
        Footy Fever!      
 

5 A Side Soccer Tournament and SA Food 
Extravaganza 

Sunday, 27 June 2010 
12pm onwards 

Abberley Hall, 17 Abberley Crescent, Richmond 
 
Grab your boots, balls and buddies and enter a team in the SINZASA 5 a side 
football tournament.  Register your team today and compete for the glory of being 
SINZASA’s  football champs! 
  
Football not for you!?!   Well come along and enjoy the fabulous delights at the 
Southern African Food Extravaganza. Meet for lunch with Vetkoek, Koeksusters, 
Melk Tert,  Boerewors rolls, Samoosas and more or buy a taste of home to take 
away.  We already have a fantastic selection of SA goods, but are looking for even 
more.  If you’d like to have a table to promote your business or make a little extra pin 
money selling your homemade wares book now to avoid disappointment. 
  
Registration is free for both the teams and the vendors and can be done by 
contacting Lara on 021 02464723, 3488430 or snzsdmn@gmail.com   

Upcoming Fixtures in the White Fern / Bafana Bafana  
World Cup Campaign 

Date 
Time  
(SA) Match 

Time  
(NZ) Venue 

22/06/2010 
Tuesday 4.00pm SA v France 

2.00am 
Wed 

Manguang / 
Bloemfontein 

24/06/2010 
Thursday 4.00pm 

NZ v 
Paraguay 

2.00am 
Fri Polokwane 

 

The new South 
African High 
Commissioner based 
in Wellington, Mr 
Anthony Mongalo 
with the Honourable 
Georgina te Heuheu, 
Minister of 
Disarmament and 
Arms Control and 
the FIFA World Cup 
mascot 

 

SA Player in Futsal 
World Cup 

 

Nikita Swarts  has 
been chosen to 
represent NZ in the 
upcoming  Futsal World 
Cup, October 2010 in 
Malaysia. Futsal is a 
fast paced, exciting, 
indoor version of 
Football with 5 players 
per team. The World 
Cup was first held in 
1989 and is held every 
4 years.  Nikita will be 
showing off her skills in 
the SINZASA 5 aside 
tournament and selling 
vetkoek as part of her 
fundraising efforts. 
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Talk directly  to the South 

African Community 
Contact SINZASA for advertising 
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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 
SINZASA’s 
Editor 
                                   

 
January, 2010: Fresh from the 
boat with only my 8 year old 
daughter, 4 suitcases, a 
visitor’s visa and a dubious 
immigration consultant to my 
name, I had trepidations as to 
how our new life in New 
Zealand would pan out.   
 
Having moved around a fair bit 
I was well aware that the 
‘settling period’ was going to be 
largely affected by how quickly 
we managed to make friends 
and find our niche in our newly 
adopted community.   
 
I had been advised by many 
well wishers that the best way 
to do this would be to learn 
about the Kiwi culture and way 
of life and find myself some 
Kiwi friends by joining clubs, 
groups etc. 
 
Arriving before my Permanent 
Residence had been finalised, I 
would be unable to work...what 
was I thinking??  Where would I 
make friends??  What would 
we do?? 
 
The answer arrived in my inbox 
that very evening:  A SINZASA 
newsletter found on the internet 
and forwarded by a Google 
expert friend who thought it 
might come in handy! 
 
I opened the attachment with 
great interest, scanned through 
the information and saw that 
there was going to be a coffee 
morning that Friday.   

A coffee and a chat to some, a 
saving grace to me!   
 
After a nerve wrecking drive in 
spent telling myself how I was 
going against all advice to ‘stay 
away’ from people from home, 
telling myself that if I can’t find it 
I’ll go home; if I can’t find a 
parking I wont bother, if I cant 
find the group I’ll leave, I 
walked into the coffee shop and 
found myself warmly welcomed 
by a large group of Southern 
African ladies. 
 
I was instantly included in 
conversations, asked hundreds 
of questions and immediately 
felt at home. People were even 
asking what they could do to 
help us settle...I had definitely 
made the right decision! 
 
A couple of hours later I found 
myself armed with 5 email 
addresses, telephone numbers 
and numerous bits of useful 
Kiwi info as well as having 
enlisted as a volunteer  to help 
out around the SINZASA office. 
It was African community spirit 
at its best. 
In the 5 months since I arrived 
in Christchurch I have made 
good friends, both African and 
Kiwi, and can thank SINZASA 
and its amazing group of 
members for helping us settling 
in so quickly. 
 
I have realised that as 
important as it is to immerse 
ourselves in New Zealand life, 
cultures and ways, it is just as 
important that you hold on to a 
part of who you are, where you 
are from and all the invaluable 
lessons that growing up in 
Africa have taught us. 
 

It has been such an amazing 
experience having a group of 
friends who have been through 
what you are experiencing and 
who can help you remember 
that there can often be a light at 
the end of the Immigration 
tunnel.  
 
Viva the Afrozealanders! 
 
Thank you! 
 
