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A beautiful pet called Lucy

Belinda had a special pet. Her name was Lucy and she
was a beautiful fluffy white kitten with a black smudge
on her nose. Her eyes were a mysterious grey-green
colour and she had a long tail. Belinda and Lucy were
the best of friends.

When Belinda came home from school, Lucy was
waiting for her. Sometimes Lucy would jump out at
Belinda from behind the gatepost, or climb up into the
Jacaranda tree and whisk off Belinda's hair ribbon as
she passed below.

She loved to be pushed around in Belinda's doll's
pram, dressed up in baby clothes with a knitted teddy
tucked in beside her! She also loved to ride in
Belinda's backpack, or curl up on her lap while Belinda
watched television. At night Lucy slept on her bed,
where she would snuggle into Belinda's arms, purring
like a tiny engine.

Lucy grew up fast. She loved to jump out of the win-
dow at night and go prowling in the moonlit garden.
She stalked shadows on the stoep and made friends
with a gang of other cats who walked on garden walls.
Quite often she was away until the birds awoke to sing
in the Jacarandas.



G
N
ZO‘

ISR




Lucy becomes a mother

“You're almost a big cat now,” Belinda said, stroking
Lucy's lovely soft fur. Lucy's tummy was becoming
very fat.

“Goodness, we'd better not give her quite so much to
eat,” said Belinda's mother.

“I have news for you,” said Belinda's Granny. “Lucy is
going to have kittens. The daddy cat must be one of
the cats who walks on the walls.”

“Kittens? Wow!” Belinda was thrilled. She couldn't
wait for the day when the kittens would be born. She
was even more excited when she came home from
school one afternoon to find Lucy had given birth to
four babies in her wardrobe. She lay proudly licking
the tiny kittens with her pink tongue.

“Oh! They are so adorable!” everybody said. Lucy let
Belinda play with her babies. There was a white one, a
black one, a pale grey stripy one, and a fluffy spotted
one just like Lucy.

At first the kittens’ eyes were tightly shut but after
four or five days, their eyes opened.
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The dog who lost her coat

by Pandora Alberts




Meet the friends

Tebogo liked to play with his friends, Siza and Shado.
They walked all over the neighbourhood, playing
games with other children and going to the Spaza
shop when they had some money. Tebogo's dog, Lana,
always went with them.

One day, Siza said: “Tebogo, Lana is scratching a lot.
Perhaps she has fleas." Lana's hair started to fall out.

In the beginning it was just a little bit, here and there,
but it became worse.

Tebogo Siza Shado




Tebogo's mother bought some flea powder at the
shop. “Put some of this on her and wash her
bedding," said the man behind the counter. Tebogo
and his mother did as the man said, but Lana went on
scratching.

Worse still, people began to look at Lana and laugh.
“Look at Tebogo's dog!" they shouted. “Tebogo, your
dog is naked!"

By this time, Lana had lost most of her hair. She didn't
have fun any more. Tebogo was very sad for Lana.
Winter was coming and now she had no hair to keep
her warm.
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Life on the Dump

Ever since he can remember, Vusi has lived on the
rubbish dump. He doesn't know how old he is, but old
Gogo Mieta says she thinks he must be eleven or
twelve. He is small and shy.

Sometimes when he pushes his squeaky old wire
trolley to town to sell the glass bottles and cans he has
collected, the big city boys tease him. They point to
his dirty white cap and call out: “Here comes a
'kiewiet' bird! Look at his skinny legs! Fly away, fly
away!”

Vusi tries not to say very much. He keeps to one side.
If he makes any money, he hides it in his shoe. Later
he will buy red sausage and fruit and bread for Gogo
Mieta to make sandwiches. Sometimes he has enough
left to buy a cool drink. Life on the dump is hard. Vusi
wears clothes that have been thrown away and
scratched out of black bags and piles of burning
garbage. In the winter he is always cold and the rain
makes the sores on his legs sting.

His hair always smells of smoke and his hands are cut
from digging through rubbish. He wears odd shoes.
They are too large so he must stuff them with rags to
keep them on his feet.
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Oskar, the Watch-Pig

Far away from the city, at the end of a long dusty
gravel road, there was a farm called “Deep River”.

Willem lived there with his parents and his little sister,
Annamaria, and two bouncy sheep-dogs called
Sokkies and Pop.

Willem's father was a farmer. He kept sheep for their
wool, and chickens for their eggs. There were fields of
vegetables and many, many fruit trees, full of apricots
and pears and figs.

They also had a beautiful cow called Saartjie, who
gave buckets of delicious creamy milk for the children
to drink. Their mother made some of the milk into
cheese and yoghurt.

Willem and Annamaria knew they were lucky to live
on a farm with wide open spaces and fields and a
river. It was fascinating to see how skilfully Sokkies
and Pop herded the sheep. Harvest time was the best
time of year.

One day their father brought home a piglet from a
neighbour. The piglet was tiny and pink and he had a
rubbery, snuffly nose and bright eyes.
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