


The content of this Lesson Plan supports

²ƻǊƭŘ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ 5ŀȅ



!ǎ ǿŜ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ 5ŀȅΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΣ ŀǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ Řƻ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ 

power to protect our children from the impact of violence in all its forms. 

All too often children are threatened with acts of violence towards their family members or pets if they fail 

to comply with a demand made upon them. 

For learners in the Intermediate and Senior Phases

Now the /ŜƴǘǊŜ ŦƻǊ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ WǳǎǘƛŎŜ in the USA 

is hoping to make violence  τ  or even 
the threat of violence  τ  ǘƻ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ǇŜǘΣ 
ŀƴ ŀŎǘ ƻŦ ΨŎƘƛƭŘ ǘƻǊǘǳǊŜΩΦ  





according to the /ŜƴǘǊŜ ŦƻǊ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ WǳǎǘƛŎŜ in Pennsylvania, USA.

Although Pennsylvania law prohibits physically harming a child, it does not specifically 

ǇǊƻƘƛōƛǘ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ǘƻǊǘǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŎŎǳǊǎ ǿƘŜƴ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ǇŜǘ ƛǎ terrorisedor harmed by an adult. 

Now there is a bill before the House Judiciary Committee which, 
if passed, will make this particular kind of mental abuse into a crime.

https://nationallinkcoalition.org/wp-content/uploads/2021/11/LINK-Letter-2021-November.pdf
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https://nationallinkcoalition.org/wp-content/uploads/2021/11/LINK-Letter-2021-November.pdf


believes all countries should follow suit



Ask the learners to read this excerpt from

Magnificent Boy and the 

Spirit of the Grey Hare 

ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ Ƙƻǎǘƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ 

family dog, and the impact of his violent 

behaviouron family members.  

After reading the excerpt, invite class 

discussion on the questions set out in 

Slides 9 - 23 including how non-violence 

would have achieved a positive outcome. 

Note to Teacher



A feral dog survives against all odds and finally 

ŦƛƴŘǎ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƛƴ hǳǇŀΩǎ ƎǊŀƴŘǎƻƴ .ƻŜǘƛŜΦ 

.ƻŜǘƛŜ ƴŀƳŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜǿ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴ Ψ.ƻȅΩΦ

A tragic event unintentionally separates them 

and Boy finds himself in a new home with the 

hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǿƘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳ Ψ/ŀŜǎŀǊΩΦ 

wŜŀŘ ƻƴΧ

¢ƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǎƻ ŦŀǊΧ



A broken heart

DŀōǊƛŜƭƭŜ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ǿŀǎ ŜƭŀǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ .ƻȅ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ άhƘ aƻƳΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ 

ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ŘƻƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ άIƻǿ ŎƭŜǾŜǊ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ 

ƘƛƳΦέ {ƘŜ Ǉǳǘ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǎŀǘŎƘŜƭ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƻƪŜ ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƻ 

.ƻȅΦ άIŜƭƭƻΦ IŜƭƭƻ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ŘƻƎƎȅΦέ {ƘŜ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ 

hand to fondle his head and ears. 

He also brought two new dog bowls. One was for water, he 

said, and the other for the dog pellets. The family was glad 

that at last they had a guard dog who could protect their 

property while they were away at work. MrhΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘ 

Ƙƛǎ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎ ŘǊƛƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǎŎǊŜǿŜŘ ŀ ōƛƎ ǎƛƎƴ Ψ.ŜǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ƻƎΩ 

onto the wall outside.

Where was Boetie? Boy sniffed in every corner of the small 

garden but, in truth, there was nothing much to smell. In the 

long hours he spent alone, he sat on the grass, frowning, ears 

cocked, listening intently to the noises in the street outside. 

People walking past. Cars starting up and driving off. 

He began to pace up and down along the high garden wall, 

back and forth. Back and forth. 

