But he had the benefit of the doubt. 
He was paralyzed after all. We arranged to stay in touch this time round, to 
let the past stay behind us. Theo said he wanted to be there for me, to be a 
father for me. 
 
When I left the last time I felt relieved to tell the truth. I stayed in 
Johannesburg for another day or two, and then arranged with the returning 
Duplex tour that they would pick me up at midnight on a specific day at 
Johannesburg airport, where I was to wait for them at the Avis counter.  
 
It turned out, I would find out later, that the Duplex bus had had a 
breakdown, so they couldn’t pick me up at the right time. Instead of phoning 
someone I knew, friends or family or something, I ended up waiting in the 



airport for three days. I was sort of frozen. I didn’t want to move too far from 
the Avis counter in case someone came looking for me there, so I constantly 
let the changing personnel of the Avis counter know where I was. I slept in 
the airport for two nights. I had some money in the bank, the last of my 
student loan/ bursary, so I could survive, but as I hadn’t made any money on 
the Duplex tour, I had to live sparingly.  I was so stressed out it was unreal. 
 
During this time waiting in the airport I ran into a guy who had been in South 
Africa for the Rugby World Cup (which that year South Africa won, making 
everyone deliriously happy). He was from Canada or America I believe, one 
of the two, I always have a hard time telling them apart to tell the truth. 
Anyway this guy had been mugged in Johannesburg and relieved of his 
money and, most importantly, his passport. He still had his passport but he 
had to wait in the airport for a couple of days waiting for his embassy to come 
through with an emergency passport. So we spent some time together and he 
shared some of his marijuana with me. Go figure.  There we were in airport 
smoking an illegal drug.  
 
The guy from Canada or America had found himself a sleeping place up high 
on some covered roof right near where the planes were landing and taking 
off. So instead of spending the second night on a cramped bench in a brightly 
lit cafeteria with my coat pulled up over my head, I spent it on this guy secret 
roof, stoned. Nothing untoward happened by the way. 
 
The next day the American or Canadian guy got his emergency passport and 
caught his plane. I was determined to go on waiting for the Duplex bus.  On 
the third day in the airport I ran into two girls who had been on the Duplex 
tour as I was coming out of the bathroom. “O there you are!” I exclaimed. 
“What, are you still waiting here?” they asked, flabbergasted. Yes, I said, 
what happened? Well, they explained, the bus had a breakdown and it was 
quite a mission for them as well getting as far as here, and in fact some of the 
other tour members were still here in Johannesburg, waiting for various rides 
back to Cape Town. They gave me some phone numbers to call. Apparently 
some ride was leaving the next day to Cape Town. Finally galvanized into 
action I phoned family in Pretoria and spent the last night with them and had 
the reduced Duplex convoy pick me up the day after that. 
 
So finally I was back in Cape Town, in Stellenbosch. I had quit my studies, I 
had only enough money to live on for a couple of months, and the inaction I’d 
shown at the airport became a permanent thing. I stayed indoors, I ate only 
porridge, I never slept, I was having delirious flights of almost psychotic 
thoughts, and I finally began procuring my own marijuana from the nearby 
township, which was cheap at least. Finally I made up my mind to try LSD, 
something I was deathly afraid of, since it had driven a close friend of mine 
insane, so to speak. She ended up having a complete break with reality and 
being locked up in Stikland mental hospital.  



 
I headed out to Cape Town to stay with a friend who had been with me on 
the Duplex trip who had told me of his experiences with acid, and who said 
that if I ever wanted to try it he would help me. I arrived at his place, spent a 
sleepless night in fear of this terrible drug I had been warned against all my 
life, and changed my mind in the morning. I went down to Cape Town train 
station but I couldn’t take the train back home to the despair of my 
Stellenbosch flat, where all my problems were waiting for me. I went into the 
ladies bathroom at the station, locked myself into a toilet cubicle and cried for 
half an hour or more. Violent sobbing like I couldn’t control. Then I prayed: 
God, I am now going to toss a coin. If you want me to take LSD, let it come up 
heads. If not, tails, then I’ll go home. It came up heads and so I forced myself 
to walk back to my friends place and the next morning we went to the 
Botanical Gardens in Cape Town for my first acid trip. 
 
Unlike marijuana, which left me feeling anxious and disorientated mostly, 
acid left me feeling perfectly in control. It was in indescribable experience in 
which I believe, even now, that I was given a glimpse of heaven, nirvana, the 
mystical experience of one-ness with everything.  I am loathe to describe the 
experience here, although I remember it in great detail, for fear of inspiring 
others who might read this book to go out and try LSD. That is not what I 
want. I will rather say what I learned in drug rehab ten years later: when you 
start using drugs, your life stands still. You are no longer moving toward 
your life goals. You are not moving at all, although you’re running. In the 
words of U2, you’re running, as fast as you can I will add, to stand still. 
 
Although LSD is not technically addictive in the physical sense, my yearning 
for the world I found was so great that I tried several times again to reach it. I 
never did. Not like the first time. Maybe it was because I wasn’t consulting 
God about those next trips. Who knows? I tried ecstasy too but I preferred 
LSD. I went to raves. I came back from raves and came down from drugs 
agonizingly, feeling as if my stomach was bleeding, and unable to sleep for 
three days at a time.  My money was gone faster than if I’d been spending it at 
a poker table on crappy hands.  
 
I managed to get a job as a waitress at Lanzerac wine farm, but spent many 
shifts either hung over from drugs or actually tripping. One day Theo showed 
up as one of my customers. This was a few months after we had seen each 
other in hospital. He now had a modified vehicle which he could drive, he 
had a new girlfriend, and older German woman who had met in Africa. It 
turned out that the first thing he did upon getting out of rehab was to take his 
boys through Africa in his modified truck. He and the older German women 
came to Lanzerac unexpectedly, big surprise. I dreaded seeing him but I 
served him like any other customer. We had another big fight after my shift 
was over, because he wanted me to come with him and the German girlfriend 
to go and meet his father who lived somewhere on the coast. His literal words 



were, verbatim: “Throw a panty into a suitcase and lets hit the road”. So being 
paralyzed hadn’t changed his freedom-loving, fun nature one little bit. How 
he and the German woman had fallen in love was in the water in the ocean in 
Mozambique, when Theo insisted he wanted to go swimming, and somehow 
managed to do so. The German woman fell in awe with him: who is this man 
who can be so happy and positive in the face of such terrible adversity? I, 
however, was less impressed with his cheer. He clearly wasn’t mourning 
Carol or even missing her very much, although he had declared her the love 
of his life. He moaned about his children and what disappointments they 
were. He complained that his youngest son, Tertius, was now acting up and 
rebelling and would accept his parental authority. This was too much for me, 
so I spoke my mind with him, yet again, as I had in the hospital when he was 
angry at me for not paying attention to him. I said: “Look Theo, maybe the 
universe has given you an opportunity here to be less of a man of action and 
more a man of thought ... you should have plenty of time now to think ... to 
think and try to understand why your children are the way they are ... why 
Christine is as she is, why Tertius is as he is, to try and understand who we 
are really, instead of just complaining all the time. “ I meant for him to do 
some soul searching and try and see if his libertarian ways were really 
authentic and sustainable and normal.  Theo promised to look into it and 
again we promised to stay in touch as I didn’t want to go with him to meet 
granddad as I had shifts at the restaurant and couldn’t just l;eave just like 
that. Actually I could have but I didn’t want to. We had lunch in Langebaan. 
Minced abalone. Langebaan is two hours drive from Cape Town, so those 
were the last four hours I ever spent with my father. I spent most of it lying 
down in the back seat pretending to sleep because his presence was so 
overwhelming to me and so depressing and so irritating that I really couldn’t 
bear to speak to him. 
 
I did not face my problems at home. My problems being mainly my dire 
financial situation. I didn’t consider my drug use at the time as a problem. I 
saw it as mind-expansion. I saw it as reaching for the infinite. Again all the 
money I earned from waitressing went directly to partying. Only of course 
drugs are much much much more expensive than alcohol. So the money went 
from my hands to drugs directly. I paid my rent, but that was about it. I 
sacrficed food for my glimpses of heaven. Correction: my attempted glimpses 
at heaven. I grew incredibly sick of eating porridge, but of course I gopt staff 
meals at Lanzerac which nourished me. My problems however came looking 
for me.  My mother let me know that Theo wanted to speak to me a few 
weeks after I had seen him and the German girlfriend. So I went to my mom’s 
office to phone Theo and find out what he wanted. Seeing that our previous 
conversation had taken place only a couple of months before with him 
promising to stay in touch this time and being a proper father to me I wasn’t 
expecting anything bad.  But something bad it was. Very bad. Very very bad. 
Fortunately so bad that it cured me of love for Theo for ever. 
 



