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      Cape Town, 1985.

      

      Thembeka, known to her white madam as Ivy, wiped the remnants of strawberry jam from her lips with a flannel. She had just devoured half of a loaf of white bread with her favourite topping, relishing every bite. Her madam, the wife of the powerful Home Affairs Minister, Awonke Sandile, would prepare breakfast for her every morning on the kitchen table. Thembeka was grateful for the gesture and ate with enthusiasm.

      She was like so many other black Xhosa women her age, who had borne at least four children, with curves in all the right places. Her hips and buttocks were ample, as were her breasts and upper arms. But Thembeka did not dwell on her physical appearance. All she cared about was being trusted by her employers and receiving her wages on time. She had a solid work history with another wealthy family, and she had been personally interviewed by the Minister of the Interior before being hired as a maid, a domestic servant.

      Thembeka's employment certificate stated that she was illiterate, but this did not concern her. In fact, it was a relief to her employers. If she was loyal and hardworking, they were content. Thembeka understood that her place in life was to serve as it was the only way she could earn the money to feed her family.
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        * * *

      

      Sandile's household was like a palace, with three children and their parents living there. The grounds were vast, covering a staggering four thousand square metres, and the entire property was surrounded by a high fence topped with barbed wire for security. Cameras were installed every hundred metres, and every window had bars. Panic buttons in every room connected directly to a private security company when activated, ensuring that help would arrive quickly in case of an emergency.

      As the Minister of Home Affairs in South Africa, Sandile understood the importance of these security measures. The country was ruled by the National Party, and President Botha was determined to enforce apartheid, a policy of racial segregation that had far-reaching and controversial consequences. The effects of apartheid were staggering, with unemployment, disease, and alcoholism causing poverty, overpopulation, and poor living conditions in the townships, especially for black and coloured South Africans. Mass demonstrations against the regime, often organised by the outlawed African National Congress (ANC), occurred almost daily and frequently turned violent. After President Botha's infamous Rubicon speech in Durban on 15 August 1985, the army fired into the crowds, threw hand grenades, and sentenced thousands of young men and women to prison. Torture was rampant and everyone in the black community knew that imprisonment had to be avoided at all costs.

      Internal security in the country was non-existent, and regular break-ins and attacks on private homes often resulted in the death of the homeowners. The police were unable to cope with the increasing violence, making it essential for families like Sandile's to invest in private security measures to protect themselves and their loved ones. Despite their opulent surroundings, the fear of violence and unrest hung over them like a dark cloud, a constant reminder of the unstable political climate in which they lived.
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        * * *

      

      Thembeka's heart ached as she said goodbye to her children, all aged between three and eight, before leaving for her work in the city. She knew they would be safe with her mother, but the thought of leaving them behind in their cramped home was almost unbearable. Thembeka and her husband, Zanemvula Rolihlahla, lived with their four children in a small, corrugated iron shack in Gugulethu, a township fifteen kilometres from Cape Town. Their self-built home was less than twenty square metres, with no toilet or cooking facilities. It had no electricity or water. They cooked outside on an open fire they shared with their neighbours. To fetch water, they had to walk to the only tap in the township, a kilometre from their shack. There were no showers. They washed themselves in a bowl filled with buckets. Laundry was also done this way. It was a very hard life. Many babies died before their first year.

      But life was even harder for Zanemvula. He was an active member of the ANC, a secret he had to keep hidden from everyone, even his own family. The apartheid regime was ruthless in its persecution of ANC members, often torturing them to death in prison. And it wasn't just one-sided, as apartheid informers who were caught sneaking into ANC meetings were killed in gruesome public executions, their hands and feet tied while a burning tire was placed around their head.

      Despite the danger, Zanemvula remained committed to the cause.  He sat in a dimly lit room, surrounded by maps and charts of the townships. He was one of the main organizers of a mass demonstration. This one was going to be different. They were demanding electricity and water supplies, as well as the right to legalise the established townships so that they couldn't be demolished by the regime.

      This time, the demonstrators were to be armed. Zanemvula had arranged an arms deal through circuitous routes and unknown sources. The weapons, consisting of one hundred Kalashnikovs, fifty grenade launchers, and fifty Browning Mk3 pistols, were to be delivered by an unknown man to a secret location on the first of the following month. The payment terms were strict: a fifty per cent deposit two weeks before delivery and the rest on delivery, all in cash. The intermediary was a man named Ben, who communicated with Zanemvula through a twelve-year-old boy. They exchanged short messages that made no sense to the boy without knowing the context.

