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Anyone else for pineapple on pizza? - Retoriese vraag 
 

Elmarie Botes - Skrywer 
 

Tiaan quickly pushes his chair back and gets up. 
"I don't want to be here, Mom! That's what!" 
He turns around and walks to the front door. He doesn't want to see his mom's worried 
eyes. He doesn't want to explain that he doesn't feel like starting all over again. 
At the front door he struggles with the security gate's lock. 
"Dammit!" In this country you can't even storm out a door slamming it behind you when 
you are angry, he angrily thinks. 
By the time that all the locks are unlocked and locked again, the anger is gone. 
Tiaan continues standing on the step. Maybe he should go and fetch the Natural 
Science book. He is already outside. 
He fidgets in his school pants' pocket for a piece of paper that Suzanne gave to him 
after school. "It's my address," she said, come anytime this afternoon or tomorrow." 
105 Welgelegen street. He doesn't even know the town, how should he know where it 
is? But when he turned the paper around he saw a map on the back of the paper, with 
street names and arrows all the way from his house.  
He frowns. How does she know where he lives? Maybe he told them, he can't 
remember. He shrugs his shoulders and started walking. The conversation with his 
mom last night plays over in his head. 
"Isn't it a bit soon to decide that you don't fit in, Tiaan? You haven't even been in this 
school for a week yet." 
"Four days was enough, Mom. The kids are ... Weird." That was the best word he could 
think of.  
He finds the street and turn right up a hill. The houses become bigger the further he 
walks. He thinks about Suzanne - light hair in a piggytail, glasses, neat and precise and 
very smart. 105 Welgelegen street is the last house on the street. And the biggest.  
He rings the bell and waits. He feels uncomfortable. What if her mom opens? What 
does he say to her? Hello, Aunty, I am a new learner at the school and I am so far 
behind with the work that I have to copy it from Suzanne? 
The gate clicks open and Tiaan looks at it unsure. 
Does that mean he must go in?  
"Obviously, you idiot!" he shouts at himself. The garden path twists all the way to a big 
front door, but when he lifted his hand to knock, the door swings open.  
"Hey, Tiaan, nice to see you." 
He swallows before he could say a word. 
"Uhm ... Hey Suzanne." His voice sounds strange in his ears. 
"Come in," she says and turns around. 
The girl that is standing in front of him is not Suzanne-from-school. This one has long 
blonde hair and big blue eyes and bare feet with pink toenails and big earrings. 
"Riami, bring another glass, Tiaan is here!" she shouts through a door before she starts 
climbing the stairs. 
Who is Riami? It sounds familiar. There is someone like that in his class, but he can't 
completely remember. Maybe the girl with the extremely short hair? 
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He walks behind Suzanne and realises that his hands are shaking. He tries to think of 
something to say, but his mind went blank. 
"My dad is busy putting up bookshelves, so it's a bit messy. Move the boxes to the side 
then you can sit on the bed," Suzanne says when they walked into her room.  
A bit messy? Tiaan smile and relaxes. This is not new-bookshelf-messy. Suzanne must 
have cleaned her room weeks ago.  
"Okay." 
While she was busy digging through her suitcase for her Natural Science book, he sees 
a CD. The Four Seasons van Joshua Bell. His tongue came loose. 
"When did you get this? Can we play it? I can't wait to hear what it sounds like." 
"My aunt sent it to me from New York." She gives the Natural Science book to Tiaan. 
With her other hand she moves a couple of things out of the way so that she was able 
to reach the buttons of the CD-player. 
While the music is playing, they don't talk. 
Tiaan's head is working at its highest pace. Idiot that you are! How could you be so 
stupid? To get so excited about a guy that plays the violin. 
"Oh please, not another concerto fan!" 
Tiaan's mouth falls open. 
Riami stands in the door with a bottle of Coke under her arm and four glasses on a tray. 
So it is the girl that he was thinking of, but she also looks different that what she does at 
school. Her short hair is standing upright on her head and it is purple. 
"Don't listen to Riami, Tiaan," Suzanne says while turning down the volume of the 
music. "She got stuck on Rock and Roll. 
"Please pour the Coke, I'm never able to open the bottle," Riami says as she puts the 
bottle into Tiaan's hands - hands that are not shaking anymore. 
Riami goes and sits with her legs crossed on one of the chairs on top of the heap of 
clothes. She picks up a big bundle of wool and click-clack starts knitting. 
"Can you swim? I need someone for my relay team for the gal against the parents next 
week."  He sees that she is waiting for him to answer but he is struggling to take his 
eyes of the knitting needles. 
"Yes. Yes I can swim. I was in the school's swimming team at my previous school and 
..." 
