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Greg says
In my twenties, after living in England  
for a few years, I returned home to Cape 
Town for a holiday. I hadn’t been back  
for years and had forgotten its beauty. 
I drove around the city in my old Toyota, 
marvelling at the rough mountains and 
the bright blue sky – I’d left a wintry UK, 
where I’d become used to nature on a grey 
scale. Now I celebrated, and in this feverish 
mood, I met Lisa for the first time on Clifton 
Beach, late one afternoon, introduced by 
a mutual friend. She had rosy cheeks and 
smooth skin; a seventeenth-century Dutch 
girl come to life. I thought she was younger 
than she was. 

“So what do you do?” I asked gently.
“I’m the principal of a film and 

multimedia school,” came the reply. 
She was two years older than me. Lisa 

had an air of ironic challenge, and I wanted 
to amuse her. She said canny things about 
people, and seemed to understand every 
contradictory impulse that burdens the 
heart. She was unusual: interested in the 
stock market, she listened to financial  
news on her headphones at the gym.  
I found the combination of a sexy body  
and a cunning mind fiercely attractive. 

We talked every day after I went back to 
England. Finally, in 2002, I came back  >> 

Lisa and Greg have two sons, 
Jacob, seven, and Joshua, 
three. They live in Newlands.

Lisa and Greg on their 
wedding day in 2003

‘ We fell in 
love through 
writing’
Authors Lisa Lazarus and Greg Fried, who 
write in partnership under the pen name Greg 
Lazarus, tell us about the highs and lows of 
working together – and becoming parents

InsIde a 
marriage
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to South Africa to be with her. Deciding  
to get married was as easy as eating  
a peach. We were reading in bed one 
lazy Sunday morning when I yielded  
to a strong, sudden impulse and said,  
“I want to marry you.”

“I want to marry you, too,” replied  
Lisa from behind her book.

Her father, who lived in Camps Bay, 
called me that afternoon. “So, I hear 
you’re getting hitched to my daughter.”

“Yes, I love her and I want to – ”
“She’s very difficult,” he went on.  

“I hope you know what you’re doing.”
Taken aback, I told him that I had 

never been more sure of doing the  
right thing. I was blessed to marry Lisa.

“That’s nice to hear,” he said, and 
sighed. “Well, I hope it lasts.”

Lisa says
“What do you want from life?” I 
remember asking Greg on our first  
date, as we lounged under a tree at a 
wine farm. he raised his sunglasses  
to the top of his head, and watched  
me with his steady brown eyes.

“Wealth and power,” he said. Later  
on, I found out that he only had ₤100  
in his bank account in England, with  
no clear career goals and, mostly, just  
a desire to impress me. Nevertheless,  
I was quite charmed. It was actually his 
politeness that had struck me the first 
time I met him. Greg had stood up to 
shake my hand, dressed in grey shorts 
like a schoolboy, with manly, muscular 
legs – the combination was intriguing.  
I remember that he looked into my  
eyes as I told him 
my name. Later, our 
mutual friend told  
me that Greg was  
‘too clever’ for me. 
That made me cross 
and determined to  
see whether the  
spark I’d felt could  
be turned into more. 

I guess you could 
say that we fell in love 
through writing. After 
Greg returned to England to finish his 
doctorate in philosophy at Cambridge, 
we e-mailed each other constantly. I  
don’t know how I got any work done 
during those days, because I was 
constantly checking my inbox and then 
responding with long, descriptive mails, 

telling him everything about my life. As 
a result, I have great faith in the power 
of words to bring about change and to 
move a person fundamentally. 

BECoMING a MoM
For me, the transition to motherhood 
wasn’t smooth. Perhaps it was because  

I had a child somewhat 
later in life, in my mid-
thirties, when my adult 
lifestyle was already 
firmly established. Or, 
maybe I was just very 
unfamiliar with infants  
– I don’t think I’d held  
a baby, or at least not 
for very long, before  
I had one of my own. 

I’d trained as a high-
school English teacher 

and then as an educational psychologist.  
After varsity, I spent some time managing 
a film, TV and multimedia college, and  
my career might never have changed  
if motherhood hadn’t come along. 

As a new mom, I wrote in my diary, 
rather melodramatically in retrospect: 

"I’ve been plucked from the country  
I know and deposited elsewhere.  
Where am I? Everything has changed:  
the sounds, the smell – and time, 
particularly time, is distorted. Night 
doesn’t bring sleep, refreshment for 
tomorrow. To be honest, I hate it here." 