 
Lara Giles 
Editor  
SINZASA is a not-for- profit 
volunteer community group,   
We are multiracial and 
multicultural.  

All are welcome to join us .  
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Offshore immigration adviser licensing 

introduced  May 2010  

  

Following on from our article regarding the use of 

Immigration Agents in the last issue of Indaba, we 

thought it would be beneficial to share the welcome 

news about new regulations that have been put in place 

to protect people from falling into the trap of 

unscrupulous ‘agents’. 

New regulations state that all people giving immigration 

advice about New Zealand must be licensed, unless 

they are exempt.  Mandatory licensing of onshore 

immigration advisers came into effect on 4 May 2009, 

and May 2010 sees the introduction of mandatory 

licensing for offshore immigration advisers.  This move 

completes the implementation phase of the Immigration 

Advisers Licensing Act. 

The Minister of Immigration, Jonathan Coleman said that 

New Zealand’s reputation as a migrant destination will 

be strengthened through new laws covering offshore 

immigration advisers. 

“Anyone could call themselves an immigration adviser, 

and migrants had no way of knowing whether their 

adviser was reputable or a cowboy out to make money 

at their expense,” Dr Coleman said.  

The Registrar of Immigration Advisers, Barry Smedts 

said that the licensing regime has introduced a higher 

standard of professionalism for immigration advisers 

around the world.  

“Immigration adviser applicants are asked to complete a 

rigorous, evidence-based assessment process before I 

am satisfied that they meet the standard required of a 

licensed adviser.  The assessment is based around 

seven core competencies which reflect the professional 

standard we expect of them,” Mr Smedts said. 
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The competencies are: relevant qualifications; 

knowledge of immigration advisers licensing scheme; 

knowledge of immigration law and policy in New 

Zealand; ability to lodge applications and appeals; 

English language proficiency; professional, ethical and 

responsible business practices; and maintenance of 

professional development activities.  One of the primary 

motivators for introducing a mandatory licensing regime 

in New Zealand was to ensure migrants have confidence 

in the standard of immigration advice they receive.   

“Once migrants understand the benefit of consulting a 

licensed adviser, we don’t believe they would ever 

choose to take advice from a person who does not have 

a licence,” Mr Smedts said.  

Penalties for breaches of the Immigration Advisers 

Licensing Act include up to seven years imprisonment 

and/or fines up to $100,000 for unlicensed offenders. 

  
For further information contact: 

  
Jane Palmer 
Senior Communications Adviser 
Immigration Advisers Authority 
DDI:    09 925 8749 
Cell:    027 290 6070 
Jane.palmer@iaa.govt.nz 
www.iaa.govt.nz 
 

 
 
For guidance, sound advice and legal representation in 
Commercial Law, Employment Law, Immigration Law, 
Property Law and Conveyancing. 
 

 
Contact:   AJ Rossouw 

 
Tel:  03 379 3880 
Fax:  03 379 3632 

Email:  ajr@younghunter.co.nz 
Website:  www.younghunter.co.nz  

 
 

 

EXPRESSIONS OF US  
A short story by Dalene Spiller 
Sokke 
 
I grew up in Ladysmith Natal and completed all my 
schooling in the Convent in Ladysmith.   
 
With a large community of farmers in the area, there was 
always a problem with schooling for  their children as the 
school hostels could not accommodate them all. 
 
We lived in a rather large old house that had been used 
as a courthouse during the war.  And so my parents 
decided to offer board and lodging to some of these 
children, not only enabling them to attend school, but 
also helping us financially. 
 
This is how we got to know the farming community very 
well! 
 
One of the young girls from an Afrikaans farming family 
we’d helped out was getting married and our family was 
invited to attend.  The service was to be held in the huge 
‘Moeder Kerk’ and the reception would be held on their 
farm. 
 
The barn had been cleared for the occasion, an ox was 
sizzling on the spit and you can only imagine the 
endless trestle tables laden with food...and ‘Vit Blitz’ of 
course! 
 
The wedding took place in the late afternoon, and after 
all the guests had had more than their fair share to eat  
and plenty of refreshment for  their thirst, the tables were 
cleared out of the way and the music started. 
 
The floor of the barn had been coated in the traditional 
way...with cow dung!  The dung is smeared all over the 
floors while wet and left to dry so that it becomes hard 
and shiny.  It was a very effective floor covering and 
some of the original farm houses even had dung floors.  
 
Trek Klavier and the likes boomed out in the barn and 
soon everyone was dancing the ‘Sokke’ and having a 
marvellous time. 
 
But with the summer heat and all the dancing, the dung 
started to turn to powder.  Mixed with perspiration and 
spilled drinks I don’t need to tell you what happened 
next... 
 
The cow dung, turned back to liquid, coated the men’s 
trousers and clung to the ladies dresses, everyone was 
covered in cow dung up their knees. 
 
Did this stop us from having the greatest evening of our 
lives??  No, in true African tradition the party carried on 
and no-one even noticed, until the next wash day that is! 
 