He was glad when the family 

came back in the afternoons 

and evenings but mostly, 

they went straight into the 

house and stayed there. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ Ψ/ŀŜǎŀǊΩΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ

άIŜΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƴ ŜƳǇŜǊƻǊ ƛƴ ŘƻƎ ǘŜǊƳǎΣέ 

ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ DŀōǊƛŜƭƭŜΦ άhƪŀȅΦ [ŜǘΩǎ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳ /ŀŜǎŀǊΗέ

Later, MrhΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊΣ DŀōǊƛŜƭƭŜΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ƘƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 

big, wooden kennel with a red roof that he placed on the 

stoep outside the front door. 



One night when the moon was full, deep ancestral memories 

ŦƭƛǘǘŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ .ƻȅΩǎ ƳƛƴŘΦ ! ȅŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎƻǊǊƻǿ ōŜȅƻƴŘ 

his understanding took hold of him and he raised his head to 

the moon and howled ςlong, primordial, grief-stricken howls. 

The lights in the house switched on and MrhΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊΣ ƛƴ 

pyjamasŀƴŘ ǎƭƛǇǇŜǊǎΣ ŜƳŜǊƎŜŘ ǿƛŜƭŘƛƴƎ ŀ ŎŀƴŜΦ ά{Ƙǳǘ ǳǇΣέ 

ƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘΦ ά{Ƙǳǘ ǳǇΦέ ¢ŀƛƭ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎǎΣ .ƻȅ ǎƭǳƴƪ 

towards the garden wall. He looked back miserably at 

MrhΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊΦ  

MrhΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǎǿƛǘŎƘŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘǎ 

ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ōŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ .ƻȅΩǎ ƭŀƳŜƴǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ 

all over again. 

This time, MrhΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ǎǘƻǊƳŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǘƘǊŀǎƘƛƴƎ 

ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƴŜ ƳŜƴŀŎƛƴƎƭȅΦ ά{Ƙǳǘ ǳǇΣ ȅƻǳ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ŘƻƎΣέ 

ƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ ά{Ƙǳǘ ǳǇΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǿŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ neighboursΦέ .ƻȅ 

slunk into the corner of the wall but MrhΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ 

coming towards him, thrashing the air in a warning. At first 

Boy cringed. Then he stood firm with hackles raised, facing his 

accuser, his lip lifted to show his teeth. MrhΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ōŀŎƪŜŘ 

ƻŦŦΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘŀǊŜΗέ ƘŜ ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘŀǊŜΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ 

back into the house cursing his wife for choosing such a low-

bred dog with vicious tendencies.

The next day, Boy paced back

and forth along the garden wall 

in a mindless sort of occupation. 

He sniffed at the wooden gate 

that was built into the garden 

wall. It had a strong spring on it 

that made it bang shut on its own 

accord every time someone passed through it. 

When Gabrielle returned home from school in the afternoon, 

he was glad to see her and greeted her with wagging tail and 

smiling mouth. 



Sometimes, he got a faint whiff of Boetie when Gabrielle 

ŎŀƳŜ ƘƻƳŜΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΦ 

The terrible irony was that Gabrielle and Boetie were in the 

same class at the school in the village but he knew as little 

about her life as she knew about his. How could she possibly 

have known that her dog called Caesar was the same dog that 

had helped rescue Boetie from the well. Everyone knew about 

ǘƘŀǘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ .ƻŜǘƛŜΩǎ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ǇŀƎŜ ƻŦ 

the local newspaper.

ά²ƘŜƴ L ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴǎΣ Ŏŀƴ /ŀŜǎŀǊ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ 

Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǎƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ L Řƻ Ƴȅ ƘƻƳŜǿƻǊƪΚέ ǎƘŜ 

asked her mother one day. 

.ǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ 

ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŘƻƎ ƘŀƛǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ

The months passed and the days grew longer and lonelier for 

Boy and although Gabrielle and her mother were always kind 

to him, MrhΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜ ŘƛǎƭƛƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎ ŀƴŘ ƛƎƴƻǊŜŘ ƘƛƳ 

altogether.

.ƻȅΩǎ ŦƛƴŜƭȅ-honed muscles began to lose their shape. He 

paced along the wall and slept. Then paced and slept again. 