It turned out that the bank which had given me the student loan had called 
Theo, who had signed as garauntee four years before. Since there was no 
more money in my account, monthly interest payments were not being made. 
So that is, why, naturally the bank called him. The bank called him. The 
BANK called him. Not me. Theo answered the phone and dispensed with all 
pleasantries, going directly into the following rant: 
“You are just like every other damn woman in my life who wants money 
from me!  I don’t have money to give you now, as you know I’m paralyzed 
and I had to pay the hospital so much, and there are all kinds of other 
considerations, so how dare you ask me for money now at a time like this. 
Why can’t you be independent? You’ll never amount to anything in life. 
You’re just a dreamer. Why don’t you get a proper job? Why are wasting your 
time waitressing? You can’t expect me to take care of you for ever. And 
besides, you don’t want to spend time with me and you never call me, etc. 
etc.” I let him finish everything he had to say. He was panting slightly when 
he’d finished, so intense was the tongue lashing he’d just given to me. The last  
six words I ever said to him were: “I don’t want your fucking money”. 
Correction, there four more words spoken years after that, in 2004 I believe, 
when he phoned my mom’s house while I was living there and my mom 
handed the phone to me saying it’s Theo. He had the opprtuinity then to say 
something cheery like “Hi, guess who” before I cut him short with what will 
hopefull be the last four words I ever need to speak to him: “Never phone 
here again”.  I hung up then as I’d hung up the phoine in 1995 with the full 
and final resolve to never speak to him again. In my mom’s office in 1995 I 
could agree with everything he said, about how I was a dreamer, I was 
wasting my life, I shold get a proper job etc. But for the sentence: “You’re just 
like every other woman in my life. All you want from me is my money” I 
would have considered continuing to be open to a father daughter 
relationship with him for the future. But it was this totally insane and 
incongruous phrase that got to me. I never wanted money from him. I never 
expected it, I never asked for it. The bank had called him, not me. But 
anyway, I was not just like every other woman in his life. I was not an ex-
girlfriend. I was his his natural born daughter. As I slammed the phone down 
with enough force to almost break it I began trembling violently. I told my 
mom: “There’s something I have to tell you.” I had to compose myself first 
and told her a few days later how I lost my virginity. My mom asked, what 
do you want to do about it. I said, I just never want to see him again or speak 
to him again. From that day onwards my mom has been protecting me 
against my father who gets it into his head every once and a while to try and 
establish contact with me. Like he has memory loss or something.  Even my 
mother saying to him ‘she doesn’t want to see you ever again’ had no effect. 
Not even years later, when the whole can of worms came out when I was sent 
to Stikland mental institution myself for psychosisis, schizophrenia, bi-polar 
disorder, whatever and I told the hospital and told my mom to tell the family, 
and even when everyone in my family knew that Theo had fucked me and his 
family, his mother and everyone knew he had fucked me, even then he still 



wanted to re-establish our connection, telling everyone who would listen how 
deeply he loves me and how truly it pains him that he lost his daughter. He 
offered to pay for my rehab in 2004 but didn’t. He offered to support me 
financially, but he didn’t. For a while I believed I was taking money from him 
and I took it to feed my diet pill addiction, but it was actually coming from 
my mom. 
 
And to this day the only feeling I have for Theo is hate that I can easily picture 
translating into homicide. I know that I could kill my father. Sometimes when 
I get tired of fantasizing about killing myself I fantasize about killing Theo. 
But not often because that entails remembering him, remembering his face, 
which is what I don’t want to do. The more his image fades from my memory 
the better. However, unlike other people you know and forget gradually what 
they look like, if Theo’s face appears before me unbidden it does so in perfect 
detail. 
 
So, fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me. After my final 
1995 conversation with Theo on the phone over money I finally told my mom 
what had happened. If I hadn’t truly believed throughout that Theo was in 
the grip of a tragic love for his daughter, I might not have played my part in 
the impossible love story so gamely. Sometimes I wonder to myself what it 
says about me that I feel no compassion now for Theo being in a wheelchair.  
No doubt it’s not natural. But honestly I don’t feel sorry for him and I am 
secretly happy that his life every day is blighted by the suffering of lower 
body paralysis. He had been shot in his bed, his new wife next to him was 
killed. I wish he had died too. 
 
It’s not even enough for me if he died. I would have his memory ruined as 
well. I would have him exposed. Probably with his being a born again 
Christian now, and so bravely standing up, I mean, sitting down, haha, to the 
outrageous arrows of fortune, will get him many sympathy votes with many 
people. The fact of his being paralyzed when he reviled me over the phone 
did not stop me from breaking down and boiling over inside. He had said in 
Switzerland that he loved me, as a daughter, as a woman. Now he had said 
again, in his wheelchair, that he loved me, as a daughter. He has said in 
Switzerland that he was sorry, mortified by his desire for me. He had said in 
his wheelchair that he was sorry for what he had done to me. That yet again it 
took a tragedy to bring us together, and couldn’t we find a way to be father 
and daughter without another terrible thing happening to him first. I believed 
him the first time and was proven wrong as I had to deal with the shock of his 
frequent verbal abuse at the end of 1991. I saw him in 1995, forgave him and 
felt sorry for him yet again.  
 
And now here I was, hearing again the same sick tirade against me, so 
reminiscent of his tirades over other women that had fallen for his charms. As 
I put the phone down that day, as I slammed it down, trembling violently all 



over so much that my knees felt sickeningly lame and my hands wouldn’t 
hold still, I knew that I had been enlightened. You don’t need to be a genius to 
spot the pattern here. He fooled me once, and shame on him, back in beautiful 
Switzerland. He fooled me twice and shame on me for letting a wheelchair 
blind me to the truth.  
 
There would be no third time. I told my mom I had something important to 
tell her. And I told her. In a way that was the beginning of the end of bad 
times for me. But it was also the end of the beginning of worse times. Now 
my financial situation looked dismal. Everything melted together to become 
an all-consuming state of crisis. I felt as if I were fighting for my survival. The 
first time I heard about Thinz was on a Duplex tour. At first I thought it 
would only make me feel even worse and I didn’t consider trying it. The first 
time I swallowed a Thinz capsule was one day working at Decameron, where 
I was given one, and within half-an hour to an hour found myself working 
like crazy, smiling easily, and remembering all the orders, and actually 
enjoying work. Getting a buzz from it.  
 
The first time I started to take Thinz in earnest with a specific purpose in 
mind, knowing I couldn’t cope with the situation without it, was when I was 
a dancing instructor, to keep my energy up for dancing and for interacting 
with the clients. The first time I took Thinz with true trepidation in my heart 
was after the first class on Wittgenstein that I ever taught, where the students 
had gone to the head of the Philosophy Department to say they didn’t think I 
was cutting it as a lecturer because they couldn’t understand what I was 
going on about, and although I was really sweet and really nice and they all 
really liked me as a person, they just felt I was too inexperienced to teach 
them stuff. Looking back I’ve got to say that this was really unfortunate 
because if I’d had to teach anything but Wittgenstein right off the bat I might 
have taken longer to spiral all the way down.  
 
But Wittgenstein was worth the risk to my health and my sanity, I reasoned, 
and I started doing my teaching and preparation in tandem with Thinz and 
various other so-called holistic pick-me ups like Ginko-Biloba. Things soon 
improved in the lecture halls and I proved to be a popular lecturer and I think 
that I explained what I understood of Wittgenstein well. But I could never do 
it without being on drugs. I think I took Thinz before every single lecture I 
gave that year. After many months I was like an alcoholic. More on Thinz 
than off. Taking more and more. And still that wasn’t the worst phase of the 
addiction. In fact it felt cool. I had magic potion and the cool thing about 
magic potion is that if you feel guilty about taking magic potion you take 
more magic potion and then you don’t feel guilty anymore. Problem solved. 
 
These stages of my drug use correspond to times when I had to go on 
working, do or die, because I needed the money to live, to eat, to pay my rent. 
I could have moved in with my mom but the prospect was so depressing. I 



valued my freedom, my independence and my solitude and my mom had so 
many problems too that I knew I could not handle being around. In my heart 
I blame Theo for this: I deeply believed him when he said that I was a 
dreamer, and that I would never make achieve success in this life because I 
was a dreamer. I had to keep going. There was no way around it. Failure was 
not an option. If you’ve ever been a waitress or a bartender, dead tired and 
ready to cry in the middle of a really busy shift with no end in sight, with 
demands coming at you from all sides, kind of like being a chef in Hells 
Kitchen, then you know that feeling of knowing there’s no time to dwell on 
how miserable you feel. You gotta keep working. A time to rest would soon 
come.  
 
Thinz helped my sex-life enormously and therefore helped my marraige and 
as Marco was supporting me financially helped my survival at the time. Now 
that I’m off Thinz and on Prozac the following happens to me whenever I 
fantasize about sex: At some moment, inevitable, an absolutely vivid 
recollection of sex with Theo comes to mind. For me, every penis is Theo’s 
penis. Theo explained to me where the sensitive bits were.  In my mind’s eye I 
see and in my mind’s hands I feel the foreskin slipping over the glans of the 
penis, I see the colour of the head of the penis, I feel the texture of the skin 
and I see the veins along the length of it. I was an attentive student as always 
and Theo thought I had a remarkable touch. On Thinz, while I was married, I 
could have this kind of recollection come to me without suffering a cessation 
of sexual feeling. Now, on the other hand, such a recollection leads to 
everything draining out of me so quickly. In a matter of seconds I feel cold 
and nauseous.   
 