Dalene Spiller 
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No Problem 
A short story  

by Roberta Smith 
 

I made my 22nd trip to Jozini on the cusp of our 
departure from South Africa.  It was a trip whose 
dates coincided with firsts and lasts and shadowy in-
betweens.  It would be the last time I would ever see 
this place or these people again.  

Four of us left early on a Friday morning to make the 
long car trip north.  We all knew every kink of  this 
dangerous road.  Jozini was one of the reasons that my 
partner wanted us to leave South Africa and Jozini was 
one of the reasons I wanted to stay. 

Here, fatal car crashes were common and hijackings not 
unknown.  Our driver, John, carried a small gun 
strapped to his ankle.  We settled in for the long trip with 
the vehicle tightly packed with tarpaulins, graduation 
gowns, pot plants for the stage display and, resplendent 
in all this chaos, a large beautifully iced pink cake for the 
many dignitaries who would be present. 

Halfway up the pass through the Ghost Mountains, we 
spotted the police road block.  They were searching for 
guns and yes, they knew who we were…but still.  Long 
armed mirrors afforded views of the chassis, tarpaulins 
and bags were half-heartedly prodded.  I watched in my 
rear view mirror as three soldiers, all bristling with arms, 
and John – his gun clearly visible through his sock, fixed 
their attention on the last remaining threat to border 
security – the cake.  His face appeared at the window, 
“They want to cut it to make sure there are no guns in 
there.”  As we drove off John said:  “That cake is now 
buggered”.  We all craned round to get a better view.  It 
was slashed but still in one piece.  “We’ll have to smooth 
it over.”  Like that wasn’t what we’d been doing at Jozini 
for years, one way or the other. 

Not long after, we jolted up the dirt track to my home-
from-home, Sinetizikele School. At the entrance to the 
school, ready to welcome us, stood Nkosinathi.  The 
organisation that I worked for, Promat College, rented 
his school for our Jozini contact sessions.  We greeted 
one another as fellow Principals.  It was to be a big 
event, this first graduation of 37 teachers.  We had 
planned it for ages and everyone wanted it to be a joyful 
occasion to remember. 

There followed a frenzied afternoon to get the tarpaulins 
in place in case of rain, to decorate the stage in the 
tremendous heat using only drawing pins and Blutac and 
to ensure the catering did not succumb to Africa Time.  I 
also had to fit in one final meeting with the student 
representatives and Nkosinathi.  I knew what the 
stumbling block on the agenda was likely to be.  I knew 
how long these meetings could take, as every individual 
had to have a say and their speech would be slow and 
measured.  The issue was the ritual slaughter of an 
animal on the premises for the graduation party planned 

for the following day.  The problem was that I would not 
sanction it.  The compromise seemed so reasonable to 
me:  kill the animal offsite and braai it at the school.  
Finally they agreed and we parted, warily eyeing the 
grey clouds that were piling up. 

The graduation was a huge success.  It didn’t rain; 
instead we were all bathed in the orange glow of sunlight 
filtered through raggedy tarps.  So what if the cloths 
covering the toilet doors at the back of the stage melted 
downwards during my speech.  So what if the audience 
never sat still for a minute.  The students were so proud, 
so beautiful, so dignified.  I knew and had taught every 
single one of them.  What I did not know was that three 
of them would be dead within the year.  AIDS was the 
uninvited guest at this ceremony.  Finally, we rose to 
sing the National Anthem.  It seemed to me that I was 
privileged to sing Nkosi Sikelel’ iAfrika in this place and 
with these people. 

John was in a hurry to get us back on the road and 
home before darkness. I had just Nkosinathi to farewell.  
I could never have done my job without this man.  He 
had solved problem after problem and was the bridge 
between his rural community and my urban organisation.  
I held the door frame to his office and looked in.  The 
white ants were destroying the wood even as I stood 
there and the smell seeping from the capricious 
plumbing did not bode well.  He sat at his desk, a big 
plate of mashed pink cake in front of him.  Behind him, 
his many certificates hung disturbingly off-kilter and the 
clock on the wall had never worked in living memory.  
But Nkosinathi’s décor triumph was the nylon net 
curtains that flounced and frilled around every window.  
Framing the ancient, desolate, arid brown landscape in 
sheer frivolity.  

I had said goodbye to hundreds of people that day, but 
this parting was the hardest.  In an effort to lift the mood 
I teasingly reminded Nkosinathi of yesterday’s promise 
to me.  He flung back his head and laughed. “No 
Problem!” he said.  The students ululated and banged 
the side of the combi as we drove off. I forced myself not 
to look back.  It was a long track and near its end John 
nudged and pointed.  On a parallel path, a compact 
cloud of dust approached.  It was made up of several 
small boys with sticks herding a fatted calf onto the 
grounds. John read my mind and said quietly “It’s not 
your business anymore.” 

