Student: M. Tanke letters from South Africa Summer 2010 – Minor Internship (MIND)

1. Hello to everyone. All is well in Robertson, South Africa. However I can't say the same about the hectic two-day travel. Starting in Rhode Island, I drove to Logan airport in Boston and hit I-95 traffic, waited in the airport for an hour or two, and then hopped on the plane for the 6 hour flight to London. I didn't even get a chance to sleep on the flight because I sat next to this very nice (and talkative) URI grad. Once I landed at London Heathrow, completely restless, I couldn't find Oriane and Gabe (other volunteers), however all of our flights flew into different terminals, so this was harder than anticipated. I must have walked through all of terminal 3 five times before taking the shuttle bus to terminal 5. Just before panic started to for another volunteer to land; Maja.  Our flight to London was nine hours away, so from Heathrow we took the "tube" into the city. We had enough time to see parliament, Buckingham Palace, and Piccadilli Circus. Then we sat down for a picnic lunch in St. Jame's Park.  We actually had time to phone my friend Spud, who lives in London, and all four of us met up with him for a bit at his work; Levis Jeans on the famous Reagon Street. We made it back to Heathrow in time to board our flight to Cape Town. 12 hours later, we made it in to Cape Town at 7:30 a.m. local time, finally.  After we got through customs, our driver Kimie met us and drove us to the Cape Town home base.  The first thing I did was shower, brush my teeth, and changed out of the cloths I had then been wearing for over 48 hours.  After I cleaned up, all of us including the Cape Town volunteers who have been here for weeks already took a taxi to a local farmer's market called Rondebosch.  It was amazing. Everyone there was young and vibrant and clearly enjoying themselves.  There was food from all corners of the earth; paella, ostrich burgers, gyros, crepes, kabobs, and baked goods. I decided to split this flatbread pizza type dish. It was a simple dough with a white sour cream-ish cream sauce spread over it, topped with onions, leeks, and bacon. It was delicious, creamy and crunchy both at once.  There was also locally produced beers, wines, and champagnes which I may or may not have enjoyed. After Rondebosch, we left for Robertson.  Our short 90 minute trip was truly a journey transitioning through different terrains and sceneries, leaving the coastal and mountainous Cape Town and entering the flatter, dryer, and more rural wine country. Robertson is not exactly what I expected, our house is right in town, a 50 meter walk from the supermarket, bank, sports store, and Wimpy's, which is a South African fast food joint.  Around the corner there is a KFC. Yes, that is not a typo, I'm staying two blocks from a KFC.  Our house doubles as a bed and breakfast in the summer, so our accommodations are too good.  My shower here is better than my shower in Rhode Island (which isn't saying much), and our backyard is equipped with a vegetable garden and a trampoline. I am definitely spoiled.

Today for lunch we traveled to the areas smallest (of 52) wineries.  At first glance, I thought I was back in western Michigan. There were cows, rosters, dogs, old wooden barns, and of course grape veins.  But once I looked up at the Langdeberg mountain range, I quickly came to my senses.  Lunch was great and plentiful.  My favorite dish was this spinach quiche thing, which was very similar to spanikopita. Afterwards, we drove through all parts of town. It's eerily similar to Niles. To start it's about the same size by population, if anything it might be a bit larger. Also the streets where the houses are, are in square grid blocks just like the neighborhood by Niles High, the houses even look similar. I even walked by a house with two miniature dachshunds in the front yard.  Later this afternoon, a few of us walked to the supermarket and bought a soccer ball for 50 rand. There is a nice grassy park just across the street from our house, so I have now played footy in 3 continents. 

Tomorrow I'll go through a more orientation and culture stuff and Tuesday I start my work at the elementary school in the township (which is sort of similar to what we would consider the ghetto).I'll write again once I get the chance, so be patient with me.  And I hope everything is well back in the states.  

2.  Molo!  It means hello in isiXhosa, the local language that can only be pronounced by clicking your tongue in different ways with your mouth.  Yesterday was our second day of orientation.  I learned more about my placement at Nkqubela Primary School and more about the history of South Africa. We then had our first braai (a South African barbeque) at the house.

