
The Adventures of Shelly and Little Fella

~ Cooking the Mielies ~

by Pat van Wyk

[I am currently 5 years old and live on a farm outside

Queenstown, together with my brother, sister and parents.

This is long before houses had fancy things like televisions

or iPads. Children had to entertain themselves]

It is a bright and warm, sunny morning and Shelly and
Little Fella were outside, on their way to play with Pat.
They noticed smoke spiraling above some shrubs a
little distance from the house. “Look there,” Shelly told
Little Fella, pointing to the smoke. “Let’s go and see
what is happening there.”

Little Fella agreed, and the two hurried in the direction
of the smoke. They turned the corner of a garden
shed, and there, sitting around a fire they found Pat
and Noceba! Pat looked up at them in surprise. “What
are you and Noceba doing, Pat?” asked Shelly. Pat
replied that they were making something to eat for
brunch. Shelly said, “We thought something was on

fire,becausewesawsmokerisingintotheair!What
areyoucookingforbrunch?”Patanswered,“Wetook
someofthemieliesofthechickenfeed,andputthem
intothisjamtinwithwaterandsalt.Nowtheyhaveto
cookuntilthey’resoft.”“Sinceitisgoingtotakealong
timeforthemtogetsoft,”Patcontinued,“Let’sgoand
pickmulberriesinthemeantime.”

Themulberrytreewasnottoofaraway,sooffthey
wentandpickedmulberriesthatwereonthebranches
hanginglow,closetothegroundsothattheywere
easyforthefriendstoreach.Soonalltheirfaceswere
purplefromthejuiceofthesweet,delicious
mulberries.

Whentheyhadeatentheirfill,Nocebasuggestedthat
theygoandcheckonthemielies.”Backatthefire
Nocebatookaspoonfulofthecookingmieliesoutof
thetin,blewthemtocoolthem,putthemintoher
mouthtoeat,andtoldthefriendsthattheywerenot
yetsoft,sohadtocooklonger.

Shellysatdown,andtheyallfollowedherleadandsat
around,chattingaway,waitingforthemieliestocook.

Nocebawenttogetaskippingrope.ShegavePatone
sideoftheskippingropetohold,andshetookholdof
theotherside.NocebaandPatswungtheropegently
inacirclefromsidetoside.

“Comeandskip,Shelly,”saysNoceba.Shellystarted
jumpingastheropecomesoverhishead.“That’s
goodShelly,”saysPat.“Itistherighttimetojumpso
thattheropepassesunderyourfeetbeforeitgoes
overyourheadagain,readyforyournextjump.”
NocebatoldLittleFellathatitwasnowhisturnto
comeandjump.LittleFellatried,butcouldn’tjumpthe
rope.

“LittleFella,youarejumpingatthewrongtime,”Pat
toldhim.Shetoldhimtowaituntiltheropewasabove
hishead,thenjump.HedidasPatsaid,andjumped
therope!EveryonewassohappyforLittleFella.Then
itwasShellyandLittleFella’sturntoturntheropefor
PatandNocebatojump.PatandNocebaeachhada
turn,andtheymanagedtojumptherope,laughing
whileenjoyingthefun.

Whentheyhadeachhadaturnandweretiredofthe

skipping rope jumps, Shelly suggested that they go
back to the fire and check on the mielies in the tin.
Maybe they were soft already? So off they went, back
to the fire. When they got there the fire was almost
out, and the mielies were still hard.

At that moment Noceba's mother, Maggie, popped her
head around the corner of the shed. “What are you up
to?” asked Maggie. Pat answered that they were
cooking the mielies for brunch. Maggie laughed, and
told them that it would take all day for those mielies to
soften. “Come with me,” Maggie said. “I will take them
to the kitchen and cook them on the stove for you.”

Maggie looks at them sternly and said, “Please don't
make fires on the farm again. It is very dangerous as
the crops can catch alight. “Sorry Maggie,” Pat says
solemnly. “We will not do that again.” Maggie told
them to follow her to the kitchen. “I will make you
some sandwiches” she said.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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