I sat stunned, then unexpected laughter bubbled to the 
surface. The ensuing hilarity lasted all the way up the 
badly corrugated road.  Past the building that Promat 
had financed and donated to the community and which 
still had no electricity despite massive overhead pylons. 
Past the butcher tree with the unemployed men lazily 
disturbing the flies from landing on the meat.  Past the 
little store that sold Elastoplasts and headache tablets 
one by one.  Past the shebeen that hung over the gorge 
and on whose demise we had periodically placed bets. 

John parked the car at the top of the pass and I looked 
back over the valley.  “Next stop New Zealand hey?” he 
said.  “Aren’t you the lucky one?”  The sounds of the 
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bush filled the space between us.  He did not 
understand at all. 

Roberta Smith                               
                             
Roberta wrote her essay ‘No problem’ as part of a 
community course run by the University of Canterbury 
which invites recent and long-time immigrants to New 
Zealand to examine their experiences through the varied 
forms of the personal essay.  Using narrative, reflective, 
or thematic approaches, participants explore how writing 
the essay creates insight and understanding. 
 

The course, entitled Writing the Personal Essay: 
Migration and Identity is run by Diane Comer, a graduate 
of the University of Iowa Writers’ Workshop who has 
been publishing creative non-fiction for twenty years. 
Her essays have been noted in Best American Essays 
and she has grants from the USA’s National Endowment 
for the Arts and the Colorado Arts Council. 
 
The next course runs on Wednesdays from  
28 July – 25 September 10am – 12pm.  For more 
information, contact Diane on  
diane@barking-sands.com or visit the website on 
http://www.cbe.canterbury.ac.nz/community-
education/course.php?course=YDC16  
 

 
 
Plight of The Zimbabwe 
Pensioners 
A report by Boet Homes 
 
On 2nd October 2009 I started 

out on a trip that was to be one of the most humbling, 
worthwhile trips that I have ever made. It was to 
accompany Attie Botha on one of his Zimbabwe 
Pensioners Support Group trips, trips that he and his 
brother Hannes make every 6 weeks or so to deliver 
food parcels to pensioners in Zimbabwe. When I arrived 
in Malelane I realized the enormity of the organization 
that these men have taken on. They have a warehouse 
where they store food. The logistics are amazing, 
everything is packed into the boxes and labelled, and 
then loaded onto the truck in order, for ease of delivery. 
 
 
We left Malalane on Sunday 3rd October, it took 12 
hours to get to Musina, as the truck was fully loaded,  

 
approx 400 X 20 Kg boxes, bags of flour, mealie meal, 
bottles of oil, totalling approx 16 tons of freight, and a full 
tank of diesel. We went through the border into 
Zimbabwe the following morning – took 3 hours, 
excellent time according to Attie – the customs in 
Zimbabwe are very demanding – requesting impossible 
documents.  They wanted the veterinarians certificate for 
the tinned fish! Once we got through it was straight 
ahead for Masvingo, arriving in the afternoon. The 
countryside on this stretch was very barren, dry, with no 
grass cover, hard grey ground, few trees all with no 
leaves. There are many roadblocks.  All want to check 
documentation, and ask endless questions. We gave out 
many boxes to the old age homes in Masvingo and 
Mucheke, the people are so very grateful. We 
overnighted in Masvingo with a family who regularly help 
with accommodation for the Group, had a good dinner, 
and a good nights sleep. Water is a big problem in 
Masvingo – both the quality and the quantity.  
We set off for Mutare the next morning, after picking up 
the empty boxes. We went via Birchenough Bridge, 
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where only 1 vehicle is allowed to cross at a time, and 
encountered only 6 roadblocks on the way. Once again 
the countryside is ravaged and barren, with a small 
amount of green along the river where some irrigation is 
taking place. We arrived in Mutare early afternoon at our 
host family, and they helped us with some labour and a 
smaller truck.  We off loaded 60 boxes as well as kitchen 
supplies (large bags of mealie meal and flour, large 
bottles of oil etc) for the old age homes in the area. 
There are also special boxes with different supplies for 
people in Frail Care. No words can describe the feeling 
when you see the gratitude of these people – one old 
lady put her arms round me and said that as she is 80 
years old she will never live long enough to be able to 
thank us enough for what we do. We collected the empty 
boxes the next morning and set off for Harare. Many 
drops are made both enroute to Harare as well as 
around Harare and as far north as Sinoia. Then it was 
on to Bulawayo, also with drops of both kitchen 
provisions and boxes on the way. We spent 2 days in 
Bulawayo, mostly for business, as there is a shorter trip 
done to supply the Bulawayo area. 
We were away from Home for 11 days in total, most of 
the nights spent with host families who go out of their 
way to help with this mission.  
The amount of problems and hassles that the men who 
do this trip regularly go through is difficult to portray, they 
have huge problems at the border, it takes hours to get 
all the paper work in order, and then it is never quite 
right for the officials. They want to check the expiry 
dates on the tins, and quite what sort of Veterinarian’s 
certificate they expected for the tinned fish I will never 
know. Then there are the roads – they are in very bad 
condition, many of them seem to be canted in one 
direction which in the truck makes one feel quite sea 
sick. There are endless road blocks to be navigated, one 
pays a Toll Fee at the Bridge when one comes over the 
border, you are given coupons, and they have to be 
produced at each road block, or you have to pay again – 
1 US Dollar. The countryside too is depressing – much 
of it burned to nothing, or dry from poor management. 
  
