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For some time | have felt like visiting Oom Andries ... maybe he needed
some company, or maybe | needed some advice — whatever the case may
be, | went to see him in this week and | took my colleagues with me.

When we arrived, Oom Andries was sitting on the stoep in his polished
geelhout rocking chair, smoking his pipe — on the floor next to him was his
veldskoene. What was odd was that these ‘vellies” of Oom Andries were
about a size 14 (if ever there is such a size) and | knew for a fact that he
wore a size 7, or at least a size 9 shoe. He surely saw me staring at the
shoes and my confusion must have been written all over my face because,
just then, he spoke: "Seun, ek het hiemie vellies by die baas van die plaas
geliry.” | noticed the pride in his tone and | understood then that no form of
criticism could stop him from wearing his oversized shoes. After a moment of
silence | looked up at him and said, "Mdre Com Andnes” and he responded,
“Ja, watis di” His response contained a flavour of negativity and | knew that
[ 'would have to treat lightly today {but by now | also knew exactly how to deal
with all of Oom Andries” moods). After a lot of ‘mooi praatjies’ en ‘gesoebat’
en ‘gesmeek’, Oom Andries dropped his guard and decided to be nice to me
so0 we talked a little bit about the history of Africa and, more particularly, of
Africa Day. | asked him to give us some insight, or one of his brilliant poems
about the matter and after bragging about all his knowledge and experience
gained through years of hard labour in this country, and all of the beautiful
poems he has written about Namaqualand and the Karoo, he started reciting
this poem about Africa — rocking side to side, his old chair creaking ever so
softly now and again —he was speaking with so much emotion:

“Ja, Afiika, my land; ek is /r/qufa Z/I((/f(’J e hongergiode;
Kraare v /(’/, oaar tf I)((I)

Ja, Afiika, my g larid; el iy lief vir Jfou.

Swingely kraak, Dapperen Stapper draf. Disselpoom 6 swaar op
ore /)/'njﬁr:af. /(/r:af//af /2/[:// op ore oroé Kareo paare. Ja, Afrika, my
tand; ek iy lief vir Jfou.

Beeta enSug g5t met hoekpenge, /mnyr/' ercwweet nie wat om te eet
wre. Sore salk en nagte it koud; 1 arder nag onder dre sterre. Ja,

Afrika, my land; el s lie f vir jou.

Baag, el goel werte; Nee Outa, ek tret nce. Mies et ik vir viou en
kaiders e, Gaare 't /;/(f/'/r vorentoe, feler i daar rets, trarne i dre
o¢ help ik,

Ja, Afika, my lard); el ir fre f vir jou.

Bakoor, docd in die pady vieis varaarnd /)I/ ore urtsparaing. Goor
maag ercnaag werkend; op er af vir ore hele nag.

Ja, Afika, my lared; el iy lief vir joa.

Namakwa daisies, wit en pers blomme. Vaalmossies en duifies viieg
op ercaf. Groot herge met watervalle, krange en Adoons op e weg.

Ja, Afika, my lared; el iy lief vir jou.

Boeta bid vir oie viedr: Dandeie liebe Jesug vir dre viet bakeoor, ern
00k Ore tlokvy met i dorings. My maag moet nie werk nie, Amert.”
Steat ere oridankbaar. Ja, Afiika, my tand; ek iy e f vir Jfou.

Steerthelile, Spring bolle en Koedoes; Meerkatte ere Roodkatte en

Alkedisse ernmicre. Warmte enkoue. Ja, Afirka, 06 it my land en
ek iy lief vir Jfou.

Afrika, ek i lief vir Jfed... ”

When he finished we were all too emotional to speak and we couldn't listen to any
other poems, so | thanked him for sharing his moving poem with us.

‘By elie huis hier op JakkalsdraalIs daar probleme, probleme, probleme!” He told
us about all the people is each family; how they were all different and he
emphasizedthe role of each person, even us, in keeping our families together.

‘Dit maalk tog nie saak watse fipe probleem jy het nie, jy moet altyd vir 'n
oplossing soek. 'n Probleem wat nie opgelos word nie raak ‘n sweer; en ‘'n sweer
raak 'n kanker. En van kanker kom ‘double manix’; en van ‘double manix’ ring the
post; en van ning the post’ ... hemel foe. Ons, In Afika, moet self onse probleme
oplos en as ons dit nie gaan doen nie gaan ons wragfag doodgaan... Afika en
Suid Afkal”

Whilst he was continuing talking about problems and resolutions, there was
something like a thunderstorm going on inside the house. Antie Sanna went on
about how his grant of last month, from Social Development, mysteriously
vanished in the ‘dorp’. She said that, he said that he couldn't find his way to the
farm — ‘hy het sy pad huistoe bleikbaar verfoor as gevolg van die ‘Ghost of
Kaimstok'" The month before that, according to Antie Sanna, “sy fiets was fe
vinnig, foe waai die Jeld uit sy sak uit And this month ‘die mannefies in die dorp
het die helfte van die geld gevat” Antie Sanna clearly was not impressed with all
Oom Andries’ stories, which conveniently changed at every occasion.

Back to Oom Andries ..
way, dueto

. who's story we had missed half way through, by the
the commotion Antie Sanna hadcaused. ..

He was still speaking, as if nothing had
just happenned; staring at the sky and
puffing another cloud of smoke into the air

“Julle sien, in elie familie Is daar maar n
‘swart shapie’. lemand wat maar net altyd
In die moelikheid is..." We all looked at
each other with grins on our faces; we all
had the same thought just then ... Who,
. then, is the ‘black sheep’in this case ...

/May we all, like Oom Andries, say: “My Afvika, my land; eé o /refwr /oa/
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