
        
 

 Love Canterbury  
A Kiwi-African Potluck Dinner 

Saturday, 19 th March 
From 6pm 

Templeton Community Hall, Kirk Rd, Templeton 
 
While the rebuild of Canterbury has begun, and people try to get their lives 

back on track, we would like to take the time to think about just what 
Canterbury has to offer and celebrate all that we love about our new town 

and community! 
 

What to bring:  
 

A meal to share, something Kiwi with an African twist eg Lamb curry 
Your own drinks 

The kids 
Perhaps a Kiwi friend or neighbour 

Gold coins for raffles 
Your dancing shoes 

 
Music, kids games and a chance to catch up with old friends or meet new 
friends while enjoying a smorgesboard of tastes from the Bring and Share 

Buffet. 
 

Free to paid up members 
$5 per person if non-members 

Pay subs on the day for 2011 – ($20 per family) and  get free entry  
(Membership form enclosed )  

 
For more information please contact: 

Lara Giles: lara@syspro.co.nz; 02102464723 
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Talk directly  to the South 
African Community 

Contact SINZASA for 
advertising on the website and 

in the newsletter  
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Promoting South African 

Business People 
Classifieds on the website are 

free to paid up SINZASA 
members. 

Contact us to post your 
business listing . 
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From the 
desk of: 

 
Indaba’s 

Editor 
 

 A year in Christchurch under my 
belt already – and what a year it 
has been…immigration issues 
(enough said), shaking houses 
and settling into new schools, 
jobs and of course a new way of 
life.  
 
I couldn’t believe it when I was 
woken by the sound of breaking 
glass at 4.35am, 4th September.  
I had moved to New Zealand as 
it was a ‘safe’ country and here I 
was with someone breaking into 
my house, and not very quietly 
either – what a cheek!   
 
I sat up, contemplating whether I 
should save myself, hide in the 
cupboard while calling the police, 
or save my daughter, then I 
realised that the room was 
moving, like really moving.   
 
Seconds later (which seemed 
more like hours), my confused , 
half asleep, brain kicked in…  
‘EARTHQUAKE’ it screamed at 
me, ‘don’t panic’ it said rationally 
while helpfully sending me 
mental pictures of every over 
sensationalised, over 
exaggerated quake movie I’d 
ever seen, (and, oddly,  some 
that I hadn’t!).   
 
Convinced that the house was 
going to break into two, fall into a 
hole, or sink into a mudpool, I 
tried to make my way down the 
hall.   Bouncing off the walls as I 
ran I was racking my brain as to 
what one should do in a quake.  
Finding no information there, I 
grabbed Kathleen under one arm 
and the puppy under the other 
and dashed back to my bedroom 
in the darkness.  I sortof, kindof 
heard a thought that perhaps I 
should consult the guru-of-all-
knowledge, Google, when I 
realised the power was out...no 
internet?  We were on our own!  

 
With no other ideas, we sat in the 
middle of my bed in the pitch 
black and waited it out.  During 
the first aftershock I received a 
call from a Kiwi friend, panicked 
to the max she was yelling down 
the phone to get out of the 
house.  Obviously, as a Kiwi, she 
must know what she was talking 
about! 
 
Kathleen back under the one arm 
and Bubbles under the other I re-
bounced my way down the hall, 
leaping over fallen pictures with a 
grace and agility I never knew I 
possessed. Out in the open we 
watched the house wobble and 
shake for what seemed like 
forever. 
 
I noticed that the neighbours 
lights had come on and we 
decided it would be best if we 
went to ‘check’ on them.  There 
we were looking rather forlorn, 
me with my serious bedhair and 
PJ’s, hand in hand with a 
shivering 9 year old and a puppy. 
  
‘We’ve come to see if you’re ok’ I 
said, rather shakily, ‘can we 
come in?’  
 
They opened their home to us, 
turned on the radio, explained 
the concept of ‘turn turtle’, 
calmed our frayed nerves, rode 
out the numerous aftershocks 
with us, chatted to Kathleen and 
made a cup of tea, we were 
doing a pretty good job of 
checking on them I thought! 
 
 Thankfully we were very lucky. 
Apart from a semi-demolished 
kitchen, got through the ordeal 
relatively unscathed.   
 
The earthquake has bought a lot 
of heartache and stress to many 
families, but it has also broken 
down the fences between 
neighbours. Communities went 
from strength to strength as they 
pulled together to support and 
assist everyone around them. 
 