However, it is the gratitude of the elderly people that 
makes it all so worthwhile. These people are so very 
grateful for all they get, their average age must be 
around 80.  Food is more readily available in Zimbabwe 
these days, but all of it is at a price, and that price is in 
American Dollars or SA Rands.  Pensioners just do not 
have access to foreign currency, as many of them were 
farmers, who have been evicted from their land and left 
with nothing. 
Mention too needs to be made of the wonderful host 
families there, who put us up, gave us wonderful meals, 
and “Padkos” for the next stage of our trip. 
 
Boet Homes  
 
If you would like to make a donation to the Zimbabwe 
Pensioner Support Fund, the bank details are as follows: 

Zimbabwe Pensioner Support Fund ��
                      First National Bank+� Malelane Branch��

                      Branch Code - 270952��
                      Swift Code - FIRNZAJJ962��

                      Account Number – 62239042906 
 

Reflexology (Foot Massage) 
 

Linda Coyne 
Reflexology 

 
Redwood, Christchurch 

Tel:  (03) 354 0010 
                   linda@nzreflexology.co.nz 

                  www.reflexology.co.nz 
 

Kinesiology, Wheat Bags, Allergy Testing 
and Ear Candles 

 
 

Oasis Fellowship 
 
 
 

A place of refreshing support and love. 
Teaching from the Word of God 

Tons of fun fellowship and activities for all ages 
 

Meeting Times   
 

Wednesday:   7.00pm Business / Leaders Meeting 
Thursday:  2.00pm Ladies Bible Study 
Sunday:   9.00am - 10.30am  Breaking of Bread 
 
Southbrook Park Hall, South Belt, Rangiora 
 
Tel / Fax ; 03 310  
Mobile; 0210 267 0193 
Email; gsbaverstock@gmail.com  
http://www.caog.org.za 
 
    

 
 
 

Afrikaans Christian Church 
of New Zealand 

Christchurch Congregation 
   
 
 

�
������� ���	
���� �	���� ��
���� 
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Afrikaanse Boeke   

 
Net 'n herinnering vir almal wat Afrikaans-lesend is en in 
Christchurch woon, dat die "Central Library",  in 
Gloucester Street  Afrikaanse boeke, tydskrifte en CD's 
beskikbaar het vir ons om uit te neem sedert 2008. 
 
Dis 'n klein versameling, maar  daar 'n paar Afrikaanse 
kinderboeke en storie CD's in die kinderbiblioteek op die 
grondvloer.  Op die eerste vloer by die World Language 
Collection is daar 'n  paar  Afrikaanse boeke (fiksie en 
nie-fiksie) en tydskrifte.   As jy 'n biblioteeklid is, mag jy 
dit gratis uitneem.  Boeke word vir 'n maand uitgeneem 
en tydskrifte word vir 'n korter periode uitgereik. 
 
As jy nie kans sien om stad toe te gaan nie, kan jy 
boeke via hul webwerf bestel met jou biblioteekkaartjie. 
 Daar is 'n klein  koste aan verbonde maar die boek sal 
dan na  jou plaaslike  biblioteektak gestuur word sodat jy 
dit daar kan kry.  Boeke kan ook by enige Christchurch 
City Library ingehandig word.  Blykbaar is daar nogal 
baie beweging in die versameling van tyd tot tyd, maar 
dit klink asof baie mense nie bewus is dat die   
 kinderboeke geskuif het nie en dit lyk of dit nie baie 
gebruik  word nie.  Hoe meer ons dit gebruik, hoe groter 
is die kans dat  die versameling uitgebrei kan word. 
 
As  jy  Afrikaanse boeke het waarvan jy wil ontslae raak, 
kontak my gerus vir meer inligting 
marietjie@swart.co.nz.  As dit nuwerige boeke is (boeke  
wat in 'n goeie toestand is en wat jonger as 3 jaar is) kan 
dit in die versameling opgeneem word.   As dit ou boeke 
is, kan dit dalk geskenk word aan die biblioteek se World 
Language Collection.  Die biblioteek verkoop ou boeke 
teen 'n nominale bedrag vir stuiwing van hul fondse. 
 
Die biblioteek reageer graag op terugvoer, en by die 
boekrak is 'n terugvoer boksie waarin jy dit kan pos. 
 Terugvoer kan wees om probleme of komplimente deur 
te gee, asook  om te se  watter boeke  jy graag in die 
versameling wil sien. 
 
