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An ERIC HOFFER BOOK AWARD Finalist, TIN CAN SHRAPNEL is the story of one woman's
journey to salvage hope from the hate and madness of horrific xenophobic attacks that broke out
in cities and townships across South Africa in 2008. Reflecting the voices of a small group of
men and women from the Democratic Republic of the Congo, Jennifer Skutelsky traces events
leading to the accommodation of more than 20,000 dislocated people in refugee camps. A story
of chaos and courage and missing children, it is, more than anything, a story of universal truth,
and finding a way back from the end of the world.

About the AuthorJennifer Skutelsky was educated in South Africa and the United States, where
she now lives in San Francisco with her daughter and three rescued, immigrant pets. She is the
award winning author of GRAVE OF HUMMINGBIRDS and TIN CAN SHRAPNEL, and is
working on her fourth novel. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.
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TIN CAN SHRAPNEL a memoir of violent displacement and returnbyJennifer Skutelsky TIN
CAN SHRAPNELAll rights reserved© Jennifer Skutelsky 2013 TRUFFLEHOUSE BOOKSSan
Francisco To my motherHYLDA SKUTELSKYwith love and gratitude. Acknowledgments I owe
much to the people who joined me on this journey: those who continue to pick themselves up
after every blow and face each day with renewed hope that the world can change. I altered most
of the names in this book to protect vulnerable identities. Some chose their own aliases, and I
hope they will recognize my fond tribute to them. I was not able to do justice to the many
organizations who worked so tirelessly to alleviate the crisis and help people rebuild their lives.
Many continue this work in communities that desperately need their support. I changed the
names of these organizations too, and trust they will know who they are and accept my
gratitude. This is just a glimpse of the full, complex story of what happened in South Africa in
2008. It’s a personal one at that, and I make no claim that it provides any definitive perspective of
events that unfolded over those hellish months. My thanks to Bev Davie, for tirelessly reading
and Hylda Skutelsky, for believing I will always land on my feet. To my family in South Africa, New
Zealand, Australia and the US, you make it all worthwhile. To all the refugees and asylum
seekers who risked everything in search of a better life, I am grateful that you shared your stories
with me and honored me with your friendship. And to Amber, who shines tirelessly, I couldn’t
have done any of it without you. Also by Jennifer Skutelsky Breathing through
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motherhood Epilogue About the Author Photo GalleryChapter 1JohannesburgRugby, crime and
dating Two days after thugs shot reggae star Lucky Dube dead in front of his children in a
botched car hijacking, the South African rugby team ran onto a field in Paris to wrest the trophy
from England. The night the Springboks won the 2007 Rugby World Cup Final, my eleven-year-
old daughter, Amber and I sat in front of the TV with two cats and our Pekingese, Fifi. I’d bought
a Springbok flag from a hawker on a street corner, haggling over the price until the man in the
BMW alongside offered to buy the entire stock of twenty. Each time our boys in green and the
opposing team in white went into a scrum, popping the ball out from between their massive
thighs like a leather egg, the dog sat bolt upright and yipped. I mourned Lucky Dube, and longed
to experience the thrill of that iconic, unifying game of 1995, when Nelson Mandela walked onto
the field in a Springbok rugby jersey to show his solidarity with the team. Rugby was the sport of
the oppressor; Madiba’s support a controversial choice that overruled this perception. At the
time, Mandela had been South Africa’s first black president for a year, and his gesture showed
his grasp of the power of sport to rally even a nation newly emerged from Apartheid’s
brutality.Twelve years later, behind double-locked security doors, groups gathered to watch the
game. I kept an eye on the gate as we stepped out to listen to the cheers erupting across the
neighborhood. “Olé Olé Olé Olé!” and “Yay, Bokke!” drifted over the walls. I squeezed my
daughter’s hand, and told her I cried because I was happy.“Fifi,” I said to the dog as we settled
down to sleep, “you know what I need?” In the dark I could just make out her earnest button
eyes. I scratched between her ears. “No offense, but one of those rugby boys to steal your
spot.”A single mother, I lived with Amber in Johannesburg, proud at last to call us South Africans.
But Apartheid’s legacies of forcible underdevelopment and inequality lingered. In spite of
unprecedented economic growth in the years leading up to 2007, unemployment was high and
crime out of control. I was often fearful, and deeply affected by weekly news of home invasions,
rape and armed robberies. No shortage of global horrors, the ones at home hit hardest.
Grotesque crimes against women made headlines, from the burning of witches to rape in school
playgrounds and, despite the legalization of gay marriage in 2006, lesbian hate crimes. A parent
at Amber’s school was shot, stabbed and thrown into the swimming pool as he fought to protect
his family. A woman who lived around the corner from us was tortured with boiling water and
taken to Chris Hani Baragwaneth Hospital in Soweto, where she later died. The community
reeled from the savagery of these attacks and many others.I found it impossible to desensitize or