I'm not going to lie; it was the exact same thing as an American barbeque.  Afterwards our group drove 30 kilometers to Worcester, where a Christian based theatre group treated us to their most popular production "Broken Shackles". This group travels all of South Africa performing. All of the performers were historically been a rough area.  Afterwards we had a question and answer session with the cast.

These kids told me it was difficult doing what they're doing because they see school. They also said, they still prefer traveling and performing with each other over life in same things to chase something bigger, so I easily related to their conflicted interests. Last night was just very laid back.

Today was my first day at school. I was greeted with tea.  I sat down with assistant principal Mr. Mtamo.  The first question he asked me is what church I belonged to. The second question was what I thought about President Obama.

Around Robertson, especially in the townships, religion is important. People are so proud to be Christian, and so filled with optimism.  During first break (recess), the school girls played this game that I can only compare to dodge ball.  However, their "ball" was simply an old zip-lock bag full of sand. The resourcefulness of the kids (and everyone else around here) is inspiring.  I toured the school grounds and classrooms for most of my first day.  But I really started to enjoy myself at second break.  The boys were playing soccer in the yard. The way it works is that they play six-a-side (five field to be next on the field.  Each team of six is called a club. I was just sitting, watching, enjoying when a group of boys asked if I played. I laughed, if he only knew.

So I joined him and his friends in the next game.  The only thing I remember is hundreds of kids clapping and chanting. They would gasp every time I touched the ball. After the first game was over, I was swarmed by kids. They all were saying the same thing, "sign. Sign. Sign." They asked me while what they wanted. My autograph? Then I figured it out. They all wanted me to "sign" with their clubs. I was a novelty.  A young white teacher who plays soccer.

Just this evening after lunch, five of us went horseback riding on a vineyard.  I was paired with the craziest horse named Monty.  He, like the other horses, was rescued from abuse.  It took the horse owner Renee three whole years to  tame him.  Monty took me up the mountainside through some pretty thick bush. It was intense, not your everyday Sunday stroll. I was scared for my life, but once we reached the top of this peak, the sun began to fall and we saw the most gorgeous view of the vineyard and the mountains. We made our way back and were treated to a wine tasting (on the house).  The sun set, and Renee drove us back into town. I'm sure tomorrow will have much more for me to experience so I'm off to bed. 

You'll hear from me soon. 

3.  South Africa Volume 3

Molo again.  Yes, to all of you asking, I am taking pictures of everything. Yesterday was my second day at Nkqubela.  I nearly overslept my transport (it must have been the horseback riding), but made it to school on time.  The last thing I need is for people to think Americans are always late.  Mr. Mtamo put me straight to work with a health lesson plan for a 4th grade class without a teacher for the period; I think one class each period is without a teacher. It wasn’t the most comfortable I’ve ever felt, but I did the best I could.  

Before the end of the period, another teacher told me he’d be gone running errands for the period and needed me to fill in. It was a 3rd grade English class, and he hadn’t given me a lesson, just “teach them anything you want”.  

I panicked. These kids can smell fear.  I tried to quiet them and was successful only in time to realize I had nothing to say.  After another 10 minutes or so I thought of an idea.  It wasn’t a great one, but it was my only hope by this point.  I explained the game hangman to them, and started with the word soccer.  They were apprehensive at first but quickly caught on.  The 

whole class shouted “C! C! E! R! SOCCER. SOCCER SOCCER.”  They sang and danced, having been out of their seats long ago.  The next word I chose was Nkqubela, with similar success.  Then Robertson, then Bafana Bafana, each game more and more getting loader and more enthusiastic.  Break time came after 

class, a time for me to feel a little more comfortable.  I played with my same club as the day before with varied success. “You must shoot” they tell me.  I tried to have the kids score the goals, but when we lost I think my club would have preferred me not passing them the ball ever if it meant victory.  I spent 

the rest of the day with grade R, which is what they call kindergarten.  I was a hit.  The little ones love my hair; most of them have never seen white people’s hair before.  After a little while of wrestling and pretty much just causing havoc, the teacher calmed the kids down enough for me to read to them.

