Premise: an accident in which a driver knocked over an 80 yr man. The policeman has already questioned the driver, inspected his driver's licence, etc. Driver claimed he was right, Mr Robinson was wrong and walked right into his car. The story takes up where the policeman, Sergeant Harris, is questioning three people, including the driver. Exercise of this piece was to show three different points of view.

OF ZEBRAS AND CROSSINGS  

by V.J. WILLIAMS
"And your name, ma'am?"

"Noziphumezo Precious Maqabangqa.

"Huh?"

"N--o--z--i…"

He scribbled on his notepad while Noziphumezo stood waiting, rag in one hand, the other hand on her hip.

"Now tell me, did you see what really happened?"

"Oh, yes. You see, sir, the driver, she's not driving very carefully. She was driving very fast. She did not see the old man, because why, the driver she's not even looking. Even I was washing the window I could see how the driver was not looking." 

"Hmmm. Very fast, you say. Without even looking?"

"Yes, officer. The old man was walking and looking left and right. Even before he walked I greeted tamkhulu. See, every day tamkhulu come here to this robot to cross the road."

"You wash windows every day?"

"I tell my boss the windows they are dirty every day, so I must keep them clean."

"Well, Mrs Ma-q---"

"Maqabangqa."

"Mrs Maqabangqa."

"You click twice for my name, officer."

"Twice. Yes, well, the driver alleges he was taking every precaution and driving very slowly. Mr Robinson was not looking where he was going."

The driver interrupted.

"That's right. The old man was careless. Is he blind or something? Right in front of my car!"

"No. No, sir. It's the driver, she's blind. Look there - "  

Noziphumezo waved the rag as she explained. The officer yelped.

"Madam, you just struck my face with a wet rag…"

"Ndicela uxolo! I am sorree! But even I can see from my window…" 

Another swing of the rag. The officer and driver ducked. 
"Yes?"

"There are lines there. On the road. Fat lines, ipolisa. Fat lines."

"Oh, you mean the zebra crossing?"

"Aish, zebras do not cross there. They walk in Limpopo. I come from Limpopo…"

"I'm dying here," cried Mr Robinson plaintively as he clutched his leg.

"Tamkhulu, aish, you are in pain?" asked Noziphumezo. "Can you walk?"

"I'm not going anywhere!"

"Now, Mrs Maqabangqa, what about the zebra crossing?"

"Sergeant, you have the eyes they can see. The council, they painted only two days ago. Before that - aish, you could not see a thing. Now you cannot miss the lines. They are too white and fat."

Noziphumezo gave the driver a death glare. "You slow down. The lines, they tell you to slow down!"

"But - "

"See, sergeant, how this driver she's lying?"

"I'm a 'he'!"

"Mrs Maqabangqa, you are absolutely certain that the driver was going too fast and did not slow down?"

"Ebequba engxamile! Very fast."

"Fast? I was going 20km per hour!" complained the driver.

"Ipolisa, the driver she's blind and reckless." Then, turning on the driver, "Aish, you almost killed tamkhulu." 

"Why am I the villain here?"

"Because you are."  

Without his helmet the young man looked like a young boy with his shock of straggly blonde hair.  "What?"  

The driver lunged. Noziphumezo reacted.

"Haibo, you come near me, I'll - "

"She's right, Sergeant. This driver needs to take a few more driving lessons."

"And what is your name, young man?"

"Bradley Pitt, okay?" 
"Mr Brad--ley Pitt. Well, Mr Pitt, what is your domicile?"

"My what?"

"Your domicile. Your address."

"Why didn't you say so in the first place? I live with my grandma. She gave me the Vuka Scuta."

"And where does your grandmother live?"

"Oh. Number 342A Clarendon Flats Clareboggan Drive Clareboggan."

"…Clarebog-gan. Tell me, Brad--ley Pitt, you witnessed the accident. What did you see?"

"I’ll tell you what he saw, officer," Mr Robinson cut in. "That driver is a menace on the road. That's what the young man saw!"

"Old man, the policeman was talking to me."

"Haibo, how do you talk to tamkhulu? Aish, you teenagers got no respect, no respect." Noziphumezo mumbled while she swung her rag about. She went down on her knees and patted Mr Robinson's arm. The old man smiled gratefully at her.

Sergeant Harris gave an exaggerated sigh.

"Mr Pitt…"

"Well, I was right behind the Nissan. When he braked, I had to brake so hard to avoid hitting him that my earplugs popped and then I couldn't hear Frank no more."

"Frank?"

"Sinatra."

"You listen to Sinatra?" Mr Robinson asked, his injured leg forgotten for the moment.

"You think a teenagers don't listen to old music? I do it my way."  
"Mr Pitt!"

"Okay! That driver coulda killed me too. I was right behind him and kept to the middle of the lane, just like the rules say. Then he hit the brakes. I almost kissed his rear. But that I'll never do. Rotten geezer."

"What did you call me? How old are you? Ten?"

"On a Vuka? I'm seventeen, you moron."

"Now, now, you two. No badmouthing here. Mrs Maqabangqa will wash your faces with a window cleaning rag."

"Aish. Just tell me when, officer. The teenagers these days, they have no respect and the drivers these days, they see no zebras - "

"Crossings."

"Yes. Crossings."

"Mr Pitt, you claim this driver was speeding?"

"You have to slow down at the zebra crossing anyway, just like the rules say. But I swear, Sergeant,  his eyes weren't on the road."

"The old man walked right into the road!"

"How could you tell the driver wasn't looking, Mr Pitt?"

"He had his hand against his ear and one hand on the steering wheel. He was talking on his phone."

"Is that so?"

"That's a lie!"

"Yes. Talking to his girlfriend on his Blokia 123."