It has actually helped with the 
settling process for us as 
neighbours become friends, and 
also as everyone is now in the 
same boat, trying to fit in and 
settle in a new way of life.  This 
has seen a new tolerance and 
understanding of ‘newbies’ in the 
neighbourhood and we have 
been inundated with homebaked 
goodies, advice and support for 
all things Cantabrian. 
 
 As Canterbury begins it’s 
rebuild, we’ve decided to 
embrace all our new town and 
community has to offer and 
celebrate the things that we love 
about Canterbury, New Zealand 
and New Zealanders.   
 
With this in mind, I began 
trawling my good buddy Google 
for inspiration and came across 
this amusing A - Z ‘How to speak 
New Zillund’, explaining just what 
our Kiwi friends are trying to say.  
 
Enjoy our ‘Love Canterbury’ 
edition and hope to see many of 
you at the Pot Luck dinner on 
19th March. 
 
Lara Giles 
Editor   

 
SINZASA is a not-for- profit 
volunteer community group,   
We are multiracial and 
multicultural.  
All are welcome to join us.  
 

 
Reflexology 
(Foot 
Massage) 
 
 

Linda Coyne 
Reflexologist 
 
Kinesiology, Wheat bags, 
Allergy testing and Ear candles 
 
Blenheim, Marlborough District 
Tel:  03 578 9914 
Linda@nzreflexology.co.nz 
www.reflexology.co.nz 
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EXPRESSIONS OF US  

 
KIWIANA 

 
New Zealand is probably most 
famous world-wide for its national 
rugby team – the  

All Blacks.  However, there are many things which are 
unique to this country (which the Kiwi’s call “God’s Own”, 
and which contribute to a sense of nationhood – the Kiwi 
Identity.  Below, are listed a few of these icons– some 
which you may be familiar with, and some you may not. 
 
Buzzy Bee 
The Buzzy Bee is New Zealand’s most famous 
children’s toy. This brightly coloured, wooden pull-along 
toy has been handed down from generation to 
generation and is now regarded as a major New 
Zealand icon  It has also been presented to Royalty 
including Prince William, the Spanish Royal family and 
Princess Aiko of Japan. 
 
Kiwi Bird 
The kiwi is a flightless nocturnal native bird and is the 
national bird of New Zealand. Kiwis live in burrows under 
the ground, and they have long beaks with nostrils on 
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the end.  They fossick about at night feeding on small 
insects.  The kiwi is a protected bird and is in danger of 
becoming extinct. 
 
Kiwifruit 
The kiwifruit, originally known as a ‘Chinese Gooseberry’ 
was named kiwifruit by New Zealanders when New 
Zealand started to export the fruit, because it would 
associate the fruit with New Zealand.  Although Kiwifruit 
are grown world-wide, you can always tell a Kiwi variety, 
as it will be branded ‘Zespri’. 
 
Pavlova 
This delicious dessert was invented as a tribute to the 
Russian ballerina, Anna Pavlova, who toured New 
Zealand and Australia in 1926.  It is made of meringue 
and cream and is usually topped with kiwifruit, although 
there are many variations.  The ‘pav’ as it is lovingly 
known to Kiwis, has long been the centre of Trans-
Tasman controversy.  Both New Zealanders and 
Australians insist they invented it.  The first appearance 
of the recipe in written form was in a New Zealand 
cookbook in the early 1930s. 
 
No.8 Wire 
Kiwis are famous for their ingenuity and self-sufficiency.  
It is said that Kiwis can create amazing things, with a 
piece of No.8 wire.  No.8 wire is a certain gauge of wire 
that was very popular as fencing wire on many of New 
Zealand’s farms.  Strangely enough, it was imported 
from other countries until 1963.  It has become a symbol 
of Kiwi adaptability. 
 
Jaffas 
Orange coated chocolate balls traditionally associated 
with going to the movies.   
 
Pineapple Lumps 
These yummy chocolate coated lollies are unique to 
New Zealand and are made in Oamaru by Rainbow 
Confectionery Ltd. 
 
Chocolate Fish 
Indigenous to New Zealand, the chocolate fish – white or 
pink marshmallow covered in milk chocolate – is a 
popular favourite with hot drinks.  The fish have even 
coined a popular expression: “give that man a chocolate 
fish” to indicate that someone deserves thanks. 
 