 Of course they didn’t understand a word of what I was reading, but the pictures were nice.  

This morning I again was greeted in the teacher’s lounge with tea.  We have finally created a schedule for me for the next few weeks.  I’ll be able to have at least one period a week in each class, spending most of my time with 

the younger students.  By 9:00 a.m., I was with grade R again, just in time to hear their morning prayer songs.  We then did arts and crafts for a while, something I could help with regardless of language barrier.  Again during first break I played with my club, remembering to shoot.  I still can’t 

remember their names, but I’ve mastered this African handshake they taught me.

This afternoon relaxed, it got up to about 33 degrees Celsius, so I layed out in the back yard for a bit.  We had a South African version of meat and potatoes for lunch.  All of us are planning a trip to Cape Town for the weekend. It’s always a chore booking hotels, transport, and tickets in the states, let alone in another country.  We’ve ran into so many issues with buses and trains and hotels, but everything is finally taken care of.  We have dinner reservations for Friday night, tickets to Robben Island for Saturday, and will be climbing Table Mountain on Sunday.  We had a few visitors for dinner on Thursday night, two young students about our age who are spokespersons for FAS Facts, an organization to help provide awareness about Fetal Alcohol Syndrome.  Here in the Western Cape, more than 1 in 10 children 

have FAS, this is the highest prevalence in the world.  Our visitors showed us an informational video, and explained how many farm workers used to be paid in wine, a practice which has since been banned, but began a generational cycle of alcoholism.  Something really sad to see, an awful disease that is 100% 

preventable. I’ll leave you all on that light note.  And You’ll hear from me soon.

4. South Africa Volume 4

I’m now aware that so many people are reading this journal.  It started as just a way for me to stay in touch with about 15 friends and family members, but quickly evolved into something different.  After so many of you asking to be included on Facebook, Coach OC sending it to everyone in Rhody, Ileanna from CCS sharing it with the whole organization, and countless others having the emails forwarded to them, I figure well over a hundred people are reading this Journal.  No pressure, right?

The last time I wrote was just before the weekend, and so much has happened since.  We left for Cape Town an hour after schedule; my patience was already being tested.  Just as we got onto the highway, the driver forgot something, so we u-turned on Route 60 (which was so sketchy) and headed back to the house.  Then about an hour later, after being on Route 60 for the second time, we got a flat tire.  The trip from hell wasn’t finished.  Once we arrived in Cape Town, our hotel lost our booking.  Another hour later we kind of sorted it all out, but that’s a storey for another time.  The hotel rooms were different, I’ll just leave it at that.  We ate a late dinner in Rondebosch at The Husser Grill.  I had a beef kabob with potatoes and soup, but Ben was a bit more adventurous ordering the wild game kabobs.  Either way, it was delicious.  Saturday morning we caught a cab to the waterfront area, where we had breakfast.  Then we made our way over to the Robben Island Ferry.  For those of you who don’t know, Robben Island has a long history of its use as a prison, famously imprisoning future president Nelson Mandela for 18 years during Apartheid.  The tour was different than I expected.  I thought it would be gut-wrenching at times, because of the unjust and blatantly racist imprisonment of so many people for so long.  Actually walking the halls of those cells and yards was uplifting.  Our tour guide was actually a former political prisoner of Robben Island and he kept referring to the island as a great place.  To him, the Robben Island is a place where so many civil rights activists received college educations, Nelson Mendela’s book A Long to Freedom was written, and the ideas were laid down for South Africa’s future government.  I think it’s an amazing attitude to have for someone who had to endure so much for so long in that very prison.  With both a heavy heart and different outlook, my group and boarded the ferry back to CapeTown.  The waterfront area is very touristy.  There’s a mall, restaurants, outdoor shops, African street singers and dancers, and most importantly the home to Cape Town’s brand new World Cup stadium.  We ate at Karibu, which means welcome, overlooking the water and Table Mountain.  To be honest the food was just OK, I think we paid more for the view than we did the food.  So then we cabbed it back to the hotel to clean up before our night on Long Street.  Long Street is sort of comparable to Thayer Street in Providence or Kirkwood Avenue in Bloomington, but with less PHD’s walking around.  We had awesome night.  It was the night of the Champions League Final; Bayern Munich versus Inter Milan.