The seasons changed but still Boy never used his kennel. He 

dug himself a shallow hole in the earth next to the garden 

wall and wrapped his tail across his nose to keep out the cold 

of winter.

One morning, he lay sleeping in the gentle sunlight of a Spring 

day when a familiar scratching sound penetrated his 

consciousness. Instantly Boy leaped to his feet, ears cocked. 

How well he knew that noise. With two leaps he was on top 

of the mound of sand that was erupting from beneath the 

soil. Expertly he dug for the mole, grabbed it in his jaws, 

shook the life out of it and returned to the patch of green 

grass to devour his tasty meal.                

But when Gabrielle returned home, 

she was utterly dismayed at what 

ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿΦ άhƘ Ƴȅ ƎƻƻŘƴŜǎǎΣ /ŀŜǎŀǊΣέ 

ǎƘŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ ά5ŀŘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ 

ŎǊƻǎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ [ƻƻƪ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ 

ŘƻƴŜ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦƭƻǿŜǊ ōŜŘΗέ



She knelt down and propped the wilting flowers back into 

holes in the soil and then watered them, hoping they would 

revive enough for her father not to notice.

Later, she told her mother in hushed tones about what Caesar 

had done to the flower bed. MrshΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƛƴǎǇŜŎǘΦ 

άhƘ Ƴȅ ƎƻƻŘƴŜǎǎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƻƴ ŜŀǊǘƘ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻǊΗέ ǎƘŜ 

exclaimed. MrhΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ŜƳŜǊƎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ 

ǿǊƻƴƎΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ

Gabrielle stood next to Boy, unconsciously resting her hand 

on his back protectively. Boy sensed something was wrong. 

He looked on, not understanding why the atmosphere was 

suddenly so charged with anger and fear. He whined 

quizzically. The recollection of what Gabrielle witnessed next, 

would make her shudder and recoil for the rest of her life. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ƛŦ ŀ ōƭŀŎƪ ŎƭƻǳŘ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

Gabrielle knew that face. When he wore that face, she knew 

he would punch her mother before the day was out and her 

mother would stifle her screams so that the neighbours

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊΦ

Terrified, she watched, as without a word, her father marched 

ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƴŜΦ DŀōǊƛŜƭƭŜΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ 

ǘƘǳƳǇŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ ά5ŀŘΣ ŘƻƴΩǘΦ 5ŀŘΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘΦέ .ǳǘ 

her father grabbed Boy by his leather collar, dragged him to 

where he had dug up the mole, twisted the collar to choke 

him, then he beat him mercilessly. Holding her hands across 

her ears, Gabrielle screamed. She screamed and screamed 

until MrshΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƳ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ 

and shut the door. 



Finally, the terrible choking yelping from Boy stopped and 

DŀōǊƛŜƭƭŜ ǎŀƴƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƪƴŜŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƻōōŜŘΦ .ƻȅΩǎ Ǉŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǘŜǊǊƻǊ 

ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǳƭǘΣ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ LŦ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ 

about what Boy had done, perhaps her father would never 

have noticed. She wished she could have put her body over 

.ƻȅΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǾŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ ōŜŀǘƛƴƎΦ 

She sat at the supper table, her stomach in a knot. She tried 

to swallow her food. Finally her mother said she should go 

and have a bath. Gabrielle waited until her father had settled 

himself in front of the TV before she slipped outside. 

She found Boy in the far corner of the small garden. 

IŜΩŘ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŀ ǎǇƛƪȅ ōǳǎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƎǊŜǿ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ 

He looked at her anxiously, ready to run. She sobbed into his 

coat and begged him to forgive her.

After a day or two, life returned to normal again in the 

hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ƘƻǳǎŜƘƻƭŘΦ MrshΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ŀƴŘ DŀōǊƛŜƭƭŜ ǿŜǊŜ 

pleased that MrhΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƳƻƻŘΦ 

Each day, Gabrielle quickly inspected the garden when she 

returned home from school. 

When she was sure Caesar had done no digging, she could 

breathe easy again and say hello in a proper way to him. 