I mention this here because it is the clearest example of a problem that is 
endemic to my personality, and as such is sort of a prototype or a template for 
how I experience the world. Not only my sex-drive but my very personality is 
in constant danger of deflation. To maintain my persona and my daily  
routines I have to guard constantly against this feeling of a sudden draining 
away of interest.  I also have to guard against suddenly feeling inappropriate 
feelings, and by then I mean for example feeling sad or angry about 
something from my past when I am in the company of friends, or family and 
especially when I have to do things like clean my house or work in my office. 
The feelings that come up unbidden demand to be dwelled on, but as I have 
dwelled on them repeatedly without resolution for so very long I know better 
than to even heed that call. Most of my feelings and memories have to be 
suppressed, leaving me with only a narrow range of possible interests and 
goals.  In the short term this leads to success because it makes me very 
focused, but in the long term these narrow goals and interests, like academic 
success for example, are not enough for me. Actually my soul is constantly 
calling out to me for healing, but there is only so much I can do for myself. 
Life must save me by giving me a happy ending to my story. But for that to 
happen I have to stay alive long enough to be healed, and in order to stay 



alive I must stay focused. A terrible catch 22.  Sometimes I feel like I’m 
walking a tightrope while everyone else is walking on solid ground. How I 
was on drugs is still how I am now. Drugs helped me to run across the 
tightrope. Now I have to inch my way along. 
 
Before I started using drugs, I was afraid of drugs because I thought I 
wouldn’t be able to control what I felt, thought and experienced while on 
drugs. The reason why I went on taking drugs after trying drugs was that on 
drugs I found I could control what I felt, thought and experienced much 
better. Now that I’m clean it is again very hard for me to control what pops 
into my head and into my heart.  
 
On drugs, with practice, this control became perfect. Having memories of 
Theo pop into my head wasn’t the only aspect of my mind that I couldn’t 
control without drugs. For a long time before I started using everything about 
thinking was difficult, and I was at the mercy of my feelings of awkward 
anxiety. On Thinz, for a time, while I was married, and before everything fell 
apart, I was in perfect control of every detail of my mind. It was exhausting 
but it felt wonderful. And because I was in control of my mind I was in 
control of my life.  
 
I think you get many different kinds of drug users. Many people not on drugs 
imagine that everyone who gets into it are of a certain type. Even when I was 
in rehab some people were puzzled over my being there because I didn’t 
seem the type.  It helps me to understand my drug addiction if I compare it 
with other cases from true life and from fiction. In true life the parallel for me, 
ironically you might say in light of the Oedipal situation which gave rise to 
my addiction, is Freud. For Freud uppers were entirely cerebral. For me too 
Thinz helped me to function as an intellectual. The parallel from fiction is 
Gregory House from the series House. I didn’t have a problem with my drug 
use because it allowed me to function and work and, like House, I considered 
myself irreplaceable as a thinker. But most of all, I felt, if I couldn’t control my 
head, I wouldn’t be able to work and earn a living, and then I would starve. 
To me, drugs was essential to my survival. 
 
And that’s how my life felt to me for many many years. Many more than I 
care to think about, even now. I felt no respite from the fight for personal 
survival. I also felt, mistakenly, I understand now, that I was on my own. That 
if I didn’t fight for myself nobody would be there to help me. I feared that if I 
caved I would be the straw that would break my mom’s back. And really, 
there was no-one else. My brother was just a kid. My family truly didn’t 
understand me ... I mean they thought that because I was obsessed with 
vampires it meant I was a Satanist. And Theo? Theo was no longer my father 
in anything but an accident of genetics. He was now my biggest hugest 
enemy. The biggest, ugliest, hairiest, meanest, scariest spider that ever lived. 
He was a science fiction spider, ten feet tall and with dripping fangs. No 



longer would I be tempted to step into his parlour of so-called fatherly love. 
Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me. I’d finally gotten it.  
 
 

Chapter 8: Suicide is painless. 
 
When I was in high school I was a born again Christian who read books like 
“The Late Great Planet Earth” and “Satan is alive and well on planet earth.” 
These were books about the coming apocalypse, about the beast and his 
number, 666, which was actually the secret sum total of all bar codes. I 
believed truly that the end was nigh, and that I would be taken off the earth’s 
surface by the rapture just before the time of great tribulation began. 
Honestly, I expected the rapture to come before I finished high school. It 
didn’t. Why I’m telling this now is that I have never been able to picture 
myself growing old and dying a normal death. I expected to gain immortality, 
the promise Jesus made, and that since I was living in the end times, with all 
the signs being there, I would escape death and be taken directly up into 
heaven. 
 
Later in my life, when I was having financial difficulties and after the break 
up with Fritz kept falling into obsessive unrequited love with a variety of 
persons I began longing for a way out, but it mostly involved dreaming of 
winning the lottery. The experience I had of happy anticipation to hear I 
might be HIV positive was my first suicidal feeling. How easy life would be if 
you only had a few years left. Then you could do what you wanted to do, not 
what you had to do.  On a third Duplex tour, one that Fritz was also on, and 
where he met a long time girlfriend of his, Penny, I was beginning to get very 
suicidal. It wasn’t about Fritz and Penny. Fritz was my friend and Penny was 
perfect for him. I was in love with the guy who’d introduced me to acid, but 
he felt hounded and smothered by me. I got it into my head that he was my 
twin soul ... the ultimate form of soulmate, the other half of me, my animus, 
my mystical mate. Yet this became clearly a one-sided affair. The combination 
of feeling that someone I loved so much didn’t love me, and that the 
connection between us was just in my head, combined with my severe 
financial incompetence, my lack of energy to save myself from the hell in my 
head, made me take a first step to suicide. I visited a doctor’s office in 
Botswana to sell her some Duplex stuff, and just happened to ask her about 
sleeping pills, saying I had trouble sleeping. But nothing came of that. It was 
jusr an exploratory question anyway. I was deathly tired most of the time 
anyway, and the thought of dying in my sleep was wonderful. 
 
When I found myself thinking of suicide it would be of ways in which it could 
be accomplished. I had some crazy ideas ... like goin for a skydiving lesson 
and on purpose not opening my chute. Or hitch-hiking to a very high bridge 
and jumping off it. There was a gun shop in Stellenbosch that I visited once. 
My biggest concern was that it would be painful. This was years ago.  Where 



I’m at now I think I can handle the pain.  My very persistant current suicide 
fantasy is of really cutting up my left wrist, I meaning really slicing it open, all 
up and down my inner forearm, so as to let as much arterial blood out as 
possible. Maybe once the endorphins from that pain get to my head I’ll smoke 
one last cigarette and then stab myself in the heart. Repeatedly if need be. I 
mean if I miss my heart on the first go. I’ve chosen this method because the 
means are the most accessible. Knives are everywhere, and only 
squemishness prevents one from considering cutting up your own flesh. But 
my anger at God, life, the universe and everything is so great now that I’d be 
able to do it. It would be like my drivers licence. I wouldn’t attempt. I would 
succeed. I’m not afraid of death or the afterlife, or even hell. There is nothing 
worse I can imagine than what I live through every day now. I wait for the 
minutes to go by, for the hours to go by, for the months to go by, for the days 
to go by. I know I can only hold out for so long. Even Prozac won’t stop me 
from suicide eventually. Only therapy can. And vindication. I’m not even 
sure that it’s because of Theo that i want to kill myself, or whether it’s just 
because I’m so sick and tired of the tricks my life and my mind keep playing 
on me. Although I make plans for the future, I can’t see what there is to stop 
me from falling into complete ruin again. Besides, I’m just really angry. I’m 
angry at everything at the world and I hate people. I just hate them. I don’t 
hate trees or buildings or animals or plants or insects or sticks and stones. I 
just really hate people. I look down on them. I don’t believe that there is a 
single person who would really reach out to save me, save for my mom, my 
brother, my therapist and my Prozac doctor, and maybe some other old 
acquaintances. As for other people, what do they care if I live or die?  
 
Killing myself would make the world go away. I’d like that. 
 
Being suicidal is easy for a masochist or over-achiever, as I was in school. I’m 
used to pressure, discomfort, pain, unhappiness, lack of joy. Gradually, 
especially while I was married, I developed a serious case of masochistic, 
violent sexual fantasy that ended in death for me. I conjured up in my 
imagination someone who I would love so much it would cause me 
immeasurable pain, and this person would hate me so much that he would 
slowly torture me, abandon me, kill me or leave me to die. It should come as 
no surprise that to me this person became God. Or God became this person. I 
knew I could project this story onto God since deep down I couldn’t rid 
myself of the belief that God loved me. So I began praying to die. This was the 
most practical suicide strategy I could come up with. I want to die because life 
is impossible for me. What I expect from life and what other people insist life 
will offer me are so at variance that if it should turn out that other people are 
right, I will have to die because nothing can erase my yearning for salvation 
and happiness. These days people say you should make your own happiness. 
But I want happiness to be given to me like a gift, a free gift, because I do not 
understand happiness. The closest I ever came to happiness was when South 
Africa was liberated from apartheid. 



