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I (unwillingly) donate my biscuit mixture to baby vervets 
   On Sunday, 25 January, I had just begun to make biscuits when my friend, Sharon, 
arrived. I covered the bowl of flour and sugar, and we went through to sit on the front 
verandah, which catches any breeze and is always cool.  
   My dogs, Bonnie and Gaby, accompanied us, of course. Bonnie is a very busy little dog 
and is forever checking all aspects of the environment. So first she checked the front 
garden, scanning the front and side walls and the Melaleuca tree for monkeys, and then 
making a careful inspection of the verandah ceiling. Fortunately for us, there wasn’t a 
gecko in sight, so - duties done - she jumped onto a chair and went into an eyes-half-open 
doze.  
    Chatting away, lulled by bird calls and small local sounds, little did we know that 
several small vervets were busy invading the kitchen. Since we were at the front of the 
house, even Bonnie’s alert senses hadn’t picked up on these silent intruders. When I went 
through to the kitchen to make tea, it looked like a snow storm. There was flour 
everywhere but on the ceiling. They had emptied the bowl upside down and had licked, 
scraped, slid, frolicked and skated in the mixture. It completely covered the kitchen floor, 
table, chairs and cupboard tops and trailed down the back steps.  
   There were little white finger marks everywhere, and the cracks between the Oregon 
floorboards were filled with dry mixture. Half a dozen juvenile vervets were sitting on 
the locked guard gate or hanging upside down, looking at me, quite unafraid and taking 
no notice whatsoever of Bonnie jumping up and barking at them, no doubt because they 
saw absolutely no need to do more than merely keep out of reach. They seemed to be 
sticking around to see what would happen next, like an audience determined not to miss 
the last act. (This nonchalance is very irritating if you are a dog with a highly developed 
sense of responsibility and just trying to do your job!)  
   Hanging around to make sure I was doing a good job of cleaning up, they swung on the 
awning and performed aerobatics on the upper part of the guard door, to Bonnie’s 
exasperation. Having raised his head once or twice, Gaby had not moved from the front 
verandah and had gone back to sleep.   
   The troop comes through every morning and late afternoon, now accompanied by many 
juveniles and babies. Over twenty years, single vervets have come into the house only 
three times, twice to grab an item of fruit and run. (I now keep the fruit bowl elsewhere.)  
   Sometimes I will be sitting reading in the dining-room alcove and will get that feeling 
of being stared at and will find several vervets hanging on the Spanish guards watching 
me unblinkingly with their bright little round eyes. Their fingers are so long and perfect. 
My dining-room windows are often dotted with patterns made by their fingers tips as they 
prod the glass curiously.   
   I worry about the vervets. They are so vulnerable, and some people are so unkind to 
them. If you want to discourage these little creatures, use a garden hose to spray them 
with water. And please report any shootings or other mindless cruelties. As human 
beings, we are only as worthy as the way we treat other living creatures.  
 



Themba, animal hero 

    
 
   In September last year, Laura, our Education Officer, told me about a young caretaker 
she had met at a township school. When she had first visited the school, she had noticed a 
small mixed breed Maltese running around the school premises. Fearing it might be lost, 



she asked the children about it. She was told that it belonged to Themba, along with other 
dogs he had rescued.  
   And that was how Laura discovered that Themba adopts strays and neglected dogs from 
the streets and uses his own small resources to feed them and provide shelter. She 
immediately used Themba’s love for animals to tell the children now much we need 
caring people like him who feel so strongly that they go and do something that changes 
lives and she encouraged them to collect food and blankets to help him look after his 
rescued dogs.   
    When my Australian family were briefly in Durban last year, my granddaughter, 
Andrea, and her fiancé, Andrew, gave me an envelope when they left. It contained two 
thousand rands and a card telling me that they wanted this to be used for animals in need.     
   First of all, I put aside money for five fleecy blankets for our SPCA kennels, as they 
wanted something to go to the Durban & Coast SPCA. (Please help to buy more blankets 
if you are able to assist with this important project.)   
   My next purchase was bags of cat pellets to help a lady who feeds innumerable stray 
cats from her small pension. Then I heard Themba’s story and knew I had found another 
worthy recipient. I bought three large bags of dog pellets, and Laura delivered them when 
school re-opened. She reported that Themba was delighted. Neighbours sometimes keep 
leftovers for him, he says, and this helps him with feeding the dogs. When there are 
fireworks, he keeps the dogs with him in his room. We are proud of you, Themba.  
   Next on my list is the Mongoose Man when I have found out how to contact him. He 
feeds the mongooses and feral cats in the bushes near North Beach. 
   The SPCA loves to hear stories of people who give generously of themselves to nurture 
animals in need, and there are many of these animal heroes about.    
   