take things less personally. I stumbled between extremes of national pride, shame and outrage,
awe at the attempts South Africans made to reconcile, and panic that we might never move past
Apartheid’s backlash. The feeling never stayed pure; it mutated into grief, then self-pity, changing
shape so rapidly I eventually stopped trying to analyze what became an amorphous emotional
malaise. I didn’t know if white South Africans could hope for forgiveness in the face of such
profound collective guilt.War was waged on Johannesburg’s roads. People got into their cars
and behaved so badly that road rage became an acknowledged mental disorder, and motive for
murder. One man tried to hack off another’s leg with a panga because he’d cut him off on the
highway. Someone shot a taxi driver in the face, ostensibly in self-defense. The phone lines of a
local radio show spewed calls from people who envied the shooter.South African taxi drivers
careened along emergency lanes in what could easily be mistaken for drunken fits. Some used a
wrench as a steering wheel. Many nudged smaller cars forwards, backwards or even sideways
as they invented their own road rules. I found this out when three renegade taxis took an illegal
short cut to avoid the morning rush. They forced me to reverse up a one-way street and back into
oncoming cars hurtling along one of Johannesburg’s busiest thoroughfares.I flinched from
having to go out, and was especially afraid of traffic circles. I learned as a girl to yield to the right,
but yielding was for sissies, and a timid driver risked being wiped out while delaying the surge of
cars around a circle.One afternoon, my sister Bev received a call from a market surveyor.“Good
afternoon ma’am, how are you?”“I’m fine thank you.”“Ma’am, I’m conducting a survey on road
rage in Johannesburg. Can I have a moment of your time to ask you a few questions?”Bev had
made many such calls in her student days. “Yes, sure.”
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motherhood Epilogue About the Author Photo GalleryChapter 1JohannesburgRugby, crime and
dating Two days after thugs shot reggae star Lucky Dube dead in front of his children in a
botched car hijacking, the South African rugby team ran onto a field in Paris to wrest the trophy
from England. The night the Springboks won the 2007 Rugby World Cup Final, my eleven-year-
old daughter, Amber and I sat in front of the TV with two cats and our Pekingese, Fifi. I’d bought
a Springbok flag from a hawker on a street corner, haggling over the price until the man in the
BMW alongside offered to buy the entire stock of twenty. Each time our boys in green and the
opposing team in white went into a scrum, popping the ball out from between their massive
thighs like a leather egg, the dog sat bolt upright and yipped. I mourned Lucky Dube, and longed
to experience the thrill of that iconic, unifying game of 1995, when Nelson Mandela walked onto
the field in a Springbok rugby jersey to show his solidarity with the team. Rugby was the sport of
the oppressor; Madiba’s support a controversial choice that overruled this perception. At the
time, Mandela had been South Africa’s first black president for a year, and his gesture showed
his grasp of the power of sport to rally even a nation newly emerged from Apartheid’s
brutality.Twelve years later, behind double-locked security doors, groups gathered to watch the
game. I kept an eye on the gate as we stepped out to listen to the cheers erupting across the
neighborhood. “Olé Olé Olé Olé!” and “Yay, Bokke!” drifted over the walls. I squeezed my
daughter’s hand, and told her I cried because I was happy.“Fifi,” I said to the dog as we settled
down to sleep, “you know what I need?” In the dark I could just make out her earnest button
eyes. I scratched between her ears. “No offense, but one of those rugby boys to steal your
spot.”A single mother, I lived with Amber in Johannesburg, proud at last to call us South Africans.
But Apartheid’s legacies of forcible underdevelopment and inequality lingered. In spite of
unprecedented economic growth in the years leading up to 2007, unemployment was high and
crime out of control. I was often fearful, and deeply affected by weekly news of home invasions,
rape and armed robberies. No shortage of global horrors, the ones at home hit hardest.
Grotesque crimes against women made headlines, from the burning of witches to rape in school
playgrounds and, despite the legalization of gay marriage in 2006, lesbian hate crimes. A parent
at Amber’s school was shot, stabbed and thrown into the swimming pool as he fought to protect
his family. A woman who lived around the corner from us was tortured with boiling water and
taken to Chris Hani Baragwaneth Hospital in Soweto, where she later died. The community
reeled from the savagery of these attacks and many others.I found it impossible to desensitize or
take things less personally. I stumbled between extremes of national pride, shame and outrage,
awe at the attempts South Africans made to reconcile, and panic that we might never move past
Apartheid’s backlash. The feeling never stayed pure; it mutated into grief, then self-pity, changing