 
And the thing is, although I’m really good loving, I suck at being loved. I’m 
convinced that I’ve never been loved, except by my family, my mother 
especially. But no person, no man, ever loved me as I need to be loved. Sooner 
or later they get to a point where they don’t get me any longer. Whan I came 
to that point in my marraige I became who my husband thought I was ... 
someone sweet and kind, for his sake, not mind. I couldn’t bear hurting him. I 
prayed to God to kill the essence of me and turn me into the person Marco 
thought I was. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t kill my essence. So the 
only thing that remained was for me to kill myself. By praying that God 
would kill me. Somehow. I prayed this thousands upon thousands of times. 
The most comforting mantra. Especially during or after sex.  
 
I realized soon into my marriage with Marco that I had a big problem with 
sex. My only other long-lasting sexual relationship had been with Fritz, and 
he was very understanding and talked me through many of my bad thoughts 
and feelings. I couldn’t enjoy sex with Fritz though unless I fantasized about 
sex-scenes in my head, usually violent ones. With Marco it was different 
because things had gotten worse. I really couldn’t get it up, so to speak, unless 
I did two things: take a lot of Thinz and create an alternate realm in my head 
where I thought about the things that got me to to get off.  
 
The alternate realm outlasted sex, because in it I would enclose myself in a 
dark cave where I would pray earnestly and faithfully to God: please let me 
die, please let me die. I sometimes continued this mantra in my head for what 
felt like hours. The reason why I especially wanted to die was because I felt 
that I could not keep pretending to Marco that I enjoyed sex with him, which I 
knew was important to him, and which was consequently important to me 
too because I loved him and cared about him.  
 
We’d had the sex problem conversation many many times and basically I had 
made up my mind to grit my teeth and just get through it in the hopes that 
things would get better. They didn’t. Not even under the most strenuous 
torture would I confess the details of my sexual fantasy life. Every disturbing 
story that I read, saw or heard of became fuel for the nightmares that could 
get me to orgasm.  
 
My ultimate fantasy was simply however to just die. I had had thoughts of 
suicide many many times in my life. Mostly they involved how it could be 
done. Long before I went bridge jumping for the first time, I considered the 
possibility of hitch-hiking to a bungee jumping bridge and jumping off it in 
the dead of night. If I’d known what kind of sleeping pills to buy I would 
have bought them. I once bought a razor just to see how I felt about it. But 
basically my main plan was yet again prayer. I would pray myself to death. I 
firmly believed that God would let me die. Only God knew in any case how it 
felt to be me and how enormous I perceived my suffering to be.  



 
When I read the novel Steppenwolf by Hermann Hesse it resounded with me 
like a thousand ringing church bells over a medieval meadow. Even though I 
was probably unlikely to commit suicide, I was a suicide, a person who can 
only live by dreaming of dying. Setting a time limit to misery lets you get 
through it so much easier, let’s you even enjoy life as if saying goodbye to it. I 
am still a suicide to this day.  
 
I promise myself frequently that upon my 40th birthday, unless fate intervenes 
to bring me romantic redemption, I’m gonna say goodbye to it all. My anti-
depressants-Thinz-caffeine overdose nearly killed me apparently. I’m 
delighted by that. That’s not normal is it? That night before I fell asleep and 
woke to near-death, as I was writhing on my bed suffering the physical and 
mental agonies of drugs, a voice said: “Do you want to die now?” I said no, 
not now. Maybe if I’d said yes I would have died. I would dearly liked to get 
help in this regard but so far nothing I’ve experienced is true and pure 
enough to give me a reason to go on. Maybe I shouldn’t yearn for perfection 
for my soul but I can’t help it. That’s just moi.  
 
To this day I am still suicidal. I’m not the kind of person who does suicide 
attempts. I think if ever I should make the actual decision to step over that 
cliff I would only need to do it once. Of course it would require a lot of 
preparation. Mental preparation. You’d have to hypnotize yourself into it so 
that you are calm enough to get it done successfully. I don’t know if I ever 
will do it but I do know I think about it. A lot. Really a lot.  
 
I am the kind of person though that places herself in situations that are self-
destructive. A kind of slow and only probable suicide. I guess you could call 
my overdose in 2005 a suicide attempt. It would be the same kind of 
broadening of category as saying that what my father did to me was rape. I 
don’t know what was going on in his mind, but if he was telling the truth it 
just sort of happened. He didn’t intend for it to happen. Well, in the same way 
in August of 2005 I didn’t intend to nearly kill myself. It sort of just happened.   
 
I was used to swallowing a lot of pills at a time, and although the psychiatrist 
had warned me against taking more than one anti-depressant pill I took more 
than 20. Not all at once. One thing led to another. It’s not like I thought taking 
more would make me feel better, I knew it wouldn’t. I just took more and 
more because not taking the next one was unbearable. I took one, and when it 
didn’t work I took another, and when they didn’t work I took two more, and 
then every twenty minutes or so I took more because twenty minutes was the 
longest I could endure without doing something. And there was nothing to 
do but drink my entire month’s supply of anti-depressants in the course of 
one afternoon and evening. This is my brand of suicidal behaviour. I didn’t 
envision the possible outcome of death, but I was indifferent to the risk of it. 
 



People who don’t suffer from depression think, I think, that depression is like 
this: you eat some ice-cream, but you cannot taste it. You have no taste-buds. 
In other words, you find no pleasure in the things other people find pleasure 
in. People think of depression as a lack of pleasure, joy, happiness. I think that 
that is not what depression is. Let’s stay with the analogy. You eat some ice-
cream, but the problem is not whether you can taste it or not, the problem is 
that you cannot metabolize it. Your body cannot extract nutrients from it.  
 
Maybe ice-cream is a bad example. Let’s take an apple. Depression is not 
being unable to taste an apple, but being unable to digest it, metabolize it, 
draw energy from it. What I’m trying to say is this: for me depression is a 
state of not being able to find nourishment from life. Things that should make 
me happy don’t make me happy. For that matter, things that should make me 
sad don’t make me sad. Today, February 4th 2009, I signed a renewal of my 
contract with my school here in Korea. For the next year I’ll get paid almost 
2000 dollars a month, tax-free, for doing an easy job that I am good at and that 
I enjoy doing. I am provided with accomodation so this money doesn’t even 
have to pay for that. So I am really really lucky. I have more, much more than 
I need.  
 
In May of 2005, on Mother’s Day to be exact, I was arrested for stealing food 
from a supermarket. I stole a pepper steak pie and half a liter of milk. I was 
really hungry because all my money had been spent on drugs, and because I 
was underweight from years of drug-abuse anyway I was pretty much 
starving. I spent a short while in jail. Maybe an hour. The value of what I had 
stolen was not great enough for me to be really prosecuted so nothing more 
came of that. At least I got lunch in prison.  
 
On the day that I got arrested for stealing food four years ago I felt much the 
same as I do today on the day when I signed a contract that will provide me 
with 2000 dollars free and clear for the next year. This is what depression is 
like for me. Things don’t affect me as they should. It’s not that being arrested 
didn’t scare me.It did. It’s not that having financial security for the next year 
doesn’t make me happy. It does. But to me this day is the same as that day 
was.  
 
My basic feeling, my level of being, my experience of life, remains always the 
same. I feel every day “I have to get through this day”. Then “I have to get 
through this week”. That’s about it. I can’t think much further than that really. 
I muster energy to see me through whatever lies directly ahead of me. If 
signing a lucrative contract is like an apple, let;s compare getting arrested and 
spending an afternoon locked up to spinach. Spinach tasted awful to me as a 
child. Prison is bad. Job is good. Prison is spinach. Job is apple. I eat an apple. 
I CAN taste it. It tastes good. I eat spinach. I CAN taste it. It tastes bad. The 
apple, after being chewed, ends up in my stomach. But my stomach doesn’t 
secrete the digestive juices to break the apple down to its component 



nutrients. My body gets no energy from the apple. I eat the spinach. It arrives 
in my stomach. My stomach doesn’t do its job. It doesn’t secrete the juices 
needed to break down the spinach into nutrients. Food passes through my 
system, but I’m starving. I pass through life, but life does not affect me. So I 
die slowly. That’s what depression is like. It’s not about pleasure. It’s about 
energy.  
 
When someone is depressed getting out of bed to wash their face is the energy 
equivalent of running a mile. So if I want to die it’s not because I cannot taste 
the sweet juices of the apple of life. On the contrary, I can. I can understand 
that life is good. It’s just that for me life is very tiring. I can’t imagine putting 
this same level of daily effort into the next fifty years. I fantasize about suicide 
in the way a marathon runner fantasizes about stopping. I mean, I can’t afford 
to fantasize about it too much because for whatever reason I’ve got to go on 
running. The end of the race will come eventually, as will death, eventually. 
But if along the way I do kill myself it will be because I just can’t go on, like a 
runner who is simply not fit enough for the race she entered. That’s survival 
of the fittest for you, in a nutshell. 
 
I don’t know exactly why I want to commit suicide, but maybe the best way 
to explain it is to say that I’m really tired. My marriage to Marco was a time of 
respite for me, a time when I could relax and let someone else take care of me, 
especially financially I guess. I didn’t marry Marco because he was rich. I 
married him because I really loved him. With Fritz I had an intellectual bond. 
With Marco I had an emotional bet. But for my marriage and my divorce to 
make sense, I should describe the circumstances surrounding it. It was a love 
story set in the following circumstances: I was working to survive, I was, in 
fact, poor.  
 