Unfortunately though, Milan won 2-0.  I was hoping Munich could pull off the upset for my good friend Julius who lives in Munich and a huge fan.  The plus side was that Milan’s Diego Milito treated the world to two absolute gems.

Sunday was just as busy. We hired a driver to take us on a tour of the cape.  We made stops at Table Mountain, various bays, Oceanside towns, and The Cape of Good Hope’s National Park (the continent’s most southwest point).  I really can’t give justice to how beautiful the views were, so I won’t try.  But don’t 

worry, I took pictures of everything.  I also had the best meal of the trip so far for lunch, Malay Cape Chicken Curry.

Yesterday, Monday, I was back To Nkqubela.  My friend Gabe tagged along because his placement at a Hospice didn’t need him for the day.  In the morning we told stories to Mrs. Tu’s grade 2 class.  Goldy Lox and the 3 Bears, Little Red Riding Hood, and The Three Little Pigs.  It was a hit.  Of course they didn’t understand a word we were saying but we made hand gestures 

and drew pictures on the blackboard. Mrs. Tu translated to fill in with the details.  At break time Gabe joined my club, we won our first game since Thursday, having gone winless on Friday.  Our evening consisted of a Xhosa language lesson and a tour of Nkqubela.  Nkqubela is a township in Robertson, 

this is where Xhosa is the first language.  We stopped at a traditional medicine woman’s house (which was interesting) and various other places of interests.  We ended our night with some of the local kids, my students, showing us their Discky Dance.  And yes, before the night ended, all of us joined in on the action.  We have pictures and videos proving our Discky Dance 

literacy.

Today was uneventful I guess, or maybe I’m just tired of writing.  One highlight was my club’s four game winning streak at second break, I scored three of them.  It’s really not fair when I’m scoring with my head off of corner kicks and I’m a foot taller than most of the kids.

Thanks for reading, I really appreciate all of the response emails.  And I’ll write again before the weekend so tune in.  