      Zanemvula knew the risks of what he was doing. He had already lost friends and family to the brutality of the army, but he couldn't stand by and watch as his people suffered. He was willing to do whatever it took to defend them, even if it meant breaking the law.

      As the day of the demonstration drew closer, Zanemvula felt his nerves start to fray. He knew that the stakes were high, and that if something went wrong, the consequences could be dire. But this was a fight worth fighting, and the people of the townships deserved better.

      

      As the first of the month approached, Zanemvula waited anxiously for the arrival of the weapons. He checked and double-checked his plans, making sure that everything was in place. And then, finally, the day arrived. The weapons were delivered to the secret location, and Zanemvula breathed a sigh of relief. His fists clenched as he imagined the sound of gunfire and the sight of soldiers falling to the ground. He was eager to take up arms and return fire, to give the regime a taste of their own medicine. During the last demonstration, his best friend had been shot. The bullet had gone straight through his heart. The memory of his best friend's death kept creeping into his mind. He could still see the blood and hear the screams, and the thought of it made him sick with anger and grief. It was hard to control the surge of frustration and hatred that he felt towards the regime. Vengeance overwhelmed him.
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        * * *

      

      "Ivy, do you know anyone you could recommend as a gardener?" Thembeka's madam asked one day after dropping her children off at school.

      "Yes," Thembeka replied without hesitation, "my husband Zanemvula. He is the best gardener in the whole country!”

      "Then why don't you let him know right away and he can come and introduce himself to us tomorrow?"

      "Yes, Madam." Thembeka took a fresh sheet of newspaper to polish the windowpane with. Not that her husband was a gardener, but anyone could pull weeds. And they could do with a few extra rands.

      "Ivy, when you've finished with this window, please clean the glass doors too!"

      "Of course, Madam." At least she always says please when she's bossing me around, she thought. Thembeka continued to feel humiliated whenever her madam spoke to her. It was not the words that bothered her, but the condescending tone of her madam's voice.

      Thembeka was not alone in her feelings, as all her acquaintances in the township shared a similar sentiment which reflected the systematic oppression that the black community had endured for far too long. This had resulted in a deep, collective animosity - a sickness with deep roots.
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        * * *

      

      Zanemvula woke up early the next morning, excited to start his new job as a gardener for the Minister of Home Affairs and his wife. He put on his best clothes, carefully tucked in his shirt, and polished his shoes before heading out to their large estate.

      As he arrived, he saw the Minister and his wife waiting for him outside. The Minister was a tall, stern-looking Boer dressed in typical Afrikaans attire; a short-sleeved shirt, cloth shorts and knee-high socks. Zanemvula couldn't help but notice the comb tucked into the half bald Minister's sock, which poked out in a comical fashion.

      "Do you have a work permit for gardening?" Mr Sandile asked in a thick Afrikaans accent.

      Zanemvula's heart sank. He desperately needed this job. "Unfortunately, no, I lost it. But I am a good worker and I love gardening."

      "Hmm," Mr Sandile hesitated for a moment before his wife spoke up. "That's all right. He is Ivy's husband. I have never had a bad experience with Ivy."

      "Well, weed this bed. We'll call you George, because that's what we call all our gardeners." With that he turned and left.

      I hate being George, Zanemvula thought. But maybe I can earn a few rands.

      As the Minister and his wife walked away, Zanemvula got to work weeding the bed. He worked all day, taking breaks only to wipe the sweat from his brow. By the end of the day, he had weeded every bed in the garden.
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        * * *

      

      As Thembeka went about her daily routine of cleaning the home minister's office, something caught her eye. There was a piece of paper peeking out from under the desk mat. It seemed like it was meant to be concealed, and her curiosity got the best of her. Despite never having had the chance to attend school, Thembeka was grateful for her mother's teachings on reading and writing. She carefully retrieved the paper and began to read.