When I was working at Lanzerac Hotel it was the ambition of every waiter to 
work at Decameron, the Italian restauarant in Stellenbosch. That’s because 
you could make the most money there. Up to three thousand or more rand a 
month. I didn’t go directly from Lanzerac to Decameron however. I first 
became a bartender at a little bar called De Kelder in Stellenbosch. The hours 
were deathly. On Monday the bar was closed, but from Tuesday to Saturday 
the shifts were eight hours long. That wasn’t so bad. It’s the fact the shifts 
were back to back that made the work exhausting. The day shifts were from 
10 in the morning to 2 in the afternoon. The night shift was from 6 in the 
evening until two in the morning, at which time the bar closed come hell or 
high water. Because Stellenbosch is a university town, set in the winelands, no 
less, it truly is drinking country. Later, when yet again I became a party girl, 
I’d be able to keep going all night long by going to the all night bar, 
Springbok pub. But at the Kelder the clientele was older. Working people. 
Regulars. Like Cheers. Where everybody knew your name. It really was the 
worst kind of place for an introvert like me to work. Plus I didn’t get paid that 
much, so yet again I lived on staff meals and that was about it. Nearly all the 



money I made at De Kelder, about a thousand rand a month, went to my rent. 
I had a lot of debt. I think the bank froze my student loan for a time being, 
adding the interest not paid to the main sum and they said I could start 
paying it back when I could. Something like that. I can’t remember. I also still 
owed the university some money. But there was no time to think about that. 
There was only time to work. 
 
The work was exhausting because you would end a night shift at 2 in the 
morning, go home to try and sleep, which was hard because you were still 
fired up from the frantic activity and atmosphere of the bar, where drunk 
people did the things drunk people do. Then the next morning you had to be 
back at 10 am, only to go home again at 6. So then you’d have a day open ... 
from 6 until 6. But there was little you could do with that day except try and 
catch up on some sleep.  
Before I started working full time, while I still had some way of surviving 
without working every single day, I joined a theatre group in Cloetesvill, De 
Breughel theatre. Cloetesville was a colored area and I finally got to know 
some of my fellow South Africans there. I played guitar and won a prize for 
best supporting actress for singing the narrators role to melodies I composed 
myself on my guitar. I got into Cloetesville theatre because I was harboring 
the fantasy of getting onto TV as an actress in commercials. I didn’t have 
much luck. The theatre experience was really cool though, although even 
there it was a strain to go there, rehearse and perform. 
 
At de Kelder I also worked with colored colluegues. I mean none of the other 
barladies were white. The clientele were very patronizing and annoying to me 
personally. Typically a whole bunch of European expats who would spend 
their entire weekend at this German style pub and restaurant. In short, I 
learned the demeanor of a servant. It’s a very good skill to own and I certainly 
don’t regret it. You have to learn to smile on the outside while on the inside 
you’re crying or hating.  
 
It was during this time that I went around to Decameron to ask for a job. I was 
going to need way more money than I was making if I were to meet any kinds 
of financial obligations. The problem was that I’d always heard Decameron 
required you to be the best kind of waiter. That it was really hard... that’s why 
it was so financially rewarding. I got the job because it turned out the 
turnover of staff was extremely high because of the owner, who was to a T 
exactly like Gordon Ramsey. It was this guy’s nephew I eventually married, 
but more on that later. I don’t believe Mario would mind if I wrote about him 
here, because although I hated him for a long time I grew to love and 
understand him, and perhaps even these days I aspire to be like him, because 
he’s one of the hardest working people I’ve ever met. 
 



Anyway, I often got shouted at for having such a sad face while working at 
Decameron so maybe if Mario read this story of mine a lot more would make 
sense to him and to the family I met and abandoned ... Marco’s family in Italy. 
 
Decameron was a dream to work at in one respect, and a nightmare in 
another. It was a dream because for once, and for the first time, I was working 
in a properly organizes, clean restaurant. It was a nightmare because the work 
was extremely difficult. Really you had to be like a rocket scientist to work 
there. Most people didn’t last long at Decameron. I’m happy to say that I 
lasted for years. But sometimes I still had nightmares about the place. For me 
it was harder to work there than for others because I had so little energy. I 
was easily flustered, I was timid. At least to start with. Years of working there 
turned me into the best actress in the world. To be the perfect waiter is an art: 
you have to be a bit psychic as well, and omnipresent. You had to be able to 
be everywhere at once. During a busy shift you didn’t have a single moment 
to collect your thoughts, as ten things were always happening at once, and 
you had to become faster and smoother all the time. 
 
I dreaded each day walking from my flat to Decameron and was orgasmicly 
happy every time a shift I could go home after a shift was done. Then one day 
the bailiff of the court came knocking at my door. The university was going to 
sue me for outstanding fees. It turned out the only way I could get around 
this was by becoming a student again. This time it seemed I would be able to 
get some discount becuase of my mom working for the university. She’d been 
working for the university for years, and her taking the job there was in fact 
partly for my sake, that I’d be able to get a university education, considering 
how clever and academically talented I was. Stellenbosch was a bit difficult 
though and becuase of various reasons I couldn’t study for free, first because 
my mom’s posiotions wasn’t permanent, and then later, when she did get a 
permanent position, because she was a woman. I’m not kidding. Because it 
was assumed that a man would be the main bread winner in any normal 
South African family, men got more side benefits, like their kids studying for 
free, than women. It seemed though that the policy had since changed. So I 
started studying again, this time taking philosohy and economics, my two 
second year subjects, to third year subjects for a normal BA as opposed to a 
BA Law.  
 
Philosophy was my salvation in many respects. It was a subject I truly loved. I 
never studies very hard for it, because it seemed to come naturally to me. I 
would just try and remember what had been said in the classroom and wrote 
my exams based on a very brief reprisal of the material and the notes I’d 
taken. Certainly it didn’t take the same effort as law did, or even economics, 
which was a bit of a mystery to me although I did quite well enough in it. The 
history of economics interested me more than macro or micro economics.  
 



Life became a bit easier, and then I met Marco. Since Mario was his uncle I 
thought I wouldn’t like him, but he turned out to be sweet. We fell in love, 
spent three years separated, and finally got married in 2000 when he finished 
his studies and moved to South Africa. By that time I didn’t need to work at 
Decameron anymore as I was working at the Philosophy department as an 
assistant and tutor, and I’d been hired as research and lecturing assistant to 
one of the professors.  
 
Marco and I got married essentially in secret, and mainly because it would 
make it much easier for him to stay in South Africa and get a job, although he 
was a qualified engineer, a commodity rather scarce in the South African 
economy. I thought we would get a flat of our own, a cheap place like the 
student accomodations I was used to, where our romance would continue as 
it had started. I had been to visit Marco several times in Italy, using my 
bursary money that I no longer needed for tuition as finally I was studying for 
free, to buy the plane ticket each summer for the two or three years we were 
apart.  
 
However, we moved in with his family in South Africa, my former boss, 
Mario. They had a small flat attached to their house wiht a separate entrance 
that in the past they had hired out to students. There were many such student 
accomodations in Stellenbosch, but we got a special deal, being family.  
 
I spent a happy three years in marriage in that I was in beautiful 
surroundings in our little flat, which was in the poshest area in Stellenbosch, I 
didn’t need to worry about money because Marco’s family was rich and he 
was earning what to me seemed an excellent salary. For him it was a bit low. 
It should have dawned on me that he was European, in the true sense, and I 
was African, in the true sense. He was first world. I was third world. I 
adapted to that part of married life though by being as supportive of him as I 
could be. I cooked. I cleaned like a maniac but that was because I was on 
stimulants. Cleaning seems to be a habitual activity for people on speed, cat, 
meth, and amphetamines in general. This I also later learned in rehab where a 
guy who was addicted to crystal meth told the group how whenever he was 
high, which was always of course, so in other words basically daily or weekly, 
he would take hours to clean his fish tanks and get them just perfect.  My 
cooking was rather limited as I never wanted to eat, being on appetite 
suppressants all the time. It was the perfect life.  
 
Except for when it came to sex. I expect that Marco intuited more than I let on 
how difficult sex was for me, although I seemingly enjoyed it thoroughly. Of 
course we had had sex before marriage but it’s easier to hid things when you 
are literally worlds apart and only fuck once a year for one month in the 
summer. 
 