One morning, after Boy had knocked over the dirt bin during 

the night, spreading rotting food and litter across the garden, 

Gabrielle arrived at school, tear-stained and with a pain in her 

tummy. She was unable to concentrate on her school-work 

and kept looking out of the window.

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ DŀōǊƛŜƭƭŜΚέ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƪƛƴŘƭȅΦ 

But Gabrielle just shook her head. How could she let anyone 

know what her father sometimes did to the dog?

Boetie looked across the classroom at Gabrielle. It seemed 

strange to him that a girl with such nice shiny shoes and a 

brand-new satchel with pockets, seemed so sad.  

When she returned home that day, she immediately noticed 

muddy paw prints on the side of the white garden wall. 

During the morning, Boy had jumped against the wall in an 

effort to reach the top.



άhƘ Ƴȅ ƎƻƻŘƴŜǎǎΣ /ŀŜǎŀǊΣ ȅƻǳ 

ƳǳǎǘƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΣέ DŀōǊƛŜƭƭŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ 

to explain to him while stroking 

his head. She ran to get the 

garden hose to wash off the 

prints. 

What if her father came home early and saw what she was 

ŘƻƛƴƎΚ !Ǝŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊ 

mind ςάIƻǿ ŜƭǎŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴΚέ 

άIƻǿ ŜƭǎŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴΚέ 

She began to cry again.

Later, when MrhΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƘƻƳŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ ǿŀǎ ŎƭŜŀƴ 

ŀǎ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ 

into the garden after supper, Boy watched him from behind 

the spiky bush. 

As MrhΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΣ .ƻȅ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇ ŀƴŘ ǎƴŀǊƭŜŘ ŀ 

ǿŀǊƴƛƴƎΦ ά.ƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŜŜŘǎ ȅƻǳΗ Wǳǎǘ ǘǊȅ ƛǘΣ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƭǘƘȅ 

ƳƻƴƎǊŜƭΣέ MrhΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ    



Boy had made a new bed for himself. Nowadays, he slept 

ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ DŀōǊƛŜƭƭŜΩǎ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

awake and when she slept. 

!ǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǇǇŜǊ ǘŀōƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΥ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƻƎΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ 

let-down since he got here. Best we put the darn animal 

ŘƻǿƴΦ .ŜǘǘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ .ŜǘǘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΦέ

άhƘΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘΣέ ǎƘŜ DŀōǊƛŜƭƭŜ ŀƭŀǊƳŜŘΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜ ƭŜǘΩǎ ŀǘ 

ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƘƛƳ ŀ ƴŜǿ ƘƻƳŜΦέ

¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ŘƻƎǎ ƴŜŜŘƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜǎΣέ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ 

ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ Iƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ƘƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΚ 

Specially with all his behaviouralǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎΦ ²ƘƻΩŘ ǿŀƴǘ ƘƛƳΚ 

¢ŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ Mrs

hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊΦ

But MrshΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ŦŜƭǘ ŜƳōŀǊǊŀǎǎŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ƘŜŀƭǘƘȅ 

dog to be put down. People might think that she was a bad 

owner. So the matter of getting rid of Boy was put off on a 

daily basis. 

tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŀȅΧ 

Very often, Gabrielle slept badly. She lay in bed wondering 

Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎŀƴŜ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊΦ IŜ ƪŜǇǘ ƛǘ 

behind the front door. Where could she hide it so that it could 

never be found again? 

A neighbourcame to speak to the hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊǎΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ 

ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ƘƻƴŜǎǘȅΣ /ŀŜǎŀǊΩǎ Ŏƻƴǘƛƴǳŀƭ 

barking during the mornings was becoming a disturbance in 

the neighbourhood.  

MrhΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƭƻƻƳȅΦ



Just a few kilometers away as the crow flies, Boetie and 

Klein-Wŀƴ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŎƭƻŘǎ ƻŦ ŜŀǊǘƘ ƻƴ hǳǇŀΩǎ ƎǊŀǾŜΦ 

Groot-Wŀƴ Ψǎ ŦŀǊƳ ƘŀŘ ƛǘǎ ƻǿƴ ƎǊŀǾŜȅŀǊŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ 

headstones dating back to the 1700s. 