5.  OK so I know it has been a while since I last wrote, but the days have flown by.  The last journal entry I wrote was on Monday the 24th, and now I’ve only got 6 more days left in this amazing country.  Plus I have to try to fill you all in on everything that’s happened the last six days, a daunting task indeed.  But every night I jot down a few highlights of the day so that I don’t forget any of the important stuff.  So without further ado, this is my 5th journal entry in South Africa.
Tuesday morning I spent with grade R again.  If it seems as if I spend most of my time with them, it’s probably because I do.  There is almost sixty of those tikes, and all of them think I’m some sort of human jungle-gym (picture that in your head for a minute).  But on a more reflective note, I noticed for the first time a specific Arts & Crafts poster on the wall that day.  It was an HIV/AIDS awareness poster that simply read “Respect.  Love.  Care.”  It was definitely a bit of a culture shock to see a poster about HIV/AIDS in a kindergarten classroom, but the disease is so prevalent and devastating here that I can see why it’s needed.  33% of South Africans are infected with HIV/AIDS, that’s one in every three people for you math whizzes.  The worst part is that in the poorer township communities, people known to have contracted the disease are sometimes shunned away and forgotten, explaining why grade R students are taught respect, love, care.  
Later that day, I was called into Principal Somaxhaka’s office to discuss something important to him. He wants to have some sort of contact or “Sister School” communication with an elementary school in the U.S.  Maybe just a contact with another principal to share information, or maybe for students to take part in some sort of pen-pal thing.  I also mentioned something easy like a book drive could be established.  Maybe someone getting this email could help me with this project when I get home (hmm hmm…DAD).  The purpose of this is not begging like one of those TV commercials you see with kids with swollen bellies and flies in their eyes.  It’s really just to help the school out.  Some teachers are short on lesson plans, so maybe something like an old teacher’s manual could help.  Or, maybe Ballard Elementary (my elementary school for those of you who don’t know) has a good idea for a fundraiser that has proven to work, then maybe the principal could share that idea.  Anyways, it’s just a thought, and I’d be more than happy to play the liaison role between the two schools. 
After my talk with Mr. Somaxhaka, I went out to play with my club at break time.  While we were waiting to get on the pitch, I asked them about the school team.  Nkqubela has three school teams; u-10’s, u-13’s, and u-15’s.  So I asked if they ever practiced.  No, not one of the three teams ever has an organized practice.  No practices?  That is blasphemy.  I told all three age groups to meet me at the township stadium the next day, Wednesday, at 3 o’clock for practice.
The next day at school was a bit slow; this is until Mrs. T asked me to help her teach a history lesson to a 4th grade class.  The two of us went back and forth (in English and Xhosa) on how important leaders are to a community.  We then had the kids yell out as many leaders as they could; mayors, principals, parents, reverends, teachers, police men, presidents, are the ones I remember.  Then their assignment was to just write down some qualities that some of these leaders posses.  Overall, I enjoyed the period. 
 Practice was more of just a kick around.  About forty kids showed up, so we just split the group into four teams of ten and played two simultaneous games.  I really had no chance of organizing any structured practice, so why try.  We just played for almost two hours, and that’s all any of us wanted.  On a side note, I thought I’d do things the local way and play barefoot, “When in Rome…”  Needless to say, it wasn’t one of my better decisions.  First of all there is no grass, just dirt and sand, which sounds OK.  Just like beach soccer, right? Wrong.  Because secondly, there are all of these little surprises in the dirt; rocks (sharp ones), sticks, these sharp pricky weedy things, dead birds, and God only knows what else.  30 minutes into the practice I could hardly run anymore because my feet hurt so badly, and the kids just thought it was funny.  Their feet were used to the abuse by now.