Before I got married to Marco, in 1999, I had one last affair with a guy who 
turned out to be a virgin. I thought he was the type that was on the way to 
becoming a fourty year of virgin so I altruistically seduced him. It was in this 
affair, which i told Marco about after a few weeks, cruelly of course, but 
honesty was of paramount importance to me, that I truly discovered I didn’t 
know how to enjoy sex. I enjoyed giving but I couldn’t receive. I didn’t fake 
orgasms. I created them for myself with my thoughts. My awful thoughts. 
Thoughts of violence and pain and misery and cruelty. I didn’t place myself 
in my sexual fantasies ... I placed faceless young women with a monstrous, 
cruel man who was the most extreme sadist. I might have had a future 
writing porn but it was porn of the snuff movie kind. This monstrous cruel 
person wasn’t based on my father, who was and is actually a bit of a sensitive 
softy. He was a little like the Goblin King in the movie Labyrinth, except not 
the PG version. I might mention here that while I was in Stikland mental 
hospital for the first time I read American Psycho and it kept me sane so to 
speak. I thought it was very funny. And it turned me on. So there you have it. 
My fantasies were set more in gothic dungeons with chains and prisons to the 
soundtrack of bloodcurdling screams, not in modern day New York to the 
sounds of 90’s pop music. So I ended the affair with the former version just in 
time basically to get married to Marco and thus it was I started my married 
life feeling like a slut who can’t even get the satisfaction of an orgasm I didn’t 
have to think out for myself. Because I had hurt Marco so very much with the 
affair I was determined to help him understand in every way that I really 
loved him, that he was the love of my life. Although I wasn’t ever a mother, 
the song ‘mother’s littlle helper’ applies here to my married life. I had a 
problem. I could literally not have sex unless I was on Thinz. I couldn’t 
become aroused, I couldn’t achieve a climax, I couldn’t pretend to enjoy sex 
without being high. If I wasn’t high I couldn’t bear to be touched, even 
casually and non-sexually. I tried as hard as I could to change. To change 
myself into the me that my husband was in love with, because I couldn’t bear 
to disappoint him and I couldn’t bear not to have his love. But the more I tried 
to kill the me that was not who he loved, the stronger that me became and the 
more I longed to be alone. I was happy in the morning when he left for work. 
I was disappointed when he came home. I was happy when he had to work 
late. And he really did have to work late. The company he was working for 
worked him like a dog, and on weekends he always very tired.  I hated myself 
for trapping this nice, decent, sweet and gentle guy into my sick life, which 
had never seemed so sick as now in the light of the normality of my 
circumstances at the philosophy department and at home in the green leafy 
most posh suburb of Stellenbosch. 
 
My yearning for death might conceivably be the result of my years of drug 
abuse.  However, as it is still present after being clean and sober for years, I 
try to search elsewhere for its source. It seems that like anxiety, which I am 
also afflicted with, there are two kinds: global and specific. Throughout my 
life ever since not becoming a ballerina as I asked God so I could worship 



Him, and not being carried away by the rapture, and not having witnessed 
the end of the world and the return of Jesus Christ and the Final Judgement 
yet, I have been sort of hoping that I would die soon. Actually this is not true. 
I was and am still as afraid of death as the next person, but as it seemed the 
most logical alternative to life ... well, Freud said there are two opposing 
motivators: Eros and Thanatos. As my erotic desires are a bit messed up, my 
thanatic instincts are very strong. I’m pointed in the wrong direction.  
 
As title for this chapter I chose the theme from M*A*S*H. No matter where I 
am or what the circumstances of my life are, I feel like I’m at war. I have to be 
constantly vigilant. Disaster could fall on me like a bomb from the sky at any 
moment.  
 
My strategy for suicide during marriage to Marco was prayer. I prayed 
sincerely that God would let me die. After I divorced Marco, and for a little 
while before in fact, I went a little crazy. I saw demons in my family members, 
I heard voices in my head, I was at war with God. One of the many reasons I 
used diet pills as my drug of choice was to see if it would somehow kill me. I 
literally tried to stop eating. I wondered how long it would take to starve to 
death. But I had to eat sometimes. Especially later, after my mother had also 
kicked me out the house, in other words, refused to continue enabling my 
drug addiction, hunger became something terrible. It’s like the body doesn’t 
want to listen to reason. When you become so weak that it’s difficult to walk a 
long distance, where you have to make your feet keep moving with a mantra 
because they feel like they’re attached to ball and chain, even the tiniest bit of 
nourishment becomes manna from heaven. There was a time when I picked 
food up off the street ... a half eaten apple, a discarded piece of bread. 
Searching through trash was something I reserved for cigarette buts. There 
was a time in my life, in 2005, when a piece of bread lying on the street and a 
few half smoked cigarettes in a public ashtray was my heaven. To this day, if 
I’m feeling low, anxious or suicidal I tell myself: I can breathe, I have enough 
cigarettes, I don’t have a headache, it’s quiet. This checklist completes my 
happiness. There were times when drug withdrawal left me with only this 
item on my checklist: I can breathe. I can breathe. I would focus on that for 
hours, saying it to myself in my head. It was something at least. 
 
At last I decided to seek out help. I had hit the famous rock bottom which 
addicts speak of. A very hard place. But a great relief. It’s a point where you 
go ... uhm, maybe the drugs I’m taking are making me feel this bad. I need to 
stop. The secret of addiction is that you can’t possibly stop yourself. Tell the 
sun to stop shining. Tell birds not to fly. Well OK the sun sets, but it keeps on 
shining on the other side of the world. Some birds can’t fly but they still have 
wings. Tell an addict to stop using. It’s impossible. The most you can do is 
turn them into chickens. Cover the sun with permanent cloud, rush always to 
the dark side of the globe. I am a firm believer in the theory that once an 
addict always an addict. Stopping drugs is the most difficult thing I ever did, 



and the easiest. There are so many people out there ready to help. People who 
know exactly what to do. All you have to do is release your grip on your 
agony and ecstasy. 
 
So what happened to me is I went to see the university counselling service 
and told them: I’m addicted to diet pills. And by the way my father raped me 
way back when. But mainly I’m addicted. I didn’t even tell them I wanted to 
stop because I didn’t. I wanted to die sure, but giving up drugs was like 
giving away my baby. Impossible. The bond’s too strong. So all I said was: 
I’m addicted to diet pills. I take a whole packet of sixteen pills at a time. 
Sometimes more. When I had money I took a whole packet of sixteen every 
day, at a cost of fifty rand a day. Now that I’m poor I buy my pills as soon as I 
get any money and also buy a bit of food to keep me going, but still I’m taking 
this much all at once and I take it not matter what. That’s all I needed to do. 
When I was prescribed anti-depressants I took them all, or actually I took 
about 80% of the packet, because just taking one didn’t change how I felt at 
all. Taking that many anti-depressants, together with my usual packet of 
Thinz, plus some caffeine pills to ensure I wouldn’t sleep (usually if I went to 
sleep I couldn’t get out of bed for a couple of days) did change how I felt 
however. I did nearly die, and I’m disappointed I didn’t. A voice in my head 
asked me: do you want to die now? I said no. Silly me. So I went to the 
hospital, told them exactly what I had taken, and sure enough it was a fatal 
combo. I don’t know what would have happened if I didn’t go to the hospital. 
Weed that I am, I might have just survived. But apparently all that stuff is 
really bad for the heart and central nervous system. As my entire upper body 
felt paralyzed, my pupils were fixed in wide dilation, and I had the sensation 
of walking next to my body on the way to the hospital (fortunately I was 
staying right next to it at the time) I knew that I was not a healthy camper.  
 
So how was it to nearly die? Cool. Truly I was disappointed that I didn’t have 
my prayers answered that day.  
 
Now I’m clean and sober. I don’t miss drugs. Prozac and anti anxiety meds 
help me to function. But still it feels to me as if I cannot go on for years and 
years. Only the thought that I can end it all if I want to gets me up sometimes 
in the morning. A specific disappointment led to a global disappointment, 
and I still want to die, if for no other reason than that I am so angry it’s killing 
me. Or in the words of Britney Spears: my loneliness is killing me. 
 
   
 

Chapter 9: Don’t call me daughter. 
 
Karl Popper has a theory of knowledge that I think can explain to those who 
haven’t been traumatized what it’s like to be traumatized, and why the 



trauma lasts so long ... forever it seems. Let me start by explaining Popper’s 
contribution to our knowledge of what knowledge is.  
 
In logic, there are two kinds of arguments. Argument doesn’t mean dispute 
here, but rather a process whereby a conclusion is arrived at. The first kind of 
argument is deductive. An example is: All men are mortal, and Socrates is a 
man, therefore Socrates is mortal. Perfectly logical. What sets limits to our 
human knowledge however, is that statements of the kind “all men are 
mortal” are arrived at through a different process, or argument. That is the 
inductive argument. An example of an inductive argument is: “So far, all men 
have been known to die, therefore we can conclude that all men will die 
eventually.” Inductive arguments do not carry the same weight of logical 
necessity as deductive arguments do. A deductive argument is 100% true if it 
is based on 100% true facts. An inductive argument can only be probable, and 
is not necessarily true. 
 
Of course no one likes to live with too great a measure of uncertainty, and 
Karl Popper pointed out that there is a way to state with a 100% certainty 
something about a series of observations such as inductive arguments are 
based on. Inductive arguments usually go like this: This man is mortal, that 
man is mortal, that man is mortal, that man and that one and that one, etc. 
And goes on to conclude, hey, maybe all men are mortal. Popper said you can 
never say something like that, something of an affirmative, positive nature, 
with complete certainty. You can however falsify an assumption. So far all the 
crows we’ve seen, you might say, have been black. That doesn’t mean 
however that you can say all crows are black. If one day someone sees a white 
crow, we can go: Aaah, not all crows are black. That will then be a 100% true. 
That is Popper falsification theory, and you really can’t argue with it. 
 