Having a baby definitely brought 
conflict into our marriage. The strain 
of new parenthood meant we fought a 
lot. Our relationship became a constant 
barter system: a wash-load for a baby 
change, a supper for bottle sterilisation. 
Tight and mean, it seemed to strangle 
something generous and free-flowing 
that had existed before. I would accuse 
Greg of things, and he'd become angry; 
the cycle on an endless repeat. 

Writing The Book of Jacob (Zebra 
Press), our first project together, was 
cathartic. At some point, when Jacob  
was an infant, we had the idea of trying to 
write an unflinchingly honest book about 
having a baby, from the perspectives of 
both parents. We wanted to talk about 
the experience of bringing someone into 
the world, how this new being affects 
everyone around him, and soon got stuck 

The couple's latest novel, 
Paradise (Kwela), has  
just been released

‘ We were both 
reading in bed 
when i yielded 
to a sudden 
impulse and  
said, “i want  
to marry you”’
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OUR FAVOURITE NOVELS

 NINEvEh by henrietta rose-Innes 
(Umuzi) Set in Cape Town, it offers, in 
perfect prose and striking images, a 
powerful stimulant to vivid dreams.
 PrEP by Curtis Sittenfeld (Black 
Swan) a delicious coming-of-age 
novel about life in an american 
boarding school. Psychologically 
perceptive and utterly authentic.
 ThE GrEENLaNdErS by Jane 
Smiley (random house) a huge  
work, set in medieval Greenland,  
that slowly gathers momentum  
with a primal power until it finally 
reaches a devastating conclusion.
 ThE FarEWELL SyMPhoNy by 
Edmund White (vintage) From an 
exquisite writer, a gorgeous, tragic 
and erotic novel on gay life and  
love in New york, Paris and rome.
 ThE INTErESTINGS by Meg 
Wolitzer (Chatto & Windus) a rich  
and satisfying novel that tracks the 
lives of a group of friends who meet 
at a camp for teenage artists.  w&h

InsIde a 
marriage

into writing as truthfully as we could 
about what we went through, without 
censoring ourselves or each other. We 
wrote about it all – the exhaustion and 
confusion; the tenderness of parenthood 
– and, after about six months, we’d 
produced our first book. As parents, 
we’re loving, but sometimes bumbling; as 
writers, our collaboration went smoothly.

aN ESCaPE FroM 
ThE drUdGEry
We’re both the youngest children in our 
families, ‘laat lammetjies’, with at least 
nine years between ourselves and the 
sibling before us, and – I suppose for  
both of us – reading was an alternative 
reality to which we could escape. Writing 

together became like that, too 
– a joint trip into a shared world. 
Greg works as a philosopher 
at the University of Cape Town, 
and I am a freelance journalist 
and tutor at the SA Writers’ 
College, but we’re always trying 
to find time to write as a team.

Also, we have a deep love  
of and respect for books – on 
weekends, we’ll often hang 
out at bookshops or libraries. 
Writing became an extension  
of this love, and we hoped  
to contribute something  
that others could enjoy. 

The upside for us is that, 
when we write, we never 
argue. It might sound strange, 

but it’s true: writing is the one area of 
our life that is free from any conflict. 
There’s also something romantic about 
constructing a fictional world with your 
partner. Sometimes, when we’re in some 
spot in Cape Town, say, the Sea Point 
beachfront, we point out a landmark  
and we know that we’re both imagining 
one of our characters in that setting. 

After The Book of Jacob was 
published, we turned to fiction. We 
wanted to write an eerie and thrilling 
novel that also combined our interests  
in psychology and philosophy, which is 
how When in Broad Daylight I Open My 

Eyes (Kwela) came about, released  
a few years later in 2012. 

After the second book, we felt the 
urge to create something warmer; 
something that spoke to the heart. We 
wrote our new novel, Paradise (Kwela), 
in May this year, and finally realised – 
because you often only understand a 
book in hindsight – that we’d come up 
with a light-hearted book about failure, 
and about deciding what’s important 
and fighting for it. We’re intrigued by the 
feeling of failure that one might have on 
moving into middle age. It’s a sense of 
not having gotten there – sometimes, 
you’re not even sure where "there" is.

Now that we’re entering our forties, 
we’ve explored that sense of not hitting 
the mark, and how people try to find what 
counts in life. But, like all great matters 
in life, there’s no easy answer to that, 
although we hope we’ll carry on looking 
for it together, for a long time to come.

Above: Lisa with Joshua, 
then aged two. Below: Five 
months pregnant with Jacob

Greg dozes with 
baby Joshua

‘ Writing our first book was truly 
cathartic. We wrote as honestly as 
we could about parenthood, without 
censoring ourselves or each other’