shape so rapidly I eventually stopped trying to analyze what became an amorphous emotional
malaise. I didn’t know if white South Africans could hope for forgiveness in the face of such
profound collective guilt.War was waged on Johannesburg’s roads. People got into their cars
and behaved so badly that road rage became an acknowledged mental disorder, and motive for
murder. One man tried to hack off another’s leg with a panga because he’d cut him off on the
highway. Someone shot a taxi driver in the face, ostensibly in self-defense. The phone lines of a
local radio show spewed calls from people who envied the shooter.South African taxi drivers
careened along emergency lanes in what could easily be mistaken for drunken fits. Some used a
wrench as a steering wheel. Many nudged smaller cars forwards, backwards or even sideways
as they invented their own road rules. I found this out when three renegade taxis took an illegal
short cut to avoid the morning rush. They forced me to reverse up a one-way street and back into
oncoming cars hurtling along one of Johannesburg’s busiest thoroughfares.I flinched from
having to go out, and was especially afraid of traffic circles. I learned as a girl to yield to the right,
but yielding was for sissies, and a timid driver risked being wiped out while delaying the surge of
cars around a circle.One afternoon, my sister Bev received a call from a market surveyor.“Good
afternoon ma’am, how are you?”“I’m fine thank you.”“Ma’am, I’m conducting a survey on road
rage in Johannesburg. Can I have a moment of your time to ask you a few questions?”Bev had
made many such calls in her student days. “Yes, sure.”
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1JohannesburgRugby, crime and dating Two days after thugs shot reggae star Lucky Dube dead
in front of his children in a botched car hijacking, the South African rugby team ran onto a field in
Paris to wrest the trophy from England. The night the Springboks won the 2007 Rugby World
Cup Final, my eleven-year-old daughter, Amber and I sat in front of the TV with two cats and our
Pekingese, Fifi. I’d bought a Springbok flag from a hawker on a street corner, haggling over the
price until the man in the BMW alongside offered to buy the entire stock of twenty. Each time our
boys in green and the opposing team in white went into a scrum, popping the ball out from
between their massive thighs like a leather egg, the dog sat bolt upright and yipped. I mourned
Lucky Dube, and longed to experience the thrill of that iconic, unifying game of 1995, when
Nelson Mandela walked onto the field in a Springbok rugby jersey to show his solidarity with the
team. Rugby was the sport of the oppressor; Madiba’s support a controversial choice that
overruled this perception. At the time, Mandela had been South Africa’s first black president for a
year, and his gesture showed his grasp of the power of sport to rally even a nation newly



emerged from Apartheid’s brutality.Twelve years later, behind double-locked security doors,
groups gathered to watch the game. I kept an eye on the gate as we stepped out to listen to the
cheers erupting across the neighborhood. “Olé Olé Olé Olé!” and “Yay, Bokke!” drifted over the
walls. I squeezed my daughter’s hand, and told her I cried because I was happy.“Fifi,” I said to
the dog as we settled down to sleep, “you know what I need?” In the dark I could just make out
her earnest button eyes. I scratched between her ears. “No offense, but one of those rugby boys
to steal your spot.”A single mother, I lived with Amber in Johannesburg, proud at last to call us
South Africans. But Apartheid’s legacies of forcible underdevelopment and inequality lingered. In
spite of unprecedented economic growth in the years leading up to 2007, unemployment was
high and crime out of control. I was often fearful, and deeply affected by weekly news of home
invasions, rape and armed robberies. No shortage of global horrors, the ones at home hit
hardest. Grotesque crimes against women made headlines, from the burning of witches to rape
in school playgrounds and, despite the legalization of gay marriage in 2006, lesbian hate crimes.
A parent at Amber’s school was shot, stabbed and thrown into the swimming pool as he fought
to protect his family. A woman who lived around the corner from us was tortured with boiling
water and taken to Chris Hani Baragwaneth Hospital in Soweto, where she later died. The
community reeled from the savagery of these attacks and many others.I found it impossible to
desensitize or take things less personally. I stumbled between extremes of national pride, shame
and outrage, awe at the attempts South Africans made to reconcile, and panic that we might
never move past Apartheid’s backlash. The feeling never stayed pure; it mutated into grief, then
self-pity, changing shape so rapidly I eventually stopped trying to analyze what became an
amorphous emotional malaise. I didn’t know if white South Africans could hope for forgiveness in
the face of such profound collective guilt.War was waged on Johannesburg’s roads. People got
into their cars and behaved so badly that road rage became an acknowledged mental disorder,
and motive for murder. One man tried to hack off another’s leg with a panga because he’d cut
him off on the highway. Someone shot a taxi driver in the face, ostensibly in self-defense. The
phone lines of a local radio show spewed calls from people who envied the shooter.South
African taxi drivers careened along emergency lanes in what could easily be mistaken for
drunken fits. Some used a wrench as a steering wheel. Many nudged smaller cars forwards,
backwards or even sideways as they invented their own road rules. I found this out when three
renegade taxis took an illegal short cut to avoid the morning rush. They forced me to reverse up
a one-way street and back into oncoming cars hurtling along one of Johannesburg’s busiest
thoroughfares.I flinched from having to go out, and was especially afraid of traffic circles. I
learned as a girl to yield to the right, but yielding was for sissies, and a timid driver risked being
wiped out while delaying the surge of cars around a circle.One afternoon, my sister Bev received
a call from a market surveyor.“Good afternoon ma’am, how are you?”“I’m fine thank
you.”“Ma’am, I’m conducting a survey on road rage in Johannesburg. Can I have a moment of
your time to ask you a few questions?”Bev had made many such calls in her student days. “Yes,
sure.”“Have you ever experienced road rage?”“Yes.”“Have you ever experienced another person