By Ange Baldwin 
 
 

 
����������	
���
���

����	�������������
����������������

����
��������	
���������
� �
 

          Join the Library Today! 

I joined Christchurch Libraries on my first day 
in New Zealand and I think it was one of the 
best things I ever did. Membership is free 
(just bring your passport to begin with) and 
each member of your family will be entitled to 
borrow thirty items at a time when you have 

full membership. 
The range of items available is phenomenal. From 
books to DVD’s, magazines to CD’s, there is even a 
small Afrikaans collection at Central Library. What is 
more, computer use is also available and can be really 
useful when you are job hunting or waiting to get your 
own PC up and running. 
There are about sixteen libraries around Christchurch so 
there is sure to be one near you. I now work at the 
library, so if you see me there, come across and have a 
chat! 
Here are four links to four blogs that I wrote for the 
library on settling in Canterbury as an immigrant. That’s 
another thing, belonging to the library will help you to 
feel that you belong! 
 
http://cclblog.wordpress.com/2010/11/01/pineapple-
lumps-101-can-you-pass-the-true-cantabrian-test/  
 
http://cclblog.wordpress.com/2010/11/04/pineapple-
lumps-201-the-challenge-gets-personal/  
 
http://cclblog.wordpress.com/2010/11/10/pineapple-
lumps-301-the-challenge-goes-rural/  
 
http://cclblog.wordpress.com/2010/11/14/masters-in-
pineapple-lumps/ 
 

Roberta Smith 
�
�

�
�

Calling all Tuks Alumni!! 
 
Hi, my name is Therese Davel and I am helping Tukkies 
to find alumni in Christchurch – in fact the entire South 
Island!  The aim is to update their contact database and 
share interesting events in our lives with them.  For 
example, a lot of you might have photos or stories after 
the earthquake that you’d willingly share in the Tukkies 
newsletters.   
 
As a start, I’d appreciate it if you’d contact me so I can 
forward you an alumni database form (not long, I 
promise).  From there, we can have regular contact and 
perhaps arrange a meet & greet!  My email is 
therese.davel@gmail.com and I can be contacted on 
021 163 9747.  I look forward to hearing from you. 
 

Therése Davel 
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Choppers het nie 
“wipers” nie 
 
 
Het julle ook soos ek gedink dat 
Choppers, “wipers” het?  
Skynbaar nie!   Minstens nie dìè 
een waarmee ons op ‘n onlangse 
jag trip gevlieg het nie.  Maar laat 

ek die prentjie bietjie beter skets.  Ek was suksesvol, nie 
met die jagtery nie, nee…maar met my aansoek vir ‘n 
jag blok op die weskus van Nieu Seeland.  So gesê, het 
ek nou straks die spreekwoordelike “aap uit die mou 
gelaat”. Ek het na lang betragting besef dat ek eerder 
my tyd gaan spandeer om die peste van dìè Land uit te 
roei, of ‘n daadwerklike poging aanwend om die Haas 
getalle van Canterbury, in toom te hou. 
 
Soos julle weet is hase en konyne, hier in Nieu Seeland, 
as pes verklaar aangesien die hase en konyne, die 
skape en beeste se weiding verrinneweer. So probeer 
ieder en elk die hase en konyne uitroei om beter weiding 
vir die skape en beeste te bied. My besluit, om eerder 
hase en konyne te jag, was egter nie eens ter sprake 
teen die tyd wat die Chopper ons opgelaai het aan die 
begin van ‘n week lange jag trip nie. Die trip het ontaard 
in ‘n week lange na-betragting oor hoekom ek jag en 
waarom ek dìè tyd nodig het om aan myself te 
spandeer.  
 
Ek het in my wysheid ook besluit dat die Chopper my 
eerder bo-op die berg moes af laai, omdat die terrein bo-
op die berge, meer “oop terrein” is boon-op omdat daar 
minder “sand flies” bo op die berge is, as onder langs 
die rivier. My twee jag maters het egter besluit hulle wil 
onder in die klowe langs die rivier kamp waar die “sand 
flies” baljaar en net daar het ons paaie toe vir ‘n week 
geskei. Ek was in my noppies om alleen te wees en 
soveel te meer bo-op die berge waar ek nie elke dag op 
en af moet swoeg om by die bokke te kom nie. Die 
“chopper pilot” het met die aflaai slag vir my gesê dat hy 
my Saterdag oggend 10 uur sal kom oplaai en met ‘n 
“vanvare” is hy daar weg.  
 