Sorrow and Joy

Now Oupalay next to Oumaand next to OumaΣ ƭŀȅ .ƻŜǘƛŜΩǎ 

own mother who had died when he was just a baby. At 

hǳǇŀΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΣ .ƻŜǘƛŜ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ŦƭƻǿŜǊ-pots of 

ƎƭƻǊƛƻǳǎ ŦǊŜŜǎƛŀǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ hǳǇŀΩǎ favouriteflower.

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƴƻǿΣ .ƻŜǘƛŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ YƭŜƛƴ-Jan as they 

stood beside the grave. 

άLǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΦ ¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ǿƻǊƪ 

hard to pass your exams and also take over the vegetable 

garden at the big house and do other things to earn yourself 

money. And Pa has something to tell you. You must come up 

ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜǎǘ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΦ {ƛȄ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ 

ǎƘŀǊǇΦέ

So Boetie put on his school clothes and walked up to the big 

house. Never in his life before had he been summoned to the 

big house. Grietamet Boetie at the kitchen door and led him 

into the sitting room. 



άDƻƻŘ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΣ .ƻŜǘƛŜΣέ DǊƻƻǘ-Wŀƴ ƎǊŜŜǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀŦŦŀōƭȅΦ ά{ƛǘ 

ŘƻǿƴΦ aŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜΦέ  .ƻŜǘƛŜ ǎŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŘƎŜ 

of a fancy chair with fine green upholstery.

ά¸ƻǳǊ Oupaǿŀǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘ ƳŀƴΣ .ƻŜǘƛŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DǊƻƻǘ-Jan 

ƎǊǳŦŦƭȅΣ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ ά!ƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘ 

thing for you. Before he died he came and asked me to give 

him title to a portion of this farm that was rightfully his 

because that land was always in your family for generations. 

It used to belong to your Oupagrootjiebefore it was 

expropriated by the government. Do you understand, 

.ƻŜǘƛŜΚέ

.ƻŜǘƛŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ DǊƻƻǘ-

Jan was trying to tell him.

ά!ƴȅǿŀȅΣ .ƻŜǘƛŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

new South Africa, land can be restored to families who 

should rightfully inherit it. You know? Land restitution? You 

understand?  So, Boetie, now that your Oupahas passed on, 

you are the rightful owner of that land that stretches all the 

way to beyond the wood. Your OupaƭŜŦǘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƭƭΦέ

¢Ƙŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƳƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŜƴǘ ƻŦ hǳǇŀΩǎ Ǉƻǘǎ ƻŦ ŦƭƻǿŜǊƛƴƎ ōǳƭōǎΣ 

Boetie stood on the stoep of the shack, staring unseeing into 

the darkness. 

.ƻŜǘƛŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ŜŀǊǎΗ DǊƻƻǘ-Jan stretched out his 

ƘŀƴŘ ǘƻ ǎƘŀƪŜ .ƻŜǘƛŜΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ άDƻƻŘΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƛǘΣ ǘƘŜƴΣέ ƘŜ 

ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²ƻǊƪ ƘŀǊŘΣ .ƻŜǘƛŜΦ CŀǊƳ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŀƴŘΦ aŀƪŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻŦ 

ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ



He marveled at how he was now the proud owner of the 

beautiful land on which he had grown up. Oupahad planted 

his freesias and ixias, chincherinchees and babianas, before 

he became too sick to get out of bed. Boetie hoped that 

somehow, Oupacould smell them and see their blaze of 

glory from where he was now. 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ OupaΣέ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΦ ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ 

ǎŜŜΧΦ LΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǇǊƻǳŘΦέ 

In the pines, the guinea fowl started up a raucous evening 

song. Klara and Heidi cuddedin the rickety old stable, 

patiently awaiting the births of the snowy-white infant kids 

they were carrying.  

hǳǇŀΩǎ ƻƭŘ ŎƘŀƛǊ ǎǘƻƻŘ ŜƳǇǘȅΦ hǳǘ ƻŦ ǊŜǾŜǊŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ 

for the old man, Boetie did not sit in it. He would keep it free 

for Oupaǘƻ ǎƛǘ ƛƴΣ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜ ƘŜ ŜǾŜǊ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ΨǾƛǎƛǘΩΦ 

Boetie knew he would not sleep that night. In the peace and 

in his aloneness, he stayed there on the stoep ςa tiny speck 

of consciousness in the mighty universe. 