on the road experiencing road rage?”“Yes.”“Have you observed the use of hand and/or finger
gestures in the demonstration of said road rage?”“Yes.”“Have you used hand and/or finger
gestures in the demonstration of road rage?”“Yes.”“Have you ever been pistol-
whipped?”“What?”“Pistol-whipped, when somebody uses a…”“Yes, I know what it means.
No.”“Have you ever been shot?”“NO.”After she put the phone down, Bev stared into space for a
full three minutes. Two days passed before she could bring herself to get back into her
car. Raising Amber on my own, I tried as best I could to be mother and father. At times we relied
on family for financial help. I had forsaken the corporate world to be around for her, and worked a
number of jobs, many from home. I painted, sculpted and worked as a marketing consultant,
then a ghostwriter. I dived into the world of real estate. I’d qualified as a ballet teacher, and
started my own studio, travelling to New York to become the first South African New York City
Ballet Workout instructor. I gradually built up a school for children and adults who might never
dance professionally, but who wanted the posture and grace that ballet could afford them. Some
were teenagers who dreamed of a career, but needed to return to basics in order to train
effectively. A few had been injured through incorrect muscle use, and we set about dismantling
unhealthy muscle memories to build new ones. I accommodated those who couldn’t afford ballet
through my outreach program, and never turned anyone away. I worked with an adult stroke
victim, a strapping male body builder and someone who, at 45 years old, was determined to
pass just one ballet exam. I took on any child who wanted to dance badly enough.The princess
fantasy in women lived on, I discovered, and that part of them needed acknowledgment, or at
least soothing. They might have relinquished their dreams of tiaras and tutus, but many still
sought athletic elegance. Ballet’s history; its demanding, often petulant nature; its narratives and
mystery seduced and mocked those brave enough to attempt it. We worked hard but had fun,
although I’m not sure all my students would agree.I loved what I did, but as Amber grew older, I
longed for something more expressive, and started writing again.Towards the end of 2007, tired
of being single, I decided to date. It had been a long time, and I wasn’t sure how to go about it.
Not one for bars or clubs, I eventually placed an ad in the Farmers’ Weekly, a magazine famous
for its agricultural news and personal column. I wrote: BALLERINA ON THE EDGEAttractive,
bright brunette, mid-forties, seeks farmer to make love, travel and eat with. Must love animals
and children. No cattle or sheep unless of the dairy or wool variety as she will not be able to
slaughter. A man contacted me from Pretoria Central Prison. He was 36 years old and about to
be released after serving four years of his life-without-parole sentence. They were letting him go,
either because he hadn’t murdered anyone in prison or because it was somebody’s birthday. It
might have been because he was a personal friend of one of the politicians.Nothing would make
me happier, he wrote, than if you picked me up at the gate. I have had time to know Jesus and
feel only love for Him and all God’s flock. I am ready to get married.I wasn’t, but I met some men
who looked fabulous on paper. Federin Arryon owned a game farm and was taller than me. He
didn’t even hunt, let alone slaughter. He came to pick me up for dinner carrying a bunch of tulips
and spoke about baby elephants (rescuing them), transporting rhinos (all over Africa) and