Daar was nog genoeg daglig oor vir my om ‘n lekker 
kamp plek te soek en behoorlik nes te skrop. Die weer 
het my ook net genoeg tyd gegun om klaar te skrop toe 
daar ‘n sagte reënbui uitsak. Ek het snoesig en droog in 
my kamp gesit en my eerste aand ete voorberei terwyl 
ek lustig aan my Whisky geteug het. 
 
Sondagaand was my eerste nag. Ek het van my stress 
onstlae geraak, na veertien ure se slaap. Daar het vyf 
wonderlike dae voorgelê van son skyn en goeie weer. In 
die oggende is ek begroet met die son wat oor die 
bergreekse troon, met Mount Cook en die Gletsers in die 
ooste en in die aande het ek ‘n knertsie gedrink terwyl 
die son oor die see in die weste gegroet het.  Ek het in 
die oggende en vroeë aande gejag en vir die res van die 
tyd het ek my jag tydskrifte gelees, asook die Suid 
Afrikaanse “Weg” tydskrifte wat ek as geskenk van my 
ouers ontvang het. 
 

Toe eers het Woensdag aangebreek!  Ek het oorgenoeg 
kos gehad, maar ‘n tekort aan leesstof het by 
Donderdag begin om ernstige afmeetings aan te neem. 
Dis toe dat ek besef het die week is tè lank en tè 
eensaam daar bo op die berg.  Met al die tyd op hande 
het ek besluit dat ek die “groot wild jag” vaarwel gaan 
roep, aangesien my plan juis was om saam met my 
seun te jag, iets wat ek as kind baie sou waardeer.  
 
So gesê so gedaan. My plan het net daar ‘n gestalte 
aangeneem wat my sou noop om my groot kaliber 
geweer in te ruil vir ‘n kleiner kaliber sodat ek en my 
seun saam eerder hase en konyne kan jag en meer “pa- 
en-seun” tyd saam kan spandeer. 
 
Met die aanbreek van die laaste aand het die Skepper 
gesorg vir ‘n skouspel wat my nog lank sal by bly. Ek het 
ondermeer ‘n verskietende ster gesien wat vanuit die 
weste vir ‘n lang ruk, en met ‘n vuurbol en ‘n lang 
gloeinde stert die atmosfeer binne seil. Die skouspel 
was buitengewoon lank en moes ek selfs omdraai om 
die ster se skouspelagtige einde in die ooste te ervaar. 
Met die ervaring, die ongelooflike sonsondergang en 
stilte het ek die aand my kop neergelê. Deur die loop 
van die nag het ek bewus geword van die sagte maar 
bestendige reën wat op my tent neersak en het ek 
gewonder hoe die volgende oggend daar uit sal sien.  
Die antwoord was – “nie veel nie”. 
 
Met die eerste oog opslag was die omgewing om my, 
onherkenbaar en onheilspellend.  Ek kon my skaars 
oriënteer, so dig was die mislaag wat my in die aand 
bekruip het. Gepaard met die konstante misreën het die 
eens wye uitsig wat ek heel week ervaar het, verander in 
iets wat my ongemaklik laat voel het.  Dit het gelyk asof 
ek deur ‘n aangeklamde teleskoop loer. Ek kon nie 
“hond haaraf” maak nie. Daar het ‘n benoudheid en ‘n 
onsekerheid in my posgevat en het ek begin twyfel of die 
“chopper” my enigsins vandag, môre of selfs oor môre 
gaan kan oppik.  Daar was geen manier hoe ek my 
gesin kon laat weet, waar ek is, of dat ek laat by die huis 
sou wees, of selfs wanneer ek by die huis of by die werk 
sou wees nie.  
 
Ek het besef dat ek moet kalm bly soos almal jou 
aanraai.  Ek het geweet dat ek genoeg kos en water 
gehad het om nòg vyf dae daar deur te bring.  Dit was 
egter my gesin se bekommernis wat my aan die “worry” 
gehad het.  Na ‘n gelang van tyd het ek egter die 
dreuning van die “chopper” gehoor en het ek solank al 
my goed begin oppak. Ek kon nie glo dat die “chopper” 
in dìè gure weer rond vlieg nie. Vier ure later, en na talle 
verby vlugte van die “chopper” was ek taamlik 
moedeloos. Soms het die miswolke gelig en dan het die 
reën ophou val, en dan kon ek sien hoe die “chopper” 
mense rond karwei. Nuwe jagters is ingevlieg en nat, 
koue en moeë jagters is opgelaai en terug gevlieg na die 
basis toe.  
 