"It was a Samsung Omnia. The very latest for me," bragged the driver. "Six thousand songs on it. Five mega pixel camera…"

"I thought you said you had both hands on the steering wheel, Mr Briggs."

The driver turned beetroot red as he realised his mistake.

"He was going slowly because of the phone, sir. That didn't stop him from knocking the old man. It was because his eyes weren't on the road. The light was red, officer. I swear on my great Auntie Ma's grave." 

"That will be all from the two of you."

Sergeant Harris frowned as he looked at Mr Robinson who was sitting on a chair.

"It's from my shop," explained Noziphumezo. "Tamkhulu said it's only his leg is paining, sir."

The policeman nodded. "Could you answer a few questions for me, Mr Robinson?"

"Yes, officer. It's my leg, but it could very well have been my head!"

"Now, can you tell me what happened?"

"I can, if this fine woman could stop waving her rag."  

Noziphumezo stopped suddenly and glared again at the driver.

"Can you explain what happened, Mr Robinson?"

"I pressed the button…right…there," he started, turning to point at the traffic pole with its stop button. 

"Did you wait?"

"Certainly. I waited for the little green man."

"Right of way?"

"I just said that."

"And when you saw the…uh…little green man walking?"

"Then I walked. The driver paid no attention to me. I was already on the third…fat line. I shouted, but he didn't stop. Just kept coming. He only braked when he was already almost on top of me. Stupid man."

"Thank you, Mr Robinson. You have good eyesight, for someone not wearing spectacles."

"Are you finished with tamkhulu, Sergeant? The ambulance is here at last."

"My leg…!" cried Mr Robinson again. "I'm dying here…"

"Nonsense, tamkhulu. It's only your leg. You did not lose your head like the youngest brother of my uncle on my - "

"Well," interjected the sergeant, still as unruffled as at the start, "let me see…"

"What can you see, Sergeant?" asked Noziphumezo. "It's very clear who is guilty. It's that man! Haibo, that you could almost kill tamkhulu."

"Now, now, Mrs Maqabangqa, I see your boss is calling you."

"Haibo! I'll lose my job!" she cried, stalking off, waving her rag as she approached her shop window.

"Well, sir? Are you going to stand there and relieve me of my guilt in this matter?" asked Mr Robinson who sat up on the gurney waving an accusing finger at the driver. "Reckless imbecile!"

"Mr Robinson, I shall decide whether this driver was reckless," said Sergeant Harris. "The paramedics are ready to transport you."

"Thank you, sir. I always did like the sound of wailing sirens…" replied Mr Robinson. He turned to Brad Pitt. "Young man, always keep your eye on the road. Never know what might hit you. By the way, you need a hair cut."

"You look like my uncle Oscar. That's why I've gone easy on you, old man."

"Why you…"

"And so I conclude my investigation. Brad Pitt, it is the rule that you keep a safe following distance. You almost made contact with Mr Briggs' vehicle. Go and read up on those rules again. Mr Robinson is right. Next time you might not be so lucky."

"I'm not the villain here!"

"Be that as it may, it did enable you to witness that Mr Briggs, by his own admission, was conversing on his mobile phone. That can be easily verified." Sergeant Harris gave Briggs a look that brooked no opposition. "That alone reduces the visual acuity of the driver by twenty five percent. The ability to focus on one thing at a time becomes blurred."

"What?"

"Means you really didn't see the old man walking on the fat white line."

Brad Pitt put his helmet on again and got on his Vuka. "Gotta go!"

"Sergeant, I swear - "

"On great Aunty Mabel's grave?"

"You know what I mean. Please, my wife will kill me."

"Your  visual acuity was compromised, therefore any object, living or inanimate wouldn't be seen until you were almost on top of it. According to several other witnesses, including the driver of the vehicle in the next lane, the light was already red for traffic. Indeed, the other driver had already stopped when you continued. Mr Robinson may be old, but he has obeyed the rules of the road to the letter. He pressed the button and waited for the green light before walking. It must be understood by you that people, particularly children and senior citizens trust the little green man to give them the right of way. In case you have not noticed, Mr Briggs, on the fat line, as Mrs Maqabangqa calls it, there are tyre tracks which I have already established is fresh rubber made by the front wheels of your vehicle."  

"I - "

"No need to say anything more, Mr Briggs. That they are right on the third and fifth fat lines, just at the time Mr Robinson walked, means that your vehicle only came to a halt when you were already on the zebra crossing."

"My wife - "

"Will no doubt kill you, but at this point in time, that remains to be seen. If that happens, Mr Briggs, you can depend upon it that I shall be there to question her."
The driver pointed in the direction of Noziphumezo. "It's that woman! She's wrong!" 

"Haibo, Sergeant!" Noziphumezo yelled from the shop front. "You lock up that man. Aish, that very dangerous man with wheelies."

"Officer, I swear - "

"Mr Briggs, you can do the swearing in a court of law. Then you can explain to the judge as well why your driver's licence has expired."

**** 

end
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Ginny's comment:
Veronica, this is  ABSALUTELY HILARIOUS! I giggled the whole way through! You have the different character spot on, your dialogue is excellent. It’s a real South African slice of life here. There are so many funny bits I can’t even mark them all . Noziphumezo is the star- tell S'bahle Gqola  I said so.

I liked the final line too…

There are hardly any comments in your ms…this was just a terrific assignment which I really enjoyed. Your turned what was just an exercise in different points of view  into a very funny, readable story. 

Here’s a thought- have you ever considered screen writing? You have such a good feeling for writing dialogue and it  flows out from under your pen so easily. Think about screen writing or even a play,.

In the meantime please think about entering the short story contest for the college- check the site for the details and ENTER!! Please do.  