Thursday was a special day for about fifty Nkqubela students, and it turned out to be for me as well.  First thing in the morning I was pulled from class by a teacher who asked me what my president has done.  I thought to myself.  Well, yeah, I know a lot of things that he’s done. What do you know?  But I couldn’t ask that, so I asked “What has he done?”  This teacher then explained to me that President Obama’s Emergency Plan for AIDS Relief (PEPFAR) has resulted in a five year funded project to help those in need.  Translation, the fifty most needy children (many of whom are orphaned or have been affected by HIV) received brand new school uniform winter coats.  At public schools like Nkqubela the only expense for students are the school uniforms, and these kids couldn’t afford the winter jacket piece of the uniform.  So throughout the winter months, when temperatures drop into the high 30’s F, these students walk to school in nothing more than a light sweater. (Some don’t even have the required black leather shoes, so they walk barefoot.)  Because I’m American, and the funding for these coats came through President Obama’s plans with help from the CDC (Center for Disease Control), the school had me help pass out the coats.  It was like an Olympic championship team receiving their medals.  Each kid, one by one, would walk down the line receiving their coat, then a winter hat, and then a new tie.  I stood at the very end of the line where each kid would shake my hand and say thank you, as if I were responsible for this great day for them.  The next thing I knew, we were taking pictures with my camera of the kids, some teachers, the principal, and me.  But the truly amazing thing is what followed.  First break arrived, and the same teacher that pulled me out of class lead the kids through the street and into the schoolyard singing songs in celebration.  Soon enough, most of the student population joined in. It was a parade of jubilation.  I learned one of the songs in Xhosa that is directly translated to “My heart only listens to Jesus”.  
Friday Mr. Mtamo called me into his office very sternly.  I had no idea what he wanted.  Then as calm as can be asked “Mr. Michael, the word bias, is it spelled b-a-i-s?  Or b-i-a-s?”  I told him confidently and walk out.  History was made. I had just helped someone spell something.  Let’s just ignore that it was a two syllable word and English is Mr. Mtamo’s third language.
 Friday night the group of us headed to Stellenbosch.  It is a college city with some of the best wineries in the country.  Definitely a fun place to be if you’re between the ages of birth and death.  We wondered about looking for a good place to eat and sort of ran into this Lebanese place called Manouche.  All I can say is that it was hands down the best meal I’ve had here in South Africa, and for only 65 Rand.  I had the flatbread sandwich grilled with fresh feta, spinach, tomatoes, chicken, and lastly Jean’s special sauce.  We later met Jean, who moved to Stellenbosch from Lebanon some years ago. 
After a late night, we slept in and headed to a nearby winery town Franschhoek where we had reservations at La Petite Ferme.  It was too nice. I felt more comfortable walking around Nkqubela than in this restaurant.  The whole place was filled with wide glass windows and sat on top of a hill overlooking the whole valley.  After our meal and a short walk around the property we headed to the Boschendal Winery for a wine tasting.  Again, I felt a little out of place without my Armani Sunglasses and Designer Italian shoes. 
Today, Sunday, was for sure the highlight of the weekend, and according to Ben (one of my fellow volunteers) “By far the coolest thing I’ve ever done”.   For some perspective, Ben has travelled most of the world, skydived, and done some other crazy stuff.  Back to the storey, today we went Great White Shark cage diving in Gans Bay.  My roommate at URI next year is South African and best friends with a shark dive researcher in Cape Town.  He hooked us up with this awesome company that does Great White diving.  Dyer Island is found just a few kilometers off the coast in Gans Bay, and where 2,500 Great White Sharks (the biggest and most deadly of sharks) call home.  This is amazing considering that there are only 5,000 Great Whites on the entire planet.  Out on the boat, they showed us Gieser Rock, which is where over 60,000 seals (shark bait) bread and live.  Gieser Rock is less than one kilometer from Dyer Island, and we went right through the isle aka McDonald’s drive-thru for Great White Sharks.  The dive was indescribable; I was within inches of a three meter long beautiful death machine.  You must see the pictures. 
From there we took the long way back to Robertson, stopping at Cape Agulhas, where the Indian Ocean and Atlantic Oceans meet, and also the southernmost tip of Africa.  I found time to throw two rocks, one in each ocean, at the same time; one rock in the right hand, and one in the left.  The left handed throw wasn’t the most graceful, but who’s judging.  
I’ll try and write at least twice this week, being that it is my last, so stay tuned. 