Nog later het die twyfel weer in my opgevlam dat die 
“chopper pilot” my dalk gaan vergeet. Die idée het soos 
‘n onkruid in my begin groei, want hoe op dees aarde 
weet daai “pilot” waar hy 75 verskillende jag groepe oor 
so ‘n groot area afgelaai het, en dit ‘n week van te vore. 
Ek was oorgelaat in die lot van die “chopper pilot” as my 
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enigste lewenslyn en het die beeld van “POW’s van 
Vietnam” deur my gedagtes gewoel. Ek kon my 
vereenselwig met die hoop wat opvlam wanneer mens 
die dreuning van die “chopper enjin” hoor en die 
ongenaakbare wanhoop wanneer jy die “chopper” hoor 
wegvlieg en alles weer stil raak.  
 
Veel later nadat alles vir baie lank stil was, het ek weer 
die gedreun van die “chopper” gehoor.   
Ek het net daar in die reën, onder die seil bly sit. Ek was 
al agt uur die oggend gereed, gepak en reg en nou was 
dit al vier uur die middag.  Eers toe die “chopper” ‘n 
draai reg bo oor my maak, het ek besef – hy het terug 
gekom om my op te pik. 
 
Met al my bagasie agter in die “chopper” was dit ‘n reuse 
verligting om daar op te styg.  Die mis wolke het nog 
swaar oor my gebied gehang en die reën het aanhou 
val.  Nadat ons hoogte gekry het, het ek gesien dat die 
“chopper pilot” se deur nog wyd oop was en het ek na sy 
kant geloer en gewag dat sy deur toe maak, aangesien 
die koue Suider wind deur die kajuit gewaai het.  
 
Ons was albei baie nat en die “chopper” se kajuit was 
yskoud en nat.  Ek kon ook niks uit die “chopper” se 
groot bolvormige voorruit sien nie.  Ek kon nie verstaan 
hoekom die “chopper pilot” nie maar die “wipers” wou 
aanskakel in dìè gure weer nie.  Ek het egter stil gebly 
terwyl ek die “chopper” se voorruit bekyk vir enige teken 
van “wipers”.  Dis toe dat ek besef – “choppers het nie 
wipers” nie, ten minste nie dìè een waarmee hy my kom 
oppik het nie. 
 
Ek het ook besef, dat die rede waarom die “chopper 
pilot” met sy deur oopvlieg, is om te kan sien waar hy 
vlieg. Dis toe eers dat ek besef dat hy die “chopper” so 
sywaarts vlieg sodat hy deur die oop deur kan sien 
waarheen hy vlieg. Die res van die rit was net ‘n “blur”. 
Ek was net só bly om weer op land te wees en het ek 
nie gewag om die “pilot” te vra of “choppers, wipers” het 
nie – miskien weet julle? 
 