returning exotic birds to their natural habitat (South America). He bought me a cashmere
pashmina from Harrods, and disappeared without a trace.Horst Effenting owned a palace in a
plush suburb of Johannesburg, two show-jumpers and a collection of rare books. He smote the
necks of champagne bottles with a sword and served truffles that he’d brought back from
Florence for lunch.“I find you a little distracted,” he complained one day. “It’s as though you aren’t
quite there, or here. I know you have a child, but I need someone more…available.”I wasn’t sure
where there or here was, but I did notice that he was in love with someone else, recently married
and about to have a baby.I eventually fell for a burly man who looked after cows in a small town
called Mata Mata in New Zealand. I met him in Sydney on the way to Auckland for a family
barmitzvah.The flight was long, with stopovers in Dubai and Australia, and at every airport
Amber and I were a source of irritation to the authorities. In Johannesburg we got our gates
wrong and boarded a plane bound for Madrid.One of the flight attendants called security to
escort us back to the terminal. “But I don’t understand. How did you get here?” he said, as airport
personnel headed our way.It really was a mystery. They’d checked our tickets. “The same as
everyone else.” Flustered, I wondered how I’d engineered such a blunder.“They didn’t stop you
at the gate?”“They did. I don’t know, maybe they figured if everyone else was going to Madrid, so
were we.”He shook his head. “Well, you’d better hurry if Emirates is boarding now. Have a safe
journey. Don’t get lost again,” he called.The gates had been changed at the last minute; we
hadn’t heard the announcement. Ground staff, undergoing training, assumed we knew where we
were going.In Dubai, airport security demanded an explanation for our lint brush and a
demonstration, and at the next stop, the Australians objected to my cosmetics. Under strict
orders from the travel agent, I’d transferred my lotions and creams into clear plastic
bottles.“Yeah, but they’re blank,” said the customs official. “How’m I supposed to know what’s in
em? D’you even know?” She had a point.Every part of my body felt bloated. Feet like inflated
latex gloves, face swollen from the grit in my eyes. Hardly groomed for romance, which had to be
the perfect time for it to show up.I sat down at Sydney Airport in the last available seat near our
assigned departure gate with Amber in my lap and looked up into the eyes of a big man, who
shifted to make room for us.“Is this flight going to New Zealand?” I asked, dreading a repeat
performance of Madrid.“Yeah, well it’s not a flight yet, but it will be soon. I hope.” He smiled.
“Where you from?”“South Africa.”“God, that’s the other end of the world. You must be
exhausted.”“Yes. We flew, but even that was tiring.”He gave me a you’re-a-strange-but-
fascinating-rather-exotic-bird look, combined with an Australian-cum-Kiwi grin that made me
catch my breath. Hugh Jackman and Shantaram converged on me at Sydney Airport where we
sat, squeezed together tight with the scent of weariness and possibility about us.His name was
Bruce Morgan.Amber saw the dawning daze in my eyes and said, as we boarded the plane,
“Ma, he could be a serial killer.”He sat at the back and we in front, and we only saw him again
after a petite Beagle had guided her handler towards us as we stood waiting to collect our
luggage. I carried a New York City Ballet bag, with nothing in it that I could imagine would offend
a dog.“Have you got any fruit in there?” asked her handler.“Fruit? Heavens no, why would we



bring fruit into New Zealand?”“Anything else?”“No.”“Did you have any fruit in this bag at any
time?”A few days ago I’d taken a peach to the studio. “Oh yes that. There was a fruit in there
once. But I ate it. Clever girl!” I bent to pat the Beagle’s head.As Bruce and everyone else
collected their bags, it became clear that ours were not going to show up. I waited beside our
hand luggage while Amber went to stand closer to the hatch.“Can I help?” Bruce said. “Take you
anywhere?”Anywhere. “No, our cousins must be waiting for us,” I said.We stood, awkward,
watching Amber scuttle from one conveyor belt to the next.And then I did it. Something so out of
character it could only have happened in another country. I took a chance. “Are you…
attached?”“You mean, to a person?” He looked over his shoulder. “No I don’t think so. Are
you?”“No. Yes, I am, to Amber…”“Well yeah, but she’s your daughter isn’t she? I’ve got a couple
of those. Do you want my number?”“Humm…” Did I? “Mmm.”He wrote it down on a piece of
paper that he ripped out of a notebook with farmer’s hands, and I leaned into him, dizzied by
their potential. Just before the doors closed behind him, he turned and waved.Chapter
2November 2007Exploring fairy tales, New Zealand Bruce drove 150 kilometers to pick me up
for our first date. He left Mata Mata at two in the afternoon and arrived in Auckland at 6.30. My
cousin Stephen couldn’t be there to check him out as he was taking the family to dinner. Amber
was half convinced she’d never see me again—everyone knew that at my age, a woman had a
better chance of being killed by a psychopath than finding new love (we’d watched First Wives’
Club together at least a dozen times). But Ariel, Stephen and Jen’s eldest son, was home, and
so was Cody, a bigger than normal German Shepherd who liked to chase rabbits and cats and
who showed us the way home when we got lost on one of our walks. Cody confronted Bruce as
he walked up the driveway. Used to hysterical barking from big dogs because of the high crime
rate in Johannesburg, I didn’t realize my date was in jeopardy, but Ariel did and came to the
rescue.“That’s some animal you’ve got there,” Bruce said. “Thought I was dinner.”“Yes, lucky we
fed him earlier.” I grinned. “Sorry he scared you. I’m glad you made it.”He dripped a puddle on the
floor. “You look great,” he said, “but it’s raining. Have you got a jacket?”I went to get one and
heard him say to Ariel, “Where should we go for dinner? I don’t know Auckland very
well.”“There’s a couple of places in Mairangi Bay that are good. It’s not far. Just take a drive down
and check it out.”“Can we call for a taxi?” Bruce asked.I returned with my jacket. “A taxi?” Why a
taxi? Had his car broken down? Had he come all this way in a taxi?“A taxi?” Ariel
repeated.“Yeah, well I brought the yoot, didn’t I, and I can’t take her in the yoot.”I stared at him. It
had taken him over four hours to get here. Was a yoot a horse and cart?“Oh!” Ariel smothered a
laugh. “I guess we can call for a taxi.”“What’s a yoot?” I said.“A yoot.” Bruce tossed me a quizzical
glance. “Don’t you know what a yoot is?”Ashamed, I shook and nodded my head at the same
time.“It’s a utility vehicle, Jenn,” Ariel said patiently. “You’d probably call it a truck, or a backy or
something.”“Oh, a bakkie!”“Yeah, a ute,” said Bruce. “It’s a bit of a mess, and you look good
enough to eat, so maybe we should get a taxi.”Ariel coughed.“Oh come on,” I said. “I have no
problem with a…you know…a ute. Let’s just go, shall we?”Rain fell softly as we walked down the
driveway.He had not exaggerated the mess. The floor was littered with nuts and bolts, or nails