He wanted to believe that somewhere out there ςunder the 

same stars and under the same big, shining round moon ς

was Boy. 

Boetie lifted his face towards the heavens and shut his eyes.



Escape

Boy was restless. Perhaps it was the influence of the full 

moon again. He began to pace up and down along the well-

ǿƻǊƴ ǇŀǘƘ ƘŜΩŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ǿŀƭƭΦ DŀōǊƛŜƭƭŜ ŀƴŘ 

her parents were asleep. The house was in darkness. The 

street lamp outside daubed its light onto the sharp metal 

spikes that criss-crossedalong the top of the wall. Boy 

scratched at the garden gate. He began to chew at the 

bottom edge of the gate, gnawing it away, spitting out 

splinters of white-painted wood.

From her bedroom window, Gabrielle shone her torch into 

the garden.

άhƘΣ Ƴȅ ƎƻƻŘƴŜǎǎΦ /ŀŜǎŀǊ ǎǘƻǇΗέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 

She had to stop him before her father woke up too. 

She tip-toed to the front door and went outside. 

ά/ŀŜǎŀǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ ά/ŀŜǎŀǊΣ ǎǘƻǇΗέ 

She shone the torch onto the damaged garden gate. Boy 

glanced up at her.

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ƻŦ ƴƛƎƘǘΚέ DŀōǊƛŜƭƭŜ 

ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ IŜ ǎǿƛǘŎƘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

outside light.

άbƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ 5ŀŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ άL ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƘŜŎƪƛƴƎΦέ

ά/ƘŜŎƪƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘΚέ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ

άbƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ 5ŀŘΦ IƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΦ bƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ōŜŘ ƴƻǿΦέ

Roughly, her father pushed past her and looked outside. 

Gabrielle saw his face contort with rage.



ά5ƻƴΩǘ 5ŀŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘ ƘƛƳΣ 5ŀŘΦέ

Still fumbling to put on her dressing gown, MrshΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ 

ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŎƻƴǎǘŜǊƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ 

DŀōǊƛŜƭƭŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǎƻōōƛƴƎΦ ά5ŀŘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜŀǘ ƘƛƳΣέ ǎƘŜ 

ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘΦ ά{ǘƻǇ ƘƛƳΣ aƻƳΦέ

MrhΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƘŜŀǾȅΦ IŜ ƛƴǘŜƴŘŜŘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

dog to the garage, out of the ear-shot of neighbours, to beat 

some discipline into him. 

άaƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎƴŀǊƭŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ŀǎ 

they begged him to calm down. 

But Gabrielle slipped past her father. 

She ran down the short 

pathway to the garden gate, 

pulled back the bolt and held 

it wide open. 

άDƻΣ /ŀŜǎŀǊΣέ ǿŜǇǘ DŀōǊƛŜƭƭŜΦ 

άDƻŘ ōƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳΣ ŘŜŀǊ /ŀŜǎŀǊΦέ 

Years later, she would recall that it all happened as if her body 

had been acting out a role in a play and that she herself had 

watched it all unfold from a distance. 

She remembered feeling Boy brush against her leg as he ran 

ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦ IŜΩŘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ 

lamp and looked back at her. In that moment, they had 

connected so profoundly that it awoke in her consciousness 

ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ 

!ǎ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭ ƎǊƛǇ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ ǿǊŜƴŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪΣ 

she caught a last glimpse of Boy bounding down the street 

into the darkness. Nothing mattered except that he had 

ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǿǊŀǘƘΦ 

Boy ran along the streets of the sleeping suburb. He felt no 

fear as he dodged between cars with blinding headlights. 