AJ Rossouw 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

The Perfect Travel 
Outfit 

 
It’s that time of the year 

again – I am about to make several long haul flights 
and my thoughts are wending their weary way 
towards what to wear on the plane. Other people just 
slap on what isn’t in the wash on the day and go 
strictly for comfort. How I wish that gene was 
somewhere on my DNA strands - but no, I have to re-
invent myself come every flight and it doesn’t seem to 
be getting any easier. 
What between my terror of Deep Vein Thrombosis, 
my awareness of messy spills on bumpy passages 
and a couple of contorted experiences in plane toilets 
involving hooks and eyes and curved side zips on 
pants, there is a lot to take into account. A woman on 
a Swissair plane once got herself sucked onto the 
plane toilet by flushing whilst sitting on it. The 
resulting vacuum meant she was stuck to the loo for 
the entire flight and even had to be fed her meals 
there. I have never recovered from being told this.  
My overarching concern though is that I should arrive 
at Oliver Tambo airport looking sufficiently human for 
the friends clustered at the arrivals gates to (a) 
recognise me and (b) be impressed by how stylish 
and uncreased I have become since exposure to all 
things Kiwi. That said, there have been big mistakes 
in the past. Plain fabrics stained with morsels of 
Qantas food, broken zips pinned together with 
Emirates badges, elastoplasts holding hems in place 
and travel bags with so many zips that my partner 
eventually removed the offending item from me.  
You’d think I would have given up by now – after all 
once on the plane you’re plunged into darkness for at 
least eight hours anyway. But no, instead I have 
taken to reading books on how to pack for your 
travels and what to wear while in transit. Even Trinny 
and Susannah have been no help at all. They witter 
on about having your own cashmere shawl and 
spraying your face with lavender water - all of which I 
find tempting, but they lose me when they insist on 
packing clothes in layers of tissue paper.  
This year I am going for a top with a small all over 
pattern in the colour of airline food, teamed with 
stretchy pants with no zips at all, the ensemble 
completed by a shrug that can double as a headscarf 
or waistband and can be stuffed into my almost 
zipless bag. Last year my passport was stolen from 
me at Oliver Tambo airport. When I discovered this 
loss I derived some small but completely pointless 
satisfaction from the knowledge that I had been 
wearing a Perfect Travel Outfit at the time and that 
the Nigerian Drug Lord to whom I am probably 
married by now, had very good taste. Whatever will 
this year bring?                                 

Roberta Smith 
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From the Chair 

We took a decision to delay our year -end function to the start of 2011.  To kick start a bright and 
prosperous year we are holding our popular pot luck dinner in late summer with a “Love 
Canterbury” theme.    
 
As Southern Africans we need to be right behind efforts to revive our city and promote the good 

things going on here, despite the odd bit of shaking.  Our community needs to grow the pie for our members by 
supporting businesses and events owned and run by Southern Africans.   Please come along to our March function 
and support SINZASA. 
 
Quietly, behind the scenes, we have been helping a number of families struggling in the aftermath of the earthquake 
but some are not speaking up and asking for help.  If you suffered damage and your home has  not yet been 
inspected or are struggling to get past the EQC switchboard, please get hold of me as we have developed some 
contacts that can help speed things up.   
 
We are also aware of the current debate about the high cost of housing in New Zealand and its affordability for 
ordinary families. For immigrants, getting that first house is an important milestone.  The numbers of retired Saffers 
(plus parents of families already here) arriving to settle  are increasing and they need quality housing that is weather 
tight and appropriate for their circumstances.   As a community we need to have our voice heard in this debate and 
are looking for an interested person to advocate for us.   We can only make this a wonderful community in which to 
live if we put our hands up and do our bit.  As Southern Africans are known for being effective, efficient and 
forthright, let’s see what we can achieve this year.   If you have a burning issue and want support from SINZASA, 
please do get in touch.  New volunteers and potential committee members are always welcome. 

Rosanne Hawarden 
         

Summer in the Afro-Kiwi Kitchen 
 
Continuing with our ‘Love Canterbury’ theme, we are 
pleased to include these mouth watering Kiwi recipes 
sent in by Sinzasa Committee member Ange Baldwin – 
enjoy! 
 
CHEESE ROLL-UPS 
 
A cheese roll  is a snack food similar to Welsh rarebit, 
but created by covering a slice of bread in a prepared 
filling consisting mainly of grated or sliced cheese, and 
then rolling it into a tube shape before toasting. Cheese 
rolls are a very popular food in the South Island of New 
Zealand, where they are commonly found as a menu 
item at cafeterias and similar food outlets.  
 
Ingredients: 
·  Slices of bread 
·  Finely chopped onion 
·  Worcestershire Sauce or Mustard 
·  Crushed pineapple 
·  Grated cheese 
·  Melted butter for coating (optional) 

 
Method: 
1. Prepare the filling mixture first by mixing all the 

ingredients (except the bread) together. 
2. Spread each slice of bread with a generous layer of 

the mixture. 
3. Roll up into a cylinder 
4. Brush with melted butter (for a golden appearance) 

– this is optional 
5. Toast under the grill 
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ANZAC BISCUITS 
 
Origin: 
The recipe for what is now called Anzac 
biscuits long pre-dates the Gallipoli  
 
Landings and can be traced back to 
Scotland and the traditional Scottish Oat 

cakes. 
During WWI, the womenfolk of Australian and New 
Zealand soldiers were concerned about the nutritional 
value of the food being supplied to their men. 
A group of women came up with the answer – a biscuit 
with all the nutritional value possible.  The basis was a 
Scottish recipe using rolled oats. 
 