and screws, and I sat on a wrench, or a hammer, when my feet slipped out from under me. As he
tossed a pile of what appeared to be dirty laundry into the back, it became obvious that he
hadn’t anticipated going anywhere with anyone that night. Not in the ute, anyway.“That’s better,”
he said. “I didn’t expect a lady like you in here tonight. Sorry. Doesn’t smell too great either, does
it?”The aromas of cow poo, engine grease, metal and man converged as I inhaled. For all its
musk and industry, I thought it a good smell.“Where should I go?”I tried to figure out how to get
around the corner. “I don’t know.” Without Cody or a compass, the traffic circles confounded me.
“I get lost every time I go out.”He laughed, a quiet, wicked chuckle that I would come to know
well. “Imagine what I could do to you if we got lost.”“Should I be hoping we do or hoping we
don’t?”“That we do, that we do. But maybe not tonight. Your cousin will send that dog after me.”
He stopped in the middle of an unmarked intersection to allow an oncoming car to turn right in
front of us.“What did you do that for?”“It’s one of the rules of the road,” he said. “Don’t you have
to do that in South Africa? Yield to people coming from the right?”“No, of course not. It’s
ridiculous. There’d be chaos on our roads. Even more than there is now.”“Do you have laws in
South Africa?”“If that was a law--yielding on a straight, unmarked road to someone who’s going
to turn in front of you--it would wipe out half the population.”“Scary place, South Africa. I heard it
was dangerous.”We drove up a hill and down, turned right, then left, entered a circle and left it
and ended up exactly where we’d started.“We have to head for the sea,” I said. “Mairangi Bay is
near the beach. I mean, it’s a bay, so I guess that would make sense.”“So where’s the beach?”“I
don’t know. By the sea.” I started to laugh.“God,” he said. “It’s only a couple of streets away from
where you stay. Haven’t you been there before?” He squinted through the windshield. “You
haven’t got a clue, have you?”“We can ask someone.”“Don’t be daft.” Now he laughed. “I don’t
ask for directions. But no worries. I’ve got a full tank. We can drive around all night. Aren’t you
hungry? I’m bloody famished.”By the time we found Mairangi Bay and a restaurant, a persistent
drizzle had drenched the displaced laundry and tools in the back of the van.“Don’t move,” he
said. “I’ve got an umbrella somewhere.”He leaned over to fumble around in the tools at my feet,
allowing me to breathe him in. He hunted in the small space for an umbrella that was hard to
miss, staying where he was for moments after he’d found it.Every sense I had of him gave the
assurance of outrageous fun at great risk, of unceremonious searing kisses, of lusting, gentle
nights and my hair in his fist as he drew my head back. He conjured soap, freshly laundered
sheets that lay against sleepy skin, and leather. Yet beneath those promises the notes of hunger
drifted: chords of solitude and hope, of a man’s wish for a woman.Then he leapt out and came
round to open my door, doing his best to keep me dry with some shyness, as though the gesture
of chivalry, not often practiced, was awkward for him. He lifted me off my feet as he hauled me
towards him, and we ran together to one of the restaurants along the main road. And even
though we were under cover he held on, until someone inside opened the door for us.We had
some time together before I had to leave New Zealand, enough to give me a glimpse of how my
life could be, filled with laughter, cooking together in a small kitchen, slow, tender nights and
cows.When I returned to Johannesburg, I pasted a photograph of Bruce and I on a vision board,