The secret appalling crime of organised dog-fighting: how low can our society sink?      
   Inspector Wendy Wilson of the Special Investigations Unit of the NSPCA was called to 
a school in Springs last June to deal with a problem of real evil: children were forcing 
other, usually younger, children to imitate dog fights and were placing bets on which 
child would inflict the most injuries through biting and scratching.  
   The principal had discovered that some children returned to class after the lunch break 
with scratches and torn and dishevelled clothing. Horrified at the implications, he 
contacted the NSPCA for help. It transpired that adults were actually encouraging 
children to take part in this brutal role-playing.  
   Inspector Wilson witnessed children crouching on all fours and barking, growling, 
snapping, biting and clawing at each other. The role-playing is described as being so 
intense and effective that, with eyes closed, an onlooker could well imagine that a vicious 
dog fight was taking place. Children bet from R2 to R10 on the results. 
   Even more unbelievable, “the winner of the fight then gets to mate with a younger child 
as a reward”.  It is not known whether any sexual activity actually takes place or whether 
it is simulation - but, in real dog fights, dogs that consistently win are used as studs to 
produce more fighting animals. Children told the SPCA inspector that in order to free 
oneself from being a “female dog”, one had to bring another younger child to take one’s 
place. Inspector Wilson had observed children imitating mating dogs, but had no 
evidence that actual coitus took place at other times in other places.  



   An observed consequence of dog-fighting is that crime increases noticeably in areas 
where dog-fighting occurs. The NSPCA always removes dogs that have been involved in 
organised fighting. Cases of bestiality are sometimes discovered, as well as acts of 
terrible animal cruelty. 
   Those who run dog-fighting events often involve children in the theft of dogs from 
households or else persuade children to make their own dogs available for this appalling 
practice. The more children are involved in simulating dog fights, the more callous they 
become. Many find it amusing and display no signs of conscience. It has even been 
suggested that it is not unlikely that attacks on teachers arise out of this abhorrent 
practice, since there are no behavioural boundaries. 
   Inspector Wilson said that she had never come across this type of simulated dog-
fighting by children before, even though she had researched internationally. The Gauteng 
Department of Education learnt of the fights and the betting early in 2014 and had 
consequently turned to the NSPCA for help. Two workshops designed to raise awareness 
were held at the Springs school and at the local police station. A wide range of citizens 
were invited to attend, including members of the community, school principals, police 
officials, child protection services and representatives from the Department of Justice.   
   Great concern was voiced. One would have expected there to have been real horror 
when these serious aberrations came to light, but newspaper reports comment that it 
appears that little was done to counsel either the traumatised child ‘fighters’ or the callous 
older child ‘dog-handlers’.  
   However, the Ekurhuleni child ‘dog fights’ are barely the tip of the iceberg. A 2014 
NSPCA report states that virtually all children in high-crime urban areas and informal 
settlements are exposed to dog-fighting.  
   Three types of such incidents are described. 
* Fights organised in the streets in the vicinity of the owners’ residences. These are 
 often organised by gang members who boast of their dogs’ fighting prowess.  
* Dog-fighting as a hobby. Dogs are purchased specifically for dog-fighting and  
 are entered in local and regional contests. Purchase prices are recouped and   
 profits gained from betting.  
* Professional dog-fighting based on bloodlines. Huge amounts of money are 
 involved in breeding and training and in the arrangement of professional fights.        
   In all three types of fighting, dogs are usually horribly wounded: broken limbs, severe 
loss of blood, and ugly wounds result in awful suffering, and even death.  
   But that’s not the end of the ugliness. The ‘matches’ are watched with enthusiasm by 
families, including children. It is hardly surprising that such perversion contributes to 
vicious brutality towards other human beings, to gender violence and rape, to torture and 
murder. Children are desensitised. Anything goes. Violence and conscienceless cruelty 
become a way of life... an amusing diversion.  
   And that’s still not the end of it... Those who indulge in these ruthless practices come 
from all kinds of communities and backgrounds and include, the reports tell us, 
professional people like doctors and lawyers, churchgoers, police officials, teachers, 
business people, none of whom seem to take into account that they are involving 
themselves in organised crime and degrading themselves as human beings. And what  
happened to basic decency and the capacity to feel for other living beings?  