Recipe: 
·  1 cup shredded coconut 
·  1 cup rolled oats 
·  1 cup flour 
·  ½ cup sugar 

·  1 heaped tsp baking soda 
·  �  cup raisins 
·  60 - 125g butter 
·  1 ½ tbsp golden syrup 

 
1. Combine flour, sugar, oats, coconut and raisins in a 

large bowl and mix up a bit. 
2. In a small saucepan, melt butter and golden syrup.  

Mix to combine. 
3. Put baking soda in a mug and add enough boiling 

water to dissolve the baking soda (about 2 tbsp) 
4. Add baking soda solution to the butter & syrup mix.  

Make sure the butter/syrup is still hot but not boiling 
(or it will foam up and over your pan – you just want 
a little foam). 

5. Pour contents of the saucepan into the dry 
ingredients and mix well. 

6. Place spoonfuls of mixture on a greased oven tray. 
7. Bake at 180C for approx 16 minutes or until light 

brown.  Makes about 18 biscuits 
 

 
 

Love Canterbury? 
 
A few months ago some good friends, ex-Zimbabwians, left New Zealand and went to Australia. Not for the money. 
Not for the weather. Not because 
of a better future for the children. They left, quite simply, because despite honest and prolonged efforts, they had 
been unable to find a foothold here. We discussed the matter before they left. 
My friend referred to the Bible where Noah, after the ark had finally come to rest, had released a dove, expecting it 
to fly away and be happy. But the dove “..found no place to set her foot...” (Gen.8:9). She felt she knew exactly how 
that bird had felt. “After all” she said with a catch in her voice “one has to belong somewhere”. 
I think we can all relate to that. Every immigrant had to give up so much to come to New Zealand, and the typical 
experience is that what we now have to offer has not exactly been warmly received. Why, then, keep on trying? 
Why not simply leave (again!)? 
My own answer to myself is that it is worth it to keep on trying. Some things just have to be done until they work. 
And most of us do eventually adapt, even if it takes many years. It is easier for the children- they seem to hit the 
ground running- but even us older folks acknowledge that, in the bigger scheme of things, this is a good place to be. 
Not only better than some alternatives, but good in its own right. And time does make the vital difference. 
So, even if loving Canterbury is too much to ask right now, the reality is that we only have the right to reap what we 
sow. Sometimes the delay between sowing and reaping is long, but if we don’t try we surely will not succeed. 
And that brings me to the Sinzasa community. This group is undoubtedly, inalienably, ours. This is the one place 
where we do have a right and a place to set our feet, where we fully understand the language and culture. We can 
and should make this our social home base- at least until we truly feel no further need to belong. Sure, love 
Canterbury- from the protective base of our own community!  

Nona Verwoed   
 

 
 
Gail entered the world of real estate in South Africa in 2003, joining 
Habitat Real Estate Pinetown. 
She achieved the highest sales for two consecutive years also 
receiving an award from Mortgage SA for 'Best Performing Agent'. 
Gail's commitment and drive has achieved her many accolades and 
awards.  Recently completing the NZ National Certificate 
in Real Estate she has returned to her passion joining the Harcourts 
Grenadier Group - Avonside Office.  She will be delighted to 
meet you, give her a call on 027 5030 209.
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Earthquake Update from Nicky Wagner  
 
Hello everyone 
 
I know 2010 was a challenging year and that many in the South African community in 
Canterbury have endured considerable disruption and damage in the wake of the September 
4th earthquake. I do hope you have not suffered further from the Boxing Day or more recent 
earthquakes. 
 
Everybody, the emergency services, Christchurch City Council, and the Government have 

responded magnificently under considerable pressure, but we are very aware that problems are continuing for many 
people in our city. 
 
I have been working closely with government ministries, the Earthquake Commission, insurance companies, banks, 
and Christchurch City Council, and everyone is doing their very best to support those who have suffered from the 
earthquake. 
 
However, there will always be some glitches in the system and as the National Government MP in your area, I am 
happy to assist in sorting out any issues. My office is at 222 Bealey Avenue, phone 365 8297, or you can email me 
at nicky.wagner@parliament.govt.nz, or phone me on (021) 387 521.  
 
