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Jul ius Sibisiwas employed by a local company
as a driver. One evening he had a car accident.
His right arm went through the side window.
I had to amputate it.
"Doctor," he said, "you have taken away my right arm,
you will have to find me a job."

I employed him as my Zulu interpreter.

One day after a clinic we fell to discussing
this and that.

"How many children do you have, doctor?"
"l have three sons, Julius."

"Haauw, doctor, you don't have any daughters?"

"No, Jul ius, I  don' t . . . .
How shall I have a daughter?"

"Doctor, the problem is you are too strong.
To have a daughter you must have one testicle
removed."

I have four sons now.

Advice

By Chris Ell is
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