Marietjie Swart 
 

Winter in the SINZASA 
Kitchen  
 
As I’m sure you will have noticed, winter has well and 
truly arrived!  So we have decided to include 2 classic 
winter warmer, comfort food recipes to help keep the 
cold at bay.  Enjoy! 
 

DIK 
GROENTESOP 
 
500ml haricotbone  
25ml olie  
2 uie of gekap 

3 wortels, gekap  

3 selderystingels, met blare gekap 
2 aartappels, in blokkies gesny  
625ml kool, gerasper 
150ml groenbone, in stukkies gesny  
3 biefekstrakblokkies 
500ml kookwater  
4 middelslag tamaties, in blokkies 
12.5ml sout  
2 ml peper 
2 liter water (ongeveer) 
 
Week die haricotbone oornag in water. Dreineer dit en 
bedek dit met 1 liter vars water. Kook die boontjies tot 
sag. Verpulp die bone of druk dit fyn. Verhit die olie en 
soteer die groente, behalwe die tamaties ongeveer 15 
minute lank daarin totdat dit sag is. Roer dit aanhoudend 
sodat dit nie aanbrand nie. Los die biefekstrakblokkies 
op in die kookwater en voeg dit saam met die tamaties 
en geurmiddels by die groente. Voeg ook die bone by. 
Plaas die deksel op en laat prut ongeveer 30 minute 
lank.  Vul die vloeistof aan as dit wegkook.  Daar moet 
ongeveer 2 liter sop wees. 
 
 
 

Oxtail Potjie 
recipe 

 
 
 

2 large oxtails, cut into joints 
1/3 cup cooking oil 
2 large onions, sliced into fairly thick rounds 
6 bay leaves 
4 chopped cloves of garlic 
4 large carrots, scraped and cut into chunky wheels 
Juice of 1 lemon 
6 cloves 
A good grind of black pepper 
Dash of Worcester sauce 
Salt 
6 potatoes, peeled and halved 
1/3 cup of brandy 
Water to cover 
 
Heat the oil in the potjie, then brown the meat quickly 
over high heat with the onion. Add bay leaves, garlic, 
cloves, lemon juice, salt, pepper, Worcestershire sauce 
and carrots. Add enough water barely to cover. 
Let it simmer away very slowly for four hours, then add 
the potatoes and the brandy and let it simmer until the 
potatoes are done and the meat is fall-off-the-bone 
tender. 
 
 
Serve with rice, crispy fresh bread and green salad.  
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First Friday of the month �

from 6.00 -7.30pm. �
at The Cashmere Club ��

50 Colombo Street, Christchurch �
Jukebox Jol on Friday, 2nd July is our big pub 

night! �
�

����������	
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Phone: 021 280 6704 
 
 

 
 

"��	��"����������������������
Friday, � �� ���	� , 2010�

�at Mona Vale Homestead, 63 Fendalton Road �
from 10am. ��

�
Contact: Hermine Van der Torre  

Email: dirk.hermine@orcon.net.nz  
Phone: 03 #$%$&'(  

 

                
                          
             Mom’s and Kids/ Ma’s en Kinders 
             Coffee and Craft Morning 
             1st Monday of the month (5 July) 

Merivale McDonald’s Playland, 
Papanui Road 

 
             Contact: Linda Klok 
             Email: lklok@xnet.co.nz  

Tel: 03 354 4951 or 021 50930 

 
 
 

New Coffee Group 
�������������		�
�

 
10 July, 2pm 

The Bunker, Pegasus, Woodend 
 

We have some great things planned as soon as the 
numbers are up, so we encourage you all to come for 

some warm, welcoming friendship and support. 
 

We would also extend the invitation to join this group to 
anyone who is not South African.  The aim is to support 

one another, learn the ways of the people in our new 
country and form firm friendships and ties as many of us 

have left all our family and friends in SA.  You are all 
welcome – Come and be part of this new group. 

 
This group is now hosted by Sinzasa and Oasis 

Fellowship, Rangiora 
 

� ���!���������!
���������
���"�
���
����#
$������%�

&!
�	"�  gsbaverstock@gmail.com  
Tel:  �'�'���()(�  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

��
������������� �
������������

 Fridays, 2nd July and 3rd September at 
Cashmere Club, 50 Colombo Street,  

 from 6.30pm till late.  

A fun, fresh take on the Pub Evening 

Private room with a Jukebox and nibbles, Come and 
mingle with fellow Southern Africans, pick your 

tunes and dance the night away. 

Gold Coin Donation 

Pool tables, darts & dinner available.  Bring along 
your family and friends  (Children friendly)   

Contact:Guy Leary 
 Email: guyleary@purefin.co.nz  

Phone: 021 280 6704 
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Die storie oor die Skot(se) Whisky 
AJ Rossouw 

 
So ontmoet ek toe op ‘n keer 'n nuwe jagter by die skietbaan wat van Skotland af kom.  Ek is opgwonde oor die Skot 
maar sy aksent kortwik my en kan ek dit straks nie plaas nie.  My aksent is egter, soos gewoonlik, meer opvallend en hy 
ken my uit as 'n afstammeling van die Rainbow Nation.  
 