Do feel free to contact me at any time if you would like information I could provide, or if you have issues you would 
like to share or problems you feel I could sort for you. 
 
I hope 2011 will be a better year for our city and neighbourhoods, and I wish you and the South African community 
all the very best in the recovery and rebuilding process. 
 
Kind regards, 
Nicky Wagner 
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C L A S S I F I E D S 
Promoting Southern African Business and Professional People in Christchurch 

Classifieds on the website are free to paid up SINZAZA members. 
Contact us to post your business listing at lara@syspro.co.nz  

 

ACCOUNTING & POS 
SYSTEMS 
Ernest Glad 
Merco Systems 
180 Johns Road 
Northwood 
Tel:  09 280 4403 
www.mercosi.com  
 
COMMERCIAL CLEANERS 
Crest Commerical 
Cleaning 
0800 273 780 
service@crestclean.co.nz 
www.crest.co.nz 
 
COMPUTER REPAIRS 
Marthinus du Plessis 
IT Wizard 
Tel:  b/h 03 348 4140 
Tel:  a/h 03 389 1812 
Mob: 021 1365 898 
 
Geeks on Wheels 
0800 4 A Geek 
0800 424 335 
www.geeksonwheels.co.nz  
 
DENTIST 
Dr Alwyn Prinsloo 
Family Dentist 
Riccarton Dental Clinic, 
Tel: 03 348 8191 
 
DRIVING SCHOOL 
Digby Briggs 
One Way Driving School 
Restricted/Full/Conversions 
Defensive Driving 
Tel:   03 3126061 
Mob: 021 356 996 
 
ELECTRICIAN 
Rob Kellock 
Mob:   021 1842 448 
sales@creditscore.co.nz 
 
 
 

LAWYER 
A J Rossouw 
Young & Hunter Lawyers  
Tel:   03 379 3880 
Fax:  03 379 3632 
ajr@younghunter.co.nz 
 
MASSAGE THERAPIST 
Angela Baldwin 
Holistics Body Basics 
Tel:   03 322 1232 
Mob: 027 330 1451 
beatrix@slingshot.co.nz 
 
MATHEMATICS TUITION 
Dirk Gildenhuys 
HOD Mathematics 
Tel: 03 357 9020 
Mob: 021 168 0570 
gildodi@xtra.co.nz  
 
MORTGAGE & 
INSURANCE 
Guy Leary 
Pure Financial Services 
Tel: 03 982 4190 
Fax: 03 982 4191 
Mob: 021 280 6704 
www.purefin.co.nz 
 
REAL ESTATE 
(Residential) 
Alan Batty 
Bayleys Real Estate 
L1, 158 Leinster Rd, Merivale 
Christchurch 
Tel: +64 3 375 4700 
Mob: 027 411 7637 
alan.batty@bayleys.co.nz 
 
Gail Beukes 
Licensed Agent REAA 2008 
Harcourts Grenadier – 
Avonside 
Tel:   03 381 2361 
Mob: 027 5030 209 
Gail.beukes@harcourts.co.nz  
 
  
 

John Siebert 
Harcourts Grenadier – 
Beckenham 
Tel: 03 337 1316 
Mob:  021 046 4612 
John.siebert@harcourts.co.nz  
 
SKIN & NAILS 
Tracy Ahern and Staff 
All About You 
Westfield Mall Riccarton 
Tel: 03 348 3949 
Homebase Shirley 
Tel: 03 386 3573 
www.allaboutyou.co.nz 
 
SOUTH AFRICAN GOODS 
Safari Meats 
5 Buckleys Road 
Linwood 
Tel:  03 3897703 
www.safarimeats.com  
 
UNIQUE GIFTS 
Tracey Celliers 
Mob: 021 110 3368 
info@bloomingmoments.co.nz  
www.bloomingmoments.co.nz  
 
WEBSITE DESIGN / 
MOBILE WEBSITES 
Brad Beukes 
McGraphix.com 
Unit 23-A / 150 Cavendish 
Road 
Casebrook 
Tel:   03 354 3300 
Mob: 021 110 3558 
brad@mcgraphix.com  
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The South Island New Zealand Association of Southern Africans helps Southern African migrants of all 
cultures and races to settle in New Zealand and make friends and grow support networks.    
 
Free email newsletters and INDABA magazine 
Send contact details to get on the database 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

From:  SINZASA 
South Island New Zealand 
Association of Southern Africans 
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