6. Before I start, I’d like to thank everyone who has been responding to me via email.  Reading all of your comments has been a nice afternoon break. But all good things come to an end; some more abruptly than others.   I’ve only got two lala’s (nights) left in South Africa, and unfortunately my life back in the states probably isn’t interesting enough to write about.  So it’s farewell to both my amazing experience in South Africa and to my journal writings.
The word “rhazula” means to destroy in Xhosa.  Last week during our weekly Xhosa lesson, we discovered this word and its freakishly awesome pronunciation.  One thing lead to another, and Mr. Rhazula was born.  He’s an alias of mine, but more importantly a South African township super hero protecting students from all forms of danger.  On Monday this running joke between us volunteer became reality.  I was spending the period with all three of the grade R classes because only one of the teachers was there for the day.  I was being physically and emotionally dominated by upwards of twenty little rug rats, when I blacked out.  I can’t describe exactly what happened because my memory is a bit spotty, but the next thing I do remember is Mr. Rhazula destroying kids left and right.  I, I mean, Mr. Rhazula took no mercy.  The only problem was that my, I mean, Mr. Rhazula’s exploits only fueled the kindergartners’ fire even more.  I survived, barely.  At one point I was completely taken down.  The 10 o’clock break couldn’t have come soon enough.  
After school, we went on a tour of Zulani, a township in Ashton.  It was very cool.  We were met by the chief and a group of important women dressed in colorful traditional dresses and head scarves.  As to what their titles or roles were, I have no clue.  But by the end of the stop, all of us were dancing and clapping along to one of their songs.  Our next stop in the township was a Church/Community Center/ Preschool that one man had completely put together himself.  He told us that the original building was condemned and had been the sight of various violent crimes.  He decided two years ago to turn a bad thing into a good one, and he’s done just that with little to no resources.  I don’t know what else to say really.  To finish our tour of Zulani, we stopped at the equivalent to a town hall.  There, a few different groups of kids performed songs, dances, and comedy skits for us.  
Tuesday I had a long talk with Mrs. Sambu, a grade 2 teacher.  At one point I remember asking her how many of these kids will attend college.  Her responses was what I expected, but still heartbreaking.  First she laughed, then paused, and said “very few”.  About twenty-five kids graduate from Nkqubela’s high school every year, and right now there are about sixty grade R students at Nkqubela.  That means that maybe two students out of sixty go to college, maybe less.  Definitely makes Niles High School look like Kalamazoo Christian. 
My afternoon was spent hiking the nearby mountains with some of the volunteers.  I didn’t enjoy baking in the sun, but the views were unmatched.  We could see all of Robertson and the surrounding vineyards and mountains.  We even caught a glimpse of some nearby baboons. 
Tuesday night may have been my favorite night in South Africa.  Margret, better known as Auntie, is the secretary at Nkqubela Primary and also the aunt of our driver Hunter.  She and the whole family had all of the volunteers over for dinner.  I knew Mr. Rhazula was a hit when Hunter’s little brother and grade R student jumped on me at the door and yelled “Mr. Rhazula”.  And I’m still not sure how we fit so many people into so little of a house.  At least ten or so of us spent most of the time on the front porch because we literally didn’t fit.  After we finished our traditional South African township meal (which I can’t describe because I don’t really know what I was eating), Auntie cranked up the music and the party really started.  We spent hours on the front porch dancing.  Even Hunter’s grandma who just celebrated her 80th birthday was joining in on the fun.  I one point, I taught all three generations the Electric Slide. Hunter’s mom loved it.  
I kept the fun going Wednesday morning in Mrs. Siko’s grade 4 Arts & Culture class.  She had no lesson planned and was busy grading papers so I got everyone out of their seats and started to teach the Electric Slide.  It didn’t take long for Mrs. Siko to stop what she was doing and join in.  By the end of the period, we Electric Slid the hell out of that room.  
Later that day I noticed a class on the student schedule called Life Orientation and was confused.  I later learned that Life Orientation is what we would call Physical Education.  I find their title more fitting though.  Maybe if our country put more of an emphasis on health and exercise, we wouldn’t have as many problems with childhood obesity and other complications.  It’s just a thought.
In the afternoon, us volunteers went on a tour of the richest (and possibly the largest) winery in the Robertson area, Grahm Beck Winery.  It was really interesting, and I don’t even drink wine.  I should also mention that this weekend is the Wacky Wine Festival in Robertson.  It is really a big deal here and draws crowds from all over.  I’ve been told numerous times how lucky I am to be here for Friday’s festivities.  I’m not too sure as to which wineries we are visiting on Friday, but one of the other volunteers is planning everything.  Perfect, so all I have to do is go along for the ride.  
Today was my second to last day at school, but it feels like I just got here.  I had gotten some pictures printed and framed together and gave them to Mr. Somaxhaka along with an Adidas URI Soccer shirt.  He loved both gifts and is looking forward for me to bring my camera to school tomorrow to take my last pictures.  That is another topic. Picture taking.  People here go crazy for pictures, I think because it is such a commodity for them.  Some of the kids have never seen a digital camera before, and most of the teachers just want to take pictures of themselves just to then look at them.  I’ve only been able to bring my camera to school twice, and both times struggled to take many photos because it causes such chaos.  So truly, today was my last day, because to tomorrow I’ll be taking pictures the whole time. 
Well as I mentioned, tomorrow is my last day at school, then I’ll be doing the Wacky Wine thing all night.  My flight to London leaves at 8 p.m. Saturday, so hopefully I’ll be able to have one last afternoon in Cape Town before I head to the Airport.   I arrive in Boston at 2:30 p.m. on Sunday, only to drive myself to Columbus, OH by Monday night.  I’m tired just thinking of it.  
I think it’s a bit cliché to leave you all with some sappy “what I’ve learned” stuff.  So please wish Team USA good luck in the World Cup, and tune in on July 12th to see The Yanks beat England in what will be a classic showdown of colonial cousins.
 
