
 

Adele Schoombie’s Heirloom – 

 The Cruet Set 

Cruet – small stoppered glass bottle for condiments at table (Oxford dictionary) 

This is the story of my maternal grandmother, Fredericka (Freda) Magdalena Elizabeth 

Greyvensteyn and my precious family heirloom. 

It was the year 1917 when the plump, pretty, dark haired young woman stood in Mr Pinkus’ 

place of business. Freda clutched her handbag. Inside the little purse, she had carefully 

placed the few things she would need in her trip to ‘town’. 

Glancing down, her eye fell on the shiny gold band on the ring finger of her left hand. Her 

mind skimmed over the memories of the past few years. Difficult years - but no more 

difficult than her childhood years under the tyranny of a stepmother. 

The Great War and the terrible worldwide flu epidemic had passed - she smiled as she 

remembered how sick she had been. However, determined to marry the tall good looking 

young man, she had struggled from her bed into her bridal dress and stood before the 

magistrate to marry Koot. 

Koot! Jacobus Johannes Petrus Greyvensteyn. Now she was no longer Freda Axsel but Mrs 

Koot Greyvensteyn. 

“Mrs Greef, coeё, Mrs Greef?” the heavily accented voice of old Mr Pinkus recalled her to 

the present. “Do you like it?” he asked. Freda realised that she had been gazing for some 

time at a silver plated cruet stand on display in the office where Mr Pinkus conducted his 

business. His occupation was difficult to define by modern standards. Today he would 

probably be classed as an entrepreneur. He lent money to people. In this case, to Koot and 

Freda to build the tiny three- roomed house. 

“It’s very pretty”, Freda gazed at the object.  

Polished to a state of brilliance, curlicued 

and bedecked with flowers in all its 

Victorian splendour, the silver of the cruet 

stand set off the cut glass containers, each 

in a holder, each waiting to be filled with 

condiments which would add to the flavour 

of a meal prepared by loving hands. 

Four egg cups stood guard at each corner. 

Tiny teaspoons notched onto the handle 

above the mustard pot, another to shake 

the salt over the meal. Each item had its 



place. There was even space for dainty serviettes to be placed at the ready. 

Mr Pinkus smiled at her obvious delight at this - he knew well how a young wife wanted all 

the pretty things that go towards making a home. 

“Tell you what, Mrs Greef, you have been most diligent in paying off the property your young 

Koot bought in Bez Valley. Every month I look up and there is Mrs Greef with the tickey 

repayment- regular as my old pappa’s watch. A good investment- it’s a big stand. Koot was 

telling me that as soon as he built your home, he is going to subdivide and build semi’s on the 

other two stands. 

“Good idea to build just what you need - a kitchen, a bedroom and a bathroom with the 

toilet outside. What more do you need at first?” 

With the air of a conspirator he leaned forward, ”Tell you what Mrs Greef, when you make 

the last payment, that cruet stand is yours” “It will make an old man’s heart happy to know 

one day your grandchildren will tell the story of how you acquired your Cruet Stand’. 

 