      As she scanned the document, Thembeka's hands grew shaky, and she felt a twinge of guilt. It was an order for a significant number of weapons: one hundred Kalashnikovs, fifty grenade launchers, and fifty Browning Mk3 pistols. And the client was none other than the Minister of the Interior himself. Thembeka realized that these were the very same weapons that Zanemvula had been waiting for, and in the exact quantities he had specified.

      A rush of thoughts flooded her mind, leaving her slightly confused. But one thing was clear: she needed to show her husband a copy of the order. Thembeka spotted the new fax machine that had been delivered just the week before. It was the latest in technological advancement and could even make photocopies. She remembered seeing her white madam use it to make copies just two days ago.

      With a newfound sense of bravery, Thembeka approached the machine and turned it on. She placed the letter under the protective cover and quickly copied it twice. It was effortless, and she was pleased with herself. Thembeka stowed the copies in her handbag and slipped the original back under the desk mat where she had found it. For the remainder of the day, she diligently worked on her tasks, proud of her accomplishment.

      

      As she made her way home in the late afternoon, she clutched the copies of the arms order tightly in her hand. Zanemvula was waiting for her. She had to read the documents to him because he had never learned to read. She couldn't contain her excitement as she thought about what this information could mean for their family. They had struggled for so long, but now they had a way to change their fortunes.

      Zanemvula had spent the week working in the garden for the Sandiles, and they had paid him three hundred rands for his labor. Three hundred rands was nothing! He hadn't been able to put food on the table for a single day.

      "Now we have him," Zanemvula said excitedly as Thembeka handed him the copies.

      "What are you going to do?" she asked, feeling a little frightened by her husband's sudden burst of energy.

      Zanemvula laughed with joy, and Thembeka couldn't help but feel relieved to see him so happy.

      "We have a good way of blackmailing him," he explained. "He's the middleman in the arms deal. He wants to keep the profits for himself, but in the process, he's supplying weapons to the enemy of the government he works for. He's totally corrupted!"

      Thembeka couldn't argue with Zanemvula's logic, but she couldn't help feeling a twinge of doubt. "Maybe he doesn't even know who the ultimate buyer is," she said quietly.

      Zanemvula's smile faded, and he glared at her. "Are you protecting this asshole now? You read it yourself. The contact's name is Ben, the delivery place and date are right, and the order is exactly the one we're waiting for. There can't be a bigger coincidence!"

      Thembeka nodded, happy to be home with her children. She knew that their lives were about to change, but she couldn't help feeling a sense of unease about the path they were now on.

      

      As the sun began to set, Zanemvula made his way to the Mandiba hut, where he met with his comrades from the ANC. The shack was dimly lit, but the sound of lively conversation and the smell of homemade beer filled the air.

      Zanemvula couldn't contain his excitement as he shared the news about the Home Affairs Minister's involvement in the arms deal. His friends listened intently, nodding in agreement. Corruption in government circles was nothing new to them.

      As they discussed their next steps, their main goal was to improve the living conditions in the townships around Cape Town. They wanted to avoid any further violence and bloodshed. The conversation was heated and passionate, with everyone throwing in their own ideas.

      "We could just tell the Minister that we know," suggested one.

      "That's not enough!" exclaimed another.

      "We need to give him an ultimatum," said a third. "If the townships don't get access to water and electricity within the next three months, we'll expose his involvement in the arms deal to the police."

      "That should cost him his job," someone else chimed in.

      "And his house, which is government property," added another.

      They continued to talk for hours, debating the best course of action. In the end, they decided to let the arms deal go ahead, but with a catch. They would demand immediate access to water and electricity, as well as the registration of the townships as official suburbs of Cape Town. If the Minister failed to meet these conditions within the next three months, they would reveal the arms deal to government officials and expose him for his corruption.

      As the meeting ended, Zanemvula felt a renewed sense of hope. They had a plan, and they were determined to make a change. He walked home, feeling proud to be a part of something bigger than himself.

      

      Thembeka was relieved that the ANC men had come up with a plan that would avoid violence. She knew firsthand the devastating effects that demonstrations and clashes with the police could have on families and communities. She kept her thoughts to herself, though, not wanting to jeopardize the plan.

      The next day, when she arrived at Sandile's house, her madam asked about her husband's whereabouts. Thembeka hesitated for a moment. "He found another job," she said, forcing a smile.