nurturing the remote hope that some day we might meet again.Chapter 3GreensideFire,
violence and refuge Johannesburg’s suburbs nestled, green as freshly made salad, on the
outskirts of the city centre. The drive over the hill through Parktown North bisected tufts of
broccoli, arugula and rosemary, allowing the occasional color to peep through the mass of leaf.
Beneath the green lay the concrete, wire and steel of high security walls and electric fencing that
wrapped around gardens tended by Malawians and Zimbabweans. Amber and I lived in a
quaint, shaded cottage where I loved to cook, and we felt safe. Five months after I’d said
goodbye to Bruce and my family in New Zealand, I set fire to our small home. I’d placed washing
in front of a bar heater to dry, and within minutes the sheets caught alight. Hanging clothes
outside, I ran back into the house when I heard Amber scream.A terrible sound, it wasn’t the first
time I’d heard it. She’d screamed like that when we were smash-and-grabbed at a traffic light.
The thief made off with a bag of pointe shoes, castanets, leotards and tights: items that would
cost more to replace than I could afford, bits and pieces that would have no value to him.
Subsequent robberies just made us weep, and left my daughter pale and quiet.I must have gone
into some kind of trance. Things slowed down and sped up at the same time. For a long second I
stared silently at that fire, stupid with disbelief, as it leapt in my bedroom. Cream colored drapes
with sandstorm patterns and light green blossoms whispered and writhed, and within seconds
the flames went for the mattress.Who knows at what point panic catapults one into fight or flight?
I only know that it never occurred to me to run. Still incredulous, enraged by my mistake, I
pounded at the flames with a towel. The blaze had a nimble appetite that fed on itself and
everything close. It ate up my vision board, lunging and crackling as it climbed the wall and
reached for me across the bed.There was a specific moment in which I faced defeat and
confronted the certainty that we would lose everything. I remember murmuring, then shouting,
“No!” over and over again before I dropped the towel and ran for the kitchen trashcan.Somehow,
after multiple trips carrying loads of water far heavier than I could lift under normal
circumstances, I finally killed the fire.A neighbor came to help me stagger out through thick black
smoke that filled the house, and firefighters moved in to ensure no threat remained.Amber stood
outside, tears streaking pathways through the soot on her cheeks. A fireman with startling blue
eyes looked into her face and gently teased, suggesting she change her brand of mascara. She
smiled, a shaky curve of her lips that caught on the edge of a sob.The cleanup took weeks, and
in that time I came to realize my fight with that fire was a test of sorts, a preparation for the
ugliness already stirring on the streets of South Africa’s cities and informal settlements, that
would change my life and destroy many others. It rained the winter of 2008. I cooked stews and
soups, and often heat and spice and aromas of garlic or ginger kept an 11°C chill at bay. I still
corresponded with Bruce. He swore off email, so we sent letters to one another by very snailish
mail. Mostly I wrote, and he called.I kept up with the news by listening to radio and taking in
newspaper billboards, even when I tried to avoid them. Occasionally I watched TV. The news in
May was impossible to escape. The headlines alone sent me into a downward spiral of horror.In
the Ramaphosa settlement east of Johannesburg, Ernesto Nhamuave, a 35 year-old