A car struck him. He stumbled and fell, but he felt no pain. 

He heaved himself up oblivious that his hind leg dragged and 

that he was leaving a trail of blood in his wake; unaware of 

everything except the yearning that drove him forward.  



When at last he reached the veld, he smelt the pines and the 

francolin eggs. He breathed deeply and slumped to the 

ground. He flinched. For the first time, he felt the searing 

pain in his leg. He was surprised that the hair all the way 

down his leg was shiny wet in the moonlight. He licked the 

deep gash on his thigh. He tried to lick up the blood that 

trickled continuously from the wound. He felt very tired and 

lay back to sleep.

In the moonlight, something caught his eye. There, in the 

long grass in the distance, he thought he saw Grey Hare. Boy 

struggled to sit up. He frowned. 

True enough, in a shaft of moonshine, he glimpsed Grey Hare 

running like the wind, zig-zagging in and out of sight. Boy 

rose unsteadily to his feet. His head was dizzy. Grey Hare 

stopped and looked back at him, willing him to follow. 

Then Grey Hare flitted across the veld, teasing Boy, taunting 

him, challenging him to run like the wind.



The morning star was alone in the sky. On OomGroot-WŀƴΩǎ 

farm, cocks stood on their toes to crow. Birdsong filled the 

trees. Hadedascried to each other overhead as they made 

their way to their feeding grounds for the new day. Boetie 

ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƘŀǊŘ ŀǘ ǿƻǊƪΦ IŜΩŘ ǎǿŜǇǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŀǘǎΩ ōŜŘŘƛƴƎ 

and given them their morning rations. Now, pitchfork in 

hand, he deftly turned the compost heap behind the shack. 

Then he stood back to watch the steam rise from the heap 

into the cool morning air.

When he had been a small boy, Oupahad told him to stick 

his arm into the compost. OupaƘŀŘ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ 

ǿƛǘƘŘǊŀǿƴ ƛǘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳƛƴƎ άJissieΣ ƛǘΩǎ ōƻƛƭƛƴƎ ƘƻǘΣ 

OupaΗέ !ǎ ƘŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŦƻƴŘƭȅ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ Oupa.

For OupaΣ ΨŘƛƎƎƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘǊŜŀǎǳǊŜΩ ƘŀŘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƭƛŦǘ 

potatoes out of the ground without damagingany one of 

them through carelessness. In those days, when Oumawas 

still alive, Oupahad had a good sense of humour. Only 

afterwards, did he become so moody and gruff.

Footsore

Boetie wished he could have done something to make his 

ǎƘǊǳƴƪŜƴ ƻƭŘ hǳǇŀΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŜǘ ǿŀǊƳŜǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭŀȅ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ 

bed during those last few days. They remained icy cold even 

ǿƛǘƘ .ƻŜǘƛŜΩǎ ƻǿƴ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘ ƻƴ ǘƻǇΦ 

Now, as he turned the compost again, he knew that he would 

use all the little bits of knowledge that Oupahad given him 

over the years to make this beautiful farm of his into the 

talking-point of the town. Klara and Heidi bleated. Boetie 

looked up. He understood those bleats. 



They were the bleats of greeting. Boetie followed their stare. 

In the distance, over near the pines, he saw a disheveled 

dog, limping unsteadily towards him. Boetie dropped the 

pitchfork. 

Disbelieving his own eyes, he began to run. He ran faster. 

ά.ƻȅΚέ ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ ά.ƻȅΚέ 

Boy began to bay a heart-wrenching greeting of 

overwhelming emotion ςa yodeling that tore through the 

crisp air. Boetie ran. Boy hobbled. Then Boetie reached him 

and dropped to his knees on the sandy soil, drawing the dog 

ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΣ ōǳǊȅƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƛƴ .ƻȅΩǎ ƘŀƛǊΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΣ 

caressing him, saying his name over and over.

Then carefully, he lifted Boy onto his shoulders and carried 

him home. 

A true friend leaves 

paw prints on your heart.