Later, tydens ons eerste jag naweek, moes ek agterkom, soos met talle wel bekende “Wisky Blends”, dat nie alles wat 
van Skotland af kom “Scotch” is nie. 
 
Maar, vir ‘n jagter wat al lank gekunsteld geraak het met die Whisky Blends, is ek nie erg teleurgesteld om uit te vind dat 
die Skot eintlik 'n Brit is wat vir tien jaar lank in Glasgow geswot, gewerk en sy Phd in Skotland voltooi het nie.  Meen ek 
by myself, dat hy, soos alle Whiskies, van goeie gehalte gemaak is en nie soos ‘n tipiese "biltong jagter” is nie. 
  
Omdat ons mekaar nog nie goed genoeg ken nie, besluit ek toe om nie soos gewoonlik my Whisky Flask saam te neem 
op die jagtog nie. Iets waaroor ek later bitter spyt was en straks nooit weer sal agterlaat nie, self nie eers vir 'n Skot nie.  
 
Nie alle jagters waardeer die beter dinge in die lewe soos om 'n knerts te drink wanneer die sterre skouepel in volle 
swang is en die wind jou ore, neus en blaaie teister nie.   
 
Ek wou my beste voet voorsit met die jag trip, aangesien goeie jag makkers nie maklik is om hier in Nieu Seeland raak te 
loop nie. Ek moet egter bieg dat ek van plan was om, soos met 'n vorige jagtrip, my Whisky te nuttig met koue rivier water 
wat van die Gletsers af stroom, of sommer net so "op die klippe", skoon, en “neat”. 
  
Ek was egter bietjie skugter om op 'n stadium my “hip flask” uit te haal en daaraan te teug en besluit ek toe om die ding in 
die kar agter te laat. Baie mense voel dat drank en gewere nie 'n goeie kombinasie is nie en wou ek nie my nuwe kennis 
afskrik met 'n dop nie. Vir die wat my nie ken nie, ek jag min, slegs twee keer per jaar…so drank is nie my baas nie! 
  
So gesê so gedaan. Vrydag na werk mik ons in die rigting van "Doubtful Valley", 'n gepaste naam meen ek, vir verskeie 
redes. Ek is "doubtful" oor die weer, ek is "doubtfull" oor die feit of ons bokke gaan sien en ek is “doubtful” of ek my “hip 
flask” moet saam neem.  So met al die “doubt” los ek toe my “hip flask” in die kant van die kar se deur, verbloem tussen 
die voue van die padkaart. 
 
Ek het die weervoorspelling die hele week dopgehou aangesien ek geweet het ons gaan diep innie bos.  Soos gewoonlik 
was dit wat die weer voorspellers gesê het en dit wat my kar se windskerm oorheers het nie dieselfde prentjie nie. Daar 
was geen sprake van die son nie, en meer spesifiek, het donker swaar reënwolke oor die “Doubtful Valley” gehang.  
Hmmm…”doubtful”! 
 
Daar aangekom gaan loer ons eers hoe die “Boyle” rivier se vloei daar uit sien, want moet ons die rivier “oorsteek” om die 
vallei binne te gaan. Die Skot, wat reeds die rivier ‘n maand van te vore “oorgesteek” het, meen die rivier se vloei lyk 
okay, maar ek het my bedenkinge. Hmmm…nog meer ”doubtful”! 
 
Ek het juis ook ‘n beswaar oor daai tegniese term van “rivier oorsteek”. Die herkoms van die die term ontgaan my vir die 
oomblik, maar kan ek julle verseker dat dit straks niks te doen het met “oorsteek” nie.  Hier, in “die land van die die lang 
wit wolk” sterf daar jaarliks talle jagters, voetslaners en toeriste wat die vloei van die riviere erg onderskat. Of hulle neem 
nie die reënval of smeltende sneeu en Gletsers in ag wanneer hulle die rivier vir die soveelste keer moet “deur beur” nie.  
 
Ja, “deur beur” meen ek is ‘n beter term as “oorsteek”. Dìè term is volgens my gemaklik op die oor en spoel lekker in die 
mond rond soos ‘n goeie rooi wyn met ‘n pikante tanien. Ja, in my geestes oog sien ek nou hoe die lesers kennis maak 
met die nuwe term en die nuwe term in hulle monde vorm. Komaan, sê dit saggies vir jouself…”deur beur”.  Dit klink goed 
en voel goed, nè? 
 
Die term, “oorsteek”, klink so of jy straks ligvoets oor die river gaan en voel dit amper half of jy droogvoets aan die 
anderkanste oewer arriveer. Neem my woord, dit is ‘n fabel, ‘n fantasìè. Dis snert! 
 