Mozambican living with his brother-in-law in a shack, working legally as a bricklayer to send
money to his wife and children in Mozambique, was beaten and set alight by a rampaging mob.
Police were unable to douse the flames, and in the days that followed, the media circulated
grotesque images of him as he fell to his knees.Acknowledged as xenophobic, the violence
spread quickly in cities across the country. Mobs attacked refugees, asylum seekers, legal and
illegal immigrants from other African countries who’d settled in South Africa. Some foreign
nationals were fortune seekers, while others had escaped homelands ravaged by conflict and
poverty. South Africans hunted them down and forced them into the streets, where many were
assaulted and some murdered. Over twenty thousand foreigners, collectively known as kwera
kwera, sought protection in churches, police stations and civic centres.I had lived through
Apartheid as one of a privileged minority. I’d hoped never again to feel so powerless and
ineffectual, to bear witness to atrocities that aroused such wrenching guilt and shame. My
daughter was born in a democratic country with a proud Constitution. I could not stand by. I
couldn’t just wait for this new aberration to pass.So on a cold, blustery morning, I filled some
boxes with clothing, blankets, a beach mat and toys, and drove towards the Germiston Civic
Centre, where hundreds of foreigners had taken refuge.As I passed through the city, trees
thinned. Old colonial buildings, some worn and dilapidated, stood alongside sleek, newly built or
renovated skyscrapers covered in stories high Jamesons, Chivas and Johnny Walker ads.
Johannesburg seethed with potential and offered eruptions or drops of it to those who teemed
on the streets. The city was generous and mean, accomplished at lying and dispassionate as
illness. Artists, musicians and chefs had breathed life into this metropolis, bringing with them the
tastes and fragrances of all Africa. Sounds and spices from Ethiopia, Morocco, and Tanzania
mingled in restaurants, clubs and taverns.A man butchered freshly slaughtered meat in the sun.
He wore a blue t-shirt and overalls, and wielded the knife with exaggerated force, hacking, as
though the animal, pliant and quivering, refused to submit. That day a sheep’s head rested on
the slab of rock he used as a chopping block.As I drove along the M2 East highway, Classic FM,
a popular radio station that broadcast news, talk shows and classical music, announced that
municipal workers were striking and toyi-toying (dancing in protest) outside the civic centre in
Germiston. It might be dangerous to venture there.
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Vincent Robert Annunziato, “Eyewitness to The Worst of Humanity. Jennifer Skutelsky is a brave
person. Her experiences surrounding her stay in South Africa reminded me of the movie called
District 9. District 9 is a film about aliens who are treated like animals while in refugee camps.
They live under deplorable conditions, surviving on meager rations of food. They are tortured,
ripped off by people in stronger positions and killed when human whim feels like it.Tin Can
Shrapnel is not fictitious. It is a real life depiction of what occurred in South Africa as war forced
refugees from their homes in other countries to seek asylum and safety. Told through Jennifer's
eyes we see the frustrations of families who are uprooted and set in a strange land where they
are met with as much if not more hostility from the surrounding community.As one reads through
this novel, we watch through Jennifer's eyes who tries to bring some goodness to people who
struggle even for the most basic of necessities: diapers for children, feminine hygiene, food,
water, safe living quarters. These situations are not easy for either side. Resources to protect the
people as well as funding to assist are draining on any government. And as Jennifer interviews
them we become personally involved. Their stories are sad as they describe husbands and
children that were killed, wives and daughters raped. Many of them travelling endless miles in
hopes of finding safety.As a volunteer social worker, we travel through Jennifer's eyes. She
describes her personal life as well as the lives of the people she touches. The author's journey,
reveals a relationship that can't work due to her role with the people, her struggle to make ends
meet to care for her own daughter. It all provides an inside view of the sacrifices one must make
in order to help those in need. It's amazing to watch as someone who has invested this much
time and effort become a person of distrust because of rumors and power struggles. Jennifer's
own life was put in jeopardy yet still she managed to come to the people's aid.Tin Can Shrapnel
is not a heartwarming story. It's an honest one. It's one that should be read by any adult not
afraid to face what ambivalence and directed hatred can do to a society. This is a book worth
reading and one that will educate you to the atrocities that man faces even in this day and age. It
is a lesson in humanity when people are willing to put it all on the line for those less
fortunate.Kudos to Ms. Skutelsky for telling this story and not holding back. We all need to
understand and stand against Xenophobia and the effects it has on society. I highly, highly
recommend Tin Can Shrapnel.”

Sandra Cody, “Memoir that Informs and Engages the Heart. I love books that tell me something I
didn't know. TIN CAN SHRAPNEL does that in spades. I had no idea of the Xenophobia that
existed in South Africa in 2008. Refugees from the Congo and other African nations poured into
South Africa, overwhelming the government and social agencies. Instead of throwing up her
hands in despair, one compassionate women refused to look the other way and became
involved, helping and befriending the displaced people.This book puts a human face on the
tragedy by focusing on individual stories of brave and resilient people who were caught up in the



crisis. It is at times disturbing, but ultimately hopeful - a reminder that one person, with love,
courage and persistence, can make a difference.”

baby David, “Make this the first thing you read this year.. Against a backdrop of brutality and
bureaucratic bungling, Jennifer Skutelsky celebrates individual acts of bravery and compassion.
The story of xenophobic violence in post-apartheid South Africa has universal significance but
the writing is as intimate as a love letter. It made me laugh and it made me cry. This memoir is a
triumph.”

Sandi Shall, “couldn't put it down. Beautifully written. A moving personal account of an awful
period in South Africa during which one woman made a difference. Admirable and heart
warming. Highly recommend reading this amazing book.”

baby David, “A poignant memoir. Skutelsky manages to write intimately yet thoughtfully about
violent xenophobia in contemporary South Africa.Against the grim background of bungling and
brutality, acts of courage and compassion shine like jewels. Though the writing eschews
sentimentality, this is a moving piece of work with universal implications. Make sure you read it.
You will smile through your tears.”

The book by History  Titans has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 5 people have provided feedback.



Language: English
File size: 5679 KB
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 327 pages
Lending: Enabled
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