"Great. We are practicing Monday afternoon. Can you be at the swimming pool at five 
o'clock? Suzanne, which colour now do you think? Orange or green?" She hold the two 
bunches wool in the air. 
Tiaan feels how the knot that has been in his stomach for days starts getting loose. 
Because it is not the under 15 champion that has to swim but just him, Tiaan. He has to 
bite on his teeth not to laugh. Wonderful Tiaan is going to swim in a relay team with a 
girl that knits and has purple hair over weekends. 
The doorbell rings very loudly. 
"It can only be Richard. I will be right back." 
Riami counts the stiches out loud until Suzanne gets back and Tiaan gets a chance to 
look at her. She is quite beautiful , purple hair and all. 
"Tiaan, do you know Richard? He's in grade 9C. This is Tiaan, he is new at our school. 
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Tiaan remembers Richard. He was on stage on Monday for a sport award. Tall and full 
of muscles. Tiaan's stomach muscles twist in a knot again. Be careful what you say, 
count your words, pretend, hide, keep closed ... 
"Yes, Tiaan! Bad, right? To come to a new school. I hate it. My parents can't decide 
where they want to live and I have to move with them every time." He pours himself 
some Coke, then takes Tiaan's glass and fills it up again without asking. 
Tiaan listens while the other three talks about children at school that he doesn't know. 
He suddenly remembers that he only came to borrow a book. And that he didn't tell his 
mom where he was going. But he continues sitting and listen to their voices as if it's 
coming from afar. 
His previous life feels unreal, far away, as if it wasn't him that played the main role in it. 
Swim, swim and once again swim, so that he can build muscles like the other guys. So 
that he does not become inferior to them. Swim until he can't anymore, so that everyone 
can think that Tiaan is a real sportsman.  
"I'm Hungry and you guys?" Suzanne suddenly asks and she starts putting the empty 
glasses onto the tray. "Let's go and make pizza." 
Riami throws her knitting to the side and gets up. "I hope you are not as full of nonsense 
like that guy," she says while pointing to Richard. "Apparently he doesn't eat sushi or 
Indian curry." 
"It's better than the rice and meat that you live from, Riami!" 
While they are laughing and walking down the stairs Tiaan remembers what he said to 
his mom:"The Kids are ... Weird." 
They really are weird - but not in the way he described them. 
In the kitchen Suzanne gives him a grater and cheese. He starts hesitantly, and peeks 
at Richard. He almost grated his finger off on the sharp edges of the grater, because 
Richard-with-the-muscles is busy properly chopping the onions. 
"What do you want on your pizza, Tiaan? Mushrooms? Onions? Olives? Ham? 
Pineapple -?" 
"Oh no, Suzanne," Richard interrupts her, "just not pineapple. Sweet stuff on pizza - 
that's horrible!" 
She lifts her eyebrows at Tiaan. Apparently Richard makes the best pizza but it's only 
him and his rugby friends that believes this. Pineapple on pizza is nice, so what?" 
"I'm rather going to leave," Richard moans and walks out the door.  
When the pizza was done, Riami placed it in the oven and started running water into the 
zink to wash the dishes. 
Suzanne softly starts humming with the piano sounds that are coming from a distance. 
Tiaan keeps standing with the drying cloth in his hand. It is the tune of The Lion King. 
"Who's playing the piano?" he asks Suzanne. "Your mom?" 
"Oh hell, no! She can only play tennis. It's Richard." 
Richard. Richard-with-the-muscles plays piano. And makes pizza with his rugby friends. 
"Quickly come and watch here at the back, Tiaan, I want to show you something. Are 
you coming, Riami?" Suzanne asks. 
"Please not, I have seen it before. Ten times. Enjoy," she says, picks up a magazine 
and goes and sits by the table. 
Suzanne walks into the back yard all the way to the garage door.  
"Beautiful, right? Or what do you think?" she asks while opening the door. 
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In the middle of the floor stands a blood red motorcycle. 
Shiny and fancy. 
Tiaan walks closer and carefully touches the black leather seat. He walks around the 
motorcycle twice while looking at Suzanne. 
"Wow! It's beautiful, is it your dad's or your brother's?" 
Suzanne laughs and tap-tap on the steering wheel. 
It's not my brother's. Neither my dad's. It's mine. And I'm counting the days until I'm 
sixteen - that you can be sure of!" 
Tiaan stares at Suzanne. Too usual - that was what he thought about her before. 
When they entered the kitchen, Riami was already licking her fingers. 
Richard places the pizza with pineapple in front of Tiaan and Suzanne with a disgusted 
expression. 
"How long have you been playing the piano? It sounded ... Amazing," Tiaan says 
carefully. 
"How long? Probably about seven years. No, eight," Richard says while taking a bite. 
"And you? Do you also play?" 
Tiaan puts down his slice of pizza and comfortably leans back. 
"No," he answers and looks Richard straight in the eyes,. "I play the violin." 
 
 