Amper elke uittog begin en eindig met sopnat en yskoue bootse, swaar en nat “thermal kouse”, broek en kamaste. So 
begin die mees ervare stapper of jagter sy staptog, dou voor dag, met nat (somtyds gevriesde) bootse en kouse. In die 
aand wanneer jy terugkeer van jou staptog dan moet jy maar weer die riviere “deur beur” en so eindig jou dag nes dit 
begin het met koue, nat bootse, kouse en voete. 
 
Die manier om die rivier te “deur beur” is om jou jag maat se rugsak se “straps”, styf vas te vat en dan voetjie vir voetjie 
jou weg vorentoe te beur. Eers neem hy ‘n tree en dan as hy vasstaan, dan skuifel jy vorentoe terwyl hy jou anker. So 
beur jy dan deur met jou volle rugsak op jou rug en jou geweer in die ander hand.  Binne die eerste minuut is jou onderlyf 
gevoelloos van die koue wat van die Gletsers af kom.   
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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 SINZASA members. 

 
Terug by die kar, besluit ek om die kar net daar langs die pad te stop en daar te los, iets wat nie vir Suid Afrikaners maklik 
is nie. Gelukkig sien een van die “locals” ons en raai ons aan om nìè die rivier aan te durf nie.  So loop ons ‘n myl al langs 
die rivier af en loop ons oor “privaat grond” met ‘n “private brug” om te voorkom dat ons sopnat is nog voor ons met ons 
staptog begin. 
 
So gesê so gedaan. Dit neem ons toe meer as twee uur om net aan die ander kant van die rivier te kom, reg oorkant die 
plek waar my kar geparkeer was en teen daai tyd is dit toe al sterk skemer (8:30 nm). 
 
Met my rugsak gepak met sowat 18kg sukkel ek met heuwel op en heuwel af in die donker met my flitslig op my kop. Die 
pas is stadig maar bestendig net soos die reën.  Om 10:30 nm is ons in die draai waar die vallei begin en alhoewel dit nie 
die geskikte plek is nie, besluit ons om tent op te slaan en te probeer warm word voor ons in ons onderskei tente in die 
kooi kruip.  
 
Vure word nie toegelaat in die natuur nie en moet mens maar eers probeer droog word voor jy probeer warm word. Na 
ons tente opgeslaan het, begin my makker sy kos voorberei, iets wat ek nie hoef te gedoen het nie, aangesien die 
Teriyaki Chicken Sushi wat ek by die werk geëet het voor ons die pad gevat het, steeds op my “repeat”.   Hoekom, vrae 
julle? Oorlat ek “doubtful” was of daar nog genoeg tyd sou wees om kos te maak teen die tyd wat ons kamp opslaan.  ‘n 
Puik idée, gegewe die omstandighede. 
 
Dis eers na afloop van die kamp opslanery en ete, toe die Skot sy kraffie Whisky uithaal, dat ek toe weer dink aan waar 
my “hip flask” tussen die die voue van my padkaart lê.  
 
Hoe het ek dan nou ook gedink? Wat is ‘n Skot dan sonder sy Whisky? 
 
Hy huiwer nie om sy Whisky met my te deel nie en net dààr is die ontbrekende, maar spreekwoordelike “ys” gebreek en 
ons twee “kliek soos ‘n muis”, ek sê. 
 
Als ten spyt, was dit weereens ‘n “boklose” naweek.  Weereens is ek verstom oor die natuurskoon van dìè Land en 
noodloos om te sê het ek en die Britse Skot reeds ons volgende jag trip gereël. 

 
COMPUTER REPAIRS 
Marthinus du Plessis 
IT Wizard 
Tel: b/h 03 348 4140 
Tel: a/h 03 389 1812 
Mobile: 021 1365 898 
 
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 
Mobile: 021 356 996 
 
ELECTRICIAN 
Rob Kellock 
Mobile: 021 1842 448 
Email: sales@creditscore.co.nz 
 
 
 

FLORIST�
Blooming Moments 
Tracey 
info@bloomingmoments.co.nz  
www.bloomingmoments.co.nz 
 
MASSAGE THERAPIST 
Angela Baldwin 
Holistics Body Basics 
Tel: 03 322 1232 
Mobile: 027 330 1451 
 
MORTGAGE & INSURANCE 
Guy Leary 
Pure Financial Services 
Tel: 03 982 4190 
Fax: 03 982 4191 
Mobile: 021 280 6704 
www.purefin.co.nz 
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REALESTATE (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 
 
John Siebert 
Harcourt Grenadier Real Estate  
130 Colombo Street 
Beckenham, Christchurch 
 
Tel: 03 337 1316 Mobile:021 046 4612�
*�������+�����
�������������  

SOUTH AFRICAN SHOPS 
Inside Africa 
Your South African Grocery Store 
289 Colombo Street 
Sydenham 
Tel:  03 4200839 or 021 420478 
www.insideafrica.co.nz 
 
Safari Meats 
5 Buckleys Road 
Linwood 
Tel:  03 3897703 
www.safarimeats.com

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
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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