      Her madam shrugged, uninterested in the details of the domestic worker's personal life. Thembeka breathed a sigh of relief, grateful that the conversation had ended there. She went about her day, dusting and cleaning as usual, while her mind raced with thoughts of the upcoming events and what the future held for her family and community.

      

      Zanemvula arrived at their shack just as Thembeka was finishing up with the household chores. "I heard yesterday that the fifty percent deposit is due tomorrow," he told her, looking concerned.

      "OK, you know where the money is," she replied calmly.

      Zanemvula nodded and walked towards the back of the shack. He lifted a rug and pulled up a trapdoor revealing a hole in the ground. Thembeka followed him and watched as he retrieved a small metal box from the hole.

      The box contained the communal cash box. It was a vital source of income for their community, and Thembeka had taken charge of managing it because she was one of the few who could read, write, and do sums.

      Zanemvula opened the box and Thembeka counted the money aloud. "We've got enough," he said, relieved. "We can make the deposit tomorrow."

      

      As he walked towards the meeting point, he clutched the bag tightly, feeling the weight of the money inside.

      Ben was waiting for him in the shadows. Zanemvula approached him cautiously, his heart pounding with fear and anticipation. He handed over the bag of money and delivered the threat, making it clear that any failure to deliver the weapons on time would result in Ben’s death. The young man merely nodded in response, as if he had expected the warning. He took the money and disappeared into the darkness, leaving Zanemvula standing alone.

      

      Two weeks later, the weapons arrived as promised. Zanemvula felt a sense of relief wash over him as he inspected the delivery, making sure everything was in order. Ben was there, silent as ever, but the handover went smoothly. Zanemvula couldn't help but wonder about the man's deafness and muteness. It was a strange coincidence that he had found himself dealing with someone who couldn't hear or speak.

      As Zanemvula made his way back home, he felt a renewed appreciation for his life and his wife, Thembeka. He thought about how lucky he was to be healthy and to have someone who loved him so deeply. When he finally arrived home, he held Thembeka in his arms for a long time, feeling grateful that everything had worked out as planned. The weapons were now safely hidden away, and Zanemvula could relax, at least for a while.
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        * * *

      

      As the sun set over the sprawling metropolis, a clandestine plan was set into motion. The mission was simple: leave a message for the Home Minister, but not just any message. The man responsible for the task was a master linguist, capable of mimicking any accent he had ever heard. His skills were legendary, and for the African National Congress (ANC), he was worth his weight in gold.

      The linguist chose a Swiss accent for this occasion, knowing it would befuddle the Minister of Home Affairs. And bewildered he was, when Thembeka saw him next in his palatial estate. His once-pristine appearance was now dishevelled, his knee socks sagging, and the little hair left on his near bald head was unkempt. It was as if he had weathered a great storm.

      Thembeka remained silent, feigning ignorance. Given her illiteracy, as confirmed by her certificate of employment, her employer could not accuse her of anything. This was her secret weapon, the advantage that made her invaluable to the cause. As she watched the Minister stumble about, she couldn’t stop smiling.

      

      As the sun set over the Mandiba hut, the air was thick with merriment and jubilation. The sound of clinking beer bottles filled the air, as the men celebrated their latest triumph. Thembeka regaled her husband with the tale of the confused Minister of Home Affairs, punctuated by bursts of laughter.

      Amid the revelry, a young boy burst into the hut with news that would change their lives forever. The request for basic amenities had been granted, and soon water pipes and electricity cables were being laid in Gugulethu. The residents were overjoyed as they saw taps every hundred meters and a communal wash house built with toilets, shower cubicles, and even washing machines.

      The corrugated iron huts lit up in the evening, as electric water heaters and light bulbs were purchased in bulk. The township residents, who had lived in darkness and squalor for decades, marvelled at the sudden luxury. The only ones who did not share in the excitement were the domestic workers, the maids, who knew all too well the stark difference in living conditions between themselves and their employers.

      The mass demonstration planned by Zanemvula was called off.  He found a new sense of purpose as a family man and husband, though his hatred for the white oppressor remained steadfast.