How does this apply to traumatized individual human beings? In my case 
what happened was this: I went through 18 years of my life basically feeling 
safe without even realizing that I felt safe. I did not tremble every time I sat in 
a car, even though I knew cars do crash and people in them often die. I lived 
my life without major trepidation. Things were what they were, things were 
as they seemed to be. My range of joys and sorrows and fears were well 
within the normal range of human feelings shared by most people I knew. 
 
Then one day, the unthinkable happened. But I did think about how 
unthinkable it was. I thought about all of it, all the implications of what I 
thought at the time an affair of some kind. I thought on it especially at the 
start of it. ‘It” here refers to the affair, the relationship, but especially the 
simple act of sex, the intercourse, the basics: My father penetrated my vagina 
with his penis. What does that mean? From that same penis a part of my DNA 
came into the world when, long ago, my father ejaculated in my mother’s 
vagina. It was like a weird Escher optical illusion, where staircases go around 
and around and it’s hard to tell where the staircase begins because it clearly 



has no end. It has the form of a circle. It was like a snake swallowing it’s own 
tail. How much of his tail could a snake swallow? Can you picture it? That’s 
how the weirdness of it felt to me. I would rehearse in my head the biology of 
it: I developed from the sperm in that ejaculate. Not the specific ejaculate 
finding it’s way into my own womb, but from the ancestors of those sperm 
cells inside that ejaculate. My father didn’t help things very much by the 
crude philosophy of sex and biology that he shared with me, and that made 
me often cringe. An example: will go miles here in illustrating what I mean. 
Theo was fond of saying the following when he was in an expansive mood 
about my merits as his progeny:  
“Well Christine, do you know that you really are actually a winner? I mean 
think of it: when you were conceived millions of sperms were racing to the 
egg to fertilize it, and YOU are the sperm that won!” He found this to be so 
very funny and clever. 
  
Of course Theo also struggled from time to time with the mind boggling fact 
that he was fucking his daughter, but I don’t think his brain doubled back 
onto itself the way mine did. Because I had grown up without a father, 
without knowing my source, so to speak, I was terribly aware of Theo being 
my parent in a physical, anatomical, biological sense. I, or at least part of me, 
quite a few chromosomes, had come from that actual, physical penis, that one 
exactly, and that exact penis many years ago, in the first quarter of the year 
1972, to be precise. At that time this penis now penetrating me was attached 
to a 17 year old body. And I was not even a zygote in the womb yet ... I was 
just raw material flowing in the slippery cum my father pumped into my 
mom’s womb on that fateful date, that tragic one-night stand. Now, 18 years 
later, this same penis, slightly aged, the penis from which “I” had come, years 
before, was penetrating the very vagina that had been formed by those sperm 
cells that had awoken life in my mother’s womb. 
 
It was impossibly twisted. It was monstrous. It was my ‘white crow’ in a 
crowd of perfectly normal white crows. It was like finding Socrates was 
immortal after all and living in Manhattan. It was unthinkable. It was 
impossible. And yet it was. And to think the lengths to which my mother had 
gone to make sure I wouldn’t have any guilt or hang-ups over sex, such as her 
parents had inculcated in her. All that hard work wasted, all my sex-
education wasted, because no one and nothing had prepared me for this. It 
was upon me and I was in the middle of it before I had time to make sense of 
it. I would leave the sense making for later, I thought, and what I did later 
was to see myself as an open-minded girl who had had sex with her father. 
No big thing. Not that I’d ever be able to talk about it. But I thought I could 
handle it because I was so exceptional. I thought it made me even more 
exceptional, and in a way I treasured the fact of having been party to incest, 
perhaps in the way a murderer might treasure having killed. I was more than 
other people. Too bad I couldn’t let them know that. 
 



Something that nobody expects to happen ever, to have intercourse with your 
biological parent, happened to me. Although the possibility logically always 
existed, for me it hadn’t been realized until that moment when my father’s 
penis entered my vagina. The unthinkable was suddenly happening, had 
happened. How does Popper’s falsification theory apply to me? I had been 
living on the basis of a probable inductive argument: what I expect to happen 
will generally happen, and what I don’t expect to happen will generally not 
happen. I had never in my life envisioned or expected having sex with my 
father. It seems, among other things, so extremely unlikely to happen, given 
that in our culture it is not done. Then, one day, it happened. Something so 
unexpected I had never even considered the possibility. Now I know 100% for 
certain that not all the things you do not expect to happen, do not happen. Or 
put differently, a very unexpected thing can happen at any time. Maybe 
tomorrow morning I will get into the elevator and the cable will break and I 
will fall five floors and break a leg. Maybe the elevator will get stuck and I’ll 
be trapped inside and have a panic attack. Maybe my principal will tell me 
tomorrow that they’re unhappy with what I’ve been teaching the kids and I’m 
fired. Maybe unbeknownst to me the gas from my gas oven will leak without 
me noticing it, and if I light a cigarette, it will start a fire in my apartment. All 
these things are logical possibilities, and I mull over these lists and endless 
more all day long sometimes. This is, according to me, the essence of post-
traumatic stress syndrome. Traumatized people actually know 100% for sure 
what other people only know in theory: the world is not a safe place. Many 
bad things could happen, and you’ll never see it coming. Normal people live 
unconsciously by the following argument, which is inductive and therefore 
only probable, not a 100% true: I am safe. That is what normal people assume. 
I am safe. Otherwise why go out the door in the morning so calmly? I on the 
other hand, and other like me who have been traumatized, live by the 
following 100% true statement: I am not always safe. Not all crows are black. 
 
Philosophy taught me another important truth about myself as an incest 
victim. My favorite professor once told our class, I think it was a cultural 
philosophy class, that it is a myth that children born from incestuous unions 
are more likely to exhibit genetic defects. He said that it had been proven 
medically that a child born of close blood relatives is not significatnly more 
likely to be deformed or retarded or sick. The reason for the incest taboo is 
entirely cultural, not medical, and it relies upon the medical myth in order to 
keep itself in place. In another class, on structuralism, I learned that Claude 
Levi-Strauss had studied the kinship relationship taboo’s of primitve tribes, 
and argued that the incest taboo’s were a complicated structural, that is 
formative measure, for primitve societies, and by extention, also our own. 
This was very interesting to me, as you can imagine. Having experienced 
incest, I think that I can cast light on the incest taboo, and make a decisive 
argument for it’s rational longevity. What I mean is, let’s, as a human race, 
keep the incest taboo in place. It makes sense. Let me explain why. 
 



Much as I hate to say this, the family is the basic unit of society. I hate to say 
this because with the exception of my mother and my brother I don’t like my 
family very much. I don’t like my family on my mom’s side, and I don’t like 
my family on my dad’s side. I’m excluding those family members that are on 
my level of descendence from the older generations, or younger. I mean by 
this I don’t have anything against my cousins, who are all younger than me. 
It’s not their fault their parents are Afrikaner Nationalists. But my 
grandparents and my aunts, my father and his parents, only one of whom I’ve 
ever met, Tannie Hettie, I really dislike them all and I blame them for my 
misery. Probably undeservedly so, but that’s honestly how I feel. So, like I 
say, I’m not a natural fan of families. Mine had caused me so much pain. 
 
A second reason why I’m not a fan of the family as a concept is because I’m 
hugely irritated by the concept “family values”. I don’t mind other people 
hanging on to family values but my values are more broadly orientated 
toward the refugees of our time and our culture: the disenfranchised, the 
poor, les miserables.  
 
But having said that I must admit to this basic human truth, which I think no-
one can deny: the family is the basic unit of human society, just as a sentence 
is the basic unit of language. A word on it’s own can have no meaning. Words 
only become meaningful when placed in a sentence, an actual utterance, and 
strangely enough even single word sentences like the command “stop!” is a 
sentence, not a word. But before I commit the fallacy of false analogy let me 
abandon this comparison and just stick to speaking about humans in a family 
structure:  
 
Human beings need other human beings: as a species we are very fragile as 
individuals. Even people who are exiled from their families will form artificial 
families, like street-kids sticking together, for example. I believe that you 
should stick together with your family first and foremost, but that you get to 
choose your family. For me, the family I’ve chosen are my mother and my 
brother. Why do we need this decision to stick with someone or some people 
through life? The answer is that life is too hard to do on your own. If nothing 
else, at the very least, you need others to pool your financial resources with. 
It’s a question of econoimies of scale. But other things are needed too: support 
on an emotional and spiritual level. You need someone to tell you :”get up 
now!” when you don’t feel like getting up. Marraiges may dissolve, but if 
you’ve known someone since they were a baby, you pretty much owe them 
your life I reckon, and if someone had known you since you were a baby, you 
owe them too. Because while we may not like other people very much, and 
everyone gets tired of everyone else, basically you have to understand no-one 
else is gonna be there for some-one unless you are there for them. Charity 
begins at home. 
 



