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Going anywhere with Shirley Green was an experience. Not for nothing but she knew how to make things fun. Anything could happen and more often than not, it did. Hence when she invited me along to SA evening championship in Natal I did not hesitate to agree. Besides the natural appeal of going to an away show, we would stay with Denny and Ros with the added bonus that I could see Sweet enchantment. Not to bore you with too much detail it went as follows: show prep, pack, load, go. Shirley was efficient in that regard, however regarding some of the other important stuff, not so much. Nevertheless, the open road lay before us, behind us lay, Jack, the groom and Must Have the horse in the box.
When traveling out of Gauteng towards Natal there's a distinct change in terrain. Its where you start to feel a bit like Dorothy "we're not in Kansas anymore" yet you're nowhere near the ocean either. Effectively slap bang in the middle of nowhere. Also, the precise place where Shirley said "Em... This petrol cadge isn't so accurate". When translated from Shirley into normal person English that means “We’re out of gas, as of back there, oops."
Contemplating this while staring out the window I decided that my first question was going to be the obvious one "Shirley Green! did you not fill the tank? She reiterated her previous statement " This cadge is not altogether accurate" "Well this puts us in quite a predicament, doesn't it? Any ideas on where we are?" I asked not overly concerned, after all, this was not my first rodeo. What’s more should you get stressed out by small things, such as running out of diesel and subsequently getting stuck on the side of the highway, whilst in the middle of nowhere with a horse in the box, well then you are not about to last with Shirley Green. At least not for very long, she personifies the phrase "Take it in its stride"
We crawled uphill, so slowly that if I got out and walked I would still be able to have a conversation with Shirley through the open window. Nevertheless, we miraculously made the top thus we could free down gaining momentum before the next hill. You would be surprised how many hills you can cross this way. I assume the box helped with momentum or perhaps its the less obvious reason, that Shirley is a witch. She said so herself many times before for example when Sweet Enchantment contracted African horse sickness, Shirley would comfort and also creep me out by saying "Don't worry Ginni, she's going to be fine, I'm a witch."
Shirley pulled off the road rather suddenly despite the momentum business we had goings-on. I nearly missed why and chances are I would have missed it altogether if had I been behind the wheel. Also if I had been behind the wheel we would have been stranded round about ten hills ago, I'm not a witch, I have to use actual diesel. In any case, your mind would have to work like Shirley's to see this particular opportunity. She spotted, with eagle eye's, a team of men next to the highway with weed eaters. I hardly noticed them but to Shirley that equaled a cunning plan.  Her reasoning was as follows A: We were now nearby civilization and B: Those had to be diesel weed eaters. 
Playing the damsel in distress card we waved the foreman over to assist us. We managed to buy the sum total of 5 liters diesel from him, still better than nothing. He was most helpful and even brought a funnel, lest we spill. Anyone who's ever been caught with their pants down will know that diesel makes a special sound when hitting the bottom of a metal tank? When it is very little diesel hitting bottom it whooshes' and swirls around trying to sound plentiful however it has a faraway quality, thud, then there is only a drip, drip, drip sound. Hearing this our new friend started to explain in detail where the next town was and exactly how to get to the gas station.  "Ladies," he explained " if you miss this town your screwed" as if we were oblivious to this. We were in luck at the nearest town was just over yonder the next hill however that hill was a doozy.  As comrades runners have Polly shorts Shirley and I have Holy shorts, it stretched out like a giant lazy cat and resembled Everest. I'm no mathematician but you didn't need one to work out there was going to be some walking real soon.
I was surprised when Shirley's Bakkie started, first time, on what was just routine road maintenance fumes and magic. Nonetheless, we set off in search of a town and it's service station. With any luck, it would be right next to a bottle store. What? I wasn't driving, and if you think to stay calm in situations like these comes naturally, it does not, I drank. Its also more fun that way. You can tell the same story over and over and remain hilariously entertaining. When you're sober you have to be interesting. 
Crawling up that hill took what seemed to be a really long time as such, sometime the next month we reached the top.  Magic works but if you want fast then stop for diesel, as normal people do.
Tucked in between the not too distant hills was some random little town! To this day I still don't know where exactly we were, but boy was I happy about it. All we had to do was just clear this one last bump in the road and crisis averted. Of course, that's where the magic/fume mix gave out. It is always that last bloody bump in the road that gets you, isn't life just like that?  
We decide to do what any horsewoman in our position would do. We devised another cunning plan whereby we would ride Must Have, bareback as I was not about to tack up, and obviously double donkey to town. Well do the math there was two of us and one of Must Have, we would ride into town like outlaws, and straight to the saloon. Only we had that no drunk riding, anymore, rule and we still had to make it all the way to SA champs. Subsequently, we abandoned our cunning plan for a more logical one.
Full of bravado we open the door of the horse box. We launched into the more solid plan B: where we would ask Jack to go to town for diesel. Not an unreasonable request, we thought. Except this wasn't Jack's first rodeo either. He had clearly been asleep on top of, a weeks worth of teff, when the door flew open "Hey, what?" he said waking up. Shirley gives him the rundown of events explaining where we were, on the outskirts of a one-horse town and clearly that horse was hers, also why we found ourselves in our current predicament and then we waited.
 Jack stuck his head out the door looking at the road heading towards town. He could change his eyebrows into a thoughtful question mark, a skill perfected through the years that he worked for Shirley? He did this while weighing up his options and took a moment before saying. "Hey lady, you ran out of diesel you go to town. My job is watching Must Have I stay with the horse" and in one fell swoop, the door shut. This turn of events left me and Shirley blinking like raver’s leaving a club after sunrise, in other words dazed. After some more blinking I said "Not really sure what to do now, he does have a point" concurring Shirley said, "Ginni, you can't argue with Jacks logic"
The irony of the situation was not lost on me as two white women walked to town for diesel, while the black man waited with the horse. Don't say that politically we haven't come along way in this country. And even though Jack killed chivalry right there, I can't say that I don't know why As Jack had been to a hundred shows with Shirley, ninety-nine of those Jack had to walk somewhere for something. I am aware that both logic and sanity took knocks on the way to SA champs that year.


qwertyuiopasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwertyui

uiopasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwertyuiopasdf

dfghjklzxcvbnmqwertyuiopasdfghjklz

xcvbnmqwertyuiopasdfghjklzxcvbnm

mqwertyuiopasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwerty

yuiopasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwertyuiopas

sdfghjklzxcvbnmqwertyuiopasdfghjkl

zxcvbnmqwertyuiopasdfghjklzxc

vbn

mqwertyuiopasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwerty

yuiopasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwertyuiopas

sdfghjklzxcvbnmqwertyuiopasdfghjkl

zxcvbnmqwertyuiopasdfghjklzxcvbn

mqwertyuiopasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwerty

yuiopasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwertyuiopas

sdfghjklzxcvbnmrtyuiopasdfghjklzxcv

vbnmqwertyuiopasdfghjklzx

cvbnmqw

wertyuiopasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwertyuio

opasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwertyuiopasdfg

ghjklzxcvbnmqwertyuiopasdfghjklzxc

 

 

 

Road Tripping

 

 

The “Away” show experience: 

 

 

1/22/2019

 

 

 

Gerty

-

Anne Delpeche 

 

 

 

 

 

Word count: 1422

 