      

      Years later, the townships were finally recognized as legal residential areas, bringing an end to years of struggle and injustice. The memory of that fateful night in the Mandiba hut remained a symbol of hope and resilience for the people of Gugulethu, who had fought so hard to secure their basic rights and freedoms.
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      Orontius, God’s Juggler

      

      In the late Middle Ages, Orontius grows up in poverty in a peasant family. After the sudden death of his mother, his father entrusts him to the vagabond Eberlein to protect him from hunger and hardship. The only condition is that Eberlein and his troupe take Orontius to a monastery in Siegen on his 15th birthday. An adventurous time begins for the boy.

      At the monastery, Orontius learns about the life of the Franciscans and becomes a monk. It is during this time that he meets Gregory of Metz, with whom he forms a deep friendship. However, he doubts the abbot's integrity.

      After more than two decades, Orontius leaves the monastery to visit his father. There he discovers that everything has changed. From then on, he learns about life in all its brutality, but also in all its beauty.
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        * * *

      

      Mafalda, the Juggler’s Daughter

      

      Mafalda, third daughter of the juggler Orontius, discovers an ancient coin that bears an eerie resemblance to her own head profile.

      Driven by curiosity, she and her childhood friend embark on a perilous journey to the monastery of St Catherine in Egypt.

      As fate would have it, disaster strikes when their ship sinks. Mafalda's childhood friend vanishes, and she and a young man named Augustus are taken prisoner by the Ottoman Empire.

      As Mafalda and Augustus struggle to survive in a foreign land under threat of slavery, they rely on their quick thinking to escape and seek refuge with Augustus' relatives in Alexandria. Along the way, a love story blossoms between them.

      In Alexandria, their journey takes a dark turn when they uncover a shocking secret that threatens the very foundations of society.

      Undeterred, Mafalda and Augustus continue their quest to unravel the mysteries of the ancient coin. Accompanied by a group of pilgrims, they walk across the desert to St Catherine's Monastery. Mafalda plunges deeper into her spiritual episodes, where she's surrounded by mystical visions and discovers profound truths about her double from the distant past.

      This thrilling and enchanting tale weaves together history, romance, adventure and spirituality. "Mafalda, the Juggler's Daughter“ is a mesmerising journey through time and space, where a young woman's search for truth takes her on an unforgettable adventure of danger, love and unexpected discoveries.
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        * * *

      

      The Fruit Picker

      

      Sebastian is tired of feeling misunderstood by his parents and friends. He is gay and it urges him to break out of his everyday life and experience the world in a different light. An opportunity arises to work as a fruit picker in Australia. He immediately embarks on an adventurous journey, during which he gets to know Australia in all its facets; from the rigid Australian court system to the depths of the Aboriginal spiritual world.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      So Deep my Love

      

      A dream that takes us into the mystical world of the Aborigines. A discovery that amazes us. A love that we long for. Michael Sturm, a German archaeologist, comes to northern Australia to investigate bones of human historical significance. Then he meets Brolga, the woman of his dreams, and his life changes fundamentally.
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        * * *

      

      Life of Sofia: The Cradle of the White Lioness

      Homeless and lonely, Sofia has disappeared into a void of lost dreams. During a chance encounter with a dying woman, she learns of a secret that will change her life in many ways.

      She meets Jamie, a man with a mysterious past. In a dramatic turn of events, Sofia is drawn into the lives of others who, like her, are struggling to overcome poverty and grief.
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        * * *

      

      I, Yana

      

      Since her childhood, Yana lives in the Cradle, a place for homeless children. Her life is determined by a work routine and a constant witness to the misery of street children.

      When Yana has grown into a young woman she becomes involved in a mysterious series of dog killings. Together with the charming Inspector Jack Renna she helps to solve the case, which eventually leads them to a thirty year old murder case.
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        * * *

      

      I Was One Of Many Slaves

      

      The story is set in Ancient Egypt. At that time the Gods rule mankind. Life after death continues in the spiritual world. Naguib is a slave and falls head over heels in love with a servant of his revered Queen. He experiences strong sexual and spiritual powers that elevate him above his fellow slaves and eventually make him a valuable resource in his Temple.
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        * * *

      

      Seventy-Five

      By law and like everyone else, George must die on his 75th birthday. There is not much time left, and cruel things happen around him. His adored daughter reveals a secret to him too good to be true. It gives George and humanity a chance to regain hope for a dignified life.
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        * * *
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