This is not an argument for family values, but for survival. Imagine if humans 
as a species were to feel no bonds of love and obligation to their kin: I don’t 
think we’d make it as a species. We’d become extinct, like the dinosaurs. 
Future alien inhabitants of the planet would dig up our bones and wonder 
what calamity led to our demise. That is why the family unit is the very basis 
of our culture, and why the biological imperative makes us care more for our 
blood kin than for strangers.  
 
What happens though if family members begin copulating? Your relationship 
with your sexual mate is fundamentally different from your relationship to 
your family as survival unit. If you have sex with a family member, the 
mythical, illusionary, cultural concept of “family” dissolves. After I had sex 
with my father the word father had no meaning for me. It felt natural because 
actually he is just a man and I am just a woman. The incest taboo makes the 
word family real, because scientifically speaking, the notion of family is pretty 
broad. So our DNA is like hugely the same. So what. Family is a cultural 
construct, but just because it’s cultural doesn’t make it any less real. Just 
because it was created by the human imagination, by the human unconscious 
if you will, doesn’t mean it is senseless.  
 
I am now going to make the argument in a different way, and I hope that you 
will follow along with my thought experiment. To start with, I’m going to 
equate sex with food. Think about it, a lot of food we eat seems pretty 
disgusting if you step away and look at it as if seeing it for the first time. 
Simliarly, sex seems pretty disgusting if you step away and look at the 
mechanics of it. Yet food can be very delicious and leave you feeling great, 
and just so sex can be wonderful and leave you feeling great. 
 
I grew up in a meat eating country. South Africa is famous for the amazing 
“braai”. It’s like a barbecue, but we don’t roast hamburgers or hot-dog 
sausages. We roast chops, steaks and chicken pieces.  Now I am living in 
Korea, and many items on the Korean menu are completely unpalatable to 
me. Not unpalatable because of the taste, or even the appearance, but because 
of the concept of what it is. But before I get to Korean food and Asian food in 
general, let’s go back to South Africa. I was used to eating sweet innocent 
lambs in the form of lamb chops, one of my favorite foods of all time, which is 
weird because I mean small lambs are really so cute, and it wouldn’t occur to 
me to eat one of them if I had to do the chopping up myself. But even though 
I was used to eating lamb, I was not used to eating sheep’s head, which is a 
delicacy for many South Africans. I’m not even sure how it’s prepared, 
because I’ve never seen it up close, but my aunt Hannelie was describing it to 
the family one day and she said actually if you get used to it it’s not so bad. 
The Overbeeks were laughingly horrified. You see, Hannelie had married into 
a family that regularly ate “afval”. “Afval” is all the bits you don’t usually eat, 
like the intestines and the various organs such as the liver, heart, and so on. 
People used to eating afval were also used to eating sheep’s heads. 



Apparently the cherry on top is the left or right eyeball. If you’re lucky, you 
got to eat the eyeball. I think you might be starting to see where I’m going 
here. 
 
Now let’s go to Italy. In Italy I ate horse steak. I didn’t realize yet it was a 
horse steak. My Italian wasn’t as good yet. I thought “fettini di cavallo” meant 
something else, because I didn’t know what it meant. I assumed all steak 
came from cows. EDventually it sunk in though. Cavallo means literally 
cavallo, horse. I mean, I could have put two and two together, cavallo, as in 
cavalry, the dudes on horses, but it just didn’t register. Until too late. I hate 
eaten the slices of horse, and I had enjoyed it. It was now too late for my gag 
reflex to kick in. So while I was in Italy I ate horse, although not entirely 
happily. Horses and kittens for me are in the same category. I used to ride 
horses when I was young. I love horses. Horses are almost human. You 
know? 
 
So now I’m in Korea where they eat dog. Luckily no one had offered me dog 
yet. I mean this time I’m really not gonna step over that line.  I’m not gonna 
eat a puppy.Ever! But besides dogs Koreans also eat other weird stuff like 
baby squid chopped up while raw. And eaten raw. My mom tried that, being 
more adventurous than me, but could just not stomach it. The strange thing is 
that strange things are considered a delicacy. Oysters are not something you 
eat for lunch every day. Whole roasted pig gets brought out for a banquet. 
Speaking of pigs, I’ve always loved pork chops and especially the crackling 
you get from frying up the rinds. Now if you think about it, rinds are skin. I 
didn’t really think of it ever, until a recent program I saw on Korean TV. The 
program starts off showing you lots of pigs, some huge, some small, happily 
eating together what clearly is going to be their last meal, because they are the 
first step in a pork outdoor emporium. The farmers are very affectionate 
towards the pigs, stroking them, and boasting to the camera how big they are. 
Next you see the pigs post-butchery, hanging carcasses suspended from 
hooks. I mean, this still doesn’t disturb me. I’ve seen hanging carcasses before. 
Many times. All kinds. Well, OK basically just beef and pork and mutton, but 
still. I have seen suspended pig carcasses before. Next shot is of the happy 
butcher / seller arranging three pigs heads next to each other, facing the 
camera. I mean, these aren’t just pigs heads, these are pigs faces. Their eyes 
are closed but they look exactly they way they did when alive. They even look 
like they’re smiling! Next you see an array of tables with large square 
stainless steel pans containing all the other bits of pig, all neatly separated. 
Feet here, internal organs here, brains here. Then a variety of pork dishes are 
prepared, looking horrible at the first stages but quite appetizing later. 
Finally, the piece de la resistance: Pig skin. But not the innocent crackling 
cubes from my childhood. No, this is the whole pig skin, from toes to ear tips, 
all in one piece, like a garment. This entire skin gets boiled, fried and finally 
roasted over a fire. I mean it looks a medieval torture procedure. But the 
kicker is how it gets served up. Draped over an inner prop so that it will 



resemble yet again the shape of the original pig, two light bulbs get inserted 
into it’s eye sockets, and they are made to blink alternately. Like Christmas 
lights. Then the entire piggy is presented to the table, looking very much like 
a cute piggy. Then little squares off it’s back get carved out and served up and 
eaten. Now I can sort of picture myself eating this maybe because crackling is 
damn delicious. And in Italy I got used to eating “porcino”, whole roasted 
baby pig. Even though what was served up to me in Italy still had teeth and 
bits of hair, I could make myself eat it because I pretended to be Obelix. 
Asterix and Obelix comics were the staple of my childhood and roast boar 
alwats looked delicious. And in Italy it was worth making myself do it 
because porcino really is very very very delicious.  
 
Dear reader, I hope you see where I’m going with this. Now I will make the 
analogy. I think sex is a lot like eating. You have to overcome a certain initial 
squeamishness. Similarly, certain sexual acts or certain sexual partners are 
considered delicacies. If you have the stomach for it you might consider oral 
sex, anal sex, or sex with someone of the same sex.  
 
With that comparison in place, let me now tell you of one of my favourite 
Ellery Queen’s Mystery Magazine stories ever. I wish I could remember the 
title. Maybe I’ll look it up later. It’s about a restaurant, which, unbeknownst to 
its customers, serves up its customers to the customers. How it works is that if 
you have attended faithfully this exclusive restaurants’ meals for years and 
years and years one day you might disappear and never be heard of again. 
Shortly after your disappearance a very rare and very exquisite meal gets 
served up to the other patrons, who never put two and two together. This 
dish is said to be something like Himalayan mountain goat, very difficult to 
find and that is why sometimes years go by before you get to partake of this 
delicacy. It is left to the reader to arrive at the conclusion that this rare 
delicacy served at this quiet, respectable, exclusive restaurant is actually 
human flesh. 
 
I have an idea for a science fiction story. Or horror story. Whatever. Imagine 
some secret recipe that is rumoured to be the most delicious, the most 
exquisite meal you will ever eat in your life. There is a rumour among 
conosieurs that this is the ultimate dining experience, but that the cost is 
exorbitant. Imagine a restaurant critic and connosieur  hearing of this ultra-
secret rescipe and becoming obsessed with it. Let’s make this connosieur 
obese, to add an element of horror to the story and to show that food is the 
most important thing in his life. The only important thing in fact. And let’s 
make him rich too, hugely rich, to show that he has become bored and jaded 
by all the delicacies he has tried in his life. nHe hears scrap of rumours about 
the secrte recipe but is warned that the cost is extremely high. Extremely high. 
And that no chef will ever be willing to prepare it for you. You have to 
prepare it yourself. In secret. Finally he finds the recipe, and after overcoming 



his initial shock decides to try it after all. The recipe is for human hand, but it 
must be your own. 
 
The obese connosieur pays a surgeon an exorbitant sum to amputate his 
healthy left hand and keep mum about it. He reasons that since he is right 
handed, he won’t really need his left hand in the future anyway. At home he 
prepares his hand according to the recipe, adding the spices and condiments 
recommended by the recipe. And then he eats his own hand. 
 
That is exactly what incest is like. When you have sex with your father or 
your mother, your brother or your sister, your son or your daughter, you are 
using up something you might actually need later, simply for the thrill of the 
forbidden. Consider your left hand dear reader. It’s a hand but it’s also meat. 
Consider your daughter, dear reader. She’s your daughter. But also a woman. 
Get it? But after you have used your hand as meat, and after you have used 
your daughter as a woman, you have no more left hand, ever again, and you 
have no more daughter, ever again. 
 
THE END.     
 